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ABOUT THE BOOK

The first eleven titles in this edition were originally published as volumes 10-20 in The Complete Works of George Orwell (1986-1998), edited by Peter Davison. The Lost Orwell was first published as a supplementary text in 2006.

This authoritative edition incorporates all Orwell’s known essays, poems, plays, letters, journalism, broadcasts, and diaries, and also letters by his wife, Eileen, and members of his family. In addition there are very many of the letters in newspapers and magazines of readers’ reactions to Orwell’s articles and reviews. Where the hands of others have intervened, Orwell’s original intentions have been restored.




ABOUT THE AUTHOR

Eric Arthur Blair – better known as George Orwell – was born on 25 June 1903 in Bengal, India, where his father worked for the Civil Service. The family moved to England in 1907 and in 1917 Orwell went to Eton. From 1922 to 1927 he served with the Indian Imperial Police in Burma, an experience that inspired his first novel, Burmese Days (1934). Several years of poverty followed. He lived in Paris for two years, and then returned to England where he worked as a private tutor, schoolteacher and bookshop assistant. Down and Out in Paris and London was published in 1933. In 1936 he was commissioned by the publisher Victor Gollancz to visit areas of mass unemployment in Lancashire and Yorkshire, and The Road to Wigan Pier is a powerful description of the poverty he saw there. At the end of 1935 Orwell went to Spain to fight for the Republicans and was wounded in the throat. Homage to Catalonia is his account of the civil war. He was admitted to a sanatorium in 1938 and from then on was never fully fit. He spent six months in Morocco and there wrote Coming Up for Air. During the Second World War he served in the Home Guard and worked for the BBC Eastern Service from 1941 to 1943. He joined Tribune as its literary editor and also wrote for the Observer and Manchester Evening News. His unique political allegory, Animal Farm, was published in 1945, and it was this novel, together with Nineteen Eighty-Four (1949), which brought him world-wide fame. Orwell died in London in January 1950.

Peter Davison left school when he was fifteen and worked in a variety of jobs, which included stints at the Crown Film Unit, MGM and the International Wool Secretariat, as well as in the Royal Navy during the Second World War. He began studying in his spare time and obtained an English degree in 1954 and subsequently a PhD from Sydney University. From 1964 to 1972 he was a Fellow at the Shakespeare Institute, Birmingham University, editing for the Penguin Shakespeare series in the 1960s 1 and 2 Henry IV, editions that are still in print. He was then Professor of English at St David’s University College, the University of Kent and De Montfort University, Leicester. Whilst managing a historic building in London he edited Orwell’s Complete Works. He edited the Bibliographical Society’s journal for twelve years and was awarded the Society’s Gold Medal. He was appointed D. Lit and Hon. D. Arts in 1999 and awarded the OBE for services to literature.

From 1961 Ian Angus was Deputy Librarian and Keeper of the Orwell Archive at University College, London, and from 1975 Librarian of King’s College, London. With Sonia Orwell he co-edited the Collected Essays, Journalism and Letters of George Orwell (4 vols., 1986).

Sheila Davison was a teacher until she retired, for some time teaching the deaf. She checked and proofread all twenty volumes of the complete edition and assisted with the research and indexing.
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General Introduction

‘ANYTHING ABOUT ORWELL IS INTERESTING. He was a man, like Lawrence, whose personality shines out in everything he said or wrote.’ So Cyril Connolly in 1962.1 This is doubtless sufficient encouragement to publish anything about and by Orwell—a Complete Orwell. But an editor of Orwell must be conscious of his author peering over his shoulder, self-deprecating and wryly amused. Orwell views the business of editing with suspicion. When in Nineteen Eighty-Four he describes Ampleforth as being engaged ‘in producing garbled versions—definitive texts, they were called’2 there is a lurking suspicion that this is Orwell himself speaking: ‘garbled’ was his word to describe a text that had been corrupted. His attitude is even clearer in a sardonic introduction to a review written forty years ago:


The chief difficulty of writing a book nowadays is that pots of paste are usually sold without brushes. But if you can get hold of a brush . . . and a pair of scissors and a good-sized blank book, you have everything you need. It is not necessary to do any actual writing. Any collection of scraps—reprinted newspaper articles, private letters, fragments of diaries, even “radio discussions” ground out by wretched hacks to be broadcast by celebrities—can be sold to the amusement-starved public.3



Today’s public is hardly amusement-starved and there are improvements on stiff-brushed pots of Gloy, but to bring together all that Orwell wrote that has survived requires more than glue, scissors and even several good-sized blank books. It also demands a great deal of writing and explication. No editor would approach this task without believing as did Connolly, yet aware simultaneously of Orwell’s doubts. Why try to reconcile this conflict?

One of the most interesting and percipient articles about Orwell, and one little known, is that by Nicolas Walter in Anarchy: A Journal of Anarchist Ideas published some thirty-six years ago. He writes of Orwell’s ‘sense of compassion and guilt, and a determination to be tested and not to be found wanting’; a man who wore down ‘his health and his talent, fighting the evils of the world and the weakness of his body to the day of his death, always striving, striving to tell the truth about what he saw and what he felt.’ Walter is good on Orwell’s faults: ‘He often spoke out without verifying his facts . . . often he was grossly unfair’ especially about sandal-wearers, pacifists, feminists, and bearded fruit-juice drinkers. ‘Hardly any literary or political group escaped his bitter criticism. But,’ he continues, ‘he should not be seen just as an angry middle-aged man but as an extreme example of the English middle-class dissenter against any group, even a group of conscious rebels; . . . He was a man full of logical contradictions and emotional ambivalences, but the point is that this made him better, not worse. He was always able . . . to realise the imperfections of every position including his own, and his honesty about the difficulties this raised was one of his most valuable characteristics.’4 These virtues and contradictions are even more valuable now than when Orwell lived and, in everything he wrote, as Connolly says, the man’s personality shines out. Bringing together all his writing, even the trivia that sprang from his organisation of BBC broadcasts to India and the Far East during the War, may bring home those characteristics even more forcefully to contemporary readers. And the contexts of what he wrote—the twilight of Imperialism, the Depression, the Thirties, the Spanish Civil War, the Second World War, and the post-war Labour Government – illuminate his writing and his writing gives those events a renewed significance and force.

George Orwell was born Eric Arthur Blair on 25 June 1903 at Motihari, Bengal. His father, Richard Walmesley Blair, was a sub-deputy agent in the Opium Department of the Indian Civil Service; his mother, Ida Mabel Blair, though born in England, was the daughter of Frank Limouzin, a teak merchant of French extraction in Moulmein, Burma. Richard Blair was born in 1857, the son of the vicar of Milborne St Andrew, Dorset. His wife, Ida, was born in 1875. When Orwell was born they already had one daughter, Marjorie Frances, born at Gaya, Bengal on 21 April 1898. A second daughter, Avril Nora, was born at Henley-on-Thames on 6 April 1908. Ida returned to England with the two children in 1904. Orwell’s father came home for three months in the summer of 1907 and then returned to India when his leave was over. Orwell did not see his father again until he retired from the Opium Department in January 1912. The children were educated first at an Anglican convent school. In September 1911, Orwell went to St Cyprian’s private preparatory school at Eastbourne, and, after a term at Wellington in 1917, he took up a King’s Scholarship at Eton in May of that year. A Chronology will be found in the preliminaries to each volume, but the letters, articles, diaries, reviews, broadcasts (and, indeed, the annotations) take up the story of Orwell’s life very fully from this time at his prep school until his death on 21 January 1950 at the age of forty-six.

Apart from his books, most of what Orwell wrote might fairly accurately be called journalism—articles, reviews, a personal column, war despatches—and several of his books walk a delicate line between reportage and fiction. Although the events and conditions they describe are, superficially, of the past, we seriously mistake their significance if we imagine that, say, Down and Out in Paris and London and The Road to Wigan Pier, and even a novel Orwell later rejected, A Clergyman’s Daughter, are no longer directly relevant to us today. In the decade after Homage to Catalonia was published it failed to sell even the fifteen hundred copies Secker & Warburg had printed: its sales did not recoup the modest advance Fredric Warburg had paid Orwell. With the death of Franco in 1975, the Spanish Civil War, already overtaken by an even more awful war, seemed destined to be thrust even further into the past’s unconscious. Yet Homage to Catalonia now sells far more copies a year than it did in the whole decade after it was published sixty years ago. In 1984 we were assured that we had safely surmounted that hurdle and that Nineteen Eighty-Four need no longer trouble our waking nightmares. Wrong, of course; that is seriously to misunderstand what Orwell was about and what that novel still has to say to us. On the fiftieth anniversary of the first publication of Animal Farm, a new edition once again topped the best-seller list as it had done in 1945. Hardly a day passes without Orwell’s words or his ghost being invoked. It is not merely the obvious inheritance that is still pertinent—all animals are equal (only some more so), thoughtcrime, Big Brother, doublethink and the like—but the complex responses prompted by the word ‘Orwellian’ which still carry force: fear, integrity, directness, concern for language, plain prose, individual humanity, a striving to see things as they really are, a willingness to admit error, and, above all, the concept of a sense of decency in human relations. Orwell, what he said, what he wrote, and what he stood for remain astonishingly alive. The man and his writing are a vital point of reference in uncertain times, a touchstone.

Our understanding of Orwell is based on only a portion of what has been reprinted and what is available is sometimes inaccurate and can be downright misleading. The nine books have been available in authoritative editions complete with textual notes for a decade and it is possible to study drafts of Nineteen Eighty-Four in facsimile.5 Thirty years ago, Sonia Orwell and Ian Angus produced their invaluable four-volume selection of Orwell’s essays, journalism and letters.6 It draws generously on the essays, reprints many reviews, gives extracts from diaries, some fairly fully, some not at all, and a good selection of letters. Some articles and letters are cut and, inevitably, the editors could only draw on what was then available. Its annotations and biographical notes were appropriate for its day but experience shows that these can no longer adequately satisfy either the general reader, the student, or, sometimes, the scholar. Whole areas of Orwell’s work were omitted. Not one of more than eighty films and theatrical performances that Orwell reviewed was included, nor were any of the articles he had published in French journals in 1928–29. What Orwell called his ‘two wasted years’ at the BBC had to be taken at his own dismissive estimate for, owing to the difficulty of gaining access to the BBC Written Archive in the days before trained archivists (especially Jacqueline Kavanagh) opened up this resource, its holdings were inevitably virtually unknown. Thirty years ago what was selected by Sonia Orwell and Ian Angus offered an adventurously large choice. As Orwell’s reputation has grown, in part because of that edition, something much fuller is required to do him justice and satisfy scholarly and general interest.

This edition—the nine books and these eleven volumes, to which can be added the Facsimile of the Extant Manuscript of Nineteen Eighty-Four, published in that year—attempts to print all that it has been possible to recover that Orwell wrote.7 Inevitably an editor can only print what has survived and a reader must always bear in mind the different kinds of omissions: lost and untraced letters, excisions on grounds of libel (none from letters, scarcely any from articles, all of which are noted), and articles reported but probably never written such as ‘An American Reverie’ (see 3 January 1946, 2839) and on Hong Kong (see 10 January 1946, 2853).

The edition has been produced with difficulty, in part because of the size of the task, in part owing to the shifts and changes that have afflicted publishing in England and the United States during the past fifteen years. After the editing of the new editions of Orwell’s nine books had been completed in 1982 (though they would not appear in the United Kingdom until 1986 and 1987, and have still not been published in the United States), a complete edition of all that Orwell wrote was commissioned. As the wealth of ‘new’ material became almost embarrassingly apparent, a five- or six-volume edition was proposed, but eventually the virtue of completeness, despite the size of an edition of eleven volumes, proved convincing. It had been decided that these volumes would be printed in the United States though published jointly in that country and England. The project was suspended by the publishers in November 1985 for two years but despite the uncertainty as to whether the edition would ever appear, editorial work continued. Proofs of the first volume, set in New York, were delivered in June 1990 and the final batch of copy was delivered on 3 February 1993. By December 1993 2,125 of 7,840 pages of text-copy had been set and proofread. The American publishers then gave up and the edition looked as if it might be abandoned. However, the determination of Secker & Warburg, and in particular of Max Eilenberg, ensured that the work would be carried forward and setting started again in England in July 1995. The final page-proof revises (of the reset American setting) were received in January 1997. Publication was then scheduled for 11 August 1997 and the text up-dated accordingly. In spring 1997 Secker & Warburg became part of Random House and publication had to be postponed until summer 1998. I am grateful to Geoffrey Mulligan and Rowena Skelton-Wallace for overseeing the final stages of publication with such consideration.

What does this Complete Edition offer? So far as the books are concerned, it provides authoritative texts with textual explanations. Obviously the eleven volumes of essays, letters, broadcasts, reviews, diaries, and notebooks offer far more in sheer bulk than does the four-volume edition. Obviously, the annotations, the textual and historical explanations, and the biographical details are very much fuller. Readers’ letters responding to Orwell’s articles and reviews have in nearly all instances been reproduced in full or summarised. Such responses are of particular interest in the case of Tribune, for with Tribune one has a real sense of Orwell and his audience, and, what is more, an audience only too willing not to let Orwell get away with anything it thought wrong or inappropriate. This gives a valuable sense of how that constituency thought at an important time in left-wing political life—the post-war Labour administration—but also suggests how Orwell’s own thought and learning developed on matters as insignificant as the name of ‘the bomb-site plant’ (2537 and 2547) and as important a subject as revenge (2547 and see also 2631), helping shape his thinking for ‘Revenge is Sour’ (2786) a year or so later. It is easy to recapture how Orwell always had a ‘contemporary corrective’ to his thinking.

Orwell’s first review was published in 1930 and his last in 1949. In those twenty years he reviewed some seven hundred books, films and plays in 379 reviews; of these, CEJL printed 68 reviews. All Orwell’s reviews are printed here. There is, too, a pamphlet, ‘British Cookery’, commissioned by the British Council but not published at the time (and not since) because it was thought tactless to print a book praising British cooking at a time of severe rationing.

Among them are those which have never appeared, for example, of Harold Laski’s Faith, Reason, and Civilisation, and C. S. Lewis’s Beyond Personality, both rejected in their day. The 1968 edition printed 169 articles (though of these the 73 (of eighty) ‘As I Please’ columns were often cut). All Orwell’s 263 articles are now published and one could summarise by saying that the lengthy list of desiderata noted by Nicolas Walter thirty-six years ago,8 and the annotations and explanations he called for (e.g. the provenance of ‘Anti-Semitism in Britain’ and the fate of ‘Benefit of Clergy’) are satisfied. Among the essays now reprinted are the five written and printed in Paris on unemployment, tramps, the beggars of London, imperialist exploitation in Burma, and John Galsworthy; ‘Can Socialists Be Happy?’ (written under a second pseudonym); four articles on ‘The Intellectual Revolt’ together with an ‘Afterword’ written for the German translation; ‘Britain’s Struggle for Survival: The Labour Government After Three Years’; ‘Marx and Russia’, and ‘Grandeur et décadance du roman policier anglais’ (‘The Detective Story’). Articles published in French or German are in every case printed in those languages and in English versions, ‘back translated’ because the original English texts have not survived. Similarly, French and English versions are given of letters Orwell wrote or had written to him in French. Almost all the articles and reviews can only be reproduced in the form in which they have survived in print but it should be borne in mind that Orwell’s copy was often cut or changed by sub-editors. Articles in The Observer were ‘habitually’ cut to fit the space available and in newspapers such as the Evening Standard Orwell told his agent, Leonard Moore, on 2 November 1946, ‘I have had things not merely cut but altered’ (3105). What has been remarkable to the editors in the course of assembling, editing and proofreading these articles and reviews is how freshly they read after all these years, how wide the range of topics, how vigorous their style, and how independent is Orwell’s mind. Although it will be some years before he can make political writing an art as in the brief but perfect essay, ‘Some Thoughts on the Common Toad’ (12 April 1946, 2970), the tyro articles on censorship (79), unemployment (82), beggars (84), and imperialism in practice (86) are ‘Orwell’ long before he took that name. His insight and his gift for a striking opening is beautifully shown in a review of Peter Fleming’s News from Tartary of 15 August 1936 (322A), reprinted here for the first time:


A journey by train or car or aeroplane is not an event but an interregnum between events, and the swifter the vehicle the more boring the journey becomes. The nomad of the steppe or the desert may have to put up with every kind of discomfort, but at any rate he is living while he is travelling, and not, like the passenger in a luxury liner, merely suffering a temporary death.



A very large number of additional letters are included. When CEJL was prepared, 692 letters were available and of these 226 were published. Since then, apart from letters written by Orwell in his work for the BBC, 383½ letters (one is incomplete) have been found with seven more in extracted or sale-catalogue form. The edition also publishes the letters of Orwell’s wife, Eileen, and some written by his sisters, Marjorie and Avril, and other relatives. Eileen’s letters are particularly engaging. There are 587 BBC letters, telegrams, and memoranda by Orwell or written on his behalf, and, associated with them in the organisation of Orwell’s programmes, summaries of 395 Talks Booking Forms. All these are published here. Some letters reveal new aspects of Orwell’s life and work, for example, his relationship with Lydia Jackson; the sequence of letters he wrote to Yvonne Davet (whom he never met) before and after the war in connexion with her translations of his books; and correspondence with Ihor Szewczenko regarding the Ukrainian translation of Animal Farm, which offers touching testimony of the circumstances and reactions of Displaced Persons facing an uncertain fate in Germany at the end of the war. Orwell’s experiences in Spain led indirectly to Animal Farm and the deposition charging him and Eileen with espionage and high treason (charges unknown to him) is subjected to a detailed analysis which fully explains Orwell’s response to violent revolution and hence his last two books and much else he wrote. There are letters in support of Victor Serge and Joseph Czapski, the latter in an attempt to get published an account which squarely laid the blame on the Russians for the slaughter of so many Poles (the Katyn Massacres) but which English publishers refused to print for fear of upsetting the Soviets (an attitude fostered by British Governments for several decades after the event); the ‘Kronstadt letter’ to Dwight Macdonald makes clear just what Orwell was saying in Animal Farm, a message many left-wing intellectuals (but not Displaced Persons) found difficult to grasp. Some letters reveal deep personal relationships and others, to people whom he never met, and from whom he had nothing to gain, but who wrote to him out of the blue seeking information and advice drew patient replies. Of many letters that could be given as examples, one last that came to Orwell from Nancy Parratt, a former BBC secretary, just before he died, implies much about his character. She wrote simply and cheerfully to tell Orwell that she had married and was living in the United States; and she describes her life there and tells, simply and directly, how things were with her. Though she and Orwell had not met for several years, and she did not know he was dying, she wrote in the expectation that he would be pleased to hear from her about simple events far removed from the political and social battles he fought to the last.

Much of the new material is that associated with Orwell’s time as a Talks Producer at the BBC. Selections of this material have been published but they are often inaccurate, incomplete, and sometimes not by Orwell.9 Difficult textual problems are ignored (e.g., of the imaginary interview with Jonathan Swift), the effect of censorship has been exaggerated, and, most important, it has been claimed that after 13 March 1943 Orwell no longer played a part in the BBC’s direct propaganda. Further, although it is suggested he wrote forty-nine news commentaries, he actually wrote at least 220, many of which he himself broadcast to Occupied Malaya and Indonesia after 13 March. Only a few fragments of those commentaries survive. Sadly, Orwell thought those to whom he broadcast had never heard him—that he was speaking into a void—but evidence is given to show he was heard. Thus, to one nun listening secretly to him in Occupied Malaya, he was ‘that good man, George Orwell’, whose voice kept hope alive. The newsletters for Malaya and Indonesia, and those he wrote for translation into several vernacular Indian languages, add little to the bulk of the edition because the scripts have not survived, but the evidence for these broadcasts (from letters and Talks Booking Forms) shows how incredibly hard Orwell worked at the BBC. Of news commentaries alone he produced four a week, designed for audiences of different cultures and for audiences in free and occupied countries.

Yet such direct propaganda was only a small part of what Orwell did at the BBC. He claimed, with justification, that he had kept his ‘little corner’ of the BBC clean. He did so by concentrating on culture rather than propaganda. A fuller analysis of Orwell’s work at the BBC is given in the Introduction to Volume XIII; suffice here to say that what Orwell dismissed as ‘two wasted years’ can, in contrast, be seen as a demonstration of how far ahead of his time he was. First, the continuity of his struggle against imperialism, begun in his article on Burma published in Paris in 1929 (86), obvious in Burmese Days, continued at the BBC and was, in effect, a precursor to post-colonialism in literature and in broader cultural matters. Secondly he started what we would now call an Open University. And thirdly, he developed, especially in his advocacy and practice of broadcasting poetry (when possible, spoken by its authors), what would lead to the BBC’s Third Programme (now Radio Three) three years after he left the Corporation’s service. The importance of the BBC material is as much for what it tells us of Orwell’s vision, imagination, and integrity, as for the picture it gives of a great Corporation which, despite its good intentions, was wrong-headed and unimaginative. This is plainly shown in the advice given Sir Stafford Cripps about the BBC’s Indian Section before he went to India to treat with Nehru, Gandhi and Jinnah over Indian independence (see XIII, 20–21). In the BBC volumes, we are offered, in epitome, a picture of the United Kingdom, that does much to illumine the misdirected efforts of the past fifty years and from which there is still much to be learned.

Orwell kept diaries throughout his life and a number have survived. In 1968, the Hop-Picking and Wigan Pier diaries, and selections from two Wartime diaries and some notebooks were published. His diaries and notebooks are now reproduced in full, in the main in chronological order so that what he published and what he entered in his diaries are juxtaposed. He often illustrated his diaries (as he had his letters to his mother from St. Cyprian’s) and all his illustrations are reproduced. What Orwell chose to set down often tells as much of him as of what he recorded. As one reads through the sorry catalogue of events leading up to the outbreak of war in 1939, it is impossible, with the benefit of hindsight, not to be amazed at the misconceptions and miscalculations of that time, none more remarkable than Parliament’s decision, without a division, to adjourn for a week just two days before Germany invaded Poland. Because Orwell’s diaries and notebooks are many and confusing, it might be helpful to list them here with their starting reference numbers and with item numbers for selected entries from notebooks printed in the edition where they are chronologically relevant. The numbering of the diaries is Orwell’s unless numbers are within square brackets.


Hop-Picking Diary, 111, 25 August to 8 October 1931

Wigan Pier Diary, 270, 31 January to 25 March 1936

[Spanish War Diary; seized by police, Barcelona, 1937

This diary may be in the NKVD files in Moscow; an attempt to find it has so far proved unsuccessful]

Morocco Diary, 478, 7 September 1938 to 28 March 1939

Domestic Diary [1], 518, 9 August 1938 to 31 December 1938

Domestic Diary [1], ctd., 582, 1 January to 26 May 1938

Domestic Diary II, 582 ctd., 27 May 1939 to 31 December 1939

Domestic Diary II, ctd., 729A, 1 January to 29 April 1940

Diary of Events Leading Up to the War, 553, 2 July to 3 September 1939

War-Time Diary 1, 628, 28 May 1940 to 28 August 1941

War-Time Diary [II, unnumbered by Orwell], 1025, in Manuscript and Typescript:

Manuscript: no title; 14 March to 15 October 1942.

Ms ends: ‘(continued in Vol IV)’

Typescript: headed ‘WAR DIARY (continued)’, 14 March to 15 November 1942

Typescript also has entries for 17 October and 15 November 1942 No reference to Vol IV

No ‘IV’ has been traced and ‘III’ is actually ‘II’ (see 1573, n. 3)

Literary Notebook, 2375, late September 1943?

(includes notes for ‘The Quick and the Dead’ and ‘Last Man in Europe’)

Domestic Diary III, 2996, 7 May to 8 October 1946, plus 4 and 5 January 1947, 3147

This diary has the notes for ‘Politics and the English Language’

Domestic Diary IV, 3213, 12 April to 11 September 1947

Domestic Diary V, 3430, 31 July 1947 to 24 December 1948

(3319 and 3514, 27 December 1947 to 10 May 1948: kept by Avril whilst Orwell was in hospital)

Second Literary Notebook, 3515, 1948; and see 3347, 3352, 3365, 3367, 3374, 3381, 3384, 3396, 3402, 3407, 3463

Last Literary Notebook, 3721–2 and 3725; and see 892, 3578–9, 3586, 3602, 3687

Notebook with manuscript draft for ‘A Smoking-room Story, 3723 (and see 3721–2 and 3724)



Also included in this edition are a selection of Orwell’s research materials used in preparing The Road to Wigan Pier and Homage to Catalonia; his lectures on weapons and tactics to his Home Guard platoon; and the one surviving notebook listing what he earned (apart from his salary as Literary Editor of Tribune) for his journalism from 12 July 1943 to 31 December 1945, a record he kept so that he could make an accurate income tax return.

In the final volume, his unfinished writings are printed; also his lists of those he believed might undermine Britain to benefit the Soviets together with a detailed analysis of documents released in July 1996 by the Information Research Department (3590A and B); the books he owned and the 144 books he read in the last year of his life; his will and details of his estate; there is an unpublished memoir by Miranda Wood, who lodged in his Canonbury flat whilst he was at Barnhill, Jura, and who typed drafts of Nineteen Eighty-Four and ‘Such, Such Were the Joys’; and a detailed listing of the pamphlets he collected, now in the British Library.

The titles of volumes are drawn from Orwell’s writing:


X: A Kind of Compulsion: ‘Why I Write,’ Summer 1946, 3007, XVIII, 317

XI: Facing Unpleasant Facts:‘Why I Write,’ Summer 1946, 3007, XVIII, 316

XII: A Patriot After All: New English Weekly, 25 April 1940, 615, XII, 151

XIII: All Propaganda is Lies: War-time Diary, 14 March 1942, 1025, XIII, 229

XIV: Keeping Our Little Corner Clean: letter to George Woodcock, 2 December 1942, 1711, XIV, 214 (text has ‘I have kept our little corner of it fairly clean)

XV: Two Wasted Years: letter to Philip Rahv, 9 December 1943, 2390, XVI, 22

XVI: I Have Tried to Tell the Truth: London Letter, Winter 1944–45, 2553, XVI, 411

XVII: I Belong to the Left: letter to Duchess of Atholl, 15 November 1945, 2795, XVII, 385

XVIII: Smothered under Journalism: letter to Dorothy Plowman, 19 February 1946, 2903, XVIII, 115

XIX: It is What I Think: letter to Philip Rahv, 9 April 1946, 2966, XVIII, 232

XX: Our Job is to Make Life Worth Living: ‘Reflections on Gandhi,’ January 1949, 3516, XX, 7



I should like to say a word about those described as assisting the editor. From what has been said above, Ian Angus’s importance will be apparent. But he has played a more significant role than that. He, too, kept going when things looked black, especially when, on more than one occasion, it seemed the whole project would be abandoned, in particular trailing off to Caversham day after day from Central London to dig out material at the BBC Archive, and to the British Library at Colindale to search its newspaper collection. He has throughout kept a scrupulous eye on all that has been printed and annotated. His knowledge of those in the Orwell Circle (or Circles) and beyond proved of the greatest importance. Then, when the volumes had reached page-proof stage, he spent exhausting hours tracking down provenances and copyright owners, a task of wearying difficulty in so large a project. My wife’s role has not been that of typist as might easily be supposed. Almost all the typing fell to me. She has read and commented on everything, as has Ian Angus, and demonstrated the sharpest eye of the four proof-readers; she has spotted inconsistencies, proved adept reading manuscript that foxed Ian and me, searched at Caversham and University College, and regularly shamed me by pointing to what I, as a professional editor, had missed. To both of them, for their work and their support, I am immensely grateful.

We all three have been responsible for these volumes and in all parts of them. In the main the editing and annotation is mine but I must, and am glad to take responsibility for all the flaws that inevitably exist in so vast a work, compiled under difficult circumstances, interrupted time and again by other teaching and writing demands, and protracted beyond need by unnecessary abandonments.

These volumes are far more than a rich quarry for Orwell scholars; they offer a wonderful insight into the social, literary, and political events of the thirties and forties from the point of view of one of the most socially and politically conscious writers of this century; as such they have much to say to us over half-a-century on. Perhaps I might repeat something I published elsewhere:


It is too easy to claim that Orwell’s novels do not accord with what are taken to be the canons of high literature; Orwell is central to the developments that have challenged such notions, and especially through his essays, he has been instrumental in broadening and redefining concepts of culture. His influence in so doing is still felt and will continue. . . . The fact that he is accessible to younger people is of the greatest importance, prompting, infuriating, enlightening, nagging and warning his readers in so many areas of thought and action. The one characteristic of Orwell’s writing that, it seems to me, is too often overlooked is his wit and his wry humour. The impression of a grim prophet, a forbidding Old Testament figure, is too easily conjured up. He had a marvellous gift of humour and I suspect that, in the last analysis, he will have the laugh over those who would belittle him.10



It has been my good fortune in my academic life to work, in the main, on Shakespeare and Orwell. I wish to make no trite comparisons, but what I can say, wholeheartedly, is that I have never tired of their company and my delight in their work has grown day by day.

D. G.

Peter Davison

De Montfort University

Notes

1. Cyril Connolly commenting on letters to him printed in Encounter, January 1962, p. 56. His comment begins, ‘These letters seem to me interesting because anything about Orwell is interesting. . . .’

2. Winston Smith, Nineteen Eighty-Four, CW IX, 44–5.

3. Review of H. G. Wells, ’42 to ’44. A Contemporary Memoir upon Human Behaviour During the Crisis of the World Revolution, The Observer, 21 May 1944, 2474.

4. Nicolas Walter, ‘George Orwell: An Accident of History’. a review of Collected Essays by George Orwell (Secker & Warburg 1961), Anarchy: A Journal of Anarchist Ideas, 8 (October 1961), 246–55, especially 253–54. This ill-considered selection of essays was published without reference to Sonia Orwell. It omitted ‘Rudyard Kipling’ and ‘Reflections on Gandhi’. Fredric Warburg was forced to withdraw the book (a hardback). He used the remaining unbound sheets for a paperback edition and published a new hardback edition, which included these two essays, also in 1961.

5. The nine books were published in corrected editions by Secker & Warburg in 1986–87 and reprinted in Penguin Twentieth-Century Classics (with a Note on the Text but no lists of variants) in 1989; The Penguin Complete Novels of George Orwell reprints the old, uncorrected texts. For the facsimile, see George Orwell, Nineteen Eighty-Four: The Facsimile of the Extant Manuscript, edited by Peter Davison, London, New York, and Weston Mass., 1984.

6. The Collected Essays, Journalism and Letters of George Orwell, edited by Sonia Orwell and Ian Angus, 4 volumes, London, 1968; published by Penguin Books, 1970.

7 A very few letters and some proofs (thought to be uncorrected) are known to exist in the United States and Germany. Repeated pleas to those who might know of their whereabouts have remained unanswered. Their absence makes the ready and generous response of so many libraries great and small, and so many individuals, even more appreciated by the editors. Inevitably, once this edition appears such items will pop up. As the ‘A’ letters following item numbers indicate, more has come to light during the long-drawn-out process of printing.

8. Nicolas Walter, pp. 250–51.

9. Orwell: The War Broadcasts, edited by W. J. West, London, 1985; and Orwell: The War Commentaries, edited by W. J. West, London, 1985 (see especially note 385 on p. 219).

10. Peter Davison, Orwell: A Literary Life, Basingstoke, 1996, p. 147.




Editorial Note to the Second Edition

Publication of a reprint of this edition enables me to include twelve letters which came to light after the edition was published. Three are from Orwell to Daniel George (Bunting) and two from Lord David Cecil to W. J. Turner in connection with Orwell’s The English People in the series Britain in Pictures. I am grateful to T. E. D. Klein (through the agency of Peter Cannon) for permission to publish the letters to Daniel George of 17 February and 28 December 1944; and to Messrs Maggs Bros. Ltd. for permission to publish the letter to him of 10 April 1944. I am grateful to Denis Roy Bentham for supplying the two letters from Lord David Cecil and for permission to publish these; they throw an interesting light on the publication of The English People. I am grateful to the Hon. David Astor for finding six letters that illuminate Orwell’s relationship with the Observer, especially as a reviewer, and also a letter from Avril Dunn to David Astor and for making me photocopies of these. Seven letters are included in Appendix 15; that from Avril Dunn apears on XX/187; the others are incorporated in notes in the body of the text. There is also a supposed recommendation by Orwell for a book published in 1952.

The edition includes a corrected Spanish text of item 374A, the report to the Tribunal for Espionage and High Treason in Valencia, and an improved translation. I am very grateful to Robert A. McNeil, Head of Hispanic Collections, Bodleian Library, Oxford, for providing these and for checking documents in Barcelona.

I have been enabled to correct typographical errors, amend mistakes, and provide some additional notes and dates of the deaths of those who have died since the edition was published. The extent and manner of additions has been restricted by the necessity of retaining the existing pagination to avoid re-indexing but some additional allusions are listed at the very end of Volume XX. I am deeply grateful to all those who wrote, and especially to Jeffrey Meyers and Nicolas Walter, both of whom went to considerable trouble to help me. I am also grateful to the publishers, Secker & Warburg, for allowing these additions and corrections.

P. D.




A Note on the Editing

The contents are, in the main, arranged in chronological order of Orwell’s writing. Letters arising from his articles or reviews are usually grouped immediately after that item and Orwell’s replies to those letters follow thereon; see, for example correspondence with F. Tennyson Jesse arising from his review of her The Story of Burma (2909–11). If there is a long delay between when it is known an article or essay was completed and its publication, it is printed at the date of completion. For items Orwell entered into his Payments Book, which he kept from 12 July 1943 to 31 December 1945 (2831), the date he completed a review or article is known precisely. If items are printed much earlier in the chronological sequence than their date of publication, a cross-reference is given at the date of publication. All entries, whether written by Orwell or anyone else, including lengthy notes and cross-references, are given an item number. Because the printing of the edition has taken place over seven years, some letters came to light after the initial editing and the numbering of items had been completed. These items (or those that had in consequence to be repositioned) are given a letter after the number: e.g., 335A. Some items included after printing and page-proofing had been completed are given in a final appendix to Volume XX and two (received by the editor in mid January 1997) in the Introduction to Volume XV. Numbers preceding item titles are in roman; when referred to in notes they are italicised.

The provenance of items is given in the preliminaries to each volume. Every item that requires explanation about its source or date, or about textual problems it may pose, is provided with such an explanation. Some articles and broadcasts exist in more than one version. The basis upon which they have been edited is explained and lists of variant readings provided. No Procrustean bed has been devised into which such items must be constrained; individual circumstances have been taken into account and editorial practice explained. See, for example, the complex problems posed by Orwell’s ‘Imaginary Interview’ with Jonathan Swift, recorded 2 November 1942, broadcast 6 November 1942, and published in The Listener, 26 November 1942 as ‘Too Hard on Humanity’, 1637. It is hoped that what has been done, and the alternatives open to readers, will be plain.

Although this is not what is called a ‘diplomatic edition’—that is, one that represents the original precisely even in all its deformities to the point of reproducing a letter set upside down—the fundamental approach in presenting these texts has been to interfere with them as little as possible consistent with the removal of deformities and typographic errors. Orwell took great pains over the writing of his books: the facsimile edition of Nineteen Eighty-Four1 shows that, but in order to meet the demands of broadcasting and publication schedules he often wrote fast and under great pressure. He has, justifiably, a reputation for good, clear prose. The speed with which he sometimes wrote meant that what he produced was not always what he would have wished to have published had he had time to revise. And, of course, as with any printing, errors can be introduced by those setting the type (though the accuracy of the compositors was remarkably good despite the wartime conditions). It would be easy in places to surmise what Orwell would have done—a comma here, a semi-colon there. I have only made even such changes where there would otherwise have been confusion. Obvious spelling mistakes, which could well be the compositor’s or typist’s (and the typist might be Orwell), have been corrected silently, but if there is any doubt, a footnote has drawn attention to the problem. Examples from one broadcast will illustrate what has been done. The typescript of Weekly News Review, 53, 16 January 1943 (1825), has ‘failling,’ ‘Chin’s,’ ‘existance,’ ‘Incidentlly,’ and ‘agression.’ The first four are corrected silently (‘failling’ to ‘falling’); the fifth is corrected but a footnote points out that from childhood to the writing of Nineteen Eighty-Four Orwell spelt ‘aggression’ with a single ‘g.’ It is likely that Orwell typed this script, which he himself read to India.

In brief, therefore, I have tried to present what Orwell wrote in his manuscripts and typescripts, not what I thought he should have written; and what he was represented as having written and not what I think should have been typed or printed on his behalf. This is not a ‘warts and all’ approach because gross errors are amended, significant changes noted, and textual complexities are discussed in preliminary notes. The aim is to bring Orwell, not the editor’s version of Orwell, to the fore. Although textual issues are given due weight, an attempt has been made to produce an attractive, readable text.

The setting of this edition has been directly from xeroxes of original letters (if typed), typed copies of manuscript (prepared by one or other of the editors), surviving scripts for broadcasts, and xeroxes of essays, articles, and reviews as originally published (unless a headnote states otherwise). For The Collected Essays, Journalism and Letters of George Orwell a 1968 house style was adopted but for this edition, no attempt has been made to impose a late twentieth-century house style on the very different styles used by journals and editors of fifty to eighty years ago. I must confess that I blanched at the thought of marking up this large body of texts in an attempt to conform to a single style, and I was only too well aware of the errors I should be liable to introduce. Texts are therefore reproduced in the style given them in the journals from which they are reprinted. I did, however, have more scholarly reasons. To ‘correct’ might well cause even more confusion as to what was and was not Orwell’s: see below regarding paragraphing. Nevertheless, although it is not possible to know, one may sometimes hazard a guess at what underlies a printed text. Thus, I believe that most often when ‘address’ and ‘aggression’ are printed, Orwell typed or wrote ‘adress’ (especially until about the outbreak of World War II) and ‘agression.’ Some scholars might wish to pursue this further. Although American spellings (such as ‘Labor’) have been retained in articles published in the United States, on very rare occasions, if I could be certain that a form of a word had been printed that Orwell would not have used—such as the American ‘accommodations’ in London Letter, Partisan Review, 15 January 1944 (2405)—I have changed it to the form he would have used: ‘accommodation’ (in the first paragraph of the section headed PARLIAMENT). Some variations, especially of proper names, have been accepted even if they look incongruous; so, ‘Chiang Kai-Shek’ as part of a book title but ‘Chiang Kai-shek’ throughout the text that follows.

Hyphenation presents tricky problems, especially when the first part of a word appears at the end of a line. Examples can be found in the originals of, for example, ‘the middle-class,’ ‘the middle class’, and ‘the middleclass.’ What should one do when a line ends with ‘middle-’? Is it ‘fore-deck’ or ‘foredeck’? If ‘fore-’ appears at the end of a line of the copy being reproduced, should the word be hyphenated or not? OED 1991 still hyphenates; Chambers in 1972 spelt it as one word. Where it would help (and it does not include every problem word), the ninth edition of F. Howard Collins, Authors’ & Printers’ Dictionary, Oxford University Press, 1946 (an edition appropriate to the mature Orwell) has been drawn upon. But Collins does not include fore-deck/foredeck. On a number of occasions Orwell’s letters, or the text itself, is either obscure or wrong. In order to avoid the irritating repetition of sic, a small degree sign has been placed above the line at the doubtful point (º). It is hoped that this will be clear but inconspicuous. It is not usually repeated to mark a repetition of that characteristic in the same item. Orwell was sparing in his use of the question-mark in his letters; his practice has in the main been followed.

Paragraphing presents intractable problems. Orwell tended to write in long paragraphs. Indeed, it is possible to show from the use of many short paragraphs that News Review scripts so written are not by Orwell. The key example is News Review, 30, 11 July 1942 (1267), for which there is also external evidence that this is not by Orwell. This has twenty-one paragraphs as compared to eight in the script for the following week. It so happens that we know that Orwell was not at the BBC for two weeks before the 11 July nor on that day: he was on holiday, fishing at Callow End, Worcestershire (and on that day caught a single dace). But though paragraph length is helpful in such instances in identifying Orwell’s work, that is not always so. It is of no use when considering his articles published in Paris in 1928–29 nor those he wrote for the Manchester Evening News. These tend to have extremely short paragraphs—sometimes paragraphs of only a line or two, splitting the sense illogically. A good example is the series of reviews published on 2 November 1944 (2572) where a two-line paragraph about Trollope’s The Small House at Allington should clearly be part of the preceding four-line paragraph, both relating the books discussed to Barchester; see also 2463, n. 2 and 2608, n. 4. There is no question but that this is the work of sub-editors. It would often be possible to make a reasonable stab at paragraphing more intelligently, but, as with verbal clarification, the result might be the more confusing as to what really was Orwell’s work and what this editor’s. It has been thought better to leave the house-styles as they are, even if it is plain that it is not Orwell’s style, rather than pass off changes as if the edited concoction represented Orwell’s work.

Usually it is fairly certain that titles of essays are Orwell’s but it is not always possible to know whether titles of articles are his. Reviews were also frequently given titles. Orwell’s own typescript for his review of Harold Laski’s Faith, Reason and Civilisation (2309), which survived because rejected by the Manchester Evening News, has neither heading (other than the name of the author and title of the book being reviewed), nor sub-headings. That would seem to be his style. In nearly every case titles of reviews and groups of letters, and cross-heads inserted by sub-editors, have been cut out. Occasionally such a title is kept if it is an aid to clarity but it is never placed within quotation marks. Other than for his BBC broadcasts (where Orwell’s authorship is clear unless stated otherwise), titles are placed within single quotation marks if it is fairly certain that they are Orwell’s.

Telegrams and cables are printed in small capitals. Quite often articles and reviews have passages in capitals. These look unsightly and, in the main, they have been reduced to small capitals. The exceptions are where the typography makes a point, as in the sound of an explosion: BOOM! Orwell sometimes abbreviated words. He always wrote an ampersand for ‘and’ and there are various abbreviated forms for such words as ‘about’. It is not always plain just what letters make up abbreviations (and this sometimes applies to his signatures) and these have regularly been spelt out with the exception of the ampersand for ‘and’. Because the usual ampersand has the size of a capital letter, and these stand out from pages of text in an unsightly manner, a small ampersand has been designed. This serves as a reminder that the original is handwritten. Orwell often shortened some words and abbreviations in his own way, e.g., Gov.t, Sup.ts (Superintendents), NB. and N. W (each with a single stop), and ie.; these forms have been retained. In order that the diaries should readily be apparent for what they are, they have been set in sloped roman (rather than italic, long passages of which can be tiring to the eye), with roman for textual variations. Square and half square brackets are used to differentiate sources for the diaries (see, for example, the headnote to War-Time Diary II, 1025) and for what was written and actually broadcast (see, for example, Orwell’s adaptation of Ignazio Silone’s The Fox, 2270). Particular usages are explained in headnotes to broadcasts etc., and before the first entries of diaries and notebooks.

Orwell usually dated his letters but there are exceptions and sometimes he (and Eileen) give only the day of the week. Where a date has to be guessed it is placed within square brackets and a justification for the dating is given. Letters sent to Orwell’s literary agent, Leonard Moore, were often date-stamped on receipt and these can give an approximate date of sending. This cannot be quite exact because then, even in wartime, letters might arrive on the same day as they were posted. If Orwell simply signs a letter, the name he used is given without comment. If he signs over a typed version of his name, or initials a copy of a letter, what he signed or initialled is given over the typed version. There has been some slight regularisation of his initialling of letters. If he omitted the final stop after ‘E. A. B’, no stop is added (and, as here, editorial punctuation follows the final quotation mark instead of being inside it). Sometimes Orwell placed the stops midway up the letters: ‘E·A·B’; this has been regularised to ‘E. A. B’.

Wherever changes are made in a text that can be deemed to be even slightly significant the alteration is either placed within square brackets (for example, an obviously missing word) or the alteration is footnoted. Attention should be drawn to one particular category of change. Orwell had a remarkably good memory. He quoted not only poetry but prose from memory. Mulk Raj Anand has said that, at the BBC, Orwell could, and would, quote lengthy passages from the Book of Common Prayer.2 As so often with people with this gift, the quotation is not always exact. If what Orwell argues depends precisely upon what he is quoting, the quotation is not corrected if it is inaccurate but a footnote gives the correct reading. If his argument does not depend upon the words actually quoted, the quotation is corrected and a footnote records that.

So far as possible, I have endeavoured to footnote everything that might puzzle a reader at the risk of annoying some readers by seeming to annotate too readily and too frequently what is known to them. I have found in recent years that not too much knowledge of even recent history can be assumed, even if it is rare to come across someone who has not heard of the Second World War, as was my lot with a graduate student some fifteen years ago. I have, therefore, tried to identify all references to people, events, books, and institutions. However, I have not been so presumptuous as to attempt to rewrite the history of this century and, in the main, have relied upon a small number of easily accessible histories. Thus, for the Spanish Civil War I have referred in the main to The Spanish Civil War by Hugh Thomas; and for the Second World War, to Winston Churchill’s and Liddell Hart’s histories. The former has useful and conveniently available documents, and the latter was by a historian with whom Orwell corresponded. They were both his contemporaries and he reviewed the work of both men. These have been checked for factual information from more recent sources, one by Continental historians deliberately chosen as an aid to objectivity in an edition that will have world-wide circulation. It is assumed that readers with a particular interest in World War II will draw on their own knowledge and sources and the annotation is relatively light in providing such background information. Similarly, biographical details are, paradoxically, relatively modest for people as well known as T. S. Eliot and E. M. Forster, but far fuller for those who are significant to Orwell but less well known and about whom information is harder to track down, for example, George(s) Kopp, Joseph Czapski, and Victor Serge. It is tricky judging how often biographical and explicatory information should be reproduced. I have assumed most people will not want more than one volume at a time before them and so, have repeated myself (often in shortened form with cross-references to fuller notes) more, perhaps, than is strictly necessary. Whilst I would claim that I have made every attempt not to mislead, it is important that historical and biographical information be checked if a detail is significant to a scholar’s argument. History, as Orwell was quick to show, is not a matter of simple, indisputable fact. In annotating I have tried not to be contentious nor to direct the reader unfairly, but annotation cannot be wholly impartial.3

Each opening is dated. These dates, though drawn from the printed matter, are not necessarily those of the text reproduced on the page on which a date appears. The dates, known or calculated of letters, articles, broadcasts, diaries, etc., will correspond with the running-head date, but, for example, when correspondence (which may have run on for several weeks) springs from an article and follows directly on that article, the date of the article is continued within square brackets. Sometimes an item is printed out of chronological order (the reason for which is always given) and the running-head date will again be set within square brackets. Wherever practicable, the running-head date is that of the first item of the opening; if an opening has no date, the last date of a preceding opening is carried forward. Articles published in journals dated by month are considered for the purpose to be published on the first of the month. Inevitably some dates are more specific than is wholly justified, e.g., that for ‘British Cookery’ (2954). However, it is hoped that if readers always treat dates within square brackets with circumspection, the dates will give a clear indication of ‘where they are’ in Orwell’s life.

A year or two ago, Jim McCue wrote an article, ‘An error-free book? Surely some mistake’, and it had the subtitle, ‘Inaccuracies and misprints between hard covers used to be the exception, now they are the rule.’4 He gave many examples and was honest enough to point out that his Selected Poems of Arthur Hugh Clough (1991) was ‘not innocent of mistakes.’ Great efforts have been made to ensure the accuracy of these volumes. The three editors and Roberta Leighton (in New York) have read and re-read them a total of six times but it is obvious that errors will arise. At a late stage it was realised that none of us had noticed that a complete item had appeared twice. (It does not now.) If such a gross error could get through even one reading, what typos and mistakes that spring less readily to the eye must (as it used to be put so charmingly in the sixteenth century) have ‘escaped in the printing.’ One excuse, or rather plea for understanding, I would advance. Much of the copy-preparation and proof-reading has been of type set during and after the war when newsprint was in short supply and mere literary articles would be set in microscopic-sized type. Many of the BBC scripts were blown up from microfilm and extremely difficult to puzzle out. It is often difficult to tell whether a colon or a semi-colon is intended, or ‘these’ or ‘those’, and some words are barely decipherable. When one proof-reads against xeroxes of dim printing on creased paper, the possibilities for error are increased and the eyes so run with tears that vision is impaired. We hope we have corrected most errors, but we know we shall have not have caught them all.

P. D.

Notes

1. George Orwell, Nineteen Eighty-Four: The Facsimile of the Extant Manuscript, edited by Peter Davison, London, New York, and Weston Mass., 1984.

2. Information from W. J. West, 22 July 1994.

3. The problems of presenting acceptable history even for the professional historian are well outlined by Norman Davies in Europe: A History, Oxford University Press, Oxford and New York, 1996, 2–7. I am obviously attempting nothing so grand, yet even ‘simple’ historical explication is not always quite so simple.

4. Daily Telegraph, 18 July 1993.
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ABOUT THE BOOK

This volume begins with Orwell’s letters home from St. Cyprian’s Preparatory School from the age of eight. Orwell illustrated many of these letters and the edition reproduces his simple but charming drawings. Whilst at Eton he contributed to several college publications and these, with several of his early stories, are printed here. It was also a time when he wrote poetry and all the poems of these years are included. Whilst in Burma he wrote sketches and drafts that were to lead to Burmese Days; all are now published here. Reprinted for the first time since their publication in Paris in 1928–1929, and now with English translations, are the articles he wrote to expose the sufferings of the unemployed, tramps and beggars, the imperialist exploitation of other people, a literary essay and an essay on censorship, all of which would be centres of concern for Orwell throughout his life. In 1930 Orwell had published the first of his 379 reviews of some 700 books, plays and films. In 1931 ‘A Hanging’, the first of his most important essays, was published. The volume includes the correspondence leading up to the publication of Down and Out in Paris and London, that dealing with censorship of Burmese Days, A Clergyman’s Daughter, and Keep the Aspidistra Flying, and includes the text of his school play, King Charles II, which features (as Charles I) in A Clergyman’s Daughter. Orwell’s introduction to the French edition of Down and Out in Paris and London is printed here in its original French version and in an English translation. The volume concludes with Orwell’s research materials for The Road to Wigan Pier and an analysis of what Orwell was paid for writing this book.




Introduction to Volume X

1903–1936: A Kind of Compulsion

In ‘Why I Write’ (1946), George Orwell traces his earliest attempts at writing, at home, at his preparatory school, and at Eton. He is quick to reject all he then wrote and describes how, between the ages of seventeen and twenty-four, he tried ‘to abandon this idea.’ But ‘almost against my will, under a kind of compulsion from outside’, he found himself searching for the right words to describe what he did and what he saw. This volume begins with Orwell’s letters home from St. Cyprian’s from the age of eight (his illustrations to which are reproduced), all that has survived of his tyro work, and the trial sketches that led on to Burmese Days. Orwell explained that he did not write to produce a work of art but ‘because there is some lie I want to expose’ and, for the first time since their publication in Paris in 1928–29, this volume prints (in their original French and in English translations) the articles he wrote to expose the sufferings of the unemployed, tramps, and beggars, and the imperialist exploitation of other people—by the British of the Burmese. These articles, with one on John Galsworthy, and others on censorship in England, and on a popular French farthing newspaper, epitomise what would be centres of concern for Orwell’s writing throughout his life: literature, social and political issues, freedom of the individual, and popular culture. In 1930 Orwell had published the first of the 379 reviews he would write over the next twenty years (only a small proportion of which have ever been reprinted) and in 1931, ‘A Hanging’, the first of his most important essays. The volume includes the correspondence leading up to the publication of Down and Out in Paris and London, that dealing with censorship of Burmese Days, A Clergyman’s Daughter, and Keep the Aspidistra Flying, and includes the text of his school play, King Charles II, which underlies the play Dorothy struggled to produce in A Clergyman’s Daughter. The volume concludes with Orwell’s research materials for The Road to Wigan Pier and an analysis of what Orwell was paid for writing this book, which indicates that suggestions that he received an advance of £500 cannot be correct. Throughout the edition, there is very full annotation and biographical details are given for virtually everyone mentioned. There is a personal, place, and title index.
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1911–1916






1. St Cyprian’s


In September 1911, when Orwell was a little over eight years of age, and after he had attended a small Anglican convent school for three years, he was sent to St Cyprian’s School, a private preparatory school at Eastbourne, Sussex. One of his contemporaries was Cyril Connolly.1 He boarded at St Cyprian’s until he left, in December 1916, going home only for the school holidays. Twenty-six of the letters he wrote home from St Cyprian’s have survived. These are all addressed to his mother, Ida Blair, initially because his father, Richard Walmesley Blair, was abroad, serving as a sub-deputy agent in the Opium Department of the Indian Civil Service. He continued to address his letters to his mother only, perhaps from habit, after his father returned home when he retired in January 1912. Between 1938 and 1948, Orwell was to write an account of his time at St Cyprian’s: Such, Such Were the Joys, 3409 not published in his lifetime. See Crick, 58–99; Orwell Remembered, 19–20, 25–32 (for Mrs. Blair’s diary for 1905 and for “My Brother, George Orwell,” by his sister Avril); Shelden, 12–35, 47–49, 73–74; U.S.: 12–33, 42–45, 68–69.

It was common practice in schools such as St Cyprian’s for a teacher to inspect, and often amend, letters for home; emendation sometimes went well beyond the eradication of spelling mistakes. Except for the first of Orwell’s letters, for which all corrections and errors are noted, the letters have been reproduced as he completed them, without remarking on errors, false starts, and corrections by him or in someone else’s hand unless these are of interest. Some of the references in the letters (e.g., Togo, Gussy, Vivy, and the uncle) were identified by Avril Dunn, Orwell’s younger sister, in a letter of 9 March 1964. The letters were in the possession of Avril Dunn, except for the last, which was Henry Dakin’s. They were bought for the Orwell Archive, University College London, in 1993. This purchase included three letters and the last part of a letter which were not available when this part of the edition was prepared and set in type. They are included here as 2A, 3A, 11A, and 14A.

Items 2 to 22 are letters written from St Cyprian’s, but Orwell only began giving the place from where he wrote with his letter of 2 December 1911. His first letter was written to his mother at ‘Nutshell,’ Western Road, Henley-on-Thames, Oxfordshire. After his father retired, the family moved to ‘Roselawn,’ Shiplake, in the same county, probably in December 1912 (see 22). Throughout this edition, dates of letters have been incorporated into headings; conjectural details are enclosed within square brackets. Italic numbers refer to item numbers. Reproductions of Orwell’s drawings are approximately same size unless stated otherwise.






2. To his mother

14 September 1911 Handwritten

Dear Mother

I hope you are quite well, thanks for that letter1 you sent me2 I haventº read it yet. I supose3 you4 want to know what schoolsº like, itsº? alright we have fun in the morning. When5 we are in bed.

from6

E. Blair


º Means sic. Used throughout.






2A. To his mother

1 October [1911] Handwritten

My dear Mother,

I hope you are quite well. Its ben1 quite as hot as it was at Looe,2 every day exeptº one. And3 that was Frieday,4 and its jolly hot today, we5 went to the Devonshires bathes6 they are simpely7 loovely,º its sea water pumped in.

I am top in History, and Kirkpatrick and I are top in French, I am third in Latin8 and 2ond9 in Arithmatick.10

Bits11 very nearly time for Chapel so godbye.12

With lots of love from,

E A Blair.




3. To his mother

Sunday, 8 October 1911 Handwritten

My dear Mother,

I hope you are quite well, I am top in arithmetic, and I have been moved up in Latin. I cannot quite read your letters yet, but I can read Margies.1 How is Togo,2 we had a magick lantern the other day.

It is Kirkpatricks3 birthday today he is eight years old, Last time we played football I shot seven goals.

from

E A Blair.

P.S. I forgot to tell you I had a letter from Margie and I will write to her soon. Love to Avril.4




3A. To his mother

15 October 1911 Handwritten

My dear mother,

I hope you are quite well, we had theeº mtches1 yesterday and beat them easily, the first eleven won seven2 one, and the second game won by seven one while the third won by six duck. That school was called the Grange.

I am sending you a card to tell when the matches are3 and who have got the first eleven coulers.4

From E A Blair
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4. To his mother

5 November 1911 Handwritten

My dear Mother

Thank you very much for that shilling you sent me and my album. We had theeº Matches yestedayº we won two and lost one, while the Matches went on we went for a lovely walk on the Downs, and1 called Smallman picked up ten shillings on the road.

On Sunday it is halfterm. Will you please send me Marjerysº adress.2 Next time you write to Auntie Hay3 and ask her to send me stamps.

lots of love from

E. Blair

Thank you for the 1/– you sent me.




5. To his mother

12 November [1911] Handwritten

My dear Mother

What kind of weather are you having? We are having lots of rain, but it is not raining this morning, but it is very dull. Will yoouº please send me one of oneº or two of the new penny stamps for I have not got one yet.

The swing1 races were on Monday, and a boy called Murray started last in a race and won by a good deal. I was third in the race, I had a ratheº tight bathing dress on and could not swim a bit fast.

I am second, in Arithmetic, and this week I am first2 in Latin. And I am 8th in French.

We are breaking up on the 20th Dec: that is on a Wensdayº Give my love to Avril, and to Father.

Much love from

E. Blair.




6. To his mother

[November 1911?] Handwritten

My dear mother

I hope you are quite well, please send my stamp album as soon as you can. We played 3 Matches yesterday, and lost all.

It is a lovely day quite warm.

Give my love to Avril.

Much love from your son

Eric Blair x+ + + +1




7. To his mother

[November 1911?] Handwritten

My dear Mother,

I hope you are quite well. I am second in Latin and first in arithmatickº and third in history.

Itsº raining like mad this moringº and at about five aclockº this morning and the house rattled like paper with the wind.

There is an auflyº naughty boy hearº called Leslyº Cohen he has only just had his seventh birthday. We have had severlº nice games of footbalº this week. +++++++++++++++++++

from your loving son

E. Blair




8. To his mother

2 December [1911] Handwritten

St: Cypriann’sº Eastbourne

My dear Mother, I hope you are alright,

It was Mrs: Wilkes1 birthday yesterday, we had aufelº fun after tea and played games all over the house. We all went for a walk to Beachy-Head.

I am third in Arithmatick.º

‘Its’º very dull today, and dosentº look as if itsº going to be very warm.

Thank you for your letter.

It is getting very near the end of the term, there are only eighteen days more.

On Saturday evening we have dncing,º and I am going to say a piece of poetry, some of the boys sing.

Give my love to Father and Avril. Is Togo alright,º We had the Oxford and Cambridge Matches yesterday. Cambridge won in the first and third, and the second did not have a Match. I am very glad Colonel Hall2 has given me some stamps, he said he woldº last year but I thought he had forgoten.º Itsº a beastly wet day today all rain and cold.

I am very sorry to hear we had those beastly freaks of smelly white mice back.

I hope these arntº smelly one. ifº they arntº I shall like them.

From your loveingº son,

E. A. Blair.
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9. To his mother

4 February 1912 Handwritten

St: Cyprians Eastbournº

My dear Mother.

I hope you are quite well.

Thank you for your letter, “its”1 snoingº like anything this morning, and its’ snowed in the night and yeterday.º

I have been in the sickroom again because I have got an aufelº cold. Yesterday of course everything iced and the boys went and skated, but I was stuffed up in the sickroom and I couldentº get a bit of peace to read for Leslie Cohen kept on worrying and in the end I had to go and read to him.

We have not begun footer yet because theresº so much frost and stufº that if you fell down you’d simply break your neck.

Has Mareryº begun school yet, and how is she and Avril and every body in the house, have you given away the white mice yet, and does Vivy2 still sleep on their cage?

I am first of my division in Arithmatick,º and first of the form in Latin, and second in French, and fifth in English and Geography. But “its’º about time I learnt my Scripureº now, so gooby.º

From your loving son

Eric Blair.




10. To his mother

11 February 1912 Handwritten

St Cyprian’s Eastbourne

My darling Mother,

I hope you and everybody are alright, thank you for your letter. We played footer twice but I wasentº aloudº to play, are the mice alright.

If we have got any draughts will you please send them and will you send me some of those peas that were left over fromeº the bags because theresº a boy here who’s got a kink1 of cannon that has to have those peas to shoot, areº you having nice weather at home, we are having an auflyº nice lot of sun here, I am second in everything in lessons.

With lots of love fromeº

Eric Blair.




11. To his mother

18 February 1912 Handwritten

St: Cyprians Eestbourneº

My darling Mother,

I hope you and everybody are alright, has Vivy run away or is she still staying, and have the mice had any babys,º if they have dont1 let the cat get them, the boys went to see an aeroplane on Thursday but I and a lot of other chaps played footer amdº we won easily nine three.

If there are any tadpoles in the rain tub please dont let any leeches in, because I certainly dont want to come home and find that all the tadpoles are eaten up by the beasts of leeches.

The boy who got such a rotten cut on his knee is Muchº better, and is sitting up in a big armchirº but he cannot get up and come down and work and andº run about and everything because he has to be carried about and silly things like that.

Its alright and dry today but its rather dull it lookesº rather as if its going to be sort of still like this for today and tomorrow and perhaps more, just nice weather for footer as long as it keeps dry.

With much love from

Eric Blair.




11A. To his mother

25 February 1912 Handwritten

St: Cyprians Eastbourne

My darling Mother,

Thank you for that letter you sent me, but I couldentº read it somewon1 tore it up before I red2 it, so if you had anything you specialy3 wanted me to know you had better put it in your next letter and I hope that wont get torn up on Wensdayº we had a loveleyº lecture all about the moon, it was auflyº interesting and mr:º Sillar4 showed us what an exclipseº of the moon was, with a football with shuger5 on the top.

If I have got some fairly comenº stampesº at home you might send them to me because there aº boy here called Morens III who isentº English and hesº got absolutely go6 no English stamps and he wants some badly.

And by the way I forgot to tell you that we also had a ripping lecture how different things were made we saw how steel was manafacturedº and penknives and things like that, and also how soap is made and differentº things you see when they were made, and so much that I haven’t7 time to tell you.

I am fifth in French and English and first in Latin and Second in Aritmatic.º

With lots of love from

E. A. Blair

[image: image]
[Drawing in pencil]






12. To his mother

3 March 1912 Handwritten

St: Cyprians Eastbourne

My darling Mother,

Thank you for your letter, if you are going to have a small black kitten and Marjereyº is going1 a baby guinea-pig.

Our sixes have begun and I was going to play but Hanning II is coming back, and he is twelve years old and of course he is much better than me and a place is being kept for him.

We played ordinary fooballº at least on Thursday everybody did, I was in the third game urº side won easily 5 to 1º I was goalkeeper all the second halh,º and they only got past the half-line twiseº while I was in goal but both of those times it2 nearly a goal and I had to be jolly quick to pick them up and kick them, because most of the chaps3 the other side were in aufelº rats and they were runingº at me like angry dogs

From your loving son

E. A. Blair. +++++++++

+ + + x + x + x + x + x + xxx+ + +x+ P.S.4




13. To his mother

10 March 1912 Handwritten

St: Cyprians Eastbourne

My darling Mother,

I wrote you a letter last week and I dont know why it wasentº forwarded on to you.

weº have been having ripping weather just now and have been playing much more footer.

I am second in Arith: and French, and firs-tº in Latin and fourth in English.

Are you having decent weather where yoº are.

The boys are having an aearoplaneº compertitionº and some of them go jolly weel,º but I think the one called Dotto will win.

From your loving son

E. Blair.




14. To his mother

17 March 1912 Handwritten

St: Cyprians Eastbourne

My darling Mother,

Thank you for your letter, please tell me what coulerº the giune-pigº is. Wº are coming back on the third of April, and going back to school on the first of May.

When are you going to have your black kitten soon.º

We have been having a lot of footer again, and there were sixes on Thursday, and one of the sixes was the best we had ever had, neither sidesº got any goals.

Havº you seen any practis-ingº for the boat-racing on the Thames.

I hope everybody is alright, and are the animals alright.

I am first in Latin and Arithmaticº and third in English and French. giveº my love to every1 at home. Theº was2 fairly big ship wrecked some way out, and you can see the masts sticking3 up.

With lots of love to everybody

from E. A. Blair.
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14A. To his mother

[24 March 1912?]


Only the final page of this letter has survived. Orwell wrote home each week on Sundays. In his letter of 17 March 1912 he said he would be coming home on 3 April and returning to school on 1 May. The handwriting and especially the capital letters A, E, F, and L are as identical as handwritten letters can be with those of the spring term’s letters. There is a complete run of letters home from 4 February to 17 March, so this one seems likely to be that for either 24 or 31 March, the former date marginally preferable because Orwell might be expected to conclude his last letter home with an indication that he would be seeing his mother in a day or two.



I am first in Arithmaticº and second in English and French and forth1 in Latin its a loveleyº day today rippingly sunny and warm is everybody at home alright

With lots of love from Eric Blair.

[image: image]
[Drawing in pencil]






15. To his mother

12 May 1912 Handwritten

St: Cyprians Eastbourn1

My darling Mother,

Is everybodyº all-right, thank youº for the letter you sent me.

I am fourth in Latin and fifth in Arith and I cant remember all the others, I am in such a hurry It is a lovleyº day today and I expect we shall go for2 long walk to-day but it is time for metoº get ready for Chapel so good by.º

With lots of love fromeº

E. Blair




16. To his mother

2 June 1912 Handwritten

St: Cyprians Eastbourne

My darling Mother,

I hope you are alright, thank1 for your letter, I think I should like a gunmettleº watch for my birthday. Thank you for the card you sent me, will you send my coat and my bathing dress I want my coat now and then and shall soon be wanting my bathing dress soon if you send me one of my old pairs dont send those beastsleyº things that come all over my body.

Did you know Uncle’s name2 is in the papperº if you did can you tell me if he won.

I am first in Latin 8th in English and3 French, 2nd in Arith.

With lots of love from

Eric Blair.




17. To his mother

23 June 1912 Handwritten

St Cyprians Eastbourne

My darling Mother,

I hope you are alright, thank you very much for your postcard.

We are having fairleyº decent weather. justº now and then a little shower of rain. We had two matches against Kent House and in the first XI we made 91 and they made 53 and in the 2nd we made 159 and they made 37.

With lots of love from

Eric. A. Blair




18. To his mother

30 June 1912 Handwritten


Orwell was born on 25 June 1903. This is clearly a thank-you letter for his ninth-birthday gifts.



St Cyprians Eastbourne

My darling Mother

I hope you are alright.

Thank you very much for the ripping little watch you sent me and the Little Paper,1 thank Father for the book for me and someone sent me a knife and someone else a box of toffyº and someone else a cake that looks as if it is a seed one.

I am 2nd in Latin and 4th in English and 6th in History and Geography and 5th in French and 11th in Arith.

With lots of love from

Eric Blair




19. To his mother

21 July 1912 Handwritten

St Cyprians Eastbourne

My darling Mother,

I hope you are alright. Will you please ask toº the tobaconestº to sell you some cigarette cards he will give you a good many for about four-pence.

We had two matches yesterday in the 1st– we lost, in the II we won they made 52 and we madº 246, one of our boys madº 90.

With lots of love from

Eric Blair. P.S. I send my

love to everybody at home and give Guissy1 my love.




20. To his mother

17 November 1912 Handwritten

St Cyprians

My darling Mother,

I hope you are quite well.

Aunt Nora1 sent me two shillings a few days ago. We played four matches on Wednsdayº we won in all of them but I do not remember the scores. I am 1st this week in Latin and2 English and 4th in French and 10th in Arithmatic.º But I forgot to tell you we played two matches yesterday against St Christofersº we won in them both in the 1st the score was 3 to 1 in the 2nd it was 4 0. But I must say my Collect now so good-bye.

With lots of love from

E. Blair.




21. To his mother

1 December [1912] Handwritten

St. Cyprians

My darling Mother,

thankº you for your letter, I am glad you thought my writing is better. On Friday we are going to have a Magic Lantern Lecture and a fancy dress dance but I am not shureº what day it is. This week I am Ist in the same forms and 9th in French 8th in Arith: and third in my other English form.

With lots of love from

E. Blair

[image: Logo Missing]




22. To his mother

8 December [1912] Handwritten

St. Cyprians

My darling Mother,

I hope you are quite well. We have had a Magic Lantern Lecture on Thersday1 and a Fancy Dress Dance on Friday, I went to the dance as a footman with a red velvet coat, and a white silk flowered waist-coat, and red silk trousers, and black stockings, and a lace frill, and a wig. One of the boys went as a pirate, three as revelutionests,º one went as a sun flower, and one as Puss in Boots, another as a frog, and one as the White Rabbit in Alice in Wonderland, and a lot of other things. I am 2nd in Latin this week, and 2nd in one of my English forms, and 3rd in Arithmetic, 7th in French and my other English form. We played four matches yesterday and won in them all. I hope Marjorie is quite well now and that everybody likes the house in Shiplake. pleaseº give Avril my love and Guissy as well, and pleasº write to me when you are not too busy and tell me all about the new house.

With lots of love from

Eric Blair.




23. ‘Awake! Young Men of England’

The Henley and South Oxfordshire Standard, 2 October 19141

The following verses were composed and written by Master Eric Blair, the eleven-year-old son of Mr. R. W. Blair, of Rose Lawn, Shiplake:—


Oh! give me the strength of the lion,

The wisdom of Reynard the fox,

And then I’ll hurl troops at the Germans,

And give them the hardest of knocks.




Oh! think of the War lord’s mailed fist,

That is striking at England to-day;

And think of the lives that our soldiers

Are fearlessly throwing away.




Awake! oh you young men of England,

For if, when your Country’s in need

You do not enlist by the thousand,

You truly are cowards indeed.

Eric Blair






24. ‘Kitchener’1

The Henley and South Oxfordshire Standard, 21 July 1916,


No stone is set to mark his nation’s loss,

No stately tomb enshrines his noble breast,

Not e’en the tribute of a wooden cross

Can mark this hero’s rest.




He needs them not; his name ungarnished stands

Remindful of the mighty deeds he worked,

Footprints of one, upon time’s changeful sands,

Who n’er his duty shirked.




Who follows in his steps no danger shuns,

Nor stoops to conquer by a shameful deed,

As honest and unselfish race he runs,

From fear and malice freed.

E. A. Blair1






25. Criticism of Cyril Connolly’s Poem “Kitchener”

[c. 10–16 July 1916] Handwritten


Cyril Connolly asked Orwell (as the school’s ‘best poet’—the accolade he gave his friend in a letter to his mother) to criticise his poem on Kitchener’s death.



Dashed good.1 Slight repetition. Scansion excellent. Meaning a little ambiguous in places. Epithets for the most part well selected. The whole thing is neat, elegant, and polished.

E. A. Blair.




26. To his mother

[Mid-July 1916?] Handwritten


This letter is undated, and there is no indication of the place it was written. The reference to the offer of publication of one of Orwell’s two poems suggests either the end of September 1914 or mid-July 1916. It has been proposed that the poem referred to is ‘Awake! Young Men of England’ (e.g., Crick, 85–86), but the reference to receiving his remaining pocket money at the end of term and to a whole-day holiday and picnic imply July. The reference to Savonarola, though not impossible for an eleven-year-old, is more likely for a thirteen-year-old, also suggesting July of 1916. Though there might have been an outbreak of mumps in 1914, it is known from one of Cyril Connolly’s letters that there was mumps at St Cyprian’s in 1916. When writing on 16 July 1916, Connolly said that he had not yet got mumps, that he had written his poem on Kitchener ‘a few nights ago,’ and that he had asked Orwell to criticise it. Connolly also indicated that term was to end in thirteen days’ time—eight days after Orwell’s ‘Kitchener’ appeared in print.



Darling Mums,

Thanks for your letter. Today there was a whole holiday, and we took our dinner out to East Dean, and went to have tea at Jevington. The tea was unspeakably horrible, though it did cost 1/6. Thanks most frightfully for the two bob you sent me: it will be especially useful in one way; because you see, when I’m given my money at the end of the term, I shall probably be given a crisp, crackling, and dirty ten-shilling note, so that I can put it and your postal order into a letter and send them straight off to Gamages.1 Then I’ll get the things in about a week, I hope. If I do go and get mumps, which is quite probable, it will muck up things considerably. However, letsº hope I won’t. Do you think they’ll have these things in stock at Gamages? Because I found them in the Christmas catalogue. I do hope poor little Roy will live through all right: I’ve a sort of presentiment that he will. By the way, do you think you could send 2 copies of the paper they’ve offered to take my poem in? It doesn’t matter much if you don’t, but still I should like it. It was ripping on the picnic we went [on] today,—I’ve never drunk water from a bucket drawn straight up from a well before. We did this at a farm where six of us went with a master to buy milk. By the way, I have 3 catterpillarsº now, as my partner made over his stock to me. They’re called, Savonarola, Paul, and Barnabas. Please give my love to Father and Avril and everyone.

Your loving son

Eric.
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27. ‘The Vernon Murders’

[1916–1918?]


In 1960 Avril Dunn (formerly Avril Blair) described how, when her brother ‘was about fourteen or fifteen he used to be continually scribbling short stories in notebooks. He never offered to read them to us or made any suggestion that we should read them, but I know that at that time he was actually writing them.’1 This appears to be one such story. It may be later than ‘The Man and the Maid’ (which is marked ‘Master piece ii’) and date from the end of Orwell’s time at St Cyprian’s rather than Eton. The text is written in a lined petty-cash book about 4 by 6 inches; it covers all thirty-two pages. There are a considerable number of minor errors and idiosyncratic spellings (e.g. ‘débonair,’ ‘into to,’ ‘granfather,’ ‘ommitting’). Use of apostrophes is wayward. A few errors are marked with aº (for sic), but it should be assumed that errors in this text are to be found in the manuscript.



It was a stiflingly hot evening. Leonard Vernon paced slowly backwards & forwards beneath the great oak-trees that fringed the smooth green lawn in front of the Vernon Manor House. The sky was overcast, & everything was silent in the darkening twilight save for the whispering in the boughs & for Vernonsº breath as he pulled at his cigar. But the air was full of evil suggestions, of2 thoughts of murder.

A little explanation is here needed. The Vernon estates were not entailed. There were therefore probably two people to either of whom old Bellingham Vernon, Leonard’s grandfather, might leave them. The choice was generally believed to lie between Leonard & his cousin Derek Sudley. The latter he had never liked. There seemed something sinister in his deep-set black eyes, & something catlike in his quick noiseless tread. Yet old Bellingham gave signs of liking him well enough. And lately he had been particularly ingratiating. Then, only lately, while Leonard & his friend Cyril Tipley had been strolling on this very lawn, Mr Crump, the family lawyer, had driven up, & remained for 2 hours closeted with old Bellingham Vernon. A new will, without doubt. And in favour of whom? So Leonard mused on that hot evening, with the thought ever & again occurring to him that suppose Sudley thought it was in his favour, suppose he had designs on old Bellingham x x x Suddenly a figure pushed its way through the bushes; Leonard started sharply, then peered through the darkness at the strange squat figure which seemed to huddle itself against the gnarled trunk of a mighty oak. “Old Mary Denver” he exclaimed in astonishment. “Yes” said the old creature in a strange cracked voice, “Old Mary Denver, the White Witch of Vernon Hamlet, come to bring warning to the heir of the Manor House. There is murder in the air.” Leonard started, & turned deadly pale. “My grandfather?” he gasped. “Even now.” She began, but Vernon was speeding with long strides towards the tall mullioned windows that looked out on the lawn. With a bound he was up the steps, & through the iron-studded oaken door into the hall.

“Grandfather!” he shouted, “Grandfather!” No reply. Evil faces seemed to peer at him from every corner. He fancied he saw something stir beneath the tapestry. Fear clutched at his heart. He tiptoed into the drawing room almost afraid of his own footsteps. Groups of shadows seemed to form themselves into dim, suggestive shapes.

He blundered against a sofa, he put out his hand to support himself, Heavens! What was this? It was a body. Suddenly it turned over with a faint groan. He almost screamed in terror, then, to his relief, his grandfather’s voice broke on the silence of the room. “My boy,” he said, “What are you doing? I was asleep, & you woke me.” “It’s nothing” said Leonard, “its so dark in here, I—o look! What’s that?” Something seemed to flit across the room like a large dark moth, getting out by the window the other end. Bellingham Vernon clasped Leonard’s wrist sharply. “The warning!” he hissed. “When the head of the family is to die, they are said to see,—that!” “Let’s have a light” said Leonard with a shudder. “Of course that’s all nonsense about the warning, you know,” he continued more cheerfully as he lit the lamp. “You’ll be frightening yourself to death soon.” But he could not shake off the sense of foreboding that had pursued him the whole evening.

Chapter II.

Leonard awoke from an unpleasant dream to lie a few moments sleepless in the overpowering heat. Then suddenly every sense was galvanised to wakefulness & terror, by the terrible persuasion that there was someone else in the room. He could hear nothing, & it was too dark to see, but he felt it. The cold perspiration stood out on his brow. He moved his hand towards the place where he knew the matches lay, then brought it back in terror. Suppose some skinny fingers should grasp his wrist & draw him slowly down, the other hand groping on his throat. Suppose—but at last he cast off his fears, & with a quick spasm of resolution struck a match; as he lit his candle, he fancied something glided under the bed: he looked beneath; it was not there, but he seemed to see a dark shape hovering just behind him. He turned sharply round, but again it was behind him. So it went on; there was always something intangible & elusive following him with the persistence of a shadow. At last he could stand it no longer. He opened the door, & walked carrying his candle towards his grandfather’s room. He wondered if all was well. He knocked at the door, opened it; Old Bellinghams bed was empty! With fear at his heart Leonard ran down the creaking stairs, & rushed from room to room. There was no sign of his grandfather. At last he had searched everywhere but in the cellars. He quailed at the thought, but,—it must be done. Slowly he began his descent down the worn stone steps, & at the second started back with a gasp. His bare foot was in a pool of something warm & wet. He looked down but knew before he looked,—blood! Two steps further down lay old Bellingham, a great claret-coloured stain on his nightshirt, his head lying carelessly against the wall, dead beyond all doubt. Leonard recoiled in horror, then stooped to pick his grandfather up, then saw that he must leave him where he was. He turned round, & walked again up the stairs, ever looking fearfully over his shoulder. Before six o’clock had struck he had telephoned for Cyril Tipley, & for Henry Grant, the famous London detective.

Chapter III.

Morning brought them both. Cyril was, as ever, cheerful & débonair, as he walked into toº the room where Leonard sat at breakfast. “What’s up, old chap?” he asked, “why did you telephone in the middle of the night?” “Cyril” said Leonard in a low voice, “my granfatherº has been murdered.” Cyril started in horror, “What!” he cried, “when did it happen?” “You shall hear about it all when Grant arrives,” said Leonard. In ten minutes Grant had come, & Leonard had told his story, ommittingº only his experiences in his bedroom, & merely saying that he had felt uneasy, & had looked about his room for a few minutes before3 leaving it. “And now,” concluded Leonard, “perhaps you would like to see the body.” They went down together. “You see, of course” said Grant, “that the body has been moved downwards; that pool of blood is above it. It must have taken a good two4 minutes to flow, & it couldn’t have flowed uphill. That means they moved him down. Now if they5 were going up they would hardly have had to move him away.” “But they might have tripped over him & kicked him into that position coming down, eh?” Put in Cyril. “Well,” said Grant reflectively, “it’s more likely that he was pulled into that position by dragging out the knife. And that more or less certainly means that they stabbed him from downhill, which of course means that they came out of the cellar to do it. On the other hand, with a knife in the wound, that pool would have taken a couple of minutes to accumulate. So that they may have stabbed him from above & gone afterwards down into the cellar. At any rate they came in or out by the cellar, & possibly both. “Do you know of any opening?” “There is a small barred window,” said Leonard, “They could hardly have got through that: its about six inches wide, no more really than a grating where the cellar is a little wider than the room above.” “No holes.” ºNone” “Well, let us go down.” Their steps rang loudly on the old worn stones of the cellar, but there was no sound of hollowness beneath, though Grant kicked every foot of the place. At last he shook his head, & the three wended their way slowly up the stairs. Arrived at the top, Cyril Tipley took his leave, & Leonard led Grant into the library to talk things over. “Is there anyone” asked the detective, “who might benefit by your Grandfather’s death?” “Well” said Leonard, “we don’t know whom he was leaving the money to, but he made few friends, the only people at all likely to benefit by his will were myself, my cousin Derek Sudley, & my other cousin, little Molly Stanhope,”—“Who?” cried Grant, “Is missº Stanhope your cousin?”6 “Why, yes” gasped Leonard, “What’s wrong?” “Haven’t you seen the paper?” “No, I never looked at it, I was so distracted,”—Grant silently pulled a paper from his pocket & handed it to Leonard. The first words that caught his eye were “Melancholy tragedy in Berkshire”. . . .he read no more. He let the paper drop from his fingers in horror. “Two places at once!” he said, “Two in one night!”

Chapter IV.

The circumstances of Molly Stanhope’s death were similar to those of old Bellingham Vernon’s. She had simply been stabbed, this time in the passage outside her room. The window on the landing was wide open, & a rope ladder hung from the window-sill; both doors of the house were locked inside. “A good touch, that” said Grant; “even the newspapers could see all that was a blind. Everyone knows you can lock & unlock doors from either side; he or they probably got down by the rope-ladder. They even overdid the obviousness a little.” The two men smoked in silence for a few minutes. “Is there anyone you suspect?” said Grant suddenly. “Well” replied Leonard in a low voice, “I can’t help suspecting my cousin Derek Sudley. You see, the chances were fairly even between me & him. But he may have thought that if he polished off everyone in the way the money would descend to the next relative”. Grant shook his head. “A clumsy plan” he said, “And why should he have left his principal rival untouched while killing Miss Stanhope?” Some minutes later Grant left the room, & stayed away perhaps ten minutes. “I thought so,” he said as he reentered, “You have lost a hogshead of beer.” “Eh?” Said Leonard, puzzled. “I didn’t like to say anything in front of your friend” continued Grant7 as he shut the door, “but it was obvious at once how they got in or out of the cellar. They bored a hole down from the bottom of the barrel,—from which the beer was removed,—& connected it up with a8 well. A good week it must have taken. It was lucky that there happened to be that disused well so near the house. They chose a barrel well at the back, too.” “Who is being employed on Molly Stanhope’s case?” asked Leonard. “I don’t know” said Grant, “but the footmarks won’t be the same, though it’s almost certainly the same gang. There must be at least two on the job.” At 6 o’clock in the evening Cyril Tipley returned, & the three men sat & talked, there being, as Grant pointed out nothing to do until the inquest. When Cyril had gone, Leonard, rather shamefacedly, told Grant of the affair in the drawing-room, & in his bedroom. “Why didn’t you tell me this before?” asked Grant, “it may be most important.” “I was half ashamed to,” said Leonard.

“If I may” said Grant, “I think I’ll go & have a look at your bedroom.” In a few minutes he returned with a half-satisfied air, but he would tell Leonard nothing.

Chapter V.

The inquest of course adjourned with the usual verdict, though certain small particulars came out, such as the extreme length of the knife used, & the substitution of a home-made handle for its own, together with the removal of the maker’s name from the hilt; these last devices were to prevent its owner being traced by means of the maker. However, Grant, who said that knives of that length were seldom made, found out the maker, & the shop to whom most knives of this description were sold. More he could not discover, but the fact of the knife being left beside the body after it had been drawn from the wound was significant, particularly in a careful murder such as this. In Molly Stanhope’s case no knife had been found, but a shorter one seemed to have been used.

The day after the inquest Grant came to warn Leonard that an attempt might be made at any moment on his, Leonard’s, life. “For” he said, “your grandfather left instructions with his lawyer that the will should not be opened till 1 month after his death. The murderer can hardly have seen it, & he must know that you would be better out of the way.” He also advised Leonard to look out particularly for poison. “The fellow must see” he said, “that it is no9 use dressing these murders up as accidents. He must also see that you would be on the look out for knives.”

Accordingly Leonard ceased to use his pipes, his silver & cutlery, even his usual glasses & crockery, while he arranged privately for other food to be brought than what was served by his own kitchen. This last he gave to Grant to have anylised,º but for some days no signs of poison were discovered. One day, However,º Grant came to Leonard, looking rather excited. “I think I’ve got it,” he said, “we never thought of accidental slips which might bring the poison into your blood. I’ve examined your razors & everything that might have a pin in it, but what about a nail sticking up in your boot?” Leonard changed colour. “Good Heavens!” he said. Together they examined all his boots & shoes, but nothing came to light. “Have we tried everything?” asked Leonard, “no, I remember, pumps of course.” But he could find no pumps. “This is a nuisance” he said, “but I’ve got some old ones. I wonder if they’ve taken the others to get them ready.” A few moments’ search rewarded him with an old pair of pumps. “Of course, it’s no use” he said, “but I might as well look in these, . . .” his hand was half in when Grant siezedº his arm. Leonard dropped the shoe in astonishment, & Grant picked it up, spread a newspaper, & probed inside it with a pencil, finally shaking it over the paper. Sure enough out dropped a tiny but sharp splinter of flint. With the aid of another pencil Grant managed to transfer it to a pill-box, which he carried gingerly away. “I must hurry,” he said. At about 5 o’clock he returned. “I thought so” he said, “this is a powerful alkali which only spreads very slowly; it takes about 36 hours to kill you. Are you doing anything this evening?” “Yes, Sudley & Tipley are both coming. You were going to see if you could get anything out of Derek, & Cyril we thought might assist if there was any trouble.” “Ah, yes” said Grant, “I had forgotten. Well, you must give it out that you aren’t well. Let your valet actually see you into bed, & just before dinner I will conceal you somewhere in the dining-room. Then you can hear everything.”

At the appointed time Leonard stationed himself behind the curtain which covered an alcove in the dining room, & presently the guests arrived. Both asked for Leonard. “He isn’t well,” said Grant, “he began to feel ill last night just after dinner. He may have started just before, though; he was late, but possibly he only lost something.” “Poor old chap” said Cyril, “can’t we see him?” “I’m afraid not; the doctor said he was to see no one.” The conversation turned to more insignificant topics, but last10 it came round to the inevitable topic,—the murders. Both guestº agreed that the murders were obviously the work of one man. Sudley suggested that someone had a grudge against the family, but admitted that it was not a likely Solution.

At last Grant dropped a thunderbolt between them. “As a matter of fact” he said casually, “I think I know the man.” Both started in surprise. “You can’t tell us, of course?” Said Cyril when they had recovered. “I think I can.” said Grant. Leonard, crouching amazed behind his curtain heard a spring, two cries of surprise & a scuffle. He burst out, shouting as he did so, “It’s no good, Sudley you’re”—the words died away in his mouth. He saw Cyril standing beside an overturned chair, with Sudley & Grant each holding a wrist.11 “Grant,” he cried, “what are you doing?” “Holding onto your grandfather’s murderer” said Grant. “But how could it be Cyril?” cried Leonard, “He’s no more than a boy!” “Oh is12 he?” said Grant, & with theº words he plucked at Cyril’s head, the close-fitting yellow curls came away in his hand, leaving a smooth & shining bald head.

Chapter VI.

“You see” said Grant to the two others when the police had removed the prisoner, “I recognized your friend immediately. Colonel Begby is his favourite name. I don’t know his real one. He fixed on you about a year ago, didn’t he?, & he hasn’t done altogether so badly out of you. And almost instinctively he was making himself pleasant to your grandfather all the time. Then I suppose he realized that he might be down for something in his will. So, by the easy method of fixing a mirror onto the top part of one of the library windows,—which open diagonally he managed to read off the will, which was made that morning you & he saw Mr. Crump arrive on another mirror, probably in his handkerchief. There being two mirrors put the print right. Possibly rather to his surprise, he saw some thing to this effect; that Miss Stanhope was to receive a portion of the money, Mr Sudley here another, & you the principal quantity. Well, your grandfather knew few people, & had taken a fancy to Tipley. So he put in a clause that if the money left you & your family by your dying childless it was to go to him & his family; I am fairly certain that he intended to fix the guilt on you, Mr Sudley, & make it believed that you had simply killed everyone else under the belief that you would thus receive the money automatically. In this way he would have got the money & none of the suspicion. So that Miss Stanhope’s murder was simply to fill in the picture. The picture would have been very convincing if that bit of flint had pricked your foot. One more word; as to the super-natural happenings, you can see that Tipley, or Begby, was an ingenious man from his method of reading the will. Well, any instructive magazine will tell you how to make a spectre appear in midair with a contrivance of a magic lantern & various mirrors. Well, a portable form of that was given to one of his mates,—there are three in the gang, one of whom was employed at Miss Stanhope’s murder. It was designed simply to keep you in your room while your grandfather was murdered. In this it succeeded. The “warning,” which had, as far as I can see, no reason, was accomplished in much the same way.”




28. ‘The Man and the Maid’

[1916–1918?]


It is not possible to date this play precisely. It has in the top left corner of the first page, in Orwell’s hand, ‘Master piece ii.’ There is no means of knowing whether ‘The Vernon Murders’ is the first ‘masterpiece’ or whether that is a work now lost, but because the play is ‘ii’ it here follows the story. From the handwriting, they look to have been written about the same time.

There are two indications that the play was written while Orwell was still at St Cyprian’s, or shortly after he left at Christmas 1916. When the principal character, Lucius, after a thirty-year search, discovers the whereabouts of his damsel in distress, it is in Sussex, the county in which St Cyprian’s was located. The second clue is the book in which the play is written. Whereas ‘The Vernon Murders’ is written in a small petty-cash book (a size inconvenient for writing a play), this one is written in a book measuring 8 by 6½ inches of the kind young children use to write out exercises. The lines are half an inch apart. Such a book is far more likely to have been used by Orwell at St Cyprian’s than at Eton; or it could have been a book intended for a younger child in his or a neighbour’s family. Given the ‘magic’ characteristics of the story, it was possibly intended as a family Christmas play for 1916.

Two spelling errors, ‘agressive’ and ‘adress,’ that Orwell repeated throughout his life are to be found in the text. Act and scene designations, in the style of running heads are sometimes repeated in the manuscript; to avoid confusion, those have not been included here.

Each fold was numbered by Orwell. Number 5 (four pages) is missing. This would have contained the end of 1.3 and all II.1; see n. 10. Although the end of the play is ruled off and marked ‘FINIS,’ it comes abruptly. Lucius, having at last discovered the whereabouts of his lost damsel, does not actually meet her.



Act I.   Scene I.

Scene.   An enchanter’s cave, evening, very warm & comfortable. MIRALDO the sorcerer & his son LUCIUS seated before the fire.
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Miraldo. And yet, my dear son, I cannot see what cause there is for thee to be discontented. Art thou not well fed? Clothed? Educated in all the arts of nature?

Lucius. Nevertheless, father, it is with these very things that I am in disagreement. I feel the desire for adventure & romance.

Mir. But what could be more romantic than an enchanter’s cell? Or more adventurous than our mode of live,º with, (I may say,) the devil on one side & the gallows on the other? What more couldst thou1 wish?

Luc. Nay, father, my mind is made up. I can feel God calling me.

Mir. Heaven forbid, my son! For what is god but nature? And what is the Call of Nature but another name for debauchery? Assuredly thou shalt not go.

Luc. I wish for no debaucheries, father. I am only anxious to be quit of this island.

Mir. And that thou shalt not be,2 my son; rest assured of that. For is not this island a full mile from the shore? And did I not omit to teach thee3 to swim when I taught thee the secrets of the beasts & plants?

Luc. Nevertheless I will escape, father.

Mir. And will some seagull carry thee on its back, or wilt thou float ashore upon a limpet shell?

Luc. Jest no more, father. Thou wilt not jest when I am gone, & there is noone to grow thy herbs, or keep account of thy customers.

Mir. I will take my risk of that, son. For the present we will get to work for tomorrow. Hast thou thy book? (Himself produces a large account book.)

Luc. I have it. Who is first tomorrow?

Mir. Old Mother Gaffins wishes advice about her cow, whose milk always turns sour in the churn, due, she believes, to witchcraft. Write opposite her name, “one packet of salt for the cow, & advice to wash4 the churn.” Salt is cheap on an island, & advice is cheap anywhere. Nevertheless she shall give me a young sucking-pig for my help.

Luc. I have written it father; and the next?

Mir. There is little else of importance. Chiefly love charms. But stay! Here is a matter of more importance. Dick Bunse, the butcher, declares himself insulted by Robin Tripp, the greengrocer. The latter has sworn that until a post-mortem examination on a joint bought of Dick Bunse shall have discovered of what disease the animal died, he will in no wise allow the joint to be buried, though it has been kept these eighteen days, & the neighbours are suffering great distress. A very nice dilemma, indeed! Offend Robin Tripp, & my green food is no more. Offend Dick Bunse, & where is my beef & mutton? Canst see any way out of the difficulty?

Luc.   A compromise, father. Thou must say that some magical malady has struck the meat.

Mir. Assuredly. Write “Aspidopterix Sanguineosa” opposite their names.

Luc. It is done.

Mir. Then that is all. We must arise betimes tomorrow, my son. Mother Gaffins will be here before seven.

x x x x x

LATER.   Miraldo is lying asleep upon the hearthrug, & Lucius sitting looking sleepily at the remains of the fire. The moon shines in obliquely, so that it illuminates the other side of the cave. Presently Lucius rises, takes a mandolin5 from the wall & walks over to the patch of light.


Song.

Come up, Come up, ye kindly waves,

And wash the cold sea sand.

Come kiss the shore that I live on

For ye are come from land.




Oh happy waves that ride so free

And know nor rein nor fear!

While I must stay & watch ye6 break,

For the strong Fates hold me here.




Oh send me help from out your deeps,

And I will weep no more.

For fish-tailed maid or wingèd horse

Would bear me safe to shore.



Oh look on me again, hard Fates,

And stay my father’s hand:

And the gay sea that tumbles here

Shall bear me yet to land.
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Scene II.

Seven o’clock. Miraldo in full sorcerer’s dress, high headgear, long black gown covered with signs, etc; various opaque bottles of curious shape are on the table. Lucius is very much in the background, & evidently something in the nature of a servant. They are awaiting their visitors.
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Lucius. Mother Gaffins is a long while a coming.

Miraldo. I doubt not she is a trifle rheumatic. Perchance I might sell her a cure for it.

Lucius. Nay, she is a thrifty old woman. She knows it is but for a few years. [Enter ROBIN TRIPP and DICK BUNSE, the former a little thin agressive7 looking man, & the latter solid & rather stupid.]

Dick Bunse. Good morrow, Master Miraldo. Thou knowest our business with thee—


[Enter Mother Gaffins, a unfriendly glances at both the other clients.]



Miraldo.   I fear, Master Bunse, that this good woman hath the seven o’clock appointment. Nevertheless do not depart. I doubt not Mother Gaffins will not mind if thou stay. And now, good mother, what of thy cow? Doth heº show signs of internal maladies?

Mother Gaffins.   Nay, but his milk turns sour when I put it into the churn.

Mir.   Good mother, I fear thy cow is bewitched. I will hie to my crystal. (Bends over the crystal.) I seem to see an old woman sitting & gnashing her teeth. She is infirm & ugly. (Mother Gaffins starts angrily.) What is it she is thinking? Ah! She is jealous of thy beauty.

M.G. (surprised & pleased.)   That same misfortune hath8 ever pursued me.

Mir. (seeming not to hear.)   She is moving her hands in curious wise. Ha! She is casting a spell! Mother Gaffins, some woman hath9 bewitched thy cow. But no matter; bake this packet, & give it to him; he will devour it readily. Then take thy churn, & wash it nine times with boiling water, reciting the while “Discedite o diaboli,” & do this same on the first of every month, & thou shalt find it keep perpetually sweet.

M.G. (impressed.)   I will do it, o most unsurpassable of sorcerers. And what is thy charge?

Mir.   A fat sucking pig is all I ask, good mother.

M.G.   Thou shalt have it, good Master Miraldo. (Exit.)


[Dick Bunse & Bob Tripp come forward, somewhat overawed by this exhibition. The latter drags forth a large & dirty sack, from which the other three draw back.]



Bob Tripp.   The meat, Master Miraldo, that yon lying knave sold me. See if one sniff is not enough to convince thee of its condition.

D.B.   And is not all meat subject to time? Wilt not thou, Bob Tripp, be putrid eighteen days after I have killed thee for a lying hound?

B.T.   If I am dead in eighteen days, friend Bunse, I shall have been hanged for thy murder.

Mir.   Nay, friends, what avail these quarrels? Justice shall be done. Lay the meat upon the table, Master Tripp.


[Bob Tripp does so.]



Mir.   Now cut a piece from it, Master Bunse: thy hand is skilled in such tasks. [Dick Bunse cuts off a piece callously, & Miraldo, taking it in a pair of forceps, drops it into a bowl.] Behold, neighbours; I now pour upon it water collected from the seven mouths of the Nile, & add to it mud collected from the lip of Etna. [He stares profoundly into the bowl.] Yea, it is true; some malady has attacked the meat.

B.T.   What did I tell thee, Good Bunse?

Mir.   But this is no fault of the butcher. The meat hath been bitten by the venomous & dreaded fly Aspidopterix Sanguineosa.

B.T.   (still suspicious.)   I have not observed any such fly in my house, master sorcerer.

Mir.   Nay, for it enters no houses. It lives nestling on the wing of the owl, & drinks the dew that forms on the dog fennel. It must have bitten thy meat while the boy conveyed it to thy house.

B. T. Dick Bunse, I have done thee grievous injustice.

D.B. Nay, but I was unneighbourly not to give thee new meat. Master sorcerer, I thank thee, from this day hence I will put gauze upon my meat. And what is thy charge?

Mir. Perhaps a little lambkin, friend Dick; & from thee, friend Tripp, perhaps a sack of new peas?

Both. Assuredly thou shalt have it.

D.B. And now to shore, Bob Tripp, to drink upon our reconciliation. And we will bury the meat before all the neighbours. (Exeunt.)

Scene III.

In front of a public house on shore. Enter Dick Bunse & Bob Tripp, the latter carrying the bag, on the best of terms.
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D.B. Well, brother Bob, assuredly we shall find no better liquor than at the Blue Boar here.

B.T. That we will not. But first let me put down this carrion. [Drops the bag. They go in.]


Enter a beggar, very ragged & filthy, with a stick.



The Beggar. Now what’s in yon bag? Assuredly it hath an appetising smell! I will inspect the bag.


[Lucius comes out of the bag, & stands up.]

Ah, a conjuror, art thou? Hast a small audience then. What is thy name, that walkest out of bags?



Luc. Friend beggar, I escaped from my father in that bag.

Beggar. Escaped from thy father? That is strange. Why, my father threw me out of the house.

Luc. Those in there think there is meat in that bag, but I threw it all into the sea.

Beggar. Then they will make meat of thee, my friend, if thou dost not depart.


[Dick Bunse & Bob Tripp are heard shouting within.]




[The rest of Scene III and Act II, Scene I are missing.10]



Act II. Scene II.

About 2 o’clock. Peter & Lucius are standing undecidedly before a little thatched cottage, standing on grassy downland. A castle shows somewhere in the distance. About a month later than Scene I.
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Luc. But this is ill weather for walking on these slopes, Peter. It is past two now, & we have no sign of dinner.

Pet. This is a bad country for beggars, my freind.11 Nevertheless we can but try this shepherd’s cottage.

Luc.   Assuredly; for may they not have heard of my damsel in distress?

Pet. That same damsel will be thy undoing, Lucius. Have we not been turned out of two inns already because of thy questions? Hast thou not been attested mad by thirteen different sheriffs? Have I not assured thee a thousand times that there is no such damsel?

Luc. I know it; never the less I must ask, wherever I go [Knocks loudly on the door.]

Pet. Put on thy most doleful expression, Lucius. These country people are thrifty.


[An old man suddenly appears at the door, holding a decrepit longbow in his left12 hand, & a half feathered arrow in his right.13]



The Old Man. How now, sirs? Are ye robbers? Speak, ere I pierce one of you with my arrow!

Pet. Put down thy bow, old man, or thou’lt break the string. ’Twere pity to break such an antique relic; I’ll warrant thy grandfather shot with that bow.

The Old Man. Ay, & his grandson is not afraid to shoot with it either. Never the less I would not kill an innocent man. Who are ye, sirs?

Luc. Two honest men who stopped at thy door to make a simple request.


[The Old Man’s wife, an ugly old creature, suddenly thrusts her head out of the window above.]



Wife. Now, Abel, send them about their business, or they will be stealing thy sheep like the last thieves who came here for alms.

Pet. We steal no sheep, good mother; we wish but a cup of cold water on this hot day.

Wife. (Calmer).   Water is it thou wantest? Ay, thou shalt have water, poor man. Assuredly thou needest it. Behold, here is thy water.


[A pailful of filthy water crashes to the ground, narrowly missing Peter’s head.]



Peter. (moving away.) Old man, thy wife loves me not. We had best be gone.

Abel. Then go to the castle yonder. They will give thee food.

Luc. I thank thee. And, Abel; hast heard aught of a maiden in distress upon a desert island hereabouts?

Abel. Nay, that I have not.

Luc. No matter; then we must go14 the castle.

Pet. Ay, assuredly they’ll give us food there.
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Scene III.

[About 3 months later, early evening. Lucius & Peter have evidently just been rebuffed at another cottage, this one of a much more prosperous aspect. A child sits on the doorstep sucking its thumb at them.]

Lucius. (shouting up.)   Mistress Burnett, Mistress Burnett!


[Mistress Burnett, a pretty widow of thirty, puts her head out of the window.]



M.B.   Not gone yet, thou idle vagabond? Have I not told you both that I give no food to tramps & beggars?

Luc.   Nay, this is no demand; only a civil question.

M.B.   Ask on, then: I will answer questions.

Luc.   Hast heard, then, of aught in the way of a maiden left on a desert island hereabouts?

M.B.   Maiden on a desert island! The man talks fairy tales!

Luc.   Not a passing fair maiden, imprisoned by a jealous fairy?

M.B.   There is none about here of that sort, unless I might suit thy requirements myself; for I live alone, though15 not on an island; & then I have a jealous sister in law, though I am a widow & not a maid.

Pet.   And passing fair, Mistress Burnett, remember that.

M.B.   Peace, thou saucy man. Thinkest thou I will have every beggar in the neighbourhood a making love to me?

Pet.   I see thou art accustomed to it. And small wonder; for all lovers are beggars in a manner of speaking.

M.B.   Peace, thou! A fine position hast thou to make love to a respectable widow woman with a house of her own.

Pet.   Thou art right, Mistress Burnett; lovers never prosper. Lucius here had to run from home because he loved freedom, & is a beggar because he loves a maiden who never existed. My father turned me out of the house because I loved idleness, & now thou wilt drive me away for loving thee.

M.B.   Art a philosophic pauper, I perceive.

Pet.   ’Twere more civil to say an impoverished philosopher, Mistress Burnett.

M.B.   I think thou shalt have a little food after all, thou beggar. (Disappears from window.)

Luc.   Peter, there is no beggar to equal thee. Thou couldst get water out of a rock.

Pet.   Nay, I hope to get something better than water out of this rock; & a very stony heart she surely has.


[Mistress Burnett reappears at the front door with a small table & two chairs, which she sets down between Lucius & Peter.]



M.B.   Sit yourselves down, hungry men.


[Lucius & Peter sit down a little diffidently. Mistress Burnett disappears into the house.]



Luc.   Peter, somehow I like not to be fed by a woman.


[Mistress Burnett comes from the house with a large round of beef, & several loaves of bread, & dragging a heavy leather bottle.

[Peter & Lucius lose their shamefacedness at once.]



M.B.   Now, good beggar, see if thou canst eat as well as thou canst philosophise.

Pet.   Ay, assuredly I can eat. ’Tis but one of my accomplishments.

M.B.   And what canst thou do besides talk & eat, good man?

Pet.   (with his mouth full.)   Why, I can sing a song, & play a flute in some fashion, wire rabbits, dig roots, keep chickens, & pick a pretty woman.

M.B.   Nay, now; I did not ask if thou couldst be impudent as well.

Pet.   Surely it were not impudence to call thee pretty?

M.B. Why, thou wilt be calling me by my Christian name next!

Pet. Ay, that I will; what is thy Christian name?

M.B. Nay, bold man; thou must earn that. We will try over thy accomplishments. I have seen thee talk & eat. Now sing me a song.

Pet. (draining his cup.)   Ay, & gladly; Lucius, put off that long face; thou’lt crack my voice.


Song.

Three beggars begged by noon & night,

They begged to left & they begged to right,

But nought had got for their trouble:

So two sat them down & wept full sore,

But the third one said they should weep no more

And vowed they should yet feed double.




They parted ways at the rise of sun,16

And swore to meet when the day was done,

And each should tell his findings.

So one went east, & one went west,

But the third went on, for he thought it best,

And followed the path way’s windings.




They met on the road as the sun went down,

Back from the field & back from the town,

And two came slow & sadly.

But the third was filled with wine & meat,

His face was calm, & his voice was sweet,

And he tripped his way right gladly.




’O what hast thou?’ said the last to the first,

‘Alack’ said he, ‘my fate was the worst,

’Twas naught but blows & kicking.

A few little scraps of cold pork fat,

And a handful of bones I stole from a cat

Were all I had for my picking.’




‘Alas’ said the second, ‘the same had I;

Nor bread nor meat, nor pudding nor pie,

No food what e’er I did—o.’

‘But I’ said the third, ‘sat me down to dine,

And I have had meat, & I have had wine,

For I went to the house of the widow.’



M.B. Enough, man. Thy impudence passes belief.

Pet. O, Mistress, ’twere pity to interrupt. There were forty seven more verses to come. Nevertheless, is it not a good song?

M.B. Nay, ’tis a foolish song.

Pet. Yet has it not earned me thy Christian name? Assuredly it must be a most delightful Christian name?

M.B.   Since thou art so persistent, know bold man, that they call me Polly.

Pet. Then, o most enchanting Polly, will I speak what is in my mind. Wilt thou marry me, o Polly?

Pol. I marry thee, thou beggar from the road! I, a respectable widow, marry thee!

Pet. Nay, Polly, call me not ‘beggar’ so readily. Have I not told thee of my accomplishments?

Pol. Accomplishments, forsooth! Tricks of any tramp or vagabond.

Pet. Nevertheless, wilt thou not give me a trial?

Pol. Have I not tried thee, foolish man? Have I not listened to thy impudent song?

Pet. Yea, but I can do other things. I can play the flute, wire rabbits, dig roots, keep chickens—

Pol. Yea, I know it. Think’st thou then that I wish to hear thee piping, or see thee digging up my most precious herbs, or find myselfº in gaol for poaching?

Pet. Then thou canst but try my chicken keeping. My father kept chickens, & they in some degree kept him. Wilt thou not ask me a question?

Pol. Yea, if it please thee. Answer then these three questions: First, if ten hens eat ten handfuls of corn, how many does one hen eat?

Pet. Why, ten, or for that matter, ten thousand.

Pol. Right; thou hast passed the first test. And the second: in a brood of thirteen chicks, how shall I tell the cocks from the hens?

Pet. That is simpler still; let thy cat into their coop for five minutes, & those alive at the end will be cocks.

Pol. Right again; this shall be a harder one. If one of my hens is eating eggs, & I must needs kill it, how shall I know which it is?

Pet. Oh Polly, thy questions are but fit for children; need I say that it will be thy best layer?

Pol. Man, thou art a chicken-farmer! Thou, knowest the trade from end to end.

Pet. Then, dear Polly, I doubt not thou wilt marry me. [Takes her hand.]

Pol. And why should I marry thee, bold man? [Pretends to try to retreiveº hand.]

Pet. Nay, Polly, thou must. Thou canst not escape me now.

Pol. What can I say to the man? He will not listen to what I say. Have I not told thee, ‘no’?

Pet. Nay, Polly, that is not thy answer.

Pol. Then I must marry thee,17 since thou wilt take no refusal.

Luc. (starting up.)   Peter, wilt thou desert the friend thou wast to have followed across the world? Mistress Burnett, wilt thou marry a beggar from the road, who has deceived thee by his jests?

Pet. Nay, Lucius, every beggar ceases to beg when he finds a home; thou wouldst have deserted me for thy damsel, shall I not desert thee for my widow?

Luc. Ay, thou art right; so I must go on alone. Mistress Burnett one question; art thou sure thou hast not heard aught of a maiden upon a desert island?

Pol.   Ay, sure enough; have I not told thee so once? Thou must look further a field, but any time thou art passing thou wilt be welcome here.

Luc.   Nay, I shall not come this way again.
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Act III. Scene I.

[About 15 years later. Lucius is sitting, a good deal travel-worn, on a rock upon a lonely & desolate beach. A little boat with a lug-sail lies dragged up on the sand.]
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Lucius.   What magic land is this? No human hand has touched these red rocks or that green sea. Methinks this should be Africa, seeing that I came south from Spain. Ah, that boat! How glad I am to be on dry land again, even if my skin should turn black, as travellers’ do in Africa. Nevertheless, I doubt I shall not find my lady in this land of celapods & negroes. I must cross it quickly & begone. [Enter from the land side an elderly man in skins, with a long beard. Lucius starts up on hearing him.]

Lucius.   His skin is not black! Who art thou, stranger? [The other is silent.] He answers not; how shall I adress18 him? Latin? Surely all foreign peoples understand Latin. [Scratches his head, trying to remember a little Latin.] Ah, I have it. Discedite o diaboli!

The Old Man. Young man, thou art not over civil.

Luc.   English! Dost speak English, stranger? And why is thy skin not black?

O.M. [Producing some tablets, & preparing to take a note.] Ha! A new school of philosophy. Didst thou say, young man, that it was an attribute of righteousness to be black?

Luc.   I said naught of righteousness, nor am I a young man: indeed I am close on thirty three.

O.M. When thou hast reached my age, boy, thou wilt count thirty three as childhood. And as to the other part of thy reply, do not all men seek after righteousness?

Luc.   Ay, assuredly.

O.M. Then, young man, if thou didst count blackness righteousness, & wert surprised that I was not black, how is it that thou art not thyself black?

Luc.   [Looking at his own sunburnt hand.] And have I not approached it somewhat, o stranger?

O.M.   [Becoming deferential.] Then it is a gradual process, o most learned young man?

Luc.   Ay, true perfection is but slowly attained.

O.M.   Wilt thou permit me, o youth, to present thee to my nine hundred & ninety eight brethren?

Luc.   Thine was a large family, friend! But who are these brethren of thine?

O.M.   Young man, we are the school of Purely Primitive Philosophers. We live here a simple life on roots & herbs, & enquire into the mysteries of life & the causes of true righteousness.

Luc. Then, stranger, I will readily come with thee & enquire into the mysteries of thy roots & herbs. For I have eaten nought but fish for ten days.

O.M. Follow, then, o friend.   [Exeunt.]
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Scene II.

[The assembling place of the Purely Primitive Philosophers. Lucius is seated & is about to be fed by his friend & the Chief Philosopher. Vast trees throw their shade all round.]

Lucius [remembering something.]   Stay! I must not touch food yet; ’tis an oath I took long ago. (Shouting.) All ye around! Has any here heard at any time aught of a maiden left upon a desert island by a jealous sorceress?

Chief Philosopher. Ha! Is this another part of thy philosophy, o learned stranger?

Luc. Ay, that is my philosophy: a romantic quest to spentº my life on. Has no such thought occurred to thee, good philosopher?

C.P. Nay, but I will make a note of it.


[Meanwhile another Philosopher has made his way to the front.]



Luc. What! hast thou heard aught of my damsel?

Philosopher. That, o young man, I cannot say.

Luc. Then why didst thou seek me out?

Ph. Because, o youth, I have heard some talk of a maiden upon an island. But whether she be thine or no I cannot say.

Luc. Plague on thee! Talk faster. How long hath she been there?

P.L. It may be twenty years or thereabouts.

Luc. [Beginning to buckle his belt.]   It fits!

C.P. Young man, dost thou not consider it possible that thy damsel may have lost her charms in twenty years?

Luc. And thou a philosopher! O sordid soul! [To the other.] And have all the noblest knights in Christendom given their lives to rescue her?

Ph. I would not say all; still there have been several. But they have all come away of a sudden as though struck by magic. Young man, attempt not this mad adventure, for this is a strange land, full of cannibals who file their dog teeth, & pygmies who blow poisoned darts from long pipes. Assuredly thou wilt perish.

Luc. A fig for thy savages! Give me a sword, Master Philosopher, & I am gone.

C.P. What avails thee a sword, young man, against the will of God? If thou must perish, perish thou wilt. The true philosopher takes no weapons & fears not death. We here have seen no weapon since we came, & we fear nought. Oh Death, where is thy sting?—

Luc. There is a wasp upon thy neck!

C.P.   [Jumping in terror & slapping his neck.]   What! Off, damned insect!

Luc.   That wasp is non-existent, o philosopher; an abstract wasp. In fact, I might say “O wasp, where is thy sting?” I think that were the act of a true philosopher. But so much for thy creed; I’ll be gone now. Since thou hast not a sword to give me, I’ll make me a bow upon my way, & feather my arrows where the kestrel has killed a sparrow. So fares the true knight. Fare19 well, good philosophers.
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Act III.   Scene III.

[About 6.a.m. next morning. Lucius has found the place where the water is narrowest round the maiden’s island. The gap is only about 12 feet wide, & looks as if it might well be waded. The maiden’s cave stands exactly opposite.]

Luc.   Awake, o most beauteous maiden, & behold thy deliverer!


[The maiden, a fat passé woman of forty, comes from the cave.]



Lucius.   [alarmed.] Good morrow, fair damsel.

Maiden.   Good morrow, o most noble knight. Hast come to deliver me from the dragons that ingirt me round?

Luc.   [relieved at having something definite to do.] Ay, surely. On ye dragons! Come forth to your death! (Silence.)

M. I will call one forth for thee. [She gives a curious whistle, & a harmless looking water-lizard waddles out of the river to Lucius’ feet. He promptly kills it with an arrow.] Well done! o noble knight. Now am I free to come to land, & thou canst marry me as reward.

Luc.   Nay, fair maiden, I am married. I came only to deliver thee from bondage. But ’twas nought; he is scarce four feet long.

M. [Suddenly bursting into tears.]   And so it is fruitless again! Twenty long years have I been upon this island in hopes that some noble knight would carry me off & marry me. And I have kept seven lizards as my dragons, & they knew me & fed from my hand. And then six men came as thou didst to deliver me, & each time I saw one of the creatures that came to my call slain, & each time his slayer declared himself married & departed.

Luc   O maiden, thou & I have been fools, it seems. Thou hast waited on this island for thy knight, & I have roamed the world seeking my maiden because of a message in a bottle—

M. Message? I sent no messages in bottles.

Luc.   Thou didst not! Then my maiden lives! I knew it. Go thou home to thy relations, o damsel, & I must on again to seek my true lady. [Exit.]

Act IV.   Scene I.

[In England again, about fifteen years later, Lucius, a vigorous old man of nearly fifty, is sitting before a public house talking to a yokel.]

Lucius.   Well, good yokel, this is not a bad country of thine.

Yokel.   Nay, I never heard any complaint of it.

Luc.   A not insufficient eulogy, good yokel.

Y. I am no scholar, good master; I cannot understand thy long words.

Luc. No matter, friend; thou’lt hear no harm of thyself.

Y. Nay, I never heard any complaint, good master.

Luc. (Looking at him reflectively.) Dost believe in magic, good fellow?

Y. Ay, surely.

Luc. Then hast heard aught of a maiden upon a desert island hereabouts?

Y. Nay, that is out of date.

Luc. Thou liest, but no matter. Thou hast islands round this coast; dost ever visit any?

Y. Nay, I cannot. There are but two islands here, & one is haunted, & the other hath some kind of religious person who lives20 on it.

Luc. Haunted, thou sayest? And by whom?

Y. Why, ’tis by the ghosts of a sorcerer & his son.

Luc. (Springing up in excitement.) A sorcerer man? His name?

Y. Why his name was Miraldo. He was hung for a murdering his son when I was a little boy.

Luc. (Curbing himself.)   Murdered his son, sayest thou? How did he it?

Y. Why, we know not. His son disappeared, it might be thirty years since. And so they hanged him.

Luc. The like fate to all sorcerers, good yokel. So this county is Sussex?

Y. Ay, didst not know that?

Luc. I have been here long since; yet I thought I knew the country. But no matter; why canst thou not visit the other island, didst thou say?

Y. Why, I told thee; ’tis because of the lady who lives thereon.

Luc. (Springing up again.)   A lady! I thought thou saidst a religious person!

Y. Ay, I think she be religious; at least she hath lived there as long as I remember.

Luc.21   Where is her island, good yokel?

Y. Why, ’tis perhaps ten miles east of the sorcerer’s island.

Luc. That next island, on which I looked each morning! Assuredly I have found my real maiden this time!

Y. Thy pardon, master; thou speakest thy long words again; at least I cannot understand thee.

Luc. No matter; dost know of a boat that will carry me to the island?

Y. Ay, thou’lt find one in the harbour.

Luc. Is it a good quick boat, fellow?

Y. Ay, I never heard any complaint of it. [Exit Lucius.]
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FINIS.




29. Three Stories in The Election Times, June 1918


Orwell left St Cyprian’s Preparatory School in December 1916. He then spent one term at Wellington, but in March 1917 he learned he had belatedly been admitted to Eton as a King’s Scholar in the Election (the scholarship winners) of 1916. Not quite fourteen, he entered Eton in May 1917; he left in December 1921, at eighteen and a half.1

Orwell participated in the production of at least three publications at Eton: The Election Times, College Days (see 37) and Bubble and Squeak (see 47, n. 1). The Election Times was ‘a handwritten set of pages to be lent for reading at a cost of one penny’ (Crick, 112); at sixpence according to Denys King-Farlow.2 Five issues were produced by members of the 1916 Election. Only one, Number 4, 3 June 1918, seems to have survived entire, though contributions to it, possibly in enlarged form, or to one or more other issues, many probably by Orwell, are extant. The editor was Roger Mynors (1903–1989; Kt. 1963), later Professor of Latin at the universities of Cambridge, 1944–53, and Oxford, 1953–70; Denys King-Farlow was the art editor, and Orwell the business manager.

Contributions to Number 4, were anonymous, and the precise makeup of the issue is unclear. Attributions of authorship are complicated because those who produced the journal sometimes wrote out each other’s contributions. Nine items seem certainly to have made up this issue, at least as first conceived: the Editorial (Mynors), ‘The She Devil’ (Steven Runciman; see 56, n. 2), Correspondence (Mynors), ‘The Bully of the Fifth’ (King-Farlow), ‘The Adventure of the Lost Meat-card’ (Orwell), from ‘A Peep into the Future’ (probably Orwell), ‘Extracts from the Diaries of Famous Persons’ (Bobbie Longden3), ‘The Slack-bob’ (Orwell), and ‘The New Night Watches’ (either Mynors or Brent Grotrian, more probably the former). Five other items, all of which can be attributed to Orwell with some certainty, may have formed part of this issue, or may have been intended for another issue; all were eventually printed in College Days, Number 5. These are: ‘Free Will,’ ‘The Wounded Cricketer,’ ‘The Photographer,’ some or all of ‘The Millionaire’s Pearl,’ and two stanzas of ‘The Youthful Mariner.’ The last might have been no more than a trial on a spare side of a page intended for a later issue of The Election Times.

To endeavour to ascertain authorship, Denys King-Farlow, Cyril Connolly, Sir Steven Runciman, Sir Roger Mynors, and Jacintha Buddicom were consulted. The handwriting of all contributions was examined.

‘The Slack-bob,’ which follows, is in the form it was later printed in College Days, Number 5, with notes giving the earlier readings.

King-Farlow attributed the extract from ‘A Peep into the Future,’ in Orwell’s hand, to Freddie Burgess and George Wansbrough (later Director of the Bank of England); Connolly and Runciman attributed it to Orwell. One or two clues do point to him. Towards the end of the story, the ‘mighty woman’ sticks out her chin ‘agressively,’ Orwell’s usual spelling of this word—though if he had merely copied it, he could have rendered incorrectly what was correct in the original. More revealing is Piggy Hill’s first name, Pigling, a name almost certainly derived from Beatrix Potter’s story Pigling Bland. Although anyone else connected with The Election Times could have read this story, or known its title, it had a peculiarly close association for Orwell and was coupled with H. G. Wells’s Modern Utopia by Jacintha Buddicom. In Eric and Us she recalls: “We had in our house a copy of Wells’ Modern Utopia. . . . Eric . . . said he might write that kind of book himself. Broadly Nineteen Eighty-Four is classifiable as ‘that kind of book.’ And the genealogical tree of Animal Farm has its roots in Pigling Bland, by Beatrix Potter. Pigling Bland was Guiny’s book: Eric and I were far too old for it, but we adored it all the same. I remember his reading it to me twice over from beginning to end, to cheer me up one time when I had a cold. And we used to call each other Pigling Bland and Pigwig in moments of frivolity” (39). She had in mind here only connections with Orwell’s last two novels, but there seems to be an association with ‘A Peep into the Future’ too.

There are two last, tenuous, pointers to Orwell’s authorship. ‘The Adventure of the Lost Meat-card’ and ‘A Peep into the Future’ both conclude with ‘The End.’ Orwell regularly concluded his novels this way, so far as one can gather through the veil of print, and did so on the typescripts of Animal Farm and Nineteen Eighty-Four. He had strong feelings about finishing a story. ‘I hate a novel,’ he wrote to Leonard Moore in 1934 (see 192), in response to Eugene Saxton’s proposal that the conclusion of Burmese Days be cut, ‘in which the principal characters are not disposed of at the end’; see CW, II, 322, final note. And later he was to argue for spelling ‘onto’ as one word in certain circumstances; see General Introduction, CW, I, xxi.

The glossary of Eton terminology in Eton Microcosm, edited by Anthony Cheeth and Derek Parfit (1964), 195–97, has been drawn on in preparing explanatory notes, and the assistance of Jonathan Ray is also acknowledged.






30. ‘The Slack-bob’

The Election Times, No.4, 3 June 1918

There was once a boy who was a Slack-bob.1 He used to walk about and say to his friends, “What fools you are to go worrying about2 rowing and playing cricket! Look at me.” And they used to look at him3 and go on their way. Then he went to the other Slack-bobs and said to them, “We are the only sensible people, aren’t we?” But they used to pretend that they were not Slack-bobs, so they laughed and went on their way. So then he decided that he was the only sensible boy in the School. But that year he went to Lord’s,4 being unable to avoid it, and there his mother introduced him to his cousins. He had never seen them before, and they were all big, fat, noisy girls with red hair, seven in number. “Why aren’t you in the Eleven?” asked Agatha, who was the eldest. “I expect he’s in the Second Eleven,” said Tabitha, the next. “Are you?” said the third, who was called Grace (she turned her toes in and squinted). “Er, no. I’m afraid I’m not very fond of cricket,” said the boy. “Perhaps he’s a Wet-bob,” squeaked Beryl, the fourth. “Yes,” said the boy, glad of the chance, “I’m a Wet-bob.” “I don’t like rowing,” said Mary, the youngest, who was considered the family beauty. “You’re in the Eight, of course?” said all the other six together, “No, not quite,” said he, “but,” he went on desperately, “I’m not far off it; I’ve got my Lower Boats, and I’ll get my Upper Boats5 next 1st of March.” “That’s not bad,” said Eliza, the fifth sister. “I bet I’d be in the Eight if I was a boy,” said Maudie, the sixth.

By the end of the day he had told them that he was going to win Junior Sculling, and probably be in the Eight next year. But this made them so fond of him that he wished he had told them the truth. At last, however, he escaped, and thought that all was well.6

A few weeks afterwards a postcard came saying, “We are all coming to watch you. I hope you win,” and signed by Agatha. “What’s happening today?” he asked a friend. “Junior Sculling,” said the friend. The boy turned pale, but he went and met them. “If you win I’m going to give you a nice kiss,” said Grace. “We all will,” said Agatha. “I’m sorry, I can’t row,” said he, “I’ve hurt my arm.” “Never mind,” said Tabitha. “I’m not allowed to, though,” said he. “Don’t mind that,” said Grace. “But I can’t,” said he. “Coward!” said Mary. “You’re letting us all down,” said Eliza. “Never mind,” said Agatha, “we’ll all come and have tea in your room now, and next year we’ll come and watch you in the Procession of Boats.”

Moral: Honesty is the best policy.




31. ‘The Adventure of the Lost Meat-card’

The Election Times, No.4, 3 June 1918

Next morning I awoke early, to find Holmes shaking me by the shoulder; “I am sorry to wake you up at this hour, Watson,” he remarked, “but we have got to continue with this case.” I sprang out of bed, and in half an hour I had had breakfast, and was prepared to start. “Today I shall visit the inn in my usual capacity” said Holmes, “Lestrade will arrive at about eleven”. In spite of the fact that he had been considering the case all night, Holmes was as active as ever. As he crept round the room, sometimes on all fours, and sometimes standing on his head, he looked like some terrible, remorseless machine for tracking down criminals. As he moved1 about the floor he occasionally gave vent to small ejaculations of triumph or annoyance. He also took a careful survey of the2 whole room with his lense:º he took a handful of cigarette-ash from the waste-paper basket, a handful of ashes from the fireplace, and a little spilled beer from the bar, and put them into an envelope. Lestrade arrived at eleven, and stood looking on with a sardonic smile: “Mr Holmes is at his theories as usual,” he said. At last my friend stood up: “The criminal,” he said, “was an American, of short stature, with red hair and a long moustache.” “My dear Holmes,” I cried. “How on earth—” “Elementary,” he replied, “the landlord told me those facts himself yesterday.” He walked across to the sofa and siezedº one of the legs: “Here Lestrade” he said, “help me with this sofa.” Lestrade knelt down; next moment there was a sharp click, and a muffled exclamation: both men sprang to their feet, and I saw that there were handcuffs on Lestrade’s wrists. “Gentlemen,” cried Holmes, “Let me introduce you to inspector Lestrade, of Scotland yard.º alias “Darkey Ted”, the perpetrator of five audacious burglaries and three forgeries. And now, Watson, come along, for Charlie Chaplin acts in half an hour at “The Vulgarity”.” He stamped his foot, and two burly policemen appeared from the chimney, and took Lestrade away.”

xxxxxxxxxxx

“A simple case, Watson, but not without its interest. I suspected Lestrade from the first. The red hair and the moustache suggested a disguise, and I saw that his trowsersº were marked with the dust from beneath the sofa. I knew too that he was no American.” “Why?” I ejaculated. “What American,” said Holmes, “would spit on the floor-boards when he could spit on the carpet?”

(The End.)




32. ‘A Peep into the Future’

The Election Times, No.4, 3 June 1918


Although purporting to be two parts or chapters of a longer work, what was included in The Election Times and is given here was probably all that Orwell intended to write.



(Part II.)

“Where’s Longden?”1 “Oh: Piggy Hill2 had him taken away,—that was when he had been made Head-master,—because he encouraged too much exercise by making people play in juniors. He tried to get off by saying that at any rate he never did any work in juniors himself, but it was no good.” There was a silence of a few moments. “Hallo” said Whittome,3 it’s half-time.” “Here” I said, “where’s my gown? I can’t find it.” “O, here it is,” said Whittome, handing me a narrow strip of black cloth, perhaps three inches wide. “The old gowns have been stopped, unhygienic and extravagant. This hooks onto4 your shoulders.” “I suppose you eat pills and things now, don’t you?” I said, prepared for the worst. “No, but we get a reasonable amount, not too much or too rich.” The “not too much” filled my soul with a chill that was not relieved by seeing, as we entered hall, a sprawling legend above the door, bearing the words,


“Full stomach, full coffin.”

   Sir Pigling Hill, 1919.



Mr Hillsº touch was indeed apparent everywhere: the pictures which once adorned the walls were super ededº by notices, such as “Thirty bites,” (in 5 languages). And in the most prominent place I saw the words,


“Blessings on Science! When the bread seems old,

“The water tasteless, or5 the meat is cold

“’Tis she that shows us that those things are right

“And teaches us the unwelcome food to bite.”



I had, naturally, concluded that no form of grace was now existant,º and was about to start on the food before me, when one of the sixth form pronounced the words “Stand up”, and, as we obeyed, “Science bless us.” The meal consisted of meat, vegetables, water (distilled) and bread spread with brown sugar. The time of hall had been increased, and, for the first time since6 my arrival, I had time to look about me and reflect on the changes. I observed that everyone had a graver air than of old, and seemed more preoccupied. Each boy munched his food with a slow steady motion, and made no attempt at conversation till his food was finished. I learnt that on the following day there was to be a school lecture. Professor Hill was to lecture in the one timeº chapel. Gibson7 was coming down to hear it, and was8 bringing his son. I was aroused from my reflections by the words “Stand up” again: these were followed by “Blessings of Science” “Bless her” we responded, and trooped out. I have not yet mentioned the impression made on me, namely, that Science had had a hardening effect on my schoolfellows. This impression was strengthened by one incident which took place shortly after hall. We had assembled in King-Farlow’s9 room, and soon Gibson appeared, now heavily bearded, and carrying his son in a string bag. Having come in he set the child on the floor to amuse itself as best it could, and entered into the conversation. This was not of an amusing nature, and I fell to watching the baby. It was with some interest I watched it upset a10 bottle of ink upon Gibson’s hat, which lay upon the floor. Suddenly someone, following my eyes, observed the child, and directed Gibson’s attention to it. I was horrified to see him shoot out a huge foot, and give the poor child a savage kick, which sent it rolling on the floor. “You beast!” I said; “Do the little brute good,” he said, callously, “he’s always getting into mischief.”

Chapter III.

I had lost all interest, and had become aware of the lecturer’s voice only as the last barrier between myself and sleep. Suddenly, however, a familiar word roused me; it was “irritability”. “I will show you” said Professor Hill, “an instance of irritability, or response to a stimulus.” He turned and shouted to the attendant, who presently brought in Mr Brinton,11 whom I had last seen at the Collection of Curiosities. It was now that I first observed a peculiar wooden structure, erected somewhere near the pulpit. I can only describe it as being like the ceiling, back wall and floor of a room. Inside was a chair, and a few desks. Mr Brinton was seated in the chair, and a few youths in the desks, while two more boys were surreptitiously led up the wooden staircase leading from the floor to the ceiling. “How do you do? Brinton,” said Mr Hill, “You see, I’ve got you a few pupils.” Mr Brinton began to teach the boys in the desk, and while he was engaged in this pursuit a slender chain was attached from his ankle to a ring in the floor. This being done the two boys on top began a lively dance, shouting the while. At first Mr Brinton only shifted in his chair. Then he made a sudden rush, and attained the top of the staircase, but the chain pulled him down. At the third attempt he broke his bonds, and, siezingº his tormentors by the ears, he beat their heads together till he was forced to stop from very weariness. When he had been removed, Mr Hill continued. “You observe” he said, “the great muscular energy generated by anger. The subject could never have broken the chain ordinarily. It is well known that a woman when fighting for her children displays immense muscular activity; yet in the ordinary way females are12 greatly inferior to males both in strength and physical courage:—” “Ho!” said a deep voice from the end of the chapel suddenly, “har they, indeed?” We turned, amazed, to see a mighty woman standing in the arch above which the organ once had stood, massive hands on her hips,13 a heavy chin stuck out agressively.º A dead silence prevailed: at last it was broken by the woman’s footsteps as she strode towards the pulpit.14 “A good smackin’s what you want,” she said, seizing the lecturer, who seemed frozen with horror, by the collar. A sharp slap rang out, Mr Hill’s face was entirely covered for one second, then he collapsed upon the stone floor, and lay still. Scarcely had he done so when the captain of the school leaped15 to his feet, and shouted, “let’s go back to the good old fashions and drop all this scientific stuff.” There was a roar of acclamation, and we left chapel, bearing Professor Hill, gagged and bound with us.

The reign of Science was at an end.

The End.16




33. ‘The Pagan’

[Autumn 1918]


Three of the poems that Orwell wrote to Jacintha Buddicom have survived. These were included in her Eric and Us (71, 87, 117). See also Crick, 113–14, 119, 134. A draft of ‘The Pagan’ is in the Orwell Archive; its variant readings are given in the notes.




So here are you, and here am I,

Where we may thank our gods to be;

Above the earth, beneath the sky,

Naked souls alive and free.

The autumn wind goes rustling by

And stirs the stubble at1 our feet;

Out of the west it whispering blows,

Stops to caress and onward goes,2

Bringing its earthy odours sweet.

See with what pride the setting sun

Kinglike in gold and purple dies,3

And like a robe of rainbow spun

Tinges the earth with shades divine.

That mystic light is in your eyes

And ever in your heart will4 shine.5






34. ‘Our minds are married, but we are too young’

[Christmas 1918]1 For Jacintha Buddicom


Our minds are married, but we are too young

For wedlock by the customs of this age

When parent homes pen each in separate cage

And only supper-earning songs are sung.




Times past, when medieval woods were green,

Babes were betrothed, and that betrothal brief.

Remember Romeo in love and grief—

Those star-crossed lovers—Juliet was fourteen.




Times past, the caveman by his new-found fire

Rested beside his mate in woodsmoke’s scent.

By our own fireside we shall rest content

Fifty years hence keep troth with heartsº desire.




We shall remember, when our hair is white,

These clouded days revealed in radiant light.






35. ‘Then up waddled Wog’1

[c. 1919]


Then up waddled Wog2 and he squeaked in Greek:

‘I’ve grown another hair on my cheek.’

Crace3 replied in Latin with his toadlike smile:

‘And I hope you’ve grown a lovely new pile.

With a loud deep fart from the bottom of my heart!

How d’you like Venetian art?’






36. Inscription, ‘E. A. Blair K.S.’

[c. 1919]1


E.A. Blair K.S.

Bought this Book

Much against his will

For the study

of Milton

a poet

for whom

he had

no

love;

but

he was

compelled

to study

him or abandon

English Extra Studies

which not being

Commendable to him

He was compelled to

Squander three & sixpence

On this nasty little book.






37. Contributions to College Days, 1919–1920


There were five issues of College Days while Orwell was at Eton. These were dated 24 March 1919, 27 June 1919, 29 November 1919, 1 April 1920, and 9 July 1920. There were no issues in 1921.

College Days was initiated by George Binney. On a card dated 10 May 1967, Sir George said that he was co-editor with Clive Burt of the first issue, which he dates November 1918, and sole editor of the second, which he dates 4 June 1919. In a letter of 28 April 1967, he stated that Orwell had not contributed to any of the issues he had edited in 1917–18 and, as far as he was aware, Orwell had not contributed anything by the time he, Binney, left Eton in the summer of 1919. It is possible that Orwell did make one contribution to the second issue; Denys King-Farlow attributed ‘To A. R. H. B.’ to himself and Orwell. It is therefore included here, but Binney’s doubts are important.

When Binney left, King-Farlow and Orwell inherited College Days. They are said to have made a handsome profit of £86, in 1920, and £128, in 1921, from the periodical; see Stansky and Abrahams, I, 109. Crick is less specific about dates but gives both amounts on 125 and 131. King-Farlow, in a manuscript in the Orwell Archive, ‘College Days with George Orwell’ (partly published in Orwell Remembered), relates the £128 to 1920 and to issue Number 4, intended for the Eton versus Harrow cricket match at Lord’s Cricket Ground. However, that issue is dated 1 April, and the cricket season had not yet begun; he must have meant Number 5, which bears on its title page the subhead ‘Lord’s, 1920.’ He suggested to Stansky and Abrahams that the periodical was ‘of interest to its editors as a money-making rather than a literary enterprise’ (109) and said the Lord’s issue was ‘heavy with snob-appeal advertisements.’ Unlike The Election Times, it was commercially printed.

It is difficult to be sure who wrote what, especially because so many of the contributions are pastiche. However, Orwell gave a copy of issue Number 5, marked with what he had contributed, to Jacintha Buddicom; the eight items included here as by Orwell are those that he marked as his. King-Farlow, Cyril Connolly, and Steven Runciman independently agreed (see 29) with these assignments, although Runciman doubted whether ‘The Cricket Enthusiast’ and ‘The Millionaire’s Pearl’ were Orwell’s, and Connolly had doubts about the second of these. It will be noted that several of the items in Number 5 originated in The Election Times.

Four items included here as possibly Orwell’s are from issue Number 3 and four are from issue Number 4. Runciman thought that nothing in Number 3 was by Orwell but that ‘Ode to Field Days’ in Number 4 was Orwell’s; he assigned ‘Spring Time’ to Anthony Richards, as stated in the text. Connolly thought ‘Spring Time’ was unlikely to be Orwell’s but assigned him ‘Ode to Field Days.’ ‘Spring Time’ has therefore not been included, though it is marginally a candidate for Orwell’s authorship. King-Farlow said that he and Orwell did the mock advertisement and that Orwell wrote ‘After Twelve’ and ‘Ode to Field Days.’ He did not think Orwell contributed to Number 3; Connolly thought ‘Wall Game’ was his. Jacintha Buddicom, stressing that she was recalling events long past, thought ‘Things we do not want to know’ might be Orwell’s, ‘Eton Masters’ Strike’ was ‘vaguely familiar,’ and ‘The White Man’s Burden’ was possibly Orwell’s. She credited him with ‘Ode to Field Days’ and ‘A Summer Idyll,’ and thought ‘After Twelve’ seemed ‘slightly familiar.’ Connolly and Buddicom thought Orwell was probably the author of ‘Stalky at Beton.º’ It appeared in It in July 1919. No copy of this issue has been traced.

Each of the items included here from Numbers 3 and 4 has been annotated to indicate the degree of uncertainty as to authorship.






38. ‘To A. R. H. B.’

College Days, No. 2, 27 June 1919
Attributed to Orwell with considerable uncertainty

IMPORTANT NOTICE.

Any Parents, Guardians or Friends (male or female) of Wykehamists or Etonians whom I see not bowing or curtseying to me, when I am in sight or whom I see in possession of a copy of College Days will be severely dealt with by ME.

A. R. HANBURY BATEMAN.

[image: Image]


To A. R. H. B.1

Who is the mighty Captain? Who is he

That every Upper Boat doth wish to be?

’Tis he who sets the Ark a stroke sublime

To which they vainly try to keep in time.

’Tis he who puts up notices galore,

Then changes his great mind and puts up more;

Who fines us heavily for damaging

Our boats, or oars, or sculls, or anything;

Who scorns the rules so slavishly obeyed

By lesser lights than he; who’s not afraid

To put a dry-bob in the Boats, if so

It pleases him, and even make him row;

Who’s great enough to scorn such petty rules,

Only laid down for novices and fools.

This is the mighty Captain, this is he

That every Upper Boat doth wish to be.






39. ‘Things We Do Not Want to Know’

College Days, No. 3, 29 November 1919
Attributed to Orwell with considerable uncertainty

What happened to Gundry’s hat on the way to Bagshot?

[image: Logo Missing]

What would happen if Lea, K.S., forgot to wind himself up at night?

[image: Logo Missing]

What would happen if the ‘Back Bench’ gave way?

[image: Logo Missing]

Whether his late Majesty King Henry VI, must not be getting a bit tired of his position in the middle of School Yard?

[image: Logo Missing]

If not, why not?

[image: Logo Missing]

What is a mouse when it spins?

[image: Logo Missing]

Whether Akroyd, in the Army Exam, lost marks equal to one-fifth of the value, for writing in the wrong coloured note-book?

[image: Logo Missing]

Whether the late Captain of the Eleven enjoys his company at Cambridge?

[image: Logo Missing]

Whether there is a game of football to-day?

[image: Logo Missing]

Whether our Division master remembered to set any Sunday questions?

[image: Logo Missing]

Whether this is not the obvious place to stop?1




40. ‘Wall Game’1

College Days, No. 3, 29 November 1919 Probably by Orwell


If you can keep your face, when all about you

Are doing their level best to push it in.

If you can swear (though, swearing, all men doubt you)

It wasn’t you who slicked the keeper’s shin,

If you can furk and not get killed while furking,

Or being fisted, fist ’em back again,

Or can invent convenient aunts, thus shirking

An afternoon of mud, and blood, and rain.

If you can play without too great disaster,

Or even try to think you like the game,

If you can meet with Mixed Wall and with Master,

And treat those two impostors just the same,

If you can bear to have the shy you’re claiming,

Not given, the Lord—and referee—know why,

Or miss the blasted goal at which you’re aiming,

Because the ball went half-an-inch too high,

If you can gently moderate your linguo

So as to turn the common bargee pink,

And, when rebuked, reply, “I said, ‘By Jingo’

Four times, no more, and ‘Bother’ twice, I think.”

If you can force your wall and fly and second

To do your job long after they are done,

And still hold on, when hours since they had reckoned

The time for holding would be past and gone.

If you can play at third and keep your shirt new,

Or flying-man, nor lose the common clutch,

If neither fists nor fearsome feet can hurt you,

But you can hurt all men, though none too much,

If you can fill the unforgiving minute

With sixty second’s worth of slaughter done,

Yours is the game and everything that’s in it,

And you may wear your College Wall, my son.






41. ‘Eton Masters’ Strike’

College Days, No. 3, 29 November 1919 Possibly by Orwell

Mr. Baker received this morning, a telegram from headquarters (unavoidably delayed owing to the fact that the telegraph girl’s hair slipped under receiver). The Ushers and Teachers Union had come out on strike in sympathy with the washerwomen, bootmakers, and bottlewashers who are demanding nationalization.

The news spread like wild fire round the school, the masters received it with varying degrees of enthusiasm. There were those who openly rejoiced, even before the boys, there were those who took it indifferently, and those who openly cursed bottlewasher and bootmaker; these were no longer allowed to sit in their nicely heated schoolrooms engaged in the arduous tasks of declining ‘Mensa,’1 or looking up the answer to a rule of three sum, but were turned out into their houses to sit before cheerless grates, where from afar they could hear the cheering of the demonstration meeting held in the School Hall.

This was an immense affair. The School met to hold an indignation meeting and decide what should be done. James K.S. presided at the meeting and Royds took the chair. Nothing was decided, but everybody agreed that it was most impressive. Little groups gathered round the ‘burning bush’ to gossip and watch some of the better pleased masters, attired in sporting checks, bicycling to Burnham Beeches.2

Later on in the day a most regrettable scene occurred, a master disguised as an ordinary man was seen creeping up Common Lane and approaching the New Schools where he let himself into his schoolroom and proceeded to warm himself by sitting on the hot pipes, he was about to produce his copy of “The Young Visiters”3 and make himself comfortable when suddenly a tumult arose without. Masters seemed to collect from all directions, there was a scuffle and shouts of ‘Blackleg! Blackleg!’ The door was burst in and unfortunately the master still lies in a critical condition.

This scene considerably amused the idle crowds of boys who collected to watch the spectacle.

Two youths, who had gone out early for a walk and who were complacently sitting by arches discussing the respective merits of Lenin, Trotsky and Boguslavsky,4 were the only two in the school who did not realize what had come to pass. Just before “lunch time” (“boys’ dinner” was given up during the strike as a protest against the peaceful picketing of some of the masters), they5 strolled back to their ‘tutors’ and one of them remembered he, unfortunately, had an interview with his tutor that morning as he had been caught cribbing. He strode nervously into his tutor’s study. His tutor began. “I am in a very awkward position to-day and I am not sure yet what I am to do about this.”

The boy quailed and saw visions of his parents’ wrath when they heard from his tutor.

His tutor added in a kind voice. “You see, my boy, it is like this.” The boy cheered up. “I must confess we are on strike.” After this, of course, the interview fell rather flat!

The masters this evening held a mass meeting in Schoolyard and sought inspiration from the kindly countenance of Henry Founder.6

The Government are determined to fight to the finish and it is difficult to see where this terrible state of affairs will lead us.




42. ‘The White Man’s Burden’

College Days, No. 3, 29 November 1919 Probably by Orwell; illustrations probably by Bobbie Longden1

The meaning of that mysterious phrase, “The White Man’s Burden,”2 has at last been revealed.

Have you ever had the whole of your family thrust upon you at once? If not, pray to Heaven that you may yet be spared.

[image: Logo Missing]

Young and innocent, black haired and of a ruddy countenance, young David went to meet the fateful train. A third class smoker gushed forth its mighty cargo of parents, aunts, uncles and, of course, their dear, dear little ones, who did so want to come. David grinned sheepishly, kissed his mother, and passed on to Aunt Bertha, big, bulgy and boisterous, whose boys, Bobbie and Bill, had both been ‘bloods,’ in their day at Winchester.

[image: Logo Missing]

Then there was Aunt Celia, thin, scraggy, spectacled and horribly supercilious. Her son Simon, stood smiling at her side. Scholar obviously (shape and colour of his collar clearly stamped him as such). David hated him, nasty snivelling little beast! Uncle George, grousing and grumbling as usual, grunted an inaudible greeting. Uncle Henry, whose harsh voice and horribly hairy face had always repelled young David, came next. He was one of those people with whom one hesitates to shake hands; scrunch, scrunch go the bones, and the blood seems to go tearing through one’s head, down one’s legs, and ooze out of the soles of one’s shoes.

David’s hand fell limply to his side as he led the way out of the station with his mother. “Cousin Bill,” she said, “Rufus, Arabella and Ermyntrude are going to join us for lunch at the ‘White Hart.’ What’s the time now? I expect your uncles would like to go and see the match.”

David, however, was mercifully spared this, and the animals went in to feed.

“Which is our table, dear,” said Aunt Bertha, bustling up in a hurry from somewhere. “The waiters in this place are always so damned slow,” grumbled Uncle George.

“Oh dear, oh dear, I’ve left my glasses in the train,” added Aunt Celia.

At this point, Bill burst in, and slapping David on the back, broke into a torrent of enthusiasm. “Well, old bean, your dear old college ai’nt doin’ as well as it might. Our fellers are fairly pushin’ along. Old Thomas, our skipper, has already knocked up about 30.” (Bill’s heartiness was almost overpowering.)

The meal was a prolonged agony for David. Aunt Celia started by saying she didn’t think he had grown much lately. Now David had put on his ‘tails’ that morning for the first time and was proud of his 5ft. and 4½ ins. Uncle George mumbled and cursed, Simon snivelled, Arabella and Ermyntrude giggled at Bill and Aunt Bertha, who bellowed loud and unceasing torrentº of nonsense. Aunt Celia inadvertently upset her soup on Uncle Henry, which did nothing to improve the situation, and only increased Arabella’s giggles and Aunt Bertha’s boisterosity.

[image: Logo Missing]

David took care to walk ahead with his mother to the match, where he deposited his ‘burden’ on the various seats he had wisely secured beforehand. He then joined a friend. “That’s all Wykehamists,” he grunted dejectedly. “Poor devil,” said his companion. “What are you doing about tea. You ought not to feed the walruses with the pelicans, you know.”

David returned in due course to find his family in ecstasies over the now almost inevitable defeat of Eton College.

Tea (the next and final nightmare) came at last. David packed and stacked the crowd into his small room, put the teapot in front of his mother, and was suddenly inspired. “I must get my tutor’s leave for tonight,” he said, and stepped out. He ran into Peter in the passage. “Hello, David,” he said, “Is that arkful yours? You’re looking awfully bored. Come and have some tea; my sister’s here.”

[image: Logo Missing]

David’s face lit up, and off they went together. “I’ve just rescued David from a crowd of old men,” said Peter, as they sat down. David forgot his family for at least ten minutes. He was not free yet though—“Where the devil has that fellow got to? there’s no water for the tea-pot.” Uncle George had got loose in the passage. “Peter, you might show him the kettle, I can’t go out and meet the old brute.” David forgot his family again for a minute or two.

[image: Logo Missing]

Peter came back again. “I think the crowd is moving on. One or two have dropped out, and they are looking for you, David, bad luck, old chap!” David had to go.

“I wish you hadn’t finished so soon. I’ve had hardly any tea, and my tutor says I can’t come and see you off. I’m so sorry.”

“Do tell me, David, what are all those pieces of paper pinned on your wall,” said Aunt Bertha, in a final burst. “Why don’t you get a lot more and make some sort of pattern? I wish we had had time to see the dormitories, but I suppose we must be going.” “It’s getting beastly cold and dark,” said Uncle George. “Let’s go.”

[image: Logo Missing]

David hustled the crowd out into the street, and kissed his mother again, and said “Good Night,” in a general way to the rest, waving the remains of his right hand to Uncle Henry as he strode away.3

“Thank God I shan’t be here next summer,” said David, as he turned back into the house.

[image: Logo Missing]




43. Mock Advertisement

College Days, No. 4, 1 April 1920 By Orwell and Denys King-Farlow1

A.R.D.—After rooms.—JANNEY.




44. ‘After Twelve’1

College Days, No. 4, 1 April 1920 Possibly by Orwell


“Oh, what can ail thee, loafer lorn,

Alone, thy visagº overcast?

The crowd has ebbed from Cannon Yard,

And third School’s past.




“Oh, what can ail thee, loafer lorn,

So haggard and so woebegone?

The Bar in Tap is nearly full,

And the Bill’s near done.”




“I saw a cake in Fuller’s shop,

Full, beautiful, of pinkish hue,

And set with green angelica,

And violets too.




“I bought it from the shopman straight,

To take it home, a joy to eat,

I looked on it with eyes of love,

And smiled full sweet.




“I set it in a paper bag,

And nothing else in rapture saw.

When lo! there stood a master stern

Without the door.




“And there he took my name and House,

“And there I dreamed—ah woe betide!—

The saddest dream I ever dreamed

On the High Street’s side.




“I saw young boys, and older too,

Pale prisoners, death-pale were they all,

Who cried, ‘The rules of Sunday bounds

Have thee in thrall.’




“And that is why I sojourn here,

Alone and pale by school-yard gates,

The last boy’s coming off the Bill,2

And the fusee3 waits.”






45. ‘Ode to Field Days’

College Days, No. 4, 1 April 1920 Probably by Orwell1


Hills we have climbed and bogs that we have sat in,

Pools where we drenched our feet in mid-December,

Trains we have packed, woods we have lost our hat in,

When you are past and gone, we will remember.




Oh open fields and dinner halting places,

In the hot summer how we shall regret you!

Oh nice bleak heaths and open windy spaces,

Though you are lost to us, could we forget you?




Stumbling on stones and falling over boulders,

What pangs of grief the memory will bring us!

Marching to trains with greatcoats on our shoulders,

With what despair the loss of these will wring us.




Oh summer haste to press thy footsteps past us,

Speed the hot months we have to suffer yearly,

Bring back at last to thankful boys and masters

Those blessèd field-days that we love so dearly.






46. ‘A Summer Idyll’

College Days, No. 4, 1 April 1920 Possibly by Orwell

I was up for my Saturday afternooner at the “Tar and Tartar.”

“Say, stranger,” the lantern-jawed individual who sat on the other side of the table, squash-hatted, bow-tied and belted, removed the four-inch cigar from the corner of his mouth. “I guess you College students on this side of the duckpond know what’s what in the liquor department. I’m not much on to many things in this little island, but after they cut out the alcohol in God’s own country I thought I’d best beat it here. But as you were just saying, stranger—”

“Was I?” I murmured meekly.

“As you were saying, it ain’t partic’lar North Pole weather right here. Gee, I guess you ain’t gone far ofº the mark just there. I don’t mind if I do imbibe just one. Hi, you, Mose, or whatever name you go by with your godparents, bring me a stiff—a big stiff, and put it down to this guy. Yep,” he resumed, turning to me, “this is a verry curious little island of yours, and of all the verry curious places in it I reckon this young hamlet of Windsor annexes it, sure. I’ve experienced several exceeding queer goings on in more than one part of the globe, stranger, but what yours truly went through here four years gone just beat the whole jazz-band.”

“Do tell me about it,” said I.

“Waal, stranger,” answered he, “I’m usually most taciturn, but I guess I’ll just break the regulation for once. It was four years back. The climate was much similar to that of the present era. I was perambulating some purty bully fields in the neighbourhood of your Thames one evening—bully fields I say, but, of course, if you stuck them downside of any bit of prairie land near the River Mississipº they’d look purty dam silly. Waal, it was my first day here, and I guessed I’d just like to cast an eyeball over this River Thames, on which you Britishers consider there ain’t no flies. I was trekking along purty slow when suddenly what should I hear but a shooter do the bang trick? ‘Gee whizz,’ said I to a hedge, ‘maybe there’s someone being croaked. At any rate there’s a mix up in progress somewhereabouts. I guess this is where I hit the trail.’ So I padded the hoof on a bit further towards the bank. I was still a few fields in distance from the river when suddenly I heard the bang-bang start again, and a great yell seemed to come right straight from the river side. I pulled my six-shooter from its hip-case, stranger, and broke Applegarth’s 100 yards record in a Marathon scamper for that bank. I jumped three hedges, and crashed over a stout female in a striped shirt-waist. She called several improper names, student, and shouted something about cops after me. Of course, I was streaking through the next field before she’d completed her paragraph, and in a few rapid strides I’d reached the bank. A bunch of ugly-looking muts in grey bean-covers were moving along the side-path, shouting like Mexicans with their back teeth under. They were kicking up an ear-splitting shindy, pointing meanwhile at rough-looking galoots who were rowing away down stream in a long thin coracle as if the Old Man himself was after them. ‘Come on, boys,’ I cried, ‘we don’t want any cops in this derned show. Why hasn’t somebody put a bead on those boobs already? We don’t let croaksters vamoose like that in Arizona. Come on, we’ll round up the guys ourselves and lynch ’em on the nearest telegraph wires.’ With these words, stranger, I waved my shooter and emptied two rounds of dope into the galley-pullers, who were already looking like doing a clear vamoose. There were five junks in the bateau, four with the oars and one squatting in the stern with the tiller ropes. I queered the rudder with six cents’ worth of lead and blew a cranny through the steering galoot’s arm.

“Immediately all the shouting on the bank stopped. A queue of other vessels, which were presumably doing a chase after the first bunch, stopped too, and next thing I knew was that a bum-guy in a Panama cranium lid with white knickerbocker pants and about eight foot of hairy shin caught me a clip over the head-piece. I went down like a felled prairie ox. When I came to I’d been clapped into a cell, a prison cell, mister, in a British prison, and me a free Yank from Milwaukee, Wisconsin! And that was not all, either. Next day they had me up in court, surrounded by a whole crush of blue-coated cops with great black jacks in their mits. The judge, a crustaceous creature in a wig too small for him and with a face like a Boston saloon-keeper, told me I’d broken the British peace, was an undesirable alien, had assaulted a British woman (the beldam in the shirt waist, you know), had fired into an open boat without provocation, and altogether was quite worthy of the eight months I was to undergo breaking stones and perambulating tread-mills. Then as I was being frog-marched out, one of the cops asked why I fired into the boat. ‘Why?’ I roared, ‘those muts had croaked some boob. I heard them firing myself, and saw the guys on the bank trying to stop them, and shouting like mad.’

“‘Say, bo,’ replied the cop, grinning and showing his ugly yellow teeth, ‘didn’t you grip they were only having a boat race?—one of those blessed Eton four-oar turns, you know.’

“You could have knocked me down with a match end.”

The lean stranger rose slowly to his feet, finished my glass as well as his own, spat ruminatingly through the open window, and then turned on his heel. “So long, pard,” he said, and turning passed through the door.




46A. Inscription in Copy of Shaw’s Misalliance

Eton College Reading Room June 1920

Presented by E. A. Blair June 1920




47. ‘Mr. Simpson and the Supernatural’

Bubble and Squeak, No. 2, 4 June 1920 Probably by Orwell1

Mr. Simpson braced himself up in his chair. His pet subject had been touched upon, and he prepared to launch into it with his usual pithy and irrefutable arguments. Now Mr. Simpson was essentially a practical man. He had achieved his present comfortable position in life (his expectant relatives said he must be worth quite £50,000) by sheer hard business. Sentiment played no part in his existence, and the subtler influences of life left him unmoved; he believed what he could see or feel for himself, and nothing more. Consequently, when the quiet man opposite him let fall the word “ghosts,” Mr. Simpson pricked up his ears. “Ghosts!” he snorted, “Ridiculous! Puerile! The childish creation of a distorted brain. ‘They that make them are like unto them’—worth nothing. Don’t you talk to me of ghosts!” “Very well,” said the man opposite—his chief characteristic seemed to be an unruffled quietness—“I’ll try not to annoy you any more. But since you appear to place no faith in the supernatural, I am willing to bet you a hundred pounds that you don’t sleep a whole night in the haunted room in this very inn; I give you fair warning, it’s got a bad reputation.” This statement was confirmed by the landlord with a gloomy nod. “A hundred pounds!” echoed Mr. Simpson. “It doesn’t seem fair to take your money. Still, I’ll make the bet, if only to disprove your extravagant theory.” “Very well,” said the quiet man. “Mine host here will, I am sure, oblige us by holding the stakes”; and he placed a bank-note in the landlord’s hand: Mr. Simpson did the same: he turned to leave the room. “No. 7, on the first floor,” said the quiet man as he reached the door. “Good-night, and pleasant dreams!”

Mr. Simpson walked up to the first floor. When he reached No. 7, the door opened itself, the electric light turned itself on, the window shut with a bang, and the curtains drew themselves together. Mr. Simpson could not help feeling a little surprised. “Dear me,” he said, “I am beginning to get nervy.” His words were echoed loudly from all sides of the room, the echoes continuing for several minutes after he had spoken. When he went over to wash, the taps turned themselves on. “Upon my word,” said Mr. Simpson to himself, “these ghosts are extremely obliging,” and he laughed softly at his own little joke. Immediately there were unmistakable sounds of laughter from all round the room. As he crossed over to [the] bed the curtains (or something in them) gave him a violent slap on the face. “Damn!” he said. No sooner had he spoken than something tripped him up and he fell headlong on the ground, hurting his knee and bumping his head hard against the bedpost. After this little incident he got into bed in a thoroughly bad temper. As soon as he did so, the bed began to sway and rock about in the most unaccountable manner. “Really,” murmured Mr. Simpson, “I didn’t think I had drunk too much at dinner to-night.” Just as he was getting off to sleep he felt something tickling his feet: now Mr. Simpson objected extremely to being tickled, in fact there was only one thing he objected to more, and that was having his hair pulled. So that by now he was really annoyed: but when, a few minutes later, he felt his hair violently pulled, this was the last straw. Mr. Simpson leaped wildly out of bed and over to the door; it refused to open, despite his furious struggles. With the last remnant of his strength he rushed to the window, broke the pane, and jumped madly out and through a glass-house below. Two minutes later might have been seen the diverting spectacle of a staid and respectable City man, half-fainting, entering the inn parlour in his pyjamas, covered with earth and fragments of glass, and red as a lobster with terror. He sank into a chair and beckoned to the landlord for a drink. “Well,” he gasped, “you may take my hundred pounds, but all the money in the Mint wouldn’t make me spend another minute in that room!” “Don’t say I didn’t warn you,” said the quiet man, taking his own and Mr. Simpson’s note from the landlord. “But perhaps you would like my card.” Mr. Simpson took it: on it was written:

SLITHIO,

Society Conjuror and Illusionist.

He jumped up, cursing loudly. But the quiet man was not there to hear.




48. To Mrs. Laura Buddicom

27 June 1920 Handwritten

Eton College, Windsor.

My dear Mrs Buddicome,º

You said very kindly last holidays that I might come & watch the race at Henley on the 30th from your punt. Do you still intend going there, & may I come? I should be very glad if you could let me know before Wednesday. I am sorry I have given you such short notice; if you are not going I shall of course spend the day with my Father. I should be very glad if you could tell me your arrangements, & where & when to meet you. I might pick you up at Shiplake, as my train would pass there about 11.35 or so. I am going to meet Father in Henley. I hope the weather will be a little better than it is today on Wednesday.

Yours sincerely,

Eric Blair.
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49. ‘Free Will’

College Days, No. 5, 9 July 1920


Orwell and Denys King-Farlow continued to collaborate in producing College Days Number 5. Orwell was also a major contributor. Several of his items had appeared earlier in The Election Times, Number 4, or had been associated in some uncertain way with it; see 29. ‘The Slack-bob,’ first published in The Election Times, Number 4 (see 30) reappeared in College Days, Number 5. The items included here are in the order in which they occurred in College Days, though ‘Free Will’ and ‘The Wounded Cricketer,’ and probably ‘The Millionaire’s Pearl’ and ‘The Youthful Mariner’ were written before 1920. Because Orwell ticked all these contributions as his in the copy of College Days he gave Jacintha Buddicom, they can fairly securely be credited to him. Conolly and Runciman expressed reservations about his authorship of ‘The Cricket Enthusiast’ and ‘The Millionaire’s Pearl.’



(A One-act Drama.)


Scene. Husband and Wife, with daughter of thirteen, seated at breakfast.

Husband (casually). Are we going to take Tommie to Lord’s this year, darling?

Wife. Well, someone must take him, I suppose.

Husband (biting thumb-nail). Yes.

Wife. I thought you said you were taking him, though.

Husband. I? No. I made sure you’d like to go.

Wife. But women don’t understand cricket.

Husband. Lots of men don’t either. I don’t see that it matters. Anyway, who’s going to take him?

Wife. I don’t know, I’m sure.

Daughter. Oh, Mummie, aren’t we going then? I did want to go.

Husband. Nonsense, child, you don’t want to watch cricket. You don’t understand it, do you?

Wife. Of course not; she’s really getting much too tomboyish lately. Write and tell Tommie that we won’t go, Herbert.

Husband (relieved). Very well, dear.

Daughter. Oh, Mummie, I did want to go.

Wife. Nonsense. (Picking up a letter.) Oh, here’s a letter from Tommie. I hadn’t noticed it. (Opens it.) Why, he says he doesn’t want to go to Lord’s, and may he go and stay somewhere else?

Husband. Oh, does he?

Wife. But where else is he to go without us,1 I should like to know?

Husband. Besides, I’m not sure that’s the right spirit for a boy of his age. When I was fifteen I’d have been only too glad to go. I don’t approve of these blasé modern boys.

Wife. Yes, Tommie’s much too blasé nowadays. Write and tell him of course he’s to go.

Husband. And then who’s to take him?

Wife.   Oh, I think we might all go after all.

Husband.   Yes, perhaps we may as well.






50. ‘The Photographer’1

College Days, No. 5, 9 July 1920


Not a breath is heard, not a moving of lip,

As his hand stays poised o’er the shutter,

And only the gnat on the neck gives a nip,

And we think of the words we mayn’t utter.




He develops them darkly by dead of night

In a little black hole of an attic;

He pulls all the curtains to shut out the light,

And stays there for ages, ecstatic.




He takes bits of paper and puts them in frames,

And leaves them to print all the morning,

And thinks they’ll be printed (and signed with our names),

The chemist or jeweller scorning.




But many and loud are the words he speaks,

And much more in anger than sorrow,

And he looks at the things he has worked at for weeks,

But he starts them again on the morrow.




We thought as we saw him undoing a clip,

As he walked unobserving toward us,

It were wiser no longer to stay, but to skip

For what refuge the gods might afford us.




Quickly and gaily we made our way,

And showed no traces of sadness,

For we felt we were free from his grasp for the day,

And we left him alone to his madness.






51. ‘The Wounded Cricketer (Not by Walt Whitman)’1

College Days, No. 5, 9 July 1920


I am a Wet-bob2 who was trying to play cricket

(Not because I wanted to, but because I had to).

Then I got hit in the eye by a ball;

So I lie on the grass here under a lime tree.

The grass looks nice, and so does the sky too.

The leaves look green, and there are such lots of them.

One, two, three, four . . . seven, eight, nine, ten,

 . . . Eighteen, nineteen . . . I can’t count them.

The sky looks all blue and white and grey.




I can hear someone walking on the road over there.

His feet go up and down, up and down;

He treads in the puddles and kicks the little pebbles, so that they rattle all over the place.

The ground underneath me is all rough and humpy.3

I can feel a little beetle running down my backbone,

And there’s an ant on my ear.

I can see a rook up there; he’s black all over.

I don’t think I shall move: I feel nice and comfortable.






52. ‘Is There Any Truth in Spiritualism?’

College Days, No. 5, 9 July 1920

BY THE BISHOP OF BORSTALL.º

As long as the modern world concerns itself so much with spiritualism, we of the more intellectual professions must not omit our attention. No doubt there is a great deal to be said on both sides. The spiritualists may be right, and they may be wrong. Those are my views on the subject. “You never know till you’ve found out” goes the old country proverb, and admirably it expresses the case in point. No one could ever call me narrow-minded, nevertheless I think there is another aspect from which we ought to consider the matter: are we right in interfering with these things? Were they meant for us? Moreover, do they have an altogether good effect upon us? To illustrate this point I will give the story of a young man whom I know, whom I shall call X. He had always been, to the best of my knowledge, an orderly and well-doing young man, but I sometimes observed that he seemed to be in a rather debilitated and depressed condition. One evening, a few months ago, I met him with several friends, all walking along together, and seemingly on the best of terms. I greeted him, and asked his destination. “We’re going for a little gathering in—’s rooms,” said he, “just a little friendly séance, don’t you know!” “A séance!” said I in surprise. “Are you a spiritualist, then?” “Oh, I’m rather fond of spirits,” he said rather flippantly, as it seemed, and went on. Next morning he was in the deplorable state I have mentioned, his cheeks pale, his eyes dull, and every movement languid and listless. Can it be possible that spiritualism saps the life from us? I cannot help feeling that it must do us no good. But far be it from me to state the case too strongly. Seeing is believing with me, and I accept nothing unproved. Nevertheless, I should like to put forward for consideration the curious experience recently undergone by a lady of my acquaintance. She had been invited to lunch with a friend, and did not feel inclined to depart at once. To her surprise, after about an hour, her hostess began, my friend assures me, to give a strong impression that she wished her to depart. My friend, however, dismissed it as imagination, but as the afternoon wore on towards tea-time the feeling grew stronger than ever. At last, at about 4 o’clock, her hostess actually asked her if she did not think that perhaps her grandchildren (of whom three were staying with her) might be missing her. My friend, however, replied that she did not think she need go yet, and proceeded to stay to tea. As the evening passed, however, her hostess seemed more than ever uneasy and disturbed, and several times repeated her former question. At last my friend began to think that perhaps there might be more significance than she had believed in her hostess’ behaviour, and, close on 7 o’clock, she left for home. Arrived there, her first question was the whereabouts of the children, and the maid whom she had asked replied that ever since their tea, at about 4 o’clock, they had been alone in the nursery and very quiet. She at once hastened thither, to see her three small grandchildren seated on the floor and playing with burning pieces of paper which they tore from books and lighted at the fire.

Now I do not ask you to believe there is anything curious in all this; still, the remarkable behaviour of my friend’s hostess, and the very unusual occupation of the children, might seem to point to something. Is it possible that some exterior influence conveyed to the hostess’ mind that feeling, which my friend herself at last began to experience, of the necessity of departure? Perhaps, and perhaps not. As usual, Shakespeare has a ready word to fit the occasion: “There are more things in heaven and earth, Horatio . . .”




53. ‘The Cricket Enthusiast’

College Days, No. 5, 9 July 19201

There goes Jones. Jones is our cricket enthusiast. He will sit for hours over pictures of fat old men, who ought to know better, throwing a ball about, and tell you any bowler’s average to two places of decimals. Once he has got hold of you there is no escaping. He comes up to you and asks you whether Dashford are going to beat Blankshire: if you say yes or no you have to explain your reasons, and Jones proves them all wrong: if you say you don’t know, you get all Jones’ reasons, and all that there is to be said on each side. Finally, he shews you pictures of all the principal players.

And yet Jones wouldn’t watch a cricket match if he was paid to, much less play. I used to think cricket enthusiasts were people who liked cricket: not a bit of it. They are people who like talking about cricket. The nearest Jones ever got to playing cricket is shewing you somebody or other’s favourite late cut with a paper-knife. I asked him to come and watch a match with me the other day, but he said he hadn’t time. And next day, when I met him, he started telling me all about it all the same. “Hullo,” said I, “I thought you weren’t there.” “I wasn’t,” said Jones, “but I read the account.” “Sniffins did well, didn’t he?” said I. “Not bad,” said Jones. “I thought it was better than not bad,” I said, “forty-eight.” “Forty-seven,” says Jones carelessly. “It was forty-eight,” I said; “I watch[ed] the whole thing.” “Look here,” says Jones, producing a newspaper, “forty-seven, you see.” And sure enough it was forty-seven. Now is that fair when I watched the whole match?

I thought I’d play him a trick once, for, of course, Jones will never own up to not having heard of any cricketer. So one day I let him capture me particularly easily, and after he had talked a bit I said casually, “Boffington’s coming on well this season, isn’t he?” “Very,” said Jones. “Likely to do a lot of damage, the papers say.” “Sure to,” says Jones. “By the way,” said I, feeling I had got him now, “what’s his average?” “Nine point seven two,” snapped Jones, quite in his usual voice. “Jones,” I said, laughing, “I’ve caught you at last. There’s no such person as Boffington; I made him up.” “What!” gasped Jones, with his eyes starting out of his head, “no such person as Boffington!—E. M. Boffington! Are you mad? Look here,” and he lugged out one of those fat green books full of photographs.
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And he still can’t believe I hadn’t heard of E. M. Boffington.




54. ‘The Millionaire’s Pearl’

College Days, No. 5, 9 July 1920

Craig Kennedy had been working the whole morning at a chemical analysis, evidently of some delicacy, and I was surprised to see him look up and say with a sigh, “Nearly finished now, Jameson.” “What are you working at?” I enquired. “Oh, merely a murder case,” drawled Craig. “Poisoning, of course. It is a curious thing,” he went on reflectively, filling his large briar pipe, “that a woman cannot commit murder without giving herself away by carelessness. Here is a woman who used to put arsenic on her husband’s toothbrush every morning. Of course she threw it away as soon as he was dead. But did she throw away the bristles that had come out? No. I found one of them; here it is.” Craig pointed to a tiny test-tube in which a single bristle was swimming in some thick yellow liquid. “It has been immersed for 24 hours in a 3 per cent. solution of Borium oxide; I now add just a drop of Barium topside, and”—the solution turned a vivid blue, and finally changed to purple. “The well-known test,” said Craig, “that test has done for more men than the public executioner.” Just then the telephone bell rang, and I got up to answer it. “Hullo,” said I, “who is that?” “Is that Mr. Kennedy?” cried a distracted female voice. “Come at once! I am Sadie Van Slapp, Twenty-ninth Avenue,” and without further ado I was cut off. “Come on, Craig,” I said, “it’s Mrs. Van Slapp, the Society beauty.” “What!” cried Craig, springing from his chair, “the wife of Xerxes P. Van Slapp, who owns the famous Samoan pearl?” It was the work of a few minutes for Craig to button his big blue automatic pistol under his jacket and slip a detectagraph into his pocket. In a moment we were walking briskly down the street, and soon we were at the door of the Van Slapps’ house. Within everything was in confusion. Mr. Van Slapp, a large man with a bald head, met us in the hall. “My dear sir,” he cried, “the most terrible things are happening! My pearl gone! My wife locking herself up! Elaine arrested!—” “Elaine?” snapped Kennedy. “My niece—” began Mr. Van Slapp, but Kennedy cut him short. “Show me where the pearl was last seen,” he shot out. Van Slapp led us to a small ante-room full of cupboards and chests of drawers. “In here,” he said, “we used to keep most of our valuables.” Kennedy had hardly begun his usual systematic search when a tramping of heavy boots announced the arrival of the regular police. One of them held a bandbox in his hand. “What’s that?” rapped out Craig. “This is strictly confidential, sir,” replied the officer, laying the box down. “There’s more in this than meets the eye,” whispered Craig to me. Then aloud, “I wonder if you would care to examine the back of the house?” he said. The officers withdrew, and Craig whipped out the detectagraph from his pocket and thrust it behind a curtain, none too soon, for we heard Van Slapp’s heavy step outside almost at once. “My wife is still locked up, sir,” said he as he entered; “she will see no one except Molly O’Brien, her maid.” “Ha!” said Kennedy. “Well, I think that will do for today. Kindly see that nothing is touched. I shall return at this hour tomorrow.”
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Next day found us once more alone in the little room. Craig extracted the detectagraph from its place, and we went out almost at once. Scarcely were we on the pavement, however, when a disreputable loafer, with his coat collar turned up, sidled up to us. “Say, mister,” he said hoarsely, “are you Craig Kennedy, the private detective?” “Yes,” returned Craig. “Are you Deadlock Denver of Pinkerton’s?” “Right, mister,” said the other. “Well, I hear you’re on this job. We aren’t. Well, there was a suspicious looking tough hanging about the back of Van Slapp’s house night before last. Bite on that.” And he was gone. “Wait for me,” said Craig, and dived at once into the little alley behind the house. In a moment he returned, and we went home without further incident. Scarcely had we arrived, however, when the telephone bell rang. It was Van Slapp. “My wife has come out,” he said in a relieved voice. “Tell him to bring her round, and Molly O’Brien,” said Craig to me. I did so, and in half an hour a ring at the bell announced their arrival. “Kindly sit down,” said Craig, arranging chairs round the table, “and hold these little handles.” So saying, he distributed little copper rods connected by thin wires to a clocklike instrument, opposite which he himself sat. For a few moments all was silence. “Ladies and gentlemen,” he shot out suddenly, “a pearl has been stolen!” All the levers on the instruments jumped, and Craig paused to take a few notes. “It was stolen with the object of making money.” One of the levers jumped again, “and was hidden in some peculiar place. Jewels,” he said, grinding the words out slowly, “can be hidden in very curious places. In a cupboard, for instance,” the lever jumped again, “or behind a cupboard. They have even been hidden in women’s hair, or wigs. This jewel has left the house.” Here he paused as abruptly as he had begun, and our guests departed.

“Jameson,” said Craig to me as they went, “there was something funny about that bandbox. Here is that detectagraph. Here is the line which the instrument was drawing. It continues straight until the place marked on the scale 1 a.m. Then it begins to shake, denoting the entry of someone into the room. It remains still for a moment—they were standing still—and grows shaky again. Jameson,” he said tensely, “we are going to burgle the Van Slapps’ house to-night. It’s for Elaine’s sake.”

It was very dark that night, and we had little difficulty, with soundproof rubber climbing boots on our feet, in scaling the wall up to the third floor of the Van Slapps’ luxurious mansion, and into the little room. Craig picked up the bandbox, and spent a few moments in brushing the walls and tables with his own patent fingerprint eraser, and we returned at once. I awoke at half-past nine to find Kennedy fully dressed and chuckling over some suppressed joke. “Come along,” said he, “we must go to the Van Slapps’ at once.” Once more on our arrival we found the master of the house extremely disturbed. “My wife has shut herself up again,” he cried. “In the little room?” shot out Craig. “Yes,” said Van Slapp. “Since when?” “The servants heard her enter it about 6 o’clock.” “Ah,” said Craig, “then we will act at once.” He blew a whistle sharply, and two sturdy policemen stepped into the room. “Xerxes Van Slapp,” ground out Kennedy, “you are arrested for fraud. You pretended that the pearl was stolen, so as to get the insurance money. You hid it carelessly, and it was found by—” “Oh, sir,” cried little Molly O’Brien, “I didn’t think it was real. I promise I didn’t—”; but here a new interruption stopped her. Two more policemen entered, bringing between them a young man, evidently much frightened. “This is him, sir,” said one of the officers; “we caught him skulking about your back-yard again.” “Oh, Freddie,” sobbed Molly O’Brien, “I oughtn’t to have given it to you! I oughtn’t to have given it to you!” “Molly O’Brien’s fiancé,” said Craig, “in the grocery trade. She picked up the pearl, thought it was imitation, and gave it to him. I recognised him, Jameson, by his feet,” he interjected. “I went round that day to the back of the house with the footstep-photometer. I suppose,” he continued, turning to the policemen, “Miss Dodge has been released?” “Miss Dodge?” said the man blankly. “Elaine,” said Kennedy, with a note of surprise in his voice. “Oh, Miss Elaine Van Slapp, this gentleman’s niece? Yes, sir, here she is now.” And a stout young woman with glasses walked beaming into the room. It was not Elaine Dodge after all . . .

“And now, sir,” said Kennedy grimly to the handcuffed Van Slapp, “I will solve the mystery about your wife.” He picked up the bandbox and led the way to the little room. “Stand back!” he snapped, and a few well directed shots from his automatic blew the lock from the door. A curious sight met our eyes. A bald-headed man in woman’s clothes stood cowering against the far wall. Kennedy handed him the bandbox. “Your property, I believe,” said he. “I borrowed it, as the police did previously.” The curious figure snatched the lid from the box, and out of it came a splendid blonde wig, which it thrust upon its head. It was Sadie Van Slapp, the Society beauty!

“You will please keep the case out of court, Mr. Kennedy,” she said. “It is true that Xerxes had given me the pearl, but I don’t want to prosecute.”




55. ‘The Youthful Mariner (Extract)’1

College Days, No. 5, 9 July 1920



	The Mariner blesseth the wind that helpeth him upon his way.

	
The sun shone out, the clouds went down,

The wind sprang up behind;

I blest the wind that blew me on,

And was so soft and kind.

The boat clove through the rippling stream,

And merrily splashed the oar;

I blest the windfn1, so soft and kind,

And the boat that ran before.




	He inadvertently runneth upon a sand bank.

	Then struck mine ear a jarring scrape

Like wood that grinds on sand,

And looking round, I lay aground

And close beside the land.




	
And, when he hath righted himself, findeth that the good weather is changing.

	I pushed her out with left-hand scull,

And backed her down with right:

But when I reached the middle stream

The sun was out of sight.




	The weather rapidly changeth for the worse.
	The wind sprang up and blurred the stream,

And ever colder grew;

The rising swell was rough as hell:

Ye gods, but how it blew!


	Until he is in danger of shipwreck.
	The clouds were black, they whirled along,

And madly ran the wave.

Alas, thought I, that such a sky

Should see me in my grave!


	He turneth for home.
	I turned for home; but still the flood

Rose high and ever higher;

It splashed my back and, cold as ice,

It burnt my skin like fire.


	But maketh
	The rain came down by pints and quarts,

And soaked me to the bone;

The waves rose free and wild as the sea,

And I was all alone.


	Small progress.
	My boat began to rock and sway,

The water trickled in.

Alas for home, in the leaping foam

That drowned me with its din!


	 	Then on and on and down the stream

That never seemed to end.

 (Suppose the boat had overturned!—

But heav’n such thoughts forfend.)


	He heareth the voice of a fellow sufferer.
	Then in by bank, and down and down;

The trees scarce let me pass.

Then struck mine ear a human voice,

Cried, “Look ahead, you ass!”


	 	Oh joyful sound that met mine ear!

As sweet as wedding bell,

That saved my mind in wave and wind,

And very mouth of hell.


	And, the weather abating, reacheth home safely.
	Then fell the wind and shone the sun

At the kindly voice of man;

And I was home from flood and foam

Before Fourth School began.







56. To Steven Runciman

August 1920 Handwritten

Grove Terrace Polperro RSO1 Cornwall.

My dear Runciman,2

I have a little spare time, and I feel I must tell you about my first adventure as an amateur tramp. Like most tramps I was driven to it. When I got to a wretched little place in Devonshire,—Seaton Junction, Mynors,3 who had to change there, came to my carriage & said that a beastly Oppidan who had been perpetually plaguing me to travel in the same compartment as him was asking for me. As I was among strangers, I got out to go to him whereupon the train started off. You need two hands to enter a moving train, & I, what with kit-bag, belt etc had only one. To be brief, I was left behind. I despatched a telegram to say I would be late (it arrived next day), & about 2½ hours later got a train: at Plymouth, North Rd, I found there were no more trains to Looe that night. It was too late to telephone, as the post offices were shut. I then made a consultation of my financial position. I had enough for my remaining fare & 7½d over. I could therefore either sleep at the Y.M.C.A. place, price 6d, & starve, or have something to eat but nowhere to sleep. I chose the latter, I put my kit-bag in the cloak-room & got 12 buns for 6d: half-past-nine found me sneaking into some farmer’s field,—there were a few fields wedged in among rows of slummy houses. In that light I of course looked like a soldier strolling round,—on my way I had been asked whether I was demobilized yet, & I finally came to anchor in the corner of a field near some allotments. I then began to remember that people frequently got fourteen days for sleeping in somebody else’s field & “having no visible means of support”, particularly as every dog in the neighbourhood barked if I ever so much as moved. The corner had a large tree for shelter, & bushes for concealment, but it was unendurably cold; I had no covering, my cap was my pillow, I lay “with my martial cloak (rolled cape) around me”.4 I only dozed & shivered till about 1 oc, when I readjusted my puttees, & managed to sleep long enough to miss the first train, at 4.20. by about an hour, & to have to wait till 7.45 for another. My teeth were still chattering when I awoke. When I got to Looe I was forced to walk 4 miles in the hot sun; I am very proud of this adventure, but I would not repeat it.

Yours sincerely,

E. A. Blair.




57. To Prosper Buddicom

28 [December 1920] Handwritten; dated from postmark

usual [address]

My dear Prosper,1

Thanks awfully for your invitation. I shall be very pleased to come & stay at Quarry House2 from the 17th to the end of the holidays. I expect this will find you at Ticklerton.3 My address will be


Walnut tree House

Bursball4

nr Ipswich.



I go on Thursday. We are going to the Blue Lagoon5 this afternoon & the Beggars’ Opera6 tomorrow. I hope you will have a good time in Shropshire. I must write & congratulate your mother on her marriage.

Yours

Eric.




58. To Prosper Buddicom

Monday [10 January 1921] Handwritten; dated from postmark

Walnut tree house Bursball

My dear Prosper,

Thanks for your letter. It was most awfully good your shooting the two snipe & the woodcock. You ought to get at least one of them stuffed, I think.

I have bought one of those big cage-rat traps. This place is over-run with rats. It is rather good sport to catch a rat, & then let it out & shoot at it as it runs. If it gets away I think one ought to let it go & not chase it. If they are threshing the corn while you are there, I should advise you to go,—it is well worth it. The rats come out in dozens. It is also rather sport to go at night to a corn-stack with an acetylene bycicleº lamp, & you can dazzle the rats that are running along the side & whack at them,—or shoot them with a rifle. I rather wish I had my rifle here, as there are no rabbits.

Au revoir, please give my regards (or whatever it is,) to your aunt & uncle & everyone.

Yours

Eric.




59. To Prosper Buddicom

Wednesday, 19 January 1921      Handwritten; dated from postmark

23 Mall Chambers      Nottinghill gate      W8.

My dear Prosper,

So sorry to hear you aren’t well; it is rather a dismal way to end the holidays, but I suppose you wont mind much if you have to go back to school late. Mummie was going to have written to your mother, only she has been awfully busy lately. I didn’t shoot anything much in Suffolk. All the rabbits had been wired; There were three covies of partridges there, but they were so wild that I could1 get a shot inside seventy yards. I trapped & shot a few rats. I hope you had a nice time in Shropshire,—the shooting must have been just about at its best. I suppose Guinever was allowed to shoot this time.

I have got an idea of buying Turkish tobacco, & making cigarettes of it, but it’s awfully hard to get.

Well, au revoir; we are just going out. I hope you’ll get better soon. Please remember me to everyone.

Yours

Eric.




60. Extract from letter to Cyril Connolly

Easter 1921


The original and the complete text of this letter are lost. What survives does so because Cyril Connolly quoted part of Orwell’s letter when writing to Terence Beddard at Easter 1921; Connolly copied out this section for the Orwell Archive in June 1967. Another version, with interspersed ironic comments by Connolly, exists at Tulsa University, and that is given in Michael Shelden’s biography of Orwell. In a note added to the copy made for the Archive, Connolly explained that this extract was part of a letter to Beddard which Connolly printed in Enemies of Promise (1938), 256–59. Beddard was dead by the time Connolly made this copy. He was a King’s Scholar in the Election before Orwell’s; he left Eton exactly a year before Orwell and was no longer there when Connolly wrote to him. Christopher Eastwood1 is described by Connolly in his notes as ‘an attractive boy with a good voice & rather a prig.’ He went on: ‘The point of the letter is that Eastwood, being in my election, was bound to see much more of me than of Blair, in the election above us.’ E. A. Caröe2 was in Blair’s Election, and Redcliffe-Maud3 two Elections below Connolly’s. For something of the background to this letter, see chapters 20 and 21 of Enemies of Promise. Michael Shelden remarks that it would be unwise to assume that Orwell’s ‘adolescent affections for other boys ever reached an advanced stage of sexual contact. He may well have been as chaste in his relationships with boys as he was in his relationship with Jacintha. As his letter to Connolly reveals, he was awkward in romantic matters and was slow to assert himself.’4



I am afraid I am gone on Eastwood. This may surprise you but it is not imagination I assure you. The point is that I think you are too, at any rate you were at the end of last half. I am not jealous of you. But you though you aren’t jealous are apt to be what I might call ‘proprietary’. In the case of Maud & Caroeº you were quite right but what I want you to do is not regard me as another Caroe whatever points of resemblance there may be. Don’t suspect me of any ill intentions either. If I had not written to you, about 35 weeks into next half you would notice how things stood, your proprietary instincts would have been aroused & having a lot of influence over Eastwood you would probably have put him against me somehow, perhaps even warned him off me. Please dontº do this I implore you. Of course I dont ask you to resign your share in him only dont say spiteful things.


Connolly’s copy in the Orwell Archive concludes: ‘Rather a revelation . . . Anyhow Eastwood has noticed it and is full of suspicion as he hates Blair.’






61. ‘Mr Puffin and the Missing Matches’

[c. 1919–22]1 Handwritten

“And now, dear,” said Mrs. Puffin, “here is the taxi. Are you sure you’ve got everything?” Mr Puffin was going to stay for a week with some friends in the country: he looked over his belongings. “Yes my dear, I think so,” “And, Walter,” added his wife, “don’t forget to think of your poor little wife sometimes.” “No, my love,” said Mr Puffin dutifully, “I’ll tie a knot in my handkerchief.” Mrs Puffin reflected on this remark as they walked to the taxi, but finally put it down to the confusion of departure. “And now, Walter” she said again, “you’re quite certain there’s nothing you’ve forgotten?” “No, dear, I’ve got everything.”

[image: Logo Missing]

But he hadn’t. It was four o’clock when he stepped out at the little station of Ditchby-in-the-Mud, junction for Brambleton. Already it was almost dark. “When’s the next train for Brambleton?” he asked the solitary porter. “Five forty five” said the porter shortly, & walked out of the station, whistling. Heavens! nearly two hours, & he’d read all his magazines. He looked sourly at the unlighted, fireless waiting room. “Go & have a smoke,” he thought. Then a chill seemed to fall upon him. Smoke? He thrust his hands into his overcoat-pockets: no matches. His coat-pockets & trouser pockets were as empty. A hasty search through his waistcoat-pockets proved useless. There was no hope. There wasn’t a match about him. He tried the penny-in-the-slot machine, but after wasting fourpence & a great deal of bad language, he noticed that it was empty. Then he thought of the porter: but the porter was out of sight, & there didn’t seem to be a house within miles. In dumb despair he sat down at last in the chilly waiting room, his head between his hands, to wait for his train. At last he looked at2 his watch: the hands pointed to twenty minutes past four; it seemed as though centuries had passed. With a sigh he rose,—thinking perhaps someone might have dropped a match in the room,3—& began to grope4 about the floor. An age of searching (five minutes by his watch) produced eleven used matches & four toothpicks, after which he again took his seat in despair. But even as he did so a glad sound struck his ear: another man was coming to the waiting room. Radiant5 with hope Mr Puffin leapt towards him. “Have you got a match?” he cried. The stranger collapsed limply into a chair. “I was going to have asked you the same” he said feebly. “An hour & a quarter in this frozen mortuary, & no matches: My God!” “Surely there is some way of getting a light” exclaimed Mr Puffin. “What6 is it they always do in adventure stories?” “We might try flint & steel,” said the stranger hopefully. They tried it: they also broke Mr Puffin’s knife, & the stranger’s knife, & gashed Mr Puffin’s finger, but they got no light. “If I ever meet a writer of adventure stories in this life or the next—” began the stranger between clenched teeth, but he broke off suddenly as another pair of feet could be heard coming towards the waiting room. A little man, looking in the gloom like a solicitor, or perhaps an undertaker, came into the room. “Have you got a match?” cried both men together. “I am a non-smoker,” replied the new-comer, “but it is possible . . . ah, yes. I have just one match.” The two erstwhile friends now glared at each other with the hatred of rivalry. “Of course,” continued the newcomer suavely, “I may need this match. I think it should be bought from me at the price of a box.” “Righto!” cried Mr Puffin’s rival, “here’s three-hapence.” “Nonsense!” cried Mr Puffin, elbowing him aside, “I’ve as much right as him.” “Then I shall be compelled to sell it by, er—auction.” The auction began briskly, & continued by penny bids up to two shillings, but two & fourpence saw Mr Puffin the victor. “Here’s half a crown,” he cried; “I’ve no change. Give me the match.” With trembling hands he carried it to the window. Then he turned round, convulsed with rage. “Damn you!” he screamed, “this is a safety!” “That, sir, was not mentioned in the contract.” But Mr Puffin’s rival sidled up to him with longing in his face. “I say” he said, “if I tell you something, will you give me a light after you’ve lit yours?” “Give you a light—well what is it?” “Safety matches strike on glass.” “Do they?” With renewed hope Mr Puffin turned to the window. The match struck at the second attempt: and then, before it was well alight, some adverse draught put it irrevocably out. “Our troubles,” said the man who had sold the match, “are better faced in a philosophical spirit”—but something in the two men’s faces caused him to leave the waiting-room in haste. The rest of their vigil will not bear description.

[image: Logo Missing]

The Brambleton train entered another station, & the ticket collector entered the carriage where Puffin & the stranger, his friend again now, sat icy & dejected. “Tickets please!” he said briskly. Mr Puffin began his usual search. Oh, yes, it was in his ticket-pocket. He put a hand7 into his ticket-pocket, & his fingers closed on something hard. He drew it out.

It was his match box.




62. ‘Friendship and love’

Summer 1921


Orwell’s last poem to Jacintha Buddicom:1




Friendship and love are closely intertwined,

My heart belongs to your befriending mind:

But chilling sunlit fields, cloud-shadows fall—

My love can’t reach your heedless heart at all.




Jacintha Buddicom responded with:




By light

Too bright

Are dazzled eyes betrayed:

It’s best

To rest

Content in tranquil shade







[image: Penguin Walking Logo]


1922–1927






63. Burma, 1922–1927


It is not possible to date precisely the material Orwell wrote (or, rather, drafted) in Burma or, based on his experiences in Burma, soon after his return to England. Some, especially the poems, is written on the backs of official memorandum paper; some on large sheets measuring 13½ by 8½ inches. The use of official stationery is consistent with, though not proof of, composition in Burma or soon after Orwell’s return home. Orwell began writing Burmese Days in the autumn of 1931 and completed it two years later; in ‘Why I Write’ he says he wrote the novel when he was thirty (1933) but had ‘projected’ it much earlier.

Orwell left Eton in December 1921. His application to join the Indian Imperial Police and to compete at the 1922 examination was received by the India Office on 7 April 1922, and a copy of the second edition of the current regulations was sent to him four days later. References were provided by P. Hope, formerly a sixth-form master at Dulwich College, at whose tutorial establishment in Southwold Orwell enrolled in January 1922 to prepare for the examination, and by John Crace, Master in College, Eton, see 35, n. 3. These were dated 4 and 24 April 1922 respectively. In the 23 November 1922 printed report on the competitive examination, Eric Arthur Blair was seventh of twenty-nine successful candidates. He obtained 8,464 marks out of a possible 12,400, the pass mark being 6,000. His marks (each out of 2,000) were: English, 1,372; English History and Geography, 1,019; Elementary Mathematics, 1,158; French, 1,256; Latin, 1,782; Greek, 1,703; in addition, he scored 174 out of 400 for Freehand Drawing. Of the twenty-three candidates who passed the Indian Imperial Police riding test in September 1922, Orwell was twenty-first, with 104 marks out of 200 (100 being the pass mark). In completing his preference form, he opted for Burma.

Orwell arrived in Burma on 27 November 1922 and joined the Mandalay Training School two days later. One of his colleagues, Roger Beadon, in a Telediphone recording made for the BBC on 5 December 1969, recalled that whereas he found it very difficult to switch rapidly from instruction in the Burmese language to Hindustani, Orwell did this with ease. Before he left Burma, Orwell was able to speak fluently with Burmese priests in ‘very high-flown Burmese.’ His movements from Mandalay are officially recorded as: to Maymyo 30 November 1923; Mandalay 17 December 1923; Mayaungmya 26 January 1924; Twante 31 May 1924; Syriam 16 December 1924; Insein 26 September 1925; Moulmein 19 April 1926; and Katha 23 December 1926. He left Burma on 12 July 1927 on five months’ and twenty days’ leave. Katha provided a basis for Kayauktada in Burmese Days.

Orwell arrived back in England in August 1927, and while on holiday with his family in Cornwall in September decided not to return to Burma. During the rest of his leave he lived in a cheap room next door to Ruth Pitter (see 139, n. 1) in Portobello Road, Notting Hill, London W 11. He made his first expedition into the East End that autumn, and was permitted to resign from the Indian Imperial Police as from 1 January 1928. In the spring he went to Paris.

Another colleague of Orwell’s in Burma, possibly, was George Stuart, a recording of whose reminiscences is in the Orwell Archive. A G. R. T. Stuart is recorded in Thacker’s Directory in the India Office Library as being assistant engineer, Burma Railways, Katha, in 1929, though that would not preclude his being there earlier. The recorded interview was by Jane Langdon-Davies and John Wall; they gave their address as 50 Lawford Road, N 1 (presumably an error for NW5) Orwell’s address in 1935–36. Michael Shelden was unable to trace the recordists but Crick did and believed them to be ‘thoroughly reliable witnesses’ (Crick, 3rd edition, 586–89). These reminiscences show a detailed knowledge of Burma at the time. Stuart states that Orwell was easygoing and keen about his job; he was the life and soul of parties, and very fond of animals, rescuing waifs and strays. He spoke slowly and softly, was not anti-establishment, was very popular and an excellent linguist. He learned not only Burmese quickly, but also ‘the most difficult languages’ (Shaw-Karen?), particularly for the thousand-rupee bonus given for each examination passed. Even at that time, he had a weak chest and failed to look after himself, so he suffered badly now and then. Mrs Stuart kept Orwell’s clothes in repair. Stuart states that Orwell was sent to Katha as punishment for shooting an elephant in Lower Burma, which, if correct, throws an interesting light on the essay ‘Shooting an Elephant.’

See Crick, 139–75, 586–89; Stansky and Abrahams, I, 151–85; Hollis, 27; Shelden, 101–05, 506, n. 2; U.S.: 93–97, 460, n. 2; also Orwell Remembered, 62–66, for reminiscences of Roger Beadon and L. W. Marrison, who knew Orwell in Burma, and 68–75 for Ruth Pitter’s reminiscences; ‘George Orwell and Burma’ by Maung Htin Aung, and ‘Imperial Attitudes’ by John Gross, in The World of George Orwell. Orwell describes his Burma experiences in chapters 8 and 9 of The Road to Wigan Pier. He is mentioned in Land of Chindits and Rubies by May Hearsey (published by Mrs J. Leverston-Allen, London, 1982), 94–95.

The paper Orwell used offers evidence of two kinds. Some of the government paper bears production dates; some of the typing and writing paper has watermarks. The section beginning ‘I said at the end of the last chapter’ (see 72) is written on two sheets of paper. The first measures 13½ by 8½ inches (foolscap) and has on the verso the stock date 15 September 1916. Since 150,000 of this form were produced, it may have been one of the last. Flory’s autobiography (73) is written on the reverse of quarto-sized paper (8½ by 6½ inches). This form, an Office Memorandum, has the same wording as the larger one, except that the date line is ‘192–’ instead of ‘19   ’; its production date is 1 February 1925. Clearly what it contains must have been written after that date, perhaps a short time after, allowing time for distribution and the possibility that old stocks were not exhausted. The survival of two or three sheets of still unused paper suggests that Orwell could have taken a supply with him for use on the ship going home, though it is so unpleasant that it is hardly a kind one would bother to carry, bearing in mind that he was not too badly paid. See Stansky and Abrahams, I, 168, where his pay as Assistant District Superintendent is described as ‘an adequate sum in the early 1920s to live a comfortable life’ and Davison, A Literary Life, 15. The likelihood (it can be no more) is that the first three sections (71, 72, 73) on government paper were written in Burma or on the way home.

The fourth section (74) has paper with no marks by which it might be identified. The final two pages, section 5 (75) are on two sizes and two qualities of paper bearing the word Aviemore, with an illustration of a buckled belt surrounding a gauntleted hand holding a dagger. This paper was made at least as early as 1922 by John Muir of Manchester and subsequently by Jacobsen, Welch and Co Ltd of Cheshire.

The paper used for section 3 (73) has a watermark that probably appeared first in 1928, or possibly a year earlier. This has the words BRITISH EMBLEM and carries the design of a rose. It was made by Thomas and Green Ltd of Buckinghamshire. (That the copy starts ‘I was born in Buckinghamshire’ is presumably coincidental.) It is probable, therefore, that ‘The Autobiography of John Flory’ was typed, and perhaps written, shortly after Orwell’s return to England.

On this evidence, a precise chronological order of the sections cannot be given. See 70 for the reminiscences of George Stuart regarding the stories Orwell wrote in Burma; 64, 66, and 67 are in manuscript.






64. ‘Dear Friend: allow me for a little while’

[1922–1927?] Written in Burma? Handwritten


Dear Friend: allow me for a little while

To speak without those high & starry lies

Wherein we use to drown our thoughts until

Even ourselves believe them. Hear then, first,

Not all the screams of twenty thousand victims

Broken on the wheel or plunged in boiling oil

Could pain me like one tooth in my own head;

And secondly, I do not care what comes

When I am gone, though kings or peoples rot,

Though life itself grow old; I do not care

Though all the streams & all the seas ran blood;

I care not if ten myriad blazing stars

Rain on the earth & burn it dead as stone;

I care not if God dies.// And all because

Frankly, & look at it which way you will,

This life, this earth, this time will see me out,

And that is about all I care about.






65. ‘Romance’

[1922–1927?] Written in Burma? Only a typewritten version survives


When I was young and had no sense,

In far off Mandalay

I lost my heart to a Burmese girl

As lovely as the day.

Her skin was gold, her hair was jet,

Her teeth were ivory;

I said “For twenty silver pieces,

Maiden, sleep with me.”




She looked at me, so pure, so sad,

The loveliest thing alive,

And in her lisping,1 virgin voice,

Stood out for twenty five.






66. Draft of Poem, ‘When the Franks have lost their sway’

[1922–1927?] Written in Burma? Handwritten


When the Franks have lost their sway

And their soldiers are slain or fled,

When the ravisher has his way

And the slayer’s sword is red;

When the last lone Englishman dies

In the painted Hindu towers,

Beneath ten thousand burning eyes

In a rain of bloody flowers, or again1

Moving more westward to the lands we know,2




When the people have won their dreams,

And the tyrant’s flag is down,

When the blood is running in streams

Through the gutters of London town;

When the air is burst with the thunder

And crash of the falling thrones,

And the crack3 of the empires4 torn asunder

And the dying tyrant’s groans, when, as I said5

These things all happen, which, one fears, they may.

Or moving onward through the mist of time

To6 watch the last wild7 ending of the world,—

When the birds fall out of the sky,

And leaf is black on the tree,

When the creatures of earth all die,

And the ice grows over the sea;

When the suns & moons in their flight

Stand still at an icy breath,

And the wheel of the day & the night

Is locked in the freedom of death;

When the toil of a thousand years8

Is lost in a second of time,

When the hopes are gone with the fears

And the prayer is vain as the rhyme;

When the gods have had their day

And9 Death with the others dies,

When the stars are empty for ever & aye

As they hang in the jet black skies,—oh my dear brethren

Is it not dreadful thus to contemplate

These mighty ills that10 will beset the world

When we are dead & won’t be bothered with them?

Do not these future woes transcend our own?






67. ‘My love & I walked in the dark’

[1922–1927?] Written in Burma? Handwritten


My love & I walked in the dark

Of many a scented night in June;

My love & I did oft remark

How yellow was the waning moon,

How yellow was the moon.




My love & I walked in the sun

Of many a golden summer day;

My love & I were quite at one

To say how sweetly smelt the hay,

How sweetly smelt the hay.




And all throughout that pleasant while,

When life & earth appeared so fair,

My love & I did often smile

To think what happy folks we were,

What happy folks we were.




But now, with one thing & another,

When we are old & wise, it seems

My love & I do never bother

To talk upon those ancient themes,

Those idle, ancient themes.




The suns & moons are much the same,

But all their golden charms are fled,

And she & I look back with shame

To think of all the things we said,

The foolish things we said,






68. ‘Suggested by a Toothpaste Advertisement’

[1922–1927] Written in Burma? Only a typewritten version survives

(Long ago, I used to chant this sometimes as I washed my teeth, but that is a practice I have abandoned for two years or more. My self respect and my last tooth brush both wore out soon after I got here.)


Brush your teeth up and down, brother,

Oh, brush them up and down!

All the folks in London Town

Brush their teeth right up and down,

Oh! How they shine!

Aren’t they bloody fine?

Night and morning, my brother,

Oh brush them up and down!






69. ‘The Lesser Evil’

[1922–1927?] Written in Burma? Typescript with handwritten revisions


Empty as death and slow as pain

The days went by on leaden feet;

And parson’s week1 had come again

As I walked down the little street.




Without, the weary doves were calling,

The sun burned on the banks of mud;

Within, old maids were caterwauling

A dismal tale of thorns and blood.




I thought of all the church bells ringing

In towns that Christian folks were in;

I heard the godly maidens singing;

I turned into the house of sin.




The house of sin was dark & mean,

With dying flowers round the door;

They spat their betel juice between

The rotten bamboos of the floor.




Why did I come, the woman cried,

So seldom to her beds of ease?

When I was not, her spirit died,

And would I give her ten rupees.




The weeks went by, and many a day

That black-haired woman did implore

Me as I hurried on my way

To come more often than before.




The days2 went by like dead leaves falling.

And parson’s week came round again.

Once more devout old maids were bawling

Their ugly rhymes of death and pain.




The woman waited for me there

As down the little street I trod;

And musing upon her oily hair,3

I turned into the house of God.




Stanzas four and five are handwritten replacements for what was originally typed:




The woman oiled her hair of coal,

She had no other occupation.

She swore she loved me as her soul,

She had no other conversation.




The only thing that woman knew

Was getting money out of men.

Each time she swore she loved me true

She struck me for another ten.






70. Preliminaries to Burmese Days


There are nineteen pages of manuscript1 that, though not drafts of Burmese Days, would seem to be sketches for the novel. Whether they were written in Burma or shortly after Orwell’s return from there, either in England or in France, is impossible to ascertain. Stansky and Abrahams speak of this material as ‘early drafts of Burmese Days,’ though it is doubtful if it has quite that status. They argue that Flory’s ‘Epitaph’ may have been written in 1927–28, and add, ‘there has even been a suggestion that it was written when Blair was still in Burma,’ but they are of the opinion that it is slightly later, ‘early in 1930 perhaps—after Blair’s return from Paris, where his literary apprenticeship had really got under way’ (I, 203). Crick thinks that, from handwriting and paper, this material was written either in the winter of 1927–28 in London or during 1928–29 in Paris.

Crick suggests that the pages ‘are either part of a longer, missing manuscript or a trial run for sections of “The Tale of John Flory”. It is in the first person and “the author,” John Flory, seems to be writing his autobiography in prison, awaiting execution indeed, as a cautionary tale or final confession. It begins, in fine black humour, with “My Epitaph” . . .’ (195). It is not certain that Flory is in prison, awaiting execution. He might be in some remote part of the jungle where there is no one who could form the letters of his epitaph. In prison, he might be denied an epitaph on a nearby peepul tree, but there would be plenty who could form letters. His end is, perhaps, more akin to what Lackersteen’s might have been were he to spend his days in the jungle without a wife to minister to him, limit his drink, and ward off women. Some support for this interpretation might come from the place name ‘Nyaunglebin’ (not ‘Nyauglebiu,’ as in Crick, 196). This is a common village name in Burma and means ‘Four Banyan Trees.’ There is no prison connection.

The surviving material, apart from the poems on Burmese subjects or with Burmese references, is in five sections: 1. My Epitaph (1 page); 2. ‘I said at the end of the last chapter . . .’ (1½ pages), which promises ‘ten thousand words about my childhood’; 3. Autobiography (4 pages), 600 words only and ending in mid-sentence; 4. Incident in Rangoon, beginning ‘Here for awhile I abandon autobiography . . .’ (10 pages), which seems complete and could almost be a short story; it mentions Kyauktada (of Burmese Days); 5. Rebuke by a superior officer for consorting with Eurasians (2 pages, numbered 19 and 20) which begins and ends in mid-sentence.

It is extremely unlikely that these pages form ‘one draft.’ The handwriting, though recognisably Orwell’s, differs, and the order given above has no authority or certainty. Crick places 4 after the Epitaph and quotes its opening as being the ‘first paragraph of the rest of the manuscript’ (196). Orwell may have sketched an outline for ‘The Tale of John Flory,’ and these sections could represent the order for it, though written at different times. It is at least as probable that they are disjunct sketches. The handwriting of the Epitaph is not unlike that of the two poems written on official stationary (‘Dear Friend’ and ‘When the Franks have lost their sway’) and that of the rebuke not dissimilar to that of ‘My love & I.’ It is dangerous to hazard such guesses, but it is possible that at least ‘My Epitaph’ was written before Orwell left Burma, and not unlikely that 4 was written in Paris rather than in London. See 63 for details on the paper used.

A colleague of Orwell’s in Burma, George Stuart (see 63), in an interview, in the Orwell Archive, states that Orwell started to be interested in writing stories of Burma when they and Stuart’s wife were in Katha (or Quatar). Indeed, he says, ‘his original manuscript of Burmese Days was written up in Quatar . . . most of the people referred to were local government officers like the deputy commissioner and the superintendent of police.’






71. 1. ‘John Flory: My Epitaph’

[1926–1930?] Handwritten in ink on reverse of Government of Burma paper

Goodness knows where they will bury me,—in their own grave yard I suppose, two feet deep in a painted coffin. There will be no mourners, and no rejoicers either, which seems sadder still,1 for the Burmese celebration of2 a funeral with music & gambling is3 nicer than our beastly mummeries. But if there were anyone here4 whose hand could form the letters, I would [like]5 him to carve this on the bark of some great peepul tree above my head.6

JOHN FLORY

B o r n  1 8 9 0

Died of Drink 1927.


“Here lies the bones of poor John Flory;

His story was the old, old story.

Money, women, cards & gin

Were the four things that did him in.




He has spent sweat enough to swim in

Making love to stupid7 women;

He has known misery past thinking

In the dismal art of drinking.




O stranger, as you voyage here

And read this welcome, shed no tear;

But take the single gift I give,

And learn from me how not to live.”






72. 2. Extract, Preliminary to Autobiography

[1926–1930?] Handwritten in ink on reverse of Government of Burma paper

I said at the end of the last chapter that I was trying to make love to Mrs. Lackersteen, although Lackersteen was my best friend, & although I liked him much better than I liked his wife. He was much the more attractive of the two; more alive, more intelligent, less selfish, & even perhaps better looking. My feeling for him was affection, & for his wife a sort of hostility. Nevertheless I made love to her, & so acted treacherously towards him. This often happens.

To explain why I should do anything so curious, it is necessary to go back & say something about my early life. I am reluctant to do this, & I would not do it if I could help1 it. To begin with, I hate2 novels which go in for3 everlasting4 parentheses of the hero’s past history; & also I hold that in telling a story you should tell as little as you possibly can of what happened before the story began, & after it ended. I think you should show people as they are, without5 explaining how they became like that; & altogether use the least number of words possible.6 But here7 as everywhere you have to compromise, or else your novel must logically be reduced to a short story, thence to a paragraph, to a phrase, & perhaps even to a word. Adultery! There is a novel for you. But it lacks something. Very few people would buy it.

I therefore make my compromise, & ask myself, “What is it that I am writing?” Answer “The tale of John Flory.” What is this tale? It is the tale of the degeneration & ruin, through his native faults, of a gifted man?8 How was he ruined? That is the story; my degeneration began when I came to Burma, aged eighteen. But a boy of eighteen is not a blank sheet to be written on; his character is half formed already, & so, dear reader, you are in for perhaps ten thousand words about my childhood. It is not enough to say “John Flory was a man who got drunk at least once a week, & made love to any woman who would let him.”9 There are many men like that, but they are not all the same. You have to goº little deeper.

To understand any act which a man performs, even the lighting of a cigarette, it is necessary10 to know his entire history from the moment of his birth, & beyond that the entire history of the universe. Fortunately no novel has yet gone to this extreme. I myself am trying11 to err in the other direction. Also I shall do12 my best to avoid weeping over the lost beauty13 of my youth, & I shall try not to make myself out a more poetic young14 creature than I was. If, in spite of these promises, the reader feels that he cannot face this chapter, there is an easy15 remedy. Skip it.




73. 3. Extract, The Autobiography of John Flory1

[1926–1930?]

I was born in Buckinghamshire in 1890. My father was an Indian civil servant, & met & married2 my mother in 1882 in India, where she had gone to stay with an aunt for the cold weather. In ’83 my father was sent to Burma on some job or other, & there in ’84 my brother was born, & died, aged seven months. My eldest sister was born in ’85, & my second in ’88. In that year my mother went home, bringing her two daughters, aged two & a half, & four months. In ’89 my father came home on leave, & I was born early the next year. I saw my father twice in the next ten years, for about six months at a time. In 1903 he retired, & died very suddenly at the end of 1908.

Before 19003 I do not remember much except odd incidents & patches of existence, some of which remain in my mind more clearly than what happened yesterday. After 1900 my reccollectionsº become pretty continuous.

My father was rather like myself, only taller, thinner & with more colour in his face. He always had a rather harassed look, except when he was sitting in his library, where my mother seldom penetrated. The atmosphere of this room was quite unlike theº that of any other room in the house. There were perhaps a thousand books in it, many of them books about Hindu mythology, or about fishing, shooting or travelling in India. I cannot say that I ever read any of these books, but I remember ofteningº turning over their pages & looking at strange pictures of people hanging upon hooks, or elephants composed of maidens in extraordinary postures, & wondering vaguely about them in my own mind. I never troubled to enquire their real significance, for the curiosity of children is not very intelligent.

My father used to sit reading these books, with his white shirt open at the neck, smoking cigars from Dindigul. The chairs in the room were of wicker work, such as one finds in India, & there were two faded4 tiger skins upon the floor. On the walls were old yellow photographs, & a few eastern weapons, among them one or two beautiful5 dahs captured in the Burma war. I used to look at the handles & scabbards6 of these dahs, bound with plaited fibres,7 & speculate dully about the men who used them. The windows8 were always open, & there was generally a fire in the grate, so that a current of air flowed through the room. And this wind, mingled with cigar smoke, seemed to me like a wind from another land, bearing with it the names of far off dusty places. When I came into the room, & stayed quiet for awhile, my father would talk to me sometimes, & tell me the simple stories of the rubbish that lay about here & there; empty cartridge cases, bad rupees, or dried up peacock feathers. My mother often threatened to “do out” this room, but refrained, probably from mere laziness.

My father & I might have been called friends. The reticence that lies between all blood relatives held us apart, & then I had scarcely seen him till I was thirteen years old. Still, in the family




74. 4. An Incident in Rangoon

[1926–1930?] Handwritten in pencil on unidentifiable paper

Here for awhile I abandon autobiography & commence fiction writer.º That is, the main facts of the story here told1 are known to me, & I have supplied the rest out of my imagination. I take so much2 trouble because this chain of events led to my downfall; not however by any real poetic justice, but simply through coincidence. Nevertheless I am, after all, here in Nyaunglebin through my own fault, for if this mischance had not come my way, there was bound to have been some other. My own temperament & way of living had made sure that I would fall into any trap of this kind that fortune laid me.

One night, then, soon after I went to Kyauktada, I called for poker dice in the club. Lackersteen & I were arguing about who should call for drinks, each maintaining that it was his own turn.

“Very well,” said I, “We’ll toss for it. The winner calls. Boy, bringing poker dice.”

“No poker dice, sir.”

“What! No poker dice!”3

“No sir, Last secretary sahib stopping, sir. Secretary sahib telling me throwing away poker dice, sir.”

“A damned high handed action,” said I, & the next day I ordered a set from Rangoon. The evening of the day they arrived was an4 evening of torrential rain, which hammered onto the rooves with deafening & dreary persistence. It was the last onslaught of the wet weather. As I got into my car to go to [the] club I remembered the poker dice, & took them along with me.

I5 found the club empty & spent a dismal hour smoking cigarettes & reading the shiny papers, while the stupid rain still poured down out of the skies. At eight6 o’clock7 it cleared up suddenly, & at a quarter past, when I was about to shout for my car, Thein Shwe came in, & we had a drink together. Thein Shwe began fingering the leather dice box;

“What is this for, please, Mr Flory?”

“It is a game,” I said, “designed for men whose minds are unequal to the strain of thought.”

“How do you play it, yes?”

I explained the game, & Thein Shwe began to tell me of how much he had wanted to go8 to the Races in Rangoon on Saturday, & how much he feared that his father would never give him the money. Besides, his father was going to Rangoon himself tomorrow, (this was Wednesday,) & life altogether was difficult for the gay sons of pious fathers. Then he produced all the money he had in the world, which was five rupees, & we began to throw the dice at a rupee a throw. I had no money on me, but played with matches, & at the end sent Ko S’Hla9 home in the car for money. Shwe Thein’sº luck was astounding, & he threw five aces more than a dozen times in the evening. When he had won thirty five rupees off me, I threw him double or quits, & he won again. After this we both went home.

How much I wish that I could tell this as the tale of a Young Man’s Ruin, & how I, the Tempter, sowed the Fatal Passion in his breast, & thereby reaped the bitter crop of my own undoing! It is so much more satisfying to trace one’s fate to a single10 Sin, rather than to weakness & native idiocy. But a man’s acts are not thus significant & separable; & though in outward seeming they make up the history of his life, they are in truth only the by-products of the greater life which goes on11 in his mind & spirit. The fact which matters is12 not that I supplied Shwe Theinº with money to gamble, & that his gambling led by chance to the detection of my misdeeds, but that I was a fool & scoundrel who must have destroyed himself, if not in one way, then in another. Besides, I never taught Shwe Thein to gamble; like most Mongolians, he did not need teaching. It13 is a native taste of these people, as drunkenness is with us.

Next morning Ba Sein came to [the] office with a sad face & a grimy sheet of ruled note paper, which said that his little brother was dying, & he must come to Rangoon at once. So I asked him about the little brother, & Ba Sein told me he was a boy of rare promise, but a few years back he had shown the signs of consumption, & they had sent him to the Shan States in hopes of curing him. This, & the doctor’s bills, were a great strain on the family, & Ba Sein himself had had to leave the shop where he was learning engineering, & take up a clerkship. The little brother grew no better, & they sent him from place to place, never abandoning hope. At one time he stayed with Ba Sein himself, & Ba Sein, though he worked all day, often had to stay half the night at the sick boy’s bedside. So he was tired at his work, & was dismissed from that office for idleness,14 & there was a long period of months when the brother grew rapidly worse for lack of comforts & medicine. And now as a last hope15 they had brought him to the Rangoon Hospital; but it was no use,16 & Ba Sein wished only to see his brother alive for the last time, & to close his eyes when they could see no more.

I knew all this was a lie from start to finish. But I thought how sad it would have been if true, & how painful it must be to17 confine one’s sorrows between a Friday & a Monday, & then come back to the brisk & banal tasks of an office. I was touched by the quiet stoicism with which Ba Sein faced his quite imaginary misfortunes, & I gave him two18 days’ leave & thirty rupees advance from his pay. So when Ba Sein & Thein Shwe set out for Rangoon on Friday19 they had about a hundred rupees between them; & as they travelled as deck passengers, nearly20 all this was left them to bet21 with.

They got to Rangoon on Saturday morning, & at once went along to the house of Ba Sein’s uncle, where they were going to stay. The uncle was a head clerk in a government office, drawing about two hundred rupees a month. He had a nice house in Kemmendine, & a daughter at school who talked English & wore22 European clothes. Morning after morning he ate his breakfast at half past eight, twisted up his long hair under a pink silk gaungbaung, & ran for the tram with a black cheroot23 in his mouth. On Sundays he took his wife & daughter to the Zoo or the Park, & sometimes to a football match on Saturdays. On public holidays he went to the Pagoda to pray & watch the pwes.24 He was a man of exemplary character, but like many elderly Burmans he liked to believe that he had been a lu hmike (a bold blade)25 in his youth, & had led a terrible life with gambling & women. When the two young men arrived & said they were going to the races, he told them of how he had once won two thousand rupees, & spent it all in a fortnight. Then he hurried away to [the] office as usual.

Thein Shwe & Ba Sein went to the races, & by some astounding chance won five thousand rupees. About two thirds of this belonged to Thein Shwe. They were rendered almost delirious by their good fortune, & were ready to listen to any scheme for burning money. They fell in with a Burman who wanted to sell a motor bicycle & side car, & demanded a trial run along the Prome Road. Six miles out the back tyre was ripped off & the inner tube split in half. The owner of the bicycle had no spare tube. Thein Shwe & Ba Sein had never meant to buy the machine, & they hailed a taxi that was passing & went back to Rangoon. The owner of the bicycle was left on the road, almost weeping at his loss & disappointment. But the two millionaires had no pity for him.

They struck up a friendship with the driver of the taxi, & he took them to a Chinese eating shop, where they all had dinner. Then, to begin the evening, Thein Shwe led the way to a restaurauntº patronized mostly by Europeans, & going in, called for beer. The proprietor, the European guests, & the barboys all looked askance at the two Burmans, but they could do nothing. Thein Shwe was defiant in manner, but Ba Sein was rather timid until after his second beer. After their second beer, Thein Shwe called for brandy cocktails, & they drank two each. Ba Sein then bought a tin of cigarettes, & began to offer them to all the men in the bar. The white men all refused rather offensively, except for a young boy just out from home, who was too bashful not to accept. Thein Shwe clapped him on the shoulder, & said he was “a jolly good fellow.” Then he suddenly began to sing “For he’s a jolly good fellow;” the boy26 blushed & looked acutely miserable, & a young man with fair hair walked across to Thein Shwe & said “You’d better clear out of here, or I’ll put you out myself.”

“Who the hell are you?” cried Thein Shwe.

The man with fair hair caught him by the shoulder & began to push him to the door. Thein Shwe broke loose & would have struck him, but the other white men intervened, & the two Burmans were ejected. They then got into their taxi again, & went off to a low dive where they drank Beehive Brandy. After an hour of this they asked the taxi driver to show them the way to some women, & he replied that it was late at night but he would do his best. // The car moved eastwards through the now quiet streets, & finally halted in a little evil-smelling alley full of shuttered houses dimly lighted within. The taxi driver went27 up to one of the houses, knocked on the door, & began to call out.

“Ko Pa! Ko Pa! Hey, Ko Pa!” After two or three minutes, as there was no response, he knocked with all his might, at which a dog began an angry yelping, & a woman’s voice from within suddenly screamed out as though in terror.

“Who’s that?”

The taxi driver said something in a reassuring tone, & after28 somebody had looked out of an upper window, the door opened & an enormously fat man came out, carrying a lantern in his hand. The lantern29 showed a bedraggled dead rat lying on the doorstep, & shone dimly upon the man’s huge belly, for he was half naked,30 & his great pockmarked face. He was scratching his side with his free hand, & though apparently half asleep, was chewing betel. His front teeth were mostly gold, & this with the betel juice gleamed an unearthly red in the lamplight. After a few words with the taxi driver, he called to someone within, & then sat on31 his heels, giving many noisy yawns. Presently an old woman appeared, & then a thin boy, blind in one eye but with a sweet childlike face. The boy was sent off somewhere on a bicycle, & the others sat down to wait: the stench of the dead rat seemed to grow stronger each minute, & the cur never ceased to yelp & snarl. Thein Shwe, Ba Sein, the driver & the bawds32 were all half dead with sleep.

In about twenty minutes a young woman in a blue longyi came down the road, rubbing the sleep out of her eyes & grumbling at the lateness of the hour. The one eyed boy explained that this was the only girl he could get. The others, he said, had all gone out somewhere. Thein Shwe now became a little more alert, & began to ask who lived in all the houses round about. It appeared they were mostly prostitutes.

“Who lives in that house?” he asked, pointing at a house a little way down the road, which, though shuttered up, appeared to be brightly lighted within.

“Ah, there is nothing doing there. That’s the second wife of a diamond merchant from Moulmein. He’s a very rich man.”

“Well, so am I. I’m going into that house.”

“There is nothing doing, I tell you.”

But Thein Shwe was in a perverse & drunken mood.

“Drive the car down opposite the house,” he said. “I’m going to have a look inside.”

“Ah ma lay! he is mad!” protested the driver.

“Go on. Drive it down. What are you afraid of?”

The driver obeyed, though he was now growing a little sulky, for his fare had run up to more than sixty rupees, & he was not quite certain of getting it. When they were opposite the house, Thein Shwe climbed onto the top of the car, & leaned against the window shutters, at the top of which was a broad crack of light. Here for a moment he swayed drunkenly, & his head rolled heavily upon his breast, but he recovered himself, & stared into the room.

It was much like many other Burmese rooms in Rangoon. The floor was covered with mats, but there was a little European furniture; namely two or three straight backed chairs & a round table, all covered with cloths of Burmese lace work. There was a bowl of roses on the table, a grandfather clock, not going, & a shrine, also covered with lace, with three candles burning in it.33 Framed advertisements for Japanese beer hung on the walls, & a petrol lamp from the ceiling. What Thein Shwe looked at, however, was a girl sitting on the mats, smoking a cigarette. She was wearing a longyi of pale blue flowered Chinese satin, & had many gold ornaments on her wrists & about her neck. She was possibly nineteen years old, had an oval34 face of fair complexion, very elegant & calm, but with a hard mercenary expression. She looked rather like an evil-minded doll. // But Thein Shwe was in a strange mood between35 drunkenness & sleep, so that lust moved him with a peculiar heavy power. At this moment the girl seemed to him the most desirable in the world, & her cold face & rich clothes seemed to double her value. He determined that by hook or by crook the girl must be his, & that for him to lose her would be simply an absurd injustice. He felt that he had a first call upon all living women, & that any woman must submit to him if he would only exert his power. So he began to scheme how he should enter the house; for when that was done, he felt, the battle was over.

But36 at this moment a door in the room opened, & Thein Shwe saw his rival face to face; an old man with a sad & noble face, & grey hair gallantly knotted. He took the cigarette from the girl’s mouth, & sat down beside her.


By gis, & by St Charity,

Alack & fie for shame,

Old men will do it—37



Thein Shwe swayed on the car & almost fell, for the diamond merchant from Moulmein was his venerable father!




75. 5. Extract, A Rebuke to the Author, John Flory1

[1926–1930?]

19.2

yourself up with all these yellow-bellies (Eurasians.) See what happens,—get into a fight immediately. Don’t want to hear this about you again. Now what about this tart you were running round with, eh?”

Here I determined to show some resistance; but my breath came uncomfortably fast, & I was unable to look the old man in the face.

“She was nothing of the kind,” I said. “I did certainly meet a girl at the dance, a Eurasian, but she was an absolutely respectable girl in every way. I don’t think it’s fair to call her such names,3 knowing nothing about her.”

I expected an outburst of rage: but while I was speaking he had lighted a cheroot, & this perhaps soothed him a little. At any rate he began to lecture me in a mild & even fatherly way, his gruff voice considerably softened.

“You see, my boy,” he said, “we white men in this country have to think of something besides ourselves. We are a garrison, so to speak . . . Empire, & all that, white man’s burden . . . you see the sort of thing I mean, eh? We’ve got to keep the flag flying, you see. Now as soon as you go mixing yourself up with these natives & Eurasians—

“Yes, sir,” I broke in, “I know all that, but—

At this interruption4 he turned his liverish eyes, which had been gazing at the window, towards my face with a less friendly expression. But he continued speaking in the same strain.

“A white man,” he said, “is always on his best behaviour before the native. Esprit de corps! Prestige! Once lower that, & it’s all up with you. We white men have to hang together . . . Now this girl you’ve made friends with,—perfectly respectable girl, I don’t doubt, perfectly respectable,—but you’ve got to realize, my boy, that it won’t do. Get entangled with a woman like that,—& where are you? Ruined. Ruined!”

Here he paused & relighted his cheroot, continuing his discourse between puffs of smoke.

“I’ve known fellows who married ’em, plenty of fellows; & where are they now? Every one of them repented it. You’ve got to have some sort of pride, my boy, in being a white man. Don’t lower yourself. I don’t say, of course, treat the native badly; nothing sillier. Treat ’em properly, kind & firm at the same time, you understand. Treat ’em properly, & there’s no one more charming. Always polite to them, make allowances & all that, strictly impartial, but—you are the sahib. Never forget that, my boy . . . Just the same with these Eurasians; politeness, of course, take off your hat to the ladies if you like, encourage the youngsters,—very good subordinates sometimes,—but no nonsense. Intermarry with ’em, treat ’em as equals, & you’re done. You see5 that, my boy?”

“Yes, sir,” I said weakly. What, indeed could I have replied? “Of course”, he went on not unsympathetically, “women, out here, are a big problem. It’s hard, I know. You understand, of course, that the firm wouldn’t let you marry for some years yet?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Well,6 of course, young fellows will be young fellows; & some of these women, native & half-caste, are very charming. When I was your age,—well, no nonsense, that’s all. No marrying. You understand that.”

“Yes, sir.”

“Very well, my boy, that’s all, I think.” I stood up to go, he also rose & put one hand upon my shoulder.

“Always remember, my boy, that we must think of others before ourselves. Esprit de corps! Never forget it. Esprit de Corps! All white men hang together. That’s all. Run along, now. Be a good boy, eh?” These7 last words were




76. Scenario and Dialogues from an Untitled Play, [Francis Stone]

c. 1927–1928 Handwritten in ink and pencil


The manuscript for this scenario and dialogues from a draft play is written on Government of Burma paper. It is in three sections, each individually numbered, the first on unlined foolscap, the second on lined foolscap, and the third on unlined quarto. The sections are: 1. Scenario of Scenes I and II (4 pages); 2. Dialogue from Scene I (4 pages); 3. Dialogue from Scene II (3 pages). An association with Burma and with Burmese Days is indicated by the use of the name Pereira’s Surefire Lung Balm in section 2. Molly Pereira is a ‘smelly little bitch’ in Burmese Days; the name had to be changed to Walters for the 1935 Gollancz edition; see CW, II, 23, line 1 and n.

The more important changes Orwell made in writing out this manuscript are listed in the notes; slight alterations and false starts have been ignored. Full square brackets in this manuscript are Orwell’s; editorial additions are in half brackets.



[1. Scenario of Scenes I and II]

Scenario.

Scene I. A mean & poverty stricken room which is painted on a curtain half way down the stage. In the middle is a small bed with a pale child lying in it flat on its back & apparently asleep. There1 is a low table beside the bed on which are half a loaf of bread, a medicine bottle & a ragged picture paper.—To the right of the stage is a double bed with ragged sheets, & a chair beside it. (see plan.)2 Facing up to the table is a delapidatedº arm chair, in which FRANCIS STONE sits opening letters. His wife, LUCY STONE, leans over the head of the bed. Stone announces that the letters are all bills, amounting to nearly £40, while all the money he has is –/7/4d. The3 conversation shows that, the child, aged about 4 years, is suffering from a disease of the spine which will kill her in a year or two, but which could be cured by a very expensive operation, which only a certain specialist can perform. His usual price is a hundred guineas, & Stone & his wife despair utterly of raising this.

Stone is a man of about 33, good looking, but with a weak & rather cynical expression. His voice is dreary. He is obviously much his wife’s intellectual superior, & this makes [for] misunderstanding between them. Mrs Stone is about 28, pretty but worn. The clothes of both are good, but battered. Their shoes are very old.

There remains one letter unopened, & Stone is about to throw it away, saying it looks like a bill, but his wife makes him open it. It then appears that this letter is an offer from an advertising agency to write advertisements, offering good terms, & fifty pounds down in advance. Stone & his wife are in ecstasies, & Mrs Stone wakes the child up to tell her that she is going to be made well again & soon. Stone, however, has read the letter to the end, & announces that the advertisements he is required4 to write are for Pereira’s Salvation Balm, a quack panacea for all diseases which he personally knows to be made of plain water flavoured with aniseed & coloured with cochineal. He says it is a swindle & he will have nothing to do with it. His wife is totally unable to understand his idea of honour, & after her first surprise becomes angry with him, & finally begins to beseech him,5 with her arms round his neck. The child, seeming to understand what it is about, keeps up a dismal howling. Stone suggests that his wife buy a bottle of the Salvation Balm & give it to the child; at this his wife is horrified. Then he suggests that his wife might raise the money by prostituting herself on the streets. She treats this as an insult, & Stone begins to talk about the different ideas of honour in his wife & himself.6 His wife will not hear him, & tells him she will leave him to think it over, & go out to get milk for the child’s dinner. Stone gives her the money.—As she goes, the heel breaks off her shoe—She begins to cry at having to go into the street like this, but goes all the same. Stone sinks down into the arm chair & shuts his eyes.

Immediately everything goes dark, & there is [a] sound like the roaring of waters. What actually happens is that the furniture is removed & the curtain drawn up, exposing the background of scene II. The darkness should not continue for more than a few seconds.

[image: Image]

Scene II. The interior of an extemporised prison. There are doors at left, right, & another rather towards the right. Immediately beside this is an empty fireplace, over which hangs a placard with RULES printed at the top. The text printed is too small to be legible—near door C (see plan) is a small barred window, high up in the wall, through which a dreary grey sky can be seen. Near this window is a stool. There is a bench up against the wall at the left, & 2 chairs, one at the right, & one in the middle of the stage. (See plan.) Present are Stone, who is standing on the stool, & looking out of the window; THE CHRISTIAN, a fine looking bearded old man in rags, who sits in the chair at the right, reading a large book. He has a placard inscribed DEAF round his neck. THE POET & THE POET’S WIFE are standing looking up at Stone. This scene is mostly in blank verse.

Almost immediately there is a roar of guns, & it appears from the conversation that some kind of revolution has occurred, & all present are awaiting trial as enemies of the State. The roar of guns is the execution of the prisoners in the next cell but one, & Stone & the others will be tried in an hour or less.

Those present begin to explain their position. The Poet & his wife, who are dark, beautiful & romantic looking people dressed in XVIIth century clothes, have been arrested as aristocrats. The Poet admits that he never cared what the state of the People was so long as he was left in peace to write his poems. His wife similarly was engaged chiefly with her house, her estates, her husband, & the arts, & in living what seemed to her a comely life. Stone declares himself merely a man of pleasure, & declares that the revolution is solely due to the lower classes’ jealouslyº of the upper classes’ elegant manners—The Christian is induced by signs also to explain himself, & coming over & standing in front of door B, he begins a speech about Christianity, explaining that he was sent deaf by the noise of guns in the fighting7 at the beginning of the revolution, & afterwards arrested as a Christian, Christianity having been abolished by the State. During his speech enter THE JAILOR by door B, which opens into his office. The Christian, being deaf, does not hear him coming. He gives the Christian a kick on the bottom, which knocks him down. The Jailor is a short, tremendously powerful man, with a jeering8 & coarse face, & very swift movements. He looks rather like a pugilist. He never loses his temper, but always remains derisive & hostile. He is frankly enjoying himself in getting his own back on some of his former tyrants. After knocking down the Christian, he begins to bully the others, particularly the Poet, who is made to cut a rather ridiculous figure. The jailor talks a little about his physical superiority to these effeminate aristocrats, & returns to his room.

The others continue their conversation. The Poet’s wife makes a speech saying they cannot grumble, as they are only getting what they have been asking for. Stone agrees, but points out that it has always been so, & deplores his bad luck in not living in some time between revolutions, when he could have lived a quiet life grinding the faces of the poor.

The Poet’s wife lights a cigarette. The Jailor promptly emerges & tells her to throw it away. She points to rules, & reads out that prisoners are allowed the use of tobacco. The Jailor says this only applies to men, as smoking by women has been put down as an aristocratic habit.

[2. Dialogue from Scene 1]

Scene.º A curtain is drawn down about half way back9 on the stage, & on this is painted a mean & dreary room. The only actual furniture is an arm chair covered with dingy chintz on which Francis Stone is sitting. He has a few letters on the floor beside him,10 & is reading one of them. He is a very handsome man, but not looking either strong or determined. He has a rather absent, & at the same time sceptical expression. His clothes are old, but good.

Francis Stone.   (reading in a dismal voice)º Dear Sir, Kindly allow us to draw your attention to the little account for four pounds fifteen shillings, which has been outstanding for a year. You will11 kindly inform us immediately when you intend payment. Failing a satisfactory reply from you, we shall be compelled [He throws the letter away & opens another & reads it.] Dear Sir, Your account with us for nine pounds eleven & ten pence is now long over due [He throws it away & begins another.] Dear Sir, We beg to point out. [He sighs & throws it away. Then he draws a tin cigarette case from his pocket, opens it, finds it empty, & sighs again. There is a loud knock on the door. Stone springs to his feet with a guilty look, & begins to creep on tiptoe towards the exit at the other end of the stage. There is another loud bang as he goes. Then a female voice cries out]


Open the door, can’t you, Frank.

[Stone loses his guilty look, and runs to the door, which he opens. A pretty but peevish12 looking woman comes in, trailing a thin lethargic child by the arm. The woman’s clothes are like Stone’s, good but battered.]



Stone. Oh, it’s you. I thought it was a dun.

Mrs Stone. [Seeing the letters.]   Any letters?

Stone. Only bills.


[The child coughs.]



Mrs Stone. [Patting her gently on the back.]   Now don’t cough, dear. Go & lie down for a little. You’ll have your dinner in half an hour. [The child trails out.]

Stone. Did you weigh her.º

Mrs Stone. Yes,º The same machine as last time.13 She’s dropped another pound.


[Stone sits down in the arm chair.]



Mrs Stone. Well, why don’t you say something.º What do you intend doing? We’ve got to do something. The child’s dying, & that’s all there is about it. We’ve got to send her away somewhere, six months at least, somewhere out of this beastly air. And I’ll have to go with her. Where’s the money coming from?


[Stone puts his hand over his eyes.]

Oh, don’t sit there like a stuck pig! Say something [Her voice rises.]

Oh Lord! What sort of man do you call yourself? If I was you, I’d rob a bank before I’d see my child dying.



Stone. So would I, my dear, if I only could. But I couldn’t. I don’t know how. And don’t shout, dear; you’ll disturb the child.

Mrs Stone. Oh, well. [Looking at the letters again.] Why didn’t you open all the letters.º

Stone. What’s the point? They’re all bills.

Mrs Stone. [Picking up an envelope.] No they aren’t. What’s this one?


[Stone opens it & reads a few lines. His face brightens at once.]



Stone. I say, here’s good luck! Hurray! You & Sally can go tomorrow. What a piece of luck! [While saying this he again draws out his cigarette case & finds it empty.] Damn. Got a cigarette?

Mrs Stone. No. Never mind, we’ll get some in a minute. What is it, dear?

Stone. It’s an offer of a job. Writing some advertisements. A fee for each advertisement, & fifty pounds advance to start with. How’s that, eh?

Mrs Stone. Oh, how lovely! [She looks over his shoulder at the letter, & flings her arm round his neck. Then she kisses him hurriedly, & runs towards the room where the girl is lying down].

Mrs Stone. [As she runs.] Sally! Sally! come out here a minute. I’ve got such a surprise for youº

Sally. Yes, mummie. [She appears.]

Mrs Stone. [Falling on her knees & kissing the child.] What do you think, Sally! You’re going away to the seaside tomorrow, & mummie’s coming with you. And we’re going to stay at a beautiful farm by the sea, & you’ll play with the ducklings & the little pigs all day. [She gazes far away, & goes on more slowly.] Do you remember, Frank, where we stayed when we were married first? How we used to lie about in the grass & pick flowers half the day?


[Stone is silent.]



Mrs S. What is it, dear?

Stone. I say, do you know who these advertisements are for?

Mrs S. No, who? What’s wrong?

Stone. Why, it’s for Pereira’s Surefire Lung Balm!

Mrs S. Who are they?

Stone. You know. That advertisement of a mother holding up a child, & saying “Little Elsie was wasting away to a skeleton,” & then a lot of lying testimonials. You know the thing. It’s a most infernal swindle. It’s on a line with the electric belts. I can’t have anything to do with it.

Mrs S. But, Frank! You must! We’ve got to have that money.


[Stone looks away, distressed. Mrs Stone rises to her feet.]



Mrs S. (Cajolingly)º Now, Frank, don’t be silly; please don’t. Never you mind whether it’s a swindle. All business is a swindle. You’re always saying so. [She catches hold of his coat lapels.]

Stone. [Freeing himself.] All business is a swindle, but not in this sense. I haven’t time to explain to you. I tell you I won’t touch this thing. It’s a beastly, low-down fraud on desperate people dying of tuberculosis. I won’t touch the thing.

Mrs S. Oh, how do you know? It may be the best medicine in the world for all you know.

Stone. I haven’t time to argue the general principles. But I may tell you that analyses of these patent14 medicines are published sometimes, & I looked this Pereira’s stuff up once. Well, it’s made of pure water, coloured with cochineal & flavoured with aniseed. And it’s sold at half a crown a bottle. If it was a hair restorer or some such rubbish, I wouldn’t mind. But not a consumption cure.

Mrs S. Oh Lord! What’s it matter to you? You don’t have to drink the stuff. Let people buy it, if they’re such fools!15 I cannot understand you.


[All this while the child stands by, dully looking up into one face or the other.]



Stone. Don’t you understand, dear, that if I write those advertisements I shall be doing my best to betray the hopes & wheedle out the pennies of people situated very much as we are? And the more people I take in, the more money I shall earn.

Mrs. S. Oh, I’ve no patience with you! You make me sick! Here’s one God sent chance to do youº duty by your own child, & you throw it away out of shereº namby pamby nonsense! I could hit you, really I could. [Kneeling again, & caressing the child.] Look, Sally; look at your father there. He won’t send you to the seaside after all. [The child howls, & then begins coughing.]

Stone. Look out, dear, don’t start her coughing. Go & lie down a little longer, Sally dear. I’ll see if we can’t manage that seaside after all. [The child goes out snivelling.] Now look here, we must have this out properly.

[3. Dialogue from Scene II]


Well, brother Christian, only a half hour more

To find a way between the claws of death.

The tightest corner I ever yet was in.




[He pauses for a moment in meditation.]



Yes, it’s a hole, the devil of a hole.


[Speaking in a more conversational manner.]

You see, dear Christian, ever since I was born.º I have been exercised by two problems; to keep a whole skin, & to call my soul my own. For what shall it profit a man if he gain the whole world & lose his own soul? & again, what shall it profit a man if he save his own soul & lose his own life? That is the problem, Christian; to serve God & Mammon, & cheat them both. So far, I have been not unsuccessful. I dodge the bludgeonings of fate, my head is bloodless but unbowed. I have cheated everyone except myself, for remember, Christian, to thine own self be true, & it must follow as the night the day, that thou canst then be false to any man. Long ago, when I was a boy at school, we gave another boy a bath in ink for reading poetry, & I poured in my bottle with the best of them. But I read poetry myself in private. Since then I have never flinched; the passage of the years, I said to myself, finds & shall find me still alive. I never despair; even now those poetical friends of ours may give me my opportunity. I shall know in half a minute. It is good to have a confidant like you, dear Christian, to whom I can tell all my secrets. I never met a man I could talk to so freely. Hope on! I have never been quite the slave of another, either in mind or body. No man conquers me; I am the bosun of my fate, I am the sergeant of my soul—



P.Wº (Interrupting to call across the room.)º


Are you true friend to us?



Stone. Ay, to the death. (Whispering to Chr.)º Whose death I did not say.


What16 would you, sister.º

[P. Wº shakes her head towards J’s door, & beckons to Stone. He walks across. Chr. resumes his reading.]



P. Wº [Whispering.]   Now listen, friend; within this bottle here


[Holds up a tiny bottle which she has extracted from the heel of her shoe.]




Is poison enough to kill a hundred men.

The death is swift; ’tis better so to die

Than at these creaturesº hands. So let it be;

Mingling the poison in this brandy here;

We’ll drink & die together.




Stone.    Oh, brave plan!

So at last they’ll have not their revenge.




P.W.  Wait, there is more. That jailor too shall drink.

Before we go to trial, we’ll say to him



[Manuscript ends]





[image: Penguin Walking Logo]


1928–1929 






77. Paris, 1928–1929


In spring 1928, Orwell went to Paris and took a room at 6 rue du Pot de Fer in the Fifth Arrondissement, a working-class district. His aunt Nellie Limouzin was living in Paris throughout the time he was there.

On 6 October 1928, ‘La Censure en Angleterre,’ Orwell’s first article as a professional writer, appeared in Henri Barbusse’s paper, Monde,1 as did another, ‘John Galsworthy,’ on 23 March 1929. Four other articles, also in French translation, on unemployment in England, a day in the life of a tramp, the beggars of London, and Burma, appeared between December 1928 and May 1929 in the paper Le Progrès Civique: Journal de Perfectionnement Social. His first article to appear in England, ‘A Farthing Newspaper,’ was printed on 29 December 1928 in G. K.’s Weekly.

In February 1929, he fell ill with pneumonia and spent 7 to 22 March in the Hôpital Cochin, in the Fifteenth Arrondissement. Shortly after his discharge, he met L. I. Bailey, of the McClure Newspaper Syndicate. Bailey was based in London, but the syndicate had offices in New York and Sydney. He was later (23 April) to comment on three stories Orwell had written: ‘The Sea God’ was ‘immature . . . you deal with sex too much in your writings’; ‘The Petition Crown’ showed ‘very good powers of description, but this power becomes tedious when a whole page of description could be much more effective in [a] few brief sentences . . . Sex here ad lib!’ The third story, ‘The Man in Kid Gloves,’ impressed him very much: ‘I consider it an extremely clever story. It holds the attention of the reader and strikes a crisp note.’ On 20 June, Bailey wrote to say that he had not managed to place ‘The Man in Kid Gloves’ but had not abandoned hope of doing so. It is plain from his letters that he had met Nellie Limouzin with Orwell when he was in Paris, so evidently Orwell was seeing his aunt. None of these stories was printed; no manuscripts survive. From Bailey’s comments, however, Orwell’s technique was apparently improving.

In addition to letters from Le Progrès Civique, correspondence survives from two other French journals, which tell of Orwell’s attempts to place his work. Pierre Yrondy, Directeur of le Mon T-Parnasse,º Hebdomadaire International, wrote to Orwell, probably in January 1929, to express his willingness to publish Orwell’s poetry, though written in English – because of the ‘International’ in the name, presumably. He said he had found a ‘ballade’ by Orwell ‘extrêmement amusante’ and thought that some humorous articles entitled ‘Ayant toujours trait au Quartier Montparnasse’ could readily find a place in his journal. On 27 January, he wrote to say that he would publish Orwell’s work when the resources of the journal permitted. There seem never to have been adequate resources, however. Perhaps the poem ‘When the Franks have lost their sway’ (66) was one of the items submitted. No issues of le Mon T-Parnasse for 1928–30 have been traced, so it is not possible to tell whether that journal published anything of Orwell’s.

On 30 May, one of the editors of l’européenº (‘économique – artistique – littéraire’), André Lamandé, discussed the possibility of publishing an essay by Orwell on ‘les tendances du roman Anglais contemporain.’ That came to nothing, but Orwell was to contribute an article on John Galsworthy to Monde (85), which might indicate what he had in mind. These letters and all but one from Le Progrès Civique were addressed to Orwell at 6 rue du Pot de Fer; the exception, dated 22 March 1929, was sent to him at the Hôpital Cochin. Orwell completed two novels in Paris,2 but these have not survived. All that has been traced is reproduced here. ‘This never happened to me . . .’ (78) cannot be dated and may not have been written in Paris. English translations are given here; the French originals are at the end of 1929; see 89–94.

For about ten weeks in the late autumn of 1929, Orwell worked as a dishwasher and kitchen porter in a luxury hotel and a restaurant in Paris. Sam White, the London Evening Standard’s Paris correspondent, stated in his column, 16 June 1967, that Sonia Orwell identified this as the Crillon. Stansky and Abrahams offer evidence in support of the Hôtel Lotti: I, 225–26. He returned to England at the end of 1929.

Orwell was paid 225 francs for each of his four articles for Le Progrès Civique (900 francs was then about £7.25; approximately $35 at the rate of $4.85 to the pound). As a plongeur he was paid about £6.00 ($29) a month; as an assistant district superintendent of police in Burma, his pay was £65.00 ($315) per month. See Crick, 200; Stansky and Abrahams, I, 168. For his second and third articles for Le Progrès Civique, payment was made in a single cheque, for 450 francs, on 8 February 1929. Orwell then paid a month’s rent of 200 francs; most of the rest was stolen. In chapter 3 of Down and Out in Paris and London, he describes how, ‘one day, in summer, I found that I had just four hundred and fifty francs left’; see CW, I, 12. The amount may be coincidental.

See Crick, 172–74, 191–99; Stansky and Abrahams, I, 213–16; Richard Mayne, ‘A Note on Orwell’s Paris,’ The World of George Orwell, 40–45. Peter Lewis, George Orwell: The Road to 1984 illustrates rue du Pot de Fer and the Hôpital Cochin, with commentary, 18–25.






78. ‘A Short Story’

[c. 1928–1929?]


Inexpertly typed, probably by Orwell, this has a few emendations in his hand. Obvious typing mistakes (such as ‘whxt’ for ‘what’) and words run together are corrected silently. The more important changes are listed in the notes. The story is headed precisely as above in the original typescript.



(This never happened to me, but it would have if I had had the chance.)

Once in the wild romantic days of my youth I contrived to win the affection of a lady whose fortune was so large as to compensate for the astounding ugliness1 of her face. In a darkened room, which makes all women sisters, I took her hand and informed her with perfect truth that I worshipped the very ground she walked on and the very jewels she wore; and she informed me, what I had no difficulty in believing, that I was the first man who had so spoken to her. We were duly betrothed, and my beloved’s family, who seemed well pleased with the arrangement, gave no opposition. Nevertheless, I found it expedient to represent myself as a young man of good birth, but without kith or kin, for I felt that my relatives did not quite accord with the state to which I was about to become accustomed. There now remained only one difficulty, an unfortunate entanglement with a young person of inferior rank and fortune to whom I had been so foolish as to promise marriage two years before. To an unscrupulous man this would have given no uneasiness, but to a man of honour like myself it was extremely embarrassing, particularly because the girl had sometime since lent me a considerable sum of money, her savings, which I was not yet in a position to repay. It was therefore with some diffidence, though with a sense of rectitude, that I went to acquaint her with the change in my feelings.

As I walked down the mean street, where white and ruined faces flitted about beneath the lamps, and entered my late mistressº squalid room, I saw how wise I had been to remove myself to a sphere more suited to my delicate nature. The young person with whom I had compromised myself was frying potatoes over a gas fire, which besides a bed, a table and two chairs, was almost all the room contained. As I entered she threw her arms about my neck with an ardour2 naturally embarrassing to a man of honour who had come on such an errand as mine; so that I postponed saying what I had to say until later. After expressing her joy at my visit, she asked me whether I would not eat something, as she had half a crown in hand, and could easily get a bottle of beer and some bread and cheese at the public house opposite. But I refused, after thanking her for her hospitality, which I considered very proper for one in her position, but not such as I could enjoy with much pleasure to myself. She then seemed to detect a coldness in my manner, and again flinging her arms about my neck, declared that she trusted me in all thingº and that she wished to hear from my own lips a denial of something that had been said against me, so that she could answer my accusers with authority. It appeared that her brother had told her that I intended deserting her for a richer woman, and had actually named the lady to whom I was then affianced. I perceived at once that what I had come to say could not now be said without great pain, and that I must communicate it by letter and so avoid the embarrassment of a personal interview. I accordingly swore to her upon my honour as a gentleman that my feelings for her had never changed, at the same time kissing her passionately to prove my words. Then, as a man of true gallantry neglects no opportunity, I asked her to attest her love3 by giving herself to me, which she had not hesitated to do in the past; for she had4 said that even if her perfect trust in me had not made my promise of marriage as something already accomplished, she would nevertheless do whatever I asked of her. She at once agreed, saying as before that my wishes5 were her law and her happiness.

Two hours later I left the house, and would have hurried away at once, for I did not wish to be seen in this low neighbourhood. But even as I came down the steps, I was horrified to see approaching a few paces distant my future brother in law and another wealthy friend of his. In my acute dismay I could think of no explanation of my presence, and I could only reflect how much it would prejudice me in their eyes if I were found to have any friend or relation in so mean a locality. They greeted me without much warmness, and I could see doubt and uncertainty in their faces. My heart sank within me, for it seemed to me in my agitation that the whole story of my promise of marriage to this girl would come to light, and all my hopes be destroyed. To6 their greeting I answered nothing, for I was in truth hardly capable of speech.7 I stood there silent and smiling nervouslyº But at this moment luck came to my aid. My late mistress, possibly hearing voices on the doorstep, pulled aside the curtain and looked from the window. My brother in law saw her, and at once a great difference8 appeared in his expression, which seemed to change from suspicion to relief and amusement. I immediately understood his thought, and looking back at him with a suitably roguish air winked my eye, and we all walked on together. My brother in law thought that the girl I had been visiting9 was a prostitute, and her house a brothel. So his good opinion of me was restored, and I was married, and (my wife dying early) lived happily ever afterwards.




79. ‘Censorship in England’

Monde, 6 October 19281


Orwell’s English original has not been traced. It was translated into French by H.-J. Salemson (see 89); the version below was translated from the French by Janet Percival and Ian Willison.



The present state of affairs regarding censorship in English is as follows. In the theatre, each play, before it is staged, must be submitted for inspection by a censor nominated by the government, who can ban its performance or request alterations if he thinks it a danger to public morality. This censor is just like any other civil servant and is not selected for his literary talents. He has either forbidden or held up the production of half the significant modern plays which have been produced in England in the last fifty years. Ibsen’s Ghosts, Brieux’s Damaged Goods, George Bernard Shaw’s Mrs Warren’s Profession—all strictly, even painfully moral plays—were kept off the English stage for many years. By contrast ordinary, and frankly pornographic, reviews and musical comedies have only suffered the minimum of alterations. As far as novels are concerned, there is no censorship before publication. However, any novel can be suppressed after publication, as were Mr James Joyce’s Ulysses, or The Well of Loneliness.2 This is usually the result of public outcry; there is no body of civil servants employed to do this. A clergyman preaches a sermon, someone writes to the newspapers, a Sunday journalist produces an article, petitions are sent to the Home Secretary—and the book is suppressed, with clandestine copies selling at five guineas. However—and this is the strangest part of the whole affair—there is no censorship on any but contemporary books or plays. All Shakespeare is produced on the English stage; Chaucer, Swift, Smollett and Sterne are published and sold in unabridged editions without hindrance. Even Sir Thomas Urquhart’s translation of Rabelais (probably the coarsest book in the world) can be purchased without trouble. Yet if one of these writers were living in England today and writing in his usual way, he would be certain to find his books suppressed and he himself would be prosecuted.

It is easy to imagine the disputes which arise in this connection. They are proof that no one wants any sort of censorship. But to understand how we have reached this extraordinary state of affairs, we must note something very strange that seems to have happened to the English mind in general in the last hundred and fifty years. Smollett and Sterne were, as we have said, decidedly coarse writers. In Sir Walter Scott and Jane Austen, who only wrote some sixty or seventy years later, coarseness has completely disappeared. Traces remain in Surtees and Marryat, writing between 1820 and 1850. In Thackeray, Dickens, Charles Reade and Anthony Trollope there is no trace of coarseness, and almost none of sexuality.

What happened so suddenly and so strangely to the English mind? What explains the surprising difference between Smollett and his disciple, Dickens, who was writing less than a century later?

To answer these questions, we must remember that there was hardly any literary censorship in England until the eighteenth century, except for the short puritan regime in the seventeenth century; and when we consider this it seems reasonable to conclude that the industrial revolution, which brought the puritan merchants and factory-owners back into power, was the reason for this sudden growth in prudery. The puritan middle class was certainly just as prudish in 1750 as it was in 1850 or as it is today, but with less political power it was unable to impose its opinions on the public. It is impossible to prove the truth of this explanation, but it does fit the facts better than any other.

This gives rise to another very curious question. Why is the sense of decency so different at different times and with different people? English intellectuals have returned spiritually to the eighteenth century; neither Smollett nor Rabelais shocks them any longer. On the other hand, the great British public, still very like that of Dickens’s day, have booed at Ibsen in the eighties and would boo him again if he reappeared tomorrow. Why is there such a different spirit between these two classes of people? Because—and this is a point to remember—if Rabelais shocked the public in Dickens’s day, Dickens shocks the cultivated Englishman today. Not only Dickens, but almost all the English-language writers of the mid-nineteenth century (including the Americans) are profoundly distasteful to a sensitive modern reader because of their taste for the macabre and the lugubrious. These writers had a fondness for deathbed scenes, corpses and funerals. Dickens wrote an account of a case of spontaneous combustion which is nauseating to read today. Mark Twain, the American humorist, used frequently to make jokes about unburied corpses. Edgar Allan Poe wrote stories which were so horrific that some of them (notably The Case of M. Valdemar) were considered unfit for publication in extenso in France. Yet these writers never caused public outcry in England, quite the contrary.

What conclusion can we draw? We can only say that the extraordinary and illogical censorship in England today is the result of a prudery which would suppress Chaucer and Shakespeare as well as James Joyce, but for the snobbish regard for an established reputation. And this prudery stems from that strange English puritanism, which has no objection to dirt, but which fears sexuality and detests beauty.

Today it is illegal to print a swearword, and even to swear, yet no race is more given to swearing than the English. In the same way, any play on prostitution is likely to be banned from the English stage, just as any prostitute is likely to be prosecuted, yet we know that prostitution is just as widespread in England as it is elsewhere. There are signs that this state of affairs will not last for ever—we can already see a little more freedom for the written word than there was fifty years ago.

If a government dared to abolish all moral literary censorship we should find that we have been ill-used for decades by a smallish minority. And a century after its abolition we can be sure that the strange institution of moral censorship in literature would seem as distant and as fantastic as marriage customs in Central Africa.

E.-A. BLAIR3




80. ‘A Farthing Newspaper’

G. K.’s Weekly, 29 December 19281

The Ami du Peuple is a Paris newspaper. It was established about six months ago, and it has achieved something really strange and remarkable in the world where everything is a “sensation,” by being sold at ten centimes, or rather less than a farthing the copy. It is a healthy, full-size sheet, with news, articles, and cartoons quite up to the usual standard, and with a turn for sport, murders, nationalist sentiment and anti-German propaganda. Nothing is abnormal about it except its price.

Nor is there any need to be surprised at this last phenomenon, because the proprietors of the Ami du Peuple have just explained all about it, in a huge manifesto which is pasted on the walls of Paris wherever billsticking is not defendu. On reading this manifesto one learns with pleased surprise that the Ami du Peuple is not like other newspapers, it was the purest public spirit, uncontaminated by any base thoughts of gain, which brought it to birth. The proprietors, who hide their blushes in anonymity, are emptying their pockets for the mere pleasure of doing good by stealth. Their objects, we learn, are to make war on the great trusts, to fight for a lower cost of living, and above all to combat the powerful newspapers which are strangling free speech in France. In spite of the sinister attempts of these other newspapers to put the Ami du Peuple out of action, it will fight on to the last. In short, it is all that its name implies.

One would cheer this last stand for democracy a great deal louder, of course, if one did not happen to know that the proprietor of the Ami du Peuple is M. Coty, a great industrial capitalist,2 and also proprietor of the Figaro and the Gaulois. One would also regard the Ami du Peuple with less suspicion if its politics were not anti-radical and anti-socialist, of the goodwill-in-industry, shake-hands-and-make-it-up species. But all that is beside the point at this moment. The important questions, obviously, are these: Does the Ami du Peuple pay its way? And if so, how?

The second question is the one that really matters. Since the march of progress is going in the direction of always bigger and nastier trusts, any departure is worth noticing which brings us nearer to that day when the newspaper will be simply a sheet of advertisement and propaganda, with a little well-censored news to sugar the pill. It is quite possible that the Ami du Peuple exists on its advertisements, but it is equally possible that it makes only an indirect profit, by putting across the sort of propaganda wanted by M. Coty and his associates. In the above mentioned manifesto, it was declared that the proprietors might rise to an even dizzier height of philanthropy by giving away the Ami du Peuple free of charge. This is not so impossible as it may sound. I have seen a daily paper (in India) which was given away free for some time with apparent profit to its backers, a ring of advertisers who found a free newspaper to be a cheap and satisfactory means of blowing their own trumpet. Their paper was rather above the average Indian level, and it supplied, of course, just such news as they themselves approved, and no other. That obscure Indian paper forecast the logical goal of modern journalism; and the Ami du Peuple should be noticed, as a new step in the same direction.

But whether its profits are direct or indirect, the Ami du Peuple is certainly prospering. Its circulation is already very large, and though it started out as a mere morning paper it has now produced an afternoon and late evening edition. Its proprietors speak with perfect truth when they declare that some of the other papers have done their best to crush this new champion of free speech. These others (they, too, of course, acting from the highest altruistic motives) have made a gallant attempt to [have] it excluded from the newsagents’ shops, and have even succeeded as far as the street-corner kiosks are concerned. In some small shops, too, whose owners are socialists, one will even see the sign “Ici on ne vend pas l’Ami du Peuple” exhibited in the windows. But the Ami du Peuple is not worrying. It is sold in the streets and the cafés with great vigour, and it is sold by barbers and tobacconists and all kinds of people who have never done any newsagency before. Sometimes it is simply left out on the boulevard in great piles, together with a tin for the two-sou pieces, and with no attendant whatever. One can see that the proprietors are determined, by hook or by crook, to make it the most widely-read paper in Paris.

And supposing they succeed—what then? Obviously the Ami du Peuple is going to crowd out of existence one or more of the less prosperous papers—already several are feeling the pinch. In the end, they will presumably either be destroyed, or they will survive by imitating the tactics of the Ami du Peuple. Hence every paper of this kind, whatever its intentions, is the enemy of free speech. At present France is the home of free speech, in the Press if not elsewhere. Paris alone has daily papers by the dozen, nationalist, socialist, and communist, clerical and anti-clerical, militarist and anti-militarist, prosemitic and anti-semitic. It has the Action Française, a Royalist paper and still one of the leading dailies, and it had Humanité, the reddest daily paper outside Soviet Russia. It has La Liberta, which is written in Italian and yet may not even be sold in Italy, much less published there. Papers are printed in Paris in French, English, Italian, Yiddish, German, Russian, Polish, and languages whose very alphabets are unrecognizable by a western European. The kiosks are stuffed with papers, all different. The Press combine, about which French journalists are already grumbling, does not really exist yet in France. But the Ami du Peuple, at least, is doing its gallant best to make it a reality.

And supposing that this kind of thing is found to pay in France, why should it not be tried elsewhere? Why should we not have our farthing, or at least our half-penny newspaper in London? While the journalist exists merely as the publicity agent of big business, a large circulation, got by fair means or foul, is a newspaper’s one and only aim. Till recently various of our newspapers achieved the desired level of “net sales” by the simple method of giving away a few thousand pounds now and again in football competition prizes. Now the football competitions have been stopped by law, and doubtless some of the circulations have come down with an ugly bump. Here, then, is a worthy example for our English Press magnates. Let them imitate the Ami du Peuple and sell their papers at a farthing. Even if it does no other good whatever, at any rate the poor devils of the public will at last feel that they are getting the correct value for their money.

E. A. BLAIR




81. ‘An Inquiry into “Civic Progress” in England: The Plight of the British Workers’

Le Progrès Civique, 1928–1929


In a letter dated 29 December 1928, Raoul Nicole explained to Orwell that the usual fee paid by Le Progrès Civique for an article was 75 francs per page (about 60 pence in today’s coinage; $2.90 in 1928, although the value then would obviously have been considerably more). For each of these articles, and for that on Burma, Orwell was paid 225 francs (about £1.81 or $8.75). Payment for the first was made on 4 February 1929, for the others on 8 February. The articles were: ‘Le chômage’ (Unemployment), ‘La journée d’un “tramp” (A Day in the Life of a Tramp) – see ‘The Spike,’ (104), and ‘Les mendiants de Londres’ (Beggars in London).

Raoul Nicole translated Orwell’s English into French for publication in Le Progrès Civique. The English originals have not survived; for this edition, they have been translated into English by Janet Percival and Ian Willison. The French text often gives monetary and other values in French and English, although not in every instance. Where it does, these are reproduced here. The paragraphing of the articles is almost certainly not Orwell’s. It is possible that the asterisks indicate his original paragraphing. Since reparagraphing could not recover his style, and would be more misleading than helpful, no attempt has been made to do so. For the French texts see 90, 91, 92.

Orwell’s articles were referred to in issues of Le Progrès Civique of 30 March and 7 September 1929. In the first, Pierre Vignes discussed the Liberal Party’s plan to end unemployment; in the second, Maurice Nibart wrote about the way ‘les vagabonds’ (tramps) were treated in Germany.






82. 1. ‘Unemployment’

Le Progrès Civique, 29 December 1928
Translated into English by Janet Percival and Ian Willison


The prices and measurements given in French in the original have been retained, despite a certain incongruity (with old-style English equivalents where helpful), so that where the original French uses English denominations, such as shillings, this will be clear. The same practice has been adopted for all three articles.



England! Unemployment! You cannot speak of one without raising the ghost of the other.

Unemployment is one of the realities of postwar English life; it is also the reward given to the British worker for his war service.

Before the war, unemployment was certainly not unknown, but the relatively small number of the unemployed was of negligible significance. They constituted what could be termed ‘the reserve army of labour’, and acted as a brake on the over-rapid rise in wages; they were also sometimes used as stopgaps when there was a labour shortage.

At that time the economic mechanism ran, or at least seemed to run, fairly smoothly.

Public opinion viewed things calmly, assuming that the machinery could never go far wrong.

But war came and suddenly everything did go wrong. Competition, the very foundation of modern trade, which forces the industrialists from one country into cut-throat rivalry with those of another, was to blame. In all competition there must be a winner and a loser. Before the war England was the winner; today she is the loser. That, in a nutshell, was the cause of all the trouble.
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The war put an end to England’s industrial supremacy. The countries which did not fight, notably America, gained possession of most of her export markets for their own profit. But, even worse, the rest of the world was becoming industrialised more quickly than she was.

The very fact that she had led the way in the race to industrialise told against her.

Her capital was tied up in obsolete machinery, which was unsuited to new methods, but which had cost too much to allow it to be scrapped.

Other countries, which had started later in the race, were better equipped for modern needs. England’s main industries, coal and steel, are among those which have suffered most.

At the present time, the coal mines are the hardest hit. They are in such a deplorable state that many of them can only be run at a loss under the present system.

In England, the system of dual property rights in the mining regions gives rise to an enormous waste of fuel, labour and machinery.

Exorbitant rates are paid to the owners of the ground under which the coal seams lie. In addition, each mine is devoured by its own collection of hangers-on: the shareholders, whose demands for dividends push up the price of coal accordingly.

Given all these disadvantages, can we be surprised that English coal no longer finds a market?

To remedy this state of affairs, the capitalists have attempted to force the miners to work for inadequate wages. Their efforts here have failed, but in the meantime Polish coal is selling at a price some 10 or 15 francs [1s 8d or 2s 6d] below the lowest price which England can offer under the present system.

It is the same in steelworks and cotton mills. Today England is paying dearly for her former industrial supremacy.

Result: one and a quarter million, one and a half million, sometimes nearly two million unemployed in England.

With one or two million people starving in a country, there is a threat of imminent revolution, so it was realised from the outset that the state had a duty to come to the aid of the unemployed.

With the end of the war there came an end to the misleading and short-lived prosperity of wartime. The soldiers returning home had been told that they had been fighting for civilisation and for a country ‘fit for heroes to live in’, as Lloyd George put it; in short, that postwar England would be an Eldorado where riches would go hand in hand with a higher standard of living.

Alas! As Eldorado did not materialise, it was necessary to think up something at once, before the ex-servicemen had time to find out that they had been deceived and realised that, in the end, they had fought for nothing after all.

And that is why the Government rushed through the Unemployment Insurance Act in 1920; under this act any worker in regular employment could choose to pay a sum of money which would indemnify him should he lose his job. These payments would give him the right to claim benefit in the case of forced unemployment—a wise precaution against the starvation and revolution which would inevitably result.

Here is a brief summary of the clauses of this act:

Each week the workers pay a premium of 3 francs for men and 2 francs 50 for women. In return, if they have made at least thirty payments, they can, if necessary, draw the special unemployment benefit.

This benefit amounts to an allowance of 18 shillings (110 francs) a week for a total of twenty-six weeks of unemployment. This period can be extended in certain exceptional circumstances.

Besides this, if the unemployed man is married, he receives a weekly allowance of 5 shillings (30 francs) for his wife, and of 1 shilling (6 francs) for each of his children. For unemployed women and young persons under twenty-one the allowances are even smaller.

It should be pointed out straightaway that this has nothing at all to do with charity. It is, in fact, a kind of insurance, and the majority of workers receive nothing in return for their payments.

It must be added that these subsidies for the unemployed have become an absolute necessity as a result of a decline in the English economy for which the workers are by no means responsible.

It is also worth noting that the unemployment benefits do not err on the side of generosity.

One shilling per week is not much to keep a child on. Even with 18 shillings a week a grown man has difficulty in making ends meet.

This needs to be stressed, because there is a ridiculous story in the Conservative press which states that unemployment is due only to the laziness and the greed of the workers.

According to this story, the sole aim of the British worker is to avoid all tiring labour in order to live in idleness on his 18 shillings a week.

And the inventors of this story have coined the word ‘dole’ for unemployment benefits.1

‘Dole’ is a wicked word, an expression full of disdain evoking the idea of money paid out by charity to unworthy scroungers.

The belief that the unemployed represent a veritable army of sybarites enjoying themselves on money begged from the charity of the taxpayers is widely held by the comfortably-off in England.

In fact, the lot of the unemployed is in reality far from enviable. How, after all, can one live on 18 shillings a week? The reply is simple: one does not live, one just avoids dying.

Take, for example, the case of an unemployed married man with a wife and two young children. His total weekly income amounts to 25 shillings (150 francs).

Could anyone believe for a minute that he could buy many luxuries with this sum, and that the poor devil would not prefer any job, however arduous, which would bring in more?

A poor family, in the situation I have just described, lives herded together in one room in some stinking slum in London, Manchester, or perhaps some Welsh mining town.

They probably pay 7 shillings, (42 francs) a week in rent alone. The remainder must suffice to feed and keep four people.

Given this sort of income, what can their meals consist of? Bread and tea, tea and bread, week in, week out.

This is wretched sustenance: bad bread, white and lacking nutriment, and very strong tea is the staple diet for very poor people in England.

In winter, it is almost impossible to heat the one shabby room properly. The man cannot afford to buy tobacco. Beer is out of the question.

Even the children’s milk is rationed. Spare clothes and the less essential pieces of furniture make their way one by one to the pawnbroker’s. Dismal day follows dismal day without bringing an end to unemployment.

So ‘idleness in luxury’, as the Conservative newspapers say in righteous indignation, turns out to mean, on closer inspection ‘a state of near starvation’.
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It may be that the unemployed man is single. Then he will take up residence in one of the enormous barracks known as ‘lodging houses’ reserved for very poor people. By doing this he will be able to save a shilling or two on his weekly rent.

These lodging houses are run by large companies, which make a significant income for them.

The lodgers sleep in enormous dormitories where thirty or forty campbeds—like those of soldiers—are lined up about three feet apart (90 centimetres).

They spend their days in underground kitchens, built under the street, where they can cook their food, if they have any, in a frying pan on a coke fire.

Most of the unmarried down-and-outs in England—the unemployed, beggars, newspaper-sellers and the like—live in these lodging houses; overcrowded, insanitary, comfortless places. The beds, usually revoltingly filthy, are crawling with vermin.

And it is here that the unemployed man takes his meals, consisting of bread and tea. He sits in a blank stupor in front of the fire for those long hours when he is not searching for some kind of work.

Apart from this constantly frustrating search for work, he has nothing at all to do. One can understand that in his situation he desperately hopes to work, to accomplish any task at all, however disgusting and poorly paid, for this completely empty existence, with no entertainment or distraction of any kind—and where hunger is never far away—is one of monotony and crushing boredom.

The unemployed man has just about enough money to meet the essential necessities of life, and the idleness which is forced upon him is a hundred times worse than the worst possible task.

Moreover his unemployment benefit will not be paid to him for ever, and even collecting it is not exactly easy.

He has to go to the Labour Exchange every day to see if there is any work and must often wait there for several hours before anyone has time to attend to him.

To draw his weekly allowance, he has to appear in person and again wait around. Thus one can see at any hour of the day long queues of shabbily dressed, haggard men crowding round the doors of the Labour Exchange. Passers-by look at them with pity or contempt. The officials whose job it is to pay them are at pains to make them aware of the inferiority of their situation. They will not let the unemployed forget for a minute that they are outcasts, living at public expense, who must therefore behave humbly and submissively in all circumstances. The officials are within their rights in refusing payment if the unemployed present themselves drunk or even smelling of drink.

Then comes the dreaded day when the ‘dole’ runs out. The twenty-six weeks have passed and the unemployed man, still with no work, finds himself with no money either.

What can he do now? Perhaps he has saved a few shillings which will carry him on for a day or two longer. He could give up his four-franc bed and spend his nights in the open, reduce his meals to the bare minimum which will just allow him to stay alive. What is the use? If the longed-for job does not materialise, he must make the choice between begging, stealing, or dying of poverty.

He will probably decide to beg. He will ask for money in the street or else he will seek the assistance reserved for paupers from the local rates under the terms of the Poor Law. Perhaps he will have himself admitted to the workhouse where the poor, treated more or less like prisoners, are kept at public expense.

If he is lucky he will obtain, under that same law, a weekly payment of 10 shillings (62 francs), on which he will have to exist as best he can.

He could also become a ‘tramp’, and wander up and down the country looking for work on the way and seeking bed and board in a different workhouse2 every night.

But there are so many of these unfortunate creatures that the whole edifice of the Poor Law is in danger of crumbling. It was conceived to cope with normal conditions, and cannot bear the additional weight of the thousands of jobless who, since they no longer receive unemployment pay, are often obliged to go on being supported by the community.

In South Wales, where the failure of the pits has thrown half a million men onto the streets, the relief funds for the needy paid from the local rates have now gone bankrupt.
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These are the conditions of unemployment in England. To remedy this state of affairs, the present Conservative government has done nothing except make optimistic pronouncements.

At the beginning of this year, when Mr Baldwin was asked to make subsidies from the public purse on behalf of South Wales, the Prime Minister replied that he was ‘counting on private charity’ to help the miners deep in destitution.

Tentative projects were proposed aimed at creating an artificial demand for labour by undertaking wide-scale public works, such as the building of roads or canals, but as it would have needed new taxes to set up the project, nothing very much has been achieved.

The mass emigration of the unemployed has also been encouraged, but the conditions offered were not very attractive. What is more, Canada and Australia have their own industrial problems to solve, just like their mother country.

They have no use at the moment for surplus English miners, and have made this quite clear to the miners themselves.

Thus it seems unlikely that emigration will smooth over the difficulty.

The government has striven to hide its mistakes by varnishing the truth. The official unemployment statistics have been drawn up quite deliberately to give an erroneous impression. They only count the insured unemployed, omitting the tens of thousands of people who have never had a regular job since the war. Wives and children supported by the jobless do not appear in these lists either.

The real number of those in need is thus grossly underestimated. The Conservative press avoids mentioning unemployment as much as possible: when it is mentioned, it is with dismissive allusions to the ‘dole’ and to the laziness of the working classes.

So the comfortably-off middle-class Englishman, who knows nothing—and prefers to know nothing—of the life of the poor, learns nothing which might shake him out of his complacent indifference.

And how, we ask, will all this end? What solution can be envisaged?

One thing alone seems certain. Efforts will be made to prevent most of these poor creatures from actually dying of hunger. For example, no government would dare to make a stand against half-a-million starving miners. Whatever happens, to avoid revolution they will make sure that the unemployed can receive subsidies from somewhere.

But apart from that, any great improvement seems impossible. Unemployment is a by-product of capitalism and large-scale industrial competition. As long as this state of affairs persists, poverty will hold the workers in thrall, now in one country, now in another.

For the moment, the English worker is the scapegoat. He will no doubt continue to suffer until there is a radical change in the present economic system.

Meanwhile his only real hope is that one day a government will be elected which has sufficient strength and intelligence to bring about the change.

E.-A. BLAIR




83. 2. ‘A Day in the Life of a Tramp’

Le Progrès Civique, 5 January 1929
Translated into English by Janet Percival and Ian Willison

First, what is a tramp?

A tramp is a native English species. These are his distinguishing characteristics: he has no money, he is dressed in rags, he walks about twenty kilometres a day and never sleeps two nights together in the same place.

In short, he is a wanderer, living on charity, roaming around on foot day after day for years, crossing England from end to end many times in his wanderings.

He has no job, home or family, no possessions in the world apart from the rags covering his poor body; he lives at the expense of the community.

No-one knows how many individuals make up the tramp population. Thirty thousand? Fifty thousand? Perhaps a hundred thousand in England and Wales when unemployment is particularly bad.

The tramp does not wander for his own amusement, or because he has inherited the nomadic instincts of his ancestors; he is trying first and foremost to avoid starving to death.

It is not difficult to see why; the tramp is unemployed as a result of the state of the English economy. So, to exist, he must have recourse to public or private charity. To assist him, the authorities have created asiles (workhouses)1 where the destitute can find food and shelter.

These places are about twenty kilometres apart, and no-one can stay in any one spike more than once a month. Hence the endless pilgrimages of tramps who, if they want to eat and sleep with a roof over their heads, must seek a new resting-place every night.

That is the explanation for the existence of tramps. Now let us see what sort of life they lead. It will be sufficient to look at just one day, for the days are all the same for these unfortunate inhabitants of one of the richest countries in the world.
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Let us take one of them as he comes out of the spike at about ten in the morning.

He is about twenty kilometres from the next workhouse. He will probably take five hours to walk that distance, and will arrive at his destination at about three in the afternoon.

He will not rest much on the way, because the police, who look on tramps with a suspicious eye, will make quick work of sending him packing from any town or village where he might try to stop. That is why our man will not tarry on the way.

It is, as we have said, around three o’clock in the afternoon when he turns up at the spike. But the spike does not open until six in the evening. Three weary hours to kill in the company of the other tramps who are already waiting. The herd of human beings, haggard, unshaven, filthy and tattered, grows from minute to minute. Soon there are a hundred unemployed men representing nearly every trade.

Miners and cotton-spinners, victims of the unemployment which is raging in the North of England, form the majority but all trades are represented, skilled or not.

Their age? From sixteen to seventy.

Their sex? There are around two women for every fifty tramps.

Here and there, an imbecile jabbers meaningless words. Some men are so weak and decrepit that one wonders how they could possibly walk twenty kilometres.

Their clothes strike you as grotesque, tattered and revoltingly filthy.

Their faces make you think of the face of some wild animal, not perhaps a dangerous one, but one which has become at once savage and timorous through lack of rest and care.
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There they wait, lying on the grass or squatting in the dust. The bravest prowl around the butcher’s or the baker’s, hoping to glean some scrap of food. But this is dangerous, because begging is against the law in England, so for the most part they are content to remain idle, exchanging vague words in a strange slang, the tramps’ special language, full of bizarre and picturesque words and phrases which cannot be found in any dictionary.

They have come from all four corners of England and Wales, and tell each other their adventures, discussing without much hope the likelihood of finding work on the way.

Many have met before in some spike at the other end of the country for their tracks cross again and again in their ceaseless wanderings.

These workhouses are miserable and sordid caravanserais where the miserable English pilgrims assemble for a few hours before scattering again in all directions.

All the tramps smoke. As smoking is forbidden inside the spike, they make the most of their waiting hours. Their tobacco consists mainly of cigaretteends which they pick up in the street. They roll it in paper or stuff it into old pipes.

When a tramp does come by some money, which he has worked for or begged on the way, his first thought is to buy tobacco, but mostly he has to make do with cigarette-ends picked up from the pavement or road. The spike only gives him his board: for the rest, clothes, tobacco etc. he has to shift for himself.
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But it is nearly time for the gates of the spike to open. The tramps have got up, and are queuing by the wall of the huge building, a vile yellow cube of brick, built in some distant suburb, and which might be mistaken for a prison.

A few more minutes and the heavy gates swing open and the herd of human beings enters.

The resemblance between one of these spikes and a prison is even more striking once you are through the gates. In the middle of an empty yard, surrounded by high brick walls stands the main building containing bare-walled cells, a bathroom, the administrative offices, and a tiny room furnished with plain deal benches which serves as a dining-room. Everything is as ugly and as sinister as you care to imagine.

The prison atmosphere can be found everywhere. Uniformed officials bully the tramps and push them about, never neglecting to remind them that in coming into the workhouse they have given up all their rights and all their freedom.

The tramp’s name and trade are written in a register. Then he is made to have a bath, and his clothes and personal possessions are taken away. Then he is given a coarse cotton workhouse shirt for the night.

If he should happen to have any money, it is confiscated, but if he admits to more than two francs [fourpence] he will not be allowed into the spike and will have to find a bed somewhere else.

As a result those tramps—there are not many of them—who have more than two francs have taken pains to hide their money in the toes of their boots, making sure they are not observed, for this fraud could be punished with imprisonment.

After his bath, the tramp, whose clothes have now been taken away, receives his supper: half a pound of bread with a little margarine and a half-litre of tea.

The bread made specially for tramps is terrible. It is grey, always stale, and has a disagreeable taste which makes one think that the flour it is made from comes from tainted grain.

Even the tea is as bad as it can be, but the tramps drink it gladly, as it warms and comforts them after the exhaustion of the day.

This unappetising meal is gulped down in five minutes. After that, the tramps are ordered into the cells where they will spend the night.

These cells, real prison cells of brick or stone, are about twelve feet by six. There is no artificial light—the only source of light is a narrow barred window very high up in the wall and a spyhole in the door which allows the guards to keep an eye on the inmates.

Sometimes the cell contains a bed, but normally the tramps have to sleep on the floor with only three blankets for bedding.

There are often no pillows, and for this reason the unfortunate inmates are allowed to keep their coats to roll into a sort of cushion for their heads.

Usually the room is terribly cold, and as a result of long use the blankets have become so thin that they offer no protection at all against the severity of the cold.

As soon as the tramps have entered their cells, the doors are firmly bolted on the outside: they will not open until seven o’clock next morning.

Usually there are two inmates in each cell. Walled up in their little prison for twelve weary hours with nothing to keep out the cold but a cotton shirt and three thin blankets, the poor wretches suffer cruelly from the cold and the lack of the most elementary comfort.

The places are nearly always bug-infested, and the tramp, a prey to vermin, his limbs worn out, spends hours and hours tossing and turning in a vain wait for sleep.

If he does manage to fall asleep for a few minutes, the discomfort of sleeping on a hard floor soon wakes him up again.

The wily old tramps who have been living like this for fifteen or twenty years, and have become philosophical as a result, spend their nights talking. They will rest for an hour or two next day in a field, under some hedge which they find more welcoming than the spike. But the younger ones, not yet hardened by familiarity with the routine, struggle and groan in the darkness, waiting impatiently for the morning to bring their release.

And yet, when the sunlight finally shines into their prison, they consider with gloom and desperation the prospect of another day exactly like the one before.

Finally, the cells are unlocked. It is time for the doctor’s visit—indeed, the tramps will not be released until this formality is completed.

The doctor is usually late, and the tramps have to wait for his inspection, lined up half-naked in a passage. Then one can get an idea of their physical condition.

What bodies and what faces!

Many of them have congenital malformations. Several suffer from hernias, and wear trusses. Almost everyone has deformed feet covered in sores as a result of lengthy tramping in ill-fitting boots. The old men are nothing but skin and bone. All have sagging muscles, and the wretched look of men who do not get a square meal from one end of the year to the other.

Their emaciated features, premature wrinkles, unshaven beards, everything about them tells of insufficient food and lack of sleep.

But here comes the doctor. His inspection is as rapid as it is cursory. It is designed, after all, merely to detect whether any of the tramps are showing the symptoms of smallpox.

The doctor glances at each of the tramps in turn rapidly up and down, front and back.

Now most of them are suffering from some disease or other. Some of them, almost complete imbeciles, are hardly capable of taking care of themselves. Nevertheless they will be released as long as they are free from the dreaded marks of smallpox.

The authorities do not care whether they are in good or bad health, as long as they are not suffering from an infectious disease.

After the doctor’s inspection, the tramps get dressed again. Then, in the cold light of day, you can really get a good look at the clothes the poor devils wear to protect themselves against the ravages of the English climate.

These disparate articles of clothing—mostly begged from door to door—are hardly fit for the dustbin. Grotesque, ill-fitting, too long, too short, too big or too small, their quaintness would make you laugh in any other circumstances. Here, you feel enormous pity at the sight of them.

They have been repaired as far as possible, with all kinds of patches. String does duty for missing buttons. Underclothes are nothing but filthy tatters, holes held together by dirt.

Some of them have no underclothes. Many do not even have socks; after binding their toes in rags, they slide their bare feet into boots whose leather, hardened by sun and rain, has lost all suppleness.

It is a fearful sight watching tramps getting ready.

Once they are dressed, the tramps receive their breakfast, identical to the previous night’s supper.

Then they are lined up like soldiers in the yard of the spike, where the guards set them to work.

Some will wash the floor, others will chop wood, break coal, do a variety of jobs until ten o’clock, when the signal to leave is given.

They are given back any personal property confiscated the previous evening. To this is added half a pound of bread and a piece of cheese for their midday meal, or sometimes, but less often, a ticket which can be exchanged at specified cafés along the way for bread and tea to the value of three francs [sixpence].

A little after ten o’clock, the gates of the spike swing open to let loose a crowd of wretched and filthy destitute men who scatter over the countryside.

Each one is making for a fresh spike where he will be treated in exactly the same way.

And for months, years, decades perhaps the tramp will know no other existence.
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In conclusion, we should note that the food for each tramp consists, all in all, of around 750 grammes [2 pounds] of bread with a little margarine and cheese, and a pint of tea a day; this is clearly an insufficient diet for a man who must cover twenty kilometres a day on foot.

To supplement his diet, to obtain clothing, tobacco and the thousand other things he might need, the tramp must beg when he cannot find work (and he hardly ever finds work)—beg or steal.

Now begging is against the law in England, and many a tramp has become acquainted with His Majesty’s prisons because of it.

It is a vicious circle; if he does not beg, he dies of starvation; if he begs, he is breaking the law.

The life of these tramps is degrading and demoralising. In a very short time it can make an active man unemployable and a sponger.

Moreover it is desperately monotonous. The only pleasure for tramps is coming by a few shillings unexpectedly; this gives them the chance to eat their fill for once or to go on a drinking spree.

The tramp is cut off from women. Few women become tramps. For their more fortunate sisters the tramp is an object of contempt. So homosexuality is a vice which is not unknown to these eternal wanderers.

Finally the tramp, who has not committed any crime, and who is, when all is said and done, simply a victim of unemployment, is condemned to live more wretchedly than the worst criminal. He is a slave with a semblance of liberty which is worse than the most cruel slavery.

When we reflect upon his miserable destiny, which is shared by thousands of men in England, the obvious conclusion is that society would be treating him more kindly by shutting him up for the remainder of his days in prison, where he would at least enjoy relative comfort.

E.-A. BLAIR




84. ‘Beggars in London’

Le Progrès Civique, 12 January 1929
Translated into English by Janet Percival and Ian Willison

Any visitor to London must have noticed the large number of beggars one comes across in the streets.

These unfortunates, often crippled or blind, can be seen all over the capital. You might say they are part of the scenery.

In some areas one can see every three or four yards a sickly, ragged, tattered character standing at the kerb carrying a tray of matches which he is pretending to sell.

Others sing some popular song in a weary voice.

Others, again, make discordant sounds with any old musical instrument.

They are all without exception beggars who have lost their livelihood because of unemployment and are now reduced to seeking the charity of passers-by in a more or less open fashion.

How many are there in London? No-one knows exactly, probably several thousand. Perhaps ten thousand in the worst part of the year. Anyway, it is likely that among every four hundred Londoners there is one beggar who is living at the expense of the other three hundred and ninety-nine.

Among these down and outs, some have suffered industrial injuries, others suffer from hereditary diseases. Many are old soldiers who devoted the best years of their lives to the war that was supposed ‘to end wars’ instead of learning a well-paid trade, and found, when they returned home, that their grateful country had rewarded their services by offering them nothing except the choice between a slow death through starvation and begging.

They have no unemployment insurance; or, if they did have, the period of twenty-six weeks laid down by law for which they could draw unemployment benefit has elapsed before they could find work.

In this confraternity, where old men rub shoulders with young men who are little more than adolescents, there are relatively few women.

The beggars, like the tramps I described in my last article, vary tremendously in their origins, in their character, and in the trades they followed in more prosperous times, but they are all alike in their filth, their rags, their invariable air of wretchedness.

Before we go any further with the examination of the way the London beggars live off the public, we should be clear of the strange anomaly of their position with respect to the authorities.
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London is full of people whose sole support is private charity. There are thousands of people asking for money, and yet begging is strictly forbidden in the metropolis of the British Empire on pain of imprisonment. How can it be that every day thousands of citizens break the law of the land and get away with it without being punished?

The answer is that it is in fact the easiest thing in the world to evade the law.

To ask outright for money, food or clothing is a crime, yet on the other hand it is perfectly legal to sell or pretend to sell any objects, or to annoy one’s fellow citizens by pretending to entertain them.

These are peculiarities of the English law which defy the most elementary common sense.
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Let us now see how the law can be evaded.

First, music.

Singers and devotees of the flute or the trombone are legion. Those who cannot play any instrument wheel a gramophone through the streets on a barrow, but the largest number of these street musicians are organ grinders.

The ‘piano organ’ is a musical instrument about the same size as an ordinary upright piano, mounted on a hand-cart. To play it, you turn a handle.

There are an enormous number of organ-grinders in London, indeed there are so many that in some areas it is well-nigh impossible to escape from their din.

You can find a poor devil grinding out a tune at every street corner. This plaintive music, which belongs specifically to London, is mournful in the extreme.

We must note in passing that organ grinders should not be confused with genuine artists trying their best to amuse and entertain their fellows. They are simply beggars in every sense of the word. Their dreadful music is the result of a purely mechanical gesture, and is only intended to keep them on the right side of the law.

Their—very real—misfortune is the subject of downright exploitation. For there are in London around a dozen firms specialising in the manufacture of piano organs, which they hire out for 15 shillings (90 francs) a week. As an instrument lasts for around ten years on average, the organ-builder makes a handsome profit; more than can be said for the wretched street ‘musician’.

The poor devil drags his instrument around from ten in the morning till eight or nine at night.

Once he has paid for the hire of his piano organ, he will be left with about a pound sterling (about 124 francs) all in all at the end of the week.

He would earn more if he could work alone, but that is impossible, for he needs an assistant to ‘pass the hat round’ while he is turning the handle.

For the public only tolerates them grudgingly. If they did not insist on passing around the hat (which is their begging bowl), no one would give them anything. So all street musicians, without exceptions, are obliged to team up with a mate with whom they share their earnings.

They prefer to play in cafés and popular restaurants, setting up outside the door at mealtimes.

One of them plays an instrument or sings in the street, while the other collects the money.

Of course, this is only possible in working-class districts, for in the richer districts the police will not allow begging at all, even when it is disguised.

As a result, the beggars of London live mainly on the poor.

Let us now return to our organ grinder.

He works, as we have seen, some nine or ten hours a day, dragging his instrument, which weighs 600 kilos, round from café to café, stopping in front of each one just long enough to grind out a tune.

It is difficult to imagine a more desperately monotonous existence just to earn, after six days of exhausting effort in all weathers, one miserable pound.

And there are a thousand in London just like them.
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The beggar must, as we have said, pretend to be a tradesman or artist in order to avoid falling foul of the law . . . a poor sham which, in reality, deceives no-one.

We have just looked at the work of the street musician; let us now turn to the ‘pavement artist’.

London’s pavements are usually made of broad flagstones, where our man, with his sticks of colour, draws portraits, still life and violently coloured landscapes.

I think that ‘artists’ like this do not exist anywhere else in Europe. Like the musicians, they are supposed to be working to entertain the public, so by following their ‘profession’ they are not technically breaking the law.

The pavement artist is at his pitch from nine o’clock in the morning until nightfall.

He begins by drawing three or four pictures very quickly, showing the King, the Prime Minister, a snow scene, or perhaps fruit, flowers etc. Then he sits on the ground and asks for money.

Sometimes, like the organ grinder, he relies on the help of a friend to pass the hat round as soon as a sufficiently large crowd has stopped to watch.

It goes without saying that the more wretched he looks, the more pity he will arouse.

So he spends his days squatting on the hard, cold stone. A stool or folding chair would make him look too ‘rich’, and would prejudice his success.

Clearly, a beggar must be something of a psychologist.

As you can well imagine the pictures are anything but masterpieces. Some of them would shame a ten-year-old child.

One has even seen some of these pavement artists who have never learnt to draw more than one subject, which they go on reproducing for years.

The life of these poor devils is as bare and empty as that of the street musicians.

This calling can sometimes bring in up to three or even four pounds a week, but one must bear in mind the problems. It is impossible, for example, to draw on the pavement when the paving-stones are wet, with the result that, taking one year with another, weekly earnings do not exceed a pound.

Poorly dressed, ill fed, the pavement artists, who spend whole days exposed to the cold and wind, fall prey sooner or later to the rheumatism or pulmonary tuberculosis which will finally carry them off.
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Let us now turn to those who sell, or rather pretend to sell, matches, bootlaces, lavender etc. in the streets.

The match-seller must buy his matches 23 centimes [a halfpenny] a box, and the retail price must not exceed 50 centimes [one penny].

A useful margin, one might think. Perhaps so at first glance, but we must remember that in order to earn 15 francs [half a crown] a day, the bare minimum needed to live in London, he will have to sell sixty boxes. This is clearly impossible, and our ‘sellers’, like the street musicians and the pavement artists, are only beggars in disguise; their lot is even less enviable than that of the others.

In good or bad weather, they have to stand still for six whole days on the kerb, peddling their wares in a plaintive voice.

There is no more stupid or more degrading trade.

No-one buys their matches, their laces or their lavender, but from time to time a passer-by takes pity on them, and throws a coin onto the little tray they wear round their necks to display their wares.

Sixty hours a week of this stupefying drudgery will bring in just over a hundred francs [16 shillings]—just enough to avoid starvation.

Then there are those who beg openly. They are fairly rare, for sooner or later they will get caught, and will make the acquaintance of His Majesty’s prisons.

However an exception is made for the blind, who, by a sort of tacit agreement enjoy total immunity.
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Now that we have cast an eye over the diverse forms of begging in London, let us look at the private lives of those who are obliged to live on charity.

Many beggars are married, and are at least sometimes responsible for children.

By what miracle do they meet their needs? One hardly dares ask this question.

Firstly, what about lodging?

The single man has the advantage here, because he can pay 4 francs [eightpence] a night for a bed in one of those common lodging houses which proliferate in the populous districts.

The married man, on the other hand, must rent his own room if he wishes to live with his wife, which will cost him a lot more.

Indeed, it is against lodging-house rules for both sexes to sleep under the same roof, even in separate dormitories.

As we can see, the London authorities take no chances with morals.
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The beggars feed themselves almost entirely on bread and margarine washed down with tea.

They rarely drink beer or any other alcoholic drink, for beer costs 6 francs a litre [sixpence a pint] in London.

So tea is their only stimulant. They drink it at all hours of the day and night, whenever they can afford it.

Like the tramps, the London beggars talk together in a special language, a kind of slang full of strange expressions mostly referring to their dealings with the police.

They observe a certain etiquette among themselves. Each one has a pitch reserved on the pavement, which no-one else will try to steal.

No organ grinder or pavement artist will take up his pitch less than thirty meters from another.

These established rules are rarely broken.

Their great enemy is the police, who have quasi-discretionary power over them. A policeman can order them to move on when he feels like it, and can even arrest them if he wants to.

If he thinks a pavement artist’s picture indecent, if an organ grinder ventures into the road in a ‘smart’ district where music is forbidden, the representative of law and order will quickly send him packing.

Woe betide the beggar who does not move on; prison awaits him ‘for obstructing a policeman in the course of his duty’.
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Sometimes one of these poor devils sinks even lower.

Perhaps he was ill, and could not go out to earn the 4 francs needed to pay for a bed for the night.

Now, the proprietors of lodging houses never give credit.

So every night he has to pay 4 francs or resign himself to sleeping in the open.

Spending the night out of doors has nothing attractive about it in London, especially for a poor, ragged, undernourished wretch.

Moreover sleeping in the open is only allowed in one thoroughfare in London.

You can, if you so desire, wander up and down all the streets you like during the night, sit down on a flight of steps, on the kerb or anywhere else, but you are not allowed to sleep there.

If the policeman on his beat finds you asleep, it is his duty to wake you up.

That is because it has been found that a sleeping man succumbs to the cold more easily than a man who is awake, and England could not let one of her sons die in the street.

So you are at liberty to spend the night in the street, providing it is a sleepless night.

But, as I have said, there is one road where the homeless are allowed to sleep. Strangely, it is the Thames Embankment, not far from the Houses of Parliament.

Here there are a few iron benches where every night some sixty or seventy people come to sleep, representatives of the most abject poverty to be found in the capital.

It is bitterly cold beside the river, and their worn and tattered clothes are no protection against the severity of the cold. So, as they have no blankets, they wrap themselves in old newspapers.

The uncomfortable seats and the freezing night air are no inducement to sleep, and yet these poor devils are so exhausted that in spite of everything they manage to sleep for an hour or two, huddled up one against the other.

Some of them have for decades known hardly any other bed but these Embankment benches.

We advise all those visitors to England who would like to see the reverse side of our apparent prosperity to go and look at those who habitually sleep on the Embankment, with their filthy tattered clothes, their bodies wasted by disease, their unshaven faces, a living reprimand to the Parliament in whose shadow they lie.

E.-A. BLAIR




85. ‘John Galsworthy’

Monde, 23 March 19291
Translated into English by Janet Percival and Ian Willison

‘Born in 1867. Educated at Harrow and Oxford. Destined for the Bar, but never practised, preferring literature to the law’. That could be the story of many a polished and cultivated English writer. The usual products of such a career are epigrammatical short stories, and essays on Spanish painters, or on Italian baroque architecture.

But John Galsworthy is a completely different kind of writer. There is nothing about him of the elegant gentleman-littérateur. It is at once his strength and his weakness that he concerned himself less with art than with the cruelty, injustice and folly of his time and his country. Author of some twenty-five plays and twenty-five novels and collections of short stories,2 he is primarily a moralist and social philosopher. Born into the upper middle class3 (the class of the rich bourgeois which gives England most of her legislators, lawyers, army and naval officers, as well as her dilettantes and minor poets4), he made this class the particular butt of his attacks. Here indeed lies the theme of everything he wrote—the conflict between the comfortably-off English philistines and something indefinably softer in texture, more sensitive and less virile. Only rarely was he content with mere storytelling.

Let us look first at his novels. They were the least successful of all his works, but it is so much easier to assess their relative strengths and weaknesses. The most noteworthy is undoubtedly The Man of Property, and to this we can add The White Monkey, Chancery etc. which continue it. The Man of Property is a finely conceived portrait of an upper-middle-class English family, the Forsytes. The Forsytes are lawyers, bankers or businessmen, all tremendously rich, watching their fortune grow steadily. The distinguishing characteristic of these people is that the whole family has reached the point where they can neither acknowledge nor concern themselves with anything except as a matter of property. Not only land, houses, railways or animals, but even human beings appear to these people to be possessions. Their only concern in life is acquiring and defending their property.

A woman from another world, from the enemy camp, comes into this family—a woman lacking a sense of property. One of the Forsytes marries her. For him, his wife is a chattel, like everything else. He keeps her, well treated, but captive, like a dog or horse, and when she falls in love with another man, her husband exercises his ‘rights’,5 with violence. He thinks this act justifiable (because it is legal), and until the end of his days, he will never understand why she holds it against him and finally leaves him. This woman has a strange and disturbing effect on the Forsyte family; her beauty arouses the men’s possessive instinct, yet they cannot understand her, and can only think of her as an immoral woman. She epitomises the collapse of all the laws of their world.

His other novels, on different subjects, are moved by the same spirit. In all of them we see the insensitive, brave, domineering, grasping side of the English character struggling with something weaker and more sensitive. We can see these middle-class Englishmen—men of property, judges, policemen and soldiers—with their strong, powerful characters; opposed to them are artists, thinkers, ‘fallen’ women, criminals, weak men. Everywhere there is the oppression of the weak by the strong.

The Country House and The Freelands contain studies of landed property and of the agricultural question in England. A harsher satire on the same question can be seen in The Island Pharisees. In Beyond, the story tells of a young Englishwoman, idealistic and generous but stupid, the wife of a foreign artist. This artist is a man with a fine and sensitive, but temperamental disposition. Husband and wife suffer terribly because of their mutual incomprehension. In Fraternity we can see a group of upper-middle-class people who are at pains to appear cultured and civilised, and beside them, the ill-treated sons of the working class who are necessary to keep up their level of refinement. Everywhere is the division between the haves and the have-nots, between the oppressors and the oppressed.

John Galsworthy does not make the mistake of attacking the oppressors as individuals. His target is the system and habits of mind which make oppression possible. He is impartial and avoids cheap satire. But his attacks have a certain bitterness, a disgust at the cruelty of men, which he does not trouble to hide. One has the impression in his writings of an admirable and tireless fanaticism.

When that has been said, one has probably given John Galsworthy’s novels the greatest praise one can. One can admire them as moral and sociological treatises, yet they are second-rate novels. There is no comparison with the best English novels of yesterday and today. The plot is slight, nothing but ‘situations’ which are usually built up artificially, without any thought for verisimilitude. The characters, always types rather than individuals, are sketchy and unconvincing. No character is properly developed; each of the characters is the same from beginning to end. The dialogue, which should be the most important thing, is almost always weak. Humour is unfortunately lacking.

We should nevertheless note that the didactic novel—the novel which aims to be a picture and a criticism of contemporary life rather than a straightforward story—has only had a short, and, as we shall admit, an inglorious reign in England. Among younger English writers the tradition which demands that an artist should be exclusively or primarily a moralist is quite dead. It existed for a few years and gave England Bernard Shaw, H. G. Wells, Galsworthy himself, and a few others, but it never resulted in a first-rate work. Galsworthy’s novels, which seemed admirable some twenty years ago, have not lasted, and seem tiresomely ‘dated’. Our verdict on them must be that they have not realised the promise of The Man of Property, once compared to Anna Karenina. Could one imagine anyone in Europe making that comparison today?

And then, even if we restrict ourselves to considering Galsworthy’s novels as history and social criticism, they will not pass the test. The lack of humour, the invariably gloomy outlook, a seemingly absurd and out-of-date attitude to women—in short, sentimentalism—stifle them. All in all, they do not paint an authentic and convincing picture of life. They are indeed sincere, and have never offended against good taste or humanitarian sentiments, but they do not have in them the stuff which could guarantee them a long life.

But if we move on from Galsworthy’s novels to his plays and short stories, it becomes easier to praise him. On the stage his main faults—ever-present propaganda and improbability—are less disturbing. Propaganda is not out of place in the theatre and improbability is hardly noticed because of the acting. Galsworthy’s plays are admirably constructed, and he is a master of theatrical technique. The dialogue, so weak in the novels, here becomes fluent and convincing. The moral significance is never disguised, but it has the advantage of being free from those tiresome speeches after the manner of Shaw. The conflict between the weak and the strong, the sensitive and the insensitive, the very foundation of all Galsworthy’s writings, tends to drama, and results in lively and powerful plays.

The most famous and undoubtedly the best is Justice. Here we see a weak and sensitive young clerk who embezzles some money to run away with the woman he loves. He is caught, and sentenced to four years in prison. The author shows us his sufferings under the atrocious English penal system. No-one wants to hurt him—the judge, the prison governor, even his victim—they all take pity on him; but he has committed a crime against society, and, as they say, he must face the consequences. When he comes out of prison, he is marked for life. He has paid the penalty for his error, but that is of little benefit to him. In the end, he takes his own life. In this play the prison scenes are well conceived and show an undisguised hatred of the loathsome torture of solitary confinement. One scene without dialogue is particularly striking; here the prisoner beats like a madman on his cell door to break the horrible silence of the gaol.

Nearly all his plays have social themes. In The Pigeon we see a young woman with refined ideas refusing to perform the degrading work society offers her, seeing in prostitution the only escape from her drudgery. But confronted with reality she throws herself into the Thames; when rescued by the police she is arrested for attempted suicide. In The Silver Box and The Eldest Son we are shown, in the most forceful manner, the difference in the treatment of rich and poor in similar circumstances. In The Silver Box, a ‘young man of good family’ steals a prostitute’s purse. He is drunk at the time, and commits the theft in a moment of unawareness. At the same time a poor devil, also drunk and also unaware of his actions, steals a silver cigarette case from the rich man’s father’s house. Both are arrested. The ‘young man of good family’ explains that he had drunk too much champagne, and is let off with a smile and a caution. The poor man also claims he was drunk and says that this was the reason for his theft. He is told that this, far from being an excuse, only makes his crime worse, and he is sent to prison. In The Eldest Son we see a rich landowner imbued with the principles of the most rigid morality, suddenly forced to contemplate the idea of his son’s marriage to a chambermaid who is the mother of his child. His respect for morality suddenly evaporates at the idea of a misalliance. Strife, another well-known play by Galsworthy, is the account of a major strike in a factory. The development of a bitter but finally ineffectual struggle has parallels with some of Zola’s descriptions in Germinal.

We should note—and this is a tribute to the technical skill of John Galsworthy the dramatist—that his plays were usually well received. At a time when most plays in England are full of vulgar triviality, we must give full credit to a writer whose plays can be at once popular and serious. There is no doubt that Justice and Escape (a recent play by Galsworthy likewise dealing with prison life) have had a significant effect on the best of public opinion in England.6

Like his plays, Galsworthy’s short stories are distinctly above the English average. In this genre, in which his countrymen have never excelled, he has produced some remarkable works. A Stoic, the story of a dishonest but likeable man who meets with a death comparable to that of Petronius the Arbiter, or The Apple Tree, a love story, must certainly be considered among his best. They are more likely to survive than any of his novels.

How long, we ask, will Galsworthy’s works endure? In a hundred years, will they be remembered or forgotten?

He will perhaps be forgotten, but, after all, does this matter? Our admiration for him is based on many things. It is true that he is sentimental, that he is also probably lacking in true creative genius, and has been too much a didactic writer, especially preoccupied with the problems of the day. But he is a sincere and disinterested man, whose protests against cruelty and ineptitude have been so forceful. His influence could only have been favourable. Let us be grateful for his sincerity, because, after all, it is not as easy as all that to be sincere. Many writers with a greater talent than his have used it to less good purpose.




86. ‘How a Nation Is Exploited: The British Empire in Burma’

Le Progrès Civique, 4 May 1929
Translated into English by Janet Percival and Ian Willison

Following the recent troubles in India, we have asked our contributor, Mr E. A. Blair, whose investigations on ‘The Plight of the British Worker’ have already appeared in these pages, to tell us something of the unrest which has been fermenting in the sub-continent for some years, and which is threatening to spread to English Indo-China.

Mr E. A. Blair, who lived in Burma for some years, has written the following interesting article for us,1 which shows the methods the British Empire uses to milk dry her Asian colonies.

Burma lies between India and China. Ethnologically it belongs to Indo-China.

It is three times the size of England and Wales, with a population of about fourteen million, of whom roughly nine million are Burmese.

The rest is made up of countless Mongol tribes who have emigrated at various periods from the steppes of Central Asia, and Indians who have arrived since the English occupation.

The Burmese are Buddhists; the tribesmen worship various pagan gods.

To be able to talk in their own language to the people of such diverse origins living in Burma, you would need to know a hundred and twenty different languages and dialects.

This country, the population of which is one-tenth as dense as that of England, is one of the richest in the world. It abounds in natural resources which are only just beginning to be exploited.

Its forests are full of timber trees, an ideal source of first-class building materials.

There are tin, tungsten, jade and rubies, and these are the least of its mineral resources.

At this moment it produces five per cent of the world’s petroleum, and its reserves are far from exhausted.

But the greatest source of wealth—and that which feeds between eighty and ninety per cent of the population—is the paddy-fields.

Rice is grown everywhere in the basin of the Irawaddy, which flows through Burma from north to south.

In the south, in the huge delta where the Irawaddy brings down tons of alluvial mud every year, the soil is immensely fertile.

The harvests, which are remarkable in both quality and quantity, enable Burma to export rice to India, Europe, even to America.

Moreover, variations in temperature are less frequent and sharp than in India.

Thanks to abundant rainfull, especially in the south, drought is unknown, and the heat is never excessive. The climate as a whole can thus be considered one of the healthiest to be found in the tropics.

If we add that the Burmese countryside is exceptionally beautiful, with broad rivers, high mountains, eternally green forests, brightly coloured flowers, exotic fruits, the phrase ‘earthly paradise’ naturally springs to mind.

So it is hardly surprising that the English tried for a long time to gain possession of it.

In 1820 they seized a vast expanse of territory. This operation was repeated in 1852, and finally in 1882 the Union Jack flew over almost all the country.

Certain mountainous districts in the north, inhabited by small savage tribes, had until recently escaped the clutches of the British, but it is more and more likely that they will meet the same fate as the rest of the country, thanks to the process euphemistically known as ‘peaceful penetration’, which means, in plain English, ‘peaceful annexation’.

In this article I do not seek to praise or blame this manifestation of British imperialism; let us simply note it is a logical result of any imperialist policy.

It will be much more profitable to examine the good and bad sides of British administration in Burma from an economic and a political standpoint.
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Let us turn first to politics.

The government of all the Indian provinces under the control of the British Empire is of necessity despotic, because only the threat of force can subdue a population of several million subjects.

But this despotism is latent. It hides behind a mask of democracy.

The great maxim of the English in governing an oriental race is ‘never get something done by a European when an Oriental can do it’. In other words, supreme power remains with the British authorities, but the minor civil sevants who have to carry out day-to-day administration and who must come into contact with the people in the course of their duties are recruited locally.

In Burma, for example, the lower grade magistrates, all policemen up to the rank of inspector, members of the postal service, government employees, village elders etc. are Burmese.

Recently, to appease public opinion and put a stop to nationalist agitation which was beginning to cause concern, it was even decided to accept the candidature of educated natives for several important posts.

The system of employing natives as civil servants has three advantages.

First, natives will accept lower salaries than Europeans.

Secondly, they have a better idea of the workings of their fellow contrymen’s minds, and this helps them to settle legal disputes more easily.

Thirdly, it is to their own advantage to show their loyalty to a government which provides their livelihood.

And so peace is maintained by ensuring the close collaboration of the educated or semi-educated classes, where discontent might otherwise produce rebel leaders.

Nevertheless the British control the country. Of course, Burma, like each of the Indian provinces, has a parliament—always the show of democracy—but in reality its parliament has very little power.

Nothing of any consequence lies within its jurisdiction. Most of the members are puppets of the government, which is not above using them to nip in the bud any Bill which seems untimely.

In addition, each province has a Governor, appointed by the English, who has at his disposal a veto just as absolute as that of the President of the United States to oppose any proposal which displeases him.

Yet although the British government is, as we have shown, essentially despotic, it is by no means unpopular.

The English are building roads and canals—in their own interest, of course, but the Burmese benefit from them—they set up hospitals, open schools, and see to the maintenance of law and order.

And after all, the Burmese are mere peasants, occupied in cultivating the land. They have not yet reached that stage of intellectual development which makes for nationalists.

Their village is their universe, and as long as they are left in peace to cultivate their fields, they do not care whether their masters are black or white.

A proof of this political apathy on the part of the people of Burma is the fact that the only British military forces in the country are two English infantry battalions and around ten battalions of Indian infantry and mounted police.

Thus twelve thousand armed men, mostly Indians, are enough to subdue a population of fourteen million.

The most dangerous enemies of the government are the young men of the educated classes. If these classes were more numerous and were really educated, they could perhaps raise the revolutionary banner. But they are not.

The reason is firstly that, as we have seen, the majority of the Burmese are peasants.

Secondly, the British government is at pains to give the people only summary instruction, which is almost useless, merely sufficient to produce messengers, low-grade civil servants, petty lawyers’ clerks and other white-collar workers.

Care is taken to avoid technical and industrial training. This rule, observed throughout India, aims to stop India from becoming an industrial country capable of competing with England.

It is true to say that in general, any really educated Burmese was educated in England, and belongs as a result to the small class of the well-to-do.

So, because there are no educated classes, public opinion, which could press for rebellion against England, is non-existent.
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Let us now consider the economic question. Here again we find the Burmese in general too ignorant to have a clear understanding of the way in which they are being treated and, as a result, too ignorant to show the least resentment.

Besides, for the moment they have not suffered much economic damage.

It is true that the British seized the mines and the oil wells. It is true that they control timber production. It is true that all sorts of middlemen, brokers, millers, exporters, have made colossal fortunes from rice without the producer—that is the peasant—getting a thing out of it.

It is also true that the get-rich-quick businessmen who made their pile from rice, petrol etc. are not contributing as they should be to the well-being of the country, and that their money, instead of swelling local revenues in the form of taxes, is sent abroad to be spent in England.

If we are honest, it is true that the British are robbing and pilfering Burma quite shamelessly.

But we must stress that the Burmese hardly notice it for the moment. Their country is so rich, their population so scattered, their needs, like those of all Orientals, so slight that they are not conscious of being exploited.

The peasant cultivating his patch of ground lives more or less as his ancestors did in Marco Polo’s day. If he wishes, he can buy virgin land for a reasonable price.

He certainly leads an arduous existence, but he is on the whole free from care.

Hunger and unemployment are for him meaningless words. There is work and food for everyone. Why worry needlessly?

But, and this is the important point, the Burmese will begin to suffer when a large part of the richness of their country has declined.

Although Burma has developed to a certain extent since the war, already the peasant there is poorer than he was twenty years ago.

He is beginning to feel the weight of land taxation, for which he is not compensated by the increased yield of his harvests.

The worker’s wages have not kept up with the cost of living.

The reason is that the British government has allowed free entry into Burma for veritable hordes of Indians, who, coming from a land where they were literally dying of hunger, work for next to nothing and are, as a result, fearsome rivals for the Burmese.

Add to this a rapid rise in population growth—at the last census the population registered an increase of ten million in ten years—it is easy to see that sooner or later, as happens in all overpopulated countries, the Burmese will be dispossessed of their lands, reduced to a state of semislavery in the service of capitalism, and will have to endure unemployment into the bargain.

They will then discover what they hardly suspect today, that the oil wells, the mines, the milling industry, the sale and cultivation of rice are all controlled by the British.

They will also realise their own industrial incompetence in a world where industry dominates.
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British politics in Burma is the same as in India.

Industrially speaking, India was deliberately kept in ignorance.

She only produces basic necessities, made by hand. The Indians would be incapable, for example, of making a motor-car, a rifle, a clock, an electric-light bulb etc. They would be incapable of building or sailing an ocean-going vessel.

At the same time they have learnt in their dealings with Westerners to depend on certain machine-made articles. So the products of English factories find an important outlet in a country incapable of manufacturing them herself.

Foreign competition is prevented by an insuperable barrier of prohibitive customs tariffs. And so the English factory-owners, with nothing to fear, control the markets absolutely and reap exorbitant profits.

We said that the Burmese have not yet suffered too much, but this is because they have remained, on the whole, an agricultural nation.

Yet for them as for all Orientals, contact with Europeans has created the demand, unknown to their fathers, for the products of modern industry. As a result, the British are stealing from Burma in two ways:

In the first place, they pillage her natural resources; secondly, they grant themselves the exclusive right to sell her the manufactured products she now needs.

And the Burmese are thus drawn into the system of industrial capitalism, without any hope of becoming capitalist industrialists themselves.

Moreover the Burmese, like all the other peoples of India, remain under the rule of the British Empire for purely military considerations. For they are in effect incapable of building ships, manufacturing guns or any other arms necessary for modern warfare, and, as things now stand, if the English were to give up India, it would only result in a change of master. The country would simply be invaded and exploited by some other Power.

British domination in India rests essentially on exchanging military protection for a commercial monopoly, but, as we have tried to show, the bargain is to the advantage of the English whose control reaches into every domain.
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To sum up, if Burma derives some incidental benefit from the English, she must pay dearly for it.

Up till now the English have refrained from oppressing the native people too much because there has been no need. The Burmese are still at the beginning of a period of transition which will transform them from agricultural peasants to workers in the service of the manufacturing industries.

Their situation could be compared with that of any people of eighteenth-century Europe, apart from the fact that the capital, construction materials, knowledge and power necessary for their commerce and industry belong exclusively to foreigners.

So they are under the protection of a despotism which defends them for its own ends, but which would abandon them without hesitation if they ceased to be of use.

Their relationship with the British Empire is that of slave and master.

Is the master good or bad? That is not the question; let us simply say that his control is despotic and, to put it plainly, self-interested.

Even though the Burmese have not had much cause for complaint up till now, the day will come when the riches of their country will be insufficient for a population which is constantly growing.

Then they will be able to appreciate how capitalism shows its gratitude to those to whom it owes its existence.

E.-A. BLAIR




87. To the Editor, The New Adelphi1

22 September Handwritten

6 Rue du Pot de Fer, Paris 5

Dear Sir,

During August I sent you an article describing a day in a casual ward.2 As a month has now gone by, I should be glad to hear from you about it. I have no other copy of the article, & I want to submit it elsewhere if it is no use to you—

Yours faithfully

E. A. Blair




88. To the Editor, The New Adelphi

[12 December 1929]1 Handwritten postcard; dated from postmark

6 Rue du Pot de Fer Paris 5.

Dear Sir

Please excuse the delay in answering your letter. You may have the article on the terms mentioned by you. If there are any further communications, will you adressº to


3 Queen St

Southwold

Suffolk.



which is my permanent adress.º

Yours faithfully

E A Blair




French-Language Originals of Orwell’s Paris Articles

89. ‘La Censure en Angleterre’

Monde, 6 October 1928

La situation, en ce qui concerne la censure en Angleterre est en ce moment la suivante: pour la scène, chaque piéce doit être soumise, avant présentation, à l’insection d’un censeur nommé par le Gouvernement, qui peut en défendre la représentation, ou la faire changer, s’il la considère comme dangereuse pour la moralité publique. Ce censeur est un fonctionnaire comme n’importe quel autre, non choisi à cause de ses capacités littéraires. Il a ou interdit ou entravé la représentation de la moitié des pièces modernes de valeur qui ont été représentées en Angleterre au cours de ces cinquante dernières années. Les Revenants d’Ibsen, Les Avariés de Brieux, et La Profession de Mrs Warren, de George Bernard Shaw—toutes des pièces strictement, et même douloureusement, morales—ont été exclues de la scène anglaise pendant de longues années. Par contre les revues et comédies musicales habituelles, franchement pornographiques, n’ont subi que le minimum de changements. Pour ce qui est des romans, il n’y a pas de censure avant la publication; mais n’importe quel roman peut-être supprimée après la publication, comme, par exemple, l’ont été l’Ulysse de M. James Joyce ou le Puits de la solitude. Cette suppression est amenée surtout par la clameur publique, il n’y a aucun corps de fonctionnaires employés dans ce but. Un clergyman fait un sermon, quelqu’un écrit une lettre aux quotidiens, un des journalistes du dimanche pond un article, on fait des pétitions auprès du Home Secretary, et—le livre est supprimé, et les exemplaires se vendent en secret à cinq guinées. Mais—et là est l’élément le plus étrange de toute l’affaire—il n’y a pas de censure des livres ou pièces non d’origine moderne. On joue sur la scène anglais tout Shakespeare; Chaucer, Swift, Smollett et Sterne sont publiés et vendus non abrégés sans aucun empêchement. Même la traduction de Rabelais par Sir Thomas Urquhart (probablement le livre le plus grossier au monde) s’achète sans grande difficulté. Cependant si l’un de ces écrivains vivait en Angleterre aujourd’hui et écrivait dans sa manière habituelle, il serait certain, non seulement de la suppression de ses livres mais d’être poursuivi en justice.

Les controverses qui s’élèvent à ce sujet peuvent facilement s’imaginer. Elles démontrent que personne ne désire aucune censure. Mais pour comprendre comment on en est arrivé à cette situation extraordinaire, il est nécessaire de remarquer quelque chose de très curieux qui semble s’être produit dans l’esprit anglais en général pendant les cent cinquante dernières années. Smollett et Sterne, on l’a dit, étaient des écrivains décidément grossiers; chez Sir Walter Scott et Jane Austen, qui n’écrivirent que 60 ou 70 ans plus tard, la grossièreté a entièrement disparu. Une légère trace en reste chez Surtees et Marryatt, écrivant entre 1820 et 1850. Chez Thackeray, Dickens, Charles Reade et Antony Trollope, aucune trace non seulement de grossièreté, mais presque de sexualité.

Que s’était-il produit si soudainement et si étrangement dans l’esprit anglais? Qu’est-ce qui explique la différence étonnante entre Smollett et Dickens son disciple, qui écrivait moins d’un siècle plus tard?

En répondant à ces questions, l’on doit se souvenir qu’il n’y eut en Angleterre presque aucune censure littéraire avant le dix-huitième siècle, sauf pendant le court ascendant politique puritain au dix-septième, et lorsqu’on se souvient de cela, il semble raisonnable de conclure que la révolution industrielle, qui amena de nouveau au pouvoir les marchands et les fabricants puritains, fut la cause de cette croissance subite de la pruderie. Sans doute la classe moyenne puritaine était aussi prude en 1750 qu’elle l’était en 1850, ou qu’elle l’est aujourd’hui: mais ayant moins de puissance politique, elle ne pouvait imposer ses opinions au public. Cette explication ne peut se vérifier, mais elle s’accommode aux faits mieux qu’aucune autre.

Il ressort de ceci une autre question très curieuse. Pourquoi le sens de la décence diffère-t-il tant en d’autres temps et chez d’autres gens? Les intellectuels anglais sont revenus, spirituellement, au dix-huitième siècle: ni Smolletº ni Rabelais ne les choquent plus. Le grand public anglais, par contre, encore très semblable au public de Dickens, a conspué Ibsen dans les années quatre-vingt, et le conspuerait de nouveau s’il réapparaissait demain. Pourquoi y a-t-il une telle différence spirituelle entre ces deux classess de gens? Car—ceci est un point à remarquer—si Rabelais choquait le public de Dickens. Dickens choque l’Anglais cultivé d’aujourd’hui. Non seulement Dickens, mais presque tous les écrivains de langue anglais du milieu du dixneuvième siècle (y compris les Américains) dégoûtent profondément un homme moderne sensible, par leur goût du macabre et du lugubre. Ces écrivains avaient un penchant pour les chambres mortuaires, les cadavres, les funérailles. Dickens écrivit une description d’un cas de combustion spontanée qu’il est maintenant nauséabond de lire. Mark Twain, l’humoriste américain, plaisantait fréquemment à propos de charognes non-enterrées. Edgar Allan Poe écrivit des histoires si épouvantables que certaines d’entre-elles (notament Le cas de M. Valdemar) furent considérées comme impropres à étre publiiées inextenso en France. Pourtant ces écrivains ne causèrent jamais de manifestations parmi le grand public anglais—bien au contraire.

Que conclure? Nous pouvons seulement dire que cette censure extraordinaire et inconséquente que connaît aujourd’hui l’Angleterre est le résultat d’une pruderi qui supprimerait (sauf la crainte d’une grande réputation) Chaucer et Shakespeare aussi bien que James Joyce. Et la cause de cette pruderi se trouve dans l’étrange puritanisme anglais, que ne répugne pas à la saleté, mais qui craint la sexualité et déteste la beauté.

Aujourd’hui, il est illégal d’imprimer un juron, et même de jurer, et pourtant aucune race n’est plus portée à jurer que l’anglaise. De même, toute pièce sérieuse sur la prostitution est susceptible d’être interdite à la scène anglaise, comme toute prostituée est susceptible d’être poursuivie, et pourtant on sait bien que la prostitution est aussi répandue en Angleterre qu’ailleurs. Il y a des signes que cet état de choses ne durera pas toujours—déjà on constate un peu plus de liberté d’écriture qu’il y a cinquante ans.

Si quelque gouvernement osait abolir toute censure morale littéraire, nous trouverions que nous avons été malmenés pendant quelques dizaines d’années par une assez petite minorité. Et un siècle après son abandon, nous pouvons être sûrs que cette étrange institution d’une censure morale en littérature semblerait aussi éloignée de nous et aussi fantastique que les coutumes maritales de l’Afrique centrale.

E.-A. BLAIR.


Traduit de l’anglais par H.-J. Salemson.






90. ‘Une enquête du “Progrès Civique” en Angleterre: La grande misère de l’ouvrier britannique’

1. ‘Le chômage’
Le Progrès Civique, 29 December 1928

Angleterre! chômage! On ne peut parler de l’une sans évoquer le spectre de l’autre.

Le chômage est une des caractéristiques de la vie anglaise d’après guerre; c’est aussi la récompense offerte au travailleur britannique en échange de ses services comme soldat.

Avant la guerre le chômage n’était certes pas inconnu, mais les sans-travail, relativement peu nombreux, représentaient une quantité négligeable.

Ils constituaient, pour ainsi dire, «la réserve de l’armée du travail» et servaient de régulateur pour empêcher une ascension trop rapide des salaires; on les utilisait aussi, de temps en temps, pour buocher les trous quand la main-d’œuvre venait à manquer.

A cette époque la mécanique économique fonctionnait, ou tout au moins semblait fonctionner sans trop d’à-coups.

L’opinion publique envisageait la situation avec sérénité, en se distant que jamais la machine pourrait beaucoup se détraquer.

Mais vint la guerre et soudain tout se détraqua. La concurrence, essence même du commerce moderne, que pousse les industriels d’un pays à rivaliser à outrance avec ceux d’un autre, en fut la cause. Dans toute compétition, il y a forcément un gagnant et un perdant. Avant la guerre l’Angleterre était le gagnant; aujourd’hui elle est le perdant. Voilà, en deux mots, la source de tout le mal.
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La guerre mit fin à la suprématie industrielle de l’Angleterre. Les pays non combattants, et notamment l’Amérique, détournèrent à leur profit la majeure partie de son commerce d’exportation. Mais, pis encore, le reste du monde s’industrialisait plus vite qu’elle même.

Le fait même de s’être lancée la première dans la voie de l’industrialisation militait contre elle.

Ses capitaux étaient engagés dans un outillage désormais désuet, qui ne s’adaptait plus aux méthodes nouvelles, mais qui avait coûté trop cher pour qu’on pût se résoudre à le mettre à la ferraille.

Les autres pays, plus tard partis dans la course, possédaient un équipement plus en rapport avec les besoins modernes. Parmi les industries qui ont davantage souffert les principales de l’Angleterre: le charbon et le fer.

A l’heure actuelle, les mines de houille sont les plus éprouvées. Leur état est lamentable au point que nombre d’entre elles ne peuvent, avec le système actuellement en vigueur, être exploitées sans perte.

En Angleterre, la dualité de la propriété dans les régions minières occasionne une formidable déperdition de combustible, de labeur et d’outillage.

Des droits exorbitants sont payés aux propriétaires du sol sous lequel passent les veines de charbon. En outre, chaque mine est dévorée par son groupe organisé de parasites: les actionnaires, que veulent des dividendes et, par suite, font hausser le prix du charbon.

Etant donnés tuos ces désavantages, peut-on s’étonner de ce que le charbon anglais ne trouve plus d’acheteurs?

Pour remédier à cet état de choses, les capitalistes ont essayé de contraindre les mineurs à travailler pour un salaire insuffisant. Leurs efforts dans ce sens ont échoué mais, en attendant, le charbon polonais se vend à un prix de dix ou quinze francs inférieur au plus bas que puisse offrir l’Angleterre dans les conditions actuelles.

Il en va de même dans les aciéries et les filatures de colon. L’Angleterre paie cher aujourd’hui sa suprématie industrielle autrefois.

Résultat: un million et quart, un million et demi, parfois presque deux millions de chômeurs en Angleterre.

Avec un million ou deux millions d’individus affamés dans un pays, la révolution menace à bref délai, aussi comprit-on, dès le début, que l’Etat devait venir en aide aux sans-travail.

Finie la guerre, finie également la prospérité trompeuse et éphémère du temps de guerre. Aux soldats qui regagnaient leurs foyers, ou avait dit qu’ils se battaient pour la civilisation pour un pays «où des héros pussent vivre dignement», selon l’expression de M. Lloyd George; en bref que l’Angleterre d’après guerre serait un Eldorado où la richesse irait de pair avec le confort.

Hélas! comme l’Eldorado ne se matérialisait pas, il fallut improviser quelque chose, et cela sans perdre un instant, avant que les anciens soldats eussent le temps, de s’apercevoir qu’on les avait trompés et se rendissent compte qu’ils s’étaient, en somme, battus pour rien du tout.

Et c’est pourquoi le Gouvernement passa hâtivement, en 1920, la loi d’assurances contre le chômage, aux termes de laquelle tout ouvrier régulièrement employé avait la faculté de verser une somme qui l’assurât contre la perte de son emploi. Ces versements lui conféraient le droit de réclamer des secours en cas de chômage forcé. Sage précaution contre la famine et la révolution qui, fatalement, en résulteraient.

Voici succinctement résumés les articles de cette loi:

Les travailleurs versent par semaine une prime de: trois francs pour les hommes, de deux francs cinquante pour les femmes. En retour, s’ils ont effectué au moins trente versements, ils peuvent, le cas échéant, bénéficier des secours spéciaux accordés aux sans-travail.

Ces secours sont représentés par une allocation hebdomadaire de 18 shillings (110 francs) pour une durée de vingt-six semaines de chômage. Cette période peut être prolongée dans certains cas exceptionnels.

En outre, le chômeur, s’il est marié, reçoit une allocation hebdomadaire de 5 shillings (30 francs) pour sa femme, et d’un shilling (6 francs) pour chacun de ses enfants. Pour les femmes sans travail et les jeunes gens de moins de vingt et un ans, les sommes alouées sont plus minimes encore.

Remarquons d’abord qu’il ne saurait être ici question de charité. Il ne s’agit en l’espèce que d’une assurance, et le plus grand nombre des travailleurs ne recoivent rien en échange de leurs versements.

Ajoutons que ces subsides aux chômeurs sont devenus une nécessité absolue, par suite de la déchéance économique de l’Angleterre dont les ouvriers ne sont en rien responsables.

Notons aussi que les secours aux chômeurs ne pêchent pas par excès de libéralité.

Un shilling par semaine, ce n’est pas beaucoup pour un jeune enfant. Même avec 18 shillings par semaine, un homme adulte joint péniblement les deux bouts.

Il faut le dire, car une légende absurde circule dans la presse conservatrice d’après laquelle le chômmage est uniquement dû à la paresse et à la rapacité des travailleurs.

Cette légende veut que l’ouvrier anglais n’ait d’autre but dans la vie que d’éviter tout labeur fatigant pour vivre, sans rien faire, de ses 18 shillings par semaine.

Et ce sont les inventeurs de cette légende qui ont inventé le terme «aumône» pour désigner les indemnités de chômage.

«Aumône» est un vilain mot, une expression pleine de mépris qui évoque l’idée d’argent versé par charité à des parasites indignes.

Cette croyance, que les sans-travail représentent une véritable armée de sybarites faisant bonne chère avec de l’argent mendié à la charité des contribuables, est assez répandue parmi les classes aisées d’Angleterre.

Or, le sort des sans-travail est en réalité loin d’être enviable. Comment, à tout prendre, peut-on vivre avec 18 shillings par semaine? La réponse est simple: on ne vit pas, on arrive tout juste à ne pas mourir.

Prenons par exemple le cas d’un chômeur marié, avec une femme et deux enfants en bas âge. Ses ressources se chiffrent, au total, par 25 shillings (150 francs par semaine).

Croit-on, pour un seul instant, qu’il puisse s’offrir beaucoup de lux avec celle somme, et que le pauvre diable ne préférerait pas un labeur, si ardu soitil, qui lui rapportât davantage?

Une famille pauvre, dans les conditions que nous venons de décrire, habite, pêle-mêle, une seuele pièce de quelque taudis infect à Londres, à Manchester ou bien encore dans une ville minière du pays de Galles.

Elle pai probablement 7 shillings (42 francs) par semaine, de loyer seulement. Le reste devra suffire à la nourriture et à l’entretien de quatre personnes.

Avec de semblabes revenus, en quoi peuvent consister leurs repas? Du pain et du thé, du thé et du pain d’un bout de la semaine à l’autre.

Ce misérable régime: du pain, très mauvais, blanc et peu nutritif et du thé très fort, telle est la base de l’alimentation des gens très pauvres en Angleterre.

En hiver, il est presque impossible de chauffer convenablement la pièce unique et délabrée. L’homme n’a pas les moyens d’acheter du tabac. Quant à la bière, il n’y faut point songer.

Le lait même des enfants est rationné. Les vétements de recehange, les meubles les moins indispensables prennent, l’un après l’autre, le chemin du Mont-de-Piété, et les jours mornes se succèdent sans amener la fin du chômage.

Ainsi «l’oisivelé sans le luxe», comme disent avec une indignation vertueuse les journaux conservatuers, se traduit, vue de près, par un «état voisin de la famine».
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Il se peut que le chômeur soit célibataire. Dans ce cas il élira domicile dans une de ces vastes casernes (lodging houses) à l’usage des gens très pauvres. Il pourra, de cette façon, arriver a économiser un shilling ou deux sur son loyer hebdomadaire.

Ces logis sont exploités par d’importantes sociétés qui en retirent d’appréciables bénéfices.

Les locataires couchent dans d’immenses dortoris où sont alignés de trente à quarante lits de sangle, comme ceux des soldats, séparés par un intervalle de trois pieds (environs 90 centimètres).

Ils passent leurs journées dans des cuinines souterraines, creusées sous la rue, où ils peuvent préparer leurs aliments, quand ils en ont, dans des poêles à frire sur un feu de déchets de charbon.

La plupart des miséreux non mariés en Angleterre: chômeurs, mendiants, crieurs de journaux et autres de même acabit, vivent dans ces logis; locaux surpeuplés, insalubres, dépourvus de toute espèce de confort. Les lits, le plus souvent d’une saleté repoussante, grouillent de vermine.

Et c’est là que le chômeur prend ses repas, consistant en pain et en thé. Il passe, hébété, le cerveau vide, devant le feu, les longues heures qu’il ne consacrera pas à la recherche d’un travail quelconque.

Sauf cette quête de l’emploi, toujours décevante, il n’a absolument rien à faire. On comprend que, dans ces conditions, il aspire à travailler, à accomplire n’importe quelle besogne, même la plus répugnante et la moins rémunérée, car cette existence absolument vide, sans amusements ni distractions d’aucune sorte—et d’où la faim n’est jamais entièrement exclue—est d’une monotonie et d’une tristesse insupportables.

Le chômeur a tout juste assez d’argent pour subvenir aux besoins essentiels de la vie, et l’oisiveté qui lui est imposée est cent fois plus pénible que le plus pénible labeur.

D’ailleurs son indemnité de chômage ne lui sera pas éternellement versée, et méme la toucher n’est pas précisément une sinécure.

Il lui faut se rendre chaque jour aux bureaux de placement pour demander s’il n’y a pas de travail, et attendre là très souvent plusieurs heures avant qu’on ait le tempes de s’occuper de lui.

Pour se faire verser son allocation hebdomadaire, il doit se présenter en personne et attendre encore. On voit ainsi, à toute heure du jour, se presser aux portes des bureaux de placement de longues queues de loqueteux aux traits émaciés. Les passants leur jettent un regard de pitié ou de mépris. Les foncionnaires chargés de les payer ne laissent pas de leur faire entendre toute l’infériorité de leur situation. Ils veillent à ce qu’ils n’oublient pas un seul instant qu’ils ne sont que des parias, vivant aux dépens du public, et qu’ils doivent par conséquent, en toute circonstance, se montrer humbles et soumis. S’ils se présentent en état d’ivresse ou simplement sentant la boisson, on est endroit de leur refuser leur allocation.

Vient un jur l’échéance fatale. Les vingt-six semaines sont écoulées et le chômeur, toujours sans travail, se trouve par surcroît sans ressources.

Que lui reste-t-il à faire? Peut-être a-t-il économisé quelques shilings qui lui permettront de patienter unjour ou deux de plus. Il pourra abandonner son lit à quatre francs et passer ses nuits à la belle étoile, réduire ses repas à l’extrème limite qui lui permettra tout juste de ne pas mourir de faim. A quoi bon? Si l’emploi rêvé ne se trouve pas, il n’a plus que le choix entre mendier, voler, ou crever de misère.

Il se décidera probablement à mendier. Il tendra la main dans la rue ou bien encore il sollicitera les secours prélevés pour les pauvres sur les taxes locales, aux termes de la Lois sur la Pauvreté. Peut-être aussi se fera-t-il admetrre à l’asile (workhouse) où les miséreux, traités à peu près comme des prisonniers, sont entretenus aux frais du public.

S’il a de la chance il obtiendra, toujours d’après la même loi, une allocation hebdomadaire de dix shilligs (62 francs) de laquelle il lui faudra subsister tant bien que mal.

Il pourra aussi se faire «tramp» (vagabond) et arpenter le pays dans tous les sens, cherchant du travail en route et demandant chaque soir à un différent “workhouse” son gîte et sa nourriture.

Mais ils sont en si grand nombre, ces malheureux, que tout l’édifice de la «Loi sur la Pauvreté» menace de s’effondrer. Prévu pour faire face à des conditions normales, il ne peut supporter le poids additionnel de ces milliers de sans-travail qui, ne recevant plus d’allocation de chômage, doivent parfois continuer à vivre sur la communauté.

Dans le Sud du Pays de Galles, où la défaillance des mines de charbon a jeté sur le pavé un demi-million d’hommes, les caisses de secours aux pauvres, prélevés sur les taxes locales, ont aujourd’hui fait faillite.
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Telles sont les conditions du chômage en Angleterre. Pour remédier à cet état de choses, le gouvernement conservateur actuel n’a su que prononcer des discours optimistes.

Au début de cette année, comme on demandait à M. Baldwin de prélever sur les deniers publics des subsides pour le Sud du Pays de Galles, le Premier ministre répondit qu’il «comptait sur la charité privée» pour aider les mineurs plongés dans le dénûment.

On a timidement proposé de vagues projets dans le but de créer une demande artificielle de main-dœuvre, en entreprenant des travaux publics sur une grande échelle: construction de routes ou de canaux, mais comme il aurait fallu, pour les organiser, avoir recours à de nouveaux impôts, rien d’important n’a été fait.

On a aussi essayé de faire émigrer en masse des chômeurs. Mais les conditions offertes n’avaient rien de bien séduisant, et de plus le Canada et l’Australie ont, comme la métropole, leurs problèmes industriels à résoudre.

Ils n’ont que faire pour le moment du surplus des mineurs anglais, et ils l’ont nettement fait savoir.

Il ne semble donc pas probable que l’émigration doive aplanir la difficulté.

Le gouvernement s’est efforcé de dissimuler ses folies en maquillant la vérité. Les statistiques officielles se rapportant au chômage sont à dessein rédigées de façon à induire en erreur. Elles n’énumèrent que les chômeurs assurés, et omettent les dizaines de milliers d’individus qui n’ont jamais tenu un emploi régulier depuis la guerre. Ne figurent pas non plus sur ces listes les femmes et les enfants à la charge des sans-travail.

Le chiffre réel des miséreux est donc immensément sous-estimé. La presse conservatrice évite le plus possible de mentionner le chômage; quand elle en parle, c’est pour faire des allusions méprisantes à l’aumône et à la paresse des classes ouvrières.

Ainsi, le bourgeois aisé d’Angleterre qui ne connaît rien—et préfère ne rien connaître—dela vie des pauvres, n’apprend-il rien qui puisse l’arracher à l’indifférence où il se complaît.

Et comment, demandera-t-on, tout cela finira-t-il? Quelle solution est-il permis d’envisager?

Une seule chose paraît certaine. On fera tout pour empêcher que le plus grand nombre de ces misérables meure vraiment de faim. Aucun gouvernement n’oserait, par exemple, se trouver en face d’un demi-million de mineurs affamés. Quoi qu’il arrive, on veillera, pour éviter la révolution, à ce que les chômeurs reçoivent n’importe comment des subsides.

Mais, à part cela, toute grande amélioration semble impossible. Le chômage est un sous-produit du capitalisme et de la concurrence industrielle sur une grande échelle. Tant que se perpétuera cet état de choses, la misère sévira chez les ouvriers, tantôt dans un pays, tantôt dans un autre.

Pour le moment c’est l’ouvrier anglais le bouc émissaire. Sans doute continuera-t-il à souffrir jusqu’à ce que se produise un changement radical dans le système économique actuel.

En attendant, son seul espoir réel est qu’un jour sera élu un gouvernement assez fort et assez intelligent pour amener ce changement.

E.-A. BLAIR.


(A suivre.)

Traduit de l’anglais par Raoul Nicole.






91. 2. ‘La journée d’un tramp’

Le Progrès Civique, 5 January 1929

D’abord, qu’est-ce qu’un tramp?

Un tramp appartient à la faune de la Grande-Bretagne. On le reconnaît aux caractéristiques suivantes. Il n’a pas d’argent, il est vêtu de haillons, il se déplace à raison d’une vingtaine de kilomètres par jour et ne dort jamais deux nuits de suite au même endroit.

Somme toute, c’est un vagabond qui vit de la charité, erre à pied jour après jour, pendant des années entières et, au cours de ses pérégrinations, traverse plusieurs fois l’Angleterre de bout en bout.

Il n’a ni emploi, ni domicile, ni famille, ne possède rien au monde sauf les loques qui recouvrent sa pauvre carcasse; il vit aux dépens de la communauté.

Nul ne sait combien d’individus comprend la gent tramp. Trent mille? Cinquante mille? Cent mille peut-être en Angleterre et dans le Pays de Galles aux époques où sévit plus particulièrement le chômage.

Le tramp ne vagabonde pas pour son plaisir, ni parce qu’il a hérité les instincts d’ancêtres nomades; il cherche avent tout à ne pas mourir de faim.

La chose s’explique aisément: le tramp est sans travail par suite des conditions économiques de l’Angleterre. Donc, pour vivre, il lui faut compter sur la charité publique ou privée. Pour lui venir en aide, les autorités ont créé des asiles (workhouses) où les indigents trouvent nourriture et abri.

Ces asiles sont éloignés les uns de autres d’environ vingt kilomètres et il est interdit à quiconque de s’y faire hospitaliser plus d’une fois par mois.

D’où les pèlerinages sans fin des vagabonds qui, s’ils veulent manger et dormir sous un toit, sont obligés de gagner chaque soir un nouvel abri où passer la nuit.

Voilà donc expliquée la raison d’être des tramps. Voyons maintenant quelle peut être leur existence. L’examen d’une seule de leurs journées suffira, car elles se ressemblent toutes, pour ces habitants infortués d’un des pays les plus riches du monde.
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Prenons l’un d’eux à sa sortie de l’asile, vers 10 heures de matin.

Une distance de vingt kilomètres, plus ou moins, le sépare du prochain workhouse. Il la parcourra probablement en cinqu heurs, arrivant à sa destination vers 3 heures de l’après-midi.

Il ne se reposera guère en ruote, car la police, qui regarde les tramps d’un œil soupçonneux, aura tôt fait de le forcer à déguerpir de toute ville ou village où il tenterait de s’arrêter. Et c’est pourquoi notre homme ne s’attarde géneralement pas en route.

Il est, nous l’avons dit, environs 3 heures de l’aprés-midi quand il se présente à l’asile. Mais celui-ci n’ouvrira ses portes qu’à 6 heures du soir. Trois mortelles heures à tuer en compagnie d’autres vagabonds qui attendent déjà. Le troupeau d’êtres humains, hâves, hirsuites, crasseux et déguenillés, grossit d’instant en instant. Ils se trouvent bientôt une centaine de sans-travail appartenant à presque tous les corps de métier.

Les mineurs et les filateurs de coton, victimes du chômage qui se fait cruellement sentir dans le Nord de l’Angleterre, sont les plus nombreux, mais toute la main-d’œuvre spécialisée ou non est représentée.

Leur âge? De seize à soixante-dix ans.

Leur sexe? On compte environ deux femmes sur une cinquantaine de vagabonds.

Par-ci, par-là, un idiot marmonne des mots sans suite. D’autres sont dans un état de faiblesse et de décrépitude tels qu’on se demande comment ils ont pu jamais parcourir vingt kilomètres à pied.

Leurs vêtements sont, dans leur ensemble, grotesques, en lambeaux et d’une saleté repoussante.

Leur visage fait songer au mufle de quelque animal sauvage; peu dangereux peut-être, mais devenu à la fois farouche et timide par suite du manque de repos et de confort.
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Ils sont là, qui attendent, allongés sur l’herbe ou accroupis dans la poussière. Les plus hardis vont rôder autour de la boutique du boulanger ou du boucher, ans l’espoir de glaner quelque nourriture. Mais cette pratique est dangereuse, car la mendicité est interdite en Angleterre, aussi, pour la plupart, se contentent-ils de demeurer oisifs en échangeant de vagues paroles dans un étrange argot, langage spécial des tramps, fourmillant de mots et d’expressions bizzarres et pittoresques qu’on ne trouve dans aucun dictionnaire.

Arrivés de tus les coins de l’Angleterre et du Pays de Galles, ils se racontent leurs aventures, et envisagent sans trop d’espoir la possibilité de trouver du travail en route.

Beaucoup se sont déjà rencontrés dans quelque asile à l’autre bout du pays, car ils traversent et retraversent maintes fois les mêmes pistes dans leurs incessantes pérégrinations.

Lugubres et sordides caravansérails, ces workhouses, oú ces tristes pélerins d’Angleterre s’assemblent pour quelques heures avant de s’égailer de nouveau dans toutes les directions.

Tous les tramps fument. Comme il est interdit de fumer à l’intérieur de l’asile, ils mettent à profit les heures d’attente. Leur tabac consiste principalement en bouts de cigarettes ramassés dans les rues. Ils le roulent dans un papier ou s’en servent pour bourrer de vieux brûle-gueules.

Quand par hasard un vagabond possède quelque argent, gagné par son travail ou mendié sur la route, son premier soin est d’acheter du tabac, mais le plus souvent il doit se contenter des mégots qu’il trouve sur les trottoirs ou la chaussée. L’asile ne lui fournit que le couvert et la nourriture; pour le reste, vêtements, tabac, etc., il lui faut se débrouiller de son mieux.
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Mais l’heure approche oú les portes de l’asile vont s’ouvrir. Les tramps se sont levés et forment la queue appuyés au mur de l’immense édifice, cube hideux de briques jaunâtres, situé dans un loin tain faubourg, et qui ressemble à s’y méprendre à une prison.

Encore quelques minutes, les lourds battants s’écartentet le bétail humain pénètre à l’intérieur.

La ressemblance entre un de ces asiles et une prison frappe davantage encore quand on a franchi le seuil. Au milieu d’une cour sans verdure, close de hauts murs en briques, s’élève le bâtiment principal comprenant des cellules aux parois nues, une salle de bain, les bureaux de l’administration, et une pièce exiguë, meublée de bancs grossiers en bois, qui sert de réfectoire. Le tout laid et sinistre à plaisir.

Cette atmosphère de prison se retrouve partout. Des fonctionnaires en uniforme molestent les vagabonds, les mènent à la baguette, et ne manquent aucune occasion de leur rappeler qu’en pénétrant dans le workhouse ils ont fait abandon de tous leurs droits, de toutes leurs libertés.

Le nom et al profession du tramp sont inscrits sur un registre. Puis, on lui fait prendre un bain, on lui enlève ses vêtements et tous les objects en sa possession. On lui prête ensuite une grossière chemise de coton pour la nuit.

Si par hasard il a de l’argent, on le lui confisque, mais s’il avoue posséder plus de deux francs, il ne sera pas admis à passer la nuit à l’asile et devra se procurer un lit où il pourra.

En conséquence, les vagabonds—ils ne sont pas très nombreux—qui possèdent plus de deux francs ont eu soin de dissimuler leur argent dans le bout de leurs souliers, en prenant bien garde den’être pas vus, car cette fraude peut être punie de prison.

Après son bain, le vagabond, dont les vêtements ont été confisqués, reçoit son souper: une demi-livre de pain avec un peu de margarine et un demi-litre de thé.

Le pain fabriqué à l’usage exclusif des tramps est abominable. De couleur grise, invariablement rassis, il an un goût désagréable qui laisserait croire que la farine dont il est fait provient de grains avariés.

Le thé lui-même est mauvais au possible, mais les vagabonds le boivent avec plaisir, car il les réchauffe et les réconforte après les fatigues de la journée.

Ce repas peu appétissant est englouti en cinq minutes. Après quoi, les tramps reçoivent l’ordre de gagner les cellules où ils passeront la nuit.

Ces cellules, véritables cachots de brique ou de pierre, mesurent environ quatre mètres de long sur deux de large. Pas d’éclariage artificiel; la lumière n’y pénètre que par une étroite fenêtre grillagée percée très haut dans le mur et par un guichet pratique dans la porte, pour permettre aux gardiens de surveiller leurs hôtes.

Quelquefois la cellule continent un lit, mais le plus souvent les vagabonds doivent dormir à même le plancher sans autre literie que trois couvertures.

Il arrive aussi fréquemment que les oreillers manquent, auqel cas les malheureux sont autorisés à conserver leur veste pour s’en faire tant bien que mal une sorte de coussin où reposer leur tête.

Généralement, la pièce est terriblement froide et les couvertures sont devenues, par suite d’un long usage, si minces qu’elles n’offrent pour ainsi dire aucune protection contre les rigueurs de la température.

Dès que les vagabonds ont pris possession de leurs cellules, les portes sont solidement verrouillées à l’extérieur; elles ne s’ouvriront que le lendemain matin à 7 heures.

D’habitude, chaque cellule est occupée par deux personnes. Emmurés dans leur petit cachot pendant douze longues heures, le corps uniquement protégé par une chemise de coton et des couvertures trop minces, les infortunés souffrent cruellement du froid et du manque de confront le plus élémentaire.

Presque toujours les locaux sont infestés de punaises et le vagabond, dévoré par la vermine, les membres brisés de fatigue, passe des heures et des heures à se retourner en attendant en vain le sommeil.

Peut-être arrivera-t-il à s’assoupir pendant quelques instants, mais les souffrances cruelles que lui fait éprouver la dureté de sa couche ont tôt fait de le réveiller.

Les vieux chemineaux expérimentés aui supportent cette existence depuis quinze ou vingt ans, et sont par suite devenus philosophes, passent leur nuit à bavarder. Ils se reposeront le lendemain pendant une heure ou deux dans un champ, à l’abri de quelque haie plus hospitalière pour eux que l’asile. Mais les jeunes gens, que l’accoutumance n’a pas encore endurcis, se débattent et gémissent, dans l’obscurité, attendant avec impatience que le matin leur apporte la délivrance.

Et pourtant, quand la lumiére du soleil pénètre enfin dans la prison, c’est avec un morne désespoir qu’ils envisagent la perspective d’une journée toute semblable à celle de la veille.

Enfin les cellules s’ouvrent. C’est l’heure de la visite du docteur; les vagabonds ne seront en effet relâchés qu’après cette formalité.

Le practicien est généralement en retard et les vagabonds doivent attendre sa venue, parqués, à demi nus, dans un corridor. On peut alors avoir un aperçu de leur physique.

Quels corps et quels visages!

Un grand nombre sont atteints de tares congénitales. Plusieurs souffrent de hernies et portent des bandages. Presque tous ont les pieds déformés et couverts de plaies par suite de leurs longues marches avec des chaussures mal ajustées. Les vieillards n’ont plus que la peau et les os. Tous ont les chairs flasques, l’aspect minable de gens qui, d’un bout de l’année à l’autre, ne font jamais un vrai repas.

Leures traits émaciés, leurs rides prématurées, leur barbe inclute, tout en eux dénote l’insuffisance de nourriture et le manque de sommeil.

Mas voici le docteur. Son examen est aussi rapide que superficiel. Il n’a d’ailleurs d’autre but que de découvrir si parmi les chemineaux, il n’en est pas qui présentent des symptômes de petite vérole.

Le médecin enveloppe d’un coup d’œil rapide, par devant et par derrière, chacun des miséreux, á tour de rôle.

Or la plupart d’entre eux souffrent d’une maladie quelconque. Quelquesuns, presque totalement idiots, sont à peine capables de se conduire. Peu importe, ils seront relâchés tant qu’ils ne porteront pas sur leur personne les stigmates redoutés dela petite vérole.

Qu’ils soient en bonne ou mauvaise santé, les autorités n’en ont cure, du moment que leur mal n’est pas contagieux.

La visite médicale terminée, les tramps se rhabillent. C’est là, sous la lumière crue du jour, qu’on peut vraiment voir les vêtements dont se couvrent les pauvres hères pour se protéger contre les intempéries du climat anglais.

Ces vêtements disparates—en majeure partie mendiés aux portes des maisons—sont à peine bons à mettre à la poubelle.

Grotesques, mal ajustés, trop longs, trop courts, trop larges ou trop étroits, leur étrangeté prêterait à rire dans toute autre circonstance. En l’espèce, on se sent à les voir envahir par une immense pitié.

On les a rapiécés tant bien que mal avec des bouts d’étoffe de toutes les couleurs. Des ficelles remplacent les boutons absents. Les sous-vêtements ne sont que des haillons malpropres que seule la crasse semble empêcher de tomber en lambeaux.

D’aucuns n’ont pas de sous-vêtements; beaucoup ne possèdent même pas de chaussettes et, après s’être enveloppés les orteils de chiffons, glissent leurs pieds nus dans des souliers dont le cuir, durci par la pluie et le soleil, a perdu toute souplesse.

La toilette des tramps est un affreux spectacle.

‘Sitôt vêtus, les chemineaux reçoivent leur déjeuner dont le menu est en tous points semblable à celui de leur souper.

On les aligne ensuite, comme des soldats, dans la cour de l’asile où les gardiens répartissent les corvées.

Les uns laveront les planchers, les autres fendront du bois, casseront du charbon, accompliront diverses besognes jusqu’à dix heures, où sera donné le signal du départ.

On leur rend tous les objets personnels confisqués le soir précédent. On y ajoute une demi-livre de pain et un morceau de fromage pour leur repas de midi, ou bien encore, mais plus rarement, un coupon en échange duquel ils pourront se procurer en route, chez certains commerçants spécifiquement désignés, du pain et du thé jusqu’à concurrence de trois francs.

Un peu après dix heures, les portes de l’asile livreront passage à un flot de miséreux hâlves et sales qui se répandront aussitôt à travers le pays.

Chacun d’eux se dirige vers un nouvel asile où il sera fait usage exactement des mêmes procédés à son égard.

Et pendant des mois, des années, des dizaines d’années peut-être, le vagabond ne connaîtra pas d’autre existence.
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Pour conclure, remarquons que le régime appliqué à chaque tramp comprend, en tout et pour tout, environ 750 grammes de pain avec un peu de margarine et de fromage, et un demi-litre de thé par jour; alimentation manifestement insuffisante pour un homme qui doit parcourir quotidiennement vingt kilomètres à pied.

Pour suppléer au manque de nourriture, pour se procurer des vêtements, du tabac et mille autres chose dont il peut avori besoin, le chemineau, quand il ne trouve pas de travail—et il en trouve rarement—doit mendier . . . mendier ou voler.

Or la mendicité est interdite en Angleterre, et plus d’un chemineau a pour avoir tendu la main, fait connaissance avec les prisons de son pays.

Cercle vicieux: s’il ne mendie pas, il meurt d’inanition, s’il mendie, il enfreint la loi.

L’existence de ces vagabonds est avilissante et démoralisatrice. Elle fait, au bout de très peu de temps, d’un homme actif un incapable et un parasite.

Elle est en outre d’une monotonie désespérante. Les seuls plaisirs que connaissent les vagabonds sont représentés par le gain inattendu de quelques shillings, grâce auxquels ils pourront, pur une fois, manger à leur faim ou se livrer à une orgie de boisson.

Le tramp est privé de femmes. Peu de femmes deviennent tramps. Quant aux autres, plus fortunées, le tramp n’est pour elles qu’un objet de mépris. Aussi l’homosexualité n’est-elle pas un vice inconnu parmi ces éternels errants.

Enfin, le tramp qui ne s’est rendu coupable d’aucun crime, qui n’est somme toute qu’une victime du chômage, est condamné à vivre plus misérablement que le pire des criminels. C’est un escalve avec un semblant de liberté, plus cruel encore que le plus cruel des esclavages.

Quand on réfléchit à son triste sort, qui est celui de milliers d’individus en Angleterre, la conclusion s’impose que la sociéte montrerait plus de bienveillance à son égard en l’enfermant, pour le reste de ses jours, dans une prison où il jouirait tout au moins d’un bien-être relatif.

E.-A. BLAIR.


(A suivre.)

Traduit de l’anglais par Raoul Nicole.






92. 3. ‘Les mendiants de Londres’

Le Progrès Civique, 12 January 1929

Quiconque a visité Londres n’a pu manquer d’être frappé par le grand nombre de mendiants qu’on rencontre dans les rues.

Ces infortunés, souvent estropiés ou aveugles, apparaissent dans tous les coins de la capitale. Ils sont, pour ainsi dire, partie intégrante du décor.

Dans quelques quartiers, on peut voir, tous les trois ou quatre mètres, debout sur le bord du trottoir, un être malingre, malpropre, en haillons, muni d’un plateau garni de boîtes d’allumettes qu’il fait semblant de vendre.

D’autres chantent d’une voix lasse une chanson populaire.

D’autres encore tirent d’un quelconque instrument demusique des sons discordants.

Tous sont sans contredit des mendiants qui, privés de leur gagne-pain par suite du chômage, se voient réduits à solliciter d’une façon plus ou moins déguisée la charité des passants.

Combien sont-ils à Londres? Nul ne le sait au juste, pluseurs milliers probablement. Dix mille peut-être aux pires époques de l’année. En tout cas, il est à peu près certain que, sur quatre cents londoniens, on compte un mendiant qui vit aux dépens des trois cent quatre-vingt-dix-neuf autres.

Parmi ces miséreux, les uns sont des mutilés du travail, les autres souffent de maladies héréditaires. Un grand nombre aussi sont d’anciens soldats qui, après avoir passé les plus belles années de leur jeunesse à la guerre qui devait «mettre fin aux guerres», au lieu d’apprendre un métier lucratif, ont trouvé, à leur retour dans leurs foyers, que la patrie reconnaissante avait, en récompense de leurs services, à leur offrir pour tout potage le choix entre la mort lente par inanition ou la mendicité.

Ils ne sont pas assurés contre le chômage ou bien, s’ils l’ont été, la période de vingt-six semaines pendant lesquelles, aux termes de la loi, ils avaient droit à l’allocation spéciale prévue pour les sans-travail est arrivée à expiration sans qu’ils aient pu trouver le moindre emploi.

Dans cette confraternité où se coudoient des vieillards et des jeunes hommes à peine sortis de l’adolescence, on trouve relativement peu de femmes.

Les mendiants, comme les chemineaux dont j’ai parlé dans mon dernier article, peuvent varier à l’infini quant à leurs origines, leur caractère, les métiers qu’ils ont exercés en des temps plus prospères, mais ils s’apparentent tous par leur crasse, leurs haillons, leur aspect invariablement minable.
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Avant de pousser plus avant l’examen des moyens mis en œuvre par les mendiant londoniens pour vivre aux crochets du public, constatons la curieuse anomalie de leur situation vis-à-vis des autorités?

Londres fourmille d’individus qui ne vivent que de la charité privée. Ils sontdes milliers à tendre la main, et pourtant la mendicité dans la métropole de l’Empire britannique est rigoureusement interdite sous peine de prison. Comment donc se fait-il que, chaque jour, des milliers de citoyens enfreignent la loi de leur pays et vivent impunément dans l’illégalité?

C’est qu’à vrai dire la loi se tourne le plus aisément du monde.

Demander franchement de l’argent, des aliments, des vêtements est un délit, mais il est par contre parfaitement licite de vendre ou faire semblant de vender des objects quelconques, ou de casser le tête à ses concitoyens sous prétexte de les amuser.

Ce sont là singularités de la loi anglaise que le bon sens le plus élémentaire se refuse à comprendre.
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Voyons maintenant par quels moyens on tourne la loi.

D’abord, la musique.

Les chanteurs, les amateurs de flûte ou de cornet à piston sont légion. Ceux qui ne savent jouer d’aucun instrument promènenet à travers les rues un gramophone sur une prouette, mais l’elément le plus important des musiciens ambulants est constitué par les joueurs de «piano-orgue».

Le piano-orgue est un instrument de musique de la granduer à peu près d’un piano droit ordinaire et monté sur une charrette à bras. Pour en jouer, on turne une manivelle.

Le nombre des joueurs de piano-orgue est énorme à Londres. A tel point que, dans certains quartiers, il est presque impossible d’échapper à leur tintamarre.

On trouve à chaque coin de rue des miséreux occupés à moudre des airs. Cette «musique» plaintive, spécifiquement londonienne, est lugubre à l’extrême.

Remarquons en passant que les joueurs d’orgue ne sauraient en aucun cas être assimilés à des artistes de bonne foi s’efforçant de distraire ou d’amuser leurs semblables. Ce sont bel et bien des mendiants dans toute l’acception du mot. Leur abominable musique est le résultat d’un geste purement mécanique et n’a d’autre but que de les mettre d’accord avec la loi.

Leur infortune, très réelle, fait l’object d’une véritable exploitation. Il existe en effet à Londres environ une douzaine de firmes spécialisées dans la fabrication de pianos-orgues qu’elles louent à raison de 15 shillings (90 francs) par semaine. Comme un instrument dure en moyenne une dizaine d’années, le constructeur y trouve son compte; on ne peut en dire autant du malheureux «musicien» ambulant.

Le pauvre diable remorque son instrument de 10 heurs du matin à 8 on 9 heures du soir.

Déduction faite du montant de la location de son piano-orgue, il lui restera en tout et pour tout environ une livre sterling (environ 124 francs) à la fin de la semaine.

Il gagnerait davantage s’il pouvait travailler seul, mais cela lui est interdit, car il a besoin d’un compagnon pour «faire le tour de l’honorable société» tandis que lui-même tuorne sa manivelle.

Le public, en effet, ne les tolère qu’à son corps défendant. S’ils ne faisaient avec insistance circuler le chapeau qui leur lient lieu d’aumônière, on ne leur donnerait rien. Aussi tous les musiciens des rues, sans exception, sont-ils obligés de s’adjoindre un associé avec lequel ils partagent leurs gains.

Ils fréquentent de préférence les cafés et les restaurants populaires devant la porte desquels ils s’installent aux heures des repas.

L’un d’eux joue d’un instrument quelconque ou chante dans la rue, tandis que l’autre fait la quête.

Ceci, bien entendu, n’est possible que dans les quartiers ouvriers, car dans les quartiers riches, la police ne tolère généralement aucune mendicité, même déguisée.

D’où il résulte que les mendiants de Londres vivent surtout des pauvres.

Revenons au joueur de piano-orgue.

Il travaille, avons-nous dit, de neuf à dix heures par jour, trainant son instrument qui pèse de cinq à six cents kilos de restaurant en restaurant, s’arrêtant devant chaque établissement juste le temps de moudre un air.

Il est difficile de s’imaginer existence plus désespérement monotone, pour, après six jours d’un labeur épuisant, par tous les temps, arriver à gagner péniblement une livre sterling.

Et ils sont environ un millier comme cela à Londres.
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Le mendiant, nous l’avons démontré, doit, pour éviter de tomber sous le coup de la loi, faire figure de commerçant ou d’artiste . . . Piètre figure en vérité et que ne trompe personne!

Nous venons de voir à l’œuvre le musicien ambulant; passons maintenant au «dessinateur de trottoir».

Les trottoirs de Londres sont pour la plupart formés de larges dalles en pierre sur lesquelles notre homme, à l’aide de crayons de couleur trace des potraits, des natures mortes, des paysages violemment teintés.

Ce genre «d’artistes» n’existe, croyons-nous, nulle part ailleurs en Europe. Comme les musiciens, ils sont censés travailler pour amuser le public. Aussi l’exercice de leur «profession» ne constitue-t-il pas, techniquement parlant, une infraction à la loi.

Le «dessinateur de trottoir» est à son poste depuis 9 heures du matin jusqu’à la nuit.

Il commence par exécuter raidement trois ou quatre tableaux représentant le Roi, le Premier ministre, un coucher de soleil, un effet de neige, ou bien encore des fruits, des fleurs, etc., puis il s’assied à même le sol et tend la main.

Quelquefois, comme le joueur de piano-orgue, il a recours aux bons offices d’un ami pour faire circuler le chapeau dès qu’un nombre suffisant de badauds s’est assemblé.

Il va sans dire que plus il aura l’air misérable, plus il incitera la pitié.

Aussi passe-t-il ses journées accroupi sur la pierre dure et froide. Un tabouret ou un pliant feraient trop «riche» et nuiraient à son succès.

Les mendiants, on le voit, doivent être quelque peu psychologues.

Comme bien on pense, les tableaux sont loin d’étre des chefs-d’œuvre. Certains d’entre eux feraient honte à un enfant de dix ans.

On a vu aussi de ces «artistes de trottoir» incapables d’apprendre à dessiner plus d’un seul sujet qu’ils reproduiront indéfiniment pendant des années.

L’existence de ces pauvres hères est aussi vide et aussi dénuée d’intérêt que celle des musiciens ambulants.

Ce métier peut rapporter parfois jusqu’à trois ou même quatre livres par semaine, mais il faut tenir compte des aléas. Il est impossible, par example, de dessiner sur le trottoir quand les dalles sont humides, si bien que, bon an mal an, le gain hebdomadaire ne dépasse pas une livre.

Mal vêtus, mal nourris, les «artistes de trottoir», exposés pendant des journées entières au vent et au froid, sont guettés par les rhumatismes ou la tuberculose pulmonaire qui, tôt ou tard, finiront par les terrasser.
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Examinons à présent le cas de ceux qui vendent, ou plutôt font semblant de vendre dans les rues des allumetes, des lacets de souliers, de la lavande, etc.

Le marchand d’allumettes doit acheter ses allumettes à raison de 25 centimes la boîte dont le prix de détail ne devra pas dépasser 50 centimes.

Marge intéressante, dira-t-on. A première vue peut-être, mais songeons que, pour gagner quinze francs par jour, minimum indispensable pour vivre à Londres, il faudrait vendre soixante boîtes. La chose est évidemment impossible et nos «commerçants», comme les musiciens des rues et les artistes de trottoir, ne sont que des mendiants déguisés, dont le sort est moins enviable encore que celui de ces derniers.

Par beau ou mauvais temps, il leur faut demeurer six jours par semaine immobiles, pendant huit ou dix heures sur le bord deu trottoir, à offrir leur marchandise d’une voix dolente.

Il n’est pas de métier moins intelligent ou plus avilissant.

Nul n’achète leurs allumettes, leurs lacets our leur lavande, mais de temps en temps un passant apitoyé depose une pièce de monnaie dans le petit plateau, suspendu à leur cou, qui leur sert d’étalage.

Soixante heures par semaine de cette corvée abrutissante leur rapporteront un peu plus de cent francs . . . juste de quoi ne pas mourir.

Restent ceux qui mendient ouvertement. Ils sont assez rares, car tôt ou tard ils se font prendre et font connaissance avec les prisons de Sa Majesté.

Exception est faite cependant pour les aveugles lesquels, par une sorte d’entente tacite, jouissent d’une immunité totale.
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Après avoir succinctement passé en revue les diverses formes qu’épouse la mendicité à Londres, jetons un coup d’œil sur la vie privée de ceux qui sont obligés, pour vivre, de faire appel à la charité.

Nombre de mendiants sont mariés et ont des enfants, sinon en totalité, du moins en partie à leur charge.

Par quel miracle subviennent-ils à leurs besoins? On ose à peine se le demander.

D’abord, le logement.

Le célibataire, sur ce point, est avantagé en ce sens qu’il a la ressource de louer, pour quatre francs par nuit, un lit dans le dortoir d’un de ces logis pour pauvres qui pullulent dans les quartiers populeux.

L’homme marié, par contre, s’il veut vivre avec sa femme, devra se procurer une pièce à part qu’il paiera beaucoup plus cher.

Les règlements, en effet, qui régissent les lodging houses (logis pour pauvres), s’opposent à ce que des individus de sexe différent couchent, même dans des dortoirs séparés, sous le même toit.

Les autorités londoniennes, on le voit, ne plaisantent pas avec la morale.
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Les mendiants se nourrissent presque exclusivement de pain et de margarine arrosés de thé.

Il est rare qu’ils boivent de la bière ou toute autre boisson fermentée. La bière, en effet, coûte environ six francs le litre à Londres.

Le thé donc est leur unique stimulant. Ils en absorbent à toute heure du jour ou de la nuit, quand ils ont les moyens de s’en procurer.

Comme les chemineaux, les mendiants de Londres conversent entre eux dans une langue spéciale, sorte d’argot qui fourmille d’expressions étranges ayant trait surtout à leurs rapports avec la police.

Ils observant entre eux une certaine étiquette. Chacum a sur le trottoir son emplacement réservé que nul autre n’essaiera jamais d’usurper.

Aucun joueur d’orgue, aucun «artiste de trottoir», ne s’installera à moins de trente mètres d’un confrère.

Ce sont là règles reconnues rarement violées.

Leur grand ennemi est la police qui exerce sur eux un pouvoir quasi discrétionnaire. L’argent peut, quand il le veut, leur ordonner de circuler, ou même les arrêter si bon lui semble.

Que le tableau d’un «artiste de trottoir» lui paraisse indécent, que le joueur d’orgue s’aventure dans la rue d’un quartier «chic» où la musique est interdite, le représentant de la force publique a tôt fait de l’obliger à déguerpir.

Malheur au mendiant’s s’il résiste: la prison l’attend pour avoir «fait obstacle à un policeman dans l’accomplissement de son devoir».
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Il arrive parfois qu’un de ces malheureux tombe encore plus bas.

Malade, il n’a peut-être pas pu sortir et, par suite, gagner les quatre francs nécessaires à la location de son lit.

Or, les propriétairs de lodging houses n’accordent jamais de crédit.

Il faut donc, chaque soir, verser quatre francs ou se résigner à passer la nuit à labelle étoile.

Passer la nuit dehors n’a rien d’attrayant à Londres, surtout pour un pauvre diable mal nourri et en haillons.

Ajoutons qu’il est permis de dormir en plein air dans une seule artère de Londres.

Vous pouvez, si le cœur vous en dit, arpenter toutes les rues qu’il vous plaira pendant la nuit, vous asseoir même sur les marches d’un perron, au bord du trottoir ou partout ailleurs, mais il vous est interdit d’y dormir.

Si le policeman, au cours de sa ronde, vous truve endormi, son devoir est de vous réveiller.

On a constaté, en effet, qu’un homme endormi succombe plus facilement au froid qu’un homme éveillé, et l’Angleterre ne saurait tolérer qu’un de ses fils mourût dans la rue.

Donc, libre à vous de passer la nuit dans la rue, à condition toutefois que ce soit une nuit d’insomnie.

Mais, nous l’avons déjà dit, il existe une artère où les sans-logis ont le droit de dormir. Chose étrange, c’est le quai de la Tamise, a proximité du Parlement.

On trouve en cet endroit quelques bancs en fer où, chaque nuit, viennent s’installer de cinquante à soixante individus qui représentent la misère la plus atroce de la capitale.

Il fait cruellement froid au bord du fleuve, et leurs vêtements usés jusqu’à la corde et en lambeaux ne suffisent pas à les protèger contre les rigueurs de la température. Aussi, à défaut de couvertures, s’enveloppent-ils dans de vieux journaux.

Le sièges peu confortables, l’air glacé de la nuit n’invitent guère au sommeil, et cependant l’épuisement de ces malheureux est tel qu’ils arrivent quand même à dormir pendant peut-être une heure ou deux, serrés les unes contre les autres.

Il en est qui, depuis des dizaines d’années, n’ont connu qu’à de rares intervalles d’autres couches que les bancs du quai.

A tous ceux qui, visitant l’Angleterre, veulent connaître les dessous de notre apparente prospérité, nous conseillons d’aller vois ces habitués du quai de la Tamise, avec leurs haillons crasseux, leurs corps rongés de maladies, leurs visages hirsutes, vivantes critiques de ce Parlement à l’ombre duquel ils reposent.

E.-A. BLAIR.
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Traduit de l’anglais par Raoul Nicole.






93. ‘John Galsworthy’

Monde, 23 March 1929

«Né en 1867. Elevé à Harrow et à Oxford. Destiné au barreau mais n’ayant jamais plaidé, préférant la littérature aux lois.» Voilà qui pourrait être l’histoire de tout écrivain anglais poli et cultivé. Des nouvelles à forme d’épigrammes, des essais sur les peintres espagnols ou sur l’architecture baroque de l’Italie, ce sont là les produits habituels de ce genre de carrière.

Mais John Galsworthy est un écrivain d’une espèce entièrement opposée. Il n’y a rien chez lui de l’élégant gentleman-littérateur. C’est à la fois sa force et sa faiblesse de s’être moins intéressé à l’art qu’aux cruautés, aux injustices et aux folies de son temps et de son pays. Auteur d’environ 25 pièces de théâtre et de 25 romans et nouvelles, il est en tout premier lieu un moraliste et un philosophe social, Né lui-même dans l’upper middle class—la classe de riches bourgeois qui fournit à l’Angleterre la plupart de ses législateurs, de ses avocats, de ses officers de terre et de mer, ainsi que ses dilettantes et ses minor poets (ses petits poètes)—il a fait de cette classe la cible particulière de ses attaques. C’est là, en effet, que réside le thème de tout ce qu’il a écrit: le conflit entre les confortables philistins anglais et je ne sais quoi d’un grain plus fin, plus sensible, et moins viril qu’eux-mêmes. Rarement il n’a été que le conteur d’histoires.

Examinons d’abord ses romans. De toutes ses œuvres ce sont eux qui ont eu le moins de succès et la part des qualités ainsi que des défauts s’y fait le plus facilement. Le plus remarquable est sans conteste Le propriétaire (The man of Property) et nous pouvons lui en adjoindre plusieurs autres Le singe blanc (The white monkey), Chancery, etc., qui font suite. Le propriétaire est un portrait, admirablement conçu, d’une famille de grands bourgeois anglais, les Forsyte. Les Forsyte sont avocats, banquiers ou hommes d’affaires; tous formidablement riches et voyant leur fortune’s s’accroître avec constance. La caractéristique de ces gens est que toute la famille en est arrivée au stade où elle ne peut ni admettre ni s’inquiéter d’une chose, si ce n’est en tant que propriéte. Non seulement la terre, les maisons, les chemins de fer ou les animaux, mais même les êtres humains apparaissent à ces gens comme une propriéte. Leur unique souci dans la vie est d’acquérir et de défendre leur bien.

Une femme d’un autre monde, du camp adverse, entre dans cette famille,—une femme dépourvue du sens de la propriété. Un des Forsyte l’a épousée. Pour lui, son épouse, comme toute autre chose, est une portion de propriété. Il la garde, bien traitée, mais captive, comme un chien ou un cheval; et lorsqu’elle tombe amoureuse d’un autre homme, son mari exerce sur elle ses «droits» par la violence. Il estime que son geste est justifiable (puisque légal) et jusqu’à la fin de ses jours il n’arrivera pas à comprendre pourquoi elle lui en veut, et finalemente le quitte. Cette femme passe par la famille des Forsyte comme une influence étrangère et troublante; sa beauté excite l’instince de possession des hommes, et cependant ils sont incapables de la comprendre, et ne peuvent que la considérer comme une femme immorale. Elle est la faillite de toutes les lois de leur monde.

Ses autres romans aux sujets différents procèdent du même esprit. Dans tous nous voyons le caractère dur, courageux, dominateur et âpres au gain des Anglasi, en lutte avec quelque chose de plus faible et de plus sensible qu’eux-mêmes. Nous les voyons, ces bourgeois britanniques,—propriétaires, juges, policiers et soldats,—avec leur caractère fort et puissant; et on leur oppose des artistes, des penseurs, des femmes «déchues», des criminels, des faibles. Partuot c’est l’oppression du faible par le fort.

La maison de campagne (The country-house) et Les Freelands, contiennent des études sur les propriétés foncières et la question agraire en Angleterre. Une satire bien plus amère encore de la même question se dégage de l’Ille des Pharisiens (The Island pharisees). Dans Beyond (De l’autre côté), il est question d’une jeune Anglaise, idéaliste, généreuse mais bête, femme d’un artiste étranger. Ce tartiste est un homme doué d’une âme fine et sensible, mais fantasque. Le mari et la femme souffrent atrocement du fait de leur incompréhension mutuelle. Dans Fraternité nous voyons une collection de grands bourgeois cultivés et civilisés à grand’peine, et, à côte d’eux, les fils maltraités de la classe ouvrière qui sont nécessaires pour entretenir élevé le niveau de leur culture. Partout c’est la division entre ceux qui possèdent et ceux qui no possèdent pas, entre les oppresseurs et les opprimés.

John Galsworthy ne commet pas l’erreur d’attaquer les oppresseurs en tant qu’individus. Il vise le système et les habitudes d’esprit qui rendent l’oppression possible. Il est impartial et évite la satire à bon marché. Mais ses attaques ont une certaine amertume, un dégoût de la cruauté des hommes, dégoût qu’il ne prend pas la peine de déguiser. On sent chez lui un admirable et infatigable fanatisme.

Lorsqu’on a dit cela, on a peut-être fait des romans de John Galsworthy le plus grand éloge qu’on en puisse faire. On peut les admirer en tant que traités de morale et de sociologie; mais ce sont de médiocres romans. On ne saurait les comparer avec les meilleurs romans anglais d’hier et d’aujourd’hui. Ils ont peu d’intrigue, rien que des «situations» et ordinairement celles-ci sont échafaudées artificiellement, sans que l’auteur songe à la vraisemblance. Les personnages, qui sont toujours des types plutôt que des individus, sont flous et peu convaincants. Il n’y a pas de caractère réellement développé et chacun des personnages est le même du commencement à la fin. Le dialogue, qui devrait constituer la partie la plus significative est presque toujours faible. Et l’humour est malheureusement absent.

Il faut noter toutefois que le roman «à thèse»—le roman qui vise à être le portrait et la critique de la vie contemporaine plutôt qu’une simple histoire—n’a eu en Angleterre qu’un règne court et, comme nous le constatons ici, peu glorieux. Parmi les jeunes écrivains anglais la tradition que veut qu’un artiste soit exclusivement ou avant tout un moraliste est définitivement morte. Elle exista pendant quelques lustres et donna à l’Angleterre Bernard Shaw, H. G. Wells, Galsworthy lui-même, et quelques autres, mais elle ne fit jamais naître une œuvre de première grandeur. Les romans de Galsworthy, qui paraissaient admirables il y a quelque vingt ans, n’ont pas tenu et ils «datent» fâcheusement. Notre jugement sur eux doit être qu’ils n’ont pas réalisé les promesses du Propriétaire, comparé jadis avec Anna Karéninè. Imagine-t-on quelqu’un en Europe distant cela ajourd’hui?

Et puis, si même nous nous bornons à considérer les romans de Galsworthy comme de l’histoire et de la critique sociale, ils ne sortiront pas victorieux de l’épreuve. Le manque d’humour, la perspective invariablement douloureuse, une sorte d’attitude absurde et surannée envers les femmes,—en un mot le sentimentalisme,—les étouffent. Ils ne sont pas, en fin de compte, un tableau authentique et convaincant de la vie. Sincères, oui, et ils n’ont jamais péché contre le bon goût ou les sentiments d’humanité, mais ils n’ont pas en eux l’étoffe qui saurait leur assurer une longue vie.

Mais si de ses romans, nous passons à son théâtre et à ses nouvelles, l’éloge de Galsworthy devient bien plus aisé. A la scène ses défaults principaux,—propagande toujours présente et invraisemeblance,—dérangement moins. La propagande n’est pas déplacée au théâtre et l’invraisemblance n’est guère remarquée grâce au jeu des acteurs. Les pièces de Galsworthy sont admirablement construites, et sa maîtrise de la technique théâtrale est grande. Le dialogue, si faible dans les romans, se fait ici facile et convaincant. Le sens moral n’est jamais déguisé, mais il a l’avantage d’être dépourvu de ces fatigants discours à la manière de Shaw. Le conflit entre les faibles et les forts, les sensibles et ceux qui ne le sont pas, en un mot le fond même de tous les écrits de Galsworthy tend au drame, et donne naissance à des pièces vivantes et puissantes.

La plus connue, et sans doute la meilleure, est Justice. Nous y voyons un jeune clerc, mou et sensible, escroquer de l’argent pour fuir avec la femme qu’il aime. Il est pris et conadamné à quatre ans de prisoni. L’auteur nous montre ses tourments dans l’atroce système pénitentiaire anglais. Nul ne lui veut de mal—le juge, le gouverneur de la prison et jusqu’à sa victime,—tous ont pitié de lui: mais il a commis un crime contre la société et, comme ils disent, il doit en porter les conséquences. Sorti de prison, il est stigmatisé pour la vie. Il a expié sa faute, mais cela ne l’aide guère. Finalement, il se tue. Dans cette pièce les scènes de prison sont finement conçues et portent la marque d’une haine non déguisée de l’abominable torture qu’est la détention solitaire. Une scène muette, notamment, est très impressionnante, où le prisonnier frappe comme un fou sur la porte d’airain pour rompre l’horrible silence de la geôle.

Presque toutes ses pièces ont des thèmes sociaux. Dans Le Pigeon, nous voyons une jeune fille aux idées élevées refusant d’exécuter les travaux avilissants que lui offre la société, et qui voit dans la prostitution la seule échappatoire à ses corvées. Mais en présence de la réalité elle se jette dans la Tamise; sauvée par la police elle est poursuivie pour tentative de suicide. Dans Silver Box (la boîte d’argent) et le Fils ainé (The eldest son) on nous démontre, de la manière la plus forte, les différences de traitement du riche et du pauvre dans des circonstances analogues. Dans Silver Box, un jeune «fils de famille» vole le porte-monnaie d’une prostituée. Il est ivre au moment donné, et commet son vol dans un instant d’inconscience. Simultanément un pauvre diable, ivre également, et pareillement inconscient, vole un porte-cigarette en argent dans la maison du père du riche jeune homme. Tous les deux sont poursuivis. Le «fils de famille» explique qu’il avait bu trop de champagne; on le relâche avec un sourire et une admonestation. Le pauvre allègue aussi l’état d’ivresse dans lequel il se trouvait et déclare que c’est là la cause de son vol. On lui dit que, loin d’être une excuse, cela constitue une aggravation de sa faute et on le met en prison. Dans le Fils ainé, nous voyons un riche propriétaire foncier, tout imbu des principes de la plus rigide morale, brusquement forcé d’envisager le mariage de son fils avec une femme de chambre que celui-ci a rendue mère. Son respect de la morale fond soudain, à l’idée d’une mésalliance. Strife (lutte), autre pièce bien connue de Galsworthy, est la description d’une grande grève dans une usine. Le développement d’une lutte ardue mais en fin de compte inefficiente a des rapports avec certains descriptions de Zola dans Germinal.

Il faut noter,—et c’est un tribut dû à l’habileté technique de John Galsworthy dramaturge,—qu’en général ses pièces ont eu du succès. Tandis qu’en Angleterre la plupart des drames sont de la trivialité la plus vulgaire, il nous faut rendre hommage au mérite d’un écrivain de que les pièces peuvent être à la fois populaires et sérieuses. Il n’est pas douteux que Justice et Evasion (Escape) (une récente pièce de Galsworthy traitant également de la vie de prison) on teu, sur le meilleur de l’opinion anglaise, un effet appréciable.

De même que ses pièces, les nouvelles de Galsworthy s’élèvent sensiblement au-dessus du niveau anglais habituel. Dans ce dernier genre, où ses compatriotes n’excellèrent jamais, il a donné quelques kœuvres remarquables. Un Stoicien, l’histoire d’un homme malhonnête mais sympathique et qui trouve une mort comparable à celle de Pétrone l’Arbitre, ou le Pommier (The Apple tree) une histoire d’amour, comptent certainement parmi les meilleurs d’entre elles. Elles survivront plus probablement qu’aucun de ses romans.

Combien de temps, demande-t-on, l’œuvre de Galsworthy pourra-t-elle durer? Dans cent ans, se le rappellera-t-on ou l’aura-t-on oublié?

Il sera peut-être oublié, mais, somme toute, qu’importe? De nombreuses raisons fondent notre admiration pour lui. Sans doute est-il un sentimental, il est probable aussi que le véritable génie créateur lui fasse défaut et qu’il a trop été un auteur à thèse, préoccupé surtout de problèmes de son temps. Mais c’est un homme sincère et désintéressé dont la protestation contre la cruauté et l’ineptie a été des plus fortes. Son influence n’a donc pu être qu’heureuse. Soyons-lui reconnaissants de sa sincérité, parceque après tout, il n’est même pas si facile que cela d’être sincère. Bien des écrivains d’un talent plus grand que le sien, l’ont employé à de bien moins bonnes fins.

E.-A. BLAIR




94. ‘Comment on exploite un peuple: L’Empire britannique en Birmanie’

Le Progrès Civique, 4 May 1929

A propos des troubles récents qui se sont produits l’Inde, nous avons demandé à notre collaboratdeur, M. E. A. Blair, dont nos lecteurs ont pu apprécier les enquêtes sur la «Grande misère de l’ouvrier britannique», de bien vouloir nous dire quelques mots sur les causes de l’effervescence qui, depuis plusieurs années déjà, règne dans la péninsule et menace de s’étendre à l’Indochine anglaise.

M. E. A. Blair, qui a longtemps habité la Birmanie, a écrit pour nous l’intéressant article qu’on va lire, où l’on verra les méthodes employées par l’Empire britannique pour s’assurer la part du lion dans ses colonies asiatiques.

La Birmanie est située entre l’Inde et la Chine. Ethnologiquement, elle appartient au groupe indochinois.

Trois fois plus étendue que l’Angleterre et le Pays de Galles, elle possède une population d’environs 14.000.000 d’habitants, dont 9.000.000 à peu près sont des Birmans.

Le reste est représenté par d’innombrables tribus mongoles qui ont, à diverses époques, émigré des plateaux de l’Asie centrale, et aussi par des Hindous venus depuis l’occupation anglaise.

Les Birmans sont bouddhistes; les tribus sauvages pratiquent diverses sortes de paganisme.

Pour pouvoir converser dans leur langue avec les peuples d’origines diverses qui habitent la Birmanie, il faudrait connaître cent vingt idiomes ou dialectes différents.

Ce pays, dont la population n’atteint pas en densité un dixième de celle de l’Angleterre, est un des plus riches qui soient. Il regorge de richesses naturelles qu’on commence seulement à exploiter.

Ses forêts abondent en arbres dehaute futaie, propres à fournir d’excellents matériaux de construction.

On y trouve de l’étain, du wolfram, du jade, des rubis. Et ce sont là les moindres de ses ressources.

Il produit, d’ores et déjà, 5% du pétrole mondial, et ses réserves sont loin d’être épuisées.

Mais sa plus grande source de richesse, celle qui nourrit de 80 à 90% de la population, est représentée par ses rizières.

Dans tout le bassin de l’Irouaddi qui traverse la Birmanie du Nord au Sud, on cultive le riz.

Au Sud, sur l’immense delta où l’Irouaddi dépose chaque année des tonnes de vase alluviale, le sol est d’une fertilité incroyable.

Les récoltes, remarquables par leur quantité et leur qualité, permettent à la Birmanie d’exporter du riz dans l’Inde, au Japon, en Europe et jusqu’en Amérique.

En outre, les sautes de température sont moins fréquentes et moins brusques que dans l’Inde.

Grâce à d’abondantes pluies, surtout dans le Sud, la sécheresse est inconnue, la chaleur n’est jamais excessive. Aussi le climat dans son ensemble peut-il être considéré comme un des plus salubres qui soient sous les tropiques. Si l’on ajoute que les paysages birmans sont d’une beauté exceptionnelle, avec leurs larges fleuves, leurs hautes montagnes, leurs forêts éternellement verdoyantes, leurs fleurs aux couleurs chatoyantes, leurs fruits merveilleux, l’expression «Paradis terrestre» monte tout naturellement aux lèvres.

Dans ces conditions, peut-on s’étonner de ce que les Anglais aient depuis longtemps cherché à se l’annexer?

En 1820, ils s’emparèrent d’une vaste étendue de territoire. Ils répétèrent l’opéraration en 1825 et, finalement, en 1882, le drapeu de l’Union flottait sur la presque totalité du pays.

Certains districts montagneux, dans le Nord, habités par des peuplades sauvages, avaient jusqu’à ces temps derniers échappé aux convoitises britanniques, mais ils tendent de plus en plus à subir le même sort que le reste du pays, grâce au procédé désigné par euphémisme: «pénétration pacifique» ce qui, en langage clair, se traduit par: «annexion pacifique».

Le but de cet article n’est pas de critiquer ou d’approuver cette manifestation de l’impérialisme britannique; bornons-nous à constater qu’elle est la conséquence logique de toute politique impérialiste.

Il sera beaucoup plus intéressant d’examiner les bons et les mauvais côtés de l’administration brittanique en Birmanie aux points de vue économique et politique.
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Voyons d’abord la politique.

Le gouvernement de toutes les provinces de l’Inde soumises à l’Empire britannique est nécessairement despotique, parce que seule la menace du sabre peut tenir en respect une population comprenant plusieurs millions de sujets.

Mais ce despotisme est latent. Il se dérobe aux regards sous un masque démocratique.

Le grande maxime des Anglais, quand il s’agit de gouverner un peuple oriental, est de «ne jamais faire faire à un Européen ce que peut faire un Oriental».

En d’autres termes: le pouvoir suprême demeure entre les mains des autorités brittaniques, mais les petits fonctionnaires, ceux qui exécutent les besognes administratives et doivent, de par leurs fonctions, se trouver en contact direct avec le peuple, se recrutent parmi les indigènes.

En Birmanie, par exemple, les magistrats de second plan, les policiers jusqu’au grade d’inspecteur exclusivement, les postiers, les employés du gouvernement, les édiles villageois, etc., sont des Birmans.

Au cours de ces dernières années, pour clamer les esprits et mettre un fein à une agitation nationalste qui commençait à devenir inquiétante, on décida même d’accepter la candidature d’indigènes instruits à divers postes importants.

Ce système, qui consiste à employer des indigènes comme fonctionnaires, présente un triple avantage.

En premier lieu, les indigènes sont moins exigeants en ce qui concerne leur rémunération que les Européens.

En second lieu, ils connaissent mieux que ceux-ci la mentalité de leurs compatriotes, ce qui leur permet de régler beaucoup plus facilement les questions litigieuses.

En troisième lieu, ils ont intérêt à se montrer loyaux envers un gouvernement qui les emploie et les nourrit.

Et de cette façon on maintient la paix en s’assurant la collaboratio étroit des classes instruites ou semi-instruites, dont le mécontentement risquerait de faire des leaders de rebelles.

Il n’en demeure pas moins que les Britanniques sont les maîtres du pays La Birmanie, comme chacune des provinces de l’Inde, bien un parlement—toujours la parade de la démocratie—mais ce parlement n’exerce en réalité presque aucun pouvoir.

Aucune mesure de quelque importance n’est de son ressort. Les députés sont pour la plupart des créatures du gouvernment, lequel ne manque pas de s’en servir pour étouffer dans l’œuf tout project de loi qui lui semble inopportun.

De plus, chaque province est dotée d’un gouverneur, nommé par l’Angleterre, et qui peut opposer à toute proposition qui lui déplait un veto aussi absolu que celui du président des Etats-Unis.

Cependant, bien que le gouvernement britannique soit, comme nous venons de le démontrer, essentiellement despotique, il n’est pas impopulaire.

Les Anglais construisent des routes et des canaux—dans leur propre intérêt bien entendu, mais les Birmans en profitent—ils créent des hôpitaux, ouvrent des écoles et veillent au maintien de l’order et de la sécurité publics.

Et puis les Birmans sont de simples paysans, occupés aux travaux de la terre. Ils n’ont pas encore atteint ce degré de développement intellectuel qui fait les nationalistes.

Leur village est leur Univers, et tant qu’on les laisse en paix cultiver leurs champs, ils se préoccupent fort peu de savoir si leurs maîtres sont de race blanche ou noire.

Comme preuve de cette apathie politique de la part des habitants de la Birmanie, il suffit de citer le fait que les forces militaires britanniques sont représentées en tout et pour tout par deux bataillons d’infanterie anglaise et environ dix bataillons hindous d’infanterie et de police montée.

Ainsi, 12,000 hommes armés, en majorité des Hindous, suffisent à tenir en respect une population de 14,000,000 d’âmes.

Les plus dangereux ennemis du gouvernement sont les jeunes gens des classes instruites. Si ces classes étaient plus nombreuses et vraiment instruites, peut-être pourraient-elles lever l’étendard de la révolte. Mais tel n’est pas le cas.

D’abord, parce que la grande majorité des Birmans se compose, nous l’avons vu, de paysans.

Ensuite, parce que le gouvernement britannique prend grand soin de ne donner au peuple qu’une instruction sommaire, presque inutile, tout juste suffisante pour des employés, des fonctionnaires en sous-ordre, des petits clercs d’hommes de loi et autres travailleurs non manuels.

On se garde bien d’enseigner des métiers ou des industries. Cette règle observée dans l’Inde entière a pour but d’empêcher l’Inde de devenir un pays industriel susceptible de concurrencer l’Angleterre.

On peut donc avancer qu’en règle générale, tout Birman vraiment érudit a fait ses études en Angleterre et que, par suite, il appartient à la catégorie fort peu nombreuse des gens aisés.

Donc, faute de classes instruites, l’opinion publique, qui pourrait pousser à la rébellion contre l’Angleterre, est inexistante.
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Envisageons à présent la question économique. Là encore nous trouvons les Birmans en général trop ignorants pour bien comprendre la manière dont on les traite et, par suite, témoigner du moindre ressentiment.

Pour le moment, d’ailleurs, ils n’ont pas, économiquement, trop souffert.

Il est vrai que les Britanniques se sont emparés des mines et des puits à pétrole. Il est vrai qu’ils contrôlent l’exploitation forestière. Il est vrai que des intermédiaires de tout acabit: courtiers, meuniers, exportateurs, ont réalisé, grâce au riz, des fortunes colossales, dont n’a profité en aucun cas le producteur, c’est-à-dire le paysan.

Il est vrai aussi que les affairistes, qui se sont enrichis dans le négoce du riz, du pétrole, etc., ne contribuent pas comme ils le devraient au bien-être du pays, que leur argent, au lieu d’aller grossir, sous forme de taxes, les revenus locaux, s’évade vers l’Angleterre et se dépense là-bas.

Il est vrai, pour appeler les choses par leur nom, que les Britanniques volent la Birmanie et la pillent sans vergogne.

Mais, répétons-le, les Birmans s’en aperçoivent à peine, quant à présent. Leur pays est si riche, leur population si disséminée, leurs besoins, comme ceux de tous les Orientaux, se réduits, qu’ils n’ont pas conscience d’être exploités.

Le paysan qui cultive son lopin de terre vit à peu près comme ses ancêtres au temps de Marco Polo. Il peut, s’il le désire, acheter des terrains vierges dans des conditions raisonnables.

Certes, il mène une existence laborieuse, mais à tout prendre, example de soucis.

La faim, le chômage sont pour lui des mots vides de sens. Il y a du travail, de la nourriture pour tout le monde. Pourquoi se tracasser inutilement?

Mais, et c’est là le point important, le Birman commencera à souffrir quand se sera évanouie une grande partie des richesses de son pays.

Déjà, quoique la Birmanie se soit, dans une certaine mesure, développée depuis la guerre, le paysan y est plus pauvre qu’il y a vingt ans.

Il commence à sentir le poids d’impôts fonciers, dont ne le compense pas le produit accru de ses récoltes.

les salaires de l’ouvrier n’ont pas suivi la progression ascendante du coût de la vie.

Il faut en attribuer la cause à ce que le gouvernement britannique a laissé entrer librement en Birmanie de véritables hordes d’Hindous qui, venant d’un pays où ils mouraient littéralement de faim, travaillent pour presque rien et sont par suite, pour les Birmans, de redoutables concurrents.

Si l’on ajoute que la population s’accroit rapidement—au dernier recensement elle accusait dix millions de plus qu’il y a dix ans—il est facile de prévoir que, tôt ou tard, les Birmans, comme il arrive dans tous les pays surpeuplés, se verront dépossédés de leurs terres, réduits à l’état de semi-esclaves au service du capitalisme et auront par surcroît à souffrir du chômage.

Ils découvriront alors ce dont ils se doutent à peine à l’heure actuelle, à savoir: que tout ce qui constitue la richesse de leur pays: les puits, à pétrole, les mines, la mouture, la vente et l’exportation du riz, sont entre des mains britanniques.

Ils découvriront aussi leur incompétence enmatière industrielle dans un monde dominé par l’industrie.
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La politique britannique en Birmanie est la même que dans l’Inde.

Industriellement, l’Inde a été volontairement maintenue dans l’ignorance.

Elle ne produit pour ainsi dire que des objets de première nécessité, façonnés à la main. Les Hindous seraient bien incapables, par exemple, de fabriquer une automobile, un fusil, une pendule, une ampoule électrique, etc. Ils ne sauraient ni construire, ni gouverner un navire de haute mer.

En même temps, dans leurs rapports avec les Occidentaux, ils ont appris à ne plus pouvoir se passer de certains articles faits à la machine. Aussi les produits des usines anglaises trouvent-ils dans l’Inde, incapable de les fabriquer elle-même, un important débouché.

La concurrence étranger s’arrête devant une barrière infranchissable de tarifs douaniers prohibitifs. Dès lors, les usiniers anglais, n’ayant rien à redouter de ce chef, demeurent les maîtres absolus du marché et réalisent des bénéfices exorbitants.

Les Birmans n’ont pas encore trop souffert, avons-nous dit, mais parce qu’ils sont demeurés, dans leur ensemble, un peuple agricole avant tout.

Cependant, chez eux comme chez tous les Orientaux, le contact avec les Européens a créé le besoin, que ne connaissent pas leurs pères, des produits de l’industrie moderne. Il en résulte que les Anglais volent la Birmanie de deux façons:

En premier lieu, ils font main basse sur ses richesses naturelles; en second lieu, ils s’octroient le droit exclusif de lui vendre les produits manufacturés dont elle ne saurait plus se passer.

Et les Birmans sont ainsi, peu à peu, entrainés dans l’engrenage du capitalisme industriel, sans pouvoir jamais espérer devenir eux-mêmes des industriels capitalistes.

En outre, les Birmans, de même que tous les autres peuples de l’Inde, demeurent sous la tutelle de l’Empire britannique pour des considérations d’ordre militaire. Ils sont, en effet, incapables des construire des navires, de fabriquer des canons ou aucune des armes nécessaires à la guerre moderne, et, dans l’état actuel des choses, si les Anglais abandonnaient l’Inde, celle-ci ne ferait sans doute que changer de maîtres. Elle serait simplement envahie et exploitée par quelqu’autre puissance.

La domination britannique, dans I’Inde, repose essentiellement sur l’échange d’une protection militaire contre un monopole commercial, mais, comme je me suis efforcé de le démontrer, le marché est tout à l’avantage des Anglais dont le contrôle s’étend à tous les domaines.
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En résume, si les Anglais rendent incidemment quelques services à la Birmanie, ils les lui font payer très cher.

Jusqu’à présent, ils n’ont pas trop brimé les indigènes, parce que le besoin ne s’en est pas encore fait sentir. Les Birmans sont encore au début d’une période de transition que, de paysans agriculteurs, fera d’eux des employés au service de la grande industrie.

Leur situation peut se comparer à celle de n’importe quel peuple d’Europe au XVIIIe siècle, avec cette différence toutefois que les capitaux, le matériel d’exploitation, le savoir, la puissance nécessaires à leur commerce et à leurs industries, appartiennent exclusivement à des étrangers.

Ils se trouvent aussi placés sous la protection d’un despotisme qui les défend pour s’en servir, mais qui les abandonnerait sans scrupules s’ils cessaient de lui être utiles.

Leurs rapports avec l’Empire britannique sont ceux d’un esclave avec son maître.

Le maître est-il bon, est-il mauvais? Là n’est pas la question; constatons seulement que son autorité est despotique et, disons le mot: intéressée.

Si jusqu’ici les Birmans n’ont pas eu trop à se plaindre, un jour viendra où les richesses de leur pays ne subviendront plus que difficilement aux besoins d’une population sans cesse croissant.

C’est alors qu’ils pourront apprécier la reconnaissance du capitalisme envers ceux dont il a besoin pour subsister.

E.-A. BLAIR.


Traduit de l’anglais par Raoul Nicole.
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95. The (New) Adelphi


In August 1929 Orwell sent The Adelphi an article from Paris (see 87, 88), presumably with an eye to his return to England at the end of the year. He was to become indebted to the journal and to those who directed it for encouragement in the early stages of his career as a writer. He remained friends with its owner, John Middleton Murry (despite quite sharp differences of opinion), and Sir Richard Rees throughout his life, and with Max Plowman, who predeceased him, all of whom edited the journal at one time or another.

It was founded by Murry in June 1923 and was published as The New Adelphi from September 1927 to June–August 1930 (Vols. 1–3, No. 4); as The Adelphi (new series), October 1930 to 1955. Lewis (48) shows an issue featuring Orwell’s name on its cover. The Adelphi published about fifty contributions from Orwell, mainly reviews but including ‘The Spike,’ ‘A Hanging,’ and half a dozen poems.

John Middleton Murry (1889–1957) was nominally editor for some fourteen years but was intimately associated with the journal throughout its life. In the main, it reflected his interests, which were, in 1923, independent of the then dominant Bloomsbury group. He was successively a fervent disciple of D. H. Lawrence, an unorthodox Marxist, a pacifist, and a back-to-the-land farmer, all of which were proclaimed in editorials and articles. He also edited Peace News from July 1940 to April 1946. Despite his deeply entrenched pacifism (over which he and Orwell disagreed), they remained on good terms. On 7 March 1948, Orwell wrote to Dwight Macdonald that, to his surprise, ‘Middleton Murry has just renounced his pacifism & written a book (practically) demanding a preventive war against the USSR! This after writing less than 10 years ago that “Russia is the only inherently peaceful country”.’ The book was The Free Society (1948).

Sir Richard Rees (1900–1970) became Orwell’s joint literary executor, with Sonia Orwell. He had been an attaché at the British Embassy in Berlin, 1922–23, and Honorary Treasurer and Lecturer, London District of the Workers’ Educational Association, 1925–27. From October 1930 to 1937, he was editor of The Adelphi (1930–32 with Max Plowman) and introduced a more political and less self-consciously literary tone to its pages. He gave much encouragement to Orwell. Ravelston of Keep the Aspidistra Flying owes something to his generous nature. He was to partner Orwell in his farm on Jura, and he showed him much kindness to the end of his life. His George Orwell: Fugitive from the Camp of Victory (1961) gives some account of Orwell’s work published in The Adelphi (141–47); much of this is reprinted in Orwell Remembered (115–26), with part of a BBC interview. Among other books by Rees are For Love of Money: Studies in Personality and Essence (1960) and A Theory of My Time: An Essay in Didactic Reminiscences (1963). Orwell told Rees that when he was in Burma he had thought The Adelphi a ‘scurrilous rag’ and had used it for target practice; see Stansky and Abrahams, I, 186–87; Jack Common in Orwell Remembered, 139–40. See also Crick, 202–05, 212; Stansky and Abrahams, I, 229–31, 236–37; Shelden, 223–24; U.S., 203–04.

Max Plowman (1883–1941) worked on The Adelphi from 1929 until his death. He was Warden of the Adelphi Centre, 1938–41, an ardent supporter of the Peace Pledge Union from its foundation in 1934 and its General Secretary, 1937–38. His publications include Introduction to the Study of Blake, A Subaltern on the Somme, and The Faith Called Pacifism. He and his wife, Dorothy, remained friends of Orwell.

One of the writers introduced in The Adelphi by Rees was Jack Common (1903–1968), a worker from Tyneside, who also worked for the journal, first as a circulation pusher (from June 1930), then as assistant editor (from 1932) and co-editor (in 1935–36). He and Orwell became friends, and he stayed in Orwell’s Hertfordshire cottage when Orwell and his wife were in Marrakech. See Stansky and Abrahams, I, 247–48, and Orwell Remembered, 139–43.






96. Review of Herman Melville by Lewis Mumford

The New Adelphi, March–May 1930

This admirable book is rightly termed a biography, but its chief concern is to analyze Melville’s intellect—in Mr. Mumford’s words, “his ideas, his feelings, his urges, his vision of life.” Just enough detail is given to show the dismal quotidian round which enslaved Melville when his voyages were over. We see him as an overworked man of genius, living among people to whom he was hardly more than a tiresome, incomprehensible failure. We are shown how poverty, which threatened even when he was writing Moby Dick, infected him through nearly forty years with such loneliness and bitterness as to cripple his talents almost completely. Mr. Mumford does not allow this background of poverty to be forgotten; but his declared aim is to expound, criticize, and—unpleasant but necessary word—interpret.

It is just this aim which is responsible for the only large fault of the book. The criticism which sets out to interpret—to be at the deepest meaning and cause of every act—is very well when applied to a man, but it is a dangerous method of approaching a work of art. Done with absolute thoroughness, it would cause art itself to vanish. And therefore when Mr. Mumford is interpreting Melville himself—analyzing his philosophy and psychology, his religion and sexual life—he is excellent; but he goes on to interpret Melville’s poetry, and therein he is not so successful. For one can only ‘interpret’ a poem by reducing it to an allegory—which is like eating an apple for the pips. As in the old legend of Cupid and Psyche, there are times when it is wise to accept without seeking knowledge.

It follows that Mr. Mumford is least happy when he is dealing with Moby Dick. He is justly appreciative and nobly enthusiastic, but he has altogether too keen an eye for the inner meaning. He asks us, in effect, to take Moby Dick as an allegory first and a poem afterwards:—


Moby Dick . . . is, fundamentally, a parable on the mystery of evil and the accidental malice of the universe. The white whale stands for the brute energies of existence . . . while Ahab is the spirit of man, small and feeble, but purposive, that pits its puniness against this might, and its purpose against the blank senselessness of power . . .



That much no one will deny, but it was a pity that Mr. Mumford should pursue the allegory to the bitter end. Whaling, he continues, is the symbol of existence and livelihood, the common whales (as opposed to Moby Dick) are tractable nature, the crew of the Pequod are the races of mankind—and so forth. It is the old mistake of wanting to read too much between the lines. Here is an example of interpretation altogether too acute:—


In . . . Hamlet, an unconscious incest-wish incapacitates the hero for marriage with the girl he has wooed . . .



Very ingenious, one feels, but how much better not to have said it! One is reminded of the ghosts in Fielding’s underworld, who plagued Shakespeare for the meaning of “Put out the light, and then put out the light.” Shakespeare himself had forgotten—and in any case who cares what it meant? It is a fine line, let it go at that. And so with Moby Dick. It were much better to have discoursed simply on the form, which is the stuff of poetry, and left the “meaning” alone.

It has been necessary to mention this fault at some length, but it does not seriously spoil the book, because Mr. Mumford is concerned with Melville’s mind as a whole rather than his mere artistry. And for that purpose the analytical, interpretative method is the best. For the first time Melville’s strange and conflicting qualities are disentangled. He was, it is clear, a man as proud as Lucifer, raging against the gods like his own Ahab, and yet full of a native joy that made him embrace life even while he saw its cruelty. He was a kind of ascetic voluptuary, disciplined and (so far as one can discover) superhumanly chaste, and yet amorous of delightful things wherever he found them. More important than his strength, he had—what is implied in real strength—passionate sensitiveness; to him seas were deeper and skies vaster than to other men, and similarly beauty was more actual and pain and humiliation more agonizing. Who but Melville would have seen the beauty and terror of a ridiculous beast like a whale? And who else could have written scenes like the bullying of Harry in Redburn, or that shocking and ludicrous account of an amputation in White Jacket? Such things were done by a man who felt more vividly than common men, just as a kestrel sees more vividly than a mole.

The best chapters of Mr. Mumford’s book are those in which he relates Melville to his times, and shows how the changing spirit of the century made and marred him. It is evident that Melville owed much to American liberty—or, it may be, the tradition of liberty; the American wildness of spirit that showed itself, though so diversely, in Life on the Mississippi and Leaves of Grass. Melville lived a wretched life, and was generally poor and harassed, but at least he had an improvident youth behind him. He had not been bred, like so many Europeans, in respectability and despair. America before the Civil War may have been a rough place for a man of culture, but it was at any rate a hard country to starve in. Young men were not always tethered to safe jobs, and they could wander—how many American artists of the nineteenth century spent their youth, like Melville, in adventurous, irresponsible, ungenteel ways. Later, when industrialism was tightening its grip, something in Melville’s spirit wilted with the times. The country was being debauched by “progress,” scoundrels were prospering, leisure and free thought were declining—necessarily his joy and therefore his creative power waned in such years. But the older, freer America played a part in Moby Dick, and still more in the inimitable freshness of Typee and Redburn.

Such a book as this should do whatever criticism can for Melville’s reputation. Whoever is not queasy in the presence of strength will always love Melville, and the same kind of reader will salute Mr. Mumford’s book for its enthusiastic praise as well as for its discernment. It will not convert the doubtful (and what book ever does that?), but it can teach a great deal to Melville’s admirers, and will certainly persuade them to go further afield among his works than the two or three successes by which he is known.

E. A. BLAIR




97. Review of Alexander Pope by Edith Sitwell, The Course of English Classicism by Sherard Vines

The New Adelphi, June–August 1930

It is possible, and perhaps necessary, to divide all art into classical and romantic; to see as two separate things the trim formal garden of classicism, and the wild romantic jungle, full of stupendous beauty, and also of morasses and sickly weeds. And yet the two encroach, and claim neutral ground, so that sometimes it is hard to say which is jungle and which is garden. Something of the sort occurs in the two books under review. Both touch the same subject, and both are agreed on one point, namely, that Pope was a supreme poet—in some ways the supreme English poet; and yet they praise him for qualities which are not only different but mutually exclusive. Mr. Sherard Vines, as an upholder of the classical tradition, presents Pope as the high-water mark of classicism; Miss Sitwell, essentially a romantic, discovers romantic qualities in Pope, and praises him for those. They do agree, in a manner, about Pope, but they contradict one another on the fundamental principles of poetry.

Mr. Sherard Vines gives an admirable account of the main drift of classicism. He presents the classical mind as something at once strong and elegant, noble and moderate, simple and sophisticated. It will have as much beauty as you like, but no noise, no violent novelty, no exuberance, no mystification. All the assaults on eye, ear and fancy which from the romantic point of view are art, it regards simply as a kind of hitting below the emotional belt:

“‘Spell’ and ‘incantation,’ words that have crept into modern poetic, have nothing to do with the polite, they are merely Gothic. In Cato, a model of polite tragedy, there is no disturbing magic, but instead that rarer thing equilibrium, dearer to the mind of a Chinese sage than to superstitious England . . . It is indeed a perverse age that extols Hamlet and ignores Cato. . . .”

And again:

“Music has its own way of being efficient, and poetry quite another way. When they approach, it is not along the path imagined by quasi-mystical theorists, but on the broad trysting ground, the Hyde Park, may we say, of opera and oratorio. . . .”

This is the reply churlish to all romantic poetry. Mr. Sherard Vines is perforce hard on Shakespeare, and very rude indeed to Shelley, Coleridge and Wordsworth; he could not be otherwise, for from the classical point of view these writers broke all the rules, and their gift was largely of music, which is the foe of elegance. Poetry therefore, as Mr. Sherard Vines sees it, is a thing of wit, grandeur and good sense, not of “magic” and seductive sounds; and Pope, the “unfailingly efficient” poet, who made no high flights and no lapses, is its supreme exponent.

But turn to Miss Sitwell, and we are back immediately to the spells and incantations. This is how Miss Sitwell approaches the subject of technique:

“The poet feels the poem in the palm of his sensitive hands, understanding its exact weight . . . letting the poem grow in his veins . . . the poet knows, through his sensitive hands, the difference between the sea-cold marble of the Ode, with all its divine variation of ivy-dark veins (cold as the satyrine forests)—veins, with the shape of the Aegean waves within them, veins full of the light—the difference between this and the hot velvet petals of that rose the lyric. . . .”

This is not, so to say, classical talk. So far from frowning upon “magic,” Miss Sitwell comes to Pope for the same enchantment as one finds in people like Francis Thompson or Gerard Manley Hopkins. She classes Pope with Shakespeare, Shelley and Coleridge—she even likens The Dunciad to The Ancient Mariner, whereas all Mr. Sherard Vines says about The Ancient Mariner is that it “recounted improbable things of an albatross.” And poetry, she says, is not to be valued primarily for its subject matter, nor even for metrical form, but for “texture”; that is for the music, with its vast inexplicable power of pleasing or disgusting, contained in the mere impact of one syllable on another.

As a general proposition most people will agree with this, but it is disconcerting to see a writer like Pope praised chiefly for his music. Miss Sitwell is almost a fanatic in prosody; she is so minute in her examination, so sensitive to “the thick, muffled dull thud of the alliterating M’s,” and the “appalling deafening blows caused by the alliterative B’s,” and so forth, that she forgets sometimes that even melodious verse must not be hackneyed in sentiment. She will tell you for instance that such a passage as


’Twas now the time when Phoebus yields to Night,

And rising Cynthia casts her silver light,

Wide o’er the world in solemn pomp she drew

Her airy chariot, hung with pearly dew.



has “an exquisite lightness,” not noticing, apparently, that it has also an insufferable staleness and obviousness. And she finds a kind of hell-born inspiration in the very ordinary couplet,


So watchful Bruin forms, with plastic care

Each growing lump, and brings it to a bear



One is not accusing Miss Sitwell of exaggeration; discovering vast musical profundities in Pope, naturally she proclaims them. But when one sees such phrases as “terrible trumpet scream of rage,” “smoky and appalling beauty,” and the like, applied to Pope’s urbane lines, one begins to wonder whether there is not something in the classical, non-musical view of poetry.

Thus, between the classicist who admires Pope because he was not like Shakespeare, and the romantic who thinks he was like Shakespeare you are left in doubt. And yet, however sound are the classical arguments, what man of spirit will relinquish his Shakespeare? One remembers too that even the classical rules are only provisional. There is a passage in Mr. Sherard Vines’ book in which he declares that Shakespeare’s use of “lads” in “golden lads and lasses” stamps him for a romantic—the proper classical word being “youths”; and it seems that other authorities say, on the contrary, that “lads” is classical and “youths” romantic; which shows how much hair-splitting is sometimes needed to define what is classical and what is not. And then it appears that Ossian, who is manifestly not classical, was accepted as such by some of his contemporary critics. And Mr. Sherard Vines says that Fuseli was classical, if not of the purest breed; but Fuseli, one remembers, was the only man Blake ever knew who did not almost make him spew—that is, was admired by the high priest of romanticism. So, even in the formal garden, the jungle encroaches.

It remains to be added that Mr. Sherard Vines has performed a difficult feat in treating such a large and crowded subject adequately in small space. Miss Sitwell’s life of Pope is distinguished by her warm-hearted defence of the poet against all his detractors. Her English is queer and, one must add, precious, but there is a charm in her love of sonorous words for their own sake. Her book is finely printed, with some interesting illustrations.

E. A. BLAIR




98. Review of Angel Pavement by J. B. Priestley

The Adelphi, October 1930

Abandoning provincial life, Mr. Priestley has turned his attention to London, in a novel about one Mr. Golspie, an able rogue who descends upon a struggling city firm, quietly ruins it, and vanishes. The intention, more or less explicit, is to set forth the romance of London, to make a pattern of beauty from the eventless, dismal lives which interlace in a city office. Abandon, says Mr. Priestley in effect, all your sneering about industrial civilisation. Remember that these clerks and typists who look so unpleasantly like ants as they stream over London Bridge at the rush hour, these clerks whom you in your superiority despise—they too are human—they too are romantic. And thus far, who will contradict him? Clerks are men and brothers, and fit material for art—applause, therefore, to the writer who can use them.

But unfortunately, a novelist is not required to have good intentions but to convey beauty. And when one has finished applauding Mr. Priestley’s effort to make clerks and typists interesting, one must add that the effort does not, even for a single page, come off. It is not that he writes ineptly, or is lumpishly dull, or consciously plays for cheap effects; it is simply that his writing does not touch the level at which memorable fiction begins. One compares these six hundred competent pages (and one must make the comparison, after all that has been said of Mr. Priestley) with other novels of London; with Mr. Arnold Bennett in Riceyman Steps, with Conrad in The Secret Agent, with Dickens in Bleak House; and one wonders incredulously whether anyone has really mistaken Mr. Priestley for a master. His work has no damning faults, but neither has it a single gleam of beauty, nor any profundity of thought, nor even memorable humour; the book is simply a middle article spun out to six hundred pages, with all the middle article’s high spirits and conscientious wit, and the same utter lack of anything intensely felt or profitably conveyed.

“Warwick’s restaurant . . . might have been French or Italian or even Spanish or Hungarian; there was no telling; but it was determinedly foreign in a de-nationalised fashion, rather as if the League of Nations had invented it.”

“. . . the bus stopped by the dark desolation of Lord’s cricket ground, swallowed two women who were all parcels, comic hats, and fuss (a sure sign this that Christmas was near, for you never saw these parcel-and-comic-hat women at any other time) and rolled on . . .”

The point about these two extracts is that they are as good as anything in Angel Pavement; there are thousands of sentences like them, seldom worse, never better, never going deeper than this beneath the skin of things. And yet consider what themes Mr. Priestley is handling in this shallow and sprightly way! A cunning business swindle, dinner parties in an Earl’s Court maisonette, squabbles in a Stoke Newington villa, a hospital deathbed, an attempted murder, a projected suicide! One imagines what these things might have become in other hands. One imagines, for example, Conrad brooding in his own sombre way over Turgis, the pimply and lovesick clerk; or Hardy describing the scene in which Turgis, intending suicide, has not a shilling for the gas meter; or Mr. H. G. Wells, in his earlier manner, reporting the conversations of Mr. Pelumpton, the boozy second-hand broker; or Mr. Bennett upon the women’s hostel where incipient old maids starved for adventure. But one does not get what these writers would have given, nor anything resembling it more closely than London draught beer resembles beer made with hops. What one does get is six hundred pages of middle article, quite readable and quite forgettable, with—when the plot calls for intense feeling—something like this:

“He sat there in a dream ecstasy of devotion, in which remembered kisses glittered like stars.”

When a novel lacks the indefinable, unmistakable thing we call beauty, one looks in it for sound delineation of character, or humour of situation, or verbal wit. But one looks in vain in Angel Pavement—Mr. Priestley can be clever, but he cannot be in any way memorable. All his characters—Mr. Dersingham the incompetent business man, Mr. Golspie the adventurous rogue, Miss Matfield the bored typist, Mr. Smeeth the desiccated accountant—are alike in their unreality, mere attenuated ghosts from the pages of Mr. Hugh Walpole and Mr. Arnold Bennett. All the dialogue is the same in this, that being neither incredible nor unreadable, it is not funny and has not the compelling semblance of life. All the analysis, the reflections, are alike in the ease with which they are understood, and, having been understood, are forgotten. Even the observation is suspect. Towards the end of the book there is an account of a game of bridge, and the account contains two errors which would never have been made by a careful observer. It is a small point, but it confirms the general impression that Mr. Priestley’s work is written altogether too easily, is not laboured upon as good fiction must be—not, in the good sense of the phrase, worked out.

One would not thus assail a competent and agreeable novel, if Mr. Priestley had not been so extravagantly praised. He has been likened, absurdly, to Dickens, and when a novelist is likened to Dickens one must stop and ask the reason. Is it not a safe guess that Mr. Priestley owes his popularity to his frank optimism? In Angel Pavement, it is true, he deals with gloomy subjects, but by implication—by his manner of writing—he is as cheerful as ever. He is not a professional backslapper, but he can be quoted by such, and to some of them, probably, he appears as a champion against those gloomy and obscene highbrows who are supposed to be forever corrupting English literature. It is for this reason that such a blatantly second-rate novelist has been likened to Dickens, the great master of prose, psychology and wit. Once this absurd praise is discounted, we can salute Mr. Priestley for the qualities which he really possesses, and take Angel Pavement for what it is; an excellent holiday novel, genuinely gay and pleasant, which supplies a good bulk of reading matter for ten and sixpence.

E. A. BLAIR




99. To Max Plowman

24 October 1930 Handwritten

3 Queen St Southwold Suffolk

Dear Mr Plowman,

Thanks very much for your postcard. I should like very much to review something for the December Adelphi, but I don’t know of any especial book I should prefer, as I can’t, in this place, get hold of lists of forthcoming books. Please send me whatever you think suitable. The one mentioned by you (Storm Jameson’s “The Decline of Merry England”) sounds interesting, but if it is too historical it might be above my head. However, I leave that to you.

When we met in London you said something about wanting that other article1 which you have of mine made shorter. If you want that done, perhaps you will send it to me, & I will attend to it. But if you find after all that you cannot use the article, I should like it back, as I might be able to send it elsewhere.

Yours sincerely

Eric A. Blair




100. To Max Plowman

1 November 1930 Handwritten

3 Queen St Southwold Suffolk

Dear Mr Plowman

Thank you very much for the copy of the Adelphi, which I found an interesting one. I see that Mr Murry says in his article, “Because orthodox Christianity is exceedingly elaborate, it presents a greater appearance of unity than (childish superstition)”. I know this is so, but the why is beyond me. It is clear that the thicker the fairy tales are piled, the more easily one can swallow them, but this seems so paradoxical that I have never been able to understand the reason for it. I don’t think Roger Clarke in his article on Sex & Sin gets to [the] very bottom of the question. He says rightly that the “spiritual love” stuff fixes the desires on something unattainable, & that this leads to trouble. The point he doesn’t bring out is that the “sinful lust” stuff also fixes it on something unattainable, & that attempts to realise the impossible physical desire are even more destructive than attempts on the spiritual side. Of course it is important to teach boys that women like Esther Summerson1 don’t exist, but it is just as important, & far harder, to teach them that women like the Vie Parisienne illustrations2 don’t exist. Perhaps the writer had not the space to bring this out thoroughly. You will, I know, forgive my troubling you with my reflections, as I was interested by the questions raised.

Thanks very much for the books. I find the novel3 well enough, the Cayenne book4 interesting, though it is almost certainly exaggerated. The book on Bodley5 is more solid stuff, but I don’t know that it is the kind of thing you would care to use much space on. What I suggest is doing about 1000 words altogether on the three, either in one article or separately as you prefer. I think they are worth mentioning, but not worth more than 1000 words between them. Would this do? If so, I can let you have the review in about 10 days. If you don’t think it worthwhile, I will send the books back.

I enclose the other article, reduced to 3500 words.6 Thank you for giving my M.Sº to Mr Murry. I hope he understands that there is no hurry & I don’t want to be a nuisance to him.

Yours sincerely

Eric A. Blair




101. Review of The Horrors of Cayenne by Karl Bartz; translated by Beatrice Marshall

The Adelphi Supplement, December 1930

This is an account of his experiences by a German who spent fourteen years as a convict in the French penal settlement of Cayenne. Some of the incidents are almost certainly exaggerated, but one can accept the book as a genuine document in the main, because any fabricator would have written it with more art. It is a naive catalogue of horrors. The prisoners of Cayenne, it seems, pass their lives in beast-like toil on the plantations, under the command of warders whose mere word can send them to sixty days’ solitary confinement, and whose favour they have to buy with gifts of stolen property. The food and quarters are not fit for cattle, and fighting and homosexual vice are the only consolations of the prisoners. Many of them try to escape into Dutch Guiana, but they rarely succeed, because the jungles are thronged by negroes who receive ten francs for any fugitive’s head. Only a few men manage to live out their sentences, save money, and set up small plantations of their own; the majority die of tropical diseases, hastened by the vile condition of the prisons. The author was transported because, being a German soldier in the Foreign Legion, he mutinied at the outbreak of war. It is a pity he does not mention a fact which should be better known than it is, namely that the French sent not only mutineers but also many conscientious objectors to Cayenne. At the end of the war the government refused to pay their passage home, with the result that some were there as late as 1929. This book, crudely set down and probably improved by the translation, cannot be called an able piece of work; but as a first-hand account of one of the by-products of civilisation, it is well worth reading.

E. A. B.





[image: Penguin Walking Logo]


1931






102. To Max Plowman

Monday, [12 January 1931] Handwritten lettercard; dated from postmark

[Postmark, Golders Green. N.W.11.1]

Dear Mr Plowman,

Thanks very much for your letter. I am in & about London at present, but when I get home I will send that article & you can have a look at it.2 I didn’t in any case suppose that you could use it yet awhile, but I thought if you liked it you might like to keep it by you. As to the review, I cannot of course let you pay for it. It was a poor piece of work, & that should be an end of it.

As to those books, I should like very much to have a try at the Carlyle book.3 You ask what kind of thing I like reviewing. If you ever get any book (fiction or travel stuff) on India, or on low life in London, or on Villon, Swift, Smollett, Poe, Mark Twain, Zola, Anatole France or Conrad, or anything by M. P. Shiel or W. Somerset Maugham, I should enjoy reviewing it. Please excuse a post office pen.4

Yours sincerely

Eric A. Blair




103. Review of The Two Carlyles by Osbert Burdett

The Adelphi, March 1931

This discerning, quietly able book deals chiefly with Carlyle’s married life, but it is also an acute study of his intellect. It should greatly help the general reader to get Carlyle’s large vague renown into focus.

Mr. Burdett sums up Carlyle, finally, as an egoist, and on the literary side it is perhaps just to call him that fairly subtilised form of egoist, an orator. Only a historian, of course, can judge his historical work; but if we test him by Heroes and Hero-Worship—and that is fair, for it was his creed, and done in his best period—we find nothing better than oratory. There are fine panegyrics in it, fine adjectives—adjectives which, living a strange life of their own, give an air of profundity—but no real depth of thought. It is only a splendid vestment of words, draped about a few worn, rather mean ideas. Language apart, the whole purport of the book is this: that there exists some vast world-purpose, unquestionably good, and that great men (meaning successful men) are its instruments. The true Hero is the man who fights on the side of fate; a sort of Achilles in god-given armour, licensed to trample on mere mortals. Sincerity is the virtue we are bidden to admire in him; but we are also bidden to test his sincerity by his success. Nothing but the good prevails—and so, in the name of virtue vœ victis!


“I will allow a thing to struggle for itself in the world, with any sword or tongue or implement it has . . . very sure that it will, in the long run, conquer nothing which does not deserve to be conquered. What is better than itself, it cannot put away, but only what is worse.”



This means no more than vœ victis—woe to the creed that is not backed by machine guns! But the oratory arising from this text, those fine vague sermons on Mahommed and Luther and Cromwell, are another matter.

Clearly this Great Man cult of Carlyle’s was the symptom of egoism, of buried ambition. Mr. Burdett points out how Carlyle’s heroes grew more dominant, more grandiose, as he himself grew richer; he passed from Burns to Cromwell, from Cromwell to Frederick—from successful rebels to successful scoundrels. Briefly, his love of a conqueror, his gusto in battle scenes, was a sort of vicarious bullying. And yet one must not forget that it was unconscious egoism; there was a mysticism in his ugly creed. With his sense of a world-purpose (“the great deep law of the world”), he did feel that his conquering heroes served something noble, some scheme greater than their own. He had a feeling, half poetic, for the flowing of time and history; it is always at least latent in his work, and it produces his finest sentences. “The Merovingian kings, slowly wending on their bullock carts through the streets of Paris, with their long hair flowing, have all wended slowly on into Eternity.” It is a simple enough idea behind the words; and yet, what splendid words! A few passages such as this are the best justification of Carlyle’s opinions.

The other symptom of Carlyle’s egoism was his personal unhappiness. Even if one knew nothing of his life, one could not read ten of his pages without being struck by the ill-humour, the queer, wounding adjectives (“O seagreen Prophet”, and so forth), the instinctive sneer. At its worst (in his spiteful remarks about Lamb and Hazlitt, for instance, or that ugly whoop of triumph after the French defeats of 1870), his rancour suggests a man permanently soured by ill-luck. And yet Carlyle was not inevitably unhappy. His ill-health was not serious—at least, the “baleful Nessus shirt of perpetual pain” did not prevent him from living to eighty-six. His marriage was not unhappy in itself; it was merely the marriage of two unhappy people. And he was successful, even strikingly so, from early middle life onwards. The unhappiness of Mrs. Carlyle, sickly and childless, is much more understandable. Nevertheless, Carlyle was nearly always desperately unhappy, and to some extent the bitter tone of his work is a reflection of this.

“Clay in his blood, Calvinism in his head, dyspepsia in his stomach”, is Mr. Burdett’s diagnosis. He suggests that even Carlyle’s occasional championship of the poor came more from a desire to thump society than from benevolence. Spleen, of course, is the exact word for Carlyle’s peculiar temper; the spleen of the unconscious egoist, the denouncer of this and that, the discoverer of new sins. Consider the base, prying spite of this description of Marat, at the moment of Charlotte Corday’s entrance:


“Stewing in slipper bath; sore afflicted; ill of Revolution Fever,—of what other malady this History had rather not name. Excessively sick and worn, poor man; with precisely eleven-pence-halfpenny of ready money, in paper; with slipper bath; strong three-footed stool for writing on, the while; and a squalid—Washerwoman, one may call her. . . .”



It is really an occasion for pity rather than sneers. But some obscure spite moves Carlyle to damn Marat, and so he damns him, when the facts give out, by tricks of repetition, even by punctuation; every semi-colon is an insult. It will do, also, as an example of the strange impressiveness of Carlyle’s abuse. No one, surely, was ever such a master of belittlement. Even at his emptiest sneer (as when he said that Whitman “thought he was a big man because he lived in a big country”) the victim does seem to shrink a little. That again is the power of the orator, the man of phrases and adjectives, turned to a base use.

It should be added that almost half of Mr. Burdett’s book deals with the life of Carlyle and Jane Welsh before their marriage. Their love story, he says, was not an abnormal one, but it was unusual in being so well documented. As a revelation, therefore, of the frame of mind in which people get married, and of the astonishing selfishness that exists in the sincerest love, it is interesting. This book should appeal to many readers besides those specially interested in Carlyle.

ERIC BLAIR




104. ‘The Spike’1

The Adelphi, April 1931

It was late afternoon. Forty-nine of us, forty-eight men and one woman, lay on the green waiting for the spike to open. We were too tired to talk much. We just sprawled about exhaustedly, with home-made cigarettes sticking out of our scrubby faces. Overhead the chestnut branches were covered with blossom, and beyond that great woolly clouds floated almost motionless in a clear sky. Littered on the grass, we seemed dingy, urban riff-raff. We defiled the scene, like sardine-tins and paper bags on the seashore.

What talk there was ran on the Tramp Major of this spike. He was a devil, everyone agreed, a tartar, a tyrant, a bawling, blasphemous, uncharitable dog. You couldn’t call your soul your own when he was about, and many a tramp had he kicked out in the middle of the night for giving a back answer. When you came to be searched he fair held you upside down and shook you. If you were caught with tobacco there was hell to pay, and if you went in with money (which is against the law) God help you.

I had eightpence on me. “For the love of Christ, mate”, the old hands advised me, “don’t you take it in. You’d get seven days for going into the spike with eightpence!”

So I buried my money in a hole under the hedge, marking the spot with a lump of flint. Then we set about smuggling our matches and tobacco, for it is forbidden to take these into nearly all spikes, and one is supposed to surrender them at the gate. We hid them in our socks, except for the twenty or so per cent. who had no socks, and had to carry the tobacco in their boots, even under their very toes. We stuffed our ankles with contraband until anyone seeing us might have imagined an outbreak of elephantiasis. But it is an unwritten law that even the sternest tramp majors do not search below the knee, and in the end only one man was caught. This was Scotty, a little hairy tramp with a bastard accent sired by cockney out of Glasgow. His tin of cigarette ends fell out of his sock at the wrong moment, and was impounded.

At six the gates swung open and we shuffled in. An official at the gate entered our names and other particulars in the register and took our bundles away from us. The woman was sent off to the workhouse, and we others into the spike. It was a gloomy, chilly, limewashed place, consisting only of a bathroom and dining room and about a hundred narrow stone cells. The terrible Tramp Major met us at the door and herded us into the bathroom to be stripped and searched. He was a gruff, soldierly man of forty, who gave the tramps no more ceremony than sheep at the dipping pond, shoving them this way and that and shouting oaths in their faces. But when he came to myself, he looked hard at me, and said:

“You are a gentleman?”

“I suppose so,” I said.

He gave me another long look. “Well, that’s bloody bad luck, guv’nor,” he said, “that’s bloody bad luck, that is.” And thereafter he took it into his head to treat me with compassion, even with a kind of respect.

It was a disgusting sight, that bathroom. All the indecent secrets of our underwear were exposed; the grime, the rents and patches, the bits of string doing duty for buttons, the layers upon layers of fragmentary garments, some of them mere collections of holes held together by dirt. The room became a press of steaming nudity, the sweaty odours of the tramps competing with the sickly, sub-fæcal stench native to the spike. Some of the men refused the bath, and washed only their “toe rags”, the horrid, greasy little clouts which tramps bind round their feet. Each of us had three minutes in which to bathe himself. Six greasy, slippery roller towels had to serve for the lot of us.

When we had bathed our own clothes were taken away from us, and we were dressed in the workhouse shirts, grey cotton things like nightshirts, reaching to the middle of the thigh. Then we were sent into the dining room, where supper was set out on the deal tables. It was the invariable spike meal, always the same, whether breakfast, dinner or supper—half a pound of bread, a bit of margarine, and a pint of so-called tea. It took us five minutes to gulp down the cheap, noxious food. Then the Tramp Major served us with three cotton blankets each, and drove us off to our cells for the night. The doors were locked on the outside a little before seven in the evening, and would stay locked for the next twelve hours.

The cells measured eight feet by five, and had no lighting apparatus except a tiny, barred window high up in the wall, and a spyhole in the door. There were no bugs, and we had bedsteads and staw palliasses, rare luxuries both. In many spikes one sleeps on a wooden shelf, and in some on the bare floor, with a rolled up coat for pillow. With a cell to myself, and a bed, I was hoping for a sound night’s rest. But I did not get it, for there is always something wrong in the spike, and the peculiar shortcoming here, as I discovered immediately, was the cold. May had begun, and in honour of the season—a little sacrifice to the gods of spring, perhaps—the authorities had cut off the steam from the hot pipes. The cotton blankets were almost useless. One spent the night in turning from side to side, falling asleep for ten minutes and waking half frozen, and watching for dawn.

As always happens in the spike, I had at last managed to fall comfortably asleep when it was time to get up. The Tramp Major came marching down the passage with his heavy tread, unlocking the doors and yelling to us to show a leg. Promptly the passage was full of squalid shirt-clad figures rushing for the bathroom, for there was only one tub full of water between us all in the morning, and it was first come first served. When I arrived twenty tramps had already washed their faces. I gave one glance at the black scum on top of the water, and decided to go dirty for the day.

We hurried into our clothes, and then went to the dining room to bolt our breakfast. The bread was much worse than usual, because the military-minded idiot of a Tramp Major had cut it into slices overnight, so that it was as hard as ship’s biscuit. But we were glad of our tea after the cold, restless night. I do not know what tramps would do without tea, or rather the stuff they miscall tea. It is their food, their medicine, their panacea for all evils. Without the half gallon or so of it that they suck down a day, I truly believe they could not face their existence.

After breakfast we had to undress again for the medical inspection, which is a precaution against smallpox. It was three-quarters of an hour before the doctor arrived, and one had time now to look about him and see what manner of men we were. It was an instructive sight. We stood shivering naked to the waist in two long ranks in the passage. The filtered light, bluish and cold, lighted us up with unmerciful clarity. No one can imagine, unless he has seen such a thing, what pot-bellied, degenerate curs we looked. Shock heads, hairy, crumpled faces, hollow chests, flat feet, sagging muscles—every kind of malformation and physical rottenness were there. All were flabby and discoloured, as all tramps are under their deceptive sunburn. Two or three figures seen there stay ineradicably in my mind. Old “Daddy”, aged seventy-four, with his truss, and his red, watering eyes: a herring-gutted starveling, with sparse beard and sunken cheeks, looking like the corpse of Lazarus in some primitive picture: an imbecile, wandering hither and thither with vague giggles, coyly pleased because his trousers constantly slipped down and left him nude. But few of us were greatly better than these; there were not ten decently-built men among us, and half, I believe, should have been in hospital.

This being Sunday, we were to be kept in the spike over the week-end. As soon as the doctor had gone we were herded back to the dining room, and its door shut upon us. It was a lime-washed, stone-floored room unspeakably dreary with its furniture of deal boards and benches, and its prison smell. The windows were so high up that one could not look outside, and the sole ornament was a set of Rules threatening dire penalties to any casual who misconducted himself. We packed the room so tight that one could not move an elbow without jostling somebody. Already, at eight o’clock in the morning, we were bored with our captivity. There was nothing to talk about except the petty gossip of the road, the good and bad spikes, the charitable and uncharitable counties, the iniquities of the police and the Salvation Army. Tramps hardly ever get away from these subjects; they talk, as it were, nothing but shop. They have nothing worthy to be called conversation, because emptiness of belly leaves no speculation in their souls. The world is too much with them. Their next meal is never quite secure, and so they cannot think of anything except the next meal.

Two hours dragged by. Old Daddy, witless with age, sat silent, his back bent like a bow and his inflamed eyes dripping slowly on to the floor. George, a dirty old tramp notorious for the queer habit of sleeping in his hat, grumbled about a parcel of tommy that he had lost on the road. Bill the moocher, the best built man of us all, a Herculean sturdy beggar who smelt of beer even after twelve hours in the spike, told tales of mooching, of pints stood him in the boozers, and of a parson who had peached to the police and got him seven days. William and Fred, two young ex-fishermen from Norfolk, sang a sad song about Unhappy Bella, who was betrayed and died in the snow. The imbecile drivelled about an imaginary toff who had once given him two hundred and fifty-seven golden sovereigns. So the time passed, with dull talk and dull obscenities. Everyone was smoking, except Scotty, whose tobacco had been seized, and he was so miserable in his smokeless state that I stood him the makings of a cigarette. We smoked furtively, hiding our cigarettes like schoolboys when we heard the Tramp Major’s step, for smoking, though connived at, was officially forbidden.

Most of the tramps spent ten consecutive hours in this dreary room. It is hard to imagine how they put up with it. I have come to think that boredom is the worst of all a tramp’s evils, worse than hunger and discomfort, worse even than the constant feeling of being socially disgraced. It is a silly piece of cruelty to confine an ignorant man all day with nothing to do; it is like chaining a dog in a barrel. Only an educated man, who has consolations within himself, can endure confinement. Tramps, unlettered types as nearly all of them are, face their poverty with blank, resourceless minds. Fixed for ten hours on a comfortless bench, they know no way of occupying themselves, and if they think at all it is to whimper about hard luck and pine for work. They have not the stuff in them to endure the horrors of idleness. And so, since so much of their lives is spent in doing nothing, they suffer agonies from boredom.

I was much luckier than the others, because at ten o’clock the Tramp Major picked me out for the most coveted of all jobs in the spike, the job of helping in the workhouse kitchen. There was not really any work to be done there, and I was able to make off and hide in a shed used for storing potatoes, together with some workhouse paupers who were skulking to avoid the Sunday morning service. There was a stove burning there, and comfortable packing cases to sit on, and back numbers of the Family Herald, and even a copy of Raffles from the workhouse library. It was paradise after the spike.

Also, I had my dinner from the workhouse table, and it was one of the biggest meals I have ever eaten. A tramp does not see such a meal twice in the year, in the spike or out of it. The paupers told me that they always gorged to the bursting point on Sundays, and went hungry six days of the week. When the meal was over the cook set me to do the washing up, and told me to throw away the food that remained. The wastage was astonishing; great dishes of beef, and bucketfuls of bread and vegetables, were pitched away like rubbish, and then defiled with tea leaves. I filled five dustbins to overflowing with good food. And while I did so my fellow tramps were sitting two hundred yards away in the spike, their bellies half filled with the spike dinner of the everlasting bread and tea, and perhaps two cold boiled potatoes each in honour of Sunday. It appeared that the food was thrown away from deliberate policy, rather than that it should be given to the tramps.

At three I left the workhouse kitchen and went back to the spike. The boredom in that crowded, comfortless room was now unbearable. Even smoking had ceased, for a tramp’s only tobacco is picked-up cigarette ends, and, like a browsing beast, he starves if he is long away from the pavement-pasture. To occupy the time I talked with a rather superior tramp, a young carpenter who wore a collar and tie, and was on the road, he said, for lack of a set of tools. He kept a little aloof from the other tramps, and held himself more like a free man than a casual. He had literary tastes, too, and carried one of Scott’s novels on all his wanderings. He told me he never entered a spike unless driven there by hunger, sleeping under hedges and behind ricks in preference. Along the south coast he had begged by day and slept in bathing machines for weeks at a time.

We talked of life on the road. He criticised the system which makes a tramp spend fourteen hours a day in the spike, and the other ten in walking and dodging the police. He spoke of his own case—six months at the public charge for want of three pounds’ worth of tools. It was idiotic, he said.

Then I told him about the wastage of food in the workhouse kitchen, and what I thought of it. And at that he changed his tune immediately. I saw that I had awakened the pew-renter who sleeps in every English workman. Though he had been famished along with the rest, he at once saw reasons why the food should have been thrown away rather than given to the tramps. He admonished me quite severely.

“They have to do it,” he said; “if they made these places too pleasant you’d have all the scum of the country flocking into them. It’s only the bad food as keeps all that scum away. These tramps are too lazy to work, that’s all that’s wrong with them. You don’t want to go encouraging of them. They’re scum.”

I produced arguments to prove him wrong, but he would not listen. He kept repeating:

“You don’t want to have any pity on these tramps—scum, they are. You don’t want to judge them by the same standards as men like you and me. They’re scum, just scum.”

It was interesting to see how subtly he disassociated himself from his fellow tramps. He had been on the road six months, but in the sight of God, he seemed to imply, he was not a tramp. His body might be in the spike, but his spirit soared far away, in the pure æther of the middle classes.

The clock’s hands crept round with excruciating slowness. We were too bored even to talk now, the only sound was of oaths and reverberating yawns. One would force his eyes away from the clock for what seemed an age, and then look back again to see that the hands had advanced three minutes. Ennui clogged our souls like cold mutton fat. Our bones ached because of it. The clock’s hands stood at four, and supper was not till six, and there was nothing left remarkable beneath the visiting moon.2

At last six o’clock did come, and the Tramp Major and his assistant arrived with supper. The yawning tramps brisked up like lions at feeding time. But the meal was a dismal disappointment. The bread, bad enough in the morning, was now positively uneatable; it was so hard that even the strongest jaws could make little impression on it. The older men went almost supperless, and not a man could finish his portion, hungry though most of us were. When we had finished, the blankets were served out immediately, and we were hustled off once more to the bare, chilly cells.

Thirteen hours went by. At seven we were awakened, and rushed forth to squabble over the water in the bathroom, and bolt our ration of bread and tea. Our time in the spike was up, but we could not go until the doctor had examined us again, for the authorities have a terror of smallpox and its distribution by tramps. The doctor kept us waiting two hours this time, and it was ten o’clock before we finally escaped.

At last it was time to go, and we were let out into the yard. How bright everything looked, and how sweet the winds did blow, after the gloomy, reeking spike! The Tramp Major handed each man his bundle of confiscated possessions, and a hunk of bread and cheese for midday dinner, and then we took the road, hastening to get out of sight of the spike and its discipline. This was our interim of freedom. After a day and two nights of wasted time we had eight hours or so to take our recreation, to scour the roads for cigarette ends, to beg, and to look for work. Also, we had to make our ten, fifteen, or it might be twenty miles to the next spike, where the game would begin anew.

I disinterred my eightpence and took the road with Nobby, a respectable, downhearted tramp who carried a spare pair of boots and visited all the Labour Exchanges. Our late companions were scattering north, south, east and west, like bugs into a mattress. Only the imbecile loitered at the spike gates, until the Tramp Major had to chase him away.

Nobby and I set out for Croydon. It was a quiet road, there were no cars passing, the blossom covered the chestnut trees like great wax candles. Everything was so quiet and smelt so clean, it was hard to realise that only a few minutes ago we had been packed with that band of prisoners in a stench of drains and soft soap. The others had all disappeared; we two seemed to be the only tramps on the road.

Then I heard a hurried step behind me, and felt a tap on my arm. It was little Scotty, who had run panting after us. He pulled a rusty tin box from his pocket. He wore a friendly smile, like a man who is repaying an obligation.

“Here y’are, mate,” he said cordially, “I owe you some fag ends. You stood me a smoke yesterday. The Tramp Major give me back my box of fag ends when we come out this morning. One good turn deserves another—here y’are.”

And he put four sodden, debauched, loathely cigarette ends into my hand.

ERIC BLAIR




105. Review of Hunger and Love by Lionel Britton; Albert Grope by F.O. Mann

The Adelphi, April 1931

Hunger and Love is not so much a novel as a kind of monologue upon poverty. Its central character, Arthur Phelps, is a youth of promise, born in the slums. He begins life as an errand boy on twelve shillings a week, then works his way up to be an assistant in a bookshop; when he has partially educated himself and attained an income of twenty-seven shillings a week, the war intervenes and finishes him. He is not a very nice youth, but he is as nice as you could expect him to be on twenty-seven shillings a week; and the peculiar merit of the book is that it does approach life from the twenty-seven-shilling-a-week angle. Most fiction is written by the well-fed, about the well-fed, for the well-fed. This is the ill-fed man’s version; the world as it appears to an unskilled workman—a workman, necessarily, with enough brains to grasp what is happening to him. There are plenty of these men about nowadays, and they are thinking night and day of the world they live in. This (it will also do to illustrate Mr. Britton’s curious style) is the way in which they think:


“The little meannesses they subject you to, the incessant degradation, foulness—collar on jugular, little toe twisted ankylosedº through pressure of shoe, get up in morning no bath, wear clothes till rot with body sweat, drain stink sink stink w.c. stink live in sleep in work in, mean little jobs consume life activity: can you go through life and be unaware of this great foul disease of humanity?”



Such thoughts recur and recur—a sort of mental eczema, a perpetual restless irritation over mean things. To the well-fed it seems cowardly to complain of tight boots, because the well-fed live in a different world—a world where, if your boots are tight, you can change them; their minds are not warped by petty discomfort. But below a certain income the petty crowds the large out of existence; one’s preoccupation is not with art or religion, but with bad food, hard beds, drudgery and the sack. “Culture and love and beauty are so damned silly when you’re out of work.” Serenity is impossible to a poor man in a cold country, and even his active thoughts will go in more or less sterile complaint.

This is a thing that wants remembering, and the virtue of Hunger and Love is that it rubs in the irritating, time-wasting nature of poverty; the nasty, squalid little things which by their cumulative effect make life on less than two pounds a week radically different from life on even three or four pounds. Arthur Phelps can hardly live an hour without being reminded that the world means to starve him. He wants comfort and cleanliness; he gets a stuffy slum bedroom, and fat men coughing into his plate in cheap eating houses. He wants leisure; he gets sixty or seventy hours a week at dull, unnecessary work. He wants knowledge; he gets a board school “education”, and thereafter peeps into textbooks when the boss is not looking. He wants love, but love costs money; he gets moments with half-witted shop-girls, or prostitutes. However much he struggles he flounders back into his poverty, like a sheep floundering into mud. As a social document, with its insistence on mean, recurrent troubles, this book is entirely sound.

Having said this, however, one must add that as a novel Hunger and Love is almost worthless. Obviously the thing to do with such important material—the world of an intelligent poor man—was to make it into a memorable story. Instead of this we have a book that is one long digression, telling, certainly, the truth about life, but making no attempt to be readable. The tricks of style, and particularly the repetitions, become very tiresome after a few chapters. (It must be several hundred times that Mr. Britton reminds us that the earth moves round the sun at 18.5 miles a second—this apropos of man’s tininess amid the universe; it is worth knowing, but one does not want to read it every two pages.) No doubt Mr. Britton would say that his object was to tell the truth, not to compose an elegant novel; but even so, truth is not served by leaving out commas. A writer with any sense of selection would have cut this book down from 700 pages to 200, and lost nothing. If Mr. Britton had done this, while keeping a firm hold on the realities of his subject, Hunger and Love might have been a first-rate book instead of merely an unusual one. Still, it is unusual.

It is a far cry from Hunger and Love to Albert Grope. Albert Grope is also the story of a man born and bred in the slums, but these are picturesque slums, not the smelly variety. Hunger and Love is compounded of discontent and astronomy, with perhaps a touch of James Joyce; Albert Grope is Dickens—rather diluted. The hero begins life as a shop-boy, sets up as a bookseller, then as an advertising agent, and ends moderately rich and happily married. He is very like a faded portrait of David Copperfield, which is perhaps what the author intended. The pleasant and simple nature of the hero, and the eccentric characters whom he meets, are described with a competence worthy of something more original.

ERIC BLAIR




106. Review of The Good Earth by Pearl S. Buck

The Adelphi, June 1931

This is a very exceptional book. It starts uncertainly, and it is handicapped by a bad style, rather like the style of Lang’s crib to the Odyssey. But one scarcely worries about this, the story goes so straight to the very heart of truth. There is no plot, and yet not a single redundant incident; no words spent in pity, but a fidelity to life which simply withers optimism. The account of the life of rickshaw coolies in an eastern city is particularly moving. Anyone who has seen that vile sight of men running between shafts like horses, will welcome this description. The author evidently knows China as her native land, but has been away from it just long enough to notice the things which a Chinaman would miss. The Good Earth can be added at once to the very small list of first-rate books about the East.

It is the story of Wang Lung, a Chinese peasant. Born into crushing poverty, he digs his field with a wooden hoe, drinks hot water, because tea is too expensive, eats meat only on feast days. He is the very type of the oriental, narrowly dutiful, abysmally ignorant, brutishly industrious. He has the hunger for land which outlives all other passions and turns everything else—every vice and every altruism—into nonsense. He loves land as some men love beauty. All his wisdom is summed up in this, that to own land is good, to sell land the ultimate folly. He is a peasant.

Perhaps the best-done thing in the book is the story of Wang Lung’s relations with his wife, O Lan. O Lan is a slave girl, chosen for her ugliness, because pretty women (women with small feet, that is) are no use on the land. She bears child after child to Wang Lung, works at his side till the very hour of her confinements, obeys him like a dog. Wang Lung’s feeling for her has nothing of love as we know it, only duty. Certain things are due to her, as certain things are due to an ox, and in these he never fails. But she is only a convenience; to love her would be slightly shameful, a kind of infatuation, like loving an ox. How could one love a woman with large feet? Love is for concubines. When O Lan lies dying, worn out with work and childbirths, Wang Lung looks at her and thinks how ugly she is. He knows that she has been a good wife, even dimly feels that he might be sorry for her. But he is not sorry; her big feet repel him too much. Still, he knows his duty. He buys her an expensive coffin.

E. A. B.




107. To Brenda Salkeld

Sunday night, [July 1931]1 Handwritten

3 Queen St [Southwold]

Dearest Brenda,2

I assume that your friends did turn up today? This morning I went to the Bell, & they told me, ‘Some of your St Felix friends have been here having high jinks’. I suppose that was you? I hope you were quite sober. Way showed me a piece of his bergamot, which is now flowering. It is very deep red, & not unlike a thistle head—not at all coming up to its beautiful name, I thought. How important names are. If I have the choice of going through two streets, other things being equal I always go by the one with the nicer name. Yesterday evening there were ten or fifteen swans flying over the sea. I saw them in the distance & thought they were swans, & today I was told they were so—I can’t think where they came from; certainly they weren’t the local ones.

What day are you going away? Surely not till the end of the week? Try & see me some evening if you can. As soon as possible I will give you an adressº in town, & when you are coming up let me know well in advance, so that I can keep the day free. I don’t know what condition I shall be in. I suppose you won’t object to a 3-day beard? I will promise to have no lice, anyway. What fun if we could both go hopping together. But I suppose your exaggerated fear of dirt would deter you. It is a great mistake to be too afraid of dirt.

I have been reading the ballad of Robin Hood & George of Gisbone.3 When we were children we had a story that after Robin Hood was done to death in the Priory, his men raped & murdered the nuns, & burned the priory to the ground. It seems this has no foundation in the ballads—we must have made it up. An instance of the human instinct for a happy ending.

This is the last stanza of the ballad of R. H. & G. of G.:


‘But he coldº neither runne so fast,

Nor away so fast cold ryde,

But Little John with an arrowe so broad,

He shott him in the backe-syde.’4



Rather sweet, what?

You might ask somebody whether ‘melons’ in 17th century poems means vegetable marrows. cf. Marvell


‘Stumbling on Melons as I pass,

Ensnared by5 flowers, I fall on grass,’



This is from his ‘Thoughts in a garden’, implying that the ‘melons’ grew in the open. I think also Milton mentions them somewhere. It is also common for poets of that period to speak of grapes growing in the open. I wonder whether the climate has changed at all?

Best love

Eric




108. ‘A Hanging’

The Adelphi, August 1931; reprinted in The New Savoy, 1946

It was in Burma, a sodden morning of the rains. A sickly light, like yellow tinfoil, was slanting over the high walls into the jail yard. We were waiting outside the condemned cells, a row of sheds fronted with double bars, like small animal cages. Each cell measured about ten feet by ten and was quite bare within except for a plank bed and a pot for drinking water. In some of them brown silent men were squatting at the inner bars, with their blankets draped round them. These were the condemned men, due to be hanged within the next week or two.

One prisoner had been brought out of his cell. He was a Hindu, a puny wisp of a man, with a shaven head and vague liquid eyes. He had a thick, sprouting moustache, absurdly too big for his body, rather like the moustache of a comic man on the films. Six tall Indian warders were guarding him and getting him ready for the gallows. Two of them stood by with rifles and fixed bayonets, while the others handcuffed him, passed a chain through his handcuffs and fixed it to their belts, and lashed his arms tight to his sides. They crowded very close about him, with their hands always on him in a careful, caressing grip, as though all the while feeling him to make sure he was there. It was like men handling a fish which is still alive and may jump back into the water. But he stood quite unresisting, yielding his arms limply to the ropes, as though he hardly noticed what was happening.

Eight o’clock struck and a bugle call, desolately thin in the wet air, floated from the distant barracks. The superintendent1 of the jail, who was standing apart from the rest of us, moodily prodding the gravel with his stick, raised his head at the sound. He was an army doctor, with a grey toothbrush moustache and a gruff voice. “For God’s sake hurry up, Francis”, he said irritably. “The man ought to have been dead by this time. Aren’t you ready yet?”

Francis, the head jailer, a fat Dravidian in a white drill suit and gold spectacles, waved his black hand. “Yes sir, yes sir”, he bubbled. “All iss satisfactorily prepared. The hangman iss waiting. We shall proceed.”

“Well, quick march, then. The prisoners can’t get their breakfast till this job’s over.”

We set out for the gallows. Two warders marched on either side of the prisoner, with their rifles at the slope; two others marched close against him, gripping him by arm and shoulder, as though at once pushing and supporting him. The rest of us, magistrates and the like, followed behind. Suddenly, when we had gone ten yards, the procession stopped short without any order or warning. A dreadful thing had happened—a dog, come goodness knows whence, had appeared in the yard. It came bounding among us with a loud volley of barks, and leapt round us wagging its whole body, wild with glee at finding so many human beings together. It was a large woolly dog, half Airedale, half pariah. For a moment it pranced round us, and then, before anyone could stop it, it had made a dash for the prisoner, and jumping up tried to lick his face. Everyone stood aghast, too taken aback even to grab at the dog.

“Who let that bloody brute in here?” said the superintendent angrily. “Catch it, someone!”

A warder, detached from the escort, charged clumsily after the dog, but it danced and gambolled just out of his reach, taking everything as part of the game. A young Eurasian jailer picked up a handful of gravel and tried to stone the dog away, but it dodged the stones and came after us again. Its yaps echoed from the jail walls. The prisoner, in the grasp of the two warders, looked on incuriously, as though this was another formality of the hanging. It was several minutes before someone managed to catch the dog. Then we put my handkerchief through its collar and moved off once more, with the dog still straining and whimpering.

It was about forty yards to the gallows. I watched the bare brown back of the prisoner marching in front of me. He walked clumsily with his bound arms, but quite steadily, with that bobbing gait of the Indian who never straightens his knees. At each step his muscles slid neatly into place, the lock of hair on his scalp danced up and down, his feet printed themselves on the wet gravel. And once, in spite of the men who gripped him by each shoulder, he stepped slightly aside to avoid a puddle on the path.

It is curious, but till that moment I had never realised what it means to destroy a healthy, conscious man. When I saw the prisoner step aside to avoid the puddle, I saw the mystery, the unspeakable wrongness, of cutting a life short when it is in full tide. This man was not dying, he was alive just as we were alive. All the organs of his body were working—bowels digesting food, skin renewing itself, nails growing, tissues forming—all toiling away in solemn foolery. His nails would still be growing when he stood on the drop, when he was falling through the air with a tenth-of-a-second to live. His eyes saw the yellow gravel and the grey walls, and his brain still remembered, foresaw, reasoned—reasoned even about puddles. He and we were a party of men walking together, seeing, hearing, feeling, understanding the same world; and in two minutes, with a sudden snap, one of us would be gone—one mind less, one world less.

The gallows stood in a small yard, separate from the main grounds of the prison, and overgrown with tall prickly weeds. It was a brick erection like three sides of a shed, with planking on top, and above that two beams and a crossbar with the rope dangling. The hangman, a grey-haired convict in the white uniform of the prison, was waiting beside his machine. He greeted us with a servile crouch as we entered. At a word from Francis the two warders, gripping the prisoner more closely than ever, half led half pushed him to the gallows and helped him clumsily up the ladder. Then the hangman climbed up and fixed the rope round the prisoner’s neck.

We stood waiting, five yards away. The warders had formed in a rough circle round the gallows. And then, when the noose was fixed, the prisoner began crying out on his god. It was a high, reiterated cry of “Ram! Ram! Ram! Ram!” not urgent and fearful like a prayer or a cry for help, but steady, rhythmical, almost like the tolling of a bell. The dog answered the sound with a whine. The hangman, still standing on the gallows, produced a small cotton bag like a flour bag and drew it down over the prisoner’s face. But the sound, muffled by the cloth, still persisted, over and over again: “Ram! Ram! Ram! Ram! Ram!”

The hangman climbed down and stood ready, holding the lever. Minutes seemed to pass. The steady, muffled crying from the prisoner went on and on, “Ram! Ram! Ram!” never faltering for an instant. The superintendent, his head on his chest, was slowly poking the ground with his stick; perhaps he was counting the cries, allowing the prisoner a fixed number—fifty, perhaps, or a hundred. Everyone had changed colour. The Indians had gone grey like bad coffee, and one or two of the bayonets were wavering. We looked at the lashed, hooded man on the drop, and listened to his cries—each cry another second of life; the same thought was in all our minds: oh, kill him quickly, get it over, stop that abominable noise!

Suddenly the superintendent made up his mind. Throwing up his head he made a swift motion with his stick, “Chalo!” he shouted almost fiercely.

There was a clanking noise, and then dead silence. The prisoner had vanished, and the rope was twisting on itself. I let go of the dog, and it galloped immediately to the back of the gallows; but when it got there it stopped short, barked, and then retreated into a corner of the yard, where it stood among the weeds, looking timorously out at us. We went round the gallows to inspect the prisoner’s body. He was dangling with his toes pointed straight downwards, very slowly revolving, as dead as a stone.

The superintendent reached out with his stick and poked the bare brown body; it oscillated slightly. “He’s all right”, said the superintendent. He backed out from under the gallows, and blew out a deep breath. The moody look had gone out of his face quite suddenly. He glanced at his wrist-watch. “Eight minutes past eight. Well, that’s all for this morning, thank God.”

The warders unfixed bayonets and marched away. The dog, sobered and conscious of having misbehaved itself, slipped after them. We walked out of the gallows yard, past the condemned cells with their waiting prisoners, into the big central yard of the prison. The convicts, under the command of warders armed with lathis, were already receiving their breakfast. They squatted in long rows, each man holding a tin pannikin, while two warders with buckets marched round ladling out rice; it seemed quite a homely, jolly scene, after the hanging. An enormous relief had come upon us now that the job was done. One felt an impulse to sing, to break into a run, to snigger. All at once everyone began chattering gaily.

The Eurasian boy walking beside me nodded towards the way we had come, with a knowing smile: “Do you know, sir, our friend (he meant the dead man), when he heard his appeal had been dismissed, he pissed on the floor of his cell. From fright.—Kindly take one of my cigarettes, sir. Do you not admire my new silver case, sir? From the boxwalah, two rupees eight annas. Classy European style.”

Several people laughed—at what, nobody seemed certain.

Francis was walking by the superintendent, talking garrulously: “Well, sir, all hass passed off with the utmost satisfactoriness. It wass all finished—flick! like that. It iss not always so—oah, no! I have known cases where the doctor wass obliged to go beneath the gallows and pull the prissoner’s legs to ensure decease. Most disagreeable!”

“Wriggling about, eh? That’s bad”, said the superintendent.

“Ach, sir, it iss worse when they become refractory! One man, I recall, clung to the bars of hiss cage when we went to take him out. You will scarcely credit, sir, that it took six warders to dislodge him, three pulling at each leg. We reasoned with him. ‘My dear fellow’, we said, ‘think of all the pain and trouble you are causing to us!’ But no, he would not listen! Ach, he wass very troublesome!”

I found that I was laughing quite loudly. Everyone was laughing. Even the superintendent grinned in a tolerant way. “You’d better all come out and have a drink”, he said quite genially. “I’ve got a bottle of whisky in the car. We could do with it.”

We went through the big double gates of the prison, into the road. “Pulling at his legs!” exclaimed a Burmese magistrate suddenly, and burst into a loud chuckling. We all began laughing again. At that moment Francis’ anecdote seemed extraordinarily funny. We all had a drink together, native and European alike, quite amicably. The dead man was a hundred yards away.2

ERIC A. BLAIR




109. To Dennis Collings

16 August 1931 Handwritten

At 1B Oakwood Rd Golders Green N.W

Dear Dennis,1

I said I would write to you. I haven’t anything of great interest to report yet about the Lower Classes, & am really writing to tell you about a ghost I saw in Walberswick cemetery. I want to get it on paper before I forget the details. See plan below.

[image: Logo Missing]

Above is W’wick church as well as I can remember it. At about 5.20 pm on 27.7.31 I was sitting at the spot marked*, looking out in the direction of the dotted arrow. I happened to glance over my shoulder, & saw a figure pass along the line of the other arrow, disappearing behind the masonry & presumably emerging into the churchyard. I wasn’t looking directly at it & so couldn’t make out more than that it was a man’s figure, small & stooping, & dressed in lightish brown; I should have said a workman. I had the impression that it glanced towards me in passing, but I made out nothing of the features. At the moment of its passing I thought nothing, but a few seconds later it struck me that the figure had made no noise, & I followed it out into the churchyard. There was no one in the churchyard, & no one within possible distance along the road—this was about 20 seconds after I had seen it; & in any case there were only 2 people in the road, & neither at all resembled the figure. I looked into the church. The only people there were the vicar, dressed in black, & a workman who, as far as I remember, had been sawing the whole time. In any case he was too tall for the figure. The figure had therefore vanished. Presumably an hallucination.

I have been up in town since the beginning of the month. I have made arrangements to go hop-picking, but we shan’t start till the beginning of September. Meanwhile I’ve been busy working. I met recently one of the editors of a new paper2 that is to start coming out in October, & I hope I shall be able to get some work from them—not enough to live on, of course, but enough to help. I’ve been making just a few enquiries among the tramps. Of the three friends I had before, one is believed to have been run over & killed, one has taken to drink & vanished, one is doing time in Wandsworth. I met a man today who was, till 6 weeks ago, a goldsmith. Then he poisoned his right forefinger, & had to have part of the top joint removed; that means he will be on the road for life. It is appalling what small accidents can ruin a man who works with his hands. Talking of hands, they say hop-picking disables your hands for weeks after—however, I’ll describe that to you when I’ve done it.

Have you ever looked into the window of one of those Bible Society shops? I did today & saw huge notices ‘The cheapest Roman Catholic Bible 5/6d. The cheapest Protestant Bible 1/–’, ‘The Douay version not stocked here’ etc. etc. Long may they fight, I say; so long as that spirit is in the land we are safe from the R.C.’s—this shop, by the way, was just outside St Paul’s. If you are ever near St Paul’s & feel in a gloomy mood, go in & have a look at the statue of the first Protestant bishop of India, which will give you a good laugh. Will write again when I have news. I am sending this to S’wold.

Yours

Eric A Blair




110. To Dennis Collings

Thursday night, [27 August 1931] Handwritten

[A lodging-house in Southwark Bridge Road]

Dear Dennis,

Please excuse pencil & bad writing, as I am writing this in a lodging house. It is a 7d kip—& looks it, I may say—in Southwark, & I believe the only one at the price in London. We go down for the hopping tomorrow morning: 2d tram to Bromley, & hike the rest.

I have had an interesting 2 days camping in Trafalgar Square. It has, at this time of year, a floating population of 200 or so. You can make yourself fairly comfortable against the north wall & can get tea all day long, as a coffee shop nearby will give you boiling water free or 1d for a billyful (billies are called ‘drums’ by the way). I was there all yesterday & was to have spent the night in St Martin’s Church, but as you had to queue up for an hour to get a decent place we decided to stay in the square. You take my tip & never sleep in Trafalgar Square. We were tolerably comfortable till midnight, except that once in 5 or 10 minutes the police came round waking those who were asleep & making anyone who was sitting on the ground stand up. Every ten minutes it would be, ‘Look out, mates, ’ere comes the flattie (policemen). Take up thy bed & walk’ etc. And then the police: ‘Now then, get off of that. If you want to sit, sit on the benches’ etc. There were only benches for 40 out of the 200, but we got some rest, as we kipped down again the moment the policeman had passed. After midnight the cold was glacial. Perhaps a dozen people managed to sleep, the rest walked the streets, with an occasional sit-down for a rest—this for 4 consecutive hours. At 4 am someone managed to get hold of a big pile of newspaper posters & brought them along to use as blankets. ‘’Ere y’are, mate tuck in the fucking eiderdown. Don’t we look like fucking parsons in these ’ere surplices? ’Ere, I got “Dramatic appeal from the Premier” round my neck. That ought to warm yer up, oughtn’t it?’ etc. We made ourselves into large newspaper parcels, & were comparatively warm, tho’ still not warm enough to sleep, apart from the police. I doubt whether more than 10 or 20 of the 200 people slept a wink during the night. At 5 we all went to Stewart’s coffee shop in St Martin’s Lane, where it is understood that you can sit from 5 am to 9 am for a 2d cup of tea—or even for less, for often 2 or 3 fellows who had only 2d between them clubbed together & shared a cup of tea. You were allowed to sleep with your head on the table till 7 am, after which the proprietor woke you up. This is the absolutely regular routine of Trafalgar Square “sleepers”. Two of the fellows I was with had had 7 consecutive weeks of it & some people do it all the year round. They make up the sleepless night by naps during the morning. The rules about what you may & may not do in Trafalgar Square are curious, & should interest you as an anthropologist. Till noon you can do what you like (even shave in the fountains) except that the police wake you if they see you asleep. From noon to 9 pm you can sit on the benches or the pedestals of the statues, but are moved on if you sit on the ground. After 9 pm you are also moved on from the pedestals of the statues. Between 9 pm & midnight the police wake those who are asleep every 5 minutes, after midnight every half hour. For all this no ostensible reason.

About 8 pm last night a woman came up crying bitterly. It appeared that she was a tart & someone had poked her & then cleared off without paying the fee, which was 6d. It appeared that of the dozen or so women among the 200 in the square, half were prostitutes; but they were the prostitutes of the unemployed, & usually earn so little that they have to spend the night in the Square. 6d. is the usual fee, but in the small hours when it was bitter cold they were doing it for a cigarette. The prostitutes live on terms of perfect amity with the other down & out women. In Stewart’s coffee shop this morning, however, an old girl who had slept in Covent Garden was denouncing 2 tarts, who had earned enough to get a few hours in bed & then a good breakfast. Each time they ordered another cup of tea she was yelling, ‘There’s another fuck! That’s for that fucking negro you let on for a tanner’ etc.

Today went much as yesterday & tonight, as we have a long day before us, I decided on getting a bed. My mates have gone to St Martin’s Church, preferring to spend their money on a meat breakfast. This place is an apallingº squalid cellar, as hot as hell & the air a1 sort of vapour of piss, sweat & cheese. A pale youth, some kind of labourer but looking consumptive, keeps declaiming poetry in front of the fire. Evidently he is genuinely fond of it. You should hear him declaiming:


‘A voice so thrilling ne’er was ’eard

In Ipril from the cuckoo bird,

Briking the silence of the seas

Beyond the furthest ’Ebrides’ etc.2



Also speaks of himself as ‘sicklied o’er with the pile cast of care’. I should love to hear him recite ’O holy hope & high humility’. I have met other curious types of whom I will write to you when I have time. Also about the prevalence of homosexuality in London, & stowaways. The songs I have heard this time are ‘Alleluia, I’m a bum’, which I believe is American. Also one about


‘Tap, tap, tapetty-tap,

I’m a perfect devil for that,

Tapping ’em ’ere, tapping ’em there,

I’ve been tapping ’em everywhere.’



Tap = beg. Perhaps an old music hall song?

I hope this letter has not been too inconsequent & illegible. I will write when I have further news & a more comfortable place to write in. If you don’t hear within a fortnight it probably will mean I’ve been pinched for begging, as the mates I’m going with are hardened ‘tappers’ & not above petty theft.

Yours

Eric A Blair




111. Hop-Picking Diary

25 August–8 October 1931 Orwell’s typsecript (typed 10 October 1931)


This is the first of many diaries written by Orwell. They are all printed here in sloped, or inclined, roman type, to provide immediate identification, and, except for some Domestic Diaries, are in chronological order. When a letter or other item and a diary entry have the same date, the diary entry is placed last.



25.8.31: On the night of the 25th I started off from Chelsea with about 14/–in hand, and went to Lew Levy’s kip in Westminster Bridge Road. It is much the same as it was three years ago, except that nearly all the beds are now a shilling instead of ninepence. This is owing to interference by the L.C.C. who have enacted (in the interests of hygiene, as usual) that beds in lodging houses must be further apart. There is a whole string of laws of this type relating to lodging houses,fn1 but there is not and never will be a law to say that the beds must be reasonably comfortable. The net result of this law is that one’s bed is now three feet from the next instead of two feet, and threepence dearer.

26.8.31: The next day I went to Trafalgar Square and camped by the north wall, which is one of the recognized rendezvous of down and out people in London. At this time of year the square has a floating population of 100 or 200 people (about ten per cent of them women), some of whom actually look on it as their home. They get their food by regular begging rounds (Covent Garden at 4 am. for damaged fruit, various convents during the morning, restaurants and dustbins late at night etc.) and they manage to ‘tap’ likely-looking passers by for enough to keep them in tea. Tea is going on the square at all hours, one person supplying a ‘drum’, another sugar and so on. The milk is condensed milk at 2½d a tin. You jab two holes in the tin with a knife, apply your mouth to one of them and blow, whereupon a sticky greyish stream dribbles from the other. The holes are then plugged with chewed paper, and the tin is kept for days, becoming coated with dust and filth. Hot water is cadged at coffee shops, or at night boiled over watchmen’s fires, but this has to be done on the sly, as the police won’t allow it. Some of the people I met on the square had been there without a break for six weeks, and did not seem much the worse, except that they are all fantastically dirty. As always among the destitute, a large proportion of them are Irishmen. From time to time these men go home on visits, and it appears that they never think of paying their passage, but always stow away on small cargo boats, the crews conniving.

I had meant to sleep in St Martin’s Church, but from what the others said it appeared that when you go in you are asked searching questions by some woman known as the Madonna, so I decided to stay the night in the square. It was not so bad as I expected, but between the cold and the police it was impossible to get a wink of sleep, and no one except a few hardened old tramps even tried to do so. There are seats enough for about fifty people, and the rest have to sit on the ground, which of course is forbidden by law. Every few minutes there would be a shout of ‘Look out, boys, here comes the flattie!’ and a policeman would come round and shake those who were asleep, and make the people on the ground get up. We used to kip down again the instant he had passed, and this went on like a kind of game from eight at night till three or four in the morning. After midnight it was so cold that I had to go for long walks to keep warm. The streets are somehow rather horrible at that hour; all silent and deserted, and yet lighted almost as bright as day with those garish lamps, which give everything a deathly air, as though London were the corpse of a town. About three o’clock another man and I went down to the patch of grass behind the Guards’ parade ground, and saw prostitutes and men lying in couples there in the bitter cold mist and dew. There are always a number of prostitutes in the square; they are the unsuccessful ones, who can’t earn enough for their night’s kip. Overnight one of these women had been lying on the ground crying bitterly, because a man had gone off without paying her fee, which was sixpence. Towards morning they do not even get sixpence, but only a cup of tea or a cigarette. About four somebody got hold of a number of newspaper posters,1 and we sat down six or eight on a bench and packed ourselves in enormous paper parcels, which kept us fairly warm till Stewart’s cafe in St Martin’s Lane opened. At Stewart’s you can sit from five till nine for a cup of tea (or sometimes three or four people even share a cup between them) and you are allowed to sleep with your head on the table till seven; after that the proprietor wakes you. One meets a very mixed crowd there—tramps, Covent Garden porters, early business people, prostitutes—and there are constant quarrels and fights. On this occasion an old, very ugly woman, wife of a porter, was violently abusing two prostitutes, because they could afford a better breakfast than she could. As each dish was brought to them she would point at it and shout accusingly, ‘There goes the price of another fuck! We don’t get kippers for breakfast, do we, girls? ’Ow do you think she paid for them doughnuts? That’s that there negro that ’as ’er for a tanner’ etc. etc., but the prostitutes did not mind much.

27.8.31: At about eight in the morning we all had a shave in the Trafalgar Square fountains, and I spent most of the day reading Eugenie Grandet, which was the only book I had brought with me. The sight of a French book produced the usual remarks—‘Ah, French? That’ll be something pretty warm, eh?’ etc. Evidently most English people have no idea that there are French books which are not pornographic. Down and out people seem to read exclusively books of the Buffalo Bill type. Every tramp carries one of these, and they have a kind of circulating library, all swapping books when they get to the spike.

That night, as we were starting for Kent the next morning, I decided to sleep in bed and went to a lodging house in the Southwark Bridge Road. This is a sevenpenny kip, one of the few in London, and looks it. The beds are five feet long, with no pillows (you use your coat rolled up), and infested by fleas, besides a few bugs. The kitchen is a small, stinking cellar where the deputy sits with a table of flyblown jam tarts etc. for sale a few feet from the door of the lavatory. The rats are so bad that several cats have to be kept exclusively to deal with them. The lodgers were dock workers, I think, and they did not seem a bad crowd. There was a youth among them, pale and consumptive looking but evidently a labourer, who was devoted to poetry. He repeated


‘A voice so thrilling ne’er was ’eard

In Ipril from the cuckoo bird,

Briking the silence of the seas

Beyond the furthest ’Ebrides’



with genuine feeling. The others did not laugh at him much.

28.8.31: The next day in the afternoon four of us started out for the hopfields. The most interesting of the men with me was a youth named Ginger, who is still my mate when I write this. He is a strong, athletic youth of twenty six, almost illiterate and quite brainless, but daring enough for anything. Except when in prison, he has probably broken the law every day for the last five years. As a boy he did three years in Borstal, came out, married at eighteen on the strength of a successful burglary, and shortly afterwards enlisted in the artillery. His wife died, and a little while afterwards he had an accident to his left eye and was invalided out of the service. They offered him a pension or a lump sum, and of course he chose the lump sum and blued it in about a week. After that he took to burglary again, and has been in prison six times, but never for a long sentence, as they have only caught him for small jobs; he has done one or two jobs which brought him over £500. He has always been perfectly honest towards me, as his partner, but in a general way he will steal anything that is not tied down. I doubt his ever being a successful burglar, though, for he is too stupid to be able to foresee risks. It is all a great pity, for he could earn a decent living if he chose. He has a gift for street selling, and has had a lot of jobs at selling on commission, but when he has had a good day he bolts instantly with the takings. He is a marvellous hand at picking up bargains and can always, for instance, persuade the butcher to give him a pound of eatable meat for twopence, yet at the same time he is an absolute fool about money, and never saves a halfpenny. He is given to singing songs of the Little Grey Home in the West type, and he speaks of his dead wife and mother in terms of the most viscid sentimentality. I should think he is a fairly typical petty criminal.

Of the other two, one was a boy of twenty named Young Ginger, who seemed rather a likely lad, but he was an orphan and had had no kind of upbringing, and lived the last year chiefly on Trafalgar Square. The other was a little Liverpool Jew of eighteen, a thorough guttersnipe. I do not know when I have seen anyone who disgusted me so much as this boy. He was as greedy as a pig about food, perpetually scrounging round dust-bins, and he had a face that recalled some low-down carrion-eating beast. His manner of talking about women, and the expression of his face when he did so, were so loathsomely obscene as to make me feel almost sick. We could never persuade him to wash more of himself than his nose and a small circle round it, and he mentioned quite casually that he had several different kinds of louse on him. He too was an orphan, and had been ‘on the toby’ almost from infancy.

I had now about 6/–, and before starting we bought a so-called blanket for 1/6d and cadged several tins for ‘drums’. The only reliable tin for a drum is a two-pound snuff tin, which is not very easy to come by. We had also a supply of bread and margarine and tea, and a number of knives and forks etc., all stolen at different times from Woolworth’s. We took the twopenny tram as far as Bromley, and there ‘drummed up’ on a rubbish dump, waiting for two others who were to have joined us, but who never turned up. It was dark when we finally stopped waiting for them, so we had no chance to look for a good camping place, and had to spend the night in long wet grass at the edge of a recreation ground. The cold was bitter. We had only two thin blankets between the four of us, and it was not safe to light a fire, as there were houses all round; we were also lying on a slope, so that one rolled into the ditch from time to time. It was rather humiliating to see the others, all younger than I, sleeping quite soundly in these conditions, whereas I did not close my eyes all night. To avoid being caught we had to be on the road before dawn, and it was several hours before we managed to get hot water and have our breakfast.

29.8.31: When we had gone a mile or two we came to an orchard, and the others at once went in and began stealing apples. I had not been prepared for this when we started out, but I saw that I must either do as the others did or leave them, so I shared the apples; I did not however take any part in the thefts for the first day, except to keep guard. We were going more or less in the direction of Sevenoaks, and by dinner time we had stolen about a dozen apples and plums and fifteen pounds of potatoes. The others also went in and tapped whenever we passed a baker’s or a teashop, and we got quite a quantity of broken bread and meat. When we stopped to light a fire for dinner we fell in with two Scotch tramps who had been stealing apples from an orchard nearby, and stayed talking with them for a long time. The others all talked about sexual subjects, in a revolting manner. Tramps are disgusting when on this subject, because their poverty cuts them off entirely from women, and their minds consequently fester with obscenity. Merely lecherous people are all right, but people who would like to be lecherous, but don’t get the chance, are horribly degraded by it. They remind me of the dogs that hang enviously round while two other dogs are copulating. During the conversation Young Ginger related how he and some others on Trafalgar Square had discovered one of their number to be a ‘Poof’, or Nancy Boy. Whereupon they had instantly fallen upon him, robbed him of 12/6d, which was all he had, and spent it on themselves. Evidently they thought it quite fair to rob him, as he was a Nancy Boy.

We had been making very poor progress, chiefly because Young Ginger and the Jew were not used to walking and wanted to stop and search for scraps of food all the time. On one occasion the Jew even picked up some chipped potatoes that had been trodden on, and ate them. As it was getting on in the afternoon we decided to make not for Sevenoaks but for Ide Hill spike, which the Scotchmen had told us was better than it is usually represented. We halted about a mile from the spike for tea, and I remember that a gentleman in a car nearby helped us in the kindest manner to find wood for our fire, and gave us a cigarette each. Then we went on to the spike, and on the way picked a bunch of honeysuckle to give to the Tramp Major. We thought this might put him in a good temper and induce him to let us out next morning, for it is not usual to let tramps out of the spike on Sundays. When we got there however the Tramp Major said that he would have to keep us in till Tuesday morning. It appeared that the Workhouse Master was very keen on making every casual do a day’s work, and at the same time would not hear of their working on Sunday; so we should have to be idle all Sunday and work on Monday. Young Ginger and the Jew elected to stay till Tuesday, but Ginger and I went and kipped on the edge of a park near the church. It was beastly cold, but a little better than the night before, for we had plenty of wood and could make a fire. For our supper, Ginger tapped the local butcher, who gave us the best part of two pounds of sausages. Butchers are always very generous on Saturday nights.

30.8.31: Next morning the clergyman coming to early service caught us and turned us out, though not very disagreeably. We went on through Sevenoaks to Seal, and a man we met advised us to try for a job at Mitchell’s farm, about three miles further on. We went there, but the farmer told us that he could not give us a job, as he had nowhere where we could live, and the Government inspectors had been snouting round to see that all hop-pickers had ‘proper accommodation’. (These inspectors,fn2 by the way, managed to prevent some hundreds of unemployed from getting jobs in the hop-fields this year. Not having ‘proper accommodation’ to offer to pickers, the farmers could only employ local people, who lived in their own houses.) We stole about a pound of raspberries from one of Mitchell’s fields, and then went and applied to another farmer called Kronk, who gave us the same answer; we had five or ten pounds of potatoes from his fields, however. We were starting off in the direction of Maidstone when we fell in with an old Irishwoman, who had been given a job by Mitchell on the understanding that she had a lodging in Seal, which she had not. (Actually she was sleeping in a toolshed in somebody’s garden. She used to slip in after dark and out before daylight.) We got some hot water from a cottage and the Irishwoman had tea with us, and gave us a lot of food that she had begged and did not want; we were glad of this, for we had now only 2½d left, and none too much food. It had now come on to rain, so we went to a farmhouse beside the church and asked leave to shelter in one of their cowsheds. The farmer and family were just starting out for evening service, and they said in a scandalised manner that of course they could not give us shelter. We sheltered instead in the lych-gate of the church, hoping that by looking draggled and tired we might get a few coppers from the congregation as they went in. We did not get anything, but after the service Ginger managed to tap a fairly good pair of flannel trousers from the clergyman. It was very uncomfortable in the lych-gate, and we were wet through and out of tobacco, and Ginger and I had walked twelve miles; yet I remember that we were quite happy and laughing all the time. The Irish woman (she was sixty, and had been on the road all her life, evidently) was an extraordinarily cheerful old girl, and full of stories. Talking of places to ‘skipper’ in, she told us that one cold night she had crept into a pigsty and snuggled up to an old sow, for warmth.

When night came on it was still raining, so we decided to find an empty house to sleep in, but we went first to buy half a pound of sugar and two candles at the grocer’s. While I was buying them Ginger stole three apples off the counter, and the Irishwoman a packet of cigarettes. They had plotted this beforehand, deliberately not telling me, so as to use my innocent appearance as a shield. After a good deal of searching we found an unfinished house and slipped in by a window the builders had left open. The bare floor was beastly hard, but it was warmer than outside, and I managed to get two or three hours’ sleep. We got out before dawn, and by appointment met the Irishwoman in a wood nearby. It was raining, but Ginger could get a fire going in almost any circumstances, and we managed to make tea and roast

1.9.31: some potatoes. When it was light the Irishwoman went off to work, and Ginger and I went down to Chambers’ farm, a mile or two away, to ask for work. When we got to the farm they had just been hanging a cat, a thing I never heard of anyone doing before. The bailiff said that he thought he could give us a job, and told us to wait; we waited from eight in the morning till one, when the bailiff said that he had no work for us after all. We made off, stealing a large quantity of apples and damsons, and started along the Maidstone road. At about three we halted to have our dinner and make some jam out of the raspberries we had stolen the day before. Near here, I remember, they refused at two houses to give me cold water, because ‘the mistress doesn’t allow us to give anything to tramps.’ Ginger saw a gentleman in a car picnicking nearby, and went up to tap him for matches, for he said, that it always pays to tap from picnickers, who usually have some food left over when they are going home. Sure enough the gentleman presently came across with some butter he had not used, and began talking to us. His manner was so friendly that I forgot to put on my cockney accent, and he looked closely at me, and said how painful it must be for a man of my stamp etc. Then he said, ‘I say, you won’t be offended, will you? Do you mind taking this?’ ‘This’ was a shilling, with which we bought some tobacco and had our first smoke that day. This was the only time in the whole journey when we managed to tap money.

We went on in the direction of Maidstone, but when we had gone a few miles it began to pour with rain, and my left boot was pinching me badly. I had not had my boots off for three days and had only had about eight hours sleep in the last five nights, and I did not feel equal to another night in the open. We decided to make for West Mailing spike, which was about eight miles distant, and if possible to get a lift part of the way. I think we hailed forty lorries before we got a lift. The lorry drivers will not give lifts nowadays, because they are not insured for third party risks and they get the sack if they have an accident. Finally we did get a lift, and were set down about two miles from the spike, getting there at eight in the evening. Outside the gates we met an old deaf tramp who was going to skipper in the pouring rain, as he had been in the spike the night before, and they would confine him for a week if he came again. He told us that Blest’s farm nearby would probably give us a job, and that they would let us out of the spike early in the morning if we told them we had already got a job. Otherwise we should be confined all day, unless we went out ‘over the wall’—i.e. bolted when the Tramp Major was not looking. Tramps often do this, but you have to cache your possessions outside, which we could not in the heavy rain. We went in, and I found that (if West Mailing is typical) spikes have improved a lot since I was last in.fn3 The bathroom was clean and decent, and we were actualyº given a clean towel each. The food was the same old bread and marg, though, and the Tramp Major got angry when we asked in good faith whether the stuff they gave us to drink was tea or cocoa.fn4 We had beds with straw palliasses and plenty of blankets, and both slept like logs.

In the morning they told us we must work till eleven, and set us to scrubbing out one of the dormitories. As usual, the work was a mere formality. (I have never done a stroke of real work in the spike, and I have never met anybody who has.) The dormitory was a room of fifty beds, close together, with that warm, faecal stink that you never seem to get a way from in the workhouse. There was an imbecile pauper there, a great lump of about sixteen stone, with a tiny, snouty face and a sidelong grin. He was at work very slowly emptying chamberpots. These workhouses seem all alike, and there is something intensely disgusting in the atmosphere of them. The thought of all those grey-faced, ageing men living a very quiet, withdrawn life in a smell of W.Cs, and practising homosexuality, makes me feel sick. But it is not easy to convey what I mean, because it is all bound up with the smell of the workhouse.

At eleven they let us out with the usual hunk of bread and cheese, and we went on to Blest’s farm, about three miles away; but we did not get there till one, because we stopped on the way and got a big haul of damsons. When we arrived at the farm the foreman told us that he wanted pickers and sent us up to the field at once. We had now only about 3d left, and that evening I wrote home asking them to send me 10/-; it came two days later, and in the mean time we should have had practically nothing to eat if the other pickers had not fed us. For nearly three weeks after this we were at work hop-picking, and I had better describe the different aspects of this individually.

Xfn5 2.9.31 to 19.9.31: Hops are trained up poles or over wires about 10 feet high, and grown in rows a yard or two apart. All the pickers have to do is to tear them down and strip the hops in to a bin, keeping them as clean as possible of leaves. In practice, of course, it is impossible to keep all the leaves out, and the experienced pickers swell the bulk of their hops by putting in just as many leaves as the farmer will stand for. One soon gets the knack of the work, and the only hardships are the standing (we were generally on our feet ten hours a day), the plagues of plant lice, and the damage to one’s hands. One’s hands get stained as black as a negro’s with the hop-juice, which only mud will remove,fn6 and after a day or two they crack and are cut to bits by the stems of the vines, which are spiny. In the mornings, before the cuts had reopened, my hands used to give me perfect agony, and even at the time of typing this (October 10th) they show the marks. Most of the people who go down hopping have done it every year since they were children, and they pick like lightning and know all the tricks, such as shaking the hops up to make them lie loose in the bin etc. The most successful pickers are families, who have two or three adults to strip the vines, and a couple of children to pick up the fallen hops and clear the odd strands. The laws about child labour are disregarded utterly, and some of the people drive their children pretty hard. The woman in the next bin to us, a regular old-fashioned East Ender, kept her grandchildren at it like slaves.—‘Go on, Rose, you lazy little cat, pick them ’ops up. I’ll warm your arse if I get up to you’ etc. until the children, aged from 6 to 10, used to drop down and fall asleep on the ground. But they liked the work, and I don’t suppose it did them more harm than school.

As to what one can earn, the system of payment is this. Two or three times a day the hops are measured, and you are due a certain sum (in our case twopence) for each bushel you have picked. A good vine yields about half a bushel of hops, and a good picker can strip a vine in about 10 minutes, so that theoretically one might earn about 30/– by a sixty hour week. But in practice this is quite impossible. To begin with, the hops vary enormously. On some vines they are as large as small pears, and on others hardly bigger than peas; the bad vines take rather longer to strip than the good ones—they are generally more tangled—and sometimes it needs five or six of them to make a bushel. Then there are all kinds of delays, and the pickers get no compensation for lost time. Sometimes it rains (if it rains hard the hops get too slippery to pick), and one is always kept waiting when changing from field to field, so that an hour or two is wasted every day. And above all there is the question of measurement. Hops are soft things like sponges, and it is quite easy for the measurer to crush a bushel of them into a quart if he chooses. Some days he merely scoops the hops out, but on other days he has orders from the farmer to ‘take them heavy’, and then he crams them tight into the basket, so that instead of getting 20 bushels for a full bin one gets only 12 or 14—i.e. a shilling or so less. There was a song about this, which the old East End woman and her grandchildren were always singing:


Our lousy hops!

Our lousy hops!

When the measurer he comes round,

Pick ’em up, pick ’em up off the ground!

When he comes to measure

He never knows where to stop;

Ay, ay, get in the bin

And take the fucking lot!’



From the bin the hops are put into 10-bushel pokes which are supposed to weigh a hundredweight and are normally carried by one man. It used to take two men to hoist a full poke when the measurer had been taking them heavy.

With all these difficulties one can’t earn 30/– a week or anything near it. It is a curious fact, though, that very few of the pickers were aware how little they really earned, because the piece-work system disguises the low rate of payment. The best pickers in our gang were a family of gypsies, five adults and a child, all of whom, of course, had picked hops every year since they could walk.2 In a little under three weeks these people earned exactly £10 between them—i.e., leaving out the child, about 14/– a week each. Ginger and I earned about 9/– a week each, and I doubt if any individual picker made over 15/– a week. A family working together can make their keep and their fare back to London at these rates, but a single picker can hardly do even that. On some of the farms nearby the tally, instead of being 6 bushels to the shilling, was 8 or 9, at which one would have a hard job to earn 10/– a week.

When one starts work the farm gives one a printed copy of rules, which are designed to reduce a picker more or less to a slave. According to these rules the farmer can sack a picker without notice and on any pretext whatever, and pay him off at 8 bushels a shilling instead of six—i.e. confiscate a quarter of his earnings. If a picker leaves his job before the picking is finished, his earnings are docked the same amount. You cannot draw what you have earned and then clear off, because the farm will never pay you more than two thirds of your earnings in advance, and so are in your debt till the last day. The binmen (i.e. foremen of gangs) get wages instead of being paid on the piecework system, and these wages cease if there is a strike, so naturally they will raise Heaven and earth to prevent one. Altogether the farmers have the hop-pickers in a cleft stick, and always will have until there is a pickers’ union. It is not much use to try and form a union, though, for about half the pickers are women and gypsies, and are too stupid to see the advantages of it.

As to our living accommodation, the best quarters on the farm, ironically enough, were disused stables. Most of us slept in round tin huts about 10 feet across, with no glass in the windows, and all kinds of holes to let in the wind and rain. The furniture of these huts consisted of a heap of straw and hopvines, and nothing else. There were four of us in our hut, but in some of them there were seven or eight—rather an advantage, really, for it kept the hut warm. Straw is rotten stuff to sleep in (it is much more draughty than hay) and Ginger and I had only a blanket each, so we suffered agonies of cold for the first week; after that we stole enough pokes to keep us warm. The farm gave us free firewood, though not as much as we needed. The water tap was 200 yards away, and the latrine the same distance, but it was so filthy that one would have walked a mile sooner than use it. There was a stream where one could do some laundering, but getting a bath in the village would have been about as easy as buying a tame whale. X

The hop-pickers seemed to be of three types: East Enders, mostly costermongers, gypsies, and itinerant agricultural labourers with a sprinkling of tramps. The fact that Ginger and I were tramps got us a great deal of sympathy, especially among the fairly well-to-do people. There was one couple, a coster and his wife, who were like a father and mother to us. They were the kind of people who are generally drunk on Saturday nights and who tack a ‘fucking’ on to every noun, yet I have never seen anything that exceeded their kindness and delicacy. They gave us food over and over again. A child would come to the hut with a saucepan: ‘Eric, mother was going to throw this stew away, but she said it was a pity to waste it. Would you like it?’ Of course they were not really going to have thrown it away, but said this to avoid the suggestion of charity. One day they gave us a whole pig’s head, ready cooked. These people had been on the road several years themselves, and it made them sympathetic.—‘Ah, I know what it’s like. Skippering in the fucking wet grass, and then got to tap the milkman in the morning before you can get a cup of tea. Two of my boys were born on the road’ etc. Another man who was very decent to us was an employee in a paper factory. Before this he had been vermin-man to—, and he told me that the dirt and vermin in—’s kitchens, even [their headquarters], passed belief. When he worked at—’s branch in T—Street, the rats were so numerous that it was not safe to go into the kitchens at night unarmed; you had to carry a revolver.3 After I had mixed with these people for a few days it was too much fag to go on putting on my cockney accent, and they noticed that I talked ‘different’. As usual, this made them still more friendly, for these people seem to think that it is especially dreadful to ‘come down in the world’.

Out of about 200 pickers at Blestsº farm, 50 or 60 were gypsies. They are curiously like oriental peasants—the same heavy faces, at once dull and sly, and the same sharpness in their own line and startling ignorance outside it. Most of them could not read even a word, and none of their children seemed ever to have gone to school. One gypsy, aged about 40, used to ask me such questions as, ‘How far is Paris from France?’ ‘How many days’ journey by caravan to Paris?’ etc. A youth, aged twenty, used to as this riddle half a dozen times a day.—‘I’ll tell you something you can’t do?’—‘What?’—‘Tickle a gnat’s arse with a telegraph pole.’ (At this, never-failing yells of laughter.) The gypsies seem to be quite rich, owning caravans, horses etc. yet they go on all the year round working as itinerant labourers and saving money. They used to say that our way of life (living in houses etc.) seemed disgusting to them, and to explain how clever they had been in dodging the army during the war. Talking to them, you had the feeling of talking to people from another century. I often heard a gypsy say, ‘If I knew where so and so was, I’d ride my horse till it hadn’t a shoe left to catch him’—not a 20th century metaphor at all. One day some gypsies were talking about a noted horse-thief called George Bigland, and one man, defending him, said: ‘I don’t think George is as bad as you make out. I’ve known him to steal Gorgias’ (Gentiles’) horses, but he wouldn’t go so far as to steal from one of us.’

The gypsies call us Gorgias and themselves Romanies, but they are nicknamed Didecais (not certain of spelling). They all knew Romany, and occasionally used a word or two when they didn’t want to be understood. A curious thing I noticed about the gypsies—I don’t know whether it is the same everywhere—was that you would often see a whole family who were totally unlike one another. It almost seems to countenance the stories about gypsies stealing children; more likely, though, it is because it’s a wise child etc.

One of the men in our hut was the old deaf tramp we had met outside West Malling spike—Deafie, he was always called. He was rather a Mr F. ’s aunt4 in conversation, and he looked just like a drawing by George Belcher,5 but he was an intelligent, decently educated man, and no doubt would not have been on the road if he could hear. He was not strong enough for heavy work, and he had done nothing for years past except odd jobs like hopping. He calculated that he had been in over 400 different spikes. The other man, named Barrett, and a man in our gang named George, were good specimens of the itinerant agricultural labourer. For years past they had worked on a regular round: Lambing in early spring, then pea-picking, strawberries, various other fruits, hops, ‘spud-grabbing’, turnips and sugar beet. They were seldom out of work for more than a week or two, yet even this was enough to swallow up anything they could earn. They were both penniless when they arrived at Blest’s farm, and I saw Barretº work certainly one day without a bite to eat. The proceeds of all their work were the clothes they stood up in, straw to sleep on all the year round, meals of bread and cheseº and bacon, and I suppose one or two good drunks a year. George was a dismal devil, and took a sort of worm-like pride in being underfed and overworked, and always tobying from job to job. His line was, ‘It doesn’t do for people like us to have fine ideas’. (He could not read or write, and seemed to think even literacy a kind of extravagance.) I know this philosophy well, having often met it among the dishwashers in Paris. Barrett, who was 63, used to complain a lot about the badness of food nowadays, compared with what you could get when he was a boy.—‘In them days we didn’t live on this fucking bread and marg, we ’ad good solid tommy. Bullock’s ’eart. Bacon dumpling. Black pudden. Pig’s ’ead.’ The glutinous, reminiscent tone in which he said ‘pig’s ’ead’ suggested decades of underfeeding.

Besides all these regular pickers there were what are called ‘home-dwellers’; i.e. local people who pick at odd times, chiefly for the fun of it. They are mostly farmers’ wives and the like, and as a rule they and the regular pickers loathe one another. One of them, however, was a very decent woman, who gave Ginger a pair of shoes and me an excellent coat and waistcoat and two shirts. Most of the local people seemed to look on us as dirt, and the shopkeepers were very insolent, though betwee[n] us we must have spent several hundred pounds in the village.

One day at hop-picking was very much like another. At about a quarter to six in the morning we crawled out of the straw, put on our coats and boots (we slept in everything else) and went out to get a fire going—rather a job this September, when it rained all the time. By half past six we had made tea and fried some bread for breakfast, and then we started off for work, with bacon sandwiches and a drum of cold tea for our dinner. If it didn’t rain we were working pretty steadily till about one, and then we would start a fire between the vines, heat up our tea and knock off for half an hour. After that we were at it again till half past five, and by the time we had got home, cleaned the hop juice off our hands and had tea, it was already dark and we were dropping with sleep. A good many nights, though, we used to go out and steal apples. There was a big orchard nearby, and three or four of us used to rob it systematically, carrying a sack and getting half a hundredweight of apples at a time, besides several pounds of cobnuts. On Sundays we used to wash our shirts and socks in the stream, and sleep the rest of the day. As far as I remember I never undressed completely all the time we were down there, nor washed my teeth, and I only shaved twice a week. Between working and getting meals (and that meant fetching everlasting cans of water, struggling with wet faggots, frying in tin-lids etc.) one seemed to have not an instant to spare. I only read one book all the time I was down there, and that was a Buffalo Bill. Counting up what we spent I find that Ginger and I fed ourselves on about 5/– a week each, so it is not surprising that we were constantly short of tobacco and constantly hungry, in spite of the apples and what the others gave us. We seemed to be forever doing sums in farthings to find out whether we could afford another half ounce of shag or another two-pennorth of bacon. It wasn’t a bad life, but what with standing all day, sleeping rough and getting my hands cut to bits, I felt a wreck at the end of it. It was humiliating to see that most of the people there looked on it as a holiday—in fact, it is because hopping is regarded as a holiday that the pickers will take such starvation wages. It gives one an insight into the lives of farm labourers, too, to realise that according to their standards hop-picking is hardly work at all.

One night a youth knocked at our door and said that he was a new picker and had been told to sleep in our hut. We let him in and fed him in the morning, after which he vanished. It appeared that he was not a picker at all, but a tramp, and that tramps often work this dodge in the hopping season, in order to get a kip under shelter. Another night a woman who was going home asked me to help her get her luggage to Wateringbury station. As she was leaving early they had paid her off at eight bushels a shilling, and her total earnings were only just enough to get herself and family home. I had to push a perambulator, with one eccentric wheel and loaded with huge packages, two and a half miles through the dark, followed by a retinue of yelling children. When we got to the station the last train was just coming in, and in rushing the pram across the level crossing I upset it. I shall never forget that moment—the train bearing down on us, and the porter and I chasing a tin chamberpot that was rolling up the track. On several nights Ginger tried to persuade me to come and rob the church with him, and he would have done it alone if I had not managed to get it into his head that suspicion was bound to fall on him, as a known criminal. He had robbed churches before, and he said, what surprised me, that there is generally something worth having in the Poor box. We had one or two jolly nights, on Saturdays, sitting round a huge fire till midnight and roasting apples. One night, I remember, it came out that of about fifteen people round the fire, everyone except myself had been in prison. There were uproarious scenes in the village on Saturdays, for the people who had money used to get well drunk, and it needed the police to get them out of the pub. I have no doubt the residents thought us a nasty vulgar lot, but I could not help feeling6 that it was rather good for a dull village to have this invasion of cockneys once a year.




112. To Dennis Collings

4 September 1931 Handwritten

Mereworth Kent

Dear Dennis,

I hope this does not find you as it leaves me, for we are slopping about here in the most apallingº seas of slush, unable to work & with no occupation but trying to start fires with wet wood. I have been here since the first & only done one full day’s work. I had an interesting time coming down. Four of us set out with about 4/- between us, & until the 3rd we only had another 1/– between us, so you can imagine how we lived. The first day we got as far as Bromley, camped in a field & went on to Ide Hill. There 2 of us went into the spike, & my mate & I camped in a wood. The next day we went on through Sevenoaks to Seal, & walked about 10 miles from farm to farm trying to find a job. Finally we slept in an unfinished house, then went on to West Malling &, as it was pouring with rain, slept in the spike for the night. Next day we came down here & got a job. We got most of our food on the way by begging, & did not go short of anything except tobacco, but the cold & discomfort of sleeping out of doors are worse than you would believe. I have kept notes of all this in my diary, & later I will amplify these & send you a copy if it would interest you.

The mate I am with is an interesting type. Aged 26, has been 3 years in Borstal, 2 years in the army, 3 times in prison, married & widowed. He is & looks the typical petty burglar, but is really a very likeable fellow.

As to this hopping, it is a bloody swindle & only goes on because there is a large supply of casual labourers ready to do almost anything, & the East Enders rather like the trip to the country. The rate of pay here is 1/- for six bushels of hops. The working day is 9 or 10 hours, in which time an exceptionally skilful picker can pick about 20 bushels—i.e. 3/4d. My only full day I managed by half killing myself to pick 10 bushels, & hope to work up to 15 bushels a day later. On some farms the rate of payment is actually 1/-for 8 bushels. A law has recently been passed compelling farmers to give their hoppickers proper accommodation, which makes one wonder what sort of accommodation they got before. Here 4 of us live in a tin hut about 12 feet across, with no glass in the windows, letting in the rain & draughts on all sides, & furnished only with a large heap of straw. Here you shudder till about 5.45 am, then up, get a fire going & make tea, hurry out to the fields & pick till 12.30, when you knock off for half an hour for lunch. Then you pick again till about 5, then have more battles with fires, shave & get your supper, & so to bed at about 9 o’clock. All this for about 15/-a week. Still it is rather fun for a short while, & I shall at any rate be able to make a saleable newspaper article out of it.

I hope to write you a more interesting letter when I have got somewhere comfortable to sit (I have not sat in a chair for about 10 days), but for the moment here are one or two pieces of practical wisdom I have garnered. Treasure them, for who knows when you may be on the road yourself.

When boiling water over a wood fire, if you put a chip of wood in the water it will remove some of the smoky taste.

The only reliable tin for a billy (known as a ‘drum’) is a snuff tin, preferably a 2 lb. one. They are not easy to come by, as most tobacconists don’t keep snuff.

You can always beg meat from a butcher on Saturday nights.

When sleeping in the open, it is warmer to take your coat off & put it over you than to wear it.

As to new words, here are some, but I think they are rather current slang than actual dialect words.


	Drum up, to	=	to make a fire.

	Toby, a	=	a tramp. (Also ‘to toby’, etc.)

	Chat, a	=	a louse.

	Pony, a	=	a shit.

	Skipper, to	=	to sleep in the open.

	Get	=	? Word (noun) of abuse, but meaning uncertain.



By the way, I had thought that the ‘rhyming slang’ was quite extinct, but one occasionally hears it used here. ‘A dig in the grave’ for a shave, ‘the hot cross bun’ for the sun, etc. Give the enclosed to your father if you remember. It might interest him. I will write again later.

Yours

Eric A Blair

P.S. I have made further enquiries about the custom tramps used to have of marking doors where they had begged, to indicate what sort of reception they got. It appears to be quite extinct, & none of the tramps I have met have heard of it.




113. Hop-Picking Diary

19.9.31:   On the last morning, when we had picked the last field, there was a queer game of catching the women and putting them in the bins. Very likely there will be something about this in the Golden Bough. It is evidently an old custom, and all harvests have some custom of this kind attached to them. The people who were illiterate or theraboutsº brought their tally books to me and other ‘scholars’ to have them reckoned up, and some of them paid a copper or two to have it done. I found that in quite a number of cases the farm cashiers had made a mistake in the addition, and invariably the mistake was in favour of the farm. Of course the pickers got the sum due when they complained, but they would not have if they had accepted the farm cashier’s reckoning. Moreover, the farm had a mean little rule that anyone who was going to complain about his tally book had to wait till all the other pickers had been paid off. This meant waiting till the afternoon, so that some people who had buses to catch had to go home without claiming the sum due to them. (Of course it was only a few coppers in most cases. One woman’s book, however, was added up over £1 wrong.)

Ginger and I packed our things and walked over to Wateringbury to catch the hoppickers’ train. On the way we stopped to buy tobacco, and as a sort of farewell to Kent, Ginger cheated the tobacconist’s girl of fourpence, by a very cunning dodge. When we got to Wateringbury station about fifty hoppers were waiting for the train, and the first person we saw was old Deafie, sitting on the grass with a newspaper in front of him. He lifted it aside, and we saw that he had his trousers undone and was exhibiting his penis to the women and children as they passed. I was surprised—such a decent old man, really; but there is hardly a tramp who has not some sexual abnormality. The Hoppers’ train was ninepence cheaper than the ordinary fare, and it took nearly five hours to get us to London—30 miles. At about 10 at night the hop-pickers poured out at London Bridge station, a number of them drunk and all carrying bunches of hops; people in the street readily bought these bunches of hops, I dont know why. Deafie, who had travelled in our carriage, asked us into the nearest pub and stood us each a pint, the first beer I had had in three weeks. Then he went off to Hammersmith, and no doubt he will be on the bum till next year’s fruit-picking begins.

On adding up our tally book, Ginger and I found that we had made just 26/- each by eighteen days’ work. We had drawn 8/- each in advances (or ‘subs’ as they are called), and we had made another 6/- between us by selling stolen apples. After paying our fares we got to London with about 16/- each. So we had, after all, kept ourselves while we were in Kent and come back with a little in pocket; but we had only done it by living on the very minimum of everything.

19.9.31 to 8.10.31:   Ginger and I went to a kip in Tooley Street, owned by Lew Levy who owns the one in Westminster Bridge Road. It is only seven-pence a night, and it is probably the best sevenpenny one in London. There are bugs in the beds, but not many, and the kitchens, though dark and dirty, are convenient, with abundant fires and hot water. The lodgers are a pretty low lot—mostly Irish unskilled labourers, and out of work at that. We met some queer types among them. There was one man, aged 68, who worked carrying crates of fish (they weigh a hundredweight each) in Billingsgate market. He was interested in politics, and he told me that on Bloody Sunday in ’88 he had taken part in the rioting and been sworn in as a special constable on the same day. Another old man, a flower seller, was mad. Most of the time he behaved quite normally, but when his fits were on he would walk up and down the kitchen uttering dreadful beast-like yells, with an expression of agony on his face. Curiously enough, the fits only came on in wet weather. Another man was a thief. He stole from shop counters and vacant motor cars, especially commercial travellers’ cars, and sold the stuff to a Jew in Lambeth Cut. Every evening you would see him smartening himself up to go ‘up West’. He told me that he could count on £2 a week, with a big haul from time to time. He managed to swoop the till of a public house almost every Christmas, generally getting £40 or £50 by this. He had been stealing for years and only been caught once, and then was bound over. As always seems the case with thieves, his work brought him no good, for when he got a large sum he blued it instantly. He had one of the ignoblest faces I ever saw, just like a hyena’s; yet he was likeable, and decent about sharing food and paying debts.

Several mornings Ginger and I worked helping the porters at Billingsgate. You go there at about five and stand at the corner of one of the streets which lead up from Billingsgate into Eastcheap. When a porter is having trouble to get his barrow up, he shouts ‘Up the ’ill!’ and you spring forward (there is fierce competition for the jobs, of course) and shove the barrow behind. The payment is ‘twopence an up’. They take on about one shover-up for four hundredweight, and the work knocks it out of your thighs and elbows, but you don’t get enough jobs to tire you out. Standing there from five till nearly midday, I never made more than 1/6d. If you are very lucky a porter takes you on as his regular assistant, and then you make about 4/6d a morning. The porters themselves seem to make about £4 or £5 a week. There are several things worth noticing about Billingsgate. One is that vast quantities of the work done there are quite unnecessary, being due to the complete lack of any centralised transport system. What with porters, barrowmen, shovers-up etc, it now costs round about £1 to get a ton of fish from Billingsgate to one of the London railway termini. If it were done in an orderly manner, by lorries, I suppose it would cost a few shillings. Another thing is that the pubs in Billingsgate are open at the hours when other pubs are shut. And another is that the barrowmen at Billingsgate do a regular traffic in stolen fish, and you can get fish dirt cheap if you know one of them.

After about a fortnight in the lodging house I found that I was writing nothing, and the place itself was beginning to get on my nerves, with its noise and lack of privacy, and the stifling heat of the kitchen, and above all the dirt. The kitchen had a permanent sweetish reek of fish, and all the sinks were blocked with rotting fish guts which stank horribly. You had to store your food in dark corners which were infested by black beetles and cockroaches, and there were clouds of horrible languid flies everywhere. The dormitory was also disgusting, with the perpetual din of coughing and spitting—everyone in a lodging house has a chronic cough, no doubt from the foul air. I had got to write some articles, which could not be done in such surroundings, so I wrote home for money and took a room in Windsor Street near the Harrow Road. Ginger has gone off on the road again. Most of this narrative was written in the Bermondsey public library, which has a good reading room and was convenient for the lodging house.

--ooOoo--

NOTES.

New words (i.e. words new to me) discovered this time.

Shackles. . . . broth or gravy.

Drum, a. . . . . a billy can. (With verb to drum up meaning to light a fire.)

Toby, on the . . on the tramp. (Also to toby, and a toby, meaning a tramp. Slang Dictionary gives the toby as the highroad.)

Chat, a. . . . . . . . a louse. (Also chatty, lousy. S.D. gives this but not a chat.)

Get, a. . . . . . .? (Word of abuse, meaning unknown.)2

Didecai, a. . . . . a gypsy.

Sprowsie, a. . . . a sixpence.

Hard-up. . . . . . tobacco made from fag ends. (S.D. gives a hard-up as a sman who collects fag ends.)

Skipper, to. . . . to sleep out. (S.D. gives a skipper as a barn.)

Scrump, to. . . . to steal.

Knock off, to . . . to arrest.

Jack off, to. . . . to go away.

Jack, on his. . . . on his own.

Clods. . . . . . . coppers1

Burglars’ slang.

A stick, or a cane a jemmy. (S.D. gives stick.)

Peter a. . . . . . . a safe. (In S.D.)

Bly,fn1 a. . . . . . . an oxy-acetylene blowlamp

Use of the word ‘tart’ among the East Enders. This word now seems absolutely interchangeable with ‘girl’, with no implication of ‘prostitute’. People will speak of their daughter or sister as a tart.

Rhyming slang. I thought this was extinct, but it is far from it. The hoppickers used these expressions freely: A dig in the grave, meaning a shave. The hot cross bun, meaning the sun. Greengages, meaning wages. They also used the abbreviated rhyming slang, e.g. ‘Use your twopenny’ for ‘Use your head.’ This is arrived at like this: Head, loaf of bread, loaf, twopenny loaf, twopenny.

Homosexual vice in London. It appears that one of the great rendezvous is Charing Cross underground station. It appeared to be taken for granted by the people on Trafalgar Square that youths could earn a bit this way, and several said to me, ‘I need never sleep out if I choose to go down to Charing Cross.’ They added that the usual fee is a shilling.




114. To Dennis Collings

Monday night, [12 October 1931] Handwritten

2 Windsor St London W.9

Dear Dennis,

Herewith the narrative1 of my adventures. Much of it repeats what I have told you before, but I wanted a full account for my own future reference. Keep it for me, will you? You will excuse carbon copy & bad typing. Please show it to Mr Pullein,2 who wanted to hear about my experiences. Also to Eleanor Jaques if she would care to see it, but don’t let it go any further. Please also (I am assuming you are in S’wold) tell them both3 I will write to them soon.

The above will be my adressº till further notice. I am pretty busy, as I am getting stories etc to do for the new paper Modern Youth. (A poisonous name for a poisonous paper—& the things I write for them are also poisonous, but one must live.)

Yours

Eric A Blair

P.S. A shop near here sells mandrakes, but I’m afraid they won’t have been procured in the correct manner. Remind me sometime to tell you an interesting thing about werwolves.º4




115. From a letter to Brenda Salkeld

[October 1931?]1

I have been doing a good deal of work, & hope to do a good deal more for the new paper ‘Modern Youth’, tho’ I’m afraid they won’t give me a regular job. It is to appear on the 29th, & from the advance copy I have seen looks a pretty poisonous rag—something for the young business man who is not yet tired, but will be later in life. They only commission me to do stupid things, but we must live, of course. I don’t know what the paper’s chances of survival are, but I should say good as—at any rate, they have pots of money.




116. ‘Hop-Picking,’1

The New Statesman and Nation,2 17 October 1931

“A holiday with pay.” “Keep yourself all the time you’re down there, pay your fare both ways and come back five quid in pocket.” I quote the words of two experienced hop-pickers, who had been down into Kent almost every season since they were children, and ought to have known better. For as a matter of fact hop-picking is far from being a holiday, and, as far as wages go, no worse employment exists.

I do not mean by this that hop-picking is a disagreeable job in itself. It entails long hours, but it is healthy, outdoor work, and any able-bodied person can do it. The process is extremely simple. The vines, long climbing plants with the hops clustering on them in bunches like grapes, are trained up poles or over wires; all the picker has to do is to tear them down and strip the hops into a bin, keeping them as clean as possible from leaves. The spiny stems cut the palms of one’s hands to pieces, and in the early morning, before the cuts have reopened, it is painful work; one has trouble too with the plant-lice which infest the hops and crawl down one’s neck, but beyond that there are no annoyances. One can talk and smoke as one works, and on hot days there is no pleasanter place than the shady lanes of hops, with their bitter scent—an unutterably refreshing scent, like a wind blowing from oceans of cool beer. It would be almost ideal if one could only earn a living at it.

Unfortunately, the rate of payment is so low that it is quite impossible for a picker to earn a pound a week, or even, in a wet year like 1931, fifteen shillings. Hop-picking is done on the piece-work system, the pickers being paid at so much a bushel. At the farm where I worked this year, as at most farms in Kent, the tally was six bushels to the shilling—that is, we were paid twopence for each bushel we picked. Now, a good vine yields about half a bushel of hops, and a good picker can strip a vine in ten or fifteen minutes; it follows that an expert picker might, given perfect conditions, earn thirty shillings in a sixty-hour week. But, for a number of reasons, these perfect conditions do not exist. To begin with, hops vary enormously in quality. On some vines they are as large as small pears, on others no bigger than hazel nuts; the bad vines take as long to strip as the good ones—longer, as a rule, for their lower shoots are more tangled—and often five of them will not yield a bushel. Again, there are frequent delays in the work, either in changing from field to field, or on account of rain; an hour or two is wasted in this manner every day, and the pickers are paid no compensation for lost time. And, lastly, the greatest cause of loss, there is unfair measurement. The hops are measured in bushel baskets of standard size, but it must be remembered that hops are not like apples or potatoes, of which one can say that a bushel is a bushel and there is an end of it. They are soft things as compressible as sponges, and it is quite easy for the measurer to crush a bushel of them into a quart if he chooses. As the hop-pickers often sing—


When he comes to measure,

He never knows where to stop;

Ay, ay, get in the bin,

And take the bloody lot!



From the bin the hops are put into pokes, which are supposed when full to weigh a hundredweight, and are normally carried by one man. But it often needs two men to handle a full poke, when the measurer has been “taking them heavy.”

With these working conditions a friend and myself earned, this September, about nine shillings a week each. We were new to the job, but the experienced pickers did little better. The best pickers in our gang, and among the best in the whole camp, were a family of gypsies, five adults and a child; these people, spending ten hours a day in the hop-field, earned just ten pounds between them in three weeks. Leaving the child out of account (though as a matter of fact all the children in the hop-field work) this was an average of thirteen and fourpence a week each. There were various farms nearby where the tally was eight or nine bushels to the shilling, and where even twelve shillings a week would have been hard to earn. Besides these starvation wages, the hop-picker has to put up with rules which reduce him practically to a slave. One rule, for instance, empowers a farmer to sack his employees on any pretext whatever, and in doing so to confiscate a quarter of their earnings; and the picker’s earnings are also docked if he resigns his job. It is no wonder that itinerant agricultural labourers, most of whom are in work ten months of the year, travel “on the toby” and sleep in the casual ward between jobs.

As to the hop-pickers’ living accommodation, there is now a whole tribe of Government officials to supervise it, so presumably it is better than it used to be. But what it can have been like in the old days is hard to imagine, for even now the ordinary hop-picker’s hut is worse than a stable. (I say this advisedly: on our farm the best quarters, specially set apart for married people, were stables.) My friend and I, with two others, slept in a tin hut ten feet across, with two unglazed windows and half a dozen other apertures to let in the wind and rain, and no furniture save a heap of straw: the latrine was two hundred yards away, and the water tap the same distance. Some of these huts had to be shared by eight men—but that, at any rate, mitigated the cold, which can be bitter on September nights when one has no bedding but a disused sack. And, of course, there were all the normal discomforts of camp life; not serious hardships, but enough to make sure that when we were not working or sleeping we were either fetching water or trying to coax a fire out of wet sticks.

I think it will be agreed that these are thoroughly bad conditions of pay and treatment. Yet the curious thing is that there is no lack of pickers, and what is more, the same people return to the hop-fields year after year. What keeps the business going is probably the fact that the Cockneys rather enjoy the trip to the country, in spite of the bad pay and in spite of the discomfort. When the season is over the pickers are heartily glad—glad to be back in London, where you do not have to sleep on straw, and you can put a penny in the gas instead of hunting for firewood, and Woolworth’s is round the corner—but still, hop-picking is in the category of things that are great fun when they are over. It figures in the pickers’ mind as a holiday, though they are working hard all the time and out of pocket at the end. And besides this there is the piece-work system, which disguises the low rate of payment; for “six bushels a shilling” sounds much more than “fifteen shillings a week.” And there is the tradition of the good times ten years ago, when hops were dear and the farmers could pay sixpence a bushel; this keeps alive the tales about “coming home five quid in pocket.” At any rate, whatever the cause, there is no difficulty in getting people to do the work, so perhaps one ought not to complain too loudly about the conditions in the hop-fields. But if one sets pay and treatment against work done, then a hop-picker is appreciably worse off than a sandwich-man.

ERIC BLAIR




117. To T. S. Eliot

30 October 1931 Handwritten

2 Windsor Street London W. 9

Dear Mr Eliot,1

I am writing to you personally, as Richard Rees tells me that he has spoken to you on my behalf. I have just read a rather interesting French novel called A la Belle de Nuit,2 by Jacques Roberti. It is the story of a prostitute, quite true to life so far as one can judge, & most ruthlessly told, but not a mere exploitation of a dirty subject. It seems to me worth translating, & if Messrs. Faber & Faber would like to try a translation I think I could do the job as well as most people. I don’t pretend to have a scholarly knowledge of French, but I am used to mixing in the kind of French society described in the novel, & I know French slang, if not well, better than the majority of Englishmen. I don’t know whether such a book would sell, but I believe Zola’s novels sell in England, & this author seems to have some resemblances to Zola.

Perhaps you will let me know whether Messrs. Faber & Faber would like to hear more of this? If they would like to see the book I can send it along, or translate a few pages as a specimen. I see that the translation rights are reserved, but I suppose that could be fixed up if it were decided to translate.

Yours truly

Eric Blair




118. To Brenda Salkeld

Saturday night, [October 1931] Handwritten

2 Windsor St. W. 91

Dearest Brenda,

Thank you so much for your letter, which persuades me that you have not quite forgotten me after all. I am going to leave the above adress,º as there is a yapping dog here which gets on my nerves, but I will let you know my new one, & in any case they will forward a letter if you write here. Modern Youth have postponed publication till the 19th as their printers went bankrupt. I have finished the things I was doing for them & have been able to make a start with my new novel. I am also trying to persuade some publishers to let me translate a French novel for them. I’m afraid they’ll junk it (it is the life history of a prostitute & extremely realistic; I should think reading it would put any girl off the primrose path) but it is worth trying. By the way, did you say you collected signatures? I have T. S. Eliot’s signature if you want it. He is reader to these publishers.

This afternoon, wanting to be in a gloomy frame of mind in order to get on with what I was writing, I went into Kensal Rise2 cemetryº. The inscriptions on the tombstones sent me into such paroxysms of laughter that all gloom was gone for the day. One gentlemen, I remember, “entered into Heaven in a happy & peaceful reliance upon the merits of his Saviour.” The thought entered my mind that all these tombstones & epitaphs are, after all, a last attempt on the part of the corpse to get himself noticed & talked about, & that really an epitaph which gives one a good laugh accomplishes this better than another. When you see some huge hideous slab of granite you know that the dead creature underground is saying in effect “you SHALL notice me”, but something comic would be much more to the point. If I ever get time to compose my epitaph I shall take care to make it an amusing one. Funerals also ought to be comic, though for another reason. I mean because death would cease to be horrible if one could see it as something funny.

Have you read anything interesting? I got hold of an interesting book called “What was the Gunpowder Plot?” by John Gerard S.J. Of course the S.J.3 makes you look askance, but the book was written back in the ’nineties before the present barrage of R. C. propaganda had reached its height. The thesis is that the Gunpowder Plot was a sort of Zinovieff Letter4 scheme got up by Cecil5 & Co. as propaganda against the Catholics. His documentary evidence, which of course I can’t judge, seems very strong, & in any case if you think of it there is strong a priori presumption against such a story being true. For example, how could anyone have dug a mine under the House of Parliament undetected, much more smuggled in 18 barrels of powder? I also read General Spears’ “Liaison 1914”, quite interesting, & Coulton’s “Mediaeval Scene”, a popularisation of his books on the Middle Ages. Coulton is a man at whose name all good Catholics make the sign of the evil eye. Also “Guilty but Insane”6—atrociously written but interesting matter.

It is glorious weather here. These autumn days, when the sun only overcomes the mist after a fearful struggle, remind me of an old man getting over his yearly attack of flu. I forget whether I mentioned that simile to you, but it is an idea that would make a good rondeau. And talking of rondeaux, I saw in a notice of the Public Health people the delightful remark “Consumptives should refrain from kissing.” What a good refrain for a ballade—but I can only think of 3 rhymes to it & one of these is unprintable.

I hope Dennis gave you my ms. I told him to. Write soon. I do so like seeing your handwriting on the envelope.

With love

Eric




119. To T. S. Eliot

4 November 1931 Handwritten

2 Windsor.º St. W. 9

Dear Mr Eliot,

Thank you for your letter—I am sending “A la Belle de Nuit” under a separate cover. As I said, I think it ought to have more chance in England than most French novels.1 If Messrs. Faber & Faber ever want any other French books translated, I should be very much obliged if they would give me a trial. I am anxious to get hold of some work of this kind, & I think I could do it as well as the average translator.

Yours truly

Eric A Blair




120. To Christy & Moore [Leonard Moore]

[November–December 1931]1 Handwritten

At The Kiln Wisboro’ Green nr. Billingshurst Sussex

Dear Sir,

Mrs Sinclair Fierz2 tells me that she has spoken to you about me, & that you would like to see some of my work. I doubt whether I have anything in hand at the moment which will be of the smallest use to you, but I am sending two short stories3 which you might be able to use. There is also the ms. of a book, about which I think Mrs Fierz spoke to you, but I am sending that to Faber & Faber. I recently did 2 short stories for the periodical “Modern Youth”, which I now hear has collapsed. If I can get the ms. of these stories back I will send them to you, as I think they should both be easily4 saleable. Please communicate with me at


2 Queen St

Southwold

Suffolk.

Yours faithfully



Eric A Blair

P.S. I should think these stories would want retyping if they were to be tried on any magazines—They have been by me a long time & one has been sent to a magazine who rejected it. I am sending them for you to have a look at, however.
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121. To Leonard Moore

6 January 1932 Handwritten

At. 1B Oakwood Rd Golders Green N.W

Dear Sir,

Thanks very much for your letter. I am sorry you had the trouble of reading those stories, which I did not think would be of much use to you. Will you please send me as soon as possible, at the above adress,º the story called An Idiot? I want to give it to the Adelphi, who will print it for me.1 As to the other, shy it away, as it is worth nothing. I am going to make an effort during this week to recover the two stories I did for Modern Youth. It appears that the printers siezedº them, as Modern Youth’s account with them was not paid. I don’t know, but it seems to me that they have no rights over these manuscripts, which cannot have been the property of Modern Youth, since theº none of the authors were paid. If so be that I can’t get the ms. back, I will re-do the stories from memory when I get an opportunity. One of them I think I have a copy of somewhere, the other—unfortunately the more saleable one—I shall have to rewrite entirely. However, I will try the printers.

I haven’t heard from Fabers about that book.2 If they do accept it, which I am afraid is unlikely, I will put them in touch with you. But if they won’t have it I doubt whether anyone else would, as it was sent to T. S. Eliot with a personal recommendation from a friend of his.3 Also, the Adelphi will print bits of it if the publishers reject it, so I shall make a bit that way. Could you by any chance put me in touch with anyone who wants either translation or annotation done? I know French thoroughly & Spanish pretty well, & I have specialised knowledge on one or two subjects.

Yours faithfully

Eric A Blair




122. To T. S. Eliot

Wednesday, [17 February 1932] Handwritten postcard; dated from postmark

Westminster Chambers Westminster Bridge Rd. S.E

Dear Mr Eliot,

I rang you up today about a ms. of mine1 & you were kind enough to say you would have a look at it shortly. I forgot to say, if you are writing any time before Saturday, could you please send it to the above adressº?2

Yours truly

Eric A Blair




123. The Hawthorns Private School


About 14 April 1932, Orwell started work as a teacher at The Hawthorns, a small private school for boys in Station Road (later renamed Church Road), Hayes, Middlesex. He worked there until the end of the summer term of 1933, and in September 1933 began teaching at Frays College, Uxbridge, Middlesex. While at The Hawthorns, Orwell wrote and produced a school play, an experience that provided material for A Clergyman’s Daughter. The play has survived; see 154. For Orwell’s time at The Hawthorns, see Crick, 220–23 and especially the note on 606–07, which comments on the account given in Stansky and Abrahams, I, 262 and II, 23–35. The school, as it was in 1984 (Fountain House Hotel), is illustrated in Thompson, 38. See also Shelden, 171–72; U.S.: 156.






124. To Leonard Moore

26 April 1932 Typewritten; handwritten postscript

The Hawthorns Station Rd. Hayes Middlesex

Dear Mr Moore,

Thank you for your letter. The history of the ms. “Days in London and Paris” is this. About a year and a half ago I completed a book of this description, but shorter (about 35000 words), and after taking advice I sent it to Jonathan Cape. Cape’s said they would like to publish it but it was too short and fragmentary (it was done in diary form), and that they might be disposed to take it if I made it longer. I then put in some things I had left out, making the ms. you have, and sent it back to Capes,º who again rejected it. That was last September. Meanwhile a friend who was editor of a magazine had seen the first ms., and he said that it was worth publishing and spoke about it to T. S. Eliot, who is a reader to Faber and Faber. Eliot said the same as Cape’s—i.e. that the book was interesting1 but much too short. I left the ms. you have with Mrs Sinclair Fierz and asked her to throw it away, as I did not think it a good piece of work, but I suppose she sent it to you instead. I should of course be very pleased if you could sell it, and it is very kind of you to take the trouble of trying. No publishers have seen it except Faber’s and Cape’s. If by any chance you do get it accepted, will you please see that it is published pseudonymously, as I am not proud of it. I have filled up the form you sent, but I have put in a clause that I only want an agent for dealings with publishers. The reason is this. I am now very busy teaching in a school, and I am afraid that for some months I shan’t be able to get on with any work except occasional reviews or articles and I get the commissions for these myself. But there is a novel2 that I began some months ago and shall go on with next holidays, and I dare say it will be finished within a year: I will send it to you then. If you could get me any French or Spanish books to translate into English I would willingly pay you whatever commission you think right, for I like that kind of work. There is also a long poem describing a day in London which I am doing, and it may be finished before the end of this term. I will send you that too if you like, but I should not think there is any money for anybody in that kind of thing. As to those stories3 you have I should shy them away, as they are not really worth bothering with.

Yours truly

Eric A Blair

P.S. I tried to get Chatto & Windus to give me some of Zola’s novels to translate, but they wouldn’t. I should think somebody might be willing to translate Zola—he has been done, but atrociously badly.4 Or what about Huysmans? I can’t believe “Sainte Lydwine de Schiedam” has been translated into English. I also tried to get Faber’s to translate a novel called “A la Belle de Nuit”, by Jacques Roberti. It is very good but apallinglyº indecent, & they refused it on that ground. I should think somebody might take it on—do you know anybody who isn’t afraid of that kind of thing? (The book isn’t pornographic, only rather sordid.) I could get hold of the copy I had & send it if necessary. I could also translate oldº French, at least anything since 1400 A.D.




125. Review of The Civilization of France by Ernst Robert Curtius; translated by Olive Wyon

The Adelphi, May 1932

This book is an attempt to sum up, from a purely cultural, non-political point of view, the special contribution that France makes to civilisation. It is written by a German, and a terrifically learned one, but its general attitude to life and thought is quite of the English stamp. In effect Herr Curtius’s criticism of France is that a German finds the French intelligence very much smaller than his own, though more perfected and perhaps more adult, rather as one might feel if one met a man from antiquity face to face. Thus “a Hegel, a Schopenhauer, a Nietzsche are unthinkable in France. They would destroy the garden of civilizationº and the realm of humanity. The sense of infinity cannot live freely within French philosophy.” In other words, French culture is classical and anthropocentric, and to those outside the classical tradition it looks rather like a strait-waistcoat, though an exceedingly elegant one. This is the sum of Herr Curtius’s conclusions, and, apart from the scholarship shown, it is very much what would be said by any well-informed Englishman.

However, the real interest in a comparison between different countries lies in the historical question. Granted that French thought is by nature classical and static, and that France now contrasts with England or Germany far more than she did in the eighteenth century, how did the difference arise? Herr Curtius traces it partly to Rome (the French being the conscious inheritors of the Roman culture), and partly to special racial characteristics which the French derive from their mixed ancestry. No doubt these have had their influence, but surely recent life, especially recent economic life, is more important than remote Celts and Latins? If one looks at the history of the nineteenth century one sees that France, with her settled agricultural life and unsettled politics, could not possibly have developed the same culture as a truly modern country. Throughout that century countries like England were being urbanised and regimented with enormous speed, and at the same time the mass of the people were being more and more dispossessed; while France, until very recently, was really living in an earlier age—an age of weak government, strong public opinion, and comparatively wide distribution of property. Even now the French are far more nearly a race of peasants than we are. And peasants as a rule have perfect taste but few new ideas, and they are utterly incurious about Nature—a character which agrees with the general character of French literature. The ruling impression that one gets from living in France is that the French are not essentially different from ourselves, but simply, for good and evil, a little behind the times.

Apart from matters of taste, there are other French traits which can be explained simply as non-modern habits of thought. Take for instance the enthusiasm for justice, which Herr Curtius rightly names as a French characteristic, and which is really a symptom of old-fashioned radicalism. A few days before Sacco and Vanzetti were executed1 I was standing on the steps of one of the English banks in Marseilles, talking to the clerks, while an immense procession of working people streamed past, bearing banners inscribed “Sauvons Sacco et Vanzetti!” etc. It was the kind of thing that one might have seen in England in the eighteen forties, but surely never in the nineteen twenties. All these people—tens of thousands of them—were genuinely indignant over a piece of injustice, and thought it quite natural to lose a day’s wages in order to say so. It was instructive to hear the clerks (English) saying “Oh well, you’ve got to hang these blasted anarchists,” and to see their half-shocked surprise when one asked whether Sacco and Vanzetti were guilty of the crime for which they had been condemned. In England, a century of strong government has developed what O. Henry called “the stern and rugged fear of the police” to a point where any public protest seems an indecency. But in France everyone can remember a certain amount of civil disturbance, and even the workmen in the bistros talk of la revolution—meaning the next revolution, not the last one. The highly socialised modern mind, which makes a kind of composite god out of the rich, the government, the police and the larger newspapers, has not been developed—at least, not yet.

One says not yet, because it is a question whether France will keep the special place which she now holds in civilisation. Herr Curtius sees national culture chiefly as a matter of tradition, and he thinks that the French tradition is too strong and too self-sufficing to change. On the other hand, if it is economic life that decides the colour of men’s thoughts, then the French mind is bound to change, and that rapidly. Since the war France has definitely become an industrial country, and the processes that we connect with industrialism—for instance, the desertion of the land by the younger peasants and the destruction of the small trader—have at least begun. Given a continuance of this, what seem to be the most deeply-rooted French characteristics may vanish. Herr Curtius notices, for instance, the French lack of colour-prejudice, and sets this down to some special racial quality which is lacking in Englishmen and Germans. Yet the Englishman of the eighteenth century seems to have had very little colour-prejudice; therefore the growth of this nasty emotion is in some way connected with our recent history, and for all we know the French will soon possess it to the full Kipling-power. The French intellect as we now know it is typified by, perhaps, La Fontaine; yet surely the type would change after a century of up-to-date mechanical civilisation? Perhaps in A.D.2000 the French will be producing their Wordsworth, their Dr. Bowdler, their Whitman, their General Booth—or anyone else who, at this moment, would seem flagrantly un-French.

One of Herr Curtius’s opinions is specially worth noticing, and that is that the Catholic Church is steadily gaining power in France, and has won what amounts to a victory over the State; bad news, but not surprising after what we have seen of the Church’s recuperative powers in England.

For an account of French literature and thought, and a brief history of France on the non-political side, this book is useful and interesting. The translation seems to be excellent.

ERIC BLAIR




126. To the Editor, The New English Weekly1

5 May 1932

Sir,—May I draw attention to some remarks about the late Ivar Kreuger,2 made by Sir Arthur Salter in one of his radio lectures on The Problem of World Government?

The ‘Listener’ for March 23 quotes Sir Arthur Salter as follows: “Since I gave my last talk the world is poorer by an incalculable loss. In the sphere of economic and financial organisation, Mr. Ivar Kreuger was, in my belief, the greatest man of our age, both in achievement and in intrinsic personal quality. He had constructed with creative vision, with unrivalled ability, with stupendous success,” etc., etc. Those who listened-in on that night will agree that the “Listener” gives only the feeblest idea of Sir Arthur’s panegyric, which lasted for five or ten minutes, and was delivered in lachrymose tones and in a style that recalled Cleopatra lamenting over the corpse of Antony.3

Now that “the greatest man of our age” is discovered to have committed, among other things, a little matter of forgery involving £21,000,000, perhaps comment is superfluous. But I should like to point out that Sir Arthur Salter is an acknowledged financial expert, and that he made these remarks in an official lecture to a circle of study-groups, whom he was supposed to be leading, via the League of Nations, to one of Mr. H. G. Wells’ Utopias.

Eric A. Blair




127. Review of The Spirit of Catholicism by Karl Adam; translated by Dom Justin McCann, O.S.B.

New English Weekly, 9 June 1932

This is a notable book, and well worth reading, though it contains too many sentences of this type:

“Since the community and not the individual is the bearer of the spirit of Jesus, and since its visibility consists especially in the manifestation of this essential unity, therefore the visible organism of the Church postulates for its visibility a real principle of unity in which the supra-personal unity of all the faithful obtains perceptible expression and which supports, maintains and protects this unity.”

It is hard work to dredge a meaning out of such morasses of words, but no one who is interested in the present revival of Catholicism will find the trouble wasted.

What distinguishes this book from the current drizzle of Catholic propaganda is that it is more or less non-controversial. Our English Catholic apologists are unrivalled masters of debate, but they are on their guard against saying anything genuinely informative. Few of them have any object beyond self-justification; their writings, therefore, are either a stream of cheery insult at biologists and Protestant historians, or an attempt to bluff the fundamental difficulties of faith out of existence. Father Adam does not proceed on these lines. He is not trying to prove any particular adversary a fool but rather to show what goes on inside the Catholic soul, and he hardly bothers to argue about the philosophical basis of faith. It is interesting to compare his book with some English book of similar tendency—for instance, with Father Martindale’s recent book, “The Roman Faith.” The contrast between the Catholic who simply believes, and the convert who must for ever be justifying his conversion, is like the contrast between a Buddha and a performing fakir. Father Martindale, being committed to the statement that faith is essentially reasonable, can neither stand up to his difficulties nor ignore them. Consequently he evades them, with considerable nimbleness. He sails over the theory of evolution in a sort of logical balloon-flight, with common sense flung overboard for ballast; he dodges past the problem of evil like a man dodging past his creditor’s doorway—and so on. Father Adam, who has started by saying that faith is not to be approached in the same spirit as “the profane sciences,” has no need of these tricks. With a creed that is safe from “profane” criticism, he is in a very strong position; it gives him the chance to develop his own ideas, and to say something constructive and interesting.

What, then, can the non-Catholic, learn from this book about the Catholic faith? Well, in one sense nothing, for there can be little real contact of mind between believer and unbeliever. As Father Adam says, “the Catholic of a living faith, and he alone, can make this investigation” (into the nature of Catholicism), and the others, with their ill-will or ignorantia invincibilis or what-not, are self-excluded. Nevertheless, in an objective way, something can be learned, or rather, relearned, namely, the Hebrew-like pride and exclusiveness of the genuine Catholic mind. When Father Adam writes of the Communion of the Saints, one gets an impression of the Church not so much as a body of thought as of a kind of glorified family bank—a limited company paying enormous dividends, with non-members rigidly excluded from benefits. Here are Father Adam’s words:

“The Saints during their mortal life amassed beyond the measure of their duty a store of wealth . . . this wealth of the Saints is that ‘treasure of the Church,’ that sacred family inheritance, which belongs to all members of the body of Christ, and which is at the service especially of sick and feeble members.”

The smallest shareholder draws his bonus on the profits made by Augustine or Aquinas. The point is missed if one forgets that the “family” means the Church and the Church alone; the rest of humanity, stray saints apart, being so much negligible matter, for whom there can be nothing save a slightly rigid pity, for extra ecclesiam nulla salus, and “dogmatic intolerance,” as Father Adam puts it, “is a duty to the infinite truth.” Father Adam allows that non-Catholics of good will have been known to exist here and there; but these in reality are Catholics without knowing it, since any virtue that exists outside the Church must be held to have proceeded, “invisibly,” from the Church. And apart from special mercies, which are by no means to be counted on, “all pagans, Jews, heretics and schismatics have forfeited eternal life and are destined to everlasting fire.”

This is quite straightforward, and much more impressive than what we get from our English Catholic apologists. These, with their public-school methods of controversy, have given so strong an impression of not being in earnest that hardly a soul in England bothers to hit back at them. Nearly all our anti-clerical feeling is directed at the poor, unoffending old Church of England. If ever a word is raised against Rome, it is only some absurd tale about Jesuit intrigues or babies’ skeletons dug up from the floors of nunneries. Very few people, apart from the Catholics themselves, seem to have grasped that the Church is to be taken seriously. Books of this kind, therefore, written with genuine learning and free from silly-cleverness, are of great value.

[Unsigned]1




128. To Leonard Moore

10 June 1932 Handwritten

The Hawthorns Hayes Middlesex

Dear Sir,

I am told that the Clarendon Press often want books annotated & have a certain amount of difficulty in finding people who are competent & will do this conscientiously. I would be very glad to get hold of a book to annotate, if they would give it me. Perhaps it might be worth trying them?1

Yours faithfully

Eric A Blair




129. To Eleanor Jaques

Tuesday, [14 June 1932] Handwritten; dated from postmark

The Hawthorns Hayes Middlesex

Dear Eleanor,1

How do things go with you? I hope your father is better, & that you have got your garden into shape. I have been teaching at the above foul place for nearly two months. I don’t find the work uninteresting, but it is very exhausting, & apart from a few reviews etc. I’ve hardly done a stroke of writing. My poor poem, which was promising not too badly, has of course stopped dead. The most disagreeable thing here is not the job itself (it is a day-school, thank God, so I have nothing to do with the brats out of school hours) but Hayes itself, which is one of the most godforsaken places I have ever struck. The population seems to be entirely made up of clerks who frequent tin-roofed chapels on Sundays & for the rest bolt themselves within doors. My sole friend is the curate—High Anglican but not a creeping Jesus & a very good fellow. Of course it means that I have to go to Church, which is an arduous job here, as the service is so popish that I don’t know my way about it & feel an awful B.F. when I see everyone bowing & crossing themselves all round me & can’t follow suit. The poor old vicar, who I suspect hates all this popery, is dressed up in cope & biretta & led round in procession with candles etc., looking like a bullock garlanded for sacrifice. I have promised to paint one of the church idols (a quite skittish-looking B.V.M, half life-size, & I shall try & make her look as much like one of the illustrations in La Vie Parisienne as possible) & to grow a marrow for the harvest festival. I would “communicate” too, only I am afraid the bread might choke me. Have you read anything interesting lately? I read for the first time Marlowe’s Faustus, & thought it rotten, also a mangy little book on Shakespeare trying to prove that Hamlet = Earl of Essex,2 also a publication called The Enemy of Wyndham Lewis (not the professional R.C3), who seems to have something in him, also something of Osbert Sitwell, also some odes of Horace, whom I wish I hadn’t neglected hitherto—otherwise nothing, not having much time or energy. Mrs. Carr4 sent me two books of Catholic apologetics, & I had great pleasure in reviewing one of them5 for a new paper called the New English Weekly. It was the first time I had been able to lay the bastinado on a professional R.C. at any length. I have got a few square feet of garden, but have had rotten results owing to rain, slugs & mice. I have found hardly any birds’ nests—this place is on the outskirts of London, of course. I have also been keeping a pickle-jar aquarium, chiefly for the instruction of the boys, & we have newts, tadpoles, caddis-flies etc. If when you are passing, if you ever do, the pumping station at the beginning of the ferry-path, you see any eggs of puss-moths on the poplar trees there, I should be awfully obliged if you would pick the leaves & send them me by post. I want some, & have only been able to find one or two here. Of course I don’t mean make an expedition there, I only mean if you happen to be passing. What is Dennis6 doing these days? I want to consult him about an extraordinary fungus that was dug up here, but of course he never answers letters. I may or may not come back to S’wold for the summer holidays. I want to get on with my novel7 and if possible finish the poem I had begun, & I think perhaps it would be best for me to go to some quiet place in France, where I can live cheaply & have less temptation from the World, the Flesh & the Devil than at S’wold. (You can decide which of these categories you belong to.) By the way, if you are ever to be in London please let me know, as we might meet, that is if you would like to. Please remember me to your parents, also to Mr and Mrs Pullein8 if you see them.

Yours

Eric A Blair

P.S. In case you see Dennis, you might tell him the fungus was like this (below.) It was dug up underground.

[image: Logo Missing]

About this size & very like

an apple in shape, but dead

white, & flabby to the touch.

P.P.S. I trust this adressº is all right.




130. To Eleanor Jaques

Sunday, [19 June 1932] Handwritten; dated from postmark

The Hawthorns Station Rd. Hayes Middlesex

Dear Eleanor,

I am sorry I did not after all ring up this morning, but when I did not hear from you till Saturday I arranged to take some of the boys out & your letter only arrived afterwards. Also I am not very near a telephone here. I hope you had not been counting on going out today. Let me know if you are staying in town, & if so we can arrange to go out again. Thanks so much for sending the jumping bean, which, however, got crushed in the post, poor little thing. I duly went fishing yesterday, but it was rotten—at least there were fish there, but they won’t bite in this hot clear weather, & I only got one mangy little tench during the whole day. I am going to try near Uxbridge, & I believe the fishing in the Thames near Hampton Court is not so bad, & that would be nearer for you if you are staying in London. I found a few birds’ nests while we were fishing, & the water-birds there were quite interesting to watch.

Let me hear from you soon,

Yours

Eric A Blair




131. To the Editor, The New English Weekly

30 June 1932


Following Orwell’s review of The Spirit of Catholicism (127), Father C. C. Martindale, S.J. (1879–1963), a famous preacher on the staff of Farm Street Church, London, wrote in the New English Weekly, 23 June 1932, that Orwell had cited a phrase, ‘all pagans . . . have forfeited eternal life’ as though it were ‘a quotation from Dr Adam himself.’ Martindale argued that it was ‘an expression from the Council of Florence’ and that Karl Adam’s ‘lucid explanation’ was what ‘anyone who knows the subject would say.’ He complained that Orwell’s allusions to his book, The Faith of the Roman Church, indicated ‘an equal carelessness, or an inability to perceive what is being spoken of . . . neither ill-manners nor imperception matter much: disingenuousness does: and that is the lightest charge that can be laid against his use of the quotation mentioned above.’ He argued that Orwell had treated his book as if it were ‘a justification of the Catholic faith—apologetics if not propaganda—whereas it was a statement expanded no more than what was needed for intelligibility.’ There was, he said, no need for him to discuss the ‘problem of evil’ and he denied that he sailed over the theory of evolution.



Sir,—Father Martindale, in your issue of the 23rd inst., calls my review of “The Spirit of Catholicism” disingenuous. I see nothing disingenuous in attributing to Father Adam a view which he himself heartily endorses; and as for his “explanation,” I think I indicated fairly enough the extent to which he tones down the ferocity of extra ecclesiam nulla salus. The rest of Father Martindale’s letter depends upon the claim that his own book, “The Faith of the Roman Church,” is not a book of propaganda. And this claim, as any fair-minded person will admit after reading the book, is—may I say “disingenuous”?

Eric A. Blair




132. To Leonard Moore

1 July 1932 Handwritten lettercard

The Hawthorns Church Road Hayes. Middx.

Dear Mr Moore,

Thank you for your letter—I went & saw Mr Gollancz1 at the time named, & he gave me a full account of the alterations he wants made in the book.2 Names are to be changed, swearwords etc. cut out, & there is one passage which is to be either changed or cut out—a pity, as it is about the only good bit of writing in the book, but he says the circulating libraries would not stand for it. I am going to let him have the ms. back in about a week. I did not say anything about the book having no commercial value, & he seemed to think fairly well of it, so perhaps you will be able to get good terms from him.

Yours truly

Eric A. Blair




133. To Leonard Moore

6 July 1932 Handwritten

The Hawthorns Church Road Hayes. Middx.

Dear Mr Moore,

I am sending herewith the ms. which I told Mr Gollancz I would let him have back in about a week. I have made the alterations of names etc. that he asked for, & I think there is now nothing that can cause offence. The passage between pp. 6 & 13 that was objected to cannot be altered very radically. I have crossed out or altered the phrases that seemed to show too definitely what was happening & perhaps like this it might pass inspection. If not, I think the only thing to do is to remove Chap. II in toto, as Chap. III follows fairly consecutively from Chap. I.

As to a title (Mr. Gollancz said the present one will not do) I suggest putting at the start the quotation


“The Lady Poverty was fair,

But she hath lost her looks of late”

(Alice Meynell)



& calling the book “The Lady Poverty” or “Lady Poverty”. If this will not do I will think of another title.

I think if it is all the same to everybody I would prefer the book to be published pseudonymously. I have no reputation that is lost by doing this, & if the book has any kind of success I can always use the same pseudonym again.

Perhaps you will be kind enough to tell Mr Gollancz all this?

Yours truly

Eric A Blair




134. To Eleanor Jaques

Friday, [8 July 1932] Handwritten; dated from postmark

The Hawthorns Church Road Hayes. Mddx.

Dear Eleanor,

Please do write & tell me you were not hurt at my not after all coming to meet you that Sunday—you did not write & I thought it might be that. I should be so sorry if you became angry with me. I would gladly have come if I could.

How is S’wold? Nothing happens here. I have had a small controversy with Fr. Martindale, S.J. & he wrote & told Mrs Carr he would like to meet me, as I was deeply in error & he could put me right. I must meet him sometime if possible.

Is there any hope of your coming up to town again? I may be in S’wold during the first week or two of the holidays—not certain. Please remember me to your parents, & write & tell me you are not incensed with me.

Yours

Eric A Blair




135. ‘Clink’

[August 1932]


The events narrated in ‘Clink’1 started on Saturday, 12 December 1931 (or possibly a week later). The text is printed from Orwell’s typescript. See Richard Rees, George Orwell: Fugitive from the Camp of Victory, 144.



This trip was a failure, as the object of it was to get into prison, and I did not, in fact, get more than forty eight hours in custody; however, I am recording it, as the procedure in the police court etc. was fairly interesting. I am writing this eight months after it happened, so am not certain of any dates, but it all happened a week or ten days before Xmas 1931.

I started out on Saturday afternoon with four or five shillings, and went out to the Mile End Road, because my plan was to get drunk and incapable, and I thought they would be less lenient towards drunkards in the East End. I bought some tobacco and a “Yank Mag” against my forthcoming imprisonment, and then, as soon as the pubs opened, went and had four or five pints, topping up with a quarter bottle of whisky, which left me with twopence in hand. By the time the whisky was low in the bottle I was tolerably drunk—more drunk than I had intended, for it happened that I had eaten nothing all day, and the alcohol acted quickly on my empty stomach. It was all I could do to stand upright, though my brain was quite clear—with me, when I am drunk, my brain remains clear long after my legs and speech have gone. I began staggering along the pavement in a westward direction, and for a long time did not meet any policemen, though the streets were crowded and all the people pointed and laughed at me. Finally I saw two policemen coming. I pulled the whisky bottle out of my pocket and, in their sight, drank what was left, which nearly knocked me out, so that I clutched a lamp-post and fell down. The two policemen ran towards me, turned me over and took the bottle out of my hand.

They: “’Ere, what you bin drinking?” (For a moment they may have thought it was a case of suicide.)

I: “Thass my boll whisky. You lea’ me alone.”

They: “Coo, ’e’s fair bin bathing in it!—What you bin doing of, eh?”

I: “Bin in boozer ’avin’ bit o’ fun. Christmas, ain’t it?”

They: “No, not by a week it ain’t. You got mixed up in the dates, you ’ave. You better come along with us. We’ll look after yer.”

I: “Why sh’d I come along you?”

They: “Jest so’s we’ll look after you and make you comfortable. You’ll get run over, rolling about like that.”

I: “Look. Boozer over there. Less go in ’ave drink.”

They:   “You’ve ’ad enough for one night, ole chap. You best come with us.”

I:   “Where you takin’ me?”

They:   “Jest somewhere as you’ll get a nice quiet kip with a clean sheet and two blankets and all.”

I:   “Shall I get drink there?”

They:   “Course you will. Got a boozer on the premises, we ’ave.”

All this while they were leading me gently along the pavement. They had my arms in the grip (I forget what it is called) by which you can break a man’s arm with one twist, but they were as gentle with me as though I had been a child. I was internally quite sober, and it amused me very much to see the cunning way in which they persuaded me along, never once disclosing the fact that we were making for the police station. This is, I suppose, the usual procedure with drunks.

When we got to the station (it was Bethnal Green, but I did not learn this till Monday) they dumped me in a chair & began emptying my pockets while the sergeant questioned me. I pretended, however, to be too drunk to give sensible answers, & he told them in disgust to take me off to the cells, which they did. The cell was about the same size as a Casual Ward cell (about 10 ft. by 5 ft. by 10 ftº high), but much cleaner & better appointed. It was made of white porcelain bricks, and was furnished with a W.C., a hot water pipe, a plank bed, a horsehair pillow and two blankets. There was a tiny barred window high up near the roof, and an electric bulb behind a guard of thick glass was kept burning all night. The door was steel, with the usual spy-hole and aperture for serving food through. The constables in searching me had taken away my money, matches, razor, and also my scarf—this, I learned afterwards, because prisoners have been known to hang themselves on their scarves.

There is very little to say about the next day and night, which were unutterably boring. I was horribly sick, sicker than I have ever been from a bout of drunkenness, no doubt from having an empty stomach. During Sunday I was given two meals of bread and marg. and tea (spike quality), and one of meat and potatoes—this, I believe, owing to the kindness of the seargeant’sº wife, for I think only bread and marg, is provided for prisoners in the lock-up. I was not allowed to shave, and there was only a little cold water to wash in. When the charge sheet was filled up I told the story I always tell, viz. that my name was Edward Burton,2 and my parents kept a cake-shop in Blythburgh, where I had been employed as a clerk in a draper’s shop; that I had had the sack for drunkenness, and my parents, finally getting sick of my drunken habits, had turned me adrift. I added that I had been working as an outside porter at Billingsgate, and having unexpectedly “knocked up” six shillings on Saturday, had gone on the razzle. The police were quite kind, and read me lectures on drunkenness, with the usual stuff about seeing that I still had some good in me etc. etc. They offered to let me out on bail on my own recognizance, but I had no money and nowhere to go, so I elected to stay in custody. It was very dull, but I had my “Yank Mag”, and could get a smoke if I asked the constable on duty in the passage for a light—prisoners are not allowed matches, of course.

The next morning very early they turned me out of my cell to wash, gave me back my scarf, and took me out into the yard and put me in the Black Maria. Inside, the Black Maria was just like a French public lavatory, with a row of tiny locked compartments on either side, each just large enough to sit down in. People had scrawled their names, offences and the lengths of their sentences all over the walls of my compartment; also, several times, variants on this couplet—


“Detective Smith knows how to gee;

Tell him he’s a cunt from me.”



(“Gee” in this context means to act as an agent provocateur.) We drove round to various stations picking up about ten prisoners in all, until the Black Maria was quite full. They were quite a jolly crowd inside. The compartment doors were open at the top, for ventilation, so that you could reach across, and somebody had managed to smuggle matches in, and we all had a smoke. Presently we began singing, and, as it was near Christmas sang several carols. We drove up to Old Street Police Court singing—


“Adeste, fideles, laeti triumphantes,

Adeste, adeste ad Bethlehem” etc.



which seemed to me rather inappropriate.

At the police court they took me off and put me in a cell identical with the one at Bethnal Green, even to having the same number of bricks in it—I counted in each case. There were three men in the cell besideº myself. One was a smartly dressed, florid, well-set-up man of about thirty five, whom I would have taken for a commercial traveller or perhaps a bookie, and another a middle-aged Jew, also quite decently dressed. The other man was evidently a habitual burglar. He was a short rough-looking man with grey hair and a worn face, and at this moment in such a state of agitation over his approaching trial that he could not keep still an instant. He kept pacing up and down the cell like a wild beast, brushing against our knees as we sat on the plank bed, and exclaiming that he was innocent—he was charged, apparently, with loitering with intent to commit burglary. He said that he had nine previous convictions against him, and that in these cases, which are mainly of suspicion, old offenders are nearly always convicted. From time to time he would shake his fist towards the door and exclaim “Fucking toe-rag! Fucking toe-rag!”, meaning the “split” who had arrested him.

Presently two more prisoners were put into the cell, an ugly Belgian youth charged with obstructing traffic with a barrow, and an extraordinary hairy creature who was either deaf and dumb or spoke no English. Except this last all the prisoners talked about their cases with the utmost freedom. The florid, smart man, it appeared, was a public house “guv’nor” (it is a sign of how utterly the London publicans are in the claw of the brewers that they are always referred to as “governors”, not “landlords”; being, in fact, no better than employees), & had embezzled the Christmas Club money. As usual, he was head over ears in debt to the brewers, and no doubt had taken some of the money in hopes of backing a winner. Two of the subscribers had discovered this a few days before the money was due to be paid out, and laid an information. The “guv’nor” immediately paid back all save £12, which was also refunded before his case came up for trial. Nevertheless, he was certain to be sentenced, as the magistrates are hard on these cases—he did, in fact, get four months later in the day. He was ruined for life, of course. The brewers would file bankruptcy proceedings and sell up all his stock and furniture, and he would never be given a pub licence again. He was trying to brazen it out in front of the rest of us, and smoking cigarettes incessantly from a stock of Gold Flake packets he had laid in—the last time in his life, I dare say, that he would have quite enough cigarettes. There was a staring, abstracted look in his eyes all the time while he talked. I think the fact that his life was at an end, as far as any decent position in society went, was gradually sinking into him.

The Jew had been a buyer at Smithfields for a kosher butcher. After working seven years for the same employer he suddenly misappropriated £28, went up to Edinburgh—I don’t know why Edinburgh—and had a “good time” with tarts, and came back and surrendered himself when the money was gone. £16 of the money had been repaid, and the rest was to be repaid by monthly instalments. He had a wife and a number of children. He told us, what interested me, that his employer would probably get into trouble at the synagogue for prosecuting him. It appears that the Jews have arbitration courts of their own, & a Jew is not supposed to prosecute another Jew, at least in a breach of trust case like this, without first submitting it to the arbitration court.

One remark made by these men struck me—I heard it from almost every prisoner who was up for a serious offence. It was, “It’s not the prison I mind, it’s losing my job.” This is, I believe, symptomatic of the dwindling power of the law compared with that of the capitalist.

They kept us waiting several hours. It was very uncomfortable in the cell, for there was not room for all of us to sit down on the plank bed, and it was beastly cold in spite of the number of us. Several of the men used the W.C., which was disgusting in so small a cell, especially as the plug did not work. The publican distributed his cigarettes generously, the constable in the passage supplying lights. From time to time an extraordinary clanking noise came from the cell next door, where a youth who had stabbed his “tart” in the stomach—she was likely to recover, we heard—was locked up alone. Goodness knows what was happening, but it sounded as though he were chained to the wall. At about ten they gave us each a mug of tea—this, it appeared, not provided by the authorities but by the police court missionaries—and shortly afterwards shepherded us along to a sort of large waiting room where the prisoners awaited trial.

There were perhaps fifty prisoners here, men of every type, but on the whole much more smartly dressed than one would expect. They were strolling up and down with their hats on, shivering with the cold. I saw here a thing which interested me greatly. When I was being taken to my cell I had seen two dirty-looking ruffians, much dirtier than myself and presumably drunks or obstruction cases, being put into another cell in the row. Here, in the waiting room, these two were at work with note-books in their hands, interrogating prisoners. It appeared that they were “splits”, and were put into the cells disguised as prisoners, to pick up any information that was going—for there is complete freemasonry between prisoners, and they talk without reserve in front of one another. It was a dingy trick, I thought.

All the while the prisoners were being taken by ones & twos along a corridor to the court. Presently a sergeant shouted “Come on the drunks!” and four or five of us filed along the corridor and stood waiting at the entrance of the court. A young constable on duty there advised me—

“Take your cap off when you go in, plead guilty and don’t give back answers. Got any previous convictions?”

“No.”

“Six bob you’ll get. Going to pay it?”

“I can’t, I’ve only twopence.”

“Ah well, it don’t matter. Lucky for you Mr Brown isn’t on the bench this morning. Teetotaller he is. He don’t half give it to the drunks. Coo!”

The drunk cases were dealt with so rapidly that I had not even time to notice what the court was like. I only had a vague impression of a raised platform with a coat of arms over it, clerks sitting at tables below, and a railing. We filed past the railing like people passing through a turnstile, & the proceedings in each case sounded like this—

“Edward-Burton-drunk-and-incapable-Drunk?-Yes-Six-shillings-move-on-NEXT!”

All this in the space of about five seconds. At the other side of the court we reached a room where a sergeant was sitting at a desk with a ledger.

“Six shillings?” he said.

“Yes.”

“Going to pay it?”

“I can’t.”

“All right, back you go to your cell.”

And they took me back and locked me in the cell from which I had come, about ten minutes after I had left it.

The publican had also been brought back, his case having been postponed, and the Belgian youth, who, like me, could not pay his fine. The Jew was gone, whether released or sentenced we did not know. Throughout the day prisoners were coming and going, some waiting trial, some until the Black Maria was available to take them off to prison. It was cold, and the nasty faecal stench in the cell became unbearable. They gave us our dinner at about two o’clock—it consisted of a mug of tea and two slices of bread and marg. for each man. Apparently this was the regulation meal. One could, if one had friends outside get food sent in, but it struck me as damnably unfair that a penniless man must face his trial with only bread and marg. in his belly; also unshaven—I, at this time, had had no chance of shaving for over forty eight hours—which is likely to prejudice the magistrates against him.

Among the prisoners who were put temporarily in the cell were two friends or partners named apparently Snouter and Charlie, who had been arrested for some street offence—obstruction with a barrow, I dare say. Snouter was a thin, red-faced, malignant-looking man, and Charlie a short, powerful, jolly man. Their conversation was rather interesting.

Charlie:3 “Cripes, it ain’t ’alf fucking cold in ’ere. Lucky for us ole Brown ain’t on to-day. Give you a month as soon as look at yer.”

Snouter (bored, and singing):


“Tap, tap, tapetty tap,

I’m a perfect devil at that;

Tapping ’em ’ere, tapping ’em there,

I bin tapping ’em everywhere—”



Charlie: “Oh, fuck off with yer tapping! Scrumping’s what yer want this time of year. All them rows of turkeys in the winders, like rows of fucking soldiers with no clo’es on—don’t it make yer fucking mouth water to look at ’em. Bet yer a tanner I ’ave one of ’em afore tonight.”

Snouter: “What’s ’a good? Can’t cook the bugger over the kip-’ouse fire, can you?”

Charlie: “Oo wants to cook it? I know where I can flog (sell) it for a bob or two, though.”

Snouter: “’Sno good. Chantin’s the game this time of year. Carols. Fair twist their ’earts round, I can, when I get on the mournful. Old tarts weep their fucking eyes out when they ’ear me. I won’t ’alf give them a doing this Christmas. I’ll kip indoors if I ’ave to cut it out of their bowels.”

Charlie: “Ah, I can sling you a bit of a carol. ’Ymns, too. (He begins singing in a good bass voice)—


“Jesu, lover of my soul,

Let me to thy bosom fly—”



The constable on duty (looking through the grille): “Nah then, in ’ere, nah then! What yer think this is? Baptist prayer meeting?”

Charlie (in a low voice as the constable disappears); “Fuck off, pisspot. (He hums)—


“While the gathering waters roll,

While the tempest still is ’igh!



You won’t find many in the ’ymnal as I can’t sling you. Sung bass in the choir my last two years in Dartmoor, I did.”

Snouter: “Ah? Wassit like in Dartmoor now? D’you get jam now?”

Charlie: “Not jam. Gets cheese, though, twice a week.”

Snouter: “Ah? ’Ow long was you doing?”

Charlie: “Four year.”

Snouter: “Four years without cunt—Cripes! Fellers inside’d go ’alf mad if they saw a pair of legs (a woman), eh?”

Charlie: “Ah well, in Dartmoor we used to fuck old women down on the allotments. Take ’em under the ’edge in the mist. Spud-grabbers they was—ole trots seventy year old. Forty of us was caught and went through ’ell for it. Bread and water, chains—everythink. I took my Bible oath as I wouldn’t get no more stretches after that.”

Snouter: “Yes, you! ’Ow come you got in the stir lars’ time then?”

Charlie: “You wouldn’t ’ardly believe it, boy. I was narked—narked by my own sister! Yes, my own fucking sister. My sister’s a cow if ever there was one. She got married to a religious maniac, and ’e’s so fucking religious that she’s got fifteen kids now. Well, it was ’im put ’er up to narking me. But I got it back on ’em I can tell you. What do you think I done first thing, when I come out of the stir? I bought a ’ammer, and I went round to my sister’s ’ouse and smashed ’er piano to fucking matchwood. I did. ‘There’, I says, ‘that’s what you get for narking me! You mare’, I says” etc. etc. etc.

This kind of conversation went on more or less all day between these two, who were only in for some petty offence & quite pleased with themselves. Those who were going to prison were silent and restless, and the look on some of the men’s faces—respectable men under arrest for the first time—was dreadful. They took the publican out at about three in the afternoon, to be sent off to prison. He had cheered up a little on learning from the constable on duty that he was going to the same prison as Lord Kylsant.4 He thought that by sucking up to Lord K. in jail he might get a job from him when he came out.

I had no idea how long I was going to be incarcerated, & supposed that it would be several days at least. However, between four and five o’clock they took me out of the cell, gave back the things which had been confiscated, and shot me into the street forthwith. Evidently the day in custody served instead of the fine. I had only twopence and had had nothing to eat all day except bread and marg., and was damnably hungry; however, as always happens when it is a choice between tobacco and food, I bought tobacco with my twopence. Then I went down to the Church Army shelter in the Waterloo Road, where you get a kip, two meals of bread and corned beef and tea and a prayer meeting, for four hours work at sawing wood.

The next morning I went home,5 got some money, and went out to Edmonton. I turned up at the Casual Ward about nine at night, not downright drunk but more or less under the influence, thinking this would lead to prison—for it is an offence under the Vagrancy Act for a tramp to come drunk to the Casual Ward. The porter, however, treated me with great consideration, evidently feeling that a tramp with money enough to buy drink ought to be respected. During the next few days I made several more attempts to get into trouble by begging under the noses of the police, but I seemed to bear a charmed life—no one took any notice of me. So, as I did not want to do anything serious which might lead to investigations about my identity etc., I gave it up. The trip, therefore, was more or less of a failure, but I have recorded it as a fairly interesting experience.




136. To Leonard Moore

4 August 1932 Handwritten lettercard

36 High Street Southwold Suffolk.

Dear Mr Moore,

The above adressº will find me at any time during August or September.

Yours sincerely

Eric A Blair




137. To Leonard Moore

12 August 1932 Handwritten

36 High St Southwold Suffolk.

Dear Mr Moore,

Many thanks. I am returning the signed agreement herewith. Thank you also for the booklet which you sent before, & which I read with great interest. By the way, Gollancz does not say anything about the title of the book (which was left open) nor the pseudonym I am to use. I previously suggested to him the title “Lady Poverty” or “The Lady Poverty” (referring to a poem of Alice Meynell’s), but it now occurs to me that “In Praise of Poverty” would be the best title. I will also think of a good pseudonym—I suppose the thing is to have an easily memorable one—which I could stick to if this book had any success.

Yours sincerely

Eric A Blair

P.S. I have just looked thro’ the agreement again. I see that it says (Clause I) “new & original work”. The substance of one chapter in the book appeared a year or two ago as an article in the Adelphi.1 I also sent the New Statesman about Xmas an article on Common Lodging Houses2 which repeats some of what is said in another chapter, but tho’ they accepted it & sent a proof they have never printed it, I don’t know why: they may do so later. Does this matter? I think I did mention to Gollancz something about this. In any case, I don’t think it would interfere with the book in any way.

E.A.B




138. To Eleanor Jaques

Thur., [18 August 1932] Handwritten lettercard; dated from postmark

36 High St Southwold

Dearest Eleanor,

Do not forget Tuesday, 2.15 pm by Smith’s bookshop. And, as you love me, do not change your mind before then.1 If you are at church on Sunday, pray for good weather on Tuesday. If it does rain, can you meet me same time & place after all, & we will go somewhere or other. Till then, all my love.

Eric

P.S. Please send me a line to reassure me that you have not changed your mind.




139. Review of Persephone in Hades by Ruth Pitter1

The Adelphi, September 1932

This is something slightly out of the common; a poem done in classical style; but a genuine classical style, not the mincing archaism which sometimes goes by that name. Take such a passage as—


unreconciled

To winter, all the stricken forest lies

Sodden with weeping, and with frenzy torn:

The fields lie barren, the dishevelled vine

Scourges the propping elm.



This is perfectly in the spirit of surtout point de zèle, with all the adjectives deliberately chosen to avoid cheap effect; yet it is not an imitation, but rather a development—a descendant, as it were, in the direct line from Pope. Such a poem arouses mixed feelings. One is bound to admire its metrical accomplishment, and yet one cannot help feeling that nowadays there is something altogether too refined, something bloodless, about the classical style. The fact is that the whole tradition of formalism and surtout point de zèle was created for minds quite different from our own. In its most vital periods classicism is always accompanied by, perhaps springs from, an earthy and even blackguardly outlook which is not natural to modern men. There is hardly an eighteenth century author whom one can read without feeling instinctively that he had a family of natural children, and was capable of intriguing for a sinecure. In any individual case this might not hold, but the men of the eighteenth century did draw some of their strength from their lack of spirituality; they avoided Marie Corelli-ism by being below it as well as by being above it. A modern Englishman is never utterly unspiritual, and he is deliberately throwing away a part of his mind if he sticks to classicism. Still, there is a reward for mastering the classical technique—in itself a notable feat. One can see the reward here; a sort of cold, crystal clearness which almost chills at the time, and yet is likely to stick by one when gaudier things vanish. And in lines like these—


willow pale,

With wealthy yellow for the thronging bees,

And sweet though barren silver.



Anyone who has an ear must recognise the genuine thing. This is an unusual poem, and technically an admirable one.

ERIC BLAIR




140. Review of Byron and the Need of Fatality by Charles du Bos; translated by Ethel Colburn Mayne

The Adelphi, September 1932

This book is a study of the underlying causes of Byron’s incest with his half-sister, and as far as one can judge—for only a specialist could keep track of the vast quantities of Byronic literature—an exceptionally penetrating one. M. du Bos’ thesis is that Byron committed incest, besides other far worse actions, because he was one of those men who must needs feel themselves the creatures of destiny. He created a sort of myth in which he was the central character, and in which he was doomed, like Oedipus, to commit some appalling and inescapable crime. It took the form of incest, perhaps because of a family tradition of inbreeding, which M. du Bos says had always had a morbid fascination for Byron. The story is an absorbing one, and when it deals with the short married life of the Byrons—Byron hated his wife from the start, and took care to let her learn that he had committed incest—it reaches genuine tragedy. The only person whose behaviour is not fully explained is Augusta Leigh, the half-sister. She seems not to have been a vicious woman, but she must have been vague and pliable to the point of idiocy. (Her way of referring to a liaison with her half-brother was, “I have been most unfortunate in all my nearest connections.”) Perhaps, at the start, she hardly understood what she was doing; at any rate, it is clear that the blame was wholly Byron’s.

Nevertheless, though M. du Bos is very fair to Byron, there is one thing in his favour which he leaves unsaid. It is that the whole business of the incest was a fairly trivial matter. Byron’s subsequent behaviour to his wife was abominable, but the incest in itself was not an outrageous case. Augusta Leigh was only Byron’s half-sister—M. du Bos, after an introductory passage, refers to her throughout as “the sister”; this is rather misleading—and they had been brought up separately. In certain societies (among some of the ancient Greeks, for instance) marriage with non-uterine sisters has been an accepted custom; it is not, therefore, forbidden by any radical instinct. Moreover, M. du Bos’ narrative makes it clear that Byron had no feeling of perversion in what he did. It is true that with his “need of fatality” he was glad of this chance to damn himself. Incest smelt of hell-fire (a great disinfectant, and, to spirited natures, a great provocative) and therefore it appealed to him; but there was evidently a quite natural attraction as well—in fact, on M. du Bos’ showing, Augusta was the only woman who ever did attract Byron greatly. He made a deadly sin out of his personal tastes, as normal men make a virtue out of their personal tastes. It is unfair, and could even prejudice sound judgment of his poetry, to regard him as a cold-blooded pervert.

This is worth remembering, because there are spiritually two Byrons, and the business of the incest obscures the one who matters to posterity. Byron, as M. du Bos says, was “born in two halves.” One half is the Byron of Manfred—the “fated being,” with his beauty, his superhuman wickedness and all the rest of it—for whose sake, according to Samuel Butler, all right-minded girls used once to weep at the mention of Missolonghi. And the other half is the Byron of Don Juan, with unparalleled qualities both as man and poet—unparalleled, that is, in the century since his death. For is there not something especially lacking in our own age, and especially to be honoured, in the sane, earthbound, bawdy spirit of Don Juan? And still better is the enthusiasm for justice and honesty which led Byron into sympathy with all rebels—with the French revolutionists, with the Luddite rioters, with Napoleon against the kings of Europe, with the Greeks against the Turks. In a far more corrupt age than Byron’s, who has produced a poem anything like The Vision of Judgement?


“He had written praises of a regicide,

He had written praises of all kings whatever,

He had written for republics far and wide,

And then against them bitterer than ever.

For pantisocracy he once had cried

Aloud—a scheme less moral than ’twas clever;

Then grew a hearty anti-Jacobin—

Had turn’d his coat—and would have turn’d his skin.”1



This of the then poet laureate, and mutatis mutandis it might be said of about half our modern political journalists. But how very unmodern it would be to say it! Similarly with The Isles of Greece—almost the only good English patriotic poem, though the patria in the case happens not to be England. Romantic nationalism means very little to-day, but the underlying mood of The Isles of Greece, and the peculiar clear ring of its oratory, are permanently valuable. The contrast between the manliness, the fundamental decency of Byron’s best poems, and his behaviour towards women, brings out the truth of M. du Bos’ remark that Byron was “born in two halves.”

This is a fair-minded, discerning book, very interesting to anyone who wants to see the whole story of Byron, his wife and his half-sister thoroughly thrashed out. M. du Bos has been especially happy in his translator, herself author of a well-known life of Lady Byron.

ERIC BLAIR




141. ‘Common Lodging Houses’

The New Statesman and Nation, 3 September 1932

Common lodging houses, of which there are several hundred in London, are night-shelters specially licensed by the LCC. They are intended for people who cannot afford regular lodgings, and in effect they are extremely cheap hotels. It is hard to estimate the lodging-house population, which varies continually, but it always runs into tens of thousands, and in the winter months probably approaches fifty thousand. Considering that they house so many people and that most of them are in an extraordinarily bad state, common lodging houses do not get the attention they deserve.

To judge the value of the LCC legislation on this subject, one must realise what life in a common lodging house is like. The average lodging house (“doss house”, it used to be called) consists of a number of dormitories, and a kitchen, always subterranean, which also serves as a sitting-room. The conditions in these places, especially in southern quarters such as Southwark or Bermondsey, are disgusting. The dormitories are horrible fetid dens, packed with anything up to a hundred men, and furnished with beds a good deal inferior to those in a London casual ward. Normally these beds are about 5 ft 6 in. long by 2 ft 6 in. wide, with a hard convex mattress and a cylindrical pillow like a block of wood; sometimes, in the cheaper houses, not even a pillow. The bed-clothes consist of two raw-umber-coloured sheets, supposed to be changed once a week, but actually, in many cases, left on for a month, and a cotton counterpane; in winter there may be blankets, but never enough. As often as not the beds are verminous, and the kitchens invariably swarm with cockroaches or black beetles. There are no baths, of course, and no room where any privacy is attainable. These are the normal and accepted conditions in all ordinary lodging houses. The charges paid for this kind of accommodation vary between 7d and 1/1d a night. It should be added that, low as these charges sound, the average common lodging house brings in something like £40 net profit a week to its owner.

Besides the ordinary dirty lodging houses, there are a few score, such as the Rowton Houses and the Salvation Army hostels, that are clean and decent. Unfortunately, all of these places set off their advantages by a discipline so rigid and tiresome that to stay in them is rather like being in jail. In London (curiously enough it is better in some other towns) the common lodging house where one gets both liberty and a decent bed does not exist.

The curious thing about the squalor and discomfort of the ordinary lodging house is that these exist in places subject to constant inspection by the LCC. When one first sees the murky, troglodytic cave of a common lodging-house kitchen, one takes it for a corner of the early nineteenth century which has somehow been missed by the reformers; it is a surprise to find that common lodging houses are governed by a set of minute and (in intention) exceedingly tyrannical rules. According to the LCC regulations, practically everything is against the law in a common lodging house. Gambling, drunkenness, or even the introduction of liquor, swearing, spitting on the floor, keeping tame animals, fighting—in short, the whole social life of these places—are all forbidden. Of course, the law is habitually broken, but some of the rules are enforceable, and they illustrate the dismal uselessness of this kind of legislation. To take an instance: some time ago the LCC became concerned about the closeness together of beds in common lodging houses, and enacted that these must be at least 3 ft apart. This is the kind of law that is enforceable, and the beds were duly moved. Now, to a lodger in an already overcrowded dormitory it hardly matters whether the beds are 3 ft apart or 1 ft; but it does matter to the proprietor, whose income depends upon his floor space. The sole real result of this law, therefore, was a general rise in the price of beds. Please notice that though the space between the beds is strictly regulated, nothing is said about the beds themselves—nothing, for instance, about their being fit to sleep in. The lodging-house keepers can, and do, charge 1/– for a bed less restful than a heap of straw, and there is no law to prevent them.

Another example of LCC regulations. From nearly all common lodging houses women are strictly excluded; there are a few houses specially for women, and a very small number—too small to affect the general question—to which both men and women are admitted. It follows that any homeless man who lives regularly in a lodging house is entirely cut off from female society—indeed, cases even happen of man and wife being separated owing to the impossibility of getting accommodation in the same house. Again, some of the cheaper lodging houses are habitually raided by slumming parties, who march into the kitchen uninvited and hold lengthy religious services. The lodgers dislike these slumming parties intensely, but they have no power to eject them. Can anyone imagine such things being tolerated in a hotel? And yet a common lodging house is only a hotel at which one pays 8d a night instead of 10/6d. This kind of petty tyranny can, in fact, only be defended on the theory that a man poor enough to live in a common lodging house thereby forfeits some of his rights as a citizen.

One cannot help feeling that this theory lies behind the LCC rules for common lodging houses. All these rules are in the nature of interference-legislation—that is, they interfere, but not for the benefit of the lodgers. Their emphasis is on hygiene and morals, and the question of comfort is left to the lodging-house proprietor, who, of course, either shirks it or solves it in the spirit of organised charity. It is worth pointing out the improvements that could actually be made in common lodging houses by legislation. As to cleanliness, no law will ever enforce that, and in any case it is a minor point. But the sleeping accommodation, which is the important thing, could easily be brought up to a decent standard. Common lodging houses are places in which one pays to sleep, and most of them fail in their essential purpose, for no one can sleep well in a rackety dormitory on a bed as hard as bricks. The LCC would be doing an immense service if they compelled lodging-house keepers to divide their dormitories into cubicles and, above all, to provide comfortable beds; for instance, beds as good as those in the London casual wards. And there seems no sense in the principle of licensing all houses for “men only” or “women only”, as though men and women were sodium and water and must be kept apart for fear of an explosion; the houses should be licensed for both sexes alike, as they are in some provincial towns. And the lodgers should be protected by law against various swindles which the proprietors and managers are now able to practise on them. Given these conditions, common lodging houses would serve their purpose, which is an important one, far better than they do now. After all, tens of thousands of unemployed and partially employed men have literally no other place in which they can live. It is absurd that they should be compelled to choose, as they are at present, between an easy-going pigsty and a hygienic prison.1

ERIC BLAIR




142. To Brenda Salkeld

Sunday, [September 1932] Handwritten

The Hawthorns Church Rd Hayes, Mdx

Dearest Brenda

I am writing as I promised, but can’t guarantee an even coherent letter, for a female downstairs is making the house uninhabitable by playing hymn-tunes on the piano, which, in combination with the rain outside & a dog yapping somewhere down the road, is rapidly qualifying me for the mental home. I hope you got home safely & didn’t find the door barred against you. I reached home just on the stroke of midnight. It was ever so nice seeing you again & finding that you were pleased to see me, in spite of my hideous prejudice against your sex, my obsession about1 R.C.s, etc.

I have spent a most dismal day, first in going to Church, then in reading the Sunday Times, which grows duller & duller, then in trying to write a poem which won’t go beyond the first stanza, then in reading through the rough draft of my novel,2 which depresses me horribly. I really don’t know which is the more stinking, the Sunday Times or the Observer. I go from one to the other like an invalid turning from side to side in bed & getting no comfort whichever way he turns. I thought the Observer would be a little less dull when Squire3 stopped infesting it, but they seem deliberately to seek out the dullest people they can get to review the dullest books. By the way, if you are by any chance wanting to impose a penance upon yourself, I should think you might try Hugh Walpole’s recent 800-page novel.4

I hope you will read one or two of those books I mentioned to you.5 By the way, I forgot to mention, what I think you told me before you had not read, Dr Garnett’s (not Richard or Edward Garnett) The Twilight of the Gods.6 If you haven’t read that, it’s a positive duty to do so. The story the title is taken from is far from being the best, but some of the others, such as “The Purple Head” are excellent. I suppose you have read Mark Twain’s Life on the Mississippi? And J. S. Haldane’s Possible Worlds? And Guy Boothby’s Dr Nikola? And Mrs Sherwood’s The Fairchild Family? All these are in different ways a little off the track (Dr Nikola is a boy’s sixpenny thriller, but a first rate one) & I can recommend all of them. H. L. Mencken’s book In Defence of Women would probably be amusing, but I haven’t read it. I see Wyndham Lewis (not D. B. Wyndham Lewis, a stinking RC) has just brought out a book called Snooty Baronet, apparently a novel of sorts. It might be interesting. All I’ve ever read of his was a queer periodical called The Enemy, & odd articles, but he’s evidently got some kick in him—whether at all a sound thinker or not, I can’t be sure without further acquaintance. The copy of The Enemy I read was all a ferocious attack, about the length of an average novel, on Gertrude Stein—rather wasted energy, one would say.

Well, au revoir, for I have really no news. I will write again in a week or so & hope I shall then be in a more cheerful mood. I hope you will not have too unbearable a term—

With much love

Eric




143. To Eleanor Jaques

Monday, [19 September 1932] Handwritten

“The Hawthorns” Church Rd. Hayes Mdx.

Dearest Eleanor,

You will think it very neglectful of me not to have written all this time, but I have hardly known whether I am on my head or my heels since arriving. Now, however, things have shaken down a bit. I have started the term’s work, also been to church yesterday—sitting behind a moribund hag who stinks of mothballs & gin, & has to be more or less carried to & from the altar at communion; I suppose the truth is the poor old wretch is more or less in articulo mortis & is communicating as frequently as possible lest the Devil should happen to slip in at some moment when she is in mortal sin, & carry her off to the hottest part of Hell. I have managed to put in an hour or two at my own work, also frantically busy with a play the boys are to act at the end of the term.1 Also reading a book called “Belief in God” by Bishop Gore—late Bishop of Oxford, who confirmed me,2 & seemingly quite sound in doctrine tho’ an Anglican.

How horrible & wintry the weather has turned these last two days. On the whole we had excellent weather at S’wold, & I cannot remember when I have ever enjoyed any expeditions so much as I did those with you. Especially that day in the wood along past Blythburgh Lodge—you remember, where the deep beds of moss were. I shall always remember that, & your nice white body in the dark green moss. Do come up to London soon if you can. It would make so much difference having someone like you about the place, even if we could only meet occasionally & then only walk about the streets & picture galleries. I am going to make one or two expeditions in partibus infidelium3 later in the winter—but nothing very interesting this time, only to see how the Embankment sleepers get on in winter.

Please remember me to your parents, also Dennis4 & the Pulleins.5 I will write again soon, when I have more leisure & more news.

With all my love

Eric




144. Review of Phantom Fame by Harry Reichenbach

The Adelphi, October 1932

These are the confessions of an American publicity agent. He started his career in the old pre-cinema days of the travelling carnivals when pickpockets employed by the management robbed the “suckers” while the conjuror was giving his performance, and the carnival doctor exhibited hired tapeworms as samples of his skill. Later on he rose to the world of the million-dollar filmstars, and when America entered the war he took a leading part in the cowardly campaign of propaganda organised by Lord Northcliffe. Two anecdotes are worth repeating for the light they throw on the modern mind. One, that when Gloria Swanson was at the height of her fame she had her dressing-room set on wheels, because she was too lazy to walk sixty yards to the studio stage. The other, that Reichenbach once gave publicity to a restaurant by putting in the window a bowl of water labelled “The only living Brazilian invisible fish.” The book is excellent fun, but it could do with a glossary for the use of English readers.




145. To Eleanor Jaques

Wed. night, [19 October 1932] Handwritten

“The Hawthorns” Church Rd Hayes Mdx.

Dearest Eleanor,

I am glad to hear you had a nice time on the broads, even tho’ the motor boat was not too docile. I have been unutterably busy & am half exhausted already. I am going up to town for a night or two on the 28th—intend going out on to the Embankment that night to see how the sleepers out get on at this time of year. Is there any chance of your being up in town by then? And when you are coming up, what will your adressº be? We simply must meet if it can be managed.

The papers this morning report quite serious rioting in Lambeth round the City Hall.1 It was evidently food-rioting, as the bakers’ shops were looted. That points to pretty serious conditions & there may be hell to pay in the winter if things are as bad as that already. I expect, tho’, just enough will be done to prevent anything violent happening. I know the quarter where it happened so well—I dare say some of my friends took part in it.

I was sorry to hear about poor old Crick2 being run in over the entertainment tax tickets—another sign of the bad times of course. I hope people in the town aren’t being beastly to him about it? I heard from Denis Collings the other day, asking me to go & stay with him at Cambridge at the half term. I would have liked to, but it is hard for me to get away, & there are, tho’ I did not tell him so, two or three people at Cambridge whom I’m not anxious to meet. By the way, if you see the Pulleynes (do they spell their name like that? I’m never sure) any time, I would be awfully obliged if you would get from them anº ms. of mine they have describing some adventures last Xmas. It’s not very interesting but Brenda Salkeld is anxious to see it & I’d take it very kindly if you would send it to her—I hope it would not be too much trouble? Don’t let your parents see the ms.,3 as it has bad words in it. My novel4 is making just a little progress. I see now more or less what will have to be done to it when the rough draft is finished, but the longness & complicatedness are terrible. I’ve done no other writing, except part of a mucky play the boys are to act later. I am told that there was a letter in the New Statesman some weeks back, attacking me for an article I’d written for them.5 So annoying—I never saw it, & not to reply to an attack looks as tho’ one admitted being wrong, which I’m sure I wasn’t there in any major fact. I take in the Church Times regularly now & like it more every week. I do so like to see that there is life in the old dog yet—I mean in the poor old C. of E. I shall have to go to Holy Communion soon, hypocritical tho’ it is, because my curate friend is bound to think it funny if I always go to Church but never communicate. What is the procedure? I have almost forgotten it. As far as I remember you go up to the rail & kneel down, but I don’t remember whether there are any responses to make. You have to go fasting, do you not? And what about being in mortal sin? I wish you would prompt me. It seems rather mean to go to H.C. when one doesn’t believe, but I have passed myself off for pious & there is nothing for it but to keep up the deception.

Dearest Eleanor, it was so nice of you to say that you looked back to your days with me with pleasure. I hope you will let me make love to you again some time, but if you don’t it doesn’t matter, I shall always be grateful to you for your kindness to me. Write soon & let me know your news, & above all if & when you are coming up to town. By the way, the other day I saw a man—Communist, I suppose—selling the Daily Worker,6 & I went up to him & said, “Have you the D.W.?”—He: “Yes, sir.” Dear old England!

With love

Eric




146. To Leonard Moore

15 November 1932 Handwritten

“The Hawthorns” Church Rd. Hayes Mdx.

Dear Mr Moore,

Many thanks for your letter & the two sets of proofs,1 which arrived yesterday. As there are two proofs, I do not fully understand whether I am intended to correct the one bearing reader’s objections with a view to answering those objections, & the other for misprints etc., or whether I need only correct one. I have begun doing both corrections in the copy with the reader’s remarks, & hope this will do. I can let you have the proof back in about a week—I can’t manage it before, as I am terribly rushed at present.

I have no objection to the title, but do you think that “X” is a good pseudonym? The reason I ask is that if this book doesn’t flop as I anticipate, it might be better to have a pseudonym I could also use for my next one. I leave this to you & Mr Gollancz to decide.

The novel2 is not getting on badly, in the sense that I am fairly pleased with what is now done, but it moves slowly, as I have practically no time to work. I did a good deal to it during the holidays & some at the beginning of the term, but at present, besides teaching, I am kept busy producing a school play,3 which means making costumes etc. besides rehearsing. I hope to get the book done by the summer, but can’t promise.

I hope that you & Mrs Moore are well.

Yours sincerely

Eric A Blair




147. To Eleanor Jaques

18 November 1932      Handwritten

“The Hawthorns”      Church Rd.      Hayes      Mdx.

Dearest Eleanor,

Thanks so much for your letter. It was so delightful to hear from you again & know that you are up in London & we can meet. My only good days for going up to town are Fridays & Saturdays. I could meet you on either Friday or Saturday of next week any time after 4 pm Could you manage either of those days? If not, I could manage either Wednesday or Tuesday as you suggest, but it would have to be after 6 pm Please let me know, also where you would like to meet.

I am sorry to hear about your ankle & the operation. I hope, however, that the ankle will be permanently better now? I have been having an apallinglyº busy time, & for several weeks past have not set pen to paper except to correct some proofs of my book.1 Besides all the usual school work, I have had to write & produce a play—am now in the throes of rehearsing it—& what is worst of all, have had to make most of the suits of armour etc. for the boys to act it. For the last few weeks I have been suffering untold agonies with glue & brown paper etc. Also painting a cigarette box for the Church Bazaar, which I very rashly undertook to gild—will never try that job again. Also suffering from a devilish cold, & correcting proofs. My book is to come out in early Jan., I think. Gollancz wants to call it “The Confessions of a Down & Out”. I am protesting against this as I don’t answer to the name of down & out, but I will let it go if he thinks seriously that it is a taking title.

By the way, I have half an idea that Macbeth will be on at Sadler’s Wells next Sat. If they have a matinée, would you like to go to it? I so adore Macbeth.2 In a moment I will go upstairs & see if I can find the Sadler’s Wells programme, & then I can find out if it is on on that day. If so, I could probably get away early, as there isn’t much to do on Saturdays. If there is no matinée, perhaps I could go to the evening performance, but it is a little difficult because it means sleeping the night in London.

I have just found the programme. It says there is a matinée of Macbeth on Sat. the 26th November at 2.30 at the Old Vic. That is rather convenient—much more get-at-able than the other theatre. Do tell me you can come. And let me know where to meet. The Old Vic is in the Waterloo Rd, some distance south of the river. Till I hear from you, au revoir.

With love

Eric




148. To Leonard Moore

Sat.1 [19 November 1932] Handwritten

“The Hawthorns” Church Rd. Hayes Mdx.

Dear Mr Moore,

Many thanks for your letter. I sent off the proof with the printer’s queries on it yesterday. I made a few alterations & added one or two footnotes, but I think I arranged it so that there would be no need of “over-running”. I will send on the other proof as soon as possible.

As to a pseudonym, the name I always use when tramping etc. is P. S. Burton,2 but if you don’t think this sounds a probable kind of name, what about


Kenneth Miles,

George Orwell,

H. Lewis Allways.



I rather favour George Orwell.3

I would rather not promise to have the other book4 ready by the summer. I could certainly do it by then if I were not teaching, but in this life I can’t settle to any work, & at present particularly I am rushed off my feet. I have got to produce a school play, & I have not only had to write it, but I have got to do all the rehearsing &, worst of all, make most of the costumes. The result is that I have practically no leisure.

I should like very much to come out & see you & Mrs Moore some time. I can get to Gerrards Cross quite easily from here, but I have unfortunately forgotten your home adress.º Perhaps you could let me know it? I could come over some Sunday afternoon—Sunday the 4th Dec.,5 for instance, if you would be at home then?

Yours sincerely

Eric A. Blair

P.S. [at top of letter] As to the title of the book. Would “The Confessions of a Dishwasher” do as well? I would rather answer to “dishwasher” than “down & out”, but if you and Mr G.6 think the present title best for selling purposes, then it is better to stick to it.




149. To Leonard Moore

Mon., [21 November 1932] Handwritten postcard; dated from postmark

“The Hawthorns” Church Rd. Hayes Mdx.

After returning the proof of “The confessions of a down & out”º I find that there were 2 mistakes I left uncorrected. They are:

Page 46, end of line 8—semi-colon after “sad” should be changed to a comma.

Page 274, end of bottom line—comma after “elsewhere” should be changed to a full stop.1

Eric A. Blair




150. To Eleanor Jaques

Tue., [22 November 1932] Handwritten

“The Hawthorns” Church Rd. Hayes Mdx.

Dear Eleanor,

In haste. I’m afraid I can’t manage so early as 1 o’c on Sat. Could you meet me at the Old Vic itself at about 2 pm I have some things to see to in the morning & doubt being able to get away before 12.30 pm I suppose you know where the Old Vic is? In the Waterloo road, just near Waterloo Station.1

With love

Eric




151. To Eleanor Jaques

Wed., [30 November 1932] Handwritten

“The Hawthorns” Church Rd. Hayes Mdx.

My dearest Eleanor,

I would have written before if I had had time, to tell you how much I enjoyed seeing you again & to ask whether you will be able to come out again. If we had even passable weather, how would it be to go out some Sunday into the country, where we could go for a long walk & then have lunch at a pub? London is depressing when one has no money. I couldn’t go this Sunday, as I have to go & see some people at Gerrard’s Cross,1 but some other, perhaps. Let me know.

I hope Mrs L. is paying her debts & not being too exacting. I am living in a sort of nightmare—schoolwork, rehearsing boys for their parts in the play, making costumes, & playing football. No writing of any description, of course. The friend who was going to lend me “Ulysses” has at last got his copy back, & I shall go up to town one day to collect it, if I can manage it. If I do, I will let you know beforehand & we could meet for tea if you were anywhere in that part of London. Please send that ms.2 back sometime—no hurry though. Also that letter you cut out of the Nation.3 I like to know everything that is said by my enemies.

How I wish you were here. Whatever happens you must get some kind of job in London so that we can meet from time to time. I shall be a little less penniless next term, I hope. I am so looking forward to the holidays, tho’ I’m afraid I shan’t have too much time. When we were together you didn’t say whether you were going to let me be your lover again. Of course you can’t if Dennis4 is in S’wold, but otherwise? You mustn’t if you don’t want to, but I hope you will. Write soon.

With much love

Eric




152. To Eleanor Jaques

Tue., [13 December 1932] Handwritten

“The Hawthorns” Church Rd Hayes Mdx.

Dearest Eleanor,

Many thanks for your last letter. I have had not an instant to write. I hope all goes well with you? Are you selling any stockings? And do your clients behave properly? I was in Trafalgar Square only yesterday, because I’d had to run up to London, but it was such short notice that I couldn’t write to let you know, & I didn’t know any adressº except your Roehampton one, otherwise we might have met. A pity.

Can you by any chance come out with me this Sunday 18th? (w.p.1 of course, but given even tolerable weather I should love to go for a walk somewhere.) For instance if you could take a ticket to Uxbridge from Paddington & let me know the time, I could get in at Hayes & we could go on to Uxbridge & have a good long walk, & get lunch at Denham or somewhere2—I hardly know the country but could consult a map. I hope it will be possible. Also, a friend of mine in London has some time shortly coming to stay with him a person who he says is most exciting—an old man who lives the life of a vagabond in order to conform with the Sermon on the Mount. He said if the old man arrived before I went away, to come in & see him, & I said I would like to bring a friend, so if all the times fitted we might go there some evening. In any case I must try & arrange a meeting with you somehow before I leave London. I leave here about the 22nd, I think. What date are you going down? Perhaps we could travel together. Let me know your news & your plans, & your adressº if you have changed it. I must stop now or I shall miss the post.

With much love

Eric

P.S. Thanks ever so for sending that letter from the Nation. A very feeble attack I thought—not worth answering.3




153. To Eleanor Jaques

Mon., [19 December 1932] Handwritten lettercard; dated from postmark; addressee from address1

1“The Hawthorns” Church Rd. Hayes Mdx.

In haste. I will meet you as you say on Wednesday, 3.30 pm outside National Gallery. Also on Friday, I would like to travel down with you, & for that am even ready to start out in the middle of the night as you propose. Let’s make quite sure about the times, however, because last time I took the Eclipse I was left in the soup thro’ their starting from a different place & at a different time without warning anybody.

Till Wednesday, au revoir & love.

Eric




154. ‘King Charles II’

[September–December 1932] Typewritten; handwritten annotations


Orwell’s correspondence from 19 September 1932 makes frequent reference to the work he was doing in producing a school play he had written. This activity clearly dominated his Christmas term. There are many parallels between this play and the play, Charles I, Dorothy produces in A Clergyman’s Daughter, in particular his ‘suffering untold agonies with glue & brown paper etc.,’ as he wrote to Eleanor Jaques, 18 November 1932. (See A Clergyman’s Daughter, CW, III, last two paragraphs of 84 and final paragraph of the novel, 296–97). He refers to his ‘miserable school play’ in a letter to Leonard Moore but, in what is doubtless self-depreciation, he does admit it ‘went off not badly’ (23 December). It was presumably presented about the 20 December. The play was again performed at Hayes on 4 April 1992, by Compass Arts Theatre.

The play survives because one of the participants, Geoffrey W. Stevens, kept his copy; his name, in Orwell’s hand, is at the top of the second and third leaves. This typescript was bought in 1988 by Bill Blair, of Connecticut (no relation to Orwell), who kindly allowed it to be included here and provided some information about the physical characteristics of the script. See also William T. Blair, ‘George Orwell’s “King Charles II”: An Early Criticism of Revolutionary Government,’ Review of English Studies, 41 (1980), 370–73.

There are fifteen leaves. The first three are typed; the remaining twelve, numbered 3 to 14 (making two pages numbered 3), are from wax stencils of the Gestetner (or similar) system. The first two leaves were typed on typing paper and the third on lined school-essay paper; these three measure 8 by 10 inches. The other pages are on foolscap (13 by 8¼ inches). The different modes of production and the two page threes indicate that the opening of the play was rewritten at a late stage, after copies of the script had been run off, perhaps to establish the setting more clearly. The date, ‘1651,’ is not clear and has sometimes been misread as ‘1661’; see Crick, 232. Speech headings have been set in italic for greater clarity. The sound effects in the margins of the first two pages are in Orwell’s hand. Simple mistypings have been corrected; otherwise the words of the script are as reproduced here.

Orwell takes some licence with fact. The first act is on the night of the Battle of Worcester, 23 August 1651. Act II is set in Bristol the following day, to which Will Hodge has been brought, as a prisoner, some sixty miles, and from which Charles escapes by boat to France. In fact, Charles was hunted for nearly six weeks, hiding, according to a legend Orwell ignores, in an oak tree near Worcester while Cromwell’s troops searched for him in nearby fields.

The characters, in order of speaking, are:

Landlord of an inn near Worcester

Mr Giles, the oldest inhabitant of the village

George Burton, a labourer

Lucy, the landlord’s daughter

Sir Edward Mortimer, a cavalier fleeing from the battle

Sir James Digby, a cavalier fleeing from the battle

Charles II, King of England, seeking to escape to France

Will Hodge, apprentice to the landlord

Captain Chambers, 17th Regiment, Parliamentary Army

Thin Roundhead soldier

Fat Roundhead soldier   A Father

A Boy, his son   A Man.



KING CHARLES II.

ACT I

Scene:   An inn near Worcester. It is the evening of the Battle of Worcester, 1651. Present in the inn are the landlord, Mr. Giles, the oldest inhabitant of the village, his granddaughter, Lucy, and George Burton, a labourer.

Mr G. (setting down his mug). You’ve been a-watering that beer again, landlord!


Landlord.   No, not I.



[BOOM]   Mr G.   It don’t taste the same as it did when I were a boy. I mind the time, in good Queen Bess’s reign—(A booming noise. All except Mr G. look towards the window.)

Burton.   Hark! Did you hear that? The guns!

[BOOM]

HORSES coming nearer]   Mr G.   What’s that, eh? (Another boom.) I’m a little hard of hearing these days.


Lucy.   (standing looking out of window)   Oh, grandpa! There’s men coming down the road on horseback, with swords in their hands!

Mr G.   What?

Landlord (shouting in Mr G.’s ear)   The guns! From the battle. Charles’s army and Cromwell’s have been fighting ever since the morning. We shall know who’s won in half an hour.



[Horses stop]   Mr G.   Ah, the battle? A lot of foolishness! We didn’t have these here civil wars and rebellions when I was a young man. I mind the time—(A sudden

[FIRING]   burst of firing outside.)

[FIRING SHOUTING CLASHING HORSES]   Lucy.   Oh, grandpa! They’re fighting! (Jumps down and runs to her grandfather for protection. Loud noise of fighting outside—banging, shouting, clashing of swords etc. Landlord bars door on left of stage.)


Burton.   Here! Let’s get out of this!



[Ditto, not quite so loud   Landlord.   By the looks of things, Charles is beaten and his army’s

[SCREAM]


scattered. (Scream from outside.) Listen to that! They’re cutting some poor fellow’s throat down there, in the street. This is no place for the child. You’d best get out the back way, Mr Giles, as quick as you can.



[FIRING] [BULLET]   Mr G.   (as more firing sounds)   Here, help me up, one of you! I can’t skip about like you young fellows, with the rheumatics in my bones. (More firing. A bullet comes in through the window and rattles against the wall.)


Burton.   Here! I’m off! (Exit hurriedly by right door).



[FIRING] Landlord (helping Mr G. up)   Come on, Mr Giles. Get the child out of this. (Morº firing, a little further off.)

[HORSES getting further off.]   Lucy.   Oh, grandpa! I’m frightened!

[KNOCK] Landlord. Don’t you be afraid, dear; they’re going away now. Go out the back awayº and across the fields. You’ll be safe there. (Exeunt Mr G. and Lucy. As they go there is a bang on the left door.)


Landlord.   Who’s there? (Takes sword from wall.)

Voice without.   Friends!



Landlord. Roundhead or Cavalier?

Voice without. Cavaliers. We come from the battle. Open, for God’s sake!

(Landlord puts back sword and opens door. Enter Sir Edward Mortimer, supporting Sir James Digby, who is almost falling with exhaustion.)

Landlord. What! Is it you, Sir Edward Mortimer?


And you, good old Sir James! I scarcely knew you,

So thick the dust of battle lies upon you.



Sir E.M. Look to Sir James; he’s spent and all but dead;


Such days as these are ill for his white hairs.



(They help Sir J.D. to table and sit him in a chair.)

Sir J.D. Some wine! I shall be better presently.

(Wine is brought and Sir J.D. is revived.)

Landlord. How went the battle, sir?

Sir E.M.   Lost! All is lost.

Those guns you hear are Cromwell’s guns, now scattering

The last of Charles’s force. There’s no hope now

But that our gracious king may slip his foes

And journey safe to France.

Sir J.D.   Ay, all is finished,

And all our labour and our wounds are vain.

I think a bloodier battle ne’er was fought

Than this most fatal day of Worcester field.

Sir E.M.   We have had our share. This sword of mine is bloody,

And here’s my own blood on my doublet, too,

Where one of Cromwell’s footmen thrust his pike,

Bawling “Death to the king!” An inch this way

And he’d have ended me.

Sir J.D.   This wine revives me.

Come, Mortimer, we must not waste our time;

There’s much to be arranged. – Listen, good landlord,

After the fight today, when all was lost,

Our gracious king, seeing his hopes defeated,

Rode from the field with thirty faithful men

To seek a hiding place. And we have word

That he will travel, alone and in disguise,

Along this very road.

Landlord. What, sir, will the king come here?

Sir. E.M.   Yes. We shall meet him here and plan how best

To keep him hid till we’ve a ship for France.

He will be here at any moment now.

We must make ready. Have you horses here?

Landlord.   We’ve two, sir.

Sir E.M.   Good – (sound of steps on stair.)

Sir J.D.   Hark! Do you hear that step upon the stair?

It will be he, I doubt not; but stand ready,

Lest this should be some stranger.

(Sir E.M. stands waiting with his hand on his sword. Knock at door.)

Landlord. Enter!

(Enter a man dressed as Sir E.M. and Sir J.D., but muffled up in his cloak and with his hat pulled over his face. As he reaches the centre of the stage he throws open his cloak and pulls off his hat. It is Charles II.)

Sir J.D. & Sir E.M.   (falling on one knee)   The king!

Landlord   (falls on his knees behind them)   Lord have mercy on us! The king!

Charles. Up, gentlemen! We’ll spare the ceremonies;

There is no time to waste in kneeling now.

Is all safe here?

Sir J.D.   Yes, sire, for the while.

And comes your Majesty alone?

Charles. Alone, weaponless and on foot.

My horse is dead. My sword is snapped in two.

My men are scattered through the countryside.

I am a penniless and landless king.

True subjects must you be who would serve such.

Sir J.D.   Heaven send your majesty a better fortune!

Sir E.M. and Landlord. God save the king!

Charles. I trust He may.

I hardly know how I have come so far,

With troops of horsemen scouring every road,

Beating the bushes with their swords and crying

‘Where went the king?’ No matter, I am here,

And we’ll take breath awhile and make our plans.

We are safe here, I hope. Whose house is this?

Landlord. Mine, sire. Your Majesty’s poor subject.

Sir E.M.   A loyal fellow, sire, I’ll warrant him.

Charles. Good. Let’s to work. Here are my plans (produces map), and here

The safest roads are marked; I’ll make for Bristol;

A ship waits there, under a loyal captain

Who’ll keep me hid till we are safe at sea.

Have you your horses ready, landlord?

Landlord. I’ll call the boy, sir. He shall saddle them. (Calls through inner door) Will! Are you there, Will?

Will Hodge. Ay ay, sir!

Sir E.M.   That voice again!

(Enter Will Hodge by inner door, where Landlord meets him. Charles and the others are busy with the maps at the table. Landlord takes Will by the shoulders to straighten him up, & pulls some straws out of his hair. Will is a stupid-looking youth, with a broad accent.)

Landlord (in a low voice to Will)   Come on, now, straighten yourself up! Try and look like a man. Stand up and don’t gape. That’s the king over there.

Will (in a much louder voice)   The king? Go on, that ain’t the king! The king’s dead. They cut ’is ’ead off two year ago.

Landlord. The king’s son, fool!

Will. Oh, the king’s son? Why, you said ’e was the king just now.

Landlord. Come on, you fool!

(Pushes him over towards table. As they appear before the others, Sir J.D. and Sir E.M. start up and exclaim in astonishment. Charles also looks up to see what is the matter. Will stands in front of them pulling his forelock.)

Sir E.M.   Sire, do you see that face?

Charles. What?

Sir J.D.  This fellow’s face, sire!

The strangest chance that ever yet befell!

This clown – it seems near treasonable to say it—

He is the living image of yourself.

Look at his face sire.

Charles.  What? That’s strange.

(Charles has got up, and at the same time Sir E.M. has produced a small mirror from his pocket. He takes Will by the shoulders & holds the mirror up so that Charles may see his own face side by side with Will’s.)

Will.   ’Ere! What are you doin’ of?

Landlord   (prodding him in back)   Silence, fool!

Charles.   We’re strangely like, indeed.

Sir J.D.   Saving your presence, sire, this lad might be

Your own twin brother. His voice, too, is the same,

Though coarse in speech and accent.

Landlord.   All these years

Poor Will has kept my pigs, and never yet

I saw that likeness!

Sir E.M. Look, sire!

(He has picked up Charles’s hat and cloak from the table, and he quickly wraps the cloak round Will and claps the hat on his head.)

Will. ’Ere! What are you dressin’ me up for? ’Oo do you think I am? Guy Fawkes?

Sir E.M. Look, sire! A very king in seeming.

Charles. Strange!

Had this but come at any other time,

We’d have rare jests upon it. – But time presses.

Take off that cloak; we can’t be fooling now.

Will, haste and saddle your horses. Feed them first,

And hang a store of corn upon each saddle.

Will.   Yessir! (Exit.)

Charles. Good landlord, bring what food and drink you can;

I must get strength before my journey hence.

Landlord. I will, sire.

(He is just starting to follow Will when there is a loud bang on the outer door. All start. Another bang, and trampling of feet.)

Landlord. Who’s there?

Voice without. Open in the name of the law!

Sir J.D. and Sir E.M. The Roundheads!

(The Landlord runs to the door and shoots the bolt.)

Voice without. Open in the name of the law!

Landlord. Who are you that speak?

Voice without. Captain Chambers, of the seventeenth regiment, with a troop of fifty horse. We seek the traitor Charles Stuart, who fled from the battle and has been traced along this road. Open! (Another bang.)

Charles. Lost after all! Ah, had I but been gone

Five minutes since!

Sir J.D. Draw your sword, Mortimer. At least we’ll shed

Some Roundhead blood before they take the king.

Voice without. Open!

Charles.   The game is lost. I can but fight and die.

Sir E.M.   But not alone, sire! While we three can fight,

These Roundheads shall repent they ever came.

Voice without.   Open! (More and louder banging.)

Charles.   I’ll sooner die than yield. (Draws his sword, finds it to be broken, and throws it on the floor.)

Give me that sword that hangs upon the wall;

They shall not serve me as they served my father.

(All this time the banging and trampling without are getting louder. Landlord hurries for the sword that is hanging on the wall. Meanwhile Sir E.M. & Sir J.D. have drawn their swords and are standing waiting for the door to break. As the landlord comes back a thought seems to strike him, and he halts.)

Landlord.   Sire! Sire! All is not lost! All may be well,

Can we but find the time to do it. Listen,

Will Hodge the prentice boy, whose face and yours

Are liker than two brothers – he shall play

The part of king until the danger’s over.

I’ll fetch him now; we’ll dress him in your clothes

And when the door breaks, as it must ere long,

They’ll siezeº him for your majesty. The while,

You, meanly clad, take horse and slip away;

For they’ll not care how servants come and go.

Thus all is saved, if Heaven wills it.

Sir E.M.   Most timely thought!

Sir J.D.   Brave plan indeed!

Charles.   O noble landlord!

If ever I do rule this land again,

Thou shalt be duke. Go! There’s no time to lose.

(Exit Landlord hurriedly. Louder noise and more shouts without all this time. The three men are standing at the door, and Sir E.M. & Sir J.D. still have their swords drawn.)

Sir J.D.   Heaven send this door will stand!

Charles.   It’s of strong oak;

’Twill hold five minutes – enough, if we are speedy.

(A much louder crash and sound of splintering.)

Sir E.M.   Ah, they have brought a beam! They’ll break it now

Within two minutes. (Runs to inner door and shouts)

Make haste, there! Oh make haste!

(Re-enter Landlord dragging Will by the arm.)

Will.   ’Eere, what’s all this? There’s a ’ole troop of men outside with swords and muskets. (Crash at the door.) They’ll ’ave that door off the ’inges if they go on like that. What’s it all about, eh?

Landlord. Don’t talk, fool! Off with your jerkin!

Will. Why should I – (Landlord begins to pull Will’s jerkin over his head.)

Sir J.D. (At door and holding it) Quick, sire, the hinge is yielding! Off with your cloak!

(In frantic haste Will is dressed in Charles’s clothes and Charles in Will’s. Will exclaims from time to time “’Ere, what’s all this?” etc. The noise outside is growing louder and louder, and there are shouts of “Now, all together, men!” etc. The door is evidently giving way. Landlord and Sir J.D. fling themselves against the door as the exchange of clothes is finished.)

Sir J.D. Fly, fly, your Majesty! And we’ll delay them

Till you are clear away.

Sir E.M. (To Will.)   And you, Will, play your part.

You are Charles Stuart now. When they arrest you,

Answer “I am the king”. You understand?

Will. I’m to say “You are the king”. Is that it, sir?

Sir E.M. No, fool! You are the king. If you act well,

There’s gold for you; but if not, with this sword

I’ll run you through the body. – Fly, your majesty, fly!

Charles. Farewell, good friends. There is no time to speak

My thanks for all that you have done today,

But in a happier time I’ll not forget it.

Farewell!

The others. God save the king!

(Exit Charles by inner door. The others except Will Hodge hurry to the table, Sir E.M. & Sir J.D. sit down, and all try to look as innocent as possible. Will is left standing in the middle of the room. At the same moment as Charles disappears, the door breaks. Enter Captain Chambers and two soldiers, one fat, one thin. They present their pistols at Will.)

Captain C. Stand, in the name of the law!

Will. Well, I ain’t sitting down, am I?

Captain C. What is your name?

Will. Hi am the king. (Behind his hand to others at table) That’s right, ain’t it?

Captain C. You are not the king. There is no king in England now. You are the rebel and traitor Charles Stuart. I now arrest you in the name of the law, and your head will be cut off as your father’s was. Secure him, men!

(The soldiers approach Will. The thin soldier stands in front of him and the fat soldier behind. Both point their pistols at him.)

Will. Don’t you get saying things against my father, my father’s never ’ad ’is ’ead chopped off. ’E’s one of the most respected men in the parish, my father is.

Thin soldier. Up with your hands!

Will. What for?

Thin soldier. Put up your hands, I said! (Will obeys.)

Captain C. Search him, men. If he has weapons, take them.

Thin soldier. Come, now, Charles Stuart! If you’ve a pistol, hand it over.

Will   (reaches down to take pistol at his belt)   ’Ere you are, then.

Fat soldier. Hands up! (Will puts up his hands again.)

Thin soldier. Didn’t I tell you to hand over your pistol. (Will begins to lower his hands again.)

Fat soldier. Hands up! (This goes on several times.)

Will. Well, there’s no satisfying some people.

Captain C. (reading from a scroll)   I publish to all and sundry that Charles Stuart has been proclaimed an outlaw and rebel against the laws of England. He will be removed for instant execution. The penalty for aiding his escape is death. (While he is saying this the fat soldier slips to the table, takes a pull at one of the mugs which are on it, and jumps back to his place in time as the officer looks up.) You, men, guard your prisoner well. I go now to order the troop for his escort. When I call, you will follow with the prisoner.

Soldiers. Yes sir.

Captain C. And remember, you are soldiers of Cromwell’s army. See that you behave accordingly. Let me hear of no drinking or riotous behaviour in this low pothouse. You understand.

Fat soldier. Oh yes, sir. We never drink, we don’t, sir.

(Exit Captain C.)

Will. ’Ere, ’ow much longer ’ave I got to stand with my ’ands up in the air?

Thin soldier. Just as long as we think good for you.

Will. Well, I’ll look a nice fool if my trousers start coming down, won’t I?

(Meanwhile the fat soldier is again at the table and has picked up one of the mugs.)

Fat soldier. Well, when the catsº away the mice will play. Better have a drink while we get the chance.

Thin soldier.   For shame! Don’t you know that drink is a man’s worst enemy?

Fat soldier. Well, we’re told to love our enemies, aren’t we? (drinks)1

Will. ’Ere, what was that your captain said? “Instant execution”, ’e said. What does that mean – “instant execution”?

Fat soldier. It means having your head chopped off, mate, and pretty quick about it. I’ve seen ’em – whack! (Makes the motion of a chopper striking his neck, and drinks again.)

Will. But you don’t mean as I’ve got to ’ave my ’ead chopped off? (Lowers his hands and begins feeling at his neck.)

Thin soldier. Up with your hands!

Fat soldier. Cheer up, mate; it don’t hurt after the first stroke.

Will. Oh dear, my ’ead feels loose on my shoulders already.

(A shout outside)

Soldiers. Coming, sir! (They begin to march Will out of the room.)

Will. But ’ere, I say! I didn’t know as I was letting myself in for this, I didn’t!

Fat soldier. Come on, Charles Stuart. You’re going to instant execution, you are. Whack!

Will. But I say – (Exeunt soldiers with Will between them.)

Sir E.M.   (springing to his feet)   All’s well!

Landlord. Ay, sir, the king is safe by now.

Sir J.D.   With this escape he will get safe to sea.

They’ll not find out their error till the morning,

And then, since poor Will Hodge is innocent,

They’ll set him free. You have done nobly, landlord;

The king will not forget it.

Sir E.M.   No, nor we.

Here’s gold – the best I can in these poor times.

(Hands him money, Sir J.D. does the same. Both move towards door.)

Landlord. Fare you well, sirs.

Sir J.D.   Farewell.

We will to Bristol swiftly as we may;

Please Heaven tomorrow sees the king set free,

The danger over and the ship at sea.

CURTAIN

ACT II

Bristol. A street. About the middle of the stage, a little to the right, a pair of stocks in which Will Hodge is sitting, eating an apple. The two soldiers who took him prisoner the previous night are guarding him, one on either side, armed with pikes. Throughout the act, when no-one else is present the fat soldier lounges about and produces a clay pipe from his pocket, springing to attention again when anybody else appears.)

Enter from the left a crowd, among whom are a father, mother and small boy.

The father.   Well, there’s been some rare goings-on lately. They say the king escaped from the battle after all and got clear away. They say he’s hiding in this town now. If they don’t look sharp and catch him he’ll slip aboard a ship and be away to France.

Another man.   I wouldn’t be sorry if he did, either.

Father.   Well, don’t you go saying it too loud, or you might find yourself dangling from a gallows. They’re hanging everyone who helped him to escape, it’s said.

Boy.   (pointing to Will) What’s that man doing there, father?

Father.   He’s in the stocks, sonny.

Boy.   Why did they put him there, then?

Father.   Because he’s been naughty, I expect.

Boy.   Shall I be put in the stocks when I’m grown-up, father?

Father.   We’ll hope not, sonny.

Boy.   Poor man! Let’s give him a penny.

Father.   It’d take more than a penny to get him out of there, I expect.

(By this time the crowd is half across the stage.)

Fat soldier.   (relaxing and rubbing his back) This job don’t half give me the crick in the back! Oh Lord, here comes the captain! (Springs to attention again. Enter Captain C. with a scroll in his hand. The soldiers salute. The bystanders listen while Captain C. reads from the scroll.)

Captain C.   (reading) “I publish to all and sundry that Will Hodge has been sentenced to death for aiding the rebel Charles Stuart in his escape. He will be publicly exposed in the stocks for the space of one day, and after that taken to the place appointed and hanged by the neck until he is dead. So perish all traitors!” Fix this notice above his head. (Soldiers obey.) And you (to thin soldier), come with me. You, fellow (to fat soldier), guard your prisoner well!

Fat soldier.   Yessir! (Exeunt Captain C. and thin soldier.)

Father.   There, you see what it is, my boy. He’s going to be hung tomorrow.

Boy. Poor man! (As the crowd leaves the stage the boy runs back, drops a penny in Will’s lap, and follows his parents.)

Will. (to soldier)   What was that your captain said?

Fat soldier. He said you was to be hung by the neck until you was dead. I wouldn’t be in your shoes, mate, that I wouldn’t.

Will. ’Ung by the neck. ’Ere! I wouldn’t like that!

Fat soldier. It ain’t what you like, it’s what’s good for you, see?

Will. But what ’ave I done? Why should I be ’ung?

Fat soldier. Oh, it don’t take much to get a man hung nowadays. Lucky for you you wasn’t ordered to be drawn and quartered as well.

Will. But it ain’t fair! I won’t ’ave it! (Struggles.)

Fat soldier. Now then, none of that! If you get up to any tricks, it’s my duty to take this here pike and run you through the middle. (Prods him with point of pike.)

Will. Well, do me a kindness and don’t do your duty, then.

(Fat soldier springs to attention. Enter from left Charles still in disguise, with Sir J.D. & Sir E.M.)

Charles. Halt here a moment while we’re unobserved.

Listen, Sir James, ’tis best, I think, to part;

No end is served by going three together,

For if they take us, your head falls with mine.

We’ll say farewell; make you your own escape,

While I, thus meanly clad, slip to the quay,

Creep past the Roundhead sentries, take a skiff,

And board my vessel like a common sailor.

Once there, I’m safe, but I must make all speed;

In half an hour the tide begins to ebb,

And we must sail ere that.

Sir J.D. God speed your majesty!

I’d come with you and share your fate, if taken,

But that one man is more observed than three.

Sir E.M. Could not your majesty devise some signal

Whereby we’ll know when you are safely sped?

Charles. Well thought! I’ll have the captain fire his cannon

Soon as the ship has crossed the harbour bar.

Then when you hear the cannon boom, you’ll know

That Charles is safe at last.

Sir J.D.   Heaven send we hear that sound!

Charles.   There is one other matter. Good Sir James,

And you, good Mortimer, receive my pledge

That when these ills are past, and once again

I hold my father’s throne, your loyal aid

Shall be rewarded. That good landlord, too,

He never shall regret the part he played.

But one thought troubles me. That village boy,

Will Hodge, he whom the Roundheads took for me,

What has befallen him? He’s safe, I trust?

I would not wish that he should come to ill.

Sir J.D. They’ll set him free, your majesty, I doubt not,

He was but ignorant. – Ha! What is this?

(He sees Will Hodge in stocks.)

Charles. What is it?

Sir E.M. (holding Charles back)   No, sire, don’t show your face! These soldiers know you.

I’ll go myself. (Goes up to soldier.)

(To soldier.) Good fellow who is this?

What crime has he committed?

Fat soldier. Traitor, sir. Will Hodge his name is, sir. Going to be hung tomorrow morning, sir.

Sir E.M. Hanged? Oh, poor wretch! (Hurries back to Charles.) Sire, it is poor Will Hodge,

Condemned to die for aiding your escape.

Charles. O evil fate! Can we not save him? Ah,

That I should bring this poor, good soul to death!

Sir J.D. You can do naught, sire. If yourself were taken,

It would not change his fate. And a king’s life

Is worth a thousand of such simple yokels.

Charles. Still, let’s do what we can. Look, here is gold;

Take all I have, there’s more aboard the ship,

And if I’m taken, why, I need no gold.

Give him it all, for gold unlocks all doors;

Perchance he’ll buy a pardon.

Sir J.D. I’ll see to it.

And now, sire, let’s be gone, for the ship waits,

And all is ruined if you lose the tide.

Conceal your face, sire, while we pass the soldier.

(They pass the stocks, Charles hiding his face, and pause by the right hand exit.)

Charles.   Now, fare you well, good friends!

Others.   Farewell, sire!

Charles.   Guard your own safety, both, and let me know

If poor Will Hodge makes his escape or no.

I’ll to the quay, and when the cannon roars,

You’ll know that Charles is bound for friendly shores.

(Exit.)

Sir J.D.   I’ll ne’er breathe freely till the cannon sounds.

And now to save Will Hodge. (Approaching soldier) Tell me, good fellow,

If I should make some gift to this poor wretch,

Some trifle that will buy him simple comforts,

Is that unlawful?

Soldier.   No, sir, not that I knows of.

Sir J.D.   (Giving purse to Will) Take this, poor man. If you must die, at least

You’ll not die comfortless. (To Sir E.M., as they pass on) And now to wait,

And pray that we may hear the cannon roar.

There’s twenty minutes yet; if by that time

The gun sounds not, then Charles’s doom is sealed.

(Exeunt.)

(Will tips the gold pieces out of the bag and counts them.)

Soldier.   Coo! Your luck’s in, ain’t it?

Will.   Luck? A precious lot of use this is to me when I’m going to be ’ung tomorrow morning. I’d give more than that lot to be out of this ’ere. (Points to stocks.)

Soldier.   Well, we can have something to pass the time away, any way. Slip us one of them and I’ll run off and get a bottle for the two of us.

Will.   What? Run off anº leave me, would you? What about your duty as you’re always talking about?

Soldier.   Oh, we has a bit too much duty in Cromwell’s army. It’s duty morning, noon and night. – Look out, cover that money up. There’s somebody coming.

(Enter from the left a crowd, running, headed by the father, mother and boy who appeared before.)

Father.   Quick! This way. The king’s down at the harbour, and they say he’s getting aboard a ship. He’ll be out at sea in another moment if they don’t catch him. Come on!

(Exeunt running across stage and shouting. Enter from left Captain C. and thin soldier.)

Captain C.   Run to the quay, fellow! Go like the wind! Bid them stop every ship, board her and search her. I’ll follow. Run!

(Exit soldier running across stage. Captain C. follows more slowly. Enter from left Sir J.D. and Sir E.M.)

Sir J.D.   Now speed is all. If Charles’s sails are set

Before the Captain’s message reach the quay,

Then all is well. We can but wait in hope.

And listen for the gun’s report. – Come, we’ll go this way.

(Exeunt across stage.)

Soldier.   Well, they’ve all gone down to the quay. Now’s our chance for a quiet bottle. Hand over one of them guineas, won’t you?

Will.   No. Think I’m going to hand my money over to you?

Soldier.   Don’t be a fool! Have you forgot you’re going to be hung tomorrow morning? Your money won’t be much use to you at the other end of the drop. Might as well spend it while you get the chance.

Will.   Don’t you get calling me a fool!

Soldier.   Well, you are a fool, aren’t you? Didntº they use to call you the village idiot? Why, the bloke at the inn told me as you couldn’t even read and write.

Will.   Reading and writing ain’t everything. There’s plenty of things I can do as you cant,º anyway.

Soldier.   What, for instance?

Will.   Lots of things. Well, for instance, you couldn’t turn your toes in same as I’m doing now. (Turns his feet round in the stocks so that his toes meet.)

Soldier.   Course I could! Anybody could. Look here. (Turns his toes in.)

Will.   I meant in the stocks, silly. You couldntº do it if you was sitting in the stocks same as I am now.

Soldier.   Course I could!

Will.   I bet you you couldn’t.

Soldier.   I bet you I could.

Will.   I bet you all this lot you couldn’t. (Shakes purse of money.)

Soldier.   Is that a bet?

Will.   Yes.

Soldier.   Come on, then, I’ll show you. (Kneels down, produces key and unlocks stocks.) You’ll be sorry you was so obstinate in a moment. I’ll have that money off of you, and I’ll drink a health to your body when it’s swinging on the gallows. Come on, get out of my way. (Pushes Will aside and gets into stocks.)

Will. Let’s see you do it, then. (Soldier settles himself in stocks. Will picks up key.)

Soldier. There you are, then. (Will locks stocks.) Here! What are you doing?

Will. You’ll soon see.

Soldier   (shouting)   You let me out of this?º

Will. Let you out, eh? (Laughs.) I may be a fool, but I ain’t such a fool as all that, matey.

Soldier (shouting louder)   You let me out of it! (Aims a blow at Will.)

Will (standing just out of his reach)   Now then! Now then! No temper! This is what comes of betting, you see. Ain’t there a rule against betting in your army? Let’s ’ope this’ll be a lesson to you.

Soldier. Help! Help!

(Will throws himself on the soldier, binds him with his scarf, gags him, and muffles him up in his cloak and hat. The soldier makes gurgling noises.)

Will. Well, I’m off. Good bye, soldier. (Chinks his purse of money in the soldier’s ear.) Village idiot you called me, was it? Perhaps I ain’t the only idiot in the world. (Exit, chinking the purse of money.)

(Enter a crowd from the left, headed by Sir J.D. and Sir E.M.)

Sir J.D.   Still the gun has not fired! The time creeps by;

There’s scarce five minutes now before the tide.

The chance hangs by a hair. – But what is this?

(They see the soldier alone and muffled up in the stocks. At the same time, enter from the right Captain C. He too sees the soldier.)

Captain C. What’s this? Treason! Where are the guards? (He pulls off the soldier’s hat and gag, and sees who it is.) Speak, villain! What’s happened? You’ll smart for this!

Soldier. Sir –

(A tremendous explosion. It is the gun of the king’s ship firing. Sir E.M. & Sir J.D. wave their hats. Enter from the right a messenger, running.)

Messenger. (to Captain C)   Sir! Sir! The king’s escaped! His ship has left the harbour. They fired that shot as they crossed the bar. The soldiers arrived there just a minute too late.

Captain C. Ten thousand curses!

(Cheer from the crowd.)

Captain C. Silence, there! Silence, for shame! Is this a time for cheering, when a traitor whose head should have fallen has escaped? Silence, or some of you may hang for it. (To messenger.) Come, fellow, to the harbour. (Exeunt. Another cheer from the crowd.)

The boy. Oh, father, I am glad the king’s escaped!

Father. Well, I ain’t sorry myself.

The boy.2   And that poor man that was in the stocks, he’s escaped too.

Father. Well, there’s another of them in his place.

A man. Come on, the king don’t escape every day. Let’s go and have a drink on it.

Soldier. (as he sees them moving away)   Here, what about me? Where do I come in?

Man. You don’t come in, mate, you stays where you are. I wouldn’t be in your shoes when you go up before the general tomorrow morning. He’ll order you fifty with the cat o’ nine tails, he will.

Soldier.   Oh Lord, why did I join the army?

Sir J.D.   Good people all, this is a joyous time

When our good king, long in most dangerous plight,

Is safe at sea and bound for friendly France.

We’ll honour it with song, and silver too

Sir Edward here and I will give you all

To drink good health unto his majesty.

Long may he flourish, and soon come the day

When the usurper Cromwell ends his sway;

Peace, freedom and prosperity shall reign

When England has her own true king again!

Come, sir, if you’ve a song, let’s hear it.

(Song.)

CURTAIN.




155. To Leonard Moore

Friday, [23 December 1932] Handwritten

36 High St Southwold Suffolk

Dear Mr Moore,

Thanks very much for the advance copies,1 which have just arrived. I think the get-up is very nice, & they have shown extraordinary cleverness in making it look quite a long book. What does “a recommendation of the Book Society” on the cover mean?

I wonder if it could be arranged that one copy should be sent for review to the Adelphi? They know me & I write for them sometimes, so they would give it a sympathetic review, I expect.

I hope you will have a merry Christmas. Please give my kindest wishes to Mrs Moore. The miserable school play over which I had wasted so much time went off not badly. I am now free till the 18th, & I hope in that time I’ll be able to polish up a fair chunk of the novel2 to the point where you can form an opinion on it.

Yours very sincerely

Eric A Blair

P.S. [at top of letter] I’m going to send this to your home adressº as I expect you won’t be at your office for some days.3




156. To Leonard Moore

24 December 1932 Handwritten

36 High St Southwold Suffolk

Dear Mr Moore,

I am sending you a copy of the book separately.1 I didn’t see your letter waiting for me till after I had sent off my previous letter to you. I am returning the postal order—of course the tickets were complimentary tickets, & anyway all is over now—I mean the play is performed & done with.2 I shall send this to your office, as I don’t expect it will arrive for several days.3 In haste

Eric A Blair
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157. Publication of Down and Out in Paris and London


Down and Out in Paris and London was published in London by Victor Gollancz on 9 January 1933; 1,500 copies were printed. Later in the month, 500 additional copies were printed. A third impression (date unknown) of 1,000 copies followed; none were remaindered. The type was distributed on 13 February 1934. Harper & Brothers, in New York, published 1,750 copies on either 30 June 1933, according to Ian Willison, or 25 July 1933, according to Miss Herdman of Harper; see 181 and 177A. A review appeared in Books (U.S.) on 30 July, making the July date more likely. According to Willison, the type was also distributed on 13 February 1934; 383 copies were remaindered. A French translation by R. N. Raimbault and Gwen Gilbert, La Vache Enragée,1 with a preface by Panaït Istrati,2 was published by Gallimard, in Paris, on 2 May 1935. This edition of 5,500 copies had not been sold out by March 1953. (These details are principally from Willison.) Orwell wrote an introduction for the French edition; see 211 for an English version. Penguin Books published a paper-bound edition of 55,000 copies on 18 December 1940. The contemporary French translation has the title, Dans la dèche (an expression Arnold Bennett uses to describe destitution in the French-influenced English in the Paris scenes of The Old Wives’ Tale (1908): ‘Is he also in the ditch?’ III, 6, iii).

Orwell’s knowledge of The People of the Abyss (1903) by Jack London is well established. Whether he knew the work of the Czech-German Egon Erwin Kisch, in Der Rasende Reporter (1925), is uncertain. It is a series of short pieces on factual topics connected by thematic cross-references. The first is ‘Unter den Obdachlosen von Whitechapel’ (Among the Homeless of Whitechapel), an account of a night spent in a Salvation Army hostel in the East End of London.3 What was factual, what autobiographical, and what fictitious in Down and Out in Paris and London was noted by Orwell in a copy of the book given to Brenda Salkeld. She and Michael Shelden, who located the book, kindly made these annotations available. The book is inscribed: ‘To Brenda, with best wishes—Eric A Blair 28.12.32.’ There are sixteen annotations, keyed here by chapter and page number to CW, I:


II, 7: para ‘Listen, then’: ‘Not autobiography. The fellow really did talk like this, tho’.’

III, 12: first para: ‘Succeeding chapters not actually autobiography, but drawn from what I have seen.’

IV, 20: para ‘It was now absolutely necessary’: ‘This is a fairly accurate portrait except for the name.’

V, 24: para 2, against ‘Bouillon Zip’: ‘Bouillon Kub4—changed for fear of libel.’

V, 24: para ‘The room was an attic’: ‘All this fairly exact description of actual happenings.’

VI, 32: ‘Boris would contribute’: ‘Exaggerated: but I have seen people living in just this fashion.’

VII, 36: opening lines: ‘This all happened.’

VIII, 44: para ‘It was through one of these Russian refugees’: ‘This happened very much as described.’

X, 54: opening lines: ‘All as exact as I could make it.’

XV, 82: start of Valenti’s story: ‘He did tell me this story, tho’ not so consecutively.’

XIX, 100: opening lines: ‘All the following is an entirely accurate description of the restaurant.’

XXIII, 123: para ‘Roucolle died, aged seventy-four’: ‘More or less true, I believe.’

XXIV, 127: para ‘Sleeping in the saloon’: ‘Quite true.’

XXIV, 128: para ‘I was outside in the street’: ‘This incident is invented to explain trip, but all the experiences described hereafter are authentic.’

XXVI, 141: para ‘He led the way’: ‘Called the “Ramblers’ Rest”—High Church organisation.’

XXIX, 160: para ‘An old public school boy’: ‘He wasn’t actually an O.E,5 but from some other well-known school, I forget which.’








158. To Leonard Moore

17 January 1933 Typewritten

36 High St Southwold Suffolk

Dear Mr Moore,

I am returning to Hayes1 tomorrow (Wednesday), and I thought of looking in at your office on my way through London, about four or half past, and taking a chance of your being still there. I want to bring you about 100 pp. I have not actually completed but got more or less into order of my novel.2 If you are not there I will leave the ms., with some notes about the extent to which it is done etc.

I have seen a number of notices about the other book,3 and they were very much better than I had expected, particularly those in the Evening Standard and the Daily Mail. I believe there was a good one in the Morning Post, but I didn’t see that one. No libel actions hitherto, I hope? The book was listed in this week’s Sunday Express among “best sellers of the week”. Does that mean anything definite? I suppose it will be some weeks before you can tell whether it is selling or not.

A week ago I received from your office six copies of a novel called “Hanging Waters” (I think), and I returned them, as I supposed they must have been sent by mistake.4 I hope they turned up all right.

Yours sincerely

Eric A Blair




159. To Leonard Moore

1 February 1933 Typewritten

The Hawthorns Church Rd. Hayes Mdx.

Dear Mr Moore,

I don’t suppose you saw the enclosed rather snooty letter which was in the Times of 31st Jan.1 It would have been most damaging to let it go unanswered. I enclose herewith a copy of the letter I have sent in reply, and if you have time I wish you would let me know whether this was the right reply to make.

I rang up your office on Saturday on the off chance of finding you there, but they said you were away. I wanted to know what you thought of the first 100 pp. of my novel,2 that is if you had had time to look at it. I know that as it stands it is fearful from a literary point of view, but I wanted to know whether given a proper polishing up, excision of prolixities & general tightening up, it was at all the sort of thing people want to read about. I should think the3 fact that it is about Burma and there are so few novels with that setting, might offset the lack of action in the story—it is mostly description, I am afraid; there are to be a murder and a suicide later, but they play rather a subsidiary part.

Yours sincerely

Eric A. Blair

P.S.4 Thank you for forwarding a volume from a man named Gardner. I am writing to thank him.




160. To the Editor, The Times

11 February 1933

Sir,—

I have read a letter in your columns from M. Humbert Possenti attacking the truthfulness of my book “Down and Out in London and Paris”, which was reviewed in your Literary Supplement of 12 January.1 Referring to alleged dirtiness in the service quarters of a Paris hotel M. Possenti says:


I am moved, as a restaurateur and hôtelier of 40 years’ experience, to deny in the most emphatic manner possible the truth of what the author says. Such a disgusting state of things as he describes is in such places inconceivable. The kitchens of large and “smart” restaurants have to be clean: the work has to be done in an orderly and cleanly manner or it would not get done at all. Such kitchens, I assert, are cleaner than those of most private houses, &c.



M. Possenti seems not to realise that these remarks are quite beside the point. The passages objected to in my book did not refer to Paris hotels in general, but to one particular hotel. And as M. Possenti does not know which hotel this was he has no means of testing the truth of my statements. So I am afraid that, in spite of his 40 years’ experience, my evidence in this case is worth more than his.

M. Possenti adds that hotel kitchens could not be seriously dirty, because “speaking generally” it is usual to allow inspection by customers. I do not know how “general” this practice is, but I do know that in our hotel there were places which no customer could possibly have been allowed to see with any hope of retaining his custom. M. Possenti also misquotes me by saying that I had “vowed never to eat a meal in a Parisian restaurant as long as I lived.” I said nothing of the kind. What I did say was that I should never again enjoy a meal in a “smart” restaurant—i.e. a restaurant in which the food, in order to make it sufficiently elegant in appearance, has to be mauled about by sweaty hands.

By the way, M. Possenti seems to think that I have some patriotic animus against French restaurants as opposed to English ones. Far from it. I wrote about a Paris hotel and restaurant because it was of those that I had direct experience. I had no wish whatever to suggest that in this matter of kitchen dirtiness the French are worse than any other nation.

Yours faithfully,

“George Orwell”




161. To Eleanor Jaques

18 February 1933 Handwritten

“The Hawthorns” Church Rd. Hayes Mdx.

Dear Eleanor,

If you see the Pulleynes1 any time I should be awfully obliged if you would ascertain whether the copy of my book I sent them turned up all right. They sent me a postal order to buy a copy for them, but of course I don’t know whether it got there or not. Not much news. The agent was very pleased with the 100 pp. of my novel2 I sent him, & harries me to get on with it. One of my poems in the March Adelphi,3 I think—at least, I have had a proof of it. I have got a bit of garden & done some digging. Are you coming up to town? I do hope you are & we can meet. Let me know well in advance—I am so fearfully pressed for time here & have to make the most of my week-ends. Excuse this hasty scrawl.

Yours

Eric A Blair




162. To Leonard Moore

21 February 1933 Handwritten

“The Hawthorns” Church Rd. Hayes Mdx.

Dear Mr Moore,

Thanks very much indeed, I am certainly very pleased to hear about your deal with Harper’s.1 I suppose they are the same people as run Harper’s Magazine? DV,2 I think I can promise you a further 100 pp. of the novel3 about as near completion as the last, by the end of this term (ie. in April.)

Yours sincerely

Eric A Blair




163. To Eleanor Jaques

Sunday, [26 February 1933] Handwritten

The Hawthorn Church Rd. Hayes Mdx.

Dearest Eleanor,

How nice to hear from you again & know that you are in the land of the living. I am sorry that job with the fashion-plate artist didn’t come to anything. I do hope you will find something to suit you, & don’t forget about letting me know when you do come up to town. I am having a beastly cold—my first this winter, I think, but none the less annoying. It was very kind of Dennis to think of writing to the Times in my defence. They took their time about printing my letter of reply, & I have since also been criticised in the Licensed Victuallers Gazette,1 but I think they are beneath answering. I think I shall be able to let the agent have the second 100 pp. of my novel by the end of this term. The other book2 has been disposed of to Harpers—I mean the American rights—& I should think they are pretty good people to deal with. Yes, I met the old vagabond chap, & he was rather interesting. His philosophy seemed to me Buddhist rather than Christian—all about the futility of making any effort & the necessity [of] attaining peace of mind, in other words Nirvana. But he came flying back from Nirvana pretty rapidly when I said something against Carlyle (the old chap is3 a Scotchman) so evidently the affairs of this world still have their claws in him. He said, what struck me as a sane remark, that he did not counsel anyone else to follow his own example, for everyone must work out his salvation in the way suited to him. This fits in with the Indian saying that there are 84,000 or is it 84,000,000 ways to salvation, & I suppose about double the number to damnation. I have just read a book called “James Joyce & the Plain Reader”4—weak trash, which would give the impression that J. was a writer on the Walpole-Priestley level. Also Upton Sinclair’s autobiography—ridiculous, but rather fun. I have dug a biggish-sized patch of my garden, but there is still a lot to do & it is difficult to find the time. I wish you were coming up to town this next weekend as I have two or three free days on end—halfterm.

With much love

Eric




164. ‘Sometimes in the middle autumn days’

The Adelphi, March 1933


Sometimes in the middle autumn days,

The windless days when the swallows have flown,

And the sere elms brood in the mist,

Each tree a being, rapt, alone,




I know, not as in barren thought,

But wordlessly, as the bones know,

What quenching of my brain, what numbness,

Wait in the dark grave where I go.




And I see the people thronging the street,

The death-marked people, they and I

Goalless, rootless, like leaves drifting,

Blind to the earth and to the sky;




Nothing believing, nothing loving,

Not in joy nor in pain, not heeding the stream

Of precious life that flows within us,

But fighting, toiling as in a dream.




O you who pass, halt and remember

What tyrant holds your life in bond;

Remember the fixed, reprieveless hour,

The crushing stroke, the dark beyond.




And let us now, as men condemned,

In peace and thrift of time stand still

To learn our world while yet we may,

And shape our souls, however ill;




And we will live, hand, eye and brain,

Piously, outwardly, ever-aware,

Till all our hours burn clear and brave

Like candle flames in windless air;




So shall we in the rout of life

Some thought, some faith, some meaning save,

And speak it once before we go

In silence to the silent grave.

Eric Blair






165. To Brenda Salkeld

Friday night, [10? March 1933] Handwritten

The Hawthorns Church Rd. Hayes Mdx.

Dearest Brenda

Forgive me for not writing for so long, but I have been as usual submerged with work & in the intervals trying to break the back of my garden. Today I nearly broke my own back, using the turfing iron & yesterday gave myself one on the shin with a pickaxe. Have you read Ulysses yet?1 If you want a good book explaining what James Joyce is about don’t read “James Joyce for the Plain Reader” by some BF called Duff2—it: is about the worst piece of criticism I have yet read. I forget if I told you that one thing you have to get used to in Ulysses is that great quantities of it are written in parody—some of the styles that I recognize, & some that I don’t. For instance where a little girl of the servant type is thinking it is all in the style of Peg’s Paper—rather an elephantine joke, I think. And there is a lot of parody of Homer &, I think, ancient Irish literature, which is sometimes exceedingly funny. You will find the first chapter or two dull, but they have to be read carefully, because everything reappears in dream-form in the great chapter. The only one you could read detached from its context is the last, & even then one wouldn’t understand it all without having read the previous ones. It appears that in the chapter where the medical students are talking while the woman has a baby, the successive changes of style symbolise foetal development. I don’t know why he does these tricks, nor why he has been so careful to keep the parallelism with the Odyssey so close.

Have you seen any more of your friends who worship Bernard Shaw? Tell them that Shaw is Carlyle & water, that he ought to have been a Quaker (cocoa and commercial dishonesty), that he has squandered what talents he may have had back in the ’80’s in inventing metaphysical reasons for behaving like a scoundrel, that he suffers from an inferiority complex towards Shakespeare, & that he is the critic, cultured critic (not very cultured but it is what B meant) that Samuel Butler prayed to be delivered from. Say that Shaw’s best work was one or two early novels & one or two criticisms he wrote for the Saturday Review when Harris3 was editor, & that since then it has got steadily worse until its only function is to console fat women who yearn to be highbrows. Say also that he has slandered Ibsen in a way that must make poor old I turn in his grave. Also that Shaw cribbed the plot of “Pygmalion” from Smollett & afterwards wrote somewhere or other that Smollett is unreadable. By the way I hope you are fasting hard, as this is Lent?4 I have so few excesses of any kind that I have really nothing to give up. Write again soon & tell me all the news. Also if you are coming up to town again anytime. It was so nice at Burnham Beeches & I should love to go there again when the trees are budding.

With much love

Eric




166. ‘Best Books’ recommended by Orwell to Brenda Salkeld in the 1930s, as reported to Howard Fink1

BARHAM, R.   The Ingoldsby legends.

BOOTHBY, G.   Nikola.2

BRONTE, C.   Jane Eyre.

BRONTE, E.   Wuthering heights.

BUTLER, S.   The notebooks.

CHAUCER, G.   “Bits of the Canterbury tales, esp. ‘Wife of Bath’s Prologue’”.

CONRAD, Joseph.   The secret agent.

DARWIN, Charles.   Voyage of the Beagle.

DICKENS, Charles.   David Copperfield.

DOYLE, Conan.   Sherlock Holmes.

FIELDING, Henry.   Amelia.

FORSTER, E.M.   Passage to India.

FRANCE, Anatole.   L’anneau d’amethyste.

FREEMAN, R.A.   The eye of Osiris (and) various other detective stories.

GARNETT, (Dr.)   The twilight of the Gods.3

HARDY, Thomas   The Dynasts.

HUXLEY, A.   Antic hay.

JEFFRIES, R.   The amateur poacher.

JOYCE, James.   Ulysses.4

LAWRENCE, D.H.   England, my England.

MAUGHAM, W.S.   Ashenden.5

MELVILLE, H.   Typee (or) Moby Dick.

MERIMEE, P.   Carmen.

PETRONIUS, A.   The Satyricon (translation).

POE, E.A.   Tales of mystery and imagination.

PREVOST, A.   Manon Lescaut.

READE, C.   Foul play (or) A Jack of All Trades. . . . .   Hard cash.

SHAKESPEARE, W.   King Lear.

SMOLLETT, T.   Peregrine Pickle.

STENDHAL.   La Chartreuse de Parme.

SURTEES, R.S.   Handley Cross.

SWIFT, J.   Gulliver’s travels.

THACKERAY, W.M.   Vanity fair.

TOLSTOY, L.   War and peace.

TROLLOPE, A.   Barchester Towers.

TWAIN, Mark.   Roughing it.6

VOLTAIRE, F.   Candide.

ZOLA, E.   La Débâcle.




167. To Leonard Moore

Sat. [25 March 1933] Handwritten

“The Hawthorns” Church Rd. Hayes Mdx.

Dear Mr Moore,

Many thanks for the contract.1 I enclose it herewith duly signed. It seems a very good one, & I am greatly obliged to you for getting it for me. Will Harper’s want any changes in the book? I think I said some offensive things about Americans in one or two places—I forget.

I am sending for my press-cuttings; all of which I had sent home, & I will forward them to you as soon as possible. I don’t think I care for that idea of giving biographical details, after the way I have seen American publishers use them. As to photographs, I am not certain whether my photograph would be a very good advert.

I have been terribly busy, but managed to get through the piece of the novel2 I set myself & I will let you have pp. 100–200 round about April 15th.

Yours sincerely

Eric A Blair




168. Review of Gogol by Boris de Schloezer

The Adelphi, April 1933

However little one knows about Gogol—I had better begin by admitting that all I know of Gogol’s works is Dead Souls, read years ago—this is an interesting book, because of the light it throws on the growth and decay of literary ability.

Gogol was one of those writers who are at first extremely prolific and then wither up like plants in shallow soil. He began early under the encouragement of Pushkin, and with hardly a pause produced one book after another, all the best being in some sort satires on Russian character and institutions. Turgènev considered Gogol’s play “The Government Inspector” to be “one of the most destructive (i.e. subversive) that had ever appeared.” When Gogol was still young his masterpiece, the first part of Dead Souls, was published, and after this, quite abruptly, a change came over him. He repented of all he had done hitherto. He counted it a kind of blasphemy (he was very pious) to have written comic and subversive books. Henceforward he would write books that were ennobling, comforting; books, above all—for in spite of his satires Gogol was a complete reactionary, taking even serfdom for granted—that should reconcile man to his lot. It was to be “Slaves, obey your masters” preached at enormous length in the guise of fiction. The first part of Dead Souls had shown humanity at its basest; the second part should show how high, under the twin blessings of the Czardom and the Orthodox Church, humanity could rise.

This project was a total failure. From the very moment of his conversion, so to speak, not only Gogol’s comic genius but even his power of writing deserted him. For the remainder of his life, ten years or so, he was entirely sterile. He wandered restlessly from place to place, living on his friends, and struggling in the labyrinth of a dreadful book that never got any further. By degrees he developed a sort of religious paranoia that led him to preach ceaselessly at his friends, mortify himself at the command of a fanatical priest, and once, even, go on a pilgrimage to the Holy Land. The second part of Dead Souls was forever “on the point of appearing,” and never appeared. Gogol finally threw the manuscript into the fire a few months before his death. He died aged 43, apparently from despair rather than from any recognisable disease. During his last ten years he had produced nothing at all except a sort of apologia pro vita sua, mostly in the form of collected letters.

It is not certain what was the nature of Gogol’s trouble, but M. de Schloezer traces it to a kind of emotional impotence, or rather to Gogol’s increasing awareness of this. Sexually it appears, he was quite impotent, and what was more, he was one of those people who are incapable of any passion, any real feeling whatsoever. He did not, M. de Schloezer says, know the meaning of love or affection. Now, Gogol had written a book called Dead Souls, and though in the first place “souls” only meant serfs, the title had a curious appropriateness which Gogol himself recognised. All the characters in the book were not merely base, they were also extraordinarily void of any kind of spiritual aliveness—briefly, they were dead souls. Gogol, M. de Schloezer thinks, grew more and more to realise that he himself was also a dead soul, cut off from real love and real penitence—dead, that is, in the one place where, as a Christian, he wanted to be alive. All his noble and comforting sentiments were humbug, and he knew them to be humbug, because at heart he was not “saved.” For the last ten years of his life he struggled against his destiny, trying, as it were, to revivify his dead soul, and failing. This sense of being damned for mere spiritual deficiency, quite apart from any action, is common in Calvinistic countries; it is interesting to find it at work in a very orthodox member of the Greek Church.

Had Gogol lived in our own time there would probably have been a horrible tale of starvation to add to that of intellectual failure. But luckily for him, eighteenth century traditions seem to have persisted in Russia as late as his day (1810–1850),1 and there were plenty of pensions and sinecures for artists of talent. Even so, the story of his efforts to regain his lost skill is a depressing one, here told very lucidly and with great sensitiveness.

Eric Blair




169. To Leonard Moore

7 April 1933 Handwritten

The Hawthorns Church Rd. Hayes Mdx.

Dear Mr Moore,

I wonder whether you will be in your office on the 15th (Sat. before Easter) or 17th? I would like to see you, if possible, & I will bring the second 100 pp. of my novel at the same time. I shall also be in town on the 12th. but I can’t get the 100 pp. ready by then as my typewriter is under repair. Perhaps you could let me know which day would be most convenient to you for me to call; also about what time.

Yours sincerely

Eric A Blair




170. To Leonard Moore

Saturday, [29 April 1933] Typewritten

36 High St Southwold Suffolk

Dear Mr Moore,

I am coming up to London, or rather to Hayes, on Wednesday next. My best time for seeing Miss Herdman1 would be either Wednesday afternoon between four and five, or Friday evening between five and six, or any time on Saturday. If, however, none of these would do, I could arrange to come at some other time.

Yours sincerely

Eric A Blair

P.S. I shall be at the above address till Wednesday.




171. ‘Summer-like for an instant’

The Adelphi, May 1933


Summer-like for an instant the autumn sun bursts out,

And the light through the turning elms is green and clear;

It slants down the path and the ragged marigolds glow

Fiery again, last flames of the dying year.




A blue-tit darts with a flash of wings, to feed

Where the coconut hangs on the pear tree over the well;

He digs at the meat like a tiny pickaxe tapping

With his needle-sharp beak as he clings to the swinging shell.




Then he runs up the trunk, sure-footed and sleek like a mouse,

And perches to sun himself; all his body and brain

Exult in the sudden sunlight, gladly believing

That the cold is over and summer is here again.




But I see the umber clouds that drive for the sun,

And a sorrow no argument ever can make away

Goes through my heart as I think of the nearing winter,

And the transient light that gleams like the ghost of May;




And the bird unaware, blessing the summer eternal,

Joyfully labouring, proud in his strength, gay-plumed,

Unaware of the hawk and the snow and the frost-bound nights,

And of his death foredoomed.

Eric Blair






172. To Leonard Moore

Thursday, [4 May 1933] Handwritten

The Hawthorns Church Rd Hayes Mdx.

Dear Mr Moore,

I am so sorry about never turning up for the appointment with Miss Herdman yesterday, but I never got your letter till yesterday evening. I was, as I had explained, in Southwold till Wednesday morning, & when I got to Hayes in the evening there was the letter waiting for me, but of course it was long past the time of the appointment. I hope Miss Herdman will not be mortally offended. I am writing to her as well.

Yours sincerely

Eric A Blair




173. To Eleanor Jaques

Thursday, [25 May 1933] Handwritten

The Hawthorns Church Rd Hayes Mdx.

Dearest Eleanor,

I write this not knowing where you are, but I shall send it to your adressº in Roehampton, hoping they will forward it if necessary. Do please try & come out somewhere with me when you are up in town again. It is such lovely weather, & it would be so delightful to go for a long walk in the country somewhere. If you can’t manage a Saturday or Sunday, I can always make an excuse & get away. Or at worst we could meet in town for an afternoon. What are you doing in August? I don’t know whether I’ll be in S’wold or not—not, if my parents let their house. I am probably leaving this place at the end of the term, but I may go to another rather similar school in Uxbridge, which is near here. Write soon & let me know when you [are] going to be in town & if you can meet me.

With love from

Eric




174. Nellie Limouzin1 to Orwell

3 June 1933 Typewritten; handwritten addition and postscript

My Dear Eric,

As part of the money I enclose is for renewal of sub. to Adelphi, when you are up,2 you might pay it in for me—no hurry—3 I put a warning note, so that you should not be disappointed on finding that my little present is less than would at first appear. The A. will be 7/6, so that, as you ought to get about 23 bob, I think for the 100 francs, that will mean something like 15/– to 15/6 for yourself—I wish it were more. It will pay the rent of your allotment,4 which I hope has brought you some profit; of course seeds must have cost something, perhaps some manure and also perhaps tools, although I hope you were able to borrow or steal those.

When you have time, I should like to know whether or not you have secured the Uxbridge school5 and whether at a better salary and other conditions; I earnestly hope there will be no supervision after school hours. I rather fancy from my experience of an afternoon’s trip to Uxbridge, that it is about as stinking a hole as Hayes, so I hope that some other advantages will make it a better post for you. I suppose you wouldn’t care to try for one of Ruth Pitter’s travelling jobs?6 You said some time ago that she has travellers, but of course they may be dyed-in-the-woolies who travel with other things and do her stuff as an extra line. Avril too seems to be going strong and must have some posts in her gift, but I daresay the assistants get very poorly paid, as A. herself was when she began.

I have begun the Chartreuse de Parme, but have read only a few pages as yet, for I saw a reference in some work to The Prince and, as I had never read it, I have begun that also and am about half way through it. I suppose you have read it long ago, probably at school. It is rather more historical than I had expected and interesting if only as some kind of picture of the Renaissance period. There is a very long Introduction in the edition I have (a French one of E’s.7) which annoyed me when I looked at it, but I found it quite enlightening in the end. I don’t know whether you dislike introductions; to me they are irritating as a rule, because they hold one from the real text and yet one doesn’t like to miss them. But in this edition of The Prince, what is more annoying is the addition of foot-notesº by Queen Christine, daughter of Gustavus Adolphus, who appears to have ended her days in Italy. I am also reading an interesting work on Les Dogmes Sexuels;8 it is a refutation of the generally accepted ideas on sex as regards the contrast between the male and female and is based on biology of which the first long chapter consists, beginning with the single cell etc. Evidently the authoress is a serious scientist.

Here, while attending the Disarmament conferences, they are at the same time preparing for war pretty thoroughly, including the building of subterranean passages. But how on earth can they construct enough to hold the millions of inhabitants? Then they are beginning ‘practice’ with those hideous gas masks. There was a meeting held—or to be held—in Maisons Lafitte, to propagate this interest in gas masks, but a lot of people broke it up, saying they were against war. By the bye, that was a pretty revolutionary situation at the Oxford Debating soc., when a majority voted against participation in future war, especially the form of the resolution which specially mentioned king and country.9 To-morrow the anti-fascist Congress opens at the salle Pleyel in Rue du F. St. Honoré. I shall not be surprised at ructions, for the Police have been giving out instructions as to how the delegates are to behave and threatening to deport any who overstep the line of what should be the attitude of the country to other powers etc. etc. Very many socialists are joining and the members of the socl. trade union, the C. G. T.,10 against the orders of the party bosses; I should not be surprised to hear of a very big split in the French Soc. Party before long, for their treachery is getting a bit too obvious. I see a lot of delegates from England are coming, again a mixed grill.

I must stop here. Don’t bother to reply at once if time is altogether too scarce—next week-end will do. And then you can reply as to any likelihood of your being able to come to Paris, also as to the books I mentioned in my last letter. Love.

At. N

P.S. I hope the Americans won’t take umbrage at your remarks on pp. 110 & 111. Perhaps even they aren’t quite fair, for those cereals are not really disgusting any more than porridge; in view of your experience of French cooks’ methods, they are certainly far less disgusting; so couldn’t you soften the passage down for the U.S.A. edition?11




175. To Eleanor Jaques

Tuesday, [6 June 1933] Handwritten

The Hawthorns Church Rd Hayes Mdx.

Dearest Eleanor,

How nice to hear that you can come out with me. I think next Saturday would be best, because if it is Wednesday I can only get away in the morning by inventing sick relatives etc. Let us hope this weather will continue. Where would you like to go? We can either go to Uxbridge & walk along the canal bank, in which case

i.1   There is a Green Linesº bus that leaves Poland St at 10.30 (but might make sure of exact time) & reaches the Adam & Eve pub at Hayes about 11.15, & I can meet you there & we can go on to Uxbridge: or

ii.   There is a train that leaves Paddington at 10.26 & reaches Hayes (by the way don’t forget it is Hayes Middlesex: don’t get carried away into Kent or somewhere) at 11.1, & I could meet you at Hayes Station & we could take the train, but

iii.   I think it would be nicest if we went somewhere where there are woods, seeing what the weather is like; eg. to Burnham Beeches. So perhaps the best thing of all would be for me to come up to town & meet you any time & place you like, but preferably at Paddington, because I suppose we should take the train from there. How would it do to say 11 am at the small bookstall at the beginning of platform I on Paddington Station?

Please let me know what your ideas are, &, in the mean time, pray for good weather. If by evil chance anything should fall through so that you can’t come on Saturday, let me know in time & I can always at a pinch arrange to come out another afternoon.

Love

Eric.




176. To Brenda Salkeld

Saturday, [? June 1933]1 Handwritten

The Hawthorns Church Rd Hayes Mdx.

Dearest Brenda

I sent you about two thirds of the rough draft of my novel yesterday. I would have sent it earlier, but it has been with my agent all this time. He is quite enthusiastic about it, which is more than I am; but you are not to think that when finished it will be quite as broken-backed as at present, for with me almost any piece of writing has to be done over and over again. I wish I were one of those people who can sit down and fling off a novel in about four days. There is no news here. I am frightfully busy, suffering from the heat, and exercised about the things in my garden, which are going to dry up and die if this cursed weather doesn’t change. I am growing, among other things, a pumpkin, which of course needs much more careful treatment than a marrow. I have read nothing, I think, except periodicals, all of which depress me beyond words. Do you ever see the New English Weekly? It is the leading Social Credit2 paper. As a monetary scheme Social Credit is probably sound, but its promoters seem to think that they are going to take the main weapon out of the hands of the governing classes without a fight, which is an illusion. A few years ago I thought it rather fun to reflect that our civilisation is doomed, but now it fills me above all else with boredom to think of the horrors that will be happening within ten years—either some appalling calamity, with revolution and famine, or else all-round trustification and Fordification, with the entire population reduced to docile wage-slaves, our lives utterly in the hands of the bankers, and a fearful tribe of Lady Astors3 and Lady Rhonddas4 et hoc genus riding us like succubi in the name of Progress. Have you read “Ulysses” yet? It sums up better than any book I know the fearful despair that is almost normal in modern times. You get the same kind of thing, though only just touched upon, in Eliot’s poems. With E, however, there is also a certain sniffish “I told you so” implication, because as the spoilt darling of the Church Times he is bound to point out that all this wouldn’t have happened if we had not shut our eyes to the Light. The CT annoys me more and more. It is a poor satisfaction even to see them walloping the Romans, because they do it chiefly by descending to their level. I wonder whether it is true, as I have been told, that the CT advertisement columns are full of disguised abortion advertisements? If so it is pretty disgusting in a paper which is in constant pursuit of Bertrand Russell, Barney the Apostate,5 etc because of their birth control propaganda. By the way did you see Barney’s recent pronouncements at the Conference on I forget what, about the undesirable multiplication of the lower classes. His latest phrase is “the social problem class”, meaning all those below a certain income. Really you sometimes can’t help thinking these people are doing it on purpose. Write soon. I wish you were here now. Have you been bathing yet? I keep putting it off.

With love

Eric A. Blair




177. To Leonard Moore

Friday, [16 June 1933] Handwritten

The Hawthorns Church Rd. Hayes.

Dear Mr Moore,

A friend of mine and my parents, Mr C. R. Peters,1 recently wrote to me asking me if I could introduce him to Gollancz’s, as he has written a book that he thinks might interest them. I thought it would be better if I put him in touch with you, as your introduction would no doubt be worth more than mine. Mr Peters is an officer of the Indian Police, and he tells me that his book is a collection of stories based on his experiences. I should think that that ought to be of great interest, and you would know whether Gollancz or some other publisher would be most suitable.

Yours sincerely

Eric A Blair




177A.   Publication of Down and Out in Paris and London in the United States


Harper & Brothers published Down and Out in Paris and London on 30 June 1933, or, possibly, on 25 July 1933; see 157. The dust jacket carries the following paragraph ‘About the Author,’ almost certainly based on material supplied by Orwell. Note the words given in double quotation marks.

‘George Orwell was born in India in 1903 and was educated in Eton from 1917 to 1921, “but learned as nearly as possible nothing, chiefly owing to laziness.” He served with the Indian Imperial Police for five years but resigned in 1928 chiefly because he disliked putting people in prison for doing the same things which he should have done in their circumstances. Subsequently he has earned his living by schoolmastering and private tutoring, and he has also worked in a Paris hotel, picked hops, pushed a barrow in Billingsgate and done other varied jobs. Soon after he came home from Burma he became interested in the lives of destitute people and began to make expeditions among tramps. It was only after he had done this a number of times that it occurred to him that his experiences could be used for literary purposes. Later on when he was genuinely hard up he was glad to know the ropes in the world of the destitute.’






178. To Eleanor Jaques

7 July 1933 Handwritten

The Hawthorns Church Rd Hayes Mdx.

Dearest Eleanor,

It seems so long since that day I went out with you—actually, I suppose, about a month. This “glorious” weather has been almost the death of me. However, I occasionally manage to get over to Southall & have a swim at the open-air baths, & my garden has done pretty well considering the drought. The only failures I have had were shallots & broad beans, both I fancy due to having been planted too late. I have had enormous quantities of peas, & I am a convert forever to the system of sinking a trench where you are going to grow a row of peas. I hope I shall be in S’wold for part of the summer holidays, but I am afraid it won’t be long, because I am going to a new school at Uxbridge next term & they may want me to do some tutoring during the holidays. God send I’ll be able to drop this foul teaching after next year. I do hope you’ll be in Southwold during the holidays & perhaps we can go & picnic as we did last year. I am so pining to see the sea again. Do try to be in S’wold if you can, & keep some days free for me during the first fortnight in August. I think I shall get home about the 28th of this month. My novel will be about finished by the end of this term, but I don’t like large sections of it & am going to spend some months revising it. Please write & tell me what your plans are, & remember me to your parents.

With much love

Eric




179. To Eleanor Jaques

Thursday, [20 July 1933] Handwritten

The Hawthorns Church Rd Hayes Mdx.

Dearest Eleanor,

Do write & tell me if you will be in S’wold during the summer holidays. I am going to be there I think from the 29th inst. to the 18th August, & am so wanting to see you. If you are to be there, try & keep some days free for me, & it would be so nice if we could go & bathe & make our tea like we used to do last year along the W’wick1 shore. Let me know.

The heat here is fearful, but it is good for my marrows & pumpkins, which are swelling almost visibly. We have had lashings of peas, beans just beginning, potatoes rather poor, owing to the drought I suppose. I have finished my novel, but there are wads of it that I simply hate, & am going to change. They say it will be soon enough if it is done some time at the end of the year. Please G. I get a little spare time in my next job. I went over to see the prize-giving at the school & it looked pretty bloody—the girls’ section of the school (which I shall have nothing to do with—perhaps it is for the best) sang the female version of Kipling’s “If.” I am told that there is also a female version of “Forty years on”, which I would give something to get hold of.2 I have been reading in D. H. Lawrence’s collected letters. Some of them very interesting—there is a quality about L. that I can’t define, but everywhere in his work one comes on passages of an extraordinary freshness, vividness, so that tho’ I would never, even given the power, have done it quite like that myself, I feel that he has seized on an aspect of things that no one else would have noticed. In another way, which I can still less explain, he reminds me of someone from the Bronze Age. I think there are some scraps of mine in the August Adelphi3—a poem, but I am not sure it is not one you have seen. Au revoir, & write soon.4

Much love from

Eric




180. Review of Baudelaire by Enid Starkie

The Adelphi, August 1933

This is a biography of Baudelaire, and only incidentally a book of criticism, though it prints a number of the poems, usually in full. It is so detailed and well-documented that it should make any further life of Baudelaire unnecessary in English.

The misery of Baudelaire’s life, which has become proverbial, seems to have been even worse than one had imagined. Kind but uncomprehending parents, an appalling mulatto mistress, debts, syphilis, prosecution for obscenity, more debts, complete literary failure, death from general paralysis at the age of forty-six—these are part of the story. Between his duns and his step-father, it was probably Baudelaire’s failure to earn either money or a reputation that hit him hardest of all. His chances of success were ruined by the prosecution for obscenity, which caused all the influential critics to boycott him—for literary life in France seems, at least then, to have been characterised by the same slimy careerism as in England. Sainte-Beuve, who was perfectly aware of Baudelaire’s talent, steadily refused him any public recognition. Gautier, whom Baudelaire always hailed as his master (it is hard to see why: surely the two men are very unlike?), would not even come to his funeral. Probably no poet of equal talent has ever died so obscure.

Now, when Baudelaire is not only bowed down to by the ‘critics, cultured critics’ but also swallowed whole by the pious, it is clear that he suffered for not having the special illusions of his own time. His agonised attitude to life, those fearful remorses and despairs, the deadly ennui which is his prevailing theme—how wrong it must all have seemed to the eighteen fifties! To say that we do not so much love our lives as cling to them


Ainsi qu’un débauché pauvre qui baise et mange

Le sein martyrisé d’une antique catin—

(like a poverty-stricken debauchee gnawing the tormented breast of an aged prostitute)



this is the real blasphemy of an optimistic age. But we understand it only too well nowadays. His sense of the real horror of debauchery (as opposed to the juicy appeal that the moralists give it), and his “fundamental piety,” which Miss Starkie rightly insists upon, are also better appreciated in an age that has had some of the nonsense knocked out of it. What makes Baudelaire so memorable is that he expresses our typical modern moods with such matchless clarity. Reading such poems as, say, “Les Bijoux,” or (except for one line) “l’Albatros,” one sees that perfection in the handling of words could hardly go further.

Miss Starkie’s book is rather amateurishly written (“he little knew” etc.) but it is extremely just and discerning, and displays enormous knowledge of French literary life in the nineteenth century. The publishers claim that it will upset “the Baudelaire legend,” presumably meaning that Baudelaire is generally thought of as a mere scoundrel and pornographer. If any such legend still exists, this book should certainly help to end it; it may also save Baudelaire from some of the consequences of being patted on the head by Sir John Squire. The stiff price of eighteen shillings seems inexcusable, considering the very poor paper the book is printed on.

Eric Blair




181. To Leonard Moore

Tuesday, [1 August 1933] Typewritten

36 High St Southwold Suffolk

Dear Mr Moore,

I heard from Miss Herdman, of Harper’s, the other day, and she said the American edition of “Down and Out” was coming out on the 25th July.1 Do you think it would be worth getting the American press-cuttings? If so, could you please ask the press-cutting people to get them? I suppose it means paying another half year’s subscription.2

I am down here for two or three weeks. I had my first bathe yesterday—the North Sea seems horribly cold after the swimming baths. Please remember me to Mrs Moore.

Yours sincerely

Eric A Blair




182. ‘A dressed man and a naked man’

The Adelphi, October 1933


A dressed man and a naked man

Stood by the kip-house fire,

Watching the sooty cooking-pots

That bubble on the wire;




And bidding tanners up and down,

Bargaining for a deal,

Naked skin for empty skin,

Clothes against a meal.




“Ten bob it is,” the dressed man said,

“These boots cost near a pound,

“This coat’s a blanket of itself

“When you kip on the frosty ground.”




“One dollar,” said the naked man,

“And that’s a hog too dear;

“I’ve seen a man strip off his shirt

“For a fag and a pot of beer.”




“Eight and a tanner,” the dressed man said,

“And my life-work is yours,

“All I’ve earned at the end of a life

“Knocking at farmers’ doors;




“Turnips, apples, hops and peas,

“And the spike when times are slack,

“Fifty years I’ve tobied it

“For these clothes upon my back.”




“Take seven,” said the naked man,

“It’s cold and the spikes are shut;

“Better be naked here in kip

“Than dressed in Lambeth Cut.”




“One tanner more,” the dressed man said,

“One tanner says the word,

“Off comes my coat of ratcatcher

“And my breeches of velvet cord;




“Now pull my shirt over my head,

“I’m naked sole to crown,

“And that’s the end of fifty years

“Tobying up and down.”




A minute and they had changed about,

And each had his desire;

A dressed man and a naked man

Stood by the kip-house fire.

Eric Blair






183. To Leonard Moore

17 October 1933 Handwritten

Frays College Harefield Rd. Uxbridge Mdx.

Dear Mr Moore,

Many thanks for your letter, enclosing the cuttings, & for the cheque, which I ought to have acknowledged earlier. I am sorry to hear Harper’s are disappointed. But I suppose a sale of 1100 copies1 does not represent an actual loss to them?

The other book2 will be finished in November—better say the end of November. I am sorry to have been so slow, but I am submerged with work in this place. I hope to finish the writing before our half-term, which is about November 3rd, & then I will do the typing as rapidly as possible. I have however already typed 150 pp. of the earlier part. The book is going to be unconscionably long—round about 400 pp. I trust that does not matter? I should be able to cut it if they demanded that.

Yours sincerely

Eric A Blair




184. To Leonard Moore

Sunday, [26 November 1933] Typewritten

Frays College Harefield Rd, Uxbridge Mdx.

Dear Mr Moore,

Will you by any chance be at home next Saturday afternoon—the second I think the date is? I finished my novel1 some time back and have been typing it out in what spare time I can get in this place, and I think I can get it all typed by Saturday. I would like to see you personally if possible, because I want to discuss another project I have.2 It is almost impossible for me to get up to town during your office hours, but I could come out to Gerrardsº Cross by motor bike if you were at home and it wouldn’t inconvenience you. Or I could come on Sunday morning if you are in the habit of doing business on Sunday.

I am very dissatisfied with the novel, but it is all about up to the standard of what you saw, and of course I have made all the necessary corrections and tightened it up as well as I could. It will be about 375 pp.—allowing for the fact that I have used wide margins, about 85,000 words.3 That seems awfully long to me. If the publisher said he would take it subject to cutting I would know where to cut it, but I’d rather not have to, as I am sick of the sight of it. Let’s hope the next one will be better.

Yours sincerely

Eric A Blair

P.S. [at top of letter] I am not certain of your address in Gerrardsº Cross, tho’ I think I could find my way there. If you will be at home, would you let me know the name of your house?




185. Review of Criticisms and Opinions of the Works of Charles Dickens by G. K. Chesterton

The Adelphi, December 1933

There is one great advantage about Mr. Chesterton’s manner of approaching Dickens, and that is that it is not too purely literary. Most modern literary criticism is literary and nothing else—that is, it concentrates on an author’s style and thinks it rather vulgar to notice his subject matter. Undoubtedly the influence of this type of criticism has been healthy (it has saved us from Shakespeare the Great Moral Teacher and all that, and from the windy platitudes of the Bernard Shaw era, when duds like Brieux were foisted upon us for the sake of their sermons), but it misses part of the point with such a writer as Dickens. Dickens was essentially a moralist, and he cannot betreated as though he were, say, Flaubert.

Being a moralist, Dickens did not invent his characters merely as characters, but rather as embodiments of the human qualities that he liked and disliked. And it is probably the secret of their vitality, that Dickens’s likes and dislikes are such as any decent man would share. He was always, when he understood the issue, on the side of the weak against the strong. As Mr. Chesterton says, Dickens “saw that under many forms there was one fact, the tyranny of man over man; and he struck at it when he saw it, whether it was old or new.” This is perfectly true. Dickens’s view of life was sometimes one-eyed and he was not free from a rather disagreeable petty-bourgeois class-feeling, but on the whole his instincts were sound. It was only when he outraged them he went astray, artistically as well as morally.

The best instance is in David Copperfield. As Mr. Chesterton points out, the artistic collapse of David Copperfield has an ethical cause. It is perfectly clear that David Copperfield is autobiography (imaginative autobiography, of course), and it is equally clear if one looks closely that towards the end Dickens begins telling lies. He wrenches the book out of its natural channel and gives it a conventional happy ending, which is not only unconvincing but also abominably priggish. Dora is made to die of nothing in particular, the improvident and lovable characters are hustled off to Australia, and David marries the insufferable Agnes—a marriage which has, like so many marriages in Victorian fiction, a nasty suggestion of incest. The result is disaster, culminating in the rather horrible saturnalia at the end, in which everything is turned upside down and Dickens temporarily loses not only his comic genius but even his sense of decency. The prison scene in the last chapter is really disgusting. It is worthy of Edgar Wallace. Dickens had some ugly moods upon which Mr. Chesterton evidently does not care to dwell. The essay on David Copperfield is, however, an excellent piece of writing, and by a great deal the most interesting thing in the book.

Of course, Mr. Chesterton would not be himself if he did not make Dickens a mouthpiece for various of his own fads. Where Dickens’s opinion happens to coincide with Mr. Chesterton’s, as for instance upon the subject of the English Poor Law, well and good, that is Dickens’s opinion; where it happens not to coincide, as for instance on the subject of the Middle Ages, or the French Revolution, or the Roman Catholic Church, Mr. Chesterton explains that Dickens did not really think that, he only thought he thought it. Dickens is used as a stick to beat all modern novelists and most nineteenth century ones, including Thackeray. (Why are Dickens and Thackeray always compared? They are completely unlike. The novelist among Dickens’s contemporaries who most resembled him was Surtees.) Again, some of Dickens’s faults—his morbid love of corpses, for instance – are exalted into virtues because Mr. Chesterton either shares them or feels that he ought to share them. There is an attempt, though it is not as pronounced as it might be, to affiliate Dickens with the Middle Ages—the mythical Middle Ages beloved of Roman Catholics, when peasants were boozy but monogamous, and there was no serfdom and no Holy Inquisition. However, there is one thing which Mr. Chesterton has not said, and which he must be honoured for not saying. He has not said that if Dickens had had a little more brains he would have turned Roman Catholic. Not many of our Catholic apologists would have refrained from saying that. It would be absurd to pretend that Mr. Chesterton is not a Catholic apologist, but at least he has never joined in the great game of pretending that no book by a Protestant author can be readable.

Mr. Chesterton is at his best when he writes about Dickens. He has this in common with Dickens, too, that however much one may disagree with him, and even when one considers him a definitely bad and cheap writer, one cannot help liking him. It would be interesting to see his special method of criticism applied to some of our other major novelists—in particular, to Fielding.

Eric Blair




186. To Brenda Salkeld

Sunday, [10? December 1933] Typewritten

Frays College Harefield Road Uxbridge Mdx.

Dearest Brenda

Many thanks for your letter of some time back. I have at last a few instants in which I can sit down to reply. I am so glad you got hold of and read “Ulysses” at last. When you say “What do you think Joyce is after?” I should say several things, which it is not very easy to define shortly. In the first place one has got to decide what a novel normally sets out to do. I should say that it sets out first (I am placing these in order of difficulty, the simplest first) to display or create character, secondly to make a kind of pattern or design which any good story contains, and thirdly, if the novelist is up to it, to produce good writing, which can exist almost as it were in vacuo and independent of subject. This is very crudely put, but you might see what I mean by the analogy of a picture—not that I am any judge of pictures—which has in the first place a subject (eg. it might be a portrait), secondly a design made up of lines, planes etc and lastly if the painter is really good can give one the greatest pleasure of all by its (so to speak) texture—the quality of the brushmarks etc. I think “Ulysses” follows this scheme fairly closely, but the queer and original thing about it is that instead of taking as his material the conventional and highly simplified version of life presented in most novels, Joyce attempts to present life more or less as it is lived. Of course he is not trying merely to represent life. When “Ulysses” first came out one heard it said on every side that it was an attempt to describe a day in somebody’s life, leaving nothing out, etc etc. It is not that. If one thinks, a complete description of a day, or even of an hour, would be simply an enormous omnium gatherum, quite formless and probably not at all interesting, and in any case would not convey the impression of life at all. Art implies selection and there is as much selection in “Ulysses” as in “Pride and Prejudice”. Only Joyce is attempting to select and represent events and thoughts as they occur in life and not as they occur in fiction. Of course he is not altogether successful but the very way in which he sets about it is enough to show how extraordinarily original his mind is. When I first came on “Ulysses” it was some odd chapters in a review, and I happened to strike that passage where Gerty Macdowell is soliloquising. It then seemed to me a sort of elephantine joke to write the whole passage in the style of the Heartsease library, but I now see that you could not possibly display the interior of the girl’s mind so well in any other way, except at much greater length. You will remember no doubt how well the horrid little narcissistic touches about her “girlish treasures” and being “lost in dreams” etc were done. Similarly Bloom, Mrs B and Dedalus are all given styles of their own, to display the different qualities of their minds. Dedalus’s style is infected with Elizabethan and medieval literature, Mrs B thinks in a sort of formless mess, and Bloom thinks in a series of short phrases, except in the brothel scene, where he is too drunk to know the difference between reality and imagination. There are certain changes of style that I don’t see the reason for, eg. the frequent parodies of newspaper reports, and also of Homer or it may be of ancient Irish literature, though some of these are quite amusing. For instance you may remember when Paddy Dignam, the drunkard, is dead, Joyce suddenly breaks into mock-Homeric style with “Fleet was his foot upon the bracken, Dignam of the beamy brow”. The scene where the medical students are talking in the pub seems to be done in a series of Parodies of English literature from the earliest times to the present day. This again I don’t see the reason for, unless it is because a baby is being born “off” and the change of style symbolises birth, which seems to me rather elephantine. Quite apart from the different styles used to represent different manners of thought, the observation is in places marvellous. For instance, the funeral scene. Compare the thoughts which pass through Bloom’s mind with those that pass through the mind of an ordinary character in fiction at a funeral. As to the design itself, so far as I understand it, it doesn’t seem to me to be altogether successful. The incidents are clearly based on the “Odyssey”. You can identify a lot of them. Bloom is Odysseus, Dedalus is Telemachus, Mrs B is Penelope (complete with suitors), Gertie Macdowell is Nausicaa, Bella what’s her name who keeps the brothel is Circe etc. I fancy Joyce’s idea in basing it on the “Odyssey” is that he means to say “There is the Bronze Age—here is us”. Nevertheless the book does seem to me to split up into a lot of unrelated or thinly related incidents.

I hope you will forgive me for lecturing you at this enormous length. After all you can always stop reading. As to the characters themselves, I think both Dedalus and Bloom are certainly self-portraits—one of Joyce at 22 and the other at 38. I think Bloom is much the more interesting as well as the more successful. Dedalus is the ordinary modern intellectual whose mind is poisoned by his inability to believe in anything, and only different from the English version of the same thing by having been brought up in a Catholic atmosphere and on monkish learning instead of the classical education you get or are supposed to get in England. Bloom on the other hand is a rather exceptionally sensitive specimen of the man in the street, and I think the especial interest of this is that the cultivated man and the man in the street so rarely meet in modern English literature. The man in the street is usually described in fiction either by writers who are themselves intellectually men in the street, tho’ they may have great gifts as novelists (eg. Trollope), or by cultivated men who describe him from outside (eg. Samuel Butler, Aldous Huxley). If you read the words of almost any writer of the intellectual type, you would never guess that he also is a being capable of getting drunk, picking girls up in the street, trying to swindle somebody out of half a crown, etc. I think the interest of Bloom is that he is an ordinary uncultivated man described from within by someone who can also stand outside him and see him from another angle. Not that Bloom is an absolutely typical man in the street. He has obviously for instance a streak of intellectual curiosity, which sometimes gets him into trouble with his pub friends and his wife. Also there are his sexual abnormalities, which are not those of the average man. I am not sure that purely as a bit of character-drawing Mrs B is not the best of the lot. Buck Mulligan is good. The other minor characters don’t seem to me to stand out much, but some of the pub conversations are very good.

As to the actual writing in “Ulysses”, it isn’t everybody’s money, but personally I think it is superb in places. If you look you will see that Joyce is continually holding himself back from breaking out into a species of verse, and at times he does so, and those are the bits I like. The bit where Bloom remembers the time he was making love to his wife on the cliffs before they were married, and where he sees the man eating in that disgusting chop-shop, and then his subsequent thoughts about the butchers’ stalls at the market, and the bit in the brothel scene where Bella, who has then turned into a man, tells him about his wife (Bloom’s) being unfaithful to him, and where the plaster statuette is talking about the sheet of the “Pink’un”1 that she was wrapped up in, have haunted me ever since reading them. If you read these aloud you will see that most of them are essentially verse. One of the most remarkable things in the book, to me, is the verse describing the thoughts of somebody’s dog—you remember, it starts “The curse of my curses, Seven days every day”. He seems to me there actually to have discovered a new rhythmical scheme.

Excuse this long and somewhat didactic letter. The fact is Joyce interests me so much that I can’t stop talking about him once I start. I thought you would have read most of the books in that list. You ask whether I was really impressed by “The Dynasts”. I wouldn’t want to read it again in toto, but I think it attains the end it sets out for, and there are some very fine passages in it. The description of the battle of Waterloo is splendid, though probably historically misleading, but you would miss some of the effect if you hadn’t read the rest of the book. Of course wads of it are dull beyond words. I have read nothing lately except a smelly little pamphlet on Plato and Aristotle which doesn’t tell you anything much about Plato and Aristotle. I am crushed with work as usual, but hope to be a little freer next week when the examinations we are now doing are over. My novel is with the agent. He seems hopeful about it, but personally I am sick of the sight of it. It is a fearful length—almost Priestley-size. The next one2 will be better I hope, but I don’t suppose I shall be able to start it before the holidays. Is it still impossible for you to come walking with me? You were rather indiscreet to tell your mother I think. If you want to read “Portrait of the Artist”, Joyce’s earlier book, you can get it out of Smith’s. There are good bits in it. The part where the boy passes through a pious stage is written in a subtly loathsome style which is very clever. But it is a commonplace book compared with “Ulysses”. Write again soon.

With much love

Eric A Blair




187. To Leonard Moore

Thursday, [28 December 1933] Handwritten

Uxbridge Cottage Hospital1

Dear Mr Moore,

Now that I am stronger I can thank you for your great kindness in several times dropping in & enquiring after me, also for your Christmas card. I am hoping to get up in a day or two, & perhaps leave this place in about a week, after which I am going straight down to Southwold.2 Of course I can’t go back to school at the beginning of the term, so I am going to chuck teaching, at least for the while. It is perhaps rather imprudent, but my people are anxious that I should do so, as they are concerned about my health, & of course I shall be able to write my next novel in 6 months or so3 if I haven’t got to be teaching at the same time. I trust all will go well with the one now with the publisher—I suppose we shan’t hear till half way through Jan. Please remember me to Mrs Moore.

Yours sincerely

Eric A Blair
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188. To Leonard Moore

4 January 1934 Handwritten

Uxbridge Cottage Hospital

Dear Mr Moore,

Many thanks for your letter. I am in all probability leaving this place on Monday,1 & if by any chance you should have any communication for me about then or the following2 couple of days, my address will be:


Faversham House Hotel

 51–53 Hamilton Rd

   Ealing Common W.5



My best New Year wishes to yourself & Mrs Moore—if it is not too late. I shall address this to Gerrard’s Cross, as it will probably reach you on Saturday.

Yours sincerely

Eric A. Blair




189. To Leonard Moore

16 January 1934 Typewritten

36 High St. Southwold Suffolk

Dear Mr Moore,

Do you think any publishing firm would undertake the translation of a French book named “Esquisse d’une Philosophie de la digniteº humaine”, by Paul Gille? I think I could get the author to let me translate it if any firm would do it. The author writes to my aunt’s husband,1 who is translating the book into Esperanto(!): “No doubt the connections you have in England would make it possible for you to put me in touch with someone who would undertake the English translation? English is, so to speak, the only great language in which none of my “Esquisse” has appeared . . . (Among others he mentions Italian and Chinese translations) . . . A translation had been undertaken at New York, but some difficulties have arisen which made it impossible for the translator to continue” etc.

I suppose there are firms which go in for books of that description—I take this to be some kind of book of philosophy. I am sending for a copy of it. I don’t suppose anything will come of it, but I thought that at any rate it might be worth trying.

Yours sincerely

Eric A Blair




190. To Leonard Moore

Saturday, [27 January 1934] Typewritten

36 High St Southwold Suffolk

Dear Mr Moore,

Many thanks for your letter. It is disappointing about Heinemann’s—however, if we can find somebody to publish the book,1 no matter. My best time to see Mr Saxon2 would be Wednesday at 4.30. I don’t know where his office is—perhaps you could let me know? I will try and come in at your office before going to see him, but it is rather difficult to get up to London from here before, say, 2 pm

I have just received a copy of that French book I spoke to you of,3 and will read it before Wednesday and let you know what it is like. It is quite short, and from the glance I have taken at it, it seems to be a book of anti-materialist, anti-Marxist tendency.

I am much stronger, and have began doing a little work. By the way, I know that Harper’s owe me a few royalties4—not much, I am afraid, but about £20 or £30. Do you think it would be possible to get anything out of them say next month? It doesn’t matter now, but I may be getting rather hard up in a month or two.

Yours sincerely

Eric A. Blair




191. To Leonard Moore

2 February 1934 Typewritten

36 High St Southwold Suffolk

Dear Mr Moore,

I enclose herewith the slip I spoke to you of, which was to be pasted inside that French book.1

I saw Mr Saxton as arranged and we talked for a long time, but he did not say anything very definite. I understood him to say that he would let you know about the novel in a week or two. He asked me how long it would take to make certain changes in the novel, if necessary, and I told him a week. I also asked him about a short biography on Mark Twain, and he advised me to apply to Chatto and Windus, and he said that if I wrote to a man named Raymond in the firm, he (Mr Saxton) would add his reccommendation.º I don’t know whether it is really worth asking Chatto’s, but there is this, that if they do intend to publish anything about Mark Twain for his centenary next year, they might not find it so easy to get anyone who knew anything about Mark Twain. It was a pity Mr Hamilton2 was not there. I think if he shows any willingness to publish my book, it would be better to close with him, as I want to get it published in some form or other.

Yours sincerely

Eric A. Blair




192. To Leonard Moore

Thursday, [8 February 1934] Typewritten

36 High St Southwold Suffolk

Dear Mr Moore,

Many thanks for your letter, and for the exertions you have been taking over my novel. As soon as I get the ms. from you I will go over it very carefully and make the necessary alterations, which should not, I think, take more than three or four days at most. But with regard to Mr Saxton’s remarks about the last two or three pp. of the novel, I am sorry to say I don’t agree with him at all. I will cut these out if it is absolutely insisted upon, but not otherwise. I hate a novel in which the principal characters are not disposed of at the end. I will, however, cut out the offending words “it now remains to tell” etc.1

Yours sincerely

Eric A Blair




193. To Leonard Moore

Thursday, [15 February 1934] Typewritten

36 High St. Southwold Suffolk

Dear Mr Moore,

Thanks for your wire and the manuscript.1 There has been a good deal of flying to and fro of wires etc, because your last letter seemed to imply that the ms. had already been sent off, and when it didn’t arrive I was a little nervous that it might have been lost. I wonder if you could be kind enough to inform your office of my present address, as they have been sending things to Uxbridge.2 I am starting on the alterations, and shall do them along exactly the lines I outlined to you, trusting that will be all right. I think I can promise you the ms. with all alterations made by Tuesday the 20th. Is it then to be shown to Gollancz again, or handed over to Harper’s? I shall pin a note to the front page explaining what alterations I have made.

Do you think that translation business is likely to come to anything? I had a letter from the author asking what publishers we were going to try it on. He expresses himself quite satisfied with my translating powers—I suppose the publishers would enquire about that?3

Yours sincerely

Eric A. Blair




194. Review of Critique of Poetry by Michael Roberts

The Adelphi, March 1934

Mr. Roberts starts his book with a lengthy quotation from Pater—a disinterested action, for nine readers out of ten would close the book hurriedly after one glimpse of that dreaded name. However, one ought not to grumble when one meets with a critic who has a good word for everybody. Most English critics, apart from the publishers’ touts who review novels in the Sunday papers, are much keener to prevent one from enjoying the books they disapprove of, than to add to one’s enjoyment. The prevailing type of critic is the young gentleman who wants to cut off our supply of Milton, Wordsworth, Shelley and Keats, and deliver us over, bound hand and foot, to Mr. Eliot’s frigid and snooty Muse.1

There are two interesting things in this book. One is an exposure—its connection with poetic technique is not clear—of Poe’s arithmetical errors in The Gold Bug. The other is a discussion of the difference between visualising and non-visualising thinkers. It is not generally realised, or is commonly forgotten, that the process of thought differs vastly in different people; some people think chiefly by a series of visual images, others almost entirely abstractly. Mr. Roberts seems to suggest that the visualising type of mind is necessarily a more primitive type than the non-visualising—a very disputable suggestion, for the power of visualisation is possessed in addition to the power of abstract thought.2 But it is interesting to see the subject raised.

E. A. B




195. To Leonard Moore

12 March 1934 Typewritten

36 High St Southwold Suffolk

Dear Sir,

Many thanks for the copy of Harper’s contract, which I am returning herewith signed. I see that it does not say anything about sending copies to periodicals for review. If and when the book appears in the U.S.A, I should like copies to be sent to at least a dozen English papers which I should name. If Harper’s do not agree to this, I could purchase copies myself at trade price and send them. However, this can be arranged when the time comes.

Provided all goes well and Harper’s legal adviser does not raise any objections, I wonder if you could be kind enough to ask them to insert at the beginning of the book a note to the effect that “all the characters in this story are entirely imaginary”1 etc?2

Yours faithfully

Eric A. Blair




196. ‘On a Ruined Farm near the His Master’s Voice Gramophone Factory’

The Adelphi, April 19341


As I stand at the lichened gate

With warring worlds on either hand—

To left the black and budless trees,

The empty sties, the barns that stand




Like tumbling skeletons—and to right

The factory-towers, white and clear

Like distant, glittering2 cities seen

From a ship’s rail—as I stand here,




I feel, and with a sharper pang,

My mortal sickness; how I give

My heart to weak and stuffless ghosts,

And with the living cannot live.




The acid smoke has soured the fields,

And browned the few and windworn flowers;

But there, where steel and concrete soar

In dizzy, geometric towers—




There,3 where the tapering cranes sweep round,

And great wheels turn, and trains roar by

Like strong, low-headed brutes of steel—

There is my world, my home; yet why




So alien still? For I can neither

Dwell in that world, nor turn again

To scythe and spade, but only loiter

Among the trees the smoke has slain.




Yet when the trees were young, men still

Could choose their path—the wingèd4 soul,

Not cursed with double doubts, could fly,

Arrow-like to a foreseen goal;




And they who planned those soaring towers,

They too have set their spirit free;

To them their glittering world can bring

Faith, and accepted destiny;




But none to me as I stand here

Between two countries, both-ways torn,

And moveless still, like Buridan’s donkey5

Between the water and the corn.

Eric Blair






197. Review of Further Extracts from the Note-Books of Samuel Butler, chosen and edited by A.T. Bartholomew

The Adelphi, April 1934

This second selection from the Notebooks is a little disappointing, and it was probably inevitable that it should be so. Butler attached far more importance to his ideas than to purely literary creation, and tending as he did to see confirmation of them everywhere, he was bound to repeat himself. The peculiar charm of the first issue of notes was not so much in any ideas they contained, as in those brief, perfectly told anecdotes about things that Butler had seen and overheard in the streets and public houses. Tiny as they were, some of them had the same mysteriously significant quality as, say, the conversation between the packhorse carriers in the first part of Henry IV.1 No doubt a great many of them were Butler’s own invention, but he was in any case an ideal observer of life. He was a good listener, and he had a far more genuine appreciation of common speech than most of the novelists who have exploited it.

There are one or two amusing remarks in this collection. For example:

“I saw a tombstone in Woolwich churchyard with the text, ‘The Lord hath need of him.’ Remembering the circumstances under which the text was spoken, it seemed to me that the executor of the deceased had hinted that he was an ass rather clearly.”

It was typical of Butler’s queer mind to link up Matthew xxi 3 with that hackneyed stonemason’s blurb. But entries of that kind are few and far between. The great majority of them are intolerably cheap epigrams of the kind that consist in turning some popular saying upside down (“Jesus, with all thy faults I love thee still,” etc.)—the kind of thing that was first vulgarised by Shaw and Chesterton, and has since been done to death in the middle articles in the reviews. Either this selection has been badly done, or, what is more likely, all the juice was sucked out of the Notebooks in the previous issue.

On the other hand, this book will have its value for those who are personally interested in Butler. It has the merit of being arranged in chronological order, and it contains a good deal of incidental literary criticism—nothing so good, however, as the celebrated remark about Blake, Dante, Virgil and Tennyson that so enraged Sir Edmund Gosse.2 A great number of the entries are of a blasphemous and anti-clerical nature, which probably gives a slightly misleading impression. Butler certainly disliked Christ and the teaching of Christ, but it is doubtful whether he seriously objected to Christianity—that is, to the churches. As he himself said somewhere or other, it was “men like Darwin and Huxley” who were his natural enemies, rather than the priests; and in spite of his ambition to photograph a seasick bishop, he obviously had a sneaking affection for the clergy.

This is a scrappy, unsatisfactory book, but, like everything Butler ever wrote, it leaves one with an affection for its author. He is always likeable, even when he is being silly. The book contains a rather charming photograph of Butler, seated at his writing table.

Eric Blair




198. To Leonard Moore

11 April 1934 Typewritten

36 High St Southwold Suffolk

Dear Mr Moore,

Many thanks for your letter. Would it be convenient for Mr Hamilton1 to see me on Friday April the 20th?2 Or Saturday the 21st, but I expect Friday would be better for him, and the time that would suit me best would be in the afternoon, say not before 4 o’clock. I have got to come up to town some time, and could manage that week-end conveniently. I am very intrigued to know what it is that he wants to talk about. I suppose you haven’t heard from Harper’s whether their solicitors thought the novel3 was all right? It has been foul weather here and everything is very backward. My novel4 is not getting on badly, and I have done more than I expected to do in the time, though of course very roughly as yet.

Yours sincerely

Eric A. Blair




199. To Leonard Moore

25 April 1934 Typewritten

36 High St Southwold Suffolk

Dear Mr Moore,

Many thanks for your letter. I am returning the contract herewith duly signed.1 I am naturally extremely pleased that you have been able to arrange for a French translation of Down and Out, and I must thank you very much for all the trouble you have been at over this book. I went to see Mr Hamilton as arranged, but the interview did not come to much, as the project he was suggesting (he asked me not to tell anyone what it was) needed certain specialised knowledge which I have not got. However, I used once to know a man who I think could do what Hamilton wanted, and I said that I would do my best to get in touch with him. Hamilton said that he had not heard about the fate of my novel,2 but the last he heard was that it was still with their lawyers and they thought it would be all right. He also said that if no English publication was arranged, Harper’s intended to sell a certain amount of copies over here.

Yours sincerely

Eric A. Blair




200. To Leonard Moore

2 May 1934 Typewritten

36 High St Southwold Suffolk

Dear Mr Moore,

If we don’t hear soon from Harper’s about my novel1 what do you say to cabling? I would like to know soon whether they have come to any decision. I will pay the costs of the cable of course.

Yours sincerely

Eric A. Blair




201. Review of The Aesthetic of Stéphane Mallarmé by Hasye Cooperman; Baudelaire: The Tragic Sophist by G.T. Clapton

The Adelphi, July 1934

Mr. Cooperman’s book consists partly of a decipherment of certain of Mallarmé’s poems—not the earlier poems, but the later, unintelligible ones—and partly of an analysis of Mallarmé’s symbolism and the relation of his poems to Wagner’s music.

To the general reader, the most interesting part of the book will be that dealing with the reasons for Mallarmé’s extreme obscurity. Briefly, Mr. Cooperman explains that Mallarmé made his poetry obscure, more or less intentionally, in a search for greater and greater abstraction. On the face of it an intensely and wilfully individual poet, he was really attempting to reach the very opposite of the individual—the absolute. The changes that he made in his poems over a number of years were nearly always in the direction of greater abstractness, and hence of greater vagueness, on the ground that the vague and general word comes nearer to reality (in the Platonic sense) than the concrete and the particular. The vague word, so to speak, contains the vivid word. Mr. Cooperman analyses certain of the poems line by line, explaining the reasons for each successive alteration.

This is done with great care and discernment, and is in places distinctly interesting to read, but, frankly, it does not get one very much further; least of all when one comes to poems like “Un Coup de Dés,” where Mallarmé leaves out all the conjunctions and plays fearful tricks with punctuation and typography. One sees that to understand Mallarmé it is necessary to be the “ideal reader,” of whom there are, perhaps, two in every million people. And, without taking the Squire-Priestley attitude towards “highbrows,” one may be forgiven for feeling that there is something wrong somewhere when poets of obvious talent write poems that are virtually unintelligible—poems that are admittedly aimed only at the “ideal reader,” and can only be made comprehensible even to him by the enormous researches of scholars. (Mr. Cooperman’s bibliography runs to twenty-eight pages.) Probably the truth is that artistic obscurity, so common this last seventy years, is only one of the morbid growths of our decaying civilisation, and is traceable directly to economic causes. The pity is, though of course it is only what one would expect, that artists should succumb to it more or less in proportion as they are gifted.

Mr. Clapton’s pamphlet is very readable, but rather perverse. He says on the last page but two: “It is in no spirit of orthodox moral condemnation that I have subjected Baudelaire to this analysis”; whereas in fact the whole pamphlet is one long diatribe of moral condemnation, or something so like it as makes no difference. In substance, his accusation is that Baudelaire was an inconsistent and perhaps even dishonest writer, because he did not play the game of Satanism according to the rules. When it suited him, Mr. Clapton says, he accepted the Christian dualism and turned it upside down as an orthodox Satanist should; but also, when it suited him, he attacked Christian ethics from a non-Christian standpoint which made his own anti-Christian pose meaningless. This is undoubtedly true, but Mr. Clapton seems not to have reflected that to be a Satanist seven days a week would be like blacking oneself all over to play Othello. Satanism can never be quite as consistent as orthodox Christian belief, because it can never be equally sincere; for no one who believed literally in the vindictive God of the Christians would take the risk of defying Him.

But surely Baudelaire’s attitude is quite understandable, and, in spite of its apparent inconsistency, defensible? He clung to the ethical and the imaginative background of Christianity, because he had been brought up in the Christian tradition and because he perceived that such notions as sin, damnation, etc., were in a sense truer and more real than anything he could get from sloppy humanitarian atheism. Spiritually the Christian cosmos suited him, though as a rule he preferred to turn it upside down. But, of course, he was not and could not make himself a believer in the same literal sense as the people who go to church on Sunday; so it was natural that he should sometimes attack Christian ethics from without instead of from within.

It is perhaps a rather complicated attitude, but natural enough at a time when religious belief was decaying, and it did not incapacitate Baudelaire as a poet; on the contrary, it was the making of him. But Mr. Clapton seems comparatively uninterested in Baudelaire qua poet, merely paying him a grudging compliment or two on the last page. However, he has obviously made an intimate study of him as a man, and his pamphlet is extremely well-informed, admirably written and of great interest to anyone who knows Baudelaire’s poetry and the main facts of his life.

Eric Blair




202. To Brenda Salkeld

27 July 1934      Typewritten

36 High St      Southwold      Suffolk

Dearest Brenda

Many thanks for your last letter. How I wish you were here!1 I am so miserable, struggling in the entrails of that dreadful book2 and never getting any further, and loathing the sight of what I have done. Never start writing novels, if you wish to preserve your happiness. I hope your lecture went off all right. Dennis Collings and Eleanor were married on Monday, but they are not back in Southwold yet. Dennis has got to leave for Malaya in about another ten days. I have had quite a lot of stuff from the garden, but the peas have given out for the time being. We have started eating the cauliflowers, and they are delicious. I am fattening a marrow, but it is a very bad shape and I don’t think I shall let it get very large. The beans we sowed have grown to an enormous size, but for some reason there is not much blossom on them, so I have pinched out the tops. I had lunch yesterday with Dr Ede.3 He is a bit of a feminist and thinks that if a woman was brought up exactly like a man she would be able to throw a stone, construct a syllogism, keep a secret etc. He tells me that my anti-feminist views are probably due to Sadism! I have never read the Marquis de Sade’s novels—they are unfortunately very hard to get hold of. Do you remember that afternoon when we had tea with Delisle Burns4 and I asked him what was the tune of “Malbrouck s’en va-t-en guerre”, and he said it was the same as “For he’s a jolly good fellow”? And the other night I was passing the King’s Head, and the Buffaloes, who were holding one of their secret conclaves in there, were singing it—or rather, as they seemed to be gargling it through pints of beer, what it sounded like was:


Fo-or-ee’s a jorrigoo’ fellow,

For-ee’s a jorrigoo’ fellow,

For-ee’s a jorrigoo’ fe-ellow—

And toori oori us!5



And I could not help thinking again what very peculiar histories tunes have. To think that Napoleon was whistling, at I forget what battle, the same tune as the Buffaloes were singing! And it struck me that an idea is very like a tune in this way, that it goes through the ages remaining the same in itself but getting into such very different company. It is an idea that interests me, and I must use it in my next book. I found Vacandard’s history of the Inquisition quite interesting. It is a Catholic history, so you can be sure that you are getting, so to speak, the minimum of everything. It appears, though V. himself doesn’t mention it, that the pendulum in Poe’s story was actually used, though not at such a late date as Poe makes out. Torture was not used in the tribunals of the Inquisition after the middle of the 18th century, but the Pope did not formally abolish it till 1816. Our hedgehog has disappeared. I knew it would be so. It does occasionally come at night (it is somewhere in the next door garden, I think), but we never see it. When are you coming back? I can’t stick this place when you are not here. If I were not fairly busy I should go mad here. I shall have to go up to London in October, but not before, I think, as I doubt if I can finish my novel before then. I don’t know when the other6 is coming out—I haven’t had the proofs yet, and I don’t know how long it will take after I have corrected the proofs. I wish you could come back here and stay somewhere before the end of the holidays. Write soon and tell me what you are doing.

With much love

Eric




203. Review of Poems of Rainer Maria Rilke, translated from the German by J. B. Leishman

The Adelphi, August 1934

It is practically impossible to get from a verse translation any idea of what the original poem is like, especially when one does not know the language in which it was written. But the chances are that these translations are accurate ones as well as being, in several cases, distinctly good poems in themselves. There is such a lack of rhymes in English, and particularly of rhymes to vitally necessary words (“death,” “self,” “love,” “wound,” etc.) that a translator must be before all else an ingenious rhymer. Mr. Leishman certainly satisfies this test. His rhymes are excellent, and he has other qualities as well. This, from the opening poem of the book, has the air of being a really good translation:


There, where the line of cottages grows thin,

And the new narrow-chested houses thrust

Through crazy scaffoldings and choking dust

To ask each other where the fields begin:




Pale and half-hearted there the spring remains;

Summer is feverish behind plank and paling;

Children and cherry-trees are always ailing;

Autumn alone there something still retains




Distant and reconciling;



Notice the fine, swift-moving rhythm of the second stanza, which remains true to the conventional form and yet avoids the te-tum te-tum effect which is the curse of the English decasyllabic line. Notice also the agreeable assonance between “ailing” and “reconciling.” The blank verse poem “Orpheus, Eurydice, Hermes,” is a remarkable piece of work, and so is “The Ashanti,” whose opening stanzas are vaguely reminiscent of Baudelaire, though marred by the use of the word “lithe.”

This is a book which can be read with a good deal of pleasure for its own sake, but it does not leave one much wiser about Rainer Maria Rilke. The chief impression one carries away is that of a vague melancholy—wistfulness, if the word can be used without calling up visions of “Beautiful Joe”—that might belong to any poet in any age or country.

Eric Blair




204. To Brenda Salkeld

Tuesday night, [late August? 1934] Handwritten

36 High St Southwold Suffolk

Dearest Brenda

Many thanks for your letter. I hope you are enjoying yourself more in Ireland than I am in England. When are you coming back? I am going up to town as soon as I have finished the book1 I am doing, which should be at the end of October. I haven’t settled yet where I am going to stay, but somewhere in the slums for choice. A friend wrote offering me the lease of part of a flat in Bayswater, but it would choke me to live in Bayswater. No, I have never seen a tortoise drinking. Darwin mentions that when he was in the Galapagos Is. the big tortoises there which lived on cactuses & things on the higher ground used to come down into the valley once or twice in the year to drink, & the journey took them a day or two. They stored the water in a kind of sack in their bellies. I have been reading some books by Lafcadio Hearn—tiresome stuff, & he idolises the Japanese, who always seem to me such a boring people. I also tried to read Lord Riddell’s diary of the Peace Conference & After. What tripe! It is amazing how some people can have the most interesting experiences & then have absolutely nothing to say about them. I went to the pictures last week and saw Jack Hulbert in “Jack Ahoy” which I thought very amusing, & a week or two before that there was quite a good crook film, which, however, my father ruined for me by insisting on telling me the plot beforehand. This week “The Constant Nymph” is on. I haven’t been to it, of course, but even when I see the posters it makes me go hot all over to think that in my youth—I think I must have been about 23 when it was published in book form—I was affected by it almost to tears O mihi praeteritos etc. I should think that any critic who lives to a great age must have many passages in his youth that he would willingly keep dark. There must be, for instance, many critics who in the ’nineties went all mushy over Hall Caine or even Marie Corelli—though M.C isn’t so absolutely bad, judging by the only book of hers I ever read. It was called “Thelma” & there was a very licentious clergyman in it who wasn’t half bad. Did you, by the way, give me back those books of Swift? It doesn’t matter, only I don’t want to lose them. Yes, “Roughing It”2 does “date” a bit, but not enough—because anything worth reading always ‘dates.’ Do come back soon. I am so miserable all alone. I have practically no friends here now, because now that Dennis & Eleanor are married & Dennis has gone to Singapore,3 it has deprived me of two friends at a single stroke. Everything is going badly. My novel about Burma made me spew when I saw it in print, & I would have rewritten large chunks of it, only that costs money and means delay as well. As for the novel I am now completing, it makes me spew even worse, & yet there are some decent passages in it. I don’t know how it is, I can write decent passages but I can’t put them together. I was rather pluming myself on having a poem4 in the “Best Poems of 1934,” but I now learn that there are several dozen of these anthologies of the so called best poems of the year, & Ruth Pitter5 writes to tell me that she is in 4 of this year’s batch, including one called “Twenty Deathless Poems.” We are getting delicious French beans from the garden, but I am concerned about the pumpkin, which shows signs of ripening though it is not much bigger than an orange. All my fruit has been stolen by the children next door, as I forsawº it would. The little beasts were in such a hurry to get it that they didn’t even wait till it was half ripe, but took the pears when they were mere chunks of wood. Another time I must try a dodge Dr Collings told me, which is to paint a mixture of vaseline & some indelible dye, I forget what, on a few of the fruit that are likely to be taken first & then you can spot who has taken it by the stains on their hands. The town is very full & camps of Girl Guides etc. infesting all the commons. I nearly died of cold the other day when bathing, because I had walked out to Easton Broad not intending to bathe, & then the water looked so nice that I took off my clothes & went in, & then about 50 people came up & rooted themselves to the spot. I wouldn’t have minded that, but among them was a coastguard who could have had me up for bathing naked, so I had to swim up & down for the best part of half an hour, pretending to like it. Do come back soon, dearest one. Can’t you come & stay with somebody before the term begins? It is sickening that I have to go away just after you come back. Write soon.

With much love

Eric




205. To Brenda Salkeld

Wed. night, [early September? 1934] Typewritten in red

36 High St Southwold Suffolk

Dearest Brenda

As you complain about the gloominess of my letters, I suppose I must try and put on what Mr Micawber called the hollow mask of mirth, but I assure you it is not easy, with the life I have been leading lately. My novel1 instead of going forwards, goes backwards with the most alarming speed. There are whole wads of it that are so awful that I really don’t know what to do with them. And to add to my other joys, the fair, or part of it, has come back and established itself on the common just beyond the cinema, so that I have to work to the accompaniment of roundabout music that goes on till the small hours. You may think that this is red ink I am writing in, but really it is some of the bloody sweat that has been collecting round me in pools for the last few days. I am glad to hear you enjoyed yourself in the peninsular, as you are pleased to call it. I shall send this to the London address you gave me, hoping they will keep it for you. The garden isn’t doing badly. We had so many cauliflowers that we couldn’t eat them up fast enough, so about twenty have run to seed. I have one marrow—the eighth so far—that is almost Harvest Festival size, and I am letting it get ripe to make jam out of. I managed to get my copy of “Ulysses” through safely this time. I rather wish I had never read it. It gives me an inferiority complex. When I read a book like that and then come back to my own work, I feel like a eunuch who has taken a course in voice production and can pass himself off fairly well as a bass or a baritone, but if you listen closely you can hear the good old squeak just the same as ever. I also bought for a shilling a year’s issue of a weekly paper of 1851, which is not uninteresting. They ran among other things a matrimonial agency, and the correspondence relating to this is well worth reading. “Flora is twenty one, tall, with rich chestnut hair and a silvery laugh, and makes excellent light pastry. She would like to enter into correspondence with a professional gentleman between the ages of twenty and thirty, preferably with auburn whiskers and of the Established Church.” The interesting thing to me is that these people, since they try to get married through a matrimonial agency, have evidently failed many times elsewhere, and yet as soon as they advertise in this paper, they get half a dozen offers. The women’s descriptions of themselves are always most flattering, and I must say that some of the cases make me distinctly suspicious—for of course that was the great age of fortune-hunting. You remember that beautiful case in “Our Mutual Friend,” where both parties worked the same dodge on each other. I wish you could come back here. However, if you can’t it can’t be helped. I could not possibly have come to Haslemere. I most particularly want to get this novel done by the end of September, and every day makes a difference. I know it sounds silly to make such a fuss for so little result, but I find that anything like changing my lodging upsets my work for a week or so. When I said that I was going to stay in a slummy part of London I did not mean that I am going to live in a common lodging house or anything like that. I only meant that I didn’t want to live in a respectable quarter, because they make me sick, besides being more expensive. I dare say I shall stay in Islington. It is maddening that you cannot get unfurnished rooms in London, but I know by experience that you can’t, though of course you can get a flat or some horrible thing called a maisonette. This age makes me so sick that sometimes I am almost impelled to stop at a corner and start calling down curses from Heaven like Jeremiah or Ezra or somebody—“Woe upon thee, O Israel, for thy adulteries with the Egyptians” etc etc. The hedgehogs keep coming into the house, and last night we found in the bathroom a little tiny hedgehog no bigger than an orange. The only thing I could think was that it was a baby of one of the others, though it was fully formed—I mean, it had its prickles. Write again soon. You don’t know how it cheers me up when I see one of your letters waiting for me.

With love

Eric




206. To Leonard Moore

10 September 1934 Typewritten

36 High St Southwold Suffolk

Dear Mr Moore,

One or two friends of mine want to know whether they can buy copies of my novel1 when it comes out, by writing to Harper’s in New York for it. Would Harper’s supply them in that case, do you think? I suppose Harper’s will send me six copies as usual? And I wonder whether you could be kind enough to order me three copies extra, as there are a lot of people who will want copies. I think they said on the contract I could get copies at cost price or at any rate below selling price.2 I shall be able to let you have the novel I am doing about the end of the month or early in October, I think. I am not very satisfied with it, as it is rather fragmentary, but there are bits in it that people might find interesting, I hope. By the way there is a poem of mine in some book that is coming out called The Best Poems of 1934. According to our contract this ought to have been done through you, but I didn’t write to you about it as there is no money in it—there wouldn’t be, it being poetry! I am coming up to London some time in October, I think, to stay several months. I sent back the proofs of my novel a month or six weeks ago, so I suppose they might get it out at the time they said—that is at the end of this month. When it comes out, will you get me the press-cuttings, please?3

Yours sincerely

Eric A. Blair




207. To Brenda Salkeld

Tuesday night, [11?1 September 1934]      Typewritten

36 High St      Southwold      Suffolk

Dearest Brenda,

Many thanks for your letter. I am so glad to hear you have been having such an interesting time, and only wish I could reciprocate, but the most exciting things I have been doing are to plant out cabbages and make hurried trips into Lowestoft and Norwich in search of bulbs. Last time we were in Lowestoft we saw some Jews selling alarm clocks at sixpence each! Even if they had gone for a month you would have fairly good value for your money. My novel is due to come out in New York tomorrow—I don’t know that it actually will, but that is the day it is scheduled for. Please pray for its success, by which I mean not less than 4000 copies. I understand that the prayers of clergyman’sº daughters get special attention in Heaven, at any rate in the Protestant quarter. I suppose I shall get some copies in about 10 days and some reviews in about 10 days after that. I hope they haven’t put quite such a bloody jacket on it as they did last time. I hope to finish the other one about the end of the month, and then I must sit down and plan out my next before going up to London. I am pleased with parts of this one I am doing, and other parts make me spew. I don’t believe anyone will publish it or if they do it won’t sell, because it is too fragmentary and has no love-interest. When exactly are you coming back to Southwold? Be sure and let me know so that I can keep Sunday free for you, and please don’t go and tie yourself up with engagements for the whole of the first fortnight so that I never get a chance to see you. I have just been reading Huc’s Travels in Tartary and Thibet,º which I can reccommend.º The garden is now looking very bare, as we have taken nearly everything up, but we are putting in bulbs etc. I have started taking snuff, which is very nice and useful in places where you can’t smoke. Please write soon and let me know when you are coming. Don’t forget what you are to tell me when you come back.

With much love

Eric

P.S. Don’t forget to bring back my “Roughing It,”2 will you? I want it to look up some quotes.




208. To Leonard Moore

Sunday, [23 September 1934] Typewritten

36 High St Southwold Suffolk

Dear Mr Moore,

I was talking yesterday to Mr Jonathan Cape, the publisher, and asked him whether he would like to see “Burmese Days.” I shouldn’t think there is much likelihood of his taking it, as apart from anything else he tells me he goes to the same lawyer1 as Gollancz and therefore would probably have the same ideas about what constituted libel. However, he said he would like to have a look at the book. I wonder whether you would be kind enough to send him a copy when we get some from Harper’s? He said you were a friend of his, and I expect he would remember his interview with me if you mentioned it.

Yours sincerely

Eric A Blair




209. To Leonard Moore

3 October 1934 Typewritten

36 High St Southwold Suffolk

Dear Mr Moore,

I am sending my novel “A Clergyman’s Daughter” under a separate cover. I will register it, and trust it will arrive all right. I am not at all pleased with it. It was a good idea, but I am afraid I have made a muck of it—however, it is as good as I can do for the present. There are bits of it that I don’t dislike, but I am afraid it is very disconnected as a whole, and rather unreal. Possibly you will be able to find a publisher for it. I should be interested to hear your reader’s opinion, and what publisher you intend to try it on. In case the point should come up, the school described in Capterº IV is totally imaginary, though of course I have drawn on my general knowledge of what goes on in schools of that type.

Yes, of course keep a copy of “Burmese Days” when it arrives. By the way, I notice that that anthology of which I told you, in which there is one of my poems, comes from Jonathan Cape.1 It might be worth mentioning that to him when we show him “Burmese Days.” But I don’t think it is at all likely that he would publish that book.

Yours sincerely

Eric A Blair




210. To Leonard Moore

9 October 1934 Typewritten

36 High St Southwold Suffolk

Dear Mr Moore,

Your office forwarded me this morning a letter from the Frenchman who is translating “Down and Out” into French.1 He said among other things that he would like to see my next book with a view to translating it. I should not think that “Burmese Days” is the kind of thing a French publisher would be interested in, but I think it is worth trying, because this man mentioned that André Malraux wrote a preface or introduction for another English book which he translated. André Malraux is a very well-known writer, and if he could be induced to write a preface the book would, I should say, be much likelier to find a publisher.2 I know that he himself has written at any rate one novel about the East, and he might for that reason be interested in a book of this kind. I mentioned this to the translator, of course. So I wonder if you could be kind enough to see that he gets a copy when it appears? His name and address are: Monsieur R.N. Raimbault, 12 Rue Bruyère, Le Mans (Sarthe), France. Or perhaps the proper course would be to communicate with the publisher—I don’t know. I suppose we shall have to order another copy for this purpose. M. Raimbault wants me to do a preface to “Down and Out,” which I will send direct to him to save time.3 I am coming up to town on Thursday, and will let you know my London address when I have settled down, as I shall probably be in London the whole winter.4

Yours sincerely

Eric Blair




211. Introduction to the French Edition of Down and Out in Paris and London

15 October 1934


The original English text of this introduction has not survived. The French text, as published in La Vache Enragée in 1935, is given in Appendix 1, 344. The date is that given by Orwell at the end of the introduction. The translation was made by Shirley Jones, with revisions by Sonia Orwell.



My kind translators have asked me to write a short preface for the French edition of this book. As probably many of my French readers will wonder what chain of events brought me to Paris at the time when the incidents described in this book took place, I think it would be best to begin by giving them a few biographical details.

I was born in 1903. In 1922 I went to Burma where I joined the Indian Imperial Police. It was a job for which I was totally unsuited: so, at the beginning of 1928, while on leave in England, I gave in my resignation in the hopes of being able to earn my living by writing. I did just about as well at it as do most young people who take up a literary career—that is to say, not at all. My literary efforts in the first year barely brought me in twenty pounds.

In the spring of 1928 I set off for Paris so as to live cheaply while writing two novels1—which I regret to say were never published—and also to learn French. One of my Parisian friends found me a room in a cheap hotel in a working-class district which I have described briefly in the first chapter of this book, and which any sharp-witted Parisian will doubtless recognise. During the summer of 1929 I had written my two novels, which the publishers left on my hands, to find myself almost penniless and in urgent need of work. At that time it was not illegal—or at any rate not seriously illegal—for foreigners living in France to take jobs and it seemed more natural to me to stay in the city I was in, rather than return to England where, at that time, there were about two and a half million unemployed. So I stayed on in Paris and the events which I describe in this book took place towards the end of the autumn of 1929.

As for the truth of my story, I think I can say that I have exaggerated nothing except in so far as all writers exaggerate by selecting. I did not feel I had to describe events in the exact order in which they happened, but everything I have described did take place at one time or another. At the same time I have refrained, as far as possible, from drawing individual portraits of particular people. All the characters I have described in both parts of the book are intended more as representative types of the Parisian or Londoner of the class to which they belong than as individuals.

I should also add that this book makes no claims to giving a complete picture of life in Paris or London but only to portray one particular aspect. As almost without exception all the scenes and incidents in which I was involved have something repugnant about them it might seem that, without wishing to do so, I have given the impression that I think Paris and London are unpleasant cities. This was never my intention and if, at first sight, the reader should get this impression this is simply because the subject-matter of my book is essentially unattractive: my theme is poverty. When you haven’t a penny in your pocket you are forced to see any city or country in its least favourable light and all human beings, or nearly all, appear to you either as fellow sufferers or as enemies. I want to emphasise this point particularly for my French readers because I would be distressed if they thought I have the least animosity towards a city of which I have very happy memories.

At the beginning of this preface I promised to give the reader some biographical details. So, for those it might interest, I will just add that after leaving Paris towards the end of 1929 I earned my living largely by teaching and in a small way by writing. Since the publication in England of Down and Out in Paris and London—the book here translated—I have written two novels, the second of which I have, indeed, just completed.2 The first of these is due to be published in a day or two by a New York publishing house.3

George Orwell




212. Booklovers’ Corner, 1 South End Road, Hampstead, London, NW3

October 1934–January 1936


On 23 September 1934, Elaine Adam, née Limouzin, Orwell’s aunt Nellie, with whom he had stayed in Paris in 1928 and possibly 1929,1 wrote to her friend Myfanwy Westrope, wife of the owner of Booklovers’ Corner, about Orwell: ‘I had a letter from Eric yesterday, saying that his second novel was scheduled to come out in New York on the 19th (last Wednesday).2 He is pretty sick that it can be sold only over there and hopes that “two or three thousand” will go off. He intends finishing his third novel3 before the end of this month and will then go up to London and “stay some months.” I shall give him your address and hope you will be able to see him. I shall advise him to write to you first, for no doubt you are both pretty busy with the shop, the house and I.L.P. work. He may possibly be staying in Golder’s Green for I know he has a friend there4 and, if so, he would be “contagious”º to you . . . I must finish now, as I have other letters to write, one to the editor of Le Temps, in which paper there is a series of articles running on “Women in the Modern World” and I think they might like one on the Burmese women5 who really have a unique position among the Eastern women, being the equals of the men. If they would like the article, then Eric could do it very efficiently, with his experience out there.6 His book being published in America has Burma as the setting.’7

Eugène Adam was an important figure in the Esperantist movement, in which the Westropes were also active. According to Mrs. Westrope, ‘George Orwell probably learnt a good deal concerning Russia from E. L. ’s husband who, as Editor of the Sennacieca Revuo, was in close touch with Russian affairs. The latter became a stern opponent of the Stalinist regime, on discovering its true nature—which he designated “Red Fascism”—and he afterwards edited Herezulo, described as “an independent review for fighting against all dogmas.”’

As a result of this introduction, and because they had met Orwell through the Independent Labour Party, Orwell was offered work and a place to live by Francis G. Westrope and his wife. From about the middle of October 1934 to the end of January 1936 he worked as a part-time assistant at Westrope’s shop, Booklovers’ Corner. He boarded with the Westropes at 3 Warwick Mansions, Pond Street, in the same block as the bookshop, until mid-February 1935, as did Jon Kimche,8 another part-time assistant at the shop. Kimche worked in the mornings; Orwell, in the afternoons. Orwell told Brenda Salkeld (see 235) that Mrs. Westrope was ‘the non-interfering sort’ of landlady. The novelist Peter Vansittart (1920–) has described meeting Orwell when, as a schoolboy, he went to Booklovers’ Corner to purchase A Damsel in Distress, but Orwell tried to persuade him to buy Trader Horn in Madagascar. Orwell was later to give him his first book to review, and he wrote two ‘As I Please’ columns for Tribune, 4 July and 15 August 1947.9

Orwell’s experience at Booklovers’ Corner provided background material for Keep the Aspidistra Flying. See Crick, 249–56; Thompson, 44, for an illustration of the corner as it was in 1984, a pizza house. Kimche’s memories of his and Orwell’s time at the bookshop are in Remembering Orwell, 54–55. In November 1969 Sonia Orwell unveiled a plaque at the site where the bookshop had been, commemorating Orwell’s having worked and lived there.






213. To Leonard Moore

Saturday, [20 October 1934] Typewritten

3 Warwick Mansions Pond Street Hampstead N.W.

Dear Mr Moore,

Many thanks for the copy of Burmese Days.1 I have heard from my French translator, who tells me that Andre Malraux is a friend of his and would almost certainly undertake to do a preface for a French translation of it, and also that, as Malraux is on the reading committee of the N.R.F. publishing house,2 his recommendation would bear weight with them. So will you please send the translator a copy as soon as the others come? I think I gave you his address, but will repeat it in case I didn’t. Monsieur R. N. Raimbault, 12 Rue Bruyere, Le Mans (Sarthe), FRANCE. Could you in future communicate with me at the above address and not the one I gave you before,3 as that one is the address of the shop, and I am not always there?

Yours sincerely

Eric A Blair




213A.   Publication of Burmese Days in the United States


Burmese Days was published in New York by Harper & Brothers on 25 October 1934. There were two printings. The first, I–1, comprised 2,000 copies. The second, K-1, the number of copies of which is not known, was probably issued on 11 December 1934. The type was distributed on 16 February 1935; 976 copies were remaindered; see 246, n. 4. An edition modified in fear of actions for libel and defamation was published by Gollancz on 24 June 1935; 2,500 copies were printed. A second impression, date unknown, of 500 copies followed. There were no remaindered copies. Type was distributed on 5 May 1936. The original text (with some variants) was first published in England by Penguin Books in May 1944; 60,000 copies were printed. Details of differences between these and other editions are given in CW, II, Textual Note. For reactions of reviewers, see Stansky and Abrahams, II, 56–s57 (for U.S.), 115–17 (for British).






214. Review of Medieval Religion by Christopher Dawson

The Adelphi, November 1934

It is increasingly difficult for anyone who is not a historical student to know what to think about the Middle Ages. Boileau’s “ces siecles grossiers,” and the Victorian legends about mail-clad scoutmasters with “knightly growths” on their upper lips, are both equally discredited, and we have nothing very definite to put in their places. But of course the only question that really matters is, had the Middle Ages a spiritual unity and a common European civilisation that we have now lost? Mr. Dawson answers Yes, but very tentatively. He seems to think that the Middle Ages only achieved their synthesis for a brief period during the thirteenth century, and that the seeds of dissolution were present even then.

Much of his book is concerned with cultural development, and, so far as I am able to judge, displays very great erudition. His remarks on the Arab influence, which reached northern Europe via Provence and brought with it the cult of romantic love, are particularly interesting. The essay on Piers Plowman is a good piece of work in itself, but it blinks the fact, which centuries of neglect have proved, that Langland is practically unreadable.

This book is almost entirely lacking in the humbug which we have come to expect as a matter of course from English Roman Catholics. In fact, it might almost have been written by a Frenchman. What a relief to find that even in England there are still Catholic writers who can give us something better than the braying of Belloc1 and the tittering of Knox.2

Eric Blair




215. To Leonard Moore

14 November 1934 Handwritten

3 Warwick Mansions Pond St Hampstead NW.3

Dear Mr Moore,

Many thanks for your letter—I hope you can read my handwriting—I have left my typewriter down in the shop.

I knew there would be trouble over that novel.1 However, I am anxious to get it published, as there are parts of it I was pleased with, & I dare say that if I had indicated to me the sort of changes that Mr Gollancz wants, I could manage it. I am willing to admit that the part about the school, which is what seems to have roused people’s incredulity, is overdrawn, but not nearly so much so as people think. In fact I was rather amused to see that they say “all that was done away with 30 or 40 years ago” etc, as one always hears that any particularly crying abuse was “done away with 30 or 40 years ago.” As to this part, it is possible that if Mr Gollancz agrees, a little “toning down” might meet the bill. I dontº want to bother you with details about this, however.

As to the points about libel, swearwords etc., they are a very small matter & could be put right by a few strokes of the pen. The book does, however, contain an inherent fault of structure which I will discuss with Mr Gollancz, & this could not be rectified in any way that I can think of. I was aware of it when I wrote the book, & imagined that it did not matter, because I did not intend it to be so realistic as people seem to think it is.

I wonder if you could be kind enough to arrange an interview for me with Mr Gollancz?2 I should think it would take quite an hour to talk over the various points, if he can spare me that much time. I don’t particularly mind what day or time I see him, so long as I know a day beforehand so as to let them know at the shop.

I have seen one review of “Burmese Days” in the Herald Tribune. Rather a bad one, I am sorry to say—however, big headlines, which I suppose is what counts.

Yours sincerely

Eric A Blair

P.S. [at top of letter] If you should have occasion to ring up about the interview, my number is Hampstead 2153.3




216. To Leonard Moore

20 November 1934 Handwritten

Booklovers’ Corner 1, South End Road, Hampstead, N.W.3.1

Dear Mr Moore,

Thanks for your letter. I had a talk with Gollancz yesterday, & we decided that it lay between cutting out or “toning down” the part objected to.2 The former would be easier, but it would I think make the ending of the book too abrupt, so I am going to rewrite that chapter, which will take about a month. I told Gollancz I would send it to him direct.

I am glad M. Raimbault likes “Burmese Days.” No, I shouldn’t think it would be much use trying it elsewhere. I did, however, hear that Wishart (a publisher I had never heard of)3 will publish books that other people are afraid of. No pressingº-cuttings yet from New York, I suppose?4

Yours sincerely

Eric A Blair




217. Review of The Ideals of East and West by Kenneth Saunders

The Adelphi, December 1934

This book consists of a series of lectures on the leading religious systems of the world, delivered to the Pacific School of Religion in Berkeley, California, and it is mainly wind. The most interesting parts of it are various analects from Chinese, Indian, Japanese, and other writings, including a number of popular proverbs. But even here there is a good deal that was not worth reproducing (“A youth, when at home, should be filial, and abroad, respectful to his elders”—Confucius), and I can think of at least three Oriental proverbs that have more meat in them than the great majority of those quoted. The book ends with an imaginary conversation between the representatives of five religions, who vie with one another in sentiments of dreary uplift.

Mr. Saunders’s manner of writing is at times so like a parody of the familiar American Wisdom of the East stuff as to arouse the suspicion that he is doing it on purpose. Presumably he is not, but when one encounters, in the poem with which the book opens, a couplet like this:—


“That Love that transmutes pagan attitudes

“To something nearer the Beatitudes,”



the suspicion is very hard to escape. This is the kind of book that brings both Asia and America into undeserved discredit.

E. B.1




218. To Leonard Moore

10 December 1934 Handwritten

3 Warwick Mansions Pond St NW. 3

Dear Mr Moore,

I rang you up at about a quarter to one, but you were not in. I heard from M. Raimbault this morning, & he says:

“One of my Italian friends, who is at present director at Paris of a Franco-Italian literary agency which he himself founded, asks me whether I can put him in touch with an English correspondent or representative who is well known among the publishers. It would be a question of disposing—in the same way that Messrs. Christy & Moore do for English works in France—of the translation rights of Italian books, or of the translations themselves. No doubt you have literary relationships in London which would make it easy for you to do this.” etc. etc.

Do you think we could do a deal with him in any way? I know of course that there is never much doing in the way of translations in England, but on the other hand I suppose some Italian works get translated into English, & I suppose that if this Italian really has a fairly large agency it could be so arranged that every more or less translateableº work reached the English publishers viâ you. That is if you cared to take this business up. Of course I can’t do much about it, because I haven’t the “literary relationships” referred to. Perhaps you could let me know whether you care to hereº more of this, & I could write to M. Raimbault.

I received 4 more copies of “Burmese Days” the other day. I wonder if you would let me know what there is to pay for these? That is, when you get the invoice from Harper’s? I had better pay for them as I have them, otherwise I shall be owing you such a lot. I cannot now remember how many I asked you to order for me, but it is in my mind that I asked for 2 others besides these 5 (from which these 4 you sent me came.) If I didn’t order 2 others, would you please order them for me, as there are still 2 people to whom I promised to sell copies & whom I haven’t been able to sell them to.

I don’t wish to worry you any further, but I wonder whether those press-cutting people are doing their job properly. I notice that the cuttings they send me arrive a month or more after their appearance, & it seems to me that if they keep up to date with the papers it oughtn’t to take so long as that. Also they have only sent me 3 actual reviews—all the others were advance ads. inserted by Harpers before the book appeared. Of course I don’t know that there have been many more reviews than those 3, but there certainly have been others, as friends of mine who see the American papers have mentioned seeing reviews in the New Yorker etc.

Yours sincerely

Eric A Blair




219. To Victor Gollancz [Ltd?]

17 December 1934 Typewritten

3 Warwick Mansions Pond Street Hampstead NW. 3

Dear Sir,

I am sending here with the MS. of “A Clergyman’s Daughter,” which I have altered in accordance with your suggestions.1 I enclose a note of the alterations I have made, together with the reader’s2 and Mr Rubinstein’s3 reports, which you sent on to me. Perhaps you could let me know through my agents (Messrs. Christy and Moore) whether you can now see your way to publishing the book.

Yours faithfully

Eric A. Blair4


[Page references are to the original, lost, typescript.]



NOTES ON ALTERATIONS IN “A CLERGYMAN’S DAUGHTER.”

P. 45. Have altered the statement that Mr Warburton “tried to rape” Dorothy, as Mr Rubinstein objected to it.

P. 46. and also P. 82. A few lines inserted to make more plausible Dorothy’s friendship with Mr Warburton.

P. 50. Reference to Roman Catholic priest cut out.

P. 54–5. Passage objected to on score of unpleasantness cut out.

P. 74. Mistake about book by Bertrand Russell cut out.

P. 137. Have written query in margin, as it struck me that it might be libellous to draw attention to the resemblance between Lord Snowdon and the man in the Don’t wear a Truss advertisement.

P. 205. Reference to Sunday Express cut out.

P. 214. A few words giving a too exact idea of the locality of the school have been cut out.

P. 216–220. The interview between Dorothy and Mrs Creevy has been toned down, with a view to making Mrs Creevy out a somewhat less barefaced swindler.

P. 224–229. The description of Dorothy’s first lesson at the school has been toned down, with a view to giving a less exaggerated impression of the low standard prevailing in these schools.

P. 230–231. Description of textbooks in use at the school has not been altered, as it is substantially true.

P. 247–256. I have not altered except in minor details the account of Dorothy’s difficulties with the children’s parents, and the row over “Macbeth,” as, making allowance for a slight touch of burlesque, this is the kind of thing that does happen in these schools.

P. 257–261. I have greatly toned down this conversation, in consonance with the alterations on pp. 216–220 and pp. 224–229.

P. 262–265. General remarks on private schools toned down slightly and put in a perhaps more plausible manner. The reader, by the way, objected to my statement that there are about 10,000 private schools in England. I had this figure from one of the weekly papers dealing with education, and it should be verifiable. The statement that these schools, unless “recognized” (and it is not at all easy to get a school “recognized”) are not liable to inspection on educational grounds, is absolutely correct.

P. 267. Remarks about lessons toned down, to agree with above.

P. 292, and also P. 265 and 262. I have cut out the suggestion, which Mr Rubinstein objected to, that if Dorothy lost her job she would be on the streets again.

In general, throughout this school part I have toned down, but not cut out altogether, the suggestion that private schools of this type are apt to be more or less of a swindle, existing only to make money and not giving much more than a pretence of education. What I have done in effect is to make the standard at the school somewhat higher than I made it before. I have not altered the character of Mrs Creevy, the proprietress, except in so far as was necessary to fit in with the other changes.

In the final chapter I have made minor alterations, but have not changed the general trend of it. I had myself thought it a very weak ending, but the particular point raised by Mr Rubinstein, that a friendship between a girl like Dorothy and a man like Mr Warburton was incredible, and that it would be unlikely that he would take any interest in her, had not struck me. I hope that the line or two I have put in on P. 46, remarking on the fact that pious and immoral people appear to have a mysterious attraction for one another, will make this relationship more plausible.




220. To Leonard Moore

24 December 1934 Handwritten

Booklovers’ Corner 1, South End Road, Hampstead, N.W. 3.

Dear Mr Moore,

M. Raimbault writes: “Amato (his Italian friend who runs the international translation business) has asked me whether you will give him the Italian translation rights of “Down & Out” & “Burmese Days.” Can you hand these rights over to me—that is, if they have not been disposed of elsewhere? I will do my very best to get your books translated into Italian & to find an opening for them in Italy. I do not know, however, whether your views, which are not exactly Fascist, would be approved of in the country of M. Mussolini,” etc.

I take him to mean that Amato wants the translation rights in case any Italian publisher could be got to authorise a translation. I suppose this is all right? No doubt if we put the matter in his hands he would make efforts to get the books translated, tho’ I don’t suppose that at best this would bring in much money. If you say yes I will write to M. Raimbault & tell him to go ahead & that he or Amato is to communicate with you to fix up about the agreement.

I ought to have written to you some days back to tell you that I sent back the revised MS. of “A Clergyman’s Daughter” to Gollancz. I had made a good number of alterations, & sent an explanation of those I had made, but I did not alter it so completely as he seemed to wish. However, perhaps it will be enough to satisfy him. If he won’t now publish the novel I think I shall take out the one chapter that pleased me & try to get some magazine to publish it separately.

I am sorry I did not write in time to send Christmas greetings, but, as you may imagine, we have been worked off our feet in the shop.

Please remember me very kindly to Mrs Moore.

Yours sincerely

Eric A. Blair




221. To Leonard Moore

28 December 1934 Handwritten

Booklovers’ Corner 1, South End Road, Hampstead, N.W. 3

Dear Mr Moore,

I think the enclosed cheque should about cover what I owe you (somewhere in the neighbourhood of $13) for copies of “Burmese Days.” And could you please order me one more copy?1 I am sorry to keep troubling you, but people are always clamouring for copies. I hope Harper’s won’t get on to the fact that I have sold 3 or 4 of those I had.

I find that Harper’s are not selling “Burmese Days” in Paris. I don’t know whether that is because Paris is too near England, but if not, I think they could be certain of selling a few dozen copies there, as there are 3 Anglo-American bookshops, largely patronised by Americans.2

Many thanks to you & Mrs Moore for your Christmas card.

Yours sincerely

Eric A. Blair
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222. To Leonard Moore

9 January 1935 Typewritten

3 Warwick Mansions Pond Street Hampstead NW. 3

Dear Mr Moore,

The two enclosed stories were sent me by an aunt of mine.1 I don’t suppose you can do anything with them, but am sending them just in case you might be able to, as I said I would do what I could to get them published. If you don’t think they are worth anything, please don’t waste any time over them.

I enclose also the account from Harper’s which you sent on to me.2 It seems to be for more than I sent you. Perhaps you could let me know later what I still owe you.

I forget whether I told you that I had had and sent back the proofs of the French version of “Down and Out,” and that Raimbault has made a very good job of it.3 Would you like a copy of it when it comes out?

Yours sincerely

Eric A. Blair




223. To Victor Gollancz [Ltd?]

10 January 1935 Typewritten

3 Warwick Mansions Pond Street Hampstead NW. 3

Dear Sir,

I am returning the MS. of “A Clergyman’s Daughter” herewith. I think there is now nothing in it that could possibly be made the subject of an action for libel. None of the characters are intended as portraits of living individuals, nor are any of the names those of actual persons known to me. As to the localities described, they are all imaginary. “Knype Hill” is an imaginary name and so far as I know no place of that name exists; in the story it is mentioned as being in Suffolk, but that is all. In the hop-picking part (chapter 2) there is nothing whatever to indicate an exact locality. In Chapter 4 Southbridge is described as a suburb ten or a dozen miles ofº London, but there is now nothing to show which side of London it was. As to the reference to a shop called “Knockout Trousers Ltd.” in Chapter 2, so far as I know there is no shop of any such name, and the house mentioned in the same part as being a refuge of prostitutes is again totally imaginary. It is stated to have been somewhere off Lambeth Cut. Lambeth Cut is a longish street, but if this is still considered dangerous, I can easily change Lambeth Cut to a fictitious street in the proof. I enclose a note on1 the alterations, together with Mr Rubinstein’s letter, herewith.

Yours faithfully

Eric A. Blair

Note on alterations in “A Clergyman’s Daughter.”

P. 50. “Barclay’s Bank” altered to “the local bank.”

P. 73. The remarks “Swine of atheists like Bertrand Russell and Julian Huxley” and “their beastly atheist propaganda” have been allowed to stand, as these are not made in propria persona, but through the mouth of one of the characters. Also, this character is treated ironically and his remarks about Bertrand Russell etc. are in reality favourable to the latter.

P. 74. “He was in the thick of every controversy, especially when the Church Times was at its chosen sport of baiting Modernists and atheists” has been altered to “He was in the thick of every controversy and in the forefront of every assault upon Modernists and atheists.”

P. 74. “The fiendish Russell” has been allowed to stand, because though said in propria persona it is obviously said ironically, ie. Russell is only described as “fiendish” because he would appear ‘fiendish’ to the character (Victor Stone) in question.

P. 75.2 Mr Rubinstein crossed out the remark that a paper called “The High Churchman’s Gazette” had “a remarkableº small circulation.” I was not aware that any paper of this name actually existed. However, I have altered “a remarkably small circulation” to “a small and select circulation.”

P. 161. “Lambeth public library” altered to “the nearest public library.”

P. 166. The same alteration again.

P. 297. “The manager of Barclay’s Bank” altered to “the bank manager.”




224. To Brenda Salkeld

Tuesday, [15 January 1935]1 Typewritten

3 Warwick Mansions Pond Street Hampstead NW.3

Dear Brenda,

Thanks for your letter. No, I cannot say that Havelock Ellis’s signature, as I remember it, struck me as being at all like what I expected.2 I should have expected him to write a very fine hand and use a thinner nib. We bought recently a lot of books with the authors’ signatures in, and some of them containing autograph letters as well, but they were all sold almost at once. One that pleased me was inscribed “From Beverley Nicholls, in all humility.” There is a subtle humour in that. I often see autographed letters etc. advertised among the lots at book-auctions. I remember distinctly that in one case a letter from Sheila Kaye-Smith was priced higher than one from Sarah, Duchess of Marlborough (the Queen Anne one.) You often see autographs of Napoleon advertised, but they are usually pretty expensive, and of course they are not letters, only documents signed by him. Towards the end of his life he never seems to have written anything except his signature with his own hand, and apparently his spelling was appalling. I haven’t done much to my new novel,3 but I have written a poem that is to be part of it.4 Talking of choosing a new pseudonym, I think it would be rather amusing, as so many women writers have chosen male pseudonyms, to choose a female one. Miss Barbara Bedworthy or something like that. With portrait of the author on the jacket. I have been feeling horribly tired, as for a variety of reasons I have been keeping very bad hours lately. On Sunday night I came away from a friend’s house late, found there were no sort of conveyances running, had to walk several miles through drizzling rain, and then, to crown all, found myself locked out and had to raise hell before I could wake anybody up and get in. Have you ever seen Fowler’s “Modern English Usage?”5 Fowler is the man who did, or at any rate contributed to, the small Oxford dictionary, and he is a great authority on syntax etc. He is very amusing about such things as the split infinitive. I was also reading a rather amusing pamphlet on Dr Watson, which proved among other things, from internal evidence, that Watson was married twice. Also one or two of D. H. Lawrence’s short stories, also Max Beerbohm’s “And Even Now,” also, for the I don’t know how many-th time, Maupassant’s “Boule de Suif’6 and “La Maison Tellier.” I suppose you have read both of those? I must stop now. I hope this letter will be duly waiting for you when you arrive and that you will not be in too unbearably depressed a state. Try and come up to town some time during the term and we will meet. Good bye for the present.

Yours

Eric A. Blair




225. To Leonard Moore

22 January 1935 Typewritten

3 Warwick Mansions Pond Street Hampstead NW. 3

Dear Mr Moore,

Many thanks for your letter. Naturally I am very pleased to hear that you have made such good terms with Gollancz for “A Clergyman’s Daughter.” I am afraid he is going to lose money this time, all right. However, we must hope for the best.

I wonder if you can persuade him, if he puts “Books by the same author,” or words to that effect, on the front page, to mention “Burmese Days.” He probably won’t want to, as it was published in anomalous circumstances and not by him, but I want that book, if possible, not to be altogether lost sight of.

Yours sincerely

Eric A. Blair




226. To Leonard Moore

31 January 19351 Handwritten

3 Warwick Mansions Pond St Hampstead NW3

Dear Mr Moore,

Herewith the extra proof copy of “A Clergyman’s Daughter.” In returning the other I told them I had put “and Burmese Days” on the title page & asked them if they would also mention it on the jacket if the latter has not been printed already. If you are seeing them any time I wonder if you could impress upon them that I want this done, provided Mr Gollancz does not object.

Yours sincerely

Eric A Blair




227. To Victor Gollancz [Ltd?]

1 February 1935 Handwritten

3 Warwick Mansions Pond St Hampstead NW

Dear Sir,

With reference to the attached letter:

i.1 Yes, “Knype Hill” is imaginary. Of course all these small County towns where “retired” people live are more or less alike, but I have not consciously carricatured any particular town here.

ii. Yes, the church window is quite imaginary.

iii. Ditto the Blifil-Gordon sugar beet refinery, & Ye Old Tea Shoppe. With regard to the latter, however, I had in mind the sort of shop that is to be found in all these places.

iv. Miss Mayfill & Mrs Semprill are quite imaginary.

v. “A politician described as a Roman Catholic Jew.” Yes, I do know one M.P. who answers to this description. So I will make the necessary alterations here.

vi. Persons referred to on pp. 64 & 83, also “Victor Stone,” all quite imaginary.

vii. “Dorothy” is entirely fictitious &, as I said before, I had no particular farm in mind. I have, however, said what is demonstrably true about the hop-picking industry.

viii. “Mrs Sawyer” is totally imaginary.

ix. In the remark I made an ex-convict make about Dartmoor, I was repeating something I had actually heard said. I do not know whether such punishments as chaining up & a diet of bread & water are actually in use at Dartmoor, but I have certainly heard talk of them. In any case this was not said in propria persona but through the mouth of a character. At the time of the Dartmoor rebellion pamphlets were issued, & even articles in the paper published, making more serious allegations than this. I don’t think there is any harm here, but it could be cut out if it is really dangerous.

x. “Carshalton Grange” is a totally imaginary name. I chose it because I wanted a high-sounding name. The suburb I had vaguely in mind when I wrote of “Southbridge” was Hayes, Middlesex. So far as I know there is no school of any such name there.

xi. As to the schoolbooks, I have seen schoolbooks similar to the ones I have described, though, of course, as was necessary in the circumstances, I have parodied them.

xii. There is one other point not referred to by Mr Rubinstein, but which has occurred to me since reading his letter. This is that round about page 185 I have made one character say something to this effect: “I would have gone to St Martin’s in the Fields Church [Trafalgar Square]2 only they won’t let you in if you are lousy.” So far as I know they do refuse to let lousy people into St Martin’s Crypt, but I have not personally witnessed this—I am going by what the destitute people say. If this is possibly libellous I will alter “St Martin’s” to an imaginary name.

Please excuse bad handwriting—3

Yours faithfully

Eric A. Blair




228. To Victor Gollancz

1 February 1935 Handwritten

[No address]

Dear Mr Gollancz,1

I should add to my remarks in the other letter herewith that the biographical details of the Rector (Dorothy’s father) are totally imaginary, & so too are all the people mentioned on p. 51.

Yours truly

Eric A. Blair




229. To Victor Gollancz

2 February 1935 Handwritten postcard

Pond Street Hampstead NW3

Dear Mr Gollancz,

With reference to your letter of yesterday, I am afraid the ms. of “Burmese Days” was destroyed some time back, & I don’t possess a copy of the book. However, I think Mr Moore, my agent, has one, & I will get him to send you that, or failing that I will send you the one that is in our lending library1 as soon as I can get it back from the person who has it now.

Yours sincerely

Eric A. Blair




230. To Leonard Moore

2 February 1935 Handwritten postcard

3 Warwick Mansions Pond Street Hampstead NW

Dear Mr Moore,

Mr Gollancz writes to say that he would like to see “Burmese Days” yet again, as he thinks that if time were taken the libellous points might be cleared up. I don’t know whether you have a copy & whether it is available, but if you have a copy available, would you send it to him? And could you let me know whether you have sent it or not, as if you haven’t a copy to send I will get hold of the one that is in our lending library & send that.

I think all is well with “A Clergyman’s Daughter” now, but yesterday they made me make a few more alterations in the already corrected proof.

Yours sincerely

Eric A. Blair




231. To Victor Gollancz [Ltd?]

4 February 1935 Handwritten postcard

3 Warwick Mansions Pond St NW.3

[No addressee]

Ref. your letter of the 2nd, in place of CARSHALTON GRANGE, please put RUSHINGTON GRANGE.1 I don’t think this is the name of a real place. “Carshalton” occurs in two consecutive pages, & possibly once again, so it would be as well to make sure that the compositor alters it each time.2

E. A. Blair




232. To Victor Gollancz [Ltd?]

Wednesday, [6 February 1935] Handwritten postcard; dated from postmark

[No address]

[No addressee]

Yes, delete “Peg’s paper and” as suggested.

E. A. Blair




233. To Victor Gollancz

14 February 1935 Typewritten

77 Parliament Hill Hampstead NW.3

Dear Mr Gollancz,

Many thanks for your letter. Naturally I shall be very pleased to see your solicitor about “Burmese Days,” and will do my best to give him all the information he requires. Perhaps you will be kind enough to give me about two daysº notice when I am to see him, so that I can make sure of getting away from the shop where I work.

I wonder if you would inform your office that my address will be the above till further notice.1

Yours sincerely

Eric A. Blair




234. To Leonard Moore

14 February 1935 Typewritten

77 Parliament Hill Hampstead NW.3

Dear Mr Moore,

Here withº Gollancz’s letter re. “Burmese Days.” I wonder if you could tell your office that my address will be the above till further notice? It may be that I shall have to change my lodgings again later, in which case I will let you know, but in any case I shall be here about a month.

Yours sincerely

Eric A. Blair




235. To Brenda Salkeld

16 February 1935 Handwritten

Booklovers’ Corner 1, South End Road, Hampstead, N.W.3.

Dearest Brenda,

Isn’t it sickening, I can’t keep the room I am in at present for more than a few weeks.1 It was let to me on the understanding that I should have to give it up if somebody offered to take it & another room that are beside it together,2 & now somebody has done so. So I shall have fresh miseries of house-hunting, & probably shan’t find another place where I shall be so comfortable & have so much freedom. My present landlady3 is the non-interfering sort, which is so rare among London landladies. When I came she asked me what I particularly wanted, & I said, “The thing I most want is freedom.” So she said, “Do you want to have women up here all night?” I said, “No,” of course, whereat she said, “I only meant that I didn’t mind whether you do or not.” Not much is happening here.

Gollancz, who has re-read “Burmese Days,” wrote enthusiastically about it & said he was going to have it thoroughly vetted by his lawyer, after which the latter was to cross-examine me on all the doubtful points. I hope the lawyer doesn’t report against it as he did last time. You notice that all this happened a year ago, & I do not know what has made G. change his mind again. Perhaps some other publisher has wiped his eye by publishing a novel about India, but I don’t seem to remember any this year. Rees4 got me a lot more signatures for you, which I will send when I can find them, but at present I have mislaid them. I am living a busy life at present. My time-table is as follows: 7 am get up, dress etc, cook & eat breakfast. 8.45 go down & open the shop, & I am usually kept there till about 9.45. Then come home, do out my room, light the fire etc. 10.30 am—1 pm I do some writing. 1 pm get lunch & eat it. 2 pm—6.30 pm I am at the shop. Then I come home, get my supper, do the washing up & after that sometimes do about an hour’s work. In spite [of] all this, I have got more work done in the last few days than during weeks before when I was being harried all day long. I hope G. does publish “Burmese Days,” as apart from the money (& my agent has tied him down with a pretty good contract) it will tide over the very long interval there is going to be between “A Clergyman’s Daughter” & the one5 I am writing now. I want this one to be a work of art, & that can’t be done without much bloody sweat. My mother writes me that she isn’t going away after all, so I will come down to S’wold for a week-end as soon as I can, but it will have to be when my employer’s wife is up & about again. Write soon.

With much love

Eric




236. To Victor Gollancz

19 February 1935 Telegram


Gollancz telegraphed Orwell on 19 February 1935: ‘Can you come here discuss Burmeseº two thirty Friday twenty second.’ Orwell replied from Belsize Park (Post Office) that same day:

YES CERTAINLY = BLAIR +

What transpired at that meeting is, in part, told in Orwell’s letter to Leonard Moore of 22 February 1935; see 238. It is possible to reconstruct something else that occurred and to suggest that something said to have occurred did not take place.

An American reader of Burmese Days, John R. Hall, of the Democrat-News Printing Company, Marshall, Missouri, wrote to Orwell on 5 February 1935 to tell him how much he had enjoyed the novel; he enclosed a review he had written. On the back of that letter is a sketch map with, in Orwell’s hand, notes of topographical and name changes required by Harold Rubinstein, the lawyer, keyed to the pagination of the U.S. edition of Burmese Days.

It is probable that Orwell took this flattering letter to the meeting to encourage Gollancz to publish Burmese Days. He drew on the back of it the sketch map of Kyauktada, the scene of the events in Burmese Days, probably to assist him in delocalising it from Katha, a real town. That sketch map, with its notes, follows; see 237. It is also the frontispiece in this edition of Burmese Days, CW, II. A full account of the sketch map and the process of identification is given in CW, II, Appendix, 302–08.

Stansky and Abrahams give a detailed account of this meeting (II, 58–60). However, this gives a different account from the brief one by Orwell in his letter to Moore. Orwell says he saw ‘Gollancz and his solicitor,’ but Stansky and Abrahams, drawing on what was ‘recalled by Collins long afterwards,’ state that it had been arranged that ‘Blair should come to the Gollancz office to discuss the problem with Norman Collins (1907–82), Deputy Chairman of the firm.’ Collins, from 1929 to 1931, had been assistant literary editor of the News Chronicle and ‘had begun his own literary career as a writer with The Facts of English Fiction, and in 1934 had followed it with a novel, Penang Appointment.’ He became a director of Gollancz in 1934; see Stansky and Abrahams, II, 58.

Collins recalled in detail the questions he had asked Orwell and Orwell’s answers—mostly that the facts and characters of Burmese Days were all drawn from life. Their meeting ‘had its elements of comedy.’ Stansky and Abrahams conclude, ‘Eventually, however—if not that afternoon—he accepted the seriousness of the problem as it was put to him.’ They then say: ‘In the light of Blair’s sweeping claims to Collins, it comes as something of an anti-climax to discover that the changes were only three in number, a matter of new names for certain characters: most importantly, the evil Burmese magistrate U Po Kyin became U Po Sing, and Dr Veraswami became Dr Murkhaswami’ (60). In a footnote, they explain that in later editions the names of the characters were restored ‘and the American and English editions have since that time been identical.’

Closer examination shows that the changes are much more extensive; see Textual Note to the CW edition of Burmese Days. The role Collins describes himself as playing is more puzzling. There was hardly time for an earlier meeting. Orwell wrote on 14 February to say he would be pleased to see Gollancz’s solicitor, and Gollancz telegraphed him on the 19th. The meeting was on the 22nd, and six days later Orwell sent in his alterations.

A clue may be found in the mode of address Orwell adopted for his letter of 28 February when sending the alterations; see 239. From 1 February, he had begun to address his letters to Gollancz ‘Dear Mr Gollancz.’ The letter of the 28th begins ‘Dear Sir.’ It seems most likely that Gollancz and Rubinstein conducted the meeting with Orwell (probably mainly the latter, since Orwell mentions ‘changes specifically asked for by Mr Rubinstein’) with Norman Collins in attendance. It might have been arranged that Orwell send the alterations to Collins, who would then see the book through the press.

How much of the conversation Collins reported actually took place can only be guessed at; what seems certain from the tone of Orwell’s letter to Moore of 22 February (see 238)—‘a few trifling alterations which will not take more than a week’—is that it is not correct to interpret his attitude as ‘not yet ready to cooperate,’ as in Stansky and Abrahams, II, 59.

The illustration is approximately 87% of the size of the original.






237. Orwell’s Sketch Map of Kyauktada, Burmese Days

[image: Logo Missing]




238. To Leonard Moore

22 February 1935 Typewritten; handwritten postscript

77 Parliament Hill Hampstead NW.3

Dear Mr Moore,

I saw Gollancz and his solicitor this afternoon and had a long talk, and you will be glad to hear that they are quite ready to publish BURMESE DAYS, subject to a few trifling alterations which will not take more than a week. Gollancz says that if A CLERGYMAN’S DAUGHTER succeeds, he thinks of publishing BURMESE DAYS about June,1 otherwise he would publish it in September or October. So this will nicely tide over what will otherwise be a very long interval between A CLERGYMAN’S DAUGHTER and my next.

I was talking last night with a friend named Rayner Heppenstall2 who writes a good deal for the Adelphi. He tells me that he does reviews for the Yorkshire Post, and that if they would send him A CLERGYMAN’S DAUGHTER, he would give it a boost. I wonder if one could arrange this? I gather that he reviews pretty regularly for them, but has not much choice of what books they send him. Perhaps one could send a copy to the Yorkshire Post with the remark “This might interest Mr Heppenstall,” or words to that effect?

Yours sincerely

Eric A. Blair

P.S. [to right of page] I did ask G’s office to let me have an advance copy of “A Clergyman’s Daughter” if possible. Perhap[s] I could give this to Heppenstall if he could arrangeº with his paper.




239. To Victor Gollancz [Ltd]

28 February 1935 Typewritten

77 Parliament Hill Hampstead NW.3

Dear Sir,1

I am sending back separately the American copy of BURMESE DAYS, in which I have made the alterations asked for. I trust all will now be well. A detailed statement of the changes I have made is herewith. As to the note on the changes in the names, which was to explain the fact that two oriental characters bore unreal names, I should be greatly obliged if this could be put opposite the front page where it will be sure of being seen. Otherwise, if anyone from India or Burma gets hold of the book and sees an incorrect name in the very first line, he will naturally be prejudiced against the book. Will it be necessary to break up this copy for the purpose of setting the type? If so, it does not matter, but if it is kept intact I should like it back, as I have only one copy of the American edition.

I have just received the six complimentary copies of A CLERGYMAN’S DAUGHTER, for which many thanks.

Yours faithfully

Eric A. Blair


[Page references are to the first, the U.S., edition.]



Alterations to BURMESE DAYS.

The following changes specifically asked for by Mr Rubinstein have been made:

p. 19. The date 1910 has been got rid of. Similarly on p. 365, the date 1926 has been altered to 19—.

p. 28. Name Pereira altered to Walters.

p. 33. Reference to importing rickshaw specially from Rangoon has been cut out.

p. 39. “Parody of a fifth-rate story in Blackwood’s” altered to “fifth-rate parody of a story in Blackwood’s.” Further down: “whisky, Blackwood’s and the Bonzo pictures” altered to “whisky, Lancashire cotton shirts and public-school humbug.”

p. 96. The words (of scoutmasters) “homosexuals almost to a man” cut out.

p. 366. Reference to Mandalay General Hospital cut out.

p. 367. The name Macdougall cut out.

In addition, the following general changes have been made:

1. With reference to the possible identification of the imaginary town of Kyauktada with the real town of Katha. I have been unable to obtain a map of Katha, but I have searched my memory and made out a fairly clear picture of it. It was something like my description of Kyauktada, except that a. I had put the cemetery beside the church, which it was not in Katha, b. I had put in a pagoda which did not exist at Katha, and c. I had described the Club as having a garden that ran down to the river, whereas that at Katha, as well as I can now remember, was not actually on the river, though near it. To make things more vague, I have now made the following changes: a. All direct and indirect statements about Kyauktada being in Upper Burma have been cut out or altered. It is admitted to be somewhere within striking distance of Mandalay, but it is not stated in which direction. The only remarks about Upper Burma that have been left in are on pp. 82–3. I let these stand as they referred to an earlier period of the hero’s life and had nothing to do with Kyauktada. b. “The Irrawaddy” has throughout been changed to “the river.” c. I have altered, eg. on p. 209, one or two remarks describing vegetation etc. which would only be found in the far north of Burma. Incidentally, I have found one or two places where I believe I have mixed up the flora and fauna of Upper and Lower Burma, and I have let these stand. d. I have cut out or altered a number of remarks such as “he turned to the right” etc. which would make the topography of Kyauktada too similar to that of Katha. These changes will be found on pp. 18, 42, 50, 77, 97. e. Katha was a railway terminus, and I had described Kayauktada as a terminus. I have now altered this to “junction.”

2. As to names. The name U Po Kyin has been altered throughout to U Po Sing. This is not a possible Burmese name, but I fancy it will sound sufficiently like one to pass muster with the majority of readers. The name Dr Veraswami has been altered to Dr Murkhaswami. I consulted the oriental languages man at the British Museum, who gave me this name as a good Sanscrit name which sounds all right but which could not actually belong to any real individual.

The name Lackersteen has been altered throughout to Latimer. I dont,º of course, know for certain that there was not somebody named Latimer in Burma, but I never heard of one, whereas I did, as I said, once hear of somebody called Lackersteen.

As to the names of officials mentioned in the book—Macgregor, Westfield, Maxwell and Verrall. The events of the story are supposed to be taking place in 1926, though I have now cut out this date and it can only be inferred in a roundabout way if at all. The British Museum does not possess a Burma Civil List for 1926, but they had one for 1929, which was the nearest date. I have been through this and cannot find any of the names I have used.

The name of the native paper has been changed from the Burmese Patriot to the Burmese Sinn Feiner. I don’t think this is a possible name, and at the same time it gives the right implication to an English reader.

I have been carefully through the book and tried to change the above names wherever they occurred, but I suppose I may have missed one or two. Perhaps the compositors could be instructed to make the necessary changes if there are any that I have missed.

A note such as Mr Gollancz asked for, on the changes in the names, is attached.




240. Review of Caliban Shrieks by Jack Hilton

The Adelphi, March 1935


This is the first review to be signed ‘George Orwell.’



This witty and unusual book may be described as an autobiography without narrative. Mr. Hilton lets us know, briefly and in passing, that he is a cotton operative who has been in and out of work for years past, that he served in France during the latter part of the War, and that he has also been on the road, been in prison, etc., etc.; but he wastes little time in explanations and none in description. In effect his book is a series of comments on life as it appears when one’s income is two pounds a week or less. Here, for instance, is Mr. Hilton’s account of his own marriage:

“Despite the obvious recognition of marriage’s disabilities, the bally thing took place. With it came, not the entrancing mysteries of the bedroom, nor the passionate soul-stirring emotion of two sugar-candied Darby and Joans, but the practical resolve that, come what may, be the furnisher’s dues met or no, the rent paid or spent, we—the wife and I—would commemorate our marriage by having, every Sunday morn, ham and eggs for breakfast. So it was we got one over on the poet with his madness of love, the little dove birds, etc.”

There are obvious disadvantages in this manner of writing—in particular, it assumes a width of experience which many readers would not possess. On the other hand, the book has a quality which the objective, descriptive kind of book almost invariably misses. It deals with its subject from the inside, and consequently it gives one, instead of a catalogue of facts relating to poverty, a vivid notion of what it feels like to be poor. All the time that one reads one seems to hear Mr. Hilton’s voice, and what is more, one seems to hear the voices of the innumerable industrial workers whom he typifies. The humorous courage, the fearful realism and the utter imperviousness to middle-class ideals, which characterise the best type of industrial worker, are all implicit in Mr. Hilton’s way of talking. This is one of those books that succeed in conveying a frame of mind, and that takes more doing than the mere telling of a story.

Books like this, which come from genuine workers and present a genuinely working-class outlook, are exceedingly rare and correspondingly important. They are the voices of a normally silent multitude. All over England, in every industrial town, there are men by scores of thousands whose attitude to life, if only they could express it, would be very much what Mr. Hilton’s is. If all of them could get their thoughts on to paper they would change the whole consciousness of our race. Some of them try to do so, of course; but in almost every case, inevitably, what a mess they make of it! I knew a tramp once who was writing his autobiography. He was quite young, but he had had a most interesting life which included, among other things, a jail-escape in America, and he could talk about it entrancingly. But as soon as he took a pen in his hand he became not only boring beyond measure but utterly unintelligible. His prose style was modelled upon Peg’s Paper (“With a wild cry I sank in a stricken heap,” etc.), and his ineptitude with words was so great that after wading through two pages of laboured description you could not even be certain what he was attempting to describe. Looking back upon that autobiography, and a number of similar documents that I have seen, I realise what a considerable literary gift must have gone to the making of Mr. Hilton’s book.

As to the sociological information that Mr. Hilton provides, I have only one fault to find. He has evidently not been in the Casual Ward since the years just after the War, and he seems to have been taken in by the lie, widely published during the last few years, to the effect that casual paupers are now given a “warm meal” at mid-day. I could a tale unfold about those “warm meals.” Otherwise, all his facts are entirely accurate so far as I am able to judge, and his remarks on prison life, delivered with an extraordinary absence of malice, are some of the most interesting that I have read.




241. To Christy & Moore Ltd1

1 March 1935 Handwritten postcard

77 Parliament Hill NW.3

[No addressee]

Many thanks for the 6 copies of “A Clergyman’s Daughter.” I sent the copy of ‘Burmese Days.’º with corrections, to Mr Gollancz yesterday.

E A. Blair




242. To Brenda Salkeld

7 March 1935 Typewritten

77 Parliament Hill Hampstead NW.3

Dearest Brenda

Just a line to thank you for your nice letter and to tell you that I sent off your copy of “A Clergyman’s Daughter” last night. As you will see, it is tripe, except for chap 3, part 1, which I am pleased with, but I don’t know whether you will like it. It is billed to come out on Monday next, so don’t show it to anyone before that, will you? I am glad to say my agent has made very good terms for “Burmese Days.” It was curious that you should mention that review of Joad’s book, because Heppenstall, the man who wrote it, stayed at my place the night before last—in fact he was having breakfast with me when I was reading your letter. I did not tell him what you said about “second-rate highbrows.” As a matter of fact, he is very nice—a Yorkshireman, very young, twenty four or five I should say, and passionately interested in the ballet. He reviews books on the ballet for Time and Tide, I think. As to people having no “sympathy,” I should think that anyone who had sympathy with a person like Joad would have something seriously wrong with them. I cannot tell you how I am looking forward to coming down next weekend. I do hope it won’t fall through. No, I don’t feed entirely on things that don’t need cooking. I have bought a small gas-stove called a Bachelor Griller, and you can grill, boil and fry on it, but not bake. As a matter of fact I can cook not too badly, and I have already given a dinner-party to three people all at once and cooked everything myself. But of course I haven’t much time, because I still have to go to the shop for about an hour in the morning besides the afternoon, and it is a struggle to get in three hours a day at my writing. The other night I went to the Coliseum to see the so-called Blackbirds1—a troop of negro2 actors—and was bored stiff. I mean if I get time to go and see George Robey as Falstaff.3 I dare say he could do the part if he would sink his own personality. I have bought an awfully nice set of chessmen—wood, not ivory, but they are beautiful big pieces, weighted, and the white ones are real boxwood. The other day my employer was at a house buying books, and they offered him these chessmen, and he bought them for a shilling. We were going to put them in the window at ten shillings, but I bought them in for seven and six instead. They would cost thirty shillings new, I should say. I must say I do see some queer interiors when I go out to fetch books that we buy. The other day I went to a house inhabited by an old woman and her middle-aged daughter, and I was just about to look at the books when every light in the house fused. Of course these two women were helpless, so with that chivalry which you have so often noticed in me I spent half an hour crawling about among the rafters with candles and bits of ginger-beer wire, mending the fuse. I have been reading a lot of back numbers of the Criterion—a paper I don’t normally see, as it costs seven and sixpence, but we bought some among some books. I must say that for pure snootiness it beats anything I have ever seen. Here is T. S. Eliot on the servant-problem as seen from the Anglo-Catholic standpoint:


“I do not like the situation (i.e. of having only one servant). . . . I should prefer to employ a large staff of servants, each doing much lighter work but profiting by the benefits of the cultured and devout atmosphere of the home in which they lived.”



That bit about the cultured and devout atmosphere reminds me, as Samuel Butler said of a cracked church bell he heard somewhere, of the smell of a bug.4

I must stop now. You will see if you read “A Clergyman’s Daughter” that I have employed you as a collaborator in two places. Write again soon. With love.

Eric




242A. Publication of A Clergyman’s Daughter


A Clergyman’s Daughter was published by Victor Gollancz Ltd on 11 March 1935; 2,000 copies were printed. The type was distributed on 20 March 1936. The U.S. edition was published by Harper & Brothers, 17 August 1936. According to Gollancz, 500 sets of sheets were provided for this: according to Harper, 1,000 sets. Of these, 256 were remaindered. See Willison.






243. To Leonard Moore

27 March 1935 Typewritten

77 Parliament Hill Hampstead NW.3

Dear Mr Moore,

Many thanks for your cheque for £51.2.9.1 The enclosed2 was sent me by the American Treasury Dep.t.º I cannot cope with this kind of thing. I seem to remember that a deduction for American Income Tax was made on Harper’s royalty statement, but perhaps it would be better to let this claim drop rather than have to mess about with affidavits etc.

I have received a good many cuttings about “A Clergyman’s Daughter” and they are better than I had expected. I don’t suppose it will have sold many copies, though. I wonder if you have received Gollancz’s second spring or summer list? We never get his catalogues at the shop, but another bookseller told me that the spring or summer list, whichever it is, includes a very striking advance notice of “Burmese Days,” which I should like to see if you happen to have a copy to spare.

My next book3 is getting on fairly well, though slowly. I expect it will take me all of this year. If you want to have an advance wad of it to show to Gollancz, I expect I can let you have one about June.

Yours sincerely

Eric A. Blair




244. To Leonard Moore

[13 April 1935] Handwritten; dated from postmark

Booklovers’ Corner, 1 South End Road, Hampstead, N.W.3.

Dear Mr Moore,

I wonder if you could find out for me whether Gollancz has any copies of “Down & Out” left over, which he would sell off at remainder price. We could sell a few copies in the shop if we could get them cheap, as it is sometimes advertised for in trade papers.

Yours sincerely

Eric A. Blair

P.S. [to left on card] The reviews of “A Clergyman’s Daughter” were much better than I expected, especially the Mail & the Herald.1




245. To Brenda Salkeld

7 May [1935] Typewritten: handwritten postscript

77 Parliament Hill Hampstead NW.3

Dearest Brenda,

I am afraid this will not reach St Felix1 before you do, as I only got your letter this evening—I suppose the posts were late owing to the jubilee.2 I went down to Brighton, for the first time in my life, for Sunday and Monday.3 I went there with disagreeable apprehensions, but consoling myself by thinking that sooner or later I was sure to want to mention a trip to Brighton in a novel. However, I was rather agreeably surprised, and I didn’t, in any case, spend much time by the sea shore, but went inland and picked bluebells etc. I found a number of nests, including a bullfinch’s with four eggs, and by the way about a week ago I found a tit’s nest, but I couldn’t get at it, though I saw the bird go off the nest, as it was in the middle of a thorn bush. The crowds in Brighton weren’t so bad, but of course it was an awful business getting back on Sunday,4 the train being so packed that people were hanging out of the windows. On Saturday night I was down in Chelsea, and it took me two hours to get back to Hampstead, the whole centre of London was so blocked with taxis full of drunken people careering round, singing and bellowing “Long live the King!” What surprised me was that most of them were very young—the last people whom you would expect to find full of patriotic emotion; but I suppose they just welcomed the excuse for making a noise. That night I had been to see Rees, really to borrow some money off him, as I had forgotten Monday was a bank holiday and had not got any money out of the bank, but he was at some sort of Socialist meeting and they asked me in and I spent three hours with seven or eight Socialists harrying me, including a South Wales miner who told me—quite good-naturedly, however—that if he were dictator he would have me shot immediately. I have done quite a lot of work, but oh! what mountains there are to do yet. I don’t know that I shall be able to let you have that piece5 to see in June after all, but I will some time—when it is fit to be seen, I mean. I am now getting to the stage where you feel as though you were crawling about inside some dreadful labyrinth. I don’t know that I have read much. I read D. H. Lawrence’s “Women in Love,” which is certainly not one of his best. I remember reading it before in 1924—the unexpurgated version that time—and how very queer it seemed to me at that age. I see now that what he was trying to do was to create characters who were at once symbolical figures and recognizable human beings, which was certainly a mistake. The queer thing is that when he concentrates on producing ordinary human characters, as in “Sons and Lovers” and most of the short stories, he gets his meaning across much better as well as being much more readable. I have also been glancing into some numbers of “The Enemy,” the occasional paper Wyndham Lewis used to run, which we have in the shop. The man is certainly insane. I have hit on a wonderful recipe for a stew, which is the following: half a pound of ox-kidney, chopped up small, half a pound of mushrooms, sliced; one onion chopped very fine, two cloves of garlic, four skinned tomatoes, a slice of lean bacon chopped up, and salt, the whole stewed very gently for about two and a half hours in a very little beef stock. You eat it with sphagettiº or rather coquillettes. It is a good dish to make, as it cooks itself while you are working. I have been deriving a lot of pleasure from some numbers of the Girls’º Own Paper of 1884 and 1885. In the answers to correspondents two questions crop up over and over again. One, whether it is ladylike to ride a tricycle. The other, whether Adam’s immediate descendentsº did not have to commit incest in order to carry on the human species. The question of whether Adam had a navel does not seem to have been agitated, however.

I must stop now, as I don’t think I have any more news. As to your presentiment, or “curious feeling” about me, you don’t say when exactly you had it. But I don’t know that I have been particularly unhappy lately—at least, not more than usual.

With much love and many kisses

Eric

P.S. [at top of first page] Near Brighton I passed Roedean School. It seemed to me that even in holiday time I could feel waves of snobbishness pouring out of it, & also aerial music to the tune of the female version of “Forty Years On” & the Eton “Boating Song.”6 Do you play them at hockey, or did they write to you “St Felix, who are you?”




246. To Leonard Moore

14 May 1935 Typewritten

77 Parliament Hill Hampstead NW.3

Dear Mr Moore,

Many thanks for your letter. Naturally I am very pleased to hear that Mr Gollancz speaks so nicely of me.1 Thanks also for sending the copies of the Czech translation of “Down and Out.” Of course I can’t judge what kind of translation it is, but at any rate they have got it up quite nicely. I have made arrangements, or I am now making them, to lecture to a literary society in Essex some time this autumn.2 When the time comes I will instruct them to pay themº my fee through you. I mention this, as it is a line of business which might possibly be worked up at some later time. The novel I am doing3 isn’t getting on too badly, though rather slowly, as it is only quite recently that I really got into my stride. I had intended, as you know, to do it in the form of a book of essays, but changed it to a novel. I expect it will take me all this year. I am not going to rush it, as I am rather pleased with it as a conception and want very much to make a good job of it. I wonder whether you have heard how “Burmese Days” sold in America? I shouldn’t think it would sell more than about 1500 copies.4

Yours sincerely

Eric A. Blair




246A. Publication of Burmese Days in England


The first English edition of Burmese Days was published by Victor Gollancz Ltd on 24 June 1935; see 213A. The text was considerably modified from that published in New York on 25 October 1934; see CW, II, Textual Note.






247. To Leonard Moore

15 July 1935 Typewritten

77 Parliament Hill Hampstead NW.3

Dear Mr Moore,

I was talking yesterday to a retired Indian Civil Servant from Burma who had read “Burmese Days” and said it had interested him, and he said he was sending a copy to a friend in Burma. It occurred to me that we could probably sell quite a lot of copies in Burma, and also India, and I wondered whether Mr Gollancz was making any arrangements to do this. There are quite extensive libraries and bookshops out there. Also it would be well worth sending a copy for review to the Rangoon Gazette and Rangoon Times, and perhaps to one or two of the Indian papers. Of course for all I know Mr Gollancz has done all this already, but I thought I would mention it, just in case it had not been done.

The copies of the French translation (only two) were sent to me direct by the translator. They have printed it quite nicely. I am sorry to say that Panaït Istrati, who wrote the introduction, died almost immediately afterwards,1 before I could thank him. The translator tells me that Malraux has been too busy to read “Burmese Days,” because he has been occupied with this international conference of literary men, but he intends to do so shortly and will propose it to the N.R.F. if it interests him.2

Yours sincerely

Eric A. Blair




248. Review of The Victorians and their Books by Amy Cruse

The Adelphi, August 1935

This is a meandering, gorbellied book, but it contains a lot of useful information. Its purpose, from which it digresses rather too often, is to tell one what books were being read at each period of the Victorian Age, and what people were saying about them.

There are several facts which a survey of this kind forces upon one’s attention. One, of course, is the complete cultural severance of nineteenth-century England from Europe. During the whole period there does not seem to have been a single foreign book, unless one counts American books and the Bible, which made any impression at all on the wider public. Another fact, rather less obvious perhaps, is that hysteria about books and the over-rating of trumpery writers—in fact, the book-ramp—was at least as prevalent then as now. This is particularly noticeable with regard to novels. It may be rather hard to believe after a course of Walpole and Gould1 but the Victorians took their novels quite as seriously as we do. Men and women alike devoured them with child-like eagerness. The wounded officers in the hospitals of the Crimea clamoured for the works of Charlotte M. Yonge. Macaulay “cried as though his heart would break” (his own phrase) over Dombey and Son. And even the busiest people seem to have found time not only to read novels but also to write lengthy reviews of them in private letters to their friends. On every popular novel of the period Miss Cruse quotes long, serious comments by the most unexpected people, from Swinburne to Gladstone, and from Florence Nightingale to Edward Fitzgerald. Even the Queen made public pronouncements on novels occasionally. Moreover, reputations were much more durable in those days. It was not then, as now, a case of “That’s genius—that was!”2 Once you were established as a Great Writer you remained Great at least until all your early admirers were dead. Indeed, the Great were nailed so firmly to their pedestals that some of the most spurious of them are sticking there even now.

Another point, a small one but worth noticing, is the change in the sense of decency. Admittedly the period between, say, 1840 and 1890 was a squeamish period—though there are some excellent dirty jokes in Surtees and Marryat; but our own age is equally squeamish in a different way. For the Victorians, though scared by the obscene, were at any rate not scared by the macabre. The generation which thought Jane Eyre a dangerous book could swallow Poe’s Tales, and the description of the death of Krook in Bleak House, almost without a murmur. There would probably be a fearful outcry now if Poe’s Tales had just appeared for the first time. The sense of decency varies, of course, from country to country as well as from age to age.

This is a book whose whole interest lies in its subject matter. It is badly written, clumsily put together, and marred by indiscriminate enthusiasm. Miss Cruse has a particular affection for those slimy Low Church scoutmasters, Charles Kingsley and Tom Hughes. However, even here she disinters facts which are of interest. In particular, there is one phrase she records which beautifully sums up the nineteenth-century middle-class Protestant mentality. This is where Kingsley refers to the Appennine mountains as the “Popish Appennines.”




249. Review of Twenty Thousand Streets under the Sky by Patrick Hamilton; The Proceedings of the Society by Katharine M. Williams; I Lie Alone by R. G. Goodyear

New English Weekly, 1 August 1935

Here are three novels all endeavouring, in very different ways, to present a picture of “real life.” I think the best way I can deal with them is to mention them in descending order of length—which is also, as it happens, ascending order of merit.

“Twenty Thousand Streets under the Sky” is an enormous novel—to be exact, it is a trilogy, but bound into one cover—describing the not very complicated relations between a literary young man bartender, a goodhearted barmaid who loves the bartender in vain, and a worthless little prostitute who does the bartender out of his money. Here, I think, is a fair sample:


“In their journey from the table to the door Jenny said nothing about Turkish Delight. In fact, she was scrupulously careful not to even look Turkish Delight—possibly too careful. At any rate, in Tom’s imagination, it seemed that if he did not get Turkish Delight the entire evening was endangered. For it was an axiom that, amid all the varied delights that generous nature showered, to Turkish Delight Jenny was most consistently faithful.”



There are 753 pages, all of them round about this level. The style, it will be seen, is what one may call the masticatory style—that is, the style that comments on everything, à la Bennett, instead of making plain statements. Mr. Hamilton’s more immediate master, however, is obviously Priestley. He has set out, sincerely enough, to write a novel about “real life,” but with the Priestleyan assumption that “real life” means lower-middle class life in a large town and that if you can pack into your novel, say, fifty-three descriptions of tea in a Lyons Corner House, you have done the trick. The result is what one might expect: a huge well-meaning book, as shapeless and inert as a clot of frog-spawn.

However, “Twenty Thousand Streets under the Sky” is good of its rather unappetising kind. It is perfectly self-consistent and contains nothing wilfully cheap or false. And whatever one may think of its quality, there can be no two opinions about its quantity; 753 pages for eight and sixpence is good value. Mr. Priestley contributes an introduction, thus giving the lie to a well-known epigram of Mr. Yeats.1

“The Proceedings of the Society” is shorter, and its subject matter is more genteel. As a matter of fact it is not really a novel, but a series of stories and sketches dealing with the members of a literary society in a South of England watering-place. These people are the most depressing Struldburgsº I have read about for a long time. Without exception they lead lives of unutterable futility, and nearly all of them are so old as to have no active memories later than the reign of King Edward. Personally, I doubt whether even the members of the Bournemouth Literary Society (is it Bournemouth?) are quite as bad as they are pictured here. But Miss Williams has clearly a bias in favour of the depressing. Nothing lurid, of course—no heads stuck in gas ovens or anything of that kind; merely the peaceful, deadly depression of people who are now old and have never even been alive. Over it all there hangs the atmosphere of genteel decay; residential hotels, fixed annuities, false teeth, galoshes and bath chairs. Life unlived—that is Miss Williams’s theme essentially.

It is curious, but the cult of disillusionment in books of this type has a certain resemblance to the old Christian cult of self-mortification. The ideal rongeur has merely changed its shape. Instead of being the ideal Christian sanctity, it is now the ideal—equally unattained by most people—of a life fully lived. In Baudelaire’s day you woke in the brothel and lamented your lost innocence. Now, on the other hand, you are wheeled in your bath chair down the Bournemouth parade, thinking with mingled desolation and relief of the adultery you failed to commit in ’97. It is perhaps a spiritual comedown. But this is a distinctly readable book. It is typically a woman’s book (it owes a little to Katherine Mansfield, perhaps) in its mixture of sentimentality and disillusionment. The fourth story, “Remembering Ethel,” is a very good story—excellently conceived and sufficiently well executed.

“I Lie Alone” is much narrower in its range. In fact, it is hardly more than a full-length portrait of a single character, Lyddie Gossett, a peculiarly graceless and soulless old maid. Lyddie’s true character is revealed only by degrees, and rather subtly. At the beginning one imagines that she is going to be the typical dear old hen of fact and fiction—the dear “motherly” old soul who makes quince jelly and cowslip wine and sews patchwork quilts for the poor. As the story goes on, however, it becomes clearer and clearer that she is an entirely worthless slut whose every thought turns on food or drink, usually food. Throughout the book, on almost every page, she is either devouring, planning or recovering from some sordid “tasty” meal; or else she is sinking, flannel-nightgowned, into the stuffy embraces of a feather bed. Mr. Goodyear is very ruthless in his descriptions. No preux chevalier, I feel, would write like this about a lady:


“Groping in the hot darkness, she belched. ‘Cucumber,’ she said, and patted her breast.

“A warm, fruity perfume spread through the room as she lovingly cut the cake. A faint steam rose from the dark slices.”



Towards the end the book becomes more of a narrative, and perhaps deteriorates a little. Lyddie’s father, for whom she has kept house all her life, dies, and his pension with him. Of course such a woman as Lyddie is incapable either of saving money or of keeping a job. She sponges on one relative after another, goes to pieces, drinks more and more, and at last dies miserably in the public infirmary. A squalid story, but interesting. After reading it one sees more clearly than before why gluttony was included among the seven deadly sins. The book’s originality lies rather in its subject-matter than in its treatment. The actual writing, as can be seen from the extract I have given above, is undistinguished. This book is recommended by the Book Guild.




250. To Christy & Moore1

4 August 1935 Typewritten

50 Lawford Road Kentish Town NW5.

Dear Sir,

Please note that my address will be as above until further notice.2

Yours faithfully

Eric A. Blair




251. To Leonard Moore

6 September 1935 Typewritten

50 Lawford Rd. Kentish Town NW.

Dear Mr Moore,

Many thanks for your letter. Naturally I would like to do the serial for the News Chronicle1 if possible, but I am not absolutely certain that I could manage it. The difficulty is not so much as to length, subject etc., as that a serial requires some dramatic qualities which are not much in my line. However, if as you say they will say definitely yes or no on the strength of a first instalment and synopsis, perhaps one could come to an arrangement without wasting too much time on it. Suppose I sent you a first instalment in two or three weeks’ time? If they like it, I can go on with it; if they say no, I can drop it and there is only about a week’s work wasted. But I would like to know whether in case of their accepting they would want the remaining instalments immediately. Because if they would, I should have to write the whole thing before submitting it, and that means a month’s work, probably. On the other hand, if they accepted on the strength of the first instalment and were willing to wait, say, three weeks for the other four, all would be well. The point is that if I do this serial it will put my novel back a month or so, and naturally I don’t want to do that for nothing.

Yours sincerely

Eric A. Blair




252. To Leonard Moore

12 September 1935 Typewritten

50 Lawford Rd. Kentish Town NW.

Dear Mr Moore,

Thanks for your letter. I will let you have the first instalment and synopsis in a week or ten days. It is a story I have had in my head a long time, and I think I can make it just about the right length. I am afraid they may think it rather a squalid story—however, I will see to it that there is nothing verbally offensive.

Yours sincerely

Eric A. Blair




253. To Rayner Heppenstall

Tuesday night, [24 September 1935]      Typewritten

50 Lawford Rd.      Kentish Town      NW.

Dear Rayner,

Many thanks for letter. I hope the enclosed MS. is what you wanted. I infer from what you would no doubt call your handwriting that you were taught script at school; the result is that I can’t read a single word of the manuscript part of your letter, so I may not have followed your instructions exactly.

I am suffering unspeakable torments with my serial, having already been at it four days and being still at the second page. This is because I sat down and wrote what was not a bad first instalment, and then upon counting it up found it was 3500 words instead of 2000. Of course this means rewriting it entirely. I don’t think I am cut out for a serial-writer. I shall be glad to get back to my good old novel where one has plenty of elbow room. I have three more chapters and an epilogue to do, and then I shall spend about two months putting on the twiddly bits.

Even if my serial doesn’t come to anything, and I don’t expect it to, I intend taking a week or so off next month. My people have asked me to come down and stay with them, and if I can get my sister to drive me over, as I don’t think I can drive her present car, I will come over and see you. I don’t know that part of the country, but if it is like ours it must be nice this time of year.

I forwarded a letter this evening which had urgent proofs on it. I hope it gets to you in time, but it had already been to your old address. You ought to let editors and people know that you have changed your address.

You are right about Eileen.1 She is the nicest person I have met for a long time. However, at present alas! I can’t afford a ring, except perhaps a Woolworth’s one. Michael2 was here last night with Edna3 and we all had dinner together. He told me he has a story in the anthology of stories that is coming out, but he seemed rather down in the mouth about something. I was over at the Fierz’4 place on Sunday and met Brenda5 and Maurice6 whom no doubt you remember, and they were full of a story apparently current among Communists to the effect that Col. Lawrence7 is not really dead but staged a fake death and is now in Abyssinia. I did not like Lawrence, but I would like this story to be true.

Au revoir. Please remember me to the Murrys.8

Yours

Eric A. Blair




254. Review of Captain Conan by Roger Vercel; Private Life of a Successful Man by W. F. Casey; Song o’ Sixpence by T. Thompson; Criss-Cross by Don Tracy; Keep it Quiet by Richard Hull

New English Weekly, 26 September 1935

The chief need of the reviewer to-day is a new set of adjectives. This is not merely because all the strongest adjectives in the dictionary (“terrific,” “startling,” “unforgettable,” etc.: but there are two or three which have not yet been discovered, and it is better to keep quiet about them) have been so vulgarized that no decent person can use them any longer. It is also because, as things are at present, books which are gulfs apart in real merit are praised or dispraised in almost exactly the same words. If one is reviewing a novel by, say, Dell or Deeping,1 it will not do to write it off, snootily and unhelpfully, as a piece of tripe. One has got to take it seriously, which means applying to it the same terms as one would apply to Stendhal or even to Shakespeare. This is like weighing a flea on a spring-balance intended for a whale. Any honest reviewer would have to admit that Gulliver’s Travels and The Adventures of Sherlock Holmes are both of them very good books. He might even go further and describe both of them as terrific, startling, unforgettable, etc. And yet obviously there is a certain distinction—a distinction which ought to be made clearer than most reviewers succeed in making it. Failing those badly-needed adjectives, which we are not likely to get, the best solution would be to arrange a more accurate classification for the novels themselves. They should be divided rigidly into grades, like the various grades of the Legion of Honour. “A brilliant novel of the ninth class,” or “A disgracefully bad first-class novel”—that is the kind of classification we need.

I mention this because it happens that all the novels on my present list are of extremely low standard. One can differentiate between them and say that this one is good and that one is bad, but all of them are good or bad in a very small way; they belong definitely to the lower grades. Captain Conan, which is a translation from the French, might be admitted into the fourth or fifth class of novels, perhaps. It is a story of the French army of occupation in Roumania and Bulgaria immediately after the War. The central character, Captain Conan, is at once a hero and a disgusting brute. He is a natural warrior, the kind of man whose ideal is a lifetime of campaigning with short interludes of boozing and lechery. Having fought through the War with great distinction and passionate enjoyment, he manages to prolong it unofficially for several months after it is over. At last, however, he is demobilized, and at the end of the book we are given a brief, rather pathetic glimpse of him a dozen years later. Peace has been the ruin of him, of course. At thirty-five or so he is a fat, broken, henpecked man, dying of ennui and cirrhosis of the liver. The style is jerky and impressionistic, and so, no doubt, is the style of the original. But there is an important fact that the translator has not grasped. This is that in translating dialogue from a foreign language one must either translate literally, and exploit the foreignness for what it is worth, or disregard accuracy and make the characters talk like English people. He wavers between Gallicisms and English slang, with the result that all the dialogue is like this:

“Look here,” he spluttered, “a grenade isn’t a tangerine, you know. If they’re served out, they’re intended to be used; and to lay a trap with them for the man for whom they’re meant—that, my friend, say what you like, is the stuff!”

No human being in any age or country ever talked quite like that.

Private Life of a Successful Man is a book of a more familiar stamp. The hero, Margrove, is a typical modern “great man”—the kind of man the American business colleges try to persuade you to believe that you can be. He is the owner of innumerable enterprises, including “Culture, Ltd.”, and he cherishes a supposed resemblance to Napoleon. Needless to say, his private life is empty and unsatisfying. His wife looks down on him, his other women bore him, etc., etc. (How much more original it would be, and how much more horrifying, to depict a “great man” who was not disappointed by his “greatness”!) The author has evidently had an opportunity of studying Lord Northcliffe at close quarters. But his novel will not bear comparison with another novel written on the same theme a dozen years ago—it is forgotten now, perhaps, but it was a good novel—the late W. L. George’s Caliban.

For a brief moment, at the beginning of Song o’ Sixpence, when I came upon the sentence “’Midst the browns and purples of this stark landscape he was spiritually at home,” I thought I was in for “dark” earth and deflorations behind haystacks. However, Song o’ Sixpence is not that kind of book. It is more like a biography of a very unpretentious kind. It ambles along in such a pedestrian manner that one feels sure all the time there must be a “plot” coming presently; but the “plot” never arrives. The hero, Zach Kay, is a Lancashire boy who runs away from home, falls in with a pedlar, launches out on his own and makes a fortune very easily and unconvincingly. (He does it mainly by selling coughdrops.) Presently, he marries his housekeeper, or rather she marries him—there is much “pawky” humour here, if “pawky” is the correct Lancashire word—he becomes a town councillor and then a mayor, loses his wife, loses his money, and finally, at the age of about fifty, goes back to the road as a pedlar. It is quite an agreeable story, and I am sure all north-country readers will be delighted by the barbarous lingo in which the characters talk.

“Ah wor wondering,” said Zach timorously, “if Ah dar’ ax yo’re Sally to be housekeeper for me. Ah’d pay her weel. An’ hoo could have a neet or two off if hoo’s getten a felly.”

And again:

“He’ll fetch thee owt tha wants fro’ the town,” she said, “he’s a willin’ lad, an’ he hasn’t a tit in his stable as couldn’t poo’ a elephant up a broo.”

That should go straight to the Lancastrian heart, should it not? I rather object to it, I feel sure that there is quite enough north-country dialect in real life without letting it get into novels.

The two other books on the list are crime-stories. Criss-Cross is American and “tough.” The “tough” American books would make one exclaim that Hemingway has a lot to answer for, were it not that their very number suggests that Hemingway is merely a sympton and not a cause. The probability is that one of these days the “tough” school of literature will vanish so suddenly that Hemingway will not even have time to be debunked. Keep it Quiet is English and gentlemanly. But as for the dust-wrapper of this book, all I can say is that I should have thought Faber’s were above that kind of thing.




255. To Leonard Moore

30 September 1935 Typewritten

50 Lawford Rd. Kentish Town NW.

Dear Mr Moore,

Many thanks for your cheque for £9–2–9.1

I am sending herewith the first instalment, as promised. I have spent a week of agony over the beastly thing, but have small hopes that it will be any use. It is too much out of my line. The story I had in mind is potentially a good one, but I can’t do with having to cram things into such short length as that. Still, I suppose it is just worth showing it to the News Chronicle people. As to the synopsis, I was not exactly certain what kind of synopsis they wanted. When a serial is printed they usually give a very short synopsis relating the bare outline of the events that have happened, but I did not think that would be much use to a person who wanted an idea of what the story would be like. So I have written a synopsis of five or six pages, giving a fairly complete résumé of the story and trying to convey some of the spirit of it. In the event of their accepting, which I am afraid I don’t think likely, I can do them a synopsis of the ordinary kind if required.2

I had a letter from Gollancz, harrying me about my novel.3 He says he must have it by the end of the year, to come out at the end of February. I think I can just about manage that. If this serial came to anything, I would take about three weeks off from the bookshop, to give me extra time. By the way, the sooner they can let me know yes or no about the serial, the better.

I wonder whether, since the News Chronicle have shown this much interest in me, it would be possible to get them to give me some books to review later? Apart forº the reviews I have done for some years past in the Adelphi. I have begun reviewing most of the novels for the New English Weekly. Financially this does one no good, but it is probably a bit of an advert. Recently a publisher wrote saying he would like me to review a novel he had published as he had seen my reviews in the N.E.W.

Yours sincerely

Eric A. Blair




256. Review of The Life and Times of Henry Crabb Robinson by Edith J. Morley

The Adelphi, October 1935

Henry Crabb Robinson was born in 1775 and died in 1867, and had an eventful though dilettante life. He was a newspaper correspondent in Germany, and later in Spain, during the Napoleonic War, and he was acquainted with Goethe, with various other German poets, and with practically every English literary man of any eminence during the first half of the nineteenth century. It is therefore improbable that he was quite such a tedious person as this book makes him appear. It is one of those omnium gatherum books which are made up mostly of extracts from letters and diaries, but which contain enough interpolated matter to bring them under the heading of biography. The qualities needed in a biographer are piety and wit. Professor Morley has piety in abundance. She shows an almost morbid interest in everything Henry Crabb Robinson said and did, and follows up doubtful meanings in his letters with a minuteness worthy of a school text-book. Students of modern literary pathology will be interested by the footnote on page 53.1

Henry Crabb Robinson’s diaries and reminiscences are shortly to be published at greater length, and they will probably be of some interest when they appear, for he seems to have been a fairly typical Englishman of his time. He belonged to the puritanical monied class which was rising on the ruins of the old aristocracy, and which was liberal in the sense that it rather liked shaking its fist at any tyrant who was safely distant. He began, like Wordsworth, with an enthusiasm for the French Revolution, and ended up with the ineradicable anti-French prejudice which was produced in so many Englishmen by the long war with France. He was also keenly interested in the scientific inventions of his time, and carefully recorded his impressions on taking chloroform (he was one of the first people in England to do so) and on travelling in a railway train in 1833. The accounts of the chloroform and the railway journey, and the information that safety razors were already in use in 1849, are the only things I carry away from Professor Morley’s book with any sense of profit.




257. To Rayner Heppenstall

5 October 1935 Typewritten

50 Lawford Rd. Kentish Town NW.

Dear Rayner,

I managed to dig out your things, but only “apres plaingtzº et pleurs atº angoisseux gemissements.”1 I trust they are the right ones. I sent off my bloody serial-instalment and synopsis about a week ago, but don’t expect them to accept it. It is too much out of my line. If they do accept, I shall take about three weeks off, and shall probably go and stay somewhere near London where I can be in country air but come up to town once a week to see to the shop.2 If they don’t, I shall in any case take a week off, and shall probably come down to S’wold, in which case I will come over and see you. I am very happy to have got back to my novel,3 which is going not badly. I haven’t seen Michael4 for some time. Eileen says she won’t marry me as yet (of course you won’t repeat these things I tell you about E. etc.) as she is not earning any money at present and doesn’t want to be a drag on me. However, that will arrange itself later when she has finished her course at London University,5 and besides perhaps I shall be earning more next year. On the other hand by next year we may all have been blown sky-high. I was down at Greenwich the other day and looking at the river I thought what wonders a few bombs would work among the shipping. Last night I went with Geoffrey Gorer6 to see Greta Garbo in “Anna Karenina”—not too bad. Please remember me to the Murrys.

Yours

Eric




258. Report on Lecture ‘Confessions of a Down and Out’

South Woodford Literary Society, 16 October 1935


Arrangements for this lecture were made in May 1935 (see 246), and Orwell wrote to Moore in May 1936 (see 309) that it ‘passed off all right.’ It had ‘some such title as “Confessions of a Down & Out.”’ Some 400 to 500 people attended, and Orwell was delighted and surprised by the response; see 259, 260. The Woodford Times gave this report on the lecture in its issue of 25 October 1935 under the head ‘Confessions of a “Down and Out.”’



Mr. Orwell commenced by saying that by “destitution” he did not mean someone out of work and drawing the dole or parish relief, but those who really did not know where the next meal was coming from—the tramps who frequented the casual wards of workhouses. He gave a vivid description of terrible conditions under which these people existed; the life on the road, when their only way of getting a meal was by begging or petty theft; conditions in the casual ward, where they had to spend the night on a stone floor with three blankets for their bed and covering; shut in, without a light, for twelve or thirteen hours; the bad food, consisting of little else than bread and margarine and tea, and a piece of cheese and perhaps two hot boiled potatoes or parsnips for dinner. The result of this poor food on the health of men was obvious—they looked healthy when seen from a distance, because they were sunburnt, but they were really very unhealthy and constantly undernourished. The total amount of food which a man received in twenty-four hours in a casual ward was 1½ lbs. of very inferior bread, 2 ozs. margarine, 2 ozs. cheese, one quart of tea, and possibly two potatoes or parsnips.

They were also very much at the mercy of the weather as they were obliged to keep on the move, the law forbidding them to visit the same casual ward more than twice in a month. If a tramp once got wet, he usually stayed wet for several days, in addition to which, he couldn’t make a fire in really heavy rain to cook any food which he might have been able to obtain.

Mr. Orwell also spoke at some length on the other evils of this system, its causes, and possible remedies, and said that many people were apt to regard a destitute man as a rogue who needed discouraging as much as possible, and he did not think much could be done in the way of improvement until people realised that they were human beings like the rest of the community, driven by force of circumstances to lead this wretched life.




259. To Rayner Heppenstall

Friday, [18 October 1935] Handwritten

50 Lawford Rd. Kentish Town

Dear Rayner,

In haste. Herewith things—trust they are the right ones. Still can’t find pouch.1 Coming down to S’wold on Sunday to stay till Friday. Will come across & see you if poss. It depends on buses as I can’t drive my sister’s present car—however I will manage it somehow. I haven’t heard about my serial—probably it will all turn out a frost. Novel struggling towards its end. Lecture on Wed. went over big. Was surprised to find how easy it is.

Yours

Eric




260. To Leonard Moore

Saturday, [26 October 1935] Handwritten

50 Lawford Rd. Kentish Town NW. 5

Dear Mr Moore,

Many thanks for your letter. I really hardly expected the serial business toº much. I will however go & see Miss Gosse1 as suggested some time next week.

I forget if I told you my lecture on the 16th went off quite successfully. There was an audience of 400 or 500 people & they seemed quite interested, & the secretary asked me to come again next year. This suggested to me that we might perhaps try to get some more lecture engagements—this year it would be too late, I suppose, as one has to book up during the summer for the winter months—& perhaps it would be a useful sideline.

If you are communicating with the press-cutting people any time, I wonder if you could ask them not to send me cuttings of my own contributions to magazines?

My novel is a bit behind, but I think I shall just manage to finish it by the end of the year. A Frenchman writes asking whether we would like “La Vache Enragée” translated into English!

Yours sincerely

Eric A. Blair




261. ‘St Andrew’s Day, 1935’

The Adelphi, November 19351


Sharply the menacing wind sweeps over

The bending poplars, newly bare,

And the dark ribbons of the chimneys

Veer downward; flicked by whips of air,




Torn posters flutter; coldly sound

The boom of trams and the rattling of hooves,

And the clerks who hurry to the station

Look, shuddering, over the Eastern rooves,




Thinking, each one, “Here comes the winter!

“Please God I keep my job this year!”

And bleakly, as the cold strikes through

Their entrails like an icy spear,




They think of rent, rates, season tickets,

Insurance, coal, the skivvy’s wages,

Boots, schoolbills, and the next instalment

Upon the two twin beds from Drage’s.2




For if in careless summer days

In groves of Ashtaroth we whored,

Repentant now, when winds blow cold,

We kneel before our rightful lord;




The lord of all, the money-god,

Who owns us, blood and hand and brain,

Who gives the roof that stops the wind,

And, giving, takes away again;




Who marks with jealous, watchful care

Our thoughts, our dreams, our secret ways,

Who picks our words and cuts our clothes

And maps the pattern of our days;




Who chills our anger, curbs our hope,

And buys our lives and pays with toys,

Who claims as tribute broken faith,

Accepted insults, muted joys;




Who binds with chains the poet’s wit,

The navvy’s strength, the soldier’s pride,

And lays the sleek, estranging shield

Between the lover and his bride.






262. To Leonard Moore

8 November 1935 Typewritten

50 Lawford Rd. Kentish Town NW. 5

Dear Mr Moore,

Many thanks for your two letters and for sending back those Ms. I rang up Miss Gosse, and it seems she wanted me to do something about unemployment etc. For the moment I am rather tired of that subject besides being very busy with my novel, but I have an idea for my next book which, if it came to anything, might be useful to the News Chronicle incidentally.

I wonder if it would be possible to get Mr Gollancz to let me have something in advance? I am very hard up,’1 so much so that I shall shortly have difficulty in paying my rent etc.,2 and I particularly don’t want to be worried about money at this moment when I am struggling with the closing stages of my novel. I don’t know whether there are any royalties coming to me, very likely not, as I haven’t seen any statements of sales, but perhaps he would advance me something on my present novel if I typed out and sent a substantial wad of it. I should be greatly obliged if you would find out.

The reason why I was amused at the Frenchman suggesting an English translation of LA VACHE ENRAGEEº is that this is the French title of Down and Out.º He evidently hadn’t read the book but had heard bits of it on the radio. I suppose if we were clever we would have sold him the translation rights for a trifle.

Yours sincerely

Eric Blair




263. Review of Tropic of Cancer by Henry Miller; The Wolf at the Door by Robert Francis

New English Weekly, 14 November 1935

Modern man is rather like a bisected wasp which goes on sucking jam and pretends that the loss of its abdomen does not matter. It is some perception of this fact which brings books like Tropic of Cancer (for there will probably be more and more of them as time goes on) into being.

Tropic of Cancer is a novel, or perhaps rather a chunk of autobiography, about Americans in Paris—not the monied dilettante type, but the out-at-elbow, good-for-nothing type. There is much in it that is remarkable, but its most immediately noticeable and perhaps essential feature is its descriptions of sexual encounters. These are interesting not because of any pornographic appeal (quite the contrary), but because they make a definite attempt to get at real facts. They describe sexual life from the point of view of the man in the street—but, it must be admitted, rather a debased version of the man in the street. Nearly all the characters in the book are habitués of the brothel. They act and describe their action with a callous coarseness which is unparalleled in fiction, though common enough in real life. Taken as a whole, the book might even be called a vilification of human nature. As it may justly be asked what good is done by vilifying human nature, I must amplify the remark I made above.

One result of the breakdown of religious belief has been a sloppy idealization of the physical side of life. In a way this is natural enough. For if there is no life beyond the grave, it is obviously harder to face the fact that birth, copulation, etc., are in certain aspects disgusting. In the Christian centuries, of course, a pessimistic view of life was taken more or less for granted. “Man that is born of woman hath but a short time to live and is full of misery,” says the Prayer Book, with the air of stating something obvious. But it is a different matter to admit that life is full of misery when you believe that the grave really finishes you. It is easier to comfort yourself with some kind of optimistic lie. Hence the tee-heeing brightness of Punch, hence Barrie and his bluebells, hence H. G. Wells and his Utopiæ infested by nude school-marms. Hence, above all, the monstrous soppification of the sexual theme in most of the fiction of the past hundred years. A book like Tropic of Cancer, which deals with sex by brutally insisting on the facts, swings the pendulum too far, no doubt, but it does swing it in the right direction. Man is not a Yahoo, but he is rather like a Yahoo and needs to be reminded of it from time to time. All one asks of a book of this kind is that it shall do its job competently and without snivelling—conditions that are satisfied in this case, I think.

Probably, although he chooses to describe ugly things, Mr. Miller would not answer to the name of pessimist. He even has passages of rather Whitmanesque enthusiasm for the process of life. What he seems to be saying is that if one stiffens oneself by the contemplation of ugliness, one ends by finding life not less but more worth living. From a literary point of view his book is competent, though not dazzlingly so. It is firmly done, with very few lapses into the typical modern slipshoddy. If it attracts critical attention it will no doubt be coupled with Ulysses, quite wrongly. Ulysses is not only a vastly better book, but also quite different in intention. Joyce is primarily an artist; Mr. Miller is a discerning though hardboiled person giving his opinions about life. I find his prose difficult to quote because of the unprintable words which are scattered all over it, but here is one sample:—

“When the tide is on the ebb and only a few syphilitic mermaids are left stranded in the muck the Dome looks like a shooting gallery that’s been struck by a cyclone. Everything is slowly dribbling back to the sewer. For about an hour there is a death-like calm during which the vomit is mopped up. Suddenly the trees begin to screech. From one end of the boulevard to the other a demented song rises up. It is the signal that announces the close of the exchange. What hopes there were are swept up. The moment has come to void the last bagful of urine. The day is sneaking in like a leper. . . . ”

There is a fine rhythm to that. The American language is less flexible and refined than the English, but it has more life in it, perhaps. I do not imagine that in Tropic of Cancer I have discovered the great novel of the century, but I do think it a remarkable book, and I strongly advise anyone who can get hold of a copy to have a look at it.1

With The Wolf at the Door we are on more familiar ground. In a way it is the exact opposite of Tropic of Cancer, for it comes under the heading of “literature of escape.” The question always is, of course, where are you escaping to? In this case it is to the fantastic but very detailed universe inhabited by a small child. The story, which Mr. Havelock Ellis, who contributes an introduction, declared to be essentially “a dream,” is about a peasant girl, child of desperately poor parents, in northern France soon after the war of 1870. I can best indicate its quality by a quotation:—

“I placed my books, The Office of the Dead and Selected Thoughts from Bossuet, in front of my seat, and as we knelt the little board reached level with my teeth. Should prayers last too long, I would suck the red off the Selected Thoughts, and my lips coloured themselves crimson. That Sunday I bit the wood, I remember particularly the taste of that Chantecroix wood, smacking of resin and covered with the grease of our little hands – and I broke one of my front teeth. . . .”

This kind of thing goes on, in a monstrous turbid stream almost without paragraphs, [for] four hundred pages. There are two things that strike one. First, that one would not expect such a shapeless book from a French writer; second, that shapeless or no it has undoubted power in it. On every page and almost in very line there are little touches like that of the child sucking the colour off the prayer-book, and as a whole the book is a marvel of imaginative reconstruction. Those who like the atmosphere-of-childhood stuff (nothing soppy, either—no tinkling through the Wendy glades) will revel in it. It is hard not to feel that the author could do better if he would trouble to cut and revise. But I am nervous of saying this, partly because all the French critics seem to have hailed the book as a masterpiece, partly because I have not read it in the original.

As to the translation, except for the dialogue, that never-escaped pitfall, it reads so unlike a translation that one may presume it to be a very good one.
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264. To Leonard Moore

17 January 1936 Handwritten postcard

1 South End Road Hampstead NW.3

Dear Mr Moore,

I handed my novel in to Mr Gollancz personally on Wednesday.1 I would have sent it via you as usual, but it was already late & as it had your label on it I thought it would be all right. I heard from Mr Gollancz this morning to say he liked it & was sending it to be vetted by his solicitor.

I have left my address at Lawford Rd., & am not certain where I shall settle down next, but could you send all communications to the above address? They will always be forwarded from there.

Yours sincerely

Eric A Blair




265. ‘Rudyard Kipling’

New English Weekly, 23 January 1936

Rudyard Kipling1 was the only popular English writer of this century who was not at the same time a thoroughly bad writer. His popularity was, of course, essentially middle-class. In the average middle-class family before the War, especially in Anglo-Indian families, he had a prestige that is not even approached by any writer of to-day. He was a sort of household god with whom one grew up and whom one took for granted whether one liked him or whether one did not. For my own part I worshipped Kipling at thirteen, loathed him at seventeen, enjoyed him at twenty, despised him at twenty-five and now again rather admire him. The one thing that was never possible, if one had read him at all, was to forget him. Certain of his stories, for instance The Strange Ride, Drums of the Fore and Aft and The Mark of the Beast, are about as good as it is possible for that kind of story to be. They are, moreover, exceedingly well told. For the vulgarity of his prose style is only a surface fault; in the less obvious qualities of construction and economy he is supreme. It is, after all (see the “Times Literatureº Supplement”), much easier to write inoffensive prose than to tell a good story. And his verse, though it is almost a by-word for badness, has the same peculiarly memorable quality.


“I’ve lost Britain, I’ve lost Gaul,

“I’ve lost Rome, and, worst of all,

“I’ve lost Lalage!”



may be only a jingle, and The Road to Mandalay may be something worse than a jingle, but they do ‘stay by one.’ They remind one that it needs a streak of genius even to become a by-word.

What is much more distasteful in Kipling than sentimental plots or vulgar tricks of style, is the imperialism to which he chose to lend his genius. The most one can say is that when he made it the choice was more forgivable than it would be now. The imperialism of the ’eighties and ’nineties was sentimental, ignorant and dangerous, but it was not entirely despicable. The picture then called up by the word “empire” was a picture of overworked officials and frontier skirmishes, not of Lord Beaverbrook and Australian butter. It was still possible to be an imperialist and a gentleman, and of Kipling’s personal decency there can be no doubt. It is worth remembering that he was the most widely popular English writer of our time, and yet that no one, perhaps, so consistently refrained from making a vulgar show of his personality.

If he had never come under imperialist influences, and if he had developed, as he might well have done, into a writer of music-hall songs, he would have been a better and more lovable writer. In the rôle he actually chose, one was bound to think of him, after one had grown up, as a kind of enemy, a man of alien and perverted genius. But now that he is dead, I for one cannot help wishing that I could offer some kind of tribute—a salute of guns, if such a thing were available—to the story-teller who was so important to my childhood.




266. Review of Night Pieces by Thomas Burke; Jagged Skyline by Mary Dunstan; Full Circle by Hilda Lewis; The Lively Lady by Kenneth Roberts; War Paint by F. V. Morley; Long Shadows by Lady Sanderson; Who Goes Home? by Richard Curle; Gaudy Night by Dorothy Sayers; The Queen of Spies by Major Thomas Coulson; Bright Armour by Monica Salmond

New English Weekly, 23 January 1936

When is a novel not a novel?

Take almost any serial from “Peg’s Paper” or “Violet’s Paper,” paragraph it in a civilised manner, give it a sophisticated title (this is done by choosing a title that ought to have a “the” in it and then leaving out the “the”), and it will be found to be quite indistinguishable from four-fifths of the things that pass as novels nowadays. As a matter of fact, several of the books on my present list are rather worse than “Peg’s Paper,” because they are just as infantile and vulgar and have much less vitality. However, with ten books to review I have no space for a jeremiad on the present state of English fiction. So here goes.

Mr. Burke’s Night Pieces are ghost stories of a rather mild kind. I don’t think Mr. Burke is at his best with the supernatural, but Yesterday Street is not a bad story. Miss Dunstan’s Jagged Skyline is romantic—Alps and long-lost half-brothers. Full Circle is a very long novel of the miniature saga type, covering two or three generations. It is about Jews, but as these Jews are apparently not kosher and not persecuted for their Jewishness, it might just as well be about Gentiles. There is the inevitable family feud, the inevitable Romeo-Juliet motif, and the inevitable reconciliation when it is too late. A dull, stodgy novel, fairly competently written.

The Lively Lady and War Paint are both of them historical novels dealing with approximately the same period—the period of the Napoleonic War. The Lively Lady is written by an American. It is blood and thundery stuff about privateering in the war of 1812, and is chiefly interesting as showing that the old-fashioned, nineteenth-century type of American bumptiousness (“The libation of freedom must sometimes be quaffed in blood,” etc.) is still going strong. War Paint, though written by an Englishman, is also about Americans. It is an exceedingly naïve adventure story, and at the same time a sort of Chelsea Hospital for superannuated jokes. For my own part I don’t object to old jokes—indeed, I reverence them. When sea-sickness and adultery have ceased to be funny, Western civilization will have ceased to exist. But with the plot of a story it is a rather different matter; there, I think, we have a right to expect something new. I would like to draw Mr. Morley’s attention to a certain chapter in the middle of his book and to a certain story of Conan Doyle’s entitled The Striped Chest.

After this we take a dive into the sewers of literature. I see no reason to be polite to a book like Long Shadows. It is tripe. One quotation should be enough:

“. . . the house was folded in the silence of night, while towards it, all unseen in the darkness, came the spirit of the past, stirred from its long rest and bringing who can say what joy and sorrow to those on whom its shadow should fall?”

Who Goes Home? is perhaps a very little better. It is a mystery-story, and it does work up a faint flicker of interest as to what is going to happen. But what English! It is amazing that people can go on turning out books year after year and yet continue to write so badly. Here for example is a sentence (it has points of interest for the social historian) explaining why the villain was a villain:

“Gore’s background was austere and bourgeois, but perhaps long ago there had been some frustrated poet in the family, to say nothing of some would-be swindler or worse, and perhaps their influence had mysteriously fused in him.”

The moral would seem to be, never frustrate a poet.

I do not share the opinion expressed in the “Observer” that Gaudy Night puts Miss Sayers “definitely among the great writers,” but there is no doubt that as far as literary ability goes she is out of the class of the other writers I am considering here. Yet even she, if one looks closely, is not so far removed from “Peg’s Paper” as might appear at a casual glance. It is, after all, a very ancient trick to write novels with a lord for a hero. Where Miss Sayers has shown more astuteness than most is in perceiving that you can carry that kind of thing off a great deal better if you pretend to treat it as a joke. By being, on the surface, a little ironical about Lord Peter Wimsey and his noble ancestors, she is enabled to lay on the snobbishness (“his lordship,” etc.) much thicker than any overt snob would dare to do. Also, her slickness in writing has blinded many readers to the fact that her stories, considered as detective-stories, are very bad ones. They lack the minimum of probability that even a detective-story ought to have, and the crime is always committed in a way that is incredibly tortuous and quite uninteresting. In Gaudy Night Harriet Vane has at last succumbed to Lord Peter’s advances. So it is time that Lord Peter, who is now forty-five, settled down and gave up detection. But needless to say he won’t. He and his title are a lot too profitable for that. A little bird in a yellow jacket has just whispered to me that next year there will be another corpse in the library and Lord Peter and Harriet (Viscountess Wimsey?) will be off on a fresh quest.

My last two books are not novels, but books about the War. The Queen of Spies is the story of Louise de Bettignies, a celebrated spy of the Allies who died in captivity and who, according to Major Coulson, was responsible for warning the French general staff that the great German attack of 1916 was to be directed at Verdun. As usual, bad writing triumphs over interesting material. Major Coulson really ought to steer clear of this kind of thing (it has a paragraph to itself in the book): “Those wounds of the heart, they hurt no less because we cover them with a smile!”

Bright Armour is the history of the experiences of a V.A.D. It is interesting, because it is a plain record of fact, presented by somebody who would probably be incapable of invention. The English is of a badness passing belief. Here is one example:

“I felt keen sorrow at parting with my brilliant hunter Schoolgirl without even seeing her—how bitter it would have been if the whole sum of things had not been so acute.”

How could a sum be acute? It sounds like a mixture of arithmetic and geometry. Amateur writers would save themselves and their readers a lot of trouble if they would grasp the very simple rule that one ought never to use the passive voice where the active will do. Lady Salmond seems to take a positive delight in using the passive. Thus when she wants to say that she saw some Zeppelins overhead she says “They were perceived in the dark sky,” leaving it uncertain who “perceived” them.

Plenty of people, I imagine would find Bright Armour interesting, because it has something definite to relate and gives one an idea of what the War was like from a nurse’s point of view. I imagine, too, that detective-story fans will not let Gaudy Night pass unread. But as for the other books on this list—no!




267. Changes to Avoid Libel in Keep the Aspidistra Flying


Orwell’s letter to his agent, Leonard Moore, of 17 January says that the manuscript of Keep the Aspidistra Flying was handed in ‘to Mr Gollancz’ on 15 January, and that Gollancz was ‘sending it to be vetted by his solicitor’; see 264; Harold Rubinstein wrote his report on 20 January, having, evidently, worked through the weekend on vetting the text (according to Who’s Who, his ‘recreation’ was ‘homework’).

Orwell responded on 23 January, although his enclosed notes are dated 21 January; see 268. The addressee of this letter is not known: Orwell simply wrote ‘Dear Sir.’ It is probable that Victor Gollancz was not being addressed, for, even though Orwell was put out at having to make changes, he by now addressed Gollancz by name.

Stansky and Abrahams believe Norman Collins handled this matter: ‘The novel was scheduled for publication at the beginning of March 1936. Proofs were in hand in January. And then belatedly, someone at Gollancz seems to have subjected the text to the closest scrutiny, for all at once a crisis over the possibility of libel erupted. . . . Once again Orwell found himself in conference with Norman Collins, to whom he had taken a firm dislike—the aftermath, no doubt, of that earlier similar conference over Burmese Days—discussing the potentially actionable points that would have to be altered. As before, Orwell yielded to reason—what could one do?’ (II, 133)

This may be what happened, though Collins’s part in the conference on Burmese Days has been exaggerated. The train of events is more complicated.

A letter of 29 January signed by Dorothy Horsman, a director of Victor Gollancz Ltd (see 269, n. 1), told Orwell (whom she addresses as Eric Blair) that she had sent his letter to Rubinstein, and was now sending him Rubenstein’s comments, with copies of pages 304, 4 and 6 (her order) of the typescript, for comment and/or alteration. Orwell’s reply of 31 January is written on Miss Horsman’s letter; see 269.

The manuscript was presumably then sent for composition, and Orwell went off to the north.

Just over a fortnight later, on 17 February, Collins wrote a conciliatory letter to Orwell asking him to consider further changes. Quite possibly the printer alerted the publisher to danger, for he would be equally liable to punishment under what Collins described as ‘the extraordinary laws of this peculiar country.’ Collins stressed that he had discussed every point raised ‘with Mr Gollancz and we have brought the number of changes down to an irreducible minimum.’

The letter was addressed to 72 Warrington Lane, Wigan. Orwell replied the next day, but from 22 Darlington Street; see 279. That was no sooner sent than Orwell was asked to make further changes, in the advertising slogans. His telegram of 19 February said this was impossible, see 281. On 24 February, having already corrected the proofs, he addressed to Gollancz a further series of changes, mainly of advertising matter, in response to a letter from Collins. The same day, he wrote to Moore expressing his anguish at having to make the changes in proof by using the same number of letters; see 284. Moore received the letter on 25 February and on the 26th wrote to Collins, including the first paragraph of Orwell’s letter in its entirety and commenting: ‘As you will see, he is by no means unreasonable and I hope next time you will not send the book to press until everything that needs to be done has been done to the typescript.’ Collins, playing fair, marked the letter to be seen by Gollancz.

What happened was clearly hard on Orwell, though it is easy today to underestimate the genuine basis for the publisher’s anxieties. He simply could not afford even to win a libel or defamation suit, never mind lose one. As Collins put it in his letter to Orwell on 17 February, ‘you may have noticed that no fewer than four books have been withdrawn during the past week or so’ as a result of actions for libel. It is apparent that there is no question of Collins and Orwell being locked in conference: all was conducted by correspondence.

Certainly Orwell did not get on easily with Collins in years to come, and the seeds for their antipathy were evidently watered by this exchange. See Orwell’s letter to Jack Common of 17 March (295), in which he blamed the alterations on Collins.

What really is behind the bitterness Orwell felt is that he had, psychologically, put Keep the Aspidistra Flying out of his mind, as any author will do. That changes were belatedly required was bad enough, but perhaps what made the request much more trying was the contrast between seemingly pettifogging legalisms and the harsh reality of what Orwell was seeing in Wigan and his awakening to a world so much harsher than that of Gordon Comstock and the trivialities of Roland Butta. The contrast between the changes he typed out on 24 February and his diary entry for that day—during which he visited the aptly named Crippen mine—is striking. It was hardly surprising that he expressed a sense of outrage when writing to Moore. Details of textual changes are given in CW, IV,. 279–87. See also Sheila Hodges, Gollancz: The Story of a Publishing House, 1928–1978 (1978), 106–07, especially 107: ‘Libel was generally something of a nightmare with Orwell’s books. It was not that he was deliberately difficult—on the contrary; but he seems to have had great difficulty in grasping either what constitutes libel in this country, even when the legal position had been clearly explained to him, or the very real dangers involved. Keep the Aspidistra Flying, a fierce attack on the evils of mass advertising, is a case in point. The novel was already in page proof before it emerged, quite by accident, that Orwell had been wrong in assuring Gollancz that the firms he took to task in the book were imaginary, or, in those cases where they were real, that he had changed the names so materially that identification was impossible.’

Among Orwell’s papers was a copy of an impersonal letter, signed by Victor Gollancz, addressed ‘Dear Sir or Madam,’ on the subject of libel. This opened by saying that, because some authors were not very clear about the law of libel, an outline of its provisions was being provided. It explained how a living person might be able to claim he or she had been libelled, and also how a company might be libelled. The letter concluded: ‘If, in the case of your own book (which we have just accepted for publication) you have any doubt about these points, you should communicate with us at once before the book is set up in type.’ It is not possible to tell whether Orwell received this letter in January 1936, after Keep the Aspidistra Flying had been accepted and he had assured Gollancz that the firms he took to task were imaginary, or whether he received it after Coming Up for Air was delivered in the spring of 1939. It is possible the letter was drafted as a result of Gollancz’s experience in publishing Keep the Aspidistra Flying.






268. To Victor Gollancz Ltd

23 January 1936 Typewritten

At. 1 South End Road Hampstead NW.31

Dear Sir,

Herewith are notes on the alterations I have made in KEEP THE ASPIDISTRA flYING.2 I trust all will now be well. If not, I shall be in London for another week, possibly a little less, and could see you if required.

I am sending the MS. under separate registered cover.

Yours faithfully

Eric A. Blair

21.1.36

With ref. to the attached.3

P. 4, 6. The only real slogans among those quoted on p. 6 are “Are you a Highbrow? Dandruff is the reason” and “Pyorrhea? Not me!” I suppose it is O.K. to quote these so long as one doesn’t comment to the effect that the claims they make are untrue? So I have cut out “exhorting you to rot your guts with this or that synthetic garbage” on p. 4. I don’t think that “Foul, bloody things”4 on p. 6 amounts to comment, does it?

As to the imaginary product “Bovex.” Of course I intend one of the meat-extracts that are on the market, but not any particular one. There are Bovril, Oxo, Beefex, Exox and I believe one other, but there isn’t one called Bovex. Surely this is safe enough? Now that the remark about “garbage” is cut out there is no comment on the quality of the things advertised, only a protest against the whole business of advertisement.

P. 9. Have got theº rid of the word “garbage.”

P. 14. This is the sort of comment one makes anywhere in a review.

P. 25. By “papery smoke” I meant smoke tasting of paper. I have altered it to “acrid smoke.”

P. 29. All the characters are quite imaginary. Could put the usual note to this effect at the beginning if desired.

P. 48. The epitaph is quite imaginary. As to the name, it seems to me there is the same danger about all names.

pp. 65–66. These are the sort of advertisements you see in Peg’s Paper, Violet’s Paper etc. The only ones I have actually seen are “The Truth about Bad Legs” and “Drink Habit conquered in Three Days.” Surely one has the right to quote these if one doesn’t comment? I have cut out the implied comment in “descended to” and “sneaky.” The “Drink Habit conquered” people were among those exposed in “Secret Remedies.”

pp. 67, 73. Reference to Clark’s College cut out. Also the word “arsewipers” cut out as it might be objected to.

P. 120. See note here.

p. 163. “Defiled with” (posters) altered to “dotted with.”

pp. 183–185. I altered certain passages here in Mr Gollancz’s office and I think he has now no objection.

p. 250. Have altered this so that no particular locality is pointed to. My late employer is not “the original of Mr McKechnie.” But in any case he has no objection.

P. 263. See note here. So far as I know there is no bookshop in the Waterloo Road and in any case it is an unlikely locality for a “rare” bookshop. But I took care not to say in what part of the Waterloo Road (which is a long road) the bookshop was.

P. 273. See note here.

P. 304. I have dealt with this in connection with pp. 4, 6.5

p. 323. Reference to Drage’s and Times Furnishing Co. cut out.




269. To Dorothy Horsman

[31 January 1936] Handwritten


Dorothy Horsman1 wrote to Orwell on 29 January 1936, enclosing Rubinstein’s reply to Orwell’s letter of 23 January and copies of pages 4, 6, and 304; she asked for Orwell’s comments. What concerned Rubinstein was that the Bovex advertisement referred to on 304 of the typescript (CW, IV, 257) was ‘on entirely different lines from the Bovex advertisement quoted in the earlier pages,’ 4 and 6 (CW, IV, 4, 5).2 Orwell, evidently in great haste, since he was leaving for his journey north on the 31st, simply annotated Miss Horsman’s letter as follows and returned all the correspondence to her.



This is perfectly all right. The advert. on p. 304 is not based on any identifiable advert. or any real advert. whatever. I don’t think there is the slightest need to alter it.

I am leaving London today, but letters addressed to I South End Road, Hampstead NW.3, will be forwarded.

E A. Blair




270. The Road to Wigan Pier Diary

31 January–25 March 1936


Orwell kept a diary and made a large number of notes to assist him in writing The Road to Wigan Pier. These notes, mainly drawn from printed sources, are in Appendix 2, see 345 to 355. The diary is not given en bloc; each day is placed in chronological order with surviving letters of the period and the review published in New English Weekly of 5 March. This enables the irritations arising from changes demanded in Keep the Aspidistra Flying to be associated directly with the events of the day on which he responded, as does his letter to Moore of 24 February 1936; see 284.

When a letter and a diary entry have the same date, the entry is placed last, following the convention that a diary is written last thing at night. The entries, here in sloped, or inclined, roman type, are from a typewritten text, probably made by Orwell, after his move to Wallington in April (see 297, n. 1), from entries handwritten at the time of the events described. It is possible that he typed them during his ‘tour,’ using the typewriter on which he typed his letters, but the typescript is in two separately paginated sections (1–36 for 31 January to 5 March inclusive; 1–25, with the heading ‘Diary,’ for the remainder), so later typing is more probable. The manner of the change to ‘slum Corporation houses’ (see 287, n. 6) suggests Orwell’s typing, but the footnote added to the entry of 18 March 1936 (see 296) might lend support to typing by someone else, or by Orwell and another (Eileen?). The more important handwritten emendations to the typescript, all in Orwell’s hand, are given in the notes. Spelling and typing idiosyncracies that may be Orwell’s have not been changed (but are marked with º); minor typing slips have been corrected silently as elsewhere. For the financial arrangements for this journey, see 341.

Orwell drew a map of this journey. As a help in relating with each other the places he visited, it is given first here, although it must have been prepared later.

For this period, see Crick, 277–312; Stansky and Abrahams, II, 133–96, and, in Orwell Remembered: Humphrey Dakin, ‘The Brother-in-Law Strikes Back’; Joe Kennan, ‘With the Wigan Miners’; May Deiner, ‘A Visit to Liverpool’; Sydney Smith, ‘On a Street Corner in Wigan’; ‘Jack Common’s Recollections’ (which cover a longer period). The World of George Orwell contains Ian Hamilton’s ‘Along the Road to Wigan Pier’ (illustrated). Peter Lewis illustrates the original Wigan Pier and Orwell’s first lodgings in Wigan (72 Warrington Lane) in George Orwell: The Road to 1984. See also Beatrice Campbell, Wigan Pier Revisited: Poverty and Politics in the 1980s (1983).






271. Orwell’s Sketch Map of his Journey to the North
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272. The Road to Wigan Pier Diary

31.1.36.   To Coventry by train as arranged, arriving about 4 pm. Bed and Breakfast house, very lousy, 3/6. Framed certificate in hall setting forth that (John Smith) had been elected to the rank of Primo Buffo. Two beds in room—charge for room1 to yourself 5/–. Smell as in common lodging houses. Half-witted servant girl with huge body, tiny head and rolls of fat at back of neck curiously recalling ham-fat.

1.2.36.   Lousy breakfast with Yorkshire commercial traveller. Walked 12 miles to outskirts of Birmingham, took bus to Bull Ring (very like Norwich Market) and arrived 1 pm. Lunch in Birmingham and bus to Stourbridge. Walked 4–5 miles to Clent Youth Hostel. Red soil everywhere. Birds courting a little, cock chaffinches and bullfinches very bright and cock partridge making mating call. Except for village of Meridew, hardly a decent house between Coventry and Birmingham. West of Birmingham the usual villa-civilization creeping out over the hills. Raining all day, on and off.

Distance walked, 16 miles. Spent on conveyances, 1/4. On food, 2/3.

2.2.36.   Comfortable night in hostel, which I had to myself. One-storey wooden building with huge coke stove which kept it very hot. You pay 1/– for bed, 2d for the stove and put pennies in the gas for cooking. Bread, milk etc. on sale at hostel. You have to have your own sleeping bag but get blankets, mattress and pillows. Tiring evening because the warden’s son, I suppose out of kindness, came across and played ping-pong with me till I could hardly stand on my feet. In the morning long talk with the warden who keeps poultry and collects glass and pewter. He told me how in France in 1918, on the heels of the retreating Germans, he looted some priceless glass which was discovered and looted from him in turn by his divisional general. Also showed me some nice pieces of pewter and some very curious Japanese pictures, showing clear traces of European influence, looted by his father in some naval expedition about 1860.

Left 10 am., walked to Stourbridge, took bus to Wolverhampton, wandered about slummy parts of Wolverhampton for a while, then had lunch and walked 10 miles to Penkridge. Wolverhampton seems frightful place. Everywhere vistas of mean little houses still enveloped in drifting smoke, though this was Sunday, and along the railway line huge banks of clay and conical chimneys (“pot-banks.”) Walk from W’ton to Penkridge very dull and raining all the way. Villa-civilization stretches almost unbroken between the two towns. In Penkridge about 4.30 halted for cup of tea. A tiny frouzy parlour with a nice fire, a little wizened oldish man and an enormous woman about 45, with tow-coloured bobbed hair and no front teeth. Both of them thought me a hero to be walking on such a day. Had tea with them en famille. About 5.15 left and walked another couple of miles, then caught bussº the remaining 4 miles to Stafford. Went to Temperance Hotel thinking this would be cheap, but bed and breakfast 5/-. The usual dreadful room and twill sheets greyish and smelly as usual. Went to bathroom and found commercial traveller developing snapshots in bath. Persuaded him to remove them and had bath, after which I find myself very footsore.

Distance walked, about 16 miles. Spent on conveyances, (1/5). On food, 2/8½.

3.2.36.   Left 9 am. and took bus to Hanley. Walked round Hanley and part of Burslem. Frightfully cold, bitter wind, and it had been snowing in the night; blackened snow lying about everywhere. Hanley and Burslem about the most dreadful places I have seen. Labyrinths of tiny blackened houses and among them the pot-banks like monstrous burgundy bottles half buried in the soil, belching forth smoke. Signs of poverty everywhere and very poor shops. In places enormous chasms delved out, one of them about 200 yards wide and about as deep, with rusty iron trucks on a chain railway crawling up one side, and here and there on the almost perpendicular face of the other, a few workmen hanging like samphire-gatherers, cutting into the face with their picks apparently aimlessly, but I suppose digging out clay. Walked on to Eldon and lunch at pub there. Frightfully cold. Hilly country, splendid views, especially when one gets further east and hedges give way to stone walls. Lambs here seem much more backward than down south. Walked on to Rudyard Lake.

Rudyard Lake (really a reservoir, supplying the pottery towns) very depressing. In the summer it is a pleasure resort. Cafes, houseboats and pleasure-boats every ten yards, all deserted and flyblown, this being the off-season. Notices relating to fishing, but I examined the water and it did not look to me as though it had any fish in it. Not a soul anywhere and bitter wind blowing. All the broken ice had been blown up to the south end, and the waves were rocking it up and down, making a clank-clank, clank-clank—the most melancholy noise I ever heard. (Mem. to use in novel some time and to have an empty Craven A packet bobbing up and down among the ice.)

Found hostel, about 1 mile further on, with difficulty. Alone again. A most peculiar place this time. A great draughty barrack of a house, built in the sham-castle style—somebody’s Folly—about 1860. All but three or four of the rooms quite empty. Miles of echoing stone passages, no lighting except candles and only smoky little oilstoves to cook on. Terribly cold.

Only (2/8)d left, so tomorrow must go into Manchester (walk to Macclesfield, then bus) and cash cheque.

Distance walked, 12 miles. Spent on conveyances (1/8). On food, 2/8½d. 4.2.36.   Got out of bed so cold that I could not do up any buttons and had to [go] down and thaw my hands before I could dress. Left about 10.30 am. A marvellous morning. Earth frozen hard as iron, not a breath of wind and the sun shining brightly. Not a soul stirring. Rudyard lake (about 1½ miles long) had frozen over during the night. Wild ducks walking about disconsolately on the ice. The sun coming up and the light slanting along the ice the most wonderful red-gold colour I have ever seen. Spent a long time throwing stones over the ice. A jagged stone skimming across ice makes exactly the same sound as a redshank whistling.

Walked to Macclesfield, 10 or 11 miles, then bus to Manchester. Went and collected letters, then to bank to cash cheque but found they were shut—they shut at 3 pm here. Very awkward as I had only 3d in hand. Went to Youth Hostel headquarters and asked them to cash cheque, but they refused, then to Police Station to ask them to introduce me to a solicitor who would cash a cheque, but they also refused. Frightfully cold. Streets encrusted with mounds of dreadful black stuff which was really snow frozen hard and blackened by smoke. Did not want to spend night in streets. Found my way to poor quarter (Chester Street), went to pawnshop and tried to pawn raincoat but they said they did not take them any longer. Then it occurred to me my scarf was pawnable, and they gave me 1/11d on it. Went to common lodging house, of which there were three close together in Chester Street.

Long letter from Rees advising me about people to go and see, one of them, luckily, in Manchester.

Distance walked, about 13 miles. Spent on conveyances, 2/–. On food, 10d.

5.2.36.   Went and tried to see Meade but he was out. Spent day in common lodging house. Much as in London. 11d for bed, cubicles not dormitories. The “deputy” a cripple as they seem so often to be. Dreadful method here of making tea in tin bowls. Cashed cheque in morning but shall stay tonight in lodging house and go and see Meade tomorrow.

6–10.2.36.   Staying with the Meades2 at 49 Brynton Rd., Longsight, Manchester. Brynton Rd. is in one of the new building estates. Very decent houses with bathrooms and electric light, rent I suppose about 12/– or 14/–. Meade is some kind of Trade Union Official and has something to do with the editing of Labour’s Northern Voice—these are the people who do the publishing side of the Adelphi. The M.s have been very decent to me. Both are working-class people, speak with Lancashire accents and have worn the clogs in their childhood, but the atmosphere in a place like this is entirely middle-class. Both the M.s were faintly scandalised to hear I had been in the common lodging house in Manchester. I am struck again by the fact that as soon as a working man gets an official post in the Trade Union or goes into Labour politics, he becomes middle-class whether he will or no. ie. by fighting against the bourgeoisie he becomes a bourgeois. The fact is that you cannot help living in the manner appropriate and developing the ideology appropriate to your income (in M’s case I suppose about £4 a week.) The only quarrel I have with the M.s is that they call me “comrade.” Mrs M., as usual, does not understand much about politics but has adopted her husband’s views as a wife ought to; she pronounces the word “comrade” with manifest discomfort. Am struck by the difference of manners even as far north as this. Mrs M. is surprised and not altogether approving when I get up when she enters the room, offer to help with the washing-up, etc. She says, “Lads up here expect to be waited on.”

M. sent me across to Wigan to see Joe Kennan, an electrician who takes a prominent part in the Socialist movement. Kennan also lives in a decent Corporation house (Beech Hill Building Estate) but is more definitely a working man. A very short, stout, powerful man with an extraordinarily gentle, hospitable manner and very anxious to help. His elder child was upstairs in bed (scarlet fever suspected) the younger on the floor playing with soldiers and a toy cannon. Kennan smiles and says, “You see—and I’m supposed to be a pacifist.” He sent me to the N.U.W.M.3 shelter with a letter to the secretary asking him to find me a lodging in Wigan. The shelter is a dreadful ramshackle little place but a godsend to these unemployed men as it is warm and there are newspapers etc. there. The secretary, Paddy Grady, an unemployed miner. A tall lean man about 35, intelligent and well-informed and very anxious to help. He is a single man getting 17/– bobº a week and is in a dreadful state physically from years of underfeeding and idleness. His front teeth are almost entirely rotted away. All the men at the N. U. W. M very friendly and anxious to supply me with information as soon as they heard I was a writer and collecting facts about working-class conditions. I cannot get them to treat me precisely as an equal, however. They call me either “Sir” or “Comrade.”




273. To Christy & Moore

11 February 1936 Handwritten

72 Warrington Lane Wigan Lancs.

Dear Sir,

The above will be my address till further notice (probably for about the next four weeks.)1

Yours faithfully

Eric A. Blair




274. The Road to Wigan Pier Diary

11.2.36. Staying at 72 Warrington Lane, Wigan. Board and lodging 25/– a week. Share room with another lodger (unemployed railwayman), meals in kitchen and wash at scullery sink. Food all right but indigestible and in monstrous quantities. Lancashire method of eating tripe (cold with vinegar) horrible.

The family. Mr Hornby, aged 39, has worked in the pit since he was 13. Now out of work for nine months. A largish, fair, slow-moving, very mild and nice-mannered man who considers carefully before he answers when you ask him a question, and begins, “In my estimation.” Has not much accent. Ten years ago he got a spurt of coal dust in his left eye and practically lost the sight of it. Was put to work “on top” for a while but went back to the pit as he could earn more there. Nine months ago his other eye went wrong (there is something called “nyastygmus”1 or some such name that miners suffer from) and he can only see a few yards. Is on “compensation” of 29/– a week, but they are talking of putting him on “partial compensation” of 14/– a week. It all depends whether the doctor passes him as fit for work, though of course there would not be any work, except perhaps a job “on top,” but there are very few of these. If he is put on partial compensation he can draw the dole until his stamps are exhausted.

Mrs Hornby. Four years older than her husband. Less that 5 feet tall. Toby-jug figure. Merry disposition. Very ignorant—adds up 27 and 10 and makes it 31. Very broad accent. There seem to be 2 ways of dealing with the “the” here. Before consonants it is often ommittedº altogether (“Put joog on table,” etc.) before vowellsº it is often incorporated with the word. eg. “My sister’s in thospital”—th as in thin.

The son “our Joe,” just turned 15 and has been working in the pit a year. At present is on night shift. Goes to work about 9 pm returns between 7 and 8 am, has breakfast and promptly goes to bed in bed vacated by another lodger. Usually sleeps till 5 or 6 pm He started work on (2/8) a day, was raised to ¾, ie. £ a week. Out of this (1/8) a week comes off for stoppages (insurance etc.) and 4d a day for his tram fares to and from the pit. So his net wage, working full time, is (16/4) a week. In summer, however, he will only be working short-time. A tallish, frail, deadly pale youth, obviously much exhausted by his work, but seems fairly happy.

Tom, Mrs Hornby’s cousin, unmarried and lodging there—paying 25/– a week. A very hairy man with a hare-lip, mild disposition and very simple. Also on night shift.

Joe, another lodger, single. Unemployed on 17/–fn1 a week. Pays 6/–a week for his room and sees to his own food. Gets up about 8 to give his bed up to “our Joe” and remains out of doors, in Public Library etc., most of day. A bit of an ass but has some education and enjoys a resounding phrase. Explaining why he never married, he says portentously, “Matrimonial chains is a big item.” Repeated this sentence a number of times, evidently having an affection for it. Has been totally unemployed for 7 years. Drinks when he gets the chance, which of course he never does nowadays.

The house has two rooms and scullery downstairs, 3 rooms upstairs, tiny back yard and outside lavatory. No hot water laid on. Is in bad repair—front wall is bulging. Rent 12/– and with2 rates 14/–. The total income of the Hornbys is:


	Mr Hornby’s compensation .........................	29/–	a week

	Joe’s wages...........................................	16/4	"

	Tom’s weekly payment .....................................	25/–	"

	Joe’s ditto.............................................	6/–	"

	Total...............................................................	£3–16–4.	 



Payment of rent and rates leaves £3–2–4. This has to feed 4 people and clothe and otherwise provide for 3.fn2 Of course at present there is my own contribution as well but that is an abnormality.

Wigan in the centre does not seem as bad as it has been represented—distinctly less depressing than Manchester. Wigan Pier said to have been demolished. Clogs commonly worn here and general in the smaller places outside such as Hindley. Shawl over head commonly worn by older women, but girls evidently only do it under pressure of dire poverty. Nearly everyone one sees very badly dressed and youths on the corners markedly less smart and rowdy than in London, but no very obvious signs of poverty except the number of empty shops. One in three of registered workers said to be unemployed.

Last night to Co-Op hall with various people from the N. U. W. M. to hear Wal Hannington3 speak. A poor speaker, using all the padding and cliches of the Socialist orator, and with the wrong kind of cockney accent (once again, though a Communist entirely a bourgeois), but he got the people well worked up. Was surprised by the amount of Communist feeling here. Loud cheers when Hannington announced that if England and U.S.S.R went to war U.S.S.R would win. Audience very rough and all obviously unemployed (about 1 in 10 of them women) but very attentive. After the address a collection taken for expenses—hire of hall and H.’s train-fare from London. £1–6–0 raised—not bad from about 200 unemployed people.4

You can always tell a miner by the blue tattooing of coal dust on the bridge of his nose. Some of the older men have their foreheads veined with it like Roquefort cheese.

12.2.36. Terribly cold. Long walk along the canal (one-time site of Wigan Pier) towards some slag-heaps in the distance. Frightful landscape of slag-heaps and belching chimneys. Some of the slag-heaps almost like mountains—one just like Stromboli. Bitter wind. They had had to send a steamer to break the ice in front of the coal barges on the canal. The bargemen were muffled to the eyes in sacks. All the “flashes” (stagnant pools made by the subsidence of disused pits) covered with ice the colour of raw umber. Beards of ice on the lock gates. A few rats running slowly through the snow, very tame, presumably weak with hunger.




275. To Leonard Moore

13 February 1936 Handwritten

72 Warrington Lane Wigan Lancs.

Dear Mr Moore,

I don’t know whether you have had a proof of “Keep the A. flying”—you said you would want one for purposes of dealing with American publishers. Gollancz sent me two sets, owing to uncertainty about my address, so I am forwarding one copy to you. I haven’t corrected it & may make a few alterations to the text, but only minor ones.

When it comes out I suppose I shall get 6 copies as usual. Could you get me 3 extra copies at cost price? Did anything transpire about the copies of “A Clergyman’s Daughter” with Harper’s? Or perhaps they haven’t published it yet?1

The above address will find me for the next 3 or 4 weeks. I am having a most interesting time & picking up a lot of information.

Yours sincerely

Eric A. Blair
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13.2.36.   Housing conditions in Wigan terrible. Mrs H. tells me that at her brother’s house (he is only 25, so I think he must be her half brother, but he has already a child of 8), 11 people, 5 of them adults, belonging to 3 different families, live in 4 rooms, “2 up 2 down.”

All the miners I meet have either had serious accidents themselves or have friends or relatives who have. Mrs Hornby’s cousin had his back broken by a fall of rock—“And he lingered seven year afore he died and it were apunishing of him all the while”—and her brother in law fell 1200 feet down the shaft of a new pit. Apparently he bounced from side to side, so was presumably dead before he got to the bottom. Mrs H. adds: “They wouldn’t never have collected t’pieces only he were wearing a new suit of oilskins.”




277. To Cyril Connolly

14 February 1936 Handwritten

72 Warrington Lane Wigan Lancashire

Dear Connolly,1

I was sorry I missed seeing you again before leaving London. When is your novel2 coming out? I will write to the Obelisk Press3 (by the way you might tell me their address) & ask for a copy, & then I expect I can either review it or get it reviewed for the New English Weekly. Not that that gives one much of a boost, but every little helps. Possibly also the Adelphi, but this I doubt, as they now fight shy of everything that hasn’t a political implication.

I am living here with a family of coal-miners, employed & unemployed. After staying a month in Lancs. I intend to go on to Yorkshire or Durham or both & have a look at the mines & miners there. I haven’t been down any coal mines yet but am arranging to do so. The miners here are very nice people, very warm-hearted & willing to take one for granted. I would like to stay a good long time in the North, 6 months or a year, only it means being away from my girl & also I shall have to come back & do some work after about a couple of months. I am just correcting the proofs of my novel,4 which should be out in about a month I suppose; otherwise not doing any work, as it is impossible in these surroundings.

I suppose you heard about Alan Clutton-Brock’s wife?5 A bad job, & he has two small kids, too.

Yours

Eric A. Blair

P.S. [at top, to the left] This address will find me for about 3 weeks, not longer.6
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15.2.36.   Went with N.U.W.M. collectors on their rounds with a view to collecting facts about housing conditions, especially in the caravans. Have made notes on these, Q. V.1 What chiefly struck me was the expression on some of the women’s faces, especially those in the more crowded caravans. One woman had a face like a death’s head. She had a look of absolutely intolerable misery and degradation. I gathered that she felt as I would feel if I were coated all over with dung. All the people however seemed to take these conditions quite for granted. They have been promised houses over and over again but nothing has come of it and they have got into the way of thinking that a livable house is something absolutely unattainable.

Passing up a horrible squalid side-alley, saw a woman, youngish but very pale and with the usual draggled exhausted look, kneeling by the gutter outside a house and poking a stick up the leaden waste-pipe, which was blocked. I thought how dreadful a destiny it was to be kneeling in the gutter in a back-alley in Wigan, in the bitter cold, prodding a stick up a blocked drain. At that moment she looked up and caught my eye, and her expression was as desolate as I have ever seen; it struck me that she was thinking just the same thing as I was.2

Changing lodgings as Mrs H. is ill with some mysterious malady and ordered into hospital. They have found lodgings for me at 22 Darlington Rd.,3 over a tripe shop where they take in lodgers.4 The husband an ex-miner (age 58) the wife ill with a weak heart, in bed on sofa in kitchen. Social atmosphere much as at the H.s but house appreciably dirtier and very smelly. A number of other lodgers. An old ex-miner, age about 75, on old age pension plus half a crown weekly from parish (12/6 in all.) Another, said to be of superior type and “come down in the world,” more or less bedridden. An Irish ex-miner who had shoulder blade and several ribs crushed by a fall of stone a few years ago and lives on disability pension of about 25/– a week. Of distinctly superior type and started off as a clerk but went “down pit” because he was big and strong and could earn more as a miner (this was before the War.) Also some newspaper canvassers. Two for John Bull,5 distinctly motheaten, ages about 40 and 55, one quite young and was for four years in rubber firm in Calcutta. Cannot quite make this lad out. He puts on Lancashire accent when talking to the others (he belongs locally) but to me talks in the usual “educated” accent. The family apart from the Forrests themselves consists of a fat son who is at work somewhere and lives nearby, his wife Maggie who is in the shop nearly all day, their two kids, and Annie, fiancée of the other son who is in London. Also a daughter in Canada (Mrs F. says “at Canada.”) Maggie and Annie do practically the whole work of the house and shop. Annie very thin, overworked (she also works in a dress-sewing place) and obviously unhappy. I gather that the marriage is by no means certain to take place but that Mrs F. treats Annie as a relative all the same and that Annie groans under her tyranny. Number of rooms in the house exclusive of shop premises, 5 or six and a bathroom-W.C. Nine people sleeping here. Three in my room besides myself.

Struck by the astonishing ignorance about and wastefulness of food among the working class people here—more even than in the south, I think. One morning when washing in the H.s’ scullery made an inventory of the following food: A piece of bacon about 5 pounds. About 2 pounds of shin of beef. About a pound and a half of liver (all of these uncooked.) The wreck of a monstrous meat pie (Mrs H. when making a pie always made it in an enamelled basin such as is used for washing up in. Ditto with puddings.) A dish containing 15 or 20 eggs. A number of small cakes. A flat fruit pie and a “cake-a-pie” (pastry with currants in it.) Various fragments of earlier pies. 6 large loaves and 12 small ones (I had seen Mrs H. cook these the night before.) Various odds and ends of butter, tomatoes, opened tins of milk etc. There was also more food keeping warm in the oven in the kitchen. Everything except bread habitually left about uncovered and shelves filthy. Food here consists almost entirely of bread and starch. A typical day’s meals at the H.s’. Breakfast (about 8 am): Two fried eggs and bacon, bread (no butter) and tea. Dinner (about 12.30 pm): A monstrous plate of stewed beef, dumplings and boiled potatoes (equal to about 3 Lyons portions) and a big helping of rice pudding or suet pudding. Tea (about 5 pm): A plate of cold meat, bread and butter, sweet pastries and tea. Supper (about 11 pm): fish and chips, bread and butter and tea.

16.2.36.   Great excitement because a couple who stayed here for a month about Xmas have been arrested (at Preston) as coiners and it is believed they were making their false coins while here. The police inspector here for about an hour asking questions. Mrs F. tells of snooping round their room while they were out and finding a lump of something like solder under the mattress and some little pots like egg-cups only larger. Mrs F. agreed instantly to everything the police inspector suggested, and when he was upstairs searching the room I made two suggestions and she agreed to those too. I could see she had made up her mind they were guilty on hearing they were unmarried. When the inspector had written out her statement it came out that she could not read or write (except her signature), though her husband can read a little.

One of the canvassers’ beds is jammed across the foot of mine. Impossible to stretch my legs out straight as if I do so my feet are in the small of his back. It seems a long time since I slept between linen sheets. Twill sheets even at the M.s. Theirs (the M.s’) was the only house I have been in since leaving London that did not smell.

17.2.36.   The newspaper-canvassers are rather pathetic. Of course it is a quite desperate job. I fancy what John Bull do is to take on people who make frantic efforts and work up a little more or less spurious business for a while, then sack them and take on more, and so on. I should judge these men each make £2 or £3 a week. Both have families and one is a grandfather. They are so hard up that they cannot pay for full board but pay something for their rooms and have a squalid little cupboard of food in the kitchen, from which they take out bread, packets of marg. etc and cook themselves meals in a shamefaced manner. They are allocated so many houses each day and have to knock at every door and book a minimum number of orders. They are at present working some swindle on behalf of John Bull by which you get a “free” tea set by sending two shillings worth of stamps and twenty four coupons. As soon as they have had their food they start filling up blank forms for the next day, and presently the older one falls asleep in his chair and begins snoring loudly.

Am struck, though, by their knowledge of working-class conditions. They can tell you all about housing, rents, rates, state of trade etc. in every town in the north of England.




279. To Norman Collins

18 February 1936 Handwritten


On 17 February, Norman Collins, as Deputy Chairman of Victor Gollancz Ltd, wrote to Orwell requesting more changes in Keep the Aspidistra Flying. Orwell annotated Collins’s letter and returned it to Victor Gollancz himself on 24 February; see 283 for his annotations. He replied to Collins as follows:



22 Darlington Street Wigan Lancs

Dear Sir,

With reference to your letter, I will do what I can short of ruining the book altogether. But there are one or two things I cannot possibly change:

i. References to “Mr McKechnie”. “Mr McKechnie” is not a portrait of any real person. As I had been working in a bookshop I thought the idea might cross Mr Gollancz’s mind that I intended a portrait of my late employer, & for this reason alone I said it might be better if my employer O.K’d the passages referring to the bookshop. It was not because any portrait was intended, but merely to set Mr Gollancz’s mind at rest. In the book “Mr McKechnie” is described as an old man with white hair & beard who is a teetotaller & takes snuff.

My late employer (Mr F. G. Westrope, 1 South End Rd. Hampstead NW.3) is a middle-aged clean-shaven man who is not a teetotaller & never takes snuff. In any case I know him far too well to suppose he would take any action even if he imagined himself to be caricatured. If you really wish I will get him to furnish a written undertaking not to bring a libel action.

ii. The word “sod.” I really cannot cut this out. I have used it in all my books before. A book like, for instance, Robert Graves’s “Goodbye to All That,” which was a best-seller, used “sod” freely.

iii. The passage about “Come here, not a bad mouth,” etc. I can’t see any harm in this. Of course if the public read dirty meanings into it, so much the worse, but you can read dirty meanings into anything.

The above address will find me for the next 10 days.

Yours faithfully

Eric A Blair
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18.2.36.   In the early morning the mill girls clumping down the cobbled street, all in clogs, make a curiously formidable sound, like an army hurrying into battle. I suppose this is the typical sound of Lancashire. And the typical imprint in the mud the outline of a clog-iron, like one half of a cow’s hoof. Clogs are very cheap. They cost about 5/– a pair and need not wear out for years because all they need is new irons costing a few pence.

As always and everywhere, the dress peculiar to the locality is considered plebeian. A very down in the mouth respectable woman, at one of the houses I visited with the N. U. W. M. collectors, said:

“I’ve always kept myself decent-like. I’ve never worn a shawl over my head—I wouldn’t be seen in such a thing. I’ve worn a hat since I was a girl. But it don’t do you much good. At Christmas time we was that hard put to it that I thought I’d go up and try for a well-wisher. (Hamper given away by some charitable organisation.) When I got up there the clergyman says to me, ‘You don’t want no well-wisher;’ he says. ‘There’s plenty worse than you. We knows many a one that’s living on bread and jam,’ he says. ‘And how do you know what we’re living on?’ I says. He says, ‘You can’t be so bad if you can dress as well as that,’ he says—meaning my hat. I didn’t get no well-wisher. If I’d ha’ gone up with a shawl over my head I’d ha’ got it. That’s what you get for keeping yourself respectable.”




281. To Gollancz [Ltd?]

19 February 1936

11.55   19 FEB   36   WIGAN

ABSOLUTELY IMPOSSIBLE MAKE CHANGES SUGGESTED WOULD MEAN COMPLETE REWRITING AM WIRING AGENT1 = BLAIR +
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19.2.36.   When a “dirt-heap” sinks, as it does ultimately, it leaves a hummocky surface which is made more so by the fact that in times of strikes the miners dig into some of these places in search of small coals. One which is used as a playground looks like a choppy sea suddenly frozen. It is called locally “the flock mattress.” The soil over them is grey and cindery and only an evil-looking brownish grass grows on them.

This evening to a social the N. U. W. M had got up in aid of Thaelmann’s1 defence-fund. Admission and refreshments (cup of tea and meat pie) 6d. About 200 people, preponderantly women, largely members of the Co-Op, in one of whose rooms it was held, and I suppose for the most part living directly or indirectly on the dole. Round the back a few aged miners sitting looking on benevolently, a lot of very young girls in front. Some dancing to the concertina (many of the girls confessed that they could not dance, which struck me as rather pathetic) and some excruciating singing. I suppose these people represented a fair cross-section of the more revolutionary element in Wigan. If so, God help us. Exactly the same sheeplike crowd—gaping girls and shapeless middle-aged women dozing over their knitting—that you see everywhere else. There is no turbulence left in England. One good song, however, by an old woman, I think a cockney, who draws the old age pension and makes a bit by singing at pubs, with the refrain:


“For you can’t do that there ’ere,

“No, you can’t do that there ’ere;

“Anywhere else you can do that there,

“But you can’t do that there ’ere.”



20.2.36. This afternoon with Paddy Grady to see the unemployed miners robbing the “dirt-train,” or, as they call it, “scrambling for the coal.” A most astonishing sight. We went by the usual frightful routes along the colliery railway line to fir-tree sidings, on our way meeting various men and women with sacks of stolen coal which they had slung over bicycles. I would like to know where they got these bicycles—perhaps made of odd parts picked off rubbish dumps. None had mudguards, few had saddles and some had not even tyres. When we got to the big dirt-heap where the trainloads of shale from that pit are discharged, we found about 50 men picking over the dirt, and they directed us to the place further up the line where the men board the train. When we got there we found not less than 100 men, a few boys, waiting, each with a sack and coal hammer strapped under his coat tails. Presently the train hove in sight, coming round the bend at about 20 mph. 50 or 70 men rushed for it, seized hold of the bumpers etc. and hoisted themselves onto the trucks. It appears that each truck is regarded as the property of the men who have succeeded in getting onto it while it is moving. The engine ran the trucks up onto the dirt-heap, uncoupled them and came back for the remaining trucks. There was the same wild rush and the second train was boarded in the same manner, only a few men failing to get on to it. As soon as the trucks had been uncoupled the men on top began shovelling the stuff out to their women and other supporters below, who rapidly sorted out the dirt and put all the coal (a considerable amount but all small, in lumps about the size of eggs) into their sacks. Further down the “broo” were the people who had failed to get onto either train and were collecting the tiny fragments of coal that came sliding down from above. You do not, of course, when you are boarding2 the train, know whether you are getting onto a good truck or not, and what kind of truck you get is entirely luck. Thus some of the trucks, instead of being loaded with the dirt from the floor of the mine, which of course contains a fair quantity of coal, were loaded entirely with shale. But it appears, what I had never heard of before, that among the shale, at any rate in some mines, there occurs an inflammable rock called “cannel” (not certain of spelling) which makes fairly good fuel. It is not commercially valuable because it is hard to work and burns too fast, but for ordinary purposes is good enough. Those who were on the shale trucks were picking out the “cannel,” which is almost exactly like the shale except that it is a little darker and is known by splitting horizontally, almost like slate. I watched the people working until they had almost emptied the trucks. There were twenty trucks and something over 100 people were at work on them. Each, so far as I could judge, got about ½ cwt. of either coal or “cannel.” This performance sometimes happens more than once a day when several dirt-trains are sent out, so it is evident that several tons of fuel are stolen every day.

The economics and ethics of the whole business are rather interesting. In the first place, robbing the dirt-train is of course illegal, and one is technically trespassing by being on the dirt-heap at all. Periodically people are prosecuted—in fact in this morning’s “Examiner” there was a report of 3 men being fined for it. But no notice is taken of the prosecutions, and in fact one of the men fined was there this afternoon. But at the same time the coal company have no intention of using the coal etc. that is thrown out among the dirt, because it would not repay the cost of sorting. If not stolen, therefore, it would be wasted. Moreover, this business saves the company the expense of emptying the trucks, because by the time the coal-pickers have done with them they are empty. Therefore they connive at the raiding of the train—I noticed that the engine-driver took no notice of the men clambering onto the trucks. The reason for the periodical prosecutions is said to be that there are so many accidents. Only recently a man slipped under the train and had both legs cut off. Considering the speed the train goes at, it is remarkable that accidents do not happen oftener.

The most curious vehicle I saw used for carrying away coal was a cart made of a packing case and the wheels from two kitchen mangles.

Some of this coal that is stolen is said to be on sale in the town at (1/6) a bag.

21.2.36. The squalor of this house is beginning to get on my nerves. Nothing is ever cleaned or dusted, the rooms not done out till 5 in the afternoon, and the cloth never even removed from the kitchen table. At supper you still see the crumbs from breakfast. The most revolting feature is Mrs F. being always in bed on the kitchen sofa. She has a terrible habit of tearing off strips of newspaper, wiping her mouth with them and then throwing them onto the floor. Unemptied chamberpot under the table at breakfast this morning. The food is dreadful, too. We are given those little twopenny readymade steak and kidney pies out of stock. I hear horrible stories, too, about the cellars where the tripe is kept and which are said to swarm with black beetles. Apparently they only get in fresh supplies of tripe at long intervals. Mrs F. dates events by this. “Let me see, now. I’ve had in three lots of froze (frozen tripe) since then,” etc. I judge they get in a consignment of “froze” about once in a fortnight. Also it is very tiring being unable to stretch my legs straight out at night.




283. To Victor Gollancz

24 February 1936 Typewritten

22 Darlington Street Wigan, Lancs.

Dear Mr Gollancz,

I enclose herewith a note on the alterations I have made to “Keep the Aspidistra etc.” together with Mr Collins’s letter.1 I trust it will now be all right. It seems to me that these alterations spoil the book altogether; however, perhaps that is better than being prosecuted for libel. I have not made any alterations other than those specially demanded, ie. have not corrected the printer’s errors, so these alterations will have to be added to the ones I made previously and which are in the other proof-copy. I hope I have not failed to make the alterations all through, but if there is any page where I have failed to cut out the offending “Roland Butta,” no doubt the compositor will notice it. I am sending back the proof under a separate cover. The above address will find me till Saturday.

Yours sincerely

Eric A. Blair

NOTE ON ALTERATIONS.

Pp. 10. 12 etc. “Roland Butta” altered all through to “Corner Table.” This has the same number of letters and to some extent preserves the effect of Lyons teashops etc. without referring to any real advertisement.

P. 12. “Are you a Highbrow? Dandruff is the Reason” and “Pyorrhoea? Not me!” cut out and “Asthma was choking her!” and “Curve Cut – the Smoke for Outdoor Men” (both imaginary) substituted.

P. 68. “The Truth about Bad Legs” cut out and “New Hope for the Ruptured” substituted.

P. 71. “Are you a Highbrow? etc.” cut out and “Kiddies Clamour for their Breakfast Crisps” substituted.

P. 148. “Drage furniture” altered to “hire-purchase furniture.” Impossible to equalise letters here.

P. 207. “Roland Butta” altered to “the movies.”

P. 287. “The cheap but lousy picture house in the Westminster Bridge Road” altered to ‘a . . . ditto . . . near etc.”

P. 303. “Guinness is good for you,” “Night Starvation etc.,” “Halitosis is ruining his career,” “Pyorrhea?º Not me!” and “Are you a Highbrow?” etc., all cut out and “Get that waist-line back to normal!”, “Prompt relief for feeble kidneys,” “Asthma was choking her!” and “Are you ashamed of youº undies?” (all imaginary) substituted.

In the alterations to pp. 12 and 303 I have equalised the letters but have altered the order entirely and have stuck in slips of paper showing how it should read. I hope the compositor will get this right.

The only real advertisement now left in the book is “Have a Camel.” I left this in because it is quite inoffensive and because it is an American advertisement and therefore unlikely to get us into trouble. If desired it can be cut right out (it is on p. 302) but I would rather it were left in.2

I have not altered the swearwords etc. objected to, for reasons explained in my previous letter.




284. To Leonard Moore

24 February 1936 Handwritten

22 Darlington Street Wigan Lancs.

Dear Mr Moore,

Many thanks for your letter. I have made the alterations Gollancz asked for and sent back the proof and I trust it will now be all right. It seems to me to have utterly ruined the book, but if they think it worth publishing in that state, well and good. Why I was annoyed was because they had not demanded these alterations earlier. The book was looked over and O.K.’d by the solicitor as usual, and had they then told me that no reminiscence (it was in most cases only a reminiscence, not a quotation) of actual advertisements was allowable, I would have entirely rewritten the first chapter and modified several others. But they asked me to make the alterations when the book was in type and asked me to equalise the letters, which of course could not be done without spoiling whole passages and in one case a whole chapter. On the other hand to rewrite the whole first chapter when it was in type would have meant an immense addition to expenses, which obviously I could not ask Gollancz to bear. I would like to get this point clear because I imagine the same trouble is likely to occur again. In general a passage of prose or even a whole chapter revolves round one or two key phrases, and to remove these, as was done in this case, knocks the whole thing to pieces. So perhaps another time we could arrange with Gollancz that all alterations are to be made while the book is in typescript.1

If you manage to get an American publisher to accept the book, I wonder whether you could see to it that what he prints is the version first printed, without these subsequent alterations?2 I should like there to be one unmutilated version of it in existence.

The above address will find me till Saturday.

Yours sincerely

Eric A Blair




285. The Road to Wigan Pier Diary

24.2.36.   Yesterday went down Crippen’s mine with Jerry Kennan,1 another electrician friend of his, two small sons of the latter, two other electricians and an engineer belonging to the pit, who showed us round. The depth to the cage bottom was 300 yards. We went down at 10.30 and came up at 1.30, having covered, according to the engineer who showed us round, about 2 miles.

As the cage goes down you have the usual momentary qualm in your belly, then a curious stuffed-up feeling in your ears. In the middle of its run the cage works up a tremendous speed (in some of the deeper mines they are said to touch 60 mph. or more) then slows down so abruptly that it is difficult to believe you are not going upwards again. The cages are tiny—about 8 feet long by 3½ wide by 6 high. They are supposed to hold 10 men or (I think) about a ton and a half of coal. There were only six of us and two boys, but we had difficulty in packing in and it is important to face in the direction you are going to get out the other end.

Down below it was lighter than I expected, because apart from the lamps we all carried there were electric lights in the main roads. But what I had not expected, and what for me was the most important feature all through, was the lowness of the roof. I had vaguely imagined wandering about in places rather like the tunnels of the Underground; but as a matter of fact there were very few places where you could stand upright. In general the roof was about 4 ft. or 4ft. 6 ins high, sometimes much lower, with every now and again a beam larger than the others under which you had to duck especially low. In places the walls were quite neatly built up, almost like the stone walls in Derbyshire, with slabs of shale. There were pit-props, almost all of wood, every yard or so overhead. They are made of small larch trees sawn to the appropriate length (from the quantity used I see now why people laying down plantations almost always plant larch) and are simply laid on the ends of the upright props, which are laid on slabs of wood, thus.:

and not fixed in any way. The bottom slabs gradually sink into the floor, or, as the miners put it, “the floor comes up,” but the weight overhead keeps the whole thing in place. By the way the steel girders used here and there instead of wooden props had buckled, you got an idea of the weight of the roof. Underfoot is thick stone dust and the rails, about 2½ ft. wide, for the trolleys. When the path is down hill miners often slide down these on their clogs, which, being hollow underneath, more or less fit onto the rails.

[image: Logo Missing]

After a few hundred yards of walking doubled up and once or twice having to crawl, I began to feel the effects in a violent pain all down my thighs. One also gets a bad crick in the neck, because though stooping one has to look up for fear of knocking into the beams, but the pain in the thighs is the worst. Of course as we got nearer the coal face the roads tended to get lower. Once we crawled through a temporary tunnel which was like an enlarged rat hole, with no props, and in one place there had been a fall of stone during the night—3 or 4fn1 tons of stuff, I should judge. It had blocked up the entire road except for a tiny aperture near the roof which we had to crawl through without touching any timber. Presently I had to stop for a minute to rest my knees, which were giving way, and then after a few hundred yards more we came to the first working. This was only a small working with a machine worked by two men, much like an enlarged version of the electric drills2 used for street mending. Nearby was the dynamo (or whatever it is called) which supplied the power through cables to this and the other machines; also the comparatively small drills (but they weigh 50 lbs. each and have to be hoisted onto the shoulder) for drilling holes for blasting charges; also bundles of miners’ tools locked together on wires like bundles of keys, which is always done for fear of losing them.

We went a few hundred yards further and came to one of the main workings. The men were not actually working here, but a shift was just coming down to start work about 250 yards further on. Here there was one of the larger machines which have a crew of 5 men to work them. This machine has a revolving wheel on which there are teeth about a couple of inches long set at various angles; in principle it is rather like an immensely thickened circular saw with the teeth much further apart, and running horizontally instead of vertically. The machine is dragged into position by the crew and the front part of it can be swivelled round in any direction and pressed against the coal face by the man working it. Two men called “scufters” shovel the coal onto a rubberbelt conveyor which carries it through a tunnel to the tubs on the main road, where it is hauled by steam haulage to the cages. I had not realised before that the men operating the coal-cutter are working in a place rather less than a yard high. When we crawled in under the roof to the coal face we could at best kneel, and then not kneel upright, and I fancy the men must do most of their work lying on their bellies. The heat also was frightful—round about 100 degrees F. so far as I could judge. The crew keep burrowing into the coal face, cutting a semi-circular track, periodically hauling the machine forward and propping as they go. I was puzzled to know how that monstrous machine—flat in shape, of course, but 6 or 8 feet long and weighing several tons, and only fitted with skids, not wheels—could have been got into position through that mile or so of passages. Even to3 drag the thing forward as the seam advances must be4 a frightful labour, seeing that the men have to do it practically lying down. Up near the coal face we saw a number of mice, which are said to abound there. They are said to be commonest in pits where there are or have been horses. I don’t know how they get down into the mine in the first place. Probably in the cages, but possibly by falling down the shaft, as it is said that a mouse (owing to its surface area being large relative to its weight) can drop any distance uninjured.

On the way back my exhaustion grew so great that I could hardly keep going at all, and towards the end I had to stop and rest every fifty yards. The periodical effort of bending and raising oneself at each successive beam was fearful, and the relief when one could stand upright, usually owing to a hole in the roof, was enormous. At times my knees simply refused to lift me after I had knelt down. It was made worse by the fact that at the lowest parts the roof is usually on a slope, so that besides bending you have to walk more or less sideways. We were all pretty distressed except the engineer taking us round, who was used to it, and the two small boys, who did not have to bend to any extent; but I was by a good deal the worst, being the tallest. I would like to know whether any miners are as tall as I am, and if so, whether they suffer for it. The few miners whom we met down the pit could move with extraordinary agility, running about on all fours among the props almost like dogs.

After we had at last emerged and washed off the more obtrusive dirt and had some beer, I went home and had dinner and then soaked myself for a long time in a hot bath. I was surprised at the quantity of dirt and the difficulty of getting it off. It had penetrated to every inch of my body in spite of my overalls and my clothes underneath those. Of course very few miners have baths in their homes—only a tub of water in front of the kitchen fire. I should say it would be quite impossible to keep clean without a proper bathtub.

In the room where we changed our clothes there were several cages of canaries. These have to be kept there by law, to test the air in cases of explosion. They are sent down in the cage, and, if they do not faint, the air is all right.

The Davy lamps give out a fair amount of light. There is an air intake at the top but the flame is cut off from this by a fine gauze. Flame cannot pass through holes of less than a certain diameter. The gauze therefore lets the air in to sustain the flame but will not let the flame out to explode dangerous gases. Each lamp when full will burn for 8–12 hours, and they are locked, so that if they go out down the pit they cannot be relighted. Miners are searched for matches before going down the pit.




286. To [Christy & Moore]1

27 February 1936 Handwritten

22 Darlington Street, Wigan, Lancs.

Dear Sir,

From Sunday (29th)2 the following address will find me:


21 Estcourt Avenue,3

 Headingly,

   Leeds,

  Yorkshire.



Yours faithfully

Eric A. Blair




287. The Road to Wigan Pier Diary

27.2.36.   On Wednesday (25th) went over to Liverpool to see the Deiners1 and Garrett.2 I was to have come back the same night, but almost as soon as I got to Liverpool I felt unwell and was ignominiously sick, so the Deiners insisted on putting me to bed and then on my staying the night.3 I came back yesterday evening.

I was very greatly impressed by Garrett. Had I known before that it is he who writes under the pseudonym of Matt Lowe in the Adelphi and one or two other places, I would have taken steps to meet him earlier. He is a biggish hefty chap of about 36, Liverpool-Irish, brought up a Catholic but now a Communist. He says he has had about 9 months’ work in (I think) about the last 6 years. He went to sea as a lad and was at sea about 10 years, then worked as a docker. During the War he was torpedoed on a ship that sank in 7 minutes, but they had expected to be torpedoed and had got their boats ready, and were all saved except the wireless operator, who refused to leave his post until he had got an answer. He also worked in an illicit brewery in Chicago during Prohibition, saw various hold-ups, saw Battling Siki4 immediately after he had been shot in a street brawl, etc. etc. All this however interests him much less than Communist politics. I urged him to write his autobiography, but as usual, living in about 2 rooms on the dole with a wife (who I gather objects to his writing) and a number of kids, he finds it impossible to settle to any long work and can only do short stories. Apart from the enormous unemployment in Liverpool it is almost impossible for him to get work because he is blacklisted everywhere as a5 Communist.

He took me down to the docks to see dockers being taken on for an unloading job. When we got there we found about 200 men waiting in a ring and police holding them back. It appeared that there was a fruit ship which needed unloading and on the news that there were jobs going there had been a fight between the dockers which the police had to intervene to stop. After a while the agent of the company (known as the stevedore, I think) emerged from a shed and began calling out the names or rather numbers of gangs whom he had engaged earlier in the day. Then he needed about 10 men more, and walked round the ring picking out a man here and there. He would pause, select a man, take him by the shoulder and haul him foreward,º exactly as at a sale of cattle. Presently he announced that that was all. A sort of groan went up from the remaining dockers, and they trailed off, about 50 men having been engaged out of 200. It appears that unemployed dockers have to sign on twice a day, otherwise they are presumed to have been working (as their work is mainly casual labour, by the day) and their dole docked for that day.

I was impressed by the fact that Liverpool is doing much more in the way of slum-clearance than most towns. The slums are still very bad but there are great quantities of Corporation houses6 and flats at low rents. Just outside Liverpool there are quite considerable towns consisting entirely of Corporation houses, which are really quite livable and decent to look at, but having as usual the objection that they take people a long way from their work. In the centre of the town there are huge blocks of workers’ flats imitated from those in Vienna. They are built in the form of an immense ring, five stories high, round a central courtyard about 60 yards across, which forms a playground for children. Round the inner side run balconies, and there are wide windows on each side so that everyone gets some sunlight. I was not able to get inside any of these flats, but I gather each has either 2 or 3 rooms,fn1 kitchenette and bathroom with hot water. The rents vary from about 7/– at the top to 10/– at the bottom. (No lifts, of course.) It is noteworthy that the people in Liverpool have got used to the idea of flats (or tenements, as they call them) whereas in a place like Wigan the people, though realising that flats solve the problem of letting people live near their work, all say they would rather have a house of their own, however bad it was.

There are one or two interesting points here. The re-housing is almost entirely the work of the Corporation, which is said to be entirely ruthless towards private ownership and to be even too ready to condemn slum houses without compensation. Here therefore you have what is in effect Socialist legislation, though it is done by a local authority. But the Corporation of Liverpool is almost entirely Conservative. Moreover, though the re-housing from the public funds is, as I say, in effect a Socialist measure, the actual work is done by private contractors, and one may assume that here as elsewhere the contractors tend to be the friends, brothers, nephews etc. of those on the Corporation. Beyond a certain point therefore Socialism and Capitalism are not easy to distinguish, the State and the capitalist tending to merge into one. On the other side of the river, the Birkenhead side (we went through the Mersey tunnel) you have Port Sunlight, a city within a city, all built and owned by the Leverhulme soap works. Here again are excellent houses at fairly low rents, but, as with publicly-owned property, burdened by restrictions. Looking at the Corporation buildings on the one side, and Lord Leverhulme’s buildings on the other, you would find it hard to say which was which.

Another point is this.7 Liverpool is practically governed by Roman Catholics. The Roman Catholic ideal, at any rate as put forward by the Chesterton-Beachcomber8 type of writer, is always in favour of private ownership and against Socialist legislation and “progress” generally. The Chesterton type of writer wants to see a free peasant or other small-owner living in his own privately owned and probably insanitary cottage; not a wage-slave living in an excellently appointed Corporation flat and tied down by restrictions as to sanitation etc. The R. Cs in Liverpool, therefore, are going against the supposed implications of their own religion. But I suppose that if the Chestertons et hoc genus grasped that it is possible for the R. Cs to capture the machinery of local and other government, even when it is called Socialist, they would change their tune.

No clogs or shawl over head in Liverpool. Returning by car, noticed how abruptly this custom stops a little west of Wigan.fn2

Am trying to arrange to return to London by sea if G. can get me a passage on a cargo boat.

Bought two brass candlesticks and a ship in a bottle. Paid 9/– for the candlesticks. G. considered I was swindled but they are quite nice brass.




288. To Richard Rees

29 February 1936 Typewritten

22 Darlington Street Wigan, Lancs.

Dear Richard,

I thought you might like a line to hear how I am getting on in partibus infidelium.1 Your introductions were of the greatest value to me, especially that to Meade, who put me in touch with a friend at Wigan who was exactly what I wanted. I have been here nearly three weeks and have collected reams of notes and statistics, though in what way I shall use them I haven’t made up my mind yet. I have been living and associating almost entirely with miners, largely unemployed of course. The lads at the N.U.W.M. have been of great service to me and everyone has been most willing to answer questions and show me over their houses. I have gone into the housing question rather minutely, because it is a very urgent one here and I gather in most places in the north. I have only been down one coal mine so far but hope to go down some more in Yorkshire. It was for me a pretty devastating experience and it is a fearful thought that the labour of crawling as far as the coal face (about a mile in this case but as much as 3 miles in some mines), which was enough to put my legs out of action for four days, is only the beginning and ending of a miner’s day’s work, and his real work comes in between. Have you ever been down a mine? I don’t think I shall ever feel quite the same about coal again.

I went over and saw the Deiners and Garrett earlier this week. Unfortunately I was ill while there and so not at my best, but I had some long talks with G. and was greatly impressed by him. Had I known before that he was “Matt Lowe,” I should have taken steps to meet him earlier. I am leaving Wigan on Monday, going to stay a couple of nights at Sheffield to meet your friend Brown,2 then on to Leeds to stay a day or two with my sister till I can find some miner’s house to stay at in Barnsley. I may also go up to Durham for a little while but I am not sure—the trouble is that this travelling is rather expensive. I am coming back to town about the end of March and then perhaps may be able to do some work again—impossible, of course, in these surroundings. I am arranging to take a cottage at Wallington near Baldock in Herts, rather a pig in a poke because I have never seen it, but I am trusting the friends who have chosen it for me, and it is very cheap, only 7/6 a week. My novel3 ought to be out in a few weeks. There was the usual last-minute stew about libel, this time, unfortunately, after it was in proof so that I had to spoil a whole chapter with alterations. This business of libel is becoming a nightmare—it appears that there now exist firms of crook solicitors who make a regular income by blackmailing publishers. However I hope I may get an American edition of my novel printed unmutilated.

Meade said something about your coming up north a little later, but I expect it will be after I have returned home. Let me know about your movements.

Yours

Eric A. Blair




289. The Road to Wigan Pier Diary

2.3.36.   At 154 Wallace Road, Sheffield.

Thick snow everywhere on the hills as I came along. Stone boundaries between the fields running across the snow like black piping across a white dress. Warm and sunny, however. For the first time in my life saw rooks copulating.1 On the ground, not in a tree. The manner of courtship was peculiar. The female stood with her beak open and the male walked round her and it appeared as though he was feeding her.

Memories of Wigan: Slagheaps like mountains, smoke, rows of blackened houses, sticky mud criss-crossed by imprints of clogs, heavy-set young women standing at street corners with their babies wrapped in their shawls, immense piles of broken chocolate in cut-price confectioners’ windows.

3.3.36.   This house: Two up two down, living room about 14’ by 12’, parlour rather smaller. Sink and copper in living room, no gas fire, outside W. C. Rent with rates about 8/6. 2 cellars as well.2 Husband is out of work (P.A.C.3—was previously store-keeper at a factory which closed down and discharged its whole staff), wife works as a char at 6d an hour. One kid aged 5.

James Brown: age 45 but looks less. Has malformed right hand, also one foot. This was inherited and he fears it is transmissible, so will not marry. Owing to this has never had much in the way of regular work. Was with a circus for some years as groom, clown and “Wild West” rider—he could apparently handle the bridle with his damaged hand. Now lives alone and for some reason gets no dole, only something from the parish and help from his brother. Has a single room with only an open fireplace, no oven, to cook on. Is terribly embittered and declares that feeling of actual hatred for the bourgeoisie, even personal hatred of individuals, is necessary to any genuine Socialist. Is nevertheless a good fellow and very anxious to help. Mixed up with his political feelings is the usual local patriotism of the Yorkshireman and much of his conversation consists of comparison between London and Sheffield to the detriment of the former. Sheffield is held to lead London in everything, eg. on the one hand the new housing schemes in Sheffield are immensely superior, and on the other hand the Sheffield slums are more squalid than anything London can show. I notice that apart from the usual hatred between the Northerner and the Southerner, there is also hatred between the Yorkshireman and the Lancashireman, and also internecine hatred between the various Yorkshire towns. No one up here seems to have heard of any place in the south of England except London. If you come from the south you are assumed to be a cockney however often you deny it. At the same time as the Northerner despises the Southerner he has an uneasy feeling that the latter knows more of the arts of life and is very anxious to impress him.

Had a very long and exhausting day (I am now continuing this March 4th) being shown every quarter of Sheffield on foot and by tram. I have now traversed almost the whole city. It seems to me, by daylight, one of the most appalling places I have ever seen. In whichever direction you look you see the same landscape of monstrous chimneys pouring forth smoke which is sometimes black and sometimes of a rosy tint said to be due to sulphur. You can smell the sulphur in the air all the while. All buildings are blackened within a year or two of being put up. Halting at one place I counted the factory chimneys I could see and there were 33. But it was very misty as well as smoky—there would have been many more visible on a clear day. I doubt whether there are any architecturally decent buildings in the town. The town is very hilly (said to be built on seven hills, like Rome) and everywhere streets of mean little houses blackened by smoke run up at sharp angles, paved with cobbles which are purposely set unevenly to give horses etc. a grip. At night the hilliness creates fine effects because you look across from one hillside to the other and see the lamps twinkling like stars. Huge jets of flame shoot periodically out of the rooves of the foundries (many working night shifts at present) and show a splendid rosy colour through the smoke and steam. When you get a glimpse inside you see enormous fiery serpents of red-hot and white-hot (really lemon-coloured) iron being rolled out into rails. In the central slummy part of the town are the small workshops of the “little bosses,” ie, smaller employers who are making chiefly cutlery. I don’t think I ever in my life saw so many broken windows. Some of these workshops have hardly a pane of glass in their windows and you would not believe they were inhabitable if you did not see the employees, mostly girls, at work inside.

The town is being torn down and rebuilt at an immense speed. Everywhere among the slums are gaps with squalid mounds of bricks where condemned houses have been demolished and on all the outskirts of the town new estates of Corporation houses are going up. These are much inferior, at any rate in appearance, to those at Liverpool. They are in terribly bleak situations, too. One estate just behind where I am living now, at the very summit of a hill, on horrible sticky clay soil and swept by icy winds. Notice that the people going into these new houses from the slums will always be paying higher rents, and also will have to spend much more on fuel to keep themselves warm. Also, in many cases, will be further from their work and therefore spend more on conveyances.

In the evening was taken to a Methodist Church where some kind of men’s association (they call it a Brotherhood)4 meet once a week to listen to a lecture and have discussions. Next week a Communist is speaking, to the evident dismay of the clergyman who made the announcements. This week a clergyman who spoke on “Clean and Dirty Water.” His lecture consisted of incredibly silly and disconnected ramblings about Shaw’s “Adventures of a Black Girl etc.” Most of the audience did not understand a word of it and in fact hardly5 listened, and the talk and the questions afterwards were so unbearable that Brown and I slipped out with his friend Binns to see the latter’s back to back house, on which I took notes. B. says that most of the members of this Brotherhood are unemployed men who will put up with almost anything in order to have a warm place where they can sit for a few hours.

Accent in Sheffield not so broad as in Lancashire. A very few people, mostly miners I think, wear clogs.




290. Review of Esther Waters by George Moore; Our Mr. Wrenn by Sinclair Lewis; Dr. Serocold by Helen Ashton; The Owls’ House by Crosbie Garstin; Hangman’s House by Donn Byrne; Odd Craft by W. W. Jacobs; Naval Occasions by Bartimeus; My Man Jeeves by P. G. Wodehouse; Autobiography, 2 vols., by Margot Asquith

New English Weekly, 5 March 1936

The Penguin Books are splendid value for sixpence1 so splendid that if the other publishers had any sense they would combine against them and suppress them. It is, of course, a great mistake to imagine that cheap books are good for the book trade. Actually it is just the other way about. If you have, for instance, five shillings to spend and the normal price of a book is half-a-crown, you are quite likely to spend your whole five shillings on two books. But if books are sixpence each you are not going to buy ten of them, because you don’t want as many as ten; your saturation-point will have been reached long before that. Probably you will buy three sixpenny books and spend the rest of your five shillings on seats at the “movies.” Hence the cheaper books become, the less money is spent on books. This is an advantage from the reader’s point of view and doesn’t hurt trade as a whole, but for the publisher, the compositor, the author and the bookseller it is a disaster.

As for the present batch of Penguin Books—the third batch of ten—far and away the best of them, of course, is Esther Waters. I do not know Moore’s work very well, but I cannot believe that he ever did anything better than this. It was written by a man whose fingers were all thumbs and who had not learned some of the most elementary tricks of the novelist, for instance, how to introduce a new character, but the book’s fundamental sincerity makes its surface faults almost negligible. Moore’s great advantage as a novelist lay in not having an over-developed sense of pity; hence he could resist the temptation to make his characters more sensitive than they would be in real life. Esther Waters is in the same class as Of Human Bondage—both of them books which are stuffed full of literary faults but which are not likely to drop out of favour.

Sinclair Lewis’s Our Mr. Wrenn is a weak early work which hardly seems worth reprinting. Presumably it was chosen because the copyright of Babbit[t] or Elmer Gantry would have been too expensive. Dr. Serocold is good of its kind—it describes a day in the life of a country doctor—and must not be judged by its appalling last sentence. According to Miss E. M. Delafield, the only cases that doctors in fiction ever attend are confinements. Miss Ashton, who is a doctor herself, has evidently noticed this tendency and avoided it. Crosbie Garstin I cannot do with, nor with Donn Byrne—the latter, I think, still has a biggish reputation, but he was too like a professional Irishman for my taste. It would be interesting to know whether W. W. Jacobs keeps his popularity. On his low level he is as good a short-story writer as we have had. His stories look as though they grew together. But their range is tiny, and they depend upon the Punch-like notion that a working-class person, as such, is a figure of fun and possesses no sense of honour. I should expect a Communist to describe Odd Craft as ideologically poisonous, which indeed it is.

I suppose I ought not to be rude to Naval Occasions, which I greatly enjoyed when I was a little boy just before the war. Those were the great days of the Navy’s popularity. Small boys wore sailor suits, and everyone belonged to something called the Navy League and had a bronze medal which cost a shilling, and the popular slogan was “We want eight (dreadnoughts) and we won’t wait!” Bartimeus, I fancy, aspired to be the Kipling of the Navy and merely succeeded in being a rather more naïve and likeable Ian Hay. It was a pity not to choose a better Wodehouse book than My Man Jeeves, which was the first of its series and contains at least one story which has since been reissued in a better form. Still, it was a great day for Mr. Wodehouse when he created Jeeves, and thus escaped from the realm of comedy, which in England always stinks of virtue, into the realm of pure farce. The great charm of Jeeves is that (although he did pronounce Nietzsche to be “fundamentally unsound”) he is beyond good and evil.

Finally, there are the two volumes of Lady Asquith’s autobiography. This, I admit, I have never been able to read in toto, either now or when it first appeared. If you are born into one of our governing families and spend your life in political circles, you are bound to meet interesting people, but you don’t, it seems, necessarily learn to write decent English. I remember that some French novelist, describing a letter he had received from a lady of title, said: “Her style was that of a concierge.”

In my capacity as reader I applaud the Penguin Books; in my capacity as writer I pronounce them anathema. Hutchinsons are now bringing out a very similar edition, though only of their own books, and if the other publishers follow suit, the result may be a flood of cheap reprints which will cripple the lending libraries (the novelist’s foster-mother) and check the output of new novels. This would be a fine thing for literature, but it would be a very bad thing for trade, and when you have to choose between art and money—well, finish it for yourself.
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5.3.36.   At 21 Estcourt Avenue, Headingley, Leeds.1

I left Sheffield at 10.30 this morning, and in spite of its being such a frightful place and of the relief of getting back into a comfortable house, I was quite sorry to leave the Searles. I have seldom met people with more natural decency. They were as kind to me as anyone could possibly be, and I hope and trust they liked me. Of course I got their whole life-history from them by degrees. Searle is 33 and was an only child. When a youth he joined the Army and was in the Ordnance Corps (or whatever it is called) with the army of occupation in Palestine and in Egypt. He has vivid memories of Egypt and wishes he was back there. Since then he has only had short-lived jobs, eg. as store-keeper and check-weighman at various works, also as railway (outside) porter. Mrs. S. comes from a somewhat more prosperous family, as her father till only a few weeks agofn1 was in a good job at £5 a week and also made something on the side by making fishing rods. But it was a very large family (11) and she went into service. She married S. when he was on the dole, against the opposition of her family. At first they could not get a house,2 and lived in a single room, in which two children were born and one died. They told me they had only one bed for the family and had to “lay out” the dead baby in the perambulator. Finally, after frightful difficulty (one reason for this is that private landlords are not too keen on3 letting to people on the dole and there is a certain amount of bribery of agents) they got this house, of which the rent is about 8/6. Mrs. S. earns about 9/–a week from her charing. Exactly what deduction is made for this from S’s dole I don’t know, but their total income is 32/6. In spite of which I had great difficulty in getting them to accept enough for my keep while there – they wanted to charge only 6/–for full board and lodging from Monday night to Thursday morning. They keep the house very clean and decent, have a bit of garden, though they can’t do much with it, as it has factory chimneys on one side and the gas works on the other, besides being poor soil, and are very fond of one another. I was surprised by Mrs S’s grasp of the economic situation and also of abstract ideas—quite unlike most working-class women in this, though she is I think not far from illiterate. She does not seem resentful against the people who employ her—indeed she says they are kind to her—but sees quite clearly the essential facts about domestic service. She told me how the other day as she waited at the lunch table she calculated the price of the food on the table (for 5 persons for one meal) and it came to (6/3) – as much as the P.A.C. allows her child for a fortnight.

Brown was very good and took my request to “show me over Sheffield” even too seriously, so that from morning to night I was being rushed from place to place, largely on foot, to see public buildings, slums, housing estates etc. But he is a tiresome person to be with, being definitely disgruntled and too concsiousº of his Communist convictions. In Rotherham we had to have lunch at a slightly expensive restaurant because there didn’t seem to be any others except pubs (B. is TT.), and when in there he was sweating and groaning about the “bourgeois atmosphere” and saying he could not eat this kind of food. As he declares that it is necessary to literally hate the bourgeoisie, I wondered what he thought of me, because he told me at the very start I was a bourgeois and remarked on my “public school twang.” However, I think he was disposed to treat me as a sort of honorary proletarian, partly because I had no objection to washing in the sink etc., but more because I seemed interested in Sheffield. He was very generous and though I had told him at the start that I was going to pay for his meals etc. while we were together, he would always go out of his way to spare me expense. It seems that he lives on 10/– a week—I had this from Searle: exactly where B’s 10/– comes from I don’t know—and the rent of his room is 6/–. Of course it would not be possible to subsist on the remainder, allowing for fuel. You could only keep alive4 on 4/–a week (see attached)5 if you spent nothing on fuel and nothing on tobacco or clothes. I gather B. gets meals from time to time from the S’s and other friends, also from his brother who is in comparatively good employ. His room is decent and even cultured-looking, as it has bits of “antique” furniture which he has made himself, and some crude but not disagreeable pictures, mostly of circuses, which he has painted. Much of his bitterness obviously comes from sexual starvation. His deformity handicaps him with women, his fear of transmitting it has stopped him from marrying (he says he would only marry a woman past the childbearing age), and his inability to earn money makes it more impossible still. However, at one of the Adelphi summer schools6 he picked up with some schoolmistress (aged 43) who I gather is his mistress when opportunities permit and who is willing to marry him, only her parents oppose it. The Searles say he has improved greatly since taking up with this woman—before that he used to have fits occasionally.

We had an argument one evening in the Searles’ house because I helped Mrs S. with the washing-up. Both of the men disapproved of this, of course. Mrs S. seemed doubtful. She said that in the North working-class men never offered any courtesies to women (women are allowed to do all the housework unaided, even when the man is unemployed, and it is always the man who sits in the comfortable chair), and she took this state of things for granted, but did not see why it should not be changed. She said that she thought the women now-a-days, especially the younger women, would like it if men opened doors for them etc. The position now-a-days is anomalous. The man is practically always out of work, whereas the woman occasionally is working. Yet the woman continues to do all the housework and the man not a handsturn, except carpentering and gardening. Yet I think it is instinctively felt by both sexes that the man would lose his manhood if, merely because he was out of work, he became a “Mary Ann.”

One particular picture of Sheffield stays by me. A frightful piece of waste ground (somehow, up here a piece of waste ground attains a squalor that would be impossible even in London), trampled quite bare of grass and littered with newspaper, old saucepans etc. To the right, an isolated row of gaunt four-room houses, dark red blackened by smoke. To the left an interminable vista of factory chimneys, chimney behind chimney, fading away into a dim blackish haze. Behind me a railway embankment made from the slag of furnaces. In front, across the piece of waste ground, a cubical building of dingy red and yellow brick, with the sign, “John Grocock, Haulage Contractor.”

Other memories of Sheffield: stone walls blackened by smoke, a shallow river yellow with chemicals, serrated flames, like circular saws, coming out from the cowls of the foundry chimneys, thump and scream of steam hammers (the iron seems to scream under the blow), smell of sulphur, yellow clay, backsides of women wagging laboriously from side to side as they shove their perambulators up the hills.

Mrs Searle’s recipe for fruit loaf (very good with butter) which I will write down here before I lose it:

1 lb flour. 1 egg. 4 oz. treacle. 4 oz. mixed fruit (or currants). 8 oz. sugar. 6 oz. margarine or lard.

Cream the sugar and margarine, beat the egg and add it, add the treacle and then the flour, put in greased tins and bake about ½ to ¾ hour in a moderate oven.

Also her ‘54321’ recipe for sponge cake:

5 oz. flour, 4 oz. sugar, 3 oz. grease (butter best), 2 eggs, 1 teaspoonful baking powder. Mix as above and bake.


The first numbered section of the diary, pages 1 to 36, concludes here. The second numbered section, pages 1 to 25, is headed ‘Diary’ in Orwell’s handwriting.



7.3.36.   Staying till next Wed. with M. and H. at 21 Estcourt Avenue, Headingley. Conscious all the while of difference in atmosphere between middle-class home even of this kind and working-class home. The essential difference is that here there is elbow-room, in spite of there being 5 adults and 3 children, besides animals, at present in the house. The children make peace and quiet difficult, but if you definitely want to be alone you can be so—in a working-class house never, either by night or day.

One of the kinds of discomfort inseparable from a working-man’s life is waiting about. If you receive a salary it is paid into your bank and you draw it out when you want it. If you receive wages, you have to go and get them in somebody else’s time and are probably kept hanging about and probably expected to behave as though being paid your wages at all was a favour. When Mr Hornby at Wigan went to the mine to draw his compensation, he had to go, for some reason I did not understand, on two separate days each week, and was kept waiting in the cold for about an hour before he was paid. In addition the four tram journeys to and from the mine cost him 1/-, reducing his compensation from 29/-weekly to 28/-. He took this for granted, of course. The result of long training in this kind of thing is that whereas the bourgeois goes through life expecting to get what he wants, within limits, the working-man always feels himself the slave of a more or less mysterious authority. I was impressed by the fact that when I went to Sheffield Town Hall to ask for certain statistics,7 both Brown and Searle—both of them people of much more forcible character than myself—were nervous, would not come into the office with me, and assumed that the Town Clerk would refuse information. They said, “He might give it to you, but he wouldn’t to us.” Actually the Town Clerk was snooty and I did not get all the information I asked for. But the point was that I assumed my questions would be8 answered, and the other two assumed the contrary.

It is for this reason that in countries where the class hierarchy exists, people of the higher class always tend to come to the front in times of stress, though not really more gifted than the others. That they will do so seems to be taken for granted always and everywhere. NB. to look up the passage in Lissagaray’s History of the Commune describing the shootings after the Commune had been suppressed. They were shooting the ringleaders without trial, and as they did not know who the ringleaders were, they were picking them out on the principle that those of better class than the others would be the ringleaders. One man was shot because he was wearing a watch, another because he ‘had an intelligent face.’ NB. to look up this passage.

Yesterday with H. and M. to Hawarthº Parsonage, home of the Brontes and now a museum. Was chiefly impressed by a pair of Charlotte Bronte’s cloth-topped boots, very small, with square toes and lacing up at the sides.

9.3.36.   Yesterday with H. and M. to their cottage at Middlesmoor, high up on the edge of the moors. Perhaps it is only the time of year, but even up there, miles from any industrial towns, the smoky look peculiar to this part of the country seems to hang9 about anything. Grass dull-coloured, streams muddy, houses all blackened as though by smoke. There was snow everywhere, but thawing and slushy. Sheep very dirty—no lambs, apparently. The palm was out and primroses putting out new shoots: otherwise nothing moving.




292. To Victor Gollancz Ltd

11 March 1936 Typewritten; handwritten list

21 Estcourt Avenue Headingley Leeds

Dear Sir,

With reference to the attached letters, I have made all the alterations suggested by Mr Rubinstein.1 I have left the other references to the other real advertised products mentioned by the Fanfare Press, as Mr Rubinstein states that they do not seem to matter in the context. I think I have made the necessary alterations all through, but in case of my having let the original words remain standing in any case, I suppose the compositors will see to this. A statement of the alterations I have made is herewith.

Communications sent to the above address will always be forwarded to me.

Yours faithfully

Eric A. Blair

P.S. I am sending the proof back under separate cover.

Ref. attached.

P. 6. “Foul, bloody things” deleted.2

P. 25. “Acrid” altered to “soothing.” It cannot very well stand without an adjective, but I suppose there is no objection to saying that Players’ cigarettes are “soothing”?3

P. 66. “Drink Habit Conquered in Three Days” altered to “Earn Five Pounds a Week in Your Spare Time.” This is not an identifiable advertisement.

E A. Blair




293. To Leonard Moore

11 March 1936 Typewritten

21 Estcourt Avenue Headingley Leeds

Dear Mr Moore,

Many thanks for your letter and the proof. I am sending the latter back to Gollancz direct, to save time. I hope and trust there will be no further objections now. I have made all the alterations suggested by Mr Rubinstein but have left the others mentioned by the Fanfare Press which Mr Rubinstein says “do not seem to matter in the context.” I may mention that some of the products stated by the Fanfare Press to be real products were ones I had invented myself with no notion that anything of that name was actually on the market. One or two of the things they mentioned could not very well be altered, eg. they mention the reference to Drage’s, which occurs in the poem in the middle of the book as a rhyme, and therefore obviously could not be changed. In any case it has been in print already (in the “Adelphi”.) But I presume that Mr Rubinstein’s suggestions cover what is1 necessary.

I wonder if I could get hold of a proof copy of Alec Browne’sº forthcoming book “The Fate of the Middle Classes,” which Gollancz is publishing. I think I could undertake to do a short review of it either for the Adelphi2 or the New English Weekly, but actually I want it in connection with the book I am projecting now, as by its title it seems to be discussing a matter I shall have to touch on. I never buy new books nowadays and I might not be able to get it from the library, but I don’t want to put Gollancz to the expense of a bound copy, so if he could let me have a proof copy I should be greatly obliged.3

Yours sincerely

Eric A. Blair
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11.3.36.   On the last two evenings to “discussion groups”—societies of people who meet once a week, listen-in to some talk on the radio and then discuss it. Those at the one on Monday were chiefly unemployed men and I believe these “discussion groups” were started or at any rate suggested by the Social Welfare people who run the unemployed occupational centres. That on Monday was decorous and rather dull. Thirteen people including ourselves (one woman besides M.), and we met in a room adjoining a public library. The talk was on Galsworthy’s play “The Skin Game” and the discussion kept to the subject until most of us adjoined to a pub for bread and cheese and beer afterwards. Two people dominated the assembly, one a huge bull-headed man named Rowe who contradicted whatever the last speaker had said and involved himself in the most appalling contradictions, the other a youngish, very intelligent and extremely well-informed man named Creed. From his refined accent, quiet voice and apparent omniscience, I took him for a librarian. I find he keeps a tobacconist’s shop and was previously a commercial traveller. During the War he was imprisoned as a conscientious objector. The other meeting was at a pub and the people were of higher standing. The arrangement is that M. and H. go there taking the portable radio, and the publican, who is a member of the group, lets them have a room for the evening. On this occasion the talk was called “If Plato lived Today,” but actually no one listened-in except M. and myself—H. has gone to Bedford. When the talk was over the publican, a Canadian with a very bald head, a market gardener who was already the worse for drink, and another man, rolled in and there began an orgy of drinking from which we escaped with difficulty about an hour later. Much talk on both nights about the European situation and most people saying (some of them with ill-dissembled hope) that war is certain. With two exceptions all pro-German.

Today to Barnsley to fix up about a place to stay. Wilde, secretary of the South Yorkshire Branch of the Working Men’s Club & Institute Union, has fixed it all up for me. The address is 4 Agnes Avenue. The usual 2 up 2 down house, with sink in living room, as at Sheffield. The husband is a miner and was away at work when we got there. House very disorganised as it was washing day, but seemed clean. Wilde, though kind and helpful, was a very vague person. He was a working miner till 1924 but as usual has been bourgeois-ified. Smartly dressed with gloves and umbrella and very little accent—I would have taken him for a solicitor from his appearance.

Barnsley is slightly smaller than Wigan—about 70,000 inhabitants—but distinctly less poverty-stricken, at any rate in appearance. Much better shops and more appearance of business being done. Many miners coming home from the morning shift. Mostly wearing clogs but of a square-toed pattern different from the Lancashire ones.

13.3.36.   At 4 Agnes Terrace,º Barnsley.

This house is bigger than I had imagined. Two rooms and tiny larder under the stairs downstairs, 3 or 4fn1 rooms upstairs. 8 people in the house—5 adults and 3 children. Front room which should be parlour is used as bedroom. Living room, about 14 by 12, has the usual kitchener, sink and copper. No gas stove. Electric light in all rooms save one. Outside W.C.

The family. Mr Grey, a short powerful man, age about 45, with coarse features, enlarged nose and a very fatigued, pale look. He is rather bald, has his own teeth (unusual in a working class person of that age) but they are very discoloured. A bit deaf, but very ready to talk, especially about technicalities of mining. Has worked in the pit ever since a small boy. On one occasion was buried by a fall of earth or stone—no bones broken, but it took ten minutes to dig him out and two hours to drag him to the cage. He tells me no machinery (stretchers etc.) exists for conveying injured men away from the scene of accidents. Obviously some kind of stretcher running on the trolley rails could be contrived, but this would involve stopping all the haulage of coal while it was being done. So injured men have to be carried to the cage by helpers who are themselves bending double and can only get them along very slowly. Mr G. works at removing the coal onto the trucks after it is cut—“scufting” I think it is called. He and his mate are paid piece-work 2/2 per ton—1/1 each. On full time his wages average £2–10–0 a week. His stoppages amount to 6/11. He works at Darton, about 4 miles away and goes there by bus.1 Journeys cost 6d a day. So his net wages on full time are about £2–0–0 a week.

Mrs G. is about 10 years younger,fn2 motherly type, always cooking and cleaning, accent less broad than her husband’s. Two little girls, Doreen and Ireen (spelling?) aged 11 and 10. The other lodgers are a widowed joiner, employed on the woodwork at the new dog-track, and his son aged about 11, and a professional singer who is going to sing at one of the pubs. All the larger pubs in Barnsley employ singers and dancers (some of these very immoral according to Mrs G.) more or less constantly.

The house is very clean and decent and my room the best I have had in lodgings up here. Flanelette sheets this time.

14.3.36.   Much talk last night with Mr G. about his War experiences. Especially about the malingering he saw going on when he was invalided with some injury to his leg, and the astute ways the doctors had of detecting it. One man feigned complete deafness and successfully kept it up during tests lasting two hours. Finally he was told by signs that he would be discharged and could go, and just as he was passing through the door the doctor said casually “Shut that door after you, would you?” The man turned and shut it, and was passed for active service. Another man feigned insanity and got away with it. For days he was going round with a bent pin on a bit of string, pretending to be catching fish. Finally he was discharged, and on parting with G. he held up his discharge papers and said “This is what I was fishing for.” I was reminded of the malingering I saw in the Hopitalº Cochin in Paris, where unemployed men used to remain for months together on pretence of being ill.2

Beastly cold again. Sleet this morning. But yesterday as I came on the train they were ploughing and the earth looked much more spring-like; especially in one field where the earth was very black, not like the usual clay soil hereabouts, and as the ploughshare turned it over it looked like chocolate fudge being sliced up with a knife.

I am very comfortable in this house but do not think I shall pick up much of interest in Barnsley. I know no one here except Wilde, who is thoroughly vague. Cannot discover whether there is a branch of the N. U. W.M. here. The public library is no good. There is no proper reference library and it seems no separate directory of Barnsley is published.

15.3.36.   Last night with Wilde and others to the general meeting of the South Yorkshire Branch of the Working Men’s Club & Institute Union, held at one of the clubs in Barnsley. About 200 people there, all busily tucking into beer and sandwiches, though it was only 4.30 pm—they had got an extension for the day. The club was a big building, really an enlarged pub with one big hall which could be used for concerts etc., and in which the meeting was held. It was a bit stormy in parts, but Wilde and the chairman had them pretty well in hand and were complete masters of all the usual platform phraseology and procedure. I notice from the balance sheet that W.’s salary is £260 per annum.3 Before this I had never realised the number and importance of these working men’s clubs, especially in the North and especially in Yorkshire. These at this meeting consisted of pairs of delegates sent by all the clubs in South Yorkshire. There would have been I should say 150 delegates, representing therefore 75 clubs and probably about 10,000 members. That is in South Yorkshire alone. After the meeting I was taken to have tea in the committee room with about 30 of what were, I gathered, some of the more important delegates. We had cold ham, bread and butter, cakes and whisky which everyone poured into their tea. After that with W. and the others went down to the Radical and Liberal Club in the middle of the town, where I have been before. There was a sort of smoking concert going on, as these clubs, like the pubs, all engaged singers etc. for the week-ends. There was quite a good knockabout comedian whose jokes were of the usual twins-mother-in-law-kippers type, and pretty steady boozing. Wilde’s accent becomes much broader when he is in these surroundings. It appears that these clubs were first started as a kind of charitable concern in the mid-nineteenth century, and were, of course, Temperance. But they escaped by becoming financially self-supporting and have developed, as I say, into sort of glorified cooperative pubs. Grey, who belongs to the Radical and Liberal Club, tells me his subscription is 1/6d a quarter and all drinks are 1d or 2d a pint cheaper than at the pubs. Youths under 21 are not admitted and (I think) women cannot be members but can go there with their husbands. Most of the clubs are avowedly non-political, and in this and in the fact that the members are mostly of the more prosperous working-class type—comparatively few unemployed—one can foresee the germs of a danger that they will be politically mobilised for anti-socialist purposes.

Talking with a man who was previously a miner but now works as a labourer for the Corporation. He was telling me about the housing conditions in Barnsley in his childhood. He grew up in a back to back house in which there were 11 people (two bedrooms, I suppose) and you not only had to walk 200 yards to get to the lavatory, but shared it with, in all, 36 people.

Have arranged to go down the Grimethorpe pit next Saturday. This is a very up-to-date pit4 and possesses certain machinery that does not exist anywhere else in England. Also to go down a “day hole” pit on Thursday afternoon. The man I spoke to told me it was a mile to the coal face, so if the “travelling” is bad I shan’t go the whole way—I only want to see what a “day hole” is like and am not going to incapacitate myself like last time.

When G. comes back from the pit he washes before having his food. I don’t know whether this is usual, but I have often seen miners sitting down to eat with Christy Minstrel faces—completely black except very red lips which become clean by eating. When G. arrives he is as black as ink, especially his scalp—for this reason miners usually wear their hair short. He pours out a large basin of hot water, strips to the waist and washes himself very methodically, first his hands, then his upper arms, then his forearms, then his chest and shoulders, then his face and head. Then he dries himself and his wife washes his back. His navel is still a nest of coal-dust. I suppose from the waist down he must normally be quite black. There are public baths and the miners go to them but as a rule not more than once a week—one cannot be surprised at this, as a miner has not much time between working and sleeping. Miners’ houses with bathrooms, other than the new Corporation ones, are practically unknown. Only a few colliery companies have baths at the pit-heads.

I notice that G. does not eat very much. At present, working on the afternoon shift, he has the same breakfast as I have (an egg and bacon, bread—no butter—and tea) and has a light lunch, such as bread and cheese, about half past twelve. He says he cannot do his work if5 he has eaten too much. All he takes with him to the pit is some bread and dripping and cold tea. This is the usual thing. The men do not want much in the stifling air down there, and besides, they are not allowed any time off for eating. He gets home between 10 and 11 pm, and it is then that he has his only heavy meal of the day.

16.3.36.   Last night to hear Mosley speak at the Public Hall, which is in structure a theatre. It was quite full—about 700 people I should say. About 100 Blackshirts on duty, with two or three exceptions weedy-looking specimens, and girls selling “Action”6 etc. Mosley spoke for an hour and a half and to my dismay seemed to have the meeting mainly with him. He was booed at the start but loudly clapped at the end. Several men who tried at the beginning to interject questions were thrown out, one of them—who as far as I could see was only trying to get a question answered—with quite unnecessary violence, several Blackshirts throwing themselves upon him and raining blows on him while he was still sitting down and had not attempted any violence. M. is a very good speaker. His speech was the usual claptrap—Empire free trade, down with the Jew and the foreigner, higher wages and shorter hours all round etc. etc. After the preliminary booing the (mainly) working-class audience was easily bamboozled by M. speaking from as it were a Socialist angle, condemning the treachery of successive governments towards the workers. The blame for everything was put upon mysterious international gangs of Jews who are said to be financing, among other things, the British Labour Party and the Soviet. M.’s statement re. the international situation: “We fought Germany before in a British quarrel; we are not going to fight them now in a Jewish one” was received with loud applause. Afterwards there were questions as usual, and it struck me how easy it is to bamboozle an uneducated audience if you have prepared beforehand a set of repartees with which to evade awkward questions. eg. M. kept extolling Italy and Germany, but when questioned about concentration camps etc. always replied “We have no foreign models; what happens in Germany need not happen here.” To the question, “How do you know that your own money is not used to finance cheap foreign labour?” (M. having denounced the Jewish financiers who are supposed to do this), M. replied, “All my money is invested in England,” and I suppose comparatively few of the audience realised that this means nothing.

At the beginning M. said that anyone ejected would be charged under the public meetings act. I don’t know whether this was actually done, but presumably the power to do so exists. In connection with this the fact that there are no police on duty inside the building is of great importance. Anyone who interrupts can be assaulted and thrown out and then charged into the bargain, and of course the stewards, ie. M. himself, are the judges of what constitutes an interuption.º Therefore one is liable to get both a hammering and a fine for asking a question which M. finds it difficult to answer.

At the end of the meeting a great crowd collected outside, as there was some public indignation about the men who had been thrown out. I waited for a long time in the crowd to see what would happen, but M. and party did not emerge. Then the police managed to split the crowd and I found myself at the front, whereupon a policeman ordered me away, but quite civilly. I went round to the back of the crowd and waited again, but still M. did not appear and I concluded he had been sneaked out by a back door, so went home. In the morning at the Chronicle office, however, I was told that there had been some stone-throwing and two men had been arrested and remanded.

G. changed this morning onto the early morning shift. He gets up at 3.45 am and has to be at work, ie. at the coal face, at 6. He gets home about 2.30 pm His wife does not get up to get his breakfast and he says few miners will allow their wives to do so. Also that there are still some miners who if they meet a woman on their way to work will turn back and go home. It is considered bad luck to see a woman before going to work. I presume this only applies to the early morning shift.




295. To Jack Common

17 March 1936 Typewritten

4 Agnes Terrace Barnsley, Yorks.

Dear Common,1

Would you like a short review of Alec Browne’sº book “The Fate of the Middle Classes”? Or is someone else doing it for you? I have scrounged a free copy and it seems not an uninteresting book, at any rate it is on an important subject and I thought I might, eg., do a few lines for the Adelphi Forum2 on it.

I have been in these barbarous regions for about two months and have had a very interesting time and picked up a lot of ideas for my next book3 but I admit I am beginning to pine to be back in the languorous South and also to start doing some work again, which of course is impossible in the surroundings I have been in. My next novel4 ought to be out shortly. It would have been out a month ago only there was one of those fearful last-minute scares about libel and I was made to alter it to the point of ruining it utterly. What particularly stuck in my gizzard was that the person who dictated the alterations to me was that squirt Norman Collins. Do you want a copy sent to the Adelphi? If you think you could get it reviewed I will have them send a copy, but not if you haven’t space to spare. I went to the Adelphi offices5 in Manchester and saw Higginbottom6 several times, also Meade with whom I stayed several days. I may tell you in case you don’t know that there are fearful feuds and intrigues going on among the followers of the Adelphi and I will tell you about these when I see you. I didn’t say anything of this to Rees when I wrote, because I thought his feelings might be hurt.

What about the international situation? Is it war? I think not, because if the government have any sense at all they must realise that they haven’t got the country behind them. I think things will remain uneasily in statu quo and the war will break out later, possibly this autumn. If you notice wars tend to break out in the autumn, perhaps because continental governments don’t care to mobilise until they have got the harvest in.

I heard Mosley7 speak here on Sunday. It sickens one to see how easily a man of that type can win over and bamboozle a working class audience. There was some violence by the Blackshirts, as usual, and I am going to write to the Times about it, but what hope of their printing my letter?8

I shall be at the above address till about the 25th, after that returning to London, by sea if I can manage it. Hoping to see you some time after that,

Yours

Eric A. Blair




296. The Road to Wigan Pier Diary

18.3.36. The Barnsley public baths are very bad. Old-fashioned bathtubs, none too clean, and not nearly enough of them. I judged by the appearance of the place there were at most 50 bathsfn1—this in a town of 70–80 thousand inhabitants, largely miners, not one of whom has a bath in his own house, except in the new Corporation houses.

Some curious coincidences. When I went to see Len Kaye he recommended me to see Tommy Degnan, to whom I had also been recommended by Paddy Grady at Wigan. But what was more curious still, D. was one of the men who were thrown out at Mosley’s meeting, though not the one I actually saw thrown out. I went round to see D. last night and had some difficulty in finding him. He lives in a dreadful barn of a place called Garden House, which is an old almost ruinous house which half a dozen unemployed men have taken and made a sort of lodging house of D. himself is not unemployed, though at the moment “playing” because a few days before the hammering he got at M.’s meeting he was slightly crushed by a fall of stone in the mine. We went out to look for the man whom I actually saw thrown out, as I want to get particulars and see his bruises before writing to the papers about it, but couldn’t find him, and I am to see him today. Then in the street we ran across another man whom I saw thrown out. The latter’s ejection was an interesting instance of the way any upset can be misrepresented and turned to advantage by a demagogue of the type of Mosley. At the time of the uproar at the back of the hall, this last man—name Hennesy,fn2 I think—was seen to rush on to the stage, and everyone thought he had gone there to shout something out and interrupt M.’s speech. It struck me at the time as curious that though on the stage he didn’t shout anything out, and the next moment, of course, the Blackshirts on the platform seized him and bundled him out. M. shouted out, “A typical example of Red tactics!” It now appears what happened was this. Hennesey saw the Blackshirts at the back of the hall bashing D., and couldn’t get to him to help him because there is no aisle up the middle; but there was an aisle up the right hand side, and the only way he could get to this was over the stage. D. after being thrown out was charged under the Public Meetings Act, but H. not. I don’t know yet whether the other man, Marshall, was. The woman who was thrown out—this was somewhere at the back and I didn’t see it—was hit on the head with a trumpet and was a day in hospital. D. and H. were in the Army together and H. was wounded in the leg and D. taken prisoner when the Vth Army was defeated in 1918. D., being a miner, was sent to work in the Polish mines. He said all of them had pit-head baths. H. says the French ones have them too.

G. told me a dreadful story of how a friend of his, a “dataller”, was buried alive. He was buried under a fall of small stone, and they rushed to him and, though they could not get him out completely, they got his head and shoulders free so that he could breathe. He was alive and spoke to them. At this moment they saw that the roof was coming down again and had to take to flight themselves. Once again he was buried, and once again they managed to get to him and uncover his head, and again he was alive and spoke to them. Then the roof came down again, and this time they did not get him out for some hours, after which, of course, he was dead. But the real point of the story, from G.’s point of view, was that this man had known beforehand that this part of the mine was unsafe and likely to bury him: “And it worked on his mind to that extent that he kissed his wife before he went to work. And she told me afterwards that it was the first time in years he’d kissed her.”

There is a very old woman—a Lancashire woman—living near here who in her day has worked down the pit, dragging tubs of coal with a harness and chain. She is 83, so I suppose this would be in the seventies.

19.3.36.   In frightful exhaustion after going down the “day hole,” as, of course, when the time came I had not the strength of mind to say I did not want to go as far as the coal face.

I went down with the “deputy” (Mr Lawson) about 3 pm. and came up about 6.15 pm. L. said we had covered not quite 2 miles. I must say that I got on perceptibly better than at Wigan, either because the going was a little better, as I think it was—probably one could stand upright about one third of the way—or because L., who is an old man, moderated his pace to mine. The chief feature of this pit, apart from its being a “day hole,” is that it is infernally wet in most places. There were quite considerable streams running here and there, and two enormous pumps have to be kept running all day and most of the night. The water is pumped up to ground level and has made a considerable pool, but curiously enough it is clear clean water—even drinkable, L. said—and the pool was quite ornamental with waterhens swimming about on it. We went down when the morning shift came up, and there are comparatively few men on the afternoon shift for some reason I did not understand. When we got to the coal face the men were there with the coal-cutter, which was not running at the moment, but they set it running to show me. The teeth on a revolving chain—in principle it is an enormously tough and powerful band-saw—cut in underneath the coal face, after which huge boulders of coal can be easily tumbled out and broken up with picks before being loaded1 onto the tubs. Some of these boulders of coal, not yet broken up, were about 8 feet long by two thick by four high—the seam is four feet six, I think—and must have weighed many tons.fn3 As it cuts the machine travels backwards or forwards, as desired, along the coal face, on its own power. The place where these men, and those loading the broken coal onto the tubs, were working,2 was like hell. I had never thought of it before, but of course as the machine works it sends forth clouds of coal dust which almost stifle one and make it impossible to see more than a few feet. No lamps except Davy lamps of an old-fashioned pattern, not more than two or three candle-power, and it puzzled one to see how these men can see to work, except when there are a number of them together. To get from one part of the coal face to another you had to crawl along awful tunnels cut through the coal, a yard high by two feet wide, and then to work yourself on your bottom over mountainous boulders of coal. Of course in doing this I dropped my lamp and it went out. L. called to one of the men working and he gave me his3 lamp. Then L. said “You’d better cut yourself a bit of coal as a memento” (visitors always do this), and while I was cutting out a piece of coal with the pick, I knocked my second lamp between the two of us, which was disconcerting and brought it home to me how easily you could lose yourself down there if you didn’t happen to know the roads.

We passed tubs, carrying props etc., going to and fro on the endless belt, which is worked by electricity. The tubs only move at 1½ miles an hour. All the miners at this pit seem to carry sticks, and they gave me one which was a great help. They are about two foot six long and hollowed out just below the knob. At moderate heights (4 ft to 5 ft) you keep your hand on the knob, and when you have to bend really low you grip the stick by the hollow. The ground under foot was as mucky as a farm yard in many places. They say the best way to go is to keep one foot on the trolley-rail and the other on the sleepers, if you can find them. The miners going down the roads run, bent double of course, in places where I could barely stagger. They say it is easier to run than walk when you have the hang of it. It was rather humiliating that coming back, which we did by the most direct route, took me three quarters of an hour and only takes the miners a quarter of4 an hour. But we had gone to the nearest working, only about half way to the end. Those who work at the furthest working take nearly an hour to get to their work. This time I was given one of the new crash helmets which many, though not all miners, now wear. To look at they are very like a French or Italian tin hat, and I had always imagined they were made of metal. Actually they are of a kind of compressed fibre and very light. Mine was a bore because it was too small and fell off when I bent very low. But how glad of it I was! Coming back when I was tired and could not bend much I must have bashed my head twenty times—once hard enough to bring down a huge chunk of stone—but felt absolutely nothing.

Walked home with L. to Dodworth as I could get the bus more easily there. He has a two-mile walk with some pretty stiff hills going to and from work, in addition to the walk inside the mine when he gets there. But I suppose as “deputy” he doesn’t do much manual work. He has worked in this mine 22 years and says he knows it so well that he never even needs to look up [to] see when there is a beam coming.

Birds all singing. Tiny pink buds on the elms that I had never noticed before. Many female flowers on the hazels. But I suppose as usual the old maids will be cutting them all off for Easter decorations.

When I sit typing the family, especially Mrs G. and the kids, all gather round to watch absorbedly, and appear to admire my prowess almost as much as I admire that of the miners.

20.3.36.   Talking with Firth (see notes on his house.) He gets 32/– a week from the U.A.B.5 Mrs F. is a Derbyshire woman. Two kids, ages 2 years 5 months and 10 months. They are fairly sturdy as yet and it is evidently the case that these kids do much better in infancy than later, as for about their first three years they get help from the Infants’ Welfare Clinic. Mrs F. gets three packets of baby’s food (dried milk) a week and also a little Nestle’s milk. On one occasion she got an allowance of 2/– a week for a month to buy eggs for the elder child. While there we sent out for some beer. I noted both the F. s let the children drink a little beer out of their glasses. Another kid was in and out of the house mothering the F. baby. Her father was murdered four years ago. The widowed mother gets an allowance of 2/– a week, I do not know from what source, on which she has to keep herself and 4 children.

I did not know before, what F. told me, that when the mines have baths at the pithead these are built not by the company but by the miners themselves, out of the Welfare Fund to which every miner subscribes. This is the case at any rate round here—must try and find out if it is so everywhere. It is by the way another argument against the statement that miners do not want or appreciate baths. One reason why not all pits have baths is that when a pit is anywhere near being worked out it is not considered worth while to build baths.

I forgot to mention that in the day-hole at Wentworth the pit props, owing to the damp, had strange fungi exactly like cotton wool growing on them. If you touched them they went all to nothing, leaving a nasty smell. It appears that a Lancashire miner, instead of slinging his lamp round his neck, has a band above the elbow and hangs the lamp from that.

Today G. earned little or nothing. The coal-cutter had broken down so there was no coal for him to fill into the tubs. When this happens those on piece-work get no compensation, except a shilling or two for odd jobs called bye-work.

I see the Manchester Guardian has not printed my letter re. Mosley and I suppose they never will. I hardly expected the Times to print it, but I think the M.G. might, considering their reputation.

21.3.36.   This morning went down the Grimethorpe pit. Not exhausting this time, because in order not to clash with the visit of some students from the Technical College we went to the nearest working, only about ¼ mile and little bending.

The depth of the mine, at least at the part we went to, is a little over 400 yards. The young engineer who took me thought the cages average 60 mph. when going down, in which case they must touch 80 or more at6 their fastest. I think this must be an exaggeration, but they certainly travel faster than the average railway train. The especial feature of this pit is the “skip wagon,” by which the coal is sent straight up in special cages instead of being sent up, much more laboriously, in tubs. The full tubs come slowly along an inclined rail and are controlled by men at the sides with brakes. Each tub halts for a moment on a weighing machine and its weight is entered up, then the tubs move on and move two at a time into a kind of container which grips them underneath. The container then turns right over, spilling the coal down a shute into the cage below. When the cage has got 8 tons, ie. about 16 tubs, in it, it goes out and the coal is spilt down a similar chute on the surface. Then it goes along conveyor belts and over screens which automatically sort it, and is washed as well. The coal which is being sold to factories etc. is shot straight into goods trucks on the railway line below and then weighed truck and all, the weight of the truck being known. This is the only pit in England which works this system—all others send the coal up in the tubs, which takes much more time and needs more tubs. The system has been worked for a long time in Germany and U.S.A. The Grimethorpe pit turns out about 5000 tons of coal a day.

This time I saw the fillers actually working at the coal face, and now having seen the different operations of coal-getting, except blasting, in progress separately, I understand more or less how it is done. The coal-cutter travels along the face cutting into the bottom of the ledge of coal to the depth of 5 feet. Then the coal can be tumbled out in boulders with picks, or—as here, the Grimethorpe coal being very hard—is first loosened with blasting charges and then extracted. Then the fillers (who have also extracted it) load it onto the conveyor belt which runs behind them and carries it to a chute from which it runs into the tubs. Thus:
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As far as possible the three operations are done in three separate shifts. The coal-cutter works on the afternoon shift, the blasting is done on the night shift (when the minimum number of people are in the pit), and the fillers extract the coal on the morning shift. Each man has to clear a space7 4 or 5 yards wide. So, as the seam of coal is about a yard high and the cutter has undermined it to a depth of 5 feet, each man has to extract and load onto the belt (say) 14 x 5 x 3 cubic feet of coal, equals 210 cubic feet, equals nearly 8 cubic yards of coal. If it is really the case that a cubic yard of coal weighs 27 cwt., this would be well over 10 tons—ie. each man has to shift nearly a ton and a half an hour. When the job is done the coal face has advanced 5 feet, so during the next shift the conveyor belt is taken to pieces, moved 5 feet forward and reassembled, and fresh props are put in.

The place where the fillers were working was fearful beyond description. The only thing one could say was that, as conditions underground go, it was not particularly hot. But as the seam of coal is only a yard high or a bit more, the men can only kneel or crawl to their work, never stand up. The effort of constantly shovelling coal over your left shoulder and flinging it a yard or two beyond, while in a kneeling position, must be very great even to men who are used to it. Added to this there are the clouds of coal dust which are flying down your throat all the time and which make it difficult to see any distance. The men were all naked except for trousers and knee-pads. It was difficult to get through the conveyor belt to the coal face. You had to pick your moment and wriggle through quickly when the belt stopped for a moment. Coming back we crawled onto the belt while it was moving; I had not been warned of the difficulty of doing this and immediately fell down and had to be hauled off before the belt dashed me against the props etc. which were littered about further down. Added to the other discomforts of the men working there, there is the fearful din of the belt which never stops for more than a minute or so.

Electric lights this time—no Davy lamps used in the pit except for testing for gas. They can detect the presence of gas by the flame turning blue. By the height to which the flame can be turned while still remaining blue, they have a rough test of the percentage of gas in the atmosphere. All the roads we went through, except one or two galleries used for short cuts, were high and well-built and even paved underfoot in places. I have at last grasped the reason for the doors one passes through from time to time. The air is sucked out of one entry by fans and goes in of its own accord at another entry. But if not prevented it will come back by the shortest route instead of going all round the mine. Hence the doors, which stop it from taking short cuts.

Excellent baths at the pit. They have no less than 1000 h. & c. shower baths. Each miner has two lockers, one for his pit clothes and one for his ordinary clothes (so that the pit clothes shall not dirty the others.) Thus he can come and go clean and decent. According to the engineer, the baths were built partly by the Miners’ Welfare, partly by the royalty owners, and the company also contributed.

During this week G. has had two narrow escapes from falls of stone, one of which actually grazed him on its way down. These men would not last long if it were not that they are used to the conditions and know when to stand from under. I am struck by the difference between the miners when you see them underground and when you see them in the street etc. Above ground, in their thick ill-fitting clothes, they are ordinary looking-men,º usually small and not at all impressive and indeed not distinguishable from other people except by their distinctive walk (clumping tread, shoulders very square) and the blue scars on their noses. Below, when you see them stripped, all, old and young, have splendid bodies, with every muscle defined and wonderfully small waists. I saw some miners going into their baths. As I thought, they are quite black from head to foot. So the ordinary miner, who has not access to a bath, must be black from the waist down six days a week at least.

I have been wondering about what people like the Firths have to eat. Their total income is 32/– a week. Rent 9/0½d. Gas say (1/3). Coal (say 3 cwt. @ 9d)) 2/3. Other minor expenses (eg. F. keeps up his Union payments) say 1/–. That leaves 18/6. But Mrs F. gets a certain amount of baby-food free from the Clinic, so say the baby only costs 1/– a week beyond this. That leaves 17/6. F. smokes at any rate some cigarettes, say 1/– (6 packets of Woodbines a week.) That leaves 16/6 a week to feed 2 adults and a girl aged 2 years, or about 5/6 per week per head. And this takes no account of clothes, soap, matches etc. etc. Mrs F. said they fed chiefly on bread and jam. If I can do so delicately I must ask F. to give me a fairly exact account of their meals for one day.

22.3.36.   Kaye says his father, a collier (now too old for work), always washed the top half of his body and his feet and legs to above the knees. The rest of his body was only washed at very long intervals, the old man believing that washing all over led to lumbago.

Communist meeting in the Market Place disappointing. The trouble with all these Communist speakers is that instead of using the popular idiom they employ immensely long sentences full of “despite” and “notwithstanding” and “be that as it may” etc. in the Garvin8 strain—and this in spite of always speaking with broad provincial or cockney accents—Yorkshire in this case. I suppose they are given set speeches which they learn by heart. After the visiting speaker Degnan got up to speak and was a much more effective speaker—he speaks very broad Lancashire and though he can talk9 like a leading article if he wants to he doesn’t choose. The usual crowd of men of all ages gaping with entirely expressionless faces and the usual handful of women a little more animated than the men—I suppose because no woman would go to a political meeting unless exceptionally interested in politics. About 150 people. Collection taken for the defence of the young men arrested in the Mosley affair and realised 6/–.

Wandering round Barnsley Main Colliery and the glassworks along the canal with F. and another man whose name I did not get. The latterº mother had just died and was lying dead at home. She was 89 and had been a midwife for 50 years. I noted the lack of hypocrisy with which he was laughing and joking and came into the pub to have a drink etc. The monstrous slag-heaps round Barnsley Main are all more or less on fire under the surface. In the darkness you can see long serpentine fires creeping all over them, not only red but very sinister blue flames (from sulphur) which always seem on the point of going out and then flicker up again.

I notice that the word “spink” (for a great tit, I think, but at any rate some small bird) is in use here as well as in Suffolk.

23.3.36.   At Mapplewell. Houses about the worst I have seen, though we did not manage to get into the very worst ones, which were one-roomed or two-roomed cabins of stone, about 20’ by 15’ by 15’ high, or even less, and practically ruinous. Rent of these, some of which are property of colliery, said to be about 3/–. In the row called Spring Gardens we found public indignation because the landlords have served about half the row with notices to quit for arrears of, in some cases, only a few shillings. (Firth, in Barnsley, has a notice to quit though only about 5/– in arrear and paying this off at 3d per week.) The people took us in and insisted on our seeing their houses. Frightful interiors. In the first one (see notes) old father, out of work of course, obviously horribly bewildered by his notice to quit after 22 years tenancy and turning anxiously to F. and me with some idea that we could help him. The mother rather more self-possessed. Two sons aged about 24, fine big men with powerful well-shaped bodies, narrow faces and red hair, but thin and listless from obvious undernourishment and with dull brutalised expressions. Their sister, a little older and very like them, with prematurely lined face, glancing from F. to me, again with the idea that perhaps we might help. One of the sons, taking no notice of our presence, all the while slowly peeling off his socks in front of the fire; his feet almost black with sticky dirt. The other son was at work. The house terribly bare—no bedclothes except overcoats etc.—but fairly clean and tidy. At the back children playing about in the muck, some of them, aged 5 or 6, barefoot and naked except for a sort of shift. F. told the tenants if the notice to quit was persisted with to come into Barnsley and see him and Degnan. I told them the landlord was only bluffing and to hold their ground and if he threatened taking it to court to threaten in return to sue him for lack of repairs. Hope I did the right thing.

I have glanced at Brown’s novel.10 It is b—s.

25.3.36.   Men along the private line leading to Gauber pit unloading trucks of slack. They say the mine “can’t get shut o’ t’slack” and are laying it by. This is regarded as a sinister sign. If the pits are storing slack already they will soon be running short time. The men get 4d a ton for unloading the slack. A truck holds about 10 tons, so they have to unload 3 trucks to make a day’s wage.

I think the dirtiest interiors I see, more than any of the various kinds of squalor—the piles of unwashed crocks, the scraps of miscellaneous food all over the lino-topped table, the dreadful rag mats with the crumbs of years trodden into them—the things that oppress me most are the scraps of newspaper that are scattered all over the floor.

G. is quite badly ill with bronchitis. He stayed away from work yesterday, then this morning, when still obviously ill, insisted on going to work.

Returning to Leeds tomorrow, then on to London on Monday [30 March].




297. To Leonard Moore

1 April 1936 Typewritten

As from. The Stores Wallington Near Baldock Herts.1

Dear Mr Moore,

Herewith the two manuscripts I told you of. I don’t think personally the idea of dramatising “Burmese Days” is much good, but it might be worth while getting an expert opinion.

As to the other, “Trying to make Sense of It.”2 If, as is possible, you don’t feel you can do anything with it, you might let me have it back and I will send it to Gollancz myself—this, if you had turned it down, would probably only be a formality, but I did promise the author I would send it to Gollancz and would not like him to feel I had not done what I could.

I knew there was something else I wanted to ask you. When “Keep the Aspidistra” comes out, could you ask G. to send a copy to the New English Weekly. I dare say ordinarily he wouldn’t, but they say they would like to review it and I expect it is worth while.3

Yours sincerely

Eric A. Blair




298. To Jack Common

3 April 1936 Typewritten

The Stores Wallington

Dear Common,

I received an unsigned letter which from internal evidence I decided must be from you. I moved into the above yesterday and find myself pretty comfortable, so I think I shall dig myself in, that is if the landlord doesn’t raise the rent on me. Of course it isn’t what you might call luxurious, but it is as good as one could expect for 7/6 a week so near London. The garden is potentially good but has been left in the most frightful state I have ever seen. I am afraid it will be a year before I can get it nice. As you see by the address this used to be the village shop. The people who had it went bankrupt over a model farm and there has been no shop in the village for a year, so I am thinking of reopening it. Of course there couldn’t be much profit in a village of 50–100 inhabitants, especially as vans come from Baldock (three miles away) several times a week, but I don’t think I could actually lose money as I have got to pay the rent of the house in any case. At present I am sending out feelers, on the one hand trying to make sure my landlord doesn’t double the rent the day after I have bought a new bacon-slicer, on the other making enquiries among the villagers to see whether they would like to have a shop here again. I am a bit vague about how one gets in touch with the wholesalers for a “general” shop, but I suppose it isn’t more complicated than a bookshop. If I do open it will be only for certain stated hours so as not to interfere with my work.

I’ll send along a review of Brown’s book1 as soon as I can settle to work again, also I’ll see that the Adelphi get a copy of my novel.2 It ought to be out in a few weeks and would have been out a month ago if it had not been for all that bollox about libel. I collected some interesting material for my new book3 while in Yorkshire and Lancashire, and only hope I shall be able to make use of it. It is a pity I just missed Rees, who is now in Lancashire somewhere I believe. The feuds I observed among the Adelphi followers seemed to centre round two causes. One was that people in each area in the north seem to be savagely jealous of people from other areas and their jealousy takes the form of declaring that theirs is the only genuine distressed area and the others don’t know what poverty means. Besides this Brown at Sheffield told me that at the Adelphi summer schools people from the middle classes and genuine working-class people didn’t get on together and he and other working-class people were annoyed by patronising airs put on by some of the others. How much truth there was in this I can’t say. All the trouble seemed to centre round Brown and Bert Jones. Brown, though at heart a very good fellow and very generous, is rather a difficult person, chiefly owing to his deformity.

When I have got the house and garden into some kind of trim and started to do a little work again, I will come over and see you—I’ll give you plenty of notice beforehand. It is a cross-country journey but not far if one did it on a push-bike. Have you got a car or anything nowadays? I would like it if you [could] come over here some time.

Yours

Eric A. Blair




299. To Leonard Moore

11 April 1936 Typewritten

The Stores Wallington Nr. Baldock Herts.

Dear Mr Moore,

Many thanks for the six copies of “Keep the Aspidistra.” When some more become available would you please order three more and charge them to me.1

I think I asked you before if a copy could be sent to the New English Weekly. I would also like one to be sent to the Adelphi, as they too said they wanted to review it. Of course it may be that Gollancz doesn’t want to whack out free copies to these obscure papers, in which case I will order a couple more copies myself to send to them, as I think it is worth getting some serious (though not necessarily favourable) reviews in papers where I am known.2

As to that book of which Gollancz sent me a free copy, I did reviews of it for the Adelphi and N.E.W., and doubtless they will appear in due course.3

I am now fairly settled here, am making out the scenario for my new book,4 and shall be beginning it in a day or two.

Yours sincerely

Eric A. Blair




300. To Jack Common

Thursday, [16? April 1936] Typewritten

The Stores, Wallington, Nr. Baldock.

Dear Common,

Thanks for yours. I have now seen my landlord and it is O.K. about the rent, so I have definitely decided to open the shop and have spread the news among the villagers to some extent. I should certainly be very obliged if you would find out about the wholesalers. I didn’t know you had your shop still. I believe there are some wholesalers of the kind at Watford, Kingford or Kingston or some such name. I don’t know whether, seeing that I shall only want tiny amounts at a time (apart from the smallness of the village I haven’t much storage room), they will make any trouble about delivery. I intend, at first at any rate, to stock nothing perishable except children’s sweets. Later on I might start butter and marg. but it would mean getting a cooler. I am not going to stock tobacco because the pubs here (two to about 75 inhabitants!) stock it and I don’t want to make enemies, especially as one pub is next door to me. I am beginning to make out lists, though whether any one wholesaler will cover the lot I am not certain. I suppose what I shall start offº will be about twenty quids’ worth of stuff. Are these people good about giving credit? What I would like to do would be to give a deposit of about £5 and then pay quarterly. I suppose my bank would give me a reference. It is a pity in view of this that I have just changed my branch because the Hampstead branch were getting quite trustful and told me I could overdraw, though I never asked them. I shall want besides stock one or two articles of shop equipment, such as scales, a bell etc. There are some that go with this place but my landlord has them and he is the sort of person who takes a year before he hands anything over. I have got to tidy up the shop premises and repaint, but if I can click with the wholesalers I should be ready to open up in about 3 weeks.

Yes, this business of class-breaking is a bugger. The trouble is that the socialist bourgeoisie, most of whom give me the creeps, will not be realistic and admit that there are a lot of working-class habits which they don’t like and don’t want to adopt. E.g. the typical middle-class socialist not only doesn’t eat with his knife but is still slightly horrified by seeing a working man do so. And then so many of them are the sort of eunuch type with a vegetarian smell who go about spreading sweetness and light and have at the back of their minds a vision of the working class all T.T., well washed behind the ears, readers of Edward Carpenter1 or some other pious sodomite and talking with B.B.C. accents. The working classes are very patient under it all. All the two months I was up north, when I spent my entire time in asking people questions about how much dole they got, what they had to eat etc., I was never once socked on the jaw and only once told to go to hell, and then by a woman who was deaf and thought I was a rate-collector. This question has been worrying me for a long time and part of my next book is to be about it.

I will get over when I have a bike or something. If you come over here, either let me know so that there shall be food, or take your chance—but there’ll always be something, of course. The garden is still Augean (I have dug up twelve boots in two days) but I am getting things straight a little. It is awful to think that for nearly three months I have not done a stroke of work. Getting and spending we lay waste our powers.2 However I have wads of notes which give me the illusion of not having wasted my time.

Yours

Eric A. Blair




301. To Cyril Connolly

Friday, [17? April 1936]1 Handwritten

The Stores Wallington, Nr. Baldock Herts.

Dear Connolly,

The above is now my permanent address, for when your novel2 comes out. As you see by the address this used to be the village shop. There is now no shop, only vans from Baldock, so I am going to reopen it when I have got the place in order & arranged what wholesalers to deal with. I shan’t make much out of it but I ought to make my rent & a little over. Of course I shall have to rationalise it so that it doesn’t interfere with my work.

I think you said you had a car so perhaps you might care to come over some time, eg. a Sunday, & perhaps your wife would care to come too. It is about 35 miles from London & might not be a bad run on a fine day. If you do come any time, let me know beforehand lest I should have let myself run out of food, always a danger in these small villages. This is quite a nice little cottage, but with absolutely no conveniences, & if I stay here long, as I dare say I shall, I shall put them in by degrees. The garden is a pigsty at present, but I am doing my best with it. I ought to be all set to open the shop in about 3 weeks. My novel should be out soon—would have been out a month ago only there was that b—x about libel. I went & saw Raymond Mortimer3 but he was very busy so I grabbed two review copies, one of which turns out to be rather good, & departed.

Yours

Eric A. Blair




302. To Leonard Moore

Saturday, [18 April 1936] Typewritten

The Stores Wallington Nr. Baldock, Herts.

Dear Mr Moore,

Is the enclosed O.K., do you think? I am not certain what he means when he says (p. 2 of letter) “I should wish to receive some remuneration for my adaptation and collaboration” etc.1 Of course if he means he would expect to receive a share of any royalties that were earned, naturally this would be only proper. On the other hand if he wants me to pay him in advance for adapting the book, nothing doing, of course. Perhaps you would let me know what you think of this letter.

I believe I forgot to acknowledge the cheque for £30 odd you sent me some time back, for which many thanks.2 I am just starting on my new book and have written the first page or two.3

Yours sincerely

Eric A. Blair




303. Publication of Keep the Aspidistra Flying


Keep the Aspidistra Flying was published by Victor Gollancz Ltd on 20 April 1936. The print run was 3,000, of which 2,500 were bound; 2,256 were sold, at home and overseas, of which 484 were offered as a cheap edition at 3s 6d (instead of 7s 6d) on 16 March 1942. Willison records that 422 of the cheap edition were sold. The type was distributed on 1 May 1936. As a result of German bombing, 500 sets of sheets and, presumably, 244 bound copies were destroyed. The novel was first published in the United States by Harcourt, Brace and Company in December 1956 (Willison and Gollancz records).






304. To Richard Rees

20 April 1936 Typewritten

The Stores Wallington Nr. Baldock, Herts.

Dear Richard,

Thanks for your card. Clitheroe,1 which I vaguely associate with cotton shirts, seems rather a melancholy place to spend the summer in, but everyone to his taste. I have been here about a fortnight, and as you see by the address it has been the village store, and as there is now no shop here (only a tiny village of about 50–75 inhabitants) I am going to reopen it as a “general” shop when I have fixed up with some wholesalers. Jack Common, who has something to do with a shop of the kind I believe, is going to advise me. I haven’t as yet done much about it because I have been too busy battling with the garden, which though small has been left in an unspeakable state. It will be about a year before I can make it really nice. It is quite a nice cottage and very cheap, but no conveniences; I shall put these in by degrees if I stay, as I think I shall. I intend opening the shop in the afternoons only, so as to leave me my mornings to work in. I don’t expect to make much out of it but I ought to make my rent and a bit over. Wallington is about 35 or 40 miles from town but you can get there fairly quickly if you bike to Hitchin.

I haven’t begun my new book yet but am all set to do so. It is not going to be a novel this time. Do you know John Strachey2 personally? I was at school about the same time as him but didn’t know himº I would like to have a talk with him about Mosley with himº some time if I run across him. I heard Mosley3 speak in Barnsley and his speech though delivered with an excellent platform technique was the most unutterable bollox, but I heard Strachey state in a speech once that Mosley was a very able man. I suppose Strachey has known Mosley intimately, and I would like to know whether M. is sincere in what he says or whether he is deliberately bamboozling the public.

I am going to bike over and see Common some day this week. It is about 8–10 miles. I asked them to send a copy of my new book to the Adelphi—don’t know whether they have done so. I also sent a copy to Mrs Meade4 because I had promised them a copy and M. asked me privately to send it to his wife, but this is troubling me, because I feel she might think herself obliged to read it and it might bore her. If you are with them you could drop a hint to the effect that presentation copies are not meant to be read. It is still beastly cold and everything very late. I have found no nests except thrushes and blackbirds and have not heard the cuckoo or seen a swallow—I usually see my first about the 14th. The blackthorn is out and there are plenty of primroses and cowslips but the hedges are still very bare. If you want to be quiet some time come and stay here, because it is a good place to be quiet if you don’t mind the primitiveness, which is bearable at any rate in summer, and there is a nice room you could have.

Yours

Eric A. Blair




305. Review of Bastard Death by Michael Fraenkel; Fast One by Paul Cain; The Golden Violet by Joseph Shearing; A Different Woman by Muriel Hine; The Nursing Home Murder by Ngaio Marsh and H. Jellett.

New English Weekly, 23 April 1936

Some time ago I reviewed a very unusual book called “Tropic of Cancer,” and I suggested that its particular attitude to life derived ultimately from the modern notion that death is an end and not the gateway to a new lease of life. The book I have before me this week, also by an American, deals more directly with the same subject—in fact, death is its avowed theme.

Unfortunately, I find “Bastard Death,” as a whole, almost unintelligible.1 “Tropic of Cancer,” apart from a certain discursiveness, was cast more or less in ordinary novel form. “Bastard Death” is hardly a novel at all. It consists of a series of separate paragraphs with no very apparent connection between them—in effect, tiny essays—which are perhaps the bones of a possible novel. Here are two or three of them taken at random:—

“I hurry through the streets stark, my sight swollen—an ancient blight upon me. I dare not look into the faces of things . . . of men, women, children, dogs, cats, birds, trees, water, houses. For suffering has conceived indecently.”

“The light thins and shrinks, it walks over the hills, nostalgia rankling in it—the pain of distance, of otherness.”

“To be strong, to remain in this strength now, the depth cannot be plumbed, the mystery, the sacredness. Now is self-realization, self-completion death.”

This, you see, is difficult, and it is not made easier by the explanatory notes, like chapter-headings, that are placed here and there in the margin. I wish I could say that I understood more of this book than individual passages here and there, but I do not. What the author seems to me to be attempting is, in the first place, to reach a fuller awareness of death—a completer realization of death as an absolute (the only absolute we know); secondly, to strip his mind of ordinary mental processes until a point is reached at which thought can begin anew. That is about all I can say—in fact my only function as reviewer is to point this book out to people with minds more abstract than my own. I will take a chance and say that it is a remarkable book, and the opinion of Henry Miller, whose writing I do understand and who contributes an introductory letter to this book, confirms me in this.

“Fast One” is also an American book, but of a somewhat different type. The blurb describes it as “a whirlwind of doublecrossing, ambush and murder.” Here is a specimen paragraph:—

“The little man came into the room quickly and kicked the side of Kells’s head very hard. Kells relaxed his grip on Rose and Rose stood up. He brushed himself and went over and kicked Kells’º head and face several times. His face was dark and composed and he was breathing hard. He kicked Kells very carefully, drawing his foot back and aiming, and then kicking very accurately and hard.”

This kind of disgusting rubbish (hailed as “genius” when it comes in a slightly more refined form from Hemingway) is growing commoner and commoner. Some of the threepenny “Yank Mags” which you buy at Woolworth’s now consist of nothing else. Please notice the sinister change that has come over an important sub-department of English fiction. There was, God knows, enough physical brutality in the novels of Fielding, Meredith, Charles Reade, etc., but


“our masters then

Were still, at least, our countrymen,”



In the old-style English novel you knocked your man down and then chivalrously waited for him to get up before knocking him down again; in the modern American version he is no sooner down than you take the opportunity of jumping on his face. Unfortunately I have not space here to discuss this question of assault and battery in English fiction. I can only state in passing that it is not, as Bernard Shaw seems to suggest in the preface to “Cashel Byron’s Profession,” traceable to sadism, but to a subtler and more ignoble cause.

“The Golden Violet” is the story of Angelica Cowley, a female tripe-novelist of the thirties, who marries an odious Jamaicaº planter, takes a lover who turns out to be a mulatto, murders her husband at an opportune moment, marries the governor of Jamaica and at the end is once again writing improving novels for young ladies. On the whole rather a good novel; it is a little too like pastiche in places, but the atmosphere of Jamaica is very well rendered.

“A Different Woman” is tripe and slightly pernicious tripe. Carla, the heroine, is married to a selfish husband, one of those heartless brutes who expect their wives to keep house with only three servants. She has a most alluring lover called Alaric (by their Christian names ye shall know them: and he had “an arresting face, because of its lean strength and a faint melancholy, which vanished when he smiled”), but the elopement at the end doesn’t happen, because Alaric is killed in a motoring accident. However, he returns for a brief visit in spirit form and conducts Carla round the love-nest which they are both to inhabit when she too has passed Beyond the Veil.

“The Nursing Home Murder” is a fairly competent detective story. The motive for the murder and the manner of committing it are both thoroughly dull, but the trail is well covered up and there are plenty of red herrings to choose from. The murdered man is the Home Secretary, and among the red herrings there is the usual gang of Communists or Anarchists, called indifferently one or the other. You see, in England in 1936 it is still quite normal to imagine that a Communist and an Anarchist are the same thing. There are some people whom nothing will ever move, except high explosives.




306. To Leonard Moore

Saturday, [25 April 1936] Typewritten: handwritten postscript

The Stores Wallington Nr. Baldock Herts

Dear Mr Moore,

Many thanks for your letter and the press-cuttings.1 Most of the latter seem bad—there was an awful one from the Observer and I saw one not much better in the Mail. However, I hardly expected anything else.

You won’t forget the three extra copies of “Keep the A.”, will you? As I have promised them to various people who are clamouring for copies.

As to that project of dramatising “Burmese Days,” if it comes to anything I would like the chap to give it a better title. I forget just what his title was but it was a very weak one. Something like “Black Man’s Burden” would be better, I should say.

Yours sincerely

Eric A. Blair

P.S. Books just arrived—many thanks. Also for cheque.2




307. Review of The Fate of the Middle Classes by Alec Brown1

New English Weekly, 30 April 1936

Aristocracy can only exist while aristocratic poverty is thinkable. Hence the phrase “nor no poor knight” in that strangely accurate prophecy in “King Lear.”2 Once it is taken for granted that a knight must have at least £1000 a year or stop being a knight, aristocracy gives way to plutocracy.

In England, for centuries past, our so-called aristocracy has been recruited by successive waves of scoundrels who have enriched themselves upon the current swindle and whose position depends solely upon money. The typical member of the House of Lords is a money-lender disguised as a crusader, with a stout wadding of bank-notes under his coat of mail. But a little lower in the social scale the money-principle has not altogether triumphed, and throughout sections of the middle class there has lingered the notion of gentility as something superior to and not purchasable by money. This is a point that the Communist, with his eyes glued to “economic realities,” is inclined and perhaps wants to miss. Mr. Brown, as an orthodox Communist, explains class solely in terms of money and thus lumps into the middle class everyone who lives neither on dividends nor on a weekly wage. By this definition everyone from the successful professional man to the village cobbler is “middle class,” the only differences between them being differences of income; and (for instance) a clergyman, a retail butcher, a sea-captain and a bookie would all have approximately the same attitude to life if their incomes happened to be the same. Actually, as everyone knows, men of similar economic status may differ enormously if they are differently affected by the concept of gentility. Thus, in England, an Army officer with £600 a year would die rather than admit a grocer of the same income to be his equal. It is this particular form of snobbery which, when the middle class have learned to act together, may pave the way for some form of Fascism.

For the rest, Mr. Brown’s is an interesting book, written in a lively though rather slapdash style, and containing a masterly account of the change-over from industrial capitalism to finance-capitalism.




308. Review of The Fate of the Middle Classes, by Alec Brown

The Adelphi, May 1936

It is interesting and rather depressing to see such a complex thing as the English class-system expounded by an orthodox Communist. It is like watching somebody carve a roast duck with a chopper. Mr. Brown, resolutely ignoring everything except economic status, lumps into the middle class the entire block of the population between the dividend-drawers on the one hand and the wage-slaves on the other. The lawyer, the publican, the retail grocer, the clergyman, the smallholder and the village cobbler are all, it seems, “middle class,” and Mr. Brown discusses now this type, now that, as though there were no serious distinction between them except the size of their incomes. It is a method of classification about as useful as dividing the population into bald men and hairy men.

In reality the most important fact about the English class-system is that it is not entirely explicable in terms of money. The money-relationship on which the Communist rightly insists is interpenetrated by a sort of spurious caste-system. There is no aristocracy in England and in the last resort money will buy anything; yet the aristocratic tradition persists and people are willing to act on it. Hence the fact that every manufacturer or stockbroker who has made his pile sets up an alibi as a country gentleman; hence also the fact that a man with £3 a week who can pronounce his aitches regards himself—and is regarded by other people, to some extent—as the superior of a man with £10 a week who can’t. This last fact is enormously important, for it is because of this that the aitch-pronouncing section of the population tend to side with their natural enemies and against the working class, even when they grasp the economic side of the question fairly clearly. The statement that “every ideology is a reflection of economic circumstances” explains a good deal, but it does not explain the strange and sometimes heroic snobbishness that is found in the English middle classes.

The best thing in this book is the explanation—repeated rather too often—of the change that has come over British capitalism since it ceased to export goods and began to export capital. The writing, as in Mr. Brown’s other books,1 is vigorous but slipshod, and there are some exaggerations which might have been avoided. For instance, it is absurd to say that “a quarter of our population is definitely starving,” unless by ‘definitely starving’ you merely mean underfed. The analysis of Mr. H. G. Wells, chosen as a typical middle-class writer, is brilliantly done, but, once again, it fails to take account of the stratifications within the middle class itself.




309. To Leonard Moore

2 May 1936 Handwritten

The Stores Wallington Near Baldock Herts

Dear Mr Moore,

With reference to the attached.1 I suppose “the new book” they refer to (paragraph 2) is “A Clergyman’s Daughter”? All I can say about the sources of it is that the passages relating to hop-picking & to nights spent in Trafalgar Square were drawn directly from my own experience, & that the part about the third-rate girls’ school was imaginatively reconstructed from my own experiences in third-rate boys’ schools. I see they say they will not repeat photographs they have had before. Perhaps you could send them a pull from that one I had taken for the lecturing people, or send them the block if necessary? It was quite a good photo & it would be rather a nuisance to have another taken. As to “notes dealing with any interest or activity”, would it be considered a picturesque detail to say that George Orwell is just setting up a village “general” shop in Hertfordshire? (I am opening up on the 11th.) Also that he is thinking very seriously about getting married.

I don’t know when is the time to book lectures for the winter, but do you think those people at South Woodford (the South Woodford Literary Society) would like me to lecture to them again? Perhaps you could approach them? I lectured there last October2 & so far as I could see it passed off all right. I lectured on some such title as “Confessions of a Down & Out”, & I could give a sort of comparison talk to that on life among the coal-miners, using the material I have recently acquired. Conceivably this lecture, & the other, might be worked off on more lecture societies than one. When I lectured I found it seemed to come fairly easy to me & I wouldn’t mind doing some more of it if opportunities arose, as naturally I am anxious to earn all I can.

I suppose after the perfectly awful reviews I have had it will not be easy to get an American edition of “Keep the Aspidistra”?3 But the ones in the Sunday Times, Manchester Guardian, Daily Herald, Morning Post & Time & Tide were all right.

Weather is better here & I am getting my garden, which was a wilderness of tin cans when I came here, into better trim.

Yours sincerely

Eric A. Blair

P.S. I forget whether I mentioned this before. That American who talked of making a dramatic version of “Burmese Days” mentioned a title, but it struck me (I don’t remember it now) as a very weak one. If this project comes to anything I would suggest the title “Black Man’s Burden.”




310. Review of We Are Betrayed by Vardis Fisher; David and Joanna by George Blake; Surprise Item by Nicolai Gubsky; The Phoenix’ Nest by Elizabeth Jenkins

Time and Tide, 23 May 1936

Why is it that the typical English novel is staid to the point of primness and the typical American novel is bursting with noise, “action” and physical violence? Ultimately, I think, because in America the tradition of nineteenth-century freedom is still alive, though no doubt the reality is as dead as it is here.

In England life is subdued and cautious. Everything is governed by family ties, social status and the difficulty of earning a living, and these things are so important that no novelist can forget them. In America they either do not operate or it is the convention for novelists to leave them out. Hence the hero of an American novel is presented not as a cog in the social machine, but as an individual working out his own salvation with no inhibitions and no sense of responsibility. If he feels like going to Seattle or setting up a peanut-stand or divorcing his wife in favour of a soul-mate, he can do so provided he has the money—and when the time comes he always does seem to have the money. Vridar Hunter, the young man in We are Betrayed, is supposed to be suffering from the after-effects of his “dark and dreadful childhood,” but he is in fact master of his destiny to an extent unthinkable in England. He is the usual young rustic—a Mormon by upbringing—who has brains and has come to the city to be educated and is trying to “write.” He has made an imprudent marriage while still at college. In rapid succession he becomes a soldier, a garage mechanic, a bootlegger, a lecturer in English literature and the janitor of a block of flats; between whiles he is working away at his novel, studying philosophy and theology and getting mixed up in drinking bouts and bloody affrays about nothing in particular. The one thing he never quite manages to do is to get free of his wife. She is pretty and silly and is devoted to him, and he, unfortunately, is devoted to her. He makes desperate efforts to be unfaithful to her, but almost always flinches at the critical moment. It is, apparently, necessary for the good of his soul that he should get rid of her, and the two children he has begotten are more or less irrelevant.


“. . . . Duty for you is buying food and diapers and sticking to your wife at any cost.”

“And what does it mean to you?”

“Honesty with myself. . . .”



Etc. etc. etc. Neither Vridar nor the author appear to recognize any other responsibility. In the end Vridar does not really succeed in freeing himself from his wife; he merely worries her into suicide. The final scenes—the suicide, the desperate unavailing efforts to bring the dead woman round, the horrors of the morgue and the crematorium—are appalling, and written with splendid vigour.

A very able book, and it is an achievement in itself to keep one’s interest centred, through 350 pages, on such a half-baked little beast as the hero. But, like so many American novels, it gets its effect largely by enormous omissions.

David and Joanna is also, in a different way, a tale of young people struggling to work out their salvation. A youth and a girl take flight from their depressing relatives and from the ugliness and poverty of industrial Glasgow, and spend a whole summer together in the Highlands, gloriously unmarried. This, of course, is the kind of thing that never lasts long. Presently winter is coming on and a child is due to be born; they come home and submit to be married, and shades of the prison house in the shape of a safe job begin to close upon David. Joanna, however, is still secretly plotting escape. She resolves that after the child is born they will throw up the safe job, go back to the Highlands, get a croft and somehow exist outside the hateful industrial world. Whether she or the author realize quite what kind of life this would mean, I greatly doubt. Mr. Blake writes nicely, but I wish he were not so fond of the word “trig.”

Surprise Item is the story of an unbelievably indefinite young man. At the end of the book, as at the beginning, he has failed to discover what he wants. All he knows is that he does not want to be what in fact he is—a member of the upper classes with a small private income. After losing several jobs and divorcing his dull upper-class wife, he drifts into the Communist party, only to drift out of it again on discovering what the higher-up Communists are really like. The author’s attitude to Communism is ambiguous. He allows the story to be interrupted by long tirades, some of them very ably written, in favour of Communism, but he represents the politics of the party as a mixture of terrorism and treachery, and leaves it uncertain whether he approves or not.

Those who know how well Miss Jenkins tells a “straight” story will be rather sorry to see her attempting a historical novel, a form which has always rather the air of a tour de force or even of an exercise. This tale of theatre-life in the reign of Queen Elizabeth ambles along very gently, so gently that even the death of Marlowe, stabbed in a tavern brawl, with which it culminates, seems almost peaceful. The principal male character is an actor who is making a great hit in the plays of Marlowe, Kyd and Greene. With great strength of mind Shakespeare is not mentioned.




311. To Geoffrey Gorer

Sat., [23 May 1936]1 Handwritten

The Stores Wallington Nr Baldock Herts

Dear Gorer,

Many thanks for your kind offices re. Time & Tide. They gave me some novels to review. I would have written to you before only as usual I lost your letter with the address & it didn’t turn up till this morning. I have had the shop open nearly a fortnight. I took 19/– the first week, this week will be 25/– or 30/ –. That is turnover & the profit on it about pays the rent. I think the business could be worked up to £3 or so. It is very little trouble & no hanging about like in a bookshop. In a grocer’s shop people come in to buy something, in a bookshop they come in to make a nuisance of themselves.

I am getting married very shortly2—it is fixed for June 9th at the parish church here. This is as it were in confidence because we are telling as few people as possible till the deed is done, lest our relatives combine against us in some way & prevent it. It is very rash of course but we talked it over & decided I should never be economically justified in marrying so might as well be unjustified now as later. I expect we shall rub along all right—as to money I mean—but it will always be hand to mouth as I don’t see myself ever writing a best-seller. I have made a fairly good start on my new book.

I was glad to see your book3 got such good reviews. I saw a very good one in the Times. The book itself I haven’t seen yet. When you were in that part of the world did you go to Singapore by any chance? I have a great friend there at the Raffles Museum, Dennis Collings his name is, an anthropologist & very gifted in various strange ways—for instance he can do things like forging a medieval sword so that you can’t tell it from a real one. I read your Notes by the Way4 with great interest. What you say about trying to study our own customs from an anthropological point of view opens up a lot of fields of thought, but one thing to notice about ourselves is that people’s habits etc. are formed not only by their upbringing & so forth but also very largely by books. I have often thought it would be very interesting to study the conventions etc. of books from an anthropological point of view. I don’t know if you ever read Elmer Rice’s “A Voyage to Purilia.” It contains a most interesting analysis of certain conventions—taken for granted & never even mentioned—existing in the ordinary film. It would be interesting & I believe valuable to work out the underlying beliefs & general imaginative background of a writer like Edgar Wallace. But of course that’s the kind of thing nobody will ever print.

Thank God it has rained at last, after 3 weeks drought, & my vegetables are doing fairly well.

Yours

Eric A. Blair




312. To John Lehmann

27 May 1936 Handwritten

The Stores Wallington Near Baldock Herts.

Dear Mr Lehmann,1

I waited before answering your letter, as a friend in London was endeavouring to get me a copy of “New Writing,” but evidently she hasn’t succeeded yet. What I was going to say was, I am writing a book at present and the only other thing I have in mind is a sketch, (it would be about 2000–3000 words), describing the shooting of an elephant.2 It all came back to me very vividly the other day & I would like to write it, but it may be that it is quite out of your line. I mean it might be too lowbrow for your paper & I doubt whether there is anything anti-Fascist in the shooting of an elephant! Of course you can’t say in advance that you would like it, but perhaps you could say tentatively whether it is at all likely to be in your line or not. If not, then I won’t write it; if you think it might interest you I will do it & send it along for you to consider. I am sorry to be so vague but without seeing a copy of ‘New Writing’ I can’t tell what sort of stuff it uses.

Yours very truly

George Orwell




313. To Leonard Moore

8 June 1936 Handwritten

The Stores Wallington Nr. Baldock Herts.

Dear Mr Moore,

Just a line to let you know I am being married tomorrow—very quietly, at the parish church here.

I have done quite a lot of my new book1 & I suppose it will be done about the usual time. “New Writing” which is published twice yearly by Lane asked me to do something for them. I am writing them a shortish sketch2—whether it is quite in their line I am not certain. I just tell you this because according to our contract I am supposed to deal with publishers viâ you & this is issued by a publisher tho’ it is really a periodical. I suppose you don’t know whether “Keep the A.” sold decently?3 The reviews on the whole were awful but several people told me they tried to take it out of libraries & there was a waiting list, which is a good omen, I suppose.

Garden is not doing badly in spite of the drought. I have managed to get hold of another bit of ground, so another year I can grow vegetables there & have flowers in this garden. The shop is turning over about 30–35 shillings a week & the profit on this just pays my rent for me, which is a help. I dare say it will increase later.

Yours sincerely

Eric A. Blair




314. To Anthony Powell

8 June 1936 Handwritten

The Stores Wallington Nr. Baldock Herts.

Dear Mr Powell,1

I must apologise for not writing earlier to thank you for your letter & “Caledonia.” I liked the latter very much. It is so rare now a daysº to find anyone hitting back at the Scotch cult. I am glad to see you make a point of calling them “Scotchmen”, not “Scotsmen” as they like to be called. I find this a good easy way of annoying them.2

Yes, the reviewers are awful, so much so that in a general way I prefer the ones who lose their temper & call one names to the silly asses who mean so well & never bother to discover what you are writing about.

Please forgive me for not writing earlier. I have been away, but even so I delayed.

Yours truly

George Orwell




315. Marriage


On 9 June 1936, Orwell and Eileen O’Shaughnessy (see 253, n. 1) were married in the church at Wallington. See Crick, 303–04; Shelden, 265–67; U.S.: 242–43.






316. To Denys King-Farlow

9 June 1936 Handwritten

The Stores Wallington Nr. Baldock Herts

Dear King-Farlow,1

Of course I remember you. But have you changed your name back to King-Farlow? It was Nettleton most of the time you were at Eton. I only got your letter this morning. It was forwarded by Cyril Connolly, who has been away. I’m afraid I can’t possibly come along on the 11th, much as I would like to, first of all because it’s always difficult for me to get away from here, secondly because like the chap in the N.T. I have married a wife & therefore I cannot come. Curiously enough I am getting married this very morning—in fact I am writing this with one eye on the clock & the other on the Prayer Book, which I have been studying for some days past in hopes of steeling myself against the obscenities of the wedding service. When exactly I’ll be up in Town I don’t know. This place as you see by the address used to be the village “general” shop, & when I came here I re-opened it as such—the usual little shop stocking groceries, sweets, packets of aspirins etc. It doesn’t bring in much but it does pay my rent for me, & for a literary gent that is a consideration. On the other hand it makes it very difficult to get away from here. But if you are ever passing anywhere near, do drop in. It’s not much off your track if you are going anywhere in a north-easterly direction or eg. to Cambridge. I should always be at home, except on Saturday afternoons & sometimes on Sundays, & should love to see you again.

I am not in touch with many of the Etonians of our time. Connolly came to see me once in town & he has been very kind in reviewing my books. I used to see Alan Clutton-Brock2 in 1928—just recently his wife was killed in a motor smash. It was sad about poor Godfrey Meynell.3 I went & stayed at Cambridge with Gow4 when I came back from Burma at the end of ’27, but though he was very kind it seemed to me I had moved out of his orbit & he out of mine. I suppose most of the others we knew are dons, civil servants & barristers. I hear you have been in the U.S.A. a long time & are very rich & flourishing. I have had a bloody life a good deal of the time but in some ways an interesting one. Please excuse this untidy scrawl.

Yours

Eric A. Blair




317. To John Lehmann

12 June 1936 Handwritten

The Stores Wallington Nr. Baldock Herts

Dear Mr Lehmann,

Many thanks for the copy of “New Writing,”1 which I read with great interest. I liked Isherwood’s story extremely,2 & I think it is a splendid thing that there should be at any rate one periodical which has room for long-short stories. I enclose that sketch3 I mentioned to you. As I say the incident had stuck in my mind & I wanted to write it, but whether it will be quite in your line I am not certain. If not, perhaps I might be able to do something more suitable for some later issue of “New Writing.”

Yours sincerely

George Orwell




318. Review of Treasure Trek by James Stead; Sun on Summer Seas by Major S. E. G. Ponder; Don Gypsy by Walter Starkie

Time and Tide, 11 July 1936

When Mr. Stead, author of Treasure Trek, joined the Sacambaya Exploration Company in 1928, it was on the strength of a story so fantastically improbable that only a born adventurer would have paid a moment’s attention to it. The story ran that some Jesuits at a remote monastery in the mountains of Bolivia had buried an immense treasure of gold and jewels and afterwards been deported from the country. This was at the end of the eighteenth century, and apparently the leaders of the expedition expected to find the treasure still lying there undisturbed. They must have had very trusting natures. You or I or other low-minded people would have reflected that if the Jesuits had really buried the treasure they might just possibly have gone back and fetched it away afterwards.

Money was wanted for the expedition, and, says Mr. Stead, it “poured in.” Men were also wanted, and candidates were warned that they were going to a country where the insects would eat them alive, where there would be practically nothing to eat, where they would almost certainly die of blackwater fever if they were not killed by bandits, and where in any case they would break their backs with digging; nevertheless there were four hundred “pleading” applications. Finally twenty men were selected, and when the expedition got to Bolivia it was even worse than they had expected, because of the frightful labour of getting their machinery to the scene of the operations. Anyone who has been in a roadless country will know what that means. They had to drag, by human muscle, pieces of machinery weighing several tons each over mountains that were scarcely passable even for mules. When they had at last reached the supposed site of the treasure they dug frantically for four months, when the rains descended and made further work impossible. By that time they had dug the heart out of a fair-sized mountain, and, needless to say, no treasure had materialised. The expedition broke up, and Mr. Stead took the first boat to Canada and got a job in the trout fisheries. It must be a fine thing to have such an energetic nature as that.

Mr. Stead’s further adventures—in Canada, where he found a copper mine which turned out to be valueless because no transport was available, and in Guatemala, where he set out to find the lost treasures of Montezuma and blew a hole in his left hand with a rifle which exploded by accident—are also interesting, though not quite so much so as the first part of the book. As with many books of this kind, interesting subject-matter has to struggle with the most atrocious writing. Expeditions which go exploring and treasure-hunting are always careful to take with them a full complement of doctors, engineers, entomologists and so forth; it is a pity they do not also make a practice of taking at least one trained literary man who could afterwards describe their adventures in decent English.

Major Ponder was transferred from Hong Kong to Malta, and instead of following the direct route he applied for seven months’ leave and travelled eastward, via Australia, New Zealand, America and England. The result is an extremely “light,” fairly readable travel-book. It deals mainly with hotels and the ordinary show-places, and it does not arouse—at any rate in me—any very ardent desire to follow in Major Ponder’s footsteps. This would be a good book with which to while away half an hour in a hotel lounge, but the high price is inexcusable,1 presumably it is due to the photographs, which, though good enough of their kind, are quite commonplace.

Don Gypsy recounts “the further adventures of a musical picaroon mounted on a frisky hobby-horse.” It is all about Spain and raggle-taggle gypsies and picturesqueness generally, even to the extent of a frontispiece of Arthur Rackham. If you like picturesqueness, here is your meat; if you feel about it as I do, here is your poison. The photographs, however, are excellent.




319. Review of Indian Mosaic by Mark Channing

The Listener, 15 July 1936


This review, Orwell’s first for The Listener—for which he was paid £1 11s 6d—is not signed. It appears in a section entitled ‘The Listener’s Book Chronicle.’ The Listener, published by the British Broadcasting Corporation, first appeared 16 January 1929. Its literary editor from 1935 to 1959 was J. R. Ackerley (1896–1967).



For an average Englishman in India the basic fact, more important even than loneliness or the heat of the sun, is the strangeness of the scenery. In the beginning the foreign landscape bores him, later he hates it, in the end he comes to love it, but it is never quite out of his consciousness and all his beliefs are in a mysterious way affected by it. Mr. Channing knows this, and throughout his story—for it is in a loose sense a story, a history of his ‘spiritual pilgrimage’ towards Hinduism—he keeps the physical scene before one’s eyes.

Mr. Channing is, or was, an officer of the Indian Army. Probably it was fortunate for him that he was in the Supply and Transport Corps and not in an ordinary regiment, for it allowed him to travel widely and to get away from the atmosphere of the barracks and the European clubs. It is interesting to watch his development from a thoughtless youngster contemptuous of ‘natives’ and chiefly interested in shooting, into a humble student of Persian literature and Hindu philosophy. One of the paradoxes of India is that the Englishman usually gets on better with the Moslem than the Hindu and yet never entirely escapes the appeal of Hinduism as a creed. But as a rule his response to it is unconscious—a mere pantheistic tinge in his thoughts—whereas Mr. Channing has studied Yoga at the feet of a guru and believes that we have far more to learn from India than she from us. He does not, however, believe India to be capable of self-government, and his book ends with a queerly naive mixture of mystical reverence and Kiplingesque imperialism.

To enjoy this book one need not share Mr. Channing’s beliefs or take too seriously his accounts of magical happenings. There is a geographical element in all belief—saying what seem profound truths in India have a way of seeming enormous platitudes in England, and vice versa. Perhaps the fundamental difference is that beneath a tropical sun individuality seems less distinct and the loss of it less important. But even those with no interest in Hinduism will value this book for its vivid pictures of camps, forests and bazaars, saints, soldiers and animals—pictures which at first seem arbitrarily selected but in the end fall into a coherent and sometimes beautiful pattern.




320. Review of Tempest Over Mexico by Rosa E. King; Rolling Stonemason by Fred Bower

Time and Tide, 18 July 1936

Reading books like Tempest Over Mexico and Rolling Stonemason, one is reminded of Conrad’s remark that adventures don’t happen to adventurous people.

The authors of both these books have known the worst extremities of hunger, danger and homelessness, and both of them are the kind of people who would greatly prefer to live a quiet life if it were possible. Mrs. King, an Englishwoman living in Mexico, had established first a teashop and then a flourishing hotel in the town of Cuernavaca when the Mexican Revolution broke out in 1911. Her children’s livelihood and education depended on the hotel, and she refused to abandon it in spite of the six years of almost continuous fighting which raged round and often in the town. Even when she was in comparative safety in Mexico City she insisted on going back to her hotel just at the moment when Cuernavaca was about to be cut off by the rebels and submitted to the horrors of a long siege. When everything had been eaten and scores of people were dying every day of starvation, the general in command decided to evacuate the town with the whole civil population. There followed a frightful retreat through the mountains, with scarcely any food, water or baggage animals, and with the rebels attacking the column night and day and murdering the stragglers. Mrs. King was lucky enough not to be hit by a bullet, but she was badly injured by a dead mule loaded with ammunition falling on top of her, and would not have survived if a young Mexican officer who had befriended her had not lifted her on to his horse. When finally they got to a place of safety, the column, which had started out—men, women and children—eight thousand strong, was reduced to two thousand.

When the Federals had recaptured Cuernavaca, Mrs. King managed to get back to her hotel, to find, of course, that it was in ruins. In any case she never got it back, for the new government handed it over to another owner. She seems, however, to bear no resentment against anybody, and has something good to say even of the most notoriously brutal figures of the Revolution. Even when the rebels were doing their best to slaughter her she found time to reflect that their cause (that of the dispossessed Indians against the feudal landowning class) was a just one and that “in their place I should have acted as they did.” Indeed, the lack of bitterness is one of the most remarkable things in a very remarkable book.

Mr. Fred Bower is a stonemason and was brought up, mainly, in the slums of Liverpool, but he has travelled a great deal in foreign countries, particularly in America, working at his trade and lecturing on Socialism. Once again one sees how devotion to a cause will lead the most peaceably-inclined person into adventure. Mr. Bower’s life, in between jobs, has been a series of street affrays (it is not so long since it was very unsafe to preach Socialism in America), trouble with the police, penniless periods when he had to jump trains or tramp the roads in search of work, and comfortless journeys across the Atlantic, sometimes as a fireman, sometimes as an unpaid cattle-hand, and once or twice with a forged passport. Finally, at the age of sixty-two, he ended up with silicosis accelerated by malnutrition, and is now living, or existing, on ten shillings a week from the National Health Insurance fund. For years past he has saved rent by living in various caravan residences (in one case a derelict Black Maria) from which the local health officers periodically eject him. What is noticeable is that he seems completely happy. He finds life on ten shillings a week at any rate endurable, and the prospect of dying from exposure hardly troubles him at all. He has had two objects in life, one, to do a good job as a mason, the other, to work for Socialism, and, as he says, “I have no regrets.” Incidentally he has assured himself of a queer kind of immortality by planting a copy of the Clarion and a revolutionary speech of his own composition deep in the foundations of Liverpool Cathedral.

One of the few encouraging results of universal education is that, at rather rare intervals, books written from a genuinely working-class standpoint are beginning to appear. Jack Hilton’s Caliban Shrieks was one such book, Private Richard’sº Old Soldier Sahib1 was another, and this is a third. Some day, perhaps, working-class writers will learn to write in their own dialect instead of standard South English, and then we shall have a new class of literature which will drive much that is pretentious and silly out of existence.




321. Review of The Rock Pool by Cyril Connolly; Almayer’s Folly by Joseph Conrad; The Wallet of Kai Lung by Ernest Bramah; Anna of the Five Towns by Arnold Bennett; Mr. Fortune, Please by H. C. Bailey; The Rocklitz by George R. Preedy

New English Weekly, 23 July 1936

As Mr. Cyril Connolly is almost the only novel-reviewer in England who does not make me sick, I opened this, his first novel, with a lively interest.

The usual thing to say about a first novel is that it shows great promise but the author has not got his subject-matter completely under control. With Mr. Connolly’s novel I should say it is just the other way about. The treatment is mature and skilful—the book looks as if it had been worked at over a period of years—but the subject-matter, especially considering that this is a first novel, is tiresome. The story is a kind of modernization of the myth of Hylas. A young Englishman of the su-superior, monied and cultured type, an Old Wykehamist and a thoroughly ineffectual ass—a 1930 version, really, of the Bernard Shaw Englishman—lands up in one of those dreadful colonies of expatriates calling themselves artists which were dotted all over France during the nineteen-twenties. He decides that he will study them in a detached, scientific way, as one might study the fauna of a rock pool. But behold! detachment is not so easy as he thinks. Almost instantly he has fallen into the pool and been dragged down to the level of its inhabitants, or even lower if that were possible. Before long he is drinking, cadging and lechering exactly like the rest of them, and on the last page he is left gazing at the world through a mist of Pernod but dimly feeling that his present degradation is better than respectable life in England.

There are two reasons why subject-matter such as this is unsatisfactory. In the first place one can hardly approach a novel about artists’ colonies on the Mediterranean without reflecting that Norman Douglas and Aldous Huxley did that kind of thing a long time ago and probably better. A more serious objection is that even to want to write about so-called artists who spend on sodomy what they have gained by sponging betrays a kind of spiritual inadequacy. For it is clear that Mr. Connolly rather admires the disgusting beasts he depicts, and certainly he prefers them to the polite and sheeplike Englishman; he even compares them, in their ceaseless war against decency, to heroic savage tribes struggling against Western civilization. But this, you see, only amounts to a distaste for normal life and common decency, and one might equally well express it, as so many do, by scuffling beneath the moulting wing of Mother Church. Obviously, modern mechanized life becomes dreary if you let it. The awful thralldom of money is upon everyone and there are only three immediately obvious escapes. One is religion, another is unending work, the third is the kind of sluttish antinomianism—lying in bed till four in the afternoon, drinking Pernod—that Mr. Connolly seems to admire. The third is certainly the worst, but in any case the essential evil is to think in terms of escape. The fact to which we have got to cling, as to a lifebelt, is that it is possible to be a normal decent person and yet to be fully alive. Mr. Connolly seems to suggest that there are only two alternatives: lie in bed till four in the afternoon, drinking Pernod, or you will infallibly surrender to the gods of Success and become a London social-cum-literary backstairs-crawler. The orthodox Christian tries to pitchfork you with a very similar dilemma. But both dilemmas are false and unnecessarily depressing.

I criticize Mr. Connolly’s subject-matter because I think he could write a better novel if he would concern himself with more ordinary people. But I do not mean to imply that this book is not worth reading. Actually, during the past year I have only read about two new books that interested me more, and I doubt if I have read even one that was more amusing. Presumably it was refused publication in England because of the law of libel—there is no indecency in it. The Obelisk Press do a great service by publishing the books that cannot be published over here. It is a pity they think it necessary to pretend in their blurbs and catalogues that they are specialists in pornography.

This time the Penguin Books have not been so well selected as formerly. Out of all Conrad’s books, why choose “Almayer’s Folly”? There is nothing memorable in it except a certain underlying feeling which one might not detect unless one had lived in the East. It was written when Conrad’s English was far from perfect—it is not merely that he employs the foreign idioms that persisted in his prose till far later, but that he had not yet grasped the vulgarity of certain cliché expressions, so that the book teems with phrases like “that astute individual.” At present Conrad is out of fashion, ostensibly because of his florid style and redundant adjectives (for my part I like a florid style: if your motto is “Cut out the adjectives,” why not go a bit further and revert to a system of grunts and squeals, like the animals?), but actually, I suspect, because he was a gentleman, a type hated by the modern intelligentsia. He is pretty certain to come back into favour. One of the surest signs of his genius is that women dislike his books. But “Almayer’s Folly” is only indirectly interesting, because it was Conrad’s first book and because of the anecdote about Galsworthy which I suppose is not worth repeating.1

The much-praised “Wallet of Kai Lung” seems to me tedious. Probably it owes part of its reputation to having been praised by Belloc, who has damned all modern books but mysteriously excepted four or five. It would have been better to have reprinted Ernest Bramah’s excellent detective stories, “Max Carrados” and “The Eyes of Max Carrados.” Together with those of Conan Doyle and R. Austin Freeman they are the only detective stories since Poe that are worth re-reading. Incidentally, Ernest Bramah is an example of a rarer bird than the Phoenix, the modest literary man. He hated publicity, and though he made a great popular success with his books he managed to live so obscurely that no one except a few close friends ever discovered what name his pseudonym covered.2 “Anna of the Five Towns” is a minor work of Arnold Bennett and at this date not worth reading. “Mr. Fortune, Please” is an awful book, of a silliness passing belief, and “The Rocklitz” is a historical novel of a kind I cannot read but which would probably be all right if you know anything about the history of Germany. But on the whole the Penguin Books are keeping up their high level. There are some very good ones in the next batch of ten, and in bulk on my mantelpiece they are as inoffensive to the eye as any sixpenny books could conceivably be.




322. Lecture, ‘An Outsider Sees the Distressed Areas’

The Adelphi Summer School, 4 August 1936


The Adephi Summer School was held at the Adelphi Centre (see 327, n. 4), Langham, near Colchester, 1–28 August 1936. On each of the four Saturdays, John Middleton Murry gave an introductory talk, and on each Friday summarised the week’s conclusions. There were seven or eight talks each week (usually one a day). Orwell, on Tuesday of the first week, 4 August, gave a talk entitled ‘An Outsider Sees the Distressed Areas.’ Others who spoke that week were Steve Shaw, ‘Problems of a Working-class Socialist’; Herbert Read, ‘The Function of Art in Modern Society’; Grace Rogers, ‘Society and the Family’; J. Hampden Jackson, ‘Public Schools’; N. A. Holdaway, ‘The Unity of Theory and Practice’; and Geoffrey Sainsbury, ‘Humanity and Civilisation.’ In the following three weeks, those who gave talks included Reinhold Niebuhr, Max Plowman, Karl Polanyi, John Strachey, and Jack Common (on ‘Proletarian Theology’). Rayner Heppenstall acted as chairman for Orwell’s talk, and in the second week spoke on ‘Material or Spiritual Crisis?’ There was a study group each week on a different subject; in the week Orwell spoke, Holdaway conducted the group on ‘A New Approach to Economics.’

From the account Heppenstall gives in Four Absentees (chapter 15), it would seem that Orwell attended for only a short time. He writes that Orwell ‘was coming down to give one of the morning lectures.’ After the lecture (for which no text survives) they ‘withdrew to the Shepherd and Dog.’ Despite their fight eight months earlier (see 250, n. 2), an incident neither mentioned, they ‘settled down to the position of old friends’ (125). Murry wrote in his diary, according to Heppenstall, that ‘Rayner gave an embarrassing lecture . . . which made me so acutely ashamed for him that I could not look at his face while he delivered it.’ Heppenstall maintains that in his lecture he ‘anticipated a number of ideas and actual phrases which Murry himself adopted in his ensuing pacifist phase’ (127).

See Crick, 305, especially for his discounting of Richard Rees’s claim that Orwell intervened in discussions, producing ‘breathtaking Marxist paradoxes and epigrams,’ and Stansky and Abrahams, II, 182–85. For Charlie Doran’s statement that by the time he fought in Spain, Orwell had not read Marx, see 386, n. 1. See also headnote to 3733 regarding Marxist items in Orwell’s collection of pamphlets.






322A.   Review of News from Tartary by Peter Fleming; The Abyssinia I Knew by General Virgin; Canoe Errant on the Nile by Major R. Raven-Hart

Time and Tide, 15 August 1936

A journey by train or car or aeroplane is not an event but an interregnum between events, and the swifter the vehicle the more boring the journey becomes. The nomad of the steppe or the desert may have to put up with every kind of discomfort, but at any rate he is living while he is travelling, and not, like the passengers in a luxury liner, merely suffering a temporary death. Mr. Peter Fleming, who set out from Pekin and travelled on horseback across Sinkiang and down into India via the Pamirs (a distance of well over two thousand miles) knows how to make this clear. His account of the frightful discomforts of the journey—the icy winds, the constant hunger, the impossibility of washing and the struggles with galled camels and exhausted ponies—so far from making one shudder and thank God for confort moderne, simply fill one with acute pangs of envy.

“We travelled for seventeen days with the Prince of Dzun. . . . There is something very reassuring about a big caravan. . . . There it wound, stately, methodical, through the bleak and empty land, 250 camels pacing in single file. At the head of it, leading the first string, usually rode an old woman on a white pony, a gnarled and withered crone whose conical fur-brimmed hat enhanced her resemblance to a witch. Scattered along the flanks, outriders to the main column, went forty or fifty horsemen. . . . The little ponies were dwarfed by the bulging sheepskins which encased their masters. Everyone carried, slung across his back, an ancient musket or a matchlock with a forked rest, and a few of the Chinese had repeating carbines, mostly from the arsenal at Taiyuanfu and all of an extremely unreliable appearance. Some people wore broadswords as well.”

The journey needed not only toughness but also supreme tact and cunning, for it was made through more or less forbidden territory and neither Mr. Fleming nor his companions (a girl) had a proper passport. There was also the language difficulty and the difficulties caused by some curious gaps in the equipment of the expedition. They had, for example, two portable typewriters (a frightful thing to have to drag across Central Asia) but only one frying pan. For food they had to depend largely on what they could shoot, and their only effective weapon was a .22 rook rifle. Mr. Fleming took the rifle in preference to a shotgun because it made less noise and the ammunition was less bulky; but it was a bold thing to do, for a rifle is not much use unless your game will obligingly sit still to be shot at. By the way, Mr. Fleming describes himself as killing an antelope with the .22 rifle at 400 yards. He says he paced the distance out; I can’t help thinking (I only whisper this) that he may have taken rather short paces.

Mr. Fleming seems to have set out on the journey mainly for fun but partly to find out what was happening in Sinkiang. His conclusion is that the U.S.S.R. already controls part of the province and has designs on the rest, less from its own sake than as a strategic jumping-off place against Japanese expansion. It is noticeable that he seems to disapprove rather strongly of the U.S.S.R.’s new imperialistic ambitions. It is a queer tribute to the moral prestige of Communism that we are always rather shocked when we find that the Communists are no better than anybody else.

I prophesy without misgivings that this book will be a best-seller. Parts of it are very badly written—why do writers of travel-books spend so much time in trying to be funny?—but the fascinating material would outweigh far worse faults. The real achievement was not to write the book but to make the journey. And the photographs, mostly taken by Mr. Fleming himself, are so good and so numerous as to make twelve and sixpence a very low price for the book.

The Abyssinia I Knew is not a very good title for General Virgin’s book (it is translated from the Swedish by Miss Naomi Walford), for the author only spent a year in Abyssinia, in the official post of military adviser to the Emperor. He has put together a rather scrappy book consisting partly of an account of everyday life in the country, partly of a résumé of the recent history of Abyssinia, and partly of a discussion of the events leading up to the Italo-Abyssinian war. The latter part, of course, is the most interesting. It is doubtful whether anyone in England ever seriously believed in the justice of the Italian cause, for the ony argument put forward by pro-Italians has been to the effect that two blacks make a white; however, the facts revealed in this book make the issue even clearer than before. Incidentally the absurd tale, put abroad by Mr. Shaw and others, that the Abyssinians would have surrendered without resistance if they had not thought the League would support them by force, is authoritatively contradicted.

Canoe Errant on the Nile is a pleasant account of what must be a very pleasant method of travel—that is, wandering down the Nile in a canoe and stopping now and again to examine the Nubian temples which are un-get-at-able in any other way. Major Raven-Hart is chiefly interested in Egyptology, about which he writes with enthusiasm sometimes amounting to passion. At the end he gives a complete list of the equipment he carried. It would be useful to anyone making a similar journey; but what a waste of opportunity to travel all that way by river and not even take a fishing rod!




323. To Henry Miller

26–27 August 1936 Typewritten

The Stores Wallington Nr. Baldock HERTS.

Dear Miller,1

Many thanks for your letter. It made me feel rather bad all the same, because I had been meaning for weeks to write to you and had been putting it off. Well, “Black Spring” arrived all right and I liked part of it very much, especially the opening chapters, but I do think, and shall say in reviewing it, that a book like “Tropic of Cancer,” dealing with events that happened or might have happened in the ordinary three-dimensional world, is more in your line. I liked “Tropic of Cancer” especially for three things, first of all a peculiar rhythmic quality in your English, secondly the fact that you dealt with facts well known to everybody but never mentioned in print (eg. when the chap is supposed to be making love to the woman but is dying for a piss all the while), thirdly the way in which you would wander off into a kind of reverie where the laws of ordinary reality were slipped just a little but not too much. You do this also in “Black Spring,” eg. I like very much your meditation beginning in a public urinal on pp. 60–64, but I think on the whole you have moved too much away from the ordinary world into a sort of Mickey Mouse universe where things and people don’t have to obey the rules of space and time. I dare say I am wrong and perhaps have missed your drift altogether, but I have a sort of belly to earth attitude and always feel uneasy when I get away from the ordinary world where grass is green, stones hard etc. It is also, I know, pretty bloody when you have written one unusual book to be blamed for not writing another exactly like it. But I don’t want you to think there wasn’t a lot in “Black Spring” that I enjoyed. The quality of the prose is fine too, especially that passage I referred to before about the dung and the angels. When I read a piece like that I feel as you feel when you are galloping a really good horse over ground where you don’t have to look out for rabbit holes. I will do what I can in the way of reviews. The Adelphi told me I could do a short bit on it, but they are soon going to become a quarterly, and I shall also do it for the New English, but they have shut up shop for August as they always do, so the reviews2 will be a bit late I expect, but I suppose in your case that doesn’t matter so much as with the ordinary twopenny halfpenny novel that is genius for a week and then is sold off as a remainder. I have got to go and milk the goat now but I will continue this letter when I come back.

27.8.36. I am glad you managed to get hold of a copy of “Down and Out.” I haven’t one left and it is out of print, and I was going to send you a copy of the French translation (I suppose it was the English version you saw) when I got your letter. Yes, it was published in America too but didn’t sell a great deal. I don’t know what sort of reviews it got in France—I only saw about two, either because the press-cutting people didn’t get them or because I hadn’t arranged to have copies sent out with flattering letters to leading critics, which I am told you should do in France. Some others of my books have also been published in America. My second book, “Burmese Days,” was published there before being published in England, because my publisher was afraid the India Office might take steps to have it suppressed. A year later my English publisher brought out a version of it with various names etc. altered, so the American edition is the proper one. That is the only one of my books that I am pleased with—not that it is any good qua novel, but the descriptions of scenery aren’t bad, only of course that is what the average reader skips. My third book, “A Clergyman’s Daughter,” which came out in England about a year ago, was published in America last week. That book is bollox, but I made some experiments in it that were useful to me. My last book, “Keep the Aspidistra Flying,” won’t, I imagine be published in America, because it is a domestic sort of story with an entirely English theme and the American public are getting restive about what I believe is called “British sissy-stuff.” I noticed also when I worked in the bookshop that it is harder and harder to sell American books in England. The two languages are drifting further and further apart.

Yes, I agree about English poverty. It is awful. Recently I was travelling among the worst parts of the coal areas in Lancashire and Yorkshire—I am doing a book3 about it now—and it is dreadful to see how the people have collapsed and lost all their guts in the last ten years. I reviewed Connolly’s novel for the N.E.W., but though it amused me I didn’t think a lot of it. It surprised me that he should be in such a stew about the book “dating”—as though every book worth reading didn’t “date!” I see from the blurb on “Black Spring” that you got a pretty good write-up from Eliot & Co, also that I am mentioned among them. That is a step up for me—the first time I have been on anybody else’s blurb. So no doubt I shall be Sir Eric Blair yet.4

Write if or when you feel inclined.

Yours

Eric A. Blair




324. Review of The Black Tents of Arabia by Carl R. Raswan; Secret Africa by Lawrence Green; In Lightest Africa and Darkest Europe by P. B. Williams; Going Native by Eric Muspratt; Aerial Odyssey by E. Alexander Powell

Time and Tide, 12 September 1936

Everyone remembers the long simile in Paradise Lost1 that ends with the lines:

The barren plains

Of Sericana, where Chineses drive

With sails and wind their cany waggons light.

The peculiar charm of this passage is that it evokes, almost like a physical pain, the nostalgia for distant times and places with which people in our age delight in torturing themselves. It is quite probable that this is a pernicious emotion, but we are all acquainted with it and we never take seriously a travel-book that fails to arouse it.

By this test The Black Tents of Arabia succeeds, short and scrappy though it is. It is a curious book. The author—a German, apparently, though his book is written in perfect English and there is no indication of a translator—has spent twenty years in the remoter parts of Arabia, buying Arab stallions for European studs and living in complete intimacy with the Bedouins. He has been baptized blood-brother to a Ruala chieftain, has taken part in raids and mass-migrations, starved in the desert, speared wolves, eaten lizards and locusts and had his hair perfumed with gazelle-dung by Bedouin maidens. His book is full of strange lore about camels, Arab horses, hunting and hawking (apparently even gazelles are hunted with the falcon), and it contains a love-story which starts off in romantic Arabian Nights style but has such a grisly ending that one feels certain it must be authentic. If you want to find yourself pining for the deserts of Inner Arabia and thoroughly discontented with your office job and the 8.15 to Town, this is probably the book you are looking for.

Secret Africa, on the other hand, is the kind of travel-book which is amusing for a little while but which has not enough “atmosphere” to awaken feelings of nostalgia. The author is one of those lucky people who can afford to travel round the world collecting improbable stories—“weird and fascinating mysteries,” as the blurb on the dust-jacket puts it. The clinical methods of African witch-doctors, the mass-suicides of False Killer Whales, the longevity of Bushmen and Hottentots, diamond-thefts, dodos, liqueurs, snakes, scorpions, murder-trees and tarantulas are some of the subjects he touches on. Personally I rather enjoy learning that the dodo became extinct because imported pigs ate its eggs, that baboons will take to flight at the sight of a man but are not afraid of women, and that the Bushmen of South Africa store fat in their buttocks against lean times and frequently live to be 120 years old; and I hope some of these stories are true, because I shall probably repeat them.

The other African book of my list, In Lightest Africa and Darkest Europe, is very “light” indeed. It is a facetious account, rather in the Ian Hay manner, of the author’s experiences as a trooper in the British South African Police, as a soldier in the Great War and afterwards as a prospector. I found it tiresome, but as all profits from it are to be donated to the British Legion, one can admire the author’s generosity even if one fails to admire his literary style.

Going Native is disappointing. It does, however, chronicle two remarkable achievements—sailing across the North Atlantic in a 30-ton yawl, and living for several weeks on a real desert island, the kind of desert island everyone has always wanted, with palm trees, springs of fresh water, wild goats which let themselves be caught and milked, and glassy seas full of tropical fishes. A book like that ought to be enthralling; but unfortunately it is full of long rambling digressions which appear to have been written at great speed and are mostly about Mr. Muspratt’s less conclusive love affairs. This is a pity, for it is obvious everywhere that Mr. Muspratt has real literary gifts and could write a much better book if he chose.

Aerial Odyssey describes an air-journey round the Caribbean Sea, and also illustrates the shortcomings of aeroplane-travel. You can get from place to place at enormous speed, but you see nothing while you are travelling, and even when you land you don’t see much because very often you have only a quarter of an hour before the aeroplane takes off again. The author (an American) is obviously indebted to guide-books for much of his material. It must be very nice to be able to travel by air-liner, but I don’t think you ought to call that kind of journey an Odyssey. If Odysseus had left Troy in an aeroplane instead of a galley he would have been home in half an hour, and Penelope would have been spared at least three causes for jealousy.




325. Review of Black Spring by Henry Miller; A Passage to India by E. M. Forster; Death of a Hero by Richard Aldington; The Jungle by Upton Sinclair; A Hind Let Loose by C. E. Montague; A Safety Match by Ian Hay

New English Weekly, 24 September 1936

When Henry Miller’s “Tropic of Cancer” appeared a year ago I approached it with caution because, like a lot of other people, I did not wish to seem or to be impressed by mere obscenity. But I realize now, from the intensity with which it has stayed in my mind, that I underpraised it, and I would like to mention it again before dealing with his new novel, “Black Spring.”

The interest of “Tropic of Cancer” was that it cast a kind of bridge across the frightful gulf which exists, in fiction, between the intellectual and the man-in-the-street. English fiction on its higher levels is for the most part written by literary gents about literary gents for literary gents; on its lower levels it is generally the most putrid “escape” stuff—old maids’ fantasies about Ian Hay male virgins, or little fat men’s visions of themselves as Chicago gangsters. Books about ordinary people behaving in an ordinary manner are extremely rare, because they can only be written by someone who is capable of standing both inside and outside the ordinary man, as Joyce for instance stands inside and outside Bloom; but this involves admitting that you yourself are an ordinary person for nine-tenths of the time, which is exactly what no intellectual ever wants to do. “Tropic of Cancer” was a smaller book than “Ulysses.” It was not primarily a work of art and it made no attempt to analyse different states of consciousness. But in one way it bridged the gap between the thinking and the unthinking man more successfully than “Ulysses,” in that it was not complicated by feelings of horror and repentance. The average sensual man was not used as a kind of confession-box, like Eliot’s Sweeny,º but taken for granted. The book’s standpoint was really that of Whitman, but without Whitman’s American puritanism (which escapes notice because disguised as a kind of nudist uplift) or his American bumptiousness. It was a notable effort to get the thinking man down from his chilly perch of superiority and back into contact with the man-in-the-street; it was only incidentally a pity, perhaps, that the street in question should be the Rue de la Harpe.

“Black Spring” is a book of different scope. It no longer deals with recognizable events of ordinary life, or rather it uses them only as nuclei round which spins a kind of Mickey Mouse universe where things do not have to happen according to the ordinary laws of space and time. Each chapter or each passage starts off with a fragment of reality which is so to speak blown out into a balloon of fantasy. I take one example more or less at random:—

“. . . Men and women promenading on the sidewalks: curious beasts, half-human, half-celluloid. Walking up and down the Avenue half-crazed, their teeth polished, their eyes glazed. The women in beautiful garbs, each one equipped with a cold-storage smile. . . . Smiling through life with that demented, glazed look in the eyes, the flags unfurled, the sex flowing sweetly through the sewers. I had a gat with me and when we got to Forty-Second Street I opened fire. Nobody paid any attention. I mowed them down right and left, but the crowd got no thinner. The living walked over the dead, smiling all the while to advertise their beautiful white teeth.”

You see here how something that is or might be a description of ordinary reality slides away into pure dream. There is no need to get bogged up in metaphysical discussions about the meaning of “reality.” The point is that words are here being used to invade what is really the province of the film. A Mickey Mouse film breaks the rules of common sense more violently than any book ever written, yet because it is seen it is perfectly intelligible. Try to describe it in words and you will fail; worse, nobody will listen to you. The truth is that the written word loses its power if it departs too far, or rather if it stays away too long, from the ordinary world where two and two make four. A tendency to put his day-dreams on paper was apparent in Henry Miller’s earlier book, and I think he has been led further in that direction by the remarkable power over words which enables him to slide from reality to fantasy and from urinals to angels without the smallest appearance of effort or incongruity. From a technical point of view this book is an advance on the other. At worst his prose can be flat and full of rhymes, like the passage I quoted above, but at its best it is astonishing. As usual I cannot quote any of the best passages, because of the unprintable words, but if you can get hold of a copy, have a look at the passage between pages 50 and 64, for instance. It is the kind of prose which, when I read it, makes me feel that I should like to fire a salute of twenty-one guns.

I advise anyone who can get hold of this book to read it, and if you happen to have a copy of the first edition, hold it tight, for it may be worth money some day. But I still prefer the earlier book, and I wish that Mr. Miller would chronicle some more of the adventures of his disreputable friends, for which task he seems so admirably suited.1

There is some good stuff in the last issue of the Penguin Library. “A Passage to India” is not the perfect novel about India, but it is the best we have ever had and the best we are likely to get, for it is only by some improbable accident that anyone capable of writing a decent novel can be got to stay in India long enough to absorb the atmosphere. I was too young to fight in the war and therefore my opinion about it is valueless, but “Death of a Hero” has always seemed to me to be much the best of the English war books, at least of those describable as novels. The Soviet Government seem to have thought the same when they authorised its translation into Russian. It is a tribute to the book’s vitality that the realistic descriptions of the fighting do not clash too violently with the preposterous burlesque of the first part. “The Jungle” is good if you like facts—and you can be sure they are authentic facts, for no one has ever got away with a libel action against Upton Sinclair. “A Hind Let Loose,” on the other hand, like all Montague’s books, is tiresome and empty. He was one of those “deliciously witty” writers who are all sparkle and no taste, like soda-water.

I shan’t quote from “A Safety Match,” but I will quote, from the blurb, what the late Professor Saintsbury wrote to the author on its publication:—

‘Let me congratulate you on ‘A Safety Match.’ I have read nothing so good for a long time.”

My italics. Please notice that Saintsbury was probably the most widely-read man in Europe. This shows you what happens to professors of literature when they are so unwise as to write about contemporary books.




326. ‘Shooting an Elephant’

New Writing, 2, Autumn 19361

In Moulmein, in Lower Burma, I was hated by large numbers of people—the only time in my life that I have been important enough for this to happen to me. I was subdivisional police officer of the town, and in an aimless, petty kind of way anti-European feeling was very bitter. No one had the guts to raise a riot, but if a European woman went through the bazaars alone somebody would probably spit betel juice over her dress. As a police officer I was an obvious target and was baited whenever it seemed safe to do so. When a nimble Burman tripped me up on the football field and the referee (another Burman) looked the other way, the crowd yelled with hideous laughter. This happened more than once. In the end the sneering yellow faces of young men that met me everywhere, the insults hooted after me when I was at a safe distance, got badly on my nerves. The young Buddhist priests were the worst of all. There were several thousands of them in the town and none of them seemed to have anything to do except stand on street corners and jeer at Europeans.

All this was perplexing and upsetting. For at that time I had already made up my mind that imperialism was an evil thing and the sooner I chucked up my job and got out of it the better. Theoretically—and secretly, of course—I was all for the Burmese and all against their oppressors, the British. As for the job I was doing, I hated it more bitterly than I can perhaps make clear. In a job like that you see the dirty work of Empire at close quarters. The wretched prisoners huddling in the stinking cages of the lock-ups, the grey, cowed faces of the long-term convicts, the scarred buttocks of the men who had been flogged with bamboos—all these oppressed me with an intolerable sense of guilt. But I could get nothing into perspective. I was young and ill-educated and I had had to think out my problems in the utter silence that is imposed on every Englishman in the East. I did not even know that the British Empire is dying, still less did I know that it is a great deal better than the younger empires that are going to supplant it. All I knew was that I was stuck between my hatred of the empire I served and my rage against the evil-spirited little beasts who tried to make my job impossible. With one part of my mind I thought of the British Raj as an unbreakable tyranny, as something clamped down, in saecula saeculorum, upon the will of prostrate peoples; with another part I thought that the greatest joy in the world would be to drive a bayonet into a Buddhist priest’s guts. Feelings like these are the normal by-products of imperialism; ask any Anglo-Indian official, if you can catch him off duty.

One day something happened which in a roundabout way was enlightening. It was a tiny incident in itself, but it gave me a better glimpse than I had had before of the real nature of imperialism—the real motives for which despotic governments act. Early one morning the sub-inspector at a police station the other end of the town rang me up on the phone and said that an elephant was ravaging the bazaar. Would I please come and do something about it? I did not know what I could do, but I wanted to see what was happening and I got on to a pony and started out. I took my rifle, an old .44 Winchester and much too small to kill an elephant, but I thought the noise might be useful in terrorem. Various Burmans stopped me on the way and told me about the elephant’s doings. It was not, of course, a wild elephant, but a tame one which had gone ‘must.’ It had been chained up as tame elephants always are when their attack of ‘must’ is due, but on the previous night it had broken its chain and escaped. Its mahout, the only person who could manage it when it was in that state, had set out in pursuit, but he had taken the wrong direction and was now twelve hours’ journey away, and in the morning the elephant had suddenly reappeared in the town. The Burmese population had no weapons and were quite helpless against it. It had already destroyed somebody’s bamboo hut, killed a cow and raided some fruit-stalls and devoured the stock; also it had met the municipal rubbish van, and, when the driver jumped out and took to his heels, had turned the van over and inflicted violences upon it.

The Burmese sub-inspector and some Indian constables were waiting for me in the quarter where the elephant had been seen. It was a very poor quarter, a labyrinth of squalid bamboo huts, thatched with palm-leaf, winding all over a steep hillside. I remember that it was a cloudy stuffy morning at the beginning of the rains. We began questioning the people as to where the elephant had gone, and, as usual, failed to get any definite information. That is invariably the case in the East; a story always sounds clear enough at a distance, but the nearer you get to the scene of events the vaguer it becomes. Some of the people said that the elephant had gone in one direction, some said that he had gone in another, some professed not even to have heard of any elephant. I had almost made up my mind that the whole story was a pack of lies, when we heard yells a little distance away. There was a loud, scandalized cry of ‘Go away, child! Go away this instant!’ and an old woman with a switch in her hand came round the corner of a hut, violently shooing away a crowd of naked children. Some more women followed, clicking their tongues and exclaiming; evidently there was something there that the children ought not to have seen. I rounded the hut and saw a man’s dead body sprawling in the mud. He was an Indian, a black Dravidian coolie, almost naked, and he could not have been dead many minutes. The people said that the elephant had come suddenly upon him round the corner of the hut, caught him with its trunk, put its foot on his back and ground him into the earth. This was the rainy season and the ground was soft, and his face had scored a trench a foot deep and a couple of yards long. He was lying on his belly with arms crucified and head sharply twisted to one side. His face was coated with mud, the eyes wide open, the teeth bared and grinning with an expression of unendurable agony. (Never tell me, by the way, that the dead look peaceful. Most of the corpses I have seen looked devilish.) The friction of the great beast’s foot had stripped the skin from his back as neatly as one skins a rabbit. As soon as I saw the dead man I sent an orderly to a friend’s house nearby to borrow an elephant rifle. I had already sent back the pony, not wanting it to go mad with fright and throw me if it smelled the elephant.

The orderly came back in a few minutes with a rifle and five cartridges, and meanwhile some Burmans had arrived and told us that the elephant was in the paddy fields below, only a few hundred yards away. As I started forward practically the whole population of the quarter flocked out of the houses and followed me. They had seen the rifle and were all shouting excitedly that I was going to shoot the elephant. They had not shown much interest in the elephant when he was merely ravaging their homes, but it was different now that he was going to be shot. It was a bit of fun to them, as it would be to an English crowd; besides, they wanted the meat. It made me vaguely uneasy. I had no intention of shooting the elephant—I had merely sent for the rifle to defend myself if necessary—and it is always unnerving to have a crowd following you. I marched down the hill, looking and feeling a fool, with the rifle over my shoulder and an ever-growing army of people jostling at my heels. At the bottom, when you got away from the huts, there was a metalled road and beyond that a miry waste of paddy fields a thousand yards across, not yet ploughed but soggy from the first rains and dotted with coarse grass. The elephant was standing eighty yards from the road, his left side towards us. He took not the slightest notice of the crowd’s approach. He was tearing up bunches of grass, beating them against his knees to clean them and stuffing them into his mouth.

I had halted on the road. As soon as I saw the elephant I knew with perfect certainty that I ought not to shoot him. It is a serious matter to shoot a working elephant—it is comparable to destroying a huge and costly piece of machinery—and obviously one ought not to do it if it can possibly be avoided. And at that distance, peacefully eating, the elephant looked no more dangerous than a cow. I thought then and I think now that his attack of ‘must’ was already passing off; in which case he would merely wander harmlessly about until the mahout came back and caught him. Moreover, I did not in the least want to shoot him. I decided that I would watch him for a little while to make sure that he did not turn savage again, and then go home.

But at that moment I glanced round at the crowd that had followed me. It was an immense crowd, two thousand at the least and growing every minute. It blocked the road for a long distance on either side. I looked at the sea of yellow faces above the garish clothes—faces all happy and excited over this bit of fun, all certain that the elephant was going to be shot. They were watching me as they would watch a conjuror about to perform a trick. They did not like me, but with the magical rifle in my hands I was momentarily worth watching. And suddenly I realized that I should have to shoot the elephant after all. The people expected it of me and I had got to do it; I could feel their two thousand wills pressing me forward, irresistibly. And it was at this moment, as I stood there with the rifle in my hands, that I first grasped the hollowness, the futility of the white man’s dominion in the East. Here was I, the white man with his gun, standing in front of the unarmed native crowd—seemingly the leading actor of the piece; but in reality I was only an absurd puppet pushed to and fro by the will of those yellow faces behind. I perceived in this moment that when the white man turns tyrant it is his own freedom that he destroys. He becomes a sort of hollow, posing dummy, the conventionalized figure of a sahib. For it is the condition of his rule that he shall spend his life in trying to impress the ‘natives,’ and so in every crisis he has got to do what the ‘natives’ expect of him. He wears a mask, and his face grows to fit it. I had got to shoot the elephant. I had committed myself to doing it when I sent for the rifle. A sahib has got to act like a sahib; he has got to appear resolute, to know his own mind and do definite things. To come all that way, rifle in hand, with two thousand people marching at my heels, and then to trail feebly away, having done nothing—no, that was impossible. The crowd would laugh at me. And my whole life, every white man’s life in the East, was one long struggle not to be laughed at.

But I did not want to shoot the elephant. I watched him beating his bunch of grass against his knees, with that preoccupied grandmotherly air that elephants have. It seemed to me that it would be murder to shoot him. At that age I was not squeamish about killing animals, but I had never shot an elephant and never wanted to. (Somehow it always seems worse to kill a large animal.) Besides, there was the beast’s owner to be considered. Alive, the elephant was worth at least a hundred pounds; dead, he would only be worth the value of his tusks—five pounds, possibly. But I had got to act quickly. I turned to some experienced-looking Burmans who had been there when we arrived, and asked them how the elephant had been behaving. They all said the same thing: he took no notice of you if you left him alone, but he might charge if you went too close to him.

It was perfectly clear to me what I ought to do. I ought to walk up to within, say, twenty-five yards of the elephant and test his behaviour. If he charged I could shoot, if he took no notice of me it would be safe to leave him until the mahout came back. But also I knew that I was going to do no such thing. I was a poor shot with a rifle and the ground was soft mud into which one would sink at every step. If the elephant charged and I missed him, I should have about as much chance as a toad under a steam-roller. But even then I was not thinking particularly of my own skin, only of the watchful yellow faces behind. For at that moment, with the crowd watching me, I was not afraid in the ordinary sense, as I would have been if I had been alone. A white man mustn’t be frightened in front of ‘natives’; and so, in general, he isn’t frightened. The sole thought in my mind was that if anything went wrong those two thousand Burmans would see me pursued, caught, trampled on and reduced to a grinning corpse like that Indian up the hill. And if that happened it was quite probable that some of them would laugh. That would never do. There was only one alternative. I shoved the cartridges into the magazine and lay down on the road to get a better aim.

The crowd grew very still, and a deep, low, happy sigh, as of people who see the theatre curtain go up at last, breathed from innumerable throats. They were going to have their bit of fun after all. The rifle was a beautiful German thing with cross-hair sights. I did not then know that in shooting an elephant one should shoot to cut an imaginary bar running from ear-hole to ear-hole. I ought therefore, as the elephant was sideways on, to have aimed straight at his ear-hole; actually I aimed several inches in front of this, thinking the brain would be further forward.

When I pulled the trigger I did not hear the bang or feel the kick—one never does when a shot goes home—but I heard the devilish roar of glee that went up from the crowd. In that instant, in too short a time, one would have thought, even for the bullet to get there, a mysterious, terrible change had come over the elephant. He neither stirred nor fell, but every line of his body had altered. He looked suddenly stricken, shrunken, immensely old, as though the frightful impact of the bullet had paralysed him without knocking him down. At last, after what seemed a long time—it might have been five seconds, I dare say—he sagged flabbily to his knees. His mouth slobbered. An enormous senility seemed to have settled upon him. One could have imagined him thousands of years old. I fired again into the same spot. At the second shot he did not collapse but climbed with desperate slowness to his feet and stood weakly upright, with legs sagging and head drooping. I fired a third time. That was the shot that did for him. You could see the agony of it jolt his whole body and knock the last remnant of strength from his legs. But in falling he seemed for a moment to rise, for as his hind legs collapsed beneath him he seemed to tower upwards like a huge rock toppling, his trunk reaching skyward like a tree. He trumpeted, for the first and only time. And then down he came, his belly towards me, with a crash that seemed to shake the ground even where I lay.

I got up. The Burmans were already racing past me across the mud. It was obvious that the elephant would never rise again, but he was not dead. He was breathing very rhythmically with long rattling gasps, his great mound of a side painfully rising and falling. His mouth was wide open—I could see far down into caverns of pale pink throat. I waited a long time for him to die, but his breathing did not weaken. Finally I fired my two remaining shots into the spot where I thought his heart must be. The thick blood welled out of him like red velvet, but still he did not die. His body did not even jerk when the shots hit him, the tortured breathing continued without a pause. He was dying, very slowly and in great agony, but in some world remote from me where not even a bullet could damage him further. I felt that I had got to put an end to that dreadful noise. It seemed dreadful to see the great beast lying there, powerless to move and yet powerless to die, and not even to be able to finish him. I sent back for my small rifle and poured shot after shot into his heart and down his throat. They seemed to make no impression. The tortured gasps continued as steadily as the ticking of a clock.

In the end I could not stand it any longer and went away. I heard later that it took him half an hour to die. Burmans were arriving with dahs and baskets even before I left, and I was told they had stripped his body almost to the bones by the afternoon.

Afterwards, of course, there were endless discussions about the shooting of the elephant. The owner was furious, but he was only an Indian and could do nothing. Besides, legally I had done the right thing, for a mad elephant has to be killed, like a mad dog, if its owner fails to control it. Among the Europeans opinion was divided. The older men said I was right, the younger men said it was a damn shame to shoot an elephant for killing a coolie, because an elephant was worth more than any damn Coringhee coolie. And afterwards I was very glad that the coolie had been killed; it put me legally in the right and it gave me a sufficient pretext for shooting the elephant. I often wondered whether any of the others grasped that I had done it solely to avoid looking a fool.2




327. To Jack Common

5 October 1936 Typewritten

The Stores Wallington Nr. Baldock HERTS.

Dear Comrade Common,

(I hope by the way you share my prejudice against that accursed word “comrade”, which has kept many a likely recruit away from the Socialist movement), thanks for yours. I thought “Walls have Mouths” was very good and have given it the best review1 I could manage in the length, because I thought 800 words was probably the maximum you would have room for. I also take the liberty of sending a poem2 I had by me and thought you might be able to use. I want some time to do a short note on Henry Miller the American novelist, who in my opinion is something out of the common. I have done reviews of his books in the New English Weekly, but would like to give him a boost anywhere I am allowed, which of course is not in the commercial press, as he comes from a non-advertising publisher.

Yes, do come across any time you feel up to the effort. We are practically always at home, except sometimes on Saturday and Sunday afternoons, and at the end of this month when we are going to stay with my people for a week. It is a pity it is so difficult to get here. Of course you probably could get here by bus if you took some circuitous route, eg. via Royston, as there is at any rate occasionally a bus from Royston to Sandon, which is only a couple of miles from here.

Things are prospering tolerably. I have just finished the rough draft of my book and begun on the revision, which will take me till some time in December. It is not a novel this time but a sort of book of essays,3 but I am afraid I have made rather a muck of parts of it. The goat is giving a quart of milk a day and some of the hens have begun laying. The shop is not doing a great deal but is just about paying our rent for us. I haven’t heard from Rees for ages and I want to write to him. Where is he now? Is he still at the Centre?4 I enjoyed my very short trip there and met some interesting people, and I wished I could have stayed longer especially to hear Holdaway5 and John Strachey lecture. I was greatly impressed by Large,6 whom no doubt you know, and my wife almost fell in love with him when he came to tea here.

Please remember me to your wife.

Yours

Eric A. Blair

[Handwritten at top of letter] Or, ‘fellow-worker before the Dawn.’




328. Review of Zest for Life by Johann Wöller, translated from the Danish by Claude Napier; I Took Off My Tie by Hugh Massingham

Time and Tide, 17 October 1936

Roughly speaking, no one capable of describing the atmosphere of the tropics is willing to stay there long enough to absorb it. Hence the rarity of good novels about the Far East, which can only be written by people who are in some way anomalous, like Joseph Conrad.

Mr. Wöller is not in the same class as Conrad, but he has points in common with him. He is a Dane who has spent thirty years in the Dutch service in the East Indies, he is sodden with memories of Java and Sumatra, and he writes about them from the angle of someone in touch with European culture. Not completely in touch, or he would hardly describe Sigrid Undset and G. K. Chesterton as “two of the most considerable nordic intellects” (incidentally, how Mr. Chesterton would have hated to be called “nordic”!), but too much so, probably, to have been quite at home with his fellow-officials over a gin sling. The underlying theme of the book is the peculiar double homesickness which is the punishment for deserting your native land. It is really a mistake to travel—or rather, one should travel only as a sailor or a nomad travels, not sending roots into foreign places. Live among palm trees and mosquitoes in savage sunshine, in the smell of garlic and the creaking of bullock-cart wheels, and you pine for Europe until the time comes when you would exchange the whole of the so-called beauties of the East for the sight of a single snowdrop, or a frozen pond, or a red pillar-box. Come back to Europe, and all you can remember is the blood-red flowers of the hibiscus and the flying foxes streaming overhead. Yet it seems somehow a pity that the very concept of home-sickness is presently going to be abolished by the machine-civilization which makes one part of the world indistinguishable from another.

By far the best thing in the book is a memory from the author’s youth, an incident—imaginary, but typical of real facts—in the Dutch colonial war of 1900–1912. It describes the torture of a villager who knew, or was supposed to know, where a rebel chieftain was hiding. Apart from the depth of imagination with which the scene is pictured, it brings home as a thousand political pamphlets could not do the inherent evil of imperialism. For the dreadful thing about the kind of brutalities here described, is that they are quite unavoidable. When a subject population rises in revolt you have got to suppress it, and you can only do so by methods which make nonsense of any claim for the superiority of Western civilization. In order to rule over barbarians, you have got to become a barbarian yourself. According to Mr. Wöller, the Dutch are the most humane of the imperialist powers. If so, God knows what the others can be like.

This is an interesting but rather fragmentary book, and it gives, sometimes unintentionally, a good picture of what happens to the mind of a sensitive man when he strays away from the centres of civilization. I have no means of judging the translation, but I should say it is rather poor.

Mr. Massingham’s travel was vertical, not horizontal. Having decided that “the East End is as unknown to us as the Trobriand Islands” (an exaggeration, but not so far from the truth), he took two unfurnished rooms in a tenement house in the worst part of the East End, and got a temporary job as a rent-collector. He could hardly have chosen a better way of getting to know the people, and in fact he got to know them rather too well, for almost immediately, through a misunderstanding, he had to bear the blame of getting an unemployed man sued for his rent. After this he was followed up and down by troops of children chanting “Oo put the brokers in?” stones and rotten apples were flung at him in the street, and in his absence people came into his rooms and stole or smashed his belongings. It was a peculiarly mean persecution, but Mr. Massingham seems to bear no grudges. The throwing of a rotten apple, he says, is no worse than the frigid sniff of a duchess, and after all, you can always throw something back. Later on he managed to live down the false accusation, symbolically took off his tie and was able to meet the East Enders on equal terms and appreciate their real virtues.

The subject-matter of this book is a good deal superior to the writing. Particularly valuable is the portrait of Johnston, the decayed Public School man who lived on the dole and preserved the most viciously anti-working class opinions. Johnston is an important type, for he gives one a glimpse of the fact that when the middle-classes feel the pinch they will turn towards Fascism rather than Socialism.




329. To Leonard Moore

19 October 1936 Typewritten

The Stores Wallington Nr. Baldock HERTS.

Dear Mr Moore,

Many thanks for the cheque for £8–9–0.1 Do you know if Harper’s did anything about procuring me some copies of the American edition of A CLERGYMAN’S DAUGHTER? If you remember, I asked you to buy me a couple if Harper’s did not give me any complimentary copies. I would like to have a copy or two, to see what the cover and jacket are like, also because I haven’t in any case got a copy of that book. By the way, can you tell me what my contracts with Gollancz provide as to how long he is to keep my books in type? I know he broke up the type of DOWN AND OUT and I think you said he had also broken up the type of A CLERGYMAN’S DAUGHTER, but I thought that if there was anything in the contract about it, it would be a pity to let BURMESE DAYS be broken up before its due time, because after all there is just a possibility of that dramatic version the American is writing coming to something,2 and in that case the book might be worth reprinting. Perhaps we could suggest something of this sort to Gollancz to persuade him to keep it in type.

I have begun the revision of my book and barring accidents it should be ready in December. Provisionally I am calling it “On the Road to Wigan Pier.” It is not a novel but a sort of book of essays.3 I hope you are well. We are mildly prosperous here, and very busy, what with cleaning out the garden for the winter, looking after the livestock etc. Please remember me to Mrs Moore.

Yours sincerely

Eric A. Blair




330. ‘Bookshop Memories’

Fortnightly, November 19361

When I worked in a second-hand bookshop—so easily pictured, if you don’t work in one, as a kind of paradise where charming old gentlemen browse eternally among calf-bound folios—the thing that chiefly struck me was the rarity of really bookish people. Our shop had an exceptionally interesting stock, yet I doubt whether ten per cent of our customers knew a good book from a bad one. First edition snobs were much commoner than lovers of literature, but oriental students haggling over cheap textbooks were commoner still, and vague-minded women looking for birthday presents for their nephews were commonest of all.

Many of the people who came to us were of the kind who would be a nuisance anywhere but have special opportunities in a bookshop. For example, the dear old lady who “wants a book for an invalid” (a very common demand, that), and the other dear old lady who read such a nice book in 1897 and wonders whether you can find her a copy. Unfortunately she doesn’t remember the title or the author’s name or what the book was about, but she does remember that it had a red cover. But apart from these there are two well-known types of pest by whom every second-hand bookshop is haunted. One is the decayed person smelling of old breadcrusts who comes every day, sometimes several times a day, and tries to sell you worthless books. The other is the person who orders large quantities of books for which he has not the smallest intention of paying. In our shop we sold nothing on credit, but we would put books aside, or order them if necessary, for people who arranged to fetch them away later. Scarcely half the people who ordered books from us ever came back. It used to puzzle me at first. What made them do it? They would come in and demand some rare and expensive book, would make us promise over and over again to keep it for them, and then would vanish never to return. But many of them, of course, were unmistakeable paranoiacs. They used to talk in a grandiose manner about themselves and tell the most ingenious stories to explain how they had happened to come out of doors without any money—stories which, in many cases, I am sure they themselves believed. In a town like London there are always plenty of not quite certifiable lunatics walking the streets, and they tend to gravitate towards bookshops, because a bookshop is one of the few places where you can hang about for a long time without spending any money. In the end one gets to know these people almost at a glance. For all their big talk there is something moth-eaten and aimless about them. Very often, when we were dealing with an obvious paranoiac, we would put aside the books he asked for and then put them back on the shelves the moment he had gone. None of them, I noticed, ever attempted to take books away without paying for them; merely to order them was enough—it gave them, I suppose, the illusion they were spending real money.

Like most second-hand bookshops we had various sidelines. We sold second-hand typewriters, for instance, and also stamps—used stamps, I mean. Stamp-collectors are a strange silent fish-like breed, of all ages, but only of the male sex; women, apparently, fail to see the peculiar charm of gumming bits of coloured paper into albums. We also sold sixpenny horoscopes compiled by somebody who claimed to have foretold the Japanese earthquake. They were in sealed envelopes and I never opened one of them myself, but the people who bought them often came back and told us how “true” their horoscopes had been. (Doubtless any horoscope seems “true” if it tells you that you are highly attractive to the opposite sex and your worst fault is generosity.) We did a good deal of business in children’s books, chiefly “remainders.” Modern books for children are rather horrible things, especially when you see them in the mass. Personally I would sooner give a child a copy of Petronius Arbiter than Peter Pan, but even Barrie seems manly and wholesome compared with some of his later imitators. At Christmas time we spent a feverish ten days struggling with Christmas cards and calendars, which are tiresome things to sell but good business while the season lasts. It used to interest me to see the brutal cynicism with which Christian sentiment is exploited. The touts from the Christmas card firms used to come round with their catalogues as early as June. A phrase from one of their invoices sticks in my memory. It was: “2 doz. Infant Jesus with rabbits.”

But our principal sideline was a lending library—the usual “twopenny no-deposit” library of five or six hundred volumes, all fiction. How the book thieves must love those libraries! It is the easiest crime in the world to borrow a book at one shop for twopence, remove the label and sell it at another shop for a shilling. Nevertheless booksellers generally find that it pays them better to have a certain number of books stolen (we used to lose about a dozen a month) than to frighten customers away by demanding a deposit.

Our shop stood exactly on the frontier between Hampstead and Camden Town, and we were frequented by all types from baronets to bus-conductors. Probably our library subscribers were a fair cross-section of London’s reading public. It is therefore worth noting that of all the authors in our library the one who “went out” the best was—Priestley? Hemingway? Walpole? Wodehouse? No, Ethel M. Dell, with Warwick Deeping a good second and Jeffery Farnol, I should say, third. Dell’s novels, of course, are read solely by women, but by women of all kinds and ages and not, as one might expect, merely by wistful spinsters and the fat wives of tobacconists. It is not true that men don’t read novels, but it is true that there are whole branches of fiction that they avoid. Roughly speaking, what one might call the average novel—the ordinary, good-bad, Galsworthy-and-water stuff which is the norm of the English novel—seems to exist only for women. Men read either the novels it is possible to respect, or detective stories. But their consumption of detective stories is terrific. One of our subscribers to my knowledge read four or five detective stories every week for over a year, besides others which he got from another library. What chiefly surprised me was that he never read the same book twice. Apparently the whole of that frightful torrent of trash (the pages he read every year would, I calculated, cover nearly three-quarters of an acre) was stored for ever in his memory. He took no notice of titles or authors’ names, but he could tell by merely glancing into a book whether he had “had it already.”

In a lending library you see people’s real tastes, not their pretended ones, and one thing that strikes you is how completely the “classical” English novelists have dropped out of favour. It is simply useless to put Dickens, Thackeray, Jane Austen, Trollope, etc., into the ordinary lending library; nobody takes them out. At the mere sight of a nineteenth-century novel people say “Oh, but that’s old!” and shy away immediately. Yet it is always fairly easy to sell Dickens, just as it is always easy to sell Shakespeare. Dickens is one of those authors whom people are “always meaning to” read, and, like the Bible, he is widely known at second hand. People know by hearsay that Bill Sykes was a burglar and that Mr. Micawber had a bald head, just as they know by hearsay that Moses was found in a basket of bulrushes and saw the “back parts” of the Lord. Another thing that is very noticeable is the growing unpopularity of American books. And another—the publishers get into a stew about this every two or three years—is the unpopularity of short stories. The kind of person who asks the librarian to choose a book for him nearly always starts by saying “I don’t want short stories,” or “I do not desire little stories,” as a German customer of ours used to put it. If you ask them why, they sometimes explain that it is too much fag to get used to a new set of characters with every story; they like to “get into” a novel which demands no further thought after the first chapter. I believe, though, that the writers are more to blame here than the readers. Most modern short stories, English and American, are utterly lifeless and worthless, far more so than most novels. The short stories which are stories are popular enough, vide D. H. Lawrence, whose short stories are as popular as his novels.

Would I like to be a bookseller de métier? On the whole—in spite of my employer’s kindness to me, and some happy days I spent in the shop—no.

Given a good pitch and the right amount of capital, any educated person ought to be able to make a small secure living out of a bookshop. Unless one goes in for “rare” books it is not a difficult trade to learn, and you start at a great advantage if you know anything about the insides of books. (Most booksellers don’t. You can get their measure by having a look at the trade papers where they advertise their wants. If you don’t see an ad. for Boswell’s Decline and Fall you are pretty sure to see one for The Mill on the Floss by T. S. Eliot.) Also it is a humane trade which is not capable of being vulgarised beyond a certain point. The combines can never squeeze the small independent bookseller out of existence as they have squeezed the grocer and the milkman. But the hours of work are very long—I was only a part-time employee, but my employer put in a 70-hour week, apart from constant expeditions out of hours to buy books—and it is an unhealthy life. As a rule a bookshop is horribly cold in winter, because if it is too warm the windows get misted over, and a bookseller lives on his windows. And books give off more and nastier dust than any other class of objects yet invented, and the top of a book is the place where every bluebottle prefers to die.

But the real reason why I should not like to be in the book trade for life is that while I was in it I lost my love of books. A bookseller has to tell lies about books, and that gives him a distaste for them; still worse is the fact that he is constantly dusting them and hauling them to and fro. There was a time when I really did love books—loved the sight and smell and feel of them, I mean, at least if they were fifty or more years old. Nothing pleased me quite so much as to buy a job lot of them for a shilling at a country auction. There is a peculiar flavour about the battered unexpected books you pick up in that kind of collection: minor eighteenth-century poets, out of date gazeteers, odd volumes of forgotten novels, bound numbers of ladies’ magazines of the ‘sixties. For casual reading—in your bath, for instance, or late at night when you are too tired to go to bed, or in the odd quarter of an hour before lunch—there is nothing to touch a back number of the Girl’s Own Paper. But as soon as I went to work in the bookshop I stopped buying books. Seen in the mass, five or ten thousand at a time, books were boring and even slightly sickening. Nowadays I do buy one occasionally, but only if it is a book that I want to read and can’t borrow, and I never buy junk. The sweet smell of decaying paper appeals to me no longer. It is too closely associated in my mind with paranoiac customers and dead bluebottles.




331. Review of Walls Have Mouths by W. F. R. Macartney, with Prologue, Epilogue and Comments on the Chapters by Compton Mackenzie

The Adelphi, November 1936

This very valuable and absorbingly interesting book—a record of ten years’ penal servitude in Parkhurst Prison—brings out two facts about prison life which are not generally appreciated. The first is that the evil thing about the English prison system is not the abuses but the system itself. When you talk to a man who has been in prison, he generally lays emphasis on the bad food, the petty injustices, the cruelty of individual warders, etc., giving the impression that if these minor evils were rectified our prisons would become tolerable, supposing that any prisons could be that. Actually, the cold, rigid discipline of a modern English jail, the solitude, the silence, the everlasting lock-and-key (all of it the work of prison reformers, among the first of whom was Torquemada), is more cruel and far more demoralising than the barbarous punishments of the Middle Ages. Worse than the loss of liberty, worse even than sexual deprivation, is boredom. Mr. Macartney has a good eye for significant detail, and he rubs this fact well home. It is quite usual, he says, at the week-end, to be left in utter solitude for forty-four hours with nothing to read. As a result, the tiniest distractions assume colossal importance. Apparently many of the men in Parkhurst Prison used to procure scraps of glass and secretly grind them into lenses—this must take months to do—and then, with tubes of brown paper, make telescopes with which to look out of their cell windows. Only men who were half mad with boredom would take all that trouble, incidentally risking bread and water for doing so.

The other fact Mr. Macartney makes clear is that in our prison system, as in other departments of English life, all real power is in the hands of one-eyed, permanent officials, who take no notice either of the Government of the moment or of public opinion. Even a prison governor, apparently, is almost powerless against the “screws” who have inherited a brutal system and go on administering it by rule of thumb. It is rather amusing to read about the efforts of the Parkhurst officials to censor the prison library. They were desperately anxious to prevent the convicts getting hold of “subversive” literature, but were far too illiterate to know which books were “subversive” and which were not. The only Home Secretary who seems ever to have made a fight against the cruel inertia of the prison system is Winston Churchill. Clynes, the Labour Home Secretary, actually exerted himself to take away a few of the convicts’ privileges. No wonder that most long-term convicts are Tories!

The most dreadful chapter in this book is the one entitled “Notes on Prison Sex Life.” It gave me a shock when I read it, for it suddenly revealed to me the meaning of a conversation of years earlier. I once asked a Burmese criminal why he disliked going to jail. He answered with a look of disgust and the single word, “Sodomy.” I thought then that he merely meant that among the convicts there were a few homosexuals who pestered the others, but what Mr. Macartney makes clear is that in prison, after a few years, almost every man becomes homosexual, in spite of putting up a fight against it. He gives a horrible account of the way in which homosexuality gradually overwhelmed himself, first of all through the medium of his dreams. In a convict prison homosexuality is so general that even the jailors are infected by it, and there are actually cases of jailors and convicts competing for the favours of the same nancy-boy. As for masturbation, it is “referred to openly and indifferently.” That is what you condemn a man to when you send him to prison for a long term. And this is the achievement of the dear good reformers (see Charles Reade’s It Is Never Too Late To Mend) who did away with the promiscuity of the eighteenth century jails.

This is a remarkable book. It is formless and badly written, but packed full of the kind of details that matter. The author is an exceptionally brave, sharp-witted and good-tempered person. He is a Communist (he was given his savage sentence for some ineffectual espionage in the service of the Soviet Government), but not, I fancy, a very orthodox one; he will perhaps not be pleased when I say that he is too decent a human being to be “ideologically” sound. Mr. Compton Mackenzie’s prologue and comments might appear at first sight to be unnecessary, but actually they have the effect of pulling the book together and supplying useful corroboration. Probably without Mr. Mackenzie’s help the book would not have been published, in which case everyone who cares for decency must be deeply grateful to him.




332. Review of The Calf of Paper by Scholem Asch: Midnight by Julian Green,1, translated from the French by Vyvyan Holland

New English Weekly, 12 November 1936

The huge sociological novels which come to us from eastern Europe cannot be criticized except as historical documents, because their authors, consciously or unconsciously, tend to avoid the real problems of the novelist. On the other hand they do an extremely useful work by presenting contemporary history in a readable form, and they can hardly have too much publicity, because anything that brings it home to the Englishman that foreigners really exist and are alive and kicking, especially kicking, is to be welcomed.

I don’t think “The Calf of Paper” ought properly to be described as a novel, but I found it immensely interesting and in spite of its length I finished it at a very few sittings. It is a sort of panorama of German society in the hideous period of the inflation. The French are in the Ruhr, the mark is rising like a rocket, speculators are growing rich (they have a beautifully simple system of buying on credit and not paying till the value of the mark falls), the starving people are eating food that would be disdained by pigs, and Hitler and his first small gang of bravos are just beginning to be talked about. All this is presented, more Zola, through the histories of two or three more or less interrelated families. The reason why such a book cannot be approached as a work of art is that its method is in reality extremely perfunctory. The author is writing what is essentially a text-book, and he puts in the characters he thinks appropriate very much as one puts ingredients into a cake. He seems to be saying, “Anti-Semitism is just beginning—so we must put in a few families of Jews. And the Nazis are coming up over the horizon—so we’ll have a few Nazis. And then, of course, there is the food-shortage—so we’ll put in some food-speculators and a starving postman,” and so on and so on; but there is not a single scene, character or piece of dialogue which is there because it has forced itself upon him as material ought to force itself upon a novelist. This is not an inherent fault of the sociological novel—in fact probably a majority of the novels worth reading are novels-with-a-purpose. Compare Zola, for instance. The scenes of violence Zola describes in Germinal and La Débâcle are supposed to symbolize capitalist corruption, but they are also scenes. At his best, Zola is not synthetic. He works under a sense of compulsion, and not like an amateur cook following the instructions on a packet of Crestona cake-flour.

Nevertheless, as I have said, “The Calf of Paper” deserves to be read by everybody, if only because it makes clear why the Nazis triumphed and were probably bound to triumph. The only point upon which the author, who is presumably a Jew himself, seems to be in doubt, is the real reason for anti-Semitism. But curiously enough, he supplies a clue, unconsciously, in one of the very few scenes in which a Jew (a young Bolshevik military officer) is held up for our admiration. This scene is a reminder that if you want anti-Semitism explained the best book to read is the Old Testament.

Turn to “Midnight,” and you might as well be in a different universe. Here is the most complete and careful avoidance of any contemporary problem—even the time, though vaguely “the present,” is not pinned down to any particular decade. In spite of a veneer of naturalism over many of the scenes, the story has about as much relation to real life as one of those German films in which all the actors are silhouettes cut out of black paper.

Here is the plot, if you can call it a plot. In the first chapter there is a meaningless suicide, and a girl of twelve, named Elizabeth, the daughter of the woman who has killed herself, is left homeless. She spends a few hours successively in the houses of three more or less insane aunts, the last of them a sort of Chinese monster, then takes to flight in terror and meets in the street a kind-hearted elderly man who adopts her into his family. There is a lapse of three years, and then Elizabeth is again adopted, this time by a man who has been the lover of her dead mother. The final episode occupies more than half the book and covers a time which is apparently about two days. This episode is pure nightmare all the way through. The house to which Elizabeth has come is a ruinous place in the forest, a sort of appalling asylum inhabited by lunatics of the most varied kinds. The nightmare effect is heightened by the fact that the child has not the vaguest idea how many people the house contains. In the dead of night, overcome about equally by terror and curiosity, she creeps all over the house, peering through keyholes and softly turning door-handles, and encountering some fresh monstrosity in each room. Finally, she meets the only sane person the house contains, a ruffianly peasant boy of about seventeen, and immediately agrees to fly with him. There is a brief burst of pornography, or something approaching it, in which he seduces her, then a murder, an accidental death, another suicide, and the story ends.

If this kind of thing were written at the level of the ordinary English novel you would stop reading after a couple of chapters. But as Mr. Green’s mind has in it an unmistakable touch of distinction, you read to the end and then ask yourself, “What the devil is it all about?’” I think the answer must be that, finally, it is about nothing.

Obviously it is an attempt to work up an Edgar Allan Poe atmosphere, and in a measure it is successful. At any rate, the feeling of horror and mystery is attained. But there is this important difference, that though Poe is fantastic he is never arbitrary. Even his least naturalistic stories (“The Black Cat,” “The Fall of the House of Usher,” etc.) are psychologically correct, in the sense that they deal with perfectly intelligible motives. In “Midnight” this is not the case—there is never the slightest reason why any of the things in it should happen. It is, I think, the product of a gifted mind, it contains absolutely no vulgarity or sentimentality, and I am willing to believe that it was written in admirable French; but it is quite meaningless.

I had never before read a novel by Julian Green, and I am glad to have done so, because I feel now that I have his measure. The naturalistic touches in this book are good enough to suggest that he might have been a good novelist along Flaubert-Maupassant lines. As it is he seems to have missed his vocation, probably by being too anxious to fly to the opposite extreme from books like “The Calf of Paper.” The truth is that ours is not an age for mysterious romances about lunatics in ruined chateaux, because it is not an age in which one can be unaware of contemporary reality. You can’t ignore Hitler, Mussolini, unemployment, aeroplanes and the radio; you can only pretend to do so, which means lopping off a large chunk of your consciousness. To turn away from every-day life and manipulate black paper silhouettes with the pretence that you are really interested in them, is a sort of game of make-believe, and therefore faintly futile, like telling ghost stories in the dark.




333. ‘In Defence of the Novel’

New English Weekly, 12 and 19 November 1936

It hardly needs pointing out that at this moment the prestige of the novel is extremely low, so low that the words “I never read novels,” which even a dozen years ago were generally uttered with a hint of apology are now always uttered in a tone of conscious pride. It is true that there are still a few contemporary or roughly contemporary novelists whom the intelligentsia consider it permissible to read; but the point is that the ordinary good-bad novel is habitually ignored while the ordinary good-bad book of verse or criticism is still taken seriously. This means that if you write novels you automatically command a less intelligent public than you would command if you had chosen some other form. There are two quite obvious reasons why this must presently make it impossible for good novels to be written. Even now the novel is visibly deteriorating, and it would deteriorate much faster if most novelists had any idea who reads their books. It is, of course, easy to argue (vide for instance Belloc’s queerly rancorous essay1) that the novel is a contemptible form of art and that its fate does not matter. I doubt whether that opinion is even worth disputing. At any rate, I am taking it for granted that the novel is worth salvaging and that in order to salvage it you have got to persuade intelligent people to take it seriously. It is therefore worth while to analyse one of the main causes—in my opinion, the main cause—of the novel’s lapse in prestige.

The trouble is that the novel is being shouted out of existence. Question any thinking person as to why he “never reads novels,” and you will usually find that, at bottom, it is because of the disgusting tripe that is written by the blurb-reviewers. There is no need to multiply examples. Here is just one specimen, from last week’s “Sunday Times”: “If you can read this book and not shriek with delight, your soul is dead.” That or something like it is now being written about every novel published, as you can see by studying the quotes on the blurbs. For anyone who takes the “Sunday Times” seriously, life must be one long struggle to catch up. Novels are being shot at you at the rate of fifteen a day, and every one of them an unforgettable masterpiece which you imperil your soul by missing. It must make it so difficult to choose a book at the library, and you must feel so guilty when you fail to shriek with delight. Actually, however, no one who matters is deceived by this kind of thing, and the contempt into which novel-reviewing has fallen is extended to novels themselves. When all novels are thrust upon you as works of genius, it is quite natural to assume that all of them are tripe. Within the literary intelligentsia this assumption is now taken for granted. To admit that you like novels is nowadays almost equivalent to admitting that you have a hankering after coconut ice or prefer Rupert Brooke to Gerard Manley Hopkins.

All this is obvious. What I think is rather less obvious is the way in which the present situation has arisen. On the face of it, the book-ramp is a quite simple and cynical swindle. Z writes a book which is published by Y and reviewed by X in the “Weekly W.” If the review is a bad one Y will remove his advertisement, so X has to hand out “unforgettable masterpiece” or get the sack. Essentially that is the position, and novel-reviewing has sunk to its present death largely because every reviewer has some publisher or publishers twisting his tail by proxy. But the thing is not so crude as it looks. The various parties to the swindle are not consciously acting together, and they have been forced into their present position partly against their will.

To begin with, one ought not to assume, as is so often done (see for instance Beachcomber’s column, passim), that the novelist enjoys and is even in some way responsible for the reviews he gets. Nobody likes being told that he has written a palpitating tale of passion which will last as long as the English language; though, of course, it is disappointing not to be told that, because all novelists are being told the same, and to be left out presumably means that your books won’t sell. The hack-review is in fact a sort of commercial necessity, like the blurb on the dust-jacket, of which it is merely an extension. But even the wretched hack-reviewer is not to be blamed for the drivel he writes. In his special circumstances he could write nothing else. For even if there were no question of bribery, direct or indirect, there can be no such thing as good novel-criticism so long as it is assumed that every novel is worth reviewing.

A periodical gets its weekly wad of books and sends off a dozen of them to X, the hack-reviewer, who has a wife and family and has got to earn his guinea, not to mention the half-crown per vol. which he gets by selling his review copies. There are two reasons why it is totally impossible for X to tell the truth about the books he gets. To begin with, the chances are that eleven out of the twelve books will fail to rouse in him the faintest spark of interest. They are not more than ordinarily bad, they are merely neutral, lifeless and pointless. If he were not paid to do so he would never read a line of any of them, and in nearly every case the only truthful review he could write would be: “This book inspires in me no thoughts whatever.” But will anyone pay you to write that kind of thing? Obviously not. As a start, therefore, X is in the false position of having to manufacture, say, three hundred words about a book which means nothing to him whatever. Usually he does it by giving a brief resumé of the plot (incidentally betraying to the author the fact that he hasn’t read the book) and handing out a few compliments which for all their fulsomeness are about as valuable as the smile of a prostitute.

But there is a far worse evil than this. X is expected not only to say what a book is about but to give his opinion as to whether it is good or bad. Since X can hold a pen he is probably not a fool, at any rate not such a fool as to imagine that “The Constant Nymph” is the most terrific tragedy ever written. Very likely his own favourite novelist, if he cares for novels at all, is Stendhal, or Dickens, or Jane Austen, or D. H. Lawrence, or Dostoievski—or at any rate, someone immeasurably better than the ordinary run of contemporary novelists. He has got to start, therefore, by immensely lowering his standards. As I have pointed out elsewhere, to apply a decent standard to the ordinary run of novels is like weighing a flea on a spring-balance intended for elephants.2 On such a balance as that a flea would simply fail to register; you would have to start by constructing another balance which revealed the fact that there are big fleas and little fleas. And this approximately is what X does. It is no use monotonously saying, of book after book, “This book is tripe,” because, once again, no one will pay you for writing that kind of thing. X has got to discover something which is not tripe, and pretty frequently, or get the sack. This means sinking his standards to a depth at which, say, Ethel M. Dell’s “Way of an Eagle” is a fairly good book. But on a scale of values which makes “The Way of an Eagle” a good book, “The Constant Nymph” is a superb book, and “The Man of Property” is—what? A palpitating tale of passion, a terrific, soul-shattering masterpiece, an unforgettable epic which will last as long as the English language, and so on and so forth. (As for any really good book, it would burst the thermometer.) Having started with the assumption that all novels are good, the reviewer is driven ever upwards on a topless ladder of adjectives. And sic itur ad Gould.3 You can see reviewer after reviewer going the same road. Within two years of starting out with at any rate moderately honest intentions, he is proclaiming with maniacal screams that Miss Barbara Bedworthy’s4 “Crimson Night” is the most terrific, trenchant, poignant, unforgettable, of the earth earthy and so forth masterpiece which has ever, etc., etc., etc. There is no way out of it when you have once committed the initial sin of pretending that a bad book is a good one. But you cannot review novels for a living without committing that sin. And meanwhile every intelligent reader turns away, disgusted, and to despise novels becomes a kind of snobbish duty. Hence the queer fact that it is possible for a novel of real merit to escape notice, merely because it has been praised in the same terms as tripe.

Various people have suggested that it would be all to the good if no novels were reviewed at all. So it would, but the suggestion is useless, because nothing of the kind is going to happen. No paper which depends on publishers’ advertisements can afford to throw them away, and though the more intelligent publishers probably realise that they would be no worse off if the blurb-review were abolished, they cannot put an end to it for the same reason as the nations cannot disarm—because nobody wants to be the first to start. For a long time yet the blurb-reviews are going to continue, and they are going to grow worse and worse; the only remedy is to contrive in some way that they shall be disregarded. But this can only happen if somewhere or other there is decent novel-reviewing which will act as a standard of comparison. That is to say, there is need of just one periodical (one would be enough for a start) which makes a speciality of novel-reviewing but refuses to take any notice of tripe, and in which the reviewers are reviewers and not ventriloquists’ dummies clapping their jaws when the publisher pulls the string.

It may be answered that there are such periodicals already. There are quite a number of highbrow magazines, for instance, in which the novel-reviewing, what there is of it, is intelligent and not suborned. Yes, but the point is that periodicals of that kind do not make a speciality of novel-reviewing, and certainly make no attempt to keep abreast of the current output of fiction. They belong to the highbrow world, the world in which it is already assumed that novels, as such, are despicable. But the novel is a popular form of art, and it is no use to approach it with the “Criterion-Scrutiny”5 assumption that literature is a game of back-scratching (claws in or claws out according to circumstances) between tiny cliques of highbrows. The novelist is primarily a story-teller, and a man may be a very good story-teller (vide for instance Trollope, Charles Reade, Mr. Somerset Maugham) without being in the narrow sense an “intellectual.” Five thousand novels are published every year, and Ralph Straus6 implores you to read all of them, or would if he had all of them to review. The “Criterion” probably deigns to notice a dozen. But between the dozen and the five thousand there may be a hundred or two hundred or even five hundred which at different levels have genuine merit, and it is on these that any critic who cares for the novel ought to concentrate.

But the first necessity is some method of grading. Great numbers of novels never ought to be mentioned at all (imagine for instance the awful effects on criticism if every serial in “Peg’s Paper” had to be solemnly reviewed!), but even the ones that are worth mentioning belong to quite different categories. “Raffles” is a good book, and so is “The Island of Dr. Moreau,” and so is “La Chartreuse de Parme,’ and so is “Macbeth”; but they are “good” at very different levels: Similarly, “If Winter Comes” and “The Well-Beloved” and “An Unsocial Socialist” and “Sir Lancelot Greaves” are all bad books, but at different levels of “badness.” This is the fact that the hack-reviewer has made it his special business to obscure. It ought to be possible to devise a system, perhaps quite a rigid one, of grading novels into classes A, B, C and so forth, so that whether a reviewer praised or damned a book, you would at least know how seriously he meant it to be taken. As for the reviewers, they would have to be people who really cared for the art of the novel (and that means, probably, neither highbrows nor lowbrows nor midbrows, but elastic-brows), people interested in technique and still more interested in discovering what a book is about. There are plenty of such people in existence; some of the very worst of the hack-reviewers, though now past praying for, started like that, as you can see by glancing at their earlier work. Incidentally, it would be a good thing if more novel-reviewing were done by amateurs. A man who is not a practised writer but has just read a book which has deeply impressed him is more likely to tell you what it is about than a competent but bored professional. That is why American reviews, for all their stupidity, are better than English ones; they are more amateurish, that is to say, more serious.

I believe that in some such way as I have indicated the prestige of the novel could be restored. The essential need is a paper that would keep abreast of current fiction and yet refuse to sink its standards. It would have to be an obscure paper, for the publishers would not advertise in it; on the other hand, once they had discovered that somewhere there was praise that was real praise, they would be ready enough to quote it on their blurbs. Even if it were a very obscure paper it would probably cause the general level of novel-reviewing to rise, for the drivel in the Sunday papers only continues because there is nothing with which to contrast it. But even if the blurb-reviewers continued exactly as before, it would not matter so long as there also existed decent reviewing to remind a few people that serious brains can still occupy themselves with the novel. For just as the Lord promised that he would not destroy Sodom if ten righteous men could be found there, so the novel will not be utterly despised while it is known that somewhere or other there is even a handful of novel-reviewers with no straws in their hair.

At present, if you care about novels and still more if you write them, the outlook is depressing in the extreme. The word “novel” calls up the words “blurb,” “genius” and “Ralph Straus” as automatically as “chicken” calls up “bread sauce.” Intelligent people avoid novels almost instinctively; as a result, established novelists go to pieces and beginners who “have something to say” turn in preference to almost any other form. The degeneration that must follow is obvious. Look for instance at the fourpenny novelettes that you see piled up on any cheap stationer’s counter. These things are the decadent off-spring of the novel, bearing the same relation to “Manon Lescaut” and “David Copperfield” as the lap-dog bears to the wolf. It is quite likely that before long the average novel will be not much different from the fourpenny novelette, though doubtless it will still appear in a seven and sixpenny binding and amid a flourish of publishers’ trumpets. Various people have prophesied that the novel is doomed to disappear in the near future. I do not believe that it will disappear, for reasons which would take too long to set forth but which are fairly obvious. It is much likelier, if the best literary brains cannot be induced to return to it, to survive in some perfunctory, despised and hopelessly degenerate form, like modern tomb-stones, or the Punch and Judy show.




334. Review of Desert Encounter by Knud Holmboe, translated from the Danish by Helga Holbek; Coconuts and Creoles by J. A. F. Ozanne

Time and Tide, 21 November 1936

Knud Holmboe, author of Desert Encounter, was murdered by Arab brigands while on his way to Mecca in 1931. This book is an account of a journey across north Africa by motor car in the previous year. In introducing it, Mr. J. H. Driberg, lecturer in anthropology at Cambridge, remarks that in Holmboe “we have lost a potential T. E. Lawrence”—a most unfortunate comparison, for the two men seem to have had nothing in common except a love of the Arabs and a talent for getting on with them.

Holmboe’s journey, across territory which was mainly desert, with a perpetually leaking radiator and tyres which punctured every few miles, was a remarkable feat in itself, but what gives his book its particular interest is the fact that he had embraced Mohammedanism and travelled in Arab dress. He was thus able to meet the Arabs, especially the Bedouins, on equal terms and hear what they really thought about their European conquerors. His conclusion seems to be that though the French are not particularly loved, the Italians are the worst colonial administrators the world has seen. They wage continual and ruthless war against the “free” Arabs, even descending to blocking up their wells with concrete, and shooting or hanging almost incredible numbers of so-called rebels who have attempted to defend their ancient grazing-grounds.


 . . . During the French Revolution an average of three people were executed daily in France, which roughly gives twelve hundred people a year. During the time I was in Cyrenaica thirty executions took place daily, which means that about twelve thousand Arabs were executed yearly, not counting those killed in the war or the imported, Eritrean troops on the Italian side . . .



What is especially sinister is that the Italians seem to take no interest in their subject peoples, even a knowledge of Arabic being considered beneath the dignity of an Italian officer. Apparently it is their aim, sometimes openly declared, to exterminate all those who stand in their way. Holmboe is quite ready, however, to admit that the Italians have performed wonderful feats of road-building and town-planning, and that he personally received better treatment at their hands than might have been expected. For though the Italian authorities were naturally suspicious of a white man in Arab dress, they exerted themselves to protect him when he was going through dangerous territory, and on at least one occasion they saved himself and his companions from starving to death in the desert.

This is an impressive book, all the more so because of its naïveté. Mussolini’s large body of English worshippers would do well to have a look at it. The photographs are indifferent.

Coconuts and Creoles (an unsuitable title, because it leads one to expect a more or less frivolous book) touches on the same subject—colonial maladministration. Here, however, it is not a tale of blocked wells, bombed villages and summary executions, but in the usual British fashion, of sheer well-meaning tactlessness. The author, a clergyman, was for four years a chaplain in the Crown colony of Seychelles, in the Indian Ocean. He gives a carefully documented account of life in the islands, and he makes it quite clear that things are going badly. There is an immense amount of unemployment and mendicancy, the coconut-growing and fishing industries have never been properly developed, officials receive starvation salaries and the police are hopelessly corrupt; prostitution is rampant, there is much religious bigotry and the standard of sexual morals is so low that over 44 per cent. of the children baptised by the author were illegitimate. One underlying evil seems to be that there is no proper educational system. Higher-grade education is in the hands of Marist Brothers, who have succeeded in preventing educational reform by threatening to excommunicate parents who send their children to the Government schools. As a result, the middle-class Creole population, like the Eurasian population in India, is cut off from the chance of earning a decent livelihood.

The author is an Anglican clergyman, and he writes with an unmistakable prejudice against the Roman Catholic Church, for which one must make some allowance. Even so, most of what he says carries conviction. With its innumerable appendices this is rather an omnium gatherum book, but it is ably and amusingly written and gives some useful sidelights on a minor problem of Empire. The photographs are very bad.




335. ‘A happy vicar I might have been’

The Adelphi, December 1936


A happy vicar I might have been

Two hundred years ago,

To preach upon eternal doom

And watch my walnuts grow;




But born, alas, in an evil time,

I missed that pleasant haven,

For the hair has grown on my upper lip

And the clergy are all clean-shaven.




And later still the times were good,

We were so easy to please,

We rocked our troubled thoughts to sleep

On the bosoms of the trees.




All ignorant we dared to own

The joys we now dissemble;

The greenfinch on the apple bough

Could make my enemies tremble.




But girls’ bellies and apricots,

Roach in a shaded stream,

Horses, ducks in flight at dawn,

All these are a dream.




It is forbidden to dream again;

We maim our joys or hide them;

Horses are made of chromium steel

And little fat men shall ride them.




I am the worm who never turned,1

The eunuch without a harem;

Between the priest and the commissar

I walk like Eugene Aram;2




And the commissar is telling my fortune

While the radio plays,

But the priest has promised an Austin Seven,3

For Duggie always pays.4




I dreamed I dwelt in marble halls,

And woke to find it true;

I wasn’t born for an age like this;

Was Smith? Was Jones? Were you?5






336. Review of The Open Air by Adrian Bell

The Listener 2 December 19361

An anthology such as The Open Air, by Adrian Bell (Faber, 7s. 6d.), which is a series of passages, mainly prose, dealing with country life in its various aspects, brings home to one how completely the old rural culture of England has passed away. The very fact that it is picturesque proves it irrevocable. Perhaps that is why in so many of the writers who have praised country life—George Bourne, George Sturt, Cobbett, even W. H. Hudson—one can feel a hint of make-believe. Mr. Bell has made his anthology focus round two things, craftsmanship and the independence of the labourer. It is curious in how many extracts, from very different writers, the theme of pig-keeping crops up. This is significant, for the decay of pig-keeping in England means something much more serious than Danish bacon for breakfast. Mr. Bell has successfully avoided the obvious, and there are not many passages describing scenery and very few that deal with sport. Incidentally, the quotations from Richard Jefferies might have been better chosen. Jefferies looked at the country with an essentially non-agricultural eye and he is only at his best when he is describing wild animals. When he writes of fishing, for instance, he is inimitable. This book contains comparatively little that is familiar. Open it anywhere and you will almost certainly go on reading. But it would be worth opening for two items alone even if there were nothing else of value in the whole book. One is Gerard Manley Hopkins’ lovely poem, ‘Felix Randal’ in which the rhythm seems to eddy out of the name like smoke out of an ember; the other is a few lines from Lawrence’s Lady Chatterley’s Lover in which the hideous noise of village school-children having a singing-lesson is somehow hit off for ever.




337. To Leonard Moore

10 December 1936 Typewritten


This is the first of a short series of letters to Moore that have survived in which Orwell makes dispositions for his journey to Spain to fight in the Republican cause. It was received in Moore’s office on 11 December and answered the same day. In the light of Orwell’s formal authorisation to Moore dated 11 December (see here), it may be that Moore sent Orwell a telegram asking for such a declaration to be sent to him rather than given to Eileen, as Orwell here suggests. See Crick, 309–10; Stansky and Abrahams, II, 193–95; Shelden, 274–75; U.S.: 249–50.



The Stores Wallington Nr. Baldock HERTS.

Dear Mr Moore,

I have heard from my bank and they say it will be all right for me to overdraw up to £50 if you guarantee it as you so kindly promised to do. I have also got my passport, so I am ready to depart quite soon. Of course if you could get the Herald1 to commission a few articles or something like that, I should be delighted, so perhaps you could approach them? I suppose they could let us know whether they will or not without much delay?

Of course I don’t know in advance how long I shall be away, and possibly communications won’t be easy. So I was wondering whether I could make arrangements to leave everything in my wife’s charge. There are two points that are likely to arise. In the event of Gollancz accepting my present book, he is sure to ask for some minor alterations which I shan’t be here to do, but my wife is perfectly competent to do anything like that, so perhaps I could give her some written authorisation or something like that? In any case I could explain to Gollancz before leaving. Also, if any monies fall due to me, eg. an advance on the present book2 if published before I came back, I suppose the cheque could be made out in my wife’s name so that she could endorse it and pay it in? Of course I don’t suppose I shall be away so very long, but it is best to be prepared.

I have looked up the stuff I wanted at the Museum,3 and the book will be typed in ten days or so.4

Yours sincerely

Eric A Blair




338. To Christy & Moore Ltd

11 December 1936      Typewritten


Although dated 11 December, this letter was not received in Moore’s office until the 18th. As the rapid exchange of letters requesting photographs for The Road to Wigan Pier indicates (Collins’s letter to the Reverend Gilbert Shaw was sent on 22 December; Shaw replied on the 23rd), this was unlikely to be a result of mail delays (even near Christmas in the 1930s). Because the letter was so important, it was perhaps brought from Hertfordshire by hand. Orwell was there on the 19th; his telegram from Sandon on that day survives and indicates that he was going to London on Monday, the 21st. He had sent the completed typescript of The Road to Wigan Pier to Moore by mail on 15 December; it was received by Moore, and acknowledged, on the 16th. Had Orwell been going to London to deliver his letter of authorisation by hand, he would surely have taken the typescript at the same time. Probably the letter was, through an oversight, not posted at once. For the way Moore and Eileen carried out this mandate, see Crick, 309.



The Stores, Wallington, nr. Baldock, HERTS.1

Dear Sirs,

During my absence abroad will you please communicate with my wife on all subjects relating to my literary affairs and accept her decision as my own.

In the event of any alterations being required in my manuscript or proofs before publication my wife has my authority to make them on my behalf.

I shall be obliged if you will make payment to my wife any moneys2 that become due to me during my absence, and her receipt shall be sufficient discharge.

Yours faithfully

Eric A Blair




339. To Leonard Moore

15 December 1936 Typewritten

The Stores Wallington Nr. Baldock HERTS.

Dear Mr Moore,

Herewith the MS. of “The Road to Wigan Pier.” Parts of it I am fairly pleased with, but I should think the chances of Gollancz choosing it as a Left Book Club selection are small,1 as it is too fragmentary and, on the surface, not very left-wing. Perhaps if it were sent on to him more or less at once he might have a look at it or get someone else to do so before the Xmas holiday, but I suppose we are not likely to hear from him before I leave for Spain, which should be in about a week.

I have just received a letter from Mrs Clennel Wilkinson, who says she is reader for William Morrow the New York publishers, and she asks me to let her know “whether you have any work in hand which you would care to let me see on behalf of Messrs Morrow with a view to publication in America.” I don’t think the present book would be of the slightest interest to an American public, but possibly they might consider “Keep the A.” I am writing to her to this effect and referring her to you, so perhaps you could get in touch [with] her or with Morrow’s.2

Yours sincerely

Eric A Blair




340. To Leonard Moore

Sat., [19 December 1936] Handwritten lettercard

Wallington

Dear Mr Moore,

Thanks for your letter. I will be on hand on Monday if Gollancz wants to see me. But I shall be in London, at

24 Croom’s Hill

Greenwich S.E. 101

My bank say that guarantee has not reached them yet. I wonder if this could be fixed up as soon as possible, as I want if I can to leave England about Wednesday.2 In case this letter is delayed, owing to Xmas rush, I will see you or ring up on Monday morning.

Yours sincerely

Eric A. Blair




341. To Victor Gollancz

19 December 1936


On Saturday, 19 December, Victor Gollancz telegraphed Orwell at Wallington to say that it was ‘exceedingly important’ that they should meet, because ‘I think we can make Left Book Club1 Choice.’ He asked Orwell to see him on Monday (the 21st) at any time except 11.30. Orwell replied from Sandon, Hertfordshire:

12 NOON   MONDAY = BLAIR +

At this meeting it was decided to illustrate The Road to Wigan Pier. On Tuesday, Norman Collins sent the first of a series of letters to those who might provide photographs, indicating that it was Clough Williams Ellis, an architect and founder of Portmeirion, who provided some of the names. The names had been written by Gollancz on a piece of blotting paper, which, by a quirk of chance, survives (see here). It was originally intended that there would be forty-eight illustrations, not the thirty-two issued.

Leonard Moore was informed of the result of the meeting in a letter from Gollancz, 24 December 1936 (addressed to ‘Gerald’ Moore): ‘It is highly probable that it will be the Left Book Club Choice for March.’ Terms proposed were 10% for the first 2,000 copies of the ordinary trade edition, 15% to 5,000, 20% beyond that figure, and 10% of proceeds from ‘Colonials.’ On the Left Book Club edition (’if any’ is cautiously added in parentheses), the royalty would be 10% of the price of half a crown (12½p). There would be an advance of royalties of £100. The letter concludes by treating The Road to Wigan Pier ‘as an isolated book,’ because, as nonfiction, ‘it should come outside the novel contract.’ Gollancz asks if there are ‘any more to come under the contract.’ If there are no more, ‘shouldn’t we have another agreement?’

Crick records that Orwell received an advance of £500 to enable him to write The Road to Wigan Pier and that Orwell told Geoffrey Gorer that he would never have gone north but for that money (Crick, 278). He presumably needed some special inducement, since as recently as 8 November 1935 he had written to Leonard Moore to say that he was ‘rather tired’ of ‘unemployment etc.’ as a subject (see 262). However, the sum of £500, which is based only on Geoffrey Gorer’s statement, seems excessive and is even more unlikely when added to a formal advance of £100 proposed in the contract terms sent to Leonard Moore on 24 December 1936. Shelden makes no reference to this advance (though privately he has expressed doubts about its size). He simply records that Orwell was to write a book-length treatment of the subject for publication in a trade edition in about a year’s time (244; U.S.: 222). An examination of the arithmetic shows that £500 is highly improbable.

Initially only a trade edition was proposed. As late as 24 December 1936—that is, after Orwell had handed in his manuscript—Gollancz had still not decided that a Left Book Club edition should be published, though he thought this was ‘highly probable.’ Gollancz had a very sensible policy of making only advances certain of being recovered (Hodges, 187); so the advance financial arrangements for The Road to Wigan Pier must be considered first in the light of a trade publication alone.

Orwell received an advance of £40 for Down and Out in Paris and London (Hodges, 106). The exact sums earned in royalties cannot be absolutely determined, but assuming 10% on the numbers of books printed, and assuming all copies were sold, unless some were pulped, and without deducting Orwell’s agent’s fee (in effect, exaggerating Orwell’s earnings), he would have received the following for his first books from Gollancz:



	Down and Out:	3,000 @ 8s 6d = £127.50

	Burmese Days:	3,000 @ 7s 6d = £112.50

	A Clergyman’s Daughter:	2,000 @ 7s 6d = £75.00

	Keep the Aspidistra Flying:	2,516 @ 7s 6d = £94.35

	 	422@ 3s 6d = £15.83





The trade edition of The Road to Wigan Pier was sold at 10s 6d. The first printing was of 2,000 copies, realising for Orwell £105.00; a further 150 copies were sold, at a royalty of 15%, earning £11.81. Orwell’s total earnings from the trade edition thus amounted to £116.81. After Moore had taken his 10%, Orwell would have received a net sum of £105.13—just clearing the advance proposed on 24 December 1936. (Moore’s commission may have been as high as 12.125%, for that is the deduction made from £100 payable to Orwell recorded in his Payments Book for 1 September 1945; see 2731, n. 1 and 2736, n. 1). Of course, Orwell did receive more than that, but from the Left Book Club edition, not envisaged when the supposed advance of £500 was made (although Gollancz may always have had this possibility in mind, as he must have for many books he considered publishing). From the Left Book Club edition, Orwell received 10% on a selling price of 2s 6d, or £550.49; and 10%, presumably, on the 890 copies of Part I sold at 1s 0d, or £4.45. Orwell’s total earnings, from the date of publication, 8 March 1937, to 28 November 1939 (the period covered by these figures) was probably £671.75, less the 10% agent’s commission, or £604.57. It will be noted that this just covers the supposed advance of £500, as well as the known advance of £100. Spread over the period the money was earned, it brought Orwell a little over £4 per week.

Another way of looking at the amount of Orwell’s advance is to interpret it from the point of view of Gollancz’s likely return. Before finally deciding on the Left Book Club edition, Gollancz must have expected to cover his immediate costs from the first run of 2,000 copies at 10s 6d per copy. That would bring in £1,050. Orwell’s 10% royalty and the £500 would take £605. Booksellers’ discounts would take £350 if at 33% (£262.50 at 25%). This would leave Gollancz with £95 (or £182.50) with which to meet other distribution costs, review and author’s copies, advertising, overheads, printing and binding, and the cost of thirty-two pages of half-tone plates. Thus, a £500 advance would not enable Gollancz to meet his costs from such a first run. Would Gollancz have calculated on making a heavy loss? Hardly.

It is likely that Orwell needed money to enable him to spend time in the north collecting data. If we compare that £500 with what a miner was then earning—about £2.50 per week—or the secretary of the miners’ South Yorkshire Branch—£260 per annum (see 262, n. 1), that £500 looks remarkably munificent. From August 1941 Orwell was to receive £640 for a year’s work for the BBC. Gollancz’s supposed £500 would surely have been, at the very least, for a year’s work. Writing to Jack Common in April 1936 (see 300) regarding setting up shop, Orwell sounds hard put to find £20 in order to stock his shelves, rather than like a man who had received £500 a couple of months earlier. Another indication that he was not paid as much as £500 was his need to arrange with his bank an overdraft of up to £50 before leaving for Spain; see 337. However, were the sum £50 (sixpence of the 10s 6d per copy of the first run of the book), that would provide Orwell with £6.25 per week for the eight weeks he was actually in the North. Since he was paying about 25s for bed and board at 72 Warrington Lane, that would have left him a fair margin for expenses.

It is suggested, therefore, that Gollancz, initially having in mind only a trade edition, provided Orwell with expense-money to research his book, perhaps £50, and, when the manuscript was delivered, offered an advance that had to be earned out of sales of £100, and later proposed that a Left Book Club edition should also be published.

Crick states that ‘Gollancz first tried to persuade Orwell’s agent to allow a small public edition of both halves to appear in hard covers, and the large Left Book Club edition to be simply the descriptive first half on Wigan. . . . Moore and Eileen refused to allow this denaturing of the book; and Orwell himself had had time for a preliminary talk with a worried Gollancz. . . . Gollancz got round the difficulty by himself writing an extraordinary introduction to the book’ (307–08). Hodges does not mention this in her history of the publishing house. Edwards states in her biography of Gollancz, ‘Victor could not bear to reject it, even though his suggestion that the “repugnant” second half should be omitted from the Club edition was turned down. On this occasion Victor, albeit nervously, did overrule C[communist] P[arty] objections in favour of his publishing instinct. His compromise was to publish the book with what Orwell’s biographer, Bernard Crick, rightly calls “an extraordinary introduction”, full of good criticism, unfair criticism and half-truths’ (246–47).

[image: image]
Corner of Victor Gollancz’s desk blotter with the names, in his hand writing, of those who might be asked for photographs to illustrate The Road to Wigan Pier. When writing to the Reverend Gilbert Shaw, Norman Collins mistakenly addressed the letter to the Reverend Gilbert Sharp—the name noted above Shaw. Reduced to about two-thirds of original size.








342. Review of The Novel To-Day by Philip Henderson

New English Weekly, 31 December 1936

Mr. Philip Henderson’s book, “The Novel To-Day,” is a survey of the contemporary novel from a Marxist standpoint. It is not a very good book, in fact it can be described as a weaker version of Mirsky’s “Intelligentsia of Great Britain,” written by someone who has got to live in England and cannot afford to insult too many people, but it is of some interest because it raises the question of art and propaganda which now rumbles like a sort of “noises off” round every critical discussion.

On the last occasion when “Punch” produced a genuinely funny joke, which was only six or seven years ago, it was a picture of an intolerable youth telling his aunt that when he came down from the University he intended to “write.” “And what are you going to write about, dear?” his aunt enquires. “My dear aunt,” the youth replies crushingly, “one doesn’t write about anything, one just writes.” This was a perfectly justified criticism of current literary cant. At that time, even more than now, art for art’s sake was going strong, though the phrase itself had been discarded as ninety-ish; “art has nothing to do with morality” was the favourite slogan. The artist was conceived as leaping to and fro in a moral, political and economic void, usually in pursuit of something called “Beauty,” which was always one jump ahead. And the critic was supposed to be completely “impartial,” i.e., to deal in abstract aesthetic standards which were completely unaffected by his other prejudices. To admit that you liked or disliked a book because of its moral or religious tendency, even to admit noticing that it had a tendency, was too vulgar for words.

This is still the official attitude, but it is in process of being abandoned, and especially by the extremists at the opposite poles of thought, the Communist and the Catholic. Both the Communist and the Catholic usually believe, though unfortunately they do not often say, that abstract aesthetic standards are all bunkum and that a book is only a “good” book if it preaches the right sermon. To the Communist, good literature means “proletarian” literature. (Mr. Henderson is careful to explain, however, that this does not mean literature written by proletarians; which is just as well, because there isn’t any.) In Henri Barbusse’s “One Looks at Russia,” for instance, it is stated almost in so many words that a novel about “bourgeois” characters cannot be a good novel. So expressed this is an absurdity, but in some ways it is not a bad position to take up. Any critic who stuck to it consistently would at least do useful work by dragging into the light the (often quite unaesthetic) reasons for which books are liked or disliked. But unfortunately the notion of art for art’s sake, though discredited, is too recent to be forgotten, and there is always a temptation to revert to it in moments of difficulty. Hence the frightful intellectual dishonesty which can be observed in nearly all propagandist critics. They are employing a double set of values and dodging from one to the other according as it suits them. They praise or dispraise a book because its tendency is Communist, Catholic, Fascist or what-not; but at the same time, they pretend to be judging it on purely aesthetic grounds. Few people have the guts to say outright that art and propaganda are the same thing.

You can see this at its crudest in the so-called book-reviews in some of the Roman Catholic papers, and indeed in religious papers generally. The editorial staff of the “Church Times” gnash their false teeth and quake in their galoshes at the mention of “modern” (i.e., post-Tennysonian) poetry, but strange to say they make an exception of T. S. Eliot. Eliot is a declared Anglo-Catholic, and therefore his poetry, though “modern,” has got to be praised. And the Communist critic is hardly more honest. Most of the time Mr. Henderson is keeping up a pretence of strict critical impartiality, but it is strange how invariably his aesthetic judgments coincide with his political ones. Proust, Joyce, Wyndham Lewis, Virginia Woolf, Aldous Huxley, Wells, E. M. Forster (all of them “bourgeois” novelists) are patted on the head with varying degrees of contempt; Lawrence (proletarian turned bourgeois, which is worse) is viciously attacked; Hemingway, on the other hand, is treated rather respectfully (because Hemingway, you see, is rumoured to be toying with Communism); Barbusse is bowed down to; and a huge wad of mediocre stuff called “Daughters of Albion,” by Mr. Alec Brown, gets pages and pages of praise all to itself, because here at last you have real “proletarian” literature—written, like all other “proletarian” literature, by a member of the middle classes.

This kind of thing is very depressing to anyone who cares for the cause of Socialism. For what is it except the most ordinary chauvinism turned upside down? It simply gives you the feeling that the Communist is no better than his opposite number. Nevertheless, these books of Marxist literary criticism have their value for anyone who wants to study the Marxist mind. The basic trouble with all orthodox Marxists is that, possessing a system which appears to explain everything, they never bother to discover what is going on inside other people’s heads. That is why in every Western country, during the last dozen years, they have played straight into the hands of their adversaries. In a book of literary criticism, unlike a tract on economics, the Marxist cannot take cover behind his favourite polysyllables; he has got to come out into the open and you can see just what kind of blinkers he is wearing.

I do not recommend this particular book, which is badly written and thoroughly dull all through, but to anyone who has not yet read it I do recommend Mirsky’s “Intelligentsia of Great Britain,” which was published in 1935. It is a terribly malignant but very able book, and in a distorted way it performs a remarkable feat of synthesis. It is the archetype of Marxist literary criticism. And when you read it you understand—though this, of course, is not what the author intends—why Fascism arose, and why even a quite intelligent outsider can be taken in by the vulgar lie, now so popular, that “Communism and Fascism are the same thing.”


On the day before Orwell’s review of The Novel To-Day was published, he enlisted in the militia of the Workers’ Party of Marxist Unification (the POUM) at the Lenin Barracks in Barcelona. He probably left England on Wednesday, 23 December, as he had planned. He travelled via Paris, where he had a seriocomic altercation with a taxi-driver and called on Henry Miller. See Crick, 315–18; Stansky and Abrahams, II, 200–03; Shelden, 274–75; U.S.: 249–50.






343. Wigan Pier


The Road to Wigan Pier was published by Victor Gollancz Ltd on 8 March 1937 in both Left Book Club and trade editions. It was not published in the United States until 1958; see 362. Although out of chronological order, this is an appropriate place for Orwell’s description of Wigan Pier in the BBC programme ‘Your Questions Answered,’ broadcast on 2 December 1943; see 2384. He was asked: “How long is the Wigan Pier and what is the Wigan Pier?”



Well, I am afraid I must tell you that Wigan Pier doesn’t exist. I made a journey specially to see it in 1936, and I couldn’t find it. It did exist once, however, and to judge from the photographs it must have been about twenty feet long.

Wigan is in the middle of the mining areas, and though it’s a very pleasant place in some ways its scenery is not its strong point. The landscape is mostly slag-heaps, looking like the mountains of the moon, and mud and soot and so forth. For some reason, though it’s not worse than fifty other places, Wigan has always been picked on as a symbol of the ugliness of the industrial areas. At one time, on one of the little muddy canals that run round the town, there used to be a tumble-down wooden jetty; and by way of a joke some nicknamed this Wigan Pier. The joke caught on locally, and then the music-hall comedians got hold of it, and they are the ones who have succeeded in keeping Wigan Pier alive as a byword, long after the place itself had been demolished.1
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344. French Text of Orwell’s Introduction to La Vache Enragée (Down and Out in Paris and London)1

Mes dévoués traducteurs m’ont demandé d’écrire une courte préface pour l’édition française de ce livre. Comme il est probable que maint lecteur français se demandera par quel concours de circonstances je me trouvais à Paris à l’époque où se passent les événements que je rapporte, le mieux sera, je pense, de leur donner tout d’abord quelques détails biographiques.

Je suis né en 1903. En 1922, je partis pour la Birmanie, où j’entrai dans la Police Impériale des Indes. C’était un métier qui me convenait aussi peu que possible; aussi, au début de 1928, lors d’un congé que je passais en Angleterre, donnai-je ma démission, dans I’espoir de pouvoir gagner ma vie en écrivant. J’y réussis à peu près aussi bien que la plupart des jeunes gens qui embrassent la carrière des lettres,—autant dire pas du tout. A peine si ma première année de besognes littéraires me rapporta une vingtaine de livres.

Au printemps de 1928, je partis pour Paris, afin de pouvoir vivre à peu de frais le temps d’écrire deux romans,—qui, j’ai le regret de le dire, ne furent jamais publiés,—et, par surcroit, d’apprendre le français. Un de mes amis de Paris me dénicha une chambre dans un hôtel garni d’un quartier ouvrier, que j’ai succinctement décrit au premier chapitre de cet ouvrage, et que tout Parisien quelque peu averti ne manquera sans doute pas de reconnaître. Au cours de l’été de 1929, j’avais écrit mes deux romans, que les éditeurs me laissèrent pour compte, mais je me trouvais presque sans le sou et dans la nécessité urgente de trouver du travail. A cette èpoque, il n’était pas encore interdit,—tout au moins pas strictement interdit, – aux étrangers séjournant en France d’occuper un emploi, et je trouvai plus naturel de rester dans la ville où j’étais plutôt que de rentrer en Angleterre, où il y avait alors environ deux millions et demi de chômeurs. Je demeurai donc à Paris, et c’est à la fin de l’automne de 1929 que se placent les aventures que j’ai racontées.

Quant à la véracité de mon récit, je crois pouvoir affirmer que je n’ai rien exagéré, sinon dans la mesure où tout écrivain exagére, c’est-à-dire en choisissant. Je ne me suis pas cru obligé de relater les faits dans l’ordre même où ils se sont passés, mais tous ceux quej’ai rapportés sont réellement arrivés à un moment ou à un autre. Je me suis toutefois abstenu, autant que possible, de faire des portraits particuliers. Tous les personnages que j’ai décrits dans les deux parties de ce livre ne l’ont été qu’à titre de types représentatifs de la classe de Parisiens ou de Londoniens à laquelle ils appartiennent, et non en tant qu’individus.

Je dois en outre faire remarquer que ce livre n’a pas la prétention de donner une idée complète de la vie à Paris et à Londres, mais seulement d’en décrire l’un des aspects particuliers. Comme les scènes et les événements auxquels je me suis trouvé mêlé ont tous, presque uniformément, quelque chose de répugnant, il est fort possible que j’aie paru, penser sans le vouloir, que Paris et Londres sont des villes abominables. Telle n’a nullement été mon intention, et, si l’on peut, à première vue, s’y méprendre, c’est tout simplement parce que le sujet de mon livre est une chose essentiellement dénuée de charmes: j’ai nommé la pauvreté. Quand vous n’avez pas un sou en poche, vous êtes porté à voir sous son aspect le moins favorable n’importe quelle ville et n’importe quel pays, et tout être humain, ou presque, ne vous apparaît que comme un compagnon de souffrance ou comme un ennemi. Je tenais à préciser ce point surtout pour mes lecteurs parisiens, car je serais navré qu’ils pussent croire que je nourrisse la moindre animosité contre une ville dont je conserve le plus sympathique souvenir.

J’avais promis, au début de cette préface, de donner au lecteur quelques détails biographiques. J’ajouterai donc, pour ceux que cela pourrait intéresser, qu’après mon départ de Paris, à la fin de 1929, j’ai gagné ma vie surtout à enseigner et un peu à écrire. Depuis la publication en Angleterre de Down and Out in London and Paris,º le présent volume, j’ai écrit deux autres romans.2 Je viens de terminer le second.3 Le premier4 va paraître dans quelques jours chez un éditeur de New-York.

GEORGE ORWELL.

Londres, 15 octobre 1934.
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345. Orwell’s Notes for The Road to Wigan Pier


Orwell’s preparation for the writing of The Road to Wigan Pier was serious, detailed, and varied, even though the time he spent in the north was relatively short. He travelled, observed, asked questions, went to meetings, listened. Some of his experiences he wrote up in the diary published in this volume, but many of the hard facts were assembled in note form, typed, and then annotated. The notes he made were supplemented by digging out information from newspapers, books, and town hall sources.

Although in his letter to Jack Common of 17 March 1936 (see 295), Orwell says he is anxious ‘to start doing some work again, which of course is impossible in the surroundings I have been in,’ he is understating, as he frequently did, his efforts and achievements. Stansky and Abrahams point out that there is ‘a significant portion of [his] time in Wigan that is not accounted for in his diary,’ that in addition to checking the proofs of Keep the Aspidistra Flying, he spent some of his time in Wigan Reference Library. They report interviews with two people who saw him there: Carlton Melling, who was in charge of the library, and the novelist John Farrimond (II, 143–44). Orwell also visited the British Museum library late in the course of writing the book, as he told Leonard Moore on 10 December 1936: ‘I have looked up the stuff I wanted at the Museum, and the book will be typed in ten days or so.’ In fact, only five days later he sent Moore the completed manuscript.

It is impossible to know whether there once were more cuttings, printed sources, and notes, but it is likely that Orwell’s notes are complete. There are no obvious gaps and there is a similar pattern to the information provided for Wigan, Barnsley, and Sheffield. It is unlikely that there were notes on Liverpool, because he was ill there, and that city was not a subject in his book. For Liverpool, see Crick, 284–85; Stansky and Abrahams, II, 144–46.

With one exception, all the newspaper cuttings and printed matter refer to the time Orwell was in the north. The exception is a long report of an inquiry into a proposal for slum clearance in the New Street area of Barnsley. This is from the Barnsley Chronicle, 24 March 1934, two years earlier.

All Orwell’s notes are given here, with illustrations of the pay slips and unemployment forms he collected and referred to in his book. Ellis Firth’s Weekly Budget, with Orwell’s annotations, is also reproduced. These have an intrinsic interest, and cannot otherwise readily be examined by anyone interested in Orwell’s sources and the use he made of them. The newspaper cuttings are not reproduced but references to them and a note of their subject matter are provided. These can be checked in the British Library and some public libraries. For convenience, a contents list, with annotations, where useful, is provided at the end of this headnote.

Some of the material was used by Orwell almost as it stood—Ellis Firth’s income and outgoings, for example, though it is only from these notes that we know Firth was the source—and often the modifications made, as in the descriptions of houses and details of pay and deductions, are designed to make his book more readily assimilable. There are, however, some interesting changes. The fact that the houses in Greenough’s Row (see Wigan: Additional Notes on Houses) and that on the Welly Estate (see Wigan; Additional Note) were occupied by Catholics was, though noted, omitted from The Road to Wigan Pier (see CW, V, 49, 62). One fuller example might serve to illustrate Orwell’s technique.

The Barnsley Chronicle of 24 March 1934 includes this section, headed WIDOW’S PLIGHT in its report of the inquiry into the New Street (Eastern) Slum Clearance Proposal:

‘A widow, sixty-three years of age, pleaded to be allowed to retain her four houses in Joseph Street, which were her only means of support. “I had to move from New Street four years ago”, she said, “on account of the slum clearance scheme, and I then bought these four cottages in one of which I live. I have worked hard to pay for them, and if you take them from me, I don’t know what I shall do”.

‘Mr Mellor [Barnsley’s Chief Sanitary Inspector] detailed the numerous alleged defects of the houses, and the owner declared that she was not in a position to spend a large amount on repairs.’

Orwell’s typed notes have this summary: ‘One fact that emerges from the New Street inquiry (see cutting) is that the small landlord (old women who have invested their savings in two or three houses) are often the worst landlords because they cannot afford to pay for repairs. (Barnsley, p. 2).’

This is how the report and notes appear in The Road to Wigan Pier: ‘. . . I have noted “Landlord good” or “Landlord bad”, because there is great variation in what the slum-dwellers say about their landlords. I found—one might expect it, perhaps—that the small landlords are usually the worst. It goes against the grain to say this, but one can see why it should be so. Ideally, the worst type of slum landlord is a fat wicked man, preferably a bishop, who is drawing an immense income from extortionate rents. Actually, it is a poor old woman who has invested her life’s savings in three slum houses, inhabits one of them and tries to live on the rent of the other two—never, in consequence, having any money for repairs’ (CW, V, 52).

One comparison of Orwell’s use of his sources shows a possible misunderstanding by him. He remarks in his book that the pay slips of the colliers often note a deduction for a dead miner’s widow, called a ‘death stoppage.’

CONTENTS OF NOTES for The Road to Wigan Pier

An asterisk indicates that the item is not reproduced here.

1. Wigan (typed notes)

Population

Health

Employment (with details of unemployment benefit allowances)

Housing

Religion

Additional Notes (on housing)

Additional Note (on Corporation Houses, Miners)

Additional Notes on Houses

*2. Newspaper Cutting: Daily Despatch, 29 February 1936: ‘The Lancashire cotton manufacturing industry is faced with a wage fight during the next few months.’ Details of earnings of 4,235 weavers in the Preston area. Average earnings £1 6s 4¾d (= £1.32p) a week; average wage for entire cotton-weaving industry is estimated at 32s 6d (= £1.62½p). Details in note at the beginning of Section V of The Road to Wigan Pier, CW, V, 69.

3. Barnsley (typed notes)

Population

Local Industries

Vital Statistics

Housing (with printed details from official report)

Unemployment Occupational Centre (run by Council of Social Service)

Unemployment

Religion (from official report)

Public Buildings

Corporation Baths

Notes on Houses

*4a. Annual Accounts to 31 December 1935 of South Yorkshire Branch of the Working Men’s Club and Institute Union, Ltd.

*4b. Notice of Branch Council Meeting of South Yorkshire Branch of the Working Men’s Club and Institute at Highstone Road Working Men’s Club, Worsbro’ Common, Barnsley, 14 March 1936, with Agenda

5. Pay Slips for Two-Man Team, Woolley Collieries, 5 and 12 March 1935, 2 April 1935, 7 January 1936, one undated; one Miner’s Check Note, December 1936 (1935?)

6. Ellis Firth’s Weekly Budget, with Orwell’s annotations

*7. Newspaper Cutting: Barnsley Chronicle? Illustration of glass-blowers with caption: ‘THIRSTY WORK, blowing babies’ feeding bottles. Some of the workmates of these Barnsley glass-blowers drink a gallon of beer a shift.’

*8. Newspaper Cutting: Barnsley Chronicle, 24 March 1934. Detailed report of a public inquiry into Barnsley Corporation’s application for the confirmation of New Street (Eastern) Clearance Order etc, ‘ordering the demolition of buildings described in the Schedules’ with ‘A scathing indictment of Barnsley’s slums in the New Street area . . . made by the Town Clerk . . . in outlining the Corporation case’

9. Sheffield (typed notes)

Population

Health

Employment

Housing

Typical Sheffield Back to Back House[s]

*10. Programme for 1–8 March 1936 at Victoria Hall, Methodist Church (Sheffield Mission Headquarters), with words of twelve hymns

11. Statistical Information Provided by Medical Officer of Health, Sheffield, 10 March 1936, addressed to E. Blair, 154 Wallace Road, Sheffield, 3

12. Copy of Report of City of Sheffield by W. Asbury (Councillor) on Out-Door Relief, 25 June 1935

13. Unemployment Assistance Board Award Form for J. W. Binns, Sheffield, January 1936

*14. Newspaper Cutting: Sheffield Telegraph, 5 March 1936. ‘Council’s Attitude Towards Shops on Housing Estates. Allegation of Playing Into Hands of ‘Certain Interested People’. Plea for Government Work for City’

*15. Newspaper Cutting: The Times, 11 March 1936. ‘Safety in Coal-Mines. The Personal Factor. Appointment of Special Officials Urged’

*16. Newspaper Cutting: The Times, 12 March 1936. ‘Diet and Health. Effect of Income and Nutrition. Nation’s Expenditure on Food.’ A review of a report of the Committee of the League of Nations on ‘Food, Health, and Income: A Survey of Adequacy of Diet in Relation to Income,’ published by Macmillan.

17. Re Coal-Mining. Figures Taken from The Coal Scuttle by Joseph Jones

18. Figures Taken from the Colliery Year Book & Coal Trades Directory for 1935






346. Wigan

POPULATION. Given in 1935 as 86, 186. In 1931 census report as 85,356. Excess of births over deaths about, 51 per thousand per year, so there has not been much loss by migration. In 1931 report, males 41,313. Females 44,044. Excess of females over males 2731. Population over 14 given (1931) as 64,871, of which males 31,097, females 33,774. ie. number of children equals 20,485, and excess of females is almost entirely in adult population.

HEALTH. See Health Officer’s report. But note: Birth rate 17.42, death rate 12.4. Birth rate for whole of England 14.8, death rate 11.8. Wigan has second highest birth rate for Lancs. and about 7th highest death rate. Highest death rate in Wigan (Victoria Ward) 17.07. St. Patrick and St. Thomas Wards (said to be poorest quarters) 15.05 and 13.86. Lowest in town (West Pemberton—better class residential) 7.48, ie. about half St. Patrick’s.

General health in Wigan appears fairly good. Physique a little sturdier than in London. Struck by the badness of everyone’s teeth—have hardly seen a working class person with good teeth. Even teeth of the very young have a curiously frail look and are of the wrong colour (semi-translucent.) In the Hornbys’ household (average age about 36) none except Joe (aged 15) had any teeth of their own. Was told here as elsewhere that as you could get false teeth from your health insurance it was considered an economy to do so. General opinion seems to be that it is best to “get shut of” your teeth as soon as possible. Deformities on the other hand not common.

Number of pubs in Wigan proper, 160. Equal to about 1 to 540 of population. Drunkenness nevertheless not common. Large proportion of pubs are beer houses and the smaller ones constantly changing hands. Few free houses.

Number of (retail) sweetshops 147, equal to about 1 to 590 of population. This apparently does not include tobacconists etc. who sell sweets. Struck by immense number of cut-price sweetshops, much cheaper and nastier than London.

Local bread mostly very bad. Immense sales of cheap readymade meat pies. Fruit and vegetables nowhere very good. Favourite local dishes tripe (eaten cold with vinegar) and cowheel. Less teashops than in southern towns. Unemployed are said to eat very largely tinned meat.

EMPLOYMENT. 1931 census report gives local industries as follow: Mining 7,708 (118 females.) Textiles (not dress) and cellulose, 5,386, mainly women. Manufacture of machinery 2,139. Manufacture of clothing (not knitted) 2,438, mainly women. Transport and communication, 1,966. In business 5,133, about a quarter women. Also minor industries: pottery, woodworking, paper-making etc. In building trade 1,124, almost all men. Unoccupied and retired given as 22,665 (only 2,482 of these men: ie. the others are wives and daughters of those in work.) Unemployed given as 7,708.

Unemployment has grown greatly in last four years. Round figure given by Labour Exchange for this time of year is 10,000 wholly unemployed and “temporarily stopped.” This includes those on P.A.C. but not workhouse paupers. Rough figures are:


	Men wholly unemployed..............	8300.

	Temporarily stopped.................	3 to 400.

	Women both classes...................	1500.

	 	about 10,000.



Total insured population is about 26,000 men, 10,000 women. Therefore at this time of year about 1 in 3.6 of the insured population is out of work. In the summer (when the pits are producing less coal) proportion rises to about 1 in 3. These figures however do not take account of dependents of unemployed. They should probably be multiplied by something between 3 and 4 to allow for wives and children of registered unemployed. Therefore at any moment at least 30,000 people (rather more than 1 in 3 of population) are drawing or living on the dole. According to officers at Labour Exchange, there has been a “steady core” of about 4,500 miners unemployed for the last 7 years. Rates of benefit are as follow:

1. “Full Benefit” (ie. until stamps are exhausted):


	Single man............................	17/– per week.

	Wife..........................................	9/–.

	Each child below 14............................	3/–.



(Therefore in typical family of parents and 3 children of whom 1 is above 14, total income would be 32/– per week, plus anything brought in by eldest child. Rent for family of this size would seldom2 be less than 7/6 per week.)

2. U.A.B. (Unemployment Assistance Board, for those who have exhausted their stamps and are on transitional benefit before being turned over to the parish):


	Single man ..............	15/– per week.

	Man and wife..............	24/–.

	Children 14–18 ..............	6/–.

	ditto   11–14..............	4/6.

	ditto   8–11..............	4/–.

	ditto   5–11..............	3/6.

	ditto   3–5..............	3/–.



(Apparently no allowance for infants. NB. that a quarter of this is regarded as rent with a minimum of (7/6) per week. ie. if a man is paying less than a quarter of his dole as rent, or less than (7/6) if his income is 30/– or below, a corresponding amount is deducted from his benefit. In the typical family considered above, total income might be (31/6) plus eldest child’s wages if in work, or (37/6) if not in work. A quarter of this would have to be paid as rent.)

3. P.A.C. (Public Assistance Board – local rates aided by central fund.)


	Single man ..............	12/6 per week.

	Man and wife ..............	23/–.

	Eldest child ..............	4/–.

	Any other child ..............	3/–.



(Therefore in the typical family above, total income would be 33/– a week, or 29/– plus anything brought in by eldest child if in work. In addition to the above, coal allowance of (1/6) a week (rather less than price of 1 hundredweight) is granted for six weeks before and six weeks after Christmas. P. A. C. rates were recently lower, I think only 19/– for man and wife, but have been raised owing to a struggle by the N.U.W.M.—or so the latter claim.)

Means-test enforcement is said to be strict and question of rent carefully investigated. There is said to be much spying and tale-bearing, when, for instance, somebody is taking in a lodger, in which case a deduction would be made from his benefit if it were known. Meade told me of a case where a deduction was made because a room used to be rented to a travelling dentist one night a week for 3/–. One of the men at the “caravans” told me that he was seen feeding a neighbour’s chickens and it was reported that he was drawing wages for this and he had difficulty in refuting it.fn1

It may be taken that the average family in which there is no one in work is living on an income of round about 30/–, of which a quarter goes on rent. This is to say that the average person has to be fed, clothed, warmed and otherwise cared for for about 6 or 7 shillings a week.

Evidently there are cases of abuse of the dole. Sometimes young unmarried men who are in reality living at home get an accomodationº address in order that they may represent themselves as independent and draw 17/– or 15/– as the case may be.fn2

Of single unemployed men, some live in lodging houses. There are 10 common lodging houses in town housing 400–500 people. Most men of this kind live in a rented room for which they pay 5/– or 6/– a week and see to their own food. Of course in lodgings of this kind they are not encouraged to stay indoors, hence large numbers of them always hanging about the streets. They are not however very much in evidence because the police move them on if they congregate in large bunches. Their chief haunts are, 1. the Public Library newspaper room, where there are never less than 50 men, sometimes much more. 2. Several free billiards halls. 3. (for members) the N. U. W. M. shelter. 4. (above all) the movies. These are extraordinarily cheap and unemployed men avowedly go there to keep warm. You can always get a seat for 4d and at matinees at many picture houses for 2d.

Besides the above classes there is a fairly large number of disabled miners living on “compensation” pensions from the mines. “Compensation” usually seems to be something under 30/– a week, but some are paid a lump sum down. If their compensation falls below a certain sum (I think about 15/–) they can draw the dole. Also the usual old people living on the old age pension, eg. in the house I am in now there is an old man living solely on his 10/– a week pension.fn3 He is more or less bedridden and only goes out once a week to draw his pension. He hands his 10/– weekly over to Mrs F. and she “does for” him. I see his meals going up and he does not get much beyond bread and butter, tea and an occasional cake.

On the whole, there is not so much overt poverty in Wigan as one might expect. The most obvious sign of poverty is the poorness of the shops and the extraordinary number of shops that are derelict—in some streets about 1 in 3. Everyone is badly dressed but few noticeably ragged; clogs very common but no bare feet. Less obviously down-and-out people than in London. It is said that no one here spends the night in the streets and there is no derelict and as it were unaccounted-for population, except the casual paupers passing through. There are however a few people squatting in abandoned ruinous houses, for which they pay no rent, near the coal pits. In the time I have been here (a fortnight) I have not seen a beggar, though there are said to be a few. Few if any prostitutes. Last year there were 7 or 8 prosecutions for this during the whole year. In effect what you have here is a population living on the dole and getting to take it for granted. The people have now grasped that it is not their fault they are unemployed (this is markedly different from 8 years ago) and are coming to look on drawing the dole as the same as having a job.

HOUSING. In the census report of 1931, total number of occupied houses given as 18,573, or 82,704 rooms. Equals average of a little over 4 people per house or just over 1 per room. Taking half or even two thirds of these to be bedrooms, it is clear very few people here sleep in a room of their own. At date of census the number of families was given as (NB. almost certainly understated) 1,617 in excess of number of dwellings. Present number of houses not exactly procurable, but since 1931 990 houses are given as having been built and perhaps 100 demolished. Excess of families over houses should now therefore be somewhere in neighbourhood of 700 or 800 plus the number in caravans (see below.) Number of houses built during 1934 was 589, 284 by private enterprise and 304 by the Corporation. Great numbers of houses are condemned and theoretically the people from these houses are given Corporation houses instead, but there are never enough of these and the condemned houses remain standing. Probably in the whole town there are several thousand families (not individuals) who cannot get a livable house because there is not such a thing to be had. Some typical houses I inspected were the following:fn4

In Wallgate Quarter. Rows of “One up, one down” houses. This means one room upstairs and one room downstairs. Under the stairs there is an alcove measuring about 5 feet by 5 feet and serving for larder, scullery and coalhole. Kitchen measures about 12 feet by 10, and room upstairs corresponds to it. Open fireplace with oven at the side (all houses in Wigan have this) in kitchen. Tiny yard and outside lavatory at back. Rent 4/9, rates 2/6—total 7/3. Rows of others as above, but instead of the alcove there was a recess about 2 feet deep containing the sink—no room for larder etc. Lavatories are common to several housesfn5 and are in little sheds in the alley behind. These houses have no back doors. To go to the lavatory you have to go out by the front door and round the end of the block–50 or 100 yards if you live in the middle of the street. Rent 3/2, rates 2/–—total 5/2.

Rows of others with no alcove at all, merely a sink in the kitchen just inside the front door. No back door. Rent 3/9, rates 3/–—total 6/9.

I was told these conditions are typical all over Wigan. One result of having no back doors is that the women habitually throw refuse out into the gutters in front. Most of the houses I inspected were in fairly good repair, but some I have passed without going inside are almost falling to pieces. A great many houses in the town have sunk owing to subsidence of old mining workings below. Many windows are as much as 20 degrees out of true, and, of course, it is impossible to open them. This taken for granted locally and looked upon as a joke. Out of 20 or 30 houses I have inspected, only 1 (the one I am in now, which is a 7-room house) has a bathroom. No hot water laid on in any of the houses, though when building them it would have been simple to instal a boiler behind the fireplace. People who have a house of any description cling to it however inconvenient it is, and some I spoke to had been in their houses 20 or 30 years. I notice they do not as a rule complain of their landlords but say they are quite well treated.

The worseº feature here are the colonies of caravans. The number of these is given in the Health Report as 180, and I visited colonies of them amounting to about 100. They are batches of old gypsy caravans, tramcars, buses etc dumped on pieces of waste ground and each inhabited by a family. Interior measurements vary between 6′ by 5′ by 6′ high and about 15′ by 6′ by 6′ high. Some of them are not even constructed of wood but are simply old wagons with semi-circular slats on top over which canvas is stretched, so that you have only canvas between you and the outer air. All have a tiny cottage kitchener inside. As for water, there is a hydrant common to the whole colony. In some I inspected the inhabitants had to walk 150 yards to fetch water. There are no sanitary arrangements at all. The people make what arrangements they can (most of them construct little huts in the tiny patch of ground surrounding their caravan) and once a week dig a deep hole in which they bury their refuse. Some I suppose are inhabited by a single individual, but I did not see one in which there were less than 2 people, and most of the families were fairly large. One, measuring about 12 or 15 feet long, had 7 people living in it. Conditions inside these places have to be seen to be grasped. It is almost literally impossible to turn round, and all the people, especially the children, are unspeakably dirty. All the caravan-dwellers said that in winter they had to keep their fires alight all night to keep warm, and the damp, of course, soaks up through the floor. I was shown mattresses (this was about 11 am.) which were wringing wet. There is never room for more than one or at most two beds, and with families of almost-adult children this raises fresh problems. In one caravan there were a mother, a father, a son and a daughter, the two last round about 18 years old. The mother slept with the daughter and the son with the father—they were plainly afraid of incest. A question I would have liked to ask, but had not the nerve, was what happens in these places when anyone dies. Rents, according to size of caravan, vary from 5/– a week to 8/– including water.

This state of affairs is not due to poverty but to housing shortage, since these rents are about the same as for houses; only the houses are not available. The Health Report only mentions them in a very discreet manner and the Census Report makes what is evidently a deliberate falsification with regard to them. “Structurally separate dwellings of 1 room” occupied by 1 family are given as only 25. But the Health Report now admits to 180, and in 1931 there were presumably more, since this business has admittedly been going on since 1919 and some effort has been made to get the people out into houses. The importance of this lies in the fact that there are said to be caravan-colonies in all the Lancashire towns. By ommittingº mention of these the census report enormously understates the number of families living in one room.

There are not many “back to back” houses in Wigan. I have only seen one row of them.

One mitigation of bad housing conditions is that fuel is cheap. Coal is (1/11) a hundredweight for “best” (2/7d in London) and I think you can get coal of sorts for (1/6). There is also immense and constant thieving of coal from the “dirt-trains.” (See diary.) I gather that several tons of coal and “cannel” a day are stolen by the unemployed. Coal cannot be stolen directly from the pits by the working miners, but they steal short lengths of pit-props for kindling wood and to some extent collaborate with the men who rob the “dirt-trains” by allowing as much coal as possible to remain among the dirt.

RELIGION. No exact figures obtainable. Number of churches and chapels of all denominations in Wigan proper seems to be about 40 with about 60 clergy-the numbers are possibly a very little above this. This means allowing about 1 church or chapel to about 2000 or 2500 of the population. Even allowing for the fact that the Catholic churches have a number of successive Masses on Sundays, it is clear that not half the population make any kind of observance. As to numbers of the different denominations, the Anglicans have about 12 churches with 22 clergy, the Catholics about 6 with 17 clergy, the rest belong to various sects. Nonconformity however is said not to be preponderant here. The biggest community are the Catholics with the Anglicans a fairly good second. Large numbers of the population are of Irish descent and Irish names are common though they all speak with the Lancashire accent.

ADDITIONAL NOTES.

Melbourne Street (Wallgate quarter.)

2 up 2 down. Living room 12–14 ft. by 9 ft. Boiler. No gas stove. No cellar. Coal hole. Windows will open but not very well. Chimneys bad. Floor of W.C. frequently flooded, either by leaking roof or overflow of cistern. Landlord refuses repairs. When I came in, husband was scrubbing floor, wife, in poor health, sitting in rocking chair, very down in the mouth and rather dirty. 3 persons (parents and son) in house, all adults. Father is on Means Test, ditto son, the latter only receiving 12/6 as he lives at home. ie. total income of family 36/6 a week. Father worked 42 years in pit. Has lost middle finger of right hand but for some reason got no compensation. Rent 4/1½, rates 2/2. Have been in this house over 30 years. Asked whether would like corporation house; no, because too far out of town. “These houses’d be all right only he (landlord) won’t do nothing to ’em.” House is very dark.

Victoria Street. fronting on Melbourne Street (further down from above.) Back to back. 2 up 2 down. Living room 12 ft by 10 ft. No coal hole, only small recess in kitchen. Boiler. Gas stove. No cellar. Windows refuse to open. Chimney smokes. Landlord refuses repairs. 6 people in house, two parents, 4 children, of whom 2 are aged 25 and 15. Clean decent people and not despondent. Rent 5/–, rates 2/6. The Victoria Street side of these back to back houses a filthy miry alley. Some people have to walk about 50 yards to reach lavatory.

Clayton Street. 2 up 2 down. Living room 14 ft by 10 ft. Gas stove. Boiler. Coal hole. Walls let in damp. 2 parents and 1 child in house. Husband on dole, wife works 9 hours a day in spinning mill. Net wages 21/– a week. House very dark—scullery dark enough to need lamp all day. Landlord not too good. Rent 5/4, rates 3/6. Some similar houses in this row are rent 6/–.

In the houses opposite, walls bulging to an extent one would hardly believe. Some have recently been re-faced, but begin bulging anew. Doors and windows hanging at strange angles.

York Street. 3 up and 2 down. Living room about 14 ft. each way. Boiler. Coal hole under stairs. House very dark, but dry. Windows will open. Good landlord. 3 persons in house, of decent type and cheerful. Husband gets dole of 24/–, son, aged about 18, works down pit, for net wage (after stoppages and bus fares) of about 25/–. Miners who work at this pitfn6 are obliged to buy their coal from the company—ie. to take out part of their wages in coal—at 1/6 a bag. Said to be very bad coal. Rent of house 5/4, rates 3/4. They are in arrears with rent and paying off arrears at rate of 2d a week. Landlord has never been known to evict. This approposº of an old woman down a neighbouring street who kept a little fish shop, was evicted and sold up for her rent and has now disappeared none knows where.

The “Unemployed Leader”, October 1935, states:

Great majority of houses in Wigan have no baths.

502 families of 1–10 occupy only 1 room.

2,284 families occupy two rooms per family. (540 of these families consist of 5–12 persons.)

2,699 families occupy 3 rooms per family. (322 of these families consist of 7–15 persons.)

Number of persons living in overcrowded conditions in Wigan is 10,000.

Number of houses needed to relieve overcrowding is 1143.

Number of caravan-dwellers (ie. families) 188 as against 80 in 1932.

Number of back to back houses 160.

Number of houses “scheduled” (not stated whom by) as unfit for human habitation, 2,099.

Infant mortality rate 110 per thousand.

Maternal mortality rate 9 per thousand.

NB. to check as far as possible with figures in health report.

ADDITIONAL NOTE

CORPORATION HOUSES: Great disagreement about these. Jerry Kennan’s house in the Beech Hill Estate is as follows:

Downstairs: Large living room with kitchener fireplace (oven at side), boiler behind fire, cupboards and fixed dresser, composition floor. Small hallway. Largish kitchen.

Upstairs: 2 largish bedrooms, 1 small (suitable for boxroom or bedroom at pinch.) Bathroom-W.C. with hot and cold water.

In the kitchen up-to-date electric cooker, hired from Corporation at much the same rate as gas-cooker. Electric laundering machine (automatic wringer in aluminium tank and automatic mangle) costing about £20, purchasable on hire-purchase at 2/3 per week. This company is financially backed by the Corporation. Electricity is fairly cheap.

Smallish garden. These vary, but mostly a little smaller than an allottment.º Rent 11/3 inclusive. Bus fare into town 2d.

Houses appear well-built and convenient and are quite agreeable to look at. Various restrictions. eg. Not to keep poultry or pigeons, take in lodgers, sublet or start any kind of business, without permission of Corporation. Gather that this is easily accorded in the case of lodgers but would be refused in the case of keeping poultry or keeping shop. Kennan is very satisfied with house and proud of it. Houses are all well kept. Corporation are good about repairs but keep tenants up to the mark with regard to keeping place tidy etc.

On the other hand, Welly Estate Corporation Houses:

Downstairs: Living room, about 14′ by 10′. Kitchen a good deal smaller than this. Tiny larder under stairs. Small but fairly good bathroom. (Did not see W.C.—probably outside.) Gas stove. Electric light.3

Upstairs: Best bedroom about 12 by 10 with tiny fireplace. Another same size without fireplace. Another tiny one—7′ by 6′. Best bedroom has small wardrobe let into wall.

Small garden – about 20 yards by 10.

Number in family 6. Parents, son aged 19, daughter 22, daughter 13, son 8. Catholics. None in work except eldest son. For those on P.A.C, as here, when rent is over ¼ income allowance is made.

Rent 10/3 inclusive. Rather more than a mile from town—no bus, I think. People are very discontented with house. Complaints are as follow:

House is cold, draughty and damp. Fireplace in living room gives out no heat and makes room very dusty—attributed to its being set too low. Fireplace in best bedroom so tiny as to be useless. Smallest bedroom practically useless as such. Walls upstairs cracking already (Verified this myself.) Middle bedroom and living room very dark. Doors do not fit too well. Owing to uselessness of small bedroom, 5 are sleeping in 1 bedroom (2 beds), 1 (the son, I suppose) in the other. Notice that these people were previously in filthy house in town which I inspected recently and made every effort to get out of it. Now want to get back. Gather from their and others’ remarks that the Corporation houses seem chilly and unhomelike, partly because they are far from town, partly because this lot are set on top of a windy hill. This lot certainly are jerry-built but it is probably the proximity and stuffiness that these people miss more than anything, especially in winter. Gardens here all neglected. NB. Nearly all the people living in this estate are unemployed.4

MINERS. 8 or 10 coal mines in and about Wigan. The deepest about 1000 yards. The most up-to-date said to be the Maypole and Rose Bridge, which I have not seen. The only one I have seen hitherto is Crippen’s, which is old-fashioned but said not to be worse than the generality. Depth of Crippen’s about 300 yards (more to the deepest workings, I think), and distance from cage to present coal face about three quarters of a mile. This last is apparently an average distance. In some mines it is 3 miles. The important thing here is that at any rate in an old-fashioned mine this distance from the cage to the coal face has got for the most part to be covered bending double, sometimes crawling. 3 miles would take quite an hour and a half to do this way. Mines vary greatly in temperature. Crippen’s is dry and rather hot—I judged the temperature in the hottest place to be about 100 degrees. Some are much hotter than this, some very cold, some very wet. Miners are all used to walking doubled up and can do it very fast without apparent fatigue, but don’t pretend to like it. They almost always work lying down or at best kneeling, but prefer this because they say that a “high face” is usually unsafe. (See diary for account of Crippen’s pit.)

Present rates of wages are:


	Coal-getter ..............	10/11d a day.

	Dataller ..............	8/9d a day.



Rates for piece-work not exactly obtainable, but said to average about 1/4 a ton. It is only in a few pits that the coal-getters are paid on piece-work. The dataller (man who attends to the roofing) would of course always get a fixed wage. Working full time, therefore, a coal-getter’s wage would be at most £3–5–6, a dataller’s £2–12–6, a boy’s wage round about £1 a week. Stoppages amount to about 5/–, thus:


	Hire of lamp (6d a week) ..............	6 d

	Insurance (unemployment & health)..............	1/5

	Pick-sharpening..............	–/6

	Check-weighman..............	–/9

	Infirmary..............	–/2

	Hospital..............	–/1

	Benevolent fund ..............	–/6

	Union fees ..............	–/6

	Total ..............	4/5d



But on top of this there are bus fares. The mines are all on the outskirts of Wigan but owing to the housing shortage the miners have to live wherever they can and there are few cottages near the mines. Nearly all the men live in Wigan. The buses (owned by the corporation) are neither very good nor very cheap. (No such thing as a 1d fare in Wigan—the least is 1½d.) An average week’s payment for bus-fares would be 2/–. Therefore there is about 6/6d to come off a miner’s wage each week. When on part-time he pays the same stoppages except perhaps for the check-weighman (man paid by the miners themselves to see that weighing is fairly done) which is sometimes remitted for those on part-time.

The time of one shift is 7½ hours. The important thing to notice that this is time spent at the coal face, ie. the time spent in getting there has to be added on. It is nothing out of the way for this to take 3 hours, so that the usual time spent at work is round about 10 hours. Add to this the time spent in getting to and from home, and it is about 11 hours.

Cannot yet obtain at all exactly the amount of coal extracted by 1 miner in a year. According to the Samuel Commission a miner in 1913 was only producing about 300 tons a year. Not stated whether this referred to actual coal-getters or to all concerned (datallers, electricians, men who work the cage etc.) but presumably the latter. At present it seems that a team of 35 men working one of the big machines, given good coal, may turn out 450 tons of coal in a day. But one has got to add onto these the datallers etc., bringing the number up to about 60–65. Of course this average would not be kept up, owing to the variation in coal and the fact that many mines run part-time in summer. But it is clear that the average output per man might be somewhere in the neighbourhood of 1000 tons per year. NB. to get more exact figures. Number of miners killed 1927–1934 given as 7839. ie. 1118.4 per year.

Number of injuries for same period given as 1,200,042. ie. 121,434.5 per year. Number of miners actually at work about 750,000. (NB. to get more exact figure.) Therefore about 1 miner in 700fn7 is killed every year and about 1 in 7fn8 injured. But have not hitherto succeeded in discovering how many of these injuries are serious. Injuries means injuries reported and the miners are instructed to report all injuries, even minor ones. The causes of accidents are 1. Falls of stone. These are very frequent and the reason why they do not lead to more injuries is that experienced miners can generally tell by tapping whether the roof is safe. Also the pit-props give warning by creaking. In Crippen’s mine we saw here and there “pot holes”—circular holes in the roof from which a lump of stone, usually big enough to kill a man, had suddenly shot out. 2. Explosions, due to gas. The gas is said to be ignited by a pick striking sparks from stone, or by fusing of electric wires, or by “gob fires.” These are fires that break out spontaneously in damp coal dust, which apparently gets hot in the same manner as a hot-bed. When they break out they are stifled with sand or bricked over, but are always liable to break out afresh. 3. Heavy falls of stone which cut off isolated parties of men. 4. Falls due to carelessness in blasting. Blasting is only supposed to be done when there is no one working, eg. on Sundays, but in order to save time is often done at other times. It is only done to loosen the coal but may on occasion bring the roof down. The charges are touched off by an electric wire at a distance, but have been known to go off prematurely. 5. Accidents to the cage. The distance to be descended is anything from 100 to 1000 yards. The one I went down in did 300 yards in about ½ a minute, ie. an average speed of about 12 mph.,5 but it slowed down greatly towards the end and was probably touching 30 or 40 in the middle. Some in the deeper mines are said to touch 60 mph. or even more. The man working the cage has an indicator which shows him how fast it is working, but it is possible for him to make a mistake and there have been many deaths in this way. Apart from accidents miners are said to be healthy, except for those who start off with a tendency to tuberculosis, in which case the dust they are constantly breathing does for them. Their lungs are said to be quite black. Many miners suffer from rheumatism, owing to violent changes of temperature and working in a cramped position. It is noticeable that the rate of accidents doº not decrease although the number of men engaged decreases—ie, proportionately there are more accidents. All miners concur in saying that this is due to speeding-up and that much of the new machinery is unsafe, at any rate with the Lancashire coal. For example, with the new coal cutters they have to cut 6 feet into the face before re-propping, and they say this is too far for safety. All say also that the steel girders now largely used are less safe than the wooden props. The latter creak when they are giving way but the steel girders are liable to fly out without warning.

Baths. Only 2 of the local mines have baths at the pit-head. In the miners’ cottages there is probably not 1 in 50 that has a bath.

ADDITIONAL NOTES ON HOUSES.

(All in Scholes quarter.)

Street of 5-room houses, 3 up 2 down, rent and rates 9/1.

2 up 2 down, with tiny scullery. Paper etc. in very bad repair. 1 cellar. No back door or yard. Landlord refuses repairs. Rent 6/6, rates 3/9.

2 up 2 down, front room fairly large—about 16 by 10. Six houses share back yard with one lavatory each. Very bad repair. Terribly bare interiors upstairs. Bare floors, ricketty iron bedsteads covered only with old overcoats and other rags. Rent 4/1, rates 2/9.

2 up 1 down. Hole under stairs for coal. Back door but no back yard. No scullery. Sink in living room. Very bad repair. Floor (of stone) sinking and uneven. Windows will only open a few inches. No boiler. Rent 4/-, rates 2/6.

Condemned. 2 up 2 down. Gas stove. No boiler. Rooms about 12 by 10. Very bad repair and landlord refuses repairs. Tenant has been in this house 38 years. Opposite these a shocking little row of back to back houses which I did not succeed in entering. Almost all windows patched either with paper or boards. Horrible miry alley about 8 feet wide and tumbledown W. Cs. Landlords apparently always refuse repairs when house is condemned.

Condemned. 1 up 1 down. Rooms about 15 by 15. No scullery. Coal hole under stairs. Boiler. Floor going lopsided and no windows will open. Decently dry. Good landlord. Rent 3/8, rates 2/6.

2 up 2 down and pantry as well. Share a yard with a number of other houses. Gas boiler. Rooms about 14 by 12. Dry. No windows will open. Rent 10/–, rates 3/6.

2 up 1 down and coal hole. Terribly squalid interior. Old woman at first got it into hrº head that we were from the Corporation and intended to bully her about overcrowding etc., and gave us tremendous ticking off.6 “I don’t want you buggers nosing round ’ere. I’ve lived in this ’ouse and I’ll be buried from it. I’m not going to let no bugger turn me out,” etc. Presently relented and gave us the information we wanted. Four generations living in this house. Catholics. The woman’s mother, aged 97, evidently wrong in the head, sat looking on with expressionless face. Furniture falling to pieces and everything very dirty. Rent 3/4½, rates 2/1.

2 up 2 down. Backyard. Coal hole. Walls are falling absolutely to pieces. Water comes into upstairs rooms in quantities. Downstairs windows will not open. Floor lopsided. Bad landlord. Rent 6/–, rates 3/6.

Greenough’s Row. Uncertain whether these houses are condemned or not. Some tenants say yes, some no. They were inspected a few days ago. 1 up 1 down and kitchen. Front room 13 by 8. Walls coming away and water comes in. Back windows will not open, front windows will. Landlord has not done repairs for a long time past. 10 in family—8 children very near together in age. The people have recently been warned that they will be evicted for overcrowding, but the Council have got to find them another house first. Catholics (all in this row seem to be Catholics.) Landlord has not done repairs for a long time past. Rent 4/–, rates 2/3.

Next door. Same arrangement but smaller front room. Water comes in upstairs. Windows will open but are loose. One blew out recently. Catholics but “Religion won’t feed you.” Landlord refuses repairs. Rent 4/6, rates 2/3. Further up street. 2 up 1 down. Walls good. 4/– rent, 2/6 rates.

Next door. 2 up 1 down. Share backyard with 4 others. Windows will open. Back kitchen lets in water when it rains. Asked landlord for repairs and “’e larfed at me.” Rent 4/2, rates 2/6.

Next door. Same arrangement. 6 in family. No complaints except some defect in chimney. Also the common lavatories are a few feet behind the back door, and in front just across street (15 feet wide) are lavatories of next row of houses, so you have them behind7 you and in front of you. Rent 5/–, rates 2/6.

Next door. End house. The end houses have rooms a little bigger so are a bit higher in rent. No complaints here—people actually enthusiastic about this house (in good repair except back bedroom which lets in damp) because they have recently escaped into it from the first house in the row, in which they had lived for years. This house is said not only to let in quantities of water but to be sinking rapidly and kitchen floor so askew that you could hardly stand up straight. The woman’s father is now living alone in that house. “I couldn’t bear to live with him no longer. He’s got like a cancer in his mouth and it was a-punishing me to live with him.” These people very bitter about the idea of condemning houses and putting the tenants into Council houses which are 3/– or 4/– a week more. Rent here 5/–, rates 2/6.

Owing to the cramped back yards, all the people in this row throw refuse into the street, which is littered with tealeaves, bread etc.




347. Barnsley

POPULATION. Mid-1934 (estimated) 71,350. At 1931 census 71,522. (M.O.1 questions the first figure.) Excess of births over deaths during period 1931–34, 1,834. Also in same period number of inhabited houses increased by 600. By figures given, population must have shrunk by emigration 2016 in period 1931–34. (M.O. says 1400??) At any rate there must have been some shrinkage from this cause. Area of town 6,036 acres. Equals density of 10.2 per acre. Equals density of 6528 per square mile.

Number of inhabited houses end of 1934, 17719. Equivalent to 4.02 persons per house. Number of rooms not obtainable, probably averages round about 4 per house.

LOCAL INDUSTRIES. Coal mining, iron-working, glass, linen, paper, shirts.

VITAL STATISTICS. Birth rate 1934, 19.20 (increase of 1.89 on previous year.) Death rate 1934 11.35 (decrease on previous year, rate not obtainable.) Against this, Birth rate for England and Wales 14.8. Death rate for E. and W., 11.8.

Birth rate (Barnsley) in 1923, 24.91 (shrinkage of .5% 1923–1934.)

Average Birth rate for 10 years 1914–1923, 26.68. (Has shrunk about .7% as against average of 1914–23.)

Death rate in 1923, 13.36 (decrease of .201% 1923–34.)

Average death rate for 10 years 1914–23, 18.3. (has decreased by about .7% as against period 1914–23.)

Taking period 1901–1934, Birth rate has shrunk from 36.24 to 19.20, death rate from 22.15 to 11.35, infant mortality from 192 (per thousand) to 64.

Variation between wards (p. 104 of M.O’s report). Highest birth rate (Monk Bretton) 32.31. Lowest (West) 16.04. Highest death rate not obtainable. Highest infant mortality (South-East) 130. Lowest (North – also has second lowest birth rate) 33.

HOUSING. (See pp. 56–7 of M.O’s report.) Number of houses erected during 1934 326, 35 of these by the Corporation. Number in 1935 not obtainable but presumably about the same or less as there does not seem to be any great activity in building. M.O’s report of 1934 gives number of “dwelling-houses found to be in a state so dangerous or injurious to health as to be unfit for human habitation” as 601; and number of (other) houses “found not to be in all respects reasonably fit for human habitation” as 3,346. As against this, one house was demolished during 1934. Number demolished during 1935 not obtainable, but probably exceeds 200. During this period the condemnation and destruction of the New Street area (see newspaper cutting attached) was gone through with. The houses in question here numbered 270. Not all have been demolished yet but none are inhabited. There is a waiting list of over 2000 applicants for Corporation houses. All or nearly all of the earth W.Cs in Barnsley have been converted. Virtually no working class houses, other than Corporation houses, have baths or hot water laid on. The public baths have only 19 men’s slipper baths (for a population of 70,000!) When the demolition of the New Street area was discussed, the surveyor considered that about 10 of the 270 houses had baths or hot water, but I am told that these were merely shops or other not strictly working class houses. All houses in Barnsley now have their own W.C. (almost always outdoor, of course.) Number of Common Lodging Houses not obtainable but said by M.O’s report to be decreasing. Number of houses let off in rooms, on the other hand, said to be increasing. This is of some importance as it suggests that under pressure of poverty people are becoming less particular about having a house of their own and therefore might be more easily reconciled to living in flats.

It is noticeable that demolition and re-housing, when undertaken at all, is done with great ruthlessness. There is a row still in progress about the purchase for building purposes of California Gardens. This is a block of allotments in the New Street area which belongs to a private owner (the Rector of Barnsley, I think) and has been under cultivation, largely intensive cultivation, for something like 100 years. It is admitted that many of the tenants have brought their patch to a high state of cultivation, that they have sunk much capital in greenhouses etc., and that some of them are partly dependent for their living on sale of tomatoes. Nevertheless the Corporation are bent on purchasing the land and intend to offer the tenants no compensation, except that they are to be given fresh allotments elsewhere—these, of course, raw soil which will need years of cultivation before it is worth much.

The following figures are from the Barnsley Chronicle of March 24th 1934:

Number of applicants waiting for houses, 2420.

Estimated number of houses required for re-housing purposes, 2500.

Number Corporation has actually erected (ie. by 1934) 451.

One thing said to increase the cost of land is the mineral rights, which are almost always owned separately from the surface land.

One fact that emerges from the New Street enquiry (see cutting) is that the small landlord (old women who have invested their savings in two or three houses) are often the worst landlords because they cannot afford to pay for repairs.

MUNICIPAL HOUSING ESTATES2

‘The County Borough of Barnsley Authority has sixteen schemes with a total complement of 2,667 houses. Upon the inception of Municipal Housing Estates in 1921 the initial Schemes commenced were Racecommon Road Estate (49), Huddersfield Road and Gawber Road Estate (282), and Wilthorpe Estate (140), built under the Housing (Assisted) Schemes Act of 1919. The completion of this section was followed by the erection of further houses under the Housing Acts of 1923 and 1924 in various parts of the borough. A Slum Clearance Scheme was carried out, called the New Street (Western) Area Improvement Scheme. The number of houses that were demolished was 139 and the number of tenants re-housed in alternative accommodation under the Re-Housing Act of 1925 was 110. In addition the Minister of Health has confirmed the New Street (Eastern) Clearance Area, The Drake’s Yard Clearance Area and the Oakwell Yard Clearance Area, and is at present considering representations in respect of the Westgate and Shambles Street Clearance Areas, Days Court Old Mill Clearance Area, Keel Yard, Stairfoot Clearance Area, and the Carlton Road and Wakefield Road Clearance Area. The borough also own thirty-four small cottage houses in Taylor Row, pre-war built and acquired for highways development at a future date.

‘APPLICATIONS FOR HOUSE TENANCIES. The Applications for Tenancies Register has been revised from time to time and at the present there is a waiting list of unclassified applications totalling 2,112.

‘CLASSES OF HOUSES. The various types of houses built are:
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‘Table showing number of houses erected in the following areas: Old Borough, Ardsley, Monk Bretton.
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Unemployment Occupational Centre (run by Council of Social Service.)

Premises at Milton House, Wellington Street. Premises consist of large hall, small office, basement with furnaces and about four large work-rooms on upper floor. Was previously warehouse of wholesale grocery firm. Rent £1 a week. Besides this there is coke for heating, electric light and other expenses. Total expenses said to be £6 a week.

Number of members on books 500. Active members 360, all men—no boys. Subscription is 1d a week. Evidently the concern is financed by some charitable organisation which may or may not be aided by the Government but is at any rate encouraged by it. There are voluntary helpers who organise and teach handicrafts. There are classes in Woodworking, Basket-work, Sea-grass work, Cobbling, hand-loom weaving, physical training, Dramatics, rug-making, hair-cutting, upholstering etc. In each subject there is a “leader,” who has usually learned his craft at the centre and then instructs others. Apparently the classes in each subject take place on one or at most two evenings a week.

The primary idea is to give unemployed men something to do and a place to go to. Secondarily to let them make furniture, mend shoes etc. for themselves at a low price. It is not or not primarily the object to make things for sale. The men can purchase materials on the instalment system. eg. if a man wants to make a book-case he applies for what wood is needed and gets free use of tools and work-room, paying for the wood at so much a week. Behind this one can discern the motive to keep unemployed men quiet by giving them the illusion of being busy; also to keep them out of the pubs. But I cannot be sure about this till I have seen some of the voluntary helpers.

Went round the work-rooms, in which there were not any classes going on at the moment, however. A fairly good carpentering room with a sufficiency of tools but rather poor ones. Some of the things the men had made were not bad. There is to be an exhibition of things made at these centres at Sheffield shortly. The whole place was decently warm and roomy and unemployed men must be glad to have a place like that to go to. But I did not like the mien of the men who took me round. They were of the submissive type and one of them said rather unctuously that men who had this place to come to “hardly ever went to the public.”

This is said to be one of the biggest and most successful centres in England. As the membership is small considering the town’s population (probably somewhere about 10,000fn1 registered unemployed) I gather the movement as a whole has not been a success. At Wigan I was told that the men at the centre there were set to making meat-safes which were sold not for their benefit (did not verify this but heard it from two sources), after which the membership dropped off.

NB. It is a pity the facilities for carpentering etc. in these places cannot be incorporated in some genuinely pro-working class movement such as the N.U.W.M.3

UNEMPLOYMENT. No exact figures obtainable, but hear on all sides that it amounts to about one third of registered workers (counting in U. A.B. and P. A. C.) ie. probably about 8000. Will increase greatly in summer when mines start short time. Accurate figures later.

RELIGION.4 ‘Until recent divisions consequent upon rapid growth of population, Barnsley consisted of two parishes—St. Mary (the mother church) and St. George. St. George’s Church is in Pitt Street. Other Anglican churches are situated as follows: St. John’s, Duke Street; St. Peter’s, Doncaster Road; St. Edward the Confessor, Kingstone; Christ Church, Ardsley; St. Luke’s, Worsborough Common; St. Paul’s, Monk Bretton; as well as three mission churches. Other places of worship in the town are: Roman Catholic—Church of the Holy Rood, George Street; Congregational—Regent Street, Farrar Street, and Sheffield Road; Baptist—Sheffield Road and Racecommon Road; Methodist—Doncaster Road, Heelis Street, Huddersfield Road, Honeywell, and Pitt Street, Worsborough Common, and Monk Bretton; Blucher Street, Old Town, and Sheffield Road, Ardsley, Monk Bretton, and Worsborough Common; Westgate and Buckley Street, Ardsley; Blucher Street, Ardsley, and Smithies; Society of Friends—Huddersfield Road (Adult School in Wellington Street); Catholic Apostolic—Blenheim Road; Plymouth Brethren—Princess Street; Salvation Army—Wellington Street; New Church (Swedenborgian)—Parker Street; Christadelphian—York Street.’

R.Cs have recently completed new church or chapel. Religion said to retain its hold only on old and middle-aged. But practice of sending children to Sunday school seems general. A few cinemas allowed to open on Sundays, but only in aid of charities.

PUBLIC BUILDINGS. . . . ‘The foundation stone was laid on Thursday, 21st April, 1932, by the then Mayor, Councillor R.J. Plummer, and the building was formally opened by H.R.H. the Prince of Wales, K.G., on Thursday, 14th December, 1933. . . . . from the designs of Messrs. Briggs and Thornley, Architects, Liverpool. The Contractors were Messrs. T. Wilkinson and Sons, of Sheffield (foundation); Mr Chas. Smith (stonework up to ground floor); Messrs W. Thornton and Sons, Liverpool (super-structure.) The cost of the site (including demolition) was £12,445; the cost of the building was £136,252.”

From “The Official Guide to Barnsley”, issued by authority of the Barnsley Town Council. NB. that total cost of new Town hall was £148,697 and was incurred at a time when the town admittedly needed over 2000 houses, not to mention public baths.

Corporation Baths. 9 men’s slipper baths, 6 women’s, 1 foam bath with 2 cooling rooms, 2 swimming baths, laundry etc. Charge for slipper bath, men 6d, women 4d. Unemployed are allowed baths free on certain days.

NOTES ON HOUSES.

No. 12 Albert Street East.5 3 up 2 down. Front room (parlour type) 15’ by 12’, back room (kitchen) about 12’ by 10’. Back room has kitchener but is almost uninhabitable owing to damp. Front room rather damp also. Cellar. No cupboard under stairs. Outside WC. Door between two downstairs rooms has fallen off hinges. Two of upstairs rooms very damp. One has no gasjet, one has gasjet not in working order. Rent 9/0½d. Family, parents and two kids age 2 years 5 months and 10 months. Total income 32/– plus some baby food from Infants Welfare Clinic. No coal allowance as income is from U.A.B. not P.A.C. Family possesses two beds but not enough bedding to cover them in winter, so sleep all four in one bed. Gas (for lighting only) reckoned as 1/3 a week. Through friend in work family are able to purchase coal at 9d a cwt.

Spring Gardens, Mapplewell. 2 up 1 down. Living room about 14’ by 12’. Kitchener. Sink in living room. 1 cupboard. Gas lighting (1d in slot.) Plaster cracking and in places has peeled off walls. No shelves in oven. Gas said to leak slightly.

Upstairs. Two rooms each 10’ by 8,’ arranged thus: Stairs have no banister at side marked AB, so that by stepping carelessly out of bed one may fall 10 feet onto stones. Dry. Dryrot in planks through which one can see into downstairs rooms. One bedroom has gasjet, one not. Four beds altogether (for 6 persons) but “one bed does nowt,” presumably for lack of bedclothes. Only old overcoats etc on bed.
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House infested with bugs, but “I keeps ’em down with sheep-dip.” Reasonably clean and tidy as far as can be in circumstances. 6 persons in house, all adults, two working. Rent 5/–. About £11 in arrears (“strike rent”) and for some weeks past have been paying extra 1/– a week towards arrears. Landlord (woman) now refuses this and has served order to quit. Tenants have been in house 22 years.

Earth road past these cottages like a muckheap and said to be almost impassable in winter. Tiny garden. Stone lavatories at ends of gardens in semi-ruinous condition.

Another, two doors away. 2 up 2 down. Living room with sink and kitchener about 16’ by 12’. Scullery about one third of size of this, without ceiling—only rafters. These let in water to such an extent as to make the room useless except as lumber room. All woodwork of kitchen rotting away and doors loose inº hinges.

2 upstairs rooms in much the same condition.

Rent 5/3. Tenant has been 23 years in house, now under orders to quit for arrears (“strike rent.”)

House in indescribable state of filth (tenant’s own doing) and furniture falling to pieces.

No. 32 Wilthorpe Crescent. Corporation house built 1921–2 under re-housing scheme. Non-parlour type.

Downstairs. Living room 16’ by 13’ with kitchener and cupboards. Scullery about 12’ by 10’ with copper, sink and draining board. Bathroom (h. and c.) and small pantry. All these have unplastered walls.

Upstairs. 1 large room with fireplace and room for 2 beds. Another about 12’ by 10’ with fireplace. Another about 8’ by 7’ without fireplace. All these rooms plastered and papered.

Electric light. W.C. and coal-hole at back of house (to be reached from outside.) Garden somewhat smaller than allotment. Poor soil. 1½d ride from town.

Rent including rates 12/3. Electricity paid for at flat rate of 8d per week plus ½d per unit (comes to 3/9 for a fortnight in winter.)

House dry and Corporation good about repairs. Tenant very satisfied.

No 23 Blucher Street. 2 up 1 down and cellar.

Downstairs. Living room about 15 square with kitchener, sink and copper. Gas lighting. Room very dark (gas estimated at 3d a day.) Walls sound. Back yard shared with whole row.

Upstairs. Rooms smaller. Not complained of.

Family living on dole. Landlord not complained of. Constant disagreeable smells, especially in summer, from incinerator almost opposite.

Rent 6/6½ including rates.

No 27 Blucher Street. 3 up 2 down and 2 cellars. (Considered the best house in street.)

Downstairs. Living room about 14’ square with kitchener. Small kitchen with copper. Gas lighting (gas estimated at 6d a day—NB. this is lighter than the other house.)

Upstairs rooms not complained of.

Rent 8/5 including rates. Walls sound. Landlord not complained of.

Midden in back yard (very smelly in summer) has to be shared with 10 houses. Drain in gutter in front constantly overflowing and floods pavement. Corporation fail to put this right in spite of reports of it. Otherwise, no complaints.

Wortley Street. 2 up 1 down.

Downstairs. Living room about 12 by 10 with kitchener, sink and copper. Sink worn almost flat and constantly overflowing. Coal hole under stairs extending into a sort of tiny outhouse, semi-ruinous. Walls not too sound. Room very dark. Gas estimated at 4d a day.

Upstairs. Really 1 large room partitioned into two. Room nearest stairs has no door. Gas light in both rooms, fireplace in one. Walls in very bad state. Front wall of back room cracked right through. Window frames coming to pieces and have to be stuffed with bits of wood. 3 beds in these rooms. No bedclothes except overcoats, miscellaneous rags etc. Rain comes through walls in several places.

Sewer runs under house and stinks in summer. Corporation “says they can’t do nowt.” 6 people in house, 2 parents and 4 children aged 15, 14, 8 and 6. Youngest but one attending Queen’s Rd. Hospital, TB. suspected. Bugs very bad—“We can’t sleep in summer, there’s that many of them.”

Rent 5/3 including rates.

Haig’s Yard, Providence Street. 1 up 1 down and cellar.

Downstairs. Living room about 16’ by 10’ with kitchener, copper and sink. Walls fairly dry. Almost too dark to read by daylight. Gas estimated at 3d a day. Cellar door extremely dangerous.
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[Handwritten note and drawing on verso of typed notes]



Rent 5/– including rates. Landlord not bad. 3 persons in house, 2 adults (men) and 1 child.

Peel Street (Worsboro’ Common.) Back to Back. 2 up 2 down.

Living room about 10 feet square with kitchener, copper and sink. Other room about same size, perhaps intended as parlour, used as bedroom. Large cellar.fn2 70 yards walk to lavatory. Living room very dark, the other a little less so. Used 16/6 worth of gas in 6 weeks, or about 4½d a day.

Size of upstairs room as below. 3 beds. No bedding except old coats etc. Bugs very bad – “You can’t keep ’em down when it’s ’ot.”

Rent 5/7½ including rates. Landlord not complained of.

8 people in house. (4 beds altogether), 2 parents, 2 adult girls, (eldest 27), 1 young man and 3 children. Father and mother have 1 bed, son has another and remaining 5 share the other two.

It is said that there is always someone ill in this family. Indescribable squalor in downstairs rooms and smell of upstairs rooms almost unbearable.




348. Pay Slips for Two-Man Team, Woolley Collieries


Woolley is about five miles northwest of Barnsley. Orwell used these pay slips in his calculation of Ellis Firth’s budget; see here. The pay slips are approximately two-thirds the size of the originals; the Check Note is about the same size.
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Woolley Colliery Miner’s Check Note.
A corf was originally a miner’s basket, but is now a tub or trolley.
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349. Ellis Firth’s Weekly Budget
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Transcription of Ellis Firth’s Weekly Budget




Orwell’s annotations are in italic. For his use of this budget, see The Road to Wigan Pier, CW, V, 85–86; for his use of calculations of weekly earnings, see V, 36–39. Firth’s budget, and other examples of costs and conditions given by Orwell, can very usefully be compared with those in the survey of Lambeth published by the Fabian Women’s Group in 1913 and conveniently available in Round About a Pound a Week, by Mrs. Pember Reeves, Wakefield, 1978.




	 	Weekly Income 32/–	 

	Rent	9/½1	Ellis Firth

	Clothing Club	3/–	12 Albert St.

	Coal	2/–	 

	Gas	1/3	 

	Milk	10½ three Bottles a week	3. 8.10½6

	ensuranceº	5 (3d Union fees & 2d
insurance on2/children)	3. 3.11
2. 8. 8

	Meat	2/6 a week	2. 3.11½

	Blamfn1 and Flour	3/8 a week (2 stone of flour ¾)2	2.10. 5½

	Potatoes	1/ – a week	5 13.15.10½

	Dripping	10	£2.15.2

	Margarine	10	 

	Bacon	½ a week	3. 5. 9½7

	Sugar	1/9	2.18. 4

	¾lb tea	1/–	2. 4. 5

	Jam	7½	2. 1. 3½

	Peas and Cabbage	6	2. 6.10½

	Carrots and Onions	4	5 12.16. 8½

	Quker Ots3	4½	2.11. 4

	Soap, Powders, Blue4	10	 

	 	32/–	 



Doesn’t allow for—blacking, pepper, salt, vinegar, wear & tear of utensils, bedding, matches, firewood, razor blades etc. etc. Also tobacco. (reckoned at a packet of Woodbines5 a day.)




350. Sheffield.

Population: at time of census (1931) 511,742. In 1934, 520,950. Increase of 9208 in 3 years. Excess of births over deaths is between 2 and 3, therefore normal increase would be something under 5000. So there has been a little immigration.

Health:   See attached but am trying to get further figures. It is claimed (no figures available) that Sheffield has highest abortion rate of any city in England. W. Asbury (Councillor) states: “In the 7 years from 1927–1934, abortion accounted for 22.4% of deaths from puerperal sepsis. In 1934 it accounted for 59.4% of deaths from puerperal sepsis. Number of abortions treated in the City General Hospital haveº increased from 6 per annum in 1912 to 337 in 1934.” Making all allowance for abortions now being less often concealed, the last figure points to great increase in abortion. It is also said (again no figures available) that there are 20,000 couples living together unmarried in Sheffield. At the same time sexual starvation owing to unemployment is said to be rife and both insanity and suicide very common. Suicide rate is not published but am trying to get from M.O.

The commonest industrial disease, tuberculosis, especially in those engaged in knife-grinding (breathing dust all the while.)

Employment:   Trade brisk at present owing to the war in Abyssinia. The peak figure for unemployment was in 1930, when it touched 60,000. This is statutory benefit only and does not include those on poor relief, but at that time (I presume) there would have been comparatively few on poor relief. By 1932 this had dropped to 54,000. To each of these one has got to add those on poor relief, bringing the totals up to (say) 80,000. The figures on 20th May 1935 (published by Corporation) were:

Unemployed:


	Men.................	30,000

	Women.................	3,790.

	Lads.................	1,122.

	Total.................	35,795.   (This total corresponds to the 60,000 and 54,000.)



Poor relief:


	Indoor.................	1,706

	Outdoor.................	36,208.

	Total.................	37,914.



Grand total: 73,709. This was the total on 20th May 1935. Now, owing to increased trade in armaments, may be presumed to be less. A round figure might be 60,000. Multiplying by 3 as usual, this makes 180,000, ie. a little over 1 person in 3 either drawing or living on the dole.

Housing: Rehousing is going on at vast speed. Practically the entire central area of Sheffield, barring a few main streets, is slum, and this is all condemned and being replaced as fast as possible. There are bare patches everywhere where houses have been demolished. The new housing estates are at present all on the outskirts. A few blocks of Corporation flats have been built in the centre of the town, and more will be built when this portion has been further demolished. It is estimated that in all 100,000 houses will be built, spread over a number of years, of course. With a town of 500,000 population, this practically means rehousing the whole town. It also means complete redistribution of population and difficulties arising from this because of people finding difficulty in living near their work. It is said that there are still 30,000 back to back houses in Sheffield, and that 65% of the old type houses have neither bath room nor hot water laid on. (No accurate figures here. Have applied to M.O. for number of back to back houses and rate at which Corporation houses are being built.) See attached for account of Corporation houses and back to back house.

TYPICAL SHEFFIELD BACK TO BACK HOUSE.

13/2 Thomas St. Sheffield.

2 up 1 down. ie. it is a 3-storey house with 1 room on each floor. Living room about 12’ or 14’ by 10’. Cellar below. Sink in living room. Kitchener and gas-ring (no gas stove.) Electric light, penny in the slot, electricity working out at 5d a unit. Owing to its situation this is a dark house and the inmates claim that they spend 6d a day on electricity. This I think must be exaggeration.

First floor bedroom about 15’ by 12’ and the top one the same. Top one has no door but gives on open stairs. Walls in top rooms are simply coming to bits and oozing damp on all sides. Also to less extent in living room. Rent 6/6 all in.

There are 6 in family, parents and 4 kids. Husband, by trade a knife-grinder, is T.B. One child in hospital, the others look healthy enough. Total present income is 38/– per week. The threatened reduction to 32/6 (see attached U.A.B. sheet) is arrived at thus: Statutory benefit for this sized family is 39/–. 3/– is deducted for meal allowance to children at school. (4 children, and they are given 2 meals a day, ie. 48 meals @ 1d a meal–query why not 4/–?) and 3/6 off for rent because on P.A.C. rent should be one quarter of allowance. Binns’s rent is therefore assessed at 10/– and he is only paying 6/6. That is, total deduction 6/6, leaving 32/6. At present only 1/– is deducted, but the full cut is liable to be restored.

The Binns have been 7 years in this house. Would move, but no house available. Do not want Corporation house because of the enormously greater rent (10/– or 12/–.)

Wybourn Estate new (experimental) type of Corporation houses. 4 up 2 down plus bathroom and WC.

Downstairs: Living room about 19’ by 13’, kitchen somewhat smaller. Large cupboard in kitchen. Gas stove. Boiler behind living room fire. Bathroom. WC. separate. Gas lighting (NB. all other estates have electricity.)

Upstairs: largest bedroom 14 by 12, two others slightly smaller, smallest only 8’ by 7’. Two bedrooms have fireplaces.

Garden about size of allotment. Top soils had been shaved off and cinders etc substituted. Tenant had had to make soil.

These houses are about 3½ years old. Walls are good and Corporation good about repairs. Regulations as usual but I gather are less firmly enforced on these very large housing estates. This particular house 20 minutes walk from town or 1d bus ride. Tenant (keen Socialist but non-smoker, teetotaller and model husband whose boast it is that he has always 1d in pocket and hands the rest over to wife) very satisfied. Those on further parts of estate said to be less satisfied because of expense of getting to town.

Number living in this house, 9 (parents and 7 children.) Two of the children are working, the father out of work.

Rent 10/7 inclusive, recently reduced from 11/10.

Gas runs on penny in slot meter. Tenant estimates that about 3d a day is spent on gas. Coal is at 1/4 a cwt.

(NB. that there appears to be great difference in expense at any rate with electricity between penny in slot and “rateable”—in the latter case the meter etc. has to be installed at the tenant’s own expense and costs about £4. With a penny in slot meter it is said that one woman spent 32/6 in 6 weeks-ie. over 5/-a week on lighting alone. With “rateable” electricity cost said to be about 4½d a week. Figures presumably exaggerated but there is no doubt it costs much more with penny in slot meter. Cf. the people in Thomas Street.)

Manor Estate.

3 up 2 down plus bathroom and WC.

Downstairs: Living room about 16 by 14. Kitchen smaller. Bathroom.

Upstairs: 3 bedrooms all fair size. Largest only has fireplace. Walls good.

Hot water supply good.

Electric lighting (rateable.) Penny in slot for gas. Electricity bill estimated at 12/– or 14/– a quarter. (about 1/– a week.)

Rent 12/4 inclusive.

Garden small and poor soil.

These are considered superior type of Corporation houses and are rather more ornate than most. Tenant is postman. No one is allowed into these houses whose income is less than £3 a week. People on dole not allowed in but not turned out if they become out of work after coming here.

Tenant very satisfied.

Car ride into town 1½d.

NB. that the drastic rehousing going on in Sheffield, and presumably in some other towns, causes great injustice with regard to shops. In the first place comparatively few shops and practically no pubs are allowed in the housing estates. When a complete area is condemned, as in various parts of the centre of Sheffield, it means that a small shopkeeper’s whole clientele is taken away from him and dumped down at the other end of the town. Probably his own premises are condemned too, but in any case he gets no compensation for loss of business. Difficulties are put in the way of his going and setting up in the estate to which his clientele has moved, because, as mentioned above, the number of shops is strictly limited, secondly there are regulations as to what the shops are allowed to sell, thirdly rents are higher, which affects both the shopkeeper himself and his customers, who have less money to spend with him. It is also inconvenient for the householders in Corporation estates, who have less shops to choose from unless they spend money on bus fare[s] into town. It is also alleged that the Corporation gives special facilities to chain stores to set up branches in housing estates. See attached cutting.




351. Statistical Information Provided by Medical Officer of Health, Sheffield
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Orwell has evidently underlined ‘Not known’ twice and added the two exclamation points.



CITY OF SHEFFIELD
STATISTICALINFORMATION—YEAR 1934.
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CITY OF SHEFFIELD
HEALTH STATISTICS—1935.

The death-rates and birth-rates for 1935, given in this statement, are provisional only, being subject to alteration for transfers to and from other districts, also for revised population estimate of the Registrar General.

Population.   The last estimate of the Registrar General was for mid-year 1934, 520,950. This is the figure on which the following calculations are based.

Births.   The total number of births registered was 8,025, equivalent to 15.40 per 1,000 persons living per annum. The birth-rate for the year 1934 was 14.5.

Deaths.   The total number of deaths registered was 6,455, equivalent to 12.4 per 1,000 persons living per annum. The death rate for the year 1934 was 11.4.

Infant Mortality.   The infant mortality rate was 51 per 1,000 live births. This represents a new record low rate. The previous lowest infant mortality rate was 55 in 1934.

Maternal Mortality.   The maternal mortality rate per 1,000 live births may be stated as 4.5 for 1935, 1934 rate was 6.1. The figure for 1935 is approximate only, and has been obtained by eliminating deaths of women brought into Sheffield for treatment and assuming also that the number of births to be transferred-out will be the same as for 1934.

Death-rates from certain causes per 1,000 living per annum.
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2.

CASES OF SICKNESS FROM NOTIFIABLE INFECTIOUS DISEASES
REPORTED DURING 1935 AND PREVIOUS FOUR YEARS.
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352. Copy of Report of City of Sheffield by W. Asbury (Councillor.) Out-Door Relief
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EXPLANATORY NOTE: It will be observed that the figures relating to unemployment relief show that the number of cases has been reduced by more than half. Approximately 6,000 cases received supplementary relief during the time the cuts were in operation, and they relinquished relief when the cuts were restored in July 1934. The small saving under that head of £132 per week is explained by the fact that the supplementary relief payments in no case exceeded 2/9 per week, and this has been more than offset by the numbers in receipt of full-scale relief.

(Signed) W. Asbury.

June 25th, 1935.




353. Unemployment Assistance Board Award Form
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The verso of this form, which records no additions or deductions, is not reproduced. A second form, for 10 January 1935, is also amongst Orwell’s papers.






354. Re Coal-Mining.1 Figures Taken From The Coal Scuttle by Joseph Jones (1936)


At the foot of the second page of these typed notes and on the verso of both sheets are a series of calculations in Orwell’s hand. These are reproduced below; they relate to The Road to Wigan Pier (see CW, V, 38–39) and to the figures he added in manuscript to his notes from the Colliery Year Book & Coal Trades Directory, 1935.



Figures etc. taken from Joseph Jones’ (ex-miner, Mayor of Barnsley) book “The Coal Scuttle.”
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Average number of wage-earners on Colliery Books throughout Great Britain:


	1924	1929	1934	Decrease 1924–1934

	1,191,984	931,670	774,297	417, 687.



Greatest decreases are in South Wales and Monmouthshire, Durham, Lanarkshire and Lancs and Cheshire (in that order.) Only increase is in Kent.

(page 12.)

Number of mineworkers throughout Great Britain insured under the Unemployment Insurance Acts recorded as “unemployed:”


	1929	1930	1931	1932	1933	1934

	177,248	219,229	297,624	355,325	337,930	281,029.



(page 13.)

Average earnings per (mineworking) person per year in year ended December 1934:


	 	£ – s–d

	Scotland ..............................	133– 2–8

	Northumberland ........................	109–14–7

	Durham ..............................	104–19–2

	South Wales .........................	119– 7–0

	Yorks .............................	114– 9–8

	N. Derby & Notts .................	112–16–3

	S. Derby, Leics., Cannock & Warwick .....................	10– 8–7

	Lancs. & North Staffs ...........................	114–11–1

	Cumberland, N. Wales, S. Staffs., Salop, Bristol, Forest of Dean, Somerset & Kent ...........................	120–10–4

	Great Britain .........................	115–11–6



“These figures cover the earnings of youths as well as adults and of the higher as well as the lower-paid grades. . . . (any particularly high earnings). . . . would be included in these figures, as would the earnings of certain officials and other higher-paid men as well as the higher amounts paid for overtime work.

“Nevertheless, the figures show that the earnings in every district averaged little more than £2 per person per week, and if the value of all allowances in kind were added, little difference would be made, for the average value of all allowances in kind for the country as a whole is only 4d per day. The figures being averages, fail in fact to reveal the position of thousands of adult workers whose earnings were substantially below the average and who received only 30s to 40s or less per week.”

(Pp. 15–16. J.J’s italics.)

Tonnage of coal raised yearly per person employed in mining:


	Year	Tonnage raised per person employed

	1914	253 tons

	1931	253      ”

	1932	255      ”

	1933	262      ”

	1934	280      ”



“The effect of short working is not disclosed by these figures, and as this was substantially greater in the post-war years than in 1914, the actual increase is greater than the figures show.”

(Pages 17–18.)

Rate of accidents:

[image: Logo Missing]

(NB. these figures refer to 1932.)

“The rate for mining covers all workers in the industry; for underground workers only it is much higher. . . . . . . . For non-fatal accidents the rate in the mining industry is about eight times as high as in shipping; twice as high as at the docks, and about five times as high as any of the other industries. More than 130,0003 men are injured in the mines every year; many of them very seriously. More men are killed and injured in our mines every year than the whole of the casualties sustained by the Gallipoli Expeditionary Force.” (Page 23. NB. that the last sentence is misleading, as in the case of the Gallipoli Expedition an enormously higher proportion of the casualties would be serious.)4

It is stated (Page 22) that “over 90 per cent (of accidents) are caused by falls of roof, road and shaft accidents, and other dangers which are incidental to the normal work of the miner in the pit.” (ie. explosions are only a minor cause.)

[image: Logo Missing]
Orwell’s calculations on recto of first sheet of details from The Coal Scuttle: see here headnote.



[image: Logo Missing]
Verso of first sheet of details from The Coal Scuttle
The figures relate to The Road to Wigan Pier, CW, V, 38–39.



[image: Logo Missing]
Verso of second sheet of details from The Coal Scuttle






355. Figures Taken from the Colliery Year Book & Coal Trades Directory, 1935.

“Output (of coal) increased by nearly 14 million tons during 1934, or equal to the product of at least 50,000 men. The increase in the number of wage-earners last year (1934) was under 2000. Those in employment secured the best part of an extra fortnight’s work—and even so, fell short of the average prior to the depression by about a fortnight. . . . . . .

. . . . . . Output rose from a little more than 207 million tons in 1933 to nearly 221 million tons in 1934, the highest recorded since 1930, as will be seen below:


	1	Year	Output	Annual change (tons)

	 	1930	243,882,000	. . . .

	 	1931	219,459,000	minus 24,423,000

	 	1932	208,733,000	minus 10,726,000

	 	1933	207,112,000	minus 1,621,000

	 	1934	220,954,000	plus 13,842,000.



(about 285 tons per man. J. J. gives 280)1

In all districts output in 1934 was higher than in 1933, the position in each district being as follows:


	District	Output in 1934
(million tons)	Comparison with 1933
(million tons)

	Durham	30.77	plus 3.16

	Yorks	39.71	plus 2.45

	Scotland	31.31	plus 2.07

	Staffs., Salop, Worcs. & War’k.	18.57	plus 1.56

	Northum’d	13.87	plus 1.40

	Derby, Notts. & Leics.	29.12	plus 1.32

	S. Wales & Mon.	35.34	plus 0.98

	Lancs. Cheshire & N. Wales	16.57	plus 0.51

	Other districts	5.69	plus 0.39



. . . . . . This welcome improvement in the condition of the industry was partly the effect of a moderate expansion in exports, but more especially owing to a marked increase in industrial activity at home, the result of the imposition of import duties on foreign goods.

II   The average selling value at the pit of all coal disposed of commercially continues to decline slowly as it has done since 1930:

[image: Logo Missing]

(Figure for 1934 provisional.)

. . . . . . For the country as a whole the average value of the coal sold at the pits fell 7½d per ton between 1930 and 1934. . . . . .

. . . . . . It is significant of the present day tendency that while the production of coal increased by nearly 7 per cent, as compared with 1933, there was little improvement in the number of coal miners employed, namely, from an average of 772,400 in 1933 to 774,300 in 1934. On the other hand, work at the pits was more regular.

III   The number of wage-earners on Colliery Books varied as shown below:

[image: Logo Missing]

Greater regularity of work at the pits is indicated by the diminishing amount of time lost through want of trade, which has been as follows since 1921:

[image: Logo Missing]

. . . . . . The proportion of insured persons in the coal-mining industry who were unemployed fell from 32.9% in 1933 to 28.1% in 1934. Conditions amongst insured coal-miners in the various districts, however, were by no means uniform, as will be seen below:

[image: Logo Missing]

IV. . . . . . The average cash earnings per shift for all workers of all ages and both sexes since 1930 were as follows:

[image: Logo Missing]

(Here stated that cost of living declined by 11% between 1930 & 1934.)

. . . . . . A notable reduction was effected in the costs of production in 1933 and again in 1934. In 1933, this was chiefly attributable to a reduction in wages costs resulting from an increase in the rate of production per unit of labour, and in 1934 partly to a further reduction in wages costs and to the greater regularity of work, the effect of which is chiefly seen in the diminished overhead costs. For the period 1930–1934 the costs of production were as follows:

[image: Logo Missing]

(Wages cost “amount” given as “per ton of coal commercially disposible.º”) (Here stated that some 500 pits have been closed during the 3 years ended October 1934.)

NB. From III it emerges that average number of workers on Colliery Books throughout 1934 was 771,328.5. But colliery books would carry those working short time and “temporarily stopped.” Number actually employed at any given moment might therefore (at a guess) be round about 750,000. Not clear whether this included all those employed in the mines. eg. it would presumably include those working “on top,” but not certain whether it would include those working on colliery railways and barges removing the coal, nor whether it includes the higher-grade employees such as engineers etc. The importance of this is that it affects IV. From IV one gathers the impression that the average wage per shift of 7½ hours has been round about 9/– for some years past for all workers including women and boys. Many boys at any rate are getting £1 a week and less for full time; therefore according to this the actual “coal-getter” should be getting a good deal more, eg. 10/– or 12/– a shift or £3 to £3–12–0 (gross wages) a week for full time. So far as I know none or very few get as much as this. The coal-getter’s wages always seem to be round about £2–10–0 a week (gross wages.) So presumably the figures in IV include salaries of engineers and perhaps managers.

Taking 750,000 as the average number actually employed at any given moment and the output for 1934 (see 1) as 220,954,000 tons, the average output of each person employed in the industry would be 294.63 tons per annum. From this and the amounts paid for piece-work I gather that for the actual coal-getter 2000 tons a year would not be an exceptional output.




Notes

1. St Cyprian’s

1. Cyril Connolly (1903–1974) was with Orwell at St Cyprian’s and Eton, where he was also a Colleger, in the Election after Orwell’s. They met again in 1935, after Connolly had reviewed Burmese Days, and were associated in a number of literary activities, particularly Horizon, which Connolly edited. See his Enemies of Promise (1938); extracts in Orwell Remembered, 32–34.   His novel, The Rock Pool, was published in 1936 and reviewed by Orwell in New English Weekly, 23 July 1936; see 321. Orwell also reviewed Connolly’s collection of essays, The Condemned Playground, in The Observer; 2 December 1945; see 2811. Orwell’s second wife, Sonia Brownell, worked for Horizon; Connolly introduced them. See Michael Shelden, Friends of Promise: Cyril Connolly and the World of Horizon (1989).

2. To his mother

1. 1 crossed out between that and letter.

2. m crossed out between sent and me.

3. Corrected to suppose in pencil in another hand.

4. u rewritten; in the early letters, you frequently looks like yow.

5. Whe crossed out.

6. m is a correction.

2A. To his mother

1. Corrected in another hand (as elsewhere) by the addition of a superior e

2. The Blairs spent much of their summer holidays at Looe in Cornwall.

3. Preceded by and, crossed out.

4. The corrector has crossed out the e.

5. Followed by a second we, which has been crossed out.

6. The final s of Devonshires and the e of bathes crossed out. Although the building survives it is no longer used as a swimming bath.

7. e crossed out.

8. t not crossed, and a correction made above Latin.

9. The corrector has crossed out 2 and written sec above it.

10. Orwell omitted the second t and wrote it above the word; a and k crossed out and e written over a by corrector.

11. In his haste, Orwell ran But and its together; corrector added ut above i.

12. The corrector added o above the one Orwell wrote.

3. To his mother

1. His older sister, Marjorie Frances, born 21 April 1898.

2. A wire-haired terrier, eventually run over when the family lived at Roselawn, Shiplake, between late 1912 and the latter part of 1915. See 22 regarding ‘the house in Shiplake.’ (Italic numbers in notes refer to item numbers.)

3. Colin Kirkpatrick, later a banker and businessman who settled in Rhodesia. See Crick, 595, n. 18 for additional information.

4. His younger sister, Avril Nora, born 6 April 1908.

3A. To his mother

1. Missing a written above mtches, probably by corrector.

2. Orwell originally wrote six; the seven looks like his handwriting.

3. are is preceded by another are, which has been crossed out.

4. Orwell forgot the r and added it in above the word afterwards.

4. To his mother

1. a boy appears to have been omitted.

2. The spelling ‘adress’ was to persist throughout much of Orwell’s life.

3. Probably a sister of his mother, Ida Blair; the request for foreign stamps may indicate that she usually lived abroad.

5. To his mother

1. min inserted in adult hand.

2. first crossed out; 2nd written above in adult hand.

6. To his mother

1. The x and +’s are as added by Orwell.

8. To his mother

1. Mrs. Vaughan Wilkes, wife of the Headmaster and owner of St Cyprian’s. See Crick, 71–74.

2. Colonel Hall, a neighbour of the Blairs in Shiplake.

9. To his mother

1. Omission or erroneous placement of apostrophe for ‘its’/’it’s’ is not hereafter noted.

2. Vivy was a pale-grey cat which produced forty-five kittens in three years, much to Mr. Blair’s annoyance.

10. To his mother

1. kink for kind

11. To his mother

1. Omission of apostrophe from ‘don’t’ and similar words is not noted hereafter.

11A. To his mother

1. What is intended as an ‘e’ (as a correction?) seems to follow the ‘n’.

2. a written in pencil over the word by corrector.

3. A second 1 (inserted by corrector?) seems to be added after the first 1.

4. Robert L. Sillar (‘Mr Brown’ in ‘Such, Such Were the Joys’) taught geography and drawing, illustrating what he said with magic-lantern slides. He took the boys on nature walks on the Downs and he gave dramatic readings from Dickens at Christmas and on his birthday. He also had great skill in teaching rifle shooting. He was an enthusiastic and much-loved teacher. See Shelden, 47–48; U.S.: 43–44.

5. Orwell originally spelt the word sugar and then added h over the word.

6. It looks as if Orwell started to repeat got but forgot to cross it out.

7. The apostrophe is uncertain.

12. To his mother

1. to have omitted (at turn of page).

2. was omitted.

3. on omitted. The several omissions possibly suggest Eric’s excitement in telling his story.

4. The line of +’s and x’s is the postcript.

14. To his mother

1. one inserted (by a teacher?).

2. a inserted (by a teacher?).

3. Reads as slicking but the second letter is an uncrossed t.

14A. To his mother

1. A u has been written, in what looks like a corrector’s hand, over or; it is strange, however, that so many obvious errors have not been marked.

15. To his mother

1. Changed from Eastbourian.

2. a omitted.

16. To his mother

1. you are crossed out—you erroneously.

2. Mrs. Blair’s brother, Charles Limouzin, a golfer of some ability.

3. Histo crossed out.

18. To his mother

1. Inverted commas, or quotation marks, were placed round Little Paper, perhaps by an adult. Avril Dunn could not identify this but agreed it might be a comic.

19. To his mother

1. ‘Guissy,’ or Gussy, was a piebald guinea pig, nominally Marjorie Blair’s pet; see 12.

20. To his mother

1. Aunt Nora [Limouzin] was one of the sisters of Orwell’s mother. She became Mrs. Ward and in the 1940s lived in a second flat in the house at Ealing where Orwell’s favourite aunt, Nellie Limouzin, lived.

2. Readinº crossed out.

22. To his mother

1. Thersday written above Friday, which has been crossed out.

23. ‘Awake! Young Men of England’

1. See Crick, 85.

24. ‘Kitchener’

1. Earl Kitchener (1850–1916) was drowned when HMS Hampshire, which was taking him to visit the Russian war fronts at the invitation of the Tsar, struck a mine. The loss of the ‘hero of Khartoum’ was regarded as a national tragedy, but he had been a difficult colleague in the administration of the war, and his death proved something of a relief to the government. St Cyprian’s shared the national idolatry of Kitchener and its pupils were set a task of commemorating his loss. Eric Blair and Cyril Connolly wrote poems, and in a letter to hismother dated 16 July, Connolly states, Blair ‘did a very good poem, which he sent to his local paper where they took it.’

25. Criticism of Cyril Connolly’s Poem “Kitchener”

1. Beside ‘Dashed good,’ Connolly wrote: ‘My dear Blair!! I am both surprised and shocked.’

26. To his mother

1. A large department store in High Holborn, London. Among a wide range of items, it stocked school uniforms and paraphernalia for those at boarding schools, and it had an excellent toy department. Its catalogues were eagerly studied by many schoolboys.

27. ‘The Vernon Murders’

1. BBC Third Programme; printed in ‘My Brother, George Orwell,’ Twentieth Century, March 1961; reprinted in Orwell Remembered, 25–32.

2. of] with. Here, and in similar notes throughout, Orwell’s substituted word or wording is given first; what he originally wrote is given after the square bracket.

3. before] without going

4. two] three

5. they] he was

6. cousin] sister

7. Grant] Leon

8. a] the

9. no] too no

10. last] at last

11. Originally, ‘Chapter VI’ followed here on a separate line.

12. is] isn’t

28. ‘The Man and the Maid’

1. thou] you

2. be] do

3. thee] me

4. wash] watch

5. mandolin] banjo

6. ye] started as you

7. Orwell spelt ‘aggressive’ with one g throughout his life. See Nineteen Eighty-Four, Facsimile Edition, 180 verso, line 11; see also CW, IX, 185, line 22.

8. hath] is; then has

9. hath] has

10 Fold 5, four pages, is lost. The story requires Lucius to seek a damsel in distress on an island; his quest is initiated by a message found in a bottle; see III.3. II.1 presumably included the finding of this bottle with its message.

11. The animals in Animal Farm also reverse the i and e of friend; see CW, VIII, 16.

12. left] right

13. right] right; then left

14. to omitted

15. though] but

16. sun] son

17. thee] me

18. Orwell spelt ‘address’ with one d throughout much of his life.

19. Fare] Fare thee; thee crossed out

20. lives] liveth

21. Luc.] Y. crossed out

29. Three Stories in The Election Times, June 1918

1. For Orwell’s time at Eton, see Crick, 100–38. Wellington, Orwell told Jacintha Buddicom, was ‘beastly,’ but at Eton he said he was ‘interested and happy’ (Eric and Us, 58). Jacintha Laura Buddicom (1901–1993) was the eldest child of Laura and Robert Buddicom. Her father had been curator of Plymouth Museum, but had moved to Shiplake-on-Thames to take up market gardening. Jacintha, Prosper (1904–1968), and Guinever (‘Guiny’; 1907–) were Orwell’s childhood companions when he was at home. Her vivid memoir, Eric and Us (1974), tells how they first met in the summer of 1914 and how ‘Eric, often accompanied by [his sister] Avril, played in our garden practically every day’ (15).

2. Denys King-Farlow (1903–1982) was a Colleger in the same Election as Orwell at Eton. They produced The Election Times and co-edited College Days, Numbers 4 and 5. He won scholarships to Cambridge and Princeton, and then worked for Royal Dutch Shell in Canada, the United States, and Europe. He and Orwell renewed their acquaintance in 1936. For his reminiscences of Orwell, see Orwell Remembered, 54–60.

3. Robert P. (‘Bobbie’) Longden was to become headmaster of Wellington, where, according to Orwell, he greatly liberalised the school’s regime. He was killed in 1940, the single fatal casualty when a German bomber released its load on the way home from a raid over England; see David Pryce-Jones, Cyril Connolly: Journal and Memoir (1983), 78.

30. ‘The Slack-bob’

1. Wet-bob was a rower; dry bob, a cricketer; slack bob, someone too lazy to engage in either sport.

2. In The Election Times, the story originally began in the first person: ‘I used to be a slack bobº once. I used to walk about and say to my friends “whatº fools you are to go round worrying about . . .”’

3. The Election Times had ‘me’ for ‘him.’ Thereafter the third person was used.

4. Lord’s Cricket Ground, St John’s Wood, London, is named after its originator, Thomas Lord (though not on the present site). It is the headquarters of English cricket and the setting for the annual Eton versus Harrow cricket match.

5 Upper Boats is a rowing colour, as is Lower Boats (Glossary, Eton Microcosm, 197).

6. The Election Times originally ran on here: ‘. . . all was well. But a few . . .’; it was marked to be set as here.

31. ‘The Adventure of the Lost Meat-card’

1. moved] crept

2. the] his

32. ‘A Peep into the Future’

1. Bobbie Longden, a contributor to The Election Times; see 29, n. 3.

2. Hill is unidentified.

3. W. G. Whittome, later Sir Maurice Whittome, was a member of the 1916 Election.

4. Orwell later made a particular issue of spelling ‘onto’ as one word in certain circumstances; see General Introduction, CW, I, xxi.

5. or] and

6. since] of

7. There was a J. A. W. Gibson in the 1916s Election. According to Denys King-Farlow, he had a weak heart. What the joke about the baby was has not been recovered.

8. was] was given; given crossed out

9. King-Farlow’s] Longden’s. King-Farlow was another contributor to The Election Times. See 29, n. 2.

10. a] the

11. Unidentified.

12. are] are not toº; not to crossed out

13. ‘a mighty woman . . . massive hands on her hips’: compare the ‘monstrous woman, solid as a Norman pillar, with brawny red forearms’ who sings in the courtyard below the room in which Winston and Julia meet in Nineteen Eighty-Four, CW, IX, 144, 228.

14. pulpit] lecturer

15. leaped] leapt

16. The only other item in The Election Times to conclude with ‘The End’ is ‘The Adventure of the Lost Meat-card.’ Orwell nearly always concluded his books, even the collections of essays, Inside the Whale (1940) and The Lion and the Unicorn (1941), with ‘The End.’ The rare exceptions may be printers’ or publishers’ omissions. The typescripts of Animal Farm and Nineteen Eighty-Four conclude with ‘The End.’ This does not prove Orwell’s authorship of this story, but it is consistent with his later practice.

33. ‘The Pagan’

1. at] around in draft

2. In the draft, this line follows the next one.

3. Originally, after this line there followed ‘Softly he shines before our eyes’ but this is crossed out.

4. will] shall

5. Although Jacintha Buddicom prints the version given here, she also explains that she suggested it should have been ‘unarmoured,’ not ‘naked’ souls as they were confiding one with another ‘freely and guilelessly . . . not cavorting around in the altogether.’ She preferred ‘veil’ to ‘robe,’ which was ‘too man-made for a natural phenomenon.’ Orwell later wrote those amendments into her copy of the poem, making it, he said, ‘more authentic’ than writing out the poem again; however, she comments that that was more ‘trouble-saving’ than a desire for authenticity (71).

34. ‘Our minds are married, but we are too young’

1. Shortly before Orwell returned to Eton in September 1917, and after his father had joined the army, his mother left Henley and, with his older sister, Marjorie, took rooms at 23 Cromwell Crescent, Earls Court, London (now demolished). She worked at the Ministry of Pensions; Marjorie became a motorcycle despatch rider for the Women’s Legion; Avril went to a boarding school at Ealing. In 1917 and 1918, Mrs. Blair arranged for Orwell and Avril to spend Christmas with the Buddicom family, as paying guests. She saw little or nothing of them. In the spring of 1918, she had moved to 23 Mall Chambers, near Notting Hill Gate, London, a flat she kept until 1921. Orwell stayed there when in London. Mall Chambers is illustrated in Thompson, 8, commentary, 5–6; see Crick, 107, 118–19, and also 139, n. 1.

35. ‘Then up waddled Wog’

1. From Denys King-Farlow, ‘College Days with George Orwell,’ MS., c. 1967, five pages, Orwell Archive.

2. ‘Wog’ was Andrew S. F. Gow (1886–1978), Orwell’s Tutor. He was later appointed to a fellowship of Trinity College, Cambridge. He and Orwell corresponded occasionally in the 1930s and 1940s. See Crick, 105.

3. John Crace (1878–1960) was the Master in College; he lived there, but, not being a tutor or a housemaster, he lacked their authority. He prepared Orwell for confirmation in November 1918. See Crick, 115–16. For Crace, see also 43, n. 1.

36. Inscription, ‘E. A. Blair K.S.’

1. Jacintha Buddicom records in Eric and Us that, in August 1921, Orwell gave her sister, Guinever, his copy of Milton’s Poems in the Everyman edition. Written on the decorative endpaper was this inscription. Orwell, a K.S. or King’s Scholar, had taken English Extra Studies in 1919. See Plate 31 in Eric and Us (discussed on 122–23). For lines from Paradise Lost that sent shivers down Orwell’s spine when he was about sixteen, see ‘Why I Write,’ 3007.

38. ‘To A. R. H. B.’

1. A. Roland Hanbury Bateman was an Oppidan (a boy who was not a King’s Scholar) and Captain of the Eton Eight. Rowing colours were awarded to Upper Boats; a dry-bob was a cricketer, as opposed to a wet-bob, or oarsman. The verse parodies Wordsworth’s ‘Character of the Happy Warrior,’ which begins: ‘Who is the happy Warrior? Who is he / That every man in arms should wish to be?’

39. ‘Things We Do Not Want to Know’

1. It has not proved possible to recover the meanings of many of the allusions. Still relevant is that to the statue of Henry VI, founder of Eton College (1440), which stands in the School Yard. A division (or ‘div’) is a form; thus a division master is a form master.

40. ‘Wall Game’

1. The poem, obviously a parody of Kipling’s ‘If,’ concerns a game that is peculiar to Eton. It is a form of football, more often than not indecisive in its outcome, played ‘at the wall’ rather than ‘in the field.’ Orwell played both games; see Hollis, 23; Crick, 117. An account of the complexities of the wall game is in The Oxford Companion to Sports and Games, edited by John Arlott (1975). A brief summary may help explain some of the references in the poem.

The game is played in an area 4 to 5 yards wide and 118 yards long against a red brick wall that separates Eton playing fields from Slough Road. At one end, an old elm tree (now a cemented stump) served as a goal in Orwell’s day and, at the other, a doorway in a wall at right angles to that against which the game is played serves the same purpose. In Orwell’s day there were eleven players to a side (ten after World War II). Seven form a ‘bully’ (equivalent to the pack in rugby). There are three ‘walls,’ one behind the other against the wall; two ‘seconds’ (line 21), also one behind the other; a ‘third’ (line 25), a ‘fourth,’ and ‘lines,’ who is nearest the touchline, four to five yards from the wall. The front line initially has five players, four of these with the second line of two, and the third line – the third ‘wall’ – forming the bully. Behind the bully is ‘fly’ (line 21) or ‘flying-man’ (line 26), who is crucially important, especially if it is muddy, in directing his side and identifying where the ball is as the scrimmage intensifies. At the rear is a tenth player, ‘long,’ and, in Orwell’s day, the eleventh man, ‘goals.’ The captain is known as ‘keeper.’

Progress is mainly made by each bully, in tight formation, attempting to ‘force the wall’ (line 21). Open fighting is not allowed – note ‘fisting’ (line 6) – but players can ‘knuckle’ opponents with their outside hand (with respect to the wall). Progress may also be made by a loose ruck (the bully in loose formation) or by kicking the ball forward, though that can be tactically dangerous. Passing is allowed sideways only, and the ball may not be heeled backward until the opponent’s scoring area (akin to the circle in hockey) is reached. It is known as ‘Calx,’ from the Latin for chalk, used to indicate the area on the wall. Once in Calx, the ball may be ‘furked’ (line 5), or heeled; in the opponent’s Calx, the ball can be touched when it is off the ground and against the wall. A shy (line 13) can then be demanded, and, if granted by the referee (line 14; there are also two umpires), scores one point and entitles the team to a throw (ten points if it hits) or kick (five points) at goal. A goal is rarely hit, only about once every two years. The game is much played by the seventy Collegers (the King’s Scholars), and on St Andrew’s Day they play a team drawn from the Oppidans (the fee-paying boys). Between 1845 and 1973, only three goals were scored in these matches. Wall colours (last line) date from 1852: College Wall is narrow purple and white stripes; Oppidan Wall is broad purple and orange. There are also games between teams made up of both College and Oppidan players, ‘Mixed Wall’ (line 11), and scratch sides of old boys. Mixed Wall (or School Wall) colours are red and blue stripes.

The Annals of Lower College Foot-Ball, Vol. 13, 1916–1921 (for 1920) show that Orwell played ‘at the wall’ on eighteen occasions and ‘in field’ sixty times, and in three unspecified games, between September 1918 and December 1920; he missed thirteen games. He began badly. On 28 September 1918, he was described as ‘conspicuously bad’ and ‘owing to a gross mistake by our goals (Blair), the ball was kicked just behind our calxline.’ On 5 October 1918, ‘Blair was v. slack,’ and ten days later ‘was not at all energetic.’ The following year he ‘only sneaked and cornered’ on 4 October, but reports on his playing began to improve (though on 22 October 1919 ‘we lost Blair temporarily’). In 1920, he seems to have come into his own. On 6 October, the ‘feature of the first half was a superb goal neatly shot by Blair from the halfway line; in fact all through the game he was not so slack as usual and kicked well into the bully.’ He and Turner were ‘best’ on 27 October, and on 3 November the Keeper scored off ‘a good penalty kick by Blair.’ His prowess culminated in the St Andrew’s Day game, 4 December: ‘Blair kept and kicked very competently under considerable difficulties.’

41. ‘Eton Masters’ Strike’

1. The first, and simplest, task given those learning Latin is to memorise the inflexions of mensa.

2. A favourite picnic spot, the setting for Gordon and Rosemary’s excursion in Keep the Aspidistra Flying.

3. The Young Visiters, or, Mr. Salteenas Plan was an utterly naïve yet precocious story by a nine-year-old girl, Daisy Ashford, published on 22 May 1919, with an introduction by J. M. Barrie. By November, when this issue of College Days was published, it had been issued sixteen times, totalling 111,000 copies. It was published in New York in 1919. The following year, three earlier stories by Margaret Mary (Daisy) Ashford (1881–1972), dictated by her to her father, and a story by her sister Amanda, were published in Daisy Ashford: Her Book. She published nothing else. The Young Visiters was, and has remained, a cult book, still captivating by its remarkable charm. Orwell’s affection for such stories as Pigling Bland (see 29) and his interest in fairy stories to the end of his life suggest that this reference to The Young Visiters points to his authorship of ‘Eton Masters’ Strike.’

4. Mikhail Solomonovich Boguslavskiy (1888–1937), Russian compositor and revolutionary, was arrested by tsarist police in 1904 for his part in organising the Printers’ Trade Union, of which he became chairman after the 1917 revolution. In 1905, he joined the Jewish Socialist Party. From 1917 to 1927, he served as a state official in the Ukraine and Moscow. After siding with the Trotskyist opposition, he was expelled from the Communist Party in 1927. Tried for treason in the second of Stalin’s show trials of former colleagues, he was found guilty on 29 January 1937 and executed the following morning.

5. masters), they] masters. They

6. Henry VI, founder of Eton College.

42. ‘The White Man’s Burden’

1 Denys King-Farlow contributed illustrations to The Election Times, of which he was art editor, and College Days, but these are probably not his. For Longden, see 29, n. 3.

2. A seven-stanza poem by Kipling with this title was published in New York, in February 1899, addressed to the Americans after their victories in Cuba and the Philippines. It was included in his Five Nations (1903). Kipling’s call to take on imperial responsibilities, not now fashionable, attracted much criticism then. If one gets beyond the title, it can be seen that it demands taking on responsibilities for others, the only reward for which is blame and hate.

3. ‘as he strode away’ was on a separate line and erroneously placed after, instead of before, David’s final remark.

43. Mock Advertisement

1. In an interview with Sonia Orwell and Ian Angus, 20 April 1967, Denys King-Farlow explained that Janney was the Master in College, John Crace, and he ‘had a tendency to be overfond of some boys.’ One such was A. R. D. Watkins, later a master at Harrow. After seeing the ‘advertisement,’ ‘Crace was furious and had Blair on the mat straightaway, without really being able to do anything effective about it because he was compromised.’ King-Farlow, co-editor with Orwell of this issue of College Days, escaped, since he had already left for Italy on vacation, so Orwell, not greatly pleased, faced Crace’s wrath alone. All material in Eton’s ephemeral journals had to be approved; this ‘advertisement’ got through because King-Farlow had persuaded a new master, fresh from naval service, to vet it. On Crace, see 35, n. 3.

44. ‘After Twelve’

1. After ‘La Belle Dame Sans Merci’ by Keats.

2. Bill is the prosecution list for the Headmaster.

3. Possibly a watchman (after a soldier, armed with a fusee).

45. ‘Ode to Field Days’

1 Orwell is remembered by Christopher Eastwood as ‘a most unwilling member’ of the Eton Officers’ Training Corps, a compulsory activity then in most public schools. Eastwood followed Orwell’s example ‘in getting in the Signal Section, which was the refuge of the lazy and the inefficient’ (Crick, 109). A field day was a war-game exercise; ‘blessèd’ in the last line implies its converse.

47. ‘Mr. Simpson and the Supernatural’

1. Cyril Connolly singled out this story as probably by Orwell; Jacintha Buddicom thought it a reasonable attribution. Bubble and Squeak described itself as ‘The Super Ephemeral’ and was sold for one shilling.

49. ‘Free Will’

1. without us] after to know in The Election Times, but marked for transposition

50. ‘The Photographer’

1. Pastiche of ‘The Burial of Sir John Moore after Corunna’ by Charles Wolfe (1791–1823), a poem most secondary-school (and probably all public-school) boys were required to learn before World War II. Orwell quotes a line in his August letter to Runciman; see 56.

51. ‘The Wounded Cricketer (Not by Walt Whitman)’

1. A modern typed copy of this poem, signed ‘Eric Blair,’ is in the University of Tulsa library. The signature is not in Orwell’s hand; but, according to Michael Shelden, Connolly’s biographer, it is perhaps in Connolly’s hand ‘when he was younger.’

2. A wet-bob was an oarsman, as opposed to a dry-bob, a cricketer.

3. Typescript at the University of Tulsa has ‘lumpy.’

53. ‘The Cricket Enthusiast’

1. This story was preceded by ‘The Slack-bob’ (see 30) in issue Number 5.

55. ‘The Youthful Mariner (Extract)’

1. ‘(Extract)’ is part of the original: all that was printed is given here. The model is Coleridge’s ‘The Rime of the Ancient Mariner.’ The last two stanzas formed part of the material for The Election Times, Number 4; see 29.

fn1 See Schoeffenheimer’s Etymological Dictionary:

“I cannot find it in my mind to call it wind,

But I can find it in my mind to call it wind.”

56. To Steven Runciman

1. Railway Sorting Office, which acted as poste restante. Polperro has, and had, no station. The nearest is at Looe, three miles to the east. The Blair family spent most of its summer holidays in Cornwall at either Looe or Polperro. On this particular journey Orwell was returning from an Eton Officers’ Training Corps exercise and was therefore in uniform.

2. Steven Runciman (1903–; Kt., 1958) was a King’s Scholar in the same Election as Orwell, and later a distinguished historian whose works include A History of the Crusades, The Sicilian Vespers, and The Fall of Constantinople.

3. Roger Mynors was a member of Orwell’s Election; see 29.

4. From stanza 3 of ‘The Burial of Sir John Moore after Corunna,’ the poem parodied in College Days, Number 5; see 50: ‘But he lay like a warrior taking his rest / With his martial cloak around him.’

57. To Prosper Buddicom

1. Prosper Buddicom was one year younger than Orwell; see Crick, 130.

2. Quarry House was built for the Buddicoms on the Bolney Estate, Shiplake-on-Thames, about 1903. See Eric and Us, 3–4.

3. Ticklerton Court, near Church Stretton, Shropshire, was the home of Grandfather Buddicom and Aunt Lilian Buddicom. Orwell spent Easter and most of the summer holiday of 1917 there. A chapter (58–69) of Eric and Us is devoted to this time.

4. Cousins of Orwell’s father lived at Bursball. Prosper fell ill, so the visit to Quarry House was cancelled; see Crick, 130.

5. The Blue Lagoon was originally a novel (1908), by the popular Henry de Vere Stacpoole (1863–1951). It was adapted for the stage by Norman MacOwan and Charlton Mann in 1920, and later became a film. The play was regarded as rather risqué, because it dramatised the adventures of a girl and boy shipwrecked on a deserted island and their growing to maturity. It was produced at the Prince of Wales Theatre, London, by Basil Dean, and had 263 performances. An excellent illustration appears in Thompson, 11. It was presented in New York in 1921.

6. This was Sir Nigel Playfair’s production. Less acidic than Brecht’s adaptation later in the decade, it proved enormously popular, running for 1,469 performances, even though it was given at the Lyric Theatre in Hammersmith. The conductor was Eugene Goosens. An impression of what Orwell heard can be gained from the recording of eighteen numbers by the original cast, conducted by the arranger, Frederic Austin, who also sang Peachum, made in the month Orwell went to the Lyric, and reissued in 1980.

59. To Prosper Buddicom

1. He probably meant ‘couldn’t.’

60. Extract from letter to Cyril Connolly

1. Christopher Eastwood (1905–1983) became a senior civil servant. He was Assistant Under-Secretary of State, Colonial Office, 1947–52 and 1954–66, and Commissioner for Crown Lands, 1952–54. See Remembering Orwell, 16–18, for his reminiscences of Orwell at Eton.

2. Einar Athelstan Caröe (1903–1988) became a grain merchant and broker, associated particularly with Liverpool. According to Connolly’s notes, he was unpopular at Eton.

3. Baron Redcliffe-Maud (1906–1982) became a particularly distinguished civil servant. Among his important appointments were, Permanent Secretary, Ministry of Education, 1945–52, and at Ministry of Fuel and Power, 1952–59; High Commissioner, then Ambassador, to South Africa, 1959–63; Master of University College, Oxford, 1963–76.

4. See Shelden, 75–76; U. S.: 70–71.

5. Connolly’s manuscript originally has ‘6’ but this has been crossed out. This may indicate fidelity to Orwell’s original, but because there are a considerable number of differences between the version Connolly gave the Orwell Archive and that at Tulsa (in addition to Connolly’s ironic comments), it is impossible to be sure how reliable Connolly’s text is.

61. ‘Mr Puffin and the Missing Matches’

1. Date is very uncertain. The story is not dissimilar to those Avril Dunn reported her brother as scribbling in notebooks when he was fourteen or fifteen (see 27), but the handwriting is more mature, so it might have been written as much as a decade later.

2. at] for

3. room] roomed

4. grope] groped

5. Radiant] Mr Radiant

6. Single quotation mark before ‘What’

7. hand] finger

62. ‘Friendship and love’

1. Reproduced from Eric and Us, 117. Jacintha Buddicom commented, ‘Typical of both of us, Eric with his straightforward, ten-syllable couplets, and me chopping up the same metre into shorter lines with extra rhymes to them, which I thought more fun to do and more singable’ (118). See Crick, 134.

65. ‘Romance’

1. lisping] gentl crossed out

66. Draft of Poem, ‘When the Franks have lost their sway’

1. or again] originally only a dash

2. Moving . . . we know] Or, again, look a little nearer home, off-set in left margin

3. crack] shrieks

4. empires] virgins

5. when, as I said] or yet again; the w of when may be intended to be a capital W; comma after groans may have been altered to a period

6. An asterisk appears to precede this line.

7. wild] cold

8. This and the next three lines are written at the bottom of the page and marked for insertion at this point.

9. An asterisk appears to precede ‘And.’

10. that] they

69. ‘The Lesser Evil’

1. From Monday to Saturday in the next week (thirteen days inclusive), when a parson takes the intervening Sunday as a holiday. The persona of a parson adopted here might be compared with Orwell’s poem ‘A happy vicar I might have been,’ written at the end of 1935 and published in ‘Why I Write’; see 3007.

2. days] weeks

3. And musing . . . hair,] I mused upon her oily hair, The metre requires upon to be changed to on but Orwell did not do this.

70. Preliminaries to Burmese Days

1. Crick gives a figure of twenty-one (195), but he has counted separately the manuscript and typed versions of ‘The Autobiography of John Flory’; see 73.

71. 1. ‘John Flory: My Epitaph’

1. which seems sadder still] interlinear addition

2. celebration of] custom of celebrating

3. is] seems

4. here] interlinear addition

5. like] editorial addition

6. head] bed

7. stupid] married

72. 2. Extract, Preliminary to Autobiography

1. help] avoid

2. hate] have always disliked

3. which go in for] beg crossed out; introduce you to the hero

4. everlasting] eternal

5. without] and try to avoid

6. & altogether . . . possible] interlinear insertion

7. But here] Here

8. gifted man] man

9. This and next sentence inserted

10. it is necessary] you have

11. am trying] have tried

12. Also I shall do] I should also like to say that I have done

13. beauty] poetry

14. young] inserted

15. an easy] a ready

73. 3. Extract, The Autobiography of John Flory

1. This exists in two forms: handwritten in ink on the verso of Government of Burma paper, stock date 1 February 1925; and typed (not by Orwell?) on thin foolscap typing paper (13 by 8 inches) with the watermark BRITISH EMBLEM, a rose, and MADE IN ENGLAND. This watermark was first recorded in 1928. The handwritten version is printed here; the notes refer to this manuscript. The changes made in typing are slight.

2. & married] inserted

3. 1900] 1900 I find

4. faded] faded mouldy

5. beautiful] very beautiful

6. scabbards] sheaths

7. fibres] strands of fibres

8. windows] windows of this room

74. 4. An Incident in Rangoon

1. told] known to

2. so much] this

3. Not indented in manuscript, and no end quote

4. an] dreary

5. I] At the club I

6. eight] a quarter past eight

7. o’clock] o’clock when I woº the

8. go] go to Rangoon

9. Compare with Ko S’la of Burmese Days

10. a single] inserted

11. on] in on

12. fact which matters is] facts which matter are

13. It] It was bred in him

14. idleness] slack idleness

15. as a last hope] inserted

16. it was no use] all hope was given up

17. to] to be given three days’ leave

18. two] three

19. on Friday] inserted

20. nearly] they had nearly

21. bet] gamble started but not completed

22. wore] inserted

23. cheroot] cigar

24. Flory, in Burmese Days, explains to Elizabeth, ‘They’re having a pwe—that’s a kind of Burmese play; a cross between a historical drama and a revue’ (CW, II, 104).

25. Orwell’s translation of lu hmike is a lit-the doubtful. Until recently the meaning was ‘a stupid man,’ possibly with the implication of ‘hooligan’ or ‘tearaway.’ In recent slang it has come to mean ‘clever’ or ‘neat.’

26. boy] young boy

27. went] went to

28. after] after an upper window

29. lantern] lantern betrayed

30. for he was half naked] inserted

31. on] inserted

32. bawds] brothel-keepers

33. in it] inserted

34. oval] inserted

35. between] of

36. But] But that

37. See Hamlet, 4.5.58–60

75. 5. Extract, A Rebuke to the Author, John Flory

1. Only two pages of this manuscript, 19 and 20, survive. It is written in ink, 19 on fairly thick unlined quarto (9 by 6¾ inches), 20 on thinner lined foolscap (13 by 8¼ inches). Both carry the watermark A viemore with an illustration of a buckled belt within which is a gauntleted hand, raised, holding a dagger. This watermark was used from 1922.

2. 19] the page number

3. such names] a tart

4. At this interruption] begins page 20

5. You see] See

6. This paragraph and the next not indented in manuscript

7. These] At these

76. Scenario and Dialogues from an Untitled Play, [Francis Stone]

1. There] Besides this there

2. No plan has been traced.

3. The] It emerges from the conversº with became written above emerges; all crossed out

4. required] wanted

5. beseech him] beg him

6. his wife & himself] a man & a woman

7. fighting] first fight

8. jeering] brutish

9. back] acroº

10. on the floor beside him] in his lap

11. will] followed by oblige us by

12. peevish] followed by Stone: [as he opens the door] on a new line

13. The same machine as last time.] marked to be transposed here from after pound

14. that analyses of these patent] that lists of analyses of these sacred patent

15. fools!] followed by [All this while

16. What] followed by is it

77. Paris, 1928–1929

1. This journal has no connection with the well-known daily Le Monde, which was first published 18 December 1944.

2. In the introduction to the first French translation of Down and Out in Paris and London, La Vache Enragée (1935), Orwell says, ‘In the spring of 1928 I set off for Paris so as to live cheaply while writing two novels’; see 211. Writing to Michael Meyer, 12 March 1949, he said, ‘I simply destroyed my first novel after unsuccessfully submitting it to one publisher, for which I’m rather sorry now’; see 3570.

78. ‘A Short Story’

1. astounding ugliness] complete absence of charm

2. an ardour] a fervour which

3. love] love for me

4. had] inserted in ink in Orwell’s hand

5. my wishes] whatever I asked

6. To] At

7. speech] preceded by truth, which is crossed out

8. difference] change

9. been visiting] typed in capital letters

79. ‘Censorship in England’

1. This was Orwell’s first professionally published writing; see Crick, 191; Stansky and Abrahams, 1, 214–15. The directeur of Monde was Henri Barbusse (1873–1935), author of what is perhaps the finest account in French of life in the trenches in World War I: Le Feu (Under Fire) (1916); see 787, n. 2.

2. (1928), by Radclyffe Hall (1880–1943); see 3172, n. 1.

3. The pen-name ‘George Orwell’ was first used in January 1933 for Down and Out in Paris and London, but it was not regularly used for reviews and articles and so on until December 1936. Unless the pen-name is used, the form used for individual publications is given at the end of each item—E. A. Blair, Eric Blair, E. A. B., E. B., and typographic variants.

80. ‘A Farthing Newspaper’

1. This was Orwell’s first writing to be published professionally in England. ‘G. K.’ was G. K. Chesterton (1874–1936), essayist, biographer, novelist, and poet, remembered particularly for his comic verse, the Father Brown detective stories (1911–35), and The Man Who Was Thursday (1908). He was converted to Roman Catholicism in 1922. He founded his weekly in 1925 and edited it until his death, when it was taken over by Hilaire Belloc; see 214, n. 1. See Crick, 192; Stansky and Abrahams, I, 215. For the journal, see G. K.’s Weekly: an Appraisal by Brocard Sewell [1995?].

2. François Coty (1874–1934) built a famous perfumery business, the name of which long outlasted its founder, and became one of France’s wealthiest men. He subsidised L’Ami du Peuple and Gaulois, both of which pursued nationalist and anti-left policies. The title L’Ami du Peuple was, ironically, that of the inflamatory radical newspaper edited by Jean-Paul Marat (1743–1793), so influential in the cause of the French Revolution.

82. 1. ‘Unemployment’

1. ‘Dole’ as a gift of food or money goes back at least to the fourteenth century. It is used by Langland (anything but a ‘Conservative’ writer) in Piers Plowman. Its pejorative use, especially in the twentieth century, is ironic, because employees as well as employers contribute to unemployment insurance, which is the source of unemployment benefits. The idea was first put forward in England by Lloyd George, a Liberal, in his budget for 1909, which the House of Lords rejected.

2. The French text renders ‘workhouse’ as l’asile and adds the English word, in italics in parentheses, immediately after. Several words are given in both English and the closest French equivalent, or simply in English in italics. Thus, ‘tramp’ appears in italics and also translated as vagabond.

83. 2. ‘A Day in the Life of a Tramp’

1. The original French has asiles or the English ‘workhouses’ in italics; on this first occasion, both words are used, as here. Thereafter, where the French has asile, it is rendered as ‘spike’; where it has ‘workhouse’ in italic, it is given in roman. See the note on ‘casual ward’ in Down and Out in Paris and London; n. 140/4, CW, 1, 226.

85. ‘John Galsworthy’

1. This, Orwell’s second article in Monde, appeared in the section ‘Les Lettres: Notre Galerie,’ the day after Orwell was discharged from the Hôpital Cochin. It may suggest the sort of thing he had in mind for l’européenº; see 77. No records have been traced giving details of who translated the article into French or what Orwell was paid. The translation given here is from the French text (see 93) as printed in Monde. Stansky and Abrahams mistakenly state that Monde did not publish this article in the issue for 23 March 1929, though it was prominently listed, and that Orwell’s essay was not printed in any future number. This, they comment, was ‘a disconcerting, experience,’ and ‘the episode began to take on the quality of an omen’ (I, 219–20).

2. The French has ‘romans et nouvelles.’ The total of twenty-five was about right for 1929; by the time Galsworthy died in 1933, it was approximately three dozen.

3. The French has ‘upper middle class’ in English.

4. The French has ‘minor poets.’

5. The French has ‘droits.’

6. The dramatisation of solitary confinement in Justice caused the Home Secretary, Winston Churchill, then a Liberal, to draft the reform of this practice in 1911.

86. ‘How a Nation Is Exploited: The British Empire in Burma’

1. Raoul Nicole wrote on 22 March 1929, while Orwell was still in the Hôpital Cochin, to say he was sorry Orwell was ill and thanking him for his article on Burma. This would, he said, be included in an early issue of Le Progrès Civique, and, indeed, would have appeared already were it not that the journal had been embarrassed by a large number of articles on foreign affairs. Orwell was paid 225 francs for the article on 11 June. This was the last article he is known to have had published in Paris.

87. To the Editor, The New Adelphi

1. The Adelphi changed its name to The New Adelphi for a time when edited by Sir Richard Rees; John Middleton Murry remained its owner. See 95 for biographical details and Crick, 203.

2. Presumably ‘The Spike,’ published in a shortened form in The Adelphi, April 1931. See letters to Max Plowman, 99, 100; for the article, see 104.

88. To the Editor, The New Adelphi

1. Orwell was evidently about to return to his parents’ home in Southwold; see Crick, 200–02.

99. To Max Plowman

1. ‘The Spike’; see 100. The article in its revised form was published in The Adelphi, April 1931; see 104.

100. To Max Plowman

1. The heroine and pseudo part-author of Bleak House by Charles Dickens. Her sensitive, docile demeanour, combined with a maturity greater than her years and her willingness to serve, even accepting an offer of marriage out of duty and gratitude (though all ends happily for her: she marries a young doctor, whom she loves), mark her off as one of Dickens’s saints.

2. Highly glamourised pictures of showgirls.

3. In the April 1931 issue, Orwell reviewed Hunger and Love by Lionel Britton and Albert Grope by F. O. Mann; see 105. Neither may be referred to here, though Britton’s book is a possibility. That would mean that Plowman wished to give it more attention than Orwell proposed.

4. Reviewed; see 101.

5. Not reviewed.

6. From its length and timing, this is probably ‘The Spike,’ published in The Adelphi in April 1931; see 104.

102. To Max Plowman

1. Orwell was presumably staying at the home of Mabel Sinclair and Francis Ernest Fierz, at 1B Oakwood Road, Golders Green, London, N.W.11. (illustrated in Thompson, 25). Born in Brazil, they had made their home in England since 1908, and had met Orwell when on holiday in Southwold in 1930. They shared literary interests. Mrs. Fierz reviewed for The Adelphi from time to time, and her husband was a Dickens enthusiast. They often gave Orwell shelter in the early 1930s, and Mrs. Fierz was instrumental in introducing him to Leonard Moore, who became his literary agent. Orwell sometimes referred to her as Mrs Sinclair Fierz; see Crick, 211; Shelden, 160; U.S.: 146. She died in 1990, aged 100.

2. Probably ‘A Hanging,’ published in The Adelphi, August 1931; see 108.

3. The Two Carlyles by Osbert Burdett, reviewed by Orwell in The Adelphi, March 1931; see 103.

4. Before the advent of the ballpoint pen, post offices provided pens with steel nibs and liquid ink. The nibs were often worn or had crossed points.

104. ‘The Spike’

1. ‘The Spike’ is closely related to chapters 27 and 35 of Down and Out in Paris and London, the first version of which Orwell had completed in October 1930. Compare it also with ‘A Day in the Life of a Tramp,’ 83. In 1996 the government ordered the closure of the last of some 750 spikes, that at Bishopbriggs, near Glasgow.

2. ‘And there is nothing left remarkable / Beneath the visiting moon’; Cleopatra’s response to Antony’s death, Antony and Cleopatra, 4.15.67–68.

107. To Brenda Salkeld

1. Bergamot flowers in late June and July; school vacations begin in July. So Orwell would be more likely to be writing to Brenda Salkeld in that month.

2. Brenda Salkeld (1900–1999) met Orwell in 1928, when she was working as a gym mistress at St Felix Girls’ School, Southwold. She returned home to Bedford for vacations. They remained good friends until Orwell died. See Orwell Remembered, 67–68, for her reminiscences; Stansky and Abrahams, I, 244–46; Shelden, 157; U. S.: 143. St Felix’s was still open in 1996. She left £1,400,042 (net before tax).

3. First published by Thomas Percy, Bishop of Dromore, in his Reliques (1765) but, as he wrote, it ‘carries marks of much greater antiquity than any of the common popular songs on this subject.’

4. The old-style spelling is not that of the Everyman edition, a copy of which, in two volumes, was among Orwell’s books at his death.

5. by should be with.

108. ‘A Hanging’

1. Spelt as ‘superintendant’ in The Adelphi throughout; as here in The New Savoy.

2. See ‘As I Please,’ 61, 15 November 1946, 3115, for further reflections upon hanging. See also The Road to Wigan Pier, ‘I watched a man hanged once’ (CW, V, 136–7).

109. To Dennis Collings

1. Dennis Collings (1905–) was a friend of Orwell’s from the time the Blair family moved to Southwold in 1921; Collings’s father became the Blair family doctor. Collings grew sisal in Mozambique, 1924–27; read anthropology at Cambridge, 1928–31; and was appointed assistant curator of the Raffles Museum, Singapore, when he joined the Colonial Service in 1934. That year he married Eleanor Jaques, with whom Orwell corresponded. He contributed to Orwell Remembered, 76–83. See Shelden, 156, 192; U.S.: 142–43, 174–75.

2. Modern Youth.

110. To Dennis Collings

1. a] of

2. Stanza 2 of Wordsworth’s ‘The Solitary Reaper’.

111. Hop-Picking Diary

fn1 For instance, Dick’s cafe in Billingsgate. Dick’s was one of the few places where you could get a cup of tea for 1d, and there were fires there so that anyone who had a penny could warm himself for hours in the early mornings. Only this last week the L.C.C. closed it on the ground that it was unhygienic [Orwell’s note]. L.C.C. was the London Country Council.

1. posters is handwritten substitution for parcels.

fn2 Appointed by the Labour Government [Orwell’s note].

fn3 No: a bit worse if anything [Orwell’s note].

fn4 To this day I don’t know which it was [Orwell’s note].

fn5 The passage between crosses (at least the substance of it) has been used for an article in the Nation [Orwell’s note. The second X is six paragraphs later]. For the article, see 116.

fn6 Or hop-juice, funnily enough [Orwell’s note].

2. walk] work

3. Names deleted on legal grounds.

4. Mr F.’s aunt is the aunt of Flora Finching’s deceased husband in Little Dorrit by Dickens. Left in Flora’s care, she was known simply as ‘Mr F.’s Aunt.’ Her major characteristics are described as ‘extreme severity and grim taciturnity; sometimes interrupted by a propensity to offer remarks in a deep warning voice, which, being totally uncalled for by anything said by anybody, and traceable to no association of ideas, confounded and terrified the mind.’ One interjection might have had special appeal for Orwell, who had lived at Henley-on-Thames as a child: ‘Mr F.’s Aunt, after regarding the company for ten minutes with a malevolent gaze, delivered the following fearful remark. “When we lived at Henley, Barnes’s gander was stole by tinkers”’ (chapter 13).

5. George Belcher (1875–1947) was a Royal Academician. His books of drawings included Characters (1922), Taken from Life (1929), and Potted Char (1933).

6. help feeling] feel

113. Hop-Picking Diary

1. Clods . . . coppers] interlinear insertion.

2. Presumably the contemporary ‘git’ (roughly, as in ‘you git,’ an ignorant fool). Compare the Scots, ‘gyte’ (pronounced ‘git’), formerly used for a child.

fn1 I forgot to mention that these lamps are hired out to burglars. Ginger said that he had paid £3.10.0 a night for the use of one. So also with other burglars’ tools of the more elaborate kinds. When opening a puzzle-lock, clever safe-breakers use a stethoscope to listen to the click of the tumblers [Orwell’s note].


114. To Dennis Collings

1. The Hop-Picking Diary.

2. Collett (‘Uncle Colin’) Cresswell Pulleyne, a barrister from Yorkshire, was a friend of Blair and Collings in Southwold. Orwell had some difficulty in spelling this name correctly.

3. Orwell’s parents.

4. This letter is adorned with several doodles, three including the syllables ‘Med,’ ‘Ten,’ and ‘Scand,’ but the writing and drawings do not look like Orwell’s work.

115. From a letter to Brenda Salkeld

1. This excerpt was quoted by Brenda Salkeld in a letter to Ian Angus, 7 April 1963. The rest of the letter has not survived, as she confirmed, 25 March 1984.

116. ‘Hop-Picking,’

1. Adapted from Orwell’s Hop-Picking Diary; see 111.

2. The New Statesman was founded 12 April 1913; it incorporated Nation and Athenaeum, 28 February 1931. Nation had been founded as The Speaker, 4 January 1890; the name was changed 2 March 1907; it absorbed The Athenaeum, founded 2 January 1828, on 19 February 1921. Orwell contributed more than twenty items to The New Statesman and Nation, mainly reviews, but including ‘Hop-Picking,’ ‘Common Lodging Houses’ (141), and a short article on Charles Reade (671).

117. To T. S. Eliot

1. T. S. Eliot was a director of the publishing firm Faber & Faber at this time.

2. Orwell did not always underline titles or enclose them within quotation marks.

118. To Brenda Salkeld

1. It is not known when Orwell left Windsor Street; on 6 January, he wrote to Leonard Moore from the Fierzes’ house in Golders Green.

2. An error for Kensal Green. See G. K. Chesterton’s reference in ‘The Rolling English Road’: ‘Before we go to Paradise by way of Kensal Green.’

3. The Society of Jesus (Jesuits).

4. Grigory Yevseyevich Zinovyev (1883–1936) was one of the architects of the Russian Revolution of 1917. With Stalin and Kamenev, he was instrumental in preventing Trotsky from succeeding Lenin. He later fell out of favour, was expelled from the Communist Party and readmitted more than once, and was executed in 1936. In 1924, a letter allegedly from him as chairman of the Communist International (the Comintern) was published in the London press. It supported subversive activity, and, though a forgery, played a part in the fall of the first Labour government of Britain. It was the archetypal ‘red scare.’

5. Sir Robert Cecil (1563?–1612); 1st Earl of Salisbury, 1605), Chief Minister to King James I of England. It has been argued that he acted as agent provocateur to the Gunpowder Plot conspirators in 1605.

6. Unidentified. Guilty but Insane, a legal book by Professor G. W. Keeton, did not appear until 1961. Orwell may refer to Sefton Kyle’s novel “Guilty, but—,” published by Herbert Jenkins in 1927; cheap edition, January 1930. Jenkins also published Guilty but Not Insane, by J. C. Lenehan, but no edition before 1938 has been traced.

119. To T. S. Eliot

1. Neither Faber & Faber nor any other publisher commissioned this translation from Orwell. A translation by Samuel Putnam was published in New York as Without Sin in 1932.

120. To Christy & Moore [Leonard Moore]

1. This was written to the man who was to become Orwell’s literary agent in 1932, Leonard Moore of Christy & Moore. From the reference to Modern Youth’s collapse (which it had not done when he wrote to Dennis Collings and Brenda Salkeld; see 114 and 115), this letter must be later than 12 October 1931. Modern Youth failed because the printer’s bills were not paid; and because the printer seized all the copy, Orwell became an innocent victim of their action (Crick, 219). Copies of Modern Youth have not been traced. Leonard Moore died in January 1959.

2. Mrs Mabel Sinclair Fierz; see 102, n. 1.

3. One was ‘An Idiot,’ the return of which was requested by Orwell in a letter to Moore on 6 January 1932; see 121.

4. easily] equally.

121. To Leonard Moore

1. ‘An Idiot’ was not published in The Adelphi or elsewhere. The typescript has not been traced.

2. Down and Out in Paris and London. An account of the progress of this book towards its publication is in Crick, 223–34, and Stansky and Abrahams, I, 263–69.

3. Presumably Richard Rees, then editor of The Adelphi; see 124.

122. To T. S. Eliot

1. Down and Out in Paris and London.

2. Faber & Faber’s register notes that ‘A Scullion’s Diary’ by E. Blair was received on 14 December 1931 and rejected on 25 February 1932; see Crick, 605, n. 44.

124. To Leonard Moore

1. interesting] too interesting

2. Burmese Days.

3. These stories do not appear to have survived.

4. Zola’s novels had been published in England by Henry Vizetelly (1820–1894), who also established the Mermaid Series of Dramatists and published translations of Dostoevski, Flaubert, and Tolstoy. The publication in English of Zola’s La Terre (though ‘amended’) led to Vizetelly’s being fined and in 1889 jailed on the charge of obscenity. The caution of British publishers at the time Orwell was starting to appear in print is not therefore unreasonable. See Textual Note to A Clergyman’s Daughter, CW, III.

125. Review of The Civilization of France by Ernst Robert Curtius; translated by Olive Wyon

1. They were executed on 22 August 1927. Orwell was returning from Burma.

126. To the Editor, The New English Weekly

1. The New English Weekly: A Review of Public Affairs, Literature and the Arts was founded by A. R. Orage (1873–1934) on 21 April 1932 and edited by him until his death. Philip Mairet then took over the editorship. It was amalgamated with The New Age, which Orage had founded in 1907, and which he edited until 1922, on 22 December 1938. Publication ceased with Vol. 35, no. 24, 22 September 1949. Orwell reviewed frequently for it until 1940, and it published his ‘In Defence of the Novel’ and ‘Spilling the Spanish Beans’ (two parts).

2. Ivar Kreuger (1880–1932), Swedish financier who tried to monopolise the production of matches, committed suicide in Paris on 12 March 1932. It was later found that he had falsified his accounts. Many of the subsidiary companies under his control were bankrupted as a result.

3. See 104, n. 2.

127. Review of The Spirit of Catholicism by Karl Adam; translated by Dom Justin McCann, O.S.B.

1. See 131.

128. To Leonard Moore

1. Annotated in Moore’s office: ‘11.0 tomorrow (Friday).’

129. To Eleanor Jaques

1. Eleanor Jaques (?–1962) and her family arrived in Southwold from Canada in 1921. They were for a time next-door neighbours of the Blairs in Stradbroke Road. She and Orwell became friends and she is mentioned in Orwell’s 12 October 1931 letter to Dennis Collings, whom she married in 1934. See Shelden, 175, 192; U.S.: 159, 174–75.

2. Probably The Essential Shakespeare by J. Dover Wilson (1932).

3. D. B. Wyndham Lewis; see 688, n. 2.

4. A Southwold friend of Orwell and Eleanor Jaques.

5. The Spirit of Catholicism; see 127.

6. Dennis Collings.

7. Burmese Days.

8. Collett Cresswell Pulleyne and his mother.

132. To Leonard Moore

1. Victor Gollancz (1893–1967; Kt. 1965) was Orwell’s first publisher. Educated at Oxford, he taught at Repton for two years, introducing a civics class that brought him into conflict with the headmaster, Dr Geoffrey Fisher (later Archbishop of Canterbury); he was sacked in 1918 and worked on minimum-wage legislation and edited ‘The World of Today’ series for Oxford University Press. In 1921, he joined Benn Brothers, publishers of trade journals and a few books. He became managing director of a separate company, Ernest Benn Ltd, in 1923, which he developed successfully. In October 1927, he established his own publishing house. His first book, Susan Glaspell’s Brook Evans, was published on 19 April 1928; in his first year, sixty-four books were published on a diversified list. Although a member of the Labour Party and born into an orthodox Jewish family, he was later to describe himself as a Christian socialist. His most well-known achievement was the formation of the Left Book Club. It was under this imprint that The Road to Wigan Pier was published in March 1937. See Gollancz: The Story of a Publishing House, 1928–1978, by Sheila Hodges (1978), and Peter Lewis, George Orwell: The Road to 1984, 64.

2. Down and Out in Paris and London.

135. ‘Clink’

1. Clink is a cant word for a prison, from the Clink, one-time prison in the London borough of Southwark dating from the sixteenth century.

2. When choosing a pseudonym for the publication of Down and Out in Paris and London, Orwell told Leonard Moore that he always used the name P. S. Burton; see 148. Blythburgh is a mile or so inland from Southwold.

3. Charlie] Snouter

4. Lord Kylsant (1863–1937), a Conservative M.P., Chairman of the Royal Mail Steam Package Company, and with large shipbuilding interests, was sentenced to twelve months’ imprisonment in 1931 for circulating a false prospectus. His personal guilt was never entirely established in the public mind.

5. His lodgings at 2 Windsor Street, Paddington, near St Mary’s Hospital. The house has been demolished; part of the estate is illustrated in Thompson, 31.

137. To Leonard Moore

1. ‘The Spike’; see 104.

2. ‘Common Lodging Houses’ was to appear in The New Statesman and Nation, 3 September 1932; see 141.

138. To Eleanor Jaques

1. What would normally be full points, or periods, are quite clearly small dashes in this lettercard. This is a frequent characteristic of Orwell’s handwriting at this time—perhaps especially when in haste. A full point has been adopted here and elsewhere, to avoid giving a false impression.

139. Review of Persephone in Hades by Ruth Pitter

1. Ruth Pitter (1897–1992; CBE, 1979) was a poet and friend of the Blairs, especially of Marjorie. She lived in Mall Chambers, Kensington when Orwell’s mother was living there; see 34, n. 1. In 1928, Pitter and a friend found Orwell a room with Mrs. Edwin Craig at 22 Portobello Road, next door to her Walberswick Peasant Pottery Co. Ltd. Thompson illustrates both houses (23) and no. 20, where lived a builder with whom she was not on speaking terms; see ‘As I Please,’ 26, 26 May 1944, 2478. See also Crick, 178–79; Shelden, 130–31; U.S.: 118–20; Thompson, 13–14. Portobello Road runs from Notting Hill Gate at its south end to a little southeast of Kensal Green Cemetery. Pitter’s memories of Orwell appear in Orwell Remembered: ‘Like a Cow with a Musket’ (her description of Orwell’s early attempts to write) and ‘We cruel girls laughed’ (68–75). Orwell reviewed her book The Spirit Watches in The Adelphi in February 1940; see 589. See also 204, n. 5.

140. Review of Byron and the Need of Fatality by Charles du Bos; translated by Ethel Colburn Mayne

1. In The Vision of Judgement (1822), Byron parodied Robert Southey’s Vision of Judgement, published the preceding year. In his Preface, Southey castigated ‘the Satanic school’ which ‘they’—‘men of diseased hearts and depraved imaginations’—had set up. The plural form only slightly disguised the attack as being directed at others as well as Byron. Byron’s satire is an attack on philistinism as exemplified by Southey, Poet Laureate from 1813. Orwell quotes stanza 97. His punctuation is not quite correct: there were semicolons at the ends of lines 1, 2, and 4, and a comma after ‘Aloud.’

141. ‘Common Lodging Houses’

1. A fortnight after the publication of this article, a letter to the editor of The New Statesman and Nation by Theodore Fyfe, of Cambridge, was published. He described himself as an architect who had worked for the London County Council on the construction of a ‘lodging home of the better kind.’ He thought that the L.C.C.’s management of common lodging houses (‘a festering sore,’ until they took over) ‘worthy of all praise’ and concluded: ‘They would be the first to admit that much more might be done, but . . . the common lodging house is not the only evil under the sun.’ On 19 October 1932, Orwell expressed his annoyance to Eleanor Jaques at not having seen Fyfe’s letter, so that he might respond to it (see 145); it was not until she had sent it to him in her letter of 13 December 1932 that he saw what Fyfe had written; see 152.

142. To Brenda Salkeld

1 about] & against

2. Burmese Days.

3. John C. Squire (1884–1958; Kt., 1933), journalist, essayist, poet, and literary editor of The New Statesman and Nation, 1913–19, founded the London Mercury and edited it, 1919–34. He also edited the English Men of Letters series.

4. The Fortress.

5. For books Orwell recommended to Brenda Salkeld in the 1930s, as reported to Howard Fink, see 166. The Twilight of the Gods and Dr Nikola are included in his list.

6. Dr. Richard Garnett (1835–1906) was a librarian and author. His Twilight of the Gods and Other Tales, published in 1888 and augmented in 1903, was described as ‘cynical apologues.’

143. To Eleanor Jaques

1. ‘King Charles II’; see 154.

2. Bishop Charles Gore (1853–1932) was Bishop of Oxford from 1911 to 1919. He wrote a number of books, including Belief in God (1921), and Belief in Christ (1922). For Orwell’s preparation for confirmation, see 35, n. 3.

3. in partibus infidelium: in the lands of unbelievers; here, into uncivilized parts.

4. Dennis Collings.

5. Collett Pulleyne and his family in Southwold.

145. To Eleanor Jaques

1. Should be County Hall. The extensive rioting in the Lambeth area of London on Tuesday, 18 October 1932, was described in the Brixton Free Press of 21 October under the headline ‘Police Charge Riotous Unemployed.’ See Thompson, 34. Shops were looted, police were attacked, and dozens of rioters were arrested. There were also demonstrations near St Thomas’s Hospital, at St George’s Circus, and in Murphy Street, a march from Brixton to the Public Assistance Commission in Brook Street on Thursday, 20 October, and from 27 to 30 October serious clashes in central London to protest against unemployment.

2. Crick was the proprietor of the local cinema at Southwold, where Orwell’s father attended every new film. Entertainment tax was first levied on 1 August 1918 as a wartime measure, but it was continued thereafter.

3. ‘Clink’; see 135.

4 Burmese Days.

5. See 141, n. 1.

6. The Daily Worker represented Communist Party views and policies, 1 January 1930 to 23 April 1966; incorporated in the Morning Star from 25 April 1966. It was suppressed by government order 22 January 1941 to 6 September 1942.

146. To Leonard Moore

1. Of Down and Out in Paris and London.

2. Burmese Days.

3. ‘King Charles II’; see 154.

147. To Eleanor Jaques

1. Down and Out in Paris and London.

2. Macbeth opened on Monday, 21 November 1932. It was produced by Harcourt Williams (1880–1957), who was responsible for nearly fifty productions of Shakespeare’s plays at the Old Vic between 1929 and 1934. Malcolm Keen (1887–1970) played Macbeth, and Margaret Webster (1905–1972) was Lady Macbeth. An illustration of a scene with Keen and Webster is in Thompson, 39. On 17 October 1943, Orwell produced a talk following a drastically shortened version of the play for the BBC’s Eastern Service.

148. To Leonard Moore

1. This undated letter, as for a number of others, can be placed from the receipt stamp used in Moore’s office. The use of this evidence is not again mentioned.

2. In ‘Clink’ (see 135), he had the name Edward Burton put down on the charge sheet and he used the name Burton for a character in his play ‘King Charles II’ (see 154).

3. In the BBC radio broadcast about the magazine The Adelphi, first transmitted 6 July 1958, and produced by Rayner Heppenstall, Sir Richard Rees recalled Orwell’s fear that if his real name appeared in print ‘an enemy might get hold of [it] and work some kind of magic on it.’ In George Orwell: Fugitive from the Camp of Victory, Rees elaborated on this: Orwell had told him that it ‘gave him an unpleasant feeling to see his real name in print because “how can you be sure your enemy won’t cut it out and work some kind of black magic on it?” Whimsy, of course; but even Orwell’s genuine streak of old-fashioned conventionality sometimes bordered on whimsy and you could not always be quite certain if he was serious or not’ (44).

4. Burmese Days.

5. See letter to Eleanor Jaques, 151.

6. Victor Gollancz.

149. To Leonard Moore

1. Both corrections were made before the first edition was printed. See CW, 1, 32, line 15, and 205, line 34.

150. To Eleanor Jaques

1. Enclosed was a small newspaper advertisement for a complete course in painting and designing modern furniture, for 5s 6d, obtainable from Dorothy Smith, Interior Decorator, 14 Cursitor Street, London, E.C.4.

151. To Eleanor Jaques

1. Leonard Moore and his wife; see letter to Moore, 19 November 1932, 148.

2. ‘Clink’; see 135.

3. Theodore Fyfe’s letter to The New Statesman and Nation; see 145.

4. Dennis Collings.

152. To Eleanor Jaques

1. Weather permitting.

2. Compare the excursion made by Gordon Comstock and Rosemary to Burnham Beeches in Keep the Aspidistra Flying, chapter VII.

3. Theodore Fyfe’s letter to The New Statesman and Nation; see 145.

153. To Eleanor Jaques

1. Orwell spelt Eleanor’s surname ‘Jacques’ on the address side of the lettercard.

154. ‘King Charles II’

1. drinks] manuscript addition by Orwell

2. The boy] manuscript addition by Orwell


A forty-page, lavishly-illustrated edition of this play, entitled Król Karol II, was published in February 2000 by Dom Wydawniczy Bellona, Warsaw. The Polish translation was by Bartolomiej Zborski (who contributes a two-page afterword) and the colour illustrations, nine of which are full page (A4 size), were drawn by Katarzyna and Pavel Glodkowie.



155. To Leonard Moore

1. Of Down and Out in Paris and London.

2. Burmese Days.

3. Annotated in Moore’s office: ‘29/12/32.’

156. To Leonard Moore

1. Presumably one of the advance copies of Down and Out in Paris and London referred to in his letter of 23 December; see 155.

2. Presumably tickets for the school play.

3. Stamped in Moore’s office 28 December 1932 and answered on 30 December.

157. Publication of Down and Out in Paris and London

1. The title is idiomatic: ‘manger de la vache enragée’ means ‘to suffer great hardship,’ or—more appropriately, with reference to Orwell’s book—‘to rough it.’ La Vache Enragée was also the title of a satiric monthly journal published in Paris in 1896, for which Toulouse-Lautrec designed a poster.

2. Panaït Istrati (Gherassim Istrati, 1884–1935), Romanian author and translator, wrote in, and translated into, French. He was encouraged by Romain Rolland (1866–1944), who dubbed him ‘a Balkan Gorki.’ In 1927 he travelled in the USSR, and in 1929 published Vers l’autre flamme, three volumes written in collaboration with two others. According to the French translation of the Small Soviet Encyclopédie Littéraire (Moscow, 1966), it misrepresented Soviet life to such an extent, because of Istrati’s petit-bourgeois conception of liberty, that Rolland and ‘all true friends of the USSR’ turned their backs on him (from L’Arc, Aix-en-Provence, 1983, 86/7, translated from Russian into French by Arthur Rubinstein and Jean Riere, 138). Istrati translated several novels by Upton Sinclair and William Faulkner for French publishers. In his preface to La Vache Enragée, he makes a number of comparisons between Gorki and Orwell. He concludes that Orwell’s book makes one think, makes one meditate on life’s griefs, just as does a novel by Balzac, but without one’s having to endure Balzac’s tedious detail. Istrati died three weeks before La Vache Enragée appeared.

3. See Keith B. Williams, ‘The Will to Objectivity: Egon Erwin Kisch’s Der Rasende Reporter,’ MLR, 85 (1990), 92–106, an early draft of which was kindly given to the editor by its author. See also Dieter Schlenstedt, Egon Erwin Kisch: Leben und Werk (Berlin, 1985); for Der Rasende Reporter, see edition published by Verlag Kiepenheuer und Witsch (Köln, 1983).

4. Bouillon Kub was soup in granulated cube form based on beef essence. A famous advertisement of about the time Orwell was writing showed the red cube against a bull’s head. The Bibliothèque des Arts Décoratifs, Paris, has a copy, and a colour illustration is in Attilio Rosi, Posters (Milan, 1966; London, 1969), dated 1930, though it bears the date 1931 next to the name of the designer, Leonatto Cappiello. The poster also appeared in the background in Truffaut’s film Le Dernier Métro (1980), set in German-occupied Paris.

5. Old Etonian.

158. To Leonard Moore

1. The district in which the Hawthorns school was situated, about fourteen miles due west of London, four miles southeast of Uxbridge.

2. Burmese Days; the phrasing is Orwell’s.

3. Down and Out in Paris and London.

4. Presumably author’s free copies distributed prior to publication, and sent to Orwell by mistake. The author was Keith West (pen name for Kenneth Westmacott Lane); the novel was reviewed in January 1933. It was successful enough to have at least two cheap editions.

159. To Leonard Moore

1. The letter was from M. Umberto (printed as ‘Humbert’) Possenti of the Hotel Splendide, 105 Piccadilly, London W1:


Sir, – I do not want to push myself forward, but I feel that, as no one else in my profession has come out to defend the good name of French restaurateurs and hotelkeepers, I have no choice but to do so. In your Literary Supplement of January 12 your reviewer, dealing with a recently published book of reminiscences, says that the author “found work as a washer-up in a famous restaurant, gaining there experiences which, he alleges, have made him vow never to eat a meal in a Parisian restaurant as long as he lives.” Other papers have quoted the disgusting passage to which your reviewer refers, and in this way the author’s allegations have secured a large publicity. In effect he claims to have proved by his experience that the kitchens of Parisian restaurants are filthy. That kitchen which he specially describes is said to be that of “one of the dozen most expensive hotels in Paris”; and it is further said to be “near the Place de la Concorde. . . . The ordinary charge for a night’s lodging, not including breakfast, was 200 francs.”

Now, one of my French confrères ought to have dealt with this nonsense, but, as no one else has done so and as the allegations are by implication against all other luxury hotels and restaurants in Paris, and, since Paris may now be said to be the nursery of hotel management, against those of London, I am moved, as a restaurateur and hôtelier of 40 years’ experience, to deny in the most emphatic manner possible the truth of what the author says. Such a disgusting state of things as he describes is in such places inconceivable. The kitchens of large and “smart” restaurants have to be clean; the work has to be done in a cleanly and orderly manner or it would not get done at all. Such kitchens, I assert, are cleaner than those of most private houses; they have to be. Moreover, it has long been the custom to allow the curious customer to see over the restaurant’s kitchen. Speaking generally, the customer has only to ask the director of any restaurant of the first class to be allowed to see how the work is done and someone is at once detailed to show him round immediately—mind, no previous notice is demanded. To permit the book’s statements to appear unchallenged would mean that infinite harm would be done to the London and Paris restaurant trade.

By the way, I do not wish to be méchant, but in your issue of January 17 I saw with amusement that M. François de la Rochefoucauld, writing in 1784, says in a private letter that in English kitchens “the dirt is indescribable.” That was 150 years ago; his experience could not have been great; and he was not attacking institutions in which hundreds of thousands of English pounds are invested.



2. Burmese Days.

3. the] that

4. Placed to the right of the valediction and signature. Mr. Gardner has not been identified.

160. To the Editor, The Times

1. On 17 February 1933, The Times published a letter from St Clair Thomson of 64 Wimpole St., London, W1, in which he said, ‘hotelkeepers and restaurateurs would inspire still more confidence if they had a very visible notice inviting clients to inspect the kitchens at any hour, unannounced.’ M. Possenti of the Hotel Splendide, Piccadilly, London, in a reply published on 21 February 1933, said that his kitchen would ‘without notice, be open to the inspection of those who lunch and dine here—not too many at a time, of course, or the cooks will not be able to get on with their work!’ The Splendide is no longer a hotel; for a time it housed the Arts Council of Great Britain. It is not known in which Paris hotel Orwell worked. The Georges V has been suggested; and also the Hôtel Lotti, to which Ashenden is summoned in chapter 7 of Somerset Maugham’s Ashenden (1928), a book Orwell recommended to Brenda Salkeld; see 166. It is also mentioned in chapter two of Evelyn Waugh’s Vile Bodies (1930). The dates are possibly significant, but the implications can be taken in contrary ways defying positive identification. Sam White (1911–1988), the Evening Standard’s Paris correspondent for many years, reported in the issue for 16 June 1967 a conversation he had had with Sonia Orwell in which two other hotels were suggested: the Ritz and the Crillon. Following that conversation, he said, ‘It is now clear . . . that the hotel concerned was the Crillon.’ Recent holiday guides give all these hotels the highest recommendations.

161. To Eleanor Jaques

1. Collett Cresswell Pulleyne, a barrister from Yorkshire, and his family are mentioned on a number of occasions in earlier correspondence with Eleanor Jaques and Dennis Collings; see 114, n. 2. The Pulleynes lived in Southwold.

2. Burmese Days.

3. ‘Sometimes in the middle autumn days’; see 164.

162. To Leonard Moore

1 The contract with Harper & Brothers, New York, to publish Down and Out in Paris and London; see 167. Harper’s, as Harper’s New Monthly Magazine, founded by the Harper brothers of the publishing house in New York, in 1850, made a feature of serialising English novels.

2. Deo volente (God willing).

3. Burmese Days.

163. To Eleanor Jaques

1. 17 February 1933.

2. Down and Out in Paris and London.

3. is] was

4. By Charles Duff.

165. To Brenda Salkeld

1 During the 1930s, Orwell recommended ‘best books’ to Brenda Salkeld. She recalled these to Howard Fink many years later; see 166.

2. Charles Duff. The book was published in 1932.

3. Frank Harris (1865–1931), British-American man of letters and author of My Life and Loves, published, mainly privately, in 1925 and for many years banned in Britain and the United States, edited the Evening News and Fortnightly Review in London and, in the United States, Pearson’s.

4. Brenda Salkeld (see 107, n. 2) was a clergyman’s daughter.

166. ‘Best Books’ recommended by Orwell to Brenda Salkeld in the 1930s, as reported to Howard Fink

1. This list, doubtless incomplete, is reproduced by permission of Howard Fink.

2. See letter to Brenda Salkeld, 142.

3. See letter to Salkeld, 142.

4. See letters to Salkeld, 165, 176, 186.

5. See 160, n. 1.

6. See letter to Salkeld, 204.

167. To Leonard Moore

1. For the publication in the United States of Down and Out in Paris and London.

2. Burmese Days.

168. Review of Gogol by Boris de Schloezer

1. Orwell is approximating. Nicolai Gogol lived from 1809–1852.

170. To Leonard Moore

1. Representative of Harper & Brothers, New York; see 181. An annotation to Orwell’s letter made in Moore’s office indicates that the meeting was at first arranged for Friday, 5 May 1933, then changed to Wednesday, 3 May, too late for Orwell to attend; see 172.

174. Nellie Limouzin to Orwell

1. Elaine (‘Aunt Nellie’) Adam, née Limouzin, Orwell’s aunt, who lived in Paris, see 189, n. 1

2. Presumably when Orwell came to London.

3. when you . . . no hurry] handwritten marginal insertion

4. This is the first evidence that Orwell had an allotment, a plot of land rented from the local authority (a system that still continues). For the first indication of his interest in gardening, see 161. This developed into managing smallholdings in Hertfordshire and on the island of Jura.

5. Frays College, a private school for boys and girls; see 173 and 179, n. 4.

6. Ruth Pitter, a poet (see 139, n. 1), ran Walberswick Peasant Pottery Co. Ltd from 24 Portobello Road, next door to where Orwell lodged in 1927–28, before going to Paris.

7. Eugène Adam, Nellie’s husband; see 189, n. 1 and 212.

8. Adrienne Sahnque, Les Dogmes Sexuels: les influences sociales et mystiques dans l’interpretations traditionnelles des faits sexuels (Paris, 1932).

9. In February 1933 the Oxford Union passed a motion, 275 to 153, that in no circumstances would it fight for King and Country. The following week, the debating hall was invaded by those angered by the motion; they tore the offending page from the Union’s minute book. The Union President said the motion would be reinstated, but a former Union officer, Prince Leonid Lieven, told him, ‘Sir, even if you are not prepared to defend your King and Country, might you not have defended the Minute book!’ (Chronicle of the Twentieth Century, 425). In The Second World War (I, 77), Winston Churchill, referring to this ‘ever-shameful resolution,’ passed under the inspiration of C. E. M. Joad, noted, ‘It was easy to laugh off such an episode in England, but in Germany, in Russia, in Italy, in Japan, the idea of a decadent, degenerate Britain took deep root and swayed many calculations’ (U.S.: The Gathering Storm, 85).

10. La Confédération générale du travail.

11. Writing of those who stayed in big, expensive hotels in Paris of the kind in which he was working, ‘mostly Americans, with a sprinkling of English – no French,’ Orwell wrote, ‘They would stuff themselves with disgusting American “cereals” . . . One customer, from Pittsburg,º dined every night in his bedroom on grape-nuts, scrambled eggs and cocoa’ (Down and Out in Paris and London, CW, I, 81). The text was not changed for the U.S. edition, not even to change the spelling of Pittsburgh.

175. To Eleanor Jaques

1. Orwell always drew a double underline beneath each lower-case roman numeral and dotted ‘v’ and ‘x’ whenever they occurred. These characteristics are to be found in the manuscript drafts of Nineteen Eighty-Four (e.g., 178). Neither feature is reproduced here and is not commented upon again.

176. To Brenda Salkeld

1. This letter may antedate the letter to Eleanor Jaques tentatively dated 6 June 1933.

2. The Social Credit movement, based on the ideas of Major C. H. Douglas, claimed that prosperity could be achieved through a reform of the monetary system.

3. Nancy Witcher Astor (1879–1964), wife of the first Viscount Astor, born in Virginia, society and political hostess at Cliveden, the Astor estate on the Thames, was the first woman to take her seat in the House of Commons, 1919–45. She was an eloquent advocate of temperance and women’s rights. In the first edition of Coming Up for Air (1939), Orwell included Lady Astor’s name among a ‘fearful tribe’ of ‘soul-savers and Nosey Parkers.’ Though that name was set for the Secker & Warburg 1948 edition—as the 1947 proof witnesses—it was marked for omission in proof and has not thereafter been included. The omission sign does not appear to be Orwell’s, but it might well follow his instructions. Since the name Lord Beaverbrook in this same list was allowed to stand, fear of an action for libel or defamation could hardly be responsible for the omission. Perhaps Orwell removed the name out of his friendship with David Astor, who did not know of the change. The name is not included in CW, VII, 183.

4. Margaret Haig Thomas (1883–1958), second Viscountess Rhondda, was a highly successful businesswoman and ardent believer in the equality of the sexes. She actively edited her own independent weekly, Time and Tide, 1928–58.

5. Ernest William Barnes (1874–1953) was a mathematician and modernist churchman, and Bishop of Birmingham, 1924–53. His writings include Should Such a Faith Offend? and Scientific Theory and Religion.

177. To Leonard Moore

1. While C. R. Peters served in the Indian Imperial Police, his three sons were educated in England. In 1930 and 1931 Orwell tutored the boys at Southwold during three vacations. Richard Peters (1919–) became professor of the philosophy of education at the University of London, and his account of being coached by Orwell is in Orwell Remembered, 90–94. Despite feeling apprehensive about meeting him, he records that Orwell ‘captivated us completely within five minutes.’ The father’s stories seem not to have been published; there is no entry in the British Library Catalogue.

179. To Eleanor Jaques

1. Walberswick, about two miles south of Southwold. Ruth Pitter’s pottery, next door to where Orwell lived in 1927, was called the Walberswick Peasant Pottery Co Ltd. See Thompson, 23.

2. ‘Forty Years On,’ the Harrow school song, written in 1872 by John Farmer, was also sung by many girls’ schools; in Great Days and Jolly Days (1977), Celia Haddon lists a wide range of girls’ schools (21). It was also sung by such coeducational schools as Eccles Grammar. Haddon gives an excellent, well-illustrated account of this phenomenon that so intrigued Orwell. He reverted to this topic in a letter of 1935; see 245.

3. There was no poem by Orwell in the August issue of The Adelphi, though his review of Enid Starkie’s Baudelaire appeared. His next poem to be published was ‘A dressed man and a naked man’ in the October number; see 182.

4. Summer term at The Hawthorns ended on or about 28 July 1933. Orwell then spent three weeks, until 18 August, at his parents’ home in Southwold. He did not return for the autumn term at The Hawthorns, which had, in any case, run into financial difficulties, and was later sold. Instead, he went to teach at Frays College, a private school for boys and girls, in Uxbridge, Middlesex, some sixteen miles from central London. See Shelden, 193–94; U.S.: 175–76. A picture is in Thompson, 40.

181. To Leonard Moore

1. Willison records the publication of Down and Out in Paris and London in New York as on 30 June 1933.

2. Annotated in Moore’s office: ‘Charge Burrelles Press Clipping Bureau.’

183. To Leonard Moore

1. Harper & Brothers had printed 1,750 copies of Down and Out in Paris and London, and, as Stansky and Abrahams put it, to sell no more than 1,100 in those days was ‘not as lamentable  . . . as it would seem now.’ The type was distributed in February 1934, some nine months after the publication of the U.S. edition, and 383 copies of the book were remaindered in the United States; see Stansky and Abrahams, II, 36–37.

2. Burmese Days.

184. To Leonard Moore

1. Burmese Days.

2. Possibly his idea for A Clergyman’s Daughter, which he began to write on returning to Southwold in the middle of January 1934. See reference to his next novel towards the end of his letter to Brenda Salkeld in December, 186.

3. Burmese Days is about 100,000 words.

186. To Brenda Salkeld

1. The Sporting Times, first published in 1865. It was printed on pink paper, and later issues were subtitled ‘Otherwise known as the Pink ’Un.’

2. A Clergyman’s Daughter.

187. To Leonard Moore

1. Illustrated in Thompson, 40. Orwell was admitted to the hospital with severe pneumonia about Christmas.

2. In fact, he spent a couple of days at Faversham House Hotel, Ealing Common, before returning to Southwold in mid-January.

3. A Clergyman’s Daughter was completed by 3 October 1934, that is, in nine, not six, months.

188. To Leonard Moore

1. Monday was 8 January.

2. following] next

189. To Leonard Moore

1. Orwell’s favourite aunt, Elaine (‘Nellie’) Limouzin, lived in Paris. Her husband, Eugène Adam, an ardent Esperantist, founded the Sennacieca Asocio Tutmonda (Workers’ Esperanto Association of the World) in 1928 (the year Orwell went to live in Paris). He would speak only Esperanto. Orwell’s aunt apparently suggested that her nephew translate it into English. Orwell did not translate Gille’s book. Eugène Adam left his wife; he committed suicide in Mexico in 1947. Nellie Limouzin died in 1950; see Shelden, 136–38; U.S.: 124–26.

190. To Leonard Moore

1. On first reading Burmese Days, Gollancz had rejected it for fear of libel. Moore then tried other publishers. It is not known how many, but certainly Heinemann and Cape rejected it.

2. Eugene Saxton, chief editor of Harper & Brothers, New York. He first asked for some alterations in Burmese Days for fear of libel.

3. Esquisse d’une philosophie de la dignité humaine by Paul Gille; see 189.

4. For Down and Out in Paris and London. There is a large question mark in the margin next to this paragraph, presumably a reminder by Moore to have this checked.

191. To Leonard Moore

1. Presumably Esquisse d’une philosophie de la dignité humaine by Paul Gille; see 189, 190. What the slip was is not known.

2. Hamish Hamilton (1900–1988) directed his own publishing house in London. See 198, 199.

192. To Leonard Moore

1. These words do not appear at the end of Burmese Days in any of its editions.

193. To Leonard Moore

1. Of Burmese Days.

2. Presumably to Frays College, where he had taught until Christmas.

3. Next to this paragraph is a note, made in Moore’s office: ‘Routledge dec[lined] Allen & Unwin considering.’ This ‘translation business’ came to nothing.

194. Review of Critique of Poetry by Michael Roberts

1. This might refer to the Cambridge Critics and Scrutiny. F. R. Leavis (1895–1978), the editor, wrote on ‘Milton’s Verse’ in Vol. 2, No. 2, 1933 and his revaluation of Wordsworth was published in Vol. 3, No. 3, 1934. His revaluations of Shelley and Keats were not published in Scrutiny until Vol. 4, Nos. 2 and 4, 1935–36, and his collection of essays, Revaluation, was published only in 1936. Orwell might have had in mind remarks on Wordsworth, Shelley, and Keats made by T. S. Eliot (1888–1965) in The Use of Poetry and the Use of Criticism (1933), and there are comments on Milton in his Homage to John Dryden (1924), particularly in ‘The Metaphysical Poets.’ Eliot’s first essay devoted specifically to Milton (‘A Note on the Verse of John Milton’) was not published until Essays & Studies, XXI, 1935. So it seems probable that Orwell was thinking of Leavis on Milton, and Eliot on Wordsworth, Shelley, and Keats. An echo of Orwell’s response to the kind of criticism found here is in one of his last reviews, that of Leavis’s The Great Tradition (1948); see 3543.

2. In The Mind of a Mnemonist: Little Book about a Vast Memory, translated from Russian by L. Solotaroff (1987), A. R. Luria shows that this does not appear to be always correct.

195. To Leonard Moore

1. The U.S. edition (the first) notes, ‘All characters in this book are fictitious.’ Possibly Gollancz’s anxieties about libel and defamation had communicated themselves to Orwell. The first English edition carries a much more detailed disavowal; see Textual Note to Burmese Days, CW, II. Note that Moore is addressed as ‘Dear Sir,’ not by name.

2. Below the signature is a note in shorthand (doubtful words in square brackets): ‘Dear [Thr . . . nd] [Retention] of the American book means that it would get reviewed when the English book comes out.’ The sign for ‘book’ is probably to be read as ‘edition.’

196. ‘On a Ruined Farm near the His Master’s Voice Gramophone Factory’

1 This version was checked against Orwell’s typescript; see variants in notes 3 and 4. The factory is illustrated in Thompson, 39. The poem was selected for The Best Poems of 1934, edited by Thomas Moult.

2. Typescript suggests that Orwell considered using ‘glistering’ here, probably to avoid repetition; see penultimate stanza. He would have had the chance to make the change in proof, but apparently did not wish to do so. His letter to Eleanor Jaques of 18 February 1933 (see 161) suggests that proofs were sent to contributors, but not long before publication.

3. Comma omitted after ‘There’ in typescript.

4. wingèd] wingéd in typescript

5. Buridan’s ass (rather than donkey) died of starvation because, standing midpoint between two kinds of food, it could not decide which was the more attractive and so stood stockstill. This problem is attributed to Jean Buridan, French scholastic philosopher of the fourteenth century.

197. Review of Further Extracts from the Note-Books of Samuel Butler, chosen and edited by A.T. Bartholomew

1. I Henry IV, 2.1: the scene at the inn yard at Rochester in the early morning. This not only is an apt comparison but also is indicative of Orwell’s concerns. There is perhaps no scene in all of Shakespeare that more sharply delineates the painful and troublous daily round of those at the bottom of the social scale.

2. As the self-proclaimed enfant terrible of literature, Samuel Butler (1835–1902) said that he and Henry Festing Jones had ‘agreed that Blake was no good because he learnt Italian at 60 in order to study Dante, and we know Dante was no good because he was so fond of Virgil, and Virgil was no good because Tennyson ran him, and as for Tennyson—well, Tennyson goes without saying’ (The Note-Books of Samuel Butler, selected, arranged and edited by Henry Festing Jones, 1912, 183). Sir Edmund Gosse (1849–1928), one of those instrumental in developing the academic study of English in the later nineteenth century and a prolific author, commented: Butler’s ‘literary judgments were saugrenu to the last extreme. What are we to think of a man who lays it down that’—and he quotes, slightly inaccurately, the passage given above? ‘There is no critical meaning in such outbursts; they would be almost imbecile in their aimless petulance if we did not understand that Virgil and Dante and Blake lay in the dark segment of Butler’s vision, and that he had not so much formed an adverse opinion of their merits as no opinion at all’ (‘Samuel Butler,’ an essay reprinted in Aspects and Impressions, 1922, 69). Orwell was fascinated by Butler’s Note-Books throughout his life. In ‘As I Please,’ 34, 21 July 1944 (see 2514) he wrote that he had read them when he was in Burma. He refers to an anecdote in Bartholomew’s edition in his War-time Diary; see 677.

198. To Leonard Moore

1. From the context of Orwell’s letter to Moore of 25 April (see 199), Hamish Hamilton represented Harper’s as well as his own publishing house. Precisely what the project was is not known.

2. Next to ‘April 20th’ is the annotation ‘4.30.’

3. Burmese Days.

4. A Clergyman’s Daughter.

199. To Leonard Moore

1. The contract was for the French translation of Down and Out in Paris and London, published as La Vache Enragée by Gallimard, in Paris, on 2 May 1935. The translation was by R. N. Raimbault and Gwen Gilbert. Orwell wrote an introduction for it, dated 15 October 1934; see 211. For characteristics of this edition, see 157 and CW, I, Textual Note.

2. Burmese Days.

200. To Leonard Moore

1. Burmese Days.

202. To Brenda Salkeld

1. Although Brenda Salkeld taught in Southwold, she went home for vacations; hence Orwell’s wishing she were in Southwold.

2. A Clergyman’s Daughter.

3. Unidentified.

4. Cecil Delisle Burns (1879–1942) was, at the time, Stevenson Lecturer in Citizenship, University of Glasgow. He worked in the Ministry of Reconstruction, 1917–19, and in the Ministry of Labour, 1919–21. Among his many books are The Growth of Modern Philosophy (1909); Political Ideals (3rd edition, 1919); Principles of Revolution (1920); Philosophy of Labour (1925); Modern Civilization on Trial (1931); Horizon of Experience (1933). Although associated with Glasgow University, he also had an address close to Mabel Fierz’s house in Hampstead Garden Suburb, London.

5. Gordon Comstock hears ‘beer-choked voices’ singing this verse in Keep the Aspidistra Flying (1936), CW, IV, 79–82.

6. Burmese Days.

204. To Brenda Salkeld

1. A Clergyman’s Daughter.

2. By Mark Twain (1872): it describes the author’s experiences with silver miners in Nevada a decade earlier. An unsigned review in Overland Monthly, June 1872, said its humour was such that it ‘should have a place in every sick-room, and be the invalid’s chosen companion.’

3 Dennis Collings and Eleanor Jaques married in 1934; he had been made assistant curator at the Raffles Museum in Singapore; see 109, n. 1 and 129, n. 1.

4. ‘On a Ruined Farm near the His Master’s Voice Gramophone Factory’; see 196.

5. Ruth Pitter (see 139, n. 1) had known Orwell since World War I, and he had stayed in her house from time to time in 1930. He later reviewed two of her books of poetry; see 139 and 589. In 1937 she won the Hawthornden Prize for Literature and in 1955 was awarded the Queen’s Medal for Poetry. Her Collected Poems appeared in 1991.

205. To Brenda Salkeld

1. A Clergyman’s Daughter.

206. To Leonard Moore

1. Annotated in Moore’s office: ‘“Burmese Days” by George Orwell (Harpers) Sep 9, 1934.’ The ninth was a Sunday; Burmese Days was not published until 25 October 1934.

2. Annotated in Moore’s office: ‘Yes.’

3. Annotated in Moore’s office: ‘Argus note date pubn.’ Argus was a press-cutting agency.

207. To Brenda Salkeld

1. Burmese Days (‘my novel’ early in the letter) was to be published in September 1934; see 206, n. 1. Orwell must, therefore, have written this in September, even though publication was not until 25 October. He hopes to finish ‘the other one’ (A Clergyman’s Daughter; note reference to Salkeld’s being a clergyman’s daughter) about the end of the month. The uncertainty suggests that he wrote well before the month’s end. On 3 October he tells Moore he is sending him the typescript of his new novel; see 209. The likely Tuesdays are 11 and 18 September. By the 18th, Salkeld would probably be back in Southwold for her new term. The letter has therefore been dated 11th September.

2. See letter to Brenda Salkeld, in late August, 204.

208. To Leonard Moore

1. Harold Rubinstein; see 219, n. 3.

209. To Leonard Moore

1. ‘On a Ruined Farm near the His Master’s Voice Gramophone Factory’ appeared in The Best Poems of 1934; see 196, n. 1.

210. To Leonard Moore

1. R. N. Raimbault translated the book with Gwen Gilbert; see 157.

2. André Malraux (1901–1976) was a novelist, who established himself with La Condition Humaine (1933), a tank commander in World War II, and a guerrilla leader during the German occupation of France. A leftist intellectual in the interwar years, he moved significantly to the right after 1945 and was Minister of Information and then of Culture in General de Gaulle’s government. He did not write a forward for the French edition of Down and Out in Paris and London, nor, despite having described his experiences in Spain in print (L’Espoir, 1937), for Homage to Catalonia. See also 3209, n. 1.

3. Orwell wrote the introduction at once; see 211.

4. Annotated in Moore’s office: ‘Called.’

211. Introduction to the French Edition of Down and Out in Paris and London

1. The manuscript of neither novel survives. Writing to Michael Meyer on 12 March 1949 (see 3570), Orwell said, ‘I simply destroyed my first novel after unsuccessfully submitting it to one publisher, for which I’m rather sorry now.’

2. A Clergyman’s Daughter.

3. Burmese Days, published by Harper & Brothers, 25 October 1934.

212. Booklovers’ Corner, 1 South End Road, Hampstead, London, NW3

1. Mrs. Westrope explained in a note with this excerpt from Elaine Limouzin’s letter (both of which and the note on Eugène Adam are reproduced from a copy supplied by Michael Meredith, The School Library, Eton College, and by the kind permission of the Provost and Fellows) that Orwell ‘could have continued to stay’ with his aunt and her husband in Paris ‘had he not wished to gain experience of the underworld, in preparation for the writing of Down and Out in Paris and London. When this book appeared, Elaine sent me a copy, asking me not to judge Eric by its contents as he was “not a bit like his book”. This I found to be true later. M.W.’ For the Westropes and Booklovers’ Corner, see Shelden, 212–16; U.S.: 193–97.

2. Burmese Days was not published in September, as Orwell had expected, but on 25 October 1934; see 206, n. 1.

3. A Clergyman’s Daughter.

4. Francis and Mabel Fierz; see 102, n. 1.

5. Orwells’ maternal grandfather, of French extraction, had been a teak merchant in Moulmein, Burma. His aunt Nellie had lived in Burma, too.

6. No such article by Orwell has been traced.

7. The letter was written from 14 ave. Corbera, Paris 12e.

8. Jon Kimche (1909–1994), born in Switzerland, came to know the Westropes through the ILP. He had lived with them for a month or two before, and stayed for a further two months after, Orwell’s arrival. In May 1937 he went to Spain to meet Orwell, arriving in the midst of the troubles in Barcelona. He later ran the Socialist Book Centre, was military correspondent for the Evening Standard, 1941–45, and wrote under the name ‘Liberator’ for The Observer, 1942–46. He was acting editor of Tribune, 1942–44; and then became Reuter’s special correspondent for Spain, Austria, Persia, and the Middle East, 1944–46, before rejoining Tribune, as editor from 1946 to January 1948. In an interview with Ian Angus, 5 September 1967, he recalled heated arguments in the Tribune office over Palestine, and Orwell’s belief that Zionists should be equated with Wardour Street film magnates. He also recalled that Orwell’s copy was ‘always perfect.’ He helped arrange Orwell’s journey to Switzerland in the winter of 1949–50. See Remembering Orwell, 54–56, 88–89, 94–95, 139–41, 215.

9. Letter to the editor, [24] August 1988.

213. To Leonard Moore

1. An advance copy: publication date was 25 October 1934.

2. La Nouvelle Revue Française, a journal and publishing house. It published the second volume of Proust’s A la recherche du temps perdu in 1919, after the relative failure of the first volume, published in 1913 at the author’s expense. During the German occupation, the journal became pro-Nazi, under the editorship of Pierre-Eugene Drieu la Rochelle; see 913, n. 8.

3. Presumably Booklovers’ Corner, 1 South End Road, Hampstead. South End Road and Pond Street join at the corner where the bookshop was situated; Orwell lived in the block that included the bookshop.

214. Review of Medieval Religion by Christopher Dawson

1. Hilaire Belloc (1870–1953) was an essayist, novelist, author of many histories, and much verse, mainly comic. He also wrote on military matters as a weekly commentator during both World Wars. He was a Liberal M.P., 1906–10, and an active propagandist for Roman Catholicism.

2. Monsignor Ronald Arbuthnott Knox (1888–1957), Roman Catholic priest, was an essayist, writer of many religious books, and translator of the Bible (the Vulgate text; completed 1955). A convert to Roman Catholicism, he was, for many people, unofficially, a spokesman for the Roman Catholic church. See also 843, n. 1.

215. To Leonard Moore

1. Moore received Orwell’s letter of 3 October on the 5th; he must have sent A Clergyman’s Daughter to Victor Gollancz immediately, and Gollancz must have read it quickly for on 9 November he wrote to Moore about his reservations. On 13 November Moore wrote to Gollancz to tell him that ‘in view of what you say I think you may like to know that when sending the manuscript to me the author pointed out that “in case the point should come up, the school described in chapter IV is totally imaginary, though of course I have drawn on my general knowledge of what goes on in schools of that type.”’ Moore must have sent Orwell details of this and other objections to the novel; this letter is Orwell’s response. For problems posed by the text of A Clergyman’s Daughter, see CW, III, Textual Note. See also Crick, 256–58.

2. Annotated in Moore’s office: ‘3.30 Geo Orwell,’ presumably for 19 November 1934; see 216.

3. The telephone number of Booklovers’ Corner.

216. To Leonard Moore

1. This line and ‘19’ of a line for the date are part of a printed letterhead, which also has the telephone number (Hampstead 2153), ‘Francis G. Westrope, Bookseller, &c.’ and a framed line drawing captioned ‘South End Green in 1833, now the Tram Terminus.’ This is not again noted.

2. In A Clergyman’s Daughter.

3. Lawrence & Wishart is still active. Ernest Edward Wishart (1902–1987) founded the publishing house of Wishart & Co shortly after completing a degree in history and law at Cambridge. He published Nancy Cunard’s Negro and books by Geoffrey Gorer, Roy Campbell, E. M. Forster, Aldous Huxley and Bertrand Russell; from 1925 to 1927 Wishart published The Calendar of Modern Letters, edited by Edgell Rickword. Wishart refused to join the Communist Party, but his sympathies were Marxist. In 1935 he merged with Martin Lawrence. They published much left-wing literature, including the complete works of Marx, Lenin, and Stalin. Wishart took less interest in publishing after the outbreak of the World War II; he managed a number of farms in Sussex.

4. Annotated in Moore’s office: ‘Some have crossed this letter.’

217. Review of The Ideals of East and West by Kenneth Saunders

1. Hereafter all Orwell’s contributions to The Adelphi are signed ‘George Orwell’ and are not so indicated.

219. To Victor Gollancz [Ltd?]

1. Orwell’s letter was probably intended for Gollancz rather than for Norman Collins, Deputy Chairman of Victor Gollancz Ltd, who later interviewed Orwell.

2. Gerald Gould (1885–1936) was the reader; his identity would almost certainly not be known to Orwell. He recommended publication, for though the novel presented ‘snags and difficulties,’ it was ‘an extraordinary book’ and ‘very original.’ See Crick, 256. Gould at this time was an influential reviewer for The Observer, and a poet, essayist, and former editor of the Daily Herald. In Orwell’s 1936 essay ‘In Defence of the Novel’ (see 333), Gould is typified as one ‘driven ever upwards on a topless ladder of adjectives’ when he praises the novels he reviews; and writing to Jack Common in 1938 (see 433), Orwell pictures himself ‘as a sort of Gerald Gould selling my intellectual virtue at constantly-decreasing prices.’

3. Harold Rubinstein (1891–1975) was a distinguished lawyer whose advice was sought by many publishers. He was a perspicacious literary critic, a playwright and author.

4. When Orwell signed his name ‘Eric A. Blair,’ he frequently put a full point before and after the ‘A,’ both raised above the line. This practice has not been reproduced.

221. To Leonard Moore

1. Annotated in margin in Moore’s office: ‘phoned 31 xii 34.’

2. Annotated in margin in Moore’s office: ‘phoned Harpers.’

222. To Leonard Moore

1. Presumably from Aunt Nellie Limouzin, in Paris.

2. For copies of Burmese Days at trade price.

3. It is important to note Orwell’s approval of the French translation of Down and Out in Paris and London in view of his later comments on other translations; for example, that of Burmese Days into French, which he described as ‘VERY BAD’ in his notes for his literary executor; see 3728.

223. To Victor Gollancz [Ltd?]

1. on] of

2. ‘74’ crossed out in ink and ‘75’ written in.

224. To Brenda Salkeld

1. Dated approximately from Orwell’s hope at its conclusion that his letter will be awaiting Salkeld’s arrival at Southwold and that she will not be unbearably depressed—presumably at the start of a new term. A week earlier or later is possible.

2. Salkeld was then collecting autographs, and Orwell was finding some for her.

3. Keep the Aspidistra Flying.

4. ‘St Andrew’s Day, 1935,’ printed in The Adelphi in November 1935; see 261. In Keep the Aspidistra Flying, it has two word changes and lacks a title. The title was presumably thought appropriate for a November issue of the magazine; St Andrew’s feast day is 30 November.

5. A Dictionary of Modern English Usage, by H. W. Fowler, was first published in April 1926 and is still not superseded.

6. In September 1946 Orwell proposed to the BBC that he dramatise this story; see 3059, 3074 and 3095.

226. To Leonard Moore

1. Dated 31.5.35 but stamped in Moore’s office 31 January 1935. It was then possible for a letter to be posted and delivered on the same day. Orwell may have incorrectly dated it. His 5 is probably no more than anticipation of the last figure of the year.

227. To Victor Gollancz [Ltd?]

1. Until the end of his life, Orwell regularly underlined small roman numerals twice and dotted ‘v’ (often twice) and ‘x’ (once), whether alone or in combination. See, for example, Facsimile of Nineteen Eighty-Four, 373, for double-dotted ‘v’ and 381, where each letter of ‘vi’ is dotted once. The dotting of ‘v’ and ‘x’ and the double underlining are not reproduced in this edition.

2. The square brackets are Orwell’s.

3. Orwell not infrequently drew attention to what he regarded as the poor quality of his handwriting. It was, almost invariably (as here) businesslike and legible, even when, at the end of his life, he was very ill and writing in bed. See, however, 259, n. 1.

228. To Victor Gollancz

1. For the first time, Orwell addresses Gollancz personally. He may also have intended earlier letters for Victor Gollancz where ‘Ltd’ has been shown within square brackets.

229. To Victor Gollancz

1. Since Burmese Days was not for sale in Britain, presumably Orwell had donated one to the local library.

231. To Victor Gollancz [Ltd?]

1. Annotated in Gollancz office: ‘[? Known Not Known G.P.O or in Who’s Who]’ and initialled. The first word is unclear; it could be ‘House.’

2. At the top left of the postcard ‘Ringwood & Peg’s Paper’ has been written in the corner. Ringwood House was the school owned by Mrs. Creevey in A Clergyman’s Daughter. For Peg’s Paper, see 232.

233. To Victor Gollancz

1. Last paragraph annotated, ‘Notify all departments.’ Orwell had moved to 77 Parliament Hill (which runs at right angles to South End Road, where Booklovers’ Corner is No.1) in Mrs. Rosalind Obermeyer’s flat, until the end of July or early August 1935; see 250. Mrs. Obermeyer, in March 1935, introduced him to Eileen O’Shaugnessy, his wife-to-be; see 253, n. 1. She and Eileen were reading for master’s degrees in psychology at University College London. The house is in Thompson, 46. Also see Crick, 262; Stansky and Abrahams, II, 88ff; Shelden, 223; U.S.: 202–3.

235. To Brenda Salkeld

1. By ‘more than a few weeks’ Orwell was not referring to a few weeks more, but to the total time he had been able to spend in the Westropes’ flat.

2. The phrasing is Orwell’s.

3. Mrs. Myfanwy Westrope.

4. Richard Rees; see 95.

5. Keep the Aspidistra Flying.

238. To Leonard Moore

1. It was published on 24 June 1935.

2. Rayner Heppenstall (1911–1981), novelist, critic, and crime historian, shared a flat with Orwell later in 1935, though the arrangement was not wholly successful; see 250, n. 2. Despite coming to blows, they remained lifelong friends and worked together on radio programmes. Heppenstall was a feature writer and producer for the BBC, 1945–65, and a drama producer, 1965–67. He produced Orwell’s adaptation of Animal Farm for radio in 1947; an adaptation of it by Peter Duval Smith in 1952; his own revision of Orwell’s version in 1957. He also commissioned and produced Orwell’s ‘The Voyage of the Beagle’ in 1946. His Four Absentees (1960) has reminiscences of Orwell; the relevant portions are reprinted in Orwell Remembered, 106–15. A touch of his character can be gathered from his exasperation at the sentimental outpourings about Joan of Arc; as recalled by John Weightman, he ‘once wrote an article entitled, if I remember rightly, “That Awful Girl”, in which he presented Joan as a European disaster, because she invented French nationalism at a time when France and England, in spite of their differences, still had a chance of developing into a single community’ (‘Myth for all Seasons,’ The Observer, 30 August 1981). For Orwell’s description of Heppenstall, see 242; see also Shelden, 225; U.S.: 204–05.

239. To Victor Gollancz [Ltd]

1. The letter may have been intended for Gollancz, but more probably for Norman Collins; see 236. There is one page missing: the note on the changes in the names of U Po Kyin (altered to U Po Sing) and Dr Veraswami (which became Dr Murkhaswami). It was doubtless sent as copy for setting with the rest of the book. Such a note appears in the Gollancz edition. For this, and the effects of the changes listed, see Textual Note to Burmese Days, CW, II. See also letter of 15 November 1946 to Dr W. M. C. Harrowes, 3117.

241. To Christy & Moore Ltd

1. Addressed to ‘Christieº & Moore Ltd. Literary Agents,’ at 222 Strand, London, not personally to Leonard Moore.

242. To Brenda Salkeld

1. One of a series of all-black shows originally produced by Lew Leslie in New York and advertised as the ‘World’s Funniest and Fastest Revue—Glorifying the American Negro’ (as Ziegfeld’s follies claimed to glorify ‘the American Girl’). Amongst its principals were Adelaide Hall and Bill (‘Bojangles’) Robinson. British impresario Charles Cochran brought the show to the London Pavilion in 1926.

2. Orwell was later to require a capital N for this word. See ‘As I Please,’ 2, 10 December 1943, 2391, and Textual Note to CW, II, Burmese Days.

3. George Robey (1869–1954), an outstanding music-hall and revue artiste, played Falstaffin I Henry IV, 28 February 1935, at Her Majesty’s Theatre, London. Although not uniformly praised, several critics, including James Agate and Herbert Farjeon, liked his interpretation. He later played Falstaff in Laurence Olivier’s film of Henry V (1944), in an interpolated scene.

4. Henry Festing Jones, editor of The Note-Books of Samuel Butler (1912) was visiting Butler’s friend Charles Gogin, who lived opposite St Pancras Church, when the bells struck up: ‘The tonic bell on which the tune concluded was the most stuffy and out of tune. Gogin said it was like the smell of a bug’ (246). Orwell reviewed Further Extracts from the Note-Books of Samuel Butler, chosen and edited by A. T. Bartholomew, in 1934; see 197.

243. To Leonard Moore

1. See also 255 and 262.

2. Presumably a claim form for a refund of tax paid on royalties. Orwell’s total income in the United States would be insufficient to be taxed.

3. Keep the Aspidistra Flying.

244. To Leonard Moore

1. The Daily Mail was politically to the right; the Daily Herald, to the left. Although the political views of these national newspapers would not necessarily be reflected in book reviews, the combination of good reviews in two papers of different political persuasions may have been particularly pleasing to Orwell.

245. To Brenda Salkeld

1. St Felix School for Girls, Southwold, where Salkeld was the gym mistress.

2. The Silver Jubilee of King George V.

3. The Bank Holiday on Monday, 6 May, was given to mark the Jubilee.

4. Orwell must mean Monday.

5. Presumably a portion of Keep the Aspidistra Flying. In his letter to Moore of 14 May 1935 (246), Orwell says he intended to write what became a novel as a book of essays; the ‘piece’ referred to was perhaps one of these essays in process of transformation into a different genre.

6. See 179, n. 2.

246. To Leonard Moore

1. On 9 May, Moore wrote to Orwell to say that the type of Down and Out in Paris and London was being distributed, since there was to be no reprint. Victor Gollancz had also told Moore that, though rights to the book would now revert to Orwell, ‘this must not be interpreted, of course, to mean any weakening in all my interests in Blair for, in my opinion, he is likely to be in years to come one of the half dozen most important authors on our lists.’ Moore hoped this would encourage Orwell ‘to get on with’ his next book.

2. On 16 October, Orwell spoke to the South Woodford Literary Society, before an audience of four or five hundred people; see 258.

3. Keep the Aspidistra Flying.

4. There were two printings, 2,000 copies and an unknown number; see 213A. In February 1935,976 copies were remaindered. If the second printing was also 2,000 copies, then 3,024 copies would have been sold. It seems unlikely to have been fewer than 1,500, if there was need for a second printing so soon after the first. See Stansky and Abrahams, II, 56–57, which ignores the second printing and assumes that only 1,024 copies were sold or distributed for review.

247. To Leonard Moore

1. Panaït Istrati died on 16 April 1935; La Vache Enragée was published on 2 May 1935; see 157.

2. See letter to Moore, 9 October 1934 (210), for the proposal that Malraux write a ‘preface’ for Burmese Days.

248. Review of The Victorians and their Books by Amy Cruse

1. It was Gerald Gould, poet and reviewer for The Observer, who, in his capacity as chief reader for Victor Gollancz, had (unknown to Orwell) recommended the publication of A Clergyman’s Daughter, see 219, n. 2.

2. Orwell adapts a contemporary slogan for Shell petrol: ‘That’s Shell – that was!’

249. Review of Twenty Thousand Streets under the Sky by Patrick Hamilton; The Proceedings of the Society by Katharine M. Williams; I Lie Alone by R. G. Goodyear

1. ‘But was there ever dog that praised his fleas?’ from ‘To a Poet, who would have me praise certain bad Poets, Imitators of his and mine.’

250. To Christy & Moore

1. Addressee identified from the rubber stamp used to date receipt of this letter.

2. Orwell had moved from Parliament Hill to a working-class suburb about a mile and a half from Booklovers’ Corner. The flat (see Thompson, 47) was rented in Orwell’s name but shared with Michael Sayers (1912–), who contributed short stories and reviews to The Adelphi, and Rayner Heppenstall, see 238. The relationship was not wholly satisfactory, Orwell and Heppenstall even coming to blows; see Heppenstall’s Four Absentees, 83–86; also Orwell Remembered, 106–15. However, they remained friends and later worked together on BBC broadcasts. Sayers was described by Orwell in a letter of 21 April 1949 (see 3603) to Ruth Fischer (author of Stalin and German Communism) as a ‘a very out-at-elbow young Irish poet’ in 1935. In 1938 he went to America, to work as English play editor for Norman Bel Geddes; see Four Absentees, 94. He returned in 1945, having ‘changed in the most astonishing way, turning into a fat prosperous business-man. . . . He was very pro-USSR.’ Orwell lived at Lawford Road until the end of January 1936, when he stopped working at Booklovers’ Corner. See 257, n. 4.

251. To Leonard Moore

1. News Chronicle was politically aligned to the Liberal Party’s viewpoint. In his column ‘As I Please,’ 30, 23 June 1944, Orwell described its politics as ‘a very pale pink—about the colour of shrimp paste, I should say, but still pink’; see 2492. It ceased publication on 17 October 1960, when it was merged with the right-wing Daily Mail.

253. To Rayner Heppenstall

1. Eileen O’Shaughnessy (1905–1945) was to marry Orwell on 9 June 1936. They had met in 1925, according to Lettice Cooper (PEN Broadsheet, No. 17, Autumn 1984), at a party, when she was, she once said, ‘Rather drunk, behaving my worst, very rowdy.’ Before George left the house he said to a friend, ‘The girl I want to marry is Eileen O’Shaughnessy.’ Since Orwell was in Burma in 1925, this must refer to the party Mrs. Rosalind Obermeyer gave at 77 Parliament Hill in March 1935. Mrs. Obermeyer, who introduced them (see 233, n. 1), records that Orwell said to her, ‘Now that is the kind of girl I would like to marry!’ (Crick, 267). Lettice Cooper worked with Eileen Blair at the Ministry of Food during the war. Eileen, she recalls, was ‘of medium height, a little high-shouldered, she was very pretty, and had what George called a cat’s face, blue eyes and near black hair. She moved slowly, she always looked as if she was drifting into a room with no particular purpose there. She had small, very shapely hands and feet. I never saw her in a hurry, but her work was always finished up to time. . . . Eileen’s mind was a mill that ground all the time slowly but independently. Diffident and unassuming in manner she had a quiet integrity that I never saw shaken’ (PEN Broadsheet). She was born in South Shields (her father was a Collector of Customs), graduated from Oxford in 1927, and then, among other jobs, she worked as a teacher at a school in Taplow, acted as a reader for Dame Elizabeth Cadbury, worked for the Archbishop’s Advisory Board for Prevention and Rescue Work, ran a secretarial and typing agency, tried free-lance journalism, and helped her brother, Laurence, a surgeon and chest specialist, to prepare his work for publication. At the time she met Orwell she was reading for a master’s degree in psychology at University College London; see 257, and 257, n. 5. See also Stansky and Abrahams, II 104–08; Crick, 267–70; Shelden, 227–31; U.S.: 207–10. Lydia Jackson’s reminiscences are in Orwell Remembered, 66–68.

2. Michael Sayers; see 250, n. 2.

3. Unidentified.

4. Francis and Mabel Fierz, at whose home in Golders Green Orwell often found refuge when he first came to London; see 102, n. 1.

5. Brenda Eason Verstone (1911–) studied art at the Chelsea School of Art and then worked as a journalist for trade publications concerned with paper and packaging.

6. Maurice Oughton was a leading aircraftman in the Royal Air Force in 1942, when he published a slim volume of poems, Out of the Oblivion, which includes his picture.

7. T. E. Lawrence (’Lawrence of Arabia’), who had died as a result of a motor-cycle accident on 19 May 1935.

8. Heppenstall was staying with John Middleton Murry in Norfolk.

254. Review of Captain Conan by Roger Vercel; Private Life of a Successful Man by W. F. Casey; Song o’ Sixpence by T. Thompson; Criss-Cross by Don Tracy; Keep it Quiet by Richard Hull

1. About the time he wrote this review, Orwell was also writing Keep the Aspidistra Flying, in which he described the novels of Ethel M. Dell and Warwick Deeping as ‘garbage.’ This description was cut by the publisher. It is restored in this edition; see CW, IV, Textual Note for 7/34.

255. To Leonard Moore

1. Orwell was evidently receiving royalty payments half-yearly (a common practice). He acknowledged receiving £51.2.9 on 27 March 1935 (see 243) and on 8 November 1935 asked Moore if any royalties were due; see 262.

2. The News Chronicle was then publishing a five-part serial every week from Monday to Friday, each by a different author. At least some stories were announced as specially written for the series. Orwell’s synopsis and instalment were apparently rejected; see 262.

3. Keep the Aspidistra Flying.

256. Review of The Life and Times of Henry Crabb Robinson by Edith J. Morley

1. The footnote elucidates ‘a cargo “of caravanzes, a kind of bean” ’in the text and reads: ‘Crabb Robinson’s spelling and explanation. O.E.D. gives calavance, obs., with several variants, not including his. The original English forms were garvance, caravance, and the derivation is uncertain. It is a name for certain varieties of pulse, and may ultimately be connected with Gk. [image: Image], meaning chick-pea, though this is very doubtful.’

257. To Rayner Heppenstall

1 ‘after years / Of anguish’d moanings and laments’ . . . From François Villon (1431–1463), Le Testament, stanza 12, lines 1–2; translated by Norman Cameron.

2. Booklovers’ Corner.

3. Keep the Aspidistra Flying.

4. Michael Sayers, who had been sharing the flat at 50 Lawford Road with Orwell and Heppenstall. For Heppenstall’s account of life there, see ‘The Shooting Stick,’ Twentieth Century, April 1955, 367–73, e.g.: ‘Now, I am afraid that Paul [Michael Sayers] and I tended to exploit Orwell. I think Paul always sooner or later paid his rent. I paid mine when I could, but I did not do my share of the washing-up, and Orwell always got breakfast. He was the cook anyway, and I did go out for the beer. We both liked Orwell, but he was ten years older than us, so that we came near to viewing him as an eccentric old boy. We also found his preoccupations insufficiently highbrow . . .’ (368).

5. Eileen O’Shaughnessy completed her course work in June 1936 but did not finish the thesis necessary for the award of a master’s degree. Her thesis was concerned with measuring the imagination of schoolchildren and had been undertaken on the advice of Professor Cyril Burt; see Crick, 268.

6. Geoffrey Gorer (1905–1985) was a social anthropologist and author of many books, including Africa Dances (1935), The American People: A Study in National Character (revised, New York, 1964), and Death, Grief and Mourning in Contemporary Britain (1965). On 16 July 1935, he had written to Orwell, about Burmese Days: ‘It is difficult to praise without being impertinent; it seems to me you have done a necessary and important piece of work as well as it could be done.’ They met and remained lifelong friends.

259. To Rayner Heppenstall

1. In the light of Orwell’s strictures about Heppenstall’s handwriting (see 253), this hasty note is written in a manner that might almost seem to be repaying Heppenstall in kind. The word transcribed here as ‘pouch’ (tobacco-pouch?) is uncertain.

260. To Leonard Moore

1. Commissioning editor for the News Chronicle.

261. ‘St Andrew’s Day, 1935’

1. In a letter to Brenda Salkeld in January (see 224), Orwell said he had written a poem that was to be part of his new novel, Keep the Aspidistra Flying. It was first printed in The Adelphi under a title not used in the novel. The choice of title may have been an afterthought (possibly not Orwell’s) and suggested by the issue in which the poem appeared. Differences between the poem in The Adelphi (and here) and at the end of Section VII of Keep the Aspidistra Flying are (Adelphi first):

line   8: Eastern] eastern   25: marks] spies

15: schoolbills,] school-bills   25: care] care,

22: owns us,] rules us   27: clothes] clothes,

2. Drage’s was a chain of furniture stores.

262. To Leonard Moore

1. The surviving correspondence for 1935 shows that from his writing Orwell received £51.2s 9d in March and £9.2s.9d in September. This letter was annotated, in Moore’s office, that 2s. 11d was ‘unearned’ for Down and Out in Paris and London; in other words, royalties had been advanced over sales to the extent of slightly less than 15p. in contemporary coinage. For A Clergyman’s Daughter, the amount ‘unearned’ was £5.13.3. It is likely that these payments represent earnings from these two books and Burmese Days for this period, against which must be set at least $13 for copies of Burmese Days he had purchased; see 221 and 222. The total of £60.5s.6d would be in addition to his modest pay as a part-time bookshop assistant and the small sums he might have received for reviewing and his lecture of 16 October. To put this sum in perspective, comparison might be made with the weekly wage of the Barnsley miner, ‘Mr G,’ which averaged £2.10s (see Wigan Pier Diary, 294, 13.3.36) or the annual salary of the South Yorkshire Branch miners’ secretary, Mr. H. Wilde, of £260 (see 294, 15.3.36). For £30 plus received in April 1936, see his letter to Moore of 18 April 1936, 302.

2. Without the contributions of Sayers and Heppenstall, Orwell was now finding the rent an increased burden.

263. Review of Tropic of Cancer by Henry Miller; The Wolf at the Door by Robert Francis

1. The Alderman Library, University of Virginia, has a typescript of the portion of this review that deals with Tropic of Cancer among its Henry Miller papers. This is not Orwell’s typescript but a copy of the printed review.

264. To Leonard Moore

1. The 17th was a Friday, so Keep the Aspidistra Flying was delivered to Gollancz on Wednesday, 15 January.

265. ‘Rudyard Kipling’

1. The death of Rudyard Kipling (born 1865) on 18 January 1936 was the occasion for this essay. For Orwell’s longer essay on Kipling, published in Horizon, February 1942, see 948.

268. To Victor Gollancz Ltd

1. This letter is written as from Booklovers’ Corner. Between this date and the end of January, Orwell gave up his flat at 50 Lawford Road, Kentish Town, because he was about to journey north, to Wigan, on 31 January.

2. See Textual Note to CW, IV. for details of changes made.

3. Meaning ‘attached’ to this letter.

4. On page 6 of the typescript sent to Orwell for reference, these three words are marked for deletion; the deletion sign is probably not Orwell’s. A further attempt was made to obtain his approval for this deletion on 11 March 1936; see 292.

5. But see 269, n.2.

269. To Dorothy Horsman

1. Dorothy Horsman had been Victor Gollancz’s secretary at Ernest Benn Ltd. When Gollancz founded his own company in October 1927, Horsman joined him as production manager. ‘She was a tower of strength, working early and late and dealing calmly and with immense efficiency, until her retirement in 1961, with every detail of the production, as she did with the thunderstorms that frequently broke over her head.’ She became a director, and when Gollancz was ill in the summer of 1943, was appointed joint assistant managing director. (See Sheila Hodges, Gollancz, 17, 21, and 155.)

2. The doggerel ballad Orwell wrote for the advertisement showing ‘a horribly eupeptic family, with grinning ham-pink faces’ (CW, IV, 257) was a genre popular in the advertising of the time. The description of the family and the ballad were allowed to stand.

272. The Road to Wigan Pier Diary

1. room] bed; handwritten emendation

2. Frank Meade was an official of the Amalgamated Society of Woodworkers. He ran the Manchester office of The Adelphi and was business manager of Labour’s Northern Voice, organ of the Independent Socialist Party.

3. National Unemployed Workers’ Movement.

273. To Christy & Moore

1. This was the home of Mr. and Mrs. Hornby (illustrated in Lewis, 51). According to Crick their real names were John and Lily Anderton (281).

274. The Road to Wigan Pier Diary

1. Eye astigmatism?

fn1 15–? [Orwell’s handwritten footnote]

2. with] handwritten insertion

fn2 The H.s are well-off by local standards [Orwell’s handwritten footnote].

3. Walter Hannington (1895–) was a leader of the NUWM and author of Unemployed Struggles 1919–1936 and The Problem of the Distressed Areas, which was published by the Left Book Club in November 1937. Like The Road to Wigan Pier, it had a centre section of thirty-two plates. Reg Reynolds, one of Orwell’s pacifist friends (see 1060, n. 1), writing of his sympathy with the Hunger Marchers, observed that when they arrived at Hyde Park Corner, London, they ‘did not look at all hungry—least of all that stout Communist, Wal Hannington, who led them’ (My Life and Crimes, 1956, 106).

4. £1.6s equals 312 old pence; 130 new pence.

275. To Leonard Moore

1. It was published by Harper & Brothers in New York on 17 August 1936.

277. To Cyril Connolly

1. Cyril Connolly was a friend of Orwell’s since their time at St Cyprian’s and Eton; see 1, n. 1.

2. The Rock Pool. Reviewed by Orwell in the New English Weekly, 23 July 1936; see 321.

3. Obelisk Press was a publishing house run from Paris between the two World Wars by Jack Kahane (see 600, n. 51). He published books in English for the continental market, many of which, considered too risky for English publishers to handle, became minor classics. See also 565, 12.8.39, n. 2.

4. Keep the Aspidistra Flying.

5. Alan Francis Clutton-Brock (c. 1903–1976) was a contemporary of Orwell’s at Eton, art critic of The Times, and from 1955 to 1958 Slade Professor of Fine Art at Cambridge. His wife had been killed in a car accident.

6. In fact, Orwell left 72 Warrington Lane the next day, when Mrs. Hornby was taken ill and went into hospital. Lodgings were found for Orwell over the infamous tripe shop described in The Road to Wigan Pier (chapter 1). This is usually taken to be at 22 Darlington Street, Wigan; see Crick, 282, which gives supporting evidence. However, Sydney Smith (b. 1909) argues that it was 35 Sovereign Street; lodgers lived in 33, next door. See Orwell Remembered, 136–39, for Smith’s memories and the headnote, in which Crick mentions the different address. In the absence of more positive evidence, he considers 22 Darlington Street to be the setting for the opening of The Road to Wigan Pier. Orwell addressed his letters from 22 Darlington Street.

278. The Road to Wigan Pier Diary

1. ‘Which see.’ For Orwell’s notes on the caravan dwellers, see 346, Wigan, Housing.

2 For a slightly different version of this ‘epiphany,’ see The Road to Wigan Pier, CW, V, 14–15, where Orwell describes himself as seeing the woman from a train bearing him away from the ‘monstrous scenery of slag-heaps.’

3. ‘Rd.’ typed in error for Street.

4. lodgers] lodgings; handwritten emendation

5. John Bull was a popular weekly founded in 1906 and initially edited by Horatio Bottomley (1860–1933), who, describing himself during World War I as ‘The Soldier’s Friend,’ campaigned for Ramsay MacDonald (later prime minister) to be imprisoned; but it was Bottomley who was imprisoned, for fraud. His journal specialised in sensationalism and competitions for relatively large prizes. Publication ceased in 1960.

281. To Gollancz [Ltd?]

1. There is no record of the telegram to Moore regarding changes demanded for Keep the Aspidistra Flying.

282. The Road to Wigan Pier Diary

1 Ernst Thaelmann (1886–1944), a transport worker, was Chairman of the German Communist Party from 1925. A member of the Reichstag, 1924–33, he ran for the presidency in 1932 against Hindenburg and polled five million votes. He was arrested in 1933, but his trial was postponed several times. In October 1936 Berlin announced he would be detained for life without a trial. Officially reported killed in an air raid, he was shot by the Nazis in August 1944 at Buchenwald. Germans fighting for the Republic in Spain formed themselves into a Thaelmann Centuria (later Brigade).

2. boarding] loading; typewritten emendation

283. To Victor Gollancz

1. Letter of 17 February 1936; see 279. Orwell annotated the letter as follows. In the margin beside a request that ‘Roland Butta’ and ‘those two revolting advertisements for Dandruff and pyorrhoea’ be changed to something entirely imaginary, he wrote, ‘altered,’ as he did next to the requests that the advertisement about ‘bad legs’ be changed and the reference to Drage’s furniture store on 148 be altered to something like ‘Hire Purchase’ (though Drage’s elsewhere was allowed to stand). He also marked ‘altered’ against a request that the ‘lousy picture-house in the Westminster Bridge Road’ be changed from ‘in’ to ‘near’ and that the advertisements on 302 and 303 be fictitious. These alterations are in the Textual Note to Keep the Aspidistra Flying, CW, IV, 4/9, 5/13, 5/15, 55/8, 126/21, 249/23, and 263/1–7. In three places he resisted. By the paragraph about Mr. McKechnie, he wrote, ‘Not altered. Have explained this earlier’; by ‘frequent use of the word “sod”’ (which, though he admitted it sounded utterly grotesque, Collins feared ‘will chop off a sale of several hundreds’), he wrote ‘not altered.’ The third item not changed is revealing. Collins in a postscript—not, perhaps, an afterthought, but because he did not wish a woman to type out his anxieties—wrote. ‘I wd. propose also to omit “Come here. Not a bad mouth. Come here” on 228 [197/6–7] for reasons wh. it wd. be easier to explain in conversation than in writing!’ which he initialled. Orwell annotated this, ‘Not altered. Cannot see any dirty meaning here.’ This last passage and ‘sod,’ specifically at 5/4 (mentioned by Collins), were allowed to stand, and Gollancz risked Westrope’s feeling ridiculed in McKechnie and suing. Westrope did not sue. Did Orwell perhaps not see the point Collins was making about 197/6–7?

2. This was cut out. See Textual Note, CW, IV. 262/6–15 or 16–26.

284. To Leonard Moore

1. See 267.

2. Keep the Aspidistra Flying was not published in the United States until after Orwell’s death. Harcourt, Brace and Company issued it in 1956, and the text as revised for Gollancz was followed.

285. The Road to Wigan Pier Diary

1. Joe (‘Jerry’) Kennan (dates unknown) was an unemployed collier at this time and an activist in the Independent Labour Party. He maintained that the lodgings at 72 Warrington Lane were spotlessly clean, despite Orwell’s strictures and ‘that Orwell left it for the tripe shop in order to find something worse’ (headnote to ‘With the Wigan Miners,’ Joe Kennan’s memories in Orwell Remembered, 130). Whether spotless or not, Orwell’s hurried departure tallies with Mrs. Hornby’s illness as reported by Orwell; see 277, n.6. Kennan, perhaps understandably, resented not being sent an autographed copy of The Road to Wigan Pier (133).

fn1 Jerry Kennan said 20 or 30. I don’t know which of us would be best judge [Orwell’s handwritten footnote].

2. Orwell presumably had in mind pneumatic drills.

3. to] the; handwritten emendation

4. be] the; handwritten emendation

286. To [Christy & Moore]

1. No addressee, but the letter is impressed with the receipt stamp used in Leonard Moore’s office.

2. The 29th was actually a Saturday; perhaps the Leap Year confused Orwell.

3. The home of Marjorie, Orwell’s elder sister, and her husband, Humphrey Dakin. Dakin (1896–1970), who married Marjorie in July 1920, was a civil servant who worked for the National Savings Committee. Orwell visited them from time to time ‘to get some writing done and to be looked after by his sister. Humphrey seemed to resent this and there was tension between the two men. Humphrey plainly viewed him as a work-shy drop-out, though Marjorie continued to help her brother’ (headnote to ‘The Brother-in-Law Strikes Back,’ Orwell Remembered, 127–30). On his journey north, Orwell stayed with the Dakins 5–11 and 26–30 March 1936.

287. The Road to Wigan Pier Diary

1. May and John Deiner (dates unknown) ran the Liverpool branch of The Adelphi circle. John was a telephone engineer. Orwell was introduced to them by either Middleton Murry or Richard Rees. He arrived very ill, and the Deiners took care of him. He talked of making the return journey to London by sea from Liverpool, so he might experience conditions at sea. Owing to his illness, he saw less of Liverpool than he had hoped. There is a charming memoir of Orwell by May Deiner in Orwell Remembered, 134–36.

2. George Garrett was an unemployed seaman with whom Orwell got on very well. He wrote for The Adelphi, and short stories under the pseudonym ‘Matt Lowe,’ from matelot, the term naval ratings use to this day to describe themselves. He had spent much of the 1920s in America and was a member of the Industrial Workers of the World, a revolutionary industrial union nicknamed the Wobblies. Later he made use of his ability to imitate an American accent convincingly by playing small parts requiring that skill in plays presented at the Merseyside Unity Theatre, including the role of Agate Keller in Clifford Odets’s Waiting for Lefty. In his last Literary Notebook, Orwell quoted from an essay by Garrett on Conrad’s The Nigger of the Narcissus that had appeared in The Adelphi in June 1936; see 3725.

3. The Deiners insisted that Orwell stayed in bed for three days (Crick, 285). Orwell Remembered, 134, headnote, states that he was with the Deiners for four or five days.

4. Battling Siki, Senegalese boxer who unexpectedly knocked out the great French champion Georges Carpentier, early in 1922, to take the light heavyweight championship of the world. He lost the title shortly afterward to the Irishman Mike McTigue. His attempt to make his name as a boxer in the United States was unsuccessful, and one morning he was found shot dead in a back street of New York. The Siki-Carpentier fight was filmed and shown widely round Europe in 1922. Orwell could easily have seen this film in the months before he left for Burma.

5. as a] typescript has as as

6. Corporation houses] slum Corporation houses; first word typed and crossed out—perhaps an instance of self-correction while typing

fn1 presumably 3—living room & 2 bedrooms [Orwell’s handwritten footnote].

7. this] which; typewritten emendation

8. G. K. Chesterton, in whose journal, G. K.’s Weekly, Orwell’s first professional writing in English appeared (‘A Farthing Newspaper,’ 29 December 1928; see 80). The ‘Beachcomber’ column in the Daily Express was started in 1924 by J. B. Morton (1893–1979), also a Roman Catholic. Orwell makes frequent pejorative references to the ‘Beachcomber’ column. See ‘As I Please,’ 30, 23 June 1944, 2492, for a more considered comparison of Chesterton and Morton.

fn2 It is said by everyone in Wigan that clogs are going out. Yet in the poorer quarters I person in 2 seems to me to wear clogs, & there are (I think) 10 shops which sell nothing else [Orwell’s footnote].

288. To Richard Rees

1. in partibus infidelium] in regions of unbelievers; see ‘these barbarous regions,’ 295.

2. William (or James?) Brown, an unemployed man who contributed Marxist articles to The Adelphi; see 289.

3. Keep the Aspidistra Flying.

289. The Road to Wigan Pier Diary

1. All editions of The Road to Wigan Pier have ‘rooks treading’ except CW, V; see 16, line 16. The second proof had ‘rooks courting,’ but even that was regarded as too explicit. According to Eileen Blair’s letter of 17 January 1937, Orwell had originally written ‘copulating,’ as here in his diary.

2 ‘2 cellars as well’ is a handwritten addition. Space was left for this addition, so possibly the original could not be read and this was inserted later.

3. Public Assistance Committee of the local authority.

4. In Nineteen Eighty-Four, O’Brien explains that those who have read Goldstein’s Testament ‘will be full members of the Brotherhood,’ which opposes the State (CW, IX, 182).

5. hardly] fair hardly; first word typed and crossed out

290. Review of Esther Waters by George Moore; Our Mr. Wrenn by Sinclair Lewis; Dr. Serocold by Helen Ashton; The Owls’ House by Crosbie Garstin; Hangman’s House by Donn Byrne; Odd Craft by W. W. Jacobs; Naval Occasions by Bartimeus; My Man Jeeves by P. G. Wodehouse; Autobiography, 2 vols., by Margot Asquith

1. John Lane’s Penguin Books were launched on 30 July 1935 with ten books. Orwell reviewed the third batch of ten, published 5 March 1936. J. E. Morpurgo comments on this review in Allen Lane: King Penguin, a Biography (1979): ‘George Orwell . . . held views which might have led him to welcome a series which was intended to offer the joys of book-collecting to the masses; at very least, he should have noticed the decent austerity of Penguin design, so very different from the “beastly Rackhamesque” book jackets which he detested for their “elvish children tripping Wendily through a bluebell glade”. Instead he floundered, first considering the list book by book and then, if for some eccentric reasons, calling upon the gods to damn the whole project. . . . For all his aggressive waspishness Orwell’s literary opinion of the list was generally sound’ (100–01). In the light of this assessment, it is ironic that the first paragraph of Orwell’s review was reprinted in The Bookseller. 26 July 1975, under the title ‘Penguin celebrate with Orwell,’ to mark forty years of Penguin Books. The reference to Rackhamesque book jackets is to Keep the Aspidistra Flying, CW, IV, 3.

291. The Road to Wigan Pier Diary

1. Home of Orwell’s elder sister. Marjorie, and her husband, Humphrey Dakin; see 286, n. 3.

fn1 He died very suddenly & his wife has now no resources except the old age pension & an insurance policy [Orwell’s handwritten footnote].

2. house] house, in which; last two words typed and crossed out

3. on] handwritten over to

4. alive] alive if you; last two words typed and crossed out

5. ‘attached’ is this from News of the World. 1 March 1936 (also in The New Statesman and Nation): LIVING ON 4S A WEEK: MAN’S DESCRIPTION OF HOW HE DOES IT. Following the disclosures in the News of the World of parents who have to bring up big families on tiny incomes, a correspondent draws our attention to the case of a man who spends less than 4s a week on food.

His week’s supply and its cost is as follows:—


	 	s.	d.

	3 Wholemeal loaves	1	0

	½ lb. Margarine	 	2½

	½ lb. Dripping	 	3

	1 lb. Cheese	 	7

	1 lb. Onions	 	1½

	1 lb. Carrots	 	1½

	1 lb. Broken biscuits	 	4

	2 lb. Dates	 	6

	1 Tin evaporated milk	 	5

	10 Oranges	 	5

	 	        	           

	Total cost	3	11½



The man, Mr W. Leach, of Lilford Road, London, S.E., adds that he would prefer to boil the carrots to eating them raw “but, of course, to boil the water would cost too much.” [In contemporary coinage, 3s 11½ is 20p; these items cost about £8.80 in November 1993.]

6. summer schools] handwritten interlinear insertion

7. See Statistical Information Provided by Medical Officer of Health, Sheffield, 351.

8. would be] would be asked foº; last two words typed and crossed out

9. hang] hand; d overwritten by g

292. To Victor Gollancz Ltd

1 Libel lawyer acting for Victor Gollancz Ltd; see 219, n. 3.

2. For Orwell’s initial response to the objection to these words, see 268.

3. The objection to Orwell’s describing the taste of Player’s Weights (a cheap brand of cigarettes) as ‘papery’ was made early, and Orwell changed it to ‘acrid’; see 268. To meet renewed legal objections, the description was changed so that it became complimentary. Orwell’s comment is, of course, ironic. CW, IV, 21, line 11, restores ‘papery.’

293. To Leonard Moore

1. is] typed as it

2. Annotated in Moore’s office: ‘phoned Gollancz 12/3/36.’

3. See letter to Jack Common. 295. The review was published in The Adelphi in May 1936; see 308. Alec Brown’s last name had no e.

294. The Road to Wigan Pier Diary

fn1 3   [Orwell’s handwritten footnote].

1. bus] tram; handwritten emendation

fn2 Actually their ages are 50 & 38 [Orwell’s handwritten footnote].

2. Orwell spent 7–22 March in this hospital in 1929. He wrote about the experience in ‘How the Poor Die,’ Now, n.s. 6, November 1946; see 3104.

3. A copy of the agenda for the 14 February Branch Council meeting and the printed Statement of Accounts for year ending 31 December 1935 are among Orwell’s notes. In addition to Wilde’s salary, £52 was paid to a clerk.

4. pit] and; handwritten emendation

5. if] handwritten insertion

6. Action was the journal of the British Union of Fascists. On 9 July 1936, Orwell was asked by Mrs. Hastings Bonora if she could quote from the Trafalgar Square scene of A Clergyman’s Daughter in a review of Victoria of England she was writing for Action. She hoped he was not violently anti-Fascist and would ‘consequently say CERTAINLY NOT.’ Evidently that was what Orwell did say, because on 14 July she wrote to him, ‘Even if you disapprove of the Fascist ideal, you must still recognise the point we all have in common—the welfare of the unfortunate “Down and Outs.”’ In a final letter, 24 July, she claimed that her party at least had a programme, ‘but you have never put forward a single suggestion for ameliorating the lot of our “Misérables.”’

295. To Jack Common

1. Jack Common (see 95), who had worked in a solicitor’s office, a shoe shop, and as a mechanic, was co-editor of The Adelphi, 1935–36. Crick calls him ‘one of the few authentic English proletarian writers,’ and tells of Common’s first meeting with Orwell (204). Though there was a certain tension between them, they remained friends. Common’s books included The Freedom of the Streets, described by Crick as ‘straight-talking or garrulous polemic’ (354), Kiddar’s Luck, and The Ampersand. Found among his papers was a manuscript written some time in the late 1950s called ‘Orwell at Wallington’; see Orwell Remembered, 139–43. It concludes: ‘Years later I realised that no pub ever knew my friend as “Eric”, let alone “George.”’

2. The Adelphi Forum was described by the editor as being ‘open for short topical comments and for the expression of opinion which may be entirely different from our own.’

3. The Road to Wigan Pier.

4. Keep the Aspidistra Flying.

5. On the initiative of some of Middleton Murry’s northern admirers, the printing and publishing organisation of The Adelphi was taken over by the Workers’ Northern Publishing Society in Manchester. In the early 1930s Murry found himself at the head of a breakaway segment of the Independent Labour Party known as the Independent Socialist Party—a short-lived phenomenon. It was from these Adelphi supporters that, when Orwell was commissioned to write a book on working-class conditions in the north, Richard Rees gave him names as contacts.

6. Sam Higenbottam (1872–) was a contributor to The Adelphi, a Socialist, and author of Our Society’s History (1939), an account of the Amalgamated Society of Woodworkers.

7. Sir Oswald Mosley, Bt. (1896–1980), was successively a Conservative, Independent, and Labour M.P. In 1931 he broke away from the Labour Party to form the ‘New Party.’ Later he became fanatically pro-Hitler and turned his party into the British Union of Fascists. His followers were known as Blackshirts. He was interned early in the war.

8. Orwell wrote the letter, but The Times did not publish it. He also sent it to the Manchester Guardian. His diary for 20.3.36 (see 296) concludes, ‘I hardly expected the Times to print it, but I think the M.G. might, considering their reputation.’

296. The Road to Wigan Pier Diary

fn1 Actually 19! [Orwell’s handwritten footnote].

fn2 His name is Firth, I got it as Hennessey because he was introduced to me as Hellis Firth. (Ellis Firth—people here very capricious about their H’s.) [Orwell’s handwritten footnote]. The variations in spelling Hennessey are Orwell’s. For Firth’s weekly budget, see 349.

1. loaded] lowere (beginning of lowered); typed and crossed out

fn3 A cubic yard of coal said to weight 27 cwt [1,372 kg.] [Orwell’s handwritten footnote].

2. were working,] handwritten emendation

3. his] my; typewritten emendation

4. a quarter of] handwritten insertion

5. Unemployment Assistance Board. See 347, ‘Notes on Houses, No. 12 Albert Street East,’ and CW, V, 85–86.

6. at] typed as that

7. space] ledge; typed and crossed out

8. J. L. Garvin (1868–1947) was the right-wing editor of The Observer, 1908–42.

9. talk] speak; typed and crossed out

10. Daughters of Albion (1935) by Alec Brown, described by Orwell as ‘a huge wad of mediocre stuff in his review of The Novel Today by Philip Henderson in the New English Weekly, 31 December 1936; see 342.

297. To Leonard Moore

1 Orwell leased The Stores at Wallington (some thirty-five miles north of London) and moved in on 2 April 1936. In the Cambridge Weekly News, 24 November 1988, Pam Dajda describes the cottage and its restoration by current owner Les Kitto; in 1 December, she gives memories of local people who knew Orwell and his wife. The cottage, she says, was rented from Orwell’s aunt Nellie Limouzin (Mrs. Adam) for 7s 6d a week. (Eileen arranged for a copy of The Road to Wigan Pier to be sent to Mrs. Adam at The Stores in her letter to Leonard Moore of 11 February 1937; see 361). However, Orwell writes of the landlord as male (see 300), and Shelden has identified him as a Mr. Dearman (260; U.S.: 236–7). The cottage had been built in the sixteenth century. It had ‘a 3 ft 9 in high front door and deep step leading straight into what was the old village shop. The narrow, twisting elm stairway, so unusual it is listed [for preservation], and combination of low ceilings and strategically placed beams are a constant obstacle to the tall and unwary.’ The Albertine rose Orwell bought for sixpence in 1936, and about which he wrote evocatively in ‘As I Please,’ 8, 21 January 1944, still flourished; see 2410. See also Crick, 295–98; Stansky and Abrahams, II, 175–82; and, for those who knew the Blairs at The Stores, Remembering Orwell, 114–19.

2. This is probably something by William Brown, whom Orwell had met in Sheffield (see 288 and 289), which Orwell tried to get published. There are two undated letters from Brown to Orwell, written from 29 High St, Sevenoaks, Kent, to which he had moved from Sheffield. These thank ‘Dear comrade Blair’ for his help but regret he was ‘unsuccessfullº with my manuscript.’ Brown had married on 8 August, and his wife was trying to get work as a teacher. He offers a bed and a welcome for Orwell if he is in that part of the country. Sevenoaks, said Brown, was ‘dead in the heart of Feudalism.’

3. The last paragraph has been ticked in Moore’s office, indicating that this was done.

298. To Jack Common

1. The Fate of the Middle Classes by Alec Brown.

2. Keep the Aspidistra Flying.

3. The Road to Wigan Pier.

299. To Leonard Moore

1. This paragraph is marked with a heavy cross, probably indicating action taken as Orwell requested.

2. This paragraph is marked with a heavy tick, again probably indicating action taken. Richard Rees ‘puffed it for the Adelphi’ and Cyril Connolly ‘gave the book a warm but critical welcome in The New Statesman and Nation’ (Crick, 299).

3. Brown’s The Fate of the Middle Classes. A review was published in The Adelphi in May 1936 (see 308), and another, unsigned, in the New English Weekly, 30 April 1936 (see 307).

4. The Road to Wigan Pier.

300. To Jack Common

1. Edward Carpenter (1844–1929) was a socialist writer and social reformer whose works include Towards Democracy (1883) and The Intermediate Sex: A Study of Some Transitional Types of Men and Women (1908).

2. Line 2 of Wordsworth’s sonnet, the first line of which is ‘The world is too much with us; late and soon’ (1807).

301. To Cyril Connolly

1. Orwell told Moore, 2 May 1936, that the shop was due to open on 11 May, and here he says ‘in about 3 weeks.’ Since Keep the Aspidistra Flying was published on 20 April, this was probably written about 17 April.

2. The Rock Pool, reviewed by Orwell in the New English Weekly, 23 July 1936, see 321.

3. Raymond Mortimer (1895–1980; CBE, 1955) was a critic and literary editor of The New Statesman and Nation. See Orwell’s letter to him of 9 February 1938, 424 and also 2022, n. 1.

302. To Leonard Moore

1. Presumably the proposed adaptation of Burmese Days for the stage; see 297.

2. The regular twice yearly payment of royalties. See 262, n. 1 for royalties received in that year.

3. In his letter to Richard Rees of 20 April (see 304), Orwell says he has not begun his new book but is ‘all set to do so.’ Because he tells Moore in this letter he is ‘just starting’ his new book, this letter might seem to be later than the one to Rees. However, it is stamped as having been received in Moore’s office on 20 April. It may be that ‘starting’ refers to the scenario Orwell mentions in his letter to Moore of 11 April (see 299), rather than the text of the book proper.

304. To Richard Rees

1. Clitheroe is a town in Lancashire twenty-eight miles north of Manchester.

2. John Strachey (1901–1963) was a political theorist and Labour M.P., 1929–31. He stood as a candidate for Mosley’s New Party, 1931, but shortly after became caught up in the new, widespread enthusiasm for Communism. His book The Coming Struggle for Power (1932) was the most influential exercise in Marxism produced by the English Left. He was Labour Minister of Food, 1945–50, and Secretary of State for War, 1950–51.

3. Oswald Mosley; see 295, n. 7.

4. Wife of Frank Meade, who ran the Manchester office of The Adelphi. Orwell stayed with them 6–10 February; see 272.

305. Review of Bastard Death by Michael Fraenkel; Fast One by Paul Cain; The Golden Violet by Joseph Shearing; A Different Woman by Muriel Hine; The Nursing Home Murder by Ngaio Marsh and H. Jellett.

1. On 14 February 1936, Michael Fraenkel (1896–1957) wrote to Orwell to say that he had seen Orwell’s review of Henry Miller’s Tropic of Cancer; see 263. He thought Orwell ‘seemed to have gone so much further with Miller’s book than most reviewers. You don’t spend most of your time proving or disproving its pornography. . . . You get down to . . . its inherent content.’ He asks if Orwell would care to review his last book, Bastard Death, which ‘attempts to give an articulate expression to this body of ideas—this body of despair—which marks so much of our more significant contemporary literature.’ Orwell presumably asked him to send the book, subtitled The Autobiography of an Idea (published in Paris and New York in 1936). On 3 May 1936, Fraenkel wrote a friendly letter in response to the review. When he saw it, he said, he had smiled. ‘What else could I do? You are so disarmingly frank. You say you do not understand the book. There may be something the matter with the book; but surely there is nothing the matter with you. You are what you are, not an abstract thinker, as you say, apparently at home in a physical reality. The rather transcentalº quality of the thought and writing of Bastard Death must have seemed considerably removed to you.’ He goes on, ‘But really, Blair, I say something quite simple,’ and he then attempts to explain what it is.

306. To Leonard Moore

1. Reviews of Keep the Aspidistra Flying.

2. Possibly a second cheque, but more probably repeated thanks for the cheque for ‘£30 odd’ mentioned in an earlier letter; see 302.

307. Review of The Fate of the Middle Classes by Alec Brown

1. This was one of several books reviewed anonymously under the title ‘Reviews.’ Orwell wrote another, but signed, review for The Adelphi of May 1936; see 308.

2. From the Fool’s prophecy, King Lear, 3.2. 79–92.

308. Review of The Fate of the Middle Classes, by Alec Brown

1. In his diary for 23 March 1936 (see 296), Orwell wrote, ‘I have glanced at Brown’s novel [Daughters of Albion]. It is b—s.’ He reviewed The Fate of the Middle Classes also, anonymously, in New English Weekly; see 307.

309. To Leonard Moore

1. On 23 April 1936, the London office of Harper & Brothers wrote to Orwell asking him for publicity notes and new photographs to help promote his ‘new book.’

2. See 258.

3. Orwell was right: Keep the Aspidistra Flying was not published in the United States until December 1956.

311. To Geoffrey Gorer

1. In CEJL, I, this letter (item 80) followed that to John Lehmann of 27 May 1936. However, in his letter to Moore of 2 May (which has since come to light), Orwell says he expects to open his shop on 11 May (see 309); here, the shop has been open for nearly a fortnight. That suggests Saturday, 23 May, for this letter, the day his review appeared in Time and Tide.

2. To Eileen O’Shaughnessy.

3. Bali and Angkor.

4. Properly, ‘Notes on the Way,’ Time and Tide, 23 May 1936.

312. To John Lehmann

1. John Lehmann (1907–1987) was a writer and publisher, founder and editor of New Writing, a literary magazine committed to anti-Fascism, 1936–46 (under various titles). He edited Penguin New Writing. 1940–50, Orpheus, 1948–49, and London Magazine, 1954–61. See also 506, n. 6.

2. ‘Shooting an Elephant’ (see 326) was published in the autumn of 1936; see also 326, n. 1.

313. To Leonard Moore

1. The Road to Wigan Pier.

2. Presumably ‘Shooting an Elephant,’ published in autumn 1936.

3. Annotated in Moore’s office: ‘Very rough 1700 inc Col (approx 300) think slight improvement on previous book.’ ‘Very rough’ and ‘approx’ are doubly underlined. ‘Col’ is short for ‘Colonies,’ the book-trade term for Commonwealth countries. For final figures, see 303.

314. To Anthony Powell

1. Anthony Powell (1905–2000) was a novelist and editor. With A Question of Upbringing (1951), he began his novel series A Dance to the Music of Time. This letter stems from one he wrote to Orwell on 18 May 1936 expressing his approval of Keep the Aspidistra Flying, which he preferred to Burmese Days and Down and Out in London and Parisº ‘altho’ the latter stands alone as a document.’ He referred to the ‘extraordinary imbecility of most of the reviews I have seen of the book.’ He enclosed his Caledonia: a fragment, a verse pastiche of an eighteenth-century satire, privately printed in about 100 copies in 1934. See also 2656, n. 1.

2. Orwell did later change his attitude. In ‘As I Please,’ 75A, 27 February 1947, he wrote that it was ‘only the most ordinary politeness to do what is asked of one’ – that is, call them ‘Scotsmen’; see 3176.

316. To Denys King-Farlow

1. Denys King-Farlow, a fellow Colleger at Eton and in the same Election (see 29, n. 2), renewed acquaintance with Orwell in 1936.

2. For Alan Clutton-Brock, see 277, n. 5.

3. Godfrey Meynell, a contemporary at Eton, had joined the army and was killed on the North West Frontier of India leading his native troops in action. He was posthumously awarded the Victoria Cross.

4. A.S.F. Gow had been Orwell’s classical tutor at Eton; see 35. His picture is in Lewis, 38.

317. To John Lehmann

1. The first number of New Writing, which Lehmann edited, was published in April 1936. See Orwell’s earlier letter to Lehmann, 312.

2. Christopher Isherwood (1904–1986) came to prominence in the 1930s with novels centred on Berlin: Mr Norris Changes Trains (1935) and Goodbye to Berlin (1939). He also wrote verse dramas, including The Dog Beneath the Skin (performed in 1935) and On the Frontier (1938), with W. H. Auden (see 507, n. 4). He emigrated to the United States in 1939 and became a U.S. citizen in 1946. The story Orwell so enjoyed was ‘The Nowaks.’

3. ‘Shooting an Elephant’; see 326.

318. Review of Treasure Trek by James Stead; Sun on Summer Seas by Major S. E. G. Ponder; Don Gypsy by Walter Starkie

1. Sixteen shillings. The other two books cost 12s 6d and 10s 6d. A novel at that time generally cost about 7s 6d.

320. Review of Tempest Over Mexico by Rosa E. King; Rolling Stonemason by Fred Bower

1. Old-Soldier Sahib, by Frank Richards, Second Battalion, Royal Welch Fusiliers, was published in 1936.

321. Review of The Rock Pool by Cyril Connolly; Almayer’s Folly by Joseph Conrad; The Wallet of Kai Lung by Ernest Bramah; Anna of the Five Towns by Arnold Bennett; Mr. Fortune, Please by H. C. Bailey; The Rocklitz by George R. Preedy

1. John Galsworthy (1867–1933) and Conrad (1857–1924) were friends. They met when Galsworthy sailed on the Torrens, of which Conrad was Chief Officer, in 1893. Conrad was ‘a capital chap, though queer to look at,’ Galsworthy wrote, and he had ‘a fund of stories on which I draw freely.’ Nostromo was dedicated to Galsworthy. In ‘Joseph Conrad: A Disquisition,’ Fortnightly Review, April 1908, Galsworthy described Conrad’s first three novels (the first being Almayer’s Folly) as ‘supercharged; they gleamed, they were luxuriant, like the tropics where their scenes were laid; they had a certain animal delight in their abundance; they rioted’ (Conrad; The Critical Heritage, edited by Norman Sherry, 1973, 206). In Castles in Spain and Other Screeds (1927), Galsworthy wrote that ‘only one expression adequately describes the sensations of us who read Almayer’s Folly in 1894. We rubbed our eyes. Conrad was critically accepted from the very start’ (80); and, ‘one has only to read Conrad’s first book, Almayer’s Folly, to perceive that he started out on a path of his own, with a method quite peculiar to himself, involuted to a dangerous degree, perhaps, and I can trace no definite influence on him by any writer’ (89). No more specific anecdote about Conrad and Galsworthy has been traced.

2. His full name was Ernest Bramah Smith (1869?–1942). The Wallet of Kai Lung was first published in 1900. On 4 August 1936, he wrote to Orwell to thank him for his kind reference to the Max Carrados series. Very charmingly, Bramah said that Orwell’s opinion of The Wallet of Kai Lung cannot diminish his thanks, because he cannot dispute that Orwell has ‘very good grounds’ for his ‘lack of interest’!

323. To Henry Miller

1. Henry Miller (1891–1980) was an American author then living in Paris whose novels, because of their explicitness, were at first banned in Britain and the United States but published on the Continent. Tropic of Cancer (1934) is set in a period and milieu of Paris not dissimilar from that in Orwell’s Down and Out in Paris and London. Black Spring (1936) is concerned with his childhood in Brooklyn. After Tropic of Capricorn (1939), he returned to the United States.

2. Orwell’s review of Miller’s Black Spring appeared in the New English Weekly in September; see 325.

3. The Road to Wigan Pier.

4. See Gordon Comstock’s sneering bestowal of a knighthood on John Drinkwater in Keep the Aspidistra Flying; CW, IV, 138, line 5, and Textual Note.

324. Review of The Black Tents of Arabia by Carl R. Raswan; Secret Africa by Lawrence Green; In Lightest Africa and Darkest Europe by P. B. Williams; Going Native by Eric Muspratt; Aerial Odyssey by E. Alexander Powell

1. Orwell quotes Book 3, lines 437–39; the long simile to which he refers starts at line 431.

325. Review of Black Spring by Henry Miller; A Passage to India by E. M. Forster; Death of a Hero by Richard Aldington; The Jungle by Upton Sinclair; A Hind Let Loose by C. E. Montague; A Safety Match by Ian Hay

1. Miller wrote to Orwell to express his gratitude for this review: ‘amazingly sympathetic. Kahane, the publisher, was even more delighted.’ He hoped that in time Orwell would take a favourable backward glance at Black Spring. The Alderman Library, University of Virginia, has a typescript of the portion of this review that deals with Black Spring among its Henry Miller papers. This is not Orwell’s typescript but a copy of the printed review.

326. ‘Shooting an Elephant’

1. John Lehmann, who edited both New Writing and Penguin New Writing, reprinted ‘Shooting an Elephant’ in the first issue (November 1940) of the latter. It was broadcast by the BBC Home Service on 12 October 1948. It is not known if this essay is based on an actual occurrence, but note Orwell’s ‘It all came back to me very vividly’ and ‘the incident had stuck in my mind’ in his letters to Lehmann; see 312 and 317.

2. Reminiscences of George Stuart, in the Orwell Archive (see headnote to ‘Burma, 1922–1927; 63), record that when a message was brought to the club in Moulmein one Sunday morning, Orwell ‘went off in his old Ford to pick up a rifle and went in search of the elephant which was causing great damage on a semi main road and causing danger to life and limb and he shot this elephant.’ He was very nonchalant about the whole affair, according to Stuart, but got into serious trouble because the elephant was valuable and because of ‘the influence these big firms had over the government.’ As a result, Orwell was transferred to Katha. The chief of the police service, Colonel Welbourne, was particularly angry and made a point of denigrating Orwell, saying, for example, that he was a disgrace to Eton: ‘Everyone was disgusted with the way he ran Blair down.’ See Jeffrey Meyers, A Reader’s Guide to George Orwell, 71–73, Crick, 165–66, 301–02; Stansky and Abrahams, II, 159–61; Shelden, 115, 117–18; U.S.: 105, 107–08.

327. To Jack Common

1. Orwell’s review of Walls Have Mouths by W. F. R. Macartney appeared in The Adelphi, November 1936; see 331.

2. ‘A happy vicar I might have been’ was published in The Adelphi, December 1936; see 335.

3. Note this description of The Road to Wigan Pier.

4. The Adelphi Centre, an offshoot of the magazine, was founded in the summer of 1936 at Langham, Essex. It was intended to be a small self-supporting community with a guest-house for summer schools and conferences designed to promote socialist studies. ‘Though less influential [it] was as much a phenomenon of the 1930s as the Left Book Club, but its pedigree, mixing Utopian and Messianic strains, extended back as far as Coleridge and his Pantisocracy, and reflected too the yearnings of D. H. Lawrence . . . for a colony of kindred spirits . . .’ (Stansky and Abrahams, II, 182).

5. N. A. Holdaway, schoolmaster and Marxist theorist, member of the Independent Socialist Party, contributor to The Adelphi, was Director of the Adelphi Centre. William Brown (see Orwell’s letter to Rees in February, 288) wrote to Orwell (undated) mentioning that Holdaway ‘is certainly worth listening to. Some of those I listened to were not.’

6. E. C. Large was a plant chemist, and author of The Advance of the Fungi and a number of novels.

329. To Leonard Moore

1. Orwell acknowledged ‘£30 odd’ on 18 April; with this cheque, his royalties for the year seem to have been rather less than £40, compared with £60.5s.6d in 1935.

2. First referred to in Orwell’s letter to Moore of 1 April 1936; see 297. It came to nothing.

3. Moore quoted the first three sentences of this paragraph in a report to Victor Gollancz of Orwell’s progress on this book. He added, ‘from the details that he has given me from time to time I have reason to believe that it is extraordinarily good’ (5 November 1936). Gollancz’s letter of enquiry is dated 29 October.

330. ‘Bookshop Memories’

1. Extracts from this essay were reprinted in The Bookseller, 26 July 1975, under the title ‘Penguin celebrates with Orwell,’ to mark the fortieth anniversary of the first ten Penguins, on 30 July 1935. As part of their celebrations, Penguin Books reissued eight of Orwell’s books. The headnote in The Bookseller said the extracts would remind the trade ‘that Orwell, too, was a bookseller.’ Also reprinted was the opening of Orwell’s 1936 review of the third batch of Penguin books; see 290—an ironic choice in the light of J. E. Morpurgo’s description, in his biography of Allen Lane, of the way Orwell ‘floundered’ in his writing of that review; see 290, n. 1. Fortnightly Review, 1865–1955, was known simply as the Fortnightly from July 1934.

332. Review of The Calf of Paper by Scholem Asch: Midnight by Julian Green,, translated from the French by Vyvyan Holland

1. Julian Hartridge Green (1900–1998) was an American living in Paris. He wrote in French as Julien Green; in English Julian Green. See 600, n. 46.

333. ‘In Defence of the Novel’

1. Hilaire Belloc wrote regularly for a number of journals; some of his essays were collected in a series of books. This reference may be to ‘On People in Books,’ reprinted in On Anything (1920), essays originally in the Morning Post and Morning Leader. Here and elsewhere, Belloc shows a preference for historical writing over the novel.

2. See also 254, paragraph 1.

3. Gerald Gould, reviewer for The Observer; see 219, n. 2.

4. Miss Bedworthy appears in Keep the Aspidistra Flying, CW, IV, 18 and letter to Brenda Salkeld, 15 January 1935 (224). See also Shelden, 216; U.S.: 197.

5. See 194, n. 1 (March 1934) for the Leavis-Scrutiny school of critics.

6. Ralph Straus (1882–1950) was chief fiction reviewer for the Sunday Times from 1928 until his death.

335. ‘A happy vicar I might have been’

1. ‘The smallest worm will turn, being trodden on’, 3 Henry VI, 2. 2. 17.

2. Eugene Aram was a schoolmaster of some learning and good repute in Knaresborough, Yorkshire. In 1745 he murdered a man named Clark, but the murder was not discovered until 1758. Aram was arrested while teaching a class, tried, and executed in 1759. Thomas Hood (a favourite of Orwell’s) wrote a poem, ‘The Dream of Eugene Aram,’ published in The Comic Annual (though the poem is not humorous) in 1829. Three year later Bulwar Lytton based a novel on the incident. Hood described Aram’s walking three times. When he sees one of his pupils readindg ‘The Death of Abel,’ Aram ‘. . . took six hasty strides, / As smit with sudden pain, – / Six hasty strides beyond the place, / Then slowly back again.’ He sits by the boy and tells him (in fact, his own experience), ‘. . . how murderers walk the earth / Beneath the curse of Cain, – / With crimson clouds before their eyes, / And flames about their brain.’ The last stanza tells how ‘Two stern-faced men set out from Lynn / . . . And Eugene Aram walked between, / With gyves upon his wrist.’ The second allusion is the most attractive, but the third the most likely; possibly Orwell had both in mind.

3. The Austin Seven was the first successful small family car produced in Britain. The seven refers to the horsepower of its engine.

4. This is a corruption of an advertising slogan for the bookmaker Douglas Stuart: ‘Duggie never owes.’

5. The last three stanzas were reprinted in ‘Why I Write,’ Gangrel, 4, Summer 1946; see 3007.

336. Review of The Open Air by Adrian Bell

1. This review is unsigned. Orwell was paid £1.1.0d for it.

337. To Leonard Moore

1. The Daily Herald was a newspaper that supported the Labour Party and the trade union movement. Founded 25 January 1911, it ceased publication three months later. A new series was initiated 15 April 1912; became the Herald 3 October 1914 to 29 March 1919, and again the Daily Herald 31 March 1919 to 14 September 1964. Orwell was not commissioned to contribute.

2. The Road to Wigan Pier.

3. The British Museum (now The British Library). Possibly Orwell went there to check facts and figures extracted from Joseph Jones, The Coal Scuttle (1936) and from Colliery Year Book & Coal Trades Directory, 1935, which Stansky and Abrahams believe he had worked with in the reference library in Wigan (II, 144).

4. Annotated at the top of the letter in Moore’s office: ‘George Orwell Keep the Asp | Down & Out | Clergyman’s Daughter.’

338. To Christy & Moore Ltd

1. Note that for this formal letter Orwell adopts a different style and punctuates his address fully.

2. In his letter of 10 December, Orwell used the spelling ‘monies.’

339. To Leonard Moore

1. It was selected; for details, see 341, 362.

2. Nothing came of this inquiry.

340. To Leonard Moore

1. Home of Eileen’s brother, Dr. Laurence (‘Eric’) O’Shaughnessy; see 632, n. 1.

2. Orwell was issued with Passport No. 157953 on 8 December 1936. This gave his date of birth as 25 June 1902 (instead of 1903). See 3103.

341. To Victor Gollancz

1. The Left Book Club, advertised for the first time in The New Statesman and Nation, 29 February 1936, was designed for those ‘who desire to play an intelligent part in the struggle for World Peace and a better social and economic order, and against Fascism.’ Books that would normally be sold at from 7s 6d to 25s 0d were to be sold to members at 5s 0d; all books would be original. The three selectors were Victor Gollancz; John Strachey, closely aligned to the Communist Party, though not a member; and Harold Laski, a member of the National Executive of the Labour Party and Professor of Political Science at the London School of Economics, University of London. The Left Book Club was the first of its kind in Britain and was modelled on the Book Society and Collins’s Crime Club. Its first two books were published on 18 May 1936, when the club’s membership was 9,000; by October 1936 there were 28,000 members. A monthly brochure, Left Book News, was issued to members, but was also available, free of charge, to non-members. The club ran for twelve years; its last book was offered in October 1948. See Sheila Hodges, Gollancz: The Story of a Publishing House 1928–1978, 117–43, 151, and 124–25 for an illustration of the first advertisement; Ruth Dudley Edwards, Victor Gollancz: A Biography in which each issue of the News is noted.

343. Wigan Pier

1. Wigan Pier is illustrated in Lewis, 51, with the caption, ‘The original pier was used for loading coal onto canal barges. It later became the subject of a music-hall joke. The projecting wooden jetty had already gone when Orwell visited Wigan.’ A refurbished warehouse with a decorative railed walkway over the canal was prominently named ‘The Orwell Wigan Pier’ in the 1980s. The complex houses a museum, restaurants, a public house, and a pier from which barge trips on the canal depart.

344. French Text of Orwell’s Introduction to La Vache Enragée (Down and Out in Paris and London)

1. For translation back into English, see 211.

2. This implies that Orwell thought of Down and Out in Paris and London as a novel. However, romans could be a translation of either ‘novels’ or ‘books’ in Orwell’s (lost) original.

3. A Clergyman’s Daughter.

4. Burmese Days, Harper Brothers edn. N.Y.º

346. WIGAN

1. 5] 4

2. seldom] never; handwritten emendation

fn1 Typescript has an asterisk here and again two paragraphs down; and a footnote: ‘See over page.’ This, in Orwell’s hand, reads: ‘As usual, there is extraordinary variation in the different cases. eg. in this house alone: old Jack, superannuated miner aged 75, lives on his old age pension of 10/– plus (2/6) from the parish. He has a home, ie. a married son or daughter (not certain which) & used to live there till the Means Test came in. But now, under the Means Test, they would get less dole if it were known they had a paying lodger, so he has to turn out into lodgings.

fn2 ‘On the other hand: Mr F., who keeps this place, has the tripe-shop, which presumably brings in profit, & also takes in lodgers up to the number of about 9, paying varying amounts from 25/– a week downwards. Also sells teas, casual meals, cigarettes etc. etc. On top of this he has the impertinence to draw the dole & has never been found out.’

fn3 Two of these in this house. But they also receive 2/6 a week from the parish. In Manchester & Salford 5/– [Orwell’s handwritten footnote].

fn4 See also additional notes on houses [Orwell’s handwritten footnote].

fn5 Great majority of houses have their own lavatory [Orwell’s handwritten footnote].

fn6 ditto with most pits. I don’t know whether they can enforce this, though [Orwell’s handwritten footnote].

3. Gas stove. Electric light.] handwritten addition

4. NB. Nearly . . . unemployed.] handwritten addition

fn7 900 (J. Jones) [Orwell’s handwritten footnote].

fn8 6 (J. Jones) [Orwell’s handwritten footnote]. Orwell’s calculations are incorrect. He takes 1927–34 as seven years. That means 1,119.86 killed per year and 171,434.6 injured. Of 750,000 miners, that is 1 in 670 killed per year and 1 in 4.37 injured. Were this an eight-year period it would be 1 in 765 killed and 1 in 5 injured per year.

5. 12 mph.] 10 mph. Despite Orwell’s recalculation and the handwritten alteration he made, the speed is still incorrect. A mile is 1,760 yards, so 300 yards in half a minute is a mile in 3 minutes; that is 20 mph.

6. off] handwritten addition

7. behind] before

347. BARNSLEY

1. Medical Officer.

2. Printed slip from official report. Orwell annotated this, ‘See also additional notes on houses.’

fn1 More like 8000] handwritten note.

3. NB. It is a pity . . . N.U.W.M.] handwritten addition

4. From printed official report. The listing of Methodist chapels is reproduced as given in the original.

5. This was Ellis Firth’s house; see Wigan Pier Diary, 296, 20.3.36, and CW, V, 85–86 for income and expenditure details.

fn2 These are 1 time weavers’ houses [Orwell’s footnote].

349. Ellis Firth’s Weekly Budget

fn1 Balm = Yeast

1. 9s 0½d, or just over 45p.

2. Twenty-eight pounds in weight, or approximately 12.7 kg. Mrs. Firth, like so many north country housewives until World War II, baked her own bread, about two two-pound loaves a day.

3. Quaker Oats, a proprietary brand used chiefly to make porridge.

4. ‘Blue’ was added to washing to counteract the tendency of whites to yellow. Despite their poverty, the Firths were prepared to spend money on keeping their clothes clean and bright.

5. A cheap brand of cigarettes (about twopence for a packet of ten) made by W. D. & H. O. Wills; the equivalent of the Player’s Weights smoked by Gordon Comstock in Keep the Aspidistra Flying.

6. The calculations are the sum of the five pay slips from March 1935 to January 1936 (see 348) which are referred to in The Road to Wigan Pier (CW, V, 36–38) divided by five to show average weekly earnings and average take-home pay after deductions. Each pay slip is for a partnership of two men, so the sums have to be divided by two. See n. 7 and CW, V, 230.

7 This set of figures is the amount remaining after deductions. The first amount, £3 5s 9½d, is meant to be half of the £6 3s 7d paid on 5 March 1935, or £3 1s 9½d. Orwell overestimates the average net earning. Instead of £211s 4d, as calculated in The Road to Wigan Pier, it should be £2 10s 6½d, a reduction of 4s 7½d, not 3s 10d; see CW, V, 38, 230.

354. Re Coal-Mining. Figures Taken From The Coal Scuttle by Joseph Jones (1936)

1. Title is in Orwell’s handwriting.

2. (about 1 in 900)] handwritten addition

3. Orwell asterisked ‘130,000,’ referring it to his handwritten calculation illustrated above.

4. The Gallipoli campaign lasted less than a year—289 days. Alan Moorehead, in Gallipoli (1956, 361), gives British casualties as 205,000—50% of those engaged. H. W. Nevinson, in The Dardanelles Campaign (1918, 406), gives British killed as 28,200 of total British casualties of 214,232 (which included sick and missing, many of whom died). He estimates total British deaths at 36,000. Not only are deaths very much higher but, contrary to Joseph Jones, so are total casualties.

355. Figures Taken from the Colliery Year Book & Coal Trades Directory, 1935.

1. (about . . . 280)] handwritten addition. ‘J. J.’ is Joseph Jones, author of The Coal Scuttle.

2. ‘4 / 3089,300 / 772,325] handwritten addition. 772,325 replaces 741,325.7, which is crossed out.

3. about 280] handwritten footnote.




Chronology

In the main, Orwell’s publications, except books, are not listed

25 June 1903 Eric Arthur Blair born to Richard Walmesley Blair and his wife, Ida (née Limouzin) in Motihari, Bengal. They already had a daughter, Marjorie Frances, born in Gaya, Bengal, in 1898. Richard Blair was a sub-deputy agent in the Opium Department of the Indian Civil Service. Motihari and Gaya are now in Bihar State.

1904 Ida Blair returns with Marjorie and Eric to England and settles at Henley-on-Thames, Oxfordshire.

Summer 1907 Richard Blair on three months’ leave in England.

6 April 1908 Eric’s younger sister, Avril Nora, born.

1908–1911 Attends a day-school at Henley run by Anglican nuns (as did his sisters).

Sept 1911–Dec 1916 Boards at St Cyprian’s, a private preparatory school at Eastbourne, Sussex.

1912 Richard Blair retires from the Opium Dept., and returns to England. The family moves to Shiplake, Oxfordshire (probably early in December).

2 Oct 1914 First appearance in print: Poem, ‘Awake! Young Men of England’, Henley and South Oxfordshire Standard.

1915 The Blairs move back to Henley-on-Thames (to autumn 1917)

Lent Term 1917 At Wellington College as a scholar.

May 1917–Dec 1921 At Eton as a King’s Scholar. Contributes to The Election Times and College Days.

13 Sept 1917 Orwell’s father commissioned as 2nd Lieut.; posted to 51st (Ranchi) Indian Pioneer Company, Marseilles. His mother soon after let the Henley house and moved to Earl’s Court, London, to work in the Ministry of Pensions.

Dec 1921 The Blairs move to Southwold on the Suffolk coast.

Oct 1922–Dec 1927 Orwell serves in Indian Imperial Police in Burma; resigns whilst on leave in England, Autumn 1927.

Autumn 1927 First expeditions to East End of London to examine the conditions of the poor and exploited.

Aut/Wint 1927 Lives in Portobello Road, Notting Hill, London.

Spring 1928 About this time lives for a while as a tramp.

Spring 1928–late 1929 Lives in working-class district of Paris; writes a ‘ballade’ (after Villon?), several articles and short stories, and either one or two novels. Five articles are published in French translations in Paris and one in English in London. His other writing from this period has not survived. In autumn 1929 works as a dishwater and kitchen porter in a luxury hotel, probably the Crillon but there is circumstantial evidence suggesting the Lotti.

6 Oct 1928 ‘La Censure en Angleterre’ appears in Henri Barbusse’s paper, Monde–his first professional publication.

29 Dec 1928 ‘A Farthing Newspaper’, G.K.’s Weekly—first professional publication to appear in England.

7 Mar 1929 Admitted to Hôpital Cochin, Paris, with ‘une grippe’. Discharged 22 March.

1930–31 Uses his parents’ home in Southwold as his base, writing there but going off to tramp and live with down-and-outs in London.

1930 Begins writing for The Adelphi; by October has completed ‘Days in London and Paris’, a 35,000-word version of Down and Out in Paris and London.

Autumn 1931 Picks hops in Kent. Writes four short stories which have not survived. Starts to write Burmese Days.

17 Oct 1931 ‘Hop-Picking’, New Statesman & Nation.

Spring 1932 Jonathan Cape and Faber & Faber reject versions of Down and Out in Paris and London. Leonard Moore becomes his literary agent.

April 1932–July 1933 Teaches at The Hawthorns, a private school for boys aged 10–16, Hayes, Middlesex. Writes and directs a school play, Charles II, Christmas 1932.

19 Nov 1932 Puts forward several names, including ‘George Orwell,’ as his pen-name.

9 January 1933 Down and Out in Paris and London, by George Orwell (the first use of that name), published by Victor Gollancz. Published on 30 June 1933 in New York; as La vache enragée, Paris, May 1935; and as Trosečníken v Paříži a Londýně, Prague, 1935.

Autumn 1933 Teaches at Frays College, Uxbridge, Middlesex. Finishes Burmese Days. In December, ill with pneumonia in hospital; gives up teaching.

January-October 1934 Lives with his parents in Southwold. Writes A Clergyman’s Daughter.

25 Oct 1934 Burmese Days published by Harper & Brothers, New York. Published 24 June 1935 by Gollancz, London, with alterations required by the publisher; as Tragédie Birmane, Paris, August 1946; Giorni in Birmania, Milan, November 1948; Tragédia Burmában, Budapest, 1948.

Oct 1934–Mar 1935 Takes a room at 3 Warwick Mansions, Pond Street, Hampstead, London.

Oct 1934–Jan 1936 Part-time assistant (with Jon Kimche), at Booklovers’ Corner, 1 South End Road, Hampstead.

11 March 1935 A Clergyman’s Daughter published by Gollancz. Published by Harper & Brothers, New York, 17 August 1936.

August 1935 Begins writing for The New English Weekly. Moves to Kentish Town, London.

End Jan 1936 Completes Keep the Aspidistra Flying.

31 January-30 March 1936 In North of England to collect material for a book commissioned by Gollancz, on the depressed areas.

2 April 1936 Moves to The Stores, Wallington, Hertfordshire.

20 April 1936 Keep the Aspidistra Flying published by Gollancz. Published by Harcourt, Brace, New York, December 1955.

May 1936 Starts The Road to Wigan Pier and begins reviewing for Time and Tide.

9 June 1936 Marries Eileen O’Shaughnessy.

15 Dec 1936 Delivers ms of The Road to Wigan Pier.

Christmas 1936 Leaves to fight for the Republicans in Spanish Civil War.



21 January 1950 Orwell dies of pulmonary tuberculosis, aged 46. 
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ABOUT THE BOOK

These years saw the publication of The Road to Wigan Pier, Homage to Catalonia, and Coming Up for Air. The most important document that has come to light regarding Orwell’s Spanish experiences is the deposition charging him and Eileen with espionage and high treason, a charge unknown to them. This is fully analysed and can now be read in the context of the disputes that then divided the Left, well illustrated by the letters and documents printed here, notably his bitter response to Authors Take Sides on the Spanish War.

The correspondence includes that with Yvonne Davet, who undertook the translation of Orwell’s books into French; George Kopp, Orwell’s commandent in Spain; and a number of Eileen’s letters; Orwell’s ‘Diary of Events Leading Up to the War’ (2 July – 1 September 1939); his Domestic Diary (9 August 1938 – 29 April 1940), which records in detail his attempts at running a smallholding; his abstracts from Daily Worker and News Chronicle reports on the Spanish Civil War; and his Marrakech Notebook with illustrations are reproduced. Many letters not previously published are included, and there is a large number of reviews. This volume also includes a sequence of letters that throws a completely new light on Orwell’s personal relationships.




Introduction to Volume XI

1937–1939: Facing Unpleasant Facts

By 1937 Orwell had published four books (two of which he was later to reject) and had established himself as a book reviewer. His talents were coming to be recognised but the sales of his books and the kind of reviewing he did brought him little money. Nevertheless, in 1936 he had married Eileen O’Shaughnessy and they had settled in a small cottage and village store in Hertfordshire. There he wrote of his experiences investigating the effects of the Depression in the North of England and he delivered the manuscript, The Road to Wigan Pier, a day or two before Christmas Day, 1936. This was published on 8 March 1937, when Orwell was serving in the front line in Spain, fighting for the Republicans in the Civil War. His account of what he saw and experienced in Spain was published, with difficulty, as Homage to Catalonia on 25 April 1938. A third book, the novel, Coming Up for Air, written in Marrakech, was published on 12 June 1939. These three years were, therefore, productive but, as this volume shows, taxing and frustrating. Orwell was seriously ill in 1938 and had to be admitted to a sanatorium in Kent; he found the difficulty, indeed, the impossibility, of getting the truth published intensely exasperating, and, despite the large sales of The Road to Wigan Pier, he was always short of money. However, the experiences of Wigan and Spain were to inspire his endeavours for the rest of his short life, and the lasting worth of the three books published in these years shows that his experiences have continued to be shared by many thousands of people throughout the world. The first two directly, and the third indirectly, reveal what Orwell suspected from childhood, that he had ‘a facility with words and a power of facing unpleasant facts’ (‘Why I Write’, 1946, XVIII, 3007).

Ironically, perhaps the most ‘unpleasant’ document in this volume is one that Orwell never saw but which typifies the worst aspect of his experience in Spain: the deposition indicting the Orwells before the Tribunal for Espionage and High Treason in Valencia as ‘rabid Trotskyists’ and for being members of the Independent Labour Party (374A). The background and implications of this document are fully analysed (see here). Grounds for accusing Orwell arose, in part, from the seizure of his papers and diary from Eileen’s hotel bedroom (see his letter to Charles Doran, 2 August 1937, 386, here). It is possible that these documents are included in the dossier on Orwell which is known to exist in the NKVD files in Moscow. Unfortunately, access to this archive stopped before a search could be made (see here). What the deposition demonstrates is the reign of terror at the time the POUM was being suppressed. Eileen, wrote Sir Richard Rees, who was working in the POUM office in April 1937, ‘was the first person in whom I had witnessed the effects of living under a political terror’ (George Orwell: Fugitive from the Camp of Victory (1961) 147). The letters and articles in the earlier part of this volume amply demonstrate Orwell’s reactions, in particular his correspondence (previously unpublished) with George Kopp (and see the Independent News account of Kopp’s release following Eileen’s letter to Jack Common, 5 March 1939, here), H. N. Brailsford (see especially two letters to Brailsford in Volume XX, Appendix 14, 413A and 414B), Amy Charlesworth, and Charles Doran. These give some indication of what led to Orwell’s stance against violent revolution and to the writing of Animal Farm and Nineteen Eighty-Four and they explain just why he wrote so angrily to Nancy Cunard in August 1937 regarding Authors Take Sides on the Spanish War (386A).

The Volume opens with Jennie Lee’s revealing account of Orwell’s arrival (with boots) in Barcelona. There is Orwell’s correspondence with Yvonne Davet, whom he never met, but with whom he corresponded before and after the war regarding the translation of his books and articles into French. Although it was not published until five years after his death, Madam Davet had translated Homage to Catalonia in 1938–39 and Orwell commented on her translation and provided explicatory notes. When Orwell wrote in French, English translations are provided. Full details are given of the invitation to Orwell to join the Lucknow newspaper, the Pioneer, and some letters throw a new light on Orwell’s personal relationships, especially his attempt to make surreptitious assignations with Lydia Jackson (see headnote to 534A, and 542A, B, and 545A and its afternote).

An intriguing feature of this volume is a score of letters written by Eileen and one to her from Orwell’s sister, Marjorie. Writing to Marjorie after the Munich Agreement, Eileen confessed, ‘It’s very odd to feel that Chamberlain is our only hope … certainly the man has courage’ (see here).

In addition to many letters previously unpublished and reviews not before reprinted, the volume includes Orwell’s ‘Diary of Events Leading Up to the War’ (abstracts from newspapers little and well known, the most quoted being the Daily Telegraph); his Domestic Diary, 9 August 1938 to 31 December 1939; the Morocco Diary; his abstracts from the Daily Worker and News Chronicle reports on the Spanish Civil War, used in writing Homage to Catalonia; and his Marrakech Notebook. Orwell sometimes illustrated his diaries and the illustrations are all included. There is a personal, place, and title index.
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355A. Jennie Lee on Orwell’s Arrival in Barcelona


Orwell had hoped to leave England for Spain about 23 December 1936 (see 340) after seeing Gollancz on the 21st about the publication of The Road to Wigan Pier (see 341). He arrived in Barcelona about 26 December 1936 (Crick, 315). Some months after Orwell died, Jennie Lee (Labour MP for Cannock)1 wrote on 23 June 1950 to Miss Margaret M. Goalby of Presteigne, Radnorshire, who had asked her about Orwell. This is part of that letter.



In the first year of the Spanish Civil War I was sitting with friends in a hotel in Barcelona when a tall thin man with a ravished complexion came over to the table. He asked me if I was Jennie Lee, and if so, could I tell him where to join up. He said he was an author: had got an advance on a book from Gollancz,2 and had arrived ready to drive a car or do anything else, preferably to fight in the front line. I was suspicious and asked what credentials he had brought from England. Apparently he had none. He had seen no-one, simply paid his own way out. He won me over by pointing to the boots over his shoulder. He knew he could not get boots big enough for he was over six feet. This was George Orwell and his boots arriving to fight in Spain.

I came to know him as a deeply kind man and a creative writer. … He was a satirist who did not conform to any orthodox political or social pattern. … The only thing I can be quite certain of is, that up to his last day George was a man of utter integrity; deeply kind, and ready to sacrifice his last worldly possessions – he never had much – in the cause of democratic socialism. Part of his malaise was that he was not only a socialist but profoundly liberal. He hated regimentation wherever he found it, even in the socialist ranks.




356. Eileen Blair to Miss Perriam

17 January 1937 Typewritten

The Stores, Wallington,
Near Baldock, Herts.

Dear Miss Perriam,1

Thank you very much for your letter. My husband said that Gollancz had warned him that the book would have to be rushed through and that it might be impossible to let the proofs out of the office at all, but the final arrangement was that I was to have the proofs even if they could only be spared for twenty-four hours. Perhaps even that wasn’t possible—anyway I suppose this means that no alterations have been necessary in the text to conform with any laws and conventions, which is satisfactory, and we must just hope that the proof-correctors have not made too many “emendations.”

The word my husband particularly wants changed is in Chapter I, the last paragraph but one.2 In the manuscript the sentence is: “For the first time in my life, in a bare patch beside the line, I saw rooks copulating.” According to my husband, Gollancz and he altered copulating to courting, but he wishes the phrase to read “… I saw rooks treading”, because he has seen rooks courting hundreds of times. Of course if by any chance Gollancz changed his mind and left copulating, that would be better still, but I expect there is no hope of that. If you can get this alteration made, I shall be most grateful again; I’m so sorry the misunderstanding arose, because I’m afraid it is an irritating nuisance for you.

I have had a postcard from Eric from Sientamo,3 a village where they halted for food, a few miles from the front. He says the peasants are carrying on as though nothing had happened although the buildings have been almost smashed to pieces by bombs and shell-fire.

Yours sincerely,

Eileen Blair.




357. Draft Contract with Victor Gollancz Ltd

[Undated; early January 1937?]


Among Orwell’s papers is a roughly typed draft of a contract by which ‘EB grants to G exclusive right to publish in English next 3 “new and original full-length novels” after Keep the A.’ The note form of this statement and the errors and overtypings in the draft indicate that it was probably prepared rapidly. It is neither signed nor annotated. It must have been prepared after the publication of Keep the Aspidistra Flying (20 April 1936) and some time before Eileen’s letter of 31 January 1937, with which she returned the signed contract; see 358. Just after Orwell left for Spain, Gollancz wrote to Orwell’s literary agent, Leonard Moore, raising the need for a new agreement; see 341. This suggests early January 1937 for this draft. In his letter to Moore of 25 April 1939 (see 546), Orwell wrote, ‘I didn’t see our last contract, which you may remember was drawn up while I was in Spain, but I understood from my wife that Gollancz undertook to publish my next three works of fiction.’ This confirms that the contract was completed after Orwell went to Spain, in December 1936, and before Eileen left to join him, in February 1937. It is almost certain that Eileen signed the contract on her husband’s behalf, Orwell having authorised Christy & Moore on 11 December 1936 to accept her decisions as his own on all literary matters; see 338.



1. EB grants to G exclusive right to publish in English next 3 “new and original full-length novels” after Keep the A.

2. G. undertakes to publish each within 6 months of delivery of ms.

3. Royalties:

[image: image]

4. G. decides size of edition, format, date of publication, questions of advertising and free copies etc. as usual.

5. After one year G. may publish cheap edition. If after 2 years he has not done so and shall fail to do so within six months of notification from EB, then the right to issue cheaper editions shall revert to EB.

6. EB won’t be libellous or criminally plagiaristic (as usual).

7. If at any time G. thinks the sale has practically ceased, G. shall give EB the option of purchasing at cost price the plates and unsold stock (if any). If EB does not make the purchase within 2 months G shall be at liberty to dispose of surplus stock as remainders and EB will not be entitled to royalties on such sales unless the stock is sold above cost when he will get 10%.

8. If G. allows a novel to go out of print or off the market and if within 3 months after receiving a written notice from EB to do so G has not published an edition of 500 copies, all rights in such novel shall revert to the author.

9. 6 free copies for EB and right to buy others at two-thirds of published price.

10. Accounts of sales to be made up to 25th March and 29th September in each year and sent to EB within 3 months of “such making up of account and the amount due to the Author shall be payable within one month of such rendering of account”.

11. If G. breaks his contract or goes bankrupt all rights revert to EB who can buy remaining copies at cost price and “moulds and plates at an equitable valuation”.

12. Although this agreement refers to three novels it does so separately and not collectively.

13. EB lets Christy and Moore take the money.




358. Eileen Blair to Leonard Moore

31 January 1937 Handwritten

The Stores, Wallington,
Near Baldock, Herts.

Dear Mr Moore,

I enclose the signed agreement.1 I am afraid there was a little delay before your letter was forwarded to me2 —I got it yesterday—but when I read the agreement I was delighted, as I know my husband will be when he hears the details. I had not fully realised before how satisfactory it was; in your office the other day I was being rather single-minded.

There is quite good news in3 Spain, though it comes very erratically. Eric has been created a ‘cabo’, which is I think a kind of corporal4 & which distresses him because he has to get up early to turn out the guard, but he also has a dug-out in which he can make tea. There is apparently no ‘proper’ fighting as neither side has efficient artillery or even rifles.5 He says he thinks the government forces ought to attack but are not going to. I hope no crisis will arise needing his decision as letters take from 7 to 106 days to get here.

With many thanks,

Yours sincerely,

Eileen Blair.




359. To James Hanley

[c. 10 February 1937]1 Handwritten

Juventud Communist Iberica,
Monte Oscurio°
Alcubierre, Huesca
Commandante Kopp.2

Dear Mr Hanley,3

Many thanks for your letter. I dare say my wife has already acknowledged it, as it reached me open & she is dealing with my correspondence while I am away. I’m sorry I cannot write much of a letter—I am not in very comfortable circumstances here—but anyway it was kind of you to write & I am glad you found the book4 interesting. It is due out about March 10th I believe, but I shall probably still be in the line here when it comes out, so shan’t know how it gets on. Gollancz thought parts of it might give offence in certain quarters but that it was worth risking.

Yours sincerely

Eric Blair (“George Orwell”)




360. The Spanish Revolution: Bulletin of the Workers’ Party of Marxist Unification1 (POUM2)

3 February 1937

British Author With the Militia

At the beginning of January, we received a visit in Barcelona from Eric Blair, the well-known British author, whose work is so much appreciated in all English-speaking left circles of thought. Comrade Blair came to Barcelona, and said he wanted to be of some use to the workers’ cause. In view of his literary abilities and intellectual attainments, it appeared that the most useful work he could do in Barcelona would be that of a propaganda journalist in constant communication with socialist organs of opinion in Britain. He said: ‘I have decided that I can be of most use to the workers as a fighter at the front.’ He spent exactly seven days in Barcelona, and he is now fighting with the Spanish comrades of the P.O.U.M. on the Aragon front.

In a postcard which he sent us, he says: ‘When I have persuaded them to teach me something about the machine-gun, I hope to be drafted to the front line trenches.’




361. Eileen Blair to Leonard Moore

11 February 1937 Typewritten

24 Croom’s Hill,
Greenwich, S.E. 10.

Dear Mr. Moore,

Thank you very much for your letter. I do, of course, agree with you that Mr. Gollancz should make the separate edition of Part I of Wigan Pier and I very much hope he will do so.

The news that the book is definitely chosen for the Left Book Club is splendid, and I am glad to have it now because there is a possibility that I may go to Spain next week—in any case I am hoping to go the week after next, and I am now in town making the necessary arrangements. I will call at your office before I go, in case there is something I should have done and have not done, but there are several matters I can deal with now.

I have arranged with my husband’s bank that they will credit him with cheques made out to him and sent direct to them. Would you therefore send any cheques you may have for him to The Manager, Barclay’s Bank, Baldock, Herts.? I thought it wise to do this, although I fear it may be more trouble to you, because the mails to Spain are so unreliable. The bank has arranged for me a credit in Barcelona so that I can draw money there as we may need it.

My address in Barcelona will be Hotel Continental, Boulevard de las Ramblas, Barcelona, and from there I ought to be in fairly good touch with my husband.

The only other question to be dealt with, so far as I know, concerns complimentary copies of the book. My husband suggests that I should ask you to send them for him, and I therefore attach a list of the people he wishes to have copies. I do not know whether we shall be given any of the Left Book Club edition, but if so they could be sent to my brother, Laurence O’Shaughnessy, at this address, with his own complimentary copy. I intended of course to do all this myself before going away, but my husband thinks he may get some leave at the end of this month and wants me to be in Barcelona as soon as possible.1

With many thanks,

Yours sincerely,

Eileen Blair.

THE ROAD TO WIGAN PIER

Please send one copy (10/6 edition) to each of the following:

Sir Richard Rees, 9 Chesham Place, W. (Please forward)

Henry Miller, esq., 18, Villa Seurat, Paris XIV.

Mrs. Sinclair Fierz, 1B, Oakwood Road, Golders Green, N.W.

Mrs. Dennis Collings, c/o Mrs. P. Jaques, Four Ways, Reydon, Near Southwold. (Please forward)

Geoffrey Gorer, esq., The Elms, Fitzroy Park, N.W.6.

Mrs. Adam,2 The Stores, Wallington, Near Baldock, Herts.

Mr. & Mrs. R. W. Blair, Montagu House, Southwold, Suffolk.

Laurence O’Shaughnessy, esq., F.R.C.S., 24 Croom’s Hill, Greenwich, S.E. 10.

•

And two copies (10/6 edition) to Mrs. Eric Blair, Hotel Contintal,° Boulevard de las Ramblas, Barcelona, Spain.

Free copies of the Left Book Club edition, if any, to be sent to Mr. Laurence O’Shaughnessy.3




362. Publication of The Road to Wigan Pier


The Road to Wigan Pier was published by Victor Gollancz Ltd on 8 March 1937, less than twelve weeks after Orwell had delivered the typescript to his agent. It was not proofread by either Orwell or Eileen. It appeared as a Left Book Club selection and a cloth-bound trade edition. Part I, also with thirty-two pages of plates, was published as a Left Book Club supplementary volume, ‘for propaganda distribution,’ in May 1937.

Publication details of The Road to Wigan Pier are quite complicated, but can be summarised: Left Book Club edition: 44,039; trade edition: 2,150; Part I: 890; lost in air-raid: 150—a total of 47,229 copies.

Type was distributed on 14 June 1939, and the volume was not reprinted in Orwell’s lifetime. It was published by Harcourt, Brace and Company in New York in 1958 in an edition that reproduced the illustrations from the Left Book Club edition plates. In 1959 it was included in Secker & Warburg’s Uniform Edition,1 and was first published by Penguin Books in 1962. Except for the first English and U.S. editions, no editions reproduced the plates until the Complete Works edition of 1986; they were introduced into Penguin’s Twentieth-Century Classics series in 1989. In addition to reviews in the ‘public’ press (see Stansky and Abrahams, II, 162, 192, 195), Harold Laski reviewed The Road to Wigan Pier in the Left Book Club’s own periodical, The Left News, March 1937.

On 31 May 1937 the Moscow journal International Literature wrote to Orwell requesting a contribution and a copy of The Road to Wigan Pier. As Crick records, Orwell sent the book, promised a contribution, but explained that he was recovering from a wound sustained whilst serving with the POUM. The journal replied on 25 August 1937. He was right, it said, ‘to be frank with us’ and ‘right to inform us of your service in the militia of the POUM.’ Their magazine had ‘nothing to do with POUM-members; this organization, as the long experience of the Spanish people’s struggle against insurgents and fascist interventions has shown, is part of Franco’s ‘fifth column’ which is acting in the rear [of] the heroic army of Republican Spain’ (Crick, 345–46). See also Shelden, 271–73; U.S.: 247–48.






363. Eileen Blair to her mother

22 March 1937 Handwritten

Seccion Inglesa
10 Rambla de los Estudios
Barcelona.1

Dearest Mummy,

I enclose a ‘letter’ I began to write to you in the trenches! It ends abruptly—I think I’ve lost a sheet—& is practically illegible but you may as well have a letter written from a real fighting line, & you’ll read enough to get the essential news. I thoroughly enjoyed being at the front. If the doctor had been a good doctor I should have moved heaven & earth to stay (indeed before seeing the doctor I had already pushed heaven & earth a little) as a nurse—the line is still so quiet that he could well have trained me in preparation for the activity that must come. But the doctor is quite ignorant & incredibly dirty. They have a tiny hospital at Monflorite in which he dresses the villagers’ cut fingers etc. & does emergency work on any war wounds that do occur. Used dressings are thrown out of the window unless the window happens to be shut when they rebound onto the floor—& the doctor’s hands have never been known to be washed. So I decided he must have a previously trained assistant (I have one in view—a man). Eric did go to him but he says there is nothing the matter except ‘cold, over-fatigue, etc.’ This of course is quite true. However, the weather is better now & of course the leave is overdue, but another section on the Huesca front made an attack the other day which had rather serious results & leave is stopped there for the moment. Bob Edwards2 who commands the I.L.P. contingent has to be away for a couple of weeks & Eric is commanding in his absence, which will be quite fun in a way. My visit to the front ended in a suitable way because Kopp decided I must have ‘a few more hours’ & arranged a car to leave Monflorite at 3:15 a.m. We went to bed at 10 or so & at 3 Kopp came & shouted & I got up & George3 (I can’t remember which half of the family I write to) went to sleep again I hope. In this way he got 2 nights proper rest & seems much better. The whole visit’s unreality was accentuated by the fact that there were no lights, not a candle or a torch; one got up & went to bed in black dark, & on the last night I emerged in black dark & waded knee deep in mud in & out of strange buildings until I saw the faint glow from the Comité Militap where Kopp was waiting with his car.

On Tuesday we had the only bombardment of Barcelona since I came. It was quite interesting. Spanish people are normally incredibly noisy & pushing but in a° emergency they appear to go quiet. Not that there was any real emergency but the bombs fell closer to the middle of the town than usual & did make enough noise to excite people fairly reasonably. There were very few casualties.

I’m enjoying Barcelona again—I wanted a change. You might send this letter on to Eric & Gwen, whom I thank for tea. Three lbs of it has just come & will be much appreciated. The contingent is just running out, Bob Edwards tells me. The other message for Eric is that as usual I am writing this in the last moments before someone leaves for France & also as usual my cheque book is not here, but he will have the cheque for £10 within 2 weeks anyway & meanwhile I should be very grateful if he gave Fenner Brockway4 the pesetas (In case anything funny happened to the last letter, I asked him to buy £10 worth of pesetas & give them to Fenner Brockway to be brought out by hand. Living is very cheap here, but I spend a lot on the I.L.P. contingent as none of them have had any pay & they all need things. Also I’ve lent John5 500 ps. because he ran out. I guard my five English pounds, which I could exchange at a fairly decent rate, because I must have something to use when we—whoever we may be—cross the frontier again.)

I hope everyone is well—& I hope for a letter soon to say so. Gwen wrote a long letter which was exciting—even I fall into the universal habit of yearning over England. Perhaps the same thing happens in the colonies. When a waiter lit my cigarette the other day I said he had a nice lighter & he said ‘Si, si, es bien, es Ingles!’ Then he handed it to me, obviously thinking I should like to caress it a little. It was a Dunhill—bought in Barcelona I expect as a matter of fact because there are plenty of Dunhill & other lighters but a shortage of spirit for them. Kopp, Eric’s commander, longed for Lea & Perrins° Worcester Sauce. I discovered this by accident & found some in Barcelona—they have Crosse & Blackwell’s pickles too but the good English marmalade is finished although the prices of these things are fantastic.

After seeing George6 I am pretty confident that we shall be home before the winter—& possibly much sooner of course. You might write another letter to the aunt7 some time. I have never heard from her & neither has Eric,8 which worries me rather. I think she may be very sad about living in Wallington. By the way, George9 is positively urgent about the gas-stove—he wanted me to write & order it at once, but I still think it would be better to wait until just before our return, particularly as I have not yet heard from Moore about the advance on the book.10 Which reminds me that the reviews are better than I anticipated, as the interesting ones haven’t come through yet.

I had a bath last night—a great excitement. And I’ve had 3 superb dinners in succession. I don’t know whether I shall miss this café life. I have coffee about three times a day & drinks oftener, & although theoretically I eat in a rather grim pension at least six times a week I get headed off into one of about four places where the food is really quite good by any standards though limited of course. Every night I mean to go home early & write letters or something & every night I get home the next morning. The cafés are open till 1.30 & one starts one’s after-dinner coffee about 10. But the sherry is undrinkable—& I meant to bring home some little casks of it!

Give Maud11 my love & tell her I’ll write some time. And give anyone else my love but I shan’t be writing to them. (This letter is to the 3 O’Shaughnesseys,12 who are thus ‘you’ not ‘they’.) It is a dull letter again I think. I shall do this life better justice in conversation—or I hope so.

Much love
Eileen




364. To Eileen Blair

[5? April 1937] Handwritten; undated

[Hospital, Monflorite]

Dearest,

You really are a wonderful wife. When I saw the cigars my heart melted away. They will solve all tobacco problems for a long time to come. McNair tells me you are all right for money, as you can borrow & then repay when B.E.1 brings some pesetas, but don’t go beggaring yourself, & above all don’t go short of food, tobacco etc. I hate to hear of your having a cold & feeling run down. Don’t let them overwork you either, & don’t worry about me, as I am much better & expect to go back to the lines tomorrow or the day after. Mercifully the poisoning in my hand didn’t spread, & it is now almost well, tho’ of course the wound is still open. I can use it fairly well & intend to have a shave today, for the first time in about 5 days. The weather is much better, real spring most of the time, & the look of the earth makes me think of our garden at home & wonder whether the wallflowers are coming out & whether old Hatchett is sowing the potatoes. Yes, Pollitt’s review2 was pretty bad, tho’ of course good as publicity. I suppose he must have heard I was serving in the Poum militia. I don’t pay much attention to the Sunday Times reviews3 as G4 advertises so much there that they daren’t down his books, but the Observer was an improvement on last time. I told McNair that when I came on leave I would do the New Leader an article, as they wanted one, but it will be such a come-down after B.E’s that I don’t expect they’ll print it. I’m afraid it is not much use expecting leave before about the 20th April. This is rather annoying in my own case as it comes about through my having exchanged from one unit to another—a lot of the men I came to the front with are now going on leave. If they suggested that I should go on leave earlier I don’t think I would say no, but they are not likely to & I am not going to press them. There are also some indications—I don’t know how much one can rely on these—that they expect an action hereabouts, & I am not going on leave just before that comes off if I can help it. Everyone has been very good to me while I have been in hospital, visiting me every day etc. I think now that the weather is getting better I can stick out another month without getting ill, & then what a rest we will have, & go fishing too if it is in any way possible.

As I write this Michael, Parker & Buttonshaw5 have just come in, & you should have seen their faces when they saw the margarine. As to the photos, of course there are lots of people who want copies, & I have written the numbers wanted on the backs, & perhaps you can get reproductions. I suppose it doesn’t cost too much—I shouldn’t like to disappoint the Spanish machine-gunners etc. Of course some of the photos were a mess. The one which has Buttonshaw looking very blurred in the foreground is a photo of a shell-burst, which you can see rather faintly on the left, just beyond the house.

I shall have to stop in a moment, as I am not certain when McNair is going back & I want to have this letter ready for him. Thanks ever so much for sending the things, dear, & do keep well & happy. I told McNair I would have a talk with him about the situation when I came on leave, & you might at some opportune moment say something to him about my wanting to go to Madrid etc. Goodbye, love. I’ll write again soon.

With all my love
Eric




365. Eileen Blair to Leonard Moore

12 April 1937 Typewritten

Seccion Inglesa,
10, Rambla de los Estudios,
Barcelona.

Dear Mr. Moore,

I hope you received my message of thanks for sending out the two copies of Wigan Pier when it was first published. Now I wish to thank you for the four further copies, two of the 10/6 edition and two of the L.B.C. edition, which came on Saturday. The press cuttings are coming through very well too, and on the whole are very satisfactory. Everyone I hear from is most impressed by the book—I wonder what you thought of it.

I saw my husband a month ago at the front, where, as this is a revolutionary war, I was allowed to stay in the front line dug-outs all day. The Fascists threw in a small bombardment and quite a lot of machine-gun fire, which was then comparatively rare on the Huesca front, so it was quite an interesting visit—indeed I never enjoyed anything more. Eric was then fairly well, though very tired; since then he has had a rest two miles behind the line as he got a poisoned arm,1 but I think he is now back in the line and the front has been active for the last week. He is keeping quite a good diary2 and I have great hopes for the book. Unfortunately the activity on his part of the front has interfered with his leave, which is now long overdue, but I hope he will be down here in a week or two.

I should be very grateful if you could let us know whether Gollancz paid the second advance on publication, as he said he was prepared to do. We are still solvent, but when Eric comes on leave we must discuss our future arrangements which will partly depend on the advance. As a matter of fact, there may be a letter now on the way from the bank. The mails are so slow and so irregular that it is very difficult to manage any sort of business.3

With many thanks,

Yours sincerely,

Eileen Blair.




366. Night Attack on the Aragon Front

The New Leader, 30 April 1937


This article was headed by the statement ‘The whole of this story is in the words of the men who took part in it. It consists entirely of extracts from letters to John McNair from Bob Smillie, Eric Blair, Albert Gross and Paddy Donovan.’ It was illustrated by photographs of Bob Edwards, C. Justessen, Frank Frankford, Urias Jones, Stafford Cottman, Bob Smillie, Hugh McNeill, Reg Hiddlestone, and Philip Hunter. A tribute from George Kopp, Commander of the 3rd Regiment, Division Lenin, POUM (see 359, n. 2) was also printed, and is given here. Orwell describes this attack in chapter VI of Homage to Catalonia. Douglas Moyle (see 408, n. 1), a friend of Orwell’s in Spain and on their return, told Ian Angus that Orwell was ‘quite cross with how the ILP handled the story,’ which the participants read when copies of The New Leader arrived in Spain. He was displeased at the way ‘they blew it up into a sort of 1914–18 battle.’ Moyle continued: ‘George never felt quite the same about the ILP after that & did not encourage them to use him for propaganda purposes when he came back to England’ (letter of 9 April 1965).



FORWARD!

It was a dirty night. Rain was coming down in sheets and a perfect gale was blowing outside, making us glad that our dugouts in our new advanced positions were finished. Our Captain Ben poked his head in.

“Fifteen volunteers wanted for a little job to-night,” he called. In a few minutes we were ready.

At 1.45 a.m. it was pitch dark and drizzling. “Coats off.” “Bombs handy.” “From now on no talking and no noise.” The orders passed down from one to another. We moved out into no man’s land.

Our objective was a Fascist parapet which dominated our lines. The plan was that we were to creep up, cut the wire, all throw our bombs at an agreed signal, and then rush the parapet. Meanwhile the shock troops were to assault another position in the rear of ours to prevent a counter-attack from that side. Our part of the job worked more or less according to plan.

*

We moved forward in single file through pools of water into ditches which soaked us up to the thighs, through fields, cutting barbed wire as we went. Visibility was almost nil. We got within about thirty yards of the enemy, and could hear two sentries chatting together quietly. Then with a red spear of flame, a sentry’s rifle went off. Jorge rose up and flung the first bomb. “Bombs!” Over they went. Hell started. On our left a machine gun opened on us, rifles spattered a stream of bullets over our head. A few yards in front a bomb burst with a roar and a sheet of flame and sparks like a gigantic firework display. More bombs exploded around us. We began to wriggle back a bit. Thomas called out, “I’m hit.” Thompson, too, said, “I’ve caught one.” “Go back,” we said, but he refused.

A Spanish comrade rose and rushed forward. “Por ellos—Arriba!” (For the others—charge!) “Charge!” shouted Blair. “Over to the right and in!” called Paddy Donovan. “Are we downhearted?” cried the French Captain Benjamin.

In front of the parapet was Eric Blair’s tall figure coolly strolling forward through the storm of fire. He leapt at the parapet, then stumbled. Hell, had they got him? No, he was over, closely followed by Gross, of Hammersmith, Frankfort, of Hackney, and Bob Smillie, with the others right after them.

The trench had been hastily evacuated. The last of the retreating Fascists, clothed only in a blanket, was thirty yards away. Blair gave chase, but the man knew the ground and got away. In a corner of the trench was one dead man; in a dugout was another body.

*

We looked around quickly, less than a dozen of us. We had got them out. Now to hold the position. There was already the beginning of a counter-attack in our rear. Guns were jammed with the mud we had been through. Only six or seven rifles were working; with them we began returning enemy fire on one side, while on the other, where there was an unprotected gap, we took sandbags from the parapet to build a small breastwork behind which three or four men could lie down and fire. We had used up most of our bombs. We had captured a quantity of Fascist bombs, but they were of a different make from ours, and we were not certain how to use them.

“Visca P.O.U.M!” we yelled, trying to gather reinforcements, and to give the impression we were a thousand instead of ten.

“They’re coming back!” Over went a bomb. The explosion was followed by fearful screams, and the line of fire moved back fifty yards.

“Reinforcements!” Four Germans of the shock battalion had arrived, but the others were lost in the pitch dark.

“Ammunition, a box full,” cried one of us.

“Hang it, that last shot took my hat off,” yelled Mike Wilton.

*

A hundred yards away a machine gun opened fire and scattered the dust from sandbags into our eyes and mouths. Thompson, in spite of a painful arm wound, had insisted on carrying sacks to build the new parapet. “Now load my rifle,” he said. “It’s my left hand that’s wounded and I can still fire.”

O’Hara, among the first to reach the parapet, left it again to bandage up two other comrades who were lying out under fire. With great bravery and coolness he achieved this difficult task.

“Give me a Mauser,” said Tanky. “My Worcester’s jammed.”

“Anybody else need bandaging?” yells O’Hara.

“Here’s a telescope,” said Moyle.

So an hour compressed itself into a few fleeting impressions.

Soon it became evident that the parapet on our left had not been taken. From three sides we were assailed by a hurricane of machine-gun and rifle fire; mortar and artillery had started, and we knew we were in for a tough time. The Fascists were closing in. It was obvious that we should have to clear out soon. Benjamin gave the order to retire. Reluctantly we retreated through the heavy fire to our own lines, taking as booty 2,000 rounds of ammunition and some bombs.

When we got in, Jorge, Hiddlestone and Coles were missing. They did not appear until about an hour later. Jorge was hit through the shoulder, Hiddlestone’s arm was badly shattered, and Coles had stayed to help Hiddlestone in.

Our boys of the good old I.L.P. did their job and damn well. “Well done, English boys,” said the Spanish Captain Jorge. To-night we are going out to get a box of bombs we had to leave in no man’s land.

[image: image]

Tribute from George Kopp

We have had a very hot time here these last days, and have advanced some thousand yards. The enemy counter-attacked, but did not succeed in regaining an inch of the lost ground. On the night of the 13th we made a somewhat audacious raid on the enemy’s positions of the Ermita Salas in order to relieve pressure on the Alcaso Front.

Thanks largely to the courage and discipline of the English comrades who were in charge of assaulting the principal enemy parapet, our action forced some twenty lorries carrying a thousand enemy troops to be sent urgently from the Alcaso Front, and our anarchist comrades there were thus able to make a further advance as well as to consolidate positions already taken.


The whole-page display was completed by an appeal for money, particularly to buy medical supplies, attributed to Buck Parker, a member of the ILP contingent who was in a hospital in Barcelona, having been wounded some days before the attack described.






367. Eileen Blair to Dr. Laurence (‘Eric’) O’Shaughnessy

1 May 1937 Handwritten

10 Rambla de los Estudios,
Barcelona.

Dear Eric,

You have a hard life. I mean to write to Mother with the news, but there are some business matters. Now I think of these, they’re inextricably connected with the news so Mother must share this letter.

George is here on leave. He arrived completely ragged, almost barefoot, a little lousy, dark brown, & looking really very well. For the previous 12 hours he had been in trains consuming anis, muscatel out of anis bottles, sardines & chocolate. In Barcelona food is plentiful at the moment but there is nothing plain. So it is not surprising that he ceased to be well. Now after two days in bed he is really cured but still persuadable so having a ‘quiet day’. This is the day to have on May 1st. They were asked to report at the barracks, but he isn’t well enough & has already applied for his discharge papers so he hasn’t gone. The rest of the contingent never thought of going. When the discharge is through he will probably join the International Brigade. Of course we—perhaps particularly I—are politically suspect but we told all the truth to the I.B. man here & he was so shattered that he was practically offering me executive jobs by the end of half an hour, & I gather that they will take George. Of course I must leave Barcelona but I should do that in any case as to stay would be pointless. Madrid is probably closed to me, so it means Valencia for the moment with Madrid & Albacete in view but at long distance. To join the I.B. with George’s history is strange but it is what he thought he was doing in the first place & it’s the only way of getting to Madrid. So there it is. Out of this arises a further money crisis because when I leave Barcelona I shall leave all my affiliations—& my address & even my credit at the bank; & it will take a little time to get connected again perhaps. Meanwhile we spend immense sums of money for Spain on new equipment etc. I did write to you about getting money through banks—i.e. your bank buys pesetas1 with your pounds & instructs a bank in Barcelona to pay me the number of pesetas you bought. If this can be done will you do it (about another 2000 pesetas2 I should think), & will you ask the bank to cable. Probably I shall be here for a couple of weeks but I’m not sure where I shall go next & I want if possible to have some money in hand before leaving. If the bank business can’t be done I frankly don’t know what can – i.e. I must use the credit at 60 to the £. before leaving here & find some method of getting money through my new friends, whoever they may be (I have met the Times correspondent at Valencia).

The other business is the cottage. I gather & hear from Mrs Blair that the aunt is not only tiring but tired, & I have written to her suggesting evacuation with all the arrangements under headings. You take over in a manner of speaking. If she shows you the letter it may alarm you, but twenty minutes will settle most of the problems. There are several things to be paid, but they’re all matters of shillings & the shop may have—should have—a few pounds in hand. The shop will be closed. I’ve said you can buy any perishables. It is not of course suggested that you should pay for these, except in the aunt’s eyes, but she will never give anything away so you might dump doubtful stuff in the car & dispose of it anyhow you like. If Mother is at Greenwich she might perhaps go over after the aunt is out & see that there is nothing to attract mice.3 There is a chance that Arthur Clinton,4 who was wounded, may go & recuperate in the cottage. He is perhaps the nicest man in the world & I hope he may be able to use it. He’ll return to England unfit, ineligible for dole & penniless. If he wants the cottage he’ll ask you about it of course.

We shall owe you money. We have money in our sense of the word, but I haven’t much fancy for sending cheques if they get lost in the post.

I must take this to the office now—one of the contingent is going home tomorrow & will take it. I have in progress an immense letter to mother, started two or three weeks ago, which will arrive in due course. I am very well.

About the L.C.C. pay I fully agree that there must be no sessional payment—it is a vicious system.5

My love to Gwen. By the way, I gather from the correspondence that she isn’t coming. If this is wrong & she is coming of course I’ll wait in Barcelona.

Yours
Eileen.

For the bank’s information my name is Eileen Maud Blair & my passport number 174234

I really am sorry for you—but what can I do?




368. To Victor Gollancz

9 May 1937 Handwritten

Hotel Continental Barcelona

Dear Mr Gollancz,

I didn’t get an opportunity earlier to write & thank you for the introduction you wrote to “Wigan Pier,” in fact I didn’t even see the book, or rather the L.B.C. edition of it, till about 10 days ago when I came on leave, & since then I have been rather occupied. I spent my first week of leave in being slightly ill, then there was 3 or 4 days of street-fighting in which we were all more or less involved, in fact it was practically impossible to keep out of it. I liked the introduction very much, though of course I could have answered some of the criticisms you made. It was the kind of discussion of what one is really talking about that one always wants & never seems to get from the professional reviewers. I have had a lot of reviews sent on to me, some of them very hostile but I should think mostly good from a publicity point of view. Also great numbers of letters from readers.

I shall be going back to the front probably in a few days & barring accidents I expect to be there till about August. After that I think I shall come home, as it will be about time I started on another book. I greatly hope I come out of this alive if only to write a book about it. It is not easy here to get hold of any facts outside the circle of one’s own experience, but with that limitation I have seen a great deal that is of immense interest to me. Owing partly to an accident I joined the P.O.U.M. militia instead of the International Brigade,1 which was a pity in one way because it meant that I have never seen the Madrid front; on the other hand it has brought me into contact with Spaniards rather than Englishmen & especially with genuine revolutionaries. I hope I shall get a chance to write the truth about what I have seen. The stuff appearing in the English papers is largely the most appalling lies—more I can’t say, owing to the censorship. If I can get back in August I hope to have a book ready for you about the beginning of next year.

Yours sincerely,

Eric A. Blair




369. Orwell’s Wound


Orwell was shot through the throat by a sniper on 20 May 1937. He discusses the incident in Homage to Catalonia, CW, VI, 137–39. Eileen sent a telegram from Barcelona at noon on 24 May 1937 to Orwell’s parents in Southwold. This read: ‘Eric slightly wounded progress excellent sends love no need for anxiety Eileen.’ This reached Southwold just after 2:00 P.M. Orwell’s commandant, George Kopp, wrote a report on his condition on 31 May and 1 June 1937. When this report was lost (see Eileen’s letter to her brother, 373), Kopp wrote another, for Dr. Laurence O’Shaughnessy, Orwell’s brother-in-law, dated ‘Barcelona, the 10th. of June 1937’ (see below). It differs slightly from the version given in Orwell Remembered, 158–61. Kopp illustrated his report with a drawing of the bullet’s path through Orwell’s throat; Bert Govaerts, who uncovered details of Kopp’s life (see 359, n. 2), suggests that this shows his training in engineering drawing. Kopp’s report is in the British Library, Mss Add. 49384, and is reproduced by kind permission of the Trustees.



Eric was wounded the 20th of May at 5 a.m. The bullet entered the neck just under the larynx, slightly at the left side of it’s° vertical axis and went out at the dorsal right side of the neck’s base. It was a normal 7 mm bore, copper-plated spanish° Mauser bullet, shot from a distance of some 175 yards. At this range, it still had a velocity of some 600 feet per second and a cauterising temperature. Under the impact, Eric fell on his back. The hemorrhaging was insignificant. After dressing at a first aid post some half a mile from the actual line, he was transferred to Barbastro and then to the Hospital of Lerida, where I saw him with Eileen some 50 hours after him° having been wounded.

[image: image]

Eric’s general state was some sort of excellent; the temperature (taken in the left arm-pit) had never reached 37°C. Eric complained about his right arm aching from the shoulder down to the tip of the middle finger along a humero-cubital line and about a pain, according to himself severe but not unbearable, in the left side somwhere° between the ultimate rib and the spleen. His voice was hoarse and feeble, but covering all the practical purposes of conversational speech. Breathing absolutely regular. Sense of humour untouched.

At the Hospital in Lerida, Eric only received an external treatment of his wound. After a couple of days, the dressing of the entrance wound could be dispensed with. He remained at this Hospital, under care of Dr. Farré, up to the 27th when he was transferred to Tarragona.

Dr. Farré told me on the 22d of May that no essential organ had been touched by some sort of unexplainable luck; he admitted that the pain in the arm might be produced by abrasion of one of the arm’s main nerves and that the pain in the left side was probably due to hitting the ground when falling from his tremendous height. He told me that there was nothing to fear about the basic wound.

We had Eric ordered to be evacuated from Tarragona to Barcelona and went to fetch him the 29th of May; we found him with a semi-complete aphorisia1 and a slight fever. The pain in the left side had disappeared in due course. The one in the arm (supposed of nervous origin) subsisted unchanged. The doctor at Tarragona’s Hospital had told Eric on that very morning that his larynx was “broken” and that he would never recover a normal voice. In fact, Eric was able to utter any articulate sound but feebly and with the characteristic, grinding, noise of the brakes of a model T, very antiquated, Ford; his speech was inaudible outside a range of two yards.

Eric reached the sanatorium Maurin in Barcelona on the 29th at 10 p.m., having travelled 60 miles in a saloon-car without any special accommodation. His temperature reached at 11 p.m. 37.8°C (in left arm-pit); he received an aspirin and went immediately to bed, without any meal.

On Sunday, 30th, his voice had improved considerably, his temperature was normal in the morning and his apetite° restored. He was able to walk about the place and it’s° park without any exhaustion. I saw him from 11 a.m. to 6p.m. and found his voice and spirits continuously improving during this period. Eileen was with her husband all the time and states his comportment was absolutely peace-timely.

Today, 30th.2 Eric travelled by tram and tube, on his own initiative, down to the Centre of Barcelona, where I met him at 11.45 a.m. He explained his escapade by the want of cocktails and decent lunch, which were duly produced by Eileen’s tender care (with help of a barman and several waiters).

Eric’s temperature had remained normal, the pain in the left side had not reappeared and the pain in the right arm was rather reduced. His voice, according to himself, had improved since yesterday, but Eileen and I don’t share this impression, without thinking it was worse. I explain this apparent contradiction by the fact that to reach his present quality of speech costs him less effort than yesterday.

I arranged to have Eric thoroughly examined to-morrow morning by Professor Grau of Barcelona’s University and for a subsequent treatment either by some professor, either3 by another prominent specialist of this town.

I propose to add to this “bulletin” Professor’s° Grau opinion with the narrative of the manipulations he will perform on my friend’s throat.

[image: image]

Professor Grau examined Eric to day, Ist of June, at 9.30 a.m. at the “Hospital General de Cataluña”. His diagnostic is:

“incomplete semi-paralysis of the larynx due to abrasion of the right-side larynx dilating4 nerve.”

He confirmed Dr. Farré’s statement that no essential organ had been touched; the bullet went right through, between the trachea and the carotid.

Professor Grau said that electrotherapy was the only thing to be recommended just now and some sort of promise to restore Eric’s voice in a long, indefinite, but reasonable time.

He took Eric to Dr. Barraquer, specialist5 in electric treatments of nervous disturbances and began by having a private talk of some 12 minutes with his colleague. It is unknown if they spoke of Eric’s wound or of some other topic. When Eric, Eileen and myself were ushered in Dr. Barraquer’s study, Professor Grau explained the case just as if he had never spoken of it before and wanted his friend to investigate any possible nervous lesions outside of the purely laryngic zone out of which he some sort of hated to walk.6

Dr. Barraquer’s additional diagnostic was:

“abrasions of the first right-side spinal rachidean nerve,”

which accounts for the pain in the arm. Dr. Barraquer also advocated electrotherapy for both of the nervous lesions and it was agreed upon Eric coming twice a week (on Wed. and Fri.) to have an electrical treatment and once a week (on Fridays) to let Professor Grau look into his throat and hear him saying ‘aaaaaah’ whilst his tongue is maintained stretched out at full length by the Professor.

Both of the doctors concerned with the case are decent, efficient and fully civilised people, with a lot of similar cases having passed before them since war begun; the machinery and installations of the General Catalonian Hospital is complete and modern; most of the nurses are brunettes.

Of course, the doctors have not given any definite opinion upon the duration of the treatment and I felt I could not possibly put any questions about it before they can prove by some sittings the effect of electrotherapy on Eric’s nerves. I think that in any case, it would be advisable to let the treatment go at least two weeks and then ask the medical people ‘what about having it continued in England?’

I advocate you writing to Dr. Barraquer (who speaks a fairly good english°) a ‘colleague’s letter’ in the reply to which you may be told something more than we, mere mortals, are admitted to hear. Then you would be able to form a reasonable opinion about the case and send Eileen definite instructions which, I am sure she will follow without any reluctance, so high is her admiration for your professional capacities.

With the hope I shall some day have the opportunity of sharing this feeling not only from faith but on experimental evidence, I remain

Yours sincerely

Georges Kopp

Dr. Barraquer’s adress:°

Dr. Barraquer

Hospital General de Cataluña

Barcelona.




370. To Mr. Thompson

8 June 1937 Handwritten

Sanatori Maurin1 Sarria Barcelona

Dear Mr Thompson,2

Please forgive me for only now answering your letter dated 12.3.37. I have been in Spain since the beginning of the year, most of that time at the front, & my letters have only got to me at long intervals. I got yours about a fortnight ago, I think. You kindly said that you intended reviewing my last book3 & I thought that if it was not too late I would write & warn you that from your point of view I am on the wrong side of the fence, as I have been fighting for what you call “the Caballero4 clique of capitalists.” However I have got a Fascist bullet in me now, if that is any consolation to you, & shall probably have to come home shortly. I just thought I would tell you lest you should think I am a sympathiser with your viewpoint, which on the whole I am not. But thanks very much for writing.

Yours sincerely

George Orwell




371. To Cyril Connolly

8 June 1937 Handwritten

Sanatori Maurin Sania Barcelona

Dear Cyril,

I wonder if you will be in town during the next few weeks. If you will & would like to meet, you might drop a line to that effect to

at. 24 Crooms Hill
Greenwich S.E. 10.

If I can get my discharge papers I ought to be home in about a fortnight. I have been nastily wounded, not really a very bad wound, a bullet through the throat which of course ought to have killed me but has merely given me nervous pains in the right arm & robbed me of most of my voice. The doctors here don’t seem certain whether I shall get my voice back or not. Personally I believe I shall, as some days it is much better than others, but in any case I want to get home & be properly treated. I was just reading one of your articles on Spain in a February New Statesman. It is a credit to the New Statesman that it is the only paper, apart from a few obscure ones such as the New Leader, where any but the Communist viewpoint has ever got through. Liston Oak’s article1 recently on the Barcelona troubles was very good & well balanced. I was all through that business & know what lies most of the stuff in the papers was. Thanks also for recently telling the public that I should probably write a book on Spain, as I shall, of course, once this bloody arm is right. I have seen wonderful things & at last really believe in Socialism, which I never did before. On the whole, though I am sorry not to have seen Madrid, I am glad to have been on a comparatively little-known front among Anarchists & Poum people instead of in the International Brigade, as I should have been if I had come here with C.P. credentials instead of I.L.P. ones. A pity you didn’t come up to our position & see me when you were in Aragon. I would have enjoyed giving you tea in a dugout.

Yours
Eric Blair




371A. Reprint of Section of The Road to Wigan Pier


A short section from The Road to Wigan Pier was reprinted in the News Chronicle, 10 June 1937, as the fourth in a five-day series ‘giving the work of young writers already famous among critics, less well-known by the public.’ The section chosen was from ‘Before I had been down a mine’ (CW, V, 21, line 33) to ‘when he comes back to the pit, suffers badly for the first few days’ (25, lines 15–16).

Part of the first three lines of p. 138, ‘one sniff … evil despotism’ are quoted in a preliminary biographical note. In the passage reprinted, Orwell expresses surprise at the number of mice in the mine galleries. On 16 June, the News Chronicle published a letter from Ifor R. Middletone explaining that mice got into the pit ponies’ fodder on the surface and so found their way below ground where they bred. By coincidence, another letter that day refers to a Tenants’ League set up in the East End of London under the chairmanship of the Rev Gilbert Shaw to present views of tenants to a government committee considering the renewal of the Rent Acts. Shaw had helped provide illustrations for The Road to Wigan Pier; see CW, I, xxxiv, and, for his name in Victor Gollancz’s handwriting, the illustration on p. xxxiii and X, 530.






372. To Frederick Bardford

10 June 1937


Orwell wrote to Frederick Bardford from the Sanatorium Maurín, Barcelona, explaining that he had been wounded, that letters reached him at rare intervals and answering them was difficult. (Summary from Kingston Galleries, Somerville, Mass., Catalogue 32, item 164.) It has not proved possible to trace this letter.






373. Eileen Blair to Dr. Laurence (‘Eric’) O’Shaughnessy

[c. 10 June 1937]1 Handwritten; undated

Dear Eric,

Ten days ago George Kopp wrote you an account of the medical investigations & reports on Eric, & I wrote letters to you & Mrs Blair & the aunt. As we wanted you all to get the correspondence quickly we gave them to a man who was crossing into France, to be sent Air Mail from there. Today we hear that he lost the whole packet. So everyone will be feeling bitterly neglected, including me as I had expected a reassuring cable. I’ve written at least three letters & four postcards each to the three addresses since, but I don’t know which have arrived or when. You might ask mother to telephone Mrs Blair & write [to the]2 aunt—or better telephone yourself & give a medical opinion.

Eric is I think much better, though he cannot be brought to admit any improvement. His voice certainly improves very slowly, but he uses his arm much more freely though it is still very painful at times. He eats as much as anyone else & can walk about & do any ordinary thing quite effectively for a short time. He is violently depressed, which I think encouraging. I have now agreed to spend two or three days on the Mediteranean° (in France) on the way home—probably at Port-Vendre.°3 In any case we shall probably have to wait somewhere for money. The discharge is not through but I think we can leave next week, wire you for money when we arrive at Port Vendre or other resting place, go on to Paris & spend there two nights & the day between, & then get the morning train to England. I do not altogether like this protracted travel, but no urgent complication seems possible now, & he has an overwhelming desire to follow this programme—anyway it has overwhelmed me.

Give my love to everyone. I now realise I haven’t explained that the enclosed letter from G.K. is a copy of the one that was lost.

Thank you very much for the liniment & the things for Lois, which I collected today.

Eileen.

Did you get £20 from Fenner Brockway?




374. B. C. Rake to Orwell

21 June 1937 PP/EB/MB


B.C. Rake, who had served in the police in Burma, retired to Norfolk on a half-pension and read some of Orwell’s work, including Burmese Days. He had written to Orwell through Victor Gollancz Ltd, and Orwell had replied. On 21 June Rake thanked Orwell for his reply and asked if he would care to stay with him at his home, Fishley Place, Acle. Though he could not afford to entertain him in style, it was quiet, and Orwell could work, if he wished, or take a short holiday.






374A. Escape from Spain, 23 June 1937


On 23 June 1937, Eileen and Orwell, with John McNair and Stafford Cottman, provided with documents from the British consulate, boarded the morning train from Barcelona to Paris. Sitting in the restaurant car as if they were tourists, they safely crossed into France. The Orwells stayed for a few days at the little port of Banyuls-sur-Mer before returning to England. Sir Richard Rees later wrote that the strain of her experience in Barcelona showed clearly on Eileen’s face and in her behaviour: ‘In Eileen Blair I had seen for the first time the symptoms of a human being living under a political Terror.’1 The nature of this Terror is exemplified by a list of charges made against Eileen and her husband to the Tribunal for Espionage and High Treason, Valencia, three weeks after they had escaped. The implications of this document (which was unknown to Orwell; it was discovered only a year or two ago) demand a detailed commentary, for they serve to explain precisely why Orwell turned so adamantly against Communism. It is a significant witness of the way he and his comrades were betrayed by those supposedly fighting with them against Fascism in Spain. The Spanish document is reproduced with its errors uncorrected; errors in spelling names have not been reproduced in translation.



Report to Tribunal for Espionage and High Treason, Valencia

BARCELONA 13 de Julio de 1937.

ENRIC° BLAIR y au mujer EILEEN BLAIR.

Resulta de au correspondencia que son trotzquistas pronuaciados.

Son de la I.R.P.° de Inglaterra.

ENRIC° BLAIR estaba del comitè de la ILP que foncionaba en el divisiòn, main el frente de la Granja (HUESCA).

Enlace con I.L.P. Inglaterra (Correspondencia D. MOYLE y JOHN MACNAIR).

En el material de CHARLES DORAN se excuentra una carta dirigida a ERIC B/ de JOHN MACNAIR, ciuiendola de escribir noticias a la ILP.-Se tieneque consider los como agentes de enlace de la ILP del POUM. Vivian en el hotel Falcon, anoyados por la Ejectiva Comitè del POUM. Credeencial de la Ejecutive Comitè POUM firmado pot JORGE KOPP (por sa caracter de luger a suponer que es una credencial sirviendo durente los sucesos de Mayo) en l’aver de EILEEN B.

ERIC B. ha tomado parte de los sucesos de MAYO.

Enlace con ALBACETE por medio de DAVID WICKES.

Enlace con MOSCOU.-

Eilen° B. estabe en el frente de Huesca el 13-3-37, (fecha inscrita en una fotografia) Tiene una credencial extendida en BARCELONA el 17-3-37. Su marido tiene un permiso de salir del frente para ir a Barcelona extendido el 14-3-37.

Translation by Michael Davison

Barcelona 13 July 1937

ERIC BLAIR and his wife EILEEN BLAIR.

Their correspondence reveals that they are rabid Trotskyists.

They belong to the I.R.P.° in England.

ERIC BLAIR was a member of the ILP committee which used to function in the Lenin division of the La Granja front (HUESCA).

Liaison with I.L.P. in England (Correspondence with D. MOYLE and JOHN McNAIR).

In CHARLES DORAN’s effects there is a letter addressed to ERIC B. from JOHN McNAIR asking him to write with news of the ILP.

One must consider them ILP agents of the POUM.

They used to live in the Falcon Hotel supported by the POUM executive committee.

Credential of the POUM executive committee signed by JORGE KOPP (its nature leads one to suppose that it is a credential which was valid during the events that took place in May) and made out in favour of EILEEN B. ERIC B. took part in the events of May.

Liaison with ALBACETE through DAVID WICKES.

Liaison with MOSCOW.

Eileen B. was at the Huesca front on 13.3.37, (the date written on the photograph) She has a credential issued in Barcelona on 17.3.37.

Her husband has a permit to leave from the front to go to Barcelona issued on 14.3.37.


The original of this document was found by Karen Hatherley in the Archivo Histórico Nacional de España, Madrid; it is reproduced by kind permission of the Centre d’Estudis Histórics Internationals (CEHI), Barcelona; the editor is grateful to its Secretary General, Sr Jordi Planes, for his assistance. A compilation of documents concerning the POUM has been prepared by Victor Alba; El Processo Contra el POUM (Madrid, 1989). As Hatherley pointed out, the Spanish has basic errors (for example, ‘el divisiòn’ for ‘la división’) that would not be made by a Spaniard, or Catalan. She noticed such errors in a number of the documents she examined, especially the use of ‘z’ for ‘s,’ indicating that Spanish was not the first language of their authors. ‘ENRIC’ and ‘I.R.P.’ in this document, if not typing errors, suggest an author not closely acquainted with the English scene.

The Events of May 1937 in Barcelona have been the subject of much dispute. Not surprisingly, Communists blamed the Anarchists and Trotskyists (the CNT and the POUM), and the POUM and the CNT blamed the Communists. A vicious little book by Georges Soria, Trotskyism in the Service of Franco: Facts and Documents on the Activities of the P.O.U.M. (London edition, published by Lawrence & Wishart, undated; New York, 1938), was timed to ‘appear before the trial of Trotskyist leaders has taken place’ and accuses the POUM of being ‘one of the most important instruments which the Spanish rebels use in their struggle against the legitimate Spanish Government.’ The POUM was, Soria stated, ‘the direct instrument of Fascism in Spain’ (6,5,44). Amongst the ‘evidence’ assembled is F. A. Frankfort’s account of collaboration between the POUM and the Fascist forces on the Huesca front. This had first been published in the Daily Worker, 14 September 1937, and angrily refuted by Orwell and his colleagues (see 399). Soria does not refer to this refutation. Soria’s book is representative of the Communist misinformation which appeared widely in the press at the time and which Orwell addresses in Appendix II of Homage to Catalonia. In short, the Communists’ allies in the fight against Franco (Orwell being one) were accused of being undercover Fascists and deliberately fomenting an uprising in Barcelona.

Despite his well-founded suspicions, Orwell, in Homage to Catalonia, could not bring himself to believe that anyone had deliberately planned the May events: ‘the fighting was only preconcerted in the sense that everyone expected it. There were no signs of any very definite plan on either side … was it perhaps a Communist coup d’état…? … I do not believe it was’; and, he says, no additional troops were brought into Barcelona nor had food been laid up by either side (219, 223). However, it now seems that Orwell was deceived. As far back as December 1936—before Orwell had even set out for Spain—Pravda announced, prematurely: ‘In Catalonia, the elimination of Trotskyists and Anarcho-Syndicalists [POUM and CNT] has begun. It will be carried out with the same energy as in the Soviet Union’ (a reference to the 1936 Purges).2 José Diaz, Secretary General of the Spanish Communist Party, denounced the POUM as ‘agents of fascism, who … carry out their major mission as agents of our enemies in our own country.’3 In Communist International, January 1937, Francisco Antón (later Political Commissar for General Miaja, who commanded the combined 5 and 18 Army Corps at the battle of Brunete), wrote: ‘One of the necessary conditions for the victory of our people must be the destruction, with an iron hand, of the Trotskyite traitors. … The Trotskyites are just as dangerous as the armies of fascism’; and in a special Spanish edition of Inprecor, 17 May 1938, he contributed an article with the revealing title ‘Trotskyists in Spain—Open Agents of Fascism.’4 There is little doubt that the Events of May were deliberately fomented at the instigation of the Soviets, thus enabling Alexander Orlov, NKVD chief in Spain, to order the arrest of all the POUM’s leaders on 14 June 1937.5 David T. Cattell states that ‘in their oppression of the POUM, the Communists made full use of the GPU [NKVD]. … All members of the POUM were subject to arrest, secret trials, and even execution with no chance to defend themselves.’6

Orwell, as he freely admits in Homage to Catalonia, was ill-informed to the point of näiveté about the political situation in Spain and he reported only what he witnessed—a virtue but also a limitation. This document shows that his fears for his safety and that of his wife and comrades were well founded. As late as 1984 Bill Alexander, a political commissar and commander of the British Battalion of the XVth International Brigade, underplayed their danger, writing that Orwell and others ‘decided they might be arrested and left Spain.’7 David Corkhill and Stuart Rawnsley, in 1981, expressed themselves more forcibly: Orwell ‘joined the rest of the ILPers in beating a hasty retreat to the safety of the French frontier.’8 It is now plain that had they not done so they would surely have been imprisoned, if not actually executed, and Orwell’s health being what it was, he might well have suffered Bob Smillie’s fate.

This document reports on what was found when searching Eileen’s room at the Continental Hotel as described in Homage to Catalonia (164). (It is ironic that Communists complain of inaccuracies in Homage to Catalonia; it was they who stole his diaries: perhaps one day they will turn up in NKVD or Ministry of Foreign Affairs files in Moscow.) Charles Doran’s effects were also rifled. On the basis of what they took away, this report was drawn up. Its general import has been suspected for a long time, but its specific details show the involvement of Moscow (doubtless the NKVD, through the Russian Consul-General’s office in Barcelona) and the International Brigade itself. (The Russian Consul-General, Vladimir Antonov-Ovsëenko (1884–1937), referred to by Orwell in Homage to Catalonia (234), had led the attack on the Winter Palace in 1917 and had been a supporter of Trotsky, but he later allied himself to Stalin. He was recalled in June 1937 to take up the post of People’s Commissar for Justice. However, and presumably unknown to him, he had been condemned to ten years’ imprisonment at one of a series of purge trials in Moscow on 8 February 1937; he was shot soon after his return.)9

Albacete was the International Brigade base. The Archivist of the Marx Memorial Library, Tony Atienza (assisted by Bill Alexander), identified David L. Wickes as a clerk who then lived in the Forest Hill-Lower Sydenham area of London; in December 1936 he volunteered for the International Brigade through the Secretary of the Luton Socialist League. He was turned down on the grounds that he had no military experience. He volunteered again in June 1937, this time for an ambulance unit. He was supported by F. L. Kerran, a car worker and Labour Party Parliamentary candidate for Luton in 1935 (since 1924 he had stood unsuccessfully three times at Stoke Newington and Hull), and by Fenner Brockway and John McNair, ILP stalwarts, the latter being named in the document reproduced above. He was accepted, but when he arrived in Spain it was decided he was not suitable for ambulance work. Because he had a working knowledge of French, German, and Spanish, he was appointed, despite his ILP recommendation, to Brigade Headquarters in Albacete. Alexander recalled that he seemed to have no strong political affiliations. He is not mentioned in either Bill Rust’s Britons in Spain (1939) or Alexander’s British Volunteers for Liberty: Spain, 1936–1939 (1982).10

The section of Brigade Headquarters to which the document of charges against Orwell and his wife would have been sent, was undoubtedly either the Political Commissariat or the political police, the SIM (Servicio Investigación Militar). The Political Commissariat ‘maintained its absolute dominance over the internal affairs of the Brigades through a variety of means including control over the Brigade press, censorship, control of appointments to military and political posts, and, ultimately, the Brigade police apparatus, which carried with it the power to imprison and execute without recourse to or review by higher authority’; the Commissariat had a network of political commissars at brigade, battalion, and company level, every military commander worked in conjunction with a commissar; and the Brigade ran a school at Albacete for its political commissars.’11 The Comintern exercised control over the International Brigades through the Political Commissariat and assigned personnel (usually trained in Moscow) to oversee its activities.12 The Political Commissariat had at its ‘direct disposition’ the political police, the SIM, which ran its own prison at Albacete, where it held, questioned, tortured, and executed those whom it suspected of being dissidents, in the manner of its ‘parent organisation, the Soviet NKVD,’ both SIM and NKVD being closely interconnected.13

British commissars listed by Rust include: Ralph Fox, Walter Tapsell (circulation manager of the Daily Worker), George Aitken, D. F. Springhall, William Paynter, Bert Williams, Bob Elliott, Jack Roberts, Eric Whalley, Tom Oldershaw, Arthur Nicholl, Hugh Slater (who later edited Polemic, to which Orwell contributed several important articles; see 3562, n. 8), Johnny Power, and Harry Dobson.14 Alexander lists in addition: Peter Kerrigan, John Mahon, Bill Rust (of the Political Bureau of the Communist Party of Great Britain and the Daily Worker correspondent), George Brown, Alec Torrance, Bill Rowe, Bob Cooney, and Morris Miller; he also lists two American commissars at Brigade, Steve Nelson and Dave Doran.15 There were thus at least twenty-two British political commissars, a ratio to the total enlistment of over one in ten. Rust explains that, following practice in France in 1789 and Russia in 1917, a political commissar was appointed alongside every commander of the Republican Army in order ‘to weld conflicting ideologies together for a common purpose’; he and the commander jointly signed all reports and orders; and, in Rust’s words, the commissar was ‘the collaborator of the commander, the political adviser and friend of the men,’ though he does not mention to what degree friendship extended to the executions that were rife in some brigades (though infrequent in the British Battalion). Furthermore, the commissars fought alongside the men.16 Casualties among the brigades were extremely high.17 Alexander lists 526 killed of some 2,050 British brigaders—more than 25% of those who had enlisted; eight of the 22 British commissars named fell, 36%. (Rust and Alexander ignore those who died fighting with the POUM.) The British commissars at battalion level, and usually at company level, were Communist Party members ‘with a record of activity in Britain.’18

The rank and file of the British Battalion were in no way responsible for the fate of the POUM. Indeed, when they learned of the way their former comrades had been treated, their morale declined. ‘Volunteers returned home disgruntled. The liquidation of the POUM created a deservedly bad impression,’ says Thomas.19 One such was Leslie Preger. He had visited the Soviet Union in 1934 and did two tours of duty with the International Brigade. However, on returning home he ‘drifted away’ from the Communist Party ‘especially because of their attitude to the P.O.U.M.ists and anarchists.’20 Even after their return to England, some of those who had fought with the POUM were hounded by members of the Communist Party; see Orwell’s letters to Charles Doran, 2 August 1937 (386), and Miss Charlesworth, 30 August 1937 (393), on the POUM and the Communists.21

It is difficult to assess what the British political commissars knew of the fate of the POUM and to what extent they were party to it. They were too far away from Barcelona, and too busily engaged in fighting on their own front, to be involved in a direct way against those who had fought with the POUM, but it is hard to imagine that they did not know that accusations of the kind made by the French Communist Georges Soria and those published in the Daily Worker (for example, Frankfort’s story) were false. Nothing more tarnishes the record of those who directed the fight against Fascism in Spain than the scale of executions of brigaders regarded as dissidents. This caught up many, many more than those who could justly be accused of spying; it was certainly aggravated by the paranoiac suspicions of the NKVD; and it was operated by the Political Commissariat and carried out with the approval of some, at least, of the political commissars, including those from the British Battalion. André Marty, a leading member of the French Communist Party and Deputy in the French Parliament, ‘placed in direct control of the International Brigades by the Comintern,’ admitted executing some 500 brigaders, thoroughly justifying his soubriquet, Le Boucher d’Albacete.22 Something of Marty’s reputation had evidently reached the Huesca front, where Orwell was serving with the POUM, for when Bob Edwards, Captain of the ILP contingent, tried to persuade Orwell not to leave his colleagues to join the International Brigade, he warned him of the ‘virtually dictatorial control wielded in the Brigades by André Marty and the NKVD representatives.’ As George Woodcock commented, ‘It is unlikely that [Orwell] would long have survived the attentions of Marty’s political commissars if he had joined the International Brigades.’23 Fred Copeman, who commanded the British Battalion for several months, but who later left the Communist Party, describes how the brigade directed that two British brigaders be summarily executed, pour encourager les autres, after their unit broke when they unexpectedly came under fire from Italian tanks. The firing squad was made up of volunteers from the British Battalion.24 He also records that certain British political commissars supported the Political Commissariat in demanding the death penalty for indiscipline.25 Thus, although the motivation for much of the Terror that assailed the International Brigades (the effects of which Sir Richard Rees saw in Eileen Blair) may be traced back to the NKVD, it can hardly have escaped the notice of British political commissars.26 Nevertheless, memoirs of those who served in Spain but later left the Party are almost as reticent on this subject as are Rust and Alexander. Charlotte Haldane does hint at the ‘obscure circumstances’ of Walter Tapsell’s death and she records that when she tried to discover how her friend and colleague Arnold Reid (onetime editor of the U.S. Party’s journal New Masses) had died, she was told by William Rust that he had been ‘sold down the river by his own Party’ rather than ‘killed in action.’27 Both men, though loyal Communists, had expressed independent opinions. Tapsell had, indeed, been held at Brigade Headquarters on an earlier occasion and only rescued by Copeman, who had instructed the British machine-gun company to come to their aid should the need arise.28 Of one thing there can be no doubt: genuine Terror haunted Albacete and Barcelona in and after May 1937.

Orwell may have been no political theoretician, especially in 1937; and he certainly did not have the facts available to him that have now surfaced; but, intuitively, he assessed the position accurately. The vision of a socialist society that he experienced on first arriving in Barcelona was not destroyed by Franco; it was betrayed by his Communist allies. As described by him in Homage to Catalonia, this has all the inevitability of tragedy. That ‘peculiar evil feeling in the air—an atmosphere of suspicion, fear, uncertainty, and veiled hatred’ that he found on his final visit to Barcelona29 was precisely that of the miasma of evil and terror dramatised in his favourite Shakespeare play, Macbeth. The effect of that experience marked all else he wrote and did until the day he died.

Two problems remain unsolved. What happened to David L. Wickes? What must he have felt when he read of the charges of espionage and treason arising solely from association with the ILP, especially since he had been recommended by one of the ILP leaders named in the document? Neither the Archive of the British Battalion at the Marx Memorial Library nor Alexander’s memory can throw light on what happened to him after this document was received in Albacete. No D. L. Wickes appeared in 1993 in the 104 volumes of the British telephone directory. He may have died, emigrated, or simply be ‘ex-directory.’ Did he fail to escape the attentions of the SIM and the Political Commissariat? His name does not appear in Burnett Bolloten’s monumental history, The Spanish Civil War (1991).

The second problem is based on uncertain ground. In 1995 the editor was told by chance and in confidence when working on a matter that had nothing to do with Orwell, that a former British member of the SIM had stated that whilst engaged in censoring letters in Spain for the SIM he had read a number of Orwell’s letters. These, he said, were written in different colours and it was believed that Orwell was surreptitiously sending information to England that laid him open to the charge of espionage. He said no letters survived. The deposition reproduced above mentions the Orwells’ correspondence. What whoever laid the charge seemed to find objectionable was that Orwell and Eileen were ‘rabid Trotskyists’ and that Orwell was writing about ILP matters. The charge of ‘trotskyism’ could mean almost anything and the accusation that refers to the ILP is no more than guilt by association with an organisation that could only be regarded as reprehensible by the Communists. Orwell refers in a letter to Charles Doran (386) that all his documents were seized from Eileen’s hotel room. These are believed to include his Spanish war diary and it is possible this ended up in the NKVD files in Moscow (though there is no reference to Orwell or Blair in The KGB’s Literary Archive by Vitaly Shentalinsky, translated by John Crowfoot, 1995). In March 1996, Miklos Kun, grandson of the Hungarian Communist leader, Bela Kun, purged by Stalin about 1939 (see 446, 10.7.39 and 562, 7.8.39), told the editor that there was a dossier on Orwell in the NKVD archives in Moscow. Unfortunately access was denied before this could be examined.

Orwell sometimes used differently-coloured pencils and inks when writing to differentiate parts of his texts; see, for example, his Payments Book, 2831. He could, quite innocently, have been driven to that in the front line if writing materials were in short supply. My informant (not himself the former SIM agent) was specific that letters, not diaries, had been censored. If this story is true, and that whilst at the front Orwell was sending back military information (not merely his political opinions and ILP information), it is remarkable that Orwell was not arrested before he left for leave in Barcelona, when he was in Barcelona during the May Events, or on his return to the front. The deposition was drawn up three weeks after Orwell and Eileen left Spain; when he was being sought, just before he escaped to France, he was being sought as a member of the POUM (and perhaps because of his association with the ILP). It has not been possible to check this story, but it is at least probable that what the SIM found objectionable was no more than the ‘trotskyite’ opinions and the ILP information referred to in the deposition ‘coloured’ by the pencils in which the notes were written.






375. To Leonard Moore

8 July 1937 Typewritten


The two letters referred to in the first line of this letter were from Victor Gollancz, dated 5 July, and from Fredric Warburg,1 Director, with Roger Senhouse,2 of Martin Secker & Warburg,3 of 6 July. Gollancz was responding to a report given him by Norman Collins of a conversation with Orwell on Saturday, 3 July. Although he could not be sure until he had seen the typescript of what was to be Homage to Catalonia, he thought it probable that he would not wish to publish the book. Although not a Communist, he said, he felt he should never publish anything ‘which could harm the fight against fascism.’ He saw the irony of rejecting an account by someone who had been on the spot whilst he sat quietly in his office, and he made plain that he thought Orwell as keenly anti-fascist as anyone; but he had to decide in the light of the information he had. He concluded by saying he hoped Orwell would continue to regard Gollancz as his main publisher, Homage to Catalonia being but an exception to the usual arrangement, and he reminded Orwell that they had an agreement to publish his next three novels (see 357). It was as friendly a rejection as one could hope for.

As one door closed with that letter, another opened with Warburg’s letter. He told Orwell that John Aplin and Reginald Reynolds, both of the ILP (see 375A), had suggested that ‘a book from you would not only be of great interest but of considerable political importance,’ and he asked Orwell to discuss this possibility with him.

It is probable that this letter to Moore and that to John Lehmann on the same date were typed by Eileen. The mode of setting out the address, the use of full stops in it, and the placing of the addressee’s name at the margin are not typical of Orwell, but are precisely like Eileen’s practice in her letters of 17 January and 11 February 1937 (though these styles are not here reproduced). The signature on the letter to Moore is firm, that on the letter to Lehmann is distinctly shaky. The telephone number, Greenwich 0896, was typed on the letter to Moore. It and the address at Greenwich are those of Eileen’s brother, Dr. Laurence O’Shaughnessy.



24, Croom’s Hill, Greenwich, S.E. 10.

Dear Mr. Moore,

I enclose herewith two letters, one from Gollancz and the other from Seckers’.° I saw Collins and from what he said and from Gollancz’s letter I think it very unlikely that he would touch a book of that description. Meanwhile, Seckers’ wrote to me on their own initiative and I went to see them. Of course I told them that I was completely in your hands as to business arrangements and could not promise anything, but I saw no harm in discussing with them the probable scope of my book about Spain. They seem very anxious to get hold of it, although I told them that I should have to go back to Gollancz for subsequent books, and they hinted that they were willing to make a good offer. Perhaps you might look into this. One advantage of taking the book to Seckers’ is that, although they are rather obscure publishers, they cater for a public that would welcome a book of that kind. I don’t know whether you have any means of discovering how James’s4 ‘World Revolution’ sold, but the people who read that book would be the kind likely to read a book on Spain written from the non-Communist standpoint.

I haven’t been too well and have got a sort of blood poisoning in my right hand, a recurrence of something I had at the front. I am staying in London until it is ready for the doctor to deal with it, but with luck I hope to go down to the cottage about Monday.5

Yours sincerely,

Eric A. Blair




375A. Minutes of the I.L.P. N[ational] A[dministrative]. C[ouncil]


Although not signed by Fenner Brockway until 13 November 1937, these minutes indicate what lay behind Aplin’s and Reynolds’s approach to Warburg on behalf of the ILP.



Minutes 29 Books on I.L.P. Lines

The Party has been at a great disadvantage owing to the absence of books stating our political philosophy and policy. The “Left Book Club” is a powerful instrument for the C.P. in this respect. I1 have spent hours on this problem, but the difficulties of finance and organisation are immense. The best we have been able to do so far is to encourage Messrs. Secker and Warburg to publish a number of books. In addition to those already issued the following, among others, are in hand:—



	“Power and the State”
	by C.A. Smith



	“Barcelona Tragedy”
	by George Orwell



	“Women and the Revolution”
	by Ethel Mannin2



	“From Lenin to Stalin”
	by Victor Serge



	“Workers’ Front”
	by Fenner Brockway3




The Socialist Bookshop is negotiating with Mr. Warburg for the publication of a “Socialist Library” edition of such books at 2s.6. This ought to have the full backing of the Party. An essential accompaniment of the renaissance of the Party is the publication of books putting our case. It is significant of the emergence and importance of our distinctive philosophy, analysis, and policy that recognition should be given to it in the publishing world. The Publications Committee of the Party should continually consider the possibility of books to be suggested to the publishers.




376. To John Lehmann

8 July 1937 Typewritten

The Stores, Wallington, Near Baldock, Herts.

Dear Lehmann,1

Thank you for your letter. I would have been very glad to contribute something to New Writing No. 4, but of course I have not set pen to paper for months past. No doubt later on I shall have something that might be suitable, and I will send it along in case you can use it for No. 5. I was so glad on getting back to find that New Writing is still going.

No, my wound was not very bad. It caused me to lose my voice for a while, but it is coming back and ought to be normal quite soon.2

Yours sincerely,

George Orwell




377. To Leonard Moore

17 July 1937 Typewritten

The Stores Wallington Nr. Baldock HERTS.

Dear Mr Moore,

I enclose a sort of rough plan1 of my book on Spain, which may perhaps be of use to Secker’s. I have got some articles to do, but meanwhile am making out the more detailed plan for the book, and shall then get down to it. No doubt it will be done by Christmas, but I am not going to hurry it.

I also enclose a letter from Duckworth.2 I am telling them I leave all that kind of thing to you, and possibly we might fall back on them if necessary. But I believe Secker’s would be more suitable if we can come to an understanding with them.

Yours sincerely

Eric Blair




378. ‘Spilling the Spanish Beans’

New English Weekly, 29 July and 2 September 1937

I

The Spanish war has probably produced a richer crop of lies than any event since the Great War of 1914–18, but I honestly doubt, in spite of all those hecatombs of nuns who have been raped and crucified before the eyes of “Daily Mail” reporters, whether it is the pro-Fascist newspapers that have done the most harm. It is the left-wing papers, the “News Chronicle” and the “Daily Worker,” with their far subtler methods of distortion, that have prevented the British public from grasping the real nature of the struggle.

The fact which these papers have so carefully obscured is that the Spanish Government (including the semi-autonomous Catalan Government) is far more afraid of the revolution than of the Fascists. It is now almost certain that the war will end with some kind of compromise, and there is even reason to doubt whether the Government, which let Bilbao fall without raising a finger, wishes to be too victorious; but there is no doubt whatever about the thoroughness with which it is crushing its own revolutionaries. For some time past a reign of terror—forcible suppression of political parties, a stifling censorship of the Press, ceaseless espionage and mass-imprisonment without trial—has been in progress. When I left Barcelona in late June the jails were bulging; indeed, the regular jails had long since overflowed and the prisoners were being huddled into empty shops and any other temporary dump that could be found for them. But the point to notice is that the people who are in prison now are not Fascists but revolutionaries; they are there not because their opinions are too much to the Right, but because they are too much to the Left. And the people responsible for putting them there are those dreadful revolutionaries at whose very name Garvin1 quakes in his goloshes—the Communists.

Meanwhile the war against Franco continues, but, except for the poor devils in the front-line trenches, nobody in Government Spain thinks of it as the real war. The real struggle is between revolution and counter-revolution; between the workers who are vainly trying to hold on to a little of what they won in 1936, and the Liberal-Communist bloc who are so successfully taking it away from them. It is unfortunate that so few people in England have yet caught up with the fact that Communism is now a counter-revolutionary force; that Communists everywhere are in alliance with bourgeois reformism and using the whole of their powerful machinery to crush or discredit any party that shows signs of revolutionary tendencies. Hence the grotesque spectacle of Communists assailed as wicked “Reds” by right-wing intellectuals who are in essential agreement with them. Mr. Wyndham Lewis,2 for instance, ought to love the Communists, at least temporarily. In Spain the Communist-Liberal alliance has been almost completely victorious. Of all that the Spanish workers won for themselves in 1936 nothing solid remains, except for a few collective farms and a certain amount of land seized by the peasants last year; and presumably even the peasants will be sacrificed later, when there is no longer any need to placate them. To see how the present situation arose, one has got to look back to the origins of the civil war.

Franco’s bid for power differed from those of Hitler and Mussolini in that it was a military insurrection, comparable to a foreign invasion, and therefore had not much mass backing, though Franco has since been trying to acquire one. Its chief supporters, apart from certain sections of Big Business, were the land-owning aristocracy and the huge, parasitic Church. Obviously a rising of this kind will array against it various forces which are not in agreement on any other point. The peasant and the worker hate feudalism and clericalism; but so does the “liberal” bourgeois, who is not in the least opposed to a more modern version of Fascism, at least so long as it isn’t called Fascism. The “liberal” bourgeois is genuinely liberal up to the point where his own interests stop. He stands for the degree of progress implied in the phrase “la carrière ouverte aux talents.” For clearly he has no chance to develop in a feudal society where the worker and the peasant are too poor to buy goods, where industry is burdened with huge taxes to pay for bishops’ vestments, and where every lucrative job is given as a matter of course to the friend of the catamite of the duke’s illegitimate son. Hence, in the face of such a blatant reactionary as Franco, you get for a while a situation in which the worker and the bourgeois, in reality deadly enemies, are fighting side by side. This uneasy alliance is known as the Popular Front (or, in the Communist Press, to give it a spuriously democratic appeal, People’s Front). It is a combination with about as much vitality, and about as much right to exist, as a pig with two heads or some other Barnum and Bailey monstrosity.

In any serious emergency the contradiction implied in the Popular Front is bound to make itself felt. For even when the worker and the bourgeois are both fighting against Fascism, they are not fighting for the same things; the bourgeois is fighting for bourgeois democracy, i.e., capitalism, the worker, in so far as he understands the issue, for Socialism. And in the early days of the revolution the Spanish workers understood the issue very well. In the areas where Fascism was defeated they did not content themselves with driving the rebellious troops out of the towns; they also took the opportunity of seizing land and factories and setting up the rough beginnings of a workers’ government by means of local committees, workers’ militias, police forces, and so forth. They made the mistake, however (possibly because most of the active revolutionaries were Anarchists with a mistrust of all parliaments), of leaving the Republican Government in nominal control. And, in spite of various changes in personnel, every subsequent Government had been of approximately the same bourgeois-reformist character. At the beginning this seemed not to matter, because the Government, especially in Cataloñia, was almost powerless and the bourgeoisie had to lie low or even (this was still happening when I reached Spain in December) to disguise themselves as workers. Later, as power slipped from the hands of the Anarchists into the hands of the Communists and right-wing Socialists, the Government was able to reassert itself, the bourgeoisie came out of hiding and the old division of society into rich and poor reappeared, not much modified. Henceforward every move, except a few dictated by military emergency, was directed towards undoing the work of the first few months of revolution. Out of the many illustrations I could choose, I will cite only one, the breaking-up of the old workers’ militias, which were organised on a genuinely democratic system, with officers and men receiving the same pay and mingling on terms of complete equality, and the substitution of the Popular Army (once again, in Communist jargon, “People’s Army”), modelled as far as possible on an ordinary bourgeois army, with a privileged officer-caste, immense differences of pay, etc., etc. Needless to say, this is given out as a military necessity, and almost certainly it does make for military efficiency, at least for a short period. But the undoubted purpose of the change was to strike a blow at equalitarianism. In every department the same policy has been followed, with the result that only a year after the outbreak of war and revolution you get what is in effect an ordinary bourgeois State, with, in addition, a reign of terror to preserve the status quo.

This process would probably have gone less far if the struggle could have taken place without foreign interference. But the military weakness of the Government made this impossible. In the face of Franco’s foreign mercenaries they were obliged to turn to Russia for help, and though the quantity of arms supplied by Russia has been greatly exaggerated (in my first three months in Spain I saw only one Russian weapon, a solitary machine-gun), the mere fact of their arrival brought the Communists into power. To begin with, the Russian aeroplanes and guns, and the good military qualities of the International Brigades (not necessarily Communist but under Communist control), immensely raised the Communist prestige. But, more important, since Russia and Mexico were the only countries openly supplying arms, the Russians were able not only to get money for their weapons, but to extort terms as well. Put in their crudest form, the terms were: “Crush the revolution or you get no more arms.” The reason usually given for the Russian attitude is that if Russia appeared to be abetting the revolution, the Franco-Soviet pact (and the hoped-for alliance with Great Britain) would be imperilled; it may be, also, that the spectacle of a genuine revolution in Spain would rouse unwanted echoes in Russia. The Communists, of course, deny that any direct pressure has been exerted by the Russian Government. But this, even if true, is hardly relevant, for the Communist Parties of all countries can be taken as carrying out Russian policy; and it is certain that the Spanish Communist Party, plus the right-wing Socialists whom they control, plus the Communist Press of the whole world, have used all their immense and ever-increasing influence upon the side of counter-revolution.

II

In the first half of this article I suggested that the real struggle in Spain, on the Government side, has been between revolution and counter-revolution; that the Government, though anxious enough to avoid being beaten by Franco, has been even more anxious to undo the revolutionary changes with which the outbreak of war was accompanied.

Any Communist would reject this suggestion as mistaken or wilfully dishonest. He would tell you that it is nonsense to talk of the Spanish Government crushing the revolution, because the revolution never happened; and that our job at present is to defeat Fascism and defend democracy. And in this connection it is most important to see just how the Communist anti-revolutionary propaganda works. It is a mistake to think that this has no relevance in England, where the Communist Party is small and comparatively weak. We shall see its relevance quickly enough if England enters into an alliance with the U.S.S.R.; or perhaps even earlier, for the influence of the Communist Party is bound to increase—visibly is increasing—as more and more of the capitalist class realise that latter-day Communism is playing their game.

Broadly speaking, Communist propaganda depends upon terrifying people with the (quite real) horrors of Fascism. It also involves pretending—not in so many words, but by implication—that Fascism has nothing to do with capitalism. Fascism is just a kind of meaningless wickedness, an aberration, “mass sadism,” the sort of thing that would happen if you suddenly let loose an asylum-ful° of homicidal maniacs. Present Fascism in this form, and you can mobilise public opinion against it, at any rate for a while, without provoking any revolutionary movement. You can oppose Fascism by bourgeois “democracy,” meaning capitalism. But meanwhile you have got to get rid of the troublesome person who points out that Fascism and bourgeois “democracy” are Tweedledum and Tweedledee. You do it at the beginning by calling him an impracticable visionary. You tell him that he is confusing the issue, that he is splitting the anti-Fascist forces, that this is not the moment for revolutionary phrase-mongering, that for the moment we have got to fight against Fascism without enquiring too closely what we are fighting for. Later, if he still refuses to shut up, you change your tune and call him a traitor. More exactly, you call him a Trokskyist.

And what is a Trotskyist? This terrible word—in Spain at this moment you can be thrown into jail and kept there indefinitely, without trial, on the mere rumour that you are a Trotskyist—is only beginning to be bandied to and fro in England. We shall be hearing more of it later. The word “Trotskyist” (or “Trotsky-Fascist”) is generally used to mean a disguised Fascist who poses as an ultra-revolutionary in order to split the Left-wing forces. But it derives its peculiar power from the fact that it means three separate things. It can mean one who, like Trotsky, wishes for world-revolution; or a member of the actual organization of which Trotsky is head (the only legitimate use of the word); or the disguised Fascist already mentioned. The three meanings can be telescoped one into the other at will. Meaning No. 1 may or may not carry with it meaning No. 2, and meaning No. 2 almost invariably carries with it meaning No. 3. Thus: “XY. has been heard to speak favourably of world-revolution; therefore he is a Trotskyist; therefore he is a Fascist.” In Spain, to some extent even in England, anyone professing revolutionary Socialism (i.e., professing the things the Communist Party professed until a few years ago) is under suspicion of being a Trotskyist in the pay of Franco or Hitler.

The accusation is a very subtle one, because in any given case, unless one happened to know the contrary, it might be true. A Fascist spy probably would disguise himself as a revolutionary. In Spain, everyone whose opinions are to the Left of those of the Communist Party is sooner or later discovered to be a Trotskyist, or at least, a traitor. At the beginning of the war the P.O.U.M., an Opposition Communist party roughly corresponding to the English I.L.P., was an accepted party and supplied a minister to the Catalan Government; later it was expelled from the Government; then it was denounced as Trotskyist; then it was suppressed, every member that the police could lay their hands on being flung into jail.

Until a few months ago the Anarcho-Syndicalists were described as “working loyally” beside the Communists. Then the Anarcho-Syndicalists were levered out of the Government; then it appeared that they were not working so loyally; now they are in the process of becoming traitors. After that will come the turn of the Left-wing Socialists. Caballero, the Left-wing Socialist ex-premier, until May, 1937, the idol of the Communist Press, is already in outer darkness, a Trotskyist and “enemy of the people.” And so the game continues. The logical end is a régime in which every opposition party and newspaper is suppressed and every dissentient of any importance is in jail. Of course, such a régime will be Fascism. It will not be the same as the Fascism Franco would impose, it will even be better than Franco’s Fascism to the extent of being worth fighting for, but it will be Fascism. Only, being operated by Communists and Liberals, it will be called something different.

Meanwhile, can the war be won? The Communist influence has been against revolutionary chaos and has therefore, apart from the Russian aid, tended to produce greater military efficiency. If the Anarchists saved the Government from August to October, 1936, the Communists have saved it from October onwards. But in organizing the defence they have succeeded in killing enthusiasm (inside Spain, not outside). They made a militarized conscript army possible, but they also made it necessary. It is significant that as early as January of this year voluntary recruiting had practically ceased. A revolutionary army can sometimes win by enthusiasm, but a conscript army has got to win with weapons, and it is unlikely that the Government will ever have a large preponderance of arms unless France intervenes or unless Germany and Italy decide to make off with the Spanish colonies and leave Franco in the lurch. On the whole, a deadlock seems the likeliest thing.

And does the Government seriously intend to win? It does not intend to lose, that is certain. On the other hand, an outright victory, with Franco in flight and the Germans and Italians driven into the sea, would raise difficult problems, some of them too obvious to need mentioning. There is no real evidence and one can only judge by the event, but I suspect that what the Government is playing for is a compromise that would leave the war-situation essentially in being. All prophecies are wrong, therefore this one will be wrong, but I will take a chance and say that though the war may end quite soon or may drag on for years, it will end with Spain divided up, either by actual frontiers or into economic zones. Of course, such a compromise might be claimed as a victory by either side, or by both.

All that I have said in this article would seem entirely commonplace in Spain, or even in France. Yet in England, in spite of the intense interest the Spanish war has aroused, there are very few people who have even heard of the enormous struggle that is going on behind the Government lines. Of course, this is no accident. There has been a quite deliberate conspiracy (I could give detailed instances) to prevent the Spanish situation from being understood. People who ought to know better have lent themselves to the deception on the ground that if you tell the truth about Spain it will be used as Fascist propaganda.

It is easy to see where such cowardice leads. If the British public had been given a truthful account of the Spanish war they would have had an opportunity of learning what Fascism is and how it can be combatted. As it is, the “News Chronicle” version of Fascism as a kind of homicidal mania peculiar to Colonel Blimps bombinating in the economic void has been established more firmly than ever. And thus we are one step nearer to the great war “against Fascism” (cf. 1914, “against militarism”) which will allow Fascism, British variety, to be slipped over our necks during the first week.




378A. Eileen Blair to John McNair

29 July 1937 Typewritten; carbon copy


Although the letters written by George Kopp to Laurence O’Shaughnessy, Lieutenant-Colonel Burillo, and Eileen that follow this letter are dated 7 and 8 July, their contents were only known to Eileen (and Orwell) on 29 July, and they are therefore best placed here, to provide a context for letters written thereafter (for example, Orwell’s letter of 6 August in response to the request by Left Review for its booklet Authors Take Sides on the Spanish War; see 386A).



The Stores,

Wallington,

Near Baldock, Herts.

Dear John,

Herewith two enclosures. Number 1 is a copy of an ultimatum sent by George Kopp to the Chief of Police in Barcelona, together with the letter which accompanied it to my brother. Number 2 is an extract from a letter written by George Kopp to me, which is to some extent repetition of Number 1 but which gives more details of the conditions of imprisonment and will interest you personally by its reference to individuals.

You will see that the important facts emerging from all the documents are that George intended to go on hunger strike on the 9th or 10th July unless he obtained some satisfaction from the Chief of Police and that he wishes his action to be given publicity. Partly because you know the conditions in Spain, I think you will be best able to decide the manner of this publicity—there is of course a strong possibility that George will be made to suffer for it however it is done, but he will have considered that himself; the main doubt appears to be whether his name should be given or not.

It seems almost certain that the hunger strike has occurred, but actually these letters, although written on the 7th and 8th of July, only reached me this morning. In any case, if there is no further news before the next issue of the New Leader, we may assume that he is on strike and unable to communicate. As for publicity outside the New Leader, you and Fenner will know better than we what hope there is. Judging from Eric’s experiences in attempting to publish the most conservative truth, we shall not find the English press at least enthusiastic.1

Jock Branthwaite2 proposed to come over to Letchworth on Monday3 on a bicycle to hear you speak and to see you. We only have one bicycle; so he will represent the whole party on that day, but you could perhaps tell him what you think. Apparently George Tioli4 is still being helpful, which is really a magnificent gesture.

I hope to see you myself some time during next week—indeed I hope to see you here. Apart from all the sentimental considerations, there are a few hundred things I want to know.

Yours ever,

[Unsigned]

I forgot to say that the two earlier letters to which George refers never arrived.


George Kopp to Dr. Laurence O’Shaughnessy

7 July 1937 Handwritten



Dear Mr O’Shaughnessy,

Will you please transmit to your sister the enclosed copy of a letter I am sending to the Chief of Police and tell her that if I have not received a satisfactory reply to same within 48 hours I shall begin a hunger strike. The way myself and my friends are treated makes it a duty for me to volunteer in the only way of protest which is left to us. In the case I am reduced to this measure, I want my friends in England and the I.L.P. people to give this fact the publicity without which it would be useless. You will receive further news after the 48 hours have elapsed. In the case you have no news within a week, it means I am on strike but put in a place where unable to send messages from.

I have written two letters to Eileen which have been posted at5 your address and I hope you have been able to forward at least the first; the second, perhaps, never reached you, Ethel Macdonald,6 who took care of my mail, having been arrested without my knowing if this particular message has been posted before her detention.

I am sorry to have to trouble you with all this, but I agreed with your sister to communicate with her through you. Tell her I am intensely thinking of her and give her my love. Shake hands to Eric.

Sincerely yours

(Signed) George Kopp.


Translation of letter written in Spanish by George Kopp to Lieutenant-Colonel Burillo,7 Chief of Police, Barcelona, 7 July 1937



I was arrested on the 20th June when I had just got back from Valencia on a military commission and was prepared to carry out the orders of my superior officers. The police-agents who detained me told me that it was a question of furnishing the police with certain information which they believed it was in my power to give them, in order to help them with the investigation of a case of espionage, which I am always ready and delighted to do.

In the course of the day on which I was arrested I addressed to you a letter which I entrusted to the Captain of Assault Guards who was charged with my detention. The reason for this letter was that, in spite of the urgency of the military mission that had been entrusted to me, I had not yet been interrogated at 6 in the evening. I asked you to have me interrogated immediately or, if that was not possible, to do me the favour of receiving me personally.

I presume that my letter has been duly delivered to you, but your answer has never reached me.

It is now eighteen days that I have been imprisoned and I [have] not yet been interrogated, nor have I been told the reason for my arrest—I should rather say the supposed reason, for there is no reason for it in my actions.

I am detained in conditions which are intolerable for any decent individual, and which, in the case of an officer of the Spanish Army who has served for eight months at the front, amount to an insult. I am mixed up with pickpockets, tramps, thieves, fascists and homosexuals. I am, like the rest of the principal prisoners, confined in room where as many as 18 persons are put and where there is only room for 3 or 4; all species of exercise is denied us; the food, consisting of 2 plates of soup and 150 grammes of bread, is distributed at unsuitable hours (4 in the afternoon and 11 at night); the guards, although I personally have no serious ground for complaint and though some of them carry out their duties in a decent manner, treat us like cattle, beating the prisoners and insulting them even to the point of insulting their mothers.

It appears to me that a foreign volunteer, an officer of the Belgian Army, who, after aiding the legal Government of Spain by secretly manufacturing munitions in his own country, comes to enlist in the anti-fascist militia and fights at the front where he is successively commander of a company, a battalion and a regiment, does not merit this kind of treatment. Nor is such treatment merited by the prisoners whom I have seen here and who after weeks of imprisonment do not know why they have been arrested.

I do not know how far the patience of these other prisoners will stretch, nor do I know what opinion they entertain of your sense of justice, but for my own part I have come to the end of the time when I could regard my experiences with good humour, and I have no reason for doubting your integrity. I therefore address you for the second time, asking you to give me the chance of clearing myself of any accusations that can be made against me, and to do so without loss of time, since I am needed at the front.

Awaiting your reply, I remain your servant and that of the anti-fascist cause.

(Signed) Commandante Jorge Kopp.


George Kopp to Eileen Blair

8 July 1937 Typed copy of handwritten original (which has not been traced)



Barcelona, in jail.

I have written you two letters c/o Laurence O’Shaughnessy but am not sure the second one reached you because Ethel Macdonald has been arrested and part of the mail she was in charge of had to be destroyed; it is not known if my letter was in that case.

I still have not been interrogated which is very bad sign; all the others have and most of the questions aimed to establish my attitude during the May Days. Absolutely frightened people have made wild statements and some of the Moka’s guards state that on each of the Poliorama’s towers8 I had a machine gun and that a heavy barrage of fire and bombs was unceasingly produced from this position during three days. I have written yesterday a sort of ultimatum to Lt. Colonel Burillo, chief of the police, and if I do not get a proper answer within 48 hours, I shall start a hunger strike as a protest not only for my case but principally for the way we all are treated here. The prisoners are beaten and insulted and I know that if actual offence should be done to me, I shall kill the guard with bare fists, which will not be a solution for the rest of us. I have sent to Laurence (for you) the copy of my ultimatum and a short note stating that I want this hunger strike business to be given a broad publicity in England and France and that further news will be sent to let you know if really I was compelled to this measure. Without publicity, my sacrifice will be useless. We are now 18 in the 10′ by 15′ room and not allowed even to take a short walk in the passage. Nobody visits me; David9 has sent me a French poetry book with the mention “from an almost subterranean swine”; no news from George who is my only hope for sending out of Spain my correspondence. I sent out messages to the Hotel Victoria to be transmitted but do not know if they are duly forwarded. My money has got out last week but Harry Milton10 lets me share some of his. We are all mixed up with thieves, confidence-tricksters, lousy tramps and homosexuals—and 18 to a small apartment! I am not at all downhearted but feel my patience has definitely gone; in one or another way I shall fight to freedom for my comrades and myself. Harry Milton wins° to be known; I promoted him from a gamma minus to an alpha plus status.




379. Review of The Spanish Cockpit by Franz Borkenau; Volunteer in Spain by John Sommerfield

Time and Tide, 31 July 19371

Dr. Borkenau has performed a feat which is very difficult at this moment for anyone who knows what is going on in Spain; he has written a book about the Spanish war without losing his temper. Perhaps I am rash in saying that it is the best book yet written on the subject, but I believe that anyone who has recently come from Spain will agree with me. After that horrible atmosphere of espionage and political hatred it is a relief to come upon a book which sums the situation up as calmly and lucidly as this.

Dr. Borkenau is a sociologist and not connected with any political party. He went to Spain with the purpose of doing some “field work” upon a country in revolution, and he made two trips, the first in August, the second in January. In the difference between those two periods, especially the difference in the social atmosphere, the essential history of the Spanish revolution is contained. In August the Government was almost powerless, local soviets were functioning everywhere and the Anarchists were the main revolutionary force; as a result everything was in terrible chaos, the churches were still smouldering and suspected Fascists were being shot in large numbers, but there was everywhere a belief in the revolution, a feeling that the bondage of centuries had been broken. By January power had passed, though not so completely as later, from the Anarchists to the Communists, and the Communists were using every possible method, fair and foul, to stamp out what was left of the revolution. The pre-revolutionary police-forces had been restored, political espionage was growing keener and keener, and it was not long before Dr. Borkenau found himself in jail. Like the majority of political prisoners in Spain, he was never even told what he was accused of; but he was luckier than most in being released after a few days, and even (very few people have managed this lately) saving his documents from the hands of the police. His book ends with a series of essays upon various aspects of the war and the revolution. Anyone who wants to understand the Spanish situation should read the really brilliant final chapter, entitled “Conclusions.”

The most important fact that has emerged from the whole business is that the Communist Party is now (presumably for the sake of Russian foreign policy) an anti-revolutionary force. So far from pushing the Spanish Government further towards the Left, the Communist influence has pulled it violently towards the Right. Dr. Borkenau, who is not a revolutionary himself, does not particularly regret this fact; what he does object to is that it is being deliberately concealed. The result is that public opinion throughout Europe still regards the Communists as wicked Reds or heroic revolutionaries as the case may be, while in Spain itself—


It is at present impossible … to discuss openly even the basic facts of the political situation. The fight between the revolutionary and non-revolutionary principle, as embodied in Anarchists and Communists respectively, is inevitable, because fire and water cannot mix. … But as the Press is not even allowed to mention it, nobody is fully aware of the position, and the political antagonism breaks through, not in open fight to win over public opinion, but in backstairs intrigues, assassinations by Anarchist bravos, legal assassinations by Communist police, subdued allusions, rumours. … The concealment of the main political facts from the public and the maintenance of this deception by means of censorship and terrorism carries with it far-reaching detrimental effects, which will be felt in the future even more than at present.



If that was true in February, how much truer it is now! When I left Spain in late June the atmosphere in Barcelona, what with the ceaseless arrests, the censored newspapers and the prowling hordes of armed police, was like a nightmare.

Mr. Sommerfield was a member of the International Brigade and fought heroically in the defence of Madrid. Volunteer in Spain is the record of his experiences. Seeing that the International Brigade is in some sense fighting for all of us—a thin line of suffering and often ill-armed human beings standing between barbarism and at least comparative decency—it may seem ungracious to say that this book is a piece of sentimental tripe; but so it is. We shall almost certainly get some good books from members of the International Brigade, but we shall have to wait for them until the war is over.




380. To Leonard Moore

31 July 1937 Typewritten

The Stores Wallington.

Dear Mr Moore,

I don’t know whether the enclosed1 is any use to us. I have told the people I am referring the matter to you. Possibly they might care for either “Keep the Aspidistra” or “Wigan Pier,” and if so it might be worth coming to an agreement with them, as Harper’s seem to have lost interest.

Yours sincerely

Eric A. Blair




381. To Rayner Heppenstall

31 July 1937 Typewritten

The Stores Wallington Nr Baldock HERTS.

Dear Rayner,1

Thanks so much for your letter. I was glad to hear from you. I hope Margaret2 is better. It sounds dreadful, but from what you say I gather that she is at any rate up and about.

We had an interesting but thoroughly bloody time in Spain. Of course I would never have allowed Eileen to come nor probably gone myself if I had foreseen the political developments, especially the suppression of the P.O.U.M., the party in whose militia I was serving. It was a queer business. We started off by being heroic defenders of democracy and ended by slipping over the border with the police panting on our heels.3 Eileen was wonderful, in fact actually seemed to enjoy it. But though we ourselves got out all right nearly all our friends and acquaintances are in jail and likely to be there indefinitely, not actually charged with anything but suspected of “Trotskyism.” The most terrible things were happening even when I left, wholesale arrests, wounded men dragged out of hospitals and thrown into jail, people crammed together in filthy dens where they have hardly room to lie down, prisoners beaten and half starved etc., etc. Meanwhile it is impossible to get a word about this mentioned in the English press, barring the publications of the I.L.P., which is affiliated to the P.O.U.M. I had a most amusing time with the New Statesman about it. As soon as I got out of Spain I wired from France asking if they would like an article and of course they said yes, but when they saw my article was on the suppression of the P.O.U.M. they said they couldn’t print it. To sugar the pill they sent me to review a very good book which appeared recently, “The Spanish Cockpit,” which blows the gaff pretty well on what has been happening. But once again when they saw my review they couldn’t print it as it was “against editorial policy,” but they actually offered to pay for the review all the same—practically hush-money. I am also having to change my publisher, at least for this book.4 Gollancz is of course part of the Communism-racket, and as soon as he heard I had been associated with the P.O.U.M. and Anarchists and had seen the inside of the May riots in Barcelona, he said he did not think he would be able to publish my book, though not a word of it was written yet. I think he must have very astutely foreseen that something of the kind would happen, as when I went to Spain he drew up a contract undertaking to publish my fiction but not other books. However I have two other publishers on my track and I think my agent is being clever and has got them bidding against one another. I have started my book but of course my fingers are all thumbs at present.

My wound was not much, but it was a miracle it did not kill me. The bullet went clean through my neck but missed everything except one vocal cord, or rather the nerve governing it, which is paralysed. At first I had no voice at all, but now the other vocal cord is compensating and the damaged one may or may not recover. My voice is practically normal but I can’t shout to any extent. I also can’t sing, but people tell me this doesn’t matter. I am rather glad to have been hit by a bullet because I think it will happen to us all in the near future and I am glad to know that it doesn’t hurt to speak of. What I saw in Spain did not make me cynical but it does make me think that the future is pretty grim. It is evident that people can be deceived by the anti-Fascist stuff exactly as they were deceived by the gallant little Belgium stuff, and when war comes they will walk straight into it. I don’t, however, agree with the pacifist attitude, as I believe you do. I still think one must fight for Socialism and against Fascism, I mean fight physically with weapons, only it is as well to discover which is which. I want to meet Holdaway and see what he thinks about the Spanish business. He is the only more or less orthodox Communist I have met whom I could respect. It will disgust me if I find he is spouting the same defence of democracy and Trotsky-Fascist stuff as the others.

I would much like to see you, but I honestly don’t think I shall be in London for some time, unless absolutely obliged to go up on business. I am just getting going with my book, which I want to get done by Xmas, also very busy trying to get the garden etc. in trim after being so long away. Anyway keep in touch and let me know your address. I can’t get in touch with Rees. He was on the Madrid front and there was practically no communication. I heard from Murray5 who seemed in the weeps about something. Au revoir.

Yours
Eric




382. ‘Eye-Witness in Barcelona’

Controversy: The Socialist Forum,1 Vol. 1, No. 11 August 1937


This article was published as ‘J’ai été témoin à Barcelone …,’ translated by Yvonne Davet, in La Révolution Prolétarienne: Revue Bimensuelle Syndicaliste Révolutionnaire, No. 255, 25 September 1937. It was this article that The New Stateman refused to publish; see Orwell’s letters to Rayner Heppenstall, 381; Geoffrey Gorer, 387; and Yvonne Davet, 389.




Orwell’s article was preceded in Controversy by this note:




George Orwell, author of The Road to Wigan Pier, has been fighting with the ILP Contingent on the Aragon front. Here he contributes a personal account of events in Barcelona during the May Days and of the suppression of the POUM in the following month.



I.

Much has already been written about the May riots in Barcelona, and the major events have been carefully tabulated in Fenner Brockway’s pamphlet, The Truth About Barcelona, which so far as my own knowledge goes is entirely accurate. I think, therefore, that the most useful thing I can do here, in my capacity as eye-witness, is to add a few footnotes upon several of the most-disputed points.

First of all, as to the purpose, if any, of the so-called rising. It has been asserted in the Communist press that the whole thing was a carefully-prepared effort to overthrow the Government and even to hand Catalonia over to the Fascists by provoking foreign intervention in Barcelona. The second part of this suggestion is almost too ridiculous to need refuting. If the P.O.U.M. and the left-wing Anarchists were really in league with the Fascists, why did not the militias at the front walk out and leave a hole in the line? And why did the C.N.T.2 transport-workers, in spite of the strike, continue sending supplies to the front? I cannot, however, say with certainty that a definite revolutionary intention was not in the minds of a few extremists, especially the Bolshevik Leninists (usually called Trotskyists) whose pamphlets were handed round the barricades. What I can say is that the ordinary rank and file behind the barricades never for an instant thought of themselves as taking part in a revolution. We thought, all of us, that we were simply defending ourselves against an attempted coup d’état by the Civil Guards,3 who had forcibly seized the Telephone Exchange and might seize some more of the workers’ buildings if we did not show ourselves willing to fight. My reading of the situation, derived from what people were actually doing and saying at the time, is this:—

The workers came into the streets in a spontaneous defensive movement, and they only consciously wanted two things: the handing-back of the Telephone Exchange and the disarming of the hated Civil Guards. In addition there was the resentment caused by the growing poverty in Barcelona and the luxurious life lived by the bourgeoisie. But it is probable that the opportunity to overthrow the Catalan Government existed if there had been a leader to take advantage of it. It seems to be widely agreed that on the third day the workers were in a position to take control of the city; certainly the Civil Guards were greatly demoralised and were surrendering in large numbers. And though the Valencia Government could send fresh troops to crush the workers (they did send 6,000 Assault Guards when the fighting was over), they could not maintain those troops in Barcelona if the transport-workers chose not to supply them. But in fact no resolute revolutionary leadership existed. The Anarchist leaders disowned the whole thing and said “Go back to work,” and the P.O.U.M. leaders took an uncertain line. The orders sent to us at the P.O.U.M. barricades, direct from the P.O.U.M. leadership, were to stand by the C.N.T., but not to fire unless we were fired on ourselves or our buildings attacked. (I personally was fired at a number of times, but never fired back.) Consequently, as food ran short, the workers began to trickle back to work; and, of course, once they were safely dispersed, the reprisals began. Whether the revolutionary opportunity ought to have been taken advantage of is another question. Speaking solely for myself, I should answer “No.” To begin with it is doubtful whether the workers could have maintained power for more than a few weeks; and, secondly, it might well have meant losing the war against Franco. On the other hand the essentially defensive action taken by the workers was perfectly correct; war or no war, they had a right to defend what they had won in July, 1936. It may be, of course, that the revolution was finally lost in those few days in May. But I still think it was a little better, though only a very little, to lose the revolution than to lose the war.

Secondly, as to the people involved. The Communist press took the line, almost from the start, of pretending that the “rising” was wholly or almost wholly the work of the P.O.U.M. (aided by “a few irresponsible hooligans,” according to the New York Daily Worker). Anyone who was in Barcelona at the time knows that this is an absurdity. The enormous majority of the people behind the barricades were ordinary C.N.T. workers. And this point is of importance, for it was as a scapegoat for the May riots that the P.O.U.M. was recently suppressed; the four hundred or more P.O.U.M. supporters who are in the filthy, verminous Barcelona jails at this moment, are there ostensibly for their share in the May riots. It is worth pointing, therefore, to two good reasons why the P.O.U.M. were not and could not have been the prime movers. In the first place, the P.O.U.M. was a very small party. If one throws in Party members, militiamen on leave, and helpers and sympathisers of all kinds, the number of P.O.U.M. supporters on the streets could not have been anywhere near ten thousand—probably not five thousand; but the disturbances manifestly involved scores of thousands of people. Secondly, there was a general or nearly general strike for several days; but the P.O.U.M., as such, had no power to call a strike, and the strike could not have happened if the rank and file of the C.N.T. had not wanted it. As to those involved on the other side, the London Daily Worker had the impudence to suggest in one issue that the “rising” was suppressed by the Popular Army. Everyone in Barcelona knew, and the Daily Worker must have known as well, that the Popular Army remained neutral and the troops stayed in their barracks throughout the disturbances. A few soldiers, however, did take part as individuals; I saw a couple at one of the P.O.U.M. barricades.

Thirdly, as to the stores of arms which the P.O.U.M. are supposed to have been hoarding in Barcelona. This story has been repeated so often that even a normally critical observer like H. N. Brailsford accepts it without any investigation and speaks of the “tanks and guns” which the P.O.U.M. had “stolen from Government arsenals” (New Statesman, May 22).4 As a matter of fact the P.O.U.M. possessed pitifully few weapons, either at the front or in the rear. During the street-fighting I was at all three of the principal strongholds of the P.O.U.M., the Executive Building, the Comité Local and the Hotel Falcón. It is worth recording in detail what armaments these buildings contained. There were in all about 80 rifles, some of them defective, besides a few obsolete guns of various patterns, all useless because there were no cartridges for them. Of rifle ammunition there was about 50 rounds for each weapon. There were no machine-guns, no pistols and no pistol ammunition. There were a few cases of hand-grenades, but these were sent to us by the C.N.T. after the fighting started. A highly-placed militia officer afterwards gave me his opinion that in the whole of Barcelona the P.O.U.M. possessed about a hundred and fifty rifles and one machine-gun. This, it will be seen, was barely sufficient for the armed guards which at that time all parties, P.S.U.C., P.O.U.M., and C.N.T.-F.A.I. alike, placed on their principal buildings. Possibly it may be said that even in the May riots the P.O.U.M. were still hiding their weapons. But in that case what becomes of the claim that the May riots were a P.O.U.M. rising intended to overthrow the Government?

In reality, by far the worst offenders in this matter of keeping weapons from the front, were the Government themselves. The infantry on the Aragon front were far worse-armed than an English public school O.T.C.,5 but the rear-line troops, the Civil Guards, Assault Guards and Carabineros, who were not intended for the front, but were used to “preserve order” (i.e., overawe the workers) in the rear, were armed to the teeth. The troops on the Aragon front had worn-out Mauser rifles, which usually jammed after five shots, approximately one machine-gun to fifty men, and one pistol or revolver to about thirty men. These weapons, so necessary in trench warfare, were not issued by the Government and could only be bought illegally and with the greatest difficulty. The Assault Guards were armed with brand-new Russian rifles; in addition, every man was issued with an automatic pistol, and there was one sub-machine-gun between ten or a dozen men. These facts speak for themselves. A Government which sends boys of fifteen to the front with rifles forty years old, and keeps its biggest men and newest weapons in the rear, is manifestly more afraid of the revolution than of the Fascists. Hence the feeble war-policy of the past six months, and hence the compromise with which the war will almost certainly end.

II.

When the P.O.U.M., the Left Opposition (so-called Trotskyist) off-shoot of Spanish Communism, was suppressed on June 16–17, the fact in itself surprised nobody. Ever since May, or even since February, it had been obvious that the P.O.U.M. would be “liquidated” if the Communists could bring it about. Nevertheless, the suddenness of the suppressive action, and the mixture of treachery and brutality with which it was carried out, took everyone, even the leaders, completely unaware.

Ostensibly the Party was suppressed on the charge, which has been repeated for months in the Communist press though not taken seriously by anyone inside Spain, that the P.O.U.M. leaders were in the pay of the Fascists. On June 16 Andrés Nin, the leader of the Party, was arrested in his office. The same night, before any proclamation had been made, the police raided the Hotel Falcón, a sort of boarding-house maintained by the P.O.U.M. and used chiefly by militiamen on leave, and arrested everybody in it on no particular charge. Next morning the P.O.U.M. was declared illegal and all P.O.U.M. buildings, not only offices, bookstalls, etc., but even libraries and sanatoriums for wounded men, were seized by the police. Within a few days all or almost all of the forty members of the Executive Committee were under arrest. One or two who succeeded in going into hiding were made to give themselves up by the device, borrowed from the Fascists, of seizing their wives as hostages. Nin was transferred to Valencia and thence to Madrid, and put on trial for selling military information to the enemy. Needless to say the usual “confessions,” mysterious letters written in invisible ink, and other “evidence” were forthcoming in such profusion as to make it reasonably likely that they had been prepared beforehand. As early as June 19 the news reached Barcelona, via Valencia, that Nin had been shot. This report was, we hope, untrue, but it hardly needs pointing out that the Valencia Government will be obliged to shoot a number, perhaps a dozen, of the P.O.U.M. leaders if it expects its charges to be taken seriously.6

Meanwhile, the rank and file of the Party, not merely party members, but soldiers in the P.O.U.M. militia and sympathisers and helpers of all kinds, were being thrown into prison as fast as the police could lay hands on them. Probably it would be impossible to get hold of accurate figures, but there is reason to think that during the first week there were 400 arrests in Barcelona alone; certainly the jails were so full that large numbers of prisoners had to be confined in shops and other temporary dumps. So far as I could discover, no discrimination was made in the arrests between those who had been concerned in the May riots and those who had not. In effect, the outlawry of the P.O.U.M. was made retrospective; the P.O.U.M. was now illegal, and therefore one was breaking the law by having ever belonged to it. The police even went to the length of arresting the wounded men in the sanatoriums. Among the prisoners in one of the jails I saw, for instance, two men of my acquaintance with amputated legs; also a child of not more than twelve years of age.

One has got to remember, too, just what imprisonment means in Spain at this moment. Apart from the frightful overcrowding of the temporary jails, the insanitary conditions, the lack of light and air and the filthy food, there is the complete absence of anything that we should regard as legality. There is, for instance, no nonsense about Habeas Corpus. According to the present law, or at any rate the present practice, you can be imprisoned for an indefinite time not merely without being tried but even without being charged; and until you have been charged the authorities can, if they choose, keep you “incommunicado”—that is, without the right to communicate with a lawyer or anyone else in the outside world. It is easy to see how much the “confessions” obtained in such circumstances are worth. The situation is all the worse for the poorer prisoners because the P.O.U.M. Red Aid, which normally furnishes prisoners with legal advice, has been suppressed along with the other P.O.U.M. institutions.

But perhaps the most odious feature of the whole business was the fact that all news of what had happened was deliberately concealed, certainly for five days, and I believe for longer, from the troops on the Aragon front. As it happened, I was at the front from June 15 to 20. I had got to see a medical board and in doing so to visit various towns behind the front line, Siétamo, Barbastro, Monzón, etc. In all these places the P.O.U.M. militia headquarters, Red Aid centres and the like were functioning normally, and as far down the line as Lérida (only about 100 miles from Barcelona) and as late as June 20, not a soul had heard that the P.O.U.M. had been suppressed. All word of it had been kept out of the Barcelona papers, although, of course, the Valencia papers (which do not get to the Aragon front) were flaming with the story of Nin’s “treachery.” Together with a number of others I had the disagreeable experience of getting back to Barcelona to find that the P.O.U.M. had been suppressed in my absence. Luckily I was warned just in time and managed to make myself scarce, but other[s] were not so fortunate. Every P.O.U.M. militiaman who came down the line at this period had the choice of going straight into hiding or into jail—a really pleasant reception after three or four months in the front line. The motive for all this is obvious: the attack on Huesca was just beginning, and presumably the Government feared that if the P.O.U.M. militia knew what was happening they might refuse to march. I do not, as a matter of fact, believe that the loyalty of the militia would have been affected; still, they had a right to know the truth. There is something unspeakably ugly in sending men into battle (when I left Siétamo the fight was beginning and the first wounded were jolting in the ambulances down the abominable roads) and at the same time concealing from them that behind their back their party was being suppressed, their leaders denounced as traitors and their friends and relatives thrown into prison.

The P.O.U.M. was by far the smallest of the revolutionary parties, and its suppression affects comparatively few people. In all probability the sum total of punishments will be a score or so of people shot or sentenced to long terms of imprisonment, a few hundreds ruined and a few thousands temporarily persecuted. Nevertheless, its suppression is symptomatically important. To begin with it should make clear to the outside world, what was already obvious to many observers in Spain, that the present Government has more points of resemblance to Fascism than points of difference. (This does not mean that it is not worth fighting for as against the more naked Fascism of Franco and Hitler. I myself had grasped by May the Fascist tendency of the Government, but I was willing to go back to the front and in fact did so.) Secondly, the elimination of the P.O.U.M. gives warning of the impending attack upon the Anarchists. These are the real enemy whom the Communists fear as they never feared the numerically insignificant P.O.U.M. The Anarchist leaders have now had a demonstration of the methods likely to be used against them; the only hope for the revolution, and probably for victory in the war, is that they will profit by the lesson and get ready to defend themselves in time.




383. Abstracts of Reports on the Spanish Civil War in the Daily Worker and the News Chronicle, 1936–37

[July and August 1937?]


In a footnote to Homage to Catalonia, Orwell remarks, ‘In connection with this book I have had to go through the files of a good many English papers’ (CW, VI, 208). Some of the notes he made in his search have survived; see 519.

The Daily Worker, founded 1 January 1930, supported the Communist Party. It was suppressed by government order from 29 January 1941 to 6 September 1942, and incorporated in the Morning Star 23 April 1966. The News Chronicle began life as the Daily News 21 January 1846 and, after various amalgamations, became the News Chronicle 2 January 1930; it ceased publication 17 October 1960. When Orwell summarised its reports, it was, unofficially, a Liberal newspaper.






384. To Amy Charlesworth

1 August 1937 Typewritten

The Stores Wallington Nr. Baldock HERTS.

Dear Miss Charlesworth,1

Once again a long delay in answering your letter, I am afraid. I can only excuse myself by saying I had a lot to do in the month after getting back from Spain, and that I have only recently got my health back. The damaged hand and Spain were only indirectly connected—ie. I had blood-poisoning at the front and this recurred. It is all right now. The wound I got in Spain was a bullet through the neck, but it is all healed up and well except that I have lost part of my voice.

You asked about the situation in Spain, and whether the rebels had not a case. I should not say that the rebels had no case, unless you believe that it is always wrong to rebel against a legally-established government, which in practice nobody does. Roughly speaking I should say that the rebels stand for two things that are more or less contradictory—for of course Franco’s side, like the Government side, consists of various parties who frequently quarrel bitterly among themselves. They stand on the one hand for an earlier form of society, feudalism, the Roman Catholic Church and so forth, and on the other hand for Fascism, which means an immensely regimented and centralised form of government, with certain features in common with Socialism, in that it means suppression of a good deal of private property and private enterprise, but always ultimately in the interest of the bigger capitalists, and therefore completely unsocialistic. I am wholeheartedly against both of these ideas, but it is fair to say that a case can be made out for both of them. Some of the Catholic writers, such as Chesterton, Christopher Dawson etc., can make out a very appealing though not logically convincing case for a more primitive form of society. I would not say that there is any case for Fascism itself, but I do think there is a case for many individual Fascists. I had a lot to say about this in my last book. Roughly speaking I would say that Fascism has a great appeal for certain simple and decent people who genuinely want to see justice done to the working class and do not grasp that they are being used as tools by the big capitalists. It would be absurd to imagine that every man on Franco’s side is a demon. But though the Fascist atrocities have probably been exaggerated, some of them undoubtedly happened and I think one can be certain that the Government has conducted the war much more humanely than the Fascists, even to the point of losing military opportunities, eg. by being unwilling to bomb towns where there were civilian populations.

Meanwhile on the Government side there is a very complicated situation and the most terrible things are happening, which have been kept out of the English papers and which I can’t properly explain without expanding this letter into the size of a pamphlet. Perhaps I can summarise it like this: the Spanish war was not only a war but a revolution. When the Fascist rising broke out, the workers in various of the big towns, especially in Catalonia, not only defeated the local Fascists but took the opportunity of seizing land, factories etc. and setting up a rough form of workers’ government. Ever since then, and especially since about December of last year, the real struggle of the Spanish Government has been to crush the revolution and put things back to where they were before. They have now more or less succeeded and there is now going on a most dreadful reign of terror directed against everyone who is suspected of genuinely revolutionary leanings. It is a little difficult for English people to understand, in so much that the Communist Party, which we are accustomed to regard as revolutionary, has been the principal mover in this, and is now more or less in charge of the Spanish Government, though not officially, and is conducting the reign of terror. This had begun when I left Spain on June 23rd. The party in whose militia I had been serving, the P.O.U.M., was suppressed and every person connected with it whom the police could lay their hands on, including even wounded men in the sanatoriums, was thrown into jail without any kind of trial. I was lucky enough to get out of Spain, but many of my friends and acquaintances are still in jail and I am afraid there is the greatest fear that some of them will be shot, not for any definite offence but for opposition to the Communist Party. If you want to keep in touch with Spanish affairs, the only paper you can more or less rely on the° tell you the truth is the New Leader. Or if you come across it read an excellent book that appeared recently called “The Spanish Cockpit,” by Franz Borkenau. The chapters at the end of this sum up the situation much better than I could.

This seems to be quite a long letter after all. I must apologise for lecturing you about Spain, but what I saw there has upset me so badly that I talk and write about it to everybody. I am doing a book about it, of course. I suppose it will be out about next March.

Yours very sincerely,

Eric Blair

(“George Orwell”.)

P.S. [handwritten] I might have told you before that George Orwell is only a pen-name. I would much like to meet you some time. You sound the kind of person I like to know, but goodness knows when I shall be in your part of the world. I am keeping your address. Let me know if you ever move down London-way.




385. ILP Conference, 1–13 August 1937


The Independent Labour Party held its annual conference at Letchworth in August 1937. The opening lecture was given on Sunday morning, 1 August, by the party chairman, James Maxton, M.P.1 on ‘The Nature of Capitalism.’ Other speakers during the fortnight included Jack Huntz, of the London Divisional Council, on ‘The Fight for Socialism’; Campbell Stephen, M.P.,2 on ‘Palestine’; C. A. Smith, editor of Controversy (see 382, n. 1), on ‘The State’; and a ‘Mr. White’ (a pseudonym), described in the Hertfordshire Express, 14 August 1937, as ‘a prominent German revolutionary,’ on ‘The International Working Class struggle.’ Mr. White reported that a simple American friend of his with no political interest maintained after talking to ‘all sorts of people in the Rhineland … that at least 70 per cent of the people were against Hitler.’ In response to questions, he said that ‘while there was a growing feeling against the Nazi regime, the anti-Hitler illegal organisations were getting weaker.’

Spain figured largely at the conference. John McNair, ILP representative in Spain, (see 363, n. 5), gave a report on 2 August, on nine months of fighting. Bob Edwards, commander of ILP contingent (see 363, n. 2), was in the chair and ‘there were several men from the fighting lines present including Mr. Eric Blair (‘George Orwell,’ author of ‘The Road to Wigan Pier’), who is recuperating from wounds’ (Hertfordshire Express, 7 August 1937). An hour-long film, Fury Over Spain, made under the auspices of the Confederación Nacional del Trabajo (CNT), was shown twice, on 6 and 11 August. (Orwell noted in Homage to Catalonia that the POUM militiamen with whom he served were mostly CNT members, CW, VI, 203.) Douglas Moyle told Ian Angus, 18 February 1970, that Orwell was very unwilling to get on the platform and talk about his time at the front. He did not stay at Letchworth overnight, refused to be lionised, and did not wish to be used for political purposes. He was much opposed to what Fenner Brockway had been putting into New Leader articles.

On Thursday, 5 August, there was a two-minute silence for two ILP members: Arthur Chambers, killed attempting to bring in wounded men, and Bob Smillie, twenty-two, ‘who died in Hospital.’ Smillie had spoken at the ILP Letchworth Conference in 1935.3 At this meeting, eye-witnesses gave accounts of experiences in the front line. They were: Orwell, Douglas Moyle, John Branthwaite, and Paddy Donovan, ‘a former member of the Irish Republican Congress, who went to Spain as a supporter of the Communist Party but returned a supporter of the policy of the P.O.U.M.’ (Hertfordshire Express, 14 August 1937). Plate 17 in Crick shows Orwell at the conference with some of those who fought in Spain.






386. To Charles Doran

2 August 1937 Typewritten

The Stores Wallington Nr. Baldock HERTS.

Dear Doran,1

I don’t know your address, but I expect they will know it at the I.L.P. summer school, where I am going on Thursday. I was also there yesterday, to hear John MacNair° speak.

I was very relieved when I saw young Jock Branthwaite, who has been staying with us, and learned that all of you who wished to had got safely out of Spain. I came up to the front on June 15th to get my medical discharge, but couldn’t come up to the line to see you because they kept sending me about from hospital to hospital. I got back to Barcelona to find that the P.O.U.M. had been suppressed in my absence, and they had kept it from the troops so successfully that on June 20th as far down the line as Lerida not a soul had heard about it, though the suppression had taken place on the 16th–17th. My first intimation was walking into the Hotel Continental and having Eileen and a Frenchman named Pivert,2 who was a very good friend to everyone during the trouble, rush up to me, seize me each by one arm and tell me to get out. Kopp had just recently been arrested in the Continental owing to the staff ringing up the police and giving him away. MacNair, Cottman and I had to spend several days on the run, sleeping in ruined churches etc., but Eileen stayed in the hotel and, beyond having her room searched and all my documents seized, was not molested, possibly because the police were using her as a decoy duck for MacNair and me. We slipped away very suddenly on the morning of the 23rd, and crossed the frontier without much difficulty. Luckily there was a first class and a dining car on the train, and we did our best to look like ordinary English tourists, which was the safest thing to do. In Barcelona one was fairly safe during the daytime, and Eileen and I visited Kopp several times in the filthy den where he and scores of others, including Milton,3 were imprisoned. The police had actually gone to the length of arresting the wounded P.O.U.M. men out of the Maurin, and I saw two men in the jail with amputated legs; also a boy of about ten. A few days ago we got some letters, dated July 7th, which Kopp had somehow managed to send out of Spain. They included a letter of protest to the Chief of Police. He said that not only had he and all the others been imprisoned for 18 days (much longer now, of course) without any trial or charge, but that they were being confined in places where they had hardly room to lie down, were half starved and in many cases beaten and insulted. We sent the letter on to MacNair, and I believe after discussing the matter Maxton has arranged to see the Spanish ambassador and tell him that if something is not done, at any rate for the foreign prisoners, he will spill the beans in Parliament. MacNair also tells me that there is a credible report in the French papers that the body of Nin, also I think other P.O.U.M. leaders, has been found shot in Madrid. I suppose it will be “suicide,” or perhaps appendicitis again.4

Meanwhile it seems almost impossible to get anything printed about all this. As soon as I crossed the French frontier I wired to the New Statesman asking if they would like an article, and they wired back Yes, but when they saw my article (on the suppression of the P.O.U.M.), they said they were sorry but they could not publish the article, as it would “cause trouble.” To sugar the pill they sent me to review a very good book that was published recently, “The Spanish Cockpit.” But once again when they saw the review they were sorry they could not publish it as it “controverted editorial policy,” but they actually offered to pay for the article though unprinted—practically hush-money, you see. I am also having to change my publisher. As soon as Gollancz heard I had been with the P.O.U.M. he said he was afraid he would not be able to publish my book on Spain, though not a word of it was written yet. I haven’t definitely fixed up, but shall probably take it to Secker. It ought to come out about March if all is well.

I went up to Bristol with some others to take part in a protest meeting about Stafford Cottman being expelled from the Y.C.L.5 with the words “we brand him as an enemy of the working class” and similar expressions. Since then I heard that the Cottmans’ house had been shadowed by members of the Y.C.L. who attempt to question everyone who comes in and out. What a show! To think that we started off as heroic defenders of democracy and only six months later were Trotsky-Fascists sneaking over the border with the police on our heels. Meanwhile being a Trotsky-Fascist doesn’t seem to help us with the pro-Fascists in this country. This afternoon Eileen and I had a visit from the vicar, who doesn’t at all approve of our having been on the Government side. Of course we had to own up that it was true about the burning of the churches, but he cheered up a lot on hearing they were only Roman Catholic churches.

Let me know how you get on. Eileen wishes to be remembered.

Yours
Eric Blair

P.S. [handwritten] I forgot to say that when in Barcelona I wanted greatly to write to you all & warn you, but I dared not, because I thought any such letter would simply draw undesirable attention to the man it was addressed to.




386A. Unpublished Response to Authors Take Sides on the Spanish War

[3–6 August 1937] Typewritten copy


In June 1937, Left Review solicited reactions of writers to the Spanish civil war. A questionnaire, prefaced by an appeal to writers to take sides, ‘For it is impossible any longer to take no side,’ was sent out by Nancy Cunard.1 The appeal was issued over the names of twelve writers, who included Louis Aragon, W. H. Auden, Heinrich Mann, Ivor Montagu, Stephen Spender, Tristan Tzara, and Nancy Cunard (who processed the replies). Lawrence & Wishart published the result as a pamphlet, Authors Take Sides on the Spanish War, in December 1937. Authors were asked, ‘Are you for, or against, the legal Government and People of Republican Spain? Are you for, or against, Franco and Fascism?’ Authors were asked to answer in half a dozen lines. Although many wrote briefly (Samuel Beckett especially so, turning three words into one: ‘¡UPTHEREPUBLIC!’, and Rose Macaulay in two words, ‘AGAINST FRANCO’), many wrote more fully (the number of lines of some is given after their names in the list that follows). Five writers supported the Nationalists (including Edmund Blunden, Arthur Machen, and Evelyn Waugh); sixteen were neutral, including Vera Brittain, T. S. Eliot, Charles Morgan, Ezra Pound, Alec Waugh, H. G. Wells, and Sean O’Faolain, who began, ‘Don’t be a lot of saps,’ and concluded, ‘Yours contemptuously’; and 127 supported the Republic, including Mulk Raj Anand, W. H. Auden, Cyril Connolly (12 lines), Douglas Goldring (17), Victor Gollancz, Aldous Huxley (10), Hugh Macdiarmid (14), Louis MacNeice, Arthur Koestler, Naomi Mitchison, Raymond Mortimer, John Middleton Murry, George Padmore, Raymond Postgate (14), Herbert Read, Stephen Spender (16), and Clough Williams-Ellis.2 A Publisher’s Note said that, in order to sell the pamphlet for sixpence, it had been impossible to include all the answers received, but ‘in no instance has an answer been omitted on the grounds of “policy”.’ In his letter to Spender, 2 April 1938 (see 434), Orwell referred to his having been sent this ‘bloody rot’ by Nancy Cunard—that is, the appeal—and having sent back ‘a very angry reply in which I’m afraid I mentioned you uncomplimentarily, not knowing you personally at that time,’ but his letter to Nancy Cunard was believed to have been lost. On 18 March 1994, The New Statesman published an article by Andy Croft, ‘The Awkward Squaddie,’ which included part of Orwell’s reply to Nancy Cunard; it had been written on the back of the appeal. She typed a copy (or had a copy typed) of Orwell’s reply and sent it to the editor of Left Review, Randall Swingler (see 3091, note c), among whose papers it was found by Andy Croft (who is preparing a critical biography of Swingler), together with a covering letter from Nancy Cunard to Swingler. The copy of Orwell’s letter is headed ‘Letter received, addressed to me, at Paris address, Aug 6. 1937’; it is not clear whether the 6 August is the date Orwell sent his letter or the date of its receipt.



Will you please stop sending me this bloody rubbish. This is the second or third time I have had it. I am not one of your fashionable pansies like Auden and Spender, I was six months in Spain, most of the time fighting, I have a bullet-hole in me at present and I am not going to write blah about defending democracy or gallant little anybody. Moreover, I know what is happening and has been happening on the Government side for months past, i.e. that Fascism is being rivetted on the Spanish workers under the pretext of resisting Fascism; also that since May a reign of terror has been proceeding and all the jails and any place that will serve as a jail are crammed with prisoners who are not only imprisoned without trial but are half-starved, beaten and insulted. I dare say you know it too, though God knows anyone who could write the stuff overleaf would be fool enough to believe anything, even the war-news in the Daily Worker. But the chances are that you—whoever you are who keep sending me this thing—have money and are well-informed; so no doubt you know something about the inner history of the war and have deliberately joined in the defence of “democracy” (i.e. capitalism) racket in order to aid in crushing the Spanish working class and thus indirectly defend your dirty little dividends.

This is more than 6 lines, but if I did compress what I know and think about the Spanish war into 6 lines you wouldn’t print it. You wouldn’t have the guts.

By the way, tell your pansy friend Spender that I am preserving specimens of his war-heroics and that when the time comes when he squirms for shame at having written it, as the people who wrote the war-propaganda in the Great War are squirming now, I shall rub it in good and hard.


In her covering letter to Swingler, which also mentioned that E. M. Forster would not respond because he did not believe in signing manifestoes, and the need to abridge Sylvia Pankhurst’s reply (of which 13 lines were printed), she asked Swingler what he knew about Orwell. She thought he belonged to the New Writing group and ‘was connected with [the] Spender-Auden group.’ She had his name from Roger Senhouse (a director of Secker & Warburg), whom she knew personally. Senhouse told her that ‘Orwell had walked into his office a few days before … with a wound in his throat, arm in a sling, and the request that they should publish his new book.’ (Orwell had probably visited Secker & Warburg, at Warburg’s request, to discuss the publication of Homage to Catalonia, on 7 July; see 375). She was, she wrote, ‘really curious to know what kind of a man he was before he became a trotskist,° as shown’ and she wondered ‘what kind of damage he had been doing, or trying to do, in Spain.’ She decided that, ‘As this is not in any sense an “answer” we are spared the mere query, even, of how to deal with it.’ Although Orwell was not represented in the pamphlet, Fenner Brockway, C. L. R. James, and Ethel Mannin were. Croft states that each pushed ‘the ILP-POUM line against “bourgeois democracy” in Spain.’ James did use the phrase ‘bourgeois democracy,’ but it is slightly exaggerated to say they pushed the ILP-POUM line.

In his article, Croft correctly sets the context of this letter between the publication of the two parts of ‘Spilling the Spanish Beans,’ 29 July and 2 September 1937 (see 378). But there is a more specific, and more significant, context, revealed by the letters published here. Orwell was desperately anxious about the fate of his former colleagues rotting in jails in Spain as a result of the ‘reign of terror’ to which he refers in his letter to Nancy Cunard. (This section, from ‘also that since May …’ to ‘… war-news in the Daily Worker,’ was omitted from his article by Mr. Croft.) Orwell had received Kopp’s letters on 29 July (see 378A), and these are clearly reflected in the passage about the ‘reign of terror’: note especially the references in the letters from Spain and in Orwell’s reply to Nancy Cunard to prisoners being held without trial; jails ‘crammed with prisoners,’ half-starved (two plates of soup and 150 gr. of bread a day), and their being ‘beaten and insulted’—the same phrase appears in Kopp’s letter to Eileen and Orwell’s to Nancy Cunard; the letter from Kopp to Lt. Col. Burillo specifies the nature of the insults: ‘beating the prisoners and insulting them even to the point of insulting their mothers.’ On 1 August he told Amy Charlesworth that there was ‘the greatest fear that some of them will be shot … for opposition to the Communist Party’ (see 384). The next day he told Charlie Doran that The New Statesman had rejected his review of The Spanish Cockpit because it controverted its policy (see 424); that Stafford Cottman had been expelled from the Young Communist League as an enemy of the working class, and his house was being ‘shadowed’ by its members; and he feared that Andrés Nin would be murdered by the Communists (as indeed he was), though it might be called ‘“suicide”, or perhaps appendicitis again’ (see 386), evidence that Bob Smillie’s fate still hurt him deeply (see Homage to Catalonia, 39, 171). Orwell’s letter may now appear to be tactless, but it marks the depths of bitterness and despair he felt at the time, prompted by those he held responsible for betraying the Spanish people and conducting a reign of terror.

The editor is grateful to Andy Croft for making photocopies available of the copy of Orwell’s letter and of Nancy Cunard’s letter, and to Judith Williams, the owner of the letters, for permission to reproduce them.






387. To Geoffrey Gorer1

16 August 1937 Typewritten

The Stores Wallington Nr. Baldock HERTS.

Dear Geoffrey,

How are things? I gather from your stuff in Time and Tide that you are back in England. Can’t you come out and see us some time? We can always put you up, except perhaps during the next week or so when my wife’s mother will be in our midst. We got back from Spain about six weeks ago, having had a pretty bloody time and finally sneaking over the border with the police just one jump behind. You cannot conceive the awfulness of the things that are happening in Spain. It is a real reign of terror, Fascism being imposed under the pretence of resisting Fascism, people being flung into jail literally by hundreds and kept there for months without trial, newspapers suppressed etc., etc. The most disgusting thing of all is the way the so-called anti-Fascist press in England has covered it up. I wonder if you saw my review in Time and Tide of a book called “The Spanish Cockpit” (which by the way you ought to read)? The author wrote and told me that I was the only reviewer who had mentioned the essential point of the book, ie. that the Communist Party is now the chief anti-revolutionary party. But the interesting thing was that I had also reviewed it for the New Statesman and was, of course, able to treat it more seriously than for Time and Tide. But the N.S., having previously refused an article of mine on the suppression of the P.O.U.M. on the ground that it would “cause trouble”, also refused to print the review as it “controverted editorial policy,” or in other words blew the gaff on the Communist Party. They then offered to pay for the review, though unprinted, then asked me by telegram to review another book. They are evidently very anxious to prevent me giving away the fact that they are covering up important pieces of news. However they will get a nasty jar when my book on Spain comes out, as I intend to do an appendix on the lies and suppressions in the English press. Whatever you do don’t believe a word you read in the News Chronicle or Daily Worker. The only daily paper I have seen in which a gleam of truth sometimes gets through is the Express—their reports are silly and full of mistakes, of course, but seem honest in intention.

I got wounded by a sniper outside Huesca. It wasn’t much but it ought to have killed me, in fact for a few minutes I thought it had, which was an interesting experience. The bullet went through my neck from front to back but skidded round both the carotid artery and the backbone in the most remarkable way. I have one vocal cord paralysed so I can’t shout very loud or sing, but my voice is pretty normal. I am getting pretty well going with my book and we are very busy trying to do something about the garden, which was in a ghastly mess when we got back and is now empty of everything. We are going to get some more hens. We have some young ducks but they didn’t do well, owing I think to improper feeding in their first week, and we lost several.

Let us know how you are getting on and if you can come and see us. I shall be in town some time next month I think. Eileen sends love.

Yours
Eric A. Blair




388. To Leonard Moore

19 August 1937 Typewritten

The Stores Wallington Nr. Baldock HERTS.

Dear Mr Moore,

I am sending back the French translation of that review,1 with one mistranslation corrected. I enclose a letter for the translator, which perhaps you would be kind enough to send on as I have not her2 address. I am afraid one cannot expect any payment for this kind of stuff, in fact in France it seems nobody ever gets paid for anything they write, but I am most anxious to get all publicity possible for the real facts about the Spanish war. I am telling the translator about another article that might interest her, and perhaps if you could let me have her address I could keep in touch with her paper, whatever it is, and supply them directly with anything they want, as there is no reason why you should be troubled with this kind of unprofitable stuff.

Of course I should be delighted if Madame Davet chose to translate any of my books that she thought she could find a publisher for.

Yours sincerely
Eric A. Blair




389. To Yvonne Davet

19 August 1937 Typewritten


Orwell often wrote to Yvonne Davet1 in French. Therefore, priority is given to Orwell’s French; the translations, by Janet Percival, follow. Orwell, not having a typewriter with accents, had to add these afterwards. If he overlooked one or two, these have been supplied silently; when he added none in a letter (see, for example, 407), none have been added.



The Stores Wallington Nr. Baldock HERTS. Angleterre.

Camarade,

Vous m’ excuserez sans doute d’écrire très mal le français.2 J’ai reçu de mon agent littéraire votre traduction de mon article; j’ai corrigé une expression, autrement la traduction me semble excellente. J’ai ajouté aussi à la tête de l’article le nom etc. du livre3 dont je faisais critique; il me semble que ça vaut la peine, car c’est un livre que tout le monde doit lire pour comprendre la situation actuelle en Espagne. Il vous intéressera peut-être d’entendre qu’au même temps j’ai fait critique de ce livre pour le “New Statesman and Nation,” journal Liberal-Socialist, et qu’ils ont refusé d’imprimer mon article parce-qu’il n’était pas assez favourable au Gouvernement actuel de l’Espagne. Quand je suis sorti de l’Espagne à la fin de Juin j’ai envoyé au “New Statesman” un article qui racontait les faits de la suppression du P.O.U.M., mais pour la même raison ils ont refusé de l’imprimer. Les journaux anglais, surtout ceux de la Gauche, ou bien ce qui s’appelle la Gauche, n’ont presque rien dit de la suppression du P.O.U.M., quoiqu’il s’agissait des centaines de gens imprisonnés, d’autres fusillés, des journaux supprimés, etc., etc. Ils ont tous l’idée que pour gagner la guerre il faut cacher les vrais faits de ce qui se passe en Espagne. L’article sur la suppression du P.O.U.M. que le “New Statesman” a refusé a été publié dans un journal mensuel du I.L.P., “Controversy.” Si il vous intéresserait de le voir, je peux vous en envoyer un exemplaire.

En conclusion, si vous connaissez des camarades qui sont sortis de l’Espagne plus tard que moi (je suis sorti le 23 Juin) je serais très content d’entendre aucunes nouvelles de ce qui arrive la-bàs. Il est longtemps que nous n’avons pas de nouvelles, et nous avons beaucoup d’amis qui sont en prison. Surtout nous voulons des nouvelles de Georges Kopp, un Belge, brave soldat et très bon camarade qui était commandant de ma battaillon° au front. Il est en prison depuis le 19 Juin à l’hotel Falcón, Barcelona, et nous avons grand peur qu’il sera fusillé. Il est possible qu’il y aura des caramades français qui l’ont vu en prison.

Très fraternellement

Eric Blair

(“George Orwell”)

Translation

Comrade,

Please excuse my very bad, written, French.2 I have received your translation of my article from my literary agent; I have corrected one sentence, otherwise the translation seems excellent. I have also added at the head of the article the name etc. of the book3 I was reviewing; I think it is worth it, as it is a book that everyone should read to understand the present situation in Spain. You will perhaps be interested to hear that at the same time I reviewed the book for the “New Statesman and Nation,” a Liberal-Socialist weekly, and that they refused to print my article because it wasn’t sufficiently favourable to the present Government in Spain. When I got out of Spain at the end of June I sent the “New Statesman” an article recounting the facts concerning the suppression of the POUM, but they refused to print that for the same reason. The English papers, especially those on the Left, or what calls itself the Left, have said very little on the suppression of the POUM, although people were flung into jail by the hundred, others shot, newspapers were suppressed etc. etc. They all think that to win the war you must hide the real facts of what is going on in Spain. The article on the suppression of the POUM which the “New Statesman” refused was published in the ILP monthly, “Controversy.” If you would like to see it, I can send you a copy.

Lastly, if you know any comrades who got out of Spain later than I did (I got out on 23 June), I should be very glad to hear any news of what is happening there. We have had no news for a long time, and we have several friends in prison. We should especially like news of Georges Kopp, a Belgian, a brave soldier and a very good comrade, who was commandant of my battalion at the front. He has been imprisoned since 19 June in the Hotel Falcón, Barcelona, and we are very afraid that he will be shot. There may be some French comrades who have seen him in prison.

Yours fraternally,

Eric Blair

(“George Orwell”)




390. To Victor Gollancz

20 August 1937 Typewritten

The Stores Wallington Nr. Baldock HERTS.

Dear Mr Gollancz,

I do not expect you will have seen the enclosed cutting,1 as it does not refer to anything you published for me.

This (see underlined words) is the—I think—third reference in the “Daily Worker” to my supposedly saying that the working classes “smell.” As you know I have never said anything of the kind, in fact have specifically said the opposite. What I said in Chapter VIII of “Wigan Pier,” as you may perhaps remember, is that middle-class people are brought up to believe that the working classes “smell,” which is simply a matter of observable fact. Numbers of the letters I received from readers of the book referred to this and congratulated me on pointing it out. The statement or implication that I think working people “smell” is a deliberate lie aimed at people who have not read this or any other of my books, in order to give them the idea that I am a vulgar snob and thus indirectly hit at the political parties with which I have been associated. These attacks in the “Worker” only began after it became known to the Communist Party that I was serving with the P.O.U.M. militia.

I have no connection with these people (the “Worker” staff) and nothing I said would carry any weight with them, but you of course are in a different position. I am very sorry to trouble you about what is more or less my own personal affair, but I think perhaps it might be worth your while to intervene and stop attacks of this kind which will not, of course, do any good to the books you have published for me or may publish for me in the future. If therefore at any time you happen to be in touch with anyone in authority on the “Worker” staff, I should be very greatly obliged if you would tell them two things:

1. That if they repeat this lie about my saying the working classes “smell” I shall publish a reply with the necessary quotations, and in it I shall include what John Strachey2 said to me on the subject just before I left for Spain (about December 20th.) Strachey will no doubt remember it, and I don’t think the C.P. would care to see it in print.

2. This is a more serious matter. A campaign of organised libel is going on against people who were serving with the P.O.U.M. in Spain. A comrade of mine, a boy of eighteen whom I knew in the line,3 was recently not only expelled from his branch of the Y.C.L. for his association with the P.O.U.M., which was perhaps justifiable as the P.O.U.M. and C.P. policies are quite incompatible, but was also described in a letter as “in the pay of Franco.” This latter statement is quite a different matter. I don’t know whether it is libellous within the meaning of the act, but I am taking counsel’s opinion, as, of course, the same thing (ie. that I am in Fascist pay) is liable to be said about myself. Perhaps again, if you are speaking to anyone in authoritative position, you could tell them that in the case of anything actionable being said against me, I shall not hesitate to take a libel action immediately. I hate to take up this threatening attitude, and I should hate still more to be involved in litigation, especially against members of another working-class party, but I think one has a right to defend oneself against these malignant personal attacks which, even if it is really the case that the C.P. is entirely right and the P.O.U.M. and I.L.P. entirely wrong, cannot in the long run do any good to the working-class cause. You see here (second passage underlined) the implied suggestion that I did not “pull my weight” in the fight against the Fascists. From this it is only a short step to calling me a coward, a shirker etc., and I do not doubt these people would do so if they thought it was safe.

I am extremely sorry to put this kind of thing upon you, and I shall understand and not be in any way offended if you do not feel you can do anything about it. But I have ventured to approach you because you are my publisher and may, perhaps, feel that your good name is to some extent involved with mine.

Yours sincerely

Eric Blair




391. To Leonard Moore

27 August 1937 Typewritten

The Stores Wallington Nr. Baldock HERTS.

Dear Mr Moore,

I am sorry I didn’t answer your letter earlier.1 Yes, of course, the terms with Secker’s are very satisfactory. I am getting on fairly fast with the book.

There is of course no need to worry about a counsel’s opinion at present, but it is a possibility to be kept in mind. There was a most filthy attack on me, though not legally libellous, in the Daily Worker of a week ago. I sent it on to Gollancz, asking him to silence the D. W., as of course he can if he wishes to. I trust there won’t be any more of the same kind. It is more important than it sounds, because these people are well aware that I am writing a book about the Spanish war and would if they could get me written off beforehand as a liar, so as to discredit anything I say.

I am sending separately a copy of the monthly2 paper “Controversy.”3 I should be greatly obliged if you would send it on to the Frenchwoman4 who translated that other article. I don’t know her address, but she might be able to use some of the stuff in it.

Yours sincerely

Eric A. Blair




392. Review of The Men I Killed, by Brigadier-General F. P. Crozier, CB, CMB, DSO

The New Statesman and Nation, 28 August 1937

General Crozier is a professional soldier and by his own showing spent the years between 1899 and 1921 in almost ceaseless slaughter of his fellow-creatures; hence as a pacifist he makes an impressive figure, like the reformed burglar at a Salvation Army meeting. Everyone will remember his earlier books, with their clipped telegram-like style and their tales of colonial wars in which eager young officers smack their chops over the prospect of “real slaughter”. In parts these books were disgusting, but they were completely straightforward and were of great value as illustrating the spirit in which the dirty little wars of that period were waged. Evidently when you are twenty years old it is great fun to turn a machine-gun on a crowd of unarmed “natives”. But European war is a different matter, and after much experience of both kinds General Crozier has decided that the only remedy is complete refusal to fight in any circumstances. The only question is, can he advance any argument which will drive the general public an inch farther in the direction of active resistance to war?

Here, on the whole, the book fails. It is a rambling, incoherent book, circling vaguely round two anti-war arguments, one of them good so far as it goes, the other doubtful. The first is the fact that the actual process of war consists in doing things which are instinctively felt to be disgusting, such as shooting your own men to prevent them running away. It is right to insist upon this kind of thing, for war still remains “glorious” in the secret imaginations of most people who have not fought. The other is the fact that all known methods of defence against the aeroplane are more or less useless and that the German bombers could probably reduce England to chaos and starvation in a few weeks. It is doubtful whether this has much value as an argument against war; though true, it amounts to scaremongering and, coupled with the consciousness of German rearmament, it simply induces in most people a desire to see England “stronger” (i.e., possessed of more bombing ’planes) than ever. The two facts which even now are not very widely grasped, and which should be made the centre of all anti-war agitation, are quite different from these. General Crozier is aware of them, but only intermittently aware. They are:

1. That war against a foreign country only happens when the moneyed classes think they are going to profit from it.1

2. That every war when it comes, or before it comes, is represented not as a war but as an act of self-defence against a homicidal maniac (“militarist” Germany in 1914, “Fascist” Germany next year or the year after).

The essential job is to get people to recognise war-propaganda when they see it, especially when it is disguised as peace-propaganda.

The test for any pacifist is, does he differentiate between foreign war and civil war?2 If he does not, he is simply saying in effect that violence may be used by the rich against the poor but not by the poor against the rich. This test General Crozier passes, and if not a completely logical pacifist he is at least a very engaging one. As a living contradiction of the widespread notion that every pacifist is a Creeping Jesus, he should be of great value to his cause.




393. To Amy Charlesworth

30 August 1937 Typewritten

The Stores Wallington Nr. Baldock HERTS.

Dear Miss Charlesworth,

Many thanks for your letter, which at present I can’t find, but no doubt it will turn up presently, and then I will get your address from it. I enquired where you could get the “New Leader” in Manchester, and am told that you can get it at any of the following:

Garner, 56 Worthington Street, Old Trafford, Manchester 16.

Lewis, 379 Ashton New Road, Bradford, Manchester.

J. Hodgetts, 57 Lynn Street, West Gorton, Manchester.

I think you will find it worth an occasional ld. It is a poor little paper, but often has the truth in it when other papers don’t.

As to the P.O.U.M., the Communist Party in Spain etc. It is not exactly true that the P.O.U.M. was trying to “set up a soviet” in opposition to the Government. Where the P.O.U.M., and you might also say the Anarchists, differed from the Government and the Communist Party, was in saying that Franco must be resisted not in the name of democracy as it exists in England, France etc., but in the name of workers’ government. This is not so theoretical as it sounds, because it meant an actual difference of policy. When the revolution broke out the workers did in many parts of Spain establish the beginnings of a workers’ government, seizing land and factories, setting up local committees, etc., etc. The Government, which is largely under control of the Communist Party, has managed to undo most of this, at first by appealing to the workers not to endanger the war, later, when they felt themselves stronger, by force. I think the P.O.U.M. and the others were quite right to resist this process and would perhaps have been right to resist it even by open rebellion, though they never did so. It is quite true that we ought all to combine against Fascism, but then one has got to decide what Fascism is. If Fascism means suppression of political liberty and free speech, imprisonment without trial etc., then the present regime in Spain is Fascism; so in apparently fighting against Fascism you come straight back to Fascism. I don’t mean that the rule of the present Government is no better than what Franco would set up if he won, but it is only different in degree, not in kind. What emerges from this—or so it appears to me—is that Fascism has no real opposite except Socialism. You can’t fight against Fascism in the name of “democracy,” because what we call democracy in a capitalist country only remains in being while things are going well; in time of difficulty it turns immediately into Fascism. The only thing that can prevent this is for the workers to keep the power in their own hands. Obviously one can’t have complete workers’ control and Socialism all in a moment, but the workers ought to cling onto every scrap of power they possess, whether, as in England, it is in the form of democratic institutions, or, as in Spain at the beginning of the war, in the fact that the workers have arms in their hands and have seized some of the means of production. If they listen to anyone who says to them, “You must give up this, that and the other for the common good,” they will be cheated every time. This is what happened in Spain. The Communist Party propagandists said that the workers had no need to keep direct control on factories, transport etc., because they were adequately represented in the Government, which contained ministers representing the trade unions. Later, of course, when the arms had for the most part been got out of the workers’ hands and the Communist-Liberal clique was in a stronger position, the trade-union representatives were turned out of the Government and you now have a Government which does not contain one minister representing any working-class party. The only thing that could excuse this is military necessity, and of course this excuse has been used all along. But as a matter of fact the present Government (the Negrin Government, dating from May) has been much less successful in a military sense than the previous ones. It has worked itself into a position of absolute power and put most of its opponents in jail, but it is not winning the war. I doubt indeed whether the war can now be won unless France intervenes. To win a war you have either got to have a preponderance of arms, which the Government has not got and is not likely to have, or you have got to arouse enthusiasm among the people. But no one can get up much enthusiasm for a Government which puts you in jail if you open your mouth.

Excuse me always lecturing you about this. But what I saw in Spain has upset me so much that I talk about it to everybody. And the English papers have told such frightful lies about the whole business, the left-wing papers (News Chronicle and Daily Worker) almost worse than the right-wing ones. It is desperately necessary to get people to see through the humbug that is talked about “fighting against Fascism,” or the next thing we know we shall find ourselves fighting another imperialist war (against Germany) which will be dressed up as a war ’‘against Fascism,” and then another ten million men will be dead before people grasp that Fascism and so-called democracy are Tweedledum and Tweedledee.

I think you asked about my voice. It is much better, in fact I can shout to quite a distance now, but I still can’t modulate it enough to sing, so I suppose one vocal cord is permanently paralysed.

Yours sincerely
Eric Blair

[Handwritten at top of letter:] Still can’t find your address! Am sending this to the hospital—hope they will forward.




394. Excise Duty Notice


Among the documents that survive in the Orwell Archive is a Notice to Pay Excise Duties addressed to Eric Arthur Blair from the Collector of Customs and Excise, Northampton. This indicates that Orwell’s licence as a ‘Patent Medicine Vendor’ had expired on 1 September 1937, and he was required to pay six shillings (30 pence) if this business was to be continued. There is no indication of renewal on the form, which had to be returned with a remittance. The range of patent medicines held at The Stores, Wallington, must have been extremely limited indeed, and the sale scarcely worth the licence fee, but there is a touch of irony that the author of Keep the Aspidistra Flying provided this modest service for his neighbours in the village.

The Excise records for this period have been destroyed; no earlier application or payment on this occasion can be traced.






395. To Leonard Moore

1 September 1937 Typewritten

The Stores Wallington Nr. Baldock HERTS.

Dear Mr Moore,

Herewith the signed draft of the agreement,1 for which many thanks. I trust I shall get the book done by December 31st, as agreed. If Secker and Warburg want to know how it is getting on I could let them have some specimen chapters in a few weeks, provided they understand that this is the rough draft and I always alter it a good deal in rewriting.

Yours sincerely
Eric Blair




396. Review of Forbidden Journey by Ella K. Maillart; translated from the French by Thomas McGreevy

Time and Tide, 4 September 1937

No doubt everyone will remember Mr. Peter Fleming’s News from Tartary, published about a year ago.1 It was the record of a journey across Central Asia, first from Pekin to Lanchow by train and lorry, then onwards by horse, camel and donkey to Kashgar and over the Himalayas into India. It took six months and covered two thousand miles of the most inaccessible territory in the world. Now his companion on the journey, Miss Maillart, has published her own account, and so we have the slightly unusual experience of seeing the same story told from two different angles.

As a matter of fact, the outward record of events is very similar. The deserts and mountains, the heat and cold, the ceaseless hunger, the struggles with body-vermin and with wretched pack-animals that collapse and have to be left to die in the mountain-passes—all this is very much the same as in Mr. Fleming’s narrative. The difference is in the manner of approach. I hesitate to say that Miss Maillart’s approach is “feminine” for women who walk and ride across Central Asia are not exactly typical of the softer sex, if there is a softer sex; but her attitude throughout is more passive, less intellectual, ultimately more receptive. She is, perhaps, the perfect traveller, the kind of person who never wants the journey to end, who is genuinely more interested in marching through empty steppes and past ruined temples than in getting home to write a book about it; but at the same time, of course, sufficiently civilized to retain a sense of strangeness in the wilderness.


In a sense I was only prolonging the journey I had made in Russian Turkestan. I was familiar with the smell of camels and of their fetid breathing as they ruminated. I had already joined in the halt at the watering-place, already seen the gathering of dung for fuel. … I knew the silence at night, when one’s eyes are burning after marching against the wind all day. I loved the primitive way of living which gave me back that hunger that transforms every morsel one puts under one’s tooth into solid satisfaction.



It is an unusual gift to be able to endure that kind of thing and also to appreciate it. Such people, carrying round the world a mentality which at bottom is that of a child, are the only ones who can travel in remote countries without having them debunked in the process. Part of their secret, of course, is physical toughness, not to say callousness. It is fatal to travel if you have the slightest feeling for comfort; it simply means that names which were once like magic emblems call up nothing but memories of insects and boredom.

People like Miss Maillart live a good life, and it is a pity that they are a doomed race. For that kind of travel, snooping round the world to see what you can see, is not going to be permitted much longer. As communications improve, foreign countries not only become less worth visiting, but also harder to visit. Keeping alive in the desert is easier than crossing a frontier, and it is already impossible to make any journey of the slightest interest unless you either have limitless money or are ready to break the law. Meanwhile, Miss Maillart has written a very interesting book, less witty than Mr. Fleming’s, but revealing, in my opinion, a more engaging personality. The photographs are good but not exciting.




397. To Geoffrey Gorer

15 September 1937 Typewritten

The Stores Wallington Nr. Baldock HERTS.

Dear Geoffrey,

Thanks so much for your letter. I am glad you are enjoying yourself in Denmark, though, I must admit, it is one of the few countries I have never wanted to visit. I rang you up when I was in town, but of course you weren’t there. I note you are coming back about the 24th. We shall be here till the 10th October, then we are going down to Suffolk to stay at my parents’ place for some weeks. But if you can manage it any time between the 24th and the 10th, just drop us a line and then come down and stay. We can always put you up without difficulty.

What you say about not letting the Fascists in owing to dissensions between ourselves is very true so long as one is clear what one means by Fascism, also who or what it is that is making unity impossible. Of course all the Popular Front stuff that is now being pushed by the Communist press and party, Gollancz and his paid hacks etc., etc., only boils down to saying that they are in favour of British Fascism (prospective) as against German Fascism. What they are aiming to do is to get British capitalist-imperialism into an alliance with the U.S.S.R. and thence into a war with Germany. Of course they piously pretend that they don’t want the war to come and that a French-British-Russian alliance can prevent it on the old balance of power system. But we know what the balance of power business led to last time, and in any case it is manifest that the nations are arming with the intention of fighting. The Popular Front boloney boils down to this: that when the war comes the Communists, labourites etc., instead of working to stop the war and overthrow the Government, will be on the side of the Government provided that the Government is on the “right” side, ie. against Germany. But everyone with any imagination can foresee that Fascism, not of course called Fascism, will be imposed on us as soon as the war starts. So you will have Fascism with Communists participating in it, and, if we are in alliance with the U.S.S.R., taking a leading part in it. This is what has happened in Spain. After what I have seen in Spain I have come to the conclusion that it is futile to be “anti-Fascist” while attempting to preserve capitalism. Fascism after all is only a development of capitalism, and the mildest democracy, so-called, is liable to turn into Fascism when the pinch comes. We like to think of England as a democratic country, but our rule in India, for instance, is just as bad as German Fascism, though outwardly it may be less irritating. I do not see how one can oppose Fascism except by working for the overthrow of capitalism, starting, of course, in one’s own country. If one collaborates with a capitalist-imperialist government in a struggle “against Fascism,” ie. against a rival imperialism, one is simply letting Fascism in by the back door. The whole struggle in Spain, on the Government side, has turned upon this. The revolutionary parties, the Anarchists, P.O.U.M. etc., wanted to complete the revolution, the others wanted to fight the Fascists in the name of “democracy,” and, of course, when they felt sure enough of their position and had tricked the workers into giving up their arms, re-introduce capitalism. The grotesque feature, which very few people outside Spain have yet grasped, is that the Communists stood furthest of all to the right, and were more anxious even than the liberals to hunt down the revolutionaries and stamp out all revolutionary ideas. For instance, they have succeeded in breaking up the workers’ militias, which were based on the trade unions and in which all ranks received the same pay and were on a basis of equality, and substituting an army on bourgeois lines where a colonel is paid eight times as much as a private etc. All these changes, of course, are put forward in the name of military necessity and backed up by the “Trotskyist” racket, which consists of saying that anyone who professes revolutionary principles is a Trotskyist and in Fascist pay. The Spanish Communist press has for instance declared that Maxton1 is in the pay of the Gestapo. The reason why so few people grasp what has happened in Spain is because of the Communist command of the press. Apart from their own press they have the whole of the capitalist anti-Fascist press (papers like the News Chronicle) on their side, because the latter have got onto the fact that official Communism is now anti-revolutionary. The result is that they have been able to put across an unprecedented amount of lies and it is almost impossible to get anyone to print anything in contradiction. The accounts of the Barcelona riots in May, which I had the misfortune to be involved in, beat everything I have ever seen for lying. Incidentally the Daily Worker has been following me personally with the most filthy libels, calling me pro-Fascist etc., but I asked Gollancz to silence them, which he did, not very willingly I imagine. Queerly enough I am still contracted to write a number of books for him, though he refused to publish the book I am doing on Spain before a word of it was written.

I should like to meet Edith Sitwell2 very much, some time when I am in town. It surprised me very much to learn that she had heard of me and liked my books. I don’t know what° I ever cared much for her poems, but I liked very much her life of Pope.

Try and come down here some time. I hope your sprue3 is gone.

Yours
Eric




398. To [the Editor], Manchester Guardian

22 September 1937 Typewritten

The Stores Wallington Nr. Baldock HERTS.

PRIVATE

Dear Sir,1

If it is not an impertinence I would like to congratulate the Manchester Guardian on being the only English daily paper, so far as my own knowledge goes, which has endeavoured to tell the truth about the events in the Spanish war. In connection with a book I am writing I have had to examine the accounts in a number of newspapers of the May riots in Barcelona, and while I do not agree in all respects with the Manchester Guardian reports, they are the only ones that at all correspond to events as I witnessed them.

What I particularly want to refer to, however, is the courageous protest by your Barcelona correspondent—I suppose it is Frank Jellinek2 —in the number of June 29th, against the persecution of the P.O.U.M. Knowing what the political conditions in Spain are like, I realise that he risked something in sending this despatch through the censorship. If you have any way of conveying my gratitude and admiration to him, I would be greatly obliged if you would do so. I do not care to write to him personally, as I was serving in the P.O.U.M. militia, my name is probably on the list of political suspects, and it might not do him any good to receive a letter from me.

Yours truly
George Orwell




399. That Mysterious Cart: George Orwell Replies to F. A. Frankfort

The New Leader, 24 September 1937


On 14 september 1937, the Daily Worker published a long statement over the name ‘F. A. Frankfort’ (Frank Frankford) dated 21 August 1937 from Barcelona. He had been in the front line with Orwell and was present when Orwell was shot. Later he was imprisoned in Barcelona, not for a political offence, but because, as he explained in an ‘Arena’ television programme broadcast to mark 1984, he had been ‘trying to get away with a load of pictures.’ The Daily Worker quoted Frankford as asserting that the POUM was working for Fascism: ‘The real reason for the shortage of weapons at the front was the fact that they were being kept hidden by the POUM.’ It was also asserted that ‘every night,’ when the contingent of which Orwell was a member was near Alcubierre under the command of George Kopp, ‘at 11 p.m. the sentries heard the rattle of a cart’ and he stated that they had been given instructions never to shoot at it, though they could tell from its light that it was within the Fascist lines.

Two days after publication of Frankford’s article, the Daily Worker said it had been asked to make some corrections: to correct the spelling of Frankford’s name; to say that he had not been kept in the POUM by force; that he was not certain the carts about which he wrote had actually crossed the Fascist line; and that he had never seen Kopp returning from the Fascist lines.

In the TV broadcast, Frankford admitted he had not got along with Orwell, because of his attitude to the working class as expressed in The Road to Wigan Pier, and he repeated the accusation about smell that Orwell took up in his letter to Victor Gollancz, 20 August 1937; see 390. When the words were read back to him regarding the POUM supplying weapons to the Fascists, as printed over his name in the Daily Worker, he said, ‘I don’t remember that. … I don’t think I ever said that … that wasn’t true and I wouldn’t have said that.’ When questioned about the legitimacy of printing such accusations, he responded: ‘Certain tactics are legitimate when you are fighting a battle like this.’ As for stating that the ‘POUM’s pro-Fascist activities emerged clearly,’ he maintained ‘I never said anything like that.’ He was not, he said, horrified that such statements could be attributed to him; indeed, he said, ‘it rather amuses me.’

At the time, a response to Frankford’s account (as attributed to him by the Daily Worker) was first given by John McNair, representative of the ILP in Barcelona, in The New Leader, 17 September 1937. He reported that Frankford had come to the ILP office in London on 4 and 7 September, on the latter occasion to receive that financial assistance ‘which we give to all the comrades of the contingent on their return home.’ He went on: ‘On both these occasions we had long friendly talks with him, and while he was talking to us he knew he had allowed to be printed a number of statements which he knew perfectly well to be absolutely false and misleading, some of which could do tremendous harm to one of his comrades actually imprisoned in Barcelona.’ McNair took up various points, and his answer to the accusation of trading, by cart, with the enemy was printed in bold-face type: ‘Naturally a cart going to the Fascist lines would carry lights and rattle as much as possible!!! If there were the slightest reason to believe that traffic was going on between the lines it was Frankfort’s° duty to mention it then to the leaders of the contingent, not to make rambling statements six months afterwards.’

This is the setting in which Orwell took up the cudgels. See Crick, 346–48 and especially his note 63 on 619–20. Orwell’s article was preceded by the editorial note given below. His name is given as ‘Frankfort’.



We have received the following statement from George Orwell, who is not a member of the I.L.P., regarding the slanders uttered by Frankfort, to which we referred in last week’s NEW LEADER. It is with reluctance that we refer to this dirty business again, but we want it to be clearly understood that there are limits to our patience. Neither the I.L.P. nor the comrades of the contingent have any intention of submitting to such calumnious campaigns as were used against our comrades of the P.O.U.M. in Spain. We know exactly where we stand, and fortunately the British working class know us, and can judge such attacks at their real value.

We find that already in the “Daily Worker” of September 16, Frankfort has commenced to climb down. He finds now that he is not certain about “the light.” Of course he’s not.

GEORGE ORWELL’S STATEMENT

I am not going to waste time and space by replying to F. A. Frankfort’s article in the September 14 “Daily Worker” with angry recriminations. The best thing I can do is to deal in order with some of the points on which I happen to have special knowledge:—

1. “Every night at 11 p.m. the sentries heard the rattle of a cart, and we could tell from its light that it was crossing the space between the positions on our left and the Fascist lines. We were ordered never to shoot at this light.”

The suggestion here is that there was treasonable communication between our headquarters and the enemy. The facts are these: There was some talk at the time about a mysterious light that was said to be seen on certain nights moving along the ravine between us and the Fascists. There was no talk whatever about the “rattle of a cart,” nor any suggestion that the light seemed to issue from our lines. In any case, the idea of a cart crossing no man’s land from the position on our left is nonsense, as the ground between was a steep ravine where there was no track and no wheeled vehicle could have travelled. No order against firing at the light was ever issued, nor was it suggested from any quarter that rations, etc., were being sent from our lines to the Fascists. If Frankfort had any suspicions it seems strange that he never mentioned them at the time.

2. “Near Huesca … one night we saw Commandant Kopp returning from the Fascist lines.”

This is pure imagination. To see a man “returning from the Fascist lines,” i.e., coming out of their trenches, at night, you would have to be at most thirty yards from their parapet. To my knowledge, Frankfort never went out on night-patrol at Huesca, and it is very unlikely that he had any exact idea of how the Fascist lines ran. In any case, he says that “we” saw it. Can he find anyone else to corroborate this? The possible foundation of the story is that he once saw Kopp coming in over our own parapet from patrol. Kopp often went on patrol. So did I, and so did others of us. Is it suggested that every man who went out on patrol was in communication with the enemy?

3. “The political report given by a representative of the P.O.U.M. always painted defeat as inevitable.”

This is a lie. I challenge Frankfort to produce any evidence to substantiate it. It will be found that he can produce none.

4. “… the numerous rifles, machine-guns and tanks which were placed at our disposal in Barcelona” (during the May fighting).

This is a direct lie. Frankfort was with me during several days of the May disturbances, and he knows as well as I do that there were no machine-guns or tanks, and very few rifles, in the possession of the P.O.U.M. He and I were together at the Comité Local on the first night of the fighting, and he will remember that neither he nor I could obtain a rifle, as there were not enough to go round.

5. “I am proud that I realised the crime the P.O.U.M. and some of its Anarchist friends were committing WITHIN A COUPLE OF DAYS OF GETTING BACK TO BARCELONA, and managed to get out of the affair without having the blood of anti-Fascists° workers on my hands.”

My emphasis. Two lies are contained here. First, the remark about “within two days” implies that Frankfort (and the other I.L.P. militiamen) only got back to Barcelona at the beginning of the fighting, i.e., on May 3. Actually, they got back on April 26. This can be proved by documentary evidence as well as by testimony. Secondly, Frankfort is asserting that during the May riots he decided that the P.O.U.M. were in the wrong and turned against them. This is so far from being the case that on the third day of the fighting, when we were on guard on a roof opposite the P.O.U.M. building, I had the greatest difficulty in restraining him from irresponsibly opening fire on some Civil Guards—our orders being not to fire unless fired on ourselves.

6. “When I got back to the front it was obvious that there was open fraternisation between the P.O.U.M. troops and the Fascists.”

I went back to the front with Frankfort, and was there with him till May 20, the day I was wounded. There was no fraternisation, nor did Frankfort ever speak of any such thing.

7. “I must say the P.O.U.M. seemed very glad to get rid of me.”

Quite rightly. The truth is that Frankfort refused duty and walked out of the line without leave, at a time when men were desperately short. He then seemed astonished that he was arrested as a deserter. In the circumstances he was lucky not to be shot.

To conclude. It is quite obvious that all these wild statements, and the many others which I have not had space to answer, were put into Frankfort’s mouth by the Barcelona journalists, and that he chose to save his skin by assenting to them, because at that time it was extremely dangerous to be known to have any connection with the P.O.U.M. Obviously, if he had had any genuine suspicions of treachery he would have mentioned them earlier.

There is no hope of the “Daily Worker” printing this or any other adequate reply to Frankfort’s article, for a paper which will descend to publishing that kind of stuff is not likely to let its opponents have a fair hearing. I suggest, however, that those who knew Frankfort in Spain sign some kind of statement that his charges are completely untrue and are in direct contradiction of all that he was saying at the time.

The above statement has been signed by every member of the contingent with whom we were able to communicate, including:

Bob Edwards.

John Branthwaite.

Charles Doran.

Stafford Cottman.

John Donovan.

Harry Thomas.

Douglas Moyle.

Phillip Hunter.

George Gross.

Urias Jones.

Charles Justessen.

Tom Coles.

Mike Milton.

John Ritchie.




400. Review of Journey to Turkistan by Sir Eric Teichman

Time and Tide, 25 September 1937

Sir Eric Teichman’s journey across Sinkiang began and ended in the same places as that of Mr. Fleming and Mlle. Maillart earlier in the year,1 but he followed a more northerly route and travelled the greater part of the distance in Ford trucks, one of which broke down and had to be abandoned on the way. From Kashgar onwards he travelled by yak, pony and aeroplane.

On the whole, this is a less interesting book than those of Mlle. Maillart and Mr. Fleming; the reason is probably that the author was travelling with a definite official purpose and, like all people in such positions, says less than he knows. Obviously, though he does not say so, he was sent to Sinkiang to report upon the extent and nature of the Russian influence. From what he says it is evident that though the Russians have not officially absorbed Sinkiang they are in a position to do so whenever it suits them. Economically the province is dominated by the U.S.S.R.—as, for geographical reasons, it must be and ought to be—and the weak Chinese administration is only kept in place by the aid of Russian troops. It is also evident from what Sir Eric does not say that this state of affairs is acceptable to Great Britain. From our point of view this is the important fact.

Ten years ago the news that the U.S.S.R. was in virtual control of Chinese Turkistan would have been greeted with a howl of dismay. Now—though Sir Eric has an anti-Communist prejudice which he scarcely conceals—Soviet expansion is regarded with a friendly smile, or something that is meant to look like a friendly smile. The reason, we need not doubt, is that British policy is ceasing to be anti-Russian because Russia is a potential ally against Germany and Japan. And for any thinking person this is a very sinister fact. For if our ruling class is becoming pro-Russian, it is certainly not becoming pro-Socialist. It may be that we are headed for a military alliance with the U.S.S.R. which would give the National Government, or some faked-up Popular Front Government, the one perfect alibi for an imperialist war. Moreover, the mere fact that British imperialism can regard Soviet expansion without dismay gives one a hint of the immense changes that are taking place, not in British policy but in Russian policy.

Sinkiang is at the other end of the world and is practically barred to European travellers, so it will probably be a long time before we learn the whole story of what has been happening there during the past few years. Meanwhile this is a very readable book, written by a person who, unlike most travellers, tends to minimise the dangers and difficulties of his journey. The photographs are admirable.




401. Review of Red Spanish Notebook by Mary Low and Juan Brea; Heroes of Alcazar by R. Timmermans; Spanish Circus by Martin Armstrong

Time and Tide, 9 October 1937

Red Spanish Notebook gives a vivid picture of Loyalist Spain, both at the front and in Barcelona and Madrid, in the earlier and more revolutionary period of the war. It is admittedly a partisan book, but probably it is none the worse for that. The joint authors were working for the P.O.U.M., the most extreme of the revolutionary parties, since suppressed by the Government. The P.O.U.M. has been so much vilified in the foreign, and especially the Communist press, that a statement of its case was badly needed.

Up till May of this year the situation in Spain was a very curious one. A mob of mutually hostile political parties were fighting for their lives against a common enemy, and at the same time quarrelling bitterly among themselves as to whether this was or was not a revolution as well as a war. Definitely revolutionary events had taken place—land had been seized by the peasants, industries collectivized, big capitalists killed or driven out, the Church practically abolished—but there had been no fundamental change in the structure of government. It was a situation capable of developing either towards Socialism or back to capitalism; and it is now clear that, given a victory over Franco, some kind of capitalist republic will emerge. But at the same time there was occurring a revolution of ideas that was perhaps more important than the short-lived economic changes. For several months large blocks of people believed that all men are equal and were able to act on their belief. The result was a feeling of liberation and hope that is difficult to conceive in our money-tainted atmosphere. It is here that Red Spanish Notebook is valuable. By a series of intimate day-to-day pictures (generally small things: a bootblack refusing a tip, a notice in the brothels saying, “Please treat the women as comrades”) it shows you what human beings are like when they are trying to behave as human beings and not as cogs in the capitalist machine. No one who was in Spain during the months when people still believed in the revolution will ever forget that strange and moving experience. It has left something behind that no dictatorship, not even Franco’s, will be able to efface.

In every book written by a political partisan one has got to be on the look-out for one or another class of prejudice. The authors of this book are Trotskyists—I gather that they were sometimes an embarrassment to the P.O.U.M., which was not a Trotskyist body, though for a while it had Trotskyists working for it—and, therefore their prejudice is against the official Communist Party, to which they are not always strictly fair. But is the Communist Party always strictly fair to the Trotskyists? Mr. C. L. R. James, author of that very able book World Revolution, contributes an introduction.

Heroes of the Alcazar re-tells the story of the siege last autumn, when a garrison mainly of cadets and Civil Guards held out for seventy-two days against terrible odds, until Toledo was relieved by Franco’s troops. There is no need because one’s sympathies are on the other side to pretend that this was not a heroic exploit. And some of the details of siege-life are very interesting; I particularly liked the account of the ingenious way in which a motor-bicycle engine was hitched onto a hand-mill to grind corn for the garrison. But the book is poorly written, in a glutinous style, full of piety and denunciations of the “Reds.” There is an introduction by Major Yeats Brown, who generously concedes that not all the “Red Militia” were “cruel and treacherous.” The photographs of groups of defenders bring home one of the most pathetic aspects of the civil war. They are so like groups of Government militiamen that if they were changed round no one would know the difference.

Finally, Spain of a hundred years ago. Spanish Circus recounts the reign of Carlos IV. Godoy1 (the “Prince of Peace”), Napoleon, Trafalgar, palace intrigues, Goya’s portraits—it is that period. At this particular moment I find it rather hard to read such a book. Spain is too much bound up in my mind with flooded trenches, the rattle of machine guns, food-shortage and lies in the newspapers. But if you want to escape from that aspect of Spain, this is probably the book you are looking for. It is written with distinction and, as far as I can judge, it is a piece of accurate historical research. The way in which Mr. Armstrong has not exploited the scandalous story of Godoy and Maria Luisa should be an example to all popular historians.




402. To Cyril Connolly

12 October 1937 Typewritten

At. 36 High Street Southwold Suffolk1

Dear Cyril,

I wonder if you are back in England. I haven’t seen your name in the New Statesman lately. When in town I enquired after you but was told you were abroad. As far as I remember I wrote to you from Spain but not many letters were getting through at that time. If you are going to be in town during the winter, try and come out and see us some time. You know our address (The Stores, Wallington, Near Baldock, Herts.), it is a bore to get to by train but easy enough if you have a car—about 45 miles from town. We can always put you up. I wonder if you have been back to Spain and how things are going there. It is almost impossible to get any real news. Owing to having served in the P.O.U.M. militia I had to leave in haste with the police on my heels and most of the people I knew there are in jail, or were when I last had news. We were there about six months and had a most interesting time, but it is heartbreaking to see the way things have gone, nearly a million men dead in all, they say, and obviously it is going to be all for nothing. I was about four months in the line, got badly wounded at Huesca but am now completely all right. My wife really had the worst time, being in the middle of that awful nightmare of political intrigue in Barcelona. Richard Rees was on the Madrid front with an ambulance and got back just recently, but I haven’t seen him yet. I am doing a book on Spain, of course, and writing against time to try and get it done to come out in March. It doesn’t do one any good to have been mixed up with the P.O.U.M.—I have already had to change my publisher, among other things. The only decent book on Spain I have seen hitherto was that one by Franz Borkenau called “The Spanish Cockpit.” I dare say if Jellinek does one it might be good.2 Do you know where he is? He has left Spain and the Manchester Guardian couldn’t tell me his address.

Write if you get time.3 I shall be at the above address till about the 25th, then at the usual.

Yours
Eric Blair




403. To Yvonne Davet

14 October 1937 Typewritten

The Stores Wallington Nr. Baldock HERTS.

Dear Comrade,

I am going to write in English this time, so as to make sure of being understood. I know your English is much better than my French. Thank you so much for the newspaper cuttings, the copy of “La Revolution Proletarienne,” and for your own labour of translation,1 which I liked very much. There was really only one mistake. You translated “There is no nonsense about habeas corpus” as “Rien de plus legitime … que l’habeas corpus,” “No nonsense” is an ironical English expression, meaning simply that something or other is more than one can expect. I only meant that habeas corpus doesn’t exist in Spain at present. But it didn’t matter, any way. You mentioned that the expression “O.T.C.” puzzled you. It stands for Officers’ Training Corps. In England each public school (ie. the expensive boarding-schools to which the rich send their sons) has a training corps which the boys are more or less compelled to join and in which they receive a fairly high degree of military training and are taught to use rifles, machine-guns, etc. In a country like England where military service is not universal, these O.T.Cs are of great importance, as they are a means of ensuring that the sons of the rich are trained in the use of weapons while the sons of the workers are not. One result of this is that when war breaks out and conscription becomes necessary the officers are mainly drawn from the richer classes.

I took the liberty of taking out a year’s subscription of “Controversy” for you, and I hope they will send it along each month. If you like I can also arrange to have sent the “New Leader,” which is the weekly paper of the I.L.P. It seems to me that at this moment it is most important for the revolutionary parties in all countries to keep in touch as well as they can, and one way they can do so is by exchange of newspapers. I wonder therefore whether you can let me know which French weekly paper represents the viewpoint of the Left Socialists—this I suppose is the party corresponding to the I.L.P. and P.O.U.M. If you can let me know which paper is the most suitable I can arrange to take it in, and then when there is an article or news-item of importance I can pass it on to “Controversy” or the “New Leader.” “Controversy” has articles from Germany at present, but doesn’t seem to have any from France, where the situation is really more important.

Yours sincerely
Eric Blair




404. Review of The Booster,1 September 1937

New English Weekly, 21 October 1937

Mr Robert Graves tells somewhere or other of a man who settled in a large Midland town and devoted an entire year to making the acquaintance of everyone in the town with the name of Ramsbottom, Sidebottom, Winterbottom, Shufflebottom, Higginbottom, Wagginbottom, and plain Bottom. Having made their acquaintance he invited them all to a dinner-party from which he absented himself at the last moment. The dinner when served was found to consist of nothing but rump-steak.

Is this funny? No, it isn’t, and perhaps that was the point. If you wanted to do anything so completely futile as wasting a year of life on a practical joke, surely it would be all the more futile if the joke was not even funny? And that is one of the possible attitudes, though perhaps not the most satisfactory one, towards modern life: to make some gestures of supreme futility, something so unutterably meaningless and stupid that Caligula making his horse consul would seem sensible by comparison. It is one way, though rather a safe and feeble way, of hitting back at Hitler, Stalin, Lord Rothermere, etc.

I mention this because I believe that it is the motive, if any, that lies behind “The Booster.” It seems to me an effort to produce something finally and unsurpassably pointless. “The Booster,” we are told in the typewritten prospectus, was previously “the more or less official organ of the American Country Club,” but has now passed into the hands of Alfred Perlès, Lawrence Durrell, Henry Miller and others. The editorial staff are modest about themselves:—


“We are mostly renegade, métèque, treacherous. No sound moral fibre, no stamina, no honesty, no loyalty, no principles. … When we lack material we will borrow from the newspapers, or from other magazines, or even from that Morgue of information, the Encyclopaedia Britannica. Why not? We are not afraid to dish up second-hand stuff. …

“We have no plans for reforming the world, no dogmas, no ideologies to defend. We are strictly neutral, peaceful and negative. Also abortive. We do not intend to make a ‘success’ of ‘The Booster.’ On the contrary, our aim is to run it into the ground as quickly as possible. …

“If you wish to see the editor in person ring the bell at No. 7, Villa Seurat, under the name of Madame Kalf. … If you must call, call with dough. …”



And so on. Having received a prospectus of this kind, you are all set for a practical joke. When you have swallowed the bait and sent your five francs you look forward to receiving (for instance) a magazine with entirely blank pages, or one which explodes a squib when you open it. But nothing of the kind. All you get is a perfectly ordinary, dam-silly° magazine of the pseudo-artistic type that used to appear and die with the rapidity of May flies in Montparnasse in the ’twenties.

And what does it contain? A not bad fantasy-portrait called “Benno, the Wild Man from Borneo,” by Henry Miller, some poems (you can guess what those are like, for how many kinds of poem are there nowadays?), an excellent photograph of an iron armchair, a not altogether disagreeable drawing by Abe Rattner, some stuff in French which I did not bother to read, a burlesque article on sport and some society notes (“Mlle Lefebure and M. J. Lefebure, of Paris, were recent tea guests of Mme France Racine,” etc.), which are not even burlesque. Also, as a special supplement, a long letter, written in 1925 and vouched for as authentic, to the New York Park Commissioner, complaining that the trees in the public parks need trimming. The only definitely comic feature in the magazine is the advertisements. There is a vast number of these, and I know by bitter experience2 what a job it must have been to canvass them. The entire tribe of Paris-American snob-shops—the beauty-specialists, fashionable shoemakers, etc.—seem to have been caught hopping. No doubt they imagined that their advertisements were to appear in some smart society journal which would lie about in hotel lounges and catch the eye of wealthy American tourists. For “The Booster’s” sake let us hope they paid cash in advance.

So much for “The Booster.” Is it funny? It is not, and, as I have suggested above, that is perhaps the point. Is it worth buying? It might be, because anything of this kind is liable to develop a scarcity value sooner or later. Meanwhile, “The Booster” offers you a yearly subscription for seventy-five francs and a “life subscription” for five hundred francs. Whether your life or “The Booster’s” is not stated; but the point seems to be of importance, for I do not imagine that “The Booster” is exactly a “good life.”


The Booster’s response to this review appeared in New English Weekly, 4 November 1937. In it, Alfred Perlès (1897–1990), Managing Editor and Director, included a lengthy extract from ‘a forthcoming editorial which may throw a little light on the muddled situation created by our George.’ He maintained that Orwell was wielding not a hatchet but ‘one of the smaller calibres of water-pistol’ and that he was not an enemy worthy of attack with a bayonet. ‘Would you have us set the bed afire because we find a flea in it?’ it concluded.

Before its publication, Perlès, on 29 October, wrote to Philip Mairet, who had taken over the editing of New English Weekly when A. R. Orage, who founded it, died. He accepted some ‘perfectly legitimate’ charges, and said that he would have preferred it if Orwell had seen the second issue before writing a review; he might have liked it better. He argued that Orwell’s review had lost the journal the ‘moral’ (his quotation marks) support of the American Country Club, and he expected advertising revenue to drop. He concludes: ‘However, no hard feelings. We all like Orwell.’

There would hardly have been time for the American Country Club to break its association with The Booster, and Henry Miller, writing to Orwell on 7 November, thought that ‘it was purely a coincidence,’ though ‘it was natural to think there might have been some connection.’ Had that and a drop in advertising resulted, it would suggest that Orwell had used something more damaging that a small-calibre water-pistol. Miller enclosed a draft of a letter to the editor of New English Weekly, 24 October 1937, ‘as a little souvenir.’ He invited Orwell to continue the attack: ‘You have full permission to slam the shit out of us,’ and suggested, with fine generosity, two agents who might help place Homage to Catalonia. Orwell’s reply was published on 11 November 1937:



Sir,—I note that the letter from “The Booster” in your issue of November 4 describes me as a flea. No doubt this hits me off very neatly, but at least it would appear from the length and tone of the letter that some of my bites have taken effect. However, what I want to say is this: It would appear that I was badly mistaken about “The Booster.” I took it for a designedly bad joke, and said so. But it may well be that there is some deep meaning in it which I failed to divine, and in that case it seems rather a pity that it should have been reviewed by such an unsuitable person. I still cannot see any sense in “The Booster,” but perhaps somebody else could. The second issue appeared a week or two ago. May I suggest, if you can spare the space, that you allow someone better qualified than myself (Mr. Porteus,° for example) to do a review of this one, or of both together?


In the next issue of New English Weekly, novelist and critic Oswell Blakeston, who also wrote poetry and, later, books on film technique and scriptwriting, suggested that beneath its seemingly irresponsible surface, The Booster had ‘a message which might easily be of importance in the present crisis.’

The ‘Mr. Porteus’ Orwell suggested was Hugh Gordon Porteous (1906–1993). He contributed reviews and articles to every issue of New English Weekly from 1935 to 1938. He took a special interest in visual art.






405. To Jack Common

Tuesday, [October? 1937] Typewritten

The Stores Wallington Nr. Baldock HERTS.

Dear Jack

I was so glad to hear from you. I had tried and failed to get your address. Had I known you were still in Datchworth, I could probably have evolved it out of my inner consciousness, but I had vaguely heard you had gone to London. Do come across any time you can summon the energy. Of course it is a bloody cross-country journey. Have you got a bike? We can always put you up. As I remember it it isn’t the kind of journey one wants to make twice in one day. Come any time except this week-end, when someone else is coming, which uses up our only spare room.

I would like to do something for the Penguin people very much, only the devil of it is that at present I simply can’t write about anything but Spain and am struggling with a bloody book on it which I have contracted to do by the end of the year. Of course I could detach something from the book—I think there is at any rate one chapter that would do—but that mightn’t be the kind of thing they want and also I don’t know that my publishers would want it. It is a devil of a business. It seems only yesterday that nobody would print anything I wrote, and now I get letters from all quarters saying won’t I write something; and except for the thing I actually have on hand I am as empty as a jug. Of course I never could and never have written short stories proper. This Spain business has upset me so that I really can’t write about anything else, and unfortunately what one has to write about is not picturesque stuff but a blasted complicated story of political intrigue between a lot of cosmopolitan Communists, Anarchists etc. Beyond the book I am not doing anything except the usual hack-work of reviews which I don’t count as writing.

We had a devil of a time in Spain but very interesting. I had the bad luck to be heavily mixed up in the political business owing to serving in the P.O.U.M. militia via the I.L.P., so I was also mixed up in the Barcelona fighting in May and finally had to flee from Spain with the police in hot pursuit. Had I gone to Spain with no political affiliations at all I should probably have joined the International Column and should no doubt by this time have had a bullet in the back for being “politically unreliable,” or at least have been in jail. If I had understood the situation a bit better I should probably have joined the Anarchists. As it was I went there with I.L.P. papers and was thus drafted into the P.O.U.M. militia, so am being denounced from time to time as a Fascist, Trotskyist etc. in the Daily Worker, also have had to change my publisher as Gollancz won’t have any more to do with me now I am a Trotskyist. I got badly wounded at Huesca but had a very lucky escape and am now perfectly all right. A bullet went through my neck but missed all the vital spots and only left one vocal cord paralysed, which doesn’t matter as the other cord is “compensating” and my voice is normal again. I haven’t seen Richard Rees yet but have heard from him and I hope he will come down here later. He got back about a month ago. I gather he got somehow mixed up in the political business too, I really don’t know how, as he was with the Communist Party, but of course we are all Trotskyists nowadays.

Come across when you feel like it. Might be better to drop a card in advance but it doesn’t matter very greatly as we are generally here. Please remember me to your wife.

Yours
Eric Blair




406. Review of Broken Water by James Hanley; I Wanted Wings by Beirne Lay

Time and Tide, 6 November 1937

Mr. James Hanley’s novel, The Furies, showed considerable talent and a genuine intensity of feeling, but it had the fault, common in “non-stop” novels, of making no visible distinction between trivial and important incidents. It is perhaps not widely enough recognized that every imaginative writer is trying to induce in his reader a series of quite different states of consciousness. There are the passages that describe a general atmosphere extending over long periods of time, the passages where the tempo changes and a minute may occupy pages, the passages where a visual impression has to be evoked or avoided, and so on. The writer’s main difficulty is at the points of transition—the joints, so to speak—and the “non-stop” way of writing is an unconscious device for avoiding this. But in Broken Water, though it does start in a manner slightly reminiscent of The Furies, Mr. Hanley has shed many of his earlier faults. It is a much more selective book, written in a more varied tone of voice, and the subject-matter is undoubtedly better.

It is a sort of autobiography, though obviously it does not contain the whole of Mr. Hanley’s life-history. Mainly it is about his experiences as a sailor in the years immediately before and during the war; it is significant of his increased power of selection that though he served as a soldier during the last year or two of war, he says little or nothing about the fighting. There are two passages of wonderful and even shocking intensity. One is a description of a transport full of panic-stricken soldiers waiting for a German submarine to discharge its torpedo. The other is a description of how Mr. Hanley, then a boy of about fourteen, saw a steward slip over the ship’s rail, caught his hand, held on to him for a long time, and then, his strength giving out, had to watch him drop into the dark water and drown. This last is a really remarkable piece of writing. Mr. Hanley writes much better about the sea than about the land, perhaps because the narrow limits of a ship confine his imagination.

Some queer characters pass across the pages of the book. “One never strikes a deep friendship at sea,” Mr. Hanley says; “all is coming and going, there is no time to consolidate a liking for a particular person, faces just come and go like gusts of wind.” The result is that the sailors here, as in most books about the sea, are mainly grotesques, though Mr. Hanley is at any rate not guilty of exploiting them for humorous purposes.

I Wanted Wings has just this much affinity with Broken Water, that the author pined to be an airman just as Mr. Hanley, at an earlier age, pined to be a sailor. For the rest it is quite a different kind of book—a slick, cleverly-written book, partly reprinted from American magazines of the type of Esquire. The author got his wish in the end, managing by desperate efforts to pass into the American Air Force; it appears that the enormous majority of candidates fail to pass the various tests, physical, mental and psychological. All through his account of his struggles at the flying school there runs the same spirit of savage competition and neurotic dread of failure that one sees in the efficiency advertisements in the American magazines. The most interesting part of the book is an appendix at the end, explaining some of the technicalities of flying. The photographs are terrible.




407. To Yvonne Davet

14 November 1937 Typewritten


The French of this letter lacks all accents and is so reproduced. Orwell presumably forgot to add them by hand after typing the letter—as would appear, from some of the other letters, to have been his more usual practice; see 389, headnote. Salutations and complimentary closes are omitted from translations hereafter.



The Stores Wallington Nr. Baldock HERTS. Angleterre.

Chere° Camarade,

Je vous remercie beaucoup pour m’avoir envoye “La Revolution Proletarienne” et “La Fleche.” Voulez vous me dire combien ca vous a coute pour les abonnements? Je ne veux pas que vous fassiez des depenses pour moi. Je vais vous faire envoyer le “New Leader.” Ce n’est pas grand’ chose comme journal, mais il est quand meme le seul journal, meme hebdomadaire, en Angleterre qui mene une campagne pour le Socialisme de type revolutionnaire. Je serais tres content de recevoir des Cahiers de la “gauche revolutionnaire” quand ca vous sera possible.

Il me semble que quand vous avez occasion de traduire quelquechose de “Controversy”1 ou du “New Leader” il n’est pas tres important de demander l’autorisation de l’auteur en cas d’urgence. Peut-etre quand il y a le temps il serait mieux de la demander; mais en tous cas en ces journaux de ce type-la il n’y a pas question d’argent.

Je comprends tres bien qu’il est difficile de placer une traduction d’un livre anglais en France. C’est la meme chose en Angleterre—les editeurs ne s’interessent pas aux livres francais. Les livres allemands ont beaucoup plus de succes en Angleterre que les livres francais—voir par example les livres de Feuchtwanger, Remarque et Ludwig2 qui ont ete des “best sellers.” Peut-etre quand j’aurai fini mon livre sur la guerre en Espagne—il doit paraitre au mois de mars—nous pourrons trouver un editeur francais, car c’est un sujet dont on s’interesse plus en France qu’en Angleterre.

Vous m’avez dit que vous etiez souffrante. J’espere que ca va mieux maintenant.

Veuillez croire, chere camarade, a mes sentiments devoues.

Eric Blair

Translation

Thank you very much for sending me “La Révolution Prolétarienne” and “La Flèche.” Could you tell me how much the subscriptions cost you? I do not want you to be put to expense on my behalf. I will have the “New Leader” sent to you. It is not much of a newspaper, but it is the only newspaper, even among the weeklies, in England which is campaigning for revolutionary Socialism. I should be very glad to receive journals of the “revolutionary left” when you can send them.

I think that when you are translating something from “Controversy”1 or the “New Leader” it is not very important to ask the author’s permission if there isn’t much time. It would probably be better to get it if you do have time; but in any case with newspapers like these there is never a question of a fee.

I can well understand that it is difficult to place a translation of an English book in France. It is the same in England—the publishers are not interested in French books. German books meet with much greater success in England than French books—look, for example, at books by Feuchtwanger, Remarque and Ludwig,2 which have been “best sellers.” Perhaps when I have finished my book on the war in Spain—it is due to come out in March—we shall be able to find a French publisher, as that is a subject which arouses greater interest in France than in England.

You said you had been ill. I hope you are feeling better now.




408. George Barber to Orwell

20 November 1937 Erroneously attributed to Orwell


This letter is recorded in the Register of Modern British Literary Manuscripts as being written by Orwell (Eric Blair) to Eric O’Shaughnessy. However there is no doubt that it was written by George Barber, who mistakenly signed himself Eric Blair—the name of the person to whom he was writing. Barber then lived at 178 Hurst Grove, Bedford. Douglas Moyle,1 before he went to Spain, knew Barber, who was working for Standard Telephones and Cable, North Woolwich. Barber moved to Bedford, whilst Moyle was in Spain, to work for the Air Ministry at Henlow. On 6 April 1968, he wrote to Moyle and said, ‘Clearly I must have been writing the envelope just before [signing the letter] and absentmindedly put Eric’s name for my own at the end of the letter’ (Barber’s letter to Moyle and Moyle’s letter to Ian Angus, 9 April 1968; the identifications in the notes come from these letters and from an interview with Ian Angus, 18 February 1970).



178, Hurst Grove,

Bedford.

20th. Nov. ’37.

Dear Eric,

Thanks ever so for your letter of a while ago. I’m very sorry I haven’t answered it before.

I quite understand that you would rather not engage in a debate, though I think it most unlikely that you would bring other than glory to the I.L.P. However we have fixed up for the moment that John will be speaking on the 30th as originally suggested,2 and other plans are for the moment set aside. I hope you will be able to come along to that meeting. If you can I suggest that you let me come over and fetch you at about 4.45 pm on my way home from work, and that you bring Eileen to have a meal with John here before we go to the meeting. How about it? I have not definitely found out yet what time he will be here but I expect we shall be able to persuade him to come early. I’ll write again with fuller details.

Are you going to the Xmas school3 at Matlock? Douglas and I are intending to go along for a day or so starting on the 26th. I’m going over with Cyril and Mike to see him at Coventry tomorrow.4 He seems to be thriving there though I believe he lost a lot of time as a result of the strike there recently. He seems to be in the thick of the struggle at the moment.

I’m sorry I haven’t been able to get over to see you lately but look forward to doing so in the near future.

Sincerely,

Eric Blair [mistakenly, for George Barber]




409. Review of The Problem of the Distressed Areas by Wal Hannington; Grey Children by James Hanley; The Fight for the Charter by Neil Stewart

Time and Tide, 27 November 1937

As everyone knows—or ought to know—Mr. Hannington1 has worked harder and more effectively for the unemployed than anyone else in England. He knows the derelict areas inside out, he has been prominent in every demonstration and hunger march, his activities have got him into prison at least five times, and above all he is largely responsible for the existence of the N.U.W.M.,2 an organization which has not only helped the unemployed to fight back against victimisation but has also done a great deal to prevent them from being converted, as they so easily might have been, into a huge army of blacklegs.

His book is partly a survey of the present condition of the distressed areas, partly an enquiry as to what has been done by successive governments to solve the unemployment problem—the answer, of course, being “Nothing.” Periodically there is talk of “land settlement”—smallholdings for the unemployed—which, as Mr. Hannington perceives, is plain eyewash. The only positive move has been the establishment of the so-called social service centres, which at best are a charitable sop and at worst are dangerously like a device for providing the local authorities with free labour. Meanwhile unemployment continues almost unabated, the Means Test breaks up families and brings into existence an army of spies and informers, and it is estimated that twenty million people in Great Britain are under-nourished.

There are one or two points on which I do not agree with Mr. Hannington. He sees clearly enough the danger of large-scale unemployment leading to Fascism, but he is too ready to think of Fascism in terms of Hitler and Mosley. English Fascism, if it ever comes, is likely to be a lot subtler than that; Sir Oswald is, in fact, merely a red herring in a black shirt. Also Mr. Hannington’s “immediate programme” for dealing with the distressed areas, which he sets out in detail, is too optimistic. On paper it is a workable scheme and it would no doubt go a long way towards solving the problem, but it involves taxing the rich out of existence, which is simply not thinkable under our present system of government. But perhaps Mr. Hannington is aware of that and hopes that the moral will point itself.3

Mr. Hanley’s book deals only with South Wales, but it dovetails neatly into Mr. Hannington’s, the one supplying what the other lacks. Mr. Hannington gives you the facts and figures; Mr. Hanley tells you, by recording a series of conversations with unemployed people, what it feels like to be on the Means Test. By its cumulative effect this is a terribly moving book. Mr. Hanley’s writing is certainly improving by leaps and bounds. In some ways, although his range is smaller, he sees more deeply into the problem than Mr. Hannington—is more interested in what the people in the distressed areas actually feel and think. Also he grasps the tragic failure of theoretical Socialism to make any contact with the normal working class, especially at present, when the whole movement is losing itself in internecine struggles. As he says, it is a terrible thing that in the midst of squalor and degradation the Socialist parties should be flying at one another’s throats upon the question of whether Trotsky is guilty. This book leaves behind it an even deeper feeling of hopelessness than Mr. Hannington’s. And perhaps that is all to the good, for, as Mr. Hanley says, “the thing is terrible, and the only way of forcing it home on people is to keep on saying so.”

The Fight for the Charter is a good short history of the Chartist movement. As Marx pointed out, if the essential point of the People’s Charter (manhood suffrage) had been won at the time when it was demanded, it would in effect have meant revolution, because in the “hungry forties” the bulk of the population was a definitely revolutionary working class. Later, when universal suffrage became law, it made no difference, because by that time England was prosperous and large sections of the working class had “turned respectable.” In spite of renewed misery their respectability remains with them, and the job-swapping game of English politics continues almost unchanged. Incidentally, the behaviour of the of the middle-class leaders of the Chartist movement is worth study by those who believe in the Popular Front.




410. To Cyril Connolly

Sunday [28 November 1937] Typewritten

The Stores Wallington Nr. Baldock HERTS.

Dear Cyril,

Are you in town nowadays? I am going to be in town on 2nd-third and would much like to meet if we could arrange it—perhaps some time on the third if you could manage it?

Yours
Eric Blair




411. To Cyril Connolly

[1 December 1937] Handwritten; dated from lettercard postmark

At. 56 Upper Park Rd. Hampstead NW. 31

Dear Cyril,

Thanks, I would like to come to lunch on Friday very much. I would also like to meet Stephen Spender2 if he is free. I’ve often said rude things about him in print etc, but I daresay he won’t know or won’t mind.

Yours
Eric Blair




412. To Leonard Moore

6 December 1937 Typewritten

The Stores Wallington Nr. Baldock HERTS.1

Dear Mr Moore,

Many thanks for your letter. I am glad Gollancz is already showing such solicitude about my next book, but I have only a vague idea of it as yet, as you may well imagine. All I have thought of is this: it will be a novel, it will not be about politics, and it will be about a man who is having a holiday and trying to make a temporary escape from his responsibilities, public and private. The title I thought of is “Coming Up for Air.” I am afraid this is a very vague indication, but if it is any use for the catalogue they can have it. At any rate they can publish that title, as it indicates the general idea of what I want to write about.2

I have finished the rough draft of the Spanish book and begun revising. I am afraid it is going to be late as usual, but I think it should be done about the middle of January. I suppose they can get it through the press fairly quickly if they want to, can’t they? In connection with this book, the Frenchwoman3 who was wanting to translate some of my work has asked me to send her various wads of it as they get done, so that she can immediately translate it on spec. and begin hawking it round the French publishers. I think her idea is that one of the left-wing papers might publish it, or part of it, in serial form. If so I am afraid there would not be a penny of money in it, but I should like it done for various reasons.

As to the Gollancz book, barring accidents I think I can promise to have something done about next October.

Yours sincerely
Eric Blair




413. To Yvonne Davet

6 December 1937 Typewritten

The Stores Wallington Nr. Baldock HERTS. Angleterre.

Chère Camarade,

Je suis très content d’entendre que vous n’avez du rien payer pour “La Revolution Prolétarienne.” Il m’a interessé beaucoup, dans le dernier numéro, d’avoir des nouvelles de Landau,1 qui a disparu and qu’on croit assassiné en prison. Ma femme connaissait sa femme à Barcelone. Quant au livre que je suis en train d’écrire, quand j’aurai fini la première moitié (probablement un peu après Noel), je le vous enverrai, et la dernière moitié deux ou trois semaines plus tard. Je crois qu’il sera probablement la dernière moitié qu’un éditeur français trouverait le plus intéressant, car c’est là que j’ai écrit mes impressions des jours de Mai en Barcelone, la crise politique en Catalogne etc., etc. Il est tres gentil de votre part de vouloir risquer faire la traduction pour rien.2

Très fraternellement
Eric Blair

Translation

I am very glad to hear that you did not have to pay anything for “La Révolution Prolétarienne.” I was very interested to see, in the latest number, news of Landau,1 who had disappeared; we thought he had been killed in prison. My wife knew his wife in Barcelona. As for the book I am writing, when I have finished the first half (probably soon after Christmas), I will send it to you, with the second half two or three weeks later. I think a French publisher will probably find the second half more interesting; that is where I have written my impressions of the May fighting in Barcelona, the political crisis in Catalonia etc., etc. It is very kind of you to be willing to risk doing the translation for nothing.2




413A. To H. N. Brailsford, 10 December: See here




414. Review of Storm Over Spain by Mairin Mitchell; Spanish Rehearsal by Arnold Lunn; Catalonia Infelix by E. Allison Peers; Wars of Ideas in Spain by José Castillejo; Invertebrate Spain by José Ortega y Gasset

Time and Tide, 11 December 1937

Storm Over Spain sounds like a war-book, but though it covers a period that includes the civil war the author says very little about the war itself—a subject which is obviously distasteful to her. As she very truly remarks, the atrocity-stories that are so eagerly circulated by both sides are an indictment not of Right or Left, but simply of war.

Her book is valuable for a number of reasons, but especially because, unlike almost all English writers on Spain,1 she gives a fair deal to the Spanish Anarchists. The Anarchists and Syndicalists have been persistently misrepresented in England, and the average English person still retains his eighteen-ninetyish notion that Anarchism is the same thing as anarchy. Anyone who wants to know what Spanish Anarchism stands for, and the remarkable things it achieved, especially in Catalonia, during the first few months of the revolution, should read Chapter VII of Miss Mitchell’s book. The pity is that so much of what the Anarchists achieved has already been undone, ostensibly because of military necessity, actually in order to prepare the way for the return of capitalism when the war is over.

Mr. Arnold Lunn writes as a supporter of General Franco and believes life in “Red” Spain (which he has not visited) to be one continuous massacre. On the authority of Mr. Arthur Bryant, who, “as an historian, is well accustomed to weigh evidence,” he puts the number of non-combatants massacred by the “reds” since the beginning of the war as 350,000. It would appear, also, that “the burning of a nun in petrol or the sawing off of a Conservative tradesman’s legs” are “the commonplaces of ‘democratic’ Spain.”

Now, I was about six months in Spain, almost exclusively among Socialists, Anarchists and Communists, and if I remember rightly I never even once sawed off a Conservative tradesman’s legs. I am almost certain I should remember doing such a thing, however commonplace it may seem to Mr. Lunn and Mr. Bryant. But will Mr. Lunn believe me? No, he will not. And meanwhile stories every bit as silly as this are being manufactured on the other side, and people who were sane two years ago are swallowing them eagerly. That, apparently, is what war, even war in other countries, does to the human mind.

Professor Allison Peers is the leading English authority on Catalonia. His book is a history of the province, and naturally, at the present moment, the most interesting chapters are those towards the end, describing the war and the revolution. Unlike Mr. Lunn, Professor Peers understands the internal situation on the Government side, and Chapter XIII of his book gives an excellent account of the strains and stresses between the various political parties. He believes that the war may last for years, that Franco is likely to win, and that there is no hope of democracy in Spain when the war is over. All of them depressing conclusions, but the first two are quite probably correct and the last is most assuredly so.

Finally, two books which really belong to an earlier period, but are relevant to the civil war in so much that they give certain glimpses of its origins. War° of Ideas in Spain is primarily a treatise on Spanish education. I am not competent to judge it, but I can admire the intellectual detachment that has been able to produce it amid the horrors of civil war. Dr. Castillejo is a professor at the University of Madrid and for thirty years past has worked for educational reform in Spain. He is now watching his life-work going down into a sea of rival fanaticisms; for, as he rather sadly recognizes, whatever else survives the war, intellectual tolerance will not. Invertebrate Spain is a collection of essays, most of them first published about 1920, on various aspects of the Spanish character.2 Sr. Ortega y Gasset is one of those writers of the type of Keyserling, who explain everything in terms of race, geography and tradition (in fact, of anything except economics), and who are constantly saying illuminating things without reaching any general conclusion. Open Invertebrate Spain and you realize immediately that you are in contact with a distinguished mind; go on reading it, and you find yourself wondering what the devil this is all about. Still, it is a distinguished mind, and if the book as a whole leaves behind an impression of vagueness, or even chaos, each separate paragraph is capable of starting an interesting train of thought.




414A. Peace Pledge Union

12 December 1937


Orwell is said to have ‘paid a membership subscription to the Peace Pledge Union’ in December 1937. However, because ‘there is no record of his renewing it’ he may ‘only have wanted their pamphlets’ (Crick, 366). In her Beloved Quixote (1986), Kathleen Middleton Murry, John Middleton Murry’s daughter, states that her father ‘had joined the Peace Pledge Union along with Richard Rees, George Orwell, Aldous Huxley and many others’ in 1937 (177). Although Orwell bought a number of PPU pamphlets about this time (see 3733 under ‘Pacifism’), the evidence that he joined the PPU is based on a misreading of a receipt in the Orwell Archive. This acknowledges the receipt of 2s 6d from Mrs E. Blair – Eileen, not Eric. The receipt, No. 20194, is dated 12 December 1937. There can be little doubt she was buying pamphlets for her husband (and pamphlets were sold to non-members). Kathleen Middleton Murry gives no evidence that Orwell and Rees joined. Rees was not a pacifist. Indeed, he withdrew as editor and financial backer of The Adelphi in 1936 because he ‘disapproved strongly of Murry’s conversion to pacifism’ (letter to Ian Angus, 10 June 1967).






414B. To H. N. Brailsford, 18 December 1937: See here




415. ‘The Lure of Profundity’

New English Weekly, 30 December 1937

There is one way of avoiding thoughts, and that is to think too deeply. Take any reasonably true generalization—that women have no beards, for instance—twist it about, stress the exceptions, raise side-issues, and you can presently disprove it, or at any rate shake it, just as, by pulling a table-cloth into its separate threads, you can plausibly deny that it is a table-cloth. There are many writers who constantly do this, in one way or another. Keyserling is an obvious example. Who has not read a few pages by Keyserling? And who has read a whole book by Keyserling? He is constantly saying illuminating things—producing paragraphs which, taken separately, make you exclaim that this is a very remarkable mind—and yet he gets you no forrarder. His mind is moving in too many directions, starting too many hares at once. It is rather the same with Señor Otega y Gasset, whose book of essays, “Invertebrate Spain,”1 has just been translated and reprinted.

Take, for instance, this passage which I select almost at random:—


“Each race carries within its own primitive soul an ideal of landscape which it tries to realize within its own borders. Castile is terribly arid because the Castilian is arid. Our race has accepted the dryness about it because it was akin to the inner wastes of its own soul.”



It is an interesting idea, and there is something similar on every page. Moreover, one is conscious all through the book of a sort of detachment, an intellectual decency, which is much rarer nowadays than mere cleverness. And yet, after all, what is it about? It is a series of essays, mostly written about 1920, on various aspects of the Spanish character. The blurb on the dust-jacket claims that it will make clear to us “what lies behind the Spanish civil war.” It does not make it any clearer to me. Indeed, I cannot find any general conclusion in the book whatever.

What is Señor Ortega y Gasset’s explanation of his country’s troubles? The Spanish soul, tradition, Roman history, the blood of the degenerate Visigoths, the influence of geography on man and (as above) of man on geography, the lack of intellectually eminent Spaniards—and so forth. I am always a little suspicious of writers who explain everything in terms of blood, religion, the solar plexus, national souls and what not, because it is obvious that they are avoiding something. The thing that they are avoiding is the dreary Marxian “economic” interpretation of history. Marx is a difficult author to read, but a crude version of his doctrine is believed in by millions and is in the consciousness of all of us. Socialists of every school can churn it out like a barrel-organ. It is so simple! If you hold such-and-such opinions it is because you have such-and-such an amount of money in your pocket. It is also blatantly untrue in detail, and many writers of distinction have wasted time in attacking it. Señor Ortega y Gasset has a page or two on Marx and makes at least one criticism that starts an interesting train of thought.

But if the “economic” theory of history is merely untrue, as the flat-earth theory is untrue, why do they bother to attack it? Because it is not altogether untrue, in fact, is quite true enough to make every thinking person uncomfortable. Hence the temptation to set up rival theories which often involve ignoring obvious facts. The central trouble in Spain is, and must have been for decades past, plain enough: the frightful contrast of wealth and poverty. The blurb on the dust-jacket of “Invertebrate Spain” declares that the Spanish war is “not a class struggle,” when it is perfectly obvious that it is very largely that. With a starving peasantry, absentee landlords owning estates the size of English counties, a rising discontented bourgeoisie and a labour movement that had been driven underground by persecution, you had material for all the civil wars you wanted. But that sounds too like the records on the Socialist gramophone! Don’t let’s talk about the Andalusian peasants starving on two pesetas a day and the children with sore heads begging round the food-shops. If there is something wrong with Spain, let’s blame it on the Visigoths.

The result—I should really say the method—of such an evasion is excess of intellectuality. The over-subtle mind raises too many side-issues. Thought becomes fluid, runs in all directions, forms memorable lakes and puddles, but gets nowhere. I can recommend this book to anybody, just as a book to read. It is undoubtedly the product of a distinguished mind. But it is no use hoping that it will explain the Spanish civil war. You would get a better explanation from the dullest doctrinaire Socialist, Communist, Anarchist, Fascist or Catholic.
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416. Anonymous Review1 of Burmese Interlude by C. V. Warren

The Listener, 12 January 1938

Mr. Warren was an assistant in one of the big timber firms and was in Burma five years, including the bad period of the rebellion. Between 1928 and 1930 the price of paddy dropped from Rs. 150 to Rs. 70 a hundred baskets, there was widespread misery and bands of men who had been thrown out of employment took to the forests and swore oaths of rebellion. As in previous wars in Burma it was guerilla fighting, and Mr. Warren tells pathetic stories of men armed only with dahs and spears being mown down by the machine-guns of the British troops, and believing to the last in the magic tattoo-marks which were supposed to make them proof against bullets. Like every European who is not tied to the big towns, Mr. Warren conceived a deep affection for the Burmese. Social relations have always been friendlier in Burma than in India, party because of the native geniality of the Burmese, partly because of the fewness of European women.




417. Customs Declaration

21 January 1938 Form completed by hand


Among the items of Orwelliana that have survived is one indicating that Orwell still had in mind his friend and commanding officer in Spain, George Kopp (see 359, n.2). This is a Customs Declaration form, stamped 21 January at Greenwich . (where Eileen’s family lived), giving details of a small package sent to Kopp in the Prisión Provisional del Ministerio de Gubernación, Calle Valencia 5, Segorbe (Castellan), Spain. (In a later report, this is described as a forced-labour camp; see 535, n. 1.) The package contained two four-ounce slabs of chocolate, three ounces of tobacco, and a cake of soap, the whole being valued at 2s 11d (not quite 15p). Orwell gave his name as Eric Blair and his address as The Stores, Wallington, which tallies with his letter to Rayner Heppenstall of this same date.






418. To Rayner Heppenstall

21 January 1938 Handwritten lettercard

As from. The Stores Wallington Nr. Baldock Herts.

Dear Rayner.1

I saw Warburg2 yesterday. He said (I didn’t mention I was emissary for you, so this is between you & me & the g.p.) that Senhouse3 liked your novel & they were “considering” publishing it. I don’t know how much that really means. We then got talking as to how there was room for a pacifist book not from the normal turn the other cheek angle but from a we won’t bloody well fight angle, & I said you might be the person to write it as I knew you had some interest in pacifism. He said he would be very interested in that. Today I saw Max Plowman4 who is sorry he hasn’t written to you as he has been very busy but will do so. I’ll let you have a line about the best day to come down to our place but it would probably be about the 3rd. Love to M.5

Yours
Eric




419. To Rayner Heppenstall

2 February 1938 Typewritten

The Stores Wallington Nr. Baldock HERTS.

Dear Rayner,

What about you and Margaret coming here next Tuesday week, ie. the 15th, but if that doesn’t suit, any week except next week (week starting the 6th.) It is best to come Tuesday [or]1 Saturday, because those are the only two days when there are buses. The way you get here is this. Take either the train from King’s Cross or the Green Line bus2 (cheaper), which you can catch at Golders Green station, and book to Baldock. You have to get to Baldock in time to catch the bus to Wallington. There are two buses on Tuesday, one at 3.30 and the other at 4.15. Better to take the second, and if we definitely know you are coming on the second one of us could probably meet you. In any case book to the Stores, Wallington. The return fare on the Green Line bus is about 5/– and the fare to Wallington 4d. Let us know any way which day would suit you and when arriving.3 I shall have to post this now to catch the post so excuse haste.

Yours
Eric




420. Len Lye [?] to Orwell

2 February [1938?]


Among Orwell’s papers is a letter addressed ‘dear° Eric’ and signed ‘Len.’ It is on GPO Film Unit stationery and was identified by Jack Common as from Len Lye (1903–1980). There is an attractive design drawn at the end of the letter, which helps confirm this.

Len Lye was an active innovator in the world of documentary film in the 1930s. He had made a film on his own initiative, Colour Box, in 1935 by painting abstract designs on the film. John Grierson, of the GPO Film Unit, adapted it for publicity purposes by adding the words ‘G.P.O.—CHEAPER PARCEL POST’ at the end. With Grierson’s encouragement, Lye made a number of short films, mainly using this technique, including Rainbow Dance, Trade Tattoo, Conga, and N. or N. W. (in black and white) in 1936–37. In 1939 he made Swinging the Lambeth Walk, one of several films ‘illustrating’ popular music, and in 1942 a film on unarmed combat, Kill or be Killed. In the United States, he worked for the ‘March of Time’ and, in Grierson’s words, made ‘five-, seven-, nine-dimensional sculpture, sculpture that plays tunes and sculpture that turns itself upside down and bares its breast to the skies’ (Elizabeth Sussex, The Rise and Fall of British Documentary, 1975, 84; and see Rachael Low, Documentary and Educational Films of the 1930s, 1979, especially 103–07). Lye was associated with Shell-Mex, which had formed the first industrial documentary film unit in Britain, and in 1936 made a puppet film for them, The Birth of the Robot, to music by Gustav Holst.

It is impossible to date the year of this letter with certainty. Lye had been asked to conjure up another film for Shell and was seeking Orwell’s co-operation. He wrote to say that ‘Shell are beginning to get cold on the stuff as I’ve had a month to supply them with an idea so if you can let’s have something to work on soon O.K.’ He hopes Orwell has not been ill, since everyone he knows has had flu or similar ailments. That could point to any winter, but might be especially applicable to 1937–38, when there was a severe flu epidemic in London.






421. Review of The Tree of Gernika° by G. L. Steer; Spanish Testament by Arthur Koestler

Time and Tide, 5 February 1938

It goes without saying that everyone who writes of the Spanish war writes as a partisan. What is perhaps less obvious is that, because of the huge discords that have shaken and threatened to split the Government side, every pro-Government writer is really involved in several distinct controversies. He is writing for the Government, but he is also (though he generally pretends otherwise) writing against the Communists, or the Trotskyists, or the Anarchists, or what-not. Mr. Steer’s book is no exception to the general rule, but he carries a different set of prejudices from the majority of pro-Government writers, because he happens to have seen the war not in eastern Spain but in the Basque country.

In a way the problems here were simpler. The Basques were Catholic and Conservative, the Left Wing organizations were weak even in the large towns (as Mr. Steer says, “there was no social revolution in Bilbao”), and what the Basques chiefly wanted was regional autonomy, which they were likelier to get from the Popular Front Government than from Franco. Mr. Steer writes entirely from the Basque standpoint, and he has, very strongly, the curious English characteristic of being unable to praise one race without damning another. Being pro-Basque, he finds it necessary to be anti-Spanish, i.e., to some extent anti-Government as well as anti-Franco. As a result his book is so full of jibes at the Asturians and other non-Basque loyalists as to make one doubtful of his reliability as a witness—a pity, for he has had opportunities that were shared by very few Englishmen.

His book is sub-titled “A Field Study of Modern War,” but as a matter of fact it is not at all clear how much he has seen with his own eyes and how much he is repeating from hearsay. Nearly every incident is described as though by an eye-witness, but it is obviously impossible that Mr. Steer can have been in all places at once. However, there is one very important and much-disputed event upon which he speaks with undoubted authority—the bombing of Guernica (or Gernika). He was in the immediate neighbourhood at the time of the aeroplane-raids, and his account leaves no doubt that the little town was not “burnt by Red militiamen” but systematically destroyed from the air, out of sheer, wanton brutality. Guernica was not even of much importance as a military objective. And the most horrible thought of all is that this blotting-out of an open town was simply the correct and logical use of a modern weapon. For it is precisely to slaughter and terrify the civilian population—not to destroy entrenchments, which are very difficult to hit from the air—that bombing aeroplanes exist. The photographs in this book are very good. All photographs in books on the Spanish war have a certain similarity, but these have much more character in them than most.

Mr. Arthur Koestler, a News Chronicle correspondent, stayed in Malaga when the Republican troops had departed—a bold thing to do, for he had already published a book containing some very unfriendly remarks about General Queipo de Llano. He was thrown into jail by the rebels, and suffered what must have been the fate of literally tens of thousands of political prisoners in Spain. That is to say, he was condemned to death without trial and then kept in prison for months, much of the time in solitary confinement, listening at his keyhole night after night for the roar of rifle-fire as his fellow-prisoners were shot in batches of six or a dozen. As usual—for it really does seem to be quite usual—he knew that he was under sentence of death without knowing with any certainty what he was accused of.

The prison part of the book is written mainly in the form of a diary. It is of the greatest psychological interest—probably one of the most honest and unusual documents that have been produced by the Spanish war. The earlier part is more ordinary and in places even looks rather as though it had been “edited” for the benefit of the Left Book Club. Even more than Mr. Steer’s, this book lays bare the central evil of modern war—the fact that, as Nietzsche puts it, “he who fights against dragons becomes a dragon himself.”

Mr. Koestler says:


I can no longer pretend to be objective. … Anyone who has lived through the hell of Madrid with his eyes, his nerves, his heart, his stomach—and then pretends to be objective, is a liar. If those who have at their command printing machines and printer’s ink for the expression of their opinions, remain neutral and objective in the face of such bestiality, then Europe is lost.



I quite agree. You cannot be objective about an aerial torpedo. And the horror we feel of these things has led to this conclusion: if someone drops a bomb on your mother, go and drop two bombs on his mother. The only apparent alternatives are to smash dwelling houses to powder, blow out human entrails and burn holes in children with lumps of thermite, or to be enslaved by people who are more ready to do these things than you are yourself; as yet no one has suggested a practicable way out.1




422. To the Editor, Time and Tide

5 February 1938


‘Time-Tide Diary’ of 22 January 1938 included these paragraphs over the pen-name Sirocco:

‘That nine thousand Left Book Club’s members rallied to the Albert Hall on Sunday is gratifying or alarming, according to whichever way you look at it. Here is an organisation both subtle and widespread, an embryo Catholic Church with Mr. Gollancz as Pope. I can imagine him seated at his desk with a map of England in front of him. Everytime the telephone rings he sticks in a red flag—a new member for Blackpool, five for Manchester, a married couple for Stow-on-the-Wold. Presently there is no map left—only red flags.

‘It is hard to see why a club with such excellent principles should give one such a nightmare. The Left is kind. The Left has good intentions. Mr. Gollancz is only the spokesman of the Left. But is he also the censor? Why are there no orange volumes by anarchists? Who publishes the perorations of those nice young Trotskyites one meets at parties? What galvanises all Left Book Club writers into total and unnatural agreement? Is the English intellectual already in training for the critical apathy of post-revolution?’

Orwell responded two weeks later:



“TROTSKYIST” PUBLICATIONS

SIR,—In “Time-Tide Diary” of January 22nd, Sirocco remarks upon the “unnatural agreement” of Left Book Club writers, and adds, “Why are there no orange volumes1 by anarchists? Who publishes the perorations of those nice young Trotskyites one meets at parties?”

As a matter of fact, a certain number of political books written from a Left Wing but non-Communist standpoint do get published, in particular by Messrs. Secker & Warburg, who are coming to be known rather inaccurately as “the Trotskyist publishers.” I have had the honour of reviewing several books of this type, dealing with the Spanish war, in your columns. One was Red Spanish Notebook, which was written actually by Trotskyists. I thought it, as I said at the time, a prejudiced book, but interesting in detail and giving a good picture of Catalonia in the early months of the war. Another was Mairin Mitchell’s Storm Over Spain, written by a Catholic, but very sympathetic to the Spanish Anarchists. And above all there was Franz Borkenau’s The Spanish Cockpit (published by Faber’s), which was written from a strictly non-party standpoint, except insomuch that the author was pro-Government and anti-Franco. This in my opinion is by a long way the ablest book that has yet appeared on the Spanish war or is likely to appear until the dust of conflict has died down. But the sequel to my review of it is rather interesting, and gives one a glimpse of the kind of censorship under which we are now suffering and of which the Left Book Club is a symptom.

Shortly after my review of The Spanish Cockpit appeared in TIME AND TIDE, the author wrote and thanked me, saying that though the book had been widely praised I was the only reviewer who had drawn attention to one of its central themes, i.e., to the real part played by the Communist Party in Spain. Simultaneously I had had the book to review for another well-known weekly paper, and had said much the same as I said in TIME AND TIDE, but at greater length. My review was refused publication on the ground that it “controverted editorial policy.”2 Meanwhile I had already discovered that it was almost impossible to get any publicity in the English press for a truthful account of what had been happening in Catalonia in May-June, 1937. A number of people had said to me with varying degrees of frankness that one must not tell the truth about what was happening in Spain, and the part played by the Communist Party, because to do so would be to prejudice public opinion against the Spanish Government and so aid Franco. I do not agree with this view, because I hold the outmoded opinion that in the long run it does not pay to tell lies, but in so far as it was dictated by a desire to help the Spanish Government, I can respect it. But what I think is interesting is this. The pro-Government papers covered up the disreputable happenings in Spain, the mass imprisonments without trial, assassinations by the secret police, etc., but so did the pro-Franco papers. The huge “Trotsky-Fascist” plot which the Communist press claimed to have discovered was given wide publicity; the fact that Prieto and other members of the Government denied that there was any truth whatever in the “plot” story, and said roundly that the police were practically an independent body under Communist control, was carefully unmentioned. It will be seen, therefore, that the pro-Communist censorship extends a great deal further than the Left Book Club. The newspapers of the Right, although professing to lump all “Reds” together and to be equally hostile to all of them, are in fact perfectly well aware which parties and individuals are or are not dangerous to the structure of Capitalism. Ten years ago it was almost impossible to get anything printed in favour of Communism; today it is almost impossible to get anything printed in favour of Anarchism or “Trotskyism.” Did not Miss Ellen Wilkinson remark in your number of January 22nd that in Paris “one can meet a Pertinax and a former Chef du Cabinet, Poincaré, at a lunch with Communist leaders without any sense of strain”?3 And does she really see no more in this than that Pertinax and Thorez4 are both frightened of Hitler?




423. To Jack Common

5 February 1938 Typewritten

The Stores Wallington Nr. Baldock HERTS.

Dear Jack,

I’m bloody sorry, but Max1 got it wrong about my having any sort of job. At least all it was was this. I had to have some help with heavy digging and various other things I couldn’t do unaided, so had to have a chap stay here a week and give me a hand. He is gone now. I enclose cheque for £2. God knows I wish it was more but perhaps it will pay some bill or other.2 It is a pity you are so far away. There is a lot of things I would like to talk about. If you ever manage to come over here again, come so that you can stay. It seems a pity to come all that way just for a day. My book thank God is done and gone to press. It ought to be out in March. I think the title will be “Homage to Catalonia”, because we couldn’t think of a better one. I’m not starting another for a few weeks. Please remember me to the wife and kid.

Yours
Eric Blair




424. To Raymond Mortimer

9 February 1938 Typewritten with handwritten addition


On reading Orwell’s letter of 5 February 1938 (422) to the editor of Time and Tide, Raymond Mortimer, critic and literary editor of The New Statesman and Nation (see 301, n.3) and one of the best that paper had, wrote to Orwell, on 8 February 1938, in protest, saying: ‘It is possible of course that the ‘well known weekly paper’ to which you refer is not the New Statesman, but I take this as a reference to us, and so no doubt will the majority of those who read your letter.’ The offices of The New Statesman were bombed during the war, so all the correspondence of that time has been lost. But among his papers Orwell kept the originals of letters from Kingsley Martin, editor of The New Statesman (see 496, n. 4), and Raymond Mortimer and a carbon copy, reprinted here, of his reply to Mortimer.



The Stores Wallington Nr. Baldock HERTS.

Dear Mortimer,

With reference to your letter of February 8th. I am extremely sorry if I have hurt your or anybody else’s feelings, but before speaking of the general issues involved, I must point out that what you say in it is not quite correct. You say, “Your review of The Spanish Cockpit was refused, because it gave a most inadequate and misleading description of the book. You used the review merely to express your own opinions and to present facts which you thought should be known. Moreover, last time I saw you, you acknowledged this. Why then do you now suggest, quite mistakenly, that the review was refused because it ‘controverted editorial policy’? Are you confusing the review with the previous refusal of an article, which you submitted, and which the editor turned down because we had just printed three articles on the same subject.”

I attach a copy of Kingsley Martin’s letter. You will see from this that the review was refused because it “controverts the political policy of the paper” (I should have said “political policy” not “editorial policy”.) Secondly, you say that my previous article had been turned down “because we had just printed three articles on the same subject”. Now, the article I sent in was on the suppression of the P.O.U.M., the alleged “Trotsky-Fascist” plot, the murder of Nin,1 etc. So far as I know the New Statesman has never published any article on this subject. I certainly did and do admit that the review I wrote was tendentious and perhaps unfair, but it was not returned to me on those grounds, as you see from the letter attached.

Nothing is more hateful to me than to get mixed up in these controversies and to write, as it were, against people and newspapers that I have always respected, but one has got to realise what kind of issues are involved and the very great difficulty of getting the truth ventilated in the English press. So far as one can get at the figures, not less than 3000 political prisoners (ie. anti-Fascists) are in the Spanish jails at present, and the majority of them have been there six or seven months without any kind of trial or charge, in the most filthy physical conditions, as I have seen with my own eyes. A number of them have been bumped off, and there is not much doubt that there would have been a wholesale massacre if the Spanish Government had not had the sense to disregard the clamour in the Communist press. Various members of the Spanish Government have said over and over again to Maxton, McGovern, Felicien Challaye2 and others that they wish to release these people but are unable to do so because of Communist pressure. What happens in Loyalist Spain is largely governed by outside opinion, and there is no doubt that if there had [been] a general protest from foreign Socialists the anti-Fascist prisoners would have been released. Even the protests of a small body like the I.L.P. have had some effect. But a few months back when a petition was got up for the release of the anti-Fascist prisoners, nearly all the leading English Socialists refused to sign it. I do not doubt that this was because, though no doubt they disbelieved the tale about a “Trotsky-Fascist” plot, they had gathered a general impression that the Anarchists and the P.O.U.M. were working against the Government, and, in particular, had believed the lies that were published in the English press about the fighting in Barcelona in May 1937. To mention an individual instance, Brailsford in one of his articles in the New Statesman was allowed to state that the P.O.U.M. had attacked the Government with stolen batteries of guns, tanks etc.3 I was in Barcelona during the fighting, and as far as one can ever prove a negative I can prove by eye-witnesses etc. that this tale was absolutely untrue. At the time of the correspondence over my review I wrote to Kingsley Martin to tell him it was untrue, and more recently I wrote to Brailsford to ask him what was the source of the story. He had to admit that he had had it on what amounted to no authority whatever. (Stephen Spender4 has his letter at present, but I could get it for you if you wanted to see it). Yet neither the New Statesman nor Brailsford has published any retraction of this statement, which amounts to an accusation of theft and treachery against numbers of innocent people. I do not think you can blame me if I feel that the New Statesman has its share of blame for the one-sided view that has been presented.

Once again, let me say how sorry I am about this whole business, but I have got to do what little I can to get justice for people who have been imprisoned without trial and libelled in the press, and one way of doing so is to draw attention to the pro-Communist censorship that undoubtedly exists. I would keep silent about the whole affair if I thought it would help the Spanish Government (as a matter of fact, before we left Spain some of the imprisoned people asked us not to attempt any publicity abroad because it might tend to discredit the Government), but I doubt whether it helps in the long run to cover things up as has been done in England. If the charges of espionage etc. that were made against us in the Communist papers had been given a proper examination at the time in the foreign press, it would have been seen that they were nonsense and the whole business might have been forgotten. As it was, the rubbish about a Trotsky-Fascist plot was widely circulated and no denial of it was published except in very obscure papers and, very half-heartedly, in the Herald and Manchester Guardian. The result was that there was no protest from abroad and all these thousands of people have stayed in prison, and a number have been murdered, the effect being to spread hatred and dissension all through the Socialist movement.

I am sending back the books you gave me to review. I think it would be better if I did not write for you again. I am terribly sorry about this whole affair, but I have got to stand by my friends, which may involve attacking the New Statesman when I think they are covering up important issues.

Yours sincerely


Handwritten on a separate sheet is a note by Orwell which, because there is no salutation, was almost certainly sent to Raymond Mortimer with the typewritten letter above. Orwell enclosed the letter from H. N. Brailsford which he said Spender had. Brailsford’s letter here follows this addendum.



I add this letter from H. N. Brailsford because I think it is of interest as showing how stories get made up. In the New Statesman he spoke of P.O.U.M. adherents during the Barcelona fighting attacking the Government with stolen tanks & guns. I wrote & asked where he learned this, and it appears from his answer:

a. That he accepted Antonov-Ovseenko’s5 statements about the Friends of Durruti,6 though obviously no Russian dare speak otherwise than unfavourably about a “Trotskyist” organisation.

b. That on the same authority he assumed that the F. of D. was “acting with” the P.O.U.M.

c. That he added this onto some statements in Inprecorr°7 & elsewhere & so produced the story about guns in the streets of Barcelona.

Meanwhile it is always possible that guns were stolen, only for use at the front, not in Barcelona. Every unit was constantly stealing weapons from others, when it could, owing to the general shortage & in one case (the P.O.U.M.) because we were systematically starved of weapons & at times were not far from unarmed. About April 2 batteries of Russian guns did arrive, & conceivably they were stolen ones, as no Russian weapons had been allowed to get to us till then.

17 Dec. ’37

Dear Mr. Blair,

The story about the theft of guns & tanks from an arsenal in the rear of the Aragon front came from the Russian Consul-General Ossienko,° who has since been purged. He had his notes before him & gave me date, place & the details of the forged order by which it was worked. I also took notes but haven’t got them now. The people who actually did this were Friends of Durrutti° but I gathered they were acting then & later with Poum. I had this from him at the end of April, before the rising. I accepted it, because the Consul-General struck me as a fair-minded man, who had much good to say about Anarchists. About Poum he said very little, but was in general less prejudiced than most Communists. I had confirmation later of this story from the latter.

I’m puzzled when you now tell me that no guns were used in the rising. I hope I haven’t been unwittingly unfair.

I hope your wife is well after her very trying time in Barcelona. You must both feel very sore.

Sincerely Yours

H. N. Brailsford

P. S. Is it conceivable that the guns were stolen, but were recovered before the rising?


Raymond Mortimer quickly sent Orwell a handwritten note saying, ‘Dear Orwell, Please accept my humble apologies. I did not know Kingsley Martin had written to you in those terms. My own reasons for refusing the review were those that I gave. I should be sorry for you not to write for us, and I should like to convince you from past reviews that there is no premium here on Stalinist orthodoxy.’ On 10 February, Kingsley Martin wrote to Orwell: ‘Raymond Mortimer has shown me your letter. We certainly owe you an apology in regard to the letter about The Spanish Cockpit. There is a good deal else in your letter which suggests some misunderstanding and which, I think, would be better discussed than written about. Could you make it convenient to come and see me some time next week? I shall be available on Monday afternoon, or almost any time on Tuesday.’ It is not known whether Orwell accepted Martin’s invitation, but he probably did; his letter to Moore (see 425) indicates that he expected to be in London on that Tuesday, 15 October. Orwell’s review of Galsworthy’s Glimpses and Reflections was published in The New Statesman on 12 March 1938 (see 430), and he contributed reviews to the journal from July 1940 to August 1943. However, as is recorded in conversation with friends, he never forgave Martin for his ‘line’ on the Spanish civil war. The review of Borkenau’s The Spanish Cockpit was published by Time and Tide, 31 July 1937; see 379. See also Crick, 340–42.






425. To Leonard Moore

Sat., [12 February 1938] Handwritten

[No address]

Dear Mr Moore,

I have brought another copy of “Homage to Catalonia,” as you suggested. Of course it is only a carbon copy. In two chapters there are some scribblings in the margin, but I have crossed them out & they have nothing to do with the text, as they are only some notes I made for a friend who was reading the chapters.

Yours sincerely
Eric Blair

P.S. [at top of letter] I may be able to drop in sometime on Tuesday.




426. To Alec Houghton Joyce

12 February 1938 Typewritten


Desmond Young, editor of the Pioneer, a newspaper in Lucknow, India, wrote on 28 December 1937 inviting Orwell to ‘write leaders, “sub” letters & produce book reviews—which ought not to occupy the whole of your time unless you develop a taste for this business as most newspapermen unfortunately do.’ He could offer Orwell only something ‘rather ridiculously small,’ so he would be worse off than he was in the Indian Imperial Police, but he was writing ‘on the probably mistaken assumption that even Rs. 400 a month might be useful,’ and living in Lucknow was not expensive. (When Orwell left Burma, he was earning £696 a year; Rs. 400 per month was £360 a year.) With the Pioneer, ‘although it is to-day the property of landlords & “vested interests,”’ he had a free hand: ‘I don’t think that it is so dull or reactionary that its policy would turn your stomach.’ He enclosed recent leaders and suggested that Leonard Barnes (though Orwell would not like his Bloomsbury friends) could tell Orwell about him. He concluded with a brief résumé: Oxford just before World War I; service, mainly in France, 1914–18; salvaging wrecked ships, 1919–24 (which led to the publication of his Ship Ashore, 1932); ‘unfortunate episode with a successful night club’ in London; newspaperman in South Africa, 1925–32; and with the Pioneer from March 1933. Orwell was evidently interested, since on 27 January 1938 Young wrote to Joyce to ask about Orwell. It is plain that Orwell had explained to Young that he had had ‘a good deal to do with left-wing politics and politicians in England’ and had fought on the side of the government in Spain. Young told Joyce that he had suggested to Orwell a meeting between the two, in which Orwell could ‘explain the position so that you can judge whether there is any likelihood of difficulties being created.’



The Stores Wallington Nr. Baldock HERTS.

Dear Mr Joyce,1

The Pioneer newspaper (Lucknow) recently wrote asking me to take up an appointment with them for a year or two years, and in case there should be any difficulty about my entry into India they advised me to consult you. For the purpose of any enquiries you might have to make, perhaps it will be simpler if I give you full particulars about myself, my political record etc.

I was born in 1903 (by mistake this has been entered as 1902 on my passport), educated at Eton 1917–1921, served in the Indian Imperial Police in Burma 1922–1927 and resigned at the beginning of 1928 because the work was not suited to me. During 1928–9 I lived in Paris, was then teaching in England for about four years, and since about 1933 have earned my living by writing. At the end of 1936 I went to Spain, joined the militia and was serving until June 1937, when I was wounded and returned to England. I have never been a member of any political party, but I am of Socialist sympathies, have been associated to some extent with the I.L.P., and when in Spain was with the I.L.P. contingent on the Aragon front.2

The books I have published are as follow: Down and Out in Paris and London, Burmese Days, A Clergyman’s Daughter, Keep the Aspidistra Flying and The Road to Wigan Pier. All these were published by Victor Gollancz. The Road to Wigan Pier was the Left Book Club choice for March 1937. My next book, Homage to Catalonia, is to be published in March by Secker and Warburg. I have also contributed to The New Statesman, Time and Tide, The Listener, the New English Weekly and other papers.

My object in going to India is, apart from the work on the Pioneer, to try and get a clearer idea of political and social conditions in India than I have at present. I shall no doubt write some book on the subject afterwards, and if I can arrange it I shall probably contribute occasional articles on Indian affairs to Time and Tide or some other English paper.

I hope these notes may be of use to you. I am very sorry to put you to inconvenience and greatly obliged for your help.

Yours sincerely

Eric Blair

P.S. I should have said that I normally write under the name of “George Orwell.”


Joyce saw Orwell on 18 February 1938 and telegraphed Young: ‘Blair keen for twelve months. Leadering ability undoubted but probably temperamental, unbusinesslike. Writing.’ He wrote to Young the same day (Crick, 355–56) that ‘there is no question of obstacles being put in the way of his going to India, but in view of his record official circles there will no doubt be somewhat apprehensive.’ He thought Orwell had not merely a determined left-wing, ‘but probably an extremist, outlook, plus definite strength of character for difficulties when there is a conflict of views.’ He reported that Orwell also intended to write on Indian affairs for papers in Britain and to gather material for a new book, and recommended that if Young decided to offer Orwell an appointment that he ‘make the arrangement as tentative as possible’ until he could satisfy himself that Orwell ‘fits into the picture.’ Joyce advised Orwell, on 21 February, that he did ‘not anticipate any difficulties from the official side’ in his taking up this appointment. India Office records show that the government of India feared that if Orwell’s appointment with the Pioneer was terminated, ‘he might end up doing extremist work at a very small salary.’ Joyce was asked ‘to try tactfully to discourage Young from making the appointment’ and probably to convey to him the views of the Indian government.

Young intended to meet Orwell when he came to England in the spring of 1938, but, as he wrote to Orwell from Lucknow on 29 July 1938, after his return, he had spent most of his time in Scandinavia and in his one day in Hertfordshire ‘had not the time to try to set out and find you.’ He had had time to meet Joyce in May, however, and had told him he had turned Orwell down on medical grounds. Crick remarks that Young was ‘probably only trying to get credit for “acting responsibly”, for Orwell had already turned himself down on medical advice’ (357–58).






427. To Jack Common

16 February 1938 Typewritten

The Stores Wallington Nr. Baldock HERTS.

Dear Jack,

About Saturday. How about meeting in Hitchin on Saturday at 3.30 pm which will be in comfortable time for tea which might stretch out till pub-opening time and then I can take the late bus home. I think the best place to meet would be Woolworth’s, so unless I hear from you to the contrary will look out for you at Woolworth’s (inside) at 3.30 pm Saturday.

As to taking a book to Gollancz, if you do do so, keep it dark that you have one coming out with Secker. So long as that fact is hidden until it is too late, ie. until the book has gone to press, G. is, of course, very enterprising about “left” stuff, and as he is not too bright intellectually doesn’t necessarily see Trotskyist or other heretical implications if they are not on the surface. I think myself it is rather a good idea to have a foot in both the Gollancz and the Secker camps. Warburg, of course, doesn’t mind, and on the other hand if Gollancz has your name on his list and one of your books appearing shortly, it is liable to make his hirelings pull their punches a bit when the Secker book appears. I’m glad about the job with Mitrinovic1 and hope it turns out well. Unless the India Office take steps to prevent it, I am in all probability going to India for about a year quite shortly. It is a frightful bore and I have seldom wanted to do anything less, but I feel that it is an opportunity to see interesting things and that I should afterwards curse myself if I didn’t go. I wish it didn’t come at this moment, because I particularly wanted to vegetate for a few months, look after the garden etc. and think about my next novel.2 I am afraid I don’t just at the moment see how exactly you connect up with the Aryan Path.3 I always had a vague idea it had to do with theosophy. The only bit of advice I can give is that on a number of occasions when someone suddenly turned the light up the ectoplasm turned out to be butter-muslin. But I have always thought there might be a lot of cash in starting a new religion, and we’ll talk it over some time. Looking forward to seeing you on Saturday. Remember me to your wife. By the way do you know of anyone else who might take on this fish job4 (which I really don’t think is a swindle) because they have written again.

Yours
Eric Blair




428. Review of Workers’ Front by Fenner Brockway1

New English Weekly, 17 February 1938

For the past year or two every Socialist, whether he likes it or not, has been involved in the savage controversy that rages over the policy of the Popular Front. Hateful in every way as this controversy has become, it raises questions that are too important to be ignored, not merely by Socialists but also by those who are outside or even hostile to the whole Socialist movement.

Mr. Brockway’s book is written from the standpoint that it is now usual to denounce as “Trotskyist.” His plea is that a Popular Front (i.e., a line-up of capitalist and proletarian for the ostensible purpose of opposing Fascism) is simply an alliance of enemies and must always, in the long run, have the effect of fixing the capitalist class more firmly in the saddle. There is very little doubt that this is true, and a short time ago few people would have bothered to deny it. Until about 1933 any Socialist, or any anti-Socialist in an unbuttoned moment, would have told you that the whole history of class-collaboration (and “Popular Front,” or “People’s Front,” is only a polite name for this) is summed up in the limerick about the young lady of Niger.2 But unfortunately the menacing rise of Hitler has made it very difficult to view the situation objectively. Rubber truncheons and castor oil have scared people of the most diverse kinds into forgetting that Fascism and capitalism are at bottom the same thing. Hence the Popular Front—an unholy alliance between the robbers and the robbed. In England the Popular Front is as yet only an idea, but it has already produced the nauseous spectacle of bishops, Communists, cocoa-magnates, publishers, duchesses and Labour M. Ps. marching arm in arm to the tune of “Rule Britannia” and all tensing their muscles for a rush to the bomb-proof shelter when and if their policy begins to take effect.

Against all this Mr. Brockway urges that Fascism can only be combatted by attacking capitalism in its non-Fascist as well as its Fascist forms; and that therefore the only real enemy Fascism has to face is the class that does not benefit from capitalism, i.e., the working class. It is a pity that he tends to use the expression “working class” in a rather narrow and restricted sense, being, like nearly all Socialist writers, too much dominated by the concept of a “proletarian” as a manual labourer. In all western countries there now exists a huge middle class whose interests are identical with3 those of the proletariat but which is quite unaware of this fact and usually sides with its capitalist enemy in moments of crisis. There is no doubt that this is partly due to the tactlessness of Socialist propaganda. Perhaps the best thing one can wish the Socialist movement at this moment is that it should shed some of its nineteenth-century phraseology.

Much of Mr. Brockway’s book is taken up in criticising the tactics of the Communist Party—necessarily so, because the whole manoeuvre of the Popular Front is bound up with the Franco-Russian alliance and the volte-face performed by the Comintern in the past few years. Underlying this is a much larger question, always more or less present when the Popular Front is discussed, though it is seldom brought into the foreground. This is the question of the huge though inscrutable changes that are occurring in the U.S.S.R. As the destinies of all of us are involved here, directly or indirectly, this book, written from what is at the moment the most unpopular angle, ought not to be neglected even by those who are hostile to its main implications.




429. Anonymous Review1 of Trials in Burma by Maurice Collis

The Listener, 9 March 1938

This is an unpretentious book, but it brings out with unusual clearness the dilemma that faces every official in an empire like our own. Mr. Collis was District Magistrate of Rangoon in the troubled period round about 1930. He had to try cases which were a great deal in the public eye, and he soon discovered the practical impossibility of keeping to the letter of the law and pleasing European opinion at the same time. Finally, for having sentenced a British Army officer to three months’ imprisonment for criminal negligence in driving a car, he was reprimanded and hurriedly transferred to another post. For the same offence a native would have been imprisoned as a matter of course.

The truth is that every British magistrate in India is in a false position when he has to try a case in which European and native interests clash. In theory he is administering an impartial system of justice; in practice he is part of a huge machine which exists to protect British interests, and he has often got to choose between sacrificing his integrity and damaging his career. Nevertheless, owing to the exceptionally high traditions of the Indian Civil Service, the law in India is administered far more fairly than might be expected—and, incidentally, far too fairly to please the business community. Mr. Collis grasps the essential situation clearly enough; he recognises that the Burman has profited very little from the huge wealth that has been extracted from his country, and that the hopeless rebellion of 1931 had genuine grievances behind it. But he is also a good imperialist and it was precisely his concern for the good name of English justice that got him into hot water with his fellow-countrymen on more than one occasion.

In 1930 he had to try Sen Gupta, one of the leaders of the Congress Party and at that time Mayor of Calcutta, who had paid a flying visit to Rangoon and made a seditious speech. The account of the trial makes curious reading—an Indian crowd roaring outside, Mr. Collis wondering whether he would be knocked on the head the next moment, and the prisoner sitting in the dock reading a newspaper to make it clear that he did not recognise the jurisdiction of an English court. Mr. Collis’ sentence was ten days’ imprisonment—a wise sentence, for it deprived Sen Gupta of a chance of martyrdom. Afterwards the two men were able to meet privately and talk the affair over. The description of the Indian and the Englishman meeting in perfect amity, each fully aware of the other’s motives, each regarding the other as an honourable man and yet, in the last resort, as an enemy, is strangely moving and makes one wish that politics nearer home could be conducted in an equally decent spirit.




430. Review of Glimpses and Reflections by John Galsworthy

The New Statesman and Nation, 12 March 1938

John Galsworthy was an Old Harrovian with one skin too few, and towards the end of his life the missing skin renewed itself. It is a process almost drearily normal, but interesting in Galsworthy’s case because of the fact that the bitterness of his earlier vision of life gave his books an undeniable power.

Glimpses and Reflections is a collection of short essays and letters to the press, largely on such subjects as the caging of songbirds and the traffic in worn-out horses. No one would guess that the man who wrote them once wrote books which were considered dangerously subversive and which were, in fact, morbidly pessimistic. Much of Galsworthy’s later writing is tripe, but some of the early plays and novels (The Man of Property, The Country House, Justice, Fraternity, and some others) do at least leave behind them a kind of flavour, an atmosphere—a rather unwholesome atmosphere of frustration and exaggerated pity, mixed up with country scenery and dinners in Mayfair. The picture he was trying to build up was a picture of a money-ruled world of unspeakable cruelty—a world in which an obtuse, beef-eating race of squires, lawyers, bishops, judges and stockbrokers squatted in saecula saeculorum on the backs of a hypersensitive race of slum-dwellers, servants, foreigners, fallen women and artists. It was not an altogether untrue picture of the Edwardian days when English capitalism still seemed unassailable. But quite suddenly something happened; Galsworthy’s private quarrel with society (whatever it may have been) came to an end, or perhaps it was merely that the oppressed classes began to seem less oppressed. From then on it was obvious that he was in no essential way different from the people he had made his name by attacking.

In the letters and essays in this book he emerges as the perfect Dumb Friends’ Leaguer, seeing virtually nothing wrong in contemporary society except over-population and cruelty to animals. His solution for all economic troubles is emigration—abolish unemployment by getting the unemployed out of sight: he goes into frenzies over the sufferings of pit ponies, but is conspicuously less sorry for coal-miners: he quotes Adam Lindsay Gordon’s “Life is mostly froth and bubble,”1 and states that it is his “philosophic and religious motto.” And it is interesting to note that he seems anxious to explain away the apparent revolutionary implications of some of his plays.

Probably many people, opening this book at random and coming upon the quotation from Adam Lindsay Gordon or an essay entitled “Playing the Game with Birds and Animals,” would turn away in disgust, thanking God that they are post-war and post-Eliot. But there is more to it than that. Galsworthy was a bad writer, and some inner trouble, sharpening his sensitiveness, nearly made him into a good one; his discontent healed itself, and he reverted to type. It is worth pausing to wonder in just what form the thing is happening to oneself.




431. To Cyril Connolly

14 March 1938 Handwritten

The Stores Wallington Nr. Baldock Herts.

Dear Cyril,

I see from the N.S. & N.1 list that you have a book coming out sometime this spring.2 If you can manage to get a copy sent me I’ll review it for the New English, possibly also Time & Tide. I arranged for Warburg to send you a copy of my Spanish book3 (next month) hoping you may be able to review it. You scratch my back, I’ll scratch yours.

I am writing this in bed. I may not be going to India after all & any way not before the autumn. The doctors don’t think I ought to go. I’ve been spitting blood again, it always turns out to be not serious, but it’s alarming when it happens & I am going to a Sanatorium in Kent4 to be X rayed.° I’ve no doubt they’ll find as before that I am O.K. but any way it’s a good excuse for not going to India, which I never wanted to. This bloody mess-up in Europe has got me so that I really can’t write anything. I see Gollancz has already put my next novel5 on his list tho’ I haven’t written a line or even sketched it out. It seems to me we might as well all pack our bags for the concentration camp. King Farlow was here the other day & I am going to stay next week-end with him after leaving the Sanatorium. When in town I’ll try & look you up. Could you be kind enough to write me a line to 24 Croom’s Hill, Greenwich S.E.10,6 to let me know your telephone address, which of course I’ve lost again, & then if occasion arises I can ring you up. Please remember me to your wife.

Yours
Eric Blair




432. Eileen Blair to Jack Common

Monday [Monday–Tuesday, 14–15 March 1938?]


The sequence of events leading to Orwell’s admission to Preston Hall Sanatorium is uncertain and complicated by doubts about the dating of Eileen’s letter to Jack Common. Orwell’s Case Record (found by Michael Shelden) shows that Orwell was admitted to Preston Hall on Tuesday, 15 March, and discharged that same day; and that he was re-admitted on Thursday, 17 March, and remained until 1 September 1938. The records also include an analysis of X-rays of Orwell’s lungs dated 16 March. It might reasonably be assumed that he was rushed to the hospital on 15 March; that the heavy bleeding described by Eileen was then stopped, and that X-rays were taken; after these were examined on the following day, he was admitted for treatment. This involved complete rest, colloidal calcium injections and vitamins A and D until pulmonary tuberculosis could be definitely excluded. Fitting Eileen’s letter and its content, into this time scheme is difficult. Writing to Richard Rees on 25 May, Eileen said that Orwell was taken ill—‘laid up’—on 8 March (see 445). On Monday, 14 March, Orwell wrote to Connolly, from Wallington, to say that he would be going to a sanatorium in Kent to be X-rayed (see 431). Eileen’s letter refers to a crisis of such proportions that occurred ‘yesterday,’ causing her to contact Jack Common (‘hysterically’) asking him to come at once to Wallington, even though the journey was difficult and the weather appalling. When he arrived, they had gone. Since the letter is dated Monday, those events should have taken place on Sunday the 13th (presumably the day when ‘everyone agreed that Eric must be taken somewhere,’ and Eileen would have had experts to consult and would not have needed to turn in desperation to Jack Common). And if the drama took place on that Sunday, Orwell could hardly have written as he did to Connolly on Monday (unless he got the date wrong), and Orwell would surely have arrived at Preston Hall not later than that Monday the 14th, rather than Tuesday the 15th. It looks, therefore, as if Orwell had become progressively worse between 8 and 13 March and on the 13th (Sunday) it was decided ‘active steps’ must be taken. Then late on the 14th (after he had written to Connolly), he became very seriously ill and was taken from Wallington by ambulance to Preston Hall (whence the Case Record shows he was admitted) where the bleeding was stopped. It could well be that he was taken ill in the night of the 14th–15th, which would partly explain Eileen’s desperate call to Common and the uncertainty in dating her letter (written from her brother’s home, 24 Croom’s Hill, Greenwich).

Although Eileen’s brother, Laurence O’Shaughnessy, was a consultant at Preston Hall and would later treat Orwell there, from the impersonal tone of Eileen’s reference to ‘a specialist … who’s very good at this kind of thing’ it is unlikely she is referring to her brother. A tiny clue that this might be so is that although Orwell’s address on admission is given as ‘The Stores,’ his residential address is given as c/o 24 Croom’s Hill, Greenwich, where Eileen was then staying; next to this, but typed in later (using a blacker ribbon) is the word ‘Brother’—as if, when admitted, Orwell was not associated with Laurence O’Shaughnessy. (Orwell’s occupation, typed in at the same time, is given as ‘Writer (Novelist).’

Preston Hall Sanatorium, Aylesford, Kent, was a mile or two north of Maidstone. It was a British Legion hospital for ex-servicemen (hence the name of Orwell’s ward, after the World War I Admiral Jellicoe). Initially Orwell was given a single room; this aroused comments about preferential treatment, but he insisted on mixing with the others and got on easily with them. See Crick, 358–60; Shelden, 316–19; U.S.: 289–92.



Dear Jack,

You’ll probably have heard about the drama of yesterday. I only hope you didn’t get soaked to the skin in discovering it.1 The bleeding seemed prepared to go on for ever & on Sunday everyone agreed that Eric must be taken somewhere where really active steps could be taken if necessary—artificial pneumothorax to stop the blood or transfusion to replace it. They got on to a specialist who visits a smallish voluntary hospital near here & who’s very good at this kind of thing & he also advised removal, so it happened in an ambulance like a very luxurious bedroom on wheels. The journey had no ill-effects, they found his blood pressure still more or less normal—& they’ve stopped the bleeding, without the artificial pneumothorax. So it was worth while. Everyone was nervous of being responsible for the immediate risk of the journey, but we supported each other. Eric’s a bit depressed about being in an institution devised for murder, but otherwise remarkably well. He needn’t stay long they say,2 but the specialist has a sort of hope that he may be able to identify the actual site of haemorrhage and control it for the future.

This was really to thank you for being so neighbourly from such a distance, & in such weather. One gets hysterical with no one to speak to except the village who are not what you could call soothing.

I’ll let you know what happens next. I have fearful letters to write to relations.

Love to Mary & Peter,3

Eileen




433. To Jack Common

Wed., [late March? 1938] Handwritten

Jellicoe Ward1 Preston Hall Aylesford Kent

Dear Jack,

Warburg has just sent me along a copy of “Seven Shifts”,2 which I know I shall read with great interest. He also asked me to give it a bit of a boost. I’ll do so, but I admit this business of sending out books to be boosted, which W. has now done to me 3 or 4 times, makes me a bit uneasy. The trouble is I’ve always got at the back of my mind a picture of myself as a sort of Gerald Gould3 selling my intellectual virtue at constantly-decreasing prices. A year to two ago Eileen said I should never be quoted in a blurb because what I said about people’s books was always too offensive, & though it wasn’t meant as such I took this as a compliment. But now I’ve been on two blurbs, one of them one of W.’s, & I don’t want to become a sort of fixture on the backs of his dust-covers with “‘Genius’—George Orwell” kept permanently in type. The trouble is that everyone in writing is torn between three motives, i. Art for art’s saking in the ivory tower, ii. political propaganda & iii. pulling in the dough. But any way I’ll say what I can about the book & I’ll also see if I can review it for the New Leader.

I expect Eileen wrote & told you I was in this place. I’m afraid I’ll have to be here about another two months. I don’t think there’s really much wrong with me, evidently I have an old lesion in one lung which has been there at any rate 10 years & was never discovered before because I am non-infectious, ie. no bacteria to show. The bore is that I can’t work, & what with having slacked for about 2 months on the strength of finishing my last book,4 my next,5 which Gollancz has hopefully put on his list, I see, will be some time coming along. I am studying botany in a very elementary way, otherwise mainly doing crossword puzzles. It is a very nice place & everyone is very good to me.

Please remember me to the wife & Peter.6 I hope all goes well with you. I’m going to send this to care of Warburg because I’m not certain whether you’ve changed your address.

Yours
Eric Blair

P.S. Where is Rees?7 Is he in Spain? I hope to Christ he’ll get out before Franco gets to the coast. No doubt they wouldn’t shoot him if he’s only with an ambulance, but there’s bound to be some unpleasantness.




434. To Stephen Spender

2 April 1938 Handwritten

Jellicoe Ward Preston Hall Aylesford Kent

Dear Spender,

I hope things go well with you. I really wrote to say I hoped you’d read my Spanish book (title Homage to Catalonia) when it comes out, which should be shortly. I have been afraid that having read those two chapters you would carry away the impression that the whole book was Trotskyist propaganda, whereas actually about half of it or less is controversial. I hate writing that kind of stuff and I am much more interested in my own experiences, but unfortunately in this bloody period we are living in one’s only experiences are being mixed up in controversies, intrigues etc. I sometimes feel as if I hadn’t been properly alive since the beginning of 1937. I remember on sentry-go in the trenches near Alcubierre I used to say Hopkins’s poem Felix Randall, I expect you know it, over and over to myself to pass the time away in that bloody cold, & that was about the last occasion when I had any feeling for poetry. Since then it’s gone right out of my head. I don’t know that I can give you a copy of my book because I’ve already had to order about 10 extra ones and it’s so damned expensive, but you can always get it out of the library.

I have been in this place about 3 weeks. I am afraid from what they say it is TB. all right but evidently a very old lesion and not serious. They say I am to stay in bed and rest completely for about 3 months and then I shall probably be O.K. It means I can’t work and is rather a bore, but perhaps is all for the best.

The way things are going in Spain simply desolates me. All those towns & villages I knew smashed about, & I suppose the wretched peasants who used to be so decent to us being chased to & fro & their landlords put back onto them. I wonder if we shall ever be able to go back to Spain if Franco wins. I suppose it would mean getting a new passport anyway. I notice that you and I are both on the board of sponsors or whatever it is called of the S.I.A.1 So also is Nancy Cunard,2 all rather comic because it was she who previously sent me that bloody rot which was afterwards published in book form (called Authors Take Sides). I sent back a very angry reply in which I’m afraid I mentioned you uncomplimentarily, not knowing you personally at that time.3 However I’m all for this S.I.A. business if they are really doing anything to supply food etc., not like that damned rubbish of signing manifestos to say how wicked it all is.

Write some time if you get time. I’d like to meet again when I get out of here. Perhaps you will be able to come and stay with us some time.

Yours
Eric Blair




435. To Stephen Spender

Friday, [15? April 1938] Handwritten


On receiving Orwell’s letter of 2 April, Spender, in an undated letter to Orwell, said that he had arranged to review Homage to Catalonia for the London Mercury. He then broached the matter of Orwell’s attacks on him. Knowing nothing of Spender, Orwell had, he said, attacked him, but he was ‘equally puzzled as to why when still knowing nothing of me, but having met me once or twice, you should have withdrawn those attacks,’ and wanted to discuss this. In the meantime, saying how sorry he was to hear Orwell was ill, he sent him his play Trial of a Judge, which he thought Orwell might care to read if he had little else to do: ‘If you can’t bear the thought of it, don’t look at it: I won’t be offended.’



Jellicoe Pavilion Preston Hall Aylesford Kent

Dear Spender,

Thank you so much for your letter and the copy of your play. I waited to read the latter before replying. It interested me, but I’m not quite sure what I think about it. I think with a thing like that one wants to see it acted, because in writing you obviously had different scenic effects, supplementary noises etc. in mind which would determine the beat of the verse. But there’s a lot in it that I’d like to discuss with you when next I see you.

You ask how it is that I attacked you not having met you, & on the other hand changed my mind after meeting you. I don’t know that I had ever exactly attacked you, but I had certainly in passing made offensive remarks about “parlour Bolsheviks such as Auden & Spender” or words to that effect. I was willing to use you as a symbol of the parlour Bolshie because a. your verse, what I had read of it, did not mean very much to me, b. I looked upon you as a sort of fashionable successful person, also a Communist or Communist sympathiser, & I have been very hostile to the C.P. since about 1935, & c. because not having met you I could regard you as a type & also an abstraction. Even if when I met you I had not happened to like you, I should still have been bound to change my attitude, because when you meet anyone in the flesh you realise immediately that he is a human being and not a sort of caricature embodying certain ideas. It is partly for this reason that I don’t mix much in literary circles, because I know from experience that once I have met & spoken to anyone I shall never again be able to show any intellectual brutality towards him, even when I feel that I ought to, like the Labour M.Ps. who get patted on the back by dukes & are lost forever more.

It is very kind of you to review my Spanish book. But don’t go & get into trouble with your own Party—it’s not worth it. However, of course you can disagree with all my conclusions, as I think you would probably do anyway, without actually calling me a liar. If you could come & see me some time I would like it very much, if it’s not much of an inconvenience.1 I am not infectious. I don’t think this place is very difficult to get to, because the Green Lines° buses stop at the gate. I am quite happy here & they are very nice to me, but of course it’s a bore not being able to work and I spend most of my time doing crossword puzzles.

Yours
Eric Blair




436. To Geoffrey Gorer

18 April 1938 Handwritten


Homage to Catalonia was published on 25 April 1938, but, as is customary, review copies had been sent out in advance. On a Saturday before Orwell’s letter to Gorer, probably 16 April, Gorer sent him a short note to say how ‘absolutely first-rate’ he thought Homage to Catalonia, as well as a carbon copy of his review for Time and Tide, ‘in case they object to its inordinate length,’ and so that Orwell could let him know before the proof arrived if there were any errors. The review appeared on 30 April.



Jellicoe Pavilion Preston Hall Aylesford Kent

Dear Geoffrey,

I must write to thank you for your marvellous review. I kept pinching myself to make sure I was awake, but I shall also have to pinch myself if T. & T. print it—I’m afraid they’ll think it’s too long & laudatory. I don’t think they’ll bother about the subject-matter, as they’ve been very good about the Spanish war. But even if they cut it, thanks ever so for the intention. There were just one or two points. One is that you say the fighting in Barcelona was started by the Assault Guards. Actually it was Civil Guards.1 There weren’t any Assault Guards there then, & there is a difference, because the Civil Guards are the old Spanish Gendarmerie dating from the early 19th century & in reality a more or less pro-Fascist body, ie. they have always joined the Fascists where it was possible. The Assault Guards are a new formation dating from the Republic of 1931, pro-Republican & not hated by the working people to the same extent. The other is that if you are obliged to shorten or otherwise alter the review, it doesn’t particularly matter to insist, as you do now, that I only took part in the Barcelona fighting to the extent of doing sentry. I did, as it happens, but if I had been ordered to actually fight I would have done so, because in the existing chaos there didn’t seem anything one could do except obey one’s own party & immediate military superiors. But I’m so glad you liked the book. Various people seem to have received review copies, but I haven’t had any myself yet & am wondering uneasily what the dust-jacket is like. Warburg talked of decorating it with the Catalan colours, which are easily mistaken for a. the Spanish royalist colours or b. the M.C.C.2

Hope all goes well with you. I am much better, in fact I really doubt whether there is anything wrong with me.3 Eileen is battling with the chickens etc. alone but comes down once a fortnight.

Yours
Eric Blair




437. To Jack Common

20 April 1938 Handwritten

Jellicoe Pavilion Preston Hall Aylesford Kent

Dear Jack,

Thanks so much for yours. I’m really writing to say that I liked “Seven Shifts” very much, especially Watson’s contribution.1 I wrote Secker’s a note some of which might be used for a blurb & I’ve also asked the New Leader if they’d like it reviewed. Of course it’s very difficult for a small publishing firm like that ever to score a thumping success, tho’ I suppose by specialising along certain lines they can at any rate keep going. It’s not only that without thousands to whack about you can’t advertise, but that if you don’t advertise no one will review you decently if at all. Then again with S. & W’s there’s the political issue & Communists sabotaging their books as far as they can manage it. My own book I have no doubt will be ignored in a number of places on that issue, but I’ve pulled a few strings which may ring a bell here & there. As to the great proletarian novel, I really don’t see how it’s to come into existence. The stuff in “Seven Shifts” is written from a prole point of view, but of course as literature it’s bourgeois literature. The thing is that all of us talk & write two different languages, & when a man from, say, Scotland or even Yorkshire writes in standard English he’s writing something quite as different from his own tongue as Spanish is from Italian. I think the first real prole novel that comes along will be spoken over the radio.

I’m glad to hear Richard’s2 coming home. From your saying so I gather he’s in Catalonia—I thought he’d be at Madrid again, in which case it wouldn’t be so easy to get away.

Love to all
Yours
Eric Blair




438. Publication of Homage to Catalonia


Homage to Catalonia was published by Secker & Warburg on 25 April 1938; 1,500 copies were printed. The first U.S. edition was published by Harcourt, Brace and Company, in New York on 15 May 1952. A French translation, by Yvonne Davet—about which Orwell corresponded with her before World War II; see 413, 442, 479—was not published until 1955, five years after Orwell died.

Philip Mairet in New English Weekly and Geoffrey Gorer in Time and Tide gave it ‘understanding and appreciative reviews’; the anonymous reviewer in The Listener praised the description of war but said it was politically muddle-headed and accused Orwell of offering a defence of Trotskyist tactics that ‘amounted to treachery’; the Daily Worker, unsurprisingly, ‘savaged it in a few words.’ For these summaries, see Crick, 363. Desmond Flower (see 447, n. 1) in The Observer described Orwell as ‘the giant of … any other writers on the Spanish war.’ He went on: ‘My admiration for him is unqualified. At the end of his book he says “beware of my partisanship”: he is the only one who has been frank enough to say that, and he is the only one who need not have bothered.’ Ethel Mannin, in Spain and the World, 20 May 1938, gave the book a long and enthusiastic review, calling it honest, careful, passionately sincere, and exciting. The Times Literary Supplement published an adverse review, anonymous, as was the custom then, but by M. P. Ashley. For Orwell’s letters in response, see 441, 446.

Among the many letters Orwell received following publication were those warmly approving his book from Naomi Mitchison, Richard Rees, Herbert Read, and the author of The Spanish Cockpit, Franz Borkenau, who wrote, 11 June 1938, that Frank Jellinek’s The Civil War in Spain lacked ‘all those qualities which make the value of your book.’

Jon Kimche (with whom Orwell had shared rooms over Booklovers’ Corner, 1934–35) told Tosco Fyvel that in 1945, after the war, he had remaindered the copies of Homage to Catalonia he still had in the ILP bookshop (Fyvel, George Orwell: A Personal Memoir, 1982, 96). Fredric Warburg said 683 copies were sold in the first six months after publication; thereafter, about 50 copies annually. The first edition had not been sold out by the time Orwell died. (An Occupation for Gentlemen, 238).






439. ‘Notesfn1 on the Spanish Militias’


These notes may have been written when Orwell was working on Homage to Catalonia, but more probably after its publication. The watermark of the paper on which they are typed is the same as that of letters to Lady Rees, 23 February 1939, and Herbert Read, 5 March 1939, and different from that of the letter to Read of 4 January 1939 and all earlier letters from Morocco. The ink in which Orwell wrote the footnotes and the few emendations (included here without notice) is similar to that of the letter to Lady Rees and one to Geoffrey Gorer, 20 January 1939, but is different from that of the letters to Read of 4 January and 5 March. It is possible, therefore, that they were typed early in 1939, but they could have been written earlier. Gorer, in a letter to Sonia Orwell, 4 July 1967, guessed their date of composition as summer 1940, after Dunkirk, for someone at the War Office interested in the experience of militias as resistance fighters.1

The relevant portion of text from Homage to Catalonia, Appendix I (formerly chapter V), is reprinted here as note 1, with part of a letter to the editors of CEJL from Hugh Thomas, whose The Spanish Civil War (cited as Thomas) has been a major source of reference for this edition. There are a few errors suggesting the unpolished nature of the text; these have been left uncorrected, but are annotated.



I joined the POUM militia at the end of 1936. The circumstances of my joining this militia rather than any other were the following. I had intended going to Spain to gather materials for newspaper articles etc., and had also some vague idea of fighting if it seemed worth while, but was doubtful about this owing to my poor health and comparatively small military experience. Just before I started someone told me I should not be able to cross the frontier unless I had papers from some leftwing organisation (this was untrue at that time although party cards etc. undoubtedly made it easier). I applied to John Strachey who took me to see Pollitt. P after questioning me evidently decided that I was politically unreliable and refused to help me, also tried to frighten me out of going by talking a lot about Anarchist terrorism. Finally he asked whether I would undertake to join the International Brigade. I said I could not undertake to join anything until I had seen what was happening. He then refused to help me but advised me to get a safe-conduct from the Spanish Embassy in Paris, which I did. Just before leaving England I also rang up the I.L.P., with which I had some slight connections, mainly personal, and asked them to give me some kind of reccommendation°. They sent me to Paris a letter addressed to John McNair at Barcelona. When I crossed the frontier the passport people and others, at that time Anarchists, did not pay much attention to my safe-conduct but seemed impressed by the letter with I.L.P. heading, which they evidently knew by sight. It was this that made me decide to produce my letter to McNair (whom I did not know) and through this that I joined the P.O.U.M. militia. After one glimpse of the troops in Spain I saw that I had relatively a lot of training as a soldier and decided to join the militia. At that time I was only rather dimly aware of the differences between the political parties, which had been covered up in the English leftwing press. Had I had a complete understanding of the situation I should probably have joined the CNT militia.

At this time the militias, though theoretically being recast on an ordinary army basis, were still organised in column, centuria, seccion, the centuria of about 100 men more or less centring round some individual and often being called “So-and-so’s bandera”. The commander of the centuria ranked more or less as captain, but below that there was no well-defined rank except corporal and private. People wore stripes etc. of rank in Barcelona but it was “not done” to wear them at the front. Theoretically promotion was by election, but actually the officers and NCOs were appointed from above. As I shall point out later this does not in practice make much difference. One peculiar feature however was that a man could choose which section he should belong to and as a rule could also change to another bandera if he wanted to. At that time men were being sent into the line with only a few day’s° training and that of a parade-ground kind, and in many cases without ever having fired a rifle. I had brought with me ordinary British Army ideas and was appalled by the lack of discipline. It is [of] course always difficult to get recruits to obey orders and becomes much more so when they find themselves thrust into trenches and having to put up with cold etc. which they are not accustomed to. If they have not had a chance to familiarise themselves with firearms they are often much more afraid of bullets than they need be and this is an added source of indiscipline. (Incidentally a lot of harm was done by the lies published in the leftwing papers to the effect that the Fascists were using explosive bullets. So far as I know there is no such thing as an explosive bullet,2 and certainly the Fascists weren’t using them.) At the beginning one had to get orders obeyed (a) by appealing to party loyalty and (b) by force of personality, and for the first week or two I made myself thoroughly unpopular. After about a week a man flatly refused to go to a certain place which he declared was exposed to fire, and I made him do so by force—always a mistake, of course, and doubly so with a Spaniard. I was immediately surrounded by a ring of men calling me a Fascist. There was a tremendous argument, however most of the men took my side and I found that people rather competed to join my section. After this, for some weeks or months, both among the Spaniards and the few English who were on this front, this kind of thing recurred over and over again. Ie. indiscipline, arguments as to what was justifiable and what was “revolutionary”, but in general a consensus of opinion that one must have strict discipline combined with social equality. There was always a lot of argument as to whether it was justifiable to shoot men for desertion and disobedience, and in general people agreed that it was, though some would never do so. Much later, about March, near Huesca, some 200 CNT troops suddenly decided to walk out of the line. One could hardly blame them as they had been there about five months, but obviously such a thing could not be allowed and there was a call for some POUM troops to go and stop them. I volunteered though not feeling very happy about it. Fortunately they were persuaded to go back by their political delegates or somebody, so it never came to violence. There was a lot of argument about this, but again the majority agreed that it would be justifiable to use one’s rifle against men doing this if necessary. Throughout this period, ie. January-April 1937 the gradual improvement in discipline was brought about almost entirely by “diffusion of revolutionary consciousness”, ie. endless arguments and explanations as to why such and such a thing was necessary. Everyone was fanatically keen on keeping social equality between officers and men, no military titles and no differences of food etc., and this was often carried to lengths that were rather ridiculous, though they seemed less ridiculous in the line where minute differences of comfort were very appreciable. When the militias were theoretically incorporated in the Popular Army3 all officers were expected to pay their extra pay ie. anything over 10 pesetas a day, into the Party funds, and everyone agreed to do so, though whether this actually happened I don’t know, because I am not certain whether anyone actually began drawing extra pay before the POUM militia was redistributed. Punishments for disobedience were, however, being used even at the time when I first reached the front. It is extremely difficult to punish men who are already in the front line, because short of killing them it is hard to make them more uncomfortable than they are already. The usual punishment was double hours of sentry-go—very unsatisfactory because everyone is already short of sleep. Occasionally men were shot. One man who attempted to cross to the Fascist lines and was clearly a spy was shot. Another caught stealing from other militiamen was sent back supposedly to be shot, though I don’t think he actually was. Courts martial were supposed to consist of one officer, one NCO and one militiaman, though I never saw one in action.

Periodically political delegates used to be sent round by the Party to visit the men in the line and, when possible, deliver [some] sort of political discourses. In addition every centuria had one or more men in its own ranks who were called its political delegates. I never grasped what the function of these men had originally been—they had evidently at the beginning had some function for which there was afterwards no need. When with the ILP English I was appointed their political delegate, but by this time the political delegate was simply a go-between who was sent to headquarters to complain about rations etc., and therefore so far as the English were concerned it was simply a question of choosing among the few men who spoke Spanish. The English were stricter than the Spaniards about electing officers and in one or two cases changed an NCO by election. They also appointed a committee of 5 men who were supposed to regulate all the affairs of the section. Although I was voted onto the committee myself I opposed its formation on the ground that we were now part of an army being commanded from above in more or less the ordinary way, and therefore such a committee had no function. Actually it had no important function but was occasionally useful for regulating very small matters. Contrary to what is generally believed the political leaders of the POUM were very hostile to this committee idea and were anxious to prevent the idea spreading from the English to the Spaniards.

Before joining the English I was some weeks in a Spanish bandera, and of about 80 men in it some 60 were completely raw recruits. In these weeks the discipline improved a good deal, and from then on till the end of April there was a slow but fairly steady improvement in discipline throughout the militia. By April a militia unit when it had to march anywhere still looked like a retreat from Moscow, but this was partly because the men had been experienced solely in trench warfare. But by this time there was no difficulty in getting an order obeyed and no fear that it would be disobeyed as soon as your back was turned. Outwardly the special “revolutionary” characteristics remained the same till the end of May, but in fact certain differences were showing themselves by this time. In May when I was commanding a seccion (which now meant a platoon) the younger Spaniards called me “usted”. I pulled them up about it but the word was evidently coming back, and no doubt the universal use of tu in the early months of the war was an affectation and would seem most unnatural to a Latin people. One thing that seemed to stop abruptly about March was the shouting of revolutionary slogans to the Fascists. This was not practiced° at Huesca, though in many cases the trenches were very close together. On the Zaragoza front it had been practised regularly and probably had its share in bringing in the deserters who were very numerous there (at one time about 15 a week on a section of front held by about 1000 men). But the universal use of “camarada” and the notion that we were all supposed to be equals persisted until the militia was redistributed.fn2 It was noticeable that the first drafts of the Popular Army who came up to the line conformed with this. Between the POUM and PSUC militias, up to the time when I last saw the latter at the beginning of March, there was no perceptible difference in state of discipline and social atmosphere.

The general organisation was in some ways very good but in others quite unnecessarily incompetent. One striking feature about this war was the good food organisation. Up till May 1937 when certain things began to give out the food was always good, and it was always regular, a thing not easy to arrange even in a very stationary war. The cooks were very devoted, sometimes bringing food up under heavy fire. I was impressed by the food-organisation behind the lines and the way in which the peasants had been got to co-operate. The men’s clothes were laundered from time to time, but it was not done very well or very regularly. The postal arrangements were good and letters which had started from Barcelona always got to the front promptly, though an extraordinary number of letters sent into Spain went astray somewhere on the way to Barcelona. Ideas of sanitation practically did not exist and no doubt only the dry climate prevented epidemics. There was no medical service worth mentioning till one got about 10 miles behind the lines. This did not matter so long as there was only a small trickle of casualties, but even so many lives were lost unnecessarily. Trenches were at the beginning extremely primitive but about March a labour battalion was organised. This was very efficient and able to construct long sections of trench very rapidly and without noise. Nevertheless up to about May there was not much idea of communication-trenches, even where the front line was near the enemy, and it was not possible, eg., to get wounded men away without carrying them under fire. No effort was made to keep the roads behind the line in repair, although, no doubt, the labour to do so was available. The POUM Red Aid, to which it was voluntary-compulsory to subscribe, were very good about looking after wounded men in hospital etc. In regard to stores, there was probably some peculation and favouritism, but I think extremely little. When cigarettes began to run short the little English section received rather more than their fair share, a tribute to the Spanish character. The grand and inexcusable mistake made in this war, at any rate on the Aragón front, was to keep the men in the line for unnecessarily long periods. By Xmas 1936 the war was almost entirely stationary and for long periods during the next six months there was little fighting. It should therefore have been perfectly possible to organise the four days in four days out, or even four days in two days out, system. On this arrangement men do not actually get more hours of rest but they do periodically get a few nights in bed or at any rate with the chance to take their clothes off. As it was men were sometimes kept as long as five months in the line continuously. It sometimes happened that trenches were a long way from the enemy, say 1000 yards, but this is more boring and therefore worse for morale than being at 50–100 yards. Meanwhile they were sleeping in trenches in intolerable discomfort, usually lousy and up till April almost always cold. Moreover even when one is 1000 yards from the enemy one is under rifle and occasional shell fire, causing a trickle of casualties and therefore fear which is cumulative. In these circumstances it is difficult to do more than keep on keeping on. During February-March, the period when there was little fighting round Huesca, attempts were made to train the men in various things, use of the machine gun, signalling, open-order work (advancing by rushes etc.) etc. These were mainly a failure because everyone was suffering from lack of sleep and too exhausted to learn. I myself at this time tried to master the mechanism of the Hotchkiss machine gun and found that lack of sleep had simply deprived me of the power to learn. In addition it would no doubt have been feasible to grant leave at shorter intervals, but the failure to do so probably had reasons other than incompetence. But it would have been quite easy to take the men in and out of trenches as I have indicated, and to provide some kind of amenities for the troops not in the line. Even as far back as Barbastro the life of the troops was much drearier than it need have been. With a little organisation it would have been possible to arrange immediately behind the lines for hot baths, delousing, entertainments of some kind, cafes (actually there were some very feeble attempts at these) and also women. The very few women who were in or near the line and were getatable were simply a source of jealousy. There was a certain amount of sodomy among the younger Spaniards. I doubt whether troops can simultaneously engage in trench warfare and be trained for mobile warfare, but more training would certainly have been possible if more care had been devoted to resting the men. As it was they were exhausted for nothing at a period when the war was stagnant. Looking back I see that they stood it extremely well, and even at the time it was the fact that they did not disintegrate or show mutinous tendencies under these intolerable conditions that converted me (to some extent) to the notion of “revolutionary discipline”. Nevertheless the strain that was put upon them was partly unnecessary.

As to jealousies between the different militias, so far as the rank and file were concerned I myself did not see serious signs of these till May 1937. To what extent the Aragón front was sabotaged from political motives I suppose we shall learn sooner or later. I do not know how important the capture of Huesca would have been, but there is little doubt that it could have been taken in February or March with adequate artillery. As it was it was surrounded except for one gap about a km. wide, and this with so little artillery that preliminary bombardments were an impossibility, as they would only have served as a warning. This meant that attacks could only be surprise attacks delivered by a few hundred men at most. By the beginning of April Huesca appeared to be doomed, but the gap was never closed, the attacks petered out and a little later it became clear that the Fascist trenches were more strongly held and that they had improved their defences. At the end of June the big attack on Huesca was staged, clearly from political motives, to provide the Popular Army with a victory and discredit the CNT militia. The result was what could have been forseen—heavy losses and an actual worsening of the position. But as far as rank and file were concerned party-feeling did not usually get beyond vague rumours that “they”, usually meaning the PSUC, had stolen guns etc. meant for ourselves. On the Zaragoza front where POUM and PSUC militia were distributed more or less alternately relations were good. When the POUM took over a sector from the PSUC at Huesca there were signs of jealousy, but this I think was purely military, the PSUC troops having failed to take Huesca and the POUM boasting that they were going to do so. The Guadalajara victory in February could be regarded as, and in fact was, a Communist victory, but everyone was unaffectedly glad and in fact enthusiastic. A little later than this one of our aeroplanes, presumably Russian, dropped a bomb in the wrong place and killed a number of POUM militiamen. Later, no doubt, it would have been said that this was “done on purpose”, but at the time this did not occur to anybody. About May, perhaps following on the Barcelona trouble, relations worsened. In Lérida, where large numbers of the new Popular Army formations were in training, when detachments of Popular Army marched past, I saw militiamen of I do not know what militia giving them raspberries and bleating in imitation of sheep. As to victimisation of men known to have served with the POUM, I doubt whether it began until after the alleged espionage discoveries. Immediately after these there appear to have been one or two serious incidents. About the end of June it seems that a detachment of PSUC militia were sent or came of their own accord to attack one of the POUM positions outside Huesca, and the men at the latter had to defend themselves with their machine guns. I have not either the exact date or more than general facts of this, but the source from which I had it leaves me in no doubt that it happened. It was no doubt the result of irresponsible statements in the press about espionage, desertion, etc., which had caused or almost caused trouble on earlier occasions.

The fact that the militias were organised by and owed loyalty to different parties had bad effects after a certain date. At the beginning, when everyone was full of enthusiasm, inter-party rivalry was perhaps not a bad thing—this impression at least I derived from those who were in the earlier fighting when Siétamo etc. were taken. But when the militias were dwindling as against the Popular Army the effect was to make every party anxious to keep its strength up at no matter what cost. I believe that this was one reason for the fact, noted above, that leave was not granted as often as it might have been. Up till about June there was in reality no way of making a man who had gone on leave rejoin his unit, and conscription into the Popular Army, if4 passed into law (I forget when exactly it was passed) was completely ineffective. Therefore a militiaman once on leave could simply go home, and he had the more motive to do so as he had just drawn a big wad of back-pay, or he could join another organisation, which was often done at that time. In practice most men returned from leave, but some did not, so that every spell of leave meant a dwindling of numbers. In addition, I am certain that anxiety to keep up numbers made local commanders over-anxious not to incur casualties when they could not gain eclat° by incurring them. On the Zaragoza front valuable minor opportunities—the kind of thing that would not have got into the papers but would have made a certain difference—were lost owing to this, while such casualties as did occur were completely pointless. Also the useless riff-raff, amounting to five or ten per cent, who are to be found in all bodies of troops and who should be got rid of ruthlessly, were seldom or never got rid of. In January when I complained about the state of discipline a higher-up officer gave me his opinion that all the militias competed in slackness of discipline in order the5 detach recruits from the others. I don’t know whether this was true or said owing to momentary fed-upness.

As to the personnel of the POUM militia, I doubt whether it was much different from the others. In standard of physique, which is a rough test, they were about equal to the PSUC. The POUM did not ask party affiliation from their militiamen, doubtless because being a minority party they found it hard to attract recruits. When the men were in the line efforts were made to get them to join the party, but it is fair to say that there was no kind of pressure. There was the usual proportion of riff-raff, and in addition a certain number of very ignorant peasants and people of no particular political alignment who had probably joined the POUM militia more or less by accident. In addition there was a certain number of people who had simply joined for the sake of a job. The fact that in December 1936 there was already a serious bread shortage in Barcelona and militiamen got bread in plenty had a lot to do with this. Nevertheless some of these nondescripts afterwards turned into quite good soldiers. Apart from a rather large number of refugee Germans there was a sprinkling of foreigners of many races, even including a few Portuguese. Putting aside the Germans, the best soldiers were usually the machine-gunners, who were organised in crews of six and kept rather apart from the others. The fetichistic attitude which men in this position develop towards their gun, rather as towards a household god, is interesting and should be studied. A few of the machine-gunners were old soldiers who had done their service over and over again owing to the Spanish substitute system, but most of them were “good party men,” some of them men of extremely high character and intelligence. I came to the conclusion, somewhat against my will, that in the long run “good party men” make the best soldiers. The detachment of in all about 30 English and Americans sent out by the ILP were divided rather sharply between old soldiers of no particular political affiliations and “good party men” with no military experience. As I am nearer to the first type myself I am probably not prejudiced in saying that I believe the second to be superior. Old soldiers are of course more useful at the beginning of a campaign, and they are all right when there is any fighting, but they have more tendency to go to pieces under inaction and physical exhaustion. A man who has fully identified with some political party is reliable in all circumstances. One would get into trouble in leftwing circles for saying so, but the feeling of many Socialists towards their party is very similar to that of the thicker-headed type of public school man towards his old school. There are individuals who have no particular political feelings and are completely reliable, but they are usually of bourgeois origin. In the POUM militia there was a slight but perceptible tendency for people of bourgeois origin to be chosen as officers. Given the existing class-structure of society I regard this as inevitable. Middle-class and upper-class people have usually more self-confidence in unfamiliar circumstances, and in countries where conscription is not in force they usually have more military tradition than the working class. This is notably the case in England. As to age, 20 to 35 seems to be the proper age for front-line soldiers. Above 35 I would not trust anybody in the line as a common soldier or junior officer unless he is of known political reliability. As for the younger limit, boys as young as 14 are often very brave and reliable, but they simply cannot stand the lack of sleep. They will even fall asleep standing up.

As to treachery, fraternisation, etc., there were just enough rumours about this to suggest that such things happened occasionally, and in fact they are inevitable in civil war. There were vague rumours that at some time prearranged truces had been held in no man’s land for exchange of newspapers. I do not know of an instance of this but once saw some Fascist papers which might have been procured in this manner. The stories circulated in the Communist press about non-aggression pacts and people coming and going freely between our lines and the Fascists were lies. There was undoubtedly treachery among the peasants. The reason why no attack on this front ever came off at the time scheduled was no doubt partly incompetence, but it was also said that if the time was fixed more than a few hours ahead it was invariably known to the Fascists. The Fascists always appeared to know what troops they had opposite them, whereas we only knew what we could infer from patrols etc. I do not know what method was used by spies for getting messages into Huesca, but the method of sending messages out was flash-lamp signalling. There were morse code signals at a certain hour every night. These were always recorded, but except for slogans such as Viva Franco they were always in cipher. I don’t know whether they were successfully deciphered. The spies behind the lines were never caught, in spite of many attempts. Desertions were very rare, though up to May 1937 it would have been easy to walk out of the line, or with a little risk, across to the Fascists. I knew of a few desertions among our men and a few among the PSUC, but the whole number would have been tiny. It is noticeable that men in a force of this type retain political feeling against the enemy as they would not in an ordinary army. When I first reached the front it was taken for granted that officer-prisoners taken by us must be shot, and the Fascists were said to shoot all prisoners—a lie, no doubt, but the significant thing was that people believed it. As late as March 1937 I heard credibly of an officer-prisoner taken by us being shot—again the significant thing is that no one seemed to think this wrong.

As to the actual performance of the POUM militia, I know of this chiefly from others, as I was at the front during the most inactive period of the war. They took part in the taking of Siétamo and the advance on Huesca, and after this the division was split up, some at Huesca, some on the Zaragoza front and a few at Teruel. I believe there was also a handful on the Madrid front. In late February the whole division was concentrated on the eastern side of Huesca. Tactically this was the less important side, and during March–April the part played by the POUM was only raids and holding attacks, affairs involving at most two hundred men and a few score casualties. In some of these they did well, especially the refugee Germans. In the attack on Huesca at the end of June the division lost heavily, 4–600 killed. I was not in this show but heard from others who were that the POUM troops behaved well. By this time the campaigns in the press had begun to produce a certain amount of disaffection. By April even the politically uninterested had grasped that except in their own press and that of the Anarchists no good would be reported of them, whatever their actual performance might be. At the time this produced only a certain irritation, but I know that later, when the division was redistributed, some men who were able to dodge the conscription did so and got civilian jobs on the ground that they were tired of being libelled. A number of men who were in the Huesca attack assured me that General Pozas6 deliberately withheld the artillery to get as many POUM troops killed as possible—doubtless untrue, but showing the effect of campaigns like that conducted by the Communist press. I do not know what happened to the division after being redistributed, but believe they mostly went to the 26th division. Considering the circumstances and their opportunities, I should say that the performance of the POUM militia was respectable though in no way brilliant.




440. To Cyril Connolly

27 April 1938 Handwritten

Jellicoe Pavilion Preston Hall Aylesford Kent

Dear Cyril,

Thanks for your letter. I’m glad you weren’t shot in Spain. It’s a bloody mess down there, the game’s up I’m afraid. I wish I were there. The ghastly thing is that if the war is lost it will simply lead to an intensification of the policy that caused the Spanish Gov.t to be let down, & before we know where we are we shall be in the middle of another war to save democracy.

Did you manage to get my book to review, or did they give it to someone else? It came out on Monday.

I have been here about 5 or 6 weeks & I am afraid I shall have to be here about another 8 or 10. There isn’t really anything very wrong, evidently an old TB. lesion which has partly healed itself & which I must have had 10 years or more. I think if it had been serious the exposure in Spain would have done for me, whereas I came out of that business feeling very well & actually putting on weight until I was wounded.1 I can’t work, of course, which is a bore & will put my next novel back till 1939. I heard from Stephen Spender, who sent me a copy of his play & says he’ll come & see me some time. Funny, I had always used him & the rest of that gang as symbols of the pansy Left, & in fact I don’t care for his poems to speak of, but when I met him in person I liked him so much & was sorry for the things I had said about him.

Please remember me to your wife.

Yours
Eric Blair

No, don’t come & visit me. I know it would depress you—this place I mean—& it’s probably a tiresome journey.




441. To the Editor, The Times Literary Supplement

14 May 1938

Sir,—I know it is not usual to answer reviews, but as your review of my book “Homage to Catalonia” in The Times Literary Supplement of April 30 amounts to misrepresentation I should be greatly obliged if you would allow me space to answer it.

Your reviewer1 begins:—

[George Orwell] enlisted in the Militia, took part in the trench warfare round Huesca, was wounded, and after some disheartening experiences in the internal rising in Barcelona in May, 1937, was compelled to flee the country.

The implication here is, (a) that I had been wounded before the fighting in Barcelona, and (b) that I had to flee the country as a direct result of my “disheartening experiences.” As was made perfectly clear in my book, I was wounded some little time after the fighting in Barcelona, and I had to leave the country as a result of events which I set out at considerable length and which, so far as I know, had no direct connexion with my “disheartening experiences.”

The rest of his review is mainly an attempt to throw discredit upon the Spanish Militias who were holding the Aragon front with inadequate weapons and other equipment during the first year of war. He has distorted various things that I said in order to make it appear that I agree with him. For example:—

Discipline did not exist in the Militia: “if a man disliked an order he would step out of the ranks and argue fiercely with the officer.”

I never said that discipline “did not exist in the Militia.” What your reviewer failed to mention is that in the passage quoted (“if a man disliked an order,” &c.) I was describing the behaviour of raw recruits their first day at the barracks, when they behaved as raw recruits always behave, as anyone with military experience would expect.

Yours truly,
George Orwell


[image: image] The reviewer writes:—

Mr. Orwell is unduly sensitive. I stated that he was wounded in the trench warfare round Huesca and that he was compelled to flee the country after some disheartening experiences in the internal rising in Barcelona—all facts recorded at length in his book. If my necessarily brief sentence implied that he was wounded before the rising this was unintentional and does not seem to reflect on him or anyone else. I did not say he was compelled to flee because of his part in the May rising, or that there was any direct connexion between the two events. Actually, however, it seems clear that it was because Mr. Orwell was then, and subsequently, associated with the P.O.U.M. organization, which was officially blamed for the rising, that he was obliged to leave the country.

Of the May rising and the subsequent period Mr. Orwell uses the words “concentrated disgust,” “fury,” “miserable internecine scrap,” “cesspool,” “disillusionment” and “a depressing outlook.” If that is not disheartenment, what is?

Finally, as to indiscipline, it is a question of point of view. Mr. Orwell speaks of “a mob of ragged children in the front line,” one of whom threw a hand grenade into a dugout fire “for a joke”; of slapping generals on the back, of how when men refused to obey orders it was necessary to appeal to them in the name of comradeship, and of how “You often had to argue for five minutes before you got an order obeyed.” He says further (p. 34):—“Actually a newly raised draft of militia was an indisciplined mob. … In a workers’ army discipline is theoretically voluntary,” &c. He adds that “it is a tribute to the strength of revolutionary discipline that the Militias stayed in the field at all.”

On 28 May 1938, The Times Literary Supplement published a second letter from Orwell:



Sir,—I am very sorry to trouble you with this correspondence, but your reviewer has again resorted to misquotation. For example: “Actually a newly raised draft of militia was an undisciplined mob.” In my book the sentence ran as follows: “Actually, a newly raised draft of militia was an undisciplined mob not because the officers called the privates ‘Comrade’ but because new troops are always an undisciplined mob.”

By suppressing the second half of the sentence he has given it a totally different meaning; and similarly with various other statements which he has picked out of their contexts. As for his rearrangement of the order of events in the book, he pleads that his account was “necessarily brief,” this does not seem any reason for altering the chronology.

Yours truly,
George Orwell




442. To Yvonne Davet

19 May 1938 Handwritten

Jellicoe Pavilion Preston Hall Aylesford Kent Angleterre

Chère camarade,

Je vous remercie pour votre lettre. Vous avez du travailler très dur d’avoir fini la traduction litèrale de mon livre1 et d’autres traductions aussi. Je ferai mon mieux d’expliquer toutes les expressions d’argot, etc. Comme vous pouvez voir pour vous-même, je n’ai pas le moindre idée sur le sujet du style français, mais je comprends le français assez bien pour savoir si une phrase est exactement traduite ou non. Pas de besoin d’écrire à Secker & Warburg. Je leur ai dit déjà que vous étiez en train de faire une traduction. Saviez-vous que c’est la N.R.F. qui ont publié une traduction d’un autre livre2 des miens (“La Vache Enragée”, traduction de R. N. Raimbaud.) Ils se souviendront de mon nom, sans doute. En quelques jours, quand ma femme viendra me faire une visite, je vous enverrai une exemplaire de l’édition anglaise de “Homage de Catalonia.” Malheureusement je suis depuis deux mois en hôpital. J’ai toussé du sang il y a deux mois, et après m’avoir examiné ils ont découvert que je suis poitrinaire. Mais ce n’est pas grand’ chose, seulement ils m’ont dit qu’il ne faut reposer pendant trois ou quatre mois. J’avais promis d’aller aux Indes pour travailler pendant une année pour un journal. Naturellement ça m’est impossible maintenant, et j’en suis assez content, car j’ai vu bien assez des Indes dans ma vie. Je ne pourrai commencer mon prochain roman que quand je sortirai d’ici. Espèrons que j’aurai le temps de le finir avant la guerre!

Bien fraternellement
Eric Blair

Translation

Thank you for your letter. You must have had to work very hard to finish the literal translation of my book1 and other translations as well. I will do my best to explain all the slang expressions, etc. As you can see for yourself, I haven’t the slightest idea of French style, but I can understand French well enough to know if a sentence is exactly translated or not. No need to write to Secker & Warburg. I have already told them that you were doing a translation. Did you know that it was the N.R.F. who published a translation of another book of mine (“La Vache Enragée”, translated by R. N. Raimbaud).2 They will no doubt remember my name. In a few days, when my wife comes to visit me, I’ll send you a copy of the English edition of “Homage to Catalonia.” Unfortunately I’ve been in hospital for two months. I started spitting blood two months ago, and after examining me they discovered I have consumption. It is not serious, but they’ve told me to rest for three or four months. I had promised to go to India to work for a year on a newspaper. Naturally that’s out of the question now, and I’m quite glad, as I’ve seen quite enough of India already. I can’t start my next novel till I get out of here. Let’s hope I have time to finish it before the war!




443. To Jack Common

Sunday, [22 May 1938]1 Handwritten

Jellicoe Pavilion Preston Hall Aylesford Kent

Dear Jack,

Warburg sent me a copy of your book2 yesterday, & I think it’s bloody good, though there’s a lot you say that I don’t agree to. I’ll do a review of it for the New English Weekly,3 also send Warburg a note on it as he asked for blurb purposes. As I told you before I’m frankly opposed to this blurb business4 even when one admires the book in question, because the only way one can get any hearing worth having for one’s critical opinions is by being the sort of person who can’t be quoted on blurbs. Is that your first published book, apart from “Seven Shifts”?5 Isn’t it a grand feeling when you see your thoughts taking shape at last in a solid lump? I don’t know if Eileen remembered to send you a copy of my Spanish book, but if not she will when she gets back home on Monday. I don’t know how it’s sold, but I haven’t had as many reviews as usual so I suppose it’s been boycotted a bit. Of course apart from any political back-stabbing there is the usual reviewing ramp, ie. the number & favourableness of the reviews you get is directly dependent on the amount your publisher spends on advertising. I think if I was a publisher I wouldn’t even do it in such a roundabout way as that, but simply pay the leading hack-reviewers a monthly retaining fee to keep my books to the fore. I hope things go well with you. I am much better though not out of bed yet so I suppose I shall be here another month or two months. It’s a bore not being able either to work or to get home & try & salvage what is left of the garden after this bloody weather, but undoubtedly the rest has done me good & incidentally has made me keen to get started with my next novel, though when I came here I had been thinking that what with Hitler, Stalin & the rest of them the day of novel-writing was over. As it is if I start it in August I daresay I’ll have to finish it in the concentration camp.

All the best to Mary & Peter.

Yours
Eric Blair




444. Eileen Blair to Leonard Moore

24 May 1938 Handwritten

Wallington,
Near Baldock, Herts.

Dear Mr Moore,

Eric would like two more copies of ‘Homage to Catalonia’, if possible one to be sent here & one direct to him. I hope I am right in asking you for these— I’m not sure.

I ought to have written to you before but the future remains very vague. However, I think some plan will be settled this week & then I will write to you again.1

Yours sincerely,
Eileen Blair.




445. Sir Richard Rees to Orwell

25 May [1938] Handwritten

c/o Thos Cook & Sons Place de la Madeleine Paris.

Dear Eric

I have just reached Paris from Barcelona,1 and I learn by a letter from Eileen that you have been laid up since March 8 but are doing very well—which latter I am indeed glad to hear. I knew you had been ill, but didn’t realise it was ever since March 8 (before I left for Barcelona). If I had known then I would have tried to get in touch with you before leaving.

I have sent you a book, which I hope you will enjoy—Georges Bernanos’ “Les Grands Cimetières sous la Lune”.2 You will, of course, like me, be infuriated by his sentimentality. He’s a Royalist and his attitude to “les pauvres” is imbecile. He says they must be “honoured”, as the middle ages honoured women, for their “faiblesse”. All the same, he’s a very good chap in many ways, as you’ll find if you persevere with the book. His, and his son’s experiences with the Phalangistes3 are in a way analogous to your experience with the P.O.U.M. The fascist treatment of the Phalanges corresponds very much to the C.P. treatment of the P.O.U.M. and the idealistic anarchists.

And, by the way, if you want to read another really good book on Spain—try Elliot Paul’s “Life & Death of a Spanish Town”.4 It is about the island of Ibiza before & up to the war and makes a good comparison to Bernanos, which is about the neighbouring island of Majorca and which, more or less, begins just where Elliot Paul’s ends, with the first fighting in the Balearic Isles.5 Both these books really are worth reading, and, with yours, they are the only books about Spain that can be said to be written by people with free (i.e. fundamentally honest, if often mistaken) minds. I read your book through at one sitting. It is painful reading, of course, but on the whole it convinced me that you were lucky, in spite of everything, to have got mixed up with the P.O.U.M. & not the C.P.

That short period when the untrained anarchist militia, almost unarmed, were holding the Aragon front, really was the only pure revolutionary experience of the whole sordid business.

However, even my own even more sordid though less exciting experiences were not without flashes of the same thing—and anyway I did not need convincing that “equality” in the anarchist sense can work—though whether it ever will be allowed to in this world, God only knows with all respect to God, I find it hard to believe that he will ever allow it to. I get more and more pessimistic.

Chamberlain is going to sell Spain & Eastern Europe to Fascism in return for, a (temporary) immunity for the British Empire & British Capitalism.

During my last visit to Spain I felt ashamed of being English. In my more catastrophically gloomy moods (which are frequent) I find myself hoping that hell will break loose soon. After all, it would be better than a few more decades of ignominious security which Chamberlain hopes to buy by his concessions to Fascism. All the same, your description of hand-to-hand fighting convinces me I could never be a good soldier. I had plenty of bombing & shelling & was sometimes under rifle fire, and I saw plenty of violent death—and I found it all more or less bearable.

But I never had to experience anything like that raid you describe, when the white armlets failed to arrive and somebody said “couldn’t we arrange for the fascists to wear white armlets?”! I should never have enough aggressive spirit (i.e. courage) to get through an experience like that, sitting tight while being bombed or machine gunned from the air is quite a different matter and infinitely easier.

I hope you are comfortable and have plenty to read. Eileen tells me you have written a Peace pamphlet.6

I can’t imagine peace, I can only imagine negative war—i.e. the kind of peace you find in Paris & London when you return from Spain. And really I am not sure I don’t prefer war to that kind of peace.

But I suppose it is nonsense to talk like that, really.

Well, au revoir, and I hope you’ll find Bernanos interesting.

Yours
Richard




446. To the Editor, New English Weekly

26 May 1938


On 14 April, A. Romney Green had published, in New English Weekly, an article on Aldous Huxley, in the series Delinquent Stars. He said that Huxley was ‘the arch-exponent of … [the] philosophy of “meaninglessness” which was so convenient, as he frankly admits, in its emancipation of their sexual appetites’; and he accused him of taking ‘the intolerably smug and absolutely fatal view of his brother pacifists that the abolition of war must precede other social reforms.’ Green grouped with Huxley, as ‘delinquent stars’ and ‘false prophets,’ C. E. M. Joad, Siegfried Sassoon, Osbert Sitwell ‘and the rest of our pacifist philosophers and literati,’ and he made sarcastic reference to Huxley’s Ends and Means: An Inquiry into the Nature of Ideals and the Methods Employed for Their Realization (1937).

Two weeks later, B. J. Boothroyd defended Huxley’s position against what he called Green’s ‘ill-considered attack’ on the author of ‘this brilliant and inspiring book,’ an attack ‘ill-mannered and ridiculously inapplicable to such a man’ as Huxley. On 12 May, J. S. Collis accused Boothroyd of being himself ill-mannered, showing the ‘insolent complacency of a man incapable of grappling with a new idea.’ In the same issue, Green said he felt no need to retract anything he had written except for a passing and ‘too hasty reference to the Everyman’ editions; he had exaggerated the number of misprints he claimed to have found in the Everyman Huxley. At this stage, Orwell joined the debate.



ENDS AND MEANS

Sir,—May I suggest the following considerations to your correspondent, Mr. Romney Green?

(1) He says: “(pacifist) theories are just sufficiently plausible to put to rest the consciences of those well-to-do intellectuals who are rather worried by the social problem but who, if war can otherwise be averted, don’t really want to see it solved. It is these people who have the pacifist stars on all their drawing-room tables, and who, since nothing can be done about the social problem till war is abolished, may clearly feel quite justified in doing nothing about it.”

Is anything of this kind happening? Is it really pacifist literature that we see on every drawing-room table—is it not, on the contrary, so-called “antifascist” literature? Pacifism is so far from being fashionable, or acceptable to the possessing class, that all the big daily newspapers unite to boycott all news of pacifist activities. Virtually the whole of the left-wing intelligentsia, via their mouthpieces in the News Chronicle, the New Statesman, Reynolds, etc., are clamouring for a Popular Front Government as a prelude to war against Germany. It is true that they are usually too mealy-mouthed to say openly that they wish for war, but that is what they mean, and in private they will often admit that war is “inevitable,” by which they mean desirable.

(2) He also says: “I seriously doubt either the intelligence or the sincerity of anyone who goes about England with his eyes open … and who … professes to think that nothing can be done about the social problem until war is abolished.”

The implication is that pacifism is somehow being used, or could be used, as an excuse for blocking social reform. Once again, where is this happening, and how could it happen? In every country except those which are definitely outside the war-orbit, the supposed necessity to prepare for war is being systematically used to prevent every kind of social advance. It goes without saying that this happens in the Fascist countries, but “guns before butter” also rules in the democracies. We have seen how, in the space of two years, the French working class have been swindled out of every advantage they won in 1936,1 and always by means of the same catchword—“All Frenchmen must unite against Hitler.” The truth is that any real advance, let alone any genuinely revolutionary change, can only begin when the mass of the people definitely refuse capitalist-imperialist war and thus make it clear to their rulers that a war-policy is not practicable. So long as they show themselves willing to fight “in defence of democracy,” or “against Fascism,” or for any other flyblown slogan, the same trick will be played upon them again and again: “You can’t have a rise in wages now, because we have got to prepare for war. Guns before butter!”

Meanwhile there is considerable possibility of producing an effective anti-war movement in England. It is a question of mobilising the dislike of war that undoubtedly exists in ordinary decent people, as opposed to the hack-journalists and the pansy left. The fact that a book like Mr. Huxley’s contains a certain amount of self-righteousness (we are all self-righteous in different ways), and is written too much from the standpoint of a middle-class intellectual, is beside the point. Anyone who helps to put peace on the map is doing useful work. The real enemies of the working class are not those who talk to them in a too highbrow manner; they are those who try to trick them into identifying their interests with those of their exploiters, and into forgetting what every manual worker inwardly knows—that modern war is a racket.


A. Romney Green replied in the issue of 16 June. He reiterated that war was inevitable; that Britain’s supremacy as an imperial power ‘might very well be challenged by less fortunate races even if we were putting our Empire to reasonably good use’; that if we couldn’t have butter and guns it was better to have guns, but ‘our victory in the terrific struggle which lies ahead of us depends upon our discovering before it is too late that a people whose gunmaking leaves them still with vast reservoirs of unemployed labour and ill-developed natural resources might have butter also.’






447. Eileen Blair to Leonard Moore

30 May 1938 Typewritten

Wallington, Near Baldock, Herts.

Dear Mr. Moore,

I promised Eric I would write and tell you the news about him, which is that he is to go abroad for the winter, staying at Preston Hall until he leaves England—that is, probably until August or September. After that we hope he will be able to come home, though not to this house. We think of trying to find somewhere to live in Dorset. All this does not of course mean that he is worse, but only that the position has been made clearer to him. As a matter of fact, the original diagnosis was wrong: he had bronchiectasis and probably no phthisis. Apparently there is no point in treating bronchiectasis by the absolute rest that sometimes cures phthisis, and I think he is going to be allowed up as soon as the weather is reasonable.1 He ought also to be able to do some gentle work on the novel in July or August. Of course it’s not easy to work in a sanatorium, where people constantly walk about and impose a timetable that probably interferes with the work timetable, but the book seethes in his head and he is very anxious to get on with it. I ought to have written to you some time ago about this novel, when Eric first realised that he couldn’t finish it by October, but he then wanted Gollancz to be told that it would be ready anyway before Christmas. Now he thinks that it will be ready in the spring and this seems quite probable. I should be very grateful if you could give Gollancz a message about it in whatever terms you think proper.

I hear there is a wonderful review of Homage to Catalonia in the Observer,2 but I haven’t seen it yet. On the whole the reviews have really been very good don’t you think? It’s interesting that the C.P. have decided not to be rude—and extremely clever of them to be reticent in the definitely Communist press and to say their little piece anonymously in the T.L.S. and the Listener. By the way, do you know when Warburg proposes to pay an advance? We thought he was to pay £75 in January and £75 on publication, but perhaps that’s wrong.

Eric is still being extraordinarily amenable and placid about everything, and everyone is delighted with his general condition.

Yours sincerely,

Eileen Blair




448. To C. D. Abbott, Director, Lockwood Memorial Library, University of Buffalo

4 June 1938


The Lockwood Memorial Library wrote to Orwell, describing him as a poet, to ask if he would let them have, as a gift, any of his manuscripts, since they were making a collection of materials on modern poetry.



New Hostel1 Preston Hall Aylesford Kent England

Dear Sir,

With reference to your letter CDA:he dated May 20, I am not a poet, only a novelist. I am afraid perhaps somebody may have misinformed you. If it will interest you to have the MS. of one of my novels, I may still have one by me—I believe the MS. of my latest book, “Homage to Catalonia”, has not been destroyed. If so, & if it would be of any use to you, I could send it along.

Yours truly
George Orwell




449. To Yvonne Davet

7 June 1938 Handwritten


The doctors at Aylesford advised Orwell to spend the winter in a warm climate for the sake of his lungs. The cost was financed by a gift of £300 given anonymously by novelist L. H. Myers (1881–1944), through Max and Dorothy Plowman. Orwell later repaid this gift, which he regarded as a loan; see letter to Dorothy Plowman, 19 February 1946, 2903. When Crick wrote his life of Orwell, no evidence had been traced as to why Morocco was chosen (see 369), but since then Madame Yvonne Davet has made available her letters from Orwell; those of 18 and 26 August 1938 (see 474, 477) reveal the reasons. See also Shelden, 324–25; U.S.: 296–97.



New Hostel Preston Hall Aylesford Kent

Chère camarade,

J’ai fait mon mieux. Je n’ai pas de dictionnaire française ici, mais j’espère que vous pouvez comprendre ce que j’ai écrit. Quand il n’y a rien à changer j’ai marqué votre note ainsi V, autrement j’ai fait mes explications dans les pages ci-jointes.

Je me trouve beaucoup mieux, mais on me dit qu’il me faut rester ici jusqu’à juillet ou août et puis m’en aller au sud de France, car il sera mieux de ne pas passer l’hiver en Angleterre. Je ne sais pas encore si° il ne faudra aller dans un hôpital, ou si on me permettra de prendre un logement et vivre chez moi. Dans le dernier cas, vous pourriez peut-être nous aider à trouver une petite cottage quelconque? En tous cas ma femme et moi serons très contents de vous rencontrer quand nous passons par Paris.

Avec tous mes remerciments pour la peine que vous vous avez donnée en traduisant mon livre,

Très fraternellment
Eric Blair

P.S. Est ce que vous connaissiez Eugène Dabit? Je viens de lire un livre d’André Gide sur la U.R.R.S.,1 dans lequel il dit que Dabit l’a accompagné en Russie et qu’il est mort là, ce que je ne savais pas. Je savais seulement qu’il était mort. Je l’ai recontré° à Londres. Il était neveu de Mrs Sturge Moore, une dame française qui s’est mariée avec Thomas Sturge Moore,2 le poète irlandaise. Nous avons diné ensemble et je l’ai trouvé très sympathique.

Translation

I have done my best. I haven’t got a French dictionary here, but I hope you can understand what I’ve written. When there is nothing to alter I’ve marked your note thus V, otherwise I’ve made some explanatory notes on the attached sheets.

I am much better, but they say I must stay here till July or August and then go away to the south of France, as it will be better not to spend the winter in England. I don’t yet know whether I will have to go into hospital, or whether they will let me rent somewhere and live at home. If the latter, could you possibly help us find some little cottage? In any case my wife and I will be glad to meet you when we go through Paris.

With all my thanks for the trouble you have taken in translating my book.

P.S. Did you know Eugène Dabit? I’ve just read a book by André Gide on the Soviet Union,1 in which he says that Dabit went with him to Russia and that he died there, which I did not know. I knew only that he had died. I met him in London. He was the nephew of Mrs Sturge Moore, a Frenchwoman who married Thomas Sturge Moore,2 the Irish poet. We had dinner together, and I liked him very much.




450. Eileen Blair to Leonard Moore

7 June 1938 Handwritten

Wallington,
Near Baldock, Herts.

Dear Mr Moore,

One of my weekend guests tells me that he lost a letter to you that he was going to post for me. So I write again to thank you for the cheque; possibly you will have two acknowledgments but indeed you have earned many. I did not expect to see the second half of the advance for a long time.

I am extremely sorry about Miss Perriam. That business is hell I know. But I also know a woman who had a series of similar operations about eight years ago & has since had no further trouble, so I do hope Miss Perriam may go on resembling her.

You must be terribly overworked. I suppose the summer is your easier time but of course on the other hand it’s almost intolerable (to me anyway) to be in London throughout the hot weather.

I am busy too—typing a novel about the Afghan frontier, complete with a ‘man-child’ being reared to avenge his dead father by a devoted mother & a half-blind grandmother.1 The grammar is as original as the plot & the punctuation perhaps unique. Does it not surprise you to see what books are completed?

Eric has been allowed up & is very pleased with himself.

With many thanks,

Yours sincerely,
Eileen Blair.

Wednesday.2

I missed the postman this morning so have opened this to thank you for the book & letter brought by him. I had to write an almost unintelligible letter to Warburg which did convey I hope the idea that he should stop asking Eric to write blurbs. He persists in doing this & Eric hates getting the books but there is some suggestion (to Eric anyway) that if he doesn’t write the blurb he is letting someone down. So I was to tell Warburg that he is not going to write any more ‘bits’. Probably he will though. He always enjoys doing things for the New English Weekly as Mairet will print anything he writes & never presses him.3 I think it’s quite good for him to write short articles when he feels like it; it’s the compulsion that is exhausting, not the writing. As for the correspondence in the Times Lit. Supp. that you may have seen, it has been a delight.4

I’m sorry you’ve had so hard a time with Warburg. I believe the book ought to sell quite well but I wish he had more money for publicity. The Time & Tide, New Statesman & Observer reviews5 really warrant a splash.

If you are ever in the direction of Maidstone, Eric would be delighted to see you of course—the place is on the London road about 2½ miles from Maidstone & there are no special visiting hours.

Yours sincerely,
Eileen Blair




451. Review of Assignment in Utopia by Eugene Lyons

New English Weekly, 9 June 1938

To get the full sense of our ignorance as to what is really happening in the U.S.S.R., it is worth trying to translate the most sensational Russian event of the past two years, the Trotskyist trials, into English terms. Make the necessary adjustments, let Left be Right and Right be Left, and you get something like this:


Mr. Winston Churchill, now in exile in Portugal, is plotting to overthrow the British Empire and establish Communism in England. By the use of unlimited Russian money he has succeeded in building up a huge Churchillite organisation which includes members of Parliament, factory managers, Roman Catholic bishops and practically the whole of the Primrose League. Almost every day some dastardly act of sabotage is laid bare—sometimes a plot to blow up the House of Lords, sometimes an outbreak of foot and mouth disease in the Royal racing-stables. Eighty percent. of the Beefeaters at the Tower are discovered to be agents of the Comintern. A high official of the Post Office admits brazenly to having embezzled postal orders to the tune of £5,000,000, and also to having committed lèse majesté by drawing moustaches on postage stamps. Lord Nuffield, after a 7-hour interrogation by Mr. Norman Birkett, confesses that ever since 1920 he has been fomenting strikes in his own factories. Casual half-inch paras in every issue of the newspapers announce that fifty more Churchillite sheep-stealers have been shot in Westmoreland° or that the proprietress of a village shop in the Cotswolds has been transported to Australia for sucking the bullseyes and putting them back in the bottle. And meanwhile the Churchillites (or Churchillite-Harmsworthites as they are called after Lord Rothermere’s execution) never cease from proclaiming that it is they who are the real defenders of Capitalism and that Chamberlain and the rest of his gang are no more than a set of Bolsheviks in disguise.



Anyone who has followed the Russian trials knows that this is scarcely a parody. The question arises, could anything like this happen in England? Obviously it could not. From our point of view the whole thing is not merely incredible as a genuine conspiracy, it is next door to incredible as a frame-up. It is simply a dark mystery, of which the only seizable fact—sinister enough in its way—is that Communists over here regard it as a good advertisement for Communism.

Meanwhile the truth about Stalin’s régime, if we could only get hold of it, is of the first importance. Is it Socialism, or is it a peculiarly vicious form of state-capitalism? All the political controversies that have made life hideous for two years past really circle round this question, though for several reasons it is seldom brought into the foreground. It is difficult to go [to] Russia, once there it is impossible to make adequate investigations, and all one’s ideas on the subject have to be drawn from books which are so fulsomely “for” or so venomously “against” that the prejudice stinks a mile away. Mr. Lyons’s book is definitely in the “against” class, but he gives the impression of being much more reliable than most. It is obvious from his manner of writing that he is not a vulgar propagandist, and he was in Russia a long time (1928–34) as correspondent for the United Press Agency, having been sent there on Communist recommendation. Like many others who have gone to Russia full of hope he was gradually disillusioned, and unlike some others he finally decided to tell the truth about it. It is an unfortunate fact that any hostile criticism of the present Russian regime is liable to be taken as propaganda against Socialism; all Socialists are aware of this, and it does not make for honest discussion.

The years that Mr. Lyons spent in Russia were years of appalling hardship, culminating in the Ukraine famine of 1933, in which a number estimated at not less than three million people starved to death. Now, no doubt, after the success of the Second Five Year Plan,1 the physical conditions have improved, but there seems no reason for thinking that the social atmosphere is greatly different. The system that Mr. Lyons describes does not seem to be very different from Fascism. All real power is concentrated in the hands of two or three million people, the town proletariat, theoretically the heirs of the revolution, having been robbed even of the elementary right to strike; more recently, by the introduction of the internal passport system, they have been reduced to a status resembling serfdom.2 The G.P.U. are everywhere, everyone lives in constant terror of denunciation, freedom of speech and of the press are obliterated to an extent we can hardly imagine. There are periodical waves of terror, sometimes the “liquidation” of kulaks or Nepmen, sometimes some monstrous state trial at which people who have been in prison for months or years are suddenly dragged forth to make incredible confessions, while their children publish articles in the newspapers saying “I repudiate my father as a Trotskyist serpent.” Meanwhile the invisible Stalin is worshipped in terms that would have made Nero blush. This—at great length and in much detail—is the picture Mr. Lyons presents, and I do not believe he has misrepresented the facts. He does, however, show signs of being embittered by his experiences, and I think he probably exaggerates the amount of discontent prevailing among the Russians themselves.

He once succeeded in interviewing Stalin, and found him human, simple and likeable. It is worth noticing that H. G. Wells said the same thing,3 and it is a fact that Stalin, at any rate on the cinematograph, has a likeable face. Is it not also recorded that A1 Capone was the best of husbands and fathers, and that Joseph Smith (of Brides in the Bath fame) was sincerely loved by the first of his seven wives and always returned to her between murders?




452. To the Editor, The Listener

16 June 1938

Review of ‘Homage to Catalonia’

Your reviewer’s1 treatment of facts is a little curious. In his review of my book Homage to Catalonia in THE LISTENER of May 25 he uses about four-fifths of his space in resurrecting from the Communist Press the charge that the Spanish political party known as the P.O.U.M. is a ‘fifth column’ organisation in the pay of General Franco. He states first that this accusation was ‘hyperbolical’, but adds later that it was ‘credible’, and that the leaders of the P.O.U.M. were ‘little better than traitors to the Government cause’. Now, I leave on one side the question of how it can be credible that Franco’s ‘fifth column’ could be composed of the poorest of the working class, led by men most of whom had been imprisoned under the regime Franco was trying to restore, and at least one of whom was on Franco’s special list of ‘persons to be shot’. If your reviewer can believe in stories of that kind, he is entitled to do so. What he is not entitled to do is to repeat his accusation, which is incidentally an accusation against myself, without even indicating from whom it came or that I had had anything to say about it. He leaves it to be inferred all through that the absurd charges of treachery and espionage originated with the Spanish Government. But, as I pointed out in great detail (Chapter XI of my book), these charges never had any footing outside the Communist Press, nor was any evidence in support of them ever produced. The Spanish Government has again and again repudiated all belief in them, and has steadfastly refused to prosecute the men whom the Communist newspapers denounced. I gave chapter and verse from the Spanish Government’s statements, which have since been repeated several times. Your reviewer simply ignores all this, no doubt hoping that he has so effectually put people off reading the book that his misrepresentations will pass unnoticed.

I do not expect or wish for ‘good’ reviews, and if your reviewer chooses to use most of his space in expressing his own political opinions, that is a matter between him and yourself. But I think I have a right to ask that when a book of mine is discussed at the length of a column there shall be at least some mention of what I have actually said.



	Aylesford
	George Orwell





[We have sent the above letter to our reviewer, who replies:

‘Mr. Orwell’s letter ignores the major fact that conditions in Barcelona at one time became so bad that the Spanish Government was forced to send in armed police to put down what amounted to an insurrection. The leaders of that insurrection were the extreme anarchist elements allied with the P.O.U.M. It is not a question of “resurrecting” charges from the Communist Press, but of historic fact. I have spent a considerable part of the Spanish war in Spain, and have not relied upon newspaper reports for my information.

‘As I made clear in my review, it was not the intention of the rank and file of the P.O.U.M. to do other than fight against Franco. Being poor and ignorant men, the complexities of the revolutionary situation were beyond them; their leaders were to blame. As for being part of Franco’s fifth column, there is no doubt that whoever declined to co-operate with the central government and to abide by the law was, in fact, weakening the authority of that government and thus aiding the enemy. I submit that in time of war ignorance is as reprehensible as malicious sabotage. It is effect that matters, not the reasons for action.

‘I am sorry if Mr. Orwell thinks that I wanted to put readers off a magnificently written book: I didn’t: I want people to read it even if, in my opinion, his analysis is wrong. It is the essence of a democracy in peace time that all views should be available to everybody’.

We are bound to say, in printing our reviewer’s reply, that we consider it hardly meets the points made by Mr. Orwell, to whom we express our regrets.—Editor, THE LISTENER2]






453. Review of The Freedom of the Streets by Jack Common

New English Weekly, 16 June 1938

Jack Common, a writer who is at present not so well known as he might be but who is potentially a sort of Chesterton of the Left, approaches the subject of Socialism from an interesting and unfamiliar angle.

He is of proletarian origin, and much more than most writers of this kind he preserves his proletarian viewpoint. In doing so he puts his finger on one of the chief difficulties of the Socialist movement—the fact that the word “Socialism” means something quite different to a working man from what it means to a middle-class Marxist. To those who actually have the destiny of the Socialist movement in their hands, virtually everything that a manual worker means when he says “Socialism” is either irrelevant or heretical. As Mr. Common shows in a series of separate but connected essays, the manual workers in a machine civilization have certain characteristics forced upon them by the circumstances in which they live: loyalty, improvidence, generosity, hatred of privilege. It is out of these that they evolve their vision of a future society, so that the mystique of proletarian Socialism is the idea of equality. This is a very different vision from that of the middle-class Socialist who accepts Marx as his prophet—literally a prophet, a tipster who not only tells you which horse to back, but also provides the reason why the horse didn’t win.

The spirit in which Mr. Common writes is the mixture of messianic hope and cheerful pessimism that is sometimes to be found in the quieter corners of the four-ale bar on a Saturday night. He thinks that we are all going to be blown to hell by bombs, but that the dictatorship of the proletariat is really going to happen:

“A time is coming when even the comparatively comfortable will suffer under the terror of lawless governments, created in their own choice or by their acquiescence. The about-to-be-bombed need not fear communism. They will be communists themselves by the time the bombing is over, if they survive … For it only needs a turn of the screw, an increase of tension, and the fragile and rather imaginary partitions by which the masses of all the world are allowed to cherish their divisions will blow away.”

Yes: but if there were any certainty that this will happen, would it not be the duty of every Socialist to hope and work for war? And dare any thinking person do that nowadays?

There must be very many minds in which that hackneyed phrase, “dictatorship of the proletariat,” has been successively a nightmare, a hope and a chimaera. One starts off—for after all, that is how most middle-class people do start—by thinking “God help us all when it happens!” and one ends up by thinking “What a pity it can’t happen!” Mr. Common writes all the while as though the dictatorship of the proletariat were just round the corner—a pious hope, but the facts do not seem to give much warrant for it. It would seem that what you get over and over again is a movement of the proletariat which is promptly canalised and betrayed by astute people at the top, and then the growth of a new governing class. The one thing that never arrives is equality. The mass of the people never get the chance to bring their innate decency into the control of affairs, so that one is almost driven to the cynical thought that men are only decent when they are powerless.

Meanwhile this is an interesting book, which tells you much less about Socialism as an economic theory and much more about it as a body of belief, one might almost say a way of life, than the average textbook. I particularly recommend the two essays called “The Judgment of the Vulgar” and “Fascism in Men of Good Will.” Allowing for the fact that it has found literary expression—which in itself is slightly abnormal—this is the authentic voice of the ordinary man, the man who might infuse a new decency into the control of affairs if only he could get there, but who in practice never seems to get much further than the trenches, the sweatshop and the jail.




454. To Naomi Mitchison

17 June 1938 Handwritten

New Hostel Preston Hall Aylesford Kent

Dear Miss Mitchison,1

Many thanks for your letter. I am glad you liked the book. As you say, it is harder than ever before to make sure of the right political line. If one allows a free hand to the Communists & their friends one is, I am certain, allowing the whole Socialist movement to be perverted, whereas if one opposes them there is always the chance that one is, objectively if not intentionally, aiding the Fascists. This last argument is, of course, dragged forth on every occasion. Nevertheless I believe it is right to try & keep alive the older version of Socialism even when it doesn’t seem strategically opportune. I have never been much impressed by the C.P. line of talk to the effect, “People’s motives do not matter; the only thing that matters is the objective result of their actions.” To begin with, it is much easier to be certain about people’s motives than to foresee the result of any course of action, & in practice the C.P. prophecies about the results of this & that have often turned out to be wrong. Secondly, their whole line of thought is based on doing evil that good may come, which in my opinion implies thinking that causes do not have effects. On the other hand there is an ever-present danger of becoming simply anti-Communist, as the Trotskyists do, which is completely sterile even if it isn’t harmful. As to the U.S.S.R., I have next to no notion as to what is happening there & I believe less & less of what I read about it. I suppose you have been to Russia? I never have, & I don’t suppose I shall be able to now.

My wound healed very quickly & didn’t leave much in the way of after-effects. I am in this place for T.B., but it is nothing serious & I shall be out soon, after which I am probably going abroad for the winter.

Thank you for writing.

Yours sincerely

Eric Blair

(“George Orwell”)




455. Contract for ‘Poverty in Practice’

18 June 1938


Thomas Nelson & Sons Ltd sent Orwell on 18 June, via Eileen, a contract to write a book to be called ‘Poverty in Practice.’ He was to receive an advance of £50. He was not well enough, however, to be allowed to type, and the contract was not signed. It is possible that, realising the need to husband his strength, he made a choice between ‘Poverty in Practice’ and the book he was to write in Morocco, Coming Up for Air. It may be more than coincidental that one of the consultants treating Orwell at Preston Hall (possibly his brother-in-law, Laurence O’Shaughnessy) wrote in Orwell’s Case Record for 21 June 1938: ‘I have suggested his immediate future and warned him duly of the risks of literary research!’ No letters about this from Orwell have been traced.






455A. Eileen Blair to Denys King-Farlow

22 June 1938 Handwritten

Wallington,
near Baldock, Herts.

Dear Denys,

When I told you on the telephone that I was more or less writing to you it was quite true. But I was also having flu, although at that time incredulously because the time even of this year seems so odd.

I hadn’t forgotten this money: indeed I have thought of it often with growing appreciation as the ‘advance’ on the Spanish book went on not coming. Eventually it was extracted by instalments! Poor man—I mean poor publisher. I hope it was time that you didn’t need. As a matter of fact I shouldn’t have kept the cheque if I’d had any doubt about repaying it almost at once. Or I think not.

Eric isn’t so ill as they thought, as you’ll have gathered. He of course has never believed that he was ‘ill’, but for the first two months or so he appeared to have phthisis1 in both lungs which could have been pretty hopeless. Now it turns out to be bronchiectasis,2 which people do go on having more or less indefinitely under really favourable conditions. I suppose he told you that we can probably go abroad for the winter together instead of his going to a sanatorium, & after that we have to find a perfect cottage in one of the southern counties at an inclusive rental of about 7/6. I shall come back early to do this— They even think that he might leave Preston Hall in August & spend a month or so under normal conditions in England—he must of course be very ‘careful’ but the treatment really only consists in resting a great deal & eating a lot. We might perhaps stay on a farm somewhere. By that time this cottage will be handed over either to the landlord or to an unfortunate old uncle of Eric’s who is suggested as a tenant.3

I’m so glad you went to see Eric & took him out. I think it’s really more depressing for him to be in this semi-confinement than to be in bed, & he loved having a party.4 It was particularly nice of you to send that money instead of offering to.

With many thanks,

Yours sincerely,5
Eileen Blair




456. Review of Spanish Ordeal1 by Robert Sencourt; Franco’s Rule [anonymous]

New English Weekly, 23 June 1938

It is not easy for any thinking person to write in praise of dictatorships, because of the obvious fact that when any dictatorship gets into its stride the thinking person is the first to be liquidated. Possibly Mr. Wyndham Lewis still approves of Hitler, but does Hitler approve of Mr. Lewis? Which side would Hitler have been on in the recent set-to about Mr. Eliot’s portrait?2 It is true that over against the German dictatorship there is the Russian dictatorship, but to a western European that is less immediately menacing. We are still in the position of being able to admire it from beyond gunshot range.

Consequently, bad as the pro-Government books on the Spanish war have been, the pro-Franco ones have been worse. All or almost all that I have seen—I except those of Professor Allison Peers, who is only rather tepidly pro-Franco—have been written by Roman Catholics. Mr. Sencourt’s book does not sink to the level of Arnold Lunn’s “Red Rehearsal,” but its general thesis is the same. Franco is a Christian gentleman, the Valencia Government are a gang of robbers, the Badajos massacre didn’t happen, Guernica was not bombed but wantonly burnt by Red militiamen—and so on and so forth. The truth is that all the haggling about “who started it” and who committed which atrocity that goes on in books of this kind is a waste of time, because it does not tell you anything about the real conflict of motives. It would be much simpler if everyone would say outright, “My money is on Franco (or Negrin), atrocities or no atrocities.” For that is what everyone who takes sides really thinks.

Mr. Sencourt at any rate differs from Messrs. Lunn, Yeats-Brown, etc., in that he knows a great deal about Spain and loves the Spaniards, so that though he is hostile to the “Reds” he is not vulgarly spiteful. But like almost everyone who has written of this war he suffers a great disadvantage from having only been able to study conditions on one side of the line. What he says of the pre-war situation is probably sound enough, but his account of internal conditions on the Government side during the war is very misleading. He enormously exaggerates the amount of civil disorder, and though he gives the main outline of the struggle between the various political parties he misunderstands the role and aim of most of them, because he feels himself obliged to equate “Red” with “bad.” Communism he speaks of as though it were a disruptive force and nothing else, and he uses “Anarchism” indifferently with “anarchy,” which is a hardly more correct use of words than saying that a Conservative is one who makes jam. Still, this is not an ill-natured or dishonest book, and to say that of a book on a political subject is a great deal nowadays.

“Franco’s Rule” is simply an enormous list of atrocities committed in all the territories that Franco has over-run. There are long lists of people who have been shot, and such statements as that 23,000 were massacred in the province of Granada, etc., etc. Now, I do not say that these stories are untrue; obviously I have no means of judging, and at a guess I would say that some are true and some are not. And yet there is something that makes one very uneasy about the appearance of books of this kind.

There is no doubt that atrocities happen, though when a war is over it is generally impossible to establish more than a few isolated cases. In the first few weeks of war, especially in a civil war, there are bound to be massacres of non-combatants, arson, looting and probably raping. If these things happen it is right that they should be recorded and denounced, but I am not so sure about the motives of people who are so enthralled by the subject that they will compile whole books of atrocity-stories. They usually tell you that they are trying to stir up hatred “against Fascism” or “against Communism.” But you notice that they seldom hate these things sufficiently to fight against them themselves; I believe no soldier has ever compiled a book of atrocity-stories. One is left with the suspicion that some of the atrocity-mongers rather like writing about rapes and summary executions.

And does anyone believe that in the long run this is the best way to combat either Fascism or what is bad in Communism? Mr. Arthur Koestler, whose nerves must have suffered horribly during his imprisonment by Franco, and who is to be forgiven much, tells us in his book, “Spanish Testament,” to abandon objectivity and cultivate hatred. The anonymous editor of “Franco’s Rule” also speaks contemptuously of “objectivity neurosis.” I wish these people would stop to reflect what they are doing. To fight, or even to ask others to fight, is one thing; to go round stirring up maniacal hatred is another. For:


“He who fights too long against dragons becomes a dragon himself: and if thou gaze too long into the abyss, the abyss will gaze into thee.”



This book is subtitled “Back to the Middle Ages,” which is unfair to the Middle Ages. There were no machine-guns in those days, and the Inquisition was a very amateurish business. After all, even Torquemada only burnt two thousand people in ten years. In modern Russia or Germany they’d say he wasn’t trying.




457. ‘Why I Join the I. L. P.’

The New Leader, 24 June 1938


Orwell’s membership card for the Independent Labour Party was issued on 13 June 1938. This article1 was given a position of prominence, running parallel to the leader, or editorial, and on the same page as details of the journal’s editorial offices and the name of the editor, Fenner Brockway. See Crick, 364–65.



Perhaps it will be frankest to approach it first of all from the personal angle.

I am a writer. The impulse of every writer is to “keep out of politics.” What he wants is to be left alone so that he can go on writing books in peace. But unfortunately it is becoming obvious that this ideal is no more practicable than that of the petty shopkeeper who hopes to preserve his independence in the teeth of the chain-stores.

To begin with, the era of free speech is closing down. The freedom of the Press in Britain was always something of a fake, because in the last resort, money controls opinion; still, so long as the legal right to say what you like exists, there are always loopholes for an unorthodox writer. For some years past I have managed to make the Capitalist class pay me several pounds a week for writing books against Capitalism. But I do not delude myself that this state of affairs is going to last for ever. We have seen what has happened to the freedom of the Press in Italy and Germany, and it will happen here sooner or later. The time is coming—not next year, perhaps not for ten or twenty years, but it is coming—when every writer will have the choice of being silenced altogether or of producing the dope that a privileged minority demands.

I have got to struggle against that, just as I have got to struggle against castor oil, rubber truncheons and concentration-camps. And the only regime which, in the long run, will dare to permit freedom of speech is a Socialist regime. If Fascism triumphs I am finished as a writer—that is to say, finished in my only effective capacity. That of itself would be a sufficient reason for joining a Socialist party.

I have put the personal aspect first, but obviously it is not the only one.

It is not possible for any thinking person to live in such a society as our own without wanting to change it. For perhaps ten years past I have had some grasp of the real nature of Capitalist society. I have seen British Imperialism at work in Burma, and I have seen something of the effects of poverty and unemployment in Britain. In so far as I have struggled against the system, it has been mainly of writing books which I hoped would influence the reading public. I shall continue to do that, of course, but at a moment like the present writing books is not enough. The tempo of events is quickening; the dangers which once seemed a generation distant are staring us in the face. One has got to be actively a Socialist, not merely sympathetic to Socialism, or one plays into the hands of our always-active enemies.

Why the I.L.P. more than another?

Because the I.L.P. is the only British party—at any rate the only one large enough to be worth considering—which aims at anything I should regard as Socialism.

I do not mean that I have lost all faith in the Labour Party. My most earnest hope is that the Labour Party will win a clear majority in the next General Election. But we know what the history of the Labour Party has been, and we know the terrible temptation of the present moment—the temptation to fling every principle overboard in order to prepare for an Imperialist war. It is vitally necessary that there should be in existence some body of people who can be depended on, even in face of persecution, not to compromise their Socialist principles.

I believe that the I.L.P. is the only party which, as a party, is likely to take the right line either against Imperialist war or against Fascism when this appears in its British form. And meanwhile the I.L.P. is not backed by any monied interest, and is systematically libelled from several quarters. Obviously it needs all the help it can get, including any help I can give it myself.

Finally, I was with the I.L.P. contingent in Spain. I never pretended, then or since, to agree in every detail with the policy the P.O.U.M. put forward and the I.L.P. supported, but the general course of events has borne it out. The things I saw in Spain brought home to me the fatal danger of mere negative “anti-Fascism.” Once I had grasped the essentials of the situation in Spain I realised that the I.L.P. was the only British party I felt like joining— and also the only party I could join with at least the certainty that I would never be led up the garden path in the name of Capitalist democracy.




458. To Leonard Moore

28 June 1938 Handwritten

New Hostel Preston Hall Aylesford Kent

Dear Mr Moore,

I’ve just had a letter from Gollancz forwarding one from some Burmans who wish to translate “Burmese Days” into Burmese(!) He suggested that we should let them do it free, & I agreed, as it is obvious there would never be any money in it & at the same time it is an advert. in a small way. I have written to Gollancz to this effect, but if you think otherwise you could get in touch with G. & suggest that we should have a share of the profits if any. I don’t want them to be put off by thinking they have to pay something in advance.

I can’t do any serious work yet. I have sketched out my novel but don’t want to start it till I feel completely fit. In the mean time I’ve been writing a pamphlet more or less on the subject of pacifism, I should say about 5000–6000 words.1 I suppose it’s just conceivable we might find a publisher for it. When done & typed my wife will send it along. I know Faber’s used to publish pamphlets about that length (the “Faber Miscellany”) & there may be other publishers who do so. It’s no use sending it to Gollancz, as it’s right off his line.

Hope all goes well with you. I am much better, up & about all day.

Yours sincerely
Eric Blair

P.S. I believe Eileen told me Miss Perriam had been ill.2 I hope she is better?




459. To Victor Gollancz

29 June 1938 Handwritten

New Hostel Preston Hall Aylesford Kent

Dear Mr Gollancz,

Ref. attached.1 Of course so far as I am concerned they can translate the thing free. If you are writing to them you might perhaps suggest that it would be better to use the American edition (Harper’s), as you may remember that some minor alterations were made in the English edition. However, it’s not of great consequence, as they will know what points to correct.

Yours sincerely
Eric Blair




460. To Leonard Moore

5 July 1938 Handwritten

New Hostel Preston Hall Aylesford Kent

Dear Mr Moore,

I expect I’ve been putting my foot in it over this Burmese translation business. I ought to have thought of your end of the matter before I wrote to Gollancz. But of course we know in advance that there is never any money in a thing like that, so after all the only important things are:

i. There ought to be some kind of contract, but

ii. They ought not to be asked to pay anything, which we know they wouldn’t be able to & which would only put them off making the translation.

I’m sorry if I’ve let you in for any disputes over the matter.

Yours sincerely
Eric Blair




461. To Jack Common

5 July 1938 Handwritten

New Hostel Preston Hall Aylesford Kent

Dear Jack,

You know I have to go abroad for the winter, probably for about 6 months starting about end of August.1 Well, would you like to have our cottage rent free & in return look after the animals? I’ll tell you all the facts & you can work out the pros & cons for yourself.

i. The doctors say I must live somewhere further south. That means giving up the cottage when we come back at latest. But I don’t want to scrap the livestock, because we have now worked the flock of fowls up to about 30, which can be worked up to about 100 next year, & it would also mean selling the hen-houses, which cost a lot but which you don’t get much for if you sell them. We have therefore the choice of getting someone to inhabit the cottage, or of paying someone to look after the animals, which plus storage of furniture works out at about the same expense as keeping on the rent of the cottage.

ii. You know what our cottage is like. It’s bloody awful. Still it’s more or less livable. There is one room with a double bed & one with a single, & I fancy there is enough linen etc. to do for 2 people & a kid. When there is sudden rain in winter the kitchen tends to flood, otherwise the house is passably dry. The living room fire, you may remember, smokes, but I think the chimney will have been seen to before we leave—anyway it doesn’t need anything very drastic doing to it. There is water laid on, but no hot, of course. There is a Calor Gas stove, which is expensive (the gas, I mean), but there is also a little oil oven that can be resuscitated. As to produce, there won’t be many vegetables, as of course Eileen alone couldn’t cope with all of the garden, but at any rate there will be potatoes enough to see you through the winter. There’ll also be milk, about a quart a day, as the goat has just kidded. A lot of people are prejudiced against goats° milk but really it’s no different from cow & is said to be good for kids.

iii. As to the looking after animals. This means feeding etc. about 30 fowls & feeding & milking the goats. I’ll leave careful instructions about food etc. & arrange for the corn merchant to deliver supplies & send the bill on to me. You could also sell the eggs (the butcher who calls twice a week buys any quantity) & put the money aside for us. There won’t be many eggs at first, as most of the birds are young pullets hatched this year, but by early spring they should be laying about 100 a week.

Let me know would you whether you would like to take this on. It would suit us, & for you at any rate I dare say it would be a quiet place to work in.

All the best to Mary & Peter.

Yours
Eric Blair




462. Review of The Civil War in Spain by Frank Jellinek

The New Leader, 8 July 1938

Frank Jellinek’s book on the Paris Commune1 had its faults, but it revealed him as a man of unusual mind. He showed himself able to grasp the real facts of history, the social and economic changes that underlie spectacular events, without losing touch with the picturesque aspect which the bourgeois historian generally does so much better. On the whole his present book—The Civil War in Spain—bears out the promise of the other. It shows signs of haste, and it contains some misrepresentations which I will point out later, but it is probably the best book on the Spanish war from a Communist angle that we are likely to get for some time to come.

Much the most useful part of the book is the earlier part, describing the long chain of causes that led up to the war and the fundamental issues at stake. The parasitic aristocracy and the appalling condition of the peasants (before the war 65 per cent. of the population of Spain held 6.3 per cent. of the land, while 4 per cent. held 60 per cent. of it), the backwardness of Spanish capitalism and the dominance of foreign capitalists, the corruption of the Church, and the rise of the Socialist and Anarchist labour movements—all these are treated in a series of brilliant chapters. The short biography which Mr. Jellinek gives of Juan March,2 the old tobacco-smuggler who is one of the men behind the Fascist rebellion (although, queerly enough, he is believed to be a Jew), is a wonderful story of corruption. It would be fascinating reading if March were merely a character in Edgar Wallace; unfortunately he happens to be a real man.

The chapter on the Church does not leave much doubt as to why practically all the churches in Catalonia and eastern Aragon were burnt at the outbreak of war. Incidentally, it is interesting to learn that, if Mr. Jellinek’s figures are correct, the world organization of the Jesuits only numbers about 22,000 people. For sheer efficiency they must surely have all the political parties in the world beaten hollow. But the Jesuits’ “man of affairs” in Spain is, or was, on the board of directors of forty-three companies!

At the end of the book there is a well-balanced chapter on the social changes that took place in the first few months of the war, and an appendix on the collectivisation decree in Catalonia. Unlike the majority of British observers, Mr. Jellinek does not under-rate the Spanish Anarchists. In his treatment of the P.O.U.M., however, there is no doubt that he is unfair, and—there is not much doubt of this either—intentionally unfair.

Naturally I turned first of all to the chapter describing the fighting in Barcelona in May, 1937, because both Mr. Jellinek and myself were in Barcelona at the time, and this gave me a measure of checking his accuracy. His account of the fighting is somewhat less propagandist than those that appeared in the Communist Press at the time, but it is certainly one-sided and would be very misleading to anyone who knew nothing of the facts. To begin with, he appears at times to accept the story that the P.O.U.M. was really a disguised Fascist organisation, and refers to “documents”which “conclusively proved” this and that, without telling us any more about these mysterious documents—which, in fact, have never been produced. He even refers to the celebrated “N” document3 (though admitting that “N” probably did not stand for Nin), and ignores the fact that Irujo,4 the Minister of Justice, declared this document to be “worthless,” i.e., a forgery. He states merely that Nin was “arrested,” and does not mention that Nin disappeared and was almost certainly murdered. Moreover, he leaves the chronology uncertain and—whether intentionally or not – gives the impression that the alleged discovery of a Fascist plot, the arrest of Nin, etc., took place immediately after the May fighting.

This point is important. The suppression of the P.O.U.M. did not occur immediately after the May fighting. There was a five weeks’ interval. The fighting ended on May 7 and Nin was arrested on June 15. The suppression of the P.O.U.M. only occurred after, and almost certainly as a result of, the change in the Valencia Government. I have noticed several attempts in the Press to obscure these dates. The reason is obvious enough; however, there can be no doubt about the matter, for all the main events were recorded in the newspapers at the time.

Curiously enough, about June 20, the “Manchester Guardian” correspondent in Barcelona sent here a despatch5 in which he contradicted the absurd accusations against the P.O.U.M.—in the circumstances a very courageous action. This correspondent must almost certainly have been Mr. Jellinek himself. What a pity that for propaganda purposes he should now find it necessary to repeat a story which after this lapse of time seems even more improbable.

His remarks on the P.O.U.M. occupy a considerable share of the book, and they have an air of prejudice which would be obvious even to anyone who knew nothing whatever about the Spanish political parties. He thinks it necessary to denigrate even useful work such as that done by Nin as Councillor of Justice, and is careful not to mention that the P.O.U.M. took any serious part either in the first struggles against the Fascist rising or at the front. And in all his remarks about the “provocative attitude” of the P.O.U.M. newspapers it hardly seems to occur to him that there was any provocation on the other side. In the long run this kind of thing defeats its own object. Its effect on me, for instance, is to make me think: “If I find that this book is unreliable where I happen to know the facts, how can I trust it where I don’t know the facts?” And many others will think the same.

Actually I am quite ready to believe that in the main Mr. Jellinek is strictly fair besides being immensely well-informed. But in dealing with “Trotskyism” he writes as a Communist, or Communist partisan, and it is no more possible for a Communist to-day to show common sense on this subject than on the subject of “Social Fascism” a few years ago. Incidentally, the speed with which the angels in the Communist mythology turn into devils has its comic side. Mr. Jellinek quotes approvingly a denunciation of the P.O.U.M. by the Russian Consul in Barcelona, Antonov Ovseenko,6 now on trial as a Trotskyist!

All in all, an excellent book, packed full of information and very readable. But one has got to treat it with a certain wariness, because the author is under the necessity of showing that though other people may sometimes be right, the Communist Party is always right. It does not greatly matter that nearly all books by Communists are propaganda. Most books are propaganda, direct or indirect. The trouble is that Communist writers are obliged to claim infallibility for their Party chiefs. As a result Communist literature tends more and more to become a mechanism for explaining away mistakes.

Unlike most of the people who have written of the Spanish war, Mr. Jellinek really knows Spain: its language, its people, its territories, and the political struggle of the past hundred years. Few men are better qualified to write an authoritative history of the Spanish war. Perhaps some day he will do so. But it will probably be a long time hence, when the “Trotsky-Fascist” shadow-boxing has been dropped in favour of some other hobby.


Orwell was mistaken in thinking the Manchester Guardian correspondent was Jellinek. See his letter to Jellinek, 20 December 1938, 513. On 13 January 1939, he wrote a letter of correction to The New Leader, which was printed under the heading ‘A Mistake Corrected.’



In my review of Mr. Frank Jellinek’s Civil War In Spain I stated that Mr. Jellinek had expressed certain opinions which were in contradiction to one of his own despatches to the Manchester Guardian. I now find that this despatch was actually sent not by Mr. Jellinek, but by another correspondent. I am very sorry about this mistake and hope you will find space for this correction.




463. To Cyril Connolly

8 July 1938 Handwritten

New Hostel Preston Hall Aylesford Kent

Dear Cyril,

Thanks so much for your letter.1 I am rather taking you at your word in the matter of asking advice about the S. of France, but don’t answer till you feel fit. What I want to know is, can one rent small furnished cottages in small villages? I suppose thousands of people have small summer villas in those parts which they’d be willing to let, but are such places livable in winter? I don’t want to go to a pension if I can help it, I hate the places & I must have a place of my own to work in, also I’d rather stay in a very small village which generally don’t have pensions in them. I don’t of course want you to arrange anything for me, only to let me know whether it is feasible to take such a place as I suggest & what kind of rent.

I’m glad you liked the book2 & thanks for recommending it to people. I had better reviews than I expected but of course all the best ones in obscure papers. I had Jellinek’s book to review for several papers. I thought it was pretty bloody, the usual C.P. stuff of course & obviously written in haste, but he is really very good in a way. I suppose it’s true what you say about people not revising their stuff nowadays, though it’s incomprehensible to me. What you say about finding old letters of mine makes me apprehensive. I wonder how you can write about St. Cyprian’s.3 It’s all like an awful nightmare to me, & sometimes I think I can still taste the porridge (out of those pewter bowls, do you remember?) If you have written about Eton as I should think you might, you’d better watch out you don’t get horsewhipped on the steps of your club, if you belong to one.

I wrote to & heard from Denis Dannreuther,4 who sounded very down in the mouth. It seems he had some job drafting Government bills, which to me sounds too bloody but evidently it fascinated him, & then after a period of probation they chucked him because he couldn’t pass a physical test. I never realised they had that sort of nonsense for the higher-up Government departments.

Today is the start of the Eton & Harrow match5 & it has poured steadily all day. I am much better, & most of the day out of doors. I still haven’t done a stroke of work but keep toying with the idea of starting my novel.6 One good effect the rest has had on me is that it has made me feel I can write a novel again, whereas when I came here I felt my novel-writing days were over.

Please remember me to your wife.

Yours
Eric Blair




464. To C.D. Abbott

12 July 1938 Handwritten

New Hostel Preston Hall Aylesford Kent

Dear Mr Abbott,

I don’t think it can possibly have been Geoffrey Grigson who told you I was a poet.1 It might possibly have been Dylan Thomas or Rayner Heppenstall, both of whom I remember liked a poem of mine, or possibly it was Richard Rees. But anyway I don’t really write verse. I am sorry you have had this wild goose chase.

Yours faithfully
George Orwell




465. To Jack Common

15 July 1938 Typewritten

New Hostel Preston Hall Aylesford Kent

Dear Jack,

Thanks for yours. Please excuse this paper, as I can’t find any note paper and I can’t go out and get any as it’s raining.

I’m afraid there is nowhere in Wallington where one could possibly store furniture. Geary, the second hand furniture dealer in Baldock, probably stores, as he has some very big warehouses, but I don’t know what he would charge. You could write and ask him (Geary, Furniture dealer, High St., Baldock). If you are obliged in any case to store your furniture, Pickfords, the removals people in London will probably do it quite cheaply. If I remember rightly, that° they charged for the very small amount of furniture I had at Lawford Road was 2/6 a month, so I suppose they wouldn’t charge more than say 5/–a month for your stuff. In any case they’d give you an estimate. I quite agree it’s better to hang onto one’s furniture if one possibly can. You get nothing for it if you sell it, on the other hand the barest minimum of stuff costs quite a lot to buy, and as for the furnished room business it’s such a racket I’ve often seriously thought of going in for it myself.

Don’t go over to Wallington in the near future expecting to see Eileen, as she’ll be away. She’s in London now and she’s going up to Windermere for about a fortnight. Let us know definitely about the cottage fairly soon, won’t you, as we’ve got to make the various arrangements. I don’t quite know when I’m coming out of here, but maybe sooner than I thought, though I don’t think we shall actually go abroad till about September. I still haven’t done a stroke of work. By the way I saw quite a good little review of your book in the New Statesman—rather short but friendly.

The goat1 successfully kidded, all the local experts including a shepherd having declared until two days before that she wasn’t in kid. However there was only one kid, which perhaps accounts for it. It is a billy kid which we will later have destroyed, so if you come there should be a fair amount of milk, 2 to 3 pints a day. A fox got into our place a week or two back and killed a hen and six chicks, and we claimed 25/–from the hunt, who paid up like lambs. It appears that when the locals lose any poultry they never claim less than £10, and the amount normally paid is 5/-. So perhaps honesty does pay.

Excuse bad typing. This is the first time I’ve handled a typewriter since March. Cheerio. Love to Mary and Peter.

Yours
Eric




466. Review of Searchlight on Spain by the Duchess of Atholl;1 The Civil War in Spain by Frank Jellinek; Spain’s Ordeal by Robert Sencourt

Time and Tide, 16 July 1938


Searchlight on Spain was also reviewed by Orwell in New English Weekly, 21 July 1938 (see 469); The Civil War in Spain, in The New Leader, 8 July 1938 (see 462); and Spain’s Ordeal (as Spanish Ordeal), in New English Weekly, 23 June 1938 (see 456).



Although no one who publishes books at seven and sixpence a time (with a profit of ninepence to the author) can regard such a venture without alarm, the Penguin Library have shown admirable judgment in their choice of “specials.” The Duchess of Atholl’s Searchlight on Spain probably contains less original matter than Germany Puts the Clock Back or Mussolini’s Roman Empire, but it is a worthy successor. As a short popular history of the Spanish war, simply written and well documented, it is not likely to be bettered until the war is over.

Its chief virtue is that it is well-balanced and keeps the main facts in the right perspective. Its chief fault is the fault of virtually all books on the Spanish war—political partisanship. As I have pointed out elsewhere, there is not even among Government supporters one simple and generally-accepted “version” of the Spanish war. The Loyalists include Socialists, Communists, Anarchists and “Trotskyists”—one might add Basques and Catalans—who have never been in quite perfect agreement as to what the war is about. Every English writer on the Government side adopts more or less unreservedly the “line” of one or other political party, and unfortunately he usually does so while claiming to be strictly impartial. The Duchess of Atholl follows the Communist “line” throughout, and this fact should be borne in mind in reading her book. So long as she is dealing with the origins of the rebellion, with the military side of the war and the scandal of non-intervention, all is well; but I would be a little cautious about accepting her account of the internal political situation, which is one-sided and very much oversimplified.

In her final chapter, “What it means to us,” she points out the probable consequence of a Fascist victory in Spain—that England may lose the command of the Mediterranean and France may be faced with another hostile frontier. This raises what is perhaps the most mysterious question of the whole Spanish war. Why has our Government behaved as it has done? Without any doubt the British Cabinet has behaved as though it wished Franco to win; and yet if Franco wins it may—to put it as its worst—mean the loss of India. The Duchess of Atholl states the facts but does not offer any explanation of Mr. Chamberlain’s attitude. Other writers have been less cautious. The real meaning of British foreign policy in the last two years will not become clear until the war in Spain is over; but in trying to divine it I believe it is much safer to assume that the British Cabinet are not fools and that they have no intention of giving anything away.

Mr. Jellinek’s book has approximately the same angle of approach as Searchlight on Spain, but it is much longer, weightier and less “popular.” It is at its best in describing the causes that led up to the war, and it is distinguished by some brilliant chapters on the Church, the land-system and the growth of the Spanish labour movement. It has the same qualities and defects as Mr. Jellinek’s earlier book on the Paris Commune—a wonderful grasp both of the interplay of political movements and of the motives of individuals, marred by clumsy writing. Mr. Jellinek is qualified to write a really authoritative book on the Spanish war; perhaps some day he will do so; but it will have to be a long time hence, when the guns are silent and several kinds of hatred are less bitter.

Mr. Sencourt is pro-Franco, but—as the advertisements in the Matrimonial Times say—not bigoted. Unlike some others who have thundered against the “Reds,” he has a deep affection for Spain and does not feel obliged to believe that every Spaniard east of no man’s land is a demon. He does, however, completely misunderstand the aims of most of the left-wing parties. He is much too ready to assume that a Communist is necessarily a revolutionary extremist and that Anarchism is the same thing as “anarchy”—which is simply a misuse of words. And once again those phantoms, the Russian volunteers, are produced as realities. Mr. Sencourt appears to accept M. de Kerillis’s° estimate of “10,000 to 15,000 Russians, mostly regulars.” Now, it has never been denied that there were Russian airmen, technical experts and political agents in Spain; on the other hand, literally everyone who has set foot in Loyalist Spain would testify that there were no Russian infantry. Hundreds have already done so. Is it necessary to go on assuming that all these people are liars?




467. To Jack Common

Tuesday, [19 or 261 July 1938] Typewritten

New Hostel Preston Hall Aylesford KENT

Dear Jack,

With ref. to your letter. I, of course, being here, can’t make any definite decision about dates, and Eileen has just gone away to the north of England2 and will be away about a fortnight. But I am writing to her about the same time as this and asking her to let you know a definite date when you could move in. I must leave it to her, because, after all, she has to make all the arrangements about moving etc. I think you could move in quite soon, but not so soon as in a week, because Eileen won’t even be back. Can you hang on some how° for a bit? You will at any rate hear from Eileen in a few days’ time. As to unstorable things, don’t dump anything. Tiny as our place is one can generally make room for this and that. At the back there are two small sheds, one of which the goat inhabits while the other has tools and chicken feed and so forth in it. I expect with a bit of tidying up, a thing I never feel strong enough to attempt, you could make room for your tools. I hope we shall be able to fix this thing up. I ought really to have started making arrangements earlier.

It’s depressing to hear Warburg isn’t selling anything.3 I hope he doesn’t go bust. There’s really such need of a publisher who publishes non-official left-wing stuff, and gollancz° is such an octopus you can see his tentacles everywhere. I suppose it’ll be months before I find out how my book sold. I should doubt whether it will sell less than 3000, but very likely it won’t go to 4000.4 What is so infuriating is that quite apart from the political racket which causes various people to write deliberate lies about you, there is also the financial racket which prevents any book from a small publisher getting a proper number of reviews. What a degradation when one can’t even regard reviewers as the canaille they are, but actually has to care whether Ralph Straus5 says this [is] a work of unforgettable genius or not, because one’s livelihood is bound up with it. When I think of what the book trade is like morally, I wonder why we don’t go the whole hog and organise it into a proper racket on American lines. Then if Ralph Straus failed to deliver the goods you would just pay so much into the fund and a car would drive past his house and a couple of pineapples6 would go through his drawing room window. It’s what’s happening all the time in a genteel way.

Love to Mary and Peter. Yours
Eric




468. Eileen Blair to Jack Common

20 July 1938 Handwritten

Chapel Ridding1 Windermere Westmorland

Dear Jack Common,

I suppose you have or soon will have my wild telegram. I hope I’ll have one from you long before you get this letter but we’ll just have to play a peculiarly complicated cat’s-cradle for a few days because posts leave here practically never & then at strange hours like 3.30. I haven’t yet heard about my letters being delivered anywhere else. Perhaps they aren’t. Using the telephone, we can’t hear the local exchange, so don’t try that.

If you do want the cottage, it’s a pity I didn’t know last week because you could perfectly well have had it—I really hoped to pack it up one way or the other before coming away. But the difference between packing it up for store & for lending is considerable—e.g. one fills the drawers to store them & empties them to lend—so I couldn’t do anything constructive or much destructive. I suppose you, & more importantly your wife, know what the cottage is like—that it hasn’t got a bathroom or any hot water, that it frequently absorbs water like a sponge (perhaps very frequently; in some mysterious way the wind seems responsible), that it’s 3½ miles from a shop, that the sitting-room chimney is not manageable by me though it may be by someone efficient. That’s all I can think of at the moment, except that we never bought any furniture for it. But you saw yourself what it looked like. On the other hand it is habitable & it won’t cost money. The goat still has her kid because I like goats & don’t like goat’s milk, but if you don’t like killing kids a man will do it & you’ll then have about 2½–3 pints of milk for about 1½d. a day. I didn’t stock the garden for the winter because I thought noone would be there, but we can still put in some greens & there are potatoes, parsnips & onions, & a few french & runner beans; also a good crop of cooking apples on one tree & quite a few plums. If you can transport them you could bring things like tools & wheel-barrows—very usefully, because Eric made a wheelbarrow which is permanently in the field as its wheel developed a split personality & I can’t persuade it all to go home together. I don’t know what Eric has told you about the place. It has the sitting-room you’ll remember, a kind of passage-room with a fireplace that we used to have as a sitting-room when we kept the shop, an ill-designed kitchen with a sink & cold water, a Calor-gas oven (this is very convenient for quick heating but the cylinders are expensive & I’ve always been meaning to combine it with an oil cooker— there is an old Rippingill & a couple of Beatrices2 that are good for slow boiling); upstairs a square landing we use as a dining-room, which is actually very warm & can be heated enough in any weather by one of the Beatrices, & two bedrooms opening off it, one with a double bed & one with a single bed. The place isn’t over-furnished & you could probably bring anything special, such as an easy chair or/and a chest of drawers etc. I did mean to buy it a number of things but again thinking it would be empty I haven’t done so. Heaven knows I don’t want to put you off—from my point of view your coming has every advantage. If you wire that you want the place & I hear nothing more I’ll be in the cottage on Monday to hand it over. If you could arrive in the afternoon or early evening I could demonstrate the creatures. Goats are not difficult to manage but there are some growing chickens who need special food for a few more weeks. You could send a postcard to Wallington with any last minute alterations—I’ll actually arrive some time on Saturday or Sunday morning. A letter posted to me here after Thursday will miss me.

I must say I hope you are strong-minded enough to take Wallington on.

Yours sincerely
Eileen Blair.




469. Review of Searchlight on Spain by the Duchess of Atholl1

New English Weekly, 21 July 1938

At this time of day it is hardly necessary to point out that there are not merely two versions of the Spanish war. Even among Government partisans there are three at least, the Communist version, the Anarchist, and the “Trotskyist.” In England we have learnt a little of the “Trotskyist” version and next to nothing of the Anarchist version, while the Communist version is, so to speak, the official one. The Duchess of Atholl’s book follows the familiar lines—in fact, with the excision of not very many sentences it could pass as having been written by a Communist. I doubt whether it contains anything that has not been said before, and therefore, rather than discuss the book itself, perhaps it is more useful to stop and reflect just why it is that books like this are appearing.

There is, of course, nothing surprising nowadays in a pro-Communist duchess. Nearly all monied people who enter the Left-wing movement follow the “Stalinist” line as a matter of course. Neither Anarchism nor “Trotskyism” has much appeal for anyone with more than £500 a year. But the real question is not why monied people are “Stalinists” but why they enter the Left-wing movement at all. They did not do so a few years ago. Why does the Duchess back the Spanish Government and not Franco? It is not as though she were a lonely eccentric. Plenty of other people deeply embedded in the British capitalist system, peers, newspaper proprietors and the higher clergy, have taken the same line. Why? When all is said and done the Spanish war is essentially a class war, and Franco is the defender of the monied class. How is it that these people manage to be such good Socialists abroad and such good Conservatives at home?

At first sight it looks easy: because the Fascist powers menace the British Empire. The Duchess herself supplies this answer in her chapter “What it means to us,” in which the dangers of a Fascist domination of Spain are set forth. Germany and Italy will be astride our route to India, France will have another frontier to defend, etc., etc. Here “anti-Fascism,” of a kind, and British imperialism join hands. Incidentally, several books pointing this moral have appeared in this same series. It would seem that whoever defends the British Empire also defends democracy—which, to anyone who knows anything about the actual running of the Empire, appears to have a catch in it.

But it is not so simple as that. For though a fairly large section of the British governing class are anti-Franco, the majority are pro-Franco, subjectively and objectively. By a combination of meanness and hypocrisy that would take a lot of beating, Chamberlain2 and his friends have allowed the Spanish Republic to be slowly strangled. How is one to explain the apparent contradiction? If one believes that the duchesses and deans who quack about “anti-Fascism” are really worrying about British dividends, one has apparently got to believe also that Chamberlain is not worrying about British dividends—which is incredible.

It may be that behind the apparent split in governing-class opinion there is a conflict of financial interests. But I think another explanation is possible. Between the “anti-Reds” and the monied “anti-Fascists” there is no fundamental difference. They are all part of the same system and many of them are in the same political party. They will show their essential agreement in any really important crisis—above all, they will show it when England goes to war. When the guns begin to shoot, Chamberlain and the Duchess of Atholl, Lloyd George and Lord Rothermere,3 will meet on the same recruiting platform. It is quite possible, therefore, that this strange phenomenon of anti-Fascism in high life is simply a part of the national war-preparation.

Chamberlain is preparing for war against Germany. Rearmament, the military understanding with France, A.R.P.4 and various sinister mumbles about conscription, cannot be explained in any other way. It is quite likely that he has made a mess of things and allowed the strategic situation to worsen, and that this has happened partly because he fears a Russian-controlled Spain as much as Mussolini does; nevertheless, he is preparing for war. And while the Government makes the physical preparations for war, the so-called Left, by constantly stirring up a spirit of hatred and self-righteousness, looks after the mental side. The armament factories build the guns, and papers like the “News Chronicle” create the will to use them. We all remember what happened when Delilah said “The Philistines be upon thee, Samson.”5 The first real threat to British interests has turned nine out of ten British Socialists into jingos.

And what is the function of the Conservative anti-Fascists? They are the liaison officers. The average English Left-winger is now a good imperialist, but he is still theoretically hostile to the English ruling class. The people who read the “New Statesman” dream of war with Germany, but they also think it necessary to laugh at Colonel Blimp. However, when the war begins they will be forming fours6 on the barrack square under Colonel Blimp’s boiled blue eye. It is necessary to effect a reconciliation beforehand. That, I think, is the real function of books like this of the Duchess of Atholl’s, and Mr. G. T. Garratt’s “Mussolini’s Roman Empire,” and the prophetic utterances of Madame Tabouis, and various others of the same kind. These people are forming—not consciously, of course—the link between left and right which is absolutely necessary for the purpose of war. The war in Spain— indeed, the whole situation since the Abyssinia crisis, but especially the war in Spain— has had a catalytic effect upon English opinion, bringing into being combinations which no one could have foreseen a few years ago. There is much that is not yet clear, but I do not see how patriotic Communists and communistic duchesses can be explained except on the supposition that the ranks are being closed for war.




470. To the Editor, Manchester Guardian

5 August 1938


The same letter was sent by Orwell to the Daily Herald (a daily paper supporting the Labour Party) and The New Statesman and Nation. The latter acknowledged the letter but did not print it; the Daily Herald neither acknowledged nor printed it. For the vilification and suppression of the POUM and the torture of its leaders, see Thomas, Index, 1095.



Espionage Trial in Spain
“Pressure from Outside”



	August 1.
	New Hostel, Preston Hall, Aylesford, Kent.




Sir,—News has recently reached England that a number of members of the Executive Committee of the Spanish political party known as the P.O.U.M. are shortly to be put on trial on the charge of espionage in the Fascist cause. The circumstances of the case are peculiar, and should, I think, be brought to public notice. The main facts are as follows:—

In June, 1937, following on the fall of the Caballero Government, the P.O.U.M. was declared an illegal organisation and a large number of people were thrown into prison. Simultaneously the Spanish Communist party published accounts of what purported to be a “Trotsky-Fascist spy plot,” which was given wide publicity in the Communist press, though treated with reserve elsewhere. Later various delegations from France and England, two of them headed by Messrs. James Maxton, M.P., and John McGovern, M.P.,1 visited Spain to inquire into the matter.

It appeared that most of the leading members of the Spanish Government disclaimed not only all belief in the alleged plot but also responsibility for the arrest of the P.O.U.M. leaders, which had been undertaken on their own initiative by the Communist-controlled police. Irujo, the then Minister of Justice, Prieto, Zugazagoitia2 and others all took this line, some stated that they considered the P.O.U.M. leaders responsible for the fighting in Barcelona in May, 1937, but all declared the charge of espionage to be nonsensical. As for the main piece of evidence produced by the Communist press, a document known as the “N document” and supposed to give proof of treasonable activities, Irujo stated that he had examined it and that it was “worthless.”3 More recently, in January, 1938, the Spanish Government, voted by five to two in favour of releasing the P.O.U.M. prisoners, the two dissentients being the Communist Ministers.

I think these facts should make it clear that this prosecution is undertaken not at the will of the Spanish Government but in response to outside pressure, as a part of the world-wide campaign against “Trotskyism.” As Zugazagoitia put it in his interview with Mr. McGovern, “We have received aid from Russia, and so we have had to permit things we did not like.”4

And there are other unsatisfactory features about the case. To begin with, the accused men have been kept in close confinement for thirteen months without the formulation of any clear charge and, so far as is discoverable, without facilities for legal aid. The advocate who at the beginning was engaged for their defence was violently attacked in the Communist press and later forced to leave the country. Moreover, a number of the people arrested have since disappeared in circumstances that leave little doubt as to their fate. Among these was Andrés Nin,5 who a short time previously had been Minister of Justice in the Catalan Generalite.

In spite of all this it now appears that the accused men are to be tried for espionage after all and that the “N document,” previously declared “worthless,” is to be revived. I suggest therefore that it is the duty of all who call themselves Socialists to enter some kind of protest. I do not mean that we should protest against the Spanish Government’s trying its own political prisoners; obviously it has every right to do that. I mean that we should ask for a clear assurance that these men will be tried in open court and not in secret by a special tribunal set up for the purpose. Given an open trial and the absence of faked evidence or extorted confessions, those of us who happen to know something about the facts will have little doubt that the accused men can clear themselves. But that is a small matter compared with the preservation of ordinary justice, without which all talk of the “defence of democracy” becomes entirely meaningless — Yours, &c.,

George Orwell




471. To his mother

8 August 1938 Typewritten

New Hostel Preston Hall Aylesford KENT

Darling Mum,

I hope all goes well. As I haven’t heard from you for some days I infer that Father is at any rate not worse and that they haven’t decided to operate. We will come down to Southwold before going away, but I am not certain yet of the date, as I have to arrange that with the doctors. Eileen thinks it would be better to come down fairly soon, eg. the week-end after next, and then come back here before going away, which I think we are to do about the end of the month. We’ll stay at the Swan or somewhere. Eileen was down for the weekend, now has gone back to town, but next week-end is coming back and I think is going to stay in Aylesford. Our friends have taken over the cottage. She has left me Marx,1 who sleeps in a shed with a puppy belonging to Dr McDougall.2 It is a very large golden retriever puppy, almost as large as Marx, and last night they fought fiercely at feeding time, but I think they are settling down a bit. We have at last had some rain which has freshened things up, and in spite of the drought the corn seems good and the fruit not bad. Eileen says at home we had hardly any fruit owing to the late frosts. I am very much better, in fact I really done’t° think I have anything wrong with me, and I am anxious to get away and start working, which I can’t here. My next novel will be very late of course, but I dare say I’ll get it done in time to come out about next March. We have more or less settled to go to Morocco, but haven’t decided about what place or how to get there. I am writ[ing]3 to Majorie4 to ask her if she’ll have Marx, and as I have lost her Bristol address I am sending the letter for you to forward. I hope Jane5 is going along all right. Let me know how Father is getting on and whether it will be all right for you if we come down about week after next. We won’t be any nuisance in the house any way, as we’ll stay out.

Much love to all
Eric




472. Independent Labour Party Conference, Letchworth, 1938


The Spanish civil war had featured prominently at the ILP’s 1937 conference, which Orwell had attended; see 385. Although the 1938 conference was dominated by what the Hertfordshire and Bedfordshire Express headline called ‘The Black Man’s Burden’ (13 August 1938), Spain was not forgotten in the discussions of conditions in India, Ceylon, the West Indies, and what was then Kenya (Jomo Kenyatta was one of the speakers). On 8 August 1938 Mari Prado, whose husband, a member of the POUM executive, had been imprisoned by the Communists, spoke on the history of the POUM, and said that, as a result of its suppression, ‘the republican government in Spain was now scarcely distinguishable from the capitalist elements,’ so far as the workers were concerned. John McNair, the ILP’s representative in Spain, was reported as agreeing that ‘the time the Spanish workers were united and had control, the Government territory was the happiest, friendliest place in the world.’ (See the opening pages of Homage to Catalonia.) Prado said that the POUM prisoners ‘were vaguely charged with disruption, disloyalty and rebellion through taking part in the May events, and the Communists were keeping in the background vague suggestions that these prisoners were also agents of Hitler and Mussolini.’ See Thomas, 702–09; he summarises: ‘The crimes against the POUM were acts of barbarity carried out in Spain by Spanish and foreign communists at the behest of the republic’s only, and over powerful, ally, Russia’ (708).






473. Domestic Diary

9 August 1938—29 April 1940


Orwell kept two diaries in 1938: Domestic Diary, starting on 9 August, and Morocco Diary, from 7 September. The latter is, in this edition, arranged chronologically (see 478), but the Domestic Diary has been set continuously, in three sections; that for 1938 at 518; that for 1939 at 582; and that for 1940 at 729A.






474. To Yvonne Davet

18 August 1938 Typewritten

New Hostel Preston Hall Aylesford Kent

Dear Comrade,

I am writing in English this time. Very many thanks for your letter, and for several pamphlets, copies of “La Fleche” etc. I greatly hope you and your father have not been at too much trouble in enquiring about a house for us. We had intended to go to the south of France, but they now say I ought to spend the winter in Africa, so as far as we have any definite plan we are arranging to go to Morocco. The only difficulty I fear is that just possibly the French authorities might make difficulties about allowing us to enter Morocco. Normally there is a lot of tourist traffic there, but I suppose that if the European situation gets any more threatening they may object to the entry of foreigners. However, when we have fixed the date of leaving we will enquire at the French consulate before booking passages. I am keeping your father’s address in case we should have to consult him after all. We expect to leave England about the beginning of September.

I hope all your trouble in translating the book has not been for nothing. I know it is terribly difficult to get anyone to publish translations nowadays. In England I don’t know how many books get translated from the French every year, but I doubt whether there are more than about three or four which have any success. I can also well understand that they don’t want books about the Spanish war. There have been so many, and most of them so bad. The trouble is that as soon as anything like the Spanish civil war happens, hundreds of Journalists immediately produce rubbishy books which they put together with scissors and paste, and later when the serious books come along people are sick of the subject. Freda Uttley’s° “Japan’s Feet of Clay”, which you tried to get them to publish, had quite a success in England. As to my own book, I don’t know yet how it has sold. I should be disappointed if it sold less than 3000 copies, but I don’t suppose it would sell more than 4000.1 It had some good reviews, but the trouble is that books from small publishers never get the same amount of notice as the ones from the big publishers who buy up all the advertisement space. Possibly some paper would publish parts of it serially. I should hate to think of your having all that trouble for nothing. Certainly I would like it very much if Felicien Challaye2 saw it. I admired him very much for making a stand on behalf of the P.O.U.M. prisoners. I gather that the protests made from France have taken effect, as our latest news is that the Spanish Government has again postponed the trial and that one member of the Government (I suppose either Prieto or Irujo) declared that he would give evidence in favour of the P.O.U.M. prisoners. I wrote recently to three left-wing papers asking people to demand that they should be given a free trial, but only one paper, the Manchester Guardian, printed my letter. In private everyone says to me, “Yes, what you say is quite true, but it is not politic to mention it now.” I have nothing but contempt for this attitude.

There is not much news here. The general public is very little interested in the European situation, and I believe that if war were to break out in the near future the English people would refuse to fight, or at any rate would be very apathetic about it. The proposals for forming a Popular Front seem to have fallen through, though I think we may see some such combination on the eve of the next general election. In the form in which it was proposed in England it is a most pernicious idea, because the so-called Liberal party, with which it is proposed that the Labour Party should ally itself, represents some of the most powerful and reactionary sections of the capitalist3 class.

I hope all goes well with you and that you will manage to find some more congenial and remunerative work.4 I will let you know later our date of departure and what our address will be abroad.

Yours fraternally
Eric Blair




475. To Francis Westrope

25 August 1938 Typewritten

New Hostel Preston Hall Aylesford Kent

Dear Frank,1

I hope all goes well with you. I dare say you heard that after it was all fixed up for me to go to India for a year I was taken ill and brought to this sanatorium, where I have been ever since March. I am much better and they have finally decided that I haven’t got TB. but something called Bronchiectasis.2 They now say that I must spend the winter abroad and we are leaving for Gibraltar on Sept. 2nd, after which we are going on to French Morocco, where I suppose we shall stay about six months. It’s all rather a bore and waste of time—I haven’t, of course, done a stroke of work since being here, and my next novel, which Gollancz put on his list for the autumn, hasn’t been begun and won’t be done till the spring. I don’t know how my Spanish book sold, reasonably well I hope, as it had fairly good reviews.

Meanwhile I would like to know whether you have any guide-books etc. dealing with French Morocco in the shop. What I particularly want, if you have any second hand, is a Baedeker of French Morocco, any maps of the country,3 and a phrase-book or small dictionary of Arabic—nothing elaborate, but something cheap that would help one to pick up a few words of the language. Also could you let me know if I owe you a bill. I have an uneasy feeling that there was a small bill which wasn’t paid.

I hope trade is good. It has been infernally hot, so I suppose London is empty. I managed to get away from the sanatorium for two days and we went down to Southwold to see my father, who has been ill, and found everything there dried up by the drought, and oats and barley being cut which weren’t much more than a foot tall.

Please remember me to Mrs. Westrope.

Yours
Eric Blair

P.S. Let me know fairly soon about the books, could you, as I’m leaving here today week.




476. To Jack Common

25 August 1938 Handwritten

New Hostel Preston Hall Aylesford Kent

Dear Jack,

Thanks for yours. Bad job about the cock. I expect he picked up a bit of poison or something. We won’t get another till about next Feb when we start breeding again, as it is no use feeding an idle bird during the winter. He wasn’t a bad cock. We called him Henry Ford because he had such a brisk businesslike way of going about his job, in fact he trod his first hen literally within 5 seconds of being put into the run. Muriel should stay in milk for easily a year, ie. till next July, but I expect we’ll get her mated again when we come back from Africa. As to the milking you’ll probably find it easier by degrees. I did tell you to grease your fingers, didn’t I? It makes it easier. She ought to give 2–3 pints a day, & you can generally send the yield up or down a bit according to the amount of fat-producing food (especially flaked maize), but of course they have to have a fair amount of oats etc. to keep up their strength as well. She comes on heat once in 3 weeks & is usually a bit of a nuisance then, stamping round & bleating instead of grazing quietly.

We’re going to leave England by Sept. 2nd. We’ve booked as far as Gibraltar, then we take another boat to Casa Blanca° & then I’m not sure, but I think we head for the Atlas mountains, wherever they may be. Our geography was so poor that both E. & I thought French Morocco gave on the Mediterranean, whereas it’s really the Atlantic. As soon as we’ve a permanent adress° we’ll let you know. We’ve just been down for two days to Southwold to see my father who is very old & has been ill but I am glad to say is rather better.

Love to all.

Yours
Eric

P.S. I don’t know whether these milking hints may be of use. Give the goat her food, then get her up against the wall (if she gives trouble you can steady her with your shoulder), & having greased your fingers massage the udder a little & then grip the nearest teat pretty firmly at the root, ie. where it joins the udder. If you are gripping it at the right place you will feel it fill with milk & thicken in your hand. Then, still gripping pretty hard (if you are hurting her she will soon let you know) draw the hand down the teat, being careful not to relax the pressure till you reach the end. When no more milk comes out of this teat, go on to the other. When that is exhausted return to the first & milk each teat a second time. Between the first & second operations it is better to massage the udder again & give a slight upward knocking with your hand, the same as the kid does with its head. The whole operation should take about 5 minutes. It’s better to do it at regular times of the day. I used to do it at about 8 am & 7 pm in the winter, but somewhat later in the evenings in the summer as she can go on grazing as long as it is light.




477. To Yvonne Davet

26 August 1938 Typewritten

New Hostel Preston Hall Aylesford KENT

Chère camarade,

Je réponds tout [de] suite à votre lettre, et je vais envoyer ceci par avion. Oui, il serait très gentil de votre part de m’envoyer les chapitres qui sont terminés, et je crois que nous avons le temps. Je vais quitter l’Angleterre vendredi le 2 Septembre, et je quitterai Preston Hall jeudi. Je suppose que cette lettre arrivera chez vous demain, et si vous expédiez le paquet lundi il doit arriver ici mercredi ou jeudi. Dans le cas qu’il arrive ici après mon départ on le pourra renvoyer à Maroc sans grand delai. Il serait très commode d’avoir les chapitres avec moi pour faire les corrections etc. sur le bâteau, c’est à dire si je ne souffre pas trôp de mal de mer.

Je m’étais promis longtemps le plaisir de vous rencontrer en passant par Paris, mais il paraît que nous devons faire tout le voyage au mer. D’ordinaire j’irais à Maroc français par Paris et Marseilles, mais il paraît que par cette route il faut traverser Maroc Espagnol,1 ce qui est impossible pour nous, car les Franco-istes pourraient savoir par nos passe-ports que nous avons été longtemps en Espagne loyaliste. Donc nous avons pris nos billets à Gibraltar par P. and O.2 et de là nous prendrons un autre bâteau. Peut-être au printemps je pourrai revenir par Paris. C’est grand dommage de perdre cette occasion de se rencontrer, mais nous l’arrangerons plus tard. Il me faut mettre ceci au poste toute° de suite.

Très fraternellement
Eric Blair

Translation

I am replying at once to your letter, and I will send this by air. Yes, it would be very kind of you to send me the chapters you have finished, and I think there will be time. I am leaving England on Friday 2 September, and I shall leave Preston Hall on Thursday. I suppose this letter will reach you tomorrow, and if you send off the parcel on Monday it should arrive here on Wednesday or Thursday. If it arrives here after I have left it can be sent on to Morocco without much delay. It would be very convenient to have the chapters with me to correct them etc. on the boat, that is, if I am not too seasick.

I had promised myself for a long time the pleasure of meeting you when we came through Paris, but it seems we have to make the whole journey by sea. In the normal way I should go to French Morocco via Paris and Marseilles, but it seems that going this way you have to cross Spanish Morocco,1 which we cannot do, for the Francoists could see from our passports that we spent a long time in Loyalist Spain. So we have booked our passage to Gibraltar by P. &O.2 and from there we take another boat. Perhaps I shall be able to come back through Paris in the spring. It is a great pity to miss this opportunity of meeting, but we will arrange a meeting later. I must post this at once.




478. Morocco Diary

7 September 1938—28 March 1939


Orwell began this diary on the way to Morocco. The diary is typewritten, almost certainly from a handwritten original; the handwritten version for 12 to 28 March 1939 is extant and annotated, in Orwell’s hand, ‘To be typed into the diary when machine is available.’ The text given here, in sloped roman type, is from the typewritten version, but significant differences between the typescript and the manuscript for entries from 12 to 28 March are noted. Orwell annotated his typescript in the margins and wrote longer notes, often illustrated, on blank facing pages. The annotations are marked ‘[Orwell’s note],’ and appear as footnotes. Longer passages are included in the body of the text with an indication of their original position. Minor typing errors have been silently corrected. When a letter or other item and a diary entry have the same date, the diary entry is last.



GIBRALTAR 7.9.38:

English newspapers reach Gibraltar by P & O four days late. Local English daily Gibraltar Chronicle & Official Gazette, 8 pages of which about 2½ advertisements, 1d. Current number 31,251. More or less pro-Fascist. Local Spanish papers El Annunciador and El Campanse, each four pages largely adverts, 1d. daily. No very definite standpoint politically, perhaps slightly pro-Franco. Ten or eleven Franco papers sold here, also three Government papers including Solidaridad Obrera. The latter at least six days old when obtainable here, and much less on evidence. Also two pro-Government Spanish papers published in Tangier, El Porvenir and Democracia. Prices of these stated in Franco exchange.

Impossible to discover sentiments of local Spanish population. Only signs on walls are Viva Franco and Phalangist symbol, but very few of these.

Population of town about 20,000, largely Italian origin but nearly all bilingual English-Spanish. Many Spaniards work here and return into Spain every night. At least 3000 refugees from Franco territory. Authorities now trying to get rid of these on pretext of overcrowding. Impossible to discover wages and food prices. Standard of living apparently not very low, no barefooted adults and few children. Fruit and vegetables cheap, wine and tobacco evidently untaxed or taxed very little (English cigarettes 3/– a hundred, Spanish 10d. a hundred), silk very cheap. No English sugar or matches, all Belgian. Cows’ milk 6d. a pint. Some of the shopkeepers are Indians and Parsees.

Spanish destroyer Jose Luis Diez lying in Harbour. A huge shell-hole, probably four or five feet across, in her side, just above water-level, on port side about fifteen to twenty feet behind bow. Flying Spanish Republican flag. The men were at first apparently prevented from going ashore, now allowed at certain hours to naval recreation grounds (i.e. not to mix with local population). No attempt being made to mend the ship.

Overheard local English resident: “It’s coming right enough. Hitler’s going to have Czecho-Slovakia all right. If he doesn’t get it now he’ll go on and on till he does. Better let him have it at once. We shall be ready by 1941.”

TANGIER 10.9.38:

Papers on sale in Tangier: La Presse Marocaine (morning daily Casablanca), strongly pro-Franco; Le Petit Marocain (ditto), impartial; La Depeche Marocaine (daily Tangier), somewhat pro-Franco; Le Journal de Tanger° (apparently weekly), seemingly non-political, business announcements etc.; Tangier Gazette & Morocco Mail (English weekly Tangier, Fridays), corresponds to above, seems slightly anti-Fascist and strongly anti-Japanese;fn1 also various others, French and Spanish, but seemingly no local Spanish pro-Franco paper.

Two buildings here flying Spanish Republican flag, including one called La Casa de Espana, some sort of club, displaying the usual Government posters. Some shops display Franco posters (the Arriba Espana poster almost exactly like a Government one). Writings on wall not common and pro-Franco and pro-Government ones about equally common, the latter perhaps slightly more so. Generally simply Viva or Muera Franco, or U.H.P., or C.N.T.F.A.I., or very rarely U.G.T. No initials of political parties except the F.A.I., the Phalange and once the J.S.U. All these inscriptions invariably Spanish. No clue to attitude of Moors. (See newspaper cutting Petit Marocain of 15.9.36.)fn2 1

Poverty here not extreme for an oriental city. Nevertheless an immense development of mendicancy, the whole town living on the tourist trade. Not many actual beggars but countless touts for curio-shops, brothels etc. Most people speak Spanish, many French and all those connected with the tourist racket speak some English. Local physique very good, especially the young men both Moors and Spaniards etc. In spite of Europeanisation almost all Moors wear the burnous and fez and most of the younger women are veiled. Estimated earnings of longshore fishermen about 3d. an hour.

There are four post offices, one French, one British, and two Spanish, Franco and Government. Stamps are British surcharged Tangier. Coinage as in French Morocco.




479. To Yvonne Davet

Dimanche, [11?] September 1938 Handwritten

[Printed] P & O Stratheden

Chère camarade,

Votre traduction1 me plait beaucoup. J’ai fait des petites corrections aux pages 28, 37, 46, 76, 90, 100, 109 et 118, mais il n’y a rien de très important. Je vais mettre ceci à la poste à Gibraltar, et je vous écrirai de nouveau quand nous aurons une domicile à Maroc.

Très fraternellement
Eric Blair

Translation

I like your translation1 very much. I have made small corrections on pages 28, 37, 46, 76, 90, 100, 109 and 118, but there is nothing of any importance. I shall post this in Gibraltar, and shall write to you again when we have somewhere to stay in Morocco.




480. Morocco Diary


The Orwells arrived in Morocco on 11 September 1938, as the deposition before Robert Parr, the British Consul at Marrakech shows; see p. 196. Orwell’s date of birth is given as 1902, not 1903. In his letter to A. H. Joyce of 12 February 1938 (see 426), he said that by mistake his date of birth had been incorrectly entered as 1902 in his passport. See 3103 for the dates of birth on Orwell’s passports.

They were to stay for a little over six months, sailing from Casablanca for England on 26 March 1939. On 18 September, signing as Eric Blair, Orwell accepted the lease of ‘une villa et une piece de domestique, route de casa,1 apartenant° a Monsieur Simont, Boucher a Marrakech’ for a minimum period of six months at 550 francs per month, running from 15 October 1938. The villa was about five kilometres from Marrakech. R. L. Bidwell records the French franc as being at 165 to the pound (31 to the dollar) in March 1938, and by January 1939 the rate had become 176.5 to the pound (39.8 to the dollar), a rate maintained at the following January (Currency Conversion Tables, 1970, 20). Thus, 550 francs was about £3.25 ($15.50) during these six months. The rent of the cottage at Wallington was 7s 6d per week or £1.50 (in today’s coinage, if not value) for four weeks. The Moroccan lease was negotiated by Désiré Bézert of Marrakech-Guéliz.

Until they could take up residence in M. Simont’s villa, the Orwells stayed at Madame Vellat’s house, rue Edmond Doutte, Marrakech. For Orwell’s time in Morocco, see Crick, 368–74; Shelden, 329–34; U.S.: 300–05.



[image: image]
Orwell’s deposition before the British Consul, Marrakech (Robert Parr), 11 September 1938.


MARRAKECH 13.9.38:

Summer Time observed in Spanish Morocco, not in French. Franco soldiers at the stations dressed almost exactly like those of the Spanish Government. Luggage searched on the train, but very carelessly, by typical Spanish official. Another official entered and impounded all French newspapers, even those favourable to Franco. French travellers much amused by this and ditto the official, who evidently realised the absurdity of it.

Spanish Morocco evidently less developed than French, possibly owing to the barrenness of that particular area. Further South, in French Morocco, great contrast between the areas cultivated by Moors and Europeans. The latter have enormous areas given over to wheat (1,000,000 acres said to be cultivated by 3000 French with coloured labour), fields so vast that they reach the horizon on each side of the railway track. Great contrast in fertility. Soil in places is rich and very black, in others almost like broken-up brick. South of Casablanca the land generally poorer, most of it uncultivated and giving barely any pasture for animals. For about 50–100 km. North of Marrakech actual desert, ground and hills of sand and chipped rock, utterly bare of vegetation. Animals: about the end of Spanish Morocco camels begin to appear, getting commoner until near Marrakech they are almost as common as donkeys. Sheep and goats about equally numerous. Horses not many, mules hardly any. Cows in the better parts. Oxen ploughing near Marrakech but none further north. All animals almost without exception in wretched condition. (This said to be due to two successive famine years.)

Casablanca is in appearance a completely French town (of about 150,000–200,000 inhabitants, a third of these Europeans). Evidently considerable tendency for both races to keep themselves to themselves. Europeans doing manual and menial work of all kinds, but evidently better paid than the Moors. (In the cinematograph only Moors in the cheapest seats, in buses many white people unwilling to sit next to a Moor.) Standard of living seems not exceptionally low. Mendicancy noticeably less than at Tangier or Marrakech.

Marrakech has large European quarters but is more typically a Moorish town. Europeans not doing actual menial work except in restaurants etc.fn1 Cab-drivers Europeans in Casablanca, Moors in Marrakech. Mendicancy so bad as to make it intolerable to walk through the streets. Poverty without any doubt very severe. Children beg for bread and when given it eat it greedily. In the bazaar quarter great numbers of people sleeping in the street, literally a family in every doorway. Blindness extremely common, some ringworm and a certain number of deformities. Large number of refugees camping outside the town. Said to be some of the people who fled north from the famine districts further south.

It is said here to be punishable by law to grow tobacco plants in the garden.fn2




481. Eileen Blair to Orwell’s mother

15 September 1938 Handwritten

Majestic Hotel
Marrakech.

Dearest Mrs Blair,

I think Eric sent postcards today, explaining that I’d been ‘upset’ as he says. We could both be said to have been upset, partly I expect by the climate & partly by the horror we conceived for this country. My additional achievement was some kind of fever, possibly from food poisoning but more probably from mosquitoes—Eric has eaten the same things but hasn’t been bitten to any extent whereas I look as though I were made of brioches.

The journey until we left Tangier was so pleasant that we were spoilt. It’s true that we went to Gib by mistake & then got held up at Tangier because the boats to Casablanca were full, but Gib was quite interesting & Tangier enchanting. Eric’s stuff for seasickness worked even on the crossing from Gib. to Tangier, which was rough (he walked round the boat with a seraphic smile watching people being sick & insisted on my going into the ‘Ladies’ Cabin’ to report on the disasters there), & the Continental Hotel in Tangier was very good indeed. If we could have come here by sea as we intended we should probably like Morocco better but we had to come by train which meant having breakfast at 5 a.m., going through endless agonies to satisfy police & customs authorities of all nations before getting into the train at all & then having more police & customs interrogations a) before the train left the International Zone, b) before entering the Spanish zone & c) before entering the French zone. The Spaniards were very pleasant & careless which was as well because at the last minute a man came round & collected the French newspapers that most people had & that were not allowed in Spanish territory. We had in our suitcases a collection of about 20 newspapers, Fascist & anti-Fascist. The French were in character, absolutely refusing to believe that we were not coming to Morocco to break the law. However, they agreed to let the Morocco police do the arresting & we got as far as the junction where we were to change into a train with a restaurant car. By this time it should have been 11 a.m. & was 11.45. Everyone fled across the station surrounded by hordes of Arab porters, aged 10–70, & the train started before we were well in it. Our junior porter, who was about 3′6″, had not unnaturally put the two cases he was carrying down on the platform so that he could catch us to get his tip (he said they were in the dining-car), but to establish this took us hours & to get the cases at Casablanca took two days. Then we came to Marrakech, again leaving at 7 a.m., & went to the Hotel Continental which had been recommended to us & which may have been quite good once. Lately it has changed hands & is obviously a brothel. I haven’t much direct knowledge of brothels but as they offer a special service they can probably all afford to be dirty & without any other conveniences. However we stayed for one day, partly because Eric didn’t notice anything odd about it until he tried to live in it & partly because my temperature was by that time going up about one degree an hour & I only wanted to lie down, which was easy enough, & to get drinks, which were brought me by a limitless variety of street Arabs who looked murderous but were very kind. Eric of course ate out & this is very expensive in Morocco so we moved here as soon as possible. This is the second most expensive hotel in Marrakech but it’s much cheaper to have full pension here (95 fr. a day for two)1 than to go to restaurants.

Sunday.2

Eric made me go to bed at that point, & since then we’ve been busy. He has written to you this morning while I unpacked, so you’ll know about Mme Vellet° & the villa in prospect. I think the villa will be fun from our point of view. It’s entirely isolated except for a few Arabs who live in the outbuildings to tend the orange grove that surrounds it. We’re going to buy enough furniture to camp with. As it will be the cheapest French furniture obtainable the aesthetic effect may be unfortunate, but we hope to get some decent rugs as we want them to take home. There is a large sitting room, two bedrooms, a bathroom & a kitchen. No provision for cooking but we’ll have some little pots with charcoal in them & a Primus. The country is practically desert but may look different after the rains. Anyway we can have a goat & Eric will really get the benefit of the climate. In Marrakech itself he couldn’t. The European quarter is intolerable with a second-rate respectability, & very expensive. The native quarter is ‘picturesque’ but the smells are only rivalled by the noises. Eric was so depressed that I thought we should have to come home but he is now quite excited about the villa & I think will be happy there. According to Dr. Diot (who was recommended by a friend of my brother’s in Paris) the climate is ideal for him, or will be in a few weeks when it’s cooler. And the villa has a sort of observatory on its roof which will be good to work in.

The second bedroom is of course Avril’s when she wants it. If she went to Tangier by sea the fare would be about £12 return. At Tangier one can stay at the Continental for 10/– a day all in. The fare from Tangier to Marrakech by train is 155 fr. second class. Unfortunately the train gets into Casablanca at 3 p.m. or so & the next one to Marrakech leaves at 8 & takes all night. It would be better to stay one night at Casablanca, which I suppose would cost another 10/– altogether, & get the morning train here. It only takes 4 hours & one sees the country such as it is. We loathed it but that was largely because we were sentenced to live in it for six months. As one approaches Marrakech camels become more & more common until they’re as ordinary as donkeys, & the native villages are extraordinary collections of little thatched huts about 5 feet square (but generally round), sometimes surrounded by a kind of hedge of dead wood or possibly a mud wall. We don’t know what the walls are for; they aren’t strong enough or high enough to keep anything out. Marrakech itself was largely built of mud & has enormous mud ramparts. The earth dries a reddish colour which is very beautiful in earth but unfortunate when approximately reproduced in paint by the French, who like to call Marrakech ‘la rouge’. Some of the native products are lovely, especially the earthenware pots & jugs they use.

Dr. Diot hasn’t really examined Eric yet but intends to. He is not particularly sympathetic but he must be a good doctor & through him we’ll be able to know that the chest really is reacting properly.

Please give my love to Mr Blair & Avril. I do hope Mr Blair is getting out & that Avril will get out as far as Morocco. It’s said to be a wonderful light here for photography. From her point of view it might have been more interesting to stay in Marrakech but one can walk one way (about 3 miles) in cooler weather & a taxi will cost about 2/6 I think. She might be able to hire a car if she liked to do her International driving test before coming. Anyway there are buses from Marrakech to all the other places.

With love

Eileen.




482. Morocco Diary

MARRAKECH 16.9.38:

The two papers normally read here are the Casablanca dailies, Le Petit Marocain, obtainable about midday, and La Vigie Marocaine, not obtainable till evening. Both are patriotic, more or less anti-Fascist, but neutral as to Spanish Civil War and anti-Communist. The local paper. L’Atlas, weekly, seems utterly insignificant. Yesterday (15th) in spite of sensational news of Chamberlain flying to Berlin, with which the papers made great play, there was utter lack of interest here and evidently no belief in war being imminent. Nevertheless there have been large transfers of troops to Morocco. Two of the French liners which run Marseilles-Tangier-Casablanca were more or less completely filled with troops. There has been a large increase recently in the local Air Force and 125 new officers are said to have arrived.




483. To Dr. J.B. McDougall

18 September 1938 Typewritten

Chez Madame Vellat Rue Edmond Doutte Marrakech French Morocco

Dear Dr MacDougall,1

I must apologise for not writing earlier to thank you for your very great kindness to me at Preston Hall. I was extraordinarily happy and comfortable there and I am sure it has done me all the good in the world. This is the first opportunity I have had of writing a proper letter, as I have been travelling more or less continuously for about a fortnight. We went by P. and O. to Gibraltar, then across to Tangier, then here by train. It is still rather hot and touches about 90 or 95 in the daytime, but it will cool down soon and they say the country gets green and full of flowers later on. This is a big French garrison town and also the crossing point of various caravan routes across north Africa. We had a good journey here and not much rough weather, and for the first time in my life I was not seasick, thanks I think to a German seasickness remedy called Vasano which is very good and leaves no after-effects. I have made arrangements to be attended by a French doctor who has been here for many years and says the climate is very good for lung complaints.

My wife is writing to Mrs MacDougall°. I will write again and let you know how we get on. And very many thanks again for all your kindness.

Yours sincerely,
Eric Blair




484. To Leonard Moore, Yvonne Davet, and Cyril Connolly

[18?] September 1938 Handwritten postcards


The postmarks franking the stamps on these cards are badly blurred, but the most likely date is the eighteenth. Moore’s office received his card on 22 September. The texts are similar. Each gives the address: ‘Chez Madame Vellat / Rue Edmond Doutte / Marrakech / French Morocco,’ with these notes:



To Leonard Moore:

The above address will find us from now on. Will write later. All the best.

Eric Blair

To Yvonne Davet:

The above address will find me from now on. Best wishes.

Eric Blair

To Cyril Connolly:

The above address will find me for the time being. Don’t forget to send me a copy of your book1 when it comes out. So looking forward to seeing it. Hope all goes well. All the best to your wife.

Yours
Eric Blair




485. Review of The Communist International by Franz Borkenau

New English Weekly, 22 September 1938

When Dr. Borkenau’s “The Spanish Cockpit” appeared the Spanish war was about a year old and the book dealt only with the events of the first six or seven months. Nevertheless it remains the best book on the subject, and what is more, it is a book different in kind from nearly all that have appeared on either side. As soon as one opened it one was aware that here at last, amid the shrieking horde of propagandists, was a grown-up person, a man capable of writing dispassionately even when he knew the facts. It is unfortunate that political books nowadays are almost invariably written either by fools or by ignoramuses. If a writer on a political subject manages to preserve a detached attitude, it is nearly always because he does not know what he is talking about. To understand a political movement one has got to be involved in it, and as soon as one is involved one becomes a propagandist. Dr. Borkenau, however, apart from his intellectual gifts, is in the very unusual position of having been for eight years a member of the German Communist Party and for some time an official of the Comintern, and of having finally reverted to a belief in liberalism and democracy. This is a development about as uncommon as being converted from Catholicism to Protestantism, but a sociologist could hardly have a better background.

In the twenty-years’ history of the Comintern Dr. Borkenau traces three more or less separate periods. In the first period, the immediate post-war years, there is a genuine revolutionary ferment in Europe, and in consequence the Comintern is an organisation sincerely aiming at world revolution and not entirely under Russian influence. In the second phase it becomes an instrument in Stalin’s struggles first against the Trotsky-Zinoviev group, later against the Bukharin-Rykov group. In the third phase, the one we are in now, it becomes more or less openly an instrument of Russian foreign policy. Meanwhile there are the alternate swings of Comintern policy to “left” and “right.” As Dr. Borkenau points out, the earlier changes were comparatively insignificant, the more recent ones catastrophic. The swing-over in Communist policy that took place between 1934 and 1936 was in fact so extraordinary that the general public has as yet failed to grasp it. In the “ultra-left” phase of 1928–34, the “social fascist” phase, revolutionary purity was so pure that every labour leader was declared to be in capitalist pay, the Russian sabotage trials “proved” that M. Blum and other leaders of the Second International were plotting the invasion of Russia, and anyone who advocated a united front of Socialists and Communists was denounced as a traitor, Trotskyist, mad dog, hyena and all the other items in the Communist vocabulary. Social democracy was declared to be the real enemy of the working class, Fascism was dismissed as something utterly without importance, and this insane theory was kept up even after Hitler had come to power. But then came German rearmament and the Franco-Russian pact. Almost overnight Communist policy in the non-Fascist countries swung round to the Popular Front and “defence of democracy,” and anyone who cavilled at lining up with Liberals and Catholics was once again a traitor, Trotskyist, mad dog, hyena and so forth. Of course such changes of policy are only possible because every Communist party outside the U.S.S.R. gets a new membership every few years. Whether there will be another corresponding swing to the “left” seems doubtful. Dr. Borkenau thinks that Stalin may ultimately be compelled to dissolve the Comintern as the price of a secure alliance with the western democracies. On the other hand it is worth remembering that the rulers of the democracies, so called, are not fools, they are aware that Communist agitation even in its “left” phases is not a serious danger, and they may prefer to keep in being an organisation which plays almost invariably into their hands.

In so far as it aims—and it still professes rather vaguely to aim—at world revolution, the Comintern has been a complete failure. Nevertheless it has done an immense amount of mischief and has been, in Dr. Borkenau’s opinion, one of the chief causes of the growth of Fascism. In every Communist party only about five per cent. of the membership—that is to say, a framework of party officials—remains constant; but in each phase of policy there pass through the party some thousands or tens of thousands of people who emerge having learnt nothing save a contempt for democratic methods. They do not emerge with a belief in Socialism, but they do emerge with a belief in violence and double-crossing. Consequently when the critical moment comes they are at the mercy of the man who really specialises in violence and double-crossing, in other words, the Fascist.

Dr. Borkenau thinks that the root cause of the vagaries of Comintern policy is the fact that revolution as Marx and Lenin predicted it and as it happened, more or less, in Russia, is not thinkable in the advanced western countries, at any rate at present. Here I believe he is right. Where I part company from him is when he says that for the western democracies the choice lies between Fascism and an orderly reconstruction through the co-operation of all classes. I do not believe in the second possibility, because I do not believe that a man with £50,000 a year and a man with fifteen shillings a week either can, or will, co-operate. The nature of their relationship is, quite simply, that the one is robbing the other, and there is no reason to think that the robber will suddenly turn over a new leaf. It would seem, therefore, that if the problems of western capitalism are to be solved, it will have to be through a third alternative, a movement which is genuinely revolutionary, i.e., willing to make drastic changes and to use violence if necessary, but which does not lose touch, as Communism and Fascism have done, with the essential values of democracy. Such a thing is by no means unthinkable. The germs of such a movement exist in numerous countries, and they are capable of growing. At any rate, if they don’t, there is no real exit from the pigsty we are in.

This is a profoundly interesting book. I have not enough specialised knowledge to judge its accuracy, but I think it is safe to say that it is as little coloured by prejudice as a book on a controversial subject can be. Probably the best way to test its value as a historical work would be to watch its reception in the Communist press—on the principle of “the worse the better,” I need hardly say. I hope that Dr. Borkenau will not only go on writing, but that he will find imitators. It is a most encouraging thing to hear a human voice when fifty thousand gramophones are playing the same tune.




486. To Jack Common

26 September 1938 Typewritten

Chez Madame Vellat Rue Edmond Doutte Medinah°
Marrakech French Morocco

Dear Jack,

After October 15th my address will actually be Villa Simont, Sidahan, Route de Casablanca, Marrakech, but in case of doubt better write to the address I am at at present, as the house we’re taking is some way out of the town and I’m not certain about their delivering letters.

I don’t know whether or not you will be fitting on your gas mask by the time this gets to you, but things look pretty bad and are perhaps even worse than I think because I don’t see the English papers and the local French ones are inclined to minimise things. If war does break out it is utterly impossible to foresee what will happen, but unless I am kicked out I don’t think I shall come home, at any rate until the time I was supposed to be coming, ie. early next spring. The whole thing seems to me so utterly meaningless that I think I shall just concentrate on remaining alive. In a mess of this kind it’s just a case of sauve qui peut, so in the event of war breaking out you must do what you think fit about the cottage and the animals. The bank any way will pay the rent for the next six months, and if you are just keeping out of it you would probably be as safe there as any where, I don’t think anyone will drop a bomb on Wallington and it might even be profitable to expand the fowl industry a bit, as eggs are sure to be scarce and sought after, at any rate until chicken food gets even scarcer. On the other hand if you feel impelled either to join the army or go to jail or for any other reason to leave Wallington, will you communicate with my brother in law and put the matter in his hands? His name and address are Laurence O’Shaughnessy, 24 Crooms Hill, Greenwich SE. 10. He will see to the disposal of the cottage, which could perhaps be let furnished to bomb-dodgers. And in the interim, if you left and the house hadn’t a tenant for the time being, he will arrange for the Hatchetts and Andersons1 to look after the animals. I just make these arrangements because it is as well to be prepared for the worst and if the worst does happen communication by letter may become difficult almost immediately. But I suppose there is still hope that all may be well. The next week or two will show any way. Hope all is going well with you and all are in good health and not finding the primitive conditions too much of a bore. I don’t care much for this country and am already pining to be back in England, always supposing there isn’t a war there. Love to Mary and Peter.

Yours
Eric




487. Eileen Blair to Marjorie Dakin

27 September 1938 Handwritten

Chez Mme Vellat, rue Edmond Doutte Medina,
Marrakech, French Morocco.

My dear Marjorie,

We’ve just had our first letter—from Mrs Blair. It was full of good news. I’m so glad you have a well family & that Marx appreciates his good fortune.1 I only hope he behaves as they say.

Yesterday we were rather hysterically writing semi-business letters in the hope that they’d be delivered before war broke out. Today the papers are somewhat calmer, but it’s maddening to see none except those published in Morocco (we can get others but 4 to 8 days late & those at the moment might as well be years old). The extraordinary thing is that no one here seems interested. We were in a café when the evening paper arrived yesterday & only one other person bought one & he didn’t open it. Yet there are many young Frenchman° here who would be mobilised for service in France I suppose. The general idea is that Morocco would be very safe, anyway inland. The Arabs don’t seem ripe to make trouble & if they did make it the poor wretches would have 15000 regular troops to contend with in Marrakech alone, complete with artillery & all. So long as we’re allowed to stay here, & that will probably be as long as we have any money, we probably have a better chance than most of keeping alive. Though what we should be keeping alive for God knows. It seems very unlikely that Eric will publish another book after the outbreak of war. I was rather cheered to hear about Humphrey’s dugout.2 Eric has been on the point of constructing one for two years, though the plans received rather a check after he did construct one in Spain & it fell down on his & his companions’ heads two days later, not under any kind of bombardment but just from the force of gravity. But the dugout has generally been by way of light relief; his specialities are concentration camps & the famine.

He buried some potatoes against the famine & they might have been very useful if they hadn’t gone mouldy at once. To my surprise he does intend to stay here whatever happens. In theory this seems too reasonable & even comfortable to be in character; in practice perhaps it wouldn’t be so comfortable. Anyway I am thankful we got here. If we’d been in England I suppose he must have been in jail by now & I’ve had the most solemn warnings against this from all the doctors though they don’t tell me how I could prevent it. Whatever the solution I do still desperately hope that there won’t be war, which I’m sure would be much worse for the Czechs. After all political oppression, though it gets so much publicity, can make miserable only a small proportion of a whole nation because a political régime, especially a dictatorship, has to be popular. We keep seeing & being exasperated by pictures of London crowds ‘demonstrating’ when we don’t know what they’re demonstrating for, & there are occasional references to ‘extremists’ who are arrested but whether the extremists are Communists demonstrating against Chamberlain’s moderation or Fascists or socialists or pacifists we don’t know. Eric, who retains an extraordinary political simplicity in spite of everything, wants to hear what he calls the voice of the people. He thinks this might stop a war, but I’m sure that the voice would only say that it didn’t want a war but of course would have to fight if the Government declared war. It’s very odd to feel that Chamberlain is our only hope, but I do believe he doesn’t want war either at the moment & certainly the man has courage.3 But it’s fantastic & horrifying to think that you may all be trying on gas masks at this moment.4

You’ll probably have heard that we don’t like Marrakech. It’s interesting, but at first anyway seemed dreadful to live in. There are beautiful arches with vile smells coming out of them & adorable children covered in ringworm & flies. I found an open space to watch the sunset from & too late realised that part of the ground to the west of us was a graveyard; I really couldn’t bear Eric’s conversation about the view as dominated by invisible worms & we had to go away without seeing the sunset. On the whole, however, I get acclimatised & I thought Eric was moving in the same direction, but he says he isn’t. But when we have our villa (we move in on the 15th) he is going to be happy. He is even buying things for the house, including a copper tray four feet across that will dominate us for the rest of our lives. We also have two doves. Here they live in a cage but at the villa they are to go free. One can’t have any tame animals because on the whole they have dreadful lives here & six months’ spoiling would only make the future worse for them. Otherwise we’d have some donkeys—you can buy a donkey for 100 francs.5

I expect you can’t read a word of this. We only have one table & Eric is typing diary notes on it. He sends his love to everyone, including Marx. So do I.

Eileen.

If there is a war I don’t know what Bristol,6 or indeed anywhere, will be like. But if at any time you wanted some place more remote for the children it’s quite possible that the cottage will be empty. I don’t know what the Commons would do but we’ve suggested to my brother that the cottage might anyway be kept in statu quo. It could be almost as safe as anywhere in England, & comparatively self-supporting, so we thought someone might be glad of it. Of course the Commons may all stay. Someone at my brother’s house (24 Croom’s Hill, S.E.10) will know. My brother himself would be mobilised at once I suppose as he’s in the RAMC.7

[At top of letter] There’s no actual news yet about E’s health. The doctor says we must allow 3 or 4 weeks for ‘acclimatisation’ before expecting much.




488. Morocco Diary

MARRAKECH 27.9.38:

The other local daily paper read here is La Presse Marocaine, which is somewhat more right-wing (at any rate more anti-Russian and more pro-Franco) than the Petit Marocain

There are said to be about 15,000 troops in Marrakech. Apart from officers and N. C. Os, these will all be Arab or negro troops, except for a detachment of the foreign legion.fn1 The latter are evidently looked on as dangerous ruffians, though good troops, and are debarred from visiting certain parts of the town except with a special permit. The Arab cavalry (from their badges apparently the 2nd Spahis) look pretty good, the Arab infantry less good, probably about equal to a second-rate Indian regiment. There is a large number of Senegalese infantry (called tirailleurs—presumably rifles—the badge is an anchor,fn2) here. They are of admirable physique and said to be good marchers. They are used for picket duty at certain parts of the town. In addition the local detachment of artillery (do not know how much, but recently saw a battery of largish field guns, probably larger than 75 mm., on the march) is manned by negroes. They only act as drivers etc. under white N.C.Os and are not taught to aim the guns. Arabs are not used for this purpose, obviously because they could not be prevented from learning too much. All the troops here are said to be standing by and ready to move at a moment’s notice. On the fortified hill immediately west of the town there are guns which command the Arab quarter “in case of trouble”. Nevertheless the local French show an utter lack of interest in the European crisis, so much so as to make it impossible to think that they believe war will break out. There is no scramble for papers, no one broaches the subject of war unless prompted and one overhears no conversations on the subjects in the cafes. A Frenchman, questioned on the subject, says that people here are well aware that in case of war “it will be more comfortable here than in France.” Everyone will be mobilised, but only the younger classes will be sent to Europe. The re-opening of schools has not, as in France, been postponed. It is not easy to be absolutely certain about the volume of poverty here. The province has undoubtedly passed through a very bad period owing to two years drought, and on all sides fields which have obviously been under cultivation recently have reverted to almost desert condition, utterly dried up and bare even of weeds. As a result many products, eg. potatoes, are very scarce. There has been a great to and fro of refugees from the dried up areas, for whom the French have made at any rate some provision. The great French wheat estates are said to be worked largely with female labour, and in bad times the unemployed women flock into the towns, which is said to lead to a great increase in prostitution. There is no doubt that poverty in the town itself is very severe by European standards. People sleep in the streets by hundreds and thousands, and beggars, especially children, swarm everywhere. It is noticeable that this is so not only in quarters normally frequented by tourists, but also in the purely native quarters, where any European is promptly followed by a retinue of children. Most beggars are quite satisfied with a sou (twenty sous equal a penny halfpenny). Two illustrative incidents: I asked a boy of about 10 to call a cab for me, and when he returned with the cab gave him 50 centimes (three farthings, but by local standards an overpayment.) Meanwhile about a dozen other boys had collected, and when they saw me take a handful of small change out of my pocket they flung themselves on it with such violence as to draw blood from my hand. When I had managed to extricate myself and give the boy his 50 centimes a number of others flung themselves on him, forced his hand open and robbed him of the money. Another day I was feeding the gazelles in the public gardens with bread when an Arab employee of the local authorities who was doing navvy work nearby came up to me and asked for a piece of the bread. I gave it him and he pocketed it gratefully. The only doubt raised in one’s mind about all this is that in certain quarters the population, at any rate the younger Ones, have been hopelessly debauched by tourism and led to think of Europeans as immensely rich and easily swindled. Numbers of young men make a living ostensibly as guides and interpreters, actually by a species of blackmail.

When one works out the earnings of the various kinds of petty craftsmen and pieceworkers here, carpenters, metal-workers, porters etc., it generally comes to about 1d or 2d an hour. As a result many products are very cheap, but certain staple ones are not, eg. bread, which is eaten by all Arabs when they can get it, is very expensive. ¾lb of inferior white bread (the European bread is dearer) costs 1 franc or 1½d. It is habitually sold in half cakes. The lowest sum on which an Arab, living in the streets with no home, can exist is said to be 2 francs a day. The poorer French residents regard 10 francs or even 8 francs a day as a suitable wage for an Arab servant (out of this wage he has to provide his own food).fn3

The poverty in the Jewish quarter is worse, or at any rate more obtrusive than in the Arab quarters. Apart from the main streets, which are themselves very narrow, the alleys where the people live are 6 feet or less across and most of the houses have no windows at all. Overcrowding evidently goes on to an unbelievable extent and the stench is utterly insupportable, people in the narrowest alleys habitually urinating in the street and against the wall. Nevertheless it is evident that there are often quite rich people living among this general filth. There are about 10,000fn4 Jews in the town. They do most of the metal work and much of the woodwork. Among them are a few who are extremely wealthy. The Arabs are said to feel much more hostility towards the Jews than towards the Europeans. The Jews are noticeably more dirty in their clothes and bodies than the Arabs. Impossible to say to what extent they are orthodox, but all evidently observe the Jewish festivals and almost all, at any rate of those over 30, wear the Jewish costume (black robe and skull-cap.) In spite of poverty, begging in the Jewish quarters not worse than in the Arab quarters.

Here in Marrakech the attitude of the French towards the Arabs is noticeably more like the Anglo-Indian attitude than, eg., in Casablanca. “Indigene” exactly corresponds to “native” and is freely used in the newspapers. The French here do not, as in Casablanca, do menial jobs such as cab-driving, though there are French waiters in the cafes. In the Jewish quarter there is a very poor French population some of whom appear to have “gone native”, but these are not altogether distinguishable from the Jews, most of whom are quite white. There is an immensely higher proportion of French-speaking Arabs than of English-speaking Indians, indeed every Arab who is much in contact with Europeans speaks a certain amount of French. The French almost always tu-toi the Arabs in speaking to them, and the Arabs do so in return whether or not understanding the implication (2nd person in Arabic has not this implication). Most French people of long standing here speak some Arabic, but probably not a great deal. A French officer speaking to his N.C.O. speaks in French, at any rate some of the time.




489. To Jack Common

29 September 1938 Typewritten

Chez Madame Vellat Rue Edmond Doutte Marrakech French Morocco

Dear Jack,

I wrote yesterday making suggestions as to what you should do in case of war, then this morning received your letter in which you didn’t sound as though war were really likely, so write now in a more normal mood. At this end of the world I can’t make out about this war business. The troops are standing by more or less in full kits, the artillery is trained on the proletarian end of the town “in case of trouble” and this afternoon we had some kind of air-raid practice which I couldn’t get the hang of, but meanwhile the French population is utterly uninterested and evidently doesn’t believe that war is coming. Of course they are out of all danger here, except for the young ones who will be mobilised, and perhaps that affects their attitude. The whole thing is so utterly insane that it just sickens me. One thing I am certain of. Unless there is some tremendous loss of prestige, such as Hitler seizing the whole of Czechoslovakia while England and France do nothing, and perhaps at the same time painting the British ambassador’s arse green and sending him back to England, Chamberlain is safe to win the next election with a big majority. The so-called left parties have played straight into his hands by their idiotic policy.

I’m sorry to hear the cockerels don’t fetch anything. We crossed the hens with a Leghorn because they’re good layers and it’s much more paying to go in for eggs than for table birds. The best thing to do really is to eat them. They[’re] all right to eat, only they’re so light they fetch nothing. The earliest pullets ought to lay this month and the others I suppose about November. Try giving them a spot of Karswood, which is quite cheap, to bring them on. I hope Muriel is behaving. I still can’t remember what arrangement was made about her food. Are Clarke’s delivering the stuff? If so, ask them about their bill. They know I am good to pay, and they could make some suggestion, whether to send the bills on to me here or what not. Yes, have the telephone disconnected if it hasn’t been done. I thought my brother in law had had it done. Could you drop him a line about it? I gave you his address in the last letter. I wonder if there are any apples on the tree in the kitchen garden. It gives 30 or 40 pounds some years. They’re very good cookers but you want to use them up because they don’t keep.

It makes me sad to hear you say you’ve never been out of England, especially when I think of the bastards who do travel, simply going from hotel to hotel and never seeing any difference anywhere except in the temperature. At the same time I’m not sure how much good travel does to anyone. One thing I have always believed, and that is that one really learns nothing from a foreign country unless one works in it, or does something that really involves on[e] with the inhabitants. This trip is something quite new to me, because for the first time I am in the position of a tourist. The result is that it is quite impossible, at any rate at present, to make any contact with the Arabs, whereas if I were here, say, on a gun-running expedition, I should immediately have the entree to all kinds of interesting society, in spite of the language difficulty. I have often been struck by how easy it is to get people to take you for granted if you and they are really in the same boat, and how difficult otherwise. For instance, when I was with the tramps, merely because they assumed that I was on the bum it didn’t make a damn’s worth of difference to them that I had a middle-class accent and they were willing to be actually more intimate than I wanted. Whereas if, say, you brought a tramp into the house and tried to get him to talk to you it would just be a patron-client relationship and quite meaningless. I am as usual taking careful notes of everything I see, but am not certain what use I shall be able to make of them afterwards. Here in Marrakech it is in some ways harder to find out about conditions in Morocco than it would be in a less typical Arab town. In a town like Casablanca you have a huge French population and a white proletariat, and consequently local branches of the Socialist Party and so forth. Here with not very important differences it is very like Anglo-Indian society and you are more or less obliged to be a pukka sahib or suffer the consequences. We’re staying in the town itself for another two or three weeks, then we’re taking a villa outside. That will be slightly more expensive but quieter to work in and I simply have to have a bit of garden and a few animals. I shall also be interested to see a little of how the Arab peasants live. Here in the town conditions are pretty frightful, wages generally work out at about 1d or 2d an hour and it’s the first place I’ve seen where beggars do literally beg for bread and eat it greedily when given it. It’s still pretty hot but getting better and we’re both pretty well in health. There’s nothing wrong with me really, but much as I resent the waste of time it’s probably done me good to lay off work for seven months. People who don’t write think that writing isn’t work, but you and I know the contrary. Thank God I’ve just begun to work again and made a start on my new novel, which was billed for this autumn but might appear in the spring perhaps. Of course if war comes God knows if the publishing of books will even continue. To me the idea of war is a pure nightmare. Richard Rees was talking as though even war couldn’t be worse than the present conditions, but I think what this really means is that he doesn’t see any peace-time activity for himself which he feels to be useful. A lot of intellectuals feel like this, which I think is one explanation of why the so-called left-wingers are now the jingoes. But I personally do see a lot of things that I want to do and to continue doing for another thirty years or so, and the idea that I’ve got to abandon them and either be bumped off or depart to some filthy concentration camp just infuriates me. Eileen and I have decided that if war does come the best thing will be to just stay alive and thus add to the number of sane people.

The above address will find me for a bit. I’ll give you the new one when I have it—probably a poste restante address, as I don’t think they will deliver letters where we are going to. Best love to Mary and Peter. Eileen also sends love.

Yours
Eric

P.S. [handwritten at top of first page] Yes, I did once just meet Alec Henderson1 at a party. The village people are really very nice, especially the Hatchetts, Mrs Anderson, Titley, Keep, Edie (Mrs Ridley’s daughter) & her husband Stanley, & Albert, Mrs R’s other son in law. I don’t know what one can really do for old H. except occasionally to give him eggs when his hens don’t lay. He is a dear old man. Tell them all you’ve heard from me & I wanted to be remembered to them.




489A. Manifesto: If War Comes, We Shall Resist

The New Leader, 30 September 1938


This manifesto, printed in The New Leader, the paper of the Independent Labour Party, on 30 September 1938, was signed by 149 people, forty-eight of whose names were printed. Orwell was listed among ‘Authors,’ the others being Vera Brittain (see 2473, n. 1), Havelock Ellis, Laurence Housman, C. E. M. Joad, and Ethel Mannin. Five M.P.s signed: James Maxton, H. G. McGhee, Alfred Salter, Campbell Stephen, and Cecil H. Wilson. Among others listed were: Frank Horrabin, Fenner Brockway, Fred. W. Jowett (Treasurer, ILP), J. H. Hudson (Chairman, Parliamentary Pacifist Group), Tom Stephenson (Cumberland Miners), H. A. Moody (Chairman, League of Coloured Peoples), George Padmore (Chairman, International African Service Bureau), C. H. Norman, and J. S. Rowntree. See P. J. Thwaites, ‘The Independent Labour Party, 1938–1950,’ unpublished Ph.D. thesis, London University, 1976.



The European crisis has arisen from larger issues than those which centre on Czechoslovakia. Should war break out, now or later, Czechoslovakia or some other country (like Belgium in 1914) would provide only the incidental occasion for it.

The danger of war arises from the injustices of the Treaties which concluded the last war and the imperialist economic rivalries which they embodied. The danger will remain, even though war be avoided now.

The threat of war will continue until world supplies are made available to all peoples on a basis of co-operation and social justice.

By its policy of economic imperialism during recent years the British Government has aggravated the evils of world distribution, and thereby has a heavy responsibility for the present crisis.

We repudiate, therefore, all appeals to the people to support a war which would, in fact, maintain and extend imperialist possessions and interests, whatever the incidental occasion.

For the democratic countries which resort to war the immediate result would be the destruction of the liberties of the people and the imposition of totalitarian regimes.

If war comes, it will be our duty to resist, and to organise such opposition as will hasten the end of that war, not by Treaties which represent the triumph of one imperialism over another, and which would only sow the seeds of future wars, but by the building of a new world order based on fellowship and justice.




490. To Controversy

October 1938

WE, THE UNDERSIGNED

We, the undersigned, urge all who value a free Socialist Press to respond to the appeal made by J. F. Horrabin and C. A. Smith for immediate financial assistance to Controversy.

No one of us is in agreement with all that has appeared in its columns. That is inevitable, since both its contributors and we ourselves hold varying and often conflicting views. But in this magazine each of these views has found repeated expression—by members of the Labour Party, Independent Labour Party and Communist Party, by Anarchists, Trotskyists and Pacifists. Its disappearance would be a loss to Left journalism.

The value of an open forum, convenience of having all Socialist opinion represented between the covers of one magazine, the need for resisting political censorship and the suppression of truth—these are worthy of some small sacrifice.

Members, ourselves of different Parties, we unitedly endorse the appeal, and hope that readers will respond generously enough and quickly enough to save Controversy.1

W. Ballantine

(N.U.R. Executive)

Leonard Barnes

Aneurin Bevan, M.P.

R. Bhavan

Julius Braunthal

(Asst. Sec., L.S.I.)

Fenner Brockway

W. J. Brown

F. W. Chandler

W. T. Colyer

(Labour Candidate, Chislehurst)

Edward Conze

Sydney Elliott

Lionel Elvin

Alan Flanders

(British Leader, M.S.I.)

W. Fox

C. E. M. Joad

A. Creech Jones, M.P.

Satish Kalelkar

F. L. Kerran

(Labour Candidate, Luton)2

Norman Leys

Conrad Noel

Ethel Mannin

James Maxton, M.P.

G. R. Mitchison

Naomi Mitchison

W. H. Morris

(Labour Candidate, Hampstead)

C. H. Norman

George Orwell

George Padmore

(Chairman of International African Service Bureau)

Leslie Paul

(Editor of “Plan”)

Roger Pugh

Reginald Reynolds

F. A. Ridley

Henry Sara°

Mary Saran

H. Allen Skinner

Jack Tanner

(A.E.U. Executive)

W. N. Warbey

(N.C.L.C. District Organiser)

Wilfred Wellock

J. R. White

E. E. Williams

(Chairman, Women’s Co-op. Guild)

Tom Wintringham

Geraldine Young




491. To Leonard Moore

1 October 1938 Typewritten

Chez Madame Vellat Rue Edmond Doutte Marrakech French Morocco

Dear Mr Moore,

I wonder if there is any chance of getting anyone to print that pamphlet, “Socialism and War”, that I sent you.1 The present seems a suitable time for it. Possibly Warburg2 might consider doing it if he ever goes in for pamphlets. I don’t want any money for it. If anyone does print it, you might get them to add a note at the beginning stating that it was written in May 1938.

We have been here about a fortnight and are having a very interesting time. We are staying in the town another fortnight, then going to a small villa we are taking outside. The above address will find me for the time being and I’ll give you the other one later. I am very well and have made a good start on my novel.3 I’ll be finished about March, I suppose. Thank goodness the war danger seems to be over, at any rate for the time being, so we can breathe again. For several days we had almost given up hope, though the people here were quite calm about it and apparently uninterested. It is still rather hot but I believe it gets quite chilly in the winter. This is an old Arab town with labyrinthine bazaars full of camels and donkeys, awful dirt and poverty everywhere, of course, but all very interesting. I’m taking notes of all I see and no doubt shall be able to write something on it when I get back.

Do you know how “Homage to Catalonia” sold? I suppose Warburg has had some returns by this time. It was boycotted in certain places but got very good reviews on the whole.

My wife sends all the best. I hope Miss Perriam is a bit better.4

Yours
Eric Blair




492. Marjorie Dakin to Eileen Blair and Orwell

3 October 1938 Typewritten

166 St. Michael’s Hill Bristol.

My dear Eileen and Eric,

Thanks very much for your letters, and the £1 enclosed. Marx is being perfectly good except for such natural wickedness as will never be eradicated. He is very obedient out of doors, and comes directly when called, also is learning to keep on pavements, as we let him off the leash in quiet roads to train him. He has simply terrific games with the children, especially on the downs. A sword of Damocles has been hanging over his head, he was threatened with being made into sausages if there was a food shortage, also Tor, though he is getting a bit tough.

As you will have gathered there has been complete wind-up about war, everybody thought it had really come this time, as indeed it may yet. All preparations are being pushed on just the same. I took the children down to get their gas-masks the other day, not that I have much faith in them, but still it is the correct thing to do. I have heard that the A.R.P. is a farce so far, if there was a really bad bombing raid, there would be practically nobody who knew what to do.1 I also heard that all the warning that Bristol would get would be four minutes, and London only 25 seconds, but I don’t know if this is true.2 If it is it hardly seems worth while to do anything, as I don’t see myself getting the children into gasmasks and shelter in four minutes. Humph has been transferred pro. tem. into the Ministry of Transport, and has been sent off to Salisbury, but I imagine he will be back quite soon now. As far as he could make out all the high officials in London (in transport) moved out in a body to the south of England with their wives and families. The head man took over the Truro district. Humph as the only outsider was given Salisbury, it being the most dangerous place.

Everything here was perfectly calm, no meetings of any kind. All the parks and gardens have been dug up into shelters, and England is swept clean of corrugated iron and sand bags. I believe the grocers have done a roaring trade “better than Christmas”. I didn’t go in for a food hoarding myself, except to buy a sack of potatoes, which the grocer offered me.

Devon and Cornwall are simply packed, there is not a house or rooms to be had for love or money, people who went up to London on friday° said it was practically empty, Hyde Park and Kensington Gardens have miles of trenches in them. The bill has now to be paid.

I hope Chamberlain rounds off the thing properly, and offers to give back Germany her mandated colonies, also tries to do something about removing tariffs. Otherwise I think we shall have everything to be ashamed of, in saving our skins at the expense of the Czechs. But I bet he won’t. It looks as if poor France has had a kick in the pants, to be vulgar, agreements being signed without reference to her. Personally I think there is going to be a most awful row over the whole thing, when the hysteria has died down a bit. One school of thought says that we shall not be ready for war for another two years and that the Govt. will do anything to put it off till then,3 others, that now that the great ones of the earth realise that it is really going to be a ‘free for all’ and that is not just a case of “giving” one’s son it puts a different complexion on things.

I think if there is another war, I shall have Humph in a lunatic asylum in two twos,4 his nerves are in an awful state, I was really quite glad when he went off to Salisbury poor dear, as he was adding to the horrors of the situation very considerably and of course the children5 didn’t care two hoots, and were enjoying the whole thing, Hen went round and really had his fill of looking at searchlights and machine guns, and Jane was perfectly indifferent, except that she hoped they wouldn’t turn the Art School into a Hospital.

My heart goes out to you over the four foot tray, I have one of the same ilk, but I had a trestle made to go under it and use it as [a] table. I have had some pretty B.6 furniture landed on me from Dr. Dakin’s7 house, things I have loathed from my childhood, but I am hoping to be able to discreetly jettison them soon. Excuse typing faults, I am doggedly practising on all my friends and relations.

Have you read any books by a man called R. C. Hutchinson.8

I have just read a book of his called “Shining Scabbard” which I thought was awfully good. I believe his latest one “Testament” is even better.

Thanks very much for the offer of the cottage, but if things become really desperate, I expect we should try to get up to Middlesmoor, the cottage there is still furnished, a friend of mine took it over, and I daresay we could all fit in, as it is a magic cottage, and will hold an unlimited amount of people.

Best love to you both

Marge.




493. Eileen Blair to Geoffrey Gorer

4 October 1938 Handwritten

chez° Mme. Vellat, rue Edmond Doutte,
Medina, Marrakech, French Morocco.

Dear Geoffrey,

Your letter has just arrived. Of course we are blameworthy. I thought Eric had written to you & now I see he can’t have done so. For myself I don’t remember the last few weeks in England except that they were spent almost entirely in trains. People had to be said good-bye to & things (including Eric) collected from all over the country & the cottage had to be handed over furnished but nakedly to the Commons who are spending the winter there & mustering the goats etc. We were thrust out of England very hurriedly partly in case war broke out & partly because Eric was getting rebellious & I had rebelled. As it turns out this was rather a pity. Marrakech is the dernier cri of fashionable medicine. Certainly it is dry. They’ve had three years’ drought, including 17 months entirely without rain. But the climate doesn’t get tolerable in any year until the end of September & this year the hot weather still persists. We are both choosing our shrouds (the Arabs favour bright green & don’t have coffins which is nice on funeral days for the flies who leave even a restaurant for a few minutes to sample a passing corpse), but have now chosen instead a villa. It’s in the middle of an orange-grove in the palm-tree country at the foot of the Atlas from which the good air comes. I think Eric really will benefit when we get there but it isn’t available until the 15th. We’ve bought the furniture—for about £10. I’ve only seen the place once for five minutes & I wasn’t allowed to open the shutters & there was no artificial light, but I believe it could be very attractive. Garnished with us & our ten pounds’ worth it may be odd to the eye but will be comforting to the spirit. We shall even have goats who will be physically as well as emotionally important because fresh milk is otherwise unobtainable. It’s five kilometres from Marrakech.

Do you know Morocco? We found it a most desolate country—miles & miles of ground that is not technically desert, i.e. it could be cultivated if it were irrigated but without water is simply earth & stones in about equal proportions with not even a weed growing. We got all excited the other day because we found a dock. The villa is in one of the more fertile bits. Marrakech itself is beautiful in bits. It has ramparts & a lot of buildings made of earth dug up about five feet below ground level. This dries a soft reddish colour so the French call Marrakech ‘la rouge’ & paint everything that isn’t earth a dreadful salmon-beige. The best thing is the native pottery. Unfortunately it generally isn’t glazed (except some bits painted in frightful designs for the tourist trade) but we’re trying to get some things made watertight. There are exquisite white clay mugs with a very simple black design inside. They cost a franc & it seems to us that people here generally earn about a franc to two francs an hour.

Eric is going to write to you & I shall leave him the crisis. I am determined to be pleased with Chamberlain because I want a rest. Anyway Czecho-Slovakia ought to be pleased with him; it seems geographically certain that that country would be ravaged at the beginning of any war fought in its defence. But of course the English Left is always Spartan; they’re fighting Franco to the last Spaniard too.

I hope the old book & the new go well.1 Are you going to America? If you happen to come to the south of Europe, call on us. It isn’t very difficult—indeed there’s an air service from Tangier—& we have a spare room (quite spare I should say, not even furniture in it) & we could go & look at the country on donkeys & possibly at the desert on camels, & we should enjoy it very much.

I’d better send love from us both in case Eric’s letter gets delayed. He has begun his novel2 & is also carpentering—there is a box for the goats to eat out of & a hutch for the chickens though we have no goat yet & no chickens.

Yours ever
Eileen.

The villa is not in any postal district & I think we have to have a ‘box’. We’ll let you know the proper address when we discover it.




494. Morocco Diary

MARRAKECH 9.10.38:

The other daily paper sometimes obtainable is Maroc Matin, illustrated, Casablanca. Much more left wing than the others. Poor paper and print, evidently not prosperous and not much in evidence, in fact seldom obtainable.

After the crisis was over everyone here showed great relief and was much less stolid about it than they had been during the trouble itself. Educated Frenchwoman in official position, known to us personally, writes letter of congratulation to Daladier. It is perfectly evident from the tone of the press that even in the big towns where there is a white proletariat there was not the smallest enthusiasm for the idea of going to war for the sake of Czechoslovakia.

I was wrong in thinking the brass-work etc. was done exclusively by Jews. Actually Jews and Arabs seem to do much the same class of work. Much of the work of making wooden ploughs, wooden spoons, brass and copper utensils, and even some classes of blacksmithing, is done by very young children. Children certainly not older than 6 work at some of the simpler parts of these jobs. Children of about 8–10 work with adze and chisel, very diligently and with great skill. Children almost too young to stand are set to such jobs as keeping flies off piles of fruit. Arab woodwork, though rather rough and done with extremely primitive tools, is quite good, but they seem almost always to use unseasoned wood, which of course is liable to warp. Shafts for ploughs are cut straight out of green boughs. This is presumably due to lack of capital and storage space. It is also evident that peasants have to buy a new plough every year.

Women servants receive less than men. Madame V. pays her cook-general Aicha Frs. 6.50 a day, but it appears that Frs. 5 is more usual, and in some cases Frs. 3.50 or even 3. In no case would the servant getting these wages receive any food or lodging. A. is an extremely good plain cook who in England would be considered worth £50 a year and her keep.1

Most riding and baggage animals here are exceedingly cheap. The following prices quoted at the Bab el Khemis animal fair (some of these subject to reduction if one bargained). Full-grown but smallish camel Frs. 300. Riding horse, 15–16 hands, apparently good, Frs. 275. Donkeys Frs. 75–150. Cow in milk Frs. 650. Mules Frs. 250–1000.fn1 High price of mules is due to their being ridden by rich men, the mule being in fact the badge of wealth. Goats (very poor) 30–50 Frs.2

Immense prevalence of blindness here. In some of the poorest quarters it is possible to pass three or four blind people in 50 yards. A few of the blind beggars are probably impostors, but the main cause is no doubt the flies which which° every child’s eyes are constantly crusted. Curiously enough children below a certain age, say 5, appear not to notice the flies.

The Arab women, though almost invariably veiled, are anything but shy, do not object to going about alone and in quarrels, bargaining etc. do not seem at all inhibited by their veils. Arabs seem to attach less importance than most orientals to touching and being touched. Arab men often go about hand in hand, and sometimes hand in hand with a woman (unthinkable in some oriental races.) In the buses mild flirtations between Arab women and European men. The Mahometan rules about not drinking seem to be strictly kept and drunkenness unheard of. On the other hand there is much smoking of a sort of drug called kiff, which is at any rate supposed to have narcotic effects, It is said to [be] illegal but is obtainable everywhere. No Europeans are admitted to the mosques here.

The French authorities enrol a sort of special constables,° a force known as the surete,° who are armed with truncheons and called out when criminals are to be rounded up. I have not yet got reliable particulars but it appears that either these or the regular police can summarily order flogging of thieves etc. and that savage floggings are administered without trial.

Have seen a good many of the Foreign Legion. Do not look very dangerous ruffians. Almost universally poor physique. Uniforms even worse than those of the conscripts.

Offical advertisement of post for girl teacher of native girls in state school, teacher evidently expected to be daughter of army officer or something of the kind, wage to be Frs. 900 a month (about 25/– a week.)

French film “Legion d’Honneur”, propaganda film corresponding to ‘Bengal Lancer’, dealing with the French Sahara. Certain social differences interesting. French officer speaks to Touareg tribesmen largely through interpreter. Calling for two men for special duty he refers to them by their numbers instead of their names. Officers (represented as more or less aristocratic) smoke cigars with bands on and wear uniform off duty, eg. on ship going home.

On getting the English newspapers of the period of the crisis, it was evident that the local French press had systematically minimised the whole thing, for obvious reasons.

In the bazaar a tiny screw of tea (green China tea, of which the Arabs drink a great deal), perhaps ¼ to ½ oz., and about 1 oz. of sugar, can be bought for 253 centimes. Utterly impossible to buy things in such quantities in most European countries. Price of a cup of water 1 sou. This may be taken as meaning that the sou has no other purchasing power.

Have not yet seen a single sign of any hostility towards Europeans as such, of the kind one is constantly seeing in an Indian city.




495. To Leonard Moore

11 October 1938 Handwritten

Chez Madame Vellat Rue Edmond Doutte Medinah
Marrakech Fr. Morocco

Dear Mr Moore,

Many thanks for your letter which I’ve just received. You say in it:

“Verbally from Warburg I learn that there are about 700 copies of H. to C. sold to date.… That, I think, in all the circumstances is very good.”

Was it really 700?1 I ask because it seems to me that 700 would be a terribly bad sale & incidentally would mean a heavy loss for Warburg, & it struck me that it may have been a typist’s error.

Hope all goes well & trust Miss Perriam is improving. I’ll let you have our permanent address when we make quite sure what it is, but meanwhile the above will find us.

Your sincerely
Eric Blair




496. To Jack Common

12 October 1938 Typewritten

Chez Madame Vellat Rue Edmond Doutte Medinah
Marrakech French Morocco

Dear Jack,

Thanks for yours. There were several important items I wanted to talk to you about but they were chased out of my mind by the European situation. The first is, I think we forgot to warn you not to use thick paper in the WC. It sometimes chokes the cesspool up, with disastrous results. The best to use is Jeyes paper which is 6d a packet. The difference of price is negligible, and on the other hand a choked cesspool is a misery. Secondly, if you find the sitting room fire smokes intolerably, I think you can get a piece of tin put in the chimney, which is what it needs, for a very small sum. Brookers in Hitchin would tell you all about it. Or you could probably do it yourself. I was always meaning to but put it off. Thirdly, I enclose cheque for £3. Could you some time get this cashed and pay £2 to Field, the postmaster at Sandon, for the rent of the field. It’s a lot overdue as a matter of fact but F. never remembers about it. Field goes past in his grey car, which he uses to carry cattle in, every Tuesday on his way to Hitchin Market, and one can sometimes stop him if one jumps into the middle of the road and waves. As to the remaining £1, could you some time in the winter get some or, if possible, all of the ground in the vegetable garden dug over? Old H.1 is getting so old that I don’t really like asking him to do that kind of work, but he’s always glad of it and, of course, willing to work for very low rates. There’s no hurry, it’s just a question of getting the vacant ground turned over some time in the winter and preferably some manure (the goat’s stuff is quite good if there isn’t too much straw in it) dug in. The official theory is that we are to give up the cottage next spring, so I suppose on good business principles one ought to exhaust the soil by taking an enormous crop of Brussels off it and then let it go to hell. But I hate starving soil and in addition I’m not so certain of giving up the cottage. As I expect you’ve discovered by this time it’s truly a case of be it never so humble, but the fact is that it’s a roof and moving is so damned expensive besides being a misery. I think I would rather feel I had the cottage there to move into next April, even if when the time comes we don’t actually do it, because I don’t know what my financial situation will be next year. I don’t believe my book on Spain sold at all, and if I have to come back to England and start on yet another book with about £50 in the world I would rather have a roof over my head from the start. It’s a great thing to have a roof over your head even if it’s a leaky one. When Eileen and I were first married, when I was writing “Wigan Pier”, we had so little money that sometimes we hardly knew where the next meal was coming from, but we found we could rub along in a remarkable manner with spuds and so forth. I hope the hens have begun laying. Some of them have by this time, I expect, at any rate they ought to. We’ve just bought the hens for our house, which we’re moving into on Saturday. The hens in this country are miserable little things like the Indian ones, about the size of bantams, and what is regarded as a good laying hen, ie. it lays once a fortnight, costs less than a shilling. They ought only to cost about 6d, but at this time of year the price goes up because after Yom Kippur every Jew, of whom there are 13000 in this town, eats a whole fowl to recompense him for the strain of fasting 12 hours.

Well, the mortal moon hath her eclipse endured till 1941, I suppose. I don’t think one need be surprised at Chamberlain’s stock slumping a bit after the danger is over. Judging from the letters I get from home I should say people feel as you feel when you are just going to dive off the springboard and then think better of it. The real point is what will happen at the election, and unless the Conservative Party splits right up I prophecy they will win hands down. Because the other bloody fools can’t produce any policy except “We want war”, and however ashamed people may feel after we’ve let down Czechoslovakia, or whoever it may be, they’ll shy away from war when it comes to a show-down. The only hope of Labour getting in is for some downright disaster to happen, or alternatively, for the elections to be held a year hence with another million unemployed. I think now we’re in for a period of slow fascisation,° the sort of Dollfuss-Schussnig Fascism2 which is what Chamberlain and co would presumably introduce, but I would sooner have that than have the Left parties identified in the public mind as the war party. The only hope is that if Chamberlain wins and then begins seriously to prepare for war with Germany, as of course he will, the L.P.3 will be driven back to an anti-war policy in which they will be able to exploit the discontent with conscription etc. The policy of simultaneously shouting for a war policy and pretending to denounce conscription, rearmament etc. is utter nonsense and the general public aren’t such bloody fools as not to see it. As to the results if war comes, although some kind of revolutionary situation will no doubt arise, I do not see how it can lead to anything except Fascism unless the Left has been anti-war from the outset. I have nothing but contempt for the fools who think that they can first drive the nation into a war for democracy and then when people are a bit fed up suddenly turn round and say “Now we’ll have the revolution.” What sickens me about left-wing people, especially the intellectuals, is their utter ignorance of the way things actually happen. I was always struck by this when I was in Burma and used to read anti-imperialist stuff. Did you see Kingsley Martin’s4 (“Critic”) article in last week’s N.S. about the conditions on which the L.P. should support the Government in war. As though the Government would allow any conditions. The bloody fool seems to think war is a cricket match. I wish someone would print my anti-war pamphlet I wrote earlier this year,5 but of course no one will.

All the best. Love to Mary and Peter. E. sends love.

Yours
Eric

P.S. [handwritten at top of first page] This address will find us.




497. To Raymond Postgate

21 October 1938 Typewritten draft

Boite1 Postale 48 Gueliz Marrakech French Morocco

Dear Mr Postgate,2

You may perhaps remember meeting me once at a party of Warburg’s. You also wrote to me once about a book of mine, a letter that never got answered because I was in Spain at the time.

The trial of the Executive Committee of the P.O.U.M., which the Spanish Government has been postponing for about3 sixteen months, has just begun, and from such reports as I can obtain here I see that, as was to be expected, they are being accused of things which everyone with any knowledge of the facts knows to be untrue. I do not think that we can assume as yet that they will not get a fair trial, and obviously we have no right to obstruct or interfere with the Spanish Government even if we were able to do so. But at the same time in the French press (and I have no doubt it will be the same in the English) all kinds of untruthful statements are being made and it is extremely difficult to get an opportunity of answering them. I expect you have some inner knowledge of this affair and are aware that the accusations against the P.O.U.M. in Spain are only a by-product of the Russian Trotskyist trials and that from the start every kind of lie, including flagrant absurdities, has been circulated in the Communist press. It has been almost impossible to answer these because the Communist press, naturally, does not publish letters from opponents and the rest of the left-wing press has been held back by a desire not to embarrass the Spanish Government. At the same time it is difficult to see what good is done by malicious lies directed against innocent people. The accusation (which seems to be fully accepted by the French press of this country – pro-Franco, by the way) which especially troubles me is that the 29th division (the P.O.U.M. troops) deserted from the Aragon front. Everyone with any knowledge of the facts, including those who make the accusation, knows that this is a lie. I myself served with the 29th division from December 30 1936 to May 20 1937, and the I.L.P. could give you the addresses of from ten to twenty other Englishmen, some of whom remained at the front a good deal longer than I did—this in addition to the thousands of Spaniards who could contradict the story. This cowardly libel against brave men can only be circulated because of the perhaps well-meaning refusal of the left-wing press to have this affair properly ventilated.

If this accusation is also flung about in the English press, and any opportunity of contradicting it arises, could you not lend your weight to it? Any statement from such a person as yourself would come much better than from anyone like me, who am obviously a prejudiced witness. The I.L.P. can give you all the details of the affair. You would be perfectly safe in saying that you know on good authority that all the stories of desertion, collaboration with the enemy etc. are untrue.

I enclose a summary of an article from La Fleche° giving the views of various members of the Spanish Government on the case. So far as I know it contains no inaccuracies. In any case Maxton and others can verify. Even if you cannot see your way to doing anything about this, please forgive me for writing.

Yours sincerely

[Not signed]


Orwell made two copies of this summary from La Flèche:



Summary of article in “La Fleche” of October 14 1938, by L-P. Foucaud.

[image: image]

The act of accusation against the P.O.U.M. repeats the charge of espionage formulated by the Communist press. On this subject two international delegations have obtained statements from the principal members of the Spanish Government.

To the first delegation, composed of Fenner Brockway, general secretary of the I.L.P., Charles Wolff and R. Louzon, editor of “La Revolution Proletarienne”:

M. Irujo, Minister of Justice, declared: “That the accusations of espionnage° brought against the P.O.U.M. were not founded on any fact that could be taken seriously” (aucun fait serieux).

M. Miratvilles, general secretary of the Department of Propaganda of the Catalan Generalite, declared: “That the ‘Golfin’ documentfn1 was for him and for President Companys a forgery so obvious that at the moment when it was presented to him, he burst into such a shout of laughter that no one dared make use of it any longer.”

M. Largo Caballero stated: “That if at present the P.O.U.M. was being prosecuted for espionage, this was solely for political reasons and because the Communist Party wished the P.O.U.M. to be suppressed.”

To a second delegation, composee° of Mr Maxton, M.P., M. Weill-Curiel, M. Yves Levy and M. L-P. Foucaud, various Spanish ministers made similar declarations.

M. Irujo, at 12 o’clock on the 20 August 1937 at the Ministry of Justice in Valencia, stated: “That there was no proof of espionage against the P.O.U.M. and that the ‘Golfin’ document was valueless.”

M. Ortega y Gasset expressed his disbelief in the P.O.U.M. leaders being Fascist spies. M. Prieto, then Minister of War, received the delegation on August 23 1937. Not having seen the dossier, he refused to speak of the accusation of espionage, but added that: “The arrest of the P.O.U.M. leaders had not been decided by the Government, but by the police, which the Communists had infiltrated (noyautée) according to their usual custom.”

[image: image]

All these statements, in particular Prieto’s, can be obtained in the report on the Maxton delegation published by “Independent News.” In addition there is the pamphlet “Terror in Spain” by Mr John McGovern M.P., dealing with a later delegation and confirming the above.


The fate of this draft is given in Orwell’s own handwritten note at the head of the letter:



Draft of letter sent to Raymond Postgate at the time of POUM trial. Similar letters sent to J. F. Horrabin & C. E. M. Joad.4 All, of course, unable to do anything, but all answered sympathetically & appeared to accept my version. R. P. offered to give part of “Fact”5 to publicity about the 29th division if J. McNair6 supplied the facts.


On 14 November 1938, a letter by the General Secretary of the ILP, Fenner Brockway,7 was published in the Manchester Guardian. This summarised a full report of the trial. He stated that the charge of espionage made against the prisoners ‘completely collapsed during the trial’ and was dropped by the prosecution. The charge that the POUM divisions ‘had deserted the front was also dropped.’ Whatever the rights and wrongs of the final indictment (that members of the POUM ‘had joined the uprising provoked by rebellious elements in Barcelona in May, 1937’), that was the only charge upon which anyone was found guilty. Four prisoners were sentenced to fifteen years’ internment and one to eleven years’. Thus, he concluded, ‘the accusations against the P.O.U.M. of Fascist espionage and desertion at the front, which have been spread throughout the world by the Communist International and some of its innocent allies, have been shown to have no basis in fact.’ Full accounts of those accused, the trial, the dropping of the principal charges, and the sentences for involvement in the May Events of Barcelona are given in various issues of The New Leader; see, for instance, 21 October, 4 and 11 November 1938. The accused sentenced to eleven years’ imprisonment was Jordi Arquer, to whom Orwell had Leonard Moore send a copy of the Italian translation of Homage to Catalonia (published in December 1948); see 3651.






498. To John Sceats

26 October 1938 Typewritten

Boite° Postale 48 Gueliz Marrakech French Morocco

Dear Sceats,1

I hope all goes well with you. I had meant to look you up before leaving England, but as it turned out I went almost straight from the sanatorium to the boat and only had one day in London, which of course was pretty full. I’m writing to you now for some expert advice. The chap in the novel I’m writing is supposed to be an insurance agent. His job isn’t in the least important to the story, I merely wanted him to be a typical middle-aged bloke with about £5 a week and a house in the suburbs, and he’s also rather thoughtful and fairly well-educated, even slightly bookish, which is more plausible with an insurance agent than, say, a commercial traveller. But I want any mention that is made of his job to be correct. And meanwhile I have only very vague ideas as to what an insurance agent does. I want him to be a chap who travels round and gets part of his income from commissions, not merely an office employee. Does such a chap have a “district” and a regular round like a commercial traveller? Does he have to go touting round for orders, or just go round and sign the people up when they want to be insured? Would he spend all his time in travelling or part of it in the office? Would he have an office of his own? Do the big insurance companies have branch offices all over the place (this chap lives in a suburb which might be Hayes or Southall) or do they only have the head office and send all the agents out from there? And would such a man do valuations of property, and would the same man do life insurance and property insurance? I’d be very glad of some elucidation on these points. My picture of this chap is this. He spends about two days a week in the branch office in his suburb and the rest of the time in travelling round in a car over a district of about half a county, interviewing people who’ve written in to say that they want to be insured, making valuations of houses, stock and so forth, and also touting for orders on which he gets an extra commission, and that by this he is earning round about £5 a week after being with the firm 18 years (having started very much at the bottom). I want to know if this is plausible.

Well, “The mortal moon hath her eclipse endured and the sad augurs mock their own presage”2 and some of them are very sad indeed to judge by the New Statesman. However, I suppose they’ll get the war they’re longing for in about two years. The real attitude of the governing class to this business is summed up in the remark I overheard from one of the Gibraltar garrison the moment I set foot there: “It’s pretty clear Hitler’s going to have Czechoslovakia. Much better let him have it. We shall be ready in 1941.” Meanwhile the net result will be a sweeping win for the Conservatives at the General Election. I judge from letters from more or less conservative relatives at home that now that it is all over people are a bit fed up and saying “What a pity we didn’t hold on a bit longer and Hitler would have backed down.” And from this the bloody fools of the L.P. infer that after all the English people do want another war to make the world safe for democracy and that their best line is to exploit the anti-fascist stuff. They don’t seem to see that the election will revive the spirit of the crisis, the word will be Chamberlain and Peace, and if the L.P. go round saying “We want war”, which is how ordinary people, quite rightly, interpret the firm line with Hitler stuff, they will just be eaten up. I think a lot of people in the last two years have been misled by phenomena like the Left Book Club. Here you have about 50,000 people who are willing to make a noise about Spain, China etc., and because the majority of people are normally silent this gives the impression that the Left Bookmongers are the voice of the nation instead of being a tiny minority. No one seems to reflect that what matters is not what a few people say when all is quiet but what the majority do in moments of crisis. The only hope is that if the L.P. gets a knock at the election, as it’s almost certain to do, this will gradually force them back to their proper policy. But I am afraid it may be a year or two years before this happens.

I’ve got to go down to a meal that’s getting cold, so au revoir. I’d be enormously obliged if you’d let me know about those points some time, but there’s no immediate hurry.

Yours
Eric Blair




499. To his mother

29 October 1938 Handwritten postcard

Boite° Postale 48 Gueliz Marrakech French Morocco

[No salutation]

Thanks so much for your last letter. I hope the slight improvement you spoke about in Father is continuing. In case our last p.c. didn’t get to you, the above is the safest postal address to find us.

Love to all
Eric




500. Morocco Diary

VILLA SIMONT, ROUTE DE CASABLANCA 1.11.38:

Cannot yet get any definite idea as to the land system here. All the land round here is either cultivated or what passes as cultivable, except for a few spurs of hills. We are just within the edge of the huge palm plantation which runs round the northern side of Marrakech and must be thousands of acres. The land between the palm trees is mostly cultivated the same as the fields. But there are no or very few boundaries and I cannot find out whether the peasants own their own plots or rent it, whether everyone owns a plot, and whether any land is owned communally. I suspect that some must be, as the fields lying fallow count as pasture for the sake of the few patches of weeds growing on them, and the flocks of sheep and goats are grazed everywhere. Possibly there are private plots for cultivation but common grazing rights. The palms grow in a completely haphazard way and it is difficult to believe that they can be privately owned. Immediately round our house it is an area mainly of vegetable and fruit gardens. There appear to be some peasants who cultivate fairly considerable plots and keep them in fairly good order. There are also large and well-ordered market gardens, generally walled off and owned by Europeans or rich Arabs—generally the latter, I think. Contrasting their ground with that of the ordinary peasants, one sees the enormous difference made here by having the capital to run water conduits.

Ploughing is now going on everywhere after the recent heavy rain. From the size of the plots evidently for some cereal crop. Here and there a little wheat or some other grain coming up, presumably winter wheat sown at much the same time as in England. The local plough is a wretched thing made entirely of wood except for the share, which is merely a kind of iron point fitted over a wooden bar. The whole apparatus can easily be carried on one’s shoulder. The share stirs the ground about 4″ to 6″ deep, and presumably most of the soil is never cultivated deeper than this. Nevertheless some of it does not look bad, and in places, eg. the orange grove round our house, it is extremely deep, about 4 feet (ie. the top-soil.) The lack of a wheel on the plough makes it much harder for the men and beasts and almost impossible to plough straight furrows. Oxen are mostly used, but also all the other beasts except camels, and an ox and a donkey sometimes yoked together. Should say a yoke of oxen could plough about half an acre in a day.

Chief crops round here: palms, olives, pomegranates, maize, chilis,° lucerne, most of the European vegetables (beans, cabbages, tomatoes, marrows, pumpkins, peas, radishes1), brinjals, oranges, and some cereals, I do not yet know which. Oranges seem chiefly grown by Europeans, also lemons. Pomegranates are about over, dates coming to an end. I fancy that lucerne, which grows quickly and is cropped when about a foot high, is grown all the year round. It is the principal fodder here and is sold2 at 10 c. for a bundle about 3″ thick. Maize, used for fodder, probably also grown all the year round, and most of the vegetables. Quality of most of the plants very poor, owing no doubt to poor soil and still more to lack of capital for equipment. Eg. tomatoes are grown without sticks and are wretched plants. Of the animals, the sheep seem to do best on the miserable pasture, and besides making quite good mutton have excellent fleeces. Most of the other animals wretched, and no milk-yielding animals have udders of any size on them. A good class Spanish goat costs almost the same as a cow, which gives one a hint of the latter’s milking qualities. Fowls are like the Indian fowl. All animals abominably treated but astonishingly docile. Tools are extremely primitive. No spades or European forks, only hoes of the Indian style. Cultivation is made much more laborious by the lack of water, because every field has to be partitioned off into tiny plots with earth banks between, to conserve water. Not only small children but very old women work in the fields, women who must be at least 60, probably 70, clearing roots etc. with pick-axes.

The typical Arab village is a large enclosure with high mud walls, which looks like one huge house. Inside are the usual miserable huts, mostly of straw or palm thatch, shaped like beehives, about eight feet wide and seven high. All the people round here seem to fear robbers and like to feel themselves shut in at night. Except in the temporary field huts used for watching ripe crops, no one sleeps outside the enclosure of the village. Have not yet got to the bottom of the reason for the very high price of cereals. Eg. in the market a decalitre of wheat, weighing about 40 lb. costs Frs. 30 or over 1d a pound even in English money. Bread is correspondingly expensive. (Last month price of wheat officially fixed at Frs. 158 the quintal. See cutting V.M.3 9.10.38.)

Ramadan has begun. The Arabs here seem fairly strict about their observances, but I gather they sometimes eat forbidden things, eg. I suspect they will sometimes eat an animal that has died a natural death. Our servant and M. S’s caretaker thought it all right to eat a fowl pecked to death by the others. They appear to be strict about not drinking.4

Troops often passing on their way to the rifle range nearby. They look pretty good, spirits very good and marching style better than I had expected, better than ordinary French conscripts. Harold Maral, who did his military service in the Zouaves, says the latter are largely Algerian Jews and greatly looked down on by other regiments. I gather that in Morocco proper Jews are not recruited. One meets everywhere here with signs of hostility to Jews, not only among Arabs but also Europeans. Jews are said to undercut, cheat, take other people’s jobs etc., etc. (See cutting P.M.5 18.10.38).




501. To Jack Common

2 November 1938 Handwritten

Boite° Postale 48 Gueliz Marrakech French Morocco

Dear Jack,

Thanks for yours. I am handwriting this as Eileen has the typewriter. I’m sorry about the hens, but I suppose they must lay soon. I don’t think the cock makes any difference. At any rate it’s common knowledge that he makes no difference when they are laying, though I suppose conceivably they start more readily when there’s a cock. As to Muriel’s1 winter feed. The chief difference is that she must have hay after the grass ends, ie. about end of October. I used to find a truss of meadow hay lasts 2 goats 3 weeks, so should last M., who is a hearty eater, say 5. It’s best to give it several times a day in small quantities, as they are very wasteful with it, tear it out of the manger & shy it on the floor, after which they won’t eat it.

The other thing is green stuff. After October there’s no good in the grass, though on fine days I generally peg a goat out to get the air. But a thing that does stay green & which goats love is ivy. One can sometimes cut a strand of it out of the hedge & hang it up in the stable. Ditto if there are any run-to-seed cabbages etc. about. I used to hang them on a meat-hook you’ll find in the shed, because the goat eats them best & wastes least that way. They should never have more than a little cabbage as it gives them diarrhea. As to hard food, I don’t know that it varies much summer or winter, it’s mainly a question of whether the goat’s in milk. I expect you’ve discovered that the more fattening food, eg. flaked maize, the more milk, while oats etc. keeps the strength up. I don’t know if there were any runner or other beans in the garden. If there were, there are always some foods which ripen & dry up on the plant. These, especially broad beans, are very good. I used to just shell a few pods each time I fed the goats, & give them about a handful of the beans, which are very good food & economise grain a little. Once or twice in very cold weather I’ve given a hot bran mash, & sometimes in bad weather when a goat is confined all day & bored a good idea is to bulk out the hard food with chaff (the dark nice-smelling, chaff, sanfoin2 I think) which costs next to nothing & gives the goat the illusion of eating large quantities. Towards the end of winter, ie. Jan–Feb, a goat ought to have mangles or some kind of turnip, but M. won’t eat them. I fancy what a goat will eat depends on early training, & when we go in for them properly as we intend to do when back in England, I shall train the kids to eat things easy to grow, such as swedes & cow-cabbage. Our idea when we get up to a respectable number of fowl, say 200, is to keep goats, good ones not scrubs like M., in conjunction & feed milk to the fowls in place of meat meal. Then if goats’ milk ever gets onto the map, as I hope it may some day, you could start in as a dairy at any given moment. But that’s all in the far future & supposing there aren’t any wars.

No news here. It’s cooler, thank God, about like English summer. We’ve got a few flower seeds coming up, phloxes & sweet peas & things. Our miserable hens have started laying, at least one has. The eggs aren’t much bigger than pigeon’s eggs. The goats give about ½ pint of milk a day each! Poor brutes, the goats in this country feed chiefly on things like cactus, & when we first showed ours barley they didn’t know what it was, but they know now & yell when they see the feeding boxes coming. (Incidentally, it might be worth asking the price of barley to see if it’s cheaper than oats. It seems a pretty good feed.) You can buy a camel here for Frs. 300 or about 35/– & a donkey for Frs. 100, which gives you an idea how the wretched brutes are treated. But though the Arabs underfeed & overwork their animals they live in great intimacy with them, & most animals here are driven without a bridle & follow like dogs.

Love to all. Yours
Eric

P.S. Congratulations on pinching the bricks. I’ve had my eyes on them for years but had sentimental scruples about robbing a church.




502. Morocco Diary

VILLA SIMONT 22.11.38:

Some days back visiting the British consul. The latter (name Robert Parr) is man of about 40, cultivated, very hospitable, married, appears to be in easy circumstances. Speaks French, very careful and grammatically very correct, but very strong English accent and manner while speaking of mentally going over grammar rules. The Assistant Consul or Vice Consul is young Englishman son of missionary, who has apparently been brought up in Morocco. Nevertheless has more characteristically English manner and accent than, eg. an Englishman brought up in India.

Parr considers I was wrong about the local French attitude to the crisis. Thinks they really believed war was coming and were prepared to go through with it though thoroughly fed up. Their apparent indifference was mere surface stolidity. He believes that there will be no general election for sometime to come. Says the scandals about the Air Ministry were very bad and known to everybody,1 and the Government would prefer to make this good before risking an election. Says he has been struck by the number of more or less ordinary Conservatives he has met who are becoming perturbed by the Government’s foreign policy. Thinks a likely development in the near future would be an attempt to revive the old Liberal Party. His own opinions seem to be moderately conservative. Could not be sure, whether, as a Government servant, he has any inside knowledge of what is going on, but gather not.

Ref. note on wheat prices above, a quintal equals about 2 cwt. Recently paid Frs. 31.50 for a measure, a decalitre I think, which appears to weigh about 40 lbs. This works out at nearly the same price, ie. about 70 centimes a pound. Seventy centimes equals about a penny in English money, so that the price of wheat here is at about the English price-level. Have not yet been able to secure full price lists, but it would appear that the things cheaper here (ie. when the franc is taken as being equal to its exchange value) are meat, certain fruits and vegetables, most of the products of the local hand-workers (leather, earthenware, certain kinds of metal work and heavy-quality woollen cloth) and, of course, rent. Imported goods, especially manufactures, are all expensive. Oil of all descriptions notably expensive.

It appears that the negroes in Senegal are French citizens, the Arabs in Morocco not, this province being still called by a fiction the Cherifien Empire. All negroes are liable for military service just the same as Frenchmen. In Morocco only French subjects, ie. mostly Europeans, do compulsory service. The Arab troops are voluntarily engaged men and enlist for long periods. They appear to get a (by local standards) respectable pension for long service. Eg. our servant Mahdjoub Mahommed, who served about 15 years in an Arab line regiment, gets a pension of about Frs. 5 a day.

Forgot to mention earlier that at the entrance to Marrakech there is a toll-station where all incoming lorries etc. have to unload and pay a tax on any goods being brought in for sale. This applies to all the vegetables taken in to market by the peasants. Do not know amount of tax, but it makes an appreciable difference to the price if one buys vegetables etc. outside the town.




503. Review of The Church in Spain, 1737–1937 by E. Allison Peers; Crusade in Spain by Eoin O’Duffy

New English Weekly, 24 November 1938

Professor Allison Peers,1 though a Franco partisan and of late rather an acrimonious one, is a writer who can be taken seriously. He is also, I gather, a Catholic, and he is quite naturally and rightly concerned about the fate of the Church in Spain. No one would blame him for being angry when churches are burned and priests murdered or driven into exile. But I think it is a pity that he has not looked a little more deeply into the reasons why these things happen.

In recounting the various persecutions of the Church in Spain, from the Middle Ages onward, he traces four main causes. The first three are the struggle between Church and King, the struggle between Church and State, and the liberal anticlericalism of the nineteenth century. The last is the “development of what is broadly termed Communism, i.e., a number of related2 but not identical proletarian movements, one common factor of which is disbelief in, and denial of, God.” All church-burning, priest-shooting and anticlerical violence generally are supposed to have their roots in Communism and its Spanish variant, Anarchism, which are inseparable from “hatred of God.” It is not, Professor Peers thinks, a question of hostility to a corrupt church, but of “a cold, calculated, determined attempt to destroy institutional religion throughout the country.”

Now, it is no use denying that churches have been destroyed all over Government Spain. Various Government partisans, in their efforts to make their cause respectable, have pretended that churches were only demolished when they had been used as fortresses in the street fighting at the beginning of the war. This is merely a lie. Churches were destroyed everywhere, in town and village, and except for a few Protestant churches none were allowed to open and hold services till about August, 1937. It is also useless to deny that both Anarchism and Marxian Socialism are hostile to all religion. But this does not really tell us why the Spanish churches were destroyed. Professor Peers’s Catalonia Infelix3 made it clear that he understands the internal political situation in Government Spain a great deal better than most writers on the Spanish war, and there are two facts bearing on this question which he is probably aware of. One is the fact that during the present war the Russian Government has used its influence in Spain against and not for anticlerical violence and revolutionary extremism generally. The other is that the sacking of churches happened during the early period when the proletariat were in control, and the churches began to re-open and the priests to come out of hiding, when the Caballero Government fell and the middle class was back in the saddle. In other words the anticlerical movement, in its violent form, is a popular movement and a native Spanish movement. It has its roots not in Marx or Bakunin,4 but in the condition of the Spanish people themselves.

In Catalonia and Aragon, in the first year of war, there were two things that impressed me. One was the apparent absence of any religious feeling whatever among the mass of the people. Admittedly at the time it might have been dangerous to admit openly to religious belief—still, one cannot be altogether deceived about a thing like that. The second was the fact that most of the wrecked or damaged churches that I saw were new ones; their predecessors had been burnt down in earlier disturbances. And this raises the thought, when was the last church burnt down in England? Probably not since Cromwell. A mob of English farm hands sacking the parish church would be something next door to unthinkable. Why? Because at present the conditions of class warfare simply do not exist in England. In Spain, for a century past, millions of people had had to live in conditions that were beyond bearing. Over huge tracts of country peasants who were serfs in everything but name worked enormous hours for wages of sixpence a day. In these conditions you get something that we have not got in England, a real hatred of the status quo, a real willingness to kill and burn. But the Church was part of the status quo; its influence was on the side of the wealthy. In many villages the huge garish church, with the cluster of miserable mud huts surrounding it, must have seemed the visible symbol of property. Naturally, Catholic writers have of late been denying this. The Church was not corrupt, it was anything but wealthy, the priests were often good Republicans, etc., etc. The answer is that the Spanish common people, whose opinion on this matter is worth something, did not think so. In the eyes of at any rate very many of them, the Church was simply a racket and the priest, the boss and the landlord were all of a piece. The national church had lost its hold on them because it had failed in its job. Catholics would probably do their Church a better service by facing this fact than by tracing everything to mere wickedness, or to Moscow, which persecutes its own religious believers but has its reasons for being slightly pro-clerical elsewhere.

General O’Duffy’s adventures in Spain do seem in one way to have resembled a crusade, in that they were a frightful muddle and led to nothing in particular. Otherwise his book does not tell one much. For the most part it consists of the usual vapid tributes to General Franco (“the great leader and patriot, General Franco, at the head of the Nationalist Movement, composed of all that is great and noble in Spanish national life, fighting for Christian civilization,” etc., etc.) and the usual ignorant misrepresentations of what is happening on the other side. General O’Duffy’s information is so sketchy that he even gets the names of some of the Spanish trade unions and political parties wrong. Franco propaganda is often less irritating than the rather subtler type of lie that has been evolved by the other side, but I confess to getting tired of that story of the “Russian troops” (it is not recorded whether they had snow on their boots5) who are supposed to have fought on the Madrid front.

After what I saw in Spain, and what I have read about it in England, I understand why Sir Walter Raleigh burned his History of the World.6 If

“The truth is great and will prevail

“When none cares whether it prevail or not,”7

then the sooner people stop feeling strongly about this Spanish struggle, the better it will be. At present the atmosphere of lies that surrounds every aspect of it is suffocating. Meanwhile O’Duffy’s is a badly written and uninteresting book.


Orwell’s review drew protests from both authors. For that from General O’Duffy, see n.8 below. Professor Peers’s letter was published on 8 December 1938. He made three points: he was not a Roman Catholic; he was not a ‘Franco partisan,’ but had maintained that the Spanish conflict could be resolved permanently only by agreement; his conclusions as to ‘why these things happen’ were not the product of a visit of a few months but of twenty years’ study of many aspects of Spanish life. Orwell’s response, headed ‘Spanish Clericalism,’ was published in the New English Weekly on 22 December 1938:



Sir,—I am very sorry to see that I have hurt Professor Peers’ feelings. I did not mean to do so. But perhaps I had better answer the three points he raises:

1. I only said that I “gathered” that Professor Peers was a Catholic. My reason was simply that he is much more friendly in his attitude to the Catholic Church than is usual in non-Catholics, even including Anglicans. But I freely admit that his not being a Catholic makes his testimony in favour of the Spanish Church stronger.

2. I described Professor Peers as “a Franco partisan and of late9 rather an acrimonious one.” I do not think Professor Peers would deny that the tone of The Church in Spain is a good deal more bitter than that of Catalonia Infelix. As to the question of partisanship, Professor Peers claims to be impartial on the ground that he has ‘continually maintained … that the only solution to the Spanish conflict that can be permanent is a solution by agreement.” Well, I should regard that as being pro-Franco. After all, Franco is, at least technically, a rebel. What should we say of a person who suggested a “solution by agreement” between the burglar and the policeman? We should say that he was at any rate to some extent pro-burglar. But I never for an instant meant to suggest that Professor Peers was unfair or dishonest. When I read Catalonia Infelix, I regarded it as a book written from the Franco standpoint but written with extreme fair-mindedness. I believe I said something to this effect in a short review that I did of it. Incidentally, it may amuse Professor Peers to learn that I have been in trouble in “left” circles for not attacking him more severely.

3. I quite agree that Professor Peers knows infinitely more about the Church in Spain, and everything else in Spain, than I am ever likely to know. But I think that his explanation of modern anti-clericalism is altogether too simple to be true, and I do not see why my own observations, small as they are, should not be advanced as evidence.




504. To John Sceats

24 November 1938 Typewritten

Boite° Postale 48 Gueliz Marrakech French Morocco

Dear Sceats,

Thanks so much for your letter with the very useful information about insurance offices. I see that my chap will have to be a Representative and that I underrated his income a little. I’ve done quite a lot of work, but unfortunately after wasting no less than a fortnight doing articles for various papers fell slightly ill so that properly speaking I’ve done no work for 3 weeks.1 It’s awful how the time flies by. What with all this illness I’ve decided to count 1938 as a blank year and sort of cross it off the calendar. But meanwhile the concentration camp looms ahead and there is so much one wants to do. I’ve got to the point now when I feel I could write a good novel if I had five years peace and quiet, but at present one might as well ask for five years in the moon.

This is on the whole rather a dull country. Some time after Xmas we want to go for a week into the Atlas mountains which are 50 or 100 miles from here and look rather exciting. Down here it’s flat dried-up country rather like a huge allotment patch that’s been let “go back”, and practically no trees except olives and palms. The poverty is something frightful, though of course it’s always a little more bearable for people in a hot climate. The people have tiny patches of ground which they cultivate with implements which would have been out of date in the days of Moses. One can get a sort of idea of the prevailing hunger by the fact that in the whole country there are practically no wild animals, everything edible being eaten by human beings. I don’t know how it would compare with the poorer parts of India, but Burma would seem like a paradise compared to it, so far as standard of living goes. The French are evidently squeezing the country pretty ruthlessly. They absorb most of the fertile land as well as the minerals, and the taxes seem fairly heavy considering the poverty of the people. On the surface their administration looks better than ours and certainly rouses less animosity in the subject race, because they have very little colour-prejudice. But I think underneath it is much the same. So far as I can judge there is no anti-French movement of any size among the Arabs, and if there were one it would almost certainly be nationalist rather than Socialist, as the great majority of the people are at the feudal stage and the French, I fancy, intend them to remain so. I can’t tell anything about the extent of the local Socialist movement, because [it] has for some time only existed illegally. I asked the I.L.P. to get the French Socialist party to put me in touch with any Socialist movement existing here, if only because I could thus learn more about local conditions, but they haven’t done so, perhaps because it’s too dangerous. The local French, though they’re quite different from the British population in India, mostly petty traders and even manual workers, are stuffily conservative and mildly pro-Fascist. I wrote two articles on local conditions for the Quarterly which I hope they’ll print2 as they were I think not too incorrect and subtly Trotskyist. I hope by the way that “Controversy” has not succumbed.3 It would be a disaster if it did, and still more if the N.L.4 had to turn into a monthly. As to Controversy I’m sure the sale could be worked up with a little energy and a certain willingness to distribute back numbers, and I’ll do what I can in my nearest town when I get back.

Have you heard any rumours about the General Election? The only person I can make contact with here who might conceivably know something is the British consul, who thinks the Government are going to defer the election as long as possible and that attempts may also be made to resuscitate the old Liberal party. Personally I don’t think anything can prevent Chamberlain winning unless there is some unforeseen scandal. Labour may win a few by-elections, but the general election will be fought in a completely different emotional atmosphere. The best one can hope is that it may teach Labour a lesson. I only get English papers rather intermittently and haven’t seen the results of some of the by-elections. I see Labour won Dartford but gather the Conservatives won Oxford.5

Let me have a line some time to hear how things are going.

Yours
Eric Blair




505. To Charles Doran

26 November 1938 Typewritten

Boite° Postale 48 Gueliz Marrakech French Morocco

Dear Charlie,1

Thanks so much for your letter with the copy of “Solidarity” and the too kind review of my book. I see from the front page of “Solidarity” that those bloody liars in the “News Chronicle” reported the result of the P.O.U.M. trial under the heading “spies sentenced” thus giving the impression that the P.O.U.M. prisoners were sentenced for espionage. The “Observer” also did something of the kind, though more circumspectly, and the French press of this country, which is in the main pro-Franco, reported the act of accusation against the P.O.U.M., stated that it had been “all proved” and then failed to report the verdict at all! I admit this kind of thing frightens me. It means that the most elementary respect for truthfulness is breaking down, not merely in the Communist and Fascist press, but in the bourgeois liberal press which still pays lip-service to the old traditions of journalism. It gives one the feeling that our civilization is going down into a sort of mist of lies where it will be impossible ever to find out the truth about anything. Meanwhile I’ve written to the I.L.P. asking them to send me a copy of the issue of Solidaridad Obrera2 which reported the case, so that if necessary I can write to the press, that is to say such papers as would print my letter, stating quite clearly what the P.O.U.M. prisoners were sentenced for. I trust, however, that someone has already done so. It’s difficult for me to get hold of foreign papers here, especially a paper like Solidaridad Obrera, which I couldn’t get nearer than Gibraltar and there only with difficulty.

As perhaps you know I was told to spend the winter here for the sake of my lungs. We’ve been here nearly three months now and I think it has done me a certain amount of good. It is a tiresome country in some ways, but it is interesting to get a glimpse of French colonial methods and compare them with our own. I think as far as I can make out that the French are every bit as bad as ourselves, but some what better on the surface, partly owing to the fact that there is a large indigenous white population here, part of it proletarian or near-proletarian. For that reason it isn’t quite possible to keep up the sort of white man’s burden atmosphere that we do in India, and there is less colour-prejudice. But economically it is just the usual swindle for which empires exist. The Poverty° of most of the Arab population is frightful. As far as one can work it out, the average family seems to live at the rate of about a shilling a day, and of course most of the people are either peasants or petty craftsmen who have to work extremely hard by antiquated methods. At the same time, so far as one can judge, there is no anti-French movement on any scale. If one appeared it would I think be merely nationalist at the beginning, as the great majority of the people are still at the feudal stage and fairly strict Mahommedans. In some of the big towns such as Casablanca there is a proletariat, both white and coloured, and there the Socialist movement just exists. But as for the Arab Socialist parties, they were all suppressed some time ago. I feel reasonably sure that unless the working class (it really depends on them) in the democracies change their tactics within a year or two, the Arabs will be easy game for the Fascists. French opinion here is predominantly pro-Franco, and I should not be greatly surprised to see Morocco become the jumping-off place for some French version of Franco in the years to come.

I don’t altogether know what to think about the crisis, Maxton etc. I think Maxton put his foot in it by being too cordial to Chamberlain, and I also think it would be absurd to regard Chamberlain as really a peace-maker. I also quite agree with what anybody chooses to say about the way in which the Czechs have been let down. But I think we might face one or two facts. One is that almost anything is better than European war, which will lead not only to the slaughter of tens of millions but to an extension of Fascism. Certainly Chamberlain and Co. are preparing for war, and any other government that is likely to get in will also prepare for war; but meanwhile we have got perhaps two years’ breathing space in which it may be possible to provoke a real popular anti-war movement in England, in France and above all in the Fascist countries. If we can do that, to the point of making it clear that no government will go to war because its people3 won’t follow, I think Hitler is done for. The other fact is that the Labour Party are doing themselves frightful harm by getting stamped in the public mind as the war party. In my opinion they can’t now win the general election4 unless something very unforeseen turns up. They will therefore be in the position of an opposition pushing the government in the direction in which it is already going. As such they might as well cease to exist, and in fact it wouldn’t surprise me in the next year or two to see Attlee and Co. cave in and take office in some new version of a national government.5 I admit that being anti-war probably plays Chamberlain’s game for the next few months, but the point will soon come when the anti-wars, of all complexions, will have to resist the fascising° processes which war-preparation entails.

I hope things are prospering with you. After all the frightful waste of time due to being ill I got started on my novel, which I suppose will be ready to come out about April. Eileen sends love.

Yours
Eric Blair

P.S. [at top of letter] Thanks so much for your good offices about my Spanish book. That’s what sells a book—getting asked for in libraries.




506. To Leonard Moore

28 November 1938 Typewritten

Boite° Postale 48 Gueliz Marrakech French Morocco

Dear Mr. Moore,

I have just had a letter from Allen Lane, who apparently runs the Penguin Series.1 He says:

“I am writing to you to know whether it would be possible to include some of your work in my series. As a matter of fact I was very much impressed by one of your stories which I published some time ago in NEW WRITING when I was at the Bodley Head.2 If it is not possible for us to get one of your novels have you a collection of short stories sufficient for one volume?”

I think we ought to cash in on this if possible. Of course I haven’t any short stories for them. I simply can’t write short stories. But I gather from this that they would prefer one of my novels, and I have replied suggesting DOWN AND OUT,3 BURMESE DAYS4 and KEEP THE ASPIDISTRA FLYING. I don’t know which if any of these they’d be likely to choose. But I have asked Mr Lane to get in touch with you if he is interested, and said you would supply him with copies of any book he wanted. If it is a question of DOWN AND OUT, I haven’t a copy and I believe you have not either. The only person I know has one is my mother. If there should be a demand for one, could you write and ask for it from her, which would save time? Her address is Mrs R W Blair, 36 High Street, Southwold, Suffolk. I am writing to her asking her to hand it over if she hears from you. If the Penguin people do seem inclined to take one of these books, I don’t in the least know on what terms they deal. But I think it would be well worth letting them have one on not very advantageous terms for us, if necessary, because it is first-rate publicity.

Please don’t give yourself any more trouble with that wretched pamphlet.5 I am sorry you have had so much already. As you say, there is no sale for pamphlets, and in any case the Hogarth Press is in the hands of Communists (at any rate Lehmann is one)6 who won’t publish my work if they can help it.

The weather has got a lot cooler and I think the climate is doing me good. The novel is going pretty well. I think I can promise it for the beginning of April, which perhaps you could tell Gollancz if he makes further enquiries. If he does, tell him I was very sorry to let him down about the time, but I suppose he knows I was actually in the sanatorium till the end of August.

I hope Miss Perriam7 is making some progress. My wife sends all the best.

Yours sincerely
Eric Blair




507. ‘Political Reflections on the Crisis’

The Adelphi, December 1938

In all the controversies over the Popular Front, the question least often debated has been whether such a combination could actually win an election.

It was obvious enough from the start that a Popular Front in England would be something quite different from the French Popular Front, which was brought into being by an internal Fascist threat. If it were formed it would be, more or less avowedly, for the purpose of war against Germany. What was the use of saying that collective security and so forth meant peace and not war? Nobody believed it. The point really under debate was whether left-wingers ought to support a war which meant bolstering up British imperialism. The advocates of the Popular Front shouted “Stop Hitler!” and its opponents shouted “No line-up with capitalists!” But both seem to have taken it for granted that if a Popular Front were formed the British public would vote for it.

Then came the war crisis. What happened? It is too early to say with absolute certainty, but if the signs are worth anything the crisis revealed two things. One, that the British people will go to war if they are told to; the other, that they don’t want war and will vote against any party which stamps itself as a war party. When Chamberlain came back from Munich he was not booed and execrated but greeted by miles of cheering people. And it does not greatly matter that afterwards, when all was safe, there was a certain revulsion, on the strength of which Labour may win a few by-elections. In the decisive moment the mass of the people swung over to Chamberlain’s side, and if the General Election revives the spirit of the crisis, as in all probability it will, they will do the same again.1 And yet for two years past the News Chronicle, the Daily Worker, Reynolds’s,° the New Statesman, and the sponsors of the Left Book Club had been deluding themselves and part of their public that the entire British nation, barring a few old gentlemen in West End Clubs, wanted nothing better than a ten-million-dead war in defence of democracy.

Why was it possible for a mistake of such magnitude to be made? Mainly because a small body of noise-makers can for a while give the impression that they are more numerous than they are. The mass of the people are normally silent. They do not sign manifestoes, attend demonstrations, answer questionnaires or even join political parties. As a result it is very easy to mistake a handful of slogan-shouters for the entire nation. At first sight a membership of 50,000 for the Left Book Club looks enormous. But what is 50,000 in a population of 50,000,000? To get a real idea of the balance of forces one ought not to be watching those 5,000 people who are making a noise in the Albert Hall: one ought to be watching those 5,000,000 outside who are saying nothing, but who are quite possibly thinking, and who will cast their votes at the next election. It is just this that propaganda organisations such as the Left Book Club tend to prevent. Instead of trying to assess the state of public opinion they reiterate that they are public opinion, and they and a few people round them end by believing it.

The net result of Strachey2 and Company’s efforts has been to give a totally false estimate of what the English people were thinking, and to push the leaders of the Labour Party a little further on the road to war. In doing so they have gone some distance towards losing Labour the election.

(ii)

So far as one can judge from the French Press, it seems clear that nobody in France, except the Communists and M. Kerillis,3 seriously wished for war. I think events showed that the English people did not wish for war either; but it would be absurd to pretend that there was not in England an influential minority which wished very ardently for war and howled with disappointment when they did not get it. And by no means all of these people were Communists.

A type that seems to be comparatively rare in France is the war-hungry middle-class intellectual. Why should this type be commoner in one country than in the other? One can think of several subsidiary reasons, but the question can probably be answered satisfactorily with a single word: Conscription.

Compared with England, France is a democratic country, there are fewer privileges attaching to status, and military service is not at all easy to dodge. Nearly every adult Frenchman has done his service and has the harsh discipline of the French army well fixed in his memory. Unless he is over age or in an exceptionally sheltered position, war means to him something quite different from what it means to a middle-class Englishman. It means a notice on the wall, “Mobilisation Generale,” and three weeks later, if he is unlucky, a bullet in his guts. How can such a man go about irresponsibly declaring that “we” ought to declare war on Germany, Japan and anyone else who happens to be handy? He is bound to regard war with a fairly realistic eye.

One could not possibly say the same of the English intelligentsia. Of all the left-wing journalists who declare day in and day out that if this, that and the other happens “we” must fight, how many imagine that war will affect them personally? When war breaks out they will be doing what they are doing at present, writing propaganda articles. Moreover, they are well aware of this. The type of person who writes articles for the political Left has no feeling that “war” means something in which he will actually get hurt. “War” is something that happens on paper, a diplomatic manoeuvre, something which is of course very deplorable but is “necessary” in order to destroy Fascism. His part in it is the pleasantly stimulating one of writing propaganda articles. Curiously enough, he may well be wrong. We do not yet know what a big-scale air-raid is like, and the next war may turn out to be very unpleasant even for journalists. But these people, who have been born into the monied intelligentsia and feel in their bones that they belong to a privileged class, are not really capable of foreseeing any such thing. War is something that happens on paper, and consequently they are able to decide that this or that war is “necessary” with no more sense of personal danger than in deciding on a move at chess.

Our civilisation produces in increasing numbers two types, the gangster and the pansy. They never meet, but each is necessary to the other. Somebody in eastern Europe “liquidates” a Trotskyist; somebody in Bloomsbury writes a justification of it. And it is, of course, precisely because of the utter softness and security of life in England that the yearning for bloodshed—bloodshed in the far distance—is so common among our intelligentsia. Mr. Auden can write about “the acceptance of guilt for the necessary murder”4 because he has never committed a murder, perhaps never had one of his friends murdered, possibly never even seen a murdered man’s corpse. The presence of this utterly irresponsible intelligentsia, who “took up” Roman Catholicism ten years ago, “take up” Communism to-day and will “take up” the English variant of Fascism a few years hence, is a special feature of the English situation. Their importance is that with their money, influence and literary facility they are able to dominate large sections of the Press.

(iii)

Barring some unforeseen scandal or a really large disturbance inside the Conservative Party, Labour’s chances of winning the General Election seem very small. If any kind of Popular Front is formed, its chances are probably less than those of Labour unaided. The best hope would seem to be that if Labour is defeated, the defeat may drive it back to its proper “line.”

But the time-factor is all-important. The National Government is preparing for war. No doubt they will bluff, shuffle and make further concessions in order to buy a little more time—still, they are preparing for war. A few people cling to the belief that the Government’s war preparations are all a sham or even that they are directed against Soviet Russia. This is mere wish-thinking. What really inspires it is the knowledge that when Chamberlain goes to war with Germany (in defence of democracy, of course) he will be doing what his opponents demand and thus taking the wind out of their sails. The attitude of the British governing class is probably summed up in the remark I overheard recently from one of the Gibraltar garrison: “It’s coming right enough. It’s pretty clear Hitler’s going to have Czechoslovakia. Much better let him have it. We shall be ready by 1941.” In fact, the difference between the warmongers of the right and the warmongers of the left is merely strategic.

The real question is how soon the Labour Party will start effectively opposing the Government’s war plans. Suppose that war actually breaks out. Some of the more soft-boiled left-wing papers have recently been discussing the “conditions” on which the Labour Party should “support” the Government in case of war. As though any Government at war could permit its subjects to make “conditions”! Once war has started the left-wing parties will have the choice of offering unconditional loyalty or being smashed. The only group large enough to be capable of resisting, and perhaps even of scaring the Government away from war, is the Labour Party. But if it does not begin soon it may never do so. Two years, even a year, of tacit acquiescence in preparation for war, and its power will have been broken.

When and if Labour loses the election, the cry will be raised that if we had had a Popular Front the election could have been won. This may obscure the issue for a long time, perhaps even for two years. Hence more Popular Frontism, more brandishing of fists and shouts for a “firm line,” more clamour for overwhelming armaments—in short, more pushing of the Government in the direction in which it is going. So long as Labour demands a “firm line” which entails the risk of war, it cannot make any but a sham resistance to the fascising° process which war-preparation implies. What is the use of asking for a “strong” foreign policy and at the same time pretending to oppose increased working hours, reduced wages, Press censorship and even conscription? The retort will always be the same: “How can we keep Hitler in check if you obstruct rearmament?” War, and even war-preparation, can be used as an excuse for anything, and we may be sure the Government will make full use of its opportunities. In the end a perception of what is happening may drive the Labour Party back to its proper “line.” But how soon will that end come?

On September 28th the National Council of Labour made one of the few sensible moves that were made during the whole war-crisis. It appealed over the radio to the German people to resist Hitler. The appeal did not go far enough, it was self-righteous in tone and contained no admission that British capitalism, like German Nazism, has its faults; but it did at least show some perception of the right method of approach. What hope is there of that method being followed up if the Labour Party continues much longer on the path of jingoism and imperialism? It may be that sooner or later the mere fact of being in opposition will drive the Labour Party back to an anti-militarist and anti-imperialist line. But it will have to be sooner and not later. If it continues much longer in its present anomalous position, its enemies will eat it up.




508. Review of Gypsies by Martin Block; translated by Barbara
Kuczynski and Duncan Taylor

The Adelphi, December 1938

M. Martin Block’s book deals mainly with the gypsies of south-eastern Europe, who are far more numerous and evidently live at a much more primitive level than those of England. They use tents, oxen and pack animals rather than horses and caravans, never sit on chairs, are dirty beyond belief, speak Romany among themselves and follow hereditary trades such as lock-smithing, bear-leading and the making of wooden spoons and basins. Rather unfortunately M. Block does not include a chapter on the Romany language, but much of the information he has compiled is profoundly interesting, and his photographs, unlike the “illustrations” in the majority of books, do really illustrate. It is a pity that, so far as I know, no one has produced an equally detailed and up-to-date book on the gypsies of England.

As a matter of fact, the existence of this primitive nomadic people, with strongly marked racial characteristics, in a crowded country like England is a very curious thing. Why do they continue being gypsies? According to all precedent they ought long ago to have been seduced by the delights of civilisation. In England the “true” gypsies probably own rather more property and live at a slightly higher level than the average farm labourer, but they can only follow their distinctive way of life by constantly breaking the law. One is obliged to conclude that they do it because they like it. A gypsy makes part of his living by begging, and consequently, when he thinks he can get anything out of you, he is offensively servile, pours out gross flatteries and exploits his picturesqueness and even his bad English. But if you happen to meet gypsies on equal terms—or, at any rate, when they have nothing to gain by flattering you—you get a totally different impression. So far from being envious of the industrial civilisation which they see about them, they are merely contemptuous of it. They despise the “gorgios” for their physical softness, their bad sexual morals and, above all, their lack of liberty. To serve in the army, for instance, seems to them merely a despicable slavery. They have preserved most of the mental characteristics of a nomadic people, including a complete lack of interest in the future and the past. Hence the curious fact that though they first appeared in Europe as late as the fifteenth century, no one knows for certain where they came from. Perhaps it is not fanciful to say that the gypsy is, in the West, the nearest existing approach to the Noble Savage. And considering their admirable physique, their strict morals—strict according to their own peculiar code, that is—and their love of liberty, one must admit that they have a strain of nobility.

They also appear to be fairly successful in surviving. M. Block estimates that the number of gypsies in the world, if one includes the gypsy tribes of India, is about five millions, and that in Europe alone, counting only “true” gypsies, i.e., those who are wholly or partly of gypsy blood, the number would be from one to one-and-a-half million. There are supposed to be 18,000 in Great Britain and 100,000 in the U.S.A. Considering that any nomadic population is necessarily small, these are respectable numbers.

Will they survive? M. Block’s book seems to have been originally published in 1937, but unfortunately it says nothing about the effect on the gypsies of the recent political changes in Europe. There seem to be very few gypsies in Germany proper, but there is a considerable number in Austria and also in Russia. What is Hitler doing about the gypsies? Or Stalin? It seems almost impossible that the totalitarian régimes will fail to persecute these people on the pretext of civilising them. In the past they have survived countless attempts to stamp them out. “There is no country in western or central Europe,” says M. Block, “which has not tried to get rid of gypsies by means of cruelty and persecution. None, however, has succeeded.” But the terrifying thing about modern methods of persecution is that we cannot be sure, as yet, that they will not succeed. The Inquisition failed, but there is no certainty that the “liquidation” of Jews and Trotskyists will fail. It may be that the wretched gypsies, like the Jews, are already serving as a corpus vile, and it is only because they do not have friends who own newspapers that we hear nothing about it. Perhaps the concentration camps are already crowded with them. If so, let us hope that they survive it.1 No civilised person would wish for an instant to imitate the gypsies’ habits, but that is not the same as saying that one would like to see them disappear. Existing in the teeth of a civilisation which disapproves of them, they are a heartening reminder of the largeness of the earth and the power of human obstinacy.




509. To his father

2 December 1938 Typewritten

Boite° Postale 48 Gueliz Marrakech French Morocco

Dear Father,

I am glad to hear from Mother that you have been a little better and getting up occasionally. If your appetite is very bad, did you ever think of trying Haliborange? I have taken it occasionally, and it is not at all unpleasant to take, nourishing in itself and seems to improve one’s appetite after a while. I should think Doctor Collings would approve of it. It’s only halibut’s liver oil flavoured with orange and a few other things.

The weather here has got a lot cooler and is rather like the cold weather in Upper Burma, generally fine and sunny but not hot. We have a fire most days, which one doesn’t actually need till the evening, but it is nice to have it. There is no coal in this country, all the fires are wood and they use charcoal to cook on. We have tried to do a bit of gardening but not been very successful because it’s hard to get seed to germinate, I suppose because it is generally so dry. Most English flowers do pretty well here once they are established, and at the same time there are tropical plants like Bougainvillea. The peasants are just getting in their crops of chilis,° like the ones they used to grow in Burma. The people here live in villages which are surrounded by mud walls about ten feet high, I suppose as a protection against robbers, and inside they have miserable little straw huts about ten feet wide which they live in. It is a very bare country, parts of it almost desert, though it’s not what is considered true desert. The people take their flocks of sheep, goats, camels and so forth out to graze on places where there seems nothing to eat at all, and the wretched brutes nose about and find little dried up weeds under the stones. The children seem to start work when they are five or six. They are extraordinarily obedient, and stay out all day herding the goats and keeping the birds off the olive trees.

I think the climate is doing me good. I was a little unwell last week, but on the whole feel much better and am putting on a little weight. I have done quite a lot of work. We are going to take some more photographs, including some of the house, and will send them to you when developed. Look after yourself and get well soon.

With love
Eric




510. Eileen Blair to Mary Common

5 December 1938 Typewritten

Boite° Postale 48 Marrakech-Gueliz French Morocco

Dear Mary,

We have just got back from a Christmas shopping. It began by my bicycle having a puncture. The next stage was my arrival in Marrakech, entirely penniless, two minutes after the bank had shut. By the time Eric arrived for lunch I had scoured the town (in which we know no one) for succour and had succeeded in cashing a cheque and in collecting a retinue of guides, porters etc., all of whom had most charmingly waited for money so long that they might be said to have earned it. After lunch we began to shop and we went on for two and a half hours, surrounded by as many as twenty men and boys, all shouting and many of them weeping. If either of us tried to speak, long before we had mentioned what we were talking about everyone present cried “Yes, yes. I understand. The others don’t understand.” We bought a lot of things in one shop because the people there will post to England—at least so they say. The things are being sent in three lots, to three key recipients who are to distribute them. You are a key recipient, and you ought to get a dish for Mrs. Hatchett, a brass tray for Mrs. Anderson, and a “couverture” for yourself (and Jack). You may of course get something quite different, or nothing at all. A porter is engaged if he succeeds in laying hands on any piece of property, and as I put each thing on its appropriate pile it was instantly seized by one to four helpers and put somewhere else, or the pieces in several different places. Supposing you do get something, there may be duty to pay. I don’t think it can be more than three or four shillings and I hope it will be nothing. We have sent a few things home already without trouble (by which I mean paying money) and they should be kind at Christmas, but it is perfectly probable that they put on for Christmas a special staff to be unkind. Anyway if there is duty of course we’ll refund it when we get back or before by proxy, but meanwhile we can’t think of any better arrangement than that Peter1 should pay it. Peter, like all our younger friends, is having money for Christmas because we can’t get anything here for children unless we pay about thirty francs for something that Woolworth makes better. Money means 5/–. I hope that will arrive, but naturally we are doing all this much too late. We should have done it too late in any case, but in fact Eric was ill and in bed for more than a week and as soon as he was better I had an illness I’d actually started before his but had necessarily postponed. I enjoyed the illness: I had to do all the cooking as usual but I did it in a dressing-gown and firmly carried my tray back to bed. Now we are both very well, or I remember thinking that we were very well last night. This evening we are literally swaying on our feet and the menu for supper, which once included things like a mushroom sauce and a souffle, has been revised to read: Boiled eggs, bread, butter, cheese; bread, jam, cream; raw fruit. The servant goes home after lunch. He was supposed to sleep here in a kind of stable, but he prefers to cycle the five or six miles to Marrakech morning and evening. I like it much better. There is nothing for him to do in the evening except wash up the supper things, and until they were dirty he used to sit on the kitchen step, often in tears, getting up every ten minutes or so to tidy the kitchen and put away (generally in the cellar) the things I was just about to use for the cooking. It is customary, among the French as well as among the Arabs, to get up at five o’clock at the latest, and he arrives here about seven with fresh bread and milk for breakfast. It is early enough for us. We come to understand each other fairly well, though I seldom know whether he is speaking French or Arabic and often talk to him myself in English. The weather has got quite cold, which is delightful. Indeed it’s a good climate now and I think we sha’n’t die of it, which until recently seemed probable in my case and certain in Eric’s. His illness was a sort of necessary stage in getting better; he has been worse here than I’ve ever seen him. The country is, or was anyway, almost intolerably depressing, just not desert. Now it’s better because a few things are growing, and according to the guide books by February or so the whole land will be covered with a carpet of wild flowers. We found a wild flower the other day with great excitement and as it was a kind of lilyish thing without any stalk we suppose it was the first shred of the carpet. In our own garden we have had heartrending experiences. I suppose we have sowed about twenty packets of seed and the result is a few nasturtiums, a very few marigolds and some sweet peas. They take about three or four weeks to germinate and either grow at the same pace or don’t grow higher than half an inch. But generally of course they don’t germinate. The two goats are more satisfactory now because they went right out of milk and that saves trouble. Until recently they were milked twice a day, with Mahjroub2 holding head and hind leg, Eric milking and me responding to cries of agony while some good cows’ milk boiled over; and the total yield of the two per day was well under half a pint. The hens however have become very productive—they’ve laid ten eggs in four days. We started with twelve hens but four died immediately, so if you like you can do the sum I was thinking of doing but find too difficult. I hope all those great hens at Wallington will be ashamed. They really ought to be laying pretty well (i.e. about four each a week) now. Last Christmas we had great numbers of eggs and sent quite a lot away, with the result that all the lucky recipients got letters from the P.M.G.3 who regretted that a parcel addressed to them had had to be destroyed because it was offensive. I must write some Christmas letters, which is why I go on typing this. I get intolerably melancholy if I have to say exactly the same thing twice, so at about the tenth or fifteenth Christmas letter I am sending people the most surprising greetings, but by the twentieth I am resigned to intolerable melancholy and wish the rest a happy Christmas. That’s what I wish you, and a bright New Year of course. And Eric, I am sure, does the same. And we both send our love.

Yours,
Eileen.




510A. Financial Contribution to The New Leader

9 December 1938


The New Leader depended, as did many left-wing journals, upon voluntary subscriptions from its readers to help bridge the gap between its costs and its income from sales and advertising. As Orwell’s letter to John Sceats, 24 November 1938, 504, indicates, Controversy and The New Leader were both in danger of ceasing to publish or having to publish less frequently. In this issue of The New Leader, considerable space was devoted to an appeal to ‘raise a huge sum by February.’ Readers were promised that in the next issue they would be told what that amount was. A list was also given of seventy-seven groups and individuals who had contributed to the costs of that week’s paper, raising, in addition to £63 already acknowledged, the sum of £51 6s 7d. One contributor gave almost half that amount—£25—and the average amount contributed by the other seventy-six groups and individuals was 6s 11d. Orwell was recorded as having sent 5s 7d. See also 490.






511. Morocco Diary

VILLA SIMONT 10.12.38:

Cannot get any definite idea of the system of land tenure here, whether the peasants own their plots, whether they rent them etc. Land appears to be held in plots of two or three acres upwards. Evidently there are common grazing grounds, and there must obviously be some communal arrangement for the distribution of water. The small streams are diverted in different directions according as they are wanted, and by means of the channels and small dykes which exist in the fields water can be run to almost any spot. Nevertheless there is an obvious great difference in the water supply between peasants’ plots and the plantations of Europeans and wealthy Arabs. The difficulty about water makes an immense amount of work. The soil in parts here is a sort of soft chalk which has streams running through it about twenty feet down. In order to get at this—often a stream of a few inches deep—wells are sunk at intervals. One sometimes finds such wells all along the edge of a field a few yards apart—why so many I do not know, but I have seen this in a number of fields, eg. one field had 12 wells along its edge. There is evidence of great shrinkage in the water supply in recent years. Some streams have three beds, ie. one they run in now, a wider one they presumably run in after the rainiest season, and a much larger one they ran in at some time in the past. Some recently cultivated fields seem to have gone out of cultivation. It seems very difficult to get small seeds to germinate without constantly watering the soil.

The peasants here evidently do not use harrows, but they appear to plough it over several times in different directions. At the end of course it is still in furrows. This has the advantage that it gives the seed (broadcast) a certain tendency to lie in straight lines. Also perhaps conserves water better.

The winter grain (I suppose barley) is now about 4–6″ high. Trees seem to do better here than small crops, eg. the olives (black and known for their bitterness) are good. Nevertheless there are practically no trees except cultivated ones, palms, olives etc. Firewood,fn1 ready chopped and good quality, costs about 70–80 frs. (about 8/–) for 1000 kilos (about 1 ton). The only fuel here wood and charcoal. Near here a large new plantation of olives etc. run by Frenchmen. A sort of cooly barracks for the Arab workers. Quite good, very much better than the corresponding kind of thing would be in India. Except for a few wealthy ones the Arabs in their villages almost all live in tiny straw or palm-thatch huts, like beehives, about 8–10 feet wide. A few wild-looking people living in tiny tents which are simply a piece of cloth stretched over a pole, no walls or flaps. Evidently more or less permanent, as they had built little enclosures round. Normally a village is surrounded by a mud wall about 10 feet high with thorns on top. As in Burma, only men plough but women do all other jobs in the fields, especially tiresome jobs like weeding. Children working, usually at herding animals, when they are almost too young to speak. They are extraordinarily good, never stray away from work and seem to understand exactly what they have to do. Many of the peasants one sees come out and beg as one passes. With some of them this seems to be a reflex action on sight of a European. Generally quite satisfied with 20c. None of the peasant women, at least those one sees working, are veiled.

Examining the Petit Marocain, find its make-up is as follows. 10 pages (some days 12) ie. 60 columns. Of this just over one third is filled with advertisements. Back page and last page but one entirely advertisements. Principal adverts are Persil and other Lever products (note it is always stated on the packet that Lever’s stuff is French product), Nestle’s milk, various shipping companies, several eye-tonics and other patent medicines. Special pages are set aside for Moroccan news, which does not as a rule figure on the front page. No book reviews, and though get-up etc. is good the general tone of writing is dull compared with ordinary French papers.

All the papers here heavily patriotic. Eg. when Marshall° Lyautey’s1 statue was being brought to Casablanca, both Petit and Presse for over three weeks gave never less than a column and often most of a page to the subject, ie. to adulations of Lyautey. On the actual day of the installation the Presse gave its entire front page to this. La Presse frequently demands the suppression of the Communist Party, the Petit not, tho’ Daladier2 is its hero and it reports de la Rocque3 sympathetically. The most widely-read French paper in Marrakech seems to be the weekly Candide, which is sold on the streets everywhere. On buying it find it is virtually Fascist. Left-wing French papers seem unobtainable here.

M. Simont has sacked Hussein, evidently on the ground that he was lazy. The job here (for one man) is to look after about 2 acres planted with orange4 and lemon trees, and part of the ground between the trees, perhaps 20–30 rods, down under marrows etc. Also to look after a few sheep. By European standards it would be said that Hussein worked hard. M. Simont complaining that Hussein (who evidently also had some negro blood) is a Cleuh.5 They are said to be stupid, shiftless etc. Arabs also accuse them of avarice. Apparently Europeans share the prejudice. Do not know what the pay for this job would be, but probably not more than 10 frs. a day and quarters.




512. To Cyril Connolly

14 December 1938 Typewritten

Boite° Postale 48 Gueliz Marrakech French Morocco

Dear Cyril,

I see your book1 is out. Send me a copy, won’t you? I can’t get English books here. The New English were going to send it to me to review, but they haven’t done so, perhaps haven’t had a copy. I have been in this place about three months, as it is supposed to do my lungs good to spend the winter here. I have less than no belief in theories about certain climates being “good for” you, on enquiry they always turn out to be a racket run by tourist agencies and local doctors, but now I am here I suppose I shall stay till about April. Morocco seems to me a beastly dull country, no forests and literally no wild animals, and the people anywhere near a big town utterly debauched by the tourist racket and their poverty combined, which turn them into a race of beggars and curio-sellers. Some time next month we are going into the Atlas for a bit, which may be more interesting. I am getting on with my novel which was listed to come out in the autumn but, owing to this bloody illness, didn’t get started till two or three months ago. Of course I shall have to rush it as I must get it done in time for the spring. It’s a pity, really, as it’s a good idea, though I don’t think you’ll like it if you see it. Everything one writes now is overshadowed by this ghastly feeling that we are rushing towards a precipice and, though we shan’t actually prevent ourselves or anyone else from going over, must put up some sort of fight. I suppose actually we have about two years before the guns begin to shoot. I am looking forward to seeing your book, I gather from the reviews that a lot of it is about Eton, and it will interest me very much to see whether the impressions you retain are anything like my own. Of course you were in every way much more of a success at school than I, and my own position was complicated and in fact dominated by the fact that I had much less money than most of the people about me, but as far as externals go we had very much the same experiences from 1912 to 1921. And our literary development impinged at certain points, too. Do you remember one or other of us getting hold of H. G. Wells’s “Country of the Blind” about 1914, at St. Cyprian’s, and being so enthralled with it that we were constantly pinching it off each other? It’s a very vivid memory of mine, stealing along the corridor at about four o’clock on a midsummer morning into the dormitory where you slept and pinching the book from beside your bed. And do you remember at about the same time my bringing back to school a copy of Compton Mackenzie’s “Sinister Street”, which you began to read, and then that filthy old sow Mrs Wilkes found out and there was a fearful row about bringing “a book of that kind” (though at the time I didn’t even know what “sinister” meant) into the school. I’m always meaning one of those days to write a book about St. Cyprian’s.2 I’ve always held that the public schools aren’t so bad, but people are wrecked by those filthy private schools long before they get to public school age.

Please give all the best to your wife. I hope I’ll see you when I get back.

Yours Eric
Blair

P.S. [handwritten] I suppose the Quintin Hogg3 who won the Oxford election was the little squirt who was a fag when I left school.




513. To Frank Jellinek

20 December 1938 Typewritten

Boite° Postale 48 Gueliz Marrakech French Morocco

Dear Jellinek,1

Many thanks for your letter. I am extremely sorry that I attributed that note in the Manchester Guardian to you, but my reason for doing so was that the M.G. had not denied it. The facts were these. I was apparently semi-disabled by my wound (though actually it got all right soon afterwards) and had decided to go back to England, and on June 15 I went up to Sietamo to get my discharge-papers, which for some reason unknown to me one had to go up to the front to do. When I got there the P.O.U.M. troops besides the others in Sietamo were being got ready for an action which actually took place some days later, and it was only by a bit of luck that I did not get involved in the battle, though at the time I could hardly use my right arm. When I managed to get back to Barcelona on June 20, it was to find that the P.O.U.M. had been suppressed, everyone I knew was in jail or in hiding, I had to sleep two nights in the streets, and the police had been interfering with my wife in the most revolting manner. What really angered me about all this was that it had carefully been kept secret from the men at the front and even from people in Lerida (where I had been on June 20.) On I forget which day I saw you in a cafe near the Hotel Oriente. I was going to cross the road and speak to you, but at this time, as was not unnatural in the circumstanc[es] I was ready to believe that every Communist was a spy, and I simply walked on. Then later in England, when I went through the files of the M.G., I saw the note saying that the P.O.U.M. were not Fascists (or words to that effect), which I naturally attributed to you. I was greatly touched and wrote to the M.G. congratulating them and asking for your address. I suppose the man who replied didn’t know who had sent that message, and he merely said that you were in Mexico and they didn’t know your address. I am going to send a note to the New Leader saying I was wrong about who sent the message.2 If they don’t insert it, please believe it is only for lack of space. They are quite honest, though often no doubt mistaken, but with only 8 pages per week one hasn’t much space to spare.

I am writing at the same time as this asking my agent to send you a copy of my book on the Spanish war. Parts of it might interest you. I have no doubt I have made a lot of mistakes and misleading statements, but I have tried to indicate all through that the subject is very complicated and that I am extremely fallible as well as biassed. Without answering in detail all the points in your letter, I might indicate more clearly than I could do in the book my position on one or two questions that inevitably come up in a controversy of this kind. I entirely agree with you that the whole business about the P.O.U.M. has had far too much fuss made about it and that the net result of this kind of thing is to prejudice people against the Spanish Government. But my position has always been that this kind of controversy could die a natural death and cause comparatively little harm if people would refrain from telling lies in the beginning. The sequence of events is approximately this. The P.O.U.M. preach a “line” which may or may not make it more difficult to secure military efficiency for the Spanish Government, and which is also rather too like what the C.P. were saying in 1930. The C.P. feel that they have got to silence this at all costs, and therefore begin stating in the press that the P.O.U.M. are Fascists in disguise. This kind of accusation is infinitely more resented than any ordinary polemic could be, with the result that the various people and parties who could be described as “Trotskyist” tend to develop into mere anti-Communists. What complicates it and enormously increases the feeling of bitterness it causes is that the capitalist press will on the whole throw its weight on the Communis[t] side of the controversy. I know that Communists don’t as a rule believe this, because they have got into the habit of feeling that they are persecuted and have hardly noticed that since about 1936 (ie. since the change of “line”) the attitude towards them in the democratic countries is very different. Communist doctrine in its present form appeals to wealthy people, at least some wealthy people, and they have a very strong footing in the press in both England and France. In England, for instance, the News Chronicle and New Statesman are under direct Communist influence, there is a considerable press which is actually official C.P., and certain influential papers which are bitterly anti-Socialist nevertheless prefers° “Stalinism” to “Trotskyism”. On the other side, of course, there is nothing, because what is now called “Trotskyism” (using the word very widely) has no appeal to anyone with over £500 a year. The result is that the most appalling lies can be printed and except in a few papers like the M.G. which keep up the old traditions it is quite impossible to answer them. One’s only resort is to start miserable little rags like the ones the Trotskyists run, which, necessarily, are nothing but anti-Communist papers. There is no question that appalling lies were published about the P.O.U.M., not only by the official C.P. press, but by papers like the N.C. and N.S. & N., which after publishing refuse to print any answers in their correspondence columns. I don’t know whether you have yet seen the accounts of the P.O.U.M. trial. The trial made it clear, as it was bound to do if fairly conducted, that there was no truth in the accusations of espionage, which were for the most part merely silly. One accusation, for instance, had been that several miles of the Aragon front had been entirely deserted for two months—this at a time when I was there myself. This witness broke down in the box. Similarly, after all the statements in papers of the type of the Daily Worker about “two hundred signed confessions” etc., there was complete failure to produce any evidence whatever. Although the trial was conducted more or less in camera, Solidaridad Obrera was allowed afterwards to print a report, and it was made quite clear that the charges of espionage were dismissed and the four men who were sentenced were only convicted of taking part in the May fighting in Barcelona. In the face of all this the C.P. press printed reports that they had been condemned for espionage. In addition this was also done by some pro-C.P. papers, which significantly enough are also pro-Fascist papers. Eg. the Observer reported the verdict in such a way as to let it appear that the verdict was one of espionage, and the French press of this country, which of course is pro-Franco, reported the accusation, stated that it had been “proved” and then failed to report the verdict. You must agree that this kind of thing is likely to cause resentment, and though in the heat of the moment it may seem “realistic” to say “These people are obstructing us—therefore they might as well be Fascists—there we’ll say they are Fascists”, in the end it may do more harm than good. I am not a Marxist and I don’t hold with all this stuff that boils down to saying “Anything is right which advances the cause of the Party.” On the title page of my book you will find two texts from Proverbs3 which sum up the two prevailing theories of how to combat Fascism, and I personally agree with the first and not the second.

I think you’ll find answers in my book to some of what you say. Actually I’ve given a more sympathetic account of the P.O.U.M. “line” than I actually felt, because I always told them they were wrong and refused to join the party. But I had to put it as sympathetically as possible, because it has had no hearing in the capitalist press and nothing but libels in the left-wing press. Actually, considering the way things have gone in Spain, I think there was something in what they said, though no doubt their way of saying it was tiresome and provocative in the extreme.

I got over the wound with no ill-effects but now my lungs have been giving trouble and they sent me to spend the winter in this country. I think it’s doing me good, and I expect to be back in England in April.

Yours

Eric Blair

(“George Orwell”)

P.S. I don’t agree with you that there was no persecution of P.O.U.M. militiamen. There was a lot—even, later on, in hospitals, as I learned from a man who was wounded later than I. I have today heard from George Kopp, who was my commandant at the front, and who has just got out of Spain4 after 18 months in jail. Making all allowance for exaggerations, and I know people who have been in those circumstances always exaggerate, there is no question he has been shamefully treated, and there were probably some hundreds of others in the same case.

The chap who told you something about the I.L.P. militiamen signing some kind of statement was probably a man named Parker. If so it was probably a lie. Ditto if it was a man named Frankfort. If it was a man named Hiddlestone5 it was probably not a lie but might have been some kind of mistake. I know nothing about it as I came to Spain quite independently of them.




514. To Leonard Moore

20 December 1938 Typewritten

Boite° Postale 48 Gueliz Marrakech French Morocco

Dear Mr Moore,

Would you be kind enough to ask Warburg to send a copy of HOMAGE TO CATALONIA to

Frank Jellinek

Humboldt, 15,

Cuernavaca, Morelos,

MEXICO

and charge it up to me.

The Penguin Library people wrote to say they wanted to see DOWN AND OUT and BURMESE DAYS, and I expect by this time they will have written to you for copies.1 I think I gave you the address of my mother, who has a copy of DOWN AND OUT, did I not? I hope this business will come to something.

The novel2 is going quite well. In case this reaches you in time for Christmas, my wife and I wish you a very merry Christmas, and to Mrs Moore. I hope Miss Perriam is better.

Yours sincerely
Eric Blair




515. Morocco Diary

VILLA SIMONT 22.12.38:

After heavy rain such as that of the last few days the rivers swell enormously. The Oued Tensift, normally about 10 yards wide, has filled the whole valley it runs in, about 300 yards wide. But judging from the vegetation in the valley this does not happen most years.

The Arab funerals here are the wretchedest I have seen. The dead man is carried by friends and relatives on a rough wooden bier, wrapped in a cloth. Don’t know whether this is due to poverty, or whether Mahomedans are supposed not to have coffins. A hole not more than two feet deep is hacked in the ground and the body dumped in it with nothing over it except a mound of earth and usually either a brick or a broken pot at one end, presumably the head. The burial places as a rule are not walled in in any way and except when there happens to be the tomb of some rich person there one would never know them for burial-places—they merely look like a rather hummocky piece of ground. No sort of identifying mark over the graves. On one, presumably of a scribe, I found a pen and inkhorn, otherwise only the broken pots etc. On one an enamel tin mug. A few vacant graves always waiting, including little ones for children. Women apparently never attend funerals.

The other widely-read French weekly paper is Gringoire.fn1 Used to be a sort of gossipy literary paper, but now much as Candide. I notice that these papers, though evidently prosperous and having a lot of advertisements, are not above inserting pornographic advertisements. Also that in spite of their politics they publish serial stories etc. by writers who are more or less “left”. On a wall in a cafe lavatory, “A mort Blum”1 in very small letters. The first political inscription I have seen in French Morocco.




516. To Jack Common

26 December 1938 Typewritten

Boite° Postale 48 Gueliz Marrakech French Morocco

Dear Jack,

Thanks so much for yours. I’m really frightfully sorry about these blasted hens. We seem to have saddled you with a herd of white elephants. I can’t think what it can be. It seems to me that if it were any definite illness they would die off and not merely stop laying. As to its being the ground, I don’t think there can be anything in that. To begin with, wherever they are in the field they must be on ground they ranged over before with good results. The hens of old Desborough, who had the field up to end of 1935 or so, died of coccidiosis, but I doubt to start with whether the disease germs would remain in the ground so long, secondly why haven’t they developed it before, thirdly you probably wouldn’t mistake coccidiosis, which makes the fowls weak and droopy even when they don’t die, as most of them do. The thing I really don’t understand is why the old fowls (there are a few, aren’t there?) don’t lay. As to the pullets, it does sometimes happen that they just miss coming into lay in August-September, and then what with the moult and the cold weather don’t start till spring. But meanwhile you are being saddled with the food-bills. In a few days I’ll try and send you a few quid (I’m afraid at best it’ll have to be a few) towards ex[pens]es. I’ve written recently to my bank to know whether I’ve got any money left, and I’ll get their reply in a few days. Of course this journey, which at any rate was made on borrowed money,1 has been very expensive and I don’t think I’ll have any money to speak of coming in for three or four months. The novel ought to be done beginning of April. It’s really a mess but parts of it I like and it’s suddenly revealed to me a big subject which I’d never really touched before and haven’t time to work out properly now. I can’t tell you how deeply I wish to keep alive, out of jail, and out of money-worries for the next few years. I suppose after this book I shall write some kind of pot-boiler, but I have very dimly in my mind the idea for an enormous novel in several volumes and I want several years to plan it out in peace. Of course when I say peace I don’t mean absence of war, because actually you can be at peace when you’re fighting, but I don’t think what I mean by peace is compatible with modern totalitarian war. Meanwhile the Penguin people are making moves towards reprinting one or other of my books, and I hope they’ll do so, because though I don’t suppose there’s much dough in it it’s the best possible advert. Besides it’s damned annoying to see your books out of print. One of mine, “Down and Out,” is so completely out of print that neither I nor anyone else known to me except my mother possesses a copy—this in spite of the fact that it was the most-taken-out book in the library at Dartmoor. I’m glad Warburg has struck it lucky with at any rate one book. I must say for him that he has enterprise and has published a wider range of stuff than almost anyone. My Spain book sold damn all, but it didn’t greatly matter as my agent had got the money out of him in advance and the reviews were O.K.

God knows when that parcel will turn up. From what I know of French post offices it wouldn’t surprise me if it was just in time for Xmas 1939.2 Actually I left it and a lot of others to be sent off by the shopkeeper, because I was fatigued by a long afternoon of shopping, which is really tiring in this country as in most oriental countries. Arabs are even greater bargainers than Indians and one is obliged to conclude that they like it. If the price of an article is a shilling, the shopman starts by demanding two shillings and the buyer starts by offering threepence, and they may3 well take half an hour to agree on the shilling, though both know from the start that this is the right price. One thing that greatly affects one’s contacts in foreign countries is that English people’s nerves are not so durable as those of some other races, they can’t stand noise, for instance. I like the Arabs, they’re very friendly and, considering their position, not at all servile, but I’ve made no real contact, partly because they mostly speak a kind of bastard French and so I’ve been too lazy to learn any Arabic. The French in this country seem dull and stodgy beyond all measure, far worse than Anglo-Indians. I doubt whether there’s any real political movement among the Arabs. The left-wing parties have all been suppressed (by the Popular Front) but I don’t think they can ever have amounted to much. The people are entirely in the feudal stage and most of them seem to think they are still ruled by the Sultan, which by a fiction they are. There’ve been no echoes of the Tunis business except in the French press. If a big Arab movement ever arises I think it’s bound to be pro-Fascist. I am told the Italians in Libya treat them atrociously, but their main oppressors have been the democracies, so-called. The attitude of the so-called left wing in England and France over this imperialism business simply sickens me. If they went on in the same vein they would end by turning every thinking coloured person into a Fascist. Underlying this is the fact that the working class in England and France have absolutely no feeling of solidarity with the coloured working class.

You asked where Marrakech was. It’s somewhere near the top left hand corner of Africa and immediately north of the Atlas Mountains. Funnily enough we’ve been having the cold snap even here and on Xmas eve there was a heavy frost—don’t know whether that is usual here, but judging by the vegetation I don’t think it can be. I had the queer and rather pleasant experience of seeing the oranges and lemons on the trees frosted all over, which apparently didn’t damage them. The effects of the frost were very curious. Some nasturtiums I had sown earlier were withered up by it, but the cactuses and the Bougainvillea, which is a tropical plant from the South Pacific, weren’t affected. The mountains have been covered with snow even on their lower slopes for some time past. As soon as I’ve done the rough draft of my novel we’re going to take a week off and go into the mountains. The Romans thought they were the end of the world, and they certainly look as if they might be. It’s generally fine and bright in the day time, but we have fires all the time. The only fuel is olive wood, because there simply isn’t a wild tree for miles and miles. This is one of those countries which are very nearly desert and which just exactly support a small population of men and beasts who eat every eatable thing and burn every burnable thing on the surface, so that if there were one more person there’d be a famine. And to think that in Roman times North Africa was full of magnificent forests full of lions and elephants. There are now practically no wild animals bigger than a hare, and I suppose even the human population is smaller. I’ve just been reading about approximately these parts in Flaubert’s “Salammbô”, a book which for some reason I’d always steered clear of but which is simply stunning.

I’m not surprised at J.M.M entering the Church.4 But he won’t stay in it long. I suppose in the near future there will be a book called “The Necessity of Fascism.”5 But I think it’s really time someone began looking into Fascism seriously. There must be more to it than one would gather from the left press. Mussolini has been “just about to” collapse ever since 1926.

The French hardly celebrate Xmas, only the New Year. The Arabs probably celebrate the New Year, but it may not be the same as ours. They are pretty strict Mahomedans, except that owing to poverty they are not overscrupulous about what they eat. We simply haven’t celebrated Xmas yet, but shall when we get a pudding that is coming from England. Eileen was ill on Xmas day and I actually forgot till the evening what day it was. It’s all very gloomy, because my father is very ill and my sister who was to come out here consequently can’t. Two friends have just got back from Spain. One is a chap called Robert Williams6 who has come out with his guts full of bits of shell. He says Barcelona is smashed out of recognition, everyone is half starved and you can get 900 pesetas for a £. The other is George Kopp,7 a Belgian, whom there is a lot about in my book. He has just escaped after 18 months in a G.P.U.8 jail, in which he lost seven stone in weight. They were bloody fools to let him go after what they have done to him, but I suppose they couldn’t help themselves. It’s evident from several things that the Communists have lost most of their power and the GPU only exists unofficially.

My love to Mary and Peter. Eileen sends love and thanks Mary for the letter. I’ll write again when I hear from the bank. I hope the cold will let up. It can be bloody in a small cottage. About February we’ll have to think of getting Muriel mated, but there’s no hurry. Whatever happens don’t let her go to that broken-down old wreck of Mr Nicholls’s,9 who is simply worn out by about twenty years of fucking his own sisters, daughters, grand-daughters and great-grand-daughters.

Yours
Eric

PS. Were you giving the pullets a forcing mash? Clarke’s stuff is pretty good.




517. Eileen Blair to Francis Westrope

29 December 1938 Handwritten

Boite° Postale 48, Marrakech-Gueliz, French Morocco.

Dear Mr Westrope,

Eric meant to write to you for Christmas & then he meant to write to you for the New Year & finally this morning he was going to write to you today. But unfortunately he is ill—indeed we have been ill in turn for the last month. It’s really my fault because I collected a cold somehow & then of course Eric caught it. I hope he will be all right in a day or two—his general health really is better now but like everyone in the world we’ve been unlucky in our weather. At first it was so hot as to be very nearly intolerable & this persisted for months after the cool weather generally begins here; then quite suddenly there were violent winds & rains, frosts & so on. Now however the weather is quite perfect, like the best sort of October day in England, but Eric hasn’t properly recovered from the first six or eight weeks—indeed no one has the place is swarming with low fevers & so on. Nevertheless we missed the crisis & are grateful.

In the first place the letter to you was just to wish you a happy Christmas & New Year, & we hope you had the one &, if it isn’t too fantastic a hope, will have the other. Then these book tokens arrived. We are desperate for something to read, something long. We spent hours with New Statesmans etc. trying to decide on the books & failed, so we wonder whether you would cash the tokens, send us Martin Chuzzlewit & Barnaby Rudge in the ordinary Everyman edition & credit us with any change (we don’t know what the postage will be). If you happen to have one of those leaflets giving lists of the Everyman or World’s Classics series we should be still more grateful. It seems sad that we cannot remember any books unaided but there it is. If either of us has an inspiration the other has either read the book very recently or doesn’t want to read it at all. I am afraid we give you a lot of trouble but perhaps you won’t mind being so hard-worked a benefactor & then we shall have the two Dickenses anyway. We had Our Mutual Friend with us but are now competent to pass the most searching examination on it.

Eric really will write very soon.

With all best wishes

Yours sincerely

Eileen Blair.




Appendix 1

518. Domestic Diary

9 August 1938–29 April 1940


Orwell began two diaries in 1938. His Domestic Diary begins on 9 August 1938; his Morocco Diary, on 7 September; see 473 and 478. Though some diaries are arranged chronologically in this edition, it appeared more useful and less confusing to arrange this in three continuous sections. The Diary from 1938 is printed here; that for 1939 at 582; and that for 1940 at 729A.

The Domestic Diary is entirely handwritten. Slight errors have been silently corrected here. Orwell stuck newspaper cuttings into the diary. These are not reproduced, but a heading or brief descriptive note is given within square brackets indicating what had attracted his attention. The texts of these cuttings can be consulted at the Orwell Archive, University College London. Orwell also drew illustrations for certain entries, usually on otherwise blank verso pages. These have been incorporated into the entries they illustrate. Notes are at the end of each month. Dates of entries and paragraphing (in the manuscript, variably indented) have been regularized.



August 9, 1938: Caught a large snake in the herbaceous border beside the drive. About 2′ 6″ long, grey colour, black markings on belly but none on back except, on back of neck, a mark resembling an arrow-head ([image: image]). Not certain whether an adder, as these I think usually have a sort of broad arrow mark ([image: image]) all down the back. Did not care to handle it too recklessly, so only picked it up by extreme tip of tail. Held thus it could nearly turn far enough to bite my hand, but not quite. Marx1 interested at first, but after smelling it was frightened & ran away. The people here normally kill all snakes. As usual, the tongue referred to as the “fangs.”2

August 10: Drizzly. Dense mist in evening. Yellow moon.

August 11: This morning all surfaces, even indoors, damp as result of mist. A curious deposit all over my snuff-box, evidently result of moisture acting on lacquer.

Very hot, but rain in afternoon.

Am told the men caught another snake this morning—definitely a grass snake this time. The man who saw them said they had tied a string round its neck & were trying to cut out its tongue with a knife, the idea being that after this it could not “sting.”

The first Beauty of Bath apples today.

August 12: Very hot in the morning. In the afternoon sudden thunderstorm & very heavy rain. About 50 yards from the gate the road & pavement flooded a foot deep after only 1½ hours rain.

Blackberries beginning to redden.

August 16: Several days past uncertain weather, rainy & sometimes hot. Most of the wheat & barley now cut & stacked. Children picking more or less ripe blackberries two days ago.

Saw a white owl two nights ago—the first in about two years. Also in the distance another bird probably a little owl.

Horse-chestnuts full-size but not ripe yet. Hops about the size of hazel-nuts. Yesterday went to the Zoofn1 again. Another litter of lion-cubs, which are a bit bigger than a domestic cat & spotted all over. Those born just a year ago are about the size of a St Bernard dog. The ration of meat for a lion—I suppose its only meal in the day—seems to be about 6 or 7 lbs.

The Sardinian mouflon sheep3 has a large udder like a goat & would probably yield a pint or more. I notice that the zebra’s hooves, at least the front ones, are quite perpendicular, but those of the ass-zebra hybrid are like those of a horse. The hybrid has very slightly larger ears, otherwise so far as shape goes almost exactly like the zebra.

August 17: Warm & fine, rather windy.

The barley from the 22-acre field is not stacked yet, but the wheat is stacked & makes two stacks measuring so far as I can judge it 30′ by 18′ × 24′ (high) & 18′ × 15′ × 20′ (high). If these estimates are correct, this works out at 14,040 cubic feet of stack for about 14 acres of ground. Allowing 1 ton per acre, it seems 1000 cubic feet of stack represent a ton of grain. NB. to check when the whole field is stacked.

Catmint, peppermint & tansies full out. Ragwort & willow-herb going to seed. A few ripe blackberries. Elder-berries beginning to turn purple.

Oak planks etc. made from the boughs instead of the trunk is known as bastard oak & is somewhat cheaper.

Disused railway sleepers here sold off at £1=1=010 cwt. This probably works out at about 1/– each, ie. 2d a foot.


[Newspaper cutting: short article on greenheart timber]



August 19: Ref. the stacks in the cornfield. Actually the area under wheat & barley was about the same, & the crop makes 4 stacks, 2 of 30′ × 18′ × 24′ (high) & 2 of 18′ × 15′ × 20′ (high.) This works out at about 28,000 cubic feet of stack for 22 acres. Yesterday fine & rather windy. A fair number of ripe blackberries. Elderberries changing colour rapidly. Hazel nuts almost fully formed. Valerian & mulleins over.

For improving finish of cement.


[Newspaper cutting describing method to be adopted]



Weather today cold, blowy & rather wet. Haws getting quite red. Some rain in the afternoon.

August 21: Yesterday fine & fairly warm. Went in afternoon & saw Kit’s Coty,4 a druidical altar or something of the kind. It consists of four stones arranged more or less thus:

[image: image]

The whole about 8′ high & the stone on top approximately 8′ square by something over a foot thick. This makes about 70 cubic feet of stone. A cubic yard (27 cubic feet) of coal is supposed to weigh 27 cwt., so the top stone if of coal would weigh about 3½ tons. Probably more if I have estimated the dimensions rightly. The stones are on top of a high hill & it appears they belong to quite another part of the country.


[Newspaper cutting: ‘Fruit Bottling Without Sugar, Old-Time Country Method’; see 29.8.38]



August 22: Warmish day, with showers. Nights are getting colder & more like autumn. A few oaks beginning to yellow very slightly. After the rain enormous slugs crawling about, one measuring about 3″ long. Large holes, presumably ear-holes, some distance behind head. They were of two distinct colours, some light fawn & others white, but both have a band of bright orange round the edge of the belly, which makes one think they are of the same species & vary individually in colour. On the tip of their tails they had blobs of gelatinous stuff like the casing of water-snails’ eggs.

A large beetle, about the size of a female stag-beetle but not the same, extruding from her hindquarters a yellow tube about the length of herself. Possibly some sort of tube through which eggs are laid?


[Newspaper cutting on how to make sloe gin]



August 22.5 Southwold: Cool this morning & raining most of the day.

Most of the crops in & stacked. Blackberries in Suffolk much less forward than Kent, otherwise little difference in the vegetation.

When clipping fowls’ wings, clip only one wing, preferably the right (left wing keeps the ovaries warm.)

Cold tea is good fertiliser for geraniums.

August 25. Preston Hall: Everything in Suffolk is much more dried-up than in Kent. Until the day we arrived there had been no rain for many weeks & various crops had failed. Near S’wold saw several fields of oats & barley being harvested which had grown only 1′ or 18″ high. Ears nevertheless seemed normal. Wheat crop all over the world said to be heavy.

A bedstraw hawk-moth found in our back garden & mounted by Dr Collings.6 Evidently a straggler from the continent. Said to be the first seen in that locality for 50 years.

Little owl very common round here. Brown owl does not seem to exist.

Dr C. says the snake I caught was the “smooth snake”, non-poisonous & not very common.

Today hot again.

Gipsies beginning to arrive for the hop-picking. As soon as they have pitched their caravans the chickens are let loose & apparently can be depended on not to stray. The strips of tin for clothes-pegs are cut out of biscuit boxes. Three people were on the job, one shaping the sticks, one cutting out the tin & another nailing it on. I should say one person doing all these jobs (also splitting the pegs after nailing) could make 10–15 pegs an hour.

Another white owl this evening.

August 26: Hot. Dense ground-mist early this morning. Many blackberries now ripe, very large & fairly sweet. Also fair number of dew-berries. Walnuts now nearly full-sized. Plenty of English apples in the shops.

August 28: Night before last an hour’s rain. Yesterday hot & overcast. Today ditto, with a few drops of rain in the afternoon. The hop-picking due to start in about a week.

August 29: Overcast & very chilly. Heavy rain last night. Dahlias now in full bloom.


[Newspaper cutting: response to cutting on fruit bottling (see 21.8.38), which was ‘bound to give unsatisfactory results in many cases’].



August 30: Warmer.

Leaves of the tulip tree beginning to yellow. Sunflowers & gladioli in full bloom. Godetias getting past their best. Montbretias coming into bloom. Elderberries now ripe & bird-shit everywhere deep purple. Purple stains on logs etc. where they have been. Seems difficult to believe that birds digest much of what they eat. The man who keeps the guinea pigs here seems uncertain whether or not they sleep. Says they close their eyes sometimes, but it is uncertain whether they are asleep. First English eating pears today.

August 31: Morning very cold, warm & fine later.

September 1: Fine & fairly warm.

September 2: Fine & fairly warm.

September 3: Writing on P.&O. ss. “Stratheden”, 23,500 tons. No of passenger berths 1063. Left Tilbury dock 6 pm yesterday. Position marked this morning (not certain whether 8 am or noon) as 49.25 N, 3.34 W, run being 288 miles. Distance to go 1007 miles. Passed Ushant, about 5–10 miles on port side, about 5 pm Now entering Bay of Biscay & travelling about due South. Should sight land again tomorrow night. Sea at present calm. Once or twice small shoal of fish, pilchards or sardines, leaping out of the water as though something was after them. Small land-bird, bunting or some such thing, came on board this morning when out of sight of land. Also pigeons perching on rigging.

September 4: Today crossing mouth of Bay of Biscay. Sea a little rougher, ship rolling somewhat. Not sick (seasickness remedy “Vasano” evidently efficacious.) Passing C. Finisterre about 5 pm but invisible owing to mist. Run of the ship (12–12) 403 miles. Gibraltar is about 5° west of Greenwich. Clocks will be retarded ½ hour on Monday & Tuesday, then put forward again at Marseilles. We are due in at Tangier 7 am on Tuesday (6th) & Gibraltar at 1.30 pm Run of 1007 miles to Tangier takes about 89 hours.

Today a few porpoises passing the ship. Yesterday saw a gull I did not know, dark brown with white bands on wings. Otherwise no life.

Length of ship is about 250 yards, width at widest about 25 yards. There are 7 decks above water-level. Do not yet know number of crew, who including stewards are mainly lascars.

September 5: Last night much fog, syren° sounding continually. This morning the sea much smoother, grey & oily, about the colour of lead. Later in the day very hot, & the sea bright blue. Passed Cape Roca about 10 am, but invisible in mist. Passed Cape St. Vincent quite close in, about 2–3 miles, at 6 pm Run of the ship (noon to noon) 342 miles. Due at Tangier early tomorrow.

Gulls here of a breed I do not know, dark brown or black on top, white below, hawking over the water only a few inches above the surface, just like an owl over grass. Clumps of sea weed° as we got nearer land. Some swallows or martins (different from the English) following the ship when still far from land. Two whales said to have been seen yesterday, but I missed them.

This is not, as I had thought, a steam turbine ship, but an oil turbine. Crew thought to be about 600. The tourist class (really midway between 2nd & 3rd class) has three lounges apart from the dining saloon, two decks where games are played, a small swimming bath & a rather primitive cinematograph. R. C. mass & Anglican H. C. held every day. Tourist fare London-Gibralter £6–10.7

Later. Number of crew 543. Ship carries 8 or 9 thousand tons cargo.

September 8. Gibraltar: Weather mostly hot & nights sometimes uncomfortably so. Sea variable mostly rather choppy. When no wind fish visible at least 10 feet below surface.

The Barbary Ape is said to be now very rare at Gibraltar & the authorities are trying to exterminate them as they are a nuisance. At a certain season of the year (owing to shortage of food I suppose) they come down from the rock & invade peoples° houses & gardens. They are described as large doglike ape with only a short stump of tail. The same species found on the African coast just opposite.

The breed of goat here is the Maltese, or at any rate is chiefly Maltese. The goat is rather small, & has the top half of its body covered with long & rather shaggy hair which overhangs it to about the knees, giving the impression that it has very short legs. Ears are set low & drooping. Most of the goats are hornless, those having horns have ones that curve back so sharply that they lie against the head, & usually continue round in a semi-circle, the point of the horn being beside the eye. Udders are very pendulous & in many cases simply a bag with practically no teats, or teats barely ½ inch long. Colours black, white & (especially) reddish brown. Yield said to be about a litre a day. Goats apparently will graze on almost anything, eg. the flock I watched had grazed the wild fennel plants right to the ground.

Breed of donkeys here small, like the English. The conveyance peculiar to the place a little partly closed in carriage rather like the Indian gharry with the sides taken out.

[image: image]

Hills steep & animals on the whole badly treated. No cows. Cows’ milk 6d a pint. Fruits now in season, apples, oranges, figs, grapes, melon, prickly pear, brinjals & various English vegetables. Prickly pear grows very plentifully on poor soil. Few hens here & eggs small. “Moorish eggs” advertised as though a superior kind.

Cats of Maltese type. Dogs all muzzled.

September 10. Tangier: Temperature here said never to rise above about 85°. Sea is fairly warm, water extremely clear, objects 20 & 30 feet below being visible when there is no wind. There is a tide rise of about a foot. Sea & harbour full of fish, but for some reason only the smaller kinds seem to be caught. There is a largish fish, generally about 6″ to a foot long, brown-coloured & somewhat resembling a pollock, which haunts the stones of the jetties in great numbers, swimming in shoals of 5–20, but all the fishermen say that these cannot be taken on a hook. The method of fishing with rod & line for the smaller fish seems to be foul-hooking. A contrivance made of about half a dozen small hooks set back to back, with a bait of bread or meat just above it, is lowered into the shoal & drawn rapidly up as the fish gather round it. Long-shore fishing with a net is done as follows. A net about 150′ feet° long & 6′ deep, finely meshed in the middle but coarse towards the end, is carried out to sea by boats & placed in position, being held up by floats. Attached to each end of the net is an immensely long rope, probably half a mile or more. This is gradually hauled in, the men on each rope converging gradually then bring the net into a curve. There is a team of 6 or 8 men & boys on each rope. They do not pull with their hands but have a string round the waist & on the end of it a knot that can be attached immediately to the rope. They then pull with the body, leaning backwards & doing most of the work with the right leg. As the rope comes in it is coiled, & as each man reaches the coils he detaches his string, runs forward & hooks on to the seaward end of the rope. Hauling in takes at least an hour. Of the one I saw hauled in, the bag was about 30 lbs of sardines (or some similar small fish) & about 5 lb. of sundries, including squids, red mullet, long-nosed eels etc., etc. Probably° value (to the fishermen) about 5/–, & representing about 2 hours work-time to 15 men & boys, say 20 adult work-hours, or 3d an hour.

[image: image]

Donkeys here overworked to a terrible degree. They stand about 9–10 hands & carry loads which must often be well over 200 lbs. After putting a considerable load on the donkey’s back the driver then perches himself in the middle. Hills here extremely steep, 1 in 5 or 6 in many places, but donkeys go up carrying loads so immense that they are sometimes almost invisible underneath. They are nevertheless extremely patient & willing, usually wear no bridle or halter & do not have to be driven or even led. They follow or walk just in front of their master like a dog, stopping when he stops & waiting outside any house while he is inside. The majority seem to be uncastrated, ditto with many of the horses (all small & in poor condition.)

Smells here not bad, in spite of the heat & labyrinthine bazaars.

Fruits in season, prickly pear, melons of many kinds, grapes, brinjals, otherwise all European. Water carried in goatskins & sold. Large fig-tree here has both green & purple figs on it, a thing I did not know happened. A sort of convolvulus creeper very common here has blue flowers & pinkish flowers on same plant & sometimes on same stem. Flowers now out, cannas, bourgainvillea,° geraniums; peculiar coarse grass for lawns.

Two kinds of swallow or martin here. No gulls in harbour.

Gets dark here well before 7 pm (ie. really 7, summer time not being in operation.)

Butter here all right, but fresh milk apparently almost unobtainable.

September 14. Marrakesh°: Birds seen on railway journey Tangier-Casablanca-Marrakech.8 Ibis extremely numerous, Kestrels fairly common & also two larger kinds of hawk or kite, a few solitary crows very similar to the English bird. No storks, tho’ said to exist here. A very few partridges. Goldfinches, apparently identical with English bird, common in Marrakesh. Saw a man carrying a hare, otherwise no wild quadrupeds at all. There are said to be literally none, except a few hares & jackals, in Fr. Morrocco.° A few camels in Sp. Morocco, but not common till south of Casablanca. In general a camel seems to stand about 18 hands high. All are extremely lean & have calloused patches on all joints. Most are muzzled. Donkies° in Marrakesh slightly less overloaded & slightly less docile than in Tangier.

Dates are now almost ripe. The partially ripe dates are bright yellow & hang in thick clusters on stems of their own just where the crown of the palm joins the trunk. There are generally about 6 clusters per tree & the whole would weigh about ½ hundredweight. The fallen date looks just like an acorn without its cup. Apparently there are several varieties of date palm including a dwarf one.

The peppercorns on the pepper trees just about ripe. Apparently these are known as “false pepper”, although it can be used in the ordinary way. Walnuts, evidently local, just ripe. Pears & peaches rather under-ripe. Lemons here are round & green, more like the Indian lime, only larger & thicker-skinned. Wine grapes in great profusion & very cheap.

The marine life at Casablanca seemed almost exactly the same as in England. Winkles, limpets, barnacles, land-crabs & one kind of anenome apparently identical. Saw no gulls, however. Forgot to mention that at Tangier there were catches of very large mackerel.

Rosemary grows well in Marrakech. Roses do well, petunias grow into huge bushes, as in India. Zinnias also thrive. Apparently good grass can be grown if there is sufficient water.

September 15: Caught a water-tortoise, about 8″ long, outside the small zoological gardens here (evidently it had not escaped from within, though of the same kind as those kept inside.) It was in an irrigation ditch, swimming against the current & only succeeding in remaining about stationary. When turned onto its back it was unable to turn over. It smelt abominably, though active & apparently in good condition.

No ordinary sparrows here, but a small bird of the finch family, with brown body, bluish head & long tail, very common.

A few michaelmas daisies in flower in the Z[oological]. gardens, which surprised me. Olives almost ripe. Some turning bluish-red, which is perhaps their ripe colour. Oranges still green. These trees evidently need a lot of manure. Runner beans in pod, much as at home. Grapes here are poor, rather dry & tasteless.

Large ants here, half red & half black, enlarging their hole in the ground. One carrying out a bean-shaped stone about ¼″ long by ½″ thick. Flies here very trying, mosquitoes fairly numerous, but as yet no plagues of flying insects.

Tonight dark by 7 pm

September 19: For sale along with the bright orange half-ripe dates are others equally bright purple, about the colour of brinjals. Pomegranates for sale in large piles everywhere. Some oranges beginning to yellow. Immense vegetable marrows for sale, probably weighing 20–30 lbs. each. Also a kind of smooth pale green extremely elongated marrow—possibly a species of cucumber. Black bread made & sold here in the bazaar; presumably barley but looks like rye.

Goldfinches extremely common here. Storks it appears are migratory & do not appear here till mid-winter. Great variations in temperature. Today & yesterday fairly cool, the day before unbearable, temperature even at 6 pm being 25°C. (ie. 77°F.) & probably about 40°C at midday. Is said to reach 45°C. (ie. 113°F.) as hottest indoor temperature here. After cooling off about 4 pm it generally seems to get hotter again about 6, perhaps owing to the prevailing warm wind. At night a sheet over one is sufficient, but in the early morning one generally pulls up the blanket.

A donkey is said to cost about Fr. 100 (about 12/6d.)

Lettuces said to be very difficult to grow here.

September 20: Lathes used by Jewish carpenters who make the string-seated chairs etc. are of extremely primitive type. There are two clamps, the left hand one fixed, the right sliding upon a metal rod, with a metal point in each. The bar of wood to be turned is fixed upon the two points & turns itself, the points being stationary. Before it is put on the string of a bow is looped once round it. The carpenter holds the movable clamp in place with his right foot & works the bow with his right hand, holding the chisel in his left hand & steadying it with his left foot. In this way he can turn a piece of wood apparently as accurately as on a proper lathe, judging by eye to about 1/100 inch. Working the bow makes the wood revolve at an astounding speed.

The earth walls here are made out of earth which is dug out at a depth of 4–6 feet, either because this is different earth or because at this depth it is easier to find it damp enough to be workable. It is a peculiar chocolate colour & it dries into the light pink distinctive of this town. Having been dug out it is mixed with rubble & a little water, then cast in sections in a wooden frame, just like cement, but when in the frame it has to be packed together very hard with heavy rammers. When one section is hard enough to stand unsupported the next is made, & the joins do not show, the mud setting almost like cement.

[image: image]

These mud walls are said to stand many years in spite of torrential rains.

The orange trees which grow in the street here are of an inedible bitter kind.

This kind is used as a stock for grafting the sweet orange on.

Some of the olive trees here have, among the ordinary green olives, a certain number which are bluish red, though apparently ordinary in every other respect.

The superstition that it is lucky to touch a hunchback apparently obtains among the Arabs as well.

Today stifling hot about midday, otherwise somewhat cooler, though we did not want a coat till about 6–30 pm We have not yet had a day when it was clear enough to see whether the Atlas mountains have snow on them or not.

September 25: Yesterday morning blowy & overcast, then some fairly heavy showers of rain. Today no rain, but cooler & still windy.

The reason for the galls always present on camels’ joints is that these are what they kneel down on, usually on stones etc. Nearly all camels here also have galled backs. It is said that a camel can often only be managed by one man whom it knows, & that one must at all costs avoid beating them. Relative to size they carry a much smaller load than a donkey. Some of them have flies & maggots burrowing into the galls on their backs, without appearing to notice it. Children also pay very little attention to flies, which are sometimes crusted in sores all round their eyes.

Hollyhocks just over & sunflowers coming to an end. The former grow 10 or 12 feet high.

Chrysanthemums in the public gardens budding. Cannas are very fine, in 4 colours.

There is no snow at present on the Atlas mountains. At sunset when it is clear they take on a remarkable purplish-red colour.

The bow which is used for a lathe is also used for a drill. A drill with a cylindrical wooden handle in the base of which there is a hole is fitted against a steel point & rotated with the bow. It is kept firm by the other end being in contact with the wood that is drilled. It seems to work as exactly as an ordinary drill & very rapidly.

[image: image]

Bought two turtle doves this morning. Two doves 10 Fr. (an overcharge), bamboo cage about 20″ by 15″ by 20″, 15 Fr. Total cost about 3/–. These birds seem to domesticate very easily.

Ordinary blackbird, or some bird extremely similar, is common here. Also the little owl or some very similar owl. Bats here are large, about twice the size of English bat.

It gets dark now at about 6.45 pm

September 27: Yesterday cooler. Some thunder in afternoon, then an hour’s steady rain in the evening. Have not worn dark glasses for several days past.

September 28: Distinctly cooler at night. Last night used a blanket all night. Red hibiscus in flower.

October 1: Snow on the Atlas today. Evidently it fell last night.

Camels vary greatly in size, also in colour, some being almost black. Ditto donkeys, which range from reddish fawn to almost black, the latter the commonest colour. Saw yesterday a donkey, evidently full grown, less than 3′ high. The man riding it had one foot on the ground.

The Atlas said to go up to 3200 metres (about 10,000 feet.) (Actually about 13,500.)9

October 2: Nightjars here, much as in England. Female donkey today, very heavily in foal, carrying respectable load of wood, & its master. Load something over 200 lb., plus the foal.

The Spahis ride stallions. Arab saddles, but not blinkers. Horses of different colours. Donkeys here, when male, are always uncastrated.

October 4: Still very hot in the middle of the day. Huge lumps of camel-fat (presumably from the hump), very white, like pork-fat, on sale in the bazaar. Said to be only eaten by “people from the mountains.” Wooden spoons here are cut out with a small adze, which is used with great skill until the spoon is almost entirely hollowed out, after which a gouge-like tool (but with the edge at the side) is used, & then sand paper. Some of these spoons are 2′ or 3′ feet long & the head as large as a breakfast cup. This work done mainly by children, ditto the work of making wooden ploughs (very primitive, & sold in such numbers as to suggest they have to be renewed every year.)

October 6: Yesterday insufferably hot, & this continued till about 6 am this morning, when I felt the need of a blanket on the bed. Flies & mosquitoes still very bad.

Unbearably hot all day. Apparently this is very unusual for the time of year. Camel cub supposed to be about 6 months old is already about 5′ high. They are still sucking when quite a considerable size. Contrary to what I had been told, camels appear to be fairly tractable, as after changing owners they behave quite normally, only the young ones having a tendency to take fright. They vary not only in size & colour (white to almost black, the latter being usually small), but also in the nature of their coats, which are sometimes curly, sometimes smooth, a few camels having a sort of beard all down the neck. They have very little smell.

Horses are sometimes excellent in appearance, always uncastrated. Arab saddle like Mexican, but the Arabs ride with rather short stirrups. The stirrup is a long flat piece of steel with sharp corners which serve as spurs. The Arabs do not sit very gracefully in the saddle but have complete mastery of the horse, which goes forward, changes pace & stops all with a loose rein & apparently mostly from the man’s voice. The mule is always ridden on the hindquarters. It is evident that the tractability of animals here is due to their being constantly handled from childhood.
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October 9: Day before yesterday still unbearably hot, yesterday cooler but night very stuffy. Very hot today at midday, in the afternoon a violent dust-storm, much thunder & then fairly heavy rain for about an hour. Fearful mud in the bazaar in consequence. Air much fresher after the rain.

Primitive drill used by the Arabs—not certain whether merely drill for wood or used for stone & earthenware—constructed as follows. The drill is attached to an upright which passes through a heavy round stone of 5–10 lb. Above this is a cross-piece which fits round the upright but is movable. From the ends of the cross-piece strings go to the top of the upright. These are twisted round the upright & the cross-piece worked up & down, causing the upright & therefore the drill to rotate. The stone serves merely as a weight.
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Arab drug kiff,10 said to have some kind of intoxicating effect, smoked in long bamboo pipe with earthenware head about the size of a cigarette holder. The drug resembles chopped grass. Unpleasant taste &—so far as I am concerned—no effect. Sale said to be illegal, though it can be acquired everywhere for 1 Fr. for about a tablespoonful.

The one smell one rarely encounters here is garlic, which apparently the Arabs do not use much. Almost a majority of the ripe olives now on sale are purple. Possibly these are the ones black olives are made from. Dates getting very ripe. They seem to be a rather dry & inferior kind.

10.10.38: Midday temperature (indoors) today 26°, ie. about 78°F. This is much cooler than the last few days. This evening cool enough to wear a coat.

12.10.38: A lot cooler. No snow now visible on the Atlas, but perhaps obscured by clouds.

Have installed the hens & goats. Hens about the size of the Indian fowl, but of all colours, some with a species of topknot, white ones very pretty. These are supposed to be laying pullets but have not laid yet. Twelve brought crammed together in two small baskets, then sent on donkey back about 5 miles, at the end of which one fowl was dead, apparently pecked to death by others. They appear not to like maize, probably not used to it, or possibly when unbroken it is too big for them. Arabs always keep them in completely grassless runs. Tried giving them some green stuff at which they pecked not very enthusiastically. Hope they may take to it later.

Goats are tiny. Searching all over the market could not find any of decent size or with large bags, though one does see some not actually bad goats in the flocks that graze on the hillsides. The breed here is very shaggy & tends to get its coat dirty. Of ours one, a tiny red goat, is evidently about to kid soon. The other, somewhat larger, supposed to be in milk, but doubt whether she will give more than ½ pint a day at first. After feeding up for 10 days probably a pint. Arabs all scandalised at the idea of giving grain of any kind to goats. Said we should only give them grass. If given grain they drink enormously & swell up. Quite good chopped fodder (lucerne I think) sold in the bazaar for 10c. a bunch. One franc’s worth should be enough for 2 goats for a day so far as green food goes. Gave them for their first meal mixture of barley & bran. They had perhaps not seen such a thing before & took no notice of it. Then later smelt it & got to work on it. Goats here do not object to eating off the ground. They are very shy but being so small are easy to handle & do not try to use their horns. They are gentle with each other & do not quarrel over food. Were taken to the house in paniers one on each side of a donkey, the donkey’s owner sitting in the middle.

The only form of mash given to fowls here is bran. Grocers here, & apparently everyone else, have never heard of suet—ie. for use in puddings etc.

M. Simont’s11 oranges just beginning to ripen. Dates now ripe, but rather dry & poor. Walnuts very good. Pomegranates exquisite colour inside. The reason why so many dates are gathered when bright yellow is said to be that they are a kind which are used for cooking.

Curiously enough, among the general misery of the animals here, the sheep are very good. They are a long-tailed kind, fairly large, apparently fat (the mutton is quite good & tender) & with very thick, firm coats. They are very docile & tend to huddle all together in a bunch, which makes them easy to manage. When buying a sheep a man carries it across his shoulders, where it lies completely docile like a large slug. A man will ride a bicycle carrying a sheep like this.

13.10.38: Today fairly cool, & up to about 10 am almost chilly in the shade. This evening another violent dust-storm followed by rain.

14.10.38: Stuffy, but not very hot. Today milked the small goat (which is probably not in kid) for the first time. For a long time could get no milk at all, though the udder was large & obviously contained milk. Finally discovered that if instead of running my hand down the teat in the ordinary way, I took hold of the whole quarter & squeezed as if squeezing out12 a sponge, the milk came quite easily. Apparently a different configuration of udder. Wretched yield, about ½ pint from two goats combined. But they are eating well & should improve soon.

Ripe pepper falling from the trees. No eggs.

16.10.38. Villa Simont, route de Casablanca: Yesterday intolerably hot. In the evening thunderstorm & torrential rain, flooding the ground some inches deep.

This morning a disaster. One hen dead, another evidently dying. Forget the name of the disease, which has something to do with the throat. The hen is unable to stand & head droops forward. The dead one had evidently perched for the night & then fallen off the perch. May have something to do with perching in the rain, as they all did so, though I put up another perch for them under cover.

Goats a little tamer. The wife of the Arab who works in the orange plantation & looks after the sheep says that the brown goat is in kid.

18.10.38: We have now lost 3 fowls in addition to the one which was presumably pecked to death. Symptoms all the same—loss of power of legs & head drooping. Evidently paralysis, tho’ attributed by the Arabs to a black parasite infesting the birds. Cause & effect uncertain here. The Arabs’ treatment is rubbing with a mixture of charcoal ash, salt & water. Seems effective, at any rate two which were slightly affected seem better to day° & able to run about. The remaining 8 fowls seem now in good condition, but their appetite is very small even allowing for small size. They will never eat maize unless boiled, & do not care greatly for mash.

Goats tamer. Am milking the small one only once a day, & getting about ½ pint a day from the two. Even this is more than a few days back. The small one had slight diarrhea yesterday, probably caused by too much wet green fodder, so am now drying the lucerne into a kind of hay. About the same time one of M. Simont’s sheep mysteriously died—attributed to eating too much of the herbage which sprang up after the rain. Goats will eat almost anything, eg. orange peel, & a certain amount of maize can be given them if boiled & mixed with mash. Flaked maize not obtainable here. The goats already follow & know the way to their shed.

Saw a lizard this morning, walking up the window pane. About 4 ″ long, rather stumpy, resembling an alligator, prickly tail. The first lizard seen in Morocco.

A little cooler, & today very still.

Large ant can drag two peppercorns & the twig connecting them. Ants of various sizes drag a grain of wheat each.

The fowls perched on the new perch for the first time last night.

20.10.38: The turtle doves after about 2 days plucked up courage to leave their house, flew off & presently disappeared. The Arabs said that they would not return. However, they come every day for corn, & sleep in the pepper tree behind the house.

M. Simont’s sheep are allowed to browse among the orange trees. Apparently the idea is that they will not eat the leaves of the trees (presumably bitter) but will keep the weeds down. Actually they do nibble at a leaf occasionally.

Cooler. Nice autumnal feeling in the early mornings.

Goats giving distinctly more milk. More than ½ pint, though am only milking the brown one once daily.

Hens all well, but no eggs. These hens, even allowing for size, have extraordinarily small appetites.

Arabs round here growing practically all English vegetables (carrots, radishes, lettuces, cabbages, tomatoes, runner beans, crown artichokes, marrows) besides large green chilis° which are extremely hot. Most of the vegetables rather poor quality. Dates very dry & poor. Sheep here eat half-ripe dates.

The charcoal braziers generally used here are quite satisfactory for cooking. They are generally about 1′ across by 8″ deep & either have very many holes in sides or a double bottom with holes in the top one. The charcoal can be started with very little paper & wood & smoulders for hours. A few strokes with the bellows gets it into a fierce heat. A small tin oven is placed on top & bakes fairly satisfactorily.
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21.10.38: Yesterday went to the Oued Tensift, about 2 Km. from here, the principal river of these parts. About 5 yards wide & 1–3′ deep, but lies in a considerable valley & probably rises at some times of the year. Poor water, but said to have small fish in it. Muddy banks & bottom. Fresh water mussels, very similar to those in the Thames, moving to & fro in the mud leaving deep track behind them. Red shank & ringed plover, or extremely similar birds, live on the mud. Feathery shrub which in England is used for making hedges in gardens, arbutus13 I think, growing everywhere. Patches of grass almost like English grass.

Still very hot. Last night unbearably so till quite late at night.

The water here is almost undrinkable, not only tasting of mud but also distinctly salty.

The bitter oranges grown here as grafting stocks said to be good for marmalade, so presumably the same as Seville oranges.

Some of the goats round here a bright silvery-grey colour. First-class Spanish goat said to cost Frs. 500.

23.10.38: The water here evidently has some mineral in it which is the cause of the almost continuous belly-ache we have had since coming here. Near the Oued Tensift noticed that where the water had receded it had left some white deposit behind. Possibly something akin to Epsom salts—at any rate not an organism as it is not affected by boiling. Arranging to get Marrakech tap water (which is all right & said to come from the Atlas.) Various bottled table-waters impossibly expensive, actually dearer than the cheapest wine.

Soil here is extremely deep, at least 4′ without any change of substance. Rather light & reddish, though it dries into a kind of brick, & said to need a lot of manure.

Some of the small oranges (“mandarins”) are yellowing. Some lemons almost ripe, others only in blossom—different kinds,14 perhaps.

Today the first day we have had when it was cool all the time. Overcast, windy & some rain rather like a damp day in September in England. The day before yesterday a little rain with much thunder.

The doves come to the house from time to time & are very tame, eating from one’s hand with a little persuasion. Saw a partridge in the grounds yesterday.

Today sowed seeds of nasturtiums, phlox D.15 & pansies.

Flytox very good & kills flies by the thousand. Otherwise they are utterly intolerable.

Red chilis° spread out to dry in the fields, like huge red carpets.

25.10.38: Much cooler. Yesterday overcast & cool all day, with occasional sharp showers. Violent wind & storms of rain in the night. Fire last night & this morning, not absolutely necessary but acceptable.

The brown goat, besides being very difficult to milk, gives little or nothing.

Perhaps she is really going off preparatory to kidding, in which case she would probably kid in some weeks’ time.

The pigeons this morning of their own accord went into the pigeon-house in which we put them for our first day here. They are now very tame.

Goats eat boiled wheat & maize readily.

27.10.38: On Tuesday afternoon (25th) tremendous rain, much as in the tropics except that it was very cold rain. Everything flooded feet deep, the earth not dry yet. The Oued Tensift is now quite a considerable stream & low ground all round it has turned into marsh. Today near the Oued Tensift came upon a sort of large pool where there were° a flight of wild duck swimming about. Managed to scare them onto the wing, & after much circling round they came straight overhead. Sixteen in number, & evidently mallards, same as in England, or very similar. Saw another larger flight in the distance afterwards. Almost the first game birds seen here.

Ordinary sparrows fairly common in the garden here. In Marrakech itself one used not to see them.

Large numbers of black beetles, about 1″ long, crawling everywhere, evidently brought out by the rain. Have sowed sunflowers, sweet peas & marigolds. The other seeds not up yet, as it has been much cooler (we are having fires every evening.) The ground here is lumpy & unpleasant to work, but at present not many weeds—more when this rain has taken effect, perhaps. Some weeds as in England, eg. bindweed & twitch grass, but not growing very strongly. Silver poplar or some very similar tree grows here. Tomatoes here are grown in large patches without sticks. Very poor floppy plants & smallish tomatoes, but plenty of them.

Yesterday on milking the brown goat found her milk had gone sour & came out quite thick. This is because she is only being milked once a day & had not been fully milked for two days owing to her restiveness. Squeezed the bad milk onto the ground & tonight her milk was all right again. Another hen bad in the legs this evening. Examined & found enormous black lice. Hope treatment will be effective as before. The stripey goat’s milk increases, but very slightly, still not much over ½ pint a day. She is very thin, though she eats well. The present ration of hard food is 2 handfuls of barley & 2 of bran morning & evening, with a mash of boiled maize & bran about once a week. The doves readily eat maize if it is broken.

Today saw some doves in an aviary which had eggs.

The fountain in front of the house filled up after the rain & mosquito larvae are multiplying rapidly.

One egg (the first) yesterday, none today.

28.10.38: One egg. Many black beetles squashed in the road. Inside they are brilliant vermilion. Men ploughing with teams of oxen after the rain. Wretched ploughs, with no wheel, which only stir the soil.

30.10.38: Fine, not very hot. One egg.

31.10.38: Ditto. One egg. Inside bad again.

Fruit on sale here much resembling a strawberry, but full of pips & has an unpleasant sour taste.

Put paraffin on the water in the fountain yesterday. About 30 square feet, & about a cupful of paraffin covered it. Mosquito larvae all dead by this morning.
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The plough used here has a crossbar which passes under the bellies of the two draft animals, & to this are attached the yokes – wooden for oxen & sackcloth for horses etc. Oxen, mules, horses & even donkeys used for ploughing. Two different animals sometimes yoked together.
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The ploughman walks on the already ploughed side & holds the handle with one hand, changing at each furrow. The share is only a sort of hollow iron point fitted over a wooden rod. The whole structure can be easily carried over the shoulder.16 Absence of wheel makes it far harder to guide.


1.11.38: Fine, not at all hot. People ploughing everywhere. The plough stirs the soil about 4″ to 6″ deep. The soil varies greatly & some of it looks rather good. Large patches which were perhaps cultivated a few years ago have been eroded till the rock is sticking through. After the rain some kind of weed (dicotyledon) is springing up everywhere very rapidly & will no doubt give a lot of pasture soon. The fallen olives are quite black. Pomegranates now about over. The pomegranate tree is small & very unimpressive, much like a hawthorn bush. Some wheat (or some other grain) just coming up, evidently winter wheat sown about the same time as in England.

Passing a flock of sheep & goats today, a goat had just given birth to a kid. The shepherd picked the kid up & carried it & the mother hobbled after them, crying to the kid, with the placenta still hanging out of her. Goats will eat leaves of prickly pear. Others grazing at thorn bushes go down on all fours & creep under the thorns almost like a cat, to get at a few green leaves.

The nasturtium & marigold seeds germinating, the others not yet. Inside still very bad.

Another kind of orange coming into season, but still not completely ripe. A largish sour kind, rather thick skin & lots of pith, but good flavour.

3.11.38: Yesterday one egg. Fine sunset, with green sky.

The nasturtiums & marigolds well up.

Inside terribly bad in the night.

Fairly warm. On silver poplar tree found puss-moth caterpillar about 1″ long. Found shell of dead tortoise. Some time in life it had had some kind of injury which had crushed in a portion of the shell, forming a dent, & had set & grown in that position.

The half-starved donkey which I think was bought recently by M. Simont has discovered that the goats are given barley & comes across to rob them of it.

The pool where I saw the wild duck has already largely dried up.

One egg today.

The barley about at an end. There was about 20–25 lbs, & it has lasted 3 weeks, ie. each goat gets about ½ lb. a day.

4.11.38: One egg.

5.11.38: One egg.

6.11.38: Two eggs.

Fairly considerable rain recently at nights. In the daytime fine & rather warm. This afternoon some raindrops out of a completely clear sky, then a thunderstorm & fairly heavy rain.

After the recent rain the streams in the fields are much swollen, & water tortoises are everywhere. Today saw 10–20 of them, & often 3 or 4 at a time. They are generally sitting on the mud & leap into the water when one approaches. After a while they come to the surface & remain with eyes & nose just out of the water, like the frogs in Spain, diving at once at any alarm. They seem able to move very rapidly.

The goats almost out of milk, possibly because they have had no barley for a couple of days, though pending the arrival of the barley I have given them other things, eg. boiled maize.

The nasturtiums now quite large. 1 sweet pea showing. No phlox or pansies (about a fortnight), so evidently dud seed.

Some of the local dates quite good, very shiny & sticky, & roundish shape, about size & shape of large walnuts.

Inside better.

7.11.38: No rain today. A little cooler. Very yellow moon.

Today in among the orange trees they were ploughing with 1 donkey. They have a small light plough, no wheel but share as in Europe & quite sharp, made in Czechoslovakia & probably costing £1–£2. It is hard work but evidently not too much for a strong donkey, & he can plough up a fair-sized patch (this was about 25 yards by 5 yards of ground that had more or less gone back to grass) at one go.
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Kind with wheel is obtainable, but is heavier.


The oranges practically ripe now. We had a few of them (tangerine type) the other day.

Fresh barley today, about 30 lb. for Frs. 17.50 or a little less than 1d a lb. This is less than I paid before.

In an old stone tank near the house found the decayed head of what may be a dog but I think is a jackal. There are said to be some in this country. In either case a very complete skull, so have put it up on a stick for the insects to get it clean.

8.11.38: Fine, rather warm. Some rain last night. A few sweet peas up.

One egg.

Footmarks of tortoises in the mud could easily be mistaken for those of a rabbit.

9.11.38: Sowed sweet peas (only about ½ dozen of the others have come up) carnations & violas.

10.11.38: Sowed pinks, godetias & clarkia.

Rainy & overcast all day, but fairly warm. Fine sunset. Green sky. Large flocks of starlings flying everywhere.

12.11.38: One egg.
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Method of irrigation used here. The soil in any field growing crops that require irrigation is divided into small beds about 4 yds–3 yds. The irrigation ditch which can be connected up with the stream, runs round the edge. If it is desired to water bed A, the ditch is damned then & a chunk cut out of A’s surrounding bank. The water runs into A, & when enough has run in the bank is closed again, the dam across the ditch removed, & the water can be run to any other place required.


13.11.38: One egg.

The striped goat now completely out of milk.

On the whole very hot in the daytime lately. Fire at nights but not really necessary. Immense flocks of starlings, probably as many as 5000 in a flock, all the while attacking the olives, which are now ripe on the trees. Arabs out all day in the olive groves, shouting to scare the starlings away. E. compares the sound of the starlings’ twittering to the rustle of a silk dress.

In an irrigation tank the other day saw quantities of tortoises, ranging from 3″ long to nearly a foot. Caught a small one. These cannot swim fast enough to get away if you wade after them. Compared with land tortoises they are not very retractile, keep their heads & limbs out even when you are holding them, & have no power to withdraw the tail. They draw their head into a kind of cylinder of skin like a muffler. They do not seem able to stay under water long without coming up for air.17 In the same tank, underneath a stone, found some tiny leeches about ¼″ long. The first I have seen in this country.

Last night found a huge toad in the flower bed. The first I have seen here. Nearly twice the size of an English toad, very warty & able to leap a considerable way.

Shallots in the fields almost ripe. Peasant brought us some young leeks.

Today saw a dead dog by the roadside. I am afraid the same one as came asking for food a few days back, & I am afraid probably dead of starvation. The peasants here evidently use no harrows or cultivators, merely plough the soil & then sow on the rough ridges. Curiously enough the result is to give the impression that the grain is sown in rows, though of course actually broadcast. A good deal of wheat coming up now. Broad beans about 6″ high.

14.11.38: Planted out nasturtiums.

16.11.38: One egg.

17.11.38: One egg.

19.11.38: Two eggs.

21.11.38: Two eggs.

22.11.38: One egg.

23.11.38: One egg.

Weather fine & warm, not particularly hot. Fires some evenings. When it is reasonably clear the snow peaks of the Atlas now seem so close that one would think them only a few miles away (actually 50–100 miles I suppose.) Nearly all the seeds, except marigolds, sweet peas & nasturtiums have done very badly & most have failed to germinate, no doubt owing to having been kept for years in stock. It seems very difficult here to grow any small flowers, which are easily killed by the heat & drought. Gardens mostly specialise in shrubs.

Paid Frs. 31.50 for a measure of wheat (round about 40 lb. = about 1d a lb.) Have been ill (chest) since 16th. Got up yesterday & somewhat better today.

24.11.38: One egg.

Cylinder of Butagaz gave out yesterday. That makes 5 weeks. It has supplied pretty regularly 3 gas-jets (one of them higher candle-power—I think 60—than the others) & a fourth occasionally.

25.11.38: Two eggs.

27.11.38: One egg.

28.11.38: Two eggs.

29.11.38: One egg.

30.11.38: Two eggs.

1.12.38: Two eggs. (This makes 30 since 26.10.38.)

2.12.38: The weather has been much cooler, some days clear & fine, much like English spring, sometimes heavy mist. The day before yesterday fairly heavy rain. On clear days the Atlas mountains look extremely close, so that you can distinguish every contour, on other days completely invisible.

Very poor success with the flower seeds. Only nasturtiums, sweet peas, marigolds, carnations & a very few pinks & clarkia germinated. Phlox, pansies, violas, godetias, poppies & sunflowers failed entirely to come up, though soil conditions etc. were all right. Presumably due to seed having been in stock for years.

Find that the weaker of the two catapults will throw a stone (less satisfactory than buckshot) 90 yards at most. So a powerful catapult ought to throw a buckshot about 150 yards.

Three eggs.

3.12.38: Two eggs.18

The tallest palms are about 25 yards high (to the base of the leaves.)

4.12.38: Two eggs.

5.12.38: Three eggs.

On a patch which I saw being ploughed 30th October or a day or two earlier, the grain is now 4–6″ high.

Oranges now ripe & on sale everywhere. Pomegranates now on sale are over-ripe & quite a different colour, brown instead of red.
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Form of donkey shoe used here.


6.12.38: Two eggs.

Nights now are distinctly chilly.

7.12.38: Two eggs.

Yesterday afternoon much hotter.

Looking at the beds of streams here, it is evident that the streams have shrunk very greatly, though whether recently or not I do not know. The stream along which we walked yesterday had in effect three beds. The bed in which it was actually running; perhaps 6′ wide & 1′ deep, a bed about 10′ wide into which it evidently swells at the wettest season of the year, & outside this a wide bed channelled out of the chalk which showed that at some time in the past what is now a tiny stream was a considerable river.

Many more small birds about now. I suppose some of them migrants.

Leaves of the pomegranate trees yellowing.

8.12.38: Two eggs.

In the morning dust-storms, then fairly heavy rain. The afternoon cold & misty, just like England.

9.12.38: Two eggs.

Notice that ibises always collect round a man digging & are very tame then. Presumably after worms etc. They did not do this in Burma. Probably there is next to no food in the streams here.

10.12.38: One egg.

11.12.38: Two eggs.

Chilly & overcast, rain in afternoon.

12.12.38: Heavy rain all night. Cold & overcast, much like November weather in England. E. has neuralgia, probably owing to going out in the rain yesterday.

Raining most of the day.

Two eggs. (53 since 26.10.38, 23 since 1.12.38. One hen is now broody.)

13.12.38: Two eggs.

14.12.38: Three eggs.

Chilly & fine. Very heavy dew these days.

15.12.38: Two eggs.

Clear, fine & not hot.

16.12.38: Two eggs.

Fine & cool. Domestic animals here eat almost anything. Donkey eating old dried-up vegetable marrow leaves off a rubbish heap. Cows, goats & sheep being fed on waste leaves from crown artichokes. Notice that when goats & sheep are herded together, the goats fight among themselves but do not go for the sheep.

Picked up pellet of some fairly large hawk. Only wing-cases etc. of insects, mostly woodlice. Have not yet seen a snake in Morocco, though recently we picked up a fresh slough of one.

Oranges when ripe enough to pick can apparently be left on the trees for some time without falling. Wholesale price of oranges (at any rate locally) Frs. 2.50 or 3 a dozen.

Saw a dead donkey the other day—the first I have seen. The wretched brute had simply dropped & died beside one of the tracks leading from Marrakech to the Oued, & was left lying there by the owner. A few dogs hanging round waiting to start on it, but with a guilty air.

17.12.38: One egg.

Very heavy rain in the night. Cold during morning, about ½ hour’s sun in the afternoon, then more rain. Everything flooded, the Oued Tensift swollen to considerable size—bed is 50 yards wide in places.

The donkey (actually seen dead on 11.12.38.) now an almost completely clean skeleton. Notice that they leave the head till last.

18.12.38: Two eggs.

19.12.38: Three eggs.

Heavy rain in the night. Today cold & cloudy, with heavy showers & violent wind.

20.12.38: Two eggs.

Heavy rain at night, raining on & off all day. The little stream we followed up some time back, then a tiny trickle of water, is now a rushing torrent about 10 yards wide. Today saw two rainbows parralel° in the sky, a thing I have not seen before.

21.12.38: Two eggs.

Finer, cool, a few spots of rain.

One of the pigeons is dead – cause unknown.

22.12.38: Three eggs.

Finer in the morning, rain in the afternoon.

The surviving pigeon (presumably the hen) is sitting on a nest. Do not know whether it can survive, but possibly we may be able to get another cock for it.

The Oued Tensift has now filled up the whole of the valley it runs in, so that at the bridge it is about 300 yards wide (previously about 10 yards). Judging from the vegetation in the valley I should say this is unusual.

23.12.38: The pigeon has laid two eggs & is sitting on them.

Cold & fine. The Oued Tensift has shrunk to about twice its original size. Three eggs.

24.12.38: Four eggs.

Both the pigeons eggs broken—do not know how, possibly a cat tried to get up to the nest & scared the bird off. Evidently fertile eggs, as they were streaked with blood.

Clear & fine.

25.12.38: Quite a heavy frost in the night, everything white this morning, & a little cat-ice on the pools. Curious sight of oranges & lemons on the trees frosted over, & lemon blossom frozen stiff. Do not yet know whether it has done much damage. Bourgainvillea° blossoms look all right. Should not think frosts can be common here, but at the moment there is a wave of cold all over the world. The mountains have for sometime past been covered with snow even on the lower slopes.

Four eggs.
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Second cylinder of Butagaz ended 27.12.38. Exactly 3 weeks (same as last time.)19

29.12.38: Two eggs.

Clear & fine. We have got a cock-pigeon (Frs. 4.50) & put him in the cage with the hen to get acquainted. She started pecking his head gently, I think picking out lice.

30.12.38: Large flight (about 200) of storks or cranes passing over. Large white birds, apparently with black edges to their wings. Flying northward, but probably merely circling round to find a place to settle, as they must be migrants from Europe.

Very fine, clear & chilly. No wind.

Two eggs.

31.12.38: Three eggs. (102 eggs since 26.10.38,20 or nearly 12 a week).

The Domestic Diary continues at 582.




Appendix 2

519. Abstracts of Reports on the Spanish Civil War from the Daily Worker and the News Chronicle, 1936–37

[July 1936–August? 1937]


Orwell remarks in a footnote to Homage to Catalonia: ‘In connection with this book I have had to go through the files of a good many English papers. Of our larger papers, the Manchester Guardian is the only one that leaves me with an increased respect for its honesty’ (CW, VI, 208); see also his letter to the editor of the Manchester Guardian, 22 September 1937, 398. The notes below were made when Orwell went through the newspaper files. It is obvious they were of direct use to him in writing Homage to Catalonia. Thus, one long section, ‘A Trotskyist Revolt,’ News Chronicle, 10 May 1937, was reprinted almost word for word; see n. 22 and CW, VI, 235–36. The notes, taken from only two newspapers, are almost certainly incomplete; one exercise book of notes from the Daily Worker, 6–28 May 1937, has not survived. From Orwell’s list of desiderata (‘Wanted for 1937’) and his letter to the Manchester Guardian (398), it is likely he searched that paper, too.

The extant manuscript notes, which follow one another within the same notebook, comprise: Daily Worker, 22 July-20 August 1936, 8 pages; News Chronicle, 20 July–4 September 1936 and 5–10 May, 19 June 1937, 12 pages. The typewritten notes comprise: News Chronicle, 5–10 May 1937, 3 pages; Daily Worker, 6–28 May 1937, 7 pages.

The manuscript notes are written on twenty recto leaves of a lined school exercise book measuring 8½ × 6 inches. The typed sections are on paper with the watermark PLANTAGENET BRITISH MAKE with a coat of arms. Characteristics of the typing suggest that it is Orwell’s work. There was, presumably, an earlier handwritten version of the Daily Worker, 6–28 May 1937. A rough calculation based on a comparison of the number of typed pages required to reproduce the equivalent handwritten pages of notes from the News Chronicle, 5–10 May 1937, suggests that the seven pages of the report would have taken about twenty pages—presumably another exercise book.

Orwell crossed the border from Spain into France on 23 June 1937 and was back in Wallington in the first week of July. On 17 July he mentioned to his agent, Leonard Moore, a rough plan he had made for what was to become Homage to Catalonia. He said he was working on a more detailed plan, and would then set about writing the book; see 377. On 29 July the New English Weekly published the first of two articles, ‘Spilling the Spanish Beans’ (see 378), in which he wrote, ‘It is the left-wing papers, the “News Chronicle” and the “Daily Worker,” with their far subtler methods of distortion, that have prevented the British public from grasping the real nature of the struggle.’ Orwell might have come to this conclusion without having made a systematic search through newspaper files, but it may have been that search that prompted his castigation of these two newspapers. On 16 August 1937 he wrote to Geoffrey Gorer and advised him not to believe a word he read in those newspapers (see 387); and on 27 August he told Moore he was getting on ‘fairly fast’ with his book (see 391). It seems likely, therefore, that these notes were compiled in July and perhaps early August 1937.

Orwell variously underlined and punctuated dates; these have been regularised. Minor errors (such as mistypings) have been corrected silently, and false starts have not been noted apart from two important exceptions; see ns. 14 and 428. When the sic sign used for this edition,°, is given after a closing square bracket, such brackets are Orwell’s. Some of the more important references to Homage to Catalonia are given in the notes. Double diagonals (//) are Orwell’s.



Daily Worker, 22 July–20 August
Handwritten

(Quiroga, Barrio, Giralt.°)1

D. W.2 1936

July 22. (Pitcairn3 from Barcelona.) “Streets here are being patrolled by cars filled with armed workers who are preserving order & discipline.// Preparations are going forward for the organisation of a permanent Workers’ Militia.// Negotiations have been opened for the formation of a committee of public safety including some members of the present Government, with all the workers’ parties including the Communists & Anarchists.// Such a committee would have supreme control in Catalonia …” (1st mention of Anarchists.)

July 22. (F. P.4) “Thousands of armed workers are guarding every road. A control of permits is being carried out strictly & efficiently.// Local committees along the road distributed cards directing the hotels & cafes to supply food.… // The moment the first news of the attack was heard in the city the workers dashed into the streets.… Within a couple of hours of the first attack the streets were defended by a network of barricades manned by Communists, Anarchists, Socialists & Republicans alike.…”

July 24. (F. P. Barcelona.) “[Communist]° position has been immensely strengthened here because i. Only party who accurately foretold coming Fascist attack. (Anarchists did not take seriously.) ii. Played vital part in fighting, iii. Taken lead in organisation of workers’ militias.”

First mention on this date of attacks on churches. Explained by churches being used as fortresses. Spanish worker quoted as saying:

“We did not want to harm the priests,” etc.

Same date, Kay Beauchamp’s5 article, C.P. in Asturias alone said to number 5000 members.

July 27. (H. Pollitt6) Fascists described as “gangs of parasites, moral perverts & murderers.” Later in speech demands united campaign between 2nd International, I.F.T.U., & 3rd International.7

Spanish Foreign Legion are “composed of murderers, white slavers, dope fiends & the offal of every European country.”

Same date, Pitcairn’s despatch, much talk of workers’ militias but only Communist militia specifically mentioned. Eg. “Columns of armed workers are still leaving here for Saragossa. I watched a column 600 strong leave with banners from the Communist headquarters …. Several hundred Asturian miners arrived here yesterday to join the Communist militia detachments for Saragossa.”

“The Hotel Colon & the Hotel Ritz have been completely taken over by the militia & the C.P. has occupied the big Rambla Palace” etc. No mention of buildings taken over by other parties.

July 29th. (H. Pollitt from Paris.) Loyalist worker quoted as saying: “Yes, churches have been burnt. The anger of the people at discovering the use to which these supposed sacred places were put manifested itself in their burning them …. Wouldn’t you have done the same[?]”

H. P. “Of course we would, & every decent person who wishes to defend democracy would support you.”

Aug. 3. Caballero8 is “man of steel.”

Aug. 5. Middle page article by André Marty (French Communist Deputy.) “In a country like Spain … [feudalism etc.]°—the working class & all the people have the immediate & urgent task, the only possible task—& all the recent appeals of the C.P. repeat it & approve it—not to bring about the Socialist revolution, but to defend, consolidate & develop the bourgeois democratic revolution …. The few confiscations which have been made—for example, those of the offices & journals of the rebels—constitute sanctions against enemies of the State … & were undertaken not as Socialist measures, but as measures of defence by the Republic.” [Later, during months preceding rebellion, Communists repeatedly called attention of Gov.t to danger.]°

Aug. 6. Large-print across middle-page article, (with pictures of barricades etc. “Their aim is not Soviets but defence of democracy.”

H. Pollitt in this article: “The people of Spain are not fighting to establish Soviets or the proletarian dictatorship. Only downright lying scoundrels, or misguided self-styled ‘Lefts’, declare that they are—& both contrive to help the aims of the Fascist rebels.”

Pollitt’s suggestions as to way Spanish Gov.t can be helped:

1. “Demanding & enforcing our will” (not stated how enforced) that proper help be given to Spanish Gov.t & none to Fascists. (Help here means facilities to buy arms etc.)

ii. “Demanding an immediate mobilisation of the forces & power at the disposal of the League of Nations.”

3. Deputation of the N.C.L.9 to the Government to demand support for “People’s Gov.t.” (about 1st time this term used) in Spain.

4. Red Cross to be asked to organise ambulances, Co-op. movement to organise food-ships. (This repeated on Aug. 7.) (Aug. 8.).

On next page of paper statement that democracy not Soviets is the objective is repeated with telegram from Central Committee of Spanish C.P. to the same effect.

Above: “Confiscation, nationalisation, seizure of factories, land, etc., are all proclaimed [all]° day & daily: ‘Soviets’ in Spain has become a standing headline.// Yet it is untrue, completely untrue.”

Aug. 11. (Isobel° Brown10) “Spanish Foreign Legion, composed of murderers, pimps & dope-fiends fleeing from justice in every European country.” Headline on this date: “How Communists saved Spain.”

Aug. 12. (Pitcairn). “5th Regiment” composed entirely of workers under democratically elected section-, company-& battalion commanders. Later in article, as before, no proletarian revolution.

Aug. 13. (from a Barcelona correspondent) “Workers’ organisations—Unified Socialists & Communists, Anarchists & the Marxist Party—are cooperating with the Gov.t both in the fight against the rebels & in maintaining order …. Enterprises abandoned by their owners, such as the tramways in Barcelona, are being run by the workers. Workers’ organisations are at present housed in the big luxury hotels, palaces & royalist clubs.”

Aug. 14. 1st mention of “People’s Army.” In same article. “Kazanevas°11 (the head of Catalan Gov.t) laid stress on the fact that the Catalonian Gov.t were taking every possible measure to organise normal life both in the capital & throughout the province.// Special care in being given by the Gov.t & by the workers’ militia to enterprises & houses owned by foreigners.”

Aug. 20. Militias mentioned as being first legalised as “People’s Army” on Aug. 19.
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News Chronicle, 20 July–4 September 1936
Handwritten

News Chron. 1936

July 20th. “Revolutionary workmen’s committees have been formed in the towns of Northern Spain & share control with the civil authorities.” (Correspondent in Hendaye.)

Same date, middle-page article by Eric Siepmann13 stating that actual proletarian revolution, under leadership of Caballero, is fairly likely, also that “Caballero’s Socialism has seemed during the last few months to be well ahead of the official Communism, which has been giving the appearance of holding back under the orders of the Third International.”

July 22. (“Special Correspondents”). “The part of Catalonia adjoining the French frontier is in the hands of a revolutionary committee composed partly of Anarchists & partly of Communists.// The Soviet flag is flying on the Town Hall of Puiccerda°.”14

July 23. Casualties at Barcelona estimated at 500 killed & 3000 wounded.

July 24. (Special Corresp. at Gibraltar.)

“It is becoming daily clearer here that whoever wins, both will lose.// … The Republicans see the regime already smashed. The Popular Front is ancient history now.// It is hard to imagine the Socialist, Communist & Syndicalist elements that have borne the brunt of the fighting for the defence of the Republic in the South, continuing under the tutelage of a handful of purely bourgeois Republicans.”

July 25th. Eye witness from Barcelona reports to N.C. correspondent: “Señor Companys,15 the head of the Government, has become a mere cypher.// The real power is in the hands of the anti-Fascist Committee of Public Safety. This is composed of 3 trade unionists, 3 Socialists, 3 Anarchists, 1 Communist, 1 Trotskyist & 1 Liberal Republican.// All important decisions are taken by this body.// The big danger comes from the Anarchists, who are reported to constitute about 65% of the Barcelona workers.”

Sep. 3. Landon-Davies°16 article, Catalan Gov.t described as “bourgeois.” Later, “two thirds of the columns fighting on the Saragossa front are 100 per cent anarcho-syndicalist columns.” Later, “What would change the whole situation in a moment would be a real threat to Madrid from the Moorish invaders in the South. Should they pursue their path of blood to the gateway of the capital every bourgeois life would be in danger.”

Sep. 4. J. Langdon-Davies estimates that the “error” in Barcelona has led to about 200 murders in something over a month. Stated to be mostly factory-owners, wealthy bourgeois etc. L.-D. declares no organised political party, Socialist, Anarchist, Communist etc., is responsible. Later in article, blame put by implication on Anarchists.

News Chronicle, 5–10 May 1937
Typescript (with variants from handwritten version)

“News Chronicle” reports on Barcelona riots.17
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May 5. Headline: Barcelona Quells Anarchist Revolt.// Troops Recalled from the Front.// (From correspondent in Perpignan.)

After bitter fighting in the streets of Barcelona, in which hundreds were killed and wounded, an Anarchist revolt against the Government of Catalonia was crushed tonight.18

… The trouble began this morning when the Anarchists handed an ultimatum to the Government demanding full control of all Government departments and full command over the whole of Catalonia on the ground that they were conducting the war.

To this demand the Government replied with a counter-ultimatum, requesting the Central Committee of the F.A.I. (Iberian Anarchist Federation) to put an end to its activities and ordering all civilians to give up their arms at once.

At the same time the Government recalled troops from the front.

Following this armed Anarchists appeared in the streets and arrested all the soldiers, guards and civilians whom they could find.

Armed with hand-grenades, bands of Anarchists terrorised the people in many parts of the city, driving them back into the suburbs, where they were imprisoned in many buildings. Others built up barricades in the streets.

One powerful band of Anarchists stormed and took possession of the Post Office and several other Government buildings. etc.

May 6. Headline: Barcelona Rebels Beaten.// Public Safety Cabinet.// Die-hards at Barricades.

Late last night a few bands of Anarchist die-hards were still holding out behind the barricades in the streets of Barcelona … British cruiser Despatch and the destroyers Gipsy and Hostile are now on their way to Barcelona to protect British interests …19

Lower Headline: Troops Capture Anarchist Guns.

… The Anarchists have been turned out of the Government buildings. Hundreds of machine-guns have been captured by the troops.

… Some 1500 or 2000 Anarchists, however, most of them belonging to the extremist F.A.I. (Iberian Anarchist Federation),20 failed to obey the order of their chiefs to lay down their arms and are still holding several barricades in certain quarters … Groups of a few hundred of them have appeared at intervals in the streets firing their rifles and revolvers …. etc.

In stop-press: Valencia Government decrees that Republican Government assumes charge of public order and services in Catalonia.

May 7 & 8. no mention.

May 10. Headline. First Inside Story of Barcelona Rising.// By John Langdon-Davies.

The net effect of Barcelona’s new Tragic Week has been to bring realities into the open and to reinforce the need to control the “uncontrollables.”21

It has been the worst uprising that even Barcelona has ever seen. Four hundred killed, according to the Minister of Propaganda, and thousands wounded; and it took three days for most of the combatants to discover who was fighting what.

New Headline: A Trotskyist Revolt.22

… This has not been an Anarchist uprising. It is a frustrated putsch by the “Trotskyist” P.O.U.M,23 working through their controlled organisations, “Friends of Durrutti,°”24 and the Libertarian Youth …

The tragedy began on Monday afternoon when the Government sent armed police into the Telephone building, to disarm the workers there, mostly C.N.T.25 men. Grave irregularities in the service had been a scandal for some time.

A large crowd gathered in the Plaza de Catalunya outside, while the C.N.T. men inside resisted, retreating floor by floor to the top of the building …

The incident was very obscure, but word went round that the Government was out against the Anarchists. The streets filled with armed men …

By nightfall every workers’ centre and Government building was barricaded, and at ten o’clock the first volleys were fired and the first ambulances began ringing their way through the streets.

By dawn on Tuesday all Barcelona was under fire. The Government buildings were isolated; the workers’ district around the Parallel was rapidly dominated by the National Guard …

As the day wore on and the dead mounted to over a hundred, one could make a guess at what was happening.

The Anarchist C.N.T. and Socialist U.G.T.26 were not technically ‘out in the street.’ So long as they remained behind the barricades they were merely watchfully waiting, an attitude which included the right to shoot at anything armed in the open street …

(The) general bursts were invariably aggravated by “pacos”27—hidden solitary men, usually Fascists, shooting from roof-tops at nothing in particular, but doing all they could to add to the general panic …28

By Wednesday evening, however, it began to be clear who was behind the revolt. All the walls had been plastered with an inflammatory poster29 calling for an immediate revolution and for the shooting of Republican and Socialist leaders. It was signed by the “Friends of Durrutti°.”

On Thursday morning the Anarchist daily denied all knowledge or sympathy with it, but “La Batalla,” the P.O.U.M. paper, reprinted the document with the highest praise.

Barcelona, the first city of Spain, was plunged into bloodshed by agents provocateurs using this subversive organisation …

On Thursday “La Batalla” was raided and confiscated, but it did not prevent its reappearance. Its flaring Headline, “For Three Days the Streets of Barcelona belonged to the People,” reads curiously, seeing that for three days, thanks largely to the P.O.U.M., the streets of Barcelona belonged to no one.

Two practical consequences of the rising will be: First, the elimination of the P.O.U.M., and, secondly, a definite challenge to the “uncontrollable” element within30 the Anarchist F.A.I.

(Below are explanations of the various parties etc. P.O.U.M. defined thus: P.O.U.M. Partido Obrero de Unificacion Marxista. Small party formed by amalgamation of Left Communists (Trotskyists) and Workers’ and Peasants’ Bloc.)

News Chronicle, 19 June 1937
Handwritten

June 19. “In Madrid, following the round-up of the Trotskyist P.O.U.M. leader, Andreas° Nin,31 & other leading members of the Party, a new purge has started.//

Two hundred persons, many holding high rank in the Army, have been arrested & are stated to have confessed to being direct agents of General Franco.// “A large number of documents bearing on the case were found in the recent raid on the Peruvian Consulate building in Madrid,” says the official statement.// Julien° Gorkin,32 one of the leaders of the P.O.U.M. in Barcelona, was put on trial yesterday, charged with “incitement against public order,” according to a statement issued by the Independent Labour Party in London.// The I.L.P. has cabled a protest to the Valencian Gov.t.”

Reuter, British United Press & Spanish Press Agency.

Daily Worker, 6–28 May 1937
Typewritten

“Daily Worker” reports on May riots.
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May 6. CRIMINAL PUTSCH FAILS TO SHAKE CATALAN UNITY.// Disorders have taken place in Barcelona, following an attempt by a minority of extreme members of the Anarchist organisation and under-cover agents of Franco to break up the unity of the Popular organisations forming the Catalan Government.// All organisations collaborating in the reconstructed Government … agreed on the paramount necessity for single authority in the prosecution of the struggle … Unity was opposed only by a small minority in the C.N.T. and F.A.I. (political anarchist organisation), a grouping which includes many members who joined only last July, and who are “Fifth Column” hidden agents of Franco, in closest touch with the rebels.// In the decision of the Catalan Government, supported unanimously by all the organisations comprising it, that civilians should surrender their arms, and in the rising feeling for unity, these elements saw the termination of their influence.// Last week the Catalan U.G.T. secretary was taken from his car and shot by an “anarchist” group.33 Disorders were precipitated also by requisitions demanded from the farmers of Bellver in the Llobrega valley, by other “anarchists.”// This proving unsuccessful, and all the workers’ organisations remaining calm, a minority group of Anarchists on Monday and Tuesday seized and attempted to hold the telephone and telegraph buildings, and started firing into the street. The confusion thus caused appears to be under perfect control … Details of the developmnt of the situation are not available, but the plot to split the workers’ parties comprising the Government appears to have failed, and the “coup” attempted by irresponsible minority elements egged-on by Franco agents to be completely isolated.// Barcelona was calm yesterday, etc.

May 7. FIFTH COLUMN IN BARCELONA RISING. (Paris, Thursday.) In reply to numerous questions which have been submitted about the character and scope of the rising34 in Barcelona, the Spanish Embassy in Paris has issued the following statement:—// “The rising was not so exclusively anarchist as has been alleged by various foreign newspapers, who seek to discredit the ability of the Government of the Republic to maintain order and to impose respect for the law.// (Leaded type.) “A significant feature of the uprising has been that the old monarchist flag was flown from the balcony of various houses in Barcelona, doubtless in the belief that those who took part in the rising had become masters of the situation.// “It is a well-known fact that numerous enemies of the regime had gained a footing in various syndicalist organisations since the outbreak of Franco’s rebellion, in order to have a better opportunity of putting into practice their subversive aims. These men have been called by the rebels themselves the ‘Fifth Column …. etc. (See earlier story on Page Three.)

(Same date, p. 3.) ALL CATALONIA IS CALM.// COUNCIL OF fiVE SET UP. (Repeats manifesto of the Valencia Gov.t stating that that gov.t will assume charge of order in Catalonia and that armed forces on the Aragon front will be attached to 4th Army Division under General Pozas.35 Also gives list of new Catalan Directorate: Justice & Hygiene, Valerio Mas (CNT.) Defence, Vidiella (UGT.) Labour & Public Services, Joachime Pou (Peasants’ Smallholders’ Union). Public Order & Security, Marti Feced (Catalan Left.)

May 8. ANARCHIST DISORDER IN CATALONIA.// The serious disorders in Catalonia are not yet completely ended, it is clear from reports received from Barcelona yesterday. In Barcelona itself, all is quieter. Telephone and telegraph communication was resumed. In certain suburbs there are groups of Anarchists who have not laid down their arms, but there was little firing yesterday … In the countryside, however, Anarchists are in possession of two small towns, and have seized certain villages.// A strong feature of the situation is that the Anarchist leaders and the main organisation support the Government. Senorita Montsenys,°36 one of the most popular anarchists, came from Valencia yesterday and broadcast an appeal, to those who are still making difficulties.// General Pozas, the new commander appointed by the Government, arrived in Barcelona and was welcomed in the streets.// Every possible effort is being made by undercover Franco agents to prevent rank-and-file anarchists in the countryside from realising their organisation’s support of the Government, and thus prolong the disorder.

May 11. PITCAIRN LIFTS BARCELONA VEIL.// FASCIST PLOT TO LAND TROOPS.// TROTSKYIST RISING AS SIGNAL.// (From our Special Correspondent, Frank Pitcairn, Valencia, Monday.)

This will turn out to have been fateful days in the history of Spain. It is one of the most critical moments of the war. The Germans and Italians are at the gates of Bilbao. Catalonia is full of German and Italian agents working desperately to reorganise the rebellion against the People’s Front Government, which was crushed last week by the forces of the People’s Army, cooperating with the people of Catalonia. (etc. then a statement that the CP. had broadcast a message all over Spain.)

THE FASCIST PLAN.// There is a specially dangerous feature about the situation in Catalonia. We know now that the German and Italian agents, who poured into Barcelona ostensibly in order to “prepare” the notorious “Congress of the Fourth International,”37 had one big task. It was this:—// (Leaded type.) They were—in co-operation with the local Trotskyists—to prepare a situation of disorder and bloodshed, in which it would be possible for the Germans and Italians to declare that they were “unable to exercise naval control of the Catalan coasts effectively, because of the disorder prevailing in Barcelona,” and were, therefore, “unable to do otherwise” than land forces in Barcelona.// In other words, what was being prepared was a situation in which the German and Italian Governments could land troops or marines quite openly on the Catalan coasts, declaring that they were doing so “in order to preserve order.”// That was the aim. Probably that is still the aim. The instrument for all this lay ready to hand for the Germans and Italians in the shape of the Trotskyist organisation known as the P.O.U.M.// The P.O.U.M., acting in co-operation with well-known criminal elements, and with certain other deluded persons in the Anarchist organisations planned, organised and led the attack in the rearguard, accurately timed to coincide with the attack on the front at Bilbao.// In the past, the leaders of the P.O.U.M. have frequently sought to deny their complicity as agents of a Fascist cause against the People’s Front. This time they are convicted out of their own mouths as clearly as their allies, operating in the Soviet Union, who confessed to the crimes of espionage, sabotage, and attempted murder against the Government of the Soviet Union.// Copies of La Battalla, issued on and after May 2, and the leaflets issued by the P.O.U.M. before and38 during the killings in Barcelona, set down the position in cold print.// IN PLAINEST TERMS./ In the plainest terms the P.O.U.M. declares it is the enemy of the People’s Government. In the plainest terms it calls upon its followers to turn their arms in the same direction as the Fascists, namely, against the Government of the People’s Front and the anti-Fascist fighter.// (Leaded type.) Nine hundred dead and 2,500 wounded39 is the figure officially given by Diaz as the total in terms of human slaughter of the P.O.U.M. attack in Barcelona.// It was not, by any means, Diaz pointed out, the first of such attacks. Why was it, for instance, that at the moment of the big Italian drive at Guadalajara, the Trotskyists and their deluded Anarchist friends attempted a similar rising in another district? Why was it that the same thing happened two months before at the time of the heavy Fascist attack at Jarama,40 when, while Spaniards and Englishmen, and honest anti-Fascists of every nation in Europe, were being killed holding Arganda Bridge, the Trotskyist swine suddenly produced their arms 200 kilometres from the front, and attacked in the rear?// There are, as a matter of fact, a lot of our lads lying dead behind the trenches on the Jarama who would be alive today if the Poumsters had not chosen that moment to stab the Government heroes in the back.// … At the moment when the leaders of the CNT. were imploring to put an end° to the fighting in Barcelona, the P.O.U.M. through its illegally circulated La Battalla, were (sic) calling on its men to keep up the fighting against the People’s Government.// DRASTIC LIQUIDATION./ This was the final statement in a long series of similar statements, as open as we want.// Throughout a large part of Catalonia the Fascists and their allies have been disarmed. They were disarmed, in most cases easily, because the village people and the peasants rushed to assist the men of the People’s Army to disarm the enemy.// (Leaded type.) What the Communist Party demands is a final drastic liquidation of the organisation responsible. The Communist Party demands the immediate suppression of the P.O.U.M. as an avowed enemy of Spain and its Government, and a collaborator with the Fascists of Spain and the invading Fascist Powers.//

(Same day, page 3.) BARCELONA FIGHTING: DOCUMENTS REVEAL RESPONSIBILITY.//TROTSKYISTS INCITEMENT: FORGED LEAFLETS.// (Slightly smaller type.) The Daily Worker is able to publish today documentary and other evidence of the complicity of the Trotskyist P.O.U.M. (Workers’ Party of Marxist Unity) in the recent Barcelona disorders. // (Leaded type.) Yesterday the News Chronicle, through its special correspondent John Langdon-Davies, gave an account of the events of the last days in Barcelona, an account which declared that there had “not been an Anarchist rising. It is a frustrated putsch by the Trotskyist P.O.U.M.”// The evidence we print below leaves no doubt that it is at the door of the P.O.U.M. that the responsibility for the bloodshed in Catalonia must be laid, thereby affording a further example of the way in which the Trotskyists are playing the role of Fascism’s agents in the ranks of the working and democratic people.// UNITY OF ALL FOR ORDER.//(From a special correspondent.) (Statement that the P.O.U.M. had intensified its campaign against P.S.U.C. and U.G.T.)// SEIZE POWER.// The May First appeal of the P.O.U.M. was significant enough. It called openly upon its followers to “destroy the existing bourgeois institutions and seize power,” ie., to take up arms against the Popular Front Government and overthrow it.// In a May First article the P.O.U.M. leader Nin declared, “Today it is still possible. Tomorrow may be too late.”// On Monday, May 3rd, the attack was launched.// That afternoon the Left Catalan Minister of Public Security, Aiguade, and the United Socialist General Commissar for Public Order, Rodrigue Salas, sent the armed republican police into the Telefonica building, to disarm the employees there, most of them members of CNT. unions. For a considerable time the telephone service had been run in a way which was open to the gravest criticism, and it was imperative to the whole conduct of the war that the defects in41 the service should be remedied.// The Telefonica employees resisted this order of the Government, and a large crowd collected in the streets, most of them completely unaware of what was going on.// RUMOUR STARTED.// Then the rumour was started that the Government was out gunning after the Anarchists. Who exactly started this rumour cannot, of course, be ascertained.// By the evening Barcelona was an armed camp and the first shots were being fired.// The next day (Tuesday 4th) the P.O.U.M. paper appealed to the citizens of Barcelona “to be in a position of constant mobilisation.”// At the same time leaflets and stickybacks appeared all over the town, under the initials of the CNT., FAI., the POUM. and a body called “The Friends of Durutti.°”// CNT.-FAI. DENIAL.// The day following (Wednesday, May 5th) the CNT. paper, Solidaridad Obrera, published the following denial:—// “Yesterday there circulated through Barcelona leaflets with the initials of the POUM., the CNT. and the FAI., in which were expressed conceptions incompatible with our point of view.// “We wish to state that neither the CNT. nor the FAI. has ever issued any kind of leaflet, manifesto, etc., of any kind in conjunction with the Workers’ Party of Marxist Unity.”// “We are making this public that it shall be known to all workers.”// (Leaded type.) The statement is signed by the Regional Committee of the CNT., the Regional Committee of the FAI., the Peninsular Committee of the FAI., local Confederation of United Syndicates, the Regional Committee of the Libertarian Youth and the local Federation of Anarchist Groups.// The same day the following document, again under the initials of the CNT. and FAI., was circulated in Barcelona:—//

CNT. FAI. GROUP OF THE FRIENDS OF DURRUTI.

WORKERS! A revolutionary junta. Shoot the guilty. Disarm all the armed organisations (ie., the police.) Socialisation of the economy. Dissolution of the political parties which have allied themselves with the working-class. We shall not surrender the streets. The revolution before everything. We salute our comrades of the P.O.U.M., who have fraternised in the streets with us.// LONG LIVE THE SOCIAL REVOLUTION! DOWN WITH THE COUNTER-REVOLUTION!// The following morning (Thursday, May 6th) the P.O.U.M. paper, La Battalla, republished this document under the comment:// (italics.) “The comrades of the Group ‘Friends of Durruti’ published yesterday the following leaflet, of really extraordinary interest, which we are exceedingly glad to reproduce.”// The same day the Solidaridad Obrera issued a further denial over the signatures of the Regional Committees of the CNT. and FAI.// “ABSOLUTELY INTOLERABLE.”// The contents of this leaflet were declared to be “absolutely intolerable,” and the two committees disassociated themselves entirely, disavowing it. At the same time they warned against “authentic agents provocateurs,” and declared: // (Leaded type) “The Council of the Generalidad has been established. All should accept its decisions, since all of us are represented in it.”// The declaration was dated May 5th.// In the same issue of (sic) the paper published the following:// NATIONAL REPUBLICAN UNIFORMS. The delegation of Public Order of the Government of the Republic has learnt that a group of people has raided a shop which stocks uniforms of the National Republican Guard. This is made known to all loyal followers of the Republic and all workers, so that they may be on their guard.// Here it should be noted:-// (a.) That the publication of this statement by the Anarchist paper proves the innocence of the CNT. FAI.// (b) That one of the easiest ways of provoking the Anarchist and Syndicalist workers against the Government would be for the elements who stole the uniforms to dress in them and then shoot down an Anarchist worker.// ENCOURAGED BY FASCISTS.// Meanwhile, while through the columns of Solidaridad Obrera the CNT. was declaring itself in complete unity with the Government and the UGT., was calling for arms to be given up and work to be resumed, the POUM paper La Battalla demanded that their arms should be kept for use “against the counter-revolution.”// And almost in the same terms Quiepo° de Llano42 broadcast encouragement, “We sympathise with you and will render help. Stand fast.”// He was joined by the Lisbon radio station: “Continue the attack. Don’t stop firing.”

May 17. (From despatch of Frank Pitcairn dated 16th May.) (Starts by stating that Gov.t is to start rounding up hidden arms.) With (the decree), the struggle to “put Catalonia on a war footing”, which has been going on for months and was resisted with open violence by the P.O.U.M. and its friends in the first week of May, enters a new phase.// … If the decree is successfully carried out it means:—// FIRST: that the groups led by the P.O.U.M. who rose against the Government last week will lose their main source of strength, namely, their arms.// SECOND: That, as a result of this, their ability to hamper by terrorism the efforts of the anti-Fascist workers to get the war factories on to a satisfactory basis will be sharply reduced. THIRD: That the arms at present hidden will be available for use on the front, where they are badly needed.// FOURTH: That in future those who steal arms from the front or steal arms in transit to the front will be liable to immediate arrest and trial as ally of the Fascist enemy.// ARMS STOLEN FOR MONTHS// Included in the weapons which have to be turned in are rifles, carbines, machine-guns, machine-pistols, trench mortars, field guns, armoured cars, hand-grenades, and all other sorts of bombs.// The list gives you an idea of the sort of armaments accumulated by the Fascist conspirators and brought into the open for the first time last week.// There were actually all sorts of arms used by them in the outrage. There were the arms which they have been stealing for months past, and hidden, and there were arms such as tanks, which they stole from the barracks just at the beginning of the rising.// It is clear that scores of machine-guns and several thousand rifles are still in their possession …// It is the size and character of the armaments they have accumulated, rather than the number of men involved in the attack which accounts for the heavy loss of life in Barcelona during the fighting.// It accounts for the fact that they were able to create violent disorder without, as a matter of fact, any mass support worth speaking of—that and the fact that the Government was extraordinarily and, as some think, excessively anxious to avoid drastic action until drastic action was forced upon them.// etc.

May 22. IS THE ILP. FOR WINNING THE WAR OR AIDING FRANCO? // by J. R. Campbell.43// For 50 days, Franco, assisted by Italian and German Fascism, has been waging bloody warfare against the Basque people. Whole towns have been blotted out by aerial bombardment.44// This was the moment chosen by the Spanish I.L.P. (the P.O.U.M.) to participate in a rebellion of anarchists and to call for bloody and relentless war—not against Franco—but against the People’s Government of Catalonia.// The reply of the Spanish ILP. (the P.O.U.M.) to the Fascist civil war against the Spanish people was to support a civil war of uncontrollable anarchists against the People’s Front Government of Catalonia … (Defended by the I.L.P.)// The time has therefore come for a show-down. The British I.L.P. has to tell the British workers plainly where it stands. Is it for the defence of the existing Governments° of Spain which are fighting Franco? Or is it for assisting anarchist rebellion against these Governments—anarchist rebellion which coincides with a heightened Franco offensive?// … (Much more to same effect.) In justification for this counter-revolutionary attitude we are told (in the New Leader) that the Government was placing the control of the police and the military in charge of officers of the old regime. A lie often repeated in the New Leader, but nevertheless a lie for which not an iota of proof has ever been advanced.// (Later again, “rebellion of anarchist uncontrollables.”)

Same day, middle page article by R. Palme Dutt.45 … With shame it must be confessed that a section of the British working class, even though a small one, represented by the I.L.P., was involved in the criminal armed attempt against the Spanish People’s Front.// The I.L.P. contingent of volunteers to Spain, according to the report of McNair in the New Leader, travelled from the front to Barcelona, arrived in Barcelona on May 3, the day of the rising “just as it started,” and served under the P.O.U.M. in this armed rising against the Spanish People’s Front and its constituted authorities—an act of treason which in any war would be punishable by death, but all the more terrible when committed by those who have been received by the Spanish People’s Front as friends and fellow-fighters.// Volunteers whom the British working-class movement had supported and assisted to go to Spain to fight Franco, were thus used to bear arms against the Spanish People’s Government, ie., on the same side as Franco.// … The I.L.P. defenders of the P.O.U.M. claim that it is “not Trotskyist.” This verbal alibi is valueless. Every argument, every policy every incitement and provocation of the P.O.U.M. is drawn from the treasury of Trotskyism …. // First, the incitement came from the P.O.U.M. It was on May 1 that the P.O.U.M. called on its followers to “seize power”, and its leader Nin declared that “tomorrow it may be too late.”// It was on May 2 that the P.O.U.M. organ, “La Battalla,” declared its agreement with the anarchist group, ‘Friends of Durruti’ (in whose name the rising was conducted).// “We entirely agree with one of the anarchist groups, the ‘Friends of Durruti’ group … Against the Generalitad° of Barcelona we set up the Revolutionary Junta.// … The P.O.U.M. was only able to play on the support of the most doubtful, irresponsible, unorganised elements especially the gunmen and racketeering elements on the fringes of Anarchism (the same that shot the leader of the UGT., Sese,46 outside the doors of the Anarcho-Syndicalist Amusements Syndicate), in the face of the repudiation of the organised working-class.// … The criminal is Trotskyism.// etc.

May 28. (From Frank Pitcairn’s message.) Frente Rojo, organ of the Communist Party in Valencia, has issued a serious warning against the present plans of the P.O.U.M. which are directed towards the organisation of acts of individual terrorism against various working-class and anti-Fascist leaders.// “Following the attempt at rebellion carried out in Catalonia, the pistols of the Fascist Falangists, stamped with the mark of the P.O.U.M., are getting ready to fire.// (Leaded type.) Trotskyism is not a political doctrine. Trotskyism is an official capitalist organisation, a Fascist terrorist band, occupied in sabotage and crime against the people.// Financed by the Fascist powers, they are invading our country. The Trotskyists have come to Spain to fill an important role. The payment they expect to get from the Gestapo. It is for the justice of the people to work to prevent them getting in.”




Appendix 3

519A. Orwell’s Marrakech Notebook

Handwritten


This little notebook measures 5½ × 3⅜ inches. Its leaves are perforated at the top and each has twenty-five faint lines. It was presumably carried by Orwell as he went about Marrakech so that he could note down prices. He numbered each page (as here). Six pages have been filled in. There were about 175 francs to the £; 40 francs to the U.S. dollar. For more precise details, see 480, headnote.



1

* Copper tray about 2′ across, weight about 15 lb, F. 175.

* Donkey Fr. 75–150.

* Camel (small) Fr. 300. Prices probably go up to about Fr. 1000

* Mule Fr. 250–1000 (or more.)

* Cow in milk, about Fr. 600

* Horse (riding). Fr. 200 upwards.

* Lantern for candle Fr. 4–5.

* Women’s soft leather slippers 10–15 Fr. (goodish quality.)

* Copper tray about 1′ 6″ across, second hand, worn & not heavy, Fr. 35.

* Couverture about 6′ by 4′, all wool, Fr. 40.

2

* Wheat, Frs. 30 the large measure, about a bushel & weight about 40 lb. Not certain whether overcharge (decalitre).

* Goats, young female, very poor but of about average standard, Frs. 30 & 35. Good goat (if obtainable) said to cost Frs. 60.

* Chopped lucerne 10c. a bunch about 3–4″ thick.

* Hire of a donkey about 2–3 Fr. an hour.

* Laying pullets, considered good specimens, Frs. 7.50 each (said to be rather high price.)

3

Hire of bicycle, Frs. 6 a day (probably overcharge, should be Frs. 4 or 5.) Bran Frs. 1.35 a kg.

¾” × ¾” wood (presumably imported pine, sawn but not planed) 2 Fr. a metre.

6″ × ¾″ (ditto) Frs. 5 a m.

Plywood (poor quality) about Fr. 1.75 the.° square foot.

Firewood (more or less chopped) Frs. 80 for 1000 kg. (a ton.)

Hire of lorry, Frs. 125 for about 2 hours & 10 miles.

4

Cylinder of Butagaz (somewhat smaller than Calorgas) Frs. 85 (ie. price of gas only.)

Table waters, various, roundabout Frs. 3.50 a litre.

* “Mandarin” oranges, & lemons (October 20) about 50c. each.

* Other type of orange (Oct. 21, just coming in) Frs. 3.50 for 6.

Canadian apples about Frs. 7 a kg.

* Oranges (10.11.38) 10 for Frs. 3.50

Candles (cheapest) 10 for 3.50. Better quality 8 for 6.50

Peas (13.11.38) Frs. 5 a kilo.

5

      * (native workmanship.)

      ± (belongs to country.)1

* All-wool (probably camel) dyed couverture, handspun & woven, about 8′ by 6′, 150 Fr.

* Copper tray, about 2′ 6″ across, weight about 25 lb. 300 Fr.

* String bottomed chairs (estimated 7 work-hours) 7 Frs. (Fr. 4 (?))

2 Second-hand axe-head, about 6 lb., 7 Fr.

* Basket of type priced 2/— 3/6 in England. 5 Fr. (overpayment.)

* Spherical unglazed earthenware-bowl with fitted lid, 4 Fr.

* 1 pint unglazed white earthenware cup, 1 Fr.

* 1½ pint red earthenware vase, roughly glazed inside 3 Fr. (probably overpayment.)

6

* Slightly cheaper all-wool couverture, same measurements as above, 100 Fr.

+ Cheaper style, part wool part cotton, 6′ by 4′, 30 Fr.

Small kettle (not tin, which apparently are not sold here) Fr. 9.50.

* Bellows (style 2/– to 3/6.) Fr. 7

Nails, 1½″, 2 Fr. kilo.

Cup of water, 5c.

‡ Common wine, 3–4 Fr. litre (French price about the same.)

‡ Common cigarettes, “Favorites”, Fr. 1.50 for 20. (French price about Fr. 2.50–3.)

* Leather sandals, made to measure, (English price about 5/–), Fr. 25 (probably overcharge.)
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520. Review of Power: A New Social Analysis by Bertrand Russell

The Adelphi, January 1939

If there are certain pages of Mr. Bertrand Russell’s book, Power, which seem rather empty, that is merely to say that we have now sunk to a depth at which the restatement of the obvious is the first duty of intelligent men. It is not merely that at present the rule of naked force obtains almost everywhere. Probably that has always been the case. Where this age differs from those immediately preceding it is that a liberal intelligentsia is lacking. Bully-worship, under various disguises, has become a universal religion, and such truisms as that a machine-gun is still a machine-gun even when a “good” man is squeezing the trigger—and that in effect is what Mr. Russell is saying—have turned into heresies which it is actually becoming dangerous to utter.

The most interesting part of Mr. Russell’s book is the earlier chapters in which he analyses the various types of power—priestly, oligarchical, dictatorial and so forth. In dealing with the contemporary situation he is less satisfactory, because like all liberals he is better at pointing out what is desirable than at explaining how to achieve it. He sees clearly enough that the essential problem of to-day is “the taming of power” and that no system except democracy can be trusted to save us from unspeakable horrors. Also that democracy has very little meaning without approximate economic equality and an educational system tending to promote tolerance and toughmindedness. But unfortunately he does not tell us how we are to set about getting these things; he merely utters what amounts to a pious hope that the present state of things will not endure. He is inclined to point to the past; all tyrannies have collapsed sooner or later, and “there is no reason to suppose (Hitler) more permanent than his predecessors.”

Underlying this is the idea that common sense always wins in the end. And yet the peculiar horror of the present moment is that we cannot be sure that this is so. It is quite possible that we are descending into an age in which two and two will make five when the Leader says so.1 Mr. Russell points out that the huge system of organised lying upon which the dictators depend keeps their followers out of contact with reality and therefore tends to put them at a disadvantage as against those who know the facts. This is true so far as it goes, but it does not prove that the slave-society at which the dictators are aiming will be unstable. It is quite easy to imagine a state in which the ruling caste deceive their followers without deceiving themselves. Dare anyone be sure that something of the kind is not coming into existence already? One has only to think of the sinister possibilities of the radio, State-controlled education and so forth, to realise that “the truth is great and will prevail” is a prayer rather than an axiom.

Mr. Russell is one of the most readable of living writers, and it is very reassuring to know that he exists. So long as he and a few others like him are alive and out of jail, we know that the world is still sane in parts. He has rather an eclectic mind, he is capable of saying shallow things and profoundly interesting things in alternate sentences, and sometimes, even in this book, he is less serious than his subject deserves. But he has an essentially decent intellect, a kind of intellectual chivalry which is far rarer than mere cleverness. Few people during the past thirty years have been so consistently impervious to the fashionable bunk of the moment. In a time of universal panic and lying he is a good person to make contact with. For that reason this book, though it is not so good as Freedom and Organisation, is very well worth reading.




521. To John Lehmann

4 January 1939 Typewritten

Boite° Postale 48 Gueliz Marrakech French Morocco

Dear Lehmann,

Thanks very much for your letter. I’ll try and do you something for New Writing. I don’t expect you knew, but I have been badly ill, was in a sanatorium for a long time and now have to spend the winter in this place. But I am a lot better and getting on with some work again. I have seen some interesting things in this country and had thought of doing some sketches of them, and I dare say I could do something that might suit New Writing. Just at this moment I am rather submerged with the novel I am doing,1 but perhaps in three or four weeks from now I could send you something. Would that be soon enough?2

Yours sincerely
George Orwell




522. To Herbert Read

4 January 1939 Typewritten

Boite° Postale 48 Gueliz Marrakech French Morocco

Dear Read,1

Thanks for your letter and the manifesto.2 Funnily enough I’d already seen it in “La Flèche” and had thought of making further enquiries. I’ll certainly sign it, though if you merely want a few names to represent England you could get some much better-known people. But any way use my name for anything it is worth. You asked if I wanted to suggest any changes in the manifesto. The only point I am a bit doubtful about, though I don’t press it, is this. On p. 2 you say “To make Russia safe for bureaucracy, first the German workers, then the Spanish workers, then the Czechoslovakian workers, have been left in the lurch.” I’ve no doubt this is true, but is it strategically wise for people in our position to raise the Czech question at this moment? No doubt the Russians did leave the Czechs in the soup, but it does not seem to me that they behaved worse or very differently from the British and French Governments, and to suggest by implication that they ought to have gone to war to defend the Czechs is to suggest that Britain and France ought to have gone to war too, which is just what the Popular Frontiersmen would say and what I don’t believe to be true. I don’t press this point, I merely suggest it and any way add my name to the manifesto.

I am spending the winter here for the sake of my lungs, which I think it is doing a little good to. Owing to this blasted health business I have had what is practically a wasted year, but the long rest has done me good and I am getting on with a new novel,3 whereas a year ago, after that awful nightmare in Spain, I had seriously thought I would never be able to write a novel again. Meanwhile, curiously enough, I had for some time past been contemplating writing to you about a matter which is much on my mind. It is this:—

I believe it is vitally necessary for those of us who intend to oppose the coming war to start organising for illegal anti-war activities. It is perfectly obvious that any open and legal agitation will be impossible not only when war has started but when it is imminent, and that if we do not make ready now for the issue of pamphlets etc. we shall be quite unable to do so when the decisive moment comes. At present there is considerable freedom of the press and no restriction on the purchase of printing presses, stocks of paper etc., but I don’t believe for an instant that this state of affairs is going to continue. If we don’t make preparations we may find ourselves silenced and absolutely helpless when either war or the pre-war fascising° processes begin. It is difficult to get people to see the danger of this, because most English people are constitutionally incapable of believing that anything will ever change. In addition, when one has to deal with actual pacifists, one generally finds that they have a sort of lingering moral objection to illegality and underground work. I quite agree that people, especially people who have any kind of notoriety, can get the best results by fighting in the open, but we might find it extremely useful to have an underground organisation as well. It seems to me that the commonsense thing to do would be to accumulate the things we should need for the production of pamphlets, stickybacks etc., lay them by in some unobtrusive place and not use them until it became necessary. For this we should need organisation and, in particular, money, probably 3 or 4 hundred pounds, but this should not be impossible with the help of the people one could probably rope in by degrees. Would you drop me a line and let me know whether you are interested in this idea? But even if you are not, don’t speak of it to anyone, will you?

I enclose the manifesto, which I have signed.

Yours
Eric Blair

P.S. [handwritten] I’m keeping the leaflet of “Clé”4 & will send in a subscription as soon as I can get into Marrakech & buy a money-order.




523. Morocco Diary

VILLA SIMONT 8.1.39:

Cost of sending four rather heavy parcels to England, about Frs. 400. Two others not quite so heavy about Frs. 100 the two. The red tape in post offices here even worse than in France. The two which E. and I despatched personally took us over two hours. First about half an hour’s wait to get a place at the counter. This not due to Xmas, as it is always much the same. Then endless filling up of forms and the usual search by the officials through large books to find out which forms should be used. Then the usual complaint that the parcels were insufficiently secure. One had not thick enough string, the other which was enveloped in cloth had to be sewn up. Went out and bought string, needles and thread and did the sewing up. Then a complaint because the parcels were not sealed. Fresh journey to buy sealing wax. This kind of thing seems inseparable from French post offices. Notice that most of the minor officials here, of the type who in India would be Indians, are French. Eg. all the post-office clerks and clerks in the other offices, and even most of the traffic policemen. Supply of native clerks evidently does not exist. Most Arabs who are in contact with Europeans speak a little French, but have not yet met an Arab whose French seemed to be perfect.

On Xmas Eve there was a very heavy frost here, which did a good deal of damage. From the type of vegetation and what the Arabs say I do not think this can be usual. Notice, however, that oranges and lemons were quite unaffected by it.

The French here seem to take even less notice of Xmas than in France. They celebrate New Year. Arabs all acquainted with New Year and use it as a pretext for begging. There are said to be less tourists than usual this year. People gathering lucerne draw it up with their hands instead of cutting with the sickle, thus saving an inch or two on each plant. The people in the little walled village near the house give the impression of owning their land communally, as they all turn out and do the same jobs, weeding, ploughing etc., together.

Examined recently the grave of what was evidently a fairly rich man, in a little mud enclosure. A concrete grave of the usual pattern, with a sort of little oven evidently for burnt offerings at the head. No name on the grave. On a tree over the grave various little charms, bunches of wool etc., hanging. Stole one of the charms, a sort of little leather purse. Inside it a bunch of wool and a paper with writing.




524. Review of Russia under Soviet Rule by N. de Basily

New English Weekly, 12 January 1939

“Russia under Soviet Rule” falls definitely into the “anti” class of books on the U.S.S.R., but for once it is not Trotskyist. The author—an exile, of course—holds approximately the same opinions as Kerensky1 and the others of the Provisional Government of 1917, with which he was associated in an official capacity. He is therefore attacking the Bolshevik experiment not from a Socialist but from a liberal-capitalist standpoint, rather as Gaetano Salvemini2 attacks the Fascist experiment of Italy. His book might almost, in fact, be a companion-volume to “Under the Axe of Fascism.” In the last analysis it is doubtful whether any liberal criticism of a totalitarian system is really relevant; it is rather like accusing the Pope of being a bad Protestant. However, as the dictators are generally dishonest enough to claim the liberal virtues on top of the totalitarian ones, they certainly lay themselves open to attacks of this kind.

The author, it should be noticed, though hostile to the Bolshevik régime, does not think that it is going to collapse in the near future. His main thesis is that it has functioned inefficiently and that the loss of liberty and enormous suffering which it has caused were largely unnecessary. The modernisation of industry and agriculture which Stalin has undertaken is, according to Mr. de Basily, simply a continuation of something that was already happening in pre-war Russia, and the rate of progress has actually been slowed down rather than advanced by the revolution. It is of course obvious that a statement of this kind cannot be finally proved or disproved. Even to begin to examine it is to sink into a bog of statistics—and incidentally this book contains more figures, mainly from Soviet sources, and longer footnotes than any book I have read for years. But it is worth being reminded that Russia was already being fairly rapidly modernised in the ten years or so preceding the revolution. It is now, perhaps, beginning to be possible to see the Russian revolution in some kind of historical perspective, and the hitherto-accepted version of a barbarous feudal country turning overnight into a sort of super-America is something that will probably have to be revised.

But is life—life for the ordinary person—any better in Russia than it was before? That is the thing that it seems almost impossible for an outsider to be certain about. Statistics, even when they are honestly presented (and how often does that happen nowadays?), are almost always misleading, because one never knows what factors they leave out of account. To give a crude illustration, it would be easy to show, by stating the figures for fuel-consumption and saying nothing about the temperature, that everyone in Central Africa is suffering from cold. Who does not know those Soviet statistics, published by Mr. Gollancz and others, in which the curve of everything except mortality goes up and up and up? And how much do they really tell one? Mr. de Basily’s statistics, naturally, point a different moral, but, without in the least questioning the accuracy of his figures, I would not infer too much from them. As far as the material side of life goes, all that seems to emerge fairly certainly is this: that the standard of living was rising during the N.E.P. period, dropped during the period 1928–33, and is now rising again but is still low by western European standards. This is denied by Soviet apologists, but not very convincingly. The average wage in 1936 was only 225 roubles a month—the purchasing-power of the rouble being about threepence. Moreover, it is well-known that it is next door to impossible for a Soviet citizen, unless on some kind of official mission, to visit any foreign country—a silent admission that life is more comfortable elsewhere.

If Mr. de Basily were merely claiming that twenty years of Bolshevik rule had failed to raise the general standard of living, his criticism would be hardly worth making. After all, one could not reasonably expect an experiment on such a scale to work perfectly at the beginning. Economically the Bolsheviks have been far more successful than any outsider would have prophesied in 1918. But the intellectual, moral and political developments—the ever-tightening party dictatorship, the muzzled press, the purges, the oriental worship of Stalin—are a different matter. Mr. de Basily devotes a good many chapters to this. He is, nevertheless, comparatively optimistic, because, as a liberal, he takes it for granted that the “spirit of freedom” is bound to revive sooner or later. He even believes that this is happening already:


“The thirst for liberty, the notion of self-respect … all these features and characteristics of the old Russian élite are beginning to be appropriated by the intellectuals of to-day … The moment the Soviet élite opens its fight for emancipation of the human individual, the vast popular masses will be at its side.”



But will they? The terrifying thing about the modern dictatorships is that they are something entirely unprecedented. Their end cannot be foreseen. In the past every tyranny was sooner or later overthrown, or at least resisted, because of “human nature,” which as a matter of course desired liberty. But we cannot be at all certain that “human nature” is constant. It may be just as possible to produce a breed of men who do not wish for liberty as to produce a breed of hornless cows. The Inquisition failed, but then the Inquisition had not the resources of the modern state. The radio, press-censorship, standardised education and the secret police have altered everything. Mass-suggestion is a science of the last twenty years, and we do not yet know how successful it will be.

It is noticeable that Mr. de Basily does not attribute all the shortcomings of the present Russian régime to Stalin’s personal wickedness. He thinks that they were inherent from the very start in the aims and nature of the Bolshevik party. It is probably a good thing for Lenin’s reputation that he died so early. Trotsky, in exile, denounces the Russian dictatorship, but he is probably as much responsible for it as any man now living, and there is no certainty that as a dictator he would be preferable to Stalin, though undoubtedly he has a much more interesting mind. The essential act is the rejection of democracy—that is, of the underlying values of democracy; once you have decided upon that, Stalin—or at any rate something like Stalin—is already on the way. I believe this opinion is gaining ground, and I hope it will continue to do so. If even a few hundred thousand people can be got to grasp that it is useless to overthrow Tweedledum in order to set up Tweedledee, the talk of “democracy versus Fascism” with which our ears are deafened may begin to mean something.




525. To Jack Common

12 January 1939 Typewritten

Boite° Postale 48 Gueliz Marrakech French Morocco

Dear Jack,

I enclose cheque for £2 towards the hens’grub. I wish it were more but we are damned hard up and it’s bloody to find yourself pinched for money in a foreign country. Any way it’ll pay for their grub for a few weeks. I wonder if that parcel turned up. One that we sent has done so, so I suppose there’s hope that the others will, though the mental and moral atmosphere of a French post office is such as always to convince me that they have a large furnace somewhere on the premises into which they chuck all correspondence entrusted to them. This particular parcel I left to the shopman to send, and I see by the voucher that it was addressed to a place called Balderk, but I should think the English post office would be equal to that.

I hope you are getting on all right and the weather isn’t being too bloody. I shall finish the rough draft of my novel1 tomorrow, then in a few days we are going to the mountains for a week to see the Berber villages, and then I can get down to rewriting the novel, which generally takes me about two months. So probably at worst I’ll get it done before the war breaks out. I wonder if the political situation will hold up? It’s getting harder and harder for the English public. I suppose 50 per cent of them knew whereabouts Austria was and about 20 per cent knew where Czechoslovakia was, but where is the Ukraine? And where are Memel and Eupen Malmedy, not to mention Russian Subcarpathia?2 The only people who can really keep up with affairs nowadays are philatelists. One reason why I so particularly don’t want war to break out is that I have been bitten with the desire to write a Saga. I don’t know that in a novelist this isn’t a sign of premature senile decay, but I have the idea for an enormous novel in three parts which would take about five years to write and there wouldn’t have to be a war going on in the background.

I wonder if some time you could make a sort of preliminary demarche about Muriel’s mating. The thing is this. There is a woman called Miss Woods who lives at Woodside not far from Sandon and keeps a fattening plant. She uses goat’s milk to fatten the birds, and she has a very superior breed of goats, Nubians I think. Her billy is a beauty. I wanted to take Muriel to him last year. Miss W. wasn’t too keen because she is very proud of her goats and has a vague feeling that it defiles her billy to have to do with crossbred females, and she is always shooing off the Sandon villagers who want a mate for five shillings. Finally however she consented to do it for a guinea, but then the foot and mouth epidemic intervened and you weren’t allowed to send animals about, so it fell through, and finally we sent M. to a dreadful scrub goat somewhere else. But if you could drop Miss W. a post card saying we want a mate say some time in February, and perhaps mentioning last year, she might consent. I wouldn’t mind paying the guinea because in that case it’s worth keeping the kids and I know her goats are a first class milking strain.

Love to Mary and Peter. Eileen sends love.

Yours
Eric




526. A Mistake Corrected


On 13 January 1939 The New Leader published a letter from Orwell explaining that in his review of Frank Jellinek’s The Civil War in Spain he had attributed a despatch to him that was sent by someone else; see 462, and also Orwell’s letter to Jellinek, 20 December 1938, 513.






527. To Francis Westrope

15 January 1939 Typewritten

Boite° Postale 48 Gueliz Marrakech French Morocco

Dear Frank,

I wonder if you could be kind enough to send us the following:

Thackeray’s Pendennis (Nelson Double Vol. 2/–).

Trollope’s Eustace Diamonds (World’s Classics).

H. James’ Turn of the Screw (Everyman No. 912.)

J. S. Mill’s Autobiography (World’s Classics.)

I think that about exhausts our credit, but if we owe you anything, let me know, won’t you?

I am afraid it is a long time since I have written, and I never answered the letter Mrs Westrope1 wrote me about the time we left England. We have been in this country about four months now and expect to be here till about the beginning of April. We have a little villa a few miles out of Marrakech, which is a big town of about 200,000 inhabitants, mostly Arabs of course. We are about 1000 feet above sea level, and though it was beastly hot when we first came here the winter weather is beautifully sunny and cool, about like a spring day in England. There is the most ghastly poverty here, of course, most of the population, so far as I can work it out, living at the level of about a shilling a day. Most of the peasants round here are too poor even to have a pair of oxen for ploughing and plough with an ox and a donkey yoked together. The country is very poor, not quite desert but dried up and more or less treeless except for cultivated trees. What rivers there are seem to have shrunken greatly in the last few years, and I suppose ever since Roman times this country has been drying up. Here round Marrakech it is fairly green as they grow the date palm here, but in the train you pass over enormous areas of what looks like broken-up brick where nothing will grow except the prickly pear. Needless to say the French have grabbed all the best soil. Wages of labourers etc. in the towns generally work out at about a penny an hour, and the children begin begging literally as soon as they can walk. Nevertheless there seems to be very little discontent and, at any rate on the surface, no organised movement against the French rule. All the Arab left-wing parties have been suppressed, but it is evident that they never amounted to very much, as one meets with no hostility towards Europeans as such, which makes a great contrast to India. The people are still almost entirely in the feudal stage and most of them seem to imagine that they are still ruled over by the sultan.

I must say I was very thankful to be out of Europe for the war crisis. Here the people paid very little attention to it, partly I think because they did not want to excite the Arabs but also because they evidently didn’t believe war was coming. I think one of the determining factors of the situation is that the French people can’t be got into war unless France is invaded, and their politicians are aware of this. I suppose the next bit of trouble will be over the Ukraine, so perhaps we may get home just in time to go straight into the concentration camp if we haven’t been sunk by a German submarine on the way. I hope and trust it won’t be so. I have just finished the rough draft of my novel,2 and then we are going into the Atlas mountains for a week before I begin the revision, which will take till about the beginning of April. I think the climate has done me good. I cough very little now and I have put on a bit of weight, about half a stone already. It does seem so infuriating to be interrupted all the time by these wars and things.

I don’t think by the way I ever thanked you for very kindly sending me that book of Arabic. I’m sorry to say Eileen and I have learned practically no Arabic, except the few words one can’t help learning, because all the Arabs speak a kind of pidgin French, at any rate if they are at all in contact with Frenchmen. They also, of course, in these parts, speak a kind of dialect with Berber and even Spanish words mixed up in it. A lot of the people round here are Chleuh,3 a race the French only conquered quite recently, and there is also a certain amount of negro blood. We had to pass through Spanish Morocco coming down here. I didn’t of course get more than glimpses, but I saw a few Franco troops, who looked indistinguishable from the Government troops I used to see a year earlier. The French here are mainly pro-Franco, and I think when all is known it will come out that they have given Franco a good deal of help, direct and indirect. There is a huge Jewish population here and in consequence a lot of anti-Jewish feeling, though most of the Jews are terribly poor and live much the same life as the Arabs. I hadn’t realised before that much of the characteristic Moroccan work, coppersmithing and so forth, is done by Jews. Most of the native work is lovely and, of course, extremely cheap, though unfortunately many of the best things aren’t portable.

Please give all the best to everyone. I trust when we next meet it won’t be behind the barbed wire.

Yours
Eric Blair




528. To Geoffrey Gorer

20 January 1939 Handwritten

Boite° Postale 48 Gueliz Marrakech French Morocco

Dear Geoffrey,

I’ve been meaning to write to you for ages, & here I am doing it at last. We have been in this country ever since September & I think it has done my lungs a good deal of good. I don’t cough much now & have put on about ½ a stone. Eileen is also thriving. In September the climate was foul, unbearably hot & every kind of insect pest, but as winter comes on it gets to be a lovely clear kind of weather like spring in England. I am writing this 5 or 6 thousand feet up in the Atlas.1 I’d finished the rough draft of my novel2 & wanted to take a week off, so we came up here. It’s wonderful country, enormous limestone gorges & ravines full of frozen snow, & little Berber villages of mud huts with flat tops. The Berbers—the kind round here are called Chleuh—are fascinating people, often more or less white with red cheeks, & the women have the most wonderful eyes. But what fascinates me about them most of all is that they are so dirty. You will see exquisitely beautiful women walking about with their necks almost invisible under dirt. Of course the poverty is such as you would expect & you have only to produce a packet of cigarettes to be more or less buried under a pile of people of all ages & both sexes. But that seems to be the same everywhere in Morocco. It is funny that all hill people have a certain resemblance, perhaps in their walk, & there is something about the people here that slightly reminds me of the Kachins in Burma.

I hope your book3 on the Lepchas went off all right. I’m not displeased with parts of my novel, which I hope to have finished by the beginning of April. I don’t know what I shall do next. Nelson’s wanted me to do a book4 for that series they are bringing out, then it fell through owing to my being ill, but if I can connect up with them again I should like to do that before doing another novel. I have an idea for a very big novel, in fact 3 in series, making something about the size of War & Peace, but I want another year to think over the first part. I suppose it’s a sign of approaching senile decay when one starts projecting a Saga, but in my case it may merely be another way of saying that I hope war won’t break out, because I don’t think I could write a Saga in the middle of a war, certainly not in the concentration camp. I must say we were very glad to be out of England for the war crisis. One gets so fed up with arguing with people about this war business, & everything that could conceivably be said has been said already. I think you are a bit younger than me & probably don’t remember the great war very vividly, but I have a very retentive memory & often when I hear people tirading against Hitler nowadays I often think the clock has somehow slipped back twenty years. In Morocco the French simply paid no attention & obviously didn’t think war conceivable. I think the absolutely bottomless selfishness of the French may help to save the situation, because it is obvious that they would not fight unless French soil is invaded & the higher-ups presumably know this. What a mess in Spain! A friend who recently came out tells me that Barcelona is smashed out of recognition, all the children are hungry & you could buy 900 pesetas for an English pound note. I keep hearing in roundabout ways of Spaniards I knew, always that they are killed. It does seem so meaningless. George Kopp, whom you may remember reading about in my book on the war, recently escaped, having lost 7 stone of weight thanks to what the G.P.U. had done to him during 18 months. I hope he publishes his experiences, because it is time this kind of thing was put a stop to.

I have no idea where you are, but shall send this to Highgate, of course. I hope you’ll be in England in the spring & that we’ll see you when we get back. Eileen sends love.

Yours
Eric




529. Review of Communism and Man by F. J. Sheed

Peace News, 27 January 1939

This book—a refutation of Marxian Socialism from the Catholic standpoint—is remarkable for being written in a good temper. Instead of employing the abusive misrepresentation which is now usual in all major controversies, it gives a fairer exposition of Marxism and Communism than most Marxists could be trusted to give of Catholicism. If it fails, or at any rate ends less interestingly than it begins, this is probably because the author is less ready to follow up his own intellectual implications than those of his opponents.

As he sees clearly enough, the radical difference between Christian and Communist lies in the question of personal immortality.1 Either this life is a preparation for another, in which case the individual soul is all-important, or there is no life after death, in which case the individual is merely a replaceable cell in the general body. These two theories are quite irreconcilable, and the political and economic systems founded upon them are bound to be antagonistic.

What Mr. Sheed is not ready to admit, however, is that acceptance of the Catholic position implies a certain willingness to see the present injustices of society continue. He seems to claim that a truly Catholic society would contain all or most of what the Socialist is aiming at—which is a little too like “having it both ways.”

Individual salvation implies liberty, which is always extended by Catholic writers to include the right to private property. But in the stage of industrial development which we have now reached, the right to private property means the right to exploit and torture millions of one’s fellow-creatures. The Socialist would argue, therefore, that one can only defend private property if one is more or less indifferent to economic justice.

The Catholic’s answer to this is not very satisfactory. It is not that the Church condones the injustices of Capitalism—quite the contrary. Mr. Sheed is quite right in pointing out that several Popes have denounced the Capitalist system very bitterly, and that Socialists usually ignore this. But at the same time the Church refuses the only solution that is likely to make any real difference. Private property is to remain, the employer-employee relationship is to remain, even the categories “rich” and “poor” are to remain—but there is to be justice and fair distribution. In other words, the rich man is not to be expropriated, he is merely to be told to behave himself.


“(The Church) does not see men primarily as exploiters and exploited, with the exploiters as people whom it is her duty to overthrow … from her point of view the rich man as sinner is the object of her most loving care. Where others see a strong man in the pride of success, she sees a poor soul in danger of hell … Christ has told her that the souls of the rich are in special danger; and care for souls is her primary work.”



The objection to this is that in practice it makes no difference. The rich man is called to repentance, but he never repents. In this matter Catholic capitalists do not seem to be perceptibly different from the others.

It is obvious that any economic system would work equitably if men could be trusted to behave themselves but long experience has shown that in matters of property only a tiny minority of men will behave any better than they are compelled to do. This does not mean that the Catholic attitude toward property is untenable, but it does mean that it is very difficult to square with economic justice. In practice, accepting the Catholic standpoint means accepting exploitation, poverty, famine, war and disease as part of the natural order of things.

It would seem, therefore, that if the Catholic Church is to regain its spiritual influence, it will have to define its position more boldly. Either it will have to modify its attitude toward private property, or it will have to say clearly that its kingdom is not of this world and that feeding bodies is of very small importance compared with saving souls.

In effect it does say something of the kind, but rather uneasily, because this is not the message that modern men want to hear. Consequently for some time past the Church has been in an anomalous position, symbolized by the fact the Pope almost simultaneously denounces the Capitalist system and confers decorations on General Franco.

Meanwhile this is an interesting book, written in a simple style and remarkably free from malice and cheap witticisms. If all Catholic apologists were like Mr. Sheed, the Church would have fewer enemies.2




530. Morocco Diary

VILLA SIMONT 27.1.39:

Have just returned after spending a week at Taddert in the Atlas, about 95 km. from Marrakech. T. is at 1650 metres elevation, ie. about 5000 ft. When one gets about 2000 feet above the plain (itself about 1000 feet above sea level) one gets to a different type of vegetation, oaks and firs, more or less stunted, fairly good grass, of the downland type, and above about 4000 feet walnut trees, which grow profusely and very well, but evidently don’t grow wild. The fig tree does grow at about 5000, but evidently doesn’t do well. Almonds seem to do well. On the whole the mountain slopes are exceedingly bare and only begin to be well forested when one gets about 1000 feet above the valleys through which the main road runs. The lower slopes for about 500 feet above a village are often completely bare, mere chipped-up limestone like a slag-heap. Probably this is partly due to goats. The French Gov.t is now apparently beginning to do something about reafforestation, and is going to prohibit grazing on some of the hills. Evidently this area, even round the motor-road, is only in process of being accurately surveyed, as the landmarks for the survey people have only been newly set up. Road is good though not too wide. The bus does the journey from Marrakech to Taddert in 3 hours and the return in about 2½. There is a great deal of what appears to be iron ore in the mountains, but evidently quite unexploited. In the inhabited valleys there does not seem to be so much shortage of water as down here.

If one looks round from a high peak one sees that only about one valley in twenty, even round the motor road, is inhabited. Most of the valleys are mere clefts, and evidently the soil is only cultivable in those into which the sun gets for a good deal of the day. At this time of year there is frost every night, which hangs on in shady places for most of the day. Snow drifts everywhere, but nowhere below about 6000 ft. where the hills are impassable because of snow. Cultivation is of the terrace type, much as in the hills in Burma. The terraces are very skilfully done, walled up with limestone, as in Spain, and the soil appears to be deep, 4 feet or so, though of course it is artificially made up. In moderately shady valleys and along banks of streams there are small but quite good pastures for the cows, the goats being grazed right on the tops of the hills. Goats are as down here, the sheep mostly of a quite different breed, with exceedingly silky wool. From what people say locally and from general appearances it appears that all the villagers own a small piece of land, and of course grazing is free, though evidently each village has its recognized beat. Could not make an accurate judgement, but I should not say that more than one acre is cultivated per head of population. It appears that barley is grown in winter-spring (the barley is coming up now, though not so advanced as down here), this is cut in June and then maize is sown. The local French consider that the Chleuh are good cultivators, and they evidently use plenty of manure. Ploughing is done with a cow and donkey, as here. The people have plenty of animals, and no doubt their staple food is barley and goats milk.

The villages are quite different from those in the plains, as they are not walled in. The houses are of mud, very occasionally limestone, and square, with flat roofs. These are thatched over with wild broom and then covered with earth, which is possible owing to the dryness. When one looks down at a village from above one sees that as a rule all the houses on the same level have a common roof, though inside they are separate. This points to a certain amount of communal life. Practically none have glass windows. What woodwork there is is mostly crude.

The Chleuh seem to be rather remarkable people. The men are not greatly different in appearance from Arabs, but the women are exceedingly striking. In general they are rather fair, sometimes fair enough to have red in their cheeks, with black hair and remarkable eyes. None are veiled, and all wear a cloth round their heads tied with blue or black cords, the dominant colours of their dress being red and blue. All the women have tattooing on their chins and sometimes down each cheek. Their manner is much less timid than that of most Arab women. Virtually the whole population is ragged and there is no evidence of any being much richer than the others. The children for the most part have nothing on but a ragged blanket. Begging is almost universal, and the women have discovered that their jewellery (amber and rough silver, some of it exceedingly well worked) is liked by Europeans and will sell it for prices that cannot be much above the value of the silver. The children beg as soon as they can walk and will follow for miles over mountain tracks in hopes of a sou. Tobacco is greatly appreciated by those who do smoke, but I notice that a great many do not, and none of the women. Children beg for bread and are glad to get it. Nevertheless it is difficult to be certain about the real amount of poverty. Probably there is no actual destitution, at any rate no one is homeless or quite propertyless. I notice under the walnut trees quantities of nuts which have been left to rot, which does not suggest serious hunger. But evidently everyone’s life is at a low level. In some parts of the mountains carpets, leatherwork etc. are made. Near Taddert the chief trade apart from agriculture seems to be charcoal-burning. The people can of course get good wood (mostly oak) free, though possibly the Gov.t will interfere with this later, and they cook it in exceedingly primitive earth ovens and sell it at Frs. 12 for a large sack (about Frs. 35 in Marrakech.) Local physique is pretty good, though the people are not particularly large or very athletic in appearance. All walk well, and the women easily walk up steep hillsides carrying a huge bundle of wood or a three-gallon stone jar of water. Apart from their own Berber dialect all speak Arabic, but few or none French. A few have reddish hair. There seems to be a Jew or two in most of the villages, not easily distinguishable from the rest of the population.

Graveyards not quite the same as the Arab ones, though the people are Mahomedans. The graveyard is generally a patch of good grass and the cattle browse among the graves. Owing to plentiful stone the graves are generally covered with a cairn, not a mere mound of earth, as here, but they have no names or other indications of individuals. Judging from a few that had fallen in, it seems usual to make the grave as a kind of cave with flat slabs of rock, and then cover this over, originally perhaps as a protection against wild animals. Some of the graves are immensely long, 8 or 10 feet. I saw one funeral. It was done in the usual way by a party of friends, one of whom kept up a sort of mumbling recitative noise. The women as usual were not present, but a group sat on a rock within sight 100 yards away and kept up a rather perfunctory kind of wailing.

Talked a number of times in Taddert with a German in the Foreign Legion, who is there on some job I could not understand, something to do with some electric installation. A friendly intelligent man, who speaks French well. Has been eight years in the Legion and does not seem particularly discontented. Intends to stay his full time to get his small pension. Says they do not give you free tobacco in the French army and that you have to serve some time before your pay reaches even a franc a day, so that newcomers generally cannot smoke. No particular political opinions. Says there were 5 million unemployed when he left Germany and that he cannot go back as he is wanted for desertion. Did not express any opinion about Hitler. Seemed mildly pro-Government in the Spanish war.

Today the news of the fall of Barcelona has come. Nobody in Marrakech seems much interested, though the papers are splashing it. I note that there are at least 2 Socialist weeklies in Morocco, the Depeche de Fez and another whose name I forget. Not extreme and evidently (this is really why French Socialist papers are allowed to run and Arab ones not) not anti-imperialist. But both they and the P.S.F.1 “Presse” keep up the abusive and scurrilous tradition of French newspapers, which the more moderate papers do not. Eg. the Depeche de Fez makes accusations of German corruption of the French press, naming names. This could not be done in newspapers either in England or in India without a prosecution, though the papers would probably only be fined. On the other hand, evidently no paper in Morocco can suggest that Morocco should be independent, without being suppressed. If the papers are reporting truthfully, there were demonstrations among the Spaniards in Tangier to celebrate the fall of Barcelona, without any kind of counter-demonstrations. Yet I had had the impression that the pro-Government Spaniards in Tangier slightly outnumbered the others.

The hotel at Taddert exactly like a cheap Paris hotel, and ditto with the one or two cafes on the route. The people one met, also, completely [like] the ordinary lower-middle-class French, living exactly the same life as in France except that they are obliged to speak a little Arabic.




531. Review of The Clue of History [by John Macmurray]1

The Adelphi, February 1939

The main argument of Professor Macmurray’s book can be stated thus:

The necessary and inevitable movement of human society is towards world-communism. The chief obstacle is the persistence of “dualism,” from which only the Jewish consciousness has shown itself free. Consequently the Jewish mind, chiefly via its offspring, Christianity, has been the sole agent of human progress. Fascism, especially Hitler’s version, is the last effort of the western world to escape its destiny. It will inevitably frustrate itself, and Hitler’s special function is to destroy the bases of western life and usher in the Jewish Kingdom of Heaven in the form of a society of free and equal human beings.

I personally would agree with Professor Macmurray that humanity must move in the direction of Communism or perish, and that in practice it will not perish. But it is impossible not to take notice of the special rôle he assigns to the Jews. This is the central theme of the book, and as at this moment it has a particular importance, it is worth pointing out what very shaky grounds it rests upon.

Professor Macmurray begins by saying that the Hebrew culture is the only example of a religious culture that the world has seen. He makes no mention of Hinduism, though clearly one can only say that the Hebrew culture was religious and the Hindu culture un-religious if one argues in a circle and adds that by “religious” one means “Hebrew.” Some such argument is, in fact, necessary to Professor Macmurray, because he is also claiming that the “religious consciousness” is incompatible with acceptance of class-divisions. Obviously this would rule out Hinduism, though caste ought not to be identified with class. But here one comes on a serious difficulty. What evidence is there that the “Jewish consciousness” either is or ever has been freer from “dualism” than any other? The Palestine Jews may have been free from the familiar dualism of this world—next world; certainly there is no clear mention of an after life in the Old Testament; but in their attitude towards this world they seem to have been slaves to the most incorrigible dualism of all, because they saw everything in terms of Jew–Gentile. So far from having more sense of human brotherhood than most nations, they appear to have had none whatever. The Old Testament is largely a literature of hatred and self-righteousness. No duties towards foreigners are recognised, extermination of enemies is enjoined as a religious duty, Jehovah is a tribal deity of the worst type. Finally there appears the arch-heretic Jesus, whom Professor Macmurray describes as the culminating point of the “Jewish consciousness.” And yet it was precisely the Jews who rejected Jesus more decisively than any of the pagan nations.

When it comes to the rôle of the Jews in modern times, Professor Macmurray seems at times to be in danger of succumbing to a kind of racial mysticism. To begin with he speaks throughout of the “Jewish consciousness,” the “Greek consciousness,” and so forth, as though these were entities of known worth like coins or chessmen. Moreover, he seems to be suggesting that the “Jewish consciousness”—developing, no doubt, but recognisably the same thing—has persisted from Biblical times until the present. If this is true it makes nonsense of Marxism, which Professor Macmurray seems to accept. After all, how much has a typical modern Jew, a New York solicitor, say, in common with some bloodthirsty nomad of the Bronze Age? Is there really such a thing as the “Jewish consciousness”? According to Professor Macmurray, the great truth which Hitler has discovered is that “the source of all this pressure towards progress, equality, freedom and common humanity is—the Jew.” A little later he seems to contradict this by accusing the Jews of “exclusive racialism” by which they are “self-isolated from the community of mankind.” But in any case, what evidence is there that the Jews have done more or less for human progress than anyone else? One might perhaps argue that the motive force behind every progressive movement has been the teaching of Jesus, and that Jesus was a Jew; but the first statement is very doubtful and the second needs a lot of qualification. There have always been Jews in the Socialist movement, and Marx was a Jew of sorts, but one could hardly call Socialism a Jewish movement. How little Russian Communism is a Jewish movement has just been strikingly illustrated. In the middle of an atrocious persecution, the Jewish refugees show no desire whatever to go to Russia; in fact, they will go anywhere else in preference. And in this, of course, they are reacting not as Jews but as western Europeans. In fact, is not the truth about the Jews something like this: that because in the past they have been persecuted and have followed the oriental practice of not intermarrying with foreigners, they are just different enough from their neighbours to be unpopular and to make useful scapegoats?

As to Professor Macmurray’s interpretation of Christianity, it is coherent in itself but hardly seems to be borne out by the recorded teachings of Jesus. Briefly, he represents Christianity as entirely this-worldly and seems to assert that Jesus did not believe in personal immortality, which is negatived not only by what Jesus said but still more decisively by what he failed to say. I do not know whether this matters greatly, because, in practice, every reading of the Gospels depends on an arbitrary selection of texts. But the fathering of human progress on to the Jews, because of the results which it is capable of having, is rather a different matter.

It will be seen that Professor Macmurray is saying that Hitler is right. This he readily admits. The “Jewish consciousness” is “poison” to the Aryan races and Hitler’s perception of this is “the proof of his genius.” The only difference is that whereas Hitler disapproves of what is happening, Professor Macmurray approves. I do not know whether it has occurred to him that if this issue really existed, or were believed to exist, nearly everyone would side with Hitler. Professor Macmurray says, “the thought of the triumph of the Jewish consciousness fills me with joyous exhilaration.” It would not have that effect upon other people. If one could popularise the idea that western civilisation is being sapped away through the influence of an alien race, the result would be to make the whole world throw itself at Hitler’s feet. One does not damage a theory by standing it on its head. To say that Hitler has discovered the truth but is playing the part of Lucifer is simply to encourage anti-semitism. This is the worst possible moment for airing theories about “the Jews” as a mysterious and, from a western point of view, sinister entity. Even more at this moment than at most times it is important to remind people that the Jews are human beings before they are Jews.

Of course this does not invalidate Professor Macmurray’s theory. He may be right, and Hitler after his fashion may be right. But considering the evil results of saying so, I doubt whether one ought to advance a theory of this kind if one is obliged to base it on such very shadowy evidence as the “Jewish consciousness,” the “Greek consciousness” and the “Roman consciousness”—things which it is impossible to define and which probably do not exist.




532. To Lady Rees

23 February 1939 Typewritten

Boite° Postale 48 Gueliz Marrakech French Morocco

Dear Lady Rees,1

I do so hope all is well with Richard. The last I heard from the Plowmans some months back was that he was still in Barcelona, but since the retreat I have had no news of him, of course. I hope and trust he got out all right and isn’t too overcome by all he must have been through. If he is home and cares to write, our address is the above until about the end of March. I think my wife told you I had been ill with what they finally decided after a lot of X-raying was not tuberculosis but something with a long name. I spent about six months in a sanatorium and then they told me I should spend the winter here. I don’t know how much good it has done me, but I have no doubt it was as well to be out of England for this winter, which seems to have been a very severe one. Of course this business has set my work back a lot, however I have nearly finished another novel2 and we are going to come home as soon as it is done, about the beginning of April. They said I ought to live further south, so I dare say we shall settle in Dorset or somewhere like that when we can find another cottage.

It is very quiet and peaceful here. We have a little house a few miles out of Marrakech and we don’t see any other Europeans except when some of the soldiers from the Foreign Legion come and see us. A short while back we spent a week about 5000 feet up in the mountains, where the Berber race called the Chleuh live. They are rather interesting people, very simple, all free and equal, very dirty but splendid to look at, especially the women. They have beautiful little pastures with grass almost like England, and you can lie about on the snow in blazing sunshine. Down here the country is flat and very dried up, with no natural trees, much like northern India, I should think. The Arabs are terribly poor and most of the people work for about a penny an hour. For Europeans living isn’t very cheap, not so cheap as France, I should say, though certain things are fantastically cheap, for instance you can buy a camel for three hundred francs, supposing that you wanted one. The brass &3 copper work that they do here is beautiful, but the most attractive thing of all is the very cheap native pottery, which unfortunately it is almost impossible to bring away.

We were most thankful to be out of England during the war crisis, and I trust we shan’t get back just in time to meet another. The idea of war is just a nightmare to me, and I refuse to believe that it can do the slightest good or even that it makes much difference who wins. If Richard is back and doesn’t feel up to writing, could you give him all our love and say we hope to see him when we get back?

Yours sincerely
Eric Blair




533. To Jack Common

23 February 1939 Typewritten

Boite° Postale 48

Dear Jack,

Did you write to Miss Woods about Muriel’s mating? If not, could you be good enough to drop her a card? I don’t remember the exact address, but I think it’s Woods, Woodcotes, Nr. Sandon, and any way they’ll know at the pub. You remember the circumstances—Muriel was to have been mated last year, fee a guinea, then it fell through owing to the foot and mouth. If I could get a mating from Miss W’s billy it would be worth keeping the kids, if female. Failing that we must arrange one elsewhere. In either case Field (Post Office, Sandon) will do the transporting for five bob. Let me know what Miss W. says and I’ll send you the money. Incidentally I hope there’s no foot and mouth this year. I suppose they are right in not letting animals be moved about while it is on, though they don’t stop men and dogs, but it is really time they stopped that insane business of slaughtering a whole flock of cattle because of one case.

I don’t know exactly when we’ll be back, but some time in April, and will let you know the exact date later. I’ve got to finish the novel,1 which has been set back because I have again been ill and was in bed a fortnight, though I’m all right now, and then there’s the question of a boat. If possible we want to go all the way from Casablanca by boat, but there’s only one a month and I can’t obtain the date yet. After we get back I must go straight down to Southwold and see my father, and Eileen as soon as possible is going to look for a new house. This is all supposing war hasn’t broken out by then, because if it has I don’t want to be caught with my pants down and shall keep the cottage. But if it would suit you to stay on at the cottage till about the end of April, it would suit us. On the other hand if you wished to leave a bit earlier we could fit that in as well, because in any case either E. or I will have to come down to Wallington to superintend moving the stuff. We shall take the hens, of course, in spite of their failure to make good, but shall probably dump the fowl houses and buy new ones, which would not be dearer than transporting and less fag. I wonder if anything is coming up in the garden. There ought to be a few snowdrops and crocuses soon.

I don’t know whether the world situation is better or worse. I look at it now simply with a meteorological eye, is it going to rain or isn’t it?, though I suppose once it’s started one will fail as usual to keep out of it. If I was biologically a good specimen and capable of founding a new dynasty I would devote all my energies during the war to keeping alive and keeping out of sight. I haven’t heard of or from Richard, but I’ve just written to his mother to know what the news is. I suppose he got out all right. It’s all a ghastly mess, and if one is not personally involved the most ghastly thing of all will be the complete failure of left-wingers to learn anything from this disaster, the awful sterile controversies which will go on for years, everyone laying the blame on everybody else.

I wonder if Murry’s ordination is going through all right? I suppose as he’s got a degree2 already he won’t have to study for very long. But is he quite sound on the 39 articles3 etc.? I shouldn’t have thought so. It would be comic if he ended up as a bishop. By the way, have you run across the rector of Rushden cum Wallington, Mr Rossborough. Although not very prepossessing he’s a nice little man and has a very nice son. The son, Rob, is at Hailebury and he joined the P.P.U.4 and refused to enter the O.T.C.5 What impressed me was not so much this as that his father after thinking it over decided to back him up. He has been a missionary in Africa and seen the way the natives are treated, and this has given him slightly heterodox views on some questions, as often happens with missionaries. His wife though very nice impresses me as being a bit off her rocker. By the way her praying circle pray regularly for my health (don’t tell anyone this as it’s supposed to be a secret even from me, Mrs R. having told Eileen in confidence).

Best love to Mary and Peter. Eileen sends love.

Yours
Eric




534. ‘Caesarean Section in Spain’

The Highway,1 March 1939

When General Franco raised his rebellion in July, 1936, he threw a spanner into the works of a machine which was travelling in a fairly well-defined direction. How seriously he jammed it is still uncertain.

The revolution of 1931 had got rid of the Spanish monarchy but had failed to solve any of the country’s fundamental economic problems. One of its effects, however, had been to create an atmosphere of liberalism and free speech in which ideas hitherto frowned upon could circulate widely. From then onwards it was clear to many observers that civil war in Spain was inevitable. The decisive moment came when a Government which could roughly be described as “left” was returned by a rather narrow majority at the elections of February, 1936. This Government—the Government of the Popular Front—was not by any means under the control of extremists. It did not precipitate a crisis by violence towards its political opponents; on the contrary, it actually weakened itself by its moderation. A more rigidly “left” Government would have dealt earlier with the military plot which everyone knew was being prepared, and would probably have made some promise of independence to the Arabs in Spanish Morocco, thus preventing them from throwing in their lot with Franco. Nevertheless the Government’s programme of reform menaced the big landowners and the Church, as any radical reform was bound to do. In the existing state of Spain it was not possible to move nearer to a real democracy without colliding with powerful vested interests. Consequently, the mere appearance of the Popular Front Government was enough to raise the most difficult problem of our time: the problem of making fundamental changes by democratic methods.

Parliamentary democracy, and especially the party system, developed in a period when no dispute between the different factions was really irreconcilable. Whigs and tories, or liberals and conservatives, are conducting what is in effect a family quarrel, and they will abide by one another’s decisions; but when the issue is, for instance, between capitalism and socialism, the case is altered. Actually, in slightly varying guises, the same situation has arisen over and over again. A democratically elected government proceeds to make radical reforms; it is acting perfectly legally, but its opponents “won’t play”; they rise in rebellion, either by open violence, as in Spain, or, more usually, by financial sabotage. The peculiarity of this case was that the Spanish Government fought back.

The war has now lasted two-and-a-half years and caused perhaps a million deaths, besides unheard-of-misery. How much damage has it done to the cause of democracy? One has only to consider the possibilities of modern war, the kind of things that governments will have to do to hold their peoples together, to feel very doubtful whether there will be much democracy left anywhere after several years of “all-in” warfare between great nations. Yet it is a fact that the Spanish war, in nearly every way so terrible, has been a hopeful portent in this respect. In Government Spain both the forms and the spirit of democracy have survived to an extent that no one would have foreseen; it would even be true to say that during the first year of the war they were developing.

I was in Catalonia and Aragon from Christmas, 1936, until about the middle of the following year. To be in Spain at that time was a strange and moving experience, because you had before you the spectacle of a people that knew what it wanted, a people facing destiny with its eyes open. The rebellion had plunged the country into chaos and the Government nominally in power at the outbreak of war had acted supinely; if the Spanish people were saved, it had got to be by their own effort. It is not an exaggeration to say that practically the whole resistance of the opening months was the direct and conscious action of the ordinary people in the street, via their trade unions and political organisations. Transport and major industries had devolved directly into the hands of the workers; the militias which had to bear the brunt of the fighting were voluntary organisations growing out of the trade unions. There was plenty of incompetence, of course, but also there were astonishing feats of improvisation. The fields were tilled, trains ran, life away from the fighting line was for the most part peaceful and orderly, and the troops, though poorly armed, were well fed and cared for. With all this there was a spirit of tolerance, a freedom of speech and the press, which no one would have thought possible in time of war. Naturally the social atmosphere changed, in some ways for the worse, as time went on. The country settled down to a long war; there were internal political struggles which resulted in power passing from the hands of socialists and anarchists into the hands of communists, and from the hands of communists into the hands of radical republicans; conscription was imposed and censorship tightened up—two inevitable evils of modern war. But the essentially voluntary spirit of the opening months has never disappeared, and it will have important after-effects.

It would be childish to suppose that a Government victory could have instantly brought a democratic regime into existence. Democracy, as we understand it in Western Europe, is not immediately workable in a country so divided and exhausted as Spain will be when the war is over. Certainly any Government which triumphs over Franco will be of liberal tendency, if only because it will have to sweep away the power of the great landowners and most if not all of the power of the Church. But the task of governing the whole of Spain will be completely different from that of governing the present loyal fraction. There will be large dissident minorities and enormous problems of reconstruction; inevitably this implies a transition period during which the regime will be democratic chiefly in name. On the other hand, if Franco wins even the name will be abandoned. He has made perfectly clear his intention of setting up a corporative state on the Italian model—that is to say, a state in which the majority of people are openly and cynically excluded from having any voice in affairs.

And yet the situation may be less desperate than it looks. Obviously if Franco wins the immediate prospects are not hopeful; but the long-term effects of a Franco victory are hard to foresee, because a dictator in Franco’s position would almost certainly have to depend on foreign support. And if the Government can win, there is reason to think that the evil results necessarily following on civil war may disappear quite rapidly. Wars are normally fought by soldiers who are either conscripts or professionals, but who in either case are essentially in the position of victims and who have only a very dim idea as to what they are fighting about. One could not possibly say the same of the armies of Government Spain. Instead of the usual process of conscripts being fed into a military machine, a civilian people has voluntarily organised itself into an army. It is the psychological after-effects of this that may make a return to democracy more easy.

It was impossible to travel in Spain in early 1937 without feeling that the civil war, amid all its frightful evil, was acting as an educational force. If men were suffering, they were also learning. Scores of thousands of ordinary people had been forced into positions of responsibility and command which a few months earlier they would never have dreamed of. Hundreds of thousands of people found themselves thinking, with an intensity which would hardly have been possible in normal times, about economic theories and political principles. Words like fascism, communism, democracy, socialism, Trotskyism, anarchism, which for the vast mass of human beings are nothing but words, were being eagerly discussed and thought out by men who only yesterday had been illiterate peasants or overworked machine-hands. There was a huge intellectual ferment, a sudden expansion of consciousness. It must be set down to the credit side of the war, a small offset against the death and suffering, and it is doubtful whether it can be completely stamped out, even under a dictatorship.

It is true that things have not fallen out as we expected them to do at that time. To begin with, up till the summer of 1937 everyone in Government Spain took it as a thing assured that the Government was going to win. I would be far from saying that the Government is beaten even now, but the fact is that a Government victory cannot any longer be regarded as certain. Secondly, great numbers of people took it for granted that the war would be followed by a definitely revolutionary movement in the direction of socialism. That possibility has receded. Given a Government victory, it seems much likelier that Spain will develop into a capitalist republic of the type of France than into a socialist state. What seems certain, however, is that no regression to a semi-feudal, priest-ridden regime of the kind that existed up to 1931 or, indeed, up to 1936, is now possible. Such regimes, by their nature, depend upon a general apathy and ignorance which no longer exist in Spain. The people have seen and learned too much. At the lowest estimate, there are several million people who have become impregnated with ideas which make them bad material for an authoritarian state. If Franco wins, he will hold Spain’s development back, but probably only so long as it pays some foreign power to keep him in place. Shooting and imprisoning his political opponents will not help him; there will be too many of them. The desire for liberty, for knowledge, and for a decent standard of living has spread far too widely to be killed by obscurantism or persecution. If that is so, the slaughter and suffering which accompany a modern civil war may not have been altogether wasted.




534A. To Lydia Jackson

1 March 1939 Handwritten


Lydia Jackson (née Jiburtovitch, 1899–1983) was educated at Leningrad University, worked for the Society of Friends in Moscow and, in 1925, came to England, not intending to stay permanently. In 1929 she married Meredith Jackson, a lecturer in law at Cambridge University (and later Professor of Law); they divorced in 1935. In the preceding year she had started studying psychology at University College London; she graduated in 1942 and was awarded a D. Phil. by Oxford University in 1949. She then lectured in psychology, practised child psychotherapy, and, under the name, Elisaveta Fen, translated Chekhov’s plays, 1951–54, published in a single Penguin volume in 1959. Whilst at UCL she became a close friend of Eileen O’Shaugnessy and often visited her home. She knew Orwell from the time he met Eileen and went to their wedding. Her autobiography (written under her pen-name), A Russian’s England (1976), gives good accounts of Eileen (341–44), life at the Orwells’ cottage at Wallington (347–48, 377–78), and Eileen’s and Orwell’s relationship (348 and 349). She also states that Karl Schnetzler (see 2893), a friend of the O’Shaughnessys and the Blairs, used to accompany her on visits to Eileen in 1937 when Eileen was at Wallington minding the shop whilst Orwell was in Spain. She says, ‘Eileen genuinely thought that Karl was in love with me … [Karl and I] were good friends, but neither of us was in love with the other …. There was a look which came over his face when Eileen appeared on the scene which left me in no doubt that he was in love with her’ (417).

Lydia Jackson had visited Orwell at Aylesford Sanatorium in 1938 and she gave this account of her visit:

I found George fully dressed sitting in a deck chair outside; on my arrival, he got up and suggested we should go for a walk in the park. We did not go very far. When we were out of sight of the buildings, we sat on the grass and he put his arms around me.

It was an awkward situation. He did not attract me as a man and his ill health even aroused in me a slight feeling of revulsion. At the same time, the fact that he was a sick man, starved of intimacy with his wife, made it difficult for me to repulse him. I did not want to behave like a prude or to treat the incident as a serious matter. Why should I push him away if kissing me gave him a few minutes of pleasure? I was convinced that he was very fond of Eileen and I was in no sense a rival to her (419).



Boite° Postale 48 Gueliz Marrakech French Morocco

Dear Lydia,

I am afraid it is a very long time since I have written to you & I don’t think you have written to me either, have you? I hope all is going well with you. We are in all probability leaving this country on the 23rd March, in which case we should get back about the 30th. I suppose I shall be in London for a bit before going down to see my people etc. So looking forward to seeing you! So try & keep a date or two open a few days after the 1st of April. How is your work getting on? I hope to get my novel finished before we sail, though it will hardly be typed before then. Parts of it I am quite pleased with, others not. Eileen is well though she has had one or two spells of being a little off colour. I was recently quite ill & in bed for a fortnight with what was evidently flu, however I’m all right again now. I don’t believe in the alleged marvellous qualities of this climate which I think is neither better nor worse than any other. All our spending the winter here has really meant is that we have spent immense quantities of borrowed money, however, we were out of England for the war-crisis & that was a blessed relief. Let’s hope we aren’t going to bump into another just when we get back.

I wonder who your young man is now? I have thought of you so often – have you thought about me, I wonder? I know it’s indiscreet to write such things in letters, but you’ll be clever & burn this, won’t you? I am so looking forward to seeing you & having a good talk with you. Eileen too is longing to get back to England. We’ll have to give up the Wallington cottage, I suppose, but if possible we’re going to get one in Dorset or somewhere. Take care of yourself. Hoping to see you early in April.1

With love
Eric




535. To Jack Common

5 March 1939 Typewritten

Boite° Postale 48 Gueliz Marrakech French Morocco

Dear Jack,

Hope all goes well with you. About our arrangements. If the bank sends us the money in time we’re going to take a boat which sails from Casablanca on the 22nd or 23rd and ought to get to London about the end of March. After that I’ve got to go down to Southwold and see my people and there will be other odds and ends to see to. After much thought we’ve decided to go on living in the cottage for the rest of the summer and not move till the autumn. Apart from anything else we shall have no money at any rate till my book comes out, which would make it very awkward to move, and in any case one can find a better place if one takes one’s time looking for it. Barring war we shall no doubt move, as they say I oughtn’t to spend the winter there and by going further afield one could get a much more sanitary cottage at not much more rent, but we might as well spend the summer there as anywhere else. Also if we go in the autumn we can take certain fruit bushes etc. which we have put in. So, any work you’ve done or had old Hatchett to do won’t have been wasted, rather a barren consideration for you, I’m afraid.

Meanwhile can you do us a great favour, which might, however, ease things up if there happened to be an interval between your finding somewhere else to go to and our coming in. You may remember reading in my book on the Spanish war about Georges Kopp,1 who was commander of my brigade for a while. He’s been for some time staying with Eileen’s brother at Greenwich, but we can’t ask them to have him stay there indefinitely, because they’ve got the house full already and it’s awkward for them. So if necessary could you put him up at Wallington? I don’t mean in the cottage, he can stay at Mrs Anderson’s, but could you see about his meals? Gwen O’Shaughnessy, Eileen’s sister in law, will see about the money for his grub etc., so that you shan’t be out of pocket, and perhaps it wouldn’t be so much trouble for Mary to have one extra person at meals? You’ll find him very easily satisfied. I think you’ll like him also. Of course this might turn out not to be necessary, some job might turn up for him in the mean while, but I doubt whether he’s fit to work yet after being 18 months in jail and starved and so forth. Then if it so happened that you wanted to clear out before we could move in, he could keep the place warm for us. But in any case he’d be there till we come and could then stay for a while until he can get a job, which I expect he can ultimately. If this should turn out to be necessary, I hope it won’t put you out too much.

I’m longing to see England again. It’s starting to get hot here. This is the only time of the year when there’s a bit of greenness, and all the camels, donkeys etc. are gorging themselves while the going’s good. Quite a lot of the wildflowers are the same as in England. The cherry trees are in flower and the apple trees just coming into leaf. It’s nice that we shall see this over again in England. I wonder if there were any snowdrops and crocuses in the garden. I think I shall just finish my novel2 before we board the boat, but it will probably have to be typed on the sea. There’s about 100 pages I’m pleased with, the rest is a failure. I haven’t heard any more about the Penguin business3 and hope it hasn’t fallen through.

Did you drop a card to Miss Woods about Muriel? I haven’t heard a word about Richard but I wrote to his mother to ask about him. If writing, don’t send any letter later than the 15th, as it might miss us. Love to Mary and Peter,

Yours
Eric

P.S.4 Eileen sends love—& the postscript, really to Mary. I think you might find George Kopp quite an asset, especially if you can bear to be separated from the gas oven. He is quite handy in the house & adores cooking. But the thing is this: if you can have him will you write & ask him to come? Without of course mentioning that anyone is going to pay for his food. We feel Gwen may be getting a bit down as she’s just had a baby & the house is full of it & its nurse & the locum it necessitates (Gwen is a doctor). On the other hand she can’t suggest that George should go somewhere else; but she could let him accept our invitation. It could be given on the grounds that he’d be staying with us if we were in England & he might like to see our village (he would). He’s the sort of man who’s happy anywhere if people are pleased to see him & you’d find him interesting to talk to—he speaks English quite fluently. If you don’t want to write to George but don’t mind having him, write to Gwen & she can pass on the invitation. The only important thing is that he should be allowed to think that you’re inviting him spontaneously.


[In Eileen’s hand at the top of the first page of the letter:]



Gwen’s address:

Dr. Gwen O’Shaughnessy,

24 Crooms Hill,

Greenwich,

London S.E. 10




536. To Herbert Read

5 March 1939 Typewritten

Boite° Postale 48 Gueliz Marrakech French Morocco

Dear Read,

Thanks so much for your letter. I am probably leaving this country about the 22nd or 23rd of March and should be in England by the end of the month. I shall probably be in London a few days and I’ll try and arrange to come and see you. If I could help with “Revolt”1 I’d like to, though till I’ve seen what kind of paper it is to be I don’t know whether I could be any use. The trouble is that if I am writing a book as I generally am I find it almost impossible to do any other creative work, but on the other hand I like doing reviews, if they would want anything in that line. If we could keep a leftwing but non-Stalinist review in existence (it’s all a question of money, really) I believe a lot of people would be pleased. People aren’t all fools, they must begin soon to see through this “antifascist” racket. A thought that cheers me a lot is that each generation, which in literature means about ten years, is in revolt against the last, and just as the Audens etc. rose in revolt against the Squires and Drinkwaters,2 there must be another gang about due to rise against the Audens.

About the press business. I quite agree that it’s in a way absurd to start preparing for an underground campaign3 unless you know who is going to campaign and what for, but the point is that if you don’t make some preparations beforehand you will be helpless when you want to start, as you are sure to sooner or later. I cannot believe that the time when one can buy a printing press with no questions asked will last forever. To take an analogous case. When I was a kid you could walk into a bicycle-shop or ironmonger’s and buy any firearm you pleased, short of a field gun, and it did not occur to most people that the Russian revolution and the Irish civil war would bring this state of affairs to an end. It will be the same with printing presses etc. As for the sort of thing we shall find ourselves doing, the way I see the situation is like this. The chances of Labour or any left combination winning the election are in my opinion nil, and in any case if they did get in I doubt whether they’d be better than or much different from the Chamberlain lot. We are therefore in either for war in the next two years, or for prolonged war-preparation, or possibly only for sham war-preparations designed to cover up other objects, but in any of these cases for a fascising° process leading to an authoritarian regime, ie. some kind of austro-fascism.° So long as the objective, real or pretended, is war against germany,° the greater part of the Left will associate themselves with the fascising° process, which will ultimately mean associating themselves with wage-reductions, suppression of free speech, brutalities in the colonies etc. Therefore the revolt against these things will have to be against the Left as well as the Right. The revolt will form itself into two sections, that of the dissident lefts like ourselves, and that of the fascists, this time the idealistic Hitler-fascists, in England more or less represented by Mosley. I don’t know whether Mosley will have the sense and guts to stick out against war with Germany, he might decide to cash in on the patriotism business, but in that case someone else will take his place. If war leads to disaster and revolution, the official Left having already sold out and been identified in the public mind with the war-party, the fascists will have it all their own way unless there is in being some body of people who are both anti-war and anti-fascist. Actually there will be such people, probably very great numbers of them, but their being able to do anything will depend largely on their having some means of expression during the time when discontent is growing. I doubt whether there is much hope of saving England from fascism of one kind or another, but clearly one must put up a fight, and it seems silly to be silenced when one might be making a row merely because one had failed to take a few precautions beforehand. If we laid in printing presses etc. in some discreet place we could then cautiously go to work to get together a distributing agency, and we could then feel “Well, if trouble does come we are ready.” On the other hand if it doesn’t come I should be so pleased that I would not grudge a little wasted effort. As to money, I shall probably be completely penniless for the rest of this year unless something unexpected happens. Perhaps if we definitely decided on a course of action your friend Penrose4 might put up something, and I think there are others who could be got to see the necessity. What about Bertrand Russell,5 for instance? I suppose he has some money, and he would fall in with the idea fast enough if he could be persuaded that free speech is menaced.

When I get back I’ll write or ring up and try and arrange to meet. If you’re going to be in town about the beginning of April, or on the other hand going to be away or something, could you let me know? But better not write to the above as the letter might miss me. Write to: AT: 24 Croom’s Hill, Greenwich SE. 10.

Yours
Eric Blair




537. To Leonard Moore

9 March 1939 Handwritten postcard

[No address]

[No salutation]

We are leaving on March 23rd & should be in England at the end of the month. Please don’t send any communication here after the 15th or it may miss us. Novel finished & will bring it home with me—quicker & safer than sending it. Look forward to seeing you about beginning of April.

All the best
Eric Blair




538. Morocco Diary

12.3.39 VILLA SIMONT:1

Troops2 returning from manoeuvres3 passed the house a few days back, to the number of about 5000 men, more than half of4 these Senegalese. The spahis look pretty good, general physique better than the average of the population. Horses about 14 hands, strong but not much breed, all colours, whites and greys predominating, seemingly some castrated and some not, but no mares (never ridden in this country).5 Notice at the rifle range that6 all horses7 are well accustomed to fire. Seeing them on the march en masse, I do not now think (as I did before) that the Senegalese infantry are superior to the Arabs. They look much of a muchness. With the cavalry were some kind of small-bore quick-firing guns8—could not see the mechanism9 as they were enveloped in canvas, but evidently the bore of the gun was10 1″ or less. Rubber tyres to wheels. Transport wagons have huge all-steel disc wheels and are pulled by three mules. In addition there were11 pack batteries (screw guns12). These13 guns were round about 3″, perhaps 75 mm, though, of course, different from the quick-firer 75 mm. field gun.14 To carry the whole gun, ammunition etc. evidently requires 6–8 mules. The breech-piece of the gun is a load for one mule. A column such as we saw could manoeuvre without difficulty anywhere in country such15 as this, except in the mountains. The men are sent on manoeuvre16 with their heavy khaki overcoats etc., but do not seem to be overloaded as they used to be. Most seemed to be carrying 40–50 lb.

Five English and Americans from the Foreign Legion have been to visit us from time to time:

Craig. Glasgow Irish, but Orange. Fairly superior working-class, claims that17 his father is well-paid office employee18 and to have been the same himself. Age about 25, healthy and good physique. Distinct signs of paranoia (boasting about past grandeurs etc.) as is usual with these types. Has been about 2½ years in the Legion and spent half of this in prison camps etc., having made two attempts to desert.19 Speaks little French. Somewhat “anti-red”, showed hostility at mention of Maxton. Does not like the French and would try not to fight if war came.20

Williams. American, dark hair, possibly touch of dark blood. Health and physique not very good. Has nearly finished his 15 years, then gets small pension (about 500 francs a month) and expects to remain in Morocco. Is now orderly at the officers’ mess. Not well-educated21 but well-disposed and evidently thoughtful.

Rowlands. Age about 30–35. “Superior” type and curious accent which might belong to an22 Eurasian. Drinks when possible. Has done 5 years in the Legion, or nearly, and thinks of leaving (they engage23 for 5 years and can then re-engage if they wish). Evidently has not been much in trouble. Gentle disposition, thoughtful type, but not intelligent.

Smith. American, age about 40, employed as bandsman. Some tendency to drink. Has a good many years of service. Not intelligent24 but evidently good-hearted.

Also a young Scotsman whom I only met once. Evidently there are only two or three other Englishmen and Americans in this lot (the 4th). It is clear that25 Englishmen etc. don’t get on, will not put up with the rough conditions etc., and are also handicapped by inability to learn French, which the Germans are better able to do. All the above-mentioned are still privates. The Legion is predominantly German and the NCOs are usually Germans.

It is clear that life in the Legion is now thoroughly dull. None of the above has26 seen any fighting except innocuous skirmishes. Fights occur among the men sometimes, but the duelling once prevalent has been put down. After a year or so of service a legionnaire27 is still only earning about 2 francs a day (3d), and it never gets much above this unless he becomes an NCO. A sergeant gets 1200 francs a month but has to pay for28 his food and also something for his clothes. Uniforms are badly-fitting but the men get a fair quantity of clothes. They have to launder them themselves. Each man gets ½ litre29 of wine a day. There is no free tobacco issue, and recruits are usually unable to smoke for their first six months.

After the collapse of30 Catalonia the Petit Marocain immediately became much more pro-Franco. Every comparison of French papers with those we receive from England makes it clear that the French and British publics get their news in very different forms, and that one or other press, more probably both, is habitually lying. Eg. the local press did not mention the machine-gunning of refugees31 in Catalonia, alleged in the English press.

To judge from the legionnaires’ rumours there is still some expectation of war. Once the rumour went round that they were to be mobilised tonight. Within the last few days they have received a large consignment of machine guns32 and other small-arms at the depot33 here, as though in expectation of fresh drafts of men. Whenever a French warship touches at Casablanca numbers of the sailors are sent34 on voluntary-compulsory trips35 to Marrakech, where they fraternise with the soldiers.

Some of the crops of barley are now in ear and look fairly good. It appears that by local standards there has been a large rainfall this year and crops are expected to be good.




539. To Jack Common

19 March 1939 Handwritten

Marrakech

Dear Jack,

Thanks so much for your good offices re. George Kopp. He wrote telling us you had invited him to go to Wallington & that he wasn’t going, at which I dare say you were not unrelieved, though you’d have liked him, I think. It’s all rather awkward, Gwen O’Shaughnessy, Eileen’s sister in law, has been putting him up for about 2 months now & we can’t ask her to do so indefinitely. Meanwhile I don’t know if it is going to make difficulties about our moving in—there being no one there, I mean. If so be you wanted to move out before we could get back, ie. that some opportunity of another house arose, or something, I suppose it would be quite simple to arrange with old Hatchett to look after the creatures till we arrive. He knows we’ll make it up to him, & anyway, he’s very good & kind about undertaking anything like that. I don’t think we’ll reach London before April 2nd, & then I must go straight down & see my father, who I am afraid is dying, poor old man. It’s wonderful how he’s lasted through this winter, which must have been beastly cold in Suffolk, & he was too frail to be moved. He’s 81, so he’s had a pretty good innings, but what a hole it seems to leave when someone you have known since childhood goes. We can’t get back earlier because the boat we were to have sailed on on the 23rd has been delayed at sea in some way. Of course if something like that didn’t happen on any journey I take this wouldn’t be my life. However there’s a Japanese boat a few days later which has got to stop off at Casablanca to drop a cargo of tea & we are going to take that instead. I’ve never been on a Japanese boat before but I’m told they’re very good. We could go the way we came, across Spanish Morocco to Tangier, but it is intolerable if one has much luggage. Coming down we lost most of our luggage & didn’t get it back for weeks because at every station there is an enormous horde of Arabs all literally fighting for the job of porter, & whenever the train stops they invade it, grab all luggage they can see, carry it off & stow it away in any other trains that happen to be in the station, after which it steams away into various parts of Africa while you try to explain what has happened to people who don’t speak anything but arabic. I like to go as far as possible by sea, because on a ship at any rate there’s no question of getting out at the wrong station.

My novel’s finished,1 which is why I’m writing in pen, as it is being typed. I’ve heard from Richard, who’s at Perpignan & sounds pretty exhausted, as well he may be. I wonder if we can possibly get 5 years of respite before the next war. It doesn’t look like it. Anyway, thank God for a roof over one’s head & a patch of potatoes when the fun begins. I hope Muriel’s mating went through. It is a most unedifying spectacle, by the way, if you happened to watch it. Love to Mary & Peter. Eileen sends love. Don’t write because it would cross us. If any occasion to write, write to the Greenwich address.

Yours
Eric

P.S. Did my rhubarb come up, I wonder? I had a lot, & then last year the frost buggered it up. I don’t know whether it survives that or not.




540. Morocco Diary

21.3.39 HOTEL DES NEGOCIANTS, MARRAKECH:

Yesterday the Sultan made an official visit and drove through the town, which had been previously decorated1 with flags etc. and several thousand troops to line the streets. Obviously this was intended partly as a loyalty-parade in connection with the present crisis. It is evident that the people, ie. Arabs, here have a great feeling of loyalty to the Sultan.2 There was much enthusiasm even in the Gueliz where normally there is not a large Arab population. Great numbers of the3 petty chiefs and their retainers, forming4 a sort of irregular cavalry, all armed with muzzle-loader guns. Evidently the French are not afraid to allow these guns (good up to 2 or 3 hundred yards5 in all probability) to be freely scattered about the countryside. The Arabs’ loyalty to the Sultan, who is completely under the thumb of the French, makes things a lot easier for the French.6 Madame V. told me that Arabs will even make signs of obeisance when hearing the Sultan’s voice over the radio.7 The Sultan is a small, not very impressive-looking man of 30–40.

Senegalese troops when seen in the mass look very good. Saw a detachment of the Foreign Legion march past. Contrary to my earlier impression, physique and carriage very good.

More attention being paid to the war-crisis this time. French people refer to it spontaneously, which they did not last time. Even Arabs talk about it, eg. our servant Madhjub Mahomed,8 who informed us that there was “going to be war” and that it was the same as last time, ie. against Germany. Madhjub evidently fought in Europe in the Great War.9 He cannot read any language, but has some ideas of geography, eg. he10 knows you have to cross the sea to get to Europe.

E. remarks that Arab children have no toys whatever. This seems to be the case. In the Arab quarters no toys of any sort are on sale, no dolls, kites, tops or what-not, and the very few toys (sometimes a ball) one sees in Arab children’s hands are of European manufacture. In any case they don’t seem to play much. Great numbers are working from the age of about 6 on ward, and most seem to know the value of money almost as soon as they can walk.

Soldiers in the Foreign Legion are not allowed into chemists’11 shops (because of drugs and poisons) without a special permit.




541. Morocco Diary

28.3.39 ON BOARD SS. YASUKUNIMARU (NYK)1 CROSSING BAY OF BISCAY:

Yasukuni is 11,950 tons. Do not yet know, but from vibrations2 judge that she is a motor-ship. Apart from the bridge, only 3 decks above water-level. Cabins and other appointments pretty good, but certain difficulties in that entire3 crew and personnel are Japanese and apart4 from the officers the majority do not speak much English. Second class fare Casablanca–London £6.10. As the boat normally goes straight to London from Gibraltar & on this occasion went out of her way to deliver a load of tea, fare from Gibraltar would probably be the same. P. & O. tourist class is £6.10 London–Gibraltar. Food on this ship slightly better than on the P. & O. & service distinctly better, but the stewards here have the advantage that the ship is almost empty. Facilities for drinking not so good, or for deck games, owing to comparatively restricted space.

Do not know what the accomodation° for passengers would be, but presumably at least 500. At present there are only 15 in the second class, about 12 in the third, & evidently not many in the 1st, though I don’t know how many. One or two of the 2nd & 3rd class are Danes or other Scandinavians, one or two Dutch, the rest English, including some private soldiers who got on at Gibraltar. It appears that for its whole voyage the ship has been as empty as this. Since the Chino-Japanese war English people from the far east will not travel on the Japanese boats. All the P. & O. boats said to be crowded out in consequence.

Run of the ship during the last 24 hours 378 miles. This was in pretty good weather conditions. Left Casablanca 4 pm on 26.3.39, & allowing for waiting for tides etc. in London river should apparently dock on evening of 30th or morning of 31st. (morning of 30th) (in dock about 9 am = 87 hours Casa – dock.)5

Ship gives out a cyclostyled sheet of news every day. Movies occasionally (have not seen them yet.)

In Casablanca went to the pictures, & saw films making it virtually certain that the French Gov. t expects war. The first a film on the life of a soldier, following up all the different branches & with some very good shots of the inner arrangements of the Maginot line. This film had evidently been hurriedly constructed & went into much greater detail than is normal in films of this kind. The other was the Pathé news gazette, in which the announcer gave what was practically a political speech denouncing Germany. Then more shots of British & French troops etc. The significant point was the attitude of the audience—utterly unenthusiastic, hardly a clap, & a few hostile comments.

This time all the French people are convinced it is war. A number began talking to us spontaneously about it, all deploring the prospect (eg. in one or two cases, “It does no good to us, it’s only the rich who profit out of it”, etc., etc.), though sometimes describing Hitler as a “salaud.”

A.R.P. (ie F.A.P.A.C.) notices, calling for volunteer helpers, posted in Marrakech for the first time about 20th March. According to Madame M., whose son is at St Cyr, even the cadets there do not want war, though ready for it, of course.




542. To Leonard Moore

30 March 1939 Handwritten postcard

[No address]

Dear Mr. Moore,

I got back this morning & dropped in at your office this afternoon to deposit the ms. of my novel.1 So sorry to find you are off colour. I hope you don’t mind my having asked them to send the novel in to Gollancz right away—it’s already six months late & this will save a few days. Hoping to see you some time next week.

Yours
Eric Blair




542A. To Lydia Jackson

[30 March 1939] Handwritten postcard1

[No address]

Dear Lydia,

I knocked at the door of your flat & was very disappointed not to find you at home. I gathered from the hall porter that you weren’t actually away from London. I’ve got tomorrow to go down & see my parents for the week-end, but hope to see you when I get back, about Tuesday. Meanwhile if clever I may be able to look in for an hour tomorrow morning, so try & stay at home in the morning will you?

Love
Eric




542B. To Lydia Jackson

Friday [31 March 1939]1 Handwritten

36 High Street Southwold Suffolk

Dear Lydia,

You were mean not to stay at home this morning like I asked you. But perhaps you couldn’t. I rang up 3 times. Are you angry with me? I did write to you twice from Morocco & I don’t think you wrote to me. But listen. I am coming back to town Monday or Tuesday, & Eileen is going to stay down here a bit longer. I shall have to be in town several days to see to various things, so we can arrange to meet – unless you don’t want to. I’ll ring up.

Yours ever.
Eric.




543. To Leonard Moore

6 April 1939 Handwritten

At. 36 High St. Southwold Suffolk

Dear Mr. Moore,

I am sorry to say I am in bed again, which is why I haven’t been to see you as I said I would. I came down to see my people, & then no doubt caught cold or something, but it is nothing serious & I shall be about again in a day or two. Next week I am going back to our cottage, where we are going to stay for the rest of the summer, & I shall have to stay at any rate a few days to put things in order, but if it is necessary I can come up to town again after that, in fact I shall probably have to in any case. I hope there isn’t being° any hitch about the novel. Gollancz you may remember put it on his list of last autumn, & from what he said was evidently anxious to go on publishing my stuff, but if he makes any trouble about this book, other than the minor alterations of names etc. which they always seem to demand, it might be better to change to another publisher.

Did anything finally materialise about the Penguin people?

I hope you are well over your attack of flu. My wife sends all the best. I shall be at this address till the 11th.1

Yours sincerely
Eric Blair




544. To Jack Common

Sunday, [9 April 1939] Handwritten

36 High St. Southwold Suffolk

Dear Jack,

Many thanks for yours, which has been forwarded from London, & please excuse delay both in answering & putting in an appearance. I was to have come down to Wallington last Wed. (5th) after making a hasty visit here, then no sooner got here than I became ill again & have spent a week in bed. It’s nothing serious, mainly due to the change of temperature no doubt, & Eileen’s had a cold too, probably from the same cause. We are coming down to Wallington on Tuesday (the 11th) but probably shan’t arrive till 6 or 7 pm I think Eileen’s mother is being dropped there earlier & Mrs Anderson1 has been informed, so doubtless all will be well. I’m sorry if we’ve thrown you out with this late arrival & hope you haven’t had too much [stick]2 & worry coming all the way down from Sandon to look after the beasts. However it’s nearly over. I wonder whether Muriel’s come on heat yet. I always wanted to get a mate from one of those Govt. stud billies but didn’t know there was one anywhere within striking distance. Later when we go in for goats properly I’d like to have one myself. He’d no doubt pay his keep with stud fees. It’s possible M. has gone off because it’s the spring but she’ll come on later, & in any case she’s good to stay in milk about 16 months, & I am going to get another milker any way. I hope you’re all flourishing & more or less finished with winter colds etc. If you’re in one of the Council houses you’re no doubt finding it a lot more sanitary than our cottage. We intend to stay the summer, then move. I finished my novel3 just before we got back & dumped it but haven’t heard any repercussions yet. Gollancz was anxious that I shouldn’t “leave” him as they call it & by contract he’s supposed to publish my next 3 fictions, but if he tries to bugger me about I think I shall leave him, & then there’ll be long complications about who else to go to. Love to Mary & Peter—looking forward to seeing you in the near future.

Yours
Eric




545. Eileen Blair to Mary Common

[9? April 1939] Handwritten

S wold.

Dear Mary,

I hope you aren’t cursing us too heartily—or rather that you’re now cursing heartily enough to get it over by Tuesday,1 when we really hope to arrive. What telegrams etc. you have had I can’t quite gather. The life here is what you might call hectic. E’s father is permanently & very ill, his mother got ill with phlebitis, I came down all in a rush as they say to do a bit of filial-by-law nursing & was met on the doorstep by Eric with a temperature of about 102. Since then all have been in bed & I have spent the whole day creating confusion in one sickroom after another. (There is a visiting nurse for the massages etc. but no maid.) But God willing we’ll see you in two–three days, at Wallington. As Eric’s ill (or was—his chest has behaved very nicely & he’s convalescent) my mother decided to go & open the house & take the several tons of stuff we have parked in London so that we can go straight from here – but I rather hope you know more than I about these arrangements.

Till Tuesday if you can make it.

Eileen.

By the way, it seems likely to me that we shall arrive about midnight on Tuesday, so I expect it’s till Wed. I hope you like the L.H’s.2




545A. To Lydia Jackson

Tuesday [11 April 1939]1 Handwritten

Southwold

Dear Lydia,

I’m so sorry it fell through about my coming up to London, but, as I dare say you guessed, I started being ill almost immediately after I got here & have spent most of this week in bed. I’m all right now. Today we are going direct to Wallington, but in not many days I’ll have to come up to town on business, & we’ll meet then. I’ll let you know beforehand. So sorry it didn’t come off this time.

Best love
Eric


Lydia Jackson records that her annoyance ‘was extinguished by compassion. So when we met at last, I could not be unpleasant to him. He, no doubt, chose to think that I let him kiss me because I liked it. I did not’ (431). She did not want to deceive Eileen, whose friendship she ‘valued much more than his’ and she ‘resisted throughout [their relationship] becoming a love affair’. One day Eileen arrived in her flat ‘in a state of great frustration and anger against her husband’. Eileen told her that on their return from Morocco ‘their relationship had been unusually harmonious’ but things had begun to go ‘seriously wrong’. The cause, Eileen believed, was ‘a schoolmistress, or something’ whom Orwell had known before he married Eileen. ‘The village people saw him meeting her. This affair goes on because she wouldn’t sleep with him. If she had, it would have been finished long ago’ (431–32). Lydia Jackson makes no more references in her autobiography to Orwell’s infatuation for her and the next of the thirteen letters that he wrote to her that have survived is dated 1 April 1945. As she kept these seventeen letters of 1939 and from 1945 to 1949, it may be that these are all he wrote to her. Lydia Jackson stayed at Barnhill from 26 March to 2 April 1948 when Orwell was in Hairmyres Hospital, Glasgow, and it is possible that whilst at Barnhill she typed out the final version of ‘Such, Such Were the Joys’. She probably visited Orwell at Hairmyres on her way to or from Jura (or on both occasions) in April 1948, and she also arranged to see him at Hairmyres in July 1948 (see 3416A). The schoolmistress was doubtless Brenda Salkeld; see 107, n. 2.






546. To Leonard Moore

25 April 1939 Handwritten

The Stores Wallington Nr. Baldock Herts.

Dear Mr Moore,

Many thanks for your letter. I am afraid you must be very overworked, with Miss Perriam away and having been unwell yourself, and I am sorry to trouble you with all this stuff.

I thought Gollancz might show fight. The book1 is, of course, only a novel and more or less unpolitical, so far as it is possible for a book to be that nowadays, but its general tendency is pacifist, and there is one chapter (Chapter i. of Part III—I suppose you haven’t seen the manuscript) which describes a Left Book Club meeting and which Gollancz no doubt objects to. I also think it perfectly conceivable that some of Gollancz’s Communist friends have been at him to drop me and any other politically doubtful writers who are on his list. You know how this political racket works, and of course it is a bit difficult for Gollancz, or at any rate Lawrence and Wishart, to be publishing books proving that persons like myself are German spies and at the same time to be publishing my own books. Meanwhile how does our contract stand? I didn’t see our last contract, which you may remember was drawn up while I was in Spain, but I understood from my wife that Gollancz undertook to publish my next three works of fiction and pay £100 in advance on each. He has also had this book in his advance lists three times, owing to the delay caused by my illness. But at the same time I think it would be much better not to pin him down to his contract if he is really reluctant to publish the book. To begin with he has treated me very well and I don’t want to make unpleasantness for him, and secondly if he really objects to the book he could hardly be expected to push it once published. It might be better to have a quite frank explanation with him. If we are to go to another publisher, whom do you recommend? I suppose it would be better to go to one of the big ones if they will have me, but meanwhile there will I suppose be considerable delays. It is all a great nuisance. I have earned little or no money since last spring and am infernally hard up and in debt, and I was looking to this book to see me through the summer while I get on with my next. I am also not completely decided about my next book, I have ideas for two books which I had thought of writing simultaneously, and if we are going to change publishers it might be necessary to talk that over too. So perhaps the sooner this business is settled the better. I am sorry to be such a nuisance.

I hope you are quite over your flu. I am very well again and have been putting in some strenuous gardening to make up for lost time. My wife sends all the best.

Yours sincerely
Eric Blair

P.S. [at top of letter] If G. wants alterations in the book, I am willing to make the usual minor changes to avoid libel actions, but not structural alterations.




547. Review of The Mysterious Mr. Bull by Wyndham Lewis; The School for Dictators by Ignazio Silone

New English Weekly, 8 June 1939

I do not think it is unfair to say that Mr. Wyndham Lewis1 has “gone Left.” He says somewhere in his “Mysterious Mr. Bull” at any rate, that he is a “revolutionary” and “for the poor against the rich,” things which one would not altogether have inferred from some of his earlier writings, and he even says that he has recently “modified” certain of his opinions, a very brave admission in these days when the sub-title of almost every book on a political subject might as well be “I told you so.”

And of course it was inevitable that a man of Mr. Lewis’s calibre should “modify” his opinions sooner or later. For how could one go on backing Hitler after Hitler had won? So long as Fascism was on the defensive, or merely struggling for power, it was possible to see it as a kind of enlightened despotism or dynamic conservatism which might save us from the “leftwing orthodoxy” of which Mr. Lewis so justly complained. But the trouble is that as soon as any dictator actually begins to dictate it becomes clear that he is not an enlightened despot, and above all is not a conservative; he is merely an end-product of democracy, a sort of Strube’s “little man”2 blown up with a bicycle pump. What chance would a man like Mr. Lewis have under a dictatorship of the modern type? As a painter he would be judaeo-marxist or bourgeois-formalist, and as a writer he would not even last long enough to be bumped off in the first purge. We are at a moment when the only possible choice is between being a democrat and a masochist. At any rate, whatever his motives, the one-time blasphemer against the Left is sitting on the penitent’s bench, perhaps even baptised, though not by total immersion, of course.

Like most penitents, he shows a certain tendency to overdo it. Of course he is not attracted by the “News Chronicle’s” war-mongering, he foresees and dislikes the “status quo war” towards which we are being driven, and he sees the lack of any real difference between the policies of the so-called Right and Left. But he also shows a curious readiness to believe that the official leaders of the Left are more honest than their opponents, and to take their “antifascist” enthusiasm almost at its face-value. I should have thought that events since 1935 had made it perfectly clear that most (not quite all) of what now goes by the name of “antifascism” is simply a thin disguise for jingo imperialism, complicated in the case of the monied intelligentsia by sheer lack of anything useful to do. Here Mr. Lewis’s—in my opinion—far too generous estimate of the English character is of importance. He makes the usual claims for the English—they are peace-loving, kindly, unassuming, etc., etc. The closing paragraph of the book would do almost as it stands for a leader in the “Daily Telegraph.” And yet the fact remains that for a hundred years past these kind-hearted English have exploited their fellow-creatures with a callous selfishness unparalleled in history. It is quite true, as Mr. Lewis points out, that every extension of the Empire has been made in the face of a certain amount of popular protest, but the significant fact is that these protests have never been real enough to take issue in action. And at any moment when the Empire is actually menaced, the anti-imperialist of yesterday is always found to be in hysterics about the safety of Gibraltar. The truth is that in a prosperous country, especially an imperialist country, left-wing politics are largely make-believe. The unwritten law is always “Fight as much as you like but don’t upset the beer,” and the transparent honesty of a few isolated men like Cripps3 does not alter the general situation.

In the earlier part of the book Mr. Lewis attempts the rather unprofitable tasks of tracing the ancestry of the English. Who are the English? Are the lowland Scots the only real English, and are the South English merely Saxons? English history up to the Norman Conquest is a sort of kaleidoscope,° and even at the present day it is impossible to get hold of reliable statistics about the prevalence of fair hair and blue eyes. Politically this mongrel ancestry of the English has been rather an advantage, because it allows them to be as “racial” as anyone else and at the same time to turn their racialism in any desired direction, like a kind of hosepipe. Thus we were “Teutons” from 1870 to 1914, we ceased being “Teutons” on August 4, 1914, only to become “Nordics” round about 1920 and remain so until the rise of Hitler. But in any case, does it matter?

Perhaps it is an impertinence, but I rather wish Mr. Lewis would read Silone’s “The School for Dictators.” It deals with the inside of the political mess which Mr. Lewis is handling rather diffidently from the outside. Silone is a revolutionary and an honest man (which rather suggests the old story about “Why did they put them two fellers in the same grave?”), and therefore, needless to say, an exile. His book takes the form of a series of conversations between a Mr. W., who aims at becoming dictator of the United States, an amiable old idiot named Professor Pickup, and Thomas the Cynic, a political refugee who has had so many aliases that he has forgotten his own name. Professor Pickup, the typical academic bore, stuffed with useless learning, honestly believes that authoritarian government is a Good Thing, but the other two are under no illusions. They know that the aim of a dictator is simply to dictate, and they discuss with a wealth of instances ranging from Agathocles4 to General Franco the only problem that interests Mr. W., that of attaining and keeping power. The great charm of the book is that it is written by a man who is inside the leftwing movement but whose mind has never developed the characteristic diseases of leftwing thought. The intrigues, line-ups, betrayals, putsches, civil wars, purges, riots, murders and libels which have made up European political history since the war are written about with astonishing knowledge, but without any of the dreary slogan-shouting of the ordinary political writer on the one hand, or the smart-aleck omniscience of the Reids and Gunthers5 and their kind on the other. Silone is certainly one of the most interesting of the writers who have come up in the last five years. His “Fontamara” is one of the brightest spots of the Penguin Library. He is one of those men who are denounced as Communists by Fascists and as Fascists by Communists, a band of men which is still small but is gradually growing. It is not inconceivable that Mr. Lewis himself may belong to it one of these days. Meanwhile I seriously believe he could profit by reading this book, because at present his handling of political problems, in spite of his independence of mind and his characteristic flashes of acumen, shows a certain naiveté.




548. To Leonard Moore

[11 June 19391] Handwritten

The Stores Wallington Nr. Baldock Herts

Dear Mr. Moore,

Many thanks for sending the books.2 I wonder if you could get me 4 extra copies & charge them up to me? And do you think Gollancz could send copies to the “Adelphi” & “New English Weekly” (ie. if he was not going to do so any way)? I can be sure of sympathetic reviews there.

Yours sincerely
Eric Blair




549. Publication of Coming Up for Air


Coming Up for Air was published by Victor Gollancz Ltd on 12 June 1939, and in the United States in 1950 by Harcourt, Brace and Company. Gollancz printed 2,000 copies, and a further 1,000 were required almost immediately. They sold out in a couple of years. A second edition was published in 1948 by Secker & Warburg, as the first volume of their Uniform Edition of Orwell; see Crick, 375–76.

The outline of a contract between Orwell and Gollancz survives for the publication of three ‘new and original full-length novels’ after Keep the Aspidistra Flying; see 357. This gives Orwell’s royalty as 10% on the first 1,000 copies; 12½% on the second 1,000; and 15% on the next 3,000; and 20% thereafter. The book sold for 7s 6d. Orwell’s royalty on 3,000 copies would amount to £140 12s 6d, less Moore’s commission of at least 10%: a net of £126 11s 3d (£126.56). Spread over the two years of the book’s sale that averaged about £1 per week.

Ruth Dudley Edwards, in Victor Gollancz: A Biography (1987), records that Gollancz ‘disapproved of the political aspects of George Orwell’s novel, Coming Up for Air, which included a parody of an LBC [Left Book Club] meeting …. Yet to Orwell’s surprise, Victor published the book as it stood …’(289).

T. R. Fyvel in ‘A Writer’s Life,’ World Review, June 1950, remarked, ‘For the first time … one of his novels enjoyed a moderate popular success’ (18).

Elizabeth Bowen reviewed Coming Up for Air in Purpose, 11, October–December 1939, with three other novels, advising her readers: ‘This is a book to read now.’






550. To Yvonne Davet

19 June 1939 Typewritten

The Stores Wallington Nr. Baldock, HERTS. Angleterre

Chère camarade,

Je vous envois les chapitres 7–10,1 et je vous enverrai les autres en quelques jours quand je les aurai corrigés. Dans ces quatre chapitres j’ai fait des remarques aux pages: 120, 126, 128, 141, 164, 165, 168, 174, 207. En nul cas il n’y a grand’ chose à changer, et il me semble que la traduction exprime très bien le sentiment de l’original. J’espère bien que vous n’aurez pas eu votre travail pour rien. Dans le cas que nous ne trouvons pas un éditeur, je ne vois rien d’inconvenient de faire paraître quelques chapitres dans une revue. L’introduction de Georges Kopp me plait beaucoup,2 mais quant à ça je suivrai les idées de l’éditeur, si nous en trouvons un. Dans le même cas je serai tout prêt à écrire une introduction moi-même. Je ferai savoir à Warburg qu’il ne faut pas trop demander. Il me surprend qu’il a demandé £40 pour le livre de Freda Uttley°3—peut-être parce-qu’il a eu un assez grand succès en Angleterre.

Jusqu’à l’autre jour je ne savais pas que vous n’aviez pas une exemplaire de “Homage to Catalonia”. Il y a une année j’ai demandé à Warburg de vous en envoyer une et il m’a promis de le faire mais a peut-être oublié. L’autre jour je vous ai envoyé une exemplaire de preuve, mais je vous enverrai une vraie exemplaire du livre aussitôt que je pourrai en obtenir une. Il n’y a d’ailleurs pas de difference de texte entre le livre et le manuscrit. On pourrait changer le nom de Monte Oscuro à Monte Trazo4—sans doute je me suis trompé.

Mon dernier livre5 est paru il y a une semaine. Je ne sais pas encore comment il a été reçu. Vous aurez remarqué que je suis toujours chez Gollancz, l’éditeur Staliniste!

Très fraternellement
Eric Blair

Translation

I am sending you chapters 7–10,1 and I shall send the others in a few days when I have corrected them. In these four chapters I have made notes on pages 120, 126, 128, 141, 164, 165, 168, 174, 207. There is not very much to alter anywhere, and I think the translation expresses the feeling of the original very well. I do hope that all your work will not be in vain. If we cannot find a publisher, I do not see why we should not publish some chapters in a magazine. I like the introduction by Georges Kopp very much,2 but here I shall be guided by the wishes of the publisher, if we can find one. If necessary I am quite prepared to write an introduction myself. I shall let Warburg know he must not ask too much. I am surprised he asked £40 for Freda Utley’s book3—it is probably because the book was quite successful in England.

Until the other day I didn’t know you did not have a copy of Homage to Catalonia. A year ago I asked Warburg to send you one and he promised he would, but he probably forgot. The other day I sent you a proof copy, but I shall send you a proper copy of the book as soon as I can get one. Anyway there is no textual difference between the book and the manuscript. The name of Monte Oscuro could be changed to Monte Trazo4—I was definitely mistaken.

My latest book5 came out a week ago. I don’t yet know how it will be received. You will have noticed that I am still with Gollancz, that Stalinist publisher!




551. To A. P. Watt & Son

21 June 1939 Typewritten


On 19 June A. P. Watt & Son wrote to Orwell to ask if they might act as his literary agent. They enclosed a copy of James Agate’s review of Coming Up for Air from the Daily Express, 15 June 1939, and listed some of their more famous clients, who included John Buchan, Pearl Buck, Rudyard Kipling, W. Somerset Maugham, H. G. Wells, and P. G. Wodehouse.



The Stores Wallington Nr. Baldock HERTS.

Dear Sir,

With reference to your letter dated 19th June, many thanks for the offer, but Messrs. Christy and Moore have been my agents for a good many years.

Yours truly
George Orwell




552. Review of Union Now by Clarence K. Streit

The Adelphi, July 1939


It is possible that this review salvages something from Orwell’s pamphlet ‘Socialism and War,’ which was not published and the manuscript of which has not survived. See 458, n. 1, and 506.



A dozen years ago anyone who had foretold the political line-up of to-day would have been looked on as a lunatic. And yet the truth is that the present situation—not in detail, of course, but in its main outlines—ought to have been predictable even in the golden age before Hitler. Something like it was bound to happen as soon as British security was seriously threatened.

In a prosperous country, above all in an imperialist country, left-wing politics are always partly humbug. There can be no real reconstruction that would not lead to at least a temporary drop in the English standard of life, which is another way of saying that the majority of left-wing politicians and publicists are people who earn their living by demanding something that they don’t genuinely want. They are red-hot revolutionaries as long as all goes well, but every real emergency reveals instantly that they are shamming. One threat to the Suez Canal, and “antifascism” and “defence of British interests” are discovered to be identical.

It would be very shallow as well as unfair to suggest that there is nothing in what is now called “antifascism” except a concern for British dividends. But it is a fact that the political obscenities of the past two years, the sort of monstrous harlequinade in which everyone is constantly bounding across the stage in a false nose—Quakers shouting for a bigger army, Communists waving union jacks, Winston Churchill posing as a democrat—would not have been possible without this guilty consciousness that we are all in the same boat. Much against their will the British governing class have been forced into the anti-Hitler position. It is still possible that they will find a way out of it, but they are arming in the obvious expectation of war and they will almost certainly fight when the point is reached at which the alternative would be to give away some of their own property instead of, as hitherto, other people’s. And meanwhile the so-called opposition, instead of trying to stop the drift to war, are rushing ahead, preparing the ground and forestalling any possible criticism. So far as one can discover the English people are still extremely hostile to the idea of war, but in so far as they are becoming reconciled to it, it is not the militarists but the “anti-militarists” of five years ago who are responsible. The Labour Party keeps up a pettifogging grizzle against conscription at the same time as its own propaganda makes any real struggle against conscription impossible. The Bren machine guns pour from the factories, books with titles like Tanks in the Next War, Gas in the Next War, etc., pour from the press, and the warriors of the New Statesman glose over the nature of the process by means of such phrases as “Peace Bloc,” “Peace Front,” “Democratic Front,” and, in general, by pretending that the world is an assemblage of sheep and goats, neatly partitioned off by national frontiers.

In this connection it is well worth having a look at Mr. Streit’s much-discussed book, Union Now. Mr. Streit,1 like the partisans of the “Peace Bloc,” wants the democracies to gang up against the dictatorships, but his book is outstanding for two reasons. To begin with he goes further than most of the others and offers a plan which, even if it is startling, is constructive. Secondly, in spite of a rather nineteen-twentyish American naivete, he has an essentially decent cast of mind. He genuinely loathes the thought of war, and he does not sink to the hypocrisy of pretending that any country which can be bought or bullied into the British orbit instantly becomes a democracy. His book therefore presents a kind of test case. In it you are seeing the sheep-and-goats theory at its best. If you can’t accept it in that form you will certainly never accept it in the form handed out by the Left Book Club.

Briefly, what Mr. Streit suggests is that the democratic nations, starting with fifteen which he names, should voluntarily form themselves into a union—not a league or an alliance, but a union similar to the United States, with a common government, common money and complete internal free trade. The initial fifteen states are, of course, the U.S.A., France, Great Britain, the self-governing dominions of the British Empire, and the smaller European democracies, not including Czechoslovakia, which still existed when the book was written. Later, other states could be admitted to the Union when and if they “proved themselves worthy.” It is implied all along that the state of peace and prosperity existing within the Union would be so enviable that everyone else would soon be pining to join it.

It is worth noticing that this scheme is not so visionary as it sounds. Of course it is not going to happen, nothing advocated by well-meaning literary men ever happens, and there are certain difficulties which Mr. Streit does not discuss; but it is of the order of things which could happen. Geographically the U.S.A. and the western European democracies are nearer to being a unit than, for instance, the British Empire. Most of their trade is with one another, they contain within their own territories everything they need, and Mr. Streit is probably right in claiming that their combined strength would be so great as to make any attack on them hopeless, even if the U.S.S.R. joined up with Germany. Why then does one see at a glance that this scheme has something wrong with it? What is there about it that smells—for it does smell, of course?

What it smells of, as usual, is hypocrisy and self-righteousness. Mr. Streit himself is not a hypocrite, but his vision is limited. Look again at his list of sheep and goats. No need to boggle at the goats (Germany, Italy and Japan), they are goats right enough, and billies at that. But look at the sheep! Perhaps the U.S.A. will pass inspection if one does not look too closely. But what about France? What about England? What about even Belgium and Holland? Like everyone of his school of thought, Mr. Streit has coolly lumped the huge British and French empires—in essence nothing but mechanisms for exploiting cheap coloured labour—under the heading of democracies!

Here and there in the book, though not often, there are references to the “dependencies” of the democratic states. “Dependencies” means subject races. It is explained that they are to go on being dependencies, that their resources are to be pooled among the states of the Union, and that their coloured inhabitants will lack the right to vote in Union affairs. Except where the tables of statistics bring it out, one would never for a moment guess what numbers of human beings are involved. India, for instance, which contains more inhabitants than the whole of the “fifteen democracies” put together, gets just a page and a half in Mr. Streit’s book, and that merely to explain that as India is not yet fit for self-government the status quo must continue. And here one begins to see what would really be happening if Mr. Streit’s scheme were put into operation. The British and French empires, with their six hundred million disenfranchised human beings, would simply be receiving fresh police forces; the huge strength of the U.S.A. would be behind the robbery of India and Africa. Mr. Streit is letting cats out of bags, but all phrases like “Peace Bloc,” “Peace Front,” etc., contain some such implication; all imply a tightening-up of the existing structure. The unspoken clause is always “not counting niggers.” For how can we make a “firm stand” against Hitler if we are simultaneously weakening ourselves at home? In other words, how can we “fight Fascism” except by bolstering up a far vaster injustice?

For of course it is vaster. What we always forget is that the overwhelming bulk of the British proletariat does not live in Britain, but in Asia and Africa. It is not in Hitler’s power, for instance, to make a penny an hour a normal industrial wage; it is perfectly normal in India, and we are at great pains to keep it so. One gets some idea of the real relationship of England and India when one reflects that the per capita annual income in England is something over £80, and in India about £7. It is quite common for an Indian coolie’s leg to be thinner than the average Englishman’s arm. And there is nothing racial in this, for well-fed members of the same races are of normal physique; it is due to simple starvation. This is the system which we all live on and which we denounce when there seems to be no danger of its being altered. Of late, however, it has become the first duty of a “good antifascist” to lie about it and help to keep it in being.

What real settlement, of the slightest value, can there be along these lines? What meaning would there be, even if it were successful, in bringing down Hitler’s system in order to stabilise something that is far bigger and in its different way just as bad?

But apparently, for lack of any real opposition, this is going to be our objective. Mr. Streit’s ingenious ideas will not be put into operation, but something resembling the “Peace Bloc” proposals probably will. The British and Russian governments are still haggling, stalling and uttering muffled threats to change sides, but circumstances will probably drive them together. And what then? No doubt the alliance will stave off war for a year or two. Then Hitler’s move will be to feel for a weak spot or an unguarded moment; then our move will be more armaments, more militarisation, more propaganda, more war-mindedness—and so on, at increasing speed. It is doubtful whether prolonged war-preparation is morally any better than war itself; there are even reasons for thinking that it may be slightly worse. Only two or three years of it, and we may sink almost unresisting into some local variant of austro-fascism. And perhaps a year or two later, in reaction against this, there will appear something we have never had in England yet—a real Fascist movement. And because it will have the guts to speak plainly it will gather into its ranks the very people who ought to be opposing it.

Further than that it is difficult to see. The downward slide is happening because nearly all the Socialist leaders, when it comes to the pinch, are merely His Majesty’s Opposition, and nobody else knows how to mobilise the decency of the English people, which one meets with everywhere when one talks to human beings instead of reading newspapers. Nothing is likely to save us except the emergence within the next two years of a real mass party whose first pledges are to refuse war and to right imperial injustice. But if any such party exists at present, it is only as a possibility, in a few tiny germs lying here and there in unwatered soil.




553. Diary of Events Leading Up to the War

2 July-1 September 1939


Orwell’s ‘Diary of Events Leading Up to the War’ is, in the main, a listing of extracts from newspapers, especially the Daily Telegraph, from 2 July to 1 September 1939, and it concludes with a summary dated 3 September. The manuscript comprises fifty-five pages. Except for 24 August—to which two pages are devoted—there is one page for each day recorded. One page is blank except for its headings—3 July—and for ten days no record was made—18 and 31 July; 3, 5, 9, 13, 16, and 25–27 August. However, items for these dates are sometimes included on later pages. The hiatus 25–27 August is explained, and made up, in the summary dated 28 August.

Each page is divided in half horizontally, the upper half recording events, the lower half, sources of information; and is also divided into five columns, headed Foreign & General, Social, Party Politics, Miscellaneous, and Remarks (capitalisation has been regularised). The allocation of topics to these headings is sometimes arbitrary. The column ‘Remarks’—rarely used—gives what might best be termed footnotes. The writing is often small and cramped, and whereas one column might be very full, others may be empty.

The transcription given here is arranged sequentially. Entries are listed under the date they were made by Orwell and beneath the relevant heading. The dates are not repeated as in the original. Whereas Orwell gave a source and date as a footnote to each entry, here the source only is given, in square brackets, after the items, and a date is included only if it differs from that at the head of the section. Orwell’s remarks are placed below the item to which they refer and are marked ‘[Orwell’s note].’

Orwell quotes forty-one sources for the 297 items. Of these, 138 (46.5%) are the Daily Telegraph. The others are: Sunday Times, 20; Sunday Express, 16; Manchester Guardian Weekly, 13; News Chronicle and New Leader, 8 each; Socialist Correspondence1 and The Times, 7 each; radio (BBC), 6; Smallholder, 5; Daily Mirror, File S.P. 1,2 and private (unspecified), 4 each; Daily Express, Daily Herald, Daily Worker, E.H.,3 Left Forum, and The Observer, 3 each; C. W.,4 Daily Mail, Manchester Guardian, Revolutionary Proletarian,5 and The Week, 2 each; 17 others, 1 each; and 12 unspecified. There is a noticeable increase in references to The Times and the News Chronicle, and a proportionate decrease in references to the Daily Telegraph, when Orwell went to stay with L. H. Myers at Ringwood on 24 August (see 565, 28.8.39, n. 1), confirming what these figures show: that it was to the Daily Telegraph that Orwell looked for factual information during these months.

There is some variation in the way Orwell itemises entries, using Arabic and Roman numerals, underlining once or twice, or not at all; his practice has here been disregarded. He also varies capitalisation of section headings; that has here been regularised.

The diary entries, in conformity with Orwell’s other diaries, are printed in sloped roman type. Relevant notes follow each date.
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2.7.39

Foreign & General

1. Poland states that Danzig1 will be occupied if Danzig Senate declares for the Reich. [Sunday Times]

2. N.L.C.2 of Labour Party broadcast in German in much the same terms as at September crisis. [Observer]

Party Politics

Sinclair,3 Ramsay Muir,4 Amery,5 Eden,6 Cripps,7 Burgin8 make virtually identical statements re. resistance to German agression.° [Sunday Times]

3.7.39

[Headings only; no entries]




555. To Leonard Moore

14 July 1939 [4 July?]1 Typewritten

The Stores Wallington Nr. Baldock, HERTS.

Dear Mr. Moore,

Many thanks for your letter. I called at your office yesterday and was sorry not to find you there. I am terribly behind with my book of essays2 which I had hoped to finish by September at latest. These infernal illnesses have of course wasted months of time. Also I am sorry to tell you my father has just died. I was with the poor old man for the last week of his life, and then there was the funeral etc., etc., all terribly upsetting and depressing. However, he was 82 and had been very active till he was over 80, so he had had a good life, and I am very glad that latterly he had not been so disappointed in me as before. Curiously enough his last moment of consciousness was hearing that review I had in the Sunday Times. He heard about it and wanted to see it, and my sister took it in and read it to him, and a little later he lost consciousness for the last time.

About the book. I shan’t be starting my novel till after I have done the book of essays, and unless something upsets my plans I intend doing next a long novel, really the first part of an enormous novel, a sort of saga(!) which will have to be published in three parts. I think I ought to finish the book of essays in October, but the novel will take a long time and even barring wars, illnesses etc. isn’t like[ly]3 to be finished before the late summer of 1940. Those at any rate are my plans. As to the book of essays, I don’t know whether Gollancz will want them. They may be a bit off his track, and as they are sort of literary-sociological essays they touch at places on politics, on which I am certain to say things he wouldn’t approve of. The subjects are Charles Dickens, boys’ weekly papers (the Gem, Magnet etc.), and Henry Miller, the American novelist. I am finishing the rough draft of the Dickens one now, but the others probably won’t take so long. I should say it will be a short book, 50–60 thousand words. I don’t know whether this is at all the kind of thing to interest Gollancz, but if he wants to have the first refusal that is up to him and you. If he wants to take a chance on the book and put it in his lists I will think of a title, but I can’t send a specimen, as it is all rather in a mess as yet.

I see “Coming up for Air” has gone into a second edition, so I suppose it’s doing fairly well. It had some wonderful reviews, especially from James Agate. The Frenchwoman4 who was translating “Homage to Catalonia” has finished it and is hawking it round various publishers, always unsuccessfully, as people are fed up with books on the Spanish war, which well they may be. She has an idea however that she may be able to induce someone to publish it or part of it unpaid. But she is afraid Warburg will kick against this, as he apparently did over some book of Freda Utley’s.5 In case of this coming to anything, I suppose we can get Warburg to agree.6 It’s always a bit of an advert., and in any case one never gets much out of a French publisher. Appropos° of this, can you tell me what if anything ever came of that Burmese translation of “Burmese Days” which those people wrote to me about? It was sometime last year.7

I hope all goes well. My wife sends all the best.

Yours sincerely
Eric Blair




556. Diary of Events Leading Up to the War

4.7.39

Foreign & General

1. Fighting reported on Manchukuo1-Mongolian border. [Daily Telegraph]

Social

1. Unemployment now down to about 1,350,000. [Daily Telegraph]

2. Egg-production of England & Wales in 1937 about 3,250 million. [Smallholder, 24.6.39]

5.7.39

Foreign & General

1. More fighting reported on Manchukuo border. [Daily Telegraph]

Party Politics

1. Conservative M.P.s to petition for Churchill’s2 entry into Cabinet. Following D. T.’s3 article, many letters to this effect. [Daily Telegraph]

6.7.39

Foreign & General

1. Britain to grant arms credit of £100 million to Poland, Turkey & Rumania. [Daily Telegraph]

2. Polish, Turkish & Chinese gov.ts said to believe Stalin genuinely desires pact. [Daily Telegraph]

Party Politics

1. McGovern4 again attacking L.P.5 in Parliament. [Daily Telegraph]

7.7.39

Foreign & General

1. Fighting on Manchukuo border reported this time from Russian sources (Tass agency). [Daily Telegraph]

Party Politics

1. At Zurich conference of I.F.T.U.,6 British T. U. leaders now advocating affiliation of Russian unions. [Manchester Guardian Weekly]

8.7.39

Foreign & General

1. Public Information Leaflet No. 1 (Civil Defence) issued by the Post Office today. Large-scale A.R.P.7 practice to take place tonight over S.E. England. [No separate reference]

Party Politics

1. I.F.T.U. now apparently refusing Russian affiliation, France, Mexico, Norway & G. Britain voting for (the last two conditionally), U.S.A. & most European countries against. [Daily Telegraph]

2. Trial of Julienfn1 Besteiro8 begins in Madrid today. (J. B. took part in Casado9 junta). [Daily Telegraph]

Miscellaneous

1. Rat population of G. Britain estimated at 4–5 million. [Smallholder, 7.7.39]

9.7.39

Foreign & General

1. Madame Tabouis10 considers chances of full Russian-French-British pact are now small & hints that Russians wish to regain position of Czarist Empire in the Baltic provinces. [Sunday Dispatch]

Social

1. Population of Scotland now more than 5 million. [Sunday Times]

Party Politics

1. I.F.T.U. rejected motion to invite Russian affiliation, but not v. large majority.fn211 [Sunday Times]

10.7.39

Foreign & General

1. Germany said to be demanding entire Rumanian wheat crop, also part of what is left over from 1938 crop. [Daily Telegraph]

2. Large-scale practice blackout12 on Sat. night said to have gone off successfully. [Daily Telegraph]

Social

1. Groups of friends entering militia are being13 split up, sufficiently noticeably for this to call for explanation by the W.O.14 [Daily Telegraph]

Party Politics

1. Papers which appealed on July 3 for inclusion of Churchill in cabinet were D. Tel., Yorkshire Post, News-C., M. Guardian & Dy. Mirror. It is alleged that Communist party after demanding C’s inclusion for some months are becoming alarmed now that it appears likely to happen. [Socialist Correspondence, 8.7.39]

2. Bela Kun15 again reported shot in Moscow. [La. Révolution Prolétarienne]

11.7.39

Foreign & General

1. More reports of fighting on Manchukuo border, sufficient to indicate that fighting (prob. inconclusive) has actually taken place. [Daily Telegraph]

2. Chamberlain’s16 speech reiterates that we shall support Poles in case of Danzig coup, but seems to leave initiative to Poles. [Daily Telegraph]

3. German reports that Russian submarine fleet is larger than anticipated. Warships using Stalin canal17 for first time. [Daily Telegraph]

Party Politics

1. Further letters in D. Tel. demanding inclusion of Churchill. These however do not imply very strong criticism of Chamberlain. D. Tel. prints a few against. Times said to be printing none for. [Daily Telegraph]

Miscellaneous

1. Death of Havelock Ellis,18 aged 80, gets small front page mention in D. Tel. [Daily Telegraph]

12.7.39

Foreign & General

1. Expulsion of foreigners from Italian Tyrol does not include Americans.19 Rumours that purpose is to cover movements of German troops into Italy. E. Standard correspondent declares this is a mare’s nest. [Daily Telegraph; London Evening Standard]

2. Chamberlain’s speech apparently taken seriously throughout most of world. [Daily Herald]

Social

1. J. A. Spender published letter in Times attacking Sir A. Sinclair. Sinclair’s reply refused publication. Today various prominent Liberals sent joint letter to D. Tel. exposing this, which D. Tel. published.20 [Daily Telegraph]

2. Labour amendment to Agricultural Development Bill, to make farm labourers’ minimum wage £2 (present average 35/-) defeated by only 4 votes. [Daily Herald]

Party Politics

1. Catholic press as represented by the Universe is now strongly anti-Nazi but scarcely as yet anti-Italian & still strongly anti-red as regards Spain. [Universe, 7.7.39]

13.7.39

Social

1. J. A. Spender continues his attack on Sinclair. Times prints other letters to same effect, none contradicting.21 [The Times]

Party Politics

1. Labour Party has more or less refused conditional affiliation of I.L.P.22 I.L.P. evidently considering all-but unconditional affiliation. [The Times; New Leader, 14.7.39]

14.7.39

Foreign & General

1. Public Information Leaflet No. 2 (masking windows etc.) issued today. German visitors state gas masks have not been distributed in Germany. [No reference]

Social

1. M. G. Weekly prints facts about the Spender letter, & letter from Bonham Carter23 etc. [Manchester Guardian Weekly]

Party Politics

1. M. G. Weekly considers pro-Churchill move inside the Conservative party has been checkmated. [Manchester Guardian Weekly]

2. Communist party pamphlet against conscription withdrawn from circulation after 3 weeks. [Left Forum, July 1939]

15.7.39

Foreign & General

1. Large demonstration against British Embassy in Tokio. [Daily Telegraph]

2. Celebration of 150th anniversary of taking of Bastille included march-past of 30,000 troops including British. [Daily Telegraph]

3. Conscription of all persons 18–55 ordered in Hong Kong, but evidently so phrased as to apply chiefly to Chinese & allow exemption to most of the whites. [Daily Telegraph]

Social

1. Cmr. Stephen King-Hall’s24 German circular letters thought to have reached 50,000 people in Germany, evading the Gestapo by different-sized envelopes & different methods of folding. [Daily Telegraph]

2. Beginning of what are evidently large spy-revelations in France (cf. U.S.A.) by arrest of various persons connected with rightwing° newspapers. [Daily Telegraph]

Party Politics

1. Economic League accuses P.P.U.25 of being vehicle of Nazi propaganda. [Daily Telegraph]

2. Individual membership of N.C.L.26 now said to be 4500. Affiliations: 281 Women’s Co-op Guilds, 30 Trades Councils & T.U. branches, 37 Labour parties & Women’s sections, 10 Co-op parties etc., 53 P.P.U. branches, & miscellaneous. Communist press accuses N.C.L. of being a Fascist body. [No Conscription, July–August 1939; Daily Worker, 13.6.39]

Miscellaneous

1. Crowds at Eton-Harrow match27 estimated at 10,000 & said to be smartest gathering for some years. [No reference]

16.7.39

Foreign & General

1. 12,000 naval reservists to be called up July 31 for about 7 weeks. [Sunday Times]

2. General impression that Anglo-Russian pact is going to fall through. [Sunday Times; Sunday Express]

3. Sunday Express states that move to include Churchill in Cabinet is really move to get rid of Chamberlain. [Sunday Express]

3. Social

1. No mention of dissentients among 30,000 militiamen called up yesterday. [No reference]

2. More or less scaremongering article (submarine menace) by Liddell Hart28 in Sunday Express. [Sunday Express]

Party Politics

1. Liberal retains N. Cornwall seat, slightly increasing previous small majority. Both candidates’ polls rose largely. [Daily Telegraph, 15.7.39]

2. Beaverbrook press29 accuses P.P. U. of being pro-Nazi, misquoting article. [Peace News, 14.7.39]

Miscellaneous

1. Eton Harrow match ends in a fight, the first time since 1919.30 [Sunday Express]

17.7.39

Foreign & General

1. British send cruiser & thus prevent threatened anti-British demonstration at Tsingtao.31 Tokyo conversations evidently not getting anywhere. [Daily Telegraph]

2. Anglo-Russian pact only just makes front page of D. Tel. [Daily Telegraph]

Social

1. Definitely stated in D. Tel. that Saturday’s militia draft (34,000 men) turned up with not one absentee (except cases of illness etc). [Daily Telegraph]

Party Politics

1. Left wing of Indian Congress party (as judged by “Congress Socialist”) more vigorously anti-war than before. Publishes vicious attack on C.P.32 from Trotskyist angle, but another article demands democratic bloc. [Congress Socialist; no date given]

2. Serious trouble in I.L.P. on pacifist-revolutionary controversy & long statement from I.L.P.’ers (London group) published in “Socialist Correspondence”, which also takes other opportunities of attacking McGovern. [Socialist Correspondence]

19.7.39

Foreign & General

1. Gov.t advising all householders to lay in supply of non-perishable food. Leaflet on the subject to be issued shortly. [Daily Telegraph]

2. D. Tel. gives over 2 pages to scale pictures of entire British battle fleet. [Daily Telegraph]

3. German economic mission in Moscow said to be making no more progress than Anglo-Russian pact, with implication that 3-cornered bargaining is going on. [No reference]

Party Politics

1. First appearance of People’s Party in Hythe by-election. [Daily Telegraph]

2. Appears that Lidell° Hart’s book “Defence of Britain” boosts Hore Belisha.°33 [Daily Telegraph, 18.7.39]

Miscellaneous

1. General estimation that harvest this year will be good, & not (as last year) wheat only. [No reference]

20.7.39

Foreign & General

1. Public Information Leaflet no. 3 (evacuation34) issued today. Never less than 4 searchlights visible at night from this village. [No reference]

2. News from Danzig seems to indicate that all there expect Danzig to fall into German hands in near future. [Daily Telegraph]

3. France said to be in favour of acceptance of Russian terms for Anglo-Russian pact, which have not been altered re. the Baltic States. [Daily Telegraph]

Social

1. One of the editors of Humanité35 questioned by the Paris police with ref. to spy revelations, but no indication from report whether merely in advisory capacity or under suspicion of complicity. [Daily Telegraph]

2. Recent W.O.36 regulation has forbidden army officers to resign their commissions & seemingly steps are being taken to prevent N.C.Os buying out37 from the service (present cost £35). [Daily Telegraph]




557. To Leonard Moore

21 July 1939 Typewritten

The Stores Wallington Nr. Baldock, HERTS.

Dear Mr Moore,

Many thanks for your letter of the 17th. I enclose a summary of the three essays I am doing,1 which you can show to Gollancz if you think fit. In the event of his deciding to take a chance at the book I will think of a title. As to the novel, of course it was only the first third I was projecting to have ready by next summer, and that of course barring accidents, such as having to write some kind of potboiler meanwhile. Last year Nelson’s approached me to do a book on poverty in England for their series.2 It fell through owing to my illness, but I see we are going to be terribly hard up before long and am thinking of writing to them to know whether they are still interested.

Yours sincerely
Eric Blair




558. Diary of Events Leading Up to the War

21.7.39

Foreign & General

1. Polish official assassinated on Danzig frontier & consequent “tension.”1 [Daily Telegraph]

Social

1. Times has leading article explaining (not very satisfactorily) the business of the Spender letter. [The Times, 20.7.39]

2. M. G. Weekly prints long letter extolling the Italian régime in Abyssinia & another answering this. [Manchester Guardian Weekly]

Party Politics

1. Conservatives hold Hythe with reduced majority. Only 37% of electorate voted. People’s Party candidate polled 5–600 votes. [Daily Telegraph]

2. Internal row in London I.L.P. still obscure, but evidently reduces to a quarrel between the E. C.2 who wish to attract pacifists into the party & the London Divisional Council who are more or less Trotskyist. Apparently some hope of getting rid of the latter. [New Leader]

3. Parliamentary debate on Palestine, illegal immigration etc., passed off with less row than had been anticipated. [Daily Telegraph]

22.7.39

Foreign & General

1. Rumours of impending Anglo-American deal with Germany, which is said to be connected with Herr Wohltat’s visit but not as yet sponsored by the Cabinet.3 Conditions to be loan of £1000 million & access to raw materials, in return for disarmament under international surveyance. [Daily Telegraph]

2. Russian fleet exercises evidently designed to impress Baltic States. [Daily Telegraph]

Social

1. D. Tel. gossip column notes that nearly 100 Conservative MPs. are officers in the territorials, R.A.F. voluntary reserve etc. [Daily Telegraph]

Party Politics

1. Queipo de Llano4 relieved of his post. [Daily Telegraph]

2. Friendly review of my novel in “Daily Worker.”5 [Daily Worker, 19.7.39]

23.7.39

Foreign & General

1. Appears from today’s press that the offer referred to in this column yesterday has actually been talked of, but only unofficially. Cabinet disclaim knowledge but evidently know all about it. Presumption is that it has been allowed to leak out to see how the public take it. Terms were: loan (amount not stated) to Germany, raw materials & possible condominium in certain African possessions, against partial disarmament & withdrawal from Czechoslovakia. [Sunday Times; Sunday Express]

2. Now evident that Russian pact will fall through. [Sunday Express]

3. Calling up of territorials & naval reservists suggests that danger moment will be first week in August. [Sunday Times]

Party Politics

1. Cause of Queipo de Llano’s dismissal said to be that he protested against tying Spain to the Axis & threatened to declare independence of Andalusia.6 [Sunday Express]

2. Nat. Liberals intend to split Gov.t vote in Brecon by-election.7 [Sunday Express]

3. Editor (Grey)8 of pro-Fascist “Aeroplane” has resigned for unexplained reasons.9 [Sunday Express]

4. Beaverbrook press now more openly against the Russian pact & for isolationism than for some months past. [No reference]

24.7.39

Foreign & General

1. The conversation with Wohltat was held by R. S. Hudson (Overseas Trade) who reported to the P.M. following day. Obviously the affair has been allowed to leak out intentionally. Italian press reported as suggesting that this (tie-up with Germany) is a threat aimed at impressing U.S.S.R. Anglo-Russian pact back on front page with suggestion that Stalin really wants it. German trade talks are also being resumed, this presumably a threat aimed at England. [Daily Telegraph]

2. Fighting on Mongolia° border evidently genuine. [Daily Telegraph]

3. Japanese press giving advance forecast of terms to Britain over Tientsin10 which would clearly not be accepted. [Daily Telegraph]

25.7.39

Foreign & General

1. Brit-Japanese agreement very vaguely worded but amounts to climbing down on Britain’s part as in effect it amounts to a promise not to help Chinese.11 Chamberlain denies any alteration in British policy. [Daily Telegraph]

2. Anglo-Soviet pact back on front page & appears more probable. [Daily Telegraph]

Social

1. Bill to deal with I.R.A. provides for power to prohibit entry of aliens, deportation of aliens, & compulsary registration of aliens. Also emergency power to Sup.ts of Police to search without warrant. Bill said to be for 2 years only. Not seriously opposed (passed 218–17.) [Daily Telegraph]

26.7.39

Foreign & General

1. General impression in world press that Gt. Britain has climbed down in Tokyo agreement. [Daily Telegraph]

2. Another demonstration flight of 240 aeroplanes over France. Joint French-British aeroplane production now claimed to equal German. [Daily Telegraph]

Social

1. Proposal to affiliate N.U.J.12 to T.U.C.13 lost by very narrow margin (ballot showed actual majority for but not ⅔ majority). [Daily Telegraph]

Party Politics

1. Franco evidently standing by his Axis commitments & seems about due for his June purge against de Llano, Yague14 & others. [Daily Telegraph]

2. Litvinoff15 apparently in disgrace. [Daily Telegraph]




559. Review of Stendhal by F. C. Green

New English Weekly, 27 July 1939

“Stendhal,” by Mr. F. C. Green, is said to be the first book on Stendhal written in English for over sixty years. What this probably demonstrates is that the biographer and the novelist need different material to work on. Stendhal’s life was of the kind that is absorbingly interesting when one sees it from the inside, as one does in certain passages in his novels, but not particularly suited to biography, because he lived more or less in obscurity and had periods of years on end when nothing particular was happening. He was never a popular idol or a resounding scandal, never even starved in a garret or wrote masterpieces in a debtors’ prison. In a fairly active life of fifty-nine years (1783–1842) his experiences seem to have been, on the whole, the kind of experiences that happen to ordinary unsuccessful people.

One of them was to see war at close quarters. For some years Stendhal held a responsible position in the supplies department of Napoleon’s army, and he was in the retreat from Moscow, which in itself would be quite enough adventure for one normal lifetime. It was the kind of thing that would never happen to an even potentially successful writer, but undoubtedly it was a bit of luck for all of us that it happened to Stendhal. He seems to have written little or nothing about the Moscow campaign, but without that large-scale demonstration of the boringness of war he might never have written his celebrated description of Waterloo, which must be one of the earliest pieces of truthful battle-literature in existence. As a soldier and later as a consular agent Stendhal seems to have been both brave and competent, but it is evident that like most sensitive people he found action boring. Among the flames of Moscow he read an English translation of “Paul et Virginie,” and during the revolution of 1830 he sat listening to the gunfire in the streets without, apparently, feeling any impulse to join in. The things that seem to have moved him most deeply were scenery and, of course, an endless succession of love-affairs, in which he was passably successful. He also caught syphilis, a thing that must have affected his outlook to some extent, though, as Professor Green points out, before Ibsen and Brieux had done their worst syphilis was merely a disease like any other.1

As a writer Stendhal is in a peculiar position, because everyone has read two of his books and nobody except a small circle of admirers has read any of the others. Professor Green gives long and interesting analyses of his four principal novels, but finds it as difficult as it always is to explain just where Stendhal’s charm lies. For of course with Stendhal it is above all a question of charm. There is something about him, a kind of mental climate, that makes it possible for him to get away with all the vices that ruin the ordinary sensitive novel. As for the besetting sin of novelists, narcissism, he is able to wallow in it without ever once giving offence. Of the two novels that everyone knows, it is easier to see why “Le Rouge et le Noir” leaves a lasting impression behind, because it has what the other at first sight seems to lack, a central unifying theme. As Professor Green rightly says, its theme is class-hatred. Julien Sorel, the clever, ambitious peasant-boy, at a time when reaction has triumphed and right-thinking is synonymous with stupidity, enters the Church with quite deliberate hypocrisy, because the Church is the only profession in which one can rise. As a poor hanger-on in aristocratic families, he loathes from the bottom of his heart the snobbish half-wits who surround him. But what gives the book its tone is that his hatred is mixed up with envy, as it would be in real life, of course. Julien is in fact the type of° the revolutionary, and nine times out of ten a revolutionary is merely a climber with a bomb in his pocket. After all, the hated aristocrats are deeply fascinating. Mathilde de la Mole is all the more fascinating because of her atrocious pride and egoism. “What a frightful character!” Julien thinks, and instantly her frightfulness makes her twice as desirable as before. It is interesting to compare “Le Rouge et le Noir” with another epic of snobbishness, “Great Expectations.” Here the whole thing is happening on a lower social level, but there is a certain similarity of theme. Once again it is the fascination of something felt and known to be rotten. The one flaw in “Le Rouge et le Noir” is the shooting of Madame de Rênal, which brings Julien to the guillotine. Professor Green maintains that this too can be explained in terms of class-hatred. It may be so, and yet few people can have read the book without feeling that this is a peculiarly meaningless outrage and has only been put in because Julien has got to die in the limelight. A comparatively probable ending would have been to have him killed in a duel by some jealous relative of Mathilde. Perhaps this would have struck Stendhal as too obvious.

“La Chartreuse de Parme” does not seem at first sight to have an equally seizable theme, and yet one cannot read it without feeling that it has a theme, if only because Stendhal is peculiarly adept at producing what Professor Green calls “unity of tone.” Without his very delicate feeling for proportion he could not deal so freely in improbabilities. Actually the theme of “La Chartreuse de Parme” is magnanimity. Unlike people in real life, the principal characters in it are spiritually decent. Apart from the Waterloo episode the whole book is an escape from time and space into a sort of Shakespearean never-never land. Admittedly it is a queer kind of magnanimity that the characters show, but that is just where Stendhal’s genius comes in. For what one is obliged to feel is not merely that the Duchess of Sanseverina is superior to the ordinary “good” woman, but that she herself is a good woman, in spite of a few trifles like murder, incest, etc. She and Fabrice and even Mosca are incapable of acting meanly, a thing that carries no weight in the Judaeo-Christian scheme of morals. Like several other novelists of the first rank, Stendhal has discovered a new kind of sensitiveness. He is deeply sentimental and completely adult, and it is perhaps this unlikely combination that is the basis of his peculiar flavour.

In parts, at any rate in the opening chapters, Mr. Green’s is not an easy book to read, but it must have been a lot harder to write. Apart from the labour of research it needed a very difficult interweaving of biography and criticism. I doubt whether this could have been more skilfully or conscientiously done than it is here, and what is especially to be praised is the way in which Professor Green has avoided the Maurois touch and ignored the picturesqueness of Stendhal’s background—the Revolution, Napoleon, etc., etc. He sticks to his subject, and when he is doubtful about the facts he says so. The book was certainly needed, and it deserves to become the standard English biography of Stendhal.




560. Diary of Events Leading Up to the War

27.7.39

Foreign & General

1. More fighting on Manchukuo border. Japanese said to be contemplating blockade of Russian half of Sakhalin. [Daily Telegraph]

2. French-British-Russian staff talks being arranged for. Question of Baltic states apparently unsettled. [Daily Telegraph]

3. Public Information leaflet No. 4 (food storage) issued today. [No reference]

Party Politics

1. Conservatives held Monmouth div.n with reduced majority. Both polls dropped. [Daily Telegraph]

2. Queipo de Llano appointed ambassador to Argentine.1 [Daily Telegraph]

3. Summary of efforts of the various anti-war groups to be found in New English Weekly 20 & 27.7.39 [New English Weekly, 20–27.7.39]

4. The MP. s (19) who voted against the I.R.A. bill included Gallacher, Pritt,2 Cripps. [New Leader, 28.7.39]

28.7.39

Foreign & General

1. Americans evidently deciding to denounce commercial treaty with Japan. [Daily Telegraph]

Social

1. Gov. t apparently considering raising of old age pension, no doubt with an eye to general election. [Daily Telegraph]

2. Rich gold deposits said to have been found near Great Slave Lake in Canada. [Daily Telegraph]

3. Smallholders & small farmers evidently being incommoded by conscription. First special tribunal under M.T. act3 had 20 objectors to deal with, none apparently on political grounds. [Smallholder; Daily Telegraph]

Party Politics

1. Fresh purge in Moscow, including Tarioff, Soviet Minister to Outer Mongolia. [Daily Telegraph]

2. French handing over £8 millions of Spanish gold to Franco. [Daily Telegraph]

3. P.P.U., N.C.L, Friends & Fellowship of Reconciliation were able to be represented at first tribunal under M. T. Act. [Daily Telegraph]

29.7.39

Foreign & General

1. French general election to be postponed by decree for 2 years (ie. until 1942). [Daily Telegraph]

2. Evidently° that fairly severe struggle is going on in Spain between Axis supporters (Suñer4) & Traditionalists (esp. the generals, Yague etc.) & that there is likelihood of Franco remaining neutral in case of war. [Manchester Guardian Weekly; Daily Telegraph]

Social

1. Editor of Humanité who was tried in test case for printing various allegations about German espionage in France, acquitted. Order of arrest issued against another journalist for writing anti-Semitic article.fn1 [Daily Telegraph]

Party Politics

1. Labour held Colne Valley constituency with increased majority. (Labour vote rose about 1000, Liberal & Cons. each dropped 2–3 thousand.) [Daily Telegraph]

2. According to figures given in MG.,5 3–500 people a week (Republicans) have been being shot in. Catalonia from May onwards.6 [Manchester Guardian Weekly]

Miscellaneous

1. Guards trooped the colours in 3’s7 for the first time yesterday. [Daily Telegraph]

30.7.39

Foreign & General

1. Seems clear that Parliament will adjourn as usual with no previous arrangements for recall before October.8 [Sunday Times]

2. There are now 60,000 German troops (ie. including police, storm troopers etc.) in Danzig. [Sunday Times]

3. Seemingly authoritative article in S. Times states that in case of war Jugo-Slavia will certainly be neutral but more likely to be pro-ally if the Russian pact goes through & the Croats are given the degree of autonomy they want. Population of 14 m. includes 5 m. Serbs, 5 m. Croats, ½m. Hungarians, ½m. Germans, the rest presumably Slovenes. Pan-Slav feeling strong among the poorer classes. [Sunday Times]

Social

1. One of Daladier’s9 decrees sets up separate propaganda dep. t under P.M.’s control. Working hours of civil service raised from 40 to 45.

France’s gold reserve now said to be second only to that of U.S.A. Gold holding of Bank of France is £560 m. [Sunday Times]

2. I.R.A. suspects already being deported in fairly large numbers (about 20 hitherto). [Sunday Times; Daily Telegraph, 29.7.39]

1.8.39

Foreign & General

1. Military mission probably leaving for Moscow this week. Leader (Admiral Plunkett-Ernle-Erle-Drax10) took part in mission to Tsarist Russia just before Great War. [Daily Telegraph]

2. Polish Gov.t taking economic sanctions against Danzig amounting to refusal to import products of certain factories. [Daily Telegraph]

3. British authorities apparently agreeing to hand over the 4 Chinese alleged terrorists hiding in the Tientsin concession.11 [Daily Telegraph]

Social

1. Number of unemployed for July about 1¼ millions, fn2½ million less than same period in 1938. Total number in insured employment close on 13 million, more than ½ million more than a year ago. [Daily Telegraph]

2. In first 34,000 militia men° called up only 58 absented themselves without leave. [Daily Telegraph]

3. Prohibition inaugurated in Bombay Presidency.12 [Daily Telegraph]

Party Politics

1. Queipo de Llano appointed chief of Spanish military mission to Italy. [Daily Telegraph]

2. Socialist Correspondence claims that Labour Members who voted against I.R.A. bill are being threatened with discipline by Parliamentary Group. [Socialist Correspondence, 29.7.39]

3. P.O.U.M.13 Youth Group managing to issue leaflets. [Socialist Correspondence, 29.7.39]

Miscellaneous

1. New method of bracken destruction by mowing plus sodium chlorate successfully extirpates bracken using only 20 lb. of s.c. per acre. [Daily Telegraph; Farmer & Stockbreeder]

2. This year’s European wheat production, excluding U.S.S.R., estimated at 44 million metric tons, slightly above average but 14% less than last year’s [Daily Telegraph]

2.8.39

Foreign & General

1. Announced today that ration cards are already printed & ready. [Daily Telegraph]

2. Chamberlain’s speech broadcast throughout U.S.S.R.14 [Daily Telegraph]

3. Number of Ukrainian leaders arrested in Poland. [Daily Telegraph]

Social

1. Labour MPs’ complaints in Parliament about conditions in militia turn upon such things as militiamen sleeping 8 in a tent. [Daily Telegraph]

2. Appears that German Jewish refugees are settling in great numbers in certain parts of London, eg. Golders Green, & buying houses which they have plenty of money to do. [Private (C. W.)15]

Party Politics.

1. Rumour of quarrels among Spanish refugee higher-ups in Paris over money & disagreement between Negrin & Prieto.16 [Private (R.R.)17]

2. Col. Wedgwood’s18 Catholic Constituents (to number of 5000, mostly working-class) in Newcastle under Lyne,° have memorialised stating that they will vote against him. [Private (C.W.)]




561. To Leonard Moore

4 August 1939 Typewritten

The Stores Wallington Nr. Baldock, HERTS.

Dear Mr Moore,

Naturally I’m delighted about the Albatross business.1 It was very clever of you to work it. I’ve always wanted to crash one of those continental editions. English people abroad always read the few English books they can get hold of with such attention that I’m sure it’s the best kind of publicity.

Of course I’ve no objection to the alterations they want to make, but in two of the four cases I’ve suggested substituting another phrase instead of just leaving a blank. Of course they can do as they prefer, but in these two cases I felt that simply to cut the phrase out without inserting another would upset the balance of the paragraph. Also as they’re going to set up the type anew they might correct two misprints which I let through. I’ve made notes on all this on the attached,2 and perhaps you could explain to them.

Yours
Eric Blair




562. Diary of Events Leading Up to the War

4.8.39

Foreign & General

1. French-Brit. military mission leaving tomorrow on slow liner which will take a week to reach Leningrad. The “Week”1 suggests that the move is not intended seriously. Quotations from Finnish papers & Swedish Foreign Minister’s speech suggest that Baltic States are genuinely nervous. [Daily Telegraph; Manchester Guardian Weekly; The Week, 2.8.39]

2. Germany said to be considering transference of Slovakia from Hungary in order to detach the latter from Poland.2 Said also to be systematically depleting Slovakia of timber, foodstuffs & machinery. [Manchester Guardian Weekly. Given reference number 3 for 2]

Social

1. Mander M.P. (Lib.)3 declares Anglo-German Fellowship4 a pro-German organisation & asks whether Home Sec. can supress it. Hoare5 replies unable to do anything unless an organisation breaks the law. [Daily Telegraph]

Party Politics

1. Labour won Brecon & Radnor by 2500 majority.6 Labour vote rose about 750, Gov. t vote dropped about 4000, & total poll dropped. [Daily Telegraph]

Miscellaneous

1. Albatross Press7 arranging for publication of my last book require excision of certain (though not all) unfriendly references to Hitler. Say they are obliged to do this as their books circulate largely in Germany. Also excision of a passage of about a page suggesting that war is imminent. [F.8 Personal]

6.8.39

Foreign & General

1. Purge of Sudeten9 leaders taking place, evidently as result of Czech pressure & as prelude to milder methods. [Sunday Times]

2. Polish gov. t evidently now ready to allow Russians to use Polish air bases. [Sunday Times]

3. S. Express considers Franco has definitely come down on the side of the Axis, but hints that French & Swiss banks who have hitherto lent him £5 m. are putting pressure on him by withholding further loans. [No reference given, but evidently Sunday Express]

Social

1. Evidently there has been trouble about the food in the militia. Number of first draft who declared themselves conscientious objectors stated at 2%. [Sunday Times]

2. Earnings throughout life from cabinet posts etc. of various politicians estimated by Peter Howard10 thus: Runciman £71, Lloyd George £94, Baldwin £70, Hoare £79, Simon £78, Churchill £92 (all in thousands).11 [Sunday Express]

Party Politics

1. Peter Howard considers Sir A. Wilson12 is becoming unpopular in Hitchin Div.n owing to pro-German sentiments.fn1 [Sunday Express]

2. Mosley’s13 Earls Court Stadium meeting said to have been attended by 25,000. M. said to have lost some of his East End working-class support but gained following among small business men etc. [Left Forum, August]

3. “The Link”14 said to be actively pro-Nazi & also recommended by P.P.U. [Left Forum, August]

4. Evidently the French spy scandals are being officially hushed up to some extent. La Rocque15 asks Daladier to pass decree—law making receipt of foreign money for other than commercial purpose a criminal offence. [Observer]

5. Sunday Express prints friendly article about Japan (gossip article). [Sunday Express]

7.8.39

Social

1. “Soc. Corresp.” repeats complaints about food etc. in militia camps with implication that the men are being treated rough more or less wilfully. [Socialist Correspondence]

2. 57 people reported shot in connection with recent political murders in Madrid (number of people murdered was apparently 3). [Daily Telegraph]

Party Politics

1. Members of the P.S.O.P.16 arrested in France in connection with anti-war activities. C.P. making accusations of Nazi agency etc. [Socialist Correspondence; The Week, 2.8.39]

2. Bela Kun17 again reported shot (from Vienna source this time). [Daily Telegraph]

3. Adm.l Sir Barry Domville°18 chairman of “the° Link”, describes statement of Hoare & Mander as a lie19 & hopes they will repeat it outside Parliament.20 [Daily Telegraph]21

8.8.39

Foreign & General

1. Chinese dollar has now dropped below 4d. [Daily Telegraph]

2. Danzig senate° appears to have climbed down in dispute over Polish customs officials. [Daily Telegraph]

3. Again reported that largish number of Asturian soldiers are still holding out in the mountains.22 [Daily Telegraph]

Social

1. Complete column given in D. Tel. to “the° Link”, besides extra piece on front page. Statement by organisers that they are not propaganda agents etc. Statement that Prof. Laurie received £150 for “The Case for Germany” from German publishing firm, British firms having refused to publish book which was “pro-German”. Statement that Leeds branch of “the° Link” was voluntarily dissolved as organisers considered the German end was under Nazi control. [Daily Telegraph]

2. D. Tel. gives a column (in news section) to summarising “Germany’s War Chances”,23 the Gollancz book translated from the Hungarian, for publication of which the author is being persecuted in Hungary. [Daily Telegraph]

Miscellaneous

1. Death of Leonard Merrick24 makes front page (just) of D. Tel. [Daily Telegraph]

10.8.39

Foreign & General

1. Franco assumes more or less full powers of dictator. [Daily Telegraph]

2. The King inspects Reserve Fleet of 133 warships. [Daily Telegraph]

Social

1. Complaints (not very important) at militia camp in Devon reveal that reservists in large numbers have been called up as instructors. [Daily Telegraph]

2. 14 C.Os tried by tribunals, not harshly treated but work of national importance insisted on. Questions much as in great war. °No report of C. Os on other than religious-moral grounds. Secretary of S. Wales Miners’ Federation on the tribunal. [Daily Telegraph]

3. Anti-Hitler jokes in “Eggs”.25 [Eggs, 8.8.39]

4. Interior lamps of London buses now fitted with removable blue cowls for use in air-raids. [Daily Telegraph, 9.8.39]

Party Politics

1. After 6 weeks of no gov. t, Dutch national gov. t formed of several parties including two social-democrats. [Daily Telegraph]

2. Reported that at September conference I.L.P. National Council will advocate unconditional affiliation to L.P.26 [Daily Telegraph]

11.8.39

Foreign & General

1. Chinese dollar reaches about 3½d. [Daily Telegraph]

2. Twenty Bulgarian MPs. received in Moscow. [Daily Telegraph]

3. British-French military delegation arrives Leningrad. [Daily Telegraph]

Social

1. Fresh reports of trails of objectors by tribunals do not in any case indicate objection on political lines (normally members of Christadelphian etc. churches). [Daily Telegraph]

2. Attack on “the° Link” in “Time & Tide”, with implication that it should be suppressed. [Daily Telegraph]

3. Again denied that banning of “Time” by Federation of Wholesalers has political motive, though evidently it has. [Daily Telegraph]

Party Politics

1. I.L.P. Nat. Council again speaks of unconditional affiliation, but in referring to intentions within L.P. suggests activities which would amount to flatly opposing L.P.’s present line on rearmament etc. & presumably will not be accepted. [New Leader]

2. Those present at House of C. reception to Menna Schocat,27 representing League for Jewish-Arab Unity included H. W. Nevinson, Chalmers Mitchell, Lord Faringdon, Wilson (Cecil), Lansbury, A. Maclaren, M.Ps.28 [New Leader]

3. Various arrests in France in connection with anti-war & anti-imperialist activities include Lucien Weitz29 & R. Louzon30 (18 months). [New Leader]




563. Review of Foreign Correspondent: Twelve British Journalists; In the Margin of History by L. B. Namier; Europe Going, Going, Gone! by Count Ferdinand Czernin

Time and Tide, 12 August 1939

These three rather scrappy books all revolve at varying distances round the same subject. At a moment when Hitler has shoved cricket off the front page and people who hardly know a putsch from a purge are writing books called Storm Over Blank, I suppose it is unnecessary to say what that subject is. It is what Lord Castlerosse calls “the subject.”

Foreign Correspondent consists mostly of “eye stuff,” and as it comes from twelve different hands it is of very variable quality. Perhaps the liveliest contributor is Mr. Arthur Koestler, who describes a journey through Palestine and an unofficial interview with the Mufti of Jerusalem. Mr. Koestler does not and probably would not claim to view the Palestine problem with a completely unbiassed eye (he is pro-Jew and to some extent anti-Arab), but he still writes in the same friendly and sensitive style as in Spanish Testament. Mr. Alexander Henderson gives a detailed and pathetic account of life in Prague at the time of the September crisis, and Mr. Karl Robson writes with detachment about Franco’s Spain in the early months of 1938. Mr. Douglas Reed’s contribution, on the other hand, is merely frivolous and silly, and Mr. Steer spoils anything he has to say about the Emperor of Abyssinia by tiresome efforts to be picturesque. Mr. F. A. Voigt’s account of his experiences during the Kapp putsch of 1920 is well worth reading. It brings home to one the nightmare atmosphere of civil war and the impossibility of ever discovering the truth about anything. If one is in the middle of such events as Mr. Voigt is describing (he was in the Ruhr, where the “Reds” seized power for a few days) one knows nothing except that bombs are bursting; if one is at a distance one knows everything, and knows it all wrong. Compare this narrative with some of the others in the book (especially the opening one, where Mr. O. D. Gallagher presents the Chino-Japanese War as a huge joke) and you see the difference between being an eye-witness and merely an I-witness.

Professor Namier does succeed at times in escaping from the subject, for his book consists of a series of more or less disconnected essays, about half of which deal with Napoleon and the eighteenth century. Some of them are merely book reviews and were hardly worth reprinting. Perhaps the most interesting section of the book is the section called “Judaica,” in which Professor Namier discusses the present state of European Jewry. He is speaking as a Jew, and therefore as a partisan, but he gives every appearance, of knowing his subject, and he makes it quite clear that the position of the Jews, as a racially distinct people, is impossible unless they can have a country of their own. Whether this means that unrestricted immigration into Palestine is desirable seems rather less clear, even on his statement of the case. The first section of the book deals with the present European situation, and towards the end there is a series of essays on von Bülow and on various leading Austrian statesmen of the time of the outbreak of the Great War. Most of the latter were written ten or fifteen years ago, but the earlier ones date from this year or last year, and Professor Namier, for all his knowledge and his independence of approach, does not escape the morass of hatred into which we are all descending. The book ends with some interesting reminiscences of T. E. Lawrence.

Finally, Count Czernin, who begins by trying to laugh at the European situation and ends by finding that it is beyond a joke. He is an Austrian, exiled, of course, and he is the typical decent person who is revolted by totalitarianism without being particularly “left.” He thinks that Bolshevism and Fascism are bound to amalgamate in the end, whether by conquest or by mutual agreement:


The alternative is not, and never can be, Bolshevism or Fascism, but will for ever remain Totalitarianism or Democracy, slavery or liberty. … To win, Democracy will have to fight on a clear-cut issue, and that issue can only be: Democracy or Totalitarianism.



If only it were really as simple as that! The earlier part of the book consists largely of this kind of thing:


The French have Manet and Monet. A Manet is very costly and nearly as beautiful, and monet is French for small change. … The Spaniards are wild, have charm, and are unsafe people to leave girls with, particularly if the girl is a blonde, which goes to prove that the Spaniards are gentlemen, etc. etc.



This is described on the dust-jacket as “inimitable wit.” As a matter of fact, it is so imitable that 1066 and All That anticipated it by a good many years. But this is a decent book all the same. Mr. Walter Goetz’s numerous illustrations are amusing.




564. To Mrs. Olga Parker

12 August 1939 Typewritten

The Stores Wallington Nr. Baldock, HERTS.

Dear Mrs Parker,1

I hope you will forgive my very long delay in answering your letter of nearly a month ago, but perhaps you will believe that my time is rather full, as I am struggling with a book2 which is two months behind time owing to my illness earlier this year. I am glad you liked “Homage to Catalonia”. It didn’t sell very well, chiefly I expect because by the time it appeared people were getting very tired of books on the Spanish war. As you say, the end of the struggle, after all that suffering that the Spanish people went through, is heartrending. By the time we left, in the middle of 1937, conditions were in many ways not very bad, though certain foodstuffs were running short, but I believe later it was terrible. Robert Williams,3 whom you may have heard of from Douglas Moyle,4 was there till nearly the end, and another friend of ours left Barcelona only a few hours before Franco got there, and they said that the people were literally dying of starvation. From Robert Williams I had news of a few of the Spaniards I had known, always that they had been killed.

My recent book5 has I believe sold fairly well. At any rate it was well reviewed and went into a second editions,° which my books generally don’t. Thank you so much for writing.

Yours sincerely
George Orwell




565. Diary of Events Leading Up to the War

12.8.39

Foreign & General

1. M. G. correspondent reports that German mobilization will be at full strength half way through August & that some attempt to terrorise Poland will be made. War stated to be likeliest issue (as also in yesterday’s “Time & Tide”). The striking thing is the perfunctory air with which these statements are made in all papers, as though with an inner certainty that nothing of the kind can happen. [Manchester Guardian Weekly, 11.8.39; Orwell incorrectly dates this as 12.8.39]

2. Appearances seem to show that fighting on Manchurian border from Changkufeng1 incident onwards has been fairly heavy but inconclusive. [Manchester Guardian Weekly, 11.8.39; misdated as 12.8.39; La Révolution Prolétarienne, undated]

Social

1. Refugee problem stated to be becoming serious in London especially East End. Mosley said to have not greatly increased his following however. [Private]

2. It appears that the P.O. authorities are now able to read a letter, sufficient to determine nature of its contents, without opening it. [Private]

Miscellaneous

1. All my books from the Obelisk Press2 this morning seized by the police, with warning from Public Prosecutor that I am liable to be prosecuted if importing such things again. They had opened my letter addressed to Obelisk Press3 evidently at Hitchin. Do not know yet whether because of the address or because my own mail is now scutinised. [No reference]

2. Potato & tomato said to have been successfully crossed in U.S.S.R. [Smallholder]

14.8.39

Foreign & General

1. German-Italian “compromise” scheme for Polish problem alleged to have been formulated, in a form that would obviously not be accepted by Poland. [Daily Telegraph]

2. Staff talks in Moscow have begun. [Daily Telegraph]

Social

1. Yesterday’s Sunday Express had scare article on the illegal Jewish immigration into Palestine which was in effect anti-Jew propaganda. [Sunday Express, 13.8.39]

2. It appears that the opening of letters to persons connected with leftwing° parties is now so normal as to excite no remark. [E. H.4]

3. G. K.5 claims that the C.P. are so strongly entrenched in the French police & other public services that the gov.t can do nothing against them. [File S.P. 1]

Party Politics

1. According to G. K., membership of the PSOP is now only 4000. [File S.P. 1]

2. According to E. H., the Bermondsey anti-war conference was prevented from arriving at anything definite by the action of a few Trotskyists who will have no truck with pacifists & said so so violently as to antagonise the latter. [E. H.]

3. According to E. H., the older members of the I.L.P. are on the whole opposed to affiliation, the newer members in favour, but the only leading I.L.P’er who is uncompromisingly against is C. A. Smith6 [E. H.]

17.8.39

Foreign & General

1. Announced that full scheme for national register is now ready.7 [Daily Telegraph]

Party Politics

1. I.L.P. dissociating itself from P.P.U.’s friendly attitude towards “the° Link.” [New Leader, 18.8.39]

2. More evidences° of struggle going on between Negrin & Prieto,8 cf. 2.8.39. [File S.P.1 (as ‘i’)]

3. Speakers at Keir Hardie9 memorial to be: Maxton, Dallas (L.P.E.C.),10 Ebby Edwards (T. U. C.), Jas. Barr MP., Duncan Graham MP. [New Leader, 18.8.39]

18.8.39

Foreign & General

1. M.G. diplomatic correspondent considers Spain will almost certainly remain neutral in case of war. The new cabinet balances the soldiers fairly evenly against the Falangists. [Manchester Guardian Weekly]

Social

1. Appears now fairly certain that the 4 Chinese alleged terrorists will be handed over to Japanese, in spite of plea in London for writ of habeas corpus.11 [Manchester Guardian Weekly]

2. Details of national register now worked out, but announced that actual registration will not take place except on outbreak of war or possibly at 1941 census. [Manchester Guardian Weekly]

3. Spanish immigration into Mexico said to be proving very successful. [File S.P.1]

19.8.39

Foreign & General

1. Germans are buying heavily in copper & rubber for immediate delivery, & price of rubber rising rapidly. [Daily Telegraph]

2. Indications that difference of some kind has arisen in Moscow staff talks (stated by Tass agency not to be connected with Far East). [Daily Telegraph]

3. Stated more or less officially in Madrid that Spain will remain neutral. [No reference]

Social

1. Inquiries into the activities of the Bund12 in U.S.A., rather as into those of “the° Link” here. Evident that i all these associations have been used for Nazi propaganda & ii. that attempts will be progressively made to break down cultural relations between Germany & the democracies. [Daily Telegraph]

2. The police are getting wise to the marriage of convenience (as a way of obtaining Brit. nationality for German women) & are going to recommend deportation in these cases. [Daily Telegraph]

3. Number of I.R.A. suspects expelled up to date is about 90. [Daily Telegraph]

4. Numbers of militiamen said to have been found to be completely illiterate. [News Chronicle]

Miscellaneous

1. Ministry of Agric. returns for first ½ of 1939 indicate following developments: total acreage under crops & grass about 24¾ mill., decrease of about 80,000 acres, but arable land increased by about 50,000 acres & permanent grass decreased by 130,000 acres. (Change said to have taken place before gov.t’s subsidy for ploughing-up took effect.)

Area under wheat decreased by 150,000 acres, potatoes by about 20,000 acres, peas & cabbages also decreased, field beans increased & oats & barley increased by 56,000 & 25,000 acres resp.

Most stock increased largely, except pigs & work horses, which decreased by about 50,000 & 14,000 resp. Fowls increased by 200,000 head. [Smallholder]

20.8.39

Foreign & General

1. Lloyd George13 predicts the Danzig crisis coming to a head very shortly. Also hints (S. Express puts this in leaded type) that if the Poles deliberately back down we are under no obligation to act. [Sunday Express]

2. Tokyo conversations suspended, owing to G. Britain declaring necessity of consulting other nations on Chinese currency question. [Sunday Times]

Social

1. Row over Spender’s articles14 still reverberating in Sunday Times. [Sunday Times]

Party Politics

1. Peter Howard15 speaks of general election more or less as a certainty & predicts that increased old age pensions will be one of the gov.t’s bribes. [Sunday Express]

2. In case of general election happening this autumn, a bill will be passed to keep the existing gov.t in being during the election period,16 owing to the crisis. [Sunday Times]

21.8.39

Foreign & General

1. Fresh enquiries by American I.P.O.17 indicates that number of people believing U.S.A. would be involved in world war has greatly increased (to about 75%). Number thinking U.S.A. would send troops to Europe still only 25%. [Daily Telegraph]

2. Japanese preparing blockade of Hong Kong, obviously in order to put pressure on London over the silver & currency question. [Daily Telegraph]

3. £10 m. 2 year trade agreement signed between Germany & U.S.S.R. for exchange of German manufactured goods versus Russian raw materials. [Daily Telegraph]

4. Strategic bridge from Danzig into E. Prussia completed. [Daily Telegraph]

Social

1. Railway strike for 50/– minimum wage likely within the next week or two. [Daily Telegraph]

2. Stated that England can now supply herself with optical glass in case of war. [Daily Telegraph]

22.8.39

Foreign & General

1. Officially stated in Berlin that Ribbentropp°18 flies to Moscow tomorrow to sign non-agression° pact with U.S.S.R. News later confirmed from Moscow by Tass Agency, in a way that seems to make it clear that pact will go through. Little comment in any of the papers, the news having evidently arrived in the small hours of this morning & the Russian confirmation only in time for the stop press. Reported suggestion from Washington that it may be a Russian manoeuvre (ie. to bring England & France to heel) but everyone else seems to take it at face-value. Shares on the whole have dropped. Germans still buying shellac etc. heavily. The military talks were still proceeding yesterday. [Daily Telegraph; Daily Mail; News Chronicle; Daily Mirror]

Social

1. Illegal radio, somewhat on the lines of German Freiheit movement’s radio,19 has been broadcasting anti-conscription propaganda. Secretary of P.P.U. (Rowntree?)fn1 denies knowledge but does not dissociate himself from the talks. P.O. engineers state that they have tracked down location of radio to within a few houses & will soon run it to earth. Indication is that it takes at least some days to locate an illegal radio. [Daily Telegraph]

Party Politics

1. Letchworth “Citizen”20 reprints long article on Sir A. Wilson21 from Sunday Pictorial with evident approval. [Letchworth Citizen, no date]

2. Soc. Corresp. prints long statement on war issue by Comm. Opp.22 setting forth hopelessly complicated programme of supporting anti-Fascist war & at same time disillusioning the working class etc., etc. But makes statement (probably true as Thalheimer23 & others would have knowledge of Russian conditions of at any rate a few years ago) that tho’ the Red Army is now more or less as other armies, the reserves still receive more or less the training of a revolutionary army. Also violent attack on I.L.P. signed by 3 sets of initials one Audrey Brockway’s,24 launching slogan of 4th International.25 [Socialist Correspondence]

23.8.39

Foreign & General

1. Parliament meeting tomorrow. Emergency Powers Act will be passed. Certain classes of reservists called up. The King returning to London. Reservists being called up in France & Germany. Legislation to be hurried through in Parliament to prevent further buying of nickle,° copper etc. by Germany. Almost all shares have dropped, no doubt in anticipation of this. World press comments as quoted by D. Tel. are very non-committal but the Axis powers evidently greatly pleased by the Russian démarche. [Daily Telegraph]

Social

1. Railway strike now arranged to begin in a few days’ time. [Daily Telegraph]

Party Politics

1. Communist Party membership stated as 17,000,fn2 which is increase of 2000 over last year. C.P. again applying for application to L.P.26 [Daily Telegraph]

24.8.39

Foreign & General

1. Russo-German Pact signed. Terms given in Berlin (File War etc).27 suggest close pact & no “escape” clause. This evening’s radio news gives confirmation in Moscow in same terms. Official statement from Moscow that “enemies of both countries” have tried to drive Russia & Germany into enmity. Brit. Ambassador calls on Hitler & is told no action of ours can influence German decision. Japanese opinion evidently seriously angered by what amounts to German desertion of anti-Comintern pact, & Spanish (Franco) opinion evidently similarly affected. Rumania said to have declared neutrality. Chamberlain’s speech as reported on wireless very strong & hardly seems to allow loophole for escape from aiding Poles.

E. on visiting W. O.28 today derived impression that war is almost certain. Police arrived this morning to arrange for billeting of soldiers. Some people (foreigners) arrived in afternoon looking for rooms—the second lot in 3 days. In spite of careful listening, impossible in pubs etc. to overhear any spontaneous comment or sign of slightest interest in the situation, in spite of fact that almost everyone when questioned believes it will be war. [The Times; Daily Telegraph; News Chronicle; Manchester Guardian; Daily Express; Daily Herald; Daily Mail; London Evening News]

Social

1. Emergency Powers Act passed evidently without much trouble. Contains clauses allowing preventive arrest, search without warrant & trial in camera. But not industrial conscription as yet. [Wireless 6 pm]29

2. Moscow airport was decorated with swastikas for Ribbentrop’s arrival. M. Guardian adds that they were screened so as to hide them from the rest of Moscow. [Manchester Guardian]

Party Politics

1. C.P. putting good face on Russo-German pact which is declared to be move for peace. Signature of Anglo-Soviet pact demanded as before. D. Worker does not print terms of pact but reprints portions of an earlier Russo-Polish pact containing an “escape” clause, in order to convey impression that this pact must contain the same. [Daily Worker]

2. In today’s debate Sinclair & Greenwood30 spoke strongly in support of Gov.t. Mander31 spoke demanding “strengthening of Cabinet”. Maxton32 declared I.L.P. would not support Gov.t in war. [Wireless 6 pm]

28.8.39

[No section headings]

Have been travelling33 etc. during the past days & therefore unable to keep up the diary in the ordinary way.

The main developments have been as follow:

Hitler has proposed some or other kind of plan which was flown across by N. Henderson34 & has been discussed at several Cabinet meetings including one yesterday (Sunday) afternoon, but no statement has been made by the gov.t as to the Nature° of Hitler’s communication. H. is to fly back today with the Brit. gov.t’s reply, but even so there is no sure indication that either H.’s35 proposal or the gov.t’s reply will be communicated to the public. Various papers have published statements, all of which are officially declared to be unfounded. No clear indication of the meaning of the Russian-German pact as yet. Papers of left tendency continue to suggest that it does not amount to very much, but it seems to be generally taken for granted that Russia will supply Germany with raw materials, & possibly that there has been a large-scale bargain which amounts to handing Europe over to Germany & Asia to Russia. Molotov36 is to make an announcement shortly. It is clear that the Russian explanation will be, at any rate at first, that the British were playing double & did not really wish for the Anglo-French-Russian pact. Public opinion in U.S.S.R. said to be still somewhat taken aback by the change of front, & ditto left wing opinion in the West. Left wing papers continue to blame Chamberlain while making some attempt to exhonorate° Stalin, but are clearly dismayed. In France there has evidently been a swing of opinion against the Communist Party, from which there are said to be large-scale resignations (D. Tel. repeating Reuter). Humanité has been temporarily suspended. The Anglo-French military mission is already returning.

Germany & Poland now more or less fully mobilised. France has called up several more classes of reservists & is said to have 4,000,000fn3 men under arms. No more reservists yet called up in Britain. Admiralty has taken over control of all shipping. Sale of foreign shares is being controlled by gov.t. Main buildings in London being sandbagged. Practice evacuation of children in evacuation areas today. Little or no excitement in London. For the last day or two it is possible to overhear people in the street discussing the situation, but only in terms of “is there going to be war?” Yesterday afternoon during the Cabinet meeting about 1000 people in Downing St., mostly rubbernecks, & no banners etc. No demonstrations in Hyde Park. The only political speaker there a Troskyist37 who was getting a good hearing (about 200 people).fn4 No mass-exodus from the railway stations, but immense quantities of luggage waiting to leave, by the look of it the luggage of fairly well-to-do people.

L.M.38 is of opinion that if we do not involve Italy in the war she will sit tight until we are in difficulties & have alienated the smaller European countries & will then come in on the German side. He is of the opinion that virtually the whole of the wealthy class are entirely treacherous & quite ready to do a deal with Germany, either without war or after a short sham war, which could be presented as an honourable peace, & would allow for the imposition of fascism in England.fn5 Spain is at present making declarations of neutrality, & Turkey still declaring she will stand by France & England.

The price of gold has risen to record heights (about 155/– per ounce).39 Price of wheat still extremely low (price in wholesale markets recently quoted at less than 4/– the cwt.)

P.P.U. evidently completely quiescent & not intending to do anything.

I.L.P. has issued official declaration that they will not support the government in war.

The Emergency Powers Act passed by over 400 votes to 4. Dissentients were Maxton (the other 2 I.L.P. MPs acted as tellers), Lansbury, Cecil Wilson & an Independent.40 Gallacher abstained.41 Some of the extremists, eg. Ellen Wilkinson42 & A. Bevan,43 voted for the bill.

[Daily Telegraph; News Chronicle; Daily Mirror; Daily Express; New Statesman; Sunday Times; Observer; Reynolds’s News°; Empire News; no dates given]44

29.8.39

Foreign & General

1. N. Henderson has returned to Berlin with Brit. gov.t’s reply & Parliament meets this afternoon when presumably the affair will be elucidated.

2. E. P. Act45 coming into force. Admiralty has not only assumed control of shipping but ordered all British shipping out of the Mediterranean & the Baltic.

3. Practice evacuation of school children said to have gone off successfully. Children to stand by in schools though this is not term time.

4. Japanese Cabinet has resigned as result of Russo-German pact. Evident that Japanese policy will now become pro-British.

[Items 1, 2, 3, and 4 are bracketed and next to them The Times, News Chronicle—both 29.8.39—and Bournemouth Echo,46 28.9.39; separate: Daily Telegraph, 29.8.39; and Radio, no date]

Social

1. Private motorists for some days past have been buying up large quantities of petrol. [No reference]

Party Politics

1. Labour Party still declaring against accepting office. Said that in case of war a Labour representative would accept office but only on terms defined by the party & so stringent as to be probably unacceptable to the Nat. gov.t. [News Chronicle]

Miscellaneous

1. It appears from reliable private information that Sir O. Mosley is a masochist of the extreme type in his sexual life. [Private]

30.8.39

Foreign & General

1. Virtually no news. Communications are passing to & fro but the Cabinet are revealing nothing. Parliament adjurned° for a week. King of the Belgians offering to mediate, which Poles have accepted & Germans express themselves sympathetic to, but meanwhile troop movements & frontier outrages continue. Rumania is fortifying her Russian frontier. 2-300,000 Russian troops said to be moving to Western frontier.

Soviet Parliament will not ratify the pact till the end of the week, obviously in order to give a different interpretation to it according to the then circumstances. If necessary it is still open to them to refuse ratification which could be used as demonstration of Soviet democracy.

Harold Nicolson47 claims that U.S.S.R. cannot supply Germany with much oil in case of war. Third-hand information via the Stock Exchange* indicates that 3 days back the Cabinet were confident Hitler could not move. On the other hand L. M. says that a few weeks back W. Churchill expressed very pessimistic views to him, based on talks with German generals. [The Times; News Chronicle; Daily Mirror; undated, Radio; *Private]

Social

1. Adjurnment° of Parliament for a week passed without a division.48 [The Times]




566. European Contract for Coming Up for Air

31 August 1939


Orwell signed a contract with Albatross Verlag G.m.b.H. for the publication of Coming Up for Air by Albatross for distribution on the continent of Europe on 31 August 1939. The contract is now at the Harry Ransom Humanities Research Center, University of Texas at Austin. See 561, n. 1 and 581, n. 3.






567. Diary of Events Leading Up to the War

31.8.39

Foreign & General

1. No definite news. Poland has called up more reserves but this does not yet amount to full mobilisation. German occupation of Slovakia continues & 300,000 men said to be now at strategic points on Polish frontier. Hitler has set up inner cabinet of 6 not including Ribbentrop.

16,000 children already evacuated from Paris. Evacuation of London children thought to be likely before long. No news one way or the other about ratification of Russo-German pact. Such slight indications as exist suggest pact will be ratified. German persecution of Jews said to be slightly diminished, anti-German film withdrawn from Soviet pavilion at New York world fair°. Voroshilov1 reported as stating that U.S.S.R. would supply Poland with arms. [Daily Telegraph; News Chronicle; Daily Mirror]

Social

1. Sir J. Anderson2 requests the public not to buy extra stores of food & to conserve those they have, & states that there is no food shortage. [Daily Telegraph]

2. A.E.U.3 is now agreeing to dilution of labour. [Daily Telegraph]

Party Politics

1. E’s report of speeches in Hyde Park suggest that Communist Party are taking more left wing line but not anxious to thrash out question of Russo-German pact. Speaker (Ted Bramley) claimed that MPs who voted against E. P. Act were Gallacher, Wilkinson & A. Bevan & 1 other.4 (Actually Maxton, Lansbury, C. Wilson & 1 other). [Private]

1.9.39

Invasion of Poland began this morning. Warsaw bombed. General mobilisation proclaimed in England, ditto in France plus martial law. [Radio]

Foreign & General

1. Hitler’s terms to Poland boil down to return of Danzig & plebiscite in the corridor,5 to be held 1 year hence & based on 1918 census. There is some hanky panky about time the terms were presented, & as they were to be answered by night of 30.8.39.,6 H.7 claims that they are already refused. [Daily Telegraph]

2. Naval reservists and rest of army and R.A.F. reservists called up. Evacuation of children etc. begins today, involving 3 m. people & expected to take 3 days. [Radio; undated]

3. Russo-German pact ratified. Russian armed forces to be further increased. Voroshilov’s speech taken as meaning that Russo-German alliance is not contemplated. [Daily Express]

4. Berlin report states Russian military mission is expected to arrive there shortly. [Daily Telegraph]




568. ‘Democracy in the British Army’

The Left Forum, September 1939

When the Duke of Wellington described the British army as “the scum of the earth, enlisted for drink,” he was probably speaking no more than the truth. But what is significant is that his opinion would have been echoed by any non-military Englishman for nearly a hundred years subsequently.

The French Revolution and the new conception of “national” war changed the character of most Continental armies, but England was in the exceptional position of being immune from invasion and of being governed during most of the nineteenth century by non-military bourgeoisie. Consequently its army remained, as before, a small professional force more or less cut off from the rest of the nation. The war-scare of the sixties produced the Volunteers, later to develop into the Territorials, but it was not till a few years before the Great War that there was serious talk of universal service. Until the late nineteenth century the total number of white troops, even in war-time, never reached a quarter of a million men, and it is probable that every great British land battle between Blenheim and Loos was fought mainly by foreign soldiers.

In the nineteenth century the British common soldier was usually a farm labourer or slum proletarian who had been driven into the army by brute starvation. He enlisted for a period of at least seven years—sometimes as much as twenty-one years—and he was inured to a barrack life of endless drilling, rigid and stupid discipline, and degrading physical punishments. It was virtually impossible for him to marry, and even after the extension of the franchise he lacked the right to vote. In Indian garrison towns he could kick the “niggers” with impunity, but at home he was hated or looked down upon by the ordinary population, except in wartime, when for brief periods he was discovered to be a hero. Obviously such a man had severed his links with his own class. He was essentially a mercenary, and his self-respect depended on his conception of himself not as a worker or a citizen but simply as a fighting animal.

Since the war the conditions of army life have improved and the conception of discipline has grown more intelligent, but the British army has retained its special characteristics—small size, voluntary enlistment, long service and emphasis on regimental loyalty. Every regiment has its own name (not merely a number, as in most armies), its history and relics, its special customs, traditions, etc., etc., thanks to which the whole army is honeycombed with snobberies which are almost unbelievable unless one has seen them at close quarters. Between the officers of a “smart” regiment and those of an ordinary infantry regiment, or still more a regiment of the Indian Army, there is a degree of jealousy almost amounting to a class difference. And there is no question that the long-term private soldier often identifies with his own regiment almost as closely as the officer does. The effect is to make the narrow “non-political” outlook of the mercenary come more easily to him. In addition, the fact that the British Army is rather heavily officered probably diminishes class friction and thus makes the lower ranks less accessible to “subversive” ideas.

But the thing which above all else forces a reactionary viewpoint on the common soldier is his service in overseas garrisons. An infantry regiment is usually quartered abroad for eighteen years consecutively, moving from place to place every four or five years, so that many soldiers serve their entire term in India, Africa, China, etc. They are only there to hold down a hostile population and the fact is brought home to them in unmistakable ways. Relations with the “natives” are almost invariably bad, and the soldiers—not so much the officers as the men—are the obvious targets for anti-British feeling. Naturally they retaliate, and as a rule they develop an attitude towards the “niggers” which is far more brutal than that of the officials or business men. In Burma I was constantly struck by the fact that the common soldiers were the best-hated section of the white community, and, judged simply by their behaviour, they certainly deserved to be. Even as near home as Gibraltar they walk the streets with a swaggering air which is directed at the Spanish “natives.” And in practice some such attitude is absolutely necessary; you could not hold down a subject empire with troops infected by notions of class-solidarity. Most of the dirty work of the French empire, for instance, is done not by French conscripts but by illiterate negroes and by the Foreign Legion, a corps of pure mercenaries.

To sum up: in spite of the technical advances which do not allow the professional officer to be quite such an idiot as he used to be, and in spite of the fact that the common soldier is now treated a little more like a human being, the British army remains essentially the same machine as it was fifty years ago. A little while back any Socialists would have admitted this without argument. But we happen to be at a moment when the rise of Hitler has scared the official leaders of the Left into an attitude not far removed from jingoism. Large numbers of Left-wing publicists are almost openly agitating for war. Without discussing this subject at length, it can be pointed out that a Left-wing party which, within a capitalist society, becomes a war party, has already thrown up the sponge, because it is demanding a policy which can only be carried out by its opponents. The Labour leaders are intermittently aware of this—witness their shufflings on the subject of conscription. Hence, in among the cries of “Firm front!” “British prestige!” etc., there mingles a quite contradictory line of talk. It is to the effect that “this time” things are going to be “different.” Militarisation is not going to mean militarisation. Colonel Blimp is no longer Colonel Blimp. And in the more soft-boiled Left-wing papers a phrase is bandied to and fro—“democratising the army.” It is worth considering what it implies.

“Democratising” an army, if it means anything, means doing away with the predominance of a single class and introducing a less mechanical form of discipline. In the British army this would mean an entire reconstruction which would rob the army of efficiency for five or ten years. Such a process is only doubtfully possible while the British Empire exists, and quite unthinkable while the simultaneous aim is to “stop Hitler.” What will actually happen during the next couple of years, war or no war, is that the armed forces will be greatly expanded, but the new units will take their colour from the existing professional army. As in the Great War, it will be the same army, only bigger. Poorer sections of the middle-class will be drawn on for the supply of officers, but the professional military caste will retain its grip. As for the new Militias, it is probably quite a mistake to imagine that they are the nucleus of a “democratic army” in which all classes will start from scratch. It is fairly safe to prophesy that even if there is no class-favouritism (as there will be, presumably), Militiamen of bourgeois origin will tend to be promoted first. Hore-Belisha and others have already hinted as much in a number of speeches. A fact not always appreciated by Socialists is that in England the whole of the bourgeoisie is to some extent militarised. Nearly every boy who has been to a public school has passed through the O.T.C. (theoretically voluntary but in practice compulsory), and though this training is done between the ages of 13 and 18, it ought not to be despised. In effect the Militiaman with an O.T.C. training behind him will start with several months’ advantage of the others. In any case the Military Training Act is only an experiment, aimed partly at impressing opinion abroad and partly at accustoming the English people to the idea of conscription. Once the novelty has worn off some method will be devised of keeping proletarians out of positions of command.

It is probable that the nature of modern war has made “democratic army” a contradiction in terms. The French army, for instance, based on universal service, is hardly more democratic than the British. It is just as much dominated by the professional officer and the long-service N.C.O., and the French officer is probably rather more “Prussian” in outlook than his British equivalent. The Spanish Government militias during the first six months of war—the first year, in Catalonia—were a genuinely democratic army, but they were also a very primitive type of army, capable only of defensive actions. In that particular case a defensive strategy, coupled with propaganda, would probably have had a better chance of victory than the methods casually adopted. But if you want military efficiency in the ordinary sense, there is no escaping from the professional soldier, and so long as the professional soldier is in control he will see to it that the army is not democratised. And what is true within the armed forces is true of the nation as a whole; every increase in the strength of the military machine means more power for the forces of reaction. It is possible that some of our Left-wing jingoes are acting with their eyes open. If they are, they must be aware that the News-Chronicle version of “defence of democracy” leads directly away from democracy, even in the narrow nineteenth-century sense of political liberty, independence of the trade unions and freedom of speech and the press.




569. Review of Best-Sellers by George Stevens and Stanley Unwin

The Adelphi, September 1939

This book, jointly written by one publisher and two persons connected with the publishing trade (Mr. Frank Swinnerton contributes the third essay but for some reason is not mentioned on the title page) sets out to discover whether best-sellers are born or made. Needless to say there is no damned nonsense about the merits of the books under discussion. It is simply a question of why this or that book “catches on”, and the conclusions are largely negative. They could hardly be otherwise, for the simple reason that anyone who knew what makes best-sellers would be producing them as fast as he could, not telling other people how to do it.

Also, there is no discussion of the one thing that is in the slightest degree interesting about most best-sellers, and that is the time-factor. For instance, it is of some interest, and probably tells one something about the psychological after-effects of war, that Tarzan of the Apes and If Winter Comes both swamped the market round about 1920. What our three authors are chiefly concerned with, however, is to drive home the fact that advertising will not help a book which is not selling already. This piece of information is aimed chiefly at novelists, who, it appears, spend all their spare time in writing to their publishers and clamouring for more and bigger advertisements. On the other hand, it seems that a good deal can be done by wire-pulling and “prepublication build-up”, of which this is a fair sample:


“Elizabeth and Essex had been adroitly sampled by serialization of 28,000 words in the Ladies’ Home Journal. When the publishers submitted the MS. to the editors a phrase popped into the conversation: ‘The love life of the Virgin Queen’. This motif helped to put the sale over, and, wrapped in delicately suggestive phrases, became the ‘angle’ on the book”.



All three authors insist that advertising does not sell books. Mr. Swinnerton says it several times, always in italics. Why, then, do publishers go on advertising? None of the three mentions the real reason, though Mr. Swinnerton comes somewhere near to hinting at it:


“It may be that those papers which devote a certain amount of space to book reviews need some proof other than their continued circulation that it is worth while to continue to devote this amount of space to the reviewing of books”.



Put in plain English, this means that if a publisher doesn’t advertise, his books don’t get reviewed. He pays so much an inch for his advertisement-space, but the real advertisement appears a little to the right or left of it and is called a review. Here is a case that came to my own knowledge. A small publisher who specialised in theological works suddenly decided to publish a novel which he believed to be of exceptional merit. (So far as I know it was a mediocre novel but no worse than nine-tenths of those that get published.) He spent a great deal of money on it, prepared special displays, etc., etc. A month later he told me in great distress that the novel had received exactly four reviews. Only one of them was of more than a few lines, and this one was in a motoring paper which had seized the opportunity to point out that the part of the country described in the novel would be a delightful spot for a motoring tour. The publisher happened to be outside the usual gang; he was no source of revenue to the big papers of the book-racket, and so they had simply ignored him.

Of course the thing works both ways. If a publisher fails to get good reviews he will stop advertising, and it is this simple fact which accounts for the awful mush that fills the columns of the Sunday papers. It is now quite a common practice for the editors of literary papers to send books out with a message stating, practically in those words, that they are to be either praised or sent back. Seeing that most book reviewers are people to whom a guinea means a good deal, the effects of this kind of thing hardly need pointing out.

Some day somebody will write a book exposing the book racket. For obvious reasons it will have to be circulated in manuscript. Meanwhile the fact that three people in the publishing trade can write a book on the commercial side of publishing, quite frankly treating books as commodities like soap or cheese, and at the same time barely even hint that reviews are also bought and sold, is an interesting sidelight on Anglo-American hypocrisy.




570. Diary of Events Leading Up to the War

3.9.39 (Greenwich).

Have again been travelling etc. Shall close this diary today, & it will as it stands serve as a diary of events leading up to the war.

We have apparently been in a state of war since 11 am. this morning. No reply was received from the German gov.t to the demand to evacuate Polish territory. The Italian gov.t made some kind of last-minute appeal for a conference to settle differences peacefully, which made some of the papers as late as this morning show a faint doubt as to whether war would actually break out. Daladier made grateful reference to the “noble effort” of Italy which may be taken as meaning that Italy’s neutrality is to be respected.

No definite news yet as to what military operations are actually taking place. The Germans have taken Danzig & are attacking the corridor from 4 points north & south. Otherwise only the usual claims & counterclaims about air-raids, number of aeroplanes shot down etc. From reports in Sunday Express & elsewhere it seems clear that the first attempted raid on Warsaw failed to get as far as the town itself. It is rumoured that there is already a British force in France. Bodies of troops with full kits constantly leaving from Waterloo, but not in enormous numbers at any one moment. Air-raid practice this morning immediately after the proclamation of state of war. Seems to have gone off satisfactorily though believed by many people to be real raid. There are now great numbers of public air-raid shelters, though most of them will take another day or two to complete. Gasmasks° being handed out free, & the public appears to take them seriously. Voluntary fire-brigades etc. all active & look quite efficient. Police from now on wear steel helmets. No panic, on the other hand no enthusiasm, & in fact not much interest. Balloon barrage1 completely covers London & would evidently make low-flying quite impossible. Black-out at nights fairly complete but they are instituting very stringent penalties for infringement. Evacuation involving 3 m. people (over 1 m. from London alone) going on rapidly. Train services somewhat disorganised in consequence.

Churchill & Eden are coming into the cabinet. Labour are refusing office for the time being. Labour MPs. in the house make violent protestations of loyalty but tone of the left press very sour as they evidently realise the wind has been taken out of their sails. Controversy about the Russo-German pact continues to some extent. All the letters printed in Reynolds’s2 extol the pact but have shifted the emphasis from this being a “peace move” to its being a self-protecting move by U.S.S.R. “Action” of 2.9.39. still agitating against the war. No atrocity stories or violent propaganda posters as yet.

M. T. Act3 extended to all men between 18–41. It is however clear that they do not as yet want large numbers of men but are passing the act in order to be able to pick on anyone they choose, & for purpose of later enforcing industrial conscription.


[Conclusion of Orwell’s record of events leading up to the war]






571. Application to Enrol for War Service

9 September 1939


Orwell offered his services to help the war effort in some capacity on 9 September 1939, six days after war was declared. His letter has not been traced, but it is referred to in a reply dated 8 December 1939 from the Ministry of Labour and National Service (C.R.B. 1382). This stated that his name had been entered in the section of the Central Register dealing with authors and writers. It went on: ‘This entry is regarded as recording your readiness to accept, if invited to do so, suitable employment in war time.’ With the letter was sent a leaflet describing the significance of the Central Register. The scheme was voluntary and designed to put suitably qualified people in touch with those who could use their services for ‘National Defence.’ Enrolment on the Register ‘did not mean that any guarantee is given that the services of a particular individual will be called upon by the Government.’






572. To Leonard Moore

6 October 1939 Typewritten

The Stores Wallington Nr. Baldock HERTS.

Dear Mr Moore,

Can you tell me whether there is any channel through which one can find out the circulations of weekly papers? As I think I told you, one of the essays in the book I am doing deals with the boys’ twopenny weeklies of the type of the “Gem”, “Wizard” etc, and I should like to know their circulations, but don’t quite know how to find them out. I suppose if you write and ask the editor he won’t necessarily tell you? I have a dozen papers on my list, and should be greatly obliged if you could help me to find this out.

My wife has already got a job in a government office.1 I have so far failed to do so. I shall try again later, but for the time being I am staying here to finish the book2 and get our garden into trim for the winter, as I dare say we shall be glad of all the spuds we can lay hands on next year. The book should be finished some time in November. It ought to have been done already, but of course this war put me right off my stride for some weeks.

Yours
Eric A Blair




573. To Leonard Moore

16 October 1939 Typewritten

The Stores Wallington Nr. Baldock, HERTS.

Dear Mr Moore,

With ref. to your letter, for which many thanks, the papers I want to discover the circulations of are;

[image: image]

Rough figures would do, and in any case I understand all their circulations are very variable. But I want to get some idea of how many people read them, as it is relevant to what I am saying about them. From the numbers of them one sees everywhere I gather their circulations are pretty large, especially the “Wizard” and “Hotspur”. Hope this isn’t giving you too much trouble.1

Yours sincerely
Eric Blair




574. Review of Green Worlds by Maurice Hindus; I Haven’t Unpacked by William Holt

Time and Tide, 21 October 1939

These two books, both of them in some sense autobiographies, only intersect at one point—Russia.

Mr. Hindus, born the son of a kulak somewhere in western Russia, emigrated with his mother to America at the age of fourteen. His book is really the story of two villages—the medieval village of his childhood, with its endless work and endless hunger, mud, flies, wolves, dancing, singing, superstition and early death, and the trim American village of the prosperous pre-war days, with its high wages, up-to-date machinery, buggy-rides, bob-sleigh parties and meetings in the Baptist Chapel. Years later he made two trips to his old village, one when the wounds of the Civil War had barely healed, the other when the first Five Year Plan was well under way. On the first occasion nothing much had changed, except that the peasants had seized the landlord’s estates and immediately ruined miles of beech forest out of sheer destructiveness. On the second, seven years later, the mud was as deep and the houses as wretched as ever, but—


the children in the schoolhouse know what a toothbrush is, and in the nursery, though not as yet in the home, they are being accustomed to the individual towel and the individual plate. A woman in childbirth no longer has her umbilical cord cut with a kitchen knife.… In Moscow, in their battle for power, leaders may conspire and degrade and execute one another, but in the old village the drive for “the hang of things” with the new machine and the new way of life never ceases.



He is convinced that no event, internal or external, can undo the collectivization. Also that if “the revolution” ever happens in America there will be none of the disgusting barbarities that have marked the Stalin régime. The two things that give Mr. Hindus’s book a special value are the fact that he went back to Russia with no illusions as to the physical conditions he would find there, and still more that he went there with a knowledge of agriculture. As he says, most of the “romantics” who have rhapsodized over the collective farms are people who would not know a Rhode Island Red if they saw one. But simply as an autobiography, as a story of a boy from the Middle Ages, standing amazed before soda-fountains and threshing-machines and trying to fathom the mysterious mind-processes of the American girl, the book is unusually interesting and, in places, deeply moving.

Mr. Holt’s autobiography is of a kind rather more usual nowadays, although it contains much more varied and sensational adventures. Mill-worker, soldier in the Great War, sailor, teacher of English in Spain and Germany, Communist, novelist, political prisoner, correspondent in the Spanish War—that is part of the story. He visited the U.S.S.R. as a trade-union delegate in 1930 and came away hopeful rather than disillusioned, but afterwards parted company with the Communist Party for one of the usual reasons—unwillingness to tell lies. The most extraordinary episode of all is the history of his first book, Under a Japanese Parasol. He had it printed at his own expense, hawked it from door to door and made a handsome profit on it. The final chapter finds him back in the cotton-mill but with a feeling that fresh adventures are coming to him—and, judging from the rest of the book, he is probably not far wrong.




575. Correspondence with Ethel Mannin

October 1939


Two letters from Ethel Edith Mannin (1900–1984), prolific writer of novels, short stories, and books on travel and social, political, and religious topics survive; they are dated 20 September and 30 October 1939. In the first she expressed, among other things, her enthusiasm for Coming Up for Air. She was particularly impressed by Orwell’s ‘insistence on the thing I feel so strongly myself—that we’ve got to the end of a phase, as surely as they had in Aug. 1914, and that whatever the world is like when all this present insanity is over it won’t be the world as we knew it before Sept. 1939.’

Orwell replied, in a letter now lost, sometime between Mannin’s two letters, probably closer to 30 October. After what he had written in Coming Up for Air, Mannin said she was ‘bitched buggered and bewildered’ by the last paragraph of Orwell’s letter. He had evidently written that he wanted to join the army. ‘I can’t think,’ she wrote, ‘of any reason why you should want to fight unless to get into the army and do anti-war propaganda there—but you don’t indicate that. I thought you “went off the boil in 1916,” I thought you thought it all crazy, this smashing in of Nazi faces. For the luv of Mike write a few lines to lighten our darkness. Even a p.c. if you don’t feel like another letter.’ The quotation about going off the boil refers to Orwell’s disillusionment with military force after the carnage of the Battle of the Somme. George Bowling was wounded in 1916, in Coming Up for Air, see CW, VII, 83, 113.

Orwell’s friend Reg Reynolds married Ethel Mannin in 1938. Interested in his writing, they visited Orwell when he was in the hospital at Aylesford. Like Reynolds, a Quaker, Mannin was a committed pacifist throughout her life. She was also the treasurer of Solidaridad Internacional Antifascista, an organisation of which Orwell was a sponsor; see 434.






576. To Cyril Connolly

Sunday, [12 November 1939?1] Typewritten

The Stores Wallington Nr. Baldock HERTS

Dear Cyril,

In case this reaches you in time and you haven’t already made all kinds of arrangements—I asked you to come down here next weekend, ie, the 18th. But I now find my wife can only come down here alternate weekends at present as she works on a late shift one week and an early one the next. So could you perhaps make it the next weekend, ie. the 25th? I’d like you to meet her. I gave you information about how to get here in my other letter I think.

Yours
Eric




577. Review of Teamsman by Crichton Porteous

The Listener, 23 November 1939

To anyone who fears that we are moving into a mechanised age in which human beings will lose all desire for contact with the soil, this book ought to be reassuring. The author, brought up in Manchester, with good prospects in the cotton trade, fled from his desk in order to learn farming from the bottom upwards. He stayed at it for several years on several farms, and when he finally left to take up a post on a newspaper, it was only with the intention of earning enough money to come back to the land as ‘his own master’.

His book has the fascination nearly always belonging to books which really describe work. The whole year-long battle of life on a farm, the hunts for strayed cows and struggles with tricky horses, the back-breaking labour of hoisting bales of straw, the prickle of chaff under your shirt, the ‘feel’ (quite different in every case) of the plough, the drill-plough, the harrow and the disc cultivator, the icy misery of ploughing in a side wind, the pleasant smell of manure on sunny March days, the frosty mornings when the horses’ shoes skid on the road and the waggon starts backwards downhill—these and a thousand other details are described with a minuteness that never becomes tedious, if only because the author’s own enthusiasm is infectious. Even such a seemingly dull job as levering a stone gatepost out of the ground becomes interesting when Mr. Porteous tells you about it.

Two farmers figure in the book, one of them old fashioned, self-reliant, conscientious, a real artist, the other more up-to-date and more commercially minded. In the end Mr. Porteous came to understand and admire both types. What his book brings out very forcibly, however, is the enormous gulf that lies between any kind of independent farmer and a hired labourer. The truth is that the natural human love of the soil raises a very difficult problem—not completely solved even in Soviet Russia—because no merely economic improvement does away with the difference between owning one’s own land and cultivating someone else’s. There is a rather pathetic picture of the middle-aged Abel, Mr. Porteous’ fellow-labourer on Mr. Basil’s farm, who was a Socialist and denounced the ‘idle rich’, including Mr. Basil, but yearned for a holding of his own—a thing he was about as likely to get as a Rolls-Royce car.

The wood engravings by Kingsley Cook are most of them rather too ‘country’. But they include a couple of excellent plans of the two farms, the kind of illustrations that really illustrate and which every book of this sort ought to have.




578. Review of Hotel in Flight by Nancy Johnstone

The Adelphi, December 1939

How many millions of people in Spain and elsewhere are now looking back on the Spanish war and asking themselves what the devil it was all about? The thing had begun to seem meaningless even before the European kaleidoscope had twisted itself into its new pattern, and practically every foreigner who was involved seems to have brought away the impression of having been mixed up in a nightmare. Some months ago I was talking to a British soldier who was coming home from Gibraltar on a Japanese liner. A year earlier he had deserted from the Gibraltar garrison and with great difficulty made his way round to Valencia to join the Spanish Government forces. He had no sooner got there than he was arrested as a spy, flung into prison and forgotten about for six months. Then the British consul managed to extricate him and ship him back to Gibraltar, where he received another six months for desertion. This might almost be an allegorical history of the Spanish war.

Mrs. Johnstone’s book, sequel to an earlier one, deals with the last eighteen months of the war, the period during which the Spanish Government’s cause was becoming more and more obviously hopeless. She and her husband kept a hotel at Tossa on the Catalan coast, which became a rendezvous for journalists and visiting literary men, besides insufferable “politicals” of all colours. Starting off with the comic-opera conditions which still prevailed in 1937, the book becomes increasingly a story of food-shortage and tobacco-shortage, air-raids, spy-mania and refugee children, and ends with the terrible retreat into France and the stench and misery of the concentration camps round Perpignan. Much of the atmosphere will be horribly familiar to anyone who was in Spain at any period of the war. The sense of never having quite enough to eat, the muddle, the inefficiency, the inability to understand what is happening, the feeling that everything is fading away into a sort of mist of fear, suspicion, red tape and obscure political jealousies—it is all there, with plenty of crude physical adventure into the bargain. Mrs. Johnstone’s picture of the concentration camps on the French-Spanish border is dreadful enough, but there is one observation that she makes and which ought to be underlined, and that is that the French Government is the only one that has actually done anything appreciable for the refugees from Fascist countries. Whereas the British Government made a grant of £12,000 for the Spanish refugees, their keep at the beginning was costing the French Government £17,000 a day, and presumably is not costing much less even now. It is worth remembering that at any time during the past ten years close on 10 per cent. of the population of France has consisted of foreigners, quite largely political refugees. After all, there is something to be said for “bourgeois” democracy.

This book gives a valuable picture of the retreat and will no doubt help to stop up some historical gaps, but it does not seem to me a very good book, as a book. Why is it that auto-biographical journalism of this type always has to be so chirpily facetious? As soon as I glanced into the book and saw the style in which it was written I began looking for the dog. Books of this kind almost always have a comic dog which is a great filler-up of paragraph-ends; however, the part is filled by Mrs. Johnstone’s husband. The probability is that if a really good book is ever written about the Spanish war it will be by a Spaniard, and probably not a “politically conscious” one. Good war books are nearly always written from the angle of a victim, which is just what the average man is in relation to war. What vitiated the outlook of most of the foreigners in Spain, and especially the English and Americans, was the knowledge at the back of their minds that they would probably succeed in escaping from Spain in the end. Moreover, if they had gone there deliberately to take part, they knew what the war was about, or thought they did. But what did it mean to the great mass of the Spanish people? We simply do not know as yet. Looking back on casual contacts with peasants, shopkeepers, street-hawkers, even militiamen, I now suspect that great numbers of these people had no feelings about the war whatever, except a wish that it were over. Mrs. Johnstone’s picture of the stolid inhabitants of the little seaport town of Tossa half-consciously confirms this. One question that is still not satisfactorily answered is why the war went on so long. After the beginning of 1938 it was obvious to anyone with any military knowledge that the Government could not win, and even by the summer of 1937 the odds were in Franco’s favour. Did the mass of the Spanish people really feel that even the atrocious sufferings of the later part of the war were preferable to surrender—or did they continue to fight at least partly because the whole of left-wing opinion from Moscow to New York was driving them on? Perhaps we shall know the answer when we begin to hear what the war looked like to Spanish conscripts and non-combatants, and not merely to foreign volunteers.




579. ‘Marrakech’

New Writing, New Series No. 3, Christmas 19391

As the corpse went past the flies left the restaurant table in a cloud and rushed after it, but they came back a few minutes later.

The little crowd of mourners—all men and boys, no women—threaded their way across the market-place between the piles of pomegranates and the taxis and the camels, wailing a short chant over and over again. What really appeals to the flies is that the corpses here are never put into coffins, they are merely wrapped in a piece of rag and carried on a rough wooden bier on the shoulders of four friends. When the friends get to the burying-ground they hack an oblong hole a foot or two deep, dump the body in it and fling over it a little of the dried-up, lumpy earth, which is like broken brick. No gravestone, no name, no identifying mark of any kind. The burying-ground is merely a huge waste of hummocky earth, like a derelict building-lot. After a month or two no one can even be certain where his own relatives are buried.

When you walk through a town like this—two hundred thousand inhabitants, of whom at least twenty thousand own literally nothing except the rags they stand up in—when you see how the people live, and still more how easily they die, it is always difficult to believe that you are walking among human beings. All colonial empires are in reality founded upon that fact. The people have brown faces—besides, there are so many of them! Are they really the same flesh as yourself? Do they even have names? Or are they merely a kind of undifferentiated brown stuff, about as individual as bees or coral insects? They rise out of the earth, they sweat and starve for a few years, and then they sink back into the nameless mounds of the graveyard and nobody notices that they are gone. And even the graves themselves soon fade back into the soil. Sometimes, out for a walk, as you break your way through the prickly pear, you notice that it is rather bumpy underfoot, and only a certain regularity in the bumps tells you that you are walking over skeletons.

I was feeding one of the gazelles in the public gardens.

Gazelles are almost the only animals that look good to eat when they are still alive, in fact, one can hardly look at their hindquarters without thinking of mint sauce. The gazelle I was feeding seemed to know that this thought was in my mind, for though it took the piece of bread I was holding out it obviously did not like me. It nibbled rapidly at the bread, then lowered its head and tried to butt me, then took another nibble and then butted again. Probably its idea was that if it could drive me away the bread would somehow remain hanging in mid-air.

An Arab navvy working on the path nearby lowered his heavy hoe and sidled slowly towards us. He looked from the gazelle to the bread and from the bread to the gazelle, with a sort of quiet amazement, as though he had never seen anything quite like this before. Finally he said shyly in French:

‘I could eat some of that bread.’

I tore off a piece and he stowed it gratefully in some secret place under his rags. This man is an employee of the Municipality.

When you go through the Jewish quarters you gather some idea of what the medieval ghettoes were probably like. Under their Moorish rulers the Jews were only allowed to own land in certain restricted areas, and after centuries of this kind of treatment they have ceased to bother about overcrowding. Many of the streets are a good deal less than six feet wide, the houses are completely windowless, and sore-eyed children cluster everywhere in unbelievable numbers, like clouds of flies. Down the centre of the street there is generally running a little river of urine.

In the bazaar huge families of Jews, all dressed in the long black robe and little black skull-cap, are working in dark fly-infested booths that look like caves. A carpenter sits cross-legged at a prehistoric lathe, turning chair-legs at lightning speed. He works the lathe with a bow in his right hand and guides the chisel with his left foot, and thanks to a lifetime of sitting in this position his left leg is warped out of shape. At his side his grandson, aged six, is already starting on the simpler parts of the job.

I was just passing the coppermiths’ booths when somebody noticed that I was lighting a cigarette. Instantly, from the dark holes all round, there was a frenzied rush of Jews, many of them old grandfathers with flowing grey beards, all clamouring for a cigarette. Even a blind man somewhere at the back of one of the booths heard a rumour of cigarettes and came crawling out, groping in the air with his hand. In about a minute I had used up the whole packet. None of these people, I suppose, works less than twelve hours a day, and every one of them looks on a cigarette as a more or less impossible luxury.

As the Jews live in self-contained communities they follow the same trades as the Arabs, except for agriculture. Fruit-sellers, potters, silversmiths, blacksmiths, butchers, leatherworkers, tailors, water-carriers, beggars, porters—whichever way you look you see nothing but Jews. As a matter of fact there are thirteen thousand of them, all living in the space of a few acres. A good job Hitler isn’t here. Perhaps he is on his way, however. You hear the usual dark rumours about the Jews, not only from the Arabs but from the poorer Europeans.

‘Yes, mon vieux, they took my job away from me and gave it to a Jew. The Jews! They’re the real rulers of this country, you know. They’ve got all the money. They control the banks, finance—everything.’

‘But,’ I said, ‘isn’t it a fact that the average Jew is a labourer working for about a penny an hour?’

‘Ah, that’s only for show! They’re all moneylenders really. They’re cunning, the Jews.’

In just the same way, a couple of hundred years ago, poor old women used to be burned for witchcraft when they could not even work enough magic to get themselves a square meal.

All people who work with their hands are partly invisible, and the more important the work they do, the less visible they are. Still, a white skin is always fairly conspicuous. In northern Europe, when you see a labourer ploughing a field, you probably give him a second glance. In a hot country, anywhere south of Gibraltar or east of Suez, the chances are that you don’t even see him. I have noticed this again and again. In a tropical landscape one’s eye takes in everything except the human-beings. It takes in the dried-up soil, the prickly pear, the palm-tree and the distant mountain, but it always misses the peasant hoeing at his patch. He is the same colour as the earth, and a great deal less interesting to look at.

It is only because of this that the starved countries of Asia and Africa are accepted as tourist resorts. No one would think of running cheap trips to the Distressed Areas. But where the human-beings have brown skins their poverty is simply not noticed. What does Morocco mean to a Frenchman? An orange-grove or a job in Government service. Or to an Englishman? Camels, castles, palm-trees, Foreign Legionaires, brass trays and bandits. One could probably live here for years without noticing that for nine-tenths of the people the reality of life is an endless, back-breaking struggle to wring a little food out of an eroded soil.

Most of Morocco is so desolate that no wild animal bigger than a hare can live on it. Huge areas which were once covered with forest have turned into a treeless waste where the soil is exactly like broken-up brick. Nevertheless a good deal of it is cultivated, with frightful labour. Everything is done by hand. Long lines of women, bent double like inverted capital L’s, work their way slowly across the fields, tearing up the prickly weeds with their hands, and the peasant gathering lucerne for fodder pulls it up stalk by stalk instead of reaping it, thus saving an inch or two on each stalk. The plough is a wretched wooden thing, so frail that one can easily carry it on one’s shoulder, and fitted underneath with a rough iron spike which stirs the soil to a depth of about four inches. This is as much as the strength of the animals is equal to. It is usual to plough with a cow and a donkey yoked together. Two donkeys would not be quite strong enough, but on the other hand two cows would cost a little more to feed. The peasants possess no harrows, they merely plough the soil several times over in different directions, finally leaving it in rough furrows, after which the whole field has to be shaped with hoes into small oblong patches, to conserve water. Except for a day or two after the rare rainstorms there is never enough water. Along the edges of the fields channels are hacked out to a depth of thirty or forty feet to get at the tiny trickles which run through the subsoil.

Every afternoon a file of very old women passes down the road outside my house, each carrying a load of firewood. All of them are mummified with age and the sun, and all of them are tiny. It seems to be generally the case in primitive communities that the women, when they get beyond a certain age, shrink to the size of children. One day a poor old creature who could not have been more than four feet tall crept past me under a vast load of wood. I stopped her and put a five-sou piece (a little more than a farthing) into her hand. She answered with a shrill wail, almost a scream, which was partly gratitude but mainly surprise. I suppose that from her point of view, by taking any notice of her, I seemed almost to be violating a law of nature. She accepted her status as an old woman, that is to say as a beast of burden. When a family is travelling it is quite usual to see a father and a grown-up son riding ahead on donkeys, and an old woman following on foot, carrying the baggage.

But what is strange about these people is their invisibility. For several weeks, always at about the same time of day, the file of old women had hobbled past the house with their firewood, and though they had registered themselves on my eyeballs I cannot truly say that I had seen them. Firewood was passing—that was how I saw it. It was only that one day I happened to be walking behind them, and the curious up-and-down motion of a load of wood drew my attention to the human being underneath it. Then for the first time I noticed the poor old earth-coloured bodies, bodies reduced to bones and leathery skin, bent double under the crushing weight. Yet I suppose I had not been five minutes on Moroccan soil before I noticed the overloading of the donkeys and was infuriated by it. There is no question that the donkeys are damnably treated. The Moroccan donkey is hardly bigger than a St. Bernard dog, it carries a load which in the British Army would be considered too much for a fifteen-hands mule, and very often its pack-saddle is not taken off its back for weeks together. But what is peculiarly pitiful is that it is the most willing creature on earth, it follows its master like a dog and does not need either bridle or halter. After a dozen years of devoted work it suddenly drops dead, whereupon its master tips it into the ditch and the village dogs have torn its guts out before it is cold.

This kind of thing makes one’s blood boil, whereas—on the whole—the plight of the human beings does not. I am not commenting, merely pointing to a fact. People with brown skins are next door to invisible. Anyone can be sorry for the donkey with its galled back, but it is generally owing to some kind of accident if one even notices the old woman under her load of sticks.

As the storks flew northward the negroes were marching southward—a long, dusty column, infantry, screw-gun batteries and then more infantry, four or five thousand men in all, winding up the road with a clumping of boots and a clatter of iron wheels.

They were Senegalese, the blackest negroes in Africa, so black that sometimes it is difficult to see whereabouts on their necks the hair begins. Their splendid bodies were hidden in reach-me-down khaki uniforms, their feet squashed into boots that looked like blocks of wood, and every tin hat seemed to be a couple of sizes too small. It was very hot and the men had marched a long way. They slumped under the weight of their packs and the curiously sensitive black faces were glistening with sweat.

As they went past a tall, very young negro turned and caught my eye. But the look he gave me was not in the least the kind of look you might expect. Not hostile, not contemptuous, not sullen, not even inquisitive. It was the shy, wide-eyed negro look, which actually is a look of profound respect. I saw how it was. This wretched boy, who is a French citizen and has therefore been dragged from the forest to scrub floors and catch syphilis in garrison towns, actually has feelings of reverence before a white skin. He has been taught that the white race are his masters, and he still believes it.

But there is one thought which every white man (and in this connection it doesn’t matter twopence if he calls himself a Socialist) thinks when he sees a black army marching past. ‘How much longer can we go on kidding these people? How long before they turn their guns in the other direction?’

It was curious, really. Every white man there had this thought stowed somewhere or other in his mind. I had it, so had the other onlookers, so had the officers on their sweating chargers and the white N.C.O.’s marching in the ranks. It was a kind of secret which we all knew and were too clever to tell; only the negroes didn’t know it. And really it was almost like watching a flock of cattle to see the long column, a mile or two miles of armed men, flowing peacefully up the road, while the great white birds drifted over them in the opposite direction, glittering like scraps of paper.




580. Review of Baltic Roundabout by Bernard Newman; I Gathered No Moss by John Gibbons; A Man in the East by Max Relton

Time and Tide, 2 December 1939

In a narrowing world the professional travellers are still slinking to and fro, rather like the foxes and badgers which exist here and there in the woods of outer London. If you are willing to cut out three-quarters of Asia, parts of Africa and South America, any country bordering on the inland seas and any country which is or recently has been at war, a certain amount of movement is still permitted—always provided, of course, that you have plenty of money, no camera and a passport with no incriminating marks on it. But every year another portion of the earth is fenced off. Mr Bernard Newman, for instance, author of Baltic Roundabout, must be looking at a good many names on the map and wondering whether he will ever see their originals again. He was in Albania in 1935, in Spain in 1936, in Czechoslovakia in 1937, and, as he says, trouble always followed soon afterwards. In 1938 it was the Baltic countries. He bicycled right round the Baltic, two thousand nine hundred and ninety-five kilometres, with living expenses of five shillings a day and total travelling expenses of two shillings—bicycle repairs in Latvia.

And what paradises they all sound, those small Baltic countries! They seem to possess everything except the power to defend themselves. The gem of the lot, at any rate in Mr Newman’s estimation, is evidently Finland. Naturally the name of Finland calls up a sort of composite picture of birch forests, snow, Lapps, reindeer and even—if one’s geography is a little hazy—Eskimos. But as a matter of fact, in spite of its small population, it is a thriving and progressive country, with enlightened laws and little inequality or real poverty. Everyone owns a bit of land, even lawyers and doctors go home periodically to work on the family farm, there is no illiteracy, the consumption of books is the highest per head of any population in Europe, and both men and women can walk about naked without attracting attention. The Finns, who produced Nurmi,1 are very proud of their athletic record, and, Mr Newman remarks hopefully, “Helsinki has the honour of housing the Olympic Games of 1940”. He does not say whether the competitors will wear gas-masks.

It is a far cry from the Baltic to the rainy village in Portugal where Mr Gibbons spent a winter. Everything is more primitive, of course, less sanitary, but perhaps more colourful. The food (every travel-book that is any good tells you about the food) sounds delicious, though it is rather disconcerting to learn that if you drink too much cheap wine you are liable to have a wine-fungus—one of those enormous things that sometimes sprout on barrels—growing inside you. Mr Gibbons belongs to the Belloc school of travellers, the enthusiasts of Latin Europe, large families, the Catholic Church, ox-carts and traditional dances. His book is rather breathlessly written, a day-to-day record of the happenings in the little mountain village, the bullocks marching round the olive-press and the pig being killed outside the window, but most of it is very readable. He is a keen admirer of Dr Salazar, who has performed the miracle of balancing the national budget and is determined to keep Portugal an unindustrialized peasant republic. Perhaps he is right—at any rate the peasants in Tras-Os-Montes sound as though they were happy, which is more than can be said for the people in Sheffield and Manchester.

A Man in the East is good material spoiled by a rather heavy, tiresome-style of writing. It is a record of a journey through parts of western China and Indo-China, and it contains some interesting information about the Sino-Japanese war and French colonial methods in the Far East. But it is all rather too “literary” and heavy-handed, with too many humorous asides about red light quarters and cosmopolitan fellow-travellers speaking broken English, etc., etc. There is the usual photograph of Mr Relton sitting rifle in hand on a dead tiger. I never see one of these without wanting to see a photo of a tiger sitting on a big-game hunter. All these three books are illustrated, but except for one or two in Baltic Roundabout, it cannot be said that their photographs have much pictorial value.




581. To Leonard Moore

Friday [8 December 1939] Typewritten

The Stores Wallington Nr. Baldock HERTS.

Dear Mr Moore,

I have finished my book (the book of essays—the title is INSIDE THE WHALE) and have typed most of it but my wife is typing another portion in London. Meanwhile Cyril Connolly and Stephen Spender, who as perhaps you know are starting a new monthly called HORIZON, want to see the MS. in case they would like to print one of the essays in their paper.1 I don’t know if any of them are really suitable for this, but if they do wish to use one of them, would that be all right with the publisher? Could one arrange things? As you may remember Gollancz wanted to see the book but whether he’ll publish it I don’t know, as there is at any rate one passage which politically won’t appeal to him.2 If Gollancz refuses it, what about trying Warburg again? I met him a little while back and he was very anxious to have my next non-fiction book, so perhaps we might get a good offer out of him for this, though no doubt it would be better to get the money in advance if possible. I am arranging with Connolly to keep the MS. only a few days. I should think it would be best not to say anything to any publisher about this beforehand, because if Connolly and Co. don’t want any of it, which they well may not, it might prejudice him against the book.

Do you know what has happened to the Albatross people?3 You may remember we signed up a contract with them for COMING UP FOR AIR just before war broke out. Have they gone west, I wonder?

Yours sincerely
Eric Blair




Appendix 4

582. Domestic Diary

This Domestic Diary continues from 518.

1.1.39: Three eggs.

The cock pigeon, which at first was rather sorry for himself, no doubt owing to having been confined in a cage & having had his wings bound, is better & trying to fly a little. The female at first courting him, walking round him & bowing.

Another dead donkey, with two dogs tearing its entrails out. The third I have seen. They never seem to bury them when they die.

The pepper trees, whose peppercorns were ripening about September, have now got a fresh crop on them. The nasturtiums which were nipped by the frost are mostly dead. Ditto the vegetable marrows, & the foliage of the brinjals is all withered off.

Clear & fine, not particularly cold, nice sun & no wind.

E. saw four more storks.

The oranges etc., & even apparently the lemon blossom, not in the least damaged by the frost.

2.1.39: Two eggs.

3.1.39: Three eggs.

4.1.39: Three eggs.

Clear, fine & generally rather cold (wearing light undervest, cotton shirt, pullover, coat, light pants & grey flannel bags), & do not find this too much. Night before last the cock pigeon, which was only just regaining its power of flight, disappeared, evidently destroyed by one of the Arabs’ dogs. Bought another yesterday (Frs. 6.). This one’s wings are all right. Put him for the night in the cage, in the morning found the hen outside. Opened the door & they flew off together.

5.1.39: Two eggs.

6.1.39: Three eggs.

7.1.39: Three eggs. There are now 3 hens broody. The pigeons are all right.

Yesterday saw some men fishing in the Oued Tensift. Miserable little fish about the size of sardines. The bait is a kind of small earthworm which is found in the mud beside the river.

Day before yesterday came on some men waiting with a she-camel which had fallen in the middle of the bridge over the Oued. It was apparently about to have a calf. Belly greatly swollen up, sexual organs bleeding slightly. The creature lay on its side, its head in the air, sniffing, with a kind of air of astonishment, but evidently not in pain. An hour or so later just the same. Today passed that way. Big pool of blood on the ground, & the marks of something bloody being dragged away. Calf probably born dead.

Clear, very fine, cold in the shade, warm in the sun. We now have a hot water bottle every night, & 3 blankets & a rug on the bed.

8.1.39: Three eggs.

9.1.39: Two eggs. Saw large flock of green plover, apparently the same as in England. Clear & fine, afternoons fairly warm.

10.1.39: Three eggs.

11.1.39: One egg.

12.1.39: Three eggs.

13.1.39: Two eggs. (135 since 26.10.38.)

In the cleft of the rock on the N. side of one of the little hills near hear° are growing a plant like angelica, a fleshy plant with round leaves & quantities of moss. Evidently these can only grow in places where the sun does not reach them at any time.

[image: image]

Saw a stork standing among the ibises the other day. It is enormous—English heron would look small beside it.

Greenfinch evidently exists here as well as the goldfinch, both as in Europe. Broad beans grown round here are very good, no black fly at all. It seems tangerines are damaged by frost though ordinary oranges are not.

18.2.39: Spent a week at Taddert, 1650 m. up in the Atlas, about 95 km. from Marrakech, & since then have been ill for nearly 3 weeks (about 10 days in bed.)

Most essential points about Taddert are noted in the other diary.2 Birds seen there are as follow: raven (I rather suspect that the so-called crows down here are ravens too), partridge (fairly common), hawk, some other much larger predatory bird, possibly eagle (only seen in the distance), rock dove & wood-pigeon, blue tit, other birds much as down here, but no storks or ibises. No animals. Found in the snow on a peak tracks conceivably of mouflon, but probably goat. There was some reference to some animal called blet or bilet (presumably Arab word) which was liable to come & kill chickens etc. Tame peacocks kept at the hotel seemed to do well. Breeds of domestic animals much as here, except the sheep, which are quite different with very silky wool. Camels are used, but not taken off the main roads. Donkeys seem able to ascend almost all hills.

Trees etc.: oak (smallish), very tiny dwarf oak, wild broom, kind of heather stuff, as in Spain, blackberry, wild daffodil (or some kind of wild tulip—not in flower now), species of ash, small fir tree, various plants of sedum & saxifrage type at tops of peaks, a few with very beautiful flowers daisy.3 Walnuts grow profusely, but not wild. Almonds are grown & appear to do well. Fig tree will just grow at about 5000 feet, but does not do well. The spring crop is barley, which is cut in June & followed by maize. Grass in places very good, almost like England. This is only in vicinity of streams, & evidently it has to be cultivated. In the grass a kind of edible sorrel, used in salads.

The river again much swollen after the rain of two days ago. The other day the water very clear & could see the fish, small ones about 4″ long, of barbel type (grubbing along the bottom). Shall try for them when the water subsides again. Weeds have grown tremendously & the fields are fairly green.

One or two of our nasturtiums in bloom, & sweet peas etc. have grown fairly well, but I have quite neglected the garden.

Owing to illness lost count of the eggs. The hens laid 19 in the week we were away. At present only about 1 is laying.

For about 10 consecutive days the cream has tasted of garlic, some days enough to make it uneatable. Evidently the cows have got hold of some wild garlic. Williams4 says he saw the killing of the last lion in Morocco, in 1924. Panthers & gazelles said to be still fairly common south of the Atlas.

20.2.39: Wallflowers (good specimans) are blooming at the café near here. Pomegranate trees just putting forth their buds, which are brilliant red. Weeds pretty thick everywhere. This is probably as green as the country ever gets, but there are still considerable dried-up patches. Yesterday saw some wheat green but in fairly good ear.

[image: image]
Local method of hobbling cow with grass rope (base of horn to below knee).


Saw two storks nesting today. The nest is enormous, about twice as wide as a heron’s nest & also several feet deep, a huge mass of twigs filling a whole fork of a large tree. The hen was evidently in the act of laying an egg, the cock standing beside her; presently she got up & they stood side by side.

Our hen pigeon laid two more eggs & sat there for some days, then both she & the cock were mysteriously destroyed & disappeared—only a few feathers left. Said to be cats but suspect humans. That makes 4 we have lost &, of course, we shall not have any more. They evidently breed readily here. Three or four of those at the café now have eggs.

It is getting noticeably hotter & flies beginning to be a nuisance again.

Forgot to mention that at Taddert the people had camel’s hair ropes, very pliable & seemed strong.

22.2.39: Heavy mist yesterday morning. In general distinctly hotter. A lot of wildflowers now, two of marigold type, a sort of daisy, & various others.

24.2.39: Pretty heavy rain last night & this morning.

Found sprays of fennel, which evidently grows here. Saw very large slow moving black & white birds, evidently of hawk tribe. Forgot to mention curious property of human shadows, noticed at Taddert. Sometimes one stands on a crag whose shadow is cast hundreds of feet below. If one stands right on the edge of it, naturally one’s shadow is cast beyond that of the crag. But I notice that whereas the shadow of the rock is black & solid, that of the human body, at anything over about 50 feet, is faint & indistinct, like the shadow of a bush. At short distances this is not noticeable & the shadow seems solid, but at long distances, say 200 feet & over, one seems to have almost no shadow at all. At certain distances the body as a whole has a sort of shadow, but, eg., the arm by itself none. I do not know whether this is because, relative to rock, the human body is not opaque, or whether it is merely a question of size.

4.3.39: A good deal hotter. Flies not so bad again, however, perhaps owing to rain.

A boy offered me a quail which he had just caught the other day. Much the same as those in Spain.

Many wild flowers now, including some the same or almost the same as in England. Poppies, bacon & eggs,5 a sort of small marguerite not unlike the English daisy, a very tiny Rower of primula or polyanthus type, some small flowers resembling dandelions, & a purple Bower with petals not unlike those of a foxglove, but smaller. Also anchusa, bird’s eye.6 Wild marigolds are much the commonest, growing in thick clumps everywhere.

Barley is now in good ear, though still green, in many fields. Where identifiable, nearly all the crops I have seen are barley. They vary, but on the whole seem good. Cherry trees everywhere in blossom. Apples coming into leaf. Pomegranate buds getting large—these evidently put forth leaves before flowers. Lemon trees have fruit at all stages from blossom to ripe fruit on them simultaneously. These apparently continue the year round. Fig buds just appearing. Broad beans about ready to pick (green), lettuces now very good, also peas, carrots & rather small turnips. Evidently some vegetables can be grown more or less continuously here. It is noticeable that there are extremely few insect pests on the vegetables. Men cutting some tall grass resembling wheat or barley, but presumably not that, used for fodder. People also everywhere cutting & carrying home donkey-loads of the weeds which have sprung up everywhere.

The other day caught a young water-tortoise about this size or perhaps a little smaller. Perfectly formed, but at this age the tail is relatively larger. Presumably it had not been long out of the egg, so this must be the breeding season. Have not seen any adult tortoises for some time past. Yesterday saw a centipede about 3–4″ long—the first seen here.

[image: image]

9.3.39: Quite hot, but today cloudy. Most of our nasturtiums in flower & everything else growing rapidly.

Mosquitoes rather bad.

M. Simont uses blood, in considerable quantities (which he can get as he is a butcher) for manuring the orange trees.

11.3.39: Yesterday found a dead snake, about 2′ long, the first seen in Morocco.

Very hot. It is said that this year there has been more rain than usual, so it should be a good year.

Another wildflower now common is pale yellow with deeper yellow centre, about 2″ across, & resembles a small sunflower.

16.3.39: Yesterday not quite so hot, overcast & clouds of dust. Ditto today, probably presaging rain.

Other wildflowers here: a kind of small scabius,° several vetches, one of them very pretty, with a flower about the size of that of a garden pea, in two colours, pink & magenta. Several new ones in the last few days which I cannot identify. In many places the ground is now actually covered with them, predominantly the wild marigold, a pale yellow flower which is evidently mustard, & a smallish daisy not unlike the English one.

Yesterday three greenfinches, a cock & two hens, sitting on the telephone wires:



	1st. greenfinch:
	“Little bit of bread.”



	2nd greenfinch :
	“Little bit of bread.”



	1st. greenfinch:
	“Little bit of bread.”



	2nd. greenfinch:
	“Little bit of bread.”



	3rd. (the cock):
	“Che-e-e-e-e-e-se!”




Men still ploughing in places. Yesterday a man sowing, broadcast out of a bag. Flocks of domestic pigeons swooping down to try & steal the seed, & the men chasing them off.

Yesterday saw a very young camel cub, evidently only a few days born as it still had a bit of navel-string. Nevertheless its legs were almost as long as its mother’s.

Cavalry passing yesterday. Note that all the horses seem to be stallions.

28.3.39: On board ss. Yasukunimaru (N.Y.K) in bay° of Biscay. The following was written in Marrakech on 21.3.39 to be written into the diary when the latter was unpacked:—

Until this afternoon, the last 3 or 4 days astonishingly cold. Two days ago in the midst of a rainstorm there was a few minutes’ hail.

At the public gardens many of the animals mating. Tortoises copulating, the male standing almost upright & the female when she moved dragging him round, so that probably he has a long flexible penis which can go round the edge of the shell. Ostriches showing signs of mating, the male chasing the female into a corner & getting astride her (not treading as with flying birds), the female when frightened hiding her head in the corner as a captured hare will do, so perhaps there is some truth in the tales about ostriches hiding their heads in the sand. Presumably these two are of the same species, but male & female very different in appearance, the male’s plumage being black & the female’s a kind of dirty grey. Male’s neck is red, female’s grey. Both have bare necks & thighs. Height of either bird something over 7′. They would not eat bread. Frogs making a great noise, though there were tadpoles about already. Male peacocks when displaying shiver their quills with a rustling sound, as though the wind were blowing through them. One monkey (tailless ground monkey of more or less baboon type) has a baby. Evidently about two days old, & making some attempts to move about on its own, which its mother does not allow. As she runs on all fours the baby clings to her under-side with its four legs, looking forward with its face upside down. Its hair is black, whereas that of its parents is yellowish-brown. Fingers, unlike those of its parents, are bare & much more manlike than those of adults. The monkey which is evidently the father, & another male, taking great interest in the baby, handling & examining it gently, & also gnashing their teeth at it as they do when angry with one another, but as the baby showed no fear it is presumably not a hostile gesture. The baby screamed with fright when it caught sight of E. & myself, on two occasions.

The tortoises have an egg. They have laid it inside their stone hutch, so it probably won’t hatch.

The father monkey copulated with the mother, or began to do so, when she was carrying the baby in her arms.

We left Casablanca 4 pm on 26.3.39, passed Cape Finisterre 7 am on 28th & should pass Ushant 7 am on 29th. Run for the last 12 hours 3787 miles (notes on this ship are in the other diary.) Weather after leaving Casablanca somewhat choppy, now while crossing the bay very calm, ie. not rough enough to disturb a ship of this tonnage. Of3 passages across the bay I have made, only one was rough. Have seen no life at all, except the gulls which have followed the ship from Casablanca, & some flights of ducks flying northward, some of them at least 50 miles from land. No seasickness, though the first 24 hours the ship rolled sufficiently to have made me sick if I had not taken Vasano.

The last few days in Casablanca beastly cold. Struck by the changed appearance of the country when coming from M. to C. by train, ie. the temporary greenness everywhere. Crops look pretty good, though great variation in different places. Wildflowers in huge patches, & the little compounds round the Arabs’ huts so smothered in weeds that sometimes even the huts themselves were almost hidden. E. saw camels ploughing. I hadn’t seen this before & thought it didn’t happen, but evidently it is fairly usual as it was one of the things represented on the base of Lyautey’s statue.8 On this ship several kinds of plant, some of palm type, another of the laurel type, & some of the usual Japanese stunted fir trees, are successfully grown & look healthy.

10.4.39. Southwold: Have been here since 1.4.39, but spent most of the last week in bed.

A week ago, on arrival, weather mostly coldish, very still & rather misty. Thick sea mist on 2.4.39. Blackthorn flowering in places. Primroses abundant. Wild daffodils also plentiful, but for the most part not completely open. Fruit trees budding fairly strongly. Saw one of I do not know what kind (purplish flower) in blossom in a sheltered place two days ago. Roses, herbaceous plants etc. sprouting strongly. Starlings still in flocks on 2.4.39. Larks singing hard. Some asparagus heads a few inches above ground.

12.4.39. Wallington: Yesterday9 exceedingly warm & fine, said to have been the warmest day for that date for 70 years. Today even more so.

We have now 26 hens, the youngest about 11 months. Yesterday 7 eggs (the hens have only recently started laying again.) Everything greatly neglected, full of weeds etc., ground very hard & dry, attributed to heavy falls of rain, then no rain at all for some weeks.

Although the hedges etc. are more forward when one gets away from the sea, the spring on the whole seems backward.

Flowers now in bloom in the garden: polyanthus, aubretia, scilla, grape hyacinth, oxalis, a few narcissi. Many daffodils in the field. These are very° double & evidently not real wild daffodil but bulbs dropped there by accident. Bullaces & plums coming into blossom. Apple trees budding but no blossom yet. Pears in full blossom. Roses sprouting fairly strongly. I note that one of the standards which died is sprouting from the root, so evidently the stock can live when the scion is dead. Peonies sprouting strongly. Crocuses are just over. A few tulips in bud. A few leeks & parsnips in the garden (the latter have survived the winter without covering up & tops are still green), otherwise no vegetables. It appears that owing to severe frosts there are no winter greens locally.

Bats out everywhere. Have not found any birds’ nests yet.

Wildflowers out: violets, primroses, celandine, anemones.

A little rhubarb showing. Blackcurrant bushes etc. for the most part have grown very weedy, probably for lack of hoeing round etc. Strawberries have all run & are covered with weeds but look fairly strong.

Sowed cos lettuce.

Leaf mould (beech) put down at end of 1937 is now well rotted down.

Found two thrushe’s°eggs under the hedge—no nest, somewhat mysterious, but perhaps left there by a child.

Today a stack being thrashed—oats, & seemingly no rats & few mice. Tried Marx10 with a live baby mouse. He smelt & licked it but made no move to eat it.

Pigeons making their mating flight fly steeply up into the air then volplane down.

Four eggs.

13.4.39: Not so warm. A very light shower in the evening. Very dark night.

A few pansies & wallflowers starting to bloom. Pansies spread by self-sowing almost as much as marigolds. Red saxifrage coming into flower.

Ten eggs.

14.4.39: Cloudy, & a few small showers. Cold after dark.

Saw two swallows (not martins). This is rather early for this locality & a latish year. No one else has seen any.

All day cleaning out strawberries, which have not been touched since last year. It seems one plant will put out anything up to 12 or 15 runners. These seem to develop the best roots when they have rooted in very hard soil. Used some of them to fill up gaps & make another row. Doubtful whether they will take, but Titley11 says it is not too late. Wallflowers in sheltered positions are full out. No apple blossom anywhere yet.

The 12 pullets which the Hollingsworths got from 24 of our eggs (White Leghorn × Buff Orpington—Sussex) have laid 1500 eggs since last autumn, or about 20 eggs per bird per month. They have been fed throughout on pig meal instead of ordinary laying mash. In the same period our own pullets of the same mating have not laid (ie. are only beginning now) owing to underfeeding.

Eight eggs.

For the first time M.12 gave a quart today.

15.4.39: Chilly, windy in the evening, & light showers. Began clearing out rhubarb patch, otherwise busy moving hen-houses. Evidently it helps a good deal if one can induce them to eat a meal in or very near the houses immediately after moving these, otherwise they always wander back to the original site.

M. behaving as though on heat. Not certain, but shall note date (next should be 5–6 May.)

Saw another swallow. Thrush is sitting on eggs in our hedge. Dead nettle in flower. Sloe blossom quite pretty. The little tree I planted in the hedge 2 years [ago]13 & imagined to be a crab (because I found it under the apple tree & thought it was a sucker) turns out to be a bullace or wild plum.

Eight eggs.

16.4.39: Rather chilly with sunny intervals, not much wind. A very light shower in the morning.

Cowslips in flower here & there. This I think is rather early. Bluebells also beginning, a few in almost full bloom. This undoubtedly is unusually early. Wild cherries in full bloom. Sycamore leaves opening. Apple blossom almost about to open. Another thrush sitting [on] eggs in the hedge. Found a blackbird’s nest with eggs. These are the only nests I have found hitherto. The pond up by the church has become so stagnant that it no longer has duckweed, only the scummy green stuff. Nevertheless there are still a few newts in it.

Summer time began today, M’s morning yield consequently small, but picked up in the evening.

Ten eggs. (Price of eggs sold yesterday 1/9 a score).

17.4.39: Rather chilly, some wind, occasional showers.

Buds of the walnut beginning to open. Lettuce seeds sown on 12.4.39 are germinating. A few tulips almost open.

Ten eggs. (57 this week.)

18.4.39: Fine but chilly.

Sowed broad beans. The ones sowed earlier are well up. Planted alyssum & antirhynums.°

Found a hatched thrush’s egg—the first this year.

Five eggs.

Walnut buds opening.

19.4.39: Clear, sunny & rather warm.

Starlings have been courting for some days past, & flying about with straw in their beaks. One starling, presumably the male, sits on a bough erecting its neck feathers & making a rapid clicking noise with its beak, besides the usual crooning. A fair amount of swallows about. No martins yet.

Sowed peas (Notcutt’s Lincoln, 1½ ft.) Sprayed about half the nettles under the walnut tree with sodium chlorate. Sitting-eggs came today but cannot obtain broody hens yet. M. restless & off her feed, possibly still on heat.

Very clear weather for the eclipse of the sun (anular,° starting at 6.28 pm, which was easily visible. At the time of the greatest eclipse, 7.15 pm when nearly half the sun was covered, it became somewhat dark & cold, but not enough so for any reactions to be noticeable in birds etc. The hens did not go into the houses.

Nine eggs. (Today’s price 1/8d a score.)

20.4.39: Fine & very warm all day.

Bluebells everywhere. White starlike single flower with many petals (Star of Bethlehem?) now in bloom. In the garden, forget-me-nots, tulips & one or two anemones in bloom.

The thrush near the bullace tree has not deserted her nest, as I had imagined. It is evident therefore that they can be off the nest a considerable time without the eggs getting cold.

Apple blossom just about bursting.

Impossible to get broody hens anywhere. Nobody seems to have any.

Ten eggs (plus another 5 laid out, since about the 14th).

21.4.39: Fine & warm all day. Very dry.

Believe I saw the first shoot of bindweed today. Scythed down a patch of nettles to see the result. It is said one can eradicate them if they are scythed down 3 or 4 times in the year. Those treated with the sodium chlorate are dying.

Sowed broccoli, savoys, leeks, sprouts, cos lettuce.

Thirteen eggs.

22.4.39: Cold & windy, with some sunny intervals & a few spots of rain.

Flag irises budding. Some apple blossom full out.

Planted early potatoes (Eclipse, about 10 lb.)

Procured two broody hens, but not putting them on the eggs till tomorrow, to make certain.

Paid for hens 3/6 each.

Water hens on the pond evidently have nest.

Twelve14 eggs.


[Newspaper cutting: ‘Nettles have their Uses’—as a vegetable; to make beer]



23.4.39: Raining, but not hard, almost all day.

Lilacs almost out. Bindweed well up.

Great difficulties with so-called broody hens. One, after much reluctance, began to sit, but only took 8 eggs. The other evidently not broody at all, escaped & got among the other hens. This sitting of eggs probably wasted (2/ 6 the dozen.) Notice that when this hen went among the others they did not make hostile demonstration, as is usual. Probably owing to there being no cock. Tom Ridly15 says that when keeping eggs awaiting a hen one should turn them daily, as in the incubator.

Put on a new cylinder of calor-gas.

Thirteen eggs. (It appears Titley is getting 2/-a score for his eggs.)

24.4.39: Mostly fine, with rainy intervals, cold in the evening.

Applied more sodium chlorate. Nettles treated previously have blackened. One hen refuses to sit. Took her home, as she may go broody again in familiar surroundings. The other sitting well on 11 eggs. She broke one in getting off to feed, so gave her one from the other sitting. Not certain of the effect of this—it will be 12–24 hours behind the others.

Preparing ground for turnips etc. Where the potatoes were last year there are practically no weeds.

A few strawberries beginning to blossom.

Fourteen eggs. (76 in this week-as from Sat. next shall begin ending week on Saturday.)


[From 25 April to 9 May Diary is written in Eileen’s hand.]



25.4.39: Raining most of the day, & cold. 14 eggs.

26.4.39: Sharp frost in the night. Raining. Short fall of snow in the morning. The doubtful hen sat the eggs during the night but was finally found not to be broody. Shall still put the eggs under a hen if obtainable, & watch results.

Fifteen eggs (highest). 1/10 score.

27.4.39: Sharp frost during night & hens’ water frozen. Snow & sleet during most of the day. Short sunny intervals. Blossom seems undamaged. Perennial alyssum coming into flower. Scyllas & grape hyacinths coming to an end.

Starlings very busy obtaining straw for nests. Mrs. Anderson16 heard cuckoo at 5.45. Caught a thrush in the kitchen, unhurt; a full-grown bird, very yellow inside beak.

Sixteen eggs (highest).

28.4.39: 9 eggs.

29.4.39: 12 eggs

30.4.39: 14 eggs. Came to Greenwich.

3.5.39: Outside Miller Hospital,17 starlings & sparrows stripping bark, apparently to make nests. Some small boughs completely stripped.

8.5.39: Visit to Wallington. Plum blossom over, apple full out (a great quantity). First peas ½″-1″ tall. First beans 3″. Second beans not showing. Rhubarb growing but not good (? protection necessary here for good crop; Mr. A.18 has all his in tubs). Strawberries in flower. In last three days main crop potatoes, onions, carrots, turnips, second peas & radishes sown. Four nestlings in thrush’s nest in hedge.

In flower: wallflowers, tulips, pansies, arabis (full out & decorative), yellow alyssum, aubretia, forgetmenots° & a few narcissi. Roses not in bud. Gooseberries mainly taken by frost or birds. Sowed grass seed in bare patches & scattered lawn sand.

Hens have laid 92 eggs in 8 days.

9.5.39: Young pigeons in nest outside hospital window.


[From 16 May the Diary is again written in Orwell’s hand.]



16.5.39. London: Weather for the most part showery, with fine intervals. In Greenwich Park, chestnuts, pink chestnuts (but not the Spanish ones) in flower, also lilac, hawthorn. Some of the wild ducks have ducklings. Some roses in bud. Tulips & wallflowers about at their best. Noted the following named tulips, all good kinds: Venus (cerise rose), Allard Pierson (light crimson), Miss Blanche (cream), William Pitt (bright crimson), Louis XIV (brownish mauve), Pride of Harlem (bright pink), Remembrance (pale mauve), Ambrosia (Daily Mail rose), Bartigon (sealing wax red), Nauticus (magenta), Rev. Ewbank (very pale mauve), Sultan (very dark brown, almost black).


[Newspaper cuttings: Recipes using Sour Milk—’Like Christmas Cake’; ‘A Danish Recipe’; ‘Yoghourt as in Jugoslavia’; ‘Swedish Filmjolk’; ‘Salad Dressing’; ‘Scaba Putra from Latvia’; these recipes, and other hints Orwell cut out, were contributed by readers to the newspapers.]



21.5.39: Today & yesterday fine, but it is still not any too warm. Roses here are in full bud & almost out. Greenfly very bad. Lupins almost out. London Pride (kind of large saxifrage) is out. The gardener here19 says that the number of varieties of roses is much exaggerated, as old varieties which have dropped out of fashion & been almost forgotten are from time to time revived under a new name. Saw yesterday a swift & a turtle dove, the first I have seen this year, owing to illness. Hawthorn is well out, especially the pink. Hay looks pretty good.

At the Zoo20 on 19.5.39. much interested in the manatee, which I had only vaguely heard of before. An animal about the size of a large seal, with broad tail behind & two flippers of some kind in front. The head is doglike, with small eyes, the surface of the body seems like that of an elephant, but is slimy from being in the water. Movements very sluggish. The peculiar feature is the mouth, which is fringed with large hairs & acts with a kind of sucking movement to draw food in. The creature is very tame & lets itself be touched. It appears that this is the only vegetarian water-mammal. Could not be sure whether it inhabits fresh or salt water, or both.

The elephant refuses radishes, which both deer & monkeys eat readily. Marmoset refuses spring onions, which most monkeys eat. Note that some S. American monkeys can almost hang by the tail alone, ie. by the tail & one hand or foot. Mouflon, the N. African kind, have bred very freely in the Zoo & look in better condition than those in Marrakech. Two families of lion cubs at present, & evidently attempts are being made to cross a lion & a tiger.21

25.5.39: Yesterday & the day before very warm. Today overcast, chilly enough to have a fire, & a few drops of rain.

Got back22 yesterday after nearly 3 weeks’ absence. Soil is very dry, weeds terrible except in kitchen garden. The field is now almost completely ruined with nettles & hemlock, but there is a small patch or two, about 200 sq. yards, which may yield a little hay. Grass everywhere is lush & very green. Plenty of fruit forming on the apples. Practically no currants or gooseberries in the kitchen garden, but plenty on the odd bushes in the flower garden. First (dwarf) peas about 4″ high, the second (taller) about 2″, first broad beans 6″ or 8″ high, a few early potatoes showing. Second potatoes, French beans, carrots, onions etc. not showing (all these planted very late). Radishes showing. A lot of blossom on the strawberries, even on some of the last year’s runners. Tulips & wallflowers coming to an end. Flowers in full bloom: aubretia, yellow alyssum (very good), forget-me-nots, saxifrage, pansies. Budding: cheddar pinks, peonies, sweet williams, bush roses (not ramblers). Plenty of blossom on the loganberries.

From 9.5.39—23.5.39 inclusive there were 200 eggs. On 24.5.39 there were 14. Today 17. Shall start account afresh this Sunday, but I think there are none we have not recorded. Six chicks, now 10–12 days old, healthy but seem backward as to size. It appears the losses from this clutch (11 eggs) at the beginning were due to a mole which burrowed under the coop & buried some of the chicks. Eggs now are very good, much larger than a month back. Yesterday a tiny egg, about the size of a water-hen’s (said locally, like a double egg, to be “always the first or the last” of a clutch). Three hens broody.

M. seems well, rather thin, appetite good. Still giving over 1½ pints (close on a year in milk now.)

Yesterday planted a dozen carnations.

26.5.39: Warm. Ground is very dry. Fly is in the turnips. Many apples forming. Strawberries should be netted about a fortnight from now. Titly° has potatoes already earthed up. He says Catriona do not keep well for seed but store all right if gently treated. Blue flax in bloom. Some gooseberries almost ready to pick. Of the other batch of eggs 5 chicks have hatched; expected none, as the eggs had been about 3 weeks before a hen was found, & then the hen left them after a week & another had to be put on them. Planted antirhynums°

14 eggs.

N.B. 12.4.–26.5 (inc.) 550 eggs (26 hens.)

(Continued in Vol. II.) [Orwell’s note]

VOL. II [Orwell’s note]

27.5.39:Overcast in the morning, fine & warm in the afternoon. Blue speedwell & bugle out everywhere. Buttercups about at their tallest. Dandelions seeding. Large toadstools in the fields.

Strawed strawberries. Applied sodium chlorate to the remaining patch under the walnut tree.

Yesterday watched a thrush cracking a snail on a flat stone. Not, as I had thought, by pecking at it, but picking it up & knocking it on the stone.

15 eggs. Sold 50 eggs today, the largest batch sold hitherto. (1/10 a score). Eggs to date (see vol. 1) 565.

Week starts tomorrow.


[Newspaper cuttings: ‘Gelatine Moulds’—for plaster casting; ‘A Seed-Sowing Tip’—using an old cocoa tin; ‘Capturing Queen Wasps’]



28.5.39 (Whit Sunday): Very chilly in early morning, the rest of the day fine & sunny. Some salvias were planted last night. Daily Mail rose now almost ready to open, buds on Dorothy Perkins & Albertine. Delphinium buds forming, peonies not far from opening.

13 eggs (plus 7 laid out = 20). Today starts new egg week.

29.5.39: Very fine & warm. Netted strawberries. Took M. to the billy but fear she is not on heat. Mr. N.23 says they usually only are on autumn-spring. M. greatly afraid of a cow. The cow, on the other hand, frightened of a half-grown billy kid which was there.

16 eggs.


[Newspaper cuttings: ‘Wet Mash for Laying Period’; ‘Feeding Chicks’; ‘Feeding Ducklings’]



30.5.39: Very fine & warm. Planted tomatoes (12), putting sacking over to protect them from the sun. One cheddar pink is out. A fine drizzle for a little while in the morning. Note that netting strawberries does not seem to inhibit the bees to any extent.

1424 eggs.

31.5.39: Fine & warm, but strikes very chilly as soon as the sun begins to go in. Tomatoes (protected from the sun with sacking) are O.K. A few French & runner beans showing.

M’s mating no good. When bringing her back found she had not been milked since taking her there, (ie. 48 hours) & her udders were very distended. Milked her & obtained a quart, which seemed not soured or otherwise unsatisfactory. Do not know whether this will put her milk-yield back.

17 eggs, (sold 50 at 2/– a score).

Saw a white owl this evening.

1.6.39: Cold in the morning, warmed up later. Very windy. Began sticking° peas, put new perches in new henhouse. Uncovered tomatoes.

11 eggs.

2.6.39: Very hot, very dry, a good deal of wind. Young seedlings tending to droop. Titley has peonies, columbines full out. Honeysuckle also full out. A sweet william here & there beginning to open. Apples on the grenadier about the size of marbles. Ditto T’s cherries.

Stacked up some dried nettles etc. for litter. Set 10 duck eggs. Prepared ground for lettuces. Moved chicks.

M’s milk has gone right back as a result of the upset. Less than a pint yesterday.

15 eggs. Weighed some eggs & found that only a very few are under 2 oz. M. gave about 1½ pts., so perhaps is going back to normal.

3.6.39: Very hot & dry. Planted 1 score of T’s lettuces & about a dozen (smaller) of our own. Protected with sacking, as with the tomatoes. E. planted 7 dahlias.

The hen had pushed away 4 of the duck eggs, which had become quite cold. Put on another hen, removing one egg. Not certain whether this will have killed these eggs (which had been sat on 24 hours.)

12 eggs. Sold 40 at 2/– a score. Total this week 98 (+7=105).

4.6.39: Extremely hot & dry. Made larger runs for chicks, putting sacking over as shade. Had to take the sacking from the lettuces, which had not wilted owing to being covered. A few sweet williams coming out. The other very small dianthus is coming out. These shut up at night, the cheddar pinks do not. Many greenfly on the roses. Squirted them with soap & water. M. gave 1¾ pts. today, so is about back to normal.

14 eggs.

E. saw a white owl again last night.

5.6.39: Unbearably hot. Everything is drying up. A sweet william out. Ragged robin out.

Sowed peas (English wonder). Mulched tomatoes. French & runner beans have germinated very badly, so am sowing some in a box for fill-ups. New potatoes ready to be earthed up, a few of the maincrop showing.

5 eggs! (Presumably something to do with heat).

NB. that ½ pint of peas sows one of our rows (about 12 yards) thickly.

6.6.39: Too hot to do much in the garden. Earthed up early potatoes.

We are changing the hens on to Full-o-Pep, which is somewhat cheaper than Clarke’s laying mash. Also getting corn etc. by the cwt., which effects a small saving. NB. that 1 cwt. each of Full-o-Pep & mixed corn begun today, & at 3 lb. a day of each should last till about July 12th. Great trouble with the broody hen, which at feeding time tries to rejoin the others. When caught & put into the coop, however, she goes back to her eggs.

Many turtle doves about.

11 eggs.

7.6.39: Extremely dry & hot, but a little wind. There is fairly heavy dew at nights.

Planted out 2 bush marrows, putting tins over them. E. cut the lawn with shears & then with the mower, which Albert H.25 has sharpened (paid for sharpening 1/6). Continued sticking peas.

M. giving nearly a quart. Have sent for another goat, British-Alpine cross, kidded last month, £3.

9 eggs (plus 5 laid out = 14). Sold 1 score (2/–.)

8.6.39: Very dry, not quite so hot.

Prepared another marrow-bed, this time digging it less deeply & putting on 4-inch layer of lawn-clippings. Shall compare results of this style of bed with the other. Weeded & hoed the French & runner beans. Not much more than half of them are germinating. Uncovered the lettuces. Thinned out apples on the grenadier. About 60 left, but presumably not more than a dozen will stay on.

D.M.26 rose is full out, delphiniums almost out.

M. is hardly eating any hard food, but her milk is not down.

12 eggs (plus 7 laid out = 19).

Duck eggs said to take 28 days or a month, so these are due out about June 30–July 2.

9.6.39: Very dry, less hot. No signs of rain.

Planted two more marrows & removed the covers from the others. Did more weeding. The turnips have completely disappeared & very few onions are left, & some of those wilting. Shall re-sow & plant after it has rained. Except the lettuces very little has germinated in the seed-bed. Eg. only 11 broccoli out of a packet. Maincrop potatoes now mostly up & look pretty good.

E. put six broodies in a sort of cage of wire netting, which may perhaps cure them.

The new goat arrived. Evidently had not been milked, so milked her, obtaining 1½ pints, & another ½ pint tonight. Supposed to give 3–4 pints, but this business will no doubt have put her off, as with M. a few days back. Am not stripping M. & shall gradually get her down to one milking a day, also reducing her feed. M. very jealous, butting the other goat, stealing her food etc., the other goat (name Kate) not resisting.

10 eggs.

10.6.39: Extremely dry & pretty hot. Began hoeing maincrop potatoes, which are mostly through. Lettuces & marrows seem O.K. Many flowers in the garden drooping. The rainwater tank is now almost empty (the first time this has happened, but E. was here alone last summer).

K. wound herself up to her stake, then caught her hind leg & wound this so that it was twisted behind her neck & held there so tightly that I could only extricate her by undoing her collar. Very lame in consequence & ankle-joint swollen, but evidently nothing broken. Her yield today between 2 & 2½ pts. M. (not stripped) about 1½ pts.

8 eggs (plus 9 laid out = 17). Sold 2 score @ 2/–.

No. this week: 90.

11.6.39: Last night fairly heavy rain for 4–6 hours, which has freshened things up greatly. Today overcast & cooler.

Wildflowers now out: dogrose, poppies, campion, knapweed (a few), eggs & bacon,27 scabious (a few), elder, sanfoin.28 A few fruits on the wild plum tree. K. ‘s leg better but her yield only about 2¼ pints, so am increasing her feed.

15 eggs.

12.6.39: There was evidently some rain during last night. This morning overcast & rather chilly, then from 4–6 in the afternoon heavy rain.

Finished hoeing maincrop potatoes, which are now practically all up. (There are 4 rows Epicure, 10 of Red King & 2 of King Edward. Excluding the Epicures, this ought to give about 3 cwt. of potatoes).

The hen sitting the duck eggs has twice moved them across the coop, presumably because moles burrowing below trouble her, but she seems to be sitting them all right.

E. planted out lobelia.

12 eggs.

13.6.39: Overcast, sunny intervals, some rain.

Took up tulips & planted out to finish their growth, also narcissi. Began putting up new hen-house (a shop-soiled one, price 17/6, which arrived uncreosoted & without roofing felt. Would accomodate° 10–12 full-grown hens.) Old H.29 planted out more lettuces. Began earthing up early potatoes for the second time. One gap in the 4 rows. Let out the broody hens, hoping that some at least will have gone off by this time. Had to throw away 1 duck egg (now only 8) as the hen had turned it out.

A jackdaw has twice been hanging round the chicken coops, obviously with designs on the chickens.

11 eggs.

14.6.39: Bought 8 new R.I.R.30 pullets, 3 to 3½ months old, well forward, 4/6 each.

Finished putting up new house, which however is not creosoted or roof-felted yet, also the door needs adjustments. The old hen guarding the first lot of chicks has some sort of infection in her eye & will probably have to be destroyed.

3rd lot of peas (dwarf, sown 5.6.39) just showing. Runner & dwarf beans sown in box (6.6.39) coming up.

The broodies E. put in the cage, released yesterday, have31 all (seven) gone back to normal.

K. now having 11 handfuls of feed at a meal, & yield rising very slightly (nearly 2½ pts.)

12 eggs. Sold 30 @ 2/– score.

15.6.39: Windy, coldish & occasional drizzle. Put up stakes & wires upon which to stretch strings for runner beans. Fixed door of henhouse & supported it off the ground.

K.’s milk yield increasing slightly.

15 eggs.

(NB began new bottle of iron pills yesterday).

16.6.39: Heavy rain in the night, raining on & off most of the day, till about 5 pm when it cleared up. Too wet to do much out of doors. Placed strings for beans (much too low), began preparing a patch for turnips in place of those which failed in the drought.

Am giving the hens grit & shell—the first time they have had it, as I thought it was not necessary on a chalky soil. However, of late some of the eggshells, though not thin, have been of rather bad texture. Now that the new house is raised the pullets get out under the edges in the mornings, so it is nowhere near foxproof until floored.

A few strawberries now red. Canterbury bells well out but want sticking. Grass is a lot better after the rain. Seem to be no gaps in maincrop potatoes.

15 eggs.


[Newspaper cutting: ‘Cream Cheese from Goat’s Milk’]



17.6.39: Fine, fairly warm.

Sowed carnations (mixed perennial). Put roofing felt on henhouse. Paid for felt 9d a yard.

Both goats’ milk badly down, no doubt owing to being unable to graze yesterday. Being indoors also seems to affect their appetite for hard food.

14 eggs. Sold 30 @ 2/– score.

No. this week: 94.


[Newspaper cutting: making corner posts for gates and fences]



18.6.39: Fine in the morning, raining fairly heavily most of the afternoon.

The first ripe strawberry today. In spite of the net the birds are already getting at the partially ripe ones.

K’s milk still down, only about 1 quart today.

13 eggs.

19.6.39: Fine most of the morning, raining most of the afternoon. Not cold. Ground now too wet to do much in garden. Put out runner beans to fill up gaps in row, sowed sweet williams & wallflowers, mended frame, substituting windolite for glass. Note that windolite tends to develop small holes & [I] do not know whether it is repairable. Began thinning carrots, which, however, are largely gaps already, thanks to drought.

K’s milk going up again (about 47 oz.)

15 eggs.

20.6.39: Fine in the morning, thunderstorm & fairly heavy rain in the afternoon. Earth too wet to do much. Started preparing place for a row of broccoli. Peonies almost out. Rambler (yellow) well out.

16 eggs.


[On facing page, in Orwell’s hand:]



[image: image]
Mould° for concrete slabs. The shaded bits are nailed on (simpler than cutting tenons). A & C are each made in one piece, then jammed up against B, the ends of the sidepieces fitted into slots & weights placed against the ends. A & C can then be drawn away as the concrete begins to set. Except for B, the whole could be made of 2″ by ½″.


21.6.39: Cold, windy & some drizzle. Fire in the house all day. Did nothing out of doors. Did not put the goats out, owing to cold. Perennial Canterbury Bell (very poor flower) is well out.

11 eggs. Sold 40 @ 2/2 score.

22.6.39: Cold all day & very windy. Dense mist in the morning. Did nothing in garden.

14 eggs.

23.6.39: Overcast & drizzle but somewhat less cold. Did nothing in garden. Wallflowers sown 19.6.39 (in frame) beginning to show & carnations sown a day earlier also germinating. Thanks to the rain, a few carrots beginning to sprout in what were previously the gaps. Much of Innes’s hay in & stacked. Peonies out. In Mrs B’s garden mulleins out.

13 eggs.


[On 24 June Orwell went to Southwold to be with his father, who was very ill. Richard Blair died of cancer of the rectum on 28 June. Orwell was by his bedside. He returned to Wallington on 30 June. From 24–30 June the Diary is written in Eileen’s hand.]



24.6.39: Overcast & showery all the morning but sunny periods late & less cold. Goats out all day for the first time this week. A few very fine scabious out in the hedgerows but wild flowers much scarcer than a week or two ago. Albertine rose showing colour but not yet out; this & the bush roses have been in bud for a fortnight or more. Began earthing up maincrop potatoes. No gaps, though rather uneven growth.

14 eggs. Total for week: 9632

25.vi°.39: Fine all day & fairly warm until evening. Sweet williams, two red roses & one Albertine full out. A salvia & a marigold in bud. Some stonecrop in full flower. Stonecrop appears to flower erratically as one clump has been out for two or three weeks & others (all contemporary) are still in bud.

15 eggs.

26.6.39: Warm sunny morning. Threats of thunderstorms in afternoon but no thunder & little rain. Potatoes earthed up. Gaps filled in french bean rows with extras sown in a box in the frame when the original rows were found to have germinated badly—i.e. after an interval of ten days or so. There is very little difference in development. Blackfly have already settled on about a quarter of the broad beans, though not in great numbers; pinched out growing points. The strings for the runner beans were tangled & stretched by rain & wind. Apparently four or five stakes are necessary for one of our rows. Weeded & hoed onions which are now three or four inches tall but with many gaps in the rows. Beans & peas have grown very rapidly, some runner bean tendrils lengthening by a couple of inches since Saturday.

12 eggs.

27.6.39: Very hot & sunny. Thinned carrots & hoed peas etc. Planted out 48 larkspurs, removing some poor sweet williams. Apparently sweet williams sometimes ‘shoot up’ for several years but cannot be made to do so.

15 eggs + 8 found in a nest.

28.6.39: Much cooler & occasional showers. Mr H. finished cutting the hay & collected it today. Sowed turnips & planted out a row of mixed greens from the seed bed. Both broody hens with chickens laid today, & one (the youngest) had three other eggs hidden at the back of the coop.

14 eggs + 3 in coop.

29.6.39: Hot & sunny most of the day. One duck had hatched this morning. Later moved the hen to new coop & left the more backward eggs with another broody. By evening 7 ducks; the eightth° egg shows no sign of hatching but have put it under the hen for the night. The first ducks are fluffed up but show no disposition to walk about. Apparently ducklings are much slower to walk than chickens, being ‘weak in the legs’ (Mrs R.).33 Made an awning with adjustable sacking cover & put flat dish of water in coop.

Rehoed onions which are growing at last. Marrows also growing, one strongly. White rose out. 15 eggs.

30.6.39: Ducklings still under hen this morning but in the afternoon came out to eat (brown bread crumbled with milk & dried a little with a sprinkling of chickmeal).

Thundery weather with heavy showers.

14 eggs.

1.7.39: Fine most of morning, very heavy showers in afternoon.

Garden mostly in good condition. Some strawberries ripe, a few broad beans fit to pick, onions improving, runner beans just starting to climb strings. Hay is cut & stacked in small stack about 6′ by 5′, but not certain yet whether we can preserve this. M. ‘s milk going off considerably. Ducklings all healthy & lively, young chicks making good growth. Such currants as there are are ripening.

Marigolds (a few) in flower. Wild scabius° appearing.

10 eggs (plus 14 laid out = 24).

Sold this week 72 @ 2/2d. Total this week = 120.

2.7.39: Overcast most of day, a heavy shower in the afternoon, & cold enough to have a fire.

Both the hens guarding chicks have begun laying eggs & the younger one showed a tendency to stray away. E. therefore put her with the other hens & put all chicks together with the other hen. This morning two of the youngest badly pecked, especially the one which for some reason is white. Have segregated these two, & we are going to wean the others at once. Three of the elder ones are already perching.

Picked about 1½ lb. of strawberries & had some broad beans (young, eaten pod & all). These are about the first produce of the garden. A few loganberries reddening. Apples on the grenadier as large as golf balls. Clarkia beginning to flower.

11 eggs.

Cylinder of Calor gas, started 8.6.39, gave out today.

Cwt. of Full-o-Pep, started 6.6.39, getting low in the bin. Should last till

12.7.39. Actually might last till about 8th or 10th, but some of it has been fed to the pullets occasionally.

3.7.39: Warmer, sunny most of day.

Planted pumpkin (somewhat too late, & in a too shady position). Earthed up north34 side of maincrop potatoes. No gaps, but some very immature. Lifted tulip bulbs. One early potato withered up—trust not disease. Turnips (sown 28.6.39) are showing. One pullet limping.

15 eggs.

4.7.39: Fine & hot. A few raspberries reddening. Phloxes in bud, also bergamot. Goats escaped this morning & ate a lot of fruit tree shoots, rose shoots & some tops of phloxes. Pullet still limping badly & fear some kind of paralysis, tho’ she seems otherwise in good condition. Put gate on duck run & allowed the ducklings out of the coop. Today started new cwt. of Full-o-Pep & cwt. of corn. The pullets are also having from the latter, but of course not having laying mash. On the other hand 4 old fowls sold today. The mash therefore has to do for 24 hens, the corn for 32. Mash should therefore last about 35 days, corn about the same (allowing 1½ oz. per bird.) Shall try & reach the end before ordering new stuff next time, in order to see how it lasts out. This lot ought to give out about the 8th August, which is a Tuesday. Started the hens on a course of Karswood spice today.

10 eggs.

5.7.39: Hot. A short shower in the evening. Bergamot in bud. The white chick looks bad, & the pullet which is limping no better. A few loganberries ripe enough to pick. Started creosoting henhouse. Sowed radishes, cos lettuce, parsley. E. sowed F[rench] beans.

10 eggs. Sold 2 score @ 2/6

6.7.39: Very windy, & raining lightly most of the day. Too wet to do anything outside. Nasturtiums in flower. Roses now extremely good. Another 2 lb. strawberries. (3½ lb. to date—am noting amounts in order to see what weight of fruit that space produces).

11 eggs.

7.7.39: Some rain in the morning, hot in the afternoon. Transplanted onions as well as possible, but there are still some gaps. New cylinder of Calor gas begun today.

9 eggs. Sold 8 @ 1½d.

8.7.39: Raining much of the day, a fine interval in the evening, very windy. Picked some more loganberries. One hollyhock beginning to flower. A few runner beans show buds. Tomatoes flowering, also several marrows. One or two snapdragons beginning to flower. Have evidently been overfeeding the pullets, which are leaving some of their mash. The limping one no better, though otherwise seemingly all right in health, so shall segregate her tomorrow. A few self-sown potatoes uprooted today have potatoes only about the size of marbles on them. Putting the ducklings on mash from today.

10 eggs. Sold 1/2 score @ 2/6. No. this week: 76

9.7.39: Warm, no rain. The little apple tree (grenadier pippin)fn1 so weighted down with apples that we are obliged to support the branches. Kate35 is unwell, refused food this evening & was sick, or threw up her cud. Muriel also somewhat off her feed. I suspect this is due to their being tethered in the hot sun without shade.

Found wild canterbury bells. Wood pigeons still sitting on nests. No crab apples on the big tree this year, though the garden apples are everywhere good. Seemingly no wild cherries. The birds have had the few red currants there were in our garden. This evening caught & brought home some newt tadpoles in varying stages of development. They get the front legs firstfn2 (toads get hind legs—not certain about frogs) & have 4 fingers on each hand. Much more agile than toad tadpoles, diving into the mud when pursued. According to Edie W.,36 adult newts if put into the aquarium with tadpoles will devour them. Found a water snail whose shell was as long as the top two joints of my forefinger; have never before seen one approaching this size.

Planted a slip of rambler rose, but believe this is too early.fn3 Picked more loganberries.

12 eggs.

10.7.39: Overcast, warm & still. Some hollyhocks flowering. Madonna lilies & bergamot almost out. Did nothing in garden except weeding. K’s appetite somewhat improved but bad drop in her milk today (only about 1¼ pt.) E. picked about 1½ lb. strawberries yesterday.

10 eggs.

11.7.3739: Warm but not very sunny. Pricked out 90 wallflowers (flame). T.38 thinks the lame pullet may have “the disease” (presumably coccidiosis) in which case it would be better to kill her. The infallible symptom is yellow dung, but apparently it usually starts with lameness in the left leg.

Started the goats on cotton cake to see whether they will eat it. K. ‘s milk normal again (2½pts.) 2 lb. strawberries. Sussex hen is moulting.

12 eggs.

12.7.39: Hot. Madonna lilies out.

Bedstraw, mallows & knapweed in flower. Robin’s pincushions on briars. Goats will not eat cake every time so shall give it them about once a week.

12 eggs. Sold 1½ score @ 2/8.

13.7.39: Hot. The lame hen segregated to watch developments.

14 eggs. Bergamot flowering.

14.7.39: Warm, but rainy. Took nets off strawberries & began weeding, which is almost impossible owing to the growth of the bindweed.

Phloxes (perennial) beginning to flower.

12 eggs.

15.7.39: Warm. A very short light shower in the evening. Weeded out the strawberries, as well as could be done, & picked off such as were ripe. More berries forming, but doubt if we shall get any now the nets are off.fn4 Yesterday found a late thrushe’s° nest with one egg (bird on it). One white hen missing—possibly sitting somewhere on a nest, but afraid she is lost, as she has been gone since yesterday.

14 eggs. Sold 2 score @ 2/8. Total this week: 86.fn5

Butcher says hens are laying better again, so eggs will go down [in price].

16.7.39: Sharp shower in the morning, otherwise fairly warm. The white hen has turned up, evidently having slept out somewhere. Note that Innes has coppered over some of the chains, bolts etc. in his haymaking machinery in the same way as I did experimentally with the nails, so evidently it is not so impracticable after all. The copper where I attempted it crusted the threads of bolts so that they would not turn.

All the small pools in the woods have dried up. Note that on one a waterhen had built a nest & then had to clear out when the pool dried up.

Seeds formed on bluebells, hips forming on briars.

12 eggs.


[On facing page, in Orwell’s hand:]



To drill holes in Glass (according to “Smallholder”): Use small twist drill. Mark spot with glass-cutter, give a turn or two of the drill, then smear on grease, sprinkle with emery or carborundum powder & drill gently, not pressing.

17.7.39: Warmish in morning, thunderstorms & heavy rain most of afternoon.

Picked first peas, about 1 lb. Thinned out turnips, which are very good & untouched by the fly. Began digging patch for greens, but too wet to do much.

Hens which have made nests outside will apparently continue to sit there in the middle of pouring rain. Very small newt tadpoles put into aquarium seem to disappear. Fear the large ones may be eating them, but if so this must only occur at night. Note that the water-snail is able in some way to elevate himself to the top of the water & remain floating there—or possibly is naturally buoyant & only remains down when using suction.fn6

11 eggs. (1 double egg— the first for some time).

18.7.39: Raining almost the whole day. Too wet to do much outside.

Female flowers coming on first marrow.

11 eggs.

19.7.39: Showers, but mostly fine. Everything now growing very fast. Many peas. A few tomatoes about the size of marbles. One or two marrows about size of peanuts.

Not certain whether a pullet has begun laying prematurely or whether the mother hen which is still in the youngsters’ run (& which lays a small egg) had laid out, but found an egg in that run today.

Sowed canterbury bells (prob. too late, but they do very well if treated as triennials.)

13 eggs (2 very small). Sold 35 for 4/3 (2/6 a score—should have been 4/4½).

20.7.39: Some sun in the morning, otherwise almost continuous rain all day. Impossible to do anything outside. Notice that hens always eat less in this weather. Top of the hay under a few sacks is still dry in spite of the constant rain. Goats show slight tendency to diarrhea from eating wet grass. Stated today in letter in D. Tel. that for 1 person using electricity for all purposes, except a periodical coal fire for warming, 1800–2000 units is annual minimum consumption.

12 eggs (1 v. small—it is the mother hen that lays these).

21.7.39: Fine part of the day, but overcast & damp in the morning, & a thunderstorm in the afternoon. Wheat yellowing. Planted out leeks (38 make a row.). Weeds very bad everywhere. This morning a female flower on a marrow opened; shut again this evening so presumably fertilised. Goats’ yield down, owing to yesterday. Gooseberries almost ripe.

13 eggs.

22.7.39: Overcast & oppressive. A good deal of rain for about an hour in the evening. E. raised 3 roots of early potatoes (only 3 months sown). Few potatoes, about 1 lb. on the 3, but many young ones coming.

12 eggs. Sold 1½ score @ 2/6. Total this week: 84.

23.7.39: A little rain in the evening, otherwise dry, but overcast & not very warm. Many harebells. Found the first ripe dewberry. Oats almost ripe in some fields, wheat grains still milky. Seagulls about—one does not usually see them here. The Ridleys have a dahlia in bloom.

12 eggs.

24.7.39: Fine in morning, cold & miserable in afternoon. Wildflowers now in bloom: agrimony, perforated St. John’s Wort, red dead nettle, wild mignonette, self-heal, woody nightshade, stitchwort. Found nest of wild bees in grass in churchyard. Nest of moss rather like that made by dormouse. Dahlias budding. Picked first of our own lettuces today, & first ripe gooseberries yesterday. Many peas.

14 eggs (1 small). A little rain this evening.

25.7.39: Fine & fairly hot. Endeavouring to stack the hay. 12 eggs (1 small).


Probably about 26 July 1939 Orwell wrote to the Scientific Poultry Breeders’ Association about the Food Purchase Scheme it ran for members. His letter has not survived, but one from S. R. Harvey, General Manager and Secretary of S.P.B.A. Supplies, Ltd., dated 28 July, gives details of discounts allowed on poultry feedstuffs, and also encloses details of association membership.



26.7.39: Fine & warm. Finished thatching hay, as well as it can be done, which is not very well. However this is practice for another occasion when there is more hay. Stack is about 8′ × 6′ by 5′ at highest point. Hoed out cabbages & turnips, both doing well.

11 eggs (1 small). Sold 35 @ 2/6 score (4/3—ought to have been 4/4½).

27.7.39: Hot. A very few drops of rain in the evening.

Red mite is bad in the henhouses, partly no doubt owing to one or two hot days. Dealt with them with boiling water & sulphur afterwards, hoping this will be effective. NB. that plumber’s blowlamp would be the best thing. Hen’s appetite is off as usual in hot weather. Planted out a few cos lettuce, otherwise nothing except weeding. The pumpkin has now taken hold but is still a small plant. The watersnail has laid some eggs. Don’t [know]39 whether these creatures are bisexual or not.

NB. that for storage purposes in tanks etc., 20 gallons fn7space will about hold

1 cwt. of meal, or more of grain (say 1¼ cwt.)

14 eggs (2 small—believe 1 pullet is now laying).

28.7.39: Some rain during last night. Hot. Nothing except weeding, mowing down thistles etc.

9 eggs.

29.7.39: Apparently a few spots of rain in the night. Hot today. Mowed nettles. 6 eggs! (possibly something to do with heat.) Sold 25 @ 2/6 score.

Total this week: 78

30.7.39: A little rain during last night. Today hot. Canterbury bell seeds germinating. Pulled first carrots today. Earwigs now very troublesome.

10 eggs (2 small).

31.7.39: Most of day overcast, heavy showers & thunder about mid-day. Weeded onions. Pricked40 out 35 carnations. The wallflowers planted on 11.7.39 about 3″ to 4″ high. One hollyhock which is coming into flower is white. There are therefore 4 colours (dark red, light red, pale pink, white) from the original dark seed. Peas are very good, much more than we can eat. Last cwt. of corn finished this morning. Begun on 4.7.39, should by calculation have lasted to about August 10th, but the 8 pullets have been fed on it for the last 3 weeks, also to some extent the 6 next chicks. Full-o-pep bought at same time only about 2/3 gone.

11 eggs41 (3 pullets? Evidently at least 1 pullet is now laying.)

1.8.39 Warm. A few drops of rain. Pricked42 out wallflowers (yellow) & sweet williams. Calculate roughly that each row of peas (about 12 yards) will yield 15–20 lb. Started new cwt. of wheat & kibbled maize today. This has to do for 23 adult fowls & 8 pullets (almost full grown). At 1½ oz per bird per day should last till about September 8th.

10 eggs (3 small – 3 pullets laying now.)

2.8.39: Most of day overcast & rather chilly. Only weeding etc

12 eggs. (2 pullets?). Sold 30 @ 2/6 score.

3.8.39: Unbroken rain from early this morning till about 8 pm. One or two dahlias now in flower. Examining yesterday one of the large black slugs common at this time of year (about 4″ long when extended) noticed that the curious hole they have a little way behind the head opens & shuts more or less rhythmically, & has inside whitish tissue like sago pudding. Possibly this is their breathing hole?

Some oats cut, barley mostly ripe & looks very good, no wheat ripe. Toadflax in flower. Only one or two plums on the wild plum tree.

Gave M. her worm powder, with great difficulty, having kept her more or less without food all day.

12 eggs (1 small—1 pullet is now laying larger eggs.)

4.8.39: Raining most of day, with sunny intervals, windy. Ground now very sodden, everything growing very fast. Lifted some more early potatoes (about 3½ months). Not many on each root. Saw the lost hen again this morning. Mrs A. says she has seen her several mornings & thinks she is in the thick bushes up the west end of the field. She occasionally comes out to eat, usually in the very early morning. The trouble is that a fox or dog may get her before she has finished brooding.

13 eggs (3 small.)

5.8.39: Raining almost continuously until about 6.30 pm Parts of the day rain extremely heavy. Baldock high street said to have been flooded. Marrows swelling very rapidly. French & runner beans 3″ or 4″ long. Apples growing very fast.

Cylinder of calor gas, started 7.7.39, gave out yesterday (27 days). Started new cylinder today.

9 eggs (2 small). Sold 30 @ 2/6 score. Total this week: 77 of which 15 small.

6.8.39: No rain, fairly warm. The big crab tree in the lane has failed to produce any apples, but found others with fruit. Blackberries still only in flower. Hazel nuts still solid inside. Innes’s cows due to calve shortly. Waterhens still have quite small chicks. Many young rabbits. Found dead cat in lane. Notice that hens will eat the large black slugs. Forgot to mention that on Thursday saw what I think must be a hawfinch. Greenfinches in the hen run from time to time, but goldfinches uncommon here.

11 eggs (3 small)

7.8.39: Finer. In the morning rather cold & a little rain, afternoon overcast & warm. Finished preparing ground for winter greens. Put slugs in prepared box to test what kinds of foodstuff they go after most. Yesterday found dead newt in the road, so they must be leaving the water now. A certain number of this year’s frogs about, about the size of runner beans.

9 eggs (1 small).

8.8.39: Some rain & thunder, but most of day fairly fine though not hot. Goats’ milk is badly off, less than a quart from the two, no doubt owing to the several days without grazing. Evenings now drawing in noticeably.

12 eggs (3 small).

9.8.39: Some rain43 in the evening, otherwise warm, but overcast. Planted out 60 broccoli, rather late & all rather leggy & unpromising, but hope they may take. Impossible to get any kale etc., for which of course it is rather late.

10 eggs (2 small). Sold 30 @ 2/6 score.

10.8.39: Rain during much of the day. Cut side-shoots out of tomatoes (this should have been done much earlier), began preparing another patch for greens, put up another coop for the ducks, as the 7 of them can hardly crowd into one coop now. Note that fresh goat manure when piled sets up a certain amount of heat, though seemingly not so much as horse manure.

10 eggs (2 small).

11.8.39: Warm & fine. In the reservoir came upon waterhen with one very small chick. This was in close to the side & remained absolutely still, on my prodding it & turning it over with a stalk of hemlock it still made no move, so that I thought it was dead, then suddenly dived & remained under water for several minutes.

The watersnail’s eggs appear to have hatched & the creatures are moving about, but they are still jellified & in some kind of embryonic state, not, as I had thought, fully developed before they come out.

Cut first marrow today. Fair amount of beans now.

11 eggs (3 small).

12.8.39: Warm & fine. Some carnations now well out.

10 eggs (2 small). Sold 25 @ 2/6 score & 10 (pullets) @ 2/2 score.

Total this week: 73 (16 small).

13.8.39: Warm & fine.

10 eggs (2 small).

14.8.39: Warm & fine. Damsons (such as there are) almost ripe. Finished getting ground ready for greens. At last found the lost hen, which was sitting on 13 eggs. She has been gone just a month. Altogether 6 broodies now (out of 23 hens). Put them all in E’s cage this afternoon. Yesterday with great difficulty we weighed a duck, &, if we were not wrong, it was about 3¾ lb (6½ weeks). So we are going to send the 2 biggest to market tomorrow to see what they fetch.

10 eggs (3 small).

Cwt. of Full-o-Pep gave out today. Started on 4.7.39—about 40 days. Should have been 35, so perhaps have been underfeeding them a bit. On the other hand in warm weather they often don’t eat all they are given.

Saw a cuckoo this morning. They have been silent for some time & are about due to leave. Found a dead shrew mouse on the road. I do not know why, one always finds them dead about this time of year.

15.8.39: Hot. Had some damsons stewed (rather sour.) Ground dries up very rapidly. A few larkspurs coming into flower, roses coming into second bloom (most of them not good owing to the species of blight they have this year). The pumpkin’s largest shoot now about a yard long & 1 female flower. Not certain whether it can make its growth in time, ie. in the next 6–8 weeks. Found another dead shrew. Wasps beginning to be troublesome. The new snail has laid a lot of eggs. Now that the white broody is off her nest, something finds & eats the eggs. Suspect cat, but might be rats, jackdaws or other hens.

Only 2/11 each (ie. 2/8 without commission) for 7-week ducklings weighing 4¼ lb. At this rate there is only a few pence profit on each bird, but we are buying mash in small quantities at which it costs 1½ lb.44 At the price of Full-o-Pep ([image: image]d per lb) there would be more.

11 eggs (2 small).

16.8.39: Hot. Ground again very dried up. Hoed onions & flowers in nursery beds, watered pumpkin & tomatoes, cut down broad beans, which have got too big & are not worth leaving to ripen. Some turnips almost fit to pull.

Cut second marrow. Grass which E. has cut is now quite good.

10 eggs (3 small). Sold 25 @ 2/6 score.

Ripe plums now only 2d lb.

17.8.39: Hot. Some blackberries reddening. Found a few mushrooms. Most of the corn now cut, & everyone working fast to get in the remainder while the good weather lasts. Coveys of partridges are mostly large (8–12 birds) but the young birds seem rather small. Saw bird which I cannot identify. In size colour & type by flight it resembled a waterhen, but apparently was not a waterhen, as it flew too well & took to the wing too readily, & also it was nowhere near water. It got up together with a hen pheasant, but was certainly not a pheasant at any stage of development. When Marx put up a covey of partridges the mother did the well known trick (it is sometimes denied that this really happens) of leading M. off by flying rather slowly & squawking, while the young ones flew away in a different direction. Saw what I believe was a fieldfare, though this seems very early. Cock goldfinch calling to mate makes sound rather like “chee-wa” (less like “cheese” than that of greenfinch).

8 eggs (3 small).

18.8.39: Hot. Refitted door to henhouse.

10 eggs (3 small).

19.8.39: Hot. Planted out 1 score each Brussels, savoys & purple sprouting broccoli. Paid 3d per score. Not very good plants & very dry, but fairly good roots, so they should take. Suspicion of club-root (which we have never had here) in one plant which I got rid of. Some white turnips (sown 28.6.39) ready to pull.

“Smallholder” claims wireworm in carrot beds etc. can be dealt with by 2 oz. per sq. yard of mixed napthaline & freshly slaked lime.

9 eggs (3 small). Sold 20 @ 2/6 score & 10 @ 2/– score

Total this week: 68 (19 small).

20.8.39: Hot in the morning. Then thunder & heavy showers. Raining hard tonight. Goats greatly terrified by the thunder, & M. managed to break loose from her chain.

Pinched out growing point of pumpkin. Gave onions their final thinning out. First peas about finished. Larkspurs flowering. Side shoots of tomatoes grow so fast that it is impossible to keep pace with them.

8 eggs (4 small—evidently another pullet laying.)

21.8.39: Hot till evening, then heavy thunder & rain. Cut side-shoots out of tomatoes, dug in a little ash from bonfire round their roots, cleared & burnt first lot of dwarf peas & began digging over this patch of ground, which will do for leeks. Planted some of those yellow flowers (sort of summer chrysanthemum) which Mrs Hollingworth gave us, though do not know whether they will take, as some are already in flower. Gave liquid manure to some of the larkspurs. A good many self-sown antirrhinums about.

Weighed the remaining 5 ducks, which go to market tomorrow. The 5 weigh just on 24 lb., the heaviest about 5¼ lb. They are just 7½ weeks old.

8 eggs (2 small).

22.8.39: Drizzle in the morning, rest of day fine & hot. The mist is now very thick in the early mornings. Dug some more of the patch for the leeks, gave liquid manure to larkspurs etc. E. planted some more godetias. Only 11/– for 5 ducks weighing 24 lb. Complete account is in the egg book, but worth noting here that, putting aside the bread & milk of their first week, 91 lb. of mash (actually more—say 95 lb.—as they occasionally had some of the other birds’ food) equals 32 lb. of meat, or about (allowing for everything) 3¼ lb. of feed for 1 lb of meat.

One of the newts is now mature. Its gill formations are gone & it lies on top of the water with its head in the air much of the time. The watersnail was yesterday sucking at the piece of raw meat we put in for the newts.

Marx discovered to be very lousy, ears full of nits, no doubt partly owing to the hot weather. E. treating him with antiseptic soap, flea powder & also vinegar, which loosens the nits, allowing them to be combed out.

11 eggs (4 small). Cwt. of corn begun today.

23.8.39: Hot. Dug some more of the patch for leeks, transferred the cockerels (5) to the small pen, deloused the hen-houses. Great trouble getting rid of the red mite, which multiplies very fast in this weather. They have to be burned out, but even so it is hard to make sure of them. A plumber’s blowlamp is what one needs. When a house is infested badly the hens will not go into it. Found nest of 14 (Rhode) eggs laid out, evidently not very new, so shall not sell them or enter them in the account, though the one I tried was not bad.

8 eggs (4 small). Sold 20 @ 2/6, & 10 @ 1/– score.

24.8.39: Hot. Planted2 rows leeks (about 75 plants). There are 5 different colours of larkspurs coming out.

9 eggs (4 small).

31.8.39: Ring wood45 (Hants). 24–29.8.39 hot, yesterday & today fairly heavy rain. Blackberries are ripening in this district. Finches beginning to flock. Very heavy mists in the early mornings.


Orwell stayed with L. H. Myers at Ringwood from at least 24 to 31 August and, as his diary shows, was not back at Wallington until 5 September, two days after Britain’s declaration of war following Germany’s invasion of Poland on 1 September. He may have gone to Greenwich on 1 or 2 September, and was certainly there on 3 September; see 565, 28.8.39, n. 1.

It was Myers who had provided the loan (intended as a gift) that enabled the Orwells to spend the winter of 1938–39 in French Morocco. Orwell did not know who his benefactor was until 1946, two years after Myers’s death, when he made the first instalment on repaying what he took to be a debt. He sent this to Dorothy Plowman, who had acted as intermediary; see 2903.



5.9.39: Have not been able to keep up the diary owing to travelling to & fro, dislocation caused by the war etc. The weather has been mainly hot & still. On the night of 2.9.39 & tremendous thunderstorm which went on almost continuously all night.

On returning to Wallington after 10 days absence find weeds are terrible. Turnips good & some carrots have now reached a very large size. Runner beans fairly good. The last lot of peas did not come to much. A number of marrows. One pumpkin about the size of a billiard ball. Apples on the grenadier almost ripe. Damsons & bullaces ripe. All the winter vegetables have taken all right. Early potatoes rather poor, only about 5–6 potatoes to a plant, but the later ones look as if they would be good. Onions fair. Lettuces have all gone to seed. Flowers in nursery beds (wallflowers 2 kinds, sweet williams & carnations) doing all right. Hollyhocks & marigolds almost over. Roses (not ramblers) blooming again. Larkspurs quite good. Bergamot over, & phloxes almost over. Dahlias full out. Some michaelmas daisies out. Grass has grown very tall in 10 days.

It seems that since 24.8.39 (ie. 12 days) the hens have laid only 8546 eggs, mostly big ones. All the older hens are moulting. Goats have been a week on grass only owing to Clarke’s failing to deliver grain last week but in good condition & still giving a reasonable amount of milk.

6.9.39: Very hot. Rooted up first lot of French beans & dug over that patch, which will do for spring cabbage. Cut side shoots out of tomatoes. These have not done at all well. All leaf & stalk, the plants growing so huge that it is almost impossible to get them to stand upright, & few & poor tomatoes (one or two now ripening.) Probable cause too much animal manure & not enough light.

10 eggs.

7.9.39: Very hot. Weeded out first lot of broccoli & dug between. Cut down nettles under the apple tree & applied 1 lb. sodium chlorate. A lot of apples but they are not very good or big, & many windfalls. Made 2–3 lb. apple jelly out of the windfalls.

8 eggs (1 small).

Forgot to mention that at Ringwood I several times saw large flocks of goldfinches, in one case over 30 in the flock.

NB. to count eggs for earlier days of this week at 7 a day, as during our absence they laid 85 in 12 days.

8.9.39: Hot. Blackberries not ripe yet. Have lifted the remainder of the early potatoes, which are very poor, only about 5 potatoes to a root.

8 eggs.


[Newspaper cuttings: ‘Curing a Goat Skin’;47 ‘For Gathering Out-of-Reach Fruit’]



9.9.39: Very hot. Dug up 3rd batch of peas & dug over that piece of ground. Red mite again very bad. Most of the leghorns now moulting but not so many of the Rhodes. Notice that the birds’ appetites always drop off in this weather, ditto the goats, though they don’t drink much.

11 eggs. Sold 35 @ 3/– score. Total this week: 58


[Newspaper cutting: ‘Feeding all Home-Grown Foods’]



10.9.39: Warmish, but overcast. Dug the 2 rows of King Edward potatoes (actually most of them are not K.E. but another larger kind, perhaps Great Scott). Again very poor though better than the earlies. The best had 16 sizeable potatoes to the root, average about 8. A great many I had to throw away as they were squashy. Everyone here is making the same complaint, so evidently we have some disease about. The first bush marrow has produced a great number of marrows. We had already cut 2 or 3 off it & now it has 4 more sizeable ones & others coming. The pumpkin has at last got hold & is swelling rapidly, so should have time to reach a fair size before the frosts.

8 eggs.

NB. that M. was showing signs of heat about 8th & 9th, so should come on again about the 30th.

11.9.39: Somewhat less warm, overcast, a very few drops of rain about dark. Last night’s rain had made no difference to the soil.

Weeded out the onions. These will be ready to pick in 2–3 weeks, but are not good. Applied sodium chlorate to the nettles beyond the walnut tree. Picked 1 lb. of damsons & 3¼ of bullaces. The damsons made almost 2 lb. jam, so the bullaces should make 5 or 6. The 2 rows of potatoes made 3 small sacks, I should say 50 or at most 60 lb. so if the main crop are equally bad we shall have at most another 300 lb., which is not nearly enough.

Picked out 2 boiling fowls (the old light Sussex & the one which mothered the 2nd lot of chicks) to go to market tomorrow.

Swallows beginning to gather on the telegraph wires.

9 eggs.

12.9.39: Chilly (enough to have a fire), overcast & windy. Some light rain in the evening. Began cleaning out the maincrop potatoes & cutting the haulm preparatory to digging. They may as well however stay in the ground another fortnight to let the skins harden. Titley’s spring cabbages are too young to plant out yet, but will be ready in a fortnight, so about 25.9.3948 will be the date for this. There should be room for 6 or 7 rows, ie. 100–150plants. The bullaces only made 4 lb. of jam.

Sold the two old boiling fowls, 6/6 for the two, ie. about 7/6 but commission comes off this.

This morning saw what I am virtually certain was a flight of woodcock. Possibly they flock together for migration. About 8.30 a flight of about a dozen birds went over, & by their long beaks & general shape I thought for a moment they were curlews, which are never seen round here. However they were just a little too small for curlews & their flight a little too fast. At a little distance past me they made the characteristic sideways dip, & I realised they were woodcock. The thing that still makes me slightly uncertain is not there being a dozen of them together, but their being so early. Others I have seen just arriving on the Suffolk coast came in October.

NB. to save seed (about 28 lb.) when digging the maincrop potatoes.

9 eggs. (Not listing the pullets’ eggs separately now as they are somewhat larger & sell for the same price. Titley says he is getting 3/4 a score from Moss’s.)

13.9.39: Overcast in the morning, a sunny patch in the afternoon, then some drizzle. Finished cleaning out potato patch, began digging the bit next to the tomatoes. One or two cockerels almost big enough for market.

7 eggs. Sold 30 @ 3/– score.

14.9.39: Overcast, a little drizzling rain, but fairly warm. Finished digging the patch next the tomatoes. Lifted the first row of Red King as the whole of that patch needs liming & it is simpler to lift the potatoes at once. They are poor, but a little better than the K. Edwards, & only one or two rotten ones among them. Am going to scrap the tomatoes as they will come to nothing. Arranged to sell off all the fowls, as it is evident that we shall only be able to come down here at weekends & it is impossible to continue with any livestock. Shall probably make Mr N.49 a present of the goats.

8 eggs.

15.9.39: Rainy, with sunny & windy intervals.

Lifted the remainder of the Red King. Very poor. As well as I can estimate, I should say 300 lbs at most (10 rows—200 plants). Scrapped the tomatoes. Cut down the nearer row of raspberries, which are perhaps worth keeping, very drastically, & shall manure them heavily later, as I think it possible that row may do something. Shall probably scrap the other one. Began digging patch next the raspberries. Made 2 lb. blackberry jelly out of about 2 lb. blackberries (garden) bought from Mrs Hollingsworth for 6d. Forgot to mention that I picked the apples off the grenadier, which is I think 5 years old. 2250 apples, weighing 7½ lb. The apples on the big tree are mostly rotting but some will be all right.

8 eggs.

16.9.39: Chilly & misty in the morning, sunny but not too warm in the day, a shower in the afternoon.

Took up & burnt the final lot of peas, & dug over that patch. Arranged to sell off the 8 March pullets @ 5/6 a bird (paid 4/6 for them).

11 eggs. Sold 1 score @ 3/-. Total this week: 60.

17.9.39: Windy. Sacked the potatoes, evidently about 300 lb. Gave the sprouting broccoli some wood ash. Arranged to dispose of the goats. Picked about 2 lb. blackberries.

6 eggs.

28.9.39: Have not been able to keep up the diary, as I have been away.51 The eggs are, however, entered in the hen book, though I think a certain number were not recorded.

Typical autumn weather, except that of late the mornings have not been misty. Nights very clear, & the moon, which is a little past full, very fine. A certain amount of leaves yellowing.

Today planted out 60 spring cabbage. Paid 2d score for plants. Continued clearing front flower bed. The chief difficulty is the loganberry against the fence, which is now presumably too old to move. Some of the stems have grown to 15 or 20 feet. Michaelmas daisies in flower, chrysanthemums not yet. The pumpkin is about the size of a football, but I am afraid is going to ripen at that size, as the leaves are turning a little. Most of the young broccoli etc. doing well. E. gave them superphosphate last week. Made another 3 ½ lb. apple jelly.

Decided after all not to get rid of the older hens. Shall reduce the size of the run the young ones are in now & use it for a breeding pen (Leghorn × Rhode) in the spring if we are here. The other part can be dug over for potatoes. If actually here we might also go in for rabbits & bees. Rabbits are not to be rationed. The butcher says that people will not as a rule buy tame rabbits for eating but their ideas change when meat gets short. Titley says he made a lot of money out of rabbits at the end of the last war.

4 eggs! (To date this week, including today 36).

Field & others are still getting in hay which has only just been cut, & say it still has some nutritive value in it.

29.9.39: Cloudy but not cold. The nights & early mornings are reasonably warm at present. Finished cleaning out main flower bed & cleaned out the one in front of the kitchen. “Smallholder” advises sowing broad beans now & planting shallots, so shall do so if I get time.

6 eggs.

Put apples to soak for apple wine.

30.9.39: Fine, still & fairly warm. Continued clearing & got nearly to the trellis. Note that the white rambler rose has layered itself here & there. Gave all the broccoli nitrate of potash. Picked more apples. There is still 10–15 lb. on the tree, but how many will keep I do not know. I am only trying to keep the larger ones.

5 eggs. Sold 15 @ 3/– score. (Also sold 15 on Wed.) Total for week: 47. This must be low record for this year.

1.10.39: Fine but rather chilly. Made another 2 lb. apple jelly. Picked a few blackberries but had not time to go to the good places. Picked some more apples. There are not many large ones left now. Have put about 10–15 lb. on shelf behind a sack to keep the light out, hoping they may keep at any rate for a month or two.

Five eggs.

2.10.39: Fine, rather cold. Beech nuts are now ripe. Yesterday saw good number of young pheasants, fairly well grown.

Selected two cockerels for market tomorrow, about 10 lb. the two.

Continued clearing out beds & got as far as the shed. Can finish tomorrow, then shall spread manure & leave it for a few days before turning in.

4 eggs.

Made a pound or two of blackberry jam, but it has come rather thick.

3.10.39: Fine & chilly. A very few drops of rain in the afternoon. Finished clearing out the garden & transplanted a few small plants which were in the way, so tomorrow the manure can be spread.

5 eggs. Got 6/6 for the two cockerels (ie. 7/– less commission). This works out at about 8d lb.


[Newspaper cutting: ‘Making Coal Briquettes’52]



4.10.39: Rather cold, violent wind. Picked up the first ripe walnut today. There are very few, however. Spread the manure. Hoed leeks. Spring cabbages have not taken root very well, owing to the drought. Uprooted the onions, which are very poor.

6 eggs. Sold 14 @ 3/– score.

Made about 3 lb. apple ginger, which I am afraid is a little too gingery.

5.10.39: Some rain in the night, the day overcast & rather muggy. A light shower or two in the afternoon. The ground is still very dry a few inches under the surface. Dug over all the flower garden except the small beds. After the earth has settled the new flowers can go in.

6 eggs.

6.10.39: Some more rain in the night & a little this morning. Some sunny periods, & not cold.

Finished the flower garden. Planted 2 rows cabbage (36 plants). Cleared the place where the gooseberries are to go (it is too early to move them yet). Made experimentally a few briquettes of coal dust & clay. If successful will make a mould & sieve for making them on a larger scale. Evidently it is important to use only fine dust, also one must have a large metal receptacle for mixing in.

Tonight found a kind of phosphorescent worm or millipede, a thing I have never seen or heard of before. Going out on the lawn I noticed some phosphorescence, & noticed that this made a streak which constantly grew larger. I thought it must be a glowworm, except that I had never seen a glowworm which left its phosphorescence behind. After searching with an electric torch found it was a long very slender wormlike creature with many thin legs down each side & two sort of antennae on the head. The whole length about 1¼″. Managed to catch him in a test-tube & bring him in, but his phosphorescence soon faded.

5 eggs.

[image: image]

7.10.39: Misty & still. A very few drops of rain. Beech nuts now ripe. Skinned & took the pith out of a largish marrow (about 18″ long), & note that after doing this there is only about 2½ lb. of flesh. Bought Adco, 2/3 for 7 lb, which is said to be enough to make 7 cwt. of compost. It appears however that you must not put woody material among the rubbish, nor very large roots. Began digging shallow pit for compost. The briquettes burn fairly well when used together with coal, so shall make arrangements for making some more. Evidently the method is to mix clay & water till it is sloppy, then mix in with your coal dust, using only so much clay as is needed to bind the dust to a very stiff paste. Moulds must be very strong, as the stuff has to be tamped down forcibly.

7 eggs. Sold 15 @ 3/–score. Total this week 38. (NB. started cylinder of calor gas today).

8.10.39: Picked about 2½ lb. blackberries. Finished making the pit for rubbish & treated the first two layers with Adco. Weather misty, still & rather cold.

6 eggs.

9.10.39: Continuous & mostly heavy rain till about 4 pm Violent wind, strong enough to loosen some of the rose bushes & lift some broccoli plants almost out of the ground. Staked some of the latter, otherwise too wet to do anything out of doors.

5 eggs.

10.10.39: Very still, warm & fairly sunny. A very few spots of rain in the evening. Ground greatly sodden, & a lot of chrysanthemums loosened by the wind. Dug trench for broad beans but cannot yet get the ground into sowing condition. That piece (beyond the runner beans) is full of lumps of fine clay. Took out some of the worst & dug in some sand & wood ash. Changed the manure into a larger container as I want the other for leaf mould. Moved the henhouse. Brought in the onions, which are extremely poor, & hung them up to dry. Only 10 large bunches, of which only 3 or 4 will really keep. Picked up a few walnuts but there are very few this year.

Yesterday made 2 lb. blackberry jelly. Note that 2½lb. blackberries = 2 pints juice = 2 lb. jelly (actually a little over).

5 eggs.

11.10.39: Still, sunny & fairly warm. Ground a good deal dryer. Planted out 10 Canterbury bells, about 20 sweet williams, 20 carnations, 25 wallflowers (flame). Continue tomorrow if not raining. Added some more to compost heap. Staked some of the crysanthemums° etc. T. has not got the stakes yet so cannot finish off hen-run. Yesterday snapped the handle of the spade, but it seems one can get a new handle without having to buy a whole spade. Made a little apple jam, experimentally, but does not seem great success. Have made about 25 lb. of jam altogether.

8 eggs. Sold 25 @ 3/– score.

12.10.39: Fine autumn weather, as yesterday. Planted out about 25 more wallflowers, a few hollyhock seedlings, 20 bought tulip bulbs (2 black) & about 15 of our own, & about 30 daffodils, some bought, some of our own. Cut leaves off marrows to let them ripen. I have left one on each plant, one of them a very large one.

8 eggs.

13.10.39: Misty but not cold. Some swallows still about, flying very high. Mowed the lawn. Could not make much impression on it, as it has got long again, but this will probably have to be its last cut this year. Nothing more now to be done in the flower garden expect° the little patch up by the trellis & to trim off edges of the grass & make up paths, but I cannot do all this until the spade is mended. Cleared out the patch where the rhubarb is, preparatory to digging. Gave all the broccoli etc. superphosphate. This will be their last feed. Some savoys ready to cut & a few sprouts almost ready, but all that first lot are very poor. Planted 2 doz. snowdrop bulbs. Put some hen-manure in the shed to dry. Tried mixture of coal-dust & tealeaves° in a paper bag, which will burn more or less, so shall keep sugar cartons for this purpose.

5 eggs (1 double egg.)

14.10.39: Extremely heavy rain all night & in the morning. Cleared up a little in the afternoon. Began digging patch by rhubarb, otherwise impossible to do much out of doors.

5 eggs. Sold 15 @ 3/– score. Total this week 42

15.10.39: Continuous & mostly heavy rain all day. Impossible to do anything out of doors.

8 eggs.

16.10.39: Sunny, very still, fairly warm. I believe there was a slight frost last night. Saw the white owl again yesterday evening. Limed part of the vacant patch, the part nearest the raspberries. That bit is not to be manured as I want it for root-crops. Dug a little more of the patch by the rhubarb. Soil here rather sour & must be limed when dug. Cut down the runner beans & added a layer to the compost heap. Made up a little more of the garden path.

Sold 4 cockerels for 9/–—poor price but they were very small.

3 eggs!

17.10.39: Still, fairly fine, not cold. Went into Baldock & bought mattock, 6/-. Also a little napthaline, said to be good weed-killer when mixed in equal quantities with lime. Cleared out place where the blackberries are to go. Elm trees are all yellowing, beech trees not so much.

6 eggs.

18.10.39: Rather cold, with some sharp showers. Could not do much out of doors. Cleaned up some of the path, & put in some stakes for the blackberries. Two more stakes are needed.

7 eggs. Sold 20 @ 3/– score.

19.10.39: Raining almost continuously till late evening. Impossible to do much out of doors. Dug a very little more of the rhubarb bed, cleaned up the remaining bit of the path, which however cannot be re-gravelled till I have got some more cinders (no coal delivered for the past 10 days). Tried experimentally some of the lime & napthalene mixture,fn8 also crushed rock salt, both said to be good weed-killers. Tits are common about the house now. In the elm trees in the field some kind of bird makes a sawing noise every night. Don’t know whether this can be the owls.

If possible the following things have to be done before the end of November:53

Move wire of hen-run.

Clear all the grass off the new patch & the bit joining it to the old garden.

Heap turf so as to rot.

Rough-dig the new patch.

Transplant all the fruit bushes.

Clean out & dig the patch where the fruit bushes have been.

Lime the vacant piece, the empty part of the rhubarb bed, & the place where the fruit bushes have been.

Clear out the remaining patch under the hedge & prepare bed for rambler.

Remove most of the chrysanthemums when they have withered back.

Take up & store dahlia roots.

Plant shallots. Sow broad beans.

Plant phloxes, michaelmas daisies (if not too early.)

Plant roses, rambler & polyantha. Transplant peonies.

Transplant apple tree.

Procure and plant blackberries.

Collect several sacks dead leaves.

Clean out strawberry bed.

Possibly also:54

Make up paths in kitchen garden.

Make new bed by gate.

5 eggs.

20.10.39: Fine, still, sunny but not particularly warm. Finished digging the rhubarb bed, prepared the frame for dead leaves, made up a little more of the path, grubbed up the last lot of French beans. T.55 cannot get any stakes so shall have to buy some iron ones.

5 eggs.

21.10.39: Very fine, clear, still autumn weather, with a touch of mist. Distinctly chilly morning & evening. E., Lydia56 & self picked 4½ lb. blackberries. Nuts seem to be already ripened & fallen. Oak trees now mostly yellow, hawthorn & ash leaves falling.

7 eggs. Sold 15 @ 3/– score. Total this week: 41

22.10.39: Very misty, not cold, a short spell of sun in the afternoon. No wind. Turned out & examined some of the bags of potatoes. Found that some K. Edwards had gone bad, but no Red Kings, or very few. Threw away the bad ones, changed into fresh bags & scattered a little lime on the heap. Hope this will be enough to prevent serious damage. Planted out a few clumps of aubretia. Cut the pumpkin which was ripening. Only about 10 lb. T. is selling first-rate cooking apples (called locally Meetrop or some such name—have not seen this apple before) at 1d lb., eating apples (Blenheims) @ 1½ lb. Cut the first savoy today. Arranged to let the milkman have our eggs @ 3/6 score instead of the 3/– the butcher has been paying. T. says you can get 3/8 at the market, but in that case there are commissions to come off.

6 eggs.

23.10.39: Not cold & fairly fine, but a few drops of drizzling rain in the evening. Cleaned out the piece between the rockery & the trellis, made a bed of sorts, planted 20 forget-me-nots in it, made a bed ready for the rambler. There is now nothing to be done in the flower garden except to plant the flowers (phlox etc.) when they are ready, make up paths & perhaps cut the grass once again. Made 2 lb. apple jelly yesterday. Found some eggs of either worm or snail, about the size of match-heads, whitish, translucent.

6 eggs.

24.10.39: Evidently a good deal of rain last night. Today overcast, not cold, a few spots of rain in the afternoon. Leaves coming down pretty fast now.

Today went into Baldock. Bought small sieve (2/–). Impossible to get iron stakes for wire netting. Timber also almost unprocurable. Managed to get 2 very poor 6 ft. stakes for gate-posts of hen-run. Put them up this evening, & shall shift wire tomorrow if not raining. Tried to mow grass, but the machine in its present state makes no impression. Shall have to leave it till the spring, then get it scythed. Mr K.57 mended the spade by using the handle of the broken fork. Quite a good mend but leaves the spade a bit short. Paid 1/–. Impossible to sow broad beans yet as the ground will not get fine. Clarke’s sent shallots today & shall plant them by way of experiment when I get time. NB. that 2 lb. shallots = about 60 bulbs (say 2 rows). There are now 2 barn owls which live in the stumpy elm tree, & evidently it is they that make the sawing noise. I suppose these are the ones that used to be called screech-owls, & the ordinary brown owl is the one that makes the to-whoo noise.

6 eggs. Started hens on course of Karswood today.fn9 Also giving them more shell grit.

25.10.39: Fine, sunny, cold wind. Began clearing the vacant ground between the old garden & the new patch. Burnt a little of the rubbish. Limed another strip, also the rhubarb patch, but have not turned the lime in here. Collected the first sack of dead leaves (beech). Had noticed for 2 days that a brown hen was sitting out somewhere. Tonight found her nest—10 eggs, 1 broken. Took the eggs, which may possibly be good, being unfertilised. Tonight she had gone back to the empty nest. Put her in the house, & hope she may be cured in a few days. This morning58 shifted the wire of the run. Posts are not long enough for gate posts, but can have an extra piece fitted on if I can get hold of some timber. Yesterday when sinking holes for the posts found that the chalk is only about 6″ beneath the surface, but possibly it isn’t so all over the patch.

4 eggs. Sold 20 @ 3/6 (to milkman).

26.10.39: A very sharp white frost last night, the first severe frost of the year. The day overcast with a short sunny interval, & rather cold. Water in the hens’ basin frozen solid this morning. Turned it, & this evening there was still a little ice left. The dahlias blackened immediately, & I am afraid the marrows I had left to ripen are done for, as they had gone a funny colour. Brought them in & added the haulm to the compost-heap, which is now completed except for the old straw which is still in the flower garden. Finished clearing the waste patch, piled the turf in a heap & marked out where the path is to go. This leaves another yard width of soil. Began digging this as it will do for the shallots. Collected another sack of dead leaves & sprinkled a little saltpetre (advised in Smallholder) among them. Shall try & note the number of sacks collected so as to see what amount of mould they make. The turves old H. stacked earlier in the year have rotted down into beautiful fine loam, but I think I had first killed the grass on these with sodium chlorate, so presumably what I am stacking now will not rot so rapidly or completely. Put some wood-ash on the place for the broad beans. If I can’t get that bit fine I must try & find space elsewhere & simply give the bad clayey patch a good liming. The broody hen goes to her nest every night. Last night she would have frozen to death if I had not happened to find her. Considerable number of goldfinches in the garden today.

7 eggs.

27.10.39: I think there must have been a slight frost again last night. Today about midday heavy rumbling sound which may have been either thunder or gunfire, & soon afterwards heavy sleety rain. More showers in the afternoon. Ground is very soggy again. Could not do much out of doors owing to the rain. Dug a little of the patch for the shallots.

6 eggs.

28.10.39: Frost again last night (not so hard as before). All today raining almost continuously. Impossible to do anything out of doors. One double egg today.

6 eggs. Total this week 41

3.11.39: Have been a way since last Sunday (28th), only returning this evening. Everything is extremely sodden. Planted a few more crocus bulbs & took up dahlia roots, which may be worth keeping. In this time the hens have apparently only laid 28 eggs, less than 5 a day. Had not noted that before leaving on Sunday sold 1 score @ 4/–.

4.11.39: Damp, but not raining to any great extent. Finished digging the ground for the shallots (still very sodden & will need several fine days to dry it), manured the rhubarb, began clearing the new patch of thistles etc. Saw the white owl in the daytime. Very beautiful toadstools in the field now, pale bluey-green, slender stalk of same colour, mauve gills, the whole toadstool coated with sort of slimy stuff. Added another ½ sack of dead leaves to heap. 5 eggs. Total this week 33 (Mrs A. has obviously underfed them).

5.11.39: Some wind in the morning, then nice sunny weather. Ground has dried up somewhat. In the evening violent wind & a few drops of rain. The wind actually blew the roof off the small henhouse. Enormous flocks of starlings, some tens of thousands at a time, going over with a noise that sounds like heavy rain. The leaves are mostly down now. Elder leaves just coming down. As I remember it, the elms are being stripped much earlier this year than most.

Transplanted the gooseberry bushes. Trust I haven’t damaged them. One or two still had green or greenish leaves, & others were so deep in the ground I had to damage their roots considerably getting them up. The soil there (this end of garden) is in places pure clay at only 1 foot below the surface. Dug some of this out & lightened the ground as well as possible with sand & turf-mould. Then limed the ground between the bushes & dug in, also pruned the bushes a little. Hope this wind will not blow them all loose again. Added another sack of leaves. [Total on facing page: 3½.]

9 eggs (probably some of these laid yesterday). Sold 30 @ 4/– score.

6.11.39: Evidently it rained very heavily during last night. Today windy, a few showers but most of the day sunny. Transplanted the peonies. They are said not to stand this well, but they had withered back & I took a good ball of soil with each. Planted the little rambler cutting, the one that was in a pot. This has rooted well but is of course a very tiny plant. Dug & manured a trench to plant the first lot of currants, but don’t like to plant them till the ground is a little less sodden. Limed another small patch of ground. Forgot to mention that one of the gooseberry bushes I moved yesterday had layered itself. Evidently they do this spontaneously sometimes.

5 eggs.

7.11.39: Rather wet, too much so to do much out of doors: Considerable rain this evening. Planted first row of currants (ie. 6 red, 5 black). Have started using chaff instead of straw for nesting-boxes. Do not know whether it will prove too expensive, but should be easier to clean out & to rot down.

6 eggs.

There was a nest of field mice at the roots of one of the currant bushes, & they came running out, 5 in all, as I levered the plant up. Fatter & lighter-coloured than the house-mouse, with a long tail (I had always had an idea they had short ones) & rather slow-moving, with a sort of hopping movement, though they all managed to get away from me.

8.11.39: Dry, windy, sunny, not cold. Many goldfinches about. Took the remaining nettles, or most of them, out of the new patch. Put in 2 more stakes for blackberries. Limed another patch. Added 1 sack dead leaves. [Total on facing page: 4½.]

6 eggs. Sold 20 @ 4/4.

9.11.39: Sunny & still. Everything still seems very wet, but evidently there was no rain last night. Made up some more of the path. Unable to do much else, as the wheelbarrow is about, at its last & I was trying to repair it.

5 eggs.

10.11.39: Very fine, sunny, still weather. Dug the first trench of the new patch, planted shallots (not quite enough to make up the 2 rows), transplanted 3 rambler rose cuttings, 1 albertine, one of the yellowy-white kind, the other I don’t know what kind. Made up path as far as trellis. Titley says in storing dahlia bulbs the important thing is to suspend them for a while stalk downwards, as the reason they rot is that moisture runs down the hole in the stalk into the roots. Bought some more apples (Blenheims) still 1½. lb. T. says he is getting 4/6 score for eggs.

9 eggs.

11.11.39: Very fine weather, as yesterday. Birds all singing almost as though it were spring. Notice that horse dung of some mares & their foals out in the fields is extremely dark, almost black, presumably from being out at grass with no corn. Added another sackful of leaves. [Total on facing page: 6.]

5 eggs. Sold 1 score @ 4/4. Total this week 45.

12.11.39: Windless, misty, sun just visible, rather chilly. Many fungi in the woods, including one which at a certain stage gets a sort of white fluffy mildew on it & smells rather like bad meat. Immense quantities of wood pigeons & large flights of starlings. Came on a field of what appeared to be weeds but think it may possibly be buckwheat, which is sometimes grown about here for the sake of the partridges. Small black three-cornered seed like a miniature beech nut. Brought home a patch of a kind of rough moss & stuck it on the rockery, hoping it will grow. Today at 3 pm hung out a lump of fat for the tits. They had found it at before° 5 pm

5 eggs.

13.11.39: Beautiful still, sunny day. Last night not at all cold. Cannot make sure whether when shallots spring out of the ground it is of their own accord or partly done by the pigeons. Sometimes they are about 1′ from where they were planted. Dug 2 rows of the new patch, turned the compost heap, limed another patch, added one more sackful dead leaves. [Total on facing page: 7.] One hen is definitely broody.

6 eggs.

14.11.39: Rather windy, looked like rain in middle of day but actually did not rain. Dug 2 more trenches in new patch. Cannot get on faster than this owing to chalky stony streak in the middle which is hard to break into. Dug trench for remaining black currants.

6 eggs.

15.11.39: Last night a little rain, today fine, still & mild. Dug 2 more trenches. Cut down some of the herbaceous plants. Some of the phloxes will have to be split up. Another double egg. By the look of them all the double eggs I have had recently come from the same bird, tho’ it is always said locally that a double egg means the beginning or ending of a clutch.

9 eggs. Sold 1 score @ 4/4.

16.11.39: Some rain last night & almost continuous light rain all today. Impossible to do much out of doors. Limed another strip (lime now running short), transplanted a couple of currant bushes. Most of the trees are now completely bare. A few leaves still on the elms. Of the deciduous trees the ashes seem the last to go.

4 eggs.

17.11.39: Still, overcast but not more than a few spots of rain. Transplanted the remaining currant bushes except 2, which still have their leaves rather green. One of the bushes had layered itself. Cut the layer off & planted it experimentally. Limed another strip. There will be just enough lime for the remainder of the vacant patch but not for where the bushes have been. To do the whole garden would need a cwt. or somewhat over. Collected another sack of dead leaves. [Total on facing page: 8.] Added a little to compost heap.

7 eggs (actually 8 but one broken).

18.11.39: Rather rainy. Went into Baldock but failed to get any rose bushes. Bought a peony root which perhaps I can plant at the corner instead of a rose. Clarke’s59 say the shortage of grains, or difficulty of sending them to & fro, is actually much greater than the papers make out. Saw a bird which I think must have been a golden plover, though so far as I know they are not found round here. Slightly larger than a snipe (it was certainly not a snipe), redshank type of flight, but its back was brownish. Too far away to see its beak. The only thing that makes me doubtful is that its belly was almost white.

9 eggs. Sold 1 score @ 4/4. (According to Clarke’s the Gov. t are controlling the price at 4/–). Total this week 46.

19.11.39: Some rain last night. Today still, fairly fine. Winter60 time (deferred 2 months owing to the war) starts today so have to give the hens their evening meal about 3 pm. Dug one trench, transplanted the little rose (the one that was overgrown by the lavender) & planted peony (price of root 6d). These don’t generally bloom the following year. Afraid I may have put the 3 peonies too close together.

5 eggs. (Notice nearly always a bad lay after a wet day, as yesterday).

20.11.39: Fine, still, reasonably warm. Planted 6 lupins (paid 9d), said to be mixed colours. NB. that T. says that with lupins one should spread their roots out & not insert them too deep. Limed & began digging the final strip. This will need more doing than the rest as the ground is very sour & full of weeds. Cut down the remaining phloxes, tied up some of the chrysanthemums which had been blown over. Difficult to do much these afternoons now it is winter-time. The chrysanths now in full flower, mostly dark reddy-brown, & few ugly purple & white ones which I shan’t keep. Roses still attempting to flower, otherwise no flowers in the garden now. Michaelmas daisies are over & I have cut some of them down. The 2nd lot of Brussels sprouts (planted as little plants 19.8.39) sprouting61 up, also some of the savoys planted at the same time beginning to hearten up a little. All that lot are small kinds. None of my broccoli yet heading to any extent, though the plants have grown well. T. says oak leaves make the best mould, & then beech.

8 eggs. Sold 8 @ 2d each (a mistake – price miscalculated).

21.11.39: Still, overcast, rather chilly. Did nothing out of doors. New cwt. Full-o-Pep begun today. Clarke’s say the grain-shortage, such as there is, is of maize & dari (weatings).62 The former comes from the Argentine. The latter was usually imported ready ground, & at present the English mills are not turning it out fast enough, though there is no shortage of wheat.

8 eggs.

22.11.39: Much as yesterday. Dug some more of the limed patch, planted out the remaining black currants. A double egg again & also an egg of the type the Smallholder describes as pimpled. Tom R. says he saw a rat come out of our garden yesterday.

9 eggs.

23.11.39: Rain last night, light rain all day. Cold. Impossible to do much out of doors. Dug some more of the limed patch.

8 eggs.

24.11.39: Fine, still, rather cold. Finished digging limed patch. Transplanted apple tree. Had great difficulty uprooting it & fear I damaged its roots seriously. Cut down remaining michaelmas daisies & transplanted one clump. Found nest of 11 eggs, not sat on & seemingly O.K., so will do for the house, but shall not enter them in book.

4 eggs.

25.11.39: Hard frost last night, which started about 4 pm. Thawed this morning about 10 am, cold & miserable all day. Lumps of ice turned out of hens’ basins were still frozen in the evening. Made bonfire, added some of the hay which had rotted to the compost-heap. This uses up the Adco, which will not have made the 7 cwt. of manure as specified, but perhaps I used it too liberally.

7 eggs. Sold 20 @ 4/4. Total this week: 49. + 12 laid out = 60.

26.11.39: Cold & windy, rain some of the day. Stuck a root of wild briar in, experimentally, but not certain whether it will take as it had not much root. Shall plant some more as I want to try budding next year.

10 eggs. Sold 4 @ 2d each & 5 at 5 for 1/–.

27.11.39: Heavy rain in the night & all this morning. Finer & windless this afternoon. Everything very sodden. Dug another trench. Have now almost finished the amount I intend doing of the new bit. Stuck in 2 more briar roots. Shall plant about 6 of different heights & see how they do. Collected another sack of dead leaves. This amount (about 10 sacks)63 fills the frame. Covered over with fine soil & shall not disturb till next year.

7 eggs.

28.11.39: Still, not too warm. Some frost in the night. Finished the new patch. This will take 5 or 6 rows of potatoes. Showed the briar stocks to T., who explained that one must cut the side shoots off & bud onto those which appear in spring.

7 eggs.

29.11.39: Rained in the night, fine today & reasonably warm. Started digging the patch where the bushes were. This is in a terrible state & will take a long time to do, also is poor chalky soil & needs a lot of enriching. Began making path for henhouses, as the mud is very bad.

6 eggs. Sold 1 score @ 4/4.

30.11.39: Very mild & still. A very few light spots of rain. Bats were out (noticed midges flying about the other day, in spite of the recent frosts). Dug a little more of the weedy patch. Made up the front part of the path. Pruned the white rambler, I hope correctly. Have not seen or heard the owls for some time past.

864 eggs.

1.12.39: A little windier & colder than yesterday. Did some more weeding, turned the compost heap, planted another root of briar, this time a much older one.

9 eggs.

2.12.39: Fine, still, not very warm.

9 eggs. Sold 20 @ 4/4. Total this week: 56.

3.12.39: Frost last night. Today fine, windy, coldish. The common lane waterlogged almost knee-deep in parts. Planted another briar root. Note that on post hammered in on 18.10.39 fungi are growing (the horizontal hard kind that look like ears) about 1″ broad, so evidently these things grow fairly rapidly.

7 eggs.

4.12.39: Heavy rain in the early part of last night, then frost. A little rain this morning. Windy & cold.

10 eggs. Sold 1 score @ 4/4.

5.12.39: Windy, overcast & decidedly cold. Some sloes still on the bushes. Plovers sitting on the ground & crying.

10 eggs.

6.12.39: Cold last night but no frost. Today fine & cold.

5 eggs. Sold 1 score @ 4/2.

7.12.39: Very hard frost last night, which did not begin to thaw till afternoon. Thick mist in the evening. Mr R. turns over the frosted ground, digging the frost in, which he says kills the wireworms etc.

9 eggs.

8.12.39: Raining all day.

10 eggs.

9.12.39: Fine & rather cold. A little rain in the evening.

8 eggs. Total this week: 59.

10.12.39: Sunny in the morning, overcast in the afternoon, not cold. Transplanted another root of wild rose. Transferred the 4 young pullets to the main houses.

8 eggs.

11.12.39: Raw, chilly, thick mist most of day.

7 eggs.

12.12.39: (In London) Cold & overcast.

13.12.39: Cold, overcast, not windy.

28.12.30: Back at Wallington. Very cold, but no wind. In London there were a few frosts &, round about Xmas, extremely dense mists, making traffic almost impossible. Here freezing hard since yesterday, & snowing all today. Extremely light dry snow, which clings to everything, even wire netting. One of the plants that carries the snow most beautifully is lavender. Even corrugated iron looks attractive with snow on it. White Leghorn hens on the snow look quite65 dark yellow.

In the time we have been away, ie. since 12.12.39 there have apparently been 101 eggs—a falling off but not so bad as I expected. Shall have to make the weeks up by guesswork but can get the actual numbers right. Mice have been very bad in the house during my absence, tearing up newspaper etc., etc. Must try poisoning them.

4 eggs (no doubt owing to cold.)

[NB. As to egg account:—the total number of eggs, including those laid on the 2 (unentered) days before we went away, & today’s, is 120. I have entered the last two weeks @ 45 a week, which leaves 30 to be added to those of Friday-Sat. of this week: ie. this week’s eggs will equal Friday. Sat’s eggs + 30. This will make the total right even if the weeks are incorrect.]66

29.12.39: Freezing hard all day, but no fresh snow. Water pipes frozen this morning. Saw a rabbit run across a pool on the ice. Oat stack being thrashed at the farm.

4 eggs.

30.12.39: No thaw. A few light spots of snow.

5 eggs. Total this week (see above): 39. Yesterday sold 5 @ 1/-.

31.12.39: Considerably warmer, & thawing this afternoon, but appears to be freezing again tonight.

5 eggs.

Domestic Diary continues here




Notes
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355A. Jennie Lee on Orwell’s Arrival in Barcelona

1. Jennie Lee (1904–1988; Baroness Lee of Asheridge, 1970). Born to a Scottish miner, James Lee, who was chairman of his local ILP branch, she became the first Minister for the Arts and served in the Labour governments, 1964–70. She made a profound impression as Minister for the Arts. She married Aneurin Bevan in 1934. See also 2622 headnote. For Orwell’s Profile of Bevan, see 2765.

2. This advance was for The Road to Wigan Pier.

356. Eileen Blair to Miss Perriam

1. Secretary to Leonard Moore, Orwell’s literary agent.

2. See The Road to Wigan Pier, CW, V, 228, and Textual Note 16/16.

3. Siétamo. Orwell refers to his arrival there in Homage to Catalonia, CW, VI, 14. See also Shelden, 273–79; U.S.: 248–53.

358. Eileen Blair to Leonard Moore

1. See draft agreement, 357.

2. The agreement may have been sent to Eileen’s brother’s house in Greenwich.

3. ‘in’ is uncertain; it is represented by no more than a short, slightly wavy, horizontal line.

4. Orwell refers to his promotion in Homage to Catalonia, CW, VI, 25.

5. Orwell records that rifles were issued on their third morning in Alcubierre, Homage to Catalonia, CW, VI, 16.

6. ‘10’ is possibly ‘16.’ Eileen seems to be more concerned that a battle could affect the publication of her husband’s work than that it might endanger his life. Her objectivity, surely deceptive, might be considered in the light of that attributed to Orwell at the end of her life.

359. To James Hanley

1. This postcard is franked ‘Valencia 13.11.37.’

2. George(s) Kopp (1902–1951), Russian by birth, Belgian by nationality, was Orwell’s commander in Spain. He was a civil engineer but also something of an imposter. After World War II he farmed in Scotland and in 1944 married Doreen Hunton, Eileen’s sister-in-law, Gwen O’Shaugnessy’s half-sister. He died in Marseilles. Although Orwell and Kopp remained friends, their relationship cooled in the late 1940s. Doreen Kopp wrote to Ian Angus, 29 April 1967, that when Orwell joined her husband’s company, ‘he was very intrigued to find one Englishman who described himself as a “grocer”. He was anxious to meet an English grocer wishing to fight in Spain! It was of course very typical of George as he always wanted to be taken for a working man.’ For a fuller account of Kopp, see 535, n. 1.

3. James Hanley (1901–1985) was the author of upwards of fifty books, eighteen by this time. The first was Drift (1930). His second book, Boy, was published in expurgated and unexpurgated editions in 1931. In 1935 the first volume of The Furys Chronicle appeared, and in 1937 Broken Water: An Autobiographical Excursion, reviewed by Orwell in Time and Tide; see 406. His Grey Children: A Study in Humbug and Misery was concerned with unemployment among miners in South Wales, and was reviewed by Orwell in Time and Tide; see 409.

4. The Road to Wigan Pier, published on 8 March 1937.

360. The Spanish Revolution: Bulletin of the Workers’ Party of Marxist Unification (POUM)

1. The Spanish Revolution was published fortnightly from 10 Rambla de los Estudios, Barcelona, and presented the POUM’s case in the propaganda war being waged within the government forces. It was available in London (from the Independent Labour Party and the Marxist League) and in New York, Chicago, and Toronto. This issue also had a longer article, ‘Fighting Men from Britain,’ and one summarising ‘The Stalinist Position,’ ‘The P.O.U.M.’s Position,’ and ‘The Anarchist Position’ under the heading ‘If they are not Socialist, nor Communist, nor Marxist, What Are They?’ In addition to explaining why ILP men were fighting under the POUM banner, this and later articles reveal a tone strikingly similar to the propaganda fed people at home during World War I. Training, it was explained, lasted fifteen days, ‘and by that time they should be ready for service at the front.’ The food was said to be good but it would ‘take the lads a week to get used to the drinking of wine at practically every meal.’ Each man was given a packet of cigarettes a day ‘and the pay received is remarkably good, namely 10 pesetas.’ Pay came as a surprise, ‘as all of our lads had volunteered to fight and had never considered the possibility of such a regular sum.’ Its frequency is not mentioned. A peseta was worth about fourpence; see 363, n. 5. Orwell kept copies of The Spanish Revolution among his papers until his death.

2. POUM, Partido Obrero de Unificación Marxista (Workers’ Party of Marxist Unification) was described by Orwell in Homage to Catalonia as ‘one of those dissident Communist parties which have appeared in many countries in the last few years as a result of the opposition to “Stalinism”; i.e. to the change, real or apparent, in Communist policy. It was made up partly of ex-Communists and partly of an earlier party, the Workers’ and Peasants’ Bloc. Numerically it was a small party, with not much influence outside Catalonia, and chiefly important because it contained an unusually high proportion of politically conscious members. … It did not represent any block of trade unions.’ He gives the membership as 10,000 in July 1936; 70,000 in December 1936; and 40,000 in June 1937, but warns that the figures are from POUM sources, and ‘a hostile estimate would probably divide them by four’; see CW, VI, 202–03.

361. Eileen Blair to Leonard Moore

1. As annotated in Moore’s office, the third paragraph has been marked with two parallel lines and the second sentence is underlined; the third paragraph has a bold cross marked beside it and ‘Note,’ the address being underlined; the last paragraph has two parallel lines by it and ‘No?’ written beside the suggestion that Left Book Club copies might be supplied; this has been crossed out and ‘2 copies’ added.

2. Nellie Limouzin, Orwell’s aunt; see 174, n. 1 and 189, n. 1.

3. All the instructions have been ticked except that for the Left Book Club copies. From the annotations, it would appear that the six copies for the first five addresses were sent on 7 March 1937 and that two Left Book Club copies were sent to O’Shaughnessy five days later. O’Shaughnessy’s consulting-room telephone number, Langham 3475, and his home number, Greenwich 0890, are written beside his name and address. Croom’s Hill is spelt with and without an apostrophe by Eileen and Orwell (as it is in different London atlases); the writer’s form is followed here.

362. Publication of The Road to Wigan Pier

1. Secker & Warburg initiated a Uniform Edition of Orwell’s works with the publication of a second edition of Coming Up for Air in May 1948.

363. Eileen Blair to her mother

1. Offices of the POUM journal, The Spanish Revolution. See 360.

2. Robert Edwards (1906–), unsuccessful Independent Labour Party parliamentary candidate in 1935, was a Labour and Co-operative M.P. from 1955 to 1987. In January 1937 he was Captain of the ILP contingent in Spain, linked to the POUM. He left Spain at the end of March to attend the ILP conference at Glasgow, but was unable to return because of the government ban on British nationals’ participating in the Spanish civil war. In 1926 and 1934 he led delegations to the Soviet Union; was General Secretary of the Chemical Workers’ Union, 1947–71; National Officer, Transport and General Workers’ Union, 1971–76; and member of the European Parliament, 1977–79. See Orwell Remembered, 146–48, and especially Shelden, 264–65; U.S.: 289–90, which convincingly demolishes Edwards’s accusation that Orwell went to Spain solely to find material for a book.

3. Eileen started to write ‘Eric’ but overwrote ‘George.’ Her brother, Dr. Laurence Frederick O’Shaughnessy, a distinguished thoracic surgeon (see 632, n. 1), was called Eric (a shortening of his second name). His wife, Gwen, was also a doctor.

4. Fenner Brockway (1888–1988; Lord Brockway, 1964) was General Secretary of the ILP, 1928, 1933–39, and its representative in Spain for a time. A devoted worker for many causes, particularly peace, he resigned from the ILP in 1946 and rejoined the Labour Party, which he represented in Parliament, 1950–64. See 3294, n. 1. For Orwell’s review of his Workers’ Front, see 428.

5. John McNair (1887–1968), a Tynesider, was an indefatigable worker for the cause of socialism all his life. He left school at twelve, and ran into trouble with employers because of his left-wing sympathies. In order to find work, he went to France and stayed for twenty-five years, becoming a leather merchant, founding a French football club with eight teams, and lecturing on English poets at the Sorbonne. He returned to England in 1936, rejoined the ILP, and was its General Secretary, 1939–55. The first British worker to go to Spain, where he remained from August 1936 to June 1937, he was the representative in Barcelona of the ILP. A constant contributor to The New Leader, the weekly organ of the ILP (later The Socialist Leader), he wrote the official biography of James Maxton, the leader of the ILP, The Beloved Rebel (1955). In a footnote to Homage to Catalonia, CW, VI, 151, Orwell gives the purchasing value of the peseta as ‘about fourpence’ (pre-metric currency); 500 pesetas would be about £8 6s 8d or $41.00.

6. Eileen again began writing ‘Eric,’ over which she wrote ‘George.’

7. Almost certainly Orwell’s aunt Nellie Limouzin, then living at The Stores, Wallington, the Orwells’ cottage.

8. Eileen must here mean her husband.

9. Before writing ‘George,’ Eileen wrote ‘Eric,’ but crossed it out.

10. The Road to Wigan Pier.

11. Possibly an aunt of Eileen’s whose second name was Maud.

12. Eileen’s mother, her 
brother, ‘Eric,’ and his wife, Gwen.

364. To Eileen Blair

1. Bob Edwards; see 363, n. 2.

2. Harry Pollitt (1890–1960), a Lancashire boiler-maker and founder-member of the Communist Party of Great Britain in 1920, became its general secretary in 1929. With Rajani Palme Dutt, (see 519, n. 45), he led the party until his death. He was, however, removed from leadership in the autumn of 1939 until Germany’s invasion of Russia in July 1941 for his temporary advocacy of a war of democracy against fascism. His review of The Road to Wigan Pier appeared in the Daily Worker, 17 March 1937.

3. The Road to Wigan Pier was reviewed by Edward Shanks in the Sunday Times and by Hugh Massingham in The Observer, 14 March 1937.

4. Victor Gollancz.

5. Michael Wilton (English), also given as Milton, Buck Parker (South African), and Buttonshaw (American) were members of Orwell’s unit. Douglas Moyle, another member, told Ian Angus, 18 February 1970, that Buttonshaw was very sympathetic to the European left and regarded Orwell as ‘the typical Englishman—tall, carried himself well, well educated and well spoken.’

365. Eileen Blair to Leonard Moore

1. See Homage to Catalonia, CW, VI, 52.

2. Orwell’s diary was taken from Eileen’s hotel room in Barcelona by the police (see CW, VI, 164). It is possibly now in the NKVD Archive in Moscow with the dossier on him compiled by the NKVD; see XI, 36.

3. This letter was date-stamped in Moore’s office on 19 April and answered on 21 April 1937.

367. Eileen Blair to Dr. Laurence (‘Eric’) O’Shaughnessy

1. A line has been drawn in the margin by ‘bank; & it will take a little time … your bank buys pesetas,’ presumably by Eileen’s brother. In January 1937 the U.S. dollar stood at 4.91 to the pound.

2. Exchange rates were suspended during the civil war. In January 1936 there were 36 pesetas to the pound, and in January 1940, 39 pesetas. Eileen writes, below, of using ‘credit at 60 to the £.’ At 60, 2,000 pesetas would cost just over £33; at 36, £55.11s. Presumably Eileen hoped for more than 60.

3. The words ‘letter it may alarm you … to attract mice’ have been bracketed in the margin, presumably by Eileen’s brother. Two groups of indecipherable letters possibly mean ‘all done.’

4. A member of the ILP contingent. He was with Orwell in the Sanatorium Maurín; see Homage to Catalonia, CW, VI, 153.

5. Eileen was objecting to payment by the London County Council of a fee for each session worked instead of at an annual rate. If one was booked for a session but not required, time had been set aside for no financial recompense.

368. To Victor Gollancz

1. The International Brigade was composed of foreign volunteers, mostly Communist, and played an important part in the defence of Madrid. Its headquarters was at Albacete; see 367 and 374A.

369. Orwell’s Wound

1. Kopp meant ‘aphasia.’

2. Presumably 31 May.

3. Kopp meant ‘or.’

4. Kopp wrote ‘dilatating.’

5. Kopp wrote ‘specialised.’

6. Kopp presumably intended ‘talk.’

370. To Mr. Thompson

1. Sanatorium Maurín was run by the POUM. In Homage to Catalonia, CW, VI, 152, Orwell describes it as being near Tibidabo, ‘the queer-shaped mountain that rises abruptly behind Barcelona.’ Sarria (not ‘Sania’ as sometimes recorded) is the name of an old township in the Barcelona area.

2. Unidentified.

3. The Road to Wigan Pier.

4. Francisco Largo Caballero (1869–1946), a left-wing Socialist and Prime Minister and Minister of War in the Popular Front government of Socialists, Communists, Anarchists, and some liberal Republicans from 4 September 1936 to 17 May 1937. He is described by Thomas as ‘a good trade-union organizer without vision’ whose ‘political errors of judgement … were at the heart of the problems of the republic in the months before the conflict’ (933). The Germans imprisoned him in a concentration camp for four years; he died in Paris, not long after his release, in 1946.

371. To Cyril Connolly

1. ‘Behind Barcelona’s Barricades,’ by Liston M. Oak, The New Statesman & Nation, 15 May 1937.

373. Eileen Blair to Dr. Laurence (‘Eric’) O’Shaughnessy

1. See headnote to ‘Orwell’s Wound’; 369.

2. ‘to the’ is represented by two (or three) indecipherable letters.

3. They spent three days at Banyuls-sur-Mer, about ten kilometres north of the Spanish border and some five south of Port-Vendres. It was ‘the first station up the line’ into France, a ‘quiet fishing-town,’ as Orwell wrote in Homage to Catalonia, CW, VI, 184. They continued their journey via Paris, where ‘the Exhibition was in full swing, though we managed to avoid visiting it’ (186).

374A. Escape from Spain, 23 June 1937

1. Shelden, 301–02; U.S.: 274–76, quoting Rees, For Love or Money (1960), 153. For Burnett Bolloten’s application of the word ‘terror,’ see his The Spanish Civil War (1991), 570–71.

2. David Smith and Michael Mosher, Orwell for Beginners (1984), 131. Despite its comic-style illustrations, this little book belies its title and is often remarkably judicious.

3. Thomas, 649. See also Smith and Mosher, who quote José Diaz declaring on 9 May 1937, shortly after the outbreak of the troubles in Barcelona, ‘Our principal enemies are the Fascists. However, these include not only the Fascists themselves, but also Trotskyists …. If the government knows this, why doesn’t it treat them like the Fascists and exterminate them pitilessly’ (132). This government was that of Largo Caballero, the fall of which after the Events of May was ‘so swift as to be hardly believable’ (Thomas, 673). David T. Cattell notes that one reason the Communists withdrew their support from Caballero was that ‘he refused to carry the attacks on the Anarchists and the POUMists to the extent desired by the Communists … he was not willing to resort to terror against them and to the annihilation of the POUM altogether’ (Communism and the Spanish Civil War 1955, 132).

4. See R. Dan Richardson, Comintern Army: The International Brigades and the Spanish Civil War (1982), 140 and relevant note 13 (209–10).

5. Thomas, 702–04.

6. Cattell, 137.

7. ‘George Orwell and Spain,’ Inside the Myth (1984), 94.

8. The Road to Spain (1981), xii.

9. See Thomas, 702–03, and Robert Conquest, Inside Stalin’s Secret Police: NKVD Politics, 1936–39 (1985), 60.

10. In conversation with Atienza and Alexander, 10 December 1992.

11. Richardson, chap. 8, particularly 119 and 126.

12. Richardson, 94–95. See also Burnett Bolloten, The Spanish Civil War, 274–77, 373–75 for an account of the work of the ‘corps of commissars.’

13. Richardson, 161–62, 164.

14. Britons in Spain: The History of the British Battalion of the XVth International Brigade (1939), 27, 32, 50, 56, 83, 87, 95, 118, 124, 155, 159.

15. British Volunteers for Liberty: Spain 1936–39 (1982), 74, 121, 130, 149, 158–59, 210. Doran had men executed for political dissidence (Richardson, 129).

16. Rust, 31–32.

17. Of 59,380 foreigners in the brigades, 9,934 died (16.7%) and 7,686 (12.9%) were badly wounded; see Paul Preston, The Spanish Civil War 1936–39 (1986), 160. Casualty rates, according to Clive Fleay, were: among the French, about 30%; the Americans, 35%; the Germans and Austrians, 40%. Only the Italians suffered much lighter casualties—and they were the only unit not to be commanded by Communists.

18. Alexander, 38.

19. Thomas, 780.

20. The Road to Spain, 33.

21. Richardson gives some account of the hounding of those in other countries who had deserted the cause, 171–72.

22. Richardson, 51, 175.

23. George Woodcock, Orwell’s Message: ‘1984’ and the Present (1984), 71.

24. Reason in Revolt (1948), 147–48. It is unclear whether those executed appear in the lists of ‘Volunteers for Liberty’ who gave their lives.

25. Reason in Revolt, 136–40, Copeman, commander at that time, and Aitken, the Political Commissar, opposed such severe measures, fearing they would incite a mutiny among the British (Richardson, 99–101).

26. See Richardson, chap. 10, ‘Dissidence, Desertion, and the Terror,’ 159–76.

27. Charlotte Haldane; Truth Will Out (1949), 127, 137. See also Richardson, 172.

28. Reason in Revolt, 136–37.

29. Homage to Catalonia, 148.

375. To Leonard Moore

1. Fredric Warburg (1898–1980), Orwell’s second publisher, began his career with George Routledge & Sons in 1922 on coming down from Oxford, ‘fit for practically nothing or, perhaps more accurately, for nothing practical’ (An Occupation for Gentlemen, 77–83). He joined Martin Secker in 1936 to form Martin Secker & Warburg, so ensuring that this distinguished publishing house did not go out of business. When Gollancz turned down Homage to Catalonia, he took it, and when, later, Gollancz and several other publishers declined to publish Animal Farm, he brought it out. From then on, Secker & Warburg published all Orwell’s books in England. Warburg devotes considerable attention to Orwell in his autobiographies, An Occupation for Gentlemen (1959) and All Authors are Equal (1973), the title of which is derived from Orwell, who is one of its dedicatees. See also Orwell Remembered, 193–99.

2. Roger Senhouse (c. 1900–1965) was educated at Eton (where in his last year he overlapped with Orwell) and Oxford. He joined Martin Secker Ltd in 1936 and remained as a director until he retired in November 1962. He is vividly described by Warburg in An Occupation for Gentlemen, 159–65, and, perhaps more graphically, in All Authors are Equal, 2–3: ‘ … he seemed larger than life …. His rages … were uninhibitedly magnificent …. Physically brave as a lion, he was something of a moral coward. He had a real appreciation of literature, coupled with a fabulous memory. He was a connoisseur of modern paintings and of rare books …. He was one of the best copy editors and proof readers I have ever known …. He might truly be described as one of the last of the distinguished line of English eccentrics.’

3. Martin Secker had founded the publishing house that bore his name in 1910, some twenty-five years before Warburg and Senhouse joined him and, in effect, took it over. Among the authors he had published were Compton Mackenzie, Frank Swinnerton, Francis Brett Young, Hugh Walpole, Norman Douglas, James Elroy Flecker, and D. H. Lawrence. He published translations of Thomas Mann’s Buddenbrooks, Franz Kafka’s The Castle, and Lion Feuchtwanger’s Jew Süss. ‘The firm was a literary sensation but never succeeded in consolidating itself financially’ (An Occupation for Gentlemen, 151–52). Secker retired in 1938.

4. C. L. R. James; referred to by Orwell in his review of other books in Time and Tide, 9 October 1937; see 401.

5. Annotated in Moore’s office: ‘Offer to Crichton-Stuart. Duckworth if Warburg fails.’ Patrick Crichton-Stuart, of Gerald Duckworth & Co, wrote to Orwell on 7 July saying that he had lunched with Mrs. Jackson (Elizaveta Fen) and learned he was writing a book on his experiences in Spain. He said he would ‘like to handle the MS. here …. A candid confession of your experiences, surprises, and disillusionment, would have a very marked effect on the jaded public.’ He invited Orwell to meet him when he came to London.

375A. Minutes of the I.L.P. N[ational] A[dministrative]. C[ouncil]

1. Fenner Brockway; General Secretary of the I.L.P.; see 363, n. 4.

2. See 575.

3. Smith’s book does not appear to have been published; the others were issued by Secker & Warburg—Orwell’s as Homage to Catalonia. The title ‘Barcelona Tragedy’ is not otherwise recorded. Ethel Mannin’s Women and the Revolution appeared in 1938, as did Brockway’s Workers’ Front. Victor Serge’s book had appeared in French, as De Lénine à Staline, as a special number of La Crapouillot, in Paris in January 1937. It was 67 folio pages. The Secker & Warburg edition, translated by Ralph Manheim, was 254 octavo pages. The same translation was also published in New York, but in 112 pages, by Pioneer Publishers, probably in 1937.

376. To John Lehmann

1. John Lehmann (see 312, n. 1) had written to Orwell on 5 July to ask him if he was writing anything on Spain that would be suitable for New Writing, his literary magazine committed to anti-Fascism. (‘Shooting an Elephant’ had appeared in Number 2.) On 9 July, Lehmann wrote to say he was counting on Orwell for issue five. Orwell did not contribute again to New Writing until ‘Marrakech’ appeared in New Series 3, Christmas 1939.

2. This letter was probably typed by Eileen. Though dated the same as the preceding letter, from Greenwich, it is addressed from Wallington. In addition to the characteristics mentioned in the headnote to 375, the underlining of the title New Writing is not one of Orwell’s characteristics. The injury to Orwell’s right hand presumably made writing and typing difficult; see 375.

377. To Leonard Moore

1. An annotation made in Moore’s office notes that this rough plan was not enclosed.

2. See 375, n. 5.

378. ‘Spilling the Spanish Beans’

1. J. L. Garvin was the right-wing editor of The Observer, 1908–42.

2. Percy Wyndham Lewis (1882–1957) was a painter, author, satirist, and critic. His review, Blast (1914 and 1915), espoused Vorticism. He supported Franco and flirted with Nazism, recanting in 1939; see Time and Tide, 17 January and 14 February, and The Hitler Cult, and How it will End (1939). In Orwell’s words, ‘Lewis attacked everyone in turn; indeed, his reputation as a writer rests largely on these attacks’; see ‘Inside the Whale,’ 600.

378A. Eileen Blair to John McNair

1. Eileen refers to Kingsley Martin’s refusal to publish Orwell’s review of Franz Borkenau’s The Spanish Cockpit in The New Statesman and Nation because it ‘controverts the political policy of the paper.’ For a full account of this rejection, see 424.

2. Jock Branthwaite served with Orwell in Spain. His father was a miner and he recalled copies of The Road to Wigan Pier arriving at the front. The book ‘didn’t seem to offend his working-class sensibilities.’ Branthwaite thought Orwell had no political leanings when he arrived in Spain, ‘except he was more left than right … leaning slightly towards the communists.’ He told Stephen Wadhams that Orwell was not a snob: ‘I thought he was a wonderful man.’ Branthwaite got out of Spain on the last refugee boat from Barcelona for Marseilles. See Remembering Orwell, 83–84, 93, 99.

3. For the ILP Conference, 1–13 August 1937; see 385. Monday was the 1 August.

4. George Tioli is described by Orwell in Homage to Catalonia as ‘an Italian journalist, a great friend of ours.’ He was wounded whilst tending a wounded man in Barcelona in May 1937 (116).

5. at = to

6. Not identified.

7. Col. Ricardo Burillo Stolle (1891–1939), described by Thomas as ‘a left-wing aristocrat, puritanical, anti-clerical, and romantic, soon became virtually a communist’ (245, n. 1). After the Events of May in Barcelona, effective control of the police was handed over to Burillo, who became director-general of security in Catalonia (672). He later commanded the army of Estremadura (779). After Franco’s victory, he was one of many who was executed (925).

8. See Homage to Catalonia, CW, VI, 110 ff.

9. Possibly David Murray, the ILP representative in Valencia at the time of Bob Smillie’s death, allegedly from appendicitis. Murray was refused permission to see Smillie’s body. See Homage to Catalonia, 170.

10. Harry Milton was the only American serving with the British ILP group on the Aragon front. It was to him (‘The American sentry’) that Orwell was talking when he was shot through the throat (Homage to Catalonia, 138). He regarded Orwell as ‘politically virginal’ on arrival in Spain. Stafford Cottman recalls that only Milton was proud to boast of being a Trotskyist. Milton and Orwell spent hours discussing politics. He tried, very forcefully, to argue Orwell out of his determination to transfer to the International Brigade on the Madrid front, convinced that the Communists would kill him: ‘But he was cool as a cucumber, and he just walked away from me. He was a very disciplined individual.’ See Remembering Orwell, 81, 85, 90.

379. Review of The Spanish Cockpit by Franz Borkenau; Volunteer in Spain by John Sommerfield

1. Translated by Yvonne Davet for a French journal; see 388 and 399.

380. To Leonard Moore

1. What this was can only be surmised. It was probably a letter or circular suggesting that Orwell’s work might be published by or through the sender in the United States.

381. To Rayner Heppenstall

1. Rayner Heppenstall; see 238, n. 2.

2. Mrs. Rayner Heppenstall.

3. In Homage to Catalonia, Orwell tells how his hotel room was searched by six plain-clothes policemen, who took away “every scrap of paper we possessed,” except, fortunately, Eileen’s and his passports and their cheque-book. He learned later that the police had seized some of his belongings, including a bundle of dirty linen, from the Sanatorium Maurín; see CW, VI, 164. More than fifty years later, a document was discovered by Karen Hatherley in the National Historical Archive, in Madrid, that confirmed this precisely; see 314A.

4. Homage to Catalonia.

5. John Middleton Murry; see 395.

382. ‘Eye-Witness in Barcelona’

1. Raymond Challinor, in Bulletin of the Society for the Study of Labour History, 54, Winter 1989, 40, states: ‘Originally, Controversy was begun after the Independent Labour Party disaffiliated from the Labour Party in 1932. At first, it functioned as the Party’s internal bulletin. … In 1936, however, its character completely changed. From then onwards, Controversy sought to be—and largely was—a journal where the many diverse views held within the working-class movement could be openly discussed without rancour.’ To acknowledge that its readership was much wider than that of the ILP, it changed its name in 1939 to Left Forum and then to Left. It ceased publication in May 1950. Challinor attributes much of its success to the character of its editor, Dr. C. A. Smith, a London headmaster and later a University of London lecturer. Among those writing for the journal he lists Frank Borkenau (see 379), Max Eastman, Sidney Hook, Jomo Kenyatta, Victor Serge (see 1046, n. 7), August Thalheimer (see p. 398, n. 6), Jay Lovestone, George Padmore, Marceau Pivert (see 386), and Simone Weil.

2. For the significance of the groups represented by initials, see Homage to Catalonia, CW, VI, Appendix I. Relevant extracts and part of a letter from Hugh Thomas to the editors of CJEL are reprinted as a note to Orwell’s ‘Notes on the Spanish Militias’; see 439.

3. Orwell later realised that it was not the Civil Guards, but a local section of Assault Guards, who seized the Barcelona Telephone Exchange. Shortly before he died, he gave instructions that the text of Homage to Catalonia be changed; see CW, VI, Textual Note, especially 253.

4. For Orwell’s later thoughts, see letters to H. N. Brailsford, 10 and 18 December 1937, 413A and 414B, vol xx, final appendix.

5. Officers’ Training Corps, associated with the public-school system in England.

6. For Andrés Nin (1892–1937), see 519, n. 31. He ‘underwent the customary Soviet interrogation’ suffered by those who were claimed to be ‘traitors to the cause’ and then murdered, possibly in the royal park just north of Madrid. In later months the remaining POUM leaders were interrogated and tortured, some in the convent of Saint Ursula in Barcelona, ‘the Dachau of republican Spain,’ as one POUM survivor described it. Nin was the only POUM leader to be murdered, however. Bob Smillie was thrown into jail in Valencia without just cause (see Homage to Catalonia, CW, VI, 149), where he died, according to his captors, of appendicitis; see 385. n. 3. Thomas gives this account of Nin’s probable fate: ‘He … refused to sign documents admitting his guilt and that of his friends. … What should they do? … the Italian Vidali (Carlos Contreras) suggested that a ‘nazi’ attack to liberate Nin should be simulated. So, one dark night, probably 22 or 23 June, ten German members of the International Brigade assaulted the house in Alcalá where Nin was held. … Nin was taken away and murdered. … His refusal to admit his guilt probably saved the lives of his friends’ (705).

384. To Amy Charlesworth

1. Amy Charlesworth (1904–1945), in a letter to Orwell of 6 October 1937, from Flixton, near Manchester, told him she had been married young, had had two children, had left her husband because he struck her so often, and was training to be a health visitor. She remarried, and when she wrote to Orwell in June 1944, she signed herself Mrs. Gerry Byrne; see Orwell’s replies to her 23 June and 28 October 1944, 2493, 2569. Her husband wrote to Orwell in June 1945 to tell him that his wife had died three months earlier, see 2688. He may have been Gerald Byrne (1905–), a crime reporter for the Daily Herald in the mid-1930s.

385. ILP Conference, 1–13 August 1937

1. James Maxton (1885–1946) was an Independent Labour M.P., 1922–46, and Chairman of the ILP, 1926–31, 1934–39. See also 397, 410, 2405, n. 4.

2. Campbell Stephen (1884–1947) was Minister of the United Free Church, Ardrossan, 1911–18, a barrister, and Independent Labour M.P., 1922–31, 1935–47.

3. Orwell gives an account of Smillie’s death in Homage to Catalonia, CW, VI, 170–71. He assumed that Smillie had been shot in prison, but it was later stated that he had died of appendicitis. The local ILP representative, David Murray, was refused permission to see Smillie’s body, which ‘may have been due to pure spite.’ Orwell concludes: ‘Smillie’s death is not a thing I can easily forgive. Here was this brave and gifted boy, who had thrown up his career at Glasgow University in order to come and fight against Fascism, and who, as I saw for myself, had done his job at the front with faultless courage and willingness; and all they could find to do with him was to fling him into jail and let him die like a neglected animal.’

386. To Charles Doran

1. This letter and that dated 26 November 1938, 505, were donated by Doran’s widow, Mrs. Bertha Doran, to Waverley Secondary School, Drumchapel, Glasgow, in December 1974. They are reproduced here with her kind permission. She and Dr. James D. Young supplied details of Doran’s life. Charles Doran (1894–1974) was born in Dublin and moved to Glasgow in 1915. After serving in World War I, he became active in Guy Aldred’s Anti-Parliamentary Communist Federation. He joined the ILP in the early 1930s and served with Orwell in the POUM in Spain in 1937. They exchanged letters in 1938–39; but no others have been traced. Doran opposed World War II and joined a small anarchist group led by Willie MacDougall that engaged in anti-militarist and revolutionary socialist propaganda throughout the war. He also contributed to MacDougall’s newspaper, the Pioneer News. In 1983 Mrs. Doran told Dr. Young that her late husband was impressed by Orwell’s modesty and sincerity. ‘I remember Charlie saying that Orwell was not an argumentative sort of person. He [Charlie] might voice an opinion about something, hoping to provoke Orwell into agreeing or disagreeing, but Orwell would just say: “You might be right, Doran!” Orwell at that time had not read Marx.’ Alex Zwerdling, in Orwell and the Left (1974, 20), states that Orwell’s work shows he had read Marx with care and understanding; he quotes from Richard Rees, George Orwell: Fugitive from the Camp of Victory (1961), who tells how Orwell astonished everyone at the Adelphi Summer School, 1936, by his knowledge of Marx (147). See Crick, 613, n. 49. By the mid-1940s, according to Mrs. Doran, ‘Charlie classed him [Orwell] as a rebel—not a revolutionary—who was dissatisfied with the Establishment, while remaining part of it’ (Bulletin of the Society for the Study of Labour History, 51, pt. 1, April 1986, 15–17). When typing this letter, Orwell ran its first words on immediately after ‘Dear Doran.’

2. Marceau Pivert was a contributor to Controversy; see 382, n. 1.

3. Michael Milton, of the ILP contingent.

4. See 382, n. 5.

5. Young Communist League.

386A. Unpublished Response to Authors Take Sides on the Spanish War

1. Nancy Cunard (1896–1965), was the daughter of the wealthy shipping magnate who gave his name to the Cunard line; hence the reference in Orwell’s letter to her of defending ‘your dirty little dividends.’ She wrote poetry and literary reminiscences and devoted herself to socialist issues and the cause and arts of the blacks.

2. Names have been selected that are of interest in connexion with Orwell.

387. To Geoffrey Gorer

1. See 257, n. 6.

388. To Leonard Moore

1. Of The Spanish Cockpit by Franz Borkenau, reviewed by Orwell in Time and Tide, 31 July 1937; see 379.

2. Madame Yvonne Davet; see 389.

389. To Yvonne Davet

1. Yvonne Davet (c. 1895–) was for many years secretary to André Gide; she and Orwell corresponded before World War II and again thereafter. She translated several of his books in the hope that she might find a French publisher for them. Her translation of Homage to Catalonia, completed before the outbreak of war and read by Orwell, was not published until after Orwell died. See Textual Note to Homage to Catalonia, CW, VI, 251–61. She also translated Jean Rhys, Graham Greene, and Iris Murdoch.

2. By stressing that his written French is relatively weak, Orwell implies, probably correctly, that his spoken French was good.

3. The Spanish Cockpit.

390. To Victor Gollancz

1. A review of The Road to Wigan Pier by Harry Pollitt, leader of the Communist Party of Great Britain, published in the Daily Worker, 17 March 1937. The direct cause of Orwell’s letter and Gollancz’s response is given by Crick, 343–45, the source of this extract from Pollitt’s review: ‘Here is George Orwell, a disillusioned little middle-class boy who, seeing through imperialism, decided to discover what Socialism has to offer … a late imperialist policeman. … If ever snobbery had its hallmark placed upon it, it is by Mr Orwell. … I gather that the chief thing that worries Mr Orwell is the ‘smell’ of the working-class, for smells seem to occupy the major portion of the book. … One thing I am certain of, and it is this—if Mr Orwell could only hear what the Left Book Club circles will say about this book, then he would make a resolution never to write again on any subject that he does not understand.’ Gollancz told Orwell he was passing his letter on ‘to the proper quarter.’ That proved to be the Communist Party’s offices in King Street, London. To Pollitt, he wrote, ‘My dear Harry, you should see this letter from Orwell. I read it to John [Strachey] over the telephone and he assures me that he is quite certain that he said nothing whatever indiscreet.’ What Strachey said is not known. However, the attacks did, for the moment, cease.

2. John Strachey (see 304, n. 2) had been a Labour Party M.P., stood unsuccessfully for Parliament for Oswald Mosley’s New Party (of Fascist inclination) then supported Communism.

3. Stafford Cottman. For the picketing of his home by members of the Young Communist League, see Orwell’s letter to Charlie Doran, 2 August 1937, 386.

391. To Leonard Moore

1. letter earlier] letter

2. monthly] weekly typewritten

3. Presumably the August issue, in which Orwell’s ‘Eye-Witness in Barcelona’ appeared; see 382.

4. Madame Yvonne Davet; see 389.

392. Review of The Men I Killed, by Brigadier-General F. P. Crozier, CB, CMB, DSO

1. The New Statesman and Nation published a letter on 4 September 1937 from Russell Sidebottom, who was astonished that an author of so intelligent and objective a book as The Road to Wigan Pier ‘should trot out that hoary chestnut of socialist propaganda that: “War against a foreign country only happens when the moneyed classes think they are going to profit from it.”’ Orwell might think capitalists were scoundrels, he said, but they were not necessarily fools. Orwell’s statement was ‘a silly libel’ on the intelligence and humanity of such people.

2. Sidebottom said he entirely agreed with Orwell’s distinction between foreign and civil war. ‘A pacifist,’ he wrote, ‘is a man who will fight for what he really believes to be worth fighting for, but not for what he is merely told to believe.’

395. To Leonard Moore

1. The contract with Secker & Warburg to publish Homage to Catalonia. Gollancz hoped that this would be an isolated exception to his publishing Orwell’s work, and had reminded Orwell on 5 July 1937 of their agreement for Gollancz to publish his next three novels; see 375. In fact, Gollancz published only one more novel by Orwell—Coming Up for Air, in 1939—but he was the publisher of Orwell’s Inside the Whale (1940) and The Betrayal of the Left (1941), for which Orwell wrote two chapters. See Crick, 339.

396. Review of Forbidden Journey by Ella K. Maillart; translated from the French by Thomas McGreevy

1. Reviewed by Orwell on 15 August 1936; see 322A.

397. To Geoffrey Gorer

1. James Maxton, ILP M.P.; see 385, n. 1.

2. Edith Sitwell (1887–1964; DBE, 1954), poet and literary personality. Her first book of poems was published at her own expense in 1915, and she continued to write throughout her life. She achieved lasting and widespread recognition for Façade, which was read in a concert version, with music by William Walton, in January 1922. She encouraged many young artists and was greatly interested in Orwell’s work; see 653, n. 2.

3. Here, a throat infection.

398. To [the Editor], Manchester Guardian

1. The editor was William P. Crozier (1879–1944), who thanked Orwell on 24 September and told him that ‘a good many people take the opposite view and express it with vigour.’

2. Crozier said, in his letter to Orwell, that he would pass on Orwell’s commendation to Frank Jellinek, who, he said, would be away in the United States and Mexico for a considerable time. For Jellinek, see 513. Orwell reviewed his book The Civil War in Spain, 8 July 1938; see 462.

400. Review of Journey to Turkistan by Sir Eric Teichman

1. See 322A and 396.

401. Review of Red Spanish Notebook by Mary Low and Juan Brea; Heroes of Alcazar by R. Timmermans; Spanish Circus by Martin Armstrong

1. Manuel de Godoy (1767–1851) was twice Prime Minister of Spain. When a member of the royal bodyguard, he became the lover of Maria Luisa of Parma, wife of future King, Charles IV. He sided with the French in the Napoleonic Wars, and in 1807 agreed to the partition of Portugal. The following year, Charles was forced to abdicate in favour of the heir apparent (later Ferdinand VII), and by a device, Godoy, with Charles and Ferdinand, became a prisoner of Napoleon. Martin Armstrong was to be one of the contributors to Orwell’s ‘Story by Five Authors,’ 30 October 1942 (1623; and see 1465, n. 1).

402. To Cyril Connolly

1. Orwell’s parents’ home.

2. Orwell reviewed Jellinek’s The Civil War in Spain; see 462.

3. Connolly replied on 13 October. He said he had spent all summer in the Balkans, had heard Orwell had been wounded, and had tried to see him in Spain but could not get beyond Fraga. He was anxious to talk to Orwell about Spain and was ‘very depressed by the treatment of the P.O.U.M.’ ‘The moment one expresses any anti-communist feelings or shows any sympathy with anarchist or Trotskyist down and outs who are far more interesting and also far more Spanish than the people who replace them, it gets increasingly hard to find a publisher or an editor who will print one.’ Having no car, he wondered if there was any chance of Orwell coming to London. He had enjoyed The Road to Wigan Pier ‘enormously’ and thought that if Orwell had difficulty finding a publisher (for what was to be Homage to Catalonia), he was ‘sure Secker would jump at you.’

403. To Yvonne Davet

1. This must be ‘Eye-Witness in Barcelona,’ Controversy, August 1937 (see 382); published in French in La Révolution Prolétarienne, 25 September 1937, translated by Yvonne Davet.

404. Review of The Booster, September 1937

1. The Booster was a monthly magazine published in French and English in Paris from September 1937 to Easter 1939 (from April 1938 as Delta). In addition to those mentioned in the review, William Saroyan and Anaïs Nin were associated with it.

2. What this bitter experience was has not been recorded. Orwell does not mention canvassing for advertisements in his letters or books, though canvassers for newspaper subscriptions appear in The Road to Wigan Pier. Perhaps this was one of the ‘varied jobs’ mentioned in the jacket copy of the U.S. edition of Down and Out in Paris and London (1933), which refers to his earning his living by schoolmastering and private tutoring, working in a Paris hotel, picking hops, pushing a barrow in Billingsgate Fish Market, and ‘other varied jobs.’ Denys King-Farlow (see 29, n. 2) says in a far from bitter reference to Orwell at Eton that receipts from the sale of Election Times, 3 June 1918 (see 29–32) seemed ‘rather laughable contrasted with the £128 that Blair and I netted from publishing College Days No 4 (see 37, 43–46), heavy with snob-appeal advertisements, in 1920 for the Eton-Harrow Match at Lord’s’ (Orwell Remembered, 55). That sum would include sales and advertising revenue.

407. To Yvonne Davet

1. ‘Eye-Witness in Barcelona’; see 382.

2. Lion Feuchtwanger (1884–1958) became particularly famous for his novel Jud Süss (1925; English translation, Jew Süss, 1926). With the rise of Nazism, he was forced out of Germany and went to France, where he was imprisoned in a concentration camp until he escaped to the United States in 1940, where he died. Erich Maria Remarque (1898–1970) achieved fame with his anti-war novel All Quiet on the Western Front (1929 in German and English). A film, distributed with certain shocking scenes (e.g., rats in the trenches) cut, was made in Hollywood in 1930. The Road Back (1931) described the collapse of Germany following the war. He left Germany in 1932, to live first in Switzerland, and from 1939 in the United States. He became an American citizen in 1947. He returned to Switzerland with his second wife, film star, Paulette Goddard, and died there. Emil Ludwig (1881–1948) was a prolific biographer. His books, in English translations, included Napoleon (1927), Bismark (1927), Goethe (1928), Lincoln (1929), and a controversial life of Christ, The Son of Man (1928). He also wrote two plays about World War 1. His Conversations with Mussolini appeared in 1933.

408. George Barber to Orwell

1. Douglas Moyle (c. 1911–) served with Orwell in Spain; see Homage to Catalonia, CW, VI, 77–78. In Remembering Orwell he gives an account of going on night patrol with Orwell, and of Orwell’s reading Shakespeare in quiet moments in the trenches (80–81). After serving in Spain, and working in Coventry, first for GEC and then for Armstrong Whitworth on the Whitley bomber, he inclined toward pacifism, but Orwell’s influence led to his abandoning this point of view (interview with Ian Angus, 18 February 1970).

2. John McNair (see 363, n. 5), spoke at the Left Book Club on 30 November 1937. For Orwell’s unwillingness to speak, see 366, headnote.

3. An ILP ‘School’ held at Crich, near Matlock. Moyle spent Christmas with Barber at the latter’s parents’ home in Bristol and then they both went to the ILP School.

4. Cyril Wright and his girl-friend, Mikeal (which Moyle also spelt Michael) Smith. Wright, though not a member of ILP, once canvassed for the Labour Party. His father was a manufacturer of sweets in Bedford, for whom he worked in 1937–39 as a salesman. Smith was an assistant dispenser in Boots the Chemist’s. Wright’s strong interest in literature formed the basis for his friendship with Orwell and he and Smith frequently drove to see the Orwells at Wallington. Moyle stayed for a short time with Barber, in Bedford, on his return from Spain, before Barber went to Coventry to work. Wright followed him there and shared his rooms whilst he worked as a sales representative for Dean’s, a manufacturer of shop blinds. It is possible that Orwell gained some knowledge of a salesman’s life (used in Coming Up for Air) from Wright, as well as from John Sceats; see 498, 504.

409. Review of The Problem of the Distressed Areas by Wal Hannington; Grey Children by James Hanley; The Fight for the Charter by Neil Stewart

1. For Orwell’s comments on Hannington as an orator, see Wigan Pier Diary, 274, 11.2.36.

2. National Unemployed Workers’ Movement.

3. The Problem of the Distressed Areas, which Gollancz published in the Left Book Club series, had a thirty-two-page insert of plates, in the manner adopted for The Road to Wigan Pier.

411. To Cyril Connolly

1. Richard Rees’s home. For Rees, see 395.

2. Stephen Spender (1909–1995; Kt., 1983), prolific poet, novelist, critic, and translator. He edited Horizon with Cyril Connolly, 1940–41, and was a coeditor of Encounter, 1953–65, remaining on the editorial board until 1967, when it was discovered that some of the money to launch Encounter had been provided surreptitiously by the U.S. Central Intelligence Agency. Orwell attacked Spender personally in his letter to Nancy Cunard, 386A. He also included him among those parlour Bolsheviks and ‘fashionable successful persons’ whom he castigated from time to time; see Crick, 351. In his letter to Spender of 15? April 1938 he explained why ‘I attacked you not having met you’; see 435. They were then to become friends. See also 856, n. 3.

412. To Leonard Moore

1. For the first time in the surviving correspondence, a telephone number, Baldock 172, is typed at the head of a letter from The Stores.

2. The section from ‘I have only a vague idea’ to ‘what I want to write about’ has been marked by heavy double quotation marks in Moore’s office. That section was presumably forwarded to Gollancz.

3. Yvonne Davet.

413. To Yvonne Davet

1. Kurt Landau, Austrian socialist, was to die ‘in mysterious circumstances,’ as did a number of other international sympathizers of the POUM; see Thomas, 706 and 3733, Vol XX, 280, item 2.

2. Although a translation was completed and read by Orwell before the outbreak of World War II, Madame Davet’s translation of Homage to Catalonia was not published until 1955.

414. Review of Storm Over Spain by Mairin Mitchell; Spanish Rehearsal by Arnold Lunn; Catalonia Infelix by E. Allison Peers; Wars of Ideas in Spain by José Castillejo; Invertebrate Spain by José Ortega y Gasset

1. Mairin Mitchell wrote to Orwell following the publication of this review (letter undated) thanking him for the generosity with which he had treated her book, especially because, from her reading of The Road to Wigan Pier, she did not think they were in the same political camp. However, she did point out that she was ‘unlike almost all English writers on Spain,’ in being Irish!

2. See also Orwell’s ‘The Lure of Profundity’; 415.

415. ‘The Lure of Profundity’

1. Reviewed briefly by Orwell in Time and Tide, 11 December 1937; see 414.

1938

416. Anonymous Review of Burmese Interlude by C. V. Warren

1. This review is one of ten, all anonymous, printed on a single page. The records of The Listener show that Orwell was paid £1 for it.

418. To Rayner Heppenstall

1. See 238.

2. Fredric Warburg, a director of Secker & Warburg, publisher of Homage to Catalonia; see 375, n. 1.

3. Roger Senhouse, a director of Secker & Warburg; see 375, n. 2.; ‘g.p.’ = gatepost.

4. Max Plowman (see 395), journalist and author, and close associate of John Middleton Murry and the Adelphi group, was at this time General Secretary of the Peace Pledge Union.

5. Margaret, Mrs. Rayner Heppenstall.

419. To Rayner Heppenstall

1. Orwell mistakenly typed ‘to.’

2. A limited-stop service that, in the main, runs from the country areas on one side of London to those on the other through central London.

3. In his Four Absentees, Heppenstall gives a brief account of this visit: ‘I went to Wallington on 15th February, travelling by a Green Line ’bus which reached Baldock at a quarter past four. This was a Tuesday. The Stores was not a pretty cottage, and the village seemed desolate. There were two goats in a stinking shed at the back, and the Blairs rented a strip of ground, across the road at the front and above road-level, in which they grew vegetables and in which Eric and I dug together. He and Eileen behaved with conspicuous affection, fondling each other and sitting, if not on each other’s knees, at any rate in the same armchair’ (145–46).

421. Review of The Tree of Gernika° by G. L. Steer; Spanish Testament by Arthur Koestler

1. This anticipates the argument over area bombing; see 2473 and 2473, nn. 2 and 5.

422. To the Editor, Time and Tide

1. Left Book Club copies intended for members were bound in limp orange-coloured covers.

2. See 387, and also 424.

3. Ellen Cicely Wilkinson (1891–1947), was a leading Labour Party M.P., first elected in 1924; see 1471, n. 2. She had written: ‘… there is an influential section of French opinion which, though completely reactionary at home, is passionately patriotic as against the old enemy Germany. M. de Kerillis° and Pertinax are the best-known voices of this current of opinion. In France today, however, one cannot be anti-German without also being anti-Fascist. Anti-Fascism immediately links up with the most uncompromising anti-Hitlerites who are the Communists. So one can meet a Pertinax and a former Chef du Cabinet, Poincaré, at a lunch with Communist leaders without any sense of strain.’ Henri de Kérillis was a journalist and right-wing politician. He was the only non-Communist member of the Chamber of Deputies to vote against ratification of the Munich pact with Hitler. Pertinax was the pen-name of journalist André Géraud (1882–1956). He was London correspondent of the right-wing Echo de Paris, 1905–14, and foreign-affairs editor, 1917–38. He went to the United States after the fall of France in 1940. After the war, he became diplomatic correspondent for France-Soir. Raymond Poincaré (1860–1934), a lawyer, was both Premier and Foreign Minister of France from January 1912 to January 1913, and President from 1913 to 1920. Again Premier, 1926–29, he resigned because of ill health. His politics were conservative. See 3515, n. 5.

4. Maurice Thorez (1900–1964), a miner at the age of twelve, became Secretary-General of the Pas de Calais Communist Federation in 1923 and Secretary-General of the Communist Party of France in 1930. He went to the Soviet Union in 1939 and returned only in 1944. He had been elected a deputy in 1932, and from 1945 to 1946 was a minister of state. In ‘As I Please,’ 48, 17 November 1944, Orwell devoted a section to Thorez and the falsification of history; see 2579.

423. To Jack Common

1. Max Plowman.

2. It is difficult to be precise, but in 1938 Orwell probably earned about £190 (excluding the loan to enable him to go to Morocco). Thus, £2 was more than half Orwell’s average weekly earnings. (The average pay in the mid-1930s was about £4.50 a week.)

424. To Raymond Mortimer

1. See 382, n. 5.

2. James Maxton, ILP M.P., see 385, n. 1. John McGovern (1887–1968), ILP M.P., 1930–47; Labour M.P., 1947–59, led a hunger march from Glasgow to London in 1934. Félicien Challaye, French left-wing politician, member of the committee of La Ligue des Droits des Hommes, a liberal, anti-Fascist movement to protect civil liberty throughout the world. He resigned in November 1937, with seven others, in protest against what they interpreted as the movement’s cowardly subservience to Stalinist tyranny.

3. Henry Noel Brailsford (1873–1958) was a socialist intellectual, author, political journalist, and leader writer for the Manchester Guardian, Daily News, and The Nation; editor of The New Leader, weekly organ of the ILP, 1922–26. His article in The New Statesman and Nation was published in two parts. In the first, ‘Anarchists and Communists in Spain,’ 22 May 1937, he said that the POUM ‘represented the older and now heretical Communist position. It opposed any alliance with the middle-class even for the salvation of the Republic: for the sake of political as distinct from social democracy it would make no sacrifices to unity. Against it, far more fiercely than against the Anarchists, the Communists waged a merciless feud, and charged it with all the treasons ascribed to Trotsky … the Anarchists with whom [the POUM] allied itself stand farther from its unbending Marxism than do the Socialists whom it assailed with its tanks and guns stolen from Government arsenals.’ See also 413A and 414B in Vol XX, final appendix and 1293, n. 1.

4. See 411, n. 2.

5. Vladimir Antonov-Ovsëenko (1884–1937), Soviet Consul-General in Barcelona; see 314A, endnote and 426, n. 6.

6. The Friends of Durruti were an extreme anarchist group; see Thomas, 656, n. 1. Orwell refers to them in Homage to Catalonia, CW, VI, 219, 220, and 237. For Durruti, see 519, n. 24.

7. For Orwell’s references to Inprecor in Homage to Catalonia, see CW, VI, 228 and 231–33.

426. To Alec Houghton Joyce

1. Alec Houghton Joyce (1894–1982; OBE, 1938) had been appointed information officer at the India Office in December 1937. He was made a Companion of the Order of the Indian Empire in January 1943. His and Orwell’s paths crossed again in November 1941, when Orwell was at the BBC; see 882.

2. ‘Indian Imperial Police’ to ‘not suited to me’ and ‘At the end of 1936’ to ‘Aragon front’ have been underlined and marked in the margin, presumably in Joyce’s office.

427. To Jack Common

1. Probably Dimitrije Mitrinović (1887–1953), a writer and publicist who spent much time in London, and died there. He was connected with the New Europe group and, in 1933, with the weekly New Britain.

2. Coming Up for Air.

3. Aryan Path: An international review of philosophy, mysticism, comparative religion, psychical research, brotherhood and Theosophy was founded in Bombay in 1930 but published monthly in London in 1938.

4. What ‘this fish job’ was is not known.

428. Review of Workers’ Front by Fenner Brockway

1. For Fenner Brockway, see 363, n. 4. His book was published by Secker & Warburg; see 375A.

2. There was a young lady from Niger [or Riga] / Who went for a ride on a tiger. / They returned from the ride / With the lady inside / And a smile on the face of the tiger.

3. Original has ‘which.’

429. Anonymous Review of Trials in Burma by Maurice Collis

1. As with all reviews published anonymously in The Listener, attribution to Orwell has been made from the journal’s records.

430. Review of Glimpses and Reflections by John Galsworthy

1. Adam Lindsay Gordon (1833–1870), educated in England, emigrated to Australia and wrote poetry with a distinctly Australian ‘voice.’ It was not well received at the time, and, in despair, he committed suicide. This line is from ‘Ye Wearie Wayfarer,’ Fytte 8.

431. To Cyril Connolly

1. The New Statesman and Nation.

2. Enemies of Promise; see Orwell’s letter to Connolly of 14 December 1938 from Marrakech about a review copy, 512.

3. Homage to Catalonia.

4. Orwell’s Case Record at Preston Hall Sanatorium shows that he coughed up blood when ill in 1929, 1931, and 1934; that he had pneumonia in 1918, 1921, 1933, and 1934; and dengue fever when in Burma.

5. Coming Up for Air. Orwell is not being quite fair here: he had suggested that this be done; see his letter to Leonard Moore, 6 December 1937, 412.

6. Home of Eileen’s brother.

432. Eileen Blair to Jack Common

1. Common lived some half-dozen miles from Wallington, but the journey was awkward; see Orwell’s letters to him, 5 October 1936, 327, and October? 1937, 405.

2. He did not leave the sanatorium until 1 September 1938.

3. Jack Common’s wife and son.

433. To Jack Common

1. Jellicoe Ward (or Pavilion) was where patients went for tests and operations. For Orwell’s time at Preston Hall, as recalled by Victor Stacey, see Remembering Orwell, 107–08.

2. Seven Shifts, was edited and prefaced by Jack Common; there were seven contributions.

3. Gerald Gould was an influential reviewer for The Observer, who typified to Orwell much that was wrong with reviewing. See 219, n. 2.

4. Homage to Catalonia.

5. Coming Up for Air.

6. Jack Common’s son.

7. Richard Rees was driving an ambulance for the government side in Spain.

434. To Stephen Spender

1. Solidaridad Internacional Antifascista, subtitled, on its letterhead, ‘International Anti-Fascist Solidarity.’ Other sponsors included W. H. Auden, Havelock Ellis, Sidonie Goosens, Laurence Housman, C. E. M. Joad, Miles Malleson, John Cowper, Llewelyn Powys, Herbert Read, Reginald Reynolds, and Rebecca West. Ethel Mannin (see 575) was the Honorary Treasurer; Emma Goldman, the Honorary Secretary. Goldman wrote to Eileen (as ‘Miss Blair’) on 14 April 1938 thanking her for her kind contribution and for help in distributing fifty of SIA’s folders and bulletins. She also sent wishes for Orwell’s recovery. The periodical Spain and the World for 8 April 1938 advertised, with Reg Groves’s But We Shall Live Again (on Chartism) and Rudolf Rocker’s Anarcho-Syndicalism, Ethel Mannin’s Women and the Revolution, the last advertised as ‘Biographies of great women rebels from Charlotte Corday to Emma Goldman, from Mary Wollstonecraft to Mme. Sun Yat Sen and Maria Spridonova.’ For Rudolf Rocker’s Anarcho-Syndicalism, there was a commendation by Orwell: ‘Of great value. It will do something towards filling a great gap in political consciousness.’ See Nicolas Walter, ‘Orwell and the Anarchists,’ Freedom, 42, No. 2, 30 January 1981; Crick, 351.

2. For Nancy Cunard and Authors Take Sides on the Spanish War, see 386A.

3. See 386A.

435. To Stephen Spender

1. Spender did visit Orwell at Aylesford. Others who made what was often a long and difficult journey were former ILP comrades from the Spanish contingent, who hitchhiked there, Jack Common, Rayner Heppenstall, and Max and Dorothy Plowman, who brought the novelist L. H. Myers. See Shelden, 322–24; U.S.: 294–96.

436. To Geoffrey Gorer

1. Orwell was wrong about this. He was later to ask that if a second edition of Homage to Catalonia were ever published—there was one English edition in his lifetime; the U.S. and French editions did not appear until after his death—this error should be rectified. The correction has been made in the Complete Works edition; see CW, VI, 253 and note 102/15.

2. Marylebone Cricket Club, the then ruling cricket authority. Its tie has broad red and yellow stripes.

3. According to Orwell’s Blood Sedimentation Test on 27 April (and on 17 May), his disease was ‘moderately active.’ It was not until 4 July that it became ‘quiescent.’ It is never shown as normal.

437. To Jack Common

1. J. H. Watson’s ‘The Big Chimney.’

2. Richard Rees; see 445, n. 1.

439. ‘Notes on the Spanish Militias’

fn1 N.B. that these notes refer only to the POUM militia, exceptional because of the internal political struggle, but in actual composition etc. probably not very dissimilar from the other militias in Catalonia in the first year of war [Orwell’s handwritten footnote].

1. ‘From the point of view of political theory there were only three parties that mattered, the PSUC, the POUM and the CNT [Confederación Nacional de Trabajadores]–FAI [Federación Anarquista Ibérica], loosely described as the Anarchists. I take the PSUC first, as being the most important; it was the party that finally triumphed ….

‘It is necessary to explain that when one speaks of the PSUC “line” one really means the Communist Party “line”. The PSUC (Partido Socialista Unificado de Cataluña) was the Socialist Party of Catalonia; it had been formed at the beginning of the war by the fusion of various Marxist parties, including the Catalan Communist Party, but it was now entirely under Communist control and was affiliated to the Third International. Elsewhere in Spain no formal unification between Socialists and Communists had taken place, but the Communist viewpoint and the Right-wing Socialist viewpoint could everywhere be regarded as identical. Roughly speaking, the PSUC was the political organ of the UGT (Unión General de Trabajadores), the Socialist trade unions …. They contained many sections of the manual workers, but since the outbreak of war they had also been swollen by a large influx of middle-class members ….

‘The PSUC “line”, which was preached in the Communist and pro-Communist press throughout the world, was approximately this:

‘“At present nothing matters except winning the war; without victory in the war all else is meaningless. Therefore this is not the moment to talk of pressing forward with the revolution …. At this stage we are not fighting for the dictatorship of the proletariat, we are fighting for parliamentary democracy. Whoever tries to turn the civil war into a social revolution is playing into the hands of the Fascists and is in effect, if not in intention, a traitor.”

‘The POUM “line” differed from this on every point except, of course, the importance of winning the war. The POUM (Partido Obrero de Unificación Marxista) was one of those dissident Communist parties which have appeared in many countries in the last few years as a result of the opposition to “Stalinism”. … It was made up partly of ex-Communists and partly of an earlier party, the Workers’ and Peasants’ Bloc. Numerically it was a small party, with not much influence outside Catalonia, and chiefly important because it contained an unusually high proportion of politically conscious members. … It did not represent any block of trade unions. The POUM militiamen were mostly CNT members, but the actual party-members generally belonged to the UGT. It was, however, only in the CNT that the POUM had any influence. The POUM “line” was approximately this:

‘“It is nonsense to talk of opposing Fascism by bourgeois ‘democracy.’ Bourgeois ‘democracy’ is only another name for capitalism, and so is Fascism; to fight against Fascism on behalf of ‘democracy’ is to fight against one form of capitalism on behalf of a second which is liable to turn into the first at any moment. The only real alternative to Fascism is workers’ control. If you set up any less goal than this, you will either hand the victory to Franco, or, at best, let in Fascism by the back door. … The war and the revolution are inseparable”’ (Homage to Catalonia, CW, VI, 201–03).

Hugh Thomas comments: ‘… first, that the CNT and FAI were actually different organisations of which the latter was, broadly speaking, the leadership of the former, having been set up in the ‘twenties to keep the CNT from revisionism. Secondly, where George Orwell said in Homage to Catalonia that the Communists’ viewpoint and the right-wing Socialists’ viewpoint could everywhere be regarded as identical, this was only the case for quite a short time, since Prieto, the leading right-wing Socialist, moved over into a very strong anti-Communist position quite soon. Thirdly, it is only very ‘roughly speaking’ that the PSUC was the political organ of the UGT. Indeed, this is nearer a mistake than any of the other points, because the UGT was the nationwide labour organisation, admittedly led by Socialists, whereas the PSUC was simply confined to Catalonia.’

2. Probably the soft-nosed or dumdum bullet was meant, which expands on impact, with appalling effect.

3. ‘Since February [1937] the entire armed forces had theoretically been incorporated in the Popular Army [by the Government], and the militias were, on paper, reconstructed along Popular Army lines …’ (Homage to Catalonia, CW, VI, 91.)

fn2 My medical discharge-ticket, signed by a doctor at Monzón (a long way behind the line) about 18th June refers to me as “Comrade Blair” [Orwell’s handwritten footnote].

4. Presumably ‘when’ is meant.

5. Should be ‘to.’

6. General Sebastián Pozas Perea (1876–died in exile), a Republican, was Director-General of the Civil Guard, and Minister of the Interior for the Republicans in 1936. See also 519, n. 35.

440. To Cyril Connolly

1. Orwell’s weight on admission to Preston Hall was 159 pounds; by 26 April it had risen to 163 pounds. His ‘highest known weight’ was recorded as 168 pounds (76.2 kg); he regained this weight on 5 July 1938.

441. To the Editor, The Times Literary Supplement

1. Reviews in The Times Literary Supplement were then customarily unsigned. Records show that the reviewer was Maurice Percy Ashley (1907–1994; CBE, 1978), journalist, author, and historian. He was Winston Churchill’s research assistant in 1929, served in the Intelligence Corps, 1940–45, was Deputy Editor of The Listener, 1946–58 and Editor, 1958–67.

442. To Yvonne Davet

1. Presumably Homage to Catalonia. Orwell’s letter to Leonard Moore of 6 December 1937 said that he was sending ‘various wads of it as they get done’ to Madame Davet. She was translating it ‘on spec.’ in the hope of finding a publisher. See 412.

2. Down and Out in Paris and London. The French translation was published in 1935.

443. To Jack Common

1. This letter is undated, but Eileen’s letter to Moore of 24 May (444) seems to relate to the reference to her arranging for Common to have a copy of Homage to Catalonia ‘when she gets back home on Monday.’ 24 May was a Tuesday. Eileen was only able to make the long, awkward, and costly journey from Wallington to Aylesford once a fortnight; see Crick, 360.

2. The Freedom of the Streets.

3. In the issue for 16 June 1938; see 453.

4. See the continuation of Eileen’s letter to Moore, 7 June 1938, 450.

5. It was.

444. Eileen Blair to Leonard Moore

1. Annotated in Moore’s office: ‘Get two copies Send cheque on Friday.’ The copy to be sent to Eileen at Wallington was presumably for Jack Common, mentioned in 443.

445. Sir Richard Rees to Orwell

1. Rees served in the defence of Madrid, with the Communist Party initially. See Orwell’s letter to Rayner Heppenstall, 31 July 1937, 381. He returned from there ‘about a month’ before Orwell wrote to Jack Common in October 1937 (see 405), having somehow got ‘mixed up in the political business too.’ In his letter to Common of 20 April 1938, Orwell said he was glad Rees was returning home from Catalonia; see 437.

2. George Bernanos (1888–1948) was a polemical novelist whose passionate stance was expressed with subtlety. Les grandes cimetières sous la lune (1938; English title, Diary of My Times, 1938) fiercely condemns the atrocities committed in Mallorca by the Fascists and sanctioned by his, the Roman Catholic, church. He is best remembered for his novel Journal d’un curé de campagne (1936; English title, Diary of a Country Priest, 1937).

3. Falangists. The Falange Española was founded by José Antonio Primo de Rivera (1903–1936), son of Spain’s dictator 1923–30, Primo de Rivera (1870–1930). He was tried and executed by the Republicans. The Falangists ‘saw themselves as an heroic élite of young men, whose mission was to release Spain from the poison of Marxism, as from what they took to be the second-rate, dull, provincialism of orthodox liberal values’ (Thomas, 115). On 18 April 1937 the Falange was united with all other Nationalist groups under Franco, whose brother-in-law, Ramón Serrano Súñer (1901–) was appointed Secretary-General.

4. Elliot Paul (1891–1958) was an American ‘autobiographical novelist’ and journalist. He served with the American Expeditionary. Force in World War I and then worked in Europe for the Associated Press and Paris editions of U.S. newspapers. With Eugene Jolas, he founded the influential journal transition (1927–38). His A Narrow Street (1942; U.S. title, The Last Time I Saw Paris) is chiefly set in the rue de la Huchette, where he lived for eighteen years.

5. ‘In the Balearics, while Majorca had been secured by Goded for the [Nationalist] rebels, the NCOs and troops of the garrison at Minorca prevented the success of the rising there. … In Ibiza, the rising triumphed, as in the other small Balearic islands’ (Thomas, 242; July 1936). Bernanos states that 3,000 were killed by Nationalists (Thomas, 265, who also extracts from Bernanos horrifying details of summary executions, 259–62).

6. This was to be called ‘Socialism and War.’ See Orwell to Moore, 28 June 1938, 458.

446. To the Editor, New English Weekly

1. The Popular Front government led by the Socialist Léon Blum (see 515, n. 1), which was elected in June 1936, had enacted a series of reforms which benefitted working men and women.

447. Eileen Blair to Leonard Moore

1. Orwell was allowed up for one hour a day from 1 June and for three hours a day a week later.

2. The review, on 29 May 1938 (see 438), was by Desmond Flower (1907-), author, editor, publisher. He was Director of Cassell & Co in 1931, then Literary Director, 1938, and Chairman, 1958–70. He was also founder/editor, with A. J. A. Symons, of Book Collector’s Quarterly, 1930–34. He served in the war, 1939–45 and was awarded the Military Cross, 1944.

448. To C. D. Abbott, Director, Lockwood Memorial Library, University of Buffalo

1. After tests and observation in Jellicoe Ward (or Pavilion), Orwell was moved to New Hostel on 1 June. This was a sort of boardinghouse-cum-dormitory for slow-recovery patients and for recuperation after operations. The sanatorium also had workshops to occupy the patients’ time in the later stages of their return to health.

449. To Yvonne Davet

1. Retour de l’U.R.S.S., November 1936; translated as Return from the U.S.S.R. by Dorothy Bussy, April 1937. It is dedicated ‘to the memory of Eugène Dabit beside whom, with whom [these pages] were lived and thought.’ Fredric Warburg thought this probably the most significant work Secker & Warburg published in 1937. Gide, who had once so warmly supported Soviet Russia, wrote that he doubted whether any other country, ‘even Hitler’s Germany, thought to be less free’ was ‘more bowed down, more fearful (terrorized), more vassalized’ than the U.S.S.R.

2. Thomas Sturge Moore (1870–1944) was a practising wood engraver who developed into an art historian and poet. He wrote several studies of artists and, in addition to books of poetry published at the turn of the century, a number of verse plays, mainly on classical subjects.

450. Eileen Blair to Leonard Moore

1. Unidentified.

2. 8 June 1938.

3. Orwell’s enjoyment was despite the fact that New English Weekly did not pay contributors.

4. Orwell’s letters of 14 and 28 May 1938; see 441.

5. Orwell wrote to thank Geoffrey Gorer for his review in Time and Tide on 18 April 1938; see 436. V. S. Pritchett (see 750, n. 2) wrote the review in The New Statesman, 30 April 1938, and Desmond Flower that in The Observer (with other books on Spain), 29 May 1938; see 438.

451. Review of Assignment in Utopia by Eugene Lyons

1. Lyons’s account of the ‘Five Year Plan in Four Years’ and his recording of the formula used to express that, 2 + 2 = 5, directly influenced Orwell’s writing of Nineteen Eighty-Four (although this formula is to be found at least as early as the mid-eighteenth century, in Sterne’s Tristram Shandy, a copy of which Orwell had in his possession, and in Dostoevski’s Notes from Underground (1864).

2. Under the tsars, serfs needed internal passports to leave their villages to take up seasonal work elsewhere.

3. See Stalin-Wells Talk: The Verbatim Record, and a Discussion by G. Bernard Shaw, H. G. Wells, J.M. Keynes, Ernst Toller, and others (1934).

452. To the Editor, The Listener

1. Philip Furneaux Jordan (1902–1951) was a journalist, novelist, and reviewer. He had been for a time on the staff of the Paris Daily Mail and edited the Riviera edition of the Chicago Tribune. In 1936 he joined the staff of the News Chronicle and served as its correspondent in Spain, 1936–37. He later became the News Chronicle’s features editor and then its foreign correspondent. In 1946–47 he was First Secretary at the British Embassy in Washington, and thereafter Public Relations Adviser to Prime Minister Clement Attlee. He also reviewed for The Times Literary Supplement—anonymously, as for The Listener.

2. J.R. Ackerley (1896–1967) was literary editor, 1935–59. See Ackerley by Peter Parker (1989).

454. To Naomi Mitchison

1. Naomi Margaret Mitchison (1897–; Lady Mitchison, 1974; CBE, 1985), daughter of J.S. Haldane and sister of J.B.S. Haldane, was the author of some eighty books, mainly novels, often on classical themes, and some books and a play written in collaboration with others. In the year she wrote to Orwell she published The Moral Basis of Politics. She served on committees concerned with the Highlands and Islands of Scotland, 1947–76. See also 1361. She prefers not to use her title.

455A. Eileen Blair to Denys King-Farlow

1. Tuberculosis.

2. Chronic viral disease affecting the bronchial tubes.

3. Although Orwell’s parents had seventeen brothers and sisters between them, the only uncles to whom Eileen could be referring were Charles Limouzin, at one time secretary of a golf club at Parkstone, Bournemouth; George Limouzin, who was married to Ivy; and Eugène Adam, who was married to Nellie Limouzin. None took the cottage.

4. If the party was to celebrate anything, it might have been for the publication of Homage to Catalonia on 25 April; or a party slightly ahead of Orwell’s thirty-fifth birthday, 25 June.

5. ‘Yours sincerely’ is uncertain; Eileen has written a long scrawl.

456. Review of Spanish Ordeal by Robert Sencourt; Franco’s Rule [anonymous]

1. The correct title of this book is Spain’s Ordeal.

2. Lewis’s portrait of T. S. Eliot was rejected by the hanging committee of the 1938 Royal Academy Exhibition. In a letter to Lewis of 21 April 1938, Eliot wrote that he would be quite willing to be known to posterity through this portrait. See Walter Michel, Wyndham Lewis, Paintings and Drawings (1971), 132 and plate 132.

457. ‘Why I Join the I. L. P.’

1. As ‘Why I Joined the Independent Labour Party’ in CEJL, I, 132.

458. To Leonard Moore

1. This pamphlet, ‘Socialism and War,’ was never published. See letter to Moore, 28 November 1938 (506, n. 5), for the possible use of its argument. Richard Rees, in his letter to Orwell of 25 May 1938, indicated that he thought the pamphlet was already written; see 445 and 445, n. 6. Bob Edwards (see 363, n. 2), in an early draft of the Introduction to the Folio Society edition of Homage to Catalonia (1970), stated that the pamphlet was submitted to the Publications Committee of the ILP, over which he presided. It was rejected as ‘too long and absolutist.’ He mistakenly dates this 1935.

2. For Miss Perriam’s illness, see Eileen’s letter to Moore, 7 June 1938, 450.

459. To Victor Gollancz

1. A proposed translation of Burmese Days into Burmese; see 458. Two statements are of importance with respect to Orwell’s attitude toward what he wrote: ‘some minor alterations were made to the English edition,’ and, ‘it’s not of great consequence, as they will know what points to correct.’ He regarded the English (Gollancz’s) edition of Burmese Days as ‘garbled’ (a damning word in his vocabulary) and may simply have been tactful in writing ‘minor alterations,’ but his willingness to rely upon others to correct his text is of importance to an editor of his work. No Burmese translation was published, although in his ‘Notes on Translations’ for his literary executor, 1949 (see 3728), he listed the French and Italian translations of Burmese Days and also ‘Burmese? (May exist).’

461. To Jack Common

1. See headnote to letter to Yvonne Davet, 7 June 1938, 449.

462. Review of The Civil War in Spain by Frank Jellinek

1. The Paris Commune of 1871 (1937). Frank Jellinek was Manchester Guardian correspondent in Spain. See 513, n. 1.

2. Primo de Rivera’s government sold the Moroccan tobacco monopoly to Juan Ordinas March (1884–1962). See Thomas, 28.

3. The “N” document was a forged letter to Franco, purported by the Communists to be from Andrés Nin (see 382, n. 5), a prominent member of the POUM, on which they based their charges of conspiracy between the POUM and Franco to justify their suppression of the POUM.

4. Manuel de Irujo y Ollo was a Basque member of the Republican government, as Minister without Portfolio, from 25 September 1936, then Minister of Justice until he resigned in January 1938, remaining Minister without Portfolio. He had attempted to restore ‘normal justice’; see Thomas, 701, 778.

5. ‘Barcelona after the Rising,’ from ‘Our Special Correspondent,’ Manchester Guardian, 26 June 1937.

6. Vladimir Antonov-Ovsëenko was one of those listed by Thomas as having ‘either [been] executed or died in concentration camps’ following service in Spain. He was for a time rehabilitated, and his death was ‘regretted as a mistake, in passing, by Khrushchev in his speech denouncing Stalin in February 1956’; see 374A and Thomas, 952.

463. To Cyril Connolly

1. Connolly had written from Villa Notre Dame de Bon Port, Chemin des Mougins, Antibes. He did not date the letter. He said he had enjoyed Homage to Catalonia ‘enormously,’ having borrowed Stephen Spender’s advance copy and having lent it to several people, ‘who all devoured it.’ Peter Quennell had been ‘v. enthusiastic.’ Connolly said it was ‘as good as anything you have done, and is with Koestler’s the only Spanish war book I have read that has a future. I think the mixture of honesty, imagination, and talent is not usually present in writers on Spain.’ V. S. Pritchett’s review he thought ‘very cagy.’ He had found Jellinek’s The Civil War in Spain boring. He advised shortening the political chapters rather than suggesting they be skipped, ‘as no book is improved by skipping.’ Orwell later decided to make the two political chapters into appendixes, though that was not done in his lifetime; see CW, VI, Textual Note and arrangement of chapters. Connolly also wrote enthusiastically about the area around Nice and offered Orwell information about that part of France. He said he had completed Enemies of Promise, but had not included ‘an old letter of yours’; see 360, Easter 1921.

2. Homage to Catalonia.

3. Connolly and Orwell were at the private preparatory school St Cyprian’s at the same time, and both went on to Eton; see 361. Connolly was writing about his school experiences, Enemies of Promise (1938), around the time of this letter.

4. Dennis Dannreuther (1903–1938) was a lawyer. He was described by Connolly as one of the ‘moral leaders’ of his, and Orwell’s, Election at Eton, ‘an exquisite classical scholar, one of those rare people who combine a brilliant and logical mind with genuine moral feeling and who became more than a careerist.’ When he became captain of the school, he endeavoured, among other things, to reduce the number of beatings of younger boys to a minimum. His regime was, according to Connolly, ‘a shortlived and unpopular experiment in happiness’ Enemies of Promise, Penguin edition, 1961, 204, 210, 269). At Eton he was top scholar, Davies Scholar, and Newcastle Scholar; he took a double first at Oxford and was Craven Scholar and Jenkyns Exhibitioner, Balliol. In 1926–27 he was Gray’s Inn Scholar, Eldon Law Scholar, and was called to the bar; from 1927, he was a Fellow of All Souls, Oxford. He worked on parliamentary drafting in the Treasury Bill Office. Within three weeks of Orwell’s letter to Connolly, Dannreuther died of double pneumonia (information from Ion and David Dannreuther).

5. The annual cricket match between the two schools, held at Lord’s Cricket Ground in early July; see 437.

6. Coming Up for Air.

464. To C.D. Abbott

1. After Orwell had replied to Abbott on 4 June 1938 (see 448), regarding a request for his manuscripts under the mistaken belief that Orwell was a poet, Abbott wrote, on 28 June: ‘It is somewhat embarrassing to learn you are not a poet.’ He had been told, on a recent visit to London, that Orwell was a poet ‘it would be most unwise of us to neglect. … Geoffrey Grigson, or some other enthusiast, spoke with such praise that I am bewildered at the mistake. We should indeed appreciate the manuscript of Homage to Catalonia, but I feel I have no right to ask for it since it is not poetry.’ In response to the letter above, Abbott wrote, in a letter dated 26 June, instead of 26 July: ‘You are quite right. I remember distinctly now. It was Rayner Heppenstall who spoke with such enthusiasm.’ He had not succeeded in finding any of Orwell’s poems, but had found one novel and the sketch ‘Shooting an Elephant,’ and had liked them. Orwell did not send Abbott the manuscript of Homage to Catalonia, which has not survived.

465. To Jack Common

1. The goat was called Muriel and features fairly prominently in Orwell’s letters, often simply as ‘M.’ There is a frequently reproduced photograph of Orwell feeding Muriel; e.g., Crick, plate 19; Lewis, 72. Muriel’s name lived on, being given to the goat in Animal Farm.

466. Review of Searchlight on Spain by the Duchess of Atholl; The Civil War in Spain by Frank Jellinek; Spain’s Ordeal by Robert Sencourt

1. Katharine Stewart-Murray, Duchess of Atholl (1874–1960; DBE, 1918), was trained as a musician, but devoted her life to public service. She became the second woman, and first Conservative, to hold ministerial office: Parliamentary Secretary to the Board of Education, 1924–29. She campaigned ceaselessly against cruelty in many forms and conducted a campaign in 1929 against the practice of female circumcision in Africa. Opposed to her party’s policy of appeasement of Hitler, she resigned her seat in Parliament in 1938 and campaigned, unsuccessfully, for re-election on a platform of resistance to Hitler.

467. To Jack Common

1. This was most probably written just before Eileen’s letter to Common, 20 July (see 468), but it may have been written on the following Tuesday.

2. She was staying at Chapel Ridding, Windermere.

3. See Fredric Warburg’s An Occupation for Gentlemen, especially chapter 11; he writes: ‘the gap between the gross profits and the overheads opened wider, and the capital, though it had increased, was barely enough to support a list half the size of ours’ in ‘that dreadful year, 1938.’ Martin Secker had resigned from the firm, but further capital of £5,000 was raised through a distant cousin of Warburg’s, Siegmund Warburg (239–42).

4. Of the 1,500 copies of Homage to Catalonia printed, only 683 were sold in the first six months; see 438. See also Orwell’s letter to Moore, 11 October 1938, 495.

5. Ralph Straus, fiction reviewer for the Sunday Times; see 333, n. 6.

6. Hand grenades.

468. Eileen Blair to Jack Common

1. Why Eileen went to Chapel Ridding is not known. The house is now St Anne’s School. Through the headmaster, Michael P. Hawkins, a former owner’s niece, Mrs. Mary Varcoe, provided the earlier history of the house. From 1931 it was a guest house run by her aunt, Esther Moss, for semi-permanent and passing visitors and for public-school boys needing a home during vacations. Percy W. Molony, a guest, married Esther Moss, and they ran the guest house jointly until about 1947. No link has been traced between Eileen and either Esther Moss or Percy Molony, although Esther, a nurse during World War I, was also then one of the first women motorcyclists, as was Marjorie Blair, Orwell’s sister. Chapel Ridding is a very fine house in beautiful grounds, a sharp contrast with The Stores and the house in Marrakech in which Eileen later lived.

2. Trade names for two types of domestic oil-stove.

469. Review of Searchlight on Spain by the Duchess of Atholl

1. See 466, n. 1.

2. Neville Chamberlain (1869–1940 served several times as a Conservative minister and was Chancellor of the Exchequer. He became Prime Minister in 1937 and was associated with the appeasement of Hitler, though he initiated the rearmament of Britain. Following the failure of the Norwegian campaign in April 1940, he was much criticised and resigned in May. He then served the new prime minister, Winston Churchill. For Eileen’s approval of Chamberlain, see 487.

3. David Lloyd-George (1863–1945; Earl Lloyd George of Dwyfor, 1945) was Liberal Prime Minister, 1916–22. He had unsuccessfully advocated a reasonable peace settlement with Germany after World War I. As Chancellor of the Exchequer, 1908–15, he had introduced old-age pensions and national insurance, the foundations of the welfare state. Harold Sidney Harmsworth, Viscount Rothermere (1868–1940), with his brother, Alfred (later Viscount Northcliffe), built up a major newspaper empire, which included the Daily Mail (founded in 1896), Daily Mirror, Sunday Pictorial, and Evening News. During World War I, he was Lloyd George’s Air Minister. He later advocated rearmament, but was also sympathetic for a time to Hitler and Mussolini.

4. Air Raid Precautions—civil defence against air attack.

5. Judges, XVI, 9, 12, 14 and 20.

6. The infantry drill of forming fours, introduced in 1889, was modified in 1937, platoons thereafter being ranked in threes. See 560, 29.7.39, n. 4.

470. To the Editor, Manchester Guardian

1. James Maxton was an ILP M.P., 1922–46; see 385, n. 1. John McGovern was an ILP M.P., 1930–47; see 424, n. 2.

2. Manuel de Irujo y Ollo was a Basque minister in the Republican government; see 462, n. 4. Indalecio Prieto y Tuero (1883–1962) was a Socialist, Minister of National Defence in the Negrín government, and a fountainhead of defeatism; see Thomas, 809. He founded the SIM, counter-espionage police of ill-repute, and died in exile in Mexico. Julián Zugazagoitia was editor of El Socialista and Minister of the Interior in Negrín’s government. He was shot after being handed over to the Gestapo in Occupied France in 1940.

3. For the ‘N document,’ see 462, n. 3.

4. During a cabinet meeting, ‘Zugazagoitia demanded if his jurisdiction as minister of the interior were to be limited by Russian policemen,’ according to Thomas. ‘Had they been able to purchase and transport good arms from US, British, and French manufacturers, the socialist and republican members of the Spanish government might have tried to cut themselves loose from Stalin’ (704).

5. For Andrés Nin, see 382, n. 5.

471. To his mother

1. The Orwells’ dog, ‘a black poodle,’ not a lap-dog, but ‘the manly hunting-dog sort’; Crick 349.

2. Dr. J. B. McDougall, Medical Director of Preston Hall.

3. Orwell typed ‘writ-’ at the end of one line but failed to complete the word at the beginning of the next line.

4. Orwell’s sister Majorie Dakin.

5. Jane Dakin, Majorie and Humphrey Dakin’s daughter. Crick quotes an amusing reminiscence of hers when she was seven or eight (208).

474. To Yvonne Davet

1. See 467.

2. Challaye was a French left-wing politician; see 424, n. 2.

3. capitalist ] middle

4. Yvonne Davet was in fairly desperate straits at this time; she was undertaking translations without certainty of payment or publication because of her belief in the value of what she was translating (private communication).

475. To Francis Westrope

1. Francis Westrope ran Booklovers’ Corner, in Hampstead, and had been Orwell’s employer there from the end of 1934 to January 1936. This letter is a clear indication that, despite Gollancz’s anxieties, Westrope had taken no offence at any possible reflection on him in Keep the Aspidistra Flying; see 279, 283, n. 1.

2. A chronic viral disease causing dilation of the bronchi (windpipes). In a lengthy report on Orwell’s condition, dated 7 November 1938, J. H. Crawford, Assistant Director of Preston Hall, concluded: ‘In view of the serological result, the constantly negative cultures of the sputum, and the clinical course and progress, we decided that the condition, in all probability, was one of bronchiectasis of the Left lung, with nonspecific fibrosis of the Right lung.’ Nevertheless, Orwell’s Case Record also bears a typed statement: ‘T.B. confirmed.’

3. In Orwell’s pamphlet collection is this map of North Africa (Marrakech); 3733, Box 41.

477. To Yvonne Davet

1. This proved ironic because they travelled via Tangier—then under international control—but had to pass through a Spanish as well as a French zone. Eileen, in a letter to Mrs. Blair of 15 September, told how the Spaniards had collected all the French newspapers they could find, which most people were carrying; they were not allowed in Spanish territory. The Orwells had ‘about 20 newspapers, Fascist and anti-Fascist’ in their suitcases.

2. Peninsular & Oriental Steam Navigation Company, the company that had carried Orwell back to Europe from Burma eleven years earlier.

478. Morocco Diary

fn1 N.B. That English trade to Morocco has lost greatly to Japanese since 1934. England was then 2nd largest importer. Japan now 2nd, England 6th. (D. H. Warre, “Present Day Morocco”) [Orwell’s note].

fn2 ‘Le Temps’ of 23.1.39 said to have leading article (which I have not seen) seriously suggesting the French might take over Sp. Morocco on the conclusion of the Spanish War [Orwell’s note].

1. In 1940, when France fell, Spain took control of the whole of Tangier. After the war it was returned to its international status, until it became part of the Kingdom of Morocco in 1956. For CNT, FAI, and UGT, see ‘Notes on the Spanish Militias,’ 439, n. 1. For JSU (Juventudes Socialistas Unificadas; United Youth Movement), see Thomas, xiii. For UHP (‘!Uníos, Hermanos Proletarios!’; ‘Unite, proletarian brothers!’), a cry first used at the miners’ rising in Asturias in 1934, see Thomas, 136, n. 2.

479. To Yvonne Davet

1. Of Homage to Catalonia.

480. Morocco Diary

1. ‘casa’ means Casablanca.

fn1 A lot of waiters etc. who look like Europeans speak to each other in Arabic & are probably Eurasians [Orwell’s note].

fn2 i.e. more than a certain specific area [Orwell’s note].

481. Eileen Blair to Orwell’s mother

1. At a rate of exchange of 170 francs to the pound, about 11s 2d.

2. Presumably 18 September 1938.

483. To Dr. J.B. McDougall

1. J. B. McDougall (not as spelt by Orwell); see 471, n. 2.

484. To Leonard Moore, Yvonne Davet, and Cyril Connolly

1. Enemies of Promise.

486. To Jack Common

1. Neighbours at Wallington.

487. Eileen Blair to Marjorie Dakin

1. Marx, the Orwells’ black poodle, was being cared for by Marjorie and her husband, Humphrey Dakin.

2. An air-raid shelter dug into the back garden. Such a shelter—not much more than a corrugated steel shell covered by earth—was introduced in November 1938 by the Home Secretary, Sir John Anderson, and was named after him. Over two million were erected, or dug out. They were free to those earning £250 a year or less and cost £7 for those earning more. Though subjected to a fair amount of ridicule, they did probably save lives.

3. Early in September 1938, Sudeten Germans, led by Konrad Henlein (1898–1945, by suicide), organised rallies demanding the reunification of Czech border areas with Germany. By 14 September, the Czech government had declared martial law in the Sudetenland, the French had reinforced the Maginot Line, and on 26 September mobilisation of the Royal Navy was ordered. The French and British governments urged the Czechs to accede to German demands, but on 23 September the Czech government ordered general mobilisation, and war seemed inevitable. The day after Eileen wrote, Hitler called a conference of the Czechs, French, and British, and Prime Minister Neville Chamberlain flew to Munich to attend. For the sake of a short breathing space, the Czechs were forced to accept German demands, and annexation of the Sudetenland began on 1 October. Poland seized the opportunity to take over Czech Silesia. In the light of Chamberlain’s much criticised statement in a radio broadcast on 1 October that he believed ‘it is peace in our time … peace with honour,’ Eileen’s comment is particularly telling, and probably reflects what many people, without the benefit of hindsight, felt at the time. Compare Orwell’s comment on Chamberlain, p. 239, last paragraph.

4. Gas masks were distributed in late September 1938.

5. About 11s 2d.

6. Where Marjorie and her family were living.

7. Royal Army Medical Corps. Laurence O’Shaughnessy was called up as soon as war was declared one year later.

488. Morocco Diary

fn1 Apparently there were some white troops as well as the N. C. Os. [Orwell’s note].

fn2 The anchor is the artillery [Orwell’s note].

fn3 Female servants receive 3–5 Fr. a day [Orwell’s note].

fn4 13000 [Orwell’s note].


489. To Jack Common

1. Possibly this was a neighbour at Wallington, but since he is separated from the ‘village people’ he may not be local. ‘Alec’ could be an error for ‘Arthur.’ Arthur Henderson, Sr. (1863–1935) had died the previous year. His son (1893–1966), like his father, was a Labour M.P., 1923–24, 1929–31, and 1935–66.

490. To Controversy

1. In an ‘S.O.S.’ published alongside this letter was a statement signed by J. F. Horrabin and C. A. Smith, the editor, on behalf of the Editorial Committee, explaining the periodical’s desperate case. There was urgent need for £150, two-thirds of which was required to pay off existing debts. If that amount were not raised by 31 October, there would not be a November issue. The journal did survive, becoming Left Forum in June 1939. See Orwell’s letter to John Sceats, 24 November 1938, 504.

2. Kerran supported David L. Wickes’s application to serve in an ambulance unit in Spain; see 374A.

491. To Leonard Moore

1. Sent from Preston Hall, Aylesford, on 28 June 1938. From the annotation made in Moore’s office on the letter, Hogarth Press was suggested.

2. Warburg ] handwritten for typed Seckker°

3. Coming Up for Air.

4. See Eileen’s letter to Moore, 7 June 1938, 450.

492. Marjorie Dakin to Eileen Blair and Orwell

1. In January 1938 the government decreed that children be issued gas masks and in April 1938 the rest of the population be measured for them, many months before the Munich crisis.

2. It was not correct: there was invariably adequate time to seek shelter.

3. This was a reasonable approximation of the position.

4. In the 1930s this meant the brief time necessary to add dabs of rouge and powder to each cheek before dashing out. In the nineteenth century it referred to an overrouged overpowdered street woman.

5. Marjorie and Humphrey Dakin had three children: Jane, born 1923; Henry, 1925; and Lucy, 1930.

6. Bloody.

7. Humphrey’s father. Both served in World War I, and were on the Somme together. Humphrey was wounded and lost an eye. His father, who was a captain in the Royal Army Medical Corps, patched him up.

8. Ray Coryton Hutchinson (1907–1975). Shining Scabbard was published in 1936 and Testament had just appeared.

493. Eileen Blair to Geoffrey Gorer

1. Probably Hot Strip Tease and Other Notes on American Culture (1937) and Himalayan Village: An Account of the Lepchas of Sikkim (1938; U.S., 1967).

2. Coming Up for Air.

494. Morocco Diary

1. If she worked a seven-day week, Aicha would have been paid Frs. 45 a week; £50 a year was about Frs. 170 a week.

fn1 10% tax paid by purchaser on each sale [Orwell’s note].

2. ‘Goats’ to ‘Frs.’ is handwritten by Orwell.

3. ‘2c’ typed; ‘25’ is marginal emendation.

495. To Leonard Moore

1. Only 683 copies were sold in the six months after publication on 25 April 1938. Someone in Moore’s office evidently checked the sales figures; at the head of the letter is written ‘Ask Warburg again,’ which is crossed out.

496. To Jack Common

1. Hatchett, a neighbour at Wallington.

2. Engelbert Dollfuss (1892–1934) was Chancellor of Austria, 1932–34. He was largely responsible for the establishment of a quasi-fascist regime on the Italian pattern, which brought to an end parliamentary government in Austria, not without bloodshed. He was assassinated by members of the Nazi Party. Kurt von Schuschnigg (1897–1977), Austrian Minister of Justice and then of Education, became chancellor after the assassination of Dollfuss and attempted to maintain Austria’s independence. After annexation by Germany in 1938, he was imprisoned until the end of World War II. See his The Brutal Takeover (1969).

3. Labour Party.

4. Basil Kingsley Martin (1897–1969), left-wing writer and journalist, was editor of The New Statesman and Nation, 1931–60. See headnote to Orwell’s letter to Raymond Mortimer, 9 February 1938, 424, and also 1209, n. 3.

5. ‘Socialism and War’; see letters to Moore, 28 June and 28 November 1938, 458, 506.

497. To Raymond Postgate

1. Orwell regularly omits the circumflex over the ‘i’ of ‘Boite’; ‘Boite’ = maturity; ‘Boîte’ = (post)box.

2. Raymond Postgate (1896–1971) edited Tribune, 1940–42 (to which Orwell contributed). Among his best-known books was The Common People, 1746–1938 (1938), written in collaboration with G. D. H. Cole. He also wrote on food and wine. Cole (1889–1959) was an economist and novelist whose writing on economics was often effectively directed to the general reader—for example, The Intelligent Man’s Guide Through World Chaos (1932) and What Everybody Wants to Know About Money (1933).

3. ‘some time’ was typed before ‘about’ but was crossed out.

fn1 Generally referred to in the English press as ‘the N document’ [Orwell’s note]. See 462, n. 3 for brief details.

4. J. F. Horrabin was a journalist, illustrator, Labour M.P.; 1929–31, and a member of the editorial board of Controversy. See 952, n. 1. C. E. M. Joad (1891–1953) was a philosopher and writer. He achieved particular fame as a member of the team of the BBC’s radio programme ‘The Brains Trust.’ From 1930 until his death, he was head of the Department of Psychology and Philosophy, Birkbeck College, University of London.

5. Fact, subtitled A Monograph a Month, was published, in twenty-seven issues, from April 1937 to June 1939.

6. John McNair, the Independent Labour Party’s representative in Spain; see 363, n. 5.

7. For Fenner Brockway, see 363, n. 4, and 428.

498. To John Sceats

1. John Sceats (1912–), an insurance agent, had written articles for the socialist monthly Controversy. Orwell had admired these and invited Sceats to visit him at Preston Hall in 1938. In a letter to Malcolm Muggeridge, 24 April 1955, Sceats described this, their only, meeting, probably in May or June 1938, since it was shortly after Homage to Catalonia was published (25 April): ‘We talked chiefly of politics and philosophy. I remember he said he thought “Burmese Days” his best book (excluding, sans dire, the latest). At the time he was reading Kafka. Despite his recent association with POUM, he had already decided he was not a Marxist, and he was more than interested in the philosophy of Anarchism. As he saw things then, it was a matter of months before either Fascism or War landed him in the Concentration Camp (British); whatever the future held he could not believe it would allow him to go on writing. He was of course anti-Nazi, but could not (at the time) stomach the idea of an anti-German war: in fact, talking to Max Plowman (who called in the afternoon) he implied that he would join him in opposition to such a war with whatever underground measures might be appropriate.’ Sceats marked the last sentence with an asterisk and added a footnote: ‘Indeed, it was Max who put the views of common sense.’ For Plowman, see 395 and 418, n. 4.

2. Shakespeare, Sonnet 107; quoted in part in 496.

500. Morocco Diary

1. In the margin is a note in Orwell’s hand, with no indication of where it fits: ‘potatoes (poor).’

2. Sold ] used

3. La Vigie Marocaine, a local newspaper.

4. Marginal note in Orwell’s hand (though not precisely related to this paragraph): ‘M. also eats left-over scraps from our table.’ Eating such scraps is forbidden during Ramadan. M. stands for Mahdjoub Mahommed, ‘our servant’; see 502.

5. Le Petit Marocain, a Casablanca daily morning newspaper.

501. To Jack Common

1. Muriel was Orwell and Eileen’s goat, abbreviated as ‘M’ in this letter.

2. Sanfoin, or, more properly, sainfoin (wholesome hay) is the perennial herb Onobrychis saliva, or viciaefolia, a leguminous fodder plant, sometimes known as everlasting grass or French grass. Orwell mentions it several times in Coming Up for Air: for example, ‘My favourite place for reading was the loft behind the yard …. There were huge piles of sacks to lie on, and a sort of plastery smell mixed up with the smell of sainfoin …’; CW, VII, 92.

502. Morocco Diary

1. Possibly a reference to the demand by M.P.s on 12 May 1938 for an inquiry into the state of Britain’s air defences.

503. Review of The Church in Spain, 1737–1937 by E. Allison Peers; Crusade in Spain by Eoin O’Duffy

1. E. Allison Peers (1891–1952), an Anglican scholar of English and French literature, was appointed in 1920 to the chair of Spanish at Liverpool University. His knowledge of Spain was extensive, and he wrote several distinguished studies on that country. He wrote on contemporary Spain from well before the outbreak of the civil war for the Bulletin of Spanish Studies. Under the pseudonym Bruce Truscot he wrote the influential Redbrick University (1943).

2. ‘related’ was set as ‘relegated.’

3. This book was favourably reviewed by Orwell in Time and Tide, 11 December, 1937; see 414. ‘Peers’s’ was set as ‘Peer’s.’

4. Mikhail Aleksandrovich Bakunin (1814–1876), Russian anarchist and political writer, opposed Karl Marx.

5. Orwell refers to one of the famous, and more incongruous, myths of World War I. At a critical period on the Western Front, rumours abounded that Russian troops were being transferred there from the Eastern Front. The ‘evidence’ purported to be sightings of Russian troops travelling in darkened trains from the north of Britain ‘with snow on their boots.’

6. This was written by Sir Walter Raleigh (1552?–1618) when he was imprisoned in the Tower of London; it was published in 1614. Orwell writes of Raleigh’s imprisonment and his History in ‘As I Please,’ 10, 4 February 1944, 2416.

7. “Magna et Veritas”, lines 9–10, by Coventry Patmore (1823–1896).

8. On 4 December General O’Duffy wrote to the editor of New English Weekly, asking that his letter not be published, but describing Orwell’s review as scurrilous. The word ‘review’ is underlined and placed in single quotations marks, evidently to indicate an anomalous, to him, use of the word. His book had, he said, received twenty-four favourable reviews and only one other (in a ‘Communist organ’) that was critical. He enclosed copies of typical reviews and claimed that his book had ‘a record circulation here & abroad,’ strange if, as Orwell claimed, the book was ‘an ignorant representation and badly written.’ The letter is marked ‘Came while you were in Africa’ and was evidently not sent to Orwell at the time, but the letter was answered. O’Duffy replied on 6 December to the effect that the editor’s letter merely added insult to injury, and he asked that his name be removed from New English Weekly’s circulation list.

9. ‘late’ was set as ‘later.’

504. To John Sceats

1. Orwell originally typed ‘months,’ but altered this in handwriting.

2. Despite a thorough search, these have not been traced.

3. It did survive, but became Left Forum in June 1939; see 490, n. 1.

4. The New Leader. For Orwell’s contributions, see 457, 462. For his financial contribution, see 510A.

5. In its issue for 9 December 1938, The New Leader reported what it described as ‘Amazing Stories’ of how Labour candidates had been ‘ousted’ at selection meetings for the constituencies of Bridgwater and Oxford by ‘Independent Progressives.’ At Bridgwater, the ‘alleged Independent candidate’ was introduced to the constituency by Sir Richard Acland; see 609, n. 2, and 2095 for Orwell’s profile in The Observer. There was also intervention by ‘the new political party, the Left Book Club.’ At Oxford, academics were blamed for manipulating the selection of an Independent Progressive, even though that meant the Labour candidate withdrew and wealthy members of the Oxford Labour Party had to find £350 to meet the Liberal candidate’s expenses when he also agreed to withdraw. The report concluded: ‘These “intelligentsia” and their Left Book Clubs are the new instrument of the Communist Party.’ This manoeuvring was to little effect, since the Conservative, Quintin Hogg, took the seat; see 512, n. 3.

505. To Charles Doran

1. Extracts from this letter were read to a meeting of the John MacLean Society in Glasgow, 6 February 1983, by Mrs. Bertha Doran, Charles Doran’s widow. It was reproduced in full in the Society for the Study of Labour History Bulletin, 51, Pt. 1 (April 1986), 15–17, by Dr. James D. Young. For Charles Doran, see 386 and 386, n. 1.

2. A Spanish Anarchist daily newspaper of the time.

3. people ] government handwritten marginal correction

4. A largely Conservative government—with National Liberal and National Labour adherents—had assembled on 16 November 1935, with a majority of 247, for a maximum five-year term. Orwell is expecting a general election in 1939 or 1940, but because of the outbreak of war none was held until 1945.

5. With the fall of Neville Chamberlain and the appointment of Winston Churchill as Prime Minister in May 1940, Labour joined a genuinely national government, Clement Attlee becoming deputy prime minister. The Labour Party was to win the 1945 general election with a majority of 146.

506. To Leonard Moore

1. Allen Lane (1902–1970; Kt., 1952), one of the most influential British publishers of the twentieth century, was apprenticed to his uncle, John Lane, at the Bodley Head Press in 1919. He resigned in 1936 and founded Penguin Books, which revolutionized paperback publication in Britain—and, indeed, more widely. See J. E. Morpurgo, Allen Lane: King Penguin, a Biography (1979). See Orwell’s review of the third batch of ten volumes (nine titles) of the Penguin Books series in New English Weekly, 5 March 1936, 290, for his opinion of this series.

2. New Writing had published ‘Shooting an Elephant’ in its second number, Autumn 1936. Orwell’s ‘Marrakech’ appeared in the Christmas 1939 issue, and ‘Shooting an Elephant’ was reprinted in the first number of Penguin New Writing, November 1940.

3. Published by Penguin Books in December 1940. ‘? in print’ has been written on the letter beside this title in Moore’s office and answered ‘O.P.’ (out of print).

4. Published by Penguin Books in May 1944.

5. ‘Socialism and War’: see letter to Moore, 28 June 1938, 458. The pamphlet was never published, but possibly some of its ideas, and even some of its text, appeared in ‘Not Counting Niggers,’ a July 1939 review article that took Clarence Streit’s Union Now as its starting point; see 552.

6. John Lehmann was probably not, at least formally, a Communist, but he had been associated with Lawrence & Wishart briefly and he reviewed for the Daily Worker. Samuel Hynes, The Auden Generation (1976), quotes a section of Lehmann’s review of Overtures to Death by Cecil Day Lewis, Daily Worker, 19 October 1938 (335, n. 7). These links would suffice to convince Orwell that Lehmann was a Communist. Lehmann was manager of the Hogarth Press, 1931–32, and became a partner in 1938. See J. H. Willis, Jr., Leonard and Virginia Woolf as Publishers: The Hogarth Press, 1917–41 (1992), 183–4, 295–96. Willis does not mention the submission of ‘Socialism and War’ to the Hogarth Press, nor does Peter Alexander in Leonard and Virginia Woolf: A Literary Partnership (1992).

7. See Eileen’s letter to Moore, 7 June 1938, 450.

507. ‘Political Reflections on the Crisis’

1. Orwell is anticipating a general election in 1939 or 1940; see 505, n. 4.

2. For John Strachey, see 304, n. 2.

3. Henri de Kérillis was the only non-Communist member of the French Chamber of Deputies to vote against the ratification of the Munich pact; see 422, n. 3. When Germany reoccupied the Rhineland in March 1936 he published Français! voici la guerre: in effect, the war has started (Eugen Weber, The Hollow Years, 243).

4. Wystan Hugh Auden (1907–1973), poet and critic, was associated at the time with Christopher Isherwood, Stephen Spender and Louis MacNeice. He left for America in January 1939 and became a U.S. citizen in May 1946. He was Professor of Poetry at Oxford University, 1956–61. For Orwell’s attack on him and ‘the necessary murder,’ see ‘Inside the Whale,’ 600.

508. Review of Gypsies by Martin Block; translated by Barbara
Kuczynski and Duncan Taylor

1. More than 400,000 Gypsies were killed in the concentration camps.

510. Eileen Blair to Mary Common

1. Son of Mary and Jack Common.

2. The Orwells’ servant, Mahdjoub Mahommed.

3. Postmaster-General.

511. Morocco Diary

fn1 Always olive-wood, mostly roots [Orwell’s note].

1. Marshal Louis-Hubert-Gonzalve Lyautey (1854–1934) was, as French Resident-General of Morocco, largely responsible for the development of the country. He was French Minister of War 1916–17, and organised the Colonial Exhibition in Paris in 1931.

2. Edouard Daladier (1884–1970), Socialist Premier of France, 1938–40, signed the Munich pact, with Chamberlain, Hitler, and Mussolini, surrendering the Sudetenland to Germany, on 30 September 1938. For Churchill’s account of Daladier’s visit to London on 18 September to discuss Hitler’s demands with Chamberlain, see The Second World War, I, 270–72; U.S.: The Gathering Storm, 301.

3. Colonel François de la Rocque was a leading figure of the extreme right who led the Croix de Feu, an anti-Marxist and anti-capitalist group. It was banned but reconstituted as the Parti Social Français. He was anti-German and did not become a collaborator. See also 562, Diary of Events, 6.8.39, Party Politics.

4. ‘orange’ was preceded by ‘olive trees,’ which was then crossed out.

5. Cleuh (which Orwell also spells as Chleuh) is probably Shluh, which is the Hamito-Semitic language of the Berbers of Morocco; see Encyclopaedia Britannica. See 530 for Orwell’s reference to their speaking ‘their own Berber dialect’ and also Arabic.

512. To Cyril Connolly

1. Enemies of Promise. Although primarily concerned with aspects of life that work against the creative writer, it also describes life at St Cyprian’s (called St Wulfric’s) and Eton. Connolly was at both schools with Orwell, who is quite frequently mentioned. Orwell and Christopher Isherwood are described ‘as the ablest exponents of the colloquial style among the young writers.’

2. For Orwell’s letters from St Cyprian’s, the preparatory school attended by Connolly and Orwell, see CW, X. For his account of his time there, see ‘Such, Such Were the Joys,’ 3409.

3. Quintin Hogg (1907–; 2nd Viscount Hailsham; peerage disclaimed for life, 1963; created life peer, Baron Hailsham of St Marylebone, 1970; PC, 1956; KG, 1988; CH, 1974), lawyer, Conservative Party politician, and writer, had entered Eton shortly after Orwell. He was elected to the House of Commons for Oxford City in 1938. Edward Hulton’s Picture Post reported that Hogg’s platform was ‘Unity: solid behind Chamberlain.’ Hogg later served variously as First Lord of the Admiralty, Minister of Education, Minister for Science and Technology, Lord Privy Seal, and Lord Chancellor.

513. To Frank Jellinek

1. Frank Jellinek (1908–1975), author of The Paris Commune of 1871 (1937) and The Civil War in Spain (1938), reviewed by Orwell in The New Leader, 8 July 1938 (see 462), was an American correspondent in London for the New York Herald Tribune and in Spain for the Manchester Guardian. He wrote to Ian Angus, 10 June 1964, to explain that Orwell’s letter was prompted by his (Jellinek’s) protest that he had not falsified a despatch to the Guardian ‘for propaganda purposes,’ as suggested by Orwell in his review of The Civil War in Spain. He had left Barcelona well before 20 June 1937 and he wrote nothing for the Guardian about the suppression of the POUM. He believes the article in question ‘was more or less planted on the MG by F. A. Voigt,’ who was a visiting correspondent in Barcelona. Voigt (1892–1957), an outstanding foreign correspondent, early drew attention to the dangers of Nazism; such was his analysis of the rise of National Socialism that he was unable to work for the Manchester Guardian in Germany again after Hitler’s accession to power in 1933. After his book Unto Caesar (1938) was published, he was grouped by Orwell among ‘The Pessimists’ in ‘The Intellectual Revolt’, 1, 24 January 1946; see 2875. Orwell, in ‘Notes on Nationalism,’ October 1945 (see 2668), grouped him with other Anglophobes who suddenly became violently pro-British. Voigt edited The Nineteenth Century and After from 1938 to 1946.

2. See ‘A Mistake Corrected,’ The New Leader, 13 January 1939, 526.

3. ‘Answer not a fool according to his folly, lest thou also be like unto him. / Answer a fool according to his folly, lest he be wise in his own conceit.’ Proverbs 26:4–5. Orwell gave the reference as xxvi, 5–6 in Homage to Catalonia. It was not corrected until the Penguin Edition of 1989.

4. ‘jail’ typed before ‘Spain’ but crossed out.

5. Buck Parker, Frank Frankfort, and Reg Hiddlestone were members of the ILP contingent linked to the 3rd Regiment, Division Lenin, POUM, of which Orwell was also a member. For Frankfort (Frankford), see Orwell’s reply to his accusations, 24 September 1937, 399.

514. To Leonard Moore

1. See 506.

2. Coming Up for Air.

515. Morocco Diary

fn1 “Gringoire” claims circulation of ½ million, evidently truthfully [Orwell’s note; see 1668, n. 1].

1. Léon Blum (1872–1950) was the first Socialist premier of France, 1936–37, 1938, presiding over a popular front government. He was imprisoned in France and Germany from 1942 until the end of World War II, and was again premier, 1946–47.

516. To Jack Common

1. The novelist L. H. Myers, an admirer of Orwell’s work, had given Dorothy Plowman £300 to give to Orwell so he could make the journey, but asked her not to reveal his identity. See 449, headnote.

2. Orwell typed ‘1929’ in error for ‘1939.’

3. Orwell typed ‘make’ in error for ‘may.’

4. John Middleton Murry (see 395) had become a communicating member of the Church of England.

5. Murry had a prediliction for such titles: The Necessity of Art (with others), (1924), The Necessity of Communism (1932; New York, 1933), and The Necessity of Pacifism (1937).

6. A fellow member of the POUM militia.

7. The commander of Orwell’s unit in Spain; see 359, n. 2.

8. Secret police of the U.S.S.R.

9. A neighbour at Wallington.

Appendix 1

518. Domestic Diary

1. The Orwells’ dog.

2. It was an ancient belief that a poisonous snake injects its poison by means of its forked tongue and not, as is the case, through two fangs. So Shakespeare, in Richard II, 3.2.20–22.

Guard it, I pray thee, with a lurking adder

Whose double tongue may with a mortal touch

Throw death upon thy sovereign’s enemies.

See also 11.8.38.

fn1 ie. near Maidstone [Orwell’s note].

3. A wild sheep found in the mountains of Sardinia and Corsica but, by extension, any large, wild, big-horned sheep.

4. Kit’s Coty House is the chamber of a long barrow (an ancient grave mound) not far to the north of Aylesford.

5. Because the previous diary entry was dated 22 August, it is likely that this was 23 August. Orwell had gone to Southwold to see his parents before leaving for North Africa; see his letter to Jack Common, 25 August, 476. The diary entry for 25 August indicates a return to Preston Hall; thus the two days at Southwold were 23 and 24 August.

6. The Blairs’ family doctor at Southwold from 1921. His son, Dennis, was a friend of Orwell’s; see 109, n. 1.

7. Six pounds ten shillings—not £6 to £10.

8. Orwell sometimes writes ‘Marrakech’ and sometimes ‘Marrakesh.’ It is not always clear whether ‘c’ or ‘s’ is intended. The name is given here as Marrakech when there is doubt.

9. Copy within second set of parentheses is later addition.

10. kiff (or kef, keef, kif) is Indian hemp, marijuana, marihuana, cannabis sativa (or indica), from Arabic ‘kaif,’ meaning enjoyment, well-being, state of dreamy intoxication.

11. M. Simont, the butcher, owned the villa the Orwells rented from 15 October. It was set in an orange grove.

12. ‘out’ is difficult to distinguish from ‘at.’

13. It is not certain what Orwell is describing, since arbutus has leathery, rather than feathery, leaves. The most likely possibility is tamarisk, which could grow in the situation Orwell describes.

14. Orwell was evidently unaware that in the lemon all stages of flowering and fruiting occur at the same time. He does know this later; see Domestic Diary, 4.3.39.

15. Perhaps this was the annual phlox drummondii, which is found in several varieties.

16. The two illustrations and the copy below the second are on the page facing the diary entries. The positioning here has been arranged by the editor.

17. Compare this reference to the tortoises with the passage in Coming Up for Air that gives that novel its title, CW, VII, 177. Orwell does not mention a title for this novel before its publication, 12 June 1939.

18. Two eggs ] One egg

19. The previous cylinder lasted five weeks; see 24.11.38

20. ‘28’ typed in error.

Appendix 2

519. Abstracts of Reports on the Spanish Civil War from the Daily Worker and the News Chronicle, 1936–37

1. Casares Quiroga was Minister of Public Works and later Prime Minister in the Catalan Regional Government (the Generalidad), 1936. Martínez Barrio (d. 1962) was Speaker of the Cortes and Prime Minister for a short time after Quiroga; he assumed the role of president of the Republic in exile; see Paul Preston, The Spanish Civil War 1936–39 (1986), 56. José Giral, a professor of chemistry, was responsible for the Admiralty in the Catalan Regional Government, 1936. In Homage to Catalonia, CW, VI, 191. fn., Orwell notes that the first two refused to distribute arms to the trade unions.

2. The Daily Worker, a Communist daily newspaper; see 145, n. 6, 383.

3. Frank Pitcairn (Claud Cockburn, 1904–1981) was a Communist journalist and editor of The Week, 1933–46, a Communist newsletter for private subscribers. It was suppressed, as was the Daily Worker (see 383) during World War II. In March 1938, with Otto Katz, he fabricated a news story that there had been a military uprising against Franco in Tetuán. This Communist propaganda was designed to give the impression that Franco might still be defeated and so persuade the French to open their border; see Thomas, 805, n. 3. He was implacably opposed to the POUM. In a televised interview, broadcast in the BBC programme ‘Arena’ to mark 1984, he said, ‘Any damage I could do them [the POUM] I would do. Certainly. No bones about that at all. In the same way after all you are prepared to shoot people with a gun. Well then—as in my case, the typewriter was somewhat more mighty than the rifle.’ See his Reporter in Spain (1936) and Crossing the Line (1956), which refers to this fraud (27–28).

4. Frank Pitcairn.

5. Kay Beauchamp (1899–), one of eight founders of the Daily Worker, was for many years its women’s-page editor and Managing Director of Utopia Press.

6. Harry Pollitt, a founder-member of the Communist Party of Great Britain, was later its General Secretary; see 364, n. 1. He reviewed The Road to Wigan Pier in the Daily Worker, 17 March 1937; see 390, n. 1.

7. The Second International, established in Paris in 1889, was, in time, composed of the socialist parties of all European countries, the United States, Canada, and Japan. It campaigned within the limits of parliamentary democracy. The International Federation of Trade Unions was founded 1901. The Third International (or Comintern) was founded by the Soviet Communist Party in 1919, to organise Communist and left-wing socialist parties for revolution against capitalist governments. It opposed the Second International and was dissolved by Stalin in 1943 to allay fears among the Allies of Communist subversion. See and n. 37.

8. Francisco Largo Caballero was Prime Minister of Spain, September 1936–May 1937; see 370, n. 4.

9. The National Church League.

10. Isabel Brown, a Communist, was the moving spirit behind the British Committee for the Relief of the Victims of Fascism. She inspired the despatch of a British medical-aid unit to Spain, left-wing but non-Communist; see Thomas, 457, n. 1.

11. Juan Casanovas was the Catalan Premier. In the autumn of 1936, he escaped to Paris after the failure of a plot to agree to a victory for Franco that would allow an autonomous Catalonia; see Thomas, 424–25 and 925.

12. Closing bracket crossed out.

13. Eric Siepmann was a journalist working for the News Chronicle. The article was ‘Behind the Censorship in Spain.’ Siepmann was said to have ‘just returned from Andalusia.’

14. Puigcerdá; see Homage to Catalonia, CW, VI, 98. After ‘Puiccerda’ a new line begins with ‘From correspondent at Gibraltar,’ but this is crossed out; see 24 July.

15. Luis Companys (1883–1940) was President of the Catalan Regional Government (the Generalidad), 1933–40. He was shot by Franco’s supporters after he was handed over by the Gestapo; see Thomas, 925.

16. John Langdon-Davies (1897–1971), journalist and author, wrote for the News Chronicle in Spain and was joint secretary with the Communist lawyer Geoffrey Bing of the Comintern-sponsored Commission of Inquiry into Alleged Breaches of the Non-Intervention Agreement in Spain, on which sat a number of ‘respectable persons’; see Thomas, 397–98. Following his experience in Barcelona, he wrote Air Raid (1938), in which he advocated large-scale evacuation and underground highways. According to the New Leader review, 8 July 1938, ‘Municipal underground shelters were useless because they could not be reached [by the populace]’ owing to the ability of bombers to approach silently (a forecast that radar proved incorrect). Orwell’s ‘refusal to accept the politics of liquidation and elimination’ led to sneering by ‘harder Communists’—of which Langdon-Davies was one—at Homage to Catalonia; see Valentine Cunningham, British Writers of the Thirties (1988), 427. Among Orwell’s books when he died was Langdon-Davies’s Russia Puts the Clock Back (1949).

17. The manuscript has only ‘1937’ for this line.

18. The manuscript is written continuously, with paragraphs separated by double diagonals. The typescript also uses these but sometimes, as here, starts a new paragraph omitting the diagonals. Such changes are not noted hereafter.

19. See Homage to Catalonia, CW, VI, 220.

20. The manuscript does not give the explanation of F.A.I.; it simply has, within parentheses, ‘expl.’—explain.

21. Thomas notes that ‘Uncontrollables,’ at the orders of the CNT, ‘robbed the Generalidad of 18,000 pounds of flour, 5 lorry-loads of wheat, 40 of potatoes’ (652, n. 3).

22. The section from ‘A Trotskyist Revolt’ to ‘Barcelona, the first city of Spain … subversive organisation’ was quoted almost word for word in Homage to Catalonia, CW, VI, 235–36. The omissions are from paragraph six: ‘on Tuesday’ and ‘The Government buildings … the National Guard.’

23. For Orwell’s description of the POUM (Partido Obrero de Unificación Marxista), Revolutionary (anti-Stalinist) Communists, see 360, n. 2.

24. Friends of Durruti was a small extremist group within the FAI (Federación Anarquista Ibérica); see Homage to Catalonia, CW, VI, 219, 237. It was named after Buenaventura Durruti (1896–1936), who was mortally wounded fighting in Madrid and thereafter became a ‘legendary anarchist warrior’; see Thomas, 36.

25. Confederación Nacional de Trabajadores, the Anarcho-Syndicalist trade union.

26. Unión General de Trabajadores, the Socialist trade union.

27. Snipers; also used for policemen.

28. After ‘general panic …’ in the manuscript, Orwell begins a new line with ‘After three days of battle’ but then crosses it out.

29. See Homage to Catalonia, CW, VI, 220, 236 for reference to this ‘inflammatory poster.’

30. The manuscript has ‘within’; Orwell typed ‘in’ but altered it by hand to ‘within.’

31. Andrés Nin, leader of the POUM, had once been Trotsky’s private secretary in Moscow, but broke with him when Trotsky spoke critically of the POUM; see Thomas, 523. He was murdered by the Communists in May 1937; see 382, n. 5.

32. Julián Gorkin (1901–died in exile) was a leader of the POUM.

33. This may refer to Roldán Cortada, who, on 25 April 1937, was found shot dead, presumably by anarchists; see Thomas, 652–53.

34. ‘rising’ typed as ‘riding’

35. General Sebastián Pozas Perea (see 439, n. 6) was Minister of the Interior for the Republicans. On taking over command of the Catalan army, Thomas notes, ‘he seems to have actually joined the communists (PSUC).’ Though the PSUC was the United Catalan Socialist Party it was pseudonymous with the Communists (Thomas, 672, xiii).

36. Federica Montseny was the first woman minister in a Spanish government. An anarchist, she served as Minister of Health, 1936–37; see Thomas, 471–73. With García Oliver, Minister of Justice, she broadcast an appeal to their anarchist followers to lay down their arms and return to work on 4 May; see Thomas, 657. She fled from Spain after the civil war and lived for many years in exile.

37. The Fourth International was formed in 1938 by the followers of Trotsky. See n. 7 above.

38. ‘and’ mistyped as ‘the.’

39. Thomas quotes a contemporary press estimate that 500 were killed and 1,000 wounded, and another source, Diego Abad de Santillán, as speaking of 1,000 dead and several thousand wounded: ‘The anarchist leaders regretted afterwards that they had secured this ceasefire, since it led to their final surrender before the communists’ (Thomas, 660 and 660, n. 2).

40. The Battle of the Jarama River took place near Madrid in February 1937. It was the first in which the 15th International Brigade took part, and suffered heavy casualties. According to the commander of the British battalion, Tom Wintringham (see 721, n. 1), who was wounded, 225 of the original 600 members of the battalion were left at the end of the day’s fighting on 12 February. The writer Christopher Caudwell was among the dead; see Thomas, 590–96.

41. Orwell typed ‘of’ but wrote ‘in’ over it.

42. General Gonzalo Queipo de Llano y Serra (1875–1951) was a Nationalist who, Thomas notes, was capable of thinking independently of Franco (861). He made very effective use of the radio in the Nationalist cause, coining some effective turns of phrase—for instance, ‘tonight I shall take a sherry and tomorrow I shall take Málaga’ (Thomas, 520). See also 558, 22.7.39, n.2.

43. John Ross Campbell (1894–1969) was a member of the Executive Committee of the Communist Party, 1926–64. In October 1924, when he was acting editor of the Communist paper Worker’s Weekly, it published an open letter to the armed forces, urging them not to be used to break strikes. This led to his being charged with incitement to mutiny, and, owing to its mishandling of the incident, to the fall of the minority Labour government, led by Ramsay MacDonald. Campbell was editor of the Daily Worker, 1949–59. In 1917 he was awarded the Military Medal for bravery.

44. The infamous bombing of Guernica by forty-three German planes took place on 26 April 1937. The number of casualties is uncertain—perhaps a thousand were killed—and, as Thomas notes, even the Nationalist commission of inquiry found that 70% of the houses were destroyed and a further 20% damaged. At first, attempts were made by Nationalists to say that the Basques had themselves blown up Guernica, but the large number of foreign correspondents present, and the evidence of the British Consul, made it clear where the responsibility lay, though the full story did not emerge for some time. See Thomas, 623–29, who gives a particularly well-balanced account of this attack, including the Nationalist case for attacking the area—there was an arms factory outside the town—and the possibility for error.

45. Rajani Palme Dutt (1896–1974), a prolific author, had been expelled in 1917 from Oxford University for disseminating Marxist propaganda. He was a member of the Executive Committee of the Communist Party, 1922–65, and editor of the London Daily Worker, 1936–38.

46. Thomas records: ‘Antonio Sesé, the communist general-secretary of the Catalan UGT, and a member of the new provisional council of the Generalidad, was killed on his way to take up his appointment (perhaps accidentally, since all moving cars were shot at, though possibly as a reprisal for the death of the anarchist, Domingo Ascaso, killed earlier on)’ (659–60).

Appendix 3

519A. Orwell’s Marrakech Notebook

1. The symbol varies but the intention is always clear.

2. An asterisk (or possibly the ±) crossed out.

1939

520. Review of Power: A New Social Analysis by Bertrand Russell

1. See Nineteen Eighty-Four, CW, IX; e.g. 261–71 and 303.

521. To John Lehmann

1. Coming Up for Air.

2. Acknowledging this letter on 12 January 1939, Lehmann said he knew Orwell had been ill but did not know he was in Morocco. He was delighted that Orwell might send ‘some sketches’ for New Writing. They proved to be ‘Marrakech,’ acknowledged by Lehmann on 12 April 1939 and published in New Writing, Christmas 1939; see 579.

522. To Herbert Read

1. Herbert Read (1893–1968; Kt., 1953), poet, critic, educator, and interpreter of modern art, served in World War I (DSO, MC) and was particularly influential in the thirties and forties. He was assistant keeper at the Victoria and Albert Museum, taught at Edinburgh University, 1931–32, and edited the Burlington Magazine, 1933–39. He wrote a series of major works including Form in Modern Poetry (1932), Art Now (1933), Art and Society (1936), and Poetry and Anarchism (1938; reprinted in Anarchy and Order, 1954). His Education through Art (1943) had an important post-war influence.

2. Towards a Free Revolutionary Art. This called for the formation of an International Federation of Independent Revolutionary Art. It was signed by André Breton, founder and leader of the Surrealist movement, and Diego Rivera, painter of the Mexican revolution, when they rejected the Third International politically and culturally. See also draft letter to Raymond Postgate, 497.

3. Coming Up for Air.

4. La Clé was the monthly bulletin of the International Federation of Independent Revolutionary Art.

524. Review of Russia under Soviet Rule by N. de Basily

1. Aleksandr Kerensky (1881–1970), Socialist Premier of the Provisional Government of Russia, July–October 1917, fled to France, and lived in Australia from 1940 and in the United States from 1946, where he died.

2. Gaetano Salvemini (1873–1957), historian of contemporary Italy, was forced to leave Italy in 1925 because of his attacks on Fascism. He taught at Harvard University, 1933–48, and became a U.S. citizen in 1940. See also 533, n. 1 and 2548, n. 2.

525. To Jack Common

1. Coming Up for Air.

2. Orwell refers to places which Germany might claim or where it stirred up discontent. Eupen and Malmédy in Belgium, close to the border with Germany, and the Memel area of Lithuania had German populations. Memel was demanded by Germany in December 1938 and ceded on 21 March 1939. There was a nationalist movement in the Ukraine, and Hitler mischievously suggested that the Ukraine be made an independent state; see 527. After Munich, a weakened Czechoslovakia allowed an autonomous government to be set up in sub-Carpathia (Ruthenia). On 15 March 1939 this area declared itself independent, but that same day it was annexed by Hungary.

527. To Francis Westrope

1. Myfanwy Westrope, wife of Francis Westrope, proprietor of Booklovers’ Corner, where Orwell had worked as a part-time shop assistant in 1934–35; see 212. For the attribution of the addressee as Frank Simmonds, see Crick, 373, n. 37.

2. Coming Up for Air.

3. For Chleuh, which Orwell also spelled Cleuh, see 511, n. 5.

528. To Geoffrey Gorer

1. Orwell wrote on letterhead from the Auberge ‘Les Noyers,’ where he was staying in Taddert. He wrote his address in Gueliz, reverting to his childhood spelling, ‘Adress.’

2. Coming Up for Air.

3. Himalayan Village: An Account of the Lepchas of Sikkim (1938; New York, 1967, with a new foreword).

4. ‘Poverty in Practice,’ 18 June 1938; see 455.

529. Review of Communism and Man by F. J. Sheed

1. Peace News printed ‘immortality’ as ‘immorality,’ and also duplicated ‘almost’ in the last sentence of the penultimate paragraph.

2. This review attracted two letters printed in Peace News, 3 February 1939, one signed ‘A Roman Catholic,’ the other from John Nibb. Among points raised by what Nibb called an ‘apt review’ were that ‘Catholics are not tied to a belief in the necessary permanence of indigence’ and that, although the Catholic church taught and upheld ‘the lawfulness of private property,’ that right might be abrogated ‘to avoid worse evils and in the interests of a whole people.’ Indeed, some responsible Catholics, according to ‘A Roman Catholic,’ advocated ‘that ownership of the means of production should be in the hands of the workers (all workers, not simply the “proletarians”).’ Referring to what he described as the anomaly Orwell saw in the Pope denouncing the evils of capitalism yet approving of Franco, Nibb said ‘most Catholics find it impossible to view the Spanish war as an episode caused by wicked militarists and capitalists attacking a beneficient government … the wrong people are suffering for the actions of other individuals, and … the religion of the Franco element seems to be as much nationalism (and even imperialism) as Christianity.’

530. Morocco Diary

1. Parti Social Français; see 511, n. 3.

531. Review of The Clue of History [by John Macmurray]

1. Orwell’s review was the second in a symposium devoted to Macmurray’s book. In 1943 Orwell invited Macmurray to broadcast to India; see 2071.

532. To Lady Rees

1. Lady Rees was Sir Richard Rees’s mother; he was serving as an ambulance driver in Spain. For his leaving Spain, see letter to Jack Common, 19 March 1939, 539.

2. Coming Up for Air.

3. & ] a

533. To Jack Common

1. Coming Up for Air.

2. John Middleton Murry had, in fact, two degrees: a first in honour moderations (1910) and a second in literae humaniores (1912), both from Oxford University. For Murry’s entering the church, see Orwell’s letter to Jack Common, 26 December 1938, 516.

3. Those ordained as priests of the Church of England must assent to the Thirty-nine Articles. These encapsulate the doctrinal position of the church following the Reformation.

4. Peace Pledge Union, founded 1934. Max Plowman (see 395) was its General Secretary, 1937–38. It published Peace News, for which Orwell wrote a review; see 529.

5. Officers’ Training Corps, formed by Lord Haldane, Lord Chancellor, 1912–15, before World War I as a means of training a pool of officers; it is chiefly to be found in public schools.

534. ‘Caesarean Section in Spain’

1. The Highway was subtitled, A Review of Adult Education and the Journal of the Workers’ Educational Association. W. E. Williams, editor of a special number, called ‘Democracy at Work,’ had written to Orwell, 22 November 1938, asking if he could contribute an article with this title. A note preceded the article: ‘Two at least of Mr. Orwell’s books are familiar to W.E.A. members: The Road to Wigan Pier, and Down and Out in London and Paris°. This article was witten° before Catalonia collapsed.’ Various dates for the collapse can be used. Hugh Thomas’s The Spanish Civil War (1977) has a map showing the advances made by nationalist forces in the campaign for Catalonia, December 1938–January 1939 (870); Barcelona was occupied on 26 January 1939; nationalist troops reached the French border at all points by 10 February (873, 881).

534A. To Lydia Jackson

1. In A Russian’s England, which reproduces a few lines of this letter Lydia Jackson says she read this letter with mixed feelings: ‘I was looking forward to seeing Eileen again, but not George, especially as the tone of his letter suggested a renewal of the amorous behaviour I had been too soft-hearted to repel at the Maidenhead hospital’ (that is, Aylesford Sanatorium, near Maidstone). Further, ‘I had several men friends at the time whom I found more attractive than George, and his masculine conceit annoyed me. Least of all did I want to disturb his relationship with Eileen, or have anything to conceal from her’ (430).

Whilst the proofs of this edition were being corrected, the existence of twenty-four letters from Orwell to Lydia Jackson, one from Eileen to her, and one letter from Lydia Jackson to Orwell, in the possession of Mrs Rosemary Davidson and the Russian Archive, Brotherton Library, University of Leeds, was drawn to the attention of the editor by Richard D. Davies, Archivist at Leeds. These letters, written over a period of ten years, from 1 March 1939 to 27 June 1949, can be identified by the ‘A’ following their item numbers (except for ‘B’ after 542). The editor is deeply grateful to Mrs Davidson and Richard Davies for making them available and for allowing them to be included in this edition.

535. To Jack Common

1. Among Orwell’s papers were three issues of Independent News: a special number of, probably, late November or early December 1938 devoted to ‘The P.O.U.M. Trial in Barcelona’; No. 59, 16 December 1938, with an article titled ‘After the P.O.U.M. Trial’; and No. 60, 23 December 1938, which included a report on George Kopp’s imprisonment and release. Kopp was Orwell’s commander in Spain, and Orwell and his wife visited him in prison; see 359, n. 2 and CW, VI, 171–78. The account given must have been derived from Kopp, who was not the most reliable of witnesses, but Orwell would have taken it at face value. It shows that Orwell had a close friend who had suffered at the hands of the Cheka (the Soviet secret police), knew about false confessions, and had read of ‘torture by rats’ in a confined space. In view of its significance this account is given in full (with two or three slight styling corrections). It should be noted that Kopp was questioned in Russian and that an interpreter was required, which seems natural. Kopp, however, was born in Russia and went to Belgium only when he was ten. He may have been able to speak Russian but not have revealed this to his captors. Independent News, ‘Service de Presse Hebdomadaire du Bureau d’Informations Franco-Britanniques,’ was issued from Paris; its editor was Lucien Weitz. It presented the POUM point of view. For Weitz, see 562, Diary of Events, 11.8.39, Party Politics, n. 3.

GEORGE KOPP RELEASED

After an intensive campaign for the release of George Kopp our Belgian comrades have succeeded in saving one more revolutionary militant from the claws of the Spanish stalinists.

George Kopp has been saved but for a long time he will carry on his body the marks of the sadistic cruelty of these twentieth century inquisitors. When George Kopp came to Spain he was a robust strapping young man, radiantly healthy and strong. Today he has emerged from his long calvary, thin, feeble and bent, walking slowly with the aid of a cane. His body is covered with scabs and bruises, the marks of the diseases he has contracted in the subterrenean° dungeons of the stalinist “checas”, in the damp, airless holds of the prison ships, and in the Forced Labor Camps.

Kopp was arrested June 20, 1937 at the height of the P.O.U.M. repression. Arrested without a warrant, without the knowledge of any authority, he was released in the same manner, without an order from any Spanish Court,—but for the past year and a half he has been under the vigilance of the Communist Party watch dogs.

During this time Kopp has been in the following jails, hideouts, secret prisons etc. First, upon his arrest he was taken to Police Headquarters; from there to the Hotel Falcón; then to the “checa” of Puerta del Angel; from there to Vallmajor (clandestine prison). He was later sent to Segorbe (near Valencia) to a Forced Labor Camp; then back again to Vallmajor; then to the prison ship “Uruguay”; then to Falset (Labor Camp N°6); then to the Palacio de Misiones; back again to the “Uruguay”; then to the Barcelona Seminary; afterwards to the Preventorium of Colell; then to Tamarite in Bonanova (suburb of Barcelona); and back to the Seminary. He was finally released December 7, 1938.

In the “checa” of Puerta del Angel he was interrogated 27 times during a total of ONE HUNDRED AND THIRTY FIVE hours. The questions were put in Russian and the Russian Communist agents in charge had to use an interpreter both for the questions and the answers.

When Kopp was taken to the Falcón Hotel (the POUM hotel stolen by the “unofficial” police and turned into a prison), he was so exasperated with the entire situation and with his arbitrary arrest that he decided to go on a hunger strike as a protest. During 6 days he touched no food but was obliged to give it up as it only endangered his situation.

In the Vallmajor prison the stalinists put on their best performance. They started by cajoling, then intimidation and finally coercion and open threats. They placed before him three documents to sign,—one, his promotion to Lieutenant Colonel; another, his affiliation to the Communist Party; and the third, a “confession” saying that the P.O.U.M. was a nest of spies and traitors. When Kopp refused to sign he was put in a coal bin without light, air, or food where enormous rats ran in and out of his legs. For 12 days he remained in the black pit, seeing no one, hearing no one until one day a voice called out, “Tonight we’re going to shoot you!”

Kopp’s long martyrdom was his reward for a clean revolutionary record in the Workers’ Militia. He came to Spain from Belgium when the revolution broke out. He left immediately for the Aragon front with the Miguel Pedrola Column as “Centuria” chief. He took part in the following military operations: Casetas (9–10–36); Huesca (21–10–36); Insane Asylum of Huesca (11–36); Vedado Zuera (5–12–36); Alcubierre (6–2–37); the Hermitage of Salas (13–4–37); Chimillas (13–6–37). He fought in this last battle only seven days before his arrest. At that time he was Major in the Popular Army and had occupied commanding posts in the 29th. Division.

2. Coming Up for Air.

3. See letter to Leonard Moore, 28 November 1938, 506.

4. The postscript, apart from the first three words, is in Eileen’s hand.

536. To Herbert Read

1. Revolt, edited by Vernon Richards in London, ran for six issues, from 11 February to 3 June 1939. It aimed at presenting the Spanish civil war from an anti-Stalinist point of view.

2. John Squire (see 142, n. 3) founded the London Mercury, and edited it, 1919–34. He stood for Parliament for Labour in 1918 and for the Liberals in 1924, unsuccessfully both times. He had a particular interest in architecture and was an early advocate of appointing a minister of fine arts. Among the many books he wrote and edited were A Book of Women’s Verse (1921) and The Comic Muse (1925). John Drinkwater (1882–1937), poet, playwright, and essayist, was evidently an object of particular scorn to Orwell; Gordon Comstock sneeringly refers to him as Sir John Drinkwater in Keep the Aspidistra Flying, chap. VII, though he was not knighted. See Textual Note to CW, IV, 287, 138/5–6.

3. See letter to Read, 4 January 1939, 522.

4. Roland Penrose (1900–1984; Kt., 1966) was a painter and writer who used his independent means to help many painters and artistic and left-wing projects.

5. Bertrand Russell, 3rd Earl Russell (1872–1970), noted philosopher and Nobel Prize winner, was a prominent advocate for peace, and wrote and campaigned vigorously for it. See 3089, n. 5. See also Orwell’s review of his Power: A New Social Analysis, 520.

538. Morocco Diary

1. The section of the Morocco Diary from 12 March to ‘Japanese and apart’ in the fourth sentence of 28 March (see 541) exists in manuscript and typed forms. Both are Orwell’s work. The typed version is given here, except for obvious errors. In the following textual notes, unless stated otherwise the typed version is given first. Orwell invariably uses an ampersand for ‘and’ when writing, but spells it out when typing; some other words (e.g. ‘about’ and numerals) are contracted when written but are typed in full. These are not noted. It can be seen that Orwell’s practice in such matters as hyphenation varies.

2. Troops ] Troops,

3. Typescript erroneously spells this ‘maneouvres.’

4. of ] omitted

5. (never ridden in this country) ] omitted

6. Typescript has ‘than.’

7. horses ]the horses

8. quick-firing guns ]quick-firing gun

9. the mechanism ]mechanism

10. evidently the bore of the gun was ] bore of the gun evidently about

11. were ]were were

12. screw guns ]screw-guns

13. These ]The

14. quick-firer 75 mm. field gun. ]ordinary 75 mm.

15. country such ]such a country

16. manoeuvre ]manoeuvres

17. that ]omitted

18. office employee ]office-employee

19. desert ]escape

20. came ]came along

21. -educated ]-educated,

22. an ]a

23. engage ]enlist

24. intelligent ]intelligent,

25. that ]omitted

26. has ]have

27. legionnaire ]légionnaire (The accent, correct in French, is not used in English. Not noted again.)

28. pay for ] pay 300 for (Orwell may have omitted the amount because, on reflection, uncertain of its correctness.)

29. litre ]a litre

30. of ]in

31. refugees ]the refugees

32. machine guns ]machine-guns

33. depot ]depôt (See n. 27.)

34. on ]on a

35. trips ]trip

539. To Jack Common

1. Coming up for Air.

540. Morocco Diary

1. decorated ]been decorated

2. Sultan ]sultan (and generally)

3. the ] omitted

4. forming ] formed

5. yards ] yards,

6. the French ] France

7. Madame V …. over the radio ] omitted from manuscript

8. Madhjub Mahomed ]Mahdjub Mahomet (and Mahdjub again later in manuscript)

9. Great War ]great war

10. he ] omitted

11. chemists’ ]chemists

541. Morocco Diary

1. NYK ]N. Y.K.

2. vibrations ]vibration

3. entire ]the entire

4. Orwell typed his handwritten diary as far as the word ‘apart.’ The rest of the diary exists only in handwritten form. The point at which typing should resume is marked in the manuscript with the figure 20—the number of the next page to be typed.

5. (morning of 30th … Casa – dock.) ] a later addition

542. To Leonard Moore

1. Coming Up for Air—although the title of this novel has not yet appeared in surviving letters by Orwell, nor in his diaries.

542A. To Lydia Jackson

1. The postcard was of ‘A Café in the Faubourg Montmartre’ by Edgar Degas. It has been dated by reference to the next letter, 542B; on the same day, 30 April, Orwell left a postcard for Leonard Moore, 542. This, and the other letters, are not quite accurately reproduced in A Russian’s England, 430–31.

542B. To Lydia Jackson

1. Lydia Jackson gives the date as 31 March (which was a Friday) in A Russian’s England, 431. The Monday and Tuesday referred to were the 3rd and 4th April.

543. To Leonard Moore

1. Annotated in Moore’s office: ‘Ring Gollancz & Lane.’ This would be Allen Lane, of Penguin Books. The Southwold address has been crossed out.

544. To Jack Common

1. A neighbour at Wallington.

2. ‘stick’ is uncertain. If correct, it probably means ‘hindrance,’ ‘nuisance.’

3. Coming Up for Air.

545. Eileen Blair to Mary Common

1. Tuesday was 11 April; Orwell has an entry in his Domestic Diary for 12 April at Wallington; see 518.

2. Possibly ‘C.H’s.’ Unidentified.

545A. To Lydia Jackson

1. Dated from last sentence of letter to Moore, 543, and see 545, n. 1.

546. To Leonard Moore

1. Coming Up for Air.

547. Review of The Mysterious Mr. Bull by Wyndham Lewis; The School for Dictators by Ignazio Silone

1. For Percy Wyndham Lewis, see 378, n. 2.

2. Sydney Strube (1891–1956) was a popular cartoonist for the Daily Express, 1912–47. His cartoons prominently featured ‘the little man,’ a suburban character of modest means, always with an umbrella, which seemed to epitomise all the protection he relied on from an adverse world. He was a long-suffering victim of authority

3. Sir Stafford Cripps was a lawyer who became a Labour M.P. in 1931. His personal austerity and patent integrity won him widespread respect if not affection. See 554, n. 7.

4. Agathocles (361–289 BC), demagogue, Tyrant of Syracuse and ruler of Sicily.

5. Douglas Reed (not Reid) (1895–1976), author and journalist, was Assistant Berlin Correspondent of The Times, 1929–35, and its Central European correspondent, 1935–38. See Orwell’s review of Foreign Correspondent: Twelve British Journalists, 563, and his 1943 review of Reed’s Lest We Forget, 2347. John Gunther (1901–1970), a U.S. author and foreign correspondent, was noted for several books that attempted to reveal the inner workings of various places: Inside Europe, Inside Asia, Inside Latin America, Inside Russia Today.

548. To Leonard Moore

1. Although dated 11.9.39 by Orwell, this letter is stamped as having been received in Moore’s office on 12 June. Orwell also misdated his Domestic Diary for 11 July 1939, as 11.9.39.

2. Copies of Coming Up for Air, published 12 June 1939.

550. To Yvonne Davet

1. Chapters from Homage to Catalonia as originally published; these are chapters 6 to 9 and Appendix I, as rearranged in line with Orwell’s wishes in the Complete Works edition. Yvonne Davet’s translation was not published until 1955, five years after Orwell’s death. See Textual Note, CW, VI, 251–52.

2. George Kopp evidently wrote an introduction, because Orwell told Moore, 15 April 1947 (see 3216), that it had been sent to the publisher (Gallimard). By 1947 Orwell thought it ‘was not a very suitable one and in any case would have no point now.’ Kopp’s introduction has not been traced.

3. Freda Utley’s Japan’s Gamble in China, published in June 1938.

4. This change has been made in CW, VI, 38.

5. Coming Up for Air.

552. Review of Union Now by Clarence K. Streit

1. Clarence K. Streit (1896–1986) was an American author and journalist—for the New York Times, 1925–39. This review/article, advocating the righting of imperial injustices, was originally published with the ironic title ‘Not Counting Niggers.’

553. Diary of Events Leading Up to the War

1. Socialist Correspondence was run by a group within the ILP known as ‘the right-wing opposition’ (though it was only to the right in a left-wing party). Members were followers of Nikolai Bukharin (1888–1938). Prominent among them were W. W. Sawyer, a mathematician at Manchester University and author of the popular Penguin book Mathematician’s Delight, and Jack Huntz, who had contributed to The New Leader in the thirties. The group had links with ex-Communists in Germany, among them Heinrich Brandler and August Thalheimer. The other ILP groups were, first, the Trotskyists, including Jim Wood and C.L.R. James, West Indian writer described by Orwell in a 1937 review as ‘author of that very able book World Revolution’ (see 401); and, second, the Revolutionary Policy Committee, which was pro-Communist and led by Jack Gaster, a lawyer, and Dr. Collen, Health Officer for Poplar, London, E.14. (For a reference to the internal troubles of the ILP, see 558, 21.7.39, Party Politics, 2.) Socialist Correspondence, an octavo of eight to sixteen pages, which were sometimes left blank but marked ‘To Let,’ described itself as ‘An Organ of Marxist Theory and Information.’ In 1939, it was edited, printed, and published by J. Collen, 5 Perry’s Close, London E.14. The secretary was P. Schofield. In the 1940s it was published by P. Schofield, 51 Hodge Lane, Salford, Lancashire. About 500 copies were printed, and sold at two (old) pence (information from Sam Bernstein (1920–1990) and Stafford Cottman, August 1989). It was linked with the Communist International Opposition, in which August Thalheimer played an important role, and a version of its German journal (on which Socialist Correspondence drew) was published in the United States as The International Class Struggle, a quarterly. (For Thalheimer, see 565, 22.8.39, Party Politics, n. 6.) A persistent line adopted by Socialist Correspondence was drawing a distinction between imperialism, Hitler, and Stalin, on the one hand, and the fostering of a Socialist workers’ revolution on the other. The issues (and special supplements) for July and August 1939, some at least of which Orwell read, raise many matters of considerable interest to him. Thus, the supplement for August was a translation from the German Communist Party’s paper, Die Internationale Klassenkampf, June 1939, on the use of slogans to advocate war (‘Defend the Fatherland’) and in the class struggle (‘Turn the Imperialist War into Revolutionary War’). Topics discussed include the need for sanctions against Japan to aid the Chinese; the overthrow of Hitler by ‘working-class struggle’ rather than war; support for a rent strike in the East End of London and a strike of the railways; opposition to the Military Training Act and the bill to allow the deportation of IRA suspects; opposition to conscription as a ‘form of class struggle waged by the bourgeoisie’; Labour and Communist Party policies; the Russian-German Non-Aggression Pact; and the effects of the termination of the 1911 United States-Japanese commercial treaty. A long article in the issue for 1 July argues that because ‘a revolutionary situation’ did not exist in Britain, ‘the workers will not be able to prevent the outbreak of the next imperialist war.’ In a leaflet published during the Soviet invasion of Finland (30 November 1939–12 March 1940), it argued that the chief responsibility lay with Stalin; that the invasion ‘must be condemned as a violation of the principles of Socialism,’ but ‘WE MUST RESIST, BY EVERY POSSIBLE MEANS any attack on Russia’ by Britain; the invasion did not demonstrate that Russia had shown Socialism to be a failure. In an article by Thalheimer, ‘Socialist Revolution in Germany,’ dated June 1945, he quoted Gaetano Salvemini (see 524, n. 2 and 2548, n. 2) as saying that ‘England and the United States were waging two wars in Italy: one against Nazi and Fascist Imperialism, the other against socialist revolution in Italy,’ and arguing that the same applied in Germany. Despite this line, the paper’s book recomendations were catholic, and included, for example, Fascism and Social Revolution by R. Palme Dutt (associated with the Daily Worker), and Spotlight on Germany (1933) by Erich Roll (1907–; Lord Roll of Ipsden, 1977), son of an Austrian banker; he went to England in 1925 to study, was Professor of Economics, University College of Hull, 1935–46, and Director of the Bank of England, 1968–77. He and his wife, Freda, organised the Humber Food Ship for victims of the Spanish civil war.

2. File S.P. 1 is unidentified. It might refer to Orwell’s own filing system; see 565, 24.8.39, n. 1.

3. E. H. is unidentified, but presumably a member of the ILP in London.

4. C. W. was probably Cyril Wright, a friend of Orwell’s and Douglas Moyle’s from their service in Spain; see 408, n. 4.

5. Revolutionary Proletarian was La Révolution Prolétarienne: Revue bimensuelle syndicaliste révolutionnaire. It was founded on 1 January 1925 and suspended after issue 301, 25 August 1939—in effect, censored. Issue 302 was published in April 1947. Its line was anti-Stalinist. The French translation of Orwell’s ‘Eye-Witness in Barcelona’ was published in issue 255, 25 September 1937; see 382.

554. Diary of Events Leading Up to the War

1. Danzig (now Gdansk, Poland), first mentioned some thousand years ago as part of Poland, has since been variously Polish and German (including Prussian). It was made a Free City by the Treaty of Versailles (1919), but became a focus of dispute between Poland and Germany, especially after the rise of the Nazis. This was the pretext for the German invasion of Poland that initiated World War II in 1939. See 525, n. 2.

2. This is probably an error for NCL (National Council of Labour); see 556, 15.7.39, Party Politics, 2. The sense is elliptical, but seems to refer to an appeal to the German people under the heading ‘Why kill each other?’ made by the NCL. Summaries were broadcast by the BBC on the night of Saturday, 1 July 1939, in German, French, Italian, Portuguese, and Spanish. The NCL also arranged broadcasts to German workers from secret radio stations on the Continent and distributed printed copies of the appeal through underground organisations.

3. Archibald Sinclair (1890–1970; 1st Viscount Thurso, 1952), Liberal M.P., 1922–45, was a close friend of Winston Churchill and became political private secretary to him when the latter was Colonial Secretary, 1921–23. He served as Secretary of State for Scotland, 1931–32 but came to disapprove strongly of government policies associated with Chamberlain, sided with Churchill and Eden. He attacked Chamberlain’s policy strongly in July 1939; and this developed into a bitter argument, centering on the refusal of The Times to print Sinclair’s rejoinder; see 556, 12.7.39, Social. He was Secretary of State for Air in Churchill’s wartime coalition government.

4. John Ramsay Muir (1872–1941) was Professor of Modern History at the University of Manchester, 1913–21, and politician, first as a Liberal, and from 1931, after the split within the party, as a National Liberal. He was Chairman and President successively of the National Liberal Federation, 1931–36.

5. Leopold Charles Maurice Amery (1873–1955), Conservative M.P., opposed disarmament and supported the Hoare-Laval proposals for resolving the Abyssinian crisis in 1935. In May 1940, after the fall of Norway to the Germans, he directed, at Chamberlain, Cromwell’s words to the Long Parliament (1640–53): ‘You have sat too long here for any good you may be doing …. In the name of God, go!’ His My Political Life (1953–55) gives an account of political events of the thirties.

6. Anthony Eden, (1897–1977; Earl of Avon, 1961), Conservative M.P., was Foreign Secretary, 1935–38. He resigned to protest against Chamberlain’s policy of appeasement. In 1940 he was Secretary of State for War, then Foreign Secretary in the War Cabinet, 1940–45. He was Prime Minister, 1955–57, but resigned again, as a result of Britain’s disastrous involvement in the occupation of the Suez Canal Zone in 1956.

7. Sir Stafford Cripps (1889–1952), lawyer (in 1927 becoming the youngest King’s Counsel) and Labour politician, entered Parliament in 1931, but was expelled from the Labour Party from 1939 to 1945. He was Ambassador to the Soviet Union, 1940–42; Minister of Aircraft Production, 1942–45, and Chancellor of the Exchequer in the Labour government, 1947–50. See Orwell’s War-time Diary, 637, 8.6.40, regarding his appointment as ambassador.

8. Dr. Leslie Burgin (1887–1945), lawyer and Liberal (later National Liberal) M.P. from 1930, was Minister of Transport, 1937–39, and Minister of Supply, 1939–40. In A Prime Minister on Prime Ministers (1977), Harold Wilson, who worked in the Ministry of Supply for a short time in 1940, remarked that ‘its organization under Burgin’s ministerial direction would not have been capable of running a chip-shop’ (233).

555. To Leonard Moore

1. This date must be incorrect, because the letter was stamped as received in Moore’s office on 4 July. Since it was possible for a letter to be posted and delivered on the same day, Orwell may have written on the fourth and by mistake added a one. The letter was annotated in Moore’s office: ‘Answered in July,’ but no date is given. The answer was probably Moore’s letter of 17 July to which Orwell replied on 21 July; see 557.

2. Inside the Whale.

3. Orwell typed ‘like-’ at the end of a line and evidently failed to complete the word at the beginning of the next line.

4. Yvonne Davet.

5. Presumably Japan’s Gamble in China, mentioned in Orwell’s letter to Yvonne Davet, 19 June 1939; see 550.

6. From an annotation to this letter made in Moore’s office, it appears that Warburg agreed to permit this for a ‘Nominal fee of £1.’

7. See, especially, letters to Moore of 28 June and 5 July 1938, 458 and 460. Nothing came of this proposal. By the time Orwell died, only French, Hungarian, and Italian translations had appeared; the French in 1946; the others in 1948.

556. Diary of Events Leading Up to the War

1. Manchukuo was a puppet kingdom of Manchuria when occupied by the Japanese, 1932–45. It was restored to China in 1945.

2. Sir Winston Churchill (1874–1965), politician, soldier, journalist, author, held high office in Liberal and Conservative governments over nearly half a century, but in the thirties was excluded because of his vigorous opposition to appeasement of dictators; he was branded a warmonger. He was the natural choice for prime minister after the fall of Norway following the German invasion in 1940. Despite his success as a war leader, he was not returned to office in 1945, but he did become prime minister of a peacetime government, 1951–53.

3. Daily Telegraph’s.

4. John McGovern was an Independent Labour Party M.P., 1930–47; see 424, n. 2.

5. Labour Party.

6. The International Federation of Trade Unions, established in 1901, had failed to survive World War I. Re-established in 1919, it came into conflict with the Soviet-inspired Red International of Labour Unions. Failure to reconcile differences between Communist and non-Communist trade unions continued after World War II. British, Soviet, and U.S. unions combined briefly to establish the World Federation of Trade Unions, but in 1949 the non-Communist unions broke away to form the International Confederation of Free Trade Unions. The news item above is indicative of fundamental disagreement lasting over many decades.

7. Air Raid Precautions.

8. Julien Besteiro (properly Julián) (1870–1940), President of the UGT (Socialist Trade Union, Spain) to 1931, was Speaker of the Cortes (the Spanish Parliament) and temporarily President of Spain the same year. He died in prison in 1940, while serving the thirty-year sentence imposed by Franco’s government.

9. Colonel Sigismundo Casado López (1893–1968), commander of the Republican Army of the Centre, organised the campaign against Republican Prime Minister Negrín and attempted, towards the end of the civil war, to gain better terms from Franco. He failed and took refuge in Britain, though he later returned to Spain.

fn1 30 years [Orwell’s note].

10. Geneviève Tabouis (Paris, 1892–1985) was a diplomatic and international journalist, foreign news editor of L’Oeuvre from 1932, and correspondent for the Sunday Dispatch. On 23 June 1940 that paper printed her account of her escape to England via Bordeaux after the fall of Paris. This began with a statement attributed to Hitler: ‘The speech I am making to-day she knew yesterday.’ She directed the weekly Pour la Victoire, in New York, 1941–45, and was noted for her uncanny gift for forecasting accurately the outcome of political events.

fn2 Majority said to be entirely due to large vote held by Green of the A.F.L.11 [Orwell’s note].

11. William Green was President of the American Federation of Labor, founded in 1886, which was split in 1935 by the formation of a faction that advocated and then organized industrial unions and in 1938 became the Congress of Industrial Organizations. The two united to form the AFL-CIO in 1955. For the IFTU, see 7.7.39, n. 1.

12. As part of the precautions against air attack, windows had to be completely covered to ensure no light could be seen from the street, street-lights were turned off, and essential lights (such as car headlights and traffic lights) were masked. For a brief but eloquent account of the psychological effect of the blackout, see Malcolm Muggeridge, The Thirties, 305. He notes that after two months of war the number of casualties caused by the blackout was nearly twice that of all three services combined. See 562, 10.8.39, Social, 4.

13. Orwell first wrote ‘have been.’

14. War Office. The practice of separating friends, especially from the same locality, was designed to ensure that if a unit suffered heavy losses they were not all felt in the same town or city. This policy was adopted following the terrible casualties inflicted at the Battle of the Somme (July–October 1916), when units of men from the same place (e.g., the Exeter Boys) trained together, went into action together, and were then almost wiped out in a few moments, which concentrated the grief felt at home. The effect of the deaths of the five Sullivan brothers when U.S.S. Juneau was sunk, 13 November 1942, is another example.

15. Béla Kun (1886–1939?), Communist revolutionary leader in Hungary, and briefly its Commissar for Foreign Affairs and dominant figure in the government in 1919. After fleeing from Hungary he tried, as a member of the Third International, to foment revolution in Germany and Austria. He fell out of favour and was murdered in one of Stalin’s purges. For a later report of his execution, see 562, 7.8.39, Party Politics, 2.

16. Prime Minister Neville Chamberlain (see 469, n. 2) was associated with appeasement of Hitler and Mussolini in the thirties. His stance was probably that of most British citizens, including many who were, with hindsight, to criticise him. Thus, J. L. Garvin (see 296, n. 8), editor of The Observer, on New Year’s Day 1939, argued that ‘Mr. Chamberlain was a thousand times right in saving the world’s peace at Munich even at the price exacted’ (quoted by Robert Kee, The World We Left Behind, 1984, 8). And see, for example, Eileen Blair’s comments in her letter of 27 September 1938, 487.

17. The Belomor-Baltic Canal connecting Archangel and Leningrad. It was constructed by slave labour in 1931–33 and runs for some 140 miles, saving a sea journey of 2,500 miles. It was built by a quarter of a million prisoners, nearly 200,000 of whom died or were executed.

18. Henry Havelock Ellis (1859–1939), psychologist, editor, and author, noted particularly for his work on sex in relation to society. Orwell reviewed his My Life (1939) in May 1940; see 617.

19. The Italian government expelled foreigners from the frontier province of Bolzano. According to Signor Giuseppe Bastiniani, Italian Under-Secretary for Foreign Affairs, foreigners of all nations were included in the decree, and the motive was ‘political and military.’ Those most affected were 200 to 300 Swiss, many of them hotel owners. They were forced to sell, and the lire in which they were paid could not be taken out of Italy.

20. John Alfred Spender (1862–1942), an ‘old and respected Liberal’ (as the joint letter referred to described him), had attacked Archibald Sinclair, leader of the Liberal Party, for ‘assaulting the Prime Minister Neville Chamberlain in unmeasured terms and holding him up to odium as an incompetent man of infirm purpose.’ The joint letter, signed first by Lady Violet Bonham Carter (see 14.7.39, n. 1) followed by eight others, claimed that Sinclair’s speech did not bear that interpretation. However, it went on, it was doubted by many (not only those in the Labour and Liberal parties) whether adequate means were being taken ‘to convince the outside world that we are unanimous, and that our Government is in earnest.’

21. The Times, in a second leader defending its action, referred also to ‘the now familiar clamour … for the instant inclusion of Mr. Churchill in the Cabinet,’ clamour from which ‘The Times has steadily held aloof.’ It felt ‘intensely that Mr. Churchill may well be needed in a Government again’ but that ‘His friends have already done him infinite harm.’ Orwell is correct in recording that no ‘contradicting’ letters were published by The Times on 13 July, but a number were published on other days.

22. Independent Labour Party, founded in 1893 by Keir Hardie (see 565, 17.8.39. n. 3), was older than the Labour Party, which was formed by the ILP and trade unions in 1900. Orwell was a member of the ILP; see his ‘Why I Join the I.L.P.,’ The New Leader, 24 June 1938, 457. At this time, the ILP and the Labour Party had split and were separately represented in the House of Commons. See Crick, 255, for some account of the character of the ILP; and 562, 10.8.39, Party Politics, 2. For subdivisions within the ILP, see 553, n. 1.

23. Lady Violet Bonham Carter (1897–1969), daughter of H. H. Asquith, Liberal Prime Minister, 1908–16, and a considerable force in the Liberal Party, was a member of Churchill’s group Focus on Defence of Freedom and Peace, 1936–39.

24. Commander Stephen King-Hall (1893–1966) retired from the Royal Navy in 1929. He was elected to Parliament, as an Independent-National, in 1939. In 1936 he started the K-H News Service Letter (as National News Letter from 1941). Right-wing and outspoken, he was well regarded as a political commentator for his personal interpretation of events.

25. Peace Pledge Union, publishers of Peace News, was founded in 1934; Max Plowman (see 95) was its general secretary, 1937–38. Orwell contributed a review to it; see 529.

26. National Council of Labour. See 554, 2.7.39, Foreign & General, 2.

27. The annual cricket game beween these schools, held early in June at Lord’s Cricket Ground, London. Orwell had been co-editor of a special issue of College Days for this match in 1920; see 437. For the outcome of this match see 16.7.39, Miscellaneous. Lord’s Cricket Ground has a capacity of about 25,000, achieved only on special occasions.

28. Captain Sir Basil Henry Liddell Hart (1895–1970) was a writer of more than thirty books, including History of the Second World War (1970). He had been military correspondent to the Daily Telegraph, 1925–35, and to The Times, 1935–39, and military editor of the Encyclopaedia Britannica, 14th edition, 1929. In 1937 he was personal adviser to the Minister of War. He then wrote infantry training manuals and edited the series The Next War, 6 vols. (1938). Orwell wrote of him, ‘The two military critics most favoured by the intelligentsia are Captain Liddell Hart and Major-General Fuller, the first of whom teaches that the defence is stronger than the attack, and the second that the attack is stronger than the defence. This contradiction has not prevented both of them from being accepted as authorities by the same public. The secret reason for their vogue in left-wing circles is that both of them are at odds with the War Office’; see ‘Notes on Nationalism,’ Polemic, 1, [October] 1945, 2668. See also 784, n. 2.

29. Right-wing newspapers owned by Lord Beaverbrook (see 628, n. 11), which included the Daily Express, Sunday Express, and Evening Standard. See Orwell’s London Letter of 15 April 1941, 787.

30. In the annual cricket match between Eton and Harrow, the latter had a notable victory, winning by eight wickets (Harrow 294 and 131 for two; Eton 268 and 156). The front page of the Sunday Express carried a story prominently displayed and headed: ‘Worst Hat-Bashing for Years / Our ‘Gentlemen’ enjoy themselves.’ It states, ‘Top hats were torn to shreds, umbrellas broken in pieces, ties torn up – and even trousers taken off.’ It concludes: ‘There have not been such scenes since the 1919 match’ (when Orwell was at Eton), ‘which resulted in a warning that the fixture would be cancelled if fighting occurred again.’

31. Tsingtao (now Qingdao), a port in northern China, built to rival Tientsin (Tianjin) in the 1930s, was occupied by the Japanese, 1938–45. See 558, 24.7.39, n. 1.

32. Communist Party.

33. B. H. Liddell Hart, see 16.7.39, n. 1. His Defence of Britain was published in 1939. Leslie Hore-Belisha (1893–1957), politician, barrister, and journalist (especially for the Beaverbrook press), was a Liberal M.P., 1923–45, and was instrumental in 1931 in organising the National Liberal Party to support the ‘National Government’ led by Stanley Baldwin (Conservative) and Ramsay MacDonald (Labour). He served as Secretary to the Board of Trade and then as Minister of Transport, 1934–37. In 1937, Chamberlain appointed him Secretary of State for War, charging him with the task of modernising the armed forces; he served until 1940; see 560, 29.7.39, Miscellaneous, n. 4.

34. Large numbers of children were dispersed from cities to country areas for safety from air attack. Many stayed in their adopted homes for the duration of the war. See also 565, 29.8.39, Foreign & General, 3; 567, 31.8.39, Foreign & General; 1.9.39, Foreign & General, 2.

35. Leading French Communist daily newspaper.

36. War Office.

37. A serviceman could, with permission, reduce the time he had agreed to serve at his enlistment by buying his release. The practice continues today.

557. To Leonard Moore

1. Inside the Whale; see letter to Moore 14 [4?] July 1939, 555.

2. Thomas Nelson & Sons had sent Orwell a contract for a book to be called ‘Poverty in Practice’ on 18 June 1938, when he was in the hospital. He was offered an advance of £50. He decided against signing, in order to concentrate on his next novel, Coming Up for Air. See 455.

558. Diary of Events Leading Up to the War

1. Witold Budziewicz, a Polish customs officer, was shot dead shortly after being challenged by a Danzig customs officer accompanied by two Nazis. At the time, it was not known who fired the shot. This was one of a number of incidents designed to increase tension in the area in order to provide Hitler with a pretext for intervention.

2. Executive Committee; for divisions within the ILP, see 553, n. 1.

3. Dr. Helmut Wohltat, Economic Adviser to Hermann Goering, was visiting Britain for a conference on whaling. He undoubtedly also had discussions with R. S. Hudson of the Department of Overseas Trade. It is now known that each was acting on his own initiative, but suspicions were aroused. Prime Minister Chamberlain categorically denied to the House of Commons on 24 July that anything more was involved than informal discussion on matters of joint interest, and assured the House that no proposal for a loan had been made.

4. General Gonzalo Queipo de Llano y Serra (see 519, n. 42) had commanded Franco’s Army of the South. Though a Republican, he accepted the title of marquis in 1947. See also 23.7.39, Party Politics, 1, for the reason for his dismissal from his post as Inspector-General of the Carabiñeros.

5. Coming Up for Air. Orwell’s surprise was occasioned by the way the Daily Worker had attacked him in 1937; see letter to Victor Gollancz, 20 August 1937, 390.

6. Queipo had been a member of Spain’s National Council in 1937 but was left out of Franco’s cabinet early in 1938. See Thomas, 750, 752–54, and 948, n. 2.

7. The National Liberals were close allies of the Conservatives in Baldwin’s and Chamberlain’s governments. By standing in an election against a Conservative candidate, the National Liberals would split the pro-government vote. See 562, 4.8.39, Party Politics, 1.

8. Charles Grey (1875–), a journalist with a special interest in aeronautical matters, founded The Aeroplane in 1911 and edited it until 1939, when he became air correspondent for several newspapers. He wrote a number of books on aircraft and edited All the World’s Aircraft, 1916–41.

9. Claud Cockburn, in his pro-Communist journal, The Week, described The Aeroplane as ‘frankly pro-Nazi.’ See 562, 4.8.39, n. 1.

10. Tientsin (Tianjin) was a port in northern China where Britain and France had been granted Concessions by a treaty of 1858, which were extended later to Germany and Japan. It was occupied by the Japanese, 1937–45, but guerrilla and ‘terrorist’ resistance continued. In one incident, when the Chinese manager of the Japanese-sponsored Federal Reserve Bank was killed, and the Japanese were looking for four Chinese believed to be responsible, the Chinese took refuge in the British Concession. When the British refused to hand them over, the Japanese blockaded the British and French Concessions, starting on 14 June 1939. Supplies were admitted only after careful search. It was reported in The Times, 15 July 1939, that milk was at last being allowed into the Concession. See 560, 1.8.39, Foreign & General, 3, and 565, 18.8.39, Social, 1.

11. See 24.7.39. n. 1.

12. National Union of Journalists.

13. Trades Union Congress. It was founded in 1868, to represent all unions that choose to be affiliated to it.

14. Colonel Blanco de Yagüe (1891–1952) was a successful Nationalist commander. Thomas reports that at a Falangist banquet on 19 April 1938 he praised the fighting qualities of the Republicans, and described the allies of the Nationalists, the Germans and Italians, as ‘beasts of prey’ (819).

15. Maxim Litvinov (1876–1951) represented the Soviet Union abroad in many capacities from 1917, when he was unacknowledged Ambassador to Britain, to 1941–43, when he served as Ambassador to the United States. A Jew and a prominent anti-Nazi, who had recommended collective action against Hitler, he was dismissed as Commissar of Foreign Affairs on 3 May 1939.

559. Review of Stendhal by F. C. Green

1. In Ghosts (1881), by Ibsen, and Damaged Goods (1901), by Brieux.

560. Diary of Events Leading Up to the War

1. But see 1.8.39, Party Politics, 1.

2. William Gallacher (1881–1965), Communist M.P. 1935–50. Dennis Noel Pritt (1887–1972), lawyer, author, and Labour M.P., 1935–40. Following policy disagreements, Pritt was expelled from the Labour Party, and was an Independent Socialist M.P. until 1950. A fervent supporter of left-wing causes and of the Soviet Union, in 1954 he was awarded the Lenin Peace Prize. Orwell had little love for Pritt; see his letter to Humphry House, 11 April 1940, 609 and 3732 (XX, 252).

3. The Military Training Act permitted the call-up of men for military service and allowed for conscientious objection.

4. Ramon Serrano Suñer (1901–), brother-in-law of Franco and, as Minister of the Interior, second in importance to him, until dismissed in 1942. His experience as a prisoner of the Republicans embittered him for life. As Thomas puts it, they were such ‘as to make him close his eyes to pity’ (924, and see 633–34).

5. Manchester Guardian.

6. Count Galeazzo Ciano (1903–1944), Italian Foreign Minister, visited Spain in July 1939 and reported (as quoted by Thomas, 924): ‘trials going on every day at a speed which I would call almost summary …. There are still a great number of shootings. In Madrid alone, between 200 and 250 a day, in Barcelona 150, in Seville 80.’ Thomas comments, ‘Seville had been in nationalist Spain throughout the war: how could there be still enough people to shoot at this rate?’ In 1944 it was reported that 193,000 people had been executed, but Thomas suggests this might be the number of death sentences, some of which were commuted, or that it includes those executed during the war (925).

7. Infantry regiments formed up in four ranks until the 1937 reforms instituted by Secretary of State for War Hore-Belisha (see 556, 19.7.39, Party Politics, 1.) Among them were changes in army drill to simplify the often complicated movements and so speed the process of training. The change Orwell notes here is forming up in three ranks, a practice still followed. Hore-Belisha’s reforms also included the introduction of battle dress and the abolition of puttees. See 469, n. 5.

fn1 Sentence of imprisonment [Orwell’s note].

8. See 565, 30.8.39, Social, 1. for adjournment of Parliament.

9. Edouard Daladier, Socialist Prime Minister of France, 1938–40; see 511, n. 2.

10. Admiral Sir Reginald Plunkett-Ernle-Erle-Drax (1880–1967), Commander-in-Chief, The Nore, 1939–41, was accompanied by a representative of the Army and one of the Royal Air Force. Although a talented man, he was ill-briefed for this mission and was subjected to ridicule in Moscow, Voroshilov ridiculing his being a Knight Commander of the ‘Bath’. He signed himself simply as ‘Drax’ (William Wilson).

11. See 558, 24.7.39, Foreign & General, 3, and 565, 18.8.39, Social, 1.

12. One of the three divisions of India when administered by the East India Company; the others were Bengal and Madras. The titles were continued after the East Indian Company was superseded.

13. Partido Obrero de Unificación Marxista was the Revolutionary Communist Party of Spain, anti-Stalinist. Orwell fought with it in Spain. See Homage to Catalonia, CW, VI, especially Appendix II, for the attempt by the Communist Party to eradicate the POUM.

fn2 100,000 less than estimate of a month previously [Orwell’s note].

14. This speech, in the House of Commons, 31 July, announced that a mission was to go to Moscow for discussions with Soviet authorities on military matters. It reiterated the government’s aim, summarised in The Times, 1 August, as ‘peace with justice; its method … the formation of the “Peace Front.”’

15. Probably from Cyril Wright; see 553, n. 4.

16. Dr. Juan Negrin (1889–1956) was Socialist Prime Minister of the Republic of Spain, September 1936–March 1938. He fled to France, where he died in exile; see also 2852, n. 3. Indalecio Prieto y Tuero (1883–1962), Socialist Minister of National Defence in Negrin’s cabinet, died in exile in Mexico.

17. Either Orwell’s friend Richard Rees (see 95; 2696, n. 2) or Reginald Reynolds (1905–1958), journalist and author, Quaker and pacifist, who supported the non-Communist Republicans in Spain and was a brilliant speaker for the ILP; see 1060, n. 1.

18. Josiah Clement Wedgwood (1872–1943; Baron, 1942), M.P. for Newcastle-under-Lyme, 1906–42, first as a Liberal, later for Labour, was Vice-Chairman of the Labour Party, 1921–24.

561. To Leonard Moore

1. The Albatross Modern Continental Library was a paperback series of books in English put out by John Holroyd-Reece (born Johann Herman Riess) for distribution on the Continent. Most were sold in Germany. The first book was issued on 1 March 1932. On 1 October 1934 Holroyd-Reece, with the Albatross printer, Brandsetter, took over the long-established Tauchnitz series. William B. Todd and Ann Bowden’s Tauchnitz International Editions in English 1841–1955 (New York, 1988) lists item 5371, Orwell’s Coming Up for Air, as unpublished. The entry records that the contract was between Orwell and The Albatross Verlag G.m.b.H., either for itself or on behalf of the Tauchnitz successors (Brandsetter) and was dated 31 August 1939, file no. 275, It stipulated that the book was to be issued not later than August 1940. Although the publishing house was German, the contract was issued from 12 rue Chanoinesse, Paris. See Orwell’s letter to Moore of 8 December 1939, 581, n. 3.

2. These do not appear to have survived. However, see Orwell’s Diary of Events Leading Up to the War, 562, 4.8.39, Miscellaneous, 1, where he records these requested changes.




562. Diary of Events Leading Up to the War

1. The Week was a private-circulation, ostensibly independent but pro-Communist newsletter edited by Claud Cockburn (Frank Pitcairn; see 519, n. 3). It was published from 29 March 1933 to 15 January 1941, when it was suppressed by government order. A new series was allowed from October 1942, and it ran until December 1946. See his book The Years of The Week (1968), 262–64.

2. This opaque summary refers to side-effects of the Munich pact. For sense, it should read ‘to Hungary.’ As Churchill summarised it, after Munich, ‘A formal division of the spoils was made by Germany at the beginning of November. Poland was not disturbed in her occupation of Teschen [an area of Silesia opportunely seized by Poland]. The Slovaks, who had been used as a pawn by Germany, obtained a precarious autonomy. Hungary received a piece of flesh at the expense of Slovakia’ (The Second World War, I, 298; U.S.: The Gathering Storm, 332). See 525, n. 2.

3. Geoffrey Mander (1882–1962; Kt., 1945) was a Liberal M.P., 1929–45.

4. The Link; see 6.8.39, Party Politics, n. 6.

5. Sir Samuel Hoare (1880–1959; Viscount Templewood, 1944) Conservative, was appointed foreign secretary in June 1935, but resigned in December because of opposition to his plan to settle the Abyssinian crisis. In June 1936 he became first lord of the Admiralty and later home secretary. A supporter of the Munich pact, he fell with Chamberlain in May 1940. Later, as Ambassador to Spain, he negotiated the release from Spanish gaols of some 30,000 Allied prisoners and refugees.

6. See 558, 23.7.39, Party Politics, 2 and n. 2.

7. For details of Albatross’s proposal to issue Coming Up for Air, see 561, 581.

8. Unidentified.

9. The Sudetenland, parts of Moravia and Bohemia incorporated into Czechoslovakia by the Treaty of Versailles, led by the Sudeten German Party, under Konrad Henlein, wanted to reunite with Germany. It was aided and abetted by Hitler. The Munich pact of 30 September 1938 required Czechoslovakia to cede the area to Germany by 10 October 1938; see 487, n. 3.

10. Peter Howard (1908–1965), author, journalist, dramatist, and farmer, was political columnist for Express Newspapers (Beaverbrook group), 1933–41.

11. Walter Runciman (1870–1949; Viscount, 1937), a Liberal M.P., 1899–1931, then a National Liberal, held many offices, including President of the Board of Trade, 1914–16, 1931–37. He led a mission to Czechoslovakia in 1938. For David Lloyd George, see 469, n. 3. Stanley Baldwin (1867–1947; Earl Baldwin, 1937), was Conservative Prime Minister three times, 1923–24, 1924–29, 1935–37. He successfully negotiated the crisis occasioned by the abdication of King Edward VIII, but is generally blamed for Britain’s failure to prepare adequately for the impending war. For Samuel Hoare, see 4.8.39, n. 5. Sir John Simon (1873–1954; Viscount, 1940) entered the House of Commons as a Liberal in 1906, and was instrumental in forming the National Liberal Party in 1931. He was Foreign Secretary, 1931–35; served at the Home Office, 1935–37, was Chancellor of the Exchequer, 1937–40, and Lord Chancellor, 1940–45. He wanted to avoid entanglements on the Continent. For Winston Churchill, see 556, 5.7.39, n. 1

12. Sir Arnold Wilson (1884–1940) was Conservative M.P. for Hitchin, 1933–40, and Chairman of the Home Office Committee on Structural Precautions against Air Attack, 1936–38. See 2490 and 2490, n. 4.

fn1 “Herts Pictorial” (15.8.39) repeats this without comment. [Orwell’s note].

13. Oswald Mosley was head of the British Union of Fascists; see 295, n. 7.

14. The Link was avowedly an Anglo-German cultural and friendship association. See 4.8.39, Social; 7.8.39, Party Politics.

15. Colonel François de la Rocque; see 511, n. 3.

16. Parti Socialiste Ouvriers et Paysans, a left-wing splinter group of the Socialist Party (SFIO, Section Française de l’Internationale Ouvrière); see 11.8.39, n. 3.

17. See 556, 10.7.39, n. 4.

18. Admiral Sir Barry Edward Domvile (1878–1971) retired from the Royal Navy in 1936.

19. See 4.8.39, Social.

20. A statement made inside the House of Commons is privileged, and an action for slander or libel cannot be prosecuted.

21. A headline in Lord Beaverbrook’s newspaper, the Daily Express, for 7 August boldly proclaimed, ‘No War this Year.’

22. Miners in Asturia, in the north of Spain, had organised revolution in 1934 (see Thomas, 136ff). A feature there during the Spanish civil war, in September and October 1937, was Germany’s practice of ‘carpet bombing,’ regardless of civilians below. Although Franco’s forces were successful in getting for the Nationalists the coal resources of the region, guerrilleros continued to fight there until 1948 (Thomas, 728–33).

23. The full title of the book, by Ivan Lajos, published by Gollancz in August 1939, was Germany’s War Chances: As Pictured in German Official Literature.

24. Leonard Merrick (1864–1939), born Miller, was a novelist, now almost forgotten, but in 1918 a collected edition of his novels was published in which each was introduced by a distinguished author. He was described by Sir James Barrie as ‘the novelist’s novelist,’ and William Dean Howells put him next in stature to Jane Austen. The Position of Peggy Harper (1911) was to be reissued in the Century Library series, and Orwell wrote an introduction to it. A page proof survives, dated 1948, though Orwell probably wrote the introduction in 1945; see 2957. The volume was never issued. See Crick, 500.

25. Eggs, the official organ of the Scientific Poultry Breeders’ Association, as a weekly founded in 1919. Orwell had been corresponding with the Association about feed for his hens around 26–27 July 1939.

26. See 556, 13.7.39, Party Politics, for the Labour Party’s refusal of conditional affiliation.

27. Menna Schocat was a pioneer revolutionary in tsarist Russia who suffered imprisonment and exile. She escaped in 1905 and went to Palestine, where she was active in various workers’ movements. She insisted on Jewish-Arab workers’ unity and championed the cause of Arab peasants. The ILP had proposed to work for the unity of Jewish and Arab masses against British imperialism, in the hope of setting up a workers’ state federated with neighbouring Arab states. It also championed the right of persecuted Jewish workers in Europe to enter not only Palestine, but all countries, including Britain and the Dominions.

28. Henry Woodd° Nevinson (1856–1941), prolific author, journalist, and foreign correspondent, was President of the Council for the Defence of Civil Liberties in 1939. Sir Peter Chalmers Mitchell (1864–1945; Kt.,1929), an eminent zoologist, was responsible for rebuilding much of the London Zoo and for the creation of the ‘open’ zoological garden at Whipsnade. He retired to Málaga, but the civil war forced his return to England. Orwell reviewed his translation of The Forge, by Arturo Barea, in Time and Tide, 28 June 1941 (see 821) and in Horizon, September 1941 (see 852). During World War II, Mitchell was Treasurer to the joint committee for Soviet aid. Alexander Gavin Henderson, 2nd Baron Faringdon (1902–1977), a contemporary of Orwell at Eton, was Treasurer of the Committee of Inquiry into Non-Intervention in Spain, 1936; and Treasurer of the National Council for Civil Liberties, 1940–45. Cecil Henry Wilson (1862–1945) was a Labour M.P., 1922–31, 1935–44. George Lansbury (1859–1940), Leader of the Labour Party, 1931–35, was a pacifist and resigned as leader on that issue. Andrew MacLaren (1883–1975) was an ILP M.P., 1922–23, 1924–31, 1935–45.

29. Lucien Weitz, editor of Independent News, published in Paris, was also associated with the journal of Solidaridad Internacional Antifascista, of which Orwell was a sponsor; see 434. Weitz and a number of others associated with that journal and with the ILP’s brother organisation in France, Parti Socialiste Ouvriers et Paysans (see 7.8.39, n. 1) and its journal, Juin 36, were imprisoned as a result of publishing articles exposing clandestine sales by French motor manufacturers to Germany, and antimilitarist tracts.

30. Robert Louzon was imprisoned with Lucien Weitz and others. Of the nine people named in The New Leader as being arrested, Orwell picks out these two names presumably because they were known to him personally or by their writings: Weitz in Independent News, and Louzon in La Révolution Prolétarienne or his book L’Economie Capitaliste.

564. To Mrs. Olga Parker

1. Mrs. Olga Parker wrote to Orwell on 15 July 1939 to say how much she had enjoyed Homage to Catalonia—though she then qualified her use of ‘enjoy.’ She had been given the book by Orwell’s friend Douglas Moyle, who lived near her in Coventry.

2. Inside the Whale.

3. Robert Williams was a Welsh workingman who had married a Spanish girl; see Homage to Catalonia, CW, VI, 12. He served in the POUM with Orwell; they joined the 3rd Regiment together; see CW, VI, 38. His membership of the POUM led to his serving time in a Spanish jail.

4. Douglas Moyle served with Orwell in Spain; see 408, n. 1.

5. Coming Up for Air.

565. Diary of Events Leading Up to the War

1. On 29 July 1939 some 3,000 Soviet troops with 100 tanks attacked on a four-mile front centred on Changkufeng, about a hundred miles southwest of Vladivostock. They were forced back, losing approximately 400 men to about 120 lost by the Japanese. On 6 August the German and Italian ambassadors in Tokyo intervened to urge moderation by the Japanese to settle the dispute peacefully so the ‘Anti-Comintern Triangle’ would not become embroiled with Russia (The Times, 9 August 1939).

2. Obelisk Press (see 277, n. 3), in Paris, published books in English for sale on the Continent, some of which British authorities regarded as obscene. Their importation into England was liable to legal proceedings. See Jack Kahane’s Memoirs of a Booklegger (1939). See also letter to Victor Gollancz, 8 January 1940, 583.

3. Not traced. See Shelden, 345–47; U.S.: 316–17.

4. Unidentified; possibly someone in the ILP.

5. Probably George Kopp, Orwell’s commander in Spain.

6. C. A. Smith was editor of Controversy, later Left Forum and then Left, a socialist monthly dedicated to the realisation of a classless society; see 382, n. 1. He, with Orwell and others, urged that Rudolf Hess be interrogated at Nuremberg in 1946 regarding an alleged meeting with Trotsky; see Forward, 25 February 1946.

7. This involved production of identity cards (without photographs for most people), to be carried at all times. The individual identification numbers are still in use in the 1990s for certain government purposes, although the cards disappeared long since.

8. For Negrín and Prieto, see 560, 2.8.39, n. 3.

9. James Keir Hardie (1856–1915) was the first Socialist to be elected a Member of Parliament (1892). He led the Labour Party in the House of Commons, 1906–15.

10. Labour Party Executive Committee.

11. See 558, 24.7.39, n. 1. It was reported on 12 August that the government had decided that the four Chinese would be handed over to be tried by a Japanese-controlled court. It had been convinced by new evidence the Japanese had produced in Tokyo, after having refused to make it available in Tientsin. This entry and several thereafter are numbered in small roman numerals, as is ‘S.P. 1’ on occasion. These variations are not here recorded.

12. The German-American Bund was a Nazi front organization. Its leader, Fritz Kuhn, was imprisoned later in the year, having been found guilty in New York of embezzling the association’s funds.

13. Former Prime Minister David Lloyd George; see, 469, n. 3.

14. See 556, 12.7.39, n. 2.

15. See 562, 6.8.39, n. 2.

16. Orwell originally wrote ‘crisis’ for ‘period.’

17. American Institute of Public Opinion, which conducted polls popularly known as Gallup polls, after its founder, statistician George Gallup (1901–1984), beginning in 1935.

18. Joachim von Ribbentrop (1893–1946) was German Minister of Foreign Affairs, 1938–45. He negotiated the Russo-German Non-Aggression Pact in 1939 with Molotov (see 28.8.39, n. 4). He was hanged as a war criminal after being found guilty by the International Military Tribunal at Nuremberg.

19. See 554, 2.7.39, n. 2. Three months after note above, ‘German Freedom Radio’ was reported to be still broadcasting appeals to Germans to liberate themselves from Hitler’s régime.

fn1 Palmer [Orwell’s note].

20. The Letchworth Citizen was Orwell’s local paper at Wallington.

21. See 562, 6.8.39, n. 4.

22. International Communist Opposition, headquartered in Paris. The decline of the ICO was the subject of the July Supplement of Socialist Correspondence.

23. August Thalheimer was one of the leaders of the International Communist Opposition, and was described in The New Leader, 20 August 1937 (to which issue he contributed an article, ‘A Call for Revolutionary Socialist Unity’), as ‘one of the authors of the thesis which formed the basis of the Communist International at its establishment. For many years he was the leader of the Communist Party in Germany, but was deposed from that position by the C. I. Executive because he opposed its disastrous policy of dividing the Trade Union Movement by the formation of rival Red Trade Unions.’ The New Leader welcomed the chance to publish his views ‘because it indicates that there is scope for close co-operation between the parties (including the I.L.P.) attached to the International Bureau for Revolutionary Socialist Unity and the Communist International Opposition.’

24. Audrey Brockway was Secretary to the ILP Guild of Youth, and was married to Jim Wood, a member of the Trotskyist group in the ILP; see 553, n. 1.

25. The Fourth International was formed in 1938 by followers of Trotsky. They hoped the impending war would create conditions favourable for world revolution. It was reported that as Trotsky lay dying in Mexico City in 1940, victim of an assassin, he said ‘I am sure of victory of the Fourth International. Go forward!’

fn2 40% of this in London, & membership in industrial areas negligible (C.P. pamphlet) [Orwell’s note].

26. Labour Party.

27. Presumably a file Orwell kept on this subject. Possibly related to his reference ‘File S.P. 1.’

28. Eileen was working at the War Office in the Censorship Department; see 2831, final section.

29. National news was broadcast by BBC at 6:00 P.M.

30. Archibald Sinclair; see 554, 2.7.39, n. 3. Arthur Greenwood (1880–1954) was a Labour M.P., 1922–31, 1932–54; Deputy Leader of the party, 1935; Secretary to the party research department, 1920–43. His opposition to totalitarian regimes led to his being singled out for attack by Hitler in 1938.

31. Geoffrey Mander; see 562, 4.8.39, n. 3.

32. James Maxton; see 385, n. 1.

33. On 24 August Orwell travelled to Ringwood in Hampshire, where he stayed with novelist L. H. Myers; see 449, headnote. He was there until 31 August at least. On 3 September he was in Greenwich, where the O’Shaugnessys lived. It is not possible to be sure where he was on 1 and 2 September.

34. Sir Neville Henderson (1882–1942) was British Ambassador in Berlin, 1937–39. See his Failure of a Mission (1940).

35. Hitler’s.

36. Vyacheslav Molotov (1890–1986) was President of the USSR’s Council of People’s Commisars, 1930–41, and Commissar of Foreign Affairs, 1939–49, 1953–56. He negotiated the Russo-German Non-Aggression Pact in August 1939, with Ribbentrop. He was later a delegate to the United Nations General Assembly.

fn3 Today (29.8.39) given as 3,000,000 [Orwell’s note].

37. Orwell originally wrote ‘Communist.’

fn4 See 31.8.39 (Party politics) [Orwell’s note].

38. This must be L. H. Myers, with whom Orwell was staying. Myers was a Communist, as was the source of his information. See G. H. Bantock, L. H. Myers, 152.

fn5 NB. That L. M. says he derived this opinion from Geoffrey Pike, a Communist [Orwell’s note; Myers’s assessment of Italy’s intentions proved accurate].

39. In January 1939 the price of gold was 150s 5d (£7.52). By June it had dropped to 148s 6d. In January 1940 it was 168s (£8.40). An official price was in effect from June 1945 (172s 3d) until the free market reopened in March 1954, when the price was 248s (£12.40); see R.L. Bidwell, Currency Conversion Tables (1970). There were $4.63 to the pound in January 1939; from January 1940 to September 1949 the rate was $4.03. The pound was then devalued and was worth about $2.80 until 1967.

40. James Maxton; see 385, n. 1; George Lansbury and Cecil Wilson; see 562, 11.8.39, n. 2.

41. William Gallacher; see 560, 27.7.39, n. 2.

42. Ellen Wilkinson was a Labour M.P.; see 422, n. 3.

43. Aneurin (Nye) Bevan (1897–1960), a collier from Tredegar, was a Labour M.P. representing the Ebbw Vale constituency, South Wales, from 1927 until his death. An impassioned orator, he was the idol of much of the left and was disliked, even feared, by many Conservatives. As Minister of Health, 1945–50, he was responsible for the creation of the National Health Service. He resigned from the second post-war Labour government in 1951 in disagreement over disarmament, and was defeated as leader of the party in 1955. He was a director of Tribune when Orwell wrote for that journal, and allowed Orwell complete freedom to say what he wished even against current party policy. His In Place of Fear (1952) sets out his philosophy. See also 1064, n. 3.

44. Orwell listed the newspapers that were his sources between the penultimate and final paragraphs.

45. Emergency Powers Act; see 28.8.39, last paragraph.

46. Ringwood, where Orwell was staying with L. H. Myers, is near Bournemouth.

47. Harold Nicolson (1886–1968; Kt., 1953), diplomat (to 1929), biographer, and novelist, was an M.P., 1935–45. His Diaries and Letters (edited by his son Nigel Nicolson, 3 vols., 1966–68) give insight into the political life of the thirties. In English History 1914–1945, A. J. P. Taylor records the wild scene that followed Chamberlain’s announcement in the House on 28 September 1938 that Hitler had agreed to a four-power conference at Munich: ‘Members rose to their feet, cheering and sobbing. Attlee [the Labour leader], Sinclair the Liberal leader, and Maxton of the I.L.P. blessed Chamberlain’s mission. Only Gallacher, the Communist, spoke harshly against it.’ In a footnote he asks, ‘Who remained seated?’ Certainly Gallacher and, quoting R. W. Seton-Watson, he adds Churchill, Eden, and Amery. Another source, J. W. Wheeler-Bennett, is quoted as saying that ‘Harold Nicolson, despite the threats of those surrounding him, remained seated.’ Taylor says that Nicolson remembered only being rebuked the next day by a Conservative M.P. for not rising. Nicolson was a National Labour member of the government. (Revised Pelican edition, 1970, 525.)

48. See 560, 30.7.39, Foreign & General, 1, for anticipation of adjournment despite the crisis.

567. Diary of Events Leading Up to the War

1. Kliment Voroshilov (1881–1969), Marshal of the Soviet Union, was People’s Commissar for Defence, 1925–40, and President of the USSR, 1953–60. He was one of those responsible for organising the defence of Leningrad during the 900-day siege, September 1941-January 1944. From 1953 to 1960 he was President of the Soviet Union.

2. John Anderson (1882–1958; Viscount, 1952) was an M.P. representing Scottish universities, 1938–50. Appointed Lord Privy Seal by Chamberlain in November 1938, with special responsibility for manpower and civil defence, he was responsible for what came to be called the ‘Anderson’ air-raid shelter; see 850, n. 8. At the outbreak of war, he was made Home Secretary and Minister of Home Security; later, Lord President of the Council, 1940–43, and Chancellor of the Exchequer, 1943–45. In The Lion and the Unicorn, Orwell remarked that it took ‘the unnecessary suffering of scores of thousands of people in the East End [sheltering in Andersons] to get rid or partially rid of Sir John Anderson’; see 763, II, ii. The shelters could be extremely uncomfortable and were prone to flooding. On 3 September 1940 Churchill wrote to Anderson to say that ‘a great effort should be made to help people to drain their Anderson shelters, which reflect so much credit on your name …’ (The Second World War, I, 313; U.S.: Their Finest Hour, 355).

3. Amalgamated Engineering Union.

4. See 565, 28.8.39, last paragraph.

5. The Polish Corridor, which gave Poland an outlet to the Baltic Sea between 1919 and 1939; it separated East Prussia from the rest of Germany and, with Danzig, was a source of friction and an ostensible cause of the outbreak of war.

6. Orwell wrote the date as 30.9.39 by mistake.

7. Hitler.

570. Diary of Events Leading Up to the War

1. Part of the air defence system was provided by barrage balloons. These were flown, unmanned, at a height that made dive-bombing to a low level impracticable owing to the cables anchoring the balloons in position.

2. Reynold’s News was a Labour-inclined Sunday newspaper.

3. Military Training Act.

572. To Leonard Moore

1. Eileen was working in the Censorship Department, War Office, Whitehall; see Crick, 382.

2. Inside the Whale.

573. To Leonard Moore

1. The letter has two annotations. One, very faint, which seems to be in Orwell’s hand, says, ‘Don’t know how you would find my request.’ The other gives the name of the publisher D. C. Thomson, and appears to have been written in Moore’s office.

576. To Cyril Connolly

1. Weekends at this time began on Saturdays about mid-day, and the only Saturdays dated the 18th, as mentioned in this letter, in 1939 and 1940 were in February, March, and November 1939 and May 1940. In February and March 1939 Orwell and his wife were in Morocco, and it was probably about the middle of May 1940 that Orwell left Wallington and moved to London. November 1939 seems most likely, and the meeting may have been connected with the inclusion of an essay from Inside the Whale in Horizon, which Connolly and Stephen Spender were then about to launch; the first issue appeared in January 1940.

579. ‘Marrakech’

1. John Lehmann, (see 312, n. 1), editor of New Writing, wrote to Orwell on 12 April 1939 accepting this essay, which he liked very much indeed.

580. Review of Baltic Roundabout by Bernard Newman; I Gathered No Moss by John Gibbons; A Man in the East by Max Relton

1. Paavo Nurmi (1897–1973), the ‘Flying Finn,’ won nine gold medals at the Olympic Games of 1920, 1924, and 1928, and set twenty-two world records.

581. To Leonard Moore

1. Inside the Whale consisted of the essay with that title, ‘Charles Dickens,’ and ‘Boys’ Weeklies.’ An abridged version of the last was published in Horizon the same month as book publication, March 1940; see 596.

2. In fact, Inside the Whale appealed greatly to Victor Gollancz, who did publish it. He wrote to Orwell on 1 January 1940 (misdated 1939) to express his delight: ‘It is, if I may say so, first rate.’ He was in complete sympathy with Orwell’s general political point of view, ‘though I fight against pessimism.’ He suggested that the only thing worth doing was ‘to try to find some way of reconciling the inevitable totalitarian economics with individual freedom.’ Finally, he asked Orwell whether he could lend him a copy of Henry Miller’s Tropic of Cancer, of which he had not heard. Exactly four weeks after Gollancz wrote, Orwell returned to him the page proofs of Inside the Whale.

3. Although Albatross and Tauchnitz were German firms, the contract Orwell signed was from their Paris office. See 561, n. 1. William B. Todd and Ann Bowden in their Tauchnitz International Editions in English record a document in the Albatross archive that notes that the publisher still hoped in 1940 to publish Coming Up for Air. This states that it was one of the books that should have been exploited in 1940. After Paris was occupied by the Germans, 14 June 1940, a decree was issued forbidding the sale of British books first published after 1870 (Todd and Bowden, item 5365), and that finally ended Orwell’s hopes for an Albatross edition.

Appendix 4

582. Domestic Diary

1. Orwell mistakenly gave the year as ‘37’ for 14.1.39 and 17.1.39.

2. Orwell’s Morocco Diary for 27 January 1939; see 530.

3. ‘daisy’ is an interlinear insertion.

4. Presumably an American serving in the French Foreign Legion, described in Orwell’s Morocco Diary, 12 March 1939; see 538.

5. Somerset name for water crowfoot (Ranunculus fluitans); Wiltshire name for toadflax (Linaria vulgaris); see Geoffrey Grigson, The Englishman’s Flora, 41, 296. Or possibly the bulbous buttercup.

6. ‘Also anchusa, bird’s eye’ is at the foot of the page, which ends with ‘those of’ in preceding sentence, Grigson gives bird’s eye as the popular name of sixteen plants.

7. Orwell originally wrote the mileage as 347.

8. For Marshal Lyautey, see 511, n.1.

9. ‘Yesterday’ ] Today,’ which is crossed out

10. Orwell and Eileen’s dog.

11. A neighbour.

12. Muriel, Orwell’s goat. Crick, plate 19, shows Orwell feeding her.

13. Orwell omitted ‘ago’ in starting a new page.

14. Orwell originally wrote ‘eleven.’

15. A neighbour; correct spelling ‘Ridley.’

16. A neighbour who ‘did’ for the Orwells, according to Monica Bald in Remembering Orwell, 115.

17. The references to Miller Hospital, the visit to Greenwich, where Eileen’s brother, Laurence O’Shaughnessy, lived, and Eileen’s writing the diary may indicate that Orwell was undergoing tests under O’Shaughnessy’s direction, possibly as an in-patient for a day or two.

18. Possibly Mr. Anderson, a Wallington neighbour.

19. Either the O’Shaughnessys’ or at Greenwich Park.

20. Presumably London Zoo, in Regent’s Park.

21. The result was the tigon, a zoo creation.

22. To The Stores, Wallington.

23. Probably Mr. Nicholls, a neighbour who kept goats, and who, according to Orwell, had a ‘broken-down old wreck’ not suitable for mating with Muriel, as he explained to Jack Common; see 516.

24. Orwell originally wrote ‘16.’

25. ‘H’ usually signifies ‘Old Hatchett,’ so Albert H. may be another neighbour at Wallington, perhaps Albert Hollingsworth; see 21.8.39.

26. Daily Mail; see 16.5.39 and 28.5.39.

27. See 4.3.39, n. 1.

28. This is the spelling of sainfoin favoured by Orwell; see Coming Up for Air and 501, n. 2.

29. Old Hatchett, a neighbour.

30. Rhode Island Red.

31. Orwell first wrote ‘nearly all,’ then crossed out ‘nearly’ and added ‘seven’ interlinearly.

32. Total was added later, in Orwell’s hand.

33. Probably Mrs. Ridley, a neighbour.

34. Circled by Orwell; ‘west’ written by him on facing page.

fn1 It seems the grenadier is a cooker, not an eater as I thought [Orwell’s note].

35. Orwell originally wrote ‘Kay.’

fn2 Not quite certain about this. They seem to have all 4 legs when still only about ½–¾ inch long [Orwell’s note].

36. Edie W. was Mrs. Ridley’s daughter; the W. stands for her husband Stanley’s name.

fn3 It took all right. But died in the frost Jan. 1940 [Orwell’s note].

37. Orwell originally wrote ‘9,’ crossed it out, and substituted ‘7.’ His letter to Leonard Moore of 11 June 1939 is also erroneously dated as 11.9.39; see 548, n. 1.

38. Perhaps Mr. Titley.

fn4 Up to taking off nets, about 7½ lb @6d a lb = 3/9 [Orwell’s note].

fn5 Improvement of 10 on last week. Hens have been on Karswood since 4.7.39 [Orwell’s note].

fn6 Can also rise to surface when he wants to, or can remain on bottom without holding on [Orwell’s note].

39. Orwell omitted ‘know’ in starting a new page.

fn7 NB. That apparently 20 galls, equals almost exactly 3 cubic ft. [Orwell’s note].

40. ‘Planted’ crossed out; ‘Pricked’ inserted.

41. 11 eggs ]8 eggs; presumably amended after the three pullets’ eggs were found.

42. Substituted for ‘Planted,’ which is crossed out.

43. Orwell first wrote ‘A few spots of rain.’

44. One and a half pence per pound.

45. See 565, 28.8.39, n. 1.

46. Orwell originally wrote ‘69.’

47. Orwell may have had particular interest in this subject, as shown by his account of Flory’s disastrous attempt to have a leopard skin cured for Elizabeth in Burmese Days; see C W, II, 226–27. He was later to cure skins on Jura.

48. Presumably the date is underlined as a reminder. Orwell was away for the ten days before his diary entry for 28 September, when he records planting sixty spring cabbages.

49. Perhaps Mr. Nicholls, the owner of the ‘broken-down old wreck’ of a male goat referred to by Orwell in a letter to Jack Common; see 516.

50. Orwell originally wrote ‘23.’

51. It is not known where Orwell was, nor what he had been doing. However, in his letter to Leonard Moore of 6 October 1939, he writes that Eileen has found a job in a government office, but ‘I have so far failed to do so’; see 572. On 9 September he had offered his services (see 571), so perhaps he was away seeking war work.

52. Orwell attempted to put this into practice; see 6.10.39 entry.

fn8 Makes no impression whatever. T. thinks it would actually encourage weeds in the long run. However this mixture is also said to be good for expelling wire-worms. [Orwell’s note].

53. All items have been ticked except ’Clean out & dig the patch where the fruit bushes have been’ and ’Sow broad beans,’ which are marked with a cross, ‘& the place where the fruit bushes have been’ and ‘Plant phloxes …’ which are not marked at all.

54. These two tasks are marked with neither tick nor cross.

55. Titley.

56. Lydia Jackson (1899–1983), a friend of Eileen’s from the time they met at University College London in 1934, wrote under the pen-name Elisaveta Fen; see 534A. After being bombed out of her flat in 1940, she and her flat-mate, Patricia Donahue, rented the Orwells’ cottage at Wallington. The 21st was a Saturday, so Eileen could come down from London for the weekend.

57. Unidentified neighbour.

fn9 Lasted till 14.11.39 (26 hens) [Orwell’s note].

58. Orwell originally wrote ‘Tonight,’ presumably when he was writing up his diary.

59. Produced food for fowls.

60. Orwell originally wrote ‘summer.’

61. Orwell wrote ‘sproutening.’

62. Dari, or durra, is Indian millet. ‘Wheatings’ is a proprietary name for the residue of milled wheat. OED, Revised edition, 1991, dates it from 1931.

63. Orwell noted collecting 8½ sackfuls.

64. 8 is written over 7.

65. Preceded by ‘as nearly,’ which is crossed out.

66. Orwell’s square brackets.





Chronology

In the main, Orwell’s publications, except books, are not listed

25 June 1903 Eric Arthur Blair born in Motihari, Bengal, India.



Christmas 1936: Leaves to fight for the Republicans in Spanish Civil War.

January–June 1937: Serves in Independent Labour Party contingent with the POUM militia on the Aragón front.

8 March 1937: The Road to Wigan Pier published by Gollancz in trade and Left Book Club editions. Published by Harcourt, Brace, New York, 1958.

c. 28 April-10 May 1937: On leave in Barcelona during Communist attempt to suppress revolutionary parties (including the POUM).

20 May 1937: Wounded in the throat by a Fascist sniper at Huesca.

23 June 1937: Escapes with Eileen from Spain into France (at Banyuls).

1–7 July 1937: Arrives back at Wallington; starts to write Homage to Catalonia shortly thereafter.

July 1937: New Statesman & Nation refuses to publish Orwell’s article on the POUM or his review of Borkenau’s The Spanish Cockpit.

13 July 1937: Deposition presented to Tribunal for Espionage & High Treason, Valencia, charging the Orwells with ‘rabid Trotskyism’ and being agents of the POUM.

5 August 1937: Addresses ILP Conferences on his experiences in Spain.

12 November 1937: Invited to join The Pioneer, Lucknow.

Mid Jan 1938: Completes Homage to Catalonia.

8 Mar 1938: Falls ill with tubercular lesion in one lung; gives up idea of working as leader writer for The Pioneer.

15 March-1 Sept 1938: Patient at Preston Hall, a sanatorium at Aylesford, Kent.

25 April 1938: Homage to Catalonia, having been refused by Gollancz, is published by Secker & Warburg. Published by Harcourt, Brace, New York, 1952; as Omaggio alla Catalonia, Milan, December 1948.

June 1938: Joins the Independent Labour Party. Writes pamphlet, ‘Socialism and War’; submitted to Hogarth Press; in November abandons attempts to have it published. The pamphlet has not survived.

2 Sept 1938–26 Mar 1939: In French Morocco (mainly at Marrakech); writes Coming Up for Air.

11 April 1939: Returns to Wallington.

Late May–mid Dec 1939: Writes Inside the Whale.

12 June 1939: Coming Up for Air published by Gollancz. Published by Harcourt, Brace, New York, January 1950.

28 June 1939: His father, Richard Blair, dies with Orwell at his bedside.

24–31 Aug 1939: Stays with L. H. Myers in Hampshire.

3 Sept 1939: War breaks out. Shortly after, Orwell leaves Independent Labour Party because of its opposition to the war.



21 January 1950 Orwell dies of pulmonary tuberculosis, aged 46.
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ABOUT THE BOOK

For the twenty-month period of this volume, there are reproduced 123 book, 38 theatre, and 43 film reviews. Inside the Whale, Orwell’s first collection of essays, and The Lion and the Unicorn: Socialism and the English Genius are reprinted here. 

Later in that year he gave a series of broadcasts on literary criticism, the texts of which are reproduced. Throughout this period Orwell kept a wartime diary; its entries are here printed chronologically with his reviews, essays, and letters and it is here that Orwell makes the first reference to his wish to live on a Hebridean island. It was in 1941 that Orwell began his series of ‘London Letters’ for Partisan Review. The volume also includes Orwell’s lecture notes for instructing members of his Home Guard platoon.




Introduction to Volume XII

1 January 1940 to 17 August 1941: A Patriot After All

The first months of the war proved particularly frustrating for Orwell. He discovered, despite his doubts about the nation’s leaders, that he was, like Malcolm Muggeridge (whose book The Thirties he was reviewing), ‘a patriot after all’ (New English Weekly, 25 April 1940; XII, 151). He was rejected as unfit to serve in the forces and his offer to support the war by writing was not taken up. Although Eileen had work (ironically, in a censorship department), they were very hard up and he turned to theatre and film reviewing. In 1940 he reviewed over a hundred books, twenty-one theatre performances and seven films; for the twenty-month period of this volume, there are reproduced 123 book, 38 theatre, and 43 film reviews—an average of over ten a month. On 29 March 1940 he began his long association with Tribune, reviewing the Memoirs of Sergeant Bourgogne 1812–1813 (see here). Two reviews of the same book, now republished (see here and here), give pause for thought over a half-century later. Orwell said that the book, What Do Boys and Girls Read? by A. J. Jenkinson, although revealing that there was a fair consumption of trash, showed that Dickens, Defoe, and Stevenson were steady favourites and that Wells, Kipling, Blackmore, Tom Hughes, Conan Doyle, and G. K. Chesterton all appeared in the lists. Orwell comments: ‘Considering that the children under examination are aged 12–15 and belong to the poorest class in the community, these results are extremely encouraging’ (see here). And today?

Nineteen-forty was an important year for essays. Inside the Whale, Orwell’s first collection of essays, was published on 11 March 1940. He received an advance of only £20 and the book probably earned him only about another £10 after commission (see here). The volume included, in addition to the title essay, ‘Charles Dickens’ and ‘Boys’ Weeklies’, authoritative texts of which are published here with detailed notes. Orwell’s essay, ‘Boys’ Weeklies’ drew a riposte from the author of so many such stories, ‘Frank Richards’ (Charles Hamilton), which Orwell told Geoffrey Gorer he was looking forward to ‘with some uneasiness, as I’ve no doubt made many mistakes’ (see here). Orwell was not to know that Richards’s claim (see here) to have written all the stories (which Orwell found hard to believe) was an exaggeration. It now appears that Richards was ‘a great traveller and an inveterate gambler’ and would leave others to write his stories at very short notice. One left with his task, George Richard Samways (who died aged 101 on 8 August 1996), said he received no credit, only half the fee, and was regarded by Richards with contempt (see quotations from Samways’s obituaries, here). A newly-discovered essay is one Orwell contributed to Picture Post. ‘A Roadman’s Day’ (see here). Orwell wrote the first of his London Letters for Partisan Review on 3 January 1941 (see here; and here for their origins and details of payments made to Orwell).

In the summer of 1940, Fredric Warburg, Tosco Fyvel, and Orwell planned Searchlight Books. Seventeen were proposed of which eleven appeared, nine in 1941 and two the following year. Orwell’s The Lion and the Unicorn: Socialism and the English Genius was the first and it was published on 19 February 1941. It did well. The initial printing of 5,000 had to be increased to 7,500 and another 5,000 copies were required in the next month (see here).

Orwell started to broadcast at the end of 1940, discussing ‘The Proletarian Writer’ with Desmond Hawkins (see here). In 1941 he gave four broadcasts on literary criticism (see here, here, here, and here). The last of these, ‘Literature and Totalitarianism’, served as the basis of a talk he was invited to give to Oxford University Democratic Socialist Club on 23 May 1941. After the talk Orwell was taken to a ‘not-so-good hotel’ for dinner, whereas Dylan Thomas had been entertained at the Randolph. Philip Larkin (the Club’s Treasurer) supposed that this was his ‘first essay in practical criticism’ (see here). Orwell gave another broadcast the following month, ‘What’s Wrong with the Modern Short Story?’ (see here) but unfortunately no script has been traced.

Throughout this period Orwell kept a wartime diary; its entries are here printed chronologically with his reviews, essays, and letters. Thus are juxtaposed news of the Dunkirk evacuation and Orwell’s search for information of the fate of Eileen’s brother (killed whilst tending wounded on the beaches), with the often trivial plays he was then reviewing (see footnote here). At about this time Orwell makes his first reference to his wish to live on a Hebridean island (see here); this appears chronologically next to the review of the book, Priest Island, which seems to have prompted what then seemed to him a forlorn hope but which would be realised six years later.

Among the letters published for the first time is a particularly interesting one to Sir Sacheverell Sitwell (see here). This was prompted by Orwell reviewing Sitwell’s book, Poltergeists (see here). This not only demonstrates Orwell’s interest in such topics (compare his recording a ghost he saw in Walberswick cemetery in 1931, X, 211), but records an aspect of Orwell’s life when tutoring a backward boy.

Orwell was a keen member of the Home Guard (in which he was a sergeant) and took his duties very seriously. The volume includes his lecture notes for instructing members of his platoon, and others, in street fighting, field fortifications, and the use of mortars of various kinds (see here).

A full General Introduction will be found here
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583. To Victor Gollancz

8 January 1940 Typewritten

The Stores Wallington Nr. Baldock, HERTS.

Dear Mr Gollancz,

I cannot at this moment lend you “Tropic of Cancer”, because my copy has been seized.1 While I was writing my last book two detectives suddenly arrived at my house with orders from the public prosecutor to seize all books which I had “received through the post”. A letter of mine addressed to the Obelisk Press had been seized and opened in the post. The police were only carrying out orders and were very nice about it, and even the public prosecutor wrote and said that he understood that as a writer I might have a need for books which it was illegal to possess. On these grounds he sent me back certain books, eg. “Lady Chatterley’s Lover”, but it appears that Miller’s books have not been in print long enough to have become respectable. However, I know that Cyril Connolly has a copy of “Tropic of Cancer”. He is down with flu at present, but when I can get in touch with him again I will borrow the book and pass it on to you.

As to your remarks on my book.2 I am glad you liked it. You are perhaps right in thinking I am over-pessimistic. It is quite possible that freedom of thought etc. may survive in an economically totalitarian society. We can’t tell until a collectivised economy has been tried out in a western country. What worries me at present is the uncertainty as to whether the ordinary people in countries like England grasp the difference between democracy and despotism well enough to want to defend their liberties. One can’t tell until they see themselves menaced in some quite unmistakeable manner. The intellectuals who are at present pointing out that democracy and fascism are the same thing etc. depress me horribly. However, perhaps when the pinch comes the common people will turn out to be more intelligent than the clever ones. I certainly hope so.

Yours sincerely

Eric Blair




584. To Leonard Moore

8 January 1940 Typewritten

The Stores Wallington Nr. Baldock, HERTS.

Dear Mr Moore,

I have just heard from the monthly paper “Horizon” that they will publish the essay from my forthcoming book in their issue appearing on February 15th.1 So I suppose that is all right as regards the publication in book form.

There were two points I forgot to speak to you about on Friday. When part of a book has already appeared in a periodical, it is usual to print some kind of acknowledgement, is it not? In that case the printers ought to be told when the book goes to press. Secondly, I wonder if this time we can persuade Gollancz to include “Homage to Catalonia” among my previous books on the flyleaf this time?2 You may have noticed that he ommitted° it last time. I don’t want him to mention it among the blurbs on the jacket if he doesn’t want to, but I think it ought to figure in the list of books “by the same author.”

Yours

Eric Blair

P.S. I’ll let you have a list of things I could speak on to the “Women of Today” people in a few days’ time.




585. To Geoffrey Gorer

10 January 1940 Handwritten

The Stores Wallington Nr. Baldock Herts

Dear Geoffrey,

It seems an age since I saw you or heard from you. I wonder what hemisphere you are in at this moment, but anyway I’ll send this to Highgate trusting it’ll be forwarded. I rang you up at about the beginning of the war & your brother answered & said you were in America.

We got back from Morocco in the Spring & I began on another book,1 then I’m sorry to say my father died,2 all very painful & upsetting but I was glad when the poor old man went because he was 82 & had suffered a lot his last few months. Then I got going on the book again & then the war threw me out of my stride, so in the end a very short book that was meant to take 4 months took me 6 or 7. It ought to come out in March & I think parts of it might interest you. I have so far completely failed to serve HM. government in any capacity, though I want to, because it seems to me that now we are in this bloody war we have got to win it & I would like to lend a hand. They won’t have me in the army, at any rate at present, because of my lungs. Eileen has got a job in a government department,3 which as usual she got by knowing somebody who knew somebody, etc., etc. I also want a job because I want to lay off writing for a bit, I feel I have written myself out & ought to lie fallow. I am sort of incubating an enormous novel, the family saga sort of thing, only I don’t want to begin it before I’m all set. It is frightfully bad for one, this feeling of the publisher’s wingèd chariot hurrying near4 all the time. Have you seen the new monthly magazine, “Horizon”, that Cyril Connolly & Stephen Spender are running? They are trying to get away from the bloody political squirrel-cage, & about time too. I saw Gollancz recently & he is furious with his Communist late-friends, owing to their lies etc., so perhaps the Left Book Club may become quite a power for good again, if it manages to survive. I believe there is going to be a bad paper-shortage some time next year & the number of books published will be curtailed. At the moment however the publishers are rather chirpy because the war makes people read more. Let me know how you are getting on, whether you’re in England or when you’re likely to be, & if you can indicate any wire I could pull to get a job, of course I’d be obliged. Eileen would send love if she were here.

Yours

Eric




586. Review of The Last Days of Madrid by S. Casado, translated by Rupert Croft-Cooke; Behind the Battle by T.C. Worsley

Time and Tide, 20 January 1940

Although not many people outside Spain had heard of him before the beginning of 1939. Colonel Casado’s name1 will always be among those that are remembered in connection with the Spanish civil war. He it was who overthrew the Negrin Government and negotiated the surrender of Madrid—and, considering the actual military situation and the sufferings of the Spanish people, it is difficult not to feel that he was right. The truly disgraceful thing, as Mr Croft-Cooke says forcibly in his introduction, was that the war was ever allowed to continue so long. Colonel Casado and those associated with him were denounced all over the world in the Left Wing press as traitors, crypto-Fascists, etc., etc., but these accusations came very badly from people who had saved their own skins long before Franco entered Madrid. Besteiro, who took part in the Casado administration and afterwards stayed behind to face the Fascists, was also denounced as “pro-Franco.” Besteiro was given thirty years’ imprisonment! The Fascists certainly have a strange way of treating their friends.

Perhaps the chief interest of Colonel Casado’s book is the light it throws on the Russian intervention in Spain and the Spanish reaction to it. Although well-meaning people denied it at the time, there is little doubt that from the middle of 1937 until nearly the end of the war the Spanish Government was directly under the control of Moscow. The ultimate motives of the Russians are uncertain, but at any rate they aimed at setting up in Spain a Government obedient to their own orders, and in the Negrin Government they had one. But the bid that they had made for middle-class support produced unforeseen complications. In the earlier part of the war the main adversaries of the Communists in their fight for power had been the Anarchists and left wing Socialists, and the emphasis of Communist propaganda was therefore on a “moderate” policy. The effect of this was to put power into the hands of “bourgeois Republican” officers and officials, of whom Colonel Casado became the leader. But these people were first and foremost Spaniards and resented the Russian interference almost as much as that of the Germans and Italians. Consequently the Communist-Anarchist struggle was followed by another struggle of Communists against Republicans, in which the Negrin Government was finally overthrown and many Communists lost their lives.

The very important question that this raises is whether a western country can in practice be controlled by Communists acting under Russian orders. It is a question that will probably come to the front again in the event of a revolution of the Left in Germany. The inference from Colonel Casado’s book seems to be that a western or westernized people will not for any length of time allow itself to be governed from Moscow. Making all allowance for the prejudice he undoubtedly feels against the Russians and their local Communist agents, his account leaves very little doubt that the Russian domination was widely and deeply resented in Spain. He also suggests that it was the knowledge of the Russian intervention that decided Britain and France to leave the Spanish Government to its fate. This seems more doubtful. If the British and French Governments had really wanted to counter the Russian influence, by far the quickest way was to supply the Spanish Government with arms, for it had been obvious from the start that any country that supplied arms could control Spanish policy. One must conclude that the British and French Governments not only wanted Franco to win, but would in any case have preferred a Russian-controlled Government to a Socialist-Anarchist combination under some such leader as Caballero.

Colonel Casado’s book gives a detailed account of all the events leading up to the capitulation, and it is one of those documents that will always have to be studied by future historians of the Spanish war. As a book it is not and does not pretend to be anything very remarkable. Mr Worsley’s book is better written, by a more practised hand; but the subject-matter is more familiar—air-raids. Barcelona politics, etc., etc. The story begins with a singularly amateurish attempt at intelligence-work on behalf of the Spanish Government by the author and Mr Stephen Spender. Later Mr Worsley found more useful and congenial work with an ambulance and had some interesting experiences, which included being mixed up in the retreat from Malaga. But I think it is very nearly the close-season for this class of Spanish war-book.




587. To Leonard Moore

25 January 1940 Typewritten

The Stores Wallington Nr. Baldock, HERTS.

Dear Mr Moore,

With ref. to the Women of Today, to whom I am supposed to be speaking on Feb. 2nd. How would it be if I spoke on Hitler’s “Mein Kampf”, which I’ve just been reading for the first time with some interest? Perhaps it might strike them as too obvious, or too political, but as a matter of fact not many people have actually read the book, so far as I know. If they didn’t like that I could speak on Dickens, or perhaps on reading in wartime. But perhaps you could let me know as early as possible, as I would like a little notice to prepare my talk beforehand.

I have had the proofs of INSIDE THE WHALE, and then some agitated letters and telegrams from Miss Horsman1 which seemed to imply that they intend bringing out the book immediately. I hope they understand that the second essay in the book is being pre-published in “Horizon” on Feb. 15th. I had told Mr Gollancz this and he was quite willing and agreed that the book must not come out before it was published in periodical form, but Miss Horsman appears not to have heard of it. I have written and told her, however. I don’t believe it does a book of that kind any harm to have had a bit published beforehand, but it would never do to have it the other way round. In any case “Horizon” had the essay on the definite understanding that they were to publish it first. Perhaps you could ring up Gollancz’s office and make quite sure that they understand about this.

Yours sincerely

Eric Blair




588. Inside the Whale: Notes for Libel Lawyer

c.28 January 1940


On 29 January 1940, Victor Gollancz Ltd wrote to H. F. Rubinstein, the lawyer who advised the firm on libel and related matters, enclosing Orwell’s notes below, on three matters arising from Inside the Whale. The page numbers are those of the 1940 edition of Inside the Whale, indicating that these passages were being checked at page-proof stage. The references to making substitutions of almost the same number of letters are to minimise resetting in order to ensure that the number of lines per page is not altered, and thus the page make-up. The letter accompanying Orwell’s notes stated that Victor Gollancz was still uncertain about the Evelyn Waugh passage and sought further advice. In a postscript, it was suggested that ‘tabloid picture’ might stand. In the event, ‘tabloid picture’ was changed to ‘thumbnail sketch,’ and ‘a’ was omitted, presumably accidentally, before ‘genuine’ on page 181. Both readings have been restored in this edition.



Pp. 92-3. I have not demonstrable knowledge that the stories in the Gem and Magnet are written by a number of different people, though I have heard that it is so and it can be safely assumed, as the stories have now been running thirty years. I have altered the sentence beginning “The stories in the Magnet” and ending “different people” to:


The stories in the Magnet are signed “Frank Richards” and those in the Gem “Martin Clifford”, but a series lasting thirty years could hardly be the work of the same person every week.



This equalises the number of letters. As this sentence only states a presumption I suppose it will be a sufficient change?

P. 181. This arises from a misunderstanding, but as the misunderstanding is possible I suppose the statement is dangerous. I did not here intend any reference to Evelyn Waugh’s religious beliefs. The reason why I compared him with Celine is that Celine’s well-known novel Voyage au Bout de la Nuit expresses an exaggerated horror of life and Waugh’s early books express much the same attitude but in a frivolous way. However, as I have elsewhere referred to Waugh’s conversion to Catholicism, the two references might be linked up. I have altered the sentence beginning “It is the difference” and ending “a pose” to:


It is the difference between a genuine despair and a despair that is at least partly a pretence.



Two letters’ difference.

P. 169. The printer has queried “tabloid picture”, remarking that “the word ‘tabloid’ is a registered trademark of Burroughs, Wellcome & Co. Should the word, therefore, not be used without their permission?”

Surely one cannot copyright a word? The O.E.D. refers to B. & W. having patented the word “tabloid”, but presumably this only applies to the use of the word for describing lozenges etc. I have substituted “thumbnail sketch”, but should prefer “tabloid picture” to stand if it is allowable.




589. Review of The Spirit Watches by Ruth Pitter1

The Adelphi, February 1940

From a poem on the death of a stockdove:


The epoch will not suffer me

To weep above such humble dead,

Or I could mourn a century

For all such woe unmerited:

For the soft eye, the feathers blue,

The voice more gentle than the rain,

The feet that dabbled in the dew,

We strew the field with poisoned grain.



It is precisely their relation to “the epoch” that has always put Miss Pitter’s poems in a rather exceptional position and made many people regard them with the same half-doubtful admiration that one feels towards, say, an icicle or an arum lily. The immediately striking thing about them is that their subject-matter, which even in verse cannot be disregarded, is not contemporary. During the past few years the most widely-read and, on the whole, the best poems written in English have been crudely political, not because unemployment, civil war, &c., are desirable subjects in themselves, but because people tend to write their best when they write about the things that are really in their minds at the moment. Miss Pitter seems genuinely able to ignore contemporary history, or more exactly, perhaps, to digest it. A number of the poems in this book, including one of the best (The Fishers), might have been written in 1910. It is worth comparing the one “political” poem the book contains, 1938, with Auden’s poem, Europe 1936,2 which is of rather similar scope. I am not saying that I prefer Auden’s method of approach; in this particular instance I prefer Miss Pitter’s; but her comparative aloofness from the mental war that we are all fighting in is striking enough if one reads the two poems side by side.

At a time like the present, is this kind of “detachment” justified? The answer is that it is justified when it is not a pose, and in the case of a writer one can always tell whether or not it is a pose. Miss Pitter is undoubtedly right to continue ploughing her rather lonely furrow, keeping in touch with the things that seemed to matter before the nightmare started. Unlike the vast majority of people now writing, she probably never lays claim to an emotion that she does not feel. Technically, the special quality of her verse has always been a kind of austerity that is probably miscalled classicism, because it depends partly on a very sensitive use of adjectives. The fault that goes with this is a rather too great fondness for the recherché or “poetical” word, which occasionally betrays her into “echoes.” (In the first poem, “bitter mysteries”; in the third, “yester-year”; and the poem The End of Fear ends up as pure Housman.) The best thing in the book, in my opinion, is The Military Harpist:


He raises his hands, and his wicked old mug is David’s,

Pastoral, rapt, the king and the poet in innocence,

Singing Saul in himself asleep, and the ancient Devil

Clean out of countenance, as with an army of angels.

He is now where his bunion has no existence.

Breathing an atmosphere free of pipeclay and swearing,

He wears the starched nightshirt of the hereafter, his halo

Is plain manly brass with a permanent polish,

Requiring no oily rag and no Soldier’s Friend.3



Perhaps it is the function of poetry to take us to places where bunions have no existence—or perhaps it isn’t. Miss Pitter obviously believes that it is, and as her belief is genuine and her ear exceptionally good, she continues to produce poems which reverberate quietly in one’s memory instead of making tremendous effect for five minutes and then being forgotten.




590. Review of Warfare by Ludwig Renn; Prelude to Victory by Brigadier-General E. L. Spears

Horizon, February 1940

We shall never know just how many books entitled Storm over Blank were scrapped on that fatal morning when the Russo-German pact was announced, but a glance at the publishers’ lists suggests that it must have been a good number. Ludwig Renn’s Warfare—a study of war throughout the ages, from a Marxist angle—is one of those unlucky books that happened to be finished just a few weeks too early. In spite of some interesting passages dealing with warfare in ancient and medieval times, it is very largely vitiated by being written with one eye on the approaching world-war, which Renn assumes as a matter of course to be a war of “the democracies” against all three of the Axis powers. No doubt it is hardly necessary to point out in what way this colours his theories. But what is intellectually contemptible is that if Renn were writing the book now, and if he has remained a “good party man”, as I assume he has, he would be saying almost the exact opposite of what he said only a few months ago. The pity is that at bottom he has by no means the “good party man’s stamp of mind. Underneath the émigré Marxist there is still the Prussian soldier, tough, realistic and interested in such things as the marching-speeds of armies and the effective range of Roman catapults. He would be qualified to write a truly interesting history of the art of war. But not to the tune of “When Stalin turns we all turn”, a motto which practically guarantees that a book will be out of date three months after it is written.

Brigadier-General Spears’s book is something completely different from this. It is a detailed account of the events leading up to the unsuccessful French offensive of 1917 (Nivelle’s offensive), under which there lies a story of the greatest psychological interest. No doubt the general outline of the 1917 campaign is well known. After Joffre was retired, General Nivelle, an officer who had had brilliant minor successes at Verdun, was put in supreme command of the French armies, and also, for the duration of the forthcoming battle, of the British armies. He proceeded to develop the limited offensive which Joffre had been planning earlier into a huge frontal attack which was to drive the Germans off French soil once and for all. The attack was prepared during the terrible winter of 1916–17—the Germans, meanwhile, having retired to the Hindenburg Line, systematically devastating the country as they went—and was finally delivered late in the spring of 1917. The minor British operation at Vimy Ridge was successful, but the main French attack was a ghastly failure, leading to absolutely nothing except a hundred and fifty thousand casualties, and, a little later, large-scale mutinies.

What gives the story its interest is the quite evident fact that hardly anyone who was in a position to judge believed that the offensive could succeed. Nivelle and a small group of officers surrounding him believed in it, a very few politicians believed in it, and the rank and file believed in it; but practically everyone between, including all Nivelle’s army commanders, knew perfectly well that it was foredoomed to failure. Why then was the offensive ever attempted? General Spears’s book is the answer to that question, and incidentally it is a sidelight on the extraordinarily complex nature of operations of war.

Some of the reasons for the idiotic ways in which wars are usually conducted are easy enough to imagine. To begin with, there is the innate stupidity of soldiers, and also the interference of politicians who are ultimately in control but whose technical ignorance puts them at the mercy of any soldier they happen to be talking to at the moment. Nivelle’s appointment had in the first place been due chiefly to Lloyd George, who was anxious for a united command and was justly doubtful of Haig’s intelligence. But the chief reason why the meaningless attack went forward seems to have been that such operations are so vast that it is impossible to see them in perspective. A general preparing a great battle is for the time being one of the central figures of the world. Hundreds of millions of eyes are fixed upon him, and he knows it; from his point of view the battle becomes after a while an end in itself, practically without reference to its possible results. Then there are the evil effects of military discipline, which makes it impossible for a soldier to criticise his superior officer to his face. And there are the still more evil results of conferences and councils of war, at which people are driven by the mere fact of opposition into defending theories they do not believe in, and at which all kinds of political and personal jealousies are raging beneath the surface. Throughout the period when the attack was being prepared there were a number of inter-allied conferences, all beginning and ending in much the same way. One of Nivelle’s generals would breathe his doubts to some politician, who would fall into a panic and demand a conference. At the conference the doubting general, under his commander’s eye, would deny that he had ever had any doubts, and Nivelle would emerge more confident than ever, having won over his colleagues the victory which it was impossible for him to win over the Germans. It is a great pity that General Spears did not include an account of the Parliamentary commission which was held after the attack had failed, because it might have made clear to what extent Nivelle really believed in his own plans and to what extent he was simply clinging to the supreme command. It is certain that the most petty circumstances helped the foredoomed offensive on its way. General Spears records (Winston Churchill says the same thing in his history of the Great War) that Colonel D’Alençon, Nivelle’s chief-of-staff, was one of the most passionate advocates of the attack and put difficulties in the way of any officer who brought unfavourable reports. D’Alençon was rapidly dying of tuberculosis, and his one remaining wish was to see a great French victory before he died and before the Americans arrived. Even the fact that Nivelle was a Protestant endeared him to certain French politicians of the Left and made his position securer.

But in any case, when such operations are once started it is almost impossible to stop them. To make ready for a battle involving two million men is a colossal undertaking, meaning months of intensive work by tens of millions of people. Behind the waiting armies the factories are working night and day, hundreds of miles of roads and railways are being constructed, shells are being piled up in enormous dumps, hospitals, aerodromes and concrete gun-emplacements are being built in places where they will be useless if the battle does not happen, politicians and tame labour leaders are touring the country, making speeches, tens of thousands of typewriters are clicking, money is being poured out in scores of millions. And behind everything is public opinion, which has been keyed up to such a pitch of expectation that even a bloody defeat—which can always be temporarily passed off as a victory—will be less disastrous than no battle at all. By the late spring of 1917 it would probably have been impossible to call Nivelle’s offensive off, although by that time only a handful of people above the rank and file believed in it. It came about by an interaction of huge and petty causes, rather as a young man drifts into a marriage that does not suit him or a bank-clerk’s wife is manœuvred against her better judgement into ordering a new vacuum-cleaner. Only in this case it happened to involve the lives of two million men, not counting Germans.

General Spears stops abruptly with the failure of the offensive and does not mention the great mutinies that followed soon afterwards—a pity, because he no doubt knows a good deal about them. The mutinies were an event of great historical importance, and the memory of them will probably have its effect on the strategy of the present war. Possibly General Spears feels that mutinies are not the kind of things that ought to be mentioned, but that is not the impression that he gives. He is a plain-speaking, not to say indiscreet writer. Those who read his earlier book, Liaison 1914, will remember its curious mixture of detailed first-hand information and violent partisanship. He had been liaison officer between the British Army and the French V Army during the retreat from Mons and Charleroi, and in his book he was probably unfair to General Lanrezac, whose retreat from the Belgian frontier was certainly hasty but did at least save his army from being enveloped. The various controversies which raged for years over the 1914 campaign were mixed up with Anglo-French jealousies, and in spite of his literary gifts General Spears saw things from the angle of a British professional soldier. The Entente Cordiale rocked on its foundations when he overheard Lanrezac quoting Horace in the middle of a battle. Liaison 1914 was nevertheless an outstanding book, full of pictures of the retreat which one remembers years after reading them. Prelude to Victory is less controversial but has the same vivid quality. Evidently the special position of a liaison officer, who knows more about the plan of campaign than an ordinary officer but at the same time is constantly seeing the miseries of the front-line troops, makes for the writing of a good war-book. The photographs, as in the earlier book, are bad but have a certain amount of documentary interest.




591. Talk to Women of Today

2 February 1940


In Orwell’s letter to Leonard Moore of 25 January 1940 (see here), he suggested three topics for this talk: Mein Kampf, which he reviewed in New English Weekly, 21 March 1940 (see here); Dickens, the subject of one of his essays in Inside the Whale (see here); and ‘reading in wartime.’ It is not known on which of these he spoke, nor even where or precisely when.






592. Review of Beneš of Czechoslovakia by Godfrey Lias; The Three Dictators by Frank Owen

Time and Tide, 17 February 1940

The Czechoslovak state, or rather the plans for it, came into being during the Great War, rather to the embarrassment of the Allied statesmen, who had hopes of drawing Austria into a separate peace and thought it a bad moment for fostering autonomist movements within the Austrian Empire. However, these movements existed already, and under the strain of war the underground work that Beneš, Masaryk and the others had been doing for years past began to take effect. Scores of thousands of Czech soldiers had deserted at the earliest possible moment, and out of these troops, reorganized in France, it was possible to form a Czech national army to fight at the side of the Allies. This won Beneš and Masaryk a rather grudging recognition as representatives of the Czech and Slovak peoples, and gave them a status at the peace treaties that they would probably not otherwise have had. For just twenty years the Czechoslovakian Republic was one of the best-governed as well as one of the most democratic states in Europe. Nevertheless, the very moment the Germans again felt strong enough to fight, it went down into a worse bondage than that of the Habsburgs.

The whole story of Czechoslovakia, as Mr Lias tells it, brings out in its most painful form the problem of self-determination. When small nations are independent they are unable to protect themselves; when they are not independent they are invariably misgoverned. And until Europe is federated it is impossible to see any solution that will take account both of economic facts and of national sentiment. Beneš, leader of a small nation and a politician much longer-sighted than most, had seen from the first that the only hope lay in upholding international law, by force if necessary. But unfortunately there was in effect no such thing as international law, there was only the League of Nations. Whether by any conceivable action Beneš could have saved his country is doubtful, but he probably hastened its fate by making the military pact with Russia in 1935. Mr Lias defends him on this count, but the pact was nevertheless a bad diplomatic mistake. It was very unlikely that the Russians would actually give any concrete help, and at the same time the existence of the pact allowed the Nazis to play their best card, the western terror of “Bolshevism”. Of Munich Mr Lias writes with bitter irony, but with less violence than he would probably have done a year ago. Morally the Munich settlement was odious enough, but in the light of the last six months it is not at all certain that it was unwise.

Mr Lias’s book is written very simply, perhaps a little too simply. The Beneš who emerges from it is a distinguished if not strikingly magnetic figure. In politics, especially minority politics, it is not possible to be completely honest, and like everyone else Beneš has had at times to hedge, shuffle, drive hard bargains and sacrifice individuals. Nevertheless his record is much cleaner and infinitely more consistent than that of the majority of European statesmen. He really believes in liberty, common-sense and common decency, and in impossible circumstances he has made an effort to live up to his beliefs. As he is still comparatively young, it is not too much to hope that he may get another chance when the present war is over.

Mr Owen’s book consists of three short biographies of Hitler, Stalin and Mussolini. Written in a wisecracking, journalistic style, and aimed definitely at the non-political reader, it does not, so far as I know, misrepresent the facts. A very little while ago it would have been quite impossible for a book so “popular” as this to treat of contemporary European history with any kind of accuracy. But we have travelled a long distance in the last five years, and the people who think that Socialism is a scheme for dividing the money up and that Fascism is a way of making railways run on time are within sight of becoming a minority.




593. To Stephen Spender

[Late February 1940?] Handwritten


It is impossible to date this letter precisely. It is written on Horizon’s letter paper, but Orwell has given Eileen’s brother’s home telephone number in Greenwich. He stayed at Greenwich 12–27 December 1939, 3–7 January, and in February 1940. He was quite ill in February, and the end of that month seems as likely a date as any. The letter probably did not go through the post. It is likely that Orwell went to the Horizon office—which was in Stephen Spender’s flat—and, not finding Spender there, left him this note on paper he picked up in the office. Publication of Horizon began in January 1940; Orwell’s ‘Boys’ Weeklies’ appeared in the March 1940 issue.



Horizon 6 Selwyn House, 2 Lansdowne Terrace, W.C.I.

Dear Stephen,

Can you have dinner with me tomorrow—Bertorelli’s1 8 pm? Or failing tomorrow, Friday same time. Can you ring up Greenwich 0896 & let me know?

Yours

Eric Blair




594. Review of War Begins at Home, edited by Tom Harrisson and Charles Madge

Time and Tide, 2 March 1940

War Begins at Home is the Mass Observers’1 first report on civilian morale in England. After four months of war (the book was completed in December) they find the bulk of the people bored, bewildered and a little irritated, but at the same time buoyed up by a completely false idea that winning the war is going to be an easy business. As the Mass Observers see it, the main weakness of the home front is the class-structure and out-of-date mentality of the present Government. Practically every inquiry they have made, whether it is into food prices, air-raid panics, the evacuation or the effect of the war on football and jazz, leads back to the fact that our present rulers simply do not understand the viewpoint of ordinary people, and are not even capable of grasping that it matters. Their civil defence schemes, and their propaganda (the best example is the very uninspiring red posters, about which the Mass Observers have a lot to say), are always based on the half-conscious assumption that the whole of the population lives above the £5 a week level. In so far as they deign to notice public opinion at all, they draw their ideas of it from the daily press, which is bound up with private trading interests and is often actively misleading. Meanwhile the critical period of the war approaches, and before long sacrifices are going to be demanded for which the people have in no way been psychologically prepared. On the whole it is a depressing picture.

I do, however, believe that it is a slightly misleading one. The volume of discontent, apathy, bewilderment and, in general, war-weariness in England is probably far smaller than the Mass Observers seem to imply. The fact is that any inquiry of this type is bound to be coloured to some extent by preconceived opinions. A couple of years ago the Mass Observers published a long report on the coronation of George VI. It brought many interesting facts to light, but what it did not contain, or barely contained, was any indication that royalist sentiment is still a reality in England. And yet one knows well enough that it is a reality, otherwise a thing like the coronation (somewhat less interesting, merely as a spectacle, than a travelling circus) would be simply ignored instead of being attended by enormous crowds. It is rather the same with War Begins at Home. The one thing that the compilers do not seem to have encountered is the sentiment of patriotism. If one may make a guess at the reason, it is that people capable even of imagining a thing like Mass Observation are necessarily exceptional people—exceptional enough not to share the rather unthinking patriotism of the ordinary man. Consequently there is a certain temptation to overrate the importance of mere grumbling. People grumble about the black-out, about the evacuation, about transport difficulties, etc., etc. Yes, but isn’t it just possible that the same people were grumbling about something else before the war started? The majority of human beings, always and everywhere, are vaguely discontented with their lot, and in countries where free speech is permitted it is the rarest thing in the world to hear a friendly comment on the Government in power at the moment. But for practical purposes how much does it all amount to?

War Begins at Home contains an introduction in which the Mass Observers explain their methods of going to work. It leaves me with the feeling that the subjective factor (the observer’s own reaction) is not excluded so completely as it ought to be and probably could be. But that is not to say that the work they are doing is not useful. Now even more than at other times it is of the most vital importance that something of the kind should be attempted and brought to as many people’s notice as possible. In war it is civilian morale, especially working-class morale, that is decisive in the long run, and there is little or no sign that the Government recognizes this. According to Messrs. Harrisson and Madge:

“When our organization was told to make a big investigation on the Government red posters for the Ministry of Information, we found, as we briefly describe in this book, that these posters were extremely unsuccessful in attaining their alleged aims. The rumour runs around Whitehall that when the results of this report were seen by one key Cabinet Minister, he remarked: ‘Very good work. But if we’re going to find out things as unpleasant as that, we’d better not find out anything at all’.”

I do not know whether this anecdote is apocryphal; I sincerely hope it is. For if it happens to be true, God help us!




595. To David H. Thomson

8 March 1940 Typewritten


Orwell received many appreciative letters as a result of the publication of ‘Boys’ Weeklies’ in Horizon. One dated 1 March 1940 from David H. Thomson, Deputy Regional Officer of the National Council for Social Service, described how working-class boys in colliery towns and in Cumberland were avid readers of such periodicals. He concluded by expressing his uncertainty as to what was the most appropriate reading for ‘the young mind.’



The Stores Wallington Nr. Baldock HERTS

Dear Mr Thomson,

Many thanks for your letter. I am glad you enjoyed the article. The whole problem of children’s papers is very difficult, because I am convinced that children need this rubbish and lose something if they don’t get it (merely from a literary point of view I am sure it is better to start life on penny dreadfuls than on “good” books), but at the same time it is inevitably poisoned at the source because of the special way in which the press in England is owned. The number of letters I have received about this brings it home to me that a lot of people have been thinking about this lately, and perhaps it is not too much to hope that some paper like the News-Chronicle may some time start as a sideline a run of children’s papers or women’s papers with a more up-to-date ideology. I am sure the public for it exists. The immediate success of papers like Picture Post and the News Review shows how very much more thoughtful and also “leftwing” the non-highbrow public has grown during the last few years.

By the way, as the article interested you [you] might like the book it is included in (“Inside the Whale”). It is coming out on Monday and would no doubt be procurable from the library. The article had to be abridged a little for publication in “Horizon”.

Yours sincerely

George Orwell




596. Publication of Inside the Whale


Inside the Whale and Other Essays was published in London by Victor Gollancz Ltd on 11 March 1940. Orwell received £20 on publication; see here. Only 1,000 copies were printed, and some were destroyed by bombing. Orwell’s total take after commission probably did not exceed £30. It contained three essays: ‘Charles Dickens,’ ‘Boys’ Weeklies,’ and ‘Inside the Whale.’ The second of these essays was published almost simultaneously in Horizon, March 1940, in a slightly shortened form. It was published again in Orwell’s lifetime, with a few revisions, in his Critical Essays (Secker & Warburg, 14 February 1946) and in New York as Dickens, Dali and Others: Studies in Popular Culture (Reynal & Hitchcock, 29 April 1946). ‘Charles Dickens,’ too, was subject to some revision in 1946. The title essay appeared in New Directions in Prose and Poetry, Number 5, edited by James Laughlin (Norfolk, CT, 1940), but was not to appear again in Orwell’s lifetime except in translation.

The texts that are the basis for this edition are the Gollancz 1940 ‘Inside the Whale’ and, for ‘Charles Dickens’ and ‘Boys’ Weeklies,’ Critical Essays, 1946, second impression, in which Orwell made corrections. There was considerable in-house restyling of ‘Boys’ Weeklies’ for publication in Horizon. This went beyond typographic detail; the text was cut, presumably with Orwell’s agreement, although changes made to the last page may have been made to fit the space available, rather than to avoid mentioning specific newspaper barons. Printers’ style changes are to be found in all other editions. Thus, Secker & Warburg introduced a hyphen into ‘today,’ contrary to their copy and Orwell’s practice. Such changes are not reported in this edition, although it is not always easy to be sure what derives from Orwell and what from the printer or Secker & Warburg director, Roger Senhouse. The page proofs of the first impression of Critical Essays (now in the Orwell Archive) were consulted for this and other essays printed in that volume. Substantive changes are noted. The handwriting on those proofs is said to be Orwell’s, but it is almost certainly that of Senhouse. (For example, their ‘d’ differs markedly.) Verbal differences and a few significant changes in punctuation between editions are noted. The reading of this edition is given first; the journals or editions in which variant readings appear are indicated by ITW for Inside the Whale; H, Horizon; ND, New Directions in Prose and Poetry; CE, Critical Essays.

The quotations from Dickens given by Orwell are inaccurate. The errors do not significantly modify the sense, at least so far as his argument is concerned, unlike the possibility of this being so of Frank Richards’s quotation from Dryden; see here. Had Orwell’s interpretation rested on misquotation, the error would necessarily have been retained. It is not possible to know which texts Orwell used, but from the range of editions available to him it is practicable to provide for the text given here much less inaccurate quotations. Orwell’s wording of the quotations is given in the notes, but punctuation has been amended silently.

Quotations from Auden, Housman, and Spender have been checked against editions likely to have been used by Orwell in 1940. The most important variation affects the quotation from Auden’s Spain in ‘Inside the Whale’; see here.






597. ‘Charles Dickens’

11 March 1940

1

Dickens is one of those writers who are well worth stealing. Even the burial of his body in Westminster Abbey was a species of theft, if you come to think of it.

When Chesterton wrote his introductions to the Everyman Edition of Dickens’s works, it seemed quite natural to him to credit Dickens with his own highly individual brand of medievalism, and more recently a Marxist writer, Mr T. A. Jackson,1 has made spirited efforts to turn Dickens into a bloodthirsty revolutionary. The Marxist claims him as ‘almost’ a Marxist, the Catholic claims him as ‘almost’ a Catholic, and both claim him as a champion of the proletariat (or ‘the poor’, as Chesterton would have put it). On the other hand, Nadezhda Krupskaya,2 in her little book on Lenin, relates that towards the end of his life Lenin went to see a dramatised version of The Cricket on the Hearth, and found Dickens’s ‘middle-class sentimentality’ so intolerable that he walked out in the middle of a scene.3

Taking ‘middle-class’4 to mean what Krupskaya might be expected to mean by it, this was probably a truer judgment than those of Chesterton and Jackson. But it is worth noticing that the dislike of Dickens implied in this remark is something unusual. Plenty of people have found him unreadable, but very few seem to have felt any hostility towards the general spirit of his work. Some years ago Mr Bechhofer Roberts published a full-length attack on Dickens in the form of a novel (This Side Idolatry),5 but it was a merely personal attack, concerned for the most part with Dickens’s treatment of his wife. It dealt with incidents which not one in a thousand of Dickens’s readers would ever hear about, and which no more invalidate his work than the second-best bed invalidates Hamlet. All that the book really demonstrated was that a writer’s literary personality has little or nothing to do with his private character. It is quite possible that in private life Dickens was just the kind of insensitive egoist that Mr Bechhofer Roberts makes him appear. But in his published work there is implied a personality quite different from this, a personality which has won him far more friends than enemies. It might well have been otherwise, for even if Dickens was a bourgeois, he was certainly a subversive writer, a radical, one might truthfully say a rebel. Everyone who has read widely in his work has felt this. Gissing, for instance, the best of the writers on Dickens, was anything but a radical himself, and he disapproved of this strain in Dickens and wished it were not there, but it never occurred to him to deny it. In Oliver Twist, Hard Times, Bleak House, Little Dorrit, Dickens attacked English institutions with a ferocity that has never since been approached. Yet he managed to do it without making himself hated, and, more than this, the very people he attacked have swallowed him so completely that he has become a national institution himself. In its attitude towards Dickens the English public has always been a little like the elephant which feels a blow with a walking-stick as a delightful tickling. Before I was ten years old I was having Dickens ladled down my throat by schoolmasters in whom even at that age I could see a strong resemblance to Mr Creakle, and one knows without needing to be told that lawyers delight in Serjeant Buzfuz and that Little Dorrit is a favourite in the Home Office. Dickens seems to have succeeded in attacking everybody and antagonizing nobody. Naturally this makes one wonder whether after all there was something unreal in his attack upon society. Where exactly does he stand, socially, morally and politically? As usual, one can define his position more easily if one starts by deciding what he was not.

In the first place he was not, as Messrs Chesterton and Jackson seem to imply, a ‘proletarian’ writer. To begin with, he does not write about the proletariat, in which he merely resembles the overwhelming majority of novelists, past and present. If you look for the working classes in fiction, and especially English fiction, all you find is a hole. This statement needs qualifying, perhaps. For reasons that are easy enough to see, the agricultural labourer (in England a proletarian) gets a fairly good showing in fiction, and a great deal has been written about criminals, derelicts and, more recently, the working-class intelligentsia. But the ordinary town proletariat, the people who make the wheels go round, have always been ignored by novelists. When they do find their way between the covers of a book, it is nearly always as objects of pity or as comic relief. The central action of Dickens’s stories almost invariably takes place in middle-class surroundings. If one examines his novels in detail one finds that his real subject-matter is the London commercial bourgeoisie and their hangers-on—lawyers, clerks, tradesmen, innkeepers, small craftsmen and servants. He has no portrait of an agricultural worker, and only one (Stephen Blackpool in Hard Times) of an industrial worker. The Plornishes in Little Dorrit are probably his best picture of a working-class family—the Peggottys, for instance, hardly belong to the working class—but on the whole he is not successful with this type of character. If you ask any ordinary reader which of Dickens’s proletarian characters he can remember, the three he is almost certain to mention are Bill Sikes,6 Sam Weller and Mrs Gamp. A burglar, a valet and a drunken midwife—not exactly a representative cross-section of the English working class.

Secondly, in the ordinarily accepted sense of the word, Dickens is not a ‘revolutionary’ writer. But his position here needs some defining.

Whatever else Dickens may have been, he was not a hole-and-corner soul-saver, the kind of well-meaning idiot who thinks that the world will be perfect if you amend a few by-laws7 and abolish a few anomalies. It is worth comparing him with Charles Reade, for instance. Reade was a much better-informed man than Dickens, and in some ways more public-spirited. He really hated the abuses he could understand, he showed them up in a series of novels which for all their absurdity are extremely readable, and he probably helped to alter public opinion on a few minor but important points. But it was quite beyond him to grasp that, given the existing form of society, certain evils cannot be remedied. Fasten upon this or that minor abuse, expose it, drag it into the open, bring it before a British jury, and all will be well—that is how he sees it. Dickens at any rate never imagined that you can cure pimples by cutting them off. In every page of his work one can see a consciousness that society is wrong somewhere at the root. It is when one asks ‘Which root?’ that one begins to grasp his position.

The truth is that Dickens’s criticism of society is almost exclusively moral. Hence the utter lack of any constructive suggestion anywhere in his work. He attacks the law, parliamentary government, the educational system and so forth, without ever clearly suggesting what he would put in their places. Of course it is not necessarily the business of a novelist, or a satirist, to make constructive suggestions, but the point is that Dickens’s attitude is at bottom not even destructive. There is no clear sign that he wants the existing order to be overthrown, or that he believes it would make very much difference if it were overthrown. For in reality his target is not so much society as ‘human nature’. It would be difficult to point anywhere in his books to a passage suggesting that the economic system is wrong as a system. Nowhere, for instance, does he make any attack on private enterprise or private property. Even in a book like Our Mutual Friend, which turns on the power of corpses to interfere with living people by means of idiotic wills, it does not occur to him to suggest that individuals ought not to have this irresponsible power. Of course one can draw this inference for oneself, and one can draw it again from the remarks about Bounderby’s will at the end of Hard Times, and indeed from the whole of Dickens’s work one can infer the evil of laissez-faire capitalism; but Dickens makes no such inference himself. It is said that Macaulay refused to review Hard Times because he disapproved of its ‘sullen Socialism’. Obviously Macaulay is here using the word ‘Socialism’ in the same sense in which, twenty years ago, a vegetarian meal or a Cubist picture used to be referred to as ‘Bolshevism’. There is not a line in the book that can properly be called Socialistic; indeed, its tendency if anything is pro-capitalist, because its whole moral is that capitalists ought to be kind, not that workers ought to be rebellious. Bounderby is a bullying windbag and Gradgrind has been morally blinded, but if they were better men, the system would work well enough—that, all through, is the implication. And so far as social criticism goes, one can never extract much more from Dickens than this, unless one deliberately reads meanings into him. His whole ‘message’ is one that at first glance looks like an enormous platitude: If men would behave decently the world would be decent.

Naturally this calls for a few characters who are in positions of authority and who do behave decently. Hence that recurrent Dickens figure, the Good Rich Man. This character belongs especially to Dickens’s early optimistic period. He is usually a ‘merchant’ (we are not necessarily told what merchandise he deals in), and he is always a superhumanly kind-hearted old gentleman who ‘trots’ to and fro, raising his employees’ wages, patting children on the head, getting debtors out of jail and, in general, acting the fairy godmother. Of course he is a pure dream figure, much further from real life than, say, Squeers or Micawber. Even Dickens must have reflected occasionally that anyone who was so anxious to give his money away would never have acquired it in the first place. Mr. Pickwick, for instance, had ‘been in the city’, but it is difficult to imagine him making a fortune there. Nevertheless this character runs like a connecting thread through most of the earlier books. Pickwick, the Cheerybles, old Chuzzlewit, Scrooge—it is the same figure over and over again, the good rich man handing out guineas. Dickens does however show signs of development here. In the books of the middle period the good rich man fades out to some extent. There is no one who plays this part in A Tale of Two Cities, nor in Great Expectations—Great Expectations is, in fact, definitely an attack on patronage—and in Hard Times it is only very doubtfully played by Gradgrind after his reformation. The character reappears in a rather different form as Meagles in Little Dorrit and John Jarndyce in Bleak House—one might perhaps add Betsy Trotwood in David Copperfield. But in these books the good rich man has dwindled from a ‘merchant’ to a rentier. This is significant. A rentier is part of the possessing class, he can and, almost without knowing it, does make other people work for him, but he has very little direct power. Unlike Scrooge or the Cheerybles, he cannot put everything right by raising everybody’s wages. The seeming inference from the rather despondent books that Dickens wrote in the ‘fifties is that by that time he had grasped the helplessness of well-meaning individuals in a corrupt society. Nevertheless in the last completed novel, Our Mutual Friend (published 1864–65), the good rich man comes back in full glory in the person of Boffin. Boffin is a proletarian by origin and only rich by inheritance, but he is the usual deus ex machina, solving everybody’s problems by showering money in all directions. He even ‘trots’, like the Cheerybles. In several ways Our Mutual Friend is a return to the earlier manner, and not an unsuccessful return either. Dickens’s thoughts seem to have come full circle. Once again, individual kindliness is the remedy for everything.

One crying evil of his time that Dickens says very little about is child labour. There are plenty of pictures of suffering children in his books, but usually they are suffering in schools rather than in factories. The one detailed account of child labour that he gives is the description in David Copperfield of little David washing bottles in Murdstone & Grinby’s warehouse. This, of course, is autobiography. Dickens himself, at the age of ten, had worked in Warren’s blacking factory in the Strand, very much as he describes it here. It was a terribly bitter memory to him, partly because he felt the whole incident to be discreditable to his parents, and he even concealed it from his wife till long after they were married. Looking back on this period, he says in David Copperfield:


… it is matter8 of some surprise to me, even now, that I can have been so easily thrown away at such an age. A child of excellent abilities, and with strong powers of observation, quick, eager, delicate, and soon hurt bodily or mentally, it seems wonderful to me that nobody should have made any sign in my behalf. But none was made; and I became, at ten years old, a little labouring hind in the service of Murdstone & Grinby.



And again, having described the rough boys among whom he worked:


No words can express the secret agony of my soul as I sunk into this companionship … and felt my hopes of growing up to be a learned and distinguished man, crushed in my bosom.



Obviously it is not David Copperfield who is speaking, it is Dickens himself. He uses almost the same words in the autobiography that he began and abandoned a few months earlier. Of course Dickens is right in saying that a gifted child ought not to work ten hours a day pasting labels on bottles, but what he does not say is that no child ought to be condemned to such a fate, and there is no reason for inferring that he thinks it. David escapes from the warehouse, but Mick Walker and Mealy Potatoes and the others are still there, and there is no sign that this troubles Dickens particularly. As usual, he displays no consciousness that the structure of society can be changed. He despises politics, does not believe that any good can come out of Parliament—he had been a Parliamentary shorthand writer, which was no doubt a disillusioning experience—and he is slightly hostile to the most hopeful movement of his day, trade unionism. In Hard Times trade unionism is represented as something not much better than a racket, something that happens because employers are not sufficiently paternal. Stephen Blackpool’s refusal to join the union is rather a virtue in Dickens’s eyes. Also, as Mr Jackson has pointed out, the apprentices’ association in Barnaby Rudge, to which Sim Tappertit belongs, is probably a hit at the illegal or barely legal unions of Dickens’s own day, with their secret assemblies, passwords and so forth. Obviously he wants the workers to be decently treated, but there is no sign that he wants them to take their destiny into their own hands, least of all by open violence.

As it happens, Dickens deals with revolution in the narrower sense in two novels, Barnaby Rudge and A Tale of Two Cities. In Barnaby Rudge it is a case of rioting rather than revolution. The Gordon Riots of 1780, though they had religious bigotry as a pretext, seem to have been little more than a pointless outburst of looting. Dickens’s attitude to this kind of thing is sufficiently indicated by the fact that his first idea was to make the ringleaders of the riots three lunatics escaped from an asylum. He was dissuaded from this, but the principal figure of the book is in fact a village idiot. In the chapters dealing with the riots Dickens shows a most profound horror of mob violence. He delights in describing scenes in which the ‘dregs’ of the population behave with atrocious bestiality. These chapters are of great psychological interest, because they show how deeply he had brooded on this subject. The things he describes can only have come out of his imagination, for no riots on anything like the same scale had happened in his lifetime. Here is one of his descriptions, for instance:


If Bedlam gates had been flung open wide, there would not have issued forth such maniacs as the frenzy of that night had made. There were men there who danced and trampled on the beds of flowers as though they trod down human enemies, and wrenched them from the9 stalks, like savages who twisted human necks. There were men who cast their lighted torches in the air, and suffered them to fall upon their heads and faces, blistering the skin with deep unseemly burns. There were men who rushed up to the fire, and paddled in it with their hands as if in water; and others who were restrained by force from plunging in, to gratify their deadly longing. On the skull of one drunken lad—not twenty, by his looks—who lay upon the ground with a bottle to his mouth, the lead from the roof came streaming down in a shower of liquid fire, white hot, melting his head like wax … But of all the howling throng not one learnt mercy from, or sickened at, these sights; nor was the fierce, besotted, senseless rage of one man glutted.



You might almost think you were reading a description of ‘Red’ Spain by a partisan of General Franco. One ought, of course, to remember that when Dickens was writing, the London ‘mob’ still existed. (Nowadays there is no mob, only a flock.) Low wages and the growth and shift of population had brought into existence a huge, dangerous slum-proletariat, and until the early middle of the nineteenth century there was hardly such a thing as a police force. When the brickbats began to fly there was nothing between shuttering your windows and ordering the troops to open fire. In A Tale of Two Cities10 he is dealing with a revolution which was really about something, and11 Dickens’s attitude is different, but not entirely different. As a matter of fact, A Tale of Two Cities is a book which tends to leave a false impression behind, especially after a lapse of time.

The one thing that everyone who has read A Tale of Two Cities remembers is the Reign of Terror. The whole book is dominated by the guillotine—tumbrils thundering to and fro, bloody knives, heads bouncing into the basket, and sinister old women knitting as they watch. Actually these scenes only occupy a few chapters, but they are written with terrible intensity, and the rest of the book is rather slow going. But A Tale of Two Cities is not a companion volume to The Scarlet Pimpernel.12 Dickens sees clearly enough that the French Revolution was bound to happen and that many of the people who were executed deserved what they got. If, he says, you behave as the French aristocracy had behaved, vengeance will follow. He repeats this over and over again. We are constantly being reminded that while ‘my lord’ is lolling in bed, with four liveried footmen serving his chocolate and the peasants starving outside, somewhere in the forest a tree is growing which will presently be sawn into planks for the platform of the guillotine, etc. etc. etc. The inevitability of the Terror, given its causes, is insisted upon in the clearest terms:


It was too much the way … to talk of this terrible Revolution as if it were the one13 only harvest ever known under the skies that had not been sown—as if nothing had ever been done, or omitted to be done, that had led to it—as if observers of the wretched millions in France, and of the misused and perverted resources that should have made them prosperous, had not seen it inevitably coming, years before, and had not in plain words14 recorded what they saw.



And again:


All the devouring and insatiate Monsters15 imagined since imagination could record itself, are fused in the one realisation, Guillotine. And yet there is not in France, with its rich variety of soil and climate, a blade, a leaf, a root, a sprig, a peppercorn, which will grow to maturity under conditions more certain than those that have produced this horror. Crush humanity out of shape once more, under similar hammers, and it will twist itself into the same tortured forms.



In other words, the French aristocracy had dug their own graves. But there is no perception here of what is now called historic necessity. Dickens sees that the results are inevitable, given the causes, but he thinks that the causes might have been avoided. The Revolution is something that happens because centuries of oppression have made the French peasantry subhuman. If the wicked nobleman could somehow have turned over a new leaf, like Scrooge, there would have been no Revolution, no jacquerie, no guillotine—and so much the better. This is the opposite of the ‘revolutionary’ attitude. From the ‘revolutionary’ point of view the class-struggle is the main source of progress, and therefore the nobleman who robs the peasant and goads him to revolt is playing a necessary part, just as much as the Jacobin who guillotines the nobleman. Dickens never writes anywhere a line that can be interpreted as meaning this. Revolution as he sees it is merely a monster that is begotten by tyranny and always ends by devouring its own instruments. In Sidney Carton’s vision at the foot of the guillotine, he foresees Defarge and the other leading spirits of the Terror all perishing under the same knife—which, in fact, was approximately what happened.

And Dickens is very sure that revolution is a monster. That is why everyone remembers the revolutionary scenes in A Tale of Two Cities; they have the quality of nightmare, and it is Dickens’s own nightmare. Again and again he insists upon the meaningless horrors of revolution—the mass-butcheries, the injustice, the ever-present terror of spies, the frightful blood-lust of the mob. The descriptions of the Paris mob—the description, for instance, of the crowd of murderers struggling round the grindstone to sharpen their weapons before butchering the prisoners in the September massacres—outdo anything in Barnaby Rudge. The revolutionaries appear to him simply as degraded savages—in fact, as lunatics. He broods over their frenzies with a curious imaginative intensity. He describes them dancing the ‘Carmagnole,’16 for instance:


There could not be fewer than five hundred people, and they were dancing like five thousand demons … They danced to the popular Revolution song, keeping a ferocious time that was like a gnashing of teeth in unison … They advanced, retreated, struck at one another’s hands, clutched at one another’s heads, spun round alone, caught one another and spun round in pairs, until many of them dropped … Suddenly they stopped again, paused, struck out the time afresh, formed17 into lines the width of the public way, and with their heads low down and their hands high up, swooped screaming off. No fight could have been half so terrible as this dance. It was so emphatically a fallen sport—a something, once innocent, delivered over to all devilry ….



He even credits some of these wretches with a taste for guillotining children. The passage I have abridged above ought to be read in full. It and others like it show how deep was Dickens’s horror of revolutionary hysteria. Notice, for instance, that touch, ‘with their heads low down and their hands high up’, etc., and the evil vision it conveys. Madame Defarge is a truly dreadful figure, certainly Dickens’s most successful attempt at a malignant character. Defarge and others are simply ‘the new oppressors who have risen on the destruction of the old’, the revolutionary courts are presided over by ‘the lowest, cruellest and worst populace’, and so on and so forth. All the way through Dickens insists upon the nightmare insecurity of a revolutionary period, and in this he shows a great deal of prescience. ‘A law of the suspected, which struck away all security for liberty or life, and delivered over any good and innocent person to any bad and guilty one; prisons gorged with people who had committed no offence, and could obtain no hearing’—it would apply pretty accurately to several countries to-day.

The apologists of any revolution generally try to minimise its horrors; Dickens’s impulse is to exaggerate them—and from a historical point of view he has certainly exaggerated. Even the Reign of Terror was a much smaller thing than he makes it appear. Though he quotes no figures, he gives the impression of a frenzied massacre lasting for years, whereas in reality the whole of the Terror, so far as the number of deaths goes, was a joke compared with one of Napoleon’s battles. But the bloody knives and the tumbrils rolling to and fro create in his mind a special, sinister vision which he has succeeded in passing on to generations of readers. Thanks to Dickens, the very word ‘tumbril’ has a murderous sound; one forgets that a tumbril is only a sort of farm-cart. To this day, to the average Englishman, the French Revolution means no more than a pyramid of severed heads. It is a strange thing that Dickens, much more in sympathy with the ideas of the Revolution than most Englishmen of his time, should have played a part in creating this impression.

If you hate violence and don’t believe in politics, the only major remedy remaining is education. Perhaps society is past praying for, but there is always hope for the individual human being, if you can catch him young enough. This belief partly accounts for Dickens’s preoccupation with childhood.

No one, at any rate no English writer, has written better about childhood than Dickens. In spite of all the knowledge that has accumulated since, in spite of the fact that children are now comparatively sanely treated, no novelist has shown the same power of entering into the child’s point of view. I must have been about nine years old when I first read David Copperfield. The mental atmosphere of the opening chapters was so immediately intelligible to me that I vaguely imagined they had been written by a child. And yet when one re-reads the book as an adult and sees the Murdstones, for instance, dwindle from gigantic figures of doom into semi-comic monsters, these passages lose nothing. Dickens has been able to stand both inside and outside the child’s mind, in such a way that the same scene can be wild burlesque or sinister reality, according to the age at which one reads it. Look, for instance, at the scene in which David Copperfield is unjustly suspected of eating the mutton chops; or the scene in which Pip, in Great Expectations, coming back from Miss Havisham’s house and finding himself completely unable to describe what he has seen, takes refuge in a series of outrageous lies—which, of course, are eagerly believed. All the isolation of childhood is there. And how accurately he has recorded the mechanisms of the child’s mind, its visualising tendency, its sensitiveness to certain kinds of impression. Pip relates how in his childhood his ideas about his dead parents were derived from their tombstones:


The shape of the letters on my father’s, gave me an odd idea that he was a square, stout, dark man, with curly black hair. From the character and turn of the inscription, ‘Also Georgiana, Wife of the Above’,18 I drew a childish conclusion that my mother was freckled and sickly. To five little stone lozenges, each about a foot and a half long, which were arranged in a neat row beside their grave, and were sacred to the memory of five little brothers of mine … I am indebted for a belief I religiously entertained that they had all been born on their backs with their hands in their trousers-pockets,19 and had never taken them out in this state of existence.



There is a similar passage in David Copperfield. After biting Mr Murdstone’s hand, David is sent away to school and obliged to wear on his back a placard saying, ‘Take care of him. He bites.’ He looks at the door in the playground where the boys have carved their names, and from the appearance of each name he seems to know in just what tone of voice the boy will read out the placard:


There was one boy—a certain J. Steerforth—who cut his name very deep and very often, who, I conceived, would read it in a rather strong voice, and afterwards pull my hair. There was another boy, one Tommy Traddles, who I dreaded would make game of it, and pretend to be dreadfully frightened of me. There was a third, George Demple, who I fancied would sing it.



When I read this passage as a child, it seemed to me that those were exactly the pictures that those particular names would call up. The reason, of course, is the sound-associations of the words (Demple—‘temple’; Traddles—probably ‘skedaddle’). But how many people, before Dickens, had ever noticed such things? A sympathetic attitude towards children was a much rarer thing in Dickens’s day than it is now. The early nineteenth century was not a good time to be a child. In Dickens’s youth children were still being ‘solemnly tried at a criminal bar, where they were held up to be seen’, and it was not so long since boys of thirteen had been hanged for petty theft. The doctrine of ‘breaking the child’s spirit’ was in full vigour, and The Fairchild Family was a standard book for children till late into the century. This evil book is now issued in pretty-pretty expurgated editions, but it is well worth reading in the original version. It gives one some idea of the lengths to which child-discipline was sometimes carried. Mr. Fairchild, for instance, when he catches his children quarrelling, first thrashes them, reciting Doctor Watts’s ‘Let dogs delight to bark and bite’ between blows of the cane, and then takes them to spend the afternoon20 beneath a gibbet where the rotting corpse of a murderer is hanging. In the earlier part of the century scores of thousands of children, aged sometimes as young as six, were literally worked to death in the mines or cotton mills, and even at the fashionable public schools boys were flogged till they ran with blood for a mistake in their Latin verses. One thing which Dickens seems to have recognised, and which most of his contemporaries did not, is the sadistic sexual element in flogging. I think this can be inferred from David Copperfield and Nicholas Nickleby. But mental cruelty to a child infuriates him as much as physical, and though there is a fair number of exceptions, his schoolmasters are generally scoundrels.

Except for the universities and the big public schools, every kind of education then existing in England gets a mauling at Dickens’s hands. There is Doctor Blimber’s Academy, where little boys are blown up with Greek until they burst, and the revolting charity schools of the period, which produced specimens like Noah Claypole and Uriah Heep, and Salem House, and Dotheboys Hall, and the disgraceful little dame-school kept by Mr Wopsle’s great-aunt. Some of what Dickens says remains true even to-day. Salem House is the ancestor of the modern ‘prep. school’, which still has a good deal of resemblance to it; and as for Mr Wopsle’s great-aunt, some old fraud of much the same stamp is carrying on at this moment in nearly every small town in England. But, as usual, Dickens’s criticism is neither creative nor destructive. He sees the idiocy of an educational system founded on the Greek lexicon and the wax-ended cane; on the other hand, he has no use for the new kind of school that is coming up in the ’fifties and ‘sixties, the ‘modern’ school, with its gritty insistence on ‘facts’. What, then, does he want? As always, what he appears to want is a moralised version of the existing thing—the old type of school, but with no caning, no bullying or underfeeding, and not quite so much Greek. Doctor Strong’s school, to which David Copperfield goes after he escapes from Murdstone & Grinby’s, is simply Salem House with the vices left out and a good deal of ‘old grey stones’ atmosphere thrown in:


Doctor Strong’s was an excellent school, as different from Mr Creakle’s as good is from evil. It was very gravely and decorously ordered, and on a sound system; with an appeal, in everything, to the honour and good faith of the boys … which worked wonders. We all felt that we had a part in the management of the place, and in sustaining its character and dignity. Hence, we soon became warmly attached to it—I am sure I did for one, and I never knew, in all my time, of any boy being otherwise—and learnt with a good will, desiring to do it credit. We had noble games out of hours, and plenty of liberty; but even then, as I remember, we were well spoken of in the town, and rarely did any disgrace, by our appearance or manner, to the reputation of Doctor Strong and Doctor Strong’s boys.



In the woolly vagueness of this passage one can see Dickens’s utter lack of any educational theory. He can imagine the moral atmosphere of a good school, but nothing further. The boys ‘learnt with a good will’, but what did they learn? No doubt it was Doctor Blimber’s curriculum, a little watered down. Considering the attitude to society that is everywhere implied in Dickens’s novels, it comes as rather a shock to learn that he sent his eldest son to Eton and sent all his children through the ordinary educational mill. Gissing seems to think that he may have done this because he was painfully conscious of being under-educated himself. Here perhaps Gissing is influenced by his own love of classical learning. Dickens had had little or no formal education, but he lost nothing by missing it, and on the whole he seems to have been aware of this. If he was unable to imagine a better school than Doctor Strong’s, or, in real life, than Eton, it was probably due to an intellectual deficiency rather different from the one Gissing suggests.

It seems that in every attack Dickens makes upon society he is always pointing to a change of spirit rather than a change of structure. It is hopeless to try and pin him down to any definite remedy, still more to any political doctrine. His approach is always along the moral plane, and his attitude is sufficiently summed up in that remark about Strong’s school being as different from Creakle’s ‘as good is from evil’. Two things can be very much alike and yet abysmally different. Heaven and Hell are in the same place. Useless to change institutions without a ‘change of heart’—that, essentially, is what he is always saying.

If that were all, he might be no more than a cheer-up writer, a reactionary humbug. A ‘change of heart’ is in fact the alibi of people who do not wish to endanger the status quo. But Dickens is not a humbug, except in minor matters, and the strongest single impression one carries away from his books is that of a hatred of tyranny. I said earlier that Dickens is not in the accepted sense a revolutionary writer. But it is not at all certain that a merely moral criticism of society may not be just as ‘revolutionary’—and revolution, after all, means turning things upside down—as the politico-economic criticism which is fashionable at this moment. Blake was not a politician, but there is more understanding of the nature of capitalist society in a poem like ‘I wander through each charter’d street’ than in three-quarters of Socialist literature. Progress is not an illusion, it happens, but it is slow and invariably disappointing. There is always a new tyrant waiting to take over from the old—generally not quite so bad, but still a tyrant. Consequently two viewpoints are always tenable. The one, how can you improve human nature until you have changed the system? The other, what is the use of changing the system before you have improved human nature? They appeal to different individuals, and they probably show a21 tendency to alternate in point of time. The moralist and the revolutionary are constantly undermining one another. Marx exploded a hundred tons of dynamite beneath the moralist position, and we are still living in the echo of that tremendous crash. But already, somewhere or other, the sappers are at work and fresh dynamite is being tamped in place to blow Marx at the moon. Then Marx, or somebody like him, will come back with yet more dynamite, and so the process continues, to an end we cannot yet foresee. The central problem—how to prevent power from being abused—remains unsolved. Dickens, who had not the vision to see that private property is an obstructive nuisance, had the vision to see that. ‘If men would behave decently the world would be decent’ is not such a platitude as it sounds.
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More completely than most writers, perhaps, Dickens can be explained in terms of his social origin, though actually his family history was not quite what one would infer from his novels. His father was a clerk in government service, and through his mother’s family he had connections with both the army and the navy. But from the age of nine onwards he was brought up in London in commercial surroundings, and generally in an atmosphere of struggling poverty. Mentally he belongs to the small urban bourgeoisie, and he happens to be an exceptionally fine specimen of this class, with all the ‘points’, as it were, very highly developed. That is partly what makes him so interesting. If one wants a modern equivalent, the nearest would be H.G. Wells, who has had a rather similar history and who obviously owes something to Dickens as a novelist. Arnold Bennett was essentially of the same type, but, unlike the other two, he was a midlander, with an industrial and Nonconformist rather than commercial and Anglican background.

The great disadvantage, and advantage, of the small urban bourgeois is his limited outlook. He sees the world as a middle-class world, and everything outside these limits is either laughable or slightly wicked. On the one hand, he has no contact with industry or the soil; on the other, no contact with the governing classes. Anyone who has studied Wells’s novels in detail will have noticed that though he hates the aristocrat like poison, he has no particular objection to the plutocrat, and no enthusiasm for the proletarian. His most-hated types, the people he believes to be responsible for all human ills, are kings, landowners, priests, nationalists, soldiers, scholars and peasants. At first sight a list beginning with kings and ending with peasants looks like a mere omnium gatherum, but in reality all these people have a common factor. All of them are archaic types, people who are governed by tradition and whose eyes are turned towards the past—the opposite, therefore, of the rising bourgeois who has put his money on the future and sees the past simply as a dead hand.

Actually, although Dickens lived in a period when the bourgeoisie was really a rising class, he displays this characteristic less strongly than Wells. He is almost unconscious of the future and has a rather sloppy love of the picturesque (the ‘quaint old church’, etc.). Nevertheless his list of most-hated types is like enough to Wells’s for the similarity to be striking. He is vaguely on the side of the working class—has a sort of generalised sympathy with them because they are oppressed—but he does not in reality know much about them; they come into his books chiefly as servants, and comic servants at that. At the other end of the scale he loathes the aristocrat and—going one better than Wells in this—loathes the big bourgeois as well. His real sympathies are bounded by Mr Pickwick on the upper side and Mr Barkis on the lower. But the term ‘aristocrat’, for the type Dickens hates, is vague and needs defining.

Actually Dickens’s target is not so much the great aristocracy, who hardly enter into his books, as their petty offshoots, the cadging dowagers who live up mews22 in Mayfair, and the bureaucrats and professional soldiers. All through his books there are countless hostile sketches of these people, and hardly any that are friendly. There are practically no friendly pictures of the landowning class, for instance. One might make a doubtful exception of Sir Leicester Dedlock; otherwise there is only Mr Wardle (who is a stock figure—the ‘good old squire’) and Haredale in Barnaby Rudge, who has Dickens’s sympathy because he is a persecuted Catholic. There are no friendly pictures of soldiers (i.e. officers), and none at all of naval men. As for his bureaucrats, judges and magistrates, most of them would feel quite at home in the Circumlocution Office. The only officials whom Dickens handles with any kind of friendliness are, significantly enough, policemen.

Dickens’s attitude is easily intelligible to an Englishman, because it is part of the English puritan tradition, which is not dead even at this day. The class Dickens belonged to, at least by adoption, was growing suddenly rich after a couple of centuries of obscurity. It had grown up mainly in the big towns, out of contact with agriculture, and politically impotent; government, in its experience, was something which either interfered or persecuted. Consequently it was a class with no tradition of public service and not much tradition of usefulness. What now strikes us as remarkable about the new moneyed class of the nineteenth century is their complete irresponsibility; they see everything in terms of individual success, with hardly any consciousness that the community exists. On the other hand, a Tite Barnacle, even when he was neglecting his duties, would have some vague notion of what duties he was neglecting. Dickens’s attitude is never irresponsible, still less does he take the money-grubbing Smilesian23 line; but at the back of his mind there is usually a half-belief that the whole apparatus of government is unnecessary. Parliament is simply Lord Coodle and Sir Thomas Doodle, the Empire is simply Major Bagstock and his Indian servant, the Army is simply Colonel Chowser and Doctor Slammer, the public services are simply Bumble and the Circumlocution Office—and so on and so forth. What he does not see, or only intermittently sees, is that Coodle and Doodle and all the other corpses left over from the eighteenth century are performing a function which neither Pickwick nor Boffin would ever bother about.

And of course this narrowness of vision is in one way a great advantage to him, because it is fatal for a caricaturist to see too much. From Dickens’s point of view ‘good’ society is simply a collection of village idiots. What a crew! Lady Tippins! Mrs Gowan! Lord Verisopht! The Honourable Bob Stables! Mrs Sparsit (whose husband was a Powler)! The Tite Barnacles! Nupkins! It is practically a case-book in lunacy. But at the same time his remoteness from the landowning-military-bureaucratic class incapacitates him for full-length satire. He only succeeds with this class when he depicts them as mental defectives. The accusation which used to be made against Dickens in his lifetime, that he ‘could not paint a gentleman’, was an absurdity, but it is true in this sense, that what he says against the ‘gentleman’ class is seldom very damaging. Sir Mulberry Hawk, for instance, is a wretched attempt at the wicked-baronet type. Harthouse in Hard Times is better, but he would be only an ordinary achievement for Trollope or Thackeray. Trollope’s thoughts hardly move outside the ‘gentleman’ class, but Thackeray has the great advantage of having a foot in two moral camps. In some ways his outlook is very similar to Dickens’s. Like Dickens, he identifies with the puritanical moneyed class against the card-playing, debt-bilking aristocracy. The eighteenth century, as he sees it, is sticking out into the nineteenth in the person of the wicked Lord Steyne. Vanity Fair is a full-length version of what Dickens did for a few chapters in Little Dorrit. But by origins and upbringing Thackeray happens to be somewhat nearer to the class he is satirising. Consequently he can produce such comparatively subtle types as, for instance, Major Pendennis and Rawdon Crawley. Major Pendennis is a shallow old snob, and Rawdon Crawley is a thick-headed ruffian who sees nothing wrong in living for years by swindling tradesmen; but what Thackeray realises is that according to their tortuous code they are neither of them bad men. Major Pendennis would not sign a dud cheque, for instance. Rawdon certainly would, but on the other hand he would not desert a friend in a tight corner. Both of them would behave well on the field of battle—a thing that would not particularly appeal to Dickens. The result is that at the end one is left with a kind of amused tolerance for Major Pendennis and with something approaching respect for Rawdon; and yet one sees, better than any diatribe could make one, the utter rottenness of that kind of cadging, toadying life on the fringes of smart society. Dickens would be quite incapable of this. In his hands both Rawdon and the Major would dwindle to traditional caricatures. And, on the whole, his attacks on ‘good’ society are rather perfunctory. The aristocracy and the big bourgeoisie exist in his books chiefly as a kind of ‘noises off’, a haw-hawing chorus somewhere in the wings, like Podsnap’s dinner-parties. When he produces a really subtle and damaging portrait, like John Dorrit or Harold24 Skimpole, it is generally of some rather middling, unimportant person.

One very striking thing about Dickens, especially considering the time he lived in, is his lack of vulgar nationalism. All peoples who have reached the point of becoming nations tend to despise foreigners, but there is not much doubt that the English-speaking races are the worst offenders. One can see this from the fact that as soon as they become fully aware of any foreign race, they invent an insulting nickname for it. Wop, Dago, Froggy, Squarehead, Kike, Sheeny, Nigger, Wog, Chink, Greaser, Yellowbelly—these are merely a selection. Any time before 1870 the list would have been shorter, because the map of the world was different from what it is now, and there were only three or four foreign races that had fully entered into the English consciousness. But towards these, and especially towards France, the nearest and best-hated nation, the English attitude of patronage was so intolerable that English ‘arrogance’ and ‘xenophobia’ are still a legend. And of course they are not a completely untrue legend even now. Till very recently nearly all English children were brought up to despise the southern European races, and history as taught in schools was mainly a list of battles won by England. But one has got to read, say, the Quarterly Review of the ’thirties to know what boasting really is. Those were the days when the English built up their legend of themselves as ‘sturdy islanders’ and ‘stubborn hearts of oak’ and when it was accepted as a kind of scientific fact that one Englishman was the equal of three foreigners. All through nineteenth-century novels and comic papers there runs the traditional figure of the ‘Froggy’—a small ridiculous man with a tiny beard and a pointed top-hat, always jabbering and gesticulating, vain, frivolous and fond of boasting of his martial exploits, but generally taking to flight when real danger appears. Over against him was John Bull, the ‘sturdy English yeoman’, or (a more public-school version) the ‘strong, silent Englishman’ of Charles Kingsley, Tom Hughes and others.

Thackeray, for instance, has this outlook very strongly, though there are moments when he sees through it and laughs at it. The one historical fact that is firmly fixed in his mind is that the English won the battle of Waterloo. One never reads far in his books without coming upon some reference to it. The English, as he sees it, are invincible because of their tremendous physical strength, due mainly to living on beef. Like most Englishman of his time, he has the curious illusion that the English are larger than other people (Thackeray, as it happened, was larger than most people), and therefore he is capable of writing passages like this:


I say to you that you are better than a Frenchman. I would lay even money that you who are reading this are more than five feet seven in height, and weigh eleven stone; while a Frenchman is five feet four and does not weigh nine. The Frenchman has after his soup a dish of vegetables, where you have one of meat. You are a different and superior animal—a French-beating animal (the history of hundreds of years has shown you to be so), etc. etc.



There are similar passages scattered all through Thackeray’s works. Dickens would never be guilty of anything of the kind. It would be an exaggeration to say that he nowhere pokes fun at foreigners, and of course, like nearly all nineteenth-century Englishmen, he is untouched by European culture. But never anywhere does he indulge in the typical English boasting, the ‘island race’, ‘bulldog breed’, ‘right little, tight little island’ style of talk. In the whole of A Tale of Two Cities there is not a line that could be taken as meaning, ‘Look how these wicked Frenchmen behave!’ The one place where he seems to display a normal hatred of foreigners is in the American chapters of Martin Chuzzlewit. This, however, is simply the reaction of a generous mind against cant. If Dickens were alive to-day he would make a trip to Soviet Russia and come back with a book rather like Gide’s Retour de l’URSS.25 But he is remarkably free from the idiocy of regarding nations as individuals. He seldom even makes jokes turning on nationality. He does not exploit the comic Irishman and the comic Welshman, for instance, and not because he objects to stock characters and ready-made jokes, which obviously he does not. It is perhaps more significant that he shows no prejudice against Jews. It is true that he takes it for granted (Oliver Twist and Great Expectations) that a receiver of stolen goods will be a Jew, which at the time was probably justified. But the ‘Jew joke’, endemic in English literature until the rise of Hitler, does not appear in his books, and in Our Mutual Friend he makes a pious though not very convincing attempt to stand up for the Jews.

Dickens’s lack of vulgar nationalism is in part the mark of a real largeness of mind, and in part results from his negative, rather unhelpful political attitude. He is very much an Englishman, but he is hardly aware of it—certainly the thought of being an Englishman does not thrill him. He has no imperialist feeling, no discernible views on foreign politics, and is untouched by the military tradition. Temperamentally he is much nearer to the small Nonconformist tradesman who looks down on the ‘redcoats’ and thinks that war is wicked—a one-eyed view, but, after all, war is wicked. It is noticeable that Dickens hardly writes of war, even to denounce it. With all his marvellous powers of description, and of describing things he had never seen, he never describes a battle, unless one counts the attack on the Bastille in A Tale of Two Cities. Probably the subject would not strike him as interesting, and in any case he would not regard a battlefield as a place where anything worth settling could be settled. It is one up to the lower-middle-class, puritan mentality.
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Dickens had grown up near enough to poverty to be terrified of it, and in spite of his generosity of mind, he is not free from the special prejudices of the shabby-genteel. It is usual to claim him as a ‘popular’ writer, a champion of the ‘oppressed masses’. So he is, so long as he thinks of them as oppressed; but there are two things that condition his attitude. In the first place, he is a south-of-England26 man, and a Cockney at that, and therefore out of touch with the bulk of the real oppressed masses, the industrial and agricultural labourers. It is interesting to see how Chesterton, another Cockney, always presents Dickens as the spokesman of ‘the poor’, without showing much awareness of who ‘the poor’ really are. To Chesterton ‘the poor’ means small shopkeepers and servants. Sam Weller, he says, ‘is the great symbol in English literature of the populace peculiar to England’; and Sam Weller is a valet! The other point is that Dickens’s early experiences have given him a horror of proletarian roughness. He shows this unmistakably whenever he writes of the very poorest of the poor, the slum-dwellers. His descriptions of the London slums are always full of undisguised repulsion:


The ways were foul and narrow; the shops and houses wretched; and people half-naked, drunken, slipshod and ugly. Alleys and archways, like so many cesspools, disgorged their offences of smell, and dirt, and life, upon the straggling streets; and the whole quarter reeked with crime, and filth, and misery, etc. etc.



There are many similar passages in Dickens. From them one gets the impression of whole submerged populations whom he regards as being beyond the pale. In rather the same way the modern doctrinaire Socialist contemptuously writes off a large block of the population as ‘lumpenproletariat’. Dickens also shows less understanding of criminals than one would expect of him. Although he is well aware of the social and economic causes of crime, he often seems to feel that when a man has once broken the law he has put himself outside human society. There is a chapter at the end of David Copperfield in which David visits the prison where Littimer and Uriah Heep are serving their sentences. Dickens actually seems to regard the horrible ‘model’ prisons, against which Charles Reade delivered his memorable attack in It is Never too Late to Mend, as too humane. He complains that the food is too good! As soon as he comes up against crime or the worst depths of poverty, he shows traces of the ‘I’ve always kept myself respectable’ habit of mind. The attitude of Pip (obviously the attitude of Dickens himself) towards Magwitch in Great Expectations is extremely interesting. Pip is conscious all along of his ingratitude towards Joe, but far less so of his ingratitude towards Magwitch. When he discovers that the person who has loaded him with benefits for years is actually a transported convict, he falls into frenzies of disgust. ‘The abhorrence in which I held the man, the dread I had of him, the repugnance with which I shrank from him, could not have been exceeded if he had been some terrible beast,’ etc. etc. So far as one can discover from the text, this is not because when Pip was a child he had been terrorised by Magwitch in the churchyard; it is because Magwitch is a criminal and a convict. There is an even more ‘kept-myself-respectable’ touch in the fact that Pip feels as a matter of course that he cannot take Magwitch’s money. The money is not the product of a crime, it has been honestly acquired; but it is an ex-convict’s money and therefore ‘tainted’. There is nothing psychologically false in this, either. Psychologically the latter part of Great Expectations is about the best thing Dickens ever did; throughout this part of the book one feels ‘Yes, that is just how Pip would have behaved’. But the point is that in the matter of Magwitch, Dickens identifies with Pip, and his attitude is at bottom snobbish. The result is that Magwitch belongs to the same queer class of characters as Falstaff and, probably, Don Quixote—characters who are more pathetic than the author intended.

When it is a question of the non-criminal poor, the ordinary, decent, labouring poor, there is of course nothing contemptuous in Dickens’s attitude. He has the sincerest admiration for people like the Peggottys and the Plornishes. But it is questionable whether he really regards them as equals. It is of the greatest interest to read Chapter XI of David Copperfield and side by side with it the autobiographical fragment (parts of this are given in Forster’s Life), in which Dickens expresses his feelings about the blacking-factory episode a great deal more strongly than in the novel. For more than twenty years afterwards the memory was so painful to him that he would go out of his way to avoid that part of the Strand. He says that to pass that way ‘made me cry, after my eldest child could speak’. The text makes it quite clear that what hurt him most of all, then and in retrospect, was the enforced contact with ‘low’ associates:


No words can express the secret agony of my soul as I sunk into this companionship; compared these every day associates with those of my happier childhood … But I held some station at the blacking warehouse too … I soon became at least as expeditious and as skilful with my hands, as either of the other boys. Though perfectly familiar with them, my conduct and manners were different enough from theirs to place a space between us. They, and the men, always spoke of me as ‘the young gentleman’. A certain man … used to call me ‘Charles’ sometimes in speaking to me; but I think it was mostly when we were very confidential … Poll Green uprose once, and rebelled against the ‘young-gentleman’ usage; but Bob Fagin settled him speedily.



It was as well that there should be ‘a space between us’, you see. However much Dickens may admire the working classes, he does not wish to resemble them. Given his origins, and the time he lived in, it could hardly be otherwise. In the early nineteenth century class-animosities may have been no sharper than they are now, but the surface differences between class and class were enormously greater. The ‘gentleman’ and the ‘common man’ must have seemed like different species of animal. Dickens is quite genuinely on the side of the poor against the rich, but it would be next door to impossible for him not to think of a working-class exterior as a stigma. In one of Tolstoy’s fables the peasants of a certain village judge every stranger who arrives from the state of his hands. If his palms are hard from work, they let him in; if his palms are soft, out he goes. This would be hardly intelligible to Dickens; all his heroes have soft hands. His younger heroes—Nicholas Nickleby, Martin Chuzzlewit, Edward Chester, David Copperfield, John Harmon—are usually of the type known as ‘walking gentlemen’. He likes a bourgeois exterior and a bourgeois (not aristocratic) accent. One curious symptom of this is that he will not allow anyone who is to play a heroic part to speak like a working man. A comic hero like Sam Weller, or a merely pathetic figure like Stephen Blackpool, can speak with a broad accent, but the jeune premier always speaks the then equivalent of B.B.C. This is so, even when it involves absurdities. Little Pip, for instance, is brought up by people speaking broad Essex, but talks upper-class English from his earliest childhood; actually he would have talked the same dialect as Joe, or at least as Mrs Gargery. So also with Biddy Wopsle, Lizzie Hexam, Sissie Jupe, Oliver Twist—one ought perhaps to add Little Dorrit. Even Rachel in Hard Times has barely a trace of Lancashire accent, an impossibility in her case.

One thing that often gives the clue to a novelist’s real feelings on the class question is the attitude he takes up when class collides with sex. This is a thing too painful to be lied about, and consequently it is one of the points at which the ‘I’m-not-a-snob’ pose tends to break down.

One sees that at its most obvious where a class-distinction is also a colour-distinction.27 And something resembling the colonial attitude (‘native’ women are fair game, white women are sacrosanct) exists in a veiled form in all-white communities, causing bitter resentment on both sides. When this issue arises, novelists often revert to crude class-feelings which they might disclaim at other times. A good example of ‘class-conscious’ reaction is a rather forgotten novel, The People of Clopton, by George Bartram.28 The author’s moral code is quite clearly mixed up with class-hatred. He feels the seduction of a poor girl by a rich man to be something atrocious, a kind of defilement, something quite different from her seduction by a man in her own walk of life. Trollope deals with this theme twice (The Three Clerks and The Small House at Allington) and, as one might expect, entirely from the upper-class angle. As he sees it, an affair with a barmaid or a landlady’s daughter is simply an ‘entanglement’ to be escaped from. Trollope’s moral standards are strict, and he does not allow the seduction actually to happen, but the implication is always that a working-class girl’s feelings do not greatly matter. In The Three Clerks he even gives the typical class-reaction by noting that the girl ‘smells’. Meredith (Rhoda Fleming) takes more the ‘class-conscious’ viewpoint. Thackeray, as often, seems to hesitate. In Pendennis (Fanny Bolton) his attitude is much the same as Trollope’s; in A Shabby Genteel Story it is nearer to Meredith’s.

One could divine a good deal about Trollope’s social origin, or Meredith’s, or Bartram’s, merely from their handling of the class-sex theme. So one can with Dickens, but what emerges, as usual, is that he is more inclined to identify himself29 with the middle class than with the proletariat. The one incident that seems to contradict this is the tale of the young peasant-girl in Doctor Manette’s manuscript in A Tale of Two Cities. This, however, is merely a costume-piece put in to explain the implacable hatred of Madame Defarge, which Dickens does not pretend to approve of. In David Copperfield, where he is dealing with a typical nineteenth-century seduction, the class-issue does not seem to strike him as paramount. It is a law of Victorian novels that sexual misdeeds must not go unpunished, and so Steerforth is drowned on Yarmouth sands, but neither Dickens, nor old Peggotty, nor even Ham, seems to feel that Steerforth has added to his offence by being the son of rich parents. The Steerforths are moved by class-motives, but the Peggottys are not—not even in the scene between Mrs Steerforth and old Peggotty; if they were, of course, they would probably turn against David as well as against Steerforth.

In Our Mutual Friend Dickens treats the episode of Eugene Wrayburn and Lizzie Hexam very realistically and with no appearance of class bias. According to the ‘unhand me, monster’ tradition, Lizzie ought either to ‘spurn’ Eugene or to be ruined by him and throw herself off Waterloo Bridge; Eugene ought to be either a heartless betrayer or a hero resolved upon defying society. Neither behaves in the least like this. Lizzie is frightened by Eugene’s advances and actually runs away from them, but hardly pretends to dislike them; Eugene is attracted by her, has too much decency to attempt seducing her and dare not marry her because of his family. Finally they are married and no one is any the worse, except perhaps Mr Twemlow, who will lose a few dinner engagements. It is all very much as it might have happened in real life. But a ‘class-conscious’ novelist would have given her to Bradley Headstone.

But when it is the other way about—when it is a case of a poor man aspiring to some woman who is ‘above’ him—Dickens instantly retreats into the middle-class attitude. He is rather fond of the Victorian notion of a woman (woman with a capital W) being ‘above’ a man. Pip feels that Estella is ‘above’ him, Esther Summerson is ‘above’ Guppy, Little Dorrit is ‘above’ John Chivery, Lucy Manette is ‘above’ Sydney Carton. In some of these the ‘above’-ness is merely moral, but in others it is social. There is a scarcely mistakable class-reaction when David Copperfield discovers that Uriah Heep is plotting to marry Agnes Wickfield. The disgusting Uriah suddenly announces30 that he is in love with her:


‘Oh, Master Copperfield, with what a pure affection do I love the ground my Agnes walks on!’

I believe I had a31 delirious idea of seizing the red-hot poker out of the fire, and running him through with it. It went from me with a shock, like a ball fired from a rifle: but the image of Agnes, outraged by so much as a thought of this red-headed animal’s, remained in my mind when I looked at him, sitting all awry as if his mean soul griped his body, and made me giddy… ‘I believe Agnes Wickfield to be as far above you (David says later on32), and as far removed from all your aspirations, as that moon herself!’



Considering how Heep’s general lowness—his servile manners, dropped aitches and so forth—has been rubbed in throughout the book, there is not much doubt about the nature of Dickens’s feelings. Heep, of course, is playing a villainous part, but even villains have sexual lives; it is the thought of the ‘pure’ Agnes in bed with a man who drops his aitches that really revolts Dickens. But his usual tendency is to treat a man in love with a woman who is ‘above’ him as a joke. It is one of the stock jokes of English literature, from Malvolio onwards. Guppy in Bleak House is an example, John Chivery is another, and there is a rather ill-natured treatment of this theme in the ‘swarry’ in Pickwick Papers. Here Dickens describes the Bath footmen as living a kind of fantasy-life, holding dinner-parties in imitation of their ‘betters’ and deluding themselves that their young mistresses are in love with them. This evidently strikes him as very comic. So it is, in a way, though one might question whether it is not better for a footman even to have delusions of this kind than simply to accept his status in the spirit of the catechism.

In his attitude towards servants Dickens is not ahead of his age. In the nineteenth century the revolt against domestic service was just beginning, to the great annoyance of everyone with over £500 a year. An enormous number of the jokes in nineteenth-century comic papers deal with the uppishness of servants. For years Punch ran a series of jokes called ‘Servant Gal-isms’, all turning on the then astonishing fact that a servant is a human being. Dickens is sometimes guilty of this kind of thing himself. His books abound with the ordinary comic servants; they are dishonest (Great Expectations), incompetent (David Copperfield), turn up their noses at good food (Pickwick Papers), etc. etc.—all rather in the spirit of the suburban housewife with one downtrodden cook-general. But what is curious, in a nineteenth-century radical, is that when he wants to draw a sympathetic picture of a servant, he creates what is recognisably a feudal type. Sam Weller, Mark Tapley, Clara Peggotty are all of them feudal figures. They belong to the genre of the ‘old family retainer’; they identify themselves33 with their master’s family and are at once doggishly faithful and completely familiar. No doubt Mark Tapley and Sam Weller are derived to some extent from Smollett, and hence from Cervantes; but it is interesting that Dickens should have been attracted by such a type. Sam Weller’s attitude is definitely medieval. He gets himself arrested in order to follow Mr Pickwick into the Fleet, and afterwards refuses to get married because he feels that Mr Pickwick still needs his services. There is a characteristic scene between them:


‘… vages or no vages, notice or no notice,34 board or no board, lodgin’ or no lodgin’, Sam Veller, as you took from the old inn in the Borough, sticks by you, come what come35 may…’

‘My good fellow,’ said Mr Pickwick, when Mr Weller had sat down again, rather abashed at his own enthusiasm, ‘you are bound to consider the young woman also.’

‘I do consider the young ’ooman, sir,’ said Sam. ‘I have considered the young ’ooman. I’ve spoke to her, I’ve told her how I’m sitivated, she’s ready to vait till I’m ready, and I believe she vill. If she don’t, she’s not the young ’ooman I take her for, and I give her up vith36 readiness.



It is easy to imagine what the young woman would have said to this in real life. But notice the feudal atmosphere. Sam Weller is ready as a matter of course to sacrifice years of life to his master, and he can also sit down in his master’s presence. A modern manservant would never think of doing either. Dickens’s views on the servant question do not get much beyond wishing that master and servant would love one another. Sloppy in Our Mutual Friend, though a wretched failure as a character, represents the same kind of loyalty as Sam Weller. Such loyalty, of course, is natural, human and likeable; but so was feudalism.

What Dickens seems to be doing, as usual, is to reach out for an idealised version of the existing thing. He was writing at a time when domestic service must have seemed a completely inevitable evil. There were no labour-saving devices, and there was huge inequality of wealth. It was an age of enormous families, pretentious meals and inconvenient houses, when the slavey drudging fourteen hours a day in the basement kitchen was something too normal to be noticed. And given the fact of servitude, the feudal relationship is the only tolerable one. Sam Weller and Mark Tapley are dream figures, no less than the Cheerybles. If there have got to be masters and servants, how much better that the master should be Mr Pickwick and the servant should be Sam Weller. Better still, of course, if servants did not exist at all—but this Dickens is probably unable to imagine. Without a high level of mechanical development, human equality is not practically possible; Dickens goes to show that it is not imaginable either.
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It is not merely a coincidence that Dickens never writes about agriculture and writes endlessly about food. He was a Cockney, and London is the centre of the earth in rather the same sense that the belly is the centre of the body. It is a city of consumers, of people who are deeply civilised but not primarily useful. A thing that strikes one when one looks below the surface of Dickens’s books is that, as nineteenth-century novelists go, he is rather ignorant. He knows very little about the way things really happen. At first sight this statement looks flatly untrue, and it needs some qualification.

Dickens had had vivid glimpses of ‘low life’—life in a debtor’s prison, for example—and he was also a popular novelist and able to write about ordinary people. So were all the characteristic English novelists of the nineteenth century. They felt at home in the world they lived in, whereas a writer nowadays is so hopelessly isolated that the typical modern novel is a novel about a novelist. Even when Joyce, for instance, spends a decade or so in patient efforts to make contact with the ‘common man’, his ‘common man’ finally turns out to be a Jew, and a bit of a highbrow at that. Dickens at least does not suffer from this kind of thing. He has no difficulty in introducing the common motives, love, ambition, avarice, vengeance and so forth. What he does not noticeably write about, however, is work.

In Dickens’s novels anything in the nature of work happens off-stage. The only one of his heroes who has a plausible profession is David Copperfield, who is first a shorthand writer and then a novelist, like Dickens himself. With most of the others, the way they earn their living is very much in the background. Pip, for instance, ‘goes into business’ in Egypt; we are not told what business, and Pip’s working life occupies about half a page of the book. Clennam has been in some unspecified business in China, and later goes into another barely-specified business with Doyce. Martin Chuzzlewit is an architect, but does not seem to get much time for practising. In no case do their adventures spring directly out of their work. Here the contrast between Dickens and, say, Trollope is startling. And one reason for this is undoubtedly that Dickens knows very little about the professions his characters are supposed to follow. What exactly went on in Gradgrind’s factories? How did Podsnap make his money? How did Merdle work his swindles? One knows that Dickens could never follow up the details of Parliamentary elections and Stock Exchange rackets as Trollope could. As soon as he has to deal with trade, finance, industry or politics he takes refuge in vagueness, or in satire. This is the case even with legal processes, about which actually he must have known a good deal. Compare any lawsuit in Dickens with the lawsuit in Orley Farm,37 for instance.

And this partly accounts for the needless ramifications of Dickens’s novels, the awful Victorian ‘plot’. It is true that not all his novels are alike in this. A Tale of Two Cities is a very good and fairly simple story, and so in its different way is Hard Times; but these are just the two which are always rejected as ‘not like Dickens’—and incidentally they were not published in monthly numbers.fn1 The two first-person novels are also good stories, apart from their subplots. But the typical Dickens novel, Nicholas Nickleby, Oliver Twist, Martin Chuzzlewit, Our Mutual Friend, always exists round a framework of melodrama. The last thing anyone ever remembers about these books is their central story. On the other hand, I suppose no one has ever read them without carrying the memory of individual pages to the day of his death. Dickens sees human beings with the most intense vividness, but he sees them always in private life, as ‘characters’, not as functional members of society; that is to say, he sees them statically. Consequently his greatest success is The Pickwick Papers, which is not a story at all, merely a series of sketches; there is little attempt at development—the characters simply go on and on, behaving like idiots, in a kind of eternity. As soon as he tries to bring his characters into action, the melodrama begins. He cannot make the action revolve round their ordinary occupations; hence the crossword puzzle of coincidences, intrigues, murders, disguises, buried wills, long-lost brothers, etc. etc. In the end even people like Squeers and Micawber get sucked into the machinery.

Of course it would be absurd to say that Dickens is a vague or merely melodramatic writer. Much that he wrote is extremely factual, and in the power of evoking visual images he has probably never been equalled. When Dickens has once described something you see it for the rest of your life. But in a way the concreteness of his vision is a sign of what he is missing. For, after all, that is what the merely casual onlooker always sees—the outward appearance, the non-functional, the surfaces of things. No one who is really involved in the landscape ever sees the landscape. Wonderfully as he can describe an appearance, Dickens does not often describe a process. The vivid pictures that he succeeds in leaving in one’s memory are nearly always the pictures of things seen in leisure moments, in the coffee-rooms of country inns or through the windows of a stage-coach; the kind of things he notices are inn-signs, brass door-knockers, painted jugs, the interiors of shops and private houses, clothes, faces and, above all, food. Everything is seen from the consumer-angle. When he writes about Coketown he manages to evoke, in just a few paragraphs, the atmosphere of a Lancashire town as a slightly disgusted southern visitor would see it. ‘It had a black canal in it, and a river that ran purple with evil-smelling dye, and vast piles of buildings full of windows where there was a rattling and a trembling all day long, and where the piston of the steam-engine worked monotonously up and down, like the head of an elephant in a state of melancholy madness.’ That is as near as Dickens ever gets to the machinery of the mills. An engineer or a cotton-broker would see it differently,38 but then neither of them would be capable of that impressionistic touch about the heads of the elephants.

In a rather different sense his attitude to life is extremely unphysical. He is a man who lives through his eyes and ears rather than through his hands and muscles. Actually his habits were not so sedentary as this seems to imply. In spite of rather poor health and physique, he was active to the point of restlessness; throughout his life he was a remarkable walker, and he could at any rate carpenter well enough to put up stage scenery. But he was not one of those people who feel a need to use their hands. It is difficult to imagine him digging at a cabbage-patch, for instance. He gives no evidence of knowing anything about agriculture, and obviously knows nothing about any kind of game or sport. He has no interest in pugilism, for instance. Considering the age in which he was writing, it is astonishing how little physical brutality there is in Dickens’s novels. Martin Chuzzlewit and Mark Tapley, for instance, behave with the most remarkable mildness towards the Americans who are constantly menacing them with revolvers and bowie-knives. The average English or American novelist would have had them handing out socks on the jaw and exchanging pistol-shots in all directions. Dickens is too decent for that; he sees the stupidity of violence, and also he belongs to a cautious urban class which does not deal in socks on the jaw, even in theory. And his attitude towards sport is mixed up with social feelings. In England, for mainly geographical reasons, sport, especially field-sports, and snobbery are inextricably mingled. English Socialists are often flatly incredulous when told that Lenin, for instance, was devoted to shooting. In their eyes shooting, hunting, etc., are simply snobbish observances of the landed gentry; they forget that these things might appear differently in a huge virgin country like Russia. From Dickens’s point of view almost any kind of sport is at best a subject for satire. Consequently one side of nineteenth-century life—the boxing, racing, cockfighting, badger-digging, poaching, rat-catching side of life, so wonderfully embalmed in Leech’s illustrations to Surtees—is outside his scope.

What is more striking, in a seemingly ‘progressive’ radical, is that he is not mechanically minded. He shows no interest either in the details of machinery or in the things machinery can do. As Gissing remarks, Dickens nowhere describes a railway journey with anything like the enthusiasm he shows in describing journeys by stage-coach. In nearly all of his books one has a curious feeling that one is living in the first quarter of the nineteenth century, and in fact, he does tend to return to this period. Little Dorrit, written in the middle ’fifties, deals with the late ’twenties; Great Expectations (1861) is not dated, but evidently deals with the ’twenties and ’thirties. Several of the inventions and discoveries which have made the modern world possible (the electric telegraph, the breech-loading gun, india-rubber, coal gas, wood-pulp paper) first appeared in Dickens’s lifetime, but he scarcely notes them in his books. Nothing is queerer than the vagueness with which he speaks of Doyce’s ‘invention’ in Little Dorrit. It is represented as something extremely ingenious and revolutionary, ‘of great importance to his country and his fellow-creatures’, and it is also an important minor link in the book; yet we are never told what the ‘invention’ is! On the other hand, Doyce’s physical appearance is hit off with the typical Dickens touch; he has a peculiar way of moving his thumb, a way characteristic of engineers. After that, Doyce is firmly anchored in one’s memory; but, as usual, Dickens has done it by fastening on something external.

There are people (Tennyson is an example) who lack the mechanical faculty but can see the social possibilities of machinery. Dickens has not this stamp of mind. He shows very little consciousness of the future. When he speaks of human progress it is usually in terms of moral progress—men growing better; probably he would never admit that men are only as good as their technical development allows them to be. At this point the gap between Dickens and his modern analogue H. G. Wells, is at its widest. Wells wears the future round his neck like a millstone, but Dickens’s unscientific cast of mind is just as damaging in a different way. What it does is to make any positive attitude more difficult for him. He is hostile to the feudal, agricultural past and not in real touch with the industrial present. Well, then, all that remains is the future (meaning Science, ‘progress’ and so forth), which hardly enters into his thoughts. Therefore, while attacking everything in sight, he has no definable standard of comparison. As I have pointed out already, he attacks the current educational system with perfect justice, and yet, after all, he has no remedy to offer except kindlier schoolmasters. Why did he not indicate what a school might have been? Why did he not have his own sons educated according to some plan of his own, instead of sending them to public schools to be stuffed with Greek? Because he lacked that kind of imagination. He has an infallible moral sense, but very little intellectual curiosity. And here one comes upon something which really is an enormous deficiency in Dickens, something that really does make the nineteenth century seem remote from us—that he has no ideal of work.

With the doubtful exception of David Copperfield (merely Dickens himself), one cannot point to a single one of his central characters who is primarily interested in his job. His heroes work in order to make a living and to marry the heroine, not because they feel a passionate interest in one particular subject. Martin Chuzzlewit, for instance, is not burning with zeal to be an architect; he might just as well be a doctor or a barrister. In any case, in the typical Dickens novel, the deus ex machina enters with a bag of gold in the last chapter and the hero is absolved from further struggle. The feeling, ‘This is what I came into the world to do. Everything else is uninteresting. I will do this even if it means starvation’, which turns men of differing temperaments into scientists, inventors, artists, priests, explorers and revolutionaries—this motif is almost entirely absent from Dickens’s books. He himself, as is well known, worked like a slave and believed in his work as few novelists have ever done. But there seems to be no calling except novel-writing (and perhaps acting) towards which he can imagine this kind of devotion. And, after all, it is natural enough, considering his rather negative attitude towards society. In the last resort there is nothing he admires except common decency. Science is uninteresting and machinery is cruel and ugly (the heads of the elephants). Business is only for ruffians like Bounderby. As for politics—leave that to the Tite Barnacles. Really there is no objective except to marry the heroine, settle down, live solvently and be kind. And you can do that much better in private life.

Here, perhaps, one gets a glimpse of Dickens’s secret imaginative background. What did he think of as the most desirable way to live? When Martin Chuzzlewit had made it up with his uncle, when Nicholas Nickleby had married money, when John Harmon had been enriched by Boffin—what did they do?

The answer evidently is that they did nothing. Nicholas Nickleby invested his wife’s money with the Cheerybles and ‘became a rich and prosperous merchant’, but as he immediately retired into Devonshire, we can assume that he did not work very hard. Mr and Mrs Snodgrass ‘purchased and cultivated a small farm, more for occupation than profit’. That is the spirit in which most of Dickens’s books end—a sort of radiant idleness. Where he appears to disapprove of young men who do not work (Harthouse, Harry Gowan, Richard Carstone, Wrayburn before his reformation), it is because they are cynical and immoral or because they are a burden on somebody else; if you are ‘good’, and also self-supporting, there is no reason why you should not spend fifty years in simply drawing your dividends. Home life is always enough. And, after all, it was the general assumption of his age. The ‘genteel sufficiency’, the ‘competence’, the ‘gentleman of independent means’ (or ‘in easy circumstances’)—the very phrases tell one all about the strange, empty dream of the eighteenth- and nineteenth-century middle bourgeoisie. It was a dream of complete idleness. Charles Reade conveys its spirit perfectly in the ending of Hard Cash. Alfred Hardie, hero of Hard Cash, is the typical nineteenth-century novel-hero (public-school style), with gifts which Reade describes as amounting to ‘genius’. He is an old Etonian and a scholar of Oxford, he knows most of the Greek and Latin classics by heart, he can box with prize-fighters and win the Diamond Sculls at Henley. He goes through incredible adventures in which, of course, he behaves with faultless heroism, and then, at the age of twenty-five, he inherits a fortune, marries his Julia Dodd and settles down in the suburbs of Liverpool, in the same house as his parents-in-law:


They all lived together at Albion Villa, thanks to Alfred … Oh, you happy little villa! You were as like Paradise as any mortal dwelling can be. A day came, however, when your walls could no longer hold all the happy inmates. Julia presented Alfred with a lovely boy; enter two nurses, and the villa showed symptoms of bursting. Two months more, and Alfred and his wife overflowed into the next villa. It was but twenty yards off; and there was a double reason for the migration. As often happens after a long separation, Heaven bestowed on Captain and Mrs Dodd another infant to play about their knees, etc. etc. etc.



This is the type of the Victorian happy ending—a vision of a huge, loving family of three or four generations, all crammed together in the same house and constantly multiplying, like a bed of oysters. What is striking about it is the utterly soft, sheltered, effortless life that it implies. It is not even a violent idleness, like Squire Western’s. That is the significance of Dickens’s urban background and his non-interest in the blackguardly-sporting-military side of life. His heroes, once they had come into money and ‘settled down’, would not only do no work; they would not even ride, hunt, shoot, fight duels, elope with actresses or lose money at the races. They would simply live at home in feather-bed respectability, and preferably next door to a blood-relation living exactly the same life:


The first act of Nicholas, when he became a rich and prosperous merchant, was to buy his father’s old house. As time crept on, and there came gradually about him a group of lovely children, it was altered and enlarged; but none of the old rooms were ever pulled down, no old tree was ever rooted up, nothing with which there was any association of bygone times was ever removed or changed.

Within a stone’s-throw was another retreat, enlivened by children’s pleasant voices too; and here was Kate … the same true, gentle creature, the same fond sister, the same in the love of all about her, as in her girlish days.



It is the same incestuous atmosphere as in the passage quoted from Reade. And evidently this is Dickens’s ideal ending. It is perfectly attained in Nicholas Nickleby, Martin Chuzzlewit and Pickwick, and it is approximated to in varying degrees in almost all the others. The exceptions are Hard Times and Great Expectations—the latter actually has a ‘happy ending’, but it contradicts the general tendency of the book, and it was put in at the request of Bulwer Lytton.

The ideal to be striven after, then, appears to be something like this: a hundred thousand pounds, a quaint old house with plenty of ivy on it, a sweetly womanly wife, a horde of children, and no work. Everything is safe, soft, peaceful and, above all, domestic. In the moss-grown churchyard down the road are the graves of the loved ones who passed away before the happy ending happened. The servants are comic and feudal, the children prattle round your feet, the old friends sit at your fireside, talking of past days, there is the endless succession of enormous meals, the cold punch and sherry negus, the feather beds and warming-pans, the Christmas parties with charades and blind man’s buff; but nothing ever happens, except the yearly childbirth. The curious thing is that it is a genuinely happy picture, or so Dickens is able to make it appear. The thought of that kind of existence is satisfying to him. This alone would be enough to tell one that more than a hundred years have passed since Dickens’s first book was written. No modern man could combine such purposelessness with so much vitality.
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By this time anyone who is a lover of Dickens, and who has read as far as this, will probably be angry with me.

I have been discussing Dickens simply in terms of his ‘message’, and almost ignoring his literary qualities. But every writer, especially every novelist, has a ‘message’, whether he admits it or not, and the minutest details of his work are influenced by it. All art is propaganda. Neither Dickens himself nor the majority of Victorian novelists would have thought of denying this. On the other hand, not all propaganda is art. As I said earlier, Dickens is one of those writers who are felt to be worth stealing. He has been stolen by Marxists, by Catholics and, above all, by Conservatives. The question is, What is there to steal? Why does anyone care about Dickens? Why do I care about Dickens?

That kind of question is never easy to answer. As a rule, an æsthetic preference is either something inexplicable or it is so corrupted by non-æsthetic motives as to make one wonder whether the whole of literary criticism is not a huge network of humbug. In Dickens’s case the complicating factor is his familiarity. He happens to be one of those ‘great authors’ who are ladled down everyone’s throat in childhood. At the time this causes rebellion and vomiting, but it may have different after-effects in later life. For instance, nearly everyone feels a sneaking affection for the patriotic poems that he learned by heart as a child. ‘Ye Mariners of England’, the ‘Charge of the Light Brigade’39 and so forth. What one enjoys is not so much the poems themselves as the memories they call up. And with Dickens the same forces of association are at work. Probably there are copies of one or two of his books lying about in an actual majority of English homes. Many children begin to know his characters by sight before they can even read, for on the whole Dickens was lucky in his illustrators. A thing that is absorbed as early as that does not come up against any critical judgment. And when one thinks of this, one thinks of all that is bad and silly in Dickens—the cast-iron ‘plots’, the characters who don’t come off, the longueurs, the paragraphs in blank verse, the awful pages of ‘pathos’. And then the thought arises, when I say40 I like Dickens, do I simply mean that I like thinking about my childhood? Is Dickens merely an institution?

If so, he is an institution that there is no getting away from. How often one really thinks about any writer, even a writer one cares for, is a difficult thing to decide; but I should doubt whether anyone who has actually read Dickens can go a week without remembering him in one context or another. Whether you approve of him or not, he is there, like the Nelson Column. At any moment some scene or character, which may come from some book you cannot even remember the name of, is liable to drop into your mind. Micawber’s letters! Winkle in the witness-box! Mrs Gamp! Mrs Wititterly and Sir Tumley Snuffim! Todgers’s! (George Gissing said that when he passed the Monument it was never of the Fire of London that he thought, always of Todgers’s). Mrs Leo Hunter! Squeers! Silas Wegg and the Decline and Fall-off of the Russian Empire! Miss Mills and the Desert of Sahara! Wopsle acting Hamlet! Mrs Jellyby! Mantalini, Jerry Cruncher, Barkis, Pumblechook, Tracy Tupman, Skimpole, Joe Gargery, Pecksniff—and so it goes on and on. It is not so much a series of books, it is more like a world. And not a purely comic world either, for part of what one remembers in Dickens is his Victorian morbidness and necrophilia and the blood-and-thunder scenes—the death of Sikes,41 Krook’s spontaneous combustion, Fagin in the condemned cell, the women knitting round the guillotine. To a surprising extent all this has entered even into the minds of people who do not care about it. A music-hall comedian can (or at any rate could quite recently) go on the stage and impersonate Micawber or Mrs Gamp with a fair certainty of being understood,42 although not one in twenty of the audience had ever read a book of Dickens’s right through. Even people who affect to despise him quote him unconsciously.

Dickens is a writer who can be imitated, up to a certain point. In genuinely popular literature—for instance, the Elephant and Castle version of Sweeny Todd—he has been plagiarised quite shamelessly. What has been imitated, however, is simply a tradition that Dickens himself took from earlier novelists and developed, the cult of ‘character’, i.e. eccentricity. The thing that cannot be imitated is his fertility of invention, which is invention not so much of characters, still less of ‘situations’, as of turns of phrase and concrete details. The outstanding, unmistakable mark of Dickens’s writing is the unnecessary detail. Here is an example of what I mean. The story given below is not particularly funny, but there is one phrase in it that is as individual as a fingerprint. Mr Jack Hopkins,43 at Bob Sawyer’s party, is telling the story of the child who swallowed its sister’s necklace:


Next day, child swallowed two beads; the day after that, he treated himself to three, and so on, till in a week’s time he had got through the necklace—five-and-twenty beads in all. The sister, who was an industrious girl, and seldom treated herself to a bit of finery, cried her eyes out, at the loss of the necklace; looked high and low for it; but I needn’t say didn’t find it. A few days afterwards, the family were at dinner—baked shoulder of mutton, and potatoes under it—the child, who wasn’t hungry, was playing about the room, when suddenly there was heard a44 devil of a noise, like a small hail storm. ‘Don’t do that, my boy,’ says the father. ‘I ain’t a-doin’ nothing,’ said the child. ‘Well, don’t do it again,’ said the father. There was a short silence, and then the noise began again, worse than ever. ‘If you don’t mind what I say, my boy,’ said the father, ‘you’ll find yourself in bed, in something less than a pig’s whisper.’ He gave the child a shake to make him obedient, and such a rattling ensued as nobody ever heard before. ‘Why, damme, it’s in the child!’ said the father; ‘he’s got the croup in the wrong place!’ ‘No, I haven’t father,’ said the child, beginning to cry, ‘it’s the necklace; I swallowed it, father’—The father caught the child up, and ran with him to the hospital: the beads in the boy’s stomach rattling all the way with the jolting; and the people looking up in the air, and down in the cellars to see where the unusual sound came from. ‘He’s in the hospital now,’ said Jack Hopkins, ‘and he makes such a devil of a noise when he walks about, that they’re obliged to muffle him in a watchman’s coat, for fear he should wake the patients!’



As a whole, this story might come out of any nineteenth-century comic paper. But the unmistakable Dickens touch, the thing nobody else would have thought of, is the baked shoulder of mutton and potatoes under it. How does this advance the story? The answer is that it doesn’t. It is something totally unnecessary, a florid little squiggle on the edge of the page; only, it is by just these squiggles that the special Dickens atmosphere is created. The other thing one would notice here is that Dickens’s way of telling a story takes a long time. An interesting example, too long to quote, is Sam Weller’s story of the obstinate patient in Chapter XLIV of The Pickwick Papers. As it happens, we have a standard of comparison here, because Dickens is plagiarising, consciously or unconsciously. The story is also told by some ancient Greek writer. I cannot now find the passage, but I read it years ago as a boy at school, and it runs more or less like this:


A certain45 Thracian, renowned for his obstinacy, was warned by his physician that if he drank a flagon of wine it would kill him. The Thracian thereupon drank the flagon of wine and immediately jumped off the house-top and perished. ‘For,’ said he, ‘in this way I shall prove that the wine did not kill me.’



As the Greek tells it, that is the whole story—about six lines. As Sam Weller tells it, it takes round about a thousand words. Long before getting to the point we have been told all about the patient’s clothes, his meals, his manners, even the newspapers he reads, and about the peculiar construction of the doctor’s carriage, which conceals the fact that the coachman’s trousers do not match his coat. Then there is the dialogue between the doctor and the patient. ‘“Crumpets is wholesome, sir,” said the patient. “Crumpets is not wholesome, sir”, says the doctor, wery fierce,’ etc. etc. In the end the original story has been buried under the details. And in all of Dickens’s most characteristic passages it is the same. His imagination overwhelms everything, like a kind of weed. Squeers stands up to address his boys, and immediately we are hearing about Bolder’s father who was two pounds ten short, and Mobbs’s stepmother who took to her bed on hearing that Mobbs wouldn’t eat fat and hoped Mr Squeers would flog him into a happier state of mind. Mrs Leo Hunter writes a poem, ‘Expiring Frog’; two full stanzas are given.46 Boffin takes a fancy to pose as a miser, and instantly we are down among the squalid biographies of eighteenth-century misers, with names like Vulture Hopkins and the Rev Blewberry Jones, and chapter headings like ‘The Story of the Mutton Pies’ and ‘The Treasures of a Dunghill’. Mrs Harris, who does not even exist, has more detail piled onto47 her than any three characters in an ordinary novel. Merely in the middle of a sentence we learn, for instance, that her infant nephew has been seen in a bottle at Greenwich Fair, along with the pink-eyed lady, the Prussian dwarf and the living skeleton. Joe Gargery describes how the robbers broke into the house of Pumblechook, the corn and seed merchant—‘and they took his till, and they took his cashbox, and they drinked his wine, and they partook of his wittles, and they slapped his face, and they pulled his nose, and they tied him up to his bedpust, and they give him a dozen, and they stuffed his mouth full of flowering annuals to perwent his crying out’. Once again the unmistakable Dickens touch, the flowering annuals; but any other novelist would only have mentioned about half of these outrages. Everything is piled up and up, detail on detail, embroidery on embroidery. It is futile to object that this kind of thing is rococo—one might as well make the same objection to a wedding-cake. Either you like it or you do not like it. Other nineteenth-century writers, Surtees, Barham, Thackeray, even Marryat, have something of Dickens’s profuse, overflowing quality, but none of them on anything like the same scale. The appeal of all these writers now depends partly on period-flavour, and though Marryat is still officially a ‘boys’ writer’ and Surtees has a sort of legendary fame among hunting men, it is probable that they are read mostly by bookish people.

Significantly, Dickens’s most successful books (not his best books) are The Pickwick Papers, which is not a novel, and Hard Times and A Tale of Two Cities, which are not funny. As a novelist his natural fertility greatly hampers him, because the burlesque which he is never able to resist is constantly breaking into what ought to be serious situations. There is a good example of this in the opening chapter of Great Expectations. The escaped convict, Magwitch, has just captured the six-year-old Pip in the churchyard. The scene starts terrifyingly enough, from Pip’s point of view. The convict, smothered in mud and with his chain trailing from his leg, suddenly starts up among the tombs, grabs the child, turns him upside down and robs his pockets. Then he begins terrorising him into bringing food and a file:


… he held me by the arms in an upright position on the top of the stone, and went on in these fearful terms:

‘You bring me, to-morrow morning early, that file and them wittles. You bring the lot to me, at that old Battery over yonder. You do it, and you never dare to say a word or dare to make a sign concerning your having seen such a person as me, or any person sumever, and you shall be let to live. You fail, or you go from my words in any partickler, no matter how small it is, and your heart and your48 liver shall be tore out, roasted and ate. Now, I ain’t alone, as you may think I am. There’s a young man hid with me, in comparison with which young man I am a Angel. That young man hears the words I speak. That young man has a secret way pecooliar to himself, of getting at a boy, and at his heart, and at his liver. It is in wain for a boy to attempt to hide himself from that young man. A boy may lock his door, may be warm in bed, may tuck himself up, may draw the clothes over his head, may think himself comfortable and safe, but that young man will softly creep and creep his way to him and tear him open. I am keeping that young man from harming of49 you at the present moment, with50 great difficulty. I find it wery hard to hold that young man off of your inside. Now, what do you say?’



Here Dickens has simply yielded to temptation. To begin with, no starving and hunted man would speak in the least like that. Moreover, although the speech shows a remarkable knowledge of the way in which a child’s mind works, its actual words are quite out of tune with what is to follow. It turns Magwitch into a sort of pantomime wicked uncle, or, if one sees him through the child’s eyes, into an appalling monster. Later in the book he is to be represented as neither, and his exaggerated gratitude, on which the plot turns, is to be incredible because of just this speech. As usual, Dickens’s imagination has overwhelmed him. The picturesque details were too good to be left out. Even with characters who are more of a piece than Magwitch he is liable to be tripped up by some seductive phrase. Mr Murdstone, for instance, is in the habit of ending David Copperfield’s lessons every morning with a dreadful sum in arithmetic. ‘If I go into a cheese-monger’s shop, and buy five thousand double-Gloucester cheeses at four-pence halfpenny each, present payment,’ it always begins. Once again the typical Dickens detail, the double-Gloucester cheeses. But it is far too human a touch for Murdstone; he would have made it five thousand cashboxes. Every time this note is struck, the unity of the novel suffers. Not that it matters very much, because Dickens is obviously a writer whose parts are greater than his wholes. He is all fragments, all details—rotten architecture, but wonderful gargoyles—and never better than when he is building up some character who will later on be forced to act inconsistently.

Of course it is not usual to urge against Dickens that he makes his characters behave inconsistently. Generally he is accused of doing just the opposite. His characters are supposed to be mere ‘types’, each crudely representing some single trait and fitted with a kind of label by which you recognise him. Dickens is ‘only a caricaturist’—that is the usual accusation, and it does him both more and less than justice. To begin with, he did not think of himself as a caricaturist, and was constantly setting into action characters who ought to have been purely static. Squeers, Micawber, Miss Mowcher,fn2 Wegg, Skimpole, Pecksniff and many others are finally involved in ‘plots’ where they are out of place and where they behave quite incredibly. They start off as magic-lantern slides and they end by getting mixed up in a third-rate movie. Sometimes one can put one’s finger on a single sentence in which the original illusion is destroyed. There is such a sentence in David Copperfield. After the famous dinner-party (the one where the leg of mutton was underdone), David is showing his guests out. He stops Traddles at the top of the stairs:


‘Traddles,’ said I, ‘Mr. Micawber don’t mean any harm, poor fellow; but, if I were you, I wouldn’t lend him anything.’

‘My dear Copperfield,’ returned Traddles, smiling, ‘I haven’t got anything to lend.’

‘You have got a name, you know,’ said I.51



At the place where one reads it this remark jars a little, though something of the kind was inevitable sooner or later. The story is a fairly realistic one, and David is growing up; ultimately he is bound to see Mr Micawber for what he is, a cadging scoundrel. Afterwards, of course, Dickens’s sentimentality overcomes him and Micawber is made to turn over a new leaf. But from then on, the original Micawber is never quite recaptured, in spite of desperate efforts. As a rule, the ‘plot’ in which Dickens’s characters get entangled is not particularly credible, but at least it makes some pretence at reality, whereas the world to which they belong is a never-never land, a kind of eternity. But just here one sees that ‘only a caricaturist’ is not really a condemnation. The fact that Dickens is always thought of as a caricaturist, although he was constantly trying to be something else, is perhaps the surest mark of his genius. The monstrosities that he created are still remembered as monstrosities, in spite of getting mixed up in would-be probable melodramas. Their first impact is so vivid that nothing that comes afterwards effaces it. As with the people one knew in childhood, one seems always to remember them in one particular attitude, doing one particular thing. Mrs Squeers is always ladling out brimstone and treacle, Mrs Gummidge is always weeping, Mrs Gargery is always banging her husband’s head against the wall, Mrs Jellyby is always scribbling tracts while her children fall into the area—and there they all are, fixed for ever like little twinkling miniatures painted on snuffbox lids, completely fantastic and incredible, and yet somehow more solid and infinitely more memorable than the efforts of serious novelists. Even by the standards of his time Dickens was an exceptionally artificial writer. As Ruskin said, he ‘chose to work in a circle of stage fire’. His characters are even more distorted and simplified than Smollett’s. But there are no rules in novel-writing, and for any work of art there is only one test worth bothering about—survival. By this test Dickens’s characters have succeeded, even if the people who remember them hardly think of them as human beings. They are monsters, but at any rate they exist.

But all the same there is a disadvantage in writing about monsters. It amounts to this, that it is only certain moods that Dickens can speak to. There are large areas of the human mind that he never touches. There is no poetic feeling anywhere in his books, and no genuine tragedy, and even sexual love is almost outside his scope. Actually his books are not so sexless as they are sometimes declared to be, and considering the time in which he was writing, he is reasonably frank. But there is not a trace in him of the feeling that one finds in Manon Lescaut, Salammbô, Carmen, Wuthering Heights. According to Aldous Huxley, D. H. Lawrence once said that Balzac was ‘a gigantic dwarf’, and in a sense the same is true of Dickens. There are whole worlds which he either knows nothing about or does not wish to mention. Except in a rather roundabout way, one cannot learn very much from Dickens. And to say this is to think almost immediately of the great Russian novelists of the nineteenth century. Why is it that Tolstoy’s grasp seems to be so much larger than Dickens’s—why is it that he seems able to tell you so much more about yourself? It is not that he is more gifted, or even, in the last analysis, more intelligent. It is because he is writing about people who are growing. His characters are struggling to make their souls, whereas Dickens’s are already finished and perfect. In my own mind Dickens’s people are present far more often and far more vividly than Tolstoy’s, but always in a single unchangeable attitude, like pictures or pieces of furniture. You cannot hold an imaginary conversation with a Dickens character as you can with, say, Peter Bezukhov.52 And this is not merely because of Tolstoy’s greater seriousness, for there are also comic characters that you can imagine yourself talking to—Bloom, for instance, or Pécuchet, or even Wells’s Mr Polly. It is because Dickens’s characters have no mental life. They say perfectly the thing that they have to say, but they cannot be conceived as talking about anything else. They never learn, never speculate. Perhaps the most meditative of his characters is Paul Dombey, and his thoughts are mush. Does this mean that Tolstoy’s novels are ‘better’ than Dickens’s? The truth is that it is absurd to make such comparisons in terms of ‘better’ and ‘worse’. If I were forced to compare Tolstoy with Dickens, I should say that Tolstoy’s appeal will probably be wider in the long run, because Dickens is scarcely intelligible outside the English-speaking culture; on the other hand, Dickens is able to reach simple people, which Tolstoy is not. Tolstoy’s characters can cross a frontier, Dickens’s can be portrayed on a cigarette-card.53 But one is no more obliged to choose between them than between a sausage and a rose. Their purposes barely intersect.
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If Dickens had been merely a comic writer, the chances are that no one would now remember his name. Or at best a few of his books would survive in rather the same way as books like Frank Fairleigh, Mr Verdant Green and Mrs Caudle’s Curtain Lectures,54 as a sort of hangover of the Victorian atmosphere, a pleasant little whiff of oysters and brown stout. Who has not felt sometimes that it was ‘a pity’ that Dickens ever deserted the vein of Pickwick for things like Little Dorrit and Hard Times? What people always demand of a popular novelist is that he shall write the same book over and over again, forgetting that a man who would write the same book twice could not even write it once. Any writer who is not utterly lifeless moves upon a kind of parabola, and the downward curve is implied in the upward one. Joyce has to start with the frigid competence of Dubliners and end with the dream-language of Finnegan’s° Wake, but Ulysses and Portrait of the Artist are part of the trajectory. The thing that drove Dickens forward into a form of art for which he was not really suited, and at the same time caused us to remember him, was simply the fact that he was a moralist, the consciousness of ‘having something to say’. He is always preaching a sermon, and that is the final secret of his inventiveness. For you can only create if you can care. Types like Squeers and Micawber could not have been produced by a hack writer looking for something to be funny about. A joke worth laughing at always has an idea behind it, and usually a subversive idea. Dickens is able to go on being funny because he is in revolt against authority, and authority is always there to be laughed at. There is always room for one more custard pie.

His radicalism is of the vaguest kind, and yet one always knows that it is there. That is the difference between being a moralist and a politician. He has no constructive suggestions, not even a clear grasp of the nature of the society he is attacking, only an emotional perception that something is wrong. All he can finally say is, ‘Behave decently’, which, as I suggested earlier, is not necessarily so shallow as it sounds. Most revolutionaries are potential Tories, because they imagine that everything can be put right by altering the shape of society; once that change is effected, as it sometimes is, they see no need for any other. Dickens has not this kind of mental coarseness. The vagueness of his discontent is the mark of its permanence. What he is out against is not this or that institution, but, as Chesterton put it, ‘an expression on the human face’. Roughly speaking, his morality is the Christian morality, but in spite of his Anglican upbringing he was essentially a Bible-Christian, as he took care to make plain when writing his will. In any case he cannot properly be described as a religious man. He ‘believed’, undoubtedly, but religion in the devotional sense does not seem to have entered much into his thoughts.fn3 Where he is Christian is in his quasi-instinctive siding with the oppressed against the oppressors. As a matter of course he is on the side of the underdog, always and everywhere. To carry this to its logical conclusion one has got to change sides when the underdog becomes an upperdog, and in fact Dickens does tend to do so. He loathes the Catholic Church, for instance, but as soon as the Catholics are persecuted (Barnaby Rudge) he is on their side. He loathes the aristocratic class even more, but as soon as they are really overthrown (the revolutionary chapters in A Tale of Two Cities) his sympathies swing round. Whenever he departs from this emotional attitude he goes astray. A well-known example is at55 the ending of David Copperfield, in which everyone who reads it feels that something has gone wrong. What is wrong is that the closing chapters are pervaded, faintly but noticeably, by the cult of success. It is the gospel according to Smiles, instead of the gospel according to Dickens. The attractive, out-at-elbow characters are got rid of, Micawber makes a fortune, Heep gets into prison—both of these events are flagrantly impossible—and even Dora is killed off to make way for Agnes. If you like, you can read Dora as Dickens’s wife and Agnes as his sister-in-law, but the essential point is that Dickens has ‘turned respectable’ and done violence to his own nature. Perhaps that is why Agnes is the most disagreeable of his heroines, the real legless angel of Victorian romance, almost as bad as Thackeray’s Laura.

No grown-up person can read Dickens without feeling his limitations, and yet there does remain his native generosity of mind, which acts as a kind of anchor and nearly always keeps him where he belongs. It is probably the central secret of his popularity. A good-tempered antinomianism rather of Dickens’s type is one of the marks of Western popular culture. One sees it in folk-stories and comic songs, in dream-figures like Mickey Mouse and Popeye the Sailor (both of them variants of Jack the Giant-killer), in the history of working-class Socialism, in the popular protests (always ineffective but not always a sham) against imperialism, in the impulse that makes a jury award excessive damages when a rich man’s car runs over a poor man; it is the feeling that one is always on the side of the underdog, on the side of the weak against the strong. In one sense it is a feeling that is fifty years out of date. The common man is still living in the mental world of Dickens, but nearly every modern intellectual has gone over to some or other form of totalitarianism. From the Marxist or Fascist point of view, nearly all that Dickens stands for can be written off as ‘bourgeois morality’. But in moral outlook no one could be more ‘bourgeois’ than the English working classes. The ordinary people in the Western countries have never entered, mentally, into the world of ‘realism’ and power-politics. They may do so before long, in which case Dickens will be as out of date as the cab-horse. But in his own age and ours he has been popular chiefly because he was able to express in a comic, simplified and therefore memorable form the native decency of the common man. And it is important that from this point of view people of very different types can be described as ‘common’. In a country like England, in spite of its class-structure, there does exist a certain cultural unity. All through the Christian ages, and especially since the French Revolution, the Western world has been haunted by the idea of freedom and equality; it is only an idea, but it is has penetrated to all ranks of society. The most atrocious injustices, cruelties, lies, snobberies exist everywhere, but there are not many people who can regard these things with the same indifference as, say, a Roman slave-owner. Even the millionaire suffers from a vague sense of guilt, like a dog eating a stolen leg of mutton. Nearly everyone, whatever his actual conduct may be, responds emotionally to the idea of human brotherhood. Dickens voiced a code which was and on the whole still is believed in, even by people who violate it. It is difficult otherwise to explain why he could be both read by working people (a thing that has happened to no other novelist of his stature) and buried in Westminster Abbey.

When one reads any strongly individual piece of writing, one has the impression of seeing a face somewhere behind the page. It is not necessarily the actual face of the writer. I feel this very strongly with Swift, with Defoe, with Fielding, Stendhal, Thackeray, Flaubert, though in several cases I do not know what these people looked like and do not want to know. What one sees is the face that the writer ought to have. Well, in the case of Dickens I see a face that is not quite the face of Dickens’s photographs, though it resembles it. It is the face of a man of about forty, with a small beard and a high colour. He is laughing, with a touch of anger in his laughter, but no triumph, no malignity. It is the face of a man who is always fighting against something, but who fights in the open and is not frightened, the face of a man who is generously angry—in other words, of a nineteenth-century liberal, a free intelligence, a type hated with equal hatred by all the smelly little orthodoxies which are now contending for our souls.




598. ‘Boys’ Weeklies’

11 March 1940

You never walk far through any poor quarter in any big town without coming upon a small newsagent’s shop. The general appearance of these shops is always very much the same: a few posters for the Daily Mail and the News of the World outside, a poky little window with sweet-bottles and packets of Players, and a dark interior smelling of liquorice allsorts and festooned from floor to ceiling with vilely printed twopenny papers, most of them with lurid cover-illustrations in three colours.

Except for the daily and evening papers, the stock of these shops hardly overlaps at all with that of the big newsagents. Their main selling line is the twopenny weekly, and the number and variety of these are almost unbelievable. Every hobby and pastime—cage-birds, fretwork, carpentering, bees, carrier-pigeons, home conjuring, philately, chess—has at least one paper devoted to it, and generally several. Gardening and livestock-keeping must have at least a score between them. Then there are the sporting papers, the radio papers, the children’s comics, the various snippet papers such as Tit-bits, the large range of papers devoted to the movies and all more or less exploiting women’s legs, the various trade papers, the women’s story-papers (the Oracle, Secrets, Peg’s Paper, etc. etc.), the needlework papers—these so numerous that a display of them alone will often fill an entire window—and in addition the long series of ‘Yank Mags’ (Fight Stories, Action Stories, Western Short Stories, etc.), which are imported shop-soiled from America and sold at twopence halfpenny or threepence. And the periodical proper shades off into the fourpenny novelette, the Aldine Boxing Novels, the Boys’ Friend Library, the Schoolgirls’ Own Library and many others.

Probably the contents of these shops is the best available indication of what the mass of the English people really feels and thinks. Certainly nothing half so revealing exists in documentary form. Best-seller novels, for instance, tell one a great deal, but the novel is aimed almost exclusively at people above the £4-a-week level. The movies are probably a very unsafe guide to popular taste, because the film industry is virtually a monopoly, which means that it is not obliged to study its public at all closely. The same applies to some extent to the daily papers, and most of all to the radio. But it does not apply to the weekly paper with a smallish circulation and specialised subject-matter. Papers like the Exchange and Mart, for instance, or Cage-Birds, or the Oracle,1 or Prediction, or the Matrimonial Times, only exist because there is a definite demand for them, and they reflect the minds of their readers as a great national daily with a circulation of millions cannot possibly do.

Here I am only dealing with a single series of papers, the boys’ twopenny weeklies, often inaccurately described as ‘penny dreadfuls’. Falling strictly within this class there are at present ten papers, the Gem, Magnet, Modern Boy, Triumph and Champion, all owned by the Amalgamated Press, and the Wizard, Rover, Skipper, Hotspur and Adventure, all owned by D. C. Thomson & Co.2 What the circulations3 of these papers are, I do not know. The editors and proprietors refuse to name any figures, and in any case the circulation of a paper carrying serial stories is bound to fluctuate widely. But there is no question that the combined public of the ten papers is a very large one. They are on sale in every town in England, and nearly every boy who reads at all goes through a phase of reading one or more of them. The Gem and Magnet, which are much the oldest of these papers, are of rather different type from the rest, and they have evidently lost some of their popularity during the past few years. A good many boys now regard them as old fashioned and ‘slow’. Nevertheless I want to discuss them first, because they are more interesting psychologically than the others, and also because the mere survival of such papers into the nineteen-thirties4 is a rather startling phenomenon.

The Gem and Magnet are sister-papers (characters out of one paper frequently appear in the other), and were both started more than thirty years ago. At that time, together with Chums and the old B.O.P.,5 they were the leading papers for boys, and they remained dominant till quite recently. Each of them carries every week a fifteen-or twenty-thousand-word school story, complete in itself, but usually more or less connected with the story of the week before. The Gem in addition to its school story carries one or more adventure serials. Otherwise the two papers are so much alike that they can be treated as one, though the Magnet has always been the better known of the two, probably because it possesses a really first-rate character in the fat boy, Billy Bunter.

The stories are stories of what purports to be public-school life, and the schools (Greyfriars in the Magnet and St. Jim’s in the Gem) are represented as ancient and fashionable foundations of the type of Eton or Winchester. All the leading characters are fourth-form boys aged fourteen or fifteen, older or younger boys only appearing in very minor parts. Like Sexton Blake and Nelson Lee, these boys continue week after week and year after year, never growing any older. Very occasionally a new boy arrives or a minor character drops out, but in at any rate the last twenty-five years the personnel has barely altered. All the principal characters in both papers—Bob Cherry, Tom Merry, Harry Wharton, Johnny Bull, Billy Bunter and the rest of them—were at Greyfriars or St. Jim’s long before the Great War, exactly the same age as at present, having much the same kind of adventures and talking almost exactly the same dialect. And not only the characters but the whole atmosphere of both Gem and Magnet has been preserved unchanged, partly by means of very elaborate stylisation. The stories in the Magnet are signed ‘Frank Richards’ and those in the Gem, ‘Martin Clifford’ but a series lasting thirty years could hardly be the work of6 the same person every week.fn1 7 Consequently they have to be written in a style that is easily imitated—an extraordinary, artificial, repetitive style, quite different from anything else now existing in English literature. A couple of extracts will do as illustrations. Here is one from the Magnet:


Groan!

‘Shut up, Bunter!’

Groan!

Shutting up was not really in Billy Bunter’s line. He seldom shut up, though often requested to do so. On the present awful occasion the fat Owl of Greyfriars8 was less inclined than ever to shut up. And he did not shut up! He groaned, and groaned, and went on groaning.

Even groaning did not fully express Bunter’s feelings. His feelings, in fact, were inexpressible.

There were six of them in the soup! Only one of the six uttered sounds of woe and lamentation. But that one, William George Bunter, uttered enough for the whole party and a little over.

Harry Wharton & Co. stood in a wrathy and worried group. They were landed and stranded, diddled, dished and done! etc. etc. etc.



Here is one from the Gem:


‘Oh cwumbs!’

‘Oh gum!’

‘Oooogh!’

‘Urrggh!’

Arthur Augustus sat up dizzily. He grabbed his handkerchief and pressed it to his damaged nose. Tom Merry sat up, gasping for breath. They looked at one another.

‘Bai Jove! This is a go, deah boy!’ gurgled Arthur Augustus. ‘I have been thwown into quite a fluttah! Oogh! The wottahs! The wuffians! The feahful outsidahs! Wow!’ etc. etc. etc.



Both of these extracts are entirely typical; you would find something like them in almost every chapter of every number, to-day or twenty-five years ago. The first thing that anyone would notice is the extraordinary amount of tautology (the first of these two passages contains a hundred and twenty-five words and could be compressed into about thirty), seemingly designed to spin out the story, but actually playing its part in creating the atmosphere. For the same reason various facetious expressions are repeated over and over again; ‘wrathy’, for instance, is a great favourite, and so is ‘diddled, dished and done’. ‘Oooogh!’, ‘Grooo!’ and ‘Yaroo!’ (stylised cries of pain) recur constantly, and so does ‘Ha! ha! ha!’, always given a line to itself, so that sometimes a quarter of a column or thereabouts consists of ‘Ha! ha! ha!’ The slang (’Go and eat coke!’, ‘What the thump!’, ‘You frabjous ass!’, etc. etc.) has never been altered, so that the boys are now using slang which is at least thirty years out of date. In addition, the various nicknames are rubbed in on every possible occasion. Every9 few lines we are reminded that Harry Wharton & Co. are ‘the Famous Five’, Bunter is always ‘the fat Owl’ or ‘the Owl of the Remove’, Vernon-Smith is always ‘the Bounder of Greyfriars’, Gussy (the Honourable Arthur Augustus D’Arcy) is always ‘the swell of St. Jim’s’, and so on and so forth. There is a constant, untiring effort to keep the atmosphere intact and to make sure that every new reader learns immediately who is who. The result has been to make Greyfriars and St. Jim’s into an extraordinary little world of their own, a world which cannot be taken seriously by anyone over fifteen, but which at any rate is not easily forgotten. By a debasement of the Dickens technique a series of stereotyped ‘characters’ has been built up, in several cases very successfully. Billy Bunter, for instance, must be one of the best-known figures in English fiction; for the mere number of people who know him he ranks with Sexton Blake, Tarzan, Sherlock Holmes and a handful of characters in Dickens.

Needless to say, these stories are fantastically unlike life at a real public school. They run in cycles of rather differing types, but in general they are the clean-fun, knockabout type of story, with interest centring round horseplay, practical jokes, ragging masters, fights, canings, football, cricket10 and food. A constantly recurring story is one in which a boy is accused of some misdeed committed by another and is too much of a sportsman to reveal the truth. The ‘good’ boys are ‘good’ in the clean-living Englishman tradition—they keep in hard training, wash behind their ears, never hit below the belt, etc. etc.—and by way of contrast there is a series of ‘bad’ boys, Racke, Crooke, Loder and others, whose badness consists in betting, smoking cigarettes and frequenting public-houses. All these boys are constantly on the verge of expulsion, but as it would mean a change of personnel if any boy were actually expelled, no one is ever caught out in any really serious offence. Stealing, for instance, barely enters as a motif. Sex is completely taboo, especially in the form in which it actually arises at public schools. Occasionally girls enter into the stories, and very rarely there is something approaching a mild flirtation, but it is always entirely in the spirit of clean fun. A boy and a girl enjoy going for bicycle rides together—that is all it ever amounts to. Kissing, for instance, would be regarded as ‘soppy’. Even the bad boys are presumed to be completely sexless. When the Gem and Magnet were started, it is probable that there was a deliberate intention to get away from the guilty sex-ridden atmosphere that pervaded so much of the earlier literature for boys. In the ’nineties the Boy’s11 Own Paper, for instance, used to have its correspondence columns full of terrifying warnings against masturbation, and books like St. Winifred’s and Tom Brown’s Schooldays were12 heavy with homosexual feeling, though no doubt the authors were not fully aware of it. In the Gem and Magnet sex simply does not exist as a problem. Religion is also taboo; in the whole thirty years’ issue of the two papers the word ‘God’ probably does not occur, except in ‘God save the King’. On the other hand, there has always been a very strong ‘temperance’ strain. Drinking and, by association, smoking are regarded as rather disgraceful even in an adult (‘shady’ is the usual word), but at the same time as something irresistibly fascinating, a sort of substitute for sex. In their moral atmosphere the Gem and Magnet have a great deal in common with the Boy Scout movement, which started at about th same time.

All literature of this kind is partly plagiarism. Sexton Blake, for instance, started off quite frankly as an imitation of Sherlock Holmes, and still resembles him fairly strongly; he has hawklike features, lives in Baker Street, smokes enormously and puts on a dressing-gown when he wants to think. The Gem and Magnet probably owe something to the school story writers who were flourishing when they began, Gunby Hadath13 Desmond Coke14 and the rest, but they owe more to nineteenth-century models. In so far as Greyfriars and St. Jim’s are like real schools at all, they are much more like Tom Brown’s Rugby than a modern public school. Neither school has an O.T.C.,15 for instance, games are not compulsory, and the boys are even allowed to wear what clothes they like. But without doubt the main origin of these papers16 is Stalky & Co. This book has had an immense influence on boys’ literature, and it is one of those books which have a sort of traditional reputation among people who have never even seen a copy of it. More than once in boys’ weekly papers I have come across a reference to Stalky & Co. in which the word was spelt ‘Storky’. Even the name of the chief comic among the Greyfriars masters, Mr. Prout, is taken from Stalky & Co., and so is much of the slang; ‘jape’, ‘merry’, ‘giddy’, ‘bizney’ (business), ‘frabjous’, ‘don’t’ for ‘doesn’t’—all of them out of date even when17 Gem and Magnet started. There are also traces of earlier origins. The name ‘Greyfriars’ is probably taken from Thackeray, and Gosling, the school porter in the Magnet, talks in an imitation of Dickens’s18 dialect.

With all this, the supposed ‘glamour’ of public-school life is played for all it is worth. There is all the usual paraphernalia—lock-up, roll-call, house matches, fagging, prefects, cosy teas round the study fire, etc. etc.—and constant reference to the ‘old school’, the ‘old grey stones’ (both schools were founded in the early sixteenth century), the ‘team spirit’ of the ‘Greyfriars men’. As for the snob-appeal, it is completely shameless. Each school has a titled boy or two whose titles are constantly thrust in the reader’s face; other boys have the names of well-known aristocratic families, Talbot, Manners, Lowther. We are for ever being reminded that Gussy is the Honourable Arthur A. D’Arcy, son of Lord Eastwood, that Jack Blake is heir to ‘broad acres’, that Hurree Jamset Ram Singh (nicknamed Inky) is the Nabob of Bhanipur, that Vernon-Smith’s father is a millionaire. Till recently the illustrations in both papers always depicted the boys in clothes imitated from those of Eton; in the last few years Greyfriars has changed over to blazers and flannel trousers, but St. Jim’s still sticks to the Eton jacket, and Gussy sticks to his top-hat. In the school magazine which appears every week as part of the Magnet, Harry Wharton writes an article discussing the pocket-money received by the ‘fellows in the Remove’, and reveals that some of them get as much as five pounds a week! This kind of thing is a perfectly deliberate incitement to wealth-fantasy. And here it is worth noticing a rather curious fact, and that is that the school story is a thing peculiar to England. So far as I know, there are extremely few school stories in foreign languages. The reason, obviously, is that in England education is mainly a matter of status. The most definite dividing-line between the petite-bourgeoisie and the working class is that the former pay for their education, and within the bourgeoisie there is another unbridgeable gulf between the ‘public’ school and the ‘private’ school. It is quite clear that there are tens and scores of thousands of people to whom every detail of life at a ‘posh’ public school is wildly thrilling and romantic. They happen to be outside that mystic world of quadrangles and house-colours, but they yearn after it, day-dream about it, live mentally in it for hours at a stretch. The question is, Who are these people? Who reads the Gem and Magnet?

Obviously one can never be quite certain about this kind of thing. All I can say from my own observation is this. Boys who are likely to go to public schools themselves generally read the Gem and Magnet, but they nearly always stop reading them when they are about twelve; they may continue for another year from force of habit, but by that time they have ceased to take them seriously. On the other hand, the boys at very cheap private schools, the schools that are designed for people who can’t afford a public school but consider the Council schools ‘common’, continue reading the Gem and Magnet for several years longer. A few years ago I was a teacher at two of these schools myself. I found that not only did virtually all the boys read the Gem and Magnet, but that they were still taking them fairly seriously when they were fifteen or even sixteen. These boys were the sons of shopkeepers, office employees and small business and professional men, and obviously it is this class that the Gem and Magnet are aimed at. But they are certainly read by working-class boys as well. They are generally on sale in the poorest quarters of big towns, and I have known them to be read by boys whom one might expect to be completely immune from public-school ‘glamour’. I have seen a young coalminer, for instance, a lad who had already worked a year or two underground, eagerly reading the Gem. Recently I offered a batch of English papers to some British legionaries of the French Foreign Legion in North Africa; they picked out the Gem and Magnet first. Both papers are much read by girls,fn2 19 and the Pen Pals department of the Gem shows that it is read in every corner of the British Empire, by Australians, Canadians, Palestine Jews, Malays, Arabs, Straits Chinese, etc. etc. The editors evidently expect their readers to be aged round about fourteen, and the advertisements (milk chocolate, postage stamps, water pistols, blushing cured, home conjuring tricks, itching powder, the Phine Phun Ring which runs a needle into your friend’s hand, etc. etc.) indicate roughly the same age; there are also the Admiralty advertisements, however, which call for youths between seventeen and twenty-two. And there is no question that these papers are also read by adults. It is quite common for people to write to the editor and say that they have read every number of the Gem or Magnet for the past thirty years. Here, for instance, is a letter from a lady in Salisbury:


I can say of your splendid yarns of Harry Wharton & Co., of Greyfriars, that they never fail to reach a high standard. Without doubt they are the finest stories of their type on the market to-day, which is saying a good deal. They seem to bring you face to face with Nature. I have taken the Magnet from the start, and have followed the adventures of Harry Wharton & Co. with rapt interest. I have no sons, but two daughters, and there’s always a rush to be the first to read the grand old paper. My husband, too, was a staunch reader of the Magnet until he was suddenly taken away from us.



It is well worth getting hold of some copies of the Gem and Magnet, especially the Gem, simply to have a look at the correspondence columns. What is truly startling is the intense interest with which the pettiest details of life at Greyfriars and St. Jim’s are followed up. Here, for instance, are a few of the questions sent in by readers:


‘What age is Dick Roylance?’ ‘How old is St. Jim’s?’ ‘Can you give me a list of the Shell and their studies?’ ‘How much did D’Arcy’s monocle cost?’ ‘How is it fellows like Crooke are in the Shell and decent fellows like yourself are only in the Fourth?’ ‘What are the Form captain’s three chief duties?’ ‘Who is the chemistry master at St. Jim’s?’ (From a girl) ‘Where is St. Jim’s situated? Could you tell me how to get there, as I would love to see the building? Are you boys just “phoneys”, as I think you are?’



It is clear that many of the boys and girls who write these letters are living a complete fantasy-life. Sometimes a boy will write, for instance, giving his age, height, weight, chest and bicep measurements and asking which member of the Shell or Fourth Form he most exactly resembles. The demand for a list of the studies on the Shell passage, with an exact account of who lives in each, is a very common one. The editors, of course, do everything in their power to keep up the illusion. In the Gem Jack Blake is supposed to write the answers to correspondents, and in the Magnet a couple of pages is always given up to the school magazine (the Greyfriars Herald, edited by Harry Wharton), and there is another page in which one or other character is written up each week. The stories run in cycles, two or three characters being kept in the foreground for several weeks at a time. First there will be a series of rollicking adventure stories, featuring the Famous Five and Billy Bunter; then a run of stories turning on mistaken identity, with Wibley (the make-up wizard) in the star part; then a run of more serious stories in which Vernon-Smith is trembling on the verge of expulsion. And here one comes upon the real secret of the Gem and Magnet and the probable reason why they continue to be read in spite of their obvious out-of-dateness.

It is that the characters are so carefully graded as to give almost every type of reader a character he can identify himself with. Most boys’ papers aim at doing this, hence the boy-assistant (Sexton Blake’s Tinker, Nelson Lee’s Nipper, etc.) who usually accompanies the explorer, detective or what-not on his adventures. But in these cases there is only one boy, and usually it is much the same type of boy. In the Gem and Magnet there is a model for very nearly everybody. There is the normal, athletic, high-spirited boy (Tom Merry, Jack Blake, Frank Nugent), a slightly rowdier version of this type (Bob Cherry), a more aristocratic version (Talbot, Manners), a quieter, more serious version (Harry Wharton), and a stolid, ‘bulldog’ version (Johnny Bull). Then there is the reckless, dare-devil type of boy (Vernon-Smith), the definitely ‘clever’, studious boy (Mark Linley, Dick Penfold), and the eccentric boy who is not good at games but possesses some special talent (Skinner, Wibley). And there is the scholarship-boy (Tom Redwing), an important figure in this class of story because he makes it possible for boys from very poor homes to project themselves into the public-school atmosphere. In addition there are Australian, Irish, Welsh, Manx, Yorkshire and Lancashire boys to play upon local patriotism. But the subtlety of characterisation goes deeper than this. If one studies the correspondence columns one sees that there is probably no character in the Gem and Magnet whom some or other reader does not identify with, except the out-and-out comics, Coker, Billy Bunter, Fisher T. Fish (the money-grubbing American boy) and, of course, the masters. Bunter, though in his origin he probably owed something to the fat boy in Pickwick, is a real creation. His tight trousers against which boots and canes are constantly thudding, his astuteness in search of food, his postal order which never turns up, have made him famous wherever the Union Jack waves. But he is not a subject for day-dreams. On the other hand, another seeming figure of fun, Gussy (the Honourable Arthur A. D’Arcy, ‘the swell of St. Jim’s’), is evidently much admired. Like everything else in the Gem and Magnet, Gussy is at least thirty years out of date. He is the ‘knut’ of the early twentieth century or even the ‘masher’ of the ’nineties (‘Bai Jove, deah boy!’ and ‘Weally, I shall be obliged to give you a feahful thwashin’!’), the monocled idiot who made good on the fields of Mons and Le Cateau.20 And his evident popularity goes to show how deep the snob-appeal of this type is. English people are extremely fond of the titled ass (cf. Lord Peter Wimsey) who always turns up trumps in the moment of emergency. Here is a letter from one of Gussy’s girl admirers:


I think you’re too hard on Gussy. I wonder he’s still in existence, the way you treat him. He’s my hero.21 Did you know I write lyrics? How’s this—to the tune of ‘Goody Goody’?

Gonna get my gas-mask, join the A. R. P.

’Cos I’m wise to all those bombs you drop on me.

Gonna dig myself a trench

Inside the garden fence;

Gonna seal my windows up with tin

So that the tear gas can’t get in;

Gonna park my cannon right outside the kerb

With a note to Adolf Hitler: ‘Don’t disturb!’

And if I never fall in Nazi hands

That’s soon enough for me

Gonna get my gas-mask, join the A. R. P.

P.S.—Do you get on well with girls?



I quote this in full because (dated April 1939) it is interesting as being probably the earliest mention of Hitler in the Gem. In the Gem there is also a heroic fat boy, Fatty Wynn, as a set-off against Bunter. Vernon-Smith, ‘the Bounder of the Remove’, a Byronic character, always on the verge of the sack, is another great favourite. And even some of the cads probably have their following. Loder, for instance, ‘the rotter of the Sixth’, is a cad, but he is also a highbrow and given to saying sarcastic things about football and the team spirit. The boys of the Remove only think him all the more of a cad for this, but a certain type of boy would probably identify22 with him. Even Racke, Crooke and Co. are probably admired by small boys who think it diabolically wicked to smoke cigarettes. (A frequent question in the correspondence column: ‘What brand of cigarettes does Racke smoke?’)

Naturally the politics of the Gem and Magnet are Conservative, but in a completely pre-1914 style, with no Fascist tinge. In reality their basic political assumptions are two: nothing ever changes, and foreigners are funny. In the Gem of 1939 Frenchmen are still Froggies and Italians are still Dagoes. Mossoo, the French master at Greyfriars, is the usual comic-paper Frog,23 with pointed beard, pegtop trousers, etc. Inky, the Indian boy, though a rajah, and therefore possessing snob-appeal, is also the comic babu of the Punch tradition. (‘“The rowfulness is not the proper caper, my esteemed Bob,” said Inky. “Let dogs delight in the barkfulness and bitefulness, but the soft answer is the cracked pitcher that goes longest to a bird in the bush, as the English proverb remarks.”’) Fisher T. Fish is the old-style stage Yankee (‘“Waal, I guess”’, etc.) dating from a period of Anglo-American jealousy. Wun Lung, the Chinese boy (he has rather faded out of late, no doubt because some of the Magnet’s readers are Straits Chinese), is the nineteenth-century pantomime Chinaman, with saucer-shaped hat, pigtail and pidgin-English. The assumption all along is not only that foreigners are comics who are put there for us to laugh at, but that they can be classified in much the same way as insects. That is why in all boys’ papers, not only the Gem and Magnet, a Chinese24 is invariably portrayed with a pigtail. It is the thing you recognise him by, like the Frenchman’s beard or the Italian’s barrel-organ. In papers of this kind it occasionally happens that when the setting of a story is in a foreign country some attempt is made to describe the natives as individual human beings, but as a rule it is assumed that foreigners of any one race are all alike and will conform more or less exactly to the following patterns:25


FRENCHMAN: Excitable. Wears beard, gesticulates wildly.

SPANIARD, MEXICAN, etc.: Sinister, treacherous.

ARAB, AFGHAN, etc.: Sinister, treacherous.

CHINESE: Sinister, treacherous. Wears pigtail.

ITALIAN: Excitable. Grinds barrel-organ or carries stiletto.

SWEDE, DANE, etc.: Kind hearted, stupid.

NEGRO: Comic, very faithful.



The working classes only enter into the Gem and Magnet as comics or semi-villains (race-course touts, etc.). As for class-friction, trade unionism, strikes, slumps, unemployment, Fascism and civil war—not a mention. Somewhere or other in the thirty years’ issue of the two papers you might perhaps find the word ‘Socialism’, but you would have to look a long time for it. If the Russian Revolution is anywhere referred to, it will be indirectly, in the word ‘Bolshy’ (meaning a person of violent disagreeable habits). Hitler and the Nazis are just beginning to make their appearance, in the sort of reference I quoted above.26 The war-crisis of September 1938 made just enough impression to produce a story in which Mr. Vernon-Smith, the Bounder’s millionaire father, cashed in on the general panic by buying up country houses in order to sell them to ‘crisis scuttlers’. But that is probably as near to noticing the European situation as the Gem and Magnet will come, until the war actually starts.fn3 That does not mean that27 these papers are unpatriotic—quite the contrary! Throughout the Great War the Gem and Magnet were perhaps the most consistently and cheerfully patriotic papers in England. Almost every week the boys caught a spy or pushed a conchy into the army, and during the rationing period ‘EAT LESS BREAD’ was printed in large type on every page.28 But their patriotism has nothing whatever to do with power-politics or ‘ideological’ warfare. It is more akin to family loyalty, and actually it gives one a valuable clue to the attitude of ordinary people, especially the huge untouched block of the middle class and the better-off working class. These people are patriotic to the middle of their bones, but they do not feel that what happens in foreign countries is any of their business. When England is in danger they rally to its defence as a matter of course, but in between-times they are not interested. After all, England is always in the right and England always wins, so why worry? It is an attitude that has been shaken during the past twenty years, but not so deeply as is sometimes supposed. Failure to understand it is one of the reasons why left-wing29 political parties are seldom able to produce an acceptable foreign policy.

The mental world of the Gem and Magnet, therefore, is something like this:

The year is 1910—or 1940, but it is all the same. You are at Greyfriars, a rosy-cheeked boy of fourteen in posh tailor-made clothes, sitting down to tea in your study on the Remove passage after an exciting game of football which was won by an odd goal in the last half-minute. There is a cosy fire in the study, and outside the wind is whistling. The ivy clusters thickly round the old grey stones. The King is on his throne and the pound is worth a pound. Over in Europe the comic foreigners are jabbering and gesticulating, but the grim grey battleships of the British Fleet are steaming up the Channel and at the outposts of Empire the monocled Englishmen are holding the niggers at bay. Lord Mauleverer has just got another fiver and we are all settling down to a tremendous tea of sausages, sardines, crumpets, potted meat, jam and doughnuts. After tea we shall sit round the study fire having a good laugh at Billy Bunter and discussing the team for next week’s match against Rookwood. Everything is safe, solid and unquestionable. Everything will be the same for ever and ever. That approximately is the atmosphere.

But now turn from the Gem and Magnet to the more up-to-date papers which have appeared since the Great War. The truly significant thing is that they have more points of resemblance to the Gem and Magnet than points of difference. But it is better to consider the differences30 first.

There are eight of these newer papers, the Modern Boy, Triumph, Champion, Wizard, Rover, Skipper, Hotspur and Adventure. All of these have appeared since the Great War, but except for the Modern Boy none of them is less than five years old. Two papers which ought also to be mentioned briefly here, though they are not strictly in the same class as the rest, are the Detective Weekly and the Thriller, both owned by the Amalgamated Press. The Detective Weekly has taken over Sexton Blake. Both of these papers admit a certain amount of sex-interest into their stories, and though certainly read by boys, they are not aimed at them exclusively. All the others are boys’ papers pure and simple, and they are sufficiently alike to be considered together. There does not seem to be any notable difference between Thomson’s publications and those of the Amalgamated Press.

As soon as one looks at these papers one sees their technical superiority to the Gem and Magnet. To begin with, they have the great advantage of not being written entirely by one person. Instead of one long complete story, a number of the Wizard or Hotspur consists of half a dozen or more serials, none of which goes on for ever. Consequently there is far more variety and far less padding, and none of the tiresome stylisation and facetiousness of the Gem and Magnet. Look at these two extracts,31 for example:


Billy Bunter groaned.

A quarter of an hour had elapsed out of the two hours that Bunter was booked for extra French.

In a quarter of an hour there were only fifteen minutes! But every one of those minutes seemed inordinately long to Bunter. They seemed to crawl by like tired snails.

Looking at the clock in Class-room No. 10 the fat Owl could hardly believe that only fifteen minutes had passed. It seemed more like fifteen hours, if not fifteen days!

Other fellows were in extra French as well as Bunter. They did not matter. Bunter did! (Magnet32).




After a terrible climb, hacking out handholds in the smooth ice every step of the way up, Sergeant Lionheart Logan of the Mounties was now clinging like a human fly to the face of an icy cliff, as smooth and treacherous as a giant pane of glass.

An Arctic blizzard, in all its fury, was buffeting his body, driving the blinding snow into his face, seeking to tear his fingers loose from their handholds and dash him to death on the jagged boulders which lay at the foot of the cliff a hundred feet below.

Crouching among those boulders were eleven villainous trappers who had done their best to shoot down Lionheart and his companion, Constable Jim Rogers—until the blizzard had blotted the two Mounties out of sight from below. (Wizard).



The second33 extract gets you some distance with the story, the first takes a hundred words to tell you that Bunter is in the detention class.34 Moreover, by not concentrating on35 school stories (in point of numbers36 the school story slightly predominates in all these papers, except the Thriller and Detective Weekly), the Wizard, Hotspur, etc., have far greater opportunities for sensationalism. Merely looking at the cover illustrations of the papers which I have on the table in front of me, here are some of the things I see. On one a cowboy is clinging by his toes to the wing of an aeroplane in mid-air and shooting down another aeroplane with his revolver. On another a Chinese37 is swimming for his life down a sewer with a swarm of ravenous-looking rats swimming after him. On another an engineer is lighting a stick of dynamite while a steel robot feels for him with its claws. On another a man in airman’s costume is fighting barehanded against a rat somewhat larger than a donkey. On another a nearly naked man of terrific muscular development had just seized a lion by the tail and flung it thirty yards over the wall of an arena, with the words, ‘Take back your blooming lion!’ Clearly no school story can compete with this kind of thing. From time to time the school buildings may catch fire or the French master may turn out to be the head of an international anarchist gang, but in a general way the interest must centre round cricket, school rivalries, practical jokes, etc. There is not much room for bombs, death-rays, sub-machine guns, aeroplanes, mustangs, octopuses, grizzly bears or gangsters.

Examination of a large number of these papers shows that, putting aside school stories, the favourite subjects are Wild West, Frozen North, Foreign Legion, crime (always from the detective’s angle), the Great War (Air Force or Secret Service, not the infantry), the Tarzan motif in varying forms, professional football, tropical exploration, historical romance (Robin Hood, Cavaliers and Roundheads, etc.) and scientific invention. The Wild West still leads, at any rate as a setting, though the Red Indian seems to be fading out. The one theme that is really new is the scientific one. Death-rays, Martians, invisible men, robots, helicopters and interplanetary rockets figure largely; here and there there are even far-off rumours of psychotherapy and ductless-glands. Whereas the Gem and Magnet derive from Dickens and Kipling, the Wizard, Champion, Modern Boy, etc., owe a great deal to H. G. Wells, who, rather than Jules Verne, is the father of ‘Scientifiction’. Naturally it is the magical, Martian aspect of science that is most exploited, but one or two papers include serious articles on scientific subjects, besides quantities of informative snippets. (Examples: ‘A Kauri tree in Queensland, Australia, is over 12,000 years old’; ‘Nearly 50,000 thunderstorms occur every day’; ‘Helium gas costs £1 per 1000 cubic feet’; ‘There are over 500 varieties of spiders in Great Britain’; ‘London firemen use 14,000,000 gallons of water annually,’ etc. etc.).38 There is a marked advance in intellectual curiosity and, on the whole, in the demand made on the reader’s attention. In practice the Gem and Magnet and the post-war papers are read by much the same public, but the mental age aimed at seems to have risen by a year or two years—an improvement probably corresponding to the improvement in elementary education since 1909.

The other thing that has emerged in the post-war boys’ papers, though not to anything like the extent one would expect, is bully-worship and the cult of violence.

If one compares the Gem and Magnet with a genuinely modern paper, the thing that immediately strikes one is the absence of the leader-principle. There is no central dominating character; instead there are fifteen or twenty characters, all more or less on an equality, with whom readers of different types can identify.39 In the more modern papers this is not usually the case. Instead of identifying40 with a schoolboy of more or less his own age, the reader of the Skipper, Hotspur, etc., is led to identify with a G-man, with a Foreign Legionary, with some variant of Tarzan, with an air ace, a master spy, an explorer, a pugilist—at any rate with some single all-powerful character who dominates everyone about him and whose usual method of solving any problem is a sock on the jaw. This character is intended as a superman, and as physical strength is the form of power that boys can best understand, he is usually a sort of human gorilla; in the Tarzan type of story he is sometimes actually a giant, eight or ten feet high. At the same time the scenes of violence in nearly all these stories are remarkably harmless and unconvincing. There is a great difference in tone between even the most bloodthirsty English paper and the threepenny Yank Mags, Fight Stories, Action Stories, etc. (not strictly boys’ papers, but largely read by boys). In the Yank Mags you get real blood-lust, really gory descriptions of the all-in, jump-on-his-testicles style of fighting, written in a jargon that has been perfected by people who brood endlessly on violence. A paper like Fight Stories, for instance, would have very little appeal except to sadists and masochists. You can see the comparative gentleness of the English civilisation by the amateurish way in which prize-fighting is always described in the boys’ weeklies. There is no specialised vocabulary. Look at these four extracts, two English, two41 American:


When the gong sounded, both men were breathing heavily, and each had great red marks on his chest. Bill’s chin was bleeding, and Ben had a cut over his right eye.

Into their corners they sank, but when the gong clanged again they were up swiftly, and they went like tigers at each other (Rover).

He walked in stolidly and smashed a clublike right to my face. Blood spattered and I went back on my heels, but surged in and ripped my right under the heart. Another right smashed full on Sven’s already battered mouth, and, spitting out the fragments of a tooth, he crashed a flailing left to my body (Fight Stories).

It was amazing to watch the Black Panther at work. His muscles rippled and slid under his dark skin. There was all the power and grace of a giant cat in his swift and terrible onslaught.

He volleyed blows with a bewildering speed for so huge a fellow. In a moment Ben was simply blocking with his gloves as well as he could. Ben was really a past-master of defence. He had many fine victories behind him. But the Negro’s rights and lefts crashed through openings that hardly any other fighter could have found (Wizard).

Haymakers which packed the bludgeoning weight of forest monarchs crashing down under the ax hurled into the bodies of the two heavies as they swapped punches (Fight Stories).



Notice how much more knowledgeable the American extracts sound.42 They are written for devotees of the prize-ring, the others are not. Also, it ought to be emphasised that on its level the moral code of the English boys’ papers is a decent one. Crime and dishonesty are never held up to admiration, there is none of the cynicism and corruption of the American gangster story. The huge sale of the Yank Mags in England shows that there is a demand for that kind of thing, but very few English writers seem able to produce it. When hatred of Hitler became a major emotion in America, it was interesting to see how promptly ‘anti-Fascism’ was adapted to pornographic purposes by the editors of the Yank Mags. One magazine which I have in front of me is given up to a long, complete story, ‘When Hell Came to America’, in which the agents of a ‘blood-maddened European dictator’ are trying to conquer the U.S.A. with death-rays and invisible aeroplanes. There is the frankest appeal to sadism, scenes in which the43 Nazis tie bombs to women’s backs and fling them off heights to watch them blown to pieces in mid-air, others in which they tie naked girls together by their hair and prod them with knives to make them dance, etc. etc. The editor comments solemnly on all this, and uses it as a plea for tightening up restrictions against immigrants. On another page of the same paper: ‘LIVES OF THE HOTCHA CHORUS GIRLS. Reveals all the intimate secrets and fascinating pastimes of the famous Broadway Hotcha girls. NOTHING IS OMITTED. Price 10C.’ ‘HOW TO LOVE. 10c.’ ‘FRENCH PHOTO RING. 25c.’ ‘NAUGHTY NUDIES TRANSFERS. From the outside of the glass you see a beautiful girl, innocently dressed. Turn it around and look through the glass and oh! what a difference! Set of 3 transfers 25c.,’ etc. etc. etc. There is nothing at all like this in any English paper likely to be read by boys. But the process of Americanisation is going on all the same. The American ideal, the ‘he-man’, the ‘tough guy’, the gorilla who puts everything right by socking everybody else on the jaw, now figures in probably a majority of boys’ papers. In one serial now running in the Skipper he is always portrayed, ominously enough, swinging a rubber truncheon.

The development of the Wizard, Hotspur, etc., as against the earlier boys’ papers, boils down to this: better technique, more scientific interest, more bloodshed, more leader-worship. But, after all, it is the lack of development that is the really striking thing.

To begin with, there is no political development whatever. The world of the Skipper and the Champion is still the pre-1914 world of the Magnet and the Gem. The Wild West story, for instance, with its cattle-rustlers, lynch-law and other paraphernalia belonging to the ’eighties, is a curiously archaic thing. It is worth noticing that in papers of this type it is always taken for granted that adventures only happen at the ends of the earth, in tropical forests, in Arctic wastes, in African deserts, on Western prairies, in Chinese opium dens—everywhere, in fact, except the places where things really do happen. That is a belief dating from thirty or forty years ago, when the new continents were in process of being opened up. Nowadays, of course, if you really want adventure, the place to look for it is in Europe. But apart from the picturesque side of the Great War, contemporary history is carefully excluded. And except that Americans are now admired instead of being laughed at, foreigners are exactly the same figures of fun that they always were. If a Chinese character appears, he is still the sinister pig-tailed opium-smuggler of Sax Rohmer; no indication that things have been happening in China since 1912—no indication that a war is going on there, for instance.44 If a Spaniard appears, he is still a ‘dago’ or ‘greaser’ who rolls cigarettes and stabs people in the back; no indication that things have been happening in Spain.45 Hitler and the Nazis have not yet appeared, or are barely46 making their appearance. There will be plenty about them in a little while, but it will be from a strictly patriotic angle (Britain versus Germany), with the real meaning of the struggle kept out of sight as much as possible. As for the Russian Revolution, it is extremely difficult to find any reference to it in any of these papers. When Russia is mentioned at all it is usually in an information snippet (example: ‘There are 29,000 centenarians in the U.S.S.R.’), and any reference to the Revolution is indirect and twenty years out of date. In one story in the Rover, for instance, somebody has a tame bear, and as it is a Russian bear, it is nicknamed Trotsky—obviously an echo of the 1917–23 period and not of recent controversies.47 The clock has stopped at 1910. Britannia rules the waves, and no one has heard of slumps, booms, unemployment, dictatorships, purges or concentration camps.

And in social outlook there is hardly any advance. The snobbishness is somewhat less open than in the Gem and Magnet—that is the most one can possibly say. To begin with, the school story, always partly dependent on snob-appeal, is by no means eliminated. Every number of a boys’ paper includes at least one school story, these stories slightly outnumbering the Wild Westerns. The very elaborate fantasy-life of the Gem and Magnet is not imitated and there is more emphasis on extraneous adventure, but the social atmosphere (old grey stones) is much the same. When a new school is introduced at the beginning of a story we are often told in just those words that ‘it was a very posh school’. From time to time a story appears which is ostensibly directed against snobbery. The scholarship-boy (cf. Tom Redwing in the Magnet) makes fairly frequent appearances, and what is essentially the same theme is sometimes presented in this form:48 there is great rivalry between two schools, one of which considers itself more ‘posh’ than the other, and there are fights, practical jokes, football matches, etc., always ending in the discomfiture of the snobs. If one glances very superficially at some of these stories it is possible to imagine that a democratic spirit has crept into the boys’ weeklies, but when one looks more closely one sees that they merely reflect the bitter jealousies that exist within the white-collar class. Their real function is to allow the boy who goes to a cheap private school (not a Council school) to feel that his school is just as ‘posh’ in the sight of God as Winchester or Eton. The sentiment of school loyalty (‘We’re better than the fellows down the road’), a thing almost unknown to the real working class, is still kept up. As these stories are written by many different hands, they do, of course, vary a good deal in tone. Some are reasonably free from snobbishness, in others money and pedigree are exploited even more shamelessly than in the Gem and Magnet. In one that I came cross an actual majority of the boys mentioned were titled.

Where49 working-class characters appear, it is usually either as comics (jokes about tramps, convicts, etc.), or as prize-fighters, acrobats, cowboys, professional footballers and Foreign Legionaries—in other words, as adventurers. There is no facing of the facts about working-class life, or, indeed, about working life of any description. Very occasionally one may come across a realistic description of, say, work in a coal-mine, but in all probability it will only be there as the background of some lurid adventure. In50 any case the central character is not likely to be a coal-miner. Nearly all the time the boy who reads these papers—in nine cases out of ten a boy who is going to spend his life working in a shop, in a factory or in some subordinate job in an office—is led to identify51 with people in positions of command, above all with people who are never troubled by shortage of money. The Lord Peter Wimsey figure, the seeming idiot who drawls and wears a monocle but is always to the fore in moments of danger, turns up over and over again. (This character is a great favourite in Secret Service stories.) And, as usual, the heroic characters all have to talk B.B.C.; they may talk Scottish or Irish or American, but no one in a star part is ever permitted to drop an aitch. Here it is worth comparing the social atmosphere of the boys’ weeklies with that of the women’s weeklies, the Oracle, the Family Star, Peg’s Paper, etc.

The women’s papers are aimed at an older public and are read for the most part by girls who are working for a living. Consequently they are on the surface much more realistic. It is taken for granted, for example, that nearly everyone has to live in a big town and work at a more or less dull job. Sex, so far from being taboo, is the subject. The short, complete stories, the special feature of these papers, are generally of the ‘came the dawn’ type: the heroine narrowly escapes losing her ‘boy’ to a designing rival, or the ‘boy’ loses his job and has to postpone marriage, but presently gets a better job. The changeling-fantasy (a girl brought up in a poor home is ‘really’ the child of rich parents) is another favourite. Where sensationalism comes in, usually in the serials, it arises out of the more domestic type of crime, such as bigamy, forgery or sometimes murder; no Martians, death-rays or international anarchist gangs. These papers are at any rate aiming at credibility, and they have a link with real life in their correspondence columns, where genuine problems are being discussed.52 Ruby M. Ayres’s53 column of advice in the Oracle, for instance, is extremely sensible and well written. And yet the world of the Oracle and Peg’s Paper is a pure fantasy-world. It is the same fantasy all the time:54 pretending to be richer than you are. The chief impression that one carries away from almost every story in these papers is of a frightful, overwhelming ‘refinement’. Ostensibly the characters are working-class people, but their habits, the interiors of their houses, their clothes, their outlook and, above all, their speech are entirely middle class. They are all living at several pounds a week above their income. And needless to say, that is just the impression that is intended. The idea is to give the bored factory-girl or worn-out mother of five a dream-life in which she pictures herself—not actually as a duchess (that convention has gone out) but as, say, the wife of a bank-manager. Not only is a five-to-six-pound-a-week standard of life set up as the ideal, but it is tacitly assumed that that is how working-class people really do live. The major facts are simply not faced. It is admitted, for instance, that people sometimes lose their jobs; but then the dark clouds roll away and they get better jobs instead. No mention of unemployment as something permanent and inevitable, no mention of the dole, no mention of trade unionism. No suggestion anywhere that there can be anything wrong with the system as a system; there are only individual misfortunes, which are generally due to somebody’s wickedness and can in any case be put right in the last chapter. Always the dark clouds roll away, the kind employer raises Alfred’s wages, and there are jobs for everybody except the drunks. It is still the world of the Wizard and the Gem, except that there are orange-blossoms instead of machine-guns.

The outlook inculcated by all these papers is that of a rather exceptionally stupid member of the Navy League55 in the year 1910. Yes, it may be said, but what does it matter? And in any case, what else do you expect?

Of course no one in his senses would want to turn the so-called penny dreadful into a realistic novel or a Socialist tract. An adventure story must of its nature be more or less remote from real life. But, as I have tried to make clear, the unreality of the Wizard and the Gem is not so artless as it looks. These papers exist because of a specialised demand, because boys at certain ages find it necessary to read about Martians, death-rays, grizzly bears and gangsters. They get what they are looking for, but they get it wrapped up in the illusions which their future employers think suitable for them. To what extent people draw their ideas from fiction is disputable. Personally I believe that most people are influenced far more than they would care to admit by novels, serial stories, films and so forth, and that from this point of view the worst books are often the most important, because they are usually the ones that are read earliest in life. It is probable that many people who would consider themselves extremely sophisticated and ‘advanced’ are actually carrying through life an imaginative background which they acquired in childhood from (for instance) Sapper and Ian Hay.56 If that is so, the boys’ twopenny weeklies are of the deepest importance. Here is the stuff that is read somewhere between the ages of twelve and eighteen by a very large proportion, perhaps an actual majority, of English boys, including many who will never read anything else except newspapers; and along with it they are absorbing a set of beliefs which would be regarded as hopelessly out of date in the Central Office of the Conservative Party. All the better because it is done indirectly, there is being pumped into them the conviction that the major problems of our time do not exist, that there is nothing wrong with laissez-faire capitalism, that foreigners are unimportant comics and that the British Empire is a sort of charity-concern which will last for ever. Considering who owns these papers,57 it is difficult to believe that this is58 unintentional. Of the twelve papers I have been discussing (i.e. twelve including the Thriller and Detective Weekly) seven are the property of the Amalgamated Press, which is one of the biggest press-combines in the world and controls more than a hundred different papers. The Gem and Magnet, therefore, are closely linked up with the Daily Telegraph and the Financial Times. This in itself would be enough to rouse certain suspicions, even if it were not obvious that the stories in the boys’ weeklies are politically vetted. So it appears that if you feel the need of a fantasy-life in which you travel to Mars and fight lions bare-handed (and what boy doesn’t?), you can only have it by delivering yourself over, mentally, to people like Lord Camrose. For there is no competition.59 Throughout the whole of this run of papers the differences are negligible, and on this level no others exist. This raises the question, why is there no such thing as a left-wing boys’ paper?

At first glance such an idea merely makes one slightly60 sick. It is so horribly easy to imagine what a left-wing boys’ paper would be like, if it existed. I remember in 1920 or 1921 some optimistic person handing round Communist tracts among a crowd of public-school boys. The tract I received was of the question-and-answer kind:


Q. ‘Can a Boy Communist be a Boy Scout, Comrade?’

A. ‘No, Comrade.’

Q. Why, Comrade?’

A. ‘Because, Comrade, a Boy Scout must salute the Union Jack, which is the symbol of tyranny and oppression.’ Etc. etc.



Now, suppose that at this moment somebody started a left-wing paper deliberately aimed at boys of twelve or fourteen. I do not suggest that the whole of its contents would be exactly like the tract I have quoted above, but does anyone doubt that they would be something like it? Inevitably such a paper would either consist of dreary uplift or it would be under Communist influence and given over to adulation of Soviet Russia; in either case no normal boy would ever look at it. Highbrow literature apart, the whole of the existing left-wing Press, in so far as it is at all vigorously ‘left’, is61 one long tract. The one Socialist paper in England which could live a week on its merits as a paper is the Daily Herald: and how much Socialism is there in the Daily Herald? At this moment, therefore, a paper with a ‘left’ slant and at the same time likely to have an appeal to ordinary boys in their teens is something almost beyond hoping for.

But it does not follow that it is impossible. There is no clear reason why every adventure story should necessarily be mixed up with snobbishness and gutter patriotism. For, after all, the stories in the Hotspur and the Modern Boy are not Conservative tracts; they are merely adventure stories with a Conservative bias. It is fairly easy to imagine the process being reversed. It is possible, for instance, to imagine a paper as thrilling and lively as the Hotspur, but with subject-matter and ‘ideology’ a little more up to date. It is even possible (though this raises other difficulties) to imagine a women’s paper at the same literary level as the Oracle, dealing in approximately the same kind of story, but taking rather more account of the realities of working-class life. Such things have been done before, though not in England. In the last years of the Spanish monarchy there was a large output in Spain of left-wing novelettes, some of them evidently of Anarchist62 origin. Unfortunately at the time when they were appearing I did not see their social significance, and I lost the collection of them that I had, but no doubt copies would still be procurable. In get-up and style of story they were very similar to the English fourpenny novelette, except that their inspiration was ‘left’. If, for instance, a story described police pursuing Anarchists through the mountains, it would be from the point of view of the Anarchists and not of the police. An example nearer to hand is the Soviet film Chapaiev,63 which has been shown a number of times in London. Technically, by the standards of the time when it was made, Chapaiev is a first-rate film, but mentally, in spite of the unfamiliar Russian background, it is not so very remote from Hollywood. The one thing that lifts it out of the ordinary is the remarkable performance by the actor who takes the part of the White officer (the fat one)—a performance which looks very like an inspired piece of gagging. Otherwise the atmosphere is familiar. All the usual paraphernalia is there—heroic fight against odds, escape at the last moment, shots of galloping horses, love interest, comic relief. The film is in fact a fairly ordinary one, except that its tendency is ‘left’. In a Hollywood film of the Russian Civil War the Whites would probably be angels and the Reds demons. In the Russian version the Reds are angels and the Whites demons. That also is a lie, but, taking the long view, it is a less pernicious lie than the other.64

Here several difficult problems present themselves. Their general nature is obvious enough, and I do not want to discuss them. I am merely pointing to the fact that, in England, popular imaginative literature is a field that left-wing thought has never begun to enter. All fiction from the novels in the mushroom libraries downwards is censored in the interests of the ruling class. And boys’ fiction above all, the blood-and-thunder stuff which nearly every boy devours at some time or other, is sodden in the worst illusions of 1910. The fact is only unimportant if one believes that what is read in childhood leaves no impression behind. Lord Camrose and his colleagues65 evidently believe nothing of the kind, and, after all, Lord Camrose66 ought to know.




599. Frank Richards Replies to George Orwell


Shortly after ‘Boys’ Weeklies’ appeared in Horizon, the editor, Cyril Connolly, was amazed to receive a letter from ‘Frank Richards’ (Charles Hamilton, 1876–1961), very much alive and asking for space to reply to ‘the charges’ made against him. His reply, reprinted here, appeared in Horizon, May 1940, and was much discussed and enjoyed in London literary circles at the time, and by Orwell himself, although, before seeing it, he expressed his apprehension about it in a letter to Geoffrey Gorer, 3 April 1940; see here.



The Editor has kindly given me space to reply to Mr. Orwell, whose article on Boys’ Weeklies appeared in Horizon No. 3. Mr. Orwell’s article is a rather remarkable one to appear in a periodical of this kind. From the fact that Horizon contains a picture that does not resemble a picture, a poem that does not resemble poetry, and a story that does not resemble a story, I conclude that it must be a very high-browed paper indeed: and I was agreeably surprised, therefore, to find in it an article written in a lively and entertaining manner, and actually readable. I was still more interested as this article dealt chiefly with my work as an author for boys. Mr. Orwell perpetrates so many inaccuracies, however, and flicks off his condemnations with so careless a hand, that I am glad of an opportunity to set him right on a few points. He reads into my very innocent fiction a fell scheme for drugging the minds of the younger proletariat into dull acquiescence in a system of which Mr. Orwell does not approve: and of which, in consequence, he cannot imagine anyone else approving except from interested motives. Anyone who disagrees with Mr. Orwell is necessarily either an antiquated ass or an exploiter on the make! His most serious charge against my series is that it smacks of the year 1910: a period which Mr. Orwell appears to hold in peculiar horror. Probably I am older than Mr. Orwell: and I can tell him that the world went very well then. It has not been improved by the Great War, the General Strike, the out-break of sex-chatter, by make-up or lipstick, by the present discontents, or by Mr. Orwell’s thoughts upon the present discontents! But Mr. Orwell not only reads a diehard dunderheaded Tory into a harmless author for boys: he accuses him of plagiarism, of snobbishness, of being out of date, even of cleanliness of mind, as if that were a sin also. I propose to take Mr. Orwell’s indictment charge by charge, rebutting the same one after another, excepting the last, to which I plead guilty. After which I expect to receive from Mr. Orwell a telegram worded like that of the invader of Sind.1

To begin with the plagiarism. ‘Probably’, says Mr. Orwell, ‘The Magnet owes something to Gunby Hadath, Desmond Coke, and the rest.’ Frank Richards had never read Desmond Coke till the nineteen-twenties: he had never read Gunby Hadath—whoever Gunby Hadath may be—at all. ‘Even the name of the chief comic among the Greyfriars masters, Mr. Prout, is taken from Stalky and Co.’, declares Mr. Orwell. Now, it is true that there is a form-master at Greyfriars named Prout, and there is a house-master in Stalky named Prout. It is also true that The Magnet author is named Richards: and that there is a Richards in Stalky and Co. But the Fifth-form master at Greyfriars no more derives from the Stalky Prout, than The Magnet author from the Stalky Richards. Stalky’s Prout is a ‘gloomy ass’, worried, dubious, easily worked on by others. The Greyfriars Prout is portly, self-satisfied, impervious to the opinions of others. No two characters could be more unlike. Mr. Prout of Greyfriars is a very estimable gentleman: and characters in a story, after all, must have names. Every name in existence has been used over and over again in fiction.

The verb ‘to jape’, says Mr. Orwell, is also taken from Stalky. Mr. Orwell is so very modern, that I cannot suspect him of having read anything so out of date as Chaucer. But if he will glance into that obsolete author, he will find ‘jape’ therein, used in precisely the same sense. ‘Frabjous’ also, it seems, is borrowed from Stalky! Has Mr. Orwell never read ‘Alice’? ‘Frabjous’, like ‘chortle’ and ‘burble’, derives from Lewis Carroll. Innumerable writers have borrowed ‘frabjous’ and ‘chortle’—I believe Frank Richards was the first to borrow ‘burble’, but I am sure of this: such expressions, once in existence, become part of the language, and are common property.

‘Sex’, says Mr. Orwell, ‘is completely tabu’. Mr. Noel Coward, in his autobiography, is equally amused at the absence of the sex-motif in The Magnet series. But what would Mr. Orwell have? The Magnet is intended chiefly for readers up to sixteen: though I am proud to know that it has readers of sixty! It is read by girls as well as boys. Would it do these children good, or harm, to turn their thoughts to such matters? Sex, certainly, does enter uncomfortably into the experience of the adolescent. But surely the less he thinks about it, at an early age, the better. I am aware that, in these ‘modern’ days, there are people who think that children should be told things of which in my own childhood no small person was ever allowed to hear. I disagree with this entirely. My own opinion is that such people generally suffer from disordered digestions, which cause their minds to take a nasty turn. They fancy that they are ‘realists’, when they are only obscene. They go grubbing in the sewers for their realism, and refuse to believe in the grass and flowers above ground—which, nevertheless, are equally real! Moreover, this ‘motif’ does not play so stupendous a part in real life, among healthy and wholesome people, as these ‘realists’ imagine. If Mr. Orwell supposes that the average Sixth-form boy cuddles a parlour-maid as often as he handles a cricket-bat, Mr. Orwell is in error.

Drinking and smoking and betting, says Mr. Orwell, are represented as ‘shady’, but at the same time ‘irresistibly fascinating’. If Mr. Orwell will do me the honour of looking over a few numbers of The Magnet, he will find that such ways are invariably described as ‘dingy’—even the ‘bad hats’ are a little ashamed of them: even Billy Bunter, though he will smoke a cigarette if he can get one for nothing, is described as being, though an ass, not ass enough to spend his money on such things. I submit that the adjective ‘dingy’ is not equivalent to the adjective ‘fascinating’.

Mr. Orwell finds it difficult to believe that a series running for thirty years can possibly have been written by one and the same person. In the presence of such authority, I speak with diffidence: and can only say that, to the best of my knowledge and belief, I am only one person, and have never been two or three.

‘Consequently,’ says Mr. Orwell, cheerfully proceeding from erroneous premises to a still more erroneous conclusion, ‘they must be written in a style that is easily imitated.’ On this point, I may say that I could hardly count the number of authors who have striven to imitate Frank Richards, not one of whom has been successful. The style, whatever its merits or demerits, is my own, and—if I may say it with due modesty—inimitable. Nobody has ever written like it before, and nobody will ever write like it again. Many have tried; but as Dryden—an obsolete poet, Mr. Orwell—has remarked:


The builders were with want of genius curst,

The second building was not like the first.2



Mr. Orwell mentions a number of other papers, which—egregiously—he classes with The Magnet. These papers, with the exception of The Gem, are not in the same class. They are not in the same street. They are hardly in the same universe. With The Magnet, it is not a case of primus inter pares: it is a case of Eclipse3 first and the rest nowhere. Mr. Orwell in effect admits this. He tells us, quite correctly, that Billy Bunter is a ‘real creation’: that he is a ‘first-rate character’: that he is ‘one of the best-known in English fiction’. He tells us that in The Magnet the ‘characters are so carefully graded, as to give every type of reader a character he can identify himself with’. I suggest that an author who can do this is not easily imitated. It is not so easy as Mr. Orwell supposes. It cannot be acquired: only the born story-teller can do it. Shakespeare could do it as no man ever did it before or since. Dickens could do it. Thackeray could not do it. Scott, with all his genius, could only give us historical suits of clothes with names attached. Can Bernard Shaw make a character live? Could Ibsen or Tchekov? To the highbrow, I know, a writer need only have a foreign name, to be a genius: and the more unpronounceable the name, the greater the genius. These duds—yes, Mr. Orwell, Frank Richards really regards Shaw, Ibsen, and Tchekov, as duds—these duds would disdain to draw a schoolboy. Billy Bunter, let us admit, is not so dignified a character as an imbecile Russian, or a nerve-racked Norwegian. But, as a nineteenth-century writer, whom Mr. Orwell would not deign to quote, remarked, ‘I would rather have a Dutch peasant by Teniers than his Majesty’s head on a signpost’.4

Mr. Orwell accuses Frank Richards of snobbishness: apparently because he makes an aristocratic character act as an aristocrat should. Now, although Mr. Orwell may not suspect it, the word ‘aristocrat’ has not wholly lost its original Greek meaning. It is an actual fact that, in this country at least, noblemen generally are better fellows than commoners. My own acquaintance with titled Nobs is strictly limited; but it is my experience, and I believe everybody’s, that—excepting the peasant-on-the-land class, which is the salt of the earth—the higher you go up in the social scale the better you find the manners, and the more fixed the principles. The fact that old families almost invariably die out in the long run is proof of this: they cannot and will not do the things necessary for survival. All over the country, old estates are passing into new hands. Is this because Sir George up at the Hall is inferior to Mr. Thompson from the City—or otherwise? Indeed, Mr. Thompson himself is improved by being made a lord. Is it not a fact that, when a title is bestowed on some hard man of business, it has an ameliorating effect on him—that he reacts unconsciously to his new state, and becomes rather less of a Gradgrind, rather more a man with a sense of his social responsibilities? Everyone must have observed this. The founder of a new family follows, at a distance, in the footsteps of the old families; and every day and in every way becomes better and better! It was said of old that the English nation dearly loves a lord. The English nation, in that as in other things, is wiser than its highbrowed instructors. Really, Mr. Orwell, is it snobbish to give respect where respect is due: or should an author, because he doesn’t happen to be a peer himself, inspire his readers with envy, hatred, malice, and all uncharitableness?

But Mr. Orwell goes on to say that the working-classes enter only as comics and semi-villains. This is sheer perversity on Mr. Orwell’s part. Such misrepresentation would not only be bad manners, but bad business. Every paper desiring a wide circulation must circulate, for the greater part, among the working-classes, for the simple reason that they form nine-tenths of the population. A paper that is so fearfully aristocratic that it is supported only by marquises and men-servants must always go the way of the Morning Post.5 Horizon, I do not doubt, has a circle of readers with the loftiest brows; but I do doubt whether Sir John Simon6 will bother it very much for the sinews of war. Indeed, I have often wondered how so many young men with expansive foreheads and superior smiles contrive to live at all on bad prose and worse poetry. Directors, editors, and authors, must live: and they cannot live by insulting the majority of their public. If Frank Richards were the snob Mr. Orwell believes him to be, he would still conceal that weakness very carefully when writing for The Magnet. But a man can believe that the ‘tenth possessor of a foolish face’ has certain qualities lacking in the first possessor of a sly brain, without being a snob. I am very pleased to be an author, and I think I would rather be an author than a nobleman; but I am not fool enough to think that an author is of such national importance as a farmer or a farm labourer. Workmen can, and often do, get on quite well without authors; but no author could continue to exist without the workmen. They are not only the backbone of the nation: they are the nation: all other classes being merely trimmings. The best and noblest-minded man I ever knew was a simple wood-cutter. I would like Mr. Orwell to indicate a single sentence in which Frank Richards refers disrespectfully to the people who keep him in comfort. There are three working-class boys in the Greyfriars Remove; Mr. Orwell mentions all three by name: each one is represented as being liked and respected by the other boys; each in turn has been selected as the special hero of a series: and Mr. Orwell must have used a very powerful microscope to detect anything comic or semi-villainous in them.

It is true that if I introduce a public-house loafer, I do not make him a baronet: and the billiard-marker does not wear an old school tie. But something, surely, is due to reality: especially as Mr. Orwell is such a realist. If Mr. Orwell has met public-house loafers who are baronets, or billiard-markers wearing the old school tie, I have never had a similar experience.

Of strikes, slumps, unemployment, etc., complains Mr. Orwell, there is no mention. But are these really subjects for young people to meditate upon? It is true that we live in an insecure world: but why should not youth feel as secure as possible? It is true that burglars break into houses: but what parent in his senses would tell a child that a masked face may look in at the nursery window? A boy of fifteen or sixteen is on the threshold of life: and life is a tough proposition; but will he be better prepared for it by telling him how tough it may possibly be? I am sure that the reverse is the case. Gray—another obsolete poet, Mr. Orwell!—tells us that sorrows never come too late, and happiness too swiftly flies. Let youth be happy, or as happy as possible. Happiness is the best preparation for misery, if misery must come. At least, the poor kid will have had something! He may, at twenty, be hunting for a job and not finding it—why should his fifteenth year be clouded by worrying about that in advance? He may, at thirty, get the sack—why tell him so at twelve? He may, at forty, be a wreck on Labour’s scrap-heap—but how will it benefit him to know that at fourteen? Even if making miserable children would make happy adults, it would not be justifiable. But the truth is that the adult will be all the more miserable if he was miserable as a child. Every day of happiness, illusory or otherwise—and most happiness is illusory—is so much to the good. It will help to give the boy confidence and hope. Frank Richards tells him that there are some splendid fellows in a world that is, after all, a decent sort of place. He likes to think himself like one of these fellows, and is happy in his day-dreams. Mr. Orwell would have him told that he is a shabby little blighter, his father an ill-used serf, his world a dirty, muddled, rotten sort of show. I don’t think it would be fair play to take his twopence for telling him that!

Now about patriotism: an affronting word to Mr. Orwell. I am aware, of course, that the really ‘modern’ highbrow is an ‘idiot who praises with enthusiastic tone, all centuries but this, and every country but his own.’7 But is a country necessarily inferior because it is one’s own? Why should not a fellow feel proud of things in which a just pride may be taken? I have lived in many countries, and talked in several languages: and found something to esteem in every country I have visited. But I have never seen any nation the equal of my own. Actually, such is my belief, Mr. Orwell!

The basic political assumptions, Mr. Orwell goes on, are two: that nothing ever changes, and that foreigners are funny. Well, the French have a proverb that the more a thing changes, the more it is just the same. Temporary mutations are mistaken for great changes—as they always were. Decency seems to have gone—but it will come in again, and there will be a new generation of men who do not talk and write muck, and women with clean faces. Progress, I believe, goes on: but it moves to slow time. No real change is perceptible in the course of a single lifetime. But even if changes succeeded one another with kaleidoscopic rapidity, the writer for young people should still endeavour to give his young readers a sense of stability and solid security, because it is good for them, and makes for happiness and peace of mind.

As for foreigners being funny, I must shock Mr. Orwell by telling him that foreigners are funny. They lack the sense of humour which is the special gift of our own chosen nation: and people without a sense of humour are always unconsciously funny. Take Hitler, for example,—with his swastika, his ‘good German sword’, his fortifications named after characters from Wagner, his military coat that he will never take off till he marches home victorious: and the rest of his fripperies out of the property-box. In Germany they lap this up like milk, with the most awful seriousness; in England, the play-acting ass would be laughed out of existence. Take Mussolini—can anyone imagine a fat man in London talking the balderdash that Benito talks in Rome to wildly-cheering audiences, without evoking, not wild cheers, but inextinguishable laughter? But is il Duce regarded as a mountebank in Italy? Very far from it. I submit to Mr. Orwell that people who take their theatricals seriously are funny. The fact that Adolf Hitler is deadly dangerous does not make him less comic.

But what I dislike most is Mr. Orwell telling me that I am out of date. Human nature, Mr. Orwell, is dateless. A character that lives is always up to date. If, as Mr. Orwell himself says, a boy in 1940 can identify himself with a boy in The Magnet, obviously that boy in The Magnet is a boy of 1940.

But it is quite startling to see what Mr. Orwell regards as up to date. The one theme that is really new, quoth he, is the scientific one—death-rays, Martian invasions, invisible men, interplanetary rockets, and so on. Oh, my Hat! if Mr. Orwell will permit that obsolete expression. This kind of thing was done, and done to death, when I was a small boy; long before The Magnet was born or thought of. Before I reached the age of unaided reading, a story was read to me by an elder brother, in which bold travellers hiked off to the moon, packed inside a big bullet discharged from a tremendous gun. The greatest of submarine stories—Jules Verne’s 20,000 Leagues—was published before I was born. The Martians invaded the earth, while I was still mewling and puking in the nurse’s arms. In the nursery I knew the Invisible Man, though his invisibility was then due to a cloak of darkness. More than twenty years ago I wrote a death-ray story myself: but did not fancy that it was a new idea; even then it had an ancient and fish-like smell. Some of my earliest reading was of flying: there was a strenuous character in those days, who sailed the skies in what he called an aeronef: a direct descendant, I think, of Verne’s Clipper of the Clouds of twenty years earlier: and Verne, I fancy, had read Peter Wilkins8 of seventy years earlier still; and I believe that the author of Peter Wilkins had not disdained to pick up a tip or two from Swift’s writings in the eighteenth century. Did not Lucian9 tell them something about a trip to the moon in the second century? The oldest flying story I have read was written in Greek about three thousand years ago; but I don’t suppose it was the earliest: I have no doubt that when they finish sorting over the Babylonian bricks they will find a flying story somewhere among the ruins, and very likely a death-ray and an invisible man keeping it company. If this stuff is new, Mr. Orwell, what is old?

To conclude, Mr. Orwell hopes that a boys’ paper with a Left-wing bias may not be impossible. I hope that it is, and will remain, impossible. Boys’ minds ought not to be disturbed and worried by politics. Even if I were a Socialist, or a Communist, I should still consider it the duty of a boys’ author to write without reference to such topics: because his business is to entertain his readers, make them as happy as possible, give them a feeling of cheerful security, turn their thoughts to healthy pursuits, and above all to keep them away from unhealthy introspection, which in early youth can do only harm. If there is a Tchekov among my readers, I fervently hope that the effect of The Magnet will be to turn him into a Bob Cherry!10
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When Henry Miller’s novel, Tropic of Cancer, appeared in 1935, it was greeted with rather cautious praise, obviously conditioned in some cases by a fear of seeming to enjoy pornography. Among the people who praised it were T. S. Eliot, Herbert Read, Aldous Huxley, John dos Passos, Ezra Pound—on the whole, not the writers who are in fashion at this moment. And in fact the subject-matter of the book, and to a certain extent its mental atmosphere, belong to the ’twenties rather than to the ’thirties.

Tropic of Cancer is a novel in the first person, or autobiography in the form of a novel, whichever way you like to look at it. Miller himself insists that it is straight autobiography, but the tempo and method of telling the story are those of a novel. It is a story of the American Paris, but not along quite the usual lines, because the Americans who figure in it happen to be people without money. During the boom years, when dollars were plentiful and the exchange-value of the franc was low, Paris was invaded by such a swarm of artists, writers, students, dilettanti, sight-seers, debauchees1 and plain idlers as the world has probably never seen. In some quarters of the town the so-called artists must actually have outnumbered the working population—indeed, it has been reckoned that in the late ’twenties there were as many as 30,000 painters in Paris, most of them impostors. The populace had grown so hardened to artists that gruff-voiced Lesbians in corduroy breeches and young men in Grecian or medieval costume could walk the streets without attracting a glance, and along the Seine banks by Notre Dame it was almost impossible to pick one’s way between the sketching-stools. It was the age of dark horses and neglected genii; the phrase on everybody’s lips was ‘Quand je serai lancé’.2 As it turned out, nobody was ‘lancé’, the slump descended like another Ice Age, the cosmopolitan mob of artists vanished, and the huge Montparnasse cafés which only ten years ago were filled till the small hours by hordes of shrieking poseurs have turned into darkened tombs in which there are not even any ghosts. It is this world—described in, among other novels, Wyndham Lewis’s Tarr3—that Miller is writing about, but he is dealing only with the under side of it, the lumpenproletarian fringe which has been able to survive the slump because it is composed partly of genuine artists and partly of genuine scoundrels. The neglected genii, the paranoiacs who are always ‘going to’ write the novel that will knock Proust into a cocked hat, are there, but they are only genii in the rather rare moments when they are not scouting about for the next meal. For the most part it is a story of bug-ridden rooms in workingmen’s hotels, of fights, drinking bouts, cheap brothels, Russian refugees, cadging, swindling and temporary jobs. And the whole atmosphere of the poor quarters of Paris as a foreigner sees them—the cobbled alleys, the sour reek of refuse, the bistros with their greasy zinc counters and worn brick floors, the green waters of the Seine, the blue cloaks of the Republican Guard, the crumbling iron urinals, the peculiar sweetish smell of the Metro stations, the cigarettes that come to pieces, the pigeons in the Luxembourg Gardens—it is all there, or at any rate the feeling of it is there.

On the face of it no material could be less promising. When Tropic of Cancer was published the Italians were marching into Abyssinia and Hitler’s concentration-camps were already bulging. The intellectual foci of the world were Rome, Moscow and Berlin. It did not seem to be a moment at which a novel of outstanding value was likely to be written about American dead-beats cadging drinks in the Latin Quarter. Of course a novelist is not obliged to write directly about contemporary history, but a novelist who simply disregards the major public events of the moment is generally either a footler or a plain idiot. From a mere account of the subject-matter of Tropic of Cancer most people would probably assume it to be no more than a bit of naughty-naughty left over from the ’twenties. Actually, nearly everyone who read it saw at once that it was nothing of the kind, but a very remarkable book. How or why remarkable? That question is never easy to answer. It is better to begin by describing the impression that Tropic of Cancer has left on my own mind.

When I first opened Tropic of Cancer and saw that it was full of unprintable words, my immediate reaction was a refusal to be impressed. Most people’s would be the same, I believe. Nevertheless, after a lapse of time the atmosphere of the book, besides innumerable details, seemed to linger in my memory in a peculiar way. A year later Miller’s second book, Black Spring, was published. By this time Tropic of Cancer was much more vividly present in my mind than it had been when I first read it. My first feeling about Black Spring was that it showed a falling-off, and it is a fact that it has not the same unity as the other book. Yet after another year there were many passages in Black Spring that had also rooted themselves in my memory. Evidently these books are of the sort to leave a flavour behind them—books that ‘create a world of their own’, as the saying goes. The books that do this are not necessarily good books, they may be good bad books like Raffles4 or the Sherlock Holmes stories, or perverse and morbid books like Wuthering Heights or The House with the Green Shutters.5 But now and again there appears a novel which opens up a new world not by revealing what is strange, but by revealing what is familiar. The truly remarkable thing about Ulysses, for instance, is the commonplaceness of its material. Of course there is much more in Ulysses than this, because Joyce is a kind of poet and also an elephantine pedant, but his real achievement has been to get the familiar onto6 paper. He dared—for it is a matter of daring just as much as of technique—to expose the imbecilities of the inner mind, and in doing so he discovered an America which was under everybody’s nose. Here is a whole world of stuff which you have lived with since childhood, stuff which you supposed to be of its nature incommunicable, and somebody has managed to communicate it. The effect is to break down, at any rate momentarily, the solitude in which the human being lives. When you read certain passages in Ulysses you feel that Joyce’s mind and your mind are one, that he knows all about you though he has never heard your name, that there exists some world outside time and space in which you and he are together. And though he does not resemble Joyce in other ways, there is a touch of this quality in Henry Miller. Not everywhere, because his work is very uneven, and sometimes, especially in Black Spring, tends to slide away into mere verbiage or into the squashy universe of the surrealists. But read him for five pages, ten pages, and you feel the peculiar relief that comes not so much from understanding as from being understood. ‘He knows all about me’, you feel; ‘he wrote this specially for me.’ It is as though you could hear a voice speaking to you, a friendly American voice, with no humbug in it, no moral purpose, merely an implicit assumption that we are all alike. For the moment you have got away from the lies and simplifications, the stylised, marionnette-like quality of ordinary fiction, even quite good fiction, and are dealing with the recognisable experiences of human beings.

But what kind of experience? What kind of human beings? Miller is writing about the man in the street, and it is incidentally rather a pity that it should be a street full of brothels. That is the penalty of leaving your native land. It means transferring your roots into shallower soil. Exile is probably more damaging to a novelist than to a painter or even a poet, because its effect is to take him out of contact with working life and narrow down his range to the street, the café, the church, the brothel and the studio. On the whole, in Miller’s books you are reading about people living the expatriate life, people drinking, talking, meditating and fornicating, not about people working, marrying and bringing up children; a pity, because he would have described the one set of activities as well as the other. In Black Spring there is a wonderful flashback of New York, the swarming Irish-infested New York of the O. Henry period, but the Paris scenes are the best, and, granted their utter worthlessness as social types, the drunks and dead-beats of the cafés are handled with a feeling for character and a mastery of technique that are unapproached in any at all recent novel. All of them are not only credible but completely familiar; you have the feeling that all their adventures have happened to yourself. Not that they are anything very startling in the way of adventures. Henry gets a job with a melancholy Indian student, gets another job at a dreadful French school during a cold snap when the lavatories are frozen solid, goes on drinking bouts in Le Havre with his friend Collins, the sea captain, goes to brothels where there are wonderful negresses, talks with his friend Van Norden, the novelist, who has got the great novel of the world in his head but can never bring himself to begin writing it. His friend Karl, on the verge of starvation, is picked up by a wealthy widow who wishes to marry him. There are interminable, Hamlet-like conversations in which Karl tries to decide which is worse, being hungry or sleeping with an old woman. In great detail he describes his visits to the widow, how he went to the hotel dressed in his best, how before going in he neglected to urinate, so that the whole evening was one long crescendo of torment, etc., etc. And after all, none of it is true, the widow doesn’t even exist—Karl has simply invented her in order to make himself seem important. The whole book is in this vein, more or less. Why is it that these monstrous trivialities are so engrossing? Simply because the whole atmosphere is deeply familiar, because you have all the while the feeling that these things are happening to you. And you have this feeling because somebody has chosen to drop the Geneva language of the ordinary novel and drag the real-politik of the inner mind into the open. In Miller’s case it is not so much a question of exploring the mechanisms of the mind as of owning up to everyday facts and everyday emotions. For the truth is that many ordinary people, perhaps an actual majority, do speak and behave in just the way that is recorded here. The callous coarseness with which the characters in Tropic of Cancer talk is very rare in fiction, but it is extremely common in real life; again and again I have heard just such conversations from people who were not even aware that they were talking coarsely. It is worth noticing that Tropic of Cancer is not a young man’s book. Miller was in his forties when it was published, and though since then he has produced three or four others, it is obvious that this first book had been lived with for years. It is one of those books that are slowly matured in poverty and obscurity, by people who know what they have got to do and therefore are able to wait. The prose is astonishing, and in parts of Black Spring it is even better. Unfortunately I cannot quote; unprintable words occur almost everywhere. But get hold of Tropic of Cancer, get hold of Black spring and read especially the first hundred pages. They give you an idea of what can still be done, even at this late date, with English prose. In them, English is treated as a spoken language, but spoken without fear, i.e., without fear of rhetoric or of the unusual or poetical word. The adjective has come back, after its ten years’ exile. It is a flowing, swelling prose, a prose with rhythms in it, something quite different from the flat cautious statements and snackbar dialects that are now in fashion.

When a book like Tropic of Cancer appears, it is only natural that the first thing people notice should be its obscenity. Given our current notions of literary decency, it is not at all easy to approach an unprintable book with detachment. Either one is shocked and disgusted, or one is morbidly thrilled, or one is determined above all else not to be impressed. The last is probably the commonest reaction, with the result that unprintable books often get less attention than they deserve. It is rather the fashion to say that nothing is easier than to write an obscene book, that people only do it in order to get themselves talked about and make money, etc., etc. What makes it obvious that this is not the case is that books which are obscene in the police-court sense are distinctly uncommon. If there were easy money to be made out of dirty words, a lot more people would be making it. But, because ‘obscene’ books do not appear very frequently, there is a tendency to lump them together, as a rule quite unjustifiably. Tropic of Cancer has been vaguely associated with two other books, Ulysses and Voyage au Bout de la Nuit,7 but in neither case is there much resemblance. What Miller has in common with Joyce is a willingness to mention the inane squalid facts of everyday life. Putting aside differences of technique, the funeral scene in Ulysses, for instance, would fit into Tropic of Cancer, the whole chapter is a sort of confession, an exposé of the frightful inner callousness of the human being. But there the resemblance ends. As a novel, Tropic of Cancer is far inferior to Ulysses. Joyce is an artist, in a sense in which Miller is not and probably would not wish to be, and in any case he is attempting much more. He is exploring different states of consciousness, dream, reverie (the ‘bronze-by-gold’ chapter), drunkenness, etc., and dovetailing them all into a huge complex pattern, almost like a Victorian ‘plot’. Miller is simply a hard-boiled person talking about life, an ordinary American businessman with intellectual courage and a gift for words. It is perhaps significant that he looks exactly like everyone’s idea of an American businessman. As for the comparison with Voyage au Bout de la Nuit, it is even further from the point. Both books use unprintable words, both are in some sense autobiographical, but that is all. Voyage au Bout de la Nuit is a book-with-a-purpose, and its purpose is to protest against the horror and meaninglessness of modern life—actually, indeed, of life. It is a cry of unbearable disgust, a voice from the cesspool. Tropic of Cancer is almost exactly the opposite. The thing has become so unusual as to seem almost anomalous, but it is the book of a man who is happy. So is Black Spring, though slightly less so, because tinged in places with nostalgia. With years of lumpenproletarian life behind him, hunger, vagabondage, dirt, failure, nights in the open, battles with immigration officers, endless struggles for a bit of cash, Miller finds that he is enjoying himself. Exactly the aspects of life that fill Céline with horror are the ones that appeal to him. So far from protesting, he is accepting. And the very word ‘acceptance’ calls up his real affinity, another American, Walt Whitman.

But there is something rather curious in being Whitman in the nineteen-thirties. It is not certain that if Whitman himself were alive at this moment he would write anything in the least degree resembling Leaves of Grass. For what he is saying, after all, is ‘I accept’, and there is a radical difference between acceptance now and acceptance then. Whitman was writing in a time of unexampled prosperity, but more than that, he was writing in a country where freedom was something more than a word. The democracy, equality and comradeship that he is always talking about are not remote ideals, but something that existed in front of his eyes. In mid-nineteenth-century America men felt themselves free and equal, were free and equal, so far as that is possible outside a society of pure communism. There was poverty and there were even class-distinctions, but except for the Negroes there was no permanently submerged class. Everyone had inside him, like a kind of core, the knowledge that he could earn a decent living, and earn it without bootlicking. When you read about Mark Twain’s Mississippi raftsmen and pilots, or Bret Harte’s Western gold-miners, they seem more remote than the cannibals of the Stone Age. The reason is simply that they are free human beings. But it is the same even with the peaceful domesticated America of the Eastern states, the America of Little Women, Helen’s Babies and ‘Riding Down from Bangor’.8 Life has a buoyant, carefree quality that you can feel as you read, like a physical sensation in your belly. It is this that Whitman is celebrating, though actually he does it very badly, because he is one of those writers who tell you what you ought to feel instead of making you feel it. Luckily for his beliefs, perhaps, he died too early to see the deterioration in American life that came with the rise of large-scale industry and the exploiting of cheap immigrant labour.

Miller’s outlook is deeply akin to that of Whitman, and nearly everyone who has read him has remarked on this. Tropic of Cancer ends with an especially Whitmanesque passage, in which, after the lecheries, the swindles, the fights, the drinking bouts and the imbecilities, he simply sits down and watches the Seine flowing past, in a sort of mystical acceptance of the thing-as-it-is. Only, what is he accepting? In the first place, not America, but the ancient boneheap of Europe, where every grain of soil has passed through innumerable human bodies. Secondly, not an epoch of expansion and liberty, but an epoch of fear, tyranny and regimentation. To say ‘I accept’ in an age like our own is to say that you accept concentration-camps, rubber truncheons, Hitler, Stalin, bombs, aeroplanes, tinned food, machine-guns, putsches, purges, slogans, Bedaux belts,9 gas-masks, submarines, spies, provocateurs, press-censorship, secret prisons, aspirins, Hollywood films and political murders. Not only those things, of course, but those things among others. And on the whole this is Henry Miller’s attitude. Not quite always, because at moments he shows signs of a fairly ordinary kind of literary nostalgia. There is a long passage in the earlier part of Black Spring, in praise of the Middle Ages, which as prose must be one of the most remarkable pieces of writing in recent years, but which displays an attitude not very different from that of Chesterton. In Max and the White Phagocytes10 there is an attack on modern American civilisation (breakfast cereals, cellophane, etc.) from the usual angle of the literary man who hates industrialism. But in general the attitude is ‘Let’s swallow it whole’. And hence the seeming preoccupation with indecency and with the dirty-handkerchief side of life. It is only seeming, for the truth is that life, ordinary everyday life, consists far more largely of horrors than writers of fiction usually care to admit. Whitman himself ‘accepted’ a great deal that his contemporaries found unmentionable. For he is not only writing of the prairie, he also wanders through the city and notes the shattered skull of the suicide, the ‘grey sick faces of onanists’, etc., etc. But unquestionably our own age, at any rate in Western Europe, is less healthy and less hopeful than the age in which Whitman was writing. Unlike Whitman, we live in a shrinking world. The ‘democratic vistas’ have ended in barbed wire. There is less feeling of creation and growth, less and less emphasis on the cradle, endlessly rocking, more and more emphasis on the teapot, endlessly stewing. To accept civilisation as it is practically means accepting decay. It has ceased to be a strenuous attitude and become a passive attitude—even ‘decadent’, if that word means anything.

But precisely because, in one sense, he is passive to experience, Miller is able to get nearer to the ordinary man than is possible to more purposive writers. For the ordinary man is also passive. Within a narrow circle (home life, and perhaps the trade union or local politics) he feels himself master of his fate, but against major events he is as helpless as against the elements. So far from endeavouring to influence the future, he simply lies down and lets things happen to him. During the past ten years literature has involved itself more and more deeply in politics, with the result that there is now less room in it for the ordinary man than at any time during the past two centuries. One can see the change in the prevailing literary attitude by comparing the books written about the Spanish Civil War with those written about the war of 1914–18. The immediately striking thing about the Spanish war books, at any rate those written in English, is their shocking dullness and badness. But what is more significant is that almost all of them, right-wing or left-wing, are written from a political angle, by cocksure partisans telling you what to think, whereas the books about the Great War were written by common soldiers or junior officers who did not even pretend to understand what the whole thing was about. Books like All Quiet on the Western Front, Le Feu, A Farewell to Arms, Death of a Hero, Good-bye to All That, Memoirs of an Infantry Officer and A Subaltern on the Somme11 were written not by propagandists but by victims. They are saying in effect, ‘What the hell is all this about? God knows. All we can do is to endure.’ And though he is not writing about war, nor, on the whole, about unhappiness, this is nearer to Miller’s attitude than the omniscience which is now fashionable. The Booster,12 a short-lived periodical of which he was part-editor, used to describe itself in its advertisements as ‘non-political, non-educational, non-progressive, non-cooperative, non-ethical, non-literary, non-consistent, non-contemporary’, and Miller’s own work could be described in nearly the same terms. It is a voice from the crowd, from the underling, from the third-class carriage, from the ordinary, non-political, non-moral, passive man.

I have been using the phrase ‘ordinary man’ rather loosely, and I have taken it for granted that the ‘ordinary man’ exists, a thing now denied by some people. I do not mean that the people Miller is writing about constitute a majority, still less that he is writing about proletarians. No English or American novelist has as yet seriously attempted that. And again, the people in Tropic of Cancer fall short of being ordinary to the extent that they are idle, disreputable and more or less ‘artistic’. As I have said already, this is a pity, but it is the necessary result of expatriation. Miller’s ‘ordinary man’ is neither the manual worker nor the suburban householder, but the derelict, the declassé, the adventurer, the American intellectual without roots and without money. Still, the experiences even of this type overlap fairly widely with those of more normal people. Miller has been able to get the most out of his rather limited material because he has had the courage to identify with it. The ordinary man, the ‘average sensual man’, has been given the power of speech, like Balaam’s ass.

It will be seen that this is something out of date, or at any rate out of fashion. The average sensual man is out of fashion. The passive, non-political attitude is out of fashion. Preoccupation with sex and truthfulness about the inner life are out of fashion. American Paris is out of fashion. A book like Tropic of Cancer, published at such a time, must be either a tedious preciosity or something unusual, and I think a majority of the people who have read it would agree that it is not the first. It is worth trying to discover just what this escape from the current literary fashion means. But to do that one has got to see it against its background—that is, against the general development of English literature in the twenty years since the Great War.

2

When one says that a writer is fashionable one practically always means that he is admired by people under thirty. At the beginning of the period I am speaking of, the years during and immediately after the war, the writer who had the deepest hold upon the thinking young was almost certainly Housman.13 Among people who were adolescent in the years 1910–25, Housman had an influence which was enormous and is now not at all easy to understand. In 1920, when I was about seventeen, I probably knew the whole of A Shropshire Lad14 by heart. I wonder how much impression A Shropshire Lad makes at this moment on a boy of the same age and more or less the same cast of mind? No doubt he has heard of it and even glanced into it; it might strike him as rather cheaply clever—probably that would be about all. Yet these are the poems that I and my contemporaries used to recite to ourselves, over and over, in a kind of ecstasy, just as earlier generations had recited Meredith’s ‘Love in a Valley’, Swinburne’s ‘Garden of Proserpine’, etc., etc.


With rue my heart is laden

For golden friends I had,

For many a rose-lipt maiden

And many a lightfoot lad.

By brooks too broad for leaping

The lightfoot boys are laid;

The rose-lipt girls are sleeping

In fields where roses fade.



It just tinkles. But it did not seem to tinkle in 1920. Why does the bubble always burst? To answer that question one has to take account of the external conditions that make certain writers popular at certain times. Housman’s poems had not attracted much notice when they were first published. What was there in them that appealed so deeply to a single generation, the generation born round about 1900?

In the first place, Housman is a ‘country’ poet. His poems are full of the charm of buried villages, the nostalgia of place-names, Clunton and Clunbury, Knighton, Ludlow, ‘on Wenlock Edge’, ‘in summer time on Bredon’, thatched roofs and the jingle of smithies, the wild jonquils in the pastures, the ‘blue, remembered hills’. War poems apart, English verse of the 1910–25 period is mostly ‘country’. The reason no doubt was that the rentier-professional class was ceasing once and for all to have any real relationship with the soil; but at any rate there prevailed then, far more than now, a kind of snobbism of belonging to the country and despising the town. England at that time was hardly more an agricultural country than it is now, but before the light industries began to spread themselves it was easier to think of it as one. Most middle-class boys grew up within sight of a farm, and naturally it was the picturesque side of farm life that appealed to them—the ploughing, harvesting, stack-thrashing and so forth. Unless he has to do it himself a boy is not likely to notice the horrible drudgery of hoeing turnips, milking cows with chapped teats at four o’clock in the morning, etc., etc. Just before, just after and, for that matter, during the war was the great age of the ‘Nature poet’, the heyday of Richard Jefferies and W. H. Hudson.15 Rupert Brooke’s ‘Grantchester’, the star poem of 1913,16 is nothing but an enormous gush of ‘country’ sentiment, a sort of accumulated vomit from a stomach stuffed with place-names. Considered as a poem ‘Grantchester’ is something worse than worthless, but as an illustration of what the thinking middle-class young of that period felt it is a valuable document.

Housman, however, did not enthuse over the rambler roses in the week-ending spirit of Brooke and the others. The ‘country’ motif is there all the time, but mainly as a background. Most of the poems have a quasi-human subject, a kind of idealised rustic, in reality Strephon or Corydon brought up to date. This in itself had a deep appeal. Experience shows that over-civilised people enjoy reading about rustics (key-phrase, ‘close to the soil’) because they imagine them to be more primitive and passionate than themselves. Hence the ‘dark earth’ novels17 of Sheila Kaye-Smith,18 etc. And at that time a middle-class boy, with his ‘country’ bias, would identify with an agricultural worker as he would never have thought of doing with a town worker. Most boys had in their minds a vision of an idealised ploughman, gypsy, poacher, or gamekeeper, always pictured as a wild, free, roving blade, living a life of rabbit-snaring, cockfighting, horses, beer and women. Masefield’s Everlasting Mercy,19 another valuable period-piece, immensely popular with boys round about the war years, gives you this vision in a very crude form. But Housman’s Maurices and Terences could be taken seriously where Masefield’s Saul Kane could not; on this side of him, Housman was Masefield with a dash of Theocritus. Moreover all his themes are adolescent—murder, suicide, unhappy love, early death. They deal with the simple, intelligible disasters that give you the feeling of being up against the ‘bedrock facts’ of life:


The sun burns on the half-mown hill,

By now the blood has dried;

And Maurice amongst20 the hay lies still

And my knife is in his side.



And again:


They hang us now in Shrewsbury jail:

And whistles blow forlorn,

And trains all night groan on the rail

To men that21 die at morn.



It is all more or less in the same tune. Everything comes unstuck. ‘Dick lies long in the churchyard and Ned lies long in jail.’22 And notice also the exquisite self-pity—the ‘nobody loves me’ feeling:


The diamond drops adorning

The low mound on the lea,

Those23 are the tears of morning,

That weeps, but not for thee.24



Hard cheese, old chap! Such poems might have been written expressly for adolescents. And the unvarying sexual pessimism (the girl always dies or marries somebody else) seemed like wisdom to boys who were herded together in public schools and were half-inclined to think of women as something unattainable. Whether Housman ever had the same appeal for girls I doubt. In his poems the woman’s point of view is not considered, she is25 merely the nymph, the siren, the treacherous half-human creature who leads you a little distance and then gives you the slip.

But Housman would not have appealed so deeply to the people who were young in 1920 if it had not been for another strain in him, and that was his blasphemous, antinomian, ‘cynical’ strain. The fight that always occurs between the generations was exceptionally bitter at the end of the Great War; this was partly due to the war itself, and partly it was an indirect result of the Russian Revolution, but an intellectual struggle was in any case due at about that date. Owing probably to the ease and security of life in England, which even the war hardly disturbed, many people whose ideas were formed in the ’eighties or earlier had carried them quite unmodified into the nineteen-twenties. Meanwhile, so far as the younger generation was concerned, the official beliefs were dissolving like sand-castles. The slump in religious belief, for instance, was spectacular. For several years the old–young antagonism took on a quality of real hatred. What was left of the war generation had crept out of the massacre to find their elders still bellowing the slogans of 1914, and a slightly younger generation of boys were writhing under dirty-minded celibate schoolmasters. It was to these that Housman appealed, with his implied sexual revolt and his personal grievance against God. He was patriotic, it was true, but in a harmless old-fashioned way, to the tune of red coats and ‘God save the Queen’ rather than steel helmets and ‘Hang the Kaiser’. And he was satisfyingly anti-Christian—he stood for a kind of bitter, defiant paganism, a conviction that life is short and the gods are against you, which exactly fitted the prevailing mood of the young; and all in charming fragile verse that was composed almost entirely of words of one syllable.

It will be seen that I have discussed Housman as though he were merely a propagandist, an utterer of maxims and quotable ‘bits’. Obviously he was more than that. There is no need to under-rate him now because he was overrated a few years ago. Although one gets into trouble nowadays for saying so, there is a number of poems (‘Into my heart an air that kills’, for instance, and ‘Is my team ploughing?’) that are not likely to remain long out of favour. But at bottom it is always a writer’s tendency, his ‘purpose’, his ‘message’, that makes him liked or disliked. The proof of this is the extreme difficulty of seeing any literary merit in a book that seriously damages your deepest beliefs. And no book is ever truly neutral. Some or other tendency is always discernible, in verse as much as in prose, even if it does no more than determine the form and the choice of imagery. But poets who attain wide popularity, like Housman, are as a rule definitely gnomic writers.

After the war, after Housman and the Nature-poets, there appears a group of writers of completely different tendency—Joyce, Eliot, Pound, Lawrence, Wyndham Lewis, Aldous Huxley, Lytton Strachey. So far as the middle and late ’twenties go, these are ‘the movement’, as surely as the Auden–Spender group have been ‘the movement’ during the past few years. It is true that not all of the gifted writers of the period can be fitted into the pattern. E. M. Forster, for instance, though he wrote his best book in 1923 or thereabouts, was essentially pre-war, and Yeats does not seem in either of his phases to belong to the ’twenties. Others who were still living, Moore, Conrad, Bennett, Wells, Norman Douglas,26 had shot their bolt before the war ever happened. On the other hand, a writer who should be added to the group, though in the narrowly literary sense he hardly ‘belongs’, is Somerset Maugham. Of course the dates do not fit exactly; most of these writers had already published books before the war, but they can be classified as post-war in the same sense that the younger men now writing are post-slump. Equally of course, you could read through most of the literary papers of the time without grasping that these people are ‘the movement’. Even more then than at most times the big shots of literary journalism were busy pretending that the age-before-last had not come to an end. Squire ruled the London Mercury, Gibbs and Walpole27 were the gods of the lending libraries, there was a cult of cheeriness and manliness, beer and cricket, briar pipes and monogamy, and it was at all times possible to earn a few guineas by writing an article denouncing ‘highbrows’. But all the same it was the despised highbrows who had captured the young. The wind was blowing from Europe, and long before 1930 it had blown the beer-and-cricket school naked, except for their knighthoods.

But the first thing one would notice about the group of writers I have named above is that they do not look like a group. Moreover several of them would strongly object to being coupled with several of the others. Lawrence and Eliot were in reality antipathetic, Huxley worshipped Lawrence but was repelled by Joyce, most of the others would have looked down on Huxley, Strachey and Maugham, and Lewis attacked everyone in turn; indeed, his reputation as a writer rests largely on these attacks. And yet there is a certain temperamental similarity, evident enough now, though it would not have been so a dozen years ago. What it amounts to is pessimism of outlook. But it is necessary to make clear what is meant by pessimism.

If the keynote of the Georgian poets was ‘beauty of Nature’, the keynote of the post-war writers would be ‘tragic sense of life’. The spirit behind Housman’s poems, for instance, is not tragic, merely querulous; it is hedonism disappointed. The same is true of Hardy, though one ought to make an exception of The Dynasts. But the Joyce–Eliot group come later in time, puritanism is not their main adversary, they are able from the start to ‘see through’ most of the things that their predecessors had fought for. All of them are temperamentally hostile to the notion of ‘progress’; it is felt that progress not only doesn’t happen, but ought not to happen. Given this general similarity, there are, of course, differences of approach between the writers I have named as well as very different degrees of talent. Eliot’s pessimism is partly the Christian pessimism, which implies a certain indifference to human misery, partly a lament over the decadence of Western civilisation (’We are the hollow men, we are the stuffed men,’ etc., etc.), a sort of twilight-of-the-gods feeling, which finally leads him, in ‘Sweeney Agonistes’, for instance, to achieve the difficult feat of making modern life out to be worse than it is. With Strachey it is merely a polite eighteenth-century scepticism mixed up with a taste for debunking. With Maugham it is a kind of stoical resignation, the stiff upper lip of the pukka sahib somewhere East of Suez, carrying on with his job without believing in it, like an Antonine Emperor. Lawrence at first sight does not seem to be a pessimistic writer, because, like Dickens, he is a ‘change-of-heart’ man and constantly insisting that life here and now would be all right if only you looked at it a little differently. But what he is demanding is a movement away from our mechanised civilisation, which is not going to happen, and which he knows is not going to happen. Therefore his exasperation with the present turns once more into idealisation of the past, this time a safely mythical past, the Bronze Age. When Lawrence prefers the Etruscans (his Etruscans) to ourselves it is difficult not to agree with him, and yet, after all, it is a species of defeatism, because that is not the direction in which the world is moving. The kind of life that he is always pointing to, a life centring round the simple mysteries—sex, earth, fire, water, blood—is merely a lost cause. All he has been able to produce, therefore, is a wish that things would happen in a way in which they are manifestly not going to happen. ‘A wave of generosity or a wave of death’, he says, but it is obvious that there are no waves of generosity this side of the horizon. So he flees to Mexico, and then dies at forty-five, a few years before the wave of death gets going. It will be seen that once again I am speaking of these people as though they were not artists, as though they were merely propagandists putting a ‘message’ across. And once again it is obvious that all of them are more than that. It would be absurd, for instance, to look on Ulysses as merely a show-up of the horror of modern life, the ‘dirty Daily Mail era’, as Pound put it. Joyce actually is more of a ‘pure artist’ than most writers. But Ulysses could not have been written by someone who was merely dabbling with word-patterns; it is the product of a special vision of life, the vision of a Catholic who has lost his faith. What Joyce is saying is ‘Here is life without God. Just look at it!’ and his technical innovations, important though they are, are there primarily to serve this purpose.

But what is noticeable about all these writers is that what ‘purpose’ they have is very much up in the air. There is no attention to the urgent problems of the moment, above all no politics in the narrower sense. Our eyes are directed to Rome, to Byzantium, to Montparnasse, to Mexico, to the Etruscans, to the Subconscious, to the solar plexus—to everywhere except the places where things are actually happening. When one looks back at the ’twenties, nothing is queerer than the way in which every important event in Europe escaped the notice of the English intelligentsia. The Russian Revolution, for instance, all but vanishes from the English consciousness between the death of Lenin and the Ukraine famine—about ten years. Throughout those years Russia means Tolstoy, Dostoievski and exiled counts driving taxi-cabs. Italy means picture-galleries, ruins, churches and museums—but not Blackshirts. Germany means films, nudism and psycho-analysis—but not Hitler, of whom hardly anyone had heard till 1931. In ‘cultured’ circles art-for-art’s-saking extended practically to a worship of the meaningless. Literature was supposed to consist solely in the manipulation of words. To judge a book by its subject-matter was the unforgivable sin, and even to be aware of its subject-matter was looked on as a lapse of taste. About 1928, in one of the three genuinely funny jokes that Punch has produced since the Great War, an intolerable youth is pictured informing his aunt that he intends to ‘write’. ‘And what are you going to write about, dear?’ asks the aunt. ‘My dear aunt,’ says the youth crushingly, ‘one doesn’t write about anything, one just writes.’ The best writers of the ’twenties did not subscribe to this doctrine, their ‘purpose’ is in most cases fairly overt, but it is usually a ‘purpose’ along moral-religious-cultural lines. Also, when translatable into political terms, it is in no case ‘left’. In one way or another the tendency of all the writers in this group is conservative. Lewis, for instance, spent years in frenzied witch-smellings after ‘Bolshevism’, which he was able to detect in very unlikely places. Recently he has changed some of his views, perhaps influenced by Hitler’s treatment of artists, but it is safe to bet that he will not go very far leftward. Pound seems to have plumped definitely for Fascism, at any rate the Italian variety. Eliot has remained aloof, but if forced at the pistol’s point to choose between Fascism and some more democratic form of Socialism, would probably choose Fascism. Huxley starts off with the usual despair-of-life, then, under the influence of Lawrence’s ‘dark abdomen’, tries something called Life-Worship, and finally arrives at pacifism—a tenable position, and at this moment an honourable one, but probably in the long run involving rejection of Socialism. It is also noticeable that most of the writers in this group have a certain tenderness for the Catholic Church, though not usually of a kind that an orthodox Catholic would accept.

The mental connexion between pessimism and a reactionary outlook is no doubt obvious enough. What is perhaps less obvious is just why the leading writers of the ’twenties were predominantly pessimistic. Why always the sense of decadence, the skulls and cactuses, the yearning after lost faith and impossible civilisations? Was it not, after all, because these people were writing in an exceptionally comfortable epoch? It is just in such times that ‘cosmic despair’ can flourish. People with empty bellies never despair of the universe, nor even think about the universe, for that matter. The whole period 1910–30 was a prosperous one, and even the war years were physically tolerable if one happened to be a non-combatant in one of the Allied countries. As for the ’twenties, they were the golden age of the rentier-intellectual, a period of irresponsibility such as the world had never before seen. The war was over, the new totalitarian states had not arisen, moral and religious tabus of all descriptions had vanished, and the cash was rolling in. ‘Disillusionment’ was all the fashion. Everyone with a safe £500 a year turned highbrow and began training himself in taedium vitae. It was an age of eagles and of crumpets,28 facile despairs, backyard Hamlets, cheap return tickets to the end of the night. In some of the minor characteristic novels of the period, books like Told by an Idiot,29 the despair-of-life reaches a Turkish-bath atmosphere of self-pity. And even the best writers of the time can be convicted of a too Olympian attitude, a too great readiness to wash their hands of the immediate practical problem. They see life very comprehensively, much more so than those who come immediately before or after them, but they see it through the wrong end of the telescope. Not that that invalidates their books, as books. The first test of any work of art is survival, and it is a fact that a great deal that was written in the period 1910–30 has survived and looks like continuing to survive. One has only to think of Ulysses, Of Human Bondage,30 most of Lawrence’s early work, especially his short stories, and virtually the whole of Eliot’s poems up to about 1930, to wonder what is now being written that will wear so well.

But quite suddenly, in the years 1930–35, something happens. The literary climate changes. A new group of writers, Auden and Spender and the rest of them, has made its appearance, and although technically these writers owe something to their predecessors, their ‘tendency’ is entirely different. Suddenly we have got out of the twilight of the gods into a sort of Boy Scout atmosphere of bare knees and community singing. The typical literary man ceases to be a cultured expatriate with a leaning towards the Church, and becomes an eager-minded schoolboy with a leaning towards Communism. If the keynote of the writers of the ’twenties is ‘tragic sense of life’, the keynote of the new writers is ‘serious purpose’.

The differences between the two schools are discussed at some length in Mr Louis MacNeice’s book Modern Poetry.31 This book is, of course, written entirely from the angle of the younger group and takes the superiority of their standards for granted. According to Mr MacNeice:


The poets of New Signatures,fn1 unlike Yeats and Eliot, are emotionally partisan. Yeats proposed to turn his back on desire and hatred; Eliot sat back and watched other people’s emotions with ennui and an ironical self-pity … The whole poetry, on the other hand, of Auden, Spender and Day-Lewis implies that they have desires and hatreds of their own and, further, that they think some things ought to be desired and others hated.



And again:


The poets of New Signatures have swung back … to the Greek preference for information or statement. The first requirement is to have something to say, and after that you must say it as well as you can.



In other words, ‘purpose’ has come back, the younger writers have ‘gone into politics’. As I have pointed out already, Eliot & Co. are not really so non-partisan as Mr MacNeice seems to suggest. Still, it is broadly true that in the ’twenties the literary emphasis was more on technique and less on subject-matter than it is now.

The leading figures in this group are Auden, Spender, Day-Lewis, MacNeice, and there is a long string of writers of more or less the same tendency, Isherwood, John Lehmann, Arthur Calder-Marshall, Edward Upward, Alec Brown, Philip Henderson, and many others. As before, I am lumping them together simply according to tendency. Obviously there are very great variations in talent. But when one compares these writers with the Joyce–Eliot generation, the immediately striking thing is how much easier it is to form them into a group. Technically they are closer together, politically they are almost indistinguishable, and their criticisms of one another’s work have always been (to put it mildly) good natured. The outstanding writers of the ’twenties were of very varied origins, few of them had passed through the ordinary English educational mill (incidentally, the best of them, barring Lawrence, were not Englishmen), and most of them had had at some time to struggle against poverty, neglect, and even downright persecution. On the other hand, nearly all the younger writers fit easily into the public-school–university–Bloomsbury pattern. The few who are of proletarian origin are of the kind that is declassed early in life, first by means of scholarships and then by the bleaching-tub of London ‘culture’. It is significant that several of the writers in this group have been not only boys but, subsequently, masters at public schools. Some years ago I described Auden as ‘a sort of gutless Kipling’.32 As criticism this was quite unworthy, indeed it was merely a spiteful remark, but it is a fact that in Auden’s work, especially his earlier work, an atmosphere of uplift—something rather like Kipling’s ‘If’ or Newbolt’s ‘Play up, Play up, and Play the Game!’—never seems to be very far away. Take, for instance, a poem like ‘You’re leaving now, and it’s up to you boys’.33 It is pure scoutmaster, the exact note of the ten-minutes’ straight talk on the dangers of self-abuse. No doubt there is an element of parody that he intends, but there is also a deeper resemblance that he does not intend. And of course the rather priggish note that is common to most of these writers is a symptom of release. By throwing ‘pure art’ overboard they have freed themselves from the fear of being laughed at and vastly enlarged their scope. The prophetic side of Marxism, for example, is new material for poetry and has great possibilities:


We are nothing.

We have fallen

Into the dark and shall be destroyed.

Think though, that in this darkness

We hold the secret hub of an idea

Whose living sunlit wheel revolves in future years outside.

(Spender, Trial of a Judge.)34



But at the same time, by being Marxised literature has moved no nearer to the masses. Even allowing for the time-lag, Auden and Spender are somewhat farther from being popular writers than Joyce and Eliot, let alone Lawrence. As before, there are many contemporary writers who are outside the current, but there is not much doubt about what is the current. For the middle and late ’thirties, Auden, Spender & Co. are ‘the movement’, just as Joyce, Eliot & Co. were for the ’twenties. And the movement is in the direction of some rather ill-defined thing called Communism. As early as 1934 or 1935 it was considered eccentric in literary circles not to be more or less ‘left’, and in another year or two there had grown up a left-wing orthodoxy that made a certain set of opinions absolutely de rigueur on certain subjects. The idea had begun to gain ground (vide Edward Upward35 and others) that a writer must either be actively ‘left’ or write badly. Between 1935 and 1939 the Communist Party had an almost irresistible fascination for any writer under forty. It became as normal to hear that so-and-so had ‘joined’ as it had been a few years earlier, when Roman Catholicism was fashionable, to hear that so-and-so had ‘been received’. For about three years, in fact, the central stream of English literature was more or less directly under Communist control. How was it possible for such a thing to happen? And at the same time, what is meant by ‘Communism’? It is better to answer the second question first.

The Communist movement in Western Europe began as a movement for the violent overthrow of capitalism, and degenerated within a few years into an instrument of Russian foreign policy. This was probably inevitable when the revolutionary ferment that followed the Great War had died down. So far as I know, the only comprehensive history of this subject in English is Franz Borkenau’s book, The Communist International. What Borkenau’s facts even more than his deductions make clear is that Communism could never have developed along its present lines if any real revolutionary feeling had existed in the industrialised countries. In England, for instance, it is obvious that no such feeling has existed for years past. The pathetic membership-figures of all extremist parties show this clearly. It is only natural, therefore, that the English Communist movement should be controlled by people who are mentally subservient to Russia and have no real aim except to manipulate British foreign policy in the Russian interest. Of course such an aim cannot be openly admitted, and it is this fact that gives the Communist Party its very peculiar character. The more vocal kind of Communist is in effect a Russian publicity agent posing as an international Socialist. It is a pose that is easily kept up at normal times, but becomes difficult in moments of crisis, because of the fact that the U.S.S.R. is no more scrupulous in its foreign policy than the rest of the Great Powers. Alliances, changes of front, etc., which only make sense as part of the game of power politics have to be explained and justified in terms of international Socialism. Every time Stalin swaps partners, ‘Marxism’ has to be hammered into a new shape. This entails sudden and violent changes of ‘line’, purges, denunciations, systematic destruction of party literature, etc., etc. Every Communist is in fact liable at any moment to have to alter his most fundamental convictions, or leave the party. The unquestionable dogma of Monday may become the damnable heresy of Tuesday, and so on. This has happened at least three times during the past ten years. It follows that in any Western country a Communist Party is always unstable and usually very small. Its long-term membership really consists of an inner ring of intellectuals who have identified with the Russian bureaucracy, and a slightly larger body of working-class people who feel a loyalty towards Soviet Russia without necessarily understanding its policies. Otherwise there is only a shifting membership, one lot coming and another going with each change of ‘line’.

In 1930 the English Communist Party was a tiny, barely legal organisation whose main activity was libelling the Labour Party. But by 1935 the face of Europe had changed, and left-wing politics changed with it. Hitler had risen to power and begun to rearm, the Russian five-year plans had succeeded, Russia had reappeared as a great military Power. As Hitler’s three targets of attack were, to all appearances, Great Britain, France and the U.S.S.R., the three countries were forced into a sort of uneasy rapprochement. This meant that the English or French Communist was obliged to become a good patriot and imperialist—that is, to defend the very things he had been attacking for the past fifteen years. The Comintern slogans suddenly faded from red to pink. ‘World revolution’ and ‘Social-fascism’ gave way to ‘Defence of democracy’ and ‘Stop Hitler!’ The years 1935–39 were the period of anti-Fascism and the Popular Front, the heyday of the Left Book Club, when red duchesses and ‘broad-minded’ deans toured the battlefields of the Spanish war and Winston Churchill was the blue-eyed boy of the Daily Worker. Since then, of course, there has been yet another change of ‘line’. But what is important for my purpose is that it was during the ‘anti-Fascist’ phase that the younger English writers gravitated towards Communism.

The Fascism-democracy dogfight was no doubt an attraction in itself, but in any case their conversion was due at about that date. It was obvious that laissez-faire capitalism was finished and that there had got to be some kind of reconstruction; in the world of 1935 it was hardly possible to remain politically indifferent. But why did these young men turn towards anything so alien as Russian Communism? Why should writers be attracted by a form of Socialism that makes mental honesty impossible? The explanation really lies in something that had already made itself felt before the slump and before Hitler: middle-class unemployment.

Unemployment is not merely a matter of not having a job. Most people can get a job of sorts, even at the worst of times. The trouble was that by about 1930 there was no activity, except perhaps scientific research, the arts and left-wing politics, that a thinking person could believe in. The debunking of Western civilisation had reached its climax and ‘disillusionment’ was immensely widespread. Who now could take it for granted to go through life in the ordinary middle-class way, as a soldier, a clergyman, a stockbroker, an Indian Civil Servant or what-not? And how many of the values by which our grandfathers lived could now be taken seriously? Patriotism, religion, the Empire, the family, the sanctity of marriage, the Old School Tie, birth, breeding, honour, discipline—anyone of ordinary education could turn the whole lot of them inside out in three minutes. But what do you achieve, after all, by getting rid of such primal things as patriotism and religion? You have not necessarily got rid of the need for something to believe in. There had been a sort of false dawn a few years earlier when numbers of young intellectuals, including several quite gifted writers (Evelyn Waugh, Christopher Hollis and others), had fled into the Catholic Church. It is significant that these people went almost invariably to the Roman Church and not, for instance, to the C. of E., the Greek Church or the Protestant sects. They went, that is, to the Church with a world-wide organisation, the one with a rigid discipline, the one with power and prestige behind it. Perhaps it is even worth noticing that the only latter-day convert of really first-rate gifts, Eliot, has embraced not Romanism but Anglo-Catholicism, the ecclesiastical equivalent of Trotskyism.36 But I do not think one need look farther than this for the reason why the young writers of the ’thirties flocked into or towards the Communist Party. It was simply something to believe in. Here was a church, an army, an orthodoxy, a discipline. Here was a Fatherland and—at any rate since 1935 or thereabouts—a Führer. All the loyalties and superstitions that the intellect had seemingly banished could come rushing back under the thinnest of disguises. Patriotism, religion, empire, military glory—all in one word, Russia. Father, king, leader, hero, saviour—all in one word, Stalin. God—Stalin. The devil—Hitler. Heaven—Moscow. Hell—Berlin. All the gaps were filled up. So, after all, the ‘Communism’ of the English intellectual is something explicable enough. It is the patriotism of the deracinated.

But there is one other thing that undoubtedly contributed to the cult of Russia among the English intelligentsia during these years, and that is the softness and security of life in England itself. With all its injustices, England is still the land of habeas corpus, and the overwhelming majority of English people have no experience of violence or illegality. If you have grown up in that sort of atmosphere it is not at all easy to imagine what a despotic régime is like. Nearly all the dominant writers of the ’thirties belonged to the soft-boiled emancipated middle class and were too young to have effective memories of the Great War. To people of that kind such things as purges, secret police, summary executions, imprisonment without trial, etc., etc., are too remote to be terrifying. They can swallow totalitarianism because they have no experience of anything except liberalism. Look, for instance, at this extract from Mr Auden’s poem Spain (incidentally this poem is one of the few decent things that have been written about the Spanish war):


To-morrow for the young the poets exploding like bombs,

The walks by the lake, the weeks of perfect communion;

To-morrow the bicycle races

Through the suburbs on summer evenings. But to-day the struggle.

To-day the deliberate increase in the chances of death,

The conscious acceptance of guilt in the necessary murder;

To-day the expending of powers

On the flat ephemeral pamphlet and the boring meeting.37



The second stanza is intended as a sort of tabloid picture38 of a day in the life of a ‘good party man’. In the morning a couple of political murders, a ten-minutes’ interlude to stifle ‘bourgeois’ remorse, and then a hurried luncheon and a busy afternoon and evening chalking walls and distributing leaflets. All very edifying. But notice the phrase ‘necessary murder’. It could only be written by a person to whom murder is at most a word. Personally I would not speak so lightly of murder. It so happens that I have seen the bodies of numbers of murdered men—I don’t mean killed in battle, I mean murdered. Therefore I have some conception of what murder means—the terror, the hatred, the howling relatives, the post-mortems, the blood, the smells. To me, murder is something to be avoided. So it is to any ordinary person. The Hitlers and Stalins find murder necessary, but they don’t advertise their callousness, and they don’t speak of it as murder; it is ‘liquidation’, ‘elimination’ or some other soothing phrase. Mr Auden’s brand of amoralism is only possible if you are the kind of person who is always somewhere else when the trigger is pulled. So much of left-wing thought is a kind of playing with fire by people who don’t even know that fire is hot. The war-mongering to which the English intelligentsia gave themselves up in the period 1935–39 was largely based on a sense of personal immunity. The attitude was very different in France, where the military service is hard to dodge and even literary men know the weight of a pack.

Towards the end of Mr Cyril Connolly’s recent book, Enemies of Promise,39 there occurs an interesting and revealing passage. The first part of the book is, more or less, an evaluation of present-day literature. Mr Connolly belongs exactly to the generation of the writers of ‘the movement’, and with not many reservations their values are his values. It is interesting to notice that among prose-writers he admires chiefly those specialising in violence—the would-be tough American school, Hemingway, etc. The latter part of the book, however, is autobiographical and consists of an account, fascinatingly accurate, of life at a preparatory school and Eton in the years 1910–20. Mr Connolly ends by remarking:


Were I to deduce anything from my feelings on leaving Eton, it might be called The Theory of Permanent Adolescence. It is the theory that the experiences undergone by boys at the great public schools are so intense as to dominate their lives and to arrest their development.



When you read the second sentence in this passage, your natural impulse is to look for the misprint. Presumably there is a ‘not’ left out, or something. But no, not a bit of it! He means it! And what is more, he is merely speaking the truth, in an inverted fashion. ‘Cultured’ middle-class life has reached a depth of softness at which a public-school education—five years in a lukewarm bath of snobbery—can actually be looked back upon as an eventful period. To nearly all the writers who have counted during the ’thirties, what more has ever happened than Mr Connolly records in Enemies of Promise? It is the same pattern all the time; public school, university, a few trips abroad, then London. Hunger, hardship, solitude, exile, war, prison, persecution, manual labour—hardly even words. No wonder that the huge tribe known as ‘the right left people’ found it so easy to condone the purge-and-Ogpu side of the Russian régime and the horrors of the first Five-Year Plan. They were so gloriously incapable of understanding what it all meant.

By 1937 the whole of the intelligentsia was mentally at war. Left-wing thought had narrowed down to ‘anti-Fascism’, i.e., to a negative, and a torrent of hate-literature directed against Germany and the politicians supposedly friendly to Germany was pouring from the Press. The thing that, to me, was truly frightening about the war in Spain was not such violence as I witnessed, nor even the party feuds behind the lines, but the immediate reappearance in left-wing circles of the mental atmosphere of the Great War. The very people who for twenty years had sniggered over their own superiority to war hysteria were the ones who rushed straight back into the mental slum of 1915. All the familiar war-time idiocies, spy-hunting, orthodoxy-sniffing (Sniff, sniff. Are you a good anti-Fascist?), the retailing of incredible atrocity-stories, came back into vogue as though the intervening years had never happened. Before the end of the Spanish war, and even before Munich, some of the better of the left-wing writers were beginning to squirm. Neither Auden nor, on the whole, Spender wrote about the Spanish war in quite the vein that was expected of them. Since then there has been a change of feeling and much dismay and confusion, because the actual course of events has made nonsense of the left-wing orthodoxy of the last few years. But then it did not need very great acuteness to see that much of it was nonsense from the start. There is no certainty, therefore, that the next orthodoxy to emerge will be any better than the last.

On the whole the literary history of the ’thirties seems to justify the opinion that a writer does well to keep out of politics. For any writer who accepts or partially accepts the discipline of a political party is sooner or later faced with the alternative: toe the line, or shut up. It is, of course, possible to toe the line and go on writing—after a fashion. Any Marxist can demonstrate with the greatest of ease that ‘bourgeois’ liberty of thought is an illusion. But when he has finished his demonstration there remains the psychological fact that without this ‘bourgeois’ liberty the creative powers wither away. In the future a totalitarian literature may arise, but it will be quite different from anything we can now imagine. Literature as we know it is an individual thing, demanding mental honesty and a minimum of censorship. And this is even truer of prose than of verse. It is probably not a coincidence that the best writers of the ’thirties have been poets. The atmosphere of orthodoxy is always damaging to prose, and above all it is completely ruinous to the novel, the most anarchical of all forms of literature. How many Roman Catholics have been good novelists? Even the handful one could name have usually been bad Catholics. The novel is practically a Protestant form of art; it is a product of the free mind, of the autonomous individual. No decade in the past hundred and fifty years has been so barren of imaginative prose as the nineteen-thirties. There have been good poems, good sociological works, brilliant pamphlets, but practically no fiction of any value at all. From 1933 onwards the mental climate was increasingly against it. Anyone sensitive enough to be touched by the Zeitgeist was also involved in politics. Not everyone, of course, was definitely in the political racket, but practically everyone was on its periphery and more or less mixed up in propaganda-campaigns and squalid controversies. Communists and near-Communists had a disproportionately large influence in the literary reviews. It was a time of labels, slogans and evasions. At the worst moments you were expected to lock yourself up in a constipating little cage of lies; at the best a sort of voluntary censorship (’Ought I to say this? is it pro-Fascist?’) was at work in nearly everyone’s mind. It is almost inconceivable that good novels should be written in such an atmosphere. Good novels are not written by orthodoxy-sniffers, nor by people who are conscience-stricken about their own unorthodoxy. Good novels are written by people who are not frightened. This brings me back to Henry Miller.
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If this were a likely moment for the launching of ‘schools’ of literature, Henry Miller might be the starting-point of a new ‘school’. He does at any rate mark an unexpected swing of the pendulum. In his books one gets right away from the ‘political animal’ and back to a viewpoint not only individualistic but completely passive—the viewpoint of a man who believes the world-process to be outside his control and who in any case hardly wishes to control it.

I first met Miller at the end of 1936, when I was passing through Paris on my way to Spain. What most intrigued me about him was to find that he felt no interest in the Spanish war whatever. He merely told me in forcible terms that to go to Spain at that moment was the act of an idiot. He could understand anyone going there from purely selfish motives, out of curiosity, for instance, but to mix oneself up in such things from a sense of obligation was sheer stupidity. In any case my ideas about combating Fascism, defending democracy, etc., etc., were all boloney. Our civilisation was destined to be swept away and replaced by something so different that we should scarcely regard it as human—a prospect that did not bother him, he said. And some such outlook is implicit throughout his work. Everywhere there is the sense of the approaching cataclysm, and almost everywhere the implied belief that it doesn’t matter. The only political declaration which, so far as I know, he has ever made in print is a purely negative one. A year or so ago an American magazine, the Marxist Quarterly, sent out a questionnaire to various American writers asking them to define their attitude on the subject of war. Miller replied in terms of extreme pacifism, but a merely personal pacifism, an individual refusal to fight, with no apparent wish to convert others to the same opinion—practically, in fact, a declaration of irresponsibility.

However, there is more than one kind of irresponsibility. As a rule, writers who do not wish to identify themselves with the historical process of the moment either ignore it or fight against it. If they can ignore it, they are probably fools. If they can understand it well enough to want to fight against it, they probably have enough vision to realise that they cannot win. Look, for instance, at a poem like ‘The Scholar Gypsy’,40 with its railing against the ‘strange disease of modern life’ and its magnificent defeatist simile in the final stanza. It expresses one of the normal literary attitudes, perhaps actually the prevailing attitude during the last hundred years. And on the other hand there are the ‘progressives’, the yea-sayers, the Shaw–Wells type, always leaping forward to embrace the ego-projections which they mistake for the future. On the whole the writers of the ’twenties took the first line and the writers of the ’thirties the second. And at any given moment, of course, there is a huge tribe of Barries and Deepings and Dells41 who simply don’t notice what is happening. Where Miller’s work is symptomatically important is in its avoidance of any of these attitudes. He is neither pushing the world-process forward nor trying to drag it back, but on the other hand he is by no means ignoring it. I should say that he believes in the impending ruin of Western civilisation much more firmly than the majority of ‘revolutionary’ writers; only he does not feel called upon to do anything about it. He is fiddling while Rome is burning, and, unlike the enormous majority of people who do this, fiddling with his face towards the flames.

In Max and the White Phagocytes there is one of those revealing passages in which a writer tells you a great deal about himself while talking about somebody else. The book includes a long essay on the diaries of Anais Nin, which I have never read, except for a few fragments, and which I believe have not been published.42 Miller claims that they are the only truly feminine writing that has ever appeared, whatever that may mean. But the interesting passage is one in which he compares Anais Nin—evidently a completely subjective, introverted writer—to Jonah in the whale’s belly. In passing he refers to an essay that Aldous Huxley wrote some years ago about El Greco’s picture, ‘The Dream of Philip the Second’.43 Huxley remarks that the people in El Greco’s pictures always look as though they were in the bellies of whales, and professes to find something peculiarly horrible in the idea of being in a ‘visceral prison’. Miller retorts that, on the contrary, there are many worse things than being swallowed by whales, and the passage makes it clear that he himself finds the idea rather attractive. Here he is touching upon what is probably a very widespread fantasy. It is perhaps worth noticing that everyone, at least every English-speaking person, invariably speaks of Jonah and the whale. Of course the creature that swallowed Jonah was a fish, and is so described in the Bible (Jonah i. 17), but children naturally confuse it with a whale, and this fragment of baby-talk is habitually carried into later life—a sign, perhaps, of the hold that the Jonah myth has upon our imaginations. For the fact is that being inside a whale is a44 very comfortable, cosy, homelike thought. The historical Jonah, if he can be so called, was glad enough to escape, but in imagination, in day-dream, countless people have envied him. It is, of course, quite obvious why. The whale’s belly is simply a womb big enough for an adult. There you are, in the dark, cushioned space that exactly fits you, with yards of blubber between yourself and reality, able to keep up an attitude of the completest indifference, no matter what happens. A storm that would sink all the battleships in the world would hardly reach you as an echo. Even the whale’s own movements would probably be imperceptible to you. He might be wallowing among the surface waves or shooting down into the blackness of the middle seas (a mile deep, according to Herman Melville), but you would never notice the difference. Short of being dead, it is the final, unsurpassable stage of irresponsibility. And however it may be with Anais Nin, there is no question that Miller himself is inside the whale. All his best and most characteristic passages are written from the angle of Jonah, a willing Jonah. Not that he is especially introverted—quite the contrary. In his case the whale happens to be transparent. Only he feels no impulse to alter or control the process that he is undergoing. He has performed the essential Jonah act of allowing himself to be swallowed, remaining passive, accepting.

It will be seen what this amounts to. It is a species of quietism, implying either complete unbelief or else a degree of belief amounting to mysticism. The attitude is ‘Je m’en fous’ or ‘Though He slay me, yet will I trust in Him’,45 whichever way you like to look at it; for practical purposes both are identical, the moral in either case being ‘Sit on your bum’. But in a time like ours, is this a defensible attitude? Notice that it is almost impossible to refrain from asking this question. At the moment of writing we are still in a period in which it is taken for granted that books ought always to be positive, serious and ‘constructive’. A dozen years ago this idea would have been greeted with titters. (‘My dear aunt, one doesn’t write about anything, one just writes.’) Then the pendulum swung away from the frivolous notion that art is merely technique, but it swung a very long distance, to the point of asserting that a book can only be ‘good’ if it is founded on a ‘true’ vision of life. Naturally the people who believe this also believe that they are in possession of the truth themselves. Catholic critics, for instance, tend to claim that books are only ‘good’ when they are of Catholic tendency. Marxist critics make the same claim more boldly for Marxist books. For instance, Mr Edward Upward (’A Marxist Interpretation of Literature’, in The Mind in Chains46):


Literary criticism which aims at being Marxist must … proclaim that no book written at the present time can be ‘good’ unless it is written from a Marxist or near-Marxist viewpoint.



Various other writers have made similar or comparable statements. Mr Upward italicises ‘at the present time’ because he realises that you cannot, for instance, dismiss Hamlet on the ground that Shakespeare was not a Marxist. Nevertheless his interesting essay only glances very shortly at this difficulty. Much of the literature that comes to us out of the past is permeated by and in fact founded on beliefs (the belief in the immortality of the soul, for example) which now seem to us false and in some cases contemptibly silly. Yet it is ‘good’ literature, if survival is any test. Mr Upward would no doubt answer that a belief which was appropriate several centuries ago might be inappropriate and therefore stultifying now. But this does not get one much farther, because it assumes that in any age there will be one body of belief which is the current approximation to truth, and that the best literature of the time will be more or less in harmony with it. Actually no such uniformity has ever existed. In seventeenth-century England, for instance, there was a religious and political cleavage which distinctly resembled the left-right antagonism of today. Looking back, most modern people would feel that the bourgeois-Puritan viewpoint was a better approximation to truth than the Catholic-feudal one. But it is certainly not the case that all or even a majority of the best writers of the time were Puritans. And more than this, there exist ‘good’ writers whose world-view would in any age be recognised as false and silly. Edgar Allan Poe is an example. Poe’s outlook is at best a wild romanticism and at worst is not far from being insane in the literal clinical sense. Why is it, then, that stories like ‘The Black Cat’, ‘The Tell-tale Heart’, ‘The Fall of the House of Usher’ and so forth, which might very nearly have been written by a lunatic, do not convey a feeling of falsity? Because they are true within a certain framework, they keep the rules of their own peculiar world, like a Japanese picture. But it appears that to write successfully about such a world you have got to believe in it. One sees the difference immediately if one compares Poe’s Tales with what is, in my opinion, an insincere attempt to work up a similar atmosphere, Julian Green’s Minuit.47 The thing that immediately strikes one about Minuit is that there is no reason why any of the events in it should happen. Everything is completely arbitrary; there is no emotional sequence. But this is exactly what one does not feel with Poe’s stories. Their maniacal logic, in its own setting, is quite convincing. When, for instance, the drunkard seizes the black cat and cuts its eye out with his penknife, one knows exactly why he did it, even to the point of feeling that one would have done the same oneself. It seems therefore that for a creative writer possession of the ‘truth’ is less important than emotional sincerity. Even Mr Upward would not claim that a writer needs nothing beyond a Marxist training. He also needs talent. But talent, apparently, is a matter of being able to care, of really believing in your beliefs, whether they are true or false. The difference between, for instance, Céline and Evelyn Waugh is a difference of emotional intensity. It is the difference between a48 genuine despair and a despair that is at least partly a pretence. And with this there goes another consideration which is perhaps less obvious: that there are occasions when an ‘untrue’ belief is more likely to be sincerely held than a ‘true’ one.

If one looks at the books of personal reminiscence written about the war of 1914–18, one notices that nearly all that have remained readable after a lapse of time are written from a passive, negative angle. They are the records of something completely meaningless, a nightmare happening in a void. That was not actually the truth about the war, but it was the truth about the individual reaction. The soldier advancing into a machine-gun barrage or standing waist-deep in a flooded trench knew only that here was an appalling experience in which he was all but helpless. He was likelier to make a good book out of his helplessness and his ignorance than out of a pretended power to see the whole thing in perspective. As for the books that were written during the war itself, the best of them were nearly all the work of people who simply turned their backs and tried not to notice that the war was happening. Mr E. M. Forster49 has described how in 1917 he read ‘Prufrock’ and others of Eliot’s early poems, and how it heartened him at such a time to get hold of poems that were ‘innocent of public-spiritedness’:


They sang of private disgust and diffidence, and of people who seemed genuine because they were unattractive or weak … Here was a protest, and a feeble one, and the more congenial for being feeble … He who could turn aside to complain of ladies and drawing-rooms preserved a tiny drop of our self-respect, he carried on the human heritage.



That is very well said. Mr MacNeice, in the book I have referred to already, quotes this passage and somewhat smugly adds:


Ten years later less feeble protests were to be made by poets and the human heritage carried on rather differently … The contemplation of a world of fragments becomes boring and Eliot’s successors are more interested in tidying it up.



Similar remarks are scattered throughout Mr MacNeice’s book. What he wishes us to believe is that Eliot’s ‘successors’ (meaning Mr MacNeice and his friends) have in some way ‘protested’ more effectively than Eliot did by publishing ‘Prufrock’ at the moment when the Allied armies were assaulting the Hindenburg Line. Just where these ‘protests’ are to be found I do not know. But in the contrast between Mr Forster’s comment and Mr MacNeice’s lies all the difference between a man who knows what the 1914–18 war was like and a man who barely remembers it. The truth is that in 1917 there was nothing that a thinking and sensitive person could do, except to remain human, if possible. And a gesture of helplessness, even of frivolity, might be the best way of doing that. If I had been a soldier fighting in the Great War, I would sooner have got hold of ‘Prufrock’ than The First Hundred Thousand or Horatio Bottomley’s Letters to the Boys in the Trenches.50 I should have felt, like Mr Forster, that by simply standing aloof and keeping touch with pre-war emotions, Eliot was carrying on the human heritage. What a relief it would have been at such a time, to read about the hesitations of a middle-aged highbrow with a bald spot! So different from bayonet-drill! After the bombs and the food-queues and the recruiting-posters, a human voice! What a relief!

But, after all, the war of 1914–18 was only a heightened moment in an almost continuous crisis. At this date it hardly even needs a war to bring home to us the disintegration of our society and the increasing helplessness of all decent people. It is for this reason that I think that the passive, non-cooperative attitude implied in Henry Miller’s work is justified. Whether or not it is an expression of what people ought to feel, it probably comes somewhere near to expressing what they do feel. Once again it is the human voice among the bomb-explosions, a friendly American voice, ‘innocent of public-spiritedness’. No sermons, merely the subjective truth. And along those lines, apparently, it is still possible for a good novel to be written. Not necessarily an edifying novel, but a novel worth reading and likely to be remembered after it is read.

While I have been writing this book another European war has broken out. It will either last several years and tear Western civilisation to pieces, or it will end inconclusively and prepare the way for yet another war which will do the job once and for all. But war is only ‘peace intensified’. What is quite obviously happening, war or no war, is the break-up of laissez-faire capitalism and of the liberal-Christian culture. Until recently the full implications of this were not foreseen, because it was generally imagined that Socialism could preserve and even enlarge the atmosphere of liberalism. It is now beginning to be realised how false this idea was. Almost certainly we are moving into an age of totalitarian dictatorships—an age in which freedom of thought will be at first a deadly sin and later on a meaningless abstraction. The autonomous individual is going to be stamped out of existence. But this means that literature, in the form in which we know it, must suffer at least a temporary death. The literature of liberalism is coming to an end and the literature of totalitarianism has not yet appeared and is barely imaginable. As for the writer, he is sitting on a melting iceberg; he is merely an anachronism, a hangover from the bourgeois age, as surely doomed as the hippopotamus. Miller seems to me a man out of the common because he saw and proclaimed this fact a long while before most of his contemporaries—at a time, indeed, when many of them were actually burbling about a renaissance of literature. Wyndham Lewis had said years earlier that the major history of the English language was finished, but he was basing this on different and rather trivial reasons. But from now onwards the all-important fact for the creative writer is going to be that this is not a writer’s world. That does not mean that he cannot help to bring the new society into being, but he can take no part in the process as a writer. For as a writer he is a liberal, and what is happening is the destruction of liberalism. It seems likely, therefore, that in the remaining years of free speech any novel worth reading will follow more or less along the lines that Miller has followed—I do not mean in technique or subject-matter, but in implied outlook. The passive attitude will come back, and it will be more consciously passive than before. Progress and reaction have both turned out to be swindles. Seemingly there is nothing left but quietism—robbing reality of its terrors by simply submitting to it. Get inside the whale—or rather, admit that you are inside the whale (for you are, of course). Give yourself over to the world-process, stop fighting against it or pretending that you control it; simply accept it, endure it, record it. That seems to be the formula that any sensitive novelist is now likely to adopt. A novel on more positive, ‘constructive’ lines, and not emotionally spurious, is at present very difficult to imagine.

But do I mean by this that Miller is a ‘great author’, a new hope for English prose? Nothing of the kind. Miller himself would be the last to claim or want any such thing. No doubt he will go on writing—anybody who has once started always goes on writing—and associated with him there is a number of writers of approximately the same tendency, Lawrence Durrell, Michael Fraenkel51 and others, almost amounting to a ‘school’. But he himself seems to me essentially a man of one book. Sooner or later I should expect him to descend into unintelligibility, or into charlatanism; there are signs of both in his later work. His last book, Tropic of Capricorn, I have not even read. This was not because I did not want to read it, but because the police and customs authorities have so far managed to prevent me from getting hold of it. But it would surprise me if it came anywhere near Tropic of Cancer or the opening chapters of Black Spring. Like certain other autobiographical novelists, he had it in him to do just one thing perfectly, and he did it. Considering what the fiction of the nineteen-thirties has been like, that is something.

Miller’s books are published by the Obelisk Press in Paris. What will happen to the Obelisk Press, now that war has broken out and Jack Kahane,52 the publisher, is dead, I do not know, but at any rate the books are still procurable. I earnestly counsel anyone who has not done so to read at least Tropic of Cancer. With a little ingenuity, or by paying a little over the published price, you can get hold of it, and even if parts of it disgust you, it will stick in your memory. It is also an ‘important’ book, in a sense different from the sense in which that word is generally used. As a rule novels are spoken of as ‘important’ when they are either a ‘terrible indictment’ of something or other or when they introduce some technical innovation. Neither of these applies to Tropic of Cancer. Its importance is merely symptomatic. Here in my opinion is the only imaginative prose-writer of the slightest value who has appeared among the English-speaking races for some years past. Even if that is objected to as an overstatement, it will probably be admitted that Miller is a writer out of the ordinary, worth more than a single glance; and, after all, he is a completely negative, unconstructive, amoral writer, a mere Jonah, a passive accepter of evil, a sort of Whitman among the corpses. Symptomatically, that is more significant than the mere fact that five thousand novels are published in England every year and four thousand nine hundred of them are tripe. It is a demonstration of the impossibility of any major literature until the world has shaken itself into its new shape.53




601. To Leonard Moore

15 March 1940 Typewritten

The Stores Wallington Nr. Baldock, HERTS.

Dear Mr Moore,

With ref. to Gollancz’s contract for INSIDE THE WHALE. I don’t care to sign the final clause (No. 13) as it now stands. The clause runs:

“The author shall give the Publishers the offer of his next two non-fiction books on terms to be arranged: but if the Publishers shall decline the first of the said books the Author shall not then be obliged to offer to the Publishers any subsequent books.”

It seems to me that this ties us down too much. I don’t mind agreeing to offer Gollancz all fiction, because one only writes fiction on one’s own initiative and in any case I know the terms beforehand. But with non-fiction other circumstances can arise. For instance, suppose some other publisher commissions me to write a book on some special subject? You will remember Nelson’s did this a year or two ago,1 and the terms they offered were quite good, but it fell through owing to my illness and then the war. As the above clause now stands I should have to refuse the offer. Secondly, “on terms to be arranged” seems very vague. I don’t mean I want Gollancz to agree in advance to pay a certain amount for every non-fiction book, because obviously some books are likely to sell more than others and he must use his judgement. But the clause as stated does not make it clear whether I can refuse the offer if I am not satisfied with it. Does it mean I have got to give him the first refusal of my next non-fiction book, whatever terms he offers?

If Gollancz will agree, I should like to strike out the last clause. If not, could it be recast so as to make it clear (a) that I need not necessarily turn down another publisher’s offer if I get one, and (b) that I can refuse G. ’s offer for the next non-fiction book if dissatisfied with it?

Pending your reply I’ll keep the contract here.

Yours sincerely

Eric A. Blair




602. Review of Mein Kampf, by Adolf Hitler, unabridged translation

New English Weeekly, 21 March 1940

It is a sign of the speed at which events are moving that Hurst and Blackett’s unexpurgated edition of “Mein Kampf,” published only a year ago, is edited from a pro-Hitler angle. The obvious intention of the translator’s preface and notes is to tone down the book’s ferocity and present Hitler in as kindly a light as possible. For at that date Hitler was still respectable. He had crushed the German labour movement, and for that the property-owning classes were willing to forgive him almost anything. Both Left and Right concurred in the very shallow notion that National Socialism was merely a version of Conservatism.

Then suddenly it turned out that Hitler was not respectable after all. As one result of this, Hurst and Blackett’s edition was reissued in a new jacket explaining that all profits would be devoted to the Red Cross. Nevertheless, simply on the internal evidence of “Mein Kampf,” it is difficult to believe that any real change has taken place in Hitler’s aims and opinions. When one compares his utterances of a year or so ago with those made fifteen years earlier, a thing that strikes one is the rigidity of his mind, the way in which his world-view doesn’t develop. It is the fixed vision of a monomaniac, and not likely to be much affected by the temporary manœuvres of power politics. Probably, in Hitler’s own mind, the Russo-German pact represents no more than an alteration of time-table. The plan laid down in “Mein Kampf” was to smash Russia first, with the implied intention of smashing England afterwards. Now, as it has turned out, England has got to be dealt with first, because Russia was the more easily bribed of the two. But Russia’s turn will come when England is out of the picture—that, no doubt, is how Hitler sees it. Whether it will turn out that way is of course a different question.

Suppose that Hitler’s programme could be put into effect. What he envisages, a hundred years hence, is a continuous state of 250 million Germans with plenty of “living room” (i.e., stretching to Afghanistan or thereabouts), a horrible brainless empire in which, essentially, nothing ever happens except the training of young men for war and the endless breeding of fresh cannon-fodder. How was it that he was able to put this monstrous vision across? It is easy to say that at one stage of his career he was financed by the heavy industrialists, who saw in him the man who would smash the Socialists and Communists. They would not have backed him, however, if he had not talked a great movement into existence already. Again, the situation in Germany, with its seven million unemployed, was obviously favourable for demagogues. But Hitler could not have succeeded against his many rivals if it had not been for the attraction of his own personality, which one can feel even in the clumsy writing of “Mein Kampf,” and which is no doubt overwhelming when one hears his speeches. I should like to put it on record that I have never been able to dislike Hitler. Ever since he came to power—till then, like nearly everyone, I had been deceived into thinking that he did not matter—I have reflected that I would certainly kill him if I could get within reach of him, but that I could feel no personal animosity. The fact is that there is something deeply appealing about him. One feels it again when one sees his photographs—and I recommend especially the photograph at the beginning of Hurst and Blackett’s edition, which shows Hitler in his early Brownshirt days. It is a pathetic, doglike face, the face of a man suffering under intolerable wrongs. In a rather more manly way it reproduces the expression of innumerable pictures of Christ crucified, and there is little doubt that that is how Hitler sees himself. The initial, personal cause of his grievance against the universe can only be guessed at; but at any rate the grievance is there. He is the martyr, the victim, Prometheus chained to the rock, the self-sacrificing hero who fights single-handed against impossible odds. If he were killing a mouse he would know how to make it seem like a dragon. One feels, as with Napoleon, that he is fighting against destiny, that he can’t win, and yet that he somehow deserves to. The attraction of such a pose is of course enormous; half the films that one sees turn upon some such theme.

Also he has grasped the falsity of the hedonistic attitude to life. Nearly all Western thought since the last war, certainly all “progressive” thought, has assumed tacitly that human beings desire nothing beyond ease, security and avoidance of pain. In such a view of life there is no room, for instance, for patriotism and the military virtues. The Socialist who finds his children playing with soldiers is usually upset, but he is never able to think of a substitute for the tin soldiers; tin pacifists somehow won’t do. Hitler, because in his own joyless mind he feels it with exceptional strength, knows that human beings don’t only want comfort, safety, short working-hours, hygiene, birth-control and, in general, common sense; they also, at least intermittently, want struggle and self-sacrifice, not to mention drums, flags and loyalty-parades. However they may be as economic theories, Fascism and Nazism are psychologically far sounder than any hedonistic conception of life. The same is probably true of Stalin’s militarised version of Socialism. All three of the great dictators have enhanced their power by imposing intolerable burdens on their peoples. Whereas Socialism, and even capitalism in a more grudging way, have said to people “I offer you a good time,” Hitler has said to them “I offer you struggle, danger and death,” and as a result a whole nation flings itself at his feet.1 Perhaps later on they will get sick of it and change their minds, as at the end of the last war. After a few years of slaughter and starvation “Greatest happiness of the greatest number” is a good slogan, but at this moment “Better an end with horror than a horror without end” is a winner. Now that we are fighting against the man who coined it, we ought not to underrate its emotional appeal.2




603. Review of Memoirs of Sergeant Bourgogne 1812–18131

Tribune, 29 March 1940

It was only comparatively recently that the truth about war began to be looked on as printable, and Sergeant Bourgogne’s Memoirs, written in 1835, is probably the earliest realistic war book in existence. Other rather similar books were published at about the same time, but most of them are known to be fakes, whereas the truth of Bourgogne’s story is obvious in every line he writes.

Bourgogne was a soldier in Napoleon’s Imperial Guard who was transferred from Spain to take part in the disastrous Russian Campaign of 1812–13. Even now, with bigger tragedies fresh in one’s mind, the Retreat from Moscow is a terrible thing to read about.

Napoleon had entered Moscow in the middle of September, but the lack of food made it impossible to spend the winter there. So towards the end of October the army started on its long march towards Europe, so loaded with loot that the wagons could scarcely move, and leaving Moscow in flames. It was an army that had been hurriedly collected from half the races of Europe, its discipline was poor from the very first, and all semblance of order vanished as soon as the snow began to fall. For weeks on end there was nothing to eat except horseflesh.

Men perished by tens of thousands of cold, of hunger and under the lances of the Cossacks. The Russians were dying almost as rapidly as the French, but they kept up the pursuit all the way to Lithuania, and there were countless battles in the snow. There were extraordinary scenes of heroism, too, amid the general disintegration. At the crossing of the Beresina, relays of sappers building the bridges worked breast-deep in the water, among the floating ice, and as each man froze to death another was ready to take his place. In the end, of more than half a million men who had marched to Moscow, about twenty thousand got back to France.

Bourgogne was not at the battle of Borodino, but otherwise he experienced all the worst horrors of the campaign. He tells dreadful stories of piles of stiffened corpses, of starving men flinging themselves on dead horses and trying to bite straight into the flesh, of men reviving themselves by sucking lumps of frozen blood or lapping at the snow where a keg of brandy had burst. On one occasion he himself ate a raven that had died a natural death. There were many women with the army, and even children. At least one baby was born during the retreat. It froze to death at its mother’s breast a few days later.

What gives Bourgogne’s narrative its special interest is that he writes without self-pity. He is the typical swashbuckling soldier of the period, always ready for a drink or a fight, and even readier for a chance of loot. He seems to have had at least two temporary “wives” during the Russian campaign, and he gives a most interesting catalogue of the various valuables he stole in Moscow. With its realism and accuracy his story might have been written yesterday, and yet he draws none of the conclusions that a modern man would draw.

The essential folly of war is a thing that hardly crosses his mind. Like most of the Imperial Guard he is passionately devoted to Napoleon, and feels that the Emperor’s “greatness” is somehow reflected upon himself. Napoleon was the earliest of the modern-style dictators—the first of the Führers—and throughout his history the ancient and the modern jostle one another in the queerest way. Bourgogne describes one scene which might have come straight out of the Middle Ages:


The Prince Emile of Hesse-Cassel was with us, and his contingent, composed of several regiments of cavalry and infantry. About a hundred and fifty dragoons were left; but these were almost all on foot, their horses being dead and eaten. These brave men, almost frozen with cold, sacrificed themselves in this awful night to save their young prince, not more than twenty years of age. They stood round him the whole night wrapped in their great white cloaks, pressed tightly one against the other, protecting him from wind and cold. The next morning three quarters of them were dead and buried beneath the snow.



That is pure feudalism—loyalty to a dynasty, a name, a thing we can hardly imagine nowadays. On the other hand, Napoleon’s methods of inspiring devotion sound only too modern:


The Emperor had turned his head towards us as he passed. He looked at us as he always looked at the men of his Guard when he met them alone. He seemed, in this hour of misfortune, to inspire us by his glance with confidence and courage. (My italics.)



It does not occur to Bourgogne’s innocent mind that there were probably other regiments which also imagined themselves to be the Emperor’s favourites. One of Napoleon’s greatest secrets was his pretence of taking an interest in humble people. He would pull the ear of some old soldier and say to him, “Weren’t you with me at Jena?” and after that we can be sure that the old soldier was his slave for life. At the worst period of the retreat, men who were literally dying of cold sacrificed their own firewood to keep the Emperor warm. That did not prevent him deserting the army and hurrying back to France as soon as the Beresina was crossed.

Bourgogne had his first bath in East Prussia, having marched for nearly two months without taking his clothes off. After the bath his comrades failed to recognise him, so greatly had his face changed in colour! But he was none the worse except for a frost-bitten foot, and he still had nearly £40 in gold from the looting of Moscow, besides some valuable rings which he rapidly gave away to all the prettiest women in sight. The French were not really in safety till they reached western Germany, for by this time Prussia was beginning to rise against Napoleon.

When Napoleon conquered the Prussians in 1806 he cut their army down to 12,000 men; they afterwards broke the terms of the treaty by just the same dodge as they were to use after Versailles, a century later. Even before the last of his men had straggled back from Russia, Napoleon was already raising another enormous army to die in the Leipzig campaign. By the end of his career this forerunner of Hitler had probably cost Europe about as many lives, relative to population, as the Great War of 1914–18. Bourgogne’s story ends abruptly, but he was evidently taken prisoner some time in 1813 and spent a year or two in captivity. He lived to be a very old man.

For some reason, not very much has been written about the retreat from Moscow. Stendhal, the famous French novelist, was in the retreat, but he never described it at length. The best description by an English writer is probably in Hardy’s strange play, The Dynasts. It also figures in Tolstoi’s War and Peace.

But no one has left so graphic and convincing an account as this simple-minded soldier who, without knowing it, was the grandfather of a modern school of literature. This is one of the best one-and-ninepence-worths on the market. I recommend it to anyone who, at a time like this, does not object to reading about war.




604. ‘Notes on the Way’

Time and Tide, 30 March and 6 April 1940

When the other day I read Dr Ley’s1 statement that “inferior races, such as Poles and Jews” do not need so much to eat as Germans, I was suddenly reminded of the first sight I saw when I set foot on the soil of Asia—or rather, just before setting foot there.

The liner I was travelling in was docking at Colombo, and the usual swarm of coolies had come aboard to deal with the luggage. Some policemen, including a white sergeant, were superintending them. One of the coolies had got hold of a long tin uniform-case and was carrying it so clumsily as to endanger people’s heads. Someone cursed at him for his carelessness. The police sergeant looked round, saw what the man was doing, and caught him a terrific kick on the bottom that sent him staggering across the deck. Several passengers, including women, murmured their approval.

Now transfer this scene to Paddington Station or Liverpool Docks. It simply could not happen. An English luggage-porter who was kicked would hit back, or at least there would be a chance of his doing so. The policeman would not kick him on such small provocation, and certainly not in front of witnesses. Above all, the onlookers would be disgusted. The most selfish millionaire in England, if he saw a fellow-Englishman kicked in that manner, would feel at least a momentary resentment. And yet here were ordinary, decent, middling people, people with incomes of about £500 a year, watching the scene with no emotion whatever except a mild approval. They were white, and the coolie was black. In other words he was sub-human, a different kind of animal.

That was nearly twenty years ago. Are things of this kind still happening in India? I should say that they probably are, but that they are happening less and less frequently. On the other hand it is tolerably certain that at this moment a German somewhere or other is kicking a Pole. It is quite certain that a German somewhere or other is kicking a Jew. And it is also certain (vide the German newspapers) that German farmers are being sentenced to terms of imprisonment for showing “culpable kindness” to the Polish prisoners working for them. For the sinister development of the past twenty years has been the spread of racialism to the soil of Europe itself.

Racialism is not merely an aberration of crazy professors, and it has nothing to do with nationalism. Nationalism is probably desirable, up to a point; at any rate it is unavoidable. Peoples with a well-developed national culture don’t like being governed by foreigners, and the history of countries like Ireland and Poland is very largely the history of this fact. As for the theory that “the proletarian has no country”, it always turns out to be nonsense in practice. We have just had another demonstration of this in Finland.

But racialism is something totally different. It is the invention not of conquered nations but of conquering nations. It is a way of pushing exploitation beyond the point that is normally possible, by pretending that the exploited are not human beings.

Nearly all aristocracies having real power have depended on a difference of race, Norman rules over Saxon, German over Slav, Englishman over Irishman, white man over black man, and so on and so forth. There are traces of the Norman predominance in our own language to this day. And it is much easier for the aristocrat to be ruthless if he imagines that the serf is different from himself in blood and bone. Hence the tendency to exaggerate race-differences, the current rubbish about shapes of skulls, colour of eyes, blood-counts, etc., etc. In Burma I have listened to racial theories which were less brutal than Hitler’s theories about the Jews, but certainly not less idiotic.

The English in India have built up a whole mythology turning upon the supposed differences between their own bodies and those of orientals. I have often heard it asserted, for instance, that no white man can sit on his heels in the same attitude as an oriental—the attitude, incidentally, in which coal-miners sit when they eat their dinners in the pit.

People of mixed blood, even when they are completely white, are supposed to be detectable by mysterious peculiarities in their fingernails. As for the various superstitions centring round sunstroke, they ought to have been monographed long ago. And there is no question that this kind of nonsense has made it easier for us to squeeze the juice out of India. We could not, at this date, treat English industrial workers quite as Indian industrial workers are treated; not merely because they wouldn’t tolerate it, but because, beyond a certain point, we wouldn’t tolerate it. I doubt whether anyone in England now thinks it right for children of six to work in factories. But there are plenty of business-men in India who would welcome child-labour if the law allowed it.

If I thought that a victory in the present war would mean nothing beyond a new lease of life for British imperialism, I should be inclined to side with Russia and Germany. And I am aware that some of our rulers intend no more than that. They imagine that if they can win the war (or perhaps call it off and turn Germany against Russia), they will be able to enjoy another twenty years of colonial exploitation. But I believe there is a good chance that things will not work out like that. To begin with, the world-struggle is no longer between Socialism and capitalism. In so far as Socialism means no more than centralized ownership and planned production, all the industrialized countries will be “Socialist” before long. The real issue is between democratic Socialism and some form of rationalized caste-society. The former is much likelier to prevail if the western countries, where democratic ideas are deeply ingrained in the common people, are not deprived of all influence.

Socialism in the narrow economic sense has nothing to do with liberty, equality or common decency of any description. There is no reason, for instance, why a State should not be internally Socialist and externally imperialist. Technically it would be possible to “Socialize” England tomorrow and still continue to exploit India and the crown colonies for the benefit of the home population. Germany, almost without doubt, is moving rapidly towards Socialism; and yet side by side with this development there goes a perfectly clear, open determination to turn the subject peoples into a reserve of slave labour. It is quite practicable, so long as the myth of “inferior races” is believed in. Jews and Poles aren’t human beings; therefore why not rob them? Hitler is only the ghost of our own past rising against us. He stands for the extension and perpetuation of our own methods, just at the moment when we are beginning to be ashamed of them.

Our real relationship with India has not altered much since the Mutiny of 1857, but our feelings about it have altered enormously in the last twenty years, and therein there is a gleam of hope. If we had to win India once again, as it was won in the eighteenth and nineteenth centuries, we should find ourselves unable to do it. Not because the military task would be harder—it would be far easier—but because the necessary supply of ruffians would not be forthcoming.

The men who conquered India for us, the Puritan adventurers with their Bibles and their swords—men who could blow hundreds of “natives” from the mouths of guns and describe the scene in their memoirs with the greatest realism and with no more compunction than one would feel for killing a chicken—they are simply a vanished race. The outlook even of ordinary Anglo-Indians has been deeply infected by Left-wing opinion at home. Gone are the days—which were only the day before yesterday—when you sent your disobedient servant along to the jail with a note saying “Please give the bearer fifteen lashes”. Somehow we don’t believe in our divine mission quite as we used to. When the time comes to pay our debts we shall undoubtedly wriggle, but I think there is just a chance that we shall pay up.

When war has once started there is no such thing as neutrality. All activities are war activities. Whether you want to or not, you are obliged to help either your own side or the enemy. The Pacifists, Communists, Fascists, etc., are at this moment helping Hitler. They have a perfect right to do so, provided they believe that Hitler’s cause is the better and are willing to take the consequences. If I side with Britain and France, it is because I would sooner side with the older imperialisms—decadent, as Hitler quite rightly calls them—than with the new ones which are completely sure of themselves and therefore completely merciless. Only, for Heaven’s sake let us not pretend that we go into this war with clean hands. It is only while we cling to the consciousness that our hands are not clean that we retain the right to defend ourselves.

Reading Mr Malcolm Muggeridge’s brilliant and depressing book, The Thirties,2 I thought of a rather cruel trick I once played on a wasp. He was sucking jam on my plate, and I cut him in half. He paid no attention, merely went on with his meal, while a tiny stream of jam trickled out of his severed œsophagus. Only when he tried to fly away did he grasp the dreadful thing that had happened to him. It is the same with modern man. The thing that has been cut away is his soul, and there was a period—twenty years, perhaps—during which he did not notice it.

It was absolutely necessary that the soul should be cut away. Religious belief, in the form in which we had known it, had to be abandoned. By the nineteenth century it was already in essence a lie, a semi-conscious device for keeping the rich rich and the poor poor. The poor were to be contented with their poverty, because it would all be made up to them in the world beyond the grave, usually pictured as something mid-way between Kew Gardens and a jeweller’s shop. Ten thousand a year for me, two pounds a week for you, but we are all the children of God. And through the whole fabric of capitalist society there ran a similar lie, which it was absolutely necessary to rip out.

Consequently there was a long period during which nearly every thinking man was in some sense a rebel, and usually a quite irresponsible rebel. Literature was largely the literature of revolt or of disintegration. Gibbon, Voltaire, Rousseau, Shelley, Byron, Dickens, Stendhal, Samuel Butler, Ibsen, Zola, Flaubert, Shaw, Joyce—in one way or another they are all of them destroyers, wreckers, saboteurs. For two hundred years we had sawed and sawed and sawed at the branch we were sitting on. And in the end, much more suddenly than anyone had foreseen, our efforts were rewarded, and down we came. But unfortunately there had been a little mistake. The thing at the bottom was not a bed of roses after all, it was a cesspool full of barbed wire.

It is as though in the space of ten years we had slid back into the Stone Age. Human types supposedly extinct for centuries, the dancing dervish, the robber chieftain, the Grand Inquisitor, have suddenly reappeared, not as inmates of lunatic asylums, but as the masters of the world. Mechanization and a collective economy seemingly aren’t enough. By themselves they lead merely to the nightmare we are now enduring; endless war and endless underfeeding for the sake of war, slave populations toiling behind barbed wire, women dragged shrieking to the block, cork-lined cellars where the executioner blows your brains out from behind. So it appears that amputation of the soul isn’t just a simple surgical job, like having your appendix out. The wound has a tendency to go septic.

The gist of Mr Muggeridge’s book is contained in two texts from Ecclesiastes: “Vanity of vanities, saith the preacher; all is vanity”, and “Fear God, and keep His commandments: for this is the whole duty of man”. It is a viewpoint that has gained a lot of ground lately, among people who would have laughed at it only a few years ago. We are living in a nightmare precisely because we have tried to set up an earthly paradise. We have believed in “progress”, trusted to human leadership, rendered unto Caesar the things that are God’s—that approximately is the line of thought.

Unfortunately Mr Muggeridge shows no sign of believing in God himself. Or at least he seems to take it for granted that this belief is vanishing from the human mind. There is not much doubt that he is right there, and if one assumes that no sanction can ever be effective except the supernatural one, it is clear what follows. There is no wisdom except in the fear of God; but nobody fears God; therefore there is no wisdom. Man’s history reduces itself to the rise and fall of material civilizations, one Tower of Babel after another. In that case we can be pretty certain what is ahead of us. Wars and yet more wars, revolutions and counter-revolutions, Hitlers and super-Hitlers—and so downwards into abysses which are horrible to contemplate, though I rather suspect Mr Muggeridge of enjoying the prospect.

It must be about thirty years since Mr Hilaire Belloc, in his book The Servile State,3 foretold with astonishing accuracy the things that are happening now. But unfortunately he had no remedy to offer. He could conceive nothing between slavery and a return to small-ownership, which is obviously not going to happen and in fact cannot happen. There is the question now of averting a collectivist society. The only question is whether it is to be founded on willing co-operation or on the machine gun. The Kingdom of Heaven, old style, has definitely failed, but on the other hand “Marxist realism” has also failed, whatever it may achieve materially. Seemingly there is no alternative except the thing that Mr Muggeridge, and Mr F. A. Voigt,4 and the others who think like them, so earnestly warn us against: the much-derided “Kingdom of Earth”, the concept of a society in which men know that they are mortal and are nevertheless willing to act as brothers.

Brotherhood implies a common father. Therefore it is often argued that men can never develop the sense of a community unless they believe in God. The answer is that in a half-conscious way most of them have developed it already. Man is not an individual, he is only a cell in an everlasting body, and he is dimly aware of it. There is no other way of explaining why it is that men will die in battle. It is nonsense to say that they only do it because they are driven. If whole armies had to be coerced, no war could ever be fought. Men die in battle—not gladly, of course, but at any rate voluntarily—because of abstractions called “honour”, “duty”, “patriotism” and so forth.

All that this really means is that they are aware of some organism greater than themselves, stretching into the future and the past, within which they feel themselves to be immortal. “Who dies if England live?”5 sounds like a piece of bombast, but if you alter “England” to whatever you prefer, you can see that it expresses one of the main motives of human conduct. People sacrifice themselves for the sake of fragmentary communities—nation, race, creed, class—and only become aware that they are not individuals in the very moment when they are facing bullets. A very slight increase of consciousness, and their sense of loyalty could be transferred to humanity itself, which is not an abstraction.

Mr Aldous Huxley’s Brave New World6 was a good caricature of the hedonistic Utopia, the kind of thing that seemed possible and even imminent before Hitler appeared, but it had no relation to the actual future. What we are moving towards at this moment is something more like the Spanish Inquisition, and probably far worse, thanks to the radio and the secret police. There is very little chance of escaping it unless we can reinstate the belief in human brotherhood, without the need for a “next world” to give it meaning. It is this that leads innocent people like the Dean of Canterbury to imagine that they have discovered true Christianity in Soviet Russia. No doubt they are only the dupes of propaganda, but what makes them so willing to be deceived is their knowledge that the Kingdom of Heaven has somehow got to be brought on to the surface of the earth. We have got to be the children of God, even though the God of the Prayer Book no longer exists.

The very people who have dynamited our civilization have sometimes been aware of this. Marx’s famous saying that “religion is the opium of the people” is habitually wrenched out of its context and given a meaning subtly but appreciably different from the one he gave it. Marx did not say, at any rate in that place, that religion is merely a dope handed out from above; he said that it is something the people create for themselves, to supply a need that he recognized to be a real one. “Religion is the sigh of the soul in a soulless world. Religion is the opium of the people.” What is he saying except that man does not live by bread alone, that hatred is not enough, that a world worth living in cannot be founded on “realism” and machine guns? If he had foreseen how great his intellectual influence would be, perhaps he would have said it more often and more loudly.7




605. ‘New Words’

February–April 1940?


When ‘New Words’ was written is uncertain, but because Orwell writes of what Joyce ‘is now doing’—presumably a reference to the kind of language being developed for Finnegans Wake—the essay must have been completed before Joyce died, 13 January 1941. Finnegans Wake was published on 4 May 1939, and he mentions it at the start of section 6 of his essay on Dickens (see here), but he had probably not examined it closely. Extracts had appeared in various forms between 1928 and 1937, particularly in transition, though Orwell never mentions that journal. Yet he must have had at least a vague impression of Joyce’s experiments; had he had detailed knowledge he would probably have shown this, given the context of ‘New Words.’ The essay could therefore predate publication of Finnegans Wake or have been written shortly afterwards. It has been suggested that the essay might have been a try-out for a magazine like Persuasion.

Orwell delivered the typescript of Coming Up for Air on 30 March 1939, and John Lehman acknowledged the essay ‘Marrakech’ on 12 April 1939. From then on, as the correspondence indicates, Orwell worked on his book of essays, which he expected to finish in October. The contents projected for the volume were as published, so there would seem to be no time for ‘New Words.’ The book was not actually completed until early December, 1939.

On 6 July 1940, Orwell expressed regret that he had written nothing for Lehmann, as he had promised; see here. He told him he had begun ‘something’ before the war started to get ‘serious,’ but he had written nothing except book reviews ‘for a long time past.’ What was the ‘something’ he had started?

It might, of course, now be lost, or it could have been some work on ‘How the Poor Die’, (see 3104) or ‘Such, Such Were the Joys’ (see 3409), but ‘New Words’ must be considered. Its conclusion, where Orwell discusses the appropriateness of sound to meaning, cries out for reference to precisely what Joyce was doing in Finnegans Wake, and Orwell did not need the whole book for evidence. For example, Tales told of Shem and Shaun, including ‘The Mookse and the Gripes,’ ‘The Muddest Thick That Was Ever Heard Dump,’ and ‘The Ondt and the Gracehoper,’ had been published in 1929 in Paris. A copy of the 1932 edition of this book and one of Haveth Childers Everywhere (1931) were among Orwell’s books at his death, though whether he owned these in 1940 is not known. Nevertheless, because he does not refer to Finnegans Wake and its language in ‘Inside the Whale,’ it seems that by the end of 1940 he had no clear idea of the way Joyce’s writing was developing. If this is so, it is reasonable to assume that ‘New Words’ could have been written as late as April 1940, when the war got ‘serious’ in Denmark and Norway, rather than when serious became desperate in May and June, and without analysing Finnegans Wake. When he discovered what Joyce had done, ‘New Words’ needed, not expansion, but rewriting. It was therefore left unpublished.

Writing in the Manchester Evening News, 2 March 1944, Orwell refers briefly to Finnegans Wake when reviewing Harry Levin’s James Joyce, but what he has to say does not suggest a close reading of the novel; see 2428.

The placing here of ‘New Words’ must be very tentative. The text is reproduced from Orwell’s typescript.



At present the formation of new words is a slow process (I have read somewhere that English gains about six and loses about four words a year) and no new words are deliberately coined except as names for material objects. Abstract words are never coined at all, though old words (eg. “condition”, “reflex” etc.) are sometimes twisted into new meanings for scientific purposes. What I am going to suggest here is that it would be quite feasable° to invent a vocabulary, perhaps amounting to several thousands of words, which would deal with parts of our experience now practically unamenable to language. There are several obvious objections to the idea, and I will deal with these as they arise. The first step is to indicate the kind of purpose for which new words are needed.

Everyone who thinks at all has noticed that our language is practically useless for describing anything that goes on inside the brain. This is so generally recognized that writers of high skill (eg. Trollope and Mark Twain) will start their autobiographies by saying that they do not intend to describe their inner life, because it is of its nature indescribable. So soon as we are dealing with anything that is not concrete or visible (and even there to a great extent—look at the difficulty of describing anyone’s appearance) we find that words are no liker to the reality than chessmen to living beings. To take an obvious case which will not raise side-issues, consider a dream. How do you describe a dream? Clearly you never describe it, because no words that convey the atmosphere of dreams exist in our language. Of course, you can give a crude approximation of some of the major facts in a dream. You can say, “I dreamed that I was walking down Regent Street with a porcupine wearing a bowler hat” etc. but this is no real description of the dream. And even if a psychologist interprets your dream in terms of “symbols”, he is still going largely by guesswork; for the real quality of the dream, the quality that gave the porcupine its sole significance, is outside the world of words. In fact, describing a dream is like translating a poem into the language of one of Bohn’s cribs; it is a paraphrase which is meaningless unless one knows the original.

I chose dreams as an instance that would not be disputed, but if it were only dreams that were indescribable, the matter might not be worth bothering about. But, as has been pointed out over and over again, the waking mind is not so different from the dreaming mind as it appears—or as we like to pretend that it appears. It is true that most of our waking thoughts are “reasonable”—that is, there exists in our minds a kind of chessboard upon which thoughts move logically and verbally; we use this part of our minds for any straightforward intellectual problem, and we get into the habit of thinking (ie. thinking in our chessboard moments) that it is the whole of the mind. But obviously it is not the whole. The disordered, un-verbal world belonging to dreams is never quite absent from our minds, and if any calculation were possible I dare say it would be found that quite half the volume of our waking thoughts were of this order. Certainly the dream-thoughts take a hand even when we are trying to think verbally, they influence the verbal thoughts, and it is largely they that make our inner life valuable. Examine your thoughts at any casual moment. The main movement in it will be a stream of nameless things—so nameless that one hardly knows whether to call them thoughts, images or feelings. In the first place there are the objects you see and the sounds you hear, which are in themselves describable in words, but which as soon as they enter your mind become something quite different and totally indescribable.fn1 And besides this there is the dream-life which your mind unceasingly creates for itself—and though most of this is trivial and soon forgotten, it contains things which are beautiful, funny etc. beyond anything that ever gets into words. In a way this un-verbal part of your mind is even the most important part, for it is the source of nearly all motives. All likes and dislikes, all aesthetic feelings, all notions of right and wrong (aesthetic and moral considerations are in any case inextricable) spring from feelings which are generally admitted to be subtler than words. When you are asked “Why do you do, or not do, so and so” you are invariably aware that your real reason will not go into words, even when you have no wish to conceal it; consequently you rationalise your conduct, more or less dishonestly. I don’t know whether everyone would admit this, and it is a fact that some people seem unaware of being influenced by their inner life, or even of having any inner life. I notice that many people never laugh when they are alone, and I suppose that if a man does not laugh when he is alone his inner life must be relatively barren. Still, every individual man has an inner life, and is aware of the practical impossibility of understanding others or being understood—in general, of the star-like isolation in which human beings live. Nearly all literature is an attempt to escape from this isolation by roundabout means, the direct means (words in their primary meanings) being almost useless.

“Imaginative” writing is as it were a flank-attack upon positions that are impregnable from the front. A writer attempting anything that is not coldly “intellectual” can do very little with words in their primary meanings. He gets his effect if at all by using words in a tricky roundabout way, relying on their cadences and so forth, as in speech he would rely upon tone and gesture. In the case of poetry this is too well-known to be worth arguing about. Noone with the smallest understanding of poetry supposes that

    “The mortal moon hath her eclipse endured,

     And the sad augurs mock their own presage”1

really means what the words “mean” in their dictionary-sense. (The couplet is said to refer to Queen Elizabeth having got over her grand climacteric safely.) The dictionary-meaning has, as nearly always, something to do with the real meaning, but not more than the “anecdote” of a picture has to do with its design. And it is the same with prose, mutatis mutandis. Consider a novel, even a novel which has ostensibly nothing to do with the inner life—what is called a “straight story”. Consider “Manon Lescaut.” Why does the author invent this long rigmarole about an unfaithful girl and a runaway abbé? Because he has a certain feeling, vision, whatever you like to call it, and knows, possibly after experiment, that it is no use trying to convey this vision by describing it as one would describe a crayfish for a book of zoology. But by not describing it, by inventing something else (in this case a picaresque novel: in another age he would choose another form) he can convey it, or part of it. The art of writing is in fact largely the perversion of words, and I would even say that the less obvious this perversion is, the more thoroughly it has been done. For a writer who seems to twist words out of their meanings (eg. Gerrard° Manley Hopkins) is really, if one looks closely, making a desperate attempt to use them straightforwardly. Whereas a writer who seems to have no tricks whatever, for instance the old balladwriters, is making an especially subtle flank-attack, though, in the case of the ballad-writers, this is no doubt unconscious. Of course one hears a lot of cant to the effect that all good art is “objective” and every true artist keeps his inner life to himself. But the people who say this do not mean it. All they mean is that they want the inner life to be expressed by an exceptionally roundabout method, as in the ballad or the “straight story.”

The weakness of the roundabout method, apart from its difficulty, is that it usually fails. For anyone who is not a considerable artist (possibly for them too) the lumpishness of words results in constant falsification. Is there anyone who has ever written so much as a love letter in which he felt that he had said exactly what he intended? A writer falsifies himself both intentionally and unintentionally. Intentionally, because the accidental qualities of words constantly tempt and frighten him away from his true meaning. He gets an idea, begins trying to express it, and then, in the frightful mess of words that generally results, a pattern begins to form itself more or less accidentally. It is not by any means the pattern he wants, but it is at any rate not vulgar or disagreeable; it is “good art”. He takes it, because “good art” is a more or less mysterious gift from heaven, and it seems a pity to waste it when it presents itself. Is not anyone with any degree of mental honesty conscious of telling lies all day long, both in talking and writing, simply because lies will fall into artistic shape when truth will not? Yet if words represented meanings as fully and accurately as height multiplied by base represents the area of a parralelogram,° at least the necessity for lying would never exist. And in the mind of reader or hearer there are further falsifications, because, words not being a direct channel of thought, he constantly sees meanings which are not there. A good illustration of this is our supposed appreciation of foreign poetry. We know, from the Vie Amoureuse du Docteur Watson stuff of foreign critics, that true understanding of foreign literature is almost impossible; yet quite ignorant people profess to get, do get, vast pleasure out of poetry in foreign and even dead languages. Clearly the pleasure they derive may come from something the writer never intended, possibly from something that would make him squirm in his grave if he knew it was attributed to him. I say to myself “Vixi puellis nuper idoneus”,2 and I repeat this over and over for five minutes for the beauty of the word “Idoneus”. Yet, considering the gulf of time and culture, and my ignorance of Latin, and the fact that no one even knows how Latin was pronounced, is it possible that the effect I am enjoying is the effect Horace was trying for? It is as though I were in ecstasies over the beauty of a picture, and all because of some splashes of paint which had accidentally got on to the canvas 200 years after it was painted. Notice, I am not saying that art would necessarily improve if words conveyed meaning more reliably. For all I know art thrives on the crudeness and vagueness of language. I am only criticising words in their supposed function as vehicles of thought. And it seems to me that from the point of view of exactitude and expressiveness our language has remained in the Stone Age.

The solution I suggest is to invent new words as deliberately as we would invent new parts for a motor-car engine. Suppose that a vocabulary existed which would accurately express the life of the mind, or a great part of it. Suppose that there need be no stultifying feeling that life is inexpressible, no jiggery-pokery with artistic tricks; expressing one’s meaning simply a matter of taking the right words and putting them in place, like working out an equation in algebra. I think the advantages of this would be obvious. It is less obvious, though, that to sit down and deliberately coin words is a commonsense proceeding. Before indicating a way in which satisfactory words might be coined, I had better deal with the objections which are bound to arise.

If you say to any thinking person “Let us form a society for the invention of new and subtler words”, he will first of all object that it is the idea of a crank, and then probably say that our present words, properly handled, will meet all difficulties. (This last, of course, is only a theoretical objection. In practice everyone recognizes the inadequacy of language—consider such expressions as “Words fail”, “It wasn’t what he said, it was the way he said it” etc.) But finally he will give you an answer something like this: “Things cannot be done in that pedantic way. Languages can only grow slowly, like flowers; you can’t patch them up like pieces of machinery. Any made-up language must be characterless and lifeless—look at Esperanto etc. The whole meaning of a word is in its slowly-acquired associations” etc.

In the first place, this argument, like most of the arguments produced when one suggests changing anything, is a longwinded way of saying that what is must be. Hitherto we have never set ourselves to the deliberate creation of words, and all living languages have grown slowly and haphazard[ly]; therefore language cannot grow otherwise. At present, when we want to say anything above the level of a geometrical definition, we are obliged to do conjuring tricks with sounds, associations etc; therefore this necessity is inherent in the nature of words. The non sequitur is obvious. And notice that when I suggest coining abstract words I am only suggesting an extension of our present practice. For we do now coin concrete words. Aeroplanes and bicycles are invented, and we invent names for them, which is the natural thing to do. It is only a step to coining names for the now unnamed things that exist in the mind. You say to me, “Why do you dislike Mr Smith?” and I say “Because he is a liar, coward etc.” and I am almost certainly giving the wrong reason. In my own mind the answer runs “Because he is a —— kind of man”, —— standing for something which I understand, and you would understand if I could tell it you. Why not find a name for——? The only difficulty is to agree about what we are naming. But long before this difficulty arises, the reading, thinking type of man will have recoiled from such an idea as the invention of words. He will produce arguments like the one I indicated above, or others of a more or less sneering, question-begging kind. In reality all these arguments are humbug. The recoil comes from a deep unreasoned instinct, superstitious in origin. It is the feeling that any direct rational approach to one’s difficulties, any attempt to solve the problems of life as one would solve an equation, can lead nowhere—more, is definitely unsafe. One can see this idea expressed everywhere in a roundabout way. All the bosh that is talked about our national genius for “muddling through”, and all the squashy god-less mysticism that is urged against any hardness and soundness of intellect, mean au fond that it is safer not to think. This feeling starts, I am certain, in the common belief of children that the air is full of avenging demons waiting to punish presumption.fn2 In adults the belief survives as a fear of too-rational thinking. I the Lord thy God am a jealous God, pride comes before a fall etc.—and the most dangerous pride is the false pride of the intellect. David was punished because he numbered the people—ie. because he used his intellect scientifically. Thus such an idea as, for instance, ectogenesis, apart from its possible effects upon the health of the race, family life etc. is felt to be in itself blasphemous. Similarly any attack on such a fundamental thing as language, an attack as it were on the very structure of our own minds, is blasphemy and therefore dangerous. To reform language is practically an interference with the work of God—though I don’t say that anyone would put it quite in these words. This objection is important, because it would prevent most people from even considering such an idea as the reform of language. And of course the idea is useless unless undertaken by large numbers. For one man, or a clique, to try and make up a language, as I believe James Joyce is now doing, is as absurd as one man trying to play football alone. What is wanted is several thousands of gifted but normal people who would give themselves to word-invention as seriously as people now give themselves to Shakespearean research. Given these, I believe we could work wonders with language.

Now as to the means. One sees an instance of the successful invention of words, though crude and on a small scale, among the members of large families. All large families have two or three words peculiar to themselves—words which they have made up and which convey subtilised, non-dictionary meanings. They say “Mr Smith is a —— kind of man”, using some home-made word, and the others understand perfectly; here then, within the limits of the family, exists an adjective filling one of the many gaps left by the dictionary. What makes it possible for the family to invent these words is the basis of their common experience. Without common experience, of course, no word can mean anything. If you say to me “What does bergamot smell like?” I say “Something like verbena”, and so long as you know the smell of verbena you are somewhere near understanding me. The method in inventing words, therefore, is the method of analogy based on unmistakeable common knowledge; one must have standards that can be referred to without any chance of misunderstanding, as one can refer to a physical thing like the smell of verbena. In effect it must come down to giving words a physical (probably visible) existence. Merely talking about definitions is futile; one can see this whenever it is attempted to define one of the words used by literary critics. (eg. “Sentimental”,fn3 “vulgar”, “morbid” etc. All meaningless—or rather, having a different meaning for every one who uses them.) What is needed is to show a meaning in some unmistakeable form, and then, when various people have identified it in their own minds and recognized it as worth naming, to give it a name. The question is simply of finding a way in which one can give thought an objective existence.

The thing that suggests itself immediately is the cinematograph. Everyone must have noticed the extraordinary powers that are latent in the film—the powers of distortion, of fantasy, in general of escaping the restrictions of the physical3 world. I suppose it is only from commercial necessity that the film has been used chiefly for silly imitations of stage-plays, instead of concentrating as it ought on things that are beyond the stage. Properly used, the film is the one possible medium for conveying mental processes. A dream, for instance, as I said above, is totally indescribable in words, but it can quite well be represented on the screen. Years ago I saw a film of Douglas Fairbanks’, part of which was a representation of a dream. Most of it, of course, was silly joking about the dream where you have no clothes on in public, but for a few minutes it really was like a dream, in a manner that would have been impossible in words, or even in a picture, or, I imagine, in music. I have seen the same kind of thing by flashes in other films. For instance in “Dr Caligari”4—a film, however, which was for the most part merely silly, the fantastic element being exploited for its own sake and not to convey any definite meaning. If one thinks of it, there is very little in the mind that could not somehow be represented by the strange distorting powers of the film. A millionaire with a private cinematograph, all the necessary props and a troup of intelligent actors could, if he wished, make practically all of his inner life known. He could explain the real reasons of his actions instead of telling rationalised lies, point out the things that seemed to him beautiful, pathetic, funny etc.—things that an ordinary man has to keep locked up because there are no words to express them. In general, he could make other people understand him. Of course, it is not desirable that any one man, short of a genius, should make a show of his inner life. What is wanted is to discover the now nameless feelings that men have in common. All the powerful motives which will not go into words and which are a cause of constant lying and misunderstanding, could be tracked down, given visible form, agreed upon, and named. I am sure that the film, with its almost limitless powers of representation, could accomplish this in the hands of the right investigators; though putting thoughts into visible shape would not always be easy—in fact, at first it might be as difficult as any other art.

A note on the actual form new words ought to take. Suppose that several thousands of people with the necessary time, talents and money undertook to make additions to language; suppose that they managed to agree upon a number of new and necessary words; they would still have to guard against producing a mere Volapuk5 which would drop out of use as soon as it was invented. It seems to me probable that a word, even a not yet existing word, has as it were a natural form—or rather, various natural forms in various languages. If language were truly expressive there would be no need to play upon the sounds of words as we do now, but I suppose there must always be some correlation between the sound of a word and its meaning. An accepted (I believe) and plausible theory of the origin of language is this. Primitive man, before he had words, would naturally rely upon gesture, and like any other animal he would cry out at the moment of gesticulating, in order to attract attention. Now one instinctively makes the gesture that is appropriate to one’s meaning, and all parts of the body follow suit, including the tongue. Hence certain tongue-movements—ie. certain sounds—would come to be associated with certain meanings. In poetry one can point to words which, apart from their direct meanings, regularly convey certain ideas by their sound. Thus: “Deeper than did ever plummet sound” (Shakespeare—more than once I think.) “Past the plunge of plummet” (A. E. Houseman°). “The unplumbed, salt, estranging sea” (Matthew Arnold.) etc.6 Clearly, apart from direct meanings, the sound plum-or plun-has something to do with bottomless oceans. Therefore in forming new words one would have to pay attention to appropriateness of sound as well as exactitude of meaning. It would not do, as at present, to clip a new word of any real novelty by making it out of old ones, but it also would not do to make it out of a mere arbitrary collection of letters. One would have to determine the natural form of the word. Like agreeing upon the actual meanings of the words, this would need the cooperation of a large number of people.

I have written all this down hastily, and when I read through it I see that there are weak patches in my argument and much of it is commonplace. To most people in any case the whole idea of reforming language would seem either dilettant-ish or crankish. Yet it is worth considering what utter incomprehension exists between human beings—at least, between those who are not deeply intimate. At present, as Samuel Butler said, the best art (ie. the most perfect thought-transference) must be “lived” from one person to another. It need not be so if our language were more adequate. It is curious that when our knowledge, the complication of our lives and therefore (I think it must follow) our minds, develop so fast, language, the chief means of communication, should scarcely stir. For this reason I think that the idea of the deliberate invention of words is at least worth thinking over.7




606. Review of Finland’s War of Independence by Lieut.-Col. J. O. Hannula; Secret Service, by Sir George Aston

Horizon, April 1940

Although casting light on a little-known sideshow of the Russian Revolution, this book probably does not give much clue to the present situation in Finland. The Finnish campaign of 1918 was in fact what Russian propaganda represents the present war as being—a civil war between Reds and Whites, with the Reds probably representing a majority of the population. Except that the peasants were White and that foreign intervention was more considerable on the side of the Reds, the general set-up was rather like that of the civil war in Spain. The earlier part of the war, consisting of innumerable disconnected battles between small bodies of men, gives the general effect of a harlequinade in a butcher’s shop but is almost impossible to follow even with the aid of maps. Later, the Reds having failed to make decisive use of their numerical superiority, the war was stabilised in southern Finland and Mannerheim was able to build up a White militia with the Civic Guards, the local gendarmerie, as their nucleus, while a Red force which seems to have been distinctly similar to the early Spanish militias was built up on the other side. The Russian garrisons had mostly joined the Reds, who were further fed with men and materials from Russia, while the fact that Germany was temporarily at war with the Bolsheviks gave the Germans an excuse to intervene on the side of the Whites. Making all allowance for propaganda, it is easy to see that Mannerheim is a commander of unusual ability. The fighting was all over by May, 1918. As in nearly all civil wars, both sides imposed conscription, and, as in Spain, both sides were justly suspicious of their foreign “friends”. No doubt, also, both sides were guilty of massacres, though Colonel Hannula only mentions those perpetrated by the Reds, in which he is not borne out by other accounts of the war. Otherwise he seems fairly friendly to the Reds and often praises their courage and military skill. This book is presumably of considerable historical value but is too detailed to make easy reading.

A book on British espionage methods published in 1930 would probably not be reprinted at this moment if it revealed anything of importance. Actually this book consists for the most part of gossipy anecdotes, including the stories of those two evergreens of the Sunday papers, Karl Lody1 and Mata Hari,2 and at the end there are some very elementary notes on ciphers and sympathetic inks. The impression one gathers is that most spies are extremely amateurish people who believe incredible stories (Lody actually believed and reported the story of the Russian troops passing through England)3 and give themselves away by making childish mistakes. That this is not so is shown by the exact information that the great powers nearly always possess about one another’s armaments. Sir George Aston gives several instances of battles on the Western front in which the commanders on either side knew with almost complete accuracy the number of troops opposing them. But he does not say how the information was obtained, and the conclusion one carries away from a scrappy though readable book is that those who have beans to spill never spill them.




607. To Geoffrey Gorer

3 April 1940 Handwritten

The Stores Wallington Nr. Baldock Herts

Dear Geoffrey,

I was very glad to get your letter & know you are at any rate fairly comfortable & congenially employed. All is very quiet on the Wallington front. Like nearly everyone else I have completely failed to get any kind of “war work”. But I am trying very hard to join a Gov.t° training centre & learn machine draughtsmanship, partly because I want a job, partly because I think it would interest me & as I fancy we are all going to be conscripted in one form or another within about a year I’d rather do something more or less skilled, & partly because I think it might be well to come out of the war having learned a trade. However I don’t know whether it will go through yet. Eileen is still working in a Gov.t department but if we can possibly afford it when our affairs are settled I want to get her out of it, as they are simply working her to death besides its making it impossible for us to be together. I dare say we could get by if I stuck simply to writing, but at present I am very anxious to slow off & not hurry on with my next book, as I have now published 8 in 8 years which is too much. You didn’t I suppose see my last (“Inside the Whale”) which came out a few weeks back. There is one essay in it that might interest you, on boys’ weekly papers, as it rather overlaps with your own researches. You remember perhaps my saying to you some years back that very popular fiction ought to be looked into & instancing Edgar Wallace. This essay was published first in a slightly abridged form in Cyril Connolly’s monthly paper “Horizon”, & now the editor of the “Magnet”, which you no doubt remember from your boyhood, has asked for space in which to answer my “charges”. I look forward to this with some uneasiness, as I’ve no doubt made many mistakes, but what he’ll probably pick on is my suggestion that these papers try to inculcate snobbishness. I haven’t a copy left to send you but you might be able to get it from the library. There is an essay on Dickens that might interest you too. I find this kind of semi-sociological literary criticism very interesting & I’d like to do a lot of other writers, but unfortunately there’s no money in it. All Gollancz would give me in advance on the book was £20! With novels it’s easier to be sure of a sale, but I’ve now got an idea for a really big novel, I mean big in bulk, & I want to lie fallow before doing it. Of course God knows what hope there is of making a living out of writing in the future or where we’ll all be a few years hence. If the war really gets going one may get a chance of a scrap after all. Up to date I haven’t felt greatly moved to join the army because even if one can get past the doctors they make all the older men into pioneers etc. It’s ghastly how soon one becomes “older”.

There is not much happening in England. As far as I can gather people are fed up with the war but not acutely so. Except for small sections such as Pacifists etc. people want to get it settled & I fancy they’d be willing to go on fighting for 10 years if they thought the sacrifices were falling equally on everybody, which alas isn’t likely with the present Government in office. The Government seem to have done all their propaganda with the maximum of stupidity & there’ll probably be hell to pay when people begin to grasp that fighting the war means a 12-hour day etc., etc. The new paper “Horizon” is going very well, sells about 6000 or 7000 already. Gollancz has grown a beard & fallen out with his Communist pals, partly over Finland1 etc., partly because of their general dishonesty which he’s just become alive to. When I saw him recently, the first time in 3 years, he asked me whether it was really true that the G.P.U. had been active in Spain during the civil war,2 & told me that when he tied up with the Communists in 1936 he had not known that they had ever had any other policy than the Popular Front one. It’s frightful that people who are so ignorant should have so much influence. The food situation is quite O. K., & I think what rationing there is (meat, sugar, butter)3 is actually unnecessary & done just to teach people a lesson. They’ve recently had to double the butter ration as they found the stocks going bad on them. I am busy getting our garden dug & am going to try & raise 1/2 ton4 of potatoes this year, as it wouldn’t surprise me to see a food shortage next winter. If I thought I was going to be here all the time I’d breed a lot more hens & also go in for rabbits.

Eileen would send love if she was here.

Yours

Eric




608. To Rayner Heppenstall

11 April 1940 Typewritten

The Stores Wallington Nr. Baldock, HERTS.

Dear Rayner,1

Did those photos come to anything? If so, I’d be very obliged if you’d send me any that seemed worth reproducing and let me know what the negatives etc. cost. I’ve just had a thing from some kind of American literary Who’s Who2 wanting to put me in, with photo, and I suppose I’d better comply as it’s all an advert.

Hope all goes well with you. I’m here alone, Eileen coming down at weekends when she can. They are working her to death in that office3 and I want to get her out of it if possible, but at present nothing is transpiring about a job for me. I haven’t touched my novel4 but am kept very busy doing reviews which help to keep the wolf a few paces from the backdoor. Also with the garden, spring sowing being in full swing. I am aiming to raise 6 cwt of potatoes against the famine I foresee next winter. Did you go to the Easter conference at Langham5 by any chance? They asked me to speak, I couldn’t get away, but sent a lecture6 to be read by someone else, attacking pacifism for all I was worth. I don’t know how they liked it and would like to hear from someone who was there. Please give my love to Margaret.7 I hope she is going on OK.

Yours,

Eric

PS. I had some publications by some BFs who call themselves the Apocalyptic school8 to review recently and took the opportunity of giving a boost to Dylan,9 whose stuff I have decided I really like in a way.




609. To Humphry House

11 April 1940 Typewritten

The Stores Wallington Nr. Baldock, HERTS

Dear Mr House,1

Many thanks for your letter. I was glad to hear from you. With ref. to the manifesto, I haven’t a copy of it by me, but as to the specific point you raise, about “the churches”, I should say that it is a good rule of thumb never to mention religion if you can possibly avoid it. I don’t know how many practising religious believers there are in England, but it couldn’t conceivably be more than 10 million (probably more like 6 million), and even among those there is an active minority which will be offended by the suggestion that the churches don’t put their professions into practice. In any case the churches no longer have any hold on the working class, except perhaps for the Catholic Irish labourers. On the other hand you can always appeal to common decency, which the vast majority of people believe in without the need to tie it up with any transcendental belief. As to the “white-man-coloured-man” business, I can’t give an opinion.

As to the manifesto in general. If I had been drawing it up I would of course have put it quite differently. Whether that kind of thing can ever have a wide appeal, except when something has happened which brings the issue into the ordinary person’s mind, I am not sure. The very fact that this manifesto of “common men” has to be drawn up by a baronet M.P. and handed out to fifty persons to sign on the dotted line, instead of coming spontaneously from the people themselves, carries its own suggestion. I was willing to give what little help I could, because I was in general agreement, ie. I think it is vitally necessary to do something towards equalising incomes, abolishing class privelige° and setting free the subject peoples. Not to put it on any wider ground, I don’t believe the war can otherwise be won, if it goes to full lengths, and one simply can’t see the present or any probable future government doing anything of the kind unless they are bullied into it. But had the manifesto been anything like Acland’s book, Unser Kampf,2 I would have had nothing to do with it. The actual effect of a book like that, whatever the intention might be, is simply to spread defeatism. One has got to remember that most people see things in very simple terms and that the urgent question of the moment is “Do we fight Hitler or do we surrender?” Ninety nine people of a hundred would conclude from reading Unser Kampf that we ought to surrender as quickly and ignominiously as possible. Acland seems to me an almost complete ass, though of course well-meaning enough. All through the pre-war years, when it was just conceivably possible to avert war by reviving the international Socialist movement, he tied himself up with the warmongering Popular Front gang, and now that war has started, under the influence of the same people, he suddenly discovers that Hitler is no worse than we are and in fact rather better. He allows himself to become the tool of hired liars like Pritt3 and is apparently not capable of seeing that Nazi propaganda in this country has to pose as Russian propaganda. However, in the manifesto he steered clear of that kind of thing, so I was willing to associate myself with it, because I do agree about the absolute necessity of moving towards equality. But I would have worded the manifesto more strongly and emphasised both ends of the programme (defeat Hitler—equalise incomes) more plainly.

As to Dickens. You evidently know much more about him than I do. I have never really “studied” him, merely read and enjoyed him, and I dare say there are works of his I have never read. The point you took up, about Dickens not writing about work, was one I did not express very well. What I should have said was that when Dickens gives a detailed description of someone working, it is always someone seen from the outside and usually a burlesque (like Wemmick or Venus). I avoided following this up because it would have led me into a discussion of the burlesque in English novels which would have strayed too far afield. As to D.’s “discontent”, I think I stick to it that some such quality is necessary, and I think the disappearance of it in the modern intelligentsia is a very sinister thing. Dickens, of course, had the most childish views on politics etc., but I think that because his moral sense was sound he would have been able to find his bearings in any political or economic milieu. So I think would most Victorians. The thing that frightens me about the modern intelligentsia is their inability to see that human society must be based on common decency, whatever the political and economic forms may be. To revert to Acland and his Unser Kampf, he is apparently incapable of seeing that there is something wrong with the present Russian regime. Private property has been abolished, therefore (so he argues) everything must be more or less all right. This seems to me to indicate the lack of a moral nose. Dickens, without the slightest understanding of Socialism etc., would have seen at a glance that there is something wrong with a regime that needs a pyramid of corpses every few years. It is as Nietzche° said about Christianity (I’m quoting from memory), if you are all right inside you don’t have to be told that it is putrid. You can smell it—it stinks. All people who are morally sound have known since about 1931 that the Russian regime stinks. Part of the trouble, as I pointed out in my book, is that the English intelligentsia have been so conditioned that they simply cannot imagine what a totalitarian government is like. They have also become infected with the inherently mechanistic Marxist notion that if you make the necessary technical advance the moral advance will follow of itself. I have never accepted this. I don’t believe that capitalism, as against feudalism, improved the actual quality of human life, and I don’t believe that Socialism in itself need work any real improvement either. Hitler is perhaps a large-scale demonstration of this. I believe that these economic advances merely provide the opportunity for a step forward which, as yet, hasn’t happened. A year ago I was in the Atlas mountains, and looking at the Berber villagers there, it struck me that we were, perhaps, 1000 years ahead of these people, but no better than they, perhaps on balance rather worse. We are physically inferior to them, for instance, and manifestly less happy. All we have done is to advance to a point at which we could make a real improvement in human life, but we shan’t do it without the recognition that common decency is necessary. My chief hope for the future is that the common people have never parted company with their moral code. I have never met a genuine working man who accepted Marxism, for instance. I have never had the slightest fear of a dictatorship of the proletariat, if it could happen, and certain things I saw in the Spanish war confirmed me in this. But I admit to having a perfect horror of a dictatorship of theorists, as in Russia and Germany.

I would like to meet some time. I am rather tied down here, as, apart from other things, I am trying to join a Government training centre and they may possibly call me up some time soon. Thank you for writing.

Yours sincerely

George Orwell




610. Review of Sun on the Water by L. A. G. Strong; The Crazy Hunter by Kay Boyle; Decade by Stephen Longstreet; Stephen Ayers by James McConnaughey; A Sea Island Lady by Francis Griswold

Tribune, 12 April 1940

It is the fashion to say that American novels are better than English ones, and it is a fact that the American novelist starts off with certain advantages which make for liveliness, if for nothing else.

When you compare books like Sun on the Water and The Crazy Hunter (English) with books like Decade and Stephen Ayers (American), you realise what a boon it is for a novelist to live in a democratic country. England happens to be cursed with a class system which, even as an expression of the economic structure, is hopelessly out-of-date, and which sees to it that nearly everyone’s destiny is fixed for him at birth. The coal-miner, the naval officer, the grocer and the bank-clerk simply can’t meet and talk, as they could in America; each of them lives from cradle to grave upon a single level, mixing only with his own sub-caste and cut off from all the rest by dense walls of prejudice.

The sort of person who has the leisure to write a novel nearly always belongs to the middle classes. He can’t make contact with the manual workers, even if he wants to, and the bulk of his own class, who are much more intolerant intellectually than the proletariat, look down on him as a “highbrow.” Whether he likes it or not he is forced back into the sterile little world of the literary intelligentsia, with the result that novelists of real gift, like Aldous Huxley and Virginia Woolf, are ruined simply by lack of subject-matter.

Take for instance Mr. L. A. G. Strong’s short stories. They are very nice stories, except that nothing happens in them. Here is the plot of the first one, which I can easily compress into three or four lines. An invalid is convalescing at the seaside and does not seem to be making much progress. One afternoon some trippers arrive, and after a certain amount of manœuvring on his part they talk to him and share their tea with him. After that he suddenly begins to feel better. That is the whole story. It would be all right for a paragraph—but in Mr. Strong’s hands it occupies 57 pages!

Or again, take Miss Kay Boyle’s short stories. Miss Boyle has a genuine feeling for words, though she would be a lot better if she could free herself from the spell of D. H. Lawrence, who was a good novelist but a bad influence. But once again it is a case of empty themes delicately handled.

Here is the name-story of the book. A horse, cherished pet of a girl of seventeen, suddenly goes blind. Shall he be destroyed, or shall he not? That is the whole story—145 pages. These stories, and the countless others that are like them, belong to a civilisation that has run itself into a rut, a civilisation in which the people able to write books simply cannot get into contact with real life.1 Turn to the American novels, and you are in a different world altogether: a world of violent action, where making a million dollars, divorcing your wife or jumping off a skyscraper are all in the day’s work.

There, however, the American writer’s advantage ends. Reading a book like Decade (Sinclair Lewis with Hemingway trimmings), you are reminded that after all there are advantages in living in a settled civilisation with rigid standards of behaviour. Whatever the modern American scene may really be like, the world of the American novelist is a chaos, moral as well as physical. No one has a trace of public spirit, or, at bottom, any standard except success, usually masquerading as “self expression.” The result is that the average American novel, for all its rapid action, machine-gun dialogue and whirlwind love-affairs, is actually—not less interesting, but less moving, than the subdued stories that are turned out in England. There is no emotional depth. Everything is permitted, and therefore nothing matters.

Decade is full of action, of a kind. It tells the story of a millionaire family (they cease being millionaires fairly early in the proceedings, thanks to the slump) during the years 1929–39. There are divorces, suicides, floods, hurricanes, complicated business deals, cocktail parties, seductions, speakeasies, a death in the Spanish civil war, and interludes in prison and the lunatic asylum. Also a great deal of that snappy American dialogue which is the despair of English imitators but which has the disadvantage of making all the characters talk alike. The author is “left” in the peculiar American fashion—that is to say, left-wing abroad, right-wing at home. As a study in contemporary history the book suffers from being written entirely from the angle of 1939, so that everyone is preternaturally wise before the event.

Stephen Ayers, which covers rather similar ground, is a much better book. It is a tale of the industrial Middle West in the boom and the slump. The hero (his name is the title) is of the type that you used to read about in the American “success” advertisements, the keen-jawed executive who makes good by pep, punch, drive and initiative. This scale of values is taken for granted throughout, so that the book is rather like Babbitt written from Babbitt’s own point of view.

What gives it its value is that the author knows his subject and tells us a great deal that is technically interesting about conditions in the steel industry. He is also, more or less unconsciously, laying bare the moral contradiction inherent in liberal capitalism. The hero is such a decent fellow, and his environment makes it so hard for him to behave decently. You don’t really benefit the world at large by filling your pockets, but the Babbitts of America quite honestly believed that you do—until the slump taught them better. I recommend this book to anyone who wants to know what the days of the slump were like, not so much for the worker as for the small and reasonably honest capitalist struggling to keep his business above water.

A Sea Island Lady is the “saga” of a family in the Southern States, and it stretches from the Civil War right up to the nineteen-twenties. As far as size goes it is terrific—approximately the length of five ordinary novels—and the blurb on the dust jacket assures us that it took seven years to write. It is the kind of book that you begin to get interested in when you have worked your way through the first 200 pages. But I don’t recommend it unless you have an idle week ahead of you and nothing else to read.

To sum up. The Crazy Hunter and Sun on the Water—skilful writing, inadequate subject-matter. Decade and Stephen Ayers—lively material, adolescent outlook. And I should say that these four books typify, for the moment, the difference between English and American fiction. But when things begin happening in England again (and Lord knows they are likely to, during the next few years), I believe that we shall find that the English writers, with their more mature, more sensitive approach, are on the better track.




611. Review of Personal Record 1928–1939 by Julian Green, translated by Jocelyn Godefroi

Time and Tide, 13 April 1940

Julian Green’s diaries, which ten years ago or even five years ago might have seemed comparatively commonplace, are at this moment of the greatest interest. What they really record is the twilight of the æsthetic age, the last gasp of the cultivated second-generation rentier. With his extreme sensitiveness and his almost effeminate manner of writing, Mr Green is a figure peculiarly representative of the nineteen-twenties, of the period when simply to preserve your æsthetic integrity seemed a sufficient return for living on inherited money. Although the diary records visits to London, to various parts of Europe, and to America (Mr Green is of American origin though he writes in French), one has the feeling of being all the while in Paris, the Paris of old yellow-faced houses and green plane trees, and also of first nights, private views and interminable literary conversations with Gide, Gertrude Stein and Madame de Noailles. Everything is recorded with the restless sensitiveness of the writer, who translates his experience into literature almost as automatically as a cow turns grass into milk:


December 19th. A gas-lamp burning behind the glass door of a concierge’s room at the end of a winter’s day, with darkness overhead—what a lovely opening for a novel! Today, for a whole hour, I had nothing but this admirable picture in my mind.

February 2nd. At Versailles … As I looked at the ivy-leaves with their dainty pale yellow borders, I had a moment of sadness at the thought that, till my life’s end, things as lovely as they will be there for me to see and I shall have no time to describe them.



He writes much of his work, and his difficulties with his work (like the majority of writers he never feels in the mood for writing, and yet his books somehow get finished), of his dreams, which seem to affect his waking life considerably, and of his remembered childhood in the golden age “before the war”. Nearly all his thoughts have a nostalgic tinge. But what gives them their special interest is that he is far too intelligent to imagine that his way of life or his scheme of values will last for ever. Totally uninterested in politics, he is nevertheless able to see, even as early as the nineteen-twenties, that the age of liberalism is ending and that wars, revolutions and dictatorships are just round the corner. Everything is cracking and collapsing. The shadow of Hitler flits almost constantly across the pages:


We are going to see life changing under our very eyes. Everything that gives us pleasure will be taken from us …. I am growing accustomed to the idea of vanishing from sight, together with all that I love in this world; for it seems reasonable to suppose that we are approaching the end of a long era. How long shall we sleep? … Paris is living in a sort of latent panic …. In the Europe of 1934, murder inevitably and fatally leads to other murder. How far can this go without the outbreak of war? … The war rumours continue as before. Everyone’s daily life seems to be saturated with these feelings of apprehension …. The Rhineland has been reoccupied …. I was asked to say something on the wireless about Minuit.1 As if that were of the slightest importance with things as they are at the moment! But one has to go on pretending …



The feeling of futility and impermanence, of hanging about in a draughty room and waiting for the guns to begin to shoot, which has haunted many of us during the past seven years, is present everywhere, and it grows stronger and stronger as the diary moves towards 1939. Perhaps even the possession of this feeling depends upon being of a certain age (Julian Green is not quite forty), young enough to expect something from life and old enough to remember “before the war”. It is a fact that the people who are now twenty do not appear to notice that the world is falling into ruins. But what is attractive in this diary is its complete impenitence, its refusal to move with the times. It is the diary of a civilized man who realizes that barbarism is bound to triumph, but who is unable to stop being civilized. A new world is coming to birth, a world in which there will be no room for him. He has too much vision to fight against it; on the other hand, he makes no pretence of liking it. As it is exactly that pretence that has been the stock-in-trade of the younger intelligentsia during the last few years, the ghostly sincerity of this book is deeply appealing. It has the charm of the ineffectual, which is so out of date as to wear an air of novelty.




612. To Rayner Heppenstall

16 April 1940 Typewritten

The Stores Wallington Nr. Baldock, HERTS.

Dear Rayner,

Thousands of congratulations on the kid. I hope and trust both are doing well. Please give Margaret all the best and my congratulations. What a wonderful thing to have a kid of one’s own, I’ve always wanted one so. But, Rayner, don’t afflict the poor little brat with a Celtic sort of name that nobody knows how to spell. She’ll grow up psychic or something. People always grow up like their names. It took me nearly thirty years to work off the effects of being called Eric. If I wanted a girl to grow up beautiful I’d call her Elizabeth, and if I wanted her to be honest and a good cook I’d choose something like Mary or Jane. The trouble is that if you called her Elizabeth everyone would think you’d done it after the queen, as she presumably will be some day.

Thanks for the photos but you didn’t tell me what the negative etc. cost. I chose the ones marked 3 and 5 to send to the people. I thought the one marked 3 the best likeness, but naturally I know my own face best from the front. Let’s hope the photo will have the desired effect. Seeing that it’s for people at the other end of the world I don’t know why one shouldn’t send a photo of some nice-looking boy in the Air Force or something. I am afraid I definitely lack glamour, because I get quite a lot of letters from readers nowadays, but it’s always from people snootily pointing out some mistake I’ve made and never from young women telling me I’m a sheik. I had some wonderful letters once from a midwife, and I wrote back not telling her I was married, but in the end to Eileen’s great glee she turned out to be 35 and have 4 children.

I don’t know when I’ll be in town. I am buried under books I keep reviewing and not getting on with my own book. God knows whether it will ever get written or whether such things as publishing novels will still be happening two years hence. All the best.

Yours

Eric




613. To Stanley J. Kunitz and Howard Haycraft1

17 April 1940 Typewritten

The Stores Wallington Nr. Baldock, HERTS, England

Dear Sir,

With reference to your letter dated 19.3.40, I trust the autobiographical sketch I send herewith is the kind of thing you wanted. You mention the possibility of referring to American publishers as a reference. Harper Bros. have published several of my books and would doubtless remember my name. I enclose two photographs, taken a month or two ago. That marked 3 on the back is the better likeness, I think.

Yours sincerely

George Orwell

I was born in 1903 at Motihari, Bengal, the second child of an Anglo-Indian family. I was educated at Eton, 1917–1921, as I had been lucky enough to win a scholarship, but I did no work there and learned very little, and I don’t feel that Eton has been much of a formative influence in my life.

From 1922 to 1927 I served with the Indian Imperial Police in Burma. I gave it up partly because the climate had ruined my health, partly because I already had vague ideas of writing books, but mainly because I could not go on any longer serving an imperialism which I had come to regard as very largely a racket. When I came back to Europe I lived for about a year and a half in Paris, writing novels and short stories which no one would publish. After my money came to an end I had several years of fairly severe poverty during which I was, among other things, a dishwasher, a private tutor and a teacher in cheap private schools. For a year or more I was also a part-time assistant in a London bookshop, a job which was interesting in itself but had the disadvantage of compelling me to live in London, which I detest. By about 1935 I was able to live on what I earned by writing, and at the end of that year I moved into the country and set up a small general store. It barely paid its way, but it taught me things about the trade which would be useful if I ever made a venture in that direction again. I was married in the summer of 1936. At the end of the year I went to Spain to take part in the civil war, my wife following soon afterwards. I served four months on the Aragon front with the P. O. U. M. militia and was rather badly wounded, but luckily with no serious after-effects. Since that, except for spending a winter in Morocco, I cannot honestly say that I have done anything except write books and raise hens and vegetables.

What I saw in Spain, and what I have seen since of the inner workings of left-wing political parties, have given me a horror of politics. I was for a while a member of the Independent Labour Party, but left them at the beginning of the present war because I considered that they were talking nonsense and proposing a line of policy that could only make things easier for Hitler. In sentiment I am definitely “left”, but I believe that a writer can only remain honest if he keeps free of party labels.

The writers I care most about and never grow tired of are Shakespeare, Swift, Fielding, Dickens, Charles Reade, Samuel Butler, Zola, Flaubert and, among modern writers, James Joyce, T. S. Eliot and D. H. Lawrence. But I believe the modern writer who has influenced me most is Somerset Maugham, whom I admire immensely for his power of telling a story straightforwardly and without frills. Outside my work the thing I care most about is gardening, especially vegetable gardening. I like English cookery and English beer, French red wines, Spanish white wines, Indian tea, strong tobacco, coal fires, candle light and comfortable chairs. I dislike big towns, noise, motor cars, the radio, tinned food, central heating and “modern” furniture. My wife’s tastes fit in almost perfectly with my own. My health is wretched, but it has never prevented me from doing anything that I wanted to, except, so far, fight in the present war.2 I ought perhaps to mention that though this account that I have given of myself is true, George Orwell is not my real name.



PUBLICATIONS:—Down and Out in Paris and London (1933). Burmese Days (Published in America before being published in a slightly bowdlerised form in England) (1934). A Clergyman’s Daughter (1935). Keep the Aspidistra Flying (1936). The Road to Wigan Pier (1937). Homage to Catalonia (1938). Coming up for Air (1939). Inside the Whale (1940).

Am not at the moment writing a novel, chiefly owing to upsets caused by the war. But I am projecting a long novel in three parts, to be called either The Lion and the Unicorn or The Quick and the Dead, and hope to produce the first part by some time in 1941.




614. Unsigned Review of Rudyard Kipling by Edward Shanks

The Listener, 25 April 1940

At this date it was perhaps inevitable that Mr. Shanks’s book on Kipling—not quite a biography, but something more than a critical study—should sound an apologetic note. For twenty years Kipling has been a by-word for Jingo-imperialism, and though Mr. Shanks is not fully in agreement with his political outlook he is sufficiently in sympathy with it to see that it has been misrepresented. Kipling’s most bombastic mood belongs to the ’nineties, and it was already evaporating before the Boer War. To the end of his life he remained an authoritarian, a disbeliever in democracy; but he believed in the rule of law, not of naked force. Although he has been carelessly labelled ‘Fascist’, it is interesting to learn that he had no use for the Nazis and saw to it that the swastika1 was removed from his book-covers when Hitler came to power.

Purely as literary criticism Mr. Shanks’s book is less satisfactory, because he is too much the disciple and a little too zealous in his defence of Kipling’s reputation. This leads him to give his highest praise to Kipling’s ‘serious’ writings, which are almost invariably his worst. The truth is that Kipling is most alive when he is most vulgar. His verse, for instance, is nearly always admirable, except when it is trying to be poetry. Mr. Shanks quotes with approval many extracts from poems which are simply Tennyson and water, and, in general, seems to prefer Kipling’s later work to the brilliant series of books which culminated in Stalky & Co. Curiously enough, he has a very low opinion of that excellent novel, The Light that Failed.

But after all, if one is assessing Kipling as an artist, surely the strongest point in his favour is that most of what has been said against him is true. He was a music-hall song-writer who went astray, and no sensitive person can read his most characteristic work without a kind of shudder. And yet somehow he survives. He has outlived scores of writers who were his superiors intellectually, æsthetically and, in a sense morally, and his real reputation is probably not diminishing. One can see this from the way in which his catch-phrases have entered into the language. It would be difficult to go a week without quoting Kipling, and it does not make very much difference whether one quotes reverently or in derision. He is an outstanding illustration of the fact that vitality and good taste are not the same thing. It needs great vitality even to become a by-word, but to remain one, to be laughed at by two successive generations and to go on being read when those who have laughed at you are forgotten—that is genius. If Mr. Shanks had emphasised this instead of trying to explain away Kipling’s worst faults, his book would perhaps have been a better one, agreeable reading though it is.2




615. Review of The Thirties by Malcolm Muggeridge

New English Weekly, 25 April 1940

Mr. Malcolm Muggeridge’s “message”—for it is a message, though a negative one—has not altered since he wrote “Winter in Moscow.”1 It boils down to a simple disbelief in the power of human beings to construct a perfect or even a tolerable society here on earth. In essence, it is the Book of Ecclesiastes with the pious interpolations left out.

No doubt everyone is familiar with this line of thought. Vanity of vanities, all is vanity. The Kingdom of Earth is forever unattainable. Every attempt to establish liberty leads directly to tyranny. One tyrant takes over from another, the captain of industry from the robber baron, the Nazi gauleiter from the captain of industry, the sword gives way to the chequebook and the chequebook to the machine-gun, the Tower of Babel perpetually rises and falls. It is the Christian pessimism, but with this important difference, that in the Christian scheme of things the Kingdom of Heaven is there to restore the balance:


“Jerusalem, my happy home,

Would God I were in thee!

Would God my woes were at an end,

Thy joys that I might see!”2



And after all, even your earthly “woes” don’t matter so very greatly, provided that you really “believe.” Life is short and even Purgatory does not last for ever, so you are bound to be in Jerusalem before long. Mr. Muggeridge, needless to say, refuses this consolation. He gives no more evidence of believing in God than of trusting in Man. Nothing is open to him, therefore, except an indiscriminate walloping of all human activities whatever. But as a social historian this does not altogether invalidate him, because the age we live in invites something of the kind. It is an age in which every positive attitude has turned out a failure. Creeds, parties, programmes of every description have simply flopped, one after another. The only “ism” that has justified itself is pessimism. Therefore at this moment good books can be written from the angle of Thersites, though probably not very many.

I don’t think Mr. Muggeridge’s history of the ’thirties is strictly truthful, but I think it is nearer to essential truth than any “constructive” outlook could have made it. He is looking only on the black side, but it is doubtful whether there is any bright side to look on. What a decade! A riot of appalling folly that suddenly becomes a nightmare, a scenic railway ending in a torture-chamber. It starts off in the hangover of the “enlightened” post-war age, with Ramsay Macdonald soft-soaping into the microphone and the League of Nations flapping vague wings in the background, and it ends up with twenty thousand bombing planes darkening the sky and Himmler’s masked executioner whacking women’s heads off on a block borrowed from the Nuremburg° museum. In between are the politics of the umbrella and the hand-grenade. The National Government coming in to “save the pound,” Macdonald fading out like the Cheshire Cat, Baldwin winning an election on the disarmament ticket in order to rearm (and then failing to rearm), the June purge, the Russian purges, the glutinous humbug of the abdication, the ideological mix-up of the Spanish war, Communists waving Union Jacks, Conservative M.P’s.° cheering the news that British ships have been bombed, the Pope blessing Franco, Anglican dignitaries beaming at the wrecked churches of Barcelona, Chamberlain stepping out of his Munich aeroplane with a misquotation from Shakespeare, Lord Rothermere acclaiming Hitler as “a great gentleman,” the London air-raid syrens blowing a false alarm as the first bombs drop on Warsaw. Mr. Muggeridge, who is not loved in “left” circles, is often labelled “reactionary” or even “Fascist,” but I don’t know of any leftwing writer who has flayed Macdonald, Baldwin and Chamberlain with equal ferocity. Mixed up with the buzz of conferences and the crash of guns are the day-to-day imbecilities of the gutter press. Astrology, trunk murders, the Oxford Groupers with their “sharing” and their praying-batteries, the Rector of Stiffkey (a great favourite with Mr. Muggeridge: he makes several appearances) photographed with naked female acquaintances, starving in a barrel and finally devoured by lions, James Douglas and his dog Bunch, Godfrey Winn with his yet more emetic dog and his political reflections (“God and Mr. Chamberlain—for I see no blasphemy in coupling these names”), spiritualism, the Modern Girl, nudism, dog racing, Shirley Temple, B.O., halitosis, night starvation, should a doctor tell?

The book ends on a note of extreme defeatism. The peace that is not a peace slumps into a war that is not a war. The epic events that everyone had expected somehow don’t happen, the all-pervading lethargy continues just as before. “Shape without form, shade without colour, paralysed force, gesture without motion.” What Mr. Muggeridge appears to be saying is that the English are powerless against their new adversaries because there is no longer anything that they believe in with sufficient firmness to make them willing for sacrifice. It is the struggle of people who have no faith against people who have faith in false gods. Is he right, I wonder? The truth is that it is impossible to discover what the English people are really feeling and thinking, about the war or about anything else. It has been impossible all through the critical years. I don’t myself believe that he is right. But one cannot be sure until something of a quite unmistakeable nature—some great disaster, probably—has brought home to the mass of the people what kind of world they are living in.

The final chapters are, to me, deeply moving, all the more because the despair and defeatism that they express is not altogether sincere. Beneath Mr. Muggeridge’s seeming acceptance of disaster there lies the unconfessed fact that he does after all believe in something—in England. He does not want to see England conquered by Germany, though if one judges merely by the earlier chapters one might well ask what difference it would make. I am told that some months back he left the Ministry of Information to join the army,3 a thing which none of the ex-warmongers of the Left has done, I believe. And I know very well what underlies these closing chapters. It is the emotion of the middle-class man, brought up in the military tradition, who finds in the moment of crisis that he is a patriot after all. It is all very well to be “advanced” and “enlightened,” to snigger at Colonel Blimp and proclaim your emancipation from all traditional loyalties, but a time comes when the sand of the desert is sodden red and what have I done for thee, England, my England? As I was brought up in this tradition myself I can recognize it under strange disguises, and also sympathise with it, for even at its stupidest and most sentimental it is a comelier thing than the shallow self-righteousness of the leftwing intelligentsia.4




616. Review of Native Son by Richard Wright; The Bridge in the Jungle by B. Traven; The Death Ship by B. Traven; I Fell for a Sailor by Fred Urquhart; Say that She were Gone by Philip Jordan; Paris Gazette by Lion Feuchtwanger; Only Natural by Geoffrey Trease

Tribune, 26 April 1940

It is always a pleasure to be able to announce a good batch of books, and doubly so when all the books in that batch are very definitely “Left.” It used to be a saying that the devil has all the best tunes, and unfortunately it was also true till quite a short while ago that most of the best imaginative writers were reactionary in tendency. That state of affairs is ending, however, because a new generation has appeared in which to be “Left” is no longer to be abnormal, so that the novelist can get on with his job without stopping to preach.

I make no apology for using most of my space this week on Mr. Richard Wright’s Native Son, because it is a truly remarkable book, which ought to be read by anyone who wants to understand the nature of colour-hatred. It is also a “thriller” of the first order, but that is merely incidental.

The hero, if that is the right name for him, is a poor negro boy in the Black Belt of Chicago. He is electrocuted for raping and murdering a white girl. As a matter of fact he has neither raped her nor murdered her, merely killed her by accident and then, in panic, destroyed her body. The instant that suspicion falls on him he is hunted down and condemned to death in a fury of race-hatred that does away with any pretence at justice. But that is not really the point. The main point is that this wretched boy is in essence a murderer. Society has so hemmed him in that he can only express himself, only feel that he is really alive, by committing some horrible crime.

The author shows this by making him commit another murder, a real one this time, almost immediately afterwards. He had not killed the white girl, but he had had the will to kill her, because she was white and even more because she had tried to befriend him. She is a girl of “advanced” opinions, and both she and her Communist lover make efforts to treat the negro boy as an equal. He sees this merely as patronage, which at bottom it is, perhaps.

So long as colour-feeling exists the white race can’t, in fact, look on the negro quite as a human being; they can only look on him as a slave or as a pet animal. The boy has grown up with the feeling of the white race as something standing between him and the sun, blocking the way to any life with any meaning in it whatever:


“You know where the white folks live? Right down here in my stomach. I feel ’em.”

“Yeah; and in your chest and throat, too,” Gus said.

“It’s like fire.”

“And sometimes you can’t hardly breathe …”



He has always “known” that sooner or later he would commit a murder; in other words he has always wanted to commit one. Only in the 24 hours of crime and flight does he feel himself a full human being, controlling his own destiny, acting instead of being acted upon. The dreadful thing that he has done actually gives him a feeling of release. No white person grasps this, except the Jewish lawyer who defends him, and he shrinks from the knowledge.

This book has already been coupled with Crime and Punishment, and no doubt it will be again. I am shy of making such comparisons, but there is one thing in which the author does resemble Dostoievski, and that is in his power of making a sudden wanton crime seem credible. He understands the internal necessity that drives men into seemingly meaningless actions. Therefore one’s sympathy is with the negro boy all the way through, even in his most brutal moments. My advice is, don’t miss this book.

Don’t miss, either, B. Traven’s The Bridge in the Jungle. It is very “slight,” merely the story of the death of a little Indian boy in a remote Mexican village. But it is deeply touching, because it shows you how death appears to people who are too simple to have had their emotions corrupted or to have learned hypocrisy. On the other hand, Traven’s much more publicised book, The Death Ship (it appears that it has sold round about two million copies in foreign countries) struck me as long-winded and rather tiresomely written.

With Say that She were Gone, in spite of an unusual plot, one is on more familiar ground—Fascism, the arms racket and the Spanish civil war. So also with Paris Gazette, which is a tale of the refugees from Nazi Germany. I don’t think this subject-matter suits Herr Feuchtwanger so well as the lush and colourful background of medieval and eighteenth-century Germany, with which he was so successful in Jew Süss and The Ugly Duchess. The most interesting thing in the book is the light it throws on the spiritually corrupting effect of exile. For that it is worth reading, for the refugees are already a big problem, psychological as well as economic, and perhaps some of us will be refugees ourselves one of these days.

Mr. Fred Urquhart is a short-story writer with vastly more life in him than the majority of the tribe. A striking thing about his stories is their great variation in subject-matter. They range from the sweat-shop to “cultured” middle-class life, and from America to the slums of Glasgow. Of the nineteen stories in the book, only four are failures, and The Daft Woman in Number Seven, It Always Rains in Glasgow and the name-story are little masterpieces. But I wish Mr. Urquhart would keep off the subject of homosexuality, which he is apt to drag in not only when it has something to do with the story, but also when it hasn’t.

If I say that I have “discovered” Mr. Geoffrey Trease, I shall be told rightly enough that I ought to have discovered him long ago, but the fact is that I had never heard his name till a couple of months back. He is that creature we have long been needing, a “light” Left-wing writer, rebellious but human, a sort of P. G. Wodehouse after a course of Marx.

His story deals with a youth and girl in a West Country town, unable to marry because both of them are school teachers,1 but managing to live together by means of an ingenious subterfuge. There is a lovely picture of English provincial life, with all its hypocrisy, its charm and its absurdities. From the moment when you read the words, “For reasons which antedate this story, Bruce had finished with women. He would be twenty-three next birthday,” you know you are in for a good laugh, and you get it. Don’t miss this book.

That makes no less than three books that I have recommended in a single week. But one must give credit where credit is due, and, after all, three books only mean sixpence at the lending library.




617. Review of My Life: The Autobiography of Havelock Ellis

The Adelphi, May 1940

As the surviving writers of the nineteenth century drop away, one has the feeling that they are dying just in time. Ten years more, even five years, and they might recoil in horror from the world they have helped to create. When Havelock Ellis was born, the Origin of Species was a brand-new scandal;1 when he died, the Germans were in Prague. In between there lay eighty years of “progress” and “enlightenment”, of patient, courageous effort by men like Ellis himself to chip away the bases of Christian civilisation. It had to be done, but the result was totally different from what had been intended. In every line that Havelock Ellis wrote—and for that matter even in the photograph of him that forms the frontispiece of this book—you can see what he was after: a sane, clean, friendly world, without fear and without injustice. What fun it must have been, in those hopeful days back in the ’eighties, working away for the best of all possible causes—and there were so many causes to choose from. Who could have foreseen where it would all end?

In his autobiography Havelock Ellis does not say much about his work. He is simply telling the story of his life, a studious, physically unadventurous life in which the chief landmarks were his friendship with Olive Schreiner2 (there is a very striking photograph of her, a wonderful vivid face, Jewish perhaps, triumphing over the hideous hairdressing of 1879) and his marriage in 1890. It was one of those queer marriages that were possible at a time when Socialism, vegetarianism, New Thought, feminism, homespun garments and the wearing of beards were all vaguely interconnected. His wife was an intellectual, idealistic woman, and deeply devoted to him, but she was not passionately attracted to him in a physical sense, nor he to her. They had not been married long when she developed homosexual tendencies, and some years later they ceased to “live together”. They nevertheless continued to live together in the other sense, with the deepest affection on both sides. One day, apparently, they decided that their marital relationship must stop, and there was an end of it; otherwise their lives continued just as before. The way in which Ellis tells this extraordinary story brings one back to a consideration of his work and of the qualities that go with his defects.

He is a type now becoming extinct, the completely rational, completely civilised man. Probably it would be impossible for him to strike a blow, utter an insult, or even score a cheap repartee. With this goes his complete lack of “sense of humour”, which is even more apparent in this book than in his others. In the second chapter he records some details about his mother which not one person in a thousand would consider mentionable, let alone printable. But it is exactly this deadly seriousness and inability to regard anything as absurd or indecent, that fit him for his work. Everything is there to be studied, and nothing to be laughed at. He is incapable of being obscene, and just for that reason he is capable of making—in I forget which of his books—a patient enquiry into the nature of obscenity. In his great book he sets out to study the phenomena of sex. This brings up the subject of abnormalities. But what is normality?—a question that would hardly trouble any commonplace mind. And this leads him to publish what must be some of the most grotesque and horrible documents ever written in the English tongue. And yet by his handling of it the whole subject is not only disinfected but, in some indefinable but unmistakable way, dignified. No one capable of “seeing” a dirty joke could have achieved such a thing.

Perhaps Ellis, dying in 1939, could look at the existing world with more satisfaction than the majority of nineteenth-century liberals. His own work holds good, at any rate for the time being. Our thoughts on sexual subjects are less hypocritical, ignorant and dirty than they were fifty years ago, and the credit is partly his. How long this state of affairs will last is a different question. But for the moment at least we have escaped from the mental atmosphere of 1898, the year in which Ellis’s bookseller was prosecuted for having “sold and uttered a certain lewd wicked bawdy scandalous and obscene libel in the form of a book entitled Studies in the Psychology of Sex: Sexual Inversion.” Ellis repeats the story of the prosecution here, having already told it in the introduction to the book itself, which suggests that the memory was a painful one to him. Well, Studies in the Psychology of Sex is on the shelves of most of the Country Libraries, and if the name of the judge who tried the case is still remembered, it will probably be in this connection and no other. And when Ellis died the news was on the front page of the Daily Telegraph; only just, but it did get there. So progress persists—or at any rate, it was persisting till recently.




618. To Geoffrey Trease

1 May 1940 Handwritten

As from The Stores Wallington Nr. Baldock Herts

Dear Mr Trease,1

Please excuse this paper, which is far from being my own,2 but I am on a sort of hurried visit to London. I was very glad to get your letter. From what you say I dare say you saw either my last book “Inside the Whale” or else the essay from it that was printed in “Horizon”, & in connection with that two people had written to me telling me of your “Bows against the Barons” etc. I’m going to get hold of them, not only because I greatly enjoyed “It’s Only Natural”3 but because there is no question that this matter of intelligent fiction for kids is very important for I believe the time is approaching when it might be possible to do something about it. I don’t think it’s unimaginable that some paper like the News Chronicle might start a line of kids’ papers, or I suppose it’s even conceivable that the T.U.C. might. Of course such a thing would be quite hopeless if done by the ultra-left political parties. I can easily imagine Lawrence & Wishart coming out with a line of books entitled “Boys of the Ogpu, or, The Young Liquidators”.° etc, etc., but nobody would read them & it would be all the worse if they did. But I do think there is a chance for papers just a little more “left” & also a little less out of date than the present ones. The immediate success of papers like Picture Post & the News Review, which would certainly have been considered “Bolshevik” 20 years ago shows how opinion is swinging. Did you by the way see in Horizon Frank Richards’s reply to my article? I can’t make up my mind to what extent it was a fake, but it certainly wasn’t altogether a fake, & it’s well-nigh incredible that such people are still walking about, let alone editing boys’ papers.

It makes me laugh to see you referring to me as “famous” & “successfull°”. I wonder if you know what my books sell—usually about 2000. My best book, the one about the Spanish war, sold less than 1000, but by that time people were fed up with Spanish war books, as well they might be.

I’d like to meet some time4

Yours sincerely

George Orwell




619. Undated Note [to Rayner Heppenstall or John Lehmann?]

[Mid-May 1940?] Handwritten


This note, now held by the Harry Ransom Humanities Research Center, University of Texas at Austin, is impossible to date, and it is not known to whom it was written; the suggestions above are extremely tentative. The note is written on Laurence O’Shaughnessy’s Harley Street letterhead, as was the letter to Geoffrey Trease of 1 May 1940. The only Orwell correspondence of 1940 about this time at Texas is that to Rayner Heppenstall and John Lehmann. In this note Orwell uses ‘G.O.’; Orwell’s letters to Heppenstall of 11 and 16 April 1940 (see here and here) are both signed ‘Eric’; his letter to Lehmann of 6 July 1940 (see here) is signed ‘George Orwell’; that to Lehmann assigned to August 1940? (see here) is signed ‘Eric Blair.’ Although the note is pessimistic, a mood that changed once invasion seemed probable (see Orwell’s War-time Diary, which begins on 28 May 1940, here), there is also a certain joking about the contrast in opinions. It seems possible that Orwell wrote this between the time the Germans launched their attack on Belgium and the Netherlands, 10 May 1940, and the evacuation of troops from Dunkirk, 27 May–4 June 1940. Paris was declared an open city on 11 June, and an armistice took effect in France on 21 June. But that Britain was isolated had become apparent by the end of May, and that may be why Orwell wrote ‘If we (G. B.) win’—rather than because he was writing to someone abroad. Laurence O’Shaughnessy was killed at Dunkirk, and Orwell probably would not have written a note on his brother-in-law’s consulting-room paper once that was known. Another, but less likely, date is around the outbreak of war when Orwell was ‘travelling to & fro,’ as he puts it in his Domestic Diary for 5.9.39 (see 518); that does not explain the use of the notepaper.

‘Mr Laurence O’Shaughnessy’ and ‘49, Harley Street, London, W.I.’ and the telephone number, ‘Langham 3475’ are all crossed out.



[Recto:] Excuse delay—been travelling1

G.O.

     P.T.O

[Verso:] P.S. As to “which of us is right” about the war. I don’t think there is much chance of being right in politics but sometimes chances of saying “I told you so”.

If we (G.B.) win the war you will say “I told you so”, if Hitler wins I shall say “I told you so”, always assuming us to be both alive in either case.




620. Review of The Totalitarian Enemy by F. Borkenau

Time and Tide, 4 May 1940

Although this is not one of Dr Borkenau’s best books, it contains a study of the nature of totalitarianism which deserves and in fact needs to be widely read at this moment. We cannot struggle against Fascism unless we are willing to understand it, a thing which both left-wingers and right-wingers have conspicuously failed to do—basically, of course, because they dared not.

Until the signing of the Russo-German pact, the assumption made on both sides was that the Nazi regime was in no way revolutionary. National Socialism was simply capitalism with the lid off, Hitler was a dummy with Thyssen1 pulling the strings—that was the official theory, proved in many a pamphlet by Mr John Strachey2 and tacitly accepted by The Times. Blimps and Left Book Club members alike swallowed it whole, both of them having, so to speak, a vested interest in ignoring the real facts. Quite naturally the propertied classes wanted to believe that Hitler would protect them against Bolshevism, and equally naturally the Socialists hated having to admit that the man who had slaughtered their comrades was a Socialist himself. Hence, on both sides, the frantic efforts to explain away the more and more striking resemblance between the German and Russian regimes. Then came the eye-opener of the Hitler-Stalin pact. Suddenly the scum of the earth and the bloodstained butcher of the workers (for so they had described one another) were marching arm in arm, their friendship “cemented in blood”, as Stalin cheerily expressed it. Thereafter the Strachey-Blimp thesis became untenable. National Socialism is a form of Socialism, is emphatically revolutionary, does crush the property-owner just as surely as it crushes the worker. The two régimes, having started from opposite ends, are rapidly evolving towards the same system—a form of oligarchical collectivism. And at the moment, as Dr Borkenau points out, it is Germany that is moving towards Russia, rather than the other way about. It is therefore nonsense to talk about Germany “going Bolshevik” if Hitler falls. Germany is going Bolshevik because of Hitler and not in spite of him.

The question that really arises is not so much how the Nazis could start out to save the world from Bolshevism and end by becoming Bolshevik, as how they could do it without losing either their power or their self-confidence. Dr Borkenau points to two reasons, one economic, the other psychological. From the first the aim of the Nazis was to turn Germany into a war-machine, and to subordinate everything else to that purpose. But a country, and especially a poor country, which is waging or preparing for “total” war must be in some sense socialistic. When the State has taken complete control of industry, when the so-called capitalist is reduced to the status of a manager, and when consumption goods are so scarce and so strictly rationed that you cannot spend a big income even if you earn one, then the essential structure of Socialism already exists, plus the comfortless equality of war-communism. Simply in the interests of efficiency the Nazis found themselves expropriating, nationalizing, destroying the very people they had set out to save. It did not bother them, because their aim was simply power and not any particular form of society. They would just as soon be Reds as Whites, provided that it left them on top. If the first step is to smash the Socialists to the tune of anti-Marxist slogans—well and good, smash the Socialists. If the next step is to smash the capitalists to the tune of Marxist slogans—well and good, smash the capitalists. It is all-in wrestling, and the only rule is to win. Russia since 1928 shows distinctly similar reversals of policy, always tending to keep the ruling clique in power. As for the hate-campaigns in which totalitarian regimes ceaselessly indulge, they are real enough while they last, but are simply dictated by the needs of the moment. Jews, Poles, Trotskyists, English, French, Czechs, Democrats, Fascists, Marxists—almost anyone can figure as Public Enemy No. 1. Hatred can be turned in any direction at a moment’s notice, like a plumber’s blow-flame.

On the strategic aspects of the war Dr Borkenau is less satisfactory. He is too optimistic about the probable attitude of Italy, about the probable military effects of the Russo-German pact, about the solidarity of the home front and, above all, about the power of the present Government to win the war and win the peace. Basically, as he sees and points out, what we have got to do is to put our own house in order—to oppose a humaner, freer form of collectivism to the purge-and-censorship variety. We could do it rapidly, almost easily, but it needs the eye of faith to see the present Government doing it.

I hope that Dr Borkenau will write a longer and better book on approximately the same subject. The present one, in spite of some brilliant passages, seems to have been hastily written and has faults of arrangement. Nevertheless Dr Borkenau is one of the most valuable gifts that Hitler has made to England. In a period when nearly all books on current politics have been compounded of lies, or folly, or both, his has been one of the few sane voices heard in the land, and long may it continue.




621. To Leonard Moore

7 May 1940 Typewritten

The Stores Wallington Nr. Baldock, HERTS.

Dear Mr Moore,

Naturally I’m delighted about the Penguin edition.1 I wonder if you could procure me a copy of INSIDE THE WHALE and chalk it up to me. And could you despatch it for me as you did with the other book, because I’m not certain what countries are censorable2 or what one is supposed to do when sending printed matter out of the country. The address is:


Henry Miller

137 East 54th Street

New York City

U.S.A.



I am likely to be in London for some time to come, as I am going to do some theatre criticism for Time and Tide, and possibly some film criticism as well, always supposing that Hitler doesn’t invade England, in which case one may get a chance of a scrap after all.

Yours

Eric Blair




622. To Field Security Centre, Trafalgar House, Whitehall, S.W.1.

11 May 1940


On 25 May 1940, Captain Northesk of the Field Security Centre, signing on behalf of the Officer Commanding, wrote to Orwell (as Eric Blair) acknowledging his letter of 11 May. Orwell’s letter has not survived. Captain Northesk thanks Orwell for his offer of service and asks him to complete an application form enclosed with his letter.






623. Unsigned Review of Folios of New Writing (Spring, 1940)

The Listener, 16 May 1940

Now that all is quiet on the Popular Front, and the Fascist and the Communist are only with difficulty distinguishable, the literary school which used to give New Writing its most characteristic contributions has died a sudden death. New Writing itself, however, has managed to rise from its own ashes and reappear in a slightly altered form, not less Left but less Left Book Club, less strident and, on the whole, greatly improved.

As before, it is made up of a rather heterogeneous collection of prose and verse, but this time it includes no criticism nor, except for a queer little essay by George Barker, any directly political writing. The outstanding prose contribution is Miss Rosamund Lehmann’s ten-thousand-word story, ‘The Red-Haired Miss Daintreys’. This is probably the best reminiscence of the golden age of ‘before the war’ (the other war) that has yet been produced. The peaceful, slumbrous atmosphere of the late Edwardian age is wonderfully evoked, it is hard to say how, simply by the description of a family of well-to-do middle-class people, with their dullness and philistinism, their integration and essential goodness. It is significant that so many writers who are now in their thirties or thereabouts are beginning to write of ‘before the war’, and without the sneer that would have seemed obligatory a few years ago. What this probably indicates is not a yearning for the past, but the first real recognition that that particular past is done with.

Mr. Henry Green contributes a charming sketch, not quite a story, of life at a preparatory school at about the same period. G. F. Green’s ‘The Acquittal’ and Ralph Elwell-Sutton’s ‘The Deserter’ (hard-luck stories), and John Sommerfield’s ‘First Lesson’ (Fascist atrocities) are nearer to the old New Writing style. But Mr. Lehmann has made a real find in Ahmed Ali,1 whose ‘Morning in Delhi’ is an exquisite piece of work, like a delicate water-colour. The other oriental contribution, Pai Ping-Chei’s ‘Along the Burma-Yunnan Road’, is more ordinary, perhaps. André Chamson’s diary-extracts (he is at present in the Maginot Line) give a good picture of the queerness of modern war and the transvaluation of all values that is now taking place.

On the other hand the verse is for the most part definitely not up to standard. There is a not very notable poem by Stephen Spender; Auden and MacNeice are not represented, and Goronwy Rees’ ‘A Girl Speaks’ belongs in one of the women’s magazines. But there is a new and very hopeful departure in William Plomer’s ‘The Widow’s Plot, or, She Got What was Coming to Her’. A sort of burlesque ballad, rather like Bret Harte brought up to date, this poem raises the hope that comic verse may once again be about to rise above the Punch level. As far as bulk goes the wartime version of New Writing is not quite such good value for money as the old one, but there is certainly no falling-off in quality, and it is much to be hoped that it is one of the things that the war will fail to kill.2




624. Drama Review1

Time and Tide, 18 May 1940

In Good King Charles’s Golden Days by Bernard Shaw; New Theatre

One has to be Bernard Shaw, or somebody like him, to put on a three-act play in which there is no action whatever, but this revival certainly justifies itself. It is a charmingly witty conversation-piece.

The year is 1680, Titus Oates is at the height of his fame, and Buckingham and Shaftesbury are the real rulers of the land. The King is busy, as he puts it, keeping his crown on his head and his head on his shoulders, and in between-times amusing himself with scientific research, horses, dogs and women. The first two2 acts take place in the house of Sir Isaac Newton, who suffers a great deal from the noisy harem that follows his royal patron to and fro. There are lively, rowdy conversations between the King, George Fox the Quaker, Newton (who is just a little too like the absent-minded professor of the comic papers), the Duke of York, a domineering idiot whose future fate is written all over him, and Godfrey Kneller, the painter, who dismays Newton by partially anticipating Einstein. Nell Gwynn and Barbara Villiers (twenty years past her best but still a professional beauty) quarrel all over the stage, and the Duchess of Portsmouth plies the King with love-philtres and tells Newton that the sun is twenty miles distant, or possibly twenty-five. In the final act only Charles and Catherine of Braganza are on the stage. The Queen appears as a gentle middle-aged woman who plays mother to the King and is perfectly resigned to his mistresses because, on his own admission, she means more to him than all of them put together. Was this the real relationship between Charles and his wife? It is hard to believe it. Otherwise the play sticks close to history and probably gives a very good picture, in miniature, of the arts by which Charles kept his throne.

Ernest Thesiger’s performance, as the King, is an exceedingly fine, subtle piece of work. For the rest, the honours of the evening go to Irene Vanbrugh, as Catherine, Eileen Beldon, as Nell Gwynn, and Cecil Trouncer, as Sir Isaac Newton. Daphne Heard (Barbara Villiers) and William Hutchinson (the Duke of York) rather over-acted their difficult parts, and Herbert Lomas, as George Fox, half-lunatic and half-genius, did his best with a task that was probably impossible. There is one serious fault in the present production of the play, and that is the hideousness of the costumes. In a seventeenth-century play this is quite inexcusable. The women’s clothes are just bearable, but the men’s seem to have been designed by someone who is colour-blind. If the play has a long run this certainly ought to be rectified.




625. Review of The Backward Son, by Stephen Spender; Royal Highness by Thomas Mann; Iron Gustav by Hans Fallada; Sons and Fathers by Maurice Hindus; The Way to Santiago by Arthur Calder-Marshall; A Book of Miracles by Ben Hecht; Bethel Merriday by Sinclair Lewis

Tribune, 24 May 1940

One hopeful fact about the present war is that the impoverishment of the middle classes which it is bound to cause will alter the English educational system from top to bottom. No doubt it is with a sense of the coming change that so many people have lately been writing—and writing far more discerningly than would have been possible a few years ago—about their school days.

Mr. Spender’s novel, the best study of small-boy life that I have read for a long time, casts a horrible side-light on middle-class education. It is about a “prep school,” one of those (on the whole) nasty little schools at which small boys are prepared for the public-school entrance examination. Incidentally these schools, with their money-grubbing proprietors and their staffs of underpaid hacks, are responsible for a lot of the harm that it is usual to blame on the public schools. A majority of middle-class boys have had their minds permanently lamed by them before they are thirteen years old.

The little boy (his name is Geoffrey Brand, but obviously the story is autobiographical), backward, over-sensitive, horribly weighed down by having a father who is famous and brothers who are cleverer than himself, is suddenly shot out of a comfortable home into the rigours of a boarding-school.

It happens to be a very cheap school, which means not only that the food is uneatable but that the atmosphere of snobbery and pretentiousness is actually worse than it would be at a more expensive school. The headmaster is a ridiculous windbag, the matron is an eavesdropping old maid, the assistant master is a fraud who suddenly deserts to set up a rival school with a dozen stolen pupils. The wretched Geoffrey flounders among his schoolmates; just managing to keep his end up in fights and games, but always unpopular, and believing (a common belief with children) that he deserves to be so. Sometimes he rebels in secret; more often he lies awake at night worrying about his evil character, the meanness and dishonesty which are the result of his shyness, the sexual desires which he believes (another common delusion) to be peculiar to him alone.

There is no one to restore his self-confidence. His “clever” father is actually rather more obtuse than the headmaster. No one recognises that the difference between a child and an adult springs from anything but wickedness on the part of the child. And here one comes upon one of the essential secrets of middle-class education as it is still practised.

It is that the whole thing, in so far as it is not merely a ritual observance, is an ordeal, a process of toughening. Education in the narrower sense hardly enters into it. The aim is to turn out a boy who “has character”; that is to say a boy who is insensitive and physically courageous, questions nothing and has no inner life. What is aimed at is a mixture of stoicism and stupidity, and in nine cases out of ten it is successful; the tenth case is usually a social misfit. I recommend this book to anyone who is interested in the study of childhood. School stories, even intelligent ones, are not everybody’s money, but as school stories go this is a good one.

Thomas Mann’s Royal Highness, a queer, charming, delicate book, is not really a novel. Its atmosphere is more akin to that of a fairy-story, or one of those eighteenth-century tales in which the fairy-story and the social satire are combined. It is about an absurd little German principality of 30 or 40 years ago, one of those Ruritanian kingdoms in which the chief item of public expenditure is uniforms. But the prince whom the story concerns, Klaus Heinrich, is not quite an ordinary prince.

He is simple and unselfish, and the fact that he has a withered arm has given him a diffident attitude towards life. Nevertheless he is almost completely cut off from his people, whom he sincerely loves. His rank stands like a pane of glass between himself and reality. The peasants who cheer him and throw posies into his carriage are being ruined by taxation, but he grasps this only very dimly and through a series of accidents. A ceremonial visit to a hospital suddenly brings home to him that there are such things as hunger and unemployment; a chance meeting with a shoemaker teaches him that the palace officials are thieving rogues. Finally he puts his little kingdom on its financial feet by marrying the daughter of an American millionaire, and it is just here that Thomas Mann shows his artistry by avoiding the ‘happy ending’ that would have been so easy.

The book ends almost on a note of pathos. Klaus Heinrich and his bride settle down in their palace with the knowledge that for all their good intentions they are still cut off from the common people, being the prisoners of their “greatness.”

Most of the other books on my list can be dealt with in what is usually described as “brief space.”

Iron Gustav is all right if what you like is quantity. It is a story of post-1914 Germany. The war, the revolution, the inflation—but we have heard that tale rather often.

Another tale that we have heard rather often is Maurice Hindus’s Sons and Fathers, which deals with the Russian Revolution. The father is a bloodstained Bolshevik commissar and the son is a spineless Liberal intellectual; knowing that much, you know the story.

The Way to Santiago is a sort of Left-wing thriller, a spy-story mixed up with current Communist politics and with “psychological” passages (done by leaving out the punctuation) thrown in to disguise the fact that it is a fairly ordinary thriller after all.

A Book of Miracles is blasphemous rubbish. I am not quite certain whether the word blasphemy means anything, but if there is such a thing as real blasphemy, this is it.

Finally, Mr. Sinclair Lewis, who for once is not in good form. Bethel Merriday is the story of an actress, and though nothing that Mr. Lewis writes is lifeless, this book comes somewhere near it. The reason, I believe, is that he was looking for a contemporary theme that would allow him to avoid mention of wars, revolutions, strikes, Fascism, purges and concentration camps. To do that you have either got to write about very stupid people, or about people who live in a watertight world of their own, as actors certainly do. But the trouble is that Mr. Lewis is not really interested in that world himself. He belongs in the marketplace, not in the ivory tower—even the rather chipped and grimy ivory tower of a travelling actor—and in his next book I hope he will return to it.




626. Drama Reviews

Time and Tide, 25 May 1940

Les Parents Terribles by Jean Cocteau, adapted by Caroline Francke; Gate

M. Cocteau’s play, which is much the kind of thing that Ibsen would have produced if he had ever tried his hand at a bedroom farce, is not naughty-naughty; but it does definitively revolve round the subject of incest, a fact which may prevent it from getting the West End run that it deserves.

It starts off in a decayed middle-class family of which the central figure, Yvonne, is a worthless slatternly woman, suffering from diabetes and hysterically devoted to her grown-up son, Michel. Georges, the husband, is an unsuccessful inventor, and in the background there is Yvonne’s sister, Léonie, much more intelligent than the rest of the family and undisguisedly in love with Georges. Yvonne has just thrown an exceptionally violent fit of hysterics on discovering that Michel is not only living with a young woman but that this young woman, Madeleine, is the kept mistress of some unknown older man, when there occurs a far worse complication. Georges, alone with Léonie for a few moments, reveals to her that he has just made a fearful discovery about Madeleine. Here one can positively feel the ghost of Ibsen rustling through the stalls. “He’s going to tell her that Madeleine is his illegitimate daughter!” But no, it is worse than that. George himself is the unknown lover! He has been living with her under a false name, passing himself off as a widower. Incidentally he has paid the rent of Madeleine’s flat with money borrowed from Léonie.

Next day the entire family descends upon Madeleine’s flat. Naturally the three older people are determined upon driving the wretched girl out of Michel’s life, and they have plotted to take her character away by inventing yet another lover. But here comes the surprise of the play. Madeleine is not in the least the kind of person they have expected. She is a decent, honest, hard-working, loyal girl, an admirable girl in every way, even though she is not technically “good”. Watching Miss Vivienne Bennett act, and hearing her speak, it is completely credible that Madeleine could be in love with Michel and at the same time retain, as she says, a “great tenderness” for Georges.

For the moment Madeleine is bullied into giving Michel up, but afterwards Léonie takes the girl’s side and promises to put things right. She does so, but only just in time. Yvonne collapses, thanks to a failure to take her dose of insulin, and in her death-agony she makes a last effort to spoil everything by telling Michel the name of Madeleine’s ex-lover. But she is frustrated, Michel is kept out of the room, Yvonne dies, and everyone is more or less openly relieved. Michel will now marry Madeleine, and Léonie will obviously marry Georges. There is also a distinct suspicion that she has made sure of her sister’s death by failing to fetch the doctor in time. It is a completely immoral ending, and a genuinely happy one, which is doubtless what M. Cocteau intended. “Bourgeois morality,” even including the tables of affinity, has to be overthrown before real life can begin.

The acting is admirable. Perhaps the least successful of the five is Cyril Cusack, as Michel, but his part is obviously the hardest. Vivienne Bennett and Martita Hunt (as Léonie) are brilliant. The small theatre, with the audience very close to the stage, favours a natural, unemphatic style of acting which might have to be modified elsewhere but which suits this type of play. The stage setting, especially in the first and third acts, is exceptionally good.

Garrison Theatre; Palladium

Translated from the radio to the stage, this variety show goes with a swing and has not many tedious moments. Acrobats fling themselves into the air, troops of beautiful girls kick their hats with military precision, Joe Davis, world’s snooker champion, plays billiard-strokes which seem incredible even when one sees them; Moore Marriott, Graham Moffatt and Harry Tate (junior)1 make ineffectual attempts to start their motor car, and in the intervals while the scenes are being changed Jack Warner exchanges gloriously vulgar badinage with his “little gel”, Joan Winters. Perhaps the best turn of all is the Three Aberdonians, who enliven a good acrobatic display with mild obscenities. There are two definitely patriotic items, the second of which, a scene on a minesweeper, with the Fifty Singing Marines, is a clever piece of staging and makes good use of the picturesque background. The only black spot is the bi-national anthem which ends the performance. May I suggest that to tack the first four bars of the “Marseillaise” on to the last four bars of “God Save the King’ is not the way to make a good tune? England and France have pooled their economic resources, and surely that should be enough.




627. The Dickens Fellowship Conference

25 May 1940


The Dickensian, 36, no. 256, 1 September 1940, published a report on the Thirty-fourth Annual Conference of the Dickens Fellowship, which had been held at the Comedy Restaurant, Panton Street, London. The Toast to the Immortal Memory of Charles Dickens was proposed by Compton Mackenzie,1 who, after speaking and after the drinking of the toast, introduced Orwell ‘as one of the few younger literary men who had recognised the greatness of Dickens’ (210). The report continues:



Mr. George Orwell, who has recently published a study of Dickens,2 said that as an amateur he felt nervous in the presence of experts, as he could not claim to be more than a student of Dickens, and confessed that he has not read everything that Dickens wrote. But he had known him in his principal novels since early childhood. Of all the books, David Copperfield was his favourite, perhaps because it was so largely autobiographical and showed the author’s own reaction to life. To be a lover of Dickens, he felt, it was not necessary to know his work perfectly, as he was one of the very few writers who have a tradition that moves outside the realm of literature. In this connection, Mr. Orwell said that ten years ago he had been among the hop-pickers, and there he had met men who, although they had not read the book, nevertheless knew all about Oliver Twist; they knew it instinctively and felt that the author had struck a memorable blow on their behalf.

There was no need to fear for the continued popularity of Dickens: that was assured so long as people cared for themselves and cared for the ideals that Dickens ever kept before him. A book (not his own) had lately been published, dealing with the books read by boys and girls: it was a résumé of what three thousand children borrowed from the public library, and it was most encouraging to find that Dickens was the outstanding favourite with children of twelve years and upwards.

There were few writers who had such a catholic appeal as Dickens—whose appeal was to so many styles, grades and classes of readers, and the spirit Dickens expressed will—must—ultimately triumph. The ghost of Dickens was fighting for us to-day, for Dickens was in our inner consciousness putting our innermost thoughts into words and action.




628. War-time Diary


During the first three years of the war, Orwell kept two diaries; they covered the periods 28 May 1940–28 August 1941 and 14 March–15 November 1942. Both were handwritten, as were his earlier diaries, which he intended to have typed later. This was undertaken in September 1942, possibly by Eileen; see letter to Leonard Moore, 1443. Cuts were then made; these are indicated by four or up to half a dozen ellipses—Orwell’s practice. The handwritten version of the first diary has not survived.

In a letter to Ian Angus, 21 May 1967, Inez Holden (1906–1974, author and journalist) said that Orwell wanted her to edit his ‘War-time Diary’ and publish it with one she had kept. In this letter she copied a note from a diary of hers at that time, in which Orwell told Eileen, ‘You see there will be these facts on what newspapers are publishing, how much space for advertising, how much for the Derby etc., and then Inez will come in with her feminine impressionist writing from her diary.’ The joint project came to nothing because she wanted to change what she did not agree with or thought inaccurate in Orwell’s diary. Her diary was published in 1943 as It Was Different at the Time. She recalled that Gollancz turned down Orwell’s diary, perhaps because he feared offending people. Extracts were published in World Review, June 1950, 21–44. Holden also supplied notes enabling certain identifications to be made for this volume.

The entries are here printed in full and in their chronological positions. They are in sloped, or inclined, roman type. The title—War-time Diary—is as Orwell wrote it. Notes are at the end of the item.

Orwell started this diary the day before the evacuation began of some 345,000 British and Allied servicemen from the beaches of Dunkirk after the fall of France to the German army. This operation was concluded on 4 June 1940.



DIARY 28.5.40 to 28.8.41.

I: 19401

28.5.40: This is the first day on which newspaper posters are definitely discontinued … Half of the front page of the early Star2 devoted to news of the Belgian surrender, the other half to news to the effect that the Belgians are holding out and the King is with them. This is presumably due to paper shortage. Nevertheless of the early Star’s eight pages, six are devoted to racing.

For days past there has been no real news and little possibility of inferring what is really happening. The seeming possibilities were: i. That the French were really about to counterattack from the south. ii. That they hoped to do so but that the German bombers were making it impossible to concentrate an army. iii. That the forces in the north were confident of being able to hold on and it was thought better not to counterattack till the German attack had spent itself, or iv. that the position in the north was in reality hopeless and the forces there could only fight their way south, capitulate, be destroyed entirely or escape by sea, probably losing very heavily in the process. Now only the fourth alternative seems possible. The French communiqués speak of stabilising the line along the Somme and Aisne, as though the forces cut off in the north did not exist. Horrible though it is, I hope the B.E.F.3 is cut to pieces sooner than capitulate.

People talk a little more of the war, but very little. As always hitherto, it is impossible to overhear any comments on it in pubs, etc. Last night, E.4 and I went to the pub to hear the 9 o’c news. The barmaid was not going to have turned it on if we had not asked her, and to all appearances nobody listened.5

29.5.40: One has to gather any major news nowadays by means of hints and allusions. The chief sensation last night was that the 9 o’c news was preceded by a cheer-up talk (quite good) by Duff-Cooper,6 to sugar the pill, and that Churchill said in his speech that he would report again on the situation some time at the beginning of next week, and that the House must prepare itself for “dark and heavy tidings.” This presumably means that they are going to attempt a withdrawal, but whether the “dark tidings” means enormous casualties, a surrender of part of the B.E.F., or what, nobody knows. Heard the news between acts at a more or less highbrow play at the Torch Theatre.7 The audience listened a good deal more attentively than would have been the case in a pub.

E. says the people in the Censorship Department where she works lump all “red” papers together and look on the Tribune8 as being in exactly the same class as the Daily Worker.9 Recently when the Daily Worker and Action10 were prohibited from export, one of her fellow-workers asked her, “Do you know this paper, the Daily Worker and Action?”

Current rumours: That Beaverbrook11 since his appointment has got 2,000 extra aeroplanes into the air by cutting through bottle-necks. That the air raids, possibly on London, are due to begin in 2 day’s° time. That Hitler’s plan for invading England is to use thousands of speed-boats which can ride over the minefields. That there is a terrible shortage of rifles (this from several sources). That the morale of the ordinary German infantry of the line is pitiably low. That at the time of the Norway business the War officeo were so ill-informed as not even to know that the Norwegian nights are short, and imagined that troops which had to disembark in broad daylight would have the cover of darkness.

30.5.40: The B.E.F. are falling back on Dunkirk. Impossible not only to guess how many may get away, but how many are there. Last night a talk on the radio by a colonel who had come back from Belgium, which unfortunately I did not hear, but which from E’s. account of it contained interpolations put in by the broadcaster himself to let the public know the army had been let down (a) by the French (not counterattacking), and (b) by the military authorities at home, by equipping them badly. No word anywhere in the press of recriminations against the French, and Duff-Cooper’s broadcast of two nights ago especially warned against this … Today’s map looks as if the French contingent in Belgium are sacrificing themselves to let the B.E.F. get away.

Borkenau12 says England is now definitely in the first stage of revolution. Commenting on this, Connolly related that recently a ship was coming away from northern France with refugees on board and a few ordinary passengers. The refugees were mostly children who were in a terrible state after having been machine-gunned etc., etc. Among the passengers was Lady ———,13 who tried to push herself to the head of the queue to get on the boat, and when ordered back said indignantly, “Do you know who I am?” The steward answered, “I don’t care who you are, you bloody bitch. You can take your turn in the queue.” Interesting if true.

Still no evidences of any interest in the war. Yet the by-elections, responses to appeals for men, etc., show what people’s feelings are. It is seemingly quite impossible for them to grasp that they are in danger, although there is good reason to think that the invasion of England may be attempted within a few days, and all the papers are saying this. They will grasp nothing until the bombs are dropping. Connolly says they will then panic, but I don’t think so.14

31.5.40: Last night to see Denis Ogden’s play The Peaceful Inn. The most fearful tripe. The interesting point was that though the play was cast in 1940, it contained no reference direct or indirect to the war.15

Struck by the fewness of the men who even now have been called up. As a rule, looking round the street, it is impossible to see a uniform … Barbed wire entanglements are being put up at many strategic points, eg. beside the Charles I statue in Trafalgar Square … Have heard on so many sides of the shortage of rifles that I believe it must be true.




629. Review of Jail Journey by Jim Phelan

Horizon, June 1940

In a book that is always lively and readable, the thing that stands out as truly important is Mr. Phelan’s straightforward discussion of the sex life of prisons. The existing penal system simply ignores the fact that man is a sexual animal. In Mr. Phelan’s book, and especially in Chapters XIV–XVI, you can study the results of this, and they make horrible reading, but genuinely horrible, and not just pornography in disguise.

The essential fact about a prison is that it is a place where you are cut off from the opposite sex. As Mr. Phelan points out, it is not enough to say that this is part of the punishment; it is the punishment. And sex-deprivation does not simply mean the cutting-off of a luxury, like tobacco, but the starvation of a powerful instinct which will take its revenge in one way or another. It is perfectly well known to anyone with even a third-hand acquaintance with prisons that nearly all prisoners are chronic masturbators. In addition there is homosexuality, which is almost general in long-term jails. If Macartney’s Walls Have Mouths1 is to be believed, some prisons are such hotbeds of vice that even the warders are infected. Mr. Phelan’s revelations are less lurid, but they are certainly bad enough. Over sixty unnatural forms of the sexual act, he says, are now practised in Dartmoor and Parkhurst. The thing is taken for granted and joked about by prisoners, warders and everyone else connected with a prison, at the same time as it cannot even be hinted at in any public discussion of the subject. All modern civilized societies rest ultimately on the jail and the concentration camp, and the central fact about jails and concentration camps is something unmentionable. The question Mr. Phelan asks is whether ‘they’, the respectable people, the clergymen, scoutmasters and maiden ladies who believe that prison is ‘good for you’, know just what imprisonment means. He concludes that they do know, and when he was serving his own sentence he was even tempted to believe that they rather enjoy the knowledge. He records (very interesting if true) that the majority of women go in for some or other form of exhibitionism when they pass a file of convicts on the road. Even prison-reformers are almost always shocked by the suggestion that convicts should be allowed a normal sexual life. (The formula is: ‘Oh, but that’s impossible!’) They cry out against leg-irons and bread-and-water, but they are willing to tolerate sodomy. And in fact it has got to be tolerated so long as prisons exist.

Mr. Phelan was ‘in’ for killing somebody (he served thirteen years of a life-sentence and was then released), and even a wilful murderer is not in the ordinary sense a criminal. This no doubt accounts for the detached, good-tempered attitude that Mr. Phelan is able to take. The whining note which is so common in prison literature is completely absent from his book. On the whole he is recording rather than commenting, and though the record is more damning than any diatribe, he makes few positive suggestions. He seems content to point out that our present methods of dealing with criminals are worse than useless, and to leave it at that. In prison he kept up a ceaseless, conscious struggle to keep his mind intact, to avoid slipping back into the neuroses and the downright lunacy which he saw all round him. He spent years planning escape (a most ingenious escape, which, however, finally had to be abandoned), studied chess and foreign languages, made himself into a skilled blacksmith and a first-rate gardener, and wrote enormously on pilfered sheets of paper. (He doesn’t say how he smuggled his writings out of jail. That could be ‘telling’, of course, but the tip might come in useful one of these days.) The information that he gives about prison slang and about the various rackets and unofficial recreations is most interesting. This is the book of an individualist, with a streak of rather childish vanity; but a more modest man would never have remained sane enough to write it.




630. Review of The New Apocalypse: An Anthology of Criticism, Poems and Stories; Thirty-eight Poems by Henry Treece

Life and Letters, June 1940

New literary movements generally start their careers with an attempted massacre of their predecessors, and the Apocalyptic group are no exception. Their main enemy, as one might expect, is the group most closely akin to them, the Surrealists. The objects of the movement are set forth in J. F. Hendry’s introduction and in an essay by Henry Treece, and it would seem that what is being aimed at is (approximately) Surrealism with the brake on. The Subconscious is to be liberated, but only on ticket-of-leave—that or something like it is the idea.

Changes of literary technique are closely bound up with political changes, which is no doubt the reason why literary schools whose actual productions are worthless tend to leave a sort of memory behind them. Dadaism is still remembered, not without affection, though the rubbish that the Dadaists wrote has long been forgotten. Presumably Dadaism was a reaction against the Great War and Surrealism a reaction against the shallow “common sense” of the last twenty years; the Apocalyptic movement seems to be partly an attempt to lay the turnip-ghost of totalitarianism. Its object, according to Mr. Hendry, is:—


The fusion of man and object in philosophy through the collapse of the subject-object relation; the fusion of man and government through the collapse of totalitarianism and ‘state’ as a super-human concept; fusion of man and art, by bringing art to actual life.



The actual achievements of the group, as exemplified in these two books, are not, to me, particularly impressive. Both the short stories (Dylan Thomas, J. F. Hendry, Henry Treece, and Dorian Cooke) and the poems are dislocated from “reality”, but not in all cases definitely severed; a good many of them appear to have a “meaning” of sorts. Here are a couple of specimens of the verse:—


“Sharper than ever, the bright beaks of words

Charm my slim finger. In a full-table time

Even the sockets of my head sprout words

That scream and whimper through my dreams like birds,

Lost in a desert, or as the mandrake calls,

A purple rhetoric among the midnight stones.”

(Henry Treece)

“Cover the ground with the grin of a flying fox

or roll in bottles along the tip of a whale’s flipper

and I will send you a packet of fingers crossed,

a rabbit’s paw to cuddle in corners and a sign

to keep colds away.”

(Norman McCaig)



The first of these is simple enough, but it would be quite impossible to extract a prose-meaning from the second. A technically interesting point is that the majority of the poems in both books, intelligible or no, are in ordinary ten-syllable blank verse. This is perhaps the result of a conscious surrender, the last fifty years having demonstrated pretty clearly that poets of genuine gift almost always return to the ordinary verse-forms sooner or later.

But is there anything here that demands to be taken seriously? When one is confronted with something like the second of the extracts quoted above (and it is quite a fair sample), what can one say about it? One can only suspend judgment, and one has a perfect right to do so, because time always dissolves the unintelligible. After a certain period, usually about ten years, it has either become intelligible or ceased to be worth bothering about. But I would bet heavily against most of the poems in these two books being remembered ten years hence, simply on the ground that a departure from “reality” is much less often successful in writing than in the plastic arts, for reasons that are obvious enough.

The one thing that suggests I may be wrong is that the group includes Dylan Thomas, who in his queer way is certainly something out of the common. He has been a watched pot from a very early age and it is not quite certain that he has ever boiled, but there is no question about his gift for extracting sheer music from words. For instance:—


“And now the horns of England, in the sound of shape,

Summon your snowy horsemen, and the four-stringed hill,

Over the sea-gut loudening, sets a rock alive.”



And again:—


“Fishermen of mermen

Creep and harp on the tide, sinking their charmed bent pin

With bridebait of gold bread.”



It doesn’t “mean” anything, but neither do the refrains of Elizabethan songs. Dylan Thomas is that almost extinct creature, a lyric poet, capable of simply singing, like a bird, without the need to make sense. But it is a gift that cannot be acquired, and therefore only doubtfully useful for the founding of “schools”; and even the possession of it probably depends on being under thirty.




631. Drama Review

Time and Tide, 1 June 1940

Swinging the Gate; Ambassadors

As with so many revues, uncertainty as to what the audience will or will not understand makes this show waver between rowdiness and sophistication. This is particularly noticeable in Miss Hermione Gingold’s impersonations of La Gioconda and of a disappointed Bacchante, and in the burlesque of a school for spies at the end of the first act, all of which could have been extremely funny if they had been just a little more “highbrow”. The best items are a burlesque of a church anthem by Peter Ustinov and a pathetic sketch, “The Conquering Hero,” in which Guy Verney, as a corporal on leave, makes vain attempts to get his family to take an interest in what is happening at the front. A noticeable feature all through the long programme is the paucity of references to the war. All in all a rather moderate performance, but the enthusiasm with which the audience greeted it suggests that it is safe for a long run, Hitler permitting.




632. War-time Diary

1.6.40: Last night to Waterloo and Victoria to see whether I could get any news of [Eric].1 Quite impossible, of course. The men who have been repatriated have orders not to speak to civilians and are in any case removed from the railway stations as promptly as possible. Actually I saw very few British soldiers, ie. from the B.E.F., but great numbers of Belgian or French refugees, a few Belgian or French soldiers, and some sailors, including a few naval men. The refugees seemed mostly middling people of the shop-keeper-clerk type, and were in quite good trim, with a certain amount of personal belongings. One family had a parrot in a huge cage. One refugee woman was crying, or nearly so, but most seemed only bewildered by the crowds and the general strangeness. A considerable crowd was watching at Victoria and had to be held back by the police to let the refugees and others get to the street. The refugees were greeted in silence but all sailors of any description enthusiastically cheered. A naval officer in a uniform that had been in the water and parts of a soldier’s equipment hurried towards a bus, smiling and touching his tin hat to either side as the women shouted at him and clapped him on the shoulder.

Saw a company of Marines marching through the station to entrain for Chatham. Was amazed by their splendid physique and bearing, the tremendous stamp of boots and the superb carriage of the officers, all taking me back to 1914, when all soldiers seemed like giants to me.

This morning’s papers claim variously four-fifths and three-quarters of the B.E.F. already removed. Photos, probably selected or faked, show the men in good trim with their equipment fairly intact.

2.6.40: Impossible to tell how many men of the B.E.F. have really been repatriated, but statements appearing in various papers suggest that it is about 150,000 and that the number that originally advanced into Belgium was about 300,000. No indication as to how many French troops were with them. There are hints in several papers that it may be intended to hang onto Dunkirk instead of evacuating it completely. This would seem quite impossible without tying down a great number of aeroplanes to that one spot. But if 150,000 have really been removed, it will presumably be possible to remove large numbers more. Italy’s entry into the war is now predicted at any time after June 4th, presumably with some kind of peace offer to give it a pretext… … General expectation that some attempt will now be made to invade England, if only as a diversion while Germany and Italy endeavour to polish off France …. The possibility of a landing in Ireland is evidently believed in by many people including de Valera.2 This idea has barely been mentioned until the last few days, although it was an obvious one from the start.

The usual Sunday crowds drifting to and fro, perambulators, cycling clubs, people exercising dogs, knots of young men loitering at street corners, with not an indication in any face or in anything that one can overhear that these people grasp that they are likely to be invaded within a few weeks, though today all the Sunday papers are telling them so. The response to renewed appeals for evacuation of children from London has been very poor. Evidently the reasoning is, “The air raids didn’t happen last time, so they won’t happen this time.” Yet these people will behave bravely enough when the time comes, if only they are told what to do.

Rough analysis of advertisements in today’s issue of the People:3—

Paper consists of 12 pages4—84 columns. Of this, just about 26½ columns (over ¼) is advertisements. These are divided up as follows::

Food and drink: 5¾ columns.

Patent medicines: 9 and a third.

Tobacco: 1.

Gambling: 2 and a third.

Clothes: 1½.

Miscellaneous: 6¾.

Of 9 food and drink adverts., 6 are for unnecessary luxuries. Of 29 adverts. for medicines, 19 are for things which are either fraudulent (baldness cured etc.), more or less deleterious (Kruschen Salts, Bile Beans etc.), or of the blackmail type (“Your child’s stomach needs magnesia”). Benefit of doubt has been allowed in the case of a few medicines. Of 14 miscellaneous adverts., 4 are for soap, 1 for cosmetics, 1 for a holiday resort and 2 are government advertisements, including a large one for national savings. Only 3 adverts. in all classes are cashing in on the war.

3.6.40: From a letter from Lady Oxford5 to the Daily Telegraph, on the subject of war economies:

“Since most London houses are deserted there is little entertaining … in any case, most people have to part with their cooks and live in hotels.”

Apparently nothing will ever teach these people that the other 99% of the population exist.

6.6.40: Both Borkenau and I considered that Hitler was likely to make his next attack on France, not England, and as it turns out we were right. Borkenau considers that the Dunkirk business has proved once for all that aeroplanes cannot defeat warships if the latter have planes of their own. The figures given out were 6 destroyers and about 25 boats of other kinds lost in the evacuation of nearly 350,000 men. The number of men evacuated is presumably truthful, and even if one doubled the number of ships lost6 it would not be a great loss for such a large undertaking, considering that the circumstances were about as favourable to the aeroplanes as they could well be.

Borkenau thinks Hitler’s plan is to knock out France and demand the French fleet as part of the peace terms. After that the invasion of England with sea-borne troops might be feasible.

Huge advert. on the side of a bus: “FIRST AID IN WARTIME. FOR HEALTH, STRENGTH AND FORTITUDE. WRIGLEY’S CHEWING GUM.”




633. Unsigned Review of Indian Writing, Vol. 1

The Listener, 6 June 1940

A literary review in the English language, produced by Indian intellectuals whose one common factor is their hostility to England, is a strange enough phenomenon, but the high quality of the writing in Indian Writing, Vol. I (The Bibliophile, 16 Little Russell Street, W.C.I, 1s.) suggests that cultural sympathy can exist where political sympathy cannot. It would be an impertinence merely to say that the contributors write ‘good English’. But what is striking is that all of them write English which not only is technically perfect but which has such an individual, ‘different’ flavour as to suggest that English-language Indian literature has a big future ahead of it. Among the best contributions are Raja Rao’s ‘The Mango Garden’, a long essay on Indian art by Iqbal Singh, and a brief sketch, ‘Then Came the War’ by Ahmed Ali, already known to readers of New Writing. But so far as subject-matter goes the most interesting contribution of all is ‘Trams in Calcutta’ by Cedric Dover, who is presumably either a Eurasian or an Englishman brought up in India.1 By dealing with Eurasian life, this story breaks what is almost virgin ground. All in all, Indian Writing is a good shillingsworth and it is to be hoped that in the difficult circumstances of the time it will be able to continue.2




634. War-time Diary

7.6.40: Although newspaper posters are now suppressed,1 one fairly frequently sees the paper-sellers displaying a poster. It appears that old ones are resuscitated and used, and ones with captions like “R.A.F. raids on Germany” or “Enormous German losses” can be used at almost all times.




635. Review of Journey Through the War Mind by C.E.M. Joad; A Psychologist’s Wartime Diary by Anthony Weymouth; America Expects by Hector Bolitho

Time and Tide, 8 June 1940

Mr Joad1 is a good liberal, which is to say, at a time like the present, a helpless anachronism. He stands for the “commonsense” outlook which takes the hedonism of the human animal for granted, and which consequently interprets current history in terms of motives which, for vast numbers of human beings, have simply ceased to operate.

From the hedonistic point of view, nearly all that is now happening is completely meaningless. Mr Joad’s underlying assumption is that what human beings desire are comfort, security, hygiene, games, country walks, a happy sexual life, a modicum of liberty—and precious little else. It is obvious that these things are easily within reach of all of us, and it seems to follow that instead of fighting one another we should all get together and organize the world upon a more sensible basis. But why don’t we do it? Looking round for reasons, Mr Joad fixes upon that monstrous idol, the national state, which has outlived its usefulness and which slaughters millions of men for the sake of idiocies like flags and boundary lines. What we must do, then, is to abolish the sovereign state, substitute Federal Union—and this time a real union, with no national armies, tariff barriers or what-not—and then men will forget their foolish hatreds and false loyalties and live happily ever after. Like nearly every solution proposed by liberals, this is simply a statement of ends without any indication of means. What is the use of saying that we ought to federate Europe? The question is how to federate it. And that, merely as a preliminary, calls for measures which till very recently Mr Joad refused to contemplate. A recent letter in the New Chronicle however (May 22nd), shows that he has modified some of his views and had the moral courage to say so.

The trouble with Mr Joad, and all like him, is that they are trying to deal with emotions which they have not experienced and therefore do not understand. The special atmosphere of the English-speaking countries in the last twenty years has allowed the intelligentsia to rid themselves of patriotism, and from this they have proceeded to argue that patriotism doesn’t exist. Meanwhile, the whole of contemporary history contradicts them. Most men will, in fact, die “for their country” rather more readily than they will go on strike for higher wages. Isn’t it just possible, therefore, that there is something wrong with the “commonsense”, hedonistic view of life? Mr Joad records interviews with six representative people, an ordinary decent patriot, two patriots of a more offensive kind, an individualistic pacifist, a communist, and a religious pacifist. The only one in this list that he really understands is number four, precisely the one who, having no tinge of fanaticism, is of no importance. It must be a sorry business, in wartime, to have a mind like Mr Joad’s—so alert, sensible, scrupulous and good-tempered, and so incapable of grasping what is happening. For the future, at any rate the immediate future, is not with the “sensible” men. The future is with the fanatics, and those who squander their talents in pointing out that one fanaticism is very nearly as bad as another are merely making it a little easier for the more evil kind to triumph.

Dr Weymouth,2 prolific writer of detective-stories and also known to listeners-in, would fit into the first of Mr Joad’s six categories—a decent, more or less instinctive patriot, no hater of Germans but a ready believer of atrocity-stories, and naïvely optimistic about each phase of the war. Because he is a doctor (almost all that is written by or about doctors is readable), and because of the number of eminent men that he has met, his wartime diary is worth glancing through, but it is mostly gossip of the lightest kind. And, considering what this war is going to demand in the way of sacrifices, it is rather dismaying to find a man with a son at Eton remarking that “large incomes are a thing of the past”.

America Expects is a journal of Mr Hector Bolitho’s tour across the U.S.A., with comic reflections on Pullman cars, etc. It is usual to describe this kind of thing as “small beer”. In this case, I should say, it is definitely non-alcoholic.3




636. Drama Reviews

Time and Tide, 8 June 1940

The Tempest by William Shakespeare; The Old Vic

If there is really such a thing as turning in one’s grave, Shakespeare must get a lot of exercise. The production of The Tempest at the Old Vic has no doubt given him another nasty jolt, though one must admire the enterprise of the managers in putting it on at such a moment.

Why is it that Shakespeare is nearly always acted in a way that makes anyone who cares for him squirm? The real fault lies not with the actors but with the audiences. These plays have to be performed in front of people who for the most part have no acquaintance with Elizabethan English and are therefore incapable of following any but the simplest passages. The tragedies, which are better-known than the others and in any case are chock-full of murders, often succeed reasonably well, but the comedies and the best of the histories (Henry IV and Henry V), especially their prose interludes, are hopeless, because nine-tenths of the people watching don’t know the text and can be counted on to miss the point of any joke that is not followed up by a kick on the buttocks. All that the actors can do is to gabble their lines at top speed and throw in as much horseplay as possible, well knowing that if the audience ever laughs it will be at a gag and not at anything that Shakespeare wrote. The Tempest at the Old Vic was no exception. All the Stephano and Trinculo scenes were ruined by the usual clowning and roaring on the stage, not to mention the noise and fidgeting which seem to be a cherished tradition with Old Vic audiences. As for Ariel and Caliban, they looked like something that had escaped from a circus. Admittedly these are difficult parts to cast, but there was no need to make them quite so grotesque as was done on this occasion. Caliban was got up definitely as a monkey, complete with tail and, apparently, with some disgusting disease of the face. This would have ruined the effect of his lines even if he had spoken them more musically. Ariel, although for some reason he was painted bright blue, was horribly whimsical and indulged in exaggeratedly homosexual mannerisms, a sort of Peter Pansy.

John Gielgud, as a middle-aged rather than elderly Prospero, with the minimum of abracadabra, gave a performance that was a long way ahead of the rest of the company. Miss Jessica Tandy, as Miranda, spoke her lines well, but was wrongly cast for the part. No Miranda ought to have blue eyes and fair hair, any more than Cordelia ought to have dark hair. The best feature of the evening was the incidental music, which fitted the romantic setting of the play a great deal better than did the scenery. All in all, a well-intentioned performance, but demonstrating once again that Shakespeare, except for about half a dozen well-known plays, will remain unactable until the general public takes to reading him.

The Peaceful Inn by Denis Ogden; Duke of York’s

An uncanny play possibly owing something to Outward Bound. Six travellers find themselves stranded by chance at a country inn which in fact does not exist, and a murder which happened there exactly a year earlier is re-enacted in front of them. As a result the various personal problems which brought them there are solved. The dialogue is convincing and the mysterious atmosphere is well worked up, but the play’s weakness is that the problems of the six main personages are of such a nature that it is impossible to take them seriously. The clergyman has lost his faith because his brother died of pneumonia, the young society beauty finds her life hollow, etc., etc. Although cast in 1940, the play makes no reference to the war, direct or indirect; bourgeois peacetime life, with all interest centring round financial success, motor-cars, divorce, etc., is apparently looked upon as something eternal. Miss Louise Hampton gave a very fine performance as Joanna Spring, successful journalist and editor of the Women’s Page (“Write to Auntie Madge about it”), and the acting as a whole was worthy of better material.

Portrait of Helen by Audrey Lucas; Torch1

This ostensibly highbrow play bears out the contention that there are no new plots to be invented. Under a thin veneer of sophistication it has the mental atmosphere of a fourpenny novelette. Lydia Wells, divorced wife (she was innocent) of Peter Wells, a novelist ruined by success, returns after twenty years to take a post as housekeeper in her ex-husband’s home and to watch over her grown-up children, who do not know that she is their mother. (You recognize the story? Yes, East Lynne!) Her husband’s second wife, who has just died, is still looked upon as a saint by the whole family, but was in fact a cold-blooded schemer who deliberately set herself to ruin her step-children’s lives out of jealousy. She was, in fact, the wicked step-mother of the fairy stories. Her main achievement has been to turn the daughter, Roberta, into a typical specimen of the modern girl, nineteen-twenties style, drinking endless cocktails, going out with undesirable young men and dangerously entangled with a middle-aged seducer. The son, John, on the other hand is a serious-minded young man and has secretly engaged himself to marry the parlour-maid, who is a girl of what is usually described as sterling worth. Here the plot shifts momentarily from East Lynne to Only a Millgirl. Needless to say the all-wise Lydia sets everything right and ends by nestling back into her husband’s heart. But just in case any of the familiar situations should have been left out, there is another old friend in Ralph Drury, the doglike lover (cf. Dobbin in Vanity Fair) who has worshipped Lydia for twenty years but gladly yields her to the better man.

Amid this network of rubber stamps the play has some good lines, but the stage management is extraordinarily bad. Characters are frequently left on the stage by themselves, and the portrait of Helen, the dead wife, which is supposed to dominate the whole play, is placed in a position where only half the audience can see it. As to the acting, Miss Dorothy Green, as Lydia, gave a skilful rendering of an essentially unsympathetic part, and Mr Edmund Willard, as Peter Wells, and Mr Nigel Clarke, as the cultured middle-aged seducer, also deserve a word of praise.
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8.6.40: In the middle of a fearful battle in which, I suppose, thousands of men are being killed every day, one has the impression that there is no news. The evening papers are the same as the morning ones, the morning ones are the same as those of the night before, and the radio repeats what is in the papers. As to truthfulness of news, however, there is probably more suppression than downright lying. Borkenau considers that the effect of the radio has been to make war comparatively truthful, and that the only large-scale lying hitherto has been the German claims of British ships sunk. These have certainly been fantastic. Recently one of the evening papers which had made a note of the German announcements pointed out that in about 10 days the Germans claimed to have sunk 25 capital ships, ie. 10 more than we ever possessed.

Stephen Spender said to me recently, “Don’t you feel that any time during the past ten years you have been able to foretell events better than, say, the Cabinet?” I had to agree to this. Partly it is a question of not being blinded by class interests etc., eg. anyone not financially interested could see at a glance the strategic danger to England of letting Germany and Italy dominate Spain, whereas many rightwingers, even professional soldiers, simply could not grasp this most obvious fact. But where I feel that people like us understand the situation better than so-called experts is not in any power to foretell specific events, but in the power to grasp what kind of world we are living in. At any rate I have known since about 1931 (Spender says he has known since 1929) that the future must be catastrophic. I could not say exactly what wars and revolutions would happen, but they never surprised me when they came. Since 1934 I have known war between England and Germany was coming, and since 1936 I have known it with complete certainty.1 I could feel it in my belly, and the chatter of the pacifists on the one hand, and the Popular Front people who pretended to fear that Britain was preparing for war against Russia on the other, never deceived me. Similarly such horrors as the Russian purges never surprised me, because I had always felt that—not exactly that, but something like that—was implicit in Bolshevik rule. I could feel it in their literature.

…. Who would have believed seven years ago that Winston Churchill had any kind of political future before him? A year ago Cripps2 was the naughty boy of the Labour Party, who expelled him and refused even to hear his defence. On the other hand, from the Conservative point of view he was a dangerous Red. Now he is ambassador in Moscow, the Beaverbrook press having led the cry for his appointment. Impossible to say yet whether he is the right man. If the Russians are disposed to come round to our side, he probably is, but if they are still hostile, it would have been better to send a man who does not admire the Russian régime.

10.6.40: Have just heard, though it is not in the papers, that Italy has declared war …. The allied troops are withdrawing from Norway, the reason given being that they can be used elsewhere and Narvik after its capture was rendered useless to the Germans. But in fact Narvik will not be necessary to them till the winter, it wouldn’t have been much use anyway when Norway had ceased to be neutral, and I shouldn’t have thought the allies had enough troops in Norway to make much difference. The real reason is probably so as not to have to waste warships.

This afternoon I remembered very vividly that incident with the taxi-driver in Paris in 1936, and was going to have written something about it in this diary. But now I feel so saddened that I can’t write it. Everything is disintegrating. It makes me writhe to be writing book-reviews etc. at such a time, and even angers me that such time-wasting should still be permitted. The interview at the War Office on Saturday may come to something, if I am clever at faking my way past the doctor. If once in the army, I know by the analogy of the Spanish war that I shall cease to care about public events. At present I feel as I felt in 1936 when the Fascists were closing in on Madrid, only far worse. But I will write about the taxi driver some time.3

12.6.40: E. and I last night walked through Soho to see whether the damage to Italian shops etc. was as reported. It seemed to have been exaggerated in the newspapers, but we did see, I think, 3 shops which had had their windows smashed. The majority had hurriedly labelled themselves “British”. Gennari’s, the Italian grocer’s, was plastered all over with printed placards saying “This establishment is entirely British”. The Spaghetti House, a shop specialising in Italian foodstuffs, had renamed itself “British Food Shop”. Another shop proclaimed itself Swiss, and even a French restaurant had labelled itself British. The interesting thing is that all these placards must evidently have been printed beforehand and kept in readiness.

…. Disgusting though these attacks on harmless Italian shopkeepers are, they are an interesting phenomenon, because English people, ie. people of a kind who would be likely to loot shops, don’t as a rule take a spontaneous interest in foreign politics. I don’t think there was anything of this kind during the Abyssinian war, and the Spanish war simply did not touch the mass of the people. Nor was there any popular move against the Germans resident in England until the last month or two. The low-down cold-blooded meanness of Mussolini’s declaration of war at that moment must have made an impression even on people who as rule barely read the newspapers.

13.6.40: Yesterday to a group conference of the L.D.V.,4 held in the Committee Room at Lord’s …. Last time I was at Lord’s must have been at the Eton-Harrow match in 1921. At that time I should have felt that to go into the Pavilion, not being a member of the M.C.C.,5 was on a par with pissing on the altar, and years later would have had some vague idea that it was a legal offence for which you could be prosecuted.

I notice that one of the posters recruiting for the Pioneers, of a foot treading on a swastika with the legend “Step on it”, is cribbed from a Government poster of the Spanish war, ie. cribbed as to the idea. Of course it is vulgarised and made comic, but its appearance at any rate shows that the Government are beginning to be willing to learn.

The Communist candidate in the Bow6 by-election got about 500 votes. This is a new depth-record, though the Blackshirts have often got less (in one case about 150). The more remarkable because Bow was Lansbury’s seat7 and might be expected to contain a lot of pacifists. The whole poll was very low, however.

14.6.40: The Germans are definitely in Paris, one day ahead of schedule. It can be taken as a certainty that Hitler will go to Versailles. Why don’t they mine it and blow it up while he is there? Spanish troops have occupied Tangier, obviously with a view to letting the Italians use it as a base. To conquer Spanish Morocco from French Morocco would probably be easy at this date, and to do so, ditto the other Spanish colonies, and set up Negrin8 or someone of his kind as an alternative government, would be a severe blow at Franco. But even the present British government would never think of doing such a thing. One has almost lost the power of imagining that the Allied governments can ever take the initiative.

Always, as I walk through the Underground stations, sickened by the advertisements, the silly staring faces and strident colours,9 the general frantic struggle to induce people to waste labour and material by consuming useless luxuries or harmful drugs. How much rubbish this war will sweep away, if only we can hang on throughout the summer. War is simply a reversal of civilised life, its motto is “Evil be thou my good”, and so much of the good of modern life is actually evil that it is questionable whether on balance war does harm.




638. Drama Review

Time and Tide, 15 June 1940

I’ll Leave It to You by Noel Coward; Threshold Theatre Club

Mr Coward’s comedies belong as unmistakably to the nineteen-twenties as Barry Pain’s novels1 to the Edwardian age, but when a writer has so light a touch, what does it matter if his plays “date” a little? I’ll Leave it to You, with its rapid dialogue and flatly impossible situation, provides two hours’ amusement and is guaranteed not to provoke thought, which is doubtless all that was intended.

It starts off in one of those cultured well-to-do families in which the children are “emancipated” and habitually rude to their elders. There are five children, all more or less “intellectual” in a fashionable sort of way and all firmly determined not to work for their living. Their father has recently died, and when his affairs are set in order it is discovered to everyone’s dismay that they have been left “without a penny”, having, in fact, barely £1,500 a year. At this moment there arrives a rich uncle from America who has not seen the family for twenty years. Even before his arrival the children and their mother have been planning to live on him for the rest of their lives. The uncle, however, tells them genially that they will have to go to work. He is, he says, suffering from sleeping-sickness and has exactly three years to live. But he intends to watch the children’s progress and to leave the whole of his immense fortune to whichever of them has, in his opinion, “made good” in a couple of years’ time. Having given some excellent advice on the subject of thrift, industry, self-reliance and so forth, he fades out.

When the scene reopens a year and a half later, all five of the children have “made good” in a praiseworthy and—considering their ages—completely incredible way. The eldest daughter is acting in the films and on the way to becoming a star, the second daughter has made a brilliant success with a novel, the eldest son has a good job in a motor works, the youngest son is making large sums of money out of popular songs. Even the youngest daughter, who is still at school, has turned over a new leaf and begun to win prizes. In the course of various conversations it becomes clear that before his departure the uncle has taken each of the children aside and whispered that he (or she) is actually his chosen heir. This, of course, has had a remarkably stimulating effect. But when he reappears there comes the big surprise of the play, and I do not think I am giving anything away by disclosing it, because it is completely obvious from the first to the audience, though it is just credible that it might not have been obvious to the children. The uncle is not suffering from sleeping-sickness, has never been near South America, and has no money except what he occasionally wins at the races. The children have been cheated into exerting themselves by a bait that does not exist. At the last moment, however, there is another surprise which is also reasonably easy to foresee.

It may be hard to believe that such nonsense can be charming, but it is so, because of the easy dialogue, which sometimes rises to the level of real funniness. The scene in which a scheming widow cross-examines the uncle about his South American possessions (“What kind of mine is that you own, Mr Davis?”—“Oh, well, it’s a mixed mine, you know. Gold, silver, copper, brass—a little of everything”) is in the Charley’s Aunt tradition, but very good of its kind. The uncle is very well played by Mr Eric Fort. Of the rest, perhaps Miss Rita Dagmar was the best. She took the part of the youngest daughter, a difficult feat for an adult, and did it admirably. It is good news that this theatre, which is in a position to command talented acting and intelligent audiences, intends to put on some more serious plays in the near future.

The Threshold Theatre Club is making a practical effort to keep the stage alive in a world of war. Its special idea is to give actors who are serving or training with the Forces a chance to get some practice and to keep their names before the public. In the last war the actors who had risked their lives for their country returned after several years to find that everyone had forgotten them, and the acting profession are determined that this shall not be repeated. The theatre has a very varied programme for 1940, including Every Man in His Humour, Grand Guignol, Marlowe’s Edward II and a series of West End plays to be chosen by the principal “star” appearing in each. A good many of the club members are actors, and Miss Julia Neilson Terry, Mr Billy Mayerl and Mr John Penrose, among others, were at the first night of I’ll Leave it to You. Club membership only costs five shillings a year, and the theatre is a few minutes’ walk from Notting Hill Gate station.




639. War-time Diary

15.6.40: It has just occurred to me to wonder whether the fall of Paris means the end of the Albatross Library, as I suppose it does.1 If so, I am £30 to the bad. It seems incredible that people still attach any importance to long-term contracts, stocks and shares, insurance policies etc. in such times as these. The sensible thing to do now would be to borrow money right and left and buy solid goods. A short while back E. made enquiries about the hire-purchase terms for sewing machines and found they had agreements stretching over two and a half years.

P.W.2 related that Unity Mitford,3 besides having tried to shoot herself while in Germany, is going to have a baby. Whereupon a little man with a creased face, whose name I forget, exclaimed, “The Fuehrer wouldn’t do such a thing!”

16.6.40: This morning’s papers make it reasonably clear that at any rate until after the presidential election, the U.S.A. will not do anything, ie. will not declare war, which in fact is what matters. For if the U.S.A. is not actually in the war there will never be sufficient control of either business or labour to speed up production of armaments. In the last war this was the case even when the U.S.A. was a belligerent.

It is impossible even yet to decide what to do in the case of German conquest of England. The one thing I will not do is to clear out, at any rate not further than Ireland, supposing that to be feasible. If the fleet is intact and it appears that the war is to be continued from America and the Dominions, then one must remain alive if possible, if necessary in the concentration camp. If the U.S.A. is going to submit to conquest as well, there is nothing for it but to die fighting, but one must above all die fighting and have the satisfaction of killing somebody else first.

Talking yesterday to M.,4 one of the Jewish members of my L.D.V. section, I said that if and when the present crisis passed there would be a revolt in the Conservative party against Churchill and an attempt to force wages down again, etc. He said that in that case there would be revolution, “or at least he hoped so”. M. is a manufacturer and I imagine fairly well off.

17.6.40: The French have surrendered. This could be foreseen from last night’s broadcast and in fact should have been foreseeable when they failed to defend Paris, the one place where it might have been possible to stop the German tanks. Strategically all turns on the French fleet, of which there is no news yet ….

Considerable excitement today over the French surrender, and people everywhere to be heard discussing it. Usual line, “Thank God we’ve got a navy”. A Scottish private, with medals of the last war, partly drunk, making a patriotic speech in a carriage in the Underground, which the other passengers seemed rather to like. Such a rush on evening papers that I had to make four attempts before getting one.

Nowadays, when I write a review, I sit down at the typewriter and type it straight out. Till recently, indeed till six months ago, I never did this and would have said that I could not do it. Virtually all that I wrote was written at least twice, and my books as a whole three times—individual passages as many as five or ten times. It is not really that I have gained in facility, merely that I have ceased to care, so long as the work will pass inspection and bring in a little money. It is a deterioration directly due to the war.

Considerable throng at Canada House, where I went to make enquiries, as G.5 contemplates sending her child to Canada. Apart from mothers, they are not allowing anyone between 16 and 60 to leave, evidently fearing a panic rush.

20.6.40: Went to the office of the [New Statesman]6 to see what line they are taking about home defence. C.,7 who is now in reality the big noise there, was rather against the “arm the people” line and said that its dangers outweighed its possible advantages.8 If a German invading force finds civilians armed it may commit such barbarities as will cow the people altogether and make everyone anxious to surrender. He said it was dangerous to count on ordinary people being courageous and instanced the case of some riot in Glasgow when a tank was driven round the town and everyone fled in the most cowardly way. The circumstances were different, however, because the people in that case were unarmed and, as always in internal strife, conscious of fighting with ropes round their necks …. C. said that he thought Churchill, though a good man up to a point, was incapable of doing the necessary thing and turning this into a revolutionary war, and for that reason shielded Chamberlain and Co. and hesitated to bring the whole nation into the struggle. I don’t of course think Churchill sees it in quite the same colours as we do, but I don’t think he would jib at any step (eg. equalisation of incomes, independence for India) which he thought necessary for winning the war. Of course it’s possible that today’s secret session may achieve enough to get Chamberlain and Co. out for good. I asked C. what hope he thought there was of this, and he said none at all. But I remember that the day the British began to evacuate Namsos9 I asked Bevan and Strauss,10 who had just come from the House, what hope there was of this business unseating Chamberlain, and they also said none at all. Yet a week or so later the new government was formed.11

The belief in direct treachery in the higher command is now widespread, enough so to be dangerous …. Personally I believe that such conscious treachery as exists is only in the pro-Fascist element of the aristocracy and perhaps in the Army command. Of course the unconscious sabotage and stupidity which have got us into this situation, eg. the idiotic handling of Italy and Spain, is a different matter. R. H.12 says that private soldiers back from Dunkirk whom he has spoken to all complain of the conduct of their officers, saying that the latter cleared off in cars and left them in the soup, etc., etc. This sort of thing is always said after a defeat and may or may not be true. One could verify it by studying the lists of casualties, if and when they are published in full. But it is not altogether bad that that sort of thing should be said, provided it doesn’t lead to sudden panic, because of the absolute need for getting the whole thing onto a new class basis. In the new armies middle-class people are bound to predominate as officers, they did so even, for instance, in the Spanish militias, but it is a question of umblimping. Ditto with the L.D.V. Under the stress of emergency we shall umblimp if we have time, but time is all.13

A thought that occurred to me yesterday: how is it that England, with one of the smallest armies in the world, has so many retired colonels?

I notice that all the “left” intellectuals I meet believe that Hitler if he gets here will take the trouble to shoot people like ourselves and will have very extensive lists of undesirables. C.14 says there is a move on foot to get our police records (no doubt we all have them) at Scotland Yard destroyed.15 Some hope! The police are the very people who would go over to Hitler once they were certain he had won. Well, if only we can hold out for a few months, in a year’s time we shall see red militia billeted in the Ritz,16 and it would not particularly surprise me to see Churchill or Lloyd George at the head of them.

Thinking always of my island in the Hebrides,17 which I suppose I shall never possess nor even see. Compton Mackenzie says even now most of the islands are uninhabited (there are 500 of them, only 10 per cent inhabited at normal times), and most have water and a little cultivable land, and goats will live on them. According to R.H., a woman who rented an island in the Hebrides in order to avoid air raids was the first air raid casualty of the war, the R.A.F. dropping a bomb there by mistake. Good if true.

The first air raid of any consequence on Great Britain the night before last. Fourteen killed, seven German aeroplanes claimed shot down. The papers have photos of three wrecked German planes, so possibly the claim is true.




640. Review of A Hero of Our Own Times by Mikhail Yurevich Lermontoff; Priest Island by E. L. Grant Wilson; Film Stories by H.G. Wells

Tribune, 21 June 1940

Lermontoff was a Russian writer of a century ago, who died, like his master, Pushkin, at an early age and in a meaningless duel. He had travelled in the Caucasus, a territory which the Russians possessed almost without knowing it, rather as we possess India, and was almost the first imaginative writer to deal with it. The translators of this book compare him with Kipling, though pointing out in his favour that he was not “imperialistic.” As a matter of fact, at that date, he could not have been “imperialistic” in Kipling’s sense. He belonged to an age as remote from us as the pyramids, though a good deal more interesting.

A Hero of Our Own Times is a strange book, hardly indeed a book so much as a collection of stories and meditations loosely tacked together. Its great charm is in its picture of the Caucasus mountains and the wild Moslem peoples who inhabited them, with their horses and jewelled daggers, their love of freedom, their mixture of chivalry and brigandism, all distictly similar to the Berber tribes in the Moroccan mountains to-day. But this is not really what Lermontoff is writing about. The “hero” in the title is ironical, and the young man about whom most of the stories centre is obviously a picture of Lermontoff himself. He is the disappointed intellectual of the Byronic age, the 1840 version of Stephen Dedalus in Joyce’s Portrait of the Artist as a Young Man.

The Byronic atmosphere is very strong all through the book, and no doubt it is partly due to direct influence. The young man in the stories, that is to say Lermontoff himself, might have come straight out of Don Juan. He is young, brave, elegant, accomplished, handsome, clever—capable of anything, in fact, except of behaving with ordinary decency. Just like Byron’s heroes, and still more like Byron himself, he finds himself irresistibly impelled to do things which he knows to be mean and odious. If he takes an interest in a woman it is merely because someone else is in love with her; if he fights a duel it must be about something utterly pointless and futile. The only emotions that he is able to feel are ones that he knows to be unworthy of him.

What is at the bottom of this curious frame of mind? It seems strange to us now, and yet it was common enough a hundred years ago, so common that for one manifestation of it there was a special word, “spleen,” that has now gone out of use. No doubt the real explanation lies in the disappearance of religious belief with nothing to take its place. With the breakdown of Christianity, and, above all, of belief in the immortality of the soul, the “meaning” went out of European life, with the result that many of the best spirits of the nineteenth century were haunted by a sense of futility. It is only recently that another “meaning” has begun to reveal itself. Meanwhile A Hero of Our Own Times is an attractive book, with atmosphere and problems so remote that “escape literature” is perhaps the best classification of it.

More emphatically “escape literature” is Priest Island, which is that evergreen favourite, a desert-island story. All desert-island stories are good, but some are better than others, and I am afraid that Priest Island must be put rather low in the list, because it concentrates too much on the psychological side of the story and not enough on the all-absorbing physical side. For that is the real interest of a desert-island story—the concrete details of the struggle to keep alive. One doesn’t particularly want to know what the hero felt; what one wants to know is whether he possessed a pen-knife or any fish-hooks and how he managed about lighting a fire.

Priest Island rather fails in these respects, because the hero has things made too easy for him. He is a young Scotsman exiled for sheep-stealing (the date is not given, but it is presumably about a hundred years ago) to a small island in the Hebrides. Later a woman who has heard of his fate voluntarily comes and joins him, bringing goats, hens, and other stock for a small farm. But long before her arrival the hero has made himself a lot more comfortable than would in practice have been possible. Arriving late in the season, with only a spade with which to tackle rocky virgin ground, he has been able to grow enough potatoes to feed him through the winter. I flatly refuse to believe this.

I also refuse to believe that the following year he would have been able to break in enough ground to grow a crop of oats, using a home-made wooden plough which he draws himself, his wife guiding the handles. Mr. Watson also speaks glibly of “trapping” wild ducks, without explaining how this difficult feat was done. Such criticism seems rather petty, perhaps, but the whole interest of a desert-island story is on the physical side, and the details ought to be accurate. But as a love-story, with a certain “dark earth” element, the book is rather good, and the ghost who haunts the island (whence its name) is more credible than most.

Film Stories consists of the scenarios of The Shape of Things to Come and The Man Who Could Work Miracles. The second of these was originally a brilliant and far from “serious” short story, but Mr. Wells has seen fit to rewrite it in such a way as to bring it into line with the first. Taken together they sum up well enough the Wellsian vision of physical “progress” and human inadequacy. I wonder what Mr. Wells thinks of them now, in this eighth year of Hitler’s reign?

How far any novelist really influences contemporary events is doubtful, but Mr. Wells has certainly been the most influential novelist of our time, at any rate in the English-speaking world. If, up to the year 1930, any mere writer could look about him and say “This is my work. I did this,” that writer was H. G. Wells. The whole concept of “progress” (meaning aeroplanes and steel-and-concrete buildings), the vision of a Utopia in which machines do all the work for you, which is definitely a part of the modern mind, owes an immense amount to him. In The Shape of Things to Come, a book of prophecy written about 1932, the—as Mr. Wells sees it—eternal struggle between progress and reaction is set forth. Mankind goes through a bad time, there are wars, dictatorships, plagues, devastations, but, needless to say, progress wins out in the end. The film ends on a familiar note, with eager young citizens of the future setting out in a rocket to explore the moon.

The trouble with this, as with all Mr. Wells’s prophetic books, at any rate till very recently, is his confusion of mechanical progress with justice, liberty and common decency. The kind of mind that accepts the machine and despises the past is supposed to be, automatically, the kind of mind that longs for a world of free and equal human beings. The same antithesis—quite false, as it has turned out—runs all through Mr. Wells’s work: on the one hand the scientist, the man of the machine, offering sweetness and light, on the other the reactionary, the romantic, the man of the past, prancing about on a horse and starting wars. It never occurred to Mr. Wells that his categories might have got mixed, that it might be the reactionary who would make the fullest use of the machine and that the scientist might use his brains chiefly on race-theory and poison gas. But so it has happened, and now that we are almost within earshot of Hitler’s guns, the Wellsian Utopia, a super-Welwyn1 constructed by benevolent scientists is somehow unconvincing.

The Man Who Could Work Miracles is a slighter work than the other and has been somewhat spoiled in the film version. But it contains flashes of the original story and the original Wells, whose greatest gift, although he has never realised it, was his power to convey the atmosphere of the golden years between 1890 and 1914.
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21.6.40: No real news. I see from yesterday’s paper that Chiappe1 has been elected president of the Paris Municipal Council, presumably under German pressure. So much for the claim that Hitler is the friend of the working classes, enemy of plutocracy, etc.

Yesterday the first drill of our platoon of the L.D.V. They were really admirable, only 3 or 4 in the whole lot (about 60 men) who were not old soldiers. Some officers who were there and had, I think, come to scoff were quite impressed.




642. To the Editor, Time and Tide

22 June 1940

Sir: It is almost certain that England will be invaded within the next few days or weeks, and a large-scale invasion by sea-borne troops is quite likely. At such a time our slogan should be ARM THE PEOPLE. I am not competent to deal with the wider questions of repelling the invasion, but I submit that the campaign in France and the recent civil war in Spain have made two facts clear. One is that when the civil population is unarmed, parachutists, motor cyclists and stray tanks can not only work fearful havoc but draw off large bodies of regular troops who should be opposing the main enemy. The other fact (demonstrated by the Spanish war) is that the advantages of arming the population outweigh the danger of putting weapons into the wrong hands. By-elections since the war started have shown that only a tiny minority among the common people of England are disaffected, and most of these are already marked down.

ARM THE PEOPLE is in itself a vague phrase, and I do not, of course, know what weapons are available for immediate distribution. But there are at any rate several things that can and should be done now, i.e. within the next three days:

1. Hand grenades. These are the only modern weapon of war that can be rapidly and easily manufactured, and they are one of the most useful. Hundreds of thousands of men in England are accustomed to using hand grenades and would be only too ready to instruct others. They are said to be useful against tanks and will be absolutely necessary if enemy parachutists with machine-guns manage to establish themselves in our big towns. I had a front-seat view of the street fighting in Barcelona in May, 1937, and it convinced me that a few hundred men with machine-guns can paralyse the life of a large city, because of the fact that a bullet will not penetrate an ordinary brick wall. They can be blasted out with artillery, but it is not always possible to bring a gun to bear. On the other hand, the early street fighting in Spain showed that armed men can be driven out of stone buildings with grenades or even sticks of dynamite if the right tactics are used.

2. Shotguns. There is talk of arming some of the Local Defence Volunteer contingents with shotguns. This may be necessary if all the rifles and Bren guns are needed for the regular troops. But in that case the distribution should be made now and all weapons should be immediately requisitioned from the gunsmiths’ shops. There was talk of doing this weeks ago, but in fact many gunsmiths’ windows show rows of guns which are not only useless where they are, but actually a danger, as these shops could easily be raided. The powers and limitations of the shotgun (with buckshot, lethal up to about sixty yards) should be explained to the public over the radio.

3. Blocking fields against aircraft landings. There has been much talk of this, but it has only been done sporadically. The reason is that it has been left to voluntary effort, i.e. to people who have insufficient time and no power of requisitioning materials. In a small thickly-populated country like England we could within a very days make it impossible for an aeroplane to land anywhere except at an aerodrome. All that is needed is the labour. Local authorities should therefore have powers to conscript labour and requisition such materials as they require.

4. Painting out place-names. This has been well done as regards sign-posts, but there are everywhere shopfronts, tradesmen’s vans, etc., bearing the name of their locality. Local authorities should have the power to enforce the painting-out of these immediately. This should include the brewers’ names on public houses. Most of these are confined to a fairly small area, and the Germans are probably methodical enough to know this.

5. Radio sets. Every Local Defence Volunteer headquarters should be in possession of a radio receiving set, so that if necessary it can receive its orders over the air. It is fatal to rely on the telephone in a moment of emergency. As with weapons, the Government should not hesitate to requisition what it needs.

All of these are things that could be done within the space of a very few days. Meanwhile, let us go on repeating ARM THE PEOPLE, in the hope that more and more voices will take it up. For the first time in decades we have a Government with imagination, and there is at least a chance that they will listen.




643. Drama Review

Time and Tide, 22 June 1940

Boys in Brown by Reginald Beckwith; Gate

The drama, presumably, ought to be dramatic, and yet it is a fact that plays with non-existent or unconvincing “action” often succeed. Mr Shaw’s In Good King Charles’s Golden Days is one example, and Boys in Brown, a play about Borstal which combines a poor and obvious plot with good dialogue and novel subject-matter, is another.

The Borstal system does not seem to be very successful in discouraging crime (the Dartmoor mutiny was staged largely by old Borstal boys, it will be remembered) but it is noticeable that the people who have passed through it generally speak of it with far less bitterness than ex-prisoners speak of prison. Mr Beckwith’s picture is almost friendly. The Governor of the Institution is not only a humane and intelligent man, but a man who understands perfectly the basic causes of crime and the essential hopelessness of his job. The assistant masters are far better than one might expect, though one of them appears never to have heard of homosexuality—not a very likely thing in an institution of that kind. The discipline has its stupid side, but it is not brutal. The boys spend much of their time unsupervised, they get a chance to show initiative in their sports and dramatic societies, and the more promising of them are taught skilled trades. To a great extent the system is modelled on a public school, and it would seem that it is actually not worse than a public school, except that there are no holidays.

Why is it then that the boys are constantly trying to escape? Just because of that one fact, that there are no holidays. The most “enlightened” prison in the world is still a place where you are not free, and where you are cut off from the opposite sex. Many of the boys, aged anything from 16 to 23, some of them already married, find the strict discipline and the Boy Scout uniform absolutely intolerable. They are constantly plotting escape, although they know perfectly well that no escape has ever succeeded. And each attempt recoils indirectly on themselves, because it “gets into the papers” and gives Borstal a slightly worse name than before, making it all the harder for a Borstal boy to get a job when his time is up. In Mr Beckwith’s play we see the process come full circle. In the first scene a promising and well-behaved boy is leaving, full of confidence in his power to “make good”. Six months later he is back, charged with a fresh theft. He has lost job after job because people sneered at him as a Borstal boy. Meanwhile another, even more promising, has been led into a particularly stupid attempt at escape in which, unintentionally, he all but commits manslaughter. The more brutal boys, already hardened criminals at the age of 16, are the ones who suffer the least.

The central plot of the play is at once obvious and unconvincing—and incidentally I would like to point out to Mr Beck with that you can’t crack a person’s skull open with a blow from a book, at any rate not an octavo volume. But the dialogue and characterization are extremely good. There are all the types who probably would abound in such a place—the gifted well-meaning boy whose crime would have been ignored by a sensible magistrate, the cockney sneak-thief who will steal anything that is not nailed down but who would never commit a brutal crime, the young ruffian who has a grudge against society and means to pay it off, the “grass” (informer), the homosexual, the half-imbecile village boy who has been sentenced for rape because “he didn’t know it was wrong”. The acting, almost without an exception, is brilliant. It must have been very difficult to get hold of such a large cast of very young boys. Best of all, I thought, were Derek Blomfield, as Jackie Knowles, the promising boy who almost goes to the bad, Tony Halfpenny, as Sparrow Thompson, the cockney humorist, and Julian Somers, as Casey, the future hold-up man. But save for one or two who jibbed at the cockney accent, all were good. In better times this play certainly deserves a run on the West End Stage.




644. War-time Diary

22.6.40. No real news yet of the German terms to France. They are said to be “so complicated” as to need long discussion. I suppose one may assume that what is really happening is that the Germans on the one side and Pétain1 and Co. on the other are trying to hammer out a formula that will induce the French commanders in the colonies and the navy to surrender. Hitler has in reality no power over these except through the French government ….. I think we have all been rather hasty in assuming that Hitler will now invade England, indeed it has been so generally expected that one might almost infer from this that he wouldn’t do it … … If I were him I should march across Spain, seize Gibraltar and then clean up North Africa and Egypt. If the British have a fluid force of say ¼ million men, the proper course would be to transfer it to French Morocco, then suddenly seize Spanish Morocco and hoist the Republican flag. The other Spanish colonies could be mopped up without much trouble. Alas, no hope of any such thing happening.

The Communists are apparently swinging back to an anti-Nazi position. This morning picked up a leaflet denouncing the “betrayal” of France by Pétain and Co., although till a week or two ago these people were almost openly pro-German.

24.6.40. The German armistice terms are much as expected …. What is interesting about the whole thing is the extent to which the traditional pattern of loyalties and honour is breaking down. Pétain, ironically enough, is the originator (at Verdun) of the phrase “ils ne passeront pas”, so long an anti-Fascist slogan. Twenty years ago any Frenchman who would have signed such an armistice would have had to be either an extreme leftwinger or an extreme pacifist, and even then there would have been misgivings. Now the people who are virtually changing sides in the middle of the war are the professional patriots. To Pétain, Laval,2 Flandin3 and Co. the whole war must have seemed like a lunatic internecine struggle at the moment when your real enemy is waiting to slosh you … … It is therefore practically certain that high-up influences in England are preparing for a similar sell-out, and while eg.—is at—there is no certainty that they won’t succeed even without the invasion of England. The one good thing about the whole business is that the bottom is being knocked out of Hitler’s pretence of being the poor man’s friend. The people actually willing to do a deal with him are bankers, generals, bishops, kings, big industrialists, etc., etc…  ….. Hitler is the leader of a tremendous counterattack of the capitalist class, which is forming itself into a vast corporation, losing its privileges to some extent in doing so, but still retaining its power over the working class. When it comes to resisting such an attack as this, anyone who is of the capitalist class must be treacherous or half-treacherous, and will swallow the most fearful indignities rather than put up a real fight …. Whichever way one looks, whether it is at the wider strategic aspects or the most petty details of local defence, one sees that any real struggle means revolution. Churchill evidently can’t see or won’t accept this, so he will have to go. But whether he goes in time to save England from conquest depends on how quickly the people at large can grasp the essentials. What I fear is that they will never move until it is too late.

Strategically, all turns upon hanging on until the winter …. By that time, with huge armies of occupation everywhere, food almost certainly running short and the difficulty of forcing the conquered populations to work, Hitler must be in an awkward position. It will be interesting to see whether he rehabilitates the suppressed French Communist party and tries to use it against the working class in northern France as he has used Pétain against the Blimp class.

If the invasion happens and fails, all is well, and we shall have a definitely leftwing government and a conscious movement against the governing class. I think, though, people are in error in imagining that Russia would be more friendly towards us if we had a revolutionary government. After Spain, I cannot help feeling that Russia, i.e. Stalin, must be hostile to any country that is genuinely undergoing revolution. They would be moving in opposite directions. A revolution starts off with wide diffusion of the ideas of liberty, equality, etc. Then comes the growth of an oligarchy which is as much interested in holding onto its privileges as any other governing class. Such an oligarchy must necessarily be hostile to revolutions elsewhere, which inevitably re-awaken the ideas of liberty and equality. This morning’s News-Chronicle announces that saluting of superior ranks has been re-instituted in the Red Army. A revolutionary army would start by abolishing saluting, and this tiny point is symptomatic of the whole situation. Not that saluting and such things are not probably necessary.

Orders to the L.D.V. that all revolvers are to be handed over to the police, as they are needed for the army. Clinging to useless weapons like revolvers, when the Germans have submachine guns, is typical of the British army, but I believe the real reason for the order it to prevent weapons getting into “the wrong” hands.

Both E. and G.4 insistent that I should go to Canada if the worst comes to the worst, in order to stay alive and keep up propaganda. I will go if I have some function, e.g., if the government were transferred to Canada and I had some kind of job, but not as a refugee, nor as an expatriate journalist squealing from a safe distance. There are too many of these exiled “anti-fascists” already. Better to die if necessary, and maybe even as propaganda one’s death might achieve more than going abroad and living more or less unwanted on other people’s charity. Not that I want to die; I have so much to live for, in spite of poor health and having no children.

Another government leaflet this morning, on treatment of air-raid casualties. The leaflets are getting much better in tone and language, and the broadcasts are also better, especially Duff-Cooper’s, which in fact are ideal for anyone down to the £5-a-week level. But there is still nothing in really demotic speech, nothing that will move the poorer working class or even be quite certainly intelligible. Most educated people simply don’t realise how little impression abstract words make on the a verage man. When Acland was sending round his asinine “Manifesto of Plain Men” (written by himself and signed on the dotted line by “plain men” whom he selected) he told me he had the first draft vetted by the Mass Observers, who tried it on working men, and found that the most fantastic misunderstandings arose … … The first sign that things are really happening in England will be the disappearance of that horrible plummy voice from the radio. Watching in public bars, I have noticed that working men only pay attention to the broadcasts when some bit of demotic speech creeps in.5 E. however claims, with some truth I think, that uneducated people are often moved by a speech in solemn language which they don’t actually understand but feel to be impressive. E.g. Mrs. A.6 is impressed by Churchill’s speeches, though not understanding them word for word.

25.6.40: Last night an air raid warning about 1 a.m. It was a false alarm as regards London, but evidently there was a real raid somewhere. We got up and dressed, but did not go to the shelter. This is what everyone did, i.e. got up and then simply stood about talking, which seems very foolish. But it seems natural to get up when one hears the siren, and then in the absence of gunfire or other excitement one is ashamed to go to the shelter.

I saw in one of yesterday’s papers that gas masks are being issued in America, though people have to pay for them. Gas masks are probably useless to the civilian population in England and almost certainly so in America. The issue of them is simply a symbol of national solidarity, the first step towards wearing a uniform ….. As soon as war started the carrying or not carrying of a gas mask assumed social and political implications. In the first few days people like myself who refused to carry one were stared at and it was generally assumed that the non-carriers were “left”. Then the habit wore off, and the assumption was that a person who carried a gas mask was of the ultra-cautious type, the suburban rate-payer type. With the bad news the habit has revived and I should think 20 per cent now carry them. But you are still a little stared at if you carry one without being in uniform. Until the big raids have happened and it is grasped that the Germans don’t, in fact, use gas, the extent to which masks are carried will probably be a pretty good index of the impression the war news is making on the public.

Went this afternoon to the recruiting office to put my name down for the  Home Service Battalions. Have to go again on Friday to be medically examined, but as it is for men from 30 to 50 I suppose the standards are low. The man who took my name, etc., was the usual imbecile, an old soldier with medals of the last war, who could barely write. In writing capital letters he more than once actually wrote them upside down.

27.6.40: It appears that the night before last, during the air-raid alarm, many people all over London were woken by the All Clear signal, took that for the warning and went to the shelters and stayed there till morning, waiting for the All Clear. This after ten months of war and God knows how many explanations of the air-raid precautions.

The fact that the government hasn’t this time had to do a recruiting campaign has had a deadening effect on propaganda …. A striking thing is the absence of any propaganda posters of a general kind, dealing with the struggle against Fascism, etc. If only someone would show the M.O.I.7 the posters used in the Spanish war, even the Franco ones for that matter. But how can these people possibly rouse the nation against Fascism when they themselves are subjectively pro-Fascist and were buttering up Mussolini till almost the moment when Italy entered the war? Butler,8 answering questions about the Spanish occupation of Tangier, says H.M. Government has “accepted the word” of the Spanish government that the Spaniards are only doing so in order to preserve Tangier’s neutrality—this after Falangist demonstrations in Madrid to celebrate the “conquest” of Tangier …. This morning’s papers publish a “denial” that Hoare9 in Madrid is asking questions about an armistice. In other words he is doing so. Only question—can we get rid of these people in the next few weeks, before it is too late?

The unconscious treacherousness of the British ruling class in what is in effect a class war is too obvious to be worth mentioning. The difficult question is how much deliberate treachery exists ….. L.M.,10 who knows or at least has met all these people, says that with individual exceptions like Churchill the entire British aristocracy is utterly corrupt and lacking in the most ordinary patriotism, caring in fact for nothing except preserving their own standards of life. He says that they are also intensely class-conscious and recognise clearly the community of their interests with those of rich people elsewhere. The idea that Mussolini might fall has always been a nightmare to them, he says. Up to date L.M’s predictions about the war, made the day it began, have been very correct. He said nothing would happen all the winter, Italy would be treated with great respect and then suddenly come in against us, and the German aim would be to force on England a puppet government through which Hitler could rule Britain without the mass of the public grasping what was happening…  …. The only point where L.M. proved wrong is that like myself he assumed Russia would continue to collaborate with Germany, which now looks as if it may not happen. But then the Russians probably did not expect France to collapse so suddenly. If they can bring it off, Pétain and Co. are working towards the same kind of doublecross against Russia as Russia previously worked against England. It was interesting that at the time of the Russo-German pact nearly everyone assumed that the pact was all to Russia’s advantage and that Stalin had in some way “stopped” Hitler, though one had only to look at the map in order to see that this was not so ….. In western Europe Communism and left extremism generally are now almost entirely a form of masturbation. People who are in fact without power over events console themselves by pretending that they are in some way controlling events. From the Communist point of view, nothing matters so long as they can persuade themselves that Russia is on top. It now seems doubtful whether the Russians gained much more from the pact than a breathing-space, though they did this much better than we did at Munich. Perhaps England and the U.S.S.R. will be forced into alliance after all, an interesting instance of real interests overriding the most hearty ideological hatred.

The New Leader11 is now talking about the “betrayal” by Pétain and Co. and the “workers’ struggle” against Hitler. Presumably they would be in favour of a “workers” resistance if Hitler invaded England. And what will the workers fight with? With weapons. Yet the I.L.P. clamour simultaneously for sabotage in the arms factories. These people live almost entirely in a masturbation fantasy, conditioned by the fact that nothing they say or do will ever influence events, not even the turning-out of a single shell.

28.6.40: Horribly depressed by the way things are turning out. Went this morning for my medical board and was turned down, my grade being C., in which they aren’t at present taking any men in any corps… … What is appalling is the unimaginativeness of a system which can find no use for a man who is below the average level of fitness but at least is not an invalid. An army needs an immense amount of clerical work, most of which is done by people who are perfectly healthy and only half-literate …. One could forgive the government for failing to employ the intelligentsia, who on the whole are politically unreliable, if they were making any attempt to mobilise the manpower of the nation and change people over from the luxury trades to productive work. This simply isn’t happening, as one can see by looking down any street.

The Russians entered Bessarabia to-day. Practically no interest aroused, and the few remarks I could overhear were mildly approving or at least not hostile. Cf. the intense popular anger over the invasion of Finland. I don’t think the difference is due to a perception that Finland and Rumania are different propositions. It is probably because of our own desperate straits and the notion that this move may embarrass Hitler—as I believe it must, though evidently sanctioned by him.




645. Drama Review

Time and Tide, 29 June 1940

Thunder Rock by Robert Ardrey; Neighbourhood

This is not a happy moment for theatrical producers, and it is not surprising if such new plays as are still appearing are to be found in small experimental theatres in un-get-at-able back streets. The Neighbourhood Theatre, which is the latest recruit to the company of the Gate, the Torch and the Threshold, has just opened its career with Thunder Rock, with Michael Redgrave in the leading part.

Thunder Rock is a queer play, a mixture of ghosts and politics, with American dialogue (it first appeared at the Group Theatre, New York). The hero, Charleston, is the keeper of a lighthouse built on a lonely rock upon which, ninety years earlier, a ship was wrecked with the loss of its captain and six passengers. It soon appears that he has chosen this job from sheer misanthropy, as the best way of getting away from the world of 1939. A chance encounter with his old friend Streeter, who is solving the same problem by going out to die as an airman in the Sino-Japanese War, does not alter his feeling that all action is futile. So deep is his desire to get away from living creatures that he even shoots the gulls that interfere with his solitude. The second act, however, reveals that he actually has company in his lighthouse, though it is of a very peculiar kind.

Throughout the rest of the play he is in a sense alone, all the other actors being ghosts. They are, of course, the ghosts of the seven persons who were drowned here ninety years before. As he talks to them, it at first appears that they are just as futile and ineffectual as the creatures of today. The Swiftian view of life seems to be justified. Rather suddenly, however, there appears another fact, and that is that the lives of these people were not altogether futile, for many of the things they strove for, and which then seemed unattainable, have come to pass. By the standards of 1849 the world of 1939 is not altogether a bad place. To decent-minded people the prospect looks black enough, but not blacker than it looked in 1849, when reaction had triumphed everywhere. Quite possibly our present evils, even including war, will disappear like leprosy and bubonic plague, which so short a while ago seemed part of the “order of nature”. Upon this recognition the ghosts vanish, leaving Charleston somewhat more inclined to continue with the business of active life.

Mr Redgrave’s acting rather overwhelms the rest of the company, though Mr Percy Parsons and Mr Bernard Miles also deserve mention. This play ought not to be missed, especially in such a time of drought as the present. The Neighbourhood Theatre is in Harrington Road, a few minutes from South Kensington Station, and the club subscription is only half a crown.




646. War-time Diary

29.6.40: The British government has recognised de Gaulle,1 but apparently in some equivocal manner, i.e. it has not stated that it will not recognise the Pétain government.

One very hopeful thing is that the press is on our side and retains its independence …. . But contained in this is the difficulty that the “freedom” of the press really means that it depends on vested interests and largely (through its advertisements) on the luxury trades. Newspapers which would resist direct treachery can’t take a strong line about cutting down luxuries when they live by advertising chocolates and silk stockings.

30.6.40: This afternoon a parade in Regent’s Park2 of the L.D.V. of the whole “zone”, i. e. 12 platoons of theoretically about 60 men each (actually a little under strength at present.) Predominantly old soldiers and, allowing for the dreadful appearance that men drilling in mufti always present, not a bad lot. Perhaps 25 per cent are working class. If that percentage exists in the Regent’s Park area, it must be much higher in some others. What I do not yet know is whether there has been any tendency to avoid raising L.D.V. contingents in very poor districts where the whole direction would have to be in working-class hands. At present the whole organisation is in an anomalous and confused state which has many different possibilities. Already people are spontaneously forming local defence squads and hand-grenades are probably being manufactured by amateurs. The higher-ups are no doubt thoroughly frightened by these tendencies …. The general inspecting the parade was the usual senile imbecile, actually decrepit, and made one of the most uninspiring speeches I ever heard. The men, however, very ready to be inspired. Loud cheering at the news that rifles have arrived at last.

Yesterday the news of Balbo’s3 death was on the posters as C.4 and the M.’s5 and I walked down the street. C. and I thoroughly pleased, C. relating how Balbo and his friends had taken the chief of the Senussi up in an aeroplane and thrown him out, and even the M.’s (all but pure pacifists) were not ill-pleased, I think. E. also delighted. Later in the evening (I spent the night at Crooms Hill6) we found a mouse which had slipped down into the sink and could not get up the sides. We went to great pains to make a sort of staircase of boxes of soap flakes, etc., by which it could climb out, but by this time it was so terrified that it fled under the lead strip at the edge of the sink and would not move, even when we left it alone for half an hour or so. In the end E. gently took it out with her fingers and let it go. This sort of thing does not matter …. . but when I remember how the Thetis7 disaster upset me, actually to the point of interfering with my appetite, I do think it a dreadful effect of war that one is actually pleased to hear of an enemy submarine going to the bottom.




647. Review of English Ways by Jack Hilton; with an Introduction by J. Middleton Murry and Photographs by J. Dixon Scott

The Adelphi, July 1940

Jack Hilton’s book, which is the story of a tramp half across England and back, with his wife and himself pushing their tent and other belongings in a perambulator, has for its “title-quote” a couplet from Crabbe1 or some kindred author. A better one would have been:


“For he might have been a Roos-i-an,

“A French or Turk or Proos-i-an,

“Or perhaps Eyetal-i-an:

“But in spite of all temptat-i-ons

“To belong to other nat-i-ons

“He remains an Englishman.

“He remains an Englishman!”2



And how much an Englishman! Like a prize Sealyham terrier or Leghorn cock, he has all the “points” developed to the verge of caricature. Lytton Strachey, in his essay on Stendhal, remarked that people who have the national characteristics in an exaggerated form are not always approved of by their own countrymen. He instanced Shelley and Nelson, and if he had been writing a little later he would probably have added D. H. Lawrence. It is rather the same with Jack Hilton, whose vagabondish, almost anti-social attitude to life is only the native English anarchism pushed a little beyond the normal.

Once or twice in this book he refers to himself as a “lumpenproletarian”. He is not actually that, but he does belong to the poorer working class, the people who make up the bulk of the English population and whom in the normal way we never hear about. Reading Jack Hilton’s book, one realises how unsatisfactory these people are from the point of view of all the Nosey Parkers who are constantly trying to elevate them. They are, for instance, completely irreligious. In the Catholic ages they were probably not so, but since then the Church has lost all hold on them, except for a sort of blackmail-hold in the rural districts, and the sects never made much headway. Then again, though deeply moral, they are not puritanical. Their chosen pleasures are exactly the ones that the religious and the secular reformer unite in disapproving. Gambling, for example. Jack Hilton is evidently an inveterate gambler, in a small way. The high spot of his journey is a visit to the Derby, and Ascot week runs it a good second. He belongs to, or at least he understands, the crowds who fill the cheap seats at Lords, line the streets at royal weddings, and swell the profits of the football pools. At the Derby he is not above waiting outside the Royal enclosure to see the King arrive, and feeling a pang of disappointment because it is only a motor car that he comes in and not a coach and six. Although with part of his mind he can see through it and despise it, he enjoys a bit of glitter and swagger, and does not object to ladies in £50 dresses and gentlemen in grey top-hats and spongebag trousers. One feels instinctively that his favourite kings would be Charles II and Edward VII.

But from the point of view of the doctrinaire socialist such a man is equally hopeless. Of course Jack Hilton is “left”, as any thinking person below the £10 a week level must be, but the orthodoxy which even the mildest socialist would demand is impossible to him. He is pragmatical, a hater of theory, deeply infected with the English tradition of patching up and “making do”, and, above all, he is not unhappy. Necessarily one makes men into socialists by making them discontented, and in a fairly prosperous capitalist society that is not so easy. Moreover in modern England the conditions of class war do not exist. One sees this fact everywhere in Jack Hilton’s work. He is troubled by the itch of class-difference, mildly dislikes the bourgeoisie, but he would not massacre them even if he could, and looking round him in contemporary society he observes almost as much good as evil. When he sees a filthy slum he denounces it as it ought to be denounced; but on the other hand when he sees a good piece of slum-clearance (probably done by a Conservative corporation) he praises it almost as fervently. For “we must praise where there is cause as well as grouse when we find things awful”—very shocking, of course, but it probably gives one a truer idea of what the proletariat really do think than one can get from the Marxist textbooks, and it gives one a hint of what a proletarian revolution might be like, if such a thing could happen.

Our civilisation has put itself on record very elaborately in the years between the two world wars. If the British Museum library survives the bombings and heresy-hunts of the next twenty years, the people of 2000 A.D. will know us a great deal better than we know our ancestors. This book, in which life is seen mainly from the under side, is a valuable addition to contemporary history. It is more than I have indicated, because it happens to be the book of an individualist, a man who likes the country better than the town, does not object to solitude, has an eye for trees and flowers and prefers craftsmanship to mass production. But chiefly it is valuable for its glimpses of English working-class life in the late capitalist age, of the England of totes, dog-races, football pools, Woolworth’s, the pictures, Gracie Fields, Wall’s ice cream, potato crisps, celanese stockings, dart-boards, pin-tables, cigarettes, cups of tea, and Saturday evenings in the four ale bar. Lord knows how much of this civilisation, founded upon foreign investments and neglected agriculture, can survive, but it was a good civilisation while it lasted, and the people who grow up in it will carry some of their gentleness and decency into the iron ages that are coming.




648. Review of What Do Boys and Girls Read? by A. J. Jenkinson1

Life and Letters, July 1940

This book, compiled mostly from questionnaires directed to teachers and pupils at Secondary and Elementary Schools, is a useful sociological fragment, a sort of detailed footnote to the researches of the Mass Observers.

Mr. Jenkinson’s main object was to decide whether the teaching of English literature, as now practised, is of any value and has any real relationship to the development of the child. He concludes that to drive a child of fourteen through Addison’s Essays is useless if not positively harmful, and that the less literature is taught as an examinable “subject” the better. But incidentally his researches have brought out a number of interesting points. One is the sharp difference between children in the Secondary Schools and those of the same age in the “Senior” Schools (higher forms of Elementary Schools). The former have been picked out by the scholarship system and belong to a more intellectual and more slowly-maturing type. The Secondary schoolgirl of fourteen is still a child, but a child with fairly good literary taste. The Elementary schoolgirl of the same age is for most purposes an under-developed adult; she is already reading sensational erotic novelettes side by side with “comics” of the most infantile kind. Another point is the phase of philistinism that most children seem to go through between the ages of twelve and fourteen. And another is the importance of the “blood” (or “penny dreadful”) in the development of the child. It seems that nearly all English-teachers now recognize this. Attempts to suppress the reading of “bloods” have ceased, and some teachers even state that they make use of them in their English lessons.

But the most striking point of all is the improvement in literacy and intelligence that is unquestionably taking place. Mr. Jenkinson, starting out with very high standards, seems rather to underrate this. He gives detailed lists of the books taken out of school libraries, and though, of course, there is an immense consumption of trash, the fact remains that the children of both sexes do voluntarily read great numbers of “good” books in their spare time. Dickens (especially David Copperfield), Defoe, and Stevenson are steady favourites, and Wells, Kipling, Blackmore, Tom Hughes, Conan Doyle, and G. K. Chesterton all appear in the lists. Poetry is less well-represented, the favourite poems usually being patriotic battle-pieces, but Shakespeare seems to be fairly extensively read. Considering that the children under examination are aged 12–15 and belong to the poorest class in the community, these results are extremely encouraging. It also appears that nearly all children now read the newspapers, and read the news as well as the comic columns, etc. It is unfortunate that the favourite paper should in most cases be the Daily Mail, but a child’s choice of papers is governed by that of its parents. Except for the Herald, no left-wing paper appears to have any footing among school-children.

Students of social change should lay by this book. It casts a lot of light on the direction in which society is moving, and, were they capable of using it, could give valuable hints to the left-wing propagandists who at present totally fail to reach the mass of the population.




649. War-time Diary

1.7.40: Newspapers now reduced to 6 pages, i.e., 3 sheets.1 Print reduced in size. Rough analysis of to-day’s News-Chronicle: 6 pages = 48 columns. Of these (excluding small adverts. besides headlines on front page) 15 columns or nearly one third are adverts. About 1½ columns of this are taken up in notices of situations vacant, etc., but the greater part of the ad.s are for more or less useless consumption goods. The financial columns also overlap with the advertisements, some of the reports of directors’ meetings, etc., probably being paid for by the companies themselves.

To-day’s Express consists of 6 pages = 42 columns, of which 12 are taken up in advertisements.

Rumours in all to-day’s papers that Balbo was actually bumped off by his own side, as in the case of General von Fritsch.2 Nowadays when any eminent person is killed in battle this suggestion inevitably arises. Cases in the Spanish war were Durutti and General Mola.3 The rumour about Balbo is based on a statement by the R.A.F. that they know nothing about the air-fight in which Balbo is alleged to have been killed. If this is a lie, as it well may be, it is one of the first really good strokes the British propaganda has brought off.

3.7.40: Everywhere a feeling of something near despair among thinking people because of the failure of the government to act and the continuance of dead minds and pro-Fascists in positions of command. Growing recognition that the only thing that would certainly right the situation is an unsuccessful invasion; and coupled with this a growing fear that Hitler won’t after all attempt the invasion but will go for Africa and the Near East.




650. Review of Facing the Odds by Douglas Goldring

Tribune, 5 July 1940

Subject: Mr. Goldring’s reflections on life in general, and especially on architecture, travels in France, literature, Fascism and Mr. Chamberlain. Mr. Goldring is that creature between two stools, a Socialist with a love of the past. For long associated with the Georgian Group and the Society for the Protection of Ancient Buildings, he has had to fight not only against the wreckers of London architecture but also against the notion that any kind of respect for good craftsmanship or historical association is sentimental and reactionary. Particularly good is his chapter on a Sunday walk in the City, the little-known pubs along the river side, the neglected beauties of Greenwich and the relics of ancient London in Spitalfields, Shoreditch, Hoxton, Clerkenwell, Pentonville and Islington.

Accuracy, Readability: Everything that Mr. Goldring writes is readable. He is not only a highly skilled journalist but a man who speaks his mind, not without violence. As to accuracy, one minor point catches the eye. He says that “there has not been found one independent author of even second-rate standing to advance any defence of the foreign policy pursued by the ‘National’ Government since 1931.” Alas, this is not altogether true, as a glance at the Fascist and near-Fascist press would show. The near-Fascists among English writers have quite as much talent between them as any other group.




651. War-time Diary

5.7.40: The almost complete lack of British casualties in the action against the French warships at Oran1 makes it pretty clear that the French seamen must have refused to serve the guns, or at any rate did so without much enthusiasm …. In spite of the to-do in the papers about “French fleet out of action”, etc., etc., it appears from the list of ships actually given that about half the French navy is not accounted for, and no doubt more than half the submarines. But how many have actually fallen into German or Italian hands, and how many are still on the oceans, there is nothing in the papers to show… … The frightful outburst of fury by the German radio (if rightly reported, actually calling on the English people to hang Churchill in Trafalgar Square) shows how right it was to make this move.




652. To John Lehmann

6 July 1940 Typewritten

18 Dorset Chambers Chagford Street Ivor Place NW 1

Dear Lehmann,1

Thanks for your two letters, which arrived in one envelope. I am very sorry I have written nothing for you after promising I would. I began something,2 then the war started to get serious. I just can’t write with this kind of thing going on. I have written nothing except book reviews etc. for a long time past, and also my time has been rather filled up with helping with the L.D.V. What is so terrible about this kind of situation is to be able to do nothing. The gov.t° won’t use me in any capacity, not even a clerk, and I have failed to get into the army because of my lungs. It is a terrible thing to feel oneself useless and at the same time on every side to see halfwits and profascists filling important jobs. However, things are moving a little. I was informed at the W.O.3 that it is not° longer held against a man to have fought in the Spanish civil war. Of course you can use the elephant sketch4 again if you like. Two guineas would be very handsome. As to the photo referred to in your other letter, does it have to be a real portrait or will a snap do? I don’t photograph well as a rule. The enclosed was taken for a carte d’identite° or something and is a very good likeness, but I don’t know whether it would enlarge. In case I have to be properly photographed my address is as above, at any rate for the next week or so. I have been living in London because I am now doing theatre criticism for Time & Tide.

Yours

George Orwell




653. To Sacheverell Sitwell

6 July 1940 Typewritten

18 Dorset Chambers Chagford Street Ivor Place NW 1

Dear Mr. Sitwell,1

I had your book on poltergeists to review for “Horizon” and was very interested by it. I could only do a review of about 600 words and I don’t know whether they’ll print all of that, as they haven’t much space. When I read that very creepy incident you describe of the girl medium dressing dummies or arranging clothes about the room, it brought back to me a memory of 10 years ago which I thought you might like to hear, as I believe it has a remote bearing on your subject.

About ten years ago I was out for a walk on Walberswick common, near Southwold, in Suffolk, with a backward boy I was tutor to at the time. Under a gorse bush the boy noticed a neatly tied-up parcel and drew my attention to it. It was a cardboard box about 10″ by 6″ by 3″ deep. Inside we found that it was lined with cloth and made up like a little room, with tiny furniture made of matchwood and scraps of cloth glued together. There were also (for the sake of complete accuracy I must say that I am not sure whether these were in the same box or another) some tiny female garments including underclothes. There was also a scrap of paper with “This is not bad is it?” (or nearly those words) written on it in an evidently feminine hand. The neatness and flimsiness of the whole thing made me feel sure it had been made by a woman. What chiefly impressed me was that anyone should go to the trouble of making this thing, which would have meant some hours’ work, then carefully tie it up in a parcel and thrust it away under a bush, and in a rather remote spot at that. For what such “intuitive” feelings are worth, I may say that I felt convinced (a) that it had been put there with the intention that someone should find it, and (b) that it had been made by someone suffering from some kind of sexual aberration. Walberswick has a very small population and one could probably have deduced who was responsible with a little trouble. I may add that the boy I was with could have had nothing to do with it. He was not only very backward but was a cripple and so clumsy with his hands as to have been quite incapable of anything of the kind. The strange thing is that I do not remember what finally happened to the box. To the best of my recollection we put it back under the bush and on coming back some days later found it was gone. At any rate I didn’t keep it, which would seem the natural thing to do. I have often puzzled over the incident since, and always with the feeling that there was something vaguely unwholesome in the appearance of the little room and the clothes. Then in your book you linked up the doll-dressing impulse in girls with definite mental aberration, and it struck me that this affair had a sort of bearing on the subject. The fact that I promptly remembered the incident when reading that passage in your book seems to establish a kind of connection.

I have ventured to write to you though not knowing you. Possibly you have seen some of my books however. I believe your sister at any rate knows of me as we have a common friend in Geoffrey Gorer.2

Yours sincerely

George Orwell




654. War-time Diary

10.7.40: They have disabled the French battleship Richelieu, which was in Dakar harbour.1 But no move to seize any of the French West African ports, which no doubt are not strongly held …. . According to Vernon Bartlett,2 the Germans are going to make a peace offer along the lines I foresaw earlier, i.e. England to keep out of Europe but retain the Empire, and the Churchill government to go out and be replaced by one acceptable to Hitler. The presumption is that a faction anxious to agree to this exists in England, and no doubt a shadow cabinet has been formed. It seems almost incredible that anyone should imagine that the mass of the people would tolerate such an arrangement, unless they had been fought to a standstill first  …. . The Duke of Windsor3 has been shipped off as Governor of the Bahamas, virtually a sentence of exile … … The book Gollancz has brought out, Guilty Men, the usual “indictment” of the Munich crowd, is selling like hot cakes. According to Time, the American Communists are working hand in glove with the local Nazis to prevent American arms getting to England. One can’t be sure how much local freedom of action the various Communists have. Till very recently it appeared that they had none. Of late however they have sometimes pursued contradictory policies in different countries. It is possible that they are allowed to abandon the “line” when strict clinging to it would mean extinction.




655. Review of The Iron Heel by Jack London; The Sleeper Wakes1 by H. G. Wells; Brave New World by Aldous Huxley; The Secret of the League by Ernest Bramah

Tribune, 12 July 1940

The reprinting of Jack London’s The Iron Heel (Werner Laurie 5/–) brings within general reach a book which has been much sought after during the years of Fascist aggression. Like others of Jack London’s books it has been widely read in Germany, and it has had the reputation of being an accurate forecast of the Coming of Hitler. In reality it is not that. It is merely a tale of capitalist oppression, and it was written at a time when various things that have made Fascism possible—for instance, the tremendous revival of nationalism—were not easy to foresee.

Where London did show special insight, however, was in realising that the transition to Socialism was not going to be automatic or even easy. The capitalist class was not going to “perish of its own contradictions” like a flower dying at the end of the season. The capitalist class was quite clever enough to see what was happening, to sink its own differences and counterattack against the workers; and the resulting struggle would be the most bloody and unscrupulous the world had ever seen.

It is worth comparing The Iron Heel with another imaginative novel of the future which was written somewhat earlier and to which it owes something, H. G. Wells’ The Sleeper Wakes (Collins, 2/6). By doing so one can see both London’s limitations and also the advantage he enjoyed in not being, like Wells, a fully civilized man. As a book, The Iron Heel is hugely inferior. It is clumsily written, it shows no grasp of scientific possibilities, and the hero is the kind of human gramophone who is now disappearing even from Socialist tracts. But because of his own streak of savagery London could grasp something that Wells apparently could not, and that is that hedonistic societies do not endure.

Everyone who has ever read The Sleeper Wakes remembers it. It is a vision of a glittering, sinister world in which society had hardend into a caste-system and the workers are permanently enslaved. It is also a world without purpose, in which the upper castes for whom the workers toil are completely soft, cynical and faithless. There is no consciousness of any object in life, nothing corresponding to the fervour of the revolutionary or the religious martyr.

In Aldous Huxley’s Brave New World (Chatto & Windus, 4/-), a sort of post-war parody of the Wellsian Utopia, these tendencies are immensely exaggerated. Here the hedonistic principle is pushed to its utmost, the whole world has turned into a Riviera hotel. But though Brave New World was a brilliant caricature of the present (the present of 1930), it probably casts no light on the future. No society of that kind would last more than a couple of generations, because a ruling class which thought principally in terms of a “good time” would soon lose its vitality. A ruling class has got to have a strict morality, a quasi-religious belief in itself, a mystique. London was aware of this, and though he describes the caste of plutocrats who rule the world for seven centuries as inhuman monsters, he does not describe them as idlers or sensualists. They can only maintain their position while they honestly believe that civilization depends on themselves alone, and therefore in a different way they are just as brave, able and devoted as the revolutionaries who oppose them.

In an intellectual way London accepted the conclusions of Marxism, and he imagined that the “contradictions” of capitalism, the unconsumable surplus and so forth, would persist even after the capitalist class had organised themselves into a single corporate body. But temperamentally he was very different from the majority of Marxists. With his love of violence and physical strength, his belief in “natural aristocracy,” his animal-worship and exaltation of the primitive, he had in him what one might fairly call a Fascist strain. This probably helped him to understand just how the possessing class would behave when once they were seriously menaced.

It is just here that Marxian Socialists have usually fallen short. Their interpretation of history has been so mechanistic that they have failed to foresee dangers that were obvious to people who had never heard the name of Marx. It is sometimes urged against Marx that he failed to predict the rise of Fascism. I do not know whether he predicted it or not—at that date he could only have done so in very general terms—but it is at any rate certain that his followers failed to see any danger in Fascism until they themselves were at the gates of the concentration camp. A year or more after Hitler had risen to power official Marxism was still proclaiming that Hitler was of no importance and “social-fascism” (i.e., democracy) was the real enemy. London would probably not have made this mistake. His instincts would have warned him that Hitler was dangerous. He knew that economic laws do not operate in the same way as the law of gravity, that they can be held up for long periods by people who, like Hitler, believe in their own destiny.

The Iron Heel and The Sleeper Wakes are both written from the popular standpoint. Brave New World, though primarily an attack on hedonism, is also by implication an attack on totalitarianism and caste rule. It is interesting to compare them with a less well-known Utopia which treats the class struggle from the upper or rather the middle-class point of view, Ernest Bramah’s The Secret of the League.

The Secret of the League was written in 1907, when the growth of the labour movement was beginning to terrify the middle class, who wrongly imagined that they were menaced from below and not from above. As a political forecast it is trivial, but it is of great interest for the light it casts on the mentality of the struggling middle class.

The author imagines a Labour Government coming into office with so huge a majority that it is impossible to dislodge them. They do not, however, introduce a full Socialist economy. They merely continue to operate capitalism for their own benefit by constantly raising wages, creating a huge army of bureaucrats and taxing the upper classes out of existence. The country is therefore “going to the dogs” in the familiar manner; moreover in their foreign politics the Labour Government behave rather like the National Government between 1931 and 1939. Against this there arises a secret conspiracy of the middle and upper classes. The manner of their revolt is very ingenious, provided that one looks upon capitalism as something internal. It is the method of the consumers’ strike. Over a period of two years the upper-class conspirators secretly hoard fuel-oil and convert coal-burning plant to oil-burning; then they suddenly boycott the principal British industry, the coal industry. The miners are faced with a situation in which they will be able to sell no coal for two years. There is vast unemployment and distress, ending in civil war, in which (thirty years before General Franco!) the upper classes receive foreign aid. After their victory they abolish the trade unions and institute a “strong” non-parliamentary régime—in other words a régime that we should now describe as Fascist. The tone of the book is good-natured, as it could afford to be at that date, but the trend of thought is unmistakeable.

Why should a decent and kindly writer like Ernest Bramah2 find the crushing of the proletariat a pleasant vision? It is simply the reaction of a struggling class which felt itself menaced not so much in its economic position as in its code of conduct and way of life. One can see the same purely social antagonism to the working class in an earlier writer of much greater calibre, George Gissing. Time and Hitler have taught the middle classes a great deal, and perhaps they will not again side with their oppressors against their natural allies. But whether they do so or not depends partly on how they are handled, and the stupidity of Socialist propaganda, with its constant baiting of the “petty bourgeois,” has a lot to answer for.


On 16 August 1940, Tribune published a comment on Orwell’s 12 July review, by E. W. and M. M. Robson, of Kirkbean, Dumfries, to which Orwell replied in the same issue.



George Orwell in reviewing the re-issues of Jack London’s The Iron Heel and Aldous Huxley’s Brave New World in a recent issue of TRIBUNE says concerning London’s book that “it was merely a tale of capitalist oppression” and that it was written at a time when various things that have made Fascism possible were not easy to foretell.

Every possible explanation has already been put forward by innumerable writers for the emergence of Fascism and Nazism except the simple, the most obvious explanation, and the one that is most likely to be vehemently attacked when propounded, and that is that such books as The Iron Heel and Brave New World and the countless mass of similar malevolent “predictions” were not really predictions so much as the cultural blue-prints which gave the malevolent among society’s leaders a bent in that direction.

That this is so has never been suspected hitherto, because literature and the drama have always been regarded as satisfactions to be enjoyed by the individual. Therefore whatever ideas were presented in that palatable form, no matter how derogatory a picture of life was put forward that picture was absorbed into the social sub-conscious to condition future action. But if that same set of precepts had been offered as “straight” propaganda to the public, as a straightforward advocacy of derogatory behaviour, if that is to say the appeal were made through the conscious and rational sense, and not through the subconscious, upon the political platform and not through the novel and the drama, that set of derogatory precepts would never have gained acceptance anywhere in the world.

If Hitler and Mussolini have succeeded in imposing their malevolent doctrine upon their own peoples it is because that body of ideas we call culture had already done its work upon the minds of the people of both Italy and Germany before ever these men had reached actual power.

Nothing could demonstrate more vividly the connection between a cultural presentation and its subsequent social realisation: between the thought expressed and the deed performed in real life, than Fritz Lang’s film “M” which was made and distributed throughout Germany just a year or two before Hitler came to power. It is obvious that no one who was engaged in the making of this film was motivated by any desire to bring Nazidom to power, since nearly all are now in exile. Yet whether made consciously or unconsciously, the fact remains that the true nature of the Nazi régime was being planted in the minds of the German people with this film, one of many hundreds of others of the same school.

• George Orwell writes: It is an interesting theory, but I doubt whether mere imaginative forecasts like The Iron Heel or Brave New World have had the direct influence here attributed to them. In an inverted way official Socialist literature, especially the more bloodthirsty kind, may have played its part in the rise of Fascism. But what the Robsons seems to imply is that the Fascist or other counter-revolutionary is simply a Marxist standing on his head, a man who foresees the victory of the proletariat and deliberately makes up his mind to prevent it. More probably a man who could see as far into the future as that would realise that he was swimming against the stream of history, and would go over to the popular side; or if he still fought for his privileges, it would be without conviction. What actually happens is that some envious petit-bourgeois like Hitler is infuriated by Socialist propaganda, feels himself menaced, and produces a counter-theory—something like the German racial nonsense, for instance—which he believes in and therefore can fight for. I don’t think anyone need fear that by writing, for instance, a forecast of a British Fascist state he is “putting ideas” into the head of some local Hitler. The ideas will get there of their own accord, so long as the class struggle is a reality.


The following week, 23 August, the Robsons responded to Orwell’s reply; to this he did not answer.



In George Orwell’s footnote reply to our letter he has persisted in the rather dangerously widespread error of regarding Hitler and Mussolini as isolates, as detached individuals, who, to quote Mr. Orwell, “happen to be envious petit-bourgeois infuriated by Socialist propaganda.”

The whole point of our case is that the problem is not one that concerns an individual here and there, but that it is a social problem. It is one that concerns the nature of the ideas permeating throughout society as a whole. Without the pre-requisite of a certain general level of consciousness among a people, no such high-spot symptom of that consciousness as Hitler in Germany could possibly have emerged.

The social consciousness of pre-Hitler Germany was not, of course, a rational thing, but something which was sub-rational. It had been culturally induced for centuries through the anti-social, bizarre, Romantic cults for which Germany has been notorious, and which, as we explained, Fritz Lang’s “M” was one of the last, most terrifying pre-Hitler expressions.

This is an aspect of social life that the Russians, for instance, appear to have taken no notice of judging by their unthinking plodding in the footsteps of the German literary and dramatic traditions.

The failure to appreciate the swiftly changing character of the new world since the coming of the new idea-disseminating instruments is partially responsible for the Russo-Nazi pact.

Russia has thus lost the lead to the English-speaking peoples, who, in action not in wordy polemics, are cleaning the world for the next stage in human evolution.




656. Drama Reviews

Time and Tide, 13 July 1940

Chu Chin Chow by Oscar Asche, music by Frederic Norton; Palace

Watching “Oscar Asche’s immortal spectacle”, I do not think I was the only person in the audience who wondered to himself, “Is it really possible that this tripe once ran for five years continuously? And if so, why?”1 It is true that Chu Chin Chow is a less gorgeous spectacle than it used to be, unless my memory is deceiving me. There seem to be less dancers, with more clothes on, and certainly there are no camels, though there is a donkey that makes one or two appearances. But it is difficult to explain why this romanticized version of Ali Baba—far inferior, except for one or two catchy tunes, to the average pantomime—should have been the greatest stage hit of modern times, unless one regards it as a plea for polygamy. As such, it provided an atmosphere of “escape” at a time when people were badly in need of one. And whether it enjoys a similar success this time will probably depend upon whether the present war settles down into the same murderous stagnation as the last.

Chu Chin Chow first appeared at a time when there seemed no particular reason why the war should not go on for ever. From the Belgian coast to the Swiss frontier there was continuous slaughter with no appreciable result, while behind the lines life went on almost normally. It had come to be accepted as a sort of natural law that any male was likely to be blown to pieces before he was twenty years old. The working classes suffered heavily, and a whole generation of the middle class was practically wiped out, as one can see by looking through the old boys’ list of any public school. Boys of eighteen went straight from school to an officers’ training camp, and within another year they were dead. But before that year was over there were one or two delirious weeks of leave, with the back pay that had been piling up while you were in the trenches, and plenty of girls to help you spend it. You came back with the mud of Flanders still on your boots, plunged into a Turkish bath, then went to dinner at the Criterion and then to Chu Chin Chow. The charm lay in the fantastic unreality of the whole thing, and the droves of women, practically naked and painted to an agreeable walnut-juice tint. It was a never-never land, the “gorgeous East”, where, as is well known, everyone has fifty wives and spends his time lying on a divan, eating pomegranates. In this vulgar spectacle a doomed generation of boys got a sort of dreamlike glimpse of all the ease and pleasure that they would never have. Perhaps it is worth noticing that, about contemporaneously with Chu Chin Chow, the big hit in the book line was Tarzan of the Apes. The motif here was a different one, but the book and the play resembled one another in being extravagantly unlike real life.

I do not know whether one can say anything about the acting in the present production of Chu Chin Chow. There is really no acting in a play in which everyone struts about in luxurious robes, mouthing phrases like “Abu Hasan of Khorasan”. There are only the scenery, the music, and the chorus. The music we all know, the chorus are very attractive, and the bazaar scenes are quite like the real thing, except that Eastern bazaars are not usually invaded every five minutes by troops of dancing girls in diaphanous garments.

Wages for Wives by Margaret Branford; Twentieth Century

Light comedy about interfering spinster with advanced feminist notions. Acting very moderate.




657. Review of Polish Profile by Princess Paul Sapieha

New Statesman and Nation, 13 July 1940

We have been living for seven years on the edge of a precipice, but it was not till very recently that the majority of people noticed it. Probably, therefore, the sense of futility and doom that pervades this book, the feeling of hanging about in some draughty place and waiting for something dreadful to happen, is partly an afterthought. Even in Poland the established order of things must have seemed comparatively stable in 1933. And the author gives plenty of evidence that “respectable” Polish opinion looked upon Hitler as a friend almost until the final catastrophe.

Although her story is autobiographical, Princess Sapieha does not tell one much about herself nor about her motives in marrying a Polish prince who was several inches shorter than herself and whose language she did not understand. She merely records that she met him in Paris, where they were both students, and then, ten years later, having in the meantime been married and divorced, met him again and married him quite suddenly, against the opposition of both families. After that it is a tale of the struggle of a modern American woman, brought up to believe in individual liberty and the essential goodness of human beings, to adjust herself to a Catholic and feudal atmosphere. Of course a great deal of it resembles a Russian novel of Tsarist days. There is the enormous aristocracy in which everyone is related to everyone else, the interminable dinners, the match-making, the sleighrides in the snow, the wolf hunts—Marshal Goering came once to shoot on Prince Sapieha’s estate, and missed his shot, but was duly supplied with a dead wolf by peasants told off for the purpose—the old servants with their feudal familiarity. Mixed up with this is the other side of Polish life, the large-scale industry that has grown up since 1918, and the miseries of unemployment under a reactionary capitalist regime. Still, all goes fairly well until 1939. Then suddenly Prince Sapieha hurries into the house to dig out his army uniform, which he has not worn since the war against the Bolsheviks. “Russia and Germany have signed a pact. It’s all over.” Sure enough, it is all over. Within a few weeks the Princess and her children are mixed up in the stream of refugees fleeing over the Rumanian border, the castle is being pillaged by Ruthenian peasants, the Prince is none knows where, but presumably killed in battle.

Amid a spate of books about Czechoslovakia and Spain there have not been many about Poland, and this book raises once again the painful question of small nationalities. As it happens I recently saw it reviewed in a left-wing paper under the heading “Fascist Poland did not deserve to survive.” The implication was that the state of independent Poland was so bad that the downright slavery instituted by Hitler was preferable. Ideas of this kind were undoubtedly gaining ground between the outbreak of war and June, 1940. In the Popular Front period left-wing opinion was committed to defending the crazy pavement of Versailles, but the Russo-German pact upset the “antifascist” orthodoxy of the past few years. It became the fashion to say that small nationalities were a nuisance and that Poland was “just as bad as” Nazi Germany. In fact, if Princess Sapieha’s account is truthful, it was not nearly as bad. And the events of recent weeks have destroyed several other misconceptions. To begin with, Hitler’s claim to be the friend of the poor man, fighting against the “western plutocracies,” becomes incredible when one sees what kind of people in France were willing to make peace with him. Moreover, during the stagnant period of the war it had been argued that the speed with which Poland collapsed proved its inner rottenness. But actually the Polish army fought as long as the French, against far heavier odds, nor did the Poles suddenly change sides in the middle of the war. It seems, in fact, that this nation of thirty million souls, with its long tradition of struggle against the Emperor and the Tsar, deserves its independence in any world where national sovereignty is possible. Like the Czechs, the Poles will rise again, though the old feudal life, with the private chapel in the castle grounds and the gamekeeper who is the baron’s foster-brother, is vanished for ever.




658. To Leonard Moore

15 July 1940 Typewritten

18 Dorset Chambers Chagford Street Ivor Place NW 1

Dear Mr Moore,

With ref. to yours of the 12th. I hope the enclosed crap1 will do. I attach a biographical note more or less of the kind the Penguin people use. As to press-cuttings, mine are down at Wallington and I am not sure that I can retrieve them immediately. It’s difficult for me to go down there as apart from other things I have been very busy with the L.D.V. But no doubt they can be fetched in the fairly near future. How soon do the Penguin people want them?

Some American2 has written wanting to reprint the third essay in INSIDE THE WHALE in an American book or periodical of the type of “New Writing”. I am writing to tell him he can, but ought I to get Gollancz’s permission?3 I forget what the contract says about reprints. I assume he won’t object, as he didn’t object to the prepublication of another of the essays, and in any case this isn’t likely to hit such English sale as there may be. I’ll try and see G. myself if he’s in town.

Yours sincerely

Eric A. Blair




659. To James Laughlin

16 July 1940 Typewritten

18 Dorset Chambers Chagford Street Ivor Place London NW 1 ENGLAND

Dear Mr Laughlin,1

Many thanks for your letter, which I have only just received. Yes, you may certainly reprint the Henry Miller essay. I’m not sure how my contract with my publisher stands, and I have written to him, but I know he won’t object.2 When I’ve heard from him I’ll send you another line confirming this. I trust neither letter will be torpedoed on the way.

I wonder whether by any chance you know where Henry Miller is. I haven’t heard from him since about the beginning of 1939. When this book came out he asked me through someone in England to send him a copy at some American address,3 and I did so, but never heard whether it got there. His friend Alfred Perlès4 is over here and has joined the British army. As you say, all these projects about books may be blown to pieces by the war. Hitler entered Paris a week or two before a book of mine was due to be reprinted there,5 and comically enough a few days later I got a demand for income tax which I had been counting on this reprint to pay. I have practically given up writing except for journalism. I can’t write with this sort of business going on, and in a few months there is going to be such a severe paper shortage that very few books will be published. In any case I feel that literature as we have known it is coming to an end. Things look rather black at the moment. We are all on our toes waiting for an invasion which quite possibly won’t happen. Personally I am much more afraid of Hitler mopping up north° Africa and the near° East and then making a peace offer. I actually rather hope that the invasion will happen. The local morale is extremely good, and if we are invaded we shall at any rate get rid once and for all of the gang who have got us into this mess. However, I expect you are better informed about European affairs than I am. I will send the confirmation of this letter within a few days. Thanks for writing.

Yours sincerely

George Orwell




660. War-time Diary

16.7.40: No real news for some days, except the British government’s semi-surrender to Japan, i.e. the agreement to stop sending war supplies along the Burma road for a stated period. This however is not so definite that it could not be revoked by a subsequent government. F.1 thinks it is the British government’s last effort (i.e. the last effort of those with investments in Hong Kong, etc.) to appease Japan, after which they will be driven into definitely supporting China. It may be so. But what a way to do things—never to perform a decent action until you are kicked into it and the rest of the world has ceased to believe that your motives can possibly be honest.

W.2 says that the London “left” intelligentsia are now completely defeatist, look on the situation as hopeless and all but wish for surrender. How easy it ought to have been to foresee, under their Popular Front bawlings, that they would collapse when the real show began.

22.7.40: No real news for days past. The principal event of the moment is the pan-American conference, now just beginning, and the Russian absorption of the Baltic states, which must be directed against Germany. Cripps’s wife and daughters are going to Moscow, so evidently he expects a long stay there. Spain is said to be importing oil in large quantities, obviously for German use, and we are not stopping it. Much hooey in the News-Chronicle this morning about Franco desiring to keep out of war, trying to counter German influence, etc., etc… … It will be just as I said. Franco will play up his pretence of being pro-British, this will be used as a reason for handling Spain gently and allowing imports in any quantity, and ultimately Franco will come in on the German side.

25.7.40: No news, really… … Various people who have sent their children to Canada are already regretting it.3  …. . Casualties, i.e. fatal ones, from air-raids for last month were given out as about 340. If true, this is substantially less than the number of road deaths in the same period …. The L.D.V, now said to be 1,300,000 strong, is stopping recruiting and is to be renamed the Home Guard. There are rumours also that those acting as N.C.O’s are to be replaced by men from the regular army. This seems to indicate either that the authorities are beginning to take the L.D.V. seriously as a fighting force, or that they are afraid of it.

There are now rumours that Lloyd George4 is the potential Pétain of England… … The Italian press makes the same claim and says that L. G’s silence proves it true. It is of course fairly easy to imagine L. G. playing this part out of sheer spite and jealousy because he has not been given a job, but much less easy to imagine him collaborating with the Tory clique who would in fact be in favour of such a course.

Constantly, as I walk down the street, I find myself looking up at the windows to see which of them would make good machine-gun nests. D.5 says it is the same with him.6




661. Drama Review

Time and Tide, 27 July 1940

Women Aren’t Angels by Vernon Sylvaine; Strand

Every one of the famous partnerships in fiction is ultimately a variant upon Don Quixote and Sancho Panza, Sherlock and Watson, Bouvard and Pécuchet, Jeeves and Bertie Wooster, Falstaff and Henry V—it is the same picture over and over again, and the number of angles from which it can be regarded is seemingly infinite. In the old days when Tom Walls, Ralph Lynn, Alfred Drayton and Robertson Hare used all to act together, Robertson Hare was rather overplayed by Ralph Lynn, who was the more blatant idiot of the two. With only Robertson Hare and Alfred Drayton in the picture, the setting becomes more suburban and, if one can say such a thing of a farce, slightly more probable. Whereas Ralph Lynn is a Bertie Woosterish figure, Robertson Hare is more in the Watson line. He is the perfect ratepayer in distress, the lay preacher with a job in a bucket-shop, the model husband who always happens to be taking a fly out of a young woman’s eye at the moment when his wife comes through the door. It is the same trick over and over again, but it seldom or never fails, because, not only in his pince-nez and bald head but in every movement of his body, Robertson Hare looks like a pillar of virtue, and the virtuous in trouble are always funny.

The play obeys the usual rules of farce. Everybody is constantly in a compromising situation and escapes from it by pretending to be somebody else. Robertson Hare and Alfred Drayton—their names in the play are Popday and Bandle—are spending the weekend in a lonely country-house, chiefly in order that Alfred Drayton may recover some compromising letters from an ex-mistress who has just married a jealous Frenchman. The jealous husband is in hot pursuit, and close behind are the wives of the two conspirators, who are officers in the A.T.S.1 and the W.R.N.S.,2 and thoroughly look the part. It so happens that enemy agents have been using the house as a rendezvous and are known to have written one of their secret messages on an article of underwear. In the night the agents of the Military Intelligence burgle the house and steal all the clothes in it, so that when the much-dreaded wives appear the whole party, two men and a girl, are in their pyjamas. There are many other complications, of course. We see Robertson Hare cooking an omelette, narrowly escaping death at the hands of the local L.D.V.s, wearing a kilt—incidentally solving the famous problem of “whether they wear anything underneath”—and finally disguised in his wife’s uniform. There is also an idiotic major who imagines all the alarms and excursions to be rehearsals for the regimental concert. Needless to say, the adultery-and-underwear motif is pushed to the extreme limit of decency, and sometimes a little beyond it, to the delight of the audience.

In a farce of this kind, with Robertson Hare and Alfred Drayton in the principal parts, there is not much scope for the other actors. The best of the rest were Miss Ethel Coleridge, as the charwoman, and Mr Lloyd Pearson, as the imbecile major. It is good to see such a light-hearted show being put on, no doubt at great expense, at such a moment as this. It is safe for a long run, provided that the bombs fail to drop.




662. War-time Diary

28.7.40: This evening I saw a heron flying over Baker Street. But this is not so improbable as the thing I saw a week or two ago, i.e., a kestrel killing a sparrow in the middle of Lord’s cricket ground. I suppose it is possible that the war, i.e. the diminution of traffic, tends to increase bird life in inner London.

The little man whose name I always forget used to know Joyce,1 of the split-off Fascist party, commonly credited with being Lord Haw-Haw. He says that Joyce hated Mosley2 passionately and talked about him in the most unprintable language. Mosley being Hitler’s chief supporter in England, it is interesting that he should employ Joyce and not one of Mosley’s men. This bears out what Borkenau said, that Hitler does not want a too-strong Fascist party to exist in England.3 Evidently the motive is always to split, and even to split the splitters. The German press is attacking the Pétain government, with what motive is not absolutely certain, and so also are elements of the French press under German control. Doriot4 is of course to the fore here. It was a shock to me when the Sunday Times also stated that the Germans in Paris are making use of Bergery.5 But I accept this with caution, knowing how these small dissident Left parties are habitually lied about by the Right and the official Left alike.




663. Drama Review

Time and Tide, 3 August 1940

The Devil’s Disciple by George Bernard Shaw; Piccadilly

The Devil’s Disciple, which is perhaps the best play Shaw ever wrote, is not acted as often as it deserves, probably because of the largeness of the cast. It was a brave gesture to put it on at this moment, but evidently it is going to be justified. On the second night, which is always a critical moment, the house was packed to the walls and wildly enthusiastic—a little too enthusiastic, in fact, for there was much clapping during the scenes, a habit that Mr Shaw himself rightly protested against in his critical days fifty years ago.

The play is essentially a melodrama, and a melodrama of the kind that depends upon somebody being “shown up in his true colours”. Two men, opposites in character and reputation, suddenly tear off their masks at a critical moment and reveal that each is in reality the other. Dick Dudgeon, eldest son of a New England family, has grown up in the horrible atmosphere of hypocritical puritanism and reacted against it by proclaiming himself a worshipper of the Devil. The God of the Calvinists is in fact so evil in every way that one can make a tolerable sort of God by simply reversing His attributes. Over against the sinful Dick is Mr Anderson, the local Presbyterian minister, who has every appearance of being a saint—except that he is a man of powerful physique who has married a pretty wife in middle age. The period of the play is the American War of Independence. Suddenly the English soldiers arrive at the minister’s house—they have had orders to hang one rebel, in terrorem, and a hanged clergyman is expected to have a particularly strong moral effect—and by a well-contrived mistake they arrest Dick Dudgeon instead of Mr Anderson. Just here the professional bad man finds that he is not a bad man after all, but something more like a martyr. It is psychologically impossible for him to take his neck out of the noose and put another man’s into it. So he lets the soldiers lead him away, without revealing his identity. But the clergyman, it turns out, has equally mistaken his own character. He is not a saint but a man of action. When he finds out what has happened he does not meekly give himself up to be hanged in Dick’s place. Instead he flings himself on to a horse, rides to the nearest rebel lines (the familiar melodramatic ride against time—if it were on the films we should see the same old white horse going over the same bit of ground) and procures for himself a safe-conduct which he knows is to be given to an emissary from the rebels to General Burgoyne. Then, just as Dick is mounting the gallows, he arrives, announces his identity, and presents the safe-conduct. He explains that he is leaving the Church and starting life anew as a captain in the Springfield Militia. Dick, we are left to understand, will probably become a clergyman.

Watching this witty and well-made play, one cannot help feeling how much it owes to the time in which it was written. In the late ’eighties or early ’nineties there was still an accepted code to fight against, and it was possible to make a good book or play out of mere naughtiness and debunking. Nowadays there is nothing left to debunk, except the new orthodoxies of which Mr Shaw is such a warm admirer. For by a strange irony Mr Shaw himself was to go through a psychological “showing up” very similar to that of the two main characters in The Devil’s Disciple. The seeming rebel was actually an apostle of the authoritarian State. Naturally—for it would have seemed natural at that date—he is on the side of the American colonists against the British. All of Mr Shaw’s best work belongs to the period 1890–1914, when he was dealing with something he had grown up in and understood, the humbug of a puritanical monied society. It was something solid to kick against, and he kicked memorably.

Mr Robert Donat, as Dick Dudgeon, understood his part well and looked it even better, but in my opinion he acted a shade too boisterously. Mr Roger Livesey, as Anthony Anderson, was extremely good. The dramatic moment in which he drops his saintly air and shouts for his horse and pistols—a difficult thing to bring off successfully—was entirely convincing. The women were less satisfactory, but they have rather poor parts, and that of Mrs Anderson (Miss Rosamund John) is complicated by an abortive love-affair which is not really necessary to the plot. Mr Milton Rosmer was excellent as General Burgoyne. This character, an able commander who sees his battles being lost for him by wire-pullers in London, has all the best lines in the second act. His remark, “The British soldier can stand up to anything except the British War Office” was much appreciated by an audience well sprinkled with uniforms.




664. Unsigned Review of What Do Boys and Girls Read? by A. J. Jenkinson1

The Listener, 8 August 1940

This grim-sounding but pleasantly written book is a study of the reading habits of children between the ages of 12 and 16 at the Secondary Schools and in the higher forms of the Elementary Schools. The author’s main object is to inquire into the usefulness, or otherwise, of the teaching of English literature. He concludes that present-day curricula, with their emphasis on ‘good’ books of the dullest kind, have little real relation to the development of the child, and that the less literature is taught as an examinable ‘subject’ the better. Few people who have watched a child of fourteen writhing with boredom over Addison or Goldsmith will disagree with him.

Compiled mostly from questionnaires addressed to both children and teachers, the book brings out a number of interesting facts. One is the sharp difference in intellectual development between the children in the Secondary Schools and those of the same age in the ‘Senior’ Schools (higher forms of Elementary Schools). The former, picked out by the scholarship system, are consistently more intelligent than the others, but they mature more slowly. The Elementary schoolgirl of fourteen, who is within a year of becoming a wage-earner, is already reading erotic twopenny papers, and at the same time is still reading ‘comics’ designed for much younger children; the Secondary schoolgirl of the same age is growing out of the comics and has no interest in the love stories. Another interesting point is the effect of puberty on literary taste. It would seem that up to the age of about twelve children have comparatively good taste in literature, especially poetry; then they go through a two-years’ period of extreme philistinism, after which, if they continue to read at all, their literary taste improves again.

But the most striking fact that Mr. Jenkinson’s researches have laid bare is the improvement in literacy and intelligence that is now taking place. Starting out with very high standards and justly critical of present methods of teaching literature, he seems rather to underrate this improvement. The relevant question, of course, is what children read in their spare time. Mr. Jenkinson gives extensive lists, based partly on the children’s own statements and partly on a census of books voluntarily taken out of the school libraries. It appears that though there is an immense consumption of trash, the majority of children do voluntarily read ‘good’ books as well. Dickens, for instance, is a steady favourite with all ages from twelve onwards, Shakespeare is quite extensively read out of school, and Kipling and H. G. Wells are also favourites. The teachers, too, it appears, have usually a very intelligent and open-minded attitude towards the child’s mental development. There is, for instance, no attempt to suppress the ‘bloods’ (or ‘penny dreadfuls’) which, rubbish though they are, are necessary to children at certain ages. Many teachers even manage to make use of them in the teaching of English.

The habit of newspaper-reading seems also to have increased among children. There are now practically no children above the age of twelve who do not read the newspapers, and the great majority read the news as well as the sports columns, etc. All in all, the results of Mr. Jenkinson’s enquiry are encouraging, perhaps more encouraging than he realises. The Elementary schoolchild’s mental development is hampered by the early age at which it starts working, by the poverty of school libraries and, above all, by the terrible lack of books in its own home; nevertheless the general impression given is of a state of affairs that would have seemed unbelievably ‘enlightened’ thirty years ago.2




665. War-time Diary

8.8.40: The Italian attack on Egypt, or rather on British Somaliland, has begun. No real news yet, but the papers hint that Somaliland can’t be held with the troops we have there. The important point is Perim, loss of which would practically close the Red Sea.

H. G. Wells1 knows Churchill well and says that he is a good man, not mercenary and not even a careerist. He has always lived “like a Russian commissar”, “requisitions” his motor cars, etc., but cares nothing about money. But [H. G. Wells] says Churchill has a certain power of shutting his eyes to facts and has the weakness of never wanting to let down a personal friend, which accounts for the non-sacking of various people. [Wells] has already made a considerable row about the persecution of refugees. He considers that the centre of all the sabotage is the War Office. He believes that the jailing of anti-Fascist refugees is a perfectly conscious piece of sabotage based on the knowledge that some of these people are in touch with underground movements in Europe and might at some moment be able to bring about a “Bolshevik” revolution, which from the point of view of the governing class is much worse than defeat. He says that Lord Swinton2 is the man most to blame. I asked him did he think it was a conscious action on Lord [Swinton]’s part, this being always the hardest thing to decide. He said he believed Lord [Swinton] knows perfectly well what he is doing.

To-night to a lecture with lantern slides by an officer who had been in the Dunkirk campaign. Very bad lecture. He said the Belgians fought well and it was not true that they surrendered without warning (actually they gave three days’ warning), but spoke badly of the French. He had one photograph of a regiment of Zouaves in full flight after looting houses, one man being dead drunk on the pavement.




666. Review of Diamonds to Sit On by Ilya Ilf and Eugene Petrov, translated by Elizabeth Hill and Doris Mudie;1 Night in Bombay by Louis Bromfield; Now Pray We for Our Country by Eric Knight; Rolling in the Dew by Ethel Mannin; A Crook in the Furrow by A.G. Street; The Adventures of Captain Kettle; The Little Red Captain; Captain Kettle, K.C.B.; Further Adventures of Captain Kettle by C.J. Cutliffe Hyne

Tribune, 9 August 1940

It must be about ten years since there was translated into English a very amusing, mildly satirical novel about Soviet Russia called The Little Golden Calf.2 It was issued with a rather deprecatory introduction by Lunacharsky, who could not quite make up his mind whether humour had any place in proletarian literature. The function of laughter, he said, is to annihilate tyrants; but suppose all the tyrants have been annihilated already? In a perfect society there would be nothing to laugh at. That was long ago, during the New Economic Policy period, before the Ukraine famine and the purges, and Diamonds To Sit On appears to date from about the same time.3 Since then great things have been done in Russia, both good and evil, and so far as one can judge from the outside it must certainly be admitted that there is less to laugh at. So that this brilliant story, midway between an eighteenth-century picaresque novel and a Robertson Hare farce, is already partly a period-piece.

The plot is this. A bourgeois who has survived the revolution—he was previously a “marshal of nobility,” whatever that may have been4—and got a Government job, discovers when his mother-in-law is on her death-bed that at the time of the revolution she hid her jewels in the seat of an armchair. The village priest, who is not above using the confessional for his own ends, also discovers this, and naturally the two of them set out in pursuit of the missing chair, each hoping to cheat the other. Unfortunately there were twelve chairs of exactly the same pattern, and they have been dispersed all over Russia. The kind of adventures that follow can perhaps be imagined.

The wretched bourgeois, Hippolyte by name, falls in with an atrocious scoundrel, the sort of man who in the West would be either an arms smuggler or a confidence trick man, who simply sees in the conditions of the revolution the chance for a special kind of swindling. For example, when he wants to raise a few hundred roubles for travelling expenses, he enveigles some tradesmen into a totally imaginary Tsarist conspiracy, and then blackmails them by threatening to denounce them to the Secret Police. The chairs are hunted down one by one, and none of them contains the diamonds. The priest, who by an error has got on the track of a different set of chairs, perishes on a mountain in the Caucasus. In the end Hippolyte, hardened by his sufferings, suddenly murders his villainous companion when the twelfth chair is in sight. But alas! the diamonds are not even in the twelfth chair. A little earlier they have been discovered and sold, and out of the proceeds a palatial club has been built for the railway workers. There is a good Socialist moral on top of the comedy.

The immediately striking thing about this novel, probably written in 1928, is how like it is in social atmosphere to the novels of Tsarist days. The plot of course, belongs to the N.E.P. period and would hardly fit in with the present economy. But in spite of the changes that have happened since then, it is in a way reassuring to read a novel about modern Russia which is so essentially good-tempered. For the fact is that for ninety-nine people out of a hundred Russia means purges and secret prisons. Our local Communists have seen to it that this shall be so, because of the relish with which they themselves have joined in the heresy-hunts. They have popularised a picture of Russia as a place where the smallest ‘deviation’ is promptly punished by a bullet in the back of the neck.

In reality that cannot be the whole truth, and this novel is a reminder of it. It deserves to be read for that reason as well as for its own sake.

Novels about India that are not completely contemptible are so rare that Night in Bombay deserves some consideration, but it would seem an ordinary enough book if it were upon any other subject. It is about an India that is comparatively little known, the cosmopolitan monied society of the great towns, where Europeanised rajahs, Parsee business men, Jewish and Armenian financiers and expensive courtesans overlap with the higher ranks of the British business community. What a riff-raff they all seem! Except for a single character, a medical missionary who strays rather improbably into this rogues’ gallery, every person in the story spends his time in drinking, fornicating, playing poker for enormous stakes or practising some kind of swindle.

Still, such a society undoubtedly exists in India and is worth recording before it is swept away, as it soon will be. But I found the metamorphosis of the heroine, an ex-chorus girl with a taste for champagne and diamonds, who turns over a new leaf, marries the missionary and goes off with him to dose fever-stricken villagers with chlorodyne in a hell of heat and flies, completely incredible.

Now Pray We For Our Country is a well-meaning, painstaking novel about the Yorkshire coal areas during the evil years between the two wars.

Rolling in the Dew is a high-spirited satire on the teetotal, vegetarian fringe of “enlightened” society. There is a charming picture of a colony of nudists, higher thinkers and theosophists having the time of their lives on goat’s milk and bran in a chateau in the Swiss mountains. To satirise these people may seem a little like shooting a sitting rabbit, but the fact is that they are so numerous—or rather, by their untiring missionary efforts they make themselves seem so numerous—that an occasional counter-attack is justified. They have done the Socialist movement appreciable harm by spreading the notion that a Socialist is a person who either lives on nuts, wears sandals, or abjures alcohol.

A Crook in the Furrow is a preposterous but fairly well-told story. A young man who acts as go-between for a high-class receiver of stolen goods is set up as a cattle-dealer in the south of England, in order to establish a safe alibi. He develops such a taste and talent for farming that at the end of the book he says good-bye to crime, takes to stock-breeding in earnest and ends by being appointed a J.P. Quite readable, if you can swallow the incredible plot.

I admit that on this occasion I have only read one (The Little Red Captain) out of the four Captain Kettle books on my list. But I fancy I read most of them long ago, in the dear dead days when good King Edward (the seventh) ruled the land and skirts swept the pavement. Captain Kettle, with his red beard, his deadly marksmanship, his ruthless methods of dealing with a mutinous crew, his profanity when afloat and piety when ashore, is not quite in the class of Tarzan or Sherlock Holmes, but he is a memorable character all the same.

Besides being excellent adventure stories, these books, written in the ’nineties, also have a period interest. They deal with a time when much of the world was unexplored and goods were carried to and fro in rickety little ships where work and living conditions were so intolerable that only kicks and pistol shots could keep the crew on the job. Captain Kettle is a brutal figure, but he hardly seemed so at the time, and had it not been for him and his kind world trade could never have developed.




667. War-time Diary

9.8.40: The money situation is becoming completely unbearable…  …. Wrote a long letter to the Income Tax people1 pointing out that the war had practically put an end to my livelihood while at the same time the government refused to give me any kind of job. The fact which is really relevant to a writer’s position, the impossibility of writing books with this nightmare going on, would have no weight officially …. Towards the government I feel no scruples and would dodge paying the tax if I could. Yet I would give my life for England readily enough, if I thought it necessary. No one is patriotic about taxes.

No real news for days past. Only air battles, in which, if the reports are true, the British always score heavily. I wish I could talk to some R.A.F. officer and get some kind of idea whether these reports are truthful.2




668. Drama Review

Time and Tide, 10 August 1940

Margin for Error by Clare Boothe; Apollo

Amusing and tolerably dramatic as this play is, it is difficult not to regard it as a lost opportunity. It wastes a psychologically interesting situation for the sake of a cheap murder-puzzle and though it is “anti-Fascist” in the style of the pre-war New Statesman, it conveys nothing of the real horror of Fascism. Two ideas belonging to quite different levels of thought are mixed up in it, and they never begin to fuse, in spite of much verbal cleverness.

The action takes place in the house of the German Consul in New York. By way of a joke, and in deference to prevailing sentiment (this is founded on fact), the authorities have decreed that the policemen guarding the Consulate shall be Jews. A certain amount of contact between them and the man they are guarding is unavoidable, of course. Here, potentially, you have the beginning of a play which might be genuinely interesting and would have no need to tail off into a murder story of the “Who did it?” type. For in the situation the major struggle of our time is implied. The mere idea of a Jew protecting a German contains the essence of democracy. And the contacts between the two men, in a country where neither of them has the chance to bully the other, might have been interesting. The Nazi need not even have been a “bad” man, in the individual sense. The play has in it the possibilities of a drama of character, with a serious political issue in the background.

But, unfortunately, none of these possibilities is followed up. The Nazi Consul is an excessively “bad” man, and bad in a way that would come just as easily to a stockbroker or a bank manager. He is a cynical bully who blackmails everyone about him, even including his wife. The leader of the American Nazis is an idiot who struts about in an exaggerated copy of the Führer’s uniform—it is interesting to learn that this is permitted in America, by the way—the Jewish police officer is a music-hall comic, the rest of the characters are sticks. By the end of the first act no definite “plot” has emerged, and in order to supply one the Consul is rather unnecessarily murdered at the end of the second act. Thereafter the play drops any pretence of being directly concerned with politics and becomes a detective story pure and simple. It is our old friend, the corpse in the library. A man killed, and five people present, each with some kind of motive. Who did it, and how? I am not going to spill any beans, but it is worth pointing out that this particular trick, or one very like it, has been used before, in one of G. K. Chesterton’s detective stories.

No doubt, since its “message” is ostensibly anti-Fascist, this play will be regarded as a tract for the times and get a good run, but it does not deserve one. Miss Boothe could make a much better play out of the same initial situation. The acting was competent throughout, but only Mr Edmund Willard, as the Nazi Consul, and Mr Hartley Power, as the Jewish policeman, got much chance to show their talents.




669. To John Lehmann

Sunday, [August 1940?] Typewritten

18 Dorset Chambers Chagford Street Ivor Place NW 1

Dear Lehmann,

I rang up on Sat. to say I would have this article1 in by Monday, but you weren’t there. I hope it isn’t too late or too long, and is the sort of thing you wanted. If not, don’t hesitate to send it back.

Yours

Eric Blair




670. War-time Diary

16.8.40: Things are evidently going badly in Somaliland, which is the flanking operation in the attack on Egypt. Enormous air battles over the Channel, with, if the reports are anywhere near the truth, stupendous German losses. E.g. about 145 were reported shot down yesterday… … The people in Inner London could do with one real raid to teach them how to behave. At present everyone’s behaviour is foolish in the extreme, everything except transport being held up but no precautions taken. For the first 15 seconds there is great alarm, blowing of whistles and shouts to children to go indoors, then people begin to congregate on the streets and gaze expectantly at the sky. In the daytime people are apparently ashamed to go into the shelters till they hear the bombs.

On Tuesday and Wednesday had two glorious days at Wallington. No newspapers and no mention of the war. They were cutting the oats and we took Marx1 out both days to help course the rabbits, at which Marx showed unexpected speed. The whole thing took me straight back to my childhood, perhaps the last bit of that kind of life that I shall ever have.




671. Charles Reade1

The New Statesman and Nation, 17 August 1940

Since Charles Reade’s books are published in cheap editions one can assume that he still has his following, but it is unusual to meet anyone who has voluntarily read him. In most people his name seems to evoke, at most, a vague memory of “doing” The Cloister and the Hearth as a school holiday task. It is his bad luck to be remembered by this particular book, rather as Mark Twain, thanks to the films, is chiefly remembered by A Connecticut Yankee at King Arthur’s Court. Reade wrote several dull books, and The Cloister and the Hearth is one of them. But he also wrote three novels which I personally would back to outlive the entire works of Meredith and George Eliot, besides some brilliant long-short stories such as A Jack of All Trades and The Autobiography of a Thief.

What is the attraction of Reade? At bottom it is the same charm as one finds in R. Austin Freeman’s detective-stories or Lieutenant-Commander Gould’s collections of curiosities—the charm of useless knowledge. Reade was a man of what one might call penny-encyclopaedic learning. He possessed vast stocks of disconnected information which a lively narrative gift allowed him to cram into books which would at any rate pass as novels. If you have the sort of mind that takes a pleasure in dates, lists, catalogues, concrete details, descriptions of processes, junk-shop windows and back numbers of the Exchange and Mart, the sort of mind that likes knowing exactly how a medieval catapult worked or just what objects a prison cell of the eighteen-forties contained, then you can hardly help enjoying Reade. He himself, of course, did not see his work in quite this light. He prided himself on his accuracy and compiled his books largely from newspaper cuttings, but the strange facts which he collected were subsidiary to what he would have regarded as his “purpose.” For he was a social reformer in a fragmentary way, and made vigorous attacks on such diverse evils as blood-letting, the treadmill, private lunatic asylums, clerical celibacy and tight-lacing.

My own favourite has always been Foul Play, which as it happens is not an attack on anything in particular. Like most nineteenth-century novels Foul Play is too complicated to be summarised, but its central story is that of a young clergyman, Robert Penfold, who is unjustly convicted of forgery, is transported to Australia, absconds in disguise, and is wrecked on a desert island together with the heroine. Here, of course, Reade is in his element. Of all men who ever lived, he was the best fitted to write a desert-island story. Some desert-island stories, of course, are worse than others, but none is altogether bad when it sticks to the actual concrete details of the struggle to keep alive. A list of the objects in a shipwrecked man’s possession is probably the surest winner in fiction, surer even than a trial scene. Nearly thirty years after reading the book I can still remember more or less exactly what things the three heroes of Ballantyne’s Coral Island possessed between them. (A telescope, six yards of whipcord, a pen-knife, a brass ring and a piece of hoop iron.) Even a dismal book like Robinson Crusoe, so unreadable as a whole that few people even know that the second part exists, becomes interesting when it describes Crusoe’s efforts to make a table, glaze earthenware and grow a patch of wheat. Reade, however, was an expert on desert islands, or at any rate he was very well up in the geography textbooks of the time. Moreover he was the kind of man who would have been at home on a desert island himself. He would never, like Crusoe, have been stumped by such an easy problem as that of leavening bread, and unlike Ballantyne he knew that civilised men cannot make fire by rubbing sticks together.

The hero of Foul Play, like most of Reade’s heroes, is a kind of superman. He is hero, saint, scholar, gentleman, athlete, pugilist, navigator, physiologist, botanist, blacksmith and carpenter all rolled into one, the sort of compendium of all the talents that Reade honestly imagined to be the normal product of an English university. Needless to say, it is only a month or two before this wonderful clergyman has got the desert island running like a West End hotel. Even before reaching the island, when the last survivors of the wrecked ship are dying of thirst in an open boat, he has shown his ingenuity by constructing a distilling apparatus with a jar, a hot-water bottle and a piece of tubing. But his best stroke of all is the way in which he contrives to leave the island. He himself, with a price on his head, would be glad enough to remain, but the heroine, Helen Rollestone, who has no idea that he is a convict, is naturally anxious to escape. She asks Robert to turn his “great mind” to this problem. The first difficulty, of course, is to discover exactly where the island is. Luckily, however, Helen is still wearing her watch, which is still keeping Sydney time. By fixing a stick in the ground and watching its shadow Robert notes the exact moment of noon, after which it is a simple matter to work out the longitude—for naturally a man of his calibre would know the longitude of Sydney. It is equally natural that he can determine the latitude within a degree or two by the nature of the vegetation. But the next difficulty is to send a message to the outside world. After some thought Robert writes a series of messages on pieces of parchment made from seals’ bladders, with ink obtained from cochineal insects. He has noticed that migrant birds often use the island as a stopping-place, and he fixes on ducks as the likeliest messengers, because every duck is liable to be shot sooner or later. By a stratagem often used in India he captures a number of ducks, ties a message to each of their legs and lets them go. Finally, of course, one of the ducks takes refuge on a ship, and the couple are rescued, but even then the story is barely half finished. There follow enormous ramifications, plots and counterplots, intrigues, triumphs and disasters, ending with the vindication of Robert, and wedding bells.

In any of Reade’s three best books, Foul Play, Hard Cash and It is Never too Late to Mend, it is not fair to say that the sole interest is in the technical detail. His power of descriptive writing, especially of describing violent action, is also very striking, and on a serial-story level he is a wonderful contriver of plots. Simply as a novelist it is impossible to take him seriously, because he has no sense whatever of character or of probability, but he himself had the advantage of believing in even the absurdest details of his own stories. He wrote of life as he saw it, and many Victorians saw it in the same way: that is, as a series of tremendous melodramas, with virtue triumphant every time. Of all the nineteenth-century novelists who have remained readable, he is perhaps the only one who is completely in tune with his own age. For all his unconventionality, his “purpose,” his eagerness to expose abuses, he never makes a fundamental criticism. Save for a few surface evils he sees nothing wrong in an acquisitive society, with its equation of money and virtue, its pious millionaires and erastian clergymen. Perhaps nothing gives one his measure better than the fact that in introducing Robert Penfold, at the beginning of Foul Play, he mentions that he is a scholar and a cricketer and only thirdly and almost casually adds that he is a priest.

That is not to say that Reade’s social conscience was not sound so far as it went, and in several minor ways he probably helped to educate public opinion. His attack on the prison system in It is Never too Late to Mend is relevant to this day, or was so till very recently, and in his medical theories he is said to have been a long way ahead of his time. What he lacked was any notion that the early railway age, with the special scheme of values appropriate to it, was not going to last for ever. This is a little surprising when one remembers that he was the brother of Winwood Reade. However hasty and unbalanced Winwood Reade’s Martyrdom of Man may seem now, it is a book that shows an astonishing width of vision, and it is probably the unacknowledged grandparent of the “outlines” so popular to-day. Charles Reade might have written an “outline” of phrenology, cabinet-making or the habits of whales, but not of human history. He was simply a middle-class gentleman with a little more conscience than most, a scholar who happened to prefer popular science to the classics. Just for that reason he is one of the best “escape” novelists we have. Foul Play and Hard Cash would be good books to send a soldier enduring the miseries of trench warfare, for instance. There are no problems in them, no genuine “message,” merely the fascination of a gifted mind functioning within very narrow limits, and offering as complete a detachment from real life as a game of chess or a jigsaw puzzle.




672. Drama Review

Time and Tide, 17 August 1940

Till the Day I Die by Clifford Odets; Threshold Theatre Club

Perhaps it is not too late to say something about Clifford Odets’s striking play, Till the Day I Die, which is not, strictly speaking, a new play1 but may soon become one from the point of view of the London theatre-goer. It has been running at the Threshold for a fortnight or thereabouts, but with luck it may get a chance in the West End before long.

It is a play about Berlin in 1933 or 1934, a typical and probably quite truthful tale of the early days of the Nazi terror. The hero, a young Jewish violinist and underground Communist worker, is suddenly arrested when he is in the company of his girl, who, however, manages to escape arrest by passing herself off as a prostitute. He is taken to the secret police headquarters, tortured, offered bribes, then released for a little while, then re-arrested, tortured and cajoled again, always with the idea of turning him into an informer. He manages to endure the tortures and hold his tongue, but the Gestapo have a much cleverer trick up their sleeves. They tell him that they will put it about in the right quarters that he is an informer. He is kept under semi-arrest, dressed in smart clothes, taken about in the company of police officers, until one by one his comrades come to the conclusion that the accusation is true, and he is blacklisted as a stool-pigeon. At one blow this cuts him off from every friend he has ever had, though his girl, forbidden by the Party to speak to him, continues obstinately to believe in him. At his first arrest he has said that he will never know any peace again “till the day I die”, and it turns out to be true. Under the influence of torture, loneliness, fear and drugs he can feel his mind giving way. Sooner or later the Gestapo will break him down and he will become an informer. So he shoots himself, just in time, and perhaps regains his good name by doing so.

It is ironical that this play should come, evidently, from Communist sources. No Communist writer would sign it at this moment—indeed any play on approximately the same subject would have to have the moral that Nazism is no worse than “capitalist democracy” and even a little better. That does not invalidate the play, but it might be urged against it that, as a social document, it is a few years out of date. It belongs to the early period when Hitler had not fully won over the German people—there were still five million unemployed—and like nearly all “anti-Fascist” literature prior to 1939 it makes the mistake of representing Nazism as an obvious sham. No one in the play is genuinely pro-Hitler, except a woman who is all but an imbecile. The Brownshirt major who is set on to interrogate the young Jew is himself a Jew in disguise and commits suicide after shooting his unspeakable captain. But the captain himself, when he happens to be alone, is tormented by the horrors he has to commit. Two young Brownshirts go into ecstasies of excitement on reading a very dull “Red” pamphlet. The general impression given is of a régime so shaky that it could not possibly have survived. The picture of the underground struggle is also, in all probability, out of date. All the usual paraphernalia is there—the meetings in secret cellars, the code-taps on the door, the girls who pose as prostitutes, the leaflets which are printed on tissue paper to be scattered by the wind. Quite possibly we shall be doing the same ourselves before long. But how much of that kind of thing can have survived in Germany, after seven years of the Gestapo, ending up in the Russo-German pact?

It is uncertain whether the author makes his characters talk in the stale phraseology of a Marxist pamphlet (“Dawn of the proletarian future”, etc.) because he himself likes it, or because he is drawing from the life. Certainly there are people who do talk like that, and that kind of faith can be as moving as any other. Scene V of the play is deeply touching. It has the atmosphere that sometimes belongs to illegal societies, the atmosphere of a persecuted religious sect. There is only one piece of physical brutality in the whole play, but it happens early on and the memory of it haunts all the other scenes. This is when the Brownshirt captain makes the Jew lay his fingers on the table and then suddenly smashes them to pulp with a rifle butt. A little too horrible, perhaps, but not more horrible than other things that are enacted on the stage (the gouging-out of Gloucester’s eyes in King Lear, for instance), and Heaven knows how many such things have happened in real life in the last seven years. The acting is good, not brilliant perhaps, but at a high general level which is all the more striking because nearly all the actors are under twenty years old.

If the Government are really subsidizing plays for propaganda purposes (it is widely rumoured that they have subsidized another play which recently moved in from the suburbs) they could hardly choose a better one than this. At present the state of the commercial theatre is desperate, for who is going to risk û20,000 on starting a play when next week the air-raids may begin and half London be evacuated? Yet the theatre must continue, the people need it and the Government will find that they need it too, and no doubt it will end with some kind of subsidy. It might not be a bad start to subsidize some of these little theatres, like the Torch, the Threshold and the Neighbourhood, which have sprung up in the last few years, most of them a threepenny bus-ride from Piccadilly, where a first production costs fifty or a hundred pounds and all manner of plays can be tried out before risking them in the West End.




673. War-time Diary

19.8.40: A feature of the air raids is the extreme credulity of almost everyone about damage done to distant places. George M.1 arrived recently from Newcastle, which is generally believed here to have been seriously smashed about, and told us that the damage there was nothing to signify. On the other hand he arrived expecting to find London knocked to pieces and his first question on arrival was “whether we had had a very bad time.” It is easy to see how people as far away as America can believe that London is in flames, England starving, etc., etc. And at the same time all this raises the presumption that our own raids on western Germany are much less damaging than is reported.

20.8.40: The papers are putting as good a face as possible upon the withdrawal from Somaliland, which is nevertheless a serious defeat, the first loss of British territory for centuries … It’s a pity that the papers (at any rate the News-Chronicle, the only one I have seen to-day) are so resolute in treating the news as good. This might have been made the start of another agitation which would have got some more of the duds out of the government.

Complaints among the Home Guards, now that air raids are getting commoner, because sentries have no tin hats. Explanation from Gen. Macnamara, who tells us that the regular army is still short of 300,000 tin hats—this after nearly a year of war.




674. To James Laughlin

21 August 1940 Handwritten

18 Dorset Chambers Chagford Street Ivor Place London NW. 1

[No salutation]

Publisher says it’s quite O.K. about the reprint.1 So sorry I forgot to write & let you know about this before.

George Orwell




675. War-time Diary

22.8.40. The Beaverbrook press, compared with the headlines I saw on other papers, seems to be playing down the suggestion that Trotsky’s murder was carried out by the G.P.U.1 In fact today’s Evening Standard, with several separate items about Trotsky, didn’t mention this suggestion. No doubt they still have their eye on Russia and want to placate the Russians at all costs, in spite of Low’s cartoons.2 But under this there may lie a much subtler manoeuvre. The men responsible for the Standard’s present pro-Russian policy are no doubt shrewd enough to know that a Popular Front “line” is not really the way to secure a Russian alliance. But they also know that the mass of leftish opinion in England still takes it for granted that a full anti-fascist policy is the way to line up Russia on our side. To crack up Russia is therefore a way of pushing public opinion leftward. It is curious that I always attribute these devious motives to other people, being anything but cunning myself and finding it hard to use indirect methods even when I see the need for them.

To-day in Portman Square saw a four-wheeler cab, in quite good trim, with a good horse and a cabman quite of the pre-1914 type.




676. Review of The Big Wheel by Mark Benney; The Lights Go Down by Erika Mann; The Diary of a Nobody by George and Weedon Grossmith

Tribune, 23 August 1940

To use a phrase that everyone must be sick of the sound of, Mark Benney is one of the more interesting of our younger writers, but in this case “younger” is not used in its normal sense of “under sixty.” I dare say his age might be thirty.1 And what is interesting about him is especially his limitations, his complete non-interest in the major issues by which other young men of about the same age are moved.

He shows no symptoms of possessing a political conscience, for example. The ideological war leaves him untouched. Instead of the picture which is customary in modern novels, and common enough in real life, of the liberal intellectual haunted by the approach of totalitarianism he gives you a picture of the underling, the derelict, the congenital good-for-nothing, for whom all societies are equally tyrannous, and, in the last resort, equally powerless. Low Company, his first book, was one of the best lumpenproletarian books of our time. It had the stoical acceptance of things-as-they-are which is one of the marks of the criminal and the outcast. The law exists to oppress you; you exist to outwit the law; that is the normal order of life, and you have no particular wish to upset it. Burglars, it is well known, usually vote Conservative. And so, via Borstal and the jails, which have at any rate the merit of possessing large libraries, there grows up a prison literature with its own distinctive flavour. The world it chronicles is insane, of course, but not more so than, say, the world of stockbrokers or of patent-medicine vendors.

The Big Wheel is not directly about prison, but it is about the kind of people who go there. It is about the London sub-world, the dreadful civilization of pin-tables, cheap night clubs and furnished single rooms, where sport, crime, prostitution, mendicancy and journalism all overlap. The title gives you the flavour. The wheel referred to is one of those contraptions that can still occasionally be seen in some out-of-date watering-place or dismal “Fun-land.” There are little cabins in the wheel, and you pay sixpence to go round, getting a view over the housetops. This particular wheel, however, has a different function. The doors of the cabins have no windows in them, and the wheel is specially geared to take ten minutes on its journey, so that it can conveniently be used as a short-time brothel, to the huge profit of its owners. Against this dreary background—for the story begins and ends with the wheel—there runs a tale of crime, blackmail and destitution which is at times deeply moving.

Its distinctive mark is its acceptance of the lumpenproletarian outlook, its assumption that the world of narks, pimps, eightpenny kips, punchdrunk boxers and rival race-gangs is as eternal as the pyramids. Perhaps significantly, the story is dated 1933, the last year in which it was possible for a thinking Englishman to be unaware of Europe. The London underworld, or at least that kind of underworld, is not likely to last much longer. It belongs essentially to the late capitalist age, to a society which first neglects you and then persecutes you because of the results of its neglect, but does at least allow you to remain alive. The new society that is coming will either kill you or take care of you. It is uncertain how well a man like Mark Benney will fit in with it. But meanwhile he has produced two or three notable books by writing of life as he knows it and not as it ought to be.

The Lights Go Down is almost exactly the opposite of The Big Wheel. It is a novel-with-a-purpose—though actually it is not a novel but a series of sketches and short stories, all dealing with the same small town in Germany and the things that happened to it after Hitler came to power. Needless to say it is a chronicle of lies, horrors and absurdities. Is life in Nazi Germany really as bad as this? Yes, there is not much doubt that it is just as bad, and that things happen very much as they are described here.

But is it as obviously bad as this? It is just here that one comes up against the weakness of the bulk of “anti-fascist” books, fiction or non-fiction, that appeared before 1939, and of a good many that are appearing now. It is that they represent Nazism as a completely unmistakeable swindle, and also as an unbearable tyranny against which the vast majority of the people are struggling. Nearly all the publications of the Left Book Club, for instance, have taken this line. So do plays like Clifford Odets’s Till the Day I Die, which is running at this moment,2 and books like Reed’s Insanity Fair.3 They present a picture of something so unspeakable that no sane and decent person could possibly accept it.

Yet it is increasingly obvious that the mass of the German people do accept Hitler, and we are paying heavily for our past exaggerations, because one effect of them was to spread the notion that Nazi Germany would never stand the shock of war. Some of the sketches in The Lights Go Down are truly pathetic, and most of them are probably very like real life. But perhaps for the time being we have heard enough about the concentration camps and the persecution of the Jews. A book that could tell us just why Hitler is supported, what it feels like to be a Nazi, would be of more practical use.

Mr. Charles Pooter, hero—if that is the right word for him—of The Diary of a Nobody, comes about mid-way in a long line of idiots stretching from Punch of the ’forties to the Robertson Hare farces of to-day. Making allowance for the differences of period, all these characters have a certain family resemblance. They are comic Don Quixotes, gentle well-meaning souls perpetually suffering from unmerited disasters. Give Robertson Hare a pair of whiskers, dress him in a frock coat and stovepipe hat, and put him in a semi-detached house in Holloway (the then equivalent of Wimbledon, perhaps) in the year 1893, and you get something very like Mr. Pooter. Perhaps the golden age of the suburban idiot came somewhat later, in the period of Barry Pain and Pett Ridge, but Pooter is a very good specimen. This book was well worth reprinting, especially as it has the original illustrations. It is one of the best bedside books in existence.

If the Everyman Library are broaching the minor novels of the ’nineties, they might do worse than reprint something (perhaps Gals’ Gossip) by Arthur Morris Binstead,4 the celebrated “Pitcher” of the Pink ’Un. Human beings must escape from their environment occasionally, and that remote world of horsehair bustles and hansom cabs is more refreshing than the latest gangster film from Hollywood.




677. War-time Diary

23.8.40: This morning an air-raid warning about 3 a.m. Got up, looked at the time, then felt unable to do anything and promptly went to sleep again. They are talking of rearranging the alarm system, and they will have to do so if they are to prevent every alarm from costing thousands of pounds in wasted time, lost sleep, etc. The fact that at present the alarm sounds all over a wide area when the German planes are only operating in one part of it, means not only that people are unnecessarily woken up or taken away from work, but that an impression is spread that an air-raid alarm will always be false, which is obviously dangerous.

Have got my Home Guard uniform, after 2½ months.

Last night to a lecture by General ——,1 who is in command of about a quarter of a million men. He said he had been 41 years in the army. Was through the Flanders campaign, and no doubt limogé2 for incompetence. Dilating on the Home Guard being a static defensive force, he said contemptuously and in a rather marked way that he saw no use in our practising taking cover, “crawling about on our stomachs”,3 etc., etc., evidently as a hit at the Osterley Park training school.4 Our job, he said, was to die at our posts. Was also great on bayonet practice, and hinted that regular army ranks, saluting, etc., were to be introduced shortly …. . These wretched old blimps,5 so obviously silly and senile, and so degenerate in everything except physical courage, are merely pathetic in themselves, and one would feel rather sorry for them if they were not hanging round our necks like millstones. The attitude of the rank and file at these would-be pep-talks—so anxious to be enthusiastic, so ready to cheer and laugh at the jokes, and yet all the time half feeling that there is something wrong—always strikes me as pathetic. The time has almost arrived when one will only have to jump up on the platform and tell them how they are being wasted and how the war is being lost, and by whom, for them to rise up and shovel the blimps into the dustbin. When I watch them listening to one of these asinine talks, I always remember that passage in Samuel Butler’s Notebook about a young calf he once saw eating dung.6 It could not quite make up its mind whether it liked the stuff or not, and all it needed was some experienced cow to give it a prod with her horn, after which it would have remembered for life that dung is not good to eat.

It occurred to me yesterday, how will the Russian state get on without Trotsky? Or the Communists elsewhere? Probably they will be forced to invent a substitute.




678. Drama Reviews

Time and Tide, 24 August 1940

Take Back Your Freedom by Winifred Holtby; Neighbourhood

This play—essentially a novelist’s play, with less stagecraft and far more character interest than the ordinary dramatist would give it—is a psychological study of Fascism. The insight that it shows is all the more striking when one realizes that it was written five years ago, when many vital issues were less clear than they are today.

The hero—or, at any rate, the central figure—Arnold Clayton, Dictator of Britain, is an intellectual, a man from the prosperous middle class. He might be a more gentlemanly Hitler or a more intelligent Mosley. Simply as a political criticism one might say that such men, on the whole, don’t become dictators, that the modern-style demagogue has to think and feel in much the same way as the people he bamboozles. But from a psychological point of view the corruption of a gifted mind is more interesting than the career of a visionary like Hitler or a sneak-thief like Mussolini. You see here the picture of a man who goes downhill, with a sense of impulsion but also with a perfect knowledge of what he is doing. It is a study not so much of the way in which a successful tyranny might be established as of the way in which a thinking and sensitive man can become reconciled to tyranny.

The play consists of six scenes, in each of which the Dictator is one rung further up the ladder, or one rung further down, according as one chooses to look at it. Up to the moment of attaining power his career follows very closely upon that of Mosley. He has his “plan”, his private army, his catchwords about order and discipline, his Jew-baiting, his monied backers, his idiotic female admirers. Even the famous Olympia meeting, which was a turning-point in Mosley’s career and probably robbed him of his chance of getting a working-class following, figures in Scene Three.1 But in Scene Four Clayton is actually in power, he has won a general election and followed it up by abolishing democracy, and thereafter his real decadence begins. He finds, as so many others have found, that supreme power is simply a kind of slavery. Long earlier he had had to sacrifice his personal integrity to the Plan. But now it is a question of sacrificing the Plan to the Party, then the Party to the inner circle of his own friends, and finally his friends to himself. Since he has made power his objective, he is the prisoner of power. It was easy enough in his early days to point out that such “bourgeois” concepts as intellectual honesty, common decency, etc., etc., were of no importance compared with the regeneration of England. He is fond of quoting “It is expedient that a man should die for the people”, and professes in private to be disgusted by the vulgarities needed in a totalitarian movement. Up to a point his claim is true. Certainly the possession of power does not make him any happier. But this species of masochism, so common in Fascists and Communists of all grades, is only a disguise of naked power-worship. The climax comes when he suddenly shoots his best friend for advocating a policy which might make his own importance a little less. Almost immediately afterwards (a good touch) he puts the same policy into operation himself.

Mixed up with all this is the drama of Clayton’s private life, which is perhaps less satisfactory than the satire on his rise to power. He is, to begin with, homosexual, though not consciously so. By degrees, however, it becomes clear that the explanation both of his homosexuality and of his pathological hunger for power lies in his early childhood. His mother is an “enlightened” woman who has dominated him far longer than she ought to have done. When she sees the final results of her upbringing she is aghast, indeed it is she who ends the play by assassinating her son just in time to avert a European war, but in fact she has made him what he is. By dominating him too long and educating him too carefully she has given him the feeling that he has no separate personality of his own. In the end he confesses as much, breaking into hysterics and screaming at her that he has made himself Dictator of Britain simply to get away from her, to feel that he is grown-up at last.

Take Back Your Freedom was probably not quite completed when Winifred Holtby died, and it has since been touched up by Mr Norman Ginsbury.2 The chief fault it still has, as a play, is to be too episodic. There are two or three scenes which might each be the end of a play, so that the real ending when it comes is not quite the climax it ought to be. But the characterization is far above the ordinary level. Perhaps the best character of all is Clayton’s friend, Major Lawrence, who plays the part of Roehm or Goering—more Roehm than Goering, perhaps—and whom he finally shoots. This part is admirably acted by Mr Martin Walker. In the absence of a proper programme (the performance I saw was only the dress rehearsal) I cannot in every case fit the actor’s name to the part, but I ought to add that Clayton himself, his mother and the miserable pansy who makes up the Fascists’ marching songs are all of them good parts intelligently acted. Mr Hugh Miller directs the play and acts a minor but subtle part with distinction. We may hope that this play, so remarkable in its insight and potentially so valuable as propaganda, will follow its predecessor Thunder Rock to the West End.

The Body was Well Nourished by Frank Launder and Sidney Gilliat; Lyric

This amusing little play merges the thriller with the farce in a way oftener seen in American crook films than on the stage. The action centres round attempts by Gestapo agents, with a very bland English assistant, to bump off a Cabinet Minister who hardly seems worth saving but is, needless to say, saved by the hero. The murder, though it does not come off, is distinctly ingenious. Following the tradition of the American films, in which the master criminal is laid low not by the police but by a wisecracking young reporter, the hero of The Body was Well Nourished is a light-hearted young man who touts a vacuum-cleaner of his own invention and makes love and jokes in the intervals of outwitting Nazis. Infernal machines and Balkan politics are mixed up with those never-failing laugh-getters, poetry, adultery and underclothes, and the mixture is successful enough to make the rather tepid reception that the audience gave to the play a little surprising. The acting is adequate, with Mr Barry Barnes, in the leading part, being, as usual, entirely himself.




679. Review of The English Revolution: 1640, edited by Christopher Hill

The New Statesman and Nation, 24 August 1940

The imprint of Messrs. Lawrence and Wishart1 upon a book on the English Civil War tells one in advance what its interpretation of the war is likely to be, and the main interest of reading it is to discover how crudely or how subtly the “materialistic” method is applied. Obviously a Marxist version of the Civil War must represent it as a struggle between a rising capitalism and an obstructive feudalism, which in fact it was. But men will not die for things called capitalism or feudalism, and will die for things called liberty or loyalty, and to ignore one set of motives is as misleading as to ignore the others. This, however, is what the authors of this book do their best to do. Early in the first essay the familiar note is struck:


The fact that men spoke and wrote in religious language should not prevent us realising that there is a social content behind what are apparently purely theological ideas. Each class created and sought to impose the religious outlook best suited to its own needs and interests. But the real clash is between these class interests.

It is not, then, denied that the “Puritan Revolution” was a religious as well as a political struggle; but it was more than that.



In the light of the first paragraph, it is not so easy to see what is meant by “religious struggle” in the last sentence. But in that cocksure paragraph one can see the main weakness of Marxism, its failure to interpret human motives. Religion, morality, patriotism and so forth are invariably written off as “superstructure,” a sort of hypocritical cover-up for the pursuit of economic interests. If that were so, one might well ask why it is that the “superstructure” has to exist. If no man is ever motivated by anything except class interests, why does every man constantly pretend that he is motivated by something else? Apparently because human beings can only put forth their full powers when they believe that they are not acting for economic ends. But this in itself is enough to suggest that “superstructural” motives should be taken seriously. They may be causes as well as effects. As it is, a “Marxist analysis” of any historical event tends to be a hurried snap-judgment based on the principle of cui bono? something rather like the “realism” of the saloon-bar cynic who always assumes that the bishop is keeping a mistress and the trade-union leader is in the pay of the boss. Along these lines it is impossible to have an intuitive understanding of men’s motives, and therefore impossible to predict their actions. It is easy now to debunk the English Civil War, but it must be admitted that during the past twenty years the predictions of the Marxists have usually been not only wrong but, so to speak, more sensationally wrong than those of much simpler people. The outstanding case was their failure to see in advance the danger of Fascism. Long after Hitler came to power official Marxism was declaring that Hitler was of no importance and could achieve nothing. On the other hand, people who had hardly heard of Marx but who knew the power of faith had seen Hitler coming years earlier.

The third essay in the book, by Mr. Edgell Rickword, is on Milton, who figures as “the revolutionary intellectual.” This involves treating Milton as primarily a pamphleteer, and in an essay of 31 pages Paradise Lost and Paradise Regained only get between them a hurried mention of half a sentence. The most interesting essay of the three, by Miss Margaret James, is on the materialist interpretations of society which were already current in the mid-seventeenth century. The English Revolution, like some later ones, had its unsuccessful left-wing, men who were ahead of their time and were cast aside when they had helped the new ruling class into power. It is a pity that Miss James fails to make a comparison between the seventeenth-century situation and the one we are now in. A parallel undoubtedly exists, although from the official Marxist point of view the latter-day equivalents of the Diggers and Levellers happen to be unmentionable.




680. War-time Diary

26.8.40: (Greenwich). The raid which occurred on the 24th was the first real raid on London so far as I am concerned, i.e. the first in which I could hear the bombs. We were watching at the front door when the East India docks were hit. No mention of the docks being hit in Sunday’s papers, so evidently they do conceal it when important objectives are hit…  …. . It was a loudish bang but not alarming and gave no impression of making the earth tremble, so evidently these are not very large bombs that they are dropping. I remember the two big bombs that dropped near Huesca when I was in the hospital at Monflorite. The first, quite 4 kilometres away, made a terrific roar that shook the houses and sent us all fleeing out of our beds in alarm. Perhaps that was a 2000 lb. bomb1 and the ones at present being dropped are 500 lb. ones.

They will have to do something very soon about localising alarms. At present millions of people are kept a wake or kept a way from work every time an aeroplane appears over any part of London.

29.8.40: Air-raid alarms during the last 3 nights have totalled about 16–18 hours for the three nights…  …. It is perfectly clear that these night raids are intended chiefly as a nuisance, and as long as it is taken for granted that at the sound of the siren everyone must dive for the shelter, Hitler only needs to send his planes over half-a-dozen at a time to hold up work and rob people of sleep to an indefinite extent. However, this idea is already wearing off …. For the first time in 20 years I have overheard bus conductors losing their tempers and being rude to passengers. E.g. the other night, a voice out of the darkness: “’Oo’s conducting this bus, lady, me or you?” It took me straight back to the end of the last war.

… … E. and I have paid the minimum of attention to raids and I was honestly under the impression that they did not worry me at all except because of the disorganisation, etc., that they cause.2 This morning, however, putting in a couple of hours’ sleep as I always do when returning from guard duty, I had a very disagreeable dream of a bomb dropping near me and frightening me out of my wits. Cf. the dream I used to have towards the end of our time in Spain, of being on a grass bank with no cover and mortar shells dropping round me.

31.8.40: Air-raid warnings, of which there are now half a dozen or thereabouts every 24 hours, becoming a great bore. Opinion spreading rapidly that one ought simply to disregard the raids except when they are known to be big-scale ones and in one’s own area. Of the people strolling in Regent’s Park, I should say at least half pay no attention to a raid-warning  …. . Last night just as we were going to bed, a pretty heavy explosion. Later in the night woken up by a tremendous crash, said to be caused by a bomb in Maida Vale.3 E. and I merely remarked on the loudness and fell asleep again. Falling asleep, with a vague impression of anti-aircraft guns firing, found myself mentally back in the Spanish war, on one of those nights when you had good straw to sleep on, dry feet, several hours rest ahead of you, and the sound of distant gunfire, which acts as a soporific provided it is distant.




681. Review of Poltergeists by Sacheverell Sitwell1

Horizon, September 1940

To judge from the newspapers, poltergeists appear fairly frequently but seldom get a thorough investigation, because they will not, as a rule, ‘perform’ in the presence of strangers. But there are quite enough authenticated cases—Mr. Sitwell gives detailed accounts of four of the best-known, but there is a number of others—to suggest that the poltergeist is not imaginary in the ordinary sense of the word.

These cases are almost always very much alike. They consist of a series of evil-minded and frightening practical jokes, often with an undercurrent of obscenity. Crockery is smashed, objects fly through the air in an inexplicable manner, there are rapping noises and sometimes tremendous explosions and the violent ringing of bells. Sometimes, also, there are mysterious voices and apparitions of animals. In nearly, though not quite all, cases, there is in the house some young person, usually a girl about the age of puberty, who can be indentified as the medium. As a rule she is ultimately caught and admits that she has been playing tricks, after which the phenomena cease. But the thing is not so simple as this makes it appear. To begin with, there are cases in which no conscious fraud appears to exist, and others in which the medium only seems to have resorted to deliberate trickery after his or her ‘genuine’ powers had begun to wane. But the most striking fact of all is that even when the mediums are consciously cheating they seem to acquire powers that they would not normally have. At the least they become accomplished conjurors. The mysterious voices, for instance, are obviously due to ventriloquism, which is not much easier to learn than walking the tightrope. In a few cases the disturbances have continued for years on end without any human agent being caught in the act.

As with spiritualistic phenomena, three explanations are possible. One is ‘spirits’, one is hypnotism and hallucination, and another is vulgar fraud. Few sensible people would accept the first, and there is a good deal of evidence for the third. Houdini, for instance, was fond of demonstrating that all spiritualist ‘manifestations’ can be faked; some of the details are given in his biography. Mr. Sitwell takes it for granted that all poltergeist phenomena are due to human trickery, conscious and unconscious, but, as he points out, it is just there that the interest begins. Ghosts are completely uninteresting, but the aberrations of the human mind are not. In the case of the poltergeist you have an aberration by which one member of a family is impelled to play terrifying tricks on the others, and to show diabolical secretiveness and cunning in doing so. Why they do it, what pleasure they get out of it, is completely unknown. There is possibly a clue in the fact that the same phenomena recur in cases that are centuries apart. If one takes the view that the poltergeist disturbances never actually happen, that the whole thing is simply a pack of lies, then one is faced by an even stranger psychological puzzle—that of whole households suffering collective hallucination or conspiring together to tell stories that are bound to get them laughed at.

Mr. Sitwell links the subject up with sexual hysteria on the one hand, and on the other with witchcraft, in which hallucination was mixed up with the remains of a pre-Christian fertility-worship. The famous Sabbaths at which the witches had sexual intercourse with the Devil were presumably dreams induced by auto-suggestion and drugs. According to Mr. Sitwell, the ointment with which they rubbed themselves before mounting their broomsticks is now known to have contained drugs which would give a sleeping person the sensation of flying. It was only recently that witchcraft could be seriously studied, because it was only recently that the ‘supernatural’ explanation of it could be finally rejected. So also with the poltergeist, so long accepted as a real ghost or laughed at as an old wives’ story. It is probably neither, but a rare and interesting form of insanity. When it has been further studied it will probably, like spiritualism, teach us a little more about hallucination and group-psychology.




682. Review of War by Revolution by Francis Williams

The Labour Book Service Bulletin, September 1940

Mr. Williams’s is one of the first of a growing army of voices, the voices of ordinary people who realise that this war cannot be fought under the old slogans of “King and Country,” because our chance of success lies in our recognising it for what it is, a civil war. The time factor is all-important, everything turns on our getting this idea through to a sufficient number of people before it is too late, and Mr. Williams’s book should do some useful work in that direction.

In the opening chapter he enlarges upon the fact that democracy, as against dictatorship or any other form of tyranny, is a comparatively new doctrine. The point is worth making, because the Russo-German pact and the new line of German propaganda resulting from it have obscured what was obvious at the time of the Spanish Civil War, the reactionary, backward-looking nature of Fascism. Essentially it is a counter-attack by the past upon the future. But this fact can escape notice for long periods, because of the important psychological discovery that the Nazis have made—or, at any rate, that they have applied—that it is quite safe to preach mutually contradictory policies so long as you are telling people what they want to hear. In the chapter on the collapse of France Mr. Williams follows this up in some detail. In France the Nazis pulled off the biggest propaganda stroke of their career. They won over the big industrialists, the conservative-minded army officers, the peasants and a section of the town workers, by promises which were absolutely incompatible but which corresponded to the wishes of each group. And yet finally the destruction of the Third Republic cleared the air and stripped away some of the pretences of Hitler’s propaganda. For the people who were actually willing to make the surrender, and to profit by it to some extent, were not the workers whose friend Hitler professed to be, but a group of bankers, gaga generals and disreputable right-wing politicians. As Mr. Williams points out, very much of the same tensions exist in Britain as in France, though the unity of Britain is more real, and our own fighting-power could be undermined in the same way if social injustice were to persist throughout a long war.

It follows that we can only make our position secure by genuinely democratising Britain and doing away, as far as is possible in the time, with imperial exploitation. In Chapter IV Mr. Williams sets forth the German “case” and outlines what appears to be Hitler’s plan for a unified Europe—a plan which implies the setting-up of a caste system in which the Germans are the ruling caste and the conquered European nations reduced to a species of slavery. He points out, quite rightly, that we cannot assume that the European peoples will revolt against such a plan of their own accord. It will at least offer them security at a low level of life, and Hitler’s success within Germany itself shows that many people prefer security to liberty. Whether they will accept semi-slave status so readily from a foreign conqueror as from someone of their own race is less certain—Mr. Williams does not touch on this point. Even more urgent is the danger of Hitler’s propaganda in the Americas. By the British blockade the South American food-producers are cut off from their markets at the same time as the conquered European populations are in danger of starving. It is obvious that German propaganda will put the blame for this on Britain, and equally obvious that, with the sort of people who are now in control, no effective answer will be made. So far as the European populations are concerned, we have no choice but to continue the blockade so long as Hitler holds their territory, but we can only satisfy the Americas by finding markets for them elsewhere, presumably in India and Africa. This means a redistribution of trade completely impossible under a regime of private capitalism. Whichever direction one looks in, at the widest aspect of world strategy or the tiniest detail of home defence, one sees that no real war effort is possible until the grip of the present ruling class is broken.

If Mr. Williams’s book has a weakness, it is that it approaches the war a little too much from the ideological and not quite enough from the military side. It is true that we shall not have the European peoples with us until we are a Socialist democracy, but it is also true that a merely political change will not win us allies. We have got to be stronger than Hitler as well as morally superior. Still, the mental revolution, the recognition of the need for Socialism, has got to take place, and the basis for it is already there. For the first time in nearly 20 years the mass of the British people are ready for revolutionary change. But they need pushing, and the more books like Mr. Williams’s they get, the quicker their reaction is likely to be.




683. War-time Diary

1.9.40: Recently bought a forage cap …. . It seems that forage caps over size 7 are a great rarity. Evidently they expect all soldiers to have small heads. This tallies with the remark made by some higher-up to R.R.1 in Paris when he tried to join the army—“Good God, you don’t suppose we want intelligent men in the front line, do you?” All the Home Guard uniforms are made with 20-inch necks …. . Shops everywhere are beginning to cash in on the Home Guard, khaki shirts, etc., being displayed at fantastic prices with notices “suitable for the Home Guard.” Just as in Barcelona, in the early days when it was fashionable to be in the militia.

3.9.40: Yesterday talking with Mrs. C.,2 who had recently come back from Cardiff. Raids there have been almost continuous, and finally it was decided that work in the docks must continue, raids or no raids. Almost immediately afterwards a German plane managed to drop a bomb straight into the hold of a ship, and according to Mrs. C. the remains of seven men working there “had to be brought up in pails”. Immediately there was a dock strike, after which they had to go back to the practice of taking cover. This is the sort of thing that does not get into the papers. It is now stated on all sides that the casualties in the most recent raids, e.g. at Ramsgate, have been officially minimised, which greatly incenses the locals, who do not like to read about “negligible damage” when 100 people have been killed, etc., etc. Shall be interested to see the figures for casualities for this month, i.e. August. I should say that up to about 2000 a month they would tell the truth, but would cover it up for figures over that.3

Michael4 estimates that in his clothing factory, evidently a small individually-owned affair, time lost in air-raids cost £50 last week.




684. Drama Reviews

Time and Tide, 7 September 1940

Cornelius by J. B. Priestley; Westminster

It is always pleasant to awake from a nightmare, even when it is an air-raid siren that wakes you. We are in the middle of a war at this moment, but at any rate we are not in the middle of a slump. Bombs are dropping and men are dying, but the dole-queues are shorter and the suicides fewer. Mr. Priestley’s play, only five years old and already a period-piece, describes a world that is as dead as the dodo but which, till only yesterday, seemed as eternal as the pyramids. It is the world of money, of slumps, booms and “inexorable” economic laws, in which solid business-men turn into cringing bankrupts, old clerks are shot into the street after thirty years’ service and speculators take one glance at the ticker-tape1 and then put their heads in the gas oven. And although it is perfectly possible that we shall all be blown to pieces within the next few weeks, it is actually a relief to get this glimpse of the vanished ’thirties and reflect that, whatever comes out of the present war, the horrors that Mr Priestley is describing can never happen again in just that way.

Cornelius, the central figure of the play, is the junior partner in a small firm of aluminium importers. It was a fairly prosperous firm until the value of the pound slumped to twelve and sixpence, after which, needless to say, nothing has gone right. At the moment when the play opens things are already desperate. A creditors’ meeting has been arranged for later in the week, and the senior partner of the firm has gone north in a forlorn hope of scraping together enough orders to induce the bank to grant another overdraft. Meanwhile, the Income Tax people are sniffing after a small legacy which Cornelius received earlier in the year, and the office is invaded every ten minutes by starving wretches trying to sell carpets, stationery and toothpaste. It is the familiar atmosphere of the slump. All hangs on the mission of Mr Murrison, the senior partner, which everyone professes to believe in while secretly knowing it to be hopeless. And even before the creditors’ meeting a sort of chill has been cast over the office by a mysterious telegram from Murrison, announcing that two men are following him wherever he goes.

What gives the play something of the quality of tragedy, and what cuts 1935 so completely off from 1940, is that no one grasps that this kind of desperate commercial struggle, with hordes of hungry competitors scrambling round an ever-shrinking market, is not part of the order of nature. This is the case even with Cornelius, who is mentally in a different class from the others. If there were one person capable of pointing out that this kind of thing is a by-product of private capitalism, which is due to disappear in the near future, the bankruptcy of the firm would hardly matter. As it is, all concerned see things simply in terms of “success” and “failure” and feel their ruin to be at least partly their own fault. The firm is a small one and most of the people in it have been together a long time. Even at the best of times, of course, their life was not ideal. Much of the work is dull, the office is dark and shabby, the office-boy chafes against doing “kid’s work”, Cornelius, secretly uninterested in business, daydreams about the lost cities of Peru, and the plain and dowdy typist is hopelessly in love with Cornelius. Still, the atmosphere of the firm has been that of a family; its collapse means the end of a world. And of course it is going to collapse—that has been obvious since the first moment of the play.

Murrison returns just as the assembled creditors, presided over by a bank manager “with a face like a rat trap”, are doing their worst. Just for a moment it seems that he may have brought salvation. But the mysterious telegram was not a practical joke, as everyone had assumed at the time. He has gone mad. Ten days later, in a lucid interval, he shoots himself. The play ends with the final dissolution of the firm. Cornelius has fallen in love with his temporary secretary, who, however, is engaged to be married to an odious young go-getter with a curl on his forehead. Cornelius, alone in the dismantled office, is about to shoot himself with Murrison’s pistol, then, brought to himself by the tune of a barrel-organ outside, breaks the window with a dictionary and sets out to find the lost cities of Peru.

Much of the play is unspeakably dreary, but considering the subject one cannot accuse Mr Priestley of piling on the horrors unnecessarily. Actually, most of the characters end in rather better circumstances than they probably would have done in the conditions of the slump. The old accountant has a son-in-law with a haberdasher’s shop and has saved enough money to go into partnership with him. The office-boy has the chance of a job in a wireless shop. The pretty typist is going to be married and the plain one feels confident of getting another job. The tragedy lies simply in the failure of human beings to imagine any other social system than the one they have been bred in. Similar things were happening all through the early ’thirties, when small firms were being eliminated as ruthlessly as weeds, and it was right to record them. The fact that Mr Priestley, who could so easily have been a cheer-up writer, chose to write plays which people at the time rejected as “depressing” (or “looking on the black side”) is a mark of his integrity. He is probably only too glad that this play—not as a play, but as a social document—is already out of date.

There are one or two very good character-touches in the play. The part played by Mr Robert Wilton—a fat man of the commercial traveller type, who is obviously as much at home in a creditors’ meeting as most of us would be in a railway carriage—is a subtle little sketch. The acting is good all round, if not individually brilliant. One incident which was not actually a part of the play is perhaps worth recording as a scrap of social history. About half way through the performance on Tuesday night (the 27th) the air-raid sirens sounded. Mr Stephen Murray, acting the part of Cornelius, stepped forward and said that the lights would be turned on to allow any of the audience who wished to go out. Not more than three or four people did so, and the play proceeded normally. After only a week of bombing an air raid has ceased to be a serious interruption. So perhaps the prospects of the London theatre are rather brighter than they appeared a few weeks ago.

Applesauce, presented by George Black; Holborn Empire

Anyone wanting to see something really vulgar should visit the Holborn Empire, where you can get quite a good matinée seat for three shillings. Max Miller,2 of course, is the main attraction, but there is a good supporting programme with some brilliant sketches. The best of these is a skit on the Home Guard which incidentally does some good propaganda for that neglected body. Doris Hare does a skit on a strip-tease act, and there are some good acrobatics by the Dolinoffs and Raya Sisters. One of their acts is a sort of music-hall version of La Boutique Fantasque, the other an optical illusion which probably casts some light on the “manifestations” at spiritualistic séances.

Max Miller, who looks more like a Middlesex Street hawker than ever when he is wearing a tail coat and a shiny top hat, is one of a long line of English comedians who have specialized in the Sancho Panza side of life, in real lowness. To do this probably needs more talent than to express nobility. Little Tich3 was a master at it. There was a music-hall farce which Little Tich used to act in, in which he was supposed to be factotum to a crook solicitor. The solicitor is giving him his instructions:—


“Now, our client who’s coming this morning is a widow with a good figure. Are you following me?”

Little Tich: “I’m ahead of you.”



As it happens, I have seen this farce acted several times with other people in the same part, but I have never seen anyone who could approach the utter baseness that Little Tich could get into these simple words. There is a touch of the same quality in Max Miller. Quite apart from the laughs they give one, it is important that such comedians should exist. They express something which is valuable in our civilization and which might drop out of it in certain circumstances. To begin with, their genius is entirely masculine. A woman cannot be low without being disgusting, whereas a good male comedian can give the impression of something irredeemable and yet innocent, like a sparrow. Again, they are intensely national. They remind one how closely-knit the civilization of England is, and how much it resembles a family, in spite of its out-of-date class distinctions. The startling obscenities which occur in Applesauce are only possible because they are expressed in doubles entendres which imply a common background in the audience. Anyone who had not been brought up on the Pink ’Un would miss the point of them. So long as comedians like Max Miller are on the stage and the comic coloured postcards which express approximately the same view of life are in the stationers’ windows, one knows that the popular culture of England is surviving. Meanwhile, Applesauce is a first-rate variety show, with only the minimum of “glamorous” songs between the comic acts.4

Outward Bound [by Sutton Vane];5 New

Uplift play, hardly worth reviving.




685. War-time Diary

7.9.40: Air-raid alarms now frequent enough, and lasting long enough, for people habitually to forget whether the alarm is on at the moment, or whether the All Clear has sounded. Noise of bombs and gunfire, except when very close (which probably means within two miles) now accepted as a normal background to sleep or conversation. I have still not heard a bomb go off with the sort of bang that makes you feel you are personally involved.

In Churchill’s speech, number killed in air-raids during August given as 1075. Even if truthful, probably a large understatement as it includes only civilian casualties …. . The secretiveness officially practised about raids is extraordinary. To-day’s papers report that a bomb fell in a square “in central London”. Impossible to find out which square it was, though thousands of people must know.

10.9.40: Can’t write much of the insanities of the last few days. It is not so much that the bombing is worrying in itself as that the disorganisation of traffic, frequent difficulty of telephoning, shutting of shops whenever there is a raid on, etc., etc., combined with the necessity of getting on with one’s ordinary work, wear one out and turn life into a constant scramble to catch up lost time. Herewith a few notes on bombs, etc.:—

I have seen no bomb crater deeper than about 12 feet. One opposite the house at Greenwich was only (interrupted by air raid: continued 11.9.40) about the size of those made in Spain by 15 c.m. shells. In general the noises are formidable but not absolutely shattering like those of the huge bombs I saw dropped at Huesca.1 Putting “screaming” bombs aside, I have frequently heard the whistle of a bomb—to hear which one must I assume be within at most a mile of it—and then a not overwhelmingly loud explosion. On the whole I conclude that they are using small bombs. Those which did most of the damage in the Old Kent Road2 had a curiously limited effect. Often a small house would be reduced to a pile of bricks and the house next door to it barely chipped. Ditto with the incendiary bombs, which will sometimes burn the inner part of a house completely out while leaving the front almost intact.

The delayed-action bombs are a great nuisance, but they appear to be successful in locating most of them and getting all the neighbouring people out until the bomb shall have exploded. All over South London, little groups of disconsolate-looking people wandering about with suitcases and bundles, either people who have been rendered homeless or, in more cases, who have been turned out by the authorities because of an unexploded bomb.

Notable bits of damage so far: Tremendous fires in the docks on 7 and 8.9.40, Cheapside on 9.9.40. Bank of England just chipped (bomb crater about 15 feet from wall). Naval college at Greenwich also chipped. Much damage in Holborn. Bomb in Marylebone goods yard.3 Cinema at Madame Tussauds4 destroyed. Several other large fires, many gas mains and electric cables burst, much diversion of road traffic, London Bridge and Westminster Bridge being out of use for several days, and enough damage to railway lines to slow down rail traffic for a day or two. Power station somewhere in South London hit, stopping trams for about half a day. Said to be very heavy damage in Woolwich,5 and, to judge by the column of flame and smoke, one or more of the big oil drums in the estuary of the Thames was hit on 7.9.40. Deliveries of milk and letters delayed to some extent, newspapers mostly coming out a few hours late, all theatres (except the Criterion,6 which is underground) closed on 10.9.40, and I think all cinemas as well.

Most of last night in the public shelter, having been driven there by recurrent whistle and crash of bombs not very far away at intervals of about a quarter of an hour. Frightful discomfort owing to overcrowding, though the place was well-appointed, with electric light and fans. People, mostly elderly working class, grousing bitterly about the hardness of the seats and the longness of the night, but no defeatist talk… … People are now to be seen every night about dusk queuing up at the doors of the Shelters with their bedding. Those who come in first grab places on the floor and probably pass a reasonably good night. Day raids apart, the raiding hours are pretty regularly 8 p.m. to 4.30 a.m., i.e. dusk to just before dawn.

I should think 3 months of continuous raids at the same intensity as the last 4 nights would break down everyone’s morale. But it is doubtful whether anyone could keep up the attack on such a scale for 3 months, especially when he is suffering much the same himself.

12.9.40: As soon as the air-raids began seriously it was noticeable that people were much readier than before to talk to strangers in the street …. . This morning met a youth of about 20, in dirty overalls, perhaps a garage hand. Very embittered and defeatist about the war, and horrified by the destruction he had seen in South London. He said that Churchill had visited the bombed area near the Elephant7 and at a spot where 20 out of 22 houses had been destroyed, remarked that it was “not so bad”. The youth: “I’d have wrung his bloody neck if he’d said it to me.” He was pessimistic about the war, considered Hitler was sure to win and would reduce London to much the same state as Warsaw. He spoke bitterly about the people rendered homeless in South London and eagerly took up my point when I said the empty houses in the West End should be requisitioned for them. He considered that all wars were fought for the profit of the rich, but agreed with me that this one would probably end in revolution. With all this he was not unpatriotic. Part of his grouch was that he had tried to join the Air Force 4 times in the last 6 months, and always been put off.

To-night and last night they have been trying the new device of keeping up a continuous A.A. barrage, apparently firing blind or merely by sound, though I suppose there is some kind of sound-detector which estimates the height at which they must make the shells burst… … The noise is tremendous and almost continuous, but I don’t mind it, feeling it to be on my side. Spent last night at S’s place8 with a battery firing in the square at short intervals throughout the night. Slept through it easily enough, no bombs being audible in that place.

The havoc in the East End and South London is terrible, by all accounts…  …. Churchill’s speech last night referred very seriously to danger of imminent invasion. If invasion is actually attempted and this is not a feint, the idea is presumably either to knock out our air bases along the South Coast, after which the ground defences can be well bombed, at the same time causing all possible confusion in London and its southward communications, or to draw as much as possible of our defensive forces south before delivering the attack on Scotland or possibly Ireland.

Meanwhile our platoon of Home Guards, after 3½ months, have about I rifle for 6 men, no other weapons except incendiary bombs, and perhaps I uniform for 4 men. After all, they have stood out against letting the rifles be taken home by individual men.9 They are all parked in one place, where a bomb may destroy the whole lot of them any night.




686. Review of World’s End by Upton Sinclair; Masks and Faces by Phyllis Bottome; An Epic of the Gestapo by Sir Paul Dukes

Tribune, 13 September 1940

I have never quite been able to make up my mind whether Mr. Upton Sinclair is a very good novelist or a very bad one. Since I have continued to read him for many a long year the question might seem to have answered itself, if I could say that I got the same kind of pleasure out of his novels that I got out of others. But in any case, what is a novel? The mere fact that Tom Jones, Sons and Lovers, Gentlemen Prefer Blondes, and Tarzan of the Apes are all classed as novels is enough to show one how vague the category is.

Mr. Sinclair’s books, also classed as novels, are actually tracts, a sort of Socialist adaptation of the old-style religious tract in which the young man who is on the road to ruin hears a striking sermon and thereafter touches nothing stronger than cocoa. What gave these things the literary power they often possessed was the fact that their authors believed in them; it was certainly not that they showed any knowledge of real life or any sense of character. It is rather the same with Mr. Sinclair. He knows, just as the Hebrew prophets knew, that the world is full of evil, and the depth of his feeling gives life to a series of tremendous sermons that probably lose rather than gain by being cast in story form.

At different times he has written “show-ups” of the press, the coal trade, the meat trade, the oil trade and I forget what else. This time, in World’s End, it is the armaments racket. When you know that Lanny Budd, the hero, is a gifted and warm-hearted American boy who has been brought up in the most cultivated European society on the proceeds of his father’s thriving trade in machine guns, hand grenades and other instruments of murder, you know the story, more or less. For here, as in all Mr. Sinclair’s books, there is not properly speaking any plot, merely the unfolding of a social theme and the story of one individual’s growing awareness of it, with conversion to Socialism somewhere about the last chapter.

Where Mr. Sinclair does excel, however, is in his facts. He has probably laid bare more iniquities than any writer of our time, and you can be sure in every case that he is telling you no more than the truth and even a little less than the truth. I have no doubt that the detailed accounts of barefaced swindling and cynical, conscious war-mongering by Sir Basil Zaharoff1 and others (for real personages come into the book) that are given here are perfectly accurate. No one has ever won a libel action against Mr. Sinclair—which, when you consider the charges he has made, tells one something about present-day society.

Whether his indictments of capitalism have ever made much impression, outside the ranks of the already-converted, is a different question. His best and one of his earliest books, The Jungle, a dreadful exposé of labour conditions in the Chicago meat-yards, was truly moving, if only because the fate of poor European peasants lured to America to be worked to death as factory drudges was a pitiful thing in itself. But only one of the book’s revelations really got home on the public mind—that conditions in the meat-yards were dirty and infected carcases were often offered for sale. The sufferings of the labourers went unnoticed. “I had aimed at the public’s heart,” Upton Sinclair wrote later, “and I hit its stomach.” I doubt whether he will hit any part of its anatomy with World’s End, which deals with a phase of society that has now passed away. But it puts some interesting pieces of blackguardism on record. It is good history, if mediocre fiction.

Miss Bottome’s stories are very accomplished—the first in the book, a sketch of a self-centred actress, probably drawn from Sarah Bernhardt, is a beauty—but somehow, like a lot of other short stories, they seem at this moment rather a fuss about nothing. One of them is of the “tough” kind to which American writers have accustomed us—a story about a lion-tamer who is killed by his favourite lion. It would have seemed pretty horrible a year ago. But I am writing this between bomb explosions, and the whole eastern sky of London is rosy with enormous fires. In the circumstances it is difficult to work up much enthusiasm about escaped lions, Chicago gangsters, etc., etc.

On the other hand, a quiet story about a love affair in a country rectory in the eighteen-eighties might be acceptable. The New Yorker recently had a cartoon in which a man is walking up to a news-stall covered with posters proclaiming “Great Naval Battle in the North Sea,” “Huge Land Battle in France,” “Terrific Air Battles over the Channel,” etc. He is saying “Action Stories, please.” Our own attitude towards fiction was rather the same till very recently, but it may change now that the war has reached our own doorstep. Nothing in fiction or on the films could be so tough as the things that are actually happening.

An Epic of the Gestapo is not fiction in either sense of the word. It is an authentic story of an adventure in Germany just before the outbreak of war, a very queer story with some unexplained motive behind it, which we may perhaps learn the full truth about at some future date.

A wealthy Czech business-man had made preparations to escape to England, and then, after setting out, had mysteriously disappeared. Sir Paul Dukes was employed by his friends in England to investigate the cause of his disappearance. Just why he was so ready to accept this strange and dangerous job is the chief mystery of the story, and one is inclined to suspect that it was mixed up with some Secret Service mission that he cannot at present speak about.2 In the end, after an almost incredible tangle of lies and bribery, ending with a gruesome exhumation scene, Sir Paul Dukes was able to determine that the Czech business-man had not been murdered by the Gestapo, as everyone had assumed, but had been killed in a railway accident.

In itself this makes rather a tame conclusion, but the incidental revelations are extremely interesting. Reading this book, one gets some idea of how corrupt a totalitarian society can be. In such a society the practice of lying becomes so habitual that it is almost impossible to believe that anyone else can ever be speaking the truth. Also it is interesting to learn that, although Britain and Germany were manifestly on the edge of war, Sir Paul Dukes could get special consideration everywhere, and even be on fairly good terms with Gestapo agents, because he was a known enemy of Bolshevism. If pre-war Germany was as he describes it, the Russo-German pact must have come as a tremendous shock to hundreds of thousands of Nazi party members.

How far were the Nazis deceived about Britain’s intentions? Is it really true, as was so widely reported, that Ribbentrop proclaimed that Britain would never fight?3 The question is of vast importance, for on the extent of the German’s understanding of us depends their chance of beating us. Sir Paul Dukes’s report on the Nazi mind is on the whole reassuring, and his book is fascinating reading.




687. Review of The Neuroses in War, edited by Emanuel Miller; Fear and Courage by Edward Glover

The New Statesman and Nation, 14 September 1940

These two books, one of them a detailed clinical study of war-neuroses by a number of different investigators, the other a very “popular” pep-talk on approximately the same subject, are to some extent complementary. Whereas the various authors of The Neuroses in War deal in case-histories and the use of hypnosis and drugs, Dr. Glover is concerned with the wider aspects of war morale, especially civilian morale. Both books suffer somewhat from having been written before the present wave of air raids, which have probably upset some of the psychological assumptions on which the A.R.P.1 regulations were founded.

The chief fact that seems to emerge from The Neuroses in War is the difficulty of drawing a dividing line between different types of disturbance. Malingering, “shell shock,” cerebral concussion and ordinary cowardice shade off into one another. Most of the material is drawn from the war of 1914–18, in which the practice seems to have been to regard every “shell shock” case who had not some definite organic injury as a common-or-garden malingerer. From a military point of view this was probably sound, because of the well-known fact that if “shell shock” is treated as a battle casualty and an adequate excuse for getting out of the front line, it immediately becomes much more common. Consequently doctors in wartime tend to develop a rather ruthless attitude towards psychological disturbances. The case-histories given in The Neuroses in War, however, show that the soldier who suddenly develops a paralysis of the right arm may be suffering from something more complex than thinly disguised cowardice. In many cases the paralysis, deafness, or whatever it may be, persists for years after the war is over; in some it does not even appear until the patient is permanently out of danger. Behind it there is often an earlier disturbance having nothing to do with the war. In one case an officer was suddenly taken ill at a dinner given to celebrate his having received a decoration for bravery, and remained an invalid for many years. Finally it was discovered that, at about the same time as he performed his special act of bravery, he had refused to help a wounded man under fire. Behind this was a neurosis of the ordinary Freudian type, which was probably the true origin of his guilt-feeling. Cases of this kind are evidently very common, and they obviously cannot receive proper attention in time of war. The commission which was set up by the War Office in 1922 to enquire into shell shock (extracts are given in an appendix to this book) made the sensible suggestion that many people who are physically healthy are mentally unfit for war and should as far as possible be eliminated beforehand. But this suggestion never seems to have been followed up, except in the Air Force and, in the U.S.A., in the navy. Armies are still recruited on the assumption that all human beings are equally brave or cowardly, which is democratic, no doubt, but leads to a lot of unnecessary suffering and inefficiency.

The authors of The Neuroses in War are dealing with the individual and hardly glance at the socio-political side of war. Here Dr. Glover goes beyond them. Starting off with a series of chatty chapters on spy-mania, how to keep your head in an air raid, etc., etc., he finds himself, to his own evident surprise, lapsing into a discussion of war aims and then into a passionate defence of the British case. Undoubtedly he is right to do so. War morale cannot be separated from politics. Mercenary soldiers, like the British regular army, may be superlatively brave, but only because they possess a tradition which serves in place of a war aim. The citizen soldier has to believe in what he is fighting for, or he goes to pieces. The conclusion seems to be that to be militarily strong a State needs either a highly trained army of mercenaries or a reasonably decent social system. Dr. Glover remarks in passing that in the Spanish civil war the rate of “shell shock” was low. This is interesting, and would repay further investigation. It is a fact that during about the first year and a half the Spanish civil war, at any rate on the Government side, was fought almost entirely by people of strong political convictions. It is also a fact that during that period desertion was almost unheard of on the Government side, and very common on Franco’s side. A study of the relation between war neuroses and war aims would perhaps be more fruitful than even the most detailed enquiry into the effects of the various drug-groups upon hysterical patients.




688. Review of Barbarians and Philistines: Democracy and the Public Schools by T. C. Worsley

Time and Tide, 14 September 1940

The title of this book is not intended as a denunciation. It refers to the distinction drawn by Matthew Arnold between the “barbarian” spirit of the old landed aristocracy and the “Philistine” spirit of the monied bourgeoisie who progressively overwhelmed them from 1830 onwards.1 The majority of our public schools were founded in the mid-nineteenth century, and the ones that already existed were altered out of recognition at about the same date. The new class who were coming into power naturally wanted a more civilized type of school than the Rugby described by Tom Hughes, and through the efforts of Dr Arnold and other reformers they got it. But the aristocracy had by no means disappeared, they intermarried with the bourgeoisie and deeply influenced, their view of life, and the new schools were modified in consequence. The “barbarous” element persisted in the hatred of intellectuality and the worship of games, which Arnold had certainly not foreseen or intended. And the fact that the British Empire needed administrators, less adventurous and more reliable than the men who had conquered it, set the public schools to turning out the brave, stupid, fairly decent mediocrities who are still their typical products today. Indeed the system has not altered markedly since the ’eighties of the last century.

Mr Worsley, writing from the angle of a Left Wing intellectual, is naturally hostile to the public schools, but it is doubtful whether his criticisms are altogether relevant. Broadly speaking, his charge is that the public schools are “not democratic”. This is unquestionably true. The atmosphere of nearly all these schools is deeply reactionary. Ninety-nine public-school boys out of a hundred, if they had votes, would vote Tory. But that is not the same as saying—and this is what Mr Worsley suggests—that the public schools produce types favourable to Fascism. On the contrary, one of the striking things about the British ruling class has been their complete failure to understand Fascism, either to combat it or to imitate it, and the old-fashioned Toryism that is absorbed in the public schools is partly responsible for this. Again, when he says that the public schools breed an undemocratic mentality, he appears to mean that they do not turn out boys who can accommodate themselves to a world of equal suffrage, free speech, intellectual tolerance and international co-operation. This would be a valid criticism if any such world lay ahead of us. But unfortunately that version of democracy is even more a lost cause than feudalism. What is ahead of us is not an age of reason but an age of bombing planes, and the sort of “democrat” that Mr Worsley seems to postulate would be even worse off in it than the average public-school boy, who has at any rate not been brought up as a pacifist or a believer in the League of Nations. The brutal side of public-school life, which intellectuals always deprecate, is not a bad training for the real world. The trouble is that in every other way these schools have remained in the nineteenth century, breeding-grounds of a privileged class which could not bring itself up to date without losing its self-confidence in the process.

Merely to make fun of the public schools, more Beachcomber,2 would hardly be worth while. It is too easy, and besides, it is flogging a dead horse, or a dying one, for all but three or four schools will be killed financially by the present war. Mr Worsley has some fun with Newbolt’s celebrated Vitäi Lampada3 but he makes constructive suggestions as well. Much in the public-school system, he thinks, is well suited to boys of sixteen or under. Up to that age boys profit by an atmosphere of gang-loyalty, games-worship and homosexuality, and it is in the last two years of school that the harm is done to them. What he advocates is a system of junior universities at which the type of boy who is still teachable at sixteen can continue his education in a comparatively adult atmosphere. This war, however it ends, will leave us with big educational problems, and when the public schools have finally vanished we shall see virtues in them that are now hidden from us. But it is too early to say so, and Mr Worsley’s attack on an obsolete system, if not always quite fair, will do more good than harm.




689. War-time Diary

14.9.40: On the first night of the barrage,1 which was the heaviest, they are said to have fired 500,000 shells, i.e. at an average cost of £5 per shell, £2½ millions worth. But well worth it, for the effect on morale.

15.9.40: This morning, for the first time, saw an aeroplane shot down. It fell slowly out of the clouds, nose foremost, just like a snipe that has been shot high overhead. Terrific jubilation among the people watching, punctuated every now and then by the question, “Are you sure it’s a German?” So puzzling are the directions given, and so many the types of aeroplane, that no one even knows which are German planes and which are our own. My only test is that if a bomber is seen over London it must be a German, whereas a fighter is likelier to be ours.

17.9.40 Heavy bombing in this area last night till about 11 p.m…  …. I was talking in the hallway of this house to two young men and a girl who was with them. Psychological attitude of all 3 was interesting. They were quite openly and unashamedly frightened, talking about how their knees were knocking together, etc., and yet at the same time excited and interested, dodging out of doors between bombs to see what was happening and pick up shrapnel splinters. Afterwards in Mrs. C’s little reinforced room downstairs, with Mrs. C. and her daughter, the maid, and three young girls who are also lodgers here. All the women, except the maid, screaming in unison, clasping each other and hiding their faces, every time a bomb went past, but betweenwhiles quite happy and normal, with animated conversation proceeding, The dog subdued and obviously frightened, knowing something to be wrong. Marx2 is also like this during raids, i.e. subdued and uneasy. Some dogs, however, go wild and savage during a raid and have had to be shot. They allege here, and E. says the same thing about Greenwich, that all the dogs in the park now bolt for home when they hear the siren.

Yesterday when having my hair cut in the City, asked the barber if he carried on during raids. He said he did. And even if he was shaving someone? I said. Oh, yes, he carried on just the same. And one day a bomb will drop near enough to make him jump, and he will slice half somebody’s face off.

Later, accosted by a man, I should think some kind of commercial traveller, with a bad type of face, while I was waiting for a bus. He began a rambling talk about how he was getting himself and his wife out of London, how his nerves were giving way and he suffered from stomach trouble, etc., etc. I don’t know how much of this kind of thing there is …. . There has of course been a big exodus from the East End, and every night what amount to mass migrations to places where there is sufficient shelter accommodation. The practice of taking a 2d ticket and spending the night in one of the deep Tube stations, e.g. Piccadilly, is growing…  …. Everyone I have talked to agrees that the empty furnished houses in the West End should be used for the homeless; but I suppose the rich swine still have enough pull to prevent this from happening. The other day 50 people from the East End, headed by some of the Borough Councillors, marched into the Savoy and demanded to use the air-raid shelter. The management didn’t succeed in ejecting them till the raid was over, when they went voluntarily. When you see how the wealthy are still behaving, in what is manifestly developing into a revolutionary war, you think of St. Petersburg in 1916.

(Evening). Almost impossible to write in this infernal racket. (Electric lights have just gone off. Luckily I have some candles.) So many streets in (lights on again) the quarter roped off because of unexploded bombs, that to get home from Baker Street, say 300 yards, is like trying to find your way to the heart of a maze.




690. Review of Sergeant Lamb of the Ninth by Robert Graves; The Luck of the Maclean by Constance W. Dodge; The Earthly Paradise by C. S. Forester; The Wake of the Conquered by Maurice Bethell Jones

The New Statesman and Nation, 21 September 1940

When one has to review four historical novels, only one of which can be taken with full seriousness as a book, it is difficult not to start wondering what is wrong with the whole of this class of literature, and why it is that nearly every historical novel, whatever the author’s intentions may have been, has the air of a pastiche or literary exercise, rather like the plagiarised adventure-stories that are written by clever children.

One reason, undoubtedly, is the difficulty of believing that our ancestors were human beings like ourselves. To judge from a well-known passage in Chaucer,1 this difficulty is not confined to our own age. We have a habit of using archaic language on solemn occasions, and therefore it is hard to realise that a remark like “Hold thy peace, thou scurvy knave” once seemed as natural and colloquial as “Shut your trap, you bloody bastard.” In writers like Harrison Ainsworth the pish-tush lingo escaped from the dialogue into the récit, and whole books were written to the tune of “I’ faith! quoth the sturdy varlet,” or “With a dastard blow he clove him to the chine.” The other thing that is hard to believe about our ancestors is that they ever had their peaceful moments. The present age is eventful if ever one was, more explosives have been dropped on London in the last two weeks than were used in the whole of the Hundred Years’ War, and yet the belief lingers that the past was more exciting than the present. It is a belief that affects very nearly all historical novels, even the best. Every character in an historical novel is in constant action, always plotting, fighting, flying for his life, hiding behind the arras, devastating provinces, going on pilgrimages or ravishing the swineherd’s daughter. No one ever seems to have a good home or a steady job.

And this blood-and-thunder tradition persists under surface changes. All the authors of the last three novels on my list make strenuous efforts—too strenuous, in the case of Mr. Jones—to be simple and natural and write about credible people, but somehow the plots thicken and the blood flows as briskly as ever. After Ford Madox Ford’s Ladies Whose Bright Eyes, a seemingly new fashion in historical novels set in; it was recognised that life in the past had its lighter side, and in accuracy of detail there has unquestionably been a great advance. In the worst Victorian specimens there was no sense of period at all. A good example is Mark Twain’s Connecticut Yankee at King Arthur’s Court,° which is a sort of counterblast to the Victorian Gothic, an American diatribe against the Bad Old Days, but actually very similar to the thing it is attacking. From it one gets the impression that the whole of the Middle Ages, from Charlemagne to the fall of Byzantium, is happening simultaneously. Dante is writing the Inferno and Alfred is burning the cakes. In the castle hall the baron, just home from the Crusades, is warming his feet in the entrails of a couple of serfs. Down in the cellar the Grand Inquisitor is tearing out an Albigensian’s finger-nails. Up in the attic Low i’ the Brow, the Court poet, is knocking off a ballade. Here at least the authors of these three novels do not err. All are extremely knowledgeable about their period, understand feudal tenure and the rigging of a galleon, can give hints about the use of herbs in sorcery. But all of them fail to do what almost any novelist can do when he is writing about his own time: that is, to produce a story about normal people in whose inner lives it is possible to be interested.

The Earthly Paradise, though written without distinction, is perhaps the best of the three. It is a story about the last voyage of Columbus, and the disgusting massacres perpetrated by the Spaniards, who saw in the Central American Indians absolutely nothing except a race of heathen who possessed gold and were easily robbed of it. Seen through the eyes of a Catalan merchant (representative of the new bourgeoisie, and more humane than the Castilian adventurers that he is among) the story is even a little moving towards the end, not in its own right, perhaps, but because of the rage one always feels when one thinks of the wiping-out of the ancient American civilisations. The Luck of the Maclean is quite a good story if you can bear the subject, which I admit I cannot. Although it ends with adventures in America, most of it is about the 1745 rebellion. I confess quite freely to a prejudice against books about Scotland and particularly about the Highland, Celtic, romantic side of Scottish life; though, to avoid giving a false impression, I should like to say that Miss Dodge does not refer to Charles Edward as Bonny° Prince Charlie.

The Wake of the Conquered is technically more interesting than the others, because, as I have hinted above, Mr. Jones has made heroic but finally unsuccessful efforts to get away from the besetting faults of the historical novel. It is a story of the Norman Conquest, ending with the Battle of Hastings (1066, lest there should have been another Battle of Hastings before this is printed), and the welter of double-crossing that led up to it. In his efforts to give verisimilitude and prove to himself and others that the Ancient Saxons were human beings after all, Mr. Jones has inserted little scraps of ultra-modern dialogue and “psychological analysis” in among the murders, battles and adulteries that made up life in those days:


It was a typically woman’s revenge: one of those direct reversals, a simple primitive see-saw black replacing white, which delight the unsubtle feminine mind …. Still young and charming, he thought dreamily; scarcely changed from the girl I loved in those East Anglian meadows, when we strolled through little beating daisies and got all yellowed from buttercups …. It’s a little too modern for my taste—too Norman, like everything of Edward’s. There’s something cold and inhuman about all this stone.



Somehow it does not convince. One is left with the feeling that an illiterate Saxon king, a great beer-drinker and handy with a battle-axe, did not really think and talk like that. Our ancestors remain a psychological puzzle. We are not sufficiently in sympathy with them to portray them in novels. They are incredible when they slap the hilts of their poniards with a ringing laugh and incredible when they have the emotions of a modern university graduate tacked on to them. Still, Mr. Jones has perceived the nature of the problem. He might gain something from a technical study of Salammbô, one of the very few books in which it has ever been successfully solved.

Sergeant Lamb of the Ninth is a different matter, but then it is not really a novel but a very large footnote to an autobiography. So far as his prose work goes, Mr. Graves is very much a man of one book, Good-bye to All That. It was not only an outstanding war-book but a very remarkable piece of social history, the sort of book that can only appear through some kind of accident. It gave a picture of the old pre-1914 mercenary army—now changing, though by no means out of recognition—that could only have been given by a man able to stand simultaneously inside and outside the system. Unfortunately, the events of 1914–18 made so deep an impression on Mr. Graves that he has never quite escaped from the period. His present book is really a return to it. Sergeant Lamb, whose real adventures are here written up in what is more or less a novel form, served first in the Ninth but later in the Twenty-third, afterwards to become the Welch Fusiliers, Mr. Graves’s old regiment. He fought in the Canadian campaign of the American War of Independence, travelled much among the Indians, and was made prisoner by the Americans. Mr. Graves is therefore writing regimental history rather than fiction, and he gives a great deal of extremely interesting information about the life of a private soldier in the mid-eighteenth century. Apart from the floggings, it does not seem to have been so bad as one would imagine. Sixpence a day, at that time, must have been a much better wage than two-and-sixpence is now.2 And needless to say, Mr. Graves knows all there is to be known about wampum, beavers, berdaches, birch-bark canoes and the exact method of taking a scalp, and can write eighteenth-century prose without slipping into parody. But the book is really a pendant to Good-bye to All That, an act of devotion towards the regiment with which he still feels a tie but which, I dare say, is not particularly proud of having once had a poet in its officers’ mess.




691. War-time Diary

21.9.40: Have been unable for some days to buy another volume to continue this diary because of the three or 4° stationers’ shops in the immediate neighbourhood, all but one are cordoned off because of un-exploded bombs.

Regular features of the time: neatly swept-up piles of glass, litter of stone and splinters of flint, smell of escaping gas, knots of sightseers waiting at the cordons.

Yesterday, at the entry to a street near here, a little crowd waiting with an A.R.P. man in a black tin hat among them. A devastating roar, with a huge cloud of dust, etc. The man with the black hat comes running towards the A. R. P. headquarters, where another with a white hat is emerging, munching at a mouthful of bread and butter.

The man with the black hat: “Dorset Square, sir.”

The man with the white hat: “O.K.” (Makes a tick in his note-book.)

Nondescript people wandering about, having been evacuated from their houses because of delayed-action bombs. Yesterday two girls stopping me in the street, very elegant in appearance except that their faces were filthily dirty: “Please, sir, can you tell us where we are?”

Withal, huge areas of London almost normal, and everyone quite happy in the daytime, never seeming to think about the coming night, like animals which are unable to foresee the future so long as they have a bit of food and a place in the sun.




692. To C. V. Salmon

24 September 1940 Typewritten

18 Dorset Chambers Chagford Street Ivor Place NW 1

Dear Mr Salmon,1

Many thanks for your letter, which I received rather late. It was forwarded from “Horizon”, which has been bombed, or something.

I could call some afternoon towards the end of this week. For example Friday (27th) about 4 pm I will ring up between now and then to confirm whether that is all right. I do not know what it is you want me to do, but I must inform you that I can undertake very little until after October 20th. I am under contract to write a short book2 and shall be hard put to it to finish it before then.

Yours sincerely

George Orwell




693. War-time Diary

24.9.40: Oxford Street yesterday, from Oxford Circus up to the Marble Arch, completely empty of traffic, and only a few pedestrians, with the late afternoon sun shining straight down the empty roadway and glittering on innumerable fragments of broken glass. Outside John Lewis’s,1 a pile of plaster dress models, very pink and realistic, looking so like a pile of corpses that one could have mistaken them for that at a little distance. Just the same sight in Barcelona, only there it was plaster saints from desecrated churches.

Much discussion as to whether you would hear a bomb (i.e. its whistle) which was coming straight at you. All turns upon whether the bomb travels faster than sound…  …. One thing I have worked out, I think satisfactorily, is that the further away from you a bomb falls, the longer the whistle you will hear. The short whizz is therefore the sound that should make you dive for cover. I think this is really the principle one goes on in dodging a shell, but there one seems to know by a kind of instinct.

The aeroplanes come back and come back, every few minutes. It is just like in an eastern country, when you keep thinking you have killed the last mosquito inside your net, and every time, as soon as you have turned the light out, another starts droning.

27.9.40: The News-Chronicle to-day is markedly defeatist, as well it may be after yesterday’s news about Dakar.2 But I have a feeling that the News-Chronicle is bound to become defeatist anyway and will be promptly to the fore when plausible peace terms come forward. These people have no definable policy and no sense of responsibility, nothing except a traditional dislike of the British ruling class, based ultimately on the Nonconformist conscience. They are only noise-makers, like the New Statesman, etc. All these people can be counted on to collapse when the conditions of war become intolerable.

Many bombs last night, though I think none dropped within half a mile of this house. The commotion made by the mere passage of the bomb through the air is astonishing. The whole house shakes, enough to rattle objects on the table. Of course they are dropping very large bombs now. The unexploded one in Regent’s Park is said to be “the size of a pillar box.” Almost every night the lights go out at least once, not suddenly flicking off as when a connection is broken, but gradually fading out, and usually coming on again in about five minutes. Why it is that the lights dip when a bomb passes close by, nobody seems to know.




694. ‘My Country Right or Left’

Folios of New Writing, No. 2, Autumn 19401

Contrary to popular belief, the past was not more eventful than the present. If it seems so it is because when you look backward things that happened years apart are telescoped together, and because very few of your memories come to you genuinely virgin. It is largely because of the books, films and reminiscences that have come between that the war of 1914–18 is now supposed to have had some tremendous, epic quality that the present one lacks.

But if you were alive during that war, and if you disentangle your real memories from their later accretions, you find that it was not usually the big events that stirred you at the time. I don’t believe that the battle of the Marne, for instance, had for the general public the melodramatic quality that it was afterwards given. I do not even remember hearing the phrase ‘battle of the Marne’ till years later. It was merely that the Germans were 22 miles from Paris—and certainly that was terrifying enough, after the Belgian atrocity stories—and then for some reason they had turned back. I was eleven when the war started. If I honestly sort out my memories and disregard what I have learned since, I must admit that nothing in the whole war moved me so deeply as the loss of the Titanic had done a few years earlier.2 This comparatively petty disaster shocked the whole world, and the shock has not quite died away even yet. I remember the terrible, detailed accounts read out at the breakfast table (in those days it was a common habit to read the newspaper aloud), and I remember that in all the long list of horrors the one that most impressed me was that at the last the Titanic suddenly up-ended and sank bow-foremost, so that the people clinging to the stern were lifted no less than three hundred feet into the air before they plunged into the abyss. It gave me a sinking sensation in the belly which I can still all but feel. Nothing in the war ever gave me quite that sensation.

Of the outbreak of war I have three vivid memories which, being petty and irrelevant, are uninfluenced by anything that has come later. One is of the cartoon of the ‘German Emperor’ (I believe the hated name ‘Kaiser’ was not popularized till a little later) that appeared in the last days of July. People were mildly shocked by this guying of royalty (’But he’s such a handsome man, really!’), although we were on the edge of war. Another is of the time when the Army commandeered all the horses in our little country town, and a cabman burst into tears in the market-place when his horse, which had worked for him for years, was taken away from him. And another is of a mob of young men at the railway station, scrambling for the evening papers that had just arrived on the London train. And I remember the pile of pea-green papers (some of them were still green in those days), the high collars, the tightish trousers and the bowler hats, far better than I can remember the names of the terrific battles that were already raging on the French frontier.

Of the middle years of the war, I remember chiefly the square shoulders, bulging calves and jingling spurs of the artillerymen, whose uniform I much preferred to that of the infantry. As for the final period, if you ask me to say truthfully what is my chief memory, I must answer simply—margarine. It is an instance of the horrible selfishness of children that by 1917 the war had almost ceased to affect us, except through our stomachs. In the school library a huge map of the western front was pinned on an easel, with a red silk thread running across on a zig-zag of drawing-pins. Occasionally the thread moved half an inch this way or that, each movement meaning a pyramid of corpses. I paid no attention. I was at school among boys who were above the average level of intelligence, and yet I do not remember that a single major event of the time appeared to us in its true significance. The Russian Revolution, for instance, made no impression, except on the few whose parents happened to have money invested in Russia. Among the very young the pacifist reaction had set in long before the war ended. To be as slack as you dared on O.T.C. parades, and to take no interest in the war, was considered a mark of enlightenment. The young officers who had come back, hardened by their terrible experience and disgusted by the attitude of the younger generation to whom this experience meant just nothing, used to lecture us for our softness. Of course they could produce no argument that we were capable of understanding. They could only bark at you that war was ‘a good thing,’ it ‘made you tough,’ ‘kept you fit,’ etc., etc. We merely sniggered at them. Ours was the one-eyed pacifism that is peculiar to sheltered countries with strong navies. For years after the war, to have any knowledge of or interest in military matters, even to know which end of a gun the bullet comes out of, was suspect in ‘enlightened’ circles. 1914–18 was written off as a meaningless slaughter, and even the men who had been slaughtered were held to be in some way to blame. I have often laughed to think of that recruiting poster, ‘What did you do in the Great War, daddy?’ (a child is asking this question of its shame-stricken father), and of all the men who must have been lured into the army by just that poster and afterwards despised by their children for not being Conscientious Objectors.

But the dead men had their revenge after all. As the war fell back into the past, my particular generation, those who had been ‘just too young,’ became conscious of the vastness of the experience they had missed. You felt yourself a little less than a man, because you had missed it. I spent the years 1922–7 mostly among men a little older than myself who had been through the war. They talked about it unceasingly, with horror, of course, but also with a steadily-growing nostalgia. You can see this nostalgia perfectly clearly in the English war-books. Besides, the pacifist reaction was only a phase, and even the ‘just too young’ had all been trained for war. Most of the English middle class are trained for war from the cradle onwards, not technically but morally. The earliest political slogan I can remember is ‘We want eight (eight dreadnoughts) and we won’t wait.’3 At seven years old I was a member of the Navy League and wore a sailor suit with ‘H.M.S. Invincible’ on my cap. Even before my public-school O.T.C. I had been in a private-school cadet corps. On and off, I have been toting a rifle ever since I was ten, in preparation not only for war but for a particular kind of war, a war in which the guns rise to a frantic orgasm of sound, and at the appointed moment you clamber out of the trench, breaking your nails on the sandbags, and stumble across mud and wire into the machine-gun barrage. I am convinced that part of the reason for the fascination that the Spanish civil war had for people of about my age was that it was so like the Great War. At certain moments Franco was able to scrape together enough aeroplanes to raise the war to a modern level, and these were the turning-points. But for the rest it was a bad copy of 1914–18, a positional war of trenches, artillery, raids, snipers, mud, barbed wire, lice and stagnation. In early 1937 the bit of the Aragon front that I was on must have been very like a quiet sector in France in 1915. It was only the artillery that was lacking. Even on the rare occasions when all the guns in Huesca and outside it were firing simultaneously, there were only enough of them to make a fitful unimpressive noise like the ending of a thunderstorm. The shells from Franco’s six-inch guns crashed loudly enough, but there were never more than a dozen of them at a time. I know that what I felt when I first heard artillery fired ‘in anger,’ as they say, was at least partly disappointment. It was so different from the tremendous, unbroken roar that my senses had been waiting for for twenty years.

I don’t quite know in what year I first knew for certain that the present war was coming. After 1936, of course, the thing was obvious to anyone except an idiot. For several years the coming war was a nightmare to me, and at times I even made speeches and wrote pamphlets against it. But the night before the Russo-German pact was announced I dreamed that the war had started. It was one of those dreams which, whatever Freudian inner meaning they may have, do sometimes reveal to you the real state of your feelings. It taught me two things, first, that I should be simply relieved when the long-dreaded war started, secondly, that I was patriotic at heart, would not sabotage or act against my own side, would support the war, would fight in it if possible. I came downstairs to find the newspaper announcing Ribbentrop’s flight to Moscow.4 So war was coming, and the Government, even the Chamberlain Government, was assured of my loyalty. Needless to say this loyalty was and remains merely a gesture. As with almost everyone I know, the Government has flatly refused to employ me in any capacity whatever, even as a clerk or a private soldier. But that does not alter one’s feelings. Besides, they will be forced to make use of us sooner or later.

If I had to defend my reasons for supporting the war, I believe I could do so. There is no real alternative between resisting Hitler and surrendering to him, and from a Socialist point of view I should say that it is better to resist; in any case I can see no argument for surrender that does not make nonsense of the Republican resistance in Spain, the Chinese resistance to Japan, etc., etc. But I don’t pretend that that is the emotional basis of my actions. What I knew in my dream that night was that the long drilling in patriotism which the middle classes go through had done its work, and that once England was in a serious jam it would be impossible for me to sabotage. But let no one mistake the meaning of this. Patriotism has nothing to do with conservatism. It is devotion to something that is changing but is felt to be mystically the same, like the devotion of the ex-White Bolshevik to Russia. To be loyal both to Chamberlain’s England and to the England of tomorrow might seem an impossibility, if one did not know it to be an everyday phenomenon. Only revolution can save England, that has been obvious for years, but now the revolution has started, and it may proceed quite quickly if only we can keep Hitler out. Within two years, maybe a year, if only we can hang on, we shall see changes that will surprise the idiots who have no foresight. I dare say the London gutters will have to run with blood. All right, let them, if it is necessary. But when the red militias are billeted in the Ritz I shall still feel that the England I was taught to love so long ago and for such different reasons is somehow persisting.

I grew up in an atmosphere tinged with militarism, and afterwards I spent five boring years within the sound of bugles. To this day it gives me a faint feeling of sacrilege not to stand to attention during “God save the King.” That is childish, of course, but I would sooner have had that kind of upbringing than be like the left-wing intellectuals who are so ‘enlightened’ that they cannot understand the most ordinary emotions. It is exactly the people whose hearts have never leapt at the sight of a Union Jack who will flinch from revolution when the moment comes. Let anyone compare the poem John Cornford wrote not long before he was killed (’Before the Storming of Huesca’) with Sir Henry Newbolt’s ‘There’s a breathless hush in the Close tonight. ’5 Put aside the technical differences, which are merely a matter of period, and it will be seen that the emotional content of the two poems is almost exactly the same. The young Communist who died heroically in the International Brigade was public school to the core. He had changed his allegiance but not his emotions. What does that prove? Merely the possibility of building a Socialist on the bones of a Blimp, the power of one kind of loyalty to transmute itself into another, the spiritual need for patriotism and the military virtues, for which, however little the boiled rabbits of the Left may like them, no substitute has yet been found.




695. Film Review1

Time and Tide, 5 October 1940

The Doctor Takes a Wife, Regal

This very light comedy retells the more than twice-told tale of the militant virgin won over to the joys of married life and the clutch of baby fingers. Tim Sterling (Ray Milland), a rising young surgeon on a journey to New York, is forced much against his will to give a lift to a self-assertive young woman who turns out to be June Cameron (Loretta Young), author of the best selling novel for career-women, Spinsters Ain’t Spinach. It is unfortunate that on the way a “Just Married” sign should be fixed by mistake on the back of the car, and still more unfortunate that Tim Sterling should later be discovered asleep on June Cameron’s bed by a bevy of reporters. This, needless to say, has an innocent explanation but appearances have to be kept up and June Cameron sets to work to write a book in praise of matrimony while Tim Sterling secures a much coveted professorship which is only open to married men. There are further complications but it cannot be said that the end is ever in very much doubt. The vivid American dialogue makes up to some extent for the banal plot. The acting is worthy of the material, and Edmund Gwenn in a minor part is as good as ever.




696. War-time Diary

15.10.40: Writing this at Wallington, having been more or less ill for about a fortnight with a poisoned arm. Not much news—i.e. only events of worldwide importance; nothing that has much affected me personally.

There are now 11 evacuee children in Wallington (12 arrived, but one ran a way and had to be sent home). They come from the East End. One little girl, from Stepney, said that her grand-father had been bombed out seven times. They seem nice children and to be settling down quite well. Nevertheless there are the usual complaints against them in some quarters. E.g. of the little boy who is with Mrs. ——1, aged seven: “He’s a dirty little devil, he is. He wets his bed and dirties his breeches. I’d rub his nose in it if I had charge of him, the dirty, little devil.”2

Some murmurings about the number of Jews in Baldock. —1 declares that Jews greatly predominate among the people sheltering in the Tubes. Must try and verify this.

Potato crop very good this year, in spite of the dry weather, which is just as well.




697. Review of Quick Service by P. G. Wodehouse; Cheerfulness Breaks In by Angela Thirkell; Passenger List by Olga L. Rosmanith; Miss Hargreaves by Frank Baker; Just as I Feared by Damaris Arklow

The New Statesman and Nation, 19 October 1940

Professor Whitehead once remarked that every philosophy is coloured by a secret imaginative background which does not officially form part of its doctrines. Obviously this is even truer of fiction, but it has perhaps been less noticed that it is truest of all of very low-grade “light” fiction, the sort of thing that is turned out semi-automatically by “natural” writers of the type of Edgar Wallace and Ethel M. Dell. In both of these writers one can discern a luxuriant fantasy life which they would probably never have admitted to but which was the real motive force behind their stories. As a rule, the more lowbrow the novelist the more thoroughly he gives himself away, like the people who relate their dreams every morning at breakfast. It is easy to guess that Stendhal, for instance, had a fantasy life in which he pictured himself as a duke, but he was too much aware of his own innate snobbishness to let it get on to paper undisguised. In his novels the snob motif is either turned upside down (Le Rouge et le Noir), or it reappears as vision of spiritual aristocracy (La Chartreuse de Parme). Writers like E. F. Benson, “Saki,” Michael Arlen, etc., have no such subtleties, they simply pour their narcissism on to paper with no notion of what they are doing. Consequently, however inferior they may be as novelists, they are probably more reliable guides to the popular fantasies of their time.

Except for Just as I Feared, which is satire, all the books on the above list would come under the heading of “light fiction,” and in at least three of them the fantasy element is very strongly marked. It is curious that, much as Mr. Wodehouse is read and admired, this aspect of his work never seems to have been studied. He is before all else a “wishful” writer, a dream writer, giving utterance to a vision of life as he would like it to be lived. By their subject-matter ye shall know them, and the subject-matter of Mr. Wodehouse’s books is almost invariably the Edwardian house party, the comic manservant and the idle young man with private means. Behind the farcical incidents there is manifest a vision of life in which the dividends flow in for ever and ever, and the M.C.C.1 will outlast the Pyramids. I shall no doubt be telling Mr. Wodehouse’s admirers most of what they want to know by saying that Quick Service falls into the Blandings Castle group. There is the usual country house, the overwhelming butler, the complicated plot in which someone of innocent antecedents is commissioned to steal something, the American millionaire, the happy ending. The phraseology (“he could even get a certain amount of noise-response out of mashed potatoes”) is about up to sample. But what is finally noticeable, as in all Mr. Wodehouse’s books, is the complete parasitism of outlook. After reading him steadily for a quarter of a century I cannot remember a single one of his books in which the jeune premier really works for his living. His heroes either have private incomes, like Bertie Wooster, or they end up with some kind of sinecure job in the retinue of a millionaire. And that, however lightly he may choose to treat it, is obviously the way in which he considers it desirable for a young man to live. His whole vision of life was implicit in his first big hit, Mike, which must have appeared somewhere about 1912.

When Mr. Wodehouse was led off into captivity by the Germans, he is said to have remarked to a friend, “Perhaps after this I shall write a serious book.” I wonder. It might be very interesting if he did. But what I think is certain is that he cannot continue in the Psmith and Jeeves tradition very much longer. It is already decades out of date. Bertie Wooster is an Edwardian figure, the “knut” of the pre-1914 period, and, incidentally, a much nicer animal than the moneyed young man of to-day. But now the whole of that way of life is being destroyed too completely to survive, even in fantasy. Blandings Castle is full of evacuees, Bertie Wooster’s shares have slumped to nothing, Baxter is in the Ministry of Information, a bomb has demolished the Drones Club. I hope the Germans are treating Mr. Wodehouse decently, and I hope that later on he will write that serious book.2 Few writers of our time have used words more skilfully, or squandered better talents.

Miss Thirkell’s Cheerfulness Breaks In is fantasy once again, but it is much more up to date. At the very bottom it is a fantasy of the boy on the burning deck, of the impoverished nobleman drinking his last bottle of claret in the ruined manor house. Not that that is the overt subject-matter of the book, which is a light and very amusing story of life in a country town in the early dull period of the war. There are some interesting scraps of social history. The evacuation problem is treated from the anti-evacuee angle, which is more widespread and has more to be said for it than is sometimes grasped by left-wing journalists, few of whom live in reception areas. But the underlying “message” of the book is something like this: “We, the Service and professional middle classes, intend to keep our end up. In the face of national disaster, dwindling incomes and unpleasant social contacts, we shall preserve our accustomed way of life and continue to treat everything as a tremendous joke.” There is an atmosphere of debonair defiance about the whole book. It is concerned mostly with people who are in the Army or Navy, or who, being on the edge of “the County,” have no difficulty in stepping into khaki on the first day of the war. Miss Thirkel is far too good an observer not to know that the military and official dominance of that class is menaced, and she deals faithfully with the social conflicts inevitably produced by war. Part of the action centres round a “good” public school which has to extend its hospitality to a far from “good” London school whose masters are ardent Marxists with Cockney accents. The resulting conversations can be imagined, perhaps. I think “the County” scores rather more regularly than would be the case in real life. The moral seems to be that unpretentious Service people who just do their duty without any fuss about “anti-fascism” are really much nicer than all these Socialists and foreign refugees.

At the same time Miss Thirkell’s vision of life has a better chance of surviving than Mr. Wodehouse’s. The kind of people she admires, even if they lack, intelligence, are not direct parasites and are ultimately more interested in their jobs than in money. Their patriotism, which is by far their deepest emotion, may help them to make the necessary adjustment to a world in which “County” society will have ceased to be. I wish I could hope that they will do it as wittily as Miss Thirkell describes here.

Passenger List is a more ordinary type of woman’s novel, the narcissistic kind of book in which the exquisite girl with the auburn hair is wooed by the young man with sensitive lips and a distinguished future. The action takes place on board a luxury liner sailing through the Panama Canal, and in spite of an attempted murder and some “psychological” stuff about a lame girl who is pathologically jealous of her sister, I found it rather slow going. Miss Hargreaves is simply a few hundred pages of wasted talent. Conceivably it was written as a literary exercise. It is one of those books which toy with magic while remaining realistic in tone. The hero, while on a visit to Ireland, invents a Victorian poetess named Constance Hargreaves whom he claims to have known since childhood. When he returns to England his imaginary poetess suddenly materialises and begins haunting him in such a way as almost to ruin his life. It is the kind of thing that might make a good short story but is merely tiresome as a full-length book. Mr. Baker could write a much better novel than this.

Just as I Feared, although there is a certain amount of sentiment thrown in, is a satire on Russian society in the period of the purges. It is delicately written, and if it dealt with any other country one would describe it as a Ruritanian comedy of the better kind. Unfortunately the U.S.S.R. is not only a controversial subject but a subject about which it is completely impossible to discover the truth. There exists overwhelming evidence that its inhabitants are the hungriest, the best fed, the happiest, the most miserable, the freest, the least free, the most advanced and the most backward population in the world. One cannot touch such a subject, however lightly, without involving oneself in controversy. This book will get a good review in the Observer and a bad review in the Daily Worker, and in neither case will its literary merits have much to do with the verdict. Personally I found it amusing, and if I had to pronounce upon its accuracy, which I am not qualified to do, I should say that the descriptions of factory life are more convincing than the comic-opera scenes in which a parachute army lands in the wrong place and a young officer is acclaimed as a “Soviet hero” for shooting a starving woman who has committed sabotage by eating a raw beetroot.




698. War-time Diary

19.10.40: The unspeakable depression of lighting the fires every morning with papers of a year ago, and getting glimpses of optimistic headlines as they go up in smoke.

21.10.40: With reference to the advertisements in the Tube stations, “Be a Man ” etc. (asking able-bodied men not to shelter there but to leave the space for women and children), D.1 says the joke going round London is that it was a mistake to print these notices in English.

Priestley,2 whose Sunday night broadcasts were by implication Socialist propaganda, has been shoved off the air, evidently at the instance of the Conservative party… … It looks rather as though the Margesson3 crew are now about to stage a come-back.




699. To Leonard Moore

22 October 1940 Typewritten

18 Dorset Chambers Chagford Street Ivor Place NW 1

Dear Mr Moore,

I have only just had your letter as I have been in the country for a week. I didn’t get a previous letter you refer to in it. That is what the posts are like.

I have thought it over and I don’t think I can do that thing for Hutchinson’s. I am sorry you have been to some trouble about it. But I don’t really know anything about the subject and it would mean doing research which is very difficult at present, especially as I can’t leave London for any length of time. Please apologise to them for me, and accept my own apologies for yourself.1

I have nearly finished the short book I am doing for Warburg and shall have it done in about 10 days° time. I would have finished it earlier only I have been ill, which was why I went down to the country. The title is to be THE LION AND THE UNICORN.2

Yours sincerely

Eric Blair




700. To C. V. Salmon

22 October 1940 Typewritten

18 Dorset Chambers Chagford Street Ivor Place NW 1

Dear Mr Salmon,

I greatly regret you were not told why I could not come the day I had the appointment with you at Broadcasting House. I was ill in bed at the time and have only recently been about again. I had previously been to see you, but you were not there. I could come again if you wish and could let me know a suitable time.1

Yours sincerely

George Orwell




701. War-time Diary

25.10.40: The other night examined the crowds sheltering in Chancery Lane, Oxford Circus and Baker Street stations. Not all Jews, but, I think, a higher proportion of Jews than one would normally see in a crowd of this size. What is bad about Jews is that they are not only conspicuous, but go out of their way to make themselves so. A fearful Jewish woman, a regular comic-paper cartoon of a Jewess, fought her way off the train at Oxford Circus, landing blows on anyone who stood in her way. It took me back to old days on the Paris Métro.

Surprised to find that D., who is distinctly Left in his views, is inclined to share the current feeling against the Jews. He says that the Jews in business circles are turning pro-Hitler, or preparing to do so. This sounds almost incredible, but according to D. they will always admire anyone who kicks them. What I do feel is that any Jew, i.e. European Jew, would prefer Hitler’s kind of social system to ours, if it were not that he happens to persecute them. Ditto with almost any Central European, e.g. the refugees. They make use of England as a sanctuary, but they cannot help feeling the profoundest contempt for it. You can see this in their eyes, even when they don’t say it outright. The fact is that the insular outlook and the continental outlook are completely incompatible.

According to F.,1 it is quite true that foreigners are more frightened than English people during the raids. It is not their war, and therefore they have nothing to sustain them. I think this might also account for the fact—I am virtually sure it is a fact, though one mustn’t mention it—that working-class people are more frightened than middle-class.

The same feeling of despair over impending events in France, Africa, Syria, Spain—the sense of foreseeing what must happen and being powerless to prevent it, and feeling with absolute certainty that a British government cannot act in such a way as to get its blow in first.

Air raids much milder the last few days.




702. Review of The Invasion from Mars by Hadley Cantril, with the assistance of Hazel Gaudet and Herta Herzog

The New Statesman and Nation, 26 October 1940

Nearly two years ago Mr. Orson Welles1 produced on the Columbia Broadcasting System in New York a radio play based on H. G. Wells’s fantasia The War of the Worlds. The broadcast was not intended as a hoax, but it had an astonishing and unforeseen result. Thousands mistook it for a news broadcast and actually believed for a few hours that the Martians had invaded America and were marching across the countryside on steel legs a hundred feet high, massacring all and sundry with their heat rays. Some of the listeners were so panic-stricken that they leapt into their cars and fled. Exact figures are, of course, unobtainable, but the compilers of this survey (it was made by one of the research departments of Princeton) have reason to think that about six million people heard the broadcast and that well over a million were in some degree affected by the panic.

At the time this affair caused amusement all over the world, and the credulity of “those Americans” was much commented on. However, most of the accounts that appeared abroad were somewhat misleading. The text of the Orson Welles production is given in full, and it appears that apart from the opening announcement and a piece of dialogue towards the end the whole play is done in the form of news bulletins, ostensibly real bulletins with names of stations attached to them. This is a natural enough method of producing a play of that type, but it was also natural that many people who happened to turn on the radio after the play had started should imagine that they were listening to a news broadcast. There were therefore two separate acts of belief involved: (i) that the play was a news bulletin, and (ii) that a news bulletin can be taken as truthful. And it is just here that the interest of the investigation lies.

In the U.S.A. the wireless is the principal vehicle of news. There is a great number of broadcasting stations, and virtually every family owns a radio. The authors even make the surprising statement that it is more usual to possess a radio than to take in a newspaper. Therefore, to transfer this incident to England, one has perhaps to imagine the news of the Martian invasion appearing on the front page of one of the evening papers. Undoubtedly such a thing would cause a great stir. It is known that the newspapers are habitually untruthful, but it is also known that they cannot tell lies of more than a certain magnitude and anyone seeing huge headlines in their paper announcing the arrival of a cylinder from Mars would probably believe what he read, at any rate for the few minutes that would be needed to make some verification.

The truly astonishing thing, however, was that so few of the listeners attempted any kind of check. The compilers of the survey give details of 250 persons who mistook the broadcast for a news bulletin. It appears that over a third of them attempted no kind of verification; as soon as they heard that the end of the world was coming, they accepted it uncritically. A few imagined that it was really a German or Japanese invasion, but the majority believed in the Martians, and this included people who had only heard of the “invasion” from neighbours, and even a few who had started off with the knowledge that they were listening to a play. Here are excerpts from one or two of their statements:


“I was visiting the pastor’s wife when a boy came and said, ‘Some star just fell.’ We turned the radio on—we all felt the world was coming to an end …. I rushed to the neighbours to tell them the world was coming to an end.”

“I called in to my husband: ‘Dan, why don’t you get dressed? You don’t want to die in your working clothes.’”

“My husband took Mary into the kitchen and told her that God had put us on this earth for His honour and glory and that it was for Him to say when it was our time to go. Dad kept calling ‘O God, do what you can to save us.’”

“I looked in the icebox and saw some chicken left from Sunday dinner …. I said to my nephew, ‘We may as well eat this chicken—we won’t be here in the morning.’”

“I was looking forward with some pleasure to the destruction of the entire human race …. If we have Fascist domination of the world, there is no purpose in living anyway.”



The survey does not reveal any single all-embracing explanation of the panic. All it establishes is that the people most likely to be affected were the poor, the ill-educated and, above all, people who were economically insecure or had unhappy private lives. The evident connection between personal unhappiness and readiness to believe the incredible is its most interesting discovery. Remarks like “Everything is so upset in the world that anything might happen,” or “So long as everybody was going to die, it was all right,” are surprisingly common in the answers to the questionnaire. People who have been out of work or on the verge of bankruptcy for ten years may be actually relieved to hear of the approaching end of civilisation. It is a similar frame of mind that has induced whole nations to fling themselves into the arms of a Saviour. This book is a footnote to the history of the world depression, and in spite of being written in the horrible dialect of the American psychologist, it makes very entertaining reading.




703. Review of Basilissa by John Masefield; Eyes West by Basil Woon; The Hamlet by William Faulkner

Time and Tide, 9 November 1940

It seems that we have all been mistaken about the Empress Theodora, wife of Justinian and subject of a famous passage in Gibbon. Byzantine history is so complicated that after Volume Three the Decline and Fall is chiefly remembered by its improprieties, and the scandals about the Empress Theodora were something out of the common. However, it appears that they were all untruthful. What truth there was in them referred not to Theodora but to her sister Comito, and even Comito married and turned respectable in the end. Theodora herself was a model of piety almost from the start.

It is rather a flat story that Sir John Masefield has to tell, if only because Byzantium is so far out of the line of our own descent that one cannot take sides in its struggles as one can in the English Civil War or the French Revolution. The principal action centres about a plot—one of those plots that occur about twice to a page in the later volumes of Gibbon—to overthrow the reigning emperor and prevent Justinian, the heir, from coming to the throne. It is frustrated, not without help from Theodora, who attributes her wisdom in secular matters to the precepts of her teacher, St Timotheus. There are some interesting sidelights on Byzantine politics, with its Blue and Green factions and its all-too-modern methods of faking by-election results, but as a whole the story has not the life and colour that Sir John Masefield has put into other tales of distant times and places.

Mr Woon is one of those lucky people whose autobiographies can only by severe compression be squeezed into a largish book. At the age of sixteen, the child of a respectable middle-class family, he was bitten by the desire to emigrate to Canada, and from then onwards—this was in 1910 or thereabouts—his adventures never seem to have stopped. It was obviously written in the book of fate that he should ultimately be a reporter, but it was a long time before he settled down to a regular job, and he quitted a good many of his own accord. For several years he was a hobo, riding the trains without a ticket in the manner described by Jack London in The Road. He was a lumberman, a fruit-picker, a cook, a kitchen porter, a gold-miner, a copper-miner and a great many other things. He reported the Mexican revolution, served in the war of 1914–18 in the American Air Force, and was a newspaper correspondent in Paris during the peace conference. Finally, he came back to England and disliked it heartily in comparison with America—until war broke out and he discovered where his true sympathies lay. This is a lively book, written a little too much in the wisecracking style of the journalist, but with a great deal of period interest in the earlier part.

It is hard to know what to say about Mr William Faulkner, who is generally spoken of as one of the most “important” of living American writers. He raises the question of whether a writer is to be taken seriously merely because he is “intellectual”, i.e. because there is a great display of cerebration in his work. The following sentence, chosen at random, gives a fair enough idea of the style in which Mr Faulkner chooses to write:


He had to read in glasses now, leaving one class to walk blinking painfully against the light to the next, in the single unmatching costume he owned, through throngs of laughing youths and girls in clothes better than he had ever seen until he came here, who did not stare through him so much as they did not see him at all anymore than they did the poles which supported the electric lights which until he arrived two years ago he had never seen before either.



The whole book is written more or less in this manner, and a three-page paragraph of this kind of thing is, to put it mildly, fatiguing. The difficulty of reading it comes from the fact that Mr Faulkner crams into each sentence thoughts which occur to him in passing but which have not necessarily much to do with the matter in hand. Like various other writers from Carlyle onwards, he is presenting the process of thought instead of the results. After a careful reading of The Hamlet, I must record that I have quite failed to discover the plot of the story. All I can say with certainty is that it is about some people somewhere in the Southern States of America, people with supremely hideous names—names like Flem Snopes and Eck Snopes—who sit about on the steps of village stores, chewing tobacco, swindling one another in small business deals, and from time to time committing a rape or a murder. A second reading—and to read a book of this length is several days’ work—might extract something more definite, but it is my honest opinion that it would not be worth while.




704. ‘The Proletarian Writer,’ Draft Introduction

c. 12 November 1940 Typewritten by Orwell; handwritten amendments


Following his meeting with C. V. Salmon on 31 October, Orwell made a draft, titled ‘The Proletarian Writer,’ for his discussion with Desmond Hawkins,1 the first ‘talk’ in a series on writers and writing. This was acknowledged by Salmon on 20 November, who commented as follows.



I have made a copy of your draft and am sending it on to Hawkins today.

It strikes me that you have concerned yourself too much with social theory and too little with the books which might raise the claim to being proletarian. I can’t think there can be any shortage of writing to talk about—particularly if, as we thought, some reference to America and Sweden and Russia was made.

I am telling Hawkins what I feel and I think the next step should be that he should give you his leads. Meanwhile, many thanks.


Salmon wrote that same day to Hawkins, expanding the points made to Orwell:



Here is Orwell’s draft—too political and not dealing enough, I think, with the literary side. Will you try to put this right by raising the questions which he can answer? He will obviously be charming to work with and as amenable as possible. I think it would be a great pity if this talk developed into social theory. There was heaps of material, I thought, in the points we raised between us over lunch. Somewhere I think the point needs to be made that proletarian literature cannot be properly so called unless the books which define it are read more by proletarians than others. And then again there is the question of language, which we can touch on profitably here and, as I suggested to Orwell, concrete references to America and Russia and Scandinavia would help.

The Draft Introduction that follows is what, presumably, was sent to Hawkins on 20 November in a copy made by Salmon from Orwell’s typescript, reproduced here. This makes it evident that the broadcast was a fully scripted, not a free, discussion.

Announcement

We now present the tenth talk in the series entitled THE WRITER IN THE WITNESS BOX. This week you are listening to Mr George Orwell, who is going to speak on PROLETARIAN LITERATURE. Mr George Orwell.

Orwell: Before saying anything about proletarian literature, either for good or evil, it’s necessary to have some sort of idea what the phrase means, and I think one must start by admitting that the people who bandy it to and fro have never really defined it. Obviously it doesn’t mean the literature that proletarians actually read—in that case the Daily Express would be the real proletarian literature—and it also doesn’t mean, or doesn’t always mean, literature written by proletarians. W. H. Davies was a proletarian, but he wouldn’t be called a proletarian writer. Paul Potts would probably be called a proletarian writer, but he isn’t a proletarian.2 I think that what people usually mean by the phrase is a literature which is sharply critical of existing society and in which the viewpoint of the working class, which is supposed to be completely different from that of the richer classes, gets a hearing.

The reason why I myself have always been rather doubtful of the whole conception is that I don’t believe the proletariat can create an independent literature when they aren’t the dominant class. That isn’t to say that this school hasn’t produced a number of good writers—James Hanley, for example, Jack Common, Jack Hilton, Jim Phelan, George Garratt and a lot of others. But it’s difficult to believe that what these people have produced is likely to be permanent or to be the beginning of a new age in literature. The one thing that is new in it is the mystique of the class war, the revolt against capitalism, and capitalism3 is obviously disappearing. In a Socialist state the majority of our leftwing writers, the people who have specialised in attacking the society they live in, would have nothing to attack.4 If you examine a book like Lionel Britton’s5 Hunger and Love, which was an outstanding book and could I think be called representative of proletarian literature, you can see what very temporary foundations this school of writing is built on. Hunger and Love is the story of a young proletarian who wishes he wasn’t a proletarian. It simply goes on and on about the intolerable conditions of working-class life, the fact that the roof leaks and the sink smells and all the rest of it. Now, you couldn’t found a literature on the fact that the sink smells. As a convention it isn’t likely to last as long as the seige of Troy. And behind this book, and a lot of others like it, you can see what is really the history of a proletarian writer nowadays. A young man of the working class gets the chance to educate himself, and naturally the education he gets is more or less of the bourgeois type, because there is no other available. Then he starts writing books, and of course he makes use of his early experiences, his sufferings under poverty, his revolt against the existing system, and so forth. But he isn’t creating an independent literature. He still writes in the bourgeois manner and the middle-class dialect. He is simply the black sheep of the bourgeois family, using the old methods for slightly different purposes.

That isn’t to say that what’s called proletarian literature has not been an influence for good. It’s had a certain reviving effect, it’s introduced a note of what you might call crudeness and vitality, and it has produced first-rate books—books like Jack London’s The Road, Jack Hilton’s Caliban Shrieks, James Hanley’s Grey Children, to name just a few. But I find it hard to believe in it as a genuinely new departure, as the starting point of a new tradition. I find it much easier to believe that the kind of book I have been speaking of is the symptom not of a new class rising to power, but of the final breakdown of the class system and the class war, and of the beginning of the transition period which will probably last too short a time to produce a recognizable culture of its own.


The talk was broadcast 6 December by the Home Service. It was printed in The Listener, 19 December 1940; see here. According to the contract sent to Orwell, dated 21 December 1940, the fee paid him for the broadcast was ten guineas (£10.50) inclusive of all expenses.






705. Review of A Song of the Tide by Ernest Raymond; He Looked for a City by A. S. M. Hutchinson; Family Colouring by Mary Lutyens; They Went to Karathia by Susan Gillespie

The New Statesman and Nation, 16 November 1940

It needs great vitality to become a by-word, but it is hard luck to become a by-word on the strength of just one book, and then to write others that are much better and totally different. A number of times during the past two or three years I have tried to convince my acquaintances that Mr. Ernest Raymond’s We, the Accused is a remarkable novel. I have never got any response except, “Ernest Raymond? Oh, Tell England”—and then the cold, shocked stare of the mentally superior person who is asked to admire, say, Indian Love Lyrics. And yet We, the Accused is a remarkable novel, and A Song of the Tide, if less successful, is at any rate worth reading.

Like We, the Accused, it is the story of a murder. If it fails to work up the tragic effect that the earlier novel achieved, I suspect that it is because at the last moment Mr. Raymond flinched from some of the uglier details of his story. But it is a fact that We, the Accused had immense advantages of setting and subject-matter. It was founded on the Crippen case, which carried with it an enormous ready-made fascination. Quite apart from the sympathy everyone feels for a man who murders his wife, it was difficult not to admire Crippen for his courage and chivalry. But more important than this was the fact that the murder took place in the stable pre-1914 world, against a background of respectability. A Song of the Tide belongs to modern London, to the ghastly pin-table civilisation of the last ten years, with its complete collapse of all standards. In the Crippen case the detail that really shook the world was that, on the famous flight to America, Crippen’s paramour was wearing trousers. How much stir would that cause nowadays? Even murder, in a world that does little else, has ceased to seem important. The best part of A Song of the Tide, therefore, is the earlier part, before the murder comes in sight, and the psychological background, which in my opinion Mr. Raymond has finally shrunk from developing.

The hero, Roddy Stewart, is a young man in a grocery, rather good-looking, not unintelligent, with a great urge towards “refinement” and a feeling of having “come down in the world.” He claims that he is descended from the Royal Stuarts, and is half-inclined to believe what he claims. Here, of course, Mr. Raymond is at his best. The dingy South London scene, the littered wharves, the decaying plaster fronts of the boarding-houses, the furtive lovers under the railway arches, are just the kind of thing that he is fitted to describe. He has the great advantage of not being “literary,” not even having a “sense of humour.” Like Dreiser, he writes atrociously, but has a genuine interest in ordinary people and no repulsion from the way in which they live. Roddy, however, has another side to his nature apart from his private dream of himself as an elegant young man about town. He is a sadist. He has never heard this word, has no notion that his partiality for all-in wrestling matches has any connection with his sexual life—merely knows that he has fantasies that must not be talked about and that when he passes Brixton Jail he feels a deep sympathy with the sexual offenders within. Mixed up with this is his desire for “the ideal woman,” whom he finally finds in a narcissistic little cinema usherette. Like Roddy, she has dreams of “refinement,” and after a couple of years of marriage, tiring of the kind of life that is lived on two pounds ten a week, she is suddenly unfaithful with a rich young man. Roddy finds out and, rather unconvincingly, murders her. I feel reasonably certain that Mr. Raymond started out with the intention of making him commit some definitely sexual crime, probably rape, but flinched at the last moment. It was perhaps a pity. But the whole earlier part of the book, with its atmosphere of rainy streets, stewed cups of tea and advertisements of “female pills” and cures for bad legs, is excellent.

Mr. A. S. M. Hutchinson is also a by-word, and with better reason. There is no question about the vitality of those early novels, which, though people do not now care to remember it, were taken with the greatest seriousness at the time. If Winter Comes was the subject of long letters to the newspapers from, for instance, Lady Asquith and G. K. Chesterton. People liked it—in the immediate post-war years its popularity was only outdone by Tarzan of the Apes—because it was about a man who was Good. Mark Sabre, the hero, suffered one undeserved misfortune after another, and went on being Good. In this the reader could easily see a portrait of himself. Since then Mr. Hutchinson has written novels of several other kinds, but He Looked for a City is a return to the vein of If Winter Comes, though in this case there is no happy ending. The hero, a clergyman, simply spends his life in picking himself up—always with a gallant smile, of course—from a series of blows below the belt, struck by a malignant Providence. Back in 1920, this kind of thing, written with the horrible quivering “tenderness” that Mr. Hutchinson has made so peculiarly his own, seemed deeply moving. I do not prophesy the same success for this novel as for the earlier one, if only because individual perfection now seems less important and the struggles of vicars with stipends of only £700 a year less impressive. But Mr. Hutchinson’s powers have not deserted him. Anyone wanting a good cry might do worse than He Looked for a City.

Both Family Colouring and They Went to Karathia are astonishingly pointless books. Such books are only written and read because the belief in aristocratic virtues tends to persist so long as there are such things as “private” incomes. Some people, it is felt, justify their existence simply by possessing complicated emotions. They toil not neither do they spin, but their reasons for marrying and divorcing one another are more subtle than those of brick-layers. Family Colouring is concerned almost exclusively with marriages and divorces. Its two heroines are the third and fourth wives of an attractive but wayward aristocrat who goes mad and shoots himself in the last chapter. There is a strong “last-of-his-line” motif, and the book ends with the fourth wife procuring herself a bastard by somebody with the same coloured hair (hence the title), whom she proposes to pass off as the heir to the family estates. From time to time there are melancholy reflections on the future and on the fact that as a result of the war “all this” will pass away (“all this” means tea on the lawn and nectarines from your own glasshouse), but, in general, the spiritual superiority of the dividend-drawing class is taken for granted.

They Went to Karathia is at bottom the same kind of thing, though written in a more distinguished style. The action takes place somewhere in Northern India, presumably Kashmir, and such plot as the book possesses is about a spiritually superior young woman married to a man who is “not worthy of her” and who has, in fact, come to India because he has been mixed up in a jewel robbery of the “Mayfair Men” type. However, he commits suicide in time to allow her to marry the hero. The “lovely-old-country-house” motif is well to the fore, the heroine having ever since childhood had recurrent dreams of a country house which she now knows so well that she can draw it from memory. Needless to say, this is the house that has just been inherited by the hero. When one looks at novels of this kind, so spiritually flaccid, so lacking in any kind of purpose, artistic or political, one sees that they can only be produced because large pockets of the pre-war mind are still in existence. It seems almost incredible, after the bombs. However, fear not, times are changing, taxes are rising, and within a year from now, even if the submarines have not forced us to do all our writing on brick tablets, the novel about people with pale sensitive faces in lovely old country houses will have gone to join the dodo and the plesiosaurus.




706. War-time Diary

16.11.40: I never thought I should live to grow blasé about the sound of gunfire, but so I have.




707. Film Review

Time and Tide, 23 November 1940

Waterloo Bridge; Empire

This romantic tear-jerker—for one can hardly call it a tragedy—is saved from degenerating into sheer idiocy by competent all-round acting and by Miss Vivien Leigh’s face, which, while hardly pretty in the ordinary sense, is far more interesting than those of nine film-stars out of ten.

The film starts with the outbreak of war, September, 1939, and a youngish General (Robert Taylor), on his way to Waterloo Station, stopping his car in the middle of the bridge to lean over the parapet and gaze nostalgically at the river. The rest is in the form of a throw-back to 1915–16. The General, now a gay young captain, accidentally meets a ballet-dancer during an air-raid and makes a hurried attempt to marry her before returning to France. Unfortunately he is recalled twenty-four hours earlier than he had expected, the girl is left unmarried, and soon afterwards her lover is reported killed. The girl (Vivien Leigh), out of a job and without money, goes on the streets. About a year later her lover, who, needless to say, has not been killed but is merely a prisoner, returns, seeks her out and, all ignorant of the “life of sin” she has been living, bears her off to his aristocratic ancestral home in Scotland. His relatives, including his uncle, a very dukelike duke (Aubrey Smith), are all impressed by her good breeding, obvious purity, complete worthiness to bear the family name, etc., etc.

It does seem astonishing that such improbabilities can be taken seriously, even by a cinema audience. To begin with, the idea that at that date any woman was obliged to go on the streets in order to avoid starvation is ridiculous. Why didn’t she join the W.A.A.C.s,1 for example? But the idea that a girl of about twenty, represented as being of high character and delicate upbringing, would suddenly walk out into the street and begin accosting male strangers is even more incredible. Such a girl, if she believed her lover to be dead, might well “go wrong”, but not in that crude cold-blooded way. And if she did “go wrong” it is not likely that a year later anyone would mistake her for a shrinking virgin. But these absurdities seem to be swallowed with the greatest of ease. I was interested by the comments of two women just behind me in the audience, who took the whole film seriously, were much smitten by Robert Taylor, and were distressed by the unhappy ending which they foresaw:—

“Of course, she can’t marry him after that.”

“Why can’t she?”

“Well, I mean to say, she couldn’t.”

“Why not? I would. I just wouldn’t say anything about it.”

“No, she’ll kill herself. You’ll see.”

Sure enough, she does kill herself. Just as the marriage in the feudal Scottish home is about to take place, her “better nature” overcomes her and she flees to London and commits suicide by walking under a bus on Waterloo Bridge. The film fades back to the present, with Robert Taylor, twenty years on and with oak-leaves on his hat, looking sadly down at the rushing water. (From behind me in the audience: “He doesn’t really look any older, does he?” “No, but he looks kind of sad. I don’t suppose he ever married.”) There are some of the minor mistakes that American producers almost always make in films of English life, but in general the production and dialogue are good. Miss Vivien Leigh deserves to act in better plays° than this. Of the minor parts, I thought Aubrey Smith the best.




708. War-time Diary

23.11.40. The day before yesterday lunching with H. P., editor of ——.1 H. P. rather pessimistic about the war. Thinks there is no answer to the New Order,2 i.e. this government is incapable of framing any answer, and people here and in America could easily be brought to accept it. I queried whether people would not for certain see any peace offer along these lines as a trap. H. P.: “Hell’s bells, I could dress it up so that they’d think it was the greatest victory in the history of the world. I could make them eat it.” That is true, of course. All depends on the form in which it is put to people. So long as our own newspapers don’t do the dirty they will be quite indifferent to appeals from Europe. H. P., however, is certain that ——3 and Co. are working for a sell-out. It appears that though ——4 is not submitted for censorship, all papers are now warned not to publish interpretations of the government’s policy towards Spain. A few weeks back Duff-Cooper5 had the press correspondents up and assured them “on his word of honour” that “things were going very well indeed in Spain.” The most one can say is that Duff-Cooper’s word of honour is worth more than Hoare’s.

H. P. says that when France collapsed there was a Cabinet meeting to decide whether to continue the war or whether to seek terms. The vote was actually 50–50 except for one casting vote, and according to H. P. this was Chamberlain’s. If true, I wonder whether this will ever be made public. It was poor old Chamberlain’s last public act, as one might say, poor old man.

Characteristic war-time sound, in winter: the musical tinkle of raindrops on your tin hat.

28.11.40. Lunching yesterday with C.,6 editor of France …. To my surprise he was in good spirits and had no grievances. I would have expected a French refugee to be grumbling endlessly about the food, etc. However, C. knows England well and has lived here before.

He says there is much more resistance both in occupied and unoccupied France than people here realise. The press is playing it down, no doubt because of our continued relations with Vichy. He says that at the time of the French collapse no European looked on it as conceivable that England would go on fighting, and generally speaking Americans did not either. He is evidently somewhat of an Anglophile and considers the monarchy a great advantage to England. According to him it has been a main factor in preventing the establishment of Fascism here. He considers that the abdication of Edward VIII was brought about because of Mrs. S.’s7 known Fascist connections …. It is a fact that, on the whole, anti-Fascist opinion in England was pro-Edward, but C. is evidently repeating what was current on the continent.

C. was head of the press department during Laval’s government.8 Laval said to him in 1935 that England was now “only an appearance” and Italy was a really strong country, so that France must break with England and go in with Italy. On returning from signing the Franco-Russian pact he said that Stalin was the most powerful man in Europe. On the whole Laval’s prophecies seem to have been falsified, clever though he is.

Completely conflicting accounts, from eye witnesses, about the damage to Coventry.9 It seems impossible to learn the truth about bombing at a distance. When we have a quiet night here, I find that many people are faintly uneasy, because feeling certain that they are getting it badly in the industrial towns. What every one feels at the back of his mind is that we are now hardened to it and the morale elsewhere is less reliable.




709. Film Review

Time and Tide, 30 November 1940

The Lady in Question; Regal

In level of intelligence this film is above the average, but it is questionable whether it was worth translating into American. If it was, then it would have been better to Americanize it altogether and not give it a French setting. It is essentially a character-sketch, and no doubt in the original version Raimu was able to cover up the inherent weakness and improbability of the plot. Brian Aherne does not succeed in doing this—one is constantly asking oneself, “Why on earth is he behaving like this?”—and it would be difficult to imagine anyone who looks less like a Frenchman, in spite of the soup-strainer moustache that he has adopted for the occasion.

An ordinary French petit-bourgeois, a seller of bicycles and gramophones, is elected to serve on a jury, and by his obstinacy saves the life of the heroine (Miss Rita Hayworth), who is falsely accused of murdering her lover. Not content with this, he takes the girl, who is penniless and out of work, into his household and gives her a job in his shop, successfully concealing her identity for the time being. Of course, the inevitable complications follow. His wife suspects the worst—though curiously enough the comic possibilities of this are not exploited—and his “clever” son, a student of astronomy, falls in love with the newcomer. I did not see the original French version, but I can imagine the character-interest that must have existed, or at any rate could have existed, in such a situation. The girl is interesting because she is a victim of genuine bad luck; she has had a lover—the trial scene has made this clear—but has remained “good”. The man is interesting because he is sublimating his emotions. It was the girl’s beauty that first attracted him to her, but his native decency allows him to translate this into a purely fatherly feeling. Needless to say, the possibilities of such a situation fall through the coarse meshes of the American film. The man is shown as acting in a purely eccentric, unaccountable way, the girl is the usual beauty-on-the-rocks. (Incidentally, it is worth noting that it is only on the films that beautiful women ever starve.) When the astronomer-son steals money from the till in order to run away with her, the father falls into a sudden passion and strikes her over the head, but even here it is not indicated that there is any element of jealousy—as there would have been, of course. The film ends with fresh proofs of the heroine’s innocence, and the whole family riding festively on tandem bicycles.

If this film just fails, it is, as so often, because of the intellectual contempt which American film producers seem to feel for their audience. It is always assumed that anything demanding thought, or even suggesting thought, must be avoided like the plague. An American film actor shown reading a book always handles it in the manner of an illiterate person. In this film much play is made with the son’s passion for astronomy, but the conversations that occur on the subject are kept down to the mental level of a child of ten. It is treated as something remarkable when the heroine airs her knowledge that the moon is a quarter of a million miles from the earth. But the plot of the film is itself inherently “highbrow.” It could only have been made plausible if the risk of boring the audience had been occasionally faced.

Mr Brian Aherne has a dominating personality and keeps one’s eyes on him whenever he is on the stage,° but in this particular case he does not succeed in looking the part he is playing. Miss Hayworth, who is of the dark tragic type but capable of moments of gaiety, is more successful. Of the minor parts, Miss Irene Rich, as the bicycle-dealer’s tolerant and understanding wife, is the best. The supporting film at the same theatre. Blondie Has Servant Trouble, is a piece of fairly amusing rubbish.




710. ‘The Ruling Class’

Horizon, December 1940


The last two paragraphs of section III and the whole of section IV of Part I of The Lion and the Unicorn (’England Your England’) appeared in a slightly abbreviated form in the December 1940 issue of Horizon. The extract was given the title ‘The Ruling Class.’ The book from which this was abstracted was, the magazine announced, to be published ‘before the end of the year.’ Publication was delayed, however, until 19 February 1941; see letter to Moore, here.

The small cuts made in Horizon are noted in the text reprinted under the title The Lion and the Unicorn; see here.






711. ‘Shooting an Elephant’

Penguin New Writing, 1 December 1940


Orwell’s essay ‘Shooting an Elephant,’ which was first published in New Writing, No. 2, Autumn 1936, was reprinted in the first number of Penguin New Writing in December 1940. The text was not revised, and there is scarcely any change in presentation. John Lehmann was the editor of both volumes.

For the text, see 326.






712. Review of Allenby, a Study in Greatness by General Sir Archibald Wavell, K.C.B., C.M.G., M.C.

Horizon, December 1940

As General Wavell holds at this moment one of the key commands in the present war,1 this book is worth reading. By giving a detailed picture of the commander he most admires, it gives a hint of his own qualities and of the way in which he would act or want to act in a moment of emergency.

It must be admitted that, as a man, Allenby is not an interesting subject. Even his photographs, in spite of his splendid physique, show a surprising lack of animation. He was the only British commander of the Great War who brought off a really brilliant land operation, and he was the only one who has left no legend behind; indeed if the Palestine campaign is remembered at all by the general public, it is because of the comparatively unimportant exploits of T. E. Lawrence. Numerous passages in General Wavell’s book make it clear that in the army Allenby is remembered chiefly for the badness of his temper. To most of the people who came in contact with him he must have appeared simply as a very big man with a very red face who was liable to fly into rages over trifles. Even during the retreat from Mons he bullied the worn-out troopers who were covering the retreat because they were not wearing their chin-straps according to the regulations. There were several unexpected sides to his character, however. He was passionately devoted to wild flowers and said, perhaps truthfully, that he was more interested in ornithology than in war. He had read immensely, could identify the trade-routes across the desert mentioned by Strabo and translate the passage from the original Greek without difficulty. He wrote remarkably good English, as his letters to his wife show. As to his military qualities, it is impossible for an outsider to determine whether he was really as ‘great’ as General Wavell claims. He won a great victory, but he was fighting against an inferior and partly demoralised enemy. He was capable, energetic and not afraid to take risks, and though a cavalryman he was quick to see the possibilities of new weapons. Yet he remains totally uninteresting—a fact which also tells one a good deal about General Wavell.

One test one might apply is: Can one imagine Allenby, or anyone like him, making much of a showing in the present war? No. Yet it is obvious that our present commanders are of the same type as we had in the last war, and to a large extent actually the same men. Meanwhile war has changed its character and we are fighting against people who are above all else intellectuals, people whose strategy, tactics and propaganda are all part of a coherent plan which is ultimately governed by a Weltanschauung. At such a time a poet or philosopher who does not even know how to load a 303 rifle, but who does at least know something about the nature of Fascism, is a better guide to grand strategy than an elderly soldier who has given his life to the study of war but who, politically and philosophically, has learnt nothing since 1918. The history of the past five years, the Spanish civil war for instance, proves this beyond a doubt.

Perhaps General Wavell’s claims are justified and Allenby was the best of a bad lot. But we are certainly lost if we cannot produce something better this time. Since Waterloo England’s wars have been won either by sea power and overwhelming resources, or, as in the Indian Mutiny, by brilliant individuals who were out of reach of the central authorities, or by letting loose the native talents which it is the normal job of the governing classes to bottle down. This happened to some extent in the Great War. The thick-necked cavalry generals remained at the top, but the lower-middle classes and the colonies came to the rescue. The thing is happening again, and probably upon a much larger scale, but it is happening with desperate slowness, and


‘History to the defeated

‘May say Alas! but cannot alter or pardon.’2



Moreover, this time we need a different kind of rescuer. If we are saved it is not likely to be anyone whom General Wavell would admire.




713. War-time Diary

1.12.40: That bastard Chiappe1 is cold meat. Everyone delighted, as when Balbo2 died. This war is at any rate killing off a few Fascists.




714. To Leonard Moore

4 December 1940 Typewritten

18 Dorset Chambers Chagford Street Ivor Place NW 1

Dear Mr Moore,

With ref. to your letter. Please deduct the amount due for Lawrence O’Shaughnessy’s press-cuttings1 from the next payment due to me.

My book2 for Warburg is done and in the press. Another of the series has just gone to press and a third is in process of being edited. Warburg does not however intend bringing out the first numbers until mid-January, as they will other wise° clash with the rush of Christmas books. The prospectuses are being printed and I will send you one when they are ready. I think I told you the series is called the Searchlight Books.

I am broadcasting on Friday evening in the “Writer in the Witness Box” series.3

Yours sincerely

Eric Blair




715. ‘The Proletarian Writer’


‘The Writer in the Witness-Box,’ discussion between George Orwell and Desmond Hawkins, broadcast 6 December 1940; The Listener, 19 December 1940



Hawkins1: I have always doubted if there is such a thing as proletarian literature—or ever could be. The first question is what people mean by it. What do you mean by it? You would expect it to mean literature written specifically for the proletariat, and read by them, but does it?

Orwell: No, obviously not. In that case the most definitely proletarian literature would be some of our morning papers. But you can see by the existence of publications like New Writing, or the Unity Theatre, for instance, that the term has a sort of meaning, though unfortunately there are several different ideas mixed up in it. What people mean by it, roughly speaking, is a literature in which the viewpoint of the working class, which is supposed to be completely different from that of the richer classes, gets a hearing. And that, of course, has got mixed up with Socialist propaganda. I don’t think the people who throw this expression about mean literature written by proletarians. W. H. Davies was a proletarian, but he would not be called a proletarian writer. Paul Potts would be called a proletarian writer, but he is not a proletarian. The reason why I am doubtful of the whole conception is that I don’t believe the proletariat can create an independent literature while they are not the dominant class. I believe that their literature is and must be bourgeois literature with a slightly different slant. After all, so much that is supposed to be new is simply the old standing on its head. The poems that were written about the Spanish civil war, for instance, were simply a deflated version of the stuff that Rupert Brooke and Co. were writing in 1914.

Hawkins: Still, I think one must admit that the cult of proletarian literature—whether the theory is right or not—has had some effect. Look at writers like James Hanley, for instance, or Jack Hilton, or Jack Common. They have something new to say—something at any rate that could not quite be said by anyone who had had the ordinary middle-class upbringing. Of course there was a tremendous amount of cant about proletarian literature in the years after the Slump, when Bloomsbury went all Marxist, and Communism became fashionable. But the thing had really started earlier. I should say it started just before the last war, when Ford Madox Ford, the editor of the English Review, met D. H. Lawrence and saw in him the portent of a new class finding expression in literature. Lawrence’s Sons and Lovers really did break new ground. It recorded a kind of experience that simply had not got into print before. And yet it was an experience that had been shared by millions of people. The question is why it had never been recorded earlier. Why would you say there had been no books like Sons and Lovers before that time?

Orwell: I think it is simply a matter of education. After all, though Lawrence was the son of a coalminer he had had an education that was not very different from that of the middle class. He was a university graduate, remember. Before a certain date—roughly speaking, before the ’nineties, when the Education Act began to take effect—very few genuine proletarians could write: that is, write with enough facility to produce a book or a story. On the other hand the professional writers knew nothing about proletarian life. One feels this even with a really radical writer like Dickens. Dickens does not write about the working class; he does not know enough about them. He is for the working class, but he feels himself completely different from them—far more different than the average middle-class person would feel nowadays.

Hawkins: Then, after all, the appearance of the proletariat as a class capable of producing books means a fresh development of literature, completely new subject-matter, and a new slant on life?

Orwell: Yes, except in so far as the experience of all classes in society tends to become more and more alike. I maintain that the class distinctions in a country like England are now so unreal that they cannot last much longer. Fifty years ago or even twenty years ago a factory worker and a small professional man, for instance, were very different kinds of creature. Nowadays they are very much alike, though they may not realise it. They see the same films and listen to the same radio programmes, and they wear very similar clothes and live in very similar houses. What used to be called a proletarian—what Marx would have meant by a proletarian—only exists now in the heavy industries and on the land. All the same, there’s no doubt that it was a big step forward when the facts of working-class life were first got on to paper. I think it has done something to push fiction back towards realities and away from the over-civilised stuff that Galsworthy and so forth used to write. I think possibly the first book that did this was The Ragged-Trousered Philanthropists, which has always seemed to me a wonderful book, although it is very clumsily written. It recorded things that were everyday experience but which simply had not been noticed before—just as, so it is said, no one before A.D. 1800 ever noticed that the sea was blue. And Jack London was another pioneer in the same line.

Hawkins: And how about language and technique? Cyril Connolly, you may remember, said last week that the great innovations in literature have been made in technique rather than in content. As an example, he said that there is nothing new in Joyce except his technique. But surely these revolutionary proletarians have not shown much interest in technique? Some of them seem to be little different in manner from the pious moralising lady novelists of the last century. Their revolt is entirely in content, in theme—is that so?

Orwell: I think in the main that’s true. It’s a fact that written English is much more colloquial now than it was twenty years ago, and that’s all to the good. But we’ve borrowed much more from America than from the speech of the English working class. As for technique, one of the things that strikes one about the proletarian writers, or the people who are called proletarian writers, is how conservative they are. We might make an exception of Lionel Britton’s2 Hunger and Love. But if you look through a volume of New Writing or the Left Review you won’t find many experiments.

Hawkins: Then we come back to this: that what is called proletarian literature stands or falls by its subject-matter. The mystique behind these writers, I suppose, is the class war, the hope of a better future, the struggle of the working class against miserable living conditions.

Orwell: Yes, proletarian literature is mainly a literature of revolt. It can’t help being so.

Hawkins: And my quarrel with it has always been that it is too much dominated by political considerations. I believe politicians and artists do not go well together. The goal of a politician is always limited, partial, short-term, over-simplified. It has to be, to have any hope of realisation. As a principle of action, it cannot afford to consider its own imperfections and the possible virtues of its opponents. It cannot afford to dwell on the pathos and the tragedy of all human endeavour. In short, it must exclude the very things that are valuable in art. Would you agree therefore that when proletarian literature becomes literature it ceases to be proletarian—in the political sense? Or that when it becomes propaganda it ceases to be literature?

Orwell: I think that’s putting it too crudely. I have always maintained that every artist is a propagandist. I don’t mean a political propagandist. If he has any honesty or talent at all he cannot be that. Most political propaganda is a matter of telling lies, not only about the facts but about your own feelings. But every artist is a propagandist in the sense that he is trying, directly or indirectly, to impose a vision of life that seems to him desirable. I think we are broadly agreed about the vision of life that proletarian literature is trying to impose. As you said just now, the mystique behind it is the class war. That is something real; at any rate, it is something that is believed in. People will die for it as well as write about it. Quite a lot of people died for it in Spain. My point about proletarian literature is that though it has been important and useful so far as it went, it isn’t likely to be permanent or to be the beginning of a new age in literature. It is founded on the revolt against capitalism, and capitalism is disappearing. In a Socialist State, a lot of our left-wing writers—people like Edward Upward, Christopher Caudwell, Alec Brown, Arthur Calder-Marshall and all the rest of them—who have specialised in attacking the society they live in, would have nothing to attack. Just to revert for a moment to a book I mentioned above, Lionel Britton’s Hunger and Love. This was an outstanding book and I think in a way it is representative of proletarian literature. Well, what is it about? It is about a young proletarian who wishes he wasn’t a proletarian. It simply goes on and on about the intolerable conditions of working-class life, the fact that the roof leaks and the sink smells and all the rest of it. Now, you couldn’t found a literature on the fact that the sink smells. As a convention it isn’t likely to last so long as the siege of Troy. And behind this book, and lots of others like it, you can see what is really the history of a proletarian writer nowadays. Through some accident—very often it is simply due to having a long period on the dole—a young man of the working class gets a chance to educate himself. Then he starts writing books, and naturally he makes use of his early experiences, his sufferings under poverty, his revolt against the existing system, and so forth. But he isn’t really creating an independent literature. He writes in the bourgeois manner, in the middle-class dialect. He is simply the black sheep of the bourgeois family, using the old methods for slightly different purposes. Don’t mistake me. I’m not saying that he can’t be as good a writer as anyone else; but if he is, it won’t be because he is a working man but because he is a talented person who has learnt to write well. So long as the bourgeoisie are the dominant class, literature must be bourgeois. But I don’t believe that they will be dominant much longer, or any other class either. I believe we are passing into a classless period, and what we call proletarian literature is one of the signs of the change. But I don’t deny for an instant the good that it has done—the vitalising effect of getting working-class experience and working-class values on to paper.

Hawkins: And, of course, as a positive gain, it has left behind quite a lot of good books?

Orwell: Oh yes, lots. Jack London’s book The Road, Jack Hilton’s Caliban Shrieks, Jim Phelan’s prison books. George Garratt’s sea stories. Private Richards’ Old Soldier Sahib, James Hanley’s Grey Children—to name just a few.

Hawkins: All this time we have said nothing about the literature that the proletariat does read—not so much the daily papers, but the weeklies, the twopennies.

Orwell: Yes, I should say that the small weekly press is much more representative. Papers like Home Chat or the Exchange and Mart, and Cage Birds, for instance.

Hawkins: And the literature that really comes out of the people themselves—we have said nothing about that. Take for instance, the camp fire ballads of the men who built the Canadian Pacific Railway; the sea shanties; negro poems like ‘Stagolee’; and the old street broadsheets—especially the ones about executions, the sort of thing that must have inspired Kipling’s ‘Danny Deever’. And epitaphs, limericks, advertisement jingles—sticking simply to poetry, those are the special literature of the proletariat, aren’t they?

Orwell: Yes, and don’t forget the jokes on the comic coloured postcards, especially Donald McGill’s. I’m particularly attached to those. And above all the songs that the soldiers made up and sang for themselves in the last war. And the Army songs for bugle calls and military marches—those are the real popular poetry of our time, like the ballads in the Middle Ages. It’s a pity they are always unprintable.3

Hawkins: Yes, but I’m afraid now we are drifting into folk literature, and it seems to me that we must keep the two things distinct. From what you say I imagine that this word ‘proletarian’ is going to be quite meaningless if you detach it from revolutionary politics.

Orwell: Yes, the term ‘proletariat’ is a political term belonging solely to the industrial age.

Hawkins: Well, I think we are completely in agreement that the theory of a separate proletarian literature just doesn’t work. For all its apparent difference it comes within the framework of what you call bourgeois writing.

Orwell: By ‘bourgeois’ and ‘bourgeoisie’ I don’t mean merely the people who buy and sell things. I mean the whole dominant culture of our time.

Hawkins: If we agree about that, we have still got to assess the contribution that these so-called proletarian writers have made. Because it is a contribution and it would be absurd to pass that over in disposing of the theory.

Orwell: I think they have made two kinds of contribution. One is that they have to some extent provided new subject-matter, which has also led other writers who are not of the working class to look at things which were under their noses, but not noticed, before. The other is that they have introduced a note of what you might call crudeness and vitality. They have been a sort of voice in the gallery, preventing people from becoming too toney and too civilised.

Hawkins: And then there’s another contribution, which you yourself mentioned earlier, and that is language. T. S. Eliot stressed the importance of constantly drawing newly-minted words into the language, and in recent years it is pre-eminently from the working class that new words and phrases have come. It may be from the film or the street or through any channel, but the proletarian writer deserves credit for giving modern English much of its raciness and colour.

Orwell: Well, of course, the question is whether it has got much colour! But the thing you can say for the typical prose of the last ten years is that it has not got many frills or unnecessary adjectives. It’s plain. It is rather questionable whether the sort of prose that has developed in this way is suitable for expressing very subtle thoughts, but it is excellent for describing action, and it is a good antidote to the over-refined type of prose which used to be fashionable—very good in its way, of course, but tending to emasculate the language altogether.

Hawkins: Well, to conclude—it looks as if the slogan of Proletarian Literature has made a nice rallying point for some work that was well worth having and it has been a focus for working class writers, whether they were revolutionary or not, either in technique or in politics or in subject. But the phrase itself as a critical term is virtually useless.

Orwell: It has had a certain use as a label for a rather heterogeneous literature belonging to a transition period, but I do agree with you that for there to be what could really be called a proletarian literature the proletariat would have to be the dominant class.

Hawkins: Yes, and in assuming that it would certainly have to change its character. And that still leaves open the question we have only just touched on—how far can politics be introduced into art without spoiling the art?




716. Review of Landfall by Nevil Shute; Nailcruncher by Albert Cohen, translated from the French by Vyvyan Holland; A Dark Side Also by Peter Conway

The New Statesman and Nation, 7 December 1940

It is commonly said that every human being has in him the material for one good book, which is true in the same sense as it is true that every block of stone contains a statue. What is perhaps more to the point is that anyone able to hold a pen can write a fairly good novel of the unpretentious kind, if only at some period of his life he has managed to escape from literary society. There is no lack nowadays of clever writers; the trouble is that such writers are so cut off from the life of their time as to be unable to write about ordinary people. A “distinguished” modern novel almost always has some kind of artist or near-artist as its hero. There is, however, one experience that happens to nearly all human beings alike, and that is war. The “intellectual” has a chance of seeing war at close quarters as he will never see, for instance, stockbroking or marine insurance, and good war-books are in consequence fairly common. The present war, owing to its peculiar character, has not yet produced a literature of its own, but Mr. Nevil Shute’s Landfall is a beginning. It is a straightforward, convincing story, and I shall keep an eye open for Mr. Shute’s books in future.

What makes it interesting is that it brings out the essential peculiarity of war, the mixture of heroism and meanness. The whole story turns upon the jealousy between the Navy and Air Force over the control of the Coastal Command. The hero, a young airman, is accused of bombing and sinking a British submarine. He has not in fact done so, but is found guilty by a board of enquiry composed of naval officers who are faintly prejudiced against him. Later in the book he is exonerated by a roundabout but curiously convincing chain of circumstances in which the chief link is a dirty joke about contraceptives. The way in which the author handles him shows what an advantage it is for a thinking man to live sometimes on equal terms with men who are not “thinking.” The young airman is completely unintellectual. His hobbies are getting difficult stations on the wireless and fitting together model ships of which he buys the parts ready-made. He is conducting a flirtation with a barmaid, whom he finally marries, and there are whole chapters of the kind of conversation that one hears flung to and fro across saloon bars, full of double entendres and “Oo, aren’t you awful!” But the author treats none of this ironically. He sees the young airman’s point of view, because, presumably, he has at some time shared his experiences. He can stand inside him as well as outside him and realise that he is heroic as well as childish, competent as well as silly. The result is a good, simple story, pleasantly free from cleverness, and at times genuinely moving.

Nailcruncher, on the other hand, is one of the most pretentious novels I have read for a long time. It is an enormous, deliberately farcical story about some semi-imbecile Jews, first in the Greek island of Cephalonia and later in Switzerland. What is chiefly remarkable in it is the length and disgustingness of its scatological passages. As soon as I came on the first of these I turned back to the blurb on the dust-jacket, well knowing what adjective I should find, and, sure enough, there it was—“Rabelaisian.” It is curious that this word is invariably used as a term of praise. We are forever being told that whereas pornography is reprehensible, “hearty Rebelaisian humour” (meaning a preoccupation with the W.C.) is perfectly all right. This is partly, perhaps, because Rebelais is nowadays seldom read. So far from being “healthy,” as is always alleged, he is an exceptionally perverse, morbid writer, a case for psycho-analysis. But people who lead strict lives have dirty minds, and Rabelais had a considerable underground reputation in Victorian times. Archdeacon Grantley read him on the sly, it will be remembered, and the bachelor in Browning’s poem possessed “a little edition of Rabelais.” Perhaps the only way of making him respectable was to maintain that there is something “normal” and “hearty” in coprophilia, and the legend has survived into an age when few people have glanced at his dirtier passages. At any rate, “Rabelaisian” is a correct description of Nailcruncher. If you like scatology, this is the book for you; if you don’t, I should steer clear of it, for long passages in it are calculated to make any ordinary person physically sick.

A Dark Side Also is a solemn and, at bottom, narcissistic novel about a psychologist and, I should say, by a psychologist. The hero is one of those people with a masterful personality and hypnotic eyes who can rip out all your darkest secrets, including the age at which you stopped wetting your bed, after five minutes of acquaintance. He is struck off the medical register for what appears to be a succession of disreputable love-affairs. Actually he has been making a scientific study of the effects of sexual jealousy, which he can only do by inducing women to fall in love with him (he does this with the greatest of ease) and then leaving them in the lurch. In the end, of course, he is triumphantly rehabilitated. An unconvincing story, though some of the technical detail—an account of the jealousies existing between psychoanalysts and ordinary medical practitioners, for instance—is interesting.




717. Nevil Shute Norway to Orwell

12 December 1940


Following Orwell’s review of Landfall, the author, ‘Nevil Shute,’ writing over his full name,1 asked the editor of The New Statesman to forward this letter to Orwell.



May I make a few friendly comments upon your review of my novel LANDFALL, in the New Statesman of December 7th?

First, I agree with you absolutely that it is better for a writer to keep apart from literary society. I have been writing novels intermittently for twenty years, and I doubt if I know one author or reviewer by sight, though I have, of course, met such people from time to time. I think that one writes better stuff if one can arrange to mix only with the ‘real’ world.

In selecting a review of my book to make this point, however, I think your choice was an unfortunate one because your suggestion that war brings writers in to touch with actuality to write good books inevitably refers to LANDFALL. I do not know how you would define a good book; as I only write yarns my own definition of a good book is one which many people want to buy.

Judged by this standard, LANDFALL is not an exception due to the war. My previous book, AN OLD CAPTIVITY, was a Literary Guild selection in America and has sold up to date about 78,000 copies in that country—and 1800 in this one. The one before that, called in this country WHAT HAPPENED TO THE CORBETTS and in America ORDEAL, was a Book of the Month selection in America and sold 130,000 copies over there—and 3000 in England. I note that you will keep an eye open for my books in future. A good many people are already doing so, but one more is always welcome.

I have never been able to account for the small extent of my English reputation in comparison with the one that I have built up in America, except upon the grounds that I avoid literary society. I have been reluctant to draw this conclusion because it reflects upon my own country, which I like. But is there any better explanation?

I was much amused by your remark about stockbroking and marine insurance. The first book of mine to make over five thousand pounds in royalties and film sale (though not, I am glad to say, the last) was a novel called RUINED CITY in this country and KINDLING in America. It was a story about a City financier who worked a gigantic swindle on the market to provide finance for the industrial revival of a depressed shipbuilding town in Northumberland. It was all about stockbroking and marine insurance, but it did’nt° ring the bell over here.

In conclusion, may I make one gentle poke? Authors are not the only people unaware of what goes on outside the small literary world of London. Most book reviewers share their ignorance.




718. Review of Wrong Foot Foremost by L. A. G. Strong; From Pillar to Post by Gunby Hadath; Tommy Hawke at School by Michael Patrick; Going Gangster by M. E. Atkinson; The New Carthaginians by Doris Twinn; Phantom Patrol by A. R. Channel; Family Afloat by Aubrey de Selincourt; Caravan Island by E. H. Young

Time and Tide, 7 December 1940

The first three books on my list are all school stories, and two of them deal with what is really the same subject. Both Wrong Foot Foremost and From Pillar to Post are about schools which are evacuated owing to the air raids and have to become the guests of other schools in distant parts of the country. This is a thing that has happened a great deal during the last year, and the process of settling down together has not always been easy, especially when you have two schools of about the same size and quite different traditions.

I think Wrong Foot Foremost is the cleverer story of the two. It is about a very up-to-date, “advanced” school, where there is not much discipline and the boys are allowed to wear what clothes they like, which goes to join an ordinary, old-fashioned public school where there are prefects, compulsory games, a school uniform and so forth. The hero is a very talented boy who gets on the wrong side of everybody, because the old-fashioned discipline irks him, and though he has been taught to box and play the piano he has never been taught to be modest about his accomplishments. In the end, however, he settles down and comes to realize that even schools which are not “advanced” can have their good points. In From Pillar to Post there is once again trouble between two schools, one of which is older and more famous than the other, and things are made worse by a conscientious but very tactless school-captain who treads on everybody’s corns. However, in the end the trouble is smoothed over and the evacuated boys develop a feeling of loyalty towards their new school. In Tommy Hawke at School the story takes place in school surroundings, but the chief event in it is a crime. Tommy Hawke is the son of a famous detective who is asked to investigate the theft of some silver challenge cups. As his son is young enough to pass as a schoolboy he sends him to do the investigation, and Tommy solves the mystery all on his own.

For people who would rather read about holidays than term-time, Going Gangster and The New Carthaginians are both good stories. The two boys and two girls in The New Carthaginians spend their holidays on a piece of amateur detective work, and it turns out much more successfully than the piece of amateur crime that is described in Going Gangster. In this book a brother and sister are trapped more or less against their will—it is all owing to one of those promises where you promise to do something without knowing what it is—into helping a girl to run away from school. They go through all kinds of adventures, from being chased by a bull to being nearly drowned in a quagmire, and actually succeed in getting the girl away, but you must read the book yourself to discover why all their trouble was wasted. The New Carthaginians is about some missing tapestries of great value which have been stolen from a cathedral in a European country, brought to England and there lost. The four children in the book set to work to find them, and show great cleverness in doing it, though they are a little helped by luck as well.

Family Afloat and Caravan Island are also good holiday stories. I think both of them would appeal to girls more than boys. But I must give a special mark to Phantom Patrol, which is a story of the Finnish war of a year ago. Some English Boy Scouts have been spending their holidays in Finland, and they are just due to go home when the war breaks out and they are trapped in the country. Their Finnish and Lapp friends are all taking part in the war, so the English boys join in and accompany the famous ski-fighters who put up such a wonderful fight against the Russians. This is a real war story, with none of the horrors shirked, even the bombing of Helsinki, but there are also first-rate descriptions of the reindeer, the snow-huts, the birch forests and all the other wonders of the frozen north. Any adventurous boy of about fifteen would love this book.1




719. Film Review

Time and Tide, 7 December 1940

The Gay Mrs Trexel; Empire

This film, amusing in parts, is a not too happy mixture of satire and sentiment. Mrs Trexel is a fashionable American woman whose husband has taken to drink—partly, we are left to infer, owing to her callous treatment of him. At the moment when the story opens she is just returning from a trip to Europe, and her husband, who intends to turn over a new leaf, is eagerly awaiting her, bunch of flowers in hand. There is also a neglected daughter of about sixteen, whose natural good looks have been ruined by a pair of huge spectacles and one of those horrible contraptions that are sometimes put into children’s mouths to straighten their teeth.

However, Mrs Trexel has come back from Europe in the grip of some fashionable new religion, obviously a caricature of Buchmanism. She discourses on it ecstatically to her friends, explaining that you can find salvation and “go on being just the same as before”. Very unwillingly she agrees to spend the summer with her husband, on the understanding that if he gets drunk even once divorce proceedings will be instituted. She feels reasonably certain, of course, that he will get drunk, leaving her free to spend her time in public sin-confession orgies with her fashionable English friends. There are comic scenes in which the claims of religion conflict with those of common decency, and would-be pathetic scenes in which the wistful daughter, with her disfigured teeth, yearns for a life “like other girls”. The husband, meanwhile, is turning over one new leaf after another, and remaining cold sober, to his wife’s disappointment. In the end, of course, Mrs Trexel sees the light, abandons her ridiculous sham religion, takes an interest in her daughter and dresses her up so that she is the belle of the party, and takes her husband to her bosom. His old flame who has been hovering in the background, in case the divorce should come off, fades out, which seems rather a pity, as she is a much nicer person than the heroine.

What is striking in this film, as in so many American films, is the utter lack of any decent, intelligent vision of life. We are given to understand that whereas Mrs Trexel’s life was “bad” when she was neglecting her husband and daughter, it becomes “good” as soon as she remembers her duties as wife and mother. The producers extract plenty of fun out of the absurdity of “finding religion” and then continuing exactly as before (except that you force your butler and personal maid to call you by your Christian name), but it does not seem to strike them that the whole manner of life which depends on Paris dresses, servants, riding horses, etc., etc., is futile in itself. So long as you import the domestic virtues into the sham country mansion, all is well, and there will be no questions as to where your money comes from. The picture presented is of Mr and Mrs Trexel settling down as Darby and Joan on £5,000 a year. But this film is at any rate a tolerable afternoon’s entertainment. The acting, with Joan Crawford and Fredric March in the star parts, is adequate but not outstanding.




720. War-time Diary

8.12.40: Broadcasting the night before last… … Met there a Pole who has only recently escaped from Poland by some underground route he would not disclose …. . He said that in the siege of Warsaw 95 per cent of the houses were damaged and about 25 per cent demolished. All services, electricity, water, etc., broke down, and towards the end people had no defence whatever against the aeroplanes and, what was worse, the artillery. He described people rushing out to cut bits off a horse killed by shell-fire, then being driven back by fresh shells, then rushing out again. When Warsaw was completely cut off the people were upheld by the belief that the English were coming to help them, rumours all the while of an English army in Danzig, etc. etc…

The story going round about a week back was that the report in the papers to the effect that the Italian commander in Albania had shot himself was due to a misprint.

During the bad period of the bombing, when everyone was semi-insane, not so much from the bombing itself as from broken sleep, interrupted telephone calls, the difficulty of communications, etc., etc., I found that scraps of nonsense poetry were constantly coming into my mind. They never got beyond a line or two and the tendency stopped when the bombing slacked off, but examples were:—


An old Rumanian peasant

Who lived at Mornington Crescent



and


And the key doesn’t fit and the bell doesn’t ring,

But we all stand up for God save the King1



and


When the Borough Surveyor has gone to roost

On his rod, his pole or his perch.






721. Review of Armies of Freemen by Tom Wintringham

The New Statesman and Nation, 14 December 1940

Mr. Wintringham’s1 theory of war is perhaps more valuable as propaganda than as a contribution to military science. Broadly speaking, it is the romantic or guerilla theory of war, which insists on the superior morale and inventiveness of the soldier who feels himself free and knows what he is fighting for. From a long series of instances, starting with the Greeks who fought against Xerxes and ending with the Spanish Republicans, he deduces the comparative toughness of democratic peoples and the all-importance of freedom of expression. And heaven knows this can hardly be said too often or too loudly, even if Mr. Wintringham’s theory has holes in it here and there.

A hostile reader of this book might object that the victories won by free men over less free but more numerous opponents are rather far apart and in many cases not final. Spartacus was destroyed in the end, the French Revolution was perverted by Napoleon, the Spanish Republicans were defeated. A point which is not fully discussed by Mr. Wintringham but which is of terrible importance at this particular time, is the tendency of modern inventions to increase the power of minorities. Looking back through history, it does seem that there are long periods during which the common people were powerless, simply because the paramount weapon of war happened to be something rare and expensive. The elephant, for instance, was such a weapon. Between A.D. 400 and A.D. 1400 nothing could stand up to an armoured man on horseback—and a good suit of armour cost a lot of money. The improvement of the English longbow, enthusiastically described by Mr. Wintringham, shook the power of the armoured knight, and the invention of gunpowder finally settled him. During the age of gunpowder democracy was possible, because saltpetre can be found under any long-established dung-heap and a muzzle-loading gun can be made by a village blacksmith. The success of the French Revolution really depended on those two facts. But with the complexity of modern weapons power swings back to minorities, to small bodies of highly trained airmen, submarine commanders, etc., and the “labour aristocracies” who make their weapons for them. Once again the common people are helpless, however much they may feel themselves to be fighting for liberty; the Spanish workers are smashed under the German bombs just as the rebellious mercenaries were smashed under Hamilcar’s elephants. Mr. Wintringham cites the early Tank Corps of the last war as an example of a democratic army. No doubt this was true at that particular time, but it is obvious that the tank is an inherently anti-democratic weapon. The democratic answer to it is the petrol bomb which was used with a certain amount of success in Spain and Finland. But it is difficult to see how the common man can come into his own again until some easily manufactured weapon has made the military aeroplane as useless as a suit of plate-armour would have been in A.D. 1700.

However, the common man may think of some way of countering the bombing plane, if he is allowed to talk freely and has reason to think the struggle worth while. That is where the truth of Mr. Wintringham’s theory comes in. The tremendous controversies that always rage in a democratic country at war, the endless discussion of strategy by more or less ignorant people, the free expression of near-seditious opinions, are sources of strength in the long run. They see to it that the conduct of the war shall not be entirely in the hands of the experts, who are generally right on the minor points and wrong on the major ones. Since the whole drift of official policy in England is in the other direction, Mr. Wintringham may be forgiven if he is a little too optimistic about the power of popular morale and guerilla tactics. This book forms a sort of pendent to New Ways of War,2 and is particularly suitable for very young readers. The stories of Crecy, Valmy and Thermopylae are most spiritedly retold, much as A. G. Henty3 would have told them if he had had a Marxist training.




722. Film Reviews

Time and Tide, 14 December 1940

I Love You Again!; Empire

It is a change to see a comic film that has an inherently comic idea behind it as well as adequate acting and the never-failing American dialogue.

A certain Mr Wilson, the worst type of American teetotal businessman, is crossing the Atlantic and falls overboard in an attempt to rescue another passenger who is, in fact, a card-sharper. He is all but drowned, and when he recovers it is to find that he has a totally different identity. His name is now Cary, and he is a gangster or confidence-trick man whose memories stop short in 1931. Of the Wilson interlude, which has lasted nine years, he remembers nothing. However, on going through Mr Wilson’s papers he finds that he is a wealthy man and, better still, a highly-respected citizen of a little Pennsylvania town. He immediately goes into partnership with the other rogue whose life he has saved (Frank McHugh), and the two set out to turn Wilson’s respectable standing into the material for a big swindle.

Unfortunately they have not foreseen quite how much they are taking on. The now vanished Wilson was not only a teetotaller but a leading Rotarian, an Elk, a Stuffed Owl, an expert on pottery manufacture, a practised performer on the trumpet and, worst of all, a troop-leader of the local Boy Scouts. His adventures—for of course he remembers nothing about any of these activities—can perhaps be imagined. Occasionally he has to save himself by fainting at critical moments. There is an added complication in the fact that Wilson was married to a very charming girl whom Cary would be only too glad to retain, but who is on the point of divorcing him because of his coldness. She is half inclined to fall in love with him again on finding that he has acquired a taste for whisky and a distaste for Rotarian lunches. Meanwhile, the swindle which the two partners have concocted is going forward successfully.

How, at the last moment, the swindle falls through, how Wilson, or Cary, is stricken with remorse and decides to spend the rest of his life as a respectable pottery manufacturer, and how his wife calls off the divorce and returns to him, is a complicated story, but, by the standards of farce, reasonably plausible. This is an amusing film, and the acting, with William Powell and Myrna Loy in the chief parts, is worthy of the material.

The Great Dictator; Prince of Wales

The Great Dictator, the sensational new Chaplin film opening on Monday, December 16th, in which a little Jewish barber escaping from the concentration camp is mistaken for Herr Heinkel,° Dictator of Tomania. Comedy, wild farce and genuine pathos all combine, ending up with a magnificent fighting speech in favour of democracy, in which Chaplin reveals a new side of himself. This film will be fully reviewed next week.1




723. To Leonard Moore

16 December 1940 Typewritten

18 Dorset Chambers Chagford Street Ivor Place NW 1

Dear Mr Moore,

I have had a letter1 from the Penguin people saying they are bringing out DOWN AND OUT on the 18th December, which was earlier than we expected. So far as I remember it was to be paid for on publication. I don’t know how Lane’s2 are doing at present and of course some delay is usual, but if you could get some money out of them this side of Christmas I should be much obliged.

Yours sincerely

Eric Blair




724. To Penguin Books

16 December 1940 Typewritten

18 Dorset Chambers Chagford Street Ivor Place NW 1

Dear Sir,

Many thanks for your letter of December 12th.

If you could send copies of DOWN AND OUT IN PARIS AND LONDON to the following papers I think there is a good chance that they would mention it favourably:—

The “Tribune”, the “New Statesman”, “Reynolds’s”, “Time and Tide”, the “Daily Herald”.1

Yours truly

[Unsigned]




725. The Home Guard and You: George Orwell puts a personal question to “make believe democrats”—and real ones

Tribune, 20 December 1940

Conversation with an I.L.P. member:

“Are you a pacifist?”

“No, certainly not. I would fight in any war for the establishment of Socialism, or the defence of genuine democracy.”

“You don’t think the present war is a war of that kind?”

“No.”

“Don’t you think it is capable of being turned into that kind of war?”

“It might, but not till the workers are in control. The workers must have the weapons in their own hands.”

“Well, then, why not join the Home Guard? They’ll give you plenty of weapons.”

“The Home Guard! But that’s just a Fascist organisation.”

“I don’t think it is. But if so, why not join it and try to make it less so?”

It was no use, of course. The argument went on for a long time, but one never gets much further with people of that kind. Living almost entirely in a world of make-believe, they are unable to see that merely saying “We demand a democratic People’s Army” (or words to that effect) does not put weapons into the workers’ hands.

“Unless the workers control the armed forces, the armed forces will control the workers” is a slogan that has been bandied to and fro these twenty years, and it is perfectly true. Yet how many of the people who utter it have ever tried to acquire any military knowledge themselves? How many of those who talk glibly of barricades know how to build a barricade, let alone deal with a stoppage in a machine-gun? And in general, what use are revolutionary slogans without either weapons or a knowledge of how to use them?

In reality the Home Guard is far from being “Fascist.” At this moment it is a politically neutral organisation which is capable of developing in several quite different ways; and which direction it takes will depend ultimately on who belongs to it. But before emphasising this point it is worth recalling how the Home Guard came into being, and the peculiar history it has had since.

Seven months ago, at the most desperate moment of the war, when Belgium and Holland had been over-run, France was collapsing and the general public expected England to be invaded immediately, Anthony Eden appealed over the wireless for Local Defence Volunteers. I did not hear his speech, but I am told that it was not a particularly inspiring one. He got a quarter of a million volunteers in the first twenty-four hours and another million in the subsequent months. One has only to compare these figures with, say, the number of votes obtained by “Stop the War” candidates at by-elections, to see what the common people of this island feel about Nazism.

But there were other features about the formation of the Home Guard that were less admirable. After the applicants had sent in their names, a skeleton organisation was formed in which, so far as it could be managed, all commands down to Section Leader (corresponding to sergeant) were given to people from the middle and upper classes. When the volunteers were called up it was to find already in being a corps of officers who had been chosen by no sort of democratic process and who were largely dug-out Blimps of sixty-years-old or more.

Since then two currents of thought have been clearly visible in the Home Guard. One school (for a long while it centred round the Osterley Park training school, run by Tom Wintringham and other veterans of the Spanish Civil War) wants to turn it into a democratic guerilla force, like a more orderly version of the early Spanish Government militias. The other school aims at producing a force as similar to the regular army as can be managed with unpaid volunteers. During the summer months, when invasion seemed imminent, the first school had the better of it, but more recently the Blimp mentality has made a big come-back; elderly colonels, who had never again expected to have a squad of men to play with, are having the time of their lives, and there is an insistence on parade-ground “smartness” which would hardly have been tolerated at the time when the first volunteers presented themselves.

At such a moment of transition, need I point out the decisive difference that could be made if Left-wingers in appreciable numbers would join the Home Guard? The London area, in particular, is very short of men, owing to the calling-up of the younger members, and most London districts are looking for recruits. The Labour Party missed a big opportunity by not urging its members to join the Home Guard at the beginning, but now the opportunity is repeating itself.

For the first time in British history the chance exists for Socialists to have a certain amount of influence in the armed forces of the country. The Home Guard is trembling in the balance, uncertain whether it wants to become a real People’s Army or a not-very-good imitation of the pre-war Territorials. Though neither of them may formulate their thoughts very clearly, most of the rank and file want it to become the former and most of the higher command want it to become the latter. At such a time a shove in the right direction might work wonders. And in the nature of things, that shove can only come from below—by people who know what they want, and what kind of war we are fighting, actually entering the ranks and diffusing political consciousness among their comrades.

Let no one mistake me. I am not suggesting that it is the duty of Socialists to enter the Home Guard with the idea of making trouble or spreading subversive opinions. That would be both treacherous and ineffective. Any Socialist who obtains influence in the Home Guard will do it by being as good a soldier as possible, by being conspicuously obedient, efficient, and self-sacrificing. But the influence of even a few thousand men who were known to be good comrades and to hold Left-wing views could be enormous. At this moment there is not, even in the narrowest and most old-fashioned sense of the word, anything unpatriotic in preaching Socialism.


We are in a strange period of history in which a revolutionary has to be a patriot and a patriot has to be a revolutionary.



We know, even if the Blimps don’t, that without a radical change in our social system the war cannot be won. It is our duty to pass that knowledge on to all who are potentially on our side, which means the vast majority of the nation. In the case of the Home Guard—a million men, ninety-nine hundredths of them profoundly anti-Fascist in sentiment, but politically undirected—the opportunity is so obvious that it is amazing that it has not been grasped earlier.

One ought not to under-rate the importance of the Home Guard, present or future. A million men with rifles in their hands are always important. For the special purpose for which it was raised (static defence against an invader) it is already a fairly formidable army. It is better trained and slightly better armed than were most of the Spanish militias after a year of war. Unless it disintegrates or is disbanded, which is not likely, or unless Great Britain wins an easy victory in the near future, which is even less likely, it will have a big influence over political events


But what kind of influence? That depends upon whether it develops into a People’s Army or into a kind of S.A.1 commanded by the most reactionary section of the middle class. Both these developments are in the womb of time, and it is partly within our power to see that the right one comes out.



We do not know what lies ahead of us. It is childish to suppose that the danger of invasion has passed. Childish, also, to suppose that there might not at some time be an attempt at treachery by an English equivalent of the Pétain Government; or possibly post-war chaos in which it would be necessary to use violence to restore democracy and prevent some kind of reactionary coup d’etat.

In any of those circumstances the existence of a popular militia, armed and politically conscious, and capable of influencing the regular forces, will be of profound importance. But we have got to see to it that the Home Guard has that character. And we shall not do so by standing outside and saying “This is Fascism.” In the last twenty years the Left has suffered terribly for the “Holier than thou” attitude which in practice has meant handing all real power to its opponents.

The Communists, I.L.P., and all their kind can parrot “Arms for the Workers,” but they cannot put a rifle into the workers’ hands; the Home Guard can and does. The moral for any Socialist who is reasonably fit and can spare a certain amount of time (six hours a week, perhaps) is obvious. All over London and in many other parts of the country you will see the recruiting posters on the wall, telling you where to apply. But it is important to join now, for the particular opportunity which exists at this moment may not recur.2




726. Review of The Spanish Dilemma by E. Allison Peers; A Key to Victory: Spain by Charles Duff

Time and Tide, 21 December 1940

Now that the British Government’s pro-Fascist policy during the Spanish civil war has had its inevitable result, some of the apologists of General Franco are noting with surprise and dismay that Franco is not a gentleman after all. It is curious that Professor Peers, who during the war itself was one of the most moderate and fair-minded of Franco’s supporters, does not seem to share this feeling. He still appears to think that Franco’s victory was all for the best, not only from the Spanish point of view but from our own. The strongest argument he can advance is that, had the Government won, Spain might have remained under the control of Russia, who is the friend of Germany. So apparently it is better that Spain should remain in direct vassalage to Germany—and of the most slavish kind, as one can see by glancing at the Spanish press—than that she should retain any kind of connection with Germany’s rather doubtful ally. He gives various quotations from the Spanish newspapers, and from the history textbooks which Franco has introduced into the schools, in which England and the U.S.A. are vilified as malignantly as Goebbels himself could wish, and yet on top of this alleges that Nationalist Spain is a possible friend of England. His book is, in fact, simply a re-hash of the “anti-red” doctrines of three years ago, most manifestly false at the time and since exploded by events. If an attack on Gibraltar should begin, I should be interested to read Professor Peers’s explanation of it. Meanwhile, after what happened in France, it is disquieting that people of such views should remain in any kind of position of influence.

Mr Duff’s book is at any rate a corrective to Professor Peers’s, even if, like some others of the Victory Books, it is a little too easily optimistic. It is a vigorous plea for support of the Spanish Republicans, both as part of the general defence of democracy and because of the strategic importance of the Spanish peninsula. When one remembers how during the past three years we have been deluged with books on the Spanish war, mainly from a pro-Government angle, it might seem that the familiar Popular Front viewpoint is hardly worth re-stating. Unfortunately, this is not the case. The policy of Danegeld is still being followed towards Franco Spain, and there is no sign that the general public grasps even now what this suicidal policy must mean. Worse still, influence has been brought to bear on the press to prevent free criticism of the Spanish question. All through the winter of 1939–40 Italy was flattered and supplied with war materials, with the result, foreseen by every thinking person, that Italy came into the war against us in the spring. It is just possible that this might not have happened if the Italian danger had been freely publicized at the time. And so also with Spain. If the ordinary newspaper-reader can be brought to understand that Franco Spain is not neutral, is venomously hostile towards England and directly under the control of Germany, then it is at any rate conceivable that our policy may be changed by force of public opinion.

Mr Duff is certainly right in saying that we should support the Spanish Republicans. Where it is impossible to follow him is in the way he proposes to set about it. He is actually advocating that we should invade Spain through Portugal, making use of the fact that Portugal is friendly to Britain! It does not seem to occur to him that the Portuguese Government might not remain friendly if such an invasion took place.

Meanwhile, Dr Negrin is grudgingly allowed to remain in England on condition that he “takes no part in politics”, Franco’s seizure of Tangier is sleekly explained away by Mr Butler, and friendly talks are being exchanged with the Spanish Fascist Government at the same time as Suñer is in Berlin and Republicans like Zugazagoitia1 are being shot in jail. How to reconcile all this with a “war against Fascism” is a little difficult to see. The best hope lies in the rapid enlightenment of public opinion, and towards that Mr Duff’s book should help. I wish it, therefore, a larger sale than on purely literary grounds it deserves.




727. Film Review

Time and Tide, 21 December 1940

The Great Dictator, Prince of Wales, Gaumont Haymarket, Marble Arch Pavilion

France, 1918, Charlie Chaplin, in field grey and German steel helmet, is pulling the string of Big Bertha, falling down every time she fires. A little later, losing his way in the smoke screen, he finds himself attacking in the middle of the American infantry. Later he is in flight with a wounded staff officer, in an aeroplane which flies upside down for such lengths of time that Charlie is puzzled to know why his watch persists in standing up on the end of its chain. Finally, falling out of the aeroplane into a mud-hole, he loses his memory and is shut up in a mental home for twenty years, completely ignorant of what is happening in the world outside.

At this point the film really begins. Hynkel, Dictator of Tomania, who happens to be Charlie’s double (Chaplin plays both parts) is directing an extra-special purge against the Jews at the moment when Charlie, his mind restored, escapes from the asylum and goes back to his little barber’s shop in the Ghetto. There are some glorious scenes of fights against Storm Troopers which are not less, perhaps actually more moving because the tragedy of wrecked Jewish households is mixed up with the kind of humour that depends on mishaps with pails of whitewash and blows on the head with a frying-pan. But the best farcical interludes are those that take place in the Dictator’s palace, especially in his scenes with his hated rival, Napaloni, Dictator of Bacteria. (Jack Oakie, in this part, has an even closer physical resemblance to Mussolini than Chaplin has to Hitler). There is a lovely moment at the supper table when Hynkel is so intent on outwitting Napaloni that he does not notice that he is ladling mustard on to his strawberries by mistake for cream. The invasion of Osterlich (Austria) is about to take place, and Charlie, who has been incarcerated for resisting the Storm Troopers, escapes from the concentration camp in a stolen uniform just at the moment when Hynkel is due to cross the frontier. He is mistaken for the Dictator and carried into the capital of the conquered country amid cheering crowds. The little Jewish barber finds himself raised upon an enormous rostrum, with serried ranks of Nazi dignitaries behind him and thousands of troops below, all waiting to hear his triumphal speech.

And here occurs the big moment of the film. Instead of making the speech that is expected of him, Charlie makes a powerful fighting speech in favour of democracy, tolerance, and common decency. It is really a tremendous speech, a sort of version of Lincoln’s Gettysburg address done into Hollywood English, one of the strongest pieces of propaganda I have heard for a long time. It is, of course, understating the matter to say that it is out of tune with the rest of the film. It has no connection with it whatever, except the sort of connection that exists in a dream—the kind of dream, for instance, in which you are Emperor of China at one moment and a dormouse the next. So completely is the thread broken that after that the story can go no further, and the film simply fades out, leaving it uncertain whether the speech takes effect or whether the Nazis on the platform detect the impostor and shoot him dead on the spot.

How good a film is this, simply as a film? I should be falsifying my own opinion if I did not admit that it has very great faults. Although it is good at almost every level it exists at so many levels that it has no more unity than one finds, for instance, in a pantomime. Some of the early scenes are simply the old Chaplin of the two-reelers of thirty years ago, bowler hat, shuffling walk and all. The Ghetto scenes are sentimental comedy with a tendency to break into farce, the scenes between Hynkel and Napaloni are the lowest kind of slapstick, and mixed up with all this is a quite serious political “message”. Chaplin never seems to have profited by certain modern advances of technique, so that all his films have a kind of jerkiness, an impression of being tied together with bits of string. Yet this film gets away with it. The hard-boiled audience of the press show to which I went laughed almost continuously and were visibly moved by the great speech at the end. What is Chaplin’s peculiar gift? It is his power to stand for a sort of concentrated essence of the common man, for the ineradicable belief in decency that exists in the hearts of ordinary people, at any rate in the West. We live in a period in which democracy is almost everywhere in retreat, supermen in control of three-quarters of the world, liberty explained away by sleek professors, Jew-baiting defended by pacifists. And yet everywhere, under the surface, the common man sticks obstinately to the beliefs that he derives from the Christian culture. The common man is wiser than the intellectuals, just as animals are wiser than men. Any intellectual can make you out a splendid “case” for smashing the German Trade Unions and torturing the Jews. But the common man, who has no intellect, only instinct and tradition, knows that “it isn’t right”. Anyone who has not lost his moral sense—and an education in Marxism and similar creeds consists largely in destroying your moral sense—knows that “it isn’t right” to march into the houses of harmless little Jewish shopkeepers and set fire to their furniture. More than in any humorous trick, I believe, Chaplin’s appeal lies in his power to reassert the fact, overlaid by Fascism and, ironically enough, by Socialism, that vox populi is vox Dei and giants are vermin.

No wonder that Hitler, from the moment he came to power, has banned Chaplin’s films in Germany! The resemblance between the two men (almost twins, it is interesting to remember) is ludicrous, especially in the wooden movements of their arms. And no wonder that pro-Fascist writers of the type of Wyndham Lewis and Roy Campbell have always pursued Chaplin with such a peculiar venomous hatred! From the point of view of anyone who believes in supermen, it is a most disastrous accident that the greatest of all the supermen should be almost the double of an absurd little Jewish foundling with a tendency to fall into pails of whitewash. It is the sort of fact that ought to be kept dark. However, luckily, it can’t be kept dark, and the allure of power politics will be a fraction weaker for every human being who sees this film.

If our Government had a little more imagination they would subsidize The Great Dictator heavily and would make every effort to get a few copies into Germany—a thing that ought not to be beyond human ingenuity. At present it is opening at three West End picture houses whose seats the majority of people cannot afford. But though it will probably get a mixed reception from the critics, I think it is safe to prophesy for it the nationwide success it deserves. Apart from Chaplin himself, Jack Oakie, Henry Daniell (as Goebbels), Maurice Moscovitch and the exceptionally attractive Paulette Goddard supply the best of the acting.




728. Film Review

Time and Tide, 28 December 1940

A Date with Destiny

This “blood-chilling mystery drama” (advance ads.) is neither mysterious, a drama, nor, in spite of some goodish acting, blood-chilling. It is simply an old-fashioned murder story dolled up with a few “psychological” trappings for the benefit of an audience who are assumed to have heard far-off rumours of Freud.

In a small town in the Southern States the mysterious Dr Sebastian (Basil Rathbone) has just murdered his wife. It soon appears from his conversations with his even more sinister accomplice, Maurice Gretz (Martin Kosleck) that he has committed at least three previous wife-murders, two of them in Vienna and one of them in the U.S.A. As soon as his newly-murdered wife is safe underground he reappears in New York as a fashionable psychiatrist, a position he is apparently able to assume at a moment’s notice. He has in tow a foolish rich woman whose younger sister Linda (Ellen Drew) is afflicted with suicidal impulses. In love with Linda is Gil Sawyer (John Howard), the familiar newspaper-reporter of a thousand films, whose function is to remind the audience that one clean-minded soda-drinking American is worth a thousand Europeans. Given this set-up the general lines of the plot are obvious.

This film demonstrates, yet again, the intellectual contempt which American producers have for their audience. In essence it is simply a murder story with the familiar saved-in-the-nick-of-time motif. (What an interest it would add to adventure-films if in, say, five per cent of the cases the heroine did not escape! Where is the excitement of seeing a woman “fighting for her honour” when you know she is bound to win?) On top of this is the “psychological” stuff, designed to cover up the ordinariness of the story. But the producers dare not put in any genuine psychological problem, because that would be highbrow, and they cannot resist denouncing the whole science of psychiatry as something sinister, wicked and probably an imposture. The moral, beloved of English-speaking audiences, is that the “intellectual” is always wrong. The “sane, homely” (i.e. stupid) type, represented here by the wisecracking reporter, always wins out.

The acting is worthy of better material. Martin Kosleck’s performance, as a Viennese criminal, is particularly good, and Miss Louise Watkins plays the unattractive part of a silly rich woman without overdoing it.




729. War-time Diary

29.12.40: From a newspaper account of a raid (not ironical): “Bombs were falling like manna”.




Appendix 1

729A Domestic Diary

Continues from 31 December 1939, 582

1.1.40: Freezing again last night. Today thawing in the sun but freezing in the shade. Some children able to slide on the ice of one of the ponds. They are ploughing in places, which the earth is not too hard for with a tractor plough. Frost turned into the soil said to be good for it, but snow is bad (ie. presumably bad for a heavy soil). The £2 an acre subsidy for ploughing up grassland said to cover the costs of ploughing including labour. Tractor said to use about 10 galls. paraffin to plough an acre.

3 eggs!

2.1.40: No thaw. Fallen ash-boughs all stripped & gnawed by rabbits. Pan of water left out all day is thickly frozen by evening.

6 eggs.

9.1.40: Back home again after nearly a week in London. The frost has now broken but it is still cold, generally damp & misty, & there is still a good deal of ice left on the pools. W. C. has at last unfrozen but there was still ice in the cistern. Chrysanthemums have now withered back, so shall cut them down & remove those that are of bad colours. The others ought also to be removed & divided in the spring, but probably there won’t be time.

In 7 days the hens appear to have laid only 25 eggs. This is far worse than they were doing before & evidently Mrs A. has again underfed them. Mrs. A. sold 1 score @ 3/4


[On facing page:]



To even the eggs up: to end of week: 27.

New week up to & including 9.1.39:12.

(This includes those laid before I went away + 25).

10.1.40: Freezing very hard again. Water left outside has ice on it in only an hour or two. The pond by the church will bear my weight, but not that in the field called the Warren. The reservoir is not frozen at all. Turned up 2 rabbits in the field. They have a hole there, but whether used I am not quite certain. On the church wall found a jay & a grey squirrel, presumably shot by somebody & thrown there. Did not know the grey squirrel was found round here or that they came out of hibernation in this weather. Cut down the chrysanthemums. Made several attempts to start a bonfire, but things in frosty weather are not so dry as they look. One or two of the shallots (planted 10.11.39) beginning to show buds. One of the pullets (hatched May) has come into lay.

7 eggs.

11.1.40: No thaw. It would be possible to skate on the church pond, but unfortunately I have no skates here. The other ponds not bearing. Water beetles (the kind whose legs look like oars) can be seen moving about under the ice. When a brick lies on the bottom in shallow water, there appears in the ice above it a curious formation the size & shape of the brick itself, presumably something to do with the temperature of the brick when thrown in being higher than that of the water. Turned up a woodcock in the common lane. No rabbits in the field today. Birds very bold & hungry. Rooks in the vegetable garden, where they do not usually come. One or two primroses & polyanthi budding, in spite of the frost upon them. One of the elm trees apparently bleeds a brown-coloured stuff, sap or something, & large icicles of this hanging down, looking like toffee. Milk when frozen goes into a curious flaky stuff like flaky pastry.

7 eggs.

12.1.40: Appeared to stop freezing for about an hour in the afternoon, otherwise no thaw. Still & sunny. Poultry manure frozen hard & easy to break up, so scattered a patch with this, which can be dug in1 later. This patch (next the unmanured patch this side of the raspberries) will do for onions.

9 eggs.

13.1.40: Thawed a little in the sun in the afternoon, then freezing again.

4 eggs. Sold 1 score (presumably 3/4d). Total this week: 39.

14.1.40: No thaw. Thickish mist. Extremely still, no sun visible but not particularly cold.

8 eggs.

15.1.40: Some sun today, & for a little while in the afternoon a little thaw in the sun, everywhere else freezing hard. Evidently the frost has been harder the last night or two, as the indoor water pipes are frozen again. Dishes of water left in the kitchen sink now freeze almost solid. This must be the longest cold snap since 1916–17, when we had very similar weather (about end of February 1917).

9 eggs.

The rime everywhere is almost like snow. Today an egg rolled out of one of the houses & got frozen. On breaking it find that the white goes to a substance like jelly with bubbles in it, & the yoke° goes to a consistency like that of stiff putty.

16.1.40: No thaw. In the afternoon violent & very cold wind & a little snow.

6 eggs.

17.1.40: No thaw. A little snow in the night, making about 1 inch depth. Last night seemingly the hardest frost of all, as even the village pump was frozen. Snow very dry & crunchy. Dung in the hen houses frozen quite hard, so broke this up & scattered on another strip, which will do for beans or peas.

5 eggs. Sold 25 @ 3/6 score.

18.1.40: No thaw. Unable to unfreeze pipes etc. Saw a little owl today—have not previously seen any of these round here.

11 eggs.

19.1.40: No thaw. A little more snow last night. Cannot unfreeze kitchen tap but unfroze the waste pipe by pouring boiling water down the straight part & hanging a hot water bottle over the bend. Tried to dig a hole to bury some refuse but found it impossible even with the pick. Even at 6″ depth the ground is like a stone.

9 eggs.

20.1.40: No thaw. They are now skating on the pool in the Warren. Potatoes brought in from the shed are frozen right through, with thick crust of ice under the skin. These were ones that were not covered up. Have not looked at those that are.

7 eggs Total this week: 57.

Sold 1 score @ 3/6

21.1.40: Colder, more wind, & a good deal of light & rather damp snow. Tom Ridley says best way of thawing out pipes is to run a blowlamp along them.

12 eggs. (best for some months past).

Said to have been 21° frost yesterday.2

22.1.40: Some more snow last night, making about 4″. A little also today. Not actually thawing today, but definitely less cold. Put oilstove in the kitchen, whereupon the pipes unfroze, disclosing the fact that one is burst. Kitchen & small room flooded 1″ deep before I discovered what was happening.

Wood pigeon walking about in kitchen garden & unable to fly, presumably from hunger & cold. Did not care to molest it, though it was pecking at cabbages etc.

8 eggs. Sold 1 score @ 3/6.

23.1.40: Evidently a little more snow in the night. Milder, but no thaw. 6 eggs. Am not counting one that was laid on the floor of the pullets’ house & was broken. There were 3 there altogether, so at any rate 2 pullets are laying.


[Newspaper cutting: ‘How to make Macon’, i.e., how to cure mutton as a substitute for bacon, then in short supply.]



24.1.40: No thaw. Rather windy.

6 eggs (not counting 1 broken one). Sold 1 score @ 3/6.

25.1.40: No thaw. Still & not cold.

11 eggs. (3 pullets definitely laying).

26.1.40: No thaw. In the afternoon considerable wind & some very cold rain which froze as soon as it fell, leaving a thin skin of ice over everything. Then some heavy & rather squashy snow.

4 eggs.

27.1.40: No thaw. Last night distinctly milder, then heavy sloshy snow. Freezing very hard again this evening. Birds very hungry. A thrush hanging round the shed today, seemingly weak with hunger.

9 eggs. Total this week: 56. Sold 1 score @ 3/6.

28.1.40: Very cold. Heavy snow last night, making about one foot deep. A little snow most of the day.

8 eggs.

29.1.40: The coldest weather hitherto. Heavy snow last night, everything snowed up, drifts 4–6′ deep in places, roads more or less impassable, so that there has been no traffic of any kind all day. Violent wind. In spite of all this the tap of the village pump is not frozen, though almost completely buried in snow this morning. Some days back after being thawed out with boiling water it was muffled in sacking, after which it has remained unfrozen.

5 eggs.

There is a break in keeping the Diary until 13 March 1940.

13.3.40: Re-opening this diary after a long absence due to ’flu etc.

The day we left, 30.1.40, the roads were so completely snowed up that of the 3½ miles to Baldock we were only able to do about ½ mile on the road. For the rest we had to strike across the fields, where the snow was frozen hard & there were not so many drifts. In the road they were at least 6′ deep in places. It was sometimes impossible to see where the road lay, as the snow covered the tops of the banks on either side. Flocks of hares, sometimes about 20 together, were wandering over the fields.

As a result of the frost all kinds of cabbages, except a few Brussels sprouts, are completely destroyed. The spring cabbages have not only died but entirely disappeared, no doubt eaten off by the birds. The leeks have survived, though rather sorry for themselves. Most of the wallflowers have survived. Some 2-years old ones which I had left in are all dead. The older carnations are also dead, but the young ones are all right. All the rose cuttings have survived except one. Snowdrops are out & some yellow crocuses, a few polyanthi trying to flower, tulips & daffodils showing, rhubarb just sprouting, ditto peonies, black currants budding, red currants not, gooseberries budding. The compost I made with Adco has not rotted down very completely. Grass everywhere very brown & sickly-looking. The soil is very fine & friable as a result of the frost.

Have now lost accurate count of the eggs & shall have to close the egg-account book, which however gives an accurate account stretching over 7 months, useful for future reference. From the milkman’s account it appears the hens have laid 270 eggs since 29.1.40 (6 weeks about). Yesterday 10. It is now difficult to sell eggs, as there is a glut, so shall put some in water-glass. The last few days fine spring-like weather. Today colder & this afternoon raining hard.

Did a little digging. Hoed leeks. 14 eggs.

14.3.40: Heavy snow in the night & during a good deal of the day. Nasty slushy snow which will not lie long, but makes everything very nasty. Impossible to do anything out of doors.

Began water-glassing some eggs, experimentally. It appears you should use eggs 5–12 hours old, as if they have been laid a day or two it takes several months off the time they will stay good. Put 20–30 older eggs (laid about 6 days) in a glass jar, & these can be used first. Am using a large enamelled pan for newer eggs, & shall put in none more than 24 hours old.

16 eggs.

15.3.40: Hard frost in the night & roads very slippery this morning. Today fairly sunny & warm. Thawing fast, but most of the grass still covered with snow. A few blue crocuses appearing.

16 eggs.

16.3.40: Fairly fine day. The snow has now almost gone. 19 eggs. Total this week (5 days): 75.

17.3.40: Raining much of the day. Everything now very sodden. Roses are budding well. Alfred H. says it is not too late to plant blackberry runners, though they will do no good this year.

16 eggs.

18.3.40: Somewhat drier. A few drops of rain. Forked over the ground for the onion bed & applied superphosphate. A few wallflowers just beginning to bud. But there are very few that are really undamaged by the frost.

15 eggs.

19.3.40: Violent wind, & raining slightly on & off.

Prepared a row for broad beans & another for cauliflowers, but impossible to get the surface soil fine yet.

16 eggs.

20.3.40: Somewhat drier, but a few showers. Dug a little more & prepared place for blackberries.

9 eggs.

21.3.40: It is drying, but very slowly. Again a few showers. Sorted out potatoes, of which at least a third have rotted owing to frost. However if the remaining ones don’t rot there are enough to last several months at present rate of consumption. Dug a little more. A little aubretia beginning to flower. A few scillas also. Perennials all budding pretty strongly. No. of eggs in waterglass about 100.

16 eggs.

22.3.40: Somewhat drier but a few drops of rain. Planted 3 blackberries (runners) & 2 roots of rhubarb. Began clearing out the strawberry bed. Blue & white crocuses now out.

13 eggs.

23.3.40: About the first nice spring weather, except for a shower or two in the afternoon. Buds on bullace trees.

13 eggs. Total this week: 98

24.3.40: Nice spring weather most of the day. Blackthorn just budding. Catkins & female flowers on the hawthorn. Found some frogs mating. In most places they have already spawned & some of the spawn is beginning to develop. Brought a few bits home. A primrose out in the garden (also polyanthi) but could find none in the woods, though Mrs Nicholls, whom we met, had found a very few, also violets. Anemones not out.

18 eggs.

25.3.40: Most of day nice weather, turning damper at night. Cleaned out a little of strawberry bed. 15 eggs. (Sold 30 for 2/–).

26.3.40: Raining almost without cease all day, & decidedly cold. Tadpoles I brought home are already more or less formed & working their way out of the spawn.

15 eggs.

27.3.40: Finer. Still impossible to sow seeds. Dug a little more, applied wood-ash to bed for onions. Tadpoles now almost fully formed & beginning to wriggle their tails.

16 eggs. Sold 1 score @ 2/10.

28.3.40: Sharp frost in the night, which does not appear to have done any damage, however. Today fine but rather cold. Cleared out some more of the strawberry bed, prepared the onion bed, which may be fit to sow tomorrow. Some of the tadpoles swimming about. The first daffodil in the field out. None yet in the garden, though some in other people’s gardens. Five of the six briar stocks I planted budding.

20 eggs.

29.3.40: Sowed onions (3 rows Jas. Keeping). 2 oz. seed supposed to do 200 feet but only did about 100, no doubt because I sowed too thick. Today cold, overcast & windy, with some rain in the afternoon.

17 eggs.

30.3.40: Nice spring weather. Sowed 1 row carrots. Finished weeding strawberries, & applied a little manure. Place for broad beans now about fit to sow.

One or two daffodils opening in garden. Except for Innes’ meadow beyond the Lodge, it is now ploughed up all the way from Wallington to Baldock, thanks to the subsidy.

19 eggs. Total this week: 120 (25 hens – probably our record lay.)

31.3.40: Rather cold, & violent wind all day. A certain number of primroses out, also white & blue violets, & celandine. No other wild flowers. Saw a sheep with two newborn lambs, the first I have seen this year. Notice that the spawn in the pond, from which I took a little a week ago, is still at about the same stage, whereas the bit I brought home has developed & tadpoles swimming about. No doubt due to difference of temperature.

18 eggs.

1.4.401: Strong wind, which has dried the soil greatly, but beautiful spring weather in the morning. In the evening overcast, but no rain. Violets out in great numbers everywhere. Larks singing, the first I have heard this year, though most years one hears them much earlier than this. Partridges pairing, rooks & seagulls not yet. A few tulips forming heads. Arabis well out. Note that a few of the carrots I left in the ground were not destroyed by the frost, though most went to mush.

Sowed broad beans, & some in box to fill up gaps. Cleared the ground where peas & parsnips are to go. Dug a little more.

17 eggs.

2.4.40: Most of day nice weather, but a heavy shower lasting about half an hour in the evening, & a light shower at midday. A few grape hyacinths forming heads. Some wallflowers almost in flower. Saw a bat, the first I have seen this year. Fruit trees budding fairly strongly.

Prepared the patch for artichokes, which can be sowed tomorrow if fine. Weeded large flower bed.

15 eggs. Sold 3 score @ 2/7 (7/– less commission).

3.4.40: Seems to have rained fairly heavily during last night. Light drizzle all this morning. Fine most of the afternoon. Sowed artichokes on the new patch, which is very stony but probably good enough for this purpose. This used 7 lb., so still have 7 lb. left. Weeded out the turf heap under the bullace tree, which will do for a marrow-bed. Pigeons are cooing.

16 eggs. Sold 1 score @ 2/6.

4.4.40: Thin drizzle early this morning, then sunny & windy, rain for about 2 hours in the middle of the day, then again sunny & windy. Dug some more. Soil is again extremely soggy. Applied nitrate of potash to leeks & such shallotts° as there are. Walnut tree shows things like tiny fir-cones which are presumably male flowers. Planted some roots of perennial sunflower, given me by Mr Hatchett.

15 eggs. Sold 1 score @ 2/6 (? Milkman).

5.4.40: Overcast but not actually raining. Dug some more, hoed strawberries, planted some more roots of sunflower.

15 eggs.

6.4.40: Sharp frost last night. Beautiful still sunny day, turning rather cold again this evening. Dug some more. Frost has improved the soil considerably. Weeded the patch between the currants & the strawberries, & applied lime. (Paid Titley 6d for about 7–10 lb lime). After this has been turned in the patch can lie fallow till June, when it will do for winter greens. Sowed marrows & pumpkins in pots. NB. that marrows are in the pots nearest the road.

19 eggs. 1 double egg. Sold 2 score @ 2/–(reduced price). Total this week: 115.

7.4.40: Fine & most of day reasonably warm. Ground has dried up a good deal. Apple trees are budding well. Finished digging the potato patch & the place for the peas. Nothing to be dug now except the limed patch. Picked up an owl’s pellet in the field, very large, so perhaps the barn owls are back again. Arabis well out.

 13 eggs.

8.4.40: Cold, overcast & a very little light drizzle. Ground has not dried up, so cannot sow peas yet. Dug the limed patch, leaving it very rough. It can remain thus for about 2 months. No more digging now remains to be done. A great deal of bindweed root in the soil, but none coming up yet. It seems to come up later than most perennial weeds. Weeded the forget-me-nots.

17 eggs.

9.4.40: Fine but rather cold. Hares are mating. Saw sparrow-hawks courting in the air. Sowed carrots (short-horn) & parsnips, 1 row each. Can sow peas tomorrow.

16 eggs.

10.4.40: A very few drops of rain last night. Today cold & windy. Sowed peas (next lot to be sown about 25th).

17 eggs. Sold 1 score @ 2/–, 1 score @ 2/6 (? milkman).

11.4.40: Sharp frost last night. Today clear, still & sunny, but not particularly warm. Ground now decidedly dry. Cut grass as best I could. Weeded flower bed by the shed. Gave manure mulch to hollyhocks etc. Planted 3 dwarf michaelmas daises (pd. 2d each).

17 eggs. Dropped them & broke every one. Did not suppose they could all have broken without exception, but so it was.

Forgot to mention 2 days back that Peter Hollingworth had found magpie’s nest with 3 eggs, & one of the farm men a robin’s nest with eggs. These are the first nests I have heard of this year, & have found none. The magpie’s egg like a blackbird’s but somewhat darker, ie. like a rook’s, & hardly larger than a blackbird’s but very pointed.

12.4.40: Evidently a little rain in the night, but it had dried up by the afternoon. Gathered sticks for dwarf m. daisies. Prepared a place to sow canary creeper (about 10 days hence), burnt up a little rubbish, gave wallflowers liquid manure, roughly raked the potato ground. This is still in rather poor state but probably good enough to sow. There seems to be room for about 250–300 plants. Have only ordered 2 stone seed, so better to order another stone.

Saw blackbird sitting on nest. Wood pigeons evidently have nests. Still no wildflowers except primroses, violets & celandines. Buds shooting pretty well. Bluebells are out in some gardens.

15 eggs. Sold 1 score @ 2/–.

13.4.40: Still, not very warm, overcast but no rain. Sowed kale, savoys, sprouts, lettuce (cos), radishes. (Not broccoli, as the seed I have is of a late kind, to be sowed about May-June). Also leeks, 10-week stocks, foxgloves. Planted out 1 score cos lettuce. (Paid 4d). Don’t know whether they will survive—probably not if there is a sharp frost. Put awning of sacking over the plants. Applied a little fertiliser (Woolworths, 6d) to the grass. Ground could now do with a spot of rain.

19 eggs. Total this week: 114 (of which 17 broken).


[On facing page:]



Order in seedbed (starting from rose cuttings): kale, stocks, sprouts, lettuces, savoys, leeks,2 foxgloves, radishes, clarkia.

14.4.40: Fine, dry, not particularly warm. Raked the bare patches of the lawn & sowed some grass seed. Put up the wires for the blackberries. Sowed clarkia (in seed bed). Did some weeding.

17 eggs. Sold 44 @ 2/6 score.

15.4.40: Seems to have been a little rain last night. Today very variable weather. Most of day windy, some sunshine but not very warm, a few spots of rain. Then in the afternoon a few flakes of sleet & afterwards about 6 pm a sharp shower of hail. Rolled the grass, gave liquid manure to cottage tulips which are budding, prepared 3 marrow beds.

17 eggs.

16.4.40: Frost again last night. Most of day sunny but not too warm. Some falls of snow or sleet in the afternoon. Grape hyacinths, what there are of them, now well out. Some of the shallotts° branching. Planted 28 lb potatoes (Majestic). This did 12 rows, or about 225 plants. Room for another 4 rows, so shall get about another 10 lb. of seed. Had to halve a good many of the potatoes, which I don’t like doing, & they were not sprouted to speak of. A few bad ones among them. Soil is not in very good heart, so, what with one thing & another, probably a long time before anything will show. Got place ready for turnips (room for 2 rows).

18 eggs.

17.4.40: Frost last night. Today still, sunny & fairly warm. Cut the grass, took out some of the worst of the dandelions etc., sowed a few seeds of canary creeper, got places ready to sow clarkia etc. Notice that tobacco powder does not seem very successful in keeping the sparrows off the seeds. A thrush with a white patch on top of its head is always in & out of the garden. When one has some means of identifying a bird one realises that each bird has its beat & the same individual is always to be seen about the same spot.

16 eggs. Sold 50 @ 3/– score.

18.4.40: Violent wind & horribly cold most of day. In the afternoon about an hour’s heavy rain, after which it is warmer & more still. Narcissi are out. Wild thyme out. Daffs beginning to go off a little. Sowed sweet peas, clarkia, phlox, sunflowers (dwarf), all where they are to flower. Resticked some of the roses, & put sticks for Canterbury bells. Too cold & wet to do much out of doors.

17 eggs.

19.4.40: Evidently fairly heavy rain again last night. This morning overcast, the afternoon still, sunny, & fairly warm. This evening rain again, but more like April showers than the previous rain. Saw the first swallow this afternoon (two. The one I saw close to was swallow, not martin. I usually see sand martins first of all.) This is a little later than usual, but not as much as a week later. Sowed a few more sunflower seeds. Rolled the grass.

19 eggs.

20.4.40: Overcast but not particularly cold. Some people heard the cuckoo this morning, but I did not. Some rain about midday. Hedges are still decidedly bare. Winter wheat looks good in most places. Tulips are out in some gardens. Black currants forming their flowers. Planted 3 lupin roots (may possibly take but not flower this year). Purchased another 10 lb seed potatoes (K. Edward, 2/3d stone). This morning some time after 9 heard an explosion. In this evening’s paper it is reported that a munition works in London blew up at about that time, so this must have been the bang. Distance of round about 45 miles, & not much less as the crow flies.

14 eggs. Total this week: 118

Onions (sown 29.3.40) are coming up thickly, also a few carrots (sown 30.3.40).

21.4.40: Sunny & warm. The first real spring day. Cowslips starting. Periwinkles out. Blossom forming on forget-me-nots. Still no cuckoo. E. sowed godetias & cornflowers. One or two of the peas (sown 10.4.40) are showing, but no broad beans.

18 eggs. Sold 68 @ 3/3 score. (Actually 50 @ 3/3 score & 18 for 2/9).

22.10°.40: Sunny & quite warm, but very windy. On a day like this the opening of a tulip can be watched & a distinct difference noted every few hours. Sowed turnips (2 rows, white), peas (English wonder—a bit early after the others, but these were not soaked, which will set them back a day or two), & the remaining potatoes (K. Edward). This makes 16 rows of 20–25 plants a row, ie. about 350 plants. If they do reasonably well this should yield about 5 cwt.

Blackthorn almost out in some places. A few blossoms on the wild plum. 18 eggs.

23.4.40: Still, overcast & warm. A very few drops of rain in the afternoon. Tulips, forgetmenots° & wallflowers coming out. Fruits forming on currants & gooseberries. Plum & pear blossom full out (very late—about 3 weeks later than ordinary years). Rooks sitting on nests. Field beans well up. Planted 1 score cauliflowers (small kind I think.)

13 eggs (collected about 3 pm).

24.4.40: Almost continuous drizzling rain from dusk yesterday to this evening. Various seeds sown 10–15th are coming up. Clarkia sown only about a week ago coming up.

20 eggs (some presumably laid yesterday.)

25.4.40: Beautiful spring weather. Heard the cuckoo (first time). Many midges about now. Bullace blossom pretty well out. Cut the grass, dug a trench for 3rd row of peas, gave the strawberries a little more manure. These are now free of weeds. If they have one more good weeding after the bindweed has shown itself & the annual weeds have begun, they can then be strawed & netted up. A few broad beans up.

16 eggs. Sold 1 score @ 3/3 (? milkman).

26.4.40: Beautiful day again. 1 pumpkin seed coming up (sown 6.4.40). Carrots sown 9.4.40 are up, but not parsnips. Took up all but one row of the leeks, which were not very good anyway, & dug trench for runner beans. Hoed strawberries. There seem to be very few fruits on the gooseberries, perhaps because of their move. Currants are somewhat better.

14 eggs.

27.4.40: Rain during last night, fine & fairly warm during the morning, some showers this evening. Wild plum tree has plenty of blossom on it. Saw large flock, about 100, of what appeared to be turtle doves, sitting on telephone wires. Presumably migrants which had just arrived. Planted out 2 doz. antirrhinums (dark red & flame) & 1 doz. stocks (mixed). Paid 8d a doz.—very expensive, but it is rather early. Price of sodium chlorate now 10½° lb (before the war 8d).

18 eggs. Sold 1/2 score @ 2/6. Total this week: 117.

Dandelions flowering, also dead nettle.

28.4.40: Some rain during last night. Today fine, warm & still. One or two nasturtiums up (self sown.) Turnips sown 22.4.40 are just up. The fly is already at these & at the seedlings of sprouts etc. A few parsnips (sown 9.4.40) are showing. One or two artichokes (sown 3.4.40) just showing. Applied sodium chlorate to waste patch by the walnut tree. Began putting up the strings for beans, but not enough time to complete the row. Planted out 1 doz. of the very tiny lettuces, putting sack° for protection. Tried to thin the clarkia, which, however, is too small to handle.

17 eggs.

29.4.40: I think a little rain in the night. All day overcast, with sometimes fine mist almost amounting to rain, but not exactly cold. Mended the fence, which cannot be done completely as there are not enough stakes. Planted out 1 doz. largish lettuces got from T. (2d dozen). Uncovered the little ones. Let the tadpoles go, as not certain how many days I shall be a way. Gave the grass a quick cut. Leeks are just showing. Some apple blossom showing in some gardens. Find it is held locally there is always frost at the full moon (ie. in May) & people sow their runners with reference to this.

15 eggs.

This is the end of this Domestic Diary. Orwell began his War-time Diary on 28 May 1940.




Appendix 2

730. Orwell and the Home Guard

1940–42? Typewritten


Orwell joined the Home Guard (then called the Local Defence Volunteers) on 12 June 1940. His unit was C Company of the 5th County of London Battalion. He was soon promoted to sergeant, and one of his duties was the instruction of the ten men under his command. It is apparent, from his annotation on his notes on street fighting (see here), that he also instructed other units.

When he began to deliver lectures is not known, though the winter of 1940–41 seems most probable. The ‘(1942)’ in his annotation (see here) and internal evidence, such as the reference to instructing the Home Guard in the use of the Spigot Mortar, indicate a later date, but it is likely that he gave his first lectures to his own section from pencilled notes, developed these as time passed, and eventually typed them. It seems sensible to group these notes together at about the time when Orwell might be expected to have given such instruction. See also his ‘Notes on Some Points About the Home Guard,’ 1397, and ‘Notes on the Role of the Home Guard,’ 1398, sent to Captain Liddell Hart, 19 August 1942.

Stephen Wadhams, in Remembering Orwell, includes this comment on Orwell’s Home Guard work by Tosco Fyvel: ‘I think he was Sergeant Blair, whereas Warburg was Corporal Warburg. Warburg incidentally had fought at Passchendaele so he was an ex-officer. Warburg told me about serving with George in the Home Guard. It sounds like George was an enthusiastic but not frightfully competent member. There was a famous incident when George caused a mortar to fire not a blank but a wooden bolt, and there was this terrible noise and destruction all round’ (122–23).

Warburg described this incident in a BBC Third Programme, broadcast 2 November 1960. He and Orwell were ‘Spigget° mortar experts’: ‘we taught this damn machine to recruits. There was a frightful incident in the local garage where on a concrete floor where by mistake he put—instead of putting a drill bomb into the mortar he put a bomb that actually was capable of leaving the muzzle at a high rate of velocity and the gun, the mortar, was not dug in and when this exploded—or rather when it left the muzzle—the recoil of the mortar was tremendous and the two men lying behind it, one of them lost all his teeth and the other one had concussion for a few days. There was, of course, a court of enquiry and compensation was paid to the men but—no, I don’t think that Orwell can be said to be a highly efficient soldier. He’d have been a very brave one.’

Warburg also recalls Orwell’s attitude towards those he commanded: ‘He was very much loved—Orwell—by his men; he took absolutely the sort of regular army officer attitude to the men that they were naughty children who had to be smacked and pushed into doing the right thing and when he went to camp—I went to camp with him once—he stayed up late and went round and sort of tucked them in and patted them on the back—he was terrifically fatherly towards them.’ See Crick, 396–401 and also 3590B, n. 15.






731. Lecture Notes for Instructing the Home Guard

1940–41?

STREET FIGHTING.

Speaking on street fighting. Will indicate where my own observations and where hearsay or from lectures at Osterley school.

Street fighting governed by fact that bullet will not penetrate wall of an ordinary house. Instance and shortly describe Barcelona fighting. Disorganisation that can be caused in big city, and possibility of its happening here.

Attacking houses.

Suppose attacking a house which is isolated (diagram A). If in any way avoidable DONT° approach from opposite. Possible ways of approach are:—

i. Up same side of street.

ii. Ditto at back.

iii. Over roof. If flat or partly flat will have either trap door or dormer windows. Demoralising effect of attack from above. Bombs easier to throw downstairs than up.

iv. Through walls (Slater1). Describe method given by Slater as used at Belchite.2

If compelled to attack frontally, eg. when you hold one side of the street and enemy the other, ways are:—

i. Concentric rush with covering fire (hearsay).

ii. Possible use of improvised tanks made of cars draped with mattresses (hearsay).

iii. Smoke screen (Slater). Pass on Slater’s hints. Emphasise the importance he attributed to it.

Notice also the amount of cover actually existing in streets. Lamp posts. When rifles or machine gun just cover a narrow street, usually possible to cross it without mishap by doing so unexpectedly and at a run. But note behaviour of bullets in streets, different from in open country. Except at very obtuse angles, nearly always ricochet. Habit of coming round corners.

Defending houses.

Now turn it round and suppose you are on the defensive. Points are:—

i. Always establish yourself in corner house if possible. Reasons obvious.

ii. Always establish yourself on both sides of the street if possible.

Emphasise that without projecting window, almost impossible to fire down your own side of street. Diagram B.

Question of whether to establish yourself at the top of the house or on ground floor. Mention Osterley lecture and say do not absolutely agree. Choice of evils. Points in favour of either are:—

Low. Can build proper blockhouse. Probably safer from air bombs, espec[ially] if you have shored up the ceiling. But more deadly MG. fire if open space in front.3

High. Not so easily bombed out from the street. Greater field of fire. In any case, when defending a street and splitting party up on either side of it, always try and occupy any particularly tall building for snipers or look-outs. But try and make sure that communications can be maintained, and don’t ever send less than two men.

If the street you are defending is as in diagram C and you have a party of 12 men, if you place them 7 at a (main post), 3 at b and 2 at c (tall tower), you have probably done the best possible.

Will have been seen that when beseiged° in a house, points of danger are: doors, lower windows, roof. First precaution on establishing yourself, shore up doors. Diagonal beam. Make sure beforehand whether you will want to go out by any particular door again. If flat or otherwise negotiable roof, maintain watch on it, if necessary building sandbagged post there, utilising chimney stacks etc. For sentries on posts of this kind, don’t use boys under 20 in the small hours of the morning.

Second precaution. Block up lower windows, and any others you are not going to use to fire from and which may let in bullets. For upper windows it is often sufficient to block lower half of window. Good way, either sandbags, or boards or corrugated iron nailed on either side and space filled up with sand, gravel, small coal. Unless intending to utilise windows as loopholes (good if they are projecting windows, and can be sandbagged to make good loopholes), better to use holes in wall. Less visible at a little distance. Splash of black paint.4

Third precaution. Fill up bath and all available receptacles with water. In case of fire, or anything going wrong with water supply. Mention here iron rations. Candles. Warm clothing.

Concluding remarks.

Importance of recognition. Emphasise agreement with Slater here. Confusedness of street fighting. No front, isolated pockets of resistance. Barcelona fighting, Aragon front, use of flags. Dirty handkerchief in corner of window (Slater). Some unobtrusive sign agreed upon not too long before-hand. Passwords at night.

If obliged to defend streets by means of barricades. Remember that in streets° fighting you are liable to be fired at from above (roofs etc.) and this can sometimes be obviated by building the barricade somewhat higher. Use of paving stones and cobbles. Good, but DONT use stones for head cover. Blinded by chips. Mattresses have some stopping power. Barricades in Barcelona made from bales of wool. Much of London cobbled. These stones fairly easily levered up and easy to build with, but try and top up with sand bags.° Cobbles usually laid in a sort of coarse sand is good for filling sandbags with. Remember always dimensions of sandbag. Bullet needs 27″ of sand to stop it. Sandbag when filled measures 20″ by 10″. So three stretchers or 1 header and 1 stretcher for safety. To improvise 1 loophole and cover from fire in front, for 1 man lying down needs 12 bags.

QUESTIONS?




732. Lecture Notes for Instructing the Home Guard

1940–41?

STREET FIGHTING—STATIC DEFENCE

Asked street fighting—HG TI1 No. 27—static only.

Probable methods of attack neutralisation/infiltration. With regard to neutralisation purely static force can only keep alive and if possible on the alert.

Note with diagram method of working inward on converging lines, meeting in buildings which have been selected beforehand, after which perimeter defences can be attacked from the rear. Movement possibly in darkness or under smoke cover, and as much as possible under cover, eg. through cellars and basements or straight through the houses. But have also got to be prepared for attack by tanks, motor cyclists and motorised infantry perhaps in commandeered cars.

Defence against this based on:—

a. anti-tank blocks crossing main roads and aiming to trap tanks in a defile.

b. concealed posts covering these blocks.

c. subsidiary blocks or bomber posts covering possible deviations.

d. focal strong points to be defended at all costs.

Function of HG is to destroy the enemy if possible, but note i. that even when you can’t destroy him it is valuable to impose delay, even 5 minutes, and ii. he has not necessarily defeated you by getting past you. You are still menacing him if you remain as a fortified position in his rear.

Defences should be concentrated on principle° road junctions and main arteries, but all possibly important corners to be covered by snipers or observers.

Siting of road blocks:—

a. where possible in defiles without diversions, or at least diversions to be blocked or covered.

b. Every obstacle to be covered – useless otherwise.

c. where possible a block should be sited just after a corner where it cannot be seen from a distance.

Siting of fire positions:—

May be pillboxes or sandbagged breastworks, entrenched positions, positions behind loopholed and fortified walls, or, best, fire positions inside houses. Note that corners are usually the best positions. But in every case a post which it is intended to hold must have a field of fire in all directions. This will always involve at least two fire positions. Importance of field of fire. In towns clear field of 75–100 yards to be aimed at. Obstructions to be cleared if necessary. Strong points to be concealed wherever possible. Note that this is only easy to do when they are inside houses. Pillboxes owing to shape almost impossible to conceal. Unless some obviously suitable material (eg. hoardings and posters) happens to be available don’t attempt elaborate camouflage without help of an expert. Possibility of using dummy strong point and even using badly-sited existing ones for this.

Defended buildings:—

Where possible pick strongly-built house of several storeys with cellar. General lay-out:—upper floors for observation, sniping and bombing. Where clear field exists, fire position especially of automatic weapons better on ground floor. (Ask why). Reserves of ammunition, food etc. in cellar, gas-proofed if possible. Where possible, concealed barbed wire obstacles to prevent grenade throwers approaching within range. (Ask range).2

When constructing fire positions:—

If possible, best is to have strong point well back in room where it is not visible from outside. But this may not provide large enough field of fire, in which case it is necessary to block windows and place the post up against one. But in all cases treat all windows alike. If boarding up one board up all etc. First precaution of all is to remove glass, and if they are not to be boarded up, cover with wire netting if available (grenades). If not blocked, best is to use curtains of muslin or other thin material which gives view outwards but cannot be seen through from outside.

Fire positions3 must be proof at least against SAA4 (table). Note sandbags may not be available and can sometimes be dispensed with.

Always make roof to strong point. Doors will do for this. When it is on any but ground floor (or on ground floor if cellars beneath), floor must be shored up. Joists (2 of 4″ by 2″ nailed together) and cross pieces. If one higher than first floor, each floor to be shored up right down to basement. Loopholes: as small as possible, made inconspicuous in some way (flap of gauze or splashes of black paint) and duplicated. Ones not in use to be blocked by sandbag. Small end outwards (when exception?) Rifle not to protrude. After5 strong point precautions are: shore up doors, ensure connection through walls to other points it may be desired to reach, if time shore up and gasproof cellar. Fire-fighting apparatus. Water as much as possible.

Not in our power to make blocks etc. beforehand, but chances are we should have a day or thereabouts notice, which quite sufficient if one knows beforehand what is to be done. Can all know ground and the tasks to be allotted to us, and can accumulate tools and materials beforehand near to sites. Tools indispensable: picks, shovels, crowbars, jumping bits, saws, axes, heavy hammers, 3″ and 4″ nails, ropes. Reminder again food, candles, matches.

Diagram.




733. Lecture Notes for Instructing the Home Guard

1942?


These notes bear the annotation in Orwell’s hand: ‘Delivered to balloon barrage crews (1942) (Regents Park).’ Although the talk could have been given earlier, training in the use of the Spigot Mortar was certainly being given in 1942. So these notes, placed here in the order in which they have survived, may be for a later talk. The reference to Singapore is probably to the fall of that city in May 1942. The layout follows Orwell’s typescript.



STREET FIGHTING (notes for lecture)

i. General

Street fighting is governed by

Comparative invulnerability of buildings

Limitless natural camouflage.

Resulting in

Comparative ease in canalising and therefore resisting mechanised attack (requires armed & politically conscious population—Madrid, Warsaw, Leningrad (twice)—Paris, Singapore)

Power of small numbers of resolute men to hold out for long periods when surrounded and cause great disorganisation

The moral for us being

In case of invasion we can expect to put up a good show against an enemy better armed than ourselves

If the enemy is allowed to establish pockets in big towns he can cause terrible confusion

We have to think always in terms of attack as well as defence

General conclusion: in confused style of fighting—small bodies of men cut off for long periods—initiative and self-reliance will win and the NCO is all-important.

ii. Attacking buildings

Converging attack whenever possible

Final assault from roof whenever possible

Approach under cover wherever possible

But where is it is° necessary to make a more or less frontal attack

Where enemy is only on one side of street, move as far as possible up that side Study successive cover positions beforehand and plan out moves with covering fire (NB natural cover normally existing in streets)

Make each movement at top speed and therefore be very lightly clad and equipped (rubber soles if possible)

Use of smoke, especially for crossing a road. Smoke from mortars etc.

Where it is not necessary to move across the open

Back yards, front gardens, over roofs if continuous

Through houses. Explain technique of mouseholing

Final assault: Use of the assault bomb (69 grenade)

Weapons for assault: Rifle and bayonet cumbersome and very dangerous once indoors. Tommy gun, automatic pistol, revolver. 69 grenade and 36 grenade. Sticky bomb for blowing doors in. Spigot gun for blowing in strong points (must have suitable site). Northover & its limitations.1

iii. Patrolling doubtful areas

Dont° move in a bunch

Patrol formation. Distances about 50 yards in daylight, at night according to the light

May send scout in front. Patrol leader should be in leading body (tommy gun) with at least one bomber

Probably better to have one man on opposite side of road opposite middle body

Important to keep distance

Pace not too fast, scrutinise all houses carefully. Each body told off to watch one particular part and watch only that

Side of road—no fixed rule (discount textbooks). Move up same side as enemy likely to be on, or side with most natural cover (at night shadiest side) Importance of rubber soles at night

Distances at which a man is visible at night

iv. Defending houses

Choice of site governed by time available, but if you have time to pick your own defensive position

Choose tall strong building with cellar

Probably better to establish yourself on both sides of road (advantages obvious. Disadvantages: shooting at each other, possible loss of touch. Governed by number of men available.)

Corner house usually best (advantage obvious) but not if too conspicuous

Long field of fire also benefits the enemy who may have artillery

If men are available, put out scouts or snipers to watch approaches, but never so placed that they cannot communicate or get back

Having got your house and assuming you have several hours to fortify it Consider first your vulnerable points. These are

Doors. Start by shoring these up from within. But means of egress necessary (mouseholing)

Ground and first floor windows (grenades). Wire netting if available. Sacking, curtains etc. nailed across will do for 1st floor, but the ground floor windows definitely boarded up (woodwork from within house)

Roof. Can only be protected by lookout

Placing of weapons

Automatic weapon if any. Stronger at ground level if sufficient field of fire exists

If placed above ground level, any fortification built must have floor shored up beneath it (method)

Bombs. Stronger from above

Rifles. On the whole as with mg, but can have snipers above

Stores, ammunition etc. In cellar if any (can be gasproofed)

In all this, necessary to consider concealment (dilate on this)

No external structures whatever

Anything done to windows to be done on inner side

iii. Defending houses (cont.)

Use of curtains

Leave glass in windows wherever possible

Loopholes only ½ brick, and at unexpected height, eg. just by floor

Lookout by raising tile in roof a few inches

Natural spyholes, eg. letter flaps

Mg embrasure covered by some plausible local camouflage, eg poster

Use of gauze over loopholes

Personal concealment. Emphasise that the face is far the most conspicuous portion of a human being.

Good field of fire often obtainable from far back in a room

From behind glass window, a person keeping still invisible to the outside of°

a couple of yards from window—less if dirty window

Use of hood or net, or even scrap of sacking

Dont° light fire in house you are actually defending

Stores needed for fortifying house

Pickaxe

Large saw

Hammer

Large nails

Wirenetting°

Sandbags (use of chest of drawers)

Sand (use of small coal)

Candles

Early in the proceedings always fill up all receptacles with water, if running

Anti-tank positions

Not speaking of this, but when ordered to take up defensive position for street fighting may have to contemplate meeting tanks etc.

Roadblocks now somewhat discountenanced (wire?)

Mines

Vital necessity of being on both sides of road (bombing range)

Round a corner if possible

Prearranged scheme with defenders not all in one place

Use of smoke (isolating disabled tanks) and consequent distribution of smoke bombs in more than one place

Advantage of being high up (bombing, low elevation of tank’s guns)

Two final remarks on street fighting

Recognition

Food.
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FIELD FORTIFICATIONS. Talk I.

We are supposed to know something [about] field fortifications. Note that being London unit does not affect this. Ground to be covered laid down in T.I. No. 14, Appendix A, 3. No. 71

1. Weapon pit. Here is model, as might be used for outpost of defended position. Dimensions supposed to be about 10′ by 3′ 6″ wide at top. How to dig. Note (a) slope of wall, supposed to be 1 in 4, to prevent earth falling in. (b) elbow rest. Reason—can get further down so that only top of head showing. Impossible to make loophole in plain earth. Depth, not much use unless can go down about 3′ which gives about another 1′ 6″ of thrown-out earth. Note to throw the earth well out all round, not in high ridge, and shd. make low mound 4 or 5 feet all round. Time takes2 to dig, uncertain, but 3 men should be able easily to construct pit of these dimensions in a few hours. Note elbow rest etc. all round. Never know which direction attacked. Cross-shaped pit by tank traps. Demonstrate shortly.

2. Trench. Scoop out roughly in wax. Traverses, square or V shaped, at intervals of not more than 12 feet. Reasons for. Ideally, should be 6′ deep or more, with fire step, elbow rest, sandbagged parapet and loopholes, and should be revetted, usually with sandbags. Draw cross-section of trench showing slope and where sandbags go. Note loopholes always or almost always to be put with small end outwards, not as in the pillboxes to be seen in London. Draw diagram. Loophole can be regarded as isosceles triangle and field of fire is same in both cases except at very short range. Thus loophole in strongpoint eg. inside a building might have large end outwards. Question matters less when using sandbags. Steel or concrete loophole wrong way out is deathtrap.

If remaining in trenches must have dugouts. Not speaking of deep bombproof shelters but places to sleep. Demonstrate with wax and matches. Note that when direction of enemy is known dugouts should be on that side of the trench.

Siting. T. I. No. 7 says “choose suitable sites” but gives no hints. Presumably to be chosen by higher-ups but may always have to decide for yourself, so one or two general principles to go on.

Two things to consider, (a) field of fire, (b) conspicuousness.

Not dealing now with camouflage, but note that both considerations point to not being too high up. Demonstrate as in Slater’s book.3

Machine-gun close to and parallel with ground more powerful with les[s] aiming than when higher up. Avoid therefore position with dead ground below and seek one that has clear flat field for even quite short distance, as given good field even 10 seconds with MG. can be deadly. Note greater power of diagonal fire. Diagram. Note with rifles importance of cross fire. Diagram. Barbed wire. About 40 yds from trench. Reasons.
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FIELD FORTIFICATIONS. Talk II.

Start off questions last talk. Best distance barbed wire. Loophole which way out. Why sometimes better wrong way out. Elbow rest.

Talking sandbags. Before practicing building, important note dimensions weight sandbags, also how to fill. Sand not essential, but avoid large stones, also clay. Fill not more than ¾ full. Reasons. Size when full 20″ by 10″ by 5″ deep. Weight when full about 50 lb. Weight empty 84 lb. for bale of 200 (usual).

Now note importance dimensions. Needs about 27″ packed sand to stop bullet for sure. Therefore need either 3 sandbags sideways (stretchers) or 1 sideways and one lengthways (header) as minimum.

Now proceed building. Two golden rules. Break joints, and put tied-up ends and seams inwards. English bond, same as bricklayers. Start stretchers with short bag to avoid coinciding with join.

How to make loophole. 1 bit of wood essential.

How to make thick blast wall. Two walls of 1 header 1 stretcher, sand in between. Must not build walls high then fill up, but pack sand tight every few layers. Ideally both outer walls should slope inwards. Diagram. But difficult.

Filling team 5–6 men. 1 shovels, 1 holds open and ties up bags, rest carry and build. Swap jobs. Note to flatten down each layer as done, not each bag individually. With this team, 50 bags an hour good going.

Now as to times. If building ordinary parapet 3 bags deep, will be found needs 25–30 bags for every 5 feet. Therefore with this team possible build nearly 10 feet of parapet an hour. Suppose have to build breastwork as high as man, ie. about 6 feet. With this height necessary to taper. Start off with 2 headers I stretcher. Keep up for 4 layers. Then 2 stretchers 1 header. Keep up for 5 layers. Then usual 1 header 1 stretcher. Keep up for 6 layers. This will give depth of about 6 feet, tapering nearly 20″. Will need about 175 bags for every 5 feet, ie. with usual team more than 3 hours.

Improvised head-cover and loophole for 1 man when sheltering in ditch. Demonstrate.

Other protective materials. Shingle best of all. Small coals between boards. Never use uncovered stones for head-cover. Emphasise that thicknesses given in T. I.7 are maxima.
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SMOKE MORTAR

[image: image]

THE MORTAR. (See also diagram). This is formed by 15″ length of 3″ steam piping. It is important that it should be steam piping, NOT WATER PIPING, and it will be found more convenient if the internal measurement is not less that° 3″. A cap is welded to the bottom of the piping, with a reducing socket, into which is welded another 15″ length, this time of 1½″ piping. At the bottom of this is a flange and a curved metal socket of a size to fit loosely over a human thigh. Inside the socket is a lining of sorbo rubber.

THE SHELLS. Mortars of this type can be used for firing explosive shell but this particular model was produced to meet the need of a mortar throwing smoke shells short distances in street warfare. The shells therefore can be taken as being the smoke grenades, of 2 lb weight, at present officially issued for throwing by hand. Should these particular ones not be available (the 2 lb grenade just fits the 3″ tube), smoke mixture can be made up into 2 lb shells by putting it into ordinary Heinz soup or vegetable tins, which again fit the 3″ tube.

The essential point is the propulsion of the shell. This is done by means of a cartridge filled with black powder and containing in itself the means of its own detonation. The cartridge is made as follows. The charge of black powder is placed in a matchbox from which the ends have been removed and replaced by cellophane. (This is done because if the box is left complete it is apt to leave debris in the barrel1 after the explosion.) Through a hole in the bottom of the box a. 22 cartridge is inserted, its rim being flush with the bottom of the box. The bullet of the. 22 cartridge has been previously removed. The open end of the cartridge is thus in among the powder. It is better, but not strictly necessary, to slash the sides of the cartridge, so as to make sure of the flash distributing itself. An ordinary draper’s pin of about 1″ in length is then pushed through the top of the box and into the cartridge so that its point is against the fulminate inside the cartridge. If it is feared that the pin may get bent by rough handling, a small nail may be used, but a pin will do the job. For reasons of safety it is important (a) not to insert the pins until the shells are about to be fired, and (b) to insert the pin delicately, as a very slight tap or even sideways friction will set off the fulminate.

As for this model of mortar only small charges of powder are required, it might be better to substitute a small pillbox for the matchbox.

METHOD OF FIRING. One man kneels down with his knee on a piece of rubber from a car cushion or some other soft substance. (This is only for comfort, as there is little recoil). He then holds the gun by the thin lower piece of tubing with the socket fitting over his thigh,2 and points it in the estimated direction, keeping it at an angle of about 45 degrees. The other man then drops the shells down the barrel, cartridge downwards. On reaching the bottom of the barrel the pin gets a knock and detonates the .22 cartridge, which in turn explodes the charge of powder. The flash is enough to ignite the smoke mixture, but if desired a piece of fuse can be led into it. The smoke bomb is thus already well alight when it reaches its mark about 5 seconds later.

PERFORMANCE. This model has only been recently made and only fired once as yet, so its full capabilities are not yet known. Before describing its actual performance at its first test, it will be helpful to explain what was done with earlier models.

Previous models were about 3 feet long and were steadied by inserting the closed end in the earth. With the earth taking the recoil it was possible to use comparatively large charges of powder, up to 1½ oz. With a charge of 1 oz of powder a 2 lb shell could be thrown 300 yards. Provided the charges were carefully weighed out great accuracy could be attained, the shells always falling within a few yards of one another if the wind did not change. Once inserted in the earth the gun did not change its angle, though in soft ground it gradually dug itself deeper in. It was found best to alter the range by altering the charges rather than by altering the angle of the gun—the latter was awkward to do as it meant removing the gun from the earth. By means of a spirit level or pendulum device it was possible to make sure of getting the same angle each time. As for speed of fire, it was quite easy to feed shells into the gun at the rate of 6 a minute, and with a little practice 12 a minute could be attained.

On the occasion when the present model was fired, a very small charge (one eighth of an ounce) was first used, lest the recoil should be too great and break the firer’s leg. It was found however that there was little recoil. Charges were gradually increased up to about ½ oz, with which a distance of about 100 yards was attained. For the purpose of putting up a smoke barrage in street fighting this would normally be sufficient, and for many occasions a shorter distance would be required. It would probably be best to make up charges in three sizes designed to throw a 2 lb shell 50, 75 and 100 yards. A very little experimentation would be needed to determine the necessary amounts of powder.

ADVANTAGES AND DISADVANTAGES. The great advantage of this model is that not being fixed in the ground it can be moved from side to side and faults of aim can be corrected promptly. It can also be brought into action at a moment’s notice. It is also comparatively light. The mortar itself weighs 12–15 lb, so that 2 men could carry it and a respectable supply of ammunition. Owing to its short barrel it is just possible for one man to hold it and feed it,3 but not easy.

Its chief disadvantage is the impossibility of using heavy charges and therefore of attaining long ranges.
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737. ‘Our Opportunity’

The Left News, No. 55, January 1941


The Left News was the organ of the Left Book Club; it was edited by Victor Gollancz. Orwell contributed three articles: ‘Our Opportunity,’ January 1941; ‘Fascism and Democracy,’ February 1941; ‘Will Freedom Die with Capitalism?,’ April 1941. The first two were reprinted, slightly clarified (see, for example, here and here) and restyled (mainly by the addition of initial capital letters), in The Betrayal of the Left (Gollancz, March 1941; see here, here). ‘Our Opportunity’ was retitled ‘Patriots and Revolutionaries’ and became chapter 10; ‘Fascism and Democracy’ (see here) retained its title but was placed earlier, as chapter 8. The third article (see here) was prompted by a criticism of socialism in a letter to The Left News by Douglas Ede, itself a response to Orwell’s ‘Our Opportunity.’ ‘Fascism and Democracy’ was written quickly, at very short notice. Gollancz asked Orwell on 30 January 1940 for his comments on the title The Betrayal of the Left; at the same time he said he hoped Orwell had received a telegram asking for 3,500 words on this subject. The article was to be in Gollancz’s hands by first post on Monday morning, 3 February.

The first two articles are given here as modified for The Betrayal of the Left; the third as it first appeared.

These articles, particularly the first two, discuss, in shorter form, much that concerns Orwell in The Lion and the Unicorn, though sometimes the angle is different. There are also links with Orwell’s London Letters to Partisan Review and his War-time Diary.

In Tribune, 14 March 1941, Raymond Postgate, the editor (see 497, n. 2), strongly attacked Gollancz’s contribution headed ‘A Book to Make You Sick.’ He argued that Gollancz was claiming that Communist leaders were ‘shaping their policy consciously in accordance with the needs of the Nazis.’ In the next issue, Gollancz maintained that this was a mistaken interpretation of what he had said. In passing, Postgate described Orwell’s ‘Patriots and Revolutionaries’ (‘Our Opportunity’) as ‘perhaps the best thing he ever wrote, and should be read and re-read,’ and ‘Fascism and Democracy’ as ‘probably the worst thing he ever wrote.’



The fact that there has been no general election or other major political event in England during the past twelve months ought not to hide from us the swing of opinion that is taking place beneath the surface. England is on the road to revolution, a process that started, in my opinion, about the end of 1938. But what kind of revolution depends partly on our recognizing in time the real forces at work and not using phrases out of nineteenth-century textbooks as a substitute for thought.

England spent the first eight months of war in almost the same state of twilight sleep as it had spent the eight preceding years. There was widespread vague discontent, but no active defeatism, as the votes at the by-elections showed. In so far as it thought about the war the nation comforted itself with two completely false strategic theories, one of them official, the other peculiar to the Left. The first was that Hitler would be driven by the British blockade to smash himself to pieces against the Maginot Line;1 the other was that by agreeing to partition Poland Stalin had in some mysterious manner “stopped” Hitler, who would thereafter be unable to perpetrate further conquests. Both have been utterly falsified by events. Hitler simply walked round the Maginot Line and entered Rumania via Hungary, as could have been foreseen from the start by anyone able to read a map. But the acceptance of these geographical absurdities was a reflection of the general apathy. So long as France stood, the nation did not feel itself in danger of conquest, and on the other hand the easy victory which was supposedly to be brought about by “economic” means, leaving Chamberlain in power and everything just as it had been before, did not inspire much enthusiasm. No doubt most of us would have preferred a victory for the British businessmen to a victory for Hitler, but it was not a thing to grow lyrical about. The notion that England could only win the war by passing through revolution had barely been mooted.

Then came the startling disasters of May and June.2 Although there was no political upheaval to mark it, no one who used his ears and eyes at the time could mistake the leftward swing of public opinion. The British people had had the jolt that they had been needing for years past. There had been demonstrated to them in a way that could not be mistaken the decay of their ruling class, the inefficiency of private capitalism, the urgent need for economic reorganisation and the destruction of privilege. Had any real leadership existed on the Left, there is little doubt that the return of the troops from Dunkirk could have been the beginning of the end of British capitalism. It was a moment at which the willingness for sacrifice and drastic changes extended not only to the working class but to nearly the whole of the middle class, whose patriotism, when it comes to the pinch, is stronger than their sense of self-interest. There was apparent, sometimes in the most unexpected people, a feeling of being on the edge of a new society in which much of the greed, apathy, injustice and corruption of the past would have disappeared. But no adequate leadership existed, the strategic moment passed, the pendulum swung back. The expected invasion failed to take place, and terrible though the air-raids have been, they were nothing to what had been feared. Since about October confidence has come back, and with confidence, apathy. The forces of reaction promptly counter-attacked and began to consolidate their position, which had been badly shaken in the summer days when it looked as though they would have to turn to the common people for help. The fact that, against all expectation, England had not been conquered had vindicated the ruling classes to some extent, and the matter was clinched by Wavell’s victory in Egypt. Following promptly on Sidi Barrani3 came Margesson’s entry into the Cabinet4—an open, unmistakable slap in the face for all shades of progressive opinion. It was not possible to bring Chamberlain out of his grave, but Margesson’s appointment was the nearest approach to it.

However, the defeats of the summer had brought out something more important than the tendency, normal to nearly all régimes, to swing to the left in moments of disaster and to the right in moments of security. What it had brought out was the integrity of British national feeling. After all, and in spite of all, the common people were patriotic. It is of the profoundest importance to face this fact and not try to dispose of it with easy formulæ. It may possibly be true that “the proletarian has no country.” What concerns us, however, is the fact that the proletarian, at any rate in England, feels that he has a country and will act accordingly. The conventional Marxist notion that “the workers” don’t care twopence whether or not their country is conquered is as false as the Daily Telegraph notion that every Englishman chokes with emotion on hearing “Rule Britannia.” It is quite true that the working class, unlike the middle class, have no imperialist feeling and dislike patriotic bombast. Almost any working man sees promptly the equivocal meaning of “YOUR Courage, YOUR Cheerfulness, YOUR Resolution will bring US Victory.” But let it appear that England is about to be conquered by a foreign power, and the case is altered. There was a moment in the summer when our allies had deserted us, our army had been heavily defeated and had barely escaped with the loss of all its equipment, and England, internally, was all but defenceless. Then, if ever, was the moment for a stop-the-war movement to arise, to the tune of “The enemy is in your own country,” etc., etc. Well, that was exactly the moment at which the British working class flung itself into a huge effort to increase armaments-production and prevent invasion. Eden’s appeal for Local Defence Volunteers got a quarter of a million recruits in the first day and another million in the next few weeks; I have reason to believe that a larger number could have been obtained. Let it be remembered that at that moment the invasion was expected to happen immediately and that the men who enrolled themselves believed that they would have to fight the German army with shotguns and bottles of petrol. It is perhaps more significant that in the six months since that date the Home Guard—a spare-time, practically unpaid organisation—has barely fallen off in numbers, except through the calling-up of the younger members. And now let anyone compare the membership figures of the Home Guard with those of the political parties which assume that the common man is not patriotic. The Communist Party, the I.L.P., Mosley’s organisation and the P.P.U. may perhaps have between them an unstable membership of 150,000. In by-elections held since the war, only one stop-the-war candidate has even saved his election deposit. Is not the conclusion obvious, except to those who are unable to face facts?

But the revelation of working-class patriotism coincided with the swing of opinion that I have spoken of earlier, the sudden perception that the existing social order was rotten. People dimly grasped—and not always so dimly, to judge from certain conversations I listened to in pubs at the time—that it was our duty both to defend England and to turn it into a genuine democracy. England is in some ways politically backward, extremist slogans are not bandied to and fro as they are in continental countries, but the feeling of all true patriots and all true Socialists is at bottom reducible to the “Trotskyist” slogan: “The war and the revolution are inseparable.” We cannot beat Hitler without passing through revolution, nor consolidate our revolution without beating Hitler. Useless to pretend, with the Communists, that you can somehow get rid of Hitler by surrendering to him. Useless to imagine, with the Daily Telegraph, that you can defeat Hitler without disturbing the status quo. A capitalist Britain cannot defeat Hitler; its potential resources and its potential allies cannot be mobilised. Hitler can only be defeated by an England which can bring to its aid the progressive forces of the world—an England, therefore, which is fighting against the sins of its own past. The Communists and others profess to believe that the defeat of Hitler means no more than a renewed stabilisation of British capitalism. This is merely a lie designed to spread disaffection in the Nazi interest.5 Actually, as the Communists themselves would have pointed out a year ago, the opposite is the truth: British capitalism can only survive by coming to terms with fascism. Either we turn England into a Socialist democracy or by one route or another we become part of the Nazi empire; there is no third alternative.

But part of the process of turning England into a Socialist democracy is to avoid conquest from without. We cannot, as some people appear to imagine, call off the war by arrangement and then proceed to have a private revolution with no outside interference. Something rather of this kind happened in the Russian Revolution, partly because Russia is a difficult country to invade, partly because the chief European powers were at the time engaged in fighting one another. For England, “revolutionary defeatism” would only be a thinkable policy if the chief centres of population and industry in the British Empire were in, say, Australia. Any attempt to overthrow our ruling class without defending our shores would simply lead to the prompt occupation of Britain by the Nazis, and the setting-up of a reactionary puppet government, as in France.6 In the social revolution that we have got to carry through there can be no such gap in our defences as existed, potentially, in the Russia of 1917–18. A country within gunshot of the Continent and dependent on imports for its food is not in a position to make a Brest-Litovsk peace.7 Our revolution can only be a revolution behind the British fleet. But that is another way of saying that we must do the thing that British extremist parties have always failed to do, the thing they have alternately declared to be unnecessary and impossible—to win over the middle classes.

Economically there are in England two main dividing lines. One is—at the present standard of living—at £5 a week, the other at £2,000 a year. The class that lies between, though not numerous compared with the working class, holds a key position, because in it is included practically the whole of the technocracy (engineers, chemists, doctors, airmen, etc., etc.) without which a modern industrial country could not exist for a week. It is a fact that these people benefit very little from the existing order of society and that their way of life would not be very profoundly altered by the change-over to a Socialist economy. It is also a fact that they have always tended to side with the capitalist class and against their natural allies, the manual workers, partly because of an educational system designed to have just that effect, partly because of the out-of-dateness of Socialist propaganda. Nearly all Socialists who even sounded as though they meant business have always talked in terms of the old-fashioned “proletarian revolution,” a conception which was formed before the modern technical middle class came into being. To the middle-class man, “revolution” has been presented as a process by which he and his kind are killed off or exiled, and the entire control of the state is handed over to manual workers, who, he is well aware, would be unable to run a modern industrial country unaided. The concept of revolution as a more or less voluntary act of the majority of the people—the only kind of revolution that is conceivable under modern Western conditions—has always been regarded as heretical.

But how, when you aim at any fundamental change, can you get the majority of the people on your side? The position is that a few people are actively for you, a few actively against you, and the great mass are capable of being pushed one way or the other. The capitalist class, as a whole, must be against you. No hope that these people will see the error of their ways, or abdicate gracefully. Our job is not to try to win them over, but to isolate them, expose them, make the mass of the people see their reactionary and semi-treacherous nature. But how about the indispensable middle class that I have spoken of above? Can you really bring them over to your side? Is there any chance of turning an airman, a naval officer, a railway engineer or what-not into a convinced Socialist? The answer is that a revolution which waited for the full conversion of the entire population would never happen. The question is not so much whether the men in key positions are fully on your side as whether they are sufficiently against you to sabotage. It is no use hoping that the airmen, destroyer-commanders, etc. on whom our very existence depends will all turn into orthodox Marxists; but we can hope, if we approach them rightly, that they will continue to do their jobs when they see behind their backs a Labour government putting through Socialist legislation. The approach to these people is through their patriotism. “Sophisticated” Socialists may laugh at the patriotism of the middle classes, but let no one imagine that it is a sham. Nothing that makes men willing to die in battle—and relative to numbers more of the middle class than of the working class are killed in war—is a sham. These people will be with us if they can be made to see that a victory over Hitler demands the destruction of capitalism; they will be against us if we let it appear that we are indifferent to England’s independence. We have got to make far clearer than it has been made hitherto the fact that at this moment of time a revolutionary has to be a patriot, and a patriot has to be a revolutionary. “Do you want to defeat Hitler? Then you must be ready to sacrifice your social prestige. Do you want to establish Socialism? Then you must be ready to defend your country.” That is a crude way of putting it, but it is along those lines that our propaganda must move. That is the thing that we missed the chance to say in the summer months, when the rottenness of private capitalism was already partly clear to people who a year earlier would have described themselves as Conservatives, and when people who all their lives had laughed at the very notion of patriotism discovered that they did not want to be ruled by foreigners after all.

At the moment we are in a period of backwash, when the forces of reaction, reassured by a partial victory, are regaining the ground they lost earlier. Priestley is shoved off the air.8 Margesson goes into the Cabinet, the army is bidden to polish its buttons, the Home Guard is brought more and more under the control of Blimps, there is talk of suppressing this newspaper and that, the Government bargains with Pétain and Franco—big and small, these things are indications of the general trend. But presently, in the spring perhaps, or even earlier, there will come another moment of crisis. And that, quite possibly, will be our final chance. At that moment it may be decided once and for all whether the issues of this war are to be made clear and who is to control the great middling mass of people, working class and middle class, who are capable of being pushed in either one direction or the other.

Much of the failure of the English Left is traceable to the tendency of Socialists to criticise current movements from the outside instead of trying to influence them from within. When the Home Guard was formed, it was impossible not to be struck by the lack of political instinct which led Socialists of nearly all shades to stand aloof from the whole business, not seeing in this sudden spontaneous movement any opportunity for themselves. Here were a million men springing, as it were, out of the ground, asking for arms to defend their country against a possible invader, and organising themselves into a military body almost without direction from above. Would one not have expected those Socialists who had talked for years about “democratising the army,” etc., etc. to do their utmost to guide this new force along the right political lines? Instead of which the vast majority of Socialists paid no attention, or, in the case of the doctrinaires, said weakly, “This is Fascism.” It apparently did not occur to them that the political colour of such a force, compelled by the circumstances of the time to organise itself independently, would be determined by the people who were in it. Only a handful of Spanish war veterans like Tom Wintringham and Hugh Slater9 saw the danger and the opportunity and have since done their best, in the face of discouragement from several quarters, to form the Home Guard into a real People’s Army. At the moment the Home Guard stands at the cross-roads. It is patriotic, the bulk of its members are definitely anti-Fascist, but it is politically undirected. A year hence, if it still exists, it may be a democratic army capable of having a strong political influence on the regular forces, or it may be a sort of S.A.10 officered by the worst sections of the middle class. A few thousand Socialists within its ranks, energetic and knowing what they want, could prevent the second development. But they can only do so from within. And what I have said of the Home Guard applies to the whole war effort and the steady tendency of Socialists to hand executive power to their enemies. In pre-war days, when the appeasement policy still ruled, it was an ironical thing to read through a membership list of the House of Commons. It was Labour and Communist members who clamoured for a “firm stand against Germany,” but it was Conservative members who were members of the R.N.V.R. or R.A.F.V.R.

It is only if we associate ourselves with the war effort, by acts as well as words, that we have any chance of influencing national policy; it is only if we have some sort of control over national policy that the war can be won. If we simply stand aside, make no effort to permeate the armed forces with our ideas or to influence those who are patriotic but politically neutral, if we allow the pro-Nazi utterances of the Communists to be taken as representative of “left” opinion, events will pass us by. We shall have failed to use the lever which the patriotism of the common man has put into our hands. The “politically unreliable” will be elbowed out of positions of power, the Blimps will settle themselves tighter in the saddle, the governing classes will continue the war in their own way. And their way can only lead to ultimate defeat. To believe that, it is not necessary to believe that the British governing class are consciously pro-Nazi. But so long as they are in control the British war-effort is running on one cylinder. Since they will not—cannot, without destroying themselves—put through the necessary social and economic changes, they cannot alter the balance of forces, which is at present heavily against us. While our social system is what it is, how can they set free the enormous energies of the English people? How can they turn the coloured peoples from exploited coolies into willing allies? How (even if they wanted to) can they mobilise the revolutionary forces of Europe? Does anyone suppose that the conquered populations are going to rebel on behalf of the British dividend-drawers? Either we turn this war into a revolutionary war or we lose it. And we can only turn it into a revolutionary war if we can bring into being a revolutionary movement capable of appealing to a majority of the people; a movement, therefore, not sectarian, not defeatist, not “anti-British,” not resembling in any way the petty fractions11 of the extreme left, with their heresy-hunting and their Græco-Latin jargon. The alternative is to leave the conduct of the war to the British ruling class and to go gradually down through exhaustion into defeat—called, no doubt, not “defeat” but “negotiated peace”—leaving Hitler in secure control of Europe. And does anyone in his senses feel much doubt as to what that will mean? Does anyone except a handful of Blackshirts and pacifists pay any attention to Hitler’s claims to be “the friend of the poor man,” the “enemy of plutocracy,” etc.? Are such claims credible, after the past seven years? Do not his deeds speak louder than his words?

At George V’s Silver Jubilee there occurred a popular demonstration which was “spontaneous” in a different sense from the organised loyalty-parades of totalitarian countries. In the south of England, at any rate, the response was big enough to surprise the authorities and lead them to prolong the celebrations for an extra week. In certain very poor London streets, which the people had decorated of their own accord, I saw chalked across the asphalt two slogans: “Poor, but loyal” and “Landlords, keep away” (or ‘No landlords wanted’). It is most improbable that these slogans had been suggested by any political party. Most doctrinaire Socialists were furious at the time, and not wrongly. Certainly it is appalling that people living in the London slums should describe themselves as “poor, but loyal.” But there would have been far more reason for despair if the other slogan had been “Three cheers for the landlord” (or words to that effect). For was there not something significant, something we might have noticed at the time, in that instinctive antithesis between the King and the landlord? Up to the death of George V the King probably stood for a majority of English people as the symbol of national unity. These people believed—quite mistakenly, of course—in the King as someone who was on their side against the monied class. They were patriotic, but they were not Conservative. And did they not show a sounder instinct than those who tell us that patriotism is something disgraceful and national liberty a matter of indifference? Although the circumstances were far more dramatic, was it not the same impulse that moved the Paris workers in 1793, the Communards in 1871, the Madrid trade unionists in 193612—the impulse to defend one’s country, and to make it a place worth living in?




738. War-time Diary

2.1.41: The rightwing reaction is now in full swing, and Margesson’s entry into the Cabinet is no doubt a deliberate cash-in on Wavell’s victory in Egypt. Comically enough a review of Wavell’s life of Allenby which I wrote some months ago was printed in Horizon just at the time when the news of Sidi Barrani came through. I said in the review that as Wavell held so important a command the chief interest of the book was the light that it threw on his own intellect, and left it to be inferred that I didn’t think much of this. So the laugh was on me—though, God knows, I am glad enough to have been wrong.1

The word “blitz” now used everywhere to mean any kind of attack on anything. Cf. “strafe” in the last war. “Blitz” is not yet used as a verb, a development I am expecting.2




739. London Letters, 1941–1946


On 9 December, Clement Greenberg, on behalf of the editors of Partisan Review, wrote to Orwell: ‘The editors of Partisan Review would like very much to have you do an English letter for them. There are things the news reports do not tell us. For instance, what’s happening under the surface in the way of politics? Among the labor groups? What is the general mood, if there is such a thing, among writers, artists and intellectuals? What transmutations have their lives and their preoccupations suffered? You can be as gossipy as you please and refer to as many personalities as you like. The more the better. You can use your own judgment as to length.’

Payment was to be at the rate of $2.00 per printed page—$11.00 per letter (approximately £2.75 at the rate of exchange then). This invitation had been prompted by Desmond Hawkins (see here), with whom Orwell was later to be associated at the BBC. Hawkins contributed a regular London Letter until, as he puts it in When I Was (1989), ‘wartime conditions reduced my essential contacts and I suggested that George Orwell should replace me’ (159). Orwell contributed London Letters until the summer of 1946 and continued to write for Partisan Review until a few months before he died. ‘Such, Such Were the Joys’ was published posthumously by the review in its September–October 1952 issue.

Partisan Review, the most influential of U.S. left-wing literary journals, was first published by the Communist John Reed Club of New York in 1934, edited by William Phillips (1906–) and Philip Rahv (Ilya Greenberg; 1908–1973) for four decades. It was suspended for most of 1937, and when it was resurrected at the end of that year, it was more literary and anti-Stalinist politically. Among its contributors were Edmund Wilson, Samuel Beckett, Norman Mailer, Allen Tate, Saul Bellow, Delmore Schwartz, Gore Vidal, and Mary McCarthy, who was also on staff. See, especially for the period when Orwell was contributing, The Partisan Reader: Ten Years of Partisan Review, 1934–1944: An Anthology, edited by William Phillips and Philip Rahv (1946), with a helpful introduction, ‘The Function of the Little Magazine,’ by Lionel Trilling; and William Phillips, A Partisan View: Five Decades of the Literary Life (1984).






740. London Letter, 3 January 1941

Partisan Review, March–April 1941

18 Dorset Chambers Chagford Street Ivor Place London NW 1 England

Dear Editors:

As I am writing this letter in answer to a privately-addressed one of your own, perhaps I had better start by quoting what you said, so as to make clear what questions I am trying to answer:

“There are things the news reports do not tell us. For instance, what’s happening under the surface in the way of politics? Among the labor groups? What is the general mood, if there is such a thing, among writers, artists and intellectuals? What transmutations have their lives and their preoccupations suffered?”

Well, as to the political situation, I think it is true to say that at the moment we are in the middle of a backwash which is not going to make very much ultimate difference. The reactionaries, which means roughly the people who read the Times, had a bad scare in the summer, but they saved themselves by the skin of their teeth, and they are now consolidating their position against the new crisis which is likely to arise in the spring. In the summer what amounted to a revolutionary situation existed in England, though there was no one to take advantage of it. After twenty years of being fed on sugar and water the nation had suddenly realised what its rulers were like, and there was a widespread readiness for sweeping economic and social changes, combined with absolute determination to prevent invasion. At that moment, I believe, the opportunity existed to isolate the monied class and swing the mass of the nation behind a policy in which resistance to Hitler and destruction of class-privilege were combined. Clement Greenberg’s remark in his article in Horizon1 that the working class is the only class in England that seriously means to defeat Hitler, seems to me quite untrue. The bulk of the middle class are just as anti-Hitler as the working class, and their morale is probably more reliable. The fact which Socialists, especially when they are looking at the English scene from the outside, seldom seem to me to grasp, is that the patriotism of the middle classes is a thing to be made use of. The people who stand to attention during “God Save the King” would readily transfer their loyalty to a Socialist regime, if they were handled with the minimum of tact. However, in the summer months no one saw the opportunity, the Labour leaders (with the possible exception of Bevin) allowed themselves to be made the tame cats of the Government, and when the invasion failed to come off and the air raids were less terrible than everyone had expected, the quasi-revolutionary mood ebbed away. At present the Right are counter-attacking. Margesson’s entry into the Cabinet—the nearest equivalent possible to bringing Chamberlain out of his grave—was a swift cash-in on Wavell’s victory in Egypt. The campaign in the Mediterranean is not finished, but events there have justified the Conservatives as against the Left and they can be expected to take advantage of it. It is not impossible that one or two leftish newspapers will be suppressed before long. Suppression of the Daily Worker is said to have been mooted already in the Cabinet. But this swing of the pendulum is not vitally important unless one believes, as I do not—and I doubt whether many people under fifty believe it either—that England can win the war without passing through revolution and go straight back to pre-1939 “normality,” with 3 million unemployed, etc., etc.

But at present there does not effectively exist any policy between being patriotic in the “King and Country” style and being pro-Hitler. If another wave of anti-capitalist feeling arrived it could at the moment only be canalised into defeatism. At the same time there is little sign of this in England, though the morale is probably worse in the industrial towns than elsewhere. In London, after four months of almost ceaseless bombing, morale is far better than a year ago when the war was stagnant. The only people who are overtly defeatist are Mosley’s followers,2 the Communists and the pacifists. The Communists still possess a footing in the factories and may some time stage a come-back by fomenting grievances about working-hours, etc. But they have difficulty in getting their working-class followers to accept a definitely pro-Hitler policy, and they had to pipe down during the desperate days in the summer. With the general public their influence is nil, as one can see by the votes in the by-elections, and the powerful hold they had on the press in the years 1935–9 has been completely broken. Mosley’s Blackshirts have ceased to exist as a legal organisation, but they probably deserve to be taken more seriously than the Communists, if only because the tone of their propaganda is more acceptable to soldiers, sailors and airmen. No leftwing° organisation in England has ever been able to gain a footing in the armed forces. The Fascists have, of course, tried to put the blame for both the war and the discomfort caused by the air-raids onto the Jews, and during the worst of the East End bombings they did succeed in raising a mutter of anti-Semitism, though only a faint one. The most interesting development on the anti-war front has been the interpenetration of the pacifist movement by Fascist ideas, especially anti-Semitism. After Dick Sheppard’s death3 British pacifism seems to have suffered a moral collapse; it has not produced any significant gesture nor even many martyrs, and only about 15 per cent of the membership of the Peace Pledge Union now appear to be active. But many of the surviving pacifists now spin a line of talk indistinguishable from that of the Blackshirts (“Stop this Jewish war” etc.), and the actual membership of the P.P.U. and the British Union overlap to some extent. Put all together, the various pro-Hitler organisations can hardly number 150,000 members, and they are not likely to achieve much by their own efforts, but they might play an important part at a time when a government of the Pétain type was contemplating surrender. There is some reason to think that Hitler does not want Mosley’s organisation to grow too strong. Lord Haw-Haw, the most effective of the English-language German broadcasters, has been identified with fair certainty as Joyce, a member of the split-off Fascist party and a very bitter personal enemy of Mosley.4

You ask also about the intellectual life of England, the various currents of thought in the literary world, etc. I think the dominating factors are these:

(a) The complete destruction, owing to the Russo-German pact, of the leftwing “anti-fascist” orthodoxy of the past five years.

(b) The fact that physically fit people under 35 are mostly in the army, or expect soon to be so.

(c) The increase in book-consumption owing to the boredom of war, together with the unwillingness of publishers to risk money on unknown writers.

(d) The bombing (of which more presently—but I should say here that it is less terrifying and more of a nuisance than you perhaps imagine).

The Russo-German pact not only brought the Stanlinists and near-Stalinists into the pro-Hitler position, but it also put an end to the game of “I told you so” which the leftwing writers had been so profitably playing for five years past. “Anti-fascism” as interpreted by the News-Chronicle, the New Statesman and the Left Book Club had depended on the belief—I think it was also half-consciously a hope—that no British government would ever stand up to Hitler. When the Chamberlain government finally went to war it took the wind out of the leftwingers’ sails by putting into effect the policy which they themselves had been demanding. In the few days before war was declared it was extremely amusing to watch the behaviour of orthodox Popular Front-ers,° who were exclaiming dolefully “It’s going to be another Munich,” although in fact it had been obvious for months past that war was inevitable. These people were in reality hoping for another Munich, which would allow them to continue with their Cassandra role without having to face the facts of modern war. I was recently in very severe trouble for saying in print that those who were most “anti-Fascist” during the period 1935–9 were most defeatist now. Nevertheless I believe that this is broadly true, and not only of the Stalinists. It is a fact that as soon as war began all the fire went out of orthodox “anti-Fascism.” All the stuff about Fascist atrocities, denunciations of Chamberlain, etc., which it had been completely impossible to get away from in any highbrow magazine in peace-time, suddenly came to an end, and far more fuss has been made among the leftwing intelligentsia about the internment of German refugees than about anything done by the enemy. During the Spanish civil war the leftwing intellectuals felt that this was “their” war and that they were influencing events in it to some extent. In so far as they expected the war against Germany to happen they imagined that it would be a sort of enlarged version of the war in Spain, a leftwing war in which poets and novelists could be important figures. Of course, it is nothing of the kind. It is an all-in modern war fought mainly by technical experts (airmen etc.) and conducted by people who are patriotic according to their lights but entirely reactionary in outlook. At present there is no function in it for intellectuals. From the start the Government have more or less frankly gone on the principle of “keeping the Reds out of it,” and it was not till after the disaster in France that they began to allow men known to have fought in Spain to join the army. Consequently the chief activity among leftwing writers is a rather pettifogging criticism which turns into a kind of dismay when England wins a victory, because this always falsifies their predictions. In the summer the leftwing intelligentsia were completely defeatist, far more so than they allowed to appear in print. At the moment when England seemed likely to be invaded one well-known leftwing writer actually wanted to discourage the idea of mass resistance, on the ground that the Germans would behave more leniently if not opposed. There was also a move on foot, with an eye to the coming Nazi occupation, to get the Scotland Yard Special Branch to destroy the political dossiers which, no doubt, most of us possess. All this was in marked contrast to the attitude of the common people, who either had not woken up to the fact that England was in danger, or were determined to resist to the last ditch. But certain leftwing writers and lecturers who had fought in Spain, notably Tom Wintringham, did a lot to stem the tide of defeatism.5

Personally I consider it all to the good that the confident war-mongering mood of the Popular Front period, with its lying propaganda and its horrible atmosphere of orthodoxy, has been destroyed. But it has left a sort of hole. Nobody knows what to think, nothing is being started. It is very difficult to imagine any new “school” of literature arising at a moment when the youngish writers have had their universe punctured and the very young are either in the army or kept out of print by lack of paper. Moreover the economic foundations of literature are shifting, for the highbrow literary magazine, depending ultimately on leisured people who have been brought up in a minority culture, is becoming less and less possible. Horizon is a sort of modern democratised version of this (compare its general tone with that of the Criterion of ten years ago), and even Horizon keeps going only with difficulty. On the other hand the reading public is increasing and the intellectual level of the popular press has taken a tremendous bound upwards since the outbreak of war. But hardly any good books are appearing. Novels are still being published in great numbers, but they are of a trashiness that passes belief. Only the mentally dead are capable of sitting down and writing novels while this nightmare is going on. The conditions that made it possible for Joyce and Lawrence to do their best work during the war of 1914–18 (i.e., the consciousness that presently the world would be sane again) no longer exist. There is such a doubt about the continuity of civilization as can hardly have existed for hundreds of years, and meanwhile there are the air-raids, which make continuous intellectual life very difficult. I don’t mean because of physical danger. It is true that by this time everyone in London has had at least one “providential escape”—these so common that it is now considered bad form to talk about them—but the actual casualties are very few and even the damage, though enormous, is mostly localised to the City of London and the East End slums. But the disorganisation of transport, communications, etc., causes endless inconvenience. One seems to spend half one’s time trying to buy a sack of coal because the electricity has failed, or trying to put through telephone calls on a wire that has gone dead, or wandering about looking for a bus—and this is a miserably cold, slushy winter. The night life of London has almost ceased, not because of the bombs but because of the shrapnel, which is often plentiful enough to make it dangerous to go out after dusk. The movies close early and theatres have stopped altogether, except for a few matinees. Only the pubs are much as usual, in spite of the now enormous price of beer. On nights when the raids are bad the deafening racket of the guns makes it difficult to work. It is a time in which it is hard to settle down to anything and even the writing of a silly newspaper article takes twice as long as usual.

I wonder whether, even in what I have said, I exaggerate the seriousness of the air raids? It is worth remembering that at the worst period of the blitz it was calculated that only 15 per cent of London’s population were sleeping in shelters. The number is added to by those whose homes are destroyed by bombs, but also constantly decreased by those who grow gradually callous. When all is said and done one’s main impression is the immense stolidity of ordinary people, the widespread vague consciousness that things can never be the same again, and yet, together with that, the tendency of life to slip back into the familiar pattern. On the day in September when the Germans broke through and set the docks on fire, I think few people can have watched those enormous fires without feeling that this was the end of an epoch. One seemed to feel that the immense changes through which our society has got to pass were going to happen there and then. But to an astonishing extent things have slipped back to normal. I will end with a few extracts from my diary, to try and give you some idea of the atmosphere:

“The aeroplanes come back and back, every few minutes. It is just like in an eastern country, when you keep thinking you have killed the last mosquito inside your net, and every time, as soon as you have turned the light out, another starts droning …. The commotion made by the mere passage of a bomb through the air is astonishing. The whole house shakes, enough to rattle objects on the table. Why it is that the electric lights dip when a bomb passes close by, nobody seems to know …. Oxford Street yesterday, from Oxford Circus up to the Marble Arch, completely empty of traffic, and only a few pedestrians, with the late afternoon sun shining straight down the empty roadway and glittering on innumerable fragments of broken glass. Outside John Lewis’s, a pile of plaster dress models, very pink and realistic, looking so like a pile of corpses that one could have mistaken them for that at a little distance. Just the same sight in Barcelona, only there it was plaster saints from desecrated churches …. Regular features of the time: neatly swept-up piles of glass, litter of stone and splinters of flint, smell of escaping gas, knots of sightseers waiting at the cordons where there are unexploded bombs …. Nondescript people wandering about, having been evacuated from their houses because of delayed-action bombs. Yesterday two girls stopping me in the street, very elegant in appearance except that their faces were filthily dirty: ‘Please, sir, can you tell us where we are?’ … Withal, huge areas of London almost normal, and everyone quite happy in the daytime, never seeming to think about the coming night, like animals which are unable to foresee the future so long as they have a bit of food and a place in the sun.”

Cyril Connolly and Stephen Spender send all the best. Good luck to America.

Yours sincerely

George Orwell




741. Review of Darkness at Noon by Arthur Koestler; Never Come Back by John Mair; Alf’s New Button by W. A. Darlington

The New Statesman and Nation, 4 January 1941

Mr. Arthur Koestler1 should know something about prison, for he has spent a respectable proportion of the past four years there. First a long stretch in one of Franco’s fortresses, with the sound of firing squads ringing through the walls twenty or thirty times a day; then a year or so of internment in France; then escape to England, and a fresh internment in Pentonville—from which he has just been unconditionally released, however. In no case, needless to say, has he been accused of any particular crime. Nowadays, over increasing areas of the earth, one is imprisoned not for what one does but for what one is, or, more exactly, for what one is suspected of being. Still, Mr. Koestler can congratulate himself on having hitherto fallen only into the hands of amateurs. If England imprisoned him, it at any rate let him out again, and did not force him beforehand to confess to poisoning sheep, committing sabotage on the railways or plotting to assassinate the King.

His present novel, fruit of his own experiences, is a tale of the imprisonment, confession and death of one of the Old Bolsheviks, a composite picture having resemblances to both Bukharin and Trotsky. The events in it follow the normal course. Rubashov, one of the last survivors of the original Central Committee of the Communist Party, is arrested, is charged with incredible crimes, denies everything, is tortured by means of deprivation of sleep, etc., etc., confesses everything, and is shot in the back of the neck.2 The story ends with a young girl in whose house Rubashov has once lodged wondering whether to denounce her father to the Secret Police as a way of securing a flat for herself and her future husband. Almost its whole interest, however, centres about the intellectual struggle between three men, Rubashov himself and the two G.P.U. officers, Ivanov and Gletkin, who are dealing with his case. Ivanov belongs to the same generation as Rubashov himself and is suddenly purged and shot without trial in the middle of the proceedings. Gletkin, however, belongs to the new generation that has grown up since the Revolution, in complete isolation both from the outside world and from the past. He is the “good Party man,” an almost perfect specimen of the human gramophone. Ivanov does not actually believe that Rubashov has committed the preposterous deeds he is charged with. The argument he uses to induce him to confess is that it is a last service required of him by the Party. The common people, he says, cannot grasp that “deviation” is a crime in itself; therefore crimes of the sort that they can understand—murder, train-wrecking and so forth—must be invented. Gletkin uses the same argument, but his attitude is somewhat different. It is never certain whether he believes Rubashov to be guilty or not; or, more exactly, no distinction between guilt and innocence exists in his mind. The only form of criticism that he is able to imagine is murder. As he sees it, anyone capable of thinking a disrespectful thought about Stalin would, as a matter of course, attempt to assassinate him. Therefore, though the attempt at assassination has perhaps not been made, it can be held to have been made; it exists, like the undrawn production to a line.3 Gletkin’s strength lies in the complete severance from the past, which leaves him not only without pity but without imagination or inconvenient knowledge. On the other hand, it was the weakness of the Old Bolsheviks to have remained Europeans at heart, more akin to the society they overthrew than to the new race of monsters they created.

When Rubashov gives in and confesses, it is not because of the torture—he has suffered worse at the hands of the Nazis without confessing—so much as from complete inner emptiness. “I asked myself,” he says at his trial, almost in Bukharin’s words, “‘For what am I fighting?’” For what, indeed? Any right to protest against torture, secret prisons, organised lying and so forth he has long since forfeited. He recognises that what is now happening is the consequence of his own acts—even feels a sort of admiration for Gletkin, as the kind of subhuman being probably needed to guide the Revolution through its present stage. The Moscow trials were a horrible spectacle, but if one remembered what the history of the Old Bolsheviks had been it was difficult to be sorry for them as individuals. They took the sword, and they perished by the sword, as Stalin presumably will also, unless he should happen to die prematurely, like Lenin.

Brilliant as this book is as a novel, and a piece of prison literature, it is probably most valuable as an interpretation of the Moscow “confessions” by someone with an inner knowledge of totalitarian methods. What was frightening about these trials was not the fact that they happened—for obviously such things are necessary in a totalitarian society—but the eagerness of Western intellectuals to justify them. Correspondents of Liberal newspapers pronounced themselves “completely satisfied” by the confessions of men who had been dragged into the light after, in some cases, years of solitary confinement; an eminent lawyer even produced the theory that the loss of the right to appeal was a great advantage to the accused! The simultaneous cases in Spain, in which exactly the same accusations were made but no confessions obtained, were sedulously covered up or lied about in the Left-wing press. It was, of course, obvious that the accused in the Russian cases had been tortured or threatened with torture, but the explanation is probably more complex than that. Mr. Koestler thinks, like Souvarine, that “for the good of the Party” was probably the final argument; indeed, his book is rather like an expanded imaginative version of Souvarine’s pamphlet, Cauchemar en U.R.S.S. As a piece of writing it is a notable advance on his earlier work.

Mr. Mair is really dealing with the same world as Mr. Koestler, but in a spirit of burlesque. What the appearance of his book—it could fairly be described as a Left-wing thriller—signifies is that the horrible political jungle, with its underground parties, tortures, pass-words, denunciations, forged passports, cipher messages, etc., is becoming sufficiently well known to be suitable material for “light” literature. This is all to the good, for the general run of thrillers are socially and politically more out of date than the Daily Telegraph correspondence column or the jokes in Punch. The hero of Mr. Mair’s novel, instead of encountering the usual monocled Secret Service men and “international Anarchists” (in most thrillers the terms “Anarchist” and “Communist” are interchangeable), finds himself involved with a secret society which is certainly imaginary but might conceivably exist. It is called the International Opposition and is formed by the discontented of all lands. Left-wing Nazis, Russian Trotskyists and British diehard Tories have banded themselves together, recognising that though their final aims are incompatible they have a common interest in overthrowing existing institutions. The hero, a literary journalist, falls into their hands as a result of murdering his mistress, who happens to be one of their most trusted agents. His adventures make a pleasant fantasy-holiday, consisting of the sort of things that literary journalists seldom do in real life, such as committing blackmail over the telephone or murdering people and then robbing their bodies. Some of the mechanisms of the ordinary thriller are there, but the general tone is sophisticated; all the crimes go unpunished, there is no beautiful maiden to be rescued, no one is actuated by patriotic motives. This is an amusing book. I hope it will prove to be the starting point of a new kind of thriller in which political events subsequent to 1920 are considered mentionable.

Alf’s New Button is that melancholy thing, resurrection pie. It is the resuscitation of a twenty-years-old favourite which was a crib even when it started. When Alf’s Button had its tremendous popular success, first as a novel and then as a film, it was astonishing that no one, so far as I remember, pointed out that it owed anything to F. Anstey’s book, The Brass Bottle. Yet the parenthood was obvious. In Anstey’s book a respectable young architect found himself in possession of a bottle in which King Solomon had imprisoned a rebellious jinnee. In Alf’s Button a private soldier discovered that one of the buttons on his tunic had been made out of Aladdin’s lamp. In both books the comedy sprang from the same source—the hopeless inadequacy of the ordinary human being when granted supernatural powers. Anstey’s Horace Ventimore merely wanted to get away from the wretched jinnee who kept presenting him with camel-loads of rubies, Alf’s imagination went no further than odalisques and pots of beer. In this new book Alf has another button which grants him six wishes on six successive Sundays. Knowing that much, one hardly needs telling how those wishes are muddled away. I do not prophesy for this book the success of its forerunner.




742. Drama Reviews

Time and Tide, 4 January 1941

The Merry Wives of Windsor (shortened version) by William Shakespeare; Strand

Lunch-time Shakespeare is an even better idea than it appears at first sight. However much a Shakespeare play is shortened (this version of The Merry Wives takes about an hour and a half) it makes a considerable hole in a working day, and the chances are that the majority of the audience will be people who are voluntarily missing their lunch—in other words, people who care about Shakespeare. This is a welcome change, and must be a great treat for the actors. The audience at the opening performance at the Strand Theatre was not a very large one, but it was the first Shakespeare audience I have ever seen which laughed at the jokes and not at the gags, and did not drive the actors to gabble through the prose interludes at top speed with the maximum of horseplay.

Every Shakespeare play suffers by cutting, even Hamlet, but The Merry Wives of Windsor probably suffers less than most. In the Strand version the “love interest” has been eliminated, which is not much loss, and the Welshman, who is a bore, like Shakespeare’s other Welshmen, has had his part greatly reduced. What is more to be regretted is that Nym has been cut out and Pistol and Bardolph seem to have been amalgamated into a single character with a very small part. This has the effect of greatly shortening the earlier part of the play and thus making Mr Wolfit’s interpretation of Falstaff different from what it would otherwise probably have been. The Merry Wives is traditionally supposed to have been written in a week at the command of Queen Elizabeth, and it is often objected against it that the Falstaff who appears in it is a different being from the Falstaff of Henry IV. It is true that the plot requires him to behave in an unbelievably stupid manner—in any case Falstaff is the kind of burlesque character who ought never to be involved in a “plot”—but in the opening scenes he is his old self and both he and Pistol have some of their best speeches. Mr Wolfit presents him in the usual slapstick manner, with a red nose as well as an unmanageable belly, which is a mistake. Falstaff is fat, and it is well known that fat people have no finer feelings; he is also dishonest and cowardly, and “the cause of wit in others”. But he is nevertheless a highly intelligent man, one of the very few among Shakespeare’s characters who can be described as “intellectuals”. It would be a wonderful thing if some actor would some day recognize this and act Falstaff with as much care as is usually given to Hamlet. Falstaff always speaks in prose, but it is a highly poetical prose; Pistol speaks gibberish, but on purely musical grounds his lines are some of the best that Shakespeare ever wrote. Nevertheless the poetry of the Falstaff scenes never gets across, because it is the convention to treat them as very low farce, to be enlivened as much as possible by the throwing of bottles, attacks of hiccoughs, etc., etc. Mr Wolfit’s performance had the usual faults, but much less markedly than usual. He did at least speak the lines so that one could hear them and the celebrated “Thinkst thou I’ll endanger my soul gratis?” got a laugh, which it would not have done from any normal audience.

Miss Violet Vanbrugh and Miss Irene Vanbrugh, as the two merry wives, were admirable. Mrs Ford is slightly the better part of the two but there was nothing to choose between the two actresses. Mr Nigel Clarke and Mr Frank Drew, as the two husbands, were adequate in their not very rewarding parts. I should like to protest, however, against the pronunciation of “cuckold” with the U as in “but”. Obviously the word has some connection with “cuckoo”. The final scene in Windsor forest was very simply and attractively done, and most of the incidental music was charming.

I hope very much that the Strand Theatre will find lunch-time Shakespeare profitable enough to be continued with. Since they can be fairly sure of a selected audience they might be bold enough to go beyond “shortened versions” and produce isolated acts from some of the less well-known plays. The never-acted Timon of Athens1 contains verse that is not surpassed anywhere in Shakespeare’s plays, and even the tavern scenes in Henry IV only see the light once in ten years or so, and then are always mishandled in front of unsympathetic audiences. If fragments like these could be produced before people willing to lunch off a bolted sandwich for the privilege of seeing them, the air-raids will have had their uses.

Berkeley Square by John L. Balderstone and J. C. Squire; Vaudeville

Revival2 of a very sentimental play with a good basic idea but a weak ending. The hero “goes back” to the eighteenth century and re-awakes a hundred and fifty years later to contemplate tearfully the tombstone of the girl whom he fell in love with in the vanished past and who died of grief in 1786. Good acting by Miss Jean Forbes-Robertson, and competent acting spoiled by rather ugly gestures by Mr André Van Gyseghem, in the principal parts.




743. ‘Don’t Let Colonel Blimp Ruin the Home Guard’

Evening Standard, 8 January 1941

It seems a long time—actually it is a bare seven months—since the million-and-a-quarter men who rushed to enrol themselves in the Local Defence Volunteers1 were doubtfully told that perhaps, some day, there might be rifles for a few of them, and that the rest would have to do what they could with shotguns—always supposing that the shotguns were procurable.

By the late autumn those Local Defence Volunteers (now the Home Guard) had developed into a formidable army, well equipped with rifles, machine guns, anti-tank bombs and grenades, and, above all, with a form of organisation calculated to get the best out of its numbers.

How useful the Home Guard will actually be, of course, depends on what form Hitler’s invasion takes. Against a heavy mechanised attack, concentrated on a single area, such a purely infantry force may be comparatively ineffective. On the other hand, against a more diffused kind of invasion, with parachute troops and air-borne infantry and light tanks, the Home Guard may play a part almost as important as that of the Regular Army itself.

Growing up in a hurry, with, at first, not much help from above, the Home Guard had to develop its own organisation, and naturally it did so on a very local basis.

Its essential tactical unit is a group of ten or twenty men, well known to one another and all of them intimately acquainted with a single small area of town or country—exactly the right unit for guerilla warfare, street fighting or dealing with Fifth Columnists.

But the greatest importance of the Home Guard hitherto has been as a political symbol. By coming into existence, and still more by holding together, it has demonstrated what the common people of this island feel about Naziism.°

During seven harassing months the Home Guard has not diminished greatly in numbers, except through the calling-up of younger volunteers.

Men already working long hours in office or factory have given anything up to twenty hours a week of their spare time, unpaid except for the “subsistence money” of three shillings which they receive when they spend a night out of bed.

They have passed their nights on sentry-go, their Saturday afternoons on the drill-ground or the rifle-range, their evenings dismantling machine guns in draughty halls—and they have done this without any form of compulsion whatever.

The Home Guard is a purely voluntary organisation. No kind of punishment exists in it, except dismissal—which, as every serving member knows, is practically never necessary.

Even if the immediate danger of invasion recedes the Home Guard is likely to continue in existence. There is even talk of retaining it as a post-war formation. Its political development is therefore of the greatest importance. For no army is ever really non-political.

The driving force behind the Home Guard has been the common man’s perception that British democracy is very far from being a sham. It came into being as an anti-Fascist force.

It is therefore the greatest pity that its actual organisation has been less democratic than the spirit of its rank and file. The control of the Home Guard is almost entirely in the hands of its richer members, all too often retired colonels whose main military experience was gained before machine guns were developed or tanks heard of.

Any position above the rank of platoon commander is practically a full-time job, and can therefore only be filled, unpaid, by someone with a private income. This inevitably brought the retired colonels into the limelight.

Perhaps in the last few months there has been just a little too much of the spirit of Colonel Blimp and the old-style sergeant-major—people who may have been useful in the days of single-shot rifles, but who are a positive danger in an irregular force designed for guerilla fighting.

With the onset of winter and the failure of the invasion to materialise, more and more time has been devoted to parade-ground drill2 and more and more stress laid on heel-clicking and butt-slapping.

Precious evenings which could have been spent in learning to use rifles scientifically have been spent in sloping and ordering them. And the Give-’Em-the-Bayonet view of war, excellent enough as practised by regular troops in Albania or Egypt against Italians, has gained ground to some extent at the expense of notions better suited to volunteers acting on their own ground (for such are the Home Guard) which a few enlightened soldiers have tried so valiantly to disseminate at the Home Guard training schools at Hurlingham and Osterley Park.

The rank and file have not missed the significance of this, nor of the tendency to give all commands to the middle and upper classes.

It is not that they grumble—at any rate they don’t do so more than Englishmen, in the Army or out of it, always grumble. But they know, especially the old soldiers among them, that a part-time force cannot emulate the regulars in parade-ground smartness and ought not to try, since it needs all the time it can get for the more important arts of shooting, bomb-throwing, map-reading, distance-judging, taking cover and the building of tank-traps and fortifications.

These old soldiers do not question the necessity of discipline, nor even the value of drill. They know that a soldier’s first job is to obey and that, on the whole, the regiments which are best on the parade-ground are best in the field.

Even irregular troops suffer in morale unless they march in step, carry their bodies smartly and keep their equipment as well as their weapons clean. But that does not mean that a working-man with two or three medals on his chest wants to spend his evenings in dressing by the right or fixing bayonets by numbers.

In any army the spirit of Colonel Blimp and the spirit of Osterley Park must struggle together to some extent. The danger of letting Colonel Blimp have too much the better of it is that he may end by driving working-class volunteers away.

It would be from every point of view a disaster if the Home Guard lost its all-national, anti-Fascist character, and developed into a sort of Conservative Party militia, like a middle-aged version of a public-school O.T.C.

The working classes flocked into its ranks at the beginning, and still greatly predominate there. They saw in it the possibility of a democratic People’s Army in which they could take a crack at the Nazis without being bawled at by the sergeant-major in the old-fashioned style.

And let there be no mistake about it, the Home Guard is much nearer to being that than to being the other thing. The men who are in it are proud to be there, they have done their job willingly and they are conscious of having learnt a lot.

But if they had the chance to speak there are three or four criticisms they would make.

They would like to spend more time in training for war and less in training to do guard duty.

They would like more—much more—ammunition and bombs to practise with.

They would like to be a little surer that promotion is on merit alone and has nothing to do with social rank.

They would like a whole-time, paid personnel for some of the key jobs.

And they would appreciate it if rather more of their officers were under 50.

Even as it stands, the Home Guard could only exist in a country where men feel themselves free.

The totalitarian states can do great things, but there is one thing they cannot do: they cannot give the factory-worker a rifle and tell him to take it home and keep it in his bedroom. THAT RIFLE HANGING ON THE WALL OF THE WORKING-CLASS FLAT OR LABOURER’S COTTAGE, IS THE SYMBOL OF DEMOCRACY.

IT IS OUR JOB TO SEE THAT IT STAYS THERE.




744. Drama Review

Time and Tide, 11 January 1941

Diversion 2, rearranged by Herbert Farjeon; Wyndham’s

This amusing and fast-moving revue is lifted out of the ordinary by the sense of character and period that distinguishes its sketches and impersonations—particularly Mr Peter Ustinov’s impersonations—and by the acting of Miss Joan Sterndale-Bennett.

I prophesy that nothing will stop Mr Ustinov, who must still be extremely young, from ending up in the highbrow theatre. Even when he is playing the fool in the lightest manner he manages to convey an atmosphere of intellectual distinction, and his sketches always take it for granted that the reading of even the people in the stalls will have extended beyond the Tatler and Bystander. His parody of a church anthem in Swinging the Gate is a pleasure I still remember, and his presentation in Diversion 2 of three types of theatrical producer dealing with King Lear is even better. First there is the German professor who “feels intuitively” that Cordelia is really pregnant, then the “proletarian” producer who is unwillingly obliged to use Lear as a follow-up to a play about tractor-production in the Ukraine, then the pansified amateur in a Sunday evening stage society. The second of these sketches assumes, for instance, that the audience will have some acquaintance with Marxist theory, the Russian Five Year Plans, etc., etc.

Looking at sketches of this kind, one thinks what a pity it is that the revue ever developed as a fashionable entertainment in which it has to be assumed that the most interesting spectacle in the world is a young man and woman in evening dress dancing to some treacly waltz. The Unity Theatre1 has shown what can be done with the pantomime as a vehicle for political satire, and the revue, even further from “legitimate” drama, has yet greater possibilities. All the best items in Diversion 2 allow for a certain amount of intelligence in the audience. The various period pieces, for instance, are tied down to an identifiable date and recognize that the day before yesterday is charming as well as ridiculous. Miss Vida Hope and Miss Joan Sterndale-Bennett, as a pair of Victorian young ladies enjoying a sea bathe, are delightful, and the Scottish scene, in the year 1885 or thereabouts, of a girl putting her hair up for the first time, is even better.

Miss Sterndale-Bennett has been one of the redeeming features of several short-lived revues in recent months. She stands out in any chorus, and one’s reaction is always the same: “What a relief to see a face with some character in it for once!” Instead of the normal vacuous “beauties” of the revue, screen or musical comedy, you see a face which is not even pretty in the ordinary sense, the kind of face that might belong, for instance, behind the counter of a baker’s shop in Lancashire. But her movements are so light and graceful and her sense of character so delicate that they are the making of any scene she appears in—as in the Scottish sketch I have already mentioned, for instance.

I must not forget to mention Mr Bernard Miles’s impersonation of a Hertfordshire farm labourer carrying home a wagon wheel which he intends to make into a ladder. The accent was so exact—and the Hertfordshire accent is not particularly distinctive—as to be identifiable long before the name of any county was mentioned. The parody of a circus strong man’s act was also brilliant. All in all, an excellent show, and may it not be bombed out.




745. Film Reviews

Time and Tide, 11 January 1941

They Knew What They Wanted; Plaza

Pathetic-humorous character piece without a happy ending. Tony, a Californian grape-grower, one of those big-hearted, child-like Italians who were favourites on the American screen before Mussolini lined up with Hitler, falls in love at a distance and gets his good-looking friend to do his wooing for him, with disastrous results. Skilful acting by Charles Laughton and Carole Lombard.

Spring Parade; New Gallery

Romance of old Vienna in the days of peasant costumes and rainbow uniforms. Miss Deanna Durbin appears for the first time in a grown-up part.

Gold Rush Maisie; Empire

Latest in the Ann Sothern series, this time with scene set in the gold fields. Good local colour and lively dialogue.




746. D. C. H. Wells to Orwell

13 January 1941


D. C. H. Wells wrote to Orwell out of concern that ‘our Platoon of Home Guard’ was ‘rapidly depleting in numbers.’ He suggested forming a Recruiting Committee and, provided the authorities still wished to build up the Home Guard, taking steps to attract new members. He thought leaflets might be distributed, posters displayed, and there might be ‘smart looking° marches carrying some sort of advertising matter.’ Orwell’s response is not known, but the letter was still amongst his effects at his death.






747. Review of Jules Verne: A Biography by Kenneth Allott

The New Statesman and Nation, 18 January 1941

The worst one can say of this book is that it is not altogether clear for what reason it was written. Ostensibly it is a biography, but it is hard to write the biography of a literary man without making a critical examination of his books, and Mr. Allott does not take Verne’s books, in the narrowly literary sense, seriously. Criticism, therefore, tails off into a discussion of the origins of “scientifiction,” into what amounts to an “indictment” of the Scientific Age, and into social history which at times has only a tenuous connection with Verne’s own life.

Like most writers, Verne was one of those people to whom nothing ever happens. At an early age he made an attempt to run away to sea, only to be ignominiously recaptured after a few hours, and this was, one might say, his last adventure until late in his life a young man with a fancied grievance shot at and wounded him with a revolver. In 1848 Verne tried to visit Paris during the street fighting, but failed to get there because all the trains were full of National Guards. In this incident one can see the justification for Hitler’s remark that ability to write marks a man out as unfitted for a life of action. And this and much else in Mr. Allott’s book brings out the fact that writers resemble one another much more closely in their private lives than in their writings. Behind the most diverse books there is nearly always the same background, the nerve-racked, dun-haunted figure of the professional writer, paddling about in a dressing-gown in a room full of stale fag-ends and half-empty cups of tea, and struggling with a dreadful book that never gets any further. It seems strange that so unliterary a writer as Verne should have behind him the familiar history of a nineteenth-century Frenchman of letters. But it is all there—the early tragedies in imitation of Racine, the encouragement of Victor Hugo, the romantic starvation in a garret. Not the mistress, however, for Verne was a fairly devout Catholic. It was not till he was in his thirties that Verne began to succeed, though later he was to make stupendous sums, particularly by the dramatised version of Around the World in Eighty Days.1 He did not die till 1905, his life almost exactly spanning the period between the first locomotive and the first aeroplane.

Mr. Allott’s main theme is the relation between the cult of Science and the Romantic phase in literature. Although later he was to have misgivings—he was not altogether easy about the theory of evolution, for instance—Verne belongs to the early scientific period, the period of the Great Eastern and the Hyde Park Exhibition of 1851, when the key-phase was “Command over Nature” rather than, as now, “Mysterious Universe.” The mechanical sciences were advancing at tremendous speed and their sinister possibilities were seldom foreseen. Until the invention of the Maxim gun it must have been difficult not to equate scientific invention with progress. One could hardly have a better illustration of the prevailing optimism of the time than the fact that the war of 1870 left Verne almost unaffected. It appeared to him simply as a tiresome interruption, after which one could get on with one’s work. The modern wars of extermination had not only not started, but, no doubt, would have been difficult to imagine. Later, however, Verne watched with disgust the rise of modern imperialism and the scramble for Africa. One result of this was the disappearance from his books of the sympathetic Englishman. In his earlier work this character appears over and over again—a queer figure, as in most nineteenth-century French novels, given to wearing check suits and breaking long silences with cries of “Hip, hip, hurrah!” but symbolising the pragmatism and inventiveness which Verne admired in the English-speaking races.

It is difficult not to couple Verne’s name with that of H. G. Wells, whom Mr. Allott dislikes and goes out of his way to decry. Wells, even more than Verne, has made himself the apostle of Science, but he belongs to a less confident period in which the smallness of man against the background of the spiral nebulae is more obvious than his mastery over Nature. Wells’s early romances are less scientific than Verne’s—that is, less close to the established knowledge of the time—but there is far more feeling of wonder in them. If one compares A Journey to the Moon with The First Men in the Moon, one sees the advantage, at any rate from a purely literary point of view, of a less anthropocentric standpoint. Verne’s story is scientific, or very nearly so. Granted that one could fire a projectile out of the earth’s gravitational pull, and that the human beings inside it could survive the shock, the thing might have happened as it is recorded. Wells’s story is pure speculation, based on nothing except a predilection for thinking that the moon and the planets are inhabited. But it creates a universe of its own, which one remembers in detail years after reading it. The most memorable incident in Verne’s book is the time when the oxygen cylinder sprang a leak and produced symptoms of drunkenness in the explorers—precisely the incident that tethers the story to the earth. In spite of Mr. Allott’s efforts, it seems doubtful whether Verne will be read much longer, except by schoolchildren “doing” A Journey to the Centre of the Earth as an alternative to Tartarin of Tarascon.2 He set out to combine instruction with entertainment, and he succeeded, but only so long as his scientific theories were more or less up to date. He does, however, enjoy a sort of anonymous immortality because of a controversy that has sprung out of one of his books. In Around the World in Eighty Days—itself based, as Mr. Allott points out, on a short story of Poe’s—he makes play with the fact that if one travels round the world eastward one gains a day in the passage. And this has given rise to the question, “What will happen when an aeroplane can fly round the world in twenty-four hours?”, which is much debated by imaginative boys, readers of the Wizard and the Hotspur, who have probably never heard Verne’s name. This is an interesting book, in spite of its tendency to stray too far from its subject. Some of the illustrations are pleasing, but the captions underneath them are inexcusable.




748. Film Reviews

Time and Tide, 18 January 1941

Brigham Young; Regal

This film contains a “love interest”, but not of the kind that one might expect in a story dealing with Mormonism. Brigham Young’s wives, ultimately to number nineteen (he had fifty-six children, of whom forty-six reached maturity), seem only to have amounted to twelve at the time of the great migration across the plains, and even these twelve hardly appear.

No doubt the general history of the Mormon community is well known. Persecuted in Missouri—not altogether without reason, for they not only claimed divine inspiration but preached polygamy as well—the Mormons moved to Illinois, only to be driven out again by a fresh wave of persecution in which the “sainted” Joseph Smith was lynched. Thereupon this sect of 20,000 people marched 1,400 miles through completely unknown country, finally reaching the valley of the Salt Lake, where they established themselves as a wealthy community after a fearful struggle with nature. This film is mainly the story of their journey. Much play is made with the usual apparatus of the “prairie” film—covered wagons, flocks of cattle, etc.—but the heroism of the Mormon pioneers is well brought out and Brigham Young’s own spiritual struggles are taken seriously. The culminating spectacle is a plague of crickets which devour the settlers’ first crops, driving Young to confess that he was perhaps not divinely inspired when he brought his followers to this spot. Just in time, however, the crickets are themselves devoured by a miraculous flock of seagulls.

The film is an interesting example of the way in which important events lose their moral colour as they drop backwards into history. It is more or less pro-Mormon, the polygamy being played down as much as possible and the methods by which the Mormons secured their extra wives ignored. The best performances are by Dean Jagger, in the title part, and Vincent Price as Joseph Smith. The rest of the cast do their best but are somewhat overwhelmed by the more spectacular flora and fauna.

Spellbound; London Pavilion

A rather inexpert film, but interesting enough in its subject-matter to be worth seeing. The hero falls in love with a girl who dies, and then gets in touch with her again through the agency of a spiritualist medium. A “manifestation” at a seance frightens him into mental collapse and he is only with difficulty nursed back to health by another girl who, of course, finally marries him. The film neither guys the subject of spiritualism nor takes its truth for granted.




749. War-time Diary

22.1.41: ——1 is convinced, perhaps rightly, that the danger of the People’s Convention2 racket is much underestimated° and that one must fight back and not ignore it. He says that thousands of simple-minded people are taken in by the appealing programme of the People’s Convention and do not realise that it is a defeatist manoeuvre intended to help Hitler. He quoted a letter from the Dean of Canterbury3 who said “I want you to understand that I am wholeheartedly for winning the war, and that I believe Winston Churchill to be the only possible leader for us till the war is over” (or words to that effect), and nevertheless supported the People’s Convention. It appears that there are thousands like this.

Apropos of what —– says, it is at any rate a fact that the People’s Convention crew have raised a lot of money from somewhere. Their posters are everywhere, also a lot of new ones from the Daily Worker. The space has not been paid for, but even so the printing, etc., would cost a good deal. Yesterday I ripped down a number of these posters, the first time I have ever done such a thing. Cf. in the summer when I chalked up “Sack Chamberlain”, etc., and in Barcelona, after the suppression of the POUM, when I chalked up “Visca POUM”.4 At any normal time it is against my instincts to write on a wall or to interfere with what anyone else has written.

The onion shortage has made everyone intensely sensitive to the smell of onions. A quarter of an onion shredded into a stew seems exceedingly strong. E. the other day knew as soon as I kissed her that I had eaten onions some 6 hours earlier.

An instance of the sort of racketeering that goes on when any article whose price is not controlled becomes scarce—the price of alarm clocks. The cheapest now obtainable are 15/——these the sort of rubbishy German-made clocks which used to sell for 3/6d. The little tin French ones which used to be 5/–are now 18/6d, and all others at corresponding prices.

The Daily Express has used “blitz” as a verb.5

This morning’s news—the defences of Tobruk pierced,6 and the Daily Worker suppressed.7 Only very doubtfully pleased about the latter.




750. Review of The Beauty of the Dead by H. E. Bates; Welsh Short Stories selected by Glyn Jones; The Parents Left Alone by T. O. Beachcroft; The Battlers by Kylie Tennant

The New Statesman and Nation, 25 January 1941

Everyone who has had connections with the book trade knows that books of short stories are infallible worst-sellers. The people who come into lending libraries in search of “a nice book” almost invariably declare that they “don’t like short stories.” Questioned as to their reasons, they usually allege sheer mental laziness. It is too much trouble, they say, to make the acquaintance of a fresh set of characters with each story; they like a long book which they can “get into” and which demands no thought whatever after the first few pages. This explanation is perhaps valid so far as it goes, but if that were all the unpopularity of the short story might be no more than an instance of the worthlessness of majority opinion, like the almost universal preference for crumpets as against muffins. But it is a fact that people who are not afraid of mental effort also dislike short stories, that in any highbrow magazine the short story, if any, is the item one’s eye skips as automatically as it skips the advertisements, and that in the nearly twenty years since Lawrence published England my England very little has been written in this line that has even seemed worth reprinting. Something has gone wrong with this genre, in which the Anglo-Saxon races once seemed to be especially gifted. It is worth trying to indicate the reasons.

I have in front of me three collections of short stories. The Parents Left Alone is at a lower level than the other two, but all three have the distinguishing marks that one has come to expect in any English short story that is not specifically a “thriller.” The first of these is a sort of flatness and greyness, something that is perhaps best described as low pressure. One would expect a short story to be more lyrical and highly-coloured than a novel, just as one expects the hundred yards to be run at a faster speed than the mile, but in fact almost all contemporary short stories are remarkable for their avoidance of emotional high-lights and for being written in a deliberately “unsophisticated,” over-simplified style, the “and then he went on and came to another place” manner of writing. This tiresome affectation of childishness is particularly marked in the Welsh short stories, and most of all in those translated from the Welsh. The other peculiarity of modern short stories is that nothing ever happens in them. Whatever else they are, they must never be stories. There is no vulgar “plot,” no denouement, no surprise at the end. However significantly they may hint on the first page or two that some vast event is about to happen, one starts them with the same expectation of being cheated as when one goes into a sideshow at a fair. It is a certainty that the mermaid will turn out to be a stuffed dugong and the Tattooed Lady will not take all her clothes off. Nearly always the formula is the same: a pointless little sketch about fundamentally uninteresting people, written in short flat sentences and ending on a vague query. “Mrs. Whitaker parted the lace curtains above the geranium. The car was disappearing into the far distance.” “‘You’re a good kid,’ he whispered. Their lips met. But Maisie was thinking that they’d have to pawn Danny’s dinner suit if the rent was to be paid this week.” There seems to be a sort of cult of pointlessness and indefiniteness, quite possibly covering, in many cases, a mere inability to construct a “plot.” The spirit of Katherine Mansfield seems to brood over most short stories of the past twenty years, though her own work is almost forgotten.

But now consider for a moment the short stories, English and American, of earlier periods. Naturally everyone’s list of “the best” stories would vary, but I think the following list would be accepted as a very good one: The Premature Burial (Poe), A Little Dinner at Timmins’s (Thackeray), The Man that Corrupted Hadleyburgh (Mark Twain), Baa, Baa, Black Sheep (Kipling), The End of the Tether (Conrad), A Slip Under the Microscope (H. G. Wells),1 The Dead (James Joyce), England my England and The Fox (D. H. Lawrence), Rain (W. Somerset Maugham). These stories are very different from one another, but they are still more different from the neutral-tinted, eventless kind of story in which Mr. H. E. Bates excels. Of the ten tales in this list, two are wild burlesque, one a shocker, one a hair-raiser, and two are tear-jerkers. Most of them do not despise the old-fashioned “plot”—The Fox, for instance, has a plot that could have been used by Edgar Wallace—and some of them are too long to be printed in any contemporary magazine. Several of them ramble away from their subject in a way that would now be considered unpardonable, and all of them have a sort of gusto, an air of having been written by men who did not care whether their stories stopped at a thousand words or swelled into full-sized novels. Moreover they were all written by men who were either completely sure of their public or who took financial failure for granted, and none of them is much less than twenty years old. One can perhaps conclude that the present is an exceptionally unfortunate period for the short story. It is a form suited to more spacious times, when spirits are higher, money more plentiful, magazines fatter and leisured readers more numerous.

Of the kind of short story that I have been unfavourably criticising, Mr. H. E. Bates is a competent producer, probably the most competent we have. You can see all his strength and weakness in the first story in his book, which is probably the best. It is about an old cabinet-maker with an artistic passion for furniture who is letting his wife die slowly of neglect on a diet of weak tea and cold rice pudding. The wife has a passion for china, to match her husband’s passion for furniture. As she lies dying in her unwarmed bedroom he is downstairs at work on her coffin, and making a lovely job of it. It is his way of loving her; she understands that, and protests as strongly as he against the idea of bringing in proper medical assistance. The story ends with the woman’s death and her husband’s decision to line her grave with the porcelain tiles that she used to be so fond of. That is all—no story, properly speaking, only “atmosphere” and “character interest.” The other pieces in the book are similar, though one, about a girl who marries a man with a wooden leg, chiefly out of pity, is somewhat more like a story than the rest. The Welsh stories are by a dozen different hands, but they are curiously alike, with the usual Welsh local colour (the corpse motif is well to the fore), except for one story by Dylan Thomas, who is only by origin a Welshman and is untinged by nationalist sentiment. Mr. Beachcroft’s stories are simply an attempt to do at a “popular” level (the old lady discusses the ups and downs of life over her pint of stout, etc., etc.) the same thing as Mr. Bates does with a touch of distinction. Probably they are not worse than the contemporary average. But oh! for the days of O. Henry and W. W. Jacobs, when even the most banal story had a beginning, a middle and an end and a surprise in the last paragraph was not considered too horribly vulgar.2

The Battlers is a very long novel about Australia, a description which makes it sound much duller than it is. Even a really bad novel about Australia might be acceptable if it gave a truthful picture of local conditions, but The Battlers is not a bad novel. It is clumsily written, perhaps, and spoilt in places by a feminine coyness about bad language, but it is sincere in feeling all through, and above3 all its subject-matter is new and extremely interesting. It is about a class of people whom hardly anyone in England can ever have heard of, the Australian rural unemployed, the families who travel to and fro in ramshackle buggies and caravans, stealing sheep from the farmers and occasionally eking out their dole with odd jobs at sheep-shearing or fruit-picking. Effectively they are tramps, but, since they are in a richer and more democratic country, far less abject and poverty-stricken than their opposite numbers in England. They have many of the characteristics of nomads—the love of fighting and tendency to drunkenness, the hatred of authority and contempt for the settled agriculturist. The author claims that they represent the true Australian type and that they are coming more and more to resemble the aborigines, with whom they apparently mix and intermarry to some extent. What she unfortunately does not tell us is what proportion of the Australian population these spirited outcasts represent. But this is a novel well worth reading; were there a few more of the same quality our ignorance of the Dominions would not be so deep as it is.




751. Film Review

Time and Tide, 25 January 1941

Escape; Empire

This American anti-Nazi film misses most of its opportunities, evidently from an unwillingness to be too “political”. It makes play, fairly effectively, with the horror of the Gestapo, but as to why the Gestapo exists, how Hitler reached his present position, what he is trying to achieve, it utters not a word. As a result it rises no higher, emotionally and intellectually, than the average gangster film.

A young American arrives in Germany in search of his mother, a well-known actress who has come to Germany on a short trip and then mysteriously disappeared. Actually she is in a concentration camp and—being a German citizen by birth—under sentence of death for infringing the rules about taking money out of the country. For a long time he can obtain no information whatever. Police officials are suavely ignorant; old friends whom he has known in America refuse to recognize him; strangers show terror as soon as his mother’s name is mentioned. Only when his mother’s death is due to happen in two days’ time does he discover what has befallen her.

All this part of the film is fairly plausible. The nightmare atmosphere of a totalitarian country, the utter helplessness of the ordinary person, the complete disappearance of the concepts of justice and objective truth, so difficult for a Westerner to acclimatize himself to, are well conveyed. But thereafter, because of the need for a happy ending and the usual reluctance to introduce anything that might force the audience to use their brains, the film degenerates into absurdity. A young doctor at the prison camp, secretly anti-Nazi, gives the condemned actress a dose of some mysterious drug which makes it appear that she is dead, though actually she is only in a trance. He then advises the American to apply for leave to bury his mother’s body privately, and then to revive her and get her across the frontier as quickly as possible. This is what actually happens, after various complications which include an abortive love-affair between the American and a baroness who is also loved by a Prussian general. A passport is borrowed from another anti-Nazi and the actress escapes in an air-liner, having made herself up to resemble the passport’s owner. The general discovers the plot at the last moment, but is providentially stricken down with paralysis at just the moment when he is telephoning the police. Except that the hero and heroine now have a frontier between them all is well.

This preposterous melodrama makes nonsense of the earlier part of the film, in which all the emphasis is on the terrible power of the totalitarian State. If it is as easy as all that to escape from a German concentration camp, why bother about the Gestapo? Is it credible that the prison authorities would carefully guard a prisoner for execution and then give her a death certificate without making certain that she is dead, or that they would allow her son, who is already under the eye of the political police, to drive up to the prison gates with a van and carry off the body, almost without surveillance? Even in England a sham funeral, with an empty coffin, would be a difficult thing to bring off. What would it be in Nazi Germany?

The acting is moderately good. Conrad Veidt, as the Prussian general, does his usual act, as competently as ever. Perhaps the best performance is that of Bonita Granville, in a minor part, as one of those spying and eavesdropping children whom all the totalitarian States specialize in producing.




752. War-time Diary

26.1.41: Allocation of space in this week’s New Statesman:

Fall of Tobruk (with 20,000 prisoners)—2 lines.

Suppression of the Daily Worker and the Week1—108 lines.

… … All thinking people uneasy about the lull at this end of the war, feeling sure that some new devilry is being prepared. But popular optimism is probably growing again and the cessation of raids for even a few days has its dangers. Listening in the other day2 to somebody else’s telephone conversation, as one is always doing nowadays owing to the crossing of wires, I heard two women talking to the effect of “it won’t be long now”, etc., etc. The next morning, going into Mrs. J. ’s shop, I happened to remark that the war would probably last 3 years. Mrs. J. amazed and horrified. “Oh, you don’t think so! Oh, it couldn’t! Why, we’ve properly got them on the run now. We’ve got Bardia, and from there we can march on into Italy, and that’s the way into Germany, isn’t it?” Mrs. J. is, I should say, an exceptionally sharp, level-headed woman. Nevertheless she is unaware that Africa is on the other side of the Mediterranean.




753. ‘Fascism and Democracy’

The Left News, February 1941

One of the easiest pastimes in the world is debunking Democracy. In this country one is hardly obliged to bother any longer with the merely reactionary arguments against popular rule, but during the last twenty years “bourgeois” Democracy has been much more subtly attacked by both Fascists and Communists, and it is highly significant that these seeming enemies have both attacked it on the same grounds. It is true that the Fascists, with their bolder methods of propaganda, also use when it suits them the aristocratic argument that Democracy “brings the worst men to the top,” but the basic contention of all apologists of totalitarianism is that Democracy is a fraud. It is supposed to be no more than a cover-up for the rule of small handfuls of rich men. This is not altogether false, and still less is it obviously false; on the contrary, there is more to be said for it than against it. A sixteen-year-old schoolboy can attack Democracy much better than he can defend it. And one cannot answer him unless one knows the anti-democratic “case” and is willing to admit the large measure of truth it contains.

To begin with, it is always urged against “bourgeois” Democracy that it is negatived by economic inequality. What is the use of political liberty, so called, to a man who works 12 hours a day for £3 a week? Once in five years he may get the chance to vote for his favourite party, but for the rest of the time practically every detail of his life is dictated by his employer. And in practice his political life is dictated as well. The monied class can keep all the important ministerial and official jobs in its own hands, and it can work the electoral system in its own favour by bribing the electorate, directly or indirectly. Even when by some mischance a government representing the poorer classes gets into power, the rich can usually blackmail it by threatening to export capital. Most important of all, nearly the whole cultural and intellectual life of the community—newspapers, books, education, films, radio—is controlled by monied men who have the strongest motive to prevent the spread of certain ideas. The citizen of a democratic country is “conditioned” from birth onwards, less rigidly but not much less effectively than he would be in a totalitarian state.

And there is no certainty that the rule of a privileged class can ever be broken by purely democratic means. In theory a Labour government could come into office with a clear majority and proceed at once to establish socialism by Act of Parliament. In practice the monied classes would rebel, and probably with success, because they would have most of the permanent officials and the key men in the armed forces on their side. Democratic methods are only possible where there is a fairly large basis of agreement between all political parties. There is no strong reason for thinking that any really fundamental change can ever be achieved peacefully.

Again, it is often argued that the whole façade of democracy—freedom of speech and assembly, independent trade unions and so forth—must collapse as soon as the monied classes are no longer in a position to make concessions to their employees. Political “liberty,” it is said, is simply a bribe, a bloodless substitute for the Gestapo. It is a fact that the countries we call democratic are usually prosperous countries—in most cases they are exploiting cheap coloured labour, directly or indirectly—and also that Democracy as we know it has never existed except in maritime or mountainous countries, i.e. countries which can defend themselves without the need for an enormous standing army. Democracy accompanies, probably demands, favourable conditions of life; it has never flourished in poor and militarised states. Take away England’s sheltered position, so it is said, and England will promptly revert to political methods as barbarous as those of Rumania. Moreover all government, democratic or totalitarian, rests ultimately on force. No government, unless it intends to connive at its own overthrow, can or does show the smallest respect for democratic “rights” when once it is seriously menaced. A democratic country fighting a desperate war is forced, just as much as an autocracy or a Fascist state, to conscript soldiers, coerce labour, imprison defeatists, suppress seditious newspapers; in other words, it can only save itself from destruction by ceasing to be democratic. The things it is supposed to be fighting for are always scrapped as soon as the fighting starts.

That, roughly summarised, is the case against “bourgeois” Democracy, advanced by Fascists and Communists alike, though with differences of emphasis. At every point one has got to admit that it contains much truth. And yet why is it that it is ultimately false—for everyone bred in a democratic country knows quasi-instinctively that there is something wrong with the whole of this line of argument?

What is wrong with this familiar debunking of Democracy is that it cannot explain the whole of the facts. The actual differences in social atmosphere and political behaviour between country and country are far greater than can be explained by any theory which writes off laws, customs, traditions, etc. as mere “superstructure.” On paper it is very simple to demonstrate that Democracy is “just the same as” (or “just as bad as”) totalitarianism. There are concentration camps in Germany; but then there are concentration camps in India. Jews are persecuted wherever fascism reigns; but what about the colour laws in South Africa? Intellectual honesty is a crime in any totalitarian country; but even in England it is not exactly profitable to speak and write the truth. These parallels can be extended indefinitely. But the implied argument all along the line is that a difference of degree is not a difference. It is quite true, for instance, that there is political persecution in democratic countries. The question is how much. How many refugees have fled from Britain, or from the whole of the British Empire, during the past seven years? And how many from Germany? How many people personally known to you have been beaten with rubber truncheons or forced to swallow pints of castor oil? How dangerous do you feel it to be to go into the nearest pub and express your opinion that this is a capitalist war and we ought to stop fighting? Can you point to anything in recent British or American history that compares with the June Purge,1 the Russian Trotskyist trials,2 the pogrom that followed vom Rath’s assassination?3 Could an article equivalent to the one I am writing be printed in any totalitarian country, red, brown or black? The Daily Worker has just been suppressed, but only after ten years of life, whereas in Rome, Moscow or Berlin it could not have survived ten days. And during the last six months of its life Great Britain was not only at war but in a more desperate predicament than at any time since Trafalgar. Moreover—and this is the essential point—even after the Daily Worker’s suppression its editors are permitted to make a public fuss, issue statements in their own defence, get questions asked in Parliament and enlist the support of well-meaning people of various political shades. The swift and final “liquidation” which would be a matter of course in a dozen other countries not only does not happen, but the possibility that it may happen barely enters anyone’s mind.

It is not particularly significant that British Fascists and Communists should hold pro-Hitler opinions;4 what is significant is that they dare to express them. In doing so they are silently admitting that democratic liberties are not altogether a sham. During the years 1929–34 all orthodox Communists were committed to the belief that “Social-fascism” (i.e. Socialism) was the real enemy of the workers and that capitalist Democracy was in no way whatever preferable to Fascism. Yet when Hitler came to power scores of thousands of German Communists—still uttering the same doctrine, which was not abandoned till some time later—fled to France, Switzerland, England, the U.S.A. or any other democratic country that would admit them. By their action they had belied their words; they had “voted with their feet,” as Lenin put it. And here one comes upon the best asset that capitalist Democracy has to show. It is the comparative feeling of security enjoyed by the citizens of democratic countries, the knowledge that when you talk politics with your friend there is no Gestapo ear glued to the keyhole, the belief that “they” cannot punish you unless you have broken the law, the belief that the law is above the State. It does not matter that this belief is partly an illusion—as it is, of course. For a widespread illusion, capable of influencing public behaviour, is itself an important fact. Let us imagine that the present or some future British government decided to follow up the suppression of the Daily Worker by utterly destroying the Communist Party, as was done in Italy and Germany. Very probably they would find the task impossible. For political persecution of that kind can only be carried out by a full-blown Gestapo, which does not exist in England and could not at present be created. The social atmosphere is too much against it, the necessary personnel would not be forthcoming. The pacifists who assure us that if we fight against Fascism we shall “go Fascist” ourselves forget that every political system has to be operated by human beings, and human beings are influenced by their past. England may suffer many degenerative changes as a result of war, but it cannot, except possibly by conquest, be turned into a replica of Nazi Germany. It may develop towards some kind of Austro-fascism,5 but not towards Fascism of the positive, revolutionary, malignant type. The necessary human material is not there. That much we owe to three centuries of security, and to the fact that we were not beaten in the last war.

But I am not suggesting that the “freedom” referred to in leading articles in the Daily Worker is the only thing worth fighting for. Capitalist Democracy is not enough in itself, and what is more it cannot be salvaged unless it changes into something else. Our Conservative statesmen, with their dead minds, probably hope and believe that the result of a British victory will be simply a return to the past: another Versailles Treaty, and then the resumption of “normal” economic life, with millions of unemployed, deer-stalking on the Scottish moors, the Eton and Harrow match on July 11th, etc., etc.6 The anti-war theorists of the extreme Left fear or profess to fear the same thing. But that is a static conception which fails even at this date to grasp the power of the thing we are fighting against. Nazism may or may not be a disguise for monopoly capitalism, but at any rate it is not capitalistic in the nineteenth-century sense. It is governed by the sword and not by the cheque-book. It is a centralised economy, streamlined for war and able to use to the very utmost such labour and raw materials as it commands. An old-fashioned capitalist state, with all its forces pulling in different directions, with armaments held up for the sake of profits, incompetent idiots holding high positions by right of birth, and constant friction between class and class, obviously cannot compete with that kind of thing. If the Popular Front campaign had succeeded and England had two or three years ago joined up with France and the U.S.S.R. for a preventive war—or threat of war—against Germany, British capitalism might perhaps have been given a new lease of life. But this failed to happen and Hitler has had time to arm to the full and has succeeded in driving his enemies apart. For at least another year England must fight alone, and against very heavy odds. Our advantages are, first of all, naval strength, and secondly the fact that our resources are in the long run vastly greater—if we can use them. But we can only use them if we transform our social and economic system from top to bottom. The productivity of labour, the morale of the Home front, the attitude towards us of the coloured peoples and the conquered European populations, all ultimately depend on whether we can disprove Goebbels’s charge that England is merely a selfish plutocracy fighting for the status quo. For if we remain that plutocracy—and Goebbels’s picture is not entirely false—we shall be conquered. If I had to choose between Chamberlain’s England and the sort of régime that Hitler means to impose on us, I would choose Chamberlain’s England without a moment’s hesitation. But that alternative does not really exist. Put crudely, the choice is between socialism and defeat. We must go forward, or perish.

Last summer, when England’s situation was more obviously desperate than it is now, there was a widespread realisation of this fact. If the mood of the summer months has faded away, it is partly because things have turned out less disastrously than most people then expected, but partly also because there existed no political party, newspaper or outstanding individual to give the general discontent a voice and a direction. There was no one capable of explaining—in such a way as would get him a hearing—just why we were in the mess we were and what was the way out of it. The man who rallied the nation was Churchill, a gifted and courageous man, but a patriot of the limited, traditional kind. In effect Churchill said simply, “We are fighting for England,” and the people flocked to follow him. Could anyone have so moved them by saying, “We are fighting for socialism”? They knew that they had been let down, knew that the existing social system was all wrong and that they wanted something different—but was it socialism that they wanted? What was socialism, anyway? To this day the word has only a vague meaning for the great mass of English people; certainly it has no emotional appeal. Men will not die for it in anything like the numbers that they will die for King and Country. However much one may admire Churchill—and I personally have always admired him as a man and as a writer, little as I like his politics—and however grateful one may feel for what he did last summer, is it not a frightful commentary on the English socialist movement that at this date, in the moment of disaster, the people still look to a Conservative to lead them?

What England has never possessed is a socialist party which meant business and took account of contemporary realities. Whatever programmes the Labour Party may issue, it has been difficult for ten years past to believe that its leaders expected or even wished to see any fundamental change in their own lifetime. Consequently, such revolutionary feeling as existed in the leftwing movement has trickled away into various blind alleys, of which the Communist one was the most important. Communism was from the first a lost cause in western Europe, and the Communist parties of the various countries early degenerated into mere publicity agents for the Russian régime. In this situation they were forced not only to change their most fundamental opinions with each shift of Russian policy, but to insult every instinct and every tradition of the people they were trying to lead. After a civil war, two famines and a purge their adopted Fatherland had settled down to oligarchical rule, rigid censorship of ideas and the slavish worship of a Fuehrer. Instead of pointing out that Russia was a backward country which we might learn from but could not be expected to imitate, the Communists were obliged to pretend that the purges, “liquidations,” etc. were healthy symptoms which any right-minded person would like to see transferred to England. Naturally the people who could be attracted by such a creed, and remain faithful to it after they had grasped its nature, tended to be neurotic or malignant types, people fascinated by the spectacle of successful cruelty. In England they could7 get themselves no stable mass following.8 But they could be, and they remain, a danger, for the simple reason that there is no other body of people calling themselves revolutionaries. If you are discontented, if you want to overthrow the existing social system by force, and if you wish to join a political party pledged to this end, then you must join the Communists; effectively there is no one else. They will not achieve their own ends, but they may achieve Hitler’s. The so-called People’s Convention, for instance, cannot conceivably win power in England, but it may spread enough defeatism to help Hitler very greatly at some critical moment. And between the People’s Convention on the one hand, and the “my country right or wrong” type of patriotism on the other, there is at present no seizable policy.

When the real English socialist movement appears—it must appear if we are not to be defeated, and the basis for it is already there in the conversations in a million pubs and air-raid shelters—it will cut across the existing party divisions. It will be both revolutionary and democratic. It will aim at the most fundamental changes and be perfectly willing to use violence if necessary. But also it will recognize that not all cultures are the same, that national sentiments and traditions have to be respected if revolutions are not to fail, that England is not Russia—or China, or India. It will realise that British Democracy is not altogether a sham, not simply “superstructure,” that on the contrary it is something extremely valuable which must be preserved and extended, and above all, must not be insulted. That is why I have spent so much space above in answering the familiar arguments against “bourgeois” Democracy. Bourgeois Democracy is not enough, but it is very much better than Fascism, and to work against it is to saw off the branch you are sitting on. The common people know this, even if the intellectuals do not. They will cling very firmly to the “illusion” of Democracy and to the Western conception of honesty and common decency. It is no use appealing to them in terms of “realism” and power politics, preaching the doctrines of Machiavelli in the jargon of Lawrence and Wishart.9 The most that that can achieve is confusion of the kind that Hitler wishes for. Any movement that can rally the mass of the English people must have as its keynotes the democratic values which the doctrinaire Marxist writes off as “illusion” or “superstructure.” Either they will produce a version of socialism more or less in accord with their past, or they will be conquered from without, with unpredictable but certainly horrible results. Whoever tries to undermine their faith in Democracy, to chip away the moral code they derive from the Protestant centuries and the French Revolution, is not preparing power for himself, though he may be preparing it for Hitler—a process we have seen repeated so often in Europe that to mistake its nature is no longer excusable.




754. Drama Reviews

Time and Tide, 1 February 1941

The Blue Goose by Peter Blackmore; Comedy

I do not think it was only the icy temperature of the auditorium of the Comedy Theatre that gave me the impression that this play was hanging fire. In spite of a good central idea, there was something about it that made the hackneyed expression “damp squib” seem all too suitable; a fair number of cracks, certainly, but such long, long fizzles between the cracks!

A satire on watering-place life, the play entirely ignores the fact that there is a war going on; if one had to tie the action down to a particular date, one might, I think, put it at 1930. It opens in the home of an amiably inefficient Town Councillor—lover of golf and gardening, and much sat upon by his wife—which is just in process of being turned upside down by an approaching performance of The Mikado. The wife has been playing juvenile leads in the Amateur Dramatic Society for eighteen years, and the odious elder daughter is on the point of forcibly marrying the Mayor (Billy Merson), an undertaker who was previously a jockey. There enters romantically from the sea a young man, Richard Hardie, owner of a small sailing ship, the Blue Goose, in which he sails about the world, sometimes stopping at an island he owns in the Greek Archipelago. Given that the Town Councillor’s younger daughter detests amateur performances of Gilbert and Sullivan and yearns for a life of adventure, the end is hardly in doubt, but the usual misadventures have to be gone through before the hero and heroine are married and the two villainesses discomfited.

The elder daughter objects to her sister’s infatuation and attempts to sow discord. The Mayor, on the other hand, who feels no enthusiasm either for his present respectability (he inherited the undertaking business from a brother) or for his approaching marriage, sides with the young couple and disgraces himself in the town’s eyes by going fishing in an old suit of oilskins. The heroine, rather than face a row with her mother, decides on a secret elopement in the Blue Goose, which is fixed for the night of The Mikado, when everyone will be well occupied. Of course there is a last-minute disaster—a storm: Richard Hardie falls overboard, the ship is drifting onto the rocks, the lifeboat crew, most of whom are in the chorus of the comic opera, have to effect a rescue in their Japanese costumes—but fear not, it all comes right in the end, and the hero and heroine escape to the Greek Archipelago, with the ex-Mayor as their chaperon. All in all, a reasonably amusing little play, which gave the audience a good many laughs but failed to keep them from fidgeting.

The acting was perhaps better than the play deserved. Iris Hoey, as the vapouring self-centred mother, and Rosalind Atkinson, in a burlesque part as an admiral’s widow, were both excellent. Billy Merson, as the henpecked husband-to-be, gave a rather subdued performance, very different from his old music-hall turns,1 and managed to look even more downtrodden than a five-foot man always looks when ordered about by a six-foot woman.

Dear Brutus by J. M. Barrie; Globe

Sugary fantasy (a group of people get the chance to live their lives over again), hardly worth reviving2 but put across successfully owing to excellent acting by John Gielgud, Leon Quartermaine, Ursula Jeans and various others worthy of better material.




755. To Victor Gollancz

3 February 1941 Handwritten postcard


On 30 January 1941, Victor Gollancz wrote to Orwell asking for his opinion on the titles proposed for the collection of essays he was to publish and which appeared as The Betrayal of the Left. He wrote that ‘a very big majority’ was in favour of that title but ‘a more sober title,’ ‘Communist Policy Explained,’ had also been proposed. The objections to the latter were that it was colourless and, if the subtitle was not read, it might be taken to be a defence of Communist policy. Orwell replied:



Ref. your letter of 30.1.41. I consider that “Betrayal of the Left” is much the better title & that the other suggested one would be a serious error.

Eric Blair




756. Jim Phelan to Orwell

4 February 1941


Jim Phelan, author of Jail Journey (which Orwell reviewed in Horizon; see here), wrote to Orwell to ask him to send £10, because he was about to be evicted from Woodland Cottage, Wigginton, Hertfordshire, and was destitute. His wife was ill and his son ‘being killed, driven into a stammering neurosis and dying of loneliness, as a result of living with a fellow who has to hammer a type-writer° day and night.’ No response from Orwell has been traced.






757. To C. V. Salmon

7 February 1941 Typewritten

18 Dorset Chambers Chagford Street Ivor Place NW 1

Dear Mr Salmon,

Many thanks for your letter.1 I would like very much to lunch on Tuesday the 11th, if 1.30 would suit you. I don’t think I can make it earlier, but could call at Broadcasting House at 1.30 if that would do.

Yours sincerely

George Orwell




758. War-time Diary

7.2.41. There is now more and more division of opinion—the question is implicit from the start but people have only recently become aware of it—as to whether we are fighting the Nazis or the German people. This is bound up with the question of whether England should declare her war aims, or, indeed, have any war aims. All of what one might call respectable opinion is against giving the war any meaning whatever (“Our job is to beat the Boche—that’s the only war aim worth talking about”), and this is probably bound to become official policy as well. Vansittart’s “hate Germany” pamphlet1 is said to be selling like hot cakes.

No definite news from France. It is obvious that Pétain will give in about taking Laval into the Cabinet. Then there will be a fresh to-do about the passage of troops through unoccupied France, bases in Africa, etc., another “firm stand”, and then more giving in. All depends on the time factor, i.e. whether the Germans can obtain a footing in Africa before the Italian armies there finally collapse. Perhaps next the guns will be turned against Spain, and we shall be told that Franco is making a “firm stand” and that that shows how right the British government were to take a conciliatory attitude towards Spain, until Franco gives in and attacks Gibraltar or allows the German armies to cross his territory. Or perhaps Laval, when in power, will for a short time resist the more extreme German demands, and then Laval will suddenly turn from a villain into a patriot who is making a “firm stand”, like Pétain now. The thing that British Conservatives will not understand is that the forces of the right have no strength in them and exist only to be knocked down.




759. Film Review

Time and Tide, 8 February 1941

Quiet Wedding; Plaza

This very light comedy (with a rather pre-1914 Leslie Henson touch about it) has the novelty of being entirely English, in atmosphere as well as direction.1 Not only is there not a single American voice in it, but the casual, go-as-you-please spirit of English country life is well conveyed—idealized, of course, but more convincing than an American producer would make it.

Although the cast is large, the plot of the film is a very slight one. A young couple (usual country-house background) are about to marry, and are determined on a “quiet” wedding. In practice there is no such thing as a quiet wedding, at any rate in the country, and all that the “quietness” ultimately amounts to is that the preparations have to be rushed through in half the usual time. What with the irritating advice of her relatives, the endless visits of dressmakers, the officious interest of the villagers and the tactlessness of her lover, the bride’s nerves are worked upon to such an extent that she is half inclined to call the marriage off. How many marriages, she reflects in a moment of bitterness, have taken place simply because to call them off would have meant the fag of sending back the wedding presents? However, it all comes right in the end, needless to say, though not before the wedding is all but prevented by a motor accident and a consequent encounter with one of those imbecile unpaid magistrates whom we inherit from our feudal past. All in all, a charming little film, which kept the jaded press audience laughing rapturously, but chiefly interesting as a record of vanished time—for it ignores the war and seems to belong to some period before Hitler definitely filled the horizon.

The background of this film is the country house and “county” society. Granted that it does it lightly and not snobbishly, it is singing the same song as the Tatler and the Bystander of yester-year. Everyone has cars, horses, servants, Harris tweed clothes and no noticeable work. However much that kind of life many have been a sham—for the English country gentry, so called, have lost their contact with agriculture and live mainly on dividends—there was a deep charm in its casualness and lack of ceremony, the absent-minded households where relatives came and went and eccentricities were taken for granted, the feudally familiar servants, the village cricket matches where public-schoolboys went in to bat with men in gaiters. Watching this film, one wonders how much of that side of English country life can survive the war, and how much was merely swimming upon money—for the money was there, of course, under the informality. It is a reminder of the distance things have moved that though the wedding takes place in the village church, so near the house that it is hardly worth taking the car out, the men all turn up in top hats and morning coats—as they would have done a year or two ago, of course. Does anyone get married in a top hat now, I wonder? This garment, symbol throughout half the world of British plutocracy, is now only worn by schoolboys, undertakers and bank messengers.

The acting is good all the way through. Margaret Lockwood makes a delightful heroine, and Derek Farr, as the bridegroom, is also excellent in his slightly less rewarding part. Perhaps the best performance of all is that of Marjorie Fielding, as the bride’s absent-minded mother. But I must not forget Bernard Miles, whose appearance as a village policeman gives him a chance of one of those rustic impersonations in which he is outstanding.




760. War-time Diary

12.2.41: Arthur Koestler1 is being called up this week and will be drafted into the Pioneers,2 other sections of the forces being barred to him, as a German. What appalling stupidity, when you have a youngish gifted man who speaks I do not know how many languages and really knows something about Europe, especially the European political movements, to be unable to make any use of him except for shovelling bricks.

Appalled to-day by the havoc all round St. Paul’s, which I had not seen before. St. Paul’s, barely chipped, standing out like a rock. It struck me for the first time that it is a pity the cross on top of the dome is such an ornate one. It should be a plain cross, sticking up like the hilt of a sword.

Curiously enough, there don’t seem to have been any repercussions to speak of about that old fool Ironside taking the title of “Lord Ironside of Archangel”.3 It really was an atrocious piece of impudence, a thing to protest against whatever one’s opinion of the Russian régime.




761. Review of Home Guard for Victory! by Hugh Slater

The New Statesman and Nation, 15 February 1941

The best of the Home Guard manuals issued hitherto, this book is mainly technical, but in the two final chapters it touches discreetly on the political problems which are never separable from the details of military organisation. The reforms it suggests all have the implied aim of making the Home Guard more definitely into a People’s Army and breaking the grip of the retired colonel with his pre-machine-gun mentality. Looking back to last summer, it is difficult to say how far it was by design and how far an inevitable result of the English class-structure that positions of command in the Home Guard fell almost without exception into middle- and upper-class hands. But they did so, with the result that what might have been a definitely anti-Nazi force became a poor relation of the Regular Army, patriotic but politically neutral. Some time this year, invasion or no invasion, the Home Guard will have to decide finally what kind of force it is to be, and the political and the purely military developments will move in concert, the one reacting on the other like the opposite rims of a wheel.

The problem comes up in an especially difficult form in connection with parade-ground drill, to which Mr. Slater devotes a chapter. It is notorious that much of the drill practised in the British Army dates back to the eighteenth century and has no direct connection with modern war. A recruit is taught to slope and order his rifle for months before he is taught to aim it, and though a defeat in the field usually enforces more realistic notions for the time being, with every lull in the fighting or every period between wars the emphasis on heel-clicking, butt-slapping, etc., comes back. There is much controversy in the Home Guard as to the value of parade-ground drill, and the difference of opinion goes deeper than is sometimes realised. Usually it is true that people of reactionary outlook are believers in spit and polish and people of “Left” opinions have a guerilla attitude towards war. This difference holds good in details which at first sight are merely ridiculous. Thus, at this moment, if you believe that Britain should declare her war-aims and that Hitler will be defeated by European revolution, you probably also believe that a soldier when springing to attention should bring his left heel towards his right upon the flattest possible arc. If you are of the opinion that “our only aim is to beat the Boche” and “the only good German is a dead one,” you probably believe that the left foot should be lifted into the air and brought down with a loud stamp. The whole question was thrashed out at great length in the Republican armies during the Spanish civil war. Aiming at turning the Home Guard into a quasi-revolutionary People’s Army, Mr. Slater is naturally hostile to saluting and button-polishing, but as a soldier he realises that military efficiency is impossible without discipline and discipline probably inseparable from drill of some kind. There is no doubt that morale is bound up with what is usually called a “soldierly carriage” and even with certain minutiae of dress. Most men feel braver with a tight belt round their waists, for example. Mr. Slater pleads, therefore, for a new kind of drill based on the things soldiers actually have to do, such as getting in and out of lorries, throwing grenades from a prone position, and the like. No doubt something of the sort will ultimately be evolved, though only against fierce opposition; when the British Army began a few years ago to march in threes instead of fours it was a first step in this direction.

Most of the technical portions of this book on street-fighting, tank-fighting, camouflage, etc., are admirable, and have already been much used by Home Guard commanders in their lectures. The weakest chapter is that dealing with the probable method of a German invasion. It rules out every thinkable scheme as foredoomed to failure, and might have the effect of spreading undue optimism. But the general effect of the book can be nothing but good. Mr. Slater and those associated with him at Osterley Park and Hurlingham played an important part in restoring national morale last summer, and this book is a continuation of the same process. It is cheap at half a crown, and the diagrams are striking and informative.1




762. Film Reviews

Time and Tide, 15 February 1941

Dulcy; Empire

This fairly amusing piece of rubbish is another illustration of something that one has to comment on over and over again in American films—their complete lack of any sense of character or probability to match up with their brilliant technique and snappy dialogue. The fact that the motives for which the characters in an American film are supposed to act are as a rule psychologically preposterous would not matter if all pretence of “realism” were abandoned, as in the custard-pie farce. But nearly all American films are intellectually pretentious. The heroes are always liable to start talking about their souls, references to Einstein or surrealism are stuck in here and there to give the audience a highbrow feeling, the synopses handed out to representatives of the press “analyse” their absurd subject-matter as though it were the work of Ibsen. The result is that the crook film is usually posing as a “human document”, the melodrama as a tragedy, and so on. In the case of Dulcy a very low farce is posing as a light comedy, and it would be a much better film if the occasional attempts at probability were dropped and the custard pies thrown physically and not merely on the astral plane.

Dulcy sets out to be a character-piece, its central figure being a young woman who is rich, attractive and has a heart of gold but invariably does the wrong thing. She falls in love with a young engineer (Ian Hunter, who looks extremely unlike an engineer), who has invented an aeroplane engine which will run on kerosene. Her brother, meanwhile, is engaged to be married to the daughter of a wealthy but bad-tempered manufacturer of aeroplanes. Of course, Dulcy invites all the persons concerned to her country house (the usual machine-made mansion of the American film), the idea being that her lover will then get a good opportunity of selling his invention, and of course there are innumerable disasters before the deal is put through and the wedding bells follow. Given a dyspeptic millionaire, two engaged couples, a butler who is also a criminal released on ticket of leave, and an escaped lunatic who imagines himself to be a wealthy financier, you have all the ingredients for a slapstick farce of the old-fashioned kind. It seems quite in order that kitchen boilers should blow up and that people should fall out of aeroplanes and receive jets of crude oil in their faces at solemn moments. What does not seem right is that this kind of stuff should be mixed up with semi-realistic dialogue and would-be plausible explanations of everyone’s motives. It ought, like the old farces, to have followed its own laws and ended up with everyone’s face obliterated by a custard pie and no problems solved. However, it develops instead into comedy and the young inventor’s fortune is duly made, one of Dulcy’s faux pas having had an unexpectedly good effect. The acting is worthy of its subject-matter, with goodish performances by Ann Sothern and Reginald Gardiner.

Eyes of the Navy; The Heart of Britain; Unholy War

The supporting programme is made up of three short propaganda films, one American and two British. Although above I have pointed out one of the faults of the American film, one sees in this short piece (Eyes of the Navy—it deals with the U.S.A. naval air arm) the immense technical superiority of the Americans, their understanding of what is and is not impressive, their intolerance of amateurishness generally. The British films (The Heart of Britain, produced by the G.P.O.,1 and Unholy War, produced by the Ministry of Information2) are terrible. What is the use, in the middle of a desperate war, in which propaganda is a major weapon, of wasting time and money on producing this kind of stuff? Unholy War takes as its theme the “anti-Christian” nature of Nazism, and illustrates this with a series of photographs of wrecked churches, with much blah about the architectural glories that have perished. Hitler wants to destroy the Christian religion, and therefore his airmen drop bombs on churches—that is the argument. Cannot our leaders realize (a) that to ninety-nine people out of a hundred the destruction of a church seems much less important than the destruction of a dwelling house, (b) that even very ignorant people know that a bomb does not necessarily hit the object that it is aimed at, and (c) that anyone who understands the anti-Christian nature of Nazism knows that the Christian religion, or any other, does not stand or fall with the stones of its churches? If we have got to rouse resentment against the enemy, which is an inevitable part of war, surely we can find something more effective to say than that the Germans have a spite against Gothic architecture? And, since films of this kind need a spoken commentary, why cannot the M.O.I. choose someone who speaks the English language as it is spoken in the street? Some day perhaps it will be realized that that dreadful B.B.C. voice, with its blurred vowels, antagonizes the whole English-speaking world except for a small area in southern England, and is more valuable to Hitler than a dozen new submarines.3 In a war in which words are at least as important as guns, these two films are a wretched achievement to set beside Wavell’s victories.




763. The Lion and the Unicorn: Socialism and the English Genius

19 February 1941


Searchlight Books, of which this was the first, were planned by Fredric Warburg, Tosco Fyvel, and Orwell during the summer of 1940 ‘in the lush garden of Scarlett’s Farm,’ the home of the Warburgs near Twyford, Berkshire, where the Fyvels also were living, ‘while German bombs … began to fall on London; and while above our heads … the Spitfires and Hurricanes of the RAF accomplished their decisive air victory of the war, we talked about the future’ (Tosco Fyvel, George Orwell: A personal memoir, 1982, 106; chapter 10 gives a good account of the genesis of the series). Orwell was persuaded, rather against his will, to write the first book—in effect, a sixty-four-page pamphlet. Having agreed, he wrote at speed, delivering the manuscript in November 1940, the month that also saw the publication of Fyvel’s ‘war aims book, The Malady and the Vision’ (Fyvel, 111).

The Lion and the Unicorn was published by Secker & Warburg on 19 February 1941 at 2s 0d (10p). Initially, 5,000 copies were printed, but in response to the book’s quick sale, the run was increased to 7,500; a second impression of 5,000 copies was ordered in March 1941, the first thousand being delivered in June. However, when Plymouth was bombed, the type, with that of Homage to Catalonia, was destroyed when the Mayflower Press was hit. Collation of the first and second impressions shows that they are identical.

Seventeen Searchlight Books were planned; nine were published in 1941 and two in 1942; the remainder did not appear. Orwell wrote forewords to two: T. C. Worsley’s The End of the ‘Old School Tie’ and Joyce Cary’s The Case for African Freedom; see here and here. As Fyvel explains in his memoir of Orwell: ‘The reason why our little group broke up was not that Warburg’s London office suffered bomb damage …. The reason was simply that we adjusted ourselves to the reality of a long-drawn-out war …. Everything told us that the Searchlight Books phase had made its point, but it was over’ (117).

The last two paragraphs of section iii and all of section iv of ‘England Your England’ were first published, very slightly cut, in Horizon, December 1940. Textual variations are noted but changes to suit Horizon’s house-style are ignored.

In the second half of 1949, Orwell listed four books that were not to be reprinted: A Clergyman’s Daughter, Keep the Aspidistra Flying, The Lion and the Unicorn, and The English People.






Part I: England Your England

i

As I write, highly civilized human beings are flying overhead, trying to kill me.

They do not feel any enmity against me as [an] individual, nor I against them. They are “only doing their duty”, as the saying goes. Most of them, I have no doubt, are kind-hearted law-abiding men who would never dream of committing murder in private life. On the other hand, if one of them succeeds in blowing me to pieces with a well-placed bomb, he will never sleep any the worse for it. He is serving his country, which has the power to absolve him from evil.

One cannot see the modern world as it is unless one recognizes the overwhelming strength of patriotism, national loyalty. In certain circumstances it can break down, at certain levels of civilization it does not exist, but as a positive force there is nothing to set beside it. Christianity and international Socialism are as weak as straw in comparison with it. Hitler and Mussolini rose to power in their own countries very largely because they could grasp this fact and their opponents could not.

Also, one must admit that the divisions between nation and nation are founded on real differences of outlook. Till recently it was thought proper to pretend that all human beings are very much alike, but in fact anyone able to use his eyes knows that the average of human behaviour differs enormously from country to country. Things that could happen in one country could not happen in another. Hitler’s June Purge,1 for instance, could not have happened in England. And, as western peoples go, the English are very highly differentiated. There is a sort of backhanded admission of this in the dislike which nearly all foreigners feel for our national way of life. Few Europeans can endure living in England, and even Americans often feel more at home in Europe.

When you come back to England from any foreign country, you have immediately the sensation of breathing a different air. Even in the first few minutes dozens of small things conspire to give you this feeling. The beer is bitterer, the coins are heavier, the grass is greener, the advertisements are more blatant. The crowds in the big towns, with their mild knobby faces, their bad teeth and gentle manners, are different from a European crowd. Then the vastness of England swallows you up, and you lose for a while your feeling that the whole nation has a single identifiable character. Are there really such things as nations? Are we not 46 million individuals, all different? And the diversity of it, the chaos! The clatter of clogs in the Lancashire mill towns, the to-and-fro of the lorries on the Great North Road, the queues outside the Labour Exchanges, the rattle of pin-tables in the Soho pubs, the old maids biking to Holy Communion through the mists of the autumn mornings—all these are not only fragments, but characteristic fragments, of the English scene. How can one make a pattern out of this muddle?

But talk to foreigners, read foreign books or newspapers, and you are brought back to the same thought. Yes, there is something distinctive and recognizable in English civilization. It is a culture as individual as that of Spain. It is somehow bound up with solid breakfasts and gloomy Sundays, smoky towns and winding roads, green fields and red pillar-boxes. It has a flavour of its own. Moreover it is continuous, it stretches into the future and the past, there is something in it that persists, as in a living creature. What can the England of 1940 have in common with the England of 1840? But then, what have you in common with the child of five whose photograph your mother keeps on the mantelpiece? Nothing, except that you happen to be the same person.

And above all, it is your civilization, it is you. However much you hate it or laugh at it, you will never be happy away from it for any length of time. The suet puddings and the red pillar-boxes have entered into your soul. Good or evil, it is yours, you belong to it, and this side the grave you will never get away from the marks that it has given you.

Meanwhile England, together with the rest of the world, is changing. And like everything else it can change only in certain directions, which up to a point can be foreseen. That is not to say that the future is fixed, merely that certain alternatives are possible and others not. A seed may grow or not grow, but at any rate a turnip seed never grows into a parsnip. It is therefore of the deepest importance to try and determine what England is, before guessing what part England can play in the huge events that are happening.

ii

National characteristics are not easy to pin down, and when pinned down they often turn out to be trivialities or seem to have no connection with one another. Spaniards are cruel to animals, Italians can do nothing without making a deafening noise, the Chinese are addicted to gambling. Obviously such things don’t matter in themselves. Nevertheless, nothing is causeless, and even the fact that Englishmen have bad teeth can tell one something about the realities of English life.

Here are a couple of generalizations about England that would be accepted by almost all observers. One is that the English are not gifted artistically. They are not as musical as the Germans or Italians, painting and sculpture have never flourished in England as they have in France. Another is that, as Europeans go, the English are not intellectual. They have a horror of abstract thought, they feel no need for any philosophy or systematic “world-view”. Nor is this because they are “practical”, as they are so fond of claiming for themselves. One has only to look at their methods of town-planning and water-supply, their obstinate clinging to everything that is out of date and a nuisance, a spelling system that defies analysis and a system of weights and measures that is intelligible only to the compilers of arithmetic books, to see how little they care about mere efficiency. But they have a certain power of acting without taking thought. Their world-famed hypocrisy—their double-faced attitude towards the Empire, for instance—is bound up with this. Also, in moments of supreme crisis the whole nation can suddenly draw together and act upon a species of instinct, really a code of conduct which is understood by almost everyone, though never formulated. The phrase that Hitler coined for the Germans, “a sleep-walking people”, would have been better applied to the English. Not that there is anything to be proud of in being a sleep-walker.

But here it is worth noticing a minor English trait which is extremely well marked though not often commented on, and that is a love of flowers. This is one of the first things that one notices when one reaches England from abroad, especially if one is coming from southern Europe. Does it not contradict the English indifference to the arts? Not really, because it is found in people who have no aesthetic feelings whatever. What it does link up with, however, is another English characteristic which is so much a part of us that we barely notice it, and that is the addiction to hobbies and spare-time occupations, the privateness of English life. We are a nation of flower-lovers, but also a nation of stamp-collectors, pigeon-fanciers, amateur carpenters, coupon-snippers, darts-players, crossword-puzzle fans. All the culture that is most truly native centres round things which even when they are communal are not official—the pub, the football match, the back garden, the fireside and the “nice cup of tea”. The liberty of the individual is still believed in, almost as in the nineteenth century. But this has nothing to do with economic liberty, the right to exploit others for profit. It is the liberty to have a home of your own, to do what you like in your spare time, to choose your own amusements instead of having them chosen for you from above. The most hateful of all names in an English ear is Nosey Parker. It is obvious, of course, that even this purely private liberty is a lost cause. Like all other modern peoples, the English are in process of being numbered, labelled, conscripted, “co-ordinated”. But the pull of their impulses is in the other direction, and the kind of regimentation that can be imposed on them will be modified in consequence. No party rallies, no Youth Movements, no coloured shirts, no Jew-baiting or “spontaneous” demonstrations. No Gestapo either, in all probability.

But in all societies the common people must live to some extent against the existing order. The genuinely popular culture of England is something that goes on beneath the surface, unofficially and more or less frowned on by the authorities. One thing one notices if one looks directly at the common people, especially in the big towns, is that they are not puritanical. They are inveterate gamblers, drink as much beer as their wages will permit, are devoted to bawdy jokes, and use probably the foulest language in the world. They have to satisfy these tastes in the face of astonishing, hypocritical laws (licensing laws, lottery acts, etc., etc.) which are designed to interfere with everybody but in practice allow everything to happen. Also, the common people are without definite religious belief, and have been so for centuries. The Anglican Church never had a real hold on them, it was simply a preserve of the landed gentry, and the Nonconformist sects only influenced minorities. And yet they have retained a deep tinge of Christian feeling, while almost forgetting the name of Christ. The power-worship which is the new religion of Europe, and which has infected the English intelligentsia, has never touched the common people. They have never caught up with power politics. The “realism” which is preached in Japanese and Italian newspapers would horrify them. One can learn a good deal about the spirit of England from the comic coloured postcards that you see in the windows of cheap stationers’ shops. These things are a sort of diary upon which the English people have unconsciously recorded themselves. Their old-fashioned outlook, their graded snobberies, their mixture of bawdiness and hypocrisy, their extreme gentleness, their deeply moral attitude to life, are all mirrored there.

The gentleness of the English civilization is perhaps its most marked characteristic. You notice it the instant you set foot on English soil. It is a land where the bus conductors are good-tempered and the policemen carry no revolvers. In no country inhabited by white men is it easier to shove people off the pavement. And with this goes something that is always written off by European observers as “decadence” or hypocrisy, the English hatred of war and militarism. It is rooted deep in history, and it is strong in the lower-middle class as well as the working class. Successive wars have shaken it but not destroyed it. Well within living memory it was common for “the redcoats” to be booed at in the street and for the landlords of respectable public-houses to refuse to allow soldiers on the premises. In peace-time, even when there are two million unemployed, it is difficult to fill the ranks of the tiny standing army, which is officered by the county gentry and a specialized stratum of the middle class, and manned by farm labourers and slum proletarians. The mass of the people are without military knowledge or tradition, and their attitude towards war is invariably defensive. No politician could rise to power by promising them conquests or military “glory”, no Hymn of Hate has ever made any appeal to them. In the last war the songs which the soldiers made up and sang of their own accord were not vengeful but humorous and mock-defeatist.fn1 The only enemy they ever named was the sergeant-major.

In England all the boasting and flag-wagging, the “Rule Britannia” stuff, is done by small minorities. The patriotism of the common people is not vocal or even conscious. They do not retain among their historical memories the name of a single military victory. English literature, like other literatures, is full of battle-poems, but it is worth noticing that the ones that have won for themselves a kind of popularity are always a tale of disasters and retreats. There is no popular poem about Trafalgar or Waterloo, for instance.2 Sir John Moore’s army at Corunna, fighting a desperate rear-guard action before escaping overseas (just like Dunkirk!) has more appeal than a brilliant victory.3 The most stirring battle-poem in English is about a brigade of cavalry which charged in the wrong direction. And of the last war, the four names which have really engraved themselves on the popular memory are Mons, Ypres, Gallipoli and Passchendaele, every time a disaster. The names of the great battles that finally broke the German armies are simply unknown to the general public.

The reason why the English anti-militarism disgusts foreign observers is that it ignores the existence of the British Empire. It looks like sheer hypocrisy. After all, the English have absorbed a quarter of the earth and held on to it by means of a huge navy. How dare they then turn round and say that war is wicked?

It is quite true that the English are hypocritical about their Empire. In the working class this hypocrisy takes the form of not knowing that the Empire exists. But their dislike of standing armies is a perfectly sound instinct. A navy employs comparatively few people, and it is an external weapon which cannot affect home politics directly. Military dictatorships exist everywhere, but there is no such thing as a naval dictatorship. What English people of nearly all classes loathe from the bottom of their hearts is the swaggering officer type, the jingle of spurs and the crash of boots. Decades before Hitler was ever heard of, the word “Prussian” had much the same significance in England as “Nazi” has to-day. So deep does this feeling go that for a hundred years past the officers of the British Army, in peace-time, have always worn civilian clothes when off duty.

One rapid but fairly sure guide to the social atmosphere of a country is the parade-step of its army. A military parade is really a kind of ritual dance, something like a ballet, expressing a certain philosophy of life. The goose-step, for instance, is one of the most horrible sights in the world, far more terrifying than a dive-bomber. It is simply an affirmation of naked power; contained in it, quite consciously and intentionally, is the vision of a boot crashing down on a face. Its ugliness is part of its essence, for what it is saying is “Yes, I am ugly, and you daren’t laugh at me”, like the bully who makes faces at his victim. Why is the goose-step not used in England? There are, heaven knows, plenty of army officers who would be only too glad to introduce some such thing. It is not used because the people in the street would laugh. Beyond a certain point, military display is only possible in countries where the common people dare not laugh at the army. The Italians adopted the goose-step at about the time when Italy passed definitely under German control, and, as one would expect, they do it less well than the Germans. The Vichy government, if it survives, is bound to introduce a stiffer parade-ground discipline into what is left of the French army. In the British army the drill is rigid and complicated, full of memories of the eighteenth century, but without definite swagger; the march is merely a formalized walk. It belongs to a society which is ruled by the sword, no doubt, but a sword which must never be taken out of the scabbard.

And yet the gentleness of English civilization is mixed up with barbarities and anachronisms. Our criminal law is as out of date as the muskets in the Tower. Over against the Nazi Storm Trooper you have got to set that typically English figure, the hanging judge, some gouty old bully with his mind rooted in the nineteenth century, handing out savage sentences. In England people are still hanged by the neck and flogged with the cat o’ nine tails. Both of these punishments are obscene as well as cruel, but there has never been any genuinely popular outcry against them. People accept them (and Dartmoor, and Borstal) almost as they accept the weather. They are part of “the law”, which is assumed to be unalterable.

Here one comes upon an all-important English trait: the respect for constitutionalism and legality, the belief in “the law” as something above the State and above the individual, something which is cruel and stupid, of course, but at any rate incorruptible.

It is not that anyone imagines the law to be just. Everyone knows that there is one law for the rich and another for the poor. But no one accepts the implications of this, everyone takes it for granted that the law, such as it is, will be respected, and feels a sense of outrage when it is not. Remarks like “They can’t run me in; I haven’t done anything wrong”, or “They can’t do that; it’s against the law”, are part of the atmosphere of England. The professed enemies of society have this feeling as strongly as anyone else. One sees it in prison-books like Wilfred Macartney’s Walls Have Mouths or Jim Phelan’s Jail Journey, in the solemn idiocies that take place at the trials of Conscientious Objectors, in letters to the papers from eminent Marxist professors, pointing out that this or that is a “miscarriage of British justice”. Everyone believes in his heart that the law can be, ought to be, and, on the whole, will be impartially administered. The totalitarian idea that there is no such thing as law, there is only power, has never taken root. Even the intelligentsia have only accepted it in theory.

An illusion can become a half-truth, a mask can alter the expression of a face. The familiar arguments to the effect that democracy is “just the same as” or “just as bad as” totalitarianism never take account of this fact. All such arguments boil down to saying that half a loaf is the same as no bread. In England such concepts as justice, liberty and objective truth are still believed in. They may be illusions, but they are very powerful illusions. The belief in them influences conduct, national life is different because of them. In proof of which, look about you. Where are the rubber truncheons, where is the castor oil? The sword is still in the scabbard, and while it stays there corruption cannot go beyond a certain point. The English electoral system, for instance, is an all-but open fraud. In a dozen obvious ways it is gerrymandered in the interest of the moneyed class. But until some deep change has occurred in the public mind, it cannot become completely corrupt. You do not arrive at the polling booth to find men with revolvers telling you which way to vote, nor are the votes miscounted, nor is there any direct bribery. Even hypocrisy is a powerful safeguard. The hanging judge, that evil old man in scarlet robe and horsehair wig, whom nothing short of dynamite will ever teach what century he is living in, but who will at any rate interpret the law according to the books and will in no circumstances take a money bribe, is one of the symbolic figures of England. He is a symbol of the strange mixture of reality and illusion, democracy and privilege, humbug and decency, the subtle network of compromises, by which the nation keeps itself in its familiar shape.

iii

I have spoken all the while of “the nation”, “England”, “Britain”, as though 45 million souls could somehow be treated as a unit. But is not England notoriously two nations, the rich and the poor? Dare one pretend that there is anything in common between people with £100,000 a year and people with £1 a week? And even Welsh and Scottish readers are likely to have been offended because I have used the word “England” oftener than “Britain”, as though the whole population dwelt in London and the Home Counties and neither north nor west possessed a culture of its own.

One gets a better view of this question if one considers the minor point first. It is quite true that the so-called races of Britain feel themselves to be very different from one another. A Scotsman, for instance, does not thank you if you call him an Englishman. You can see the hesitation we feel on this point by the fact that we call our islands by no less than six different names, England, Britain, Great Britain, the British Isles, the United Kingdom and, in very exalted moments, Albion. Even the differences between north and south England loom large in our own eyes. But somehow these differences fade away the moment that any two Britons are confronted by a European. It is very rare to meet a foreigner, other than an American, who can distinguish between English and Scots or even English and Irish. To a Frenchman, the Breton and the Auvergnat seem very different beings, and the accent of Marseilles is a stock joke in Paris. Yet we speak of “France” and “the French”, recognizing France as an entity, a single civilization, which in fact it is. So also with ourselves. Looked at from the outside, even the cockney and the Yorkshireman have a strong family resemblance.

And even the distinction between rich and poor dwindles somewhat when one regards the nation from the outside. There is no question about the inequality of wealth in England. It is grosser than in any European country, and you have only to look down the nearest street to see it. Economically, England is certainly two nations, if not three or four. But at the same time the vast majority of the people feel themselves to be a single nation and are conscious of resembling one another more than they resemble foreigners. Patriotism is usually stronger than class-hatred, and always stronger than any kind of internationalism. Except for a brief moment in 1920 (the “Hands off Russia” movement) the British working class have never thought or acted internationally. For two and a half years they watched their comrades in Spain slowly strangled, and never aided them by even a single strike.fn2 But when their own country (the country of Lord Nuffield4 and Mr. Montagu Norman5) was in danger, their attitude was very different. At the moment when it seemed likely that England might be invaded, Anthony Eden6 appealed over the radio for Local Defence Volunteers. He got a quarter of a million men in the first twenty-four hours, and another million in the subsequent month. One has only to compare these figures with, for instance, the number of Conscientious Objectors to see how vast is the strength of traditional loyalties compared with new ones.

In England patriotism takes different forms in different classes, but it runs like a connecting thread through nearly all of them. Only the Europeanized intelligentsia are really immune to it. As a positive emotion it is stronger in the middle class than in the upper class—the cheap public schools, for instance, are more given to patriotic demonstrations than the expensive ones—but the number of definitely treacherous rich men, the Laval-Quisling7 type, is probably very small. In the working class patriotism is profound, but it is unconscious. The working man’s heart does not leap when he sees a Union Jack. But the famous “insularity” and “xenophobia” of the English is far stronger in the working class than in the bourgeoisie. In all countries the poor are more national than the rich, but the English working class are outstanding in their abhorrence of foreign habits. Even when they are obliged to live abroad for years they refuse either to accustom themselves to foreign food or to learn foreign languages. Nearly every Englishman of working-class origin considers it effeminate to pronounce a foreign word correctly. During the war of 1914–18 the English working class were in contact with foreigners to an extent that is rarely possible. The sole result was that they brought back a hatred of all Europeans, except the Germans, whose courage they admired. In four years on French soil they did not even acquire a liking for wine. The insularity of the English, their refusal to take foreigners seriously, is a folly that has to be paid for very heavily from time to time. But it plays its part in the English mystique, and the intellectuals who have tried to break it down have generally done more harm than good. At bottom it is the same quality in the English character that repels the tourist and keeps out the invader.

Here one comes back to two English characteristics that I pointed out, seemingly rather at random, at the beginning of the last chapter. One is the lack of artistic ability. This is perhaps another way of saying that the English are outside the European culture. For there is one art in which they have shown plenty of talent, namely literature. But this is also the only art that cannot cross frontiers. Literature, especially poetry, and lyric poetry most of all, is a kind of family joke, with little or no value outside its own language-group. Except for Shakespeare, the best English poets are barely known in Europe, even as names. The only poets who are widely read are Byron, who is admired for the wrong reasons, and Oscar Wilde, who is pitied as a victim of English hypocrisy. And linked up with this, though not very obviously, is the lack of philosophical faculty, the absence in nearly all Englishmen of any need for an ordered system of thought or even for the use of logic.

Up to a point, the sense of national unity is a substitute for a “world-view”. Just because patriotism is all but universal and not even the rich are uninfluenced by it, there can come moments when the whole nation suddenly swings together and does the same thing, like a herd of cattle facing a wolf. There was such a moment, unmistakably, at the time of the disaster in France. After eight months of vaguely wondering what the war was about, the people suddenly knew what they had got to do: first, to get the army away from Dunkirk, and secondly to prevent invasion. It was like the awakening of a giant. Quick! Danger! The Philistines be upon thee, Samson! And then the swift unanimous action—and then, alas, the prompt relapse into sleep. In a divided nation that would have been exactly the moment for a big peace movement to arise. But does this mean that the instinct of the English will always tell them to do the right thing? Not at all, merely that it will tell them to do the same thing. In the 1931 General Election, for instance, we all did the wrong thing in perfect unison. We were as single-minded as the Gadarene swine. But I honestly doubt whether we can say that we were shoved down the slope against our will.

It follows that British democracy is less of a fraud than it sometimes appears. A foreign observer sees only the huge inequality of wealth, the unfair electoral system, the governing-class control over the Press, the radio and education, and concludes that democracy is simply a polite name for dictatorship. But this ignores the considerable agreement that does unfortunately exist between the leaders and the led. However much one may hate to admit it, it is almost certain that between 1931 and 1940 the National Government represented the will of the mass of the people. It tolerated slums, unemployment and a cowardly foreign policy. Yes, but so did public opinion. It was a stagnant period, and its natural leaders were mediocrities.

In spite of the campaigns of a few thousand left-wingers, it is fairly certain that the bulk of the English people were behind Chamberlain’s foreign policy. More, it is fairly certain that the same struggle was going on in Chamberlain’s mind as in the minds of ordinary people. His opponents professed to see in him a dark and wily schemer, plotting to sell England to Hitler, but it is far likelier that he was merely a stupid old man doing his best according to his very dim lights. It is difficult otherwise to explain the contradictions of his policy, his failure to grasp any of the courses that were open to him. Like the mass of the people, he did not want to pay the price either of peace or of war. And public opinion was behind him all the while, in policies that were completely incompatible with one another. It was behind him when he went to Munich, when he tried to come to an understanding with Russia, when he gave the guarantee to Poland, when he honoured it, and when he prosecuted the war half-heartedly. Only when the results of his policy became apparent did it turn against him; which is to say that it turned against its own lethargy of the past seven years. Thereupon the people picked a leader nearer to their mood, Churchill, who was at any rate able to grasp that wars are not won without fighting. Later, perhaps, they will pick another leader who can grasp that only Socialist nations can fight effectively.

Do I mean by all this that England is a genuine democracy? No, not even a reader of the Daily Telegraph8 could quite swallow that.

England is the most class-ridden country under the sun. It is a land of snobbery and privilege, ruled largely by the old and silly. But in any calculation about it one has got to take into account its emotional unity, the tendency of nearly all its inhabitants to feel alike and act together in moments of supreme crisis. It is the only great country in Europe that is not obliged to drive hundreds of thousands of its nationals into exile or the concentration camp. At this moment, after a year of war, newspapers and pamphlets abusing the Government, praising the enemy and clamouring for surrender are being sold on the streets, almost without interference. And this is less from a respect for freedom of speech than from a simple perception that these things don’t matter. It is safe to let a paper like Peace News be sold, because it is certain that ninety-five per cent of the population will never want to read it. The nation is bound together by an invisible chain. At any normal time the ruling class will rob, mismanage, sabotage, lead us into the muck; but let popular opinion really make itself heard, let them get a tug from below that they cannot avoid feeling, and it is difficult for them not to respond. The left-wing writers who denounce the whole of the ruling class as “pro-Fascist” are grossly over-simplifying. Even among the inner clique of politicians who brought us to our present pass, it is doubtful whether there were any conscious traitors. The corruption that happens in England is seldom of that kind. Nearly always it is more in the nature of self-deception, of the right hand not knowing what the left hand doeth. And being unconscious, it is limited. One sees this at its most obvious in the English Press. Is the English press honest or dishonest? At normal times it is deeply dishonest. All the papers that matter live off their advertisements, and the advertisers exercise an indirect censorship over news. Yet I do not suppose there is one paper in England that can be straightforwardly bribed with hard cash. In the France of the Third Republic all but a very few of the newspapers could notoriously be bought over the counter like so many pounds of cheese. Public life in England has never been openly scandalous. It has not reached the pitch of disintegration at which humbug can be dropped.

England is not the jewelled isle of Shakespeare’s much-quoted passage, nor is it the inferno depicted by Dr. Goebbels. More than either it resembles a family, a rather stuffy Victorian family, with not many black sheep in it but with all its cupboards bursting with skeletons. It has rich relations who have to be kow-towed to and poor relations who are horribly sat upon, and there is a deep conspiracy of silence about the source of the family income. It is a family in which the young are generally thwarted and most of the power is in the hands of irresponsible uncles and bedridden aunts. Still, it is a family. It has its private language and its common memories, and at the approach of an enemy it closes its ranks. A family with the wrong members in control—that, perhaps, is as near as one can come to describing England in a phrase.

iv

Probably the battle of Waterloo was won on the playing-fields of Eton, but the opening battles of all subsequent wars have been lost there. One of the dominant facts in English life during the past three-quarters of a century has been the decay of ability in the ruling class.

In the years between 1920 and 1940 it was happening with the speed of a chemical reaction. Yet at the moment of writing it is still possible to speak of a ruling class. Like the knife which has had two new blades and three new handles, the upper fringe of English society is still almost what it was in the mid-nineteenth century. After 1832 the old landowning aristocracy steadily lost power, but instead of disappearing or becoming a fossil they simply intermarried with the merchants, manufacturers and financiers who had replaced them, and soon turned them into accurate copies of themselves. The wealthy ship-owner or cotton-miller set up for himself an alibi as a country gentleman, while his sons learned the right mannerisms at public schools which had been designed for just that purpose. England was ruled by an aristocracy constantly recruited from parvenus. And considering what energy the self-made men possessed, and considering that they were buying their way into a class which at any rate had a tradition of public service, one might have expected that able rulers could be produced in some such way.

And yet somehow the ruling class decayed, lost its ability, its daring, finally even its ruthlessness, until a time came when stuffed shirts like Eden or Halifax9 could stand out as men of exceptional talent. As for Baldwin,10 one could not even dignify him with the name of stuffed shirt. He was simply a hole in the air. The mishandling of England’s domestic problems during the nineteen-twenties had been bad enough, but British foreign policy between 1931 and 1939 is one of the wonders of the world. Why? What had happened? What was it that at every decisive moment made every British statesman do the wrong thing with so unerring an instinct?

The underlying fact was that the whole position of the monied class had long ceased to be justifiable. There they sat, at the centre of a vast empire and a world-wide financial network, drawing interest and profits and spending them—on what? It was fair to say that life within the British Empire was in many ways better than life outside it. Still, the Empire was undeveloped, India slept in the Middle Ages, the Dominions lay empty, with foreigners jealously barred out, and even England was full of slums and unemployment. Only half a million people, the people in the country houses, definitely benefited from the existing system. Moreover, the tendency of small businesses to merge together into large ones robbed more and more of the monied class of their function and turned them into mere owners, their work being done for them by salaried managers and technicians. For long past there had been in England an entirely functionless class, living on money that was invested they hardly knew where, the “idle rich”, the people whose photographs you can look at in the Tatler and the Bystander,11 always supposing that you want to. The existence of these people was by any standard unjustifiable. They were simply parasites, less useful to society than his fleas are to a dog.

By 1920 there were many people who were aware of all this. By 1930 millions were aware of it. But the British ruling class obviously could not admit to themselves that their usefulness was at an end. Had they done that they would have had to abdicate. For it was not possible for them to turn themselves into mere bandits, like the American millionaires, consciously clinging to unjust privileges and beating down opposition by bribery and tear-gas bombs. After all, they belonged to a class with a certain tradition, they had been to public schools where the duty of dying for your country, if necessary, is laid down as the first and greatest of the Commandments. They had to feel themselves true patriots, even while they plundered their countrymen. Clearly there was only one escape for them—into stupidity. They could keep society in its existing shape only by being unable to grasp that any improvement was possible. Difficult though this was, they achieved it, largely by fixing their eyes on the past and refusing to notice the changes that were going on round them.

There is much in England that this explains. It explains the decay of country life, due to the keeping-up of a sham feudalism which drives the more spirited workers off the land. It explains the immobility of the public schools, which have barely altered since the ’eighties of the last century. It explains the military incompetence which has again and again startled the world. Since the ’fifties every war in which England has engaged has started off with a series of disasters, after which the situation has been saved by people comparatively low in the social scale. The higher commanders, drawn from the aristocracy, could never prepare for modern war, because in order to do so they would have had to admit to themselves that the world was changing. They have always clung to obsolete methods and weapons, because they inevitably saw each war as a repetition of the last.12 Before the Boer War they prepared for the Zulu War, before 1914 for the Boer War, and before the present war for 1914. Even at this moment hundreds of thousands of men in England are being trained with the bayonet, a weapon entirely useless except for opening tins. It is worth noticing that the navy and, latterly, the Air Force,13 have always been more efficient than the regular army. But the navy is only partially, and the Air Force hardly at all, within the ruling-class orbit.

It must be admitted that so long as things were peaceful the methods of the British ruling class served them well enough. Their own people manifestly tolerated them. However unjustly England might be organized, it was at any rate not torn by class warfare or haunted by secret police. The Empire was peaceful as no area of comparable size has ever been. Throughout its vast extent, nearly a quarter of the earth, there were fewer armed men than would be found necessary by a minor Balkan state. As people to live under, and looking at them merely from a liberal, negative standpoint, the British ruling class had their points. They were preferable to the truly modern men, the Nazis and Fascists. But it had long been obvious that they would be helpless against any serious attack from the outside.

They could not struggle against Nazism or Fascism, because they could not understand them. Neither could they have struggled against Communism, if Communism had been a serious force in western Europe. To understand Fascism they would have had to study the theory of Socialism, which would have forced them to realize that the economic system by which they lived was unjust, inefficient and out of date. But it was exactly this fact that they had trained themselves never to face. They dealt with Fascism as the cavalry generals of 1914 dealt with the machine gun—by ignoring it. After years of aggression and massacres, they had grasped only one fact, that Hitler and Mussolini were hostile to Communism. Therefore, it was argued, they must be friendly to the British dividend-drawer. Hence the truly frightening spectacle of Conservative M.P.s wildly cheering the news that British ships, bringing food to the Spanish Republican government, had been bombed by Italian aeroplanes. Even when they had begun to grasp that Fascism was dangerous, its essentially revolutionary nature, the huge military effort it was capable of making, the sort of tactics it would use, were quite beyond their comprehension. At the time of the Spanish civil war, anyone with as much political knowledge as can be acquired from a sixpenny pamphlet on Socialism knew that if Franco won, the result would be strategically disastrous for England; and yet generals and admirals who had given their lives to the study of war were unable to grasp this fact. This vein of political ignorance runs right through English official life, through Cabinet ministers, ambassadors, consuls, judges, magistrates, policemen. The policeman who arrests the “Red” does not understand the theories the “Red” is preaching; if he did, his own position as bodyguard of the monied class might seem less pleasant to him. There is reason to think that even military espionage is hopelessly hampered by ignorance of the new economic doctrines and the ramifications of the underground parties.

The British ruling class were not altogether wrong in thinking that Fascism was on their side. It is a fact that any rich man, unless he is a Jew, has less to fear from Fascism than from either Communism or democratic Socialism. One ought never to forget this, for nearly the whole of German and Italian propaganda is designed to cover it up. The natural instinct of men like Simon, Hoare, Chamberlain,14 etc., was to come to an agreement with Hitler. But—and here the peculiar feature of English life that I have spoken of, the deep sense of national solidarity, comes in—they could only do so by breaking up the Empire and selling their own people into semi-slavery. A truly corrupt class would have done this without hesitation, as in France. But things had not gone that distance in England. Politicians who would make cringing speeches about “the duty of loyalty to our conquerors” are hardly to be found in English public life. Tossed to and fro between their incomes and their principles, it was impossible that men like Chamberlain should do anything but make the worst of both worlds.

One thing that has always shown that the English ruling class are morally fairly sound, is that in time of war they are ready enough to get themselves killed. Several dukes, earls and what-not were killed in the recent campaign in Flanders. That could not happen if these people were the cynical scoundrels that they are sometimes declared to be. It is important not to misunderstand their motives, or one cannot predict their actions. What is to be expected of them is not treachery or physical cowardice, but stupidity, unconscious sabotage, an infallible instinct for doing the wrong thing. They are not wicked, or not altogether wicked; they are merely unteachable. Only when their money and power are gone will the younger among them begin to grasp what century they are living in.

v

The stagnation of the Empire in the between-war years affected everyone in England, but it had an especially direct effect upon two important subsections of the middle class. One was the military and imperialist middle class, generally nicknamed the Blimps, and the other the left-wing intelligentsia. These two seemingly hostile types, symbolic opposites—the halfpay colonel with his bull neck and diminutive brain, like a dinosaur, the highbrow with his domed forehead and stalk-like neck—are mentally linked together and constantly interact upon one another; in any case they are born to a considerable extent into the same families.

Thirty years ago the Blimp class was already losing its vitality. The middle-class families celebrated by Kipling, the prolific lowbrow families whose sons officered the army and navy and swarmed over all the waste places of the earth from the Yukon to the Irrawaddy, were dwindling before 1914. The thing that had killed them was the telegraph. In a narrowing world, more and more governed from Whitehall, there was every year less room for individual initiative. Men like Clive, Nelson, Nicholson,15 Gordon would find no place for themselves in the modern British Empire. By 1920 nearly every inch of the colonial empire was in the grip of Whitehall. Well-meaning, over-civilized men, in dark suits and black felt hats, with neatly-rolled umbrellas crooked over the left forearm, were imposing their constipated view of life on Malaya and Nigeria, Mombasa and Mandalay. The one-time empire-builders were reduced to the status of clerks, buried deeper and deeper under mounds of paper and red tape. In the early ’twenties one could see, all over the Empire, the older officials, who had known more spacious days, writhing impotently under the changes that were happening. From that time onwards it has been next door to impossible to induce young men of spirit to take any part in imperial administration. And what was true of the official world was true also of the commercial. The great monopoly companies swallowed up hosts of petty traders. Instead of going out to trade adventurously in the Indies one went to an office stool in Bombay or Singapore. And life in Bombay or Singapore was actually duller and safer than life in London. Imperialist sentiment remained strong in the middle class, chiefly owing to family tradition, but the job of administering the Empire had ceased to appeal. Few able men went east of Suez if there was any way of avoiding it.

But the general weakening of imperialism, and to some extent of the whole British morale, that took place during the nineteen-thirties, was partly the work of the left-wing intelligentsia, itself a kind of growth that had sprouted from the stagnation of the Empire.

It should be noted that there is now no intelligentsia that is not in some sense “Left”. Perhaps the last right-wing intellectual was T. E. Lawrence.16 Since about 1930 everyone describable as an “intellectual” has lived in a state of chronic discontent with the existing order. Necessarily so, because society as it was constituted had no room for him. In an Empire that was simply stagnant, neither being developed nor falling to pieces, and in an England ruled by people whose chief asset was their stupidity, to be “clever” was to be suspect. If you had the kind of brain that could understand the poems of T. S. Eliot or the theories of Karl Marx, the higher-ups would see to it that you were kept out of any important job. The intellectuals could find a function for themselves only in the literary reviews and the left-wing political parties.

The mentality of the English left-wing intelligentsia can be studied in half a dozen weekly and monthly papers. The immediately striking thing about all these papers is their generally negative, querulous attitude, their complete lack at all times of any constructive suggestion. There is little in them except the irresponsible carping of people who have never been and never expect to be in a position of power. Another marked characteristic is the emotional shallowness of people who live in a world of ideas and have little contact with physical reality. Many intellectuals of the Left were flabbily pacifist up to 1935, shrieked for war against Germany in the years 1935–9, and then promptly cooled off when the war started. It is broadly though not precisely true that the people who were most “anti-Fascist” during the Spanish civil war are most defeatist now. And underlying this is the really important fact about so many of the English intelligentsia—their severance from the common culture of the country.

In intention, at any rate, the English intelligentsia are Europeanized. They take their cookery from Paris and their opinions from Moscow. In the general patriotism of the country they form a sort of island of dissident thought. England is perhaps the only great country whose intellectuals are ashamed of their own nationality. In left-wing circles it is always felt that there is something slightly disgraceful in being an Englishman and that it is a duty to snigger at every English institution, from horse-racing to suet puddings. It is a strange fact, but it is unquestionably true, that almost any English intellectual would feel more ashamed of standing to attention during “God save the King” than of stealing from a poor box. All through the critical years many left-wingers were chipping away at English morale, trying to spread an outlook that was sometimes squashily pacifist, sometimes violently pro-Russian, but always anti-British. It is questionable how much effect this had, but it certainly had some. If the English people suffered for several years a real weakening of morale, so that the Fascist nations judged that they were “decadent” and that it was safe to plunge into war, the intellectual sabotage from the Left was partly responsible. Both the New Statesman and the News-Chronicle cried out against the Munich settlement, but even they had done something to make it possible. Ten years of systematic Blimp-baiting affected even the Blimps themselves and made it harder than it had been before to get intelligent young men to enter the armed forces. Given the stagnation of the Empire the military middle class must have decayed in any case, but the spread of a shallow Leftism hastened the process.

It is clear that the special position of the English intellectuals during the past ten years, as purely negative creatures, mere anti-Blimps, was a by-product of ruling-class stupidity. Society could not use them, and they had not got it in them to see that devotion to one’s country implies “for better, for worse”. Both Blimps and highbrows took for granted, as though it were a law of nature, the divorce between patriotism and intelligence. If you were a patriot you read Blackwood’s Magazine and publicly thanked God that you were “not brainy”. If you were an intellectual you sniggered at the Union Jack and regarded physical courage as barbarous. It is obvious that this preposterous convention cannot continue. The Bloomsbury highbrow, with his mechanical snigger, is as out of date as the cavalry colonel. A modern nation cannot afford either of them. Patriotism and intelligence will have to come together again. It is the fact that we are fighting a war, and a very peculiar kind of war, that may make this possible.

vi

One of the most important developments in England during the past twenty years has been the upward and downward extension of the middle class. It has happened on such a scale as to make the old classification of society into capitalists, proletarians and petit-bourgeois (small property-owners) almost obsolete.

England is a country in which property and financial power are concentrated in very few hands. Few people in modern England own anything at all, except clothes, furniture and possibly a house. The peasantry have long since disappeared, the independent shopkeeper is being destroyed, the small business-man is diminishing in numbers. But at the same time modern industry is so complicated that it cannot get along without great numbers of managers, salesmen, engineers, chemists and technicians of all kinds, drawing fairly large salaries. And these in turn call into being a professional class of doctors, lawyers, teachers, artists, etc., etc. The tendency of advanced capitalism has therefore been to enlarge the middle class and not to wipe it out as it once seemed likely to do.

But much more important than this is the spread of middle-class ideas and habits among the working class. The British working class are now better off in almost all ways than they were thirty years ago. This is partly due to the efforts of the Trade Unions, but partly to the mere advance of physical science. It is not always realized that within rather narrow limits the standard of life of a country can rise without a corresponding rise in real-wages. Up to a point, civilization can lift itself up by its boot-tags. However unjustly society is organized, certain technical advances are bound to benefit the whole community, because certain kinds of goods are necessarily held in common. A millionaire cannot, for example, light the streets for himself while darkening them for other people. Nearly all citizens of civilized countries now enjoy the use of good roads, germ-free water, police protection, free libraries and probably free education of a kind. Public education in England has been meanly starved of money, but it has nevertheless improved, largely owing to the devoted efforts of the teachers, and the habit of reading has become enormously more widespread. To an increasing extent the rich and the poor read the same books, and they also see the same films and listen to the same radio programmes. And the differences in their way of life have been diminished by the mass-production of cheap clothes and improvements in housing. So far as outward appearance goes, the clothes of rich and poor, especially in the case of women, differ far less then they did thirty or even fifteen years ago. As to housing, England still has slums which are a blot on civilization, but much building has been done during the past ten years, largely by the local authorities. The modern Council house, with its bathroom and electric light, is smaller than the stockbroker’s villa, but it is recognizably the same kind of house, which the farm labourer’s cottage is not. A person who has grown up in a Council housing estate is likely to be—indeed, visibly is—more middle class in outlook than a person who has grown up in a slum.

The effect of all this is a general softening of manners. It is enhanced by the fact that modern industrial methods tend always to demand less muscular effort and therefore to leave people with more energy when their day’s work is done. Many workers in the light industries are less truly manual labourers than is a doctor or a grocer. In tastes, habits, manners and outlook the working class and the middle class are drawing together. The unjust distinctions remain, but the real differences diminish. The old-style “proletarian”—collarless, unshaven and with muscles warped by heavy labour—still exists, but he is constantly decreasing in numbers; he only predominates in the heavy-industry areas of the north of England.

After 1918 there began to appear something that had never existed in England before: people of indeterminate social class. In 1910 every human being in these islands could be “placed” in an instant by his clothes, manners and accent. That is no longer the case. Above all, it is not the case in the new townships that have developed as a result of cheap motor cars and the southward shift of industry. The place to look for the germs of the future England is in the light-industry areas and along the arterial roads. In Slough, Dagenham, Barnet, Letchworth, Hayes—everywhere, indeed, on the outskirts of great towns—the old pattern is gradually changing into something new. In those vast new wildernesses of glass and brick the sharp distinctions of the older kind of town, with its slums and mansions, or of the country, with its manor-houses and squalid cottages, no longer exist. There are wide gradations of income, but it is the same kind of life that is being lived at different levels, in labour-saving flats or Council houses, along the concrete roads and in the naked democracy of the swimming-pools. It is a rather restless, cultureless life, centring round tinned food, Picture Post,17 the radio and the internal combustion engine. It is a civilization in which children grow up with an intimate knowledge of magnetoes and in complete ignorance of the Bible. To that civilization belong the people who are most at home in and most definitely of the modern world, the technicians and the higher-paid skilled workers, the airmen and their mechanics, the radio experts, film producers, popular journalists and industrial chemists. They are the indeterminate stratum at which the older class distinctions are beginning to break down.

This war, unless we are defeated, will wipe out most of the existing class privileges. There are every day fewer people who wish them to continue. Nor need we fear that as the pattern changes life in England will lose its peculiar flavour. The new red cities of Greater London are crude enough, but these things are only the rash that accompanies a change. In whatever shape England emerges from the war, it will be deeply tinged with the characteristics that I have spoken of earlier. The intellectuals who hope to see it Russianized or Germanized will be disappointed. The gentleness, the hypocrisy, the thoughtlessness, the reverence for law and the hatred of uniforms will remain, along with the suet puddings and the misty skies. It needs some very great disaster, such as prolonged subjugation by a foreign enemy, to destroy a national culture. The Stock Exchange will be pulled down, the horse plough will give way to the tractor, the country houses will be turned into children’s holiday camps, the Eton and Harrow match will be forgotten, but England will still be England, an everlasting animal stretching into the future and the past, and, like all living things, having the power to change out of recognition and yet remain the same.




Part II: Shopkeepers at War

i

I began this book to the tune of German bombs, and I begin this second chapter in the added racket of the barrage. The yellow gun-flashes are lighting the sky, the splinters are rattling on the house-tops, and London Bridge is falling down, falling down, falling down. Anyone able to read a map knows that we are in deadly danger. I do not mean that we are beaten or need be beaten. Almost certainly the outcome depends on our own will. But at this moment we are in the soup, full fathom five, and we have been brought there by follies which we are still committing and which will drown us altogether if we do not mend our ways quickly.

What this war has demonstrated is that private capitalism—that is, an economic system in which land, factories, mines and transport are owned privately and operated solely for profit—does not work. It cannot deliver the goods. This fact had been known to millions of people for years past, but nothing ever came of it, because there was no real urge from below to alter the system, and those at the top had trained themselves to be impenetrably stupid on just this point. Argument and propaganda got one nowhere. The lords of property simply sat on their bottoms and proclaimed that all was for the best. Hitler’s conquest of Europe, however, was a physical debunking of capitalism. War, for all its evil, is at any rate an unanswerable test of strength, like a try-your-grip machine. Great strength returns the penny, and there is no way of faking the result.

When the nautical screw was first invented, there was a controversy that lasted for years as to whether screw-steamers or paddle-steamers were better. The paddle-steamers, like all obsolete things, had their champions, who supported them by ingenious arguments. Finally, however, a distinguished admiral tied a screw-steamer and a paddle-steamer of equal horse-power stern to stern and set their engines running. That settled the question once and for all. And it was something similar that happened on the fields of Norway and of Flanders. Once and for all it was proved that a planned economy is stronger than a planless one. But it is necessary here to give some kind of definition to those much-abused words, Socialism and Fascism.

Socialism is usually defined as “common ownership of the means of production”. Crudely: the State, representing the whole nation, owns everything, and everyone is a State employee. This does not mean that people are stripped of private possessions such as clothes and furniture, but it does mean that all productive goods, such as land, mines, ships and machinery, are the property of the State. The State is the sole large-scale producer. It is not certain that Socialism is in all ways superior to capitalism, but it is certain that, unlike capitalism, it can solve the problems of production and consumption. At normal times a capitalist economy can never consume all that it produces, so that there is always a wasted surplus (wheat burned in furnaces, herrings dumped back into the sea, etc., etc.) and always unemployment. In time of war, on the other hand, it has difficulty in producing all that it needs, because nothing is produced unless someone sees his way to making a profit out of it. In a Socialist economy these problems do not exist. The State simply calculates what goods will be needed and does its best to produce them. Production is only limited by the amount of labour and raw materials. Money, for internal purposes, ceases to be a mysterious all-powerful thing and becomes a sort of coupon or ration-ticket, issued in sufficient quantities to buy up such consumption-goods as may be available at the moment.

However, it has become clear in the last few years that “common ownership of the means of production” is not in itself a sufficient definition of Socialism. One must also add the following: approximate equality of incomes (it need be no more than approximate), political democracy, and abolition of all hereditary privilege, especially in education. These are simply the necessary safeguards against the reappearance of a class-system. Centralized ownership has very little meaning unless the mass of the people are living roughly upon an equal level, and have some kind of control over the government. “The State” may come to mean no more than a self-elected political party, and oligarchy and privilege can return, based on power rather than on money.

But what then is Fascism?

Fascism, at any rate the German version, is a form of capitalism that borrows from Socialism just such features as will make it efficient for war purposes. Internally, Germany has a good deal in common with a Socialist state. Ownership has never been abolished, there are still capitalists and workers, and—this is the important point, and the real reason why rich men all over the world tend to sympathize with Fascism—generally speaking the same people are capitalists and the same people workers as before the Nazi revolution. But at the same time the State, which is simply the Nazi Party, is in control of everything. It controls investment, raw materials, rates of interest, working hours, wages. The factory-owner still owns his factory, but he is for practical purposes reduced to the status of a manager. Everyone is in effect a State employee, though the salaries vary very greatly. The mere efficiency of such a system, the elimination of waste and obstruction, is obvious. In seven years it has built up the most powerful war machine the world has ever seen.

But the idea underlying Fascism is irreconcilably different from that which underlies Socialism. Socialism aims, ultimately, at a world-state of free and equal human beings. It takes the equality of human rights for granted. Nazism assumes just the opposite. The driving force behind the Nazi movement is the belief in human inequality, the superiority of Germans to all other races, the right of Germany to rule the world. Outside the German Reich it does not recognize any obligations. Eminent Nazi professors have “proved” over and over again that only Nordic man is fully human, have even mooted the idea that non-Nordic peoples (such as ourselves) can interbreed with gorillas! Therefore, while a species of war-Socialism exists within the German state, its attitude towards conquered nations is frankly that of an exploiter. The function of the Czechs, Poles, French, etc., is simply to produce such goods as Germany may need, and get in return just as little as will keep them from open rebellion. If we are conquered, our job will probably be to manufacture weapons for Hitler’s forthcoming wars with Russia and America. The Nazis aim, in effect, at setting up a kind of caste system, with four main castes corresponding rather closely to those of the Hindu religion. At the top comes the Nazi Party, second come the mass of the German people, third come the conquered European populations. Fourth and last are to come the coloured peoples, the “semi-apes” as Hitler calls them, who are to be reduced quite openly to slavery.

However horrible this system may seem to us, it works. It works because it is a planned system geared to a definite purpose, world-conquest, and not allowing any private interest, either of capitalist or worker, to stand in its way. British capitalism does not work, because it is a competitive system in which private profit is and must be the main objective. It is a system in which all the forces are pulling in opposite directions and the interests of the individual are as often as not totally opposed to those of the State.

All through the critical years British capitalism, with its immense industrial plant and its unrivalled supply of skilled labour, was unequal to the strain of preparing for war. To prepare for war on the modern scale you have got to divert the greater part of your national income to armaments, which means cutting down on consumption goods. A bombing plane, for instance, is equivalent in price to fifty small motor cars, or eighty thousand pairs of silk stockings, or a million loaves of bread. Clearly you can’t have many bombing planes without lowering the national standard of life. It is guns or butter, as Marshal Goring remarked.18 But in Chamberlain’s England the transition could not be made. The rich would not face the necessary taxation, and while the rich are still visibly rich it is not possible to tax the poor very heavily either. Moreover, so long as profit was the main object the manufacturer had no incentive to change over from consumption goods to armaments. A business-man’s first duty is to his share-holders. Perhaps England needs tanks, but perhaps it pays better to manufacture motor cars. To prevent war material from reaching the enemy is common sense, but to sell in the highest market is a business duty. Right at the end of August 1939 the British dealers were tumbling over one another in their eagerness to sell Germany tin, rubber, copper and shellac—and this in the clear, certain knowledge that war was going to break out in a week or two. It was about as sensible as selling somebody a razor to cut your throat with. But it was “good business”.

And now look at the results. After 1934 it was known that Germany was rearming. After 1936 everyone with eyes in his head knew that war was coming. After Munich it was merely a question of how soon the war would begin. In September 1939 war broke out. Eight months later it was discovered that, so far as equipment went, the British army was barely beyond the standard of 1918. We saw our soldiers fighting their way desperately to the coast, with one aeroplane against three, with rifles against tanks, with bayonets against tommy-guns. There were not even enough revolvers to supply all the officers. After a year of war the regular army was still short of 300,000 tin hats. There had even, previously, been a shortage of uniforms—this in one of the greatest woollen-producing countries in the world!

What had happened was that the whole monied class, unwilling to face a change in their way of life, had shut their eyes to the nature of Fascism and modern war. And false optimism was fed to the general public by the gutter press, which lives on its advertisements and is therefore interested in keeping trade conditions normal. Year after year the Beaverbrook press19 assured us in huge headlines that THERE WILL BE NO WAR, and as late as the beginning of 1939 Lord Rothermere20 was describing Hitler as “a great gentleman”. And while England in the moment of disaster proved to be short of every war material except ships, it is not recorded that there was any shortage of motor cars, fur coats, gramophones, lipstick, chocolates or silk stockings. And dare anyone pretend that the same tug-of-war between private profit and public necessity is not still continuing? England fights for her life, but business must fight for profits. You can hardly open a newspaper without seeing the two contradictory processes happening side by side. On the very same page you will find the government urging you to save and the seller of some useless luxury urging you to spend. Lend to Defend, but Guinness is Good for You. Buy a Spitfire, but also buy Haig and Haig, Pond’s Face Cream and Black Magic Chocolates.

But one thing gives hope—the visible swing in public opinion. If we can survive this war, the defeat in Flanders will turn out to have been one of the great turning-points in English history. In that spectacular disaster the working class, the middle class and even a section of the business community could see the utter rottenness of private capitalism. Before that the case against capitalism had never been proved. Russia, the only definitely Socialist country, was backward and far away. All criticism broke itself against the rat-trap faces of bankers and the brassy laughter of stockbrokers. Socialism? Ha! ha! ha! Where’s the money to come from? Ha! ha! ha! The lords of property were firm in their seats, and they knew it. But after the French collapse there came something that could not be laughed away, something that neither cheque-books nor policemen were any use against—the bombing. Zweee—BOOM! What’s that? Oh, only a bomb on the Stock Exchange. Zweee—BOOM! Another acre of somebody’s valuable slum-property gone west. Hitler will at any rate go down in history as the man who made the City of London laugh on the wrong side of its face. For the first time in their lives the comfortable were uncomfortable, the professional optimists had to admit that there was something wrong. It was a great step forward. From that time onwards the ghastly job of trying to convince artificially stupefied people that a planned economy might be better than a free-for-all in which the worst man wins—that job will never be quite so ghastly again.
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The difference between Socialism and capitalism is not primarily a difference of technique. One cannot simply change from one system to the other as one might install a new piece of machinery in a factory, and then carry on as before, with the same people in positions of control. Obviously there is also needed a complete shift of power. New blood, new men, new ideas—in the true sense of the word, a revolution.

I have spoken earlier of the soundness and homogeneity of England, the patriotism that runs like a connecting thread through almost all classes. After Dunkirk anyone who had eyes in his head could see this. But it is absurd to pretend that the promise of that moment has been fulfilled. Almost certainly the mass of the people are now ready for the vast changes that are necessary; but those changes have not even begun to happen.

England is a family with the wrong members in control. Almost entirely we are governed by the rich, and by people who step into positions of command by right of birth. Few if any of these people are consciously treacherous, some of them are not even fools, but as a class they are quite incapable of leading us to victory. They could not do it, even if their material interests did not constantly trip them up. As I pointed out earlier, they have been artificially stupefied. Quite apart from anything else, the rule of money sees to it that we shall be governed largely by the old—that is, by people utterly unable to grasp what age they are living in or what enemy they are fighting. Nothing was more desolating at the beginning of this war than the way in which the whole of the older generation conspired to pretend that it was the war of 1914–18 over again. All the old duds were back on the job, twenty years older, with the skull plainer in their faces. Ian Hay was cheering up the troops, Belloc was writing articles on strategy, Maurois doing broadcasts, Bairnsfather drawing cartoons.21 It was like a tea-party of ghosts. And that state of affairs has barely altered. The shock of disaster brought a few able men like Bevin22 to the front, but in general we are still commanded by people who managed to live through the years 1931–39 without even discovering that Hitler was dangerous. A generation of the unteachable is hanging upon us like a necklace of corpses.

As soon as one considers any problem of this war—and it does not matter whether it is the widest aspect of strategy or the tiniest detail of home organization—one sees that the necessary moves cannot be made while the social structure of England remains what it is. Inevitably, because of their position and upbringing, the ruling class are fighting for their own privileges, which cannot possibly be reconciled with the public interest. It is a mistake to imagine that war-aims, strategy, propaganda and industrial organization exist in watertight compartments. All are interconnected. Every strategic plan, every tactical method, even every weapon will bear the stamp of the social system that produced it. The British ruling class are fighting against Hitler, whom they have always regarded and whom some of them still regard as their protector against Bolshevism. That does not mean that they will deliberately sell out; but it does mean that at every decisive moment they are likely to falter, pull their punches, do the wrong thing.

Until the Churchill government called some sort of halt to the process, they have done the wrong thing with an unerring instinct ever since 1931. They helped Franco to overthrow the Spanish government, although anyone not an imbecile could have told them that a Fascist Spain would be hostile to England. They fed Italy with war materials all through the winter of 1939–40, although it was obvious to the whole world that the Italians were going to attack us in the spring. For the sake of a few hundred thousand dividend-drawers they are turning India from an ally into an enemy. Moreover, so long as the monied classes remain in control, we cannot develop any but a defensive strategy. Every victory means a change in the status quo. How can we drive the Italians out of Abyssinia without rousing echoes among the coloured peoples of our own Empire? How can we even smash Hitler without the risk of bringing the German Socialists and Communists into power? The left-wingers who wail that “this is a capitalist” war and that “British Imperialism” is fighting for loot have got their heads screwed on backwards. The last thing the British monied class wish for is to acquire fresh territory. It would simply be an embarrassment. Their war-aim (both unattainable and unmentionable) is simply to hang on to what they have got.

Internally, England is still the rich man’s Paradise. All talk of “equality of sacrifice” is nonsense. At the same time as factory-workers are asked to put up with longer hours, advertisements for “Butler. One in family, eight in staff” are appearing in the press. The bombed-out populations of the East End go hungry and homeless while wealthier victims simply step into their cars and flee to comfortable country houses. The Home Guard swells to a million men in a few weeks, and is deliberately organized from above in such a way that only people with private incomes can hold positions of command. Even the rationing system is so arranged that it hits the poor all the time, while people with over £2000 a year are practically unaffected by it. Everywhere privilege is squandering good will. In such circumstances even propaganda becomes almost impossible. As attempts to stir up patriotic feeling, the red posters issued by the Chamberlain government at the beginning of the war broke all depth-records. Yet they could not have been much other than they were, for how could Chamberlain and his followers take the risk of rousing strong popular feeling against Fascism? Anyone who was genuinely hostile to Facism must also be opposed to Chamberlain himself, and to all the others who had helped Hitler into power. So also with external propaganda. In all Lord Halifax’s speeches there is not one concrete proposal for which a single inhabitant of Europe would risk the top joint of his little finger. For what war-aim can Halifax, or anyone like him, conceivably have, except to put the clock back to 1933?

It is only by revolution that the native genius of the English people can be set free. Revolution does not mean red flags and street fighting, it means a fundamental shift of power. Whether it happens with or without bloodshed is largely an accident of time and place. Nor does it mean the dictatorship of a single class. The people in England who grasp what changes are needed and are capable of carrying them through are not confined to any one class, though it is true that very few people with over £2000 a year are among them. What is wanted is a conscious open revolt by ordinary people against inefficiency, class privilege and the rule of the old. It is not primarily a question of change of government. British governments do, broadly speaking, represent the will of the people, and if we alter our structure from below we shall get the government we need. Ambassadors, generals, officials and colonial administrators who are senile or pro-Fascist are more dangerous than Cabinet ministers whose follies have to be committed in public. Right through our national life we have got to fight against privilege, against the notion that a half-witted public-schoolboy is better fitted for command than an intelligent mechanic. Although there are gifted and honest individuals among them, we have got to break the grip of the monied class as a whole. England has got to assume its real shape. The England that is only just beneath the surface, in the factories and the newspaper offices, in the aeroplanes and the submarines, has got to take charge of its own destiny.

In the short run, equality of sacrifice, “war communism”, is even more important than radical economic changes. It is very necessary that industry should be nationalized, but it is more urgently necessary that such monstrosities as butlers and “private incomes” should disappear forthwith. Almost certainly the main reason why the Spanish Republic could keep up the fight for two and a half years against impossible odds was that there were no gross contrasts of wealth. The people suffered horribly, but they all suffered alike. When the private soldier had not a cigarette, the general had not one either. Given equality of sacrifice, the morale of a country like England would probably be unbreakable. But at present we have nothing to appeal to except traditional patriotism, which is deeper here than elsewhere, but is not necessarily bottomless. At some point or another you have got to deal with the man who says “I should be no worse off under Hitler”. But what answer can you give him—that is, what answer that you can expect him to listen to—while common soldiers risk their lives for two and sixpence a day, and fat women ride about in Rolls-Royce cars, nursing Pekingeses?

It is quite likely that this war will last three years. It will mean cruel overwork, cold dull winters, uninteresting food, lack of amusements, prolonged bombing. It cannot but lower the general standard of living, because the essential act of war is to manufacture armaments instead of consumable goods. The working classes will have to suffer terrible things. And they will suffer them, almost indefinitely, provided that they know what they are fighting for. They are not cowards, and they are not even internationally-minded. They can stand all that the Spanish workers stood, and more. But they will want some kind of proof that a better life is ahead for themselves and their children. The one sure earnest of that is that when they are taxed and overworked they shall see that the rich are being hit even harder. And if the rich squeal audibly, so much the better.

We can bring these things about, if we really want to. It is not true that public opinion has no power in England. It never makes itself heard without achieving something; it has been responsible for most of the changes for the better during the past six months. But we have moved with glacier-like slowness, and we have learned only from disasters. It took the fall of Paris to get rid of Chamberlain and the unnecessary suffering of scores of thousands of people in the East End to get rid or partially rid of Sir John Anderson. It is not worth losing a battle in order to bury a corpse. For we are fighting against swift evil intelligences, and time presses, and

History to the defeated

May say Alas but cannot help or pardon.23
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During the last six months there has been much talk of “the Fifth Column”.24 From time to time obscure lunatics have been jailed for making speeches in favour of Hitler, and large numbers of German refugees have been interned, a thing which has almost certainly done us great harm in Europe. It is of course obvious that the idea of a large, organized army of Fifth Columnists suddenly appearing on the streets with weapons in their hands, as in Holland and Belgium, is ridiculous. Nevertheless a Fifth Column danger does exist. One can only consider it if one also considers in what way England might be defeated.

It does not seem probable that air bombing can settle a major war. England might well be invaded and conquered, but the invasion would be a dangerous gamble, and if it happened and failed it would probably leave us more united and less Blimp-ridden than before. Moreover, if England were overrun by foreign troops the English people would know that they had been beaten and would continue the struggle. It is doubtful whether they could be held down permanently, or whether Hitler wishes to keep an army of a million men stationed in these islands. A government of ——, —— and —— (you can fill in the names) would suit him better. The English can probably not be bullied into surrender, but they might quite easily be bored, cajoled or cheated into it, provided that, as at Munich, they did not know that they were surrendering. It could happen most easily when the war seemed to be going well rather than badly. The threatening tone of so much of the German and Italian propaganda is a psychological mistake. It only gets home on intellectuals. With the general public the proper approach would be “Let’s call it a draw”. It is when a peace-offer along those lines is made that the pro-Fascists will raise their voices.

But who are the pro-Fascists? The idea of a Hitler victory appeals to the very rich, to the Communists, to Mosley’s followers,25 to the pacifists, and to certain sections among the Catholics. Also, if things went badly enough on the Home front, the whole of the poorer section of the working class might swing round to a position that was defeatist though not actively pro-Hitler.

In this motley list one can see the daring of German propaganda, its willingness to offer everything to everybody. But the various pro-Fascist forces are not consciously acting together, and they operate in different ways.

The Communists must certainly be regarded as pro-Hitler, and are bound to remain so unless Russian policy changes, but they have not very much influence. Mosley’s Blackshirts, though now lying very low, are a more serious danger, because of the footing they probably possess in the armed forces. Still, even in its palmiest days Mosley’s following can hardly have numbered 50,000. Pacifism is a psychological curiosity rather than a political movement. Some of the extremer pacifists, starting out with a complete renunciation of violence, have ended by warmly championing Hitler and even toying with anti-semitism. This is interesting, but it is not important. “Pure” pacifism, which is a by-product of naval power, can only appeal to people in very sheltered positions. Moreover, being negative and irresponsible, it does not inspire much devotion. Of the membership of the Peace Pledge Union, less than 15 per cent even pay their annual subscriptions. None of these bodies of people, pacifists, Communists or Blackshirts, could bring a large-scale stop-the-war movement into being by their own efforts. But they might help to make things very much easier for a treacherous government negotiating surrender. Like the French Communists, they might become the half-conscious agents of millionaires.

The real danger is from above. One ought not to pay any attention to Hitler’s recent line of talk about being the friend of the poor man, the enemy of plutocracy, etc., etc. Hitler’s real self is in Mein Kampf, and in his actions. He has never persecuted the rich, except when they were Jews or when they tried actively to oppose him. He stands for a centralized economy which robs the capitalist of most of his power but leaves the structure of society much as before. The State controls industry, but there are still rich and poor, masters and men. Therefore, as against genuine Socialism, the monied class have always been on his side. This was crystal clear at the time of the Spanish civil war, and clear again at the time when France surrendered. Hitler’s puppet government are not working-men, but a gang of bankers, gaga generals and corrupt right-wing politicians.

That kind of spectacular, conscious treachery is less likely to succeed in England, indeed is far less likely even to be tried. Nevertheless, to many payers of super-tax this war is simply an insane family squabble which ought to be stopped at all costs. One need not doubt that a “peace” movement is on foot somewhere in high places; probably a shadow Cabinet has already been formed. These people will get their chance not in the moment of defeat but in some stagnant period when boredom is reinforced by discontent. They will not talk about surrender, only about peace; and doubtless they will persuade themselves, and perhaps other people, that they are acting for the best. An army of unemployed led by millionaires quoting the Sermon on the Mount—that is our danger. But it cannot arise when we have once introduced a reasonable degree of social justice. The lady in the Rolls-Royce car is more damaging to morale than a fleet of Göring’s bombing-planes.




Part III: The English Revolution

i

The English revolution started several years ago, and it began to gather momentum when the troops came back from Dunkirk. Like all else in England, it happens in a sleepy unwilling way, but it is happening. The war has speeded it up, but it has also increased, and desperately, the necessity for speed.

Progress and reaction are ceasing to have anything to do with party labels. If one wishes to name a particular moment, one can say that the old distinction between Right and Left broke down when Picture Post was first published. What are the politics of Picture Post? Or of Cavalcade, or Priestley’s broadcasts, or the leading articles in the Evening Standard?26 None of the old classifications will fit them. They merely point to the existence of multitudes of unlabelled people who have grasped within the last year or two that something is wrong. But since a classless, ownerless society is generally spoken of as “Socialism”, we can give that name to the society towards which we are now moving. The war and the revolution are inseparable. We cannot establish anything that a Western nation would regard as Socialism without defeating Hitler; on the other hand we cannot defeat Hitler while we remain economically and socially in the nineteenth century. The past is fighting the future, and we have two years, a year, possibly only a few months, to see to it that the future wins.

We cannot look to this or to any similar government to put through the necessary changes of its own accord. The initiative will have to come from below. That means that there will have to arise something that has never yet existed in England, a Socialist movement that actually has the mass of the people behind it. But one must start by recognizing why it is that English Socialism has failed.

In England there is only one Socialist party that has ever seriously mattered, the Labour Party. It has never been able to achieve any major change, because except in purely domestic matters it has never possessed a genuinely independent policy. It was and is primarily a party of the Trade Unions, devoted to raising wages and improving working conditions. This meant that all through the critical years it was directly interested in the prosperity of British capitalism. In particular it was interested in the maintenance of the British Empire, for the wealth of England was drawn largely from Asia and Africa. The standard of living of the Trade Union workers, whom the Labour Party represented, depended indirectly on the sweating of Indian coolies. At the same time the Labour Party was a Socialist party, using Socialist phraseology, thinking in terms of an old-fashioned anti-imperialism and more or less pledged to make restitution to the coloured races. It had to stand for the “independence” of India, just as it had to stand for disarmament and “progress” generally. Nevertheless everyone was aware that this was nonsense. In the age of the tank and the bombing plane, backward agricultural countries like India and the African colonies can no more be independent than can a cat or a dog. Had any Labour Government come into office with a clear majority and then proceeded to grant India anything that could truly be called independence, India would simply have been absorbed by Japan, or divided between Japan and Russia.

To a Labour Government in power, three imperial policies would have been open. One was to continue administering the Empire exactly as before, which meant dropping all pretensions to Socialism. Another was to set the subject peoples “free”, which meant in practice handing them over to Japan, Italy and other predatory powers, and incidentally causing a catastrophic drop in the British standard of living. The third was to develop a positive imperial policy, and aim at transforming the Empire into a federation of Socialist states, like a looser and freer version of the Union of Soviet Republics. But the Labour Party’s history and background made this impossible. It was a party of the Trade Unions, hopelessly parochial in outlook, with little interest in imperial affairs and no contacts among the men who actually held the Empire together. It would have had to hand over the administration of India and Africa and the whole job of imperial defence to men drawn from a different class and traditionally hostile to Socialism. Overshadowing everything was the doubt whether a Labour Government which meant business could make itself obeyed. For all the size of its following, the Labour Party had no footing in the navy, little or none in the army or Air Force, none whatever in the colonial services, and not even a sure footing in the Home civil service. In England its position was strong but not unchallengeable, and outside England all the key points were in the hands of its enemies. Once in power, the same dilemma would always have faced it: carry out your promises, and risk revolt, or continue with the same policy as the Conservatives, and stop talking about Socialism. The Labour leaders never found a solution, and from 1935 onwards it was very doubtful whether they had any wish to take office. They had degenerated into a Permanent Opposition.

Outside the Labour Party there existed several extremist parties, of whom the Communists were the strongest. The Communists had considerable influence in the Labour Party in the years 1920–6 and 1935–9. Their chief importance, and that of the whole left wing of the Labour movement, was the part they played in alienating the middle classes from Socialism.

The history of the past seven years has made it perfectly clear that Communism has no chance in Western Europe. The appeal of Fascism is enormously greater. In one country after another the Communists have been rooted out by their more up-to-date enemies, the Nazis. In the English-speaking countries they never had a serious footing. The creed they were spreading could appeal only to a rather rare type of person, found chiefly in the middle-class intelligentsia, the type who has ceased to love his own country but still feels the need of patriotism, and therefore develops patriotic sentiments towards Russia. By 1940, after working for twenty years and spending a great deal of money, the British Communists had barely 20,000 members, actually a smaller number than they had started out with in 1920. The other Marxist parties were of even less importance. They had not the Russian money and prestige behind them, and even more than the Communists they were tied to the nineteenth-century doctrine of the class war. They continued year after year to preach this out-of-date gospel, and never drew any inference from the fact that it got them no followers.

Nor did any strong native Fascist movement grow up. Material conditions were not bad enough, and no leader who could be taken seriously was forthcoming. One would have had to look a long time to find a man more barren of ideas than Sir Oswald Mosley. He was as hollow as a jug. Even the elementary fact that Fascism must not offend national sentiment had escaped him. His entire movement was imitated slavishly from abroad, the uniform and the party programme from Italy and the salute from Germany, with the Jew-baiting tacked on as an afterthought, Mosley having actually started his movement with Jews among his most prominent followers. A man of the stamp of Bottomley27 or Lloyd George could perhaps have brought a real British Fascist movement into existence. But such leaders only appear when the psychological need for them exists.

After twenty years of stagnation and unemployment, the entire English Socialist movement was unable to produce a version of Socialism which the mass of the people could even find desirable. The Labour Party stood for a timid reformism, the Marxists were looking at the modern world through nineteenth-century spectacles. Both ignored agriculture and imperial problems, and both antagonized the middle classes. The suffocating stupidity of left-wing propaganda had frightened away whole classes of necessary people, factory managers, airmen, naval officers, farmers, white-collar workers, shopkeepers, policemen. All of these people had been taught to think of Socialism as something which menaced their livelihood, or as something seditious, alien, “anti-British” as they would have called it. Only the intellectuals, the least useful section of the middle class, gravitated towards the movement.

A Socialist Party which genuinely wished to achieve anything would have started by facing several facts which to this day are considered unmentionable in left-wing circles. It would have recognized that England is more united than most countries, that the British workers have a great deal to lose besides their chains, and that the differences in outlook and habits between class and class are rapidly diminishing. In general, it would have recognized that the old-fashioned “proletarian revolution” is an impossibility. But all through the between-war years no Socialist programme that was both revolutionary and workable ever appeared; basically, no doubt, because no one genuinely wanted any major change to happen. The Labour leaders wanted to go on and on, drawing their salaries and periodically swappping jobs with the Conservatives. The Communists wanted to go on and on, suffering a comfortable martyrdom, meeting with endless defeats and afterwards putting the blame on other people. The left-wing intelligentsia wanted to go on and on, sniggering at the Blimps, sapping away at middle-class morale, but still keeping their favoured position as hangers-on of the dividend-drawers. Labour Party politics had become a variant of Conservatism, “revolutionary” politics had become a game of make-believe.

Now, however, the circumstances have changed, the drowsy years have ended. Being a Socialist no longer means kicking theoretically against a system which in practice you are fairly well satisfied with. This time our predicament is real. It is “the Philistines be upon thee, Samson”. We have got to make our words take physical shape, or perish. We know very well that with its present social structure England cannot survive, and we have got to make other people see that fact and act upon it. We cannot win the war without introducing Socialism, nor establish Socialism without winning the war. At such a time it is possible, as it was not in the peaceful years, to be both revolutionary and realistic. A Socialist movement which can swing the mass of the people behind it, drive the pro-Fascists out of positions of control, wipe out the grosser injustices and let the working class see that they have something to fight for, win over the middle classes instead of antagonizing them, produce a workable imperial policy instead of a mixture of humbug and Utopianism, bring patriotism and intelligence into partnership—for the first time, a movement of such a kind becomes possible.
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The fact that we are at war has turned Socialism from a textbook word into a realizable policy.

The inefficiency of private capitalism has been proved all over Europe. Its injustice has been proved in the East End of London. Patriotism, against which the Socialists fought so long, has become a tremendous lever in their hands. People who at any other time would cling like glue to their miserable scraps of privilege, will surrender them fast enough when their country is in danger. War is the greatest of all agents of change. It speeds up all processes, wipes out minor distinctions, brings realities to the surface. Above all, war brings it home to the individual that he is not altogether an individual. It is only because they are aware of this that men will die on the field of battle. At this moment it is not so much a question of surrendering life as of surrendering leisure, comfort, economic liberty, social prestige. There are very few people in England who really want to see their country conquered by Germany. If it can be made clear that defeating Hitler means wiping out class privilege, the great mass of middling people, the £6 a week to £2000 a year class, will probably be on our side. These people are quite indispensable, because they include most of the technical experts. Obviously the snobbishness and political ignorance of people like airmen and naval officers will be a very great difficulty. But without those airmen, destroyer commanders, etc., etc., we could not survive for a week. The only approach to them is through their patriotism. An intelligent Socialist movement will use their patriotism, instead of merely insulting it, as hitherto.

But do I mean that there will be no opposition? Of course not. It would be childish to expect anything of the kind.

There will be a bitter political struggle, and there will be unconscious and half-conscious sabotage everywhere. At some point or other it may be necessary to use violence. It is easy to imagine a pro-Fascist rebellion breaking out in, for instance, India. We shall have to fight against bribery, ignorance and snobbery. The bankers and the larger business-men, the landowners and dividend-drawers, the officials with their prehensile bottoms, will obstruct for all they are worth. Even the middle classes will writhe when their accustomed way of life is menaced. But just because the English sense of national unity has never disintegrated, because patriotism is finally stronger than class-hatred, the chances are that the will of the majority will prevail. It is no use imagining that one can make fundamental changes without causing a split in the nation; but the treacherous minority will be far smaller in time of war than it would be at any other time.

The swing of opinion is visibly happening, but it cannot be counted on to happen fast enough of its own accord. This war is a race between the consolidation of Hitler’s empire and the growth of democratic consciousness. Everywhere in England you can see a ding-dong battle raging to and fro—in Parliament and in the Government, in the factories and the armed forces, in the pubs and the air-raid shelters, in the newspapers and on the radio. Every day there are tiny defeats, tiny victories. Morrison for Home Security28—a few yards forward. Priestly shoved off the air29—a few yards back. It is a struggle between the groping and the unteachable, between the young and the old, between the living and the dead. But it is very necessary that the discontent which undoubtedly exists should take a purposeful and not merely obstructive form. It is time for the people to define their war-aims. What is wanted is a simple, concrete programme of action, which can be given all possible publicity, and round which public opinion can group itself.

I suggest that the following six-point programme is the kind of thing we need. The first three points deal with England’s internal policy, the other three with the Empire and the world:—

I. Nationalization of land, mines, railways, banks and major industries.

II. Limitation of incomes, on such a scale that the highest tax-free income in Britain does not exceed the lowest by more than ten to one.

III. Reform of the educational system along democratic lines.

IV. Immediate Dominion status for India, with power to secede when the war is over.

V. Formation of an Imperial General Council, in which the coloured peoples are to be represented.

VI. Declaration of formal alliance with China, Abyssinia and all other victims of the Fascist powers.

The general tendency of this programme is unmistakable. It aims quite frankly at turning this war into a revolutionary war and England into a Socialist democracy. I have deliberately included in it nothing that the simplest person could not understand and see the reason for. In the form in which I have put it, it could be printed on the front page of the Daily Mirror. But for the purposes of this book a certain amount of amplification is needed.

I. Nationalization. One can “nationalize” industry by the stroke of a pen, but the actual process is slow and complicated. What is needed is that the ownership of all major industry shall be formally vested in the State, representing the common people. Once that is done it becomes possible to eliminate the class of mere owners who live not by virtue of anything they produce but by the possession of title-deeds and share-certificates. State ownership implies, therefore, that nobody shall live without working. How sudden a change in the conduct of industry it implies is less certain. In a country like England we cannot rip down the whole structure and build again from the bottom, least of all in time of war. Inevitably the majority of industrial concerns will continue with much the same personnel as before, the one-time owners or managing directors carrying on with their jobs as State-employees. There is reason to think that many of the smaller capitalists would actually welcome some such arrangement. The resistance will come from the big capitalists, the bankers, the landlords and the idle rich, roughly speaking the class with over £2000 a year—and even if one counts in all their dependents there are not more than half a million of these people in England. Nationalization of agricultural land implies cutting out the landlord and the tithe-drawer, but not necessarily interfering with the farmer. It is difficult to imagine any reorganization of English agriculture that would not retain most of the existing farms as units, at any rate at the beginning. The farmer, when he is competent, will continue as a salaried manager. He is virtually that already, with the added disadvantage of having to make a profit and being permanently in debt to the bank. With certain kinds of petty trading, and even the small-scale ownership of land, the State will probably not interfere at all. It would be a great mistake to start by victimizing the smallholder class, for instance. These people are necessary, on the whole they are competent, and the amount of work they do depends on the feeling that they are “their own masters”. But the State will certainly impose an upward limit to the ownership of land (probably fifteen acres at the very most), and will never permit any ownership of land in town areas.

From the moment that all productive goods have been declared the property of the State, the common people will feel, as they cannot feel now, that the State is themselves. They will be ready then to endure the sacrifices that are ahead of us, war or no war. And even if the face of England hardly seems to change, on the day that our main industries are formally nationalized the dominance of a single class will have been broken. From then onwards the emphasis will be shifted from ownership to management, from privilege to competence. It is quite possible that State-ownership will in itself bring about less social change than will be forced upon us by the common hardships of war. But it is the necessary first step without which any real reconstruction is impossible.

II. Incomes. Limitation of incomes implies the fixing of a minimum wage, which implies a managed internal currency based simply on the amount of consumption-goods available. And this again implies a stricter rationing-scheme than is now in operation. It is no use at this stage of the world’s history to suggest that all human beings should have exactly equal incomes. It has been shown over and over again that without some kind of money reward there is no incentive to undertake certain jobs. On the other hand the money reward need not be very large. In practice it is impossible that earnings should be limited quite as rigidly as I have suggested. There will always be anomalies and evasions. But there is no reason why ten to one should not be the maximum normal variation. And within those limits some sense of equality is possible. A man with £3 a week and a man with £1500 a year can feel themselves fellow-creatures, which the Duke of Westminister30 and the sleepers on the Embankment benches cannot.

III. Education. In wartime, educational reform must necessarily be promise rather than performance. At the moment we are not in a position to raise the school-leaving age or increase the teaching staffs of the Elementary Schools. But there are certain immediate steps that we could take towards a democratic educational system. We could start by abolishing the autonomy of the public schools and the older universities and flooding them with State-aided pupils chosen simply on grounds of ability. At present, public-school education is partly a training in class prejudice and partly a sort of tax that the middle classes pay to the upper class in return for the right to enter certain professions. It is true that that state of affairs is altering. The middle classes have begun to rebel against the expensiveness of education, and the war will bankrupt the majority of the public schools if it continues for another year or two. The evacuation is also producing certain minor changes. But there is a danger that some of the older schools, which will be able to weather the financial storm longest, will survive in some form or another as festering centres of snobbery. As for the 10,000 “private” schools that England possesses, the vast majority of them deserve nothing except suppression. They are simply commercial undertakings, and in many cases their educational level is actually lower than that of the Elementary Schools. They merely exist because of a widespread idea that there is something disgraceful in being educated by the public authorities. The State could quell this idea by declaring itself responsible for all education, even if at the start this were no more than a gesture. We need gestures, as well as actions. It is all too obvious that our talk of “defending democracy” is nonsense while it is a mere accident of birth that decides whether a gifted child shall or shall not get the education it deserves.

IV. India. What we must offer India is not “freedom”, which, as I have said earlier, is impossible, but alliance, partnership—in a word, equality. But we must also tell the Indians that they are free to secede, if they want to. Without that there can be no equality of partnership, and our claim to be defending the coloured peoples against Fascism will never be believed. But it is a mistake to imagine that if the Indians were free to cut themselves adrift they would immediately do so. When a British government offers them unconditional independence, they will refuse it. For as soon as they have the power to secede the chief reasons for doing so will have disappeared.

A complete severance of the two countries would be a disaster for India no less than for England. Intelligent Indians know this. As things are at present, India not only cannot defend itself, it is hardly even capable of feeding itself. The whole administration of the country depends on a framework of experts (engineers, forest officers, railwaymen, soldiers, doctors) who are predominantly English and could not be replaced within five or ten years. Moreover, English is the chief lingua franca and nearly the whole of the Indian intelligentsia is deeply anglicised. Any transference to foreign rule—for if the British marched out of India the Japanese and other powers would immediately march in—would mean an immense dislocation. Neither the Japanese, the Russians, the Germans nor the Italians would be capable of administering India even at the low level of efficiency that is attained by the British. They do not possess the necessary supplies of technical experts or the knowledge of languages and local conditions, and they probably could not win the confidence of indispensable go-betweens such as the Eurasians. If India were simply “liberated”, i.e. deprived of British military protection, the first result would be a fresh foreign conquest, and the second a series of enormous famines which would kill millions of people within a few years.

What India needs is the power to work out its own constitution without British interference, but in some kind of partnership that ensures it military protection and technical advice. This is unthinkable until there is a Socialist government in England. For at least eighty years England has artificially prevented the development of India, partly from fear of trade competition if Indian industries were too highly developed, partly because backward peoples are more easily governed than civilized ones. It is a commonplace that the average Indian suffers far more from his own countrymen than from the British. The petty Indian capitalist exploits the town worker with the utmost ruthlessness, the peasant lives from birth to death in the grip of the moneylender. But all this is an indirect result of the British rule, which aims half-consciously at keeping India as backward as possible. The classes most loyal to Britain are the princes, the landowners and the business community—in general, the reactionary classes who are doing fairly well out of the status quo. The moment that England ceased to stand towards India in the relation of an exploiter, the balance of forces would be altered. No need then for the British to flatter the ridiculous Indian princes, with their gilded elephants and cardboard armies, to prevent the growth of the Indian Trade Unions, to play off Moslem against Hindu, to protect the worthless life of the moneylender, to receive the salaams of toadying minor officials, to prefer the half-barbarous Gurkha to the educated Bengali. Once check that stream of dividends that flows from the bodies of Indian coolies to the banking accounts of old ladies in Cheltenham, and the whole sahib-native nexus, with its haughty ignorance on one side and envy and servility on the other, can come to an end. Englishmen and Indians can work side by side for the development of India, and for the training of Indians in all the arts which, so far, they have been systematically prevented from learning. How many of the existing British personnel in India, commercial or official, would fall in with such an arrangement—which would mean ceasing once and for all to be “sahibs”—is a different question. But, broadly speaking, more is to be hoped from the younger men and from those officials (civil engineers, forestry and agricultural experts, doctors, educationists) who have been scientifically educated. The higher officials, the provincial governors, commissioners, judges, etc., are hopeless; but they are also the most easily replaceable.

That, roughly, is what would be meant by Dominion status if it were offered to India by a Socialist government. It is an offer of partnership on equal terms until such time as the world has ceased to be ruled by bombing planes. But we must add to it the unconditional right to secede. It is the only way of proving that we mean what we say. And what applies to India applies, mutatis mutandis, to Burma, Malaya and most of our African possessions.

V and VI explain themselves. They are the necessary preliminary to any claim that we are fighting this war for the protection of peaceful peoples against Fascist aggression.

Is it impossibly hopeful to think that such a policy as this could get a following in England? A year ago, even six months ago, it would have been, but not now. Moreover—and this is the peculiar opportunity of this moment—it could be given the necessary publicity. There is now a considerable weekly press, with a circulation of millions, which would be ready to popularize—if not exactly the programme I have sketched above, at any rate some policy along those lines. There are even three or four daily papers which would be prepared to give it a sympathetic hearing. That is the distance we have travelled in the last six months.

But is such a policy realizable? That depends entirely on ourselves.

Some of the points I have suggested are of the kind that could be carried out immediately, others would take years or decades and even then would not be perfectly achieved. No political programme is ever carried out in its entirety. But what matters is that that or something like it should be our declared policy. It is always the direction that counts. It is of course quite hopeless to expect the present government to pledge itself to any policy that implies turning this war into a revolutionary war. It is at best a government of compromise, with Churchill riding two horses like a circus acrobat. Before such measures as limitation of incomes become even thinkable, there will have to be a complete shift of power away from the old ruling class. If during this winter the war settles into another stagnant period, we ought in my opinion to agitate for a General Election, a thing which the Tory Party machine will make frantic efforts to prevent. But even without an election we can get the government we want, provided that we want it urgently enough. A real shove from below will accomplish it. As to who will be in that government when it comes, I make no guess. I only know that the right men will be there when the people really want them, for it is movements that make leaders and not leaders movements.

Within a year, perhaps even within six months, if we are still unconquered, we shall see the rise of something that has never existed before, a specifically English Socialist movement. Hitherto there has been only the Labour Party, which was the creation of the working class but did not aim at any fundamental change, and Marxism, which was a German theory interpreted by Russians and unsuccessfully transplanted to England. There was nothing that really touched the heart of the English people. Throughout its entire history the English Socialist movement has never produced a song with a catchy tune—nothing like La Marseillaise or La Cucuracha, for instance. When a Socialist movement native to England appears, the Marxists, like all others with a vested interest in the past, will be its bitter enemies. Inevitably they will denounce it as “Fascism”. Already it is customary among the more soft-boiled intellectuals of the Left to declare that if we fight against the Nazis we shall “go Nazi” ourselves. They might almost equally well say that if we fight against Negroes we shall turn black. To “go Nazi” we should have to have the history of Germany behind us. Nations do not escape from their past merely by making a revolution. An English Socialist government will transform the nation from top to bottom, but it will still bear all over it the unmistakable marks of our own civilization, the peculiar civilization which I discussed earlier in this book.

It will not be doctrinaire, nor even logical. It will abolish the House of Lords, but quite probably will not abolish the Monarchy. It will leave anachronisms and loose ends everywhere, the judge in his ridiculous horsehair wig and the lion and the unicorn on the soldier’s cap-buttons. It will not set up any explicit class dictatorship. It will group itself round the old Labour Party and its mass following will be in the Trade Unions, but it will draw into it most of the middle class and many of the younger sons of the bourgeoisie. Most of its directing brains will come from the new indeterminate class of skilled workers, technical experts, airmen, scientists, architects and journalists, the people who feel at home in the radio and ferro-concrete age. But it will never lose touch with the tradition of compromise and the belief in a law that is above the State. It will shoot traitors, but it will give them a solemn trial beforehand, and occasionally it will acquit them. It will crush any open revolt promptly and cruelly, but it will interfere very little with the spoken and written word. Political parties with different names will still exist, revolutionary sects will still be publishing their newspapers and making as little impression as ever. It will disestablish the Church, but will not persecute religion. It will retain a vague reverence for the Christian moral code, and from time to time will refer to England as “a Christian country”. The Catholic Church will war against it, but the Nonconformist sects and the bulk of the Anglican Church will be able to come to terms with it. It will show a power of assimilating the past which will shock foreign observers and sometimes make them doubt whether any revolution has happened.

But all the same it will have done the essential thing. It will have nationalized industry, scaled down incomes, set up a classless educational system. Its real nature will be apparent from the hatred which the surviving rich men of the world will feel for it. It will aim not at disintegrating the Empire but at turning it into a federation of Socialist states, freed not so much from the British flag as from the moneylender, the dividend-drawer and the wooden-headed British official. Its war-strategy will be totally different from that of any property-ruled state, because it will not be afraid of the revolutionary after-effects when any existing régime is brought down. It will not have the smallest scruple about attacking hostile neutrals or stirring up native rebellions in enemy colonies. It will fight in such a way that even if it is beaten its memory will be dangerous to the victor, as the memory of the French Revolution was dangerous to Metternich’s Europe. The dictators will fear it as they could not fear the existing British régime, even if its military strength were ten times what it is.

But at this moment, when the drowsy life of England has barely altered, and the offensive contrast of wealth and poverty still exists everywhere, even amid the bombs, why do I dare to say that all these things “will” happen?

Because the time has come when one can predict the future in terms of an “either-or”. Either we turn this war into a revolutionary war (I do not say that our policy will be exactly what I have indicated above—merely that it will be along those general lines) or we lose it, and much more besides. Quite soon it will be possible to say definitely that our feet are set upon one path or the other. But at any rate it is certain that with our present social structure we cannot win. Our real forces, physical, moral or intellectual, cannot be mobilized.

iii

Patriotism has nothing to do with Conservatism. It is actually the opposite of Conservatism, since it is a devotion to something that is always changing and yet is felt to be mystically the same. It is the bridge between the future and the past. No real revolutionary has ever been an internationalist.

During the past twenty years the negative, fainéant outlook which has been fashionable among English left-wingers, the sniggering of the intellectuals at patriotism and physical courage, the persistent effort to chip away English morale and spread a hedonistic, what-do-I-get-out-of-it attitude to life, has done nothing but harm. It would have been harmful even if we had been living in the squashy League of Nations universe that these people imagined. In an age of Führers and bombing planes it was a disaster. However little we may like it, toughness is the price of survival. A nation trained to think hedonistically cannot survive amid peoples who work like slaves and breed like rabbits, and whose chief national industry is war. English Socialists of nearly all colours have wanted to make a stand against Fascism, but at the same time they have aimed at making their own countrymen unwarlike. They have failed, because in England traditional loyalties are stronger than new ones. But in spite of all the “anti-Fascist” heroics of the left-wing press, what chance should we have stood when the real struggle with Fascism came, if the average Englishman had been the kind of creature that the New Statesman, the Daily Worker or even the News-Chronicle wished to make him?

Up to 1935 virtually all English left-wingers were vaguely pacifist. After 1935 the more vocal of them flung themselves eagerly into the Popular Front movement, which was simply an evasion of the whole problem posed by Fascism. It set out to be “anti-Fascist” in a purely negative way—“against” Fascism without being “for” any discoverable policy—and underneath it lay the flabby idea that when the time came the Russians would do our fighting for us. It is astonishing how this illusion fails to die. Every week sees its spate of letters to the press, pointing out that if we had a government with no Tories in it the Russians could hardly avoid coming round to our side. Or we are to publish high-sounding war-aims (vide books like Unser Kampf, A Hundred Million Allies—If We Choose,31 etc.), whereupon the European populations will infallibly rise on our behalf. It is the same idea all the time—look abroad for your inspiration, get someone else to do your fighting for you. Underneath it lies the frightful inferiority complex of the English intellectual, the belief that the English are no longer a martial race, no longer capable of enduring.

In truth there is no reason to think that anyone will do our fighting for us yet awhile, except the Chinese, who have been doing it for three years already.fn1 32 The Russians may be driven to fight on our side by the fact of a direct attack, but they have made it clear enough that they will not stand up to the German army if there is any way of avoiding it. In any case they are not likely to be attracted by the spectacle of a left-wing government in England. The present Russian régime must almost certainly be hostile to any revolution in the West. The subject peoples of Europe will rebel when Hitler begins to totter, but not earlier. Our potential allies are not the Europeans but on the one hand the Americans, who will need a year to mobilize their resources even if Big Business can be brought to heel, and on the other hand the coloured peoples, who cannot be even sentimentally on our side till our own revolution has started. For a long time, a year, two years, possibly three years, England has got to be the shock-absorber of the world. We have got to face bombing, hunger, overwork, influenza, boredom and treacherous peace offers. Manifestly it is a time to stiffen morale, not to weaken it. Instead of taking the mechanically anti-British attitude which is usual on the Left, it is better to consider what the world would really be like if the English-speaking culture perished. For it is childish to suppose that the other English-speaking countries, even the U.S.A., will be unaffected if Britain is conquered.

Lord Halifax, and all his tribe, believe that when the war is over things will be exactly as they were before. Back to the crazy pavement of Versailles, back to “democracy”, i.e. capitalism, back to the dole-queues and the Rolls-Royce cars, back to the grey top hats and the sponge-bag trousers, in saecula saeculorum. It is of course obvious that nothing of the kind is going to happen. A feeble imitation of it might just possibly happen in the case of a negotiated peace, but only for a short while. Laissez-faire capitalism is dead.fn2 The choice lies between the kind of collective society that Hitler will set up and the kind that can arise if he is defeated.

If Hitler wins this war he will consolidate his rule over Europe, Africa and the Middle East, and if his armies have not been too greatly exhausted beforehand, he will wrench vast territories from Soviet Russia. He will set up a graded caste-society in which the German Herrenvolk (“master race” or “aristocratic race”) will rule over Slavs and other lesser peoples whose job will be to produce low-priced agricultural products. He will reduce the coloured peoples once and for all to outright slavery. The real quarrel of the Fascist powers with British imperialism is that they know that it is disintegrating. Another twenty years along the present line of development, and India will be a peasant republic linked with England only by voluntary alliance. The “semi-apes” of whom Hitler speaks with such loathing will be flying aeroplanes and manufacturing machine guns. The Fascist dream of a slave empire will be at an end. On the other hand, if we are defeated we simply hand over our own victims to new masters who come fresh to the job and have not developed any scruples.

But more is involved than the fate of the coloured peoples. Two incompatible visions of life are fighting one another. “Between democracy and totalitarianism”, says Mussolini, “there can be no compromise”. The two creeds cannot even, for any length of time, live side by side. So long as democracy exists, even in its very imperfect English form, totalitarianism is in deadly danger. The whole English-speaking world is haunted by the idea of human equality, and though it would be simply a lie to say that either we or the Americans have ever acted up to our professions, still, the idea is there, and it is capable of one day becoming a reality. From the English-speaking culture, if it does not perish, a society of free and equal human beings will ultimately arise. But it is precisely the idea of human equality—the “Jewish” or “Judæo-Christian” idea of equality—that Hitler came into the world to destroy. He has, heaven knows, said so often enough. The thought of a world in which black men would be as good as white men and Jews treated as human beings brings him the same horror and despair as the thought of endless slavery brings to us.

It is important to keep in mind how irreconcilable these two viewpoints are. Some time within the next year a pro-Hitler reaction within the left-wing intelligentsia is likely enough. There are premonitory signs of it already. Hitler’s positive achievement appeals to the emptiness of these people, and, in the case of those with pacifist leanings, to their masochism. One knows in advance more or less what they will say. They will start by refusing to admit that British capitalism is evolving into something different, or that the defeat of Hitler can mean any more than a victory for the British and American millionaires. And from that they will proceed to argue that, after all, democracy is “just the same as” or “just as bad as” totalitarianism. There is not much freedom of speech in England; therefore there is no more than exists in Germany. To be on the dole is a horrible experience; therefore it is no worse to be in the torture-chambers of the Gestapo. In general, two blacks make a white, half a loaf is the same as no bread.

But in reality, whatever may be true about democracy and totalitarianism, it is not true that they are the same. It would not be true, even if British democracy were incapable of evolving beyond its present stage. The whole conception of the militarized continental state, with its secret police, its censored literature and its conscript labour, is utterly different from that of the loose maritime democracy, with its slums and unemployment, its strikes and party politics. It is the difference between land power and sea power, between cruelty and inefficiency, between lying and self-deception, between the S.S.-man33 and the rent-collector. And in choosing between them one chooses not so much on the strength of what they now are as of what they are capable of becoming. But in a sense it is irrelevant whether democracy, at its highest or at its lowest, is “better” than totalitarianism. To decide that one would have to have access to absolute standards. The only question that matters is where one’s real sympathies will lie when the pinch comes. The intellectuals who are so fond of balancing democracy against totalitarianism and “proving” that one is as bad as the other are simply frivolous people who have never been shoved up against realities. They show the same shallow misunderstanding of Fascism now, when they are beginning to flirt with it, as a year or two ago, when they were squealing against it. The question is not, “Can you make out a debating-society ‘case’ in favour of Hitler?” The question is, “Do you genuinely accept that case? Are you willing to submit to Hitler’s rule? Do you want to see England conquered, or don’t you?” It would be better to be sure on that point before frivolously siding with the enemy. For there is no such thing as neutrality in war; in practice one must help one side or the other.

When the pinch comes, no one bred in the Western tradition can accept the Fascist vision of life. It is important to realize that now, and to grasp what it entails. With all its sloth, hypocrisy and injustice, the English-speaking civilization is the only large obstacle in Hitler’s path. It is a living contradiction of all the “infallible” dogmas of Fascism. That is why all Fascist writers for years past have agreed that England’s power must be destroyed. England must be “exterminated”, must be “annihilated”, must “cease to exist”. Strategically it would be possible for this war to end with Hitler in secure possession of Europe, and with the British Empire intact and British sea-power barely affected. But ideologically it is not possible; were Hitler to make an offer along those lines, it could only be treacherously, with a view to conquering England indirectly or renewing the attack at some more favourable moment. England cannot possibly be allowed to remain as a sort of funnel through which deadly ideas from beyond the Atlantic flow into the police-states of Europe. And turning it round to our own point of view, we see the vastness of the issue before us, the all-importance of preserving our democracy more or less as we have known it. But to preserve is always to extend. The choice before us is not so much between victory and defeat as between revolution and apathy. If the thing we are fighting for is altogether destroyed, it will have been destroyed partly by our own act.

It could happen that England should introduce the beginnings of Socialism, turn this war into a revolutionary war, and still be defeated. That is at any rate thinkable. But, terrible as it would be for anyone who is now adult, it would be far less deadly than the “compromise peace” which a few rich men and their hired liars are hoping for. The final ruin of England could only be accomplished by an English government acting under orders from Berlin. But that cannot happen if England has awakened beforehand. For in that case the defeat would be unmistakable, the struggle would continue, the idea would survive. The difference between going down fighting, and surrendering without a fight, is by no means a question of “honour” and schoolboy heroics. Hitler said once that to accept defeat destroys the soul of a nation. This sounds like a piece of claptrap, but it is strictly true. The defeat of 1870 did not lessen the world-influence of France. The Third Republic had more influence, intellectually, than the France of Napoleon III. But the sort of peace that Pétain, Laval & Co.34 have accepted can only be purchased by deliberately wiping out the national culture. The Vichy government will enjoy a spurious independence only on condition that it destroys the distinctive marks of French culture: republicanism, secularism, respect for the intellect, absence of colour prejudice. We cannot be utterly defeated if we have made our revolution beforehand. We may see German troops marching down Whitehall, but another process, ultimately deadly to the German power-dream, will have been started. The Spanish people were defeated, but the things they learned during those two and a half memorable years will one day come back upon the Spanish Fascists like a boomerang.

A piece of Shakespearean bombast was much quoted at the beginning of the war. Even Mr. Chamberlain quoted it once, if my memory does not deceive me:


Come the three corners of the world in arms

And we shall shock them. Naught shall make us rue

If England to herself do rest but true.35



It is right enough, if you interpret it rightly. But England has got to be true to herself. She is not being true to herself while the refugees who have sought our shores are penned up in concentration camps, and company directors work out subtle schemes to dodge their Excess Profits Tax.36 It is good-bye to the Tatler and the Bystander, and farewell to the lady in the Rolls-Royce car. The heirs of Nelson and of Cromwell are not in the House of Lords. They are in the fields and the streets, in the factories and the armed forces, in the fourale bar37 and the suburban back garden; and at present they are still kept under by a generation of ghosts. Compared with the task of bringing the real England to the surface, even the winning of the war, necessary though it is, is secondary. By revolution we become more ourselves, not less. There is no question of stopping short, striking a compromise, salvaging “democracy”, standing still. Nothing ever stands still. We must add to our heritage or lose it, we must grow greater or grow less, we must go forward or go backward. I believe in England, and I believe that we shall go forward.

THE END38




764. John Parker, M.P. to Orwell

20 February 1941


John Parker was General Secretary of the Fabian Society and he invited Orwell to join a small discussion group to consider the position of the press in a planned socialist economy and in the transition period leading thereto. The group was to have its first meeting on 3 March 1941. R. S. R. Fitter had invited the group to meet at Political and Economic Planning, 16 Queen Anne’s Gate, London, SW1, and had provided notes as the basis for the first discussion. Orwell’s response is not known.






765. Review of England is my Village by John Llewelyn Rhys; The Family by Nina Fedorova; Walk Like a Mortal by Dan Wickenden; Delilah Upside Down by Bruce Marshall

The New Statesman and Nation, 22 February 1941

As the first of the books on the above list is a collection of short stories, so-called, and as the three novels that go with it are not up to much, perhaps I may be allowed to add something to my earlier remarks on the short story, for which I have been so much harried by Mr. Pritchett.1

It does not seem worth while to confuse the issue by drawing distinctions between “plot,” “incident,” “narrative,” “action” and so forth. What I meant was that if a piece of writing is to be called a story something must happen in it. A description of a landscape is not a story, for instance. There must be some event, some shift of circumstance, and there must be sufficient element of surprise for the reader to be unable—not, perhaps, to foresee the end, but to foresee just how it will come about. I picked out The Dead because, apart from its atmosphere and character-interest, it is a very good story. It would still be a fairly good story if written by Agatha Christie. Something happens in it, a significant incident, a landmark in a man’s life. A well-meaning, prosing idiot, stuffed with pudding and self-esteem, is suddenly punctured and, as it were, purified by the knowledge that a dead man is more alive than himself. The other fragment of Joyce that Mr. Pritchett picked out, Grace, has some wonderful dialogue in it, but it does not seem to me to be a story. There is no reason why it should end where it does, and if one did not know that it were not so I believe one would take it to be unfinished.

If one asks that every story should contain an incident, one is not necessarily asking for a rape, a murder or even a sock on the jaw. It can be a very tiny happening, provided that the author feels it to be significant and can make it seem so. But there the question of talent and sincerity comes in. Katherine Mansfield,2 who presumably derived from Chekov, specialised in the kind of story that is no more than a small-scale psychological adventure. On the whole her work has not worn well, but one feels only that her taste is at fault and not that she is faking her own emotions. She was writing in the week-ending period of literature, when in spite of the war the outer world had not butted its way into the novelist’s rose-grown cottage, and the tiny misfortunes of over-sensitised people could fill her horizon. That H. E. Bates and others should carry on with that type of story now, when an incendiary bomb in a baby’s perambulator seems a commonplace, is a different matter. Even so, a lot of Katherine Mansfield’s work would have been better if it had not been tied to the fiction form. A good example is the story about Miss Moss, the fat unsuccessful actress who is on the point of going on the streets. There is no element of surprise in it, or hardly any; it would have been better as simply a clinical study of a woman contemplating prostitution. And this raises the point which, I think, is also raised by England is my Village—the question of whether it would not be better for many who call themselves short-story writers to drop this difficult form and specialise in the “sketch,” the piece of descriptive or narrative writing that does not pretend to be a story.

John Llewelyn Rhys was a young airman who died on active service last autumn. He had written earlier books, but this one, posthumously published and evidently not revised by him, is a collection of fragments probably best described as sketches. Some are third person and have more or less a story form, but they are all interconnected, obviously autobiographical, the same young airman and the same girl reappearing in most of them. They seem to me to demonstrate the advantage of not dressing up a mere incident as a story. An airman, a sailor, or anyone else who lives an active life sees many things that are worth describing in themselves, and if he happens to be able to hold a pen, by merely recording and inventing nothing he can give a reader the same sort of pleasure that one gets from watching a skilled blacksmith or cabinet-maker at work. John Llewelyn Rhys probably did not possess much inventive faculty and would have been mediocre as a “straight” novelist, but he was passionately interested in aviation—he had been a commercial airman as well as being in the R. A. F.—and at the same time too sensitive to take its tragic side for granted. All that he wrote is full of the fascination of the air, but curiously enough this is mixed up with a kind of melancholy that goes beyond the premonition of death. Anyone whose memories stretch over more than thirty years must be struck by the fact that the aeroplane has failed to come up to expectations. Until the Wright brothers raised their machine off the ground for fifty-nine seconds,3 man’s “conquest” of the skies was looked forward to as a wonderful release, and the aviator of the future was thought of as a superman soaring among the clouds with the majestic grace of an eagle. H. G. Wells’s early stories are full of this godlike figure. Actually, the outstanding features of the aeroplane are its noise, danger and expensiveness, and the men who operate it are necessarily of the same type as dirt-track riders and racing motorists, i.e., very young, with perfect health and nerves, and possessing the internal-combustion mind, which does not generally go with intellectuality. From the point of view of people on the ground, an aeroplane is simply a thing that drops bombs on you. To a passenger the thing that dominates everything else is the diabolical noise; to a pilot, apparently, it is strain, exhaustion, cold and the ever-present consciousness of danger. Nearly every one of the sketches in this book is a tale of fear, from the controlled but still conscious fear of the bombing pilot setting out on a long flight over Germany, to the black terror of the test-pilot when the new machine suddenly refuses to answer the controls. And there is another reason for the melancholy that pervades the whole book—the consciousness that an airman’s active life, even if he is lucky enough not to be killed, is hardly longer than a boxer’s. A very effective sketch at the beginning of the book shows a youthful hero of the last war reappearing twenty years on as a worthless red-faced drunkard. The description of a parachute descent is also a remarkable piece of writing. As books go nowadays, this is an exceptional book.

The other three books on my list are of only moderate value, but The Family is much the best. It is what people call a “worthy” book, not the sort of novel I care for, I admit, but good of its kind. An account of a boarding-house kept by refugee Russians in China, it is the kind of story in which people come and go in great numbers and variety, giving, therefore a “panorama” of a very mixed society. Walk Like a Mortal is an almost unreadable book about an adolescent American surrounded by superlatively uninteresting people. It is the sort of book in which every trivial fact is commented on and over-emphasised in a way that reminds one of a gorilla playing the piano. Delilah Upside Down, on the other hand, is elegantly written, but its subject-matter is silly. The action takes place in a French château in the early inactive period of the war, and some British officers, guarding a consignment of explosives, are witnesses of various mysterious happenings that are finally explained in a manner which I will not reveal, but which is so absurd as to cause a feeling of irritation. The book also has a pornographic side to it. A girl of eighteen pursues a middle-aged man, trying to tempt him with such remarks as “Would it excite you if I took all my clothes off?” However, “nothing happens” in the end. This is the book of a man who knows how to write without being certain what he wants to write about. These three novels that I have mentioned were selected from among a number of others, all far inferior. I must record my opinion that the novels that are coming out at present are at a terribly low level, the lowest, probably, within living memory. It is a poor consolation to reflect that the ones coming out in Germany are probably worse.




766. Film Reviews

Time and Tide, 22 February 1941

Arise, My Love; Carlton

Although this film exploits to the utmost the sex-appeal of Claudette Colbert and Ray Milland (with his glamorous forelock), its subject-matter shows a considerable intellectual advance, product of the war.° The “and so they were married and lived happily ever after with £10,000 a year” pattern is perhaps breaking down under the pressure of realities, even in America.

As in countless other American films, the central figure is a star reporter (Claudette Colbert), but there is a change of outlook in the implied admission that the events she is reporting matter. Till recently the emphasis in reporter films was always on “just news”, the assumption being that nothing really existed, or, at any rate, nothing mattered outside the American scene—all foreign politics, wars, assassinations and what-not being simply a kind of fantastic joke, important only because they had to be “scooped” and served up to the American public together with their breakfast cereals. It was in this spirit that the English-speaking peoples looked on at the whole world drama of 1931–9, and the refusal of the cinema to deal with contemporary realities had something to do with it.

Now, however, we are breathing a harsher air and even Americans can be involved in European disaster. Arise, My Love starts off at the beginning of 1939, with Ray Milland as a young American airman fighting in the Spanish civil war, now a captive and about to be shot. Claudette Colbert, as the ace reporter, rescues him by pretending to be his wife, and then, after a dramatic escape, tells him that she only did it for the sake of the “story”. There follows a marriage-versus-job interlude in Paris, with the “romance” of Paris played for all it is worth, and a big love scene in the forest of Compiègne. But things are not going to go smoothly all the same. War breaks out, and hero and heroine depart for America. Unfortunately the boat they have chosen happens to be the Athenia—but, don’t worry, neither Claudette Colbert nor Ray Milland is drowned.1 Landed on the coast of Ireland, they decide to stay in Europe and work for the defeat of Fascism. So, somewhat less rosily and more credibly than is usual in a film intended as a popular success, the story ends.

This film has all the verve and slickness characteristic of American films, and its photography is somewhat above the average, with some very good aeroplane shots at the beginning. Ray Milland and Claudette Colbert play everyone else off the stage, but Walter Abel’s performance also deserves a mention.

Third Finger, Left Hand; Empire

This light amusing comedy shows Myrna Loy at her best but without any quite suitable opposite number. As editress of a smart magazine she decides that she will keep her job more easily if she can pass as a married woman. She therefore invents a husband in South America—with, of course, the inevitable complications when she ultimately falls in love with a real person. An ancient theme, but wittily presented.




767. Patrick Gordon Walker to Orwell

24 February 1941


Patrick Gordon Walker,1 then working for the BBC in a service directed to German workers, wrote to Orwell expressing interest in one of his books, presumably The Lion and the Unicorn, and asking whether he could prepare a script of some 500 words that ‘we could use to send out to the German workers over the wireless.’ The script, if it was written, has not survived.






768. Review of Home Guard for Victory! by Hugh Slater

Horizon, March 1941

The danger of a German invasion is no longer that it is likely to conquer England at one blow. Probably the Germans have lost their chance of doing that, and will not regain it unless British sea and air power can be worn away to almost nothing. The danger is that an invasion, not even intended to be successful in itself, might act as a huge scale nuisance raid, with paralysing effect. If the invasion happens, therefore, it is not a question of defeating it but of defeating it promptly, and in the first few hours the Home Guard may be all important. There has been much controversy about the political future of the Home Guard (democratic People’s Army, or middle-class militia and plaything of Blimps), and no doubt it is unnecessary to say whereabouts in it Mr. Slater stands. His book is just as much a political pamphlet as a technical manual on tactics and the use of weapons. But he is too acute to say so: if he did, the special public he is aiming at would never think of reading him.

The sudden appearance of the Home Guard last summer was a democratic gesture. At the same time a local and part-time force of this kind is of necessity purely infantry, and the battles of the past year seem to suggest that infantry is now useless except to consolidate gains won by some other arm. Ever since the invention of the breech-loading gun the cause of democracy has become seemingly more and more hopeless, because the weapons that matter have necessarily been concentrated in fewer and fewer hands. We have now reached a stage when only five nations (Germany, Great Britain, the U.S.A., and more doubtfully the U.S.S.R. and Japan) are capable of waging prolonged war on the grand scale, and out of those five three are totalitarian states, and the other two will have to tamper with their democratic institutions in order to make themselves efficient for war. However, there is a possible democratic answer to the modern mechanized army: it is the nation in arms, defence in depth, and the reappearance of several primitive but effective weapons. The symbol of military despotism is the tank, the most terrifying object the human mind has ever contrived. Yet nearly any calibre of tank can be blown into the air by a grenade weighing only a few pounds, always provided that there is someone brave enough to throw it. This again depends on political and social conditions, i.e. on the mass of the people feeling that they have something to fight for. We do not yet know whether this kind of popular resistance can be decisive, but what evidence there is suggests that it can at any rate make a great deal of difference. Unless the Home Guard are in some way sabotaged at the last moment—the authorities might, for instance, flinch from handing out weapons in the necessary quantities—they can at any rate slow up the concentration of any invading force, even if they do not achieve much when the real fighting starts.

If they achieve anything at all, however, it will be quite largely due to the efforts of Mr. Slater himself, and Tom Wintringham and his other associates at the various Home Guard training schools, and, in general, of youngish men in the lower ranks of the organization who have seen fighting in recent years. One is not revealing any military secrets by saying that when it was first formed the Home Guard fell into the hands of decrepit Blimps, appointed from above on purely social grounds, who would have killed it altogether if they had remained in control. Most of these elderly men struggled not only against the guerrilla conception of war but against any serious training in the use of modern weapons. Some of them actually wanted the Home Guard in town areas to be unarmed and to be maintained as an auxiliary police force for use against ‘agitators’. A general in command of a very important area, addressing his men, started by saying that he had been a soldier forty years and went on to say that he ‘didn’t believe in all this crawling about on your belly.’ Against this kind of thing the Osterley Park School acted as a valuable counter-irritant. Hundreds of men from all parts of the country passed through it every week, bringing away with them a view of war that derived from the battlefield and not from the parade ground. Home Guard for Victory! is, for the most part, a rearrangement of the lectures given there. Parts of it are rather elementary, others speculative or over-optimistic, and as a whole the book probably relies too much on the experience of the Spanish War. But it is packed full of useful information, and it is a magnificent anti-Blimp pamphlet. All that it says on street fighting, tank fighting, patrols, etc., implies the development of the Home Guard into a real People’s Army, i.e. a force in which the men think for themselves, know what they are fighting for, and are commanded by officers whom they have chosen—or, at any rate, whom they would choose if they were free to do so.

An important suggestion Mr. Slater makes towards the end of the book is that we should evolve some kind of formal drill based on modern war and not, like most of the drill in the British Army, on the wars of Frederick the Great. At this moment, with the German invasion possibly only a few weeks away, part-time volunteers in the Home Guard are wasting hours at a stretch on right turn, left turn, about turn and fixing bayonets by numbers. He also suggests a number of alterations in the status of the Home Guard, all implying further democratization. The most important of these are the setting up of a Home Guard Council on which civilians would predominate, and the introduction of paid personnel for the lower commissioned ranks. At present any rank above sergeant can, in practice, only be filled by someone with a fairly large income, and doubtless this was what was intended when it was announced at the start that the Home Guard would be entirely unpaid. It does not so much matter that this invariably brings people of bourgeois origin into positions of command—that tends to happen in any army, it happened even in the early Spanish militias, for instance—but it does matter that it gives special opportunities to the class of petty rentiers and ‘retired’ people which England has produced like a belt of fat during the years of finance-capital. These people still hold a majority of commands in the Home Guard. In any moment of emergency they would be pushed aside, but we do not want to pay for their incompetence with rivers of blood. They could be got rid of immediately if the Platoon and Company Commanders were paid salaries and chosen by examination.

The Home Guard mirrors fairly accurately the struggle—at some moments apparently hopeless, at other moments seeming to be almost won already—that is going on in England between democracy and privilege. This book is a powerful but subtle blow on the side of democracy. Simply by sticking to the technical side of war it demonstrates the military weakness of feudal states and the impossibility of opposing Fascism with anything except democratic Socialism. Even those who have no interest in military matters could read it with advantage as an exercise in indirect propaganda.1




769. War-time Diary

1.3.41. The B.s, who only came up to London a few weeks ago and have seen nothing of the blitz, say that they find Londoners very much changed, everyone very hysterical, talking in much louder tones, etc., etc. If this is so, it is something that happens gradually and that one does not notice while in the middle of it, as with the growth of a child. The only change I have definitely noticed since the air-raids began is that people are much more ready to speak to strangers in the street …. The Tube stations don’t now stink to any extent, the new metal bunks are quite good,1 and the people one sees there are reasonably well found as to bedding and seem contented and normal in all ways—but this is just what disquiets me. What is one to think of people who go on living this subhuman life night after night for months, including periods of a week or more when no aeroplane has come near London? … It is appalling to see children still in all the Tube stations, taking it all for granted and having great fun riding round and round the Inner Circle. A little while back D. J.2 was coming to London from Cheltenham, and in the train was a young woman with her two children who had been evacuated to somewhere in the West Country and whom she was now bringing back. As the train neared London an air-raid began and the woman spent the rest of the journey in tears. What had decided her to come back was the fact that at that time there had been no raid on London for a week or more, and so she had concluded that “it was all right now”. What is one to think of the mentality of such people?




770. Contribution to The Betrayal of the Left: An Examination and Refutation of Communist Policy

3 March 1941


The two chapters Orwell contributed to The Betrayal of the Left were almost word-for-word reprints of his articles ‘Our Opportunity’ and ‘Fascism and Democracy,’ first published in The Left News in January and February 1941; see here and here. Much of the book was written by Victor Gollancz; John Strachey contributed three chapters, and Harold Laski wrote the preface. ‘Gollancz and Strachey attacked their old ally, Harry Pollitt, with the zeal—to them—of yet another new cause’ (Crick, 395). The number of copies printed was small. According to the Gollancz records, 1,593 copies of the first run were received (of which 93 were overruns); of these, 293 were assigned to the Left Book Club and 1,300 were for public sale. A second impression followed on 2 May; of its 1,050 copies, 450 were allocated to the Left Book Club. The price to the general public was 9s 0d and to members, 4s 6d. Gollancz introduced The Betrayal of the Left, in the February issue of The Left News, as the first in the revived scheme of issuing ‘additional books’ to those regularly published for members of the club. The book, he said, was written ‘with moderation and respect’; its title was used ‘in the objective, and not in the subjective, sense.’ Type for the book was distributed on 15 October 1943.






771. War-time Diary

3.3.41: Last night with G.1 to see the shelter in the crypt under Greenwich church. The usual wooden and sacking bunks, dirty (no doubt also lousy when it gets warmer), ill-lighted and smelly, but not on this particular night very crowded. The crypt is simply a system of narrow passages running between vaults on which are the names of the families buried in them, the most recent being about 1800 …. G. and the others insisted that I had not seen it at its worst, because on nights when it is crowded (about 250 people) the stench is said to be almost insupportable. I stuck to it, however, though none of the others would agree with me, that it is far worse for children to be playing about among vaults full of corpses than that they should have to put up with a certain amount of living human smell.

4.3.41: At Wallington. Crocuses out everywhere, a few wallflowers budding, snowdrops just at their best. Couples of hares sitting about in the winter wheat and gazing at one another. Now and again in this war, at intervals of months, you get your nose above water for a few moments and notice that the earth is still going round the sun.




772. To Denys Kilham Roberts

12 March 1941 Typewritten1

18 Dorset Chambers Chagford Street Ivor Place NW 1

Dear Mr. Roberts,

Many thanks for your letter.2 I am trying at present to get a government job which may or may not come to something. If it doesn’t, then I should be glad to undertake a full-time job if one happened to be open. Or if, as at present, I am continuing to make my living by journalism, etc., then perhaps I could do some part-time work. I don’t know that I have any special knowledge other than appears in my books.

In the case of my getting a job which would make me unable to work for you, I will let you know, also of any change of address.

Yours sincerely

George Orwell




773. War-time Diary

14.3.41: For the last few days there have been rumours everywhere, also hints in the papers, that “something is going to happen” in the Balkans, i.e. that we are going to send an expeditionary force to Greece. If so, it must presumably be the army now in Libya, or the bulk of it.1 I had heard a month back that Metaxas2 before he died asked us for 10 divisions and we offered him 4. It seems a terribly dangerous thing to risk an army anywhere west of the Straits. To have any worthwhile ideas about the strategy of such a campaign, one would have to know how many men Wavell disposes of and how many are needed to hold Lybia°, how the shipping position stands, what the communications from Bulgaria into Greece are like, how much of their mechanised stuff the Germans have managed to bring across Europe, and who effectively controls the sea between Sicily and Tripoli. It would be an appalling disaster if while our main force was bogged in Salonika the Germans managed to cross the sea from Sicily and win back all the Italians have lost. Everyone who thinks of the matter is torn both ways. To place an army in Greece is a tremendous risk and doesn’t offer much positive gain, except that once Turkey is involved our warships can enter the Black Sea: on the other hand if we let Greece down we have demonstrated once and for all that we can’t and won’t help any European nation to keep its independence. The thing I fear most is half-hearted intervention and a ghastly failure, as in Norway. I am in favour of putting all our eggs in one basket and risking a big defeat, because I don’t think any defeat or victory in the narrow military sense matters so much as demonstrating that we are on the side of the weak against the strong.

The trouble is that it becomes harder and harder to understand the reactions of European peoples, just as they seem incapable of understanding ours. Numbers of Germans I have spoken to have exclaimed on our appalling mistake at the beginning of the war in not bombing Berlin promptly but merely scattering fatuous leaflets.3 Yet I believe all English people were delighted at this gesture (we should still have been so if we had known at the time what drivel the leaflets were), because we saw it as a demonstration that we had no quarrel with the common people of Germany. On the other hand, in his book which we have just published, Haffner4 exclaims that it is folly on our part to let the Irish withhold vitally important bases and that we should simply take these bases without more ado. He says that the spectacle of our allowing a sham-independent country like Ireland to defy us simply makes all Europe laugh at us. There you have the European outlook, with its non-understanding of the English-speaking peoples. Actually, if we took the Irish bases by force, without a long course of propaganda beforehand, the effect on public opinion, not only in the U.S.A. but in England, would be disastrous.

I don’t like the tone of official utterances about Abyssinia. They are mumbling about having a British “resident”, as at the courts of Indian rajahs, when the Emperor is restored. The effect may be appalling if we let it be even plausibly said that we are swiping Abyssinia for ourselves. If the Italians are driven right out5 we have the chance to make the most tremendous gesture, demonstrating beyond argument that we are not simply fighting for our own hand. It would echo all round the world. But will they have the guts or decency to make it? One can’t feel certain. One can foresee the specious arguments that will be put forward for grabbing Abyssinia for ourselves, the rot about slavery, etc., etc.

A considerable number of German planes shot down in the last few nights, probably because they have been clear nights and favourable to the fighters, but there is much excitement about some “secret weapon” that is said to be in use. The popular rumour is that it is a net made of wire which is shot into the air and in which the aeroplane becomes entangled.6




774. Review of The Defenders by Franz Hoellering, translated by L. Lewisohn; The Friends of the People by Alfred Neumann, translated by Countess Nora Wydenbruck

The New Statesman and Nation, 15 March 1941

Although history does not repeat itself it is constantly producing situations so alike in general outline that at certain moments one ought to be able to predict, merely by rule of thumb, what the next move will be. Thus in every revolution of the Left one can be sure that sooner or later the moderates will overthrow the extremists and proceed to set up a tyranny of their own, always better, but never very much better, than the original tyranny which the revolution destroyed. The crushing of the Paris Commune, subject of The Friends of the People, was an extreme and terrible instance of this. The Third Republic was undoubtedly better than the regime of Napoleon III, but it started its seventy-years existence with one of the bloodiest massacres in modern times, an event which has left curiously little mark on English memories, no doubt because it was chiefly common people who were slaughtered. I know of no English novel dealing with the Commune, and this translation has the fault, from an English point of view, of assuming more knowledge than the average reader would probably have.

Although real people come into the story—Blanqui, Rochefort, Clemenceau and, rather unnecessarily, Verlaine—the novel’s central theme is the collision, always sharpest in revolutionary periods, between public and private virtues. Its hero, if that is what he should be called, is a boy of sixteen, Pierre Cagnoncle, a typical Paris urchin, who starts his revolutionary career by shouting “Vive Gambetta!” and proudly chipping the imperial “N” off a shop-front, and ends a few months later as a political spy of the terrible Raoul Rigault, Procurator of the Commune. Pierre is torn all the while between duty and decency. He is idealistically in love with a young woman of the bourgeoisie, older than himself, who has been the mistress of one of the ministers of the imperial regime. It is assumed as a matter of course that she is plotting against the Republic and the Commune, and as soon as Pierre’s connection with her is discovered he is set to spy upon her in the meanest possible manner. He is well aware that she is innocent, but he can only protect her by acting semi-treacherously towards his employers. When he dies—by a bullet in the back from one of Thiers’s soldiers, who shoot first and ask questions afterwards—he is only beginning to grasp that revolutionary loyalty may mean saying good-bye to common decency and that his hero Rigault is in any ordinary sense of the word a scoundrel.

The author merely states, without trying to solve, the moral dilemma inherent in revolution. Democracy can only defend itself by ceasing to be democratic. Although the Commune did kill a certain number of people and was led by ruthless men who were ready for terrorism and political espionage, it seems if anything to have erred on the side of mildness. It failed to sequestrate the Bank of France and never made proper use of its hostages. In their hopeless situation, with Thiers on one side and the Prussians on the other, its Deputies debated and passed a motion against solitary confinement for political prisoners, because “that is the kind of thing we are fighting against.” The Commune did not, however, fail by being over-humane; it could not conceivably have survived in any case, and to all its doings there attaches the same morbid appeal as belongs to a sinking ship or a condemned cell. If one has a working knowledge of the period and the chief personages involved, this book has a touch of tragedy. But for an English reader it suffers from the fact that the political background is too much taken for granted. It is unfortunate, but very few Englishmen know who Felix Pyat was or how Blanqui disagreed with Marx. And the picturesque circumstances of the siege of Paris, with its balloon post and its diet of elephant and rat (brown rats were sold at two francs fifty apiece and black cats for slightly less), though no doubt stale news to a Frenchman, will be made more of if ever an English novel of the Commune is written.

The Defenders, another historical novel, is an abler book than The Friends of the People, but it does not attain the same note of detachment. It deals with the destruction of the Austrian Social Democrats in 1934, a thing too recent and controversial to be genuinely tragic. The Commune is just within living memory and is sufficiently a modern event to have been recorded in photographs, but it is also far enough in the past to be thought about without anger. That is not the case with the Vienna massacre of 1934, one of the stupidest as well as one of the meanest outrages in the dirty history of the last ten years. Mr. Hoellering is writing from the point of view of the Social Democrats. By 1934 the Austrian Socialists, who genuinely believed in peaceful evolution and could point to their municipal achievements in support of it, were being systematically goaded into revolt by the Heimwehr1 and the other forces aiming at a “paternal” dictatorship. Their leaders, who had the usual failings of democratic politicians, had again and again prevented them from resisting. Finally the Government suspended the Constitution, prevented the Chamber from meeting, arrested most of the leading Socialists and brought the Heimwehr to Vienna with the avowed intention of “making a clean job.” A few thousand rank-and-file Socialists dug up their buried weapons and fought for several days, not for revolution but simply in defence of the Republic. The ultra-patriotic and Catholic Heimwehr, financed by Mussolini, blew them to pieces with artillery, and in doing so destroyed the one ally they might possibly have had when their own struggle with the Nazis came.

The principal characters in The Defenders are a young engineer, an “underground” member of the Social-Democratic party, and a girl of middle-class family, engaged to a baron of the old nobility, with whom he has a brief love affair. The most sympathetic and interesting, however, is an immensely fat orchestral drummer, a man with a sensitive and heroic spirit inside the enormous belly that prevents him from being taken seriously. The baron, a liberal politician and a minor official of the Government, is a more complex character, in reality a casualty of the last war. The horror of the war is never long out of his mind, a thing not grasped by the younger generation, who see him only as self-centred and epicurean. His one desire is to get out of politics and back to his country estate, back to the old feudal life, with the private chapel and the castle vineyard, though he is dimly aware that the Nazis and the Catholic Fascists, no less than the Socialists, are squeezing that kind of life out of existence. As a sort of background to the hopeless struggle of the Socialists there is a cafe where the disinherited intelligentsia meet, the huge tribe of musicians, writers and lawyers for whom there is no longer any economic basis and who have nothing to do except squabble, make love, cadge drinks and talk of the vanished Vienna of “before the war.” All these types Mr. Hoellering is able to treat almost as sympathetically as the Socialists, but that is as far as impartiality can go at this date. No doubt the Nazis, the Heimwehr and the Catholic politicians also had their point of view, but it is too early for anyone who cares about democracy to be able to state it.




775. ‘A Roadman’s Day’

Picture Post, 15 March 1941


This article was spread over four pages 15½ x 11½ inches and included ten illustrations with captions. The captions, which may not have been written by Orwell, are here reproduced at the end of the article. Under the title was this introductory note, in bold-face type: ‘Lengthsmen, labourers, mixers, spreaders, pneumatic-drill operators, screed-layers, curb-layers, skip attendants, asphalt-layers, leading hands—all these are roadmen. All doing a vital war job.’



Britain lives by her ocean traffic, but inland communications are also vitally important, most of all in time of war. Not enough is heard of the hundred thousands of men, employees of County Councils, who work day in, day out, in all weathers, to keep the winding roads of England in tip-top condition. Hear Mr. Ernest Short—shrewd, red-faced, twelve years in the Navy and sixteen years a roadman—on the conditions of his trade:

“I work for the Mid-Surrey area. I’m what they call a ganger: that’s a foreman, like. There’s eight in my gang—nine, counting myself. Mostly we work a forty-eight-hour week, or forty-four hours in winter, when the days get very short. You can add on a couple of hours a day for travelling, because a chap may have to bike anything up to twelve miles to and from his work. They pay you for wet time nowadays—didn’t used to, before we had the Union—but it’s got to be pretty tough weather before we knock off. Of course, the work varies a lot. Asphalting’s the hardest job of all. Why? Because you’ve got to spread the asphalt while it’s still hot, and that means you’ve got to work quick. My gang, that’s nine men, sometimes shift between forty and fifty tons of asphalt in a day. I draw three pounds ten a week, and another four bob war bonus. We’re trying for an extra four bob now. Of course, that’s a ganger’s wage. Some of the others—the engine-driver’s mate, for instance—only draw two pound twelve and six, and the bonus. A man has a job to get by on that, these days. But there’s been a great improvement all the same. It’s not so long back since some of the County Councils were paying as low as thirty-four bob a week, and no holidays or wet time either. The Union’s done a lot for us—worth the tanner a week, we always say. Stand it? Oh, yes, I can stand it. It’s a healthy life, if you start healthy. But it’s kind of tough sometimes, in winter, when you get up on a hog-back road with no cover, and a frozen surface to work on.”

There is no doubt that Mr. Short underrates the toughness of his job, if anything. It is lighter labour than a coalminer’s but—allowing for weather conditions—not much lighter. Most jobs on the road do not technically rank as skilled labour, but you have only to look at the accurate surfaces of the concrete by-pass roads to realise the skill and conscientiousness of the men who make them. Naturally the war has not made things any easier for them. New constructional work has almost ceased, but repair work is more urgent than ever, and it is done more and more by middle-aged men, for only a few road jobs count as reserved occupations. The volume of private traffic diminishes, but heavy Army lorries and, above all, tanks knock the road surfaces to pieces.

What are their grievances, these men who keep Britain’s half-million miles of road in order?—for, of course, they have their grievances, like everyone else.

As soon as one even glances at the lives of ill-paid manual workers, one comes on the fact that the worst hardships are caused by very petty things which more comfortably situated people would never notice. Almost anyone can realise that breaking concrete in frosty weather is an unpleasant job. But not everyone would grasp that much hardship and resentment is caused by the practice of nearly all County Councils of paying their employees by cheque.

For years past an unsuccessful struggle has gone on against this practice, which is quite inexcusable and might come near to infringing the Truck Act. Most County Councils pay their employees by cheque because by doing so they save the wages of a few clerks who would otherwise have to draw and count out the money. Now, men who earn two or three pounds a week do not have banking accounts, and men working a forty-eight-hour week (with perhaps another ten hours travelling time) are not often at home during the hours when banks are open. What does the roadman do when he receives his weekly cheque? He can only get it cashed “as a favour” by the local grocer or publican; and sometimes the grocer or publican happens to be out of cash. Other grievances, incidental to the war, are the wages, on which it is harder and harder to “get by,” and the rationing, which undoubtedly hits the manual worker harder than the sedentary. The shortage of bacon and the practical impossibility of getting cheese are a bad blow to the roadman—as also to the farm labourer and all others who take their dinner to work with them.

But Mr. Short spoke truly when he said that the Union had done a lot for the roadmen. The energetic National Union of Public Employees has jacked up the average weekly wage by a pound or thereabouts during the past five years, and it has just scored a great victory which will have far-reaching consequences. This is the setting up of a National Wage Board which may make it possible to equalise Council employees’ wages all over Britain. Previously, each county followed its own devices, and not only were wages often scandalously low—as low as thirty-one shillings a week, in a few cases—but they varied so greatly that two men in adjoining counties, doing identical work, might find that their wages differed by nearly a pound a week. Under the new scheme the Government takes over a bigger share of responsibility for the roads, including the entire expenses of the main trunk roads.

In the fifty years since they were first established the County Councils have not won themselves a good name as employers. They are too often dominated by squires and retired colonels who have no conception of how the working man lives. Struggling against this is the N.U.P.E., which aims at unionising every Council employee in England. Chief difficulty is the scattered nature of the work, which makes even the collection of delegates for a conference a costly business. As they fling the concrete into the mixer, spread out the bomb-debris which nowadays serves for drainage, and drive their fussy little engines to and fro, the roadmen may be less picturesque than soldiers or airmen, but they are hardly less necessary, and if they fell down on the job we should suffer for it within a week. It is obvious enough that the importance of the roads has increased in war-time and will increase even more.

In point of fact they have shown no sign of falling down on a job. It is true that the number of men on this kind of work has fallen from the figure of about half a million which it reached just before the war broke out. But that is because new road works are practically non-existent. The roadmen themselves are constant to their work and never look elsewhere for a livelihood. They stick to their jobs in spite of the fact that machinery has made the work harder through speeding it up prodigiously. A few men have come in from other trades—mining for instance—but most have been roadmen all their lives. We must see to it that they do not become forgotten men in a war effort which will demand the last ounce of energy from everyone, and which can be endangered by under-feeding and the sense of grievance more seriously than by German bombs.


All but two of the ten captions have a heading followed by descriptive text, all in italic type. The two elements are here separated by a period. One heading is partly in bold capital letters and partly in upper- and lower-case letters. The capitalisation follows the original.



A Bridge is Built: Some of Britain’s Roadmen at Work on a New Highway. The road climbs steeply through the woods. One half is open already. The other half must be built up. Where once primroses and bluebells grew, now tons of concrete make a bridge for the road. The concrete mixer and the pneumatic drill make the work possible. But the workman is the vital factor in getting the job done.

The Man who Makes the Road. The steam-roller is at rest. A roadman pauses to ease his muscles. But the work goes steadily on.

JOBS THE ROADMAN HAS TO DO: He Levels the Surface. They are asphalting the road. It is the heaviest work of all because they have to spread it while it is still warm. Another roadman levels the surface. Plenty of motorists will have something to say if the job isn’t done properly.

He Warms his Shovel.

He Scrapes the Asphalt.

He Brings Up the Asphalt. The steam-roller waits to do the final levelling. Behind its wheels the grit is being spread. A roadman brings up a new supply.

He Clears Away the Earth. A pile for the bridge has been sunk. This heap of soil and rubble was dug out to make room for it. A gang of ten men will shift as much as fifty tons a day.

He Brings Up the Concrete. From the concrete-mixer he wheels the foundations of the built-up road. Backwards and forwards all day he goes whatever the weather.

And Now the Dinner-hour Gives the Roadmen Time for a Game of Nap. They bring their own bait, eat it between the hut and the brazier the night-watchman will use. They like to play a game of cards. Their dinner-hour lasts for only half an hour. Then work begins again.

A Drink of Cold Tea Before Getting Back to Work. The sugar ration hits him hard because tea is the drink he takes to work. The distance of work from home hits him, too. On his bicycle he may spend a couple of hours a day.




776. To Z. A. Bokhari

17 March 1941 Typewritten

18 Dorset Chambers Chagford Street Ivor Place NW 1

Dear Mr Bokhari,1

I am sending you a rough synopsis of four broadcasts on literary criticism,2 which I discussed with you a week or two back. I think they are full enough to give you an idea of whether they are the sort of thing you want, and, if they are, I can get on with the scripts. I really don’t know whether this is the sort of thing an Indian audience is interested in, but you told me to talk on the lines along which my own interest lies, and naturally I am glad of an opportunity to do that.

Yours sincerely

George Orwell




777. War-time Diary

20.3.41: Fairly heavy raids last night, but only 1 plane brought down, so no doubt the rumours about a “secret weapon” are all baloney.

A lot of bombs at Greenwich, one of them while I was talking to E.1 over the ’phone. A sudden pause in the conversation and a tinkling sound:

I. ‘What’s that?’

E. ‘Only the windows falling in.’

The bomb had dropped in the park opposite the house, broke the cable of the barrage balloon and wounded one of the balloon barrage men and a Home Guard. Greenwich church was on fire and the people still sheltering in the crypt with the fire burning overhead and water flowing down, making no move to get out till made to do so by the wardens.

German consul in Tangier (the first time since 1914). It appears that in deference to American opinion we are going to let more food into France. Even if some kind of neutral commission is set up to supervise this it will do no good to the French. The Germans will simply allow them to keep such wheat, etc., as we send in and withhold a corresponding quantity elsewhere. Even while we make ready to allow the food ships in, there is no sign of the government extorting anything in return—e.g., expulsion of German agents from North Africa. The proper course would be to wait till France is on the verge of starvation and the Pétain government consequently rocking, and then hand over a really large supply of food in return for some substantial concession, e.g. surrender of important units of the French fleet. Any such policy totally unthinkable at present, of course. If only one could be sure whether ——, —— and all their kind are really traitors, or only fools.

Looking back through this diary, I see that of late I have written in it at much longer intervals and much less about public events than when I started it. The feeling of helplessness is growing in everyone. One feels that the necessary swing of opinion cannot now happen except at the price of another disaster, which we cannot afford and which therefore one dare not hope for. The worst is that the crisis now coming is going to be a crisis of hunger, which the English people have no real experience of. Quite soon it is going to be a question of whether to import arms or food. It is a mercy that the worst period will come in the summer months, but it will be devilish difficult to get the people to face hunger when, so far as they can see, there is no purpose in the war whatever, and when the rich are still carrying on just as before, as they will be, of course, unless dealt with forcibly. It doesn’t matter having no war aims when it is a question of repelling invasion, because from the point of view of ordinary people keeping foreigners out of England is quite a sufficient war aim. But how can you ask them to starve their children in order to build tanks to fight in Africa, when in all that they are told at present there is nothing to make clear that fighting in Africa, or in Europe, has anything to do with the defence of England?

On a wall in South London some Communist or Blackshirt had chalked “Cheese, not Churchill”. What a silly slogan. It sums up the psychological ignorance of these people who even now have not grasped that whereas some people would die for Churchill, nobody will die for cheese.




778. To The Spectator

21 March 1941


Orwell’s review of General Wavell’s biography of Field Marshal Allenby had been published in Horizon in December 1940 (see here), and Orwell commented in his War-time Diary, 2 January 1941 (see here) that there was a certain irony in the fact that his criticism appeared at a time when Wavell was successful in North Africa. Janus, in ‘A Spectator’s Notebook,’ 21 February, remarked upon the coincidence that the review appeared the very day Sidi Barrani fell to the British, noting particularly Orwell’s comment that Allenby was ‘perhaps … the best of a bad lot … he remains totally uninteresting—a fact which also tells one a good deal about General Wavell.’ This was followed, in The Spectator of 7 March 1941, by a letter from A. C. Taylor, who had noted Janus’s remarks and drew attention to another interesting coincidence: the same issue of Horizon had contained Orwell’s ‘The Ruling Class’ (see here), in which Orwell dismissed the bayonet as useless except for opening tins, at a time when Italian troops ‘were surrendering in thousands the moment they saw this weapon in the hands of the charging enemy.’ In The Spectator for 14 March, Cyril Connolly, for the benefit of its readers, repeated the burden of the paragraph appearing in the March Horizon; see here. Sydney Horler (1888–1954), a writer of popular crime and mystery stories, had written to Orwell in friendly but direct terms on 7 January: ‘I like your stuff and I generally agree with what you denounce—but Bardia’, taken on 5 January 1941, a month after Sidi Barrani, ‘makes you look a bit of a bloody fool in the present circumstances, doesn’t it?’



Sir,—The letter from Mr. A. C. Taylor raises the question of the value of bayonets, and also refers back to “A Spectator’s Notebook” of the previous week. Perhaps I can answer both criticisms together. Of course I was wrong about General Wavell, and Heaven knows, I am glad to have been wrong. What I said in my review of his life of Allenby was that as General Wavell held one of the key commands in the present war, it was important for outsiders to try and gauge his intellect from the only evidence then available to them, i.e., the book itself. I submit that it was a dull book, about a man who may have been an able soldier but was a dull personality. Where I was wrong was in supposing that General Wavell’s literary shortcomings reflected in any way on his skill as a commander. I apologise to him, in case this should ever meet his eyes, but I doubt whether he will have been very seriously affected by anything I have said about him.

As to bayonets, Mr. Taylor states that Italian troops “both in Libya and Albania, were surrendering in their hundreds and thousands the moment they saw this weapon in the hands of the charging enemy.” I suspect that the tanks, aeroplanes, &c., may also have had something to do with the Italian surrenders. One must use common sense. A weapon which will kill a man at hundreds of yards is superior to one which will only kill him at a distance of a few feet. Otherwise why have firearms at all? It is quite true that a bayonet is terrifying, but so is a tommy gun, with the added advantage that you can kill somebody with it. Certainly a soldier with a bayonet on the end of his rifle feels aggressive, but so he does with a haversack full of hand-grenades. In the last war exactly the same propaganda stories about the “power of the bayonet” were current, in the German newspapers as much as in the British. There were tales of thousands of German prisoners who had received bayonet wounds, always in the hindquarters, and countless German cartoons showed British soldiers in flight with Germans prodding them, also in the hindquarters. The psycho-analysts can no doubt tell us why this fantasy of prodding your enemy in the backside appeals so deeply to sedentary civilians. But statistics published after the war was over showed that bayonet wounds accounted for about 1 per cent of total casualties. They will account for far less in this war, in which automatic weapons have grown more important.1

But why, in the book Mr. Taylor refers to, did I complain about the continuation of bayonet training? Because it wastes time which ought to be spent in training for things the infantryman will actually have to do, and because a mystical belief in primitive weapons is very dangerous to a nation at war. The experience of the last hundred years shows that whereas military opinion in England often becomes realistic after a defeat, in interim periods the belief always gains ground that you can somehow disregard the power of breach-loading weapons if your morale is good enough. The majority of British commanders before 1914 “did not believe in” the machine-gun. The results can be studied in the enormous cemeteries of northern France. I am not saying that morale is not important. Of course it is. But for Heaven’s sake let us not deceive ourselves into thinking that we shall defeat the German mechanised divisions with rifles and bayonets. The campaign in Flanders ought to have shown whether that is possible.—Yours faithfully.




778A. To Desmond Hawkins

22 March 1941 Typewritten

18 Dorset Chambers Chagford Street Ivor Place NW 1

Dear Hawkins,

Thanks for yours. I think I could do the said broadcast on May 5th1 if I’m not by that time in the army or something, only I don’t know whether it will be held to clash with 4 other broadcasts I have arranged to do to India. Bokhari wrote and asked me to broadcast and I have arranged to do a series of 4 talks on the nature and future of literary criticism. Apparently there is a public for that kind of thing in India, and the higher-brow the better. I suppose this broadcast you are suggesting would be for approximately the same public, but it wouldn’t actually touch on the same subject-matter. Perhaps you can let me know whether it will be O.K. to do both?

Yes, of course it’s all right about reprinting the one we did in the “Writer in the Witness Box” series.2

After April 1st my address will be 111 Langford Court, Abbey Rd., London NW 8, at least I am arranging to make it so. If after all I don’t move from here I will let you know.

Hope you haven’t had to put down too many hens. I got rid of the 20 or so I had left. It’s bloody to think they are still feeding race-horses.

Yours

George Orwell




779. To Z. A. Bokhari

23 March 1941 Typewritten

18 Dorset Chambers Chagford Street Ivor Place NW1

Dear Bokhari,

Thanks for yours. How would it be if I did the first talk about 10 days from now, ie. some time in the first week in April? If this will do. I’ll let you have the script of the first talk several days before the agreed date.1

Yours sincerely

George Orwell




780. War-time Diary

23.3.41: Yesterday attended a more or less compulsory Home Guard church parade, to take part in the national day of prayer. There were also contingents of the A.F.S.,1 Air Force cadets, W.A.A.F’s,2 etc., etc. Appalled by the jingoism and self-righteousness of the whole thing …. I am not shocked by the Church condoning war, as many people profess to be—nearly always people who are not religious believers themselves, I notice. If you accept government you accept war, and if you accept war you must in most cases desire one side or the other to win. I can never work up any disgust over bishops blessing the colours of regiments, etc. All that kind of thing is founded on a sentimental idea that fighting is incompatible with loving your enemies. Actually you can only love your enemies if you are willing to kill them in certain circumstances. But what is disgusting about services like these is the absence of any kind of self-criticism. Apparently God is expected to help us on the ground that we are better than the Germans. In the set prayer composed for the occasion God is asked “to turn the hearts of our enemies, and to help us to forgive them; to give them repentance for their misdoings, and a readiness to make amends.” Nothing about our enemies forgiving us. It seems to me that the Christian attitude would be that we are no better than our enemies, we are all miserable sinners, but that it so happens that it would be better if our cause prevailed and therefore that it is legitimate to pray for this…  ….° I suppose the idea is that it would be bad for morale to let people realise that the enemy has a case, though even that is a psychological error, in my opinion. But perhaps they aren’t thinking primarily about the effect on the people taking part in the service but are simply looking for direct results from their nation-wide praying, campaign, a sort of box barrage fired at the angels.

24.3.41. The reports of German heavy cruisers in the Atlantic somehow have the appearance of being a false rumour to draw British capital ships away.3 That might conceivably be a prelude to invasion. Expectation of invasion has much faded away, because it is generally felt that Hitler could not now conquer England with any force he would be able to bring here, unless British sea and air power had been greatly worn down beforehand. I think this is probably so and that Hitler will not attempt invasion until he has had a spectacular success elsewhere, because the invasion itself would appear as a failure and would need something to offset it. But I think that an unsuccessful invasion meaning the loss of, say, 100,000 or even 500,000 men, might well do his job for him, because of the utter paralysis of industry and internal food-supply it might cause. If a few hundred thousand men could be landed and could hold out for even three weeks they would have done more damage than thousands of air-raids could do. But the effects of this would not be apparent immediately, and therefore Hitler is only likely to try it when things are going conspicuously well for him.

Evidently there is very serious shortage of Home Guard equipment, i.e. weapons… … On the other hand, the captures of arms in Africa are said to be so enormous that experts are being sent out to inventory them. Drawings will then be made and fresh weapons manufactured to these specifications, the captured ones being sufficient as the nucleus for a whole new range of armaments.




781. To Director of Public Relations, Air Ministry

End March 1941


On 23 March 1941, Orwell wrote to Z. A. Bokhari from 18 Dorset Chambers. On 3 April 1941, a letter was sent to Orwell from the Air Ministry, addressed to E. Blair, at 111 Langford Court, Abbey Road, London, NW8 (the St John’s Wood district). Orwell wrote to Bokhari again, giving that address, on 6 April 1941. He had evidently written to the Air Ministry in the last week of March with the hope of gaining employment in the Air Ministry Directorate of Public Relations. There was no vacancy, and it was suggested he apply for a commission in the Administrative and Special Duties branch of the RAFVR; an application form was enclosed.

The Orwells’ new one-bedroom flat was on the fifth of eight floors of a then modern building. Many refugees lived there and in much of the immediate neighbourhood. In a letter to Ian Angus of 21 May 1967, Inez Holden wrote that Langford Court ‘was almost entirely occupied by foreigners and I remember Eileen Orwell ringing me up one day to tell me the “sensational news” that she had actually met another Englishwoman in the lift and they had fallen on each other’s necks.’ See Crick, 431–32, for some account of Orwell’s time there, and Thompson, 60, for an illustration of Langford Court. It was, curiously, an area notorious for black-out offences, particularly surprising given the previous experiences of many of the inhabitants. This was the Orwells’ home until the summer of 1942, when they moved to 10a Mortimer Crescent, Maida Vale; see Thompson, 60.






782. ‘Will Freedom Die with Capitalism?’

The Left News, April 1941


Orwell’s article was written in response to a letter from Douglas Ede, of Withersfield, Suffolk, to the Editor of The Left News:

Dear Sir,

Your paper being of a virile nature, you surely will not mind answering a single question on your policy, by one who is by no means unsympathetic to you? Many of your readers, must also be as perplexed on this point as myself, and would welcome enlightenment.

Do you really intend to build a “Socialistic DEMOCRACY,” as George Orwell stated in his article in your January number? If so, will you please tell us more clearly how you are going to do it? I have read very carefully the I.L.P. statement of policy, but fail to see that the democratic way would achieve the thirteen points set out.

1. Would you not arrive by following these points at something very little different to a communist state? Even accepting point ten (b) the Workers Committees which anyhow exist in Russia, where would the democracy come in?

2. Assuming that you conscript private wealth, and yet found a system which is not communist and not fascist, what guarantee can you give us that the system resulting will not have totalitarian evils rather than democratic advantages?

3. I do not mind handing over my personal wealth to the State, if I can be sure the State will give me something in return. Like the totalitarian states, you want to control my wealth, unlike the totalitarian states, you promise me Democracy in return.

4. We all find Democracy [a] very much harder thing to define than Totalitarianism, and Mr. Strachey would have done us a greater service by writing on the former than by writing on the latter. If Mr. Orwell can prove that his Democracy can exist shorn of the evils of capitalism, I for one should be glad.

5. Are we to be gulled like the Germans were on Hitler’s advent to power by words such as socialism, national democratic or otherwise? Are not the main issues still between totalitarianism and capitalistic democracy? Under the words “Socialism” or any other “kind” of Democracy, is it not likely that a system as bad or worse than capitalistic Democracy will be evolved?

6. I am sure many of your readers are like me, and feel that good intentions are not enough. Maybe your policy is an alternate Democracy to capitalistic Democracy, AND yet not communistic or fascist, if so you had better define it more clearly, as you have not defined it nearly enough. If there is such an alternate system to these other two, it is clearly the system which the world is waiting for. Therefore I can think of no better propaganda for your cause than if you made this system absolutely clear. The evils of capitalistic Democracy we already know, and even your able articles on communism and totalitarianism, are fairly common knowledge. But this new Utopia you advocate, tell us more of that.

Even if you cannot publish a reply perhaps to insert my letter in a future number might bring forth interesting comments and ideas from your readers.

I am Sir, very faithfully yours,

Douglas Ede.



This letter is a criticism of socialism from what may be called the liberal angle. I think its general drift can be summarised in two questions:—

(i) Is there any reason to think that socialism will be genuinely preferable to capitalist Democracy?

(ii) Can Democracy, as we know it, survive into a collectivist age, or is it simply a reflection of laissez faire capitalism?

Obviously the two questions overlap, but the first of them raises wider issues and touches upon the all-important doctrine of “historic necessity.” One can perhaps get a clearer view of the second question if one deals with the first separately.

It is not claimed by Socialists that the change-over to a collectivist economy will make human life happier, easier or even freer immediately. On the contrary, the transition may make life very nearly unbearable for a long period, perhaps for hundreds of years. There is a certain goal that we have got to reach—cannot help reaching, ultimately—and the way to it may lead through some dreadful places. What Socialists of, I should say, nearly all schools believe is that the destiny and therefore the true happiness of man lies in a society of pure communism, that is to say a society in which all human beings are more or less equal, in which no one has the power to oppress another, in which economic motives have ceased to operate, in which men are governed by love and curiosity and not by greed and fear. That is our destiny, and there is no escaping it; but how we reach it, and how soon, depends on ourselves. Socialism—centralised ownership of the means of production, plus political democracy—is the necessary next step towards communism, just as capitalism was the necessary next step after feudalism. It is not in itself the final objective, and I think we ought to guard against assuming that as a system to live under it will be greatly preferable to democratic capitalism.

If we look backward we can see that innovations without which further progress would have been impossible were not always improvements in themselves. If one is thinking simply of the quality of human life, I do not believe that Western society, during recorded time, has made any real advance except in the adoption of Christianity. The medieval village was almost certainly better than the Roman slave farm. But the next step was probably a falling-off. Feudalism had to break up, capitalism had to replace it, because without the concentration of capital the technical discoveries that would lead to a further advance could not have been made. But as a way of life capitalism was not better than feudalism, it was far worse. Feudal society may be unjust, but it is human; love and loyalty can exist in it, though equality cannot. Capitalism, as such, has no room in it for any human relationship; it has no law except that profits must always be made. Not much more than a century ago, children as young as six were bought up and worked to death in the mines and cotton mills, more ruthlessly than we should now work a donkey. This was not more cruel than the Spanish Inquisition, but it was more inhuman, in that the men who worked those children to death thought of them as mere units of labour, things, whereas the Spanish Inquisitor would have thought of them as souls. According to the capitalist ethic there is absolutely nothing wrong in turning a man out to starve after he has served you for forty years; on the contrary, it may be “sound business,” a necessary retrenchment which is part of your duty to your shareholders. It is true that capitalism has been tamed and modified and has developed certain virtues of its own—I will return to this in a moment—but I think it must be admitted that it is inherently evil and that as a result of it human life has deteriorated in certain ways. The decadence of our language, the hideous vulgarity of our clothes, the badness of our manners, the disappearance of popular art, are symptoms of this deterioration. And there is not much doubt that primitive peoples, untouched by capitalism and industrialism, are happier than civilised men. Almost anyone who has travelled will confirm this. Among primitive peoples, at any rate in warm climates, the faces that you see are predominantly happy; in no great city of the West is this true.

But it is impossible to remain permanently at the same stage of development. No one—even if he possessed the historical foresight that this would imply—is able to say “We have now reached a desirable way of life and we refuse to advance any further.” Technical progress always continues, even when for the time being it degrades human personality. The new civilisation always wipes out the old, if only because it is more efficient militarily. It is inevitable that the planned, centralised state should supersede laissez-faire capitalism, because the latter is as helpless against it in a serious struggle as the Abyssinians were against the Italian machine guns. We have seen this demonstrated beyond question during the past two years. As against the planned economy of Nazi Germany, Britain and France were simply unable to arm. The concentration on a single object, the over-riding of private interests, the lowering of the standard of living which are necessary when a modern nation goes seriously to war, were not possible without a social and economic reconstruction which their rulers would not face. As a result France went down like a house of cards and Britain only escaped because of geographical advantages, the possession of a navy that was semi-autonomous and had therefore been able to keep itself up to a reasonable strength, and the stolidity of the national character. Since then every move towards military efficiency has been a move away from old-fashioned capitalism. If one takes the moral as well as the physical side of the war into account, it seems probable that Britain can only win by becoming, more definitely and unmistakably than Nazi Germany, a Socialist state. But at any rate it is certain that unless the war ends in some unpredictable way within the next few months, Britain will not emerge in the shape it had under Chamberlain. It may emerge Socialist, or Nazified by conquest, or with some local variant of fascism—but it will not emerge capitalist in the old sense of the word. The forces making for centralised control and planned production and consumption are overwhelming. It is the way the world is going, war merely clarifies the issue, and those who try to check the process usually end by accelerating it. Men like Mussolini and Franco, who start off with the avowed and probably honest intention of restoring the past, safeguarding private property and crushing “Marxism,” end by destroying the very “rights” they set out to defend. The capitalists call them in to enslave the working-class, and find themselves enslaved in the process. The movement towards collectivism goes on all the time, though it takes varying forms, some hopeful, others horrible.

“But,” it can be said, “if collectivism is already triumphing everywhere and pure communism is bound to arrive in the end, what is there to bother about? Why fight against Hitler, or our local equivalent of Hitler, since it will be all the same in a hundred years?” And this raises by implication the second of the two questions in which I tried to summarise Mr. Ede’s letter.

Unfortunately it is not certain that it will be all the same in a hundred years, or a thousand years, or perhaps even ten thousand years, and therein lies the whole reason for struggle. I have said that what is happening everywhere is the replacement of competitive societies in which the individual has absolute rights over his own property, by planned societies in which power is centralised. Till recently it was assumed as a matter of course that this new form of society, when it arrived, would be “socialism.” Socialism was defined as “common ownership of the means of production,” and few people bothered themselves about the exact meaning of the word “common.” It was held that the only kind of injustice that mattered was economic injustice, and economic injustice must vanish with private property. Nazism, which neither formally abolished private property nor respected the rights of the individual, did not fit into this scheme of things, and till very recently it remained the official theory of the Left that Nazism was “just capitalism.” Its centralising tendency, the quite manifest subjugation of the capitalists by the Party officials, were ignored, and the Nazi system was declared to be no more than a thinly veiled dictatorship of business men. Hitler was written off as the “tool” of the German heavy industrialists, the “pawn” of Thyssen1 (we have recently seen which of these two is the pawn), and the ideological side of the movement was dismissed as beneath notice. Since nazism was not what any Western European meant by socialism, clearly it must be capitalism. While they reasoned thus, the official theorists of the Left were never able to explain why Hitler came to power, why millions of men were willing to die for him, or how he won his victories; they were forced enormously to underrate the strength of nazism. Otherwise they would have had to admit that nazism did avoid the contradictions of capitalism, that it was a kind of socialism, though a non-democratic kind. And that would have meant admitting that “common ownership of the means of production” is not a sufficient objective, that by merely altering the structure of society you improve nothing. As against capitalist democracy nazism must prevail, because it is more up to date, therefore more efficient militarily; but as a way of life it is immensely worse. It is a step forward, and a step to the bad.

Nazism can be defined as oligarchical collectivism. It can avoid all the chaos and friction of capitalism, the slumps and crises, the unemployment and stagnation, and it can probably keep running for an indefinite length of time; but even less than capitalism does it make for human happiness or human equality. Its tendency is towards the setting-up of a caste system, based on “racial superiority” but probably with an adoptive rather than hereditary caste at the top. It is a new form of tyranny, in which power and not money is the thing that counts. It seems fairly certain that something of the same kind is occurring in Soviet Russia; the similarity of the two regimes has been growing more and more obvious for the last six years. Just as at the end of the feudal age there appeared a new figure, the man of money, so at the end of the capitalist age there appears another new figure, the man of power, the Nazi gauleiter or Bolshevik commissar. Such men may be individually corrupt, but as a type they are neither mercenary nor hedonistic. They don’t want ease and luxury, they merely want the pleasure of tyrannising over other people. And since power has not been debunked as money has, they can proceed with a self-righteousness and ignorance of their own motives that would be impossible to a mere money-grubber. But from the point of view of the underdog the rule of power is worse than the rule of money, because money is more subdivisible.

But is there really no other alternative than dictatorship and plutocracy? The answer is that the world revolution is only just beginning. What one can call revolution has only happened in two great countries, in both of which military despotism was the normal form of society. Grant that the transition to a centralised economy must happen, is happening everywhere, and it is safe to assume that it will take different forms in different countries. There is no reason for thinking that the West will imitate the East. When people speak of the West, or Western civilisation, they mean a ring of states fringing on the North Atlantic, Scandinavia, the Low Countries, France, Britain and North America. These states have enough in common to be thought of as a single culture. All of them were infected by the ideas of the French Revolution, all of them have developed parliamentary democracies which were inefficient but which did act as a check on political adventurers, and all of them have had a high enough standard of living to allow independent labour movements to develop. The two biggest of them have been saved by their maritime position from foreign invasion and the rule of armies. Most important of all, a belief in the value of bourgeois Democracy is widespread in all these countries, and more among the common people than among their rulers. Freedom may be an illusion, but you could not, in England, induce large numbers of young men to march up and down proclaiming “We spit upon Freedom,” and that fact is symptomatically important. The enemies of Western civilisation are fond of pointing out that the comparative peacefulness and decency of life in the democracies are simply the reflection of a high national income, which for a hundred years past has been based largely on coloured labour. This is true, but it is rather like saying “This field is only more fertile than that because it was manured last year.” Our scruples are not less real because we have bought them with the blood of Indian coolies. A hatred of civil violence and a respect for freedom of speech are definite factors in Western life, and they are not likely to vanish overnight, even if our standard of living drops to that of Eastern Europe. Men’s beliefs are not so crudely dependent on material circumstances as to alter from day to day, or even from year to year. A professor of science wrecked on a desert island may be reduced to the condition of a savage, but he does not become a savage. He does not start believing that the sun goes round the earth, for instance. When our revolution is accomplished our social and economic structure will be totally different, but we shall retain many of the habits of thought and behaviour that we learned in an earlier age. Nations do not easily wipe out their past. There is no question of saving capitalist Democracy, it is disappearing, but that is not to say that one Monday morning we shall wake up to a world of slogans and rubber truncheons. I think the answer to Mr. Ede’s query must be that if we can bring our revolution about it will be comparatively speaking a bloodless one, and that many features of capitalist Democracy, whose disappearance he rightly dreads, will be able to survive it.

All depends on the “if.” We have to keep our destiny in our own hands, which implies waging the “war on two fronts.” I have said earlier that we shall emerge from this war either Socialist, nazified by conquest, or victorious but with a brand of fascism peculiar to ourselves. And it is doubtful whether the third alternative practically exists. One striking thing about this war has been the failure of the British ruling-class to develop a genuinely Fascist outlook. In spite of a certain amount of will to do so, they seem not to possess either the intelligence, the political understanding or the simple wickedness to learn totalitarian methods. Of course England is still a class-ridden country, and the offensive contrast of wealth and poverty exists everywhere amid the bombs; but that is plutocracy, a very different thing from fascism. And of course there is curtailment of the rights of labour, press censorship, political persecution of a petty kind, a general diminution of liberty. But that is war. One has to compare the behaviour of the British Government not with some impossible ideal but with that of any government at war, whatever its colour. The Spanish Republican Government, for instance, from the very beginning of the civil war, outraged every principle of Democracy far more grossly than our own Government has done, or, I should say, than any British Conservative Government would dare to do. The clumsy, ineffectual chasing of the People’s Convention is not the act of Fascists; it is the act of stupid plutocrats who would rather like to introduce totalitarian methods but do not know how. Of course we have to be on our guard against these people, and to lever them out when the opportunity arises, but less because they are likely to consolidate their own power than because they will lose the war for us if they are left in control.

When the opportunity for a shift of power will arise, I do not know. It does not exist at this moment; I think it existed after Dunkirk. And at this particular moment I do not see what one can do, politically, except to spread as widely as possible the following three ideas.

(i) Human progress may be held up for centuries unless we can eliminate Hitler, which means that Britain must win the war.

(ii) The war cannot be won unless the first steps towards socialism are taken.

(iii) No revolution in England has a chance of success unless it takes account of England’s past.

But what our “new Utopia,” as Mr. Ede calls it, will be like in its first stage we cannot tell. We do not know how it will be reached, whether fairly easily and by the willing act of the majority of the people, or slowly and painfully, through dictatorship and civil war. I have merely given reasons for thinking that revolution in England might be less bloody and disappointing than elsewhere. There is no certainty that the first phase of socialism will be “better,” from a hedonistic point of view, than democratic capitalism. But we cannot take account of that, because we can only consider the possibilities that exist. The one certain thing about this war is that we shall not end up where we began. To say that since capitalist Democracy has its points it would be better to retain it in toto, is as though a baby should say that since lying in a cradle is a very pleasant thing, it would be better to remain a baby all your life. No such thing can happen, and to wish for the impossible, even the impossible good, is inherently reactionary.




783. To Z. A. Bokhari

6 April 1941 Typewritten

111 Langford Court Abbey Road London NW 8

Dear Bokhari,

Many thanks for your letter. Wednesday 30.4.41 and the following dates named by you would suit me very well and I will have the first script prepared some days in advance.

Yours sincerely

George Orwell

On 10 April Bokhari completed the standard BBC form to arrange for the direct broadcast of the four talks:

[image: image]

Each talk was to take thirteen minutes, in the series ‘We Speak to India,’ S.W.S. (Eastern Transmission). There was to be a fee of eight guineas (£8.40) for each one.




784. War-time Diary

7.4.41: Belgrade bombed yesterday, and the first official announcement this morning that there is a British army in Greece—150,000 men, so they say. So the mystery of where the British army in Libya has gone to is at last cleared up, though this had been obvious enough when the British retreated from Benghazi. Impossible to say yet whether the treaty of friendship between Jugo-Slavia and the U.S.S.R. means anything or nothing, but it is difficult to believe that it doesn’t point to a worsening of Russo-German relations. One will get another indication of the Russian attitude when and if the Emperor of Abyssinia is restored—i.e., whether the Russian government recognizes him and sends an ambassador to his court.

… Shortage of labour more and more apparent and prices of such things as textiles and furniture rising to a frightening extent … The secondhand furniture trade, after years of depression, is booming …. It is evident that calling-up is now being consciously used as a way of silencing undesirables. The reserved age for journalists has been raised to 41—this won’t bring them in more than a few hundred men, but can be used against individuals whenever desired. It would be comic if after having been turned down for the army on health grounds ten months ago it were suddenly found that my health had improved to just the point at which I was fit to be a private in the Pioneers.1

… Thinking always of our army in Greece and the desperate risk it runs of being driven into the sea. One can imagine how the strategists of the Liddell Hart2 type must be wringing their hands over this rash move. Politically it is right, however, if one looks 2–3 years ahead. The best one can say is that even in the narrow strategic sense it must offer some hope of success, or the generals concerned would have refused to undertake it. It is difficult to feel that Hitler has not mistimed his stroke by a month or thereabouts. Abyssinia at any rate is gone, and the Italian naval disaster can hardly have been intended.3 Also if war in the Balkans lasts even three months the effects on Germany’s food supply in the autumn must be serious.




785. To the Reverend Iorwerth Jones

8 April 1941 Typewritten


On 4 May 1955, the minister at Pan-teg Congregational Church, Ystalyfera, Swansea, the Reverend Iorwerth Jones, wrote to Malcolm Muggeridge (see here) saying that, although he did not know Orwell personally, after the publication of The Lion and the Unicorn he had written to him to ‘raise queries about his comments on pacifism.’ He had received the reply below, which he sent to Muggeridge in case it should be of use to him for the biography of Orwell he was then proposing to write.



111 Langford Court Abbey Road London NW 8

Dear Mr Jones,

Many thanks for your letter. Perhaps in one or two cases I expressed myself rather ambiguously and can make things clearer by answering some of your queries.

1. “The U.S.A. will need a year to mobilise its resources even if Big Business can be brought to heel.” You comment that it is the strikers who are holding up production. That is so, of course, but I was trying to look deeper than the immediate obstruction. The sort of effort that a nation at war now needs can only be made if both labour and capital are conscripted. Ultimately what is needed is that labour should be as much under discipline as the armed forces. This condition practically obtains in the USSR and the totalitarian countries. But it is only practicable if all classes are disciplined alike, otherwise there is constant resentment and social friction, showing itself in strikes and sabotage. In the long run I think the hardest people to bring to heel will be the business men, who have most to lose by the passing of the present system and in some cases are consciously pro-Hitler. Beyond a certain point they will struggle against the loss of their economic freedom, and as long as they do so the causes for labour unrest will exist.

2. War aims. Of course I am in favour of declaring our war aims, though there is a danger in proclaiming any very detailed scheme for post-war reconstruction, in that Hitler, who is not troubled by any intention of keeping his promises, will make a higher bid as soon as our war-aims are declared. All I protested against in the book was the idea that propaganda without a display of military strength can achieve anything. Acland’s book “Unser Kampf”, which I referred to, seemed to assume that if we told the Germans we wanted a just peace they would stop fighting. The same idea is being put about, though in this case not in good faith, by the People’s Convention1 crowd (Pritt2 and Co.)

3. A pro-Fascist rebellion in India. I wasn’t thinking of a rebellion primarily by Indians, I was thinking of the British community in India. A British general attempting a Fascist coup d’etat° would probably use India as his jumping-off place, as Franco used Morocco. Of course it isn’t a likelihood at this stage of the war, but one has got to think of the future. If an attempt to impose open naked Fascism upon Britain is ever made, I think coloured troops are almost certain to be used.

4. Gandhi and pacifism. Perhaps I ought not to have implied that pacifists are always people who as individuals have led sheltered lives, though it is a fact that “pure” pacifists usually belong to the middle classes and have grown up in somewhat exceptional circumstances. But it is a fact that pacifism as a movement barely exists except in communities where people don’t feel foreign invasion and conquest to be likely. That is why pacifist movements are always found in maritime countries (there is even I believe a fairly considerable pacifist movement in Japan). Government cannot be conducted on “pure” pacifist lines, because any government which refused in all circumstances to use force could be overthrown by anyone, even any individual, who was willing to use force. Pacifism refuses to face the problem of government and pacifists think always as people who will never be in a position of control, which is why I call them irresponsible.

Gandhi has been regarded for twenty years by the Government of India as one of its right-hand men. I know what I am talking about—I used to be an officer in the Indian police. It was always admitted in the most cynical way that Gandhi made it easier for the British to rule India, because his influence was always against taking any action that would make any difference. The reason why Gandhi when in prison is always treated with such lenience,° and small concessions sometimes made when he has prolonged one of his fasts to a dangerous extent, is that the British officials are in terror that he may die and be replaced by someone who believes less in “soul force” and more in bombs. Gandhi is of course personally quite honest and unaware of the way in which he is made use of, and his personal integrity makes him all the more useful. I won’t undertake to say that his methods will not succeed in the long run. One can at any rate say that by preventing violence and therefore preventing relations being embittered beyond a certain point, he has made it more likely that the problem of India will ultimately be settled in a peaceful way. But it is hard to believe that the British will ever be got out of India by those means, and certainly the British on the spot don’t think so. As to the conquest of England, Gandhi would certainly advise us to let the Germans rule here rather than fight against them—in fact he did advocate just that. And if Hitler conquered England he would, I imagine, try to bring into being a nationwide pacifist movement, which would prevent serious resistance and therefore make it easier for him to rule.

Thank you for writing.

Yours sincerely

George Orwell




786. War-time Diary

8.4.41: Have just read The Battle of Britain, the M.O.I.’s best-seller (there was so great a run on it that copies were unprocurable for some days). It is said to have been compiled by Francis Beeding, the writer of thrillers. I suppose it is not as bad as it might be, but seeing that it is being translated into many languages and will undoubtedly be read all over the world—it is the first official account, at any rate in English, of the first great air battle in history—it is a pity that they did not have the sense to a void the propagandist note altogether. The pamphlet is full of “heroic”, “glorious exploits”, etc., and the Germans are spoken of more or less slightingly. Why couldn’t they simply give a cold accurate account of the facts, which after all are favourable enough? For the sake of the bit of cheer-up that this pamphlet will accomplish in England, they throw away the chance of producing something that would be accepted all over the world as a standard authority and used to counteract German lies.

But what chiefly impresses me when reading The Battle of Britain and looking up the corresponding dates in this diary, is the way in which “epic” events never seem very important at the time. Actually I have a number of vivid memories of the day the Germans broke through and fired the docks (I think it must have been the 7th September), but mostly of trivial things. First of all riding down in the bus to have tea with Connolly, and two women in front of me insisting that shell-bursts in the sky were parachutes, till I had a hard job of it not to chip in and correct them. Then sheltering in a doorway in Piccadilly from falling shrapnel, just as one might shelter from a cloudburst. Then a long line of German planes filing across the sky, and some very young R.A.F. and naval officers running out of one of the hotels and passing a pair of field glasses from hand to hand. Then sitting in Connolly’s top-floor flat1 and watching the enormous fires beyond St. Paul’s, and the great plume of smoke from an oil drum somewhere down the river, and Hugh Slater sitting in the window and saying, “It’s just like Madrid—quite nostalgic.” The only person suitably impressed was Connolly, who took us up to the roof and after gazing for some time at the fires, said “It’s the end of capitalism. It’s a judgment on us”. I didn’t feel this to be so, but was chiefly struck by the size and beauty of the flames. That night I was woken up by the explosions and actually went out into the street to see if the fires were still alight—as a matter of fact it was almost as bright as day, even in the N.W. quarter—but still didn’t feel as though any important historical event were happening. Afterwards, when the attempt to conquer England by air bombardment had evidently been abandoned, I said to Fyvel, “That was Trafalgar. Now there’s Austerlitz”,2 but I hadn’t seen this analogy at the time.

The News-Chronicle very defeatist again, making a great outcry about the abandonment of Benghazi, with the implication that we ought to have gone for Tripoli while the going was good instead of withdrawing troops to use in Greece.3 And these are exactly the people who would have raised the loudest squeal if we had gone on with the conquest of the Italian empire and left the Greeks in the soup.

9.4.41: The budget has almost knocked the Balkan campaign out of the news. It is the former and not the latter that I overhear people everywhere discussing.4

This evening’s news has the appearance of being very bad. The Greek C. in C. has issued a statement that the Serbs have retreated and uncovered his left flank. The significance of this is that people don’t officially say things like that—practically a statement that the Serbs have let the Greeks down—unless they feel things to be going very badly.

The Home Guard now have tommy guns, at any rate two per company. It seems a far cry from the time when we were going to be armed with shotguns—only there weren’t any shotguns—and my question as to whether we might hope for some machine guns was laughed off as an absurdity.

11.4.41: Reported in yesterday’s papers that Britain is arranging to lend £2,500,000 to Spain—as a reward for seizing Tangier, I suppose. This is a very bad symptom. Throughout the war it has always been when we were in exceptionally desperate straits that we have begun making concessions to the minor totalitarian powers.

12.4.41: The idea that the German troops in Libya, or some of them, got there via French ships and French African territory, is readily accepted by everyone that one suggests it to. Absolutely no mention of any such possibility in the press, however. Perhaps they are still being instructed to pipe down on criticisms of Vichy France.

The day before yesterday saw fresh-water fish (perch) for sale in a fishmonger’s shop. A year ago English people, i.e. town people, wouldn’t have touched such a thing.

13.4.41: No real news at all about either Greece or Libya …. Of the two papers I was able to procure to-day, the Sunday Pictorial was blackly defeatist and the Sunday Express not much less so. Yesterday’s Evening Standard has an article by “Our Military Correspondent”… which was even more so. All this suggests that the newspapers may be receiving bad news which they are not allowed to pass on …. God knows it is all a ghastly mess. The one thing that is perhaps encouraging is that all the military experts are convinced that our intervention in Greece is disastrous, and the military experts are always wrong.

When the campaign in the Near East is settled one way or the other, and the situation is in some way stabilised, I shall discontinue this diary. It covers the period between Hitler’s spring campaigns of 1940 and 1941. Some time within the next month or two a new military and political phase must begin. The first six months of this diary covered the quasi-revolutionary period following on the disaster in France. Now we are evidently in for another period of disaster, but of a different kind, less intelligible to ordinary people and not necessarily producing any corresponding political improvement. Looking back to the early part of this diary, I see how my political predictions have been falsified, and yet, as it were, the revolutionary changes that I expected are happening, but in slow motion. I made an entry, I see, implying that private advertisements would have disappeared from the walls within a year. They haven’t, of course—that disgusting Famel Cough Syrup advert. is still plastered all over the place, also He’s Twice the Man on Worthington and Somebody’s Mother isn’t Using Persil—but they are far fewer, and the government posters far more numerous. Connolly said once that intellectuals tend to be right about the direction of events but wrong about their tempo, which is very true.5

Registering on Saturday, with the 38 group, I was appalled to see what a scrubby-looking lot they were. A thing that strikes one when one sees a group like this, picked out simply by date of birth, is how much more rapidly the working classes age. They don’t, however, live less long, or only a few years less long, than the middle class. But they have an enormous middle age, stretching from thirty to sixty.

14.4.41: The news today is appalling. The Germans are at the Egyptian frontier and a British force in Tobruk has the appearance of being cut off, though this is denied from Cairo.6 Opinion is divided as to whether the Germans really have an overwhelming army in Libya, or whether they have only a comparatively small force while we have practically nothing, most of the troops and fighting vehicles having been withdrawn to other fronts as soon as we had taken Benghazi. In my opinion the latter is the likelier, and also the probability is that we sent only European troops to Greece and have chiefly Indians and Negroes in Egypt. D., speaking from a knowledge of South Africa, thinks that after Benghazi was taken the army was removed not so much for use in Greece as to polish off the Abyssinian campaign, and that the motive for this was political, to give the South Africans, who are more or less hostile to us, a victory to keep them in a good temper. If we can hang on to Egypt the whole thing will have been worth while for the sake of clearing the Red Sea and opening that route to American ships. But the necessary complement to this is the French West African ports, which we could have seized a year ago almost without fighting.

Non-aggression pact between Russia and Japan, the published terms of which are vague in the extreme. But there must presumably be a secret clause by which Russia agrees to abandon China, no doubt gradually and without admitting what is happening, as in the case of Spain. Otherwise it is difficult to see what meaning the pact can have.

From Greece no real news whatever. One silly story about a British armoured-car patrol surprising a party of Germans has now been repeated three days running.




787. London Letter, 15 April 1941

Partisan Review, July–August 1941


The editors of Partisan Review, in a letter to Orwell of 15 March 1941, said that they had ‘liked your London Letter extremely—thought it informative, concrete, lively and full of new and interesting ideas for us over here.’ Dwight Macdonald, who signed the letter, went on, ‘Most of us didn’t agree with your political line, as you no doubt anticipated would be the case. But that didn’t, of course, prevent us from learning much from your letter.’ A list of ten questions was then posed, and Orwell was asked to answer those he could (‘Don’t hesitate to omit any that would tax you too much’). Orwell answered them all, and they were reproduced in this London Letter as posed in Macdonald’s letter.



London NW 8

Dear Editors,

As you see by the above date, I only received your letter a month after it was sent, so there is not much hope of my getting a reply to you by April 20th. I expect this will reach you before June, however. I will try to make some sort of answer to all your questions, but I should go over the allotted space if I answered them all in full, so I will concentrate on the ones I know most about. You don’t mention anything in my previous letter having been blacked out by the censor, so I presume I can speak fairly freely.1

1. What is the level and tone of the popular press these days? How much real information about the war effort comes out? How fully are strikes and labor troubles reported? Debates in Parliament? How dominant is the propaganda note? Is this propaganda mostly anti-Hun and jingoistic flag-waving as in the last war, or is it more anti-fascist? What about the radio? Cinema?

The tone of the popular press has improved out of recognition during the last year. This is especially notable in the Daily Mirror and Sunday Pictorial (“tabloid” papers of vast circulation, read largely by the army), and the Beaverbrook papers, the Daily Express, Sunday Express and Evening Standard. Except for the Daily Mail and certain Sunday papers these used to be the most lowbrow section of the press, but they have all grown politically serious, while preserving their “stunt” make-up, with screaming headlines, etc. All of them print articles which would have been considered hopelessly above their readers’ heads a couple of years ago, and the Mirror and the Standard are noticeably “left.” The Standard is the least important of Beaverbrook’s three papers, and he has apparently taken his eye off it and left its direction almost entirely to young journalists of leftwing views who are allowed to say what they like so long as they don’t attack the Boss directly. Nearly the whole of the press is now “left” compared with what it was before Dunkirk—even the Times mumbles about the need for centralised ownership and greater social equality—and to find any straightforward expression of reactionary opinions, i.e. reactionary in the old pre-Fascist sense, you now have to go to obscure weekly and monthly papers, mostly Catholic papers. There is an element of eye-wash in all this, but it is partly due to the fact that the decline in the trade in consumption goods has robbed the advertisers of much of their power over editorial policy. Ultimately this will bankrupt the newspapers and compel the State to take them over, but at the moment they are in an interim period when they are controlled by journalists rather than advertisers, which is all to the good for the short time it will last.

As to accuracy of news, I believe this is the most truthful war that has been fought in modern times. Of course one only sees enemy newspapers very rarely, but in our own papers there is certainly nothing to compare with the frightful lies that were told on both sides in 1914–18 or in the Spanish civil war. I believe that the radio, especially in countries where listening-in to foreign broadcasts is not forbidden, is making large-scale lying more and more difficult. The Germans have now sunk the British navy several times over in their published pronouncements, but don’t otherwise seem to have lied much about major events. When things are going badly our own government lies in a rather stupid way, withholding information and being vaguely optimistic, but generally has to come out with the truth within a few days. I have it on very good authority that reports of air-battles, etc., issued by the Air Ministry are substantially truthful, though of course favourably coloured. As to the other two fighting services I can’t speak. I doubt whether labour troubles are really fully reported. News of a large-scale strike would probably never be suppressed, but I think you can take it that there is a strong tendency to pipe down on labour friction, and also on the discontent caused by billeting, evacuation, separation allowances for soldiers’ wives, etc., etc. Debates in Parliament are probably not misrepresented in the press, but with a House full of deadheads they are growing less and less interesting and only about four newspapers now give them prominence.

Propaganda enters into our lives more than it did a year ago, but not so grossly as it might. The flag-waving and Hun-hating is absolutely nothing to what it was in 1914–18, but it is growing. I think the majority opinion would now be that we are fighting the German people and not merely the Nazis. Vansittart’s hate-Germany pamphlet, Black Record, sold like hot cakes. It is idle to pretend that this is simply something peculiar to the bourgeoisie. There have been very ugly manifestations of it among the common people. Still, as wars go, there has been remarkably little hatred so far, at any rate in this country. Nor is “anti-fascism,” of the kind that was fashionable during the Popular Front period, a strong force yet. The English people have never caught up with that. Their war morale depends more on old-fashioned patriotism, unwillingness to be governed by foreigners, and simple inability to grasp when they are in danger.

I believe that the B.B.C., in spite of the stupidity of its foreign propaganda and the unbearable voices of its announcers, is very truthful. It is generally regarded here as more reliable than the press. The movies seem almost unaffected by the war, i.e., in technique and subject-matter. They go on and on with the same treacly rubbish, and when they do touch on politics they are years behind the popular press and decades behind the average book.

2. Is there any serious writing being done? Is there any anti-war literature like Barbusse,2 etc., in the last war? Over here we hear there is a tendency towards romanticism and escapism in current British writing. Is this true?

So far as I know, nothing of consequence is being written, except in fragmentary form, diaries and short sketches for instance. The best novels I have read during the past year were either American or translations of foreign books written several years earlier. There is much production of anti-war literature, but of a one-eyed irresponsible kind. There is nothing corresponding to the characteristic war-books of 1914–18. All of those in their different ways depended on a belief in the unity of European civilization, and generally on a belief in international working-class solidarity. That doesn’t exist any longer—Fascism has killed it. No one believes any longer that a war can be stopped by the workers on both sides simultaneously refusing to fight. To be effectively anti-war in England now one has to be pro-Hitler, and few people have the intellectual courage to be that, at any rate wholeheartedly. I don’t see why good books shouldn’t be written from the pro-Hitler angle, but none are appearing as yet.

I don’t see any tendency to escapism in current literature, but I believe that if any major work were now produced it would be escapist, or at any rate subjective. I infer this from looking into my own mind. If I could get the time and mental peace to write a novel now, I should want to write about the past, the pre-1914 period, which I suppose comes under the heading of “escapism.”

3. What is the morale of the regular army like? Is there any tendency towards more democracy? Is it, so to speak, a British army primarily, or an anti-fascist army—like the Loyalist army in Spain?

I believe that the morale of the army is very good in a fighting sense but that there is much discontent about low separation-allowances and class-privilege in the matter of promotion, and that the troops in England are horribly bored by the long inaction, the dully muddy camps where they have spent the winter while their families were being bombed in the big towns, and the stupidity of a military system which was designed for illiterate mercenaries and is now being applied to fairly well-educated conscripts. It is still primarily a “non-political” British army. But there are now regular classes in political instruction, and subject to local variation, depending on the commander of the unit, there seems to be a good deal of freedom of discussion. As to “tendency towards democracy,” I should say that there is probably less than there was a year ago, but that if one looks back five years the advance is enormous. On active service the officers now wear almost the same uniform as the men (battledress), and some of them habitually wear this on home service. The practice of saluting officers in the street has largely lapsed. New drafts of recruits all have to pass through the ranks and promotion is theoretically on merit alone, but the official claim, based on this, that the army is now entirely democratic should not be taken seriously. The framework of regular officers is still there and newcomers tend to be promoted on social grounds, with, no doubt, an eye to political reliability. But all this will gradually change if the war goes on. The need for able men will be too great, and the difference between the middle class and the better paid working class is now too small, for at any rate the lower ranks of the army to remain on a class basis. The disasters now probably ahead of us may push the process of democratisation forward, as the disaster in Flanders did a year ago.

4. We read your interesting article in a recent Tribune on the Home Guards. Could you tell us something of the present status of the movement? Is Wintringham the moving force behind it still? Is it most a middle-class or a working-class army? How democratic is it today?

The Home Guard is the most anti-Fascist body existing in England at this moment, and at the same time is an astonishing phenomenon, a sort of People’s Army officered by Blimps. The rank and file are predominantly working-class, with a strong middle-class seasoning, but practically all the commands are held by wealthy elderly men, a lot of whom are utterly incompetent. The Home Guard is a part-time force, practically unpaid, and at the beginning it was organised, I think consciously and intentionally, in such a way that a working-class person would never have enough spare time to hold any post above that of sergeant. Just recently the higher positions have been stuffed with retired generals, admirals and titled dugouts of all kinds. Principal age-groups of the rank and file are between 35 and 50 or under 20. Officers from Company Commander (captain) upwards are much older on average, sometimes as old as seventy.

Given this set-up you can imagine the struggle that has gone on between the blimpocracy, wanting a parade-ground army of pre-1914 type, and the rank and file wanting, though less articulately, a more democratic type of force specialising in guerilla methods and weapons. The controversy has never been overtly political but has turned upon technical points of organisation, discipline and tactics, all of which, of course, have political implications which are half-consciously grasped on both sides. The War Office has been fairly open-minded and helpful, but I think it is true to say that the higher ranks within the Home Guard have fought steadily against a realistic view of war and that all experimentation and attempts at serious training have been due to proddings from below. Wintringham and some of his associates are still at the Home Guard training school (started unofficially by the weekly Picture Post and afterwards taken over by the War Office), but the Wintringham (“People’s Army”) school of thought has lost ground during the past six months. It or something like it will probably gain ground again during the coming months, and Wintringham has had very great influence, as thousands of men from all parts of the country have passed through his hands in three-day training courses. Although the Home Guard is now more similar to the regular army, or rather to the pre-war Territorials, than it was when it began, it is much more democratic and consciously anti-Fascist than some of its commanders would wish. It has several times been rumoured that the government was growing nervous about it and contemplated disbanding it, but no move has been made to do this. A very important point, technically necessary to a force of this kind but only obtained after a struggle, is that the men keep their rifles and usually some ammunition in their own homes. The officers wear practically the same uniform as the men and there is no saluting off parade. Although the class nature of the command is widely grasped there has not been much friction. Within the lower ranks the spirit is extremely democratic and comradely, with an absence of snobbishness and class-uneasiness that would have been unthinkable ten years ago. I speak from experience here as I serve in a mixed residential area where factory-workers and quite rich men march in the ranks together. In general the political outlook of the men is old-fashioned patriotism mixed up with ill-defined but genuine hatred of the Nazis. Jews are numerous in the London units. In general, I think the danger of the Home Guard being turned into a reactionary middle-class militia still exists, but that this is not now likely to happen.

5. How aggressive and articulate is big-business reaction today (not Mosley’s black shirts, but the more solid and serious forces of big capital)? You mention a political swing to the right in the Churchill government of late months. Does this mean the forces of organised business are climbing back into the saddle?

I don’t know what is going on behind the scenes and can only answer this question very generally, thus: Laissez-faire capitalism is dead in England and can’t revive unless the war ends within the next few months. Centralised ownership and planned production are bound to come. The whole question is who is to be in control. The recent rightward swing means that we are being regimented by wealthy men and aristocrats rather than by representatives of the common people. They will use their power to keep the structure of government on a class basis, manipulate taxation and rationing in their own favour, and avoid revolutionary war-strategy; but not to return to capitalism of the old chaotic kind. The swing of the past six months hasn’t meant more economic freedom or profits for the individual business-man—quite the contrary; but it has meant that you are less likely to get an important job unless you have been to one of the right schools. I have given elsewhere my reasons for thinking that this tendency will change, but that has been the tendency since last autumn.

6. Would you say that Bevin and Morrison still command the support of the British working class? Are there any other Labour Party politicians who have taken on new dimensions in the course of the war—assuming those two have? Is the shop steward movement still growing?

I know very little of industrial matters. I should say that Bevin does command working-class support and Morrison probably not. There is a widespread feeling that the Labour Party as a whole has simply abdicated. The only other Labour man whose reputation has grown is Cripps. If Churchill should go, Cripps and Bevin are tipped as the likeliest men for the premiership, with Bevin evidently favourite.

7. How do you explain what, over here, seems to be the remarkable amount of democracy and civil liberties preserved during the war? Labor pressure? British tradition? Weakness of the upper classes?

“British tradition” is a vague phrase, but I think it is the nearest answer. I suppose I shall seem to be giving myself a free advert., but may I draw attention to a recent book of mine, The Lion and the Unicorn (I believe copies have reached the U.S.A.)? In it I pointed out that there is in England a certain feeling of family loyalty which cuts across the class system (also makes it easier for the class system to survive, I am afraid) and checks the growth of political hatred. There could, I suppose, be a civil war in England, but I have never met any English person able to imagine one. At the same time one ought not to overrate the amount of freedom of the intellect existing here. The position is that in England there is a great respect for freedom of speech but very little for freedom of the press. During the past twenty years there has been much tampering, direct and indirect, with the freedom of the press, and this has never raised a flicker of popular protest. This is a lowbrow country and it is felt that the printed word doesn’t matter greatly and that writers and such people don’t deserve much sympathy. On the other hand the sort of atmosphere in which you daren’t talk politics for fear that the Gestapo may be listening isn’t thinkable in England. Any attempt to produce it would be broken not so much by conscious resistance as by the inability of ordinary people to grasp what was wanted of them. With the working classes, in particular, grumbling is so habitual that they don’t know when they are grumbling. Where unemployment can be used as a screw, men are often afraid of expressing “red” opinions which might get round to the overseer or the boss, but hardly anyone would bother, for instance, about being overheard by a policeman. I believe that an organisation now exists for political espionage in factories, pubs, etc., and of course in the army, but I doubt whether it can do more than report on the state of public opinion and occasionally victimise some individual held to be dangerous. A foolish law was passed some time back making it a punishable offence to say anything “likely to cause alarm and despondency” (or words to that effect). There have been prosecutions under it, a few score I should say, but it is practically a dead letter and probably the majority of people don’t know of its existence. You can hardly go into a pub or railway carriage without hearing it technically infringed, for obviously one can’t discuss the war seriously without making statements which might cause alarm. Possibly at some time a law will be passed forbidding people to listen-in to foreign radio stations, but it will never be enforcible.

The British ruling class believe in democracy and civil liberty in a narrow and partly hypocritical way. At any rate they believe in the letter of the law and will sometimes keep to it when it is not to their advantage. They show no sign of developing a genuinely Fascist mentality. Liberty of every kind must obviously decline as a result of war, but given the present structure of society and social atmosphere there is a point beyond which the decline cannot go. Britain may be fascised° from without or as a result of some internal revolution, but the old ruling class can’t, in my opinion, produce a genuine totalitarianism of their own. Not to put it on any other grounds, they are too stupid. It is largely because they have been unable to grasp the first thing about the nature of Fascism that we are in this mess at all.

8. From over here, it looks as though there had been a very rapid advance towards a totalitarian war economy in the last few months—rationing spreading wider, Bevin’s conscription of certain classes of workers, extension of government controls over business. Is this impression correct? Is the tempo growing more or less rapid? How does the man in the street feel about the efficiency of the war effort? How much does he feel in his daily life the effect to these measures?

Yes, the thing is already happening at great speed and will accelerate enormously in the coming months. In a very little while we shall all be in uniform or doing some kind of compulsory labour, and probably eating communally. I don’t believe it will meet with much opposition so long as it hits all classes equally. The rich will squeal, of course—at present they are manifestly evading taxation, and the rationing barely affects them—but they will be brought to heel if the predicament is really desperate. I don’t believe that the ordinary man cares a damn about the totalitarianisation of our economy, as such. People like small manufacturers, farmers and shopkeepers seem to accept their transition from small capitalists to State employees without much protest, provided that their livelihood is safeguarded. People in England hate the idea of a Gestapo, and there has been a lot of opposition, some of it successful, to official snooping and persecution of political dissidents, but I don’t believe economic liberty has much appeal any longer. The change-over to a centralised economy doesn’t seem to be altering people’s way of life nearly so much as the shift of population, and mingling of classes, consequent on conscription and the bombing. But this may be less true in the industrial North, where on the whole people are working much harder in more trying conditions, and unemployment has practically ceased. What the reaction will be when we begin to experience hunger, as we may within the next few months, I don’t prophecy. Apart from the bombing, and the overworking of certain categories of workers, one cannot honestly say that this war has caused much hardship as yet. The people still have more to eat than most European peoples would have in peacetime.

9. What war aims does the left-and-labour° movement now agree on? How sanguine are you about these aims being carried out? How much pressure is there now on the Government to proclaim Socialist war aims? On the question of war aims, of policy towards Europe and Germany in the event of victory, does there seem to be any radical difference between the Labor and Tory members of the Churchill Government? How definite are the plans for the “social rebuilding” of England after the war?

I haven’t space to answer this question properly, but I think you can take it that the Labour Party, as such, has now no policy genuinely independent of the Government. Some people even think that the left Conservatives (Eden, and possibly Churchill) are more likely to adopt a socialist policy than the Labour men. There are constant appeals to the Government to declare its war-aims, but these come from individuals and are not the official act of the Labour Party. There is no sign that the Government has any detailed or even general post-war plan. Nevertheless the feeling that after the war “things will be different” is so widespread that though, of course, the future England may be worse than that of the past, a return to Chamberlain’s England is not thinkable even if it is technically possible.

10. Would you say that the masses, working-class and middle-class, are more or less enthusiastically behind the present Government than in May 1940? Are they more or less behind the war effort in general?

So far as the Government goes, less enthusiastically, but not very greatly so. This government came in with a degree of popular support which is quite unusual. In its home policy it has disappointed expectations, but not so grossly as governments usually do. Churchill’s personal popularity will have waned somewhat, but he still has a bigger following than any premier of the last twenty years. As to the war, I don’t believe there is much variation. People are fed up, but nothing to what one might expect. But one can’t speak with certainty of this till after the coming crisis, which will be of a different nature, less intelligible, perhaps harder to bear, than that of a year ago.

I hope that answers your questions. It is a bit over the length you allowed me, I am afraid. All well here, or fairly well. We had hell’s own bombing last night, huge fires raging all over the place and a racket of guns that kept one awake half the night. But it doesn’t matter, the hits were chiefly on theatres and fashionable shops, and this morning it is a beautiful spring day, the almond trees are in blossom, postmen and milkcarts wandering to and fro as usual, and down at the corner the inevitable pair of fat women gossipping° beside the pillar-box. The best of luck to you all.

POSTSCRIPT (May 15, 1941)

The chief events since I wrote on April 15th have been the British defeats in Lybia° and Greece, and the general worsening of the situation in the Middle East, with Irak in revolt, Stalin evidently preparing to go into closer partnership with Hitler and Darlan getting ready to let German troops into Syria. There has also, within the last two days, been the mysterious arrival of Hess, which has caused much amusement and speculation but which it is too early to comment on.3

The question that matters is whether the disastrous turn the war has taken will lead to a further growth of democratic sentiment, as happened last year. I am afraid one must say that the chances are against this. The reason why the Dunkirk campaign and the collapse of France impressed public opinion, and did a great deal of good, was that these things were happening close at hand. There was the immediate threat of invasion, and there were the soldiers coming home in hundreds of thousands to tell their families how they had been let down. This time the thing is happening far away, in countries that the average person neither knows nor cares anything about—the ordinary British working man hasn’t the faintest notion that the Suez canal has anything to do with his own standard of living—and if the troops who got away from Greece have tales to tell they are telling them in Egypt and Palestine. Also, no one expected the Greek campaign to be anything but a disaster. Long before any official announcement was made it was known that we had troops in Greece, and I could find no one of whatever kind who believed that the expedition would be successful; on the other hand, nearly everyone felt that it was our duty to intervene. It is generally recognized that as yet, i.e. until we have an up-to-date army, we can’t fight the Germans on the continent of Europe, but at the same time “we couldn’t let the Greeks down.” The English people have never been infected with power-worship and don’t feel the futility of this sort of gesture as a continental people probably would. I can see no sign anywhere of any big swing of opinion. In the parliamentary debate on the Greek campaign the attack on the government was led by envious throw-outs like Lloyd George, and instead of being a proper discussion the debate was easily twisted into a demand for a vote of confidence, which on the whole the government deserves—at any rate it deserves it in the sense that no alternative government is at present possible. The repercussions which are probably happening in Australia, however, may do something towards democratising the conduct of the war.4 People here are beginning to say that the next leftward push must come from America. It is suggested, for instance, that Roosevelt might make it a condition of further help that the British government do something about India. You are better able than I am to judge whether this is likely.

The air raids continue. To the ordinary people this is the part of the war that matters, in fact it is the war, but their stolidity is surprising. There was a sidelight on the popular mind which probably did not get into the American press, and which may interest you, in a recent by-election in Birmingham. A dissident Conservative who called himself a “reprisals candidate” ran against the government’s nominee. His claim was that we should concentrate on bombing German civilians to avenge what has been done here. Canon Stuart Morris, one of the leading lights in the Peace Pledge Union, also ran on a pacifist ticket. The respective slogans of the three candidates were “Bomb Berlin,” “Stop the War” and “Back Churchill.” The government man got about 15,000 votes and the others two about 1500 each. The whole poll was probably low, but considering the times we live in I think these figures are encouraging.5




788. War-time Diary

15.4.41: Last night went to the pub to listen to the 9 o’clock news, and arriving there a few minutes late, asked the landlady what the news had been. “Oh, we never turn it on. Nobody listens to it, you see. And they’ve got the piano playing in the other bar, and they won’t turn it off just for the news.” This at a moment when there is a most deadly threat to the Suez canal. Cf. during the worst moment of the Dunkirk campaign, when the barmaid would not have turned on the news unless I had asked her ….1 Cf. also the time in 1936 when the Germans re-occupied the Rhineland. I was in Barnsley at the time. I went into a pub just after the news had come through and remarked at random, “The German army has crossed the Rhine”. With a vague air of remembering something someone murmured “Parley-voo”.2 No more response than that … So also at every moment of crisis from 1931 onwards. You have all the time the sensation of kicking against an impenetrable wall of stupidity. But of course at times their stupidity has stood them in good stead. Any European nation situated as we are would have been squealing for peace long ago.

17.4.41: Very heavy raid last night, probably the heaviest in many months, so far as London is concerned … Bomb in Lord’s cricket ground (schoolboys having their exercise at the nets as usual this morning, a few yards from the crater) and another in St. John’s Wood churchyard. This one luckily didn’t land among the graves, a thing I have been dreading will happen …. Passed this morning a side-street somewhere in Hampstead with one house in it reduced to a pile of rubbish by a bomb—a sight so usual that one hardly notices it. The street is cordoned off, however, digging squads at work, and a line of ambulances waiting. Underneath that huge pile of bricks there are mangled bodies, some of them perhaps alive.

The guns kept up their racket nearly all night …. To-day I can find no one who admits to having slept last night, and E. says the same. The formula is: “I never closed my eyes for an instant”. I believe this is all nonsense. Certainly it is hard to sleep in such a din, but E. and I must have slept quite half the night.

22.4.41: Have been 2 or 3 days at Wallington. Saturday night’s blitz could easily be heard there—45 miles distant.

Sowed while at Wallington 40 or 50 lb. of potatoes, which might give 200 to 600 lbs. according to the season, etc. It would be queer—I hope it won’t be so, but it quite well may—if when this autumn comes those potatoes seem a more important achievement than all the articles, broadcasts, etc. I shall have done this year.

The Greek-British line seems to have swung south, hingeing on Janina, to a position not far north of Athens. If the newspaper reports are truthful, they got across the plain of Thessaly without being too much damaged. The thing that disturbs everyone and is evidently going to raise a storm in Australia, is the lack of real news. Churchill in his speech said that even the government had difficulty in getting news from Greece. The thing that most disturbs me is the repeated statement that we are inflicting enormous casualties, the Germans advance in close formation and are mown down in swathes, etc., etc.3 Just the same as was said during the battle of France …. Attack on Gibraltar, or at any rate some adverse move in Spain, evidently timed to happen soon. Churchill’s speeches begin to sound like Chamberlain’s—evading questions, etc., etc.

British troops entered Irak a couple of days ago. No news yet as to whether they are doing the proper thing, wiping up German agents, etc. People on all sides saying, “Mosul will be no good to Hitler even if he gets there. The British will blow up the wells long before.” Will they, I wonder? Did they blow up the Rumanian wells when the opportunity existed? The most depressing thing in this war is not the disasters we are bound to suffer at this stage, but the knowledge that we are being led by weaklings …. It is as though your life depended on a game of chess, and you had to sit watching it, seeing the most idiotic moves being made and being powerless to prevent them.

23.4.41: The Greeks appear to be packing up. Evidently there is going to be hell to pay in Australia.4 So long as it merely leads to an inquest on the Greek campaign, and a general row in which the position of Australia in the Empire will be defined and perhaps the conduct of the war democratised somewhat, this is all to the good.

24.4.41: No definite news from Greece. All one knows is that a Greek army, or part of a Greek army, or possibly the whole Greek army, has capitulated. No indication as to how many men we have there, what sort of position they are left in, whether it will be possible to hang on, and if so, where, etc., etc. Hints thrown out in the Daily Express suggest that we have practically no aeroplanes there. Armistice terms drawn up by the Italians evidently aim at later using Greek prisoners as hostages, with a view to blackmailing the British into giving up Crete and other islands.

No indication of the Russian attitude. The Germans are now close to the Dardanelles and attack on Turkey evidently imminent. The Russians will then have to decide definitely whether to make a stand against Germany, put pressure on Turkey not to resist and perhaps get Iran as the price of this, or sit still and watch the whole southern shore of the Black Sea pass into German hands. In my opinion they will do the second, or less probably the third, in either case with public orgies of self-righteousness.

25.4.41: C., of my section of the Home Guard, a poulterer by trade but at present dealing in meat of all kinds, yesterday bought 20 zebras which are being sold off by the Zoo. Only for dog meat, presumably, not human consumption.5 It seems rather a waste …. There are said to be still 2,000 race horses° in England, each of which will be eating 10–15 lb. of grain a day. I.e. these brutes are devouring every day the equivalent of the bread ration of a division of troops.




789. Film Review

Time and Tide, 26 April 1941

So Ends Our Night; Gaumont

The growth in public political consciousness—or perhaps only in the film producers’ awareness of it—continues. Two years ago this anti-Nazi film, an adaptation of Remarque’s novel, would have been considered impossibly highbrow and dangerously “left”. It can now be safely assumed that “S.A.”, “S.S.”, “Ogpu”, “Gestapo”, etc., will convey approximately the right meanings and that the average filmgoer is somewhat ahead of the magistrate who remarked recently to a German refugee, “You must have done something wrong or they wouldn’t have put you in the concentration camp.” Not that So Ends Our Night is especially “advanced”, either politically or technically. But it does deal with the Europe of the past seven years in a more or less realistic manner, and its “happy ending” is only halfway happy.

It is an episodic story dealing with a group of refugees, among whom there are effectively only three characters. One is a middle-aged man (Fredric March) who has had to flee because of his political activities, and the other two are a young boy and girl (Glenn Ford and Margaret Sullavan) who have as yet no political history but have been more or less driven out of Germany because of their Jewish blood. The whole action is taken up with their struggles to get into France, from which they may ultimately hope to get to South America or even to the U.S.A. They wander to and fro—Prague, Vienna, Geneva—chased out of one country, refused entry to another, crossing frontiers over the mountain tops at dead of night, buying forged passports in dingy back bedrooms, working with a circus and selling fancy-goods at back-doors to unsympathetic housewives. Finally they do reach France, only to find that even there the right to work is denied them. The half-Jewish boy is on the verge of being deported, but is saved at the last moment by an adroit stroke of blackmail on the part of the girl, who threatens to ruin the career of a Senator’s nephew by marrying him if the Senator does not intercede for her lover. The young couple now have French papers and can feel themselves safe, at any rate for the time being. The older man, however, goes back to Germany, where he has learned that his wife is dying, in the full knowledge that the Gestapo will be waiting for him when he gets there. By promising to betray his political associates he gets leave to see his wife, and, having watched her die, manages to commit suicide at the critical moment—somewhat improbably, in my opinion.

The acting is competent all the way through, and there is enough amusement in the minor incidents to make this an acceptable film apart from its “message”. Technically it has one feature which is slightly unusual and might perhaps be developed advantageously. Sometimes when a character is thinking, his or her voice is heard to soliloquize, without any corresponding movement of the lips. It is a rather crude way of representing thought, and it reminds one of the technical setback the film suffered on the introduction of talkies, because of the loss of the “flash-back”. Some of the silent films gave successful representations of dreams, for instance, a thing that cannot be done in any other medium. The interludes in So Ends Our Night in which thoughts are spoken aloud are a reminder that there is no reason why the film should be tied to the conventions of the stage, and raise a hope that the psychological experiments which were dropped when the talkies were introduced may now be continued.




790. To Z. A. Bokhari

26 April 1941 Typewritten

111 Langford Court Abbey Road NW 8

Dear Mr Bokhari,

Herewith the script for the first of my talks, which I hope will do. I am sorry it is a day or two later than I said, but as I am not speaking till the 30th I suppose there will be time to make any necessary adjustments.

Yours sincerely

George Orwell




791. War-time Diary

28.4.41: Churchill’s speech last night very good, as a speech. But impossible to dig any information out of it. The sole solid fact I could extract was that at the time of his offensive in Libya Wavell could never concentrate more than 2 divisions, say 30,000 men. Heard the speech at the Home Guard post. The men impressed by it, in fact moved. But I think only two of the ones there were men below the £5-a-week level. Churchill’s oratory is really good, in an old-fashioned way, though I don’t like his delivery. What a pity that he either can’t, or doesn’t want, or isn’t allowed ever to say anything definite!




792. Literary Criticism I: The Frontiers of Art and Propaganda

Broadcast, 30 April 1941; The Listener, 29 May 1941


When published in The Listener, this talk was titled ‘The Frontiers of Art and Propaganda’ and subtitled ‘The first of four talks on Literary Criticism by George Orwell.’ This and the next two talks (see here and here) are reproduced from the shortened versions printed in The Listener, for the fourth talk, here. The topics listed by Bokhari on the BBC’s booking form are all less specific than those actually used; see here.



I am speaking on literary criticism, and in the world in which we are actually living that is almost as unpromising as speaking about peace. This is not a peaceful age, and it is not a critical age. In the Europe of the last ten years literary criticism of the older kind—criticism that is really judicious, scrupulous, fair-minded, treating a work of art as a thing of value in itself—has been next door to impossible.

If we look back at the English literature of the last ten years, not so much at the literature as at the prevailing literary attitude, the thing that strikes us is that it has almost ceased to be aesthetic. Literature has been swamped by propaganda. I do not mean that all the books written during that period have been bad. But the characteristic writers of the time, people like Auden and Spender and MacNeice, have been didactic, political writers, aesthetically conscious, of course, but more interested in subject-matter than in technique. And the most lively criticism has nearly all of it been the work of Marxist writers, people like Christopher Caudwell and Philip Henderson and Edward Upward, who look on every book virtually as a political pamphlet and are far more interested in digging out its political and social implications than in its literary qualities in the narrow sense.

This is all the more striking because it makes a very sharp and sudden contrast with the period immediately before it. The characteristic writers of the nineteen-twenties—T. S. Eliot, for instance, Ezra Pound, Virginia Woolf—were writers who put the main emphasis on technique. They had their beliefs and prejudices, of course, but they were far more interested in technical innovations than in any moral or meaning or political implication that their work might contain. The best of them all, James Joyce, was a technician and very little else, about as near to being a ‘pure’ artist as a writer can be. Even D. H. Lawrence, though he was more of a ‘writer with a purpose’ than most of the others of his time, had not much of what we should now call social consciousness. And though I have narrowed this down to the nineteen-twenties, it had really been the same from about 1890 onwards. Throughout the whole of that period, the notion that form is more important than subject-matter, the notion of ‘art for art’s sake’, had been taken for granted. There were writers who disagreed, of course—Bernard Shaw was one—but that was the prevailing outlook. The most important critic of the period, George Saintsbury, was a very old man in the nineteen-twenties, but he had a powerful influence up to about 1930, and Saintsbury had always firmly upheld the technical attitude to art. He claimed that he himself could and did judge any book solely on its execution, its manner, and was very nearly indifferent to the author’s opinions.

Now, how is one to account for this very sudden change of outlook? About the end of the nineteen-twenties you get a book like Edith Sitwell’s book on Pope, with a completely frivolous emphasis on technique, treating literature as a sort of embroidery, almost as though words did not have meanings; and only a few years later you get a Marxist critic like Edward Upward asserting that books can be ‘good’ only when they are Marxist in tendency. In a sense both Edith Sitwell and Edward Upward were representative of their period. The question is, why should their outlook be so different?

I think one has got to look for the reason in external circumstances. Both the aesthetic and the political attitude to literature were produced, or at any rate conditioned, by the social atmosphere of a certain period. And now that another period has ended—for Hitler’s attack on Poland in 1939 ended one epoch as surely as the great slump of 1931 ended another—one can look back and see more clearly than was possible a few years ago the way in which literary attitudes are affected by external events. A thing that strikes anyone who looks back over the last hundred years is that literary criticism worth bothering about, and the critical attitude towards literature, barely existed in England between roughly 1830 and 1890. It is not that good books were not produced in that period. Several of the writers of that time, Dickens, Thackeray, Trollope and others, will probably be remembered longer than any that have come after them. But there are no literary figures in Victorian England corresponding to Flaubert, Baudelaire, Gautier and a host of others. What now appears to us as aesthetic scrupulousness hardly existed. To a mid-Victorian English writer, a book was partly something that brought him money and partly a vehicle for preaching sermons. England was changing very rapidly, a new moneyed class had come up on the ruins of the old aristocracy, contact with Europe had been severed, and a long artistic tradition had been broken. The mid-nineteenth-century English writers were barbarians, even when they happened to be gifted artists, like Dickens.

But in the later part of the century contact with Europe was re-established through Matthew Arnold, Pater, Oscar Wilde and various others, and the respect for form and technique in literature came back. It is from then that the notion of ‘art for art’s sake’—a phrase very much out of fashion, but still, I think, the best available—really dates. And the reason why it could flourish so long, and be so much taken for granted, was that the whole period between 1890 and 1930 was one of exceptional comfort and security. It was what we might call the golden afternoon of the capitalist age. Even the Great War did not really disturb it. The Great War killed ten million men, but it did not shake the world as this War will shake it and has shaken it already. Almost every European between 1890 and 1930 lived in the tacit belief that civilisation would last for ever. You might be individually fortunate or unfortunate, but you had inside you the feeling that nothing would ever fundamentally change. And in that kind of atmosphere intellectual detachment, and also dilettantism, are possible. It is that feeling of continuity, of security, that could make it possible for a critic like Saintsbury, a real old crusted Tory and High Churchman, to be scrupulously fair to books written by men whose political and moral outlook he detested.

But since 1930 that sense of security has never existed. Hitler and the slump shattered it as the Great War and even the Russian Revolution had failed to shatter it. The writers who have come up since 1930 have been living in a world in which not only one’s life but one’s whole scheme of values is constantly menaced. In such circumstances detachment is not possible. You cannot take a purely aesthetic interest in a disease you are dying from; you cannot feel dispassionately about a man who is about to cut your throat. In a world in which Fascism and Socialism were fighting one another, any thinking person had to take sides, and his feelings had to find their way not only into his writing but into his judgments on literature. Literature had to become political, because anything else would have entailed mental dishonesty. One’s attachments and hatreds were too near the surface of consciousness to be ignored. What books were about seemed so urgently important that the way they were written seemed almost insignificant.

And this period of ten years or so in which literature, even poetry, was mixed up with pamphleteering, did a great service to literary criticism, because it destroyed the illusion of pure aestheticism. It reminded us that propaganda in some form or other lurks in every book, that every work of art has a meaning and a purpose—a political, social and religious purpose—and that our aesthetic judgments are always coloured by our prejudices and beliefs. It debunked art for art’s sake. But it also led for the time being into a blind alley, because it caused countless young writers to try to tie their minds to a political discipline which, if they had stuck to it, would have made mental honesty impossible. The only system of thought open to them at that time was official Marxism, which demanded a nationalistic loyalty towards Russia and forced the writer who called himself a Marxist to be mixed up in the dishonesties of power politics. And even if that was desirable, the assumptions that these writers built upon were suddenly shattered by the Russo-German pact. Just as many writers about 1930 had discovered that you cannot really be detached from contemporary events, so many writers about 1939 were discovering that you cannot really sacrifice your intellectual integrity for the sake of a political creed—or at least you cannot do so and remain a writer. Aesthetic scrupulousness is not enough, but political rectitude is not enough either. The events of the last ten years have left us rather in the air, they have left England for the time being without any discoverable literary trend, but they have helped us to define, better than was possible before, the frontiers of art and propaganda.




793. Foreword to The End of the ‘Old School Tie’ by T. C. Worsley

May 19411

The Searchlight Books have been planned to deal with the immediate rather than the distant future. Certain problems, however, are bound to arise in an urgent form as soon as the war is over and are likely to be dealt with in some shoddy makeshift way unless they are thought out in detail beforehand. Of these the educational problem is the most important, and T. C. Worsley’s book is a preliminary sketch towards its solution.

What he says will not please the defenders of the existing system. Neither will it please the more “advanced” experimentalists or the people who imagine that nothing can ever be achieved in England unless we rip down the whole social structure and build again from the bottom. The subjects he deals with in most detail are the need for some kind of uniform educational system for all children up to the age of eleven, as a basis for genuine democracy, and the special position of the Public Schools. He is not so uncompromisingly hostile to the Public Schools as most people of Left-wing opinions. He recognizes that much of the trouble in the England of the last twenty years has come from the divorce between toughness and intelligence, leaving us on the one hand with an official and military class who do their duty according to their lights but whose lights are still those of the pre-1914 world, and on the other hand with an intelligentsia who can see what is happening but lack all training for action. Part of his theme is the importance of not simply attacking the Public Schools, but of trying to incorporate what is good in them in a new system set free from class privilege.

The one thing certain about the British educational system is that if we do not ourselves change it after the war, it will be because Hitler is changing it for us. Indeed it is changing already, thanks to the dispersal of the child population, the impoverishment of the middle classes and the ever-growing need of the age for technicians. It is in our power to decide whether the change shall be made consciously, as part of a movement towards full democracy, or haphazardly, with vested interests of all kinds fighting rearguard actions and holding up the course of history. This is, therefore, a book for those who want to see the notorious “two-nations”2 of England made into one, and with as short a transition stage as possible. It is written for the general public, but educational specialists will find much in it to interest them.




794. War-time Diary

2.5.41: A man came from ——’s1 yesterday morning to cut out the cover for our armchair. The usual draper type, smallish, neat, with something feminine about him and nests of pins all over his person. He informed me that this was the only domestic job he was doing to-day. Nearly all the time he is cutting out covers for guns, which it seems have to be made in the same way as chair covers.——’s are keeping going largely on this, he said.




795. Drama Reviews

Time and Tide, 3 May 1941

Black Vanities; Victoria Palace

Unless the Victoria Palace should happen to be hit by a bomb, it is safe to prophesy a successful run for this lively revue, in which there is no reference to the war except for a brief skit on the Home Guard, and which has brought together what must be the loveliest team of girls that London has seen for a long time past.

It is true that it owes a certain amount to earlier variety shows which were cut short by the blitz last year, but the one or two turns which it has taken over and adapted had not been seen by many people and were well worth rescuing. The whole cast is full of talent, but its star performer is Mr Bud Flanagan. He and Mr Chesney Allen have an exquisite little sketch together in “Panama Tatty”, a skit on the familiar White Cargo theme. It is, of course, Mr Chesney Allen who goes out to die an Englishman’s death in the tropic rain while Mr Flanagan is left alone with “the most notorious woman in the South Seas” (Miss Frances Day), who has just been expelled from another island “because I sent a midshipman home in the Admiral’s uniform”. Other excellent turns are “Brighton on an August Bank Holiday, 1912”—the dresses are designed by Mr Cecil Beaton, and appalling though they are, I believe, from my memories of that time, they are not exaggerated—and “Two Girls in Blue”, in which Miss Jacqueline Elmore and Miss Lucille Gaye go on turning somersaults with exquisite grace and for a longer time than I would have believed any human frame could stand.

This is the kind of review that tries to make the audience collaborate in the old music-hall style, and it is moderately successful in doing so. The most original item on the programme was “Famous Firsts,” a series of scenes from very early silent films which had been dug up from somewhere or other and which were played on to a screen. These contained a lot of period interest. It was news to me, for instance, that Wallace Beery started his career as a female impersonator,1 and it is interesting to note that Chaplin’s early slapstick farces are still amusing and have a fairly modern look. Rudolph Valentino, once the idol of every woman in the civilized world, was greeted with shouts of laughter when he reappeared in Black Vanities as a Sheik of Araby. And it is only ten or fifteen years since Valentino died.

The music in Black Vanities is not on the same level as the décor and the dialogue. What brings this out all the more is that one long number is devoted to a revival of the ragtime and negro songs (“Coal Black Mammy,” “Everybody’s Doing It,” etc.) which were in fashion just before the other war. Silly and vulgar though most of these tunes are, they seem to have more catchiness and more staying-power than most of what is being produced nowadays. The dresses in Black Vanities must have cost fabulous sums. However, the troops need recreation, and the house when I visited it was certainly full of uniforms, so perhaps the labour and material that it takes to cover a dozen exquisite girls with sequins is not ill spent.

Under One Roof by Kim Peacock; St. Martin’s

This ambitious, occasionally witty comedy has the usual fault of not being definitely about anything. Plays are harder to write than novels and yet it is hardly questionable that the average intellectual level of the stage is lower than that of fiction. Recent plays with which Under One Roof can be coupled are The Blue Goose and The Peaceful Inn. All of these plays are comedies of more or less serious pretensions, setting out to deal truthfully with the “problems” of modern life, and all of them strenuously avoid mention of any problem that could actually exercise large numbers of people in the year 1941.

In Under One Roof we are presented with the “problem”, extinct in real life since about 1920, of parental tyranny and the misunderstanding between parents and children. Mr Bill Howard (David Horne) is a heavy Victorian father who also happens to drink too much and drives his family to distraction with his interferingness and his irritating mannerisms. His son Ronnie, who has a good singing voice and is anxious to go on the stage, gets into trouble at Oxford and is forced by his father to “go into the business” at a workman’s wage. Later he is cut off without the proverbial shilling for leaving home to take up a theatrical appointment which he seems to get with surprising ease. The daughters are all pining to get away from home, and one of them (Miss Dorothy Hyson) gets herself an illegitimate baby out of sheer loneliness after being jilted by a clergyman. In the end, of course, everyone is reconciled to everyone else.

The dialogue of the play is competent, however, with some good minor character touches, especially in the character of the father, Bill Howard, and a parasitic aunt (Miss Molly Hamley-Clifford). And the acting is good all through, much better than its material deserves.




796. War-time Diary

3.5.41: The number evacuated from Greece is now estimated at 41–43,000, but it is stated that we had less men there than had been supposed, probably about 55,000. Casualties supposed to be 3,000, and prisoners presumably 7 or 8 thousand, which would tally with the German figures.1 8000 vehicles said to have been lost, I suppose vehicles of all kinds. No mention of ships lost, though they must have lost some. Spender, one of the Australian ministers,2 states publicly that “rifles are as useless against tanks as bows and arrows”. That at any rate is a step forward.

Apparently there is what amounts to war in Irak. At the very best this is a disaster. … In all probability we shan’t even deal properly with the so-called army of Irak, which could no doubt be bombed to pieces in a few hours. Either some sort of agreement will be signed in which we shall give away everything and leave the stage set for the same thing to happen again; or you will hear that the Irak government is in control of the oil wells, but this doesn’t matter, as they have agreed to give us all necessary facilities, etc., etc., and then presently you will hear that German experts are arriving by plane or via Turkey; or we shall stand on the defensive and do nothing until the Germans have managed to transport an army by air, when we shall fight at a disadvantage. Whenever you contemplate the British government’s policy, and this has been true without a single break since 1931, you have the same feeling as when pressing on the accelerator of a car that is only firing on one cylinder, a feeling of deadly weakness. One doesn’t know in advance exactly what they will do, but one does know, that in no case can they possibly succeed, or possibly act before it is too late …. It is curious how comparatively confident one feels when it is a question of mere fighting and how helpless when it is a question of strategy or diplomacy. One knows in advance that the strategy of a British Conservative Government must fail, because the will to make it succeed is not there. Their scruples about attacking neutrals—and that is the chief strategic difference between us and Germany in the present war—are merely the sign of a subconscious desire to fail. People don’t have scruples when they are fighting for a cause they believe in.

6.5.41: The Turks have offered to mediate in Irak, probably a bad sign. Mobilisation in Iran. The American government stops shipments of war materials to the U.S.S.R., a good thing in itself but probably another bad sign.

Astonishing sights in the Tube stations when one goes through late at night. What is most striking is the cleanly, normal, domesticated air that everything now has. Especially the young married couples, the sort of homely cautious types that would probably be buying their houses from a building society, tucked up together under pink counterpanes. And the large families one sees here and there, father, mother and several children all laid out in a row like rabbits on the slab. They all seem so peacefully asleep in the bright lamplight. The children lying on their backs, with their little pink cheeks like wax dolls, and all fast asleep.




797. Literary Criticism II: Tolstoy and Shakespeare

Broadcast, 7 May 1941; The Listener, 5 June 1941

Last week I pointed out that art and propaganda are never quite separable, and that what are supposed to be purely aesthetic judgments are always corrupted to some extent by moral or political or religious loyalties. And I added that in times of trouble, like the last ten years, in which no thinking person can ignore what is happening round him or avoid taking sides, these underlying loyalties are pushed nearer to the surface of consciousness. Criticism becomes more and more openly partisan, and even the pretence of detachment becomes very difficult. But one cannot infer from that that there is no such thing as an aesthetic judgment, that every work of art is simply and solely a political pamphlet and can be judged only as such. If we reason like that we lead our minds into a blind alley in which certain large and obvious facts become inexplicable. And in illustration of this I want to examine one of the greatest pieces of moral, non-aesthetic criticism—anti-aesthetic criticism, one might say—that have ever been written: Tolstoy’s essay on Shakespeare.

Towards the end of his life Tolstoy wrote a terrific attack on Shakespeare, purporting to show not only that Shakespeare was not the great man he was claimed to be, but that he was a writer entirely without merit, one of the worst and most contemptible writers the world has ever seen. This essay caused tremendous indignation at the time, but I doubt whether it was ever satisfactorily answered. What is more, I shall point out that in the main it was unanswerable.1 Part of what Tolstoy says is strictly true, and parts of it are too much a matter of personal opinion to be worth arguing about. I do not mean, of course, that there is no detail in the essay which could be answered. Tolstoy contradicts himself several times; the fact that he is dealing with a foreign language makes him misunderstand a great deal, and I think there is little doubt that his hatred and jealousy of Shakespeare make him resort to a certain amount of falsification, or at least wilful blindness. But all that is beside the point. In the main what Tolstoy says is justified after its fashion, and at the time it probably acted as a useful corrective to the silly adulation of Shakespeare that was then fashionable. The answer to it is less in anything I can say than in certain things that Tolstoy is forced to say himself.

Tolstoy’s main contention is that Shakespeare is a trivial, shallow writer, with no coherent philosophy, no thoughts or ideas worth bothering about, no interest in social or religious problems, no grasp of character or probability, and, in so far as he could be said to have a definable attitude at all, with a cynical, immoral, worldly outlook on life. He accuses him of patching his plays together without caring twopence for credibility, of dealing in fantastic fables and impossible situations, of making all his characters talk in an artificial flowery language completely unlike that of real life. He also accuses him of thrusting anything and everything into his plays—soliloquies, scraps of ballads, discussions, vulgar jokes and so forth—without stopping to think whether they had anything to do with the plot, and also of taking for granted the immoral power-politics and unjust social distinctions of the times he lived in. Briefly, he accuses him of being a hasty, slovenly writer, a man of doubtful morals, and, above all, of not being a thinker.

Now, a good deal of this could be contradicted. It is not true, in the sense implied by Tolstoy, that Shakespeare is an immoral writer. His moral code might be different from Tolstoy’s, but he very definitely has a moral code, which is apparent all through his work. He is much more of a moralist than, for instance, Chaucer or Boccaccio. He also is not such a fool as Tolstoy tries to make out. At moments, incidentally, one might say, he shows a vision which goes far beyond his time. In this connection I would like to draw attention to the piece of criticism which Karl Marx—who, unlike Tolstoy, admired Shakespeare—wrote on ‘Timon of Athens’. But once again, what Tolstoy says is true on the whole. Shakespeare is not a thinker, and the critics who claimed that he was one of the great philosophers of the world were talking nonsense. His thoughts are simply a jumble, a rag-bag. He was like most Englishmen in having a code of conduct but no world-view, no philosophical faculty. Again, it is quite true that Shakespeare cares very little about probability and seldom bothers to make his characters coherent. As we know, he usually stole his plots from other people and hastily made them up into plays, often introducing absurdities and inconsistencies that were not present in the original. Now and again, when he happens to have got hold of a foolproof plot—‘Macbeth’, for instance—his characters are reasonably consistent, but in many cases they are forced into actions which are completely incredible by any ordinary standard. Many of his plays have not even the sort of credibility that belongs to a fairy story. In any case we have no evidence that he himself took them seriously, except as a means of livelihood. In his sonnets he never even refers to his plays as part of literary achievement, and only once mentions in a rather shamefaced way that he has been an actor. So far Tolstoy is justified. The claim that Shakespeare was a profound thinker, setting forth a coherent philosophy in plays that were technically perfect and full of subtle psychological observation, is ridiculous.

Only, what has Tolstoy achieved? By this furious attack he ought to have demolished Shakespeare altogether, and he evidently believes that he has done so. From the time when Tolstoy’s essay was written, or at any rate from the time when it began to be widely read, Shakespeare’s reputation ought to have withered away. The lovers of Shakespeare ought to have seen that their idol had been debunked, that in fact he had no merits, and they ought to have ceased forthwith to take any pleasure in him. But that did not happen. Shakespeare is demolished, and yet somehow he remains standing. So far from his being forgotten as the result of Tolstoy’s attack, it is the attack itself that has been almost forgotten. Although Tolstoy is a popular writer in England, both the translations of this essay are out of print, and I had to search all over London before running one to earth in a museum.

It appears, therefore, that though Tolstoy can explain away nearly everything about Shakespeare, there is one thing that he cannot explain away, and that is his popularity. He himself is aware of this, and greatly puzzled by it. I said earlier that the answer to Tolstoy really lies in something he himself is obliged to say. He asks himself how it is that this bad, stupid and immoral writer Shakespeare is everywhere admired, and finally he can only explain it as a sort of worldwide conspiracy to pervert the truth. Or it is a sort of collective hallucination—a hypnosis, he calls it—by which everyone except Tolstoy himself is taken in. As to how this conspiracy or delusion began, he is obliged to set it down to the machinations of certain German critics at the beginning of the nineteenth century. They started telling the wicked lie that Shakespeare is a good writer, and no one since has had the courage to contradict them. Now, one need not spend very long over a theory of this kind. It is nonsense. The enormous majority of the people who have enjoyed watching Shakespeare’s plays have never been influenced by any German critics, directly or indirectly. For Shakespeare’s popularity is real enough, and it is a popularity that extends to ordinary, by no means bookish people. From his lifetime onwards he has been a stage favourite in England, and he is popular not only in the English-speaking countries but in most of Europe and parts of Asia. Almost as I speak the Soviet Government are celebrating the three hundred and twenty-fifth anniversary of his death, and in Ceylon I once saw a play of his being performed in some language of which I did not know a single word. One must conclude that there is something good—something durable—in Shakespeare which millions of ordinary people can appreciate, though Tolstoy happened to be unable to do so. He can survive exposure of the fact that he is a confused thinker whose plays are full of improbabilities. He can no more be debunked by such methods than you can destroy a flower by preaching a sermon at it.

And that, I think, tells one a little more about something I referred to last week: the frontiers of art and propaganda. It shows one the limitation of any criticism that is solely a criticism of subject and of meaning. Tolstoy criticises Shakespeare not as a poet, but as a thinker and a teacher, and along those lines he has no difficulty in demolishing him. And yet all that he says is irrelevant; Shakespeare is completely unaffected. Not only his reputation but the pleasure we take in him remain just the same as before. Evidently a poet is more than a thinker and a teacher, though he has to be that as well. Every piece of writing has its propaganda aspect, and yet in any book or play or poem or what-not that is to endure there has to be a residuum of something that simply is not affected by its moral or meaning—a residuum of something we can only call art. Within certain limits, bad thought and bad morals can be good literature. If so great a man as Tolstoy could not demonstrate the contrary, I doubt whether anyone else can either.




798. Film Reviews

Time and Tide, 10 May 1941

Little Men; New Gallery

Jack Oakie, George Bancroft and Elsie, the Hollywood glamour cow, are the chief attractions in this well-made sentimental comedy, said to have been founded on Louisa M. Alcott’s novel of the same name. Fragments of the book do persist in it—Plumfield School, run by Jo and her German professor (he has turned into a Swiss) is the background of the story, and some of the names are the same—but the main events are interpolated and extremely modern in sentiment.

Major Burdle (George Bancroft), a professional swindler of the type immortalized by O. Henry, is suddenly left in possession of a baby, son of a deceased crook of his acquaintance. Here occurs the familiar film gambit of the misogynistic bachelor feeling baby fingers twining round his heart, and after bringing up the child (Jimmy Lydon) in his own evil ways until the age of twelve, Major Burdle decides to send him to the model school at Plumfield. The scenes in which a tough little boy of twelve, who smokes a corncob pipe and has learned about the world in saloons and gambling hells, adjusts himself to the 1870 equivalent of Dartington Hall, can perhaps be imagined, but they are excellent of their kind. The central plot, however, is less credible. Plumfield School is in financial difficulties, Major Burdle takes the professor’s capital to invest, loses it in a bank crash and has to put the loss right by means of a forgery. On the arrival of the police his fellow-swindler, Willie (Jack Oakie), who is “wanted” by the law, puts everything right by giving himself up and handing over to Jo the five thousand dollars reward offered for his capture; and so everything ends happily, with orgies of self-abnegation all round. Jack Oakie has been grafted on to the story even more shamelessly than George Bancroft, but he is almost as great a pleasure to watch as he was in The Great Dictator. Most of the team of child actors are excellent, and Miss Kay Francis, though not looking like my own mental picture of Jo, gave a good performance. In short, if you either haven’t read Little Men or don’t mind seeing the friends of your childhood murdered, this is a good film.

Kitty Foyle; Gaumont

Ginger Rogers and Dennis Morgan in an up-to-date version of the old story about the girl of humble parentage jilted by a rich young man whose family are snobs. Where the up-to-dateness comes in is in the fact that the young man actually marries her, but as soon as she discovers that his aristocratic Quaker family look down on her she walks straight out of the house, and the divorce is arranged without difficulty. Later—he by this time having been forcibly married by his parents—she is in danger of going back to him, but the homespun lover who has turned up in the meantime wins by a short neck. In between there are some interesting scenes of post-slump America, in the days when a job seemed like a miracle. It is hard to believe, however, that in a country where men greatly outnumber women the difficulty that a girl finds in getting married could be so great as it is here represented. The voice “off”, explaining and commenting on what is happening, is again introduced into this film: we may hope that it is not going to become a permanency. Quite a lively film, but Miss Rogers deserves something better.

Back Street; Odeon

There is such a strange resemblance between Back Street and Kitty Foyle, not only in general theme but in certain of the minor incidents, as to suggest that there must be some kind of connection between them. In Back Street, however, adultery wins and the faithful but humble lover is disappointed. Miss Margaret Sullavan is the girl who “gives up all” and Charles Boyer is the ambitious man who cannot risk ruin by defying his family. An extraordinary feature of the film is its chronology. It starts off in 1900, with such a display of buggies, leg-of-mutton sleeves, curly-brimmed bowler hats and primitive motor cars as to suggest that these stage properties had cost a lot of money and had to be used up somehow. The seduction occurs a few years later, and in 1928 Miss Sullavan is still Mr Boyer’s adored mistress—a striking instance of fidelity, but an even more striking instance of beauty-culture, as her appearance has not altered perceptibly in twenty-five years. Whether one prefers Kitty Foyle or Back Street will perhaps depend on one’s feelings about the sanctity of marriage, but on the whole the dialogue and background of Back Street are better than in the other film.




799. War-time Diary

11.5.41: The most important news of the last few days, which was tucked a way on a back page of the newspapers, was the Russian announcement that they could not any longer recognize the governments of Norway and Belgium. Ditto with Jugo-Slavia, according to yesterday’s papers. This is the first diplomatic move since Stalin made himself premier, and amounts to an announcement that Russia will now acquiesce in any act of aggression whatever. It must have been done under German pressure, and coming together with Molotov’s removal1 must indicate a definite orientation of Russian policy on the German side, which needs Stalin’s personal authority to enforce it. Before long they must make some hostile move against Turkey or Iran, or both.

Heavy air-raid last night. A bomb slightly damaged this building, the first time this has happened to any house I have been in. About 2 a.m., in the middle of the usual gunfire and distant bombs, a devastating crash, which woke us up but did not break the windows or noticeably shake the room. E. got up and went to the window, where she heard someone shouting that it was this house that had been hit. A little later we went out into the passage and found much smoke and a smell of burning rubber. Going up on the roof, saw enormous fires at most points of the compass, one over to the west, several miles away, with huge leaping flames, which must have been a warehouse full of some inflammable material. Smoke was drifting over the roof, but we finally decided that it was not this block of flats that had been hit. Going downstairs again we were told that it was this block, but that everyone was to stay in his flat. By this time the smoke was thick enough to make it difficult to see down the passage. Presently we heard shouts of “Yes! Yes! There’s still someone in Number 111!”, and the wardens shouting to us to get out. We slipped on some clothes, grabbed up a few things and went out, at this time imagining that the house might be seriously on fire and it might be impossible to get back. At such times one takes what one feels to be important, and I noticed afterwards that what I had taken was not my typewriter or any documents but my firearms and a haversack containing food, etc., which was always kept ready. Actually all that had happened was that the bomb had set fire to the garage and burned out the cars that were in it. We went in to the D.s, who gave us tea, and ate a slab of chocolate we had been saving for months. Later I remarked on E. ‘s blackened face, and she said “What do you think your own is like?” I looked in the glass and saw that my face was quite black. It had not occurred to me till then that this would be so.

13.5.41: I have absolutely no theory about the reason for Hess’s arrival.2 It is completely mysterious. The one thing I know is that if a possibility exists of missing this propaganda opportunity, the British government will find it.




800. Literary Criticism III: The Meaning of a Poem

Broadcast, 14 May 1941; The Listener, 12 June 1941

I shall start by quoting the poem called ‘Felix Randal’; by Gerard Manley Hopkins, the well-known English poet—he was a Roman Catholic priest—who died in 1893.


Felix Randal the farrier, O is he dead then? my duty all ended,

Who have watched his mould of man, big-boned and hardy-handsome

Pining, pining, till time when reason rambled in it and some

Fatal four disorders, fleshed there, all contended?

Sickness broke him. Impatient he cursed at first, but mended

Being anointed and all; though a heavenlier heart began some

Months earlier, since I had our sweet reprieve and ransom

Tendered to him. Ah well, God rest him all road ever he offended!

This seeing the sick endears them to us, us too it endears.

My tongue had taught thee comfort, touch had quenched thy tears,

Thy tears that touched my heart, child, Felix, poor Felix Randal;

How far from then forethought of, all thy more boisterous years,

When thou at the random grim forge, powerful amidst peers,

Didst fettle for the great grey drayhorse his bright and battering sandal!



It is what people call a ‘difficult’ poem—I have a reason for choosing a difficult poem, which I will come back to in a moment—but no doubt the general drift of its meaning is clear enough. Felix Randal is a blacksmith—a farrier. The poet, who is also his priest, has known him in the prime of life as a big powerful man, and then he has seen him dying, worn out by disease and weeping on his bed like a child. That is all there is to it, so far as the ‘story’ of the poem goes.

But now to come back to the reason why I deliberately chose such an obscure and one might say mannered poem. Hopkins is what people call a writer’s writer. He writes in a very strange, twisted style—perhaps it is a bad style, really: at any rate, it would be a bad one to imitate—which is not at all easy to understand but which appeals to people who are professionally interested in points of technique. In criticisms of Hopkins, therefore, you will usually find all the emphasis laid on his use of language and his subject-matter very lightly touched on. And in any criticism of poetry, of course, it seems natural to judge primarily by the ear. For in verse the words—the sounds of words, their associations, and the harmonies of sound and association that two or three words together can set up—obviously matter more than they do in prose. Otherwise there would be no reason for writing in metrical form. And with Hopkins, in particular, the strangeness of his language and the astonishing beauty of some of the sound-effects he manages to bring off seem to overshadow everything else.

The best touch, one might say the especial touch, in this poem is due to a verbal coincidence. For the word that pins the whole poem together and gives it finally an air of majesty, a feeling of being tragic instead of merely pathetic, is that final word ‘sandal’, which no doubt only came into Hopkins’ mind because it happened to rhyme with Randal. I ought perhaps to add that the word ‘sandal’ is more impressive to an English reader than it would be to an oriental, who sees sandals every day and perhaps wears them himself. To us a sandal is an exotic thing, chiefly associated with the ancient Greeks and Romans. When Hopkins describes the cart-horse’s shoe as a sandal, he suddenly converts the cart-horse into a magnificent mythical beast, something like a heraldic animal. And he reinforces that effect by the splendid rhythm of the last line—‘Didst fettle for the great grey drayhorse his bright and battering sandal’—which is actually a hexameter, the same metre in which Homer and Vergil wrote. By a combination of sound and association he manages to lift an ordinary village death on to the plane of tragedy.

But that tragic effect cannot simply exist in the void, on the strength of a certain combination of syllables. One cannot regard a poem as simply a pattern of words on paper, like a sort of mosaic. This poem is moving because of its sound, its musical qualities, but it is also moving because of an emotional content which could not be there if Hopkins’ philosophy and beliefs were different from what they were. It is the poem, first of all, of a Catholic, and secondly of a man living at a particular moment of time, the latter part of the nineteenth century, when the old English agricultural way of life—the old Saxon village community—was finally passing away. The whole feeling of the poem is Christian. It is about death, and the attitude towards death varies in the great religions of the world. The Christian attitude towards death is not that it is something to be welcomed, or that it is something to be met with stoical indifference, or that it is something to be avoided as long as possible; but that it is something profoundly tragic which has to be gone through with. A Christian, I suppose, if he were offered the chance of everlasting life on this earth would refuse it, but he would still feel that death is profoundly sad. Now this feeling conditions Hopkins’ use of words. If it were not for his special relationship as priest it would not, probably, occur to him to address the dead blacksmith as ‘child’. And he could not, probably, have evolved that phrase I have quoted, ‘all thy more boisterous years’, if he had not the special Christian vision of the necessity and the sadness of death. But, as I have said, the poem is also conditioned by the fact that Hopkins lived at the latter end of the nineteenth century. He had lived in rural communities when they were still distinctly similar to what they had been in Saxon times, but when they were just beginning to break up under the impact of the railway. Therefore he can see a type like Felix Randal, the small independent village craftsman, in perspective, as one can only see something when it is passing away. He can admire him, for instance, as an earlier writer probably could not have done. And that is why in speaking of his work he can evolve phrases like ‘the random grim forge’ and ‘powerful amidst peers.’

But one comes back to the technical consideration that a subject of this kind is very much helped by Hopkins’ own peculiar style. English is a mixture of several languages, but mainly Saxon and Norman French, and to this day, in the country districts, there is a class distinction between the two. Many agricultural labourers speak almost pure Saxon. Now, Hopkins’ own language is very Saxon, he tends to string several English words together instead of using a single long Latin one, as most people do when they want to express a complicated thought, and he deliberately derived from the early English poets, the ones who come before Chaucer. In this poem, he even uses several dialect words, ‘road’ for way, and ‘fettle’ for fix. The special power he has of re-creating the atmosphere of an English village would not belong to him if it were not for the purely technical studies he had made, earlier in his life, of the old Saxon poets. It will be seen that the poem is a synthesis—but more than a synthesis, a sort of growing together—of a special vocabulary and a special religious and social outlook. The two fuse together, inseparably, and the whole is greater than the parts.

I have tried to analyse this poem as well as I can in a short period, but nothing I have said can explain, or explain away, the pleasure I take in it.1 That is finally inexplicable, and it is just because it is inexplicable that detailed criticism is worth while. Men of science can study the life-process of a flower, or they can split it up into its component elements, but any scientist will tell you that a flower does not become less wonderful, it becomes more wonderful, if you know all about it.




801. Drama Review

Time and Tide, 17 May 1941

Cottage to Let by Geoffrey Kerr; Wyndham’s

This lively spy-thriller could survive all but the very worst acting, but neat and witty performances by Leslie Banks, George Cole and Alastair Sim, in the principal parts, make it almost as good a light comedy as it is a melodrama. Its chief fault is that things come a little too right in the end.

Its central character, and target of the German secret service, is John Barington, one of those erratic geniuses who live in the country and make inventions which are afterwards stolen from them by millionaires. In this case he seems to have done fairly well for himself, having a pleasant country house and a butler and other servants, but he is as unworldy and as obviously doomed to be robbed as most of the inventors in fiction. The thing he has invented this time is an anaesthetic which destroys all feeling of pain without interfering with either consciousness or the sense of touch. The Germans would like it, realizing what an excellent tonic it would make for shock troops. More I do not think I can tell without spoiling some of the surprises, but I will say that the action all through is lively, ingenious and reasonably convincing, and that virtue triumphs in the end, even more completely than usual.

Apart from the actors mentioned above, Fred Groves and Richard Williams give good performances.




802. Film Review

Time and Tide, 17 May 1941

Kipps by H. G. Wells; screen version by Sidney Gilliat

It is a pleasure to be able to report, for once, that a novel has been filmed and remained recognizable. This version sticks very closely to the original Wells, even to the point of making a stage play rather than a film out of it. But that is forgivable in what is naturally a good story with a strong period-interest.

It was an exceptionally good piece of casting to give the name-part to Michael Redgrave, who is not only an actor out of the common but looks the part. So does Miss Diana Wynyard as Helen Walsingham, the ambitious and cultured young woman to whom Kipps, when he has come into money and is attempting to “improve” himself, is briefly and unhappily engaged. It was a bold gesture, but I think justified, to give the Folkestone episodes, with their picture of a society now as remote as that of the Fiji Islands, the same prominence as they had in the novel. Wells-fans will remember how Kipps, a young man working in a drapery, suddenly inherited twenty-six thousand pounds and endeavoured, until the effort became too great for him, to make himself into a gentleman according to the standards of the time. The comedy of the situation depended on class-differences which no longer effectively exist, and on intellectual fashions which are almost completely forgotten. When Kipps painfully crashed his way into “good” society he was taken up not by the County, but by the intelligentsia of Folkestone, who were then (1908) still in the pre-Raphaelite stage. It was still the era of the Yellow Book, of the Burne-Jones maidens with their unhinged necks and russet-coloured hair, of Omar Khayyam in limp leather covers, and also of “the new inmoralism” and “splendid sins”. Helen Walsingham, it will be remembered, eloped with a married novelist, after her brother, a disciple of Nietzsche, had embezzled Kipps’s money. As usual, the producers have mistrusted their audience’s intelligence and not guyed the Coote-Walsingham intelligentsia quite as amusingly as they might have done, but the other period touches are good and the clothes exceptionally good. Only one mistake did I detect. In one place there is a reference to bustles. That is wrong. An early memory of my own, in 1907 or 1908, is finding a bustle in a cupboard and asking various grown-ups what it was for. Even at that date it seemed an antique.

It is questionable how much of the special atmosphere of an early Wells novel can be got into so different a medium as the film. Curiously enough Mr Wells, the apostle of progress and the future, has been able more than almost any other writer to make the sleepy years at the end of the last century and the beginning of this one seem a good time to live in. There is a certain flavour in Kipps, Mr Polly and The Wheels of Chance which probably could not survive even the most skilful filming. But this is a valiant attempt, and almost certainly as good a screen version of Kipps as we shall get. It is a pleasure to see so many films appearing with an Edwardian setting. It is time we stopped laughing at that period and realized that it had its points, as we did with the mid-Victorian age some twenty years ago. I recommend this film both to those who have read the book, and to those who haven’t. Besides Mr Redgrave and Miss Wynyard, Mr Arthur Riscoe, Mr Edward Rigby, Mr Max Adrian and Miss Phyllis Calvert all give excellent performances.




803. War-time Diary

18.5.41: Irak, Syria, Morocco, Spain, Darlan,1 Stalin, Raschid Ali,2 Franco – sensation of utter helplessness.3 If there is a wrong thing to do, it will be done, infallibly. One has come to believe in that as if it were a law of nature.

Yesterday or the day before on the newspaper placards, “Nazis using Syrian air bases”, and reports in the paper that when this fact was announced in Parliament there were cries of “Shame!” Apparently there are people capable of being surprised when the armistice terms are broken and the French empire made use of by the Nazis. And yet any mere outsider like myself could see on the day France went out of the war that this would happen.

Evidently all chance of winning the war in any decent way is lost. The plan of Churchill and Co. is apparently to give everything away and then win it all back with American aeroplanes and rivers of blood. Of course they can’t succeed. The whole world would swing against them, America probably included. Within two years we shall either be conquered or we shall be a Socialist republic fighting for its life, with a secret police force and half the population starving. The British ruling class condemned themselves to death when they failed to walk into Dakar, the Canaries, Tangier and Syria while the opportunity existed.




804. Literary Criticism IV: Literature and Totalitarianism

Broadcast, 21 May 1941 Typescript


On 10 May 1991, W. J. West sent the editor a photocopy of six pages of a carbon copy of an original typed version of this talk. At the top of the first page was written ‘Geo Orwell To India.’ The ‘T,’ ‘I,’ and ‘d’ are quite different from Orwell’s forms. The typescript, however, looks very like his work: it was made on one of his typewriters; shows his mode of x-ing through errors, and there is evidence of page-slip, common in his typing. It is possible that, since this typewritten copy turned up fifty years after the broadcast, scripts of the other three talks may come to light, though it is more probable that this script owes its survival to the talk having been given also to the Oxford University Democratic Socialist Club, on 23 May 1941 (see here). A shortened version was published, in The Listener, 19 June 1941, which attributes the talk to the Overseas Service.

The typescript is doubly important. First, it gives the full text of the talk—some twenty percent more than was printed in The Listener. Second, it shows clearly what has been suspected elsewhere: the sub-heads in The Listener were not in Orwell’s original typescript. They are almost certainly the work of The Listener’s staff, and, later, staff of The Observer and the Manchester Evening News. For that reason, in this edition sub-heads are omitted.

The text reproduced here is that of the typescript. The Listener is at one or two points more felicitously phrased, and it makes literary Orwell’s colloquialisms (for example, ‘do not’ for ‘don’t’), but this typescript does give what Orwell said, on two occasions. To marry the two texts would require either further editorial interference where colloquialisms are found in passages extant only in the typescript, or allowing a hybrid mixture of forms. The typescript also reveals words stressed by Orwell that The Listener disallowed. Mr. West is hereby thanked for providing a full copy of the typescript and allowing it to be printed.



In these weekly talks I have been speaking on criticism, which, when all is said and done, is not part of the main stream of literature. A vigorous literature can exist almost without criticism and the critical spirit, as it did in nineteenth-century England. But there is a reason why, at this particular moment, the problems involved in any serious criticism cannot be ignored.1 I said at the beginning of my first talk that this is not a critical age. It is an age of partisanship and not of detachment, an age in which it is especially difficult to see literary merit in a book whose conclusions you disagree with.2 Politics—politics in the most general sense—have invaded literature3 to an extent that doesn’t4 normally happen, and this has brought to the surface of our consciousness the struggle that always goes on between the individual and the community. It is when one considers the difficulty of writing honest, unbiassed5 criticism in a time like ours that one begins to grasp the nature of the threat that hangs over the whole of literature in the coming age.

We live in an age in which the autonomous individual is ceasing to exist—or perhaps one ought to say, in which the individual is ceasing to have the illusion of being autonomous. Now, in all that we say about literature, and above all6 in all that we say about criticism, we instinctively take the autonomous individual for granted. The whole of modern European literature—I am speaking of the literature of the past four hundred years—is built on the concept of intellectual honesty, or, if you like to put it that way, on Shakespeare’s maxim, “To thine own self be true”. The first thing that we ask of a writer is that he shan’t7 tell lies, that he shall say what he really thinks, what he really feels. The worst thing we can say about a work of art is that it is insincere. And this is even truer of criticism than of creative literature, in which a certain amount of posing and mannerism and even a certain amount of downright humbug, doesn’t matter so long as the writer has a certain fundamental sincerity.8 Modern literature is essentially an individual thing. It is either the truthful expression of what one man thinks and feels, or it is nothing.9

As I say, we take this notion for granted, and yet as soon as one puts it into words one realises how literature is menaced. For this is the age of the totalitarian state, which does not and probably cannot allow the individual any freedom whatever. When one mentions totalitarianism one thinks immediately of Germany, Russia, Italy, but I think one must face the risk that this phenomenon is going to be worldwide. It is obvious that the period of free capitalism is coming to an end and that one country after another is adopting a centralised economy that one can call Socialism or State Capitalism10 according as one prefers. With that the economic liberty of the individual, and to a great extent his liberty to do what he likes, to choose his own work, to move to and fro across the surface of the earth, comes to end. Now, till recently the implications of this weren’t11 foreseen. It was never fully realised that the disappearance of economic liberty would have any effect on intellectual liberty. Socialism was usually thought of as a sort of moralised Liberalism.12 The state would take charge of your economic life and set you free from the fear of poverty, unemployment and so forth, but it would have no need to interfere with your private intellectual life. Art could flourish just as it had done in the liberal-capitalist age, only a little more so, because the artist would not any longer be under economic compulsions.

Now, on the existing evidence, one must admit that these ideas have been falsified. Totalitarianism has abolished freedom of thought to an extent unheard of in any previous age. And it is important to realise that its control of thought is not only negative, but positive. It not only forbids you to express—even to think—certain thoughts but it dictates what you shall13 think, it creates an ideology for you, it tries to govern your emotional life as well as setting up a code of conduct. And as far as possible it isolates you from the outside world, it shuts you up in an artificial universe in which you have no standards of comparison. The totalitarian state tries, at any rate, to control the thoughts and emotions of its subjects at least as completely as it controls their actions.

The question that is important for us is,14 can literature survive in such an atmosphere? I think one must answer shortly that it cannot. If totalitarianism becomes worldwide15 and permanent, what we have known as literature must come to an end. And it won’t16 do—as may appear plausible at first—to say that what will come to an end is merely the literature of post-Renaissance Europe. I believe that literature of every kind, from the epic poem to the critical essay, is menaced by the attempt of the modern state to control the emotional life of the individual. The people who deny this usually put forward two arguments. They say, first of all, that the so-called liberty which has existed during the last few hundred years was merely a reflection of economic anarchy, and in any case largely an illusion. And they also point out that good literature, better than anything that we can produce now, was produced in past ages, when thought was hardly freer than it is in Germany or Russia at this moment. Now this is true so far as it goes. It’s true, for instance, that literature could exist in medieval Europe, when thought was under rigid control—chiefly the control of the Church—and you were liable to be burnt alive for uttering a very small heresy. The dogmatic control of the Church didn’t prevent, for instance, Chaucer’s Canterbury Tales from being written. It’s also true that medieval literature, and medieval art generally, was less an individual and more a communal thing than it is now. The English ballads, for example, probably can’t be attributed to any individual at all. They were probably composed communally, as I have seen ballads being composed in Eastern countries quite recently. Evidently the anarchic liberty which has characterised the Europe of the last few hundred years, the sort of atmosphere in which there are no fixed standards whatever, isn’t necessary, perhaps isn’t even an advantage, to literature. Good literature can be created within a fixed framework of thought.

But17 there are several vital differences between totalitarianism and all the orthodoxies of the past, either in Europe or in the East. The most important is that the orthodoxies of the past didn’t change,18 or at least didn’t19 change rapidly. In medieval Europe the Church dictated what you should believe, but at least it allowed you to retain the same beliefs from birth to death. It didn’t20 tell you to believe one thing on Monday and another on Tuesday. And the same is more or less true of any orthodox Christian, Hindu, Buddhist or Moslem today. In a sense his thoughts are circumscribed, but he passes his whole life within the same framework of thought. His emotions aren’t21 tampered with.22 Now, with totalitarianism23 exactly the opposite is true. The peculiarity of the totalitarian state is that though it controls thought, it doesn’t24 fix it. It sets up unquestionable dogmas, and it alters them from day to day. It needs the dogmas, because it needs absolute obedience from its subjects, but it can’t25 avoid the changes, which are dictated by the needs of power politics. It declares itself infallible, and at the same time it attacks the very concept of objective truth. To take a crude, obvious example, every German up to September 193926 had to regard Russian Bolshevism with horror and aversion, and since September 1939 he has had to regard it with admiration and affection. If Russia and Germany go to war, as they may well do within the next few years, another equally violent change will have to take place. The German’s emotional life, his loves and hatreds, are expected, when necessary, to reverse themselves overnight. I hardly need to point out the effect of this kind of thing upon literature. For writing is largely a matter of feeling,27 which can’t28 always be controlled from outside. It is easy to pay lip-service to the orthodoxy of the moment, but writing of any consequence can only be produced when a man feels29 the truth of what he is saying; without that, the creative impulse is lacking. All the evidence we have suggests that the sudden emotional changes which totalitarianism demands of its followers are psychologically impossible. And that is the chief reason why I suggest that if totalitarianism triumphs throughout30 the world, literature as we have known it31 is at an end. And32 in fact, totalitarianism does seem to have had that effect so far. In Italy literature has been crippled, and in Germany it seems almost to have ceased. The most characteristic activity of the Nazis is burning books. And even in Russia the literary renaissance we once expected hasn’t33 happened, and the most promising Russian writers show a marked tendency to commit suicide or disappear into prison.

I said earlier that liberal capitalism34 is obviously coming to an end, and therefore I may have seemed to suggest that freedom of thought is also inevitably doomed. But I don’t35 believe this to be so, and I will simply say in conclusion that I believe the hope of literature’s survival lies in those countries in which liberalism has struck its deepest roots, the non-military countries, Western36 Europe and the Americas, India and China. I believe—it may be no more than a pious hope—that though a collectivised economy is bound to come, those countries will know how to evolve a form of Socialism37 which is not totalitarian, in which freedom of thought can survive the disappearance of economic individualism. That, at any rate, is the only hope to which anyone who cares for literature can cling. Whoever feels the value of literature, whoever sees the central part it plays in the development of human history, must also see the life and death necessity of resisting totalitarianism, whether it is imposed on us from without or from within.




805. War-time Diary

21.5.41: All eyes on Crete. Everyone saying the same thing—that this will demonstrate one way or the other the possibility of invading England. This might be so if we were told the one relevant fact, i.e., how many men we have there, and how equipped. If we have only 10–20,000 men,1 and those infantry, the Germans may overwhelm them with mere numbers, even if unable to land tanks, etc. On balance, the circumstances in Crete are much more favourable to the Germans than they could be in England. In so far as the attack on Crete is a try-out, it is much more likely to be a try-out for the attack on Gibraltar.




805A. ‘Literature and Totalitarianism’

Oxford University Democratic Socialist Club, 23 May 1941


The Oxford Magazine and The Cherwell, both for 22 May 1941, announced that George Orwell would speak on ‘Literature and Totalitarianism’ at eight o’clock the following evening at 115 High Street. The talk was sponsored by the Oxford University Democratic Socialist Club and also, according to The Cherwell, by the English Club.

On 5 June 1941 The Cherwell, in an unsigned feature, ‘Oxford Notebook,’ gave this account of the meeting, under the heading ‘Some Celebrities’:

‘SOME CELEBRITIES who write well are apt to be rather disappointing to meet (writes a Democratic Socialist correspondent). George Orwell was an exception, as he looked just as one had always hoped and expected him to look. He talked in vague generalisations, which to students of logic are perhaps upsetting; but in answering questions which varied from socialist boys’ weeklies to Marxian melodies for the masses, he showed that his position as a leading Left Wing critic is clearly justified. One final word: must the Chairman address us as “Comrades and Friends”? He would do well to read The Road to Wigan Pier!’

It was presumably after this talk that officers of the English Club, Philip Larkin among them as Treasurer, took Orwell to dinner at a ‘not-so-good hotel,’ though Dylan Thomas had been entertained at the Randolph. Larkin commented, ‘I suppose it was my first essay in practical criticism’ (Andrew Motion, Philip Larkin: A Writer’s Life, London and New York, 1993, 45).

Orwell’s talk was a version of his BBC talk with the same title; see here.






806. Film Reviews

Time and Tide, 24 May 1941

The Lady Eve; Plaza

This lively comedy presents Barbara Stanwyck in a (for her) completely new rôle as the eternal rag and a bone and a hank of hair who leads strong men to ruin—though naturally, since the film is always the film, she turns over a new leaf before it is too late.

Charles Pike (Henry Fonda), amateur zoologist and son of a Connecticut millionaire, boards a luxury steamer at the mouth of the Amazon. He has hardly set foot on the deck before all the marriageable females on board are in hot pursuit of him. There is an amusing scene in which the villainess-heroine, who has a better trick to play, watches the ineffectual efforts of the others in her pocket mirror. As soon as he has got away from them she deals with him by the simple expedient of putting out her foot and tripping him up, and then insisting that he shall put on a fresh shoe for her. Miss Stanwyck, however—her name in the film is Jean Harrington—is no ordinary siren. Her father, a bogus colonel, is a card-sharper, and it is Jean’s job to lure wealthy young men to his table. She has no difficulty in leading the zoologist to his doom, and he is duly skinned. Here, however, the unwritten but unalterable laws of the film intervene. Jean falls in love with her victim and confesses all. How the story ends can perhaps be surmised.

With the majority of the films that deal in this kind of plot, even when they are not pretending to be more than very light comedies, one might raise certain psychological objections. One might point out that snake-collectors and card-sharpers do not usually develop a natural affinity for one another, that the profession of siren leaves a certain mark on those who practise it, however clever they may be at dissimulation, and that people who have specialized in a particularly mean kind of crime do not, in fact, suddenly repent and start life with a clean sheet. In this film, however, the dialogue is so good, the direction so light and witty and the whole atmosphere so essentially farcical that one does not bother about improbabilities. The photography is excellent. Apart from the two principal actors, Charles Coburn gives a brilliant performance as the card-sharping colonel.

Honeymoon for Three and Tugboat Annie Sails Again; Warner

These two short pieces provide the contrast of a very light farce (eternal triangle) and a sentimental comedy. Good acting by Charles Ruggles in the first and Marjorie Rambeau in the second.




807. War-time Diary

24.5.41: News from Crete ostensibly fairly good, but a note of pessimism visible everywhere under the surface. No news at all from Syria or Irak, and that is the worst indication. Darlan announces that he is not going to hand over the French fleet. More punches will be pulled, no doubt, on the strength of this palpable lie.

25.5.41: I hear privately that we have lost three cruisers in the operations off Crete.1 Much excuse-making in the papers about our having no fighter planes there.2 No explanation of why such landing grounds as exist in Crete had not previously been made impossible for the German troop-carriers, nor of why we failed to arm the Cretan population until it was too late.




808. Film Reviews

Time and Tide, 31 May 1941

This England; Regal

Described in the advertisements as the “pageant of a people inspired by the fighting spirit of a glorious ancestry”, this film follows the history of a single English village throughout the past thousand years, resting briefly on such highlights (1066, the Spanish Armada, Napoleon, etc.) as the audience can be trusted to remember. The keynote is “our glorious heritage”, and as in nearly all patriotic films and literature, the implication all along is that England is an agricultural country and that its inhabitants, millions of whom would not know the difference between a turnip and a broccoli if they saw them growing in a field, derive their patriotism from a passionate love of the English soil.

Are such films good for morale in wartime? They may be. It is a fact that many of the events which the jingo history-books make the most noise about are things to be proud of. The most dominant monument in London is the Nelson column, and we might well have commemorated a worse man and a less glorious event. And yet, when one is filming the history of England, even in a series of tableaux, would it not be better to say a little more about the things that happen between the high-spots?

Constance Cummings, John Clements and Emlyn Williams are the stars of an enormous cast. The Napoleonic scenes are more worth seeing than the rest of the film.

I Married Adventure; Pavilion

African jungle film produced by Osa Johnson. Interesting local colour, excellent for those who like animals and are distressed by the present depleted state of the Zoo.




809. War-time Diary

31.5.41: Still not quite happy about Abyssinia. Saw to-day the news-reel of the South African troops marching into Addis Ababa. At the Emperor’s palace (or whatever the building was) the Union Jack was hauled up first and only afterwards the Abyssinian flag.

1.6.41: We are clearing out of Crete. Mention of 13,000 men being evacuated.1 No mention yet of the total number involved. The most frightful impression will be created if we remove the British troops and leave the Greeks behind, though from a cold-blooded military point of view it might be the right thing to do.

The British are in Bagdad. It would be even better to hear they were in Damascus. One knows in advance that we shall not make sufficiently harsh terms with the Irakis, i.e. shall not make possession of the oil wells a condition of granting them an armistice. Hess has simply dropped out of the news for some days past. The evasive answers to questions about him in Parliament, denial that the Duke of Hamilton had ever received a letter from him, statement that M.O.I. had been “misinformed” when it issued this piece of news, failure apparently by the whole House to ask who had misinformed M.O.I., and why, were so disgraceful that I am tempted to look the debate up in Hansard and find out whether it was not censored in the newspaper reports.

The sirens have just sounded, after a period of 3 weeks in which there has not been a single air-raid.

3.6.41: Now that the evacuation of Crete is completed, there is talk of 20,000 men having been removed. Obviously, therefore, they must have begun clearing out long before this was admitted in the press, and the ships sunk were probably lost in that operation. Total losses will presumably be about 10,000 men, 7 warships (3 cruisers, 4 destroyers),2 probably some merchant ships as well, a good many AA guns, and a few tanks and aeroplanes. And all this for absolutely nothing … The newspapers criticise more boldly than they have ever done hitherto. One of the Australian papers says openly that it is no use trying to defend Cyprus unless we are taking action against Syria. No sign of this, apparently. Reports this morning that the Germans have already landed armoured units at Latakia.3 Together with this, vague hints that the British “may” invade Syria. Within a few days it may be too late, if it is not six months too late already.




810. Film Review

Time and Tide, 7 June 1941

Escape to Glory, Regal

It is a little difficult to know what to say of this scrappy film, which gives the impression of having been heavily cut in places, but which on the whole is more serious and interesting than the average Hollywood production.

At the beginning of the film war is on the verge of breaking out and a number of Americans, hastening for home, are crowding aboard a small British freighter, all passenger ships being already full to the brim. The film was probably constructed early in the war and has in it a very faint tinge of isolationist feeling, but it is interesting to see war presented, for once, from the angle of a neutral. Most of us would be delighted to see guns and depth charges being hoisted aboard a British merchant ship; the American passengers are merely dismayed, for they still believe in “international law” and imagine that the submarines will refrain from sinking them if the ship is unarmed. And the other horrors of war-time travel, the slowness, the overcrowding, the irksome restrictions and mysterious orders, seem worse when one is not conscious of being personally involved in the struggle. All this is well presented in Escape to Glory. So is the inevitable battle in mid-ocean with a submarine, which ends, of course, in the submarine being sunk by an exceptionally incredible feat of heroism. What spoils the general effect is the unnecessary and unconvincing scraps of biography that are pinned on to this character and that, with the evident intention of supplying “background” and forcing one to take an inherently absurd story seriously. Several of the characters in this film have behind them some mysterious drama which is never made clear—the scene explaining it has probably been cut out—but which in any case has nothing to do with the story, and is simply an interruption. American films admittedly do not excel in character-interest, it is the one department in which British films are superior, and one has the impression that the producers are aware of this and try to cover it up by making their characters stop in mid-action and recite the histories of their lives. This invariably gives an effect of pretentiousness and insincerity.

Technically, however, Escape to Glory is lively and well worth seeing. The scene inside a submarine is coming to be a stereotype—I have watched it at least four times within the past year—but the sea battle is really vivid and exciting. Constance Bennett, Pat O’Brien and John Halliday do their best with their somewhat improbable parts.




811. War-time Diary

8.6.41: The British entered Syria this morning.




812. Drama Review

Time and Tide, 14 June 1941

The Light of Heart by Emlyn Williams; Globe

This play, written by an actor about actors, is so complicated as to be difficult to summarize, but can be described as a sentimental melodrama in which the technique and dialogue are a lot better than its story.

The central character, Maddoc Thomas (Mr Emlyn Williams himself), is an actor ruined by drink, whose crippled sister Cattrin (Miss Angela Baddeley) has sacrificed her own chances of a career in order to care for him. The inevitable conflict ensues when, almost simultaneously, Maddoc gets a chance to act the part of “Lear” and Cattrin meets a young man who does not object to her minor deformity, which was caused by an accident in infancy. Maddoc is successfully sober until the very last moment, and then ruins all by another bout of drunkenness just before his first appearance as “Lear.” Cattrin almost decides to throw up her proposed marriage and devote herself once again to saving her brother from delirium tremens, but a sentimental and improbable suicide solves the difficulty once and for all.

There are quite a number of sub-plots besides the main one which I have indicated. The general level of the acting is very high, and the play is well put together and most of the minor characters well observed and drawn—indeed, Mr Emlyn Williams displays so considerable a talent as to make one wonder why he does not make use of it on worthier material.




813. Film Review

Time and Tide, 14 June 1941

Bitter Sweet by Noel Coward; photographed in Technicolor; Empire

It may be that watching the unfamiliar falsifies one’s judgment, but I never remember seeing a coloured film in which the plot, acting and dialogue did not seem to me to be below the average. One gets an impression, to begin with, that the mere triumph of putting colour on the screen has convinced the producers that they have no need to bother about anything further. Also the horrible quality of the colours—the marzipan pink of the actors’ faces, and the garish magenta and poisonous green—seems somehow to permeate the whole atmosphere of the film, giving one a haunting feeling of being back at the magic-lantern lectures of one’s childhood, or in the never-never land of Where the Rainbow Ends. Some day, no doubt, coloured photographs which are either realistic or inoffensive will be technically possible, and meanwhile it is all to the good that experiments should go forward, but it is hard to see what is gained—except at the box-office, of course—by showing these films in public at this stage.

Noel Coward’s Bitter Sweet started its life as a light and witty musical play, cheap enough, no doubt, but with an attractive picturesqueness. Then it was filmed, suffering the usual vulgarization in the process, but still making an agreeable period piece. Now it has been filmed again, resulting in this third version which retains none of the atmosphere of the original play and has altered its plot to the point of making it meaningless. There is even a half-hearted attempt at a “happy ending”. In the earlier versions the whole play was merely a memory in the mind of an old woman and ended, as of course it ought to do, with the lover’s romantic death in a duel. Metro-Goldwyn-Mayer have improved on this by introducing a wealthy benefactor—Hollywood’s idea of nineteenth-century Europe’s idea of the eccentric English milord—who brings the dead husband’s operetta to the notice of an impresario and produces it with incredible lavishness. The film ends with the heroine dancing narcissistically in the star part, and, of course, making the hit of the season. The period touches which Mr Coward had skilfully put in, of London in the days of hip-baths and hansom cabs, and Vienna with its uniforms and prancing chargers, have mostly been lost, and the café scenes have degenerated into vulgar clowning.

The minor parts, on the whole, are better acted than the major ones. The kind of play in which musical interludes suddenly occur in the midst of naturalistic dialogue is never easy to manage, and Miss Jeanette MacDonald, as the heroine, violently over-acts her part. Mr Ian Hunter, in side-whiskers, as the music-loving aristocrat, gives the best performance, and Felix Bressart, Curt Bois and Edward Ashley are fairly successful in small parts.




814. War-time Diary

14.6.41: Complete mystery, about which no one has any real news, surrounds the state of affairs between Russia and Germany. Cannot yet make contact with anyone who has seen Cripps since his return.1 One can only judge by general probabilities, and it seems to me that the two governing facts are (i) Stalin will not go to war with Germany if there is any way short of suicide of avoiding it, and (ii) it is not to Hitler’s advantage to make Stalin lose face at this stage, as he is all the while using him against the working class of the world. Much likelier than any direct attack on Russia, therefore, or any agreement that is manifestly to Russia’s disadvantage, is a concession masked as an alliance, perhaps covered up by an attack on Iran or Turkey. Then you will hear that there has been an “exchange of technicians”, etc., etc., and that there seem to be rather a lot of German engineers at Baku. But the possibility that the whole seeming manoeuvre is simply a bluff to cover some approaching move elsewhere, possibly the invasion of England, has to be kept sight of.




815. ‘What’s Wrong with the Modern Short Story?’

Broadcast, 16 June 1941


On 3 June 1941, Z. A. Bokhari made formal arrangements for Orwell to ‘speak in English for 4 mins’ in a discussion to be called ‘What’s Wrong with the Modern Short Story?’ with V. S. Pritchett and Desmond Hawkins, as Number 19 in the series ‘Turning over a New Leaf.’ The programme was timed to run for about thirteen minutes. The talks booking forms for Orwell and Pritchett show that they were each paid a fee of the ‘usual 5 gns’ (£5.25) for their contributions. The broadcast was given at 4:30 P.M. as a ‘Direct Talk’ over the Empire Service’s Green Network. No script appears to have survived.

For Orwell, Pritchett, and the short story, here.






816. War-time Diary

19.6.41. Non-aggression pact between Germany and Turkey. This is our reward for not mopping up Syria quickly. From now on the Turkish press will be turned against us, and this will have its effect on the Arab peoples.

The Derby was run yesterday, at Newmarket, and apparently attended by enormous crowds. Even the Daily Express was derisive about this. The Evening Standard has been declaring that Hitler must invade Britain within 80 days and suggesting that the manoeuvres in Eastern Europe are probably a mask for this—but this, I think, with the idea of frightening people into working harder.

The British government has ceased issuing navicerts1 to Petsamo and stopped three Finnish ships, on the ground that Finland is now for all purposes enemy-occupied territory. This is the most definite indication yet that something is really happening between Russia and Germany.2




817. To Dorothy Plowman

20 June 1941 Typewritten

111 Langford Court Abbey Road London NW 8

Dear Dorothy,1

I can’t say much about Max’s death. You know how it is, the seeming uselessness of trying to offer any consolation when somebody is dead. My chief sorrow is that he should have died while this beastly war is still going on. I had not seen him for nearly two years, I deeply disagreed with him over the issue of pacifism, but though I am sorry about that you will perhaps understand when I say that I feel that at bottom it didn’t matter. I always felt that with Max the most fundamental disagreement didn’t alter one’s personal relationship in any way, not only because he was incapable of any pettiness but also because one never seems able to feel any resentment against an opinion which is sincerely held. I felt that though Max and I held different opinions on nearly all specific subjects, there was a sense in which I could agree with his vision of life. I was very fond of him, and he was always very good to me. If I remember rightly, he was the first English editor to print any writing of mine, twelve years ago or more.2

There is still the £300 which I borrowed through you from my anonymous benefactor.3 I hope this doesn’t embarrass you personally in any way. I can’t possibly repay it at this moment, though I hope you understand that I haven’t abandoned the intention of doing so. It is hard to make much more than a living nowadays. One can’t write books with this nightmare going on, and though I can get plenty of journalistic and broadcasting work, it is rather a hand-to-mouth existence. We have been in London almost from the outbreak of the war. We have kept on our cottage, but we let it furnished and only manage to go down there very occasionally. For more than a year Eileen was working in the Censorship Department, but I have induced her to drop it for a while, as it was upsetting her health. She is going to have a good rest and then perhaps get some less futile and exasperating work to do. I can’t join the army because I am medically graded as class D, but I am in the Home Guard (a sergeant!) I haven’t heard from Richard Rees4 for some time, but last time I heard from him he was a gunner on a coal boat.

Eileen sends her best love. Please remember me also to Piers5 and everyone. I gather from your card that Piers is now in England. I hope you succeed in keeping him out of danger. This is a rotten time to be alive, but I think anyone of Piers’s age has a chance of seeing something better.

Yours

Eric Blair




818. War-time Diary

20.6.41: We have all been in a semi-melting condition for some days past. It struck me that one minor benefit of this war is that it has broken the newspapers of their idiotic habit of making headline news out of yesterday’s weather.




819. Film Reviews

Time and Tide, 21 June 1941

Nice Girl?; Odeon

In spite of the question-mark, we are never in very much doubt that Deanna Durbin will preserve her “niceness” to the end of this film. The keynote is “she married her first love”, although the atmosphere is light-comedy and the patter of wisecracks is almost unbroken.

Deanna is the home-keeping daughter of a research-worker in dietetics (Robert Benchley) who is partly a figure of fun but apparently of sufficient eminence to be offered a fellowship by a New York university. Franchot Tone is the handsome and wealthy young scientist who comes to inform Deanna’s father of the honour that has been conferred upon him, and it is with him that Deanna makes a hasty elopement which almost ruins her reputation, although “nothing happens”. Her homespun first love, whose main interest in life is the internal combustion engine—hence the elopement—has meanwhile joined the army. This provides a pretext, after everything has been put right, for Deanna to sing “There’ll always be an England”, with close-ups in which she is made to take on an almost Joan of Arc-like resoluteness. Nothing in the earlier part of the film has fore-shadowed this sudden outbreak of Anglophilia, which is perhaps a reflection of current feeling in the U.S.A.—very encouraging, of course, considering how much depends on Anglo-American friendship, but distinctly embarrassing to watch.

On the whole, this is a light and amusing film and the acting is quite adequate to it. Miss Durbin sings charmingly when she is given something worth singing. Mr Benchley gives a good performance. There is the added pleasure of a Donald Duck film in the same programme.

That Uncertain Feeling; Gaumont

Semi-serious “psychological” film (it all turns on a fit of hiccups) directed by Ernst Lubitsch. Does not quite come off but contains some clever photography and begins amusingly.

Cheers for Miss Bishop; Regal

Feminine version of “Good-bye, Mr Chips”. Thwarted love, and a lifetime given to teaching. A tear-jerker, but with some good character-touches and an admirable performance by Miss Martha Scott in the chief part.




820. War-time Diary

22.6.41: The Germans invaded the U.S.S.R. this morning.

Everyone greatly excited. It is universally assumed that this development is to our advantage. It is only so, however, if the Russians actually intend to fight back and can put up a serious resistance, if not enough to halt the Germans, at any rate enough to wear down their air force and navy. Evidently the immediate German objective is not either territory or oil, but simply to wipe out the Russian air force and thus remove a danger from their rear while they deal finally with England. Impossible to guess what kind of show the Russians can put up. The worst omen is that the Germans would probably not have attempted this unless certain that they can bring it off, and quite rapidly at that.

23.6.41: Churchill’s speech in my opinion very good. It will not please the Left, but they forget that he has to speak to the whole world, e.g. to middle-western Americans, airmen and naval officers, disgruntled shopkeepers and farmers, and also the Russians themselves, as well as to the leftwing political parties. His hostile references to Communism were entirely right and simply emphasised the fact that this offer of help was sincere. One can imagine the squeal that will be raised over these by correspondents in the New Statesman, etc. What sort of impression do they think it would make if Stalin stood up and announced “I have always been a convinced supporter of capitalism ”?

Impossible to guess what impression this move of Hitler’s will make in the U.S.A. The idea that it will promptly bring into being a strong pro-Nazi party in England is a complete error. There are no doubt wealthy people who would like to see Hitler destroy the Soviet régime, but they will be a small minority. The Catholics will certainly be among them, but will probably be too acute to show their hands until Russian resistance begins to break down. Talking to people in the Home Guard, including Blimps and quite wealthy businessmen, I find everyone completely pro-Russian, though much divided in opinion about the Russian capacity to resist. Typical conversation, recorded as well as I can remember it:—

Wholesale poulterer: “Well, I hope the Russians give them a bloody good hiding.”

Clothing manufacturer: (Jewish): “They won’t. They’ll go to pieces, just like last time. You’ll see.”

Doctor (some kind of foreigner, perhaps refugee): “You’re absolutely wrong. Everyone’s underrated the strength of Russia. They’ll wipe the floor with the Nazis.”

Wholesale grocer: “Damn it, there’s two hundred bloody millions of them”.

Clothing manufacturer: “Yes, but they’re not organised”, etc., etc., etc.

All spoken in ignorance, but showing what people’s sentiments are. Three years ago the great majority of people above £1000 a year, or even about £6 a week, would have sided with the Germans as against the Russians. By this time, however, hatred of Germany has made them forget everything else.

All really depends on whether Russia and Britain are ready really to cooperate, with no arrière-pensée and no attempt to shove the brunt of the fighting on to one another. No doubt a strong pro-Nazi party exists in Russia, and I dare say Stalin is at the head of it. If Russia changes sides again and Stalin plays the part of Pétain, no doubt the Communists here will follow him and go pro-Nazi again. If the Soviet régime is simply wiped out and Stalin killed or taken prisoner, many Communists would in my opinion transfer their loyalty to Hitler. At present the British Communists have issued some kind of manifesto calling for a “People’s Government”, etc. etc. They will change their tune as soon as the hand-out from Moscow comes. If the Russians are really resisting it is not in their interest to have a weak government in Britain, or subversive influences at work here. The Communists will no doubt be super-patriotic within ten days—the slogan will probably be “All power to Churchill”—and completely disregarded. But if the alliance between the two countries is genuine, with a certain amount of give-and-take, the internal political effects on both sides must be all for the best. The special circumstances which made the Russian military assistance a bad influence in Spain don’t exist here.

Everyone is remarking in anticipation what a bore the Free Russians will be. It is forecast that they will be just like the White Russians. People have visions of Stalin in a little shop in Putney, selling samovars and doing Caucasian dances, etc., etc.




821. Review of The Forge by Arturo Barea;1 translated and with an introduction by Sir Peter Chalmers Mitchell

Time and Tide, 28 June 1941

Señor Barea played a prominent part in the Spanish civil war, but the war does not enter into this book, which is merely the history of his own life up to the age of eighteen. In a sense it does and must enter, however. The violence, the vitality and the terrible poverty which he depicts were the background of the struggle, and in almost every page of his story, with its constant evocation of crowded streets, ferocious sunlight, ragged children and courtyards full of mule-dung, there is some reminder of that later tragedy which many of us felt so deeply and, unfortunately, understood so little.

A Spaniard suddenly taken from the suburbs of Madrid and involved in a civil war in England would misunderstand most of the issues, and the foreigners who were mixed up in the war in Spain were not much better off. But there is a sense in which the social, political and religious struggle in a country like Spain is more intelligible than it could be in these islands, and, perhaps unconsciously, Señor Barea brings this difference to the surface. He is writing of a very poor country, and a country which for at least a century past has never enjoyed a political stability. Everything is happening in the open, so to speak. The struggle between workman and employer, between peasant and moneylender, between obscurantism and freedom of thought, is plain and unmistakable, with nothing to soften its edges, no tradition of tolerance and compromise, no liberal aristocrats or enlightened clerics. The son of a washerwoman, but a boy clever enough to win scholarships, Señor Barea received most of his education from priests, and his chapters on the Spanish Church are particularly interesting because of the frank medieval corruption which they reveal. There were good priests among those he knew, but the best of them all, the man who understood his problems and guided him through his childhood, was secretly married and had a son. Others were all but openly scandalous, changing into lay clothes in the evenings to visit the brothels or playing cards for the contents of the poor-boxes. The technically good ones were ignorant bigots who banned all books worth reading and incited the police to raid Protestant chapels. Two of the principal banks in Spain were owned by the Jesuits. The political and economic struggle was similarly crude and intelligible.


They were always fighting in Parliament, Maura, Pablo Iglesias, and Lerroux, and they painted on the walls slogans such as “Down with Maura!” Sometimes under that they would write in red, “Maura, up!” The workers were those who wrote “Down with Maura!” Those who wrote “up” were the gentry. Sometimes the two sides, with their pots of paint, would meet. They threw their pots of paint at each other and came to blows …. The civil guards charge, but they never attack the gentry.



In such an atmosphere the class war is a reality and only the very ignorant can avoid taking sides. This book is not a political treatise, however. It is a tale of childhood and early youth, first in the slums of Madrid and the primitive Castilian villages from which Señor Barea’s family had sprung, then in the shops and banks in which he worked from the age of fourteen onwards at miserable wages. The story ends with the outbreak of the 1914 war, which happened when he was eighteen. He wrote this book in Paris in 1938, and is at this moment in exile in England. Sir Peter Chalmers Mitchell, the translator, contributes an introduction in which he gives a brief outline of the rest of Señor Barea’s life, which evidently has been eventful enough to fill several volumes more. It is to be hoped that Señor Barea will find time to write some of them. He is one of the most valuable of the literary acquisitions that England has made as a result of Fascist persecution.




822. Drama Review

Time and Tide, 28 June 1941

Hommage aux Alliés; Institut Français

This attempt to pay tribute to the artistic achievements of all the countries fighting against Germany was a pious gesture, and where it stuck to French and British productions it was also excellent entertainment. But the attempt to represent countries like Holland and Czechoslovakia by translated extracts from their national literature, was less successful. An exception was the scene from Ibsen’s play The Wild Duck, presented in French and sensitively acted by Pamela Stirling, Georges Dumonceau and P. Bonifas. But it seemed rather a pity, seeing how seldom this amusing as well as pathetic play is acted, to choose the scene in which the little girl begins to contemplate suicide rather than the charmingly absurd scene in which Gregers Werle announces that he is leaving his wife “for ever”.

Edward Stirling and Arthur Burne gave a dignified rendering of the scene in Brutus’s tent in Julius Cæsar, and Georges Dumonceau was really admirable in a scene from Molière’s l’Avare. The rest of the programme was politically rather than artistically satisfactory. But the periodical performances at the Institut Français deserve all the recognition they can get, for from any point of view cultural solidarity is desirable, and the large well-built theatre in Queensberry Place could be the scene of theatrical experiments not possible on the commercial stage.




823. Film Review

Time and Tide, 28 June 1941

Atlantic Ferry, Warner

In this film Michael Redgrave plays a shipowner who perseveres with steam even after the first steamship has foundered, and Griffiths Jones is his more cautious elder brother who keeps one eye on the shareholders and reverts to sail. On his way to America to seek the financial help of Samuel Cunard, the adventurous younger brother Charles is wrecked and all but drowned. He has been travelling on one of the notorious “coffin ships” which in those days used to carry emigrants packed into their holds with less consideration than would be given to a cargo of cattle; the shots showing the departure of this ship are exceptionally good. In the end, of course, all comes right, Cunard backs the venture and the new steamships are a success. The heroine is first engaged to David, the elder brother, but later meets Charles and finally chooses a storm at sea as the moment to declare her love for him. All this would seem trivial enough if it were not that the film contains several flashes of visual imaginativeness. The best of these is a scene in which the sailors from two rival ships are fighting over a consignment of luggage. It is a remarkable piece of photography, with some of the quality of a ballet, and for this if for nothing else the film is worth seeing.

Mr Redgrave gives rather a detached performance and seems a little too spiritual for his part. Henry Oscar is excellent in a character part. Miss Valerie Hobson, as the heroine, is attractive though unnecessary.




824. War-time Diary

30.6.41: No real news of the Russo-German campaign. Extravagant claims by both sides, all through the week, about the number of enemy tanks, etc., destroyed. All one can really believe in is captures of towns, etc., and the German claims so far are not large. They have taken Lemberg and appear to have occupied Lithuania, and claim also to have by-passed Minsk, though the Russians claim that their advance has been stopped. At any rate there has been no break-through. Everyone already over-optimistic. “The Germans have bitten off more than they can chew. If Hitler doesn’t break through in the next week he is finished”, etc., etc. Few people reflect that the Germans are good soldiers and would not have undertaken this campaign without weighing the chances beforehand. More sober estimates put it thus: “If by October there is still a Russian army in being and fighting against Hitler, he is done for, probably this winter.” Uncertain what to make of the Russian government’s action in confiscating all private wirelesses. It is capable of several explanations.

Nothing definite about the nature of our alliance with the U.S.S.R. Last night everyone waited with much amusement to hear whether the Internationale was played after the national anthems of the other allies.1 No such thing, of course. However, it was a long time before the Abyssinian national anthem was added to the others. They will ultimately have to play some tune to represent the U.S.S.R., but to choose it will be a delicate business.




825. Foreword to The Case for African Freedom by Joyce Cary

July 1941

The Searchlight Books aim at setting forth a coherent policy, and the earlier books in the series have most of them stated in black and white “what one can do” about the particular problem they were tackling. If Mr. Cary’s1 book is more discursive and more detailed than the others, it is because the problem of Africa is so vast and, in England, so little known that a preliminary survey is needed before any policy can be usefully stated. A workable programme can only be based on a knowledge of the actual situation.

Mr. Cary has had long experience as an administrator among primitive African peoples. The title of his book shows where his sympathies lie, but he is first and foremost a realist. He has no use either for the ignorant settler or business-man who secretly regards the African as a slave, or for the left-wing sentimentalist who imagines that the African peoples can be “set free” by a stroke of the pen and that their troubles will thereupon be ended. He knows that the exploitation of the coloured peoples by the whites has got to be ended, and as quickly as possible, and he also knows that in the age of the bombing plane a primitive agricultural people cannot be genuinely independent. In the case of Africa the problem is enormously complicated by cultural and economic differences. In Africa, human beings are living at every level of civilization between the late Stone Age and the twentieth century. There are areas where racial discrimination is more brutal than anywhere in the world, and there are areas where there is no colour-bar at all. Moreover—a problem which does not exist in Asia—there are large communities of white settlers who have lived in Africa for many generations and cannot be left out of the general picture. It is because he so well understands the complexity of the situation that Mr. Cary is especially fitted to plead for African freedom.

He has an unusually independent mind, and many readers will feel a certain relief in reading a book on a political subject by a man who has thought deeply over the problems of our time, and has been above current political movements and their characteristic jargon.




826. War-time Diary

3.7.41: Stalin’s broadcast speech is a direct return to the Popular Front, defence of democracy line, and in effect a complete contradiction of all that he and his followers have been saying for the past two years. It was nevertheless a magnificent fighting speech, just the right counterpart to Churchill’s, and made it clear that no compromise is intended, at any rate at this moment. Passages in it seemed to imply that a big retreat is contemplated, however. Britain and the U.S.A. referred to in friendly terms and more or less as allies,1 though apparently no formal alliance exists as yet. Ribbentrop and Co. spoken of as “cannibals”, which Pravda has also been calling them. Apparently one reason for the queer phraseology that translated Russian speeches often have is that Russian contains so large a vocabulary of abusive words that English equivalents do not exist.

One could not have a better example of the moral and emotional shallowness of our time, than the fact that we are now all more or less proStalin. This disgusting murderer is temporarily on our side, and so the purges, etc., are suddenly forgotten. So also with Franco, Mussolini, etc., should they ultimately come over to us. The most one can truly say for Stalin is that probably he is individually sincere, as his followers cannot be, for his endless changes of front are at any rate his own decision. It is a case of “when Father turns we all turn”,2 and Father presumably turns because the spirit moves him.




827. From Geoffrey Gorer to Orwell

5 July 1941


On 5 July 1941, Geoffrey Gorer wrote from the Institute of Human Relations at Yale University renewing contact between the two men, which had been broken by the war. It is unlikely that Orwell failed to reply, but no letter has been traced. After describing his activities, Gorer remarked: ‘This country is going slowly and regretfully towards war, the temper somewhat reminiscent of the period after Munich in England. They, like us, have been shown nothing to fight for, only things to fight against; and consequently morale is generally fairly low, since there is no patent danger; a statement of respectable war-aims would make an enormous difference.’






828. Film Reviews

Time and Tide, 5 July 1941

Western Union; Gaumont

This spirited adventure film makes me feel inclined to retract some of what I said the week before last about colour photography. It is distinctly less painful to look at than Bitter Sweet was, though whether there is any actual difference in the colours, or whether it is merely that one pays less attention to the background when a film is full of horses and violent action, I do not know.

Though more sophisticated and far better executed than most (it is directed by Fritz Lang) the film, founded on a novel by Zane Grey, is the usual Wild West story, with the familiar paraphernalia of galloping horses, six-shooters, Red Indians, forest fires and what-not. The pretext for the setting is the extension of the Western Union telegraph across the prairie. The inner plot turns on the situation, so much favoured in he-man films, of two men being in love with one woman (cf. Boom Town), and the better or, at any rate, the more manly man heroically abdicating in favour of the other. What is it that makes Wild West films so perennially popular, and why is it that at bottom they are always the same? The reason must be that the fantasy of individual adventure—the lonely traveller on his horse, with no protection save his revolver and his skill in using it—supplies a psychological need in a world which grows constantly more dangerous but also more regimented. As a picture of actual life the Wild West films are at least forty years out of date, and except for the advances of cinematography nothing has altered in them since the days of William S. Hart. Moreover, they have been enjoyed and imitated all over the world, and their strange conventions are taken for granted in the remotest parts of Asia and Africa. About 1925 the Burmese, for instance, began producing their own films and their first products were imitation Westerns, with five-gallon hats, fringed trousers, Mexican spurs and other paraphernalia as far away from their own experience as the costumes of Tibetan lamas would be from a Cotswold villager. Apparently the Western film is the symbol of lawlessness, and is accepted as producing immediately a certain effect, like the hypnotist’s mirror. As soon as we see a five-gallon hat we are in a dream-world where men are men and women are pure and there are no taxes and no policemen. Even more than the love romances or crook films which might conceivably have something to do with real life, the Westerns are “escape”, though it may seem incongruous to want to escape from a world of bombs into a world of six-shooters. Some time back the New Yorker had a picture of a little man coming up to a newsstand covered with papers all bearing such headlines as “Great Naval Battle in the North Sea,” “Terrific Air Battles in France.” “Tremendous Tank Battles in Flanders,” etc., etc. The little man is saying “Action Stories, please”. This approximately is the attitude of all of us. A blank cartridge fired in a Hollywood studio is more exciting than the bomb which drops next door. And granted that “escape” is necessary, this fast-moving and well-directed film will provide it better than most.

None of the acting is definitely bad, but Randolph Scott, as the Bad Man who turns over a new leaf but afterwards rides away to a romantic death and leaves the woman he loves to a man who is worthier of her, gives the outstanding performance of the film.

Moon over Burma; [no cinema noted]

Complicated and deeply unconvincing story of love-affairs on a plantation, with Dorothy Lamour and Robert Preston. There seems no very good reason why the setting should be Burma, unless it is that the elephant and the cobra which appear in the film needed employment.




829. War-time Diary

6.7.41: Several of the papers are growing very restive because we are not doing more to help the U.S.S.R. I do not know whether any action, other than air-raids, is really intended, but if nothing is attempted, quite apart from the military and political consequences this may have, it is a disquieting symptom. For if we can’t make a land offensive now, when the Germans have 150 divisions busy in Russia, when the devil shall we be able to? I hear no rumours whatever about movements of troops, so apparently no expedition is being prepared at any rate from England.1 The only new development is the beginning of Beaverbrook’s big drive for tanks, similar to his drive for planes last year. But this can’t bear fruit for some months, and where these tanks are to be used there is no hint. I can’t believe they want them for use against a German invasion. If the Germans were in a position to bring large numbers of armoured units here, i.e. if they had complete command of the sea and air, we should have lost the war already.

No talk of any formal alliance with Russia, nor indeed anything clarifying our relationship, in spite of more or less friendly utterances on either side. We can’t, of course, take any big risk until it is certain that they are in firm alliance with us, i.e. will go on fighting even if they have succeeded in beating back, the invasion.

No reliable news from the fronts. The Germans are across the Pruth, but it seems to be disputed whether they are across the Beresina. The destruction claimed by both sides is obviously untruthful. The Russians claim that German casualties are already 700,000, i.e. about 10 per cent of Hitler’s whole army.

Examined a number of Catholic papers, also several copies of Truth,2 to see what their attitude is to our quasi-alliance with the U.S.S.R. The Catholic papers have not gone pro-Nazi, and perhaps will not do so. The “line” apparently is that Russia is objectively on our side and must be supported, but that there must be no definite alliance. Truth, which hates Churchill, takes much the same line but is a shade more anti-Russian, perhaps. Some of the Irish Catholic papers have now gone frankly pro-Nazi, it appears. If that is so there will have been similar repercussions in the U.S.A. It will be interesting to see whether the “neutrality” that has been imposed on the Irish press, forbidding it to make any comment on any belligerent, will be enforced in the case of Russia, now that Russia is in the war.

The People’s Convention have voted full support for the government and demand “vigorous prosecution of the war”—this only a fortnight after they were demanding a “people’s peace”. The story is going round that when the news of Hitler’s invasion of Russia reached a New York cafe where some Communists were talking, one of them who had gone out to the lavatory returned to find that the “party line” had changed in his absence.




830. Drama Reviews

Time and Tide, 12 July 1941

Blithe Spirit; Piccadilly

I do not know when Mr Coward wrote this play,1 but it is the best thing he has done for a long time past. If one had to say what it is “about” one might describe it as a skit on spiritualism which succeeds by accepting the claims of the spiritualists instead of by rejecting them, but the description given it on the programme, as “an improbable farce in three acts”, fits it well enough. It is improbable all the way through, but with so light a touch that it strains one’s credulity less than many plays which are attempting to be strictly realistic.

In the first act Charles Condoman (Cecil Parker), a successful literary man of the kind who utters “daring” epigrams and perhaps has a certain tendency to use them more than once, is arranging to hold a spiritualist seance, more or less as a joke, and in the intervals is bickering with his second wife, Ruth (Miss Fay Compton), chiefly on the subject of his first wife, Elvira, who has been dead seven years. As a result of the seance Elvira “materializes”, but she is only visible and audible to Charles himself. Worse still, having once “materialized”, she cannot be got rid of, and her ghostly presence in the house has to be gradually accepted by everyone. The quarrels between the two women, one of whom can neither see nor hear the other and often addresses her retorts to the wrong corner of the room, are perhaps the best thing in the play. I do not want to give away its dénouement, which is simple but ingenious.

Although the play has no purpose, except to amuse, I do not believe any satire on spiritualism could be more devastating. After all, what is the use of proving with a wealth of instances that every medium is caught cheating sooner or later? Some of the phenomena might still be genuine. But suppose one simply accepts the whole thing as truthful! It is then that the fundamental uninterestingness of what the spiritualists have to say, the futility of spending one’s life in this world in trying to get in touch with the next, and then spending eternity in the next world in trying to get in touch with this one, comes out. Mr Coward makes full use of the vulgarity and banality of life beyond the veil, as it appears in Psychic News, etc. Elvira, a young woman of the type who is never happy unless a gramophone is playing and cocktails are close at hand, is fully at home in the spirit world, describing Joan of Arc as “rather fun”, Jenghis Khan as “such a nice old gentleman” and the parlour conjuring tricks performed by Merlin, Cagliostro and others as “a dreadful bore”. But the best conceived character in the play is the medium, Madame Arcati (Miss Margaret Rutherford). Instead of being mysterious and oriental she is bluff and hearty, an outdoor woman and keen bicyclist who spurs tired sitters on with phrases from the hockey field and goes in and out of trances as resiliently as a jack-in-the-box.

The acting of the very small cast is good all through, though it must be admitted that some of the parts are a good deal more rewarding than others. The best performance was given by Miss Kay Hammond as the ghostly first wife. Miss Fay Compton’s part was less attractive and no doubt harder to act, but she carried it off skilfully, Mr Cecil Parker, in a red velvet dinner jacket, was just the right blend of hardened worldling and pompous ass that a successful literary man of his type ought to be.

The Taming of the Shrew; produced by Mr. Robert Atkins in Southwark Park

It is questionable whether the undoubted success that this first open-air performance enjoyed was due to the excellent weather, the use of an Elizabethan stage, the play’s own merits, or the presence of Mrs Winston Churchill. After the Christopher Sly episode, which may have been stolen as to idea but is entirely Shakespearean in atmosphere, The Taming of the Shrew is not one of Shakespeare’s best efforts, and needs gagging and horseplay to induce the audience to sit through it. There was certainly plenty of vigour in Miss Clare Luce’s presentation of Katherina, and there were times when Mr Patrick Kinsella, as Petruchio, hardly looked equal to taming her. Mr Raymond Rollett made a pleasant, beery Christopher Sly and Mr Atkins himself an adequate Grumio. I hope we shall see more of these open-air performances if the good weather lasts.




831. ‘English Writing in Total War’

The New Republic, 14 July 1941

At a time when paper is scarce and the younger writers are mostly in battledress it is not easy to be sure what is happening, but I think one can safely say that no literary revival is likely in England in the near future. The so-called Communist writers dominated the nineteen-thirties, and they had begun to lose their unity and self-confidence long before the Russo-German pact was signed. The Spanish civil war, with its orgies of lying and its frightening revival of the war propaganda of 1914–18, drove away the more talented of them, and no organized group has arisen to take their place. So far as I know, the only literary “school” which has appeared in England in the last few years is the Apocalyptic Group, a handful of very young writers who seem merely to be practising a variant of Surrealism and not to possess any very striking talents. There was also the small group that centered about Henry Miller, but these were mostly expatriate Americans and Europeans; they did not produce anything of much value except Miller’s “Tropic of Cancer,” and the war has scattered them with exceptional thoroughness.

Editors and publishers report that the output of verse has risen since the war, but one has only to glance at the magazines to see that its average quality has not. The literary standard of “New Writing,” the bi-yearly publication which used to be the rallying point of the left-wing intelligentsia, has deteriorated markedly. Novels are still being published, but they are terribly bad ones. The few of any value which have appeared within the past year have all been either American or translations of foreign books written before the war. The best English work, other than political journalism, has been of a fragmentary autobiographical kind, war diaries and letters from soldiers. No one, I believe, is sitting down to produce large-scale imaginative work, and I doubt whether any but a very insensitive person could do so at a time like this. If one discusses English literature at this moment, therefore, one has to prophesy rather than record. One has to discuss not so much what is happening as what is likely to happen when the political interregnum that we are now in is finished. But before doing so it is worth mentioning certain by-products of the situation, the physical effects, as it were, of war on literature, which had not been foreseen and which have their importance.

One is that though fewer books are being produced, people are reading more. This is a result of the loneliness of soldiers in muddy camps, and the necessary dwindling of other amusements, especially since the air raids have prevented the movie theatres from opening at night. There have been immense sales of sixpenny reprints (the Penguin Books, Pelican Books and other similar series), and the general level of these is fairly high, far higher than would have been commercially possible ten years ago. Simultaneously there has been a startling improvement in the tone of the popular press. For years past the English daily press has been controlled effectively by its advertisers, chiefly advertisers for consumption goods, who have had an interest in keeping the public as stupid, credulous and ill informed as possible. That state of affairs has changed, partly because internal trade has shrunk to a minimum, partly because all but a few newspapers are now reduced to four pages and the official communiqués crowd out the rubbish that used to fill them. All of the press that matters will probably be under direct state control within a year, but for the time being the journalists have escaped from the dictatorship of the chocolate manufacturers and it is no longer impossible for an intelligent political article to appear in a daily paper. Since the Dunkirk campaign there has been a big output of political books costing about half a dollar, more definitely “left” and far more honest than the Left Book Club publications of a couple of years ago. The big public is markedly less silly than it used to be. On its lower reaches one must say that literature has not suffered from the war.

But on the Bloomsbury front the situation is different. Reading American periodicals I note, even now, an air of detachment rather similar to what used to prevail in England when Hitler was merely beating up the Jews in Vienna. If one is looking through the wrong end of the telescope it is easy to see this war as simply a repetition or continuation of the last. The prevailing habit of mind is quite different from what it was in the last war, however, because no thinking person any longer takes the continuity of civilization for granted. Churchill and Hitler may stand for the same thing, as the Marxists were assuring us until a few days ago, but in practice even the Marxists haven’t believed this to be so. The British intelligentsia now have at the back of their minds the knowledge that if Hitler wins it means death or exile for themselves. We are accustomed to talking about “eternal values” in connection with literature, but in fact literature as we know it is the product of liberal capitalism and may be inseparable from it; in any case a literature founded on what we now call intellectual honesty is not likely to survive the worldwide triumph of fascism. Within a few years freedom of the press may be merely a half-forgotten phrase. Moreover, it is now widely grasped that even if Hitler is defeated, the economic status of writers and artists will alter in the process. Manifestly we are moving toward some form of state socialism or state capitalism which will not be able to afford huge armies of non-producing intellectuals.

For twenty years literature in England has been parasitic on itself. The practitioners of the arts are so numerous that they themselves form a public, and the high-brow weeklies and monthlies are essentially trade papers. The mere poverty of the post-war world will alter this. The old, easy life of the writer, living where he likes, working or not as he chooses, producing perhaps one book a year and getting several hundred pounds for it, is obviously at an end. Add to this the sense of impermanence that everyone now has, because of the consciousness that if one is fit enough to walk and not already in a safe government job one will probably before long be either in the armed forces or working in a factory. Add finally the air raids, and you can see how hard it is at present to settle to any serious work, except on a very small scale. Anyone who sits down to write a book which will take him, say, a year has to do so with at any rate a considerable doubt in his mind as to whether it will ever be printed.

But more important than any of this is the absence of any feeling of purpose. Art is not the same thing as propaganda, but it is a fact that every work of art has a “message” concealed somewhere in it and every literary movement centers about a political program. Last year, after Dunkirk, there was what appeared to be the beginning of a new political movement in England, but Churchill’s masterful personality and the absence of any leadership on the Left have bottled it down. The whole trend of government policy and of what one may call respectable opinion is against giving the war any meaning whatever. This does not matter if one realizes that a country’s war aims are not what its governing classes imagine, but what is likely actually to happen if it is victorious. However easy it may be to demonstrate that “this is a capitalist war,” in practice it will make a lot of difference who wins. The English intelligentsia recognize this, but rather tepidly. They cannot feel the same enthusiasm as they felt for the curtain-raiser, the Spanish civil war. The defection of their one-time idol, Stalin, has left a gap which cannot be filled either by Hitler—because he intends to kill them if he can get hold of them—or by any English figure, because they have sniggered at patriotism so long that they have almost killed it within themselves. In leftwing literary circles the fashionable thing to say is that “this war is entirely meaningless.” At the same time hardly anyone is in favor of stopping fighting and the volume of actively pro-Nazi feeling is negligible. After all, Hitler is the world’s leading book-burner, and therefore for all writers of books the war has a meaning of sorts. But out of anything so negative it is difficult for a literary movement to arise.

So far as one can discover, the youngest members of the intelligentsia, the youths and girls who would now be beginning to produce printable work if the times were normal, are vaguely “anti-war.” This does not mean that they will refuse to serve in the army, or fight less bravely than anyone else, but merely that they do not see before them any prospect about which they can feel enthusiastic. One could hardly blame the very young, those who are now twenty or thereabouts, if they took refuge in complete irresponsibility and hedonism. They have grown up into an epoch of wars which may last for decades, and they have not got behind them the peaceful integrated life which was the background of those who were young in 1914. There are signs of a return to something that one may roughly call individualism—that is, to a renewed respect for intellectual integrity. Those who are now beginning to write probably do not feel, as their forerunners did ten years ago, that there is something noble in telling lies and degrading your esthetic standards for a political cause. The few promising bits of work by very young writers that I have seen recently were all of them purely personal, subjective, “innocent of public spirit.” If a book of any value is now being written anywhere in England I should expect it to be along those lines. Even an outbreak of “escapism” would not be surprising, though there is no sign of one as yet.

The general level of intelligence in England is now higher than it has ever been, and the basis for a majority culture exists as it has not existed for centuries. But all that that ensures is better popular journalism and better music-hall sketches. There seems no chance of any major literary work appearing until the future is more predictable and thinking people have less feeling of helplessness. It may be that those conditions can’t be fulfilled till the war is over. But it seems certain that our present anomalous situation—a war against fascism, waged by reactionaries—cannot continue much longer, and when the necessary political changes have taken place the sense of purpose and continuity may return, even though the bombs are still dropping. Whether that will lead to the birth of another “movement” I do not know. I do believe, however, that against the time when it will again be possible to write we are storing up valuable material. It is noticeable that though no one seems to disapprove very much of the English writers who have removed themselves to the U.S.A., nobody wants to change places with them. Looking back over the strange boring nightmare of this last year in London, I have the feeling of having learned a lot from it, as I did from that other nightmare of the Spanish war. I know that this feeling is widely shared. Perhaps in the end all this will turn out to have been a blessing in disguise, though certainly it is a very deep disguise at present. But don’t look for any book of consequence to be published in England in the near future, for the people who are still young enough to learn are most of them too busy or too depressed to write.


There were two responses in ensuing issues of The New Republic. On 4 August Geroid Tanquary Robinson contributed ‘Footnote to George Orwell: Has This War a Meaning?’ In this he argued that there were values at stake and that there was only one appropriate response: ‘a profound faith and a driving activity in the democratic cause.’ In the issue of 11 August, Dorothy Archibald, writing from Maine, took Orwell up more directly:

I think it important that your readers should be reminded that George Orwell, in his article “English Writing in Total War” (The New Republic, July 14), is expressing only his own opinions. From what facts they are deduced, or on what philosophy based, I am unable to discover. However, his obiter dicta on the British political situation and on the reactions of the British people to the situation must be contradicted.

He states that “there has been a big output of political books … more definitely ‘left’ and far more honest than the Left Book Club publications.” I do not know Orwell’s test of “leftness,” or of honesty, but I do know that a great many thinking people in England attribute to the wide influence of Left Book Club publications the British people’s understanding of the nature of fascism and their willingness to face death and mutilation rather than accept Nazi domination.

What does Orwell mean by the English intelligentsia? Does he mean parlor Bolsheviks or does he mean intellectuals? If the latter, Stalin never was their idol and, as far as I know their writings and their speeches, they never did “snigger at patriotism.” I might instance the writings of two of your contributors—H. N. Brailsford and Julian Huxley1—surely intellectuals, and neither sniggerers nor idolators. Personally it has not yet been my unhappy experience to hear anyone in left-wing literary circles say that “this war is entirely meaningless.” When you look at our cities only a Trotskyist could manage that.

When Orwell talks of a “war against fascism, waged by reactionaries” it makes me smile. This war is waged by everybody in England whether they like it or not—socialists and reactionaries, coöperators and monopolists—yes, and defeatists too. The “necessary political changes” are taking place every week. Orwell himself admits that the English are moving toward state socialism or state capitalism. Being faced with that alternative should be enough to give any thinking person a “sense of purpose and continuity” right now if they are interested in the outcome.






832. Drama Review

Time and Tide, 19 July 1941

King John; New Theatre

King John, which always gives the impression of having been cut straight out of a chronicle and hurriedly versified, ending in the middle of a chapter, is not an easy play to present, but the Old Vic Company who have brought it to the New Theatre get all the best out of it, partly by speaking the verse as verse and partly by the excellence of their décor. The pageant effect is stressed all the way through, with red for England, blue for France, and a fairly elaborate stylization of gesture. There were moments, especially in the earlier scenes, when one almost had the feeling of having walked into the Bayeux tapestry. As a result the perfunctory and complicated intrigues of the middle part of the play did not seem wearisome, and the magnificent outburst of jingoism at the end was truly moving.

But it is a curious fact that much of the subject-matter of King John seems far more modern and intelligible now than it would have done a few years ago. That is the case with a great deal of ancient literature. Think for instance of The Decline and Fall of the Roman Empire, with its endless succession of intrigues, assassinations, treacheries, massacres, civil wars. How remote and incredible it all seemed a little while ago, and how familiar it all seems now! The oriental practice of strangling your brothers the day you came to the throne shocked even the Elizabethans, but the modern dictators have revived it in an only slightly altered form. And in watching King John one is haunted all the while with the feeling. “Haven’t I seen something rather like this before?” When for instance the French and English armies, fighting one another outside the walls of Angiers, suddenly come to an understanding and agree to attack Angiers together, it does not seem in the least surprising. The Papal legate, inciting France to attack England, is curiously reminiscent of the League of Nations, and so is the sequel to his appeal. There is a scene which would have delighted Marx in which everyone decides to obey or disobey the Pope according to his own economic interest. Even the Quisling motif is represented by the three English aristocrats who turn traitor when the French invade England, hurriedly changing sides again at the last moment.

The play only contains, perhaps, two genuine characters, the Bastard and Hubert de Burgh, but clever acting managed to produce two more in King John and Queen Elinor, whom Esmé Church turned into a wicked, managing old woman straight out of the Paston Letters. The King is not really a consistent character in the play, but Ernest Milton contrived to make him seem so. This was a subtle piece of acting—a sickly red-haired hypocrite, capable of showing great charm and of wooing his inferiors in an emotional, almost abject way, but never managing for an instant to look like an honest man. It was perhaps a pity that the parts of Prince Arthur and Prince Henry had to be played by girls. Ernest Hare was an excellently hangdog Hubert, with one of those faces that always contrive to stay two days away from a shave, and Sybil Thorndike made the best of the difficult, unrewarding part of Constance.




833. Film Reviews

Time and Tide, 19 July 1941

The Devil and Miss Jones; Gaumont

In spite of adequate acting and a good central idea, the sentiment of this film is so palpably false as to make its dénouement almost unbearable. An American millionaire, so rich that he does not even know what belongs to him, is annoyed by the news of strikes and other disturbances in a department store which he suddenly discovers to be his own property. In order to find out what is happening he takes the place of the private detective who has been engaged to investigate the disturbances and gets a job in his own stores as a salesman. He is no sooner there than he finds himself taking the side of the discontented employees and even taking a prominent part in organizing a Union. All this is psychologically possible, and might have been developed into a realistic and moving story. As it is, however, the economic implications of the situation are shirked and there is a treacly finale in which the millionaire reveals his identity, rights all the abuses, raises everybody’s wages and gives a dance at which the employees, who were burning him in effigy a few days earlier, drink his health to the tune of “For he’s a jolly good fellow.” Edmund Gwenn, Charles Coburn and Jean Arthur waste a lot of talent on this piece of enervating hooey.

The Flame of New Orleans; Leicester Square Theatre1

Neither Marlene Dietrich nor René Clair’s direction are seen quite at their best in this romantic comedy of America in the eighteen-forties, in which several very old tricks are given a new lease of life. Marlene Dietrich is the lady of more than doubtful morals who manages to pass herself off as an ingénue and is just on the point of marrying the town’s wealthiest bachelor when she is abducted by a ruffianly ship’s captain, who has a shrewder idea of her character and seems to be in every way much better suited to her. The picturesque setting and some skilful photography atone to some extent for a rather silly story.




834. ‘Dear Doktor Goebbels—Your British Friends are Feeding Fine!’

Daily Express, 23 July 1941

The disappearing raspberry, the invisible egg, and the onions which can be smelled but not seen, are phenomena we are all familiar with. Only because of the deadly harm they are capable of doing to morale are these stale conjuring tricks worth mentioning.

When an article is controlled in price it promptly disappears from the market. Now fruit, fish, eggs, and most vegetables cannot be kept for an indefinite time.

If they suddenly disappear it is a safe bet that they are being sold on the Q.T. at an illegal price, and, in fact, any one with moneyed acquaintances knows very well that they are being sold.

Eggs, for instance, are available in large quantities at 4d. each; I am informed that they always figure in the bill as “tinned peas.”

Petrol, also, seems easy enough to get if you can pay about twice the proper price for it.

And apart from downright law-breaking, you have only to put your nose inside any smart hotel or restaurant to see the most obvious evasion of the spirit of the food regulations.

The “one dish” rule, for instance, is habitually broken, but the infringement does not count, because the extra dish of meat or fish is renamed horsd’oeuvres.

In any event the fact that food eaten in restaurants is unrationed favours the man with a large income and abundant spare time. It would be easy for anyone with more than £2,000 a year to live without ever using his ration book.

But does this kind of thing really matter? And if so, why and how does it matter?

It doesn’t matter because of the extra material consumed. And since this fact is the favourite get-out of selfish people who buy under-the-counter raspberries and use up petrol in going to the races, it is necessary to admit it, and then put it in its place.

The actual wastage of material by the wealthy is negligible because the wealthy consist of very few people.

It is the common people, who are and must be the big consumers of all the commodities, who matter.

If you took away all the extra meat, fish and sugar that find their way into the smart hotels, and divided them among the general population, no appreciable difference would be made.

For that matter, if you taxed all large incomes out of existence, it still would not make much difference to the taxes the rest of us would have to pay.

The common people receive most of the national income, just as they eat most of the food and wear out most of the clothes, because they constitute the enormous majority.

The raspberries now disappearing down favoured throats in Harrogate and Torquay do not have much direct effect on the Battle of the Atlantic.

Therefore, it is argued, what does it matter if there is a certain amount of minor unfairness? Since the food situation as a whole is hardly affected, why shouldn’t half a million fortunate people have as good a time as circumstances permit?

This argument is a complete fallacy, because it leaves out of account the effect of envy on morale, on the “we-are-all-in-it-together” feeling which is absolutely necessary in time of war.

There is no way of making war without lowering the general standard of living. The essential act of war is to divert labour from consumption goods to armaments, which means that the common people must eat less, work longer hours, put up with fewer amusements.

And why should they do so—at any rate, how can you expect them to do so—when they have before their eyes a small minority who are suffering no privations whatever?

So long as it is known that the rarer kinds of food are habitually bootlegged, how can you ask people to cut down their milk consumption and be enthusiastic about oatmeal and potatoes?

“War Socialism” can have an important moral effect even when it is of no importance statistically. The few shiploads of oranges that reached England recently are an example.

I wonder how many of those oranges got to the children in the back streets of London. If they had been shared out equally it would only have been a question of one or two oranges apiece for the whole population.

In terms of vitamins it would have made no difference whatever; but it would have given a meaning to the current talk about “equality of sacrifice.”

Experience shows that human beings can put up with nearly anything so long as they feel that they are being fairly treated.

The Spanish Republicans put up with hardships which we as yet have hardly dreamed of. For the last year of the civil war the Republican Army was fighting almost without cigarettes: the soldiers put up with it because it was the same for all of them, general and private alike.

And we can do the same, if necessary.

If we are honest we must admit that, air raids apart, the civil population has not had to suffer much hardship—nothing compared with what we went through in 1918, for instance.

It is later, in the moment of crisis, when it may be necessary suddenly to impose the most drastic restrictions of every kind, that our national solidarity will be tested.

If we guard against that moment now, crack down on the Black Market, catch half a dozen food-hogs and petrol-wanglers and give them stiff enough sentences to frighten others of the same kind, prohibit the more blatant kinds of luxury, and, in general, prove that equality of sacrifice is not merely a phrase, we shall be all right.

But at present—and you can test this statement by having a look round the grill-room of any smart hotel, should you succeed in getting past the commissionaires—Dr. Goebbels’s endless gibes about “British plutocracy” are hardly needed.

A few score thousand of idle and selfish people are doing his work for him unpaid.




835. Review of India by Sir Firozkhan Noon

The Listener, 24 July 19411

A booklet containing at most thirty pages of letterpress can hardly go very deeply into the problems of a country with 350,000,000 inhabitants, and the reader will probably learn more from the admirable illustrations than from the brief notes that Sir Firozkhan Noon2 sandwiches between them. These notes do, however, cover quite a lot of ground and make a valiant attempt to give a broad panorama of India, with its diversity of race and culture, its political and religious struggles, its frightful poverty, its potential wealth in raw materials and labour. Sir Firozkhan Noon is not trying to give an over-rosy picture, and does not shirk discussion, so far as space permits, of the political tension between British and Indian and between Mohammedan and Hindu. He does this so objectively that if it were not for his name one would hardly be able to guess where his own sympathies are likely to lie.

The illustrations, however, are the outstanding feature of the book. There are some good photographs of everyday village life, and even better ones of the intricate and rather horrible sculpture of Dravidian India. But the best of all are the coloured reproductions of miniatures, more or less Persian in appearance, of the Mogul period. ‘Akbar Receiving News of the Birth of his Son Whilst Watching an Elephant Fight in 1570’, is exceptionally charming, though in this case the colours have not been reproduced.




836. To Norman Swallow

[End July 1941?]


On 22 July 1941, Norman Swallow, then a committee member of the Oxford University Democratic Socialist Club (and later a leading television producer), wrote to ask Orwell whether he would be interested in considering a booklet he had written on ‘Politics and Youth’ for the Searchlight series (see here, headnote). He had been chairman of a committee at the university on youth in wartime and had done ‘a good deal of research in various parts of the country.’ He had met Orwell after Orwell’s lecture to the Democratic Socialist Club; see here.

Orwell’s reply has not survived. In a letter to the editor of 13 April 1985 Mr Swallow writes: ‘I know that he rejected it, but with his usual courtesy, and I think he felt that the subject-matter was familiar and had been covered several times already.’






837. ‘Wells, Hitler and the World State’

Horizon, August 1941


The text reproduced here is from the second impression of Critical Essays (1946); the proofs for the first impression (in the Orwell Archive) have been consulted. Critical Essays omits two or three qualifying words which appear in Horizon. It is not possible to be certain that these were cut by Orwell; Roger Senhouse may have been responsible. The only change marked in the proofs (see here) is ‘In part’ for ‘Partly’ in Senhouse’s hand; see here for error. The essay was also reprinted in Dickens Dali & Others (1946).



“In March or April, say the wiseacres, there is to be a stupendous knockout blow at Britain …. What Hitler has to do it with, I cannot imagine. His ebbing and dispersed military resources are now probably not so very much greater than the Italians’ before they were put to the test in Greece and Africa.”

“The German air power has been largely spent. It is behind the times and its first-rate men are mostly dead or disheartened or worn out.”

“In 1914 the Hohenzollern army was the best in the world. Behind that screaming little defective in Berlin there is nothing of the sort ….Yet our military ‘experts’ discuss the waiting phantom. In their imaginations it is perfect in its equipment and invincible in discipline. Sometimes it is to strike a decisive ‘blow’ through Spain and North Africa and on, or march through the Balkans, march from the Danube to Ankara, to Persia, to India, or ‘crush Russia’, or ‘pour’ over the Brenner into Italy. The weeks pass and the phantom does none of these things—for one excellent reason. It does not exist to that extent. Most of such inadequate guns and munitions as it possessed must have been taken away from it and fooled away in Hitler’s silly feints to invade Britain. And its raw jerry-built discipline is wilting under the creeping realisation that the Blitzkrieg is spent, and the war is coming home to roost.”


These quotations are not taken from the Cavalry Quarterly but from a series of newspaper articles by Mr. H. G. Wells, written at the beginning of this yearfn1 and now reprinted in a book entitled Guide to the New World. Since they were written, the German Army has overrun the Balkans and reconquered Cyrenaica, it can march through Turkey or Spain at such time as may suit it, and it has undertaken the invasion of Russia. How that campaign will turn out I do not know, but it is worth noticing that the German general staff, whose opinion is probably worth something, would not have begun it if they had not felt fairly certain of finishing it within three months. So much for the idea that the German Army is a bogey, its equipment inadequate, its morale breaking down, etc. etc.

What has Wells to set against the “screaming little defective in Berlin”? The usual rigmarole about a World State, plus the Sankey Declaration,1 which is an attempted definition of fundamental human rights, of2 anti-totalitarian tendency. Except that he is now especially concerned with federal world control of air power, it is the same gospel as he has been preaching almost without interruption for the past forty years, always with an air of angry surprise at the human beings who can fail to grasp anything so obvious.

What is the use of saying that we need federal world control of the air? The whole question is how we are to get it. What is the use of pointing out that a World State is desirable? What matters is that not one of the five great military powers would think of submitting to such a thing. All sensible men for decades past have been substantially in agreement with what Mr. Wells says; but the sensible men have no power and, in too many cases, no disposition to sacrifice themselves. Hitler is a criminal lunatic, and Hitler has an army of millions of men, aeroplanes in thousands, tanks in tens of thousands. For his sake a great nation has been willing to overwork itself for six years and then to fight for two years more, whereas for the common-sense, essentially hedonistic world-view which Mr. Wells puts forward, hardly a human creature is willing to shed a pint of blood. Before you can even talk of world reconstruction, or even of peace, you have got to eliminate Hitler, which means bringing into being a dynamic not necessarily the same as that of the Nazis, but probably quite as unacceptable to “enlightened” and hedonistic people. What has kept England on its feet during the past year? In part,3 no doubt, some vague idea about a better future, but chiefly the atavistic emotion of patriotism, the ingrained feeling of the English-speaking peoples that they are superior to foreigners. For the last twenty years the main object of English left-wing intellectuals has been to break this feeling down, and if they had succeeded, we might be watching the S.S. men patrolling the London streets at this moment. Similarly, why are the Russians fighting like tigers against the German invasion? In part, perhaps, for some half-remembered ideal of Utopian Socialism, but chiefly in defence of Holy Russia (the “sacred soil of the Fatherland”, etc. etc.), which Stalin has revived in an only slightly altered form. The energy that actually shapes the world springs from emotions—racial pride, leader-worship, religious belief, love of war—which liberal intellectuals mechanically write off as anachronisms, and which they have usually destroyed so completely in themselves as to have lost all power of action.

The people who say that Hitler is Antichrist, or alternatively, the Holy Ghost, are nearer an understanding of the truth than the intellectuals4 who for ten dreadful years have kept it up that he is merely a figure out of comic opera, not worth taking seriously. All that this idea really reflects is the sheltered conditions of English life. The Left Book Club was at bottom a product of Scotland Yard, just as the Peace Pledge Union is a product of the Navy. One development of the last ten years has been the appearance of the “political book”, a sort of enlarged pamphlet combining history with political criticism, as an important literary form. But the best writers in this line—Trotsky, Rauschning, Rosenberg, Silone, Borkenau, Koestler5 and others—have none of them been Englishmen, and nearly all of them have been renegades from one or other extremist party, who have seen totalitarianism at close quarters and known the meaning of exile and persecution. Only in the English-speaking countries was it fashionable to believe, right up to the outbreak of war, that Hitler was an unimportant lunatic and the German tanks made of cardboard. Mr. Wells, it will be seen from the quotations I have given above, believes something of the kind still. I do not suppose that either the bombs or the German campaign in Greece have altered his opinion. A lifelong habit of thought stands between him and an understanding of Hitler’s power.

Mr. Wells, like Dickens, belongs to the non-military middle class. The thunder of guns, the jingle of spurs, the catch in the throat when the old flag goes by, leave him manifestly cold. He has an invincible hatred of the fighting, hunting, swashbuckling side of life, symbolised in all his early books by a violent propaganda against horses. The principal villain of his Outline of History is the military6 adventurer, Napoleon. If one looks through nearly any book that he has written in the last forty years one finds the same idea constantly recurring: the supposed antithesis between the man of science who is working towards a planned World State and the reactionary who is trying to restore a disorderly past. In novels, Utopias, essays, films, pamphlets, the antithesis crops up, always more or less the same. On the one side science, order, progress, internationalism, aeroplanes, steel, concrete, hygiene: on the other side war, nationalism, religion, monarchy, peasants, Greek professors, poets, horses. History as he sees it is a series of victories won by the scientific man over the romantic man. Now, he is probably right in assuming that a “reasonable”, planned form of society, with scientists rather than witch-doctors in control, will prevail sooner or later, but that is a different matter from assuming that it is just round the corner. There survives somewhere or other an interesting controversy which took place between Wells and Churchill at the time of the Russian Revolution. Wells accuses Churchill of not really believing his own propaganda about the Bolsheviks being monsters dripping with blood, etc., but of merely fearing that they were going to introduce an era of common sense and scientific control, in which flag-wavers like Churchill himself would have no place. Churchill’s estimate of the Bolsheviks, however, was nearer the mark than Wells’s. The early Bolsheviks may have been angels or demons, according as one chooses to regard them, but at any rate they were not sensible men. They were not introducing a Wellsian Utopia but a Rule of the Saints, which, like the English Rule of the Saints, was a military despotism enlivened by witchcraft trials. The same misconception reappears in an inverted form in Wells’s attitude to the Nazis. Hitler is all the war-lords and witch-doctors in history rolled into one. Therefore, argues Wells, he is an absurdity, a ghost from the past, a creature doomed to disappear almost immediately. But unfortunately the equation of science with common sense does not really hold good. The aeroplane, which was looked forward to as a civilising influence but in practice has hardly been used except for dropping bombs, is the symbol of that fact. Modern Germany is far more scientific than England, and far more barbarous. Much of what Wells has imagined and worked for is physically there in Nazi Germany. The order, the planning, the State encouragement of science, the steel, the concrete, the aeroplanes, are all there, but all in the service of ideas appropriate to the Stone Age. Science is fighting on the side of superstition. But obviously it is impossible for Wells to accept this. It would contradict the world-view on which his own works are based. The war-lords and the witch-doctors must fail, the common-sense World State, as seen by a nineteenth-century Liberal whose heart does not leap at the sound of bugles, must triumph. Treachery and defeatism apart, Hitler cannot be a danger. That he should finally win would be an impossible reversal of history, like a Jacobite restoration.

But is it not a sort of parricide for a person of my age (thirty-eight) to find fault with H. G. Wells? Thinking people who were born about the beginning of this century are in some sense Wells’s own creation. How much influence any mere writer has, and especially a “popular” writer whose work takes effect quickly, is questionable, but I doubt whether anyone who was writing books between 1900 and 1920, at any rate in the English language, influenced the young so much. The minds of all of us, and therefore the physical world, would be perceptibly different if Wells had never existed. Only, just the singleness of mind, the one-sided imagination that made him seem like an inspired prophet in the Edwardian age, make him a shallow, inadequate thinker now. When Wells was young, the antithesis between science and reaction was not false. Society was ruled by narrow-minded, profoundly incurious people, predatory business men, dull squires, bishops, politicians who could quote Horace but had never heard of algebra. Science was faintly disreputable and religious belief obligatory. Traditionalism, stupidity, snobbishness, patriotism, superstition and love of war seemed to be all on the same side; there was need of someone who could state the opposite point of view. Back in the nineteen-hundreds it was a wonderful experience for a boy to discover H. G. Wells. There you were, in a world of pedants, clergymen and golfers, with your future employers exhorting you to “get on or get out”, your parents systematically warping your sexual life, and your dull-witted schoolmasters sniggering over their Latin tags; and here was this wonderful man who could tell you about the inhabitants of the planets and the bottom of the sea, and who knew that the future was not going to be what respectable people imagined. A decade or so before aeroplanes were technically feasible Wells knew that within a little while men would be able to fly. He knew that because he himself wanted to be able to fly, and therefore felt sure that research in that direction would continue. On the other hand, even when I was a little boy, at a time when the Wright brothers had actually lifted their machine off the ground for fifty-nine seconds, the generally accepted opinion was that if God had meant us to fly He would have given us wings. Up to 1914 Wells was in the main a true prophet. In physical details his vision of the new world has been fulfilled to a surprising extent.

But because he belonged to the nineteenth century and to a non-military nation and class, he could not grasp the tremendous strength of the old world which was symbolised in his mind by fox-hunting7 Tories. He was, and still is, quite incapable of understanding that nationalism, religious bigotry and feudal loyalty are far more powerful forces than what he himself would describe as sanity. Creatures out of the Dark Ages have come marching into the present, and if they are ghosts they are at any rate ghosts which need a strong magic to lay them. The people who have shown the best understanding of Fascism are either those who have suffered under it or those who have a Fascist streak in themselves. A crude book like The Iron Heel, written nearly thirty years ago, is a truer prophecy of the future than either Brave New World or The Shape of Things to Come. If one had to choose among Wells’s own contemporaries a writer who could stand towards him as a corrective, one might choose Kipling, who was not deaf to the evil voices of power and military “glory”. Kipling would have understood the appeal of Hitler, or for that matter of Stalin, whatever his attitude towards them might be. Wells is too sane to understand the modern world. The succession of lower-middle-class novels which are his greatest achievement stopped short at the other war and never really began again, and since 1920 he has squandered his talents in slaying paper dragons. But how much it is, after all, to have any talents to squander.




838. Drama Reviews

Time and Tide, 2 August 1941

Lady Behave; His Majesty’s

It is claimed that this is the first musical comedy to be produced since the outbreak of war. The war, certainly, does not enter into it to any notable extent, for the action takes place in a Hollywood studio and the only topicalities are occasional gags about the shortage of cigarettes. But granting that the plots of musical comedies are not conspicuous for realism, this one is not especially silly, and the all-pervading snobbishness which used to be the mark of this kind of entertainment is quite absent from it. Even the bare leg motif is less dominant than usual.

Hollywood, at least as one imagines it, gives plenty of opportunities for satire, and the absurd vanities and intrigues which are the background of the films, the tyranny of magnates and the yearnings of would-be stars, are well exploited. Although the cast is excellent almost the whole way through, the show would be nowhere without Stanley Lupino. Playing the part of the “stunt man”, a down-trodden hireling always on the point of being sacked, he introduces just the note of earthy vulgarity that every comic entertainment needs. He is the Sancho Panza figure, the little fat man who punctures every heroic attitude with his low wisdom but is always suffering unmerited disasters, the sort of man who always steps on the banana peel or is discovered half undressed in a lady’s bedroom, having got there by mistake. Perhaps the best scene in Lady Behave is the one in which Stanley Lupino, suddenly smitten with an ambition to act, recites Portia’s speech in The Merchant of Venice to a film director who has forgotten his existence and is issuing stage directions to somebody else. There is another good episode when Stanley Lupino and Hartley Power break into a registrar’s office in order to destroy an inconvenient marriage licence, and, having been caught there by the police, extricate themselves by hurriedly going through a ceremony of marriage, Hartley Power having managed to disguise himself as a woman in the space of about three minutes.

It is a feature of the show that there is not very definitely any “leading lady”. Miss Pat Kirkwood, as Bonnie Drew, the film actress who marries Stanley Lupino and is unfortunately compelled to commit bigamy on the following day, has what is perhaps the principal feminine part, but those of Miss Judy Campbell and Miss Sally Gray are not much less important. The musical numbers are pleasant enough without producing anything notably catchy, and the chorus still seem to change their clothes as frequently as anyone could desire, coupons or no coupons.

New Ambassadors Revue; Ambassadors

Lively and amusing, but rather uneven. Perhaps the best feature of all is Reginald Beckwith’s sketch of a woman buying cereals in a grocer’s shop. Miss Betty Ann Davies does some amusing monologues. Miss Madge Elliott’s impersonation of a high-class courtesan is perhaps less successful. Ernest Thesiger does an excellent female impersonation, with a Home Guard sub-motif, which made me laugh a great deal but also, unfortunately, roused memories of a similar sketch which he did some years ago and which was even funnier.

This Sceptered Isle; Westminster

This series of Shakespearean excerpts is well-meant but not altogether successful. No one appears on the stage except Professor Wilson Knight,1 though Mr Henry Ainley makes one interpolation “off”. The speeches come from Richard III, Henry V, etc., and they are supplemented by a lecture on Shakespeare’s political message. There are no costumes, and no music except a drum.




839. Drama Review

Time and Tide, 9 August 1941

Close Quarters by W. O. Somin; Apollo

This play, intellectually above the average, has the peculiarity of containing a cast of only two people. The strain on these two actors, neither of whom can ever be off the stage for more than a minute or so, must be very great, and in the end a sort of irritation is produced in the audience as well, because of the foreknowledge they necessarily have that all important events will have to take place “off.” The doomed couple on the stage constantly speculate as to what will happen when so-and-so arrives, or what will be the best thing to say when the police bang on the door, but the audience, who have looked at the programme and seen that it only contains two names, know that so-and-so won’t arrive and the police won’t bang on the door, so that the possibilities of surprise are very greatly reduced. Why the cast was so cut down it is difficult to see, for the story of the play involves other people besides the two who appear on the stage, and even as it is a certain amount of outside intervention is needed in the form of telephone conversations, radio announcements and occasional shouts from neighbours.

In essence the play is a high-class melodrama. The husband, Gustav Bergmann, played by Mr Karel Stepanek, is something in the minor political world. His wife, Liesa (Miss Beatrix Lehmann), is “non-political,” the sort of woman who accepts her husband’s opinions because they are his but at the bottom of her heart wishes that he could get out of politics and into a better-paid job. In this opening situation, which is one of the characteristic situations of our time, there is material for a play of quite another sort, and some of the dialogue has a political maturity that one does not often see on the English stage. It is rather a pity, therefore, that the play develops almost immediately into an ordinary murder drama in which the political motif might just as well have remained unmentioned.

In the opening scene Bergmann has just returned in high spirits from a public meeting at which he has made a successful speech and, in consequence, has been offered a salaried job in the Party. Almost immediately, however, it is announced on the radio that the Minister for the Interior, whom Bergmann is known to have hated, has been murdered. It is clear that Bergmann will be suspected: even the officials of his own Party suspect him and are anxious to get rid of him for fear of scandal. The end of the play is a double suicide, followed by a rather effective little surprise which I will not reveal.

Both performers made a good job of their difficult and exhausting parts, but of the two I considered that Mr Stepanek was slightly the better.




840. Film Review

Time and Tide, 9 August 1941

High Sierra; Warner

For anyone who wants the ne plus ultra of sadism, bully-worship, gun-play, socks on the jaw and gangster atmosphere generally, this film is the goods. Humphrey Bogart is the Big Shot who smashes people in the face with the butt of his pistol and watches fellow gangsters burn to death with the casual comment, “They were only small-town guys,” but is kind to dogs and is supposed to be deeply touching when he is smitten with a “pure” affection for a crippled girl who knows nothing of his past. In the end he is killed, but we are evidently expected to sympathize with him and even to admire him. The direction is competent and the acting distinctly good.




841. Part read in ‘The Abolition of Slavery,’ by Venu Chitale

Broadcast, 11 August 1941


Orwell joined the BBC on Monday, 18 August 1941. He seems to have taken a small part in a radio play for the series ‘Anniversary of the Month’ a week earlier. This play, by a future colleague, Venu Chitale (see 871, n. 1) was concerned with the abolition of slavery by the British Parliament, which it dates as becoming law on 29 August 1834 (correctly: 28 August 1833; slaves in British possessions were freed 1 August 1834). The script survives on microfilm and is difficult to reproduce clearly. It was censored by the Indian Programme Organiser, Z. A. Bokhari, on 10 August 1941 and broadcast the following day. Against some of the roles of the characters are the names or initials of the participants. These include two of Orwell’s future colleagues, [A. L.] Bakaya and B[alraj] S[ahni]; G. K. (unidentified), ‘Hen,’ and Una (possibly Una Marson), who took a part originally assigned to Chitale. One small part, Slave Owner, has next to it the name ‘Blair,’ and it seems likely that this was Orwell. Perhaps he had called in for an interview or briefing. The only other Blair that crops up in the BBC Archives at this time is a representative of the Ministry of Information who attended meetings of the Eastern Service Committee. This is the section in which ‘Blair’ spoke:

Slave Owner: Blair Come here! You ! Adam ! You’d better jump a bit faster than that when I call you. Didn’t I pay twelve hundred dollars for you? You belong to me … me … do you understand.° Do you see this fist of mine? Hard as stone with knocking down niggers. Do you hear, me° you black nigger? Now then take this whip and flog that woman … that’ll drive your silly religion out of you …

Slave (man): Hen. Excuse me, mas’r, I can work night and day, but don’t ask me to flog a woman ….’t aint right, mas’r …

Slave-owner°: Blair What, you black beast … telling me what’s right to do?° You low animal ! We’ll have the cows answering back next. I’ll show you what’s right. Here, Simon, hand me that cowhide whip …






842. Film Reviews

Time and Tide, 16 August 1941

One Night in Lisbon; Carlton

This is a slick, fast-moving film for which it is safe to prophesy a successful run. But in confirmation of what I have said over and over again about the mental atmosphere of the American film, please listen to this summary of the plot:—

The film starts in the middle of a blitz, with Miss Madeleine Carroll taking refuge all alone in an air-raid shelter which is apparently about one minute from her own front door. Enter Mr Fred MacMurray as an American ferrypilot of free-and-easy manners and irresistible sex-appeal. He pulls a bird-call out of his pocket, begins squawking on it in imitation of a wild duck to attract Miss Carroll’s attention, and within three minutes of first seeing her is telling her that she is “frightened of life, and life means You and Me, and it’s going to be wonderful, dearest, teaching you not to be afraid.” He then follows her home—of course, by a happy coincidence her hostess of the evening turns out to be an old friend of his parents—and later in the night invades her bedroom by way of the water pipe.

Within twenty-four hours he has disengaged her from her former lover, a dull but worthy naval officer, and within another twelve hours has carried her off by plane to Lisbon en route for America. She is in the A.T.S., but what does a little thing like that matter? Obviously a world war is of no importance compared with an affair of the heart. Besides, the Cabinet Minister for whom she is acting as chauffeuse, Lord Fitzleigh (Mr Edmund Gwenn, who deserves a better part), is willing to let her go, because he intends to use her as the bearer of a faked official document which is to be the bait to catch some German spies. In Lisbon the spies seize her and carry her off to the cellars of the hotel. Mr MacMurray and the naval officer, who has also turned up in Lisbon, knock out two of the Germans with neat blows on the jaw, some British sailors who have apparently sprung up out of the ground carry off their bodies, and the leader of the spies turns out to be Lord Fitzleigh in a false moustache.

Mr MacMurray and Miss Carroll can now live happily ever after, and the naval officer is already casting approving eyes on an earlier but divorced wife of Mr MacMurray, who by yet another coincidence is also in Lisbon. The film is enlivened all the way through with comic Dago stuff, especially in a scene in which Mr MacMurray and Mr Edmund Gwenn eat their luncheon on the pavement in Whitehall in the middle of an air raid, attended by Greek waiters.

What rot it all is! What sickly, enervating rubbish! How dare anyone present the war in these colours when thousands of tanks are battling on the plains of Poland and tired aircraft workers are slinking into the tobacconist’s shop to plead humbly for a small Woodbine? And yet as current films go this is a good film. It moves easily, there are no gaps or longueurs in it, and the photography is adequate. Its only fault is to be twenty years behind the times in outlook, and since that is almost general in films likely to have a wide appeal, I suppose one ought not to grumble.

The acting is competent. Mr Reginald Denny makes a welcome reappearance in a rather small part.

Jeannie; Leicester Square

A Cinderella story, with two fairy princes, one genuine, the other spurious. A Scottish girl, whose life has been one long household drudgery, escapes to Vienna with two hundred and ninety-seven pounds to seek romance and hear the “Blue Danube” played at its source. She falls in with an impoverished Viennese aristocrat who is on the point of marrying her but drops her like a hot brick when he discovers that she is not an heiress as he had imagined. In the background is a worthy Bradford boy (Michael Redgrave) whom she has met on the boat and who is travelling to Vienna to sell the rights in a washing machine which he has invented. He makes a fortune out of it, so Jeannie gets her fairy prince after all, with a horribly sentimental dog wagging its tail in the background at the final close-up kiss.

This is a pleasant enough film, with some clever acting in it. Michael Redgrave is good, as usual, and Albert Lieven makes a brilliant character study of the selfish, decayed aristocrat.




843. London Letter, 17 August 1941

Partisan Review, November-December 1941

London

Dear Editors,

You asked me to send you another London letter, and though you left me free to choose what I should write about you added that your readers might be interested to hear some more about the Home Guard. I will give you some notes on the Home Guard, as much as I have space for, but I think my main subject this time ought to be the USSR’s entry into the war. It has overshadowed everything in the last seven weeks, and I think it is now possible to make some sort of rough analysis of the state of British opinion.

THE ANGLO-SOVIET ALLIANCE

The most striking thing about the Anglo-Soviet alliance has been its failure to cause any split in the country or any serious political repercussion whatever. It is true that Hitler’s invasion of the USSR took everyone here very much by surprise. If the alliance had come about in 1938 or 1939, as it might have done, after long and bitter controversies, with the Popular Fronters shouting on one side and the Tory press playing Red Russia for all it was worth on the other, there would have been a first-rate political crisis, probably a general election and certainly the growth of an openly pro-Nazi party in Parliament, the Army, etc. But by June 1941 Stalin had come to appear as a very small bogey compared with Hitler, the pro-Fascists had mostly discredited themselves, and the attack happened so suddenly that the advantages and disadvantages of a Russian alliance had not even had time to be discussed.

One fact that this new turn of the war has brought out is that there are now great numbers of English people who have no special reaction towards the USSR. Russia, like China or Mexico, is simply a mysterious country a long way away, which once had a revolution, the nature of which has been forgotten. All the hideous controversies about the purges, the Five Year Plans, the Ukraine famine, etc., have simply passed over the average newspaper-reader’s head. But as for the rest, the people who have some definite pro-Russian or anti-Russian slant, they are split up into several sharply-defined blocks, of which the following are the ones that matter:

The rich. The real bourgeoisie are subjectively anti-Russian, and cannot possibly become otherwise. The existence of large numbers of wealthy parlour Bolsheviks does not alter this fact, because these people invariably belong to the decadent third-generation rentier class. Those who are of the capitalist class would regard the destruction of the Soviet Union by Hitler with, at best, mixed feelings. But it is an error to suppose that they are plotting direct treachery or that the handful capable of doing so are likely to gain control of the State. Churchill’s continuance in office is a guarantee against that.

The working class. All the more thoughtful members of the British working class are mildly and vaguely pro-Russian. The shock caused by the Russian war against Finland was real enough, but it depended on the fact that nothing was happening at that time in the major war, and it has been completely forgotten. But it would probably be a mistake to imagine that the fact of Russia being in the war will in itself stimulate the British working class to greater efforts and greater sacrifices. In so far as strikes and wage disputes during the past two years have been due to deliberate trouble-making by the Communists, they will of course cease, but it is doubtful whether the Communists have ever been able to do more than magnify legitimate grievances. The grievances will still be there, and fraternal messages from Pravda will not make much difference to the feelings of the dock-worker unloading during an air-raid or the tired munition-worker who has missed the last tram home. At one point or another the question of working-class loyalty to Russia is likely to come up in some such form as this: if the Government show signs of letting the Russians down, will the working class take steps to force a more active policy upon them? In that moment I believe it will be found that though a sort of loyalty to the Soviet Union still exists—must exist, so long as Russia is the only country even pretending to be a workers’ State—it is no longer a positive force. The very fact that Hitler dares to make war on Russia is proof of this. Fifteen years ago such a war would have been impossible for any country except perhaps Japan, because the common soldiers could not have been trusted to use their weapons against the Socialist Fatherland. But that kind of loyalty has been gradually wasted by the nationalistic selfishness of Russian policy. Old-fashioned patriotism is now a far stronger force than any kind of internationalism, or any ideas about the Socialist Fatherland, and this fact also will be reflected in the strategy of the war.

The Communists. I do not need to tell you anything about the shifts of official Communist policy during the past two years, but I am not certain whether the mentality of the Communist intelligentsia is quite the same in the USA as here. In England the Communists whom it is possible to respect are factory workers, but they are not very numerous, and precisely because they are usually skilled workmen and loyal comrades they cannot always be rigidly faithful to the “line.” Between September 1939 and June 1941 they do not seem to have attempted any definite sabotage of arms production, although the logic of Communist policy demanded this. The middle-class Communists, however, are a different proposition. They include most of the official and unofficial leaders of the party, and with them must be lumped the greater part of the younger literary intelligentsia, especially in the universities. As I have pointed out elsewhere, the “Communism” of these people amounts simply to nationalism and leader-worship in their most vulgar forms, transferred to the USSR. Their importance at this moment is that with the entry of Russia into the war they may regain the influence in the press which they had between 1935 and 1939 and lost during the last two years. The News Chronicle, after the Herald the leading leftwing daily (circulation about 1,400,000), is already busy whitewashing the men whom it was denouncing as traitors a little while back. The so-called People’s Convention, led by D.N. Pritt (Pritt is a Labour M.P. but is always claimed by Communists as an “underground” member of their party, evidently with truth), is still in existence but has abruptly reversed its policy. If the Communists are allowed the kind of publicity that they were getting in 1938, they will both consciously and unconsciously sow discord between Britain and the USSR. What they wish for is not the destruction of Hitler and the resettlement of Europe, but a vulgar military triumph for their adopted Fatherland, and they will do their best to insult public opinion here by transferring as much as possible of the prestige of the war to Russia, and by constantly casting doubts on Britain’s good faith. The danger of this kind of thing ought not to be underrated. The Russians themselves, however, probably grasp how the land lies and will act accordingly. If we have a long war ahead of us it is not to their advantage that there should be disaffection in this country. But in so far as they can get a hearing, the British Communists must be regarded as one of the forces acting against Anglo-Russian unity.

The Catholics. There are supposed to be some two million Catholics in this country, the bulk of them very poor Irish labourers. They vote Labour and act as a sort of silent drag on Labour Party policy, but are not sufficiently under the thumb of their priests to be Fascist in sympathy. The importance of the middle-and upper-class Catholics is that they are extremely numerous in the Foreign Office and the Consular Service, and also have a good deal of influence in the press, though less than formerly. The “born” Catholics of the old Catholic families are less ultra-montane and more ordinarily patriotic than the converted intellectuals (Ronald Knox,1 Arnold Lunn,2 etc., etc.), who have very much the same mentality, mutatis mutandis, as the British Communists. I suppose I need not repeat the history of their pro-Fascist activities in the past. Since the outbreak of war they have not dared to be openly pro-Hitler, but have done their propaganda indirectly by fulsome praises of Pétain and Franco. Cardinal Hinsley,3 founder of the Sword of the Spirit Movement (Catholic democracy), seems to be sincerely anti-Nazi according to his lights, but represents only one section of Catholic opinion. As soon as Hitler invaded the USSR, the Catholic press announced that we must take advantage of the respite that this gave us, but “no alliance with godless Russia.” Significantly, the Catholic papers became much more anti-Russian when it became apparent that the Russians were resisting successfully. No one who has studied Catholic literature during the past ten years can doubt that the bulk of the hierarchy and the intelligentsia would side with Germany as against Russia if they had a quarter of a chance. Their hatred of Russia is really venomous, enough even to disgust an anti-Stalinist like myself, though their propaganda is necessarily old-fashioned (Bolshevik atrocities, nationalisation of women, etc.) and does not make much impression on working-class people. When the Russian campaign is settled one way or the other, i.e. when Hitler is in Moscow or the Russians show signs of invading Europe, they will come out openly on Hitler’s side, and they will certainly be to the fore if any plausible terms are suggested for a compromise peace. If anything corresponding to a Pétain government were established here, it would have to lean largely on the Catholics. They are the only really conscious, logical, intelligent enemies that democracy has got in England, and it is a mistake to despise them.

So much for the various currents of opinion. I began this letter some days ago, and since then the feeling that we are not doing enough to help the Russians has noticeably intensified. The favourite quip now is that what we are giving Russia is “all aid short of war.” Even the Beaverbrook press repeats this. Also, since Russia entered the war there has been a cooling-off in people’s feelings towards the USA. The Churchill-Roosevelt declaration caused, I believed, a good deal of disappointment. Where Churchill had gone was an official secret but seems to have been widely known, and most people expected the outcome to be America’s entry into the war, or at least the occupation of some more strategic points on the Atlantic. People are saying now that the Russians are fighting and the Americans are talking, and the saying that was current last year, “sympathy to China, oil to Japan,” begins to be repeated.

THE HOME GUARD

This force, then known as the Local Defence Volunteers, was raised last spring in response to a radio appeal by Anthony Eden, following on the success of the German parachute troops in Holland. It got a quarter of a million recruits in the first twenty-four hours. The numbers are now somewhere between a million and a half and two millions; they have fluctuated during the past year, but with a tendency to increase. Except for a small nucleus of administrative officers and NCO instructors attached from the regular army, it is entirely part-time and unpaid. Apart from training, the Home Guard relieves the army of some of its routine patrols, pickets on buildings, etc., and does a certain amount of ARP work. The amount of time given up to the Home Guard by ordinary members would vary between five and twenty-five hours a week. Since the whole thing is voluntary there is no way of enforcing attendance, but the habitual absentees are usually asked to resign, and the inactive membership at any one time would not be more than ten per cent. In the case of invasion the Home Guard will be put on the same disciplinary basis as the regular army and members will be paid for their services, all ranks receiving the same rate of payment. In the beginning the Home Guard was a heterogeneous force and structurally rather similar to the early Spanish militias, but it has been gradually brigaded on the lines of the regular army, and all the ordinary contingents are affiliated to the regiments belonging to their locality. But factories, railways and Government offices have their own separate units, which are responsible only for the defence of their own premises.

The strategic idea of the Home Guard is static defence in complete depth, i.e. from one coast of England to the other. The tactical idea is not so much to defeat an invader as to hold him up till the regular troops can get at him. It is not intended that the Home Guard shall manoeuvre in large numbers or over large areas. In practice it probably could not be operated in any larger unit than the Company, and no one contingent could advance or retreat more than a few miles. The intention is that any invader who crosses any section of the country will always, until he reaches the sea coast, have innumerable small bands of enemies both behind and in front of him. As to how the invader can best be resisted, theories have varied, chiefly as a result of observation of the different campaigns abroad. At the beginning the intention was simply to deal with parachutists, but the events in France and the Low Countries had caused an exaggerated fear of Fifth Columnists, and the authorities had evidently some notion of turning the Home Guard into a sort of auxiliary police force. This idea came to nothing because the men who had joined only wanted to fight the Germans (in June 1940 the invasion was expected to happen almost immediately), and in the chaotic conditions of the time they had to do their organizing for themselves. When enough weapons and uniforms had been distributed to make the Home Guard look something like soldiers, the tendency was to turn them into ordinary infantry of the pre-blitzkrieg type. Then the success of the Germans in getting their armoured divisions across the sea to Libya shifted the emphasis to anti-tank fighting. Somewhat later the loss of Crete showed what can be done by parachutists and air-borne troops, and tactics for dealing with them were worked out. Finally the struggle of the Russian guerillas behind the German lines led to a renewed emphasis on guerilla tactics and sabotage. All of these successive tendencies are reflected in the voluminous literature, official and unofficial, which has already grown up round the Home Guard.

The Home Guard can by now be regarded as a serious force, capable of strong resistance for at any rate a short period. No invader could travel more than a few miles through open country or more than a few hundred yards in the big towns without coming upon a knot of armed men. Morale can be relied on absolutely, though willingness to commit sabotage and go on fighting in theoretically occupied territory will probably vary according to the political complexion of different units. There are great and obvious difficulties in the way of keeping a force of this kind in the field for more than a week or two at a time, and if there should be prolonged fighting in England the Home Guard would probably be merged by degrees in the regular army and lose its local and voluntary character. The other great difficulty is in the supply of officers. Although there is in theory no class discrimination, the Home Guard is in practice officered on a class basis more completely than is the case in the regular army. Nor is it easy to see how this could have been avoided, even if the wish to avoid it had been there. In any sort of army people from the upper and middle classes will tend to get the positions of command—this happened in the early Spanish militias and had also happened in the Russian civil war—and in a spare-time force the average working man cannot possibly find enough time to do the administrative routine of a platoon-commander or company-commander. Also, the Government makes no financial contribution, except for a token payment when men are on duty all night, and the provision of weapons and uniforms. One cannot command troops without constantly incurring small expenses, and £50 a year would be the very minimum that any commissioned officer spends on his unit. What all this has meant in practice is that nearly all commands are held by retired colonels, people with “private” incomes or, at best, wealthy business men. A respectable proportion of the officers are too old to have caught up with the 1914 war, let alone anything subsequent. In the case of prolonged fighting it might be necessary to get rid of as many as half the officers. The rank and file know how matters stand and would probably devise some method of electing their own officers if need be. The election of officers is sometimes discussed among the lower ranks, but it has never been practiced except, I think, in some of the factory units.

The personnel of the Home Guard is not quite the same now as it was at the beginning. The men who flocked into the ranks in the first few days4 were almost all of them men who had fought in the last war and were too old for this one. The weapons that were distributed, therefore, went into the hands of people who were more or less anti-fascist but politically uneducated. The only leavening was a few class-conscious factory-workers and a handful of men who had fought in the Spanish civil war. The Left as usual had failed to see its opportunity—the Labour Party could have made the Home Guard into its own organisation if it had acted vigorously in the first few days—and in leftwing circles it was fashionable to describe the Home Guard as a Fascist organisation. Later the idea that when weapons are being distributed it is as well to get hold of some of them began to sink in, and a certain number of leftwing intellectuals found their way into the ranks. It has never been possible to get a big influx from the Labour Party, however; the most willing recruits have always been the people whose political ideal would be Churchill. The chief educative force within the movement has been the training school which was started by Tom Wintringham, Hugh Slater and others, especially in the first few months, before they were taken over by the War Office. Their teaching was purely military, but with its insistence on guerilla methods it had revolutionary implications which were perfectly well grasped by many of the men who listened to it. The Communist party from the first forbade its members to join the Home Guard and conducted a vicious campaign of libel against Wintringham and Co. During recent months the military call-up has almost stripped the Home Guard of men between 20 and 40, but at the same time there has been an influx of working-class boys of about 17. Most of them are quite unpolitical in outlook and when asked their reason for joining say that they want to get some military training against the time when the are called up, three years hence. This reflects the fact that many English people can now hardly imagine a time when there will be no war. There is also a fair number of foreigners in the Home Guard. In the panic period last year they were rigidly excluded. One of my own first jobs was to go round pacifying would-be members who had been rejected because they were not of British extraction on both sides. One man had been turned down because one of his parents was a foreigner and had not been naturalised till 1902: Now these ideas have been dropped and the London units contain Russians, Czechs, Poles, Indians, Negroes and Americans; no Germans or Italians, however. I will not swear that the prevailing outlook in the Home Guard is more “left” than it was a year ago. It reflects the general outlook of the country, which for a year past has turned this way and that like a door on its hinges. But the political discussions that one hears in canteens and guardrooms are much more intelligent than they were, and the social shake-up among men of all classes who have now been forced into close intimacy for a considerable time has done a lot of good.

Up to a point one can foresee the future of the Home Guard. Even should it become clear that no invasion is likely it will not be disbanded before the end of the war, and probably not then. It will play an important part if there is any attempt at a Pétain peace, or in any internal fighting after the war. It already exerts a slight political influence on the regular army, and would exert more under active service conditions. It first came into being precisely because England is a conservative country where the law-abidingness of ordinary people can be relied upon, but once in being it introduces a political factor which has never existed here before. Somewhere near a million British working men now have rifles in their bedrooms and don’t in the least wish to give them up. The possibilities contained in that fact hardly need pointing out.

I see that I have written a lot more than I intended. I began this letter on the 17th August, and I end it on the 25th. The Russians and the British have marched into Iran, and everyone is delighted. We have had a goodish summer and the people have got some sunlight in their bones to help them through the winter. London has not had a real air raid for nearly four months. Parts of the East End are simply flattened out, and the City is a mass of ruins with St. Paul’s, almost untouched, standing out of it like an enormous rock, but the less-bombed parts of London have been so completely cleaned up that you would hardly know they had ever been damaged. Standing on the roof of this tall block of flats I live in5 and looking all round, I can see no bomb damage anywhere, except for a few churches whose spires have broken off in the middle, making them look like lizards that have lost their tails. There is no real food shortage, but the lack of concentrated foods (meat, bacon, cheese and eggs) causes serious underfeeding among heavy labourers, such as miners, who have to eat their midday meal away from home. There is a chronic scarcity of cigarettes and local shortages of beer. Some tobacconists consider that the amount of tobacco smoked has increased by 40 per cent since the war. Wages have not kept up with prices, but on the other hand there is no unemployment, so that though the individual wage is lower than it was, the family income tends to be higher. Clothes are fairly strictly rationed, but the crowds in the streets are not noticeably shabbier as yet. I often wonder how much we are all deteriorating under the influence of war—how much of a shock one would get if one could suddenly see the London of three years ago side by side with this one. But it is a gradual process and we do not notice any change. I can hardly imagine the London skies without the barrage balloons, and should be sorry to see them go.

Arthur Koestler, whose work is probably known to you, is a private in the Pioneers. Franz Borkenau, author of Spanish Cockpit and The Communist International who was deported to Australia during the panic last year, is back in England. Louis MacNeice and William Empson are working for the BBC. Dylan Thomas is in the army. Arthur Calder-Marshall has been made an officer. Tom Wintringham is once again an instructor in the Home Guard, after resigning for a period. Meanwhile the Russians acknowledge seven hundred thousand casualties, and the armies are converging on Leningrad by the same roads as they followed twenty-two years ago. I never thought I should live to say “Good luck to Comrade Stalin,” but so I do.

Yours ever,

George Orwell

P.S. I must add a word about that appalling “message” to British writers from the Soviet novelist, Alexei Tolstoi, with the old atrocity stories dug up from 1914, which appeared in the September Horizon. That is the feature of war that frightens me, much worse than air raids. But I hope people in the USA won’t imagine that people here take that kind of stuff seriously. Everyone I know laughs when they hear that old one about the Germans being chained to their machine guns.




Notes

583. To Victor Gollancz

1. See 565, 12.8.39, Miscellaneous, 1.

2. The manuscript of the collection of essays published, under the title of one of them, Inside the Whale, 11 March 1940; see here.

584. To Leonard Moore

1. The essay, ‘Boys’ Weeklies,’ was published in a shortened form in Horizon, 3 March 1940. It appeared in full, slightly revised, in Inside the Whale; see here.

2. Homage to Catalonia is listed on the flyleaf of Inside the Whale, as here requested by Orwell.

585. To Geoffrey Gorer

1. Inside the Whale.

2. Richard Blair died at Southwold on 28 June 1939.

3. In the Censorship Department at the War Office.

4. Orwell adapts line 22 of Marvell’s ‘To His Coy Mistress,’ where the chariot is Time’s.

586. Review of The Last Days of Madrid by S. Casado, translated by Rupert Croft-Cooke; Behind the Battle by T.C. Worsley

1. Colonel Sigismundo Casado López; see 556, 8.7.39. n. 3.

587. To Leonard Moore

1. Dorothy Horsman was a Director of Victor Gollancz Ltd.; see 269.

589. Review of The Spirit Watches by Ruth Pitter

1. Ruth Pitter had been a friend of the Blair family from just after World War I; see 139, n.1.

2. The title given to ‘Certainly our city’ (XXXVII of ‘Poems 1931–1936’, The English Auden, edited by Edward Mendelson (1977), 165–66) when first published in Time and Tide, 23 May 1936, but then dropped.

3. ‘Soldier’s Friend’ was the trade name of a polish in tablet form which, moistened with spit, made a paste for polishing a soldier’s brasswork. It was current during World War I.

593. To Stephen Spender

1. Bertorelli’s Restaurant was in Charlotte Street, Soho, London. Its name and character changed in the mid-1980s.

594. Review of War Begins at Home, edited by Tom Harrisson and Charles Madge

1. Mass Observation was described by one of its founders, Tom Harrisson, as ‘the science of ourselves.’ The movement, initiated in 1937, endeavoured to organise detailed observation of the masses, using large numbers of amateur ‘observers’ in order to publish accurate accounts of the state of contemporary Britain. Its first and most famous report (republished in 1987) was May the Twelfth (1937), the day George VI was crowned king. It was prepared by more than two hundred observers and edited by Humphrey Jennings (1907–1950), later a distinguished film-maker, and Charles Madge (1912–), poet and later professor of sociology. Observers did not hesitate to disguise themselves or pretend to be drunk in order to make their observations go unnoticed. Mass Observation Diaries were still being completed as late as 1981.

597. ‘Charles Dickens’

1. In Charles Dickens: The Progress of a Radical (1937).

2. Nadezhda (Nadeshda ITW) Krupskaya (1869–1939) was Lenin’s wife (m. 1898) and an opponent of Stalin. Her Memoirs of Lenin was first published in English in 1930.

3. that towards the end of his life … middle of a scene ] that when Lenin was in his last illness she began reading him the Christmas Carol, and he found the “bourgeois sentiment” of Dickens so intolerable that she was forced to abandon it ITW

4. ‘middle class’ ] “bourgeois” ITW

5. C. E. Bechhofer Roberts (1894–1949); This Side Idolatry (1928).

6. Sikes ] Sykes ITW, CE

7. by-laws ] bye-laws ITW

8. matter ] a matter all edns (i.e., all editions of Orwell; editions of Dickens omit a; in these notes ‘all edns’ refers to editions of Orwell’s novels)

9. the ] their all edns

10. Cities] Cities, where ITW

11. and ] omitted ITW

12. The Scarlet Pimpernel was a romantic novel and play (1905), the first of several stories featuring the adventures during the French Revolution of the suave English aristocrat Sir Percy Blakeney, who rescued those destined for the guillotine. Their author, Baroness Orczy (Mrs Montagu Barstow, 1865–1947), was born in Hungary. She also wrote detective stories.

13. one ] omitted all edns (and some edns of A Tale of Two Cities)

14. words ] terms all edns

15. Monsters ] monsters all edns

16. Carmagnole was a worker’s jacket originating in Carmagnola, Piedmont. It became fashionable among French revolutionaries and was then used to describe a song and a wild dance. The first verse of the song pilloried ‘Madame Veto’—Queen Marie Antoinette—who was accused of influencing Louis XVI to exercise this right.

17. formed ] forming all edns

18. ‘Also … Above’] small caps CE. The italic reinforces the sense of the text, and script was commonly used for such inscriptions.

19. trousers-] trouser- all edns

20. spend the afternoon ] eat their dinner ITW; altered in CE page proofs

21. a ] some ITW; altered in CE page proofs

22. mews ] mewses ITW

23. Samuel Smiles (1812–1904) was the author of a number of works of self-improvement; the best known is Self-Help: with Illustrations of Conduct & Perseverance (1859). By far the most successful of many such books of its time, it and the attitudes it represented have been much castigated. For an assessment of the need for personal responsibility in the light of Nineteen Eighty-Four, see Orwell’s Message: 1984 and the Present, by Orwell’s friend George Woodcock, 158–61.

24. Harold ] Horace ITW; altered in CE page proofs

25. On his return from a visit to the Soviet Union, André Gide (1869–1951), prolific French author and editor, wrote a somewhat disillusioned account of his experiences there, Retour de l’URSS (1936) (as L’URRSS in ITW.).

26. south-of-England ] south of England CE

27. colour-distinction ] colour-distinction. The most “enlightened” person generally feels his ‘enlightenment’ fading away if his sister proposes to marry a negro. ITW

28. George Bartram ] Andrew Bartram all edns. and 16 lines below. Bartram wrote novels and folklore verses. The People of Clopton: A Poaching Romance was published in 1897.

29. himself ] omitted ITW; added in CE page proofs

30. announces ] announced CE

31. a ] the all edns

32. later on ] i.e., fourteen chapters later. The first part of the quotation is from chap. 25 and the second from chap. 39.

33. themselves ] omitted ITW. Compare the addition of such reflexive pronouns in the Horizon version of ‘Boys’ Weeklies’ (e.g., 24, 43, 44). These changes are probably not Orwell’s. The change was made in CE page proofs in a hand that appears to be Senhouse’s, not Orwell’s, but Senhouse could have been following Orwell’s wishes.

34. notice or no notice, ] omitted all edns

35. come ] omitted all edns

36. vith ] with all edns. Punctuation of this speech varies considerably from one edition of Dickens to another.

37. Orley Farm (1862) by Anthony Trollope (1815–1882).

fn1 Hard Times was published as a serial in Household Words and Great Expectations and A Tale of Two Cities in All the Year Round. Forster says that shortness of the weekly instalments made it ‘much more difficult to get sufficient interest into each’. Dickens himself complained of the lack of ‘elbow-room’. In other works, he had to stick more closely to the story [Orwell’s footnote].

38. differently ] quite differently ITW

39. ‘Ye Mariners of England,’ by Thomas Campbell (1777–1844); ‘The Charge of the Light Brigade,’ by Alfred, Lord Tennyson (1809–1892).

40. say ] say that ITW

41. Sikes ]Sykes ITW, CE

42. Orwell probably had in mind Bransby Williams (1870–1961), the ‘Hamlet of the Halls,’ whose impersonations of Dickens’s characters and incidents were popular in music halls and on records; they anticipated the one-man Dickens recitals by legitimate actors in the latter part of the twentieth century.

43. Hopkins ] Hawkins ITW; altered in CE page proofs

44. a ] the all edns

45. certain ] cert CE first impression

46. two full stanzas are given ] the poem is given in full ITW

47. onto ] on to all edns; onto in such contexts is Orwell’s preferred form

48. your ] omitted all edns

49. of ] omitted all edns

50. with ] but with all edns

fn2 Dickens turned Miss Mowcher into a sort of heroine because the real woman whom he had caricatured had read the earlier chapters and was bitterly hurt. He had previously meant her to play a villainous part. But any action by such a character would seem incongruous [Orwell’s footnote].

51. said I ] I said all edns

52. Bezukhov ] Bezoukov ITW, CE (Peter, or Pierre, Bezukhov of War and Peace)

53. John Player and Sons issued two series of cigarette cards entitled ‘Characters from Dickens’ in 1913; they reissued these as a single series in 1923.

54. Frank Fairleigh, or Scenes from the Life of a Private Pupil (1850) was by Francis Edward Smedley (1818–1864). Mr Verdant Green is a trilogy by Cuthbert Bede (Edward Bradley, 1827–1889), made up of The Adventures of Mr Verdant Green, an Oxford Freshman (1853), The Further Adventures of Mr Verdant Green, an Oxford Undergraduate (1854), and Mr Verdant Green Married and Done For (1857). The books were frequently reprinted, with illustrations by the author. Mrs Caudle’s Curtain Lectures (1846; reprinted from Punch) was by Douglas Jerrold, a prolific dramatist (1803–1857).

fn3 From a letter to his youngest son (in 1868): ‘You will remember that you have never at home been harassed about religious observances, or mere formalities. I have always been anxious not to weary my children with such things, before they are old enough to form opinions respecting them. You will therefore understand the better that I now most solemnly impress upon you the truth and beauty of the Christian Religion, as it came from Christ Himself, and the impossibility of your going far wrong if you humbly but heartily respect it … Never abandon the wholesome practice of saying your own private prayers, night and morning. I have never abandoned it myself, and I know the comfort of it’ [Orwell’s footnote].

55. at ] omitted ITW

598. ‘Boys’ Weeklies’

1. Oracle was founded in 1933. It was said in the 1945 Writers’ and Artists’ Year Book to be aimed at ‘women readers of the working class.’

2. Gem (1907–39; when incorporated in Triumph); Magnet (1908–40; when incorporated in Knock-Out), and Champion (1922–55) were the most successful of the Amalgamated Press weeklies mentioned by Orwell. Four of the D. C. Thomson weeklies outlived Orwell: Adventure (1921–61); Rover (1922–61); Wizard (1922–), and Hotspur (1933–59). Skipper (1930–41) fell victim to wartime paper rationing. See E. S. Turner, Boys Will Be Boys (1948; revised edition, 1957) and W. G. O. Lofts and D. J. Adley, Old Boys’ Books: A Complete Catalogue (1970). Modern Boy (mentioned here) was published from 1928 to 1939.

3. circulations ] circulation H

4. -thirties ] -forties H

5. Boy’s Own Paper (not Boys’, as sometimes printed), founded in 1879 by the Religious Tract Society, was a weekly to 1912, then monthly. It outlived Orwell. Chums, founded in 1892, was published by Cassell as a rival to Boy’s Own Paper.

6. but a series … work of ] but it is difficult to believe that a series running for thirty years could actually be written by H

fn1 In a footnote dated 1945, added to Critical Essays, Orwell wrote: ‘This is quite incorrect. These stories have been written throughout the whole period by “Frank Richards” and “Martin Clifford”, who are one and the same person! See articles in Horizon, May 1940 [here] and Summer Pie, summer 1944. ’7

7. In fact, the stories were not all the work of ‘Frank Richards’ (Charles Hamilton, 1876–1961). He is credited with 1,380 of the 1,683 stories in Magnet; there were some twenty-five substitute writers. Nevertheless, he wrote some 5,000 stories, ‘created’ more than a hundred schools, used two dozen pen-names (including Hilda Richards, for girls-school stories, and Martin Clifford). He probably published some 100 million words. See W. G. O. Lofts and D.J. Adley, The Men Behind Boys’ Fiction (1970). For Orwell’s alteration to this passage, here. Among those who filled in for Hamilton was George Samways (1895–1996); see here.

8. Greyfriars ] the Remove H

9. Every ] At every H

10. football, cricket ] cricket, football H

11. Boy’s] Boys’ ITW, H, CE

12. were ] are ITW, H

13. John Edward Gunby Hadath (c. 1880–1954), author of Schoolboy Grit (1913), Carey of Cobhouse (1928), and other school stories. See Orwell’s review of his From Pillar to Post, 7 December 1940, here.

14. Desmond Francis Talbot Coke (1879–1931), author of The House Prefect (1908) and other books for children.

15. Officers’ Training Corps, the army cadet force maintained in many public schools.

16. papers ] books H. Orwell may have been confused by the publication history of Stalky & Co. The first collection of Kipling’s Stalky stories was published in book form in 1899, but its nine stories had earlier appeared in magazines.

17. when ] when the ITW, H

18. Dickens’s ] Dickens’ ITW, H

fn2 There are several corresponding girls’ papers. The Schoolgirl is a companion-paper to the Magnet and has stories by ‘Hilda Richards’. The characters are interchangeable to some extent. Bessie Bunter, Billy Bunter’s sister, figures in the Schoolgirl [Orwell’s footnote].19

19. ‘Hilda Richards’ is Frank Richards.

20. Mons, in Belgium, marked the limit of a British advance in August 1914. The German army under von Kluck was badly mauled, but success was short-lived. In what became a famous fighting retreat, the British II Corps held the Germans at the costly battle of Le Cateau.

21. Did you know I write … Do you get on well with girls? ] omitted H

22. identify ] identify himself H. The addition of a reflexive pronoun here and elsewhere in ‘Boys’ Weeklies’ probably originated in the Horizon office.

23. Frog ] frog ITW

24. Chinese ] Chinaman ITW, H. Orwell discussed the desirability of making such changes to avoid giving racial offence in his Tribune column, ‘As I Please,’ 2, 10 December 1943; see 2391. See also Textual Note to Burmese Days, CW, II, 309–10.

25. to the following patterns … Comic, very faithful. ] to pattern. H (omitting the seven lines on stereotypes). Orwell refers to War and Peace in his essay on Dickens (see here); possibly his national stereotypes were prompted by Tolstoy’s at the end of Book IX, Chapter X. Both describe Italians as excitable.

26. in the sort … above ] omitted H

fn3 This was written some months before the outbreak of war. Up to the end of September 1939 no mention of the war has appeared in either paper [Orwell’s footnote].

27. that ] omitted H

28. The EAT LESS BREAD campaign was also prevalent in another area of popular culture: the music hall. The slogan provided a refrain for Ernie Mayne’s lugubrious, somewhat apatriotic song ‘All for the Sake of England’ during World War I.

29. left-wing ] Left Wing CE; leftwing H. CE has left-wing elsewhere

30. differences ] points of difference H

31. these two extracts ] this extract H (which gives only the one from Wizard)

32. Titles in ITW and H are preceded by ‘The’ and in CE by ‘The’ in roman. The articles have been omitted in this edition.

33. second ] omitted H

34. the first … detention class ] omitted H

35. on ] solely on H

36. numbers ] number H

37. Chinese ] Chinaman ITW, H; see here

38. (Examples … annually,’ etc., etc.) ] omitted H

39. identify ] identify themselves H

40. identifying ] identifying himself H

41. four … two … two ] two … one … one H, which prints only the first two extracts

42. extracts sound ] extract sounds H

43. the ] omitted ITW, H

44. no indication … for instance ] omitted H

45. no indication … Spain ] omitted H

46. barely ] only H

47. In one story … recent controversies ] omitted H

48. form: ] form; CE

49. Where ] When H

50. adventure. In ] adventure; in ITW, H

51. identify ] identify himself H

52. Denise Ruthers, who had contributed to Lucky Star, Golden Star, Silver Star, Peg’s Paper, Glamour, Flame, Secrets, Oracle, Miracle, and others, and had worked on some of these journals, wrote to Horizon on 6 March 1940 commenting on aspects of Orwell’s article. She said she knew, from experience, that correspondence columns were ‘sometimes, though not always, as much fiction as the rest of the periodical …. Perhaps it is [Ruby M. Ayres’s] secretary who has written them, or … an overworked member of the editorial staff.’ She pointed out: ‘One of the first rules of all these periodicals is that the detail should be realistic. This is essential to carry the ultimate escapism …. The ideal of most of these stories is not an income worthy of a bank manager’s wife, but a life that is “good”. A life without crooks and dishonesty and trickery—and illness … A life with an upright kind husband, however poor … The stories are conditioned to show that the meagre life is not so bad ….’ She noted that Oracle-type stories, for working-class girls, nearly always had provincial settings—she had never seen the London Underground mentioned—whereas in middle-class periodicals the setting was London and cosmopolitan, with ‘romance on the Tube and adventures in aeroplanes.’ She agreed with Orwell that a left-wing Oracle could and ‘should be imagined, and created.’ Orwell annotated her letter, ‘See also letter printed in “New Leader” (book of press-cuttings).’ Denise Ruthers’s letter was with Orwell’s papers at his death; the book of press cuttings has not survived. The article that prompted the letter can be traced. The New Leader, 25 April 1940, reviewed Orwell’s book, concentrating on ‘Boys’ Weeklies,’ under the title ‘Billy Bunter or The Skipper as Britain’s Dr. Goebbels?’ George W. Woodman replied on 9 May: ‘Writer of “Penny Dreadfuls” Disagrees.’ He and his brother had written boys’ stories (‘Boys’ Books,’ he called them) for five years. They were different from those in Magnet and Gem: ‘The D. C. Thomson crowd are very astute, and played up to their “poor-boy” readers for all they were worth. Almost every story was about some poor youngster who defied authority and beat his “superiors” and “betters.” “Colonel Blimps” were always getting thrown into duck ponds. One tough-guy hero leads the privates of a regiment in revolt against their officers—and so on. My brother wrote a very popular serial about a “Peacemaker”—a semi-humorous character who defied dictators, governments and intriguers and stopped a war every week! I wrote one story with Sexton Blake in the lead about Spain before the Civil War, in which Tinker threw in his lot with the anarchists and ousted the dictator—fictitious of course!—of the Asturias. I noticed from Readers’ letters that it went down well. (It might amuse you to know that the editor at that time was a member of the Communist Party!) There was nothing “honest” of course in this semi-revolutionary line. The publishing houses were merely playing to the gallery since the gallery contained the most people, but it proved at least where the feelings of thousands of boy readers lay.’ He had later written stories for girls. These were ‘ten thousand times more snobbish’ than were those for boys: ‘I know Newnes and the A. P. girls’ publications pretty well, and any story which does not have the heroine marrying the young works’ manager is doomed. They are all Cinderella plots, and the “advice” articles and “Replies to Readers” are appalling in their snobbery. They don’t “play down” to their readers, they “play up” to them. Girls who will never have the chance of getting farther than Southend or Blackpool are told in detail what to wear on their summer cruise to the Mediterranean!’ The only thing that kept him writing such stuff was the thought that otherwise he would be ‘out in the gutter.’

53. Ruby M. Ayres (1883–1955) was a prolific and popular romantic novelist and short-story writer, many of whose novels were made into films. Despite writing in this vein, she gave down-to-earth advice in her column in Oracle, the more convincing, perhaps, because her stories were so widely read.

54. time: ] time; CE

55. The Navy League was founded in 1895 to foster national interest in the Royal Navy. Orwell was a member when he was seven years old; see ‘My Country Right or Left,’ here.

56. Sapper was Herman Cyril McNeile (1888–1937), adventure-story writer and creator of the popular hero Bulldog Drummond. Ian Hay (John Hay Beith) (1876–1952) was a Scottish author and dramatist. His The First Hundred Thousand (see ‘Inside the Whale,’ here) gave a propagandist account of Kitchener’s First Army in France at the beginning of World War I and was widely read. He followed this with Carrying On—After the First Hundred Thousand (1917) and The Last Million (1919), on the U.S. army in France at the end of that war. See also 2552, n. 2.

57. Considering who owns these papers, it ] It H

58. is ] is altogether H

59. This in itself would be enough … there is no competition ] Moreover, there is no competition H (two sentences cut). William Ewart Berry (1879–1954; Baron Camrose, 1929; Viscount, 1941) began his working life as a reporter and rose to control (with his brother, Lord Kemsley) a newspaper and periodical empire that included the Sunday Times, Daily Telegraph, Financial Times, 22 provincial newspapers, and some seventy periodicals, including Women’s Journal and Boxing. He was Controller of Press Relations at the Ministry of Information for a short time in 1939.

60. slightly ] feel slightly ITW, H

61. is ] is simply ITW, H

62. Anarchist ] anarchist CE (and twice again in this paragraph)

63. Chapaiev (1935) was directed by the Vassiliev Brothers. In 1944 Roger Manvell wrote, ‘This film … was notable for developing, with sound, the personality of a character. It had star-value without a star … It was bright and fresh and clean and realistic. It threw aside the cobwebs of the silent days and solved the problem of how to make a good story about a great Soviet hero in a realistic but not pedestrian manner’ (Film (1944), 51).

64. Technically, by the standards of the time when it was made, Chapaiev … a less pernicious lie than the other ] omitted H

65. Lord Camrose and his colleagues ] The proprietors of these papers H

66. Lord Camrose ] they H

599. Frank Richards Replies to George Orwell

1. Sir Charles Napier (1782–1853) wrote a single-word despatch following his victory at Hyderabad in the Province of Scinde in 1843: ‘Peccavi’ (I have sinned).

2. The quotation is incorrect. It should read: ‘Our builders were with want of genius curst; / The second temple was not like the first’; Epistles, To Mr Congreve, lines 13–14. Richards may have got the lines wrong, or he may have felt that ‘Our’ was inappropriate and ‘temples’ pretentious.

3. Eclipse, an English racehorse of legendary achievements, was never beaten in its eighteen races from May 1769 to October 1770. Its skeleton is preserved at the Royal Veterinary College, London.

4. Presumably Richards has in mind Macaulay’s ‘We prefer a gipsy by Reynolds to his Majesty’s head on a sign-post’, ‘Moore’s Life of Lord Byron’, June 1830, in Literary Essays Contributed to the ‘Edinburgh Review’. Orwell quotes Macaulay’s reason for refusing to review Hard Times in the essay on Dickens; see here.

5. Morning Post was a newspaper published 2 November 1772–30 September 1937, when it was incorporated in the Daily Telegraph.

6. For John Simon, see 562, 6.8.39, n. 3.

7. W. S. Gilbert, The Mikado.

8. The Life and Adventures of Peter Wilkins (1751), a fantasy novel by Robert Paltock (1697–1767), features characters called ‘gawries’ and ‘glums’ who are able to fly. It was reprinted in 1973.

9. Lucian ] Lucien H. Lucianus was probably born about A.D. 120. The work referred to is his Icaro-Menippus, a satire against philosophers. Menippus designs a pair of wings so he may fly to the moon to discover if the theories of philosophers are correct. His investigation leads him to threaten to destroy them all.

10. ‘Frank Richards’ (Charles Hamilton) was ‘a great traveller and an inveterate gambler.’ He would disappear to leave others to write his 20,000-word stories overnight. One of those who wrote over a hundred Greyfriars stories was George Richard Samways, who died aged 101 on 8 August 1996. (Jack Adrian, obituary, The Independent, 24.8.96). Samways received no credit and only half Hamilton’s fee. Hamilton later ‘expressed only contempt’ for those who had so helped him out. (Obituary, Daily Telegraph, 26.8.96).

600. ‘Inside the Whale’

1. debauchees ] debauchés ND

2. Quand je serai lancé ] roman all eds. See, for example, Boris, Orwell’s refugee friend, in Down and Out in Paris and London, CW, I, chapters 19, 23.

3. Tarr, by Percy Wyndham Lewis (see 378), was first serialized in the Egoist, April 1916–November 1917. It was expanded and published as a book in 1918.

4. A series of books by Ernest William Hornung (1866–1921), novelist and journalist, featured Raffles, an elegant, socially acceptable ‘amateur cracksman,’ as Orwell described him in his essay ‘Raffles and Miss Blandish,’ Horizon, October 1944; see 2538.

5. The House with the Green Shutters (1901) was the only novel of George Douglas (1869–1902), pen-name of George Douglas Brown. He also wrote short stories, some for boys’ magazines.

6. onto ] on to all edns; Orwell’s preferred form in this context

7. Voyage au Bout de la Nuit (1932), by Louis-Ferdinand Céline (see 885, n. 2), was published in English as Journey to the End of the Night (1934).

8. Little Women (1868–69) was by Louisa M. Alcott (1832–1888); Helen’s Babies (1876), by John Habberton (1842–1921). ‘Riding Down from Bangor’ (Bangor, Maine) is an American folk song. See Orwell’s essay ‘Riding Down from Bangor,’ Tribune, 22 November 1946, 3123.

9. Charles Bedaux (1887–1944), U.S. efficiency engineer, devised the ‘Bedaux unit’ or point system to assess the amount of work an individual should do in a specific time. The resultant speed-up of industry in the 1930s on both sides of the Atlantic was opposed by the unions. In London, it led to a major bus strike in 1937, dramatised as Busmen (1938). A document supporting the play’s text, printed in the Nottingham Drama Texts series (1984) refers to Bedaux and provides valuable background to understanding Orwell’s point of view. Bedaux, who had been born in France, returned there in 1937, collaborated with the Nazis, was arrested by U.S. troops, and charged with treason. He committed suicide.

10. Max and the White Phagocytes, by Henry Miller (see 323, n. 1), was published in 1938. Tropic of Cancer was published in 1934; Black Spring, in 1936; and Tropic of Capricorn, in 1939.

11. For All Quiet on the Western Front (1929), by Erich Maria Remarque, see 407, n. 2. Le Feu: journal d’une escouade (1916), by Henri Barbusse (see 79, n. 1), was published in English as Under Fire: Story of a Squad (1917). It won the Prix Goncourt. A Farewell to Arms (1929) was by Ernest Hemingway (see 856, n. 1); Death of a Hero (1929, expurgated; 1965, unexpurgated), by Richard Aldington (1892–1962); Good-bye to All That, an Autobiography (1929), by Robert Graves (1895–1985); Memoirs of an Infantry Officer (1930), by Siegfried Sassoon (1886–1967); A Subaltern on the Somme in 1916 (1927), by Mark VII (Max Plowman). Plowman was amongst those who encouraged Orwell in his early days as a writer; see 95 headnote.

12. The Booster, a monthly magazine in French and English, was edited by, among others, Alfred Perlès, Lawrence Durrell, Henry Miller, and William Saroyan, September 1937–Easter 1939 (as Delta from April 1938). One of those who assisted was Anaïs Nin; see here. Orwell had reviewed The Booster in New English Weekly in 1937; see 404.

13. A. E. Housman (1859–1936), classical scholar and poet. A Shropshire Lad was published in 1896. The last stanza that Orwell quotes is from Last Poems (1922). The text printed in this essay is that of The Collected Poems (1939).

14. A Shropshire Lad] the Shropshire Lad ITW, ND (and in next sentence)

15. Richard Jefferies (1848–1887), a naturalist and writer, drew his inspiration from rural England. William Henry Hudson (1841–1922), travel and fiction writer, was much concerned with the natural world.

16. ‘The Old Vicarage, Grantchester’ by Rupert Brooke (1887–1915), was published twice in 1912, in Basileon and in Poetry Review. It is erroneously spelt ‘Granchester’ in ITW and ND.

17. novels ] novel ITW, ND

18. Sheila Kaye-Smith (1887–1955) wrote novels associated with rural England, especially Sussex.

19. John Masefield (1878–1967), poet and dramatist, also wrote about the war. The Everlasting Mercy (1911) tells how a Quaker, Miss Bourne, saves the soul of the debauched Saul Kane, to whom Orwell refers a few lines below.

20. amongst ] among ITW, ND

21. that ] who ITW, ND

22. Dick … Ned ] Ned … Tom ITW, ND; two lines in the original

23. Those ] These ITW, ND

24. Orwell quotes this stanza from Last Poems (1922); see n. 13.

25. is ] omitted ITW

26. George Norman Douglas(s) (1868–1952), novelist and travel writer. In fact, much of his small output of fiction was published after the outbreak of war in 1914, notably South Wind (1917), considered shocking in its day.

27. John Squire (see 142, n. 3), editor of The New Statesman, 1913–19, founded the monthly London Mercury (1919–39), which he edited from 1919 to 1934. Philip Gibbs (1877–1967), prolific novelist and journalist, also wrote much on national issues, including the war, and was a war correspondent for the Daily Telegraph and the Daily Chronicle. Hugh Walpole (1884–1941), popular novelist, was the author of Mr Perrin and Mr Traill (1911) and The Herries Chronicle, in five volumes (1930–40).

28. The reference to ‘eagles and crumpets’ is obscure. Possibly Orwell had in mind Psalm 103, 5, in the version in The Book of Common Prayer. ‘Who satisfieth thy mouth with good things: making thee young and lusty like an eagle.’ A hidden irony would be that Orwell regarded the crumpet as much inferior to the muffin.

29. Told by an Idiot (1923), by (Dame Emilie) Rose Macaulay (1881–1958), a prolific novelist. In 1937 her ‘An Open Letter to a Non-Pacifist,’ which first appeared in Time and Tide, was published as a pamphlet.

30. Of Human Bondage (1915), by W. Somerset Maugham (1874–1965).

31. Louis MacNeice (1907–1963), a poet, dramatist, and critic, lectured in classics, first at the University of Birmingham and then at Bedford College, University of London, 1930–40; thereafter he worked as feature writer and producer for the BBC. Editions of his collected poems appeared in 1949 and 1966. A collection of prose and verse, Letters from Iceland, written with W. H. Auden, was published in 1937. Auden edited and introduced a selection of his poems in 1964. His radio play Christopher Columbus was broadcast in 1942 to mark the 450th anniversary of the landing of Columbus in the Americas. The Dark Tower and Other Radio Scripts was published in 1947; Modern Poetry: A Personal Essay in 1938. MacNeice and Stephen Spender edited Oxford Poetry in 1929.

fn1 Published in 1932 [Orwell’s footnote]. Edited by Michael (William Edward) Roberts (1902–1948).

32. See The Road to Wigan Pier, CW, V, 170.

33. The first line of ‘Poem No 10’ in The Magnetic Mountain (1933), by Cecil Day Lewis (1904–1972); see 2369, n. 1. He was named poet laureate in 1968.

34. A tragedy in five acts, 1938. For Spender, see 411, n. 2.

35. Edward Falaise Upward (1903–) was a novelist. His Journey to the Border (1938), which attempted to depict ‘the predicament of the more intelligent members of the middle class in England to-day’ (so its blurb), was described by R. G. Cox in Scrutiny, June 1938, as left-wing propaganda and Upward as ‘pleasantly earnest and simple-minded.’ The novel, Cox wrote, showed ‘naïve muddle-headedness’ yet had been praised for its literary and propagandist merit. See also Upward’s In the Thirties (1962).

36. The Reverend Ken Leech, Director of the Runnymede Trust, writing on Anglo-Catholicism in The Independent (‘Is anything growing within the husk of Anglo-Catholicism,’ 16 July 1988), noted that Orwell’s remark ‘was an ironic comment, since, although Orwell was probably not aware of the fact, Willie Gallacher [a Communist Member of Parliament], writing in the Daily Worker in 1932, had blamed the rise of Trotskyism in the Communist Party on the disciples of Conrad Noel [the Anglo-Catholic vicar of Thaxted, who claimed Christ was a Revolutionary Socialist] and the Anglo-Catholic Crusade.’

37. The text here is from the first edition of Spain (May 1937), when it appeared as a pamphlet. In ITW, it is substantially identical, but ‘To-morrow’ and ‘To-day’ are not hyphenated. Orwell invariably wrote these words without hyphens. In ND, line two of stanza two is placed first. Late in 1939, according to Edward Mendelson, Auden revised Spain ‘for book publication in Another Time.’ According to its imprint, this was published in June 1940, and the London Library copy is stamped 24 June 1940. Since ITW was issued on 11 March 1940, it could hardly have influenced the 1940 version. However, Orwell had made a similar, if slightly less well-defined, challenge on the same lines in ‘Political Reflections on the Crisis,’ The Adelphi, December 1938; see 507. As Crick has pointed out, this does not specify Spain, nor does it quote these stanzas, but it referred to ‘this utterly irresponsible intelligentsia’ and to Auden’s writing of ‘the acceptance of guilt for° the necessary murder’ (Crick, 615, n. 1, and 313, where, confusingly, the first of these stanzas is reproduced from the revised 1940 edition but the second from the original 1937 text). Mendelson argues that there are two ways of taking ‘necessary,’ but is nevertheless severe in his judgment: ‘The poet chooses to accept guilt in this murder, but the act itself is a necessary step taken by others towards History’s inevitable fulfilment. This contemptible idea, brought into the poem for the sake of a paradox, is precisely what Auden had hoped to exorcise from his work ….’ He concludes that none of the changes made to the poem ‘has anything to do with Orwell’s objections; their purpose is to rid the poem of all traces of determined History’ (Early Auden, 1981, 321–23). It is not possible to be certain what influence, if any, Orwell had on Auden in this matter, but a poet as sensitive as Auden would surely have been alert to the implications of Orwell’s criticism, even in its cruder, 1938, form. What he took to require revision was different, however. The revision reads:


To-morrow for the young the poets exploding like bombs,

The walks by the lake, the winter of perfect communion;

To-morrow the bicycle races

Through the suburbs on summer evenings: but to-day the struggle.

To-day the inevitable increase in the chances of death;

The conscious acceptance of guilt in the fact of murder;

To-day the expending of powers

On the flat ephemeral pamphlet and the boring meeting.



It is important to bear in mind that Orwell prefaced his criticism in ITW by remarking that Spain ‘is one of the few decent things that have been written about the Spanish war’; he was not the sort of person to offer an empty compliment. In addition, Auden chose to exclude Spain from later collections of his poetry.

38. tabloid picture ] thumbnail sketch all edns. The words were changed against Orwell’s wish (see here), because ‘tabloid’ was a trade mark of Burroughs, Wellcome & Co. ‘Tabloid’ is now particularly associated with fully illustrated newspapers that present news highly selectively and often sensationally. The page size is half that of the more ‘heavyweight’ (broadsheet) newspapers.

39. For Cyril Connolly, see 1, n. 1.

40. By Matthew Arnold (1822–1988), published in 1853.

41. James M. Barrie (1860–1937), a popular Scottish novelist and dramatist. George Warwick Deeping (1877–1950), a popular novelist is, with Ethel M. Dell (1881–1939), the object of Gordon Comstock’s contempt in Keep the Aspidistra Flying, chap. I.

42. Anaïs Nin (1903–1977), novelist and diarist, with a special interest in psychology, was born in Paris, where she assisted in editing The Booster (see here). Her diary was published 1966–74.

43. This essay, ‘Meditation on El Greco,’ by Aldous Huxley (1894–1963), appeared in his Music at Night (1931).

44. a ] omitted ITW

45. Job, XXIII, 15, though it continues, ‘but I will continue my own ways before him.’

46. ‘Sketch of a Marxist Interpretation of Literature,’ in The Mind in Chains (1937), edited by C. Day Lewis.

47. Minuit (Midnight in English) (1936) by Julian Green (1900–). Green was born in Paris of American parents and became a prolific French novelist. Orwell reviewed his Personal Record 1928–1939; see here.

48. a genuine ] genuine all edns. This passage was altered by Orwell at the request of Gollancz’s libel lawyer; see here. His substitute passage has survived. Probably in marking up the proof, ‘a’ was either not transcribed or omitted by the compositor when making the amendment.

49. Orwell referred briefly to Forster’s most famous novel A Passage to India (1924) in a composite review, 24 September 1936; see 325. E. M. Forster (1879–1970) broadcast for Orwell on a number of occasions in the BBC’s service to India. Among his novels were Where Angels Fear to Tread (1905; New York, 1920), A Room with a View (1908; New York, 1911), and Howards End (1910). His critical works include Aspects of the Novel (1927), Abinger Harvest (1936), and Two Cheers for Democracy (1951). After the war, Forster supported the Freedom Defence Committee, of which Orwell was Vice-Chairman.

50. The First Hundred Thousand, Being the Unofficial Chronicle of a Unit of “K(I)” (Kitchener’s First Army, 1915) by Ian Hay; see ‘Boys’ Weeklies,’ here. Horatio Bottomley (1860–1933), politician, entrepreneur, and swindler, founded the Financial Times in 1888 and the popular weekly John Bull (1906–58), and was its first editor. He was a Liberal M.P., 1906–12 and 1918–22. He recruited vigorously and unscrupulously for the services during the war and raised money, ostensibly to further the conduct of the war and to provide for those who suffered in its cause, through War Savings Certificates. These certificates proved fraudulent. He was tried and sentenced to seven years’ penal servitude 1922.

51. Lawrence Durrell (1912–), poet, novelist, and critic, was born in India and has lived in the Eastern Mediterranean and Argentina, having served in the diplomatic service and worked for the British Council. Much of his writing has been inspired by the Mediterranean and, to some extent, especially in ‘The Alexandria Quartet’ (Justine, 1957; Balthazar, 1958; Mountolive, 1958; Clea, 1960), by novel-writing itself. His critical lectures, A Key to Modern Poetry, were published in 1952 (U.S. title: A Key to Modern British Poetry). Michael Fraenkel (1896–1957) engaged in a lengthy correspondence with Henry Miller, published as Correspondence called Hamlet (1939). This stated that ‘Hamlet is used as a point of departure … the underlying theme … is the crisis of consciousness.’ In his last letter, Fraenkel betrays his disillusionment with Miller (though that has not prevented the book from being reprinted on more than one occasion). His Death is not Enough: Essays in Active Negation was also published in 1939. In 1936 Orwell reviewed his Bastard Death; see 305 and 305, n. 1 for Fraenkel’s response.

52. Jack Kahane (1887–1939), author and publisher, lived in Paris between the wars and founded Obelisk Press there. He fostered the work of authors regarded as commercially risky either for fear of censorship or because of limited appeal. Amongst those he published were Henry Miller, Cyril Connolly, James Joyce (poetry and excerpts from Finnegans Wake), and Lawrence Durrell. Many of his choices became classics. His son, Maurice Girodias (he used his mother’s name) continued his father’s publishing policy and in 1953 founded Olympia Press. See Kahane’s Memoirs of a Booklegger (1939).

53. On the last page is set THE END—unusual for a book of essays but typical in Orwell’s novels. See also here.

601. To Leonard Moore

1. See 455 for contract from Thomas Nelson & Sons, in June 1938, for Orwell to write ‘Poverty in Practice.’

602. Review of Mein Kampf, by Adolf Hitler, unabridged translation

1. Compare Winston Churchill in the House of Commons two months after this review: ‘I have nothing to offer but blood, toil, tears and sweat’ (13 May 1940).

2. In the issue of New English Weekly, 4 April 1940, Lieutenant Commander, RN (ret.) A. S. Elwell-Sutton (1878–1961), a journalist and author of Humanity versus un-Humanity: A Criticism of the German Idea in its Political and Philosophical Development (1916), wrote: ‘Your esteemed contributor, Mr. George Orwell, in his dissertation on “Mein Kampf,” fails to touch the real issue. I have more than once, in letters and articles in your journal, pointed out that the problem of peace concerns means for sublimating the spirit of adventure. But I never suggested that that spirit could or should be sublimated except for high purposes. When Garibaldi offered his followers “hunger, thirst, and death” it was for the high purpose of freeing a people from tyranny and corruption. Hitler, on the contrary, has won the support of too many Germans by offering the overthrow of basic moral principles, the persecution of a minority, the destruction of other peoples, and all to satisfy the German lust for power and domination.’

603. Review of Memoirs of Sergeant Bourgogne 1812–1813

1. The review is titled ‘Napoleon’s Retreat from Moscow: An N.C.O.’s Story: Memoirs of Sergeant Bourgogne.’ The correct title of the English translation (by Paul Cottin and Maurice Hénault, 1899,1926,1930) is used here. Beneath his name as the reviewer, Orwell is described in bold type as ‘author of “The Road to Wigan Pier” and “Inside the Whale.”’ The review was illustrated by a small map captioned ‘The route of Napoleon’s grand army in 1812.’

604. ‘Notes on the Way’

1. Dr. Robert Ley (1890–1945), a pilot shot down in 1917 and made a prisoner of war, worked as a chemist until 1922, when he was dismissed for drunkenness. As leader of the German Labour Front, 1933–45, he diverted money from the Volkswagen project to his own pocket from 1938. He committed suicide while awaiting trial for war crimes at Nuremberg.

2. Malcolm Muggeridge (1903–1990) was a journalist and author, and later a popular broadcaster. For Orwell’s review of The Thirties, see here. He and Orwell were friends from 1945. In 1982 Muggeridge became a Roman Catholic; see A Spiritual Journey (1988). See also 2860, n. 1.

3. For Belloc, see 214, n. 1. The Servile State was published in 1912, 1913, and 1927, each time with a new preface. See also here.

4. F. A. Voigt (see 513, n. 1), a foreign correspondent, and diplomatic correspondent for the Manchester Guardian, recognized the true nature of Nazism. His Unto Caesar (1938) was a polemic completed just before the annexation of Austria by the Nazis.

5. The last line of Kipling’s ‘For all we have and are’ (1914). For Nehru’s change of ‘India’ for ‘England’, see 1098, n. 2.

6. Brave New World was published in 1932.

7. Time and Tide for 13 and 20 April contained letters in response to Orwell’s argument. In the issue of 13 April, Lt.-Col. A. G. Baird Smith refuted Orwell’s account of ‘Puritan adventurers with their Bibles and their swords’ and some aspects of his account of life in India, especially the punishment of natives. He concluded: ‘It is all very well to be adjured to remember that “our hands are not clean” and to hear that if that awful bogey, Imperialism, re-emerges as a consequence of the present war, Mr Orwell will not be on our side. Allow that they are not as clean as they might be, but must we have our faces blackened as well?’ On 20 April, Hilaire Belloc thanked Orwell for drawing readers’ attention to The Servile State but thought less than justice was done him in suggesting that he had ‘no remedy to offer for the present disease of society, under Industrial Capitalism.’ He outlined his remedy and concluded: ‘Of course, the tendency to freedom, like the tendency to its opposite, or the tendency to any other human social condition, springs from the mind; that is, ultimately, from the theology of such a society; and Mr Orwell very rightly connects the movement (indirectly) with the contemporary and corresponding growth of atheism. No doubt, if one gives them time enough, those who have retained and even increased the old tendency to economic freedom which sprang from an original impress of the cardinal doctrine of a personal and creative God will progressively lose their freedom as a result of having lost the theological formation on which it reposed. Here again, Mr Orwell takes it for granted that the original theological doctrine has disappeared from men’s minds. The more intelligent and cultured world in France, Italy and Spain, Ireland and Poland would be very much surprised to hear it, and even here in England the confident false theology of the later nineteenth century is badly shaken.’

605. ‘New Words’

fn1 “The mind, that Ocean where each kind
   Doth straight its own resemblance find;
   Yet it creates, transcending these,
   Far other worlds, and other seas” etc.

[Orwell’s footnote. From Andrew Marvell, ‘The Garden,’ lines 43–46].

2. ‘I have lived till recently meet for young women’s love,’ Horace, Odes, III, 26.1.

fn2 The idea is that the demons will come down on you for being too self-confident. Thus children believe that if you hook a fish and say “Got him” before he is landed, he will escape. That if you put your pads on before it is your turn to bat you will be out first ball etc. Such beliefs often survive in adults. Adults are only less superstitious than children in proportion as they have more power over their environment. In predicaments where everyone is powerless (eg. war, gambling) everyone is superstitious [Orwell’s footnote. The first sentence is written in the margin].

fn3 I once began making a list of writers whom the critics called ‘sentimental’. In the end it included nearly every English writer. The word is in fact a meaningless symbol of hatred, like the bronze tripods in Homer which were given to guests as a symbol of friendship [Orwell’s footnote].
1. Shakespeare, Sonnet 107.

3. physical ] visible

4. The Cabinet of Dr. Caligari was a 1919 German expressionist film directed by Robert Wiene.

5. Volapük, ‘world-speech,’ was an international language created about 1879 by Johann Schleyer.

6. Orwell is correct: Shakespeare uses this expression, slightly varied, twice in The Tempest, 5.1.56 (as here) and 3.3.101. The line from Housman is from A Shropshire Lad, XIV, line 5, and that from Matthew Arnold is from ‘Isolation, or To Marguerite.’

7. On the back of the last page of the typescript there is a drawing illustrating the theorem of Pythagoras that in a right-angled triangle the square on the hypotenuse is equal to the sum of the squares on the other two sides.

606. Review of Finland’s War of Independence by Lieut.-Col. J. O. Hannula; Secret Service, by Sir George Aston

1. Karl Lody, found guilty of spying for Germany, was executed at the Tower of London on 5 November 1914.

2. Mata Hari (Margaretha Geertruida MacLeod) (1876–1917), the epitome of the beautiful, seductive spy, was born in the Netherlands and spent some time in the Dutch East Indies (hence her Malay name, which means ‘Eye of the Day,’ or the sun). She won fame as a near-naked dancer in Paris and was mistress to a number of men. She was arrested by the French after a visit to Holland and accused of conveying information to the German Consul at The Hague. Considerable doubt remains as to whether she really was guilty of espionage, but she was executed on 15 October 1917, three months after her trial by a military court. She died with great dignity.

3. Early in September 1914, nearly a million Russian soldiers were said to have disembarked at Aberdeen and travelled to the Western Front via London. There were countless reports that they had been seen, even that they still had snow on their boots. The story was formally denied by the Press Bureau on 15 September 1914.

607. To Geoffrey Gorer

1. The Soviet Union invaded Finland on 30 November 1939. A peace treaty was signed on 13 March 1940, after a bitterly fought winter campaign.

2. See 374 A for an account of GPU/NKVD activities in Spain.

3. Rationing of food started on 8 January 1940. Adults were allowed four ounces of butter a week; twelve of sugar; four of bacon or ham uncooked, and three and a half cooked. Meat was rationed from 11 March 1940 and clothes from 3 June 1941. As the war progressed, rationing became much more severe, and, indeed, worsened still more during the first years of peace. See also 3017, n. 3 and 3044, n. 3.

4. An ambitious quantity (1,120 lbs.), it was reduced to 6 cwt (672 lbs.). See here.

608. To Rayner Heppenstall

1. Orwell had met Heppenstall in 1935, and their friendship continued until Orwell’s death. See 238, n. 2.

2. Stanley J. Kunitz and Howard Haycraft, Twentieth Century Authors (New York, 1942). See here.

3. The Censorship Department.

4. A projected saga, which was never begun seriously. See Orwell’s January letter to Geoffrey Gorer, here.

5. The Adelphi Centre at Langham, Essex, an offshoot of The Adelphi, was founded in 1936 for summer schools, conferences, and so on to promote Socialist studies, see 322 and 327, n.4.

6. This has not been preserved.

7. Mrs. Rayner Heppenstall.

8. The New Apocalypse: An Anthology of Criticism, Poems and Stories represented a neo-Romantic movement, in 1940, centered around the poets Henry Treece and J. F. Hendry. For Orwell’s review, here.

9. Dylan Thomas, Welsh poet and prose writer, published his first book, Eighteen Poems, in 1934; Portrait of the Artist as a Young Dog, in 1940. See also 1373, n. 16.

609. To Humphry House

1. Humphry House (1908–1955) was a Fellow of Wadham College, Oxford. His works include an edition of the Notebooks and Papers of Gerard Manley Hopkins, The Dickens World, and three essays in Ideas and Beliefs of the Victorians.

2. Sir Richard Acland (1906–1990; Bt.) had become a Liberal M.P. in 1935. From 1936 he was active in the campaign for a popular front. At the outbreak of war he announced his conversion to socialism, or, as he preferred to call it, ‘Common Ownership.’ In February 1940 he published Unser Kampf, one of the most successful of the Penguin Specials, and asked readers for their support. On 12 March 1940, about 150 of them attended a meeting he convened in the House of Commons and agreed on the draft of ‘The Manifesto of the Common Man.’ From 1942 he represented the Common Wealth Party in Parliament, and was a Labour M.P., 1947–55, but was later expelled from the party. He then was a Senior Lecturer at St Luke’s College of Education, Exeter, 1959–74. See Orwell’s profile of him, 2095. The family home, Killerton, near Exeter, built in 1778, was given, with its beautiful garden and woodlands, to the nation by Sir Richard at the end of the war.

3. D. N. Pritt (1887–1972) was a well-known barrister and fervent supporter of left-wing causes and the Soviet Union and a Labour M.P., 1935–40. After his expulsion from the party for policy disagreements, he was an Independent Socialist M.P. until 1950. He wrote Light on Moscow (1939) and in 1940 published four books, including Must the War Spread?

610. Review of Sun on the Water by L. A. G. Strong; The Crazy Hunter by Kay Boyle; Decade by Stephen Longstreet; Stephen Ayers by James McConnaughey; A Sea Island Lady by Francis Griswold

1. In Tribune, 19 April 1940, a letter from S. Word, of London, NW3, commented on the distinction Orwell drew ‘about the difference between English and American novels owing to the class-system in this country.’ This was thought to be ‘rather subjective,’ for, ‘like so many attempts to fasten economic implications and political bias to works of art. The reason is that Miss Kay Boyle is an American, has no connection with this country, and when she comes to Europe, generally lives in France!’ Kay Boyle (1902–), novelist, short-story writer, and poet, was born in Minnesota. Much of her subject-matter drew on her thirty years in France; for example, Plagued by the Nightingale (1931). She returned to the United States, to teach, in 1963.

611. Review of Personal Record 1928–1939 by Julian Green, translated by Jocelyn Godefroi

1. See here.

613. To Stanley J. Kunitz and Howard Haycraft

1. Kunitz and Haycraft were the editors of Twentieth Century Authors.

2. Above ‘war. I’ Orwell wrote, in ink, ‘(see next p).’ The ‘next page’ began with the list of publications and concluded with the paragraph beginning ‘Am not at the moment writing a novel ….’

614. Unsigned Review of Rudyard Kipling by Edward Shanks

1. The swastika on Kipling’s books represented Ganesa, the Hindu elephant-god patron of, amongst other things, literature. This swastika is often accompanied by an elephant-head motif.

2. Orwell was paid £1 11s 6d for this review.

615. Review of The Thirties by Malcolm Muggeridge

1. Winter in Moscow was published in 1933. For earlier comments on The Thirties, see Orwell’s ‘Notes on the Way,’ here.

2. Orwell misquotes, doubtless relying on memory. The verse should read:


Jerusalem, my happy home,

When shall I come to thee?

When shall my labours have an end?

Thy joys when shall I see?



The author of this sixteenth- or seventeenth-century hymn is known only as F. B. P. This verse stands fourth of five in Hymns Ancient & Modern (no. 236), the collection most commonly used by the Church of England in the 1930s and 1940s. It is the first of eleven verses in another well-known collection of that period, The Methodist Hymn Book, 1933 (no. 655), but the words are identical.

3. Muggeridge served in East and North Africa, Italy, and France, 1939–45. The French government awarded him La Légion d’Honneur and La Croix de Guerre avec Palme.

4. On 30 May 1940, New English Weekly published a letter from R. B. Thompson, written from Cairo, which suggested a parallel to The Thirties in a book ‘not so sympathetically reviewed in your paper’: Percy Wyndham Lewis’s Hitler Cult, and How It Will End (1939). Thompson argued that those who attacked the financial system ‘have so little national vision,’ and he concluded: ‘At present the British people have a lot to fight against, but 90 per cent. of them have little beyond abstractions to fight FOR.’

616. Review of Native Son by Richard Wright; The Bridge in the Jungle by B. Traven; The Death Ship by B. Traven; I Fell for a Sailor by Fred Urquhart; Say that She were Gone by Philip Jordan; Paris Gazette by Lion Feuchtwanger; Only Natural by Geoffrey Trease

1. Before World War II, women teachers who married were dismissed.

617. Review of My Life: The Autobiography of Havelock Ellis

1. Havelock Ellis (see 556, 11.7.39, n. 3.) was born on 2 February 1859. On the Origin of Species by Means of Natural Selection was published on 24 November. However, Darwin and Alfred Russel Wallace had read a joint paper on the subject at the Linnaean Society on 1 July 1858.

2. Olive Schreiner (1855–1920) was a South African author, allegorist, and crusader. The book that won for her world-wide acclaim was The Story of an African Farm (1883). She campaigned against British colonialism, and for women’s rights notably in Woman and Labour (1911).

618. To Geoffrey Trease

1. Geoffrey Trease (1909–) wrote many books for children. Bows against the Barons (1934) was published in Moscow and New York, as well as by Martin Lawrence in England. A 1948 ‘new edition’ was published by Lawrence & Wishart. In his ‘early autobiography,’ A Whiff of Burnt Boats (1971), he refers (155) to the exchange of letters with Orwell and writes that he was not helped by his ‘publishers’ reputation as specialists in Left-wing literature.’ He was also handicapped by the frontispiece to Bows against the Barons, ‘a scarifying picture of a mutilated corpse dangling from Sherwood oak.’ ‘Today,’ however, ‘with a few small revisions, the Robin Hood story has attained the respectability of a special school edition. Few teachers would have dared to read even their own copies in 1934.’

2. Orwell used Dr. Laurence O’Shaughnessy’s paper, headed 49 Harley Street, London, W.I.

3. The correct title is Only Natural; see Orwell’s review, here.

4. Trease replied at some length on 5 May 1940 from Gosforth, Cumberland. He said that if Orwell did have time and inclination to take further any scheme of publications for children—‘good vivid writing with the right slant’—he could count on Trease for anything he could do to help. He did not think the Trades Union Congress ‘could ever assimilate such a new and interesting idea’ but the Co-operative Movement was ‘a more promising field.’ He also suggested W. B. Curry, head of Dartington Hall (an experimental, independent school in Devon that placed great emphasis on the arts); he might tap some of the ‘millions which lie behind that experiment.’ Owing to the shortage of paper, it was not an auspicious time to launch such a project.

619. Undated Note [to Rayner Heppenstall or John Lehmann?]

1. It is not clear what travelling Orwell was doing in 1940 other than occasional journeys from Wallington to Greenwich. He seems to have spent most of the first five months of 1940 at Wallington except for what he described to Trease, on 1 May, as ‘a sort of hurried visit to London’; see here. He was in London from 28 May for most of the rest of 1940 except for 3–19 October (the dates slightly uncertain). However, there are many days when his whereabouts are not known. He may have travelled seeking work.

620. Review of The Totalitarian Enemy by F. Borkenau

1. Fritz Thyssen (1873–1951) was a German industrialist whose wealth helped the Nazis to rise to power. After the outbreak of war, he ceased supporting Hitler and fled to Switzerland. He was arrested on the way to South America and imprisoned in Germany. In 1948 he was required to pay a heavy fine as a minor Nazi. He died in Argentina.

2. For John Strachey, see 304, n. 2.

621. To Leonard Moore

1. Down and Out in Paris and London was published in paperback by Penguin Books in December 1940.

2. This was not the censorship Orwell had been accustomed to suffer for fear of legal action for libel, defamation, or obscenity, but censorship of whatever might be thought to aid the enemy.

623. Unsigned Review of Folios of New Writing (Spring, 1940)

1. Ahmed Ali was to become one of Orwell’s colleagues at the BBC; see 1103, n. 3

2. Orwell was paid £1 11s 6d for this review.

624. Drama Review

1. This was Orwell’s first drama review. Ironically, the first play he wrote was entitled ‘Charles II’; see 154.

2. Orwell wrote ‘two first.’

626. Drama Reviews

1. This act, created by Harry Tate Senior, dated from before World War I. Harry Tate Senior was killed in an air-raid on 14 February 1940.

627. The Dickens Fellowship Conference

1. Compton Mackenzie (1883–1972), prolific novelist, founded The Gramophone in 1923 and edited it for many years. It is still the most important British journal of its kind.

2. ‘Charles Dickens’ in Inside the Whale; see here.

628. War-time Diary

1. Orwell’s typed heading; the roman I and the colon were added by hand.

2. There were at this time three London evening papers: Star, Evening News, Evening Standard; only the last has survived; it is still published.

3. British Expeditionary Force, the troops in France at the time of that country’s fall to the Germans.

4. Eileen, Orwell’s wife.

5. See here for an entry that explains why the radio was not turned on at news-time. See also here. The Orwells had to visit a pub to listen to a radio.

6. Alfred Duff Cooper (1890–1954; Viscount Norwich, 1952) was a Conservative politician, diplomat, and author. After he resigned as First Lord of the Admiralty, through disagreement with Chamberlain over Munich, he became the figurehead of the patriotic right. Churchill made him Minister of Information in May 1940. For his later career, see 1046, n. 1.

7. See here for Orwell’s review of this play.

8. A Socialist weekly, then edited by Raymond Postgate (see 497, n. 2) to which Orwell contributed many reviews and essays.

9. The Communist Party’s daily newspaper in Britain.

10. The journal of the British Union of Fascists.

11. In May, Max Aitken, first Baron Beaverbrook (1879–1964), the Canadian newspaper proprietor, had been made Minister of Aircraft Production by Churchill. He was effective, if controversial. Later he was Minister for War Production. In 1918 he had served as Minister of Information.

12. Dr. Franz Borkenau (1900–1957), Austrian sociologist and political writer, born in Vienna, was from 1921 to 1929 a member of the German Communist Party. His Zur Soziologie des Faschismus was published in Tübingen, in 1933, the year he emigrated because of the coming to power of the Nazis. He published Pareto (1936) in the Modern Sociologists Series. Orwell reviewed The Spanish Cockpit (see 379), The Communist International (see 485), and The Totalitarian Enemy (see here). Borkenau died in Zurich. For his conversations with Orwell at the time of Dunkirk, see above and Orwell’s War-time Diary, here.

13. Unidentified. The number of hyphens Orwell used may not always represent the number of letters of the original name; the number in the diary is given here.

14. See here. Orwell recalls Connolly’s expectation and their walk in the park in his ‘London Letter,’ Partisan Review, Summer 1945, 2672.

15. For Orwell’s review, here.

629. Review of Jail Journey by Jim Phelan

1. W. F. R. Macartney, Walls Have Mouths: A Record of Ten Years’ Penal Servitude (1936), with Prologue, Epilogue, and Comments on the Chapters by Compton Mackenzie; for Orwell’s review see 331.

632. War-time Diary

1. ‘Eric,’ abbreviated from his second name, was the name by which Eileen Blair’s much-loved brother, Laurence Frederick O’Shaughnessy, was known. Orwell does not type his name in his diary, representing it by four short dashes. He was a distinguished chest and heart surgeon, having won four scholarships and studied medicine at Durham and in Berlin. He was Hunterian Professor at the Royal College of Surgeons, 1933–35. In 1937 he won the Hunter Medal Triennial Prize for research work in surgery of the thorax, and the following year he received an honorarium and certificate of honourable mention for a dissertation on surgery of the heart. He produced an adaptation of Sauerbruch’s Thoracic Surgery (1937) and in 1939 collaborated with two others in work on pulmonary tuberculosis. He joined the Royal Army Medical Corps at the outbreak of war and was killed tending the wounded on the beaches of Dunkirk. He was by then a major and only thirty-six years old (from obituary in The Times, 8 June 1940). His wife, Gwen, was also a doctor. Her brother’s death greatly affected Eileen; see Tosco Fyvel, George Orwell: A Personal Memoir, 105–06, 136.

2. Eamon de Valera (1882–1975), Irish political leader, was at this time Prime Minister of the Irish Free State. He became its president in 1959.

3. A popular Sunday newspaper.

4. The number of pages was reduced to six on 1 July; see here.

5. Margot Asquith (1864–1945) was the widow of Herbert Henry Asquith, Earl of Oxford and Asquith, who was Prime Minister, 1906–16.

6. These figures were, in fact, correct. Although most of their equipment was lost, 198,000 British and 140,000 mainly French and Belgian soldiers were evacuated. Of the forty-one naval vessels involved, six were sunk and nineteen damaged. About 220,000 servicemen were evacuated from ports in Normandy and Brittany.

633. Unsigned Review of Indian Writing, Vol. 1

1. Cedric Dover (1904–1951), born to Eurasian parents in Calcutta, was later to broadcast for the BBC Overseas Service under Orwell’s direction. An entomologist, he wrote on sociological and political matters. He listed his special subjects as ‘Race, Colour & Social Problems, India, Hybrids & Negro America’ in The Author’s and Writer’s Who’s Who and Reference Guide. Among his publications are Half-Caste (1937, about the Eurasian community in India), Know This of Race (1939), and Feathers in the Arrow: An Approach for Coloured Writers and Readers (Bombay, 1947). He also wrote poetry and reviewed for the Tribune, the Daily Worker, the Quarterly Review, and journals in India, Burma, and the United States.

2. Orwell was paid £1 1s 0d for this review.

634. War-time Diary

1. ‘Suppressed’ implies censorship; such posters were forbidden simply to conserve raw materials and economise on imports, thereby saving shipping space.

635. Review of Journey Through the War Mind by C.E.M. Joad; A Psychologist’s Wartime Diary by Anthony Weymouth; America Expects by Hector Bolitho

1. C. E. M. Joad (see 497, n. 4) had a gift for making philosophy attractive to the common man, especially through his participation in the radio programme ‘The Brains Trust,’ which was popular during the war.

2. Anthony Weymouth (Ivo Geikie-Cobb, 1887–1953), physician, neurologist, and surgeon, wrote a number of medical books under his real name, and also thrillers and non-fiction under the name Anthony Weymouth, including Plague Year: March 1940–February 1942 (the second volume of his diary) and his autobiography, Who’d Be a Doctor (1937, 1948). He was a colleague of Orwell’s at the BBC (see 846).

3. A letter from Paul Bloomfield in Time and Tide, 15 June 1940, protested that in this review Orwell was exhorting readers to fanaticism, by which, he wrote, Orwell ‘meant correct enthusiasm, tinged with a kind of relentlessness, but it is only with the help of reason that we can check whether it is correct.’ He advised readers impressed by the review to read Les Dieux ont soif (1912; The Gods Are Athirst) by Anatole France.

636. Drama Reviews

1. News of the evacuation of troops from Dunkirk was received between the acts when Orwell saw this play on 29 May 1940; see here.

637. War-time Diary

1. See ‘My Country Right or Left,’ here.

2. Sir Stafford Cripps; see 554, n. 7.

3. Orwell eventually did so, in ‘As I Please,’ 42, Tribune, 15 September 1944; see 2549.

4. Local Defence Volunteers, later the Home Guard. Orwell joined on 12 June what became C Company, 5th County of London Battalion, and was soon promoted to sergeant, with ten men to instruct. He took his duties very seriously. See Crick, 396–401 and 3590 B, n. 15.

5. Marylebone Cricket Club, the body that then controlled national and international cricket; see here.

6. A working-class constituency in the East End of London.

7. George Lansbury, a fervent pacifist; see 562, 11.8.39, n. 2.

8. Juan Negrín, former Prime Minister of Spain; see 560, 2.8.39, n. 3.

9. For Orwell’s hatred of such ‘ad-posters,’ featuring idiotic, grinning, yard-wide, ham-pink faces, see Keep the Aspidistra Flying, published four years earlier; for example, CW, IV, 14, 16, 257.

638. Drama Review

1. Barry Pain (1864–1928), novelist and short-story writer, published more than fifty books between 1891 and 1927. These included Eliza’s Husband (1903), Eliza Getting On (1911), Exit Eliza (1912), The Problem Club (1919); a number of parodies, including Another English-woman’s Love-Letters (1901); and a London Correspondence College booklet, First Lessons in Story-Writing (1907).

639. War-time Diary

1. For Albatross, see 561, n. 1, and 581, n.3. Orwell had signed the contract for publication of Coming Up for Air just three days before war broke out; the book remained unpublished by Albatross.

2. Victor William (Peter) Watson (1908–1956), a rich young man who, after much travel, decided, about 1939, to devote his life to the arts, was co-founder with his friend Cyril Connolly of the magazine Horizon, which he financed and also provided all the material for the art section. In 1948 he was one of the founders of the Institute of Contemporary Arts. He was always an admirer of Orwell’s writing. See Michael Shelden, Friends of Promise: Cyril Connolly and the World of “Horizon” (1989).

3. The Hon. Unity Valkyrie Mitford (1914–1948), fourth daughter of the second Lord Redesdale, was, from 1934, when she first met Hitler, his admirer. In January 1940 she was brought back to England from Germany suffering from bullet wounds in the head. Thereafter she lived in retirement.

4. Possibly Michael, the owner of the small clothing factory mentioned in Orwell’s diary entry of 3.9.40; see here.

5. Gwen O’Shaughnessy, Eileen’s sister-in-law. In the early stages of the war, there was a government-sponsored scheme to evacuate children to Canada and the United States. Gwen’s son, Laurence, nineteen months old in June 1940, went to Canada on one of the last ships to take evacuees before the evacuee-ship City of Benares was sunk in the Atlantic. See also here.

6. ‘New Statesman’ seems probable here, though the diary has five hyphens. See here on Orwell’s hyphens.

7. Probably Richard Crossman (1907–1974), scholar, intellectual, journalist, and left-wing politician, who was assistant editor of The New Statesman, 1938–55, and editor, 1970–72. He was also a Labour M.P., 1945–70; Minister of Housing and Local Government, 1964–66, and Minister of Health and Social Security, 1964–70.

8. See Orwell’s ‘London Letter’ in Partisan Review, March-April 1941, here.

9. The British 146th Infantry Brigade landed at Namsos, Norway, on the coast some 300 miles north of Oslo, on 16–17 April 1940. They withdrew 2–3 May. The last Allied forces left Norway on 9 June.

10. For Aneurin Bevan, Labour M.P., see 565, 28.8.39, n. 11. In 1949 Orwell said to a friend, ‘If only I could become Nye’s éminence grise we’d soon have this country on its feet.’ G. R. Strauss (1901–; Life Peer, 1979) was a Labour M.P. and co-director of Tribune.

11. Neville Chamberlain’s government fell on 10 May 1940, and a coalition government under Winston Churchill was formed. Magnanimously, Churchill included Chamberlain in his Cabinet.

12. Rayner Heppenstall.

13. ‘Unblimping’ was a frequent concern of Orwell’s. See, for example, ‘Democracy in the British Army’ (1939), 568; ‘War-time Diary,’ here; ‘The Home Guard and You’ (1940), here; ‘Don’t Let Colonel Blimp Ruin the Home Guard’ (1941), here; review of Home Guard for Victory! (1941), here; ‘London Letter,’ Partisan Review, July–August 1941, here, November–December 1941, here; ‘Three Years of Home Guard’ (9 May 1943), 2070; ‘Home Guard Lessons for the Future’ (15 October 1944), 2564.

14. Not certainly identified. Possibly Richard Crossman again (see n. 7 above) or Cyril Connolly. Inez Holden suggested either Christopher Hollis or a mysterious man known as Carter, whom Orwell’s friends never met.

15. See ‘London Letter,’ Partisan Review, March-April 1941, here.

16. See ‘My Country Right or Left,’ here.

17. This is the first reference to Orwell’s dream of living in the Hebrides, to be realised in 1945 when he rented Barnhill, on Jura. Compare Winston Smith’s vision of ‘the Golden Country’ in Nineteen Eighty-Four, CW, IX, 129–130; see also Orwell’s review of Priest Island, here.

640. Review of A Hero of Our Own Times by Mikhail Yurevich Lermontoff; Priest Island by E. L. Grant Wilson; Film Stories by H.G. Wells

1. Welwyn Garden City, founded in the style implied by its name, near St Albans, Hertfordshire, by Ebenezer Howard in 1919, was further developed after World War II.

641. War-time Diary

1. Jean Chiappe (1878–1940), Corsican head of the Paris police, 1927–34, was pro-Fascist and responsible for severely repressive measures against the left. Elliot Paul, referring to his dismissal on 2 February 1934, described him as ‘one of the ringleaders of Pétain’s Cagoulards, the hooded order conspiring for a fascist dictatorship’ (A Narrow Street, 1942, chap. 24). For Paul, see 445, n. 4, and for Orwell on Chiappe’s death, here.

644. War-time Diary

1. Henri Philippe Pétain (1856–1951), successful defender of Verdun in 1916, which led to his being regarded as a national hero, was created a Marshal of France in 1918. He became premier in 1940, presided over the defeat and dismemberment of France by the Germans, and led the occupied zone’s Vichy government until war’s end. He was tried for collaboration with the Nazis and sentenced to death. President De Gaulle commuted his sentence to solitary confinement for life.

2. Pierre Laval (1883–1945) served at various times as French Minister of Public Works, Justice, Labour, Colonies, and Foreign Affairs, and was Premier, 1931–32, 1935–36. He left the Socialist Party in 1920 and gradually moved to the extreme right. On 7 January 1935, as Foreign Minister, he signed an agreement with Mussolini that backed Italian claims to areas of Abyssinia (Ethiopia) in return for Italian support against German intervention in Austria. Italy invaded Abyssinia on 3 October 1935, and on 18 December the British Foreign Secretary, Sir Samuel Hoare, was forced to resign when it was revealed that he had entered into a pact with Laval appeasing Mussolini. After the fall of France, Laval came to represent treacherous collaboration. He even provided Frenchmen for work in German industry. Tried in 1945, he was executed after failing in a suicide attempt. For Hoare, see 562, 4.8.39, n. 5 and n. 9 below.

3. Pierre-Étienne Flandin (1889–1958) held numerous offices in French governments. He was Premier, 1934–35, and Foreign Minister in Pétain’s government in 1940, but attempted to resist German demands and was replaced by Laval. He was forbidden to participate in public life after the war.

4. Eileen Blair and Gwen O’Shaughnessy, her sister-in-law.

5. See here, for lack of interest in news broadcasts.

6. Probably Mrs. Anderson, who cleaned for the Orwells in Wallington. Although Orwell had, by the time this was written, been living in London for five or six weeks, he still visited Wallington. The Stores was not given up completely until 1947.

7. Ministry of Information, which was responsible for wartime propaganda. It had offices in the Senate House of the University of London, the city’s tallest new building of the interwar years. It suggested Minitrue of Nineteen Eighty-Four.

8. R. A. Butler (1902–1984; Life Peer, 1965) was Under-Secretary of State for Foreign Affairs, 1938–41, Chancellor of the Exchequer, and later Foreign Secretary in the Conservative government of 1951–64. See also 1989, n. 5.

9. Sir Samuel Hoare (see 562, 4.8.39, n. 5 and n. 2 above) was at this time British Ambassador to Spain.

10. L. H. Myers was a novelist and good friend to Orwell; see 449.

11. Weekly newspaper of the Independent Labour Party, which Orwell had joined in June 1938, having fought with the ILP contingent in Spain. He left the party at the beginning of the war. See here.

646. War-time Diary

1. Charles de Gaulle (1890–1970) was at this time leader of the Free French and the inspiration for continuing French resistance to Germany after the fall of France. His national pride, coupled with the humiliation he felt for France’s collapse and his determination to free his country, made it difficult at times for the Allies to work with him. After the war, he was interim President 1945–46. He returned to power in 1958 as a result of the crisis in Algeria, and, as architect and President of the Fifth Republic, 1959–69, maintained France’s military and strategic independence.

2. Orwell was then living at 18 Dorset Chambers, Chagford Street, NW1; illustrated in Thompson, 54. This was about 150 yards from the south-east boundary of Regent’s Park.

3. Italo Balbo (1896–1940), head of the Italian Air Force, was responsible for the bombing of Ethiopians during the Italo-Ethiopian War, 1935–36.

4. Cyril Connolly.

5. Unidentified. Probably not L. H. Myers and his wife, for whom the description ‘all but pure pacifists’ is inappropriate.

6. The home of Gwen O’Shaughnessy in Greenwich.

7. In June 1939 the British submarine Thetis failed to surface on its trials. Only four of the complement of 103 were saved, owing to faulty escape apparatus. The submarine was recovered and entered active service as HMS Thunderbolt in November 1940. All the crew were told of the submarine’s history and given the opportunity to decline to serve in her. After a successful career, she was depth-charged and lost with all hands in March 1943. The non sequitur here is a result of Orwell’s cut.

647. Review of English Ways by Jack Hilton; with an Introduction by J. Middleton Murry and Photographs by J. Dixon Scott

1. George Crabbe (1754–1832). His poetry often depicts with ironic humour the life of ordinary people, e.g., ‘Our farmers round, well pleased with constant gain, / Like other farmers, flourish and complain’ (The Parish Register).

2. From HMS Pinafore by Gilbert and Sullivan.

648. Review of What Do Boys and Girls Read? by A. J. Jenkinson

1. Also reviewed by Orwell in The Listener, 8 August 1940; see here.

649. War-time Diary

1. See here, when People was twelve pages, for analysis of contents.

2. Werner von Fritsch (1880–1939), an old-guard general on the German Army General Staff, never concealed his contempt for Hitler. His death in action in 1939 was always thought to have been engineered by the Führer.

3. Buenaventura Durruti (see 519, n. 24) was head of the Spanish Anarchists at the beginning of the civil war, a gunman who became a general and popular leader. He was killed in the defence of Madrid, possibly by Communists. His funeral gave rise to a great popular demonstration in Barcelona. Emilio Mola Vidal (1887–1937), an equal colleague of Franco, was killed in the early stages of the civil war, before the question of primacy with Franco could arise.

651. War-time Diary

1. On 3 July, the Royal Navy under the command of Vice-Admiral Sir John Somerville attacked French warships at Oran and Mers el-Kébir, in Algeria. Among the French ships sunk or damaged were the battleships Provence and Bretagne and the fast battle-cruiser Dunkerque; 1,300 French seamen were killed. Several ships, including the battle-cruiser Strasbourg and the aircraft carrier Commandant Teste, escaped to Toulon. French ships at Portsmouth and Plymouth were also seized, including 2 battleships, 2 cruisers, 8 destroyers, some 200 small craft, and a number of submarines. Crews had the option of joining the Allies or being repatriated.

652. To John Lehmann

1. John Lehmann was founder and editor of New Writing; see 312, n. 1 and, for this letter, Lehmann’s I Am My Brother (1960), 93.

2. Possibly ‘New Words’; (see here) or ‘How the Poor Die’ (see 3104).

3. War Office.

4. The sketch was ‘Shooting an Elephant,’ first published in New Writing in 1936; see 326. As a result of this request, it was reprinted in Penguin New Writing, No. 1, November 1940.

653. To Sacheverell Sitwell

1. Sacheverell Sitwell (1897–1988; Bt.) poet and art critic; youngest child of Sir George and Lady Ida Sitwell and younger brother of Edith and Osbert Sitwell (see 397, n. 2 and 1506, n. 1). Educated at Eton, he served in the Grenadier Guards in World War I. His first volume of poems was The People’s Palace (1918). His Collected Poems (1936), and Selected Poems (1948) are introduced by his sister and brother respectively. His Southern Baroque Art: A Study of Painting, Architecture and Music in Italy and Spain of the Seventeenth and Eighteenth Centuries (1924) was followed by several more learned volumes. He wrote on travel, ballet, music, and fashion. Orwell reviewed his book on poltergeists in Horizon in September 1940; see here. On the death of his brother, he inherited the baronetcy.

2. Sitwell replied on 22 July, saying he would have written earlier but was trying to finish a book. Orwell’s story was, he said, ‘most interesting—and decidedly weird. I wish one knew the secret of it.’ He also wished they could meet sometime and said that his sister, Dame Edith Sitwell (1887–1964), was staying with him and had asked him to say that she had ‘read with admiration nearly everything you have written.’

654. War-time Diary

1. On 8 July 1940, Royal Navy torpedo-boats attacked and seriously damaged the Richelieu at Dakar and the Jean Bart at Casablanca.

2. Vernon Bartlett (1894–1983), author of many books on political affairs, was at this time a leading liberal political journalist. He worked for the News Chronicle (which tended to favour the Liberal Party’s approach) and reported on world crises, especially those associated with Hitler, Mussolini, and the Far East.

3. Edward, Duke of Windsor (1894–1972), had, as Prince of Wales, been extremely popular, and had expressed sympathy with the unemployed and those living in depressed areas. He ascended the throne, as Edward VIII, on 20 January 1936, but his decision to marry a twice-divorced woman, Mrs. Wallis Simpson, caused a crisis that led to his abdication on 10 December 1936. He and Mrs. Simpson married and lived in France thereafter except for the war years, when he acted as governor of the Bahamas. Ill-feeling and controversy, about ‘the Abdication Crisis’ has not entirely evaporated.

655. Review of The Iron Heel by Jack London; The Sleeper Wakes by H. G. Wells; Brave New World by Aldous Huxley; The Secret of the League by Ernest Bramah

1. The correct title is When the Sleeper Wakes: A Story of the Years to Come (1899).

2. For Orwell’s attitude toward Ernest Bramah, see his review of The Wallet of Kai Lung, in New English Weekly, 23 July 1936, 321.

656. Drama Reviews

1. The original London production of Chu Chin Chow opened at His Majesty’s Theatre on 31 August 1916—two months after the Battle of the Somme began—and ran for 2,238 performances. The later production reviewed here managed a successful but not outstanding run, and was given a fresh start, with some cast changes, on 22 July 1941, at the Palace.

658. To Leonard Moore

1. Orwell typed ‘srap.’

2. James Laughlin; see here.

3. Permission was given; see note to Laughlin, here.

659. To James Laughlin

1. James Laughlin (1914–), editor of New Directions in Prose and Poetry from its founding in 1936, published ‘Inside the Whale’ in No. 5 (1940).

2. Gollancz did not object; see here.

3. See here. Laughlin replied on 5 August 1940, saying he would be making a contribution to the issue of New Directions in which Orwell’s essay on Miller appeared, arguing, ‘pleasantly,’ that literature was ‘done for.’ He gave Orwell an address for Miller and advised him to stay indoors during air raids: ‘I hear a great deal of damage can be done by shrapnel falling from anti-aircraft barrage.’ see here. Later in the war, when ‘Z,’ or rocket, batteries opened up, shrapnel did fall like hail, and there were many casualties.

4. Alfred Perlès (1897–1990) had been principal editor of The Booster (see here), with which Henry Miller was associated in Paris from 1937 to the outbreak of war. Among the books he wrote were Sentiments Limitrophes (Paris, c. 1935), Alien Corn (1944), and My Friend Henry Miller (1955).

5. Coming Up for Air, which Albatross Press planned to publish in 1940; see 561, n. 1 and 581, n. 3.

660. War-time Diary

1. Unidentified; possibly Tosco Fyvel (1907–1985). He was Jewish; his parents had emigrated from Vienna to what was then Palestine, where he was associated with the Zionist movement and had worked with Golda Meir. Orwell and he met in January 1940, with Fredric Warburg and others. The outcome of a series of further meetings was Searchlight Books, of which The Lion and the Unicorn (1941) was the first; see here and 2653, n. 1. See also T. R. Fyvel, George Orwell: A Personal Memoir (1982), 91–102.

2. Unidentified; possibly Fredric Warburg; see 375, n. 1.

3. See here, 17.6.40 regarding evacuation of children to Canada.

4. David Lloyd George had, like Pétain, been cast as a heroic leader during World War I, when he proved an effective prime minister. He was in a minority in seeking a conciliatory peace treaty with Germany after the war. See 469, n. 3.

5. Unidentified.

6. On 16 July 1940, Hitler had said, in Directive 16: ‘I have decided to prepare a landing operation against England, and, if necessary, to carry it out. The aim … will be to eliminate the English homeland … and, if necessary, to occupy it completely’ (Hitler’s War Directives 1939–45, edited by Hugh Trevor-Roper, 1964).

661. Drama Review

1. Auxiliary Territorial Service, which after the war became the Women’s Royal Army Corps.

2. Women’s Royal Naval Service.

662. War-time Diary

1. William Joyce (1908–1946), known as Lord Haw-Haw supposedly from his way of speaking, was an American citizen who never acquired British nationality, although he spent most of his life in England and was a rabid nationalist. He became a Fascist for whom Oswald Mosley’s line was too mild. In August 1939 he went to Germany and in 1940 became a naturalized German. Throughout the early part of the war he broadcast propaganda to England. He was hanged by the British, 3 January 1946.

2. Oswald Mosley, head of the British Union of Fascists; see 295, n. 7.

3. See Orwell’s ‘London Letter,’ Partisan Review, March–April 1941, here.

4. Jacques Doriot (1898–1945), a Communist who had turned to Fascism, was leader of the Parti Populaire Français, which was financed by the Germans. On 25 March 1943, he wrote to Hitler: ‘L’armée allemande et ses alliés ne combattant pas seulement pour l’Allemagne, mais pour Europe et par conséquent pour France.’ He was behind the formation of La Légion des volontaires français contre bolchevisme (the LVF)—a first step in military collaboration with Germany during the occupation. Some 10,000 volunteers served in the Wehrmacht on the Eastern Front (information from Memorial Museum, Caen).

5. Gaston Bergery, a French deputy and intellectual, moved from the extreme right to the extreme left, and after the fall of France collaborated with the Germans.

664. Unsigned Review of What Do Boys and Girls Read? by A. J. Jenkinson

1. Also reviewed by Orwell in Life and Letters, July 1940; see here.

2. Orwell was paid £2 12s 6d for this review.

665. War-time Diary

1. When the diary was typed, five hyphens were shown here, but Orwell wrote ‘H. G. Wells’ above them; so his name has been given here without square brackets. The second use of his name and initials, in square brackets, had seven hyphens; the third had five hyphens, so the initials have been dropped. For the significance of this minutiae about the number of hyphens, see here and here.

2. Orwell wrote ‘Swinton’ over the seven hyphens originally typed, so his name is given here without square brackets. The next appearance of ‘Swinton,’ in square brackets, replaces seven hyphens; the third use replaces six. The six must, in this context, stand for ‘Swinton,’ so it is apparent that the number of hyphens cannot be wholly relied upon. Philip Cunliffe-Lister, Viscount Swinton (1884–1972; Earl, 1955), entered Parliament as a Unionist (allied closely with the Conservatives) in 1918. He was Secretary of State for the Colonies, 1931–35; Secretary of State for Air, 1935–38; Chairman of the United Kingdom Commercial Corporation, 1940–42; Cabinet Minister Resident in West Africa, 1942–44; and Minister of Civil Aviation, 1944–45.

666. Review of Diamonds to Sit On by Ilya Ilf and Eugene Petrov, translated by Elizabeth Hill and Doris Mudie; Night in Bombay by Louis Bromfield; Now Pray We for Our Country by Eric Knight; Rolling in the Dew by Ethel Mannin; A Crook in the Furrow by A.G. Street; The Adventures of Captain Kettle; The Little Red Captain; Captain Kettle, K.C.B.; Further Adventures of Captain Kettle by C.J. Cutliffe Hyne

1. Given incorrectly as ‘Mudoe.’

2. By the same authors, Ilf and Petrov.

3. This is correct. It was first published in English, also translated by Hill and Mudie, in 1930, and in this edition in 1940.

4. In War and Peace, First Epilogue, Chap. IX, Tolstoy refers to the elections of the nobility. A note to the translation by Louise and Aylmer Maude (1922–23, 3 vols.; revised, 1 vol., 1933) explains that each province formed a corporation and, at the time in which the novel was set, such bodies, elected from the gentry, almost exclusively administered their areas. Orwell owned a three-volume edition of War and Peace, but it may not have been the Maude translation.

667. War-time Diary

1. The fact that Orwell was being pressed for income tax is of interest in the light of his near-poverty in the thirties. In 1939 only some twenty percent of the population paid income tax (see Dearden Farrow, 19.2.85). Orwell’s difficulties, common to writers, actors, and others, may have been caused by higher earnings in an earlier year (for example, royalties for The Road to Wigan Pier) and because Eileen’s earnings would then, for tax, be treated as his.

2. Fewer planes were actually shot down than British and German air forces claimed at the time. On 14 August the Royal Air Force claimed to have shot down 144 German planes; this was revised to 71 after the war, when German records could be examined. On that day the RAF lost 16 planes, but eight pilots were saved. On 15 September 185 German planes were claimed; this proved to be 56; 26 RAF planes were lost, but half the pilots were rescued. This was the largest number claimed for any day of the Battle of Britain. From July to the end of October, the claim was 2,698 German planes shot down; the correct number was 1,733. The Germans claimed 3,058 RAF planes, but only 915 were lost. To what extent this was deliberate official exaggeration and to what degree overenthusiastic reporting by pilots is difficult to assess.

669. To John Lehmann

1. Lehmann wrote to Orwell on 18 July 1940 asking if he would write a special article for the next issue of New Writing, either ‘London in Wartime’ or ‘A comparison of some sort between what you felt as a boy in the last war and what you feel now.’ If neither appealed to him, Orwell was free to propose a topic. There is no clue to the date of this letter except that it must have been between May 1940 and 6 April 1941, when Orwell lived at Dorset Chambers. It seems reasonable to relate it to Lehmann’s letter of 18 July. If this is correct, the article would be ‘My Country Right or Left,’ which appeared in Folios of New Writing, No. 2, Autumn 1940. It is hardly too long as printed—about 2,300 words—and it does include reminiscences of childhood during World War I.

670. War-time Diary

1. The Orwells’ dog, a large poodle described by Humphrey Dakin as ‘a very nice dog.’ He and his wife, Orwell’s sister Marjorie, looked after Marx when the Orwells were in Morocco. Dakin maintained that Marx was later given away ‘to complete strangers,’ who had him put to death, though the Dakins would have liked to keep him permanently. This account is not corroborated.

671. Charles Reade

1. The essay is not titled ‘Charles Reade’ in The New Statesman, but is printed in the Current Literature section under the heading ‘Books in General.’ It was reprinted in abridged form in English Digest, March 1941.

672. Drama Review

1. The play, a multi-scene one-acter, was presented with Odets’s more famous Waiting for Lefty when the latter was produced on Broadway in 1935. The Gestapo, though formed in Prussia in 1933, only extended its grip over the whole of Germany in 1934, about when Odets wrote this play.

673. War-time Diary

1. This is probably George Mason, a medical consultant and close friend of Laurence O’Shaughnessy. Eileen saw him professionally early in 1945, and in a letter remarked that he and her brother thought well of Harvey Evers, the surgeon who operated on her on 29 March 1945. See Crick, 478.

674. To James Laughlin

1. Permission from Gollancz to print Orwell’s essay on Henry Miller in New Directions in Prose and Poetry. See here, here.

675. War-time Diary

1. Leon Trotsky (1879–1940), a leader of the October 1917 revolution in Russia, and Commissar for Foreign Affairs and for War, 1917–24, was instrumental in the creation of the Red Army. In the power struggle that followed the death of Lenin in 1924, he lost to Stalin and was exiled. He was assassinated in Mexico because he and those who followed him continued to oppose Stalin. His death was attributed to the Soviet secret police, the OGPU.

2. David Low (1891–1963) was a political cartoonist of left-wing views who worked for the Evening Standard and later for the Manchester Guardian. See also 2766, n. 1.

676. Review of The Big Wheel by Mark Benney; The Lights Go Down by Erika Mann; The Diary of a Nobody by George and Weedon Grossmith

1. Mark Benney (Henry Earnest Degras) was born in 1910. He attracted attention in 1936 with Low Company: Describing the Evolution of a Burglar, written while he was in prison. Chapter 3 of Low Company is entitled ‘Proles Street’.

2. See Orwell’s review in Time and Tide, here.

3. Douglas Reed (1895–1976) was a correspondent for The Times, Berlin, 1929–35, and Central Europe, 1935–38. His Insanity Fair (1938) had the subtitle ‘A European Cavalcade’ when published in New York (1938), and was also described as ‘autobiographical reminiscences.’ It had two sequels: Disgrace Abounding (1939) and From Smoke to Smother (1938–1948, 1948).

4. Arthur Morris Binstead (1861–1914) was an author and journalist. Orwell gives his name as William Binstead. Gals’ Gossip was published in 1899, and a sequel, More Gals’ Gossip in 1906. He also wrote Houndsditch Day by Day (1899) and Mop Fair (1905). His books were reissued in two volumes in 1927. The Pink ’Un refers to the Sporting Times (a pink coloration being commonly used for sporting papers and editions).

677. War-time Diary

1. Unidentified. Tom Hopkinson, one of the founders of the unofficial Home Guard Training School at Osterley Park, tells how a Brigadier Whitehead attempted to have the school stopped in the autumn of 1940 because it did not have a licence; see Of This Our Time (1982), 180. Orwell cannot be referring to Lieutenant-General Sir T. R. Eastwood, who took command of the Home Guard in the autumn of 1940; he was under fifty.

2. Passed over for promotion.

3. See Orwell’s review of Home Guard for Victory!, Horizon, March 1941, here.

4. This was run by Tom Wintringham (see here) and Hugh (Humphrey) Slater (see here). They taught guerrilla tactics and street-fighting based on experience with the International Brigade during the Spanish civil war.

5. See here.

6. ‘Art of Knowing What Gives One Pleasure,’ Further Extracts from the Note-Books of Samuel Butler, chosen and edited by A. T. Bartholomew (1934), 165–66. This book was reviewed by Orwell in 1934; see 197.

678. Drama Reviews

1. This took place on 8 June 1934 and led to violence inside and outside Olympia (West London).

2. Winifred Holtby (1898–1935) was also a novelist and essayist. Her best-known work is South Riding: An English Landscape (1936). Take Back Your Freedom was revised and completed by Norman Ginsbury, and when published in 1939 was edited by Tyrone Guthrie. The production at the Neighbourhood was described as the joint work of Holtby and Ginsbury.

679. Review of The English Revolution: 1640, edited by Christopher Hill

1. This firm (see 216, n. 3) published left-wing, often pro-Communist books.

680. War-time Diary

1. In this raid, the first bombs fell on central London; St Giles’s Church, Cripplegate, was hit. Although eleven-ton blockbuster bombs were later dropped by the RAF, at this stage of the war 2,000-pound bombs were not available. In the attack on Woolwich Arsenal and the London docks on 7 September 1940, some 300 German bombers dropped 337 tons of bombs—an average of 2,500 pounds per plane. Orwell may have had parachute mines, or their effect, in mind here. Churchill wrote General Ismay a memorandum on 19 September 1940 noting that the Germans had dropped 36 parachute mines. He wanted an appropriate response—1,000-pound bombs if parachute mines were not available. The disadvantage of the parachute mine, except as a weapon of terror, was that, released at 5,000 feet, anything might be hit. See Winston Churchill, The Second World War, II, 321–22; U.S.: Their Finest Hour, 364.

2. See Orwell’s ‘London Letter,’ Partisan Review, March–April 1941, here.

3. A suburb of London straddling NW8 and W9, about a mile from where Orwell was living in Chagford Street.

681. Review of Poltergeists by Sacheverell Sitwell

1. See Orwell’s letter to Sitwell, here.

683. War-time Diary

1. Richard Rees.

2. Unidentified.

3. The number killed in air raids in September was 6,954; 10,615 were seriously injured. The figures during the ensuing winter throughout Britain were:

[image: image]

In the devastation of Coventry on 16 November (code-named ‘Moonlight Sonata’ by the Germans), 554 people were killed of a population of a quarter of a million; only one German plane was shot down. Throughout the war, 60,595 civilians were killed by enemy action. This stands in contrast to 30,248 members of the Merchant Marine; 50,758 Royal Navy; 69,606 RAF; and 144,079 Army. Of some 36,500 civilians killed in air raids to the end of 1941, more than 20,000 died in London, more than 4,000 in Liverpool, more than 2,000 in Birmingham, and nearly 2,000 in Glasgow.

4. Probably the ‘M’ mentioned in diary entry of 16.6.40, see here. £50 would be about a week’s wages for a total of 10–12 people.

684. Drama Reviews

1. The original has ‘ticket-tap.’

2. Max Miller (1895–1963), known as ‘the Cheekie Chappie,’ was the last outstanding music-hall low comedian and carried the tradition on into the 1950s—until the buildings in which he performed had been, in the main, pulled down or converted to other uses. He underlies Archie Rice in John Osborne’s play The Entertainer (1956).

3. Little Tich (Harry Relph) (1867–1928), named in mockery of the Tichborne claimant, whom he was said to look like, was very small and, in addition to having a turn of wit that descended from that of the clowns of Shakespeare’s day, was remarkably dextrous physically. He was as skilful in French as in English, and in 1910 was made an officer of the Académie Française. In The Gramophone, December 1926, the composer Lord Berners (1883–1950), maintained that Little Tich was his favourite singer and he was greatly admired by Arnold Bennett.

4. The singer of the ‘glamorous’ songs was Vera Lynn (1917–; DBE, 1975), the ‘Forces’ Sweetheart.’ In her We’ll Meet Again: A Personal and Social Memory of World War Two (1989), she records that the show was closed for a time because the Holborn Empire had sustained a direct hit. It reopened at the Paladium in March 1941 (98,138). One of the glamorous songs was certain to have been ‘We’ll Meet Again.’

5. Orwell did not give the author’s name. Outward Bound was first performed, with considerable success, in 1923. Its author, V. H. S. Vane (1888–1963) wrote a number of other plays, none of which achieved similar success. Outward Bound popularized the idea of a liner carrying fate-bound passengers, in this instance reproducing, in modernized form, the boat journey across the River Styx of classical mythology.

685. War-time Diary

1. See ‘My Country Right or Left,’ here.

2. South and east of the Thames, often regarded as if it was an East End community, this area is well known in Cockney tradition.

3. Holborn is in the City of London; Marylebone Railway Station, a London terminus, was only 200–300 yards from where Orwell was living in Chagford Street.

4. Madame Tussaud’s Waxworks Exhibition was in Marylebone Road, a couple of hundred yards from where Orwell lived, in the opposite direction from Marylebone station.

5. Woolwich, some two to three miles east of Greenwich, where the O’Shaughnessys lived, was the location of a Royal Artillery depot, the Royal Military Academy, and the Royal Arsenal.

6. In Piccadilly Circus. The Windmill Theatre, as it proudly boasted, also ‘never closed’; it was a little to the northeast of Piccadilly Circus.

7. The Elephant and Castle, a public house, gave its name to this major working-class residential area, shopping centre, and meeting point of several important roads.

8. Stephen Spender’s flat, and the Horizon office, in Lansdowne Terrace, WC1. Orwell originally typed ‘S.S’s place’ but the first S was crossed out.

9. See Orwell’s ‘London Letter,’ Partisan Review, July-August and November-December 1941, here and here. On 22 September 1940, Churchill wrote to President Roosevelt saying that 250,000 rifles ‘are most urgently needed, as I have 250,000 trained and uniformed men [the Home Guard] into whose hands they can be put.’ If they could be made available, it would ‘enable us to take 250,000 · 303 rifles from the Home Guard and transfer them to the Regular Army, leaving the Home Guard armed with about 800,000 American rifles’ (The Second World War, II, 596; U.S.: Their Finest Hour, 672).

686. Review of World’s End by Upton Sinclair; Masks and Faces by Phyllis Bottome; An Epic of the Gestapo by Sir Paul Dukes

1. Sir Basil Zaharoff (1850–1936) was a Turkish-born international financier and arms dealer. He was knighted for his services to the British in World War I.

2. Whether or not ‘some Secret Service mission’ was involved, Sir Paul Dukes (1889–1967) had worked for British intelligence in the USSR, 1918–20.

3. He did. Mussolini wrote to Hitler on 3 January 1940 (chiefly to express his distaste for the German alliance with the USSR) that he understood it was necessary to avoid fighting on two fronts, ‘especially as Ribbentrop’s forecast about the non-intervention of Britain and France has not come off’ (Winston Churchill, The Second World War, I, 496; U.S.: The Gathering Storm 552).

687. Review of The Neuroses in War, edited by Emanuel Miller; Fear and Courage by Edward Glover

1. Air Raid Precautions.

688. Review of Barbarians and Philistines: Democracy and the Public Schools by T. C. Worsley

1. See his Culture and Anarchy (1869); e.g.: ‘Thus we have got three distinct terms, Barbarians, Philistines, Populace, to denote roughly the three great classes into which our society is divided.’

2. ‘Beachcomber’ was the pseudonym for a rather jokey column in the Daily Express. It was started by D. B. Wyndham Lewis (1891–1969) and run from 1924 by J. B. Morton (1893–1979), a fellow Roman Catholic. It was, for Orwell, a bête noire; see 287.

3. Sir Henry John Newbolt (1862–1938) was a writer of much patriotic verse (’Admirals All,’ ‘Drake’s Drum’) that schoolboys often had to learn by heart in the first half of the twentieth century. His ‘Vitäi Lampada’ (given incorrectly in this review as ‘Lampada Vitai’) includes the famous stanza beginning ‘There’s a breathless hush in the Close tonight’ and concludes with a schoolboy rallying the troops with the cricket captain’s adjuration, ‘Play up! play up! and play the game!’ (inscribed on a plaque outside Lord’s Cricket Ground). Orwell compares this poem and John Cornford’s ‘Before the Storming of Huesca’ in ‘My Country Right or Left’; see here.

689. War-time Diary

1. When the Germans first bombed London, there appeared to be no anti-aircraft defence. Sometimes a single plane could be cruising above and people could only wait anxiously, often for seemingly long periods, for a bomb to be dropped. At other times there would be a concentrated attack of incendiary bombs, high explosives, or both. After all the anti-aircraft guns available had been regrouped around London, quite unexpectedly they all opened up on the night of 10 September. Orwell is absolutely correct about the effect on morale. See also here.

2. The Orwells’ dog; see here.

690. Review of Sergeant Lamb of the Ninth by Robert Graves; The Luck of the Maclean by Constance W. Dodge; The Earthly Paradise by C. S. Forester; The Wake of the Conquered by Maurice Bethell Jones

1. Either the first lines of ‘The Wife of Bath’s Tale,’ which speak of Britain in King Arthur’s time as a ‘land fulfild of fayerye. / The elf-queene, with hir joly compaignye, / Daunced ful ofte in many a grene mede’ (Canterbury Tales, 859–61); or Troilus and Criseyde, ‘Ye knowe ek that in forme of speche is chaunge / Withinne a thousand yeer, and wordes tho / That hadden pris, now wonder nyce and straunge / Us thinketh them, and yet thei spake hem so, / And spede as wel in love as men now do …’ (Book II, 22–26).

2. Two and sixpence a day, or seventeen shillings and sixpence a week, was the initial pay for a serviceman; a week’s wages might be £3–4 for industrial workers at the time. The Index of Prices of Consumer Goods and Services (1974 = 100) was 11.1 in 1914, rising steadily to 22.6 in 1918. It had dropped to 17.4 in 1938, and by 1946 had reached 29.4. In 1984 it was 351.8.

692. To C. V. Salmon

1. C. V. Salmon was a BBC producer. He had written to Orwell on 16 September, inviting him to discuss ‘a series of talks on writers and writing which we are planning for the autumn.’

2. The first of the books in the Searchlight Books series, The Lion and the Unicorn; see here and here.

693. War-time Diary

1. A leading department store, organized as a staff partnership, which still thrives.

2. In September 1940 a British expedition, co-operating with Free French forces under General de Gaulle, made an attempt to recapture the port of Dakar, West Africa, from the Vichy government. The expedition was a failure.

694. ‘My Country Right or Left’

1. Reprinted in abridged form, in English Digest, May 1941.

2. The Titanic sank, after colliding with an iceberg, on 15 April 1912, with the loss of more than 1,500 of 2,340 passengers and crew.

3. The slogan dates from 1909, when Orwell was six.

4. On 23 August 1939, Germany and the Soviet Union signed, in the persons of Ribbentrop and Molotov, a non-aggression pact in Moscow, completely reversing the balance of relationships in Europe. A secret protocol provided for the partition of Poland between the signatories. Hitler was informed of the signing of an Anglo-Polish agreement at 4:30 P.M. on 25 August and three hours later cancelled an order given at 3:00 P.M. for his troops to invade Poland. The invasion was postponed until 1 September 1939.

5. The refrain of which is ‘Play up! play up! and play the game!’ in a poem in which war is seen as a ‘game.’ See also here.

695. Film Review

1. This was Orwell’s first film review.

696. War-time Diary

1. Unidentified.

2. See ‘Such, Such Were the Joys,’ 3409, where Orwell refers to his own bed-wetting experience.

697. Review of Quick Service by P. G. Wodehouse; Cheerfulness Breaks In by Angela Thirkell; Passenger List by Olga L. Rosmanith; Miss Hargreaves by Frank Baker; Just as I Feared by Damaris Arklow

1. Marylebone Cricket Club, at Lord’s cricket ground in the borough of Marylebone, NW London. It was founded in 1787 and was responsible until 1969 for making the laws of cricket. Orwell probably had in mind not so much the continuance of cricket in England but the entrenched caste that orders English cricket and English life. Whereas the players might be skilled professionals, the sport’s rulers typify privilege and amateurism.

2. See ‘In Defence of P. G. Wodehouse,’ 2624. Mike was published in 1909.

698. War-time Diary

1. Unidentified.

2. J. B. Priestley (1894–1984) was a prolific popular novelist, dramatist, and man of letters. During 1940 and 1941 he gave a series of weekly radio talks urging the nation to determination and unity against Hitler, so as to make the country more democratic and egalitarian.

3. David R. Margesson (1890–1965; Viscount, 1942), Conservative M.P. for Rugby, 1924–42; Government Chief Whip, 1931–40, was loyal to each prime minister he served. Under Churchill he continued as Joint Government Whip, and after six months was Secretary of State for War.

699. To Leonard Moore

1. It is not known what this proposal was.

2. This was the first of the series of Searchlight Books; see here and here.

700. To C. V. Salmon

1. Salmon wrote on 26 October and suggested meeting on 31 October at 3:30 P.M. One outcome was the draft introduction to the ‘discussion’ to be broadcast on 6 December; see here.

701. War-time Diary

1. Probably Tosco Fyvel, with whom Orwell was then working; see here.

702. Review of The Invasion from Mars by Hadley Cantril, with the assistance of Hazel Gaudet and Herta Herzog

1. Orson Welles (1915–1985) was at this time starting his highly innovative film career, highlighted by Citizen Kane (1941) and The Magnificent Ambersons (1942). In 1936 he had directed an all-black cast in the Negro People’s Theatre Macbeth; in 1937 he formed the Mercury Theatre. The Mercury players provided the cast for this broadcast. The script was written by Howard Koch (1902–1994). It was clearly stated at the outset that this ‘radio play’ was suggested by H. G. Wells’s The War of the Worlds. Koch published ‘the whole story’ in The Panic Broadcast (1970). He won an Oscar for the script of Casablanca (1942) and wrote the script for Mission to Moscow (see 2454, n. 4). As a Communist he was subpoenaed before the House Un-American Activities Committee and blacklisted by Hollywood for many years.

704. ‘The Proletarian Writer,’ Draft Introduction

1. Desmond Hawkins (1908–; OBE, 1963), novelist, literary critic, and broadcaster, did much free-lance work with the BBC’s Indian Service during the war.

2. The passage from ‘W. H. Davies was a proletarian …’ to ‘… but he isn’t a proletarian’ is crossed out.

3. ‘and capitalism’ is written in ink in the margin and marked for insertion here.

4. The passage from ‘In a Socialist state …’ to ‘… nothing to attack’ is crossed out.

5. As ‘Brittain’ in original.

707. Film Review

1. Women’s Army Auxiliary Corps, the World War I predecessor of the ATS; see here.

708. War-time Diary

1. Editor and journal not identified.

2. Hitler’s New Order for Europe—Nazism.

3. It is possible that Orwell’s animosity towards Sir Samuel Hoare (see last sentence of the paragraph) may have led him to retail H. P.’s assertion. In The Second World War, Churchill, discussing the formation of his War Cabinet, in May 1940, defends Hoare, Halifax, and Simon against charges of responsibility for shortcomings in the period leading to the war (II, 10; U.S.: Their Finest Hour, 10). Although he included the two lords in his Cabinet, he had Hoare appointed ambassador to Spain on 17 May. He later comments that ‘no one could have carried out better this wearing, delicate, and cardinal five years’ mission’ (II, 459; U.S.: Their Finest Hour, 518). For Hoare, see 562, 4.8.39, n. 5 and here.

4. Unidentified; its six hyphens may be an error for the seven of H. P.’s journal.

5. Alfred Duff Cooper, Minister of Information; see here.

6. Pierre Comert, French journalist and former diplomat, went to England after the fall of France.

7. Mrs. Wallis Simpson, by this time married to the Duke of Windsor; see here.

8. For Pierre Laval, see here.

9. Coventry was attacked during the night of 14 November 1940. The Daily Herald headlines for 16 November read ‘Midlands City Is Now Like A Bombarded French Town,’ ‘Coventry Homeless Slept by Roadside This Morning,’ ‘Not a Mortal Blow—Work will Restart.’ It reported that 500 planes were involved, that the Germans claimed 30,000 fire bombs fell in a dusk-to-dawn raid, and that the Ministry of Home Security said there were a thousand casualties (War Papers, 1989). 2194 Days of War states that 449 German planes carried out ‘carpet bombing’ of the centre of Coventry, destroying many historic buildings, including the fourteenth-century cathedral. There were 550 dead and many more wounded; 21 factories were destroyed, but the city’s productive capacity was not seriously affected. It concludes: ‘After this the Germans coin the word Coventrisieren meaning “annihilate, raze to the ground”’ (78–79). Churchill gives a figure of 400 killed and many more seriously injured and adds, ‘The German radio proclaimed that our other cities would be similarly “Coventrated’” (The Second World War, II, 332; U.S.: Their Finest Hour, 377). For variations in claims and actuality, here. See also Tom Harrisson, Living Through the Blitz (1976), especially chap. VI, ‘Coventration.’

712. Review of Allenby, a Study in Greatness by General Sir Archibald Wavell, K.C.B., C.M.G., M.C.

1. Archibald Percival Wavell (1883–1950), later Field Marshal and first Earl Wavell, was strikingly successful in the December 1940–February 1941 campaign in North Africa against greatly superior numbers of Italians, and for the first five months of 1941 in East Africa. He was unsuccessful in Greece, Crete, and against the German forces under Rommel in North Africa later that year. In 1942 Singapore, Malaya, and Burma were lost by forces under his command. He was replaced in June 1943 and made viceroy of India. He took an interest in poetry, and his anthology Other Men’s Flowers (1944) was reviewed by Orwell; see 2433.

2. In the first, pamphlet, edition of Auden’s Spain (1937), these lines appear as:

History to the defeated

May say Alas but cannot help nor pardon.

In Another Time, June 1940, as:

History to the defeated

May say Alas but cannot help or pardon.

Auden did not include ‘Spain’ in his Collected Shorter Poems, 1927–1957 (1966), but he referred to these lines (quoted as ‘History to the defeated / may say alas but cannot help nor pardon’) as shameful: ‘To say this is to equate goodness with success. It would have been bad enough if I had ever held this wicked doctrine, but that I should have stated it simply because it sounded to me rhetorically effective is quite inexcusable.’ See also here.

713. War-time Diary

1. See here.

2. See here.

714. To Leonard Moore

1. Presumably obituaries, following his death at Dunkirk; see here.

2. The Lion and the Unicorn.

3. ‘The Proletarian Writer,’ 6 December 1940; see here for printed script.

715. ‘The Proletarian Writer’

1. For broadcasting convenience, parts of the discussion were spoken by a participant whether or not he had generated the ideas initially.

2. Britton’s name is spelt ‘Brittain’ in The Listener.

3. But see Songs and Slang of the British Soldier, 1914:1918, edited by John Brophy and Eric Partridge (1930; revised edition, also 1930). This includes words to bugle calls, chants and sayings (often with the ‘unprintable’ represented by dashes).

717. Nevil Shute Norway to Orwell

1. Nevil Shute Norway (1899–1961), an aeronautical engineer, was at the time serving in the Royal Navy. He gave an account of his life to 1938 in Slide Rule. In 1945 he emigrated to Australia, partly to avoid high taxation, partly because of the malaise he saw afflicting the British spirit. Among the best-known books are A Town Like Alice (1950; U.S.: The Legacy, 1950); Requiem for a Wren (1955; U.S.: The Breaking Wave, 1955), and On the Beach (1957).

718. Review of Wrong Foot Foremost by L. A. G. Strong; From Pillar to Post by Gunby Hadath; Tommy Hawke at School by Michael Patrick; Going Gangster by M. E. Atkinson; The New Carthaginians by Doris Twinn; Phantom Patrol by A. R. Channel; Family Afloat by Aubrey de Selincourt; Caravan Island by E. H. Young

1. This was one of a number of reviews in Time and Tide’s Christmas Supplement, in a section devoted to books for children. This review is closed off by a rule, below which is a whimsical six-line verse ‘reviewing’ Robin England’s Whimsical Wendy. The verse is followed by ‘Which is another way of saying that any child of 5–8 will get pleasure from Wendy’s simple adventures.’ It has been suggested by Gillian Fenwick (who is preparing a bibliography of Orwell’s work) that this is by Orwell, but the deliberate separation from the review suggests otherwise; it is no more than a page-filler.

720. War-time Diary

1. See the reference in ‘My Country Right or Left’ to people being mildly shocked by ridiculing royalty, here.

721. Review of Armies of Freemen by Tom Wintringham

1. Henry (Tom) Wintringham (1898–1949) served in the Royal Flying Corps in World War 1, edited Left Review, 1934–36, went to Spain in 1936 as a war correspondent and commanded the British Battalion of the International Brigade near Madrid in 1937. He was a founder member of the British Communist Party, to which he belonged for seventeen years, but left after serving in Spain. He wrote on weapons, tactics, and new methods of warfare, and was a founder of Osterley Park Training Centre for the Home Guard, which he ran with Hugh Slater (see here). See also here and, for Orwell’s account of a conversation with him, 1106.

2. By Tom Wintringham (Penguin Special No. 75, 1940).

3. George Alfred Henty (1832–1902) was the author of more than a hundred books for boys, well written, but highly conservative. They tend to be imperialist (for example, With Wolfe in Canada, or the Winning of a Continent), but are not restricted to the British Empire (for example, For the Temple: A Tale of the Fall of Jerusalem and With Lee in Virginia: A Story of the American Civil War).

722. Film Reviews

1. See here.

723. To Leonard Moore

1. Not traced, but presumably the letter of 12 December referred to in here.

2. Allen Lane, publisher of Penguin Books, was at this time also director of The Bodley Head. See 506, n. 1.

724. To Penguin Books

1. Penguin Books brought out an edition of Down and Out in Paris and London on 18 December 1940; 55,000 copies were printed. Assuming all were sold, after paying agent’s commission, Orwell would have received about £120.

725. The Home Guard and You: George Orwell puts a personal question to “make believe democrats”—and real ones

1. In German, S.A. stands for Sturmabteilung, the Nazi storm troopers. Orwell certainly regarded Blimpish officers with little favour, but this seems a little exaggerated; see, however, here. Possibly, and ironically, Orwell also had in mind the Salvation Army.

2. See David Fernbach, ‘A New Look at Dad’s Army,’ The New Statesman, 24 October 1980. This makes plain the Labour Party’s weak support for Wintringham and the Communist Party’s attempt ‘to sabotage the defence effort until Hitler invaded Russia in June 1941.’

726. Review of The Spanish Dilemma by E. Allison Peers; A Key to Victory: Spain by Charles Duff

1. Dr. Juan Negrín was Socialist Prime Minister of Spain during the civil war; see 560, 2.8.39, n. 3. Ramón Serrano Súñer (1901–) was a pro-German Falangist; on 18 October 1940 Hitler expressed to him his impatience at Spain’s failure to join the war. For Julián Zugazagoitia, see 470, n. 2.

Appendix 1: 729A Domestic Diary

1. Originally ‘broken up.’

2. 21° frost equals 11°F. The weather was so cold that the Thames froze for the first time since 1888.

1. Orwell wrote this date as 1.3.40.

2. Orwell originally placed ‘leeks’ between ‘radishes’ and ‘clarkia,’ but marked his diary to show their position as printed here.

731. Lecture Notes for Instructing the Home Guard

1. Hugh (Humphrey) Slater (1905–1958) was a painter, author, and ex-Communist who was involved in anti-Nazi politics in Berlin in the early thirties, went to Spain as a political journalist and fought for the Republicans, 1936–38, becoming Chief of Operations in the International Brigade. He helped Tom Wintringham found Osterley Park Training Centre for the Home Guard in 1940. His manual Home Guard for Victory! An Essay on Strategy, Tactics and Training, with thirty-two illustrations, was published by Gollancz in 1941 and reviewed by Orwell in Horizon; see here. Later in 1941, Slater published his War into Europe: Attack in Depth, with twenty-five diagrams; the diagrams referred to by Orwell have not survived. He edited Polemic, 1945–47, to which Orwell contributed.

2. Belchite lies 45km south-west of Saragossa; see Thomas, 725–27.

3. ‘But more deadly … in front’ ] Orwell’s handwritten insertion. ’MC.’ means machine-gun.

4. ‘Splash of black paint’ ] Orwell’s handwritten insertion.

732. Lecture Notes for Instructing the Home Guard

1. Home Guard Training Information.

2. ‘Fire fighting equipment’ was typed after ‘(Ask range),’ then crossed out.

3. ‘Fire positions’ originally preceded by ‘After making fire positions,’ but this was crossed out.

4. Small Arms Ammunition.

5. Possibly ‘Other’ was intended.

733. Lecture Notes for Instructing the Home Guard

1. The Northover Projector was little more than a length of piping adapted to fire hand grenades. It was only for use by the Home Guard. Among its limitations was its sighting device. This could too easily be screwed down into the barrel, so obstructing the path of the grenade, with fatal results for the operator (information from National Army Museum).

734. Lecture Notes for Instructing the Home Guard

1. ‘No. 7’ is written in; see ‘Siting,’ below.

2. Presumably should be ‘taken.’

3. Presumably Home Guard for Victory! (1941); see here.

736. Lecture Notes for Instructing the Home Guard

1. barrel ] manuscript insertion

2. with the socket fitting over his thigh ] manuscript insertion

3. it ] manuscript insertion

737. ‘Our Opportunity’

1. Fortifications built in 1927–36 along France’s eastern frontier and named after André Maginot (1877–1932), Minister of War. The line faced the German Siegfried Line. Because it did not extend along the Franco-Belgian border, the Maginot Line was easily turned when the Germans invaded France via Belgium in 1940.

2. Evacuation of 338,000 British and Allied servicemen from Dunkirk, 26 May–4 June 1940; and the fall of France, the German armistice terms being accepted on 22 June.

3. Sidi Barrani, Egypt, some 250 miles west of Alexandria, was taken by the 4th Indian Division, the 4th Armoured Brigade, and the 7th Armoured Division on 10 December 1940 in General Wavell’s advance to Benghazi, Libya, which fell in early February. Instead of being allowed to continue to Tripoli, on 12 February Wavell was instructed by the War Cabinet to leave only a small holding force in Libya and to send as many troops as possible to Greece. For the result of this decision, here.

4. D. R. Margesson, see here.

5. The Betrayal of the Left has here this footnote: ‘I feel bound to dissociate myself from the words “in the Nazi interest”, unless the word “objectively” is understood, as no doubt the author intends.—Editor [Victor Gollancz].’

6. The Vichy government (1940–44) led by Pétain; see here.

7. The Treaty of Brest-Litovsk was concluded separately by Russia and the Central Powers in 1918, bringing to an end the war on the Eastern Front. Amongst its provisions, Russia recognised Poland, Estonia, Latvia, and Lithuania. The treaty was declared void by the general peace agreement that concluded World War I.

8. ‘Priestley … has been shoved off the air’ is omitted from The Betrayal of the Left; see here, where his broadcasts are described as ‘by implication Socialist propaganda,’ and here and here.

9. Both organised a training centre for the Home Guard; see here and here.

10. See here.

11. ‘Fractions’ also in The Betrayal of the Left; ‘factions’ might have been intended (as at see here) but Orwell does use ‘fractions’ elsewhere; see 2441, n. 4 and Vol XIX, 110, line 17, and 296, line 25.

12. ‘1793’: the revolutionary government established in the second half of that year, an important element of which was the Committee of Public Safety (under Robespierre from 27 July 1793); one outcome was the Reign of Terror, which began in October 1793. ‘Communards in 1871’: a popular revolutionary government proclaimed on 18 March 1871 in Paris in opposition to the National Assembly; it was crushed with heavy loss of life, 21–28 May 1871; see Orwell’s review of The Friends of the People, here. ‘Madrid … 1936’: the opposition to the rising in Madrid led by General Fanjul, 19–20 July 1936, organised by the CNT (Anarcho-Syndicalist Trades Union) and the UGT (Socialist Trade Union); see Hugh Thomas, The Spanish Civil War, 243–47.

738. War-time Diary

1. For Orwell’s review, published in December 1940, see here. General Wavell’s forces broke through the Italian lines under General Graziani at Sidi Barrani on 9 December 1940. In the March issue of Horizon, the Editorial Comment concluded with this paragraph: ‘To the Spectator, and the many Horizon readers who have objected to Orwell’s review of Wavell’s Allenby, the Editor would like to point out that the review was written in the early summer, at a time when, after France, the title of general was unreassuring, and when Orwell had no inkling that the biographer of Allenby was to prove greater than his subject. It was several months before space could be found for it, and Mr. Orwell states that he was mistaken about General Wavell, and is glad he was mistaken, sorry to have made the mistake’ (162). For correspondence in The Spectator occasioned by this review, see Orwell’s letter in reply, here.

2. See here, 22.1.41.

740. London Letter, 3 January 1941

1. Clement Greenberg (1909–1994), associate editor of Partisan Review, who had invited Orwell to contribute, had written ‘An American View’ of the progress of the war for Horizon, September 1940. An editorial comment in that issue, though almost certainly written by Cyril Connolly, shows Orwell’s influence. From 1945 to 1947, Greenberg edited Contemporary Jewish Record (afterwards, Commentary), to which Orwell contributed three articles.

2. British Union of Fascists.

3. The Reverend Hugh Richard Lowrie (‘Dick’) Sheppard (1880–1937) was a prominent pacifist. A man of great integrity and charisma, he served as a chaplain in France in 1914 and then as Vicar of St Martin-in-the-Fields, 1914–27, and Dean of Canterbury, 1929–31. He was a chaplain to the King from 1935. In October 1934 he set in train a movement that led to the foundation of the Peace Pledge Union.

4. See here. In his broadcasts to Britain Lord Haw-Haw endeavoured to spread fear by forecasting which cities would be bombed, but his frequent inaccuracies (notably the reported sinking of HMS Ark Royal) led to his being treated as a joke, especially by music-hall comedians.

5. See here. Wintringham’s ideas were given space in Edward Hulton’s Picture Post and in a weekly column in the Daily Mirror. Hulton had financed the Home Guard school founded by Wintringham and others. Though there was much resistance from the War Office, which attempted to close the school, Wintringham’s ideas and energy were such that, after Dunkirk, the War Office was forced to take it over, with Wintringham still in charge. A useful account of Wintringham and what he achieved is ‘A New Look at Dad’s Army,’ by David Fernbach, The New Statesman, 24 October 1980. A letter from John Hay to Orwell of 16 January 1941 said that a similar school at Hurlingham, which he had commanded until December 1940, had also been financed by Hulton and had cost him £120 a month. Hay too had had nothing but discouragement from official sources. One of Wintringham’s articles in Picture Post, ‘The Home Guard Can Fight,’ 21 September 1940, is in the Penguin anthology Picture Post, 1938–1950, edited by Tom Hopkinson (1970, 79–87). This illustrates some of the methods taught at Osterley and includes pictures of six of those who ran the school, including Wintringham, Slater, and Roland Penrose (in charge of camouflage). For this period, see Tom Harrisson’s Living Through the Blitz (1976).

741. Review of Darkness at Noon by Arthur Koestler; Never Come Back by John Mair; Alf’s New Button by W. A. Darlington

1. See here.

2. ‘a tale of the imprisonment … Old Bolsheviks,’ ‘The events in it follow … shot in the back of the neck,’ and ‘Brilliant as this book is … inner knowledge of totalitarian methods’ were quoted, with excerpts from four other reviews, to publicise Darkness at Noon on the dustjacket of the second impression.

3. The extension of a line (in the case of parallel lines, to infinity).

742. Drama Reviews

1. Orwell must mean ‘never acted in Shakespeare’s lifetime.’ Though relatively infrequently performed, an adaptation was produced in 1678 and the first known complete production was given in 1761. In the twentieth century, up to 1941, it was presented professionally in England in 1904, 1922, 1928, and 1935 (with music by Benjamin Britten).

2. First performed in 1928.

743. ‘Don’t Let Colonel Blimp Ruin the Home Guard’

1. The title Local Defence Volunteers (LDV) was used from May to July 1940; the force was called the Home Guard from July 1940 until it was stood down in December 1945.

2. A surviving letter congratulates Orwell on his ‘fine article.’ It was from A. Schuman, who had enlisted in 1914 and served as an NCO. However, he had resigned from W Platoon of 11 (Whetstone) Company (North London), a Home Guard unit, because he objected to being given notice that ‘Sunday morning Parades, most of which were spent as Mr Orwell outlines, were to be considered compulsory.’

744. Drama Review

1. The Unity Theatre Club specialised in left-wing productions. These had included Waiting for Lefty by Clifford Odets; the ‘Living Newspaper’ Busmen (1938), initially scripted by John Allen, on the subject of the London bus strike, in association with a taxi-driver, Herbert Hodge, and Montagu Slater, a leading left-wing writer; and Sean O’Casey’s communist play, The Star Turns Red (1940). The satirical pantomine Orwell refers to was Babes in the Wood (1938–39), which had 162 performances.

747. Review of Jules Verne: A Biography by Kenneth Allott

1. The English versions of Verne’s novel have translated ‘Tour’ as ‘Around’ (1874 among others) and as ‘Round’ (1879 and others). Two English dramatisations were published in 1875; that by A. D’Ennery and Jules Verne used ‘Around’; that by F. Lyster, ‘Round.’

2. A Journey to the Centre of the Earth has also been published as A Voyage to the Centre of the Earth. The Tartarin de Tarascon trilogy, by Alphonse Daudet (1840–1897), was published in 1872, 1885, and 1890.

749. War-time Diary

1. Unidentified.

2. The People’s Convention was organised in January 1941 by the Communists, ostensibly to fight for public rights, higher wages, better air-raid precautions, and friendship with the USSR, but some historians have said its true purpose was to agitate against the war effort. In July 1941, after Russia’s entry into the war, it immediately called for a second front. By 1942 its active work had ceased.

3. The Very Reverend Hewlett Johnson (1874–1966), Dean of Canterbury, 1931–63, became known as ‘the Red Dean’ for his pro-Russian sympathies. Among the books he wrote were The Socialist Sixth of the World, Soviet Strength, and Christians and Communism. See also 913, n. 4.

4. See Homage to Catalonia, CW, VI, 181.

5. See here.

6. Tobruk fell to the British on 22 January 1941. It was retaken, on 21 June 1942, by German forces under General Erwin Rommel (1891–1944), the brilliant commander of the Afrika Korps, 1941–43, and in northern France at the time of the Allied landings in 1944.

7. Suppression lasted from 22 January 1941 to 6 September 1942.

750. Review of The Beauty of the Dead by H. E. Bates; Welsh Short Stories selected by Glyn Jones; The Parents Left Alone by T. O. Beachcroft; The Battlers by Kylie Tennant

1. ‘A Slip Under the Microscope’ was adapted by Orwell as a radio play, 6 October 1943; see 2297.

2. On 1 February 1941, The New Statesman and Nation published a letter from V. S. Pritchett (see 1835, n. 1), which commented on Orwell’s remarks about the short story: ‘Sir—I have read with astonishment certain remarks about the English short story which are made by Mr. George Orwell in your issue of January 25th. What exactly Mr. George Orwell means when he speaks of “plot” and “story” is hard to know, for the story of Mr. H. E. Bates which he declares to be without “plot” is evidently bursting with it; and among the list of first-class stories which he gives, those of D. H. Lawrence and Joyce are flagrant examples of that poetic evocation of “atmosphere” and “character” which Mr. Orwell declares to be the bane of the modern short story. There is evidently an indignation meeting going on in Mr. Orwell’s mind without much certainty what the indignation is all about. His readings of The Gem and The Magnet seem to have confused his mind. Isn’t he saying merely that he only likes action stories? When he says a story must have “plot” does he mean “situation,” and when he says “story” does he mean “narrative”? Surely character and atmosphere, the isolation of moments, are especially suited to the short-story writer, and in emancipating himself from the mechanical tricks and formulae to which so short a form inevitably lends itself, the modern writer has been both refreshing and original.’ By 1941 Pritchett had had several novels published and was an acknowledged short-story writer; The Spanish Virgin and Other Stories was published in 1932; Make Your Own Life in 1938. He served as a literary critic for The New Statesman and Nation for twenty years and was its Director, 1946–78. For Orwell’s response, here; here, concerning a 1941 broadcast discussion with Pritchett and Desmond Hawkins, ‘What’s Wrong with the Modern Short Story.’

3. The original has ‘about,’ and, in the next sentence, ‘to and from.’

752. War-time Diary

1. A Communist newsletter for private subscribers edited by Claud Cockburn; see 519, n. 3.

2. This conversation must have been overheard shortly after 5 January 1941, when Bardia fell, to which the unidentified Mrs. J. referred on the next day. The fall of Tobruk was not complete until 22 January, when the Italian garrison surrendered. Some 30,000 prisoners were taken (as compared to 40–45,000 at Bardia), for the loss of some 1,000 British and Allied killed and wounded. Mrs. J.’s confidence was not, therefore, quite as misplaced as later events proved. That The New Statesman allocated only two lines to the fall of Tobruk was partly a result of this being last-minute (and premature) news.

753. ‘Fascism and Democracy’

1. The June Purge, or Night of the Long Knives, led to the execution, without trial, of Hitler’s close friend Ernst Röhm (head of the SA, the Brownshirts) and seventy-seven leading Nazis plus many others, prompted initially by Göring and Himmler, later by Hitler, in June 1934. The intention was to cut the increasing power of the SA and win the support of the army.

2. This series of show trials of those supposedly associated with Leon Trotsky and opposed to Stalin took place from August 1936 to March 1938. The elimination, by execution or through long terms of imprisonment, of prominent participants of the Russian Revolution in its early years was the public face of a purge that resulted in millions of alleged ‘enemies of the people’ being sent to prison camps.

3. The Left News printed ‘Von Rath.’ Ernst vom Rath, Third Secretary at the Germany Embassy in Paris, was shot on 7 November 1938 by Herschel Grynszpan, seventeen-year-old son of a Polish Jew forced out of Germany, and died two days later. Supposedly spontaneous protests—actually prompted by secret instructions to Nazi Party branches—spread rapidly throughout Germany and Austria. The violent destruction involved smashing windows of Jewish houses and shops; the night of the worst attacks became known as ‘Kristallnacht,’ ‘Night of Broken Glass.’ In addition to wrecking shops, houses, schools, and synagogues, some 100 Jews were murdered, more than 30,000 taken into custody, many being sent to Sachsenhausen concentration camp, and there were many rapes and suicides. On Remembrance Day 1938 (11 November), a Times leader said, ‘No foreign propagandist bent upon blackening Germany before the world could outdo the tale of burnings and beatings, of blackguardly assaults upon defenceless and innocent people, which disgraced that country yesterday.’ Grynszpan was imprisoned but survived the war. He was handed over to U.S. forces at Magdeburg on 30 July 1945 and disappeared. His father, who was German, had him declared officially dead on 1 June 1960. The incident is memorialised in Sir Michael Tippett’s oratorio A Child of Our Time (1941). See also Orwell’s review of No Such Liberty, 855.

4. The Left News has ‘the opinions they do.’ In The Betrayal of the Left, ‘pro-Hitler opinions’ is followed by a footnote reference to an editorial note; see here.

5. Fascism originated in 1919 in Italy. Although united by hatred of liberalism, by anti-Communism, and by nationalism, it had no single theoretical position. It was to some degree a reflection of national characteristics in the countries in which it developed. Orwell here suggests that Austrian Fascism was less virulent than German Fascism (Nazism).

6. The annual Eton versus Harrow cricket match, played at Lords, was at that time a major event in the social calendar. In 1940, 11 July fell on a Thursday, the first day of the then three-day match; it was thus that year Orwell had in mind. See 556, 16.7.39, n. 3.

7. ‘Naturally the people … In England they could’] is as it was in The Betrayal of the Left; The Left News has ‘Naturally they could.’

8. As in The Betrayal of the Left; The Left News has ‘following here.’

9. Publishers of Communist books and works of similar persuasion; see 216, n. 3. Their contribution to the year 1984 was Inside the Myth. Orwell: Views from the Left, edited by Christopher Norris, described by Timothy Garton Ash in his review in the Times Literary Supplement, 8 February 1985, as ‘a whole vineyard of sour grapes’ (147).

754. Drama Reviews

1. Billy Merson (1881–1947), music-hall and revue performer, composed and sang, with great success, ‘The Spaniard that Blighted my Life’ just before World War I.

2. First presented in 1917.

757. To C. V. Salmon

1. Salmon’s letter has not been traced.

758. War-time Diary

1. Robert Vansittart (1881–1957; Kt., 1929; Baron Vansittart of Denham, 1941), diplomat and writer, Permanent Under-Secretary of State for Foreign Affairs, 1930–38, chief diplomatic adviser to the Foreign Secretary, 1938–41, was well known before and during the early part of the war for his outspoken criticism of Germany and the Germans. The pamphlet referred to here was Black Record: Germans Past and Present (1941).

759. Film Review

1. It was made from the 1938 play of the same name by Esther McCracken (1902–1971) and directed by Anthony Asquith (1902–1968).

760. War-time Diary

1. Arthur Koestler (1905–1983), novelist and essayist born in Budapest, joined the Communist Party in 1931 (from which he withdrew in the late 1930s) and spent a year in the USSR. He worked as a reporter during the Spanish civil war, was captured and condemned to death; he escaped when included in an exchange of prisoners. He was interned in France in 1940 and imprisoned by the British as an alien. Spanish Testament (1937) describes his experiences in Spain, and Scum of the Earth (1941; his first book written in English) his later experiences. Orwell reviewed his Darkness at Noon in 1941; see here), and they became close friends. See Orwell’s ‘Arthur Koestler,’ written in 1944 and included in Critical Essays (1946), 2548; Arthur and Cynthia Koestler, Stranger on the Square, edited by Harold Harris (1984); and Living with Koestler, Mamaine Koestler’s Letters 1945–51, edited by Celia Goodman (1985).

2. The Pioneer Corps was the equivalent of the Construction Battalions in the United States Navy. It was in part recruited from those whom the authorities deemed to be politically uncertain—though frequently they were Jewish refugees from Germany and elsewhere who had the strongest grounds for opposing the Nazis. Later some such Pioneers were transferred to more dangerous and politically sensitive units, where their special knowledge and intelligence could be put to more useful service.

3. William Edmund Ironside, first Baron of Archangel and Ironside (1880–1959), had been commander of Allied forces sent to fight the Bolsheviks at Archangel in 1918. He was later Chief of the Imperial General Staff, 1939–40, and head of Home Defence forces, May–July 1940. He was promoted a field marshal before he retired in 1940.

761. Review of Home Guard for Victory! by Hugh Slater

1. Orwell also reviewed this book in Horizon; see here.

762. Film Reviews

1. General Post Office, but here standing for the GPO Film Unit, developed from the Empire Film Marketing Board under John Grierson, ‘father’ of British documentary films. The unit, later the Crown Film Unit, was closed down by Churchill in January 1952. The Heart of Britain, directed by Humphrey Jennings, edited by Stewart McAllister, was the first of a group of films described by Elizabeth Sussex, in her less-than-sycophantic study The Rise and Fall of British Documentary (1975), as bringing ‘a new inspiration to British documentary.’

2. The Ministry of Information, housed in the Senate House of the University of London, became the setting for Minitrue in Nineteen Eighty-Four.

3. A letter signed ‘Southerner’ was published in Time and Tide on 1 March 1941 and made this comment on Orwell’s remarks about ‘that dreadful B.B.C. voice’: ‘This pronouncement causes one to wonder whom Mr Orwell would choose as an exponent of English as it should be spoken. Is there such a thing as “the King’s English”, and would Mr Orwell consider that either the King, the Prime Minister or Mr John Gielgud speaks it? If so, to what degree does this speech differ from that of Messrs Alvar Liddell or Bruce Belfrage? Criticism of the voices of B.B.C. speakers obviously delights a great many people, but it puzzles others. Perhaps Mr Orwell would elaborate his criticism a little: as it stands it seems rather like inverted snobbery.’ (Liddell and Belfrage were well-known BBC newsreaders.)

763. The Lion and the Unicorn: Socialism and the English Genius


1. See here.

fn1 For example:

I don’t want to join the bloody Army,

I don’t want to go unto the war;

I want no more to roam,

I’d rather stay at home

Living on the earnings of a whore.

But it was not in that spirit that they fought [Orwell’s footnote].

2. Orwell is not quite correct. He overlooks, for example, ‘A Ballad of Waterloo’ by Thomas Hood (1799–1845), a poem sardonic in words and illustration. Byron wrote a notable, and anthologized, poem, ‘The Eve of Waterloo.’

3. Orwell is indirectly referring to the poem by Charles Wolfe (1791–1823). ‘The Burial of Sir John Moore after Corunna,’ much anthologized and often set, in the first decades of the twentieth century, for schoolboys to learn.

fn2 It is true that they aided them to a certain extent with money. Still, the sums raised for the various aid-Spain funds would not equal five per cent of the turnover of the Football Pools during the same period [Orwell’s footnote].

4. William Richard Morris, (1877–1963; Viscount Nuffield) was largely responsible for the establishment of an automobile-manufacturing industry in Cowley, Oxford, following the success of his Morris-Oxford car in 1913. He devoted much of his wealth to philanthropic purposes.

5. Baron Montagu Norman (1871–1950) was Governor of the Bank of England, 1920–44. He was decorated for service in the Boer War. For Orwell’s grouping of him with those who supported Fascism, see ‘Looking Back on the Spanish War,’ 1421.

6. Anthony Eden (see 554, n. 6) was then Secretary of State for War in Churchill’s War Cabinet. The Local Defence Volunteers became the Home Guard.

7. For Pierre Laval, here. Vidkun Quisling (1887–1945), Norwegian Fascist who led the puppet government of Norway under the Germans, was executed for treason. His name has been applied generally to collaborators.

8. Half of the extracts abstracted by Orwell for his Diary of Events Leading Up to the War were taken from the Daily Telegraph.

9. Lord Halifax (1881–1959), Edward Frederick Lindley Wood (Lord Irwin, 1925; 3rd Viscount Halifax, 1934; Earl of Halifax, 1944), was a Conservative politician; Viceroy of India, 1926–31; Foreign Secretary, 1938–40. The Labour Party wanted him to succeed Chamberlain as prime minister in 1940; on Churchill’s appointment he served as Ambassador to the United States, 1941–46.

10. Stanley Baldwin (see 562, 6. 8. 39, n. 3), thrice prime minister, was blamed for Britain’s failure to prepare for war. The passage ‘one could not … stuffed shirt’ was omitted from the version in Horizon.

11. Fashionable ‘society’ magazines; The Tatler was founded in 1901 and amalgamated with The Bystander (founded 1903) in November 1940.

12. ‘because … repetition of the last’ was omitted from Horizon.

13. ‘Air Force’ is capitalized, perhaps by a sub-editor or compositor, and Horizon has ‘Regular Army.’ The distinction may have been made by Orwell, however.

14. John Simon (see 562, 6. 8. 39, n. 3), Chancellor of the Exchequer, 1937–40, was a supporter of Neville Chamberlain. Samuel Hoare, a close associate of Chamberlain, served in several Conservative-led administrations; see 562, 4. 8. 39, n. 5. For Neville Chamberlain, see 469, n. 2.

15. John Nicholson (1821–1857), soldier and administrator, played an important role in the Indian Mutiny, 1857. He effected the Relief of Delhi but was mortally wounded after leading an assault on the Kashmir Gate.

16. ‘Lawrence of Arabia’ (1888–1935) led the Arab Revolt against the Turks, 1916–18; see his Seven Pillars of Wisdom (1926).

17. Founded by Edward Hulton, 1 October 1938, it ran until 1 June 1957. Its marriage of illustrations, captions, and text, coupled with its social and political concerns, especially in its early days, showed how effectively popular interest could be aroused.

18. Hermann Göring (1893–1946), then head of the German air force and the Four Year Plan, said in a broadcast in 1936: ‘Guns will make us powerful; butter will only make us fat.’

19. For Max Aitken, 1st Baron Beaverbrook, here and 556, 16. 7.39, n. 2.

20. For Lord Rothermere, see 469, n. 3.

21. For Ian Hay, here; Hilaire Belloc, 214, n. 1, 333, n. 1. André Maurois (1885–1967) was a French writer popular in English translation. His Ariel, or the Life of Shelley was one of the earliest Penguin non-fiction books. Among his other works were Aspects of Biography and A History of England. Charles Bruce Bairnsfather (1888–1959), cartoonist, was the creator of Old Bill, an indomitable Cockney soldier of World War I. His most famous cartoon, showing two soldiers in a shell-hole during a heavy barrage, with the caption ‘Well, if you knows of a better ’ole, go to it,’ was published in The Bystander, 24 November 1915. From 1942 to 1944 he was an official cartoonist for the United States Army in Europe.

22. Ernest Bevin (1881–1951), trade union leader, was instrumental in the amalgamation of fourteen unions to form the Transport and General Workers’ Union in 1922. He grasped the need for popular communication—hence his role in converting the Daily Herald from a Labour Party mouthpiece to a reasonably effective and successful popular newspaper. He was vigorously opposed to pacifism and early recognised the dangers of Nazism. A member of the War Cabinet from October 1940, he served as Minister of Labour and National Service, 1940–45, and Foreign Minister, 1945–50. Much credit for the establishment of NATO falls to him. He steadfastly refused honours.

23. The last two lines of W. H. Auden’s ‘Spain,’ 1937. Orwell quoted it incorrectly: ‘history to the defeated / May say Alas! but cannot alter or pardon.’ See here.

24. The phrase ‘the Fifth Column’ has a closer, more specific significance for Orwell than it has now in its generalised, uncapitalised use. General Emilio Mola (1887–1937), commander of Franco’s northern army, said, in a broadcast in 1936, that whilst four columns of Franco’s Nationalists were advancing on Madrid, there was within the city a Fifth Column working secretly to undermine its defences. For a note on his nightly broadcasts, see Thomas. 283–84.

25. British Union of Fascists (Blackshirts).

26. For Picture Post see n. 17. Cavalcade here is a news magazine, first published in February 1936. The Evening Standard, first published in 1827, is the sole surviving London evening newspaper.

27. Horatio Bottomley politician, entrepreneur, and swindler; see 278, n. 5 and here.

28. Herbert Morrison (1888–1965; Baron Morrison of Lambeth), Labour M.P. from 1923, was leader of the London County Council, 1933–40; Home Secretary and Minister of Home Security, 1940–45. He joined the War Cabinet in 1942. He was Leader of the House of Commons and Deputy Prime Minister in Attlee’s two administrations, 1945–51. See also 1064, n. 4.

29. See here, here and here, and here.

30. The 5th Duke of Westminster (1910–1979), in contrast to the propertyless sleepers on the Embankment benches, owned a very valuable portion of London. He served in the Royal Artillery, 1939–45.

31. Unser Kampf by Sir Richard Acland was a Penguin Special published in February 1940. For Acland and the Common Wealth Party, here. A Hundred Million Allies—If We Choose has not been traced.

fn1 Written before the outbreak of the war in Greece [Orwell’s note].32

32. The Italians had invaded on 28 October 1940 but had been ignominiously driven back by the Greeks. See here and here and here.

fn2 It is interesting to notice that Mr. Kennedy, U.S.A. Ambassador in London, remarked on his return to New York in October, 1940, that as a result of the war, “democracy is finished”. By “democracy”, of course, he meant private capitalism [Orwell’s footnote].

33. A member of the Schutzstaffel, an elite Nazi guard detachment, which included the Waffen SS and the Death’s Head units, and which had a thoroughly evil reputation; the latter provided guards for death and concentration camps.

34. See here, here, and here.

35. Last three lines of Shakespeare’s King John. Orwell has ‘Come the four corners of the world’—a common error. Shakespeare, taking England to be one corner, correctly has ‘three corners,’ as given in this edition.

36. A wartime tax designed to limit profiteering.

37. The term derives from a public house where, long ago, beer was sold at four old pence a quart (less than one new penny a pint).

38. As so often, Orwell’s longer works, in print and typescript, conclude with THE END (and see here). This was not a mere printer’s or publisher’s convention; indeed, though the typescript of Animal Farm concluded with THE END, it was, until the Complete Works edition, omitted by English and U.S. publishers, and hence from translations.


765. Review of England is my Village by John Llewelyn Rhys; The Family by Nina Fedorova; Walk Like a Mortal by Dan Wickenden; Delilah Upside Down by Bruce Marshall

1. Following Orwell’s book review in The New Statesman and Nation, 25 January 1941, V. S. Pritchett wrote in protest (see here). However, this does not amount to Orwell’s being ‘much harried,’ and Pritchett did not mention Joyce’s short story ‘Grace.’ Orwell is here referring to an essay in The New Statesman and Nation, 15 February 1941, which Pritchett opens by saying: ‘Some heckling of short-story writers by Mr. George Orwell the other week made me look up Joyce’s ‘The Dead’ …. ‘He agrees with Orwell about ‘The Dead’ but concentrates his remarks on ‘Grace,’ dismissing the other stories in Dubliners as ‘awkward, provincial and often feeble.’ The essay is a sensitive, intelligent analysis of the process of imaginative writing—hardly ‘harrying.’ The only reference to Orwell that could possibly be considered adverse (Pritchett twice expresses agreement with him) is in the statement in which Pritchett analyses Joyce’s treatment of Edwardian vulgarity in Dublin: ‘It was not clear from Mr. Orwell’s remarks whether he simply preferred stories of action or whether, when he complained about the lack of plot in modern stories, he really meant lack of subject and situation.’

2. Katherine Mansfield (Kathleen Beauchamp; 1888–1923), author, born in New Zealand, married John Middleton Murry (see 95) in 1918. She suffered from tuberculosis for the last five years of her life, which she spent mostly in Europe. She was an outstanding exponent of the art of short-story writing; among collections published are In a German Pension (1911), Bliss (1920), The Garden-Party (1922), The Dove’s Nest (1923), and Something Childish (1924). A collection of her poems was published in 1923.

3. The first flight, on 17 December 1903, lasted twelve seconds.

766. Film Reviews

1. The Athenia was the first passenger ship to be sunk by a German submarine, the U-30, in World War II, on 3 September 1939 (the day war was declared). This was, in fact, contrary to Hitler’s orders; he had intended to follow the Hague Convention prohibitions concerning protection of neutral shipping and noncombatants.

767. Patrick Gordon Walker to Orwell

1. Patrick Gordon Walker (1907–1980; Baron Gordon-Walker, 1974), entered Parliament as a Labour M.P. in 1945; among the offices he held were Secretary of State for Commonwealth Relations, 1950–51, and Secretary of State for Foreign Affairs, 1964–65.

768. Review of Home Guard for Victory! by Hugh Slater

1. This book was also reviewed by Orwell in The New Statesman and Nation; see here.

769. War-time Diary

1. Tiers of metal bunks were provided so that people could sleep in Underground stations (used as air-raid shelters) in safety and moderate comfort. For the effect of sheltering in this manner, see Henry Moore’s drawings: these express more than photographs. Moore suggests sleepers ‘doomed and haunted,’ suffering ‘an “unease” that is profoundly disturbing’ (Dennis Rudder, quoted by Eric Newton in his introduction to War Through Artists’ Eyes, 1945, 9. Moore is represented on 62, 63, 65).

2. Denzil Jacobs, a member of Orwell’s Home Guard section, who was returning from auditing accounts in Cheltenham (letter to the editor, 23 May 1997); see 3590B, n. 15.

771. War-time Diary

1. Gwen O’Shaughnessy.

772. To Denys Kilham Roberts

1. The text is reproduced from that given in the catalogue 100 Rarities of Modern Literature, issued by Joseph the Provider, Santa Barbara, California, 1988 (item 65). The text was checked by Ralph B. Sipper, who kindly gave permission for its reproduction here.

2. Roberts wrote to Orwell on 27 February 1941 on behalf of the Authors° National Committee. The formation of this committee had been initiated by J. B. Priestley to urge the government to make fuller use of authors in pursuing the war effort. Classified lists had been prepared by the committee, and Roberts wrote to tell Orwell that his name had been included. Orwell was asked if he would be interested in making his services available on a full-or part-time basis. He was also asked whether he had expert knowledge of any subject ‘other than would be obvious to us from an acquaintance with your literary work.’ Denys Kilham Roberts (1903–1976), a barrister, was Secretary-General of the Incorporated Society of Authors, Playwrights & Composers, and editor of The Author, 1929–46, and Penguin Parade, 1937–46.

773. War-time Diary

1. On 12 February, Churchill, in the same telegram in which he congratulated General Wavell on the capture of Benghazi, ordered him to leave a minimum force to hold Cyrenaica, and send the largest force he could to Greece. The outcome proved Orwell’s worst fears to be correct.

2. General Ioannis Metaxas (1871–1941), Prime Minister of Greece since 1935, had established a form of dictatorship despite being a strong supporter of the monarchy. He successfully organised the defence when Italy invaded in 1940, but declined the offer of British tank and artillery units, foreseeing that Churchill could offer only limited aid, which could provoke a German invasion. Following his death, on 29 January, Churchill renewed the offer, which was accepted. A British Expeditionary Force landed at Piraeus on 7 March, the Germans invaded on 6 April, and had conquered Greece by 28 April.

3. At the beginning of the war, the RAF was required to drop leaflets over Germany, instead of bombs, in a vain hope of persuading the German people of the folly of their leaders’ ways. It was not an action that commended itself to the ordinary man-in-the-street at the time. Nevil Shute’s popular novel Landfall gave a fair indication of the response to this policy: Pilots flying such a mission in January 1940 ‘were amused and scornful of the job they had to do. “Hitler doesn’t give a … for the stuff,” was the general opinion …. They expressed the view that the Führer welcomed the paper for sanitary reasons’ (chapter V).

4. Sebastian Haffner had arrived in England from Germany in 1938. He was not Jewish, but his wife was, and he was strongly opposed to Nazism. Although Secker & Warburg had published his ‘brilliant analysis of Nazism, Germany—Jekyll and Hyde’ (Fyvel, 99), which came out the day Paris fell, 14 June 1940, the British authorities interned him, and it took all Warburg’s persuasive powers to have him released. He became a correspondent on German affairs for The Observer and wrote for Fyvel and Orwell the Searchlight Book Offensive Against Germany, to which Orwell here refers. The book, which attempted to distinguish between ‘Germany’ and ‘Nazism,’ came out in late February or early March 1941. Haffner returned to work in Germany in 1954. His real name was Raimund Pretzel; the pseudonym was adopted from the title of a Mozart symphony. See Fredric Warburg, All Authors are Equal, 6–8.

5. The liberation of Eritrea and Abyssinia (as Ethiopia was then called) from the Italians was rapidly and efficiently carried out. The exiled emperor, Haile Selassie, was escorted back to Ethiopia on 20 January 1941 and re-entered his capital on 5 May accompanied by General Orde Wingate. The Duke of Aosta, Italian Viceroy of Ethiopia, surrendered on 19 May. Forces under General Wavell had, with this surrender, taken some 230,000 Italians prisoner in North and East Africa. Mopping up lasted until October; by then the British commander, General Alan Cunningham, had left to command the 8th Army. Despite Orwell’s fears, Britain recognised an independent Ethiopia on 31 January 1942.

6. Rumours abound in wartime, and this sounds particularly fanciful. It may, however, refer to the use of radar (then called radiolocation), which the RAF announced on 17 June 1941 as having been instrumental in defeating the Luftwaffe, and possibly, in particular, the Identification Friend or Foe system, a revised form of which had been installed in all Fighter Command’s planes after the fall of France. This might suggest an ‘electronic net’ (information from RAF Museum).

774. Review of The Defenders by Franz Hoellering, translated by L. Lewisohn; The Friends of the People by Alfred Neumann, translated by Countess Nora Wydenbruck

1. Membership of the Heimwehr (Home Defence Force) was highly conservative and some units had Fascist and Nazi sympathies. In February 1934 they used machine and field guns to clear the streets of Vienna, which resulted in heavy loss of life.

776. To Z. A. Bokhari

1. Zulfaqar Ali Bokhari was Indian Programme Organiser for the BBC from the foundation of the Indian Section. After the war and the independence of Pakistan, he became director-general of Pakistan Radio. He replied to Orwell on 20 March saying that the ‘synopsis is excellent.’ The synopsis was returned on 22 April, according to an annotation on Orwell’s letter.

2. These were broadcast on 30 April and 7, 14, and 21 May 1941; they were published in The Listener on 29 May, and 5, 12, and 19 June 1941; see here, here, here, here.

777. War-time Diary

1. Presumably Eileen Blair. The laconic humour supports this identification.

778. To The Spectator

1. Orwell was proved correct; the bayonet was rarely used for the purpose for which it was designed.

778A. To Desmond Hawkins

1. The staff at the BBC Written Archives Centre, Caversham can find no record in the Programmes as Broadcast reports to show that Orwell took part in any broadcast on 5 May. It was through Desmond Hawkins that Orwell first met T. S. Eliot. Hawkins had tried to arrange a meeting since his broadcast with Orwell in December 1940 (see ‘The Proletarian Writer,’ here), but it was not until 26 May 1941 that a lunch meeting (probably at the BBC, 200 Oxford Street) could be fixed (letter from Desmond Hawkins to Ian Angus, 20 September 1991).

2. Had this been reprinted it would almost certainly have been published by Allen & Unwin and announced by them in The Listener in their regular half-yearly advertisement. Their advertisements to 2 October 1942 do not list any books containing BBC broadcasts.

779. To Z. A. Bokhari

1. Bokhari replied on 3 April suggesting Wednesdays, 30 April, 7, 14, and 21 May at 3:30 P.M., each talk to last fifteen minutes.

780. War-time Diary

1. Auxiliary Fire Service.

2. Women’s Auxiliary Air Force.

3. It was no false rumour. The pocket-battleship Scheer and the battle-cruisers Scharnhorst and Gneisenau sank or captured seventeen ships about this time (long-range bombers sank 41; U-boats, 41). The battle-cruisers reached Brest on 22 March but were then immobilized following British air attacks on the port.

782. ‘Will Freedom Die with Capitalism?’

1. Fritz Thyssen (1873–1951), German industrialist, paved the way for Hitler’s rise to power. See Orwell’s review of Borkenau’s The Totalitarian Enemy, here and here.

784. War-time Diary

1. The Pioneer Corps; see here.

2. Captain Sir Basil Liddell Hart; see 556, 16.7.39, n. 1. His The British Way in Warfare was reviewed by Orwell in The New Statesman and Nation, 21 November 1942; see 1670. Though critical, Orwell also wrote, ‘No military writer in our time has done more to enlighten public opinion.’

3. The defeat at the Battle of Cape Matapan. The British sank without loss to themselves the cruisers Zara, Fiume, and Pola and the destroyers Alfieri and Carducci. The battleship Vittorio Veneto was crippled.

785. To the Reverend Iorwerth Jones

1. For the People’s Convention, here.

2. D. N. Pritt (1887–1972) was a Labour M.P., 1935–40, then, on expulsion from the party for policy disagreements, Independent Socialist M.P. until 1950. Well known as a barrister, he was a fervent supporter of left-wing causes and the Soviet Union.

786. War-time Diary

1. Cyril Connolly then had a furnished flat on the top floor of Athenaeum Court, Piccadilly, partly paid for by Peter Watson, sponsor of Horizon. For watching the raid from the roof-top on 7 September 1940, see Michael Shelden, Friends of Promise, 62. For Hugh Slater, here.

2. Admiral Nelson defeated the French fleet at the Battle of Trafalgar, but Napoleon nevertheless went on to victory at Austerlitz later that year, defeating the combined forces of Russia and Austria and forcing Austria out of the war. Hitler may have lost the Battle of London, Orwell was saying, but it must be expected that he would have subsequent victories elsewhere.

3. See here and here.

4. The budget raised the basic rate of income tax to ten shillings in the pound (50%).

5. Connolly not only said but wrote this: ‘For the weak point in the judgment of intellectuals is that they tend to be right about the course of events, but wrong about their tempo’ (Comment, Horizon, September 1940, 83).

6. General Rommel’s troops encircled Tobruk on 12 April. The British forces had been swept out of Cyrenaica very rapidly (their strength having been depleted to send a force to Greece (see here and here), but Tobruk held out until relieved on 4 December 1941.

787. London Letter, 15 April 1941

1. Partisan Review had here this footnote: ‘Neither in this nor in Mr. Orwell’s last letter did the British censor make any deletions. — ED.’ However, the Press and Censorship Bureau in Malet Street, London (the address of the University of London’s Senate House), wrote to him on 21 April to say ‘it was not possible to pass for publication the passage referring to the possible lynching of German airmen, who had baled out of their planes and come down by parachute. // The passage was excised and the article has been sent on.’ The letter was signed by D. S. E. Thompson, Senior Press Censor, Postal Section. Orwell annotated this letter: ‘N.B. This letter, probably sent to me by an error, contains proof that the Censorship altered my articles in some way (probably by re-typing a whole page) that concealed the fact that they had been altered. The Editor of P.R. wrote to me, and also mentioned in a footnote to the article, that there had been no excisions from this Letter (P.R. 1941).’

2. Henri Barbusse (see 79, n. 1), author of Le Feu: journal d’une escouade (1916), translated as Under Fire: Story of a Squad (1917), for which he won the Prix Goncourt. He became a Communist, and his last book, Staline (1935), was in part written in Moscow, where he died.

3. See here.

4. See here and here.

5. For Nicholas Moore’s response to Orwell’s London Letter, see 854.

788. War-time Diary

1. See here and here.

2. Refrain from World War I song ‘Mademoiselle from Armentières,’ or ‘Armenteers,’ as it was sung.’

3. Orwell’s suspicion that German troops had not been ‘mown down in swathes’ was well founded. For details of losses, here.

4. The anxiety felt by Australians and New Zealanders that their troops had been lost pointlessly was, perhaps, the reason for Churchill’s giving, in his history of the war, the total losses as percentages: 55.8% for United Kingdom troops, 25.1 for Australians, and 19.1 for New Zealanders. (The Second World War, III, 206; U.S.: The Grand Alliance, 232). The percentage lost of those in Greece at the time of the attack (which Churchill does not calculate) were 34% UK troops lost; 17.33% Australians; and 13.55% New Zealanders. See also here. A New Zealander, General Bernard Freyburg, VC, took command in Crete.

5. The London Zoo’s animals were sold because of the shortage of food to feed them.

793. Foreword to The End of the ‘Old School Tie’ by T. C. Worsley

1. This book was first printed in April 1941 but ‘destroyed by enemy action’ (bombing). It was reset in May and published in June 1941. Orwell dated his Foreword May 1941. For Searchlight Books, see here, headnote.

2. ‘I was told that the Privileged and the People formed Two Nations,’ Benjamin Disraeli (1804–1881), Sybil, Book IV, chapter 8.

794. War-time Diary

1. Unidentified.

795. Drama Reviews

1. The film shown would have been one of the Essanay Company’s ‘Swedie’ comedy films in which Wallace Beery (1885–1949) made his film debut in 1914. He had earlier been a stage actor and had trained elephants for a circus. The incongruity of his playing in drag would have been the more striking to the audience because he stood over six feet tall and frequently played the villain in later film roles.

796. War-time Diary

1. According to Liddell Hart, ‘On March 7, … the first contingent of a British force of 50,000 troops landed in Greece …. They narrowly escaped complete disaster … leaving all their tanks, most of their other equipment, and 12,000 men behind in German hands’ (History of the Second World War, 1970, 125; U.S.: 118). Churchill gives the ‘losses’ as: United Kingdom, 6,606 (presumably including Polish forces), Australian, 2,968, New Zealand, 2,266, or, 11,840 of the 53,051 in Greece at the time of the German attack. Of the survivors, 18,850 were evacuated to Crete; 7,000 went to Crete and later to Egypt; 15,361, including the wounded, went directly to Egypt; some 9,451 others, not army, were also evacuated—a total of 50,662 (The Second World War, III, 205–06; U.S.: The Grand Alliance, 232–33). 2194 Days of War states that the expeditionary force lost 12,712 men, of whom 9,000 were taken prisoner; Italian losses in the six months of the campaign were 13,755 dead, 50,000 wounded, 12,368 severely frostbitten, 25,067 missing; German losses in Greece and Yugoslavia were 1,684 dead, 3,752 wounded, 548 missing (hardly ‘mown down in swathes;’ see here); the Greeks lost 15,700 dead and missing. The evacuation, conducted mainly by the Royal Navy, but with the help of Allied ships, was successful (28 April, 120).

2. Sir Percy Spender (1897–1985), lawyer and politician, was at this time Minister for the Army in the Australian War Cabinet. At the 1950 Commonwealth Conference he proposed a scheme for the economic development of south and southeast Asia, which came to be known as the Colombo Plan. He was a judge at the International Court of justice, The Hague, 1958–64, and President of the Court, 1964–67.

797. Literary Criticism II: Tolstoy and Shakespeare

1. For Orwell’s attempt, see ‘Lear, Tolstoy and the Fool,’ March 1947 (3181).

799. War-time Diary

1. Vyacheslav Molotov (see 565, 28.8.39, n. 4) had been Chairman of the Council of People’s Commissars (later Council of Ministers) from 1930, but was replaced in May 1941; he remained Deputy Chairman.

2. Rudolf Hess (1894–1987), Nazi Deputy Führer and close friend of Hitler, flew a Messerschmitt-110 to Scotland on 10 May 1941. He baled out, was captured by the Home Guard, and, giving his name as Alfred Horn, asked to see the Duke of Hamilton; he hoped, through him, to negotiate a peace settlement. Churchill, not wanting peace discussed when affairs were going so badly, had Hess’s arrival kept quiet, but the Germans broke the news on 13 May and declared that Hess was insane. He was sentenced in 1946, at the Nuremberg war crimes trials, to life imprisonment and was incarcerated in Spandau prison until his death, in controversial circumstances. Allegations have been made that the man who flew to Britain and who died in Spandau was an impostor.

800. Literary Criticism III: The Meaning of a Poem

1. Orwell said this poem over and over again to himself when on sentry-go in the bitter cold of Spain; see 434.

803. War-time Diary

1. Admiral François Darlan (1881–1942) was Commander-in-Chief of the French Navy from 1939; Vice-Premier and Foreign Minister in the Vichy government, February 1941-April 1942. See also 1195 and 1195, n. 8.

2. Rashid Ali al-Gailani (1892-), pro-Nazi Prime Minister of Iraq, on 19 April 1941 refused permission for British forces to move through his country on the basis of a 1930 treaty. A month after a brief struggle, an armistice was agreed on and a pro-British government installed. Rashid Ali fled to Iran on 30 May 1941.

3. Orwell’s ‘sensation of utter helplessness’ seems to be expressed by his running together the names of Nazi and Communist leaders opposed to Britain and territories which might be vulnerable to attack and which might provide the means of encircling Germany and Italy. However, Britain’s resources in men, ships, and planes were severely strained, making takeovers of Dakar, the Canaries, Tangier, Syria, Morocco, and Iraq impracticable. Nevertheless, the troops already in Iraq were reinforced from 24 April, Baghdad was occupied on 1 June, and a pro-British Iraqi cabinet was appointed on 5 June. On 8 June, British and Free French troops entered Syria, and French troops loyal to Vichy accepted an armistice on 11 July. Given these operations, the fighting in North Africa, a spring bombing campaign against Britain, the disasters in Greece and unfolding in Crete, to take such a plum as Dakar, with its Vichy warships, was beyond Allied hopes. An attempted assault on Dakar on 24–25 September 1940 was not continued when it was realized how effective and determined the defences were.

804. Literary Criticism IV: Literature and Totalitarianism

1. In these weekly talks … be ignored ] not found in The Listener

2. whose conclusions you disagree with ] with whose conclusions you disagree

3. literature ] literature,

4. doesn’t ] does not

5. honest, unbiassed ] honest unbiased

6. above all ] (above all)

7. shan’t ] shall not

8. has a certain fundamental sincerity ] is fundamentally sincere

9. In The Listener, the next paragraph is preceded by a subtitle: Sincerity Implies Freedom of Thought.

10. Socialism or State Capitalism ] socialism or state capitalism

11. weren’t ] were not

12. Liberalism ] liberalism

13. think … shall ] underlined in typescript; italic in The Listener

14. is, ] is:

15. worldwide ] world-wide

16. won’t ] will not

17. I believe that literature of every kind … But ] not found in The Listener; paragraph begins with There

18. didn’t change ] did not change

19. didn’t ] did not

20. didn’t ] did not

21. aren’t ] are not

22. The Listener begins new paragraph after with and inserts subtitle: Regimentation of Emotions Menaces Literature.

23. totalitarianism ] totalitarianism,

24. doesn’t ] does not

25. can’t ] cannot

26. September 1939 ] September, 1939, and again, later in sentence

27. feeling ] feeling

28. can’t ] cannot

29. feels ] underlined in typescript; italic in The Listener

30. throughout ] as in The Listner; through out in typescript

31. literature as we have known it ] literature, as we have known it,

32. And ] And,

33. hasn’t ] has not

34. liberal capitalism ] liberal-capitalism

35. don’t ] do not

36. Western ] as in The Listener; western in typescript

37. Socialism ] socialism

805. War-time Diary

1. There were in all some 42,500 troops in Crete: 17,960 British, 10,300 Greek; 7,700 New Zealanders; 6,540 Australians. (Liddell Hart gives 28,600 British, Australian, and New Zealand troops and ‘almost as many Greeks.’) Only recently escaped from Greece, they were ill-organised and had little air protection. They had only sixty-eight anti-aircraft guns to cover an island nearly 160 miles in length. The German air force attacked early in the morning of 20 May with great effect, and troops were then dropped by parachute and flown in by plane. The officer commanding, General Freyburg, told Churchill on 5 May that he was ‘not in the least anxious about airborne attack … can cope adequately with the troops at my disposal’ (The. Second World War, III, 246; U.S.: The Grand Alliance, 277).

807. War-time Diary

1. Of the more than fifty warships engaged, many in attempting to protect troops from air attack, three cruisers and eight destroyers were sunk; three battleships, an aircraft carrier, seven cruisers, nine destroyers, and some smaller ships were damaged; the Navy lost 2,261 men (The War Papers, No. 15; Liddell Hart gives slightly different figures, 142; U.S.: 136). The War Papers is a reprinted series of newspapers, in 74 parts, 1977–78.

2. It was no empty excuse. British Middle East Command lost some 200 planes in Greece. The RAF had only 21 serviceable Hurricanes to defend Libya and 14 to protect Suez and Alexandria. Hence the burden placed on the Royal Navy, and the cruel naval ditty: ‘Roll out the Nelson, the Rodney, the Hood, / Since the whole bloody air force is no bloody good.’ Hood, alas, was there only for the rhyme; it was sunk by Bismark on 24 May 1941, the first day of this Diary entry (The War Papers, No. 15).

809. War-time Diary

1. Of the 42,500 servicemen on Crete (see here), 16,500 were rescued, of whom some 2,000 were Greek soldiers (Liddell Hart, 142; U.S.: 136).

2. The cruisers Calcutta, Fiji, and Gloucester were sunk, as were the destroyers Greyhound, Hereward, Imperial, and Juno, with the loss of 2,011 sailors on these ships and others hit but not sunk; but see here. The Allied forces lost 16,583 men (of which 8,200 were British, 3,376 Australian, 2,996 New Zealanders). The Germans lost 3,714 killed and missing and some 2,500 wounded (2194 Days of War, 2 June 1941).

3. In Syria. The report was not correct. The British expected the Germans to ‘pounce upon Cyprus, Syria, Suez, or Malta’ after taking Crete. After the war, General K. Student, Commander-in-Chief of the German Airborne Forces, revealed that Hitler was reluctant to risk the attack on Crete. After the heavy losses suffered in taking Crete (though the Allied losses were much greater), he refused ‘a further jump from Cyprus to capture the Suez Canal’ (Liddell Hart, 144–45; U.S.: 137–39).

814. War-time Diary

1. Stafford Cripps, then Britain’s Ambassador in Moscow, had returned to London on 11 June. On 13 June, Count Friedrich von Schulenburg, German Ambassador in Moscow, telegraphed the German Foreign Office: ‘… Even before the return of the English Ambassador Cripps to London, but especially since his return, there have been widespread rumours of an impending war between the U.S.S.R. and Germany in the English and foreign press.’ He described these rumours as obviously absurd, but had thought it necessary in responsible circles in Moscow ‘to state they are a clumsy propaganda manoeuvre’ (Churchill, The Second World War, III, 326–37; U.S.: The Grand Alliance, 365).

816. War-time Diary

1. Ships of neutral countries (such as Finland) could be issued with certificates by consular officials stating that the ship and its cargo would be allowed free passage without being boarded and searched.

2. See here.

817. To Dorothy Plowman

1. Dorothy Plowman (1887–1967) was the widow of Max Plowman (see 95), who had encouraged Orwell in his early writing and was one of the first to publish him. He and his wife had been friends of Orwell since 1930.

2. Although The (New) Adelphi published much of Orwell’s early work, G. K.’s Weekly published his first article in English, ‘A Farthing Newspaper,’ 29 December 1928; see 80.

3. This was the novelist L. H. Myers (see 449). An admirer of Orwell’s work, he met Orwell with Max and Dorothy Plowman in the Sanatorium at Aylesford in 1938. Realising that Orwell needed to recuperate in a warm climate, he lent him, anonymously, £300 through Dorothy Plowman. Orwell always regarded this as a loan and as late as 1946 was still unaware of the source of the money.

4. Sir Richard Rees, (see 95), painter, author, critic, and editor of The Adelphi, met Orwell when he was a young contributor. He was constant in his help and encouragement until Orwell’s death.

5. The Plowmans’ son.

821. Review of The Forge by Arturo Barea; translated and with an introduction by Sir Peter Chalmers Mitchell

1. Reviewed by Orwell also in Horizon, September 1941; see 852.

824. War-time Diary

1. It was the custom of the BBC to play the national anthems of all Allied nations each Sunday evening.

825. Foreword to The Case for African Freedom by Joyce Cary

1. Joyce Cary (1888–1957), a novelist whose early books grew from his work in Nigeria in the Colonial Service, from which he resigned in 1920, is probably best remembered for his trilogy Herself Surprised (1941), To Be a Pilgrim (1942), and The Horse’s Mouth (1944). On 26 July, Cary wrote to Orwell to express his thanks for the foreword. He had not been told who would write this and was much relieved when he saw Orwell’s name. He also said how much he had enjoyed his ‘acute observation of tramps and wastrels’ in Down and Out in Paris and London: ‘I said then that you ought to be an English Gorki.’ Panaït Istrati, in his preface to the French translation of Down and Out in Paris and London (1935), referred to Gorki as Orwell’s predecessor; see 157, n. 2.

826. War-time Diary

1. The direct avoidance of the world ‘allies’ at this stage was significant. On 12 July, an Anglo-Russian agreement was signed in Moscow by Sir Stafford Cripps and Vyacheslav Molotov. This declared that each party would support the other ‘in the present war against Hitlerite Germany’ and would not sign a separate armistice or peace agreement. The distinction between being an ally and being a ‘co-belligerent’ was pointedly made in commentaries. Thus, Vernon Bartlett, News Chronicle political correspondent, wrote, on 14 July (the day the agreement was announced), under the heading ‘Moscow Not an Ally But a “Co-Belligerent”’: ‘People were asking yesterday whether the Soviet Union is now to be looked upon as an allied or an associate Power. Such questions are … foolish.’ As to the phrase ‘Hitlerite Germany,’ he said it suggested that ‘the Russians still hope to split public opinion inside Germany.’ For other attempts, see Orwell’s Diary of Events Leading Up to the War, 565, 22.8.39, Social; 554, 2.7.39, Foreign & General, n. 2; and his War-time Diary, here.

2. Perhaps more commonly known as ‘There were ten in the bed and the little one said, “Roll over”’ (from a popular song).

829. War-time Diary

1. From the moment the Soviet Union entered the war on the same side as Britain there was constant agitation for the opening of a second front. Much of this was promoted by Communists and Communist sympathisers.

2. A journal of the extreme right.

830. Drama Reviews

1. It was written in six days and put into immediate rehearsal and production. The first performance was in Manchester on 16 June 1941. It opened in London on 2 July and had 1,997 performances (Sheridan Morley, A Talent to Amuse, 1969; 1974, 265–66).

831. ‘English Writing in Total War’

1. For H. N. Brailsford, Socialist intellectual and journalist, 424 and 424, n. 3. Julian Huxley (1887–1975), biologist and writer, was Director General of UNESCO, 1946–48.

833. Film Reviews

1. Leicester Square Theatre was opened as such in December 1930, but quickly went bankrupt and six months later was modified as a cinema. It retained the description ‘Theatre.’

835. Review of India by Sir Firozkhan Noon

1. This was one of a number of short reviews grouped under the heading ‘The Listener’s Book Chronicle.’ Orwell was paid a fee of £1.1s.

2. Malik Firozkhan Noon (1893–), educated at Oxford, was a farmer, lawyer, and formerly a member of the government of the Punjab. At this time he was High Commissioner for India in London, 1936–41.

837. ‘Wells, Hitler and the World State’

fn1 i.e. at the beginning of 1941 [Orwell’s footnote, 1945]

1. Viscount Sankey (1866–1948) was a judge of the King’s Bench, 1914–28; Lord Chancellor, 1929–35. In 1919 he had chaired a Parliamentary Commission into the state of the coal industry that recommended its nationalisation. H. G. Wells, in his Guide to the New World: A Handbook of Constructive World Revolution (1941), wrote: ‘There has been a world-wide need for some formula upon which mankind can unite against Air Terrorism and the present frantic waste of the world’s resources. Such a Declaration was drawn up last year [1940] after a world debate, by a committee of responsible British people under the presidency of that great lawyer, Lord Sankey. It stands available today. It could be adopted as a universal fundamental law so soon as war conditions cease’ (chap. 12, ‘Declaration of Rights,’ 48). He then outlined the propositions of the Sankey Declaration: 1. Right to Live; 2. Protection of Minors; 3. Duty to the Community; 4. Right to Knowledge; 5. Freedom of Thought and Worship; 6. Right to Work; 7. Right in Personal Property; 8. Freedom of Movement; 9. Personal Liberty; 10. Freedom from Violence; 11. Right of Law-Making.

2. of ] or; Critical Essays

3. In part ] Partly Horizon; amendment to page proofs, Critical Essays

4. intellectuals ] leftwing intellectuals Horizon

5. Hermann Rauschning (1887–1982), author of The Revolution of Nihilism (1939) and Hitler Speaks (1939), retired in 1948 to live as a farmer in Oregon. Alfred Rosenberg (1893–1946) provided Hitler with a quasi-philosophical basis for his racist practices in Der Mythus des 20 Jahrhunderts (1930). He was hanged following the Nuremberg war crimes trial. For Koestler, see here; for Silone, 856, n. 1. Orwell held Borkenau (see here) in high esteem; he reviewed several of his books; see 379, 485, and here.

6. military ] romantic military Horizon

7. fox-hunting ] ignorant fox-hunting Horizon

838. Drama Reviews

1. G. Wilson Knight (1897–1985), distinguished Shakespeare scholar and academic, was Professor of English in the University of Toronto, 1931–40, and during the war years a master at Stowe School. From 1946 to 1962 he was Reader and Professor of English Literature, University of Leeds.

843. London Letter, 17 August 1941

1. For Monsignor Ronald Knox, see 214, n. 2. His Caliban in Grub Street (1930) was concerned with contemporary attitudes to religion; Broadcast Minds (1932) was a critique of writers and thinkers, including H. G. Wells, Bertrand Russell, and Julian Huxley. His and Lunn’s correspondence about Roman Catholicism, Difficulties, was published in 1932.

2. Arnold Lunn (1888–1974; Kt., 1952) incurred Orwell’s wrath because he supported Franco; see Orwell’s review of his Spanish Rehearsal, 11 December 1937, 414. He was an authority on skiing and wrote books on travel and religion. In addition to his collaboration with Knox, he wrote Science and the Supernatural with J. B. S. Haldane (1935).

3. Cardinal Arthur Hinsley (1865–1943), Archbishop of Westminster from 1935, attempted to organise opposition to totalitarianism. He was critical of the passivity of Pope Pius XI over the Italian invasion of Abyssinia (Ethiopia) in 1935, and in October 1940 formed the Sword of the Spirit, a political and religious group, which brought together Protestant and Roman Catholic churchmen to support and give moral weight to the fight against fascism.

4. On 13 January 1941, Orwell’s Home Guard platoon commander, D. C. H. Wells, had written to him (as Eric Blair) that their platoon was ‘rapidly depleting in numbers.’ This meant they would be ineffective as a fighting unit, which was discouraging for those who remained. Further, of those, many were young and would soon be called up. He proposed forming a Platoon Recruiting Committee and outlined four steps that might be taken to attract volunteers, including house-to-house distribution of recruiting leaflets. See here.

5. Orwell uses ‘tall’ for a building in the pre-war sense, when severe height restrictions were imposed in London (hence the exceptional character of London University’s Senate House—Minitrue). Langford Court (which survives) is eight stories.





Chronology

In the main, Orwell’s publications, except books, are not listed

25 June 1903 Eric Arthur Blair born in Motihari, Bengal, India.



February 1940 First contribution to Horizon.

11 March 1940 Inside the Whale and Other Essays published by Gollancz.

29 March 1940 First contribution to Tribune.

April 1940 Projects long novel in three parts; probably not started.

May 1940 Moves to Regent’s Park, London. Starts reviewing plays and films for Time & Tide. Joins the local Defence Volunteers (Home Guard).

Aug–Oct 1940 Writes The Lion and the Unicorn.

January 1941 Writes first of fifteen London Letters for Partisan Review.

19 Feb 1941 The Lion and the Unicorn published by Secker & Warburg (the first of the ‘Searchlight Books’ edited by Orwell and T. R. Fyvel).

3 March 1941 Betrayal of the Left (with two chapters by Orwell) published by Gollancz.

Early Apr 1941 Moves to St John’s Wood, London.

May–June 1941 Series of four broadcast talks, BBC Overseas Service; all published in The Listener.

18 Aug 1941–24 Nov 1943 Talks Assistant, later Talks Producer, in the Indian section of the BBC’s Eastern Service.



21 January 1950 Orwell dies of pulmonary tuberculosis, aged 46.
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973. Letter to Sirdar Iqbal ’ Ali Shah, 16 February 1942

974. Letter to Arthur Calder-Marshall, 17 February 1942

975. TBF, 17 February 1942: Hsiao Ch’ien, 5.3.42

976. TBF, 17 February 1942: Cedric Dover, 19 and 25.2.42

977. Letter from Z. A. Bokhari, 19 February 1942

978. Letter from Z. A. Bokhari, 20 February 1942

979. TBF, 20 February 1942: Sirdar Iqbal ’ Ali Shah, 20.2.42

980. Newsletter, 11, 21 February 1942

981. Newspaper column: ‘India Next’, 22 February 1942

982. TBF, 23 February 1942: Noel Sircar, recorded 20.2.42

983. TBF, 24 February 1942: Lady Grigg, 4, 11, 18, and 25.3.42

984. Additional Vernacular Newsletters

985. Letter from Z. A. Bokhari to Shridhar Telkar, 25 February 1942

986. TBF, 25 February 1942: R. R. Desai, 2.3.42

987. TBF, 25 February 1942: S. M. Telkar, 5.3.42

988. TBF, 26 February 1942: Cedric Dover, 4.3.42

989. Letter to Mulk Raj Anand, 27 February 1942

990. Annotation for Arthur Calder-Marshall, [27 February 1942]

991. Letter to Cyril Connolly, 27 February 1942

992. Newsletter, 12, 28 February 1942

993. Letter to C. H. Waddington, 28 February 1942

994. TBF, 28 February 1942: Lilla Erulkar, 6.3.42

995. Gujarati Newsletter, 1, 2 March 1942: editorial note

996. Draft for postcard to Mulk Raj Anand, 2 March 1942

997. Summary of letter from Z. A. Bokhari to Empire Executive’s Office, 3 March 1942

998. Marathi Newsletter, 1, 5 March 1942: editorial note

999. Letter to Princess Indira of Kapurthala, 5 March 1942

1000. Letter to Stephen Spender, 5 March 1942

1001. TBF, 5 March 1942: Mulk Raj Anand, 15, 22, 29.3.42; 5.4.42

1002. TBF, 5 March 1942: Princess Indira of Kapurthala, 9.3.42

1003. TBF, 5 March 1942: Sujata Khanna, 20.3.42

1004. TBF, 5 March 1942: S. M. Telkar, 24.3.42

1005. Letter to J. D. Bernal, 6 March 1942

1006. Letter to Herbert Read, 6 March 1942

1007. Letter to C. H. Waddington, 6 March 1942

1008. TBF, 6 March 1942: R. R. Desai, 9.3.42

1009. TBF, 6 March 1942: S. M. Telkar, 12.3.42

1010. News Review, 13, 7 March 1942

1011. Hindustani Version of Bengali and English Newsletters, 7 March 1942: editorial note

1012. Newspaper column: ‘Mood of the Moment’, 8 March 1942

1013. Gujarati Newsletter, 2, 9 March 1942

1014. Broadcast Talk: ‘The Re-discovery of Europe’, 10 March 1942 (with letters by Robert Nichols and H. G. Wells)

1015. Letter to Cedric Dover, 10 March 1942

1016. Letter to Herbert Read, 10 March 1942

1017. TBF, 10 March 1942: Princess Indira of Kapurthala, 16, 23, and 30.3.42; and 6.4.42

1018. Letter to C. H. Waddington, 11 March 1942

1019. Marathi Newsletter, 2, 12 March 1942

1020. Letter to Hsiao Ch’ien, 13 March 1942

1021. TBF, 13 March 1942: R. R. Desai, 16.3.42

1022. Weekly News Review, 14, 14 March 1942

1023. Telegram to Mulk Raj Anand, [14 March 1942]

1024. Letter to C. H. Waddington, 14 March 1942

1025. War-Time Diary, 14 March 1942

1026. Letter to Cedric Dover, 15 March 1942

1027. War-Time Diary, 15 March 1942

1028. Gujarati Newsletter, 3, 16 March 1942

1029. Letter to Cedric Dover, 16 March 1942

1030. Letter to R. U. Hingorani, 10 March 1942

1031. Telegram to Cedric Dover, 16 or 17 March 1942

1032. Letter to C. H. Waddington, 17 March 1942

1033. Summary of letter from Z. A. Bokhari to Empire Programme Executive, 17 March 1942

1034. TBF, 17 March 1942: Cyril Connolly, 31.3.42

1035. TBF, 17 March 1942: R. R. Desai, 23.3.42

1036. TBF, 17 March 1942: Cedric Dover, recorded 26.3.42

1037. TBF, 17 March 1942: C. E. M. Joad, recorded 30.3.42

1038. TBF, 17 March 1942: Herbert Read, 7.4.42

1039. TBF, 17 March 1942: Stephen Spender, 17.3.42

1040. TBF, 17 March 1942: C. H. Waddington, 24.3.42

1041. Marathi Newsletter, 3, 19 March 1942

1042. Letter to Hsiao Ch’ien, 19 March 1942

1043. Letter to Thomas Jones, c. 20 March 1942

1044. Weekly News Review, 15, 21 March 1942

1045. TBF, 21 March 1942: R. R. Desai, 30.3.42

1046. War-Time Diary, 22 March 1942

1047. Letter to Z. A. Bokhari, [23 March 1942?]

1048. Gujarati Newsletter, 4, 23 March 1942

1049. Letter to Amabel Williams-Ellis, 23 March 1942

1050. TBF, 24 March 1942: K. S. Shelvankar, 25.3.42; 1, 2, and 29.4.42

1051. Letter to Cedric Dover, 25 March 1942

1052. Letter to Hsiao Ch’ien, 25 March 1942

1053. TBF, 25 March 1942: Cedric Dover, recorded 27.3.42

1054. TBF, 25 March 1942: S. M. Telkar, 26.3.42

1055. Marathi Newsletters, 4–11: editorial note

1056. Letter to Mulk Raj Anand, 26 March 1942

1057. Letter to Gordon Childe, 26 March 1942

1058. Letter to A. C. G. Egerton, 26 March 1942

1059. Letter to Joseph Needham, 26 March 1942

1060. Letter to Reginald Reynolds, 26 March 1942

1061. Letter to J. D. Bernal, 27 March 1942

1062. Letter to Lady Grigg, 27 March 1942

1063. TBF, 27 March 1942: J. Chinna Durai, 28.3.42

1064. War-Time Diary, 27 March 1942

1065. Weekly News Review, 16, 28 March 1942

1066. Gujarati Newsletter, 5, 30 March 1942

1067. Letter to Hsiao Ch’ien, 31 March 1942

1068. Letter to R. U. Hingorani, 31 March 1942

1069. Letter to Joseph Needham, 31 March 1942

1070. Letter to Amabel Williams-Ellis, 31 March 1942

1071. TBF, 31 March 1942: Mulk Raj Anand, 12.4.42

1072. TBF, 31 March 1942: Cedric Dover, 7.4.42

1073. Letter to V. Gordon Childe, 1 April 1942

1074. TBF, 1 April 1942: R. R. Desai, 6.4.42

1075. War-Time Diary, 1 April 1942

1076. TBF, 2 April 1942: E. M. Forster, 29.4.42, 27.5.42, 24.6.42

1077. Letter to Director of Programmes, Edinburgh, 3 April 1942

1078. TBF, 3 April 1942: R. U. Hingorani, 3.4.42

1079. TBF, 3 April 1942: Princess Indira of Kapurthala, 5 and I2[?].4.42

1080. War-Time Diary, 3 April 1942

1081. News Review, 17, 4 April 1942

1082. Gujarati Newsletter, 6, 6 April 1942

1083. War-time Diary, 6 April 1942

1084. Letter to K. K. Ardaschir, 7 April 1942

1085. Letter to V. Gordon Childe, 7 April 1942

1086. TBF, 7 April 1942: Jack Common, 8 and 15.4.42

1087. TBF, 9 April 1942: Mrs Bentwich, 29.4.42

1088. TBF, 9 April 1942: Arthur Calder-Marshall, 14.4.42

1089. TBF, 9 April 1942: Lady Grigg, 6, 13, 20 and 27.5.42

1090. TBF, 9 April 1942: Princess Indira of Kapurthala, 20 and 27.4.42; 4.5.42

1091. TBF, 9 April 1942: K. S. Shelvankar, 5.5.42

1092. TBF, 9 April 1942: S. Telkar, 14 and 21.4.42

1093. TBF, 9 April 1942: S. Telkar, 30.4.42

1094. TBF, 9 April 1942: Rebecca West, 22.4.42

1095. Letter to Director of Programmes, Edinburgh, 10 April 1942

1096. Letter to E. M. Forster, 10 April 1946

1097. Letter to M. Myat Tun (with pronunciations of Burmese place-names), 10 April 1942

1098. War-Time Diary, 10 April 1942

1099. Weekly News Review, 11 April 1942: editorial note

1100. War-Time Diary, 11 April 1942

1101. Gujarati Newsletter, 7, 13 April 1942

1102. Letter from Z. A. Bokhari to E. W. D. Boughen, 13 April 1942

1103. Letter to E. M. Forster, 14 April 1942

1104. TBF, 15 April 1942: R. R. Desai, 13, 20, and 27.4.42; 4, 11, 18, and 25.5.42

1105. News Review, 18, 18 April 1942

1106. War-Time Diary, 18 April 1942

1107. Newspaper column: ‘Mood of the Moment’, 19 April 1942

1108. War-Time Diary, 19 April 1942

1109. Gujarati Newsletter, 8, 20 April 1942

1110. TBF, 22 April 1942: K. K. Ardaschir, recorded 21.4.42

1111. TBF, 22 April 1942: S. Telkar, 23.4.42

1112. TBF, 23 April 1942: Bhupen Mukerjee, 25.4.42

1113. TBF, 23 April 1942: Viscountess Rhondda, 6.5.42

1114. TBF, 24 April 1942: Shridhar Telkar, 24.4.42

1115. “Birthdays of the Week”: Sir Stafford Cripps, Shakespeare, Hitler, 24 April 1942: editorial summary

1116. News Review, 19, 25 April 1942

1117. Letter to J. G. Crowther, 25 April 1942

1118. Letter to V. K. Narayana Menon, 25 April 1942

1119. War-Time Diary, 25 April 1942

1120. Gujarati Newsletter, 9, 27 April 1942

1121. Letter to J. D. Bernal, 27 April 1942

1122. Letter to E. M. Forster, 27 April 1942

1123. Letter to Reginald Reynolds, 27 April 1942

1124. War-Time Diary, 27 April 1942

1125. Letter to K. K. Ardaschir, 28 April 1942

1126. TBF, 29 April 1942: Princess Indira of Kapurthala, 11, 18, and 25.5.42; 1.6.42

1127. TBF, 29 April 1942: Doulat Nanavati, 16.5.42

1128. TBF, 29 April 1942: K. S. Shelvankar, 12.5.42

1129. TBF, 29 April 1942: M.J. Tambimuttu, 19.5.42

1130. War-Time Diary, 29 April 1942

1131. [Weekly News Review], 20, 2 May 1942

1132. Gujarati Newsletter, 10, 4 May 1942

1133. Memorandum to E. W. D. Boughen, 5 May 1942

1134. Telegram to J. D. Bernal, 5 May 1942 [?]

1135. Letter to J. D. Bernal, 5 May 1942

1136. Letter to Reginald Reynolds, 5 May 1942

1137. Letter to Hsiao Ch’ien, 6 May 1942

1138. TBF, 6 May 1942: Mulk Raj Anand, 27.5.42; 3, 10, 17, and 24.6.42; 1.7.42

1139. TBF, 6 May 1942: Hsiao Ch’ien, 19 and 26.5.42

1140. TBF, 6 May 1942: Bahadur Singh, 2.7.42

1141. War-Time Diary, 6 May 1942

1142. Letter to J. B. S. Haldane, 7 May 1942

1143. Letter to Narayana Menon, 7 May 1942

1144. TBF, 7 May 1942: Lady Grigg, 3, 10, 17, and 24.6.42

1145. Laurence Brander’s Reports from India on “Through Eastern Eyes”, 12 May and 15 June 1942: editorial summary

1146. London Letter, 8 May 1942

1147. Letter to Mulk Raj Anand, 8 May 1942

1148. Letter to Diana Wong, 8 May 1942

1149. War-Time Diary, 8 May 1942

1150. Weekly News Review, 21, 9 May 1942

1151. Review: Edmund Wilson, The Wound and the Bow, 10 May 1942

1152. Gujarati Newsletter, 11, 11 May 1942

1153. Letter to Hsiao Ch’ien, 11 May 1942

1154. Letter to J. F. Horrabin, 11 May 1942

1155. War-Time Diary, 11 May 1942

1156. TBF, 12 May 1942: K. K. Ardaschir, 15.5.42

1157. TBF, 13 May 1942: Cedric Dover, recorded 5.5.42

1158. TBF, 13 May 1942: Cedric Dover, 5.5.42

1159. TBF, 13 May 1942: Kingsley Martin, 15.5.42

1160. Letter to Mulk Raj Anand, 14 May 1942

1161. Letter to Narayana Menon, 14 May 1942

1162. TBF, 14 May 1942: V. G. Childe, 2.6.42

1163. TBF, 14 May 1942: J. G. Crowther, 7.7.42

1164. TBF, 14 May 1942: A. C. G. Egerton, 16.6.42

1165. TBF, 14 May 1942: L. Haden Guest, 1.7.42

1166. TBF, 14 May 1942: Inez Holden, 17.6.42

1167. TBF, 14 May 1942: A. E. Manderson, 3.6.42

1168. TBF, 14 May 1942: Joseph Needham, 23.6.42

1169. Publication of ‘Culture and Democracy’ in Victory or Vested Interest?, 15 May 1942

1170. Letter to C. D. Darlington, 15 May 1942

1171. Letter to J. A. Lauwerys, 15 May 1942

1172. War-Time Diary, 15 May 1942

1173. Weekly News Review, 22, 16 May 1942

1174. Memorandum to E. Rowan-Davies, 16 May 1942

1175. Gujarati Newsletter, 12, 18 May 1942

1176. Letter to J. A. Lauwerys, 18 May 1942

1177. TBF, 18 May 1942: Clemence Dane, 3.6.42

1178. TBF, 18 May 1942: Narayana Menon, 26.5.42; 9.6.42

1179. TBF, 18 May 1942: B. N. Mukerjee, 6.6.42

1180. Note to Nancy Parratt, 19 May 1942

1181. Letter to Richard Titmuss, 19 May 1942

1182. War-Time Diary, 19 May 1942

1183. Letter to Mulk Raj Anand, 20 May 1942

1184. Letter to Sir John Russell, 20 May 1942

1185. TBF, 20 May 1942: Sir Aziz ul Huque, 21.5.42; and editorial note

1186. Marathi Newsletter, 12, 21 May 1942

1187. War-Time Diary, 21–22 May 1942

1188. Weekly News Review, 23, 23 May 1942

1189. Letter to the Editor, Times Literary Supplement, 23 May 1942

1190. Gujarati Newsletter, 13, 25 May 1942

1191. TBF, 26 May 1942: J. B. S. Haldane, recorded 22.5.42

1192. TBF, 26 May 1942: R. R. Desai, 1, 8, 15, 22, and 29.6.42

1193. War-Time Diary, 27 May 1942

1194. News Review, 24, 30 May 1942: editorial note

1195. War-Time Diary, 30 May 1942

1196. Gujarati Newsletter, 14, 1 June 1942

1197. TBF, 2 June 1942: Princess Indira of Kapurthala, 8, 15, 22, and 29.6.42

1198. TBF, 3 June 1942: Shridhar Telkar, 5.6.42; with ensuing correspondence

1199. Letter to the Honourable Mrs. Egerton, 4 June 1942

1200. Letter to Tamara Talbot Rice

1201. Postcard to Richard Titmuss, 4 June 1942

1202. TBF, 4 June 1942: C. D. Darlington, 7.7.42

1203. TBF, 4 June 1942: J. A. Lauwreys, 9.6.42

1204. TBF, 4 June 1942: Reginald Reynolds, 12 and 19.6.42

1205. TBF, 4 June 1942: Sir John Russell, 26.6.42

1206. TBF, 4 June 1942: Shridhar Telkar, 16.6.42

1207. TBF, 4 June 1942: Richard Titmuss, 3.7.42

1208. TBF, 4 June 1942: Diana Wong, 25.6.42

1209. War-Time Diary, 4–6 June 1942

1210. Weekly News Review, 25, for 6 June 1942 (not transmitted)

1211. War-Time Diary, 7 June 1942

1212. Gujarati Newsletter, 15, 8 June 1942

1213. Letter to K. K. Ardaschir, 8 June 1942

1214. Letter to E. M. Forster, 10 June 1942

1215. Letters to Princess Indira of Kapurthala, Bahadur Singh, Noel Sircar, and Shridhar Telkar, 10 June 1942

1216. War-Time Diary, 10 June 1942

1217. Letter to Mulk Raj Anand, 11 June 1942

1218. War-Time Diary, 11 June 1942

1219. Weekly News Review, 26, 13 June 1942

1220. Letter to C. D. Darlington, 13 June 1942

1221. War-Time Diary, 13 June 1942

1222. Gujarati Newsletter, 16, 15 June 1942

1223. Letter to Tamara Talbot Rice, 15 June 1942

1224. War-Time Diary, 15 June 1942

1225. Letter to Joseph Needham, 17 June 1942

1226. Letter from Z. A. Bokhari to Shridhar Telkar, 18 June 1942

1227. Telegram to Tambimuttu, 18–19(?) June 1942

1228. Weekly News Review, 27, 20 June 1942: editorial note

1229. TBF, 20 June 1942: Lady Grigg, 1, 8, 15, and 29.7.42

1230. TBF, 20 June 1942: Princess Indira of Kapurthala, 6, 13, 20, and 27.7.42

1231. War-Time Diary, 21 June 1942

1232. Gujarati Newsletter, 17, 22 June 1942

1233. TBF, 22 June 1942: R. R. Desai, 6, 13, 20, and 27.7.42

1234. TBF, 22 June 1942: M.J. Tambimuttu, 23.6.42

1235. TBF, 22 June 1942: S. Telkar, 22.6.42

1236. Letter to Mulk Raj Anand, 23 June 1942

1237. Letter to Sir Frank Brown, 23 June 1942

1238. Letter to J. G. Crowther, 23 June 1942

1239. Letter to C. R. Fay, 23 June 1942

1240. Letter to Noel Sircar, 23 June 1942

1241. Letter to L. F. Easterbrook, 23 June 1942; with editorial note

1242. Letter to S. M. Telkar, 23 June 1942

1243. Letter to T. C. Worsley, 23 June 1942

1244. TBF, 24 June 1942: K. K. Ardaschir, 26.6.42

1245. TBF, 24 June 1942: E. M. Forster, 22.7.42, 19.8.42, 16.9.42, 14.10.42

1246. War-Time Diary, 24June 1942

1247. Letter to Mulk Raj Anand, 25 June 1942

1248. Telegram to C. H. Waddington, 25–26(?) June 1942

1249. TBF, 26 June 1942: Mulk Raj Anand, 8, 15, and 22.7.42

1250. TBF, 26 June 1942: Clemence Dane, 1 and 8.7.42

1251. TBF, 26 June 1942: André van Gyseghem, 15.7.42

1252. TBF, 26 June 1942: Bhupen Mukerjee, 27.6.42

1253. War-Time Diary, 26 June 1942

1254. Weekly News Review, 28, 27 June 1942: editorial note

1255. Gujarati Newsletter, 18, 29 June 1942: editorial note

1256. Letter from Z. A. Bokhari to L. F. Easterbrook and Sir John Russell, 30 June 1942

1257. Review: Mulk Raj Anand, The Sword and the Sickle, July 1942

1258. War-Time Diary, 1 July 1942

1259. TBF, 3 July 1942: C. D. Darlington, 7.7.42

1260. TBF, 3 July 1942: Bahadur Singh, 14.7.42

1261. War-Time Diary, 3–10 July 1942

1262. Fishing

1263. News Review, 29, 4 July 1942: editorial note

1264. Letter from Z. A. Bokhari to L. F. Easterbrook and Sir John Russell, 4 July 1942

1265. Gujarati Newsletter, 19, 6 July 1942: editorial note

1266. Letters from Z. A. Bokhari to Princess Indira of Kapurthala, Bahadur Singh, Noel Sircar, and Shridhar Telkar, 9 July 1942

1267. News Review, 30, 11 July 1942: editorial note

1268. Bengali Newsletter, 11 July 1942: editorial note

1269. Letter to Picture Post, 11 July 1942

1270. Pacifism and the War: A Controversy: D. S. Savage, George Woodcock, Alex Comfort, George Orwell (Orwell’s contribution: 12 July 1942)

1271. A.M. Ashraf’s Broadcasts: editorial summary

1272. Gujarati Newsletter, 20, 13 July 1942

1273. Letter to Cyril Connolly, 13 July 1942

1274. Letter to Cedric Dover, 13 July 1942

1275. Telegram to J. B. S. Haldane, 13 July 1942?

1276. Letter to M. R. Kothari, 13 July 1942

1277. TBF, 13 July 1942: S. K. Das Gupta, 18 and 25.7.42; 1, 8, 15, 22, and 29.8.42; 5, 12, 19, and 26.9.42; 3.10.42

1278. Letter to L. F. Easterbrook, I4 July 1942

1279. Letter to J. F. Horrabin, 14 July 1942

1280. Letter to Peter Masefield, 14 July 1942

1281. Letter to Sir John Russell, 14 July 1942

1282. Letter to Alex Comfort, 15 July 1942, with his reply, 16 July 1942

1283. TBF, 15 July 1942: Mulk Raj Anand, 30.7.42

1284. TBF, 15 July 1942: R. R. Desai, 13.8.42

1285. TBF, 15 July 1942: R. R. Desai, 3, 10, 17, 24, and 31.8.42; 7, 14, 21, and 28.9.42

1286. TBF, 15 July 1942: L. F. Easterbrook, 14.8.42; with editorial summary of forms for Sir John Russell, J. B. S. Haldane, and C. H. Waddington

1287. TBF, 15 July 1942: Lady Grigg, 5, 12, 19, and 26.8.42

1288. TBF, 15 July 1942: Sir Aziz-ul-Huque, 25.7.42

1289. TBF, 15 July 1942: Princess Indira of Kapurthala, 3, 10, 17, 24, and 31.8.42

1290. TBF, 15 July 1942: Noel Sircar, 28.7.42; 25.8.42

1291. TBF, 15 July 1942: S. Telkar, 29.7.42; 5, 12, and 19.8.42

1292. Marathi Newsletter, 20, 16 July 1942

1293. Letters to H. N. Brailsford and G. M. Young, 16 July 1942

1294. Letter to Chinna Durai, 16 July 1942

1295. Memorandum to Michael Barkway, Chief (News) Editor, Empire Services, 16 July 1942

1296. Letter to C. R. Fay, 16 July 1942

1297. TBF, I7 July 1942: Cedric Dover, 20.8.42

1298. TBF, I7 July 1942: J. Chinna Durai, 6.8.42

1299. Weekly News Review, 31, 18 July 1942

1300. Bengali Newsletter, 1, 18 July 1942

1301. Letter to Vida Hope, 18 July 1942

1302. Letter to J. F. Horrabin, 18 July 1942

1303. Letter to J. A. Lauwerys, 18 July 1942

1304. Gujarati Newsletter, 21, 20 July 1942

1305. Letter to E. C. Bowyer, 21 July 1942

1306. Letter to Henry Wickham Steed, 21 July 1942

1307. TBF, 21 July 1942: E. C. Bowyer, 31.7.42

1308. TBF, 21 July 1942: Peter Masefield, 31.7.42

1309. War-Time Diary, 22 July 1942

1310. Marathi Newsletter, 21, 23 July 1942

1311. Memorandum to Z. A. Bokhari, 23 July 1942

1312. Letter to Cyril Connolly, 23 July 1942

1313. Letter to T. S. Eliot, 23 July 1942

1314. Letter to Cyril Falls, 23 July 1942

1315. Letter to C. R. Fay, 23 July 1942

1316. Letter to J. F. C. Fuller, 23 July 1942

1317. Letter to J. F. Horrabin, 23 July 1942

1318. Letter to Reginald Reynolds, 23 July 1942

1319. Letter to Routledge & Sons Ltd, 23 July 1942

1320. Letter to G. M. Young, 23 July 1942

1321. TBF, 23 July 1942: Narayana Menon, 31.7.42

1322. War-Time Diary, 23 July 1942

1323. Letter to P. Chatterjee, 24 July 1942

1324. Weekly News Review, 32, 25 July 1942

1325. Bengali Newsletter, 2, 25 July 1942

1326. Letter to Inez Holden, 25 July 1942

1327. Letter to Herbert Read, 25 July 1942

1328. Letter to Henry Wickham Steed, 25 July 1942

1329. Letter to Henry Treece, 25 July 1942

1330. TBF, 25 July 1942: Wickham Steed, 7.8.42

1331. War-Time Diary, 26 July 1942

1332. Gujarati Newsletter, 22, 27 July 1942

1333. Letter to E. C. Bowyer, 27 July 1942

1334. Letter to Peter Masefield, 27 July 1942

1335. Letter to T. C. Worsley, 27 July 1942

1336. War-Time Diary, 27–28 July 1942

1337. Letter to Mr Baddeley, 29 July 1942

1338. Letters to Peter Masefield and E. C. Bowyer, 29 July 1942

1339. Marathi Newsletter, 22, 30 July 1942; with editorial note

1340. Letter to Herbert Read, 30 July 1942

1341. Letter to Henry Treece, 30 July 1942

1342. TBF, 31 July 1942: Narayana Menon, 31.7.42

1343. [Weekly News Review], 33, 1 August 1942

1344. Bengali Newsletter, 3, 1 August 1942

1345. War-Time Diary, 1 August 1942

1346. Review: Philippe Barrès, Charles de Gaulle, 2 August 1942

1347. Gujarati Newsletter, 23, 3 August 1942

1348. Letter to Henry Wickham Steed, 3 August 1942

1349. TBF, 3 August 1942: J. F. Horrabin, 7, 14, 21, and 28.8.42

1350. War-Time Diary, 3 August 1942

1351. Programme Preview by Venu Chitale with Orwell’s Amendments, 4 August 1942

1352. TBF, 4 August 1942: Mulk Raj Anand, 11.8.42

1353. TBF, 4 August 1942: Inez Holden, 11.8.42

1354. TBF, 4 August 1942: Herbert Read, 11.8.42

1355. War-Time Diary, 4–5 August 1942

1356. Memorandum to E. W. D. Boughen, 5 August 1942

1357. Marathi Newsletter, 23, 6 August 1942

1358. Letter to Cedric Dover, 6 August 1942

1359. Letter to Cyril Falls, 6 August 1942

1360. Letter to Narayana Menon, 6 August 1942

1361. Letter to Naomi Mitchison, 6 August 1942

1362. Letter to K. S. Shelvankar, 6 August 1942

1363. War-Time Diary, 7 August 1942

1364. News Review, 34, 8 August 1942

1365. Bengali Newsletter, 4, 8 August 1942

1366. Letter to R. R. Desai, 8 August 1942

1367. War-Time Diary, 9 August 1942

1368. Gujarati Newsletter, 24, 10 August 1942

1369. Letter to E. M. Forster, 10 August 1942

1370. Letter to Harold Laski, 10 August 1942

1371. Letter to Lord Winterton, 10 August 1942

1372. War-Time Diary, 10 August 1942

1373. ‘Voice,’ 1: A Magazine Programme, 11 August 1942

1374. Anniversary of the Month, 11 August 1942: editorial note

1375. Letter to K. K. Ardaschir, 11 August 1942

1376. Letter to Vida Hope, 11 August 1942

1377. Letter to Naomi Mitchison, 11 August 1942

1378. Letter to Henry Treece, 11 August 1942

1379. Letter to B. H. Liddell Hart, 12 August 1942

1380. War-Time Diary, 12 August 1942

1381. Marathi Newsletter, 24, 13 August 1942

1382. Letter to R. R. Desai, 13 August 1942

1383. Letter to Ethel Mannin, 13 August 1942

1384. TBF, 13 August 1942: M. R. Kothari, 6, 13, and 20.8.42

1385. Letter to M. R. Kothari, 14 August 1942

1386. Letter to M. R. Kothari, 14 August 1942

1387. War-Time Diary, 14 August 1942

1388. Weekly News Review, 35, 15 August 1942

1389. Bengali Newsletter, 5, 15 August 1942

1390. Gujarati Newsletter, 25, 17 August 1942

1391. Letter to Tom Wintringham, 17 August 1942

1392. Letter to Peggotty Freeman, 18 August 1942

1393. Letter to Leonora Lockhart, 18 August 1942

1394. Letter to Ethel Mannin, 18 August 1942

1395. War-Time Diary, 18 August 1942

1396. Letter to B. H. Liddell Hart, 19 August 1942

1397. ‘Notes on Some Points about the Home Guard’

1398. ‘Note on the Role of the Home Guard’

1399. War-Time Diary, 19 August 1942

1400. Marathi Newsletter, 25, 20 August 1942

1401. Letter to Edmund Blunden, 20 August 1942

1402. Letter to Lord Winterton, 21 August 1942

1403. News Review, 36, 22 August 1942

1404. Bengali Newsletter, 6, 22 August 1942

1405. TBF, 22 August 1942: Princess Indira of Kapurthala, 7, 14, 21, and 28.9.42

1406. TBF, 22 August 1942: Harold Laski, 4.9.42

1407. TBF, 22 August 1942: J. M. Tambimuttu, 10.9.42

1408. TBF, 22 August 1942: Shridhar Telkar, 2, 9, 16, 23, and 30.9.42

1409. TBF, 22 August 1942: T. C. Worsley, 11.9.42

1410. War-Time Diary, 22 August 1942

1411. Telegram to G. M. Young, [23 August 1942?]

1412. Gujarati Newsletter, 26, 24 August 1942

1413. Letter to Peggotty Freeman, 24 August 1942

1414. Letter to G. M. Young, 24 August 1942

1415. Telegram to G. M. Young, [25 August 1942?]

1416. TBF, 25 August 1942: Lady Grigg, 2, 9, 16, 23, and 30.9.42

1417. TBF, 25 August 1942: M. R. Kothari, 27.8.42

1418. TBF, 25 August 1942: Narayana Menon, 25.8.42

1419. War-Time Diary, 25 August 1942

1420. Letter to Alex Comfort, 26 August 1942

1421. Essay: ‘Looking Back on the Spanish War’, [1942?]

1422. Marathi Newsletter, 26, 27 August 1942

1423. “Service to India”, 27 August 1942

1424. War-Time Diary, 27 August 1942

1425. Letter to Harold Laski, 28 August 1942

1426. Letter to C. H. Waddington, 28 August 1942

1427. News Review, 37, 29 August 1942

1428. Bengali Newsletter, 7, 29 August 1942

1429. London Letter, 29 August 1942

1430. War-Time Diary, 29 August 1942

1431. Gujarati Newsletter, 27, 31 August 1942; with editorial note

1432. Letter to Harold Laski, 31 August 1942

1433. Letter to Lord Winterton, 31 August 1942

1434. TBF, 31 August 1942: Clemence Dane, recorded 28.8.42

Notes

Chronology for the BBC Years, 18 August 1941 to 26 November 1943

Acknowledgements and Provenances




ABOUT THE BOOK

On 18 August 1941, Orwell joined the BBC’s Overseas Service. After a crash training course (the documents for which are reproduced here), he was appointed a Talks Producer responsible for features, talks, and commentaries on the war, to be broadcast to India. He wrote at least 220 news commentaries for, and broadcast to, India and occupied Malaya and Indonesia, of which Orwell read fifty-six. This volume shows that formal censorship was not as great a problem as has been supposed, though it obviously occurred and Orwell’s brushes with censors are shown in detail. Along with Volumes XIV and XV, Volume XIII shows the enormous efforts he made to disseminate culture rather than crude propaganda. It is in this volume that the origins of ‘Room 101’ are to be found; it has examples of his first ‘courses’ for Indian university students - the forerunner of the Open University; the first issue of his broadcast poetry magazine, ‘Voice’; and a number of his own broadcasts, including ‘The Re-discovery of Europe’. He continued to review, to write essays, and to contribute to Partisan Review and he was still active in the Home Guard.




Introduction to Volume XIII

18 August 1941 to 31 August 1942: All Propaganda is Lies

Orwell joined the staff of the BBC on 18 August 1941 and left on 24 November 1943, although two of the Newsletters he had prepared, one in English for Indonesia and one for translation into Tamil, were broadcast on the two days after he had left. Orwell worked very hard at the BBC as the three volumes devoted to his time there reveal. After his training he joined the Indian section under Zulfaqar Ali Bokhari, who later became Director-General of Radio Pakistan. In addition to Bokhari and Orwell there were, when he joined, three Hindu talks assistants and three secretaries. Between them they had to produce twelve hours of broadcasting a week. In addition there was a Hindustani section at Evesham under Sir Malcolm Darling but Darling’s and Bokhari’s units were completely separate. A Marathi assistant, Miss Venu Chitale, joined in March 1943 but the transmission time was increased and for many months Bokhari was away in India. (A staff list for the Indian and other sections for 21 August 1943 will be found here and here.) Orwell was responsible for producing three series of commentaries on the news in English, broadcast at first to India, then to Malaya, and finally to Indonesia (the latter two both being occupied by the Japanese), and for further separate series for translation into vernacular languages: Bengali, Marathi, Gujarati, Tamil, and perhaps Hindustani (see here). As well as newsletters, there were series of cultural, educational, and political programmes. Political broadcasts did not address specific issues of British, Indian, or Allied politics but rather such general issues as ‘Propaganda,’, ‘The Fifth Column,’ ‘Living Space,’ and ‘The New Order’ (all given by Mulk Raj Anand); or topics that even today sound contemporary such as ‘Moslem Minorities in Europe,’ and ‘The Status of Women in Europe.’ Orwell also ran a series on great books. These, by a variety of speakers from the East discussed, for example, the importance of The Social Contract, Das Kapital, and even Mein Kampf.

Much of the material reproduced in these three volumes is administrative. There are, for example, dozens of Talks Booking Forms (TBF) related to Orwell’s programmes which, though they do not make exciting reading, give an essential insight into what was broadcast, by whom, when, and what the speakers were paid. Associated with these forms are dozens of letters which Orwell sent off in connection with the broadcasts, many persuading some of the most distinguished writers and scientists in Britain to spend time for small fees talking to an unknown and uncertain audience thousands of miles away. To supplement this information a thorough search was made of the ‘Programmes as Broadcast’ reports (for which almost a complete run survives) which note what actually happened at the time, and of the files of London Calling, a magazine devoted to the Overseas Service of the BBC (see 2151).

Perhaps the most remarkable aspect of Orwell’s ‘propaganda’, and very far from being lies, was the attempt at distance teaching, what we should now call ‘a university of the air.’ Bokhari had initiated talks directed at students studying English literature at Calcutta and Bombay Universities and as soon as Orwell arrived he handed this project over to him. Orwell expanded the range of ‘courses’ (for such they were) and the thirteen he arranged included series on science, agriculture, and psychology; modern English verse, drama (including Marlowe, Shakespeare, Dryden, Ibsen, Yeats, and Čapek), ‘Modern Masterpieces’ and American literature. The distinguished speakers included T. S. Eliot (on Ulysses and Dryden), E. M. Forster, Cyril Connolly, John Lehmann, V. S. Pritchett, Herbert Read, Stephen Spender, L. A. G. Strong, Harold Laski (on Galsworthy’s Strife), William Plomer-and Orwell himself (on Macbeth and Jack London). Scientists included Joseph Needham, Vere Gordon Childe, Ritchie Calder, C. D. Darlington, J. C. Drummond, and C. H. Waddington; one of Sir Alexander Fleming’s team spoke on penicillin; Dr Susan Isaacs, then very influential in the training of teachers, talked about child psychology; in a series devoted to India’s problems in AD 2000, Sir John Russell spoke on agriculture and Richard Titmuss on population. In other series unconnected with university syllabuses, the Director of the British Film Institute, Oliver Bell, spoke regularly on film; there was a practical course on drama production, ‘Let’s Act It Ourselves’, run by Norman Marshall with Damyanti and Balraj Sahni, which had long-lasting influence (see introduction to Volume XV); and among programmes on music, talks by Narayana Menon, and also performances by Myra Hess and Moura Lympany.

Many of the speakers were, as a matter of policy, drawn from the expatriate Far Eastern community living in England. Some, such as K. S. Shelvankar, were hardly persona grata in India (his Penguin Special, The Problems of India, 1940, had been banned in India), and Reginald Reynolds, a Quaker and pacifist, who spoke on prison and whom Orwell wished to speak on Peter Kropotkin, was anything but an Establishment figure. (The Establishment did draw the line at Kropotkin.) Mulk Raj Anand gave many broadcasts in addition to those mentioned above; other speakers included the Turk, K. K. Ardaschir; Hsiao Ch’ien, whose work Orwell reviewed (see 2528), and who later, as Xiao Qian, made the first translation into Chinese of Joyce’s Ulysses, published in 1995. Under the innocent-sounding title, ‘Today and Yesterday’, the Indian speaker, Cedric Dover, discussed a number of subjects still very topical today: ‘The Importance of Minorities’, ‘Race Mixture and World Peace,’ ‘The Problems of Cultural Expression,’ and ‘The Federal Idea.’ A large number of speakers were women. As well as Venu Chitale, Princess Indira of Kapurthala presented programmes throughout Orwell’s time. Speakers and actresses engaged by Orwell included Gladys Calthrop, Clemence Dane, Lilla Erulkar, Lady Grigg (a thorn in Orwell’s side), Inez Holden, Vida Hope, Catherine Lacey, Ethel Mannin,Naomi Mitchison, Eleanor Rathbone, Viscountess Rhondda, Naomi Royde-Smith, Stevie Smith, Zahara Taki, Ellen Wilkinson, Rebecca West, Diana Wong, and many others.

Volume XIII reprints documents used by Orwell in the training course he attended immediately on joining the BBC (See here). Although this was described by William Empson, who attended the same course, as ‘the Liars’ School’, it was, in fact, as the documents demonstrate, an intensive introduction to radio and its techniques. There are detailed accounts of the Overseas Service (see here), and the network and staff of that service (see here); this includes a document from the papers prepared for Sir Stafford Cripps before he left for India to discuss its independence in 1942 which gives a forthright assessment of those who ran the BBC’s service to India.

Orwell was much concerned with establishing a weekly newsletter in English for India and the volume provides an analysis of how this was organised (see here). This demonstrates that Orwell wrote far more newsletters than had been thought—some 104 or 105 in English and 115 or 116 for translation into vernacular languages—of which only a quarter survive. In his first months Orwell wrote a number of propaganda-like talks such as, ‘Paper is Precious’ and ‘British Rations and the Submarine War’. What this first volume shows is how quickly he moved away from work of that kind to broadcasts that were cultural and educational: propaganda, perhaps, but of a much more worthwhile and sophisticated kind. Not all propaganda was lies as he had described it in his War-time Diary on 14 March 1942 (see here, here).

Although most of this volume is made up of BBC material, there are a number of reviews and articles and also his advocacy of Mulk Raj Anand’s The Sword and the Sickle, first in a letter to the Times Literary Supplement objecting to its review (by Ranja G. Sahani, then published anonymously; see here) followed by his review of Anand’s book (here). Orwell’s War-time Diary is also printed, in full, chronologically.

A full General Introduction will be found here
Reference should also be made to the Introductions to Volumes XIII and XIV
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844. Orwell’s Contract with the BBC
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On here and here is Orwell’s copy of his contract with the BBC as a talks assistant. He initially signed letters as ‘Empire Talks Assistant’; from about 19 January 1942 he signed them as ‘Talks Assistant, Indian Section,’ and some six months later as ‘Talks Producer, Indian Section.’ D. Pearson Smith, who signed the contract for the BBC, was one of the assistants to the Overseas Services Establishment Officer. Reproduced by permission of the BBC and the British Library (which holds the original). Reduced to 65% size of original.






845. BBC Induction Course

18–30 August 1941


Orwell was appointed a talks assistant in the Overseas Service of the BBC from Monday, 18 August 1941, at a salary of £640 per annum.1 On that day he started a short induction course in ‘General Broadcasting Technique’—was ‘colleged,’ in BBC jargon—at Bedford College, University of London, then situated in Regent’s Park. According to H. V. L. Swanzy, who came to know Orwell when both attended this course and who later was an assistant in the Overseas News Talks Section, the course had been reduced in length from three months to ten days.2 William Empson, the poet and scholar,3 who attended the same course, and who was, like Orwell, a talks assistant, in the Empire Department, recalled the course (referred to by him as ‘the Liars’ School’) as lasting six weeks.4 Orwell’s timetable for that course, a list of participants, and a considerable number of course papers, have survived and are in the Orwell Archive, University College London. Several items are marked to show they were Orwell’s copies; one bears Empson’s name; others are unmarked.

Twenty-one people are named as being enrolled, but three names are crossed out. Among those attending besides Orwell, Empson, and Swanzy were A. M. Ashraf (one of Orwell’s future colleagues); Douglas Cleverdon (Assistant, Features and Drama Department, Bristol, and later the deviser and producer of ‘The Brains Trust’); Marius Goring (actor; then, Assistant, German News Talks Unit; Foreign Office, 1941–45); Frank Hardie (Assistant, Overseas Research Unit); Elizabeth Poston (composer; then working as Overseas Music Representative, Bristol); Reginald Pound (Sub-editor, Empire News, Overseas News Department); and Ralph Truman (Announcer, Manchester). Four women provided a staff pool. The Director of Staff Training (DST) was E. A. Harding; the senior instructors were Felix Felton and John Gough; and there were two secretaries for the staff.

The course lasted neither ten days nor six weeks, but ran for two weeks of five and a half days each (then the standard working week), from Monday, 18 August, to Saturday, 30 August. The programme and materials suggest anything but a liars’ course. The course consisted of ‘instruction in Programme Techniques, accompanied by sketches of the main Engineering and Administrative processes which make practice of them possible in British Broadcasting’ (preamble to the training document). There were four lectures, demonstrations, or practical classes on most full days. The terminology is that used in the BBC’s course description; for example, ‘Play-over’ for ‘Replay.’ In the first week, these, with those conducting them, were:


Chain of Technical Processes between broadcaster and listener (R. T. B. Wynn, Senior Superintendent Engineer). (See 1 below).

Administration of the BBC (G. C. Beadle, Controller—Administration).

Main Kinds of Programmes (DST).

Practical Acoustics and Microphones (Mr. Gough).

Meeting to discuss programme exercises (DST).

Demonstration of studio equipment (Mr. Gough). (These last two sessions were held in Studio 3, Maida Vale. Orwell has written in the margin directions for finding the studio in Delaware Road.)

The BBC in Wartime (Director-General of the BBC).

Feature Programmes (DST).

Planning of Home and Forces Programmes.

Analysis of Empire Service feature script ‘Freedom Ferry,’ No. 15, ‘Missions to Seamen’ by Robert Barr (Mr. Felton). (The script survives; see 5 below. Barr should have attended the course.)

Attend rehearsal and live transmission of the above at Monseigneur Cinema, Marble Arch.

Discussion of the programme with the Producer (Francis Dillon) and Mr. Felton.

Radio Transmission and the BBC’s Networks (L. Hayes, Head of Overseas Engineering Information Department).

Speech for the Microphone (Mr. Gough).

Recording Systems used by the BBC (M. J. L. Pulling, Superintendent Engineer, Recording).

Demonstration of Recording Equipment (M. J. L. Pulling).

Description of programme uses of film and tape, and demonstration of programme applications of disc recording system (Mr. Gough and representative from Recorded Programmes Department).

Overseas Programme Planning (C. Lawson-Reece, Supervisor of Overseas Planning). (See 6, 7, and 8 below.)

Talks Exercises by Students (DST).

Talks Exercises by Students, followed by analysis and discussion (DST).

Listener Research (R. J. Silvey, Listener Research Director). (See 9, 10, 11 below.)



There were no formal classes on the last day of the first week; that Saturday morning was ‘Available for office work.’

Sessions for the second week of the course were:



Programme Routine (S. G. Williams, Assistant Director of Overseas Programme Administration, Supply).

Outside Broadcasts (Michael Standing, Director of Outside Broadcasts).

Magazine Programmes (DST).

Tea party, to meet senior members of the staff.

Read-through, rehearsal, and performance on closed-circuit recording of fifteen-minute feature, produced by DST, with students taking part as cast, programme engineers, junior programme engineers, etc. (This was almost certainly ‘The London Policeman, Helper and Friend,’ the script of which survives; see 12 below. A full day—four sessions—was devoted to this exercise.)

Play-over and discussion on feature recorded on previous afternoon (DST).

European Intelligence Services (J. S. A. Salt, Director of European Service).

News Talks Production (Donald Boyd, Assistant Senior News Editor, Home Division).

Exercises in making running commentaries and use of recording van (Mr. Gough).

Play-over of running commentaries (Mr. Gough). (This made a fifth, evening, session for this day and lasted one and a quarter hours.)

News Broadcasting.

Radio News Reel (H. P. K. Pooley, Empire News Talks Editor).

Broadcasting to a Dominion (Grenfell Williams, Deputy Director of Empire Service and African Service Director).

Analysis of a feature script (DST). (This script was probably ‘Arctic Excursion,’ which survives—see 13 below—with annotations in Orwell’s, hand.)

Play-over of running commentaries recorded on previous day (Mr. Gough). (Again, a fifth, evening, session for this day; on this occasion it was timed to last for two hours.)

Presentation and Continuity (L. Stokes, Overseas Presentation Manager5). (Various materials survive from this lecture; see 14, 15, 16 below.)

Use of Music in Productions (Mr. Gough).

Organisation and Problems of the Overseas Division (Sir Stephen Tallents, Controller, Overseas).



The final session on the second Friday was a meeting to discuss the course with the Director of Staff Training and the two senior instructors. Three hours on the last day of the course, Saturday, 30 August, were made available for individual sessions with the staff. The room allocated was the DST’s office, so it would seem that all three staff were present at the same time for these discussions.

In addition to Orwell’s copy of the course programme, the following documents have survived:


1. ‘Chain of Technical Processes between Speaker or Artiste and Listener.’

2. ‘Radio Transmission and the BBC’s Networks.’

3. Coloured plan showing Red, Green, Yellow, and Blue Network allocations.

4. ‘Glossary of Selected Terms Defined in their Relation to Present Practice in British Broadcasting.’ This is a twenty-two-page document. One definition is of particular interest in connection with Orwell. ‘Actuality’ is defined as ‘Presentation of real persons and things to give a picture of contemporary life in a particular aspect; documentary.’

5. Script, ‘Freedom Ferry’ by Robert Barr. First broadcast 20 August 1941.

6. Overseas Programme Schedule for Thursday, 28 August 1941; World Service (Red Network) from London or 10 Abbey Manor; Empire Service (Green Network) from London or Wood Norton.

7. Empire Programme Schedule, Blue and Yellow Networks.

8. Latin American Schedule, Yellow Network.

9. Listener Research Reports.

10. Listener Research Weekly Report No. 32, 2 May 1941.

11. Listener Research, Explanation of System, 29 July 1941.

12. Script, Civilians’ War 9, ‘The London Policeman, Helper and Friend’ by Malcolm Baker-Smith. First broadcast 11 July 1941. Marked, ‘slightly changed from the original for Staff Training purposes.’ Orwell has written in various light cues and a number of comments. Thus, against the Narrator at one point he has written, ‘spoke too soon.’ Orwell seems to have played the Second Policeman. He has written in a few verbal changes, for example, ‘No, not by a long stretch’ for ‘No, not by fifty odd years,’ and ‘buzzer went’ for ‘bell went.’ At the end of one speech he has written, ‘Very slight pause,’ and against other speeches indications for a longer pause and ‘More voice.’ He has also written in details of traffic-noise effects. At the very end he has written, in a space for noting those taking part: ‘Members of the 4th Genl. Course in Staff Training Dept.’

13. Script, ‘Arctic Excursion’ by E. A. F. Harding (presumably, despite the third initial, the Director of Staff Training). This has a number of comments in Orwell’s hand drawing attention to matters of technique. These are (with the page numbers): ‘Effect before mention of it’ (1); ‘Throw away clause’ (1); ‘Start from the home’ (1)—that is, indicating the need to relate Lapland to a British audience by referring to steamers leaving Hull for Finland; ‘Arrival in Finland gradually led up to’ (2); ‘Purely time effects’ (3); ‘Details of journey now less mentioned’ (3); ‘From now on traveller [one of the characters] begins to take command’ (4); ‘Keeping rapidly on the move in order to be able to halt presently’ (5); ‘Commentator introduced here to give the story a restart after halt’ (6); ‘Speed-up again.’ (14); ‘end on anticlimax’ (16); there are also two slight verbal changes.

14. Continuity Script for Eastern Service, 22 August 1941. This has a few pencil markings.

15. Announcer’s Report (completed) for 15 August 1941.

16. Empire Presentation Assistant’s Report, with extracts from Announcers’ Logs for 13 August 1941; signed P. W. Chalmers.

17. Script, ‘Dr Johnson Takes It’ by Louis MacNeice, broadcast 29 June 1941. This is probably Gladys Young’s copy; it is not otherwise marked.

18. Twelve pages from various scripts.

19. ‘Research Unit (Overseas): Its Organisation, Work and Personnel.’ Among those listed is Tosco Fyvel, with whom Orwell worked on Searchlight Books; see 660, n. 1.



Filed with these induction course materials are the following documents; 20–22, examples of material regularly circulated; 23, a proposal that might have had particular interest for Orwell:


20. ‘Daily Digest of Foreign Broadcasts,’ No. 832, Part 1, From Germany and German-occupied territory, 27–28 October 1941. This includes summaries of broadcasts in English for Britain (for example, ‘Kick Churchill Out’ from the New British Broadcasting Station and reports of broadcasts from Calais); broadcasts in Hindustani for India from Zeesen; German Home broadcasts. It is marked ‘W. Empson, Room 206.’

21. ‘Daily Digest of Foreign Broadcasts,’ No. 832, From other than Germany and German-occupied territory.

22. ‘Weekly Analysis of Foreign Broadcasts’ for the 112th week of the war, 20–26 October 1941. This is marked with Orwell’s name and ‘Egton 221’ and ‘246.’

23. ‘India of the Future’: agenda for a preliminary meeting of the Round Table Discussions Sub-Committee (of which Orwell was a member); Sir Malcolm Darling’s proposal; and minutes of meetings of the sub-committee held on 17 December 1942 (when Orwell was present) and 27 January 1943 (when he was not present).








846. BBC Overseas Service


Orwell joined his department on the Monday after the induction course concluded. On Thursday, 28 August 1941, R. A. Rendall, the Director of the Empire Service at the time, and shortly after Assistant Controller of the Overseas Service,1 informed the Empire Talks Director that he had asked Orwell (referred to almost invariably in BBC correspondence as Blair) to report to him on 1 September. Rendall suggested that Orwell be given ‘no talks responsibilities before the new schedule but that he spends the intervening time in planning the “Through Eastern Eyes” series with the I.P.O.,2 and in completing his training by watching some of the more experienced Empire Talks Assistants at work.’

Orwell’s first letters organising talks are dated 1 October 1941. If September is considered part of the training period, Empson’s ‘six weeks’ no longer sounds so much at odds with Swanzy’s ten days.

Two days after Orwell joined the BBC, the Empire Talks Director3 sent the following memorandum to Rendall:


I hear that Mr. George Orwell is joining the department in ten days’ time. As you know, I have already suggested to Miss Gompertz4 that she should finally end up in the Eastern Service. She likes this idea, and I think her experience would be most useful in this Service. She will be busy for the next few weeks taking over from Miss Treadgold5 while Miss Treadgold goes to the School, but she should be free by the end of September.

It seems to me that the arrival of Mr. George Orwell should synchronise with the responsibility being centralised for all talks in English which go out in both the Red and Green networks in the Eastern Service. If you remember, you asked me to arrange with Mr. Bokhari that I should see the scripts for “Through Eastern Eyes”, and when I was discussing this project with him he said he would be perfectly happy to work in with this department for all his talks in English.

Anthony Weymouth6 could still see that all the Talks spaces were filled and could handle such series as “Matters of Moment”, but I think it would be an immense advantage if he were working in close cooperation with people who know both the Indian and exile audience intimately.

If you agree to this suggestion I would like to put it into operation immediately, for it seems to me that the new schedule should be planned on this basis. Mr. Bokhari will in any case need help if he is to carry through the very extensive programme he has put up. It would be neat and tidy if we could have this plan in operation from the day Mr. Orwell arrives. Miss Gompertz, although not entirely free for the work in this Service, would be able to attend all meetings in connection with it immediately.

May I have your approval, and then shall you or I get into touch with Mr. Bokhari? I think, incidentally, that Gerald Bullett7 could probably be of considerable help to him over his literary talks and I would feel much happier about the Service if both Mr. Weymouth and Mr. Bullett, who have no overseas experience, were working in far closer cooperation with people who have that experience.



Orwell started his work for the BBC at 55 Portland Place,8 first in Room 206 and later in Room 416. Early in June 1942 he moved with his colleagues to 200 Oxford Street, the ‘200’ being associated, according to Eric Robertson, by some of those working there with ‘ZOO.’9 The Summer 1945 issue of the BBC’s house journal, Ariel, included an interesting, if informal, article, ‘A Visit to Overseas H.Q. At 200 Oxford Street’ (14–15, 18) that describes the people working there a little after Orwell left.

The Eastern Service was well established by the time Orwell joined, but it was in process of expansion. Programmes for India were in two sections, one under Z. A. Bokhari (see 776, n. 1), based in London, and the other under Sir Malcolm Darling, Indian Editor, Hindustani, at Evesham, Worcestershire.10

Fairly soon after Orwell’s appointment, Bokhari wrote a memorandum to him, dated 23 September 1941, outlining his plans. This was addressed to Orwell at Egton House, Langham Street, London, W1, where he was temporarily located, and where Grenfell Williams, African Service Director, had his office. This memorandum gives a fair picture of the milieu Orwell was entering:


My dear Blair,

These English programmes to India. I am delighted and flattered to have your assistance. I know I shall always enjoy working with you. Let’s work out a definite plan. With effect from the 5th October, 1941, this section will be responsible for forty five minutes programme in English every day. The first half-hour falls under our general title “We Speak to India”, and the rest is a series of talks entitled “Through Eastern Eyes”. Over and above this, this section is responsible for recording and broadcasting Students’ Messages twice a week. These messages form part of the Hindustani programmes. So much is definite so far. Perhaps when the Eastern Service Director is appointed, we shall be entrusted with some more work.

Let me first of all discuss the programme “We Speak to India”. I presume that with effect from the 5th October, we shall have to change this title because we shall be broadcasting not only on the Green Network, but also on the World Service. I will get in touch with Leslie Stokes (who is the Empire Programme Planner)11 and see if he can hit upon a new title. This programme comprises cultural programmes—fiction, poetry, drama, music, etc. The rough scheme of the programme is as follows:

On Mondays—We do not originate any programme. It is originated for us by the World Service. In this programme the persons responsible for the World Service and also the Green Network are going to give India on the Green and Red Networks a programme about personalities in the field of drama (film and stage).

On Thursdays—again the programme will be originated for us by the World Service and on every Thursday they propose to broadcast a feature entitled ‘Made in England’.

On Sundays—on the Red Network a Religious Service will be broadcast by the World Service people, and we shall originate a programme on the Green Network.

These are our fixtures.

On Tuesdays—I propose to broadcast a programme on literature entitled ‘Turning Over A New Leaf’.

On Wednesdays—a programme for women.

On Fridays—‘Melody and Harmony’. Scott Goddard and an Indian musician—B. N. Mukerjee—will discuss and demonstrate European and Indian music respectively.

On Saturdays—We shall broadcast, ‘Any Questions?’ taken from the Forces’ Programme on the previous Sunday.

On Sundays—I propose to broadcast ‘The History of Mr. Polly’, adapted from H. G. Wells’s book. It was broadcast in the H. S. and I have pinched it from it.

I have received the syllabuses of various Indian universities and I am negotiating with Herbert Read and trying to get a team of university dons to broadcast talks based on the books prescribed or recommended for various examinations in India. It is all in the melting pot at the moment and as soon as I have some definite plan, I shall let you know and we will get together to thrash it out.12

I am also trying to get in touch with Professor Firth13 and see if we can arrange English lessons for beginners. This, to my mind, is very important.

These plans may seem haphazard to you and I daresay they are. I shall always be delighted to have your suggestions. As soon as we get an Indian on the staff who can be entrusted to announce these programmes, I shall request you to handle these programmes yourself.

‘Through Eastern Eyes’—You have the schedule of this series with you. I have written to some of the talkers and the response on the whole has been rather good. As the scripts come in, I shall pass them on to you with my observations. You will kindly go through them with the broadcasters and rehearse them. You will also, in every case, be good enough to write out the announcement for each talk. The announcement should be made in my opinion by an Indian. Do you agree? I think the best plan would be for me, in the first instance, to get in touch with the proposed speakers and as soon as the preliminary details are settled, I should hand over the talker to you and leave him to your tender mercies. In order to get in touch with the various speakers in this series you will have not only my assistance, but also the assistance of Sarin.14 For this series he is always at your disposal. He knows Indians in Great Britain rather well—much better than I do—and therefore he is in a position to tell you their interests and their capabilities. In my future invitations to the speakers in the series ‘Through Eastern Eyes’ I propose to ask them to get in touch with you. If you have any difficulty in dealing with them, you can always requisition my services.

Students’ Messages—I propose to hand over the recording and broadcasting of Students’ messages (they are in Hindustani) to Sarin as soon as he is familiar with the gadgets.

All this pertains to routine.

We want ideas very badly. Could you kindly put on your thinking-cap. We must start thinking now about our programme for the quarter after next, both under the title “We Speak to India” and “Through Eastern Eyes”.

I am sending a copy of this letter to Mr. Rendall and Mr. Grenfell Williams.



When Bokhari wrote, an Eastern Service director had not been appointed. This was to be L. F. Rushbrook Williams.15 From the surviving correspondence, he seems to have begun work late in October or in early November 1941. He is not included in the distribution list of some forty people for a memorandum of 1 October 1941 from the Supervisor of Overseas Planning (C. Lawson-Reece), but by 15 November 1941 Bokhari could begin a memorandum to him with ‘Allow me to point out once again that I am not quite happy about the Bengali Newsletter.’

It was such series that Orwell would participate in and develop. He took a particular interest in the talks—lectures—designed for Indian university students, courses that were modest precursors of the Open University of some thirty years later.

An advance schedule also survives for the Hindustani Service, drawn up for the Eastern Service Committee16 meeting on 22 October 1941. The Hindustani Service, directed by Sir Malcolm Darling, was based at Wood Norton, Evesham, Worcestershire (now the home of the BBC’s Engineering Training Department). Although Orwell was not a member of this section, his work was sometimes included in translation in its broadcasts, especially news commentaries, and he had contact with some of the staff; see, for example, his letter to Balraj Sahni’s wife, 3 October 1941, here.

In addition to feature programmes, there were various series of news bulletins and of commentaries (or newsletters) in English and in a number of languages spoken in Southeast Asia, China, and Indonesia.

On 20 August 1941, Bokhari gave Rendall a ‘rough schedule of progress of the 1345–1400 GMT period on the Green Network, from the 5th October, 1941’ for his approval:
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The production of vernacular news commentaries presented recurring difficulties, as Orwell amusingly recalled at the end of his life, because ‘apparently, Indians of that race [Marathis] when living in England soon lose their command of their native tongue’; see excerpt from Orwell’s last Literary Notebook, see here.

The schedule for the Eastern Service Committee meeting listed ‘Newsletters’ as item 3 on the agenda and gave six categories: Tamil, Malay, Thai, Cantonese and Kuoyu, Bengali, and Burmese. Three weeks later, on 15 November, Bokhari expressed doubts about the way the Bengali Newsletter was being prepared, and proposed new arrangements for the Gujarati Newsletter:

BENGALI NEWSLETTERS


Allow me to point out once again that I am not quite happy about the Bengali Newsletter. I have received to-day’s script. There is nothing harmful in it, but there is no meat either; it is pudding! And the only thing to do is to write these letters ourselves in English and get translators and announcers to translate and announce them. For such work I don’t think we require such highly paid people as Dr. Ghose. I suggest Ajit Mookerjee,18 12 Gayton Crescent, N.W. 3. and D. Mojumder, 41 Armitage Road, Golders Green, N.W. 11. They are two excellent broadcasters and youngsters who should be employed by us as announcer/translators for these weekly newsletters. Mr. Mojumder has passed through the ‘college’19 and if you approve of this scheme, will you kindly see Ajit Mookerjee and ask the authorities concerned to put him through the ‘college’. In the meantime without committing the B.B.C. to anything, I am having a word with Mookerjee in order to find out how he feels about it.



GUJARATI NEWSLETTERS


I am getting in touch with R. R. Desai. Once or twice he has broadcast messages for us and I found him a good broadcaster. I will find out whether he will be prepared to do the Gujerati° Newsletters for us. I will let you know another Gujerati° name for the newsletter. I am getting in touch with R. R. Desai unofficially and will let you know more about him in a day or two.



The essence of the difficulty Bokhari and his colleagues faced was a demand for a far too rapid increase in the variety of languages to be serviced by understaffed departments. Orwell, with the others, was so severely overworked that there was little time for objective thought.

Orwell was to write news commentaries in English to be broadcast to India and to occupied Malaya and Indonesia in three separate series. He also prepared the English versions of commentaries to be translated into Gujarati, Marathi, Bengali, and Tamil. The commentaries in English for India took over the Saturday slot devoted to ‘The Leaders’ (what leader-writers were saying in the English newspapers). He himself read the last dozen or so of these commentaries and also read news commentaries in English for listeners in occupied Malaya and Indonesia until he left the BBC.20 One of the commentaries he wrote was read on his behalf after his departure by John Morris.21 For a detailed account of Orwell’s work on Newsletters, see here.

A schedule of Weekly Programme Times drawn up by Bokhari about 8 or 9 January 1942 summarises the programmes in English and Hindustani and shows the developments in broadcasting in Hindustani:



[image: images]





847. BBC Network and Staffs for Overseas Broadcasts


Broadcasts in which Orwell was involved were transmitted via two networks, Green and Red. Networks had been colour-codes from 1936 to facilitate switching, a process now done by computer. The Green Network carried the Empire Service and, during the war, programmes for forces overseas. Although most of the programmes on this network were in English, regular slots were allocated for foreign-language newsletters. Thus, a memorandum from W. M. Goatman (Overseas Information) of 20.2.42, stated that the 1330–1345 Green Network slot would, from 22 February, carry a daily newsletter in Thai. Programmes formerly broadcast at that time would be broadcast a quarter of an hour later.

The Red Network was devoted to ‘the three A’s’—Asia, Africa, and America. It broadcast in Hindi in 1940; Persian was added in 1941; in 1942 the service was expanded to 8¼ hours a week to include newsletters in Marathi, Sinhala, Hindi, Bengali, Burmese, Gujarati, Malay, and Tamil. The service was further expanded to 11¾ hours per week in 1944, in part for the benefit of the army in Southeast Asia.

At the time of Goatman’s memorandum, the wavelengths used for the Green Network broadcasts were GSQ (17.79 Mc/s; 16.86m) and GRV (12.14 Mc/s; 24.92m); Red Network to the Far East, GRO (6.18 Mc/s; 48.54m) from 15.45 GMT.1

On 27 November 1941 a member of the BBC’s Empire Executive set out the establishment of the Eastern Service of the Empire Department:2


Director of Eastern Service (E.S.D.): L. F. Rushbrook Williams

Secretary: Miss P. J. Orr

Assistant E.S.D.: A. F. N. Thavenot

Secretary: Miss K. Walton

Indian Programme Organiser: Z. A. Bokhari

Secretary: Miss Mary Blackburn

5 Indian Programme Assistants: A. A. Ashraf; M. H. Khan; A. L. Bakaya; M. E. Hyder (applied for); B. Sahni

2 Junior Programme Assistants (originally called clerk/typists): I. B. Sarin; one vacancy

Reserve Programme Assistant: Vacant

2 Monitors: Mr. Haq applied for; one vacancy

Talks Assistants

Far East Assistant: William Empson

Secretary: Vacant

Eastern Languages: E. A. Blair

Secretary: Vacant (Miss N. H. Parratt3 had been assigned to him when the list was typed but her name was crossed out)

Talks Assistant: Miss T. G. M. de L. Gompertz

Secretary: Miss Recacheff

Indian Assistant: Vacant

Secretary: Vacant when the list was typed but Miss Parratt’s name written in
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The BBC’s printed Staff List dated 21 August 1943 shows the position of the section at the time Orwell was completing his service.
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A copy in the BBC Archives is annotated to show that ‘E. A. Blair’ had left and that C. J. Morris had replaced Rushbrook Williams; G. R. Tonkin (described as Indian News Editor) had replaced Darling.


The kind of staffing difficulties under which the section in general and Bokhari in particular laboured is suggested by a memorandum of 14 November 1941 from Mrs Joanna Spicer4 of the Empire Executive to the Overseas Service Establishment Officer. Bokhari had outlined three requirements to enable programmes for India operated from London to be sustained:


1. Script writers, since the broadcasts are to include features and dramatic programmes.

2. Copyists for vernacular scripts. There are, of course, no vernacular typewriters and there seems to be no way of obtaining copies of scripts for all the actors in a feature or drama programme, except by making longhand copies and using multigraphing.

3. Mr. Bokhari explained that in the case of Bengali, and other Indian vernacular news letters, there are no Bengalis, etc. who are capable of writing the script. What happens is that the Indian Section writes the script which is translated and delivered by the Bengali, or other, voice. In the circumstances, Mr. Bokhari thinks that it is unsuitable to pay eight or ten guineas a week to this outside contributor and suggests instead that a weekly contract fee of about the same size could be paid to an individual for each of the three vernacular language news letters and that other duties could also be assigned to them.





Almost all Orwell’s work for the Indian Section was in the production of new programmes, and this was so, in the main, of the work of his colleagues. However, much that was transmitted to India consisted of recordings of programmes originally heard on the BBC’s United Kingdom and Overseas networks. Thus, the popular programme ‘The Brains Trust,’ originally broadcast in the Home Service, was regularly rebroadcast to India. The Eastern Service schedule for India varied considerably from day to day, and it developed and changed during the time Orwell was at the BBC. Although to offer a day’s schedule as ‘typical’ would be misleading, this schedule, for 13 January 1942, chosen at random, can provide a sense of perspective. It includes only one programme for which Orwell was responsible: the Weekly News Review, read by Z. A. Bokhari. Times are Greenwich Mean Time.
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A study of all that is reproduced here cannot give a complete picture of what influenced Orwell at this time at the BBC. For example, many of Shridhar Telkar’s scripts for the series ‘The Debate Continues’ and ‘Behind the Headlines’ are annotated by Orwell ‘As b’cast.’ What Telkar said would have been toned down to make it appropriate for its context; Telkar had strong views on British relations with India. To appreciate fully the influence of the BBC on Orwell such contacts and the circumstances in which he met those who broadcast must be taken into account. Indeed, Orwell’s attitude to broadcasting, and to television in particular, predate this period.

Unless stated otherwise, all Orwell’s broadcasts and all the arrangements he made were for the Eastern Service of the BBC.

When Sir Stafford Cripps led a mission to India in March and April 1942 to discuss proposals for Indian independence, he raised with the BBC and the Ministry of Information the alleged ineffectiveness of BBC propaganda as compared with broadcasts made to India by Germany. This prompted an immediate response by the BBC in a memorandum dated 16 March 1942; it is printed in W. J. West, Orwell: The War Broadcasts (1985, 33).5 Among the Cripps Papers at Nuffield College6 is a sheet dated 16 March 1942 showing the organization of the BBC’s Indian Section together with a page of comments, some less than complimentary, on the staff.
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NOTES PREPARED FOR SIR STAFFORD CRIPPS

Sir Malcom° Darling and his staff work at Evesham.

Rushbrook Williams and his staff work in London.

No Indian language is known by Clark, Rendall, Lotbiniere or Rushbrook Williams.

Beresford Clark has been in various administrative positions in the BBC; has never done a programme; is suave, indecisive, conscientious, unimaginative.

Rendall has held administrative positions and is not a programme man: is youngish, well-meaning, discouraged, tired out by routine; never been to India and knows nothing about it.

de Lotbiniere—same as Rendall, but the most hopeful of the bunch.

Rushbrook Williams has spent his life in the service of Indian Princes. He now, apart from the BBC advises Foreign Office (2 days a week), Colonial Office (2 days a week), M.O.I. (2 days a week). Sails with the wind.

Malcolm Darling has had 35 years in India as Revenue Commissioner etc. Never done publicity before. Obstinate, unimaginative, limited and very patronising to Indians. A joke.

Z. A. Bokhari was for 10 years Examiner in Languages in Army Headquarters, India: Afterwards 5 years Station Director, All India Radio, Bombay and Delhi; 2½ years BBC. Excellent speaker and writer.

EXAMPLES. News in Hindustani given from Evesham is direct translation from BBC English bulletins. Result (a) unsuitable for Hindustani-speaking Indians (too understated, too detailed, too long); (b) anglicised, viz. given in a language which is often unattractive to Indians. “Talks” may include anything …

SUGGESTIONS. Very little purpose will be served (and no quick action achieved) by contacting the high-up machinery. The essential thing is direct contact between a fount of information and Bokhari, who is the one person in this country who combines ideas [of] broadcasting and linguistic ability, experience of the Indian public, and drive. He needs information and guidance. If someone will give him this—and comment on his ideas and proposals—he is perfectly capable of offsetting Axis propaganda. But it is highly desirable that he should control Hindustani talks.








848. Film Review

Time and Tide, 23 August 1941

South of Suez; Warner

The opening shots of this film are brilliant photography and make one feel rather sorry that the story has to shift so soon from the African veldt to the mists of London. The plot turns, more or less, on an enormous diamond which is dug out of the clay in a mine where Miles Mander, as a remittance-man with a blackened past, and George Brent, as John Gamble, a tough American adventurer, are working in partnership. The remittance-man is murdered by a rival diamond-miner and John Gamble, falsely suspected of the murder (partly because hell hath no fury like a woman scorned, and he has scorned the wife of the real murderer), has to flee the country. He stows away on a British ship, and five years later turns up in London as a wealthy financier with a comic valet. He still has the famous diamond in his possession and intends to give it to the dead man’s daughter, if he can find her. The daughter, meanwhile, has devoted herself to avenging her father and is employing private detectives to find John Gamble, the supposed murderer. The orphaned girl and the wrongly-suspected man meet, and it is hardly necessary to say that they fall in love. This in itself is complicated enough, but there is much more to come. First Gamble comes upon the body of a drowned man and decides to get rid of his identity once and for all by transferring certain papers to the dead man’s pocket. He identifies the corpse as “John Gamble,” and as a result is put on trial on a charge of murdering himself. In court his real identity is revealed, which is unfortunate, since he is still “wanted” for the original murder. However, he is saved by a highly dramatic incident which it would be unfair to reveal, and the film ends happily for everyone, except the valet, whose wife, from whom he had fled many years earlier, has discovered his whereabouts.

This is a slick and exciting film with no gaps in it. It is not “like real life”, but then it is not meant to be. I thought that the best piece of acting in it was that of Eric Blore, as the comic valet, but George Tobias, as the crooked diamond dealer whose machinations are the start of all the trouble, also gave a clever and rather sinister performance.




849. War-time Diary

28.8.41: I am now definitely an employee of the B. B. C.

The line on the eastern front, in so far as there is a line, now runs roughly Tallinn, Gomel, Smolensk, Kiev, Dnepropetrovsk, Kherson. The Germans have occupied an area which must be larger than Germany, but have not destroyed the Russian Armies. The British and Russians invaded Iran 3 days ago and the Iranians have already packed up. No rumours that one can take hold of about movements of troops in this country. They have only about a month now in which to start something on the continent, and I don’t believe they intend anything of the kind. Beneath the terms of the Churchill-Roosevelt declaration one can read that American anti-Hitler feeling has cooled off as a result of the invasion of the U. S. S. R. On the other hand there is no sign that willingness to endure sacrifices etc. in this country has increased because of it. There are still popular complaints because we are not doing enough to help the U. S. S. R. but their whole volume is tiny. I think the Russian campaign can be taken as settled in the sense that Hitler cannot break through to the Caucasus and the Middle East this winter, but that he is not going to collapse and that he has inflicted more damage than he has received. There is no victory in sight at present. We are in for a long, dreary, exhausting war, with everyone growing poorer all the time. The new phase which I foresaw earlier has now started, and the quasi-revolutionary period which began with Dunkirk is finished. I therefore bring this diary to an end, as I intended to do when the new phase started.
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This was the last entry in Orwell’s War-time Diary until 14 March 1942.






850. ‘The Art of Donald McGill’

Horizon, September 19411

Who does not know the “comics” of the cheap stationers’ windows, the penny or twopenny coloured post cards with their endless succession of fat women in tight bathing-dresses and their crude drawing and unbearable colours, chiefly hedge-sparrow’s egg tint and Post Office red?

This question ought to be rhetorical, but it is a curious fact that many people seem to be unaware of the existence of these things, or else to have a vague notion that they are something to be found only at the seaside, like nigger2 minstrels or peppermint rock. Actually they are on sale everywhere—they can be bought at nearly any Woolworth’s, for example— and they are evidently produced in enormous numbers, new series constantly appearing. They are not to be confused with the various other types of comic illustrated post card, such as the sentimental ones dealing with puppies and kittens or the Wendyish, sub-pornographic ones which exploit the love-affairs of children. They are a genre of their own, specialising in very “low” humour, the mother-in-law, baby’s nappy, policemen’s boots type of joke, and distinguishable from all the other kinds by having no artistic pretensions. Some half-dozen publishing houses issue them, though the people who draw them seem not to be numerous at any one time.

I have associated them especially with the name of Donald McGill because he is not only the most prolific and by far the best of contemporary post card artists, but also the most representative, the most perfect3 in the tradition. Who Donald McGill is, I do not know.4 He is apparently a trade name, for at least one series of post cards is issued simply as “The Donald McGill Comics”, but he is also unquestionably a real person with a style of drawing which is recognisable at a glance. Anyone who examines his post cards in bulk will notice that many of them are not despicable even as drawings, but it would be mere dilettantism to pretend that they have any direct æsthetic value. A comic post card is simply an illustration to a joke, invariably a “low” joke, and it stands or falls by its ability to raise a laugh. Beyond that it has only “ideological” interest. McGill is a clever draughtsman with a real caricaturist’s touch in the drawing of faces, but the special value of his post cards is that they are so completely typical. They represent, as it were, the norm of the comic post card. Without being in the least imitative, they are exactly what comic post cards have been any time these last forty years, and from them the meaning and purpose of the whole genre can be inferred.

Get hold of a dozen of these things, preferably McGill’s—if you pick out from a pile the ones that seem to you funniest, you will probably find that most of them are McGill’s—and spread them out on a table. What do you see?

Your first impression is of overpowering vulgarity. This is quite apart from the ever-present obscenity, and apart also from the hideousness of the colours. They have an utter lowness of mental atmosphere which comes out not only in the nature of the jokes but, even more, in the grotesque, staring, blatant quality of the drawings. The designs, like those of a child, are full of heavy lines and empty spaces, and all the figures in them, every gesture and attitude, are deliberately ugly, the faces grinning and vacuous, the women monstrously parodied, with bottoms like Hottentots. Your second impression, however, is of indefinable familiarity. What do these things remind you of? What5 are they so like? In the first place, of course, they remind you of the barely different post cards which you probably gazed at in your childhood. But more than this, what you are really looking at is something as traditional as Greek tragedy, a sort of sub-world of smacked bottoms and scrawny mothers-in-law which is a part of Western European consciousness. Not that the jokes, taken one by one, are necessarily stale. Not being debarred from smuttiness, comic post cards repeat themselves less often than the joke columns in reputable magazines, but their basic subject-matter, the kind of joke they are aiming at, never varies. A few are genuinely witty, in a Max Millerish style. Examples:

“I like seeing experienced girls home.”

“But I’m not experienced!”

“You’re not home yet!”

“I’ve been struggling for years to get a fur coat. How did you get yours?”

“I left off struggling.”

JUDGE:“You are prevaricating, sir. Did you or did you not sleep with this woman?”

CO-RESPONDENT: “Not a wink, my lord!”

In general, however, they are not witty but humorous, and it must be said for McGill’s post cards, in particular, that the drawing is often a good deal funnier than the joke beneath it. Obviously the outstanding characteristic of comic post cards is their obscenity, and I must discuss that more fully later. But I give here a rough analysis of their habitual subject-matter, with such explanatory remarks as seem to be needed:

Sex.—More than half, perhaps three-quarters, of the jokes are sex jokes, ranging from the harmless to the all but unprintable. First favourite is probably the illegitimate baby. Typical captions: “Could you exchange this lucky charm for a baby’s feeding-bottle?” “She didn’t ask me to the christening, so I’m not going to the wedding.” Also newly weds, old maids, nude statues and women in bathing-dresses. All of these are ipso facto funny, mere mention of them being enough to raise a laugh. The cuckoldry joke is very seldom exploited, and there are no references to homosexuality.


Conventions of the sex joke:

(i) Marriage only benefits the women. Every man is plotting seduction and every woman is plotting marriage. No woman ever remains unmarried voluntarily.

(ii) Sex-appeal vanishes at about the age of twenty-five. Well-preserved and good-looking people beyond their first youth are never represented. The amorous honeymooning couple reappear as the grim-visaged wife and shapeless, moustachioed, red-nosed husband, no intermediate stage being allowed for.



Home life.—Next to sex, the henpecked husband is the favourite joke. Typical caption: “Did they get an X-ray of your wife’s jaw at the hospital?”—“No, they got a moving picture instead.”


Conventions:

(i) There is no such thing as a happy marriage.

(ii) No man ever gets the better of a woman in argument.



Drunkenness.—Both drunkenness and teetotalism are ipso facto funny.


Conventions:

(i) All drunken men have optical illusions.

(ii) Drunkenness is something peculiar to middle-aged men. Drunken youths or women are never represented.



W.C. jokes.—There is not a large number of these. Chamberpots are ipso facto funny, and so are public lavatories. A typical post card, captioned “A Friend in Need”, shows a man’s hat blown off his head and disappearing down the steps of a ladies’ lavatory.

Inter-working-class snobbery.—Much in these post cards suggests that they are aimed at the better-off working class and poorer middle class. There are many jokes turning on malapropisms, illiteracy, dropped aitches and the rough manners of slum-dwellers. Countless post cards show draggled hags of the stage-charwoman type exchanging “unladylike” abuse. Typical repartee: “I wish you were a statue and I was a pigeon!” A certain number produced since the war treat evacuation from the anti-evacuee angle. There are the usual jokes about tramps, beggars and criminals, and the comic maidservant appears fairly frequently. Also the comic navvy, bargee, etc.; but there are no anti Trade-Union6 jokes. Broadly speaking, everyone with much over or much under £5 a week is regarded as laughable. The “swell” is almost as automatically a figure of fun as the slum-dweller.

Stock figures.—Foreigners seldom or never appear. The chief locality joke is the Scotsman, who is almost inexhaustible. The lawyer is always a swindler, the clergyman always a nervous idiot who says the wrong thing. The “knut” or “masher” still appears, almost as in Edwardian days, in out-of-date-looking evening-clothes and an opera hat, or even with spats and a knobby cane. Another survival is the Suffragette, one of the big jokes of the pre-1914 period and too valuable to be relinquished. She has reappeared, unchanged in physical appearance, as the Feminist lecturer or Temperance fanatic. A feature of the last few years is the complete absence of anti-Jew post cards. The “Jew joke”, always somewhat more ill-natured than the “Scotch joke”, disappeared abruptly soon after the rise of Hitler.

Politics.—Any contemporary event, cult or activity which has comic possibilities (for example, “free love”, feminism, A.R.P.,7 nudism) rapidly finds it way into the picture post cards, but their general atmosphere is extremely old-fashioned. The implied political outlook is a Radicalism appropriate to about the year 1900. At normal times they are not only not patriotic, but go in for a mild guying of patriotism, with jokes about “God save the King”, the Union Jack, etc. The European situation only began to reflect itself in them at some time in 1939, and first did so through the comic aspects of A.R.P. Even at this date few post cards mention the war except in A.R.P. jokes (fat woman stuck in the mouth of Anderson shelter,8 Wardens neglecting their duty while young woman undresses at window she has forgotten to black out, etc. etc.). A few express anti-Hitler sentiments of a not very vindictive kind. One, not McGill’s, shows Hitler, with the usual hypertrophied backside, bending down to pick a flower. Caption: “What would you do, chums?” This is about as high a flight of patriotism as any post card is likely to attain. Unlike the twopenny weekly papers, comic post cards are not the product of any great monopoly company, and eventually they are not regarded as having any importance in forming public opinion. There is no sign in them of any attempt to induce an outlook acceptable to the ruling class.

Here one comes back to the outstanding, all-important feature of comic post cards—their obscenity. It is by this that everyone remembers them, and it is also central to their purpose, though not in a way that is immediately obvious.

A recurrent, almost dominant motif in comic post cards is the woman with the stuck-out behind. In perhaps half of them, or more than half, even when the point of the joke has nothing to do with sex, the same female figure appears, a plump “voluptuous” figure with the dress clinging to it as tightly as another skin and with breasts or buttocks grossly over-emphasised, according to which way it is turned. There can be no doubt that these pictures lift the lid off a very widespread repression, natural enough in a country whose women when young tend to be slim to the point of skimpiness. But at the same time the McGill post card—and this applies to all other post cards in this genre—is not intended as pornography but, a subtler thing, as a skit on pornography. The Hottentot figures of the women are caricatures of the Englishman’s secret ideal, not portraits of it. When one examines McGill’s post cards more closely, one notices that his brand of humour only has meaning in relation to a fairly strict moral code. Whereas in papers like Esquire, for instance, or La Vie Parisienne, the imaginary background of the jokes is always promiscuity, the utter breakdown of all standards, the background of the McGill post card is marriage. The four leading jokes are nakedness, illegitimate babies, old maids and newly married couples, none of which would seem funny in a really dissolute or even “sophisticated” society. The post cards dealing with honeymoon couples always have the enthusiastic indecency of those village weddings where it is still considered screamingly funny to sew bells to the bridal bed. In one, for example, a young bridegroom is shown getting out of bed the morning after his wedding night. “The first morning in our own little home, darling!” he is saying; “I’ll go and get the milk and paper and bring you up a cup of tea.” Inset is a picture of the front doorstep; on it are four newspapers and four bottles of milk. This is obscene, if you like, but it is not immoral. Its implication—and this is just the implication [that] Esquire or the New Yorker would avoid at all costs—is that marriage is something profoundly exciting and important, the biggest event in the average human being’s life. So also with jokes about nagging wives and tyrannous mothers-in-law. They do at least imply a stable society in which marriage is indissoluble and family loyalty taken for granted. And bound up with this is something I noted earlier, the fact that there are no pictures, or hardly any, of good-looking people beyond their first youth. There is the “spooning” couple and the middle-aged, cat-and-dog couple, but nothing in between. The liaison, the illicit but more or less decorous love-affair which used to be the stock joke of French comic papers, is not a post card subject. And this reflects, on a comic level, the working-class outlook which takes it as a matter of course that youth and adventure—almost, indeed, individual life—end with marriage. One of the few authentic class-differences, as opposed to class-distinctions, still existing in England is that the working classes age very much earlier. They do not live less long, provided that they survive their childhood, nor do they lose their physical activity earlier, but they do lose very early their youthful appearance. This fact is observable everywhere, but can be most easily verified by watching one of the higher age groups registering for military service; the middle and upper-class members look, on average, ten years younger than the others. It is usual to attribute this to the harder lives that the working classes have to live, but it is doubtful whether any such difference now exists as would account for it. More probably the truth is that the working classes reach middle age earlier because they accept it earlier. For to look young after, say, thirty is largely a matter of wanting to do so. This generalisation is less true of the better-paid workers, especially those who live in council houses and labour-saving flats, but it is true enough even of them to point to a difference of outlook. And in this, as usual, they are more traditional, more in accord with the Christian past than the well-to-do women who try to stay young at forty by means of physical jerks, cosmetics and avoidance of child-bearing. The impulse to cling to youth at all costs, to attempt to preserve your sexual attraction, to see even in middle age a future for yourself and not merely for your children, is a thing of recent growth and has only precariously established itself. It will probably disappear again when our standard of living drops and our birth-rate rises. “Youth’s a stuff will not endure” expresses the normal, traditional attitude. It is this ancient wisdom that McGill and his colleagues are reflecting, no doubt unconsciously, when they allow for no transition stage between the honeymoon couple and those glamourless figures, Mum and Dad.

I have said that at least half McGill’s post cards are sex jokes, and a proportion, perhaps ten per cent., are far more obscene than anything else that is now printed in England. Newsagents are occasionally prosecuted for selling them, and there would be many more prosecutions if the broadest jokes were not invariably protected by double meanings. A single example will be enough to show how this is done. In one post card, captioned “They didn’t believe her”, a young woman is demonstrating, with her hands held apart, something about two feet long to a couple of open-mouthed acquaintances. Behind her on the wall is a stuffed fish in a glass case, and beside that is a photograph of a nearly naked athlete. Obviously it is not the fish that she is referring to, but this could never be proved. Now, it is doubtful whether there is any paper in England that would print a joke of this kind, and certainly there is no paper that does so habitually. There is an immense amount of pornography of a mild sort, countless illustrated papers cashing in on women’s legs, but there is no popular literature specialising in the “vulgar”, farcical aspect of sex. On the other hand, jokes exactly like McGill’s are the ordinary small change of the revue and music-hall stage, and are also to be heard on the radio, at moments when the censor happens to be nodding. In England the gap between what can be said and what can be printed is rather exceptionally wide. Remarks and gestures which hardly anyone objects to on the stage would raise a public outcry if any attempt were made to reproduce them on paper. (Compare Max Miller’s stage patter with his weekly column in the Sunday Dispatch.) The comic post cards are the only existing exception to this rule, the only medium in which really “low” humour is considered to be printable. Only in post cards and on the variety stage can the stuck-out behind, dog and lamp-post, baby’s nappy type of joke be freely exploited. Remembering that, one sees what function these post cards, in their humble way, are performing.

What they are doing is to give expression to the Sancho Panza view of life, the attitude to life that Miss Rebecca West once summed up as “extracting as much fun as possible from smacking behinds in basement kitchens”. The Don Quixote–Sancho Panza combination, which of course is simply the ancient dualism of body and soul in fiction form, recurs more frequently in the literature of the last four hundred years than can be explained by mere imitation. It comes up again and again, in endless variations, Bouvard and Pécuchet, Jeeves and Wooster, Bloom and Dedalus, Holmes and Watson (the Holmes-Watson variant is an exceptionally subtle one, because the usual physical characteristics of two9 partners have been transposed). Evidently it corresponds to something enduring in our civilisation, not in the sense that either character is to be found in a “pure” state in real life, but in the sense that the two principles, noble folly and base wisdom, exist side by side in nearly every human being. If you look into your own mind, which are you, Don Quixote or Sancho Panza? Almost certainly you are both. There is one part of you that wishes to be a hero or a saint, but another part of you is a little fat man who sees very clearly the advantages of staying alive with a whole skin. He is your unofficial self, the voice of the belly protesting against the soul. His tastes lie towards safety, soft beds, no work, pots of beer and women with “voluptuous” figures. He it is who punctures your fine attitudes and urges you to look after Number One, to be unfaithful to your wife, to bilk your debts, and so on and so forth. Whether you allow yourself to be influenced by him is a different question. But it is simply a lie to say that he is not part of you, just as it is a lie to say that Don Quixote is not part of you either, though most of what is said and written consists of one lie or the other, usually the first.

But though in varying forms he is one of the stock figures of literature, in real life, especially in the way society is ordered, his point of view never gets a fair hearing. There is a constant world-wide conspiracy to pretend that he is not there, or at least that he doesn’t matter. Codes of law and morals, or religious systems, never have much room in them for a humorous view of life. Whatever is funny is subversive, every joke is ultimately a custard pie, and the reason why so large a proportion of jokes centre round obscenity is simply that all societies, as the price of survival, have to insist on a fairly high standard of sexual morality. A dirty joke is not, of course, a serious attack upon morality, but it is a sort of mental rebellion, a momentary wish that things were otherwise. So also with all other jokes, which always centre round cowardice, laziness, dishonesty or some other quality which society cannot afford to encourage. Society has always10 to demand a little more from human beings than it will get in practice. It has to demand faultless discipline and self-sacrifice, it must expect its subjects to work hard, pay their taxes, and be faithful to their wives, it must assume that men think it glorious to die on the battlefield and women want to wear themselves out with child-bearing. The whole of what one may call official literature is founded on such assumptions. I never read the proclamations of generals before battle, the speeches of führers and prime ministers, the solidarity songs of public schools and Left Wing political parties, national anthems, Temperance tracts, papal encyclicals and sermons against gambling and contraception, without seeming to hear in the background a chorus of raspberries from all the millions of common men to whom these high sentiments make no appeal. Nevertheless the high sentiments always win in the end, leaders who offer blood, toil, tears and sweat11 always get more out of their followers than those who offer safety and a good time. When it comes to the pinch, human beings are heroic. Women face childbed and the scrubbing brush, revolutionaries keep their mouths shut in the torture chamber, battleships go down with their guns still firing when their decks are awash. It is only that the other element in man, the lazy, cowardly, debt-bilking adulterer who is inside all of us, can never be suppressed altogether and needs a hearing occasionally.

The comic post cards are one expression of his point of view, a humble one, less important than the music halls, but still worthy of attention. In a society which is still basically Christian they naturally concentrate on sex jokes; in a totalitarian society, if they had any freedom of expression at all, they would probably concentrate on laziness or cowardice, but at any rate on the unheroic in one form or another. It will not do to condemn them on the ground that they are vulgar and ugly. That is exactly what they are meant to be. Their whole meaning and virtue is in their unredeemed lowness, not only in the sense of obscenity, but lowness of outlook in every direction whatever. The slightest hint of “higher” influences would ruin them utterly. They stand for the worm’s-eye view of life, for the music-hall world where marriage is a dirty joke or a comic disaster, where the rent is always behind and the clothes are always up the spout,12 where the lawyer is always a crook and the Scotsman always a miser, where the newlyweds make fools of themselves on the hideous beds of seaside lodging-houses and the drunken, red-nosed husbands roll home at four in the morning to meet the linen-nightgowned wives who wait for them behind the front door, poker in hand. Their existence, the fact that people want them, is symptomatically important. Like the music halls, they are a sort of saturnalia, a harmless rebellion against virtue. They express only one tendency in the human mind, but a tendency which is always there and will find its own outlet, like water. On the whole, human beings want to be good, but not too good, and not quite all the time. For:


“there is a just man that perishes in his righteousness, and there is a wicked man that prolongeth his life in his wickedness. Be not righteous over much; neither make thyself over wise; why shouldst thou destroy thyself? Be not overmuch wicked, neither be thou foolish: why shouldst thou die before thy time?”13



In the past the mood of the comic post card could enter into the central stream of literature, and jokes barely different from McGill’s could casually be14 uttered between the murders in Shakespeare’s tragedies. That is no longer possible, and a whole category of humour, integral to our literature till 1800 or thereabouts, has dwindled down to these ill-drawn post cards, leading a barely legal existence in cheap stationers’ windows. The corner of the human heart that they speak for might easily manifest itself in worse forms, and I for one should be sorry to see them vanish.




851. ‘Those Seaside Postcards’

Strand Magazine, August 1943


This is a shortened version of ‘The Art of Donald McGill’ (see here), published with the sub-title ‘This writer sees virtue in their classic vulgarity.’ It is not only shortened but also mildly censored by an oddly squeamish sub-editor (see below). The longest cut is almost four pages of the original, from ‘And bound up with this is something I noted earlier …’ in the second paragraph after ‘Politics’ to ‘but at any rate on the unheroic in one form or another’ in the penultimate paragraph. The quotation from Ecclesiastes was also omitted. Shorter cuts and changes, concentrated in the earlier part, contrast strangely with the nature and tone of the article. Thus, breasts, buttocks, and bottoms are either omitted or replaced by such words as ‘figures’ or ‘behinds.’ It is not known whether Orwell was advised in advance that such alterations would be made. One change is of a different order. The phrase ‘anti-Jew postcards’ was altered to ‘anti-Jewish postcards,’ the former description being thoughtlessly as well as pejoratively current when Orwell wrote the original article. Orwell received a fee of £8.8s for the version printed in Strand Magazine.

The changes recorded below do not include minor variants, nor is the shortening of paragraphs noted. Readings from ‘The Art of Donald McGill,’ as printed in Critical Essays, are given first unless stated otherwise. SM = Strand Magazine.



they can be bought at nearly any Woolworth’s, for example ] or were before the war

new series constantly appearing ] In an ordinary holiday year millions were sold in Blackpool alone

or the Wendyish, sub-pornographic ones ] sub-pornographic omitted

Some half-dozen publishing houses issue them, though the people who draw them seem not to be numerous at any one time ] omitted

I have associated them especially with the name of Donald McGill because he is not only the most prolific ] The most prolific

artists, but ] artists is Donald McGill. He is

Beyond that it has only “ideological” interest. ] omitted

This is quite apart from the ever-present obscenity, and apart also from the hideousness of the colours. ] omitted

bottoms like Hottentots. ] figures like Hottentots

sub-world of smacked bottoms ] sub-world of smacked behinds

SM omits the second and third Max Millerish jokes (’I’ve been struggling …’ and ‘Judge: “You are prevaricating …”’)

beneath ] underneath

Obviously the outstanding characteristic of comic post cards is their obscenity … as seem to be needed: ] omitted

SM omits the sub-headings Sex, Home life, Drunkenness, W.C. jokes, Inter-working-class snobbery, Stock figures, and Politics. The first sentence of Stock figures is changed in SM to read, ‘Among the stock figures, foreigners seldom or never appear.’

The cuckoldry joke is very seldom exploited, and there are no references to homosexuality. ] omitted

The amorous honeymooning couple … no intermediate stage being allowed for. ] omitted

W.C. jokes.—There is not … Chamberpots … public lavatories… ladies’ lavatory. ] omitted

The implied political outlook is a Radicalism appropriate to about the year 1900. ] omitted

jokes about “God save the King”, the Union Jack ] jokes about the Union Jack

Hitler, with the usual hypertrophied backside ] Hitler

There is no sign in them of any attempt to induce an outlook acceptable to the ruling class. ] omitted

 id="page33">Here one comes back to … obscenity … immediately obvious. ] omitted

plump “voluptuous” figure with the dress clinging to it as tightly as another skin and with breasts or buttocks grossly over-emphasised, according to which way it is turned. ] plump “voluptuous” figure. This cut contrasts, ironically, with a passage to which the editor of SM sniggeringly draws attention in the very next article, ‘Spies!’ by Parke Cummings: ‘The female spy’s costume consists of a skirt that fits tightly over the torso, and a blouse even more so. [Hey, this is not poets’ corner! — EDITOR.]’

But at the same time ] At the same time

Whereas in papers like Esquire … La Vie Parisienne … the background of the McGill post card is marriage. ] omitted

those village weddings where it is still considered screamingly funny to sew bells to the bridal bed … “The first morning in our own little home”… four newspapers and four bottles of milk. ] omitted

and this is just the implication [that] Esquire or the New Yorker would avoid at all costs ] omitted

And bound up with this is something I noted earlier … on the unheroic in one form or another. ] some four pages of the original omitted

Their whole meaning … unredeemed lowness … obscenity … ruin them utterly. ] omitted

marriage is a dirty joke or a comic disaster ] marriage is a comic disaster

the newlyweds make fools of themselves on the hideous beds of seaside lodging-houses ] omitted

For: ‘there is a just man that perishes … die before thy time? ] omitted




852. Review of The Forge by Arturo Barea; translated and with an introduction by Sir Peter Chalmers Mitchell

Horizon, September 19411

If some Russian writer were at this moment to produce a book of reminiscences of his childhood in 1900, it would be difficult to review it without mentioning the fact that Soviet Russia is now our ally against Germany, and in the same way it is impossible to read The Forge without thinking at almost every page of the Spanish Civil War. In fact there is no direct connection, for the book deals only with Senor Barea’s early youth and ends in 1914. But the civil war made a deep and painful impression on the English intelligentsia, deeper, I should say, than has yet been made by the war now raging. The man in the street, misled by frivolous newspapers, ignored the whole business, the rich mechanically sided with the enemies of the working class, but to all thinking and decent people the war was a terrible tragedy that has made the word ‘Spain’ inseparable from the thought of burnt bodies and starving children. One seems to hear the thunder of future battles somewhere behind Senor Barea’s pages, and it is as a sort of prologue to the civil war, a picture of the society that made it possible, that his book is most likely to be valued.

He was born into a very poor family, the son actually of a washerwoman, but with uncles and aunts who were slightly richer than his mother. In Catholic countries the clever boy of a peasant family finds his easiest escape from manual labour in the priesthood, but Senor Barea, who had anticlerical relatives and was an early unbeliever himself, after winning a scholarship at a Church school, went to work at thirteen in a draper’s shop, and afterwards in a bank. All his good memories are of country places, especially of the forge belonging to his uncle in Mentrida, a magnificent independent peasant of the type now extinct in the industrialized countries. On the other hand his memories of Madrid are low and squalid, a tale of poverty and overwork far more extreme than anything to be found in England. And here, perhaps, in his descriptions of the Madrid slums, of hordes of naked children with their heads full of lice and lecherous priests playing cards for the contents of the poor-boxes, he gives half-consciously the clue to the Spanish Civil War: it is that Spain is a country too poor to have ever known the meaning of decent government. In England we could not have a civil war, not because tyranny and injustice do not exist, but because they are not obvious enough to stir the common people to action. Everything is toned down, padded, as it were, by ancient habits of compromise, by representative institutions, by liberal aristocrats and incorruptible officials, by a ‘superstructure’ that has existed so long that it is only partly a sham. There are no half-tones in the Spain that Senor Barea is describing. Everything is happening in the open, in the ferocious Spanish sunlight. It is the straightforward corruption of a primitive country, where the capitalist is openly a sweater, the official always a crook, the priest an ignorant bigot or a comic rascal, the brothel a necessary pillar of society. The nature of all problems is obvious, even to a boy of fifteen. Sex, for example:


‘My cousin is taking advantage of my being a boy. But she is right. She would be a whore if she were to go to bed with anyone. … I’d like to go to bed with the girls, and they would like to come with me, but it is impossible. Men have whores for that; women have to wait until the priest marries them, or they become whores themselves. And, naturally, meantime they get excited. Those who get too excited have to become whores.’



Or politics:


‘They were always fighting in Parliament, Maura, Pablo Iglesias, and Lerroux, and they painted on the walls slogans such as “Down with Maura”. Sometimes they would write in red, “Maura, up!” The workers were those who wrote “Down with Maura!” Those who wrote “up” were the gentry. … At nightfall, when Alcala Street is crowded, a group of young gentlemen will appear shouting “Maura, up!” Then a group of workers and students is formed at once, and begins to shout “Maura, down!” … The civil guards charge, but they never attack the gentry.’



When I read that last phrase, ‘the civil guards never attack the gentry’, there came back to me a memory which is perhaps out of place in a review, but which illustrates the difference of social atmosphere in a country like England and a country like Spain. I am six years old, and I am walking along a street in our little town with my mother and a wealthy local brewer, who is also a magistrate. The tarred fence is covered with chalk drawings, some of which I have made myself. The magistrate stops, points disapprovingly with his stick and says, ‘We are going to catch the boys who draw on these walls, and we are going to order them Six Strokes of the Birch Rod’. (It was all in capitals in my mind.) My knees knock together, my tongue cleaves to the roof of my mouth, and at the earliest possible moment I sneak away to spread the dreadful intelligence. In a little while, all the way down the fence, there is a long line of terror-stricken children, all spitting on their handkerchiefs and trying to rub out the drawings. But the interesting thing is that not till many years later, perhaps twenty years, did it occur to me that my fears had been groundless. No magistrate would have condemned me to Six Strokes of the Birch Rod, even if I had been caught drawing on the wall. Such punishments were reserved for the Lower Orders. The Civil Guards charge, but they never attack the gentry. In England it was and still is possible to be unaware of this, but not in the Spain that Senor Barea writes of. There, injustice was unmistakable, politics was a struggle between black and white, every extremist doctrine from Carlism to Anarchism could be held with lunatic clarity. ‘Class war’ was not merely a phrase, as it has come to be in the Western democracies. But which state of affairs is better is a different question.

This is not primarily a political book, however. It is a fragment of autobiography, and we may hope that others will follow it, for Senor Barea has had a varied and adventurous life. He has travelled widely, he has been both worker and capitalist, he took part in the civil war and he served in the Riff War under General Franco. If the Fascist powers have done no other good, they have at least enriched the English-speaking world by exiling all their best writers. Sir Peter Chalmers Mitchell’s translation is vivid and colloquial, but it was a pity to stick all the way through to the ‘dramatic present’, which seems all right in a Latin language but rapidly becomes tiresome in English.




853. To Leonard Moore

13 September 1941 Typewritten

111 Langford Court Abbey Road London NW 8

Dear Mr Moore,

I should be obliged if you could put through the enclosed bit of business for me. No doubt we ought to make them pay something, but I should very much like the essay to be in their anthology1 and it doesn’t seem worth haggling over the price. I have told them that they can print it but that I am turning the matter over to you. Perhaps you will accept any reasonable offer. I don’t know whether we have to obtain permission from “New Writing” to reprint.

Do you remember a few years back some people in Rangoon asking permission to translate “Burmese Days” into Burmese? Do you happen to know if anything ever came of it?2 I ask because, as you perhaps know, I am now working in the BBC, and if I ever have to broadcast in English to Burma it might be useful to mention this book, if it was actually translated.

Yours sincerely

Eric A. Blair




854. Nicholas Moore vs. George Orwell

Partisan Review, January-February 1942


Orwell’s London Letter of 15 April 1941 caused the poet Nicholas Moore (1918–1986), editor of the poetry magazine Seven (summer 1938–spring 1940) and assistant to Tambimuttu1 on Poetry (London) in the 1940s, to write on 25 August 1941 to the editors of Partisan Review. Orwell replied to his letter on 23 September 1941, and both letters were published (Moore’s heavily cut) in the January-February issue of Partisan Review under the heading ‘Nicholas Moore vs. George Orwell.’ Moore’s letter is given in full below; the passages omitted by Partisan Review are in square brackets. One or two oversights in the typing have been corrected silently and titles of journals italicised. The original of Orwell’s letter has not been traced. See also 1719 for Moore’s letter to Tribune in response to Orwell’s article ‘The End of Henry Miller,’ and Orwell’s War-time Diary, 1195, 30.5.42, where he has pasted in a poem by Moore.



Cambridge, England

August 25, 1941

Dear Sirs,

Apropos of your questionnaire and Horizon’s questionnaire and the answer thereto. Firstly I’d like to say that I think the politics of your paper are far superior to Horizon’s, and that that undoubtedly accounts in part, as you suggest, for the fact that your articles come out better than Horizon’s and your stories and poems less well. The obviously amateurish politics of Horizon can scarcely appeal to any of the intellectuals who read it for its literature; for, apart from the fact that no doubt its politics as such are not those of its readers, the political articles compare very poorly in intelligence to those in the P.R. [Whether or not the corrollary, that Horizon’s stories and poems are better than yours I cannot say, as I’m afraid I haven’t seen many copies of P.R. recently. But Horizon’s being what they are, I should think it unlikely. The standard of both as far as stories are concerned seems high, probably yours the higher. The poetry in both seems not high enough, but perhaps Horizon gains by printing more. (But as I say I haven’t seen many recent P.R.s—I shall remedy that in the future.)]

This letter arises from your July-August issue, which I obtained through Horizon, and from the fact that I’m interested in (a) literature (especially poetry) and (b) politics (especially your kind: the partisan nature of your review gives it a value that Horizon cannot have.) Considering the partisan nature of your politics I was very surprised to see that you had a London Letter from George Orwell, an omniverous and omniscient writer whom I greatly suspect. No doubt he writes well. He is extremely plausible, but are not his politics as much at variance with yours as are Horizon’s? [The fact that Horizon is your counterpart in this country is perhaps symptomatic, and it seems to me that Orwell is nearer politically to them than to you.] The impression that he gives in his London Letter is (though much better expressed) much the impression given by a sequence of Horizon editorials. [His description of affairs in this country is indeed very plausible, and perhaps the general impression is true, but he seems to me to be a most glib and superficial writer.] He moves among Tribune circles, and the literary left, and you must know how irresponsible that literary left is: that had a pseudo-proletarian admiration for Moscow and social-realism, when it suited it, and, equally under pressure of war lined itself up with Churchill. What I am getting at is, frankly I don’t think Orwell is in a position to know what serious writing is being done in this country at the moment: because the literary circle of which he is aware is the circle which grinds out highbrow pseudo-proletarian “kitsch”. Once it was communist. Now it is bourgeois pro-Churchill leftist. Nor does Orwell know very much about poetry, or, if he does, show any signs of it. In actual fact there is something of a poetic2 revival going on: admittedly subjective, (if you like romantic), but not particularly escapist. Its organ, if any, is POETRY (London): its forerunners Dylan Thomas and George Barker. (That is not to say, of course, that it is derivitive in technique or style, for them: but merely that its enthusiasm is). [As for its politics] I would deny utterly Orwell’s statement that “a belief in the unity of European civilization, and in international working-class solidarity” doesn’t exist any longer. In the particularly Leftist group whose parties Orwell frequents, Fascism has killed it. That particular group happens to have a monopoly of the progressive literary press. New writing3 comes out in sixpenny penguins° and sells like hot cakes. (Hot kitsch fresh from the fake-proletarian oven). Horizon is the only extant (subsidized) purveyor of good writing. Politically it again reflects the defeatism of social-democracy and ex-communists. It probably shares Orwell’s belief that “to be effectively anti-war in England now one has to be pro-Hitler”. Are P.R. readers really expected to accept that?

[A further lack of acumen on Orwell’s part which is unworthy of P.R. political standards, is given away in such chance phrases as that suggesting that “Stalin (is) evidently preparing to go into close partnership with Hitler” (presumably caught by all the baits of the so-called-left government press at the time), and his fear of commenting on the Hess episode. And with regard to the three by-election candidates in Birmingham, what Orwell calls the “Bomb Berlin” candidate, was a man who is an authority on aeroplanes, who was careful to disown that title (given again by the press!), whose platform was a cry for a more intensive preparation for air-war. (A programme now being carried out to some extent by the government.) Such small inaccuracies are, in fact, indicative of quite a lot.

The situation has, of course, changed with the German attack on Russia, in such a way as Orwell least of all could foresee. The papers are full of pro-Russian propaganda, even from those who made a hullaballoo over Finland: they now praise where they condemned. The Communists support the government in its trip to Russia, and campaign for getting back their daily paper. (No success in that yet: all the other papers print Russian news now!). Superficially this looks very nice. Actually the new supporters of socialism are not likely to understand what it means. Marx takes a back-place in the war-effort, though I suppose the Soviet government’s appeals to the German people have some effect on the public here as a contrast to Vansittart’s Black Record.4]

I hope the P.R. continues to provide what America needs and what we here don’t get. In my part of the world officers are still saluted in the street (pace George Orwell) and the big cafes have plenty of good food. For food for thought I think I shall have to rely on P.R., Horizon being a wet-blanket politically. I think you will be surprised in the “serious writing” that will arise from this England in this war.

Yours sincerely

Nicholas Moore

London, England

September 23, 1941

Sirs:

When I said that the belief in international working class solidarity doesn’t exist any longer, I was not thinking of what may or may not be said at the “parties” which Mr. Moore supposes I frequent. I was thinking of the history of Europe during the past ten years and the utter failure of the European working class to stand together in the face of Fascist aggression. The Spanish civil war went on for two and a half years, and during that time there was not one country in which the workers staged even a single strike in aid of their Spanish comrades. So far as I can get at the figures the British working class subscribed to various “aid Spain” funds about one per cent of what they spent during the same period in betting on football and horse-races. Anyone who actually talked to working men at the time knows that it was virtually impossible to get them to see that what happened in Spain concerned them in any way. Ditto with Austria, Manchuria, etc. During the past three months Germany has been at war with Russia and at the time of writing the Germans have overrun the greater part of the Russian industrial areas. If even the shadow of international working class solidarity existed, Stalin would only have to call on the German workers in the name of the Socialist Fatherland for the German war-effort to be sabotaged. Not only does nothing of the kind happen, but the Russians do not even issue any such appeal. They know it is useless. Until Hitler is defeated in the field he can count on the loyalty of his own working class and can even drag Hungarians, Rumanians and what-not after him. At present the world is atomised and no form of internationalism has any power or even much appeal. This may be painful to literary circles in Cambridge, but it is the fact.

“To be effectively anti-war in England now one has to be pro-Hitler.” Of course this is so. Ask Stalin whether he wants us to be anti-war in England. Or on the other hand ask Hitler, whose radio praises so warmly the efforts of the PPU and (till recently) the People’s Convention. It is a matter of ordinary common sense. If you hinder the war effort of your own side you automatically assist that of the enemy. See Lenin’s remarks on the subject.

The rest of Mr. Moore’s letter is froth. The attempted buildup of myself as a fashionable “bourgeois leftish” intellectual frequenting “Tribune circles” (whatever those may be) and generally saying whatever it pays to say at the moment is based on imagination. Mr. Moore has never seen me, knows nothing about me, who my friends are, what “circles” I frequent, what my income is, or how and where I came by my political opinions. I have no doubt that he did not count on your giving me a chance to reply. His motives for writing the letter are, I should say, tolerably obvious.

Yours,

George Orwell




855. ‘No, Not One,’1

Review of No Such Liberty by Alex Comfort, The Adelphi, October 1941

Mr. Murry said years ago that the works of the best modern writers, Joyce, Eliot and the like, simply demonstrated the impossibility of great art in a time like the present, and since then we have moved onwards into a period in which any sort of joy in writing, any such notion as telling a story for the purpose of pure entertainment, has also become impossible. All writing nowadays is propaganda. If, therefore, I treat Mr. Comfort’s novel as a tract, I am only doing what he himself has done already. It is a good novel as novels go at this moment, but the motive for writing it was not what Trollope or Balzac, or even Tolstoy, would have recognised as a novelist’s impulse. It was written in order to put forward the “message” of pacifism, and it was to fit that “message” that the main incidents in it were devised. I think I am also justified in assuming that it is autobiographical, not in the sense that the events described in it have actually happened, but in the sense that the author identifies himself with the hero, thinks him worthy of sympathy and agrees with the sentiments that he expresses.

Here is the outline of the story. A young German doctor who has been convalescent for two years in Switzerland returns to Cologne a little before Munich to find that his wife has been helping war-resisters to escape from the country and is in imminent danger of arrest. He and she flee to Holland just in time to escape the massacre which followed on vom Rath’s assassination.2 Partly by accident they reach England, he having been seriously wounded on the way. After his recovery he manages to get a hospital appointment, but at the outbreak of war he is brought before a tribunal and put in the B class of aliens. The reason for this is that he has declared that he will not fight against the Nazis, thinking it better to “overcome Hitler by love”. Asked why he did not stay in Germany and overcome Hitler by love there, he admits that there is no answer. In the panic following on the invasion of the Low Countries he is arrested a few minutes after his wife has given birth to a baby and kept for a long time in a concentration camp where he cannot communicate with her and where the conditions of dirt, overcrowding, etc., are as bad as anything in Germany. Finally he is packed on to the “Arandora Star” (it is given another name, of course),3 sunk at sea, rescued, and put in another somewhat better camp. When he is at last released and makes contact with his wife, it is to find that she has been confined in another camp in which the baby has died of neglect and underfeeding. The book ends with the couple looking forward to sailing for America and hoping that the war fever will not by this time have spread there as well.

Now, before considering the implications of this story, just consider one or two facts which underlie the structure of modern society and which it is necessary to ignore if the pacifist “message” is to be accepted uncritically.

(i) Civilisation rests ultimately on coercion. What holds society together is not the policeman but the good will of common men, and yet that good will is powerless unless the policeman is there to back it up. Any government which refused to use violence in its own defence would cease almost immediately to exist, because it could be overthrown by any body of men, or even any individual, that was less scrupulous. Objectively, whoever is not on the side of the policeman is on the side of the criminal, and vice versa. In so far as it hampers the British war effort, British pacifism is on the side of the Nazis, and German pacifism, if it exists, is on the side of Britain and the U. S. S. R. Since pacifists have more freedom of action in countries where traces of democracy survive, pacifism can act more effectively against democracy than for it. Objectively the pacifist is pro-Nazi.

(ii) Since coercion can never be altogether dispensed with, the only difference is between degrees of violence. During the last twenty years there has been less violence and less militarism inside the English-speaking world than outside it, because there has been more money and more security. The hatred of war which undoubtedly characterises the English-speaking peoples is a reflection of their favoured position. Pacifism is only a considerable force in places where people feel themselves very safe, chiefly maritime states. Even in such places, turn-the-other-cheek pacifism only flourishes among the more prosperous classes, or among workers who have in some way escaped from their own class. The real working class, though they hate war and are immune to jingoism, are never really pacifist, because their life teaches them something different. To abjure violence it is necessary to have no experience of it.

If one keeps the above facts in mind one can, I think, see the events, in Mr. Comfort’s novel in truer perspective. It is a question of putting aside subjective feelings and trying to see whither one’s actions will lead in practice and where one’s motives ultimately spring from. The hero is a research worker—a pathologist. He has not been especially fortunate, he has a defective lung, thanks to the carrying-on of the British blockade into 1919, but in so far as he is a member of the middle class, doing work which he has chosen for himself, he is one of a few million favoured human beings who live ultimately on the degradation of the rest. He wants to get on with his work, wants to be out of reach of Nazi tyranny and regimentation, but he will not act against the Nazis in any other way than by running away from them. Arrived in England, he is in terror of being sent back to Germany, but refuses to take part in any physical effort to keep the Nazis out of England. His greatest hope is to get to America, with another three thousand miles of water between himself and the Nazis. He will only get there, you note, if British ships and planes protect him on the way, and having got there he will simply be living under the protection of American ships and planes instead of British ones. If he is lucky he will be able to continue with his work as a pathologist, at the same time keeping up his attitude of moral superiority towards the men who make his work possible. And underlying everything there will still be his position as a research-worker, a favoured person living ultimately on dividends which would cease forthwith if not extorted by the threat of violence.

I do not think this is an unfair summary of Mr. Comfort’s book. And I think the relevant fact is that this story of a German doctor is written by an Englishman. The argument which is implied all the way through, and sometimes explicitly stated, that there is next to no difference between Britain and Germany, political persecution is as bad in one as in the other, those who fight against the Nazis always go Nazi themselves, would be more convincing if it came from a German. There are probably sixty thousand German refugees in this country, and there would be hundreds of thousands more if we had not meanly kept them out. Why did they come here if there is virtually no difference between the social atmosphere of the two countries? And how many of them have asked to go back? They have “voted with their feet”, as Lenin put it. As I pointed out above, the comparative gentleness of the English-speaking civilisation is due to money and security, but that is not to say that no difference exists. Once let it be admitted, however, that there is a certain difference, that it matters quite a lot who wins, and the usual short-term case for pacifism falls to the ground. You can be explicitly pro-Nazi without claiming to be a pacifist—and there is a very strong case for the Nazis, though not many people in this country have the courage to utter it—but you can only pretend that Nazism and capitalist democracy are Tweedledum and Tweedledee if you also pretend that every horror from the June purge onwards has been cancelled by an exactly similar horror in England. In practice this has to be done by means of selection and exaggeration. Mr. Comfort is in effect claiming that a “hard case” is typical. The sufferings of this German doctor in a so-called democratic country are so terrible, he implies, as to wipe out every shred of moral justification for the struggle against Fascism. One must, however, keep a sense of proportion. Before raising a squeal because two thousand internees have only eighteen latrine buckets between them, one might as well remember what has happened these last few years in Poland, in Spain, in Czechoslovakia, etc., etc. If one clings too closely to the “those who fight against Fascism become Fascist themselves” formula, one is simply led into falsification. It is not true, for instance, as Mr. Comfort implies, that there is widespread spy-mania and that the prejudice against foreigners increases as the war gathers in momentum. The feeling against foreigners, which was one of the factors that made the internment of the refugees possible, has greatly died away, and Germans and Italians are now allowed into jobs that they would have been debarred from in peace time. It is not true, as he explicitly says, that the only difference between political persecution in England and in Germany is that in England nobody hears about it. Nor is it true that all the evil in our life is traceable to war or war-preparation. “I knew”, he says, “that the English people, like the Germans, had never been happy since they put their trust in rearmament”. Were they so conspicuously happy before? Is it not the truth, on the contrary, that rearmament, by reducing unemployment, made the English people somewhat happier, if anything? From my own observation I should say that, by and large, the war itself has made England happier; and this is not an argument in favour of war, but simply tells one something about the nature of so-called peace.

The fact is that the ordinary short-term case for pacifism, the claim that you can best frustrate the Nazis by not resisting them, cannot be sustained. If you don’t resist the Nazis you are helping them, and ought to admit it. For then the long-term case for pacifism can be made out. You can say: “Yes, I know I am helping Hitler, and I want to help him. Let him conquer Britain, the U.S.S.R. and America. Let the Nazis rule the world; in the end they will grow into something different”. That is at any rate a tenable position. It looks forward into human history, beyond the term of our own lives. What is not tenable is the idea that everything in the garden would be lovely now if only we stopped the wicked fighting, and that to fight back is exactly what the Nazis want us to do. Which does Hitler fear more, the P.P.U. or the R.A.F.? Which has he made greater efforts to sabotage? Is he trying to bring America into the war or to keep America out of it? Would he be deeply distressed if the Russians stopped fighting tomorrow? And after all, the history of the last ten years suggests that Hitler has a pretty shrewd idea of his own interests.

The notion that you can somehow defeat violence by submitting to it is simply a flight from fact. As I have said, it is only possible to people who have money and guns between themselves and reality. But why should they want to make this flight, in any case? Because, rightly hating violence, they do not wish to recognise that it is integral to modern society and that their own fine feelings and noble attitudes are all the fruit of injustice backed up by force. They do not want to learn where their incomes come from. Underneath this lies the hard fact, so difficult for many people to face, that individual salvation is not possible, that the choice before human beings is not, as a rule, between good and evil but between two evils. You can let the Nazis rule the world; that is evil; or you can overthrow them by war, which is also evil. There is no other choice before you, and whichever you choose you will not come out with clean hands. It seems to me that the text for our time is not “Woe to him through whom the evil cometh” but the one from which I took the title of this article, “There is not one that is righteous, no, not one”.4 We have all touched pitch, we are all perishing by the sword. We do not have the chance, in a time like this, to say “Tomorrow we can all start being good”. That is moonshine. We only have the chance of choosing the lesser evil and of working for the establishment of a new kind of society in which common decency will again be possible. There is no such thing as neutrality in this war. The whole population of the world is involved in it, from the Esquimos to the Andamanese, and since one must inevitably help one side or the other, it is better to know what one is doing and count the cost. Men like Darlan and Laval have at any rate had the courage to make their choice and proclaim it openly. The New Order, they say, must be established at all costs, and “il faut érabouiller l’Angleterre”. Mr. Murry appears, at any rate at moments, to think likewise. The Nazis, he says, are “doing the dirty work of the Lord” (they certainly did an exceptionally dirty job when they attacked Russia), and we must be careful “lest in fighting against Hitler we are fighting against God”. Those are not pacifist sentiments, since if carried to their logical conclusion they involve not only surrendering to Hitler but helping him in his various forthcoming wars, but they are at least straightforward and courageous. I do not myself see Hitler as the saviour, even the unconscious saviour, of humanity, but there is a strong case for thinking him so, far stronger than most people in England imagine. What there is no case for is to denounce Hitler and at the same time look down your nose at the people who actually keep you out of his clutches. That is simply a highbrow variant of British hypocrisy, a product of capitalism in decay, and the sort of thing for which Europeans, who at any rate understand the nature of a policeman and a dividend, justifiably despise us.


(George Orwell writes cogently and well against a kind of pacifism that was once prevalent but has almost ceased to exist. It has been sweated out of the P. P. U. by keeping up with the dour reality. The number of former pacifist stalwarts who have dropped out is legion. There remain only those who (1) believe it as a matter of religious faith that we should “resist not evil” or (2) hold it as demonstrable to the imagination that Hitlerism is “the scourge of the Lord”—the destructive dynamic of this rotten civilisation: or they hold both together. To label them simply as “helping Hitler” is a simplification to which George Orwell, of all people, should not lend himself, because he must know to what sinister uses such a label can be put. We pacifists claim that we are striving, against tremendous odds, to prepare the only kind of resistance that can ultimately prevail against Hitlerism. We do not look down our noses at the honest men who fight. They are the vanguard, but we—preposterous as it may sound—are the last reserves. We “know what we fight for and love what we know” as surely, and I believe more surely, than George Orwell of the Home Guard does. Anyway, when it comes, as it will, to the last ditch we shall be found in it together: and the streamlined men on the other side will not be all Germans.)

Editor5






856. Why Not War Writers?: A Manifesto

Horizon, October 1941

The rÔle of writers to-day, when every free nation and every free man and woman is threatened by the Nazi war-machine, is a matter of supreme importance.

Creative writers, poets, novelists and dramatists have a skill, imagination and human understanding which must be utilized as fully as the skill of journalists. They bring home with a depth and vividness impossible to the writer of a newspaper report or feature article, the significance of what is happening all about us, yet seldom to us ourselves or to all of us.

We all live in a very small illuminated circle and our work often loses much of its meaning because we do not see the relation of our every action to the conduct of the war. Books can implant this consciousness. A novel will create a picture which will not be effaced by to-morrow’s newspaper. Books can, by reason of their larger scope, include many of the bad things which must be remedied beside the good things which must be made better. Books are less suspect than the newspapers, public estimation of which is very low.

At the beginning of the war, it was assumed that the function of the creative writer was to write a good book about the war … after the war. Experience of two years of war has shown to writers that their function is to write a good book about the war now.

When war broke out, many writers were hesitant. They did not see the issues as clearly as they had seen the Spanish Civil War, for example, or the last European war. The Times and other papers asked why this war produced no poets. The poets wrote essays on why they couldn’t write poetry. The cultural front of writers was broken into dissentient groups of two and three.

With the invasion of Russia, feeling has crystallized. It is no longer possible for anyone to stand back and call the war an imperialist war. For every writer, the war is a war for survival. Without victory our art is doomed.

The Government also is discovering that it is making a mistake in reserving the occupation of journalism but not of creative writing. During the Spanish War writers of international reputation such as Hemingway, Malraux and Silone1 exerted a deeper influence than journalists. Their propaganda was deeper, more humanly appealing and more imaginative than newspaper men had space or time for.

The Government distinguishes between war artists and war photographers. Both are reserved and the function of each is regarded as distinct. The first has to give a permanent æsthetic significance to the events of the war, the second a news or documentary significance. It would be logical to apply the same principle to writers as to journalists, and give them the same facilities.

As things are, however, writer after writer is called up, or seeing no possibility of using his special talents in the interest of his country, has volunteered for war service.

The demand for books about the lives which other people were leading, for accounts of experiences briefly detailed in the newspapers meant that many newspapermen started to write books. But just as, with the exception of Messrs. Priestley and Wells, novelists make bad journalists, so the journalists make bad novelists. They had the advantage, however, that their journalistic facilities enabled them to collect material.

This was the general picture; the men who could write the books couldn’t get the material, and the men who could get the material couldn’t write the books. There were, however, some notable exceptions (Leo Walmsley, John Strachey, J. L. Hodgson—Linklater2 was sent to Iceland).

The first principle, therefore, to be established, is: Creative writers must receive the same facilities as journalists.

Journalists are interested in the unusual. For creative writers, the sphere of interest is much wider. The everyday lives of people, the routine jobs, the small sacrifices are often more important because more universal than extraordinary events. For certain writers, however, action, danger and adventure are the greatest source of inspiration; for them the bombs, the submarine, the landing party, the battle front, the bomb-disposal squad. For others, organization, industrial growth, social welfare. Why are there no novels of value about the building of shadow factories, the planning of wartime services, the operation of, shall we say, an evacuation scheme? Why are there no satires on hoarders, or the black market? Why no novels of army life? Because the writers who could write them either have the knowledge but not the time, or the time but not the knowledge to do so.

Before the war, both publishers and writers were constantly on the look-out for book subjects, and all that needed to be done was to find the author or raise the cash to write the book. To-day, subjects abound. But the author cannot get leave from his unit to write the book or, alternatively, cannot get the passes from the M.O.I. to collect the material. The second principle is therefore that—Creative writers should be used to interpret the war world so that cultural unity is re-established and war effort emotionally co-ordinated. Though the policy of any creative writer must have a longer term than this, he can meet the national need on the short terms of victory.

Newspaper articles are ephemeral and local. Books have a longer life and a wider circulation. Books can tell Americans, Australians, Canadians, Indians, Russians about the war in Britain, while most newspaper articles would be unintelligible.

Applying our first principle (that the creative writers should be given the same facilities as journalists) we argue that American and Russian poets, dramatists and novelists should be asked to come to Britain and find the material for their writing so that they can interpret to their peoples what is happening here.

Similarly, British writers should be sent to the Americas, the Dominions and Russia so that they can report back, by stories, plays and poems what is happening over there. There is an interchange of material aid; there are political and military alliances; there is a united determination that Nazism and Fascism should be crushed. So there should be a free cultural interchange of creative writers, to establish during war the international understanding that is the chief aim of peace.

In brief, therefore, we propose:

1. The formation of an official group of war writers.

2. Writers to be given the necessary facilities for writing their books.

3. The international exchange of writers to be encouraged and accelerated.

4. A proper proportion of these writers to be of groups most actively engaged in this war.

This statement is prepared by a number of young writers, both in the Forces and in other work of national importance, and is published on their behalf by:

[image: images]


This Manifesto was discussed by a correspondent who signed himself ‘Combatant’4 in the December 1941 issue of Horizon.



WHY NOT WAR WRITERS?


Dear Sir,

You state, admirably, ‘an artist must be in the war or out of it’, thus explicitly denying the manifesto which bears your name. May I then, without offence, comment on that preposterous document?

What a picture of fun it makes of English writers! First, while Europe was overrun, they were ‘hesitant’. Then one enemy fell out, over the division of the spoils, with his larger and wealthier partner. This welcome but not unforeseen diversion ‘crystallized’ our writers’ ‘feelings’. They are now for total war. So be it. To the less literary this reasoning seems fatuous, and, in the context, their expression ‘the interest of their country’ ambiguous, but it is no time to be nice about the terms of revelation. The roads to truth are devious and manifold. We, who have been in the war since the start, suffered a little from the lack of intellectual company; it was comforting to think of the book-reviewers and mass-observers and poets (of a kind) and Left-Book-Club-sub-group-assistant-organizing-secretaries, pouring in, with their crystallized feelings as succulent crystallized plums, to join us in camp. If they want to write about the war, the way is clear for them. Writers whom, in spite of your Word-Controller,5 you persist in dubbing ‘creative’ differ from painters and journalists and photographers in6 that a single pictorial view of their subject is not enough. They must be, or have been, part of it. Whether they write now or later is a question of individual literary digestion. There is plenty of leisure in the armed forces—at any rate for the lower ranks. The atmosphere is uncongenial for writing, but that is all to the good. It has been too easy to write in recent years. Genius overcomes privation and inferiority. If these young men must write, they will do it the better for suffering some inconveniences. If they are under no immediate compulsion, let them sit tight and store their minds with material for future use.

But what do your chums propose doing? They will like to form an Official Group; they would go on jaunts to the Americas and Dominions; they would have ‘the facilities of journalists’ which, as far as I have seen, merely means the privileges of commissioned rank without its obligations—cheap railway tickets, entrance to ward-rooms and officers’ messes and investitures; they would ‘co-ordinate war-effort emotionally’. Cor, chase my Aunt Nancy round the prickly pear! The General Staff love initials; they would, I am sure, rejoice to put an armlet, D.A.E.C.W.E. on someone’s arm and call him Deputy Assistant Emotional Co-ordinator of War Effort. But if anyone ever again feels disposed to raise the old complaint that the English fail to honour their living artists, let him remember their present modest demands.

I am afraid that I do not believe for a moment that these young men want to write; they want to be writers. It is the Trades Union move detecting a slight on their occupational dignity. They have been whimpering for years for a classless society, and now that their own class is threatened with loss of privilege they are aghast. That is the plain meaning of your manifesto.

I notice it is signed by a novelist who, later in the same issue, has a letter on the subject of O.C.T.U.s.7 Shades of Colonel Bingham!8 That officer made trouble for himself by injudiciously stating what few informed people disputed: that, generally speaking, the proletarian youths who are now being trained as officers have less sense of duty than candidates of gentle birth and humane education. It was injudicious to say this because the demand for officers greatly exceeds the supply of gentlemen, so nothing can be done about it. But the men in charge of O.C.T.U.s. have a difficult job, and Mr. Calder-Marshall is witness to their tolerance. One in three of their candidates are socialist, many of whom are sharp enough in memorizing the facts of their new trade. But duty? Consider a case of Mr. Calder-Marshall; he accepts an eagerly-sought vacancy and takes up three months of his instructors’ time. They are trying to make him a leader in battle. But when he gets commissioned rank he makes no effort to serve the regiment who honour him with their badges, but uses his new position as a step to softer employment.

I may not sign my name to a letter dealing with military matters, but if anyone has any curiosity about my identity, please inform him.

Your obedient servant,

Combatant






857. To Bhupen Mukerjee1

1 October 1941

Dear Dr Mukerjee,2

We are running a series of talks entitled THROUGH EASTERN EYES, to which it has been suggested that you might like to contribute. The talks are in the English language but are directed to India, and consist of a series of short chats on British institutions of all kinds, delivered by Indians living in England. We should like it very much if you could do the talk on the Post Office. The date for which this talk is fixed is Tuesday December 16th. The length of the talk would be about 1200 words.

If this idea appeals to you, could you make it convenient to come and see me as soon as possible and talk it over? I could then give you an idea of the sort of thing we want and the general line of approach.

Perhaps you could let me know at the above address whether you feel inclined to undertake this, and if so, what date and time it would be convenient for you to call.

Yours truly

[No name/position]3




858. To P. H. Chatterjee

2 October 1941 PP/ZAB/MB1

Dear Dr. Chatterjee,2

I am writing to request you to do a twelve-minute talk for us in English in our series of broadcasts, entitled ‘How It Works’. The subject we should like you to take for the fourth talk in this series is ‘Rural District Councils’, as we understand you have studied this subject and are interested in it. The date of your broadcast is Sunday, 26th October, at 4.0 p.m. at Broadcasting House. The length of your script should be about 1200 words and we shall be obliged if you can let us have a copy of it by Monday, 20th October.

We shall be glad to help you by arranging any necessary interviews, or other facilities, for the preparation of your script.

Should you wish to ‘phone me at Broadcasting House, my extension number is: 386.

Yours sincerely,

Eric Blair

Empire Talks Assistant




859. BBC Talks Booking Forms, 2.10.41


An essential step in the procedure for booking a speaker was the completion of a booking form. This gave details of the speaker, the series and subject of the talk, recording and broadcasting dates, and contract details (including the fee). Forms initiated by Orwell were often signed by others, particularly Bokhari, and often by one of the secretaries. The essential information from these forms is given here under the date of application.

Dr. P. Chatterjee: ‘Through Eastern Eyes,’ ‘How It Works,’ 4, Rural District Councils, their history and how they work; broadcast 26.10.41; fee £7.7s. P. B. Seal:1 ‘Through Eastern Eyes,’ ‘The Man in the Street,’ 1; broadcast 10.10.41; fee £7.7s.






860. To Bina Ghosh

3 October 1941

Dear Miss Ghosh,

I have received the script1 for your broadcast which is booked for October 23rd. There are certain alterations which I think are needed, and we shall have also to rehearse the talk in order to make sure that the timing is correct. It would be well therefore if you could arrange to come and see me here and get this fixed up. I dare say an interview of an hour or two hours would be needed, and it would be better if we could arrange this not later than October 15th. I wonder what day would suit you? Could you be kind enough to write as early as possible, letting me know what day you could call, and at what time?

Yours sincerely

[No name/position]




861. To Damyanti Sahni

3 October 1941 PP/EB/MB

Dear Mrs. Sahni,1

On Sundays, each week, we are broadcasting a series of twelve-minute talks in English, under the general title ‘How it Works’ and in this series, I shall be glad if you will give us a talk on ‘Theatres’. The date of your broadcast is Sunday, 14th December at 4.0 pm from Broadcasting House. I know this is a long time ahead, but the subject is large and may entail some research on your part, though I understand that you would be interested in this subject and the line of approach can therefore be left to your discretion.

A talk of this kind inevitably entails an exposition of the difference between western and eastern dramatic art, and it is necessary therefore for you to decide how much knowledge of the subject your listeners are likely to have. Apart from talking on the aspect of drama most interesting to you, we suggest that you should give some idea of the difference that the war has made to drama to-day; for instance you might mention the damage that London theatres have suffered in the air raids, the difficulties of dramatic production owing to clothes rationing and the calling-up of young actors and the courageous struggle by which the dramatic profession have carried on, especially in experimental theatres such as the Threshold and the Neighbourhood, and the way the actors to-day are helping to entertain the men in the Services. These are only suggestions. I shall be most interested to read your script.

Yours sincerely,

Eric Blair

Empire Talks Assistant




862. To Zahra Taki

4 October 1941 PP/ZAB/MB

Dear Miss Taki,1

We are broadcasting a fortnightly series of talks on Thursdays by different Indian women in this country, under the general title ‘The Hand that Rocks the Cradle’. I wonder if you will broadcast a talk for us in this series on Thursday, 4th December, at 4.0 p.m. from Broadcasting House. I do hope you will be able to do this for us. The talk should be of twelve minutes’ duration in English.

It is important to avoid overlapping and repetition, so each speaker should concentrate as far as possible on topics interesting to her personally and to women in general, illustrating the talk by her own experiences of life in Britain. The keynotes of every talk should be:

(a)The interests and problems of women are everywhere basically the same.

(b) Women of the West and of the East have much to learn from one another.

So long as this is kept in mind, you should talk about what interests you most—the medical education of women in this country and the opportunities for women doctors in India. The talk should be as vivid and as lively as possible and we suggest that you should recall your own first impressions of English life at close quarters.

Yours sincerely,

Eric Blair

Empire Talks Assistant




863. Hendon Local Labour Party to Orwell

5 October 1941


On 5 October 1941, Mary B. Colebrook, Honorary Secretary of Hendon Garden Suburb Ward, Hendon Local Labour Party, wrote to Orwell on behalf of the Ward’s Executive Committee to ask him to allow his name to go forward as their nominee for selection as prospective parliamentary candidate for Hendon. The closing date for nominations was 18 October. Orwell was asked to reply at once. No reply has been traced. It is probable that Orwell declined. The seat was, in any case, a hopeless cause for Labour.






864. To Bina Ghosh

6 October 1941 PP/EB

Dear Miss Ghosh,

Thank you for your letter.1 I shall expect you here at 11 a.m. on October 14th.

Yours sincerely,

[No name/position]




865. To the Chief Clerk, Aylesbury Rural District Council

8 October 1941 EB/BG1

Dear Sir,2

I rang you up yesterday to ask whether an Indian gentleman, who will shortly be broadcasting to India on the subject of British Local Government, might visit your offices and make certain enquiries. You told me that there was no objection to this.

The bearer of this letter is Dr. P. Chatterjee, the gentleman referred to in my phone call, and I should be greatly obliged if you could give him any facilities that do not inconvenience you.

Yours faithfully,

Eric Blair

Empire Talks Assistant.




866. To H. J. Umrigar

8 October 1941 PP/EB

Dear Mr. Umrigar,

Your name was mentioned to me by Mr. Sarin1 for a talk in our series “Around the Courts”.2 I wonder if you would care to come along one morning to discuss it with me.

You can ring up my secretary and make an appointment.

Yours truly,

Eric Blair

Empire Talks Assistant




867. BBC Talks Booking Form, 13.10.41


M. J. Tambimuttu:1 ‘Through Eastern Eyes,’ ‘The Man in the Street,’ his reactions ‘to the war situation’; broadcast 17.10.41; fee £7.7s. Signed: Z. A. Bokhari.






868. Orwell’s Vacation and Sick Leave


Orwell’s vacation and sick leave are shown in the BBC Left Staff File L1/42 as follows (days of the week have been added):

[image: images]

Some recorded absences do not, apparently, include the day of return; some probably do (for instance, Orwell dictated and signed a letter on Monday, 22 December 1941). Some seem to include Sundays in the total and some do not. Specific points, noted by superscripts, are:

1. Bisque (derived from ‘an extra turn’ in a game) meant occasional days of leave over and above annual leave entitlement; for example, for family reasons.

2. No figure is given for the number of days’ leave but, the dates apart, Orwell’s diary makes it plain that this is annual, not sick, leave.

3. This period includes three Sundays, so 23 days by the calendar (reckoned inclusively) may imply a total of 20; the half-days worked on Saturdays would be considered full days for sick leave. At one stage, 18 days was the total of sick leave (because of ‘2 normal off’?), but 18 was crossed out.

4. The total number of days, reckoned inclusively, is 18. This period included three Sundays, and the 20th may have been the day of return. When working a 5½-day week, if Friday was taken as leave, the Saturday would count as a full day. Ten days’ leave can only be arrived at by calculating that Orwell came in on Friday, 3 September, returned on Monday, the 20th, and the bisque day was taken as two Saturday half-days. However, other evidence shows that a letter Orwell wished sent on 3 September was written ‘on his behalf and John Morris read his Newsletter to Indonesia. What is more, he appears not to have written the English version of the Tamil Newsletter on 2 September 1943, though he wrote letters dated the 2nd.

The dates and categories of leave were abstracted by Mrs. Jacqueline Kavanagh, BBC Written Archives Officer, Caversham.






869. ‘From Colliery to Kitchen’

‘Through Eastern Eyes,’ 21 October 1941


‘Programmes as Broadcast’ (PasB) for 21 October 1941 lists a talk lasting 14¾ minutes titled ‘From Colliery to Kitchen.’ It described coal production. The entry states that it was written by ‘Eric Blair (Staff)’ and read by Bokhari. Orwell was on sick leave at the time the broadcast was transmitted. The script has not been traced. The PasBs are an invaluable (and almost complete) record of what actually was transmitted, rather than what was intended to be broadcast.






870. Room 101


‘You asked me once,’ said O’Brien, ‘what was in Room 101. I told you that you knew the answer already. Everyone knows it. The thing that is in Room 101 is the worst thing in the world.’ (Nineteen Eighty-Four, 296)

It has often been asked why Orwell chose the number 101 as the setting for Winston Smith’s—our—worst experience. Was it any more than an attractive sequence of figures? The answer is possibly to be found in a paper surviving from Orwell’s time at the BBC. Although the minutes of Eastern Service meetings do not give the number of the room where they were held, one surviving agenda gives the place of meeting as ‘Room 101, 55 Portland Place’— presumably on the ground floor of the building in which Orwell worked. The agenda is dated Wednesday, October 22, and that day and date make the year 1941. For further details of this committee, see here.






871. BBC Talks Booking Form, 24.10.41


Venu Chitale:1 ‘Through Eastern Eyes,’ ‘The Man in the Street,’ fashions are not rationed; broadcast 24.10.41; fee £7.7s. Signed: N. H. Parratt.2






872. Rights to Down Out in Paris and London and Burmese Days


Letters held by the Harry Ransom Humanities Research Center, University of Texas at Austin, show that on 24 October 1941, Orwell’s literary agent, Christy & Moore, wrote to the U.S. publisher of Down and Out in Paris and London and Burmese Days, Harper & Brothers, in New York, to point out that no royalty account had been submitted since 1938. They asked for an up-to-date statement and any money due. M. Brendel, of Harper’s Accounting Department, explained, on 25 November, that both books had been out of print for many years and so no royalty statements had been submitted; it was extremely doubtful if either book would be reprinted. Leonard Moore, acting for Orwell, then asked, on 11 December, if Harper’s would object to restoring the rights to their author. On 28 January 1942, Harper’s sent cancelled copies of the contracts for Down and Out (dated 25 March 1933) and Burmese Days (12 March 1934) to P. P. Howe, of Hamish Hamilton’s in London, and asked him to organise their exchange with the copies held by Christy & Moore.

More than a year later, on 20 April 1943, Moore wrote again to Harper’s, asking for confirmation that the U.S. copyright of Burmese Days would be restored to the author. Dorothy Fiske replied on 17 May, stating that Christy & Moore had cancelled the contract on 7 January 1942. Evidently Howe had effected the exchange, and Christy & Moore had forgotten. Moore replied on 29 June giving as an explanation for his firm’s oversight the loss of many of their records during the Blitz.






873. To Shridhar Telkar

28 October 1941 PP/EB

Dear Mr. Telkar,1

We propose to broadcast a talk under the title “Mind the Doors”, about the Tubes and Underground Railways of London, on Tuesday, November 18th, at 4 p.m., from Broadcasting House, and we should be very grateful if you would undertake to do this talk for us. Facilities for any necessary visits, interviews, and so on, can easily be arranged.

You should try to say enough about the London Underground system to give listeners an idea of its extent, the number of passengers it carries daily, etc., and say as much about the technical side of underground electric railways as you think will interest the audience you are addressing. You should also mention the use of the Tube stations during the past year as air raid shelters, and the facilities that now exist there for shelterers. Beyond this, you should simply concentrate on whatever aspect of the subject most interests you. The more graphic and personal you can be, and the more vividly you can convey the sensation of travelling underground to people who know of such things only by hearsay, the better. You should also use your own judgment as to what statistics and technicalities you introduce. I expect you would find it helpful to recall your own first sight of an underground railway, or a moving staircase, and tell your listeners just what struck you as impressive or surprising in that occasion.

I should be glad if you will let me know if you will undertake this. If there are any points you would like to discuss, perhaps you will ring me up and make an appointment to come and see me.

Yours sincerely,

Eric Blair

Empire Talks Assistant




874. BBC Talks Booking Form, 30.10.41


N.° Tambimuttu: ‘Through Eastern Eyes,’ ‘The Man in the Street’; broadcast 31.10.41; fee £7.7s.






875. Socialists Answer Left’s Questions on the War

Left, November 1941


Orwell was one of thirteen people who answered thirty-five questions on the war posed by the journal Left. The others were W. Ballantine, H. N. Brailsford, Fenner Brockway, J. R. Campbell, Frank Horrabin, Ethel Mannin, George Padmore, Raymond Postgate, Herbert Read, C. A. Smith (the editor of Left), Joseph Southall, and Tom Wintringham. The questions, and Orwell’s replies, are preceded by Left’s statement of its aim, reprinted from that issue, and the editorial introduction to the first answers received.



AIM

This journal has no policy narrower than the achievement of the classless society and the co-operative commonwealth. It offers itself as a forum for the public discussion of all those differences concerning methods and tactics which create divisions between and within the Parties of the Left. Members of the Labour Party, Co-operative Party, Independent Labour Party, and Communist Party, and socialists belonging to any or no Party, are invited to contribute to its columns. Articles express the views of the author and not necessarily those of the editor.

Editor: C. A. Smith

SOCIALISTS ANSWER OUR QUESTIONS ON THE WAR

Recent issues of LEFT have contained many discussion articles on the nature of the present conflict, the pros and cons of the anti-war attitude, and the policy now to be adopted by Socialists in Britain. The discussion continues on see here of this issue. But in order to obtain a wider spread of opinion than our space will allow in articles, and in order to present to our readers this spread of opinion in a form which will make immediately apparent where agreement and disagreement are greatest, we have this month submitted a questionnaire on the war to representatives of every shade of Left-wing opinion—Labour Party, I.L.P., Communist Party, Trade Unionist, Pacifist, Anarchist. In this, LEFT maintains its claim to be a completely open Forum. We publish below the first replies received; further replies may be published next month. In a subsequent issue we propose to attempt an analysis of the views expressed and a detailed summing-up of the discussion to date. Meanwhile, the questionnaire and its replies will doubtless stimulate further discussion. We invite our readers to take part in it—and to give this extremely important issue of LEFT the widest possible publicity among their friends and co-workers.

[image: images]

[image: images]




876. BBC Talks Booking Form, 3.11.41


S. Telkar: ‘Through Eastern Eyes,’ ‘Mind the Doors,’ talk on the Underground system; broadcast 4.11.41; fee £7.7s.






877. BBC Talks Booking Form, 3.11.41


H. Umrigar: ‘Through Eastern Eyes,’ ‘Around the Courts’; broadcast 27.11.41; fee £7.7s.






878. To S. M. Telkar

10 November 1941 PP/EB

Dear Mr. Telkar,

I am expecting your script on the Parliamentary proceedings this Saturday. I think I have explained to you sufficiently the kind of thing that we want.

I do not wish to make a prolonged contract, as this is against our usual policy, but I would rather have this series done always by the same person, and shall be very glad to carry the arrangement on from week to week so long as your scripts remain satisfactory.

Yours sincerely

Eric Blair

Empire Talks Assistant




879. To Elsie W. D. Boughen, BBC Contracts Department1

11 November 1941 Original [No reference]

“THROUGH EASTERN EYES”—Monday 10th November.

The above talk, which was scheduled to be “THE DEBATE CONTINUES” by Sir Hari Singh Gour,2 had to be cancelled owing to the Prime Minister’s speech.3

The script was written and Sir Hari Singh Gour was rehearsed, as it was only at the last moment that we heard of the change. This was to be his last talk, and we do not propose to ask him to do another next week instead, as the speaker for the next few talks is already fixed.

[No name/position]




880. To Noel Sircar

12 November 1941 PP/EB

Dear Mr. Sircar,1

Many thanks for your letter, with cuttings, which Mr. Bokhari has passed on to me. I am returning them herewith.

If you care to come and see me here, we could perhaps arrange for a talk, but we must fix on a subject. Can you let me know when it would suit you to come. The mornings are my best time.

Yours sincerely,

Eric Blair

For Mr. Bokhari




881. BBC Talks Booking Form, 15.11.41


S. M. Telkar: ‘Through Eastern Eyes,’ ‘The Debate Continues,’ 7, 12-minute talk in English on weekly proceedings in the House of Commons; broadcast 17.11.41; fee £7.7s.






882. Eastern Service Meeting

19 November 1941


Orwell, a member of this committee, attended the meeting on 19 November 1941; also present were William Empson and Laurence Brander (the Intelligence Officer for the Eastern Service). Bokhari was absent, as was A. H. Joyce, of the India Office Information Department. By a curious coincidence, one of the two Ministry of Information representatives was also called Blair. Orwell was listed as ‘E. A. Blair’ but initials were not given for any other name. This can lead to confusion. Thus, Minute 26 (under ‘Intelligence’), which referred back to Minute 15 of the previous meeting, 22 October 1941, was a report from ‘Mr Blair’ on the functions of the Calcutta Committee (made up of businessmen). This must be the Ministry of Information’s Blair, because the initials ‘E. A.’ are not given.1 This ministry was located in Senate House, University of London, the building that suggested Minitrue, where Winston Smith worked in Nineteen Eighty-Four. One of Smith’s colleagues at Minitrue was Tillotson (see Nineteen Eighty-Four, CW, IX, 44), a name possibly suggested by that of Geoffrey Tillotson, who later discussed ‘Absalom and Achitophel’ in the series of talks for Indian university students. Tillotson’s broadcast was scheduled for 23 December 1941.

For the kind of interest A. H. Joyce took in the talks broadcast, see here. This was the same Joyce who had given the editor of the Lucknow newspaper the Pioneer (who had offered Orwell the post of assistant editor and leader writer at the end of 1937) a report on Orwell based on India Office files; see 426. This was adverse, though not wholly unfair. Two passages from his report of 18 February 1938 are relevant to Orwell’s work at the BBC. ‘There is no doubt in my mind as to his ability as a leader writer, though I think you may have to be prepared, in view of what I assess to be not merely a determined Left Wing, but probably an extremist, outlook, plus definite strength of character for difficulties when there is a conflict of views.’ He then suggests that the editor, Desmond Young, ‘make the arrangements as tentative as possible’ until he sees whether Orwell ‘fits into the picture,’ and he concludes: ‘I hope that I have not in any sense been unfair to a man whose intellectual standard is very high, but whose outlook has become soured by circumstances of hardship, though they may have been of his own seeking.’ (See Crick, 355–56.)

It should be noted that the Eastern Service is sometimes referred to in BBC documents as the Eastern Services; the former style is always used in this edition. Meetings were held in Room 101, 55 Portland Place; see here.






883. To L. F. Rushbrook Williams

[19 November 1941] Handwritten

SUBJECT: SCRIPT FROM MR. CHINNA DURAI1

This script as it stands would be no use in “We Speak to India” or “Through Eastern Eyes” but something rather like it might be used in the new schedule of the latter if the series I have suggested are taken up. Meanwhile Mr Chinna Durai has done one broadcast for us and I hope will do more. He is a fairly good broadcaster & has expert knowledge of legal matters & sport (esp. lawn tennis). He is also very pro-British, so all in all I think we ought to make use of him where possible. I am not certain what is his native language (he is a Dravidian) but if suitable in that respect [I] had thought of him as a possibility for one of the newsletters.2

[Signed] Eric Blair

for I.P.O.




884. Victory or Vested Interest?


On Saturday, 22 November 1941, Orwell delivered ‘Culture and Democracy’ (see here), the fifth of a series of six lectures organised by the Fabian Society under the general title ‘Victory or Vested Interest?’ Much was made in the publicity (as was common at this time) of the ‘V for Victory’ motif, a device Orwell was to use in Nineteen Eighty-Four. The first four speakers were G. D. H. Cole (Chairman, Executive of the Fabian Society); Francis Williams (author of Democracy’s Last Battle); Harold J. Laski (London School of Economics; member of the National Executive of the Labour Party; referred to in the publicity for the lecture series as Secretary of the Labour Party’s Reconstruction Committee); and Mary Sutherland (Chief Woman Officer of the Labour Party). Orwell, who was advertised as ‘Author of The Lion and the Unicorn, etc’, was followed by Victor Gollancz (advertised as Founder of the Left Book Club). The chair for Orwell’s lecture was taken by Mrs. Mary Agnes Hamilton; Leonard Woolf was chair for Gollancz. The Tribune advertisement, 12 September 1941, had listed Woolf as the final lecturer, with Gollancz taking the chair. The subject was ‘Victory in Europe.’ The lectures were also announced in Fabian News, 52, No. 10, November 1941.

At a Selection Committee meeting of the Labour Book Service on 24 October 1941, it had been agreed that the lectures should be printed and offered to members as the January 1942 choice (Labour Party Archives, LP/LBS 39/2/154 (iii), traced by Clive Fleay). Publication took place on 15 May 1942, with the title Victory or Vested Interest? Gollancz’s lecture was not included, because he refused permission to reprint it. The lectures were published in two editions, one by George Routledge & Sons and the other by the Labour Book Service. A second impression was issued in July 1942. Orwell’s contribution does not differ in any way; indeed, it has the same misprint; see here. According to a letter written by T. Murray Ragg on 1 March 1943 to O. Gollancz of the Fabian Society, of the 3,065 copies printed for the Labour Book Service, by that date 2,970 had been sold; and of the 3,246 for Routledge, 3,080 had been sold.

Orwell evidently did not realise publication had taken place until late in July 1942. On the 23rd he wrote in strong terms to Routledge & Sons to complain that they had made ‘the most unwarrantable alterations’ to his lecture without consulting him (see here). Further, they had not even sent him a copy of the book. Ragg, the Managing Director, replied, putting the blame firmly on the Fabian Society. Routledge, he said, had made no alterations whatsoever and they had supplied copies, as agreed, to the Society: ‘it would seem that possibly some official of the Fabian Society made the alterations.’

In some notes Orwell compiled about 1947 listing which of his articles might be collected and published, he said of this reprint, ‘This was transcribed from shorthand notes of a lecture, & was grossly altered without my knowledge.’ About two years later, in the second half of 1949, when preparing notes for his literary executors, he wrote: ‘This was substantially altered and deformed all the way through without my knowledge or consent after I had corrected the proofs.’ Doubtless for this reason he did not wish it to be reprinted, and it should be read with this caveat in mind.






885. ‘Culture and Democracy’

22 November 1941

The word Democracy is habitually used in two meanings which are quite different and are not even complementary to each other, but which are somehow felt to go together. One is the primary sense of the word—a form of society in which power is in the hands of the common people. The other is much vaguer but is more nearly what we mean when we speak of democracy in such a context as this. It means a form of society in which there is considerable respect for the individual, a reasonable amount of freedom of thought, speech and political organization, and what one might call a certain decency in the conduct of the government. It is this rather than any definite political system that we mean by democracy when we contrast it with totalitarianism.

Now in an essay of this sort I don’t need to debunk the first definition. I don’t need to point out that in England or in any western democracy power is not in fact in the hands of the common people. On the other hand, and particularly in left-wing circles, I think it is necessary to say that democracy in the other sense—freedom of speech, respect for the individual and all the rest of it—does have a reality, an importance, which cannot be made away with by mere juggling with words. Nothing is easier, particularly if you have a screen of battleships between you and danger, than to prove in words or on paper that there is no real difference between totalitarianism and “bourgeois” democracy. I haven’t the slightest doubt that each of my readers has said that. I have said it frequently. It is the easiest thing in the world to show that all the compulsions which are put upon the individual crudely and openly in a totalitarian state are put upon him in a slightly more subtle way by the money-squeeze in a so-called democratic society. After all, if the Germans are very cruel to the Poles, our own behaviour is not so very nice in India. There are concentration camps in Germany, but didn’t we ourselves pen up a lot of innocent people behind barbed wire last year? The S.S. and the Gestapo are horrible things, but if you lived in the slums of Liverpool you probably wouldn’t think of the police as angels. Freedom of thought isn’t technically restricted in England, but in practice the whole of the Press that matters is in the hands of a small clique of millionaires who can prevent you from saying what you think. Everybody knows that line of thought. It is impossible to go into a left-wing gathering anywhere without hearing it put forward. But I think it is necessary to recognize that it is not only nonsense, but nonsense of a kind which can only be uttered by people who have a screen of money and ships between themselves and reality. For when one has pointed out the essential unfreedom of democratic society, and its similarity with totalitarian society, there does remain the residual difference that in a country like this we are not afraid to stand up and say what we think. Quite probably there is a secret police in England, but the point is that we don’t feel afraid of it. I may often have had detectives listening to speeches I have made, but I could safely ignore their presence. The fact is that all demonstrations that totalitarianism and democracy are the same thing—democracy and fascism are twins, in Stalin’s words—boil down to saying that a difference of degree is not a difference. This is a fallacy which is as old as history. There is even a Greek name for it which I have forgotten. It is perhaps not particularly important that I can write what I like for a limited public whose influence will extend to a few hundreds more, but it is important, symptomatically important at any rate, that after two years of war, during most of which we have been in a very serious jam, I don’t feel more frightened of doing so than I did two years ago. Even if it could be shown to be true that there is no real difference between democracy and totalitarianism, what at least is never true is that people feel them to be the same.

I think what this demonstrates is that not only is there a real difference between old forms of society like our own, which have had the chance to develop a certain decency in their politics, and the newer totalitarian states, but that our type of society is incapable of changing in certain directions unless forcibly altered from the outside. There are certain values which it seems not to lose touch with, even in moments of deadly danger. But notice that I say only that our form of democracy can’t of its own accord change in certain directions, not that it can’t change at all. It is certain that it must change or perish. If there is one thing in the world that is certain, it is that capitalistic democracy in its present form cannot survive. Imagine for a moment that we are not at war and are back in Chamberlain’s dear dead days; in those circumstances, if I had to establish that capitalist democracy cannot survive, I think I should do it by pointing out that what are now called democratic nations are not reproducing themselves. Most of the breeding of the world is done in non-democratic countries. As soon as the standard of living rises beyond a certain point and people have a certain power of doing what they want, the birth-rate always falls below replacement level. And that is not due to economic insecurity, which is the fashionable explanation. It is sheer nonsense to say that there is less economic security in Britain and the United States than in the great breeding centres of China and India. On the contrary, it is due to something that goes with capitalist democracy, and that is the principle of hedonism. Our birth-rate is small because people are taught to have a consumer mentality. The chief feature of life in capitalist society during the past twenty years has been an endless struggle to sell goods which there is never enough money to buy; and this has involved teaching ordinary people that things like cars, refrigerators, movies, cigarettes, fur coats and silk stockings are more important than children. However, there is a more immediate argument against the survival of capitalist democracy arising from the fact that we are at war. Once again I don’t have to insult left-wing circles by pointing out the weaknesses of a capitalist nation at war. If I were lecturing to readers of the Daily Telegraph I should point out that in capitalist society the making of profits is and must be one’s main motive, and I should point for example to such things as the fact that in the last week before the outbreak of war people in England were tumbling over one another in their eagerness to sell lead, nickel, copper, rubber, shellac, and so forth, to Germany, in the full knowledge that these things would come back on them in the form of bombs in a few months’ time. But when I am writing for a predominantly socialist public, I hardly need to point out the structural weaknesses of capitalist democracy which will force it to change or perish. I prefer to insist on certain weaknesses which are inflicted on us by the hedonistic principle, and by the fact that in a democracy people are called on to vote upon things which in practice they know nothing about.

One of the worst things about democratic society in the last twenty years has been the difficulty of any straight talking or thinking. Let me take one important fact, I might say the basic fact about our social structure. That is, that it is founded on cheap coloured labour. As the world is now constituted, we are all standing on the backs of half-starved Asiatic coolies. The standard of living of the British working class has been and is artificially high because it is based on a parasitic economy. The working class is as much involved in the exploitation of coloured labour as anybody else, but so far as I know, nowhere in the British Press in the last twenty years—at any rate in no part of the Press likely to get wide attention—do you find any clear admission of that fact or any straight talking about it. In the last twenty years there were really two policies open to us as a nation living on coloured labour. One was to say frankly: We are the master-race—and remember, that is how Hitler talks to his people, because he is a totalitarian leader and can speak frankly on certain subjects—we are the master-race, we live by exploiting inferior races, let’s all get together and squeeze as much out of them as we can. That was one policy; that was what, shall we say, The Times ought to have said if it had had the guts. It didn’t say it. The other possible policy was to say something like this: We cannot go on exploiting the world for ever, we must do justice to the Indians, the Chinese and all the rest of them, and since our standard of living is artificially high and the process of adjustment is bound to be painful and difficult, we must be ready to lower that standard of living for the time being. Also, since powerful influences will be at work to prevent the underdog from getting his rights, we must arm ourselves against the coming international civil war, instead of simply agitating for higher wages and shorter hours. That is what, for instance, the Daily Herald would have said if it had had the guts. Once again, nowhere will you find anything like that in plain words. You simply couldn’t say that kind of thing in newspapers which had to live off their circulation and off advertisements for consumption goods. One result of this lack of straight talking was complete inability to prepare for the present war. I don’t point to the part played by the Right. That is obvious. But the part played by the Left, which was due to the inherent contradiction in a political party which actually existed to defend wages but which liked to think of itself as having internationalist aims, was almost equally damaging to ourselves. In effect, the policy of the English Left has always been Disarmament and War. It has always stood for a vigorous foreign policy without being willing or able to point out to ordinary people that very heavy sacrifices are necessary in order to pay for the armaments without which a vigorous foreign policy is impossible.

For purposes of demonstration, I have picked out just one fact basic to our situation about which it has been impossible, in the sort of society we have been living in, to tell the truth. No politician in the last twenty years who told the truth about the British Empire could have got himself a political following. And I think one can see from this the inevitable weakness of any democratic society when challenged by other societies which are not democratic, which are ruled by clear-sighted, evil men who know exactly what they want, who don’t have to consider things like trade unions or newspapers dependent on advertisements for consumption goods, and who have no difficulty in forcing whole populations to work like slaves and breed like rabbits. In addition, another less noticeable but in the long run equally important factor is the peculiar character of the intelligentsia that grows up in a wealthy capitalist democracy. Our intelligentsia, I mean the left-wing intelligentsia—and please notice that in the last ten years there has been no intelligentsia in England that is not more or less “Left”—is essentially the product of investment capital. It owes its peculiarities partly to that and partly to the exceptional security of our life in England. The thing that always strikes one about the British intelligentsia is its extraordinarily negative outlook, its lack of any firm beliefs or positive aims, and its power of harbouring illusions that would not be possible to people in less sheltered places. In an essay of this length I cannot give an exhaustive list of the illusions of the British intelligentsia. As an example I will take just one obviously silly, obviously fallacious idea which is almost peculiar to Anglo-Saxon civilization, namely Pacifism. Pacifism as put forward by, for instance, the Peace Pledge Union, is such nonsense that no one who has ever been forced into contact with realities would even consider it. Anyone who has any notion at all of the way in which things happen knows that a government which will not use force can always be overthrown by any body of people, even by any one individual, that is less scrupulous. Society as we know it must in the last instance be founded on force. A child of six would be able to see that. But in England we have lived for decades past in this extraordinary sheltered state in which you can go your whole life without, for instance, ever seeing a dead man, without ever receiving a blow, without ever spending a night in the open or feeling hungry—without, in consequence, ever needing to look down at the roots on which your own existence is founded. In that kind of atmosphere extraordinary follies are possible and can infect all sorts of people. One can see the result in the attitude of the British intelligentsia towards the present war, which began, in my opinion, about 1935 or 1936, definitely not later than 1936. Between 1935 and 1939 the whole of the left-wing intelligentsia, almost like a flock of sheep, were pro-war. They were in favour of making a firm stand against Germany, although on the whole they were also against arming. Immediately war broke out the left-wing intelligentsia turned anti-war. This was not due to the Russo-German Pact and to the feeling that one must justify Russian policy at all costs. It affected a lot of people who were not particularly pro-Russian in sentiment, and to my knowledge others who were pro-Russian in sentiment did not change their anti-war views on June 22nd. I suggest that this was simply due to the unrealistic attitude which it has been possible to develop in the last twenty years and the mere tendency to discontent which any thinking person has in our kind of society. The best place in which to study the English left-wing mind is the weekly paper, the New Statesman, which is a sort of crossing ground for the various intellectual currents of the Left. As a magazine the New Statesman seems to me to have only symptomatic value. I have been a regular reader of it for many years and never once have I found in it any coherent policy or any constructive suggestion—anything, in fact, except a general gloom and an automatic discontent with whatever happens to be in progress at the moment. It expresses nothing except the fact that English left-wing intellectuals of all shades do not like the society they are living in but at the same time do not want to face the effort or the responsibility of changing it.

Now notice that all I have said hitherto could have been printed in one of those snooty little minor leading articles in The Times. It sounds just like the conventional attack on “highbrows” which A. P. Herbert, etc., are so fond of. But it is very important to realize that there is another side to the question. Why is it that a wealthy capitalist society seems naturally to breed a discontented intelligentsia like a sort of wart on its surface? The reason is that in such a society as ours the intelligentsia is functionless. In the last twenty years, particularly in Britain and America and almost as much in France, there has been no real job, no place in the structure of society, for the thinking man as such. If he has had a job at all it is only owing to the fact that there is a lot of invested capital knocking about, hence a lot of interest, which goes into the pockets of decadent third-generation rentiers, who spend it in financing picture galleries and literary reviews, which in turn provide an income for artists genuine and spurious. There has been no opportunity for the thinking man, as such, to make himself or feel himself useful. This condition persists even when the nation is at war, and even in the most desperate moments of war. I remember early in the war I was talking to the editor of a left-wing weekly paper, and he said to me, “You know Sir Stafford Cripps wrote to the Government on the first day of the war offering his services in any capacity.” I said, “So did I.” My friend, let’s call him X, said, “So did I, but the difference is that Cripps was distinguished enough to get an answer”—the answer being negative, of course. There you have a picture of the humiliating position of the intelligentsia in our type of society. If the Government can use them at all, it uses them not for the talents they actually possess but at best can only turn them into rather inefficient private soldiers or unreliable clerks. And if that is the case in war it is even more so in peace. Look at a map of the world and you will see that nearly a quarter of it is painted red. That is the British Empire—and remember that in spite of all things it is on the whole better to be inside the British Empire than outside it. Well, the whole of that vast empire is administered by people who cannot be called in the narrow sense intellectuals, people who have no contact with the intelligentsia whatever. The intelligentsia during the last twenty years could not take part in that process of administration because the Empire and all its workings were so out of date, so manifestly unjust, that they would necessarily have revolted against it. They lived in a society which automatically deprived them of function and in which the best way to prosper was to be stupid. That is the explanation of their never-failing discontent. In every other way they had opportunities such as the world has never before seen. They had ease, money, security, liberty of thought and even completer moral liberty. Life in Bloomsbury during the last twenty years has been what the moral rebels all through the ages have dreamed about. And yet on the whole the people who were favoured in this way weren’t happy, didn’t really like the things they ostensibly asked for. They would sooner have had a genuine function in a society which might give them less but took them more seriously.

I have outlined shortly, as examples, just one or two of the inherent weaknesses of capitalist democracy. If you draw a caricature of capitalist democracy you get a picture something like this: at the top a wealthy class living largely on dividends; living on them an enormous army of professional men, servants, tradesmen, psychoanalysts, interior decorators and whatnot; also living on them is a parasitic intelligentsia, earning their keep by pretending to abuse the people who pay them—having the same sort of function in fact as a dog’s fleas, which the dog mildly enjoys snapping at; and at the bottom you get a working class with artificially high standards and permanently on strike for the means to buy refrigerators, electric cookers, lipsticks and radiograms. That is an untrue picture, but remember that it is only untrue in the way in which a caricature is untrue. That is how a wealthy country like England appears from the outside. That is how the Italian radio propagandists, for instance, describe us, and though of course they are lying and exaggerating, they do believe a part of what they say.

I claim that a society with these weaknesses, particularly when it is in a desperate predicament, must change or perish. All that I have said of Britain is a fortiori true of the U. S. A. I never pick up an American magazine or go to an American film without feeling that if these things are really representative of the American scene, a society of that kind will not stand the shock of war without fundamental change. If our society survives it must survive in a more disciplined, hardened form, with its fat sweated off it and the profit motive abolished. But in saying that, haven’t I come near to giving the game away and saying that in order to fight successfully against our enemies we must become exactly like them? The pacifists have a formula, which is easy to repeat and needs no thought, “If you fight against fascism you go fascist yourself.” That is a mechanistic form of thought. When a pacifist says to me, “If you fight fascism you become fascist yourself,” I always answer, “And if you fight against negroes you turn black.” The fact that they usually take several minutes to see the fallacy gives you an idea of the quality of their minds. Actually, to say that by fighting against Nazi Germany we must become exactly like Nazi Germany is to lack any historical sense whatever. The reason why Germany took a particular line of development is contained in the history of Germany, and the reason why England is taking a different line is contained in the history of England. It is important to realize that we are taking a different line. Certain things which ought to have happened if the mechanical formula which I mentioned just now were correct, have not happened and show no signs of happening. I come back to the fact that I am not frightened to take my pen and write in this vein—that I am not frightened, if I choose, to say that this is an imperialist war and Churchill is the tool of the capitalist class and that we ought to stop fighting to-morrow. As I said earlier, and it can hardly be repeated too often, the significant thing is not that I can say this, but that I am not more frightened of saying it after two years of desperate war in which it is certainly not to the advantage of the Government to have people walking about and saying things of this kind. What that implies is the failure of our society, perhaps its actual lack of power, to develop in a certain direction. There is no sign of any authentically fascist development in Britain at this time. Certain things which could lead to fascism are inevitably going on. Inevitably a centralization of power is taking place, and equally inevitably there is conscription of labour, but the failure beyond a certain point to tamper with freedom of speech indicates that there is no real growth of fascist mentality. The average left-wing intellectual will tell you in his mechanistic way that Churchill is a fascist. Here he is using words in the same manner as Goebbels when he says that Chiang Kai Shek1 is a Jew. The truth is that the British ruling class are too old-fashioned to develop in a genuinely fascist direction. Let me take one small fact which is symptomatically important—the prohibition in all totalitarian countries of listening in to foreign broadcasts. It is known that the B.B.C. is listened in to all over Europe with passion, though when people are allowed to listen in to the B.B.C. the tendency is rather the opposite. As long as that prohibition exists, the inference must inevitably be drawn that that broadcast which you are forbidden to listen to is probably true. The Germans have an excellent series of broadcasts to England, including a number of spurious stations pretending to be “Freedom” stations inside the British Isles, but nobody listens to them, because it is not forbidden. Now the people directing German propaganda are not fools. You can see from Goebbels’s speeches that he is aware that if he could only lift the ban people would stop listening to the B.B.C., but he cannot do so because the notion of giving a free hearing to an enemy is contradictory to the whole fascist outlook. Our own Government is a much more old-fashioned despotism, the kind of pre-fascist despotism which does not care what you think so long as your outward actions are correct. The totalitarian mentality hardly exists here as yet. Hardly anybody lies awake quivering with rage and hatred because somebody a little further down the street is committing “deviations”. And I suggest that this failure to develop a totalitarian mental atmosphere, even when the material conditions for it exist, is a sign that provided we can avoid conquest from without, our society will not lose touch with certain habits and values which have been its mark for hundreds of years.

In all this talk about Democracy I have strayed a long way from the other word in the title of this chapter—Culture. As before, the word has at least two meanings. People speak of “culture” in an anthropological sense and in an aesthetic sense. You discover, for instance, an island somewhere in the South Seas where the people practice cannibalism and worship the sun; that is “a culture”. Or you buy a copy of the Oxford Book of English Verse and learn quotable bits by heart; that is “Culture”. But you find a certain connection between the two meanings if you go back to the primary sense of the word. Culture means controlled growth. Any bit of soil will grow plants if it gets enough water, but so long as they grow higgledy-piggledy we call that “Nature”. As soon as it is ploughed and things are planted in rows we say that it is “cultivated”. But we also speak of soil reaching a high state of culture. If you merely plough up a piece of virgin soil you cannot grow particularly fine products on it; you could not produce the best French wines, or even good peas or asparagus, from a soil of that type. If you till a piece of soil long enough and deep enough, and enrich it in the right way, you can change its whole nature and texture, even its colour. You only do that in order to grow finer plants on it, so that ultimately the value of a soil is judged by its products. So in the long run is a civilization. We say that a civilization has reached a high state of culture when each generation leaves behind a residue of certain things which one can describe roughly as art and wisdom. Almost inevitably a civilization is judged by the art it leaves behind. It is perhaps possible to imagine a high civilization existing as it were in a vacuum, each generation getting a tremendous kick out of life but leaving nothing behind, but, in the nature of things, we have no evidence of any such thing having ever existed. On the other hand, when you dig up some ruined city in the Central American forests and find remarkable sculptures, you say, simply on the evidence of the sculptures, “This was a high civilization, these people had reached a high state of culture.” Art is an important symptom. It is a registration, as it were, of man’s attitude to the universe at any given moment. A good civilization will produce good works of art, not as its main purpose but as its most important by-product. And in a civilization which is really sound this will apply not only to what we call fine art, but to all the domestic and applied arts—furniture, clothes, houses, pottery, glass, tools and whatnot. They are all, even down to such things as the designs on stamps and coins, symptomatic of the prevailing culture.

Now, when I extend what I am saying to cover such things as clothes and furniture, I may seem to be giving up the cause of culture as lost. For though our age may have produced good major art—I only say “may”, you notice— it is unquestionable that in all the minor arts it is an age of unbearable ugliness. You can see more ugly things in Oxford Street in half an hour than you could see among all the savage tribes in the world. What has happened to us, of course, and temporarily thrown our culture off the rails, is the impact of the machine. I am not one of those people who talk as though we could suddenly cut ourselves loose from the machine civilization and return to the Middle Ages. Whatever else history may do, it never travels backwards. But there is no use blinking [at] the fact that when you move into the industrial era you have to pass through an age, perhaps centuries long, of the most horrible ugliness. A primitive person compared with ourselves appears at first sight to have perfect taste. His clothes, for instance, are never ugly. Even if he is dressed only in a bit of cloth no bigger than a handkerchief, he will wear it gracefully. There is a queer little confession of the aesthetic inferiority of Western man in a rule which exists or existed till recently in the British army. A British private soldier is rarely allowed to wear civilian clothes. On the other hand, in the Indian army the sepoys when off duty are always allowed to wear their own clothes, because it is known that, being Indians, they can be trusted to dress themselves becomingly. An Englishman cannot, unless he has had a special kind of training, and even then he is only what is called “well dressed” according to what is no more than an accepted code of ugliness. And yet when one looks deeper one sees that this seeming superiority of taste in the primitive or savage man is an illusion. For the good taste of the primitive collapses with extraordinary promptitude as soon as he comes into contact with machine civilization. Not only does he eagerly seize the most vulgar products of the machine—offer him a five-shilling enamelled German wristwatch and he grabs it with both hands—but his whole aesthetic sense seems to disappear at the first contact. I have seen an Indian dressed only in a loin-cloth and a bowler hat. Even we would not do a thing like that. But so long as he sticks to his original form of dress he has, apparently, perfect taste. The explanation is that throughout long ages he has lived in a culture in which there has been very little change. A certain way of life has been built up, and even the minutest details, even such things as gestures and movements of the body, have been gradually perfected, so that there is not much chance for any one individual to go wrong. We, on the other hand, happen to live at a moment when there is every opportunity to go wrong. We have moved suddenly into the period of machine civilization, which is the most drastic change that has happened in thousands of years. But I think that the idea of a complete and final loss of culture is an illusion. For we made once before an equally drastic change, when we changed from a nomadic to an agricultural way of life, and after all, a new culture was built up. At present we are merely in the process of development, and given a certain continuity one can even prophesy to some small extent what our culture will be like when we possess one again. To say that the present age is cultureless is rather like saying that I am beardless. I have never let my beard grow, but it is potentially there, and up to a point I can tell you what it would be like if it existed. I can tell you that it wouldn’t be red, for instance. So also with culture. I can’t tell you what our civilization will be like in A.D. 2200, but I think I could prophesy some of its characteristics. I think I can foretell, for instance, that we shall still be using the English language and that it will still have something in common with the English of Shakespeare, always assuming that we have escaped conquest from without.

At the moment that is the crucial point. We are temporarily in the position of having to fight rearguard actions in defence of what is left of civilization, but I don’t think there is any reason to be pessimistic about the long-term effects of the arrival of the machine. Ultimately we shall get used to the machine. We do, however, have to defend ourselves against the threat of totalitarianism, which might really bring a swift and final death to civilization. Why is it that everything we mean by culture is menaced by totalitarianism? Because totalitarianism menaces the existence of the individual, and the last four or five hundred years have put the individual so emphatically on the map that it is hard for us to imagine him off it again. To illustrate the impact of totalitarianism on culture I will name only a single art, literature, which in the form in which we know it is incompatible with the totalitarian form of government. At first sight it may seem like begging the question to choose literature rather than any other art, because literature is the one in which the line between fine art and propaganda is hardest to draw, and consequently is the one most immediately affected by political changes. But if the implications are followed up it will be found that in every art, even including such things as pottery or cabinet-making, the interference with the emotions of the individual peculiar to totalitarianism are equally deadening. Why is it that individual literature is incompatible with totalitarianism? We are in the habit of saying that the Nazis are the enemies of literature, but they would prefer not to be its enemies if they knew how to avoid it. If they could suddenly produce a Shakespeare and say, “This is our Shakespeare,” they would be only too delighted. The reason is that the driving force, the dynamo as you might say, of any artist is his emotions, and his emotions do not necessarily correspond to the political necessity of the moment. The totalitarian state exists for the glorification of the ruling clique, which means that the ruling clique are the prisoners of their own power and are obliged to follow any policy, no matter how self-contradictory, which will keep them in power. And having followed their policy they are obliged to justify it, so that all thought becomes a rationalization of the shifts of power politics. It is not true that an atmosphere of orthodoxy is in itself fatal to literature. To realize that you have only got to think for a moment of the Middle Ages. In the Middle Ages men lived within a framework of thought which was as rigid, I suppose, as the one in which people have to live in Germany to-day. And yet not only could they produce good literature—and in the later Middle Ages it was distinctly individual literature—but the thing that always strikes me about the few medieval writers I know is the comparative freedom of their minds. Catholic belief was more or less obligatory, but it didn’t cripple them. The difference, of course, is that in the Middle Ages the prevailing orthodoxy didn’t change, or at least didn’t change suddenly. It probably doesn’t matter that men should be compelled to live within a certain framework of thought. Everyone’s mind is necessarily full of beliefs which he has accepted from the outside and entirely on trust. I couldn’t prove, for instance, that the world is round. I could give good reasons for thinking that it is not flat, but to prove that it is round needs pages of mathematics which I should be incapable of understanding. But this unproven belief is something which I have grown up with and never questioned, and which consequently doesn’t cause any emotional disturbance in me. On the other hand, if someone suddenly comes to me with a loaded pistol and tells me that I have got to believe that Jews are not human beings, it does something to my emotional life which would necessarily have a damaging effect on any creative work I attempted.

You see there a striking difference between capitalist democracy as it now exists, and totalitarianism. In England, absurdities just as great as any in the totalitarian states are being offered to you all the time, but you are not under any obligation to accept them. Six months ago, for example, Stalin was Bad with a big B. Now he is Good with a big G. A year ago the Finns were Good. Now they are Bad. Mussolini is Bad at this moment, but it would not particularly surprise me to see him Good within a year. But after all, nobody is compelled to swallow this kind of thing. If I write a book I am not forced to say in it that Stalin is Good, I don’t have to watch with desperate anxiety lest there should be a political change before the book goes to press, my emotional life is not interfered with. In a totalitarian state it is difficult to imagine any writing above the level of pamphleteering. Here somebody may answer, “But in fact some of the best writers of our time have come to terms with Fascism.” This is one of those statements which tend to dissolve when you examine them. It is perfectly true that up to about 1930 the best European writers were on the whole reactionary in tendency, but if they were inclined for a while to be pro-Fascist it was because they made the mistake, which was easy to make before Hitler was in power, of thinking that Fascism was a form of Conservatism. Since then the issue has become clearer, but even so it is possible to make out an impressive list of writers who have accepted Fascism outright. Céline,2 author of Voyage au Bout de la Nuit, is now Exhibit A in Paris, or at least his books are. Ezra Pound is in Rome doing anti-Semitic broadcasts. Wyndham Lewis for a long time had connections with Mosley’s movement, and so had Osbert Sitwell. Roy Campbell3 fought for Franco in Spain. And there is a long list of French writers who have gone over to the Nazis since the fall of France. All this, however, is somewhat misleading. Roy Campbell and Wyndham Lewis have certainly changed some of their opinions during the last few years, and we don’t know much as yet about the motives of the various French writers who have capitulated. Of the writers I mentioned just now, the one whom it is most possible to respect is Céline. There is no question about the venomously anti-left and anti-Jewish tendency of the stuff he has written during the past ten years. But I don’t think he can be taken as proof that it is possible for good writers, intelligent, scrupulous men, to make their peace with Fascism. He is simply a good mind gone sour. His writings are essentially an expression of disgust with modern life. I think I described him once as a voice from the cesspool. Rather as Eliot, Maritain4 and others reacted against the idealistic League of Nations atmosphere of the nineteen-twenties, Céline reacted against the half-baked left-wing orthodoxy of the following decade, and because he was a man in whom disgust and hatred were the chief driving force, he went the whole way, anti-semitism and all. He accepted Nazism as a kind of nihilism. From the Nazi point of view Céline would obviously come under the heading of kulturbolschewismus,5 but as he happens to bear a distinguished name, the Nazis are quite unscrupulous enough to use him against intellectuals elsewhere, as an example of a literary man who has seen the light. But obviously this is no more than a first-generation phenomenon. You can’t imagine a literary tradition founded on Voyage au Bout de la Nuit and Mea Culpa. You can’t imagine generation after generation of Célines, all founding their work upon disgust and horror of contemporary life—and certainly that is not the kind of literary tradition that the Nazis want to establish. Céline, or any writer like him, is simply a disgruntled individual who can be temporarily made use of in a moment of chaos.

I think one must conclude that literature as we know it is inseparable from the sanctity of the individual, and therefore is absolutely incompatible with the totalitarian way of life. And what is true of literature is true of nearly everything that we classify under the heading of culture. One must conclude therefore that though our democracy is bound to change—can, in fact, only survive by turning into Socialism—all that we mean by culture is inextricably bound up with democratic values. The destruction of democracy would mean not simply the loss of certain advantages and the acquisition of certain others, but an actual end to civilization as we know it. We must defend ourselves against that as we should defend ourselves against an invasion from Mars, because we can hardly imagine an alternative.

But let nothing that I have said be taken as meaning that at this moment we have much in the way of a culture to defend. We are only fighting for the future. We are in the trough of the wave, though we know that presently the wave will go up again. We are not the flowers of a civilization, we only know that, given growth, given continuity, at some time civilization will flower again. In this age we can at best be only the manure of the future. On that perhaps rather depressing note I will conclude.




886. To M. J. Tambimuttu

25 November 1941 PP/EB

Dear Tambimuttu,

The Facilities Unit have arranged for you to go to see the offices of the Daily Express on December 4th—Thursday—at 9. p. m. I gather that this is a special favour, as they have given up showing people round in the ordinary way.

You should ask for the Commissionaire and tell him what you have come for, and he will know all about it.

Yours sincerely

Eric Blair

Empire Talks Assistant




887. M. Myat Tun: What Trade Unionism Means to the Worker

25 November 1941


Although Orwell was not the author of this broadcast, he was directly involved. Myat Tun had belatedly sent him two different scripts on trade unionism on 20 November; he had found it difficult to compress his source material and asked Orwell to make a selection and edit it. He said he thought ‘What Trade Unionism Means to the Worker’ was the more interesting of the two treatments.

On 6 December, A. H. Joyce, of the India Office Information Department (see here), asked Rushbrook Williams to look at this script. He was amazed, he said, ‘that a talk of this nature, especially to a country like Burma, could have been permitted. It must have caused consternation in the minds of the authorities there.’ He was surprised that the censor at the BBC, Burton Leach, saw no harm in the talk: ‘My own speculation is that this talk was not written by Myat Tun but by some cute trade union propagandist who has, in this instance, succeeded in getting over the air to Burma the kind of broadcast which, I hazard a guess, would never have been permitted in this form, even in our own Home Programme.’ Was Joyce hinting at Orwell? He concluded by suggesting that closer supervision of Myat Tun’s broadcasts was called for.

Rushbrook Williams replied, on 8 December, that the series ‘Through Eastern Eyes’ was ‘addressed to the English-knowing Indians’ and he doubted whether the talk would have any appeal to Burma. He concluded: ‘The talk as I saw it in censored form did not seem to me too bad; because its motive was the staunch adherence of the Trade Union movement to the war effort. But I will certainly take your advice and arrange that Myat Tun is very carefully supervised in future.’

Myat Tun gave a talk on Moulmein, Burma, on 6 February 1942, and, on 10 April 1942, Orwell asked him for advice on the pronounciation of Burmese place names.






888. BBC Talks Booking Form, 26.11.41


Dr. P. Chatterjee: ‘Through Eastern Eyes,’ ‘How It Works,’ 9; 12-minute talk in English on banks; recorded 28.11.41; broadcast 30.11.41s; fee £7.7s. Signed: N. H. Parratt.






889. To J. Bahadur Singh

26 November 1941 PP/EB

Dear Mr. Singh,1

With reference to our conversation yesterday, I am sending you three specimen scripts of our series “The Debate Continues”. None of these is altogether satisfactory, but they will give you some idea of what to do, as well as what to avoid, and I have written some comments in red ink in the margin. If you could let us have a specimen of your own any time within the next three or four weeks, I should be much obliged.

I would also like it very much if you could do us a Christmas Day broadcast of 10 minutes. Christmas in Wartime would be the sort of line, though we will think of some more striking title later. Please let me know as soon as possible whether you can undertake this, as we are now only five weeks from Christmas. The talk can be recorded some days beforehand, so that you will not have to broadcast on Christmas Day.

Yours sincerely

Eric Blair

Empire Talks Assistant.




890. BBC Talks Booking Form, 26.11.41


S. M. Telkar: ‘Through Eastern Eyes,’ ‘The Debate Continues’; broadcast 1.12.41; fee £7.7s. Signed: N. H. Parratt.






891. To David Astor

27 November 1941 Handwritten

111 Langford Court Abbey Road NW. 8

Dear Mr. Astor,1

Many thanks for your letter. I am so overwhelmed with work that I don’t know whether I can undertake to write anything at present, but we could meet & discuss it any way. I could meet you some time towards the end of next week.2 The best place to ring me (I am not on the phone here though the porter’s lodge is) is the BBC, Welbeck 4468, Extension 386.

Yours sincerely

George Orwell




892. Newsletters, News Reviews, and News Commentaries


One of Orwell’s most important duties at the BBC was the writing of weekly newsletters, news reviews, and news commentaries. He did not write news bulletins—‘the news’ as such; that was reserved to the News Division, upon whose work, together with the newspapers in the library in Broadcasting House, Orwell drew. The dividing lines between letters, reviews, and commentaries are unclear. Although W. J. West’s volume of these broadcasts is titled Orwell: The War Commentaries, only five scripts of those printed by him and thirty broadcasts not known to him (all to Malaya and Indonesia) out of a total of 219 or 221 are called Commentaries. The most common description is ‘Newsletter’ or ‘News Letter,’ used 135 times.

Scripts broadcast in English to India were most frequently titled ‘News Review’ or ‘Weekly News Review’; five were called ‘Commentary’ and five ‘Newsletter’ (one of which, for 10.1.42, was altered by hand to ‘Weekly News Review’). The PasB (‘Programmes as Broadcast’: the formal BBC summary of what was transmitted) for 23.7.42 erroneously refers to the ‘News in Marathi,’ a clerical error. Orwell from time to time referred to his broadcasts as ‘weekly commentaries’—as when opening and signing off his broadcast to India of 13.3.43 (see 1952) and, rather puzzlingly, when advising R. R. Desai in a letter of 19.12.42 (see 1753) how he should prepare scripts for transmission in Gujarati, saying they should be ‘more in the nature of commentaries on the weeks° news and not a Newsletter’—that despite the fact that every one of Orwell’s 42 Gujarati broadcasts is described as ‘Newsletter’ or ‘News Letter’ in the PasB.

The descriptions given here are those typed or written at the top of the script, or, if scripts are missing (as most are), the description recorded in PasB, with the distinction between News Letter and Newsletter not preserved; ‘Newsletter’ is used.

Orwell’s work in this field was much more extensive than suggested by the 49 newsletters reproduced, rather inaccurately, in West: Commentaries. That collection omits texts of three broadcasts (29.11.41, 7.3.42, 21.11.42); prints three scripts which cannot, or can only doubtfully, be attributed to Orwell (2.5.42, 23.5.42, 11.7.42); fails to note that the script for 6.6.42 was not broadcast; and does not record five (or six) occasions on which newsletters were broadcast but for which scripts have not survived (No. 1 in November 1941; 30.5.42; 20.6.42; 5.12.42; 2.1.43; and probably 27.6.42). Orwell seems to have been responsible for 54 or 55 scripts for transmission to India in English, not the 46 (of 49) West attributed to him. There are many errors in and omissions from the texts as reproduced by West, one omission a whole page (for 12.9.42). The texts are not, in fact, ‘printed exactly as typed,’ as West claims (23). More serious, West fails to note some 175 occasions when Orwell was responsible for preparing scripts in English for translation into Gujarati, Marathi, Bengali, Tamil, or Hindustani or those he wrote, and usually read, to occupied Malaya and Indonesia.

Far from Orwell delivering a ‘final message’ at the end of his broadcast to India on 13.3.43 (see 1952), which West claims (219) showed ‘his realisation that … direct propaganda was not going to be part’ of his work for the BBC (a statement that epitomises West’s fixation with censorship), Orwell wrote many more newsletters after that date, and broadcast many more. West’s assertion has important, and false, implications for the record of Orwell’s life and for the charge that he was, as it were, gagged by the BBC. The record shows that he was writing newsletters right up to the moment he left the BBC; the last was broadcast on his behalf two days after his departure.

Orwell seems to have been responsible for the following newsletters:

[image: images]

Of these, Orwell read 12 to India, 28 to Malaya, 16 to Indonesia: 56 in all. He seems to have written English versions for these translations:

[image: images]

Thus it would seem he prepared 104 or 105 newsletters in English and 115 or 116 for translation into vernacular languages: 219 to 221 in all. There may have been others for which records have not been traced.

Of the 55 or 56 scripts in English for India by Orwell, 50 have survived, one only as a printed extract. Of the other scripts, part of one to Malaya, for 28.5.43, and two short extracts from the English versions for the Marathi scripts for 12.3.42 and 19.3.42 have survived. All English originals for vernacular versions and those vernacular scripts were apparently shredded some years ago.

Ascertaining authorship of the scripts is not always simple. Some have ‘By George Orwell’ written or typed on them; PasBs and talks booking forms often state ‘Written by Eric Blair’ and sometimes ‘Written by George Orwell.’ Often what appears to be an ascription to an author is not, and even the facts of transmission cannot always be relied upon. PasBs frequently state that a newsletter is ‘by Z. A. Bokhari,’ the Indian Programme Organiser, and Bokhari did write scripts, but it seems to mean, for broadcasts in English to India, that Bokhari was the reader. The booking form for Marathi Newsletter 20, for example, states that it was written by E. Blair and translated and read by M. R. Kothari; the equivalent PasB simply says ‘read by Mr Kothari.’ Just as the PasB does not note that Kothari was the translator, so it is not concerned with authorship. What mattered most for the PasB record was who read the script. That Orwell usually wrote the Weekly News Review for India is indicated, apart from specific ascriptions, by his letters to Princess Indira and others of 10 June 1942 (see here), in which he describes the review as ‘a summing-up of the world situation … and is written by myself.’

Some scripts of newsletters give precise timing details, on occasion with progress times as well as final timing. PasBs also give timings. These ought to be close to those on the scripts, if not identical. However, for example, the Weekly News Review for 23.5.42, read by Dick Wessel, has a script timing made by Godfrey Kenton1 of 11 minutes 20 seconds; the PasB gives 13 minutes 30 seconds. This could be a clerical error, or the script may have been further altered just before transmission; or possibly Dick Wessel (whose name appears only this once in the documentation associated with Orwell and the Indian Section) is the South American Service’s W. P. Wessel and there has been a confusion of names of speakers and broadcasts. Whatever the reason, ‘simple facts’ conflict.

A more serious conflict occurs a fortnight later. The script for 6.6.42 bears both censorship stamps (for Security and Policy), signed by Bokhari, and is much amended in Orwell’s hand. It is not marked ‘As broadcast’ (which is not uncommon). However, the PasB, quite exceptionally, shows that in the regular time slot for the newsletter, Princess Indira gave ‘The Debate Continues,’ which, according to its booking form, was to be transmitted on 8.6.42.

Two more examples of uncertainty: Booking forms for Gujarati Newsletters 18 and 19, for 29.6.42 and 4.7.42, state that they were to be written by Orwell, but he was then on holiday. It is possible he wrote 18 before he left, but it is extremely unlikely that he wrote 19 (and this has not been included in his tally). The Marathi Newsletters are misnumbered from 20 (which is given as 21) to 27. Such a simple mistake, if undetected by a researcher, could lead to all sorts of supposition. Thus, although there is a great deal of information, it is neither complete nor wholly reliable.

Two clues suggest that ‘by Bokhari’ does not point to his authorship of the weekly news reviews and, indirectly, support Orwell’s claim. First, a number of scripts with ‘Z. A. Bokhari’ written on them also carry, close by, ‘Anon.’ The script was for, not by, Bokhari. Second, it seems certain from the PasB that the script for 23.5.42 was by Bokhari because a distribution note reads: ‘1. Empire Presentation / 2. Miss Parratt, 416, 55 P.P.’ (Room 416 was Orwell’s), whereas the normal destinations were either E.S.D. and Registry or Bokhari and File. The implication is that a copy of the script was being sent to Orwell’s secretary so he would know what had been said in a week he was not responsible for the review. One other script has a similar indication, but it is firmly crossed out.

There is one more source of information: the BBC publication for overseas listeners, London Calling, which lists programmes to be broadcast, but, because it had to be prepared well in advance, it does not always reflect what happened. Thus, although Orwell read his news reviews from 21 November 1942, he was advertised as doing so only as from 19 December 1942. Illness could also cause a change. Thus, he was listed to read his news reviews on 23 and 30 January and 6 and 13 February 1943, but PasBs show that a talk on Turkey was substituted on 23 January when Orwell became ill on the 20th, and that Anthony Weymouth wrote and read the reviews on the other dates (though Orwell had returned to duty by 12 February). London Calling also shows that weekly news reviews were to be broadcast on 6.1.42 and 14.11.42, so that the substitutions, noted in the PasBs, of ‘The Debate Continues’ and a talk by Sir Ramaswami Mudaliar were last-minute changes.

Did Orwell write different scripts for translation into Indian languages from those he prepared for broadcasting in English to India, Malaya, and Indonesia? Since no vernacular scripts have survived, it is impossible to be sure. News needed updating, of course. Though he was writing commentaries, not news, where the latest information was not necessarily vitally important, commentaries did demand different approaches for different communities, for audiences of different cultures, and for audiences living in territory occupied by the Japanese. Laurence Brander, Eastern Service Intelligence Officer at the time, and the man responsible for recommending that Orwell take over reading his own newsletters, under his pen-name, wrote to the editor, on 6 August 1985, regarding broadcasts for Malaya, that ‘my guess would be that the scripts would be different. Orwell was too good a journalist to address a captive people and free listeners in the same way.’ There was certainly a practice in the Overseas Service of writing different scripts for different audiences, for example, for the North American and the Pacific & Eastern Services, but practice may have varied in the Indian Section. Since the Bengali Newsletter was broadcast less than three hours after the one to India had been read, it seems likely that it was fairly close to the English-language script. Two scripts for the English-language service to India indicate that they were used also for the Bengali service. That for 26.12.42 has written on it, in the hand of the censor for Security and Policy, S. Ramaam, ‘For English & Bengali.’ Three weeks later, the script for 16.1.43 has two telling notes: ‘Announcer/Tran: S. K. Das Gupta’ (the man then presenting the newsletter in Bengali) along with, in the same hand, a broadcast time, 1430–1445 GMT, and the network, Green, for the Bengali transmission. The details for the English-language broadcast are typed on this script: ‘1115–1130 GMT, Red Network.’ There may have been changes in content, but it is probable that the Bengali translation was in the main made from the English-language weekly news review. Orwell’s 13 July 1942 letter to M. R. Kothari (see here) certainly suggests that different versions were prepared to suit the audiences aimed at.

The scripts Orwell wrote in English for translation into Tamil and Gujarati, though doubtless using material similar to that in the English-language newsletters for India, Malaya, and Indonesia, may well have been refurbished or even prepared separately. Thus, Orwell wrote his newsletter for Indonesia on 3 September 1943, the day he went on leave; it was read for him by John Morris. The ‘equivalent’ Tamil Newsletter, for 2 September, was written by M. Phatak instead of by Orwell (even though he had not yet left), suggesting that it was a different script.

Information about the Gujarati service is more plentiful. Orwell is credited with writing the English version from 2 March to 28 December 1942, except for his two weeks of leave. The scripts were translated by R. R. (sometimes with H. L.) Desai. Towards the end of the year, when it was decided that Desai should take over completely, Orwell wrote to him, stressing more than once that he did not wish to dictate the contents, and explaining that he wanted the talks to be ‘more in the nature of commentaries on the weeks° news and not a Newsletter’ (see 1745, 1753). He made some suggestions for coverage of the North African campaign and ‘the renewed persecution of the Jews in Poland’; both topics were featured in his Weekly News Review for India on 19.12.42. Although Orwell paid considerable attention to Admiral Darlan in that review, however, he did not mention Darlan to Desai until 2 January 1943, by when Darlan had been assassinated. Apart from content, it is evident from such letters to Desai that Orwell was conscious of the need for a different approach, a different tone, for the Gujarati audience. Though anxious that the persecution of the Jews should be given prominence, he knew this could be a delicate matter for Desai: ‘you will be best judge of the reactions of your audience.’

It looks from the correspondence as if Orwell wrote different newsletters for translation into Gujarati and Marathi, and variations in timing back that up. Yet the Bengali Newsletter, for which he also provided an English version, went out on the same day as the news review in English for India, and the timings for the pair suggest a close but not complete correspondence of basic text, hardly surprising given the closeness of the times of transmission. See also here.

Bokhari, in his letter to Shridhar Telkar of 20 February 1942, stated that the English version of the Marathi Newsletter ‘will be prepared by Eric Blair’; see here. Exceptionally, two extracts of Marathi Newsletters have survived. That for 12.3.42 was certainly prepared by Orwell, and that for the following week was probably by him. The first extract was reworked in his Weekly News Review of 14.3.42; that in the Marathi Newsletter for 19.3.42 is reproduced exactly in the Weekly News Review two days later. Variations in timing and evidence of reworking and of similarity make it difficult to deduce a general practice, but it looks as if there was some variation and, understandably, some repetition.

Whatever was repeated or freshly drafted for the scripts to be translated into Indian languages, there can be no doubt that Orwell, far from having no part in the BBC’s direct propaganda after the conclusion of the series transmitted in English to India, was deeply and continually employed therein, even for a day or two beyond his departure from the service of the BBC.

The introduction of the Weekly News Reviews to India got off to a faltering start. This may have been due to the need to introduce the new programmes into a slot filled by a series gradually being wound down (‘The Leaders,’ which summarised what English newspaper leader-writers had been saying), but more likely because at a crucial moment Orwell was taken seriously ill with bronchitis and was absent on sick leave 1–22 December 1941. Working out the details is difficult: either one or two early scripts are missing, or there was vagueness in noting the author and/or reader of scripts (not peculiar to these broadcasts); and, quite exceptionally, the PasBs for November 1941 have not survived. The first four weekly news reviews would seem to be:

[image: images]

The weekly news reviews then continued regularly, read by Bokhari until he was to return to India on leave in July 1942, when scripts were read by Shridhar Telkar, Bahadur Singh, Noel Sircar, and Homi Bode. As it happened, because transport was not available, Bokhari did not leave until 29 September, but the arrangements for reading the reviews went ahead. From 21 November 1942, Orwell read his own scripts.

All scripts had to be scrutinised for Security and Policy. Passages of many are crossed out. In this edition, such passages are printed in roman type within square brackets, without comment; additions and substitutions are printed in italic; what was originally written or typed is in the notes at the end. West: Commentaries describes all such passages as ‘Censored,’ which some certainly were. Occasionally the censor’s comments are noted, though West ignores these. It is at least possible that some of these cuts were for timing purposes and some for style. In the main, no reference is made here to differences between West: Commentaries and this edition; see here, here. However, some examples will indicate the nature of such differences.

The broadcast for 31.1.42 (see here) marks this sentence as censored: ‘Brazil is within flying range of West Africa and for at least fifty years the Germans have had designs on it.’ It is far from plain why this should have been censored. The Germans presumably knew already the distance their planes would have to and could fly. The next two sentences are also crossed out, down as far as ‘much easier to frustrate’; this is not noted in West: Commentaries (45–46). It might also be asked why, in the broadcast for 15.8.42, the words ‘and the Russians are counter-attacking and in places have forced the enemy on to the defensive’ should have attracted the censor’s blue pencil. The paragraph beginning ‘The operations in Madagascar …’ in the script for 19.9.42 has a number of cuts but none of these are marked in West: Commentaries (152). It is possible these changes were made to improve the style of the text and had nothing to do with censorship. One last example: Orwell’s broadcast of 28.11.42 has a passage added in his hand but then crossed through. These five lines are silently omitted from West: Commentaries (181).

The reasons for cuts and changes need careful analysis. ‘Censored’ does not suffice. That cuts were made to ensure correct length is clearly shown from a script not by Orwell, ‘The Voice of the Enemy,’ broadcast over several networks, 8–10 February 1943 (on the 10th by the Eastern Service). This was censored by Anthony Weymouth, who wrote, ‘This is a little too long,’ and suggested cuts.

The typescripts reproduced here vary. Some were certainly used in the actual broadcast: that for 14.3.42, in an Indian-language script (Urdu), carries the speaker’s (Bokhari’s) guide to the pronounciation of a place name. Some are fair copies produced by typists in the General Office; the scripts sometimes have an indication such as ‘To G.O.’ (for General Office, not George Orwell, who was known at the BBC as Eric Blair). Some scripts have the imprint of the two censors’ rubber stamps and occasionally their comments. Some scripts show changes and some do not. Some are absolutely clean scripts, neatly typed, single spaced, with no indication of their having been used in a broadcast. These scripts, and some, but not all, the double-spaced fair copies have typed at the top of their first page the words ‘As Broadcast.’ Absolutely clean scripts may have been typed after the text had been broadcast as a record of what was said if, perhaps, the original had been greatly altered, making it difficult to follow. Alternatively, fair copies may have been prepared twenty years later on the instructions of R. C. Collison, Head of the BBC Library and Archives. Whatever the explanation, texts which show no changes must not be assumed to represent broadcasts that were unmodified at an earlier stage in their preparation.

A memorandum outlining the development of news commentaries in the Empire Service of the BBC was written by R. A. Rendall, then Assistant Controller of Overseas Programmes, on 9 February 1942 (by which date Weekly News Review 9 had been broadcast to India) for the Controller of Overseas Programmes, J. Beresford Clark. It was marked ‘Private and Confidential.’ Given the difficulty described in the third paragraph of finding suitable people whose name would carry some weight in the countries addressed, it is remarkable that it was not until 21 November 1942 that Orwell was commissioned to read his own newsletters to India.


NEWS COMMENTARIES IN EMPIRE SERVICES

1. ORIGIN AND DEVELOPMENT.

News commentaries were introduced in Empire Services in the North American transmission during the summer of 1940, as one element in an attempt to adapt our output to the specialised tastes of United States listeners; North American Director had recommended an attempt to attract the enormous audiences known to listen to news analysts on American radio programmes.

“Headline News and Views” consisted of three or four minutes “straight” news summary, followed by a ten-minute talk commenting on and analysing the news from the British point of view. The speakers originally used were Vernon Bartlett, George Slocombe and A. G. Macdonell. Of these, the first two concentrated on direct analysis of international news in the style of a diplomatic correspondent; the third spent much time on counter-propaganda in answer to German radio comment. Difficulties arose when speakers claimed more knowledge both of facts and of official policy than was at that time available to the Corporation through its own contacts; moreover, individual speakers were sometimes disinclined to accept the line recommended by the Corporation on advice from the M.o.I.2 This suggested that such work could best be done by commentators with staff contracts, who would be (a) more regularly available, (b) in closer touch with Government directives underlying B.B.C. news policy, and (c) under direct control.

An attempt was made to find and build up as personalities men with journalistic experience, preferably men from the Dominions, for by this time the news commentary had been introduced into other transmissions in response to the interest shown. A Canadian, a South African, a Scot on the staff of the European Service and others were all regularly employed, but the search for suitable people for the Pacific transmission was not easy. Criticism received from overseas showed that something more vigorous and more in tune with Australian thought was required. When Sir Keith Murdoch was in London, he reiterated that criticism and was thereafter persuaded to agree (where he had previously refused) to the part-time secondment to the Corporation of Tahu Hole, who now gives Pacific commentaries five times a week.

2. PURPOSE AND VALUE.

The primary purpose of news commentaries is propaganda. They make it possible to “put across” the British view of the news, without sacrificing the reputation that has been carefully built up for veracity and objectivity in news presentation. The commentary can, by its selection of particular events for emphasis and its explanation of tendencies, supply the perspective that is needed, in close proximity to the news bulletins, especially when news as revealed in official communiqués is bad, or fluctuating rapidly. Moreover, it achieves this object in a radio form that is now popular not only in North America but throughout the world. The use of a team of named speakers is consistent with practice in other countries, gives variety and secures the authority and popularity which is associated with the successful “build-up” of a radio personality. The use of Dominion speakers increases the confidence felt by the audience; particularly in times of difficulty or strained relations, there is thought to be great merit in leaving the right type of Dominion speaker free to reflect criticism and in other ways to build up confidence in himself as much as a representative of the Dominion audience as a British spokesman. In this sense the job of the Empire news commentators may sometimes be compared with that of the American broadcasting representatives in this country. A case in point is the recent work of Hole in the Pacific transmission that has been specially praised by the Dominions Office.

3. POLICY SOURCES AND EDITORIAL CONTROL.

Early experience showed that a close policy control was essential for news commentaries, and this could best be obtained by the use of staff commentators speaking under their own names. From the start it was realised that news commentaries must be under the direct control of the News Editor; in practice, the commentator takes his line from the daily “directive” written by the Empire News Editor. The sources of guidance and information on which the Editor bases his directive are various. Confidential “background” information, originally supplied by Foreign Adviser° and now supplied by C.(N.C.) at a daily conference and by C. (Eur.S.)3 at a fortnightly meeting, is added to information and guidance contained in Empax telegrams, Foreign Office guidance supplied through Foreign Adviser’s office, guidance cables dispatched daily by the North American Division and weekly by the Empire Division of the M.o.I., and occasional suggestions and requests from the Dominions, Colonial and India Offices. Information, guidance and suggestions from all these sources are discussed daily, before the directive is written, at the Empire Service Directors’ conference.

The scripts of news commentaries are vetted by the duty editor in Empire News. Reference of doubtful points through the normal internal and external channels is resorted to when necessary. Shortage of staff in Empire News and dispersal of the Empire Services have handicapped the effectiveness of this machinery; so have the variety of sources of guidance and the inability of the Empire Division of the M.o.I. to supply any long-term policy directive. Direct contact with the three Government offices chiefly concerned is (with the knowledge of the Empire Division of the M.o.I) now improving. The return of Empire News to London will enable Empire News Editor to profit from these improved contacts.

It was thought that the appointment of staff commentators might involve the Corporation in the difficulties of “editorial comment”, but in fact this has not proved to be the case. All material broadcast by the Corporation in wartime is regarded overseas as having a certain authority, thus creating a difficult problem of reconciliation between our function as the “voice of Britain” and our function of reflecting fairly in our news reports all types of opinion. The news commentary provides the best answer. The fact that the commentators are in most cases members of the B.B.C. staff does not appear, for the distinction between a “staff contract”, a “programme contract” and an ordinary “speaker’s contract” has no more than internal significance. The staff contract is simply a convenience, administratively and financially.

Despite the difficulties and risks involved, news commentaries have established themselves as an invaluable element in our propaganda output and one of the most popular features in the programmes.



Germany, Japan, and the USSR, as well as Great Britain, devoted much effort to winning hearts and minds to their respective causes by means of broadcasting. It seems at least likely that those working from Europe had as their inspiration the power of propaganda there and the part radio had played in that. But whether they gave a great deal of thought to the statistical differences between Europe (and later the United States) and India in the spread of this medium remains unknown. Figures do not tell the whole story—relatively more influential people might listen to radio in India than in Europe and audiences for individual radio sets might be much larger – but they are so strikingly different that they are worth noting.4

United Kingdom: population 30 June 1939, 47,680,500; radio licences December 1938, 8,856,494, December 1939, 8,893,582

Germany: population 1939 census (excluding Austria and Sudetenland), 69, 410, 141; radio licenses December 1938, 9,087,000

United States: population 1940, 131,669,275; radio sets estimated, 57,000,000

India: population 1941 census almost 389,000,000; radio licenses 31 December 1940, 100,388

According to these figures, there was, in the given years, one radio for 2.3 people in the USA, for 5.36 people in the UK, for 7.64 people in Germany, but in India, there was one radio for 3,875 people. And to reach the Indian population, the BBC had to broadcast in English, Hindustani, Gujarati, Tamil, Marathi, Bengali, and Sinhalese (mainly for Ceylon). For later figures for India, see 2374 (xv, 343).

Information about newsletters has been derived from correspondence and booking forms filed at the BBC’s Written Archives Centre at Caversham, microfilm copies of newsletters in English intended for India, and from the volumes of Programmes as Broadcast at Caversham. The PasBs are almost complete for this period; only those (for the Overseas Service) for November 1941 and for a few days around 18 November 1943 are missing. The absence of PasBs for November 1941 makes it impossible to be certain how and when the first newsletters in English to India in which Orwell was involved were broadcast. In the main, the PasBs provide the best and most accurate record of what actually was broadcast. Yet they are not totally reliable. Thus, on 13 July 1942 this cryptic note appears against the 1300 News for India heading: ‘There was no News Commentary as the reader had not arrived.’ It is extremely unlikely that complete silence was allowed. Usually there is a note, ‘RFU,’ if there was a ‘Record Fill Up’ for even a minute at the end of any item which ran short, with details of what was played (if only for copyright purposes) and of what kind of announcement was made. On another occasion, Saturday, 23 August 1941, it is plain that the entry was made at least a day later. The Announcer trailed (gave advance publicity for) ‘The Man Shakespeare,’ due to be broadcast to India on 24 August: ‘In this trailer I used three poems on Shakespeare by Sir Modh.° Iqbal from “Bang-I-Dara.” In spite of this elaborate trailing, the discs of “The Man Shakespeare” were found to be practically unusable on Sunday.’ There are other minor inaccuracies. For example, Orwell is ‘M. Blair’ as author of the English version of the 22.4.43 Tamil Newsletter and ‘Eve Blair’ as author of this Newsletter on 25.9.43 and 21.10.43. There is also considerable variation in the practice of recording timings; where they are noted, they are reproduced here. Sometimes, PasBs give information found nowhere else; for example, that Charles Blair, who spoke on ‘Japan’s Threat to Asia’ was John Pilcher; see here and 1485.

Although out of chronological order, this entry from Orwell’s last Literary Notebook is included here because in it he reflects upon his time producing newsletters at the BBC. In the notebook it appears immediately after a ‘hospital entry’ for 24 March 1949.



In 1943, when I was working for the BBC, one of the weekly “newsletters” that I was responsible for was the Marathi one. These newsletters—actually news commentaries issued once or twice a week in minor languages in which it was impossible to broadcast daily—were composed by someone in the BBC, then translated by a speaker of that language & broadcast by him, under the supervision of a censor who as a rule was also an employee of the BBC.

We always had difficulty with the Marathi newsletter, because, apparently, Indians of that race when living in England soon lose their command of their native tongue. So though there were a number of Marathi students in England, there were not many who were suitable as broadcasters. In 1943 the job was being done by a little man named Kothari, who was almost completely spherical. He had I think been a Communist & certainly been an extreme Nationalist, but was quite reliable because he was genuinely5 anti-Nazi & pro-Allied. Suddenly the so-called “College”, the mysterious body (actually I think M.I.5) which had to O.K. all broadcasters, got onto the fact that Kothari had been in prison—for some political offence while a student, I think. At once Kothari was banned from the air on the ground that no-one who had been in prison could be allowed to broadcast. With some difficulty we got hold of another youth named Jatha, & all went well for some time. Then, after this had been going on for some months, my Marathi assistant, Miss Chitale, came to me & suddenly revealed with great secretiveness that Jatha was not actually writing the broadcasts. He had partly forgotten his own language, & though he could broadcast the newsletter when once written, he could not translate it. Kothari was actually doing the translations & he & Jatha were splitting the fee. I felt it my duty to tell my superior, Dr Rushbrook-Williams,° about this. As it would be very difficult, if possible at all, to find another Marathi broadcaster, he decided that we must wink our eye at what was happening. So the arrangement continued, & we did not officially know anything about it.

It seemed to me that this was a little bit of India transplanted to Britain. But the perfectly Indian touch was Miss Chitale holding up her information for several months before disclosing it.




893. Weekly News Review, [2?]

[29 November 1941]


The text reproduced here is that in Talking to India1 and is dated ‘November 1941.’ This may have been slightly modified from that broadcast. See the headnote to Newsletter 10 and variants to that text (here).



During the past week the Nazi Government has made every attempt to focus the attention of the world on the Anti-Comintern Conference which it has been holding in Berlin.2 This conference and its pronouncements deserve close attention, because their object is to deceive public opinion in outside countries and to foreshadow the peace plan which Hitler will almost certainly put forward this winter.

From the speeches which Ribbentrop, Hitler’s Foreign Minister, and others have made, it is beginning to be clear what sort of picture the Germans intend to put forward in hopes of persuading the world that there is no longer any reason for resisting them. First of all, all those speeches began with the assumption that the Russian resistance is at an end. They say that the whole territory west of Moscow and down to the Caspian Sea has been effectively conquered, and that the Ukraine, with its immense wealth of corn and oil, is now ready to be exploited for the benefit of the German people. They say, therefore, that Germany, or as they call it, Europe, does not need any longer to import goods from across the sea, that it can go on fighting if necessary for thirty years, and consequently that the British air attacks are simply a senseless continuation of a war which is already finished. This, of course, is aimed at the peoples of America who hate war, desire friendly relations with the rest of the world, and might possibly be induced to keep out of the war if they were really convinced that Russia and Britain were defeated, and that Germany intended no further harm.

Together with this picture of a self-sufficient Europe organising itself against Bolshevism and against British air attacks, there goes, of course, a huge flood of lies about the benevolent intentions of Germany towards the conquered peoples. Germany, we are told, does not really wish to rule over subject races, but merely to accept the natural wealth of Europe and Asia for the benefit of everybody. For the time being, the familiar talk about German racial superiority is dropped. Not only are Czechs and other Slavs spoken of as though they were almost the equals of Germans, but the Nazi propagandists even utter high-sounding promises of their intention of liberating the various coloured peoples now under British rule. This comes, it should be noticed, from men who only yesterday were openly describing the coloured races as the natural slaves of the white, and who described negroes, for example, in Hitler’s own words as “Semi-apes.” And even while the German wireless woos its Indian listeners with promises of independence, it woos the British public by declaring that Germany has no wish to break up the British Empire, and praises the British for the civilising work they have done in India. It thus speaks with many voices at the same moment, caring nothing for inconsistencies, provided that it can sow a little confusion in the ranks of its enemies.

When we turn from the speeches of the Nazi propagandists to the actual facts of the European scene, we see that the whole picture of a rich, happy and united European continent under German rule is built upon lies and delusions. To name first the fact which is most important of all, Russia is not conquered, and the Russian resistance is as strong as ever before. At least twice during the progress of the campaign, the Nazi spokesman—on the second occasion no less a person than Hitler himself—had declared that the Red Army has for all practical purposes ceased to exist. We may wonder then why it is, if no Red Army exists any longer, that the Germans do not simply march into Moscow and down to the oil wells of Baku. The truth is, of course, that the Russian Army is still in being, and that neither Moscow nor Leningrad have° yet fallen. Even if they should fall, the Germans are hardly any nearer to victory, for the Russian Army will still be there, ready to attack them in the spring. When we read these pronouncements which say that Bolshevism has only a few weeks or days of life before it, we should remember the German announcements of a year ago, which stated in just the same way that Great Britain could not possibly continue to resist for more than a few weeks longer. In both cases, the idea was the same, to make the outside world give up all hope of escaping Fascism by spreading the idea that the German Army was invincible.

Hardly less important than the failure to conquer Russia is the failure to win over the peoples of Europe to collaboration in the New Order. The resistance is particularly strong in the Balkan States. All the efforts of the German wireless have failed to conceal the fact that open civil war is now raging in Yugoslavia, where the people have risen against the tyranny of the German and Italian invaders. In France, in Holland and, above all, in Norway, the traitors whom the Germans have set up as puppet rulers have failed to secure the allegiance of their people, and the people themselves are beginning to see more and more clearly that the Germans come not only as conquerors, but as robbers. France, the Low Countries, Eastern Europe and even Italy, are being systematically stripped of grain, potatoes and other foodstuffs which are sent to Germany, little or nothing being sent in return. In Denmark,3 once one of the most prosperous countries in Europe, the peasants have had to kill most of their cattle because there is no longer fodder for them. In Spain the population is not far from starvation, and even in Italy—the so-called Ally of Germany—the bread ration has been reduced so low that the ordinary citizen now receives only 7 ounces of bread a day. The Germans are well aware that, though Europe when it is at peace is just capable of feeding itself, it cannot do so while most of its population is working to supply goods for the German war-machine. Therefore, while. making speeches about the benefits of the New Order and the wealth of European resources, they also warn their people not to expect any increase in rations because of the conquest of the Ukraine, giving as an excuse the fact that this territory has been too much devastated by the war to produce much food during the next year.

So much for the Anti-Comintern Conference, and the pictures of the New Order which the Germans will try to present when, during the winter months, they begin to talk about peace.




894. BBC Talks Booking Form, 2.12.41


Noel Sircar: ‘Through Eastern Eyes,’ ‘The Man in the Street,’ 9, Street Markets; broadcast 5.12.41; fee £7.7s. Signed: N. H. Parratt.1






895. BBC Talks Booking Form, 2.12.41


S. M. Telkar: ‘Through Eastern Eyes,’ ‘The Debate Continues,’ 10, broadcast 8.12.41; fee £7.7s. Signed: N. H. Parratt.






896. Eastern Service Meeting

10 December 1941


Minute 37: Programmes and Policy

Mr. Bokhari reported telegram from “The Times of India” in response to request for criticism of B.B.C. programmes and their reception, as a result of which programmes had been divided into four categories: (i) in English for English people, (ii) specially designed for Indians who speak English, (iii) news in Hindustani, (iv) features in Hindustani and students’ messages: Miss Gompertz was now engaged in improving category (i). In stressing the need for increased specialisation E.S.D. noted the principle of projecting Great Britain to India, as well as the requirements of the exile audience further East. Agreed to work more closely with the Feature Department: features for category (i) to be selected from general output of Empire Service in consultation with D.E.P. and Feature Department, if possible at the commencement of the schedule: D.E.P. to assist Mr. Bokhari with choice of features. Proportions of time allocated to categories (i) and (ii) to be altered as necessary within the service;

Minute 38: Gujerati° and Marathi News Bulletin°

Mr. Bokhari reported weekly news bulletins in Gujerati and Marathi to start shortly.

At the Eastern Service Meeting on 24 December 1941, Rushbrook Williams reported that the start of these ‘bulletins’ (presumably newsletters are meant, because news bulletins did not come under his aegis) was ‘dependent on formal appointment of staff’ (Minute 38).






897. BBC Talks Booking Form, 10.12.41


Mrs. S. Lall: ‘Through Eastern Eyes,’ ‘The Hand that Rocks the Cradle,’ ‘especially for women listeners in India’;1 broadcast 18.12.41; fee £7.7s. Signed: N. H. Parratt.






898. BBC Talks Booking Form, 10.12.41


S. M. Telkar: ‘Through Eastern Eyes,’ ‘The Debate Continues,’ 11; broadcast 13.12.41; fee £7.7s. Signed: N. H. Parratt.






899. BBC Talks Booking Form, 14.12.41


M. Tambimuttu: ‘Through Eastern Eyes,’ ‘How It Works,’ 12, on the British press; recorded 19.12.41; broadcast 21.12.41; fee £7.7s. Signed: N. H. Parratt.






900. BBC Talks Booking Form, 17.12.41


Dr. B. N. Mukerjee: ‘Through Eastern Eyes,’ ‘With the Workers,’ 11, Post Offices; broadcast 17.12.41; fee £7.7s. Signed: N. H. Parratt.






901. BBC Talks Booking Form, 19.12.41


Bahadur Singh: ‘Through Eastern Eyes,’ ‘England on Christmas Day,’ 12-minute talk; recorded 22.12.41; broadcast 25.12.41; fee £7.7s + 11s 8d railway fare [from Oxford]. Signed: N. H. Parratt.






902. BBC Talks Booking Form, 19.12.41


S. Telkar: ‘Through Eastern Eyes,’ ‘The Debate Continues,’ 12; broadcast 22.12.41. Signed: N. H. Parratt.






903. War Commentary, 3

20 December 1941


Although Orwell was still on sick leave until Monday, 22 December, it seems probable that he wrote the script for this broadcast, which was read by Bokhari. The fairly long paragraphs are characteristic of Orwell. The typescript seems to be a fair copy of a much amended original or, perhaps, of a manuscript made by Orwell, since it is single-spaced; it could also be a fair copy made in the 1960s. It bears no censors’ stamps, nor is it marked ‘As broadcast.’ PasB has ‘War Commentary read by I.P.O.’; timing, 12 minutes.



In making a survey of this week, we have a less resounding period to look back on, than we had last week. But one cannot say that the position is stabilised on any of the fronts. The Germans are still being beaten back in Russia and Libya, and in the Far East the Japanese are still getting further advantages from their first treacherous surprise attack. Penang has been evacuated, and the Japanese have landed on the island of Hongkong. The war is at present one of rapid changes but though the events come quickly their effects will be slow.

People easily forget what they felt about the news, and it may be worth while to look back a bit to another time when there were quick changes. Last winter the British overran Cyrenaica in a rapid campaign of two months or so; we captured Benghazi on the seventh of February. Then the Germans in answer began a drive on Greece, and we were bound in honour to send help to that brave ally. Mr. Churchill and General Wavell had in view a large strategy; they were ready to maintain their obligations everywhere, and keep moving, and take risks. The troops sent to Greece had largely to be taken from Libya. On the seventh of April the British Expeditionary Force entered Greece, and the Axis drive back into Libya began at once. Next day the Italians were already claiming the recapture of Derna. By the eighteenth of April the very rapid Axis advance had been finally held. It had recaptured the whole of Cyrenaica. The Germans succeeded in occupying Greece and Crete, and what we now hear from our brave Greek allies are tragic and horrible stories of starvation. Mr. Churchill, no less than Hitler, had to consider the strategy of the war as a whole. It was on the nineteenth of April that the British troops moved into Iraq, only just in time to prevent the Germans from taking a strong hold there. We thus stopped the German pincer movement, and from then on we had a comparatively stable front, behind which we could pile up in Egypt the supplies of war munitions from America. It was not till last month that we again took the offensive in Libya. By then we had the Russians as our Allies, we had secured Iran against German domination, and we had great supplies of munitions in Egypt. The position had changed entirely. It is in this way that we must consider the periods of rapid change in a vast war of grand strategy. We must use big maps before we can see how things are going at all; and we have been through worse times than this one.

At present the pursuit of the enemy in Libya is still going on. We have captured Derna aerodrome, on the coast, and are driving towards Mekili, on the desert road further south. In these two directions, our columns have covered a hundred miles in two days. Our main attacking force is already west of these two points. The delaying action fought by General Rommel seems now to have exhausted him, but he may make another stand. General Auchinleck, now in command of the Libyan campaign, is a great believer in Indian troops. When serving in India he was anxious to create a corp from the more pacific peoples of the south; “start a tradition now” he said “and in fifty years they will fight as well as the Sikhs.” When he was given his army corp it was suggested that its emblem should be the auk, an extinct bird because that is his nick-name, but he said “I learned my soldiering in India; the corp shall bear the emblem of India.”

The Russians have recaptured three more towns on the Moscow front. The town of Rusa, 55 miles due west of Moscow, an important junction, was recaptured after desperate German resistance. It is reported that the Russian head-quarters on this front has been moving its base forward twice a day. It was last Wednesday that the Germans first used the word “retreat” about their own army, but they have thought of another word now, and say that they are “rationalising their eastern front”. They have admitted a Russian break-through in the south. Hitler in his last speech said that there were one hundred and sixty two thousand German casualties in the whole Russian campaign. It is always interesting to consider how these lies are invented. The campaign had then lasted just one hundred and sixty two days. It looks as if the Germans decided to admit a thousand men lost a day, but not more, and then a patient clerk worked out the sum exactly.1

The Japanese successes are still very serious for us. At present the pressure of Japanese troops has died down in Malaya, where heavy casualties have been inflicted on them. Large Indian reinforcements have been landed in Rangoon. The Governor of Hongkong states that heavy fighting is in progress on the island itself. The telegraphic lines to Hongkong have been repaired, but the Japanese claim to have occupied most of the island. They are also making further attacks on the Philippines, where there is heavy fighting. Meanwhile our troops have entered the Portuguese part of Timor island, near Australia, to prevent the Japanese landing which seemed imminent. Dr. Salazar has stated that Portugal will be faithful to her friends and allies.2

In all this we must remember that the Japanese power, though great, can only aim at a rapid out-right victory. The three Axis powers together can produce sixty million tons of steel every year, whereas the U.S.A. alone can produce about eighty eight million. This in itself is not a striking difference. But Japan cannot send help to Germany, and Germany cannot send help to Japan. Now the Japanese only produce seven million tons of steel a year. For steel as for many other things they must depend on the stores they have ready.

If the Japanese seem to be making a wild attempt, we must remember that many of them think it their duty to their Emperor, who is their God, to conquer the whole world. This is not a new idea in Japan. Hideyoshi3 when he died in 1598 was trying to conquer the whole world known to him, and he knew about India and Persia. It was because he failed that Japan closed the country to all foreigners. In January of this year, to take a recent example, a manifesto appeared in the Japanese press signed by Japanese Admirals and Generals stating that it was Japan’s mission to set Burma and India free. Japan was of course to do this by conquering them. What it would be like to be free under the heel of Japan the Chinese can tell us, and the Koreans. The Japanese will have to listen to China. In the famous Tamaka Memorial, a secret document presented to the Emperor of Japan in 1927, Baron Tamaka°4 made one very true remark; “in order to conquer the world”, he said, “we must first conquer China”. Japan would have been wiser to follow the advice of this militarist leader more exactly. She has let herself [in] for trying to conquer the world, and she has certainly not yet conquered China. The Chinese government, as was stated by the Chinese Ambassador in London has instructed all Chinese everywhere to assist the allied armies, and Chinese in Malaya and the Philippines, for example, are volunteering under the British and American flags. At home China has already 5 million men under arms and her man power is almost inexhaustible.

Meanwhile America is in the long run an inexhaustible arsenal, and the Americans are determined not to have their help limited to the Pacific area. They have decided to use British Eritrea as the centre at which American experts will receive the great supplies of amunition which America will continue to send to the Near East.




904. Z. A. Bokhari to J. Bahadur Singh

20 December 19411 PP/ZAB

Dear Mr. Bahadur Singh,

I am very grateful to you for sending me the script of your talk on Christmas Day 1941.I am afraid this talk is a bit too impersonal. I would like you, if you would, to go round in the town where you are living2 and give an eyewitness account of what people are doing. Any personal observations will add to the interest of the programme, and will create more interest than an impersonal talk. For instance, you start with “To-day, as the country celebrates its third Christmas since the outbreak of war, our minds are inevitably carried back to the pre 1939 days.” Well, I don’t like anything in the nature of a cliché, and I would like you to avoid clichés; on the air they don’t sound very nice.

This criticism is in my private and personal capacity, and I hope you will take it as such. Friends can criticise each other, can’t they? Can you get in touch with me? Is there [any] possibility of your coming to London for Christmas. If not, would you ring me up. I am sorry that I shall be away on Christmas day, and this talk will be recorded on Monday. Therefore, I must request you to see me before the actual recording session of your talk.

With kind regards

Yours sincerely,

[No name/position]




905. To Mulk Raj Anand

22 December 1941 PP/EB

Dear Anand,1

You will no doubt remember our conversation on the subject of broadcasting. You told me that your time was very full at the moment, but that you might perhaps have time to do some talks after the New Year. We have an idea for a series of talks which I think would just suit you.2 Do you think you could be kind enough to come and see me some day during the early part of the week beginning December 28th, in my office, at 55, Portland Place, W. 1.

You might ring me up in advance and let me know just when you are coming.

Yours sincerely

Eric Blair

Empire Talks Assistant




906. BBC Talks Booking Form, 23.12.41


P. Chatterjee: ‘Through Eastern Eyes,’ the London County Council in peace and war; broadcast 23.12.41; fee £7.7s. Signed: N. H. Parratt.






907. BBC Talks Booking Form, 23.12.41


Noel Sircar: ‘Through Eastern Eyes,’ ‘The Man in the Street’; broadcast 26.12.41; fee £7.7s. Signed: N. H. Parratt.






908. Review of Men and Politics by Louis Fischer

Now and Then, Christmas 19411

The ‘political book’—part reportage and part political criticism, usually with a little autobiography thrown in—is a growth of the troubled years from 1933 onwards, and the value of individual books in this genre has depended a good deal upon the orthodoxy of the moment. In periods like that between 1936 and 1939, when fierce controversies were raging and nobody was telling the whole of the truth, it was not easy to write a good political book, even if you knew the facts. Mr. Fischer’s book, which is largely about the U.S.S.R., comes at a more fortunate moment. So far as the U.S.S.R. is concerned he evidently does know the facts, as far as an outsider can know them, and time itself has done the necessary debunking. After the Russo-German pact the Popular Front orthodoxy of the preceding years became impossible, and on the other hand the German attack on Russia has thrown the whole subject of Russo-German relations into better proportion and wiped out the bitterness caused by the pact itself and by the Finnish episode. Mr. Fischer is left with the conclusion that Stalin is a disgusting tyrant who is nevertheless objectively on our side and must be supported—not a comforting conclusion, perhaps, but more realistic and more likely to produce an interesting. book than any that was possible two years ago.

What the majority of readers will probably find most interesting are Mr. Fischer’s chapters on the Russian sabotage trials. He saw some of them at close quarters, and in any case in his capacity as newspaper correspondent he had known various of the principal actors in them. The Russian purges are the greatest puzzle of modern times and we can hardly have too many opinions on them. Various explanations are possible, even the explanation that all the charges were true, though this involves accepting certain known contradictions. Mr. Fischer is inclined to think that the confessions of Bukharin, Rakovsky and the rest were obtained by promising them that if they confessed they would not be shot; he even thinks that in some cases the promise may have been kept and the accused men may be still alive. The weakness of this explanation seems to be that the old Bolsheviks, considering the lives they had led, were not the men to care very greatly about being shot or to make incredible confessions which would blacken their names for ever merely for the sake of saving their skins. But it is a fact that any explanation one puts forward can be met by similar objections, and Mr. Fischer’s opinion should be treated with respect. One of the great weaknesses of British and American political thought during the past decade has been that people who have lived all their lives in democratic or quasi-democratic countries find it very difficult to imagine the totalitarian atmosphere and tend to translate all that happens abroad into terms of their own experience. This tendency has vitiated most of what has been written about the U.S.S.R., about the Spanish civil war, even about Nazism. Mr. Fischer, who has seen totalitarianism from the inside for many years and still remained a fairly ordinary American with mildly left wing opinions and a profound belief in democracy, makes a valuable corrective to the parlour Bolsheviks on one side and writers like Eugene Lyons2 on the other.

He has also been everywhere and met everybody. Negrin, Senator Borah, Bernard Shaw, Colonel Lindbergh, Litvinov, Cordell Hull, Bonnet, Bullitt, Churchill and scores of other celebrities, good and evil, move across his pages.3 The writing of this book has called for considerable intellectual courage, for it has involved admitting that in the past Mr. Fischer held opinions which he now thinks false and also that he engaged in propaganda campaigns which even at the time he could see to be misleading. But that kind of admission is a necessary part of the political reorientation which is now going on. Few journalists of our time can speak from wider knowledge than Mr. Fischer, and no book of political reminiscence written since the outbreak of war is of greater value than this one.




909. To J. Chinna Durai

29 December 1941 PP/EB

Dear Mr. Chinna Durai,

I am sending you a copy of your first talk in the series “AROUND THE COURTS”, for which you asked the last time you were here.1

Yours sincerely,

Eric Blair

Empire Talks Assistant.




910. To A. R. Kerrell-Vaughan

29 December 1941 PP/EB

Dear Sir,

Thank you for your letter of 23rd December 1941. I am sending you a copy of the talk written by Dr. Chatterjee, on Rural District Councils.1 I hope you will find the talk interesting; we are most grateful to you for helping our speaker.

Yours faithfully,

Eric Blair

Empire Talks Assistant.

Dictated by Mr. Blair and

despatched in his absence by:2




911. BBC Talks Booking Form, 29.12.41


D. V. Tahmankar:1 ‘Through Eastern Eyes,’ ‘The News’; broadcast 30.12.41; fee £7.7s.






912. BBC Talks Booking Form, 29.12.41


Shridhar Telkar: ‘Through Eastern Eyes,’ ‘The Debate Continues’; broadcast 29.12.41; fee £7.7s.
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913. London Letter, 1 January 1942

Partisan Review, March-April 1942

London, England

At this moment nothing is happening politically in England, and since we probably have ahead of us a long exhausting war in which morale will be all-important, I want to use most of this letter in discussing certain currents of thought which are moving to and fro just under the surface. Some of the tendencies I mention may seem to matter very little at present, but they do I think tell one something about possible future developments.

1. Whom Are We Fighting Against?

This question, which obviously had to be answered sooner or later, began to agitate the big public some time in 1941, following on Vansittart’s pamphlets and the starting of a German daily paper for the refugees (Die Zeitung, mildly Left, circulation about 60,000). Vansittart’s thesis is that the Germans are all wicked, and not merely the Nazis. I don’t need to tell you how gleefully the blimps have seized upon this as a way of escaping from the notion that we are fighting against Fascism. But of late the “only good German is a dead one” line has taken the rather sinister form of a fresh drive against the refugees. The Austrian monarchists have fallen foul of the German left-wingers, whom they accuse of being pan-Germans in disguise, and this delights the blimps, who are always trying to manœuvre their two enemies, Germany and Socialism, into the same place. The point has now been reached where anyone who describes himself as “anti-Fascist” is suspected of being pro-German. But the question is much complicated by the fact that the blimps have a certain amount of right on their side. Vansittart, badly though he writes, is an able man with more background than most of his opponents, and he has insisted on two facts which the pinks have done their best to obscure. One is that much of the Nazi philosophy is not new but is merely a continuation of pan-Germanism, and the other is that Britain cannot have a European policy without having an army. The pinks cannot admit that the German masses are behind Hitler any more than the blimps can admit that their class must be levered out of control if we are to win the war. The controversy has raged for four months or more in the correspondence columns of several papers, and one paper in particular is obviously keeping it going as a way of baiting the refugees and the “reds” generally. No one, however, airs any racial theories about Germany, which is a great advance on the war propaganda of 1914–18.

Ordinary working people do not seem either to hate the Germans or to distinguish between Germans and Nazis. Here and there there was violent anti-German feeling at the time of the bad air-raids, but it has worn off. The term “Hun” has not caught on with the working classes this time. They call the Germans Jerries, which may have a mildly obscene meaning but is not unfriendly. All the blame for everything is placed on Hitler, even more than on the Kaiser during the last war. After an air raid one often used to hear people say “He was over again last night”—“he” being Hitler. The Italians are generally called Eyeties, which is less offensive than Wops, and there is no popular feeling against them whatever, nor against the Japanese as yet. To judge from photos in the newspapers, the land girls are quite ready to get off with Italian prisoners working on the farms. As to the smaller nations who are supposed to be at war with us, no one remembers which is which. The women who a year ago were busy knitting stockings for the Finns are now busy knitting them for the Russians, but there is no ill feeling. The chief impression one derives from all this chaos of opinions is how little the lack of a positive war aim, or even of any definite mental picture of the enemy, matters to people who are at any rate at one in not wanting to be governed by foreigners.

2. Our Allies

Whatever may be happening among the higher-ups, the effect of the Russian alliance has been a tremendous net increase of pro-Russian sentiment. It is impossible to discuss the war with ordinary working-class and middle-class people without being struck by this. But the enthusiasm that ordinary people feel for Russia is not coupled with the faintest interest in the Russian political system. All that has happened is that Russia has become respectable. An enormous hammer and sickle flag flies daily over Selfridge’s, the biggest shop in London. The Communists have not caused so much friction as I expected. They have been tactful in their posters and public pronouncements, and have gone to unheard-of lengths in supporting Churchill. But though they may have gained in numbers as a result of the Russian alliance, they do not seem to have gained in political influence. To a surprising extent ordinary people fail to grasp that there is any connection between Moscow and the Communist party, or even that Communist policy has changed as a result of Russia’s entry into the war. Everyone is delighted that the Germans have failed to take Moscow, but no one sees in this any reason for paying any attention to what Palme Dutt1 and Co. may say. In practice this attitude is sensible, but at the bottom of it there lies a profound lack of interest in doctrinaire politics. The ban has not been taken off the Daily Worker. Immediately after it was suppressed it reappeared as a factory sheet which was illegally printed, but was winked at. Now, under the title of “the British Worker,” it is sold on the streets without interference. But it has ceased to be a daily and has lost most of its circulation. In the more important parts of the press the Communist influence has not been regained.

There is no corresponding increase in pro-American sentiment—the contrary, if anything. It is true that the entry of Japan and America into the war was expected by everyone, whereas the German invasion of Russia came as a surprise. But our new alliance has simply brought out the immense amount of anti-American feeling that exists in the ordinary low-brow middle class. English cultural feelings towards America are complicated but can be defined fairly accurately. In the middle class, the people who are not anti-American are the declassed technician type (people like radio engineers) and the younger intelligentsia. Up till about 1930 nearly all “cultivated” people loathed the U.S.A., which was regarded as the vulgariser of England and Europe. The disappearance of this attitude was probably connected with the fall of Latin and Greek from their dominant position as school subjects. The younger intellectuals have no objection to the American language and tend to have a masochistic attitude towards the U.S.A., which they believe to be richer and more powerful than Britain. Of course it is exactly this that excites the jealousy of the ordinary patriotic middle class. I know people who automatically switch off the radio as soon as any American news comes on, and the most banal English film will always get middle-class support because “it’s such a relief of get away from those American voices.” Americans are supposed to be boastful, bad-mannered and worshippers of money, and are also suspected of plotting to inherit the British Empire. There is also business jealousy, which is very strong in the trades which have been hit by the Lease-Lend agreement.2 The working-class attitude is quite different. English working-class people nearly always dislike Americans when in actual contact with them, but they have no preconceived cultural hostility. In the big towns they are being more and more Americanised in speech through the medium of the cinema.

It is uncertain whether English xenophobia is being broken down by the presence in England of large numbers of foreigners. I think it is, but plenty of people disagree with me. There is no doubt that in the summer of 1940 working-class suspicion of foreigners helped to make possible the internment of the refugees. At the time I talked with countless people, and except for Left intellectuals I could find no one who saw anything wrong in it. The blimps were after the refugees because they were largely Socialists, and the working-class line was “what did they want to come here for?” Underlying this, a hangover from an earlier period, was a resentment against these foreigners who were supposedly taking Englishmen’s jobs. In the years before the war it was largely Trade Union opposition that prevented a big influx of German Jewish refugees. Of late feelings have grown more friendly, partly because there is no longer a scramble for jobs, but partly also, I think, owing to personal contacts. The foreign troops who are quartered here in large numbers seem to get on unexpectedly well with the population, the Poles in particular being a great success with the girls. On the other hand there is a certain amount of anti-semitism. One is constantly coming on pockets of it, not violent but pronounced enough to be disquieting. The Jews are supposed to dodge military service, to be the worst offenders on the Black Market, etc., etc. I have heard this kind of talk even from country people who had probably never seen a Jew in their lives. But no one wants actually to do anything to the Jews, and the idea that the Jews are responsible for the war never seems to have caught on with the big public, in spite of the efforts of the German radio.

3. Defeatism and German Propaganda.

Appeasement of the Chamberlain type is not “dead,” as the newspapers are constantly assuring us, but is lying very low. But there exists another school of rightwing defeatism which can be conveniently studied in the weekly paper Truth. Truth has had a curious history and is a distinctly influential paper. At one time it was a non-political factual paper specialising in a genteel form of muckraking (exposure of patent medicine frauds, etc.), and was taken in as a matter of course in every club and regimental mess throughout the Empire. So far as I know it still has the same circulation, but latterly it has taken a definite political and economic line and become a stronghold of the worst kind of rightwing Toryism. Sir Ernest Benn,3 for instance, writes in it every week. It is not only anti-Labour, but in a discreet way anti-Churchill, anti-Russian and, more markedly, anti-American. It opposed the exchange of naval bases for American destroyers, the only other opposers being the Blackshirts and Communists. The strategy it advocates is to avoid entangling alliances, keep out of Europe and concentrate on self-defence on sea and in the air. The obvious logic of this is to make a compromise peace at the earliest possible moment. The quantity of advertisements for banks and insurance companies which Truth contains shows how well it is thought of in those quarters, and recently questions in Parliament brought out the fact that it is partly owned by the Conservative Party machine.

Leftwing defeatism is quite different and much more interesting. One or two of the minor political parties (for instance the British Anarchists, who followed up the German invasion of Russia with a terrific and very able anti-Soviet pamphlet, The Truth about Russia) follow a line which by implication is “revolutionary defeatist.” The I.L.P. is preaching what amounts to a watered version of the “Ten Propositions” set forth in the Partisan Review, but in very indefinite terms, never clearly stating whether or not it “supports” the war. But the really interesting development is the increasing overlap between Fascism and pacifism, both of which overlap to some extent with “left” extremism. The attitude of the very young is more significant than that of the New Statesman pinks who war-mongered between 1935 and 1939 and then sulked when the war started. So far as I know, the greater part of the very young intelligentsia are anti-war—this doesn’t stop them from serving in the armed forces, of course—don’t believe in any “defence of democracy,” are inclined to prefer Germany to Britain, and don’t feel the horror of Fascism that we who are somewhat older feel. The entry of Russia into the war didn’t alter this, though most of these people pay lip-service to Russia. With the out-and-out, turn–the-other-cheek pacifists you come upon the much stranger phenomenon of people who have started by renouncing violence ending by championing Hitler. The antisemitic motif is very strong, though usually soft-pedalled in print. But not many English pacifists have the intellectual courage to think their thoughts down to the roots, and since there is no real answer to the charge that pacifism is objectively pro-Fascist, nearly all pacifist literature is forensic—i.e., specialises in avoiding awkward questions. To take one example, during the earlier period of the war the pacifist monthly the Adelphi, edited by Middleton Murry, accepted at its face value the German claim to be a “socialist” state fighting against “plutocratic” Britain, and more or less equated Germany with Russia. Hitler’s invasion of Russia made nonsense of this line of thought, and in the five or six issues that have followed the Adelphi has performed the surprising feat of not mentioning the Russo–German war. The Adelphi has once or twice engaged in Jew-baiting of a mild kind. Peace News, now also edited by Middleton Murry, follows its old tradition of opposing war for different and incompatible reasons, at one moment because violence is wicked, at another because peace will “preserve the British Empire,” etc.

For some years past there has been a tendency for Fascists and currency reformers to write in the same papers,4 and it is only recently that they have been joined by the pacifists. I have in front of me a copy of the little anti-war paper Now which contains contributions from, among others, the Duke of Bedford, Alexander Comfort, Julian Symons and Hugh Ross Williamson.5 Alexander Comfort is a “pure” pacifist of the other-cheek school. The Duke of Bedford has for years been one of the main props of the Douglas Credit movement, and is also a devout Anglican, a pacifist or near-pacifist, and a landowner upon an enormous scale. In the early months of the war (then Marquis° of Tavistock6) he went to Dublin on his own initiative and obtained or tried to obtain a draft of peace terms from the German Embassy. Recently he has published pamphlets urging the impossibility of winning the war and describing Hitler as a misunderstood man whose good faith has never really been tested.7 Julian Symons writes in a vaguely Fascist strain but is also given to quoting Lenin. Hugh Ross Williamson has been mixed up in the Fascist movement for some time, but in the split-off section of it to which William Joyce (”Lord Haw Haw”) also belongs. Just before the war he and others formed a fresh Fascist party calling itself the People’s Party, of which the Duke of Bedford was a member. The People’s Party apparently came to nothing, and in the first period of the war Williamson devoted himself to trying to bring about a get-together between the Communists and Mosley’s followers. You see here an example of what I mean by the overlap between Fascism and pacifism.

What is interesting is that every section of anti-war opinion has one section of German radio propaganda, as it were, assigned to it. Since the outbreak of war the Germans have done hardly any direct propaganda in England otherwise than by wireless. The best known of their broadcasts, indeed the only ones that can be said to have been listened to to any appreciable extent, are those of William Joyce. No doubt these are often extravagantly untruthful, but they are a more or less responsible type of broadcast, well delivered and giving news rather than straight propaganda. But in addition the Germans maintain four spurious “freedom” stations, actually operating on the continent but pretending to be operating illegally in England. The best known of these is the New British Broadcasting Station, which earlier in the war the Blackshirts used to advertise by means of sticky backs. The general line of these broadcasts is “uncensored news,” or “what the Government is hiding from you.” They affect a pessimistic, well-informed manner, as of someone who is on the inside of the inside, and go in for enormous figures of shipping losses, etc. They urge the dismissal of Churchill, talk apprehensively about “the Communist danger,” and are anti-American. The anti-American strain is even stronger in Joyce’s broadcasts. The Americans are swindling us over the Lease-Lend agreement, are gradually absorbing the Empire, etc., etc. More interesting than the New British is the Workers’ Challenge Station. This goes in for a line of red-hot revolutionary talks under such titles as “Kick Churchill Out,” delivered by an authentic British working man who uses plenty of unprintable words. We are to overthrow the corrupt capitalist government which is selling us to the enemy, and set up a real socialist government which will come to the rescue of our heroic comrades of the Red Army and give us victory over Fascism. (This German station does not hesitate to talk about “the menace of Nazism,” “the horrors of the Gestapo,” etc.) The Workers’ Challenge is not overtly defeatist. The line is always that it is probably too late, the Red Army is done for, but that we may be able to save ourselves if only we can “overthrow capitalism,” which is to be done by means of strikes, mutinies, sabotage in the armament factories, and so forth. The other two “freedom” stations are the Christian Peace Movement (pacifism) and Radio Caledonia (Scottish nationalism).

You can see how each strain of German propaganda corresponds to one existing, or at any rate potential, defeatist faction. Lord Haw Haw and the New British are aimed at the anti-American middle class, roughly speaking the people who read Truth, and the business interests that have suffered from the war. The Workers’ Challenge is aimed at the Communists and the Left extremists generally. The Christian Peace Movement is aimed at the P.P.U. I don’t want to give the impression, however, that German propaganda has much effect at this moment. There is little doubt that it has been an almost complete flop, especially during the last eighteen months. Various things that have happened have suggested that since the outbreak of war the Germans have not been well informed about internal conditions in England, and much of their propaganda, even if listened to, would fail because of simple psychological errors on which anyone with a real knowledge of England could put them right. But the various strains of defeatist feeling are there, and at some time they may grow. In some of what I have said above I may have seemed to mention people and factions too insignificant to be worth noticing, but in this bloodstained harlequinade in which we are living one never knows what obscure individual or half-lunatic theory may not become important. I do seem to notice a tendency in intellectuals, especially the younger ones, to come to terms with Fascism, and it is a thing to keep one’s eye on. The quisling intellectual is a phenomenon of the last two years. Previously we all used to assume that Fascism was so self–evidently horrible that no thinking person would have anything to do with it, and also that the Fascists always wiped out the intelligentsia when they had the opportunity. Neither assumption was true, as we can see from what happened in France. Both Vichy and the Germans have found it quite easy to keep a facade of “French culture” in existence. Plenty of intellectuals were ready to go over, and the Germans were quite ready to make use of them, even when they were “decadent.” At this moment Drieu de la Rochelle8 is editing the Nouvelle Revue Française, Pound is bellowing against the Jews on the Rome radio, and Céline is a valued exhibit in Paris, or at least his books are. All of these would come under the heading of kulturbolschewismus, but they are also useful cards to play against the intelligentsia in Britain and the U.S.A. If the Germans got to England, similar things would happen, and I think I could make out at least a preliminary list of the people who would go over.

Not much news here. All is very quiet on the literary front. The paper shortage seems to be favouring the appearance of very short books, which may be all to the good and may possibly bring back the “long-short story,” a form which has never had a fair deal in England. I wrongly told you in an earlier letter that Dylan Thomas was in the army. He is physically unfit and is doing jobs for the B.B.C. and the M.O.I. So is nearly everybody that used to be a writer, and most of us rapidly going native.

The food situation is much as before. We had our puddings on Christmas day, but they were a little paler than usual. The tobacco situation has righted itself, but matches are very short. They are watering the beer again, the third time since re-armament. The blackout is gradually relaxing in the absence of air-raids. There are still people sleeping in the Tube stations, but only a handful at each station. The basements of demolished houses have been bricked up and turned into water tanks for use in case of fire. They look just like Roman baths and give the ruins an even more Pompeian look than they had before. The stopping of the air raids has had some queer results. During the worst of the blitz they set in hand huge schemes for levelling waste pieces of ground to make playgrounds, using bomb debris as a subsoil. All these have had to stop in the middle, no more bomb debris being available.

All the best. Yours ever.

George Orwell

—I am sorry if I gave the impression that Social Creditors, as such, are pro-Fascist. Certainly Hargrave and the group now running the New English Weekly aren’t. I am very glad to hear that they have dropped the Duke of Bedford, and apologise for not having known this, which I ought to have done. —George Orwell.




914. BBC Talks Booking Form, 1.1.42


Venu Chitale: ‘The Hand that Rocks the Cradle,’ ‘Then and Now’; broadcast 1.1.42 [typed as 1941]; fee£7.7s.1 Signed: Z. A. Bokhari.






915. Weekly News Review, 4

3 January 1942


This script is the only weekly news review to be numbered. PasB states, ‘1500 Through Eastern Eyes / Direct talk: News Review written by Eric Blair and read by Z. A. Bokhari.’ The typescript is a fair copy, double-spaced, without timings or censors’ stamps. It is not marked ‘As broadcast.’



During a week in which there has been fighting in almost every quarter of the globe, the two most significant events have not happened upon the battlefield. The first of these events was the signing in Washington of a pact by which no less than 26 nations pledge themselves to put an end to Fascist aggression.1 The second was the entry of Chinese troops into Burma to take part in the defence of that country. In both these events we can see a demonstration of the solidarity of the free nations of the world, which is ultimately more important than guns and aeroplanes. For if four fifths of humanity stand together, the other fifth cannot defeat them in the long run, however well armed and however cunning they may be.

We have to keep this fact in mind when we assess the news from the Far East and the Pacific. Temporarily the advantage is with the Japanese; it may remain with them for a long time to come. The Americans have been unable to reinforce the heroic garrison of the Philippine Islands, and it is already reported that Manila, the chief town, has fallen into Japanese hands. That does not mean that the fighting in the Philippines is ended, but it does mean that the Japanese are established in another advantageous spot for their attack on Singapore. Simultaneously they have occupied Sarawak in the north of Borneo. This is a strategic rather than an economic gain, for the British forces in Sarawak took care to blow up the oil wells and render them useless before they retreated.

But in order to follow the events of this war, it is more than ever necessary to study the map of the world, and in addition to remember that the world is round. When we hear of those early successes of the Japanese in the Pacific, we may be inclined to think that they offset the defeats which the Germans have received in Russia and Libya. But when we look at the map, we see a different picture, and we see one immense advantage which the democratic powers have over the Fascists. This is that they can communicate with one another. Between the two main axis powers all inter-communication is impossible. It is quite likely2 that within the next few months the Japanese will over-run so much territory in Asia and the Pacific that they will acquire enough tin, rubber, oil and food to keep their own war machine running for several years. But they cannot send one single pound of these materials to the Germans, who will soon be needing them desperately. Similarly, when heavy air warfare develops in the Far East, the enormous aircraft factories of Germany will be of no value to Japan.

Meanwhile, in the other hemisphere the German retreats continue. In Libya the fighting is now at Agedabia, a hundred miles beyond Benghazi. The German and Italian aeroplanes are fiercely attacking Malta, the British island which lies between Italy and Africa, and which has remained impregnable for 18 months.3 The British and Indian troops have taken thousands of prisoners, who will be sent back to join the Italians who were captured last year and who are now being employed on the making of roads in Africa and the Middle East. Simultaneously a number of American technical experts have arrived in Eritrea, the last African colony of the Italians, which we acquired last year. There they are setting up factories for the manufacture of aeroplanes and other war material, Eritrea being a convenient centre from which to supply both Russia, the Mediterranean and the Far East.

In Russia it is now hardly disguised even by the German propagandists that things are going disastrously for the Germans. Having announced nearly two months ago that Moscow was about to fall, the Germans found themselves compelled instead to retreat, and are now trying to cover up this fact by explaining that they find it convenient to shorten their lines and thus relieve some of the front line troops. But every time that the line is straightened and thus made shorter, another attack from the Russians dents it again, and the Germans are once more forced to retreat. In the centre of the front the chief damage that they are suffering is in the loss of material and also the loss of men, owing to the terrible cold of the Russian winter. In the far north and in the far south the Russians are winning a more definite strategic advantage. Leningrad, which has been almost in a state of siege for five months, is now in all probability about to be relieved. It will be remembered that back in the summer the Germans described the Russian defence of Leningrad as “criminal”, declaring that the city could not possibly hold out, and that it was the duty of the Russians to surrender in order to save blood-shed. Now, five months later, the German grip on Leningrad is being forced open. This means not only a loss of prestige for the Germans. If Leningrad is fully relieved it will probably be possible for the Russians to drive Finland out of the war, and once this is done, a way of communication between Britain and Russia easier than any that now exists will have been opened up.

In the Black Sea the Germans are also in great danger. When they first entered the Crimean Peninsula, and captured Odessa, it seemed as though they were going to have everything their own way. From the Crimea, they were expected to cross the narrow strait to the Caucasus and at the worst, the Crimea, which is a comparatively warm climate, would be a valuable place in which to winter a great number of their troops. Nevertheless, they failed to capture the great Russian naval base of Sebastopol, and when the Russians recaptured Rostov the whole picture changed. The Russians are now advancing along the shore of the Black Sea, and at the same time by the use of their navy, they have landed troops on the coast of the Crimea. The German Army in the Crimea is thus in danger of being cut off on the land side and simultaneously attacked from the Sea. It is quite likely that it will be forced to beat a hurried retreat before the Russian armies reach the isthmus that divides the Crimea from the mainland, and in this way another valuable territory in which hundreds of thousands of Germans might have been preserved from the cold of the winter will have been lost.

If we want the most revealing comment on the events in 1941, we can best get it by comparing Hitler’s New Year speech with the speech he made just a year ago. At that date he had the victories of 1940 behind him and Britain stood completely alone. Now, the three greatest population blocks of the world, the U.S.A., Soviet Russia and China are on Britain’s side, and in return Germany has only gained the assistance of Japan. The German leaders are aware now that they cannot win in the long run, and every word of their speeches reveals this. They say nothing now about a speedy end to the war. At the beginning of 1941, they declared with absolute certainty that there should never be another winter of war. Now they can say only that there is a long war ahead. Admiral Tojo4 also bids his people prepare for a long war, and the Italian broadcasts also have strangely altered in tone. In the speeches of these men one can read their real determination. They have gambled and lost, and they are determined that since their schemes cannot be carried out, they will at least pull the world down in ruins before they perish. But even the peoples of the Fascist countries who have been so long stupefied by propaganda are not incapable of thought, and it will not be long before they begin to ask themselves how many more years of war and suffering their leaders are going to offer them.




916. BBC Talks Booking Form, 5.1.42
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917. ‘Paper Is Precious’

‘Through Eastern Eyes,’ 8 January 1942


This script, which survives on microfilm, is filed as anonymous in the BBC Archives. It is adjacent to ‘Money and Guns’ of 20 January 1942, and its style of presentation is the same; that is probably attributable to the General Office, in which it was typed (see here). PasB records that the transmission took 8¾ minutes and was ‘by B. Sahni.’ It is uncertain whether this means it was simply read by Sahni or read and written by him. Although the evidence is slight, the correction of a spelling with a handwritten ‘z’ and the written ‘for’ in the first sentence (the only alterations) look like Orwell’s hand. The style, content, and attitude all suggest the Orwell of Keep the Aspidistra Flying and Coming Up for Air. Note too the reference to the long short-story prospering in France but not in England. West: Broadcasts does not include this talk. The broadcast was scheduled to last twelve minutes; a filler was provided by a recording of an ‘Indian Song’ sung by Pankaj Mulloch.



Before the war, the wood pulp for Great Britain’s paper supply came mostly from Sweden, Finland and Soviet Russia. When the Germans invaded Norway the Scandinavian supply was cut off, and though timber could be brought from Russia—indeed, it still is being brought at this moment, for the ships that carry war materials for the Russian front mostly come back laden with wood—the voyage was slow and dangerous. Canada, the other great source of timber, is far away and shipping is precious. So for some months past we have been faced with a shortage of paper—not desperate, but acute enough to make itself felt at almost every moment of the day. Paper is more important than you realise until you are short of it. I want to tell you something about the results of this shortage—and it is a curious fact that though most of them are bad, some of them are good.

Not the biggest, but perhaps the most striking result brought about by the paper shortage is the dwindling of advertisements. England is a country in which, before the war, every available wall was defaced with enormous posters—posters usually advertising food and patent medicines—in brilliant and generally hideous colours. I don’t believe that anyone, except perhaps the advertisers themselves, was sorry to see them disappearing, and the bare walls look much nicer without them. As I walked through a Tube station the other night, I noticed that though a few of the big posters urging you to buy beer or chocolate were still there, all of them were old ones, probably dating from before the war. The only new advertisements—and they were very small and modest in comparison—were for theatres, or were government advertisements calling for recruits in the women’s services, or were the notices of the London County Council, advertising evening classes. The sight encouraged me, even though it does not particularly please me to think that less beer and less chocolate are being consumed nowadays. It seemed to me a sign that we are passing into a new economic period—a period in which private enterprise will count for less and trade will mean more than an endless struggle to induce people to buy things they do not really want.

But the biggest effect of the paper shortage—and here the results are partly bad, partly good—can be seen in the newspapers and the press generally.

English newspapers are now so small, comparatively speaking, that it is becoming difficult to believe that they were ever really the size they used to be. A few weeks back I happened to turn out from the bottom of a drawer a “Times” of before the war. It seemed so enormous that I found myself wondering not only how anyone could have read through such a bulk of print every day, but even how anyone could hold up a document of such weight in order to read it. Would you credit that nowadays the ordinary English newspaper consists only of four pages—that is, two sheets, of which a certain amount is taken up in photographs? And what is more, we have got so used to newspapers of this size that already we can hardly imagine their being any larger.

Now this result of the paper shortage seems to me on the whole a good one, and I will tell you why. English papers of before the war were terribly commercialised, and their huge bulk was filled up not only with advertisements for useless luxuries, but with imbecilities of every kind—silly news items about burglaries and the private lives of film stars, gossip about lipstick and silk stockings, enormous articles on sport, pages and pages of horse-racing results, even columns of astrology and fortune-telling—any and every kind of cheap sensation calculated to push the real news out of the reader’s attention. That was not the case with quite all the English newspapers, but it was the case with most of them. Well, all that kind of thing has gone by the board. The newspapers have very little space to fill up, and Britain is at war, so that there are long official communiques to be printed every day. Naturally, it is the rubbish that gets crowded out first. The papers these days may be a little dull, but at least they are serious. They give the headlines to real news and not to trivialities. Gone also are the newsposters that used to appear in the streets, advertising successive editions of the evening papers. Nowadays the men who sell the papers have little blackboards on which they write their own selection of the news, and these are much more informative and responsible than the printed posters used to be.

But if you turn from the daily papers to what one may call high-brow literature, the effects of the paper shortage have been mostly bad. Supplies of paper to publishers are strictly limited, and no publisher can produce anywhere near the number of books that he was producing before the war. It is very difficult for an unknown writer to get his work published now, for no one wants to risk precious paper on a book that may not sell. Very few books are now appearing by writers who were not previously known to the public, and this would still be the case even if most of the younger men were not already in the army. It is also a very bad time for literary reviews and magazines. Except for one or two sheets so tiny that they ought really to be described as pamphlets, no new periodicals have appeared during the past year. Most of the highbrow magazines, “Scrutiny”, “Horizon”, the “New Statesman”, “Poetry”, “Seven” and “Indian Writing”, for example, are still in existence, but most of them are greatly reduced in size. Books, also, besides being fewer, tend to be much shorter. The length of books is more affected by merely mechanical considerations than we sometimes realise, and the vogue of very long novels in the ten years preceding the war was probably bound up with the fact that paper is cheap. It is quite likely that the paper famine will bring in a vogue for the very short novel, the so-called long-short story, a form which has always been popular in France, but has seldom prospered in England.1

When you go to a shop nowadays it is difficult to get your goods wrapped up. Shopkeepers are not so generous with paper bags as they used to be. Even cigarettes are often sold loose instead of being done up in a packet. During the Christmas shopping one saw some strange sights, as elderly gentlemen hurried home clutching in their arms unwrapped dolls, teddy bears and toy guns which they had bought for their children. It is said that the nation’s biggest wastage is still in wrapping paper, and it is here that there is most room for economy. In addition there is a nation-wide drive to collect wastepaper and send it back to the mills, where it can be repulped and turned into fresh paper again. It comes out rather grey in colour—this is due to the difficulty of getting the printing ink out of it—but still quite usable, and this process can be repeated almost indefinitely. Now and again in a second hand bookshop you will come on an old book printed on very grey paper, and you can tell at a glance that it dates from the final years of the last war, when2 the paper shortage was as acute as it is now. It is a strange sight to go round one of the great mills where paper is repulped, and to see, apart from the huge bundles of newspaper and wrapping paper, piles of private letters, torn crackers, official documents, posters, bus tickets and streamers from Christmas trees all waiting to go into the vats together.

The shortage of paper is not one of the major privations of the war, and in any case our own shortage is nothing to what the Germans have suffered from the very beginning. But like all the shifts to which one is put in wartime, it is having its effect upon our national life, and like the disappearance of bananas and the shortage of phosforus° for matches, it brings home to one that the world nowadays is a single economic unit and that no part of the world can be separated from any other without suffering hardship in consequence.3




918. Weekly News Review, 5

10 January 1942


The title of this script was typed ‘NEWSLETTER’ but ‘LETTER’ was crossed through and ‘Weekly’ written before and ‘Review’ written after. The numbering from hereon is the editor’s. At the head of the script, Bokhari’s name is written (as the reader) and ‘copied in “GO”’ (for General Office). Towards the top right is written ‘To: G.O.’ and a little below, ‘From LU 6 55PP’ (or LH 6); between these two directions is written ‘Anon’ (for the author—Orwell) and ‘2 copies.’ Orwell’s office was then at 55 Portland Place. PasB has ‘Weekly News Review, by Z. A. Bokhari.’ The mode of x-ing through words and the changes in wording in the course of typing (for example, ‘attempts’ in line 10 was first typed as ‘effort’) suggest that Orwell was the typist. The script has cuts and emendations in what appears to be Orwell’s hand. The passage crossed through is reproduced in roman type within square brackets; an added passage is in italic; substituted passages are given as notes at the end. These changes should not automatically be regarded as the result of censorship.



The greatest military event of this week has occurred on a battlefield about which we have not lately heard so much, as we have heard about either Russia or Malaya, and that is the battlefield in China. The Japanese invaders have suffered a great defeat at the city of Changsha. If you look at the map, you will see that Changsha is an important railway junction lying on the line between Canton and Hangkow. The Japanese are in possession of Canton, but only precariously, as they won it by means of sea invasion and the Chinese forces are all round them. If they could capture Changsha they might be able to cut off the whole south eastern corner of China. They have now made three determined attempts in three years to capture it, and every time, after proclaiming that it was captured, they have had to fall back with heavy losses. On this occasion it is thought that they have lost 20 or 30 thousand men, and another twenty thousand are surrounded by the Chinese and likely to be destroyed.

This event is not important only for the heroic defenders of China. It cannot be too much emphasised that this is a world war, and every success or failure upon each of the various fronts has its effect upon every other front, from Norway to the Philippine Islands. The more the Japanese are compelled to tie their forces up in China, the less their chances of succeeding in an all-out attack against India and Australia; similarly, the sooner the British and Americans can bring their full power to bear against Japan, the sooner will Chinese soil be cleared of the invader.

It is good news that complete agreement has been reached between General Wavell, the allied commander in chief in the Western Pacific and Marshall Chiang Kai Shek, as to the area of their commands. The entry of Chinese troops into Burma, which we mentioned last week, is a sign that the alliance between Britain and China is not a mere scrap of paper. No one doubts that the war in the Far East will be long and hard. The American forces in the Philippines have been compelled to abandon Manila, the principal town, and the fortress of Corregidor, which guards the entrance of Manila Bay is under constant attack by sea and air. In Malaya the British have fallen back before Japanese forces which greatly outnumber them, and Kuala Lumpur is in danger. The Japanese are now near enough to Singapore for their fighter aeroplanes as well as bombers to fly there; this means that they may now be able to bomb Singapore by day as well as by night. The immediate situation in the Far East turns upon the arrival of British and American reinforcements, especially of aeroplanes, which have to travel enormous distances to get there. The short term outlook in this theatre of war, therefore, is bad. But as to the long term outlook, no one who knows how to estimate the relative forces involved is in doubt about the issue.

President Roosevelt’s recent speech announcing the War Budget has cleared up any doubts that might have remained as to America’s willingness to prosecute the war to the very end. The figures for tanks, aeroplanes and other armaments which it will be possible for American industry to produce during 1942 and 1943 are so enormous that the Axis propagandists are making every effort to prevent their peoples from even hearing about them. It indicates a great change in American public opinion that the American Government is now ready to send its forces to fight in no matter what theatre of war. Previously, there were large numbers of Americans who were willing to defend their own country against attack, but who were very hostile to the idea of being involved in war abroad, and specially in Europe. Now this objection has entirely disappeared. Preparations are being made to send American armies not only to the Pacific area, but also to Britain, to take part in the land conquest of Germany which will ultimately be necessary. This was what the Japanese achieved when they made their treacherous attack on December 7th.1

On the Russian fronts, the Germans are still retreating, and what is perhaps even more significant, the tone of their official pronouncements has abruptly changed. Until a week or two ago, the German military spokesmen were explaining that the attack on Moscow would have to be postponed until the spring, but that the German armies could quite easily remain on the line they now occupied. Already, however, they are admitting that a further retreat— or, as they prefer to call it, a rectification of the line—will be necessary, and though they do not say so, it seems probable that they will have to retreat a very long way if they are to improve the situation of their troops perceptibly. It has to be remembered that the Germans are fighting both against the Russian cold and against a great Russian army which is far better accustomed to the climate than themselves. Before the end of February, the Germans may well be faced with the alternative of abandoning nearly all their conquests in the northern part of the Russian front, or of seeing hundreds of thousands of soldiers freeze to death.2

Mr. Antony° Eden, the British Foreign Secretary, returned only a few days ago from his visit to Moscow. In the speech which he made soon after his arrival, he emphasised the complete agreement that exists between the British and Russian Governments. The Axis broadcasters are now spreading the rumour that Britain and Russia have agreed to carve up the world between them, and that Europe is to be forced at the point of the sword to accept Communism. This is simply a lie. Great Britain & Soviet Russia have reached complete agreement as to their peace aims, which guarantee3 to every nation both access to materials necessary for life, and the right to live under the form of government which it chooses for itself.

In Libya, German and Italian forces are again in retreat. They have managed to make a stand for some days at Jedabla, south west of Benghazi, chiefly because heavy rain prevented the British tanks from attacking. General Rommel, the German commander of the Axis forces, probably also hoped that further reinforcements might reach him from Italy. If so, He° has been disappointed, and the Axis forces are in flight westward, with the British and Indians in pursuit. Rommel’s army will probably attempt another stand at Sirte, about halfway between Benghazi and Tripoli. The further west the battle moves, the greater the advantage for the Allied forces, because they have more bases from which their ships and aeroplanes can patrol the middle of the Mediterranean. The Germans are still fiercely attacking Malta in hopes of cutting out one of the most important bases from which our aeroplanes operate. But so far they have made very little impression. Meanwhile, ourprisoners in Libya number more than twenty thousand, of whom about a quarter are Germans. [It is significant that though by far the greater number of Axis troops in Africa are Italians, the higher Command is entirely in the hands of the Germans. This is a sign of the relationship between the two nations, Germany and Italy, which is essentially the relationship of master and servant.]

What is perhaps the most interesting and important aspect of the north° African campaign came to light recently, when it was revealed that since the Autumn of 1940 forces of volunteers from the Arab tribe, the Senussi, have been fighting on the side of the British. The Senussi have been treated with peculiar atrocity by the Italians, who evicted4 them from the more fertile parts of Cyrenaica and penned them up in small areas with the almost openly declared intention of reducing their numbers by starvation. On more than one occasion when there were attempts at revolt, the Italians replied by taking the leading men of the Senussi up in aeroplanes and throwing them from mid air over their native villages, so that they were dashed to pieces before the eyes of their fellow countrymen. Yesterday, Mr. Eden issued on behalf of the British Government a statement that at the end of the war, Britain would in no circumstances allow these ill-treated Arabs to pass once again under Italian rule. Taken together with the liberation of Ethiopia, from which British troops are to be withdrawn as soon as the Italian civil population have gone, this is a better demonstration of Allied war aims than any mere pronouncement unaccompanied by concrete action.




919. To Hsiao Ch’ien

14 January 1942 PP/EB

Dear Mr. Hsiao Ch’ien,1

Very many thanks for your script, which I like very much. I shall have to make some small alterations but they are only verbal ones. Before we broadcast this one, I should like it if you could do me another to go with this one and to be broadcast before it. The reason is that in this script you deal, as I asked you to, with the more subtle ways in which the Japanese tried to get the Chinese population over to their side. I also want one talk on the ordinary atrocity lines,2 and I think it better that that one should go first and this one second. I have not bee[n] able yet to meet another Chinese who has been in occupied territory, and from what you said to me and from what you have said in the script I have no doubt you are able to do it. I want something about the extortions of the Japanese, looting, raping, and the opium traffic etc. Possibly you could make an appointment to come and see me about this. Then perhaps we could broadcast both your scripts next week and the week after.

Yours sincerely,

Eric Blair

Empire Talks Assistant.




920. ‘Cable to Chunking’

‘We Speak to India,’ 14 January 1942


PasB notes: ‘Cable from Chunking. Read by George Orwell (E. Blair—member of the Indian Section). This was the English version of the talk given in Hindustani in the Hindustani News on the same day.’ It was transmitted at 1430. At 15.14⅓ there was a 9-minute talk, ‘Life in Chunking,’ also in Hindustani. This had been written in English by Spencer Moore, an Associated Press correspondent, and was translated and read by A. L. Bakaya.






921. ‘The Meaning of Scorched Earth’

15 January 1942


PasB notes a transmission in the Eastern Service of this talk, ‘written by E. Blair. Read by Balraj Sahni.’ The script does not seem to have survived. In his letter to Mulk Raj Anand of 27 February 1942, Orwell wrote: ‘I recently wrote myself two talks explaining what is meant by scorched earth and by sabotage’; see here. For ‘The Meaning of Sabotage,’ see here.
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Shridhar Telkar: ‘Through Eastern Eyes,’ ‘The Debate Continues’; broadcast 19 and 26.1.42; fee £7.7s each talk. Signed: N. H. Parratt.






923. Weekly News Review, 6

I7 January 1942


The typescript appears to be a fair copy. There are no censors’ stamps. ‘As Broadcast’ is typed at the top of the first page. PasB has ‘by Z. A. Bokhari’ (meaning read by him).



During the present week, there has not been any very great change in the strategy of the war. The Japanese advance in Malaya is continuing, and the Japanese are also attacking Celebes and Dutch Borneo, partly with a view to seizing the oil fields, and partly in order to find a jumping off place for fresh attacks against Java, Sumatra and possibly Australia. The little island of Tarakan, off the coast of Borneo, was over run by the Japanese after a few days’ fighting. Tarakan is very important because it produces natural oil of such purity that it can be used for aeroplanes without any refinement. The Dutch, however, had made elaborate preparations to wreck the oil wells and the machinery, and it is doubtful whether much of value fell into Japanese hands.

The biggest event of the week has been the Russian advance on Kharkov. They are now within gunshot of the city. Kharkov, besides being a great industrial town, is a road and rail junction of the greatest importance, and it may be said that whoever holds it, holds the way of entry into the Caucasus. The Germans claimed its capture some months back as a great victory, and if they now relinquish it, it will certainly not be willingly. Outside Moscow the German troops at Mojaisk1 are in a more and more dangerous situation, and will almost certainly have to retreat to avoid encirclement. Outside Leningrad, also, the situation has improved, and railway communications between Moscow and Leningrad have been re-established. The German withdrawal in Russia is “proceeding according to plan”, indeed, but it begins to look more and more like a Russian plan.

Meanwhile from Egypt there comes the good news that the Germans and Italians in the fortress of Halfaya have unconditionally surrendered. This means not only that a large number of Axis prisoners have passed into Allied hands, but that there is now no enemy force to contend with between the Egyptian frontier and El Agheila, hundreds of miles to the west.

During a week in which not much has changed in the actual theatres of war, rumour has been busier than ever, and it becomes necessary to consider what steps the Axis powers are likely to take next and to distinguish between probable moves and stories which are put abroad with the idea of misleading public opinion in the democratic countries.

One thing that is almost certain is that the Germans must attack in a new direction within a short time. It is not very much use for Hitler and Mussolini to tell their peoples about the Japanese successes in the Pacific, for the Germans and Italians are well aware that what happens at the other end of the world does not put any food into their bellies.

In what directions could the Germans win quick victories which could be represented as offsetting the failure in Russia? The possibilities are— invasion of Britain; a move through Spain and down the West African coast to seize Dakar and Casablanca; a fresh offensive in the Central Mediterranean; or an invasion of Turkey. We can rule out the first as improbable, though not unthinkable. It is very unlikely that the Germans could succeed in a seaborne invasion of Britain, and if attempting an airborne invasion they are more likely to aim at Ireland, which, even if it succeeded, would be embarrassing for Britain, but not fatal. The move through Spain is likely sooner or later, but it would have certain political disadvantages from the German point of view. The Germans know that they would be bound to lose heavily in attacking Gibraltar, and in crossing the sea to Africa. The move in the Central Mediterranean seems much more likely. The other possible German move, an attack on Turkey, is a likelihood sooner or later, and might form part of the fresh German offensive against Russia in the spring, but the consensus of opinion seems to be that it is not likely to be attempted this year.

Meanwhile, even when there is a lull in the actual fighting, there is one kind of war that never stops for an instant, night or day, and that is the propaganda war. To the Axis powers, propaganda is an actual weapon, like guns or bombs, and to learn how to discount it is as important as taking cover during an air raid.

The Germans, even more than the Japanese, are adepts at propaganda. They cover up every military move by spreading misleading rumours beforehand, they use threats and bribes with equal skill, and they are entirely cynical in promising everything to everybody. To the rich they promise bigger profits, and to the poor they promise higher wages. To the coloured races they promise liberty, and simultaneously they appeal to the white races to combine for the exploitation of the coloured races. The object is always the same to divide and confuse their enemies, so that they can conquer them more easily. The Japanese methods are in essence the same. It is quite impossible to examine and refute every lie that they tell, and much of what they say is extremely persuasive. And yet one can remain quite untouched by Axis propaganda if one follows a simple rule which never fails.

This is, to compare what the Axis powers say they will do with what they are actually doing. The Japanese propaganda line at this moment is an extremely clever one. They claim that all they are doing is to set Asia free from European domination. They will drive the British out of India and the Americans out of the Pacific, and as soon as that is done, economic exploitation will be at an end. There will be no more poverty, no more taxation, no more need to be ruled over by foreigners. And in building up the picture of a war of Asia against Europe, they try to rouse as much race hatred as possible by spreading stories of imaginary outrages—rapes, murders and so forth, committed by British and Americans.

It is a very clever line of propaganda and is bound to find some sympathetic hearers. But it is a different matter if one compares these high-sounding promises of the Japanese with their actual behaviour.

For the past 4½ years they have been waging war not against any European power, but against another Asiatic nation, the Chinese. This is their third war of aggression against China in 50 years. On each occasion they have wrenched away a piece of Chinese territory and then exploited it for the benefit of the two or three wealthy families who rule Japan, with absolutely no regard for the native inhabitants. Even in the present war, they are fighting far more against Asiatics than against Europeans. In the Philippine Islands the resistance to Japanese attack is kept up mainly by Filipinos, in Malaya by Indians as much as by the British, in the Dutch East Indies by Javanese and Sumatrans. One of the opening acts of the war was the wanton bombing of Rangoon by the Japanese, in which hundreds of innocent Burmese were killed. Moreover, in those Asiatic territories which the Japanese have ruled over for a long time, we can see what their behaviour actually is towards subject peoples. Not only do they show no sign of setting Korea or Manchuria free, but they do not allow any sort of political liberty to exist. Trade unions are forbidden throughout Japanese territory, including Japan itself. No one in Japan is allowed to listen in to a foreign radio station, on pain of death. In the island of Formosa, where the Japanese found themselves faced with the problem of ruling over a people more primitive than themselves, they dealt with it by simply wiping the aboriginal inhabitants out.

We can see from this what the behaviour of the Japanese, who describe themselves as the deliverers of Asia, is actually like when they have other Asiatic races in their power. Yet it is possible to forget all this if one simply listens to the Japanese promises and forgets about their actions. As the war moves closer to India, Japanese propaganda will become more insistent. At times it may need firm nerves and a clear mind to disregard it. The one safe rule is to remember that acts count far more than words, and that the Japanese must be judged not by what they promise to do to-morrow in India or Burma, but what they did yesterday and are still doing in Korea, Manchuria and China.




924. To Sirdar Iqbal ’Ali Shah

17 January 1942 PP/EB

Dear Mr. Shah,1

I should like it very much if you could arrange to do a ten minute broadcast talk in English for me. We have a series of talks called “What It Means To Me”, in which the real meaning of the declared war aims of the Allies are discussed. The one I should like you to undertake, if you are willing, is Democracy, and I should like you to discuss as fully as you can what this word means to you from your point of view as an Asiatic who has lived in the west. You can, of course, speak quite freely. If you agree, I should like the talk to be delivered on February 5th, which means that the script should reach my office by January 29th. It should be about 1200 words in length. Could you be kind enough to let me know at once whether you are willing to do this, and if you can manage it by that date?

Yours sincerely,

Eric Blair

Talks Assistant

Indian Section




925. To Mulk Raj Anand

19 January 1942 PP/EB

Dear Anand,

I don’t know how things are progressing about your appointment, but meanwhile would you care to do one or two talks in the ordinary way? You know something, I think, about our new series. Would you like, for instance, to do a talk on H. G. Wells, Bernard Shaw, or some other well-known literary man, on Tuesday 10th February? You know the kind of talk I want. I should also like another of the same type on Tuesday, February 24th. Please let me know about this as soon as possible, as if you decide to do the talks we shall want your first one in about a week before the date of the broadcast.

Yours sincerely,

Eric Blair

Talks Assistant

Indian Section




926. To Cedric Dover

19 January 1942 PP/EB

Dear Mr. Dover,1

I have been wondering for some time past whether you would care to do a broadcast for us. Your friend Mr. Hardless told me recently that he thought that you would. I have a vacant date on February 19th for which you might care to do something. We have a series called “What It Means to Me”, which are discussions of the abstract ideals for which the Allies are fighting. We have arranged for talks on Democracy and Liberty, but there are a lot of other large questions such as economic security, national sovereignty, emancipation of women and so on. I think it probable that you might like to talk on one of these. You will be able to speak fairly freely. Do you think you could be kind enough to ring me up and make an appointment to see me about this?

Yours sincerely,

Eric Blair

Talks Assistant

Indian Section




927. ‘Money and Guns’

‘Through Eastern Eyes,’ 20 January 1942


The typescript of this broadcast, in the BBC Archives, has written at the top of the first sheet ‘Anon.’ PasB notes: ‘Written by Eric Blair and read by B. Sahni (Members of the Indian Section).’ It ran for 11⅓ minutes.



Very often as you walk down the London streets you see side by side on a newspaper poster the news of a great battle in Russia or the Far East, and the news of a football match or a boxing contest. And maybe on a wall nearby you will see side by side a Government advertisement urging young women to join the A.T.S., and another advertisement, generally rather grimy and tattered-looking, urging the public to buy beer or whisky. And perhaps that makes you stop and ask yourself—how can a people fighting for its life find time for football matches? Isn’t there something contradictory in urging people to give up their lives to their country’s service, and at the same time urging them to spend their money on luxuries? But this raises the question of recreation in wartime which is not quite so simple as it looks.

A people at war—and that means, as a rule, a people that is working harder and under more trying conditions than usual—cannot get on without rest and amusement. Probably these things are more necessary in wartime than at ordinary times. And yet when you are fighting you cannot afford to waste precious material on luxury goods, because this is primarily a war of machines, and every scrap of metal used up in making gramophones, or every pound of silk used up in making stockings, means less metal for guns and aeroplanes, or less silk for parachutes and barrage balloons. We laughed at Marshal Goering when he said, some years before the war, that Germany had to choose between guns and butter,1 but he was only wrong in the sense that there was no need for Germany to prepare aggression against her neighbours and thus plunge the whole world into war. Once war has started, every nation has to choose between guns and butter. It is merely a question of proportion. How many guns do you need to defeat the enemy? And how much butter do you need to keep your home population healthy and contented?

Granted that everyone is sufficiently fed and rested, the main problem of war is to divert expenditure from consumption goods to armaments. The working population, including the armed forces when they are on leave or off duty, still need their amusements, [and] as far as possible they must make do with amusements that do not use up much material or labour-time. Also, since England is an island and shipping is very precious, they must make do as far as possible with amusements that do not waste imported materials. Beyond a certain point you cannot lower the spending capacity of the population. As a result of taxation very large incomes have almost ceased to exist, and wages have not kept up with prices, but the spending power of the mass of the people has perhaps actually increased, because there is no longer any unemployment. Boys and girls of eighteen are now earning the wages of adults, and when they have paid for their board and lodging they still have something over every week. The question is, how are they to spend it without diverting much-needed labour to the manufacture of luxury goods? In the answer to this question one can see how the war is altering the habits and even the tastes of the British people.

To make a rough division: the luxuries which have to be discarded in wartime are the more elaborate kinds of food and drink, fashionable clothes, cosmetics and scents—all of which either demand a great deal of labour or use up rare imported materials—personal service, and unnecessary journeys, which use up such precious imported things as rubber and petrol. The amusements which can be encouraged, on the other hand, are games, sports, music, the radio, dancing, literature and the arts generally. Most of these are things in which you create your amusement for yourself, rather than paying other people to create it for you. If you have two hours to spare, and if you spend it in walking, swimming, skating, or playing football, according to the time of year, you have not used up any material or made any call on the nation’s labour power. On the other hand, if you use those two hours in sitting in front of the fire and eating chocolates, you are using up coal which has to be dug out of the ground and carried to you by rail, and sugar and cocoa beans which have to be transported half across the world. In the cases of a good many unnecessary luxuries, the government diverted expenditure in the right direction by simply cutting off supplies. For nearly two years no one in Britain has seen a banana, for example, sugar is not too plentiful, oranges are seen only from time to time, matches are cut down to the point at which no one ever wastes a match, travelling is much restricted, clothes are rationed fairly strictly.

At the same time, people who are working all day cannot altogether create their amusements for themselves. It is desirable, therefore, that they should concentrate on the kind of recreation that can be enjoyed communally without much wastage of labour. That brings me back to the thing I mentioned a few minutes ago—the newspaper report of a football match side by side with the report of a battle. Is it not all wrong that ten thousand citizens of a nation at war should spend two hours in watching a football match? Not really, for the only labour they are monopolising is the labour of the twenty-two players. If it is an amateur football match, as it usually is nowadays—a match between the Army and the R.A.F. for instance—those players are not even being paid. And if it is a local match, the ten thousand spectators have not even wasted any coal or petrol in getting there. They have merely had two hours’ recreation, which they are probably in need of, almost without any expenditure of labour or material.

You can see from this the way in which the mere necessity of war is bringing about in the English people a more creative attitude towards their amusements. Something symptomatic of this happened during the big air raids. The people who were penned up in the Tube shelters for hours together had nothing to do, and there were no ready-made amusements available. They had to amuse themselves, so they improvised amateur concerts, which were sometimes surprisingly good and successful. But what is perhaps more significant than this is the greatly increased interest in literature that has appeared during the last two years. There has been an enormous increase in reading, partly owing to the great numbers of men who are in the army in lonely camps, where they have little or nothing to do in their spare time. Reading is one of the cheapest and least wasteful recreations in existence. An edition of tens of thousands of copies of a book does not use up as much paper or labour as a single day’s issue of one newspaper, and each copy of the book may pass through hundreds of hands before it goes back to the pulping mill. But just because the habit of reading has vastly increased and people cannot read without educating themselves in the process, the average intellectual level of the books published has markedly risen. Great literature, no doubt, is not being produced, but the average book which the ordinary man reads is a better book than it would have been three years ago. One phenomenon of the war has been the enormous sale of Penguin Books, Pelican Books and other cheap editions, most of which would have been regarded by the general public as impossibly highbrow a few years back. And this in turn reacts on the newspapers, making them more serious and less sensational than they were before. It probably reacts also on the radio, and will react in time on the cinema.

Parallel with this is the revival of amateur sport and amateur theatricals in the armed forces, and of recreations, such as gardening, which are not only not wasteful, but actually productive. Though England is not primarily an agricultural country, the English people are fond of gardening, and since the war the government has done everything to encourage this. Allotments are available almost everywhere, even in the big towns, and thousands of men who might otherwise have spent their evenings playing darts in the pub, now spend them in growing vegetables for their families. Similarly, women who in peace time might have been sitting in the cinematograph are now sitting at home knitting socks and helmets for Russian soldiers.

Before the war there was every incentive for the general public to be wasteful, at least so far as their means allowed. Everyone was trying to sell something to everyone else, and the successful man, so it was imagined was the man who sold the most goods and got the most money in return. We have learned now, however, that money is valueless in itself, and only goods count. In learning it we have had to simplify our lives and fall back more and more on the resources of our own minds instead of on synthetic pleasures manufactured for us in Hollywood or by the makers of silk stockings, alcohol and chocolates. And under the pressure of that necessity we are rediscovering the simple pleasures—reading, walking, gardening, swimming, dancing, singing—which we had half forgotten in the wasteful years before the war.




928. To Noel Sircar

20 January 1942 PP/EB

Dear Mr. Sircar,

I understand from my secretary that you would like to do another talk for us. I rang up India House to-day, but was told that you were away with ’flu. Perhaps when you are well again you will send me in your script, and when I have seen it we can fix up a date for you to broadcast, if it is suitable for our series. We should like to have the script as soon as is convenient for you.1 I hope it will not be long before you are well again.

Yours sincerely,

Eric Blair

Talks Assistant

Indian Section




929. Obituary of Maharao of Cutch

20 January 1942


At 1430 in the programme ‘We Speak to India,’ Orwell (described in PasB as Eric Blair) read an obituary for the Maharao of Cutch (1866–1942) in the Eastern Service. This script, though it has been attributed to Orwell, was taken from the obituary in The Times, 20 January 1942.






930. To J. Chinna Durai

21 January 1942 Original PP/EB

Dear Mr. Chinna Durai,

I am sorry that in error I gave you back the censored copy of your script as well as another copy.1 Could you send it back to us. We want your original copy, which was corrected and which has the red censorship stamp on it. I am forwarding your contract at the same time.

Yours sincerely,

[Signed] Eric Blair

Eric Blair

Talks Assistant

Indian Section




931. BBC Talks Booking Form, 21.1.42


J. Chinna Durai: ‘Through Eastern Eyes,’ ‘The Fate of Japan’; broadcast 21.1.42; fee £7.7s. Signed: N. H. Parratt.






932. ‘British Rations and the Submarine War’

‘Through Eastern Eyes,’ 22 January 1942


The typescript for this broadcast states that it was written ‘by E. Blair’ and read by I. B. Sarin, Programmes Assistant in the Eastern Service. The script carries a rectangular censor’s stamp. Unlike the later triangular rubber stamps for Security and for Policy, this one bears only the words ‘CENSORED DATE … SIGNATURE … BBC CENSORSHIP DEPARTMENT.’ The censor on this occasion was Norman Collins, then Empire Talks Director. There is a certain irony that the censor, however much a formality his task here, should have been a man Orwell regarded as an adversary from his days with Gollancz, the publishers. At the top of the first page of the script Orwell has written ‘As broadcast. 10 mins 10 secs,’ the precise timing, for a scheduled 12-minute time-slot. In PasB the title is given as ‘Britain’s Rations and the Submarine War.’

The second sentence in paragraph five is curious at first sight. Orwell was in England during World War I (1914–18) and could speak from his own experience. He has obviously written here bearing in mind that I. B. Sarin, a Hindustani, would be reading his script. The final sentence of the paragraph would seem to be written from Orwell’s heart.

As explained in see here, passages crossed out in the typescript are reproduced in roman type within square brackets. It should not be assumed that such passages were censored. Additions and substitutions are in italic. What was originally written or typed is noted.



Probably you have read in the newspaper or heard on the radio the news that food rations in Britain have been reduced. Everyone was expecting this. The rations of certain foods had been raised in November in order to cover the worst period of the winter, but the public were warned that they would be cut down again later. [when war broke out in the Pacific, because of the increased need for shipping.] The fat ration has been cut down from 10 ounces to 8 ounces a week, and the sugar ration from 12 ounces to 8 ounces. Other foodstuffs are not affected, though naturally there is a shortage in winter of certain unrationed foodstuffs, such as fish and fruit.

There is a great deal of evidence that food rationing has not so far done any harm to public health in Britain—rather the contrary, if anything. English people before the war usually ate too much sugar and drank too much tea, and were too inclined to look on meat as their staple food. The war has brought home to a lot of people the value of vegetables, especially raw vegetables. There have been no epidemics of any importance in Britain since the war—not even in the worst period of the air raids, when something of the kind might have been expected—and the figures for all infectious diseases are lower now than they were at this time last year. But to get a true idea of the significance of food rationing in Britain, one has got to make two comparisons. One is with the corresponding rations in Germany, and the other is with the conditions that existed in England in the war of 1914–1918.

If you go through the published lists of British and German rations, you will notice that the only foodstuff in which the German ration is even claimed1 as being higher is fat. According to the official figures, the German citizen gets a weekly ration of 9 ounces of fat, whereas the British citizen now gets only 8 ounces. But this is misleading, because every British citizen also gets a ration of 4 ounces of bacon; any bacon the German gets is included in his fat ration. In every other rationed foodstuff the British and German allowances are either equal, or the British allowance is higher. Moreover, many substances are rationed in Germany which can be freely bought in any quantity in England. Bread is one example, cocoa is another, and coffee is another. Certain things, tea for example, are literally unobtainable in Germany. An even more important fact is that in Britain you do not have to surrender any of your food coupons if you eat a meal away from home, in a restaurant or a factory canteen, for example. The rationing applies only to foodstuffs which are bought raw and taken home. In Germany this is not the case. And since owing to the conditions of war, in which nearly everyone goes out to work, more and more people eat at least one meal a day away from home, this distinction is a very important one.

To see the significance of this, one has to remember that the Germans are masters of Europe from Norway to the Black Sea. All the food that Europe can supply is at their disposal, and we can be quite sure that they are not sacrificing their own population for the sake of the other Europeans. Indeed, they hardly even pretend to be doing so. It is openly admitted that everywhere in continental Europe food conditions are worse than in Germany, and in some countries, such as Greece, they amount almost to famine. The Germans are looting all Europe to feed themselves, and in spite of that they get less to eat, and less varied food, than we get in Britain.

And now one sees the significance of that other comparison I made—the comparison with conditions in this country in 1914–18. Of course, I was not in England then and I am not pretending to speak out of my own experience. But all English people over 35, or even over 30, have vivid memories of that other war, and I have discussed it with very many people. Without exception they say that food conditions then, at any rate in the second half of 1917 and in 1918, were far worse than they are now. Indeed, people who were children during the other war have told me that their chief memory of the war is a memory of being hungry.

The chief difference, and the reason why we are better off now than people were then, is that the danger of food shortage was foreseen. When the war of 1914 started no one realised that the German submarine warfare would be as successful as it turned out to be, and the food shortage became severe quite suddenly. All of a sudden, it was discovered that there were only a few weeks’ food in stock—and you must remember that England is a very small island which probably could not feed itself entirely, even if every inch of it were under cultivation. No arrangements for rationing had been made beforehand, and methods of storing food were nowhere near so efficient as they are now. Nor had the science of food values been studied at that time, as it has during the past twenty years. And meanwhile there was a period about the end of 1917 when the German submarines were sinking twenty or thirty British ships every week. As a result, butter almost ceased to exist in England for about a year, sugar and jam were rarities, and the bread, which in any case was not plentiful, was a dirty grey colour, having been adulterated with potato flour. Meat had to be rationed much more strictly than it is now, for even if you had a meal in a restaurant or a canteen you still had to give up meat coupons. Also, food was not distributed so skilfully as it is now, and one result was enormous queues of women outside the food shops, who sometimes had to wait there for hours before being served. My English friends have often told me that those long queues are one of their principal war memories. I cannot say that you never see food queues now, but at any rate you don’t see them very frequently.

This time much has been changed because the Government took the necessary step of rationing essential foodstuffs from the start, and because the submarine menace has been much more effectively dealt with. To realise the difference one has got to remember that in the last war the British navy had the French, Italian and Japanese navies to help it, and towards the end the American as well, whereas during more than a year of this war it had to operate alone, with the Italians as well as the Germans against it. There is no doubt that from the beginning the Germans placed great hopes on the chance of starving Britain into surrender. If you listen in to the German wireless you will hear every week enormous figures of the tonnage of British shipping supposed to have been sunk by German submarines. Some people, who have taken the trouble to keep a note of these figures from the beginning, have found that the Germans claim by now to have sunk far more shipping than Britain ever possessed. [And when Hitler’s deputy, Rudolf Hess, fled to England, he disclosed that Hitler’s main war-plan was to starve England out.] Even if the German submarines could not cause actual starvation in Britain, they might hope to sink so many ships that the import of war materials would have to stop, and all the available shipping would have to concentrate on carrying food. But nothing of the kind has happened. The flow of goods across the Atlantic—tanks and fighter planes, as well as wheat and beef—has never slackened, and during the last year the number of British ships sunk every month has decreased enormously. And this is in spite of the fact that German submarines can now operate from ports all the way from Norway to Spain, and not only from German and Belgian ports, as in the last war. The methods of detecting and destroying submarines have vastly improved, and with every German submarine that goes to the bottom, Germany’s2 difficulty of finding trained men for this dangerous work becomes harder. In addition, part of Britain’s food problem is being solved by the expansion of British agriculture. Two million extra acres were ploughed up during 1940, and another large area was ploughed up during 1941. The more food Britain can grow for herself, the less shipping she need use to import it. The extra labour for the land is being supplied partly by women volunteers, and partly by Italian prisoners. You can see from all this why our food situation in Britain—though I don’t want to pretend to you that it is perfect—is far better than what English people had to put up with during the last war, and far better than it is in Germany, even though Germany is systematically robbing all Europe in order to feed herself.




933. To Sirdar Iqbal ’Ali Shah

22 January 1942 PP/EB

Dear Mr. Shah,1

Many thanks for your letter of January 21st. With regard to the points you raise;

1. The time of our broadcasts is 4 p.m. B.S.T. Of course it is necessary to come some time beforehand in order to rehearse. I will let you know the exact time shortly before the broadcast.2

2. I am afraid I misled you about this. I now find that this ceremony3 is already being covered by the B.B.C. and we may be duplicating the fact if we have another talk on it.

3. I do not want to make any definite arrangement yet4 about reports on the House of Commons, I merely raised that idea in case that job should be vacant later, and in case you should be interested. But in the case of your arranging to do it, it would probably not entail attending the House every day, but only when some evidently important debate is about to take place. These talks are also broadcast at 4 p.m.

I am looking forward to seeing your script on Democracy.

Yours sincerely,

Eric Blair

Talks Assistant

Indian Section




934. To Sir Hari Singh Gour

23 January 1942 PP/EB

Dear Sir Hari Singh Gour,

I have been in touch with the Duty Officer of the B.B.C. with reference to your Pass to the House of Commons.1 It has been arranged that the Pass will be collected by Mr. Sarin on Monday afternoon, and he will send it to you by special messenger on that day. I understand that the House will be sitting on Tuesday, Wednesday and Thursday only, so that the Duty Officer will need to have the Pass back by Friday morning first thing, at the latest. I shall ask Mr. Sarin to telephone you to make arrangements about the return of your Pass.

Yours sincerely,

Eric Blair

Talks Assistant

Indian Section




935. Weekly News Review, 7

24 January 1942


The typescript for this broadcast is a fair copy, single-spaced, and bears no censors’ stamps. At the top of the first page is typed ‘As Broadcast.’ PasB gives the timing as 11 minutes and states, ‘read by Z. A. Bokhari.’



On the far Eastern Front the Japanese advance continues, but somewhat less rapidly than before, and there are signs that Allied air power in the Pacific is gradually growing stronger. Meanwhile the Japanese have made two moves in new directions. One is towards New Guinea, which is a possible jumping off place for an attack on Australia, and the other westwards from Thailand into Burma.

The second of these moves is much the more important. An attack on Australia might be very embarrassing for the Allied powers,1 but it is not likely to be decisive because Australia is much too large and too far from Japan, for the Japanese to be able to over run it in any period of time in which the war is likely to last. The other move, however, if it is not countered, may have far-reaching results, both on the war in China and on the war in the South Pacific.

The Japanese have already captured the town of Tavoy in the far south of Burma, and they are attacking at the border not far from Moulmein, which is about 100 miles from Rangoon. Rangoon is immensely important; if you look at the map you will see that almost all the communications, road, rail and waterways, in Burma, run north and south,—that is important, north and south—and that practically there is no route by which goods can travel to the interior of Burma without passing through the port of Rangoon. This means that the Burma Road, along which the Chinese armies draw their chief supplies of war material, depends for its usefulness on Rangoon’s remaining securely in Allied hands. Fortunately, it will be very difficult for the Japanese to launch a full scale attack in this area, for the reason already given, that natural communications all run from north to south and not east and west. It is doubtful whether tanks or heavy artillery can be brought directly from Thailand into the southern part of Burma, and the attacks the Japanese are now making seem to be carried out only by infantry and aeroplanes. It should be possible for British forces to hold them back, especially with the aid of the large number of Chinese reinforcements who are known to have arrived.

If we look further south, the situation is even more critical. It is doubtful whether a fortress as strong as Singapore can be taken by storm, but we have to face the possibility that it may be at least neutralised and rendered almost useless as a base for Allied shipping during a long period. All depends upon the speed with which the Allies can bring reinforcements, especially of fighter aeroplanes, across the immense distances that have to be travelled. But if we look at the Japanese successes, not on a scale of weeks or months, but on a scale of years, then the very fact of these successes gives good ground for hope. All of these successes are due to Japanese naval and air superiority in a given area. Now the combined naval power of the Allied powers, taking the world as a whole, is very much greater than that of the Axis powers, and their combined air power is already about equally great, and is rapidly forging ahead. Germany can still produce aeroplanes and submarines in very large numbers, but a country at the industrial level of Japan cannot compete in what is essentially a war of machines, with the manufacturing capacity of great modern states such as the U.S.A., Britain and the U.S.S.R. In the long run the factor that has been temporarily in Japan’s favour, superiority in numbers of ships and aeroplanes, will be reversed, even if it should take several years to do this.

In Russia, the Germans are still retreating and during this week the Russians won a great victory by the capture of Mojaisk, from which the Germans had once hoped to advance for the attack upon Moscow; Seeing that any hope of capturing Moscow this year had obviously been abandoned, the loss of Mojaisk is less important strategically than for its effects on prestige and morale. It is highly significant that up till yesterday the German propagandists had not dared to inform their own people of this disaster, and no doubt they are still searching for some way of presenting the news so that it may seem unimportant. This is very difficult because of the violence with which they had trumpeted the capture of Mojaisk when they took it themselves. The formula of the German military spokesman continues to be that they are not being driven back, but are merely shortening their line with a view to settling into winter quarters, but they have twice announced what their final winter line will be, and have twice been compelled to retreat to positions further back.

The way in which the world picture is gradually changing in favour of the Allies can be seen in the swing of opinion in countries which were recently neutral or in some cases even inclined to favour the Axis. The most important symptom of this has been the outcome of the Pan-American Conference at Rio de Janeiro, an outcome far more favourable to the Allies than would have been possible a year ago.

At this conference all the American republics have come to a substantial agreement and are almost unanimous in their readiness to break off relations with the Axis Powers. Some of the Central American Republics have already done this. Of the larger South American states, the only two which have shown any reluctance are Argentina and Chile. The two Latin American countries which count for most, Mexico and Brazil, have already ranged themselves with the United States.2

Parallel with these changes of opinion in South America, there exists almost certainly a widespread stirring of unrest in Europe. The iron censorship imposed by the Nazis makes it very difficult to know for certain what is happening in the conquered countries. But we have a valuable source of information in broadcasts and other propaganda of the Nazis themselves. Both from what they say and from what they do not say it can be inferred with practical certainty that Europe generally is disgusted with the so-called “New Order”. Hitler promised the peoples of Europe work, peace and food, and of these he has only been able to give them work in increasing quantities at lower and lower wages. We ought not to assume that the morale of the German people themselves will break down at any time in the near future. But so far as the rest of Europe goes, it is clear that the picture which German propagandists were lately building up of a united Europe all working as one great arsenal for the war against Russia and the Anglo-Saxon powers was simply a mirage.

In Libya the campaign has slowed down after the capture of Halfaya. It is still uncertain whether General Rommel is about to make a fresh attempt to recapture what he has lost,—he has certainly made one big-scale reconnaissance before which our light forces had to withdraw—or whether he is still trying to extricate his forces and retire to Tripoli, but even when events appear to be moving slowly and indecisively, we ought not to lose sight of the North African front, which ties up great quantities of trained men, shipping, and above all, aeroplanes, which the Germans might otherwise be able to use against our Allies in Russia.




936. To Hsiao Ch’ien

24 January 1942 PP/EB

Dear Mr. Hsiao Ch’ien,

Very many thanks for your second talk. I should be very glad to make use of both of these, which are exactly the kind of thing I wanted. I am not quite certain, however, when to fit them in to my programme and I think the best arrangement will be for you to record them. Do you think you could come here for the recording some day next week. The whole process, rehearsal and recording, will probably take about an hour and a half. The best days for me would be Tuesday, Wednesday or Thursday, but I cannot say in advance what time of day, because it is a question of getting the studio for the recording. Will you ring me up as soon as possible and tell me which day will suit you, and I will then fix things up as rapidly as possible.

Yours sincerely,

Eric Blair

Talks Assistant

Indian Section




937. To Hsiao Ch’ien

27 January 1942 PP/EB

Dear Mr. Hsiao Ch’ien,

I am sending you the typewritten copies of your two talks which you asked for.

I shall look forward to hearing from you soon.

Yours sincerely,

Eric Blair

Talks Assistant

Indian Section




938. To Cedric Dover

27 January 1942 PP/EB

Dear Dover,

Just to confirm that we agreed yesterday that you should write me two talks, about 1200 words each, on National Sovereignty, and (title to be fixed later) on the changes occurring in Britain owing to increased contacts with foreigners. If convenient to you, the following dates would fit in. Thursday February 19th for the first (National Sovereignty) and Wednesday February 25th for the second. I want the talks to reach me in each case a week beforehand—i.e. the 12th and 18th February. Can you manage this?

Don’t forget to send me a copy of your article for Reynolds’s.1

Yours

George Orwell.




939. To Sirdar Iqbal ’Ali Shah

27 January 1942 PP/EB

Dear Mr. Ali Shah,

Many thanks for your talk,1 which will do very nicely. The date is Thursday, February 5th. Can you arrange to meet me at 3 p.m. in the reception hall at Broadcasting House on that day. This will give us time to run through the talk a couple of times before the actual broadcast, which is at 4 p.m.

Yours sincerely,

Eric Blair

Talks Assistant

Indian Section




940. ‘The Meaning of Sabotage’

‘Through Eastern Eyes,’ 29 January 1942


The typescript has a few amendments in Orwell’s hand and at the head of the first page, also in his hand, is written, ‘As broadcast. 10 mins 10 secs.’ The talk was censored by R. C. Hardman and read by Balraj Sahni.



Some time back I gave a talk on the scorched earth policy which plays such an important part in this war. The1 subject of sabotage arises naturally out of this. Sabotage is the tactic of a conquered people, just as scorched earth is the tactic of an army in retreat. But one understands better how it works if one knows something about its origins.

Everyone has heard the word sabotage. It is one of those words that find their way into all languages, but not all of the people who use it know where it comes from. It is really a French word. In parts of Northern France and Flanders the people, at any rate the peasants and working people, wear heavy wooden shoes which are called sabots. Once, many years ago, some working men who had a grievance against their employer threw their sabots into a piece of machinery while it was running, and thus damaged it. This action was nicknamed sabotage, and from then onwards the word came to be used for any action deliberately intended to interfere with industry or destroy valuable property.

The Nazis are now ruling over the greater part of Europe, and one can hardly open a newspaper without reading that in France, or Belgium, or Yugoslavia, or wherever it may be, several more people have been shot for committing sabotage. Now, one did not read these reports, or at any rate one did not read them in such2 numbers, at the beginning of the German occupation. They are a growth of the last year, and they have increased in numbers since Hitler attacked Soviet Russia. The increase of sabotage, and, still more, the seriousness with which the Germans regard it, tell one something about the nature of Nazi rule.

If you listen to German or Japanese propaganda you notice that a great deal of it is taken up with the demand for living space, or “lebensraum” as the Germans call it. The argument is always the same. Germany and Japan are crowded over-populated countries, and they want empty territories which their populations can colonise. These empty territories in the case of Germany are western Russia and the Ukraine, and in the case of Japan they are Manchuria and Australia. If you disregard the propaganda put out by the Fascists, however, and study what they have actually done, you find it is quite a different story. It seems that what the Fascist nations actually want is not empty spaces, but territories already thickly populated. The Japanese did indeed seize part of Manchuria in 1931, but they have not made serious attempts to colonise it, and soon afterwards they followed this aggression up by attacking and over-running the most thickly populated parts of China. At this moment, again, they are attacking and trying to over-run the very thickly populated islands of the Dutch East Indies. The Germans, similarly, have over-run and are holding in subjection the most thickly populated and highly industrialised parts of Europe.

In the sense in which the early settlers colonised America and Australia, it would be quite impossible for the Germans to colonise Belgium and Holland, or for the Japanese to colonise the valley of the Yang-tze-Kiang. There are far too many people there already. But of course, the Fascists have no wish to colonise in that sense. The cry for living-room is only a bluff. What they want. is not land but slaves. They want control of large subject populations whom they can force to work for them at very low wages. The German picture of Europe is of two hundred million people all working from morning to night and turning over the products of their work to Germany, and getting in return just as much as will keep them from dying of starvation. The Japanese picture of Asia is similar. To some extent the German aims have already been achieved. But it is just here that the importance of sabotage comes in.

When those Belgium workmen flung their wooden sabots into the machinery, they showed their understanding of something that is not always recognised—the immense power and importance of the ordinary working man. The whole of society rests finally on the manual worker, who always has it in his power to throw it out of gear. It is no use for the Germans to hold the European peoples in subjection unless they can trust them to work. Only a few days of unchecked sabotage, and the whole German war machine would be at a standstill. A few blows from a sledge hammer, in the right place, can stop a power station working. One tug at the wrong signal lever can wreck a train. Quite a small charge of explosive can sink a ship. One box of matches, or one match, can destroy hundreds of tons of cattle fodder. Now, there is no doubt that acts of this kind are being carried out all over Europe, and in greater and greater numbers. The constant executions for sabotage, which the Germans themselves announce, show this clearly. All over Europe, from Norway to Greece, there are brave men who have grasped the nature of the German rule and are willing to risk their lives to overthrow it. To some extent this has been going on ever since Hitler came to power. During the Spanish civil war, for instance, it sometimes happened that a shell landed in the Republican lines and failed to explode, and when it was opened, sand or sawdust was found inside it instead of the explosive charge. Some worker in the German or Italian arms factories had risked his life so that at least one shell should not kill his comrades.

But you cannot expect whole populations to risk their lives in this way, especially when they are being watched by the most efficient secret police in the world. The whole European working class, especially in the key industries, lives constantly under the eye of the Gestapo. Here, however, there comes in something which it is almost impossible for the Germans to prevent, and that is what is called passive sabotage. Even if you cannot or dare not wreck the machines, you can at least slow it down and prevent it from working smoothly. This is done by working as slowly and inefficiently as possible, by deliberately wasting time, by shamming illness, and by being as wasteful as possible with material. It is very difficult even for the Gestapo to fix responsibility for this kind of thing, and the effect is a constant friction which holds up the output of materials of war.

This brings out an essential fact: that anyone who consumes more material than he produces is in effect sabotaging the war machine. The worker who deliberately dawdles over his work is not only wasting his own time but other peoples’ as well. For he has got to be watched and driven, which means that other potential workers have to be taken away from productive employment. One of the chief features, one3 might say the distinctive feature, of Fascist rule, is the enormous number of police that it employs. All over Europe, in Germany and in the occupied countries, there are huge armies of police, SS-men, ordinary uniformed police, plain-clothed police and spies and provocateurs of all kinds. They are extremely efficient, and so long as Germany is not defeated in the field they can probably prevent any open revolt, but they represent an enormous diversion of labour, and their mere existence shows the nature of the Germans’ difficulties. At this moment, for instance, the Germans profess to be leading a European crusade against Soviet Russia. Yet they dare not raise large armies from the conquered European countries, because they could never trust them not to go over to the enemy. The entire number of the so-called allies of Germany, now fighting in Russia, is pitifully small. In the same way, they cannot really turn over the big business of armaments production to European countries outside Germany, because they are aware that the danger of sabotage exists everywhere. And even the danger can achieve a great deal. Every time a piece of machinery is wrecked or an ammunition dump mysteriously catches fire, precautions have to be redoubled lest the same thing should happen elsewhere. More investigations, more police, more spies are needed, and more people have to be diverted from productive work. If the Germans could really bring about the object they set themselves at the beginning—two hundred and fifty million Europeans, all united and working at full speed—it might perhaps be possible for them to outbuild Great Britain, the United States and Soviet Russia in munitions of war. But they cannot do so, because they cannot trust the conquered peoples and the danger of sabotage confronts them at every turn. When Hitler finally falls, the European workers who idled, shammed sickness, wasted material and damaged machinery in the factories, will have played an important part in his destruction.




941. To Sirdar Iqbal ’Ali Shah

29 January 1942 PP/EB

Dear Mr. Ali Shah,

The Turkish Ambassador is opening a Turkish Halkevi (I understand that “Halkevi” means “People’s House” and is a kind of social and cultural centre) at 14, Fitzhardinge Street, W. 1., at 3 p.m. on Thursday February 19th. We want someone to cover the ceremony for the BBC and do a ten minutes’ talk on it in English. Would you care to undertake this for us. It might not be possible—in fact it would not—to broadcast the talk on the same day as the ceremony, and I appreciate that it is asking rather a lot to drag up to London twice for this purpose. The BBC would pay your travelling expenses, however. Could you be kind enough to let me know as soon as possible whether you would care to do this?

Yours sincerely,

Eric Blair

Talks Assistant

Indian Section




942. BBC Talks Booking Form, 30.1.42


Mulk Raj Anand: ‘Through Eastern Eyes,’ ‘These Names Will Live,’ 1. H. G. Wells; 2. Bernard Shaw; two 12-minute talks; broadcast 10 and 24.2.42; fee £7.7s each talk. Signed: N. H. Parratt.






943. BBC Talks Booking Form, 30. 1.42?1


Hsiao Chi’en: ‘Through Eastern Eyes,’ ‘What It Means to Me,’ 4,2 Japan and the New Order; recorded 10.2.42; broadcast 26.2.42; fee ‘usual’ £10.10s. Signed: N. H. Parratt.






944. BBC Talks Booking Form, 30.1.42


Sir Hari Singh Gour: ‘Through Eastern Eyes,’ ‘The Debate Continues,’ 12-minute talk on weekly proceedings in the House of Commons; broadcast 2.2.42; fee £7.7s. Signed: N. H. Parratt.1






945. BBC Talks Booking Form, 3o. 1.42


Sirdar Iqbal ‘Ali Shah: ‘Through Eastern Eyes,’ ‘What It Means to Me,’ 1, Democracy, 12-minute talk; broadcast 5.2.42; fee £7.7s. Signed: N. H. Parratt. ‘Remarks: It is most important that this speaker should be written to as DEAR SIRDAR. On envelope no Esq., Sirdar is a title. He is particular about this.’






946. Newsletter, 8

31 January 1942


All the excisions to this broadcast may be attributed to the censor, but only one is certainly his work. He was A. F. N. Thavenot, listed as ‘Assistant (Thai)’ in Issue 2 of the BBC Staff List dated 21.8.43 (in which the name E. A. Blair appears as a talks producer). Against the first cut he has written in the margin, ‘I do not think it is advisable to say this.’ His other comment is that regarding ‘vote,’ see n. 2. The script is marked ‘As B’cast’ and ‘Copied in G[eneral] O[fffice].’ PasB has ‘Weekly News Review read by Z. A. Bokhari’ and gives the timing as 10' 50".



In the far East the war situation is still serious for the Allies, but there are certain changes in the situation which indicate that British and American reinforcements are reaching the scene of battle. The most important event has been the very heavy losses inflicted on a convoy of Japanese ships in the Straits of Macassar, between Borneo and Celebes. At least ten ships full of Japanese troops have been sunk, and a number of Japanese warships either sunk or damaged.1 This has been possible because, apart from the powerful Dutch forces on the spot, American ships and aeroplanes have already been able to reach the Dutch East Indies. At present it is still impossible to prevent the Japanese from making landings, but the fate of this convoy points to the difficulties which they will experience in the future. Wherever they have made a landing they have got to supply their troops with arms and usually with food, which have to travel in ships across thousands of miles of sea, with aeroplanes and submarines waiting to attack them. Even now, with all the initial advantages on their side, the Japanese have been losing ships since the outbreak of war at the rate of one a day, and their supply of shipping is very far from inexhaustible.

Simultaneously, in their attacks on Rangoon, the Japanese have lost very heavily in aeroplanes. But further south, in Malaya, they have continued to advance, and it is probable that the British and Indian troops on the mainland of Malaya will have to fall back on the island of Singapore. [If they do so they will blow up the causeway that connects the island with the mainland.] Singapore is a powerful fortress with very heavy guns, with several airfields, and with a population of 600,000, largely composed of Chinese, from which it has been possible to raise a strong defence force to aid the regular forces. [It is unlikely that it can be taken by storm and] It remains to be seen whether the Japanese will risk the enormous losses that are bound to result from any direct attack.

On the Russian front the Russian armies have advanced so deeply into the German lines that they are now threatening both Kharkov, the great industrial city in Southern Russia, and Smolensk, on the road to Poland. Smolensk was, till recently, the headquarters of the German High Command, which has now had to remove itself a hundred miles further back. Perhaps the most significant thing about the Russian campaign is the fact that the Germans barely mention it in their radio announcements. They have still not told their home public about the fall of Mojaisk. To foreign audiences, realising that a piece of news of this kind could not be kept secret outside Germany, they admitted that Mojaisk had fallen, but declared that it was a town of no importance, though they had said just the contrary when they occupied it themselves. People who feel confident about the future do not falsify news in this fashion. [The successes which the Red Army is now having ought not to give us the idea that German resistance is broken. On the contrary, they will certainly stage another big offensive in the spring. But meanwhile they are losing heavily in men and material, and until the end of February, or much later in northern Russia, the snow and ice will be powerful allies on the side of the Russians, who are better equipped for winter warfare. Premier Stalin declared recently that he expected to have destroyed the German armies by the end of 1942, and it is worth remembering that Stalin is not a man who makes boasts lightly.]

In North Africa the battle is still swaying to and fro. After a campaign of two months the Germans are back in Benghazi, which has now changed hands four times. We do not know yet whether the Germans will be able to continue their advance. Probably this will depend upon the amount of material, especially heavy tanks, that they have been able to get across the sea from Italy. But even if they should be able to drive their way back to the position they occupied in November, close to the Egyptian frontier, the balance of advantage will be with the British, for the Germans and Italians have lost heavily in men and in materials of war. [The German army in North Africa was placed there as part of a double-flanking movement intended to converge on the oil wells of Baku and of Irak and Iran. The northern attack was to move into the Crimea and the Caucasus, and the southern was to move through Egypt and Palestine. Both moves have so far failed. The Germans have been unable to get beyond the Crimea, or even to establish their position in the Crimea itself, for the great Russian fortress of Sebastopol withstands all attacks. As to the southern flank, the Germans have failed to set foot on Egyptian soil, and indeed are a long way from it at this moment. This is not to deny that the North African campaign has been disappointing to the Allies. It would make a great deal of difference, militarily and politically, if the British could reach Tripoli and thus dominate the central Mediterranean. For as long as the two essential fronts, in the Caucasus and in Egypt, hold firm, the oil which the Germans covet and which they are in ever growing need of, is out of their reach.]

Far-reaching political changes are taking place in Britain and a number of other countries as a result of the new turn that the war took when the Japanese launched their attack. One can see the main happenings in better perspective if one starts by simply listing them. After this the connection between events which at first sight may not seem to have anything to do with one another, becomes clear.

In the first place, American troops have landed in the British Isles. In the second place, a war council which will cover the whole Pacific area is to be set up, probably with headquarters in Washington. Thirdly, it has been arranged that Australia and New Zealand are to have direct representation in the War Cabinet in London. Fourthly, all but two of the Latin-American republics have severed diplomatic relations with the Axis powers. Finally, after a debate on the conduct of the war which lasted for three days, Mr Churchill, the British Prime Minister, has asked the House of Commons for a vote of confidence and has been given it with only one dissentient vote.2

When taken together, these events, happening in widely separated parts of the earth, all have the same meaning. They mean that the various countries menaced by Axis aggression are coming into closer and closer agreement, both military and political. The United States, Britain and the Dominions are now pooling their troops, their resources and their naval bases, almost as though they were a single nation acting under a common ruler. At the same time, the co-operation of the Anglo-Saxon powers with Soviet Russia and China becomes closer and more friendly. Chinese troops are standing side by side to the British in Burma. Just as British tanks and aeroplanes are fighting on the Russian front. In spite of the danger in the Pacific, the American Government has already declared that it looks on Hitler as the principal enemy, and the sending of American troops to Britain, to play a part in the western theatre of war, is a concrete sign of this. The resolution which eighteen American republics have signed in Rio de Janeiro is of great importance. It is of the highest importance that Brazil, the biggest and most populous country of South America, has ranged itself against the Axis. [Brazil is within flying range of West Africa and for at least fifty years the Germans have had designs on it.3 The Japanese have similar designs on several South American countries. Now that the whole American continent is forming itself into a common front against the aggressor, these designs— which were to have been carried out in the first place by fifth columns, aided in some cases by local Fascist parties—will be much easier to frustrate.] Simultaneously the Russian radio has issued a significant warning, to the Japanese. In 1938 the Japanese attempted an attack on Vladivostock, and got a lesson which they may forget under the influence of successes elsewhere. The Russians have warned them not to make the same mistake as the Germans— who also imagined that the Red Army was no good – and, in the words of the Russian proverb—“not to sell the bearskin before you have caught the bear”.

Finally, one event has happened this week which is not strictly an act of war, but which should be mentioned. The British Government has arranged to relax the blockade and send 8,000 tons of wheat to Greece. They have done this for the quite simple reason that Greece is starving. This is the result of German and Italian rule. The German and Italian Fascists have simply plundered the country for their own benefit, with utter disregard for its Greek inhabitants. The wheat will be sent to Greece through the International Red Cross. There is no guarantee that the Germans will not seize it when it gets there, as they have seized similar supplies sent to France, but the British Government prefers to take this risk, and to send the wheat, rather than stand by and watch a whole innocent population starve. The contrast between the Fascist powers that steal food, and the anti-Fascist powers who bring it to starving people, will not go unnoticed in conquered Europe.




947. To Lady Grigg

31 January 1942 PP

Dear Lady Grigg,1

Miss Blackburn2 has been away for a few days with a slight touch of ’flu, but we hope she will be back on Monday.

In the meantime, I am sending you a new pass for the month of February.

I have spoken to the Contracts Department about Lady Woolley and Mrs. de Groot, and they promised to deal with both matters immediately.

Mr. Bokhari has asked me to send you a copy of the letter which he wrote to Miss Royde Smith.

Yours sincerely,

Secretary to Mr. Blair




948. ‘Rudyard Kipling’

Horizon, February 1942


This essay took as its starting point the publication of A Choice of Kipling’s Verse, made and introduced by T. S. Eliot (December 1941). After its publication in Horizon, it was included in Secker & Warburg’s Critical Essays (14 February 1946) and, in the United States, Reynal & Hitchcock’s Dickens, Dali & Others (29 April 1946). The body of the text is virtually unchanged in these three versions, but Orwell added two footnotes in 1945 and amended a copy of the U.S. edition in three places (and also at one point in the essay ‘Raffles and Miss Blandish’). This copy was given by Sonia Orwell to Cyril Connolly about 1961, after he had discovered it in the loft of her flat in Charlotte Street, London. It was given by Deirdre Connolly to A. R. A. Hobson, through whose kindness it has been possible to emend this edition.

The text reproduced here is that of Critical Essays, second impression, May 1946, with Orwell’s emendations, and amended as indicated in the notes below. There were changes in house-styling in 1945 (mainly in hyphenation and punctuation, double for single quotation marks, and roman for italic type for titles of poems). Typographic similarities show that the text in Dickens, Dali & Others was set from that in Critical Essays. Its text has one or two variants: one is clearly an aural error (‘term’ for ‘turn’); the U.S. publisher is given for Edmund Wilson’s book in the first of Orwell’s added notes and the text is slightly cut (see n. 21); and there is a variant in recording Murry’s use of Kipling in Orwell’s footnote (see n. 26).

Orwell here, as elsewhere, does not always quote exactly. He doubtless relied on memory, having a good knowledge of what he was quoting. These errors are treated in two ways. The original is corrected if the error does not seem significant, however slightly, to Orwell’s argument or to the impression the words might have made upon him. Thus ‘Hosts’ is given its initial capital, as in Kipling (see n. 2). If the form Orwell uses might have been important to him, it is left uncorrected; the proper reading is in the notes. Thus, Orwell substitutes ‘thee’ for ‘you’ in his quotation from W. E. Henley (see n. 14) and has ‘What do they know of England’ for ‘What should they know of England’ (see n. 24).

The sources and page references of Kipling’s poems quoted by Orwell are from Rudyard Kipling’s Verse: Definitive Edition (1940; abbreviated to RKV). Dates of poems are provided where given in RKV. Reference is also made to Kipling’s posthumous autobiography, Something of Myself (1937), and to Charles Carrington’s Rudyard Kipling: His Life and Work (1955; Penguin, 1970, to which edition reference is made as ‘Carrington’).



It was a pity that Mr. Eliot should be so much on the defensive in the long essay with which he prefaces this selection of Kipling’s poetry, but it was not to be avoided, because before one can even speak about Kipling one has to clear away a legend that has been created by two sets of people who have not read his works. Kipling is in the peculiar position of having been a by-word for fifty years. During five literary generations every enlightened person has despised him, and at the end of that time nine-tenths of those enlightened persons are forgotten and Kipling is in some sense still there. Mr. Eliot never satisfactorily explains this fact, because in answering the shallow and familiar charge that Kipling is a “Fascist”, he falls into the opposite error of defending him where he is not defensible. It is no use pretending that Kipling’s view of life, as a whole, can be accepted or even forgiven by any civilised person. It is no use claiming, for instance, that when Kipling describes a British soldier beating a “nigger” with a cleaning rod in order to get money out of him, he is acting merely as a reporter and does not necessarily approve what he describes. There is not the slightest sign anywhere in Kipling’s work that he disapproves of that kind of conduct—on the contrary, there is a definite strain of sadism in him, over and above the brutality which a writer of that type has to have. Kipling is a jingo imperialist, he is morally insensitive and æsthetically disgusting. It is better to start by admitting that, and then to try to find out why it is that he survives while the refined people who have sniggered at him seem to wear so badly.

And yet the “Fascist” charge has to be answered, because the first clue to any understanding of Kipling, morally or politically, is the fact that he was not a Fascist. He was further from being one than the most humane or the most “progressive” person is able to be nowadays. An interesting instance of the way in which quotations are parroted to and fro without any attempt to look up their context or discover their meaning is the line from “Recessional”, “Lesser breeds without the Law”.1 This line is always good for a snigger in pansy-left circles. It is assumed as a matter of course that the “lesser breeds” are “natives”, and a mental picture is called up of some pukka sahib in a pith helmet kicking a coolie. In its context the sense of the line is almost the exact opposite of this. The phrase “lesser breeds” refers almost certainly to the Germans, and especially the pan-German writers, who are “without the Law” in the sense of being lawless, not in the sense of being powerless. The whole poem, conventionally thought of as an orgy of boasting, is a denunciation of power politics, British as well as German. Two stanzas are worth quoting (I am quoting this as politics, not as poetry):

“If, drunk with sight of power, we loose

Wild tongues that have not Thee in awe,

Such boastings as the Gentiles use,

Or lesser breeds without the Law—

Lord God of Hosts,2 be with us yet,

Lest we forget—lest we forget!

“For heathen heart that puts her trust

In reeking tube and iron shard,

All valiant dust that builds on dust,

And guarding, calls not Thee to guard,

For frantic boast and foolish word—

Thy mercy on Thy People, Lord!”

Much of Kipling’s phraseology is taken from the Bible, and no doubt in the second stanza he had in mind the text from Psalm cxxvii.: “Except the Lord build the house, they labour in vain that build it; except the Lord keep the city, the watchman waketh but in vain.” It is not a text that makes much impression on the post-Hitler mind. No one, in our time, believes in any sanction greater than military power; no one believes that it is possible to overcome force except by greater force. There is no “law”, there is only power. I am not saying that that is a true belief, merely that it is the belief which all modern men do actually hold. Those who pretend otherwise are either intellectual cowards, or power-worshippers under a thin disguise, or have simply not caught up with the age they are living in. Kipling’s outlook is pre-Fascist. He still believes that pride comes before a fall and that the gods punish hubris. He does not foresee the tank, the bombing plane, the radio and the secret police, or their psychological results.

But in saying this, does not one unsay what I said above about Kipling’s jingoism and brutality? No, one is merely saying that the nineteenth-century imperialist outlook and the modern gangster outlook are two different things. Kipling belongs very definitely to the period 1885–1902. The Great War and its aftermath embittered him, but he shows little sign of having learned anything from any event later than the Boer War. He was the prophet of British Imperialism in its expansionist phase (even more than his poems, his solitary novel, The Light that Failed,3 gives you the atmosphere of that time) and also the unofficial historian of the British Army, the old mercenary army which began to change its shape in 1914. All his confidence, his bouncing vulgar vitality, sprang out of limitations which no Fascist or near-Fascist shares.

Kipling spent the later part of his life in sulking, and no doubt it was political disappointment rather than literary vanity that accounted for this. Somehow history had not gone according to plan. After the greatest victory she had ever known, Britain was a lesser world power than before, and Kipling was quite acute enough to see this. The virtue had gone out of the classes he idealised, the young were hedonistic or disaffected, the desire to paint the map red had evaporated. He could not understand what was happening, because he had never had any grasp of the economic forces underlying imperial expansion. It is notable that Kipling does not seem to realise, any more than the average soldier or colonial administrator, that an empire is primarily a money-making concern. Imperialism as he sees it is a sort of forcible evangelising. You turn a Gatling gun4 on a mob of unarmed “natives”, and then you establish, “the Law”, which includes roads, railways and a court-house. He could not foresee, therefore, that the same motives which brought the Empire into existence would end by destroying it. It was the same motive, for example, that caused the Malayan jungles to be cleared for rubber estates, and which now causes those estates to be handed over intact to the Japanese.5 The modern totalitarian know what they are doing, and the nineteenth-century English did not know what they were doing. Both attitudes have their advantages, but Kipling was never able to move forward from one into the other. His outlook, allowing for the fact that after all he was an artist, was that of the salaried bureaucrat who despises the “box-wallah”6 and often lives a lifetime without realising that the “box-wallah” calls the tune.

But because he identifies himself with the official class, he does possess one thing which “enlightened” people seldom or never possess, and that is a sense of responsibility. The middle-class Left hate him for this quite as much as for his cruelty and vulgarity. All left-wing parties in the highly industrialised countries are at bottom a sham, because they make it their business to fight against something which they do not really wish to destroy. They have internationalist aims, and at the same time they struggle to keep up a standard of life with which those aims are incompatible. We all live by robbing Asiatic coolies, and those of us who are “enlightened” all maintain that those coolies ought to be set free; but our standard of living, and hence our “enlightenment”, demands that the robbery shall continue. A humanitarian is always a hypocrite, and Kipling’s understanding of this is perhaps the central secret of his power to create telling phrases. It would be difficult to hit off the one-eyed pacifism of the English in fewer words than in the phrase, “making mock of uniforms that guard you while you sleep”.7 It is true that Kipling does not understand the economic aspect of the relationship between the highbrow and the blimp. He does not see that the map is painted red chiefly in order that the coolie may be exploited. Instead of the coolie he sees the Indian Civil Servant; but even on that plane his grasp of function, of who protects whom, is very sound. He sees clearly that men can only be highly civilised while other men, inevitably less civilised, are there to guard and feed them.

How far does Kipling really identify himself with the administrators, soldiers and engineers whose praises he sings? Not so completely as is sometimes assumed. He had travelled very widely while he was still a young man, he had grown up with a brilliant mind in mainly philistine surroundings, and some streak in him that may have been partly neurotic led him to prefer the active man to the sensitive man. The nineteenth-century Anglo-Indians, to name the least sympathetic of his idols, were at any rate people who did things. It may be that all that they did was evil, but they changed the face of the earth (it is instructive to look at a map of Asia and compare the railway system of India with that of the surrounding countries), whereas they could have achieved nothing, could not have maintained themselves in power for a single week, if the normal Anglo-Indian outlook had been that of, say, E. M. Forster. Tawdry and shallow though it is, Kipling’s is the only literary picture that we possess of nineteenth-century Anglo-India, and he could only make it because he was just coarse enough to be able to exist and keep his mouth shut in clubs and regimental messes. But he did not greatly resemble the people he admired. I know from several private sources that many of the Anglo-Indians who were Kipling’s contemporaries did not like or approve of him. They said, no doubt truly, that he knew nothing about India, and on the other hand, he was from their point of view too much of a highbrow. While in India he tended to mix with “the wrong” people, and because of his dark complexion he was wrongly suspected of having a streak of Asiatic blood. Much in his development is traceable to his having been born in India and having left school early. With a slightly different background he might have been a good novelist or a superlative writer of music-hall songs. But how true is it that he was a vulgar flag-waver, a sort of publicity agent for Cecil Rhodes? It is true, but it is not true that he was a yes-man or a time-server. After his early days, if then, he never courted public opinion. Mr. Eliot says that what is held against him is that he expressed unpopular views in a popular style. This narrows the issue by assuming that “unpopular” means unpopular with the intelligentsia, but it is a fact that Kipling’s “message” was one that the big public did not want, and, indeed, has never accepted. The mass of the people, in the ’nineties as now, were anti-militarist, bored by the Empire, and only unconsciously patriotic. Kipling’s official admirers are and were the “service” middle class, the people who read Blackwood’s. In the stupid early years of this century, the blimps, having at last discovered someone who could be called a poet and who was on their side, set Kipling on a pedestal, and some of his more sententious poems, such as “If”, were given almost Biblical status. But it is doubtful whether the blimps have ever read him with attention, any more than they have read the Bible. Much of what he says they could not possibly approve. Few people who have criticised England from the inside have said bitterer things about her than this gutter patriot. As a rule it is the British working class that he is attacking, but not always. That phrase about “the flannelled fools at the wicket or the muddied oafs at the goals”8 sticks like an arrow to this day, and it is aimed at the Eton and Harrow match as well as the Cup-Tie Final. Some of the verses he wrote about the Boer War have a curiously modern ring, so far as their subject-matter goes. “Stellenbosch”,9 which must have been written about 1902, sums up what every intelligent infantry officer was saying in 1918, or is saying now, for that matter.

Kipling’s romantic ideas about England and the Empire might not have mattered if he could have held them without having the class-prejudices which at that time went with them. If one examines his best and most representative work, his soldier poems, especially Barrack-Room Ballads, one notices that what more than anything else spoils them is an underlying air of patronage. Kipling idealises the army officer, especially the junior officer, and that to an idiotic extent, but the private soldier, though lovable and romantic, has to be a comic. He is always made to speak in a sort of stylised Cockney, not very broad but with all the aitches and final “g’s” carefully omitted. Very often the result is as embarrassing as the humorous recitation at a church social. And this accounts for the curious fact that one can often improve Kipling’s poems, make them less facetious and less blatant, by simply going through them and translating10 them from Cockney into standard speech. This is especially true of his refrains, which often have a truly lyrical quality. Two examples will do (one is about a funeral and the other about a wedding):

“So it’s knock out your pipes and follow me!

And it’s finish up your swipes and follow me!

Oh, hark to the big drum calling,

Follow me—follow me home!”11

and again:

“Cheer for the Sergeant’s wedding—

Give them one cheer more!

Grey gun-horses in the lando,

And a rogue is married to a whore!”12

Here I have restored the aitches, etc. Kipling ought to have known better. He ought to have seen that the two closing lines of the first of these stanzas are very beautiful lines, and that ought to have overriden his impulse to make fun of a working-man’s accent. In the ancient ballads the lord and the peasant speak the same language. This is impossible to Kipling, who is looking down a distorting class-perspective, and by a piece of poetic justice one of his best lines is spoiled—for “follow me ’ome” is much uglier than “follow me home”. But even where it makes no difference musically the facetiousness of his stage Cockney dialect is irritating. However, he is more often quoted aloud than read on the printed page, and most people instinctively make the necessary alterations when they quote him.

Can one imagine any private soldier, in the ’nineties or now, reading Barrack-Room Ballads and feeling that here was a writer who spoke for him? It is very hard to do so.13 Any soldier capable of reading a book of verse would notice at once that Kipling is almost unconscious of the class war that goes on in an army as much as elsewhere. It is not only that he thinks the soldier comic, but that he thinks him patriotic, feudal, a ready admirer of his officers and proud to be a soldier of the Queen. Of course that is partly true, or battles could not be fought, but “What have I done for thee, England, my England?” is essentially a middle-class query.14 Almost any working man would follow it up immediately with “What has England done for me?” In so far as Kipling grasps this, he simply sets it down to “the intense selfishness of the lower classes” (his own phrase).15 When he is writing not of British but of “loyal” Indians he carries the “Salaam, sahib” motif to sometimes disgusting lengths. Yet it remains true that he has far more interest in the common soldier, far more anxiety that he shall get a fair deal, than most of the “liberals” of his day or our own. He sees that the soldier is neglected, meanly underpaid and hypocritically despised by the people whose incomes he safeguards. “I came to realise”, he says in his posthumous memoirs, “the bare horrors of the private’s life, and the unnecessary torments he endured.”16 He is accused of glorifying war, and perhaps he does so, but not in the usual manner, by pretending that war is a sort of football match. Like most people capable of writing battle poetry, Kipling had never been in battle,17 but his vision of war is realistic. He knows that bullets hurt, that under fire everyone is terrified, that the ordinary soldier never knows what the war is about or what is happening except in his own corner of the battlefield, and that British troops, like other troops, frequently run away:

“I ’eard the knives be’ind me, but I dursn’t face my man,

Nor I don’t know where I went to, ‘cause I didn’t stop to see,

Till I ’eard a beggar squealin’ out for quarter as ’e ran,

An’ I thought I knew the voice an’—it was me!’18

Modernize the style of this, and it might have come out of one of the debunking war books of the nineteen-twenties. Or again:

“An’ now the hugly bullets come peckin’ through the dust,

An’ no one wants to face ’em, but every beggar must;

So, like a man in irons, which isn’t glad to go,

They moves ’em off by companies uncommon stiff an’ slow.’19

Compare this with:

“Forward the Light Brigade!

Was there a man dismayed?

No! though the soldier knew

Someone had blundered.”20

If anything, Kipling overdoes the horrors, for the wars of his youth were hardly wars at all by our standards. Perhaps that is due to the neurotic strain in him, the hunger for cruelty. But at least he knows that men ordered to attack impossible objectives are dismayed, and also that fourpence a day is not a generous pension.

How complete or truthful a picture has Kipling left us of the long-service, mercenary army of the late nineteenth century? One must say of this, as of what Kipling wrote about nineteenth-century Anglo-India, that it is not only the best but almost the only literary picture we have. He has put on record an immense amount of stuff that one could otherwise only gather from verbal tradition or from unreadable regimental histories. Perhaps his picture of army life seems fuller and more accurate than it is because any middle-class English person is likely to know enough to fill up the gaps. At any rate, reading the essay on Kipling that Mr. Edmund Wilson has just published or is just about to publish,21 I was struck by the number of things that are boringly familiar to us and seem to be barely intelligible to an American. But from the body of Kipling’s early work there does seem to emerge a vivid and not seriously misleading picture of the old pre-machine-gun army—the sweltering barracks in Gibraltar or Lucknow, the red coats, the pipeclayed belts and the pillbox hats, the beer, the fights, the floggings, hangings and crucifixions, the bugle-calls, the smell of oats and horse-piss, the bellowing sergeants with foot-long moustaches, the bloody skirmishes, invariably mismanaged, the crowded troopships, the cholera-stricken camps, the “native” concubines, the ultimate death in the workhouse. It is a crude, vulgar picture, in which a patriotic music-hall turn22 seems to have got mixed up with one of Zola’s gorier passages, but from it future generations will be able to gather some idea of what a long-term volunteer army was like. On about the same level they will be able to learn something of British India in the days when motorcars and refrigerators were unheard of. It is an error to imagine that we might have had better books on these subjects if, for example, George Moore, or Gissing, or Thomas Hardy, had had Kipling’s opportunities. That is the kind of accident that cannot happen. It was not possible that nineteenth-century England should produce a book like War and Peace, or like Tolstoy’s minor stories of army life, such as Sebastopol or The Cossacks, not because the talent was necessarily lacking but because no one with sufficient sensitiveness to write such books would ever have made the appropriate contacts. Tolstoy lived in a great military empire in which it seemed natural for almost any young man of family to spend a few years in the army, whereas the British Empire was and still is demilitarised to a degree which continental observers find almost incredible. Civilised men do not readily move away from the centres of civilisation, and in most languages there is a great dearth of what one might call colonial literature. It took a very improbable combination of circumstances to produce Kipling’s gaudy tableau, in which Private Ortheris and Mrs. Hauksbee pose against a background of palm trees to the sound of temple bells, and one necessary circumstance was that Kipling himself was only half civilised.

Kipling is the only English writer of our time who has added phrases to the language. The phrases and neologisms which we take over and use without remembering their origin do not always come from writers we admire. It is strange, for instance, to hear the Nazi broadcasters referring to the Russian soldiers as “robots”, thus unconsciously borrowing a word from a Czech democrat whom they would have killed if they could have laid hands on him.23 Here are half a dozen phrases coined by Kipling which one sees quoted in leaderettes in the gutter press or overhears in saloon bars from people who have barely heard his name. It will be seen that they all have a certain characteristic in common:

“East is East, and West is West.

The white man’s burden.

What do they know of England who only England know?

The female of the species is more deadly than the male.

Somewhere East of Suez.

Paying the Dane-geld.”24

There are various others, including some that have outlived their context by many years. The phrase “killing Kruger with your mouth”,25 for instance, was current till very recently. It is also possible that it was Kipling who first let loose the use of the word “Huns” for Germans;26 at any rate he began using it as soon as the guns opened fire in 1914. But what the phrases I have listed above have in common is that they are all of them phrases which one utters semi–derisively (as it might be “For I’m to be Queen o’ the May, mother, I’m to be Queen o’ the May”27), but which one is bound to make use of sooner or later. Nothing could exceed the contempt of the New Statesman, for instance, for Kipling, but how many times during the Munich period did the New Statesman find itself quoting that phrase about paying the Dane-geld? The fact is that Kipling, apart from his snack-bar wisdom and his gift for packing much cheap picturesqueness into a few words (“Palm and Pine”—“East of Suez”—“The Road to Mandalay”), is generally talking about things that are of urgent interest. It does not matter, from this point of view, that thinking and decent people generally find themselves on the other side of the fence from him. “White man’s burden” instantly conjures up a real problem, even if one feels that it ought to be altered to “black man’s burden.” One may disagree to the middle of one’s bones with the political attitude implied in “The Islanders”,28 but one cannot say that it is a frivolous attitude. Kipling deals in thoughts which are both vulgar and permanent. This raises the question of his special status as a poet, or verse-writer.

Mr. Eliot describes Kipling’s metrical work as “verse” and not “poetry”, but adds that it is “great verse”, and further qualifies this by saying that a writer can only be described as a “great verse-writer” if there is some of his work “of which we cannot say whether it is verse or poetry”. Apparently Kipling was a versifier who occasionally wrote poems, in which case it was a pity that Mr. Eliot did not specify these poems by name. The trouble is that whenever an æsthetic judgment on Kipling’s work seems to be called for, Mr. Eliot is too much on the defensive to be able to speak plainly. What he does not say, and what I think one ought to start by saying in any discussion of Kipling, is that most of Kipling’s verse is so horribly vulgar that it gives one the same sensation as one gets from watching a third-rate music-hall performer recite “The Pigtail of Wu Fang Fu” with the purple limelight on his face, and yet there is much of it that is capable of giving pleasure to people who know what poetry means. At his worst, and also his most vital, in poems like “Gunga Din” or “Danny Deever”,29 Kipling is almost a shameful pleasure, like the taste for cheap sweets that some people secretly carry into middle life. But even with his best passages one has the same sense of being seduced by something spurious, and yet unquestionably seduced. Unless one is merely a snob and a liar it is impossible to say that no one who cares for poetry could get any pleasure out of such lines as:

“For the wind is in the palm-trees, and the temple-bells they say,

‘Come you back, you British soldier; come you back to Mandalay!’”30

and yet those lines are not poetry in the same sense as “Felix Randal” or “When icicles hang by the wall” are poetry. One can, perhaps, place Kipling more satisfactorily than by juggling with the words “verse” and “poetry”, if one describes him simply as a good bad poet. He is as a poet what Harriet Beecher Stowe was as a novelist.31 And the mere existence of work of this kind, which is perceived by generation after generation to be vulgar and yet goes on being read, tells one something about the age we live in.

There is a great deal of good bad poetry in English, all of it, I should say, subsequent to 1790. Examples of good bad poems—I am deliberately choosing diverse ones—are “The Bridge of Sighs”, “When all the World is Young, Lad”, “The Charge of the Light Brigade”, Bret Harte’s “Dickens in Camp”, “The Burial of Sir John Moore”, “Jenny Kissed Me”, “Keith of Ravelston”, “Casabianca”.32 All of these reek of sentimentality, and yet—not these particular poems, perhaps, but poems of this kind, are capable of giving true pleasure to people who can see clearly what is wrong with them. One could fill a fair-sized anthology with good bad poems, if it were not for the significant fact that good bad poetry is usually too well known to be worth reprinting. It is no use pretending that in an age like our own, “good” poetry can have any genuine popularity. It is, and must be, the cult of a very few people, the least tolerated of the arts. Perhaps that statement needs a certain amount of qualification. True poetry can sometimes be acceptable to the mass of the people when it disguises itself as something else. One can see an example of this in the folk-poetry that England still possesses, certain nursery rhymes and mnemonic rhymes, for instance, and the songs that soldiers make up, including the words that go to some of the bugle-calls. But in general ours is a civilisation in which the very word “poetry” evokes a hostile snigger or, at best, the sort of frozen disgust that most people feel when they hear the word “God”. If you are good at playing the concertina you could probably go into the nearest public bar and get yourself an appreciative audience within five minutes. But what would be the attitude of that same audience if you suggested reading them Shakespeare’s sonnets, for instance? Good bad poetry, however, can get across to the most unpromising audiences if the right atmosphere has been worked up beforehand. Some months back Churchill produced a great effect by quoting Clough’s “Endeavour”33 in one of his broadcast speeches. I listened to this speech among people who could certainly not be accused of caring for poetry, and I am convinced that the lapse into verse impressed them and did not embarrass them. But not even Churchill could have got away with it if he had quoted anything much better than this.

In so far as a writer of verse can be popular, Kipling has been and probably still is popular. In his own lifetime some of his poems travelled far beyond the bounds of the reading public, beyond the world of school prize-days, Boy Scout singsongs, limp-leather editions, pokerwork and calendars, and out into the yet vaster world of the music halls. Nevertheless, Mr. Eliot thinks it worth while to edit him, thus confessing to a taste which others share but are not always honest enough to mention. The fact that such a thing as good bad poetry can exist is a sign of the emotional overlap between the intellectual and the ordinary man. The intellectual is different from the ordinary man, but only in certain sections of his personality, and even then not all the time. But what is the peculiarity of a good bad poem? A good bad poem is a graceful monument to the obvious. It records in memorable form—for verse is a mnemonic device, among other things—some emotion which very nearly every human being can share. The merit of a poem like “When all the world is young, lad” is that, however sentimental it may be, its sentiment is “true” sentiment in the sense that you are bound to find yourself thinking the thought it expresses sooner or later; and then, if you happen to know the poem, it will come back into your mind and seem better than it did before. Such poems are a kind of rhyming proverb, and it is a fact that definitely popular poetry is usually gnomic or sententious. One example from Kipling will do:

“White hands cling to the tightened rein,

Slipping the spur from the booted heel,

Tenderest voices cry ‘Turn again,’

Red lips tarnish the scabbarded steel,

High hopes faint on a warm hearth-stone—

He travels the fastest who travels alone.”34

There is a vulgar thought vigorously expressed. It may not be true, but at any rate it is a thought that everyone thinks. Sooner or later you will have occasion to feel that he travels the fastest who travels alone, and there the thought is, ready made and, as it were, waiting for you. So the chances are that, having once heard this line, you will remember it.

One reason for Kipling’s power as a good bad poet I have already suggested—his sense of responsibility, which made it possible for him to have a world-view, even though it happened to be a false one. Although he had no direct connection with any political party, Kipling was a Conservative, a thing that does not exist nowadays. Those who now call themselves Conservatives are either Liberals, Fascists or the accomplices of Fascists. He identified himself with the ruling power and not with the opposition. In a gifted writer this seems to us strange and even disgusting, but it did have the advantage of giving Kipling a certain grip on reality. The ruling power is always faced with the question, “In such and such circumstances, what would you do?”, whereas the opposition is not obliged to take responsibility or make any real decisions. Where it is a permanent and pensioned opposition, as in England, the quality of its thought deteriorates accordingly. Moreover, anyone who starts out with a pessimistic, reactionary view of life tends to be justified by events, for Utopia never arrives and “the gods of the copybook headings”, as Kipling himself put it, always return.35 Kipling sold out to the British governing class, not financially but emotionally. This warped his political judgment, for the British ruling class were not what he imagined, and it led him into abysses of folly and snobbery, but he gained a corresponding advantage from having at least tried to imagine what action and responsibility are like. It is a great thing in his favour that he is not witty, not “daring”, has no wish to épater les bourgeois. He dealt largely in platitudes, and since we live in a world of platitudes, much of what he said sticks. Even his worst follies seem less shallow and less irritating than the “enlightened” utterances of the same period, such as Wilde’s epigrams or the collection of cracker-mottoes at the end of Man and Superman.




949. ‘The Next Three Months’

‘Through Eastern Eyes,’ BBC Eastern Service, 1 February 1942 BBC typescript

Today for the first time—and I think it will probably be the only occasion— we are breaking our rule of having only Oriental speakers in this series. The reason is that today we are starting Through Eastern Eyes on its new schedule, and we wanted to give a sort of preliminary talk to let you know what the new schedule will be like and what subjects it will cover. I have been picked out to do this because I have had a good deal to do with arranging the schedule. But I should like to let you know in passing that I am the only European in this Indian section of the B.B.C. All the others are Indians, and the section is presided over by Z. A. Bokhari, whose voice I think you all know.

Well, we are retaining the general idea of Through Eastern Eyes, but we are altering the scope somewhat. Anyone who has listened in to these talks before will know that Through Eastern Eyes is a series of talks in the English language given entirely by Orientals, in most cases Indians. The general idea is to interpret the West, and in particular Great Britain, to India, through the eyes of people who are more or less strangers. An Indian, or a Chinese perhaps, comes to this country, and because everything is more or less new to him he notices a great deal which an Englishman or even an American would take for granted. So we have given you a series of talks on British institutions of every kind, from the Houses of Parliament to the village pub, all of them delivered by Orientals and most of them by people who have been only a few years in this country. We hope that in doing so we have brought the East and the West a little nearer together. This general plan will continue, with the difference that several talks each week are going to have a wider scope and to be more directly connected with the war and the political situation of the world. But I had better start by telling you which series of talks we are not altering.

First of all, we are going to continue every Monday with our Parliamentary commentary, which we call The Debate Continues. This gives you a summing-up of the proceedings in the House of Commons during the current week. Tomorrow the speaker in this series will be Sir Hari Singh Gour, whom you have heard giving the talks before. We are also keeping on with our News Commentary every Saturday. This is a weekly discussion of the strategy of the world war, and it is nearly always given by Mr. Z. A. Bokhari. And we are also keeping the series we call The Man in the Street, on Fridays, which tells you about the reactions of ordinary private people to the war. We have had a good many women speakers in this series, and I think we shall continue with that practice. There are some exceptionally talented broadcasters among the Indian women now in this country, and we like to have at least one talk a week with a special appeal to women.

On the next three Sundays following this one you are going to hear the results of the Indian students’ competition which was set some time back by the B.B.C. After the results of the competition have been announced the three top entries will be read over the air on three successive Sundays by Indian members of our department. We only wish the winners were here to read them for themselves. But now I want to say something about the three series of talks which are a new departure.

The first of these, on Tuesdays, will be called These Names Will Live. These talks are short sketches—more or less biographical sketches, but giving you an idea of their work and what they stand for—of the outstanding personalities of our time. We aren’t sticking only to British personalities—for instance the first talk in the series, which will be given by Mr. Appaswami, the London correspondent of the “Hindu”, is on President Roosevelt, and we are having others on Stalin and Chiang-Kai-Shek. Also, we shan’t only talk about Politicians and people of that kind—on the contrary, we want to concentrate rather on scientists, artists and literary men. I ask you particularly to listen in two or three weeks’ time to Mulk Raj Anand, the Indian novelist—author of “Untouchable”, “Two Leaves and a Bud”1 and so on— who is going to give several talks about some of the best-known English writers.

The next new series, on Wednesdays, is called Today and Yesterday. These talks are discussions of the social changes that are taking place in Britain as a result of the war. There has been considerable and very rapid change in the structure of our life here, often happening in a rather indirect way as the result of measures forced on us by the air raids, by the need for a much bigger mobilisation of labour, and so on. For example, the Excess Profits Tax, food rationing and the fact that there is no longer any unemployment have gone some distance towards equalising the various standards of living in Britain. Again, English agriculture has expanded enormously owing to the need to grow our own food, and as a result of evacuation hundreds of thousands of children who would normally be growing up in big towns are growing up in the country. Or again, the English educational system is being very markedly altered by the redistribution of population, by the fact that fewer people than before can afford to send their children to boarding schools, and by the need to train great numbers of young men as airmen or technicians of one kind and another. Then there are the changes that are occurring in the press and in popular literature, and in the political outlook of the average man. These are the kind of subjects that we shall be discussing in Today and Yesterday.

The third new series is called What it Means to Me. These talks, which will be given every Thursday, are discussions of the abstract ideals for which the anti-Fascist powers are fighting. We constantly hear words and phrases flung to and fro—Democracy, liberty, national sovereignty, economic security, progress, international law. What do they mean in concrete terms? Is democracy simply a matter of dropping your vote into a ballot box? Is liberty any use without economic security? Can any nation in the modern world be really independent? Is progress a reality? These are some of the questions that our speakers are going to discuss.

As to who these speakers will be, they will all be orientals—I mean people whose native land is somewhere East of Suez. Apart from Indians, we have already brought Chinese and Burmese speakers to the microphone in this series, and we shall bring others, as well as Malays, Thais, Turks, and Indonesians, I hope. We are particularly anxious to bring you as many Chinese speakers as possible because of the enormous importance, especially at this moment, of solidarity between India and China. Asia, no less than Europe, is fighting for its life against Fascism, and the more that the two greatest nations of Asia—I mean India and China—know about one another, the better. For that reason we may occasionally interrupt our programme, which is supposed to deal mostly with the West, to give you some specially topical talks by Chinese speakers. I ask you particularly to listen for two talks by Mr. Hsiao Chien,° a Chinese student now in London, who has been in various parts of Japanese-occupied China. He will tell you something of what it means to live under Japanese rule, and of the ways in which the Japanese try to corrupt as well as conquer their victims.

But of course most of our speakers will be Indians. Some of these will be from the regular staff of the B.B.C.—I think you already know the voices of Balraj Sahni, and I. B. Sarin, and Venu Chitale, as well as Z. A. Bokhari himself—but most of them will be independent speakers. There is not a very large number of Indians now in England, but the ones who are here are a very varied and very talented body of people. They include doctors, students, correspondents of Indian papers such as the “Hindu” and the “Amrita Bazar Patrika”, writers like Mulk Raj Anand and J. M. Tambimuttu, technical trainees under the Bevin scheme,2 lawyers, airmen and civil servants. I think I can promise that the subjects on our list will be discussed exhaustively and from many different angles.

This series of talks, Through Eastern Eyes, will be going on for three months, always at the same time of day, that is, 8.30 p.m., Indian Standard Time. We hope anyone who listens and who has any suggestions to make, or any criticisms to offer, will write to us about it, and not be put off by the fact that letters take rather a long time to get here. We are very grateful to the various people in India who have written to us about this series already.

And finally, may I say how happy it makes me to be helping to organise these broadcasts—broadcasts which I believe can be really helpful and constructive at a time like this—to the country in which I was born and with which I have many personal and family ties.




950. To T. S. Eliot

2 February 1942 PP/EB

Dear Mr. Eliot,1

Bokhari tells me that you have kindly consented to do us a series of six talks on the philosophy of the East and the West. I wonder if you would be able to do these on Mondays, and to start with the first talk on Monday, 16th February (this would mean our having the script some days previously)?

Perhaps you could let me know whether you can manage this. If 16th February is too early we can postpone the date.

Yours sincerely,

Eric Blair

Talks Assistant

Indian Section




951. To Sirdar Iqbal ’Ali Shah

2 February 1942 PP/EB

Dear Sirdar,

Very many thanks for your letters dated 29th and 31st January. I will meet you at 3 p.m. at Broadcasting House on Thursday, February 5th, to rehearse your talk, which goes out at 4 p.m. I am very sorry I can’t lunch that day, much as I would have liked to, as I have an engagement which was fixed some days back. I have sent in the slip for your contract for the Democracy talk, and I understand they are posting it to you to-day. I will also try to manage to get your contract for the talk on the Turkish Halkevi through before the talk is given. Yes, a ten minute talk is what we want.

Sorry I can’t manage lunch.

Yours sincerely,

Eric Blair

Talks Assistant

Indian Section




952. To J. F. Horrabin

3 February 1942 PP/EB

Dear Horrabin,1

Very many thanks for the synopses you sent me. I like them very well, my only criticism is that I would like the talks to be a little more definitely about geography, with less direct reference to the war situation. Of course, one must mention the war at every turn, but what I am chiefly after is to try to give people an interest in geography which may lead them to look at an atlas occasionally. I am trying to arrange with one or two Indian papers that at the time of your first talk they shall publish a map of the world and mention your forthcoming talks in connection with it. I should not actually refer to this in anything you say, but I think you can talk with the assumption that some of your hearers will be looking at the map as they listen.

Each of these four talks should take about 12 minutes. I think if you allow 1500 words for each that will be about right. It is very difficult to be sure what audience you are speaking to, but the one I am aiming at is the University students and the better educated Indians generally. I think you can assume, therefore, that you are talking to people who are intelligent and well educated, but have a continental outlook, and very little grasp of world geography. I don’t think it would hurt to mention even quite elementary facts, such as the lack of friction in water which makes water communications important.

Could you do these four talks on February 18th, 25th and March 11th and 18th? They will go out at approximately 3.45 p.m. We can arrange about rehearsals and so forth later. If you could manage these dates I want the first talk by February 12th.

Yours sincerely,

Eric Blair

Talks Assistant

Indian Section




953. BBC Talks Booking Form, 3.2.42


Herbert Read: 1 ‘We Speak to India,’ ‘Masterpieces of English Literature,’ 16, ‘Sesame & Lilies’° by Ruskin, 20-minute talk; broadcast 3.2.42; fee £10.10s. (= £10.50). Signed: N. H. Parratt.






954. BBC Talks Booking Form, 5.2.42


J. F. Horrabin: ‘We Speak to India,’ ‘The World Is Round,’ four talks on popular geography; broadcast 18 and 25.2.42 and 11 and 25.3.42; fee £10.10s each talk.






955. BBC Talks Booking Form, 5.2.42


Herbert Read: ‘We Speak to India,’ ‘Masterpieces of English Literature,’ 16,° ‘Abt Vogler’ (Browning), script written by Edwin Muir, ‘who is unable to broadcast it himself,’ about 22 minutes; ‘Herbert Read will as usual be giving an introduction about Mr. Edwin Muir’; broadcast 10.2.42; fee £4.4s (= £4.20).






956. BBC Talks Booking Form, 5.2.42


Shridhar Telkar: ‘Through Eastern Eyes,’ ‘The Debate Continues’; broadcast 9, 16, and 23.2.42 and 2.3.42; fee £7.7s each talk. Signed: N. H. Parratt.






957. BBC Talks Booking Form, 5.2.42


Shridhar Telkar: ‘Through Eastern Eyes,’ ‘What It Means to Me,’ 2, talk on liberty; broadcast 12.2.42; fee £7.7s. Signed: N. H. Parratt.






958. To P. Chatterjee

6 February 1942 PP/EB

Dear Dr. Chatterjee,

Thank you for your letter of 2nd February.1 I should like to see your talk when it is finished, but we cannot guarantee to take it, in advance. Also, we are fairly well booked up for the next month or so, and we may not be able to use it immediately. However, if it is suitable, we can record it, if necessary.

Your sincerely,

Eric Blair

Talks Assistant

Indian Section

Dictated by Eric Blair and

despatched in his absence by:




959. To Cedric Dover

6 February 1942 Handwritten draft and typewritten versions PP/EB

Dear Dover,

Thank you for your letter dated 4th February. Yes, “Nationalism and Beyond” would be a good title. Of course, the approach should be personal, but not too personal!1

We can keep the sense of “Foreign Contacts and Social Change”, for the other talk, but perhaps we can think of a catchier title.

Yours sincerely,

Eric Blair

Talks Assistant

Indian Section




960. BBC Talks Booking Form, 6.2.42


M. Myat Tun: ‘We Speak to India,’ 12-minute talk on Moulmein; broadcast 5.2.42; fee £7.7s. Signed: N. H. Parratt.






961. Weekly News Review, 9

7 February 1942


A neat, single-spaced fair-copy typescript with, typewritten at the top of the first page, ‘AS BROADCAST.’ There are no censors’ stamps. PasB records, ‘by Z. A. Bokhari’ and a timing of 10½ minutes.



The siege of Singapore has begun. As yet, no major move has been made, and it would be very rash to prophesy the outcome. Looking back over the history of this war, we notice that the siege of fortresses and fortified towns have had such varied results that it is difficult to draw any sure inference from them. Sebastopol and Tobruk held out against all attacks, but in these cases it was possible for the defenders to be supplied by sea. Hongkong, which had only a small garrison, and no water supply of its own, was easily taken. Corregidor, in the Philippine Islands, is still holding out, although the defenders are not being supplied by sea, and have hardly any aeroplanes. Leningrad successfully repulsed all attacks, although its supply route by sea was cut off, or almost cut off. For these varied experiences no definite rule can be deduced, but in forming our conclusions, it is worth keeping these considerations in mind:

The Japanese are bound to be immensely superior in numbers of trained men, and in aeroplanes.

Even if air reinforcements in large quantities arrive, the defence of Singapore will be hampered by lack of airfields, unless it is possible to establish emergency airfields at Sumatra and on the various small islands which lie between Sumatra and the Malayan mainland.

Singapore has a powerful garrison, with very heavy guns, and also a large civilian population, principally Chinese, who are willing and anxious to take part in its defence.

The water supply of Singapore is adequate, and food is not likely to run seriously short, at any rate for several months, even if no supplies can be brought from the outside.

Bearing all these considerations in mind, the one thing we can say with certainty, is that the capture of Singapore cannot be an easy business, and that even if it can be taken by direct assault, this would be impossible without enormous losses, which the Japanese may not be ready to face.

This week, the British Government has granted to the Chinese Republic a loan of fifty million pounds for the purchase of munitions of war. The supply of arms to China is largely dependent on keeping the supply routes open, especially the Burma Road, but even if the Burma Road should be cut, or rendered inaccessible, other routes into China exist, and yet others can be contrived. The Japanese are already uttering threats to India upon the mere rumour of the building of another road from Assam. Meanwhile the loan, which will allow an enormous quantity of materials to be bought and if necessary stored until they can be transported, is the token of the reality of the Alliance between Free Britain and Free China.

Meanwhile, the delaying actions in Burma, in the Dutch East Indies and in the Philippines, continue. The Japanese have lost very heavily in ships and men, in the Straits of Macassar, chiefly owing to the operation of Dutch aircraft, which work from airfields hidden in the jungles. It may ultimately be possible for the Japanese to bring the whole of Borneo under their control, in which case this particular danger will have been eliminated, but their heavy losses in shipping, occurring so early in the war, when all the advantages are on their side, do not augur very well for the future. In their inroads on the Dutch East Indies they are suffering from the “scorched earth” policy as much as from the Dutch and American aircraft and submarines. It is, in fact, not much use to them to over-run territories where they will afterwards have to supply their troops by sea, if those territories have been systematically devastated beforehand. How much the Japanese fear this can be seen from their savage threat to massacre the garrison at Balik Papan,° in Borneo, if the oil refineries there were destroyed.1 In fact, the oil refineries were destroyed, and the garrison succeeded in fighting its way out, instead of being massacred. The “scorched earth” policy has its limitations, because certain things, for instance, metallic ores, cannot be destroyed, but on the other hand, certain products, such as crude petroleum, are of little value to anyone who captures them if the necessary machinery is lacking. It is comparatively of little use for the Japanese to over-run the various oil-bearing areas, if they have got to take the oil back to Japan to be refined. At the same time, their shipping is needed for transporting food stuffs° and men, and is dwindling, owing to submarine attacks. In spite of the successes which the Japanese have won, it seems probable that their campaign is behind time, and that an Allied counter-attack has been made possible by the delaying battle which is being fought by Chinese, Dutch, British, Indians and Javanese, in the south-west Pacific.

In the Battle of Russia, there is not much to report this week. The Russians are still advancing, but they have not yet captured Kharkov or Smolensk. It now becomes clear that the campaign in Libya should probably be regarded as part of, or at any rate complementary to, the Battle of Russia, and that both this and the Japanese campaign in Asia are part of a single strategic manoeuvre. Almost certainly the plan is for the Germans to break through to the Persian Gulf, capturing the Suez Canal with the southern arm of their attack, and the Caucasian oil-fields with the northern arm, at the same time as the Japanese break through to the Indian Ocean, if possible capturing Rangoon and the naval bases of Ceylon on their way. The two main Axis powers would then be in communication with one another, and Germany’s desperate needs for oil, rubber, tin, and other commodities, could be supplied. It can therefore be taken as almost certain that the Germans are making ready for fresh offensives against Southern Russia and against Egypt in the spring, but it is very doubtful whether these offensives can be any more successful than those which have been made during the past Autumn and Winter. The Russians have made good most of their industrial losses by establishing new industrial areas beyond the Ural Mountains, and the British armies in the Middle East are far stronger than they were. They are not even dependent to the same extent as before on sea-borne supplies, because by this time great armament factories have been set up in Eritrea, the province on the Red Sea which was captured from the Italians. There is, unquestionably, hard fighting and perhaps heavy losses ahead of the Allies in the spring, but on a long term view the odds are much more heavily against the Axis than they were at the beginning of 1941.

An extremely important political event has taken place in the Treaty now signed between Abyssinia and Great Britain. The Emperor Haile Selassie, driven out by the cowardly aggression of the Italians six years ago, returns to his throne, Abyssinia takes its place again among the free nations, and the attempted economic domination of the country by foreign interests is at an end. Simultaneously with this, there goes a political change in Egypt, which will be to the advantage of the Allied cause. The Wafdists, the Egyptian nationalist party, who negotiated the Anglo-Egyptian treaty of 1936, have formed a new Government. The Wafdists are a progressive Left Wing party, genuinely representative of the Egyptian people, especially the poorer peasants, and extremely anti-Nazi in sentiment.

Finally, a political event about which it is too early to make exact predictions, but which is almost certain to have good results, is the appointment of Lord Beaverbrook as British Minister of Production. In this position he can co-ordinate the entire output of materials of war in Britain, and any administrative muddles or jealousies between the different services can be eliminated. Lord Beaverbrook is a man of enormous energy, and his efforts as Minister of Aircraft Production probably did as much as any one thing to turn the scale and defeat the German invaders in the summer of 1940. His wide range of personal contacts in the U.S.A. on the one hand, and in Soviet Russia on the other, will be of the greatest value to the Allied cause.




962. Z. A. Bokhari to T. S. Eliot

9 February 1942


Z. A. Bokhari wrote to T. S. Eliot on this date, explaining his and Orwell’s absence when Eliot had telephoned: ‘… and I am sorry you couldn’t find Blair. He is away ill. Blair is “George Orwell” and he is helping me in my work.’ He also asked if Eliot would fix a date in June when he could start his weekly broadcast. There is no entry in the record that Orwell was on sick leave about this time.






963. Annotation to Memorandum re: Sirdar Iqbal ’Ali Shah

9 February 1942


On 13 January 1942, T. F. Lindsay, Assistant Director of the British Council’s Press Division, wrote to David Mitchell of the BBC’s Turkish Unit to advise him of the forthcoming opening of a Turkish ‘Halk Evi’ in London. Lindsay sent a copy of his letter to C. Connor at the BBC, and that was eventually passed to Rushbrook Williams, from him to Bokhari, and from Bokhari to Orwell, who was asked to take charge. On one undated memorandum, Orwell wrote this annotation for Bokhari’s attention:



I have asked Sirdar Iqbal Ali Shah to undertake this for “Through Eastern Eyes”. If he falls through we could perhaps send someone from the staff.

E. A. Blair


On another covering memorandum, dated 9 February 1942, Orwell wrote (presumably for Miss Parratt):



Please send Iqbal Ali Shah a card to remind him.

E. A. B




964. To Empire Talks Manager, Norman Collins

9 February 1942 Original EB/NP

NEW SERIES OF TALKS BY J. F. HORRABIN

On February 18th we are starting a series of four talks by J. F. Horrabin, cartoonist of The Star and the News Chronicle, and author of several popular geography books.

This series will be called “THE WORLD IS ROUND”, and the dates of the talks will be 18th and 25th February, 11th and 25th March. They will be on popular geography.1

Dictated by Eric Blair and

signed in his absence by:

[Signed] N. H. Parratt.




965. To Shridhar Telkar

9 February 1942 PP/EB

Dear Mr. Telkar,

This is to confirm that you will be doing three more talks in our series “The Debate Continues”, on February 16th, 23rd, and March 2nd.

I am sorry that there was some misunderstanding about the talk for to-day, and I hope that it has not inconvenienced you too much. It is very kind of you to do it for us at short notice.

Yours sincerely,

Secretary to Mr. Blair.




966. To E. W. D. Boughen, Talks Bookings

10 February 1942 Original EB/NP

FEE FOR SIRDAR IKBAL° ALI° SHAH.

We have asked Sirdar Ikbal Ali Shah to cover the opening of the Turkish Halkevi (a kind of People’s House) on February 19th, in London. He will be coming up to London specially in order to do this, on that day.

There is not yet any particular date fixed for this talk, so that it means he will be obliged to come up from Oxford again specially in order to broadcast his talk, or else to record it. We have already informed him that we will pay his travelling expenses.

The talk will be just over ten minutes’ in length, and will be given in English. I imagine that he will be paid a little more than the usual fee for a talk of that length, as he will have the extra bother of going to the opening ceremony, as well as getting the talk written.

I should be glad if you would get in touch with him to tell him that he will receive a fee, as he is very reluctant to do anything until he knows what he will be paid.—Please remember that he should be addressed as—Dear Sirdar—and on the envelope as Sirdar Ikbal Ali Shah—no Esq. is necessary. His address is—4, Turl Street, Oxford.1

Dictated by Eric Blair and

signed in his absence by:

[Signed] N. H. Parratt.




967. Eastern Service Director to Indian Programme Organiser

10 February 1942


Copies of this memorandum were sent to Orwell and E. Rowan Davies.



INDIAN VERNACULAR NEWSLETTERS

When the daily Thai service is instituted, it will occupy the period 1330–1345 GMT. The period 1345–1400 GMT will have to carry Malay, Burmese, Tamil and Bengali. The period 1515–1530 GMT. will be available for Sinhalese, and Marathi, Gujerathi° and Telegu.




968. Meeting with Secretary of State for India

12–16 February 1942


The memoranda that follow outline discussions and problems affecting the Indian Section of the Overseas Service. It is unlikely that Orwell took part in the discussions—not even the Indian Programme Organiser is mentioned in any distribution list. The memorandum of 12 February is marked ‘Private & Confidential.’ Sir Cecil Graves was Director-General of the BBC; the Secretary of State for India, S.O.S., was L. S. Amery; J. B. Clark was Controller of Overseas Services, C. (O.S.), and R. A. Rendall was his assistant; the Eastern Service Director was L. F. Rushbrook Williams. Laurence Brander was Intelligence Officer for the Eastern Service. It was Brander who later recommended that Orwell broadcast under that name. Sir Malcolm Darling, the Indian News Editor, was in charge of Hindustani services, operated from Evesham. A.I.R. = All-India Radio.

From Rendall to Rushbrook Williams, 12 February 1942:


There was recently a joint discussion between the Dominions Office, the Ministry of Information and the BBC about broadcasting to Australia held in the Secretary of State’s room at the Dominions Office. The valuable guidance and improvement in availability of information in future which resulted from this meeting suggested that similar contact at a high level with other Government Departments would be desirable. Sir Cecil Graves is very anxious that something of the sort should be established with the India Office and has spoken to Mr. Radcliffe of the Ministry of Information about it. It is understood that some meeting at the India Office with Mr. Amery may be arranged in the near future. The BBC representatives would be Sir Cecil Graves, C.(O.S.) or myself, and yourself.

In the meantime, Sir Cecil Graves has asked for a note of possible talking points. Will you prepare one or two points, indicating any difficulties which we have encountered in relation to the policy or the material available for (a) the Hindustani Service, (b) the English Service to Indians? A third question on which a note would be valuable would be rebroadcasting relations with A.I.R.; indeed, it was out of a discussion about this between Sir Cecil Graves and myself that the suggestion for a meeting with Mr. Amery arose. It does seem hardly worth while spending a lot of money on a service from here if it is to be indefinitely limited to the shortwave audience, and it is therefore suggested that we should press for more rebroadcasting facilities.

Another point that should be mentioned is Brander’s visit.

It is possible that the Home Division may be represented in order that the question of broadcasts about India in the Home Service can be discussed. If we can let Sir Cecil Graves have some notes before the end of the week, we should be all right. Perhaps we might have a word about this before you start actually drafting the notes?



Rushbrook Williams returned this memorandum to Rendall on 13 February with the following unsigned brief:


POINTS FOR MEETING WITH SECRETARY OF STATE FOR INDIA

1. Liaison between India and Burma Offices over:

(a) Policy

(b) Information

is excellent so far as Overseas Services are concerned. From our point of view, the present system by which the India and Burma Offices both volunteer guidance, and provide it at our request, works admirably. Have they any suggestions for improvement on their side? For example, are the channels satisfactory? Is more centralisation desirable? Do they obtain satisfactory action on their requests both from Home and Overseas Divisions?

2. Although the liaison between the B.B.C. Overseas Services and the India and Burma Offices is so satisfactory, the B.B.C. feels that there is still a certain lack of coordination between themselves and All India Radio.° During the three months ending December 1941, there was a small but gratifying increase in the rebroadcasts by All India Radio° of items in the Eastern Service. During October, the total time occupied by these rebroadcasts was 104 hours 10 minutes. In November, it had risen to 108 hours 15 minutes; in December to 125 hours 5 minutes. In January, largely no doubt on account of the shift of world interest to Singapore and the Dutch East Indies, the figure had dropped to 108 hours 5 minutes. The falling off is no doubt due to the fact that the approach of war to the shores of India has greatly increased domestic pressure upon the transmitting time of All India° Radio; and has given rise to new demands for local items for the improvement of morale, the institution of air raid precautions, and the like. The total figure of rebroadcasts, which varies during the last four months roughly from 104 hours to 125 hours, may at first sight seem large when it is remembered that the total time which the Eastern Services are on the air during any one month is something between 128 and 130 hours. But it should be remembered that the total figure of rebroadcasts by All India Radio is arrived at by adding up the rebroadcasting times of eight separate Indian stations. The average time which each station devotes to rebroadcasting is something like 15 hours per month—and this is the true standard of comparison with the total broadcast of about 130 hours from the B.B.C. Analysis further shows that the great majority of the items rebroadcast are those belonging to the main Empire Talks series which are carried in other Services besides the Eastern. At the present moment, very few items exclusive to the Eastern Service are rebroadcast, despite the fact that these items are chosen with the utmost care, and with expert advice, as being of a kind likely to appeal especially to India. That there is a considerable amount of direct Indian listening on short wave to London is established; but the great number of Indian medium wave listeners are not reached by London items unless these items are rebroadcast by A.I.R. The B.B.C. would be very glad to obtain from A.I.R. more detailed suggestions both as to the kind of items which they would wish to rebroadcast, and as to the reasons why particular items, specially designed for India, are not in fact rebroadcast. Definite criteria, if such there be, employed by A.I.R. as a touchstone of suitability for rebroadcasting, would provide an invaluable guide to the B.B.C.

3. It has been found that an adequate organisation for listener research is invaluable in broadcasting practice. The India Office and the Government of India have kindly agreed that Mr. Brander, who has recently undergone a course for training in listener research methods in Britain, should visit India in order to report upon the means of organising listener research machinery; and, if the situation requires, to establish such machinery on a tentative basis. The B.B.C. would be very grateful for any facilities which the Government of India could offer to Mr. Brander and for any opportunities with which they could provide him for discussion with officials, whether of the Central or of the Provincial Governments, whose experience would have a bearing upon his work.



Rendall then sent Rushbrook Williams’s brief to Clark, writing this slightly elliptical note at the foot of the memorandum:


Here are two copies of E.S.D.’s notes. They cover the main points. A word could be added about our development of service to specialised audiences in vernacular languages. And it might be desirable to say something about the staff problem (previously the Secy of State’s main contact with our service to India) but I leave that to you.

[Signed] R. A. Rendall

14.2.42.



On 16 February, Clark sent the brief to the Director-General of the BBC with this memorandum:


As requested, I attach hereto a memorandum of points for this meeting, as prepared by A.C.(OS) and E.S.D. In the interests of having present those most directly concerned with our Eastern Service output, I think it would be best for Rendall (rather than myself) and Rushbrook Williams, to accompany you from this Division. In addition to the points made in the memorandum, the following references might be made:

(a) Advice from the Government of India against the introduction of an early morning news bulletin in Hindustani, owing to the shifting of the centre of war interest in India to the East and Far East from Europe and the Near East. We do not want to press our proposal, but this point supplements paragraph 2, in the memorandum, since it shows the need of better understanding between the G.O.I./A.I.R. and ourselves. (Rendall is fully briefed on this).

(b) A brief word from Rendall about our development of services to specialised audiences in vernacular languages.

(c) The staff problem in which the S.O.S. became involved a few months ago, arising from the recent reorganisation of the Indian Service, over which Darling1 has proved difficult. There is a supplementary point here about dependence on India for Indian staff, despite which they have given us literally no help for the past year. (I know, of course, that there have been all kinds of personal and other difficulties at the other end).








969. To Cyril Connolly

13 February 1942 PP/EB

Dear Cyril,

Confirming our talk yesterday, I want your broadcast to take place on Friday, 13th March, which means that we should have the script not later than 6th March.

The talk should be a half-hour one, i.e. should take not less than 25 minutes and not more than 28. You can do it alone, or in the form of a discussion with somebody else, just as you please, and of course use your discretion about putting in readings from other people’s work etc. In a talk of that length it is best to break it up in some way.

You suggested “the thirties” as a subject, and that would do very well. But if you want to choose some other approach, you might let me know fairly soon. I want this series of six talks to more or less cover the literary period 1918–1940.

Yours

Eric Blair

Talks Assistant

Indian Section




970. Newsletter, 10

14 February 1942


This newsletter exists in two forms: a typescript, which may be a fair copy of a much altered original (though it has four words x-ed through, all incorrectly typed and then corrected); and a version of all but the last paragraph reproduced as the second of the five specimens of propaganda in Talking to India; see 2359. The typescript bears no censors’ stamps; at its head is typed ‘AS BROADCAST’; and written near the top is ‘Z. A. Bokhari’ and ‘Through Eastern Eyes.’ The printed text has been slightly modified as well as omitting the final paragraph. PasB describes the broadcast as a News Review by Z. A. Bokhari and times it at 11 minutes. The text reproduced here is that of the typescript; the variant readings of the version in Talking to India—presumably Orwell’s work in the light of the fall of Singapore, which was surrendered about twenty-four hours after Newsletter 10 was transmitted—are given in the notes. The printed text is dated ‘February 1942.’



At this moment of speaking, the struggle for Singapore is still going on, and the vital reservoirs which hold the island’s water are still in the hands of the defenders. But we must face the fact that it is unlikely that Singapore can be kept out of Japanese hands much longer.1 This is a very serious piece of news, and even more serious for Asia than for the West. One American expert has already estimated that the loss of Singapore will lengthen the war by about a year.2 It is worth, therefore, trying to predict as fully as possible the strategic consequences which this loss entails. Once they are in3 possession of Singapore, the Japanese surface ships as well as submarines can enter the Indian Ocean. If their forthcoming attacks on the Dutch islands4 of Sumatra and more particularly Java should also succeed, then they are in entire possession of the main route across the Pacific, leading from America to Africa. If you look at the map, you will see that communications between the United States and India and Africa are not indeed cut off, but that American ships have to travel by a round-about5 route southward to Australia, or New Zealand, and then north again over immense distances, which confer a great strategical advantage on the Japanese, who are in a more central position, and will, if they can over-run6 the Dutch East Indies, possess airfields7 and naval bases covering the whole of this area.

Supposing that the Japanese can succeed to the extent which we have imagined, what will their next step be? In the first place, they will8 intensify their attack on Burma, in hopes of capturing Rangoon, the only port through which the Burma Road can be easily supplied. They will9 make air and naval attacks against the islands in the Indian Ocean, probably beginning with the Andaman Islands, and they will probably10 attempt an invasion of Ceylon, or of some area in Southern India. Could they get control of Ceylon, they would command the Bay of Bengal sufficiently to prevent any Allied shipping crossing it, and though they would not have complete control of the Western part of the Indian Ocean, they would at least be able to make damaging attacks on British shipping which has passed round the Cape and is on its way to supply the British armies in the Middle East, and our Allies in Russia.

This is not an encouraging picture, and we have deliberately put it at its worst,11 in order to get a realistic and un-varnished12 view of the situation. We may even go a step further and consider what the consequences would be if the grandiose Axis offensive of which the Japanese naval offensive is only a part, were totally successful.

It is becoming clearer and clearer, as we have emphasised in earlier news reviews, that the general plan is for the Germans to break through by land, so as to reach the Persian Gulf, while the Japanese gain mastery of the Indian Ocean. In this way,13 three objects would be achieved at the same time. In the first place, Germany and Japan would be in direct communication with one another, though perhaps only rather precariously so. In the second place, the Burma Road would have ceased to be of much value as a supply route to China, and in the third place, the best supply route to Russia, that is, through the Persian Gulf and Iran, would have been cut. The Germans and Japanese have evidently staked everything on this manœuvre, in the confidence that if they can bring it off, it will have won them the war. The conclusion14 evidently is that if cut off from Western supplies, China will stop fighting, or at least China’s armies will be reduced to guerrilla activity, and the Russian Army will have to retreat behind the Ural mountains. Simultaneously the British Empire will have been cut into two parts,15 and both Australia and the British dependencies in Africa can be attacked at leisure.

This is the worst that can happen,16 and during the coming months the Axis powers17 will make tremendous efforts to bring it about, by renewed offensives in Southern Russia, in North Africa, in Burma, and in the Indian Ocean. It18 should be emphasised that even should this grandiose plan succeed in its entirety, it would not give the Axis Powers victory, unless the Allied peoples of America, Soviet Russia, Britain and China lost heart. It still remains true that the balance of power, both in men, materials and industrial plant, is heavily against the Axis Powers, and that the main manufacturing centres of the Allied Powers are in places where neither the Germans nor the Japanese can get at them. These main centres where aeroplanes, tanks, ships and guns are being forged, are in North America, which for practical purposes is outside the sphere of war, in equally inaccessible parts of Central Russia and Siberia, and in Britain, which is much nearer the scene of danger, but which the Germans have failed to invade or even to damage seriously by air bombing. The Allied Powers, therefore, are able immensely to outbuild the Axis Powers, and in a year or two years bring together a force which will be all but irresistible. But they have undoubtedly a difficult time ahead, and they may have a period when they are almost in conditions of siege, and when resolution, calmness and faith in final victory, will be at least as important as physical weapons of war.

Meanwhile the immediate effect of events in the Western Pacific is to make the position of India more dangerous, and also immensely more important. With the loss of Singapore,19 India becomes for the time being the centre of the war, one might say, the centre of the world. With its central position, and its wealth in manpower20 and raw materials, India will become a more and more important source of supply for China on the one hand and Russia and the Middle East on the other. It should be emphasised that even if Rangoon is lost, with the consequence that the Burma Road ceases to be useable,21 that does not mean that communication22 between China and her Allies becomes impossible. There are several other routes into China, both actual and potential. In the first place, there exists the route through Soviet Russia and Sinkiang in Central Asia; secondly, the route already projected, through Assam; thirdly, there is the possibility of a Northern route through Alaska and Manchuria; and fourthly, it may be possible to establish American naval control of the Pacific at some time within the next year. But at the moment, India’s position is of vital importance, and Chinese-Indian solidarity will be one of the foremost factors in the war. It is therefore most encouraging news that General Chiang K’ai-Shek,23 the leader of Republican China, has already visited India, and had an interview both with the Viceroy and with Mr. Nehru. We do not yet know the results of these interviews, but we can at least safely prophesy that if the great peoples of China and India stand together, they cannot be overwhelmed even by the most powerful and ruthless aggressor.

In Britain there have been one of two internal events which have a bearing on the world aspect of the war. Lord Beaverbrook, now in supreme control of production, has made his first speech, and given some important figures about British production during the last year. He revealed that during 1941, Great Britain sent abroad nearly 3,000 tanks, and between nine and ten thousand aeroplanes. Since the bulk of these vast supplies must have gone to Soviet Russia, we can say that the British factories have played an important part in the defeat which the Russians inflicted on the Germans when they kept them out of Moscow and Leningrad. The British factories are now producing at even greater speed than before, but these things are not achieved without sacrifices on the part of the common people, and now that war extends to the Pacific, the calls upon British shipping are even more urgent than before. Soap has just been rationed for the first time during this war. Even now, the British soap ration,24 like nearly all the other rations, is much bigger than what is received by people living under Axis rule, but the fact that one article of daily use after another has to be rationed, is a sign that British industry is moving more and more from a peace to a war economy. The ordinary people who have to put up with these restrictions do not grumble, and are even heard to say that they would welcome greater sacrifices, if these would set free more shipping for the war effort, since they have a clear understanding of the issue, and set much more store by their liberty than by the comforts they have been accustomed to in peace-time.




971. To J. F. Horrabin

[14?] February 1942 Handwritten annotation


J. F. Horrabin sent Orwell a postcard on 13 February 1942 asking how he could hear his broadcasts to India. The card is post-marked 11.15 am 13 February and date-stamped that same day, indicating its receipt at Broadcasting House. Orwell annotated this for his secretary:



Please send him a pc. giving the wavelengths but explain that these broadcasts are hard to pick up in England.

E.A.B




972. To David Astor

Monday, [16 February 1942?1] Handwritten

Dear Astor,

Herewith synopsis of the article we spoke of. If satisfactory I can do the article itself within the next few days (I don’t know what day the “Observer” goes to press). I can’t say less than I have indicated, though of course in a leading article one can put these things bluntly or less bluntly. I have shown this draft to Empson who is in agreement with it & would like to follow it up with the China article as before projected.2

You might let me know soon whether to go ahead[.]

Yours

Geo. Orwell




973. To Sirdar Iqbal ’Ali Shah

16 February 1942 PP/EB

Dear Sirdar,

Thank you for your letter of 14th February. We have been in touch with the British Council, and have arranged that they should send you an invitation for the ceremony on February 19th.

I attach some information about the Halkevi, which we received from the British Council. I hope it covers the points you want to know about.

I think it would be best if we had your talk as soon after the event as possible, and therefore I have arranged for your broadcast to take place on Friday, 20th February, at 4 p.m. B.S.T. This will mean that the script should be in our office on the morning of Friday 20th, so may I suggest that you should come to 55, Portland Place at about 11.30 with your script, and we shall then be able to run through it for timing and so on, at the same time. Perhaps you will kindly let me know if this date is convenient to you.

Yours sincerely

Eric Blair


Evidently the Sirdar failed to confirm the arrangement. A carbon copy of an undated telegram to him from Orwell reads:



SHOULD BE MOST GRATEFUL IF YOU WOULD KINDLY GIVE TALK FRIDAY.




974. To Arthur Calder-Marshall

17 February 1942 PP/EB

Dear Mr. Caulder° Marshall,1

I wonder if you would like to do a talk for us in a series of talks on contemporary English literature which we are running for the English-speaking Indian public? These talks are supposed to cover the development of literature from about 1918 onwards, but we are not doing them by periods, but approaching certain aspects of literature separately. I thought that if you liked you might do the last talk in the series, and discuss the economic bases of literature (we can think of a suitable title later). In doing this, one would have to glance at the past, but of course we are chiefly interested in the present and to some extent, the future. With the gradual, or not very gradual, disappearance of unearned incomes and in general of privileged minorities, the economic background of literature is altering, and this is bound to have its effect on technique, subject matter, and so forth. This is the subject I want you to tackle, if it would interest you. Do you think you could let me know about this? It is to be a 28 minute talk, and it would be about 10 weeks from now.

Yours sincerely,

George Orwell

Talks Assistant

Indian Section




975. BBC Talks Booking Form, 17.2.42


Hsiao Ch’ien: ‘Through Eastern Eyes,’ ‘What It Means to Me,’ on Japanese-occupied China; recorded 20.2.42; broadcast 5.3.42; fee £10.10s. Signed: N. H. Parratt. See here.






976. BBC Talks Booking Form, 17.2.42


Cedric Dover: ‘Through Eastern Eyes,’ 1. ‘What It Means to Me,’ on nationalism and beyond; 2. ‘Today & Yesterday,’ on the importance of minorities; broadcast 19 and 25.2.42; fees £7.7s each talk. Signed: N. H. Parratt.






977. Z. A. Bokhari to Shridhar Telkar

19 February 1942 PP/ZAB/MB

My dear Telkar,1

You played truant the other day when you didn’t go to the House of Commons to listen to the Debate. That isn’t very serious. I do the same, whenever I can! The thing that does matter is that a Pass was kept for you idle at the B.B.C. while many people were straining at the leash to go to the House of Commons. The accommodation given to the B.B.C. at the House of Commons is very limited and therefore it is rather wasteful if nobody makes use of the B.B.C. passes.

We shall be grateful if in future you will ring up the Duty Officer and tell him you are not going to the House. Such a procedure will enable him to make use of the Pass. I hope you will appreciate our point of view.

Yours sincerely,

[Initialled] Z. A. Bokhari

Indian Programme Organiser




978. Z. A. Bokhari to Shridhar Telkar

20 February 1942 PP/ZAB/MB

My dear Telkar,

Early in March, we hope to start the Marathi News Letter and we are planning to broadcast this News Letter on Thursdays at 4.15 to 4.30 p.m. BST. I want to warn you of this so that you can hold yourself in readiness for the event. The English version1 will be prepared by Eric Blair and you will be asked to translate it into Marathi and read it over the air.

Yours sincerely,

[Initialled] Z. A. Bokhari

Indian Programme Organiser




979. BBC Talks Booking Form, 20.2.42


Sirdar Iqbal ’Ali Shah: ‘Through Eastern Eyes,’ ‘The Man in the Street,’ 12-minute talk on the opening of the Turkish Halkevi in London; broadcast 20.2.42; fee £15.15s + £1.6.4 fares (less £5.5s and 13s.2d fare already paid) = £10.10s + 13s 2d.






980. Newsletter, 11

21 February 1942


The typescript is a fair copy, lacking any censors’ stamps, with ‘AS BROADCAST’ typed at the top of the first page. There is an excision and a one-word substitution, probably in Orwell’s hand. PasB records ‘Weekly News Review by Z. A. Bokhari’ and gives the timing as 10′ 45″.



With the fall of Singapore, the war in the Far East enters into its second phase.

It is evident that the Japanese now have two main objectives: one is to cut the Burma Road, in hopes of thus knocking China out of the war, and the other is to widen the sphere of Japanese control in the Western Pacific, to such an extent that the Allies shall have no air or naval bases within attacking distance of Japan. In order to achieve this plan completely, the Japanese would have to control the whole of the East Indies, the whole of Burma, Northern Australia and probably New Zealand and Hawaii. Could they control all these areas, they would have eliminated the danger of British or American counter-attack for the time being, though even then, their safety would depend on keeping Russia out of the war. They are not likely to attain the whole even of these objectives, but they may go some way towards it, and it is clear that their first step must be the conquest of Rangoon and of the big sea-ports of Java. The battle in Burma is already raging, and the attack on Java is obviously imminent.

We cannot say yet how the battle in Burma will end. The Japanese have advanced, but not very rapidly, and the British have been reinforced both with aeroplanes and with Chinese troops. The supply difficulties which decided the issue in Malaya are less acute in the Burma area. If Rangoon should fall, that is an end not actually of the Burma Road, but of the present route by which supplies can reach the Burma Road from India or from Britain. The capture of Rangoon by the Japanese would not end the campaign in Burma because in this case the direction of the Japanese advance must be northward, and there is no question of the Allied army being driven into the sea. But it may be asked: if Rangoon should fall, would it be of any value to continue the campaign in Burma? Yes, because the existing Burma Road is not the only possible route from India into China. Another route is projected and can be brought into use within measurable time, so long as China’s resistance can be kept going in the interval.

In this connection, the recent visit of Marshal Chiang K’ai Shek to India is of the highest importance. We know now that Marshal Chiang K’ai Shek had interviews not only with Mr. Nehru, but with Mr. Jinnah and with Mahatma Gandhi. What the political outcome of these interviews was we do not precisely know, but we do know that Marshal Chiang K’ai Shek has affirmed the solidarity of India and China, and has spoken of the projected new route which will enter China far to the north of the present Burma Road. It is clear, therefore, that even if Rangoon is lost, and with it the possibilities of supplying China on any large scale by sea, the retention of Upper Burma will be immensely important to the Allies. Probably the next few months will decide the issue, for during the monsoon which begins in Burma about the end of May, the passage of mechanised troops will be very difficult in Burma, except along the railways and waterways. We must not under-rate the power of the Japanese, who largely possess control of the sea in the Eastern part of the Bay of Bengal, and who will be heavily reinforced now that they can withdraw most of their troops from Malaya.

We must expect also the intensification of the attack on the Americans in the Phillipine° Islands and in the very near future an all-out offensive against Java. It is certain that Java will be a tough nut to crack. The Dutch lack aeroplanes and it has been very difficult to reinforce them to any extent, but they have a large army partly Dutch and partly Javanese, which is well trained and determined to resist fiercely. It is unlikely that there will be much fifth-column activity, for1 even the Nationalists among the Javanese are aware that they have nothing to hope from a Japanese conquest. They realise that the independence which they wish for is not likely to be gained by passing under Fascist rule. Both the Dutch and the Asiatic inhabitants of the Islands have shown themselves devoted and ruthless in applying the scorched earth policy. They destroyed the oil installations at Palembang on the island of Sumatra so completely that it will be a long time before the Japanese can get any oil out of them, and they are ready to do the same wherever the invaders may advance.

The first bombs have fallen on Australian soil. Darwin, in the northern tip of Queensland, was heavily bombed two days ago.2 Australia has mobilised the whole of its manpower and is ready to go to extreme lengths in the conscription of property as well in order to put the country completely on a war footing. It is unlikely however that the Japanese will attempt a full-scale invasion of Australia at this stage. The country is too big to be over-run completely, and there are more pressing tasks on hand. Although geographically the Japanese are nearer to Australia, India is in acuter danger, and the solidarity of the Asiatic nations against the common enemy is the most important factor in the war.

In the Western hemisphere, the issue is still in the balance, and will probably remain so until the late spring. The German plan to knock Russia out at one blow has failed, and German prestige has suffered all over Europe, almost as much as the German army has suffered in the cold of the Russian winter. But that winter is drawing to an end, and it is clear that the Germans are making ready to launch another huge offensive towards the Caucasus, as soon as the weather makes this possible, probably about May. In the southern section of this campaign neither side has gained a decisive advantage. The German attempt to invade Egypt has hitherto failed, but so also has the British attempt to drive westwards as far as Tripoli and thus obtain control of the Central Mediterranean. At this date the result of three months’ battle has been to leave the British in possession of a portion of Cyrenaica, including the powerful frontier forts of Sollum, Bardia and Halfaya previously held by the Germans. Both sides have supply difficulties to face. The Germans need only bring their supplies across the narrow waist of the Mediterranean, but the British submarines are waiting for them on the way, and have sunk an immense number of ships during the past three months. The British ships supplying the Middle East, on the other hand, have to travel from England, round the Cape of Good Hope, a journey which can only be made three times in a year. Sometimes, however, when supplies of men and materials are urgently needed, the British prefer to send their convoys straight up the Mediterranean, which they are able to do if they choose to escort them heavily enough. Recently a large convoy made the passage through the Mediterranean with the loss of only two ships, and its escorting warships sank or damaged four Italian warships on the way.

The British War Cabinet has been re-constructed. This was in accord with the wishes of the majority of the English people, who wished for the establishment of a smaller War Cabinet, composed of men who are free from departmental duties. The most notable change is the inclusion of Sir Stafford Cripps, recently our Ambassador in Moscow. Sir Stafford Cripps is a man of very varied talents, and is certainly the3 outstanding figure in the British Socialist movement. His inclusion in the Government will probably strengthen the ties between Britain and Soviet Russia, and will make negotiations with the Indian and Chinese political leaders a good deal easier. He enjoys immense prestige in this country because of the uncompromising attitude he has always taken since the German Fascism first became a menace, and because of the success of his recent mission in Moscow. The fact that such a man, without any party machine backing him, can be put into the Government in direct response to the wishes of the common people, is a testimony to the strength of British democracy.




981. ‘India Next’

The Observer, 22 February 1942


On 22 February The Observer began a new column, ‘The Forum.’ This was described as ‘a medium for free discussion by various writers’ and was published anonymously. It seems probable that the article referred to by Orwell in his undated letter assigned to 16 February (see here) is ‘India Next.’ David Astor wrote on 23 January 1991 that he was ‘sure that “India Next” was Orwell’s first contribution to the “Observer”’ because he had no power at that time to commission articles for any part of the paper other than ‘The Forum.’ Publication of this column lasted only a short time.



In ten of the blackest weeks in our national and imperial history1 one piece of really good news has passed almost unnoticed by the British public. This is the treaty recently signed between Britain and Abyssinia. Though there are several criticisms that could be levelled against it, the treaty does demonstrate that Britain’s claim to be fighting for international decency is justified. The Italians annexed Abyssinia after a cowardly war of aggression, and the British fought to set it free: the inference ought to be obvious enough.

And yet in Asia, given our present policy, the propaganda value of the Abyssinian treaty is doubtful, or worse than doubtful. And meanwhile the Japanese pan-Asiatic propaganda, a thin disguise for an obviously predatory purpose, makes headway all over Asia, even among people who are hardly if at all deceived by it.

So far as southern Asia is concerned, there is probably no real answer to Japanese propaganda except military victories. India, however, is a different matter, and in India it is precisely those forces that have been most hostile to us in our imperial capacity which are our potential allies against Japan and against Fascist aggression generally.

It is easy for even the most ignorant person to grasp that Indian aspirations towards independence are menaced by the Japanese advance, and in addition, nearly all of the most gifted and active among Indian intellectuals are sympathetic towards China and Soviet Russia. Yet it remains true that Japanese propaganda makes headway. What answer can we make to the Japanese cry of “Asia for the Asiatics”? Only that the Japanese claims are lies and that Japanese rule would be worse than our own. It is true, but it is not inspiring. In a positive sense we promise nothing, we hold out no picture of the future. It is hardly to be wondered at if the poorer classes argue that they could not be worse off under the Japanese than they are at present, and sections of the intelligentsia are so blinded by hatred of Britain that they are half ready to betray Russia and China.

Meanwhile India, the second greatest population centre in the world, is not effectively in the war. The number of troops raised hitherto is relatively tiny, and war production is pitiful. This would be a serious matter even if the situation can be stabilised in Asia, but with the Japanese navy in the Indian Ocean and the German armies threatening the Middle East, India becomes the centre of the war—it is hardly an exaggeration to say, the centre of the world. For a long time to come, possibly for years, it may have to act as a supply base from which men and munitions of war can be poured out in two directions, east and west.2

How is that huge effort to be made possible? Clearly we have got to win the enthusiasm of the peoples of India; their passive obedience is not enough. And the one sure way of arousing their enthusiasm is to convince them that Indian independence is possible if Britain wins the war, and impossible if Japan wins. We cannot do that by promises, nor by resounding phrases about liberty and democracy; we can only do it by some concrete unmistakable act of generosity, by giving something away that cannot afterwards be taken back. The Abyssinian treaty was a pointer in the right direction. It was a gesture of a kind that our enemies cannot emulate, and it can be repeated on a vaster scale in India.

The general lines of the settlement we should make in India are now clear enough. First, let India be given immediate Dominion status, with the right to secede after the war, if she so desires. Secondly, let the leaders of the principal political parties be invited at once to form a National Government, to remain in office for the duration of the war. Thirdly, let India enter into formal military alliance with Britain and the countries allied to Britain. Fourthly, let a trade agreement be drawn up for the exchange of necessary commodities and the reasonable protection of British interests, terminable some stated number of years after the end of the war.

This plan seems less Utopian now than it would have seemed a year or two ago. There are obvious difficulties in its execution—the Hindu-Moslem rivalry is the most obvious—but the menace of outside attack makes this a propitious moment for getting over them. Both China and U.S.S.R. would welcome a settlement along some such lines as these, and so would at any rate the bulk of American opinion. Our record in India is one of the easiest targets of the Isolationists. Above all, by such a settlement we should take the wind out of the sails of Axis propaganda, once and for all. By helping China and freeing India we should have appropriated “Asia for the Asiatics” to our own use and turned it from a lie into something at least approaching a reality.

We have learned from the events in Malaya—or at least that is the lesson we ought to have learned—that to concede nothing is to lose everything. The implication of the treaties with Abyssinia and Iran is that a generous act performed at the right moment can substitute genuine partnership for the inherently unsatisfactory relationship of master and servant.




982. BBC Talks Booking Form, 23.2.42


Noel Sircar: ‘Through Eastern Eyes,’ 12-minute talk on restaurants and eating houses; recorded 20.2.42; fee £7.7s. Signed: N. H. Parratt. ‘Remarks: To go out in emergency.’1






983. BBC Talks Booking Form, 24.2.42


Lady Grigg: ‘We Speak to India,’ ‘Women Generally Speaking’; ‘(Present Contract expires after B’cast on Feb: 25th). To arrange and introduce special 13-minute programmes for English-speaking women in India. (Contract to run till the end of March 1942)’; broadcast Wednesdays, 4,11,18, 25.3.42; fee£8.8s each talk.






984. Additional Vernacular Newsletters

25–26 February 1942


W. M. Goatman, Overseas Information Officer based at Bedford College, Regent’s Park, issued a widely distributed memorandum on 25 February 1942. Z. A. Bokhari, the Indian Programme Organiser, was one of those who received it. Sir Malcolm Darling, head of the Hindustani Service, wrote a sharp memorandum, which drew a rather sarcastic response from Rushbrook Williams addressed to R. A. Rendall, the Assistant Controller. It could well be that this reorganisation underlay the ‘difficulty’ Darling had been causing his colleagues to which reference is made in the memorandum setting up the meeting with the Secretary of State for India; see here.


EASTERN SERVICE: (GREEN NETWORK)

From Sunday next, March 1st, (Week 10) the period 15.15–15.30 GMT in the Green Network will be allocated each day as shown below. It will be noted that these arrangements involve the introduction of weekly broadcasts in three additional languages—Gujerati, Sinhalese, and Marathi.

[image: images]

It will not be possible for the Sinhalese Newsletter on Tuesdays to begin on March 3rd—the starting date for this new service will be notified as soon as possible.

All the above programmes will be carried on the wavelengths:

GSG 17.79 mc/s 16.86 m. and

GRV 12.04 mc/s 24.92 m.



Darling’s response, 26 February 1942, was addressed to Rushbrook Williams, with copies for the Controller, J. B. Clark, and his assistant, Rendall:


I received your memorandum of February 24 yesterday afternoon. It is apparently proposed to extend the Hindustani Service by 15 minutes of ‘Talks’ on Sundays at 4.15 p.m., and a 15 minute ‘Hindustani version of Bengali and English news letters’ on Saturdays at the same hour. I am surprised that the Eastern Services Committee has not been given an opportunity of stating its views upon a matter which would seem to fall within its scope. As Editor of the Service, I am still more surprised that I was not consulted or even told of what was impending. Both news and talks are my province and anything done under either head should, I submit, be done under my direction. What is now proposed seems to me a clear breach of the agreement reached on October 6, 1941.

If it is desired to proceed with the two Hindustani items in next week’s programme, I am prepared to arrange a talk for Sunday, March 1, at 4.15 p.m., and also a weekly news review on Saturday, March 7. I was already proposing to start one on that date within our half hour, and had taken certain initial steps in this direction. This review would at least have the merit of being original.



Williams wrote this note at the bottom of his copy on the following day and sent it to Rendall:


Please see the above note. Indian Editor has never been concerned with the newsletters arranged from London: nor does the extension fall within the period for which he is responsible. He was, of course, informed of the proposed arrangement as soon as it had been cleared with you and SOPL. I think it is now a little late to cite the “agreement” of October 6 as though he were one High Contracting Party and the Eastern Service another. Can he not be informed soon that he is a part of the Service? And that the ‘agreement’ did not cover any programme-time except 1400–1430 GMT?

Do you desire me to suspend action until these points are cleared?



Darling’s protest did not cause the introduction of the new broadcasts to be suspended. The first Gujarati Newsletter was transmitted on Monday, 2 March, and the first Marathi Newsletter on Thursday, 5 March 1942, as scheduled, according to the PasB. The first Hindustani Newsletter was broadcast on 7 March, but there were no more, and Bokhari’s Hindustani broadcasts also stopped in mid-April.






985. Z. A. Bokhari to Shridhar Telkar

25 February 1942 PP/ZAB/MB

My dear Telkar,

This is in continuation of my letter dated the 20th February.

We have now been able to arrange for a weekly News Letter in Marathi.1 It will start on Thursday, 5th March and the broadcast will go on the air from a Studio at Broadcasting House from 4.15 to 4.30 p.m. BST. Eric Blair will have the English version ready for translation by 10.0 a.m. on Thursday, the 5th March, at 55, Portland Place, W. 1., where you will be able to translate it. The Studio will be free for rehearsal before the actual broadcast, from 3.45 to 4.15 p.m. We are asking the Contract Dept. to get into touch with you immediately.

Yours sincerely,

[Initialled] Z. A. Bokhari

Indian Programme Organiser




986. BBC Talks Booking Form, 25.2.42


R. R. Desai: Gujarati News, 1; ‘(English version written by E. Blair—Indian Section). Translated and read by R. R. Desai’; broadcast 2.3.42; fee £5.5s + £1.14s expenses + rail fare from Aberystwyth.1 Signed: Z. A. Bokhari.






987. BBC Talks Booking Form, 25.2.42


S. M. Telkar: Marathi News Letter, 1; ‘(Written by E. Blair—Indian Section Staff). Translated and read by S. M. Telkar’; broadcast 5.3.42; fee £5.5s (to cover translating and reading). Signed: Z. A. Bokhari.






988. BBC Talks Booking Form, 26.2.42


Cedric Dover: ‘Through Eastern Eyes,’ ‘Today & Yesterday,’ on the Federal Idea; broadcast 4.3.42; fee £7.7s. Signed: N. H. Parratt.






989. To Mulk Raj Anand

27 February 1942 PP/EB

Dear Anand,

I wonder if you would like to do a series of talks on Sundays, which would mean recording the talks normally on Fridays? I recently wrote myself two talks explaining what is meant by scorched earth and by sabotage, and it afterwards occurred to me that as we have about five Sundays vacant, we might have a series, discussing similar phrases which have passed into general usage in the last year or two, and are flung to and fro in newspaper articles, broadcasts and so forth, without necessarily being well understood.

I would like you, if you would, to do these talks, starting with one on the phrase Fifth Column, and following up with talks discussing propaganda, living space, new order, pluto-democracy, racialism, and so on. I am sending you as a sort of guidance copies of the first two talks I did. You will see from these that our idea is to make these catch-phrases more intelligible, and at the same time, of course, to do a bit of anti-Fascist propaganda. Could you let me know pretty soon whether this would interest you?

Yours

Eric Blair

Talks Assistant

Indian Section




990. To Arthur Calder-Marshall

[27 February 1942] Manuscript annotation


Calder-Marshall wrote to Orwell on 26 February 1942 to tell him that the Ministry of Information (for whom he was working) had given permission for him to broadcast to India ‘with full fee.’ He asked for the date of the broadcast and promised the talk ten days in advance of its delivery.

Orwell annotated this:



Please send him a card informing him of the date. E. A. B


To the left, in pencil, but probably not in Orwell’s hand, is the date ‘April 14th.’






991. To Cyril Connolly

27 February 1942 PP/EB

Dear Connolly,

I want your talk to be delivered on March 31st, which means that I should have the script not later than March 21st. You might let me know if you intend to modify the scope of it in any way, but I think we might as well stick to The Thirties for the title, as it is a good catch title,° and we have already publicised it.

Yours,

Eric Blair

Talks Assistant

Indian Section




992. Newsletter, 12

28 February 1942


The typescript is a fair copy with slight alterations, seemingly in Orwell’s hand. There are no censors’ stamps and the script has ‘AS BROADCAST’ typed at its head. PasB has ‘Weekly News Review. Written by Eric Blair. Read by Z. A. Bokhari.’ The timing is given as 10½ minutes.



During the last week not much has happened in the narrow military sense.

In Burma, the Japanese have advanced somewhat, and Rangoon is definitely in danger. On the other hand, in the air fighting, the British and American pilots defending Rangoon have had the better of it, and the Japanese have lost a large number of planes. The Japanese are now in possession of the whole of the island of Sumatra, and have got a footing on the island of Bali. From these two bases they are in a position to launch a full-scale attack on Java, which is the main stronghold of the Allies1 in the Far East. As yet, however, they have not been able to attack Java except by air, because the ships in which they hoped to make the invasion have been roughly handled by Dutch and American planes and warships, and a considerable number have been sunk. Probably a Japanese landing on Java cannot be prevented, but from what has happened already it is clear that they are going to lose very heavily, probably more heavily than they can afford.

It cannot be repeated too often that this war turns principally upon the question of supplies, and though the Japanese have won great victories and inflicted great damage on their adversaries, it is doubtful whether they have yet gained much in a material sense. They have certainly gained rubber, tin ore, and territories from which, at least in the future, they may be able to obtain rice; but on the other hand, they have lost a great deal of shipping which they will have difficulty in replacing, and it is doubtful whether they have gained much of their most pressing necessity—oil. In their attack on Palembang in Sumatra, which is by far the richest oilfield in the Far East, the Japanese were so anxious to capture it intact that they tried to do so by means of a surprise attack with parachutists. This failed, however, and though Palembang was ultimately taken, we know now that the Dutch destroyed both the oil wells, and the surface plant, in a most thorough and ruthless manner. The next greatest oilfields of the Far East, those of Burma, are now similarly menaced. If, however, it becomes clear that Rangoon must fall, the oil refineries, which are at Syriam—a few miles from Rangoon—will be blown up, and probably the pipe line which brings oil from Yenangyaung, 400 miles away, will be destroyed as well. If this scorched earth policy is carried out with sufficient thoroughness, their gains will be of no benefit to the Japanese for at least a year, for even where they are able to extract the crude oil from the earth, it is of little value if the refineries have been destroyed. In that case, they can only make use of it by transporting it to their own refineries in Japan, which puts an extra strain on their inadequate shipping, and in any case exposes them to submarine attack on the way home.

We ought not to regard the destruction of the Far Eastern oilfields as pure gain for the Allies, since it means that they, as well as the Japanese, are deprived of the much-needed oil. Both India and China rely on the oil from Burma wells, and the loss of these imposes, or will impose, serious transport difficulties on the Allies. Nevertheless, it remains true that the Allies possess enormous stocks of oil in places, chiefly the United States, which are safe from enemy attack, whereas the Fascist powers cannot solve their oil problem, except by conquest. While we watch the more dramatic events that are happening in Asia, we ought never to forget that the real issue of the war turns upon the German effort to reach the oil wells of the Caucasus. Hitherto, they have failed. If they succeed in their spring offensive the end cannot be foreseen. If they fail again, it is very doubtful whether they will have enough oil to continue the war much longer, and once Germany is defeated, Japan does not present an equally serious problem. Germany, therefore, is the main enemy, and although it may often seem that more is happening in the Far East, it is the struggle on the Russian front and in the Atlantic Ocean that will in the long run prove serious.2

Although events in a military sense have not moved so rapidly this week as in the preceding weeks, there have been political developments of the highest importance. The British Government has been almost entirely re-fashioned,3 and though the results of this will not be altogether clear until after the debates which are to take place in Parliament next week, we can already see in general outline the changes which are likely to follow. The chief event has been the entry into the Government of Sir Stafford Cripps, late Ambassador in Moscow. [It can be taken for granted that Sir Stafford would not have accepted office without being certain that large political changes were contemplated, both in Britain’s home and foreign policy.]4 In his first speech in his new post, he has already forecast a tightening up of social legislation, which will have the effect of suppressing many useless luxuries, and in general making the way of life of all classes in Great Britain more equal. It is also known that the relationship between Great Britain and India is to be debated in Parliament next week, and it can be taken for granted that that relationship is the subject of most earnest discussion.5 Public opinion in this country is very anxious for a solution of the Indian political deadlock, and equally anxious to see India a willing and active Ally of Britain against the Fascist powers. This popular feeling has crystallised around Sir Stafford Cripps, whose enlightened views on India are well known, and though it is too early to anticipate, it is at least certain that some far-reaching and statesmanlike offer to India will be made in the near future.

Simultaneously with these political changes in Britain, there occurred on March 24th the anniversary of the Red Army, which was the occasion of a speech by Premier Stalin, in which he reviewed the war situation, and also made what amounted to a statement on policy. Considering the atrocious manner in which the Germans have behaved in their invasion of Russia, the speech was notable for its lack of vindictiveness and for the wise and large-minded way in which it distinguished between the German people and their rulers. Stalin ridiculed the lies put about by the German propagandists, to the effect that the Russians aim at exterminating the German race, and at dominating the whole of Europe and imposing Communism upon it by force. He used the memorable phrase—“Hitlers come and Hitlers go, but the German people and the German state remain”—and6 he made it quite clear that the Russian state would be glad to live in amity with a democratic Germany, which was prepared to leave its neighbours in peace; but he made it equally clear that there was no chance of this happening while the Nazi party and the clique surrounding Hitler remain in power.

The Japanese have made their first attack on the Andaman Islands, in the Indian Ocean south west of Burma, two bombing raids having taken place there recently. This development, which we foretold in our earlier news commentaries, is part of the Japanese attempt to extend their control step by step across the Indian Ocean and thus blockade the main ports of India. No doubt they are also contemplating attacks on Ceylon, on the various small islands in the southern part of the Indian Ocean, and on Madagascar. But they would have to establish naval and air bases in Rangoon and the Andamans before they could venture so far afield as this.




993. To C. H. Waddington

28 February 1942 PP/EB

Dear Dr. Waddington,1

I wonder whether you would be interested in doing a talk for us in a series which is beginning shortly, and is aimed chiefly at the English-speaking Indian population. These are a series of talks on contemporary literature, and we want the third in the series to be about the influence of science on literature during recent times. You could take very much your own line, and say whatever you thought about it, provided that it is more or less within the scope of the series, i.e. provided that it deals mainly with the English literature of the last twenty years. These are half-hour talks, that is, taking not more than 28 minutes; and with a talk of that length it is better to break it up in some way, either by fairly frequent quotations, or, if you preferred, you could do it in the form of a discussion with somebody else. Do you think you could be kind enough to let me know fairly soon whether this would interest you?

Yours sincerely,

George Orwell

Talks Assistant

Indian Section.




994. BBC Talks Booking Form, 28.2.42


Lilla Erulkar: ‘Through Eastern Eyes,’ ‘The Man in the Street,’ film acting; broadcast 6.3.42; fee £7.7s. Signed: N. H. Parratt.1






995. Gujarati Newsletter, 1

2 March 1942


PasB states: ‘First Newsletter in Gujerati:° read live by R. R. Desai of Aberystwyth. Translated by R. R. Desai of Aberystwyth and H. L. Desai of London. 14′00″.’ No script has been traced.

The talks booking forms for Gujarati Newsletters specify Orwell as the writer of the English versions, though in the minimum information given for those that follow it must be assumed that he did. R. R. Desai (see here) did most of the translations, assisted initially by H. L. Desai, and read them live. Orwell wrote forty-four newsletters for this service. The last two, for 21 and 28.12.42, were recast by Desai as a training exercise and thereafter he was responsible for writing and transmitting this newsletter. No texts have been traced in either English or Gujarati. For a brief discussion on the possible similarity of or differences between vernacular and English-language newsletters, see here.

The time allowed for all newsletters, whether in English or vernacular languages, broadcast in the Eastern Service was fifteen minutes. With allowance for announcements, the maximum time for a newsletter was fourteen minutes. PasB often give timings for the English News Review to India, and the scripts for them often give timings, sometimes in Orwell’s hand. The Gujarati, Marathi, and Bengali Newsletters are also often timed (no scripts survive apart from two Marathi extracts in English). Timings are never found for the English-language broadcasts to Malaya and Indonesia, nor for the Tamil Newsletter. Orwell was associated with both groups, so the difference in recording timings may derive from the contrasting approaches of Bokhari, who supervised the first group, and Rowan Davies, who was in charge of the second group.

These timings are of interest in that they can provide clues as to whether Orwell wrote different scripts for different language versions or whether he simply made use, so far as relevance allowed, of a single weekly script. Laurence Brander, then Intelligence Officer, thought Orwell would have written differently for free and occupied countries; (see here: here indicates he did so). Speed of delivery differs from person to person, and expressing the same thoughts in different languages is even more variable. M. R. Kothari read the three Marathi Newsletters; Desai, the Gujarati Newsletters; Das Gupta, the Bengali; the News Review to India was delivered by Bokhari until the end of July 1942 and by various speakers from then until 21 November 1942, when Orwell took over. A comparison of timings from 14 March 1942 to 13 February 1943, covering English, Gujarati (broadcast two days later), Marathi (two days earlier), and Bengali (same day), sets out the evidence. There is, perhaps, sufficient variation to suggest that although portions of text were probably reused as they stood, and other passages were recast, there was also specific writing for particular audiences, even for the Bengali Newsletters broadcast on the same day as the English. Although it is possible that the vernacular translations did not include all the English text, part of the system Orwell operated involved back-checking the vernacular versions and significant differences over a period would have been spotted. There is nothing to indicate that less than his complete texts were translated.



[image: images]
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996. To Mulk Raj Anand

2 March 1942 Handwritten draft for postcard


Anand replied to Orwell’s letter to him of 27 February (see here) on 1 March 1942. He proposed a talk on the phrase ‘Fifth Column’ and asked how long it took to censor talks. On the verso, Orwell wrote this reply; the date is in another hand:



Draft for pc—

Thanks for yours. So glad you will do the series. Scripts can be censored the day they are broadcast if necessary [bu]t naturally we like them a few days in advance. If you could habitually let me have these talks (which are for Sundays) on Wednesdays it would do.

Yours

E. A. B




997. Z. A. Bokhari to Mrs. Hunt, Empire Executive’s Office

3 March 1942


Bokhari wrote to express anxiety that Orwell’s secretary was to be assigned for three days a week to William Empson. Orwell had evidently expressed willingness to type his own letters, and Bokhari commented, ‘It was extremely gallant of Blair and I know that he could type his letters, provided we don’t mind the mistakes!’ It was not the typing errors that worried him; it was the weight of work ‘entrusted to Blair—Contracts, Studio Bookings and all the other things that are necessary.’ If Orwell loses a full-time secretary, Bokhari said, ‘I should think twice before I accept the responsibility for the smooth-running of his office.’

This internal memorandum is marked ‘Answered by telephone 10.2.42.’






998. Marathi Newsletter, 1

5 March 1942


The English original was written by Orwell and was translated and read by Shridhar Telkar. No script has been traced.

Orwell is credited with fifteen English versions of Marathi Newsletters in this edition; see here. One of these, the third, is less certain than the others, which are credited to Orwell on talks booking forms. Extracts from Newsletters 2 and 3 have survived in their English form; see here and here. Newsletter 20 is misnumbered 21, and this error continues to 26 (given as 27). Correct numbering is restored with the second use of 27, 3 September 1942. Venu Chitale seems to have taken over preparing the English versions of this series, but Orwell may have continued to oversee their production. For further information on newsletters, see here.






999. To Princess Indira of Kapurthala

5 March 1942 PP/EB/NP

Dear Princess Indira,

I wonder whether you would care to do [us] another talk, as well as “The Debate Continues”? The talk I should very much like you to do, if you have time, is one in our series “Changing Britain”, on Clothes. This series deals with the social changes brought about by the war, and a variety of subjects have already been dealt with—from Taxation to Popular Literature.

Perhaps you will let me know, when we meet on Monday, whether you will undertake this talk for me, and if there is anything more that you want to know we can discuss it then. The date of the talk is March 25th, and the script should reach me before March 18th.

Yours sincerely,

Eric Blair

Talks Assistant

Indian Section




1000. To Stephen Spender

5 March 1942 PP/EB

Dear Stephen,

This is to confirm my telephone conversation with you. The talk is to be called “Poetry and Traditionalism”, and to take anything up to 28 minutes. It is due to be delivered on March 17th, which means that I want this script by the 14th at the latest. I don’t, of course, want to dictate what you will say, but I will just give you a line on the scope of the whole series. These talks are supposed to cover English literature in the period between the two wars, and I want you to discuss the movement which started with Eliot and others about the middle of the last war. I have [given] the talk that title because it seems to me that poetry from Eliot onwards has been actually more in touch with the poetry of the past and with European literature than English poetry from the Romantic Revival up to 1914 had been. Of course, you must say whatever you feel about it. No doubt you will have to mention the younger poets who have come up in the last three or four years, some of whom you were discussing in your last essay in Horizon;1 but I don’t want you to give much space to them because I am getting Herbert Read to do a talk specifically on the literature subsequent to the Auden group, perhaps to be called Surrealism or something like that.

Yours,

Eric Blair

Talks Assistant

Indian Section




1001. BBC Talks Booking Form, 5.3.42


Mulk Raj Anand: ‘Through Eastern Eyes,’ ‘New Weapons of War,’ 1–4:1. Fifth Column, 2. Living Space, 3. Propaganda, 4. New Order; broadcast 15, 22, 29.3.42 and 5.4.42; fee £7.7s each talk. (There was a contract for a fifth later.)






1002. BBC Talks Booking Form, 5.3.42


Princess Indira of Kapurthala: ‘Through Eastern Eyes,’ ‘The Debate Continues’; broadcast 9.3.42; fee £7.7s.






1003. BBC Talks Booking Form, 5.3.42


Mrs. Sujata Khanna: ‘Through Eastern Eyes,’ ‘The Man in the Street,’ the Red Cross; broadcast 20.3.42; fee £7.7s.






1004. BBC Talks Booking Form, 5.3.42


S. M. Telkar: ‘Through Eastern Eyes,’ ‘These Names Will Live,’ General Sikorski;1 broadcast 24.3.42; fee £7.7s.






1005. To J. D. Bernal

6 March 1942 PP/EB/NP

Dear Professor Bernal,1

I wonder if you would consider doing a series of six half-hour talks for me in [the] Eastern Service? These talks are aimed mainly at the English-speaking Indian population in India. What I had thought of was a sort of history of the rise of modern Science from the end of the Middle Ages onwards, and then followed by a discussion of the future of science and the position of the scientific worker under Capitalism, Fascism and Socialism. I have roughly sketched out the series of talks, but don’t, of course, want to tie you down in any way. I would like to know first whether it would interest you to go further in the matter.

Should you agree, the first of the talks would be due about the end of May. If you do not agree to undertake this, or haven’t time to do so, I wonder if you could let me know of somebody else who you think would be interested?

Yours sincerely,

George Orwell

Talks Assistant

Indian Section




1006. To Herbert Read

6 March 1942 PP/EB/NP

Dear Read,

I wonder if you would like to do one more literary talk for us, to be delivered on April 7th? Following on the series “Masterpieces of English Literature” which you introduced, I am having one on contemporary English literature, to be called “Literature Between Wars”. I want you, if you would, to deal with the new movement which has arisen in the last few years, starting I suppose with Dylan Thomas and George Barker. There is quite a group of young writers centering round the Apocalyptic movement who I think would make material for an interesting talk. I had tentatively named your talk Surrealism, but if you think that this term cannot be strictly applied to literature, we can easily change it. These are half-hour talks as before, i.e. anything up to 28 minutes, and the more you can break up the talk with quotations the better. I wonder if you could let me know about this fairly soon?1

Yours sincerely,

Eric Blair

Talks Assistant

Indian Section




1007. To C. H. Waddington

6 March 1942 Handwritten draft and typewritten versions1 PP/EB

Dear Mr.° Waddington,

Thank you very much for your letter of March 5th, I am delighted that you will be able to do this talk for us. We want it to be delivered on March 24th, and it would do if the script reached me by2 March 22nd. Judging by what you have said about your arrangements, this would give you five or six days in which to write it. Do you think you could manage this? Perhaps you could let me know as soon as possible if this date will be convenient to you.3

I shall get in touch with our Contracts Department, who will make the usual arrangements about your fee.4

Yours sincerely,

George Orwell

Talks Assistant

Indian Section

Dictated by George Orwell and

dispatched in his absence by:5




1008. BBC Talks Booking Form, 6.3.42


R. R. Desai: Gujarati Newsletter, 2; translated and read by R. R. Desai in conjunction with H. L. Desai;1 broadcast 9.3.42; fee £5.5s. Signed: Z. A. Bokhari.






1009. BBC Talks Booking Form, 6.3.42


S. M. Telkar: Marathi Newsletter, 2; written by E. Blair, ‘translated and read by S. M. Telkar—helped by Miss V. Chitale’; broadcast 12.3.42; fee £5.5s. Signed: Z. A. Bokhari.1






1010. News Review, 13

7 March 1942


PasB states that this News Review was written by Eric Blair and read by Z. A. Bokhari. It gives the timing as 10½ minutes. The typescript is a fair copy with two or three words x–ed through; and ‘main’ and ‘bad’ have been added in Orwell’s hand. There are no censors’ stamps, but one passage has been crossed through and marked off by brackets. At the top of the first page, ‘AS BROADCAST’ has been typed. This broadcast is omitted silently from West: Commentaries. This and later typescripts regularly have ‘Macarthur,’ corrected in this edition.



During this week, fighting has continued in the same areas as before, but in the Eastern hemisphere the situation has worsened somewhat.

In spite of their heavy losses at sea,1 the Japanese have succeeded in landing more troops on Java, and the defenders are heavily outnumbered in men—and more important—in aeroplanes. The Japanese are striving to establish themselves across the middle of the island and thus cut the defenders into two separate bodies. They may succeed, and in any case, it is doubtful whether Java can hold out indefinitely in the absence of air reinforcements, which are difficult to send to that area, and which may be more urgently needed elsewhere. But the Dutch, Javanese, and other Allied troops on the island can be counted on to continue fighting bravely, and to cause serious delay in the Japanese time table. From the announcement which has been made by the Dutch Commander-in-Chief, it appears that at need the Allied troops will take up some strong defensive position in the mountainous part of the island, and there keep up a delaying action similar to the heroic stand which is being made by General MacArthur in the Phillipines.° It is now well over two months since the American and Philippine forces were driven out of Manila, and at that time it appeared to the world that the Philippine campaign was as good as over; yet the defence is still going on, and recently General MacArthur has even succeeded in using his tiny air force for offensive operations and sinking a number of Japanese ships. If a similar resistance can be kept up in Java, large numbers of Japanese troops will be tied up, and unable to take part in the invasions which the Japanese are planning further afield.

In Burma, the situation remains as it was a week ago, but the defences are being strengthened in order to inflict the most inconvenient losses to the enemy.

The news from Russia remains good, as it has been for a number of weeks past. Not only are the Russians attacking vigorously everywhere, but in the North not far from Leningrad they appear to have encircled an entire German army, which has little or no chance of escape.2 At present the Russian winter is just nearing its end, and in the south the snow is beginning to melt. After that, there will be a period of some weeks during which military operations will be almost impossible because of the mud, but in the late spring, probably about May, the Germans will begin the great offensive for which they have been piling up arms the whole winter, and which they hope will be the last. It is uncertain yet whether the main German drive will be in Southern Russia towards the Caucasus or through Egypt towards the Middle East, or possibly through Turkey: but in any case their objective remains the same—to reach the shores of the Indian Ocean and the oil fields of Baku, Iran and Iraq. Every move in the Far East must be seen in conjunction with this German campaign, since the main aim of the Fascist nations is to obtain oil, and to join hands with one another. The Japanese objectives are Ceylon, Madagascar, Durban and Aden; the attacks which they may well make against Australia and the mainland of India are subsidiary to this all-important objective of establishing communications with Germany. If the Germans fail again in 1942, as they failed in 1941, to reach the oil fields, it can be taken as certain that they have lost the war, even though their leaders may succeed in disguising this from the German public for some time. It will be seen, therefore, that the Allied Government° have been right to regard the Russian front as the principal one, and to be ready even to suffer great defeats in the Far East, so as to keep our Russian Allies supplied with tanks and aeroplanes. For, dangerous though the Japanese are, the Germans are the main enemy, and Japan can be dealt with once Germany is out of the way.

For the first time British aeroplanes have raided Paris. It was one of the heaviest air-raids of the whole war, and was directed against the big Renault motor car works, which the Germans have taken over for their own use, and in which it is thought that they were turning out 300 aeroplanes a month. These factories have been almost completely wrecked, as is proved by the photographs taken from aeroplanes which returned next day for that purpose. Ever since the Armistice the British have, of course, been raiding the coastal towns which were in the possession of the Germans, but this new decision not to spare Paris probably indicates a hardening of the British and American attitude towards the puppet Government of Vichy. There is little doubt that most of the leaders of Vichy France, as well as the French Quislings in the Occupied zone, would like to collaborate with Germany and would long ago have put the French Fleet and the French naval bases in North Africa at the disposal of the Germans, if it had not been for one thing: this is the resistance of the French common people, who are almost universally sympathetic to the Allied cause, and hostile to their foreign oppressors. Almost every day the German wireless announces from Paris fresh cases of sabotage, or the assassination of German soldiers by French civilians. The Germans impose the most atrocious penalties—for example, yesterday their wireless announced that they were going to execute 20 hostages for the murder of a single German soldier, and would follow this up by executing 20 more if the culprits were not discovered. And yet the sabotage and the assassinations never seem to grow less. [The French common people have fully grasped by this time what Fascist rule means to them, and they will go on struggling so long as the invader remains in their land. The British raid on Paris killed French civilians, as it was bound to do, but all true Frenchmen will recognize that this was better than to allow the stolen factories to continue manufacturing arms for the enslavement of the world.]

The changes in the British Government have been followed by an unmistakable change in the temper of the country. We do not yet know what proposals will be made when the British relationship with India is debated next week, but we can see already that the inclusion of Sir Stafford Cripps in the Government, and the change in the direction of the War Office are the symptoms of a more vigorous and more democratic policy. The first piece of legislation passed since the new Government, has been a very severe tightening up of the law against those who profiteer in food. These selfish people can now receive as much as 10 years imprisonment, apart from a heavy fine. The call-up is now being extended to women under 20 and to men from 18 to 45. In addition, great changes are being made in the army command, and all officers over 45 are being re-examined to see whether they are physically and mentally active enough to carry out their duties under the strain of modern war. British public opinion, as well as the Government, has been impressed by the successes won by Red Army generals who are often only in their thirties. It is felt that this is a war in which youth is all-important, and in which no kind of consideration of wealth or rank can be allowed to stand in the way of efficiency. The changes now occurring in British national life are all in this direction, and though many of the social effects of war are inevitably bad there is no question that the spirit and structure of British life are infinitely more democratic, and wealth is far more evenly distributed than was the case two years ago.

During the last few months, shipping losses have seriously increased. This should not be regarded as a permanent condition however,—it is due to two things: First, to the extension of the war to the Pacific, in the first few weeks of which many British ships were caught unprotected and far from their home ports, and secondly to the appearance of submarines off the coast of the United States, where a convoy system had not yet been completely established. The real object of these German submarine raids is to impress American opinion, and compel the American Government to keep its fleet in home waters, instead of using it against the Japanese. It can be taken for granted that this manoeuvre will fail, though shipping losses in the Western Atlantic may remain heavy for some months to come. Meanwhile, another large detachment of American troops has reached Britain, and many American soldiers are already to be seen in the streets of London. This draft of troops travelled across the Atlantic without any mishap and without even seeing a German submarine. We have only to reflect how nearly impossible it would be for German troops from the East, or Japanese troops from the West, to sail across the ocean and land on the shores of America, to see that effective sea control remains in the hands of the Allied Powers.




1011. Hindustani Version of Bengali and English Newsletters

7 March 1942


This entry for a Hindustani version of the Bengali and English Newsletters appears in PasB with, immediately below it, ‘Newsletter in Marathi read by Venu Chitale (Live: read by member of the staff—no contract—S. Telkar was used as a standby and assisted considerably with the translation, but it was decided that he should not broadcast it — he should receive his fee).’

W. M. Goatman, the Overseas Information Officer, had announced on 25 February 1942 that the Hindustani version would start on 7 March; see here. This, however, is the only entry in the PasB for such a newsletter. It might, tenuously, be added to Orwell’s tally in that he wrote the original English version, but because it was given at 1515 on the same day that the Weekly News Review in English was transmitted at 1500 and the Bengali Newsletter at 1345, it is unlikely that it entailed extra work for him. That the newsletter was not again transmitted may have been a result of Darling’s protests; see here. Certainly, the formal arrangement Goatman announced for a ‘Hindustani version of Bengali and English Newsletters’ ran into the ground; it looks as if Bokhari, who had already been offering a Hindustani Newsletter, changed its title to ‘Talk,’ if not wholly consistently, but that gradually Darling’s claim to control Hindustani broadcasting was upheld.

The reference to the Marathi Newsletter is puzzling. It may simply be designed to set the record straight—that Venu Chitale read the script, mainly translated by Telkar, who had, according to a talks booking form of 25.2.42, been scheduled to translate and read it; see here. See also the arrangements for the second Marathi Newsletter, 12 March 1942, here.






1012. ‘Mood of the Moment’

The Observer, 8 March 1942


On the seven Sundays 8 March to 19 April 1942, The Observer published an anonymous column headed ‘Mood of the Moment.’ David Astor, who was then recruiting new contributors for The Observer (see here), has identified the first and last of these columns as by Orwell. Looked at without the benefit of Astor’s advice, the column for 15 March might appear to be by Orwell but it is probably by someone with a special interest in German affairs, such as Sebastian Haffner, who wrote for Astor and who contributed a book to Orwell and Fyvel’s Searchlight Series, Offensive Against Germany (1941). It is concerned with the need for greater effort to win the war, and there is a paragraph on the same lines in the preceding day’s newsletter to India (omitted from the broadcast). ‘Mood of the Moment’ for 22 March is about ‘muddling through’; that might have appealed to Orwell in the light of his experiences at the BBC at the time, but the column does not read like his work. That for 29 March has a fair amount of detail of the war and mentions the Grantham by-election (which also appears in the relevant newsletter), but there is nothing strikingly like Orwell. The column for 5 April, on birth and death, is distinctly un-Orwellian and that for 12 April, though it picks up a phrase—‘winning the peace’—which might have attracted Orwell, would surely be expected to say something about the failure of the Cripps Mission were Orwell its author. Only the columns for 8 March and 19 April are therefore included.



The British people are in a more thoughtful mood than at any time since 1940, and this time there is no bombing and—seemingly—no imminent invasion to turn their discontent outwards.

They have a feeling of frustration because of continued military defeats, they are angry about the Black Market and the muddle over production, and they are interested, for almost the first time within living memory, in the problem of India. They are anxious for Army reform and for a clearer definition of war aims—above all, anxious for the new Government to demonstrate speedily that it represents a change of policy and not merely a change of personnel.

If one had to sum up the prevailing mood in a phrase, the best would probably be, “Make Democracy Real.” The concrete demands which are put forward on every side are only the symptoms of an underlying malaise. The general public are not competent to decide on details of policy, and probably they realise that they are not competent. But what they do know, or what they deeply feel, is that Britain is too much tied to the past and to an outworn social system. They feel that there is more waste, more inequality of wealth, more thwarting of intelligence, more nepotism, more privilege, than a nation which has been two years at war can afford.

The changes in the Government, and above all, the inclusion of Sir Stafford Cripps, have raised hopes which may turn out to be extravagant. Even people normally uninterested in politics feel this to be a turning-point. They are ready for the most sweeping changes and the most cruel sacrifices, if need be. Let the Government’s next move be visibly in the direction of making Democracy more real, and the mass of the people will follow without bothering too much about the hardships that lie by the way.




1013. Gujarati Newsletter, 2

9 March 1942


The English original was written by Orwell. No script has been traced.






1014. ‘The Re-discovery of Europe’

‘Literature Between the Wars,’ 1, BBC Eastern Service, 10 March 1942


‘The Re-Discovery of Europe’ has survived in three versions: Orwell’s typescript, as broadcast to India, 10 March 1942; a slightly shortened form printed in The Listener, 19 March 1942; and, in full, but slightly amended, in Talking to India, November 1943, which Orwell prepared and saw through the press. It is this last version that is reproduced here, with an obvious error corrected and two or three of Orwell’s preferred forms incorporated. Certain styling changes (such as italic for titles, which Orwell neither underlined nor enclosed within quotation marks) have been accepted silently. Significant differences between the three versions are given in the notes. The typescript is indicated by B, The Listener by TL, Talking to India by TtI. Typing errors in the typescript and slight, conventional changes to accidentals are not noted. Orwell’s practice in hyphenation is followed.

The version in The Listener was slightly shortened, doubtless to enable it to fit the space available, paper then being in short supply. However, space was found for illustrations of Bernard Shaw, H. G. Wells, Arnold Bennett, and John Galsworthy at the head of the left-hand page, and, facing them, illustrations of D. H. Lawrence, James Joyce, T. S. Eliot, and Aldous Huxley. Beneath the first group was the caption, ‘About the end of the last war the literary climate had changed—’ and beneath the second, ‘—the typical writer came to be a quite different person.’ The principal cuts in this version are given in notes. Correspondence which followed publication in The Listener is also given here.

PasB states that this was a talk ‘by George Orwell—Eric Blair, member of the Indian Section’ and gives this introduction to the series:


Listeners to our previous series of literary talks, which were compered by Herbert Read, will remember that those talks dealt exclusively with books which have had time to become accepted as classics. In this new series we shall hear about contemporary literature, from the beginning of the last war up to the present day. The first talks will be about English literature and then we shall go on to Russian and Chinese contemporary literature. This evening George Orwell, who is arranging the whole series, is in the studio to give the first talk. He is going to tell you about “The re-discovery° of Europe.”



The announcement was probably written by Orwell. No announcer’s name is given.



When I was a small boy and was taught history—very badly, of course, as nearly everyone in England is—I used to think of history as a sort of long scroll with thick black lines ruled across it at intervals. Each of these lines marked the end of what was called a “period,” and you were given to understand that what came afterwards was completely different from what had gone before. It was almost like a clock striking. For instance, in 1499 you were still in the Middle Ages, with knights in plate armour riding at one another with long lances, and then suddenly the clock struck 1500, and you were in something called the Renaissance, and everyone wore ruffs and doublets and was busy robbing treasure ships on the Spanish Main. There was another very thick black line drawn at the year 1700. After that it was the Eighteenth Century, and people suddenly stopped being Cavaliers and Roundheads and became extraordinarily elegant gentlemen in knee breeches and three-cornered hats. They all powdered their hair, took snuff and talked in exactly balanced sentences, which seemed all the more stilted because for some reason I didn’t understand they pronounced most of their S’s as F’s. The whole of history was like that in my mind—a series of completely different periods changing abruptly at the end of a century, or at any rate at some sharply defined date.

Now in fact these abrupt transitions don’t happen, either in politics, manners or literature. Each age lives on into the next—it must do so, because there are innumerable human lives spanning every gap. And yet there are such things as periods. We feel our own age to be deeply different from, for instance, the early Victorian period, and an eighteenth-century sceptic like Gibbon would have felt himself to be among savages if you had suddenly thrust him into the Middle Ages. Every now and again something happens—no doubt it’s ultimately traceable to changes in industrial technique, though the connection isn’t always obvious—and the whole spirit and tempo of life changes, and people acquire a new outlook which reflects itself in their political behaviour, their manners, their architecture, their literature and everything else. No one could write a poem like Gray’s “Elegy in a Country Churchyard” today, for instance, and no one could have written Shakespeare’s lyrics in the age of Gray. These things belong in different periods. And though, of course, those black lines across the page of history are an illusion, there are times when the transition is quite rapid, sometimes rapid enough for it to be possible to give it a fairly accurate date. One can say without grossly over-simplifying, “About such and such a year, such-and-such a style of literature began.”1 If I were asked for the starting-point of modern literature—and the fact that we still call it “modern” shows that this particular period isn’t finished yet—I should put it at 1917, the year in which T. S. Eliot published his poem “Prufrock.” At any rate that date isn’t more than five years out. It is certain that about the end of the last war the literary climate changed, the typical writer came to be quite a different person,2 and the best books of the subsequent period seemed to exist in a different world from the best books of only four or five years before.

To illustrate what I mean, I ask you to compare in your mind two poems which haven’t any connection with one another, but which will do for purposes of comparison because each is entirely typical of its period.3 Compare, for instance, one of Eliot’s characteristic earlier poems with a poem of Rupert Brooke, who was, I should say, the most admired English poet in the years before 1914. Perhaps the most representative of Brooke’s poems are his patriotic ones, written in the early days of the war. A good one is the sonnet beginning “If I should die, think only this of me: That there’s some corner of a foreign field That is for ever England.” Now read side by side with this one of Eliot’s Sweeney poems; for example, “Sweeney among the Nightingales”—you know,4 “The circles of the stormy moon Slide westward toward the River Plate.” As I say, these poems have no connection in theme or anything else, but it’s possible in a way to compare them, because each is representative of its own time and each seemed a good poem when it was written. The second still seems a good poem now.

Not only the technique but the whole spirit, the implied outlook on life, the intellectual paraphernalia of these poems are abysmally different. Between the young Englishman with a public school and university background, going out enthusiastically to die for his country with his head full of English lanes, wild roses and what not, and the rather jaded cosmopolitan American, getting glimpses of eternity in some slightly squalid restaurant in the Latin Quarter of Paris, there is a huge gulf. That might be only an individual difference, but the point is that you come upon rather the same kind of difference, a difference that raises the same comparisons, if you read side by side almost any two characteristic writers of the two periods. It’s the same with the novelists as with the poets—Joyce, Lawrence, Huxley and Wyndham Lewis on the one side, and Wells, Bennett and Galsworthy on the other, for instance. The newer writers are immensely less prolific than the older ones, more scrupulous, more interested in technique, less optimistic, and, in general, less confident in their attitude to life. But more than that, you have all the time the feeling that their intellectual and æsthetic background is different, rather as you do when you compare a nineteenth-century French writer such as, say, Flaubert, with a nineteenth-century English writer like Dickens. The Frenchman seems enormously more sophisticated than the Englishman, though he isn’t necessarily a better writer because of that. But let me go back a bit and consider what English literature was like in the days before 1914.

The giants of that time were Thomas Hardy—who, however, had stopped writing novels some time earlier—Shaw, Wells, Kipling, Bennett, Galsworthy and, somewhat different from the others—not an Englishman, remember, but a Pole who chose to write in English—Joseph Conrad. There were also A. E. Housman (The Shropshire Lad), and the various Georgian poets, Rupert Brooke and the others. There were also the innumerable comic writers, Sir James Barrie, W. W. Jacobs, Barry Pain and many others. If you read all those writers I’ve just mentioned, you would get a not misleading picture of the English mind before 1914. There were other literary tendencies at work, there were various Irish writers, for instance, and in a quite different vein, much nearer to our own time, there was the American novelist Henry James, but the main stream was the one I’ve indicated.5 But what is the common denominator between writers who are individually as far apart as Bernard Shaw and A. E. Housman, or Thomas Hardy and H. G. Wells? I think the basic fact about nearly all English writers of that time is their complete unawareness of anything outside the contemporary English scene.

Some are better writers than others, some are politically conscious and some aren’t, but they are all alike in being untouched by any European influence. This is true even of novelists like Bennett and Galsworthy, who derived in a very superficial sense from French and perhaps Russian models. All of these writers have a background of ordinary, respectable, middle-class English life, and a half-conscious belief that this kind of life will go on for ever, getting more humane and more enlightened all the time. Some of them, like Hardy and Housman, are pessimistic in outlook, but they all at least believe that what is called progress would be desirable if it were possible. Also—a thing that generally goes with lack of æsthetic sensibility—they are all uninterested in the past, at any rate the remote past. It is very rare to find in a writer of that time anything we should now regard as a sense of history. Even Thomas Hardy, when he attempts a huge poetic drama based on the Napoleonic wars—The Dynasts, it’s called—sees it all from the angle of a patriotic school textbook. Still more, they’re all æsthetically uninterested in the past. Arnold Bennett, for instance, wrote a great deal of literary criticism, and it’s clear that he is almost unable to see any merit in any book earlier than the nineteenth century, and indeed hasn’t much interest in any writer other than his contemporaries. To Bernard Shaw most of the past is simply a mess which ought to be swept away in the name of progress, hygiene, efficiency and what-not. H. G. Wells, though later on he was to write a history of the world, looks at the past with the same sort of surprised disgust as a civilised man contemplating a tribe of cannibals. All of these people, whether they liked their own age or not, at least thought it was better than what had gone before, and took the literary standards of their own time for granted. The basis of all Bernard Shaw’s attacks on Shakespeare is really the charge—quite true, of course—that Shakespeare wasn’t an enlightened member of the Fabian Society.6 If any of these writers had been told that the writers immediately subsequent to them would hark back to the English poets of the sixteenth and seventeenth centuries, to the French poets of the mid-nineteenth century and to the philosophers of the Middle Ages, they would have thought it a kind of dilettantism.

But now look at the writers who begin to attract notice—some of them had begun writing rather earlier, of course—immediately after the last war: Joyce, Eliot, Pound, Huxley, Lawrence, Wyndham Lewis. Your first impression of them, compared with the others—this is true even of Lawrence—is that something has been punctured. To begin with, the notion of progress has gone by the board. They don’t any longer7 believe that progress happens or that it ought to happen, they don’t any longer believe that men are getting better and better by having lower mortality rates, more effective birth control, better plumbing, more aeroplanes and faster motorcars. Nearly all of them are homesick for the remote past, or some period of the past, from D. H. Lawrence’s ancient Etruscans onwards. All of them are politically reactionary, or at best are uninterested in politics. None of them cares twopence about the various hole-and-corner reforms which had seemed important to their predecessors, such as female suffrage, temperance reform, birth control or prevention of cruelty to animals. All of them are more friendly, or at least less hostile, towards the Christian churches than the previous generation had been. And nearly all of them seem to be æsthetically alive in a way that hardly any English writer since the Romantic Revival had been.

Now, one can best illustrate what I have been saying by means of individual examples, that is, by comparing outstanding books of more or less comparable type in the two periods. As a first example,8 compare H. G. Wells’s short stories—there’s a large number of them collected together under the title of The Country of the Blind—with D. H. Lawrence’s short stories, such as those in England, my England and The Prussian Officer.

This isn’t an unfair comparison, since each of these writers was at his best, or somewhere near his best, in the short story, and each of them was expressing a new vision of life which had a great effect on the young of his generation.9 The ultimate subject-matter of H. G. Wells’s stories is, first of all, scientific discovery, and beyond that the petty snobberies and tragicomedies of contemporary English life, especially lower-middle-class life. His basic “message,” to use an expression I don’t like, is that Science can solve all the ills that humanity is heir to, but that man is at present too blind to see the possibility of his own powers. The alternation between ambitious Utopian themes, and light comedy, almost in the W. W. Jacobs vein, is very marked in Wells’s work. He writes about journeys to the moon and to the bottom of the sea, and also he writes about small shopkeepers dodging bankruptcy and fighting to keep their end up in the frightful snobbery of provincial towns. The connecting link is Wells’s belief in Science. He is saying all the time, if only that small shopkeeper could acquire a scientific outlook, his troubles would be ended. And of course he believes that this is going to happen, probably in the quite near future. A few more million pounds for scientific research, a few more generations scientifically educated, a few more superstitions shovelled into the dustbin, and the job is done. Now, if you turn to Lawrence’s stories, you don’t find this belief in Science—rather a hostility towards it, if anything—and you don’t find any marked interest in the future, certainly not in a rationalised hedonistic future of the kind that Wells deals in. You don’t even find the notion that the small shopkeeper, or any of the other victims of our society, would be better off if he were better educated. What you do find is a persistent implication that man has thrown away his birthright by becoming civilised. The ultimate subject-matter of nearly all Lawrence’s books is the failure of contemporary men, especially in the English-speaking countries, to live their lives intensely enough. Naturally he fixes first on their sexual lives, and it is a fact that most of Lawrence’s books centre round sex. But he isn’t, as is sometimes supposed, demanding more of what people call sexual liberty. He is completely disillusioned about that, and he hates the so-called sophistication of Bohemian intellectuals just as much as he hates the puritanism of the middle class. What he is saying is simply that modern men aren’t fully alive, whether they fail through having too narrow standards or through not having any. Granted that they can be fully alive, he doesn’t much care what social or political or economic system they live under. He takes the structure of existing society, with its class distinctions and so on, almost for granted in his stories, and doesn’t show any very urgent wish to change it. All he asks is that men shall live more simply, nearer to the earth, with more sense of the magic of things like vegetation, fire, water, sex, blood, than they can in a world of celluloid and concrete where the gramophones never stop playing. He imagines—quite likely he is wrong—that savages or primitive peoples live more intensely than civilised men, and he builds up a mythical figure who is not far from being the Noble Savage over again. Finally, he projects these virtues on to the Etruscans, an ancient pre-Roman people who lived in northern Italy and about whom we don’t, in fact, know anything. From the point of view of H. G. Wells all this abandonment of Science and Progress, this actual wish to revert to the primitive, is simply heresy and nonsense. And yet one must admit that whether Lawrence’s view of life is true or whether it is perverted, it is at least an advance on the Science-worship of H. G. Wells or the shallow Fabian progressivism of writers like Bernard Shaw. It is an advance in the sense that it results from seeing through the other attitude and not from falling short of it. Partly that was the effect of the war of 1914–18, which succeeded in debunking both Science, Progress and civilised man. Progress had finally ended in the biggest massacre in history, Science was something that created bombing planes and poison gas, civilised10 man, as it turned out, was ready to behave worse than any savage when the pinch came. But Lawrence’s discontent with modern machine civilisation would have been the same, no doubt, if the war of 1914–18 had never happened.

Now I want to make another comparison, between James Joyce’s great novel Ulysses, and John Galsworthy’s at any rate very large novel sequence, The Forsyte Sage. This time it isn’t a fair comparison, in effect it’s a comparison between a good book and a bad one, and it also isn’t quite correct chronologically, because the later parts of The Forsyte Saga were written in the nineteen–twenties. But the parts of it that anyone is likely to remember were written about 1910, and for my purpose the comparison is relevant, because both Joyce and Galsworthy are making efforts to cover an enormous canvas and get the spirit and social history of a whole epoch between the covers of a single book. The Man of Property may not seem to us now a very profound criticism of society, but it seemed so to its contemporaries, as you can see by what they wrote about it.11

Joyce wrote Ulysses in the seven years between 1914 and 1921, working away all through the war, to which he probably paid little or no attention, and earning a miserable living as a teacher of languages in Italy and Switzerland. He was quite ready to work seven years in poverty and complete obscurity so as to get his great book12 onto paper. But what is it that it was so urgently important for him to express? Parts of Ulysses aren’t very easily intelligible, but from the book as a whole you get two main impressions. The first is that Joyce is interested to the point of obsession with technique. This has been one of the main characteristics of modern literature, though more recently it has been a diminishing one. You get a parallel development in the plastic arts, painters, and even sculptors, being more and more interested in the material they work on, in the brush-marks of a picture, for instance, as against its design, let alone its subject-matter. Joyce is interested in mere words, the sounds and associations of words, even the pattern of words on the paper, in a way that wasn’t the case with any of the preceding generation of writers, except to some extent the Polish-English writer, Joseph Conrad. With Joyce you are back to the conception of style, of fine writing, of13 poetic writing, perhaps even to purple passages. A writer like Bernard Shaw, on the other hand, would have said as a matter of course that the sole use of words is to express exact meanings as shortly as possible. And apart from this technical obsession, the other main theme of Ulysses is the squalor, even the meaninglessness of modern life after the triumph of the machine and the collapse of religious belief. Joyce—an Irishman, remember, and it’s worth noting that the best English writers during the nineteen-twenties were in many cases not Englishmen—is writing as a Catholic who has lost his faith but has retained the mental framework which he acquired in his Catholic childhood and boyhood.14 Ulysses, which is a very long novel, is a description of the events of a single day, seen mostly through the eyes of an out-at-elbow Jewish commercial traveller. At the time when the book came out there was a great outcry and Joyce was accused of deliberately exploiting the sordid, but as a matter of fact, considering what everyday human life is like when you contemplate it in detail, it doesn’t seem that he overdid either the squalor or the silliness of the day’s events. What you do feel all through, however, is the conviction from which Joyce can’t escape, that the whole of this modern world which he is describing has no meaning in it now that the teachings of the Church are no longer credible. He is yearning after the religious faith which the two or three generations preceding him had had to fight against in the name of religious liberty. But finally the main interest of the book is technical. Quite a considerable proportion of it consists of pastiche or parody— parodies of everything from the Irish legends of the Bronze Age down to contemporary newspaper reports. And one can see there that, like all the characteristic writers of his time, Joyce doesn’t derive from the English nineteenth-century writers but from Europe and from the remoter past. Part of his mind is in the Bronze Age, another part in the Middle Ages, another part in the England of Elizabeth. The twentieth century, with its hygiene and its motor-cars, doesn’t particularly appeal to him.

Now look again at Galsworthy’s book, The Forsyte Saga, and you see how comparatively narrow its range is. I have said already that this isn’t a fair comparison, and indeed15 from a strictly literary point of view it’s16 a ridiculous one, but it will do as an illustration, in the sense that both books are intended to give a comprehensive picture of existing society. Well, the thing that strikes one about Galsworthy is that though he’s trying to be iconoclastic, he has been utterly unable to move his mind outside the wealthy bourgeois society he is attacking. With only slight modifications he takes all its values for granted. All he conceives to be wrong is that human beings are a little too inhumane, a little too fond of money, and æsthetically not quite sensitive enough. When he sets out to depict what he conceives as the desirable type of human being, it turns out to be simply a cultivated, humanitarian version of the upper-middle-class rentier, the sort of person who in those days used to haunt picture galleries in Italy and subscribe heavily to the Society for the Prevention of Cruelty to Animals. And this fact—the fact that Galsworthy hasn’t any really deep aversion to the social types he thinks he is attacking—gives you the clue to his weakness. It is, that he has no contact with anything outside contemporary English society. He may think he doesn’t like it, but he is part of it. Its money and security, the ring of battleships that separated it from Europe, have been too much for him.17 At the bottom of his heart he despises foreigners, just as much as any illiterate business man in Manchester. The feeling you have with Joyce or Eliot, or even Lawrence, that they have got the whole of human history inside their heads and can look outwards from their own place and time towards Europe and the past, isn’t to be found in Galsworthy or in any characteristic English writer in the period before 1914.

Finally, one more brief comparison. Compare almost any of H. G. Wells’s Utopia books, for instance A Modern Utopia,18 or The Dream, or Men Like Gods, with Aldous Huxley’s Brave New World. Again it’s rather the same contrast, the contrast between the over-confident and the deflated, between the man who believes innocently in Progress and the man who happens to have been born later and has therefore lived to see that Progress, as it was conceived in the early days of the aeroplane, is just as much of a swindle as reaction.

The obvious explanation of this sharp difference between the dominant writers before and after the war of 1914–18, is the war itself. Some such development would have happened in any case as the insufficiency of modern materialistic civilisation revealed itself, but the war speeded the process, partly by showing how very shallow the veneer of civilisation is, partly by making England less prosperous and therefore less isolated. After 1918 you couldn’t live in such a narrow and padded world as you did when Britannia ruled not only the waves but also the markets. One effect of the ghastly history of the last twenty years has been to make a great deal of ancient literature seem much more modern. A lot that has happened in Germany since the rise of Hitler might have come straight out of the later volumes of Gibbon’s Decline and Fall of the Roman Empire. Recently I saw Shakespeare’s King John acted19—the first time I had seen it, because it is a play which isn’t acted very often. When I had read it as a boy it seemed to me archaic, something dug out of a history book and not having anything to do with our own time. Well, when I saw it acted, what with its intrigues and double-crossings, non-aggression pacts, quislings, people changing sides in the middle of a battle, and what-not, it seemed to me extraordinarily up to date. And it was rather the same thing that happened in the literary development between 1910 and 1920. The prevailing temper of the time gave a new reality to all sorts of themes which had seemed out of date and puerile when Bernard Shaw and his Fabians were—so they thought—turning the world into a sort of super garden city.20 Themes like revenge, patriotism, exile, persecution, race hatred, religious faith, loyalty, leader-worship, suddenly seemed real again. Tamerlane and Genghis Khan seem credible figures now, and Machiavelli seems a serious thinker, as they didn’t in 1910. We have got out of a backwater and back into history. I haven’t an unqualified admiration for the writers of the early nineteen-twenties, the writers among whom Eliot and Joyce are the21 chief names. Those who followed them have had to undo a great deal of what they did. Their revulsion from a shallow conception of progress drove them politically in the wrong direction, and it isn’t an accident that Ezra Pound, for instance, is now shouting anti-Semitism on the Rome radio. But one must concede that their writings are more grown-up, and have a wider scope, than what went immediately before them. They broke the cultural circle in which England had existed for something like a century. They re-established contact with Europe, and they brought back the sense of history and the possibility of tragedy. On that basis all subsequent English literature that matters twopence has rested, and the development that Eliot and the others started, back in the closing years of the last war, has not yet run its course.


The Listener published a letter from Robert Nichols22 on 26 March 1942 about Orwell’s broadcast:



May I be suffered to correct some of George Orwell’s statements in ‘Re-discovery of Europe’? Rupert Brooke wasn’t ‘the most admired English poet in the years before 1914’. He had published one book of poems. He was chiefly known in Cambridge circles and it wasn’t till the publication of 1914 and other Poems that he achieved a large admiring public. Masefield was far better known and was much admired for his narrative poems.

Mr. Orwell states that the common denominator between Shaw, Housman, Thomas Hardy and Wells is ‘the basic fact’ of the ‘complete unawareness’ of nearly all English writers ‘of anything outside the contemporary English scene’. ‘Complete’ is good. Shaw had written two of the most brilliant books in English on Wagner and on Ibsen; he had introduced Brieux to the English, was influenced by Marx, Tolstoy and Nietzsche, was an internationally-known Socialist so little in touch with the Continent that the Belgian Government chose him to state the Belgian case to the Anglo-Saxon world. Housman was an internationally-famous classical scholar in constant touch with world scholarship. Two influences are apparent in his poetry—the poetry of the ancients and of Heine. Hardy was ‘almost more frequently to be seen in a London drawing-room or Continental hotel than in the quiet lanes of rural Dorset’ (p. 77, Blunden’s Thomas Hardy). He was somewhat influenced by Schopenhauer, Hartmann and the great Russians, and more profoundly by the Greek tragedians. He was deeply interested in archæology.

It is news to me that Wells was not internationally minded before he wrote his History, Anticipations, A Modern Utopia, When the Sleeper Wakes seem to suggest otherwise. Mr. Orwell should read the Autobiography. The fact is the awareness of the Continent and of the past in these writers was of different type from the awareness of their successors. Shaw and Wells consider themselves as propagandists rather than artists (though both are capable of creating character and of writing uncommonly good English) and their international interests are social and economic—and in Wells’ case scientific— rather than æsthetic, religious, anthropological and cultural.

Arnold Bennett, whom I knew tolerably well, was emphatically not ‘unable to see any merit in any book earlier than the nineteenth century’: see his Literary Taste—his reading list (from Bede onward) is the finest short reading list of English literature I know. He was, in point of fact, a very well read man and not only in English literature. He had taught himself Greek, Latin, French and some Italian. He lived for years in Paris, married a French wife and had a wider circle of acquaintances among French writers and painters than any Englishman I’ve known save Aldous Huxley. The chief influences on his work are Defoe, Balzac, the Goncourts and Zola. Incidentally most that is finest in his finest novel, The Old Wives’ Tale, takes place in a French background, which has never been better rendered by any Englishman.

No; ‘the basic fact’ about these writers, as compared with their successors, is not ‘their complete unawareness of anything outside the contemporary English scene’ but that what they were aware of and interested in differed in kind from what has interested their successors, with whom, I may add, I have no quarrel. To every generation—I belong to Huxley’s—its interests, discoveries and sovereign truths. But let us not condescend to Hardy, Bennett, Shaw, Wells—they helped to win us our liberty!—and let us be accurate when we make statements about them.

Robert Nichols


On 9 April 1942, The Listener published a letter from H. G. Wells (see also here) and Orwell’s reply to Robert Nichols:



Your contributor, George Orwell, has, I gather, been informing your readers that I belong to a despicable generation of parochially-minded writers who believed that the world would be saved from its gathering distresses by ‘science’. From my very earliest book to the present time I have been reiterating that unless mankind adapted its social and political institutions to the changes invention and discovery were bringing about, mankind would be destroyed. Modesty prevents my giving you a list of titles, but I find it difficult to believe that anyone who has read The Time Machine (1895), The Island of Dr. Moreau (1896), The Land Ironclads (1903), The War in the Air (1908), The Shape of Things to Come (1933), Science and the World Mind (New Europe Publishing Company, 1942), to give only six examples of a multitude, can be guilty of these foolish generalisations.

H. G. Wells

Mr. Robert Nichols accuses me of misrepresentation because I said that most English writers in the period before 1914 were ‘completely unaware’ of anything outside the contemporary English scene. He seems to have taken me as meaning that these writers did not know that the continent of Europe or its literature existed. That was certainly not what I meant. I should say that the pigeons in Trafalgar Square are ‘completely unaware’ of the National Gallery, but I suppose that in some sense they know that the National Gallery exists. What I tried to convey was that none of the dominant English writers of that period ever ridded himself of the most ordinary insular prejudices, founded on money and a large navy, and that none of them shows any sign of being æsthetically influenced by contemporary European writers, as those who came afterwards undoubtedly were. The instances Mr. Nichols uses to refute me simply seem to me to clinch my case. Here are a few footnotes to Mr. Nichols’ remarks:

Shaw: it is quite true that Shaw helped to popularise Ibsen. It is also true that he saw in him nothing except a ‘great moral teacher’ whose plays could be plausibly represented as Socialist tracts. As Mr. Nichols points out, Shaw also championed Brieux, a lifeless tract-writer whose Les Avariés (Damaged Goods) was staged in 1917 or thereabouts in hopes of frightening young soldiers about the dangers of venereal disease.23 Should we say that a French critic who suddenly ‘discovered’ Upton Sinclair, while ignoring Lawrence and Eliot, showed great awareness of English literature? And what sign is there anywhere in Shaw’s critical work (vide his attacks on Shakespeare, for example) of any standard of judgment except the politico-moral one?

Arnold Bennett: it is quite true that Arnold Bennett lived long in France and married a French wife. It is also true that he never cured himself of the condescending attitude towards France of a nineteenth-century Englishman, and a north-country Englishman at that. This is obvious all through An Old Wives’ Tale. I am aware that he drew up lists of ‘the best that has been thought and said’ which contained the names of many books of the remote past. What I doubt is whether he ever cared deeply about those books. On the other hand (see his voluminous critical writings) he was ready to take the most ephemeral works of his contemporaries seriously.

Thomas Hardy: I said, and I stick to it, that the outlook implied in The Dynasts is that of a patriotic school textbook—an English textbook, naturally. Who would guess from Hardy’s account of the Peninsular War that Spanish histories of this war do not usually mention the Duke of Wellington?

I could multiply my retorts, but it hardly seems worth while. I am sorry Mr. Nichols thinks I ‘condescended’ to the writers of the pre-1914 age. I much prefer that age to our own, but it had its limitations, all ultimately traceable to too much money and too much security. The literary generation that followed had been deflated by the war, and if as a result it lost in vigour it gained certain other advantages. Finally, may I remind Mr. Nichols that flattery is no part of the job of a literary critic.

George Orwell


On 16 April 1942, The Listener published a second letter from Nichols, to which Orwell did not respond:



Mr. Orwell is a trifle disingenuous. ‘What’, he asked in his original talk, ‘is the common denominator between writers who are individually as far apart as Bernard Shaw and A. E. Housman, or Thomas Hardy and H. G. Wells? I think the basic fact about nearly all English writers of that time is their complete unawareness of anything outside the contemporary English scene. Some are better writers than others, some are politically conscious and some are not, but they are all alike in being untouched by any European influence. This is true even of novelists like Bennett and Galsworthy, who derived in a very superficial sense from French and perhaps Russian models’. I pointed out that some foreign cultural and æsthetic influence was apparent but stressed that ‘the international interests’ of Shaw and Wells ‘are social and economic— and in Wells’ case scientific—rather than æsthetic, religious, anthropological and cultural’. Mr. Orwell, unable to deny this fact, now shifts his ground and states (a) that I seem to have taken him to mean ‘that these writers did not know that the continent of Europe or its literature existed’. (Certainly, that would seem a reasonable interpretation of ‘the basic fact is their complete unawareness of anything outside the contemporary English scene’.) Whereas it now appears that what Mr. Orwell meant was (b) ‘none of the dominant English writers of that period ever ridded himself of the most ordinary insular prejudices, founded on money and a large navy’, and (c) ‘that none of them shows any sign of being æsthetically influenced by contemporary European writers, as those who came afterwards undoubtedly were’.

Let us examine (b). This is mighty vague but if anything is tolerably certain in this world, where black seems to be constantly mistaken for white, it is that Shaw, Wells and Galsworthy spent no small energy as Left Wingers attacking precisely those prejudices that are founded on money and imperialism. (Shaw and Wells were very active Socialists and Galsworthy’s Forsyth Saga is one long expose of the acquisitive and what-I-have-I-hold attitude. Galsworthy was anti-Imperialist and Wells and Shaw were among the bêtes noirs0 of the Navy League.24) These men were in fact detested and feared by ‘Society’ and the propertied class as no contemporary of Mr. Orwell is by any class.

Now to (c). Mr. Orwell, finding he cannot deny the foreign social and economic influences I referred to, slips in the word ‘æsthetic’. It appears Shaw ‘saw nothing in Ibsen except a great moral teacher’. Really? Had Ibsen’s and Brieux’s dramatic form no influence on Shaw? If so, why is that form not the form of Robertson, Sutro, Jones and Pinero?

For Bennett’s so-called ‘condescending attitude’ toward France, I refer Mr. Orwell to the admirable, well-documented Arnold Bennett, a Study, by Lafourcade, see here. The passage begins ‘He could understand, admire and assimilate the essential features of French and Latin civilisation’ and continues in a similar vein. If this is ‘condescension’ my name is Orwell. Mr. Orwell continues, ‘I doubt whether he cared deeply about those books’—the English classics listed in Literary Taste. Mr. Orwell ignores the rest of that book—an impassioned plea, if my eyes mistake not, for the reading of them. If my eyes deceive me, my memory of Bennett’s discourse does not. The fact that ‘Spanish historians of the Peninsular War do not usually mention Wellington’— really?—doesn’t prove ‘the outlook implied in The Dynasts is that of a patriotic text-book’. It rather suggests either that these historians are remarkably ill-read or very ‘patriotic’ in the sense Mr. Orwell deplores.

Robert Nichols


On 14 August 1942, Hsiao Ch’ien (see here) wrote to Orwell congratulating him on this talk which, he said, ‘simply bristles with fresh points covering a wide scope,’ and remarking on H. G. Wells’s apparent lack of a sense of humour.






1015. To Cedric Dover

10 March 1942 PP/EB/NP

Dear Dover,

This is just to confirm with you the talks that we arranged you should do for me, and the dates we fixed on.

The next talk is on 26th March, and the subject is “Race Mixture and World Peace”. On the 1st April, in the series “Today & Yesterday” you will be talking on “The Problems of Cultural Expression”, and on April 7th, in the series “These Names will live” your talk will be about Paul Robeson

As you know, I should like to have the script of each talk at least a week before the date of broadcast.

Yours sincerely,

Eric Blair

Talks Assistant

Indian Section.

Dictated by Eric Blair and

signed in his absence by:1




1016. To Herbert Read

10 March 1942 PP/EB

Dear Read,

Many thanks for your letter of March 8th. As you can’t manage April 7th, I wonder whether you would care to record the talk, say on March 31st? If possible, we want to keep these talks in the present order. I hope this arrangement will be convenient for you. Perhaps you will let me know; you might also tell me if you would prefer to do it in the afternoon or the morning, and then1 I shall make the necessary arrangements.

I agree with you about the title, and I think “The New Romantic Movement” would be much better than the one I suggested in the first place.

Yours sincerely,

Eric Blair

Talks Assistant

Indian Section




1017. BBC Talks Booking Form, 10.3.42


Princess Indira of Kapurthala: ‘The Debate Continues’; broadcast 16, 23, 30.3.421 and 6.4.42;2 fee £7.7s each talk. Signed: N. H. Parratt.







1018. To C. H. Waddington

11 March 1942 PP/EB

Dear Mr. Waddington,

Thank you for your letter of March 9th. I would prefer it if you could record your talk so that we can put it out on March 24th, as we have already arranged for publicity in India.

I should be very grateful if you could let me know a date that would suit you to come to London to record your talk, perhaps a day or two before the broadcast, and I shall then make all the necessary arrangements.

Yours sincerely,

Eric Blair

Talks Assistant

Indian Section

Dictated by Eric Blair and

despatched in his absence by:1




1019. Marathi Newsletter, 2

12 March 1942


The English original was written by Orwell, translated by Shridhar Telkar, and read by Venu Chitale.1 Although the text in either English or Marathi appears not to have survived, a memorandum from Anthony Weymouth to Rushbrook Williams of 23 March gives a brief extract, with extracts from the newsletter for 19 March and that in English for India of 14 March, giving references to Sir Stafford Cripps. Marathi Newsletter, 2, included the following:



Yesterday came the news that Sir Stafford Cripps is flying to India to consult the Indian political leaders of all parties and to put before them the scheme that has been worked out by the British Government. The Government has not yet announced its plans, except to say that they are aimed at safeguarding the interests of all the parties concerned. At this stage we can say only that the people of Britain are delighted that they should be represented in India by a man of such standing, ability and integrity as Sir Stafford Cripps.


This corresponds more or less to the first three sentences of the English Weekly News Review of 14 March 1942, which Weymouth also reproduced. Since that Review has more to say about Cripps, it is possible the Marathi Newsletter reported more fully than the extract given. For the extract from Marathi Newsletter, 3, in Weymouth’s memorandum, see here.






1020. To Hsiao Ch’ien

13 March 1942 PP/EB

Dear Mr. Hsiao,

I delayed writing to thank you for the copy you sent me of “Etching of a Tormented Age” until I should read it. It interested me very much, it also has brought home to me how complete my ignorance of1 modern Chinese literature is. I wonder if you would agree to do two talks for us on this subject about the end of April? We are having a series of talks on contemporary literature and we are starting off with six talks on English literature, followed by four on Russian and two on Chinese. I am sure you would be exactly the person to undertake the latter; they are half-hour talks, i.e. not more than about 27 minutes each, and I should want the script in each case about a week before the date of the talk. Could you let me know whether you feel ready to undertake this, and if you do, I can give you further details. In the case of your not being able to broadcast on the actual days, we can easily record the talk beforehand.

Yours sincerely,

Eric Blair

Talks Assistant

Indian Section

Dictated by Eric Blair and

despatched in his absence by:2




1021. BBC Talks Booking Form, 13.3.42


Gujarati Newsletter, 3; English version written by E. Blair, translated and read by R. R. Desai in conjunction with H. L. Desai; broadcast 16.3.42; fee £5.5s + £4.2s. 2d expenses. Signed: M. Blackburn.







1022. Weekly News Review, 14

14 March 1942


The fair-copy typescript has two long sections bracketed but not crossed out. The text is headed ‘AS BROADCAST’ and there is no censor’s stamp. The place name Yenangyaung has its pronounciation written above it in Urdu, presumably by the reader, Bokhari. PasB has ‘by Z. A. Bokhari’ and gives timing as 10½ minutes. The first three sentences, to ‘conduct the negotiations,’ were included in Weymouth’s memorandum of 23 March; see here.



The most important event this week is not military but political. It is the appointment of Sir Stafford Cripps to proceed to India by air and there lay before the leaders of the Indian political parties the scheme which has been worked out by the British Government.

The Government has not yet announced what its plans are and it would be unwise to make a guess at them, but it is at least certain that no one now alive in Britain is more suited to conduct the negotiations. Sir Stafford Cripps has long been recognised as the ablest man in the British Socialist movement, and he is respected for his absolute integrity even by those who are at the opposite pole from him politically. He has had a varied career, and possesses knowledge and experience of a kind not often shared by professional politicians. During the last war he managed an explosives factory on behalf of the Government. After that, for some years he practised as a barrister, and won for himself an enormous reputation for his skill in dealing with intricate civil cases. In spite of this, he has always lived with extreme simplicity and has given away most of his earnings at the Bar to the cause of Socialism and to the support of his weekly Socialist paper, “The Tribune”. He is a man of great personal austerity, a vegetarian, a teetotaller and a devout practising Christian. So simple are his manners that he is to be seen every morning having his breakfast in a cheap London eating house, among working men and office employees. In the last few years he has given up practising at the Bar in order to devote himself wholly to politics.

The outstanding thing about Sir Stafford Cripps, however, has always been his utter unwillingness to compromise his political principles. He has sometimes made mistakes, but his worst enemy has never suggested that he cared anything for money, popularity or personal power. About seven years ago, he became dis-satisfied° with the too cautious policy of the Labour Party, and founded the Socialist League, an organisation within the Labour Party, aiming at a more radical Socialist policy, and a firmer front against the Fascist aggression. Its main objectives were to form a Popular Front Government of the same type as then existed in France and Spain, and to bring Great Britain and the other peace-loving nations into closer association with Soviet Russia. This brought him into conflict with the official heads of the Labour Party, who did not at that time grasp the full menace of Fascism. Whereas a lesser man would have given way in order to keep his pre-eminent position within the Labour Party, Cripps preferred to resign, and for several years he was in a very isolated position, only a few members in the House of Commons and a small following in the country at large realising that his policy was the correct one. However, when the Churchill Government was formed in 1940, it was recognised on all sides that no one was so suitable as Sir Stafford Cripps for the British Ambassadorship in Moscow. He discharged his office brilliantly, and undoubtedly did a great deal to make possible a firm alliance between the British and the Russian peoples. Since his return to England, he has followed this up by a series of speeches and broadcasts, by which he has brought home to the ordinary people in Britain the enormous effort which their Russian allies are making, and the necessity of supporting them by every means in our power. Everyone in Britain is delighted to see such an important mission as the one which Cripps is now undertaking, conferred upon a man whom even his critics admit to be gifted, trustworthy and self-sacrificing.

The Japanese are in possession of Rangoon, and probably also of the other main port of Burma, Bassein, which lies westward of Rangoon. The British have blown up the oil refineries at Syriam, near Rangoon, so thoroughly that they will be of no use to the Japanese and they are prepared, if necessary, to destroy the oil wells at Yenangyaung so thoroughly that no one will get any oil from them for the next five years. Whatever else the Japanese may gain from Burma, they will gain nothing to satisfy their most pressing need, which is for oil; nor, so far as we know, have they acquired any worth-while quantity of oil in the Dutch East Indies.

[It is becoming clear that the Japanese are also preparing an attack upon Australia. In the first place presumably against Darwin1 and the other air fields in the north. The main Japanese aim is to dominate the Indian Ocean, and join hands with the Germans in the Middle East, should the forthcoming German offensive be successful. But as part of this plan, they must also attack Australia, in order to prevent an Allied offensive being launched from there. We know already that huge American re-inforcements are pouring into the Western Pacific, and their destination must be either Australia or New Zealand. The Japanese are also preparing to attack Ceylon and probably the mainland of India, and are also likely to make an attempt upon Madagascar. There are also indications that they are planning a treacherous attack upon Russia of the same kind as they made upon America, to coincide with the German offensive in the west. But the Russians, however, are not likely to be taken unawares.]2

During this week, full and well-authenticated information has been released about the behaviour of the Japanese army in Hongkong. It has been confirmed by several eye-witnesses who escaped from Hongkong and have now reached Chungking. Among other things, it is known that the Japanese declared a whole quarter of Hongkong to be a military brothel, which means that any woman in it can be raped at will by the Japanese soldiers. In Singapore, according to their own statement on the Tokio° radio, the Japanese have taken seventy-three thousand Chinese civilians and subjected them to what they call “severe interrogation”, in plainer language, to torture. Exactly similar things happened in Nanking in 1937. We see here the real meaning behind the Japanese slogan “Asia for the Asiatics”. It means “Asia for the Japanese, and slavery, impoverishment and torture for all who are unlucky enough to live under their rule.”

The Chinese have made it clear that their resistance will continue as before, no matter what happens in Burma. The temporary stoppage of the Burma Road does not vitally matter, since supplies of war material can easily be carried to China in large bombing planes from India. Meanwhile news comes from Chungking that a Free Korean Army has been formed from men who have escaped from Japanese oppression in Korea, and is already fighting side by side with the armies of the Chinese republic.

On the northern sector of the Russian front the German Sixteenth Army, which has been cut off by the Russians, has failed to escape and the Russians have announced that its end is in sight. Even the German wireless now admits that the position of the Sixteenth Army is critical. Recently the Nazi propagandists reviewed their losses during the Russian war and admitted to having had one million five hundred thousand casualties in all—killed, wounded and missing.3 Even if we believe these figures to be truthful, this means that on average the Germans have had between 5 and 6 thousand casualties every day4 from the moment when the campaign began. Every single day, during the last 8 months, therefore, several thousand German families have had cause to mourn the wanton attack on the Soviet Union which their Nazi rulers have forced upon them. But, since the Germans are not in the habit of overstating their losses, we can assume that the real figures are far higher.

[The British people are disciplining themselves yet harder for the demands of total war. The penalties against those who operate the Black Market in food have been stiffened up, so that offenders can now get as much as 14 years’ imprisonment. White flour is to be withdrawn from the market shortly, and only wheatmeal flour allowed. This alone will save half a million tons of shipping space every year. It is probable5 also that the use of petrol for mere pleasure or convenience will shortly be prohibited. No one complains of these restrictions—on the contrary, the general public are demanding that the restrictions shall be made even stricter, so that the selfish minority who behave as though Britain were not at war can be dealt with once and for all.]




1023. To Mulk Raj Anand

[14 March 19421]

MAY WE HAVE YOUR SCRIPT FOR RECORDING TOMORROW IMMEDIATELY.

BLAIR




1024. To C. H. Waddington

14 March 1942 PP/EB/NP

Dear Mr Waddington,1

Thank you for your letter of March 13th. I have arranged with our recorded programmes section for you to record your talk at 10 o’clock on Monday March 23rd, at Levy’s Studio, 73, New Bond Street. As you might like to run through the script once for timing purposes, may I suggest that we meet at 9 o’clock at Broadcasting House, in the Entrance hall, and we might then have breakfast together, and run through the script afterwards. Of course, if you are coming up from Cambridge on that day, this would not be possible, so perhaps you will let me know, when you send me the script, whether this arrangement will suit you.

Yes, the talk will require about 4,000 words—the actual timing should be anything up to 28 minutes—that leaves time for the announcements and so on.

Yours sincerely,

[Initialled] E. A. B

Eric Blair

Talks Assistant

Indian Section

Dictated by Eric Blair and

despatched in his absence by:2




1025. War-time Diary (continued)

Orwell reopened his War-time Diary on 14 March 1942. It exists in two versions: manuscript (without the heading) and typewritten, by Orwell, with the heading ‘WAR DIARY (continued).’ The versions differ. The manuscript contains words and passages omitted from the typescript (which notes where cuts have been made). Orwell presumably intended the slightly shorter typed version to be used for publication jointly with Inez Holden’s diary (see here and 1443). The diary was not published in Orwell’s lifetime.

In this edition, sloped roman type is used for all that is common to manuscript and typewritten versions; passages appearing only in the manuscript are set in roman within square half-brackets. Where the typescript has only initials for names, but the name is given in full in the manuscript, that name is incorporated here without brackets, and a note is provided. When typing out the manuscript, Orwell made some verbal changes; in such instances, the typed version is reproduced and manuscript readings are given in the notes. Minor differences of hyphenation and punctuation are not noted; the typescript is followed. Orwell typed ‘and’ but usually wrote ‘&’; these two forms are retained. When he typed out his diary, Orwell underlined the dates. The textual notes give the typed version first; the manuscript’s reading follows.

14.3.42: I reopen this diary after an interval of about 6 months, the war being once again in a new phase.

The actual date of Cripps’s departure for India was not given out,1 but presumably he has gone by this time. Ordinary public opinion here seems gloomy about his departure. A frequent comment—”They’ve done it to get him out of the way” (which is also one of the reasons alleged on2 the German wireless). This is very silly and reflects the provincialism of English people who can’t grasp that India is of any importance. Better-informed people are pessimistic because the non-publication of the Government’s terms to India indicates almost certainly that they are not good terms. Impossible to discover what powers Cripps has got. Those who may know3 will disclose nothing and one can draw hints out of them only by indirect means. Eg. I propose in my newsletters,4 having been instructed to give Cripps a buildup,° to build him up as a political extremist. This draws the warning, “Don’t go too far in that direction”, which raises the presumption that the higher-ups haven’t much hope of full independence being granted5 to India.

Rumours of all descriptions flying round. Many people appear to suspect that Russia and Germany will conclude a separate peace this year. From studying the German and Russian wireless I have long come to the conclusion that the reports of Russian victories are largely phony,6 though, of course, the campaign has not gone according to the German plan. [I think the Russians have merely won the kind of victory that we did in the Battle of Britain—ie., staving off defeat for the time being but deciding nothing.] I don’t believe in a separate peace unless Russia is definitely knocked out, because I don’t see how either Russia or Germany can agree to relinquish the Ukraine. [On the other hand some people think (I had this, eg. from Abrams, a Baltic Russian of strong Stalinist sympathies though probably not a C.P. member) that if the Russians could get the Germans off their soil they would make a sort of undeclared peace and thereafter only keep up a sham fight.]

Rumours about Beaverbrook’s departure:7

a. Cripps insisted on this as a condition of entering the Government.

b. Beaverbrook was got rid of because he is known to be in contact with Goering with a view to a compromise peace.

c. The army insisted on Beaverbrook’s removal because he was sending all the aeroplanes etc. to Russia instead of to Libya and the Far East.

I have now been in the BBC about 6 months. Shall remain in it if the political changes I foresee come off, otherwise probably not. Its atmosphere is something halfway between a girls’ school and a lunatic asylum, and all we are doing at present is useless, or slightly worse than useless. Our radio strategy is even more hopeless than our military strategy. Nevertheless one rapidly becomes propaganda-minded and develops a cunning one did not previously have. Eg. I am regularly alleging in8 my newsletters that the Japanese are plotting to attack Russia. I don’t believe this to be so, but the calculation is:

a. If the Japanese do attack Russia, we can then say “I told you so”.

b. If the Russians attack first, we can, having built up the picture of a Japanese plot beforehand, pretend that it was the Japanese who started it.

c. If no war breaks out at9 all, we can claim that it is because the Japanese are too frightened of Russia.

All propaganda is lies, even when one is telling the truth. I don’t think this matters so long as one knows what one is doing, and why.

[Current story:

An A.T.10 stops a Home Guard: “Excuse me, but your front door is open”. H.G. “Oh. And did you by any chance see a tall strong sentry guarding the door?”

A.T. “No, all I saw was an old Home Guard lying on a pair of sandbags.” On 11.3.42 I started the rumour that beer is to be rationed, and told it to 3 different people. I shall be interested to see at what date this rumour comes back to me.] [30.5.42: Never came back. So this casts no light on the way in which rumours come into being.]11

Talked for a little while the other day to William Hickey,12 just back from the USA. He says morale there is appalling. Production is not getting under way and anti-British feeling of all kinds is rampant, also anti-Russian feeling, stimulated by the Catholics.




1026. To Cedric Dover

15 March 1942 PP/EB1

Dear Dover,

I wonder if you would care to give me a talk on Bertrand Russell, in addition to the other talks you are doing? The date of the broadcast is May 5th, which gives you plenty of time to get it ready. The talk should be slightly longer than the others, as it should take about 13½ minutes—our time is being extended after the middle of April to 15 minutes.

I should be glad if you would let me know about this as soon as possible.

Yours sincerely,

[Initialled] E. A. B

Eric Blair

Talks Assistant

Indian Section




1027. War-time Diary

15. 3.42: Short air raid alert about 11.30 this morning. No bombs or guns. The first time in 10 months that I had heard this sound. Inwardly rather frightened, and everyone else evidently the same, though studiously taking no notice1 and indeed not referring to the fact of there being a raid on until the All Clear had sounded.




1028. Gujarati Newsletter, 3

16 March 1942


The English original was written by Orwell. No script has been traced. PasB gives timing as 12′30″.






1029. To Cedric Dover

16 March 1942 EB/PP°

Dear Dover,

I understand from Bokhari that you will be recording your discussion with Prof. Joad on Thursday, 26th March, in the afternoon. As you know, I had arranged for your talk on Race Mixture and World Peace to be broadcast on that day, but I think the simplest way of arranging things would be for you to record it on the previous day, Wednesday March 26th,1 if that will suit you.

I should be grateful if you would ring me up as soon as possible, and let me know about this, and then I can make the necessary arrangements. I think the afternoon would be the best time for you to record, if you have no objections.

Yours sincerely,

Eric Blair

Talks Assistant

Indian Section


On the same day, Bokhari also wrote to Dover:



I am writing on behalf of Mr. Blair. Professor Joad is prepared to discuss the various points raised by you in your script “Utopias and Federations”. Subject to your convenience, we have fixed up Thursday March 26th at 3 p.m. at Broadcasting House for an informal discussion between you and Joad, and the recording of the Discussion at 3.30 p.m. at Levy’s Studio, 73, New Bond Street. I hope this date and these times will suit you. I wonder if you will be good enough to send a few notes or questions to Joad beforehand. His address is:

4, East Heath Road,

N.W.3.





1030. To R. U. Hingorani

16 March 1942 PP/EB

Dear Dr. Hingorani,1

Mr. Sahni has spoken to me about you and I have also seen some scripts which you did for the Ministry of Information. I wonder if you could do us a short broadcast talk on the subject of “Thailand”? I am concerned with English language broadcasts to India, aimed mainly at the English-speaking Indian population. I don’t suppose most of them know very much about Thailand, and they would probably welcome a talk which gave them some background information, at the same time explaining Thailand’s relations with Japan and its reasons for participating in the present war. These talks take about 10½ minutes, which means about 1200 words. There is no immediate hurry, but should you care to do a talk, I would like to have the script within the next few weeks. Perhaps you could be kind enough to let me know about this.

Yours sincerely,

Eric Blair

Talks Assistant

Indian Section




1031. To Cedric Dover

16 or 17 March 1942

PLEASE TELEPHONE ABOUT NEXT WEEKS TALKS URGENT.

BLAIR




1032. To C. H. Waddington

17 March 1942 PP/EB

Dear Mr. Waddington,

I have now arranged for you to record your talk on Science and Literature at 2.30 on Monday, March 23rd at Levy’s Studio, 73, New Bond Street. I hope this time will suit you.

If you have no other engagement, would you care to have lunch with me at the Barcelona Restaurant,1 17, Beak Street, at about 1 p.m.? If you are able to come, I will book a table and we can meet there.

Yours sincerely,

Eric Blair

Talks Assistant

Indian Section




1033. Z. A. Bokhari to Empire Programme Executive


On 17 March 1942, Bokhari wrote to Miss Phillips of the Empire Programme Executive, and Miss E. W. D. Boughen of the Talks Booking Section, to say that no contract would be issued for Shridhar Telkar for a Marathi Newsletter for 19 March. Miss Venu Chitale of the Indian Section staff would translate and read the letter. This, however, ‘is not a precedent and we still may have to have two people working on this Newsletter.’






1034. BBC Talks Booking Form, 17.3.42


Cyril Connolly: ‘We Speak to India,’ ‘Literature Between Wars: The 1930’s,’ 30–minute talk; broadcast 31.3.42; fee £15.15s (= £15.75).







1035. BBC Talks Booking Form, 17.3.42


Gujarati Newsletter, 4, written by E. Blair, translated and read by R. R. Desai; broadcast 23.3.42; fee £5.5s + £4.2.2. expenses. Signed: Z. A. Bokhari.







1036. BBC Talks Booking Form, 17.3.42


Cedric Dover: ‘We Speak to India,’ ‘Discussion on the Federal Idea with Professor Joad (see separate contract)—discussion to last about 20 minutes’; recorded 26.3.42; [not altered—contrast form for Joad]; broadcast date ‘not yet fixed’; fee £10.10s.







1037. BBC Talks Booking Form, 17.3.42


C. E. M. Joad: ‘We Speak to India,’ ‘Discussion on the Federal Id[e]a with Cedric Dover (see separate contract)—discussion to last about 20 minutes’; recording date originally 26.3.42 but crossed out and changed in manuscript to 30.3.42; broadcast date ‘not yet fixed’; fee £15.15s.






1038. BBC Talks Booking Form, 17.3.42


Herbert Read: ‘We Speak to India,’ ‘Literature Between Wars: The New Romantic Movement,’ 30-minute talk; recorded 31.3.42; broadcast 7.4.42; fee £15.15s.







1039. BBC Talks Booking Form, 17.3.42


Stephen Spender: ‘We Speak to India,’ ‘Literature Between Wars, 2: Poetry and Tradition’; broadcast 17.3.42; fee £15.15s. Signed: N. H. Parratt.







1040. BBC Talks Booking Form, 17.3.42


C. H. Waddington: ‘We Speak to India,’ ‘Literature Between Wars: Science and Literature,’ 30–minute talk; recorded 23.3.42; broadcast 24.3.42; fee £15.15s. Orwell adds: ‘I should be grateful if this contract could be sent as soon as possible. The speaker is anxious to know what fee he will receive.’







1041. Marathi Newsletter, 3

19 March 1942


The English original was written by Orwell; it was translated and read by Venu Chitale. Telkar was not engaged to translate this newsletter, and because Miss Chitale and Orwell were members of the BBC staff it was not necessary to issue a talks booking form. Orwell’s authorship of the English version can be deduced from an extract reproduced by Anthony Weymouth in his memorandum of 23 March 1942 giving details of references to Sir Stafford Cripps in Newsletters; see here. The extract given here is almost identical with a passage in Orwell’s Weekly News Review in English for 21 March 1942; see here.



News coming in from all parts of the world testifies to the goodwill with which Sir Stafford Cripps’s mission to India is regarded. It has been especially warmly welcomed in China. A Government spokesman at a Chungking press conference two days ago remarked: “It is not usual for the spokesman of one government to comment on the internal affairs of an allied country, but in the case of India, I would be failing in my duty if I refrained from expressing the great sympathy and interest with which we follow developments in that country. The appointment of Sir Stafford Cripps has been universally applauded by the Chinese press. It is generally felt here that if any man has the ability and insight to approach India’s constitutional problem in the right spirit, that man is Sir Stafford Cripps. The British Cabinet has shown the highest political wisdom in making the appointment. When Sir Stafford meets Mr. Gandhi, Mr. Nehru and other leaders, they may find themselves to be really kindred spirits, working together for the defence of India and for a better world.”




1042. To Hsiao Ch’ien

19 March 1942 PP/EB/NP

Dear Mr. Hsiao Ch’ien,

Many thanks for your letter of March 17th. I am afraid it would be very difficult, in fact impossible, to alter the dates of these talks. It might possibly be more convenient for you to do them a little earlier, in which case it will be quite easy for us to have them recorded. The actual dates of the broadcasts are May 19th and 26th, which means I would want the first talk not later than May 15th.

As to the scope of the talks, I want you to cover shortly much the same ground as you did in your book. I don’t think it will do to talk on the literature of the last 2,000 years and merely end up with modern literature, because the whole idea of this series is that it should deal with what is contemporary, that is in general, the literature of the last twenty or thirty years. We are having six talks on English literature, four on Russian literature, and are ending up with the two on Chinese literature.

What you said in your book opened up to me a completely new world which I had hitherto known nothing about, and I think it will be the same with our listeners. I want to bring home to them that there is a vigorous modern Chinese literature which is most likely to be accessible to them through English translations. But, of course, you would have to put in just a little background stuff about earlier Chinese literature, in order to show in what way contemporary writing is a new departure.

Yes, I have seen certain Chinese stories in New Writing,1 and they were what first gave me the idea for these talks. Could you be kind enough to let me know whether you could manage the dates named?

Yours sincerely,

Eric Blair

Talks Assistant

Indian Section




1043. To Thomas Jones

c. 20 March 1942


On 26 March, Dr. Thomas Jones (1870–1955; CH), described by Crick as ‘Lloyd George’s famous Cabinet Secretary,’ wrote to Orwell: ‘I have done, gladly, what you asked & you can be certain that your memorandum will be read by the S. of S. himself. It seems plain sense—too plain I suppose.’ Crick, who discovered Jones’s letter in the Orwell Archive, continues: ‘No trace of the memorandum or clue to its subject matter survives in either Orwell’s or Jones’s papers, and as Jones held no official position then and wrote from his private address it is not clear even which Secretary of State it was for, though presumably that for War’1 (Crick, 425).

However, West notes this must refer to Orwell’s diary entry for 27 March 1942 (see here), in which he writes that following the abysmal delay in issuing ammunition to the Home Guard for a surprise call-out, he had sent a memo to Jones, ‘who has forwarded it direct to Sir Jas. Grigg.’ West is surely right in pointing to the ‘Orwellian joke,’ for Grigg and especially Lady Grigg were frequent and sometimes troublesome broadcasters. Grigg, West notes, ‘usually contrived to speak uncensored, as did many of his wife’s guests, to the intense annoyance of Orwell, who was responsible for them (West: Broadcasts, 27). West also refers to Orwell’s undated complaint about Lady Grigg (see 1788), which he reproduces (184). Lady Grigg was regarded by Laurence Brander as a singularly amateurish and incompetent broadcaster.

Orwell probably felt that he could not write directly to Grigg and, indeed, that it might be more effective were he to write via a third party of some standing. The explanation for choosing Jones, who no longer held an official position, may lie in Jones’s interest in promoting the arts. He had been, in 1939, ‘the prime mover in the establishment of the Council for the Encouragement of Music and the Arts (which became the Arts Council of Great Britain) and was its first deputy chairman (1939–42)’ (DNB). Orwell’s part in the manifesto ‘Why Not War Writers?’ (see here) and his contacts with scholars and authors through his BBC work might have brought him into touch with Jones.






1044. Weekly News Review, 15

21 March 1942


This is a fair-copy typescript, with ‘AS BROADCAST’ typed at its head. There is no censor’s stamp, but there are a few textual changes (noted here), probably in Bokhari’s hand. The typescript regularly has ‘Macarthur,’ here corrected to ‘MacArthur.’ PasB records ‘Weekly News Review by Z. A. Bokhari.’



It is now clearer than it was last week that the Japanese are preparing to attack Australia. Their main aim is what it has always been—to join hands with the Germans in the Middle East—but to do this they have got to make sure of their position in both the north and the south Pacific. There have been several indications that they are planning a sudden treacherous attack against Russia, of the same type as they previously made against America. There is no reason to think that the Russians will be taken unawares. The present aim of the Japanese is to capture the main ports in the northern part of Australia so that Australian and American and British troops will have no base nearer than New Zealand from which to make their attack.

At present the Japanese are directing their attacks chiefly against Port Moresby on the island of New Guinea opposite the northern tip of Australia. They are being strongly resisted but whether1 a landing on the Australian mainland can be prevented is not yet clear.2 Whether once they have landed the Japanese will find their task an easy one is a different question. Australia is an enormous country which it would take several years to over-run completely, even if there were little or no resistance. It seems probable even though the Japanese may succeed in making their landing and in securing what at first sight appears to be a firm foothold,3 they will end by letting themselves in for rather the same kind of war as they have been waging for four years in China, that is to say, a war in which it is possible4 to conquer empty5 territory, but next door to impossible to destroy the enemy.

We do not know how strong are the forces which are assembled in Australia to meet the invasion; the Allies lost heavily in ships in the sea battle off Java,6 and numerically they are not likely to be as strong in the air as the Japanese, because of the enormous distances across which air reinforcements have to be brought. We do know, however, that American reinforcements, both ground troops and aeroplanes, have reached Australia in large quantities, and have been reaching it throughout the last two months, although until now it was considered wiser not to reveal this. Meanwhile General MacArthur, who was commanding the American forces in the Philippines, has been brought to Australia to act as commander in chief of the Allied forces there. General MacArthur’s force has now held out in the peninsula south of Manila for three and a half months against an enormously more numerous enemy. The Japanese imagined when they first attacked the Philippines that they had an easy task before them, but they soon found that they were mistaken. This was due primarily to two causes. The first was the fact that General MacArthur, who had foreseen the Japanese invasion many years earlier, had prepared every move in advance. The second was the courage and devotion of the Philippine population, who, instead of going to the Japanese, as the latter had foolishly expected, fought bravely in defence of their country, and thus allowed General MacArthur to possess a far larger army than would have been possible if he had been relying only on American troops. General MacArthur’s arrival has been warmly welcomed in Australia, where he is generally recognised to be the best man to conduct the defence. Australia has now mobilised the whole of its man power, which would give it, if necessary, a front line army of about half a million men, besides several millions of war workers of all kinds.

Three days ago news came from Australia of the heavy damage inflicted on the fleet with which the Japanese are attempting their invasion. American aeroplanes raided the base in New Guinea which the Japanese are occupying and either sank or damaged more than twenty Japanese ships. This included two heavy cruisers sunk, and five troop-ships either sunk or set on fire. All this was accomplished with the loss of only one Allied aeroplane. On the following day news came of another successful raid. Nevertheless the Japanese are proceeding with their attacks against Port Moresby, the chief Australian stronghold in New Guinea, and they will no doubt attempt to invade7 the mainland of Australia before long. But they can only do so at the cost of a heavy loss of ships, which they are already short of, and which they will find it harder and harder to replace.

News coming in from all parts of the world testified to the goodwill with which Sir Stafford Cripps’s mission to India is regarded. It has been especially warmly welcomed in China. A Government spokesman at a Chungking press conference a few days ago remarked: “It is not usual for the spokesman of one government to comment on the internal affairs of an allied country, but in the case of India, I would be failing in my duty if I refrained from expressing the great sympathy and interest with which we follow developments in that country. The appointment of Sir Stafford Cripps has been universally applauded by the Chinese press. It is generally felt here that if any man has the ability and insight to approach India’s constitutional problem in the right spirit, that man is Sir Stafford Cripps. The British Cabinet has shown the highest political wisdom in making the appointment. When Sir Stafford meets the Indian leaders, they may find themselves to be really kindred spirits, working together for the defence of India and for a better world.”8

Sir Stafford Cripps is expected to arrive in India within the next day or two. How long he will stay is not yet known. He carries with him the united support and good wishes of the whole Government and people of Britain.9

On the Russian front our allies are now fighting in the suburbs of Kharkov, and it does not seem likely that the Germans can hold on to this town much longer. Kharkov is an important industrial centre, the capture of which several months ago was proclaimed by the Germans as a great victory. They will perhaps give a different account of it when it once again falls into Russian hands. All the recent speeches of the Russian leaders display a confidence about the forthcoming spring campaign, which is in great contrast to the theatrical boasts of the German propagandists. It is clear that apart from the actual fighting and apart from the mobilisation of fresh armies, from Russia’s enormous population, the losses which Russia suffered in her war industries when the Germans over-ran the Donetz Basin, have been largely made good. Moreover, the stream of supplies of tanks, aeroplanes and other kinds of war material from Britain and the United States has never ceased all through the winter. We may expect the Germans to make more than one attempt to cut the principal supply route which runs from Britain round the coast of Scandinavia and into the Arctic Sea. The Germans have now at least three powerful warships sheltering somewhere on the Norwegian coast,10 which have been placed there in order to make several raids on the supply route to Murmansk; only last week, the Tirpitz, Germany’s biggest and newest battle-ship, attempted a raid of this type, but was driven back to port by British aeroplanes.




1045. BBC Talks Booking Form, 21.3.42


Gujarati Newsletter, 5; written by E. Blair, translated and read by R. R. Desai ‘alone’;1 broadcast 30.3.42; fee £5.5s + £4.2.2 expenses. Signed: Z. A. Bokhari.







1046. War-time Diary

22.3.42: Empson tells me that there is a strict ban by the Foreign Office on any suggestion that Japan is going to attack the USSR. So this subject is being studiously avoided in the Far Eastern broadcasts while being pushed all the time in the India broadcasts. They haven’t yet got onto the fact that we are saying this, we haven’t been warned and don’t officially know about the ban, and are making the best of our opportunity while it lasts. The same chaos everywhere on the propaganda front. [Eg. “Horizon” was nearly stopped from getting its extra paper to print copies for export on the strength of my article on Kipling (all well at the last moment because Harold Nicolson and Duff Cooper1 intervened), at the same time as the BBC asked me to write a “feature” based on the article.]

German propaganda is inconsistent2 in quite a different way—ie, deliberately so, with an utter unscrupulousness in offering everything to everybody, freedom to3 India and a colonial empire to4 Spain, emancipation to the Kaffirs and stricter race laws to the Boers, etc., etc. All quite sound from a propaganda point of view in my opinion, seeing how politically ignorant the majority of people are, how uninterested in anything outside their immediate affairs, and how little impressed by inconsistency. A few weeks back the NBBS5 was actually attacking the Workers’ Challenge [Station],6 warning people not to listen to it as it was “financed from Moscow.”

The Communists in Mexico are again chasing Victor Serge7 and other Trotskyist refugees who got there from France, urging their expulsion, etc., etc. Just the same tactics as in Spain. Horribly depressed to see these ancient intrigues coming up again, not so much because they are morally disgusting as from this reflection: for 20 years the Comintern has used these methods and the Comintern has always and everywhere been defeated by the Fascists; therefore we, being tied to them in8 a species of alliance, shall be defeated with them.

Suspicion that Russia intends making a separate peace now seems widespread. Of the two, it would be easier for Russia to surrender the Ukraine, both on geographical and psychological grounds, but they obviously couldn’t give up the Caucasus oilfields without a fight. One possible development is a secret agreement between Hitler and Stalin, Hitler to keep what Russian territory he has overrun, or parts of it, but thereafter to make no further attacks but to direct his offensive southward towards the oilfields of Irak and Iran, Russia and Germany keeping up a sham war meanwhile. It appears to me that a separate peace is distinctly likelier if we do make a continental invasion this year, because if we succeed in embarrassing the Germans and drawing off a large9 part of their armies,10 Russia is immediately in a much better position both to win back the occupied territories, and to bargain. I nevertheless think11 we ought to invade Europe if the shipping will run to it. The one thing that might stop12 this kind of filthy doublecrossing is a firm alliance between ourselves and the USSR, with war aims declared in detail. Impossible while this government rules us, and probably also while Stalin remains in power[: at least only possible if we could get a different kind of government and then find some way of speaking over Stalin’s head to the Russian people].

The same feeling as one had during the Battle of France—that there is no news. This arises principally from endless newspaper-reading. [In connection with my newsletters I now read four or five morning newspapers every day and several editions of the evening ones, besides the daily monitoring report.] The amount of new matter in each piece of print one reads is so small that one gets a general impression that nothing is happening. Besides, when things are going badly one can foresee everything. The only event that has surprised me for weeks past was Cripps’s mission to India.




1047. To Z. A. Bokhari

[23 March 1942?]


On 17 March 1942, Wickham Stead wrote to Sir Malcolm Darling suggesting that Hindustani versions of his talk be broadcast and offering two new talks. One was to be on the impact of mechanisation on the modern world (without reference to Gandhi); the second proposal was for a talk on the ‘constructively revolutionary character of creative peace.’ On 21 March, Darling sent a memorandum to the Eastern Service Director, L. F. Rushbrook Williams, outlining these proposals. Bokhari and Orwell added handwritten comments to the memorandum. Bokhari wrote, ‘Mr Blair I don’t think we shd. What do you think?’ Orwell replied:



I.P.O.

I don’t think we can fit these talks in, especially as our schedule is rather full already.

E. A. Blair


The memorandum is marked, ‘No action.’






1048. Gujarati Newsletter, 4

23 March 1942


The English original was written by Orwell. No script has been traced.






1049. To Amabel Williams-Ellis

23 March 1942 Handwritten draft of postcard


On 20 March 1942, Mrs. Amabel Williams-Ellis1 wrote to Orwell from her home, Plâs Brondanw, saying that Mulk Raj Anand had suggested she call on Orwell next time she was in London. She asked if she might call on him ‘next Thursday’ (26 March). Someone has marked her postcard, ‘acknowledged by pc. 23/3/42.’ The draft of that acknowledgment, sent to her London address, is in Orwell’s hand.



Can you call here any time on Thursday morning?2

Geo. Orwell




1050. BBC Talks Booking Form, 24.3.42


K. S. Shelvankar: ‘Through Eastern Eyes,’ ‘The Soviet East,’ 1: Economic Reconstruction, 2: Cultural Development; ‘China,’ 1: The Co-operative Movement, 2: Education in Wartime; broadcast 25.3.42, 1, 22, and 29.4.42; fee £8.8s for each talk. Signed: Z. A. Bokhari.1







1051. To Cedric Dover

25 March 1942 PP/EB

Dear Mr. Dover

In connection with your interview which you are to record with Joad on Monday the 30th, when you are meeting him at Broadcasting House at 2.30 p.m., here is an extract from Joad’s letter which we promised to send you:—


“Dear Mr. Bokhari,

Thank you for sending me Mr. Dover’s script which I have read with interest. It suffers, I think, from the fact that no very clear thesis is asserted, and no very definite position adopted except in so far as he advocates an Asiatic Federation, including India and China and, conceivably, Russia. For the rest, there are a number of general remarks on Utopias, and a number of general remarks on Federation as a theory or movement in the contemporary world, mainly derogatory………1

I am on the whole favourable to the Utopiasts and warm supporter of Federation in general, but do not want to commit myself on such topics as whether one of the first Federations should or should not be an Indian-Chinese-Malayan Federation. …”

Yours sincerely,

Eric Blair

Talks Assistant, Indian Section






1052. To Hsiao Ch’ien

25 March 1942 PP/EB/CEH

Dear Hsiao Chi’en°

(I think we might drop the “Mr.”, might we not?), I want your two talks to be on two consecutive weeks, i.e. the second script to be delivered on May 26th and to reach me by about May 22nd (not later than that). I hope you will be able to manage this.

These literary talks seem to go best when they run for about 20 minutes, that is to say, 2500–3000 words. I wouldn’t go much over 3000.

I look forward to seeing your article on modern Chinese culture.

Yours sincerely

Geo. Orwell




1053. BBC Talks Booking Form, 25.3.42


Cedric Dover: ‘Through Eastern Eyes,’ ‘What It Means to Me,’ Race Mixture and World Peace; recorded 27.3.42; broadcast date not arranged; fee £7.7s. Signed: M Blackburn.







1054. BBC Talks Booking Form, 25.3.42


S. M. Telkar: Marathi Newsletter, 4; ‘Written, translated and read (five minutes) by S. M. Telkar. (The rest of the News letter° to be written & read by Staff)’; broadcast 26.3.42; fee £5.5s. Signed: Z. A. Bokhari.






1055. Marathi Newsletters, 4 to 11

26 March–14 May 1942


These newsletters may have come under Orwell’s supervision, and it is possible he played some part in drafting the English versions. However, the talks booking forms and the PasBs do not mention him. Some were talks by D. G. Savarkar; one, for 26 March, had a five-minute interview by Shridhar Telkar embedded within the newsletter. On 7 May, Miss Venu Chitale interviewed Mr. Despande as part of the broadcast. On 21 May, D. M. Kanekar read Marathi Newsletter, 12, which according to the talks booking form, Orwell had written; and this transmission also included a five-minute fill-in by Miss Chitale. On 9 July, the script was written by Bokhari. The broadcasts from 16 July to 17 September were certainly based on Orwell’s scripts, as the talks booking forms show. It is thus not possible to specify what part Orwell played in the preparation of many of the newsletters in Marathi. Only the fourteen that can be attributed to him with some certainty have been credited to him. See here, for Telkar’s writing of Newsletter, 4. An uncertain clue can be found in the carbon copy of a letter from Orwell to Desai, 8 August 1942, in which he refers to making a recording after the Gujarati Newsletter is read; see here. It can be seen in the carbon that ‘Marathi’ was originally typed for ‘Gujarati,’ suggesting that Orwell was still associated with the Marathi Newsletter.






1056. To Mulk Raj Anad

26 March 1942 PP/EB/MB

Dear Anand,

Here is an extra carbon copy of your talk—‘New Order’—for you to keep. I will bring the top copy with me when I meet you on Friday, 27th March, at 3.45 p.m. at Broadcasting House. You will have time then to rehearse before the actual recording takes place.

Yours sincerely,

[Initialled] E. A. B

Eric Blair

Talks Assistant

Indian Section.




1057. To Gordon Childe1

26 March 1942 PP/EB/CEH

Dear Sir

I am arranging some talks on the development of Science for the Eastern Service of the B.B.C., and Professor Bernal, with whom I have discussed the series, suggested that you might care to do the first talk.

I have given as the title “The Birth of Science”, intending it to be an account of how what we now mean by Science arose out of magic or in contra-distinction to magic.

These are talks taking about fifteen or twenty minutes, that is to say, something over 2,000 words. The approximate date would be about nine weeks from now.

I will let you have fuller particulars if you are interested in the idea. Perhaps you could be kind enough to let me know fairly soon.2

Yours truly,

Eric Blair

Talks Assistant

Indian Section




1058. To A. C. G. Egerton, F.R.S.1

26 March 1942 PP/EB/CEH

Dear Sir

I am arranging a series of talks on the development of Science for the Eastern Service of the B.B.C. Professor Bernal, with whom I have discussed the series, suggests that you might care to do the third talk, which I have called “Experimental and Applied Science.”

These are talks taking fifteen or twenty minutes, which means something over 2,000 words. The approximate date would be about eleven weeks from now.

If you are interested I can give you fuller particulars. Perhaps you could be kind enough to let me know fairly soon whether you would care to undertake this.2

Yours truly,

Eric Blair

Talks Assistant

Indian Section




1059. To Joseph Needham

26 March 1942 PP/EB


The left-hand side of this letter has been torn away; reconstruction is fairly straightforward, but where there is the least possibility of alternative readings, the reconstruction is shown within brackets.



Dear Sir

I am arranging a series of talks on the development of Science for the Eastern Service of the B.B.C. Professor Bernal, with whom I have discussed the series, suggests that you might care to undertake the fourth talk, which I have called provisionally “The Economic Bases of Science”. We can think of a better title later.

[Rou]ghly what I want is a discussion of [the] position of Science in different economic systems with particular reference [to] its position in capitalist societies and under Fascism.

I can give you fuller particulars if you are interested in doing the talk. These talks take 15 or 20 minutes, which means something over 2,000 words. The approximate date would be about 12 weeks from now.

Perhaps you could be kind enough to let [me] know whether this interests you.

Yours truly

Eric Blair

Talks Assistant

Indian Section




1060. To Reginald Reynolds

26 March 1942 PP/EB/CEH

Dear Reg,1

Thanks for your letter dated 25th.

I would like to have a talk on “Prison Literature”,2 but at the moment my schedule is very full up, and I shall have to push it somewhat into the future. I can, however, give you an approximate date. It would be about the middle of July. I haven’t actually an empty date before then but what I suggest is that you could do the talk in the fairly near future, and we could have it recorded, and I may be able to push it in earlier if someone else should dry up in the meantime, as sometimes happens. Do you think you could let me have a sort of short synopsis of a page or so telling me approximately what you intend to say? As to the length of the talk, I suggest something of about 20 minutes which generally means 2,000–3,000 words.

I will think over the other subject you suggest.3 I know how important the subject of soil fertility and conservation of sewage is, but I am doubtful about being able to fit it into any schedule I am responsible for. I should have thought, with a certain amount of tact, you might be able to do something about it for the Home Service. Hoping to hear from you

Yours

Eric Blair

Talks Assistant

Indian Section




1061. To J. D. Bernal

27 March 1942 PP/EB/CEH

Dear Professor Bernal

I am just writing to confirm the details of the two talks we agreed at our conversation. You are doing the first and sixth talk° in the series. The first “The Birth of Modern Science” will be on 2nd May, and the other “The Future of Science” will be 4 weeks later. These talks should be 15–20 minutes, which means something over 2,000 words.

I wonder if you could let me know the exact title and address of Mr. J. G. Crowther (I am not certain whether these initials are correct) who, you told me, is Scientific Adviser to the British Council.

Yours sincerely

Eric Blair

Talks Assistant

Indian Section




1062. To Lady Grigg

27 March 1942 PP/EB/CEH

Dear Lady Grigg,

I am enclosing herewith your Pass for April.

I wonder how full up your schedule now is. Mrs. Amabel Williams-Ellis was here yesterday, and is anxious to do some talks, not necessarily in the very near future, on popularised Science, Dietetics, Progress of Medicine, and that kind of subject. I think she had in mind a series of two, three or four talks.

I wonder if you could let me know whether you are likely to have any dates open, for instance some time in May or June.

Yours sincerely

Eric Blair

Talks Assistant

Indian Section




1063. BBC Talks Booking Form, 27.3.42


J. Chinna Durai: ‘We Speak to India,’ Sir Stafford Cripps; broadcast 28.3.42; fee £8.8s. Signed: Z. A. Bokhari.







1064. War-time Diary

27.3.42. News of the terms Cripps took to India supposed to be bursting tomorrow. Meanwhile only rumours, all plausible but completely incompatible with one another. The best-supported—that India is to be offered a treaty similar to the Egyptian one. K. S. S.1 who is our fairly embittered enemy, considers this would be accepted if Indians were given the Ministries of Defence, Finance and Internal Affairs. All the Indians here, after a week or two of gloom, much more optimistic, seeming to have smelt out somehow (perhaps by studying long faces in the India Office) that the terms are not so bad after all.

⌈Terrific debate in the House over the affaire Daily Mirror.2 A. Bevan3 reading numerous extracts from Morrison’s4 own articles in the D.M., written since war started, to the amusement of Conservatives who are anti-D.M. but can never resist the spectacle of two Socialists slamming one another. Cassandra5 announces he is resigning to join the army. Prophecy he will be back in journalism within 3 months. But where shall we all be within 3 months any way?⌉

Government candidate defeated (very small majority) in the Grantham by-election. The first time since the war started that this has happened, I think.

Surprise call-out of our Company of Home Guard a week or two back. It took 4½ hours to assemble the Company and dish out ammunition, and would have taken them6 another hour to get them into their battle positions. This mainly due to the bottleneck caused by refusing to distribute ammunition but making each man come to HQ to7 be issued with it there. Sent a memo on this to Dr Tom Jones, who has forwarded it direct to Sir Jas. Grigg.8 In my own unit I could not get such a memo even as far as the Company Commander—or at least, could not get it attended to.

Crocuses now full out. One seems to catch glimpses of them dimly through a haze of war news.

[Abusive letter from H. G. Wells, who addresses me as “You shit”, among other things.9

The Vatican is exchanging diplomatic representatives with Tokio. The Vatican now has diplomatic relations10 with all the Axis powers and—I think—with none of the Allies. A bad sign and yet in a sense a good one, in that this last step means that they have now definitely decided that the Axis and not we stand for the more reactionary policy.]




1065. Weekly News Review, 16

28 March 1942


This very clean typescript bears two rectangular rubber stamps, one indicating as before that the talk has been censored by the BBC Censorship Department; the other, a new stamp, states: ‘B.B.C. PASSED FOR POLICY.’ Both are signed by Z. A. Bokhari and dated 28 March, the day of the broadcast. The only change is a lengthy cut starting with the second paragraph; here printed within square brackets. This may not be a result of censorship. Apart from the reference to Toungoo, there is nothing new of any moment. The threat to the Burma Road had been frequently discussed by Orwell earlier; the danger of attacks on India and even Ceylon and the blockade of Indian ports had been mentioned; and the danger to India was described as even more acute than to Australia on 21 February. Possibly Orwell or Bokhari thought, on reflection, that there was not much that was novel here and so cut it and substituted the last two paragraphs. The text looks as if it originally ended before the last two paragraphs, at ‘fighting for the liberty of France’; half of that page is blank, and the last two paragraphs are typed on a separate sheet. Further, the page number, 5, shows signs of overtyping, as if the typist was unsure of the correct pagination. In the light of what Orwell had been free to say in earlier commentaries, there seems nothing censorable in the passage. The PasB has Weekly News Review by Z. A. Bokhari and gives the timing as approximately 10 minutes.



The Japanese have occupied the Andaman islands,1 in the Indian Ocean to the south of Burma. They were almost undefended, and the British command decided some time back to abandon them, evacuating a considerable proportion of the civilian population beforehand. The Andamans are 800 miles from Colombo and are about the same from the port of Madras, both of which are now liable to be subjected to air-raids. This is the first step in the Japanese attempt to dominate the Indian Ocean from island bases, which we foretold in earlier newsletters.

[Apart from this, there has been no great change in the situation on the Eastern fronts during the past week. The chief activity has been in Burma where the situation is described as serious. The airfield at Toungoo2 in Central Burma has been lost to the Japanese. A small Chinese force has been cut off in Toungoo but it is fighting back successfully and this morning news came that it had been reinforced. In Burma the Japanese have several possible objectives, and we do not yet know which they regard as the most important. One objective is the oilfield of Yenangyaung, another is the new road which runs via Burma from India into China. This road is still in process of construction but it could be brought into use quite shortly, and if the Japanese could succeed in cutting it, they would compel supplies from India to China to be sent by a more northerly and more difficult route. The other possible objective of the Japanese is the route leading directly overland from Burma into India by way of Assam. It is quite possible that they are contemplating a land attack upon India, especially Bengal, by this route. Owing to the wild nature of the country, however, they will probably not be able to take a highly mechanised army but will have to rely on infantry and aeroplanes. Against this kind of attack, guerilla forces can be very effective as we have seen in China, and consequently the factor of popular resistance in India will be of the highest importance.

The monsoon begins in Burma about the end of May. After that it is very difficult to move except by water or along the roads and railways. We ought not to assume, however, that this will make the country impassable for the Japanese infantry.] Meanwhile both British and Chinese forces in Burma are fighting back strongly. Two divisions of Chinese troops are serving under the American General Stilwell who is himself under the orders of Generalissimo Chiang Kai-Shek.

The Japanese moves against Australia have not made very much progress since last week. Heavy fighting is going on in the interior of the island of New Guinea, but so far the only attacks the Japanese have made against the principal Australian stronghold in the island, Port Moresby, have been air attacks. It will be recalled that last week Australian and American aeroplanes made a very successful attack against the Japanese sea forces, sinking or disabling a number of war-ships and troop transports, and this has probably set the Japanese plan back. General MacArthur, who made such a successful defence in the Philippines, is busy organising the forces in Australia, and has stated already that though he cannot work miracles, he regards himself as being in Australia, not merely to defend, but to attack at the first possible moment. Mr. Curtin, the Premier of Australia, has described Australia as the base from which the Allies can take offensive action against Japan, and has expressed his hope of seeing a speedy settlement of Indian political problems, so that India can take her rightful place at the side of the Allies.

There are signs that the war in the Mediterranean may shortly flare up again. The British Navy have just brought off a brilliant feat by getting a large Convoy of ships to the Island of Malta.3 One ship in the Convoy was sunk by enemy aircraft, but the Italian Naval force which attempted to attack it was driven off and one of Italy’s biggest and newest battleships was hit by a torpedo. The little island of Malta has now had over sixteen hundred air-raids. This is a sign of its strategic importance and of the anxiety of the Axis powers to put it out of action as a base for warships and aeroplanes. As long as Malta, which lies between Italy and Africa, remains in British hands, it is both difficult and dangerous for the Axis to convey their troops to Libya. They have, indeed, lost a vast number of ships containing soldiers or materials of war during the last few months. If you look at the map, you can see that German re-inforcements for Libya only have to travel a few hundred miles across the Mediterranean—whereas most of the British reinforcements have to sail thousands of miles round the Cape of Good Hope and up through the Indian Ocean and the Red Sea to Egypt. In spite of this disadvantage, the British and other Allied forces in Egypt have more than held their own and besides conquering Abyssinia, have made advances into Libya which have twice taken them as far as Benghazi. It can be seen, therefore, that the sea warfare in the Mediterranean is extremely important because, if the Axis could attain control of those waters for only a few weeks, they might be able to pour into Libya an army overwhelmingly greater than the one the British have in Egypt. This army would make the southern arm of the Axis’s attack against the Caucasus and the Middle East. As long as the British can hold fast in Egypt therefore, the harder is the task of the Axis forces in the North and the more our Russian Allies are benefited.

The Germans are making great efforts to add to their depleted armies by recruiting fresh troops from Rumania and by bringing Bulgaria more actively into the war. King Boris of Bulgaria, who has always been an Axis sympathiser, is probably in favour of a closer alliance with Germany; but it is doubtful whether the mass of the Bulgarian people, who are very pro-Russian, in their sympathies and indeed almost regard themselves as Russians, can be persuaded into a war against the Soviet Union. There are also signs that Hitler is making renewed efforts to get hold of the remnants of the French Fleet for use against Britain. It remains to be seen whether Marshal Petain, who is at any rate the nominal ruler of unoccupied France, will violate his pledged word by handing the French warships over. Even if he does so, it remains to be seen whether the French sailors will be ready to fire their guns against people who, as they are well aware, are fighting for the liberty of France.

The ‘Daily Mirror’, one of the most widely read of English newspapers, has been threatened with suppression because of its violent and sometimes irresponsible criticisms of the Government. The question was debated in both Houses of Parliament with the greatest vigour.4 This may seem waste of time in the middle of a world war, but in fact it is evidence of the extreme regard for freedom of the press which exists in this country. It is very unlikely that the ‘Daily Mirror’ will actually be suppressed. Even those who are out of sympathy with it politically are against taking so drastic a step, because they know that a free press is one of the strongest supports of national unity and morale, even when it occasionally leads to the publication of undesirable matter. When we look at the newspapers of Germany or Japan, which are simply the mouthpieces of the government, and then at the British newspapers, which are free to criticise or attack the government in any way that does not actually assist the enemy, we see how profound is the difference between totalitarianism and democracy.

Manuel Quezon,5 President of the Philippine Islands, has arrived in Australia to join General McArthur° and to carry on the business of the Free Filipino Government. It is amusing to record that the Fascist radio has put out no less than three reports that President Quezon had been assassinated by the Americans. They reported this on March 22nd, and later on the same day, they added that Quezon had been assassinated “on the orders of McArthur° because he refused to travel with him to Australia”. On March 24th the Rome radio announced yet again that Quezon had been assassinated by British and American agents. And now Quezon has travelled to Australia of his own accord and there affirmed his unconditional loyalty to the Allied cause, and the resolve of the Filipino people to continue the fight against the Japanese invaders. To get to Australia, he had to travel something over a thousand miles, which was a remarkable journey for a man who has been assassinated three times. So much for the truthfulness of Fascist propaganda.




1066. Gujarati Newsletter, 5

30 March 1942


The English original was written by Orwell. No script has been traced.






1067. To Hsiao Ch’ien

31 March 1942 PP/EB/NP

PERSONAL

Dear Hsiao Ch’ien,

Many thanks for your letter of March 29th. I am glad you can manage the two dates. As for China’s political history, you can say anything you like, because so far as we are concerned there are no complications, and nothing that is likely to cause offence. As to India, it is a more prickly subject, but as you say, there is no particular reason to bring it in here.

Yours,

[No name/position]




1068. To R. U. Hingorani

31 March 1942 Typewritten; handwritten annotation PP/EB/NP

Dear Dr. Hingorani,

Many thanks for your letter and the script.1 I hope you will forgive my delay in answering, but my schedule is very full and I have had difficulty in finding a free date for you.

Could you deliver the talk on Friday, April 10th, at 5 p.m., from Broadcasting House? It would do if you come to Broadcasting House about 4 o’clock on that day.

Yours sincerely,

Eric Blair

Talks Assistant

Indian Section




1069. To Joseph Needham

31 March 1942 Handwritten draft and typewritten versions PP/EB/NP


Needham had replied to Orwell’s letter of 26 March on the 29th. He said he assumed Bernal had probably had in mind, when suggesting his name to Orwell, his ‘recent war pamphlet, “The Nazi Attack on International Science.”’ He asked for further details of subjects and speakers proposed.



Dear Professor Needham,

Many thanks for your letter of March 29th. The talks in the series are arranged as follows:


1. The Birth of Science (Prof. Gordon Childe)1

2. The Beginnings of Modern Science (Prof. Bernal)

3. Experimental & Applied Science (Prof. A. C. G. Egerton)

4. The Economic Bases of Science (Prof. J. Needham)

5. Science in the USSR (Prof. J. G. Crowther)2

6. The Future of Science (Prof. Bernal)



I would have liked to have two talks on the economic bases of science, i.e. two other than the talk on science in a Socialist economy, but we had to compress them into one if we were to have two talks about the origins of science. What I should like you to do3 is a talk about the effects of capitalism on science, the extent to which it has stimulated its development, and the point at which it becomes a retarding influence, followed by a discussion of the position of “pure” science under Fascism. Fascism evidently doesn’t prevent the application of scientific discoveries to practical ends, e.g. war, but it is difficult to see how freedom of research can survive under any totalitarian system.

This roughly is what I want discussed—in something under twenty minutes, if you can manage it.

Yours sincerely,

Eric Blair

Talks Assistant

Indian Section




1070. To Amabel Williams-Ellis

31 March 1942 PP/EB

Dear Mrs. Williams-Ellis.

Lady Grigg writes to say that her schedule is full up until about June 10th, and she is rather nervous about arranging talks too far ahead because of possible changes in the political situation etc. Perhaps you might care to write to her directly suggesting the subjects you wanted to talk about. Lady Grigg arranges the talks for this series more or less independently.

Yours sincerely,

George Orwell

Talks Assistant

Indian Section




1071. BBC Talks Booking Form, 31.3.42


Mulk Raj Anand: ‘Through Eastern Eyes,’ ‘New Weapons of War,’ 5 (last in series), 12-minute talk, possible subject, propaganda; recorded 10.4.42; broadcast 12.4.42; fee £7.7s. Signed: Z. A. Bokhari.







1072. BBC Talks Booking Form, 31.3.42


Cedric Dover: ‘Through Eastern Eyes,’ ‘These Names Will Live,’ Paul Robeson; broadcast 7.4.42; fee £7.7s. Signed: Z. A. Bokhari.







1073. To V. Gordon Childe

1 April 1942 PP/EB

Dear Professor Childe,

Many thanks for your letter of March 28th. We have made out a schedule of talks as follows:


1. The Birth of Science (Prof. Gordon Childe).

2. The Beginnings of Modern Science (Prof. Bernal)

3. Experimental and Applied Science (Prof. A. C. G. Egerton)

4. The Economic Bases of Science (Prof. J. Needham)

5. Science in the USSR (Prof. J. G. Crowther)

6. The Future of Science (Prof. Bernal)



The idea of having two talks, i.e. yours and Professor Bernal’s, on the origins of science was suggested to me by Professor Bernal, who pointed out that there existed a considerable body of scientific knowledge (astronomy and so forth) in ancient times, and that after a period of retrogression science made a new start about the end of the Middle Ages, this time in Europe. We wanted you to cover the earlier period, i.e. the discoveries of the Egyptians, the Caldees,° the Indians, the Greeks and so forth, and Professor Bernal told me that you were much the best person for this purpose. The length of talk we want is 15 to 20 minutes, which means about 2000 words.

You mention that you will be in London from the 15th to the 19th April, and if you care to call then, I can give you any further particulars. The date fixed for your talk is June 2nd, and the time fixed for your talk is 1.15 p. m. If you have to remain in Edinburgh I think it will be possible to have your talk recorded there, but this will have to be done some days before the date of the actual transmission. We are asking the Director of Programmes to get in touch with you.

Yours sincerely,

Eric Blair

Talks Assistant

Indian Section




1074. BBC Talks Booking Form, 1.4.42


Gujarati Newsletter, 6; written by E. Blair, translated and read by R. R. Desai alone; broadcast 6.4.42; fee £5.5s + £2.8.2 + £1.14s fare and expenses. Signed: Z. A. Bokhari.







1075. War-time Diary

1.4.42: Greatly depressed by the apparent failure of the Cripps mission. Most of the Indians seem down in the mouth about it too. Even the ones who hate England want a solution, I think. ⌈I believe, however, that in spite of the “take it or leave it” with which our government started off, the terms will actually be modified, perhaps in response to pressure at this end.⌉ Some think1 the Russians are behind the Cripps plan2 and that this accounts for Cripps’s confidence in putting forward something so apparently uninviting. Since they are not in the war against Japan the Russians cannot have any official attitude about the Indian affair, but they3 may serve out a directive to their followers, from whom it will get round to other pro-Russians. But then not many Indians are reliably pro-Russian. No sign yet from the English Communist party, whose behaviour might give a clue to the Russian attitude. It is on this kind of guesswork that we have to frame our propaganda, no clear or useful directive ever being handed out from above.

Connolly wanted yesterday4 to quote a passage from “Homage to Catalonia” in his broadcast. I opened the book and came on these sentences:

“One of the most horrible features of war is that all the5 war-propaganda, all the screaming and lies and hatred, comes invariably from people who are not fighting.… It is the same in all wars; the soldiers do the fighting, the journalists do the shouting, and no true patriot ever gets near a front-line trench, except on the briefest of propaganda tours. Sometimes it is a comfort to me to think that the aeroplane is altering the conditions of war. Perhaps when the next great war comes we may see that sight unprecedented in all history, a jingo with a bullet-hole in him.”6

Here l am in the BBC, less than 5 years after writing that. I suppose sooner or later we all write our own epitaphs.




1076. BBC Talks Booking Form, 2.4.42


E. M. Forster: ‘Some Books,’ 15-minute talk; broadcast 29.4, 27.5, 24.6.42; £21 each talk. Signed: Z. A. Bokhari.







1077. To Director of Programmes, Edinburgh

3 April 1942 EB/NP

TALK ON SCIENCE—by Prof. V. G. Childe, of Edinburgh University.1

We have asked Professor V. G. Childe, of Edinburgh University, to broadcast a talk on “The Birth of Science”, the first in a series of 6 scientific talks. The date of the broadcast is June 2nd, at 11. 15 GMT, in the Eastern Service. We have suggested to him that he might record in Edinburgh and told him that you will be getting in touch with him, to arrange this. We should be grateful if this could be recorded in disc2 in Edinburgh, and the discs sent to R.P.D. Library, H.O.

[Signed] Eric Blair

(Eric Blair)




1078. BBC Talks Booking Form, 3.4.42


Dr. Hingorani: ‘Through Eastern Eyes,’ 10-minute talk on Thailand; broadcast 6.4.42; fee £7.7s. Signed: Z. A. Bokhari.







1079. BBC Talks Booking Form, 3.4.42


Princess Indira of Kapurthala: ‘We Speak to India,’1 ‘I Speak English,’ 5 and 6, ‘30 minute discussion in English and Indian languages between Princess Indira, Professor Firth2 and Z. A. Bokhari, in which Princess Indira will speak for about 8 to ten minutes in English and Indian languages’; recorded 4.4.42; 5 broadcast 5.4.42, 6 to be broadcast 12.4 (but this is crossed out3); fee £8.8s each. Signed: Z. A. Bokhari.







1080. War-time Diary

3.4.42: Cripps’s decision to stay an extra week in India is taken as a good omen. Otherwise not much to be hopeful about. Gandhi is deliberately making trouble [, sending telegrams of condolence to Bose’s1 family on the report of his death, then telegrams of congratulation when it turned out that the report was untrue. Also urging Indians not to adopt the scorched earth policy if India is invaded]. Impossible to be quite sure what his game is. Those who are anti-Gandhi allege that he has the worst kind of (Indian) capitalist interests behind him, and it is a fact that he usually seems to be staying at the mansion of some kind of millionaire ⌈or other. This is not necessarily incompatible with his alleged saintliness. His pacifism may be genuine, however. In the bad period of 1940 he also urged non-resistance in England, should England be invaded.⌉ I do not know whether Gandhi or Buchman2 is the nearest equivalent to Rasputin in our time.

Anand3 says the morale among the exile Indians here is very low. They are still inclined to think that Japan has no evil designs on India and are all talking of a separate peace with Japan. So much for their declarations of loyalty towards Russia and China. I said to A.4 that the basic fact about nearly all Indian intellectuals is that they don’t expect independence, can’t imagine it and at heart don’t want it. They want to be permanently in opposition, suffering a painless martyrdom, and are foolish enough to imagine that they could play the same schoolboy games with Japan or Germany as they can with Britain. Somewhat to my surprise he agreed. He says that “opposition mentality” is general among them, especially among the Communists, and that Krishna Menon5 is “longing for the moment when negotiations will break down”. At the same moment as they are coolly talking of betraying China by making a separate peace, they are shouting that the Chinese troops in Burma are not getting proper air support. I remarked that this was childish. A: “You cannot overestimate their childishness, George. It is fathomless”. [The question is how far the Indians here reflect the viewpoint of the intellectuals in India. They are further from the danger and have probably, like the rest of us, been infected by the peaceful atmosphere of the last 10 months, but on the other hand nearly all who remain here long become tinged with a western Socialist outlook, so that the Indian intellectuals proper are probably far worse. A. himself has not got these vices. He is genuinely anti-Fascist, and has done violence to his feelings, and probably to his reputation, by backing Britain up because he recognizes that Britain is objectively on the anti-Fascist side.]




1081. News Review, 17

4 April 1942


The typescript was evidently used for the actual broadcast. It carries two censors’ stamps; the censor was Bokhari. There is a cut at the beginning and there are a few verbal changes, some in what looks like Orwell’s hand (including the words ‘paid Indian’). At the top, the words ‘NOT CHECKED WITH BROADCAST’ have been amended: ‘NOT’ is obliterated; ‘News Review’ is written in. The section from ‘Let us imagine that the Japanese’ to the end was extracted by Orwell and printed as the third of his five specimens of propaganda in Talking to India, and is identical with the typescript used for the broadcast. PasB has Weekly News Review by Z. A. Bokhari and gives the timing as 10 ½minutes.



[There is still heavy fighting in Central Burma, but the Allies will probably be forced to retreat a good deal further in the direction of Mandalay.

The day before yesterday, news came that the Japanese had made a landing at Akyab, the port on the Bay of Bengal not very far from Calcutta. This is a serious threat to the British forces at Prome, who might be cut off if they do not retreat and if the Japanese force which has landed is strong enough to cut their communications.]1 The Japanese have several different objectives in their invasion of Burma, and their aims are simultaneously strategic, economic and political. Strategically, they are trying to encircle China so that no further war supplies can be sent there from India, and they are also trying to prepare the way for the invasion of India by sea and land. Over land, they might manage to enter India by the difficult route through Manipur and Assam and simultaneously they might move in the direction of Bengal by successive landing operations along the coast. We cannot be sure that either of these manoeuvres will fail, nor can we assume that the monsoon, which begins in Burma about the end of next month, will slow up the Japanese movement very seriously. We can, however, be fairly sure that either by land or sea, they will not be able to bring a very highly mechanised force, with tanks and heavy guns, to India. They will have to rely chiefly on infantry and aeroplanes, against which numerous2 though ill-armed forces can often put up a successful resistance. A very great deal, therefore, depends on the will of the Indian people to defend themselves and upon their feeling that they have something which is really worth fighting for.

Economically the Japanese aim at plundering Burma of its oil, of its rice, and, insofar as they need it, of its timber. The oil is not of much immediate use to them, even if they get possession of the oil wells, because the refineries near Rangoon have already been destroyed. On the other hand, they have the greatest need of the rice, for their armies and, if they have enough shipping to transport it, for their home population.

Politically the Japanese aim at using Burma as a base for propaganda against India. They are now near enough to India to be able to broadcast on medium wave, and we must expect their propaganda to be enormously intensified during coming weeks. At the moment they are keeping rather quiet, because until the negotiations which Sir Stafford Cripps is conducting have been settled one way or the other, they are not quite certain what attitude to take towards Pandit Nehru, Mahatma3 Gandhi and the other Indian political leaders. Should the negotiations end in a satisfactory settlement the Japanese, through their paid Indian mouthpieces [Subhas Chandra Bose and Ras Bihari Bose4] will open up a campaign of libel against Pandit Nehru and the others, whom they will accuse of being the paid agents of British imperialism. Should the negotiations fail, they will praise Pandit Nehru to the skies as the man who was not deceived by British promises and who is struggling for the independence of the Indian peoples. Which line they take will depend on the outcome of the negotiations, but one way or another the barrage of propaganda will begin within a week, and it is important for us in India5 to be prepared for it, and not deceived by it.

Simultaneously with this propaganda campaign, the Japanese will point to Burma and Siam as examples of the success of the Japanese New Order, or, as they call it, ‘The Co-Prosperity Sphere’. It is clear from the reports coming in that in Lower Burma, especially in the district of Tharrawaddy, the Japanese have managed to induce large numbers of excitable and adventurous6 Burmese to fight on their side in the vain hopes of winning independence for Burma. They will certainly try to repeat this manoeuvre in India. It is important, therefore, to see just how the Japanese Co-Prosperity Sphere works, how it fits in with Japanese and Nazi propaganda, and how both of these compare with the true facts. We can foretell with some certainty what will happen both because of the existing situation and because of the example of what the Germans and Japanese have done in the past.

Let us imagine that the Japanese can gain undisputed possession of the whole of Burma. Let us also suppose that the conquered Burmese are more or less on their side, having believed in the Japanese promise to make Burma independent after the war and having also believed that Japan is going to enrich Burma by gifts of manufactured goods and by stimulating Burmese industries. Now, in these circumstances, what will actually happen? The first thing is that the Japanese will take away from the Burmese most of their rice, not only the surplus which they usually export to India, but also a good deal of what they usually eat themselves. The Japanese are bound to do this, because they must have rice for their armies and for their home population. But, it may be said, this does not matter if they pay the Burmese for their rice. The only difficulty is, what are they to pay with? In the first place, they will pay in money which they will print off in exactly such quantities as they think necessary. The Burmese peasant whose rice has been taken from him will get paper notes in return, and it will be two or three months before he will fully grasp that these notes are worthless, because they cannot buy anything. Necessarily they cannot buy anything because, with a great war on their hands, the Japanese cannot manufacture goods for export, even if they had any wish to do so, for the benefit of the people they have conquered. The money which they print will therefore be a painless way of plundering the peoples of Burma, Siam, Malaya and the other territories they have over-run. The Germans have done exactly the same in Europe, using what are called “Occupation Marks,” that is to say, money specially printed for the use of the army of occupation. This money has to be accepted by the conquered peoples in return for goods, but in practice it will not buy anything. We may assume, therefore, that should the Japanese get possession of the whole of Burma, it will be only a few months before the Burmese discover that, so far from being liberated and enriched by their Japanese friends, they are being systematically robbed. Probably even the most ignorant Burmese will have grasped this fact by the middle of this winter, when the 1942 rice crop is cut.

If the swindle of the Japanese Co-Prosperity Sphere is so simple as this, why is it that Japanese propaganda should have any success? To answer this question, one should look at Europe, where the same story has been enacted a year or two earlier. There you had the same essential situation. The Germans made promises very similar to the Japanese, they divided and weakened their victims with very similar propaganda, then they invaded and conquered them, and then they proceeded systematically to plunder them by means of worthless money, holding them down with a military occupation and a ruthless police force. When it was too late, the conquered peoples learned the truth about Hitler’s New Order. Something very similar has happened in Siam, and is happening, or may be happening, in Burma. We see, therefore, the immense importance of political consciousness and of a sceptical attitude towards tempting propaganda. Just as in Europe, so in Asia, certain peoples have fallen into the clutch of the Fascists because they listened to what the Fascists said, instead of observing what they had actually done. The words which the Japanese are now pouring out towards Burma and will soon be pouring out towards India, are extremely inviting, but their deeds in Korea, in China, in Manchukuo, in Formosa, are less inviting. In all these countries they have held the peoples down with the club and the machine-gun, they have robbed them of their crops and of their raw materials, they have crushed their national movements, interfered with the education of their children, and have failed entirely to develop their resources except in the interests of Japan itself. They have been doing that to Formosa for fifty years, to Korea for forty years, to Manchukuo for ten years, and to the occupied parts of China for five years. To-morrow they hope to do the same to India, to Australia, and possibly even to parts of Africa. Very much, therefore, depends on the steadfastness and common sense of the people to whom the Fascist propaganda is addressed, for it is better to fight back and be free, even though one suffers like the Chinese, than to submit and discover too late that one has been deceived like the people of Siam. To those who say that Japan will set Burma or India free, the best answer is: Why then have they not set free Korea and Formosa, which they have had in their power for so long? To those who say that the Japanese are fighting for the liberation of India, the best answer is: Why then are they fighting against the liberation of China? To those who say that the cause of Japan is the cause of Asia as against the European races, the best answer is: Why then do the Japanese constantly make war against other races who are Asiatics no less than themselves?




1082. Gujarati Newsletter, 6

6 April 1942


The English original was written by Orwell. No script has been traced.






1083. War-time Diary

6.4.42: [Yesterday had a look at the bit of the by-pass road which is being built between Uxbridge and Denham. Amazed at the enormous scale of the undertaking. West of Uxbridge is the valley of the Colne, and over this the road runs on a viaduct of brick and concrete pillars, the viaduct being I suppose ¼ mile long. After that it runs on a raised embankment. Each of these pillars is 20 feet high or thereabouts, about 15 by 10 feet thick, and there are two of them every fifteen yards or so. I should say each pillar would use 40,000 bricks, exclusive of foundations, and exclusive of the concrete running above, which must use up tons of steel and concrete for every yard of road. Stupendous quantities of steel (for reinforcing) lying about, also huge slabs of granite. Building this viaduct alone must be a job comparable, in the amount of labour it uses up, to building a good-sized warship. And the by-pass is very unlikely to be of any use till after the war, even if finished by that time. Meanwhile there is a labour shortage everywhere. Apparently the people who sell bricks are all-powerful. (Cf. the useless surface-shelters, which even when they were being put up were pronounced to be useless by everyone who knew anything about building, and the unnecessary repairs to uninhabited private houses which are going on all over London). Evidently when a scandal passes a certain magnitude it becomes invisible.]

Saw in Denham someone driving a dog-cart, in quite good trim.




1084. To K. K. Ardaschir

7 April 1942 PP/EB

Dear Mr. Ardaschir,1

I delayed answering your letter because I was trying to find a date to fit in your talk on “The Sick Man Revives”;2 but I find I cannot use it before roughly the middle of May. There is no reason why we should not record it in the near future, however. Could you let me know a day next week which would be suitable to you for recording, and we will then fix a time. You will, of course, have to come somewhat earlier than the actual hour of recording, in order to rehearse the talk.

The other talk—“Forty Years in England” I cannot use immediately, but would like to keep it by me as an emergency talk, so we could have it recorded at the same time as the other.

Yours sincerely,

Eric Blair

Talks Assistant

Indian Section




1085. To V. Gordon Childe

7 April 1942 PP/EB

Dear Professor Childe,

Thank you for your letter of April 4th. I am afraid I did not make it quite clear in my letter of April 1st that the talk could be recorded in Edinburgh on discs, and the discs then sent from Edinburgh to London for the broadcast. However, as you will be in London on May 28th, we should prefer to record your talk here, if you will have time for that. I think we should allow about an hour and a quarter, to include rehearsal and timing; so if this arrangement is convenient to you, perhaps you would let me know what time you would prefer to come to Broadcasting House, and I will then make the necessary arrangements at this end.

I am writing again to the Director of Programmes in Edinburgh to tell him that it will not be necessary for him to make arrangements for you to record there now.

I should be grateful if you would kindly let me have a copy of your script at least a week before May 28th, if you agree to record it on that day.

Yours sincerely,

Eric Blair

Talks Assistant

Indian Section


Childe’s letter has on its verso a first-draft reply:



Reply: we can arrange to record his talk on May 28th, but will he let us know what time of day will suit him.

E. A. B




1086. BBC Talks Booking Form, 7.4.42


Jack Common:1 ‘We Speak to India,’ ‘Two 15-minute talks in English, the first on “Peace in Wartime”, title of the second not yet decided’; broadcast 8 and 15.4.42; fee £8.8s each talk + fare 7s 5d. Signed: Z. A. Bokhari.







1087. BBC Talks Booking Form, 9.4.42


Mrs. Bentwich: ‘Women Generally Speaking,’ 74, introduced by Lady Grigg, title not yet stated for 13-minute talk; broadcast 29.4.42; fee £8.8s. Signed: Z. A. Bokhari.







1088. BBC Talks Booking Form, 9.4.42


Arthur Calder-Marshall: ‘Literature Between Wars,’ ‘Money and the Artist,’ 30 minutes; broadcast 14.4.42; fee £15.15s. Signed: Z. A. Bokhari.







1089. BBC Talks Booking Form, 9.4.42


Lady Grigg: ‘Women Generally Speaking,’ ‘(Present Contract expires after B’cast on April 29th)’; ‘To arrange & introduce special 13-minute programme for women listeners. (Contract to run till end of May 1942)’; broadcast 6,13, 20, and 27.5.42; fee £8.8s each broadcast. Signed: Z. A. Bokhari.







1090. BBC Talks Booking Form, 9.4.42


Princess Indira of Kapurthala: ‘Through Eastern Eyes,’ ‘The Debate Continues’; broadcast 20 and 27.4.42 and 4.5.42; fee £8.8s each talk. Signed: Z. A. Bokhari.







1091. BBC Talks Booking Form, 9.4.42


K. S. Shelvankar: ‘Through Eastern Eyes,’ ‘These Names Will Live,’ Aldous Huxley; broadcast 5.5.42; fee £8.8s. Signed: Z. A. Bokhari.1







1092. BBC Talks Booking Form, 9.4.42


S. Telkar: ‘Through Eastern Eyes,’ ‘These Names Will Live,’ 1. J. L. Garvin; 2. Frank Owen; broadcast 14 and 21.4.42; fee 1. £7.7s; 2. £8.8s. Signed: Z. A. Bokhari.







1093. BBC Talks Booking Form, 9.4.42


S. Telkar: ‘Through Eastern Eyes,’ ‘Today and Yesterday,’ ‘15 minute talk on Happiness’; broadcast 30.4.42; fee £8.8s. Signed: Z. A. Bokhari.







1094. BBC Talks Booking Form, 9.4.42


Rebecca West: ‘Women Generally Speaking,’ 73, introduced by Lady Grigg, subject not yet stated for 13-minute talk; broadcast 22.4.42; fee £12.12s.1 Signed: Z. A. Bokhari.







1095. To Director of Programmes, Edinburgh

10 April 1942

TALK ON SCIENCE—Professor V. G. Childe.1

10th April 1942.

In continuation of my memo dated 3rd April 1942, we have now heard from Professor Childe that he will be in London on May 28th, and he appears to be willing to record the talk on that day down here. This has not yet been definitely arranged yet,2 but I think that he will agree to this arrangement, so perhaps we may cancel our request for this talk to be recorded in Edinburgh. I hope you have not been put to too much trouble over this.

[Signed] Eric Blair

(Eric Blair)




1096. To E. M. Forster

10 April 1942 PP/EB/NP

Dear Mr. Forster,1

Mr. Bokhari has asked me to let you know the dates of your next three book talks. We should like you to give them on Wednesdays, 29th April, 27th May, and 24th June. As from April 19th we are changing the times of our programmes, and your talks will now go out at 1.30 p.m., D.B.S.T.2 I have asked our Contracts Department to get in touch with you.

I understand that you have some books which were sent to you for your last book talk; these were taken out in Mr. Bokhari’s name, so that he is responsible for returning them to the BBC Library. They are beginning to ask for some of the books back, so he would be very grateful if you would return them to him, and he will pass them on to the Library.

Yours sincerely,

George Orwell

Talks Assistant

Indian Section




1097. To M. Myat Tun

10 April 1942 PP/EB

Dear Myat Tun,

I have made out a list of Burmese places which are likely to be in the news shortly, for the use of announcers, so that they may be able to pronounce them more correctly than hitherto. I have writen them down phonetically as best I can, and I would be very glad if you would be kind enough to O.K. this list and also add any other names you can think of which may come into the news and present difficulties to announcers. Of course, I have used here the pronunciations officially in use among Europeans in Burma, but these do not usually differ much from the Burmese pronunciation, except in the case of places like Rangoon, Moulmein, etc.1

Yours,

Eric Blair

Talks Assistant

Indian Section


The list follows on a separate sheet:



[image: images]




1098. War-time Diary

10.4.42: British naval losses in the last 3 or 4 days: 2 cruisers and an aircraft carrier sunk, 1 destroyer wrecked.1 Axis losses: 1 cruiser sunk.

From Nehru’s speech today: “Who dies if India live?” How impressed the pinks will be—and how they would snigger at “Who dies if England live?”2




1099. Weekly News Review

11 April 1942


No Weekly News Review in English was broadcast on 11 April 1942. It would have been transmitted at 1500 GMT but the Eastern Service Transmission was closed down at ‘1439 40 secs,’ according to PasB. At 1500 the African Transmission, which, like the Empire Transmission, used the Red Network, carried a speech by Sir Stafford Cripps on his mission to India and its failure. This lasted 25 minutes. Orwell heard Cripps’s speech as broadcast from Delhi; see here,.






1100. War-time Diary

11.4.42: It1 has flopped after all. I don’t regard this as final, however.

Listened-in to Cripps’s speech coming from Delhi, which we were rebroadcasting for England etc. These transmissions which we occasionally listen-in to from Delhi are our only clue as to how our own broadcasts sound in India. Always very bad quality and a great deal of background noise which it is impossible to take out in recordings. [The speech good in the earlier part and plain-speaking enough to cause, I should think, a lot of offence. In the later part it rather moved off into the breezy uplands vein.] It is a curious fact that in the more exalted passages in his speeches Cripps seems to have caught certain inflexions of voice from Churchill. This may point to the fact—which would explain his having undertaken this mission when only having such bad terms to offer—that he is at present much under Churchill’s personal influence.




1101. Gujarati Newsletter, 7

13 April 1942


The English original was written by Orwell. No script has been traced. PasB gives timing as 10½ minutes.






1102. Z. A. Bokhari to E. W. D. Boughen, Talks Booking

13 April 1942


This memorandum, which concerned Orwell only indirectly, is indicative of the kinds of everyday problems that occurred in programme management in the Indian Section, faced with too much work and too few people. The ‘Indian Editor’ referred to (with implied disrespect) was Sir Malcolm Darling: little love was lost between him and Bokhari.

Yesterday, Sunday April 12th, Princess Indira of Kapurthala read a talk for the Hindustani Unit, the duration of which was 10 minutes. For services rendered by her in this connection I presume that the Indian Editor will send a contract slip to you. For the Indian Section in London, she yesterday compered and presented the messages of the Bevin Boys;1 the duration of the progamme was 15 minutes.

2.° We owe her a special debt of gratitude and a contract in keeping with the quality and quantity of help she gave us when at 5 p.m., without any previous notice, she read a talk, which was to have been given by Mulk Raj Anand. Mulk Raj’s talk was recorded, but the records did not arrive in time in the studio, and when they did arrive, instead of Mulk Raj’s talk on Propaganda, the brilliant assistant of the R.P.D.2 brought the records of Dr. Masina’s talk on Dietetics.

So the Hindustani Unit, Abbey Manor, owes her the fee for reading a talk in Hindustani, and (2), the Indian Section, London, owes her for compering the Bevin Boys programme, and her heroic performance in reading Mulk Raj Anand’s script.



The following day the Contracts Director wrote to Princess Indira3 thanking her warmly for her help and offering fees totalling 11 guineas.




1103. To E. M. Forster

14 April 1942 EB/NP

Dear Mr. Forster,

Many thanks for your letter. As to the questionnaire by the BBC which you mention,1 I don’t think it ever bore much fruit, but I am finding out what replies did come in and will let you have any material which looks as if it might be useful.

I think it would be a good idea to more or less wrap your talk round Anand’s novel and the Indian number of “Life & Letters”. “Indian Writing” could be mentioned in the same connection, and perhaps also the recent selection of Kipling’s poems with Eliot’s introduction. A book which is more or less appropos° but unfortunately must not be mentioned is K. S. Shelvankar’s “The Problem of India”.2 This has been banned in India and if we refer to it the censorship will cut it out. If you could delicately hint that people here are very interested in English-language Indian writers such as Ahmed Ali,3 etc. it would be a good propaganda point. It might even be worth mentioning that people are becoming more interested in Indian painting, and “Horizon” are shortly publishing an article by an Indian on Bengali folk painting.4 One minor cause of trouble with the Indian intelligentsia is that English magazines won’t print their stuff.

Yours

George Orwell




1104. BBC Talks Booking Form, 15.4.42


Gujarati Newsletters, 7–13; written by E. Blair; translated and read by R. R. Desai; broadcast 13, 20, and 27.4.42 and 4, 11, 18, and 25.5.42;1 fee £5.5s + £2.8.2 + £1.14s fare. Signed: Z. A. Bokhari.







1105. News Review, 18

18 April 1942


The words ‘News Review’ are written at the top of the first page, and the typescript bears both censorship stamps; the censor was Bokhari; the word ‘NOT’ in ‘NOT CHECKED WITH BROADCAST’ has not been crossed out. The amendments appear to be in Bokhari’s hand. The second sentence originally read: ‘We can summarise the news from the battle fronts in a few words before proceeding to discuss the political situation, which is full of possibilities, both hopeful and threatening.’ An elongated bracket is drawn in the left-hand margin of the next paragraph and of that beginning ‘The British Budget’ (both indicated by opening and closing square brackets here); neither is crossed out. These may not have been so marked because they were censored—and there is hardly anything in the first paragraph that would seem to attract a censor’s ire—but as alternative cuts in case time were short. Although this script ran for only 10½ minutes, seeming to allow plenty of time for announcements in a 15-minute broadcast, it is noticeable that from 31 January until this date, all timings fell between ten minutes and ten minutes fifty seconds. Only with the next News Review were timings regularly over thirteen minutes for several weeks.

The section ‘It is clear from reports that have come in …’ to ‘… agents of British imperialism’ was reprinted as the fourth of the five specimens of propaganda in Talking to India. This is verbally identical with the typescript except for the two words noted and a few commas. The typescript has been reproduced here. PasB has Weekly News Review by Z. A. Bokhari and gives the timing as 10½ minutes.



During this week the principal events have been political rather than military. The news from the battle fronts are° well known &may well be left out. Now let’s proceed to discuss the political situation, which is full of possibilities, both hopeful and threatening.

[In Burma the Japanese have received large reinforcements and have made a further advance. As we foretold in earlier letters, the British have had to abandon the Burmese oil-fields. These had been systematically wrecked beforehand and will be of no direct use to the Japanese. The great oil refinery near Rangoon was in any case destroyed some time ago. Apart from the fortress of Corregidor, fighting is still going on in various parts of the Philippine islands, and American long-range bombers, operating from bases more than a thousand miles away, have made a heavy raid on the Japanese forces. The Japanese plans to invade Australia do not seem to have made any further progress. From the Western theatre of war there is not much to report. The snow in Russia is thawing and for the time being the mud slows down operations, but the heroic Red Army continues to make small advances and the British bombing planes continue their raids on Western Germany.]

Sir Stafford Cripps is expected to reach Britain shortly.1 Now that a week has gone by since the breakdown of negotiations between Sir Stafford Cripps and the Indian political leaders, it is possible to see his mission in clearer perspective and to say something about the reactions to it in various parts of the world.

It is clear from the reports that have come in from many countries that only the supporters of Fascism are pleased by the failure of Sir Stafford Cripps’s mission. On the other hand, there is a general feeling that the failure was not complete, in so much that the negotiations have clarified the issue and did not end in such a way as to make further advances impossible. However deep the disagreement, there was no ill-feeling on either side, and no suggestion that either Sir Stafford Cripps or the Indian political leaders were acting other than in good faith. In Britain and the United States Sir Stafford has actually enhanced his already high reputation. He undertook a difficult job in which he risked being personally discredited, and his obvious sincerity has impressed the whole world. The Axis propagandists are attempting to represent the breakdown as a refusal on the part of India to defend herself, and an actual Indian desire to pass under Japanese rule. This is a direct lie, and the Axis broadcasters are only able to support it by deliberately not quoting from the speeches of Mr. Nehru and the other political leaders. Even Mr. Gandhi, though remaining faithful to his programme of non-violence, has not suggested that he wishes to see the Japanese in India, merely that he believes that they should be resisted by spiritual rather than material weapons. Mr. Nehru has not ceased to be anti-British, but he is even more emphatically anti-Japanese. He has asserted in the most vigorous terms possible that Indian resistance will continue and that the Congress party will do nothing to hamper the British war effort, although the failure to alter the political status quo will prevent their taking a very direct part in it. He has said, as on many other occasions, that however deep his own objections to the British Government may be, the fact remains that the cause of Britain, of Soviet Russia and China, represents progress, while the cause of Germany and Japan represents re-action, barbarism and oppression. In spite of the difficulty, therefore, of collaborating directly with the British forces, he will do all in his power to raise popular Indian feeling against the aggressor and to make Indians realise that their liberty is inextricably bound up with an Allied victory. For even at the worst, India may2 get its independence from Britain, whereas the idea of India or any other subject nation winning its liberty in a Fascist-ruled3 world is laughable.

These are not empty words, and the attitude of the mass of the Indian people and also of the leading political parties such as the Congress movement, can undoubtedly make a very great difference to the outcome of the war. Even the fact that it would be difficult for India to equip every Indian with modern weapons does not alter this. Back in 1935 or 1936 when it became clear that a Japanese invasion of China was imminent, many outside observers considered that nothing could be done to stop the Japanese, because the Chinese peasants had little sense of nationality and modern armaments hardly existed on the Chinese side. As it turned out, these predictions were quite false. Ever since 1937, the Japanese have been engaged in an exhausting war in which they have gained very little material benefit, lost great numbers of men, reduced the standard of living of their own working-class and alienated millions of Orientals who might otherwise have been on their side. The reason was that there existed in China a strong popular political movement which could fire the peasants and the town working-class and make them ready to struggle against the invader, pitting4 their numbers and their courage against superior armaments. Against very heavily mechanised armies, such as the German army, mere popular resistance with rifles and hand grenades may perhaps be ineffective, though the success of the Russian guerrillas makes even this doubtful. But against the sort of army that the Japanese have employed in China, or the sort of army that they are likely to be able to use for the invasion of India—that is, an army mainly of infantry— guerrilla methods can be highly successful and the “scorched earth” policy can immensely hamper the invader. Very much, therefore, turns upon Indian popular enthusiasm and the efforts of Mr. Nehru may turn out to be a thorn in the Japanese side. There is no doubt that the Axis propagandists are well aware that Mr. Nehru, Mr. Azad and the other leading Congress personalities are heart and soul against them, and it will not be very long before they once again begin libelling them as the agents of British imperialism.

[The British Budget was announced 3 days ago, and on the whole has caused satisfaction. Summarising it briefly, its provisions are as follows:

It does not add to direct taxation and it actually remits income tax on the lower levels. Roughly speaking the poorer grades of manual workers will be paying less in direct taxation during the current year.

On the other hand, the Budget adds heavily to indirect taxation, almost all of it on luxuries. Tobacco and alcohol are both very heavily taxed, so also are all kinds of luxuries such as fur coats, silk dresses and the like. Certain kinds of very cheap clothes intended to be worn at work will be exempted from taxation. The tax on tobacco will not apply to the armed forces, who will be able to buy each day a certain number of cigarettes at the old price. In general, it is felt to be a democratic Budget, which will hasten the equalisation in the standard of living and the wiping out of class distinctions which is happening in Britain as a result of the war.]

There is very bad news in the fact that Laval has returned to the French Cabinet. Laval is a French millionaire who has been known for many years to be a direct agent of the Nazi Government. He played a leading part in the intrigues which led to the downfall of France and since the Armistice has steadily worked for what is called “collaboration” between France and Germany, meaning that France should throw in its lot with the Axis, send an army to take part in the war against Russia, and use the French Fleet against Britain. For over a year he has been kept out of office, thanks to American pressure, and his return probably means that diplomatic relations between France and the U.S.A. will now come to an end. The American Government is already recalling its ambassador and has advised its nationals to leave France. This is perhaps no bad thing in itself, for there is very little doubt that German submarines operating in the Atlantic have habitually made use of French ports, both in Africa and in the West Indies, and the fact that France and America were theoretically on friendly terms has made these manoeuvres harder to deal with. If relations are broken off, the Americans will at any rate not feel that their hands are tied by the so-called neutrality of France. Nevertheless, there is very great danger that at some critical moment Laval may succeed in throwing the French Fleet into battle against the British Navy, which is already struggling against the combined navies of three nations. That is undoubtedly what he aims at doing, but he may be frustrated by the fact that the common people of France are whole-heartedly anti-Nazi. There is some reason to think that the French sailors would refuse to use their guns against the British, whom they well understand to be fighting for the liberty of France. Disturbances, riots and sabotage continue in Occupied France, and almost every day the German newspapers announce the shooting of fresh batches of hostages. The Germans themselves appear to believe that if a British and American invading force landed in France it would be eagerly helped by the French population. Meanwhile, however, the situation is full of danger, and we can be sure that the Quisling element in France has been assigned some fairly important part in the great spring campaign which the Germans are now preparing.




1106. War-time Diary

18.4.42: No question that Cripps’s speeches etc. have caused a lot of offence, ie. in India. Outside India I doubt whether many people blame the British government for the breakdown. One trouble at the moment is the tactless utterances of Americans who for years have been blahing about “Indian freedom” and British imperialism, and have suddenly had their eyes opened to the fact that the Indian intelligentsia don’t want independence, ie. responsibility. Nehru is making provocative speeches to the effect that all the English are the same, of whatever political party, and1 also trying to make trouble between Britain and the USA by alleging that the USA has done all the real fighting. At the same time he reiterates at intervals that he is not pro-Japanese and Congress will defend India to the last. The BBC thereupon picks out these passages from his speeches and broadcasts them without mentioning the anti-British passages, whereat Nehru complains (quite justly) that he has been misrepresented. [A recent directive tells us that when one of his speeches contains both anti-British and anti-Japanese passages, we had better ignore it altogether. What a mess it all is.2 But I think on balance the Cripps mission has done good, because without discrediting Cripps in this country (as it so easily might have done) it has clarified the issue. Whatever is said officially, the inference the whole world will draw is that (a) the British ruling class doesn’t intend to abdicate and (b) India doesn’t want independence and therefore won’t get it, whatever the outcome of the war.

Talking to Wintringham3 about the possible Russian attitude towards the Cripps negotiations (of course, not being in the war against Japan, they can’t have an official attitude) I said it might make things easier if as many as possible of the military instructors etc. who will later have to be sent to India were Russians. One possible outcome is that India will ultimately be taken over by the USSR, and though I have never believed that the Russians would behave better in India than ourselves, they might behave differently, owing to the different economic set-up. Wintringham said that even in Spain some of the Russian delegates tended to treat the Spaniards as “natives”, and would no doubt do likewise4 in India. It’s very hard not to, seeing that in practice the majority of Indians are inferior to Europeans and one can’t help feeling this and, after a little while, acting accordingly.]

American opinion will soon swing back and begin putting all the blame for the Indian situation on the British, as before. It is clear from what American papers one can get hold of that anti-British feeling is in full cry and that all the Isolationists, after a momentary retirement, have re-emerged with the same slogans5 as before. ⌈Father Coughlin’s paper,6 however, has just been excluded from the mails.⌉’ What always horrifies me about American anti-British sentiment is its appalling ignorance. Ditto presumably with anti-American feeling in England.




1107. ‘Mood of the Moment’

The Observer, 19 April 1942 Published anonymously1

There is not much grumbling about the Budget. Common ale at tenpence a pint and cigarettes at ten for a shilling, unimaginable a few years ago, now seem hardly worth bothering about. In so far as Sir Kingsley Wood2 is criticised, it is less for what he has done than for what he has not done. The fact is that this is not a Budget which “soaks the rich.” In the matter of direct taxation it benefits the lowest income groups, but it imposes no fresh burdens on the higher groups. It is not much use demonstrating to the common man that, on paper, large incomes don’t exist nowadays: they exist, in fact, as he knows by the evidence of his eyes.

It is still not true—and everyone below £500 a year knows it—that we are “all in it together,” as we felt ourselves to be for a little while during the big air-raids. That is why discussions of the Budget lead on irrelevantly to remarks about the basic petrol ration or speculations about the price limit in the forthcoming ban on luxury meals. The British people are not envious as peoples go, but they would like to feel, now, with the enemy at several of the gates, that we ARE all in it together, sharing the petty hardships as well as the great ones.

Since 1940 public opinion in this country has generally been a little ahead of the Government. It has demanded—sometimes within the limits of the possible and sometimes not—an invasion of Europe, more aid to Russia, and a tougher attitude towards hostile neutrals. This week the announcement of the Budget swings attention back to home affairs. “Cut us to the bone—but cut us ALL to the bone” would probably express what people are thinking. They want equality of sacrifice at home just as they want effective action abroad, and it is probably a sound instinct which tells them that the two things are interconnected.




1108. War-time Diary

19.4.42: Tokio bombed, or supposed to have been bombed, yesterday.1 Hitherto this comes only from Japanese and German sources. Nowadays one takes it so much for granted that everyone is lying that a report of this kind is never believed until confirmed by both sides. Even an admission by the enemy that his capital had2 been bombed might for some reason or other be a lie.

[E.3 says that Anand remarked to her yesterday, as though it were a matter of course, that Britain would make a separate peace this year, and seemed surprised when she demurred. Of course Indians have to say this, and have been saying it ever since 1940, because it furnishes them if necessary with an excuse for being anti-war, and also because if they could allow themselves to think any good of Britain whatever their mental framework would be destroyed. Fyvel told me how in 1940, at the time when Chamberlain was still in the government, he was at a meeting at which Pritt and various Indians were present. The Indians were remarking in their pseudo-Marxist way “Of course the Churchill-Chamberlain government is about to make a compromise peace”, whereat Pritt told them that Churchill would never make peace and that the only difference (then) existing in Britain was the difference between Churchill and Chamberlain.]

More and more talk about an invasion of Europe—so much so as to make one think something of the kind must be afoot, otherwise the newspapers would not risk causing disappointment by talking so much about it. Amazed by the unrealism of much of this talk. Nearly everyone seems4 still to think that gratitude is5 a factor in power politics. Two assumptions which are habitually made throughout the Left press are a. that opening up a second front is the way to stop Russia making a separate peace, and b. that the more fighting we do the more say we shall have in the final peace settlement. Few people seem to reflect that if an invasion of Europe succeeded to the point of drawing the German armies away from Russia, Stalin would have no strong motive for going on fighting ⌈, and that a sell-out of this kind would be quite in line with the Russo-German pact and the agreement which the USSR has evidently entered into with Japan.⌉ As to the other assumption, many people talk as though the power to decide policy when a war has been won were a sort of reward for having fought well in it. Of course the people actually able to dominate affairs are those who have the most military power, cf. America at the end of the last war.

Meanwhile the two steps which could right the situation, a. a clear agreement with the USSR and6 a joint (and fairly detailed) declaration of war aims, and b. an invasion of Spain, are politically quite impossible under the present government.




1109. Gujarati Newsletter, 8

20 April 1942


The English original was written by Orwell. No script has been traced. PasB gives the timing as 13 minutes.






1110. BBC Talks Booking Form, 22.4.42


K. K. Ardaschir: ‘The Sick Man Revives,’ ‘43 years in England,’ 14-minute talks; recorded 21.4.42; date of broadcast not fixed; fee £8.8s each talk. Signed: Z. A. Bokhari.







1111. BBC Talks Booking Form, 22.4.42


S. Telkar: Marathi Newsletter, ‘A Day in the Life of a Factory Worker,’ 4-minute talk in Marathi; broadcast 23.4.42; fee £4.4s. Signed: Z. A. Bokhari. (This form was initiated by Miss Venu Chitale.)







1112. BBC Talks Booking Form, 23.4.42


Dr. Bhupen Mukerjee:1 ‘The Music I Like,’ 1, ‘Folk Songs of Europe,’ script of 5 minutes followed by folk songs sung by Miss Maxwell-Lyte; broadcast 25.4.42; fee (for Mukerjee) £4.4s. Signed: Z. A. Bokhari.







1113. BBC Talks Booking Form, 23.4.42


Viscountess Rhondda: ‘Women Generally Speaking,’ ‘13-minute talk on “Time & Tide”—she is the editor of this well-known paper’; broadcast 6.5.42; fee £10.10s. Signed: Z. A. Bokhari.







1114. BBC Talks Booking Form, 24.4.42


Shridhar Telkar: ‘4½-minute talk on Sir Stafford Cripps, in a 30-minute programme on Birthdays of the Week’; broadcast 24.4.42; fee £4.4s. Signed: Z. A. Bokhari.







1115. ‘Birthdays of the Week’: Sir Stafford Cripps, Shakespeare, Hitler

24 April 1942


In this half-hour programme, Shridhar Telkar spoke about Cripps, William Empson about Shakespeare, and Orwell about Hitler. Godfrey Kenton read extracts from Shakespeare’s works and Marius Goring1 read some 550 words, taking five minutes, from James Murphy’s translation of Mein Kampf. Ten seconds of a BBC recording of Hitler speaking (1933B) were played. Orwell’s contribution lasted five minutes. He was introduced, not as Eric Blair, but as ‘George Orwell, the well-known author,’ according to PasB. Only Telkar’s script appears to have survived.






1116. News Review, 19

25 April 1942


‘News Review’ is written at the top of the first page; there are two censorship stamps; Bokhari was the censor. In NOT CHECKED WITH BROADCAST, at the top of the first page, ‘NOT’ has been crossed out. Some lines of the typescript have been particularly heavily crossed out. West refers to four such lines, but there are about eighteen. These passages are given or described in the notes below; those words that can be made out with reasonable certainty are reproduced and estimates are given of the number of lines or letters and spaces of the obliterated passages. PasB has Weekly News Review by Z. A. Bokhari and the timing as 13 minutes 30 seconds. Amendments appear to be in Bokhari’s handwriting. Additions and substitutions are printed in italic; square brackets enclose passages scored through but which can be read in full.



During this week the military situation in Asia has not greatly changed.1 It is known that the Japanese in Burma have been heavily reinforced.2 The allies have made a further withdrawal since last week.3 The Japanese efforts to encircle the British forces at Yenangyaung and the Chinese forces at Loikaw have failed. General Wavell’s speech of April 21st made it clear that India’s air defences have been greatly strengthened, both in planes and in personnel, and this improvement will probably make itself felt on the Burma front, though the lack of airfields in Upper Burma adds to the difficulties of the Allies. The return to Madras of the Provincial Government, which had been temporarily evacuated, is no doubt a result of the improved situation in the air. In their raids on Ceylon and Madras the Japanese are believed to have lost about a hundred planes, and as these planes must have come from air-craft° carriers, they cannot be replaced without some delay. In their Burma campaign the Japanese are racing against time and the weather. They hope to cut not only the Burma road° which runs from Lashio, but also the new roads now under construction between India and China, before the onset of the monsoon, which begins about the middle of May. By the middle of June all low-lying ground in Burma is waterlogged. We ought not to make the mistake of assuming that the coming of the monsoon will completely immobilise the Japanese forces. Even in the most rainy months it is possible to move large bodies of infantry by means of rafts and shallow boats. But the transport of tanks and heavy guns is very difficult and suitable landing grounds for aeroplanes are much fewer. On the whole, therefore, the beginning of the monsoon will be advantageous to the Allies and will offset4 to some extent the advantage in numbers and armaments by which the Japanese have won their successes hitherto.

The Americans and Filipinos° continue their resistance in the fortress of Corregidor and in various other parts of the Philippine islands. On April 18th Tokio was bombed by American aeroplanes, in all probability from aeroplane carriers.5 The Japanese profess great indignation and make the claim, which is usual with the Axis propagandists, that only non-military objectives were hit. Indeed, to judge from the Axis broadcasts, any bombs that drop from Allied aeroplanes fall so invariably on schools and hospitals that one must assume that Tokio, Berlin, and the other chief cities of the Axis countries contain no other buildings than these. But when we remember that for five years past the Japanese have been bombing totally undefended towns in China, their indignation seems a little ridiculous.

In the Western struggle6 there are three all-important questions which cannot yet be answered with certainty but which we must do our best to answer in order to get a clear picture of the future. These questions are, first, in what direction will the Germans make their main offensive?7 Secondly, will the British and Americans attempt an invasion of the continent of Europe? Thirdly, what part will France, now under the control of the pro-Nazi millionaire Laval, play in the forthcoming operations?

We have pointed out in earlier newsletters that the Germans are bound to make their greatest effort in the direction of the Caucasus and the Middle East. Their chief needs are to obtain fresh supplies of oil and to join hands with their Japanese allies, and therefore the general direction in which they must move can hardly be questioned. The only doubt hitherto has been as to whether they will make an all-out effort to defeat the Red Army and reach the Caspian Sea, or whether they will attempt to move eastward by a more southerly route. The fact that France is now more closely under German control than before may decide the Germans to make a direct attack on the island of Cyprus and then on Syria. For if they can get control of the French Fleet, they may have enough warships at their disposal to challenge the British control of the Eastern Mediterranean. To capture Cyprus and Syria by air attack alone would be very difficult. It is also quite possible that simultaneously with their main offensive the Germans will make some kind of attack in the west, either against Spain, Gibraltar and West Africa, or against the British Isles. A full-scale invasion of Britain is not likely to succeed, but even an unsuccessful invasion might cause great disorganisation of Industry,° and for this purpose Hitler, who does not care how much blood he sheds, might be ready to risk quite a large force at a critical moment. Britain, however, is well prepared for any such attempt, both on land, on sea and in the air.

We prefer not to make any definite prediction as to whether the Allies will invade Europe this year.8 It [also] seems clear that the Germans expect some such invasion to be made, and believe that either Norway or France will be the scene of it. They are feverishly at work strengthening their defences in the west, and have probably already withdrawn troops and aeroplanes from the Russian front for this purpose. The British have made another successful commando raid, this time at Boulogne. These commando raids9 not only do damage to important military objectives but force the Germans to divert a disproportionately large number of men for the defence of their long coast line. Beneath their habitual boasting, the speeches of the German leaders betray great anxiety. They are aware that in the war of 1914–1918 it was the necessity of fighting on two fronts, in Russia and in France, that wore out the German army, and they are afraid of the same thing happening again if the British and the Americans can secure a footing in Europe. In his speech broadcast on April 22nd Hitler once more attempted to frighten the German people into greater efforts by telling them that defeat would mean the utter destruction of Germany. Needless to say this is a lie: a German defeat would mean merely the destruction of the Nazis: but it is a significant change to find the German dictator even discussing the possibility of defeat. It is strange to look back and remember that in the summer of 1940 the Germans were told that the war would be ended in a few weeks, and that at the beginning of 1941 Hitler solemnly promised his people that they would never have to endure another winter of war.

As to developments in France, it seems clear, as we predicted last week, that Laval is bent on co-operating closely with10 the Germans.11 Indirectly he may be of great use to them but he will have to go very carefully, for he is hated in France, & popular feeling runs high. Probably he will endeavour to secure his aims little by little: indeed his past record shows that he prefers to work quickly12 underground & afford his critics little opportunity to find out what he is doing. But his accession to power has shown how weak is the Vichy régime: & how little it can be relied upon to stand against German demands—whether these include the cession of French possessions overseas or the use of French shipping.13 South Africa14 has now severed relations with the Vichy government, and prior to this General Smuts15 had already announced that any attempt to seize Madagascar on behalf of the Axis would be resisted. There is no further news as yet as to whether Laval will endeavour to place16 the French fleet at the disposal of the Axis.17 It is probably safe to assume that the French sailors, or most of them, would not fight against their former allies at the bidding of the Germans.18 But there remains the danger that during the past year and a half the Germans may have been training crews of their own for this purpose; for though they agreed under the Amistice terms not to make use of the French navy, it is not usual with them to abide by agreements which have become inconvenient. It is clear that anti-Nazi feeling in France is stronger than ever since Laval’s accession to power. An attempt has been made on the life of Doriot, the French Fascist and pro-Nazi politician.19 Statements that fresh batches of French or Belgian hostages have been shot are now almost daily items in the German press.

[Fresh rationing arrangements have been announced in Britain. From June 1st fuel for domestic use is to be rationed, which is expected to save about 10 million tons of coal annually.]

Sir Stafford Cripps arrived in England on April 21st. A survey of the world’s press shows that even though his mission has failed for the time being, the world at large, especially in China and the United States, admires him for his integrity and hopes that the negotiations may be re-opened at some time in the future. During this week the Cripps mission will no doubt be debated in the Houses of Parliament, and in our next newsletter we hope to be able to comment more fully upon the reactions in this country.




1117. To J. G. Crowther1

25 April 1942 PP/EB/CEH

Dear Sir

I am arranging a series of talks on the Development of Science for the Eastern service of the B.B.C. Professor Bernal, with whom I have discussed the series, suggests that you might care to undertake the fifth talk which I have called “Science in the U.S.S.R.” The talk preceding this deals with Science and the Prospects of Science under Fascism and Capitalism, and we want to balance this by another dealing with the position of Science in the only Socialistic country now existing.

I can give you fuller particulars if you are interested in the idea. These are talks of 15 or 20 minutes which means something over 2,000 words. The approximate date would be 13 weeks from now.

Perhaps you could be kind enough to let me know about this fairly soon.

Yours truly

Eric Blair

Talks Assistant

Indian Section




1118. To V. K. Narayana Menon

25 April 1942 Handwritten draft and typewritten versions PP/EB

Dear Mr. Menon,1

Yes, it will be all right to speak on William Walton instead of your first choice. As to the gramaphone2 records, that will be all right too, but will you let us know some days before the broadcast what music you will be needing, so that we can be sure of getting hold of the discs. Your whole talk, i.e. including the musical interludes, should take not more than 13½ minutes.

Yours sincerely,

Eric Blair

Talks Assistant

Indian Section




1119. War-time Diary

25.4.42: U.S. airmen making a1 forced landing on Russian soil after bombing Tokio have been interned. According to2 the Japanese wireless the Russians are expediting the movement of Japanese agents across Russia from Sweden (and hence from Germany) to Japan. [If true, this is a new development, this traffic having been stopped at the time when Germany attacked the USSR.]

The mystery of Subhas Chandra Bose’s whereabouts remains impenetrable. [The leading facts are:—

i. At the time of his disappearance, the British government declared that he had gone to Berlin.

i° A voice, identified as his, broadcasts on the Free India radio (Germany).

iii. The Italian radio has claimed at least once that Bhose° is in Japanese territory.

iv. Indians here seem on the whole to think that he is in Japanese territory.

v. Escape to Japanese territory would have been physically easier than escape in the other direction, though the latter would not be impossible.

vi. The Vichy report of his death in a plane accident between Bangkok and Tokio, though almost certainly mistaken, seemed to suggest that Vichy quarters took it for granted that he was in Japanese territory.

vii. According to engineers it would not be impossible to broadcast his voice scrambled from Tokio to Berlin and there unscramble and rebroadcast it.

There are innumerable other considerations and endless rumours.] The two questions hardest to answer are: If Bose is3 in Japanese territory, why this elaborate effort to make it appear that he is in Berlin, where he is comparatively ineffectual? If Bose is in German territory, how did he get there? Of course it is quite reasonably likely that he got there with Russian connivance. Then the question arises, if the Russians had previously passed Bose4 through, did they afterwards tip us off when they came into the war on our side? To know the answer to that would give one a useful clue to their attitude towards ourselves.5 Of course one can6 get no information about questions of that type here. One has to do one’s propaganda in the dark, discreetly sabotaging the policy directives when they seem more than usually silly.

To judge from their wireless, the Germans believe in a forthcoming invasion, either of France or Norway. What a chance to have a go at Spain! As, however, they have fixed a date for it (May 1st) they may merely be discussing the possibility of invasion in order to jeer when it does not come off. No sign here of any invasion preparations—no rumours about assembly of troops or boats, re-arrangement of railway schedules etc. The most positive sign is Beaverbrook’s pro-invasion speech in the USA.

[There seems to be no news whatever. It must be months since the papers were so empty.]

Struck by the mediocre physique and poor general appearance of the American soldiers one sees from time to time in the street. The officers usually better than the men, however.




1120. Gujarati Newsletter, 9

27 April 1942


The English original was written by Orwell. No script has been traced. PasB gives timing as 13 minutes.






1121. To J. D. Bernal

27 April 1942 PP/EB

Dear Professor Bernal,

I think that my letter to you of March 27th must have gone astray, but in any case I am sorry that I gave you the wrong date for your first talk. You will be doing the second and sixth talk in the series. The second, “The Birth of Modern Science”, will be on Tuesday, 9th June, at 1.15 p.m. DBST from Broadcasting House, and the sixth talk—“The Future of Science” will be on July 7th, at the same time, from Broadcasting House.

I have got Professor Crowther’s address, and have written to ask him if he will do the fifth talk, and am waiting for his reply.

I think I told you when we had lunch together that these talks should be between 15 and 20 minutes, which means something over 2,000 words.

Yours sincerely,

Eric Blair

Talks Assistant

Indian Section




1122. To E. M. Forster

27 April 1942 PP/EB

Dear Mr. Forster,

Many thanks for your script. I don’t think there is anything in it that needs altering. I don’t suppose that Ajit Mukerjee’s article1 is in type yet, as I believe it is going to be published in Horizon for June or July.

It would do very well if you came round to 55 Portland Place at 12 o’clock on Wednesday, as you suggest. You will be going on the air at 1.30, so that will give us time to run through it once and then you can take it away with you.

Yours sincerely,

George Orwell

Talks Assistant

Indian Section




1123. To Reginald Reynolds

27 April 1942 PP/EB

Dear Reg,

Please forgive my long delay in answering: but I couldn’t find a vacant date for your talk on Prison Literature.1 Could you manage June 12th, at 1.15 p. m.? As you collected obviously a large amount of material, it seems to me it might be better to make two talks of it, to be given on two consecutive weeks, that is to say, June 12th and June 19th. You can make it one or two, as you prefer, but please let me know as soon as possible. The broadcast should take 15 to 20 minutes, which means something in the neighbourhood of 2,000 words, and I would like to have each script about a week before the date of the broadcast. Please let me know whether all this will be O.K. If writing on Nehru, Sir Roger Casement,2 or other notable prisoners, try not to say things that the Censor would cut out!

My wife is working in the Ministry of Food, and is very anxious for Ethel Mannin3 to broadcast in the Kitchen Front, which you possible° sometimes listen to at 8.15 a.m. [I] wish you would suggest this to her, and ask her, if she is interested, to get in touch either with me or my wife about it.

Yours,

[No name/position]




1124. War-time Diary

27.4.42: [Much speculation about the meaning of Hitler’s speech yesterday. In general it gives an impression of pessimism. Beaverbrook’s invasion speech is variously interpreted, at its face value, as a pep talk for the Americans, as something to persuade the Russians that we are not leaving them in the lurch, and as the beginning of an attack on Churchill (who may be forced into opposing offensive action). Nowadays, whatever is said or done, one looks instantly for hidden motives and assumes that words mean anything except what they appear to mean.]

From the Italian radio, describing life in London:

“Five shillings were given for one egg yesterday, and one pound sterling for a kilogram of potatoes. Rice has disappeared, even from the Black Market, and peas have become the prerogative of millionaires. There is no sugar on the market, although small quantities are still to be found at prohibitive prices”.

One would say that this is stupid propaganda, because if such conditions really existed England would stop fighting1 in a few weeks, and when this fails to happen the listener is bound to see that he has been deceived. But in fact there is no such reaction. You can go on and on telling lies, and the most palpable lies at that, and even if they are not actually believed, there is no strong revulsion either.

We are all drowning in filth. When I talk to anyone or read the writings of anyone who has any axe to grind, I feel that intellectual honesty and balanced judgement have simply disappeared from the face of the earth. Everyone’s thought is forensic, everyone is simply putting a “case” with deliberate suppression of his opponent’s point of view, and, what is more, with complete insensitiveness to any sufferings except those of himself and his friends. The Indian nationalist is sunken in self-pity and hatred of Britain and utterly indifferent to the miseries of China, the English pacifist works himself up into frenzies about the2 concentration camps in the Isle of Man and forgets about those in Germany, etc., etc. One notices this in the case of people one disagrees with, such as Fascists or pacifists3 but in fact everyone is the same, at least everyone who has definite opinions. Everyone is dishonest, and everyone is utterly heartless towards people who are outside the immediate range of his own interests.4 What is most striking of all is the way sympathy can be turned on and off like a tap according to political expediency. [All the pinks, or most of them, who flung themselves to and fro in their rage against Nazi atrocities before the war, forgot all about these atrocities and obviously lost their sympathy with the Jews etc. as soon as the war began to bore them. Ditto with people who hated Russia like poison up to June 22 1941 and then suddenly forgot about the purges, the G.P.U. etc. the moment Russia came into the war. I am not thinking of lying for political ends, but of actual changes in subjective feeling.] But is there no one who has both firm opinions and a balanced outlook? Actually there are plenty, but they are powerless. All power is in the hands of paranoiacs.




1125. To K. K. Ardaschir

28 April 1942 PP/EB/NP


On 23 April 1942, Tamara Talbot Rice,1 Middle East Section, Ministry of Information, wrote to Bokhari commenting on Ardaschir’s talk. She described it as ‘a most excellent talk’ and requested two small amendments, as given in the letter that follows. Mrs. Talbot Rice’s letter is annotated.



Miss Parratt.

Please draft a letter telling Mr A. we shall have to make these minor alterations & therefor° must re-record at a time convenient to him (apologise heavily). E.A.B

Dear Mr. Ardaschir,

After you had recorded your talk—“The Sick Man Revives”, I took the opportunity to send the script to the Turkish specialist at the Ministry of Information. I have just received a reply from them, saying how much they like your talk. They are going to inform the Press Attache in Ankara of the date of the broadcast.

They have, however, suggested that we might make two small amendments in this talk. I hope that you will be agreeable to this, although I am afraid it means that we shall have to ask you to re-record the talk, at your convenience.

On page 1, at the end of the second paragraph, they say—“Though it is true that backsheesh giving still survives in Turkey, the Turks are very sensitive on this point, and I will be grateful if you could have this passage reworded.”

On see here, end of third paragraph. The suggestion that certain of Ataturk’s2 innovations were not all good is likely to be deeply resented in Turkey, and to cause offence there. Turks are discouraged from criticising Ataturk and all foreigners are expected to refrain from doing so, and I believe that this sentence might have unfortunate results in Turkey.”

As I expect you know, these broadcasts are heard in Turkey, and I am sure you will agree with me that it would be better to make these emendmeats.° I am very sorry that this means re-recording the last talk, but as they are so enthusiastic about the talk as a whole, I feel personally that it would be well worth while.

If you expect to be in London some time fairly soon, and would find it convenient to come for half an hour to record—I don’t think we shall need to rehearse it again—I should be most obliged if you could let me know a day or two in advance, and I will make arrangements to fit in with your plans.

Yours sincerely,

Eric Blair

Talks Assistant

Indian Section




1126. BBC Talks Booking Form, 29.4.42


Princess Indira of Kapurthala: ‘Through Eastern Eyes,’ ‘The Debate Continues’; broadcast 11, 18, and 25.5.42 and 1.6.42; fee £8.8s each broadcast. Signed: Z. A. Bokhari.







1127. BBC Talks Booking Form, 29.4.42


Miss Doulat Nanavati:1 ‘The Music I Like,’ 4, 5-minute talk, presentation of piano recital by Moura Lympany;2 broadcast 16.5.42; fee £4.4s. Signed: Z. A. Bokhari. Although initiated by Orwell, the Remarks state, ‘This programme is looked after by Dr Clifford.’







1128. BBC Talks Booking Form, 29.4.42


K. S. Shelvankar: ‘Through Eastern Eyes,’ ‘These Names Will Live,’ Aldous Huxley; broadcast 12.5.42; fee £8.8s. Signed: Z. A. Bokhari.1







1129. BBC Talks Booking Form, 29.4.42


M. J. Tambimuttu: ‘Through Eastern Eyes,’ ‘These Names Will Live,’ T. S. Eliot, 13-minute talk; broadcast 19.5.42; fee £8.8s. Signed: Z. A. Bokhari.







1130. War-time Diary

29.4.42: Yesterday to the House to hear the India debate. A poor show except for Cripps’s speech. They are now sitting in the House of Lords.1 During Cripps’s speech one had the impression that the house was full, but on counting I found only about 200–250 members, which is enough to fill most of the seats. Everything had a somewhat mangy look. Red rexine cushions on the benches—I could swear they used to be red plush at one time. The ushers’ shirtfronts were very dingy. When I see this dreary rubbish going on, or when I read about the later days of the League of Nations or the antics of Indian politicians, with their endless changes of front, line-ups, démarches,2 denunciations, protests and gestures generally, I always remember that the Roman Senate still existed under the later Empire. ⌈This is the twilight of Parliamentary democracy and⌉ these creatures are simply ghosts gibbering in some corner while the real events happen elsewhere.




1131. [Weekly News Review, 20]

2 May 1942 PP/EB


This newsletter and Number 30, 11.7.42, are almost certainly not by Orwell. Number 23, 23.5.42, is also doubtful, but for different reasons. The style of writing is not Orwell’s; both 20 and 30 read as if written by one of the Indian staff members, inclined to a more rhetorical, more florid style. Number 20 has such passages as the following: ‘the Axis tyrants feel the chill of their twilight’; ‘The meeting of Fuehrer and Duce by the wayside in the mountains of the Salzkammergut was doubtless intended to make the world’s flesh creep’; ‘the prologue to the smashing repulse’; ‘Larger numbers of Italian troops are to be flung into the fire of the Russian front, still stronger forces of the Nazi army admitted to Italy, to pillage at their will’; ‘the official report of the conference, jejune as usual [this shows the kind of foreign usage Orwell deplored in ‘Politics and the English Language’]; ‘It is no doubt in Stalin’s calculations that grandiose attacks will be delivered’; ‘It must … be … more difficult to concentrate powerful striking forces on the tortuous front [in Russia] than it was in Poland’; ‘the sudden impinging of German might on the Russian frontiers.’ The last two are far removed from Orwell’s style.

There are two typographical features common to 20 and 30 that are not found in typescripts associated with Orwell’s newsletters. Both capitalise some proper names, and both, especially 30, make use of shorter paragraphs than does Orwell.

The typescript of 20 is also unusual in being the one of only two newsletters with an annotation in Urdu; this gives the pronounciation of jejune (see here). There are two handwritten manuscript additions—‘as they say’ and ‘in their own words’—and some proper names have been written in block capitals, presumably to aid the reader. The handwriting could be Bokhari’s. PasB notes that this broadcast was ‘by Z. A. Bokhari’ and gives the timing as 14 minutes. The typescript is marked ‘As broadcast,’ but there are no censors’ stamps.


The Japanese have captured Lashio, which is on the main branch of the Burma Road, running eastwards from Mandalay. There is another road further to the north, which runs south-eastward from Bhamo and enters China a good deal to the east of Lashio. This, of course, is still in Allied hands, but it is not a first-class road, and Bhamo is only connected with Mandalay by river. If Mandalay should fall, China is for the time being cut off from the outside world and the Chinese armies will be dependent on airborne supplies until the new roads from India into China are completed. As much as possible of the war materials which had been piled up at Lashio had been removed into China and it is known that the rest were destroyed before the Japanese got there.

At such moments as this it is more than ever necessary to see the whole war, as well as the Burma campaign, in perspective, and to pay no attention either to enemy propaganda or to the rumours brought by refugees from from Burma, which may often be exaggerated and misleading. The loss of the greater part of Burma is a set-back for the Allied cause, but not an overwhelming one, and cannot be decisive in the major strategy of the war.

There is little to report from either the Philippine Islands or from Australia. The Australian and American aeroplanes continue heavily bombing the Japanese forces in the island of New Guinea and have destroyed much war material and a number of enemy ’planes. Nevertheless, observers on the spot believe that the Japanese intend launching their attack on Australia at some time in the near future.

Comparison of Stalin’s Order of the Day with the hysterical speeches which came from Hitler and Mussolini earlier in the week leaves no doubt that the Axis tyrants feel the chill of their twilight while the Russian leader is more confident, and has stronger reasons for confidence, than ever. The meeting of Fuehrer and Duce by the wayside in the mountains of the Salzkammergut was doubtless intended to make the world’s flesh creep; but even their own peoples cannot now be completely deceived by the pretence that these conferences produce miracles of victory. Though the two friends met on the eve of Hitler’s invasion of Norway and of the ignominy with which Mussolini covered himself and the Fascist army by the invasion of Greece, it will not be forgotten in their two countries that they put their heads together before Hitler plunged into the Russian adventure, and their last meeting was the prologue to the smashing repulse of what the Nazi commanders intended for the final assault on the Russian people.

When the couple meet now, Mussolini must be haunted by bitter memories of the days when he could approach Hitler as an equal. As the most helpless of Quislings he went to Salzburg, and the result of the conference, according to his own mouth-piece, GAYDA, must be to rivet the chains more closely on himself and the Italian people. Larger numbers of Italian troops are to be flung into the fire of the Russian front, still stronger forces of the Nazi army admitted to Italy, to pillage at their will. On this occasion at least we may be sure GAYDA has told the truth. Hitler had with him Marshal KEITEL, the Chief of the Nazi High Command, who has been running round the other slave States of Eastern Europe to collect troops for slaughter and would not let Italy off lightly. The official report of the conference, jejune1 as usual, nevertheless betrays the nervous confusion of Fuehrer and Duce: they have won as they say—“overwhelming victory,” but they renew in their own words—“stern determination to ensure final victory by all means in their power.”

If words were among the means which overwhelm, Russia would have been annihilated several times last summer and last autumn. There is no doubt of the justice of Stalin’s estimate that the German army is weaker now than it was ten months ago. The best officers, the best troops and masses of material of the Wehrmacht have been destroyed. Russian resources of man power are incomparably greater than Hitler can scourge to the front from the Reich and all his slave States. Heavy handicaps have been inflicted on Russia’s productive power by the loss of the Ukraine, which is not only a rich granary but furnishes over half the normal coal and iron supply of Russian industry. On the other hand, remarkable success in the movement of factory equipment eastward, in holding the Moscow area and in the expansion of Ural and Siberian production has ensured that the decline of armament manufacture through the overrunning of the Ukraine is far less serious than was feared. More and more munitions and aircraft, Stalin is able to say, are now reaching the front from Russian workshops, while Great Britain and the United States give “ever-greater war assistance”.

It is no doubt in Stalin’s calculations that grandiose attacks will be delivered. The weight of machinery and men which Nazism can put into such blows is still formidable. Points of the first importance to Russia, such as the Moscow area and the oil-fields of the Caucasus, to say nothing of Leningrad, are much nearer the German lines now than they were last summer. It must, however, be far more difficult to concentrate powerful striking forces on the tortuous front than it was in Poland. Stalin tells his people that the German reserves of men, of oil and of raw materials are at an end. With Hitler in command we must expect that any such approach to exhaustion will produce the fiercest efforts which brutality can extort from a nation trained in a barbarous discipline. The Russian people are assured by their leader that they can make 1942 the year of final defeat for Germany. We may depend on them to do their utmost, convinced that there can be no peace upon earth, no security of freedom or of life worth living, till Nazism is exterpated.° Whatever the course of the struggle, they may count on the maximum strength that we and the other Allied Nations can exert for swift and complete victory.

In their “all-out” war effort, Russian workers have sacrificed the more popular one of their two annual festivals. May Day this year was a working day for the first time since 1918. The occasion was, none the less, observed by the holding of meetings and the display of red streamer banners bearing slogans.

Since the Soviet power was established, the prime significance of May Day for the Russian people has been a patriotic one, and since Stalin told the Stakhanovite workers seven years ago that “life is growing better, life is growing happier,” the day has been the occasion of a temporary relaxation from the strain and effort demanded of Soviet workers, and has had something of the quality of the Fourteenth of July in France.

In the celebrations held in past years in the Red Square in Moscow, the Uritsky Square in Leningrad, the Kretchadik in Kiev, and in thousands of towns and villages, there has been more thought for Socialist achievement in the Soviet Union than for the international implications of a day which, as a demonstration of working-class solidarity, had its origin in the Chicago strike of forty-six years ago.2

This year more than ever, the patriotic note was dominant, and it was to the events that have happened since last May Day that thoughts were directed—the sudden impinging of German might on the Russian frontiers; the long and bitterly fought withdrawal to the outskirts of the two greatest Russian cities and to the banks of the Volga and Don; the crashing counter-offensive which developed, as winter deepened, into a persistent, dogged advance; and to the allies of Russia, active or potential, the “proletariat of all lands, European patriots, oppressed brother Slavs, and the workers of Germany.”

It is the firm belief among Russian workers that it is because their land is a Socialist one that it has withstood Hitler’s attempts to disrupt it politically, on the battlefield, and economically. For many years the factory wheels ceased to turn on May 1 as a protest against a system the workers believed exploited them. For twenty-four years they stopped while the Russian workers celebrated3 their change of system. This year, on the Volga, in the Urals, in Siberia and Central Asia, and in the workshops near the battle-zone, in besieged Leningrad as in liberated Kalinin, the wheels continued to turn in order to defend that system.








1132. Gujarati Newsletter, 10

4 May 1942


The English original was written by Orwell. No script has been traced. PasB gives timing as 11 minutes.






1133. To Miss E. W. D. Boughen, Talks Bookings

5 May 1942 Original; EB/NP

RE-RECORDING OF TALK BY K. K. ARDASCHIR.

Thursday May 7th 1942, 2.30 – 3.0 p.m.

Mr. K. K. Ardaschir recorded a talk under the title “The Sick Man Revives”, on April 21st, to be used at a future date, and I sent in a Booking Slip for this talk. When the Turkish expert at the Ministry of Information saw this script, she requested that two small changes should be made, so that we are obliged to ask Mr. Ardaschir to come up to London again and re-record. I suggest that he should receive a revised fee.1

[Signed] Eric Blair

(Eric Blair)




1134. To J. D. Bernal

5 May I942[?] PP/31


SHOULD BE MOST GRATEFUL FOR SUGGESTIONS FOR SPEAKER TO TAKE YOUR PLACE IN SCIENCE SERIES.

BLAIR BROADCASTS.






1135. To J. D. Bernal

5 May 1942 PP/EB


On 27 March 1942, Orwell sent Bernal dates for his two broadcasts: 2 and 30 May. On 27 April, he wrote giving revised dates: 9June and 7July. In a letter he confirmed the arrangements already made and again asked for suggestions; see here. On 15 May 1942, he asked C. D. Darlington to take the sixth talk and gave J. A. Lauwerys as the person doing the talk on 9 June; see here. It is not known whether Bernal suggested these names.

The reason for the change may have been due to Guy Burgess, then a Home Service talks producer, who had written to Bernal on 13 April 1942, addressing him as ‘Dear Sage’ (a term frequently used by those who knew him well at Cambridge) and asking him to broadcast, in the Home Service, on science in the USSR. W. J. West, who reproduces this letter (West: Broadcasts, 29–30) wonders whether ‘Burgess warned Bernal about Orwell’s hatred of Russian Communism,’ leading to Bernal’s belated withdrawal. In the light of Burgess’s traitorous activities, it is revealing to see how he covered himself in approaching Bernal. He was careful to seek approval, on 9 April, from the Home Service Talks Director and he hinted at Bernal’s lack of ‘political objectivity.’ He wrote:

SCIENCE IN THE USSR

This is only meant to be a draft of the letter to Bernal and it is put up for your comment which I expect will be destructive since I am not clear either,

a) about Science, or

b) about what we really want from Bernal.

I understand that he is doing very important Government work just now. This may have the effect of muzzling him—it will certainly also produce as a corollary a difficulty in any attempt on our part to dictate to him what he should or should not say.

We share, I think, an admiration for his brain though my more recent meetings with him have done nothing to increase my admiration for his political objectivity.

Guy Burgess (1911–1963), educated at Eton and Trinity College, Cambridge, was a good talker and a man of considerable gifts, which he used to proselytise the cause of Communism. After working for the British security services and the BBC in liaison with the Foreign Office, he joined the Foreign Office. His pro-Soviet activities were unsuspected until, in May 1951, he suddenly left for Moscow with Donald Maclean, where he remained until his death. Orwell mentions in his diary an evening of conversation with Burgess and others; see here.



Dear Professor Bernal,

I am very sorry indeed that you will not be able to give the two talks in our series on Science. We made out the schedule of talks as follows:

1. The Birth of Science (Prof. Gordon Childe)

2. The Beginnings of Modern Science (Prof. Bernal)

3. Experimental and Applied Science (Prof. A. C. G. Egerton)

4. The Economic Bases of Science (Prof. Joseph Needham)1

5. Science in the USSR (Mr. J. G. Crowther)

6. The Future of Science (Prof. Bernal)

We have now heard from all the other speakers, and they are all willing to give the talks. I shall be most grateful if you can suggest someone to take your place in this series, because I want to be able to have a complete list of speakers cabled to India, as soon as possible, for publicity purposes.

Yours sincerely,

George Orwell

Talks Assistant

Indian Section




1136. To Reginald Reynolds

5 May 1942 PP/EB/NP

Dear Reg,

When Dover told me about your talk,1 I wrote saying that it was the sort of thing we wanted to use later, but could [no]t at this moment. However, after seeing your script, I am not sure it isn’t possible from a censorship point of view even now. I am going to get it typed out and then do my best to get it past the censor. This might possibly mean excision of a few phrases, and I could discuss that with you. But we shan’t in any case be able to put it on the air till about July, because of my schedule being so full. Of course, by that time the political situation may have altered, and we may be able to speak rather more freely. The line you have taken in your script is one which I am particularly anxious to put across to India in so far as it is possible.

Yours,

[No name/position]




1137. To Hsiao Ch’ien

6 May 1942 PP/EB/NP

Dear Hsiao Ch’ien,

May I just remind you about the two talks you promised to do for me on Contemporary Chinese Literature, on May 19th and 26th. I don’t know whether you have decided to do the talks direct, or whether you would prefer to record them first, but if you want to record them, I think we ought to make arrangements very soon, so that I can fix up a time to suit you.

I am looking forward very much to seeing your scripts—I hope you will let me have the first one by the beginning of next week at the latest. We can arrange a time to meet for rehearsal later on, if you are going to do the talks direct.

Yours,

George Orwell

Talks Producer

Indian Section

Dictated by George Orwell and

signed in his absence by:

[No name given; presumably Nancy Parratt]




1138. BBC Talks Booking Form, 6.5.421


Mulk Raj Anand: ‘Through Eastern Eyes,’ ‘Meet My Friend’; ‘Series of 13 minute discussions & interviews arranged by Mr. Anand, who will get the speakers and broadcast for about 6 to 7 minutes each week. (12 talks in all)’; broadcast 27.5.42, 3, 10, 17, and 24.6.42, 1.7.42; fee £10.10s, ‘to cover arrangement of programmes, contacting speakers, preparation & part in programmes.’ Signed: Z. A. Bokhari. For Laurence Brander’s comment on Anand as a broadcaster, see here.







1139. BBC Talks Booking Form, 6.5.42


Hsiao Ch’ien: ‘Literature Between Wars,’ 11 and 12, Contemporary Chinese Literature; ‘these two talks end the series’; broadcast 19 and 26.5.42; fee £12.12s each talk. Signed: Z. A. Bokhari.







1140. BBC Talks Booking Form, 6.5.42


Bahadur Singh: ‘Through Eastern Eyes,’ Today and Yesterday—Law and Order; recorded 6.5.42; broadcast 2.7.42; fee £8.8s + 13s 2d fare. Signed: Z. A. Bokhari.







1141. War-time Diary

6.5.42: People do not seem pleased about Madagascar1 as they did about Syria,2 perhaps not grasping equally well its strategical significance, but more, I think, for want of a suitable propaganda buildup beforehand. ⌈In the case of Syria the obviousness of the danger, the continual stories about German infiltration, and the long uncertainty as to whether the Government would act, gave people the impression that it was public opinion which had forced the decision. For all I know it may even have done so, to some extent. No similar preparation in this case.⌉ As soon as it became clear that Singapore was in danger I pointed out that we might have to seize Madagascar and had better begin the buildup in our Indian newsletters. I was somewhat choked off even then, and some weeks back a directive came, I suppose from the Foreign Office, that Madagascar was not to be mentioned. Reason given (after the British troops had landed) “So as not to give the show away”. Result, the seizure of Madagascar can be represented all over Asia as a piece of imperialist grabbing.

Saw two women driving in an old-fashioned governess cart today. A week or two back saw two men in a carriage and pair, and one of the men actually wearing a grey bowler hat.

[Much speculation as to the authorship of articles in the “Tribune”, violently attacking Churchill and signed “Thomas Rainsborough”.3 Considered by some to be Frank Owen,4 which I do not believe.]




1142. To J. B. S. Haldane

7 May 1942 PP/EB/NP

Dear Mr. Haldane,1

We have had sent on to us a script on A.R.P., which you wrote for transmission in Hindustani. It has been suggested that you might like to broadcast it in English as well. If so, I think the best arrangement would be for you to record it at some time in the near future convenient to yourself, and we can keep it for use at a suitable moment. As your script was written in order to be translated, you might care to change certain phrases. I presume you have got a copy by you. Perhaps you could let me know about this.

Yours sincerely,

George Orwell

Talks Producer

Indian Section




1143. To Narayana Menon

7 May 1942 PP/EB

Dear Mr. Menon,

I understand from Miss Chitale that your two talks on Music in her series THE MAN IN THE STREET will not be taking place until about August. I think, therefore, that it would be better for you to record the two talks for me,—William Walton, for May 26th, and Edwin Muir for June 9th, in Edinburgh. The arrangements for the other two talks will be made by Miss Chitale nearer the time of the broadcasts.

I am therefore writing to our representative in Edinburgh, to ask them to get in touch with you to arrange the recordings. I should be glad if you would kindly let me have the scripts as soon as possible, because I should like to see them before you record them.

Yours sincerely,

Eric Blair

Talks Producer

Indian Section




1144. BBC Talks Booking Form, 7.5.42


Lady Grigg: ‘Women Generally Speaking’; broadcast 3,10,17, and 24.6.42; fee £8.8s per broadcast. Signed: Z. A. Bokhari. For Laurence Brander’s comments on Lady Grigg as a broadcaster about this time, see here.







1145. Laurence Brander’s Reports from India on ‘Through Eastern Eyes’

12 May and 15 June 1942


On 15 June 1942, J. H. Davenport made a summary of Laurence Brander’s first report from India (New Delhi, 12 May 1942); a copy was sent to Rushbrook Williams, Eastern Service Director. Davenport quoted Brander as saying, ‘you may take it that ‘Through Eastern Eyes’ has a definite and large audience in northern India at the present timing, and will have for at least three months more’ (5). In Brander’s second report from India, 15 June 1942, which Davenport summarised on 2 July, Brander is reported as having made that statement ‘on Indian authority, [which] I believed very good.’ But Brander continued, ‘I very much doubt that. All the people who speak to me about [“Through Eastern Eyes”] say very emphatically that it is poor stuff, and most of them suggest it be dropped. … [Indians] listen only to condemn. … I think a very fair test we may apply to our programmes is “Would that programme be accepted on the Home Service?”’

Davenport did not know the precise dates of the broadcasts Brander was commenting on, but he thought they had been transmitted in the first fortnight of June 1942. Brander’s comments made particular reference to Anand and Lady Grigg: ‘Bad voices like Mulk Raj Anand (which does not get over as a voice) and poor material like the Lady Grigg stuff must be rejected always’ (5); ‘Lady Grigg (probably our most amateurish speaker, I have not found anyone who has ever listened—why not try people who are respected by Indians?) (1).

Rushbrook Williams responded to this summary in a letter to Brander of 14 July. He did not take up the comments on Anand and Grigg, but judged, on the basis of ‘the letters which come both to the Corporation and to individuals,’ that the earlier report that ‘Through Eastern Eyes’ had a definite and large audience ‘is likely to be more correct. …’ He went on: ‘A great deal of care and ingenuity goes to the formation of these programmes; and although some of the broadcasters themselves may be not of the first rank, there is a definite theme and intention about the entire contents of the period, which to my mind give it considerable value. I must confess I don’t see how you can apply to this ‘Through Eastern Eyes’ period the criterion of acceptability on the Home Service. Actually, it is intended to represent, mutatis mutandum,° much of what the Home Service does in peace-time; but it has to be done by Indians for Indians. Hence its defects. But in criticizing it, I do think you should remember that English as spoken by Indians is often more intelligible to Indians, however quaint the accent may appear to British listeners, than English spoken by Englishmen.’






1146. London Letter, 8 May 1942

Partisan Review, July–August 1942

The British Crisis1

When I last wrote to you things had begun to go wrong in the Far East but nothing was happening politically. Now, I am fairly certain, we are on the edge of the political crisis which I have been expecting for the better part of two years. The situation is very complicated and I dare say that even before this reaches you much will have happened to falsify my predictions, but I will make the best analysis I can.

The basic fact is that people are now as fed up and as ready for a radical policy as they were at the time of Dunkirk, with the difference that they now have, or are inclined to think they have, a potential leader in Stafford Cripps. I don’t mean that people in significant numbers are crying out for the introduction of Socialism, merely that the mass of the nation wants certain things that aren’t obtainable under a capitalist economy and is willing to pay almost any price to get them. Few people, for instance, seem to me to feel urgently the need for nationalisation of industry, but all except the interested minority would accept nationalisation without a blink if they were told authoritatively that you can’t have efficient war-production otherwise. The fact is that “Socialism,” called by that name, isn’t by itself an effective rallying cry. To the mass of the people “Socialism” just means the discredited Parliamentary Labour Party, and one feature of the time is the widespread disgust with all the old political parties. But what then do people want? I should say that what they articulately want is more social equality, a complete clean-out of the political leadership, an aggressive war strategy and a tighter alliance with the USSR. But one has to consider the background of these desires before trying to predict what political development is now possible.

The war has brought the class nature of their society very sharply home to English people, in two ways. First of all there is the unmistakable fact that all real power depends on class privilege. You can only get certain jobs if you have been to one of the right schools, and if you fail and have to be sacked, then somebody else from one of the right schools takes over, and so it continues. This may go unnoticed when things are prospering, but becomes obvious in moments of disaster. Secondly there are the hardships of war, which are, to put it mildly, tempered for anyone with over £2000 a year. I don’t want to bore you with a detailed account of the way in which the food rationing is evaded, but you can take it that whereas ordinary people have to live on an uninteresting diet and do without many luxuries they are accustomed to, the rich go short of absolutely nothing except, perhaps, wines, fruit and sugar. You can be almost unaffected by food rationing without even breaking the law, though there is also a lively Black Market. Then there is bootleg petrol and, quite obviously, widespread evasion of Income Tax. This does not go unnoticed, but nothing happens because the will to crack down on it is not there while money and political power more or less coincide. To give just one example. At long last, and against much opposition in high places, the Ministry of Food is about to cut down “luxury feeding” by limiting the sum of money that can be spent on a meal in a hotel or restaurant. Already, before the law is even passed, ways of evading it have been thought out, and these are discussed almost undisguisedly in the newspapers.

There are other tensions which the war has brought out but which are somewhat less obvious than the jealousy caused by the Black Market or the discontent of soldiers blancoing their gasmasks under the orders of twerps of officers. One is the growing resentment felt by the underpaid armed forces (at any rate the Army) against the high wages of the munition workers. If this were dealt with by raising the soldier’s pay to the munition-worker’s level the result would be either inflation or the diversion of labour from war-production to consumption goods. The only real remedy is to cut down the civilian worker’s wages as well, which could only be made acceptable by the most drastic income cuts all round—briefly, “war communism.” And apart from the class struggle in its ordinary sense there are deeper jealousies within the bourgeoisie than foreigners sometimes realise. If you talk with a BBC accent you can get jobs that a proletarian couldn’t get, but it is almost impossible to get beyond a certain point unless you belong socially to the Upper Crust. Everywhere able men feel themselves bottled down by incompetent idiots from the county families. Bound up with this is the crushing feeling we have all had in England these last twenty years that if you have brains “they” (the Upper Crust) will see to it that you are kept out of any really important job. During the years of investment capital we produced like a belt of fat the huge blimpocracy which monopolises official and military power and has an instinctive hatred of intelligence. This is probably a more important factor in England than in a “new” country like the USA. It means that our military weakness goes beyond the inherent weakness of a capitalist state. When in England you find a gifted man in a really commanding position it is usually because he happens to have been born into an aristocratic family (examples are Churchill, Cripps, Mountbatten2), and even so he only gets there in moments of disaster when others don’t want to take responsibility. Aristocrats apart, those who are branded as “clever” can’t get their hands on the real levers of power, and they know it. Of course “clever” individuals do occur in the upper strata, but basically it is a class issue, middle class against upper class.

The statement in the March–April PR that “the reins of power are still firmly in the hands of Churchill” is an error. Churchill’s position is very shaky. Up to the fall of Singapore it would have been true to say that the mass of the people liked Churchill while disliking the rest of his government, but in recent months his popularity has slumped heavily. In addition he has the rightwing Tories against him (the Tories on the whole have always hated Churchill, though they had to pipe down for a long period), and Beaverbrook is up to some game which I do not fully understand but which must have the object of bringing himself into power. I wouldn’t give Churchill many more months of power, but whether he will be replaced by Cripps, Beaverbrook or somebody like Sir John Anderson is still uncertain.

The reason why nearly everyone who was anti-Nazi supported Churchill from the collapse of France onwards was that there was nobody else—i.e., nobody who was already well enough known to be able to step into power and who at the same time could be trusted not to surrender. It is idle to say that in 1940 we ought to have set up a Socialist government; the mass basis for such a thing probably existed, but not the leadership. The Labour party had no guts, the pinks were defeatist, the Communists effectively pro-Nazi, and in any case there did not exist on the Left one single man of really nation-wide reputation. In the months that followed what was wanted was chiefly obstinacy, of which Churchill had plenty. Now, however, the situation has altered. The strategic situation is probably far better than it was in 1940, but the mass of the people don’t think so, they are disgusted by defeats some of which they realise were unnecessary, and they have been gradually disillusioned by perceiving that in spite of Churchill’s speeches the old gang stays in power and nothing really alters. For the first time since Churchill came to power the government has begun losing by-elections. Of the five most recent it has lost three, and in the two which it didn’t lose one opposition candidate was anti-war (I.L.P.3) and the other was regarded as a defeatist. In all these elections the polls were extremely low, in one case reaching the depth-record of 24 per cent of the electorate. (Most wartime polls have been low, but one has to write off something for the considerable shift of population.) There is a most obvious loss of the faith in the old parties, and there is a new factor in the presence of Cripps, who enjoys at any rate for the moment a considerable personal reputation. Just at the moment when things were going very badly he came back from Russia in a blaze of undeserved glory. People had by this time forgotten the circumstances in which the Russo-German war broke out and credited Cripps with having “got Russia in on our side.” He was, however, cashing in on his earlier political history and on having never sold out his political opinions. There is good reason to think that at that moment, with no party machine under his control, he did not realise how commanding his personal position was. Had he appealed directly to the public, through the channels open to him, he could probably then and there have forced a more radical policy on the government, particularly in the direction of a generous settlement with India. Instead he made the mistake of entering the government and the almost equally bad one of going to India with an offer which was certain to be turned down. I can’t put in print the little I know about the inner history of the Cripps-Nehru negotiations, and in any case the story is too complex to be written about in a letter of this length. The important thing is to what extent this failure has discredited Cripps. The people most interested in ditching the negotiations were the pro-Japanese faction in the Indian Congress party, and the British rightwing Tories. Halifax’s speech made in New York at the time was interpreted here as an effort to tread on as many Indian toes as possible and thus make a get-together between Cripps and Nehru more difficult. Similar efforts are being made from the opposite end at this moment. The upshot is that Cripps’s reputation is damaged in India but not in this country—or, if damaged, then by his entry into the government rather than by the failure in Delhi.

I can’t yet give you a worthwhile opinion as to whether Cripps is the man the big public think him, or are half-inclined to think him. He is an enigmatic man who has been politically unstable, and those who know him only agree upon the fact that he is personally honest. His position rests purely upon the popular belief in him, for he has the Labour party machine more or less against him, and the Tories are only temporarily supporting him because they want to use him against Churchill and Beaverbrook and imagine that they can make him into another tame cat like Attlee. Some of the factory workers are inclined to be suspicious of him (one comment reported to me was “Too like Mosley”—meaning too much the man of family who “goes to the people”) and the Communists hate him because he is suspected of being anti-Stalin. Beaverbrook already appears to be instituting an attack on Cripps and his newspapers are making use of anti-Stalinist remarks dropped by Cripps in the past. I note that the Germans, to judge from their wireless, would be willing to see Cripps in power if at that price they could get rid of Churchill. They probably calculate that since Cripps has no party machine to rely on he would soon be levered out by the rightwing Tories and make way for Sir John Anderson, Lord Londonderry or someone of that kind. I can’t yet say with certainty that Cripps is not merely a secondrate figure to whom the public have tied their hopes, a sort of bubble blown by popular discontent. But at any rate, the way people talked about him when he came back from Moscow was symptomatically important.

There is endless talk about a second front, those who are for and those who are against being divided roughly along political lines. Much that is said is extremely ignorant, but even people with little military knowledge are able to see that in the last few months we have lost by useless defensive actions a force which, if grouped in one place and used offensively, might have achieved something. Public opinion often seems to be ahead of the so-called experts in matters of grand strategy, sometimes even tactics and weapons. I don’t myself know whether the opening of a second front is feasible, because I don’t know the real facts about the shipping situation; the only clue I have to the latter is that the food situation hasn’t altered during the past year. Official policy seems to be to discountenance the idea of a second front, but just possibly that is only military deception. The rightwing papers make much play with our bombing raids on Germany and suggest that we can tie down a million troops along the coast of Europe by continuous commando raids. The latter is nonsense as the commandos can’t do much when the nights get short, and after our own experiences few people here believe that bombing can settle anything. In general the big public is offensive-minded and is always pleased when the government shows by violating international law (eg. Oran, Syria, Madagascar) that it is taking the war seriously. Nevertheless the idea of attacking Spain or Spanish Morocco (much the most hopeful area for a second front in my opinion) is seldom raised. It is agreed by all observers that the Army, ie. rank and file and a lot of the junior officers, is exceedingly browned off, but this does not seem to be the case with the Navy and RAF, and it is easy to get recruits for the dangerous corps such as the commandos and parachute troops. An anonymous pamphlet attacking the blimpocracy, button-polishing, etc., recently sold enormously, and this line is also run by the “Daily Mirror,” the soldiers’ favourite paper, which was nearly suppressed a few weeks back for its criticisms of the higher command. On the other hand the pamphlets which used to appear earlier in the war, complaining about the hardships of army life, seem to have faded out. Perhaps symptomatically important is the story now widely circulated, that the real reason why the higher-ups have stuck out against adopting dive bombers is that these are cheap to manufacture and don’t represent much profit. I know nothing as to the truth of this story, but I record the fact that many people believe it. Churchill’s speech a few days back in which he referred to possible use of poison gas by the Germans was interpreted as a warning that gas warfare will begin soon. Usual comment: “I hope we start using it first.” People seem to me to have got tougher in their attitude, in spite of general discontent and the lack of positive war aims. It is hard to assess how much the man in the street cared about the Singapore disaster. Working-class people seemed to me to be more impressed by the escape of the German warships from Brest.4 The opinion seems general that Germany is the real enemy, and newspaper efforts to work up a hate over Japanese atrocities failed. My impression is that people will go on fighting indefinitely so long as Germany is in the field, but that if Germany should be knocked out they would not continue the war against Japan unless a real and intelligible war aim were produced.

I have referred in earlier letters to the great growth of pro-Russian feeling. It is difficult, however, to be sure how deep this goes. A Trotskyist said to me recently that he thought that by their successful resistance the Russians had won back all the credit they lost by the Hitler-Stalin pact and the Finnish war. I don’t believe this is so. What has happened is that the USSR has gained a lot of admirers it did not previously have, but many who used to be its uncritical adherents have grown cannier. One notices here a gulf between what is said publicly and privately. In public nobody says a word against the USSR, but in private, apart from the “disillusioned” Stalinists that one is always meeting, I notice a more sceptical attitude among thinking people. One sees this especially in conversations about the second front. The official attitude of the pinks is that if we open up a second front the Russians will be so grateful that they will be our comrades to the last. In reality, to open a second front without a clear agreement beforehand would simply give the Russians the opportunity to make a separate peace; for if we succeeded in drawing the Germans away from their territories, what reason would they have for going on fighting? Another theory favoured in leftwing papers is that the more fighting we do the more say we shall have in the post-war settlement. This again is an illusion; those who dictate the peace treaties are those who have remained strongest, which usually means those who have managed to avoid fighting (eg. the USA in the last war). Considerations of this kind seldom find their way into print but are admitted readily enough in private. I think people have not altogether forgotten the Russo-German pact and that fear of another doublecross partly explains their desire for a closer alliance. But there is also much sentimental boosting of Russia, based on ignorance and played up by all kinds of crooks who are utterly anti-Socialist but see that the Red Army is a popular line. I must take back some of the favourable references I made in earlier letters to the Beaverbrook press. After giving his journalists a free hand for a year or more, during which some of them did good work in enlightening the big public, Beaverbrook has again cracked the whip and is setting his team at work to attack Churchill and, more directly, Cripps. He is simultaneously yapping against fuel-rationing, petrol-rationing and other restrictions on private capitalism, and posing as more Stalinist than the Stalinists. Most of the rightwing press adopts the more cautious line of praising “the great Russian people” (historic parallels with Napoleon, etc.) while keeping silent about the nature of the Russian regime. The “Internationale” is at last being played on the wireless. Molotov’s speech on the German atrocities was issued as a White Paper, but in deference to somebody’s feelings (I don’t know whether Stalin’s or the King’s) the royal arms were omitted5 from the cover. People in general want to think well of Russia, though still vaguely hostile to Communism. They would welcome a joint declaration of war aims and a close co-ordination of strategy. I think many people realise that a firm alliance with Russia is difficult while the Munich crew are still more or less in power, but much fewer grasp that the comparative political backwardness of the USA presents another difficulty.

Well, that is the set-up as I see it. It seems to me that we are back to the “revolutionary situation” which existed but was not utilised after Dunkirk. From that time until quite recently one’s thoughts necessarily moved in some such progression as this:

We can’t win the war with our present social and economic structure.

The structure won’t change unless there is a rapid growth in popular consciousness.

The only thing that promotes this growth is military disasters.

One more disaster and we shall lose the war.

In the circumstances all one could do was to “support” the war, which involved supporting Churchill, and hope that in some way it would all come right on the night—ie., that the mere necessities of war, the inevitable drift towards a centralised economy and a more equal standard of living, would force the regime gradually to the left and allow the worst reactionaries to be levered out. No one in his senses supposed that the British ruling classes would legislate themselves out of existence, but they might be manœuvred into a position where their continuance in power was quite obviously in the Nazi interest. In that case the mass of the nation would swing against them and it would be possible to get rid of them with little or no violence. Before writing this off as a hopelessly “reformist” strategy it is worth remembering that England is literally within gunshot of the continent. Revolutionary defeatism, or anything approaching it, is nonsense in our geographical situation. If there were even a week’s serious disorganisation in the armed forces the Nazis would be here, after which one might as well stop talking about revolution.

To some small extent things have happened as I foresaw. One can after all discern the outlines of a revolutionary world war. Britain has been forced into alliance with Russia and China and into restoring Abyssinia and making fairly generous treaties with the Middle Eastern countries, and because of, among other things, the need to raise a huge air force a serious breach has been made in the class system. The defeats in the Far East have gone a long way towards killing the old conception of imperialism. But there was a sort of gap in the ladder which we never got over and which it was perhaps impossible to get over while no revolutionary party and no able leftwing leadership existed. This may or may not have been altered by the emergence of Cripps. I think it is certain that a new political party will have to arise if anything is to be changed, and the obvious bankruptcy of the old parties may hasten this. Maybe Cripps will lose his lustre quite quickly if he does not get out of the government. But at present, in his peculiar isolated position, he is the likeliest man for any new movement to crystallise round. If he fails, God save us from the other probable alternatives to Churchill.

I suppose as usual I have written too much. There is not much change in our everyday lives here. The nation went onto brown bread6 a few weeks back. The basic petrol ration stops next month, which in theory means the end of private motoring. The new luxury taxes are terrific. Cigarettes now cost a shilling for ten and the cheapest beer tenpence a pint (fourpence in 1936). Everyone seems to be working longer and longer hours. Now and again at intervals of weeks one gets one’s head above water for a moment and notices with surprise that the earth is still going round the sun. One day I noticed crocuses in the parks, another day pear blossom, another day hawthorn. One seems to catch vague glimpses of these things through a mist of war news.

Yours ever,

George Orwell




1147. To Mulk Raj Anand

8 May 1942 PP/EB/NP

Dear Mulk,

I have arranged with our Bookings Department that contracts should be sent to you—for the first six talks—and to George Bishop. I should be very grateful if you would let me have the names and addresses of the other speakers as soon as you possibly can, so that we can give you some publicity. When you let me have the names of the speakers I should also like to have a few personal notes about them—their job, anything interesting they have done, and so on. And if there is anything you would like us to say about the series as a whole, do let me know, and we will include it in our publicity notes next week, which is the latest date to send anything in about the first talk, on May 27th.

I think the idea was that you should record the first one, so would you be able to do it on Monday, May 25th? This would mean that I should have a script by May 18th, if you can let me have it by then.

Yours,

[No name/position]




1148. To Diana Wong

8 May 1942 PP/EB/NP

Dear Miss Wong,

I have now been able to fix a date for your broadcast. I should like your talk1 to be broadcast on Thursday, June 25th, at 1.15 p.m. from Broadcasting House. This would mean that you would have to be there at about 12.30, so that we would have time for rehearsal beforehand. If it is not convenient for you to come then, we could always arrange a recording to suit you beforehand, but I should much prefer it if you could do it direct.

I should be glad if you would let me know as soon as possible which arrangement would suit you best. If you have to record the talk, perhaps you will let me know a day and time that will be convenient for you.

Yours sincerely,

Eric Blair

Talks Producer

Indian Section




1149. War-time Diary

8.5.42: According to W.1 a real Anglo-Russian alliance is to be signed up and the Russian delegates are already in London. I don’t believe this.

The Turkish radio (for some time past I think this has been one of the most reliable sources of information) alleges that both Germans and Russians are preparing to use poison gas in the forthcoming battle.

⌈Great naval battle in progress in the Coral Sea.2 Sinkings claimed by both sides so vast that one does not know what to believe. But from the willingness of the Japanese radio to talk about the battle (they have already named it the Battle of the Coral Sea) the presumption is that they count on making their objective.

My guess as to the identity of ‘Thomas Rainsboro’: Tom Wintringham. (Right!)

(30.5.42. Wintringham denies authorship of these articles, but I still think he wrote them.)3⌉




1150. Weekly News Review, 21

9 May 1942


PasB gives this Weekly News Review as by Z. A. Bokhari and the timing as 13′ 45″. The typescript is marked ‘As Broadcast’ (by alteration of the originally typed line ‘NOT CHECKED WITH BROADCAST’); there are no censors’ stamps. One passage is set within square brackets but is not crossed through; since it comes towards the end of the broadcast, it might have been an optional cut for timing purposes. There is evidence that the original draft was different. At the top of the fourth page of the typescript, after paragraph five, are two lines crossed out and with a concluding square bracket:

Australia. The Japanese lost seven warships of various sizes and

half a dozen aeroplanes, while the Americans lost only three planes.]

The fifth paragraph is clearly complete, ending with ‘setback for the Japanese,’ so the two lines that follow must once have concluded a paragraph of an earlier draft. The excision may well be a result of censorship but, equally, could simply be because no one was sure what had happened. As Orwell wrote in his diary 8 May: ‘Sinkings claimed by both sides so vast that one does not know what to believe’; see here.



On may 5th British forces landed on the island of Madagascar. The Vichy government ordered the garrison to resist, and there was indeed fierce resistance for a short time, but Diego Suarez, the naval base, had surrendered by the evening of May 7th, and almost all the Vichy forces in the island laid down their arms. A certain amount of mopping up may now be necessary, but it can be taken that Madagascar is now under British control. This is an extremely important move in the general strategy of the war against Germany and Japan.

If you look at the map, you can see that this large island dominates the route by which ships coming round the Cape of Good Hope travel either towards Ceylon and India, or towards the Red Sea and the Middle East. In enemy hands, therefore, Madagascar would constitute a most deadly threat to the Allies’ war effort; for since it is difficult for British merchant ships to pass through the Mediterranean, the armies in the Middle East and India have to be supplied largely round the Cape. In addition, the supplies that are sent to our Russian Allies, and which are put ashore in the Persian Gulf, go by the same route.

In spite of this danger, the British Government would probably have preferred to take the risk of not occupying Madagascar if a reliable government had been in power in France. However, during the last few weeks effective power in the Vichy government has passed into the hands of Laval, who hardly pretends to be anything more than a tool of the Germans. More than a year ago, while Pétain was still in power, the French handed over Indo-China to the Japanese, to be used as a base for attacks on Siam and Malaya. If even Pétain was willing to do this, it was much more certain that Laval would do the same with Madagascar. Apart from this general probability, it had been known that for months past more and more Japanese in the guise of traders, military attachés, tourists and whatnot, had been pouring into Madagascar in order to prepare the way for a coup d’état. In the circumstances, the British Government had no choice but to forestall the Japanese by entering Madagascar first. It has been made clear that Britain has no intention of annexing Madagascar or of interfering more than is necessary in its internal administration. The British will probably not occupy the whole of the island, but merely the ports, airfields and other places of military importance. Their first task will be to round up the Japanese fifth columnists. Apart from these, the bulk of the inhabitants are probably pro-Ally. The Malagasy population of the island is about four million, and the French population about 25 thousand. It is known that these are divided in sympathies. Earlier in the war, the then Governor of Madagascar was in favour of continuing resistance against the Germans, and in consequence Pétain replaced him by a more pro-Nazi official. Recently a secret radio, supporting General de Gaulle, has been heard broadcasting from Madagascar. We know, therefore, that at least some of the French population are on our side, and the indigenous population, with the threat of German or Japanese tyranny before them, are almost certain to be so. It is regretted that both French and British blood had to be shed in carrying out this operation, but by arriving in over-whelming force the British managed to reduce the bloodshed to a minimum.

Once Madagascar is occupied, it becomes necessary to defend it, and the other islands in the Indian Ocean assume an increased importance. In particular, there are the islands of Mauritius and Reunion, lying somewhat to the east of Madagascar. The Japanese are almost certain at some time to make an attempt upon these islands in order to use them as stepping stones for further attacks. Mauritius is a British possession, but Reunion is under the control of Vichy France and there exists the danger that its rulers may make an attempt to hand it over to the Japanese. However, the British occupation of Madagascar may make a political difference in Reunion, where as elsewhere throughout the French Empire, the Vichy elements are only very insecurely in control.

In Burma, the Japanese have entered Mandalay, and the eastern wing of their army, driving from Lashio, has crossed the China border. On the western flank, British and Chinese forces previously defending Mandalay are retreating northward. By these operations the Japanese have succeeded in temporarily isolating China, which for the time being can only be supplied by air. On the other hand, their other objective of encircling the British and Chinese armies in Upper Burma is not likely to succeed. Some material may have to be abandoned, but the main British and Chinese forces in the eastern part of Upper Burma will probably get away. They may move up the railway to Myitkyina and thence into China, but more likely will have to retreat over the mountains of Manipur into Assam. It is a difficult route, but not impossible, and it is made easier by the fact that great numbers of Indian refugees have passed that way already. Meanwhile the Chinese Republican armies have made a series of daring raids on Shanghai, Nanking, Hangchow and several other cities in the heart of Japanese-occupied China, and two days ago they made another similar raid on Canton. The fact that Chinese armies can thus operate right inside their territory shows how precarious is the Japanese hold even on the parts of China that are marked ‘Japanese’ on the map. On May 5th the Japanese succeeded in landing on the island of Corregidor, and on May 6th the fortress was forced to surrender, after a resistance of four months. This long delaying action in the Philippines has held up the Japanese attack on Australia, just as the delaying action in Burma has held up the attack on India. Yesterday came news of an air and naval action near the Solomon Islands between the American navy and a Japanese fleet evidently making for Australia. At the moment of speaking the battle is probably still continuing. It is too early to give a detailed account, but it is certain that the Japanese have had very heavy losses, including two aircraft carriers, two or more cruisers, two destroyers and a number of smaller ships, besides transports. The Allies have not yet published figures of their own losses. Until further reports come in a final verdict is not possible, but it can be taken that in all probability this battle has resulted in a serious setback for the Japanese.1

With the coming of spring, operations on the Russian front are beginning again. Everything points to the fact that the Caucasus will be the scene of the main German offensive. The Russians are not ceasing from their attacks both there and in the Crimea, their main object being to weaken the Germans beforehand and hamper their concentration. British supplies of war material continue to pour into Russia, through the Arctic Sea, but not without difficulty, for the nights are now very short in the far north, and the Germans have strong fleets of submarines on the Norwegian coast. A few days ago, a sea battle took place in which the British lost a cruiser and the Germans a destroyer, but of 30 merchant ships making up the convoy, 27 got through and delivered their cargoes to our Russian allies. In another broadcast speech, Stalin has again stated confidently that he expects final victory over the Germans during 1942.

The Royal Air Force continues to make heavy bombing raids on the German ports and armament factories. The Germans cannot at present reply by similar raids and are continuing to bomb residential areas in the hope that the suffering which this causes will induce the British Government to stop bombing Germany. In the occupied countries it is clear that the German rule is becoming more and more irksome. On May 4th, the Germans themselves announced that they had just shot seventy-two Dutchmen in one batch for pro-allied activities, and almost every day their newspapers and radio contain similar announcements, that ten, twenty, thirty, Poles, Frenchmen, Belgians, Norwegians or other citizens of the occupied countries have been shot for the same reason. When some piece of sabotage or other pro-allied activity takes place, the German practice is to shoot at once a number of hostages who are usually described as Jews and Communists, and to threaten that if the culprits are not delivered up, further hostages will be shot on a certain date. To an extraordinary extent this method has been a failure, and the people of the occupied countries have refused to collaborate with the invader, even when not to do so means risking their own lives. [Some very interesting eye-witness evidence has just come to light about the British Commando raid on Saint Nazaire, which took place some weeks ago. It appears now that the local French joined in on the side of the British and that fighting actually continued for three days after the main body of the Commandos had done what it came to do and withdrawn. The Germans took reprisals of the most barbarous kind afterwards and posted notices all along the French coast, saying that hostages would be shot as a matter of routine at any place where British landing-parties appeared.]

In the near future what is known as luxury feeding is going to be prohibited in England. Full details of the law have not been fixed, but it is known that the amount of money anyone can spend on a meal at a hotel or restaurant is to be fixed at a small sum. Taken together with clothes rationing, petrol rationing, universal military service, and the changes which are occurring in the British educational system, this new law is one more step along the path by which Britain, as a result of the war, is becoming more truly a democracy.




1151. Review of The Wound and the Bow by Edmund Wilson

The Observer, 10 May 1942

Although in this new book of critical essays Mr. Edmund Wilson ranges from Sophocles to Hemingway via Casanova and Edith Wharton, it is chiefly valuable for two long studies of Dickens and Kipling, both of which incorporate a certain amount of original research, or, at any rate, of little-known information. Writing in 1940 or 1941, after the publication of Miss Gladys Storey’s memoir, Mr. Wilson is able to make use of biographical details which earlier critics of Dickens had regarded as either irrelevant or as a disgraceful secret to be hushed up at all costs. The contrast between Dickens’s literary personality—his literary emanation, as one might say—and his private life is even more baffling than is usual with creative writers, and if Mr. Wilson reaches no very definite conclusion he does at least throw brilliant flashes of light on some very dark places.

Dickens’s last surviving daughter, Mrs. Perugini, wrote a memoir of her father, which she destroyed because it gave “only half the truth,” but afterwards conveyed the substance of it verbally to Miss Gladys Storey. It brought out the facts about Ellen Lawless Ternan, who is enigmatically mentioned in Dickens’s will and who, in fact, was his mistress during the later years of his life. Mr. Wilson makes the very interesting observation that this girl’s name appears in quasi-anagrammatic form in his last three novels (Estella Provis, Bella Wilfer, and Helena Landless). What is remarkable is not that Dickens should have indulged in a mistress but that he evidently behaved with abominable cruelty towards his wife, and at least very tyrannically towards his children.


“I loved my father,” said Mrs. Perugini, “better than any man in the world—in a different way, of course. … I loved him for his faults.” And she added, as she rose and walked to the door: “my father was a wicked man—a very wicked man.”



It is a strange epitaph for the author of “Pickwick Papers.” If one judges Dickens by his literary personality, the only part of him that now matters, it is clear that he was not a wicked man. The outstanding thing about his work is a certain native goodness, and in the few passages where his moral sense fails him one feels the contrasts immediately. Yet the last person who remembered him remembered him as wicked. One is forced to believe in a sort of split personality, in which David Copperfield rather than Charles Dickens is the real man. Mr. Wilson indeed hints at a definite criminal strain in Dickens, and the essay tails off into a discussion of the meaning of Edwin Drood, about which Mr. Wilson has a new and rather sensational theory.

Dickens was a writer-with-a-purpose, and all serious critics of him have noted this, but they have differed between themselves as to whether his “purpose” was moral or political. At the one extreme there is Chesterton, who very nearly succeeded in turning Dickens into a Catholic medievalist, and at the other there is Mr. T. A. Jackson, who presented Dickens not only as an all-but perfect Marxist but—an even harder feat—as an extreme naturalist. Mr. Wilson is somewhere between the two, but inclines more towards the Jackson school. He is undoubtedly right in pointing out that the themes of Dickens’s novels reflect first his belief in and then his disillusionment with the commercial middle-class, and he makes the interesting point that in his last completed novel, “Our Mutual Friend,” Dickens shows a sympathy he had not shown before with the petty aristocracy (Wrayburn, Twemlow) and the proletariat (Lizzie Hexam). But he does not add that in “Our Mutual Friend” Dickens’s thoughts have come full circle and he has returned to his early notion of individual benevolence as the cure for everything, having apparently despaired of any political solution. Perhaps also he overstresses the element of symbolism in Dickens’s work and understresses the mechanical side of commercial story-writing. But this aside this is the best essay1 on Dickens that has appeared for some time.

If the essay on Kipling is less satisfying it is probably because Kipling is nearer to our own time and therefore more capable of arousing anti-British feeling. I do not know whether Mr. Wilson is one of those Americans who avoid visiting England lest their hatred for it should evaporate, but at times that is the impression he gives. But the Kipling essay contains some very interesting biographical material. Kipling spent several years in the United States, and ended by involving himself in a quarrel in which he behaved in an extremely undignified way, the whole incident probably casting light on his peculiar role as a sedentary apostle of violence. It is a pity that for the rest Mr. Wilson occupies himself principally with Kipling’s later stories, those he wrote after 1918. Whatever psychological interest these may possess, something had gone out of Kipling by that time, and the stories are synthetic. Mr. Wilson hardly mentions Kipling’s verse, evidently agreeing with the accepted view that Kipling is primarily a prose-writer.

The other essays in the book are slighter, but they include an interesting elucidation of Joyce’s “Finnegans Wake.” Mr. Wilson at times writes clumsily, even vulgarly, but he is one of the few literary critics of our day who give the impression of being grown up, and of having digested Marx’s teachings instead of merely rejecting them or swallowing them whole.




1152. Gujarati Newsletter, 11

11 May 1942


The English original was written by Orwell. No script has been traced. PasB gives timing as 13 minutes with 1-minute filler provided by commercial disc HMV N16472.






1153. To Hsiao Ch’ien

11 May 1942 PP/EB/NP

Dear Hsiao Ch’ien,

We have just received reports from India on our broadcasts during the last half of February. I thought you would be interested in the following, which came from Dacca —

“Talk by Chinese talker on occupied China and Japan’s New Order on 26th February very interesting”.1

We don’t receive very many comments from India, so I think this is all the more encouraging! I am very much looking forward to seeing your first talk on Chinese contemporary literature.2

Yours sincerely,

George Orwell

Talks Producer

Indian Section




1154. To J. F. Horrabin

11 May 1942 PP/EB

Dear Horrabin,

We have just received two comments on the talks on Geography you did for me—as the comments only cover the second half of February, they had only heard your first two talks. The report from Delhi says—

“On February 25th J. F. Horrabin’s talk on Geography—Sea Lanes—was a very informative comparative study of the strategic importance of the different seas of the present war. The talker had an extremely interesting manner of explaining the background of war in terms of geography.”

The report from Trichinopoly says—

“Horrabin’s talk “The World is Round” was of outstanding interest”. We don’t get very many comments at the moment, but I think these are encouraging, and I hope you will be able to do some more talks for us.1

Yours sincerely,

George Orwell

Talks Producer

Indian Section




1155. War-time Diary

11.5.42: Another gas warning (in Churchill’s speech) last night. I suppose we shall be using it before many weeks are over.

From a Japanese broadcast: “In order to do justice to the patriotic spirit of the Koreans, the Japanese Government have decided to introduce compulsory military service in Korea”.

Rumoured date for the German invasion of Britain: May 25th.




1156. BBC Talks Booking Form, 12.5.42


K. K. Ardaschir: ‘The Rebirth of a Nation’; 8-minute talk. ‘This talk is completely different from a feature with the same title by Mr. Ardaschir which will go out in Hindustani on the same day’; recorded 12.5.42; broadcast 15.5.42; fee £6.6s (£6.30), altered to £3.3s. Signed: Z. A. Bokhari.







1157. BBC Talks Booking Form, 13.5.42


Cedric Dover: ‘Freedom and Cultural Expression’; recorded 5.5.42; broadcast date not fixed; fee £8.8s.







1158. BBC Talks Booking Form, 13.5.42


Cedric Dover: ‘These Names Will Live,’ Bertrand Russell; broadcast 5.5.42; fee £8.8s.







1159. BBC Talks Booking Form, 13.5.42


From Miss Chitale. Kingsley Martin: ‘The Man in the Street,’ ‘What the Public Wants’; broadcast 15.5.42; fee £8.8s. Signed: Z. A. Bokhari. See here.







1160. To Mulk Raj Anand

14 May 1942 EB/PP/NP

Dear Mulk,

Thanks very much for letting me have the list of your first six speakers. We have asked for contracts to be sent to them. There is just one point, and that is, has Sergeant Collett1 got his Commanding Officer’s permission to do the broadcast? If not, would you ask him to get it in writing, or if he can let me have the name and address of his C.O., we can do it from this end. We shall also need the script of that particular discussion in fairly well ahead, because it has to go to our War Office liaison, just as a matter of form.

Yours,

[No name/position]




1161. To Narayana Menon

14 May 1942 EB/NP

Dear Mr. Menon,

Thank you for your letter of May 9th. I am arranging for the music you asked for to be sent to Edinburgh. I am sorry, but the violin Concerto1 is not allowed to be broadcast, and I am not sending you this.

I shall be glad if you will let me have the script as soon as possible, then I can get it censored down here and pass it on to our Edinburgh office. If you are arranging to record the talk on Edwin Muir at the same time as the talk on Walton, of course I shall need that soon too. In any case, it is best if you can let me have the script of a recorded talk at least 10 days in advance.

I hope that Miss Orr, to whom we have written in connection with your talk, has already got in touch with you.

Yours sincerely,

Eric Blair

Talks Producer

Indian Section




1162. BBC Talks Booking Form, 14.5.42


Professor V. G. Childe: ‘Science and Politics,’ 1, ‘The Birth of Science’; 20-minute talk; recorded 28.5.42; broadcast 2.6.42; ‘I have informed the Talks Section in Scotland of this talk’; fee £10.10s + £6.15 fare and £1.14s expenses. Signed: Z. A. Bokhari.







1163. BBC Talks Booking Form, 14.5.42


J. G. Crowther:1 ‘Science and Politics,’ 5, ‘Science in the USSR’; 20-minute talk; broadcast 7.7.42; fee £10.10s. Signed: Z. A. Bokhari.







1164. BBC Talks Booking Form, 14.5.42


Professor A. C. G. Egerton: ‘Science and Politics,’ 3, ‘Experimental & Applied Science’; 20-minute talk; recorded 14.5.42; broadcast 16.6.42; fee £10.10s. Signed: Z. A. Bokhari. Remarks: ‘Prof. Egerton is leaving the country shortly, so I should be glad if he could have his contract as soon as possible.’







1165. BBC Talks Booking Form, 14.5.42


Dr. L. Haden Guest, M. C., M.P.:1 ‘Through Eastern Eyes,’ ‘Meet My Friend,’ 6; discussion and interview with M. R. Anand; 13-minute broadcast, Guest to speak 6 or 7 minutes; broadcast 1.7.42; fee £6.6s. Signed: Z. A. Bokhari.







1166. BBC Talks Booking Form, 14.5.42


Inez Holden: ‘Through Eastern Eyes,’ ‘Meet my Friend,’ 4; 13-minute broadcast, Holden to speak 6 or 7 minutes; broadcast 17.6.42; fee £6.6s. Signed: Z. A. Bokhari.







1167. BBC Talks Booking Form, 14.5.42


A. E. Manderson:1 ‘Through Eastern Eyes,’ ‘Meet My Friend,’ 2; discussion and interview with Mulk Raj Anand; 13-minute broadcast, Manderson to speak 6 or 7 minutes; broadcast 3.6.42; fee £6.6s. Signed: Z. A. Bokhari.







1168. BBC Talks Booking Form, 14.5.42


Professor Joseph Needham: ‘Science and Politics,’ 4, ‘The Economic Bases of Science’; broadcast 23.6.42; fee £10.10s + 12s.0d fare. Signed: Z. A. Bokhari.







1169. ‘Culture and Democracy’


Orwell’s Fabian Society lecture ‘Culture and Democracy,’ given on 22 November 1941 in the series ‘Victory or Vested Interest?’ was printed in a pamphlet with the latter title, 15 May 1942 in two editions: by George Routledge & Sons and by The Labour Book Service. See here.






1170. To C. D. Darlington

15 May 1942 PP/EB

Dear Dr. Darlington,1

I am writing to ask whether you could do a talk for us on July 7th. This is the sixth and last of a series of talks on the history of science which we are broadcasting to India. To give you an idea of the scope of the series, I had better give you a list of the titles of the six talks.

1. “The Birth of Science” by Professor V. G. Childe. (Science among the ancients)

2. “The Beginnings of Modern Science” by Mr. J. A. Lauwerys (From the early Middle Ages to the Industrial Revolution)

3. “Experimental & Applied Science” by Professor Egerton (The subsequent history of science)

4. “The Economic Bases of Science” by Professor Needham (Science under capitalism, Fascism and Socialism)

5. “Science in the USSR” by Mr. J. G. Crowther.

The sixth, which we want you to do, is to be called “The Future of Science.

These talks are supposed to take from 15 to 20 minutes, which means something in the neighbourhood of 2,000 words or perhaps a little over. I should like to have the script by about July 1st. If it is not convenient for you to broadcast on that particular date we can easily record the talk beforehand.

Could you be kind enough to let me know as early as possible whether you can undertake this?

Yours truly,

George Orwell

Talks Producer

Indian Section




1171. To J. A. Lauwerys

15 May 1942 PP/EB

Dear Mr. Lauwerys,1

I am approaching you in hopes that you may agree to do a broadcast talk for us on June 9th, in a series which we are broadcasting to India.

This is a series of six talks on the history of science, and its place in the modern world. The one we hope you will undertake is the second talk, to be called “The Beginnings of Modern Science”. The one preceding this, by Professor V. G. Childe, of which I will send you a copy in the course of the next few days, deals with science in ancient times, and we want to follow up with another, roughly speaking covering the period between the early Middle Ages and the Industrial Revolution. Professor Egerton, who is doing the third talk, is dealing with the subsequent history of science, and we are sending you a copy of his talk as well.

These talks are supposed to take between 15 and 20 minutes, which means somewhere about 2,000 words, perhaps a little more. I should like to have the script by about June 2nd, if possible. If the actual date of the broadcast is not convenient to you, it will be quite easy to record it beforehand. It could be recorded in Birmingham instead of London, if you find this more convenient, but other things being equal, we should definitely prefer it if you could deliver the talk here.

Could you let me know as early as possible whether you can undertake this?

Yours truly,

George Orwell

Talks Producer

Indian Section




1172. War-time Diary

15.5.42: I saw Cripps on Wednesday, the first time I had actually spoken to him. Rather well impressed. He was more approachable and easy-going than I had expected, and quite ready to answer questions. Though aged 53 some of his movements are almost boyish. On the other hand he has decidedly a red nose. I saw him in one of the reception rooms, or whatever they are called, off the House of Lords. Some interesting old prints on the walls, coronets on the chairs and on the ashtrays, but everything with the vaguely decayed look that all Parliamentary institutions now have. A string of non-descript people waiting to see Cripps. As I waited trying to talk to his secretary, a phrase I always remember on these occasions came into my mind—“shivering in ante-rooms”. In eighteenth-century biographies you always read about people waiting on their patrons and “shivering in ante-rooms”. It is one of those ready made phrases like “leave no stone unturned”, and yet how true it is as soon as you get anywhere near politics, or even the more expensive kinds of journalism.

Cripps considers that Bose1 is definitely2 in German territory. He says it is known that he got out through Afghanistan. I asked him what he thought of Bose, whom he used to know well, and he described him as “a thoroughly bad egg”. I said there seemed little doubt that he is subjectively pro-Fascist. Cripps: “He’s pro-Subhas. That is all he really cares about. He will do anything that he thinks will help his3 career along”.

I am not certain, on the evidence of Bose’s4 broadcasts, that this is so. I said I thought very few Indians were reliably anti-Fascist. Cripps disagreed so far as the younger generation go. He said the young Communists and leftwing Socialists are wholeheartedly anti-Fascist and have a western conception of Socialism and internationalism. Let’s hope it’s so.




1173. Weekly News Review, 22

16 May 1942


PasB has this Weekly News Review as by Z. A. Bokhari. The typescript from which this talk is reproduced is marked ‘NOT CHECKED WITH BROADCAST.’ It carries two censors’ stamps; that for Security bears no signature. The text has been considerably shortened, and some words are so obliterated that they cannot be recovered. There is no obvious reason for regarding these cuts as the work of the censor. It is possible that Orwell wrote too much. Thus, on 2 May, the broadcast runs to about 124 lines of typescript (allowing for short lines); that for 9 May, 147 lines of which 11 are cut and two are ‘fossils’ from an earlier version—so, 134 net; this broadcast has 178 typescript lines, but 39 are cut, leaving 139, almost identical with the length of the preceding week’s broadcast; and the final broadcast, May 23, has 135 lines. See here.



India is now within measurable distance of invasion. At the same time the military situation has not changed greatly during the past week, and for once, instead of my usual commentary, [in which I try to sum up the current news from the battle-fronts1] I want to try to give you a more general picture of the war as a whole, which may help to bring the events of the immediate future into better proportion.

War2 is not an event like a football match, which takes place within a measurable time and between two fixed teams. [In war there is no decision as in a football match, in the sense that there is no such thing as being beaten in a war, unless you decide that you are beaten and voluntarily give up fighting.3] When we look at the history of this war, which has now gone on for two and a half years, we see that something which started as a localised struggle has become definitely worldwide, and that a meaning and purpose which were not apparent at the beginning have gradually become clear. More than that, we see that this war is not an isolated event, but part of a worldwide process which began more than ten years ago. It started, properly speaking, in 1931, when the Japanese invaded Manchuria, and the League of Nations failed to take action. From then onwards, we have seen a long series of aggressions, first of all unresisted, then resisted unsuccessfully, then resisted more successfully, until finally the whole picture becomes clear as the struggle of free peoples who see before them the chance of a fuller and happier existence, against comparatively small cliques who are not interested in the general development of humanity but only in advancing their individual power.4 One country after another is sucked into the struggle, and they are sucked in not purely for reasons of geography, and not purely from economic motives, but primarily for what are called ideological reasons—that is to say, they are practically compelled to take one side or the other, according as their national philosophy is a democratic one or the contrary. Thus it was inevitable that Soviet Russia, however anxious to remain at peace, should, sooner or later, be drawn into the war on the side of the democracies. It was inevitable that Britain and China should ultimately find themselves fighting on the same side, whatever causes of difference there may have been between them in the past. It was inevitable that a progressive state like Mexico should line up with the democracies, in spite of the outstanding disputes between Mexico and the United States. Equally, it was inevitable that Japan should join hands with Germany, even though, if they should be victorious, these two will be fighting one another almost immediately. The Fascist states have a common interest in suppressing liberty everywhere, because if it exists anywhere, it will ultimately spread to their own dominions. In this vast struggle, India finds itself inescapably on the democratic side, and this fact is not really altered by the ancient grievances which India may feel against Britain, nor by the very real desire of Germany and Japan to win India to their side. India is compelled to be with Britain, because a victory of the Germans or the Japanese would postpone Indian independence far longer than the most reactionary British Government would either wish or be able to do. And in fact, in spite of Japanese promises and protestations of friendship, the attack on India has already begun. Bombs have dropped on Indian soil, Japanese troops are advancing dangerously close along the eastern shore of the Bay of Bengal. Willy-nilly, India is already in the struggle; and the outcome of the war—and therefore India’s independence—may be determined to a very great extent by the efforts that Indians themselves now make.

In these circumstances, it is useful to look back and consider what has been achieved during the past ten years by those peoples who knew what they wanted and rated liberty above safety. When the Japanese invaded Manchuria in 1931, China was in a state of chaos, and the young Chinese republic was in no condition to resist. Six years later, however, when the invasion of China proper began, order had been restored under the leadership of Marshal Chiang Kai-Shek, and a powerful national spirit had grown up. The Japanese, therefore, were surprised to find that what they regarded as a mere military parade—the ‘China incident’ was their phrase for it—stretched out indefinitely, causing them endless losses in men and materials and never seeming to come within sight of its end, however many victories they might report in the newspapers. [That war has now been going on for just over five years; all along the Japanese have seemed to have everything in their hands, modern weapons, war materials of every kind, and command of the sea. They have been able to drop bombs by the tens of thousands on Chinese towns where the inhabitants had not even an anti-aircraft gun with which to reply, much less an aeroplane. They have been able to over-run great areas and to seize the important industrial districts of the coastal towns and to kill no one knows how many thousands of Chinese men, women and children and yet somehow, China never seems any nearer to being conquered.] Scores of times the Japanese Government has announced that the ‘China incident’ is now nearing its end, and yet somehow the ‘China incident’ never seems to end. What is it that enables the Chinese to fight on, in spite of their enormous physical difficulties? [The reason is partly in their vast manpower and in the industriousness and ingenuity of the Chinese people. But] The main reason is simply that they are fighting for their liberty, and the will to surrender does not exist in them. To such a people, defeats in the field are of little importance. [There are always more of them, and they are always willing to fight.] The campaign in Burma probably had as one of its main objectives the invasion of China from the west, the idea being that if the Chinese were hemmed in on all sides and finally cut off from the outer world, they would be too deeply disheartened to continue fighting. Without doubt, in these circumstances the Chinese would be defeated according to the military textbooks. But so they have been many times before, yet their resistance has never slackened. We cannot doubt that it will be so again, and will continue to be so—so long as the Chinese people put the goal of liberty before their eyes.

This is not the only heroic fight against Fascist aggression which has happened during the last ten years. The Spanish people fought for two-and-a-half years against their own Quislings and against the German and Italian invaders, actually fought against odds which—relatively speaking—were greater than those facing China. Their resistance was the resistance of almost unarmed peasants and working men against hoards of trained soldiers with the resources of the German war machine behind them. [At the beginning of the Spanish Civil War, the Republic had practically no army at all, for it was precisely the regular army, under Fascist officers, which had staged the revolt and this army was soon reinforced by great numbers of Italian mercenaries sent by Mussolini, and by German tanks and bombing ’planes. The ordinary working men of the factories, led by their Trade Union Officials, began to organise themselves into Companies and Battalions to make such weapons as they could manage with the rather backward industrial equipment of Spain, and to learn the art of war literally by practice. Men, who in private life were factory workers, or lawyers or orange-growers, found themselves within a few weeks officers, commanding large bodies of men and in many cases commanded them with great competence. Apart from the inequalities of equipment, the Spanish people had great hardships to face. The food situation was none too good even from the first, and the Nazi airmen, serving with General Franco, carried out, wherever they went, the most atrocious raids on open towns, deliberately aiming their bombs on residential working-class districts, with the idea of terrorising the people into surrender.] Yet [in the face of all these difficulties,] they5 fought for two-and-a-half years, and though at the end, Franco managed to win a kind of victory, his position is now so insecure that it is thought that about a million people—that is about four per cent of the population—are in concentration Camps.°

Britain has now been fighting for two-and-a-half years, and she started almost unarmed against an enemy who had been preparing for six years for just this occasion. In the middle of 1940 France went out of the war, and for exactly a year Britain had to fight alone, with no very sure prospect of help, either from Russia or from America. During that time, the people of London and other towns had to endure the heaviest air raids that the world has yet known. [For about six months, London barely knew a night without a raid and in all, quite fifty-thousand non-combatants, many of them women and children, were killed.] Yet [during that time] the idea of surrender didn’t occur to the British people, and the efforts of the German radio to persuade them that they were beaten and had better stop fighting, simply made them laugh. Soviet Russia again has been fighting for nearly a year against the same enemy, and has had to endure great losses of territory, cruel bombing of open towns, and an appalling series of outrages by occupying troops against helpless peasants. Yet not only is the Russian army further than ever from being beaten, but behind the lines, the Russian people are resisting more and more stubbornly, so that the Germans get no benefit from the territories they have occupied. The thing which animates the Russians is the same that animates the Chinese and that animated the people of London under the bombs: the feeling that they are free and that if only they can hold on to their freedom and drive out this foreign invader who is trying to take it away from them, a fuller and happier life lies ahead.

I have said all this because it is quite likely that India has great and unprecedented hardship ahead of her. India has not seen warfare on her own soil for eighty-five years. She6 may see it, and it may be the cruel modern kind of war which makes no distinction between combatants and non-combatants. There may be hunger and other hardships ahead as well, but India’s fate depends ultimately upon the attitude of Indians themselves. India is not only a great country; it is a very big country—as big for instance as Europe without Russia. It cannot be physically over-run, and the Japanese, even if they have the opportunity, will not attempt to occupy the whole of the country. Their efforts will be to paralyse Indian resistance, by terrorism, by lies and by sowing dissentions° among the Indians themselves. They know that if India has the will to resist, India cannot be conquered, whereas if that will fails, the conquest might be comparatively easy. They will approach you therefore by telling you that they have no designs against your liberty or your territory, and simultaneously they will tell you that they are so strong that it is hopeless to resist. They will also libel those among you who are organising national resistance in the hopes of setting one faction against another. Those are the tactics of the Fascists everywhere. The thing that will defeat them is the same thing that has defeated the Japanese assault on China and the German assault on Russia—the resolution and obstinacy of the common people. The German invasion of Russia has been defeated less by weapons than by an act of will, depending on the knowledge of the Russian people that they are fighting for their liberty. If we choose, we can see to-day that this history is repeated in the Japanese invasion of India.




1174. To E. Rowan-Davies

16 May 19421 Original; probably typed by Orwell

Information Re Burma Campaign

The questions which I think could usefully be asked of the Burma government are: —

i. What number of Burmese voluntarily evacuated themselves along with British troops etc. leaving India, and what proportion of these were officials.

ii. Attitude of Burmese officials when breakdown appeared imminent. Whether there was a marked difference in loyalty between Burmese and Indian officials. To what extent Burmese officials are known to be carrying on under the Japanese occupation.

iii. Behaviour under fire of the Burma regiments and military police. Whether any actual Burmese (not Kachins etc.) were fighting for the British.

iv. What difference appeared between political attitude of the Burmese proper and the Karens, Shans, Chins, Kachins.2

v. What number of the Eurasian community, especially in Rangoon, Moulmein, Mandalay evacuated with the British and how many stayed behind under the Japanese occupation. Whether any who remained behind are known to have changed their allegiance.

vi. Behaviour of the Burmese population under bombing raids. Whether these produced resentment against the Japanese, admiration for Japanese air superiority, or mere panic.

vii. The native Christians, especially Karens.3 Whether interpenetrated to any extent by nationalist movement.

viii. Number of shortwave sets known to have been in Burmese, Indian and Eurasian possession before the invasion.

ix. Detailed information about the Burmese nationalist and leftwing political parties. The main points are:—

a. Numbers and local and social composition of the Thakin party.4

b. Extent to which Buddhist priests predominate.

c. What affiliations exist between the Burmese nationalist parties and the Congress and other Indian parties.

d. Burmese Communists, if any, and what affiliations.

e. Extent of Burmese trade union movement and whether it has affiliations with trade unions in India or Europe.

x. Estimated number of Burmese actually fighting on side of Japanese. Whether people of good standing or mainly dacoits etc. Whether they are reported to have fought courageously.

xi. Extent of Japanese infiltration before the invasion. Whether many Japanese are known to speak local languages,5 especially Burmese, and to what extent they are likely to be dependent on Burmans for monitoring and interpretation generally.

[Signed] Eric Blair 16.5.42

Eric Blair




1175. Gujarati Newsletter, 12

18 May 1942


The English original was written by Orwell. No script has been traced. PasB gives no timing but notes the use of HMV disc N16472 as a music filler.






1176. To J. A. Lauwerys

18 May 1942 EB/NP

Dear Mr. Lauwerys,

Thank you for your letter. Yes, I should like you to say a good deal about the origins of modern scientific methods, the reason why such things as the compass, gunpowder, Arabic numerals and so forth, happened to be discovered about that time. The talk is at 1.15 p.m. DBST.1 The other suggestion you make is very interesting. We have touched on the fringe of this in so much as we broadcast short biographies of famous living men, in some cases scientists; but the idea of dramatising the important moments in the history of science is very promising, and I will think it over. Unfortunately at this moment we have not the space to undertake anything not already in our schedule. I am sending a copy of Professor Gordon Childe’s talk herewith, and look forward to seeing you on June 9th. As the talk is to be at 1.15, I wonder whether you could arrange to be at 200, Oxford Street, at 12.30 p.m.? It is the building beyond Peter Robinson’s store, on the corner of Oxford Street and Great Portland Street.

Yours sincerely,

George Orwell

Talks Producer

Indian Section




1177. BBC Talks Booking Form, 18.5.42


Clemence Dane:1 ‘Women Generally Speaking’; 12-minute talk, title not yet fixed; broadcast 3.6.42, time changed from 1145 GMT to 1345; fee £15.15s.2 Signed: Z. A. Bokhari.







1178. BBC Talks Booking Form, 18.5.42


Narayana Menon: ‘Through Eastern Eyes,’ ‘These Names Will Live’; 13-minute talk on 1. William Walton; 2. Edwin Muir; recorded 21.5.42; 1. broadcast 26.5.42; 2. on 9.6.42; fee £5.5s each talk. Signed: Z. A. Bokhari; Remarks: Miss Orr, Talks Section, Edinburgh, is looking after recording arrangements.







1179. BBC Talks Booking Form, 18.5.42


Dr. B. N. Mukerjee: ‘The Music I Like’; Dr. Mukerjee to present a programme by the Philharmonic Ensemble; script about 3 minutes in length; broadcast 6.6.42; fee £4.4s. Signed: Z. A. Bokhari. Remarks: note change of address.







1180. To Nancy Parratt

19 May 1942 Handwritten

Please send him1 pc. about the time etc.

E.A.B




1181. To Richard Titmuss

19 May 1942 PP/EB

Dear Mr. Titmuss,1

I wonder whether you would consider doing a talk for us in a series which we shall be broadcasting to India during June and July. This is a series dealing with the future of India, and is called A.D. 2000—the idea being that it is an attempt to forecast what is likely to be happening fifty or sixty years hence. We want the second talk in the series, which I have called provisionally “400 Millions”, to be on the Indian population problem. You seem to me to be much the most suitable person to do it, and you could approach it from whatever angle you liked; i.e. you could discuss whether the Indian population is likely to go on growing at its present rate, how it will be affected by industrialisation, at what point you think the saturation level of India will be reached, and so on.2

These talks are supposed to take between fifteen and 20 minutes, which means something over 2,000 words. I should want the talk to be delivered on July 3rd, at 1.15 p. m., which means that I should like the script by about June 25th. In the case of your not being able actually to broadcast on that day, it is quite easy to record beforehand.

Could you please let me know as soon as possible whether you would like to undertake this?

Yours truly,

[Initialled] E.A.B

George Orwell

Talks Producer

Indian Section




1182. War-time Diary

19.5.42: Attlee reminds me of nothing so much as a recently dead fish, before it has had time to stiffen.




1183. To Mulk Raj Anand

20 May 1942 PP/EB/NP

Dear Mulk,

I have now arranged for your discussion to be recorded on Monday, 25th May, from 12 to 12.45—with rehearsal time from 11.30. I am trying to arrange for a photographer to be there, but as it is Bank Holiday, it may be difficult. We weren’t able to contact Bishop on the phone, as he is “travelling” today, but someone in his office said he would not be working on Monday, so I am assuming this time will suit him. I enclose a copy of the script, and I am sending one to Mr. Bishop, together with a note to tell him about the time and place on Monday.

Yours

[Initialled] E.A.B




1184. To Sir John Russell1

20 May 1942 PP/EB/NP

Dear Sir,

I am approaching you in hopes that you may care to do a talk in the series which we are broadcasting shortly to India. This series deals with the future of India, and is called A.D. 2000— to indicate that we are trying to predict what is likely to happen about 50 years hence. We particularly want to start off with a talk on the future of Indian Agriculture and we feel that you would be just the person to undertake it, if you care to do so. The talk would be on June 26th at 1.15 p.m. and should take from 15 to 20 minutes, which means something over 2,000 words. I should want the script not later than June 20th. Could you be kind enough to let me know as early as possible whether you would be willing to do this?

If it should be inconvenient for you to broadcast on that date, it would be quite simple to record the talk beforehand.

Yours truly,

Eric Blair

Talks Producer

Indian Section




1185. BBC Talks Booking Form, 20.5.42


Sir Azizul° Huque: 13-minute talk ‘on his stay in Egypt on the way to this country’; broadcast 21.5.42; fee £4.4s. Signed: Z. A. Bokhari.

A second form, a BBC/P/81, was initiated and signed by the Indian News Subeditor, A. Ellings, on 22 May for this same talk but the date of the broadcast was given as 20 May and the fee was £10.10s. This form has the following note: ‘The High Commissioner gave a good deal of time to rehearsal for this talk when he was very busy.’ The explanation is given in a letter from Miss E. W. D. Boughen of Programme Contracts to the High Commissioner on 27 May. The broadcast on 20 May was in Hindustani and that on the 21st in English.







1186. Marathi Newsletter, 12

21 May 1942


A talks booking form dated 20 May, initiated and signed by Z. A. Bokhari, states that this newsletter was written by E. Blair and translated and read by D. M. Kanekar, for which Kanekar was paid £5.5s. Under ‘Remarks’ it is explained that the final five minutes of the fifteen allowed for the broadcast ‘will be filled in by Miss Chitale (Staff).’ According to the PasB (which does not mention Orwell’s part in preparing the programme), the broadcast lasted 13’ 25” and presumably that included Chitale’s contribution. No script has been traced. PasB states that Odeon disc SA 3086 was used as a music filler.






1187. War-time Diary

21.5.42: Molotov is said to be in London. I don’t believe this.

22. 5.42: It is said that Molotov is not only in London but that the new Anglo-Russian treaty is already signed.1 This however comes from Warburg,2 who is alternately over-optimistic and over-pessimistic—at any rate, always believes in the imminence of enormous and dramatic changes. If true it would be a godsend for the filling-up of my newsletters. It is getting harder and harder to find anything to put into these, with nothing happening except on the Russian front, and the news from there, whether from Russian or German sources, growing more and more phony. I wish I could spare a week to go through the Russian and German broadcasts of the past year and tot up their various claims. I should say the Germans would have killed 10 million men and the Russians would have advanced to somewhere well out in the Atlantic Ocean.




1188. Weekly News Review, 23

23 May 1942


There are several puzzling aspects about this News Review. The PasB states it is by Z. A. Bokhari; that by itself would, as usual, mean no more than that it was read by him, but here his name is followed by ‘Read by Dick Wessel.’ This is the only ‘Wessel’ in Indian Section documents. Possibly he was W. P. Wessel, then working on Spanish programmes for the Latin American Service.

There is evidence that the typescript is a fair copy of a draft, and there are three slight manuscript amendments. One is simply a name in block letters, doubtless to aid the reader; of the other two, one looks to be in Orwell’s hand and the other is possibly his; the writing is not Bokhari’s. The script bears censors’ stamps for Policy and Security, both signed by Bokhari. Unusually, the censorship is dated a day before the broadcast. It has written on it ‘As broadcast Godfrey Kenton,’ an actor who had joined the BBC in October 1941; see here. It is strange that he should be involved, and the two amendments might conceivably be in his hand.

The distribution note is also unusual. A copy was sent to Empire Presentation (as usual), and one to ‘Miss Parratt, 416, 55PP’ (Orwell’s office). Perhaps he was being sent a script of a broadcast that he had, exceptionally, not written, so that he would know what had been done. Possibly his involvement in writing Marathi Newsletter, 12, led to Bokhari’s filling in for him on this occasion. To complicate matters further, the script shows a timing of 11’ 20” but the PasB has 13½ minutes. Despite these uncertainties, the script is most likely Orwell’s, but ascription to him should be treated with caution. In paragraph four, ‘in hopes’ is Orwellian.



The principal events this week have happened on the Russian front. We recorded last week that fighting had broken out again in the Crimean Peninsula. Since then, the Germans have over-run most of the Kerch Peninsula, which is separated from the Caucasus only by a very narrow neck of the Sea of Azov. It is known, however, that fighting is still going on on the westward side of the Strait, and the German claims to have destroyed the Russian army in that sector and to have taken an enormous number of prisoners are just as untrue as their similar reports have been in the past. Meanwhile, further north the Russians have launched an offensive of their own upon a much larger scale. This is directed against the great industrial city of Kharkov, which the Germans took last Autumn. As I speak,1 the decision is still uncertain. The Russians have advanced on a wide front, destroying great numbers of German tanks, and the communications by which the German forces in Kharkov are supplied are in great danger. The Germans, however, have launched a counter-attack in the south, which may prevent Kharkov from being encircled.

It2 would be unwise to expect too much from the Russian offensive, which may have been undertaken merely in order to anticipate the Germans and upset their time table. Meanwhile, the Russians have begun another attack in the far north, against the German armies in Finland, and have already made a considerable advance.

The outlines of the spring campaign on the Eastern front are still not clear. Some observers think that the Germans, instead of making another large scale frontal attack against the Russian armies, will strike their main blow against Turkey. If Turkey were over-run they could then make for the oil wells of Iraq and Iran, and at the same time attack Baku by the easier route from the south. It is at any rate certain that for months past the Germans have been doing all in their power to sow distrust between Turkey and Britain, and more especially between Turkey and Soviet Russia, which may be intended to prevent the Turkish Government from taking concerted defence measures beforehand in consultation with the Allies. However, there is no sign that the Turks have been deceived by the German manoeuvres. Turkey is not very well supplied with modern weapons, but imports from Britain and the U.S.A. have to some extent made this good during recent months. The people are resolute and brave fighters, and it is certain that should the Germans make their offensive in this direction they will have to fight hard every inch of the way.

Simultaneously with their attempts to sow distrust between Turkey and Russia, the Germans appear to be making another effort to egg on the Japanese to attack the Russians in Manchuria. They are broadcasting threatening statements about Russia, alleged to have been made by leading Japanese statesmen. These may or may not be authentic. We have frequently pointed out in these newsletters that the likelihood exists of the Japanese attacking Russia sooner or later, and if they do so, we may be sure that they will do it with the maximum of treachery at a moment when they believe the Russians to be in serious difficulties. The Germans will try to provoke the clash between Russia and Japan as early as possible in hopes that this may prevent further men and materials being brought from Siberia to the Western Front.

In Burma, the greater part of the British forces have reached the Indian frontier in safety. On the eastern sector of this front the Japanese attacks against Yunnan continue. The Japanese are still in possession of Tengueh, but to the south of this the Chinese have recaptured Kanlanchai.3 It is possible that the Japanese now intend an all out attack against China, one column moving eastward from Burma, another northwards from Siam and another westwards, probably from Fuchow, where they have recently made a fresh landing. China’s position at this moment is certainly difficult, and she needs all the help that can possibly be given to her, especially in aeroplanes. It is therefore good news that a large unit of the Royal Air Force has just reached central China. We need not imagine, however, that Chinese resistance is at all likely to be crushed. Marshal Chiang Kai Shek has repeatedly declared that he will go on fighting just as long as is necessary to drive out the invader, and that if need be, he would be ready to withdraw for years into Central Asia and re-organise his armies there. The Japanese are aware that so long as Chinese resistance continues, their gains elsewhere are very precarious. They may have decided that this is the moment to finish with China once and for all, or they may have the intention of capturing all the airfields which are within striking range of Japan itself. Whether they can carry out a full-scale attack against China while also proceeding with their campaigns against Australia and India, and possibly a little while hence with Russia, at the same time, is uncertain.

Bombs have already been dropped on Assam, and the Japanese forces on the eastern coast of the Bay of Bengal are not very far from Chittagong, but this is not the route that they are likely to take in their main attack upon India. The Battle in the Coral Sea, in which the Japanese lost heavily, has no doubt set back their plans for attacking Australia, but those plans still exist, and there are signs of fresh activity in the Japanese controlled islands surrounding New Guinea.4 Australia is now far more strongly defended than was the case three months ago, and each day that the Japanese attack is delayed gives more time for American reinforcements to arrive.

The disarmament of the French warships lying at Martinique, off the coast of the United States, is proceeding. Before long the United States government will probably have to take similar action against the island of Guadeloupe, also under Vichy control, which has almost certainly been used as a port of call by Axis submarines, and whose wireless station is used5 for pro-Axis propaganda in South America. The accession to power of Laval, who has hardly pretended to be more than a puppet of the Germans, has opened the eyes of the Americans to the danger presented by Vichy France, and we may expect them to take a firmer attitude from now on. Laval’s dealings with the Germans have also certainly caused trouble between Germany and the other Axis partner, Italy. The Italians came into the war in the summer of 1940, when they imagined that the fighting was almost over and that they would be able to grab large quantities of loot without having to shed any Italian blood.

Instead of this, they have lost most of their empire and have not received any of the bribes they were promised. In his efforts to get hold of the French fleet, Hitler has evidently made certain concessions to Laval, one of which is the dropping of Italian claims to the island of Corsica and other portions of French territory. It is clear that this causes great resentment among the Italian Fascists, but they are at present quite powerless against their German masters.

The Royal Air Force continue their heavy raids on Germany. On Wednesday they made one of the biggest raids of the war on Mannheim, the centre of the German chemical industry. Two days earlier, they had performed a brilliant feat in torpedoing the German cruiser the Prinz Eugen, which had been in a Norwegian port after being damaged by a British submarine and was making its way back to Germany for repairs. The Prinz Eugen was not sunk, but it is likely to be out of action for the rest of the summer.

Another large draft of American troops, complete with tanks and all other weapons of war, have reached British soil. They crossed the Atlantic without being attacked by the Germans in any way. Public opinion in Britain is more and more anxious for the opening of a second front in Europe, so as to take the pressure off our Russian allies and to make the Germans fight simultaneously on two fronts. We prefer not to express an opinion as to whether this will be done in the near future. In all probability it is mainly a question of shipping, because not only the transporting but still more the supplying of an overseas force uses up an enormous number of ships. The Government has made no definite pronouncement upon the subject, quite naturally, for if they intend to launch an offensive, they cannot be expected to reveal their plans beforehand. In his recent speech, however, Mr. Churchill made the point that after two and a half years of war, so far from being war-weary, the British people are actually demanding offensive action and chiding the Government for being too slow. This, as Mr. Churchill pointed out, is certainly a remarkable advance, when we remember that two years ago Britain stood alone, and was only doubtfully able to defend herself, let alone to contemplate launching attacks on a foreign shore.




1189. To the Editor, The Times Literary Supplement

23 May 1942


On 2 May 1942, The Times Literary Supplement published (anonymously, as was then the custom) a review of Mulk Raj Anand’s The Sword and the Sickle. Orwell considered this misleading and wrote to the Editor. The reviewer responded; his comments follow Orwell’s letter below.

Orwell may have had a special interest in this book. He reviewed it in Horizon in July 1942 (see here), and Anand told W. J. West that Orwell had given the book its title, ‘from Blake’s poem, during a walk across Primrose Hill in the blackout’ (West: Broadcasts, 187). ‘The poem’ is a single verse:

The sword sung on the barren heath,

The sickle in the fruitful field:

The sword he sung a song of death,

But could not make the sickle yield.

Even the location for giving this title is not without its relation to Blake. The second part of Jerusalem, ‘To the Jews,’ has this for its first stanza:

The fields from Islington to Marybone,°

To Primrose Hill and Saint John’s Wood,

Were builded over with pillars of gold,

And there Jerusalem’s pillars stood.



THE SWORD AND THE SICKLE

Sir,—I have just read your reviewer’s notice of Mulk Raj Anand’s novel “The Sword and the Sickle,” and I feel I must protest against what seem to me some very misleading remarks in it. Mr. Anand, says your reviewer, “becomes more and more prejudiced in his outlook. The telescope which he turns on the world has three specks: the anti-bourgeois speck, the anti-rich speck, and the anti-White (which in substance means the anti-British) speck.” Later on he adds, “Mr. Anand’s references to Europeans betray a lack of insight. What is really disagreeable, however, is the spirit of the novel; it tends to create bad blood between Indians and British, which is a bad thing at any time and a dangerous one at this hour.”

The impression given is that this is a propaganda novel concerned chiefly with denouncing the British rule in India, and even with stirring up hatred against the British people. Actually, one thing that is striking about the book is that it hardly contains any European characters at all. Even the few who do flit across its pages are not treated with any very noticeable unfriendliness. It is quite true that in a political sense Mr. Anand is anti-British. But before suggesting that this “limits his horizon” and makes him “more and more prejudiced,” one might stop to reflect what sort of treatment the same theme would get from an English writer of similar calibre. Are the portraits of Anglo-Indians in English novels invariably friendly? (Incidentally, Mr. Anand’s book contains a description of one well-known Indian Nationalist which is much more offensive than anything he says about the Europeans). And if Mr. Anand makes it plain that he is anti-imperialist and thinks India ought to be independent, is he not saying something which almost any English intellectual would echo as a matter of course? In novels written by Englishmen a “left” viewpoint is so much taken for granted as to be hardly noticed; yet when your reviewer finds exactly the same thing coming from an Indian, he is annoyed, and does not bother to conceal it. I quite agree that it is undesirable to create bad blood between Indians and British; and one way of doing that is to use words like “Babuism.”

Yours truly,

George Orwell.

*** Our Reviewer1 writes—

Mr. Orwell thinks it “misleading” to call Mr. Anand anti-British and then, to prove his point, he tells us that “in a political sense Mr. Anand is anti-British.” Strange logic! No one quarrels with Mr. Anand for being a good Indian, but one does object to his denigration of Europeans by innuendo and oblique reference (one of his characters says that most upper class women in Europe are “semi-prostitutes”). This shows neither art nor humanity. Certainly Mr. Anand’s “portrait” of Mr. Gandhi is “offensive,” which merely proves that he is also “anti-bourgeois”—for Gandhi despite many of his faults and foibles, is a great man. Mr. Anand simply lampoons him.

There are many Indians who have handled the English tongue with ease and precision. Mr. Anand, on occasion, can be quite good; but there are entire passages in the present novel which are involved, redundant, written in a kind of lofty jargon. All this is “Babuism,” a word which might be applied to certain English authors too. The present reviewer is old-fashioned enough to demand breadth of vision and a tolerable texture from a novelist so alert and intelligent as Mr. Anand. It would have been far easier to have damned him with faint praise. But timid patronage or empty laudation is what modern Indian writers dislike most. They wish to be judged like any other artist, English, French, or American.




1190. Gujarati Newsletter, 13

25 May 1942


The English original was written by Orwell. No script has been traced. No timing is given.






1191. BBC Talks Booking Form, 26.5.42


Professor J. B. S. Haldane: 9-minute talk on A.R.P.; ‘originally written for translation into Hindustani for Indian Editor. Prof. Haldane read his English version’; recorded 22.5.42; broadcast date not yet arranged; fee £4.4s. Signed: Z. A. Bokhari.







1192. BBC Talks Booking Form, 26.5.42


R. R. Desai: Gujarati Newsletters, 14–18; broadcast 1, 8,15, 22, and 29.6.42; fee £5.5s + £2.8.2 + 17s 0d each talk. Signed: Z. A. Bokhari.1







1193. War-time Diary

27.5.42. Cutting from the D. Express of 26.5.42:

CAIRO, Monday.—General Auchinleck, in a drive against red tape hindering the war effort in the Middle East,1 has sent this letter “to all officers and headquarters of this command”:—

“An extract from a letter written by Wellington from Spain about 1810 to the Secretary for War, Lord Bradford:

“‘My lord, if I attempted to answer the mass of futile correspondence that surrounds me, I should be debarred from all serious business of campaigning.

“‘So long as I retain an independent position I shall see to it that no officer under my command is debarred, by attending to the futile drivelling of mere quill driving in your lordship’s office, from attending to his first duty—which is, as always, to train the private men under his command.’”

General Auchinleck adds: “I know that this does not apply to you; but please see to it that it can never be applied to you or to anyone working under you.”—A.P.2

This is printed in the papers and even given out over the air, but, after all, the operative fact is that no one does or can talk like that to the War Office nowadays.

More rumours that Molotov is in London. Also cryptic paras in the papers suggesting that this may be so (no mention of names, of course).




1194. News Review, 24

30 May 1942


The script for this broadcast has not been traced. PasB records it as News Review by Z. A. Bokhari and gives its timing as 13½ minutes.






1195. War-time Diary

30.5.42: Almost every day in the neighbourhood of Upper Regent Street one can see a tiny, elderly, very yellow Japanese, with a face like a suffering monkey’s, walking slowly along with an enormous policeman walking beside him. On some days they are holding a solemn conversation. I suppose he is one of the Embassy staff. But whether the policeman is there to prevent him from1 committing acts of sabotage, or to protect him from the infuriated mob, there is no knowing.

The Molotov rumour seems to have faded out. Warburg,2 who accepted the Molotov story without question, has now forgotten it and is full of the inner story of why Garvin3 was sacked from the “Observer”. It was because he refused to attack Churchill. The Astors are determined to get rid of Churchill because he is pro-Russian and the transformation of the “Observer” is part of this manoeuvre. The “Observer” is to lead the attack on Churchill and at the same time canalise the gifted young journalists who are liable to give the war a revolutionary meaning, making them use their energies4 on futilities until they can be dispensed with. All inherently probable. On the other hand I don’t believe that David Astor,5 who acts as the decoy elephant, is consciously taking part in any such thing.fn1 It is amusing to see not only the Beaverbrook press, which is now plus royaliste que le roi so far as Russia is concerned, but the T. U.6 Weekly “Labour’s Northern Voice”, suddenly discovering Garvin as a well-known anti-Fascist who has been sacked for his radical opinions. One thing that strikes me about nearly everyone nowadays is the shortness of their memories. Desmond Hawkins7 told me a little while back that he recently bought some fried fish wrapped up in a sheet of newspaper dating from 1940. On one side was an article proving that the Red Army was no good, and on the other a write-up of that gallant sailor and well-known Anglophile, Admiral Darlan.8


[Pasted into Diary]



THAT MONSTROUS MAN

Denials are no use. War breeds its own

Dark atmosphere. We suffer inconveniences.

We suffer more, we suffer pain at heart,

We suffer with our hands, our feet, our souls.

It is as if you took a charming girl,

This girl, her ears as delicate as shells,

Whose hair blows fluffy in the wind. She is

Your country or yourself, what you alone

Have worshipped.

Now against the shadowed heart

You hold her, as she once was, beautiful,

But that she might not be by foreign hands

Ravaged and raped she bears more native scars,

With your own rough hands soiled. O Emperor

Of foul confusions, Man, what have you done?

Lest she should walk gay in a foreign sun

You have forgotten she was star of stars,

Have pulled her down to meet the grand demand

Of your own monstrous and indelicate war.

Denials are no use. Now once again

To save her beauty you have caused it pain,

And to yourself have proved that monstrous man.

Nicholas Moore.9

Cf. Alexander Comfort’s letter in the last “Horizon”10




1196. Gujarati Newsletter, 14

1 June 1942


The English original was written by Orwell. No script has been traced. PasB timing is 11 minutes.






1197. BBC Talks Booking Form, 2.6.42


Princess Indira of Kapurthala: ‘The Debate Continues’; broadcast 8, 15, 22, 29.6.42 (from 200 Oxford Street); fee £8.8s each talk. Signed: Z. A. Bokhari.







1198. BBC Talks Booking Form, 3.6.42


From Venu Chitale: Shridhar Telkar: ‘The Man in the Street,’ ‘Popular Novels and the Public Taste’; broadcast 5.6.42; fee £8.8s. Signed: Z. A. Bokhari.

This engagement of one of ‘Orwell’s’ speakers roused a storm and helps explain Bokhari’s animosity towards Venu Chitale. It also epitomises his style of management: he sent a copy of his letter to her to Rushbrook Williams, Eastern Service Director. It has the same date as the talks booking form above, and was marked ‘URGENT.’ It was typed by Mary Blackburn.



BOOKING ARRANGEMENTS FOR SPEAKERS

Tom Harrisson dictated his script on Monday. Arrangements were made to record him yesterday (Tuesday). At the last moment I cancelled the recording for reasons which I have explained to you, but


(a) no letter exists in the office inviting him to write the talk and no Contract has been issued to him.



Several weeks ago you told me that Mr. Telkar had been asked to give a talk on “Popular Novels and the Public Taste”. When I told you that Telkar was not competent to handle such a subject, you said that you could not get out of it because you had commissioned Telkar to write that talk. I regret to note that


(a) no letter has been issued to him from your office on the subject.

(b) The Contract was only applied for on the 3rd June, when Telkar is supposed to broadcast on the 5th.

(c) Till to-day, 3rd June, 3.30 p.m., Telkar’s script has not been received.



This is extremely irregular and I would like to know why we should not cancel Telkar’s talk. Perhaps you arranged the whole thing with Telkar verbally—a highly irregular practice. Didn’t you tell him the date by which his manuscript should arrive? I don’t know whether he will send his manuscript tomorrow, but even that, from my point of view, will be too late. We have got to censor the script, edit it, get in touch with the author, obtain his approval and above all, his signed Contract has got to be in the hands of the B.B.C. before he goes on the air. We cannot be too careful about such things. Broadcasters can raise all sorts of difficulties; for instance if Mr. Telkar demands 50 guineas for his talk, we will have to fight his claim in a Court of Law and perhaps lose it. If Mr. Telkar doesn’t allow changes in his script, we have no leg to stand on. He hasn’t signed his Contract with us. I will be grateful to you for your views on these irregularities which are pregnant with no end of difficulties, if they once start.


Correspondence in the BBC Archives shows that Harrisson’s talk was cancelled at the last moment and but two hours after he had broadcast for the Forces programme, because it was ‘quite unsuitable for broadcasting.’ Harrisson wrote a long letter on 3 June seeking an explanation and pointing out that much of what he had proposed to say had been in his Forces programme talk. He wondered if the BBC’s editing of the script had unbalanced his argument, but, he went on, ‘knowing Mr Blair, I think that would be highly improbable.’ A long correspondence ensued. It is plain that Bokhari, not Orwell, had edited Harrisson’s script; on 5 June he wrote, ‘In the short time available, it was not possible for me to bring out in 1800 words what you had conveyed in nearly nineteen foolscap pages,’ produced when Harrisson dictated his script. The affair was concluded when Harrisson proposed that the matter be forgotten— but he did point out that he had given ninety-six broadcasts between 1933 and 1942—and Bokhari invited Harrisson to lunch with him and Lionel Fielden at their flat. During the course of this dispute, Harrisson wrote Orwell a note on 8 June, marked ‘Personal,’ asking to meet him for half an hour to discuss the affair ‘off the record.’ No reply from Orwell has been found, nor any record of whether Harrisson accepted the invitation to lunch.







1199. To the Honourable Mrs. Egerton

4 June 1942 EB/NP

Dear Madam,

Thank you for your letter of May 30th. Professor Egerton’s talk will be broadcast on Tuesday, June 16th, at 1.15 p. m. by the clock. It goes out in the Eastern Service, on the short wave—16, 19, 25 and 31 metre bands. But as it is not intended to be heard in this country, reception is very poor, and often it is not possible to pick up anything at all. Professor Egerton’s secretary rang me up a little while ago, asking if it would be possible for her to hear the broadcast, and I suggested that she might like to come to my office and listen on a direct line as it goes out, and I wonder whether you would care to do the same. I shall in any case arrange for a listening room for Professor Egerton’s secretary, and I believe she will be bringing one or two other people, so if you would like to come, perhaps you will ring me up, and then I can tell you where to come, and at what time.

Yours faithfully,

Eric Blair

Talks Producer

Indian Section




1200. To Tamara Talbot Rice

4 June 1942 PP/EB

Dear Mrs. Talbot Rice,

We have now been able to arrange a date for the broadcast of Mr. K. K. Ardaschir’s talk “The Sick Man Revives”, which you censored for us some time ago. It will go out in the Eastern Service on Thursday, 9th July, at 1115 GMT, on the 16, 19, 25 and 31 metre bands.

If you should receive any comments from Ankara we should be most interested to hear about them.

Yours sincerely,

Eric Blair

Talks Producer

Indian Section




1201. Postcard to Richard Titmuss

4 June 1942


Titmuss replied to Orwell’s letter of 19 May 1942 (see here) in a letter dated 2 June 1942. Along the top of this was typed [in black] P. C., [in red] Saying script just right; will he let us know when he’d like to record before 3rd July; in pencil in Orwell’s hand: Answered 4.6.42.






1202. BBC Talks Booking Form, 4.6.42


Dr. C. D. Darlington: ‘Science and Politics,’ 6, ‘The Future of Science’; 20-minute talk; broadcast 7.7.42; fee £10.10s. Signed: Z. A. Bokhari.







1203. BBC Talks Booking Form, 4.6.42


J. A. Lauwerys: ‘Science and Politics,’ 2, ‘The Beginnings of Modern Science’; broadcast 9.6.42; fee £10.10s + £1.5.9 fare, since ‘Lauwerys will be travelling down from Burton Joyce specially to broadcast.’ Signed: Z. A. Bokhari.







1204. BBC Talks Booking Form, 4.6.42


Reginald Reynolds: two talks on prison literature; broadcast 12 and 19.6.42; fee £8.8s for each talk. Signed: Z. A. Bokhari.







1205. BBC Talks Booking Form, 4.6.42


Sir John Russell: ‘A.D. 2000’; first talk of a series of six on the Future of Indian Agriculture; broadcast 26.6.42; fee £10.10s. Signed: Z. A. Bokhari.







1206. BBC Talks Booking Form, 4.6.42


Shridhar Telkar: ‘These Names Will Live,’ John Gordon;1 broadcast 16.6.42; fee £8.8s. Signed: Z. A. Bokhari.







1207. BBC Talks Booking Form, 4.6.42


Richard Titmuss: ‘A.D. 2000,’ 2, ‘The Indian Population Problem’; broadcast 3.7.42; fee £10.10s. Signed: Z. A. Bokhari.







1208. BBC Talks Booking Form, 4.6.42


Diana Wong: ‘Today and Yesterday,’ ‘My Escape from France’; broadcast 25.6.42; fee £8.8s. Signed: Z. A. Bokhari.







1209. War-time Diary

4.6.42: Very hot weather. Struck by the normality of everything—lack of hurry, fewness of uniforms, general unwarlike appearance of the crowds who drift slowly through the streets, pushing prams or loitering in the squares to look at the hawthorn bushes. It is already noticeable that there are much fewer cars, however. Here and there a car with a fuel converter at the back, having slightly the appearance of an old-fashioned milkcart. Evidently there is not so much bootleg petrol about after all.

6.6.42: The Molotov rumour still persists. He was here to negotiate the treaty, and has gone back, so it is said. No hint of1 this in any newspaper, however.

There is said to be much disagreement on the staff of the “New Statesman” over the question of the Second Front.2 Having squealed for a year that we must open a second front immediately, Kingsley Martin3 now has cold feet. He says they now say4 that the army cannot be trusted, the soldiers will shoot their officers in the back etc.—this after endeavouring throughout the war to make the soldiers mistrust their officers. Meanwhile I think now that a second front is definitely projected, at any rate if enough shipping can be scraped together.




1210. Weekly News Review, 25

For 6 June 1942 Not transmitted


This text is reproduced from a typescript bearing both censorship stamps, signed by Z. A. Bokhari, much cut, slightly added to and modified, and not marked as broadcast. The first cut is of no moment; the modification gives more point to what was first written; and the addition introduces an item of late news; both in Orwell’s handwriting. The final lengthy cut may have attracted the censor’s eye, but could be a matter of programme-fitting. The text as first typed runs to approximately 161 lines; about three were added; and some 34 were cut. The net result is a broadcast of 130 lines, which corresponds with the lengths of those in May (see here). According to London Calling, a Weekly News Review was scheduled to be read by Bokhari. ‘The Debate Continues’ by Princess Indira was substituted for this, according to PasB.



The fighting on the Kharkov front has almost come to a standstill. This does not mean that the German offensive has been abandoned, but it does almost certainly mean that the attack staged by Marshal Timoshenko has disrupted the German time table and put back their plans by several weeks. Many observers now think that the main German attack will begin about the same time as it began last year, that is to say about the middle of June. The Russian summer lasts only four or five months, so that every day by which the Russians can hold up the German time table is a great gain. The main German effort must be in the direction of the Caucasus and the Middle East, but the day before yesterday Hitler made a visit to Finland, which may possibly mean that there will also be important developments on the northern front.

The heavy fighting in Libya, which had just started at the time of our last newsletter, is still going on and the issue is still uncertain. The battle has had two phases, the first of which ended favourably for the British. The German armoured forces, moving eastward, circled right round the British minefields with the evident object of destroying the British forces in that area and of attacking the seaport of Tobruk, which has been in British hands for 18 months and lies on the flank of any possible German advance into Egypt. The brunt of the first German attack had to be taken by Indian motorised troops, who behaved with great gallantry. The Germans failed in both of their objects and were driven back, losing about 250 tanks, but instead of retreating the way they had come, they managed to break their way westward through the British minefields, creating a wide gap through which they could bring up further reinforcements. They are now renewing the attack. The British are using a new type of tank which had previously been kept secret, and also two types of planes which had not beforehand been used on the Libyan front and whose presence came as a surprise to the Germans. General Kruewell, second in command of the German forces in Libya, has been taken prisoner. The battle will no doubt have been decided one way or another within a few days. It may end with a tactical victory for the Germans, but after the failure of their first surprise attack, it is very unlikely that they will succeed in reaching Egyptian soil.

On two days of this week, two air raids, far greater in scale than anything yet seen in the history of the world, have been made on Germany. On the night of the 30th of May, over a thousand planes raided Cologne, and on the night of the 1st of June, over a thousand planes raided Essen, in the Ruhr district. These have since been followed up by two further raids, also on a big scale, though not quite so big as the first two. To realise the significance of these figures, one has got to remember the scale of the air raids made hitherto. During the autumn and winter of 1940, Britain suffered a long series of raids which at that time were quite unprecedented. Tremendous havoc was worked1 on London, Coventry, Bristol and various other English cities. Nevertheless, there is no reason to think that in even the biggest of these raids more than 500 planes took part. In addition, the big bombers now being used by the R. A.F. carry a far heavier load of bombs than anything that could be managed two years ago. In sum, the amount of bombs dropped on either Cologne or Essen would be quite three times as much as the Germans ever dropped in any one of their heaviest raids on Britain. [We in this country know what destruction those raids accomplished and have therefore some picture of what has happened in Germany.] Two days after the Cologne raid, the British reconnaissance planes were sent over as usual to take photographs of the damage which the bombers had done, but even after that period, were unable to get any photographs because of the pall of smoke which still hung over the city. It should be noticed that these 1000-plane raids were carried out solely by the R.A.F. with planes manufactured in Britain. Later in the year, when the American air force begins to take a hand, it is believed that2 it will be possible to carry out raids with as many as two thousand planes at a time. One German city after another will be attacked in this manner. These attacks, however, are not wanton and are not delivered against the civilian population, although non-combatants are inevitably killed in them. Cologne was attacked because it is a great railway junction in which the main German rail-roads cross each other and also an important manufacturing centre. Essen was attacked because it is the centre of the German armaments industry and contains the huge factories of Krupp, supposed to be the largest armaments works in the world. In 1940, when the Germans were bombing Britain, they did not expect retaliation on a very heavy scale, and therefore were not afraid to boast in their propaganda about the slaughter of civilians which they were bringing about and the terror which their raids aroused. Now, when the tables are turned, they are beginning to cry out against the whole business of aerial bombing, which they declare to be both cruel and useless. The people of this country are not revengeful, but they remember what happened to themselves two years ago, and they remember how the Germans talked when they thought themselves safe from retaliation. That they did think themselves safe there can be little doubt. Here, for example, are some extracts from the speeches of Marshal Goering, the Chief of the German Air Force. ‘I have personally looked into the air raid defences of the Ruhr. No bombing plane could get there. Not as much as a single bomb could be dropped from an enemy plane’.—August 9th, 1939.

‘No hostile aircraft can penetrate the defences of the German air force’.— September 7th, 1939. Many similar statements by the German leaders could be quoted.

These prophecies have been terribly falsified and that fact is no doubt making its impression upon the Germans themselves as well as upon public opinion throughout the world.

During this week there has not been any very great development in the war in the Eastern Hemisphere. The Japanese are now making their main effort against China, and may put off the attempt to invade India for the time being, though they must make it sooner or later. We pointed out last week that the battle of the Coral Sea had not ended, though it had checked, the Japanese advance against Australia, and this has been borne out this week by an attack on Sidney° Harbour made by Japanese submarines. The submarines did no damage worth considering, and it is believed that three of them were sunk.3 But the fact that they could get there is significant, for Sidney is a very long way to the south of any island in Japanese possession and the submarines must in fact have been launched from surface ships. This suggests the possibility that a Japanese naval force is somewhere off the eastern coast of Australia, and apart from attacks on American convoys, an attempt against the mainland of Australia is always possible. In addition, Japanese aeroplanes have made several small raids on the Aleutian Islands, the chain of islands which run westward from Alaska and almost connect America with Asia. It is too early to determine the object of these raids, which might either be the prelude to a naval attack or be a feint to cover operations elsewhere, but they certainly have some strategic purpose. An attack on Midway Island, in which a Japanese battleship & a plane-carrier were damaged, has just been reported. It is too early to be sure about the meaning of this action, but it may be the prelude to another Japanese attack on Hawaii.

The underground struggle in the occupied countries continues. Two days ago there came the news that the editor of the best-known Quisling paper in Occupied France—this paper is the organ of Doriot, the French Fascist leader who is one of the most ardent ‘collaborators’—has been assassinated. Just over a week ago there occurred a much more important event of the same kind, when an attempt was made on the life of Heydrich, the chief of the Gestapo in Czechoslovakia. Heydrich was hit by three bullets, and died two days ago, in spite of the efforts of Hitler’s own physicians to save him. The Germans are following their usual practice of shooting hostages with the threat that more will be shot unless the real assassins are handed over. According to the special bulletins of their own radio they have already shot well over two4 hundred people for the assassination of Heydrich. This process of intimidation is going on all the time all over Europe. To give just one example, three days ago an official bulletin on the German wireless announced that a French girl, aged only 10, had been sentenced to 25 months’ hard labour for assisting escaped prisoners of war. But the very fact that these brutal sentences and shooting of hostages go on and on as they have done now for two years, and seem if anything rather to increase in number, shows how ineffective these methods are to crush the spirit of the common people of Europe.

[The annual conference of the British Labour Party has been held during the past week. The Labour party, as far as present political power goes is the second party in Britain, but numerically it is by far the largest, being as it is the organ of the Trade Unions and the working class generally. Some of the resolutions passed at the conference are therefore of interest for the light they throw on British public opinion. The conference registered its complete confidence in the present Prime Minister, and decided, though only by a very small majority, to continue with the inter-party truce. This is an arrangement by which the main political parties have agreed for the duration of the war not to vote or campaign against one another at by-elections. The conference urged that another effort should be made to resolve the Indian political problem and again by a small majority it voted for the raising of the ban on the Daily Worker. The Daily Worker, which was the Communist daily paper, was suppressed two years ago for what were undoubtedly defeatist activities. Since then the USSR has entered the war and the attitude of the British Communist party has naturally become very different. This, however, is not the issue at stake, as was pointed out by one delegate after another at the Labour party conference. The real issue was freedom of the Press. There is a profound respect for freedom of the Press in this country and even people who detest the politics of the Daily Worker were uneasy at seeing a newspaper suppressed. While passing the resolution that the ban on the Daily Worker should be raised, the Conference also rejected by an overwhelming vote the proposal to co-operate politically with the Communists. The fact that this major political party should be so anxious for the freedom of expression of another party, whose policy it is utterly opposed to, is a sign of the strength of British democracy, even after 3½ years of war.

Besides rationing domestic fuel, the Government has just announced that it is going to take full control of the British coal-mines for the duration of the war. We hope to comment more fully upon this news next week.]




1211. War-time Diary

7.6.42: The Sunday Express has also gone cold on the second front. The official line now appears to be that our air raids are a second front. Obviously there has been some kind of government handout to the papers, telling them to1 pipe down on this subject, ‘If the government merely wishes to stop them spreading misleading rumours, the puzzle is why they weren’t silenced earlier.’ It is just possible that the invasion has now been definitely decided on and the papers have been told to go anti-second front in order to throw the enemy off the scent. In this labyrinth of lies in which we are living the one explanation one never believes is the obvious one. ‘Cf. David Astor’s story about the two German Jews meeting in the train:

First Jew. Where are you going to?

Second Jew. Berlin.

First Jew. Liar! You just say that to deceive me. You know that if you say you are going to Berlin I shall think you are going to Leipzig, and all the time, you dirty crook, you really are going to Berlin!]


Last Tuesday2 spent a long evening with Cripps (who had expressed a desire to meet some literary people) together with Empson, Jack Common, David Owen, Norman Cameron, Guy Burgess3 and another man (an official) whose name I didn’t get. About 2½ hours of it, with nothing to drink. The usual inconclusive discussion. Cripps, however, very human and willing to listen. The person who stood up to him most successfully was Jack Common. Cripps said several things that amazed and slightly horrified me. One was that many people whose opinion was worth considering believed that the war would be over by October—ie. that Germany would be flat out by that time. When I said that I should look on that as a disaster pure and simple (because if the war were won as easily as that there would have been no real upheaval here and the American millionaires would still be in situ) he appeared not to understand. He said that once the war was won the surviving great powers would in any case have to administer the world as a unit, and seemed not to feel that it made much difference whether the great powers were capitalist or socialist.fn1 [Both David Owen and the man whose name I don’t know supported him.] I saw that I was up against the official mind, which sees everything as a problem in administration and does not grasp that at a certain point, ie. when certain economic interests are menaced,4 public spirit ceases to function. [The basic assumption of such people is that everyone wants the world to function properly and will do his best to keep the wheels running. They don’t realise that most of those who have the power dont° care a damn about the world as a whole and are only intent on feathering their own nests.]I can’t help feeling a strong impression that Cripps has already been got at. Not with money or anything of that kind of course, nor even by flattery and the sense of power, which in all probability he genuinely doesn’t care about: but simply by responsibility, which automatically makes a man timid. Besides, as soon as you are in power your perspectives are foreshortened. Perhaps a bird’s eye view is as distorted as a worm’s eye view.

[Wintringham denies being “Thomas Rainboro’”, I think perhaps with truth. If not Wintringham, it might perhaps be Lord Winster (Commander Fletcher).]5




1212. Gujarati Newsletter, 15

8 June 1942


The English original was written by Orwell. No script has been traced. PasB timing is 12’ 20”.






1213. To K. K. Ardaschir

8 June 1942 PP/EB


On 7 June, Tamara Talbot Rice, the Turkish Specialist at the Ministry of Information, wrote to Orwell to tell him that she had forwarded details of Ardaschir’s broadcast ‘The Sick Man Revives’ to the British Publicity Attaché in Turkey, and asking for details about Ardaschir. She commented that he had ‘such real knowledge of Turkey’ that she wondered ‘whether, if occasion arose, he could at times do a little work for us.’ Orwell wrote immediately to Ardaschir; his reply to Mrs. Talbot Rice is dated 15June 1942 (see here).



Dear Mr. Ardaschir,

I am very sorry, but I am afraid I am simply obliged to send back your script on the Caucasus, because I have no place for it for something like two months, and by that time it might cease to be topical. If I send it back now, you may perhaps be able to place it, or its substance, in the press. I am very sorry about the delay, which was due to our change of office.1

As to your talk on the Suez Canal, we could fit that in on June 26th. I hope you will be able to let me have the script some days beforehand. It should be the usual length, i.e., 13½ minutes.

Yours sincerely,

Eric Blair

Talks Producer

Indian Section

P.S. We have just had a line from the Ministry of Information about your talk—“The Sick Man Revives”—which is going out on July 9th.2 They want some information about you for publicity purposes. Do you think you could let me have some particulars of the kind they are likely to want as early as possible?




1214. To E. M. Forster

10 June 1942 PP/EB

Dear Mr. Forster,

I am sending herewith the book on Whitman which you wanted. As to American magazines, the BBC Library seems very poorly provided with them, and I can only tell you of the ones I personally know about—I am referring to the more serious magazines, of course. These are:

Weekly: The Nation; the New Republic; and I think New Masses still exists.

Monthly: The Atlantic Monthly; Harpers; Scribener’s;° Decision; Poetry.

Bi-monthly: The Partisan Review.

Quarterly: I don’t know, but I think there is a Virginia Quarterly.1

I am sorry to be so unhelpful about this.

Yours,

George Orwell

Talks Producer

Indian Section




1215. To Princess Indira of Kapurthala, Bahadur Singh, Noel Sircar, and Shridhar Telkar

10 June 1942 Identical letters; PP/EB/NP

We are considering having a regular rotation of speakers to broadcast our weekly News Review on Saturday afternoons.1 This is a summing-up of the world situation during the current week, and is written by myself. It goes out at 1:15p.m. DBST. Would you care to be put on the list, and to do the broadcasting of these reviews either once every four or once every five weeks? It would be possible to arrange the dates a good long time ahead. There will, of course, be a fee for the reading, but as it does not entail any actual composition, it would not be a large one.

Yours sincerely,

[Initialled] E.A.B

Eric Blair

Talks Producer

Indian Section




1216. War-time Diary

10.6.42: The only time when one hears people singing in the BBC is in the early morning, between 6 and 8. That is the time when the charwomen are at work. A huge army of them arrives all at the same time, they sit in the reception hall waiting for their brooms to be issued to them and making as much noise as a parrot house, and then they have wonderful choruses, all singing together as they sweep the passages. The place has a quite different atmosphere at this time from what it has later in the day.




1217. To Mulk Raj Anand

11 June 1942 PP/EB

Dear Mulk,

I wonder if you’ve arranged any more speakers for your series yet? You gave us the name of the first six, ending with Dr. Haden Guest, but now our Publicity Department is beginning to ask for more. I should be glad if you will let me have at least three names,1 as soon as you can,—that is of course, if you haven’t fixed up all six yet.

I will meet you and Inez Holden on Monday at 2 p.m. at 200, Oxford Street.

Yours,

[No name/position]




1218. War-time Diary

11.6.42: ⌈The Germans announce over the wireless that as the inhabitants of a Czech village called Ladice (about 1200 inhabitants) were guilty of harbouring the assassins of Heydrich they have shot all the males in the village, sent all the women to concentration camps, sent all the children to be “re-educated”, razed the whole village to the ground and changed its name.1 I am keeping a copy of the announcement, as recorded2 in the BBC monitoring report.⌉


From the BBC monitoring report:—

PRAGUE (CZECH HOME STATIONS). IN GERMAN FOR PROTECTORATE. 10.6.42
Heydrich Revenge: Village Wiped Out: All Men Shot: ANNOUNCEMENT

It is officially announced: The search and investigation for the murderers of S.S. Obergruppenfuehrer Gen. Heydrich has established unimpeachable indications (sic) that the population of the locality of Lidice, near Kladno, supported and gave assistance to the circle (sic) of perpetrators in question. In spite of the interrogation of the local inhabitants, the pertinent means of evidence were secured without the help of the population. The attitude of the inhabitants to the outrage thus manifested, is manifested also by other acts hostile to the Reich, by the discoveries of printed matter hostile to the Reich, of dumps of arms and ammunition, of an illegal wireless transmitter, of huge quantities of controlled goods, as well as by the fact that inhabitants of the locality are in active enemy service abroad. Since the inhabitants of this village (sic) have flagrantly violated the laws which have been issued, by their activity and by the support given to the murderers of S.S. Obergruppenfuehrer Heydrich, the male adults have been shot, the women have been sent to a concentration camp and the children have been handed over to the appropriate educational authorities. The buildings of the locality have been levelled to the ground, and the name of the community has been obliterated.

(Note: This is an identical repetition, in German, of an announcement made in Czech, from Prague at 19.00, when reception was very bad).



It does not particularly surprise me that people do this kind of thing, nor even that they announce that they are doing them. What does impress me, however, is that other people’s reaction to such happenings is governed solely by the political fashion of the moment. Thus before the war the pinks believed any and every horror story that came out of Germany or China. Now the pinks no longer believe in German or Japanese atrocities and automatically write off all horror stories as “propaganda”. In a little while you will be jeered at if you suggest that the story of Lidice could possibly be true.3 And yet there the facts are, announced by the Germans themselves and recorded on gramaphone° discs4 which no doubt will still be available. Cf. the long list of atrocities from 1914 onwards ⌈,German atrocities in Belgium, Bolshevik atrocities, Turkish atrocities, British atrocities in India, American atrocities in Nicaragua, Nazi atrocities, Italian atrocities in Abyssinia and Cyrenaica, red and white atrocities in Spain, Japanese atrocities in China5—⌉ in every case believed in or disbelieved in according to political predilection, with utter non-interest in the facts and with complete willingness to alter one’s beliefs as soon as the political scene alters.6

[image: images]




1219. Weekly News Review, 26

13 June 1942


The fairly extensive changes made to this commentary were designed to update the news and make it more accurate. The modifications were crammed in and most appear to be in Orwell’s hand, but the smallness and faintness of the writing makes identification difficult. Although the typescript carries two censorship stamps, signed by Bokhari, it is not marked ‘As broadcast’; it is likely that a fair copy would have been made, in order that Bokhari could read fluently. The pronounciation and spelling of Lidice are as given in the typescript. PasB has Weekly News Review by Z. A. Bokhari.



By far the most important event during this week is the Anglo-Russian Treaty, the terms of which were published last night.

It would be almost impossible to over-estimate the significance of this event, which may well have a beneficial effect on world history for decades to come. Before the declaration of the new Treaty Britain and Russia were of course in alliance, but it was the rather loose and unsatisfactory alliance of people who are forced to fight on the same side because they are attacked by the same enemy, but who are liable to develop new disagreements as soon as the danger is over. The relationship between Soviet Russia and the United States was even more indefinite. Now, however, there is a close formal agreement between Britain and Russia for clearly stated ends, and the United States, though not as yet a signatory of the agreement, is in complete sympathy.

In this short news review we cannot give the terms of the Treaty in complete detail, but we can summarise them sufficiently. In the first place, the British and Russian governments undertake not only to give each other all military assistance against Germany and the other European Fascist states, but undertake not to make any separate peace either with Hitlerite Germany or with any German Government which still retains aggressive intentions.

This qualification is extremely important. There is no doubt that the Germans have long hoped to buy either Russia or Britain out of the war, so as to follow their usual practice of dealing with their enemies one at a time. And one way they might possibly have done this was by a pretended change of policy, which would make it appear that the clique responsible for German aggressions had now been got rid of, and Germany had no further war-like aims. It has always been a possibility that there might be some kind of coup d’etat, either by the German Army Commanders, or the so-called moderates of the Nazi Party, who would get rid of Hitler and then declare that the cause of the trouble had been removed, and there was no sense in continuing the war. This pretence would have been aimed at either Russia, Britain or the United States, whichever power seemed most war-weary at a given moment. The new Anglo-Russian Treaty practically removes this possibility. It means that the war is being fought not merely for the destruction of Hitler and the figure-heads of the Nazi Party, but for all those forces in Germany who are interested in aggressive foreign wars. Reduced to simple words, this part of the Anglo-Russian Treaty means that Russia and Britain will not stop fighting while Germany has an army.

Secondly, Russia and Britain pledge themselves to post-war collaboration. In the first place, each promises to go to the help of the other, should either be attacked after the present war is over. Even more important than this, the two countries pledge themselves to collaborate in re-establishing the prosperity of Europe. They agree to give one another economic assistance after the war and to pool their efforts in order to restore peace, order, and a decent standard of living to the war-scarred countries of Europe. They agree also to do this without attempting any territorial acquisitions for themselves, and without attempting any interference in the internal affairs of other states. This implies, incidentally, that Russia and Britain will not interfere in the internal affairs of one another, which means that the two regimes are now in far greater political and economic agreement than would have been possible or even thinkable five years ago. It means, in fact, that the ancient ghost of Bolshevism and “bloody revolution” has been laid for ever. The Treaty will be ratified at once, and it is to operate for a period of 20 years, before coming up for renewal.

Two very significant remarks were made by Mr. Eden, the British Foreign Secretary, when he announced the terms of the Treaty in the House of Commons. In the first place, he announced that it has no secret clauses. In the second place, he announced that Russia, Britain and the United States had reached full agreement about the momentous tasks of opening of a second front in Europe during 1942. Just what they have agreed is, needless to say, a secret.

After visiting London first, M. Molotov also visited Washington. The terms of the Treaty between Russia and the United States will no doubt be published shortly. The Treaty was actually signed in London on May 26th. M. Molotov’s arrival and departure were very well guarded secrets; although known to a certain number of people in London, they got no further. In particular the Germans were completely in the dark about the whole visit. Although their wireless now claims to have known all about the impending Treaty, it in fact made absolutely no reference to it or to Molotov’s visit until the news was made public in Britain.

As we have had to devote some minutes to the Anglo-Russian Treaty, we must comment on the rest of the news more briefly than usual this week. The situation in Libya is less favourable than it was a week ago. After holding out for sixteen days, the Free French and Indian garrison at Bir Hakeim has had to be evacuated, which has allowed the Germans to clear their right flank and thus attack our main positions in greater force. The battle will probably continue with intensity for some time. The Germans may make further advances, and it is possible that they are planning to synchronise their tank attack with an attack by air-borne troops from Crete. But1 on the whole, the chances are against their capturing the strong-hold of Tobruk, and still more heavily against their succeeding in breaking into Egypt.

A great naval battle has taken place in the Pacific [, the full outcome of which is not yet clear]. A week ago we reported that the Japanese fleet had made an unsuccessful attack on Midway Island, and since then fuller figures of their losses have come in. It is now known that they lost 42 plane-carriers and a number of other ships. Full figures for the Battle of the Coral Sea have now also been released, and it appears from those that in the two battles the Japanese lost 37 ships of various classes sunk or damaged, including a battleship and 5 cruisers sunk.3 Almost simultaneously with the action of Midway island°4 the Japanese made some kind of attack upon the Aleutian Islands, the chain of islands which almost connect America with Asia in the far north. It is not certain yet what has happened but it does not appear from American reports that the Japanese have landed on any island which is inhabited. They may be planning an attack on5 the main American base, Dutch Harbour, or they may merely be making a demonstration6 in the Aleutian Islands in order to cover up their defeat at7 Midway Island. We shall be able to report on this more fully next week.

Heavy fighting is going on in Eastern China, in the neighbourhood of Nanchang. The Japanese also claim to have made in-roads into Inner Mongolia, through which one of the routes between China and Soviet Russia runs. Although they now say that they are about to bring the so-called China incident to an end once and for all, they no doubt remember that they have been saying this for five years, and the China incident is still continuing. Probably, therefore, what the Japanese are aiming at at the moment is not so much the final conquest of China, as to capture the air-fields not far from the Eastern coast, from which Japan itself might be bombed. Meanwhile, the Chinese government has announced that fresh British and American air force units have arrived in China.

Mr. Oliver Lyttelton,8 British Minister of Production, has just announced the truly staggering figures of Britain’s current war production. He announces, among other things, that Britain is now producing vehicles for war purposes—this of course includes tanks—at the rate of two hundred and fifty thousand a year; big guns at forty thousand a year, and ammunition for those guns at the rate of twenty-five million rounds. He announces also that Britain’s aircraft production has made a hundred per-cent increase, that is to say, the rate has doubled since the last quarter of 1940, while the production of merchant shipping has increased by fifty seven per cent. Some of the effects of this large-scale war production can be seen in the continued air-raids on Germany, which at the moment are not quite as terrible as the thousand plane raid we reported last week, but are still very big raids by any normal standard.

We will end our review with a comparatively small item of news, which is nevertheless worth reporting, because it shows more clearly than whole books could do, what Fascism means. Following on the assassination of Heydrich, the Gestapo chief in Czechoslovakia, the Germans, up till three days ago, had already shot over two hundred hostages. These figures are from their own official wireless statements. Then, two days ago, they followed up these announcements of shooting by announcing over the air the action they had taken against a Czech village whose inhabitants were accused of having assisted Heydrich’s assassins.

“Since the inhabitants of this village”, states the German wireless, “have frequently violated the laws which have been issued, by their activity and by the support given to the murderers of Heydrich, the male adults have been shot, the women have been sent to a concentration camp, and the children have been handed over to appropriate educational authorities. The buildings of the locality have been levelled to the ground, and the name of the community has been obliterated.”

Notice that these are the words of the Germans themselves, broadcast to the whole world in at least two languages. The Czech village, named Ladice° (pronounced Lideetia)° was a village of about twelve hundred inhabitants. We may assume, therefore, that the Germans have killed about three hundred men, sent about three hundred women to the concentration camp, and about six hundred children to what they call “appropriate educational authorities”, which in practice means to labour camps, and all this upon the mere suspicion of having helped the assassins of a man who is himself known all over Europe as a blood-stained murderer. But more significant than the act, is the impudence with which it is broadcast to the world, almost as though it was something to be proud of. And most significant of all is the fact that more than three years after their seizure of Czechoslovakia, the Germans are compelled to commit these barbarities in order to hold down a people whom they pretend to be benefitting by their wise and disinterested rule.9




1220. To C. D. Darlington

13 June 1942 PP/EB/NP

Dear Dr. Darlington,

You are already doing a talk for us in the series “Science and Politics”, and I am wondering whether you would like to do another, of approximately the same length, in a series called “A.D. 2000”. The idea of this series is to give some kind of picture of what will probably be happening in 50 or 60 years time. The one I would like you to undertake is the third in the series, to be called “India in the Steel Age”, and to deal with the industrialisation of India. You could have an entirely free hand, and could talk about how far India is likely to become industrialised, whether you think it ought to do so, how the industrialisation is to be brought about, or whatever other aspect of the subject you prefer. To give you an idea of the general scope of these talks, here are the subjects dealt with in the other five—


1. Agriculture

2. The population problem

4. Education

5. Religion

6. India’s Cultural Future.



The date of the talk would be on July 10th, which would mean that I should want the script by about the beginning of July. Perhaps you would be kind enough to let me know whether you would like to undertake this. As this is in the same week as your other talk, if it is inconvenient to you to make two visits, you could record the second talk on the same day as you deliver the first.

Yours sincerely,

George Orwell

Talks Producer

Indian Section




1221. War-time Diary

13.6.42: The most impressive fact about the Molotov visit is that the Germans knew nothing about it. Not a word on the radio about Molotov’s presence in London till the signature of the treaty was officially announced, although all the while the German radio was shouting about the bolshevisation of Britain. Obviously they would have spilt the beans if they had1 known. Taken in conjunction with certain other things (eg. the capture last year of two very amateurish spies dropped by parachute, with portable wireless transmitters and actually with chunks of German sausage in their suitcases) this suggests that the German spy system in this country cannot be up to much


A sequence of four newspaper cuttings is pasted into the manuscript Diary at this point:



From editorial of the “Tribune” of 12.6.42, on the death of Wm. Mellor. Their idea of “Vigorous style”.2

His death will be particularly mourned by old readers of “Tribune”. He was Editor of the paper when it was launched in January, 1937. The concluding paragraphs of the Editorial of the first number might well be quoted here. They are a worthy summary of his Socialist outlook and a fair example of his vigorous style as a writer:—


“The situation is a dynamic one. Either we go forward now to socialism or there will be a widespread retrogression to that Fascist barbarism into which the larger part of Europe has been plunged. For the Hitlers and Mussolinis cannot afford to wait: their grim gamble demands conquest or disaster. Our Baldwins and Edens cannot long shuffle and evade the issues they pose. The Labour movement must choose. It has come now to the turning point of its history.

“To go forward is to conquer. To stay still is to choose defeat. Another 1931, even another 1935, is an invitation to the enemy. Our weakness is his strength; in our divisions and doubts he lives and moves and has his being. We do not proclaim the class war; it is here amongst us every day. We do not ask for civil conflict; it is those who weaken our forces by disunity who invite its onset. We ask for the socialism that has been the living principle of our movement. We ask for the unity that has been the broad basis of its strength.”

(From Hitler’s speeches, quoted in Reynolds’s3 of 21.6.42)

Nov. 3: This enemy’s (Russia’s) backbone is already broken and he will never rise again.

Nov. 10: We are now at the beginning of the last great battle of the year which will smash the enemy and, with him, Britain.

Feb. 24: Now that the worst of the cold is over … it is impossible for me to leave my headquarters, where preparations have been made for the final struggle.

Feb. 28: I will not set foot in the Reich until the last Russian army has been annihilated.

March 15: Only to-day do we realise the full extent of the preparations made by our enemies. The German Army has attacked and annihilated again and again the ever-renewed Russian forces, only to meet with fresh masses of men. The Russians will be annihilatingly defeated by us in the coming summer.



“Tribune” of 12.6.42. (article by Wilfred Macartney). Cf. prewar references to Axis censorship, radio hypnosis etc. Cf. also German official statements in the Cologne raid. (Cf. above)4


Hitler appears to have much more confidence in his people than our leaders have in the British people. “Victory at any price” is not a cry of despair—it is a bugle call to a nation prepared to sacrifice everything for victory. The Germans cannot be charged with withholding information from their people of disaster; the simple reason is that only in Russia have they encountered disaster in the loss of the first campaign; and it is extremely doubtful—at least one cannot discover it in Hitler’s speeches— that the German people are unaware of the colossal nature of the job undertaken in attempting to destroy the only Socialist Commonwealth on earth. It is equally doubtful whether the British people who have been jollied along from the beginning of this war on sunshine stories, are actually conscious of the power of the Axis.



How we live in 1942 (cutting from “E. Standard”)


Illustration of five women, captioned ‘Russia’s Tommy-Gun Girls are Ready to Fight.’






1222. Gujarati Newsletter, 16

15 June 1942


The English original was written by Orwell. No script has been traced.






1223. To Tamara Talbot Rice

15 June 1942 PP/EB/NP

Dear Mrs. Talbot Rice,

In reply to your letter of June 7th, here are some details about Mr. Ardaschir.1

Born in Bombay, March 28, 1890.

Son of a Persian landowner.

Became a journalist in 1910 under Mr. J. A. Spender, “Westminster Gazette”, subsequently serving on newspapers in Egypt and India.

Author of various plays and books.

Fought in the first Balkan war and became an officer in the Ottoman Imperial Guard

Lived a long while in Turkey and other countries of the Middle East.

He has done several talks for me, and also for the Hindustani Section, but he does not work full time here. I am sure he would be delighted to help you at any time, if occasion arose.

Thank you for letting me know about the title of the talk on Turkey; we shall call it “Turkey Past and Present” as you suggested.

Yours sincerely,

Eric Blair

Talks Producer

Indian Section




1224. War-time Diary

15.6.42: No question now that the second front has been decided on. All the papers talk of it as a certainty and Moscow is publicising it widely. Whether it is really feasible remains to be seen, of course.


Pasted sideways in the manuscript is the following BBC monitoring report, with Orwell’s manuscript caption beneath it. He also pasted in his own typed report of the liquidation of Lidice, in the entry for 11 June (see here). The texts are verbally the same.

In a broadcast preceding the announcement of further executions, the Prague wireless said last night that “the threat of execution by shooting does not apply to anyone giving information which may help to discover the assailant against S.S. Obergrueppenfuerhrer Heydrich, if this information is supplied at the latest at 20.00 on the 18th June, 1942, to any office of the Gestapo or of any other police office. Anybody who hears of any information that could be helpful in discovering the culprits of the attack must give this information within 24 hours to one of the offices mentioned above. Everybody fulfilling this order will be given an adequate reward. Anybody who does not act in accordance with this order will be shot, together with his family” (Prague in Czech 19.00).



15.6.42: Cutting from BBC monitoring report. Typical of many similar German announcements.




1225. To Joseph Needham

17 June 1942 PP/EB

Dear Mr. Needham,

Thank you very much for your script, which reached me just after my secretary rang you up. I am sending you copies of the scripts that we have had in this series up to date.1 Your talk is just the kind of thing I wanted.

Can you come to my office at 200, Oxford Street, at about 12.30 on Tuesday? We want you to broadcast the talk direct, at 1.15 p. m., and that will give you time to run through it once for timing. 200, Oxford Street, is on the corner of Great Portland Street and Oxford Street, and the entrance is opposite Studio One Cinema. Thank you for correcting me about your description, I will see that it is given correctly in the announcements preceding your talk. I shall look forward to seeing you on Tuesday.

Yours sincerely,

Eric Blair

Talks Producer

Indian Section




1226. Z. A. Bokhari to Shridhar Telkar

18 June 1942


There seems to be no record of Telkar having been asked to prepare a broadcast on Timoshenko, the Soviet general who was much concerned with the training of the Russian army; see here. It may have been requested by Orwell for his series ‘These Names Will Live’—Telkar had been commissioned to write on John Gordon (see here)—but it may have been initiated by Telkar. The style of Bokhari’s comments on Czarist and Communist rule, and his abrupt opening, reveal something of his attitude and approach.



My dear Telkar,

Your very interesting script on “Timoshenko”.

It will be out of place for me to express my views on Communism in this letter, but I feel there is no need to drag in propaganda for a communist state in this programme. It is out of place. I also feel that there it is a waste of time at the present juncture to rake up the black spots of Czarist rule. Here and there we find references in your programme which have no bearing on Timoshenko’s life. From a purely literary angle the repeated comments on social injustice and foreign intervention troops and the like merely hold up the story and are therefore in my opinion harmful to the script.

I want you to take these comments in the spirit in which they are given. I will be only too glad to discuss the script with you if you so desire. I do hope you will see my point of view. This is a private letter. I am returning your script with this note.




1227. To Tambimuttu

18–19(?) June 1942

YOUR TALK ON AUGUST US JOHN1 BROADCAST TUESDAY NEXT PLEASE BRING SCRIPT TWO HUNDRED OXFORD STREET IMMEDIATELY

BLAIR BROADCASTS




1228. Weekly News Review, 27

20 June 1942


PasB has Weekly News Review by Z. A. Bokhari, as usual, but no script has been traced. Orwell did not go on leave until the weekend of 27 June, returning to work on Monday, 13 July, so he would have been available to write this script.






1229. BBC Talks Booking Form, 20.6.42


Lady Grigg: ‘Women Generally Speaking’; broadcast 1, 8, 15, and 29.7.42; fee £8.8s each talk. Signed: Z. A. Bokhari.






1230. BBC Talks Booking Form, 20.6.42


Princess Indira of Kapurthala: ‘The Debate Continues’; broadcast 6, 13, 20, and 27.7.42; fee £8.8s each talk. Signed: Z. A. Bokhari.






1231. War-time Diary

21.6.42: The thing that strikes one in the BBC—and it is evidently the same in various of the other departments—is not so much the moral squalor and the ultimate futility of what we are doing, as the feeling of frustration, the impossibility of getting anything done, even any successful piece of scoundrelism. Our policy is so ill-defined, the disorganisation is so great ⌈, there are so many changes of plan⌉ and the fear and hatred of intelligence are so all-pervading, that one cannot plan any sort of wireless campaign whatever. When one plans some series of talks, with some more or less definite propaganda line behind it, one is first told to go ahead, then choked off on the ground that this or that is “injudicious” or “premature”, then told again to go ahead, then told to water everything down and cut out any plain statements that may have crept in here and there, then told to “modify” the series in some way that removes its original meaning; and then at the last moment the whole thing is suddenly cancelled by some mysterious edict from above and one is told to improvise some different series which one feels no interest in and which in any case has no definite idea behind it.] One is constantly putting sheer rubbish on the air because of having talks which sounded1 too intelligent cancelled at the last moment. In addition the organisation is so overstaffed that numbers of people have almost literally nothing to do. But even when one manages to get something fairly good on the air one is weighed down by the knowledge that hardly anybody is listening. Except, I suppose, in Europe the BBC simply isn’t listened to overseas, a fact known to everyone concerned with overseas broadcasting.[Some listener research has been done in America and it is known that in the whole of the USA about 300,000 people listen to the BBC. In India or Australia the number would not be anywhere near that.] It has come out recently that (two years after the Empire service was started) plenty of Indians with shortwave sets don’t even know that the BBC broadcasts to India.

It is the same with the only other public activity I take part in, the Home Guard. After two years no real training has been done, no specialised tactics worked out, no battle positions fixed upon, no fortifications built—all this owing to endless changes of plan and complete vagueness as to what we are supposed to be aiming at. Details of organisation, battle positions etc. have been changed so frequently that hardly anyone knows at any given moment what the current arrangements are supposed to be. To give just one example, for well over a year our company has been trying to dig a system of trenches in Regents Park, in case airborne troops land2 there. Though dug over and over again these trenches have never once been in a completed state, because when they are half done there is always a change of plan and fresh orders. Ditto with everything. Whatever one undertakes, one starts3 with the knowledge that presently there will come a sudden change of orders, and then another change, and so on indefinitely. Nothing ever happens except continuous dithering, resulting in progressive disillusionment all round. The best one can hope is that it is much the same on the other side.




1232. Gujarati Newsletter, 17

22 June 1942


The English original was written by Orwell. No script has been traced. The PasB gives timing as 11½ minutes.






1233. BBC Talks Booking Form, 22.6.42


R. R. Desai: Gujarati Newsletters 19–22; broadcast 6, 13, 20, and 27.7.42; fee £5.5s + £2.8.2 + £1.1.4 expenses. Signed: Z. A. Bokhari.






1234. BBC Talks Booking Form, 22.6.42


M. J. Tambimuttu: ‘These Names Will Live’; 13-minute talk on Augustus John; broadcast 23.6.42; fee £8.8s. Signed: Z. A. Bokhari.






1235. BBC Talks Booking Form, 22.6.42


S. Telkar: ‘A Year Ago Today,’ anniversary of Russia’s entry into the war; 5-minute talk; broadcast 22.6.42; fee £4.4s. Signed: Z. A. Bokhari.






1236. To Mulk Raj Anand

23 June 1942 PP/EB

Dear Mulk,

I am writing to ask whether you would care to do us another talk in a forthcoming series. This series is called “Open Letters”; the idea is to discuss the origins and political meaning of the war and to put this in a simple popular form we are going to do it in the form of open letters to imaginary people representing the most important trends of modern thought. The one I would like you to do is the Letter to a Chinese Guerilla. The date of this will be July 30th, at 1.15 p.m. DBST. No doubt you will understand that though I want the talks to be of a popular intelligible type, I also hope they will provide a serious discussion of modern political problems. As far as possible your talk should have a direct bearing on India. Could you please let me know as early as possible whether you would like to undertake this. If you are able to do it, I should want the script not later than July 23 rd.

Yours,

[Initialled] E.A.B

George Orwell

Talks Producer

Indian Section


Similar letters were sent on the same day to at least four other people. They, and the variations in their letters, were: R. R. Desai (Letter to a Nazi; August 13; script due by August 6; ‘We can discuss it further if you like when I get back from my holiday, on July 13th’); Cedric Dover (Letter to a Liberal; August 20; script due by August 13; signed Eric Blair; Dover telephoned on 29 June, agreeing but wanting to know how long the talk was to be); K. S. Shelvankar (Letter to a Pacifist; August 6; we can arrange to meet and discuss the matter further; script due by July 30; carbon copy of letter is marked with a large ‘NO’; see here); M.J. Tambimuttu (Letter to a Marxist; September 10; script due ‘not later than September 3rd’; signed Eric Blair. Tambimuttu replied on 29 June, sending a wealth of suggestions. He described them as ‘vague ideas,’ but they were quite precise and often imaginative, ranging from the literature, posters, and type-face of the London Transport Board to the little-magazine phenomenon. He also commented, ‘The Indian Section [of the BBC] as a friend wrote to me seem to be doing all the good things.’






1237. To Sir Frank Brown1

23 June 1942 PP/EB

Dear Sir,

I am writing to you because it has been suggested to me that you might be able to advise us about selecting a speaker for a forthcoming talk.

We are looking for a speaker on the Future of Education in India. We have a series of talks called ‘A.D. 2000’, which deal with the probable condition of India about 50 or 60 years from now. We want one on education and we naturally are looking for a speaker with some experience of India, though not necessarily very prolonged experience. The date of the talk is July 17th, which means that we want to make sure of engaging our speaker within the next week or so. Could you be kind enough to give me your advice? If you could reply by telephone, it might save time. My telephone number is Euston 3400, and the extension 180.

I am sorry to trouble you, but I am anxious to have the advice of somebody with expert knowledge of this matter.

Yours truly

Eric Blair

Talks Producer

Indian Section




1238. To J. G. Crowther

23 June 1942 PP/EB

Dear Mr. Crowther,

I am extremely sorry for all the inconvenience which must have been caused by the wrong date having been put on your contract.1 I am afraid that the fault lay in my office, and I hope you will accept my apologies. I understand from my secretary that you have very kindly agreed to do the talk on Tuesday next, June 30th, and that you will be able to let us have the script on Monday some time.

I will arrange for someone in the Indian Section to meet you at about 12.30 p.m. on the 30th. The address is 200, Oxford Street, on the corner of Oxford Street and Great Portland Street, and the entrance is opposite Studio One Cinema. I am sorry that I shall be away on leave2 and therefore unable to meet you.

I think you may be interested to know that we have asked Dr. Darlington to do another talk for us in the Eastern Service, this time on the Industrialisation of India, in a series called “A.D. 2000.”

Yours sincerely,

Eric Blair

Talks Producer

Indian Section




1239. To C. R. Fay

23 June 1942 PP/EB

Dear Professor Fay,1

I am writing to ask whether it would interest you to do a talk in one of our forthcoming series in the Eastern Service. These talks are in the form of short discussions between people with special knowledge of subjects of current interest. The one I hope you will undertake is on the Co-operative Movement, and the speaker with whom I suggest you should hold your discussion is Miss Digby.2 These broadcasts take about 13½ minutes, which means probably that your contribution would be in the neighbourhood of 750 words. The date of this broadcast would be August 28th, at 12.45 p.m. BST. This means that I should like to have the script by August 21st if possible. If you agree, I will make all the arrangements for the necessary meeting and discussion. Could you be kind enough to let me know as soon as possible whether this interests you?

Yours sincerely,

[Initialled] E.A.B

George Orwell

Talks Producer

Indian Section




1240. To Noel Sircar

23 June 1942 PP/EB

Dear Sircar,

This is to confirm that you are going to undertake the monthly Film Commentary in our new schedule, starting on July 28th, at 1.45 p.m. DBST.

Your next date will be August 25th, and the time will then be 12.45 p.m. BST.

Yours sincerely,

[Initialled] E.A.B

Eric Blair

Talks Producer

Indian Section




1241. To L. F. Easterbrook

23 June 1942


Orwell wrote to a number of pairs of speakers on the same date suggesting discussions on subjects of current interest. These were to constitute a series entitled ‘I’d Like It Explained.’ The letter to L. F. Easterbrook is given in full and followed by a list of the known pairings with significant variations from this letter.



Dear Mr. Easterbrook,1

I am writing to ask whether it would interest you to do a talk in one of our forthcoming series in the Eastern Service. These talks are in the form of short discussions between people with special knowledge of subjects of current interest. The one I hope you will undertake is on Agriculture, and the speaker with whom I suggest you should hold your discussion is Sir John Russell. These broadcasts take about 13½ minutes, which means probably that your contribution would be in the neighbourhood of 750 words. The date of this broadcast would be August 14th, at 12.45 p.m BST. This means that I should like to have the script by August 7th if possible. If you agree, I will make all the arrangements for the necessary meeting and discussion. Could you be kind enough to let me know as soon as possible whether this interests you?

Yours sincerely,

[Initialled] E.A.B

George Orwell

Talks Producer

Indian Section


Easterbrook replied on 28 June agreeing to participate. He was to be partnered by Sir John Russell (see here), the letter to whom began with a paragraph about Russell’s contribution to the ‘A.D. 2000’ series; see here.



Many thanks for your script, which is just what I wanted. Can we meet at 12.30 at 200, Oxford Street, which is on the corner of Oxford Street and Great Portland Street—the entrance is opposite Studio One Cinema?


The other pairs were:

2. Michael Foot and J. L. Garvin2 on the Press; scheduled for 7 August, script due by 31 July.

3. J. B. S. Haldane and Dr C. H. Waddington3 on Scientific Research; scheduled for 21 August, script due by 14 August.

4. Professor Harold Laski and Lord Winterton4 on the future of Parliament; scheduled for 4 September, script due by 28 August.

5. Peter Masefield and Oliver Stewart5 on aviation; scheduled for 31 July, script due by 24 July. (Oliver Stewart wrote on 29 June declining because he would be away; his place was taken by E. C. Bowyer; see here.

6. T. C. Worsley6 with someone not yet selected, on education.

Before despatching his letter to Haldane, Orwell sent a draft to Rushbrook Williams, with this memorandum:



Subject: TALK BY J.B.S. HALDANE.

I attach a letter which I have drafted to Professor Haldane, asking him if he would care to do a talk for us in a new series to start shortly called “I’d Like it Explained”. I should be most grateful if you would obtain permission for me to approach him. I think the attached letter gives all the information you will need.

[Signed] Eric Blair

(Eric Blair)


This is annotated, first by Rushbrook Williams and then by S. J. de Lotbinière,7 at the time his superior. Both annotations are dated 24 June 1942:


‘Is there any objection here? We have asked him before to do ARP and his script was useful, “inoffensive”, and excellent value.’

‘This is all right. I hope he’ll say nothing which will make us frightened of using him again.’



The original of the letter to Haldane has survived (Haldane Papers, University College London) and on its verso Haldane drafted a reply, explaining that he had to undertake research as well as talk about it. The Navy had a fairly urgent problem for him and he could not give up a whole day, though he might manage an evening. Bokhari replied on 2 July explaining that Orwell was on leave and asking Haldane to suggest a date and time, with an alternative; every effort would then be made to arrange an evening recording with C. H. Waddington. That letter has been annotated ‘Wed or Thurs 7 pm’—presumably 15 and 16 July. Orwell sent Haldane a telegram, probably on 13 July, suggesting 15 July at 7.00 P.M.






1242. To S. M. Telkar

23 June 1942 PP/EB

Dear Telkar,

This is to confirm that you are going to undertake TOPICS OF THE WEEK, in the new schedule. The first will be on July 29th, at 1.15 p. m. DBST, and I should want the script by Monday of that week, that is, July 27th.

As you know, after August 8th, we revert to ordinary Summer Time, so that on and from August 12th, your talk will go out at 12.15 p.m BST.

Yours sincerely,

[Initialled] E.A.B

Eric Blair

Talks Producer

Indian Section




1243. To T. C. Worsley

23 June 1942 PP/EB

Dear Mr. Worsley,

I am writing to ask whether it would interest you to do a talk in one of our forthcoming series in the Eastern Service. These talks are in the form of short discussions between people with special knowledge of subjects of current interest. The one I hope you will undertake is on Education. I haven’t yet selected the other speaker, but obviously we shall choose someone who is more disposed to defend the current educational system than you are. These broadcasts take about 13½ minutes, which means probably that your contribution would be in the neighbourhood of 750 words. The date of this broadcast would be September 11th, at 12.45 p.m. BST. This means that I should like to have the script by September 4th if possible. [If] you agree, I will make all the arrangements for the necessary meeting and discussion. Could you be kind enough to let me know as soon as possible whether this interests you?

Yours sincerely,

[Initialled] E.A.B

George Orwell

Talks Producer

Indian Section




1244. BBC Talks Booking Form, 24.6.42


K. K. Ardaschir: ‘The Marriage of the Seas’; a talk on the Suez Canal; 13 minutes; recorded 23.6.42; broadcast 26.6.42; special fee, £10.10s to cover research work and all expenses. Signed: Z. A. Bokhari.






1245. BBC Talks Booking Form, 24.6.42


E. M. Forster: ‘Some Books’; monthly talks on books; 13 minutes; broadcast 22.7.42, 19.8.42, 16.9.42, and 14.10.42; fee £21 each talk. Signed: Z. A. Bokhari.






1246. War-time Diary

24.6.42: Listened-in last night to Lord Haw Haw—not Joyce,1 who apparently has been off the air for some time, but a man who sounded to me like a South African, followed by another with more of a cockney voice. There was a good deal about the Congress of the Free India movement in Bangkok. Was amazed to notice that all the Indian names were mispronounced, and grossly mispronounced—eg. Ras Behari Bose2 rendered as Rash Beery Bose. Yet after all the Indians who are broadcasting from Germany are available for advice on these points. They probably go in and out of the same building as Lord Haw Haw every day. It is rather encouraging to see this kind of slovenliness happening on the other side as well.




1247. To Mulk Raj Anand

25 June 1942 PP/EB

Dear Mulk,

I’m afraid I didn’t tell you when you were here the other day that the last date for the Meet My Friend talks will be 22nd July, which means, I am afraid, that the talk by Andre van Gysegham°1 will have to be the last in the series.2

I am getting in touch with the Contracts Department about the last three speakers, and they will receive their contracts in due course.

Yours sincerely,

George Orwell

Talks Producer

Indian Section

P.S. I find now that you haven’t given me the addresses of any of these people, so I can’t issue the contract slips. If you will let me know before I go away, or else tell Mr. Bokhari’s secretary, then we can get on with the contracts.




1248. To C. H. Waddington

25–26 (?) June 1942 PP/31

SHOULD BE GRATEFUL FOR FULLEST INFORMATION REGARDING ALL TITLES OF WORKS FROM WHICH YOU QUOTED IN YOUR RECORDING ON TWENTY-FOURTH° STOP SUGGEST YOU TELEPHONE REVERSED CHARGE

BLAIR BROADCASTS




1249. BBC Talks Booking Form, 26.6.42


Mulk Raj Anand: ‘Meet My Friend,’ 7–9; ‘Last three in series of 13-minute discussions & interviews arranged by Mr. Anand, who will get the speakers and broadcast for about 6–7 minutes each week. (Last 3 talks)’; recorded 6, 13,1 and 20.7.42; broadcast 8, 15, and 22.7.42; fee £10.10s each programme ‘to cover contacting of speakers & preparation and broadcasting of part in discussion.’ Signed: Z. A. Bokhari. Remarks: ‘This series, originally intended to cover 12 talks, has been cut down to 9 only.’






1250. BBC Talks Booking Form, 26.6.42


Clemence Dane: ‘Women Generally Speaking’; two 12-minute talks, 1. Reading; 2. Reading (books recommended); broadcast 1 and 8.7.42; fee £15.15s each (altered from £8.8s; see here). Signed: Z. A. Bokhari.






1251. BBC Talks Booking Form, 26.6.42


André van Gyseghem:1 ‘Meet My Friend,’ 8; recorded 13.7.42; broadcast 15.7.42; fee £6.6s. Signed: Z. A. Bokhari. This form is crossed through and marked ‘Cancelled.’






1252. BBC Talks Booking Form, 26.6.42


Dr. Bhupen Mukerjee: ‘The Music I Like’; the Luton Band in conjunction with Dr. Dennis Wright; script about 3 minutes; broadcast 27.6.42; fee £3.3s. Signed: Z. A. Bokhari.






1253. War-time Diary

26.6.42: Everyone very defeatist after the Libya business.1 Some of the papers going cold on the Second Front again. Tom Driberg2 (”William Hickey”) wins the Maiden by-election, scoring twice as many votes as the Conservative candidate. That makes 4 out of the last 6 elections that the Government has lost.




1254. Weekly News Review, 28

27 June 1942


Orwell began his annual leave after duty on this day—he is recorded as being away from Monday 29 June—and returned to work on Monday, 13 July. It is likely that he prepared this script, which has not been traced, before departing. PasB records, as usual, Weekly News Review read by Z. A. Bokhari and gives the timing as 13½ minutes. However, ‘by Z. A. Bokhari’ is the description given in PasB for the transmission on 4 and 11 July, when Orwell was fishing at Callow End, Worcestershire. The probability is that Orwell wrote the script for 27 June but not those for 4 July (which have not survived) or 11 July (see here). This illustrates again the problem posed by the phrase ‘by Z. A. Bokhari.’ It is taken to mean ‘read by’ when applied in the PasBs to the Weekly News Reviews; this can be demonstrated by occasional statements that a script was written by Orwell. See also here. There is a degree of uncertainty here that cannot satisfactorily be resolved.






1255. Gujarati Newsletter, 18

29 June 1942


Orwell officially began his two weeks’ leave on Monday, 29 June, though he would be free from about noon on the preceding Saturday at the latest. No script has been traced, but he is credited with writing the English version of this newsletter according to the talks booking form and also those for 6 and 13 July (the latter being the day he returned to duty). It is very unlikely that he wrote the two July newsletters, but he may have prepared that for 29 June before he left. According to the PasB, this is a little shorter than most Gujarati Newsletters. Its timing is given as 9′ 25″, whereas these newsletters usually ran (according to surviving timings) from 10 to 13 minutes. He may have hurriedly put it together based on what was available to him about Friday, 26 June. Though there can be no certainty, this newsletter is credited to Orwell; those for 6 and 13 July are not. See also Bengali Newsletter for 11 July 1942 (here), for which Orwell was scheduled to write the English version.






1256. Z. A. Bokhari to L. F. Easterbrook and to Sir John Russell

30 June 1942


Whilst Orwell was on leave, Bokhari filled in for him, and these letters on Orwell’s behalf are included in order to maintain the continuity of the arrangements Orwell initiated.



Dear Mr. Easterbrook

Thank you very much for your letter to Orwell dated the 28th June. He is on leave and I am looking after his office during his absence.

Sir John Russell cannot manage to broadcast on the 14th August. I have therefore written to him to suggest a date before the 14th August, when you could both record the talk, if the suggested date is convenient to you also. I have mentioned to him that Tuesdays and Thursdays are your best days. This means that the script will have to be prepared earlier than the 7th August. I hope it will not be too inconvenient for you to send us your script before that date. I shall let you know the exact date for the recording, when I hear from Sir John Russell. We are very grateful to you for your co-operation.

Dear Sir John,

I am writing to you after five years. We met in India and then we travelled together on the good old Tuscania. I hope we shall meet again. George Orwell is on leave and during his absence, I am looking after his office.

I have received your letter of the 27th June, addressed to him. It will not be advisable to interrupt your leave. I wonder if you would care to record your talk before you go on leave. I will get in touch with Mr. Easterbrook and find out if the date which is convenient to you is also convenient to him. Easterbrook in a letter to us says that he is in London two or three times a week and Tuesdays and Thursdays are his best days. Perhaps you will kindly suggest a Tuesday or Thursday which will suit you for recording this talk, before you go on leave.




1257. Review of The Sword and the Sickle by Mulk Raj Anand

Horizon, July 1942

In this war we have one weapon which our enemies cannot use against us, and that is the English language. Several other languages are spoken by larger numbers of people, but there is no other that has any claim to be a world-wide lingua franca. The Japanese administrators in the Philippines, the Chinese delegates in India, the Indian nationalists in Berlin, are all obliged to do their business in English. Therefore, although Mr. Anand’s novel would still be interesting on its own merits if it had been written by an Englishman, it is impossible to read it without remembering every few pages that it is also a cultural curiosity. The growth, especially during the last few years, of an English-language Indian literature is a strange phenomenon, and it will have its effect on the post-war world, if not on the outcome of the war itself.

This novel is a sequel to The Village and Across the Black Waters. The Sikh sepoy who has fought in France and spent years as a prisoner in Germany comes home to find himself—partly because he is suspected of disaffection and partly because that is the normal fate of all soldiers in all wars—cheated out of the reward that he had imagined that he was fighting for. The rest of the story deals mostly with the peasant movement and the beginnings of the Indian Communist Party. Now, any book about India written by an Indian must at this date almost unavoidably be the story of a grievance, and I notice that Mr. Anand has already got himself into trouble by what is wrongly described as his bitterness. In reality, the book’s comparative lack of bitterness is a roundabout demonstration of the English ‘bad conscience’ towards India. In a novel on the same subject by an English intellectual, what would you expect to find? An endless masochistic denunciation of his own race, and a series of traditional caricatures of Anglo-Indian society, with its unbearable club life, its chota pegs,1 etc., etc. In the scene as the Indian sees it, however, the English hardly enter. They are merely a permanent evil, something taken almost for granted, like the climate, and though the ultimate objective is to get rid of British rule, it is almost forgotten among the weaknesses and internecine struggles of the revolutionaries themselves. European characters barely appear in the story—a reminder that in India only about one person in a thousand is technically white—and of the few that do it cannot be said that they are treated worse than the other characters. They are not treated sympathetically either, for on the whole the characterization is harsh and derisive (to give just one example, Mr. Gandhi’s head is described as resembling ‘a raw purple turnip’), and the whole book is full of the Indian melancholy and of the horribly ugly, degrading scenes which offend one’s eyes all the time in the starved countries of the East. Although it ends on a comparatively hopeful note this novel does not break the rule that books about India are depressing. Probably they must be so, quite apart from the question-mark they raise in the English conscience, because while the world remains in anything like its present shape the central problem of India, its poverty, is not soluble. How much of the special atmosphere of English-language Indian literature is due to its subject-matter is uncertain, but in reading Mr. Anand’s work, or that of Ahmed Ali2 and several others, it is difficult not to feel that by this time another dialect, comparable perhaps to Irish-English, has grown up. One quotation will do to illustrate this:

‘Conscious of his responsibility for the misadventures into which he had led them, Lalu bent down and strained to lever the dead bodies with trembling hands. A sharp odour of decomposing flesh shot up to his nostrils from Chandra’s body, while his hands were smeared with blood from Nandu’s neck. He sat up imagining the smell to be a whiff of the foul virulence of bacterial decay, ensuing from the vegetation of the forest through which they had come. But, as he bent down again, there was no disguising the stink of the corpse. And, in a flash, he realized that though Nandu’s blood was hot now, it would soon be cold and the body would stink if it was carried all the way to Allahabad.’

There is a vaguely unEnglish flavour about this (‘shot up to his nostrils’, for instance, is not quite an English idiom), and yet it is obviously the work of a man who is not only at ease with the English language but thinks in it and would probably write in it by preference. This raises the question of the future, if any, of English-language Indian literature. At present English is to a great extent the official and business language of India: five million Indians are literate in it and millions more speak a debased version of it; there is a huge English-language Indian Press, and the only English magazine devoted wholly to poetry is edited by Indians. On average, too, Indians write and even pronounce English far better than any European race. Will this state of affairs continue? It is inconceivable that the present relationship between the two countries will last much longer, and when it vanishes the economic inducements for learning English will also tend to disappear. Presumably, therefore, the fate of the English language in Asia is either to fade out or to survive as a pidgin language useful for business and technical purposes. It might survive, in dialect form, as the mother-tongue of the small Eurasian community, but it is difficult to believe that it has a literary future. Mr. Anand and Ahmed Ali are much better writers than the average run of English novelists, but they are not likely to have many successors. Why, then, is it that their books have at this moment an importance that goes beyond their literary merit? Partly because they are interpreting Asia to the West, but more, I think, because they act as a Westernizing influence among their own countrymen. And at present there are reasons why the second function is more important than the first.

Anyone who has to deal in propaganda knows that a sudden change came over the Indian scene as soon as Japan entered the war. Many, perhaps most, Indian intellectuals are emotionally pro-Japanese. From their point of view Britain is the enemy, China means nothing to them, Russia is an object of lip-service only. But is it the case that the Indian anti-British intelligentsia actually wishes to see China permanently enslaved, the Soviet Union destroyed, Europe a Nazi concentration camp? No, that is not fair either: it is merely that the nationalism of defeated peoples is necessarily revengeful and short-sighted. If you discuss this question with an Indian you get an answer something like this: ‘Half of me is a Socialist but the other half is a Nationalist. I know what Fascism means, I know very well that I ought to be on your side, but I hate your people so much that if we can get rid of them I hardly care what happens afterwards. I tell you that there are moments when all I want is to see China, Japan and India get together and destroy Western civilization, not only in Asia, but in Europe.’ This outlook is widespread among the coloured peoples. Its emotional roots are obvious enough, the various disguises in which it is wrapped are easily seen through, but it is there, and it contains a great danger, to us and to the world. The only answer to the self-pity and race-hatred common among Indians is to point out that others besides Indians are oppressed. The only answer to nationalism is international Socialism, and the contact of Indians—to a lesser extent, of all Asiatics— with Socialist literature and Socialist thought generally is through the English language. As a general rule, Indians are reliably anti-Fascist in proportion as they are Westernized. That is why at the beginning of this review I described the English language as a weapon of war. It is a funnel for ideas deadly to the Fascist view of life. Mr. Anand does not like us very much, and some of his colleagues hate us very bitterly; but so long as they voice their hatred in English they are in a species of alliance with us, and an ultimate decent settlement with the Indians whom we have wronged but also helped to awaken remains possible.3




1258. War-time Diary

1.7.42: At Callow End, Worcs. (staying on a farm). No noise except aeroplanes, birds and the mowers cutting the hay. No mention of the war except with reference to the1 Italian prisoners, who are working on some of the farms. They seem to be considered good workers and for fruit-picking are preferred to the town people who come out from Worcester and are described as “artful”. In spite of the feeding difficulties, plenty of pigs, poultry, geese and turkeys about. Cream for every meal at this place.2

[Huge bombers flying overhead all day. Also aeroplanes doing extraordinary things, eg. towing other planes by a wire (perhaps gliders?) or carrying smaller planes perched on their backs.]




1259. BBC Talks Booking Form, 3.7.42


C. D. Darlington: ‘A.D. 2000,’ 3, ‘India in the Steel Age’; industrialisation of India; 20-minute talk; recorded 7.7.42; broadcast 10.7.42; fee £10.10s. Signed: Z. A. Bokhari.1






1260. BBC Talks Booking Form, 3.7.42


Bahadur Singh: ‘These Names Will Live’; Lindsay, Master of Balliol; broadcast 14.7.42; fee £8.8s + 13s 2d fare. Signed: Z. A. Bokhari.1






1261. War-time Diary

3.7.42: Vote of censure defeated 475–25. This figure means that there were very few abstentions. The same trick as usual—the debate twisted into a demand for a vote of confidence in Churchill himself, which has to be given, since there is no one to take Churchill’s place. Things are made much easier for the government by the obvious bad motives of some of its chief attackers, eg. Hore-Belisha.1 I don’t know how much longer this comedy can go on, but not much longer.

No reference to the second front in Churchill’s speech.

The Japanese are evidently going to attack Russia fairly soon. They appear to be firmly lodged in the outer Aleutians, which can’t have any meaning except as a move to cut communications between Russia and the USA.

The pinks are panicking to an extent they haven’t equalled since Dunkirk. The New Statesman’s leading article is headed “Facing the Spectre”. They take the loss of Egypt for granted. Heaven knows whether this will actually happen, but these people have prophecied° the loss of Egypt so often before that their doing so again is almost enough to persuade one that it won’t happen. It is curious how they always do what the Germans want them to do—eg., for some time past, demanding that we stop the raids on Germany and send our bombers to Egypt. A little earlier we were to send our bombers to India. In each case the same move as was being demanded by the German “freedom” stations. A thing that strikes one also is the airy disdain with which all the pinks talk of our air raids on Germany—air raids make very little impression, etc., etc. And these are the people who squealed loudest during the blitz on London.

4.7.42: Everyone seems stupefied by Wardlaw-Milne’s2 suggestion ⌈in the speech moving the vote of censure,⌉ that the Duke of Gloucester should be made Commander-in-Chief. The most likely explanation is that Gloucester was intended to act as dummy for somebody else ⌈(Possibly Mountbatten?)⌉ Even so one could hardly imagine a worse figurehead than this fat mental defective.

Pubs in this village shut quite a lot of the time for lack of beer. Possibly only due to the recent spell of hot weather. This is a hop area and I find the farmers have been asked not to cut down their acreage of hops,3 indeed some have increased it. All these hops go for beer, at least all the high-grade ones.

10.7.42: A day or two ago a couple of lorries belonging to the Navy arrived with a party of Wrens4 and sailors who put in several hours work weeding out the turnips in Mr. Phillips’s5 field. All the village women delighted by the appearance of the sailors in their blue trousers and white singlets. “Don’t they look clean, like! I like sailors. They always look so clean “. ⌈The sailors and Wrens also seemed to enjoy their outing and drinks in the pub afterwards. It appeared that they belonged to some volunteer organisation which sends workers out as they are needed.⌉ Mrs Phillips explains it: “It’s the voluntary organisation from Malvern.6 Sometimes it’s A. Ts7 they send and sometimes8 sailors. Of course we like having them. Well, it makes you a bit independent of your own work-people, you see. The work-people, they’re awful nowadays. Just do so much and no more. ⌈They know you can’t do without them, you see. And you can’t get a woman to do a bit indoors nowadays. The girls won’t stay here, with no picture-house in the village. I do have a woman who comes in, but I can’t get any work out of her.⌉ It helps a bit when you get a few voluntary workers. Makes you more independent, like”.

How right and proper it all is [when you consider how necessary it is that agricultural work should not be neglected, and how right and proper also that town people should get a bit of contact with the soil.] Yet these voluntary organisations, plus the work done by soldiers in the9 hay-making etc., and the10 Italian prisoners, are simply blackleg labour.

The Government wins at Salisbury. Hipwell, the editor of “Reveille”,11 was the Independent candidate. Wherever this mountebank stands the Government wins automatically. How grateful they must be to him, if indeed they aren’t actually paying him to do it.

The “Blue Bell” again shut for lack of beer. Quite serious boozing for 4 or 5 days of the week, then drought. ⌈Sometimes, however, when they are shut the local officers are to be seen drinking in a private room, the common soldiers as well as the labourers being shut out. The “Red Lion” in the next village, goes on a different system which the proprietor explains to me: “I don’t hold with giving it all to the summer visitors. If beer’s short, let the locals come first, I say. A lot of days I keep the pub door shut, and then only the locals know the way in at the back. A man that’s working in the fields needs his beer, ’specially with the food they got to eat nowadays. But I rations ’em. I says to ’em, ‘Now look here, you want your beer regular, don’t you? Wouldn’t you rather have a pint with your dinner every day than four pints one day and three the next?’ Same with the soldiers. I don’t like to refuse beer to a soldier, but I only lets ’em have a pint their first drink. After that it’s ‘Half pints only, boys’. Like that it gets shared out a bit.”⌉




1262. Fishing


On the verso of the penultimate page of Volume III of the War-time Diary, facing 11 and 15 October 1942, is a list of what Orwell had caught when fishing on a farm at Callow End, Worcestershire, during his leave from the BBC. Days of the week have been added.
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1263. News Review, 29

4 July 1942


No script has been traced. PasB has ‘News Review by Z. A. Bokhari.’ Since Orwell was away in Worcestershire on holiday, it is extremely unlikely he wrote this script, and it is not credited to him. See here and here.






1264. Z. A. Bokhari to L. F. Easterbrook and to Sir John Russell

4 July 1942

Dear Mr. Easterbrook

We have had a message from Sir John Russell to the effect that he will be in London on Tuesday next, 7th July and he would very much like to have a preliminary discussion with you if you can conveniently manage it. I suggest that you should meet in my office (Room 322 at 200 Oxford Street, W. 1.—not far from Oxford Circus) at 2.45 p.m. on that day, when you will be able to discuss your joint talk on “Agriculture” in our series “I’d Like It Explained”. I do hope this appointment will be convenient to you.

Sir John Russell also suggests recording your discussion together on the following Tuesday, 14th July, sometime during the morning, but I think we shall be able to arrange that more easily after the preliminary discussion and while you are at 200 Oxford Street.

Dear Sir John,

Thank you very much for your telephone message. We have written to Mr. Easterbrook, suggesting that you and he should meet in my office (Room 322, at 200 Oxford Street, W. 1.) on Tuesday, 7th July, at 2.45 p.m. We have informed your Secretary at the Ministry of Information of this appointment, and as far as she knows, the time is convenient to you.

With regard to your suggestion for recording your discussion with Mr. F. Easterbrook on Tuesday, 14th July, I think we might leave the arrangements for this recording till we meet together on Tuesday next, 7th July.




1265. Gujarati Newsletter, 19

6 July 1942


No script has been traced. PasB gives the timing as 13′ 20″. Since Orwell was on holiday in Worcestershire, it is extremely improbable that he wrote the English version, and it is not credited to him here despite the statement made on the relevant talks booking form; see here.






1266. Z. A. Bokhari to Princess Indira of Kapurthala, J. Bahadur Singh, Noel Sircar, Shridhar Telkar

9 July 1942


Except for the booking dates, the same letter was sent to each news reader. Princess Indira was booked for 22 August, Singh for 8 August and 5 September, Sircar for 15 August and 12 September, Telkar for 1 and 29 August. Talks booking forms were issued for each person on 9 July; these included the statement (varied as appropriate): ‘Mr B. Singh is one of the 4 Indians we have asked to read this weekly News Review, in turn. (It is written by E. Blair).’ A fee of £3. 3s was offered for each broadcast.

In the event, Princess Indira did not read on 22 August, nor, so far as can be ascertained, on any other occasion; her place was taken by Homi Bode. The letter reproduced is that to Bahadur Singh:



I understand that Mr. Blair has already approached you about our idea of having a different speaker to present our weekly News Review in English in our programme “Through Eastern Eyes”, and I understand that you are willing to help us in this matter.

The News Review is written by Eric Blair and is usually ready (except for last minute alterations) on Fridays during the afternoon. The time of the broadcast is 1115–1130 GMT on Saturdays. We shall be grateful if you can undertake to present this News Review for us on these Saturdays, 8th August and 5th September at 1115 GMT. No doubt it will be possible for you to see Mr. Blair sometime during the morning on Saturday to discuss and rehearse.




1267. News Review, 30

11 July 1942

A script for this broadcast survives. There are very slight manuscript changes; it bears both censorship stamps, the censor being Bokhari; it is marked ‘As B’cast,’ but the hand in which this is written is not Orwell’s. Two things suggest that this broadcast, like News Review 20, for 2.5.42 (see here), was not written by Orwell: his whereabouts at the time and characteristics of its presentation.

On 11 July, Orwell was staying on a farm at Callow End in Worcestershire, where he had been since 1 July. He recorded when he went fishing—every day from 28 June to 11 July inclusive—and on the 11th he caught a dace; see here.

The typescript shows characteristics not found in scripts associated with Orwell. Until the last page, all personal and place names are typed in capitals (here, in capitals and small capitals)—even such obvious ones as Egypt and Don; the paragraphs are much shorter on average than those in commentaries that can definitely be shown to be Orwell’s: there are twenty-one as compared with eight in the broadcast for the following Saturday. The typing is that of a competent amateur—presumably the scriptwriter and the style is certainly not Orwell’s. This newsletter is not, therefore, included among those credited to Orwell. It is reproduced for comparison. PasB has ‘Weekly News Review by Z. A. Bokhari’ and gives the timing as 13′ 30″. See also here.


During this week the two great German offensives in RUSSIA and AFRICA have continued. As you know, the long-term strategical aim of the Germans is to drive through, by a vast pincer movement, to the Oil of Iraq and the Caucasus, and from there to join forces with the Japanese. The essential thing for us is that this drive should be held, and if we do that we need not grudge temporary losses of territory, and may look with confidence to the future.

For the last four days, there has been a lull in the fighting in EGYPT. It is now over. The battle has flared up again at the northern end of our defence line, about seventy miles west of ALEXANDRIA. The new flare-up follows an intensified day and night offensive by the Royal Air Force. Only two nights ago, our heavy bombers started an assault on great masses of Axis transport on the road to the front. The attacks went on all day, and British front-line soldiers said that the ground in front of them was sometimes obscured by bomb explosions.

After the first rush of the German tank columns had been halted, there was ground for hope that we might launch a powerful counter-offensive immediately. The German forces were extremely exhausted and their lengthened supply lines were not working smoothly. However, our own losses had also been great, and the four days had to elapse; it may be that the Germans have had time for recuperation and reinforcement. Meanwhile, though we have great stores of arms in EGYPT and the Middle East, the reinforcements of those stores is necessarily a slow process. In that sense the German supply-lines there in EGYPT are shorter than ours.

One very encouraging feature of the war in EGYPT has been the firm behaviour of the Egyptian people and their leaders. There has been no panic; the country is united under its natural leader1 and the people are said to be treating the German propaganda, especially the leaflets which are scattered from aeroplanes, with contempt; and meanwhile strong measures have been taken against war profiteers. The struggle for EGYPT will be carried on with determination by the Egyptian people as well as by the Allied Armies.

In Russia the Germans have launched two new offensives, well to the north of the tremendous battle still raging along the middle reaches of the DON. One is about a hundred-and-forty miles south-east of KHARKOV, where the Germans have advanced sixty miles to the east since they captured IZYUM last month. The other is forty-five miles south of ROSS-OSH,° on the main MOSCOW-CAUCASUS railway, from which the Russians have already had to withdraw. Meanwhile, the heavy German offensive against VORONEZH, over one hundred miles to the north, is still going on. MOSCOW radio says the fighting there is becoming even more intense, and that on Friday morning an important position held by the Germans was recaptured. London papers emphasize the threat of this heavy German offensive and the need to send further supplies to Russia; the British as a whole feel the greatest admiration for the courageous resistance of the Russians. The most serious strategical effect of the drive is the Russian loss of their main railway from the Caucasus to Moscow.

The attack on the DON can no longer be viewed in isolation from the rest of the Soviet front. The immediate objective is undoubtedly the cutting-off of the Southern Army. Already the situation in which TIMOSHENKO2 find[s] himself in relation to the rest of the front is serious. The Germans are trying to rupture his direct communication with the north, and they seem determined to leave him no alternative route.

The Soviet announcement of the evacuation of ROSSOSH is significant. This town lies one hundred miles to the south of VORONEZH. A week ago the German forces were still at VOLCHANSK, a hundred miles to the west. The rapidity of the Nazi advance indicates a general Soviet withdrawal along this stretch of the DON. The strategic sacrifice of this territory is serious because from ROSSOSH ran a lateral railway line to the east and connected with the Moscow railway.

This was one of the many strategic lines built in recent years and is not marked on most maps. But now it, too, has passed under German control. The fact that the mass of the German armies is still on the western bank of the DON is not an insuperable difficulty, for von BOCK;3 the river in these regions is not very wide,4 and at this time of the year is shallow and easily crossed.

The real problem for the Soviet Supreme Command is to anticipate the direction of the German attack. The general opinion, of course, is the CAUCASUS, oil and the Middle East. But there are equally strong indications that what Hitler needs as much as oil is a quick political as well as military victory over the Soviet Union.

It would be dangerous to overlook the sudden switching northward of von BOCK’s armies in a great enveloping movement to the rear of Moscow, while the frontal attack which is already under way is pressed from the KALININ-RZEV district.

Midway between VORONEZH and ROSSOSH the railway from KHARKOV and KUPYANSK crosses the DON and runs first east, and then north-east. Just over a hundred miles from the DON it cuts the first important Moscow line and about seventy miles further, the second running south-east.

These are not the immediate possibilities but the undoubted possible developments of the war. TIMOSHENKO’s forces are fighting back here and maintaining their positions there. But this is modern fluid war and once a point of the Soviet defence is penetrated, we must be prepared to see the Nazis using every possible means to widen the gap.

Further information has been coming in about the behaviour of the Japanese in territories they have over-run. The Japanese in JAVA are trying to blame the Dutch for the famine which they are expecting because of Japanese robbery and maladministration. In fact the Dutch never destroyed any stocks of food destined for internal consumption in the islands. The island of AMBOYNA, for example, is not self-supporting and had large stocks of rice; these were confiscated by the Japanese. TOKYO radio has made an urgent appeal for 30,000 Japanese to go to the Dutch East Indies for administration; the Dutch had only about half as many Europeans in their Civil Service. All small businesses in Japan, the Berlin radio said, are to be liquidated, and their owners employed in industries in the newly-acquired territories. These are clearly to put the Javanese traders out of business. Furthermore, Japanese peasants and fishermen are being slipped5 over in large numbers. All JAVANESE fishing boats have been requisitioned by the JAPANESE, who have re-started fishing under strict government control. The population of JAVA is nearly eight hundred to the square mile. It is obvious that the JAVANESE must expect fearful hardships if the JAPANESE occupation continues. Meanwhile all INDONESIAN political organisations in JAVA have been abolished by JAPANESE decree; all must collaborate with the military authorities.

In NEW GUINEA, a Japanese proclamation demands that “all and everyone must bow their heads whenever they see Japanese soldiers.” They must learn JAPANESE. All property has been “frozen”. They must not write letters or listen to the wireless.

The JAPANESE are behaving fairly well in BURMA, because they expect soon to have to fight for BURMA and are anxious not to be much hated there. They are chiefly concerned to make the BURMANS hate and suspect the Indians and the Chinese, the Shan tribes6 in the north hate and suspect the Chinese and the Burmans, the Thailanders hate and suspect the Burmans and the Chinese. Such is the JAPANESE plan for speedy peace and freedom in Asia.

You can now get news of the campaign as it develops direct from RUSSIA, as the Russians are broadcasting to India themselves.

Let us turn to the fighting in China.

Chungking reports that in Kiangsi the Japanese thrusts from the capital have been thrown back. The Chinese claim to have encircled 30,000 Japanese troops. Further east, in Chekiang, reinforced Japanese troops are advancing towards the port of Wenchow. Far to the north west of this fighting, in the mountains between Shanshi and Honan provinces, the Japanese are said to be withdrawing towards the bases from which they launched their offensive last month. The Chinese say that the battle is in its closing stages, and has been a defeat for the Japanese.

Thus heavy fighting is still going on in China, mainly in the Eastern provinces where the Japanese are afraid that airfields might be used to bomb Japan. The Japanese may also still hope to exhaust the Chinese by keeping up a considerable strain; it is known that most of the Japanese armies are still in China.

In this week, as you know, occurred the anniversary of the start of the Sino Japanese war. China has now entered her sixth year of determined and successful resistance to aggression, and she calls the anniversary Reconstruction Day. There were great celebrations in England; not only the official meetings for speeches by the Chinese Ambassador and other distinguished speakers; all over the country the mayors of urban and district councils have called meetings to honour the Chinese resistance and collect gifts for the China Fund. The determination of CHINA has excited great admiration in England.

Today all the 42-year-old women of Britain are registering for National Service. Many of them are married women with children and many will only be asked to undertake part-time war work near their homes. Over eight million women have now been registered for service in England and from 15,000 to 20,000 a week are being transferred to Women’s Services or to war work. Britain is determined to resist the aggression to the end.






1268. Bengali Newsletter

11 July 1942


A talks booking form survives for 27 June 1942, initiated by Bokhari, which states that S. K. Das Gupta was commissioned to translate and read the Bengali Newsletter for Saturday, 11 July at 4.30 DBST, and that this would be written by ‘Eric Blair, Indian Section.’ Blair’s name has been crossed through, however, and Z. A. Bokhari written over it (by Bokhari). Orwell was on holiday; see here.

Two letters from Bokhari to Das Gupta, 27 June and 8 July 1942, fill in some minor details. The English version was to be ready at 200 Oxford Street at any time after 10:30 A.M. on the Saturday of the broadcast, ‘but I dare say you will not want to come here quite as early as that.’ The translation should be begun at once, but ‘You can always go away between finishing the translation, timing it—and actually broadcasting it at 3.45 DBST.’ On 8 July, Bokhari gives a time three-quarters of an hour in advance of that given earlier. The transmission was from 200 Oxford Street.

What is unclear is the extent to which Orwell was involved in preparing English versions for translation into Bengali before this date. He certainly prepared such versions from 18 July 1942 to at least 16 January 1943.






1269. To Picture Post

11 July 1942


On 27 June 1942, Picture Post published ‘the first article in an important new series,’ ‘Britain’s Silent Revolution’ by J. B. Priestley. The series asked ‘What is happening in Britain? What kind of a country is being shaped by the war?’ At the head of Priestley’s article was this statement in bold type: ‘We are threatened with decay—but the war has saved us. Some of the old are uprooted; some of the new blessings are steadily growing. Here is our great chance to fashion a really healthy society.’ On 4 July, Vernon Bartlett, M.P., wrote on ‘The Revolt Against Party Politics’ and on 11 July, a column was run, ‘What They Say About Bartlett and Priestley.’ Two letters were printed in response to Priestley’s article, one from the Bishop of Bradford and one from George Orwell:



I am in agreement with Mr. Priestley as to the general direction in which our society is moving, but do not share his apparent belief that things will inevitably happen fast enough to prevent the old gang getting their claws into us again. Two years ago I would have echoed his optimistic utterances more confidently than I would now. At that time an appalling disaster had brought this country to what looked like the first stage of revolution, and one could be excused for believing that class privilege and economic inequality would quite rapidly disappear under the pressure of danger. Obviously this has failed to happen. But I do agree with Mr. Priestley that the sort of society we knew before 1939 is not likely to return. I don’t share the belief which some people still seem to hold, that “this is a capitalist war,” and that if we win it we shall simply see the British ruling class in power again. What I should like to hear about in Mr. Priestley’s next article is not “What?” but “How?”—just how we are to set about getting the truly democratic society we want.

George Orwell, Abbey Road, NW 8.




1270. Pacifism and the War: A Controversy. By D. S. Savage, George Woodcock, Alex Comfort, George Orwell

Partisan Review, September–October 1942. Orwell’s contribution is dated 12 July 1942

D. S. Savage:1

A few brief comments on George Orwell’s March-April London Letter. [see here.]

It is fashionable nowadays to equate Fascism with Germany. We must fight Fascism, therefore we must fight Germany. Thus Mr. Orwell, “the greater part of the very young intelligentsia … don’t feel the horror of Fascism that we who are somewhat older feel,” also, “there is no real answer to the charge that pacifism is objectively pro-Fascist.” Answer: Fascism is not a force confined to any one nation. We can just as soon get it here as anywhere else. The characteristic markings of Fascism are, curtailment of individual and minority liberties; abolition of private life and private values and substitution of State life and public values (patriotism); external imposition of discipline (militarism); prevalence of mass-values and mass-mentality; falsification of intellectual activity under State pressure. These are all tendencies of present-day Britain. The pacifist opposes every one of these, and might therefore be called the only genuine opponent of Fascism.

Don’t let us be misled by names. Fascism is quite capable of calling itself Democracy or even Socialism. It’s the reality under the name that matters. War demands totalitarian organization of society. Germany organized herself on that basis prior to embarking on war. Britain now finds herself compelled to take the same measures after involvement in war. Germans call it National Socialism. We call it Democracy. The result is the same.

Let us assume that Mr. Orwell means “objectively pro-German.” (If so, his loose terminology is surely indicative of very loose thinking.) Who is “objective”?—Mr. Orwell, a partisan of one particular side in the struggle? According to this type of reasoning, a German or Japanese pacifist would be “objectively pro-British.” This is puerile. Mr. Orwell is assuming that the pacifist shares his chauvinistic predilections. On the contrary, we regard the war as a disaster to humanity. Who is to say that a British victory will be less disastrous than a German one? The last British victory was pretty meaningless.

Mr. Orwell, in all his recent writings on the subject, shows a total inability to grasp the real nature of pacifism. Let me try, in a few words, to enlighten him.

Mr. Orwell is himself a “politician,” with a politician’s outlook on things. He consequently sees pacifism primarily as a political phenomenon. That is just what it isn’t. Primarily it is a moral phenomenon. Political movements are based on programme and organization. With pacifism, programme and organization are quite subsidiary. Pacifism springs from conscience—i.e., from within the individual human being. “Peace News,” says Orwell, “follows its old tradition of opposing war for different and incompatible reasons.” There are certainly innumerable reasons why war should be opposed, but the chief reason is the diabolical nature of modern warfare, with its diabolical repercussions upon human personality and values. I am not referring only to the act of warfare itself, but the whole complex of events which is war. The corruption and hollowness revealed in the prosecution of this war are too contemptible for words. Certainly I will accept my share of responsibility for them, but I won’t fight in a war to extend that corruption and hollowness.

Perhaps I ought to try and give expression to what many of us pacifists feel about Germany in relation to ourselves, since Mr. Orwell brings up this point. Needless to say, we have no love for Fascism, and our entire attitude is one of personal resistance to all forms of Fascism, as they impinge upon us in concrete form. (Whereas Orwell swallows the concrete encroachments and waves his arms at a distant bogey.) Not only will we not fight, nor lend a hand with the war, but the “intellectuals” among us would scorn to mentally compromise themselves with the Government. Orwell dislikes the French intellectuals licking up Hitler’s crumbs, but what’s the difference between them and our intellectuals who are licking up Churchill’s? However: we [who] “don’t believe in any ‘defence of democracy,’ are inclined to prefer Germany to Britain, and don’t feel the horror of Fascism that we who are somewhat older feel.” I can only speak for myself, of course, but surely the ‘defence of democracy’ is best served by defending one’s own concrete liberties, not by equating democracy with Britain, and allowing all democracy to be destroyed in order that we may fight better—for “Britain”; and Orwell should not need to be told what, or who, “Britain” now is.

I am not greatly taken in by Britain’s “democracy,” particularly as it is gradually vanishing under the pressure of the war. Certainly I would never fight and kill for such a phantasm. I do not greatly admire the part “my country” has played in world events. I consider that spiritually Britain has lost all meaning; she once stood for something, perhaps, but who can pretend that the idea of “Britain” now counts for anything in the world? This is not cynicism. I feel identified with my country in a deep sense, and want her to regain her meaning, her soul, if that be possible: but the unloading of a billion tons of bombs on Germany won’t help this forward an inch. The pretence exists in some quarters that, although Britain has been a sick nation, now, engaged in war, she has “found her soul,” and by this one gathers that the sickness was exemplified by Chamberlain and the soul-finding by Churchill. Unfortunately, deep changes do not occur so easily as that. England does not even know what she is fighting for, only what she is fighting against. The pacifists’ “championing” of Hitler referred to by Orwell is simply a recognition by us that Hitler and Germany contain a real historical dynamic, whereas we do not. Whereas the rest of the nation is content with calling down obloquy on Hitler’s head, we regard this as superficial. Hitler requires, not condemnation, but understanding. This does not mean that we like, or defend him. Personally I do not care for Hitler. He is, however, “realler” than Chamberlain, Churchill, Cripps, etc., in that he is the vehicle of raw historical forces, whereas they are stuffed dummies, waxwork figures, living in unreality. We do not desire a German “victory”; we would not lift a finger to help either Britain or Germany to “win”; but there would be a profound justice, I feel, however terrible, in a German victory. (In actuality, any ruler would find us rather awkward customers, one no less than another.)

Now, how about Mr. Orwell’s own position, and the position of people like him? I would ask him to consider, first, the company he keeps. Who are his leaders? What is the actual social system which he is fighting to defend? What hopes has he of diverting the stream of history the way he wants it to go? Brave words and muddled thinking cannot disguise the fact that Mr. Orwell, like all the other supporters of the war, shipping magnates, coal owners, proletarians, university professors, Sunday journalists, Trade Union leaders, Church dignitaries, scoundrels and honest men, is being swept along by history, not directing it. Like them, he will be deposited, along with other detritus, where history decides, not where he thinks. Mr. Orwell is, I believe, a man of integrity, an honest man. But that does not make up for his superficiality. And can we afford superficiality, at any time, still less times like these?

May 11, 1942

Dry Drayton, England

George Woodcock:2

I hope you will allow me to comment in your columns on certain references in George Orwell’s London Letter to the review Now, of which I am editor.

Orwell suggests that this paper has a Fascist tendency, and names two of its contributors, Hugh Ross Williamson and the Duke of Bedford,3 to prove his case. In fact, Now was established early in the war as a review for publishing literary matter and also as a forum for controversial writing which could not readily find publication under wartime conditions. Not all the writers were opposed to the war, and of the fifty odd contributors to the seven numbers only two, those named by Orwell, were even reputed to have Fascist tendencies. Neither of these men contributed more than one article to the review. The remaining writers included anarchists, Stalinists, Trotskyists, pacifists and New Statesman moderates. Julian Huxley and Herbert Read, two of its best-known contributors, can hardly be accused of Fascism!

The reference to the article by Julian Symons is, in my opinion, unjust. Orwell gives no idea of its subject and does not quote a single sentence to prove his assertion that it is “vaguely Fascist”! No one in England, except Orwell and possibly the Stalinists, would think of suggesting that Julian Symons has any Fascist tendencies. On the contrary, he has been consistently anti-Fascist, and the article mentioned, which attacks Now’s former lack of a definite political line, is Marxist in tendency.

I do not propose to defend Hugh Ross Williamson or the Duke of Bedford—although I would mention that neither of them belonged to the B.U.F. and that the People’s Party, although it may have contained former Fascists, was not a Fascist party and contained many honest pacifists and socialists, like Ben Green, whose wrongful imprisonment and maltreatment in gaol caused a major scandal. I would also point out that if we are to expose antecedents, Orwell himself does not come off very well. Comrade Orwell, the former police official of British Imperialism (from which the Fascists learnt all they know) in those regions of the Far East where the sun at last sets for ever on the bedraggled Union Jack! Comrade Orwell, former fellow traveller of the pacifists and regular contributor to the pacifist Adelphi—which he now attacks! Comrade Orwell, former extreme Left-Winger, I.L.P. partisan and defender of anarchists (see Homage to Catalonia)! And now Comrade Orwell who returns to his old imperialist allegiances and works at the B.B.C., conducting British propaganda to fox the Indian masses! It would seem that Orwell himself shows to a surprising degree the overlapping of left-wing, pacifist and reactionary tendencies of which he accuses others!

Adverting to Now, I would mention that this review has abandoned its position as an independent forum, and has now become the cultural review of the British anarchist movement. Perhaps Mr. Orwell will regard this as another proof of his mystic and blimpish trinity.

Finally, I would point out two inaccuracies in Orwell’s letter. The anarchist pamphlet to which he refers is entitled “The Russian Myth,” and the editor of the Adelphi during the earlier part of the war was not John Middleton Murry, but the late Max Plowman.

May 19, 1942

Richmond, England

Alex Comfort:4

I see that Mr. Orwell is intellectual-hunting again, in your pages this time, and that he has made the discovery that almost every writer under thirty in this country has his feet already on the slippery slope to Fascism, or at least to compromise. It seems I am a “pure pacifist of the other-cheek” variety, a piece of horticultural eulogy I’m glad I did not miss, and that I deserve a spanking for associating with such disreputables as the Duke of Bedford and the—perfectly harmless—Ross Williamson. The trouble is that some of your American readers may not realise Mr. Orwell’s status in this country and take his commentary seriously. We all like him here, though the standard of his pamphleteering is going down of late, and we know him as the preacher of a doctrine of Physical Courage as an Asset to the left wing intellectual, and so forth. I think we all agree that he is pretty thoroughly out of touch with any writing under thirty years of age, and his last two public performances—a reproof in sorrow to my book “No Such Liberty,” and this “London Letter” of his—suggest that he still has not grasped why most of the post-Thirties poets are pacifists, or what their pacifism would entail if Hitler arrived here.

Mr. Orwell calls us “objectively pro-fascist.” I suppose he means that we are letting anti-fascism go by default. If we suggest to him that we, who have the single intention of salvaging English artistic culture when the crash comes, are the only people likely to continue to hold genuinely anti-fascist values, he will not be convinced. But perhaps he will grant that Hitler’s greatest and irretrievable victory over here was when he persuaded the English people that the only way to lick Fascism was to imitate it. He puts us in a dilemma which cannot be practically rebutted, only broken away from—“If I win, you have political fascism victorious: if you want to beat me, you must assimilate as much of its philosophy as you can, so that I am bound to win either way.” Accordingly we began feverishly jamming into our national life all the minor pieces of Fascist practise which did not include socialist methods, sitting on the Press “because this is Total War,” making our soldiers jab blood bladders while loudspeakers howl propaganda at them, because the German army consisted of efficient yahoos. The only people who said that to defeat Fascism one must (a) try to understand it and (b) refuse to accept its tenets oneself were the pacifists. It looks as if Mr. Orwell and his warlike friends were being not objectively but constructively supporters of the entire philosophical apparatus which they quite genuinely detest.

What, again, does Mr. Orwell imagine the role of the artist should be in occupied territory? He should protest with all his force, where and when he can, against such evils as he sees—but can he do this more usefully by temporarily accepting the status quo, or by skirmishing in Epping Forest with a pocket full of hand grenades? I think that English writers honour, and will follow when the opportunity comes, the example of integrity which Gide has set. We are going to be entrusted with the job of saving what remains of the structure of civilized values from Hitler or alternatively from Churchill and his bladder-prickers. The men who, like Orwell, could have helped, are calling us Fascists and presumably dancing round the ruins of Munster Cathedral. We prefer not to join them, and if, in the pursuit of our task we find ourselves obliged to publish in the same paper as the Devil himself, the others having politely refused us as unorthodox, we shall have very few qualms.

May 18, 1942

Brentwood, England

George Orwell:

Since I don’t suppose you want to fill an entire number of PR with squalid controversies imported from across the Atlantic, I will lump together the various letters you have sent on to me (from Messrs. Savage, Woodcock and Comfort), as the central issue in all of them is the same. But I must afterwards deal separately with some points of fact raised in various of the letters.

Pacifism. Pacifism is objectively pro-Fascist. This is elementary common sense. If you hamper the war-effort of one side you automatically help that of the other. Nor is there any real way of remaining outside such a war as the present one. In practice, “he that is not with me is against me.” The idea that you can somehow remain aloof from and superior to the struggle, while living on food which British sailors have to risk their lives to bring you, is a bourgeois illusion bred of money and security. Mr. Savage remarks that “according to this type of reasoning, a German or Japanese pacifist would be ‘objectively pro-British’.” But of course he would be! That is why pacifist activities are not permitted in those countries (in both of them the penalty is, or can be, beheading) while both the Germans and the Japanese do all they can to encourage the spread of pacifism in British and American territories. The Germans even run a spurious “freedom” station which serves out pacifist propaganda indistinguishable from that of the PPU. They would stimulate pacifism in Russia as well if they could, but in that case they have tougher babies to deal with. In so far as it takes effect at all, pacifist propaganda can only be effective against those countries where a certain amount of freedom of speech is still permitted; in other words it is helpful to totalitarianism.

I am not interested in pacifism as a “moral phenomenon.” If Mr. Savage and others imagine that one can somehow “overcome” the German army by lying on one’s back, let them go on imagining it, but let them also wonder occasionally whether this is not an illusion due to security, too much money and a simple ignorance of the way in which things actually happen. As an ex-Indian civil servant, it always makes me shout with laughter to hear, for instance, Gandhi named as an example of the success of non-violence. As long as twenty years ago it was cynically admitted in Anglo-Indian circles that Gandhi was very useful to the British government. So he will be to the Japanese if they get there. Despotic governments can stand “moral force” till the cows come home; what they fear is physical force. But though not much interested in the “theory” of pacifism, I am interested in the psychological processes by which pacifists who have started out with an alleged horror of violence end up with a marked tendency to be fascinated by the success and power of Nazism. Even pacifists who wouldn’t own to any such fascination are beginning to claim that a Nazi victory is desirable in itself. In the letter you sent on to me, Mr. Comfort considers that an artist in occupied territory ought to “protest against such evils as he sees,” but considers that this is best done by “temporarily accepting the status quo” (like Déat5 or Bergery,6 for instance?) A few weeks back he was hoping for a Nazi victory because of the stimulating effect it would have upon the Arts:

“As far as I can see, no therapy short of complete military defeat has any chance of re-establishing the common stability of literature and of the man in the street. One can imagine the greater the adversity the greater the sudden realization of a stream of imaginative work, and the greater the sudden katharsis of poetry, from the isolated interpretation of war as calamity to the realization of the imaginative and actual tragedy of Man. When we have access again to the literature of the war years in France, Poland and Czechoslovakia, I am confident that that is what we shall find.” (From a letter to Horizon.)7

I pass over the money-sheltered ignorance capable of believing that literary life is still going on in, for instance, Poland, and remark merely that statements like this justify me in saying that our English pacifists are tending towards active pro-Fascism. But I don’t particularly object to that. What I object to is the intellectual cowardice of people who are objectively and to some extent emotionally pro-Fascist, but who don’t care to say so and take refuge behind the formula “I am just as anti-Fascist as anyone, but—.” The result of this is that so-called peace propaganda is just as dishonest and intellectually disgusting as war propaganda. Like war propaganda, it concentrates on putting forward a “case,” obscuring the opponent’s point of view and avoiding awkward questions. The line normally followed is “Those who fight against Fascism go Fascist themselves.” In order to evade the quite obvious objections that can be raised to this, the following propaganda-tricks are used:

1. The Fascising processes occurring in Britain as a result of war are systematically exaggerated.

2. The actual record of Fascism, especially its pre-war history, is ignored or pooh-poohed as “propaganda.” Discussion of what the world would actually be like if the Axis dominated it is evaded.

3. Those who want to struggle against Fascism are accused of being wholehearted defenders of capitalist “democracy.” The fact that the rich everywhere tend to be pro-Fascist and the working class are nearly always anti-Fascist is hushed-up.

4. It is tacitly pretended that the war is only between Britain and Germany. Mention of Russia and China, and their fate if Fascism is permitted to win, is avoided. (You won’t find one word about Russia or China in the three letters you sent to me.)

Now as to one or two points of fact which I must deal with if your correspondents’ letters are to be printed in full.

My past and present. Mr. Woodcock tries to discredit me by saying that (a) I once served in the Indian Imperial Police, (b) I have written articles for the Adelphi and was mixed up with the Trotskyists in Spain, and (c) that I am at the BBC “conducting British propaganda to fox the Indian masses.” With regard to (a), it is quite true that I served five years in the Indian Police. It is also true that I gave up that job, partly because it didn’t suit me but mainly because I would not any longer be a servant of imperialism. I am against imperialism because I know something about it from the inside. The whole history of this is to be found in my writings, including a novel8 which I think I can claim was a kind of prophecy of what happened this year in Burma. (b) Of course I have written for the Adelphi. Why not? I once wrote an article for a vegetarian paper. Does that make me a vegetarian? I was associated with the Trotskyists in Spain. It was chance that I was serving in the POUM militia and not another, and I largely disagreed with the POUM “line” and told its leaders so freely, but when they were afterwards accused of pro-Fascist activities I defended them as best I could. How does this contradict my present anti-Hitler attitude? It is news to me that Trotskyists are either pacifists or pro-Fascists. (c) Does Mr. Woodcock really know what kind of stuff I put out in the Indian broadcasts? He does not—though I would be quite glad to tell him about it. He is careful not to mention what other people are associated with these Indian broadcasts. One for instance is Herbert Read, whom he mentions with approval. Others are T. S. Eliot, E. M. Forster, Reginald Reynolds,9 Stephen Spender, J. B. S. Haldane, Tom Wintringham. Most of our broadcasters are Indian leftwing intellectuals, from Liberals to Trotskyists, some of them bitterly anti-British. They don’t do it to “fox the Indian masses” but because they know what a Fascist victory would mean to the chances of India’s independence. Why not try to find out what I am doing before accusing my good faith?

“Mr. Orwell is intellectual-hunting again” (Mr. Comfort). I have never attacked “the intellectuals” or “the intelligentsia” en bloc. I have used a lot of ink and done myself a lot of harm by attacking the successive literary cliques which have infested this country, not because they were intellectuals but precisely because they were not what I mean by true intellectuals. The life of a clique is about five years and I have been writing long enough to see three of them come and two go—the Catholic gang, the Stalinist gang, and the present Pacifist or, as they are sometimes nicknamed, Fascifist gang. My case against all of them is that they write mentally dishonest propaganda and degrade literary criticism to mutual arse-licking. But even within these various schools I would differentiate between individuals. I would never think of coupling Christopher Dawson with Arnold Lunn, or Malraux with Palme Dutt, or Max Plowman with the Duke of Bedford. And even the work of one individual can exist at very different levels. For instance Mr. Comfort himself wrote one poem I value greatly (“The Atoll in the Mind”), and I wish he would write more of them instead of lifeless propaganda tracts dressed up as novels. But this letter he has chosen to send you is a different matter. Instead of answering what I have said he tries to prejudice an audience to whom I am little known by a misrepresentation of my general line and sneers about my “status” in England. (A writer isn’t judged by his “status,” he is judged by his work.) That is on a par with “peace” propaganda which has to avoid mention of Hitler’s invasion of Russia, and it is not what I mean by intellectual honesty. It is just because I do take the function of the intelligentsia seriously that I don’t like the sneers, libels, parrot phrases and financially profitable back-scratching which flourish in our English literary world, and perhaps in yours also.

July 12, 1942

London, England




1271. A. M. Ashraf’s Broadcasts


On 12 July 1942, Tamara Talbot Rice, Turkish Specialist, Middle East Section of the Ministry of Information, wrote to Orwell and the News & Talks Editor of the Hindustani Service about two programmes which Ashraf (one of Orwell’s colleagues in the Indian Section) was to give. That on 20 July was to be a report on his interview with the Turkish Ambassador to Britain; that on the 19th was a talk for children. Both were to be transmitted in Hindustani. Mrs. Talbot Rice wanted to see the script for the interview before the broadcast and also the programme for children if Turkey was mentioned. She explained that she was anxious that nothing should be broadcast that might cause offence or difficulty in Turkey.

Rushbrook Williams took it upon himself to answer her and did so with his tongue firmly in his cheek. Of course she could see the script for 20 July, he wrote, though he couldn’t imagine that the Turkish Ambassador would say anything to offend his own people, and he thought it likely that the number of Turks who could understand Hindustani was bound to be limited. In any case, the programme was not beamed for reception in Turkey. However, a script—in Hindustani—would be sent to her to check. As for the children’s programme, it would not mention Turkey.

Although this inquiry was neatly deflected, and doubtless gave members of the Indian Section some amusement, it is a fair example of how delicately they had to balance conflicting interests.






1272. Gujarati Newsletter, 20

13 July 1942


No script has been traced. PasB gives the timing as 12 minutes. Although Orwell returned from holiday on the day this Newsletter was broadcast, it is hardly likely that he prepared the script and it is not credited to him here despite the statement made on the relevant talks booking form. See here.






1273. To Cyril Connolly

13 July 1942 EB/NP

Dear Cyril,

Did Anand ask you about reading a poem in our forthcoming magazine programme “Voice?”

You might let me know as we want to get the programme all sewn up as soon as possible.

Yours,

[Initialled] E.A.B

Eric Blair

Talks Producer

Indian Section




1274. To Cedric Dover

13 July 1942 Handwritten draft and typewritten versions PP/EB/NP

Dear Dover,

Thanks for yours of 11.7.42. I’d like to see Miss Wingfield’s “Open Letter”1 but my schedule is full to the2 end of August, so I can’t actually broadcast it before then. Could I just see it (not worth doing3 alterations in advance), and then perhaps we can decide what to do with it.

Yours,

[Initialled] E.A.B

Eric Blair

Talks Producer

Indian Section




1275. To J. B. S. Haldane

13 July 1942?1

REFERENCE BROADCAST CAN YOU MANAGE FIFTEENTH JULY SEVEN P.M. SHARP AT 200 OXFORD STREET STOP WILL TAKE ABOUT TWO HOURS STOP IMPORTANT TO LET ME KNOW IF UNABLE TO COME

ORWELL BROADCASTS




1276. To M. R. Kothari

13 July 1942 PP/EB/NP

Dear Mr. Kothari,

I understand that you are willing to do the next Marathi Newsletter for us.1 Could you be kind enough to come here and pick it up from Miss Chitale on Wednesday evening? I can’t send it, as it won’t be done until the evening and if posted might not reach you till late on Thursday. You can then perhaps get on with it on Wednesday night and come and finish off the translation here on Thursday morning.2

When you are translating these letters,3 I particularly want you to consult me about any point which in your view is unsuitable propaganda, or the expression of any opinion that you do not feel inclined to sponsor. We particularly aim at making these newsletters as truthful as possible, while also suiting them to the special community they are aimed at.4 I will have a talk with you about that on Wednesday or Thursday.

Yours sincerely,

Eric Blair

Talks Producer

Indian Section




1277. BBC Talks Booking Form, 13.7.42


S. K. Das Gupta1 to translate and read the Bengali Newsletter, written by E. Blair (Staff) in English; broadcast 18 and 25.7.42, 1, 8, 15, 22, and 29.8.42, 5, 12, 19, and 26.9.42,3.10.42; fee £4.4s to cover translation and reading. Signed: Z. A. Bokhari.2






1278. To L. F. Easterbrook

14 July 1942 PP/EB

Dear Mr. Easterbrook,

I am sending herewith Sir John Russell’s draft for his part in the forthcoming dialogue with you. His suggestion was that you should write what you wanted to say, after which we will work it up into a proper discussion. You will notice, however, that Sir John Russell has talked almost entirely about Indian agriculture. It is not altogether suitable for us from this end to talk to Indians exclusively about conditions in their country, and I really wanted the talk to deal with modern developments in agriculture generally. Do you think, therefore, that you could cast your talk in a more general vein, but particularly with reference to agricultural development in temperate countries. If we have something of that sort from you, I think we can work the two up into a balanced discussion.

Could you let me have the script within four or five days from now;1 we have arranged the recording for July 22nd, and I should be glad if you could come to 200, Oxford Street at 10.15 a.m. on that day. The recording will finish at about 11.45 a.m.

Yours sincerely,

George Orwell

Talks Producer

Indian Section




1279. To J. F. Horrabin

14 July 1942 PP/EB

Dear Horrabin,

Would you be willing to undertake some more talks for us, rather after the style of the ones you did before? I should think a series of four would be about the right thing. I don’t quite know what line to suggest. Your last ones were very well received and I don’t know whether you couldn’t simply sketch in in greater detail the outline which you did in a rather general way last time. Naturally what we are concerned with in these talks is primarily the strategy of the war and secondarily the raw materials situation, both during the war and in the re-construction afterwards. Could you think of something along these lines which you would like to do?

I want a reply quickly, because I have got to get this thing settled quite soon.

Yours sincerely,

George Orwell

Talks Producer

Indian Section




1280. To Peter Masefield

14 July 1942 PP/EB

Dear Mr. Masefield,

I enclose a copy of the letter which should have reached you some time ago.

I shall look forward to hearing from you about the other speaker to take part in the discussion, as soon as possible, so that I can arrange about the publicity for this talk.

Yours sincerely,

George Orwell

Talks Producer

Indian Section




1281. To Sir John Russell

14 July 1942 PP/EB

Dear Sir John,

Thank you very much for the first draft of your contribution to the discussion on Agriculture, which Mr. Bokhari has passed on to me. I have sent a copy to Mr. Easterbrook, and as soon as I receive his contribution I will get it [int]o its final form and send you a copy.

We have arranged for your recording on July 22nd. The studio is booked for rehearsal from 10.15 a.m., and the recording will finish about 11.45 a.m. I hope this time will be convenient to you. I shall look forward to seeing you at 200, Oxford Street on the 22nd.

Yours sincerely,

George Orwell

Talks Producer

Indian Section




1282. To Alex Comfort

15 July 1942 Typewritten

10a Mortimer Crescent NW 6

Dear Mr Comfort,

The Partisan Review sent me a copy of the letter you had written them, along with some others. I believe they are going to print all the letters, or extracts from them, and my reply. But there was one point I didn’t care to answer in print. You queried my reference to “anti-semitism” (by the way I didn’t say antisemitism but Jew-baiting, a very different thing) in the Adelphi. Of course I was thinking of Max Plowman, who hated Jews, and though he was aware of this tendency in himself and struggled against it, sometimes let it influence his editorship. I had two particular instances in mind. The first was when Macmurray’s book “The Clue to History” was published in 1938. This was a rather unbalanced book and extremely pro-Jew in tendency. Max was infuriated by this and had the book reviewed by five separate people, including himself and myself, in one issue of the Adelphi. His own review (you could look it up—round about December 1938) was definitely provocative in tone. Later on he got the Adelphi involved in a controversy with some Jew whose name I don’t remember, Cohen I think, about the alleged warmongering activities of the Jews. Having got the Jew hopping mad and said his own say in a very snooty manner, Max suddenly declared the controversy closed, not allowing the Jew to reply. This would be some time in 1939. Since the war Murry has at least once referred with apparent approval to Hitler’s “elimination” of the Jews.

The reason why I don’t care to print anything about this is because Max was a very old friend of mine and was very good to me, and his wife might hear about [it] and feel hurt if I actually name names. In my reply in the Partisan Review I put in a note to the effect that I was answering this privately, but I daresay they’ll omit both this and your query,1 as I have explained the circumstances to Dwight Macdonald.

Yours truly

George Orwell


Alex Comfort replied on 16 July 1942:

Dear Mr. Orwell

Thank you very much for writing to me. I didn’t know about Max in this connection, and you were entirely right. I shouldn’t really have replied to you where the Adelphi was concerned, as I have only known it since the war: I rather took it that you meant that Jew baiting in it was a recent thing—a feature which had cropped up during the period you were reporting on. (I suppose Max’s foible was of pretty long standing)2

I thought some of the things you said should have been far more fully answered, but doubted if P.R. would have room for more than a squib-retort. I honestly don’t think that the last lot of us are any more constructively pro-Fascist than our predecessors, but from the people I encounter, I would say they were nearer to Russian nihilism than any contemporary line of thought.

However, I often want to remonstrate with Peace News, not for being Fascist, but for trying, as you say, to get away with both ends of the same argument. I have written a commination to J. M. M.3 but he did not print it. He needs another beginning “cursed is the man who imagines one can assume opposite viewpoints and say that whichever turns out to be true, his main contention is right.”

I’d like an opportunity of congratulating you over that Horizon article on Donald M’Gill°. It was the best example of an analysis I think I ever read.

I’ll be writing to the editor of P.R. and explain that I entirely agree with you, on seeing the references. I didn’t want to put you on the spot over a personal question like that, and I apologize for my ignorance

All good wishes and many thanks

Alex Comfort

I’d like to have started an argument over that review of yours,4 but the Adelphi hadn’t room to unleash me. Anyhow, thank you for doing it. It made me revise several ideas.






1283. BBC Talks Booking Form, 15.7.42


Mulk Raj Anand: ‘Open Letter to a Chinese Guerilla’; 13½-minute talk; broadcast 30.7.42; fee £9.9s. Signed: Z. A. Bokhari.






1284. BBC Talks Booking Form, 15.7.42


R. R. Desai: ‘Open Letter,’ 3, ‘Open Letter to a Nazi’; broadcast 13.8.42; fee £9.9s + £2.8.2 + £1.14.0 expenses. Signed: Z. A. Bokhari.






1285. BBC Talks Booking Form, 15.7.42


R. R. Desai: Gujarati Newsletters 23–31; broadcast 3,10,17, 24, and 31.8.42, 7, 14, 21, and 28.9.42; fee £5.5s + £2.8.2 + £1.14.0 expenses. Signed: Z. A. Bokhari.






1286. BBC Talks Booking Form, 15.7.42


L. F. Easterbrook: ‘I’d Like It Explained,’ 3; Agriculture; ‘13½ minute discussion with Sir John Russell on AGRICULTURE—each speaker will talk for about 6½ minutes’ [quoted words were crossed through]; recorded 22.7.42; broadcast 14.8.42; fee £8.8s + 12s 7d rail fare. Signed: Z. A. Bokhari.

A similar form (with crossing through but without rail fare) was prepared for Sir John Russell.

On the same day, forms were prepared for Number 4 in the series for J. B. S. Haldane and Dr. C. H. Waddington, also with the crossed-through passage. This was on Scientific Research and was recorded on 15 July 1942, broadcast on 21 August 1942. The fees were the same; Haldane received 17s 0d expenses and Waddington 12s 0d for fares. The expense allowance was because the recording finished so late (10:0 P.M.).






1287. BBC Talks Booking Form, 15.7.42


Lady Grigg: ‘Women Generally Speaking’; broadcast 5,12, 19, and 26.8.42; fee £8.8s each talk. Signed: Z. A. Bokhari.






1288. BBC Talks Booking Form, 15.7.42


Sir Aziz-ul-Huque, CIE, D.Litt, High Commissioner for India: translation and reading of Bengali Newsletter, written by E. Blair; broadcast 25.7.42; fee ‘usual’—£10.10s.1 Signed: Z. A. Bokhari.






1289. BBC Talks Booking Form, 15.7.42


Princess Indira of Kapurthala: ‘The Debate Continues’; broadcast 3, 10, 17, 24 and 31.8.42; fee £9.9s each talk. Signed: Z. A. Bokhari.






1290. BBC Talks Booking Form, 15.7.42


Noel Sircar: film commentary; 13½ minutes on current films in India; broadcast 28.7.42 and 25.8.42; fee £9.9s for each programme. Signed: Z. A. Bokhari.






1291. BBC Talks Booking Form, 15.7.42


S. Telkar: ‘Topic of the Week’; 13½-minute talk on the outstanding topic of the week; broadcast 29.7.42, 5, 12, and 19.8.42; fee £9.9s for each programme. Signed: Z. A. Bokhari.






1292. Marathi Newsletter, 20

16 July 1942


The talks booking form misnumbers this newsletter as 21. It is described as ‘Written by E. Blair, Indian Section. Translated & read by M. R. Kothari.’ Kothari’s fee was £5.5s and the form was signed by Bokhari. Similar details are given on booking forms up to and including Newsletter 29,17 September 1942. The incorrect numbering continued up to and including Newsletter 26 (given as 27). Correct numbering was then restored; so there are two successive 27s. No script has survived, and PasB does not give the timing.






1293. To H. N. Brailsford and to G. M. Young

16 July 1942 PP/EB

Dear Mr. Brailsford,1

I am writing to ask whether it would interest you to do a talk in one of our forthcoming series in the Eastern Service. These talks are in the form of short discussions between people with special knowledge of subjects of current interest. The one I hope you will undertake is on the Press, and the speaker with whom I suggest you should hold your discussion is G. M. Young. These broadcasts take about 13½ minutes, which means probably that your contribution would be in the neighbourhood of 750 words. The date of this broadcast would be August 7th, at 1.45 p.m. DBST. This means that I should like to have the script by July 31st if possible. If you agree, I will make all the arrangements for the necessary meeting and discussion. Could you be kind enough to let me know as soon as possible whether this interests you?

Yours sincerely,

George Orwell

Talks Producer

Indian Section


An identical letter was sent to G. M. Young.2






1294. To J. Chinna Durai

16 July 1942 PP/EB

Dear Mr. Chinna Durai,

I am very glad that you are willing to do another talk for us. The series is called OPEN LETTERS; the idea is to discuss the origins and political meaning of the war and to put this in a simple popular form we are going to do it in the form of open letters to imaginary people representing the most important trends of modern thought. The one I should like you to do is the Letter to a Pacifist. This should, of course, have some reference to India and to the special Indian situation of this moment, but you will of course understand that we are not anxious to tread on any toes, and particularly it would be undesirable to make anything in the nature of an attack on Mr. Gandhi at this moment.1 Therefore while you can speak quite vigorously on the subject of Pacifism anything which might raise the idea of Gandhi’s particular view point should be couched in rather general terms. But please write freely, as if there is anything which seems indiscreet we can easily tone it down at the time of rehearsal. I have arranged for the talk to be recorded on July 24th, and should like you to come to Broadcasting House at 2.30 p.m. on that day. Can you let me have the script a day or two before that?2

Yours sincerely,

Eric Blair

Talks Producer




1295. From Michael Barkway, Chief (News) Editor, Empire Services

16 July 1942


On 16 July 1942, Michael Barkway issued a memorandum headed ‘Guidance on India,’ for the ‘interim period’ to 7 August 1942. It was marked ‘Secret.’ It was one of the first fruits of the reorganisation of the Empire News Department (which did not include Orwell’s section) announced in an internal memorandum from J. B. Clark, Controller, Overseas Services, on 6 July 1942, which stated that Michael Barkway was to assist R. A. Rendall, A.C. (O.S.), ‘in the political direction of the Empire Service as a whole, with a view to securing the closer integration of the service that the move to Oxford Street makes possible.’

Barkway’s memorandum is marked for distribution to the Eastern Service, and although it is likely that Orwell saw it, his name does not appear on the copy reproduced here. It is dated, coincidentally, on the same day that Orwell wrote to Chinna Durai (see here) and his letter is in accord with this directive.

Barkway had been Empire News Editor, and was replaced by his assistant, B. Moore, who also continued as Deputy to the head of the department. In the Staff List for 21 August 1943, Barkway is shown as holding a temporary appointment as correspondent in the United States for the Foreign News Section; Moore is listed as Editor, Overseas News Broadcasts.



The following note on India is on lines agreed with E.S.D., and is intended to cover the interim period until the All India Congress Party meets on August 7th.

We want to keep up a persistent propaganda about India, in order to focus the weight of world opinion so far as we can on those Indians who have not yet finally committed themselves to Gandhi’s policy.

In the Eastern Service, and the 1800 bulletin, all available world comment in an anti-Congress sense should be reflected.

In other Services discussion about India should be kept going, both to explain the British Government’s attitude and to win over any wavering people who may be influenced by Congress propaganda, and to stimulate public and press opinion which will be reported back to India.

The most important lines to get across are these:—

(1) The sincerity of the British pledge of Indian independence after the war. We must go on stressing that this principle is firmly established once and for all. It isn’t only a pledge to India. Britain’s honour and good faith before the eyes of the world are involved, and there can be no going back.

(2) The importance of the defence of India to the United Nations. The defence of India is much more than a British interest. It is essential to the whole cause of the United Nations—to China as much as to Russia, to Egypt as much as to Australia. It is a responsibility that we must fulfil.

(3) The impossibility of assuring the defence of India by yielding to the Congress demands.


(a) Congress is dominated by Gandhi who is utterly and completely committed to Pacifism. He assumes that the Indian Army would be disbanded under a National Government and he proposes to send emissaries to the Axis to persuade them of the futility of war.

(b) If a National Government were formed it would have to take over control of the railways, the public utilities and every kind of public service without which the defence forces could not operate;

(c) The Provisional Government which Congress wants, as they made clear during the conversations with Cripps (which should frequently be recalled), is a Government dominated by Congress and responsible to nobody. The Muslims, the Sikhs, the Depressed classes and many others would be bitterly opposed to it, and the Muslims if not the others, would be ready to press their opposition to the point of civil war.



(4) The unrepresentative nature of Congress. We must keep on giving reminders of the achievements of the Indian Army, of the great weight of Ind[ian] public support for the war effort and of the very large extent to which the Government of India is already Indianised. The issue is not between India and Britain, but between Congress on the one hand, and non-Congress India and the United Nat[ions] on the other.




1296. To C. R. Fay

16 July 1942 PP/EB

Dear Professor Fay,

Many thanks for your letter. I am sorry for the delay in replying, but I have been on leave. I am afraid I did not explain very well in my first letter what I wanted. There [is] no particular importance in the speakers [who] take part in these discussions having been or not been to India, as what is chiefly intended is to interpret western affairs for the benefit of Indian listeners. We cast these talks in the form of discussions because in that way we find that we often get a more lively and conversational account than when there is only one speaker. When I enquired the names of suitable speakers to discuss the Co-operative movement your name and Miss Digby’s were given to me.1 Miss Digby has already answered agreeing to take part in the discussion, but if you feel that this discussion would not be a real one, we can perhaps arrange with one or two of the other speakers whom you name to take part, such as Mr. Lucette from Ceylon. There will in any case be an Indian speaker present to ask a few questions and get the discussion going.

Yours sincerely,

George Orwell

Talks Producer

Indian Section




1297. BBC Talks Booking Form, 17.7.42


Cedric Dover: ‘Open Letter,’ 4, to a Liberal; broadcast 20.8.42; fee £8.8s. Signed: Z. A. Bokhari.






1298. BBC Talks Booking Form, 17.7.42


J. Chinna Durai: ‘Open Letter,’ 2, to a Pacifist; recorded 24.7.42 at Broadcasting House; broadcast 6.8.42 from 200 Oxford Street; fee £8.8s. Signed: Z. A. Bokhari.






1299. Weekly News Review, 31

18 July 1942


The typescript for this broadcast has the two additions shown; it bears two censorship stamps; the censor was Bokhari. The indication ’NOT CHECKED WITH BROADCAST’ has not been amended. The insertion in the first paragraph, which is very small and hard to read, could be in Orwell’s hand. PasB has ‘News Review by Z. A. Bokhari’ and an almost indecipherable timing, which is probably 13½ minutes.



The German Offensive against our Russian allies is now at its height, and it would be stupid to disguise the fact that the situation is very serious. The main German drive, as we foretold in earlier newsletters, is south eastward towards the region of the Caucasus. The Germans have now crossed the upper reaches of the River Don, and fighting is now going on around and inside the important town of Voronezh. & their advance here seems to have been halted but they are also making fierce attacks further south in the direction of Rostov, the important city near the mouth of the Don and the Donets, which the Russians recaptured from the Germans last year, and in the direction of Stalingrad on the Volga. Both Rostov and Stalingrad are in danger.

In these attacks the Germans’ aim is evidently two-fold. The final aim is, of course, to capture the oil fields of the Caucasus and the Middle East, but the more immediate aim is to cut communications between this area and the more northerly parts of Russia. By crossing the Don near Voronezh, they have already cut one important route northward, since this move has put them across the railway between Voronezh and Rostov. A further advance might leave only one railway line from this area open to the Russians, while if the Germans could get as far as Stalingrad all direct railway communication between the Caucasus region and the northern fronts of Moscow and Leningrad would be cut. This does not, of course, mean that the Russian oil could not any longer be transported, but it would mean that it would have to be transported by round about routes and largely by river, putting an enormous extra strain on the Russian transport system.

This phase of the war is essentially a struggle for oil. The Germans are trying to win for themselves the fresh supplies of oil that would allow them to continue their campaign of aggression, and at the same time trying to strangle the Russian people by cutting their supplies of oil and thus starving both their war industries and their agriculture. Taking the long view, we may say that either the Germans must reach the Caspian Sea this year or they have lost the war, though they might be able to go on fighting for a considerable time. If they do reach the Caspian Sea and get possession of the oil areas, that doesn’t mean that they have won the war, but it does mean that their capacity to fight is greatly prolonged, and the task of the allies becomes very much heavier. The Germans are throwing all they can into this battle in a desperate effort to finish with Russia before the growing strength of Britain and America can be brought against them in the west. The objective with which they actually started the Russian campaign a year ago, that of destroying the Russian armies, has not been achieved, and as they now probably realise, never will be achieved. The Russian losses have been enormous, but so have those of the Germans who are less able to bear them. The Soviet Government has just issued a casualty list giving the German losses in the last two months as nine hundred thousand and their own at three hundred and fifty thousand. On the whole, in spite of the gravity of the crisis at this moment, we may look forward with some confidence, remembering that last year the Germans started their offensive a month or more earlier than they started it this year, and still failed to reach a decision before winter over-came° them.

In Egypt, the German attack which looked so threatening ten days ago appears to have been halted. The two armies are still almost where they were a week ago, near El Alamein on the Egyptian coast. The Germans have made and at this moment are still making strong attacks, but so far without succeeding in dislodging the British from their positions. On the other hand the British have succeeded in making small advances and taking between two and three thousand prisoners. We ought not to imagine that the danger to Egypt has been removed, but at any rate the German plan of reaching Alexandria and perhaps Cairo in one swift rush has vanished. It is more easy for the German armies in Africa to receive fresh supplies than it is for the British, because their supplies are only making the short trip from Italy while ours are travelling round the Cape of Good Hope. But in the present battle the supply situation favours the British, who are nearer to their bases, and during the last ten days have been bringing up reinforcements from Egypt and probably from the Middle East. It seems likely that while the Germans have numerical superiority in tanks and possibly in men, the command of the air lies more with the British. We must expect the Germans to make further attacks, because it would not only be valuable to them to capture our naval base at Alexandria, but also because this is the southern prong of the offensive against the oil regions in which the Russian attack is the northern prong. On the other hand, if the Germans do not succeed in advancing further into Egypt in the near future, they have not much to gain by staying where they are. Probably, therefore, they will make one more all out effort to break through and if that fails, will fall back into Italian Libya.

Political developments in the Middle East following on the German success in Libya have probably been very disappointing to the Axis. The German and Italian promises to liberate Egypt have not made any impression. It is indeed difficult to see how they could do so, when on one side of Egypt lies Libya, which is under the very oppressive rule of the Italians, and on the other side lies Abyssinia, which was wantonly attacked and oppressed by the Italians until the British and Abyssinian armies set it free last year. The Egyptian answer to German and Italian promises is, not unnaturally, ‘If you are so anxious to set others free, why don’t you start by setting free the Arabs of Libya?’ We reported last week that the Turkish Premier, Dr Refik Saydam, had died, and the Germans probably hoped that he would be succeeded by some statesman less friendly to the Allies. He has been succeeded, however, by Mr Sarajoglu,1 who is also known as a firm friend of Britain, and was one of those who drew up the Turkish-British Alliance. The American Government has notified the Vichy Government that in the case of the Germans advancing further into Egypt, they will support any move the British may make to deal with the Vichy warships now interned at Alexandria. One object of the German offensive was probably to get hold of these ships, which include a battle-ship and some cruisers; now this design is foiled, for if Alexandria should prove to be in danger, the British will either sink these ships or remove them via the Suez Canal.

The German battleship the Tirpitz has been torpedoed and damaged, by a Russian submarine. This is the only heavy warship left to the Germans, and though it is a new ship of enormous power it has not yet been employed very successfully. Last time it emerged in an attempt to harry the convoys going to Murmansk, it was driven back into harbour by British torpedo carrying planes and this time it has received damage which will probably keep it out of action for several months. The struggle to keep supplies flowing into Russia through the port of Murmansk continues ceaselessly, and is not achieved without losses to the Allies. Another big convoy has got there within the last week. The Germans have made fantastic claims about the number of ships sunk by their aeroplanes and submarines. Those can be disregarded,2 but it is known that some of the ships in the convoy were lost, a thing which cannot be avoided at this time of year when in the far north there is no night, and the sun shines continuously for about six weeks.

The island of La Mayotte, near Madagascar has been taken over by the British from Vichy France. This was achieved without blood-shed. Though a small operation, this was an important one, since German submarines were probably operating from the island and now that it is in British hands, the journey round Africa will be safer for our ships.

Four days ago, July 14th, was one of the great national anniversaries of France, the anniversary of the fall of the Bastille more than 150 years ago. The Bastille was the prison in which the French kings locked up their political opponents and its capture by the people of Paris was the first step in the French Revolution and the downfall of the French monarchy.3 That day has been celebrated in France every year until now. This year Marshal Pétain, the puppet ruler of the Germans, forbade the usual celebrations and ordered July 14th to be observed as a day of mourning. It was extensively celebrated, however, in Britain and in all the other territories where the Free French Forces are serving, and British aeroplanes marked the day by scattering over France five million (5,000,000) leaflets promising that before very long July 14th should again be celebrated as the birthday of the Republic and the day of France’s liberation from tyranny.




1300. Bengali Newsletter, I

18 July 1942


The English original was written by Orwell, and translated and read by S. K. Das Gupta.1 No script has been traced.






1301. Vida Hope

18 July 1942 PP/EB

Dear Miss Hope,1

I am writing to ask you whether you would be interested in taking part in a somewhat experimental programme which we are producing for the first time on.11th August. This programme is called “Voice”, and is a kind of spoken magazine, with poems, short stories and so forth. We have for the first number a monologue by Inez Holden,2 which could make a very good item, if read by a suitable actress. It was written for print, and therefore will need a certain amount of alteration, but we can manage that. It would take about 6 minutes, possibly even less. I think it would probably be a case of two rehearsals, besides the actual recording of the programme.

As this programme is something in the nature of an experiment, the fees involved will not be very large—I don’t want to be handicapped in advance by incurring great expenses. Would you be interested to hear more of this? If so, could you be kind enough to let me know as early as possible?

Yours truly,

George Orwell

Talks Producer

Indian Section




1302. To J. F. Horrabin

18 July 1942 Handwritten draft and typewritten version PP/EB

Dear Horrabin,

Many thanks for yours of 17th July. I think of the two “The War of the Three Oceans” would be the best title. Could you let me have your synopsis fairly soon (for 13½ minute talks as before)?

Yours,

George Orwell

Talks Producer

Indian Section

Dictated by George Orwell and

dispatched in his absence by:1




1303. To J. A. Lauwerys

18 July 1942 PP/EB/NP

Dear Mr. Lauwerys,

I am sorry for having rather long delayed in sending back these copies of your script. I was much interested in them, but I am afraid we cannot do anything of that kind just at present, owing to the pressure of other material. I am, however, keeping in mind your idea of dramatising lives of great individual figures, in the scientific world, as I think it is something we could profitably do when the programme is a bit emptier.

Yours sincerely,

George Orwell

Talks Producer

Indian Section




1304. Gujarati Newsletter, 21

20 July 1942


The English original was written by Orwell. No script has been traced. PasB gives timing as 11 minutes.






1305. To E. C. Bowyer

21 July 1942 PP/EB/NP

Dear Mr. Bowyer,

Mr. Peter Masefield tells me that you have very kindly agreed to do a discussion with him in the Eastern Service, on Aviation. These broadcasts take about 13½ minutes, which [mea]ns probably that your contribution would be in the neighbourhood of 750 words. The date of this broadcast would be July 31st, at 1.45 p.m. DBST. This means that I should like the script by the end of this week if possible.

I should be glad if you could let me have as soon as possible a few details about yourself, for our advance publicity. If you care to ring up my office, my secretary can take down the details. My telephone number is Euston 3400, Extension 195.1

Yours sincerely,

George Orwell

Talks Producer

Indian Section




1306. To Henry Wickham Steed

21 July 1942 PP/EB

Dear Mr. Wickham Steed,1

Following on our telephone conversation, the discussion we wanted for the 7th August is to deal with the Press, and more particularly with the freedom of the Press. The [way] we usually do it is to ask each speaker to write out more or less what he wants to say, after which we work the two statements up into a dialogue which is then rehearsed and recorded. I haven’t yet arranged for a speaker to debate with you, but we are trying to get Mr. Hamilton Fyfe.2 As these broadcasts take about 13½ minutes, your contribution should be about 750 words. I wonder if you could be kind enough to let me have it by the end of July. This will give us time to arrange a recording about August 5th.

Yours sincerely,

George Orwell

Talks Producer

Indian Section




1307. BBC Talks Booking Form, 21.7.42


E. C. Bowyer: ‘I’d Like It Explained,’ 1, Aviation (with Peter Masefield); broadcast 31.7.42; fee £8.8s. Signed: Z. A. Bokhari.






1308. BBC Talks Booking Form, 21.7.42


Peter Masefield: ‘I’d Like It Explained,’ 1, Aviation (with E. C. Bowyer); broadcast 31.7.42; fee £8.8s. Signed: Z. A. Bokhari.






1309. War-time Diary

22.7.42: From Ahmed Ali’s1 last letter from India:

“Here is a little bit of old Delhi which might interest you.

“In a busy street a newsboy was shouting2 in Urdu: ‘Pandit Jawaharlal3 saying his rosary the other way round’. What he meant was that he had changed his attitude towards the Government. Questioned he said: ‘You can never be sure of him, today he says side with the Government and help in the war effort, tomorrow just the opposite’. He turned away from me and began shouting his cry, adding: ‘Jawaharlal has given a challenge to the Government’. I could not find this ‘challenge’ in the papers.

“Other newsboys selling Urdu papers: ‘Germany has smashed Russia in the very first attack’. Needless to say I read just the opposite in my English papers the next morning. Obviously the Urdu papers had repeated what Berlin had said. No one stops the newsboys shouting what they like.

“One day going in a tonga I heard the driver shout to his horse as he shied: ‘Why do you get back like our Sarkar! Go forward like Hitler!’ and he swore”.

[“Its rather fun going out to the bazars and markets and listening to the loud gossip—provided, of course, it is not unbearably hot. I shall tell you more from time to time, if you are interested.”]




1310. Marathi Newsletter, 21

23 July 1942


Misnumbered as 22 on the talks booking form; no script has been traced. It was written by Orwell, and translated and read by M. R. Kothari. PasB gives the timing as 13 minutes.






1311. To Z. A. Bokhari

23 July 1942 Handwritten

I.P.O.

For censorship please (6.8.42.)

The tone of this is pretty tough but I think O.K. I have marked one or two passages which I feel are a bit doubtful.1

E. A. Blair 23.7.42




1312. To Cyril Connolly

23 July 1942 PP/EB

Dear Cyril,

As you lost our last letter,1 I will explain again about the magazine “Voice”. The lay-out of the first number is to be more or less as follows. First a sort of editorial by myself, then a poem by somebody (we are going to have people reading their own poems as much as possible), then a monologue by Inez Holden and probably read by Vida Hope; then a poem by Herbert Read, and then one by Henry Treece, in order to represent the newest school of poetry. We shall then have a discussion of this poem by the four or five people present. And then, in order to round off, I want you to read a poem of a different type, to make a contrast, and I suggested your reading that one of Auden’s first because I heard you read it very successfully before, and secondly because it has a sort of serene quality which would tone in rather well with the signature tune we always put at the end of these programmes. With the audience that we are aiming at, one need not bother about a poem of this sort being rather stale.

The date of the first issue of “Voice” is August 11th. I think this programme will need at the least one rehearsal and then on a later day the recording of the whole programme. In each case, we shall if possible, have to get all the contributors together at one time, as we must if possible, tie the thing together neatly. But I don’t suppose it means more than a couple of hours at each session. I will let you know exact dates later.

Yours,

(George Orwell)




1313. To T. S. Eliot

23 July 1942 PP/EB

Dear Eliot,

Very many thanks for your kind letter. I believe Bokhari is arranging with you to read your three latest long poems during the latter part of October. I wonder if I can also interest you in a rather experimental programme which we are starting shortly? This is a spoken magazine, which we are calling “Voice”, and it will be devoted mainly to poetry, and as far as possible we are getting people to read their own poems. We are bringing out the first number on August 11th, and if it is not a failure we are likely to continue with at any rate three more numbers, at monthly intervals. I will tell you how the first one goes off, and you might find it interesting to take part in a later number.

Your sincerely,

George Orwell

Talks Producer

Indian Section




1314. To Cyril Falls

23 July 1942 PP/EB/NP

Dear Captain Falls,1

Following on our telephone conversation, you may like to hear more exactly what we want from you in your broadcast. The idea of this broadcast is to give Indian listeners some information about recent progress in Mechanised Warfare, and so far as possible about future developments. If you can compress what you think about this into about seven or eight hundred words and send it to me not later than September 10th, I will then combine it with General Fuller’s2 statement, so as to make a dialogue, and you and General Fuller can come here at a date we will arrange to suit you round about September 15th, and you can make any alterations you like in the script before we rehearse and record the broadcast. I think, as this is for the Indian audience, you ought [no]t to assume so much knowledge of the subject as you could with a British audience.

Yours sincerely,

George Orwell

Talks Producer

Indian Section




1315. To C. R. Fay

23 July 1942 PP/EB/NP

Dear Professor Fay,

Many thanks for your letter dated July 18th. We will communicate with Mr. Lucette or someone similar as you suggest, as we have no wish to take up your valuable time unnecessarily.1

I am sorry you have been troubled for nothing.

Yours truly,

George Orwell

Talks Producer

Indian Section




1316. To J. F. C. Fuller

23 July 1942 PP/EB/NP

Dear General Fuller,

I am writing to ask whether you would care to take part in a forthcoming broadcast in the Eastern Service. We have a series addressed to the Indian public, called “I’d Like it Explained”, in which subjects of current interest are discussed by experts, in response to questions by an Indian interviewer. We would like it very much if you would discuss the subject of Mechanised Warfare with Captain Cyril Falls, who has already said that he is willing to take part if you are. These talks take 13½ minutes, which means that each of the two people taking part in the discussion has about 750 to 800 words to say. The way we usually do it is to ask each speaker to write out at about that length what he thinks on the subject, after which I work the two statements up into a discussion. The speakers then meet, make any alterations they think fit in their speeches, and then rehearse and record the discussion.

This talk is fixed for September 18th, which means that I should want your script not later than September 10th. Could you please let me know whether you are willing to undertake this?1 My telephone number is Euston 3400, Extension 195.

I may say that apart from considerations of security censorship, you have almost complete freedom of speech in these transmissions.

Yours truly,

Eric Blair

Talks Producer

Indian Section




1317. To J. F. Horrabin

23 July 1942 PP/EB

Dear Horrabin,

Very many thanks for the synopsis,1 which sounds most stimulating. As you know, [we] got same good responses to your last lot of talks, and I will again make efforts to do some advance publicity for this lot. The first talk will be on August 7th, at 1.15 p.m. DBST, so I hope to receive your first talk about the end of this month. The following talks will be on August 14th, 21st and 28th, at 12.15p.m. BST. Could you let us have a few facts about your career and so forth for purposes of publicity. I know that you are connected with Plebs,2 the News Chronicle and Star and the Tribune, but any other such details would be of interest. Our publicity people are very anxious for what they call “human interest stories” about speakers. Have you anything of this kind to communicate?

Yours

(George Orwell)




1318. To Reginald Reynolds

23 July 1942 PP/EB

Dear Reg,

Very many thanks for your letter. The idea you suggest is very interesting, and I will do my best to get it across for some future date, but I think frankly the chances1 are against its being accepted, because it will tread on rather a lot of toes. However, we will see. As to the questions you ask about our audience, the talks in this particular transmission are aimed entirely at the English-speaking Indian audience. Of course, there is nothing to prevent Europeans in India from listening, but these talks are not meant for them, and they reach India at a time of day—5 p.m.—when Europeans are not likely to be listening except perhaps the women. The audience we are particularly after are the school and University students, and we really go on the principle of the more highbrow the better, except of course that we try to avoid using difficult language and purely local allusions, which might confuse people who are listening to something in a language which is foreign to them. I will let you know how I get on about the synopsis you sent me, and meanwhile I am always anxious to hear new ideas although actually the schedule is pretty full up at present.

Yours,

[No name/position]




1319. To Routledge & Sons Ltd.

23 July 1942 NP

The British Broadcasting Corporation,

Broadcasting House,

London, W.I. [letterhead]

Dear Sir,

My attention has just been drawn to a book published by you entitled “Victory or Vested Interests”, in which you have included a lecture of mine delivered last year for the Fabian Society. I submitted this lecture to you in type-written form, and, I believe, corrected the proofs. I now find that you have been through it and made the most unwarrantable alterations about which I was not even consulted—a fact which I should never even have discovered if I had not bought a copy of the book, as you did not even send me one. I am communicating with my literary agents to see what remedy I have against this treatment, but meanwhile, I should be glad to have an explanation from you. I shall be obliged by an early answer.1

Yours truly,

[Signed] Geo. Orwell

(George Orwell)




1320. To G. M. Young

23 July 1942 PP/EB/NP

Dear Mr. Young,

I am sorry you do not feel equal to broadcasting on the Press, but I quite see your objection. How would you like to take part in a similar discussion on the subject of Education? This talk is fixed for September 11th, and we have already fixed on T. C. Worsley, whose work you probably know, as one speaker. We should like it very much if you could be the other, and you may perhaps find this subject more congenial. Worsley will doubtless attack the current educational system very violently, and you may feel more inclined to defend1 it, so the basis of a real discussion is probably there.

Could you let me know as soon as possible whether you are interested, and in that case I will give you a more detailed directive. I may say, however, that by the method we usually adopt in these discussion[s], it is possible to get the whole thing over with only one visit to London.

As to copies of the Gem and Magnet,2 I am sorry to say I have been unable to procure you any. My surviving copies are all in the country where I cannot get at them, and as they discontinued publishing them more than a year ago, I cannot procure any copies here. But I will see that3 you get some sooner or later.

Yours sincerely,

George Orwell

Talks Producer

Indian Section




1321. BBC Talks Booking Form, 23.7.42


Narayana Menon: ‘A.D. 2000,’ 6; last in series; 15-minute talk on ‘East or West? India’s Cultural Future’; broadcast 31.7.42; fee £9.9s. Signed: Z. A. Bokhari.1






1322. War-time Diary

23.7.42: I now make entries in this diary much more seldom than I used to, for the reason that I literally have not any spare time. And yet l am doing nothing that is not futility and have less and less to show for the time I waste. It seems to be the same with everyone—the most fearful feeling of frustration, of just footling round doing imbecile things, not imbecile because they are a part of the war and war is inherently foolish, but things which in fact don’t help or in any way affect the war effort, but are considered necessary by the huge bureaucratic machine in which we are all caught up. Much of the stuff that goes out from the BBC is just shot into the stratosphere, not listened to by anybody and known by those responsible for it to be not listened to by anybody. And round this futile stuff hundreds of skilled workers are grouped ⌈, costing the country tens of thousands per annum,⌉ and tagging onto them are thousands of others who in effect have no real job but have found themselves a quiet niche and are sitting in it pretending to work. The same everywhere, especially in the Ministries.

⌈However, the bread one casts on the waters sometimes fetches up in strange places. We did a series of 6 talks on modern English literature, very highbrow and, I believe, completely un-listened to in India. Hsiao Chi’en, the Chinese student, reads the talks in the “Listener” and is so impressed that he begins writing a book in Chinese on modern Western literature, drawing largely on our talks. So the propaganda aimed at India misses India and accidentally hits China. Perhaps the best way to influence India would be by broadcasting to China.⌉

The Indian Communist party, and its press, legalised again. I should say after this they will have to take the ban off the “Daily Worker”,1 otherwise the position is too absurd.

This reminds me of the story David Owenfn1, 2 told me and which I believe I didn’t enter in this diary. Cripps on his arrival in India asked the Viceroy to release the interned Communists. The Viceroy consented (I believe most of them have been released since), but at the last moment got cold feet and said nervously: “But how can you be sure they’re really Communists?”

We are going to have to increase our consumption of potatoes by 20 percent, so it is said. Partly to save bread, and partly to dispose of this year’s potato crop, which is enormous.3




1323. To P. Chatterjee

24 July 1942 PP/EB/NP

Dear Dr. Chatterjee,

Thank you for your script and your letter of July 23rd.1 I found the script very interesting, but I am afraid that our series “The Man in the Street” came [to] an end this week, and I shall not be able to fit it into any of the new series.

I am therefore returning your script. I am sorry we are unable to use it, but I hope you will understand my difficulty. This, of course, reflects in no way on the literary merit of your work.

Yours sincerely,

Eric Blair

Talks Producer

Indian Section




1324. Weekly News Review, 32

25 July 1942


The typescript has no title; ‘Weekly News Review’ is the description in the PasB, which gives the timing as 13′ 30″, and the usual ‘by Z. A. Bokhari.’ The typescript shows no changes; it bears both censorship stamps, and the censor was Bokhari. The talk was the last to be read by him before his departure for India for eight months. The script is not marked as having been checked with the broadcast. The section from ‘If we look at the Axis propaganda …’to the end of the penultimate paragraph was the fifth and last specimen of propaganda reprinted by Orwell in Talking to India. This extract was preceded by the line, ‘Here are a few notes on the nature of current Axis propaganda’ adapted from a little earlier in the broadcast script.



This week, although very important events are happening, the situation has not altered radically since our last news letter. We are going, therefore, to summarize the events of the week more shortly than usual, and then, as we do from time to time, to discuss the current trends of Axis propaganda addressed to India. We do this because this propaganda has no other purpose than to deceive, and by viewing it objectively, it is often possible to infer the real intentions which it conceals.

Here is a short summary of the week’s events. On the southern part of the Russian front, the situation has deteriorated, and Rostov is at the least in very great danger. The Germans are already claiming that Rostov has fallen. This claim should be treated with scepticism until confirmed from Russian sources, but it is unquestionable that the rapid advance of the Germans into the bend of the Don river puts this important town in great danger. The vital strategic point is not so much Rostov itself as Stalingrad on the Volga, and beyond that Astrakhan on the Caspian Sea. These are undoubtedly the German objectives, and if they have not reached Astrakhan before winter, it may be said with fair certainty that they have lost the war. Further north, at Voronezh, the Russian counter attacks have been successful. The Red Army has recrossed the Don and the Germans appear to have lost heavily in men and materials.

In Egypt, the situation has greatly improved. The British have made successful counter attacks, pushing the Germans back some miles and capturing six thousand prisoners in the last ten days. The Indian troops have greatly distinguished themselves in these actions, several Baluchistan regiments being specially picked out for honourable mention. At the moment the Germans are probably short of aircraft, owing to the demands of the Russian front, but they are well provided with tanks, and in particular with anti-tank artillery. We must expect them to make one more large-scale attempt to break into Egypt, but their chances of doing so have grown less in the last fortnight. Should they fail in this final attempt, they will probably retreat at least to the frontiers of Libya.

There is heavy fighting in Eastern China, and the town of Wenchow has twice changed hands. It is in Japanese hands at present. The Mexican Government has taken over the oil wells in that country previously owned and operated by Japan. Reports which came from usually reliable sources suggest that the Japanese are contemplating an unannounced attack on Russia, about the end of this month. Naturally, they will choose the best moment and will probably wait till they believe that the Russians are in serious difficulties in the West. But we may be sure that the Soviet Government is well acquainted with their plans and has made suitable preparations.

We will now add a few notes on the nature of current Axis propaganda. We said current, because it is important to notice that this propaganda changes completely according to circumstances, not being concerned with revealing the truth in any way, but simply with influencing public opinion in a direction favourable to the Axis. The biggest example of such a change was when the Germans invaded Russia. Up to this moment, they exploited their pretended friendship with Russia for all it was worth, and described themselves as the Allies of a Socialist country fighting against plutocracy. They had no sooner invaded Russia than they began to describe themselves as the defenders of European civilisation against Bolshevism, appealing to the propertied classes in their second line of propaganda, just as they had appealed to the property-less classes in the first. This sudden reversal in Axis propaganda—and we choose it merely as the most outstanding example from many similar ones—should be enough to save anyone who happens to listen to it, from taking Axis propaganda at its face value.

If we look at the Axis propaganda specially directed towards India at this moment, we find that it all boils down to the pretence to be fighting against Imperialism. The Japanese slogan is “Asia for the Asiatics,” and very similar phrases are a daily occurrence in German and Italian propaganda. The world picture presented by Axis propagandists is something like this. Britain and America are in possession of nearly the whole world, and are using their power in order to exploit the greater part of humanity and make hundred [s] of millions of human beings live lives of toil and misery in order to pour money into the pockets of the few hundred millionaires in London and New York. Germany, Italy and Japan are fighting against this unjust oppression, not in any way for their own interests, but simply in order to set the enslaved peoples free. When they have achieved their object, they will retire from any countries they may have had to occupy, freely granting the previously subject peoples full independence. Thus the Japanese assure the Indians that if they invaded India, it would be with no intention of settling there, but merely in order to drive the British out, after which they will retire again. Simultaneously, the Germans and Italians are assuring the Egyptians that they have no designs whatever upon Egyptian territory, but are merely invading Egypt in order to expel the British, after which they too will retire to their own territories. Similar promises are made all over the world, to any inhabitants of Allied countries who may be supposed to be dis-contented° with their present lot.

Needless to say, these promises are, on the face of it, absurd. It is clear that if the Germans, Italians and Japanese were really the enemies of Imperialism, they would start by liberating their own subject peoples. The Japanese would liberate Korea, Manchuria and Formosa, and would retire from the parts of China which they have overrun since 1937. The Italians, instead of making promises to the Egyptians, would set free the Arabs of Libya, and in any case would never have committed the aggression against the Abyssinians, which was justly avenged last year. As for the Germans, in order to make good their promises, they would have to liberate the whole of Europe.

These facts are self-evident. For Germany to call Britain Imperialistic is at best the pot calling the kettle black. Nevertheless, the Axis propagandists are not so silly as this may seem to imply. They go upon two principles, both of them sound in the short run, though probably not in the long run. The first principle is that if you promise people what they want, they will always believe you. The second is that very few people either know or are interested in knowing what is being done or said in other parts of the world than their own. The Axis propagandists know, therefore, that in their propaganda to various countries they can contradict themselves grossly without much danger of being detected. Here, for example, is one instance of such self-contradiction. At the same moment that the Axis broadcasts are assuring India that they are the friends of the coloured peoples, as against the British, they are assuring the Dutch of South Africa that they are the friends of the white race as against the black. Indeed, this conviction is inherent in the whole of Axis propaganda, since the central thesis of Nazi theory is the superiority of the white races over the Asiatic and African races and the Jews. The Germans go even further than their Italian colleagues by claiming that all that is worth while in human history has been achieved by people with blue eyes. Naturally this doctrine is left out when Berlin is broadcasting to India or Africa. The Japanese might seem to be debarred from holding any such theory, but in fact they have, and for centuries have had, a racial theory even more extreme than that of the Germans. They believe the Japanese race to be divine, all other races being hereditarily inferior; and they have incidentally a contemptuous nickname (“KORUMBA”) for the negroes and other darker-skinned races. Both of these peoples, the Germans and the Japanese, and perhaps also the Italians, commit their aggressions1 upon the theory firmly believed in by many of them that since they are superior races, they have a divine right to govern the earth. These ideas are mentioned quite freely in their home press and broadcasts, and even for outside consumption when they consider it suitable. A good many German broadcasts addressed to Britain, for example, have suggested fairly openly that the German and Anglo-Saxon peoples, as the principal2 members of the white race, have a common interest, and ought to get together for the combined exploitation of the world. Needless to say, neither India nor Africa are supposed to hear anything of this, and since, in fact, those people have not access to the Press or Radio outside their own countries, these flagrant contradictions do generally go unnoticed.

We have made this the subject of our talk this week, because we are well aware of the nature of the Axis propaganda now being addressed to India, and we think it wise to answer it from time to time, not for the sake of exposing individual falsehoods, which would take too long, and is not worth while, but merely to issue a general warning which may help our listeners to see the world situation in perspective. Next time, therefore, that you come across a piece of plausible Axis propaganda, it is worth asking yourself this question— “If they say this to me, what are they likely to be saying to Europe, to America, to Africa, to Britain, or to China?”

A little thought along these lines will often help to counteract that other tendency which Axis broadcasters play upon, the tendency to believe any story which tells us what we want to hear.




1325. Bengali Newsletter, 2

25 July 1942


S. K. Das Gupta was booked to translate and read this newsletter, the original of which was written by Orwell, but only four minutes was transmitted; the bulk of the broadcast was a talk in Bengali by the High Commissioner for India, Sir Aziz-ul-Huque, lasting nine minutes (see here). Bokhari wrote to the High Commissioner on 8 July to make arrangements for a preliminary rehearsal and he thanked him for ‘consenting to give us a talk on Indians in England’ as soon as he had completed a tour he was to make. In a confidential memorandum of 15 July to Miss E. W. D. Boughen attached to the booking form Sir Aziz, Bokhari said:


I am sending a Booking Slip asking for a Contract to be issued to Sir Aziz-ul-Huque C.I.E., D.Litt. for translating and reading the Bengali Newsletter on Saturday, 25th July. (Please note, though this is confidential, that Mr. S. K. Das Gupta will be helping with the Translation).

I understand that the previous High Commissioner [s]—Sir Firoz Khan Noon and Mr. S. Lall—were paid 10 guineas for each broadcast. It is very strongly recommended that at least the same fee should be offered to the present High Commissioner.



The matter of Das Gupta’s fee of £4.4s for translating and, in effect, not reading all the script which Orwell had written, then arose. A memorandum from Bokhari to Miss Boughen of about 26 July suggested that he should receive an extra payment for reading part of the newsletter, even though that was what he had originally been commissioned to do. Then, thinking better of this, he added a P. S.: ‘Or shall we leave all this, until Das Gupta approaches us?’ Possibly Bokhari was confused because, on 16 July, Miss Boughen, for the Programme Contracts Director, had written to Das Gupta to say he would not be reading the Newsletter, only translating it, and she would get into touch with him later about the fee he would be paid.






1326. To Inez Holden

25 July 1942 PP/EB/NP

Dear Inez,1

We still have not contacted the actress we want to do your monologue, and therefore I have not yet attempted the changes which are needed to put it into spoken form. We were trying to get Vida Hope, but she has not yet replied to my letter. So I am now trying to get Joan Sterndale-Bennett.2 Can you by any chance come in here (200 Oxford Street) on Friday afternoon, July 31st, at about 2.30 p.m.? I am trying to get all the contributors together then. It may not be possible to do the re-arrangement of your monologue before that time. Please let me know as soon as possible whether you can manage this.

Yours,

George Orwell

Talks Producer

Indian Section




1327. To Herbert Read

25 July 1942 PP/EB

Dear Read,

About our magazine programme “Voice”, in which we hope you are going to take part. Can you by any chance come in here next Friday afternoon about 2.30 p.m.? Even if you can’t manage that particular time, it would no doubt do if you could come at some time in the afternoon. I am making efforts on that day to get hold of Henry Treece,1 who presents the biggest difficulty as he lives out of London. It will probably be easy enough to get hold of the others. Please let me know as soon as possible.

It may interest you to know that I am having a row with your publishers,2 who, however, tell me that it is not their fault, but that of the Fabian Society. I will let you know developments later.

Yours,

George Orwell

Talks Producer

Indian Section




1328. To Henry Wickham Steed

25 July 1942 PP/EB/NP

Dear Mr. Wickham Steed,

Many thanks for your letter. I am sorry that I am unable to arrange a recording for August 5th, as I originally suggested.

I understand that 5.30 p.m. will suit you on Thursday, August 6th, and I have accordingly arranged for the recording to take place at Broadcasting House, at 5.30 p.m. Allowing time for rehearsal, you should be free by 6.45 p.m. I hope this will be convenient to you.

Yours sincerely,

George Orwell

Talks Producer

Indian Section




1329. To Henry Treece

25 July 1942 PP/EB

Dear Mr. Treece,

Very many thanks for sending along a selection of poems, which Mulk Raj Anand has brought to me. I have been through them and provisionally picked out three, which I think suitable for broadcasting. We have to consider two things, the first is that we can only broadcast something fairly short, and secondly we have to broadcast what is fairly easily intelligible because, although we are aiming at making this programme highbrow, we are speaking to people whose English is not necessarily perfect, and also because something which is merely h[e]ard and not read needs to be comparatively simple. However, we may change the selection when you come here. I wonder whether you could come to London next Friday afternoon, about 2.30. (July 31st), and I will try to get as many of the other people taking part in the programme as possible together, so that we can do something towards [ty]ing the whole programme together. I should be very glad to put you up for the night so that you don’t need to be troubled about times for getting back. Could you please let me know as soon as possible whether you can manage this?

Yours sincerely,

George Orwell

Talks Producer

Indian Section




1330. BBC Talks Booking Form, 25.7.42


Wickham Steed: ‘I’d Like It Explained,’ 2, ‘The Press’; 13½ minute discussion with Mr. Hamilton Fyfe, in which Mr. Steed will speak for 6½ minutes’; recorded 6.8.42; broadcast 7.8.42; fee £8.8s. Signed: Z. A. Bokhari.






1331. War-time Diary

26.7.42: Yesterday and today, on the Home Guard manoeuvres, passing various small camps of soldiers in the woods, radiolocation1 stations etc. Struck by the appearance of the soldiers, their magnificent health and the brutalised look in their faces. All young and fresh, with round fat limbs and rosy faces with beautiful clear skins. But sullen brutish expressions—not fierce or wicked in any way, but simply stupefied by boredom, loneliness, discontent, endless tiredness and mere physical health.




1332. Gujarati Newsletter, 22

27 July 1942


The English original was written by Orwell. No script has been traced. PasB gives timing as 12′ 10″.






1333. To E. C. Bowyer

27 July 1942 PP/EB

Dear Mr. Bowyer,

Many thanks for your letter. The publicity people were very please° with what you gave us. I found the script very interesting, and I don’t think there will have to be many alterations; there will be one minor one, however. This series is supposed to be conducted entirely by Indians and the majority of the talks are so. Where we are obliged to have a talk done by Europeans, we always have one Indian taking part, more or less in the capacity of an interviewer. I am arranging this in your case. The Indian speaker will put in a remark or two of his own, and possibly we might transfer to him one or two of the questions which you and Mr. Masefield ask of one another. No doubt it will be quite easy to arrange this during the rehearsal. I think it will be necessary to have one rehearsal of the talk. I wonder whether you could manage 4.30 p.m. on Thursday, July 30th? I am writing to Mr. Masefield to ask him the same. Failing that, it might be better to come about an hour before the talk is held on Friday. Could you please let me know about this at once?

Yours sincerely,

George Orwell

Talks Producer

Indian Section




1334. To Peter Masefield

27 July 1942 PP/EB

Dear Mr. Masefield,

Very many thanks for your script and [for] the trouble you have taken in working it up into a dialogue yourself. There will not be any serious alterations to make, but there will have to be one minor one. This series is supposed to be conducted entirely by Indians, and the majority of the talks are so. Where we are obliged to have a talk done by Europeans, we always have one Indian taking part, more or less in the capacity of an interviewer. I am arranging this in your case. The Indian speaker will put in a remark or two of his own, and possibly we might transfer to him one or two of the questions which you and Mr. Bowyer ask of one another. No doubt it will be quite easy to arrange this during the rehearsal. I think it will be necessary to have one rehearsal on the talk. [I] wonder whether you could manage 4.30 p.m. on Thursday, July 30th? I am writing to Mr. Bowyer to ask him the same. Failing that, it might be better to come about an hour before the talk is held on Friday. Could you please let me know about this at once?

Yours sincerely,

George Orwell

Talks Producer

Indian Section




1335. To T. C. Worsley

27 July 1942 PP/EB

Dear Worsley,

About the discussion on Education that you are doing for us. I am sorry for the delay, but we hesitated some time about the other speaker before fixing on G. M. Young, who I think will do very well. The procedure I suggest is as follows: you let me have your piece, about 750 words, saying what you think about the subject, I send it on to Young to criticise and then, having received his remarks, work it up into a dialogue which can be emended and rehearsed by both of you before being recorded. I think that method should work out reasonably well.

As to the manner of treatment. We are dealing with the Indian (student) public which can’t be depended on to know all about conditions here. Therefore, although the Public Schools and what they stand for ought to be mentioned, they should not be the exclusive subject. The real point at issue (and here is where Young is likely to disagree, making a real discussion) is whether education should aim at fostering aristocratic or democratic values; and incidentally whether current English educational methods are suited to the modern world. I fancy you will not find it very difficult to produce something along these lines.

I hope things are going well with you. Looking forward to seeing you.

Yours,

George Orwell

Talks Producer

Indian Section




1336. War-time Diary

27.7.42: Talking today with Sultana, one of the Maltese broadcasters. He says he is able to keep in fairly good touch with Malta and conditions are very bad there. “The last letter I get this morning was like a—how you say? (much gesticulation)—like a sieve. All the pieces what the censor cut out, you understand. But I make something out of it, all the same.” He went on to tell me, among other things, that 5 lb1 of potatoes now cost the equivalent of 8 shillings. ⌈He considers that of the two convoys which recently endeavoured to reach Malta the one from England, which succeeded in getting there, carried munitions, and the one from Egypt, which failed to get there, carried food.⌉ I said, “Why can’t they send dehydrated food by plane?” He shrugged his shoulders, seeming to feel instinctively that the British government would never go to that much trouble over Malta. Yet it seems that the Maltese are solidly pro-British, thanks to Mussolini, no doubt.

⌈The German broadcasts are claiming that Voroshilov2 is in London, which is not very likely and has not been rumoured here. Probably a shot in the dark to offset their recent failure over Molotov,3 and made on the calculation that some high-up Russian military delegate is likely to be here at this moment. If the story should turn out to be true, I shall have to revise my ideas about the German secret service in this country.⌉

The crowd at the Second Front meeting in Trafalgar Square4 estimated at 40,000 in the rightwing papers and 60,000 in the leftwing. Perhaps 50,000 in reality. My spy reports that in spite of the present Communist line of “all power to Churchill”, the Communist speakers in fact attacked the Government very bitterly.5

28.7.42: Today I have read less newspapers than usual, but the ones I have seen have gone cold on the Second Front, except for the “News-Chronicle”. ⌈The “Evening News” published an anti-Second Front article (by General Brownrigg6) on its front page⌉ I remarked on this to Herbert Read who said gloomily “The Government has, told them to shut up about it”. ⌈It is true of course that if they are intending to start something they must still seem to deny it.⌉ Read said he thought the position in Russia was desperate and seemed very upset about it, though in the past he has been even more anti-Stalin than I. I said to him, “Don’t you feel quite differently towards the Russians now they are in a jam?” and he agreed. For that matter I felt quite differently towards England when I saw that England was in a jam. Looking back I see that I was anti-Russian (or more exactly anti-Stalin) during the years when Russia appeared to be powerful, militarily and politically, ie. 1933 to 1941. Before and after those dates I was pro-Russian. One could interpret this in several different ways.

A small raid on the outskirts of London last night. The new rocket guns,7 some of which are8 manned by Home Guards, were in action ⌈and are said to have brought down some planes (8 planes down altogether).⌉

This is the first time the Home Guard can properly be said to have been in action, a little over 29 years after its formation.

The Germans never admit damage to military objectives, but they acknowledge civilian casualties after our bigger raids. After the Hamburg raid of 2 nights ago they described the casualties as heavy. The papers here reproduce this with pride. Two years ago we would all have been aghast at the idea of killing civilians. I remember saying to someone during the blitz, when the RAF were hitting back as best they could, “In a year’s time you’ll see headlines in the Daily Express: ‘Successful Raid on Berlin Orphanage. Babies Set on Fire’”. It hasn’t come to that yet, but that is the direction we are going in.




1337. To Mr. Baddeley1

29 July 1942 PP/EB

Dear Mr. Baddeley,

I enclose a copy of a script written [by] Peter Masefield (Air correspondent of the Sunday Times) and E. C. Bowyer (Information Department of the Society of British Aircraft Constructors) for censorship.

The discussion will be broadcast at 1.15 p.m. on Friday, July 31st, in the Eastern Service of the BBC. I should be glad if I could have the script back by Friday morning. My address is—Room 310, 200, Oxford Street, W.1.

Yours sincerely,

Eric Blair

Talks Producer

Indian Section




1338. To Peter Masefield and to E. C. Bowyer

29 July 1942 PP/EB/NP

Dear Mr. Masefield,

I enclose a copy of the script of your discussion with Mr. Bowyer, in which I have inserted one or two questions for the Indian interviewer to ask you.

I shall expect you on Friday, July 31st, at about 12 o’clock, at my office at 200, Oxford Street—this is on the corner of Great Portland Street and Oxford Street.1

Yours sincerely,

George Orwell

Talks Producer

Indian Section




1339. Marathi Newsletter, 22

30 July 1942


This was misnumbered as 23. PasB gives Bokhari as announcer and Miss Chitale as switch censor. The script was written by Orwell and read by M. R. Kothari. The timing is given as 13’ 5”. The talks booking form has Orwell as author of the script and Kothari as reader crossed through in ink, but the evidence of the PasB that Kothari read the script suggests that this was an error. No script has been traced.






1340. To Herbert Read

30 July 1942 PP/EB

Dear Read,

In furtherance to our conversation, we more or less got started on our radio magazine “Voice” to-day, and we are very anxious that you should take part. This would mean two sessions, one the sort of final dress rehearsal, and the other the actual recording. I doubt whether it is feasible to telescope them into one, though it might be. If you can’t make two visits to London for this, you could just record the two poems I want you to read; but I would like you, if possible, to be there to take part in the discussion. The poems I want you to read are your own poem, “The Contrary Experience”, which should come at the beginning of the programme, and at the end Wordsworth’s sonnet “The World is too much with us”. You could choose another if you like, but I think this will fit in well. Treece unfortunately cannot come, because he has an exam, or something, but his poems are being read by John Atkins,1 who does them quite well. I will send you a copy of the script as soon as it is more or less in shape. Please let me know about this as soon as possible.

Yours,

George Orwell

Talks Producer

Indian Section




1341. To Henry Treece

30 July 1942 Top and carbon copies PP/EB/NP

Dear Mr. Treece,

Many thanks for your letter. I am so sorry you can’t come this time, but I think I shall still use some of your poems. I selected three provisionally and will let you know which we actually do use, and get someone else to read them.1 Perhaps another time, when you are actually in London, you could come in and record a poem which we could stick into a later programme. That particular operation does not take long, perhaps half an hour, but we have to arrange the recording beforehand which means about a day’s notice.

Hoping to meet you some time.

Yours sincerely,

[Signed] Geo. Orwell

George Orwell

Talks Producer

Indian Section




1342. BBC Talks Booking Form, 31.7.42


Narayana Menon: ‘Presenting a programme of gramophone records for 12 minutes—Mr Menon chose the records & spoke for about 2 minutes’; broadcast 31.7.42; fee £3.13.6. Signed: Z. A. Bokhari. Remarks: ‘This followed Mr. Menon’s talk in the series ‘A.D. 2000,’ for which he has already received a contract,’ see here.






1343. [Weekly News Review], 33

1 August 1942


It had been expected that Bokhari would by this time have been on his way to India, but he did not sail until 29 September, and returned on 13–14 May 1943. However, though Bokhari censored this script, it was read by Shridhar Telkar as planned (see here). Neither the typescript nor PasB has a title; the former simply says; ‘Read by Shridhar Telkar of the Oriental News Agency.’ The script carries both censorship stamps and has been checked with the broadcast. Apart from some mistypings and a false start or two, the only emendations are a few words probably obliterated for stylistic reasons, for example, in the first paragraph, ‘very’ before ‘roundabout’ and an adjective before ‘train.’ These have not been noted here.



On the Russian front the news continues to be extremely grave. The Germans have now crossed the Don river, and are moving south into the Caucasus area. The important city of Rostov fell several days back, and it is south of Rostov that the German advance has been most rapid. It is uncertain how far they have yet got. They have at any rate entered Bataisk, about 50 miles south of Rostov, where there are a few oil wells. We can assume that the Russians blocked these or otherwise put them out of action when it became clear that they might fall into German hands. Simultaneously with this southward movement another body of German troops has been moving eastward into the angle of the Don, in the direction of the important town of Stalingrad. Here, however, they have been stopped, and all their efforts to cross the Don, as also further north near Voronezh, have failed. In general the position is such that the entire body of Russian troops in the Caucasus area is in danger of being cut off from the more northern parts of Russia. Even should the Germans reach Stalingrad, communications between Moscow and Leningrad on the one hand, and the Caucasus region on the other, do indeed exist, but by roundabout routes which put a strain on transport. Of course, even if the Germans should succeed in separating the northern and southern Russian armies, that does not mean that they have reached the oil, which is their chief objective. They have still got to meet the Russian armies in the Caucasus, and the British Ninth Army in the Middle East. But they might, by severing the communication between this all-important oil area and the rest of Russia, starve the northern Russian armies of oil for their vehicles, and at the same time strike a very severe blow at the economic life of the whole of the Soviet Union. Russian agriculture is done mainly with tractor ploughs, which need constant supplies of oil. There are natural sources of oil in Russia in several areas apart from the Caucasus, including considerable supplies beyond the Ural mountains, in places where it is impossible for the Germans to get at them. It is also probable that the Soviet Government has placed large dumps of oil all over the country, in preparation for just such an emergency as this. Meanwhile, however, the productive capacity of the Russian armaments factories must be adversely affected, both by the loss of territory and by the extra strain on communications. The war is now at its climax, and it is no use denying that the situation is very bad—as bad as, or perhaps worse, than it was in the autumn of last year. Nevertheless, the campaign has not gone according to the German plan. The destruction of the Red Army, which was the primary aim of the Germans, has not been accomplished, and the German commentators are beginning to admit that it cannot be accomplished. Politically, the German attempt to subjugate Soviet Russia has been an utter failure. There has been no kind of Quisling activity whatever in the occupied areas1 and the Germans do not even pretend that the inhabitants are anything but hostile to them. It is significant that recently they have enormously increased the number of their armed police force—a silent confession that the so-called New Order can only be maintained by naked force. Although the Germans have now over-run large and very rich territories, these are not of much direct use to them, since they have not the labour to exploit them, they cannot successfully force the inhabitants to work, and they have to contend everywhere with the results of a scorched earth policy carried out with extreme thoroughness. In a positive sense, therefore, the Germans have not gained much by their conquests, and probably will not gain much. In a negative sense however, they have gained by reducing the offensive power of our Russian Allies, and this will remain so until the territories at least as far west as Kharkov have been won back.

In Egypt, there is little to report since last week. The British have made several successful attacks, but all the activities have been on a comparatively small scale. It is evident that the hope of swiftly reaching the Suez Canal, about which the Axis broadcasters were talking so unguardedly a fortnight ago, has now faded. The present stage of the Egyptian campaign is being fought largely by Indian troops, who have won themselves very high praise from the Commander in Chief.

On Sunday, July 26th, a huge meeting was held in London, to demand the opening of a Second Front in Western Europe. It was attended by people of all kinds, and the crowd numbered not less than fifty thousand people. We do not care to express any opinion as to whether the British and American Governments will or will not open a second front° this year. It is obvious that whatever the Government’s intentions may be, it cannot disclose them prematurely, but it is important to realise that the mere idea of the opening of a Second Front deeply affects the strategy of the war. On their own statement, the Germans are feverishly at work fortifying the whole Western coast of Europe against a possible attack, and the danger on their flank probably prevents them from using their full air strength on the Russian front. The British air attacks on Germany continue relentlessly and the Germans are only able to retaliate against Britain on a very small scale. There have been several small air raids on London and other British cities during the last week, but the anti-aircraft defences are now so good that in each case the raiding force lost 10 per cent of its strength. On July 27th, there was another large scale British raid on Hamburg, carried out by about five hundred bombing planes, which even on the German admission, caused extensive damage. It was followed two days later by another raid on about the same scale. There is little doubt that these raids are going to become greater and greater both in numbers and volume. The American as well as the British air force is now beginning to take part in them, and American planes are arriving in Britain in ever greater numbers. The Chief of the Bomber Command broadcast some2 nights ago to the German people, warning them of the heavier and heavier raids that are to come. The Germans cry out against these raids, declaring the whole policy of bombing to be wicked and inhumane, having apparently forgotten that only a year or two ago, they themselves were bombing London and other residential cities and openly boasting of the slaughter they were achieving among the civilian population. At that time Britain was not able to retaliate on a big scale, and the Germans probably imagined that this state of affairs would continue. Now that the tables are turned, they talk in a different vein. This, however, will make no difference, and the raids will increase in volume, so that before long a raid carried out by a thousand bombers will seem almost a commonplace. We do not express any opinion as to whether this air activity is or is not a prelude to an Allied invasion of Europe, but we can at least say that should such an invasion be made, the raids will have weakened the German power to resist, and helped to secure air superiority over the coast, which is indispensable if any landing is to be attempted. The British people, though recognising that the decision must rest with the Government, which alone possesses the necessary information, are extremely eager for the invasion to be made, and would be willing even to risk a great disaster if this helped our Russian allies by drawing off the German armies from the Eastern front.

Fighting has flared up again in New Guinea, where the Japanese have made a fresh landing on the northern coast.3 The Japanese forces made another attempt to advance on Port Moresby, the possession of which is indispensable to them if they are to invade Australia, but they have been successfully beaten back.

British subjects living abroad are to be made liable for National Service.

The harvest in the British Isles is estimated to be by far the largest that has ever been known. This applies both to wheat and other cereals and even more to potatoes. Since the outbreak of war an extra six million acres have been brought under cultivation in the British Isles, and Britain is now producing about two thirds of its own food. This is a marked change from the conditions of peace time when almost all food was imported from abroad. At the same time, so far as can be discovered from reports and observations, the German harvest this year is a very poor one.




1344. Bengali Newsletter, 3

1 August 1942


The English original was written by Orwell. No script has been traced.






1345. War-time Diary

1.8.42: If the figures given are correct, the Germans have lost about 10 per cent of their strength in each of the last raids. According to Peter Masefield this isn’t anything to do with the new guns but has all been done by the night fighters. He also told me1 that the new FW 190 fighter is much better than any fighter we now have in actual service. ⌈An aircraft construction man named Bowyer who was broadcasting together with him agreed with this.⌉ Oliver Stewart considers that the recent German raids are reconnaissance raids and that they intend starting the big blitz again soon, at any rate if they can get their hands free in Russia.

Not much to do over the bank holiday week end. Busy at every odd moment making a hen-house.2 This kind of thing now needs great ingenuity owing to the extreme difficulty of getting hold of timber. No sense of guilt or time-wasting when I do anything of this type—on the contrary, a vague feeling that any sane occupation must be useful, or at any rate justifiable.




1346. Review of Charles de Gaulle by Philippe Barrès1

The Observer, 2 August 1942

Mr. Philippe Barrès’s book may be taken as the “official” biography of General de Gaulle, and it probably gives as full and frank an account of the Free French movement as was possible at the time when it was written—that is, some time during the summer of 1941. Necessarily silent on certain points, such as the Syrian campaign and the unsuccessful Dakar expedition, it gives much valuable detail about the circumstances of the French collapse, and it has the merit of quoting most of the relevant documents in full.

As is now widely known, General de Gaulle’s views on mechanised warfare, ignored by his own countrymen, were taken up and acted upon by the Germans, who seem actually to have built up their armoured divisions for the Polish campaign on the specifications set forth in de Gaulle’s book, published five years earlier. In the years between Hitler’s rise to power and the outbreak of war de Gaulle had agitated as best he could, chiefly through Paul Reynaud, for a more modern conception of war than was implied in the Maginot line and a five-million conscript army, and Chapter V. of Mr. Barrès’s book gives the text of the memorandum which he submitted to the High Command in January of 1940, after five months of “phony” war. In general terms this document foretold exactly what did happen a few months later.

Needless to say, his warnings went unheeded. De Gaulle languished in obscurity till the Battle of France, when for a brief period he held an important command and won some minor successes with the inadequate forces at his disposal. It was fortunate that in these few weeks he earned sufficient renown to make him the natural rallying-point of those Frenchmen who wanted to go on fighting. But why had no one, outside Germany, listened to his teachings earlier? If one thinks simply in technical terms, this is easy enough to understand. The two wars were only twenty-one years apart, and the generals who had won the war of 1914, or thought they had, were still in command. It was their instinct to see that nothing was changed, just as the Duke of Wellington struggled to keep the British Army the same in the eighteen-fifties as it had been at Waterloo. There was also the pacifism of public opinion, disillusioned by victory and only too ready for an inert defensive policy, as in England. But Mr. Barrès barely touches on the deeper political and economic causes of the French collapse. A book of this kind, written while events are still in the making, is bound to avoid certain issues. The delicacy of the situation lies in the fact that whereas in France the “collaborators” are the politicians of the Right, the Free French are of literally all political colours. General de Gaulle himself, denounced daily over the radio as a Jewish Marxist and freemason, is a Catholic of the provincial aristocracy and perhaps of royalist antecedents. Mr. Barrès is naturally rather anxious to avoid tying a political programme on to the Free French movement, though since the book was written some steps in that direction have been taken. In his pages de Gaulle appears simply as the personification of “la patrie,” of the simple instinct which makes decent men of all shades of opinion unite against a foreign conqueror. On that level this book is a worthy tribute. The American translation could be improved upon.2




1347. Gujarati Newsletter, 23

3 August 1942


The English original was written by Orwell. No script has been traced. PasB gives timing as 11 minutes and an uncertain number of seconds.






1348. To Henry Wickham Steed

3 August 1942 PP/EB/NP

Dear Mr. Wickham Steed,

Many thanks for the revised draft of your discussion with Hamilton Fyfe. I am enclosing a carbon copy for you to glance through. You will notice that I have made one or two small alterations, in order to make room for an Indian interviewer. I have also cut out one or two passages, as it seemed to me to be a little on the long side.

I shall look forward to seeing you on Thursday, August 6th. As the recording and rehearsal are to be at Broadcasting House, I shall meet you in the entrance hall there.

Yours sincerely

[Initialled] E.A.B

George Orwell

Talks Producer

Indian Section




1349. BBC Talks Booking Form, 3.8.42


J. F. Horrabin: ‘War of the Three Oceans’; ‘on the geography of the war’; broadcast 7, 14, 21, and 28.8.42; fee £9.9s each talk. Signed: Z. A. Bokhari.

Norman Collins, the Empire Talks Manager, was greatly impressed by these broadcasts and on 31 August 1942 suggested that the Pacific, Eastern, and African Services consider using them, but they found the material too intractable. Ormond Wilson, Empire News Talks Editor, wrote to Horrabin on 5 September to say that Orwell had passed on his scripts and that the BBC would like to broadcast the talks in the North American and Pacific Services, but that lack of time would mean cutting the four fifteen-minute talks to three, each of ten minutes. For Orwell’s response to the broadcast, see here.






1350. War-time Diary

3.8.42: D. A.1 says Churchill is in Moscow.2 He also says3 there isn’t going to be any second front. However, if a second front is intended, the Government must do all it can to spread the contrary impression beforehand, ⌈and D. A. might be one of the people used to plant the rumour.

D. A. says that when the commandos land the Germans never fight but always clear out immediately. No doubt they have orders to do so. This fact is not allowed to be published—presumable reason, to prevent the public from becoming over-confident.⌉

According to D. A., Cripps does intend to resign from the Government4 and has his alternative policy ready. He can’t, of course, speak of this in public but will do so in private. However, I hear that Macmurray5 when staying with Cripps recently could get nothing whatever out of him as to his political intentions.




1351. Programmes Preview by Venu Chitale with amendments by Orwell

4 August 1942


Venu Chitale’s monthly programme preview was evidently written as well as delivered by her: her style is chatty and quite different from Orwell’s. This particular script, however, has extensive passages revised by Orwell, whose hand is easily distinguished from hers. In the following extract from the full preview, sections in Orwell’s hand are printed in italic. The heavy punctuation has mainly been added in ink and is doubtless to aid delivery. For an extract from a later Programme Preview, in which Miss Chitale describes Orwell’s wife, Eileen Blair, see 1759.



… Tomorrow, in our programme “Through Eastern Eyes”, Shridhar Telkar will again present his weekly talk “Topic of the Week”. Mr. Telkar, as is well-known, is the Editor of the Oriental News Agency. During his long stay in this country, as a journalist, he has had many opportunities, to observe and study politics, and social opinions. Last week, he spoke about the demand of the British Public, for a Second Front in Europe. He brings a keen and analytical mind to bear on his subjects. I know what he’s going to tell you tomorrow, but I must not say! Because I shall be giving away his [underlined] show. Anyway listen in on Wednesdays to Shridhar Telkar’s “Topic of the Week”.

…

On Thursdays will be broadcast to you the “Open Letters”, which explain the origins of the war in a simple popular way. Among the writers of these letters are Cedric Dover, Jaya Deva, Raja Ratnam, and others. The series was started last Thursday, by Mulk Raj Anand, with a letter, to the widow [underlined], of a Chinese guerrilla, Madame Shelley Wong. Cedric Dover, whose voice is familiar to many listeners in India, will address his letter to a Liberal. Jaya Deva, author of the sensational book “Japan’s Kampf”, will write to a Conservative, wheras° Raja Ratnam, who is well known among the new Indian writers in Great Britain, will address his letter to a Quisling [underlined]. (Pause)

Some months back, you may have listened to some talks by J. F. Horrabin on world geography. Well, we are lucky enough to have been able to fix up another four talks by him. J. F. Horrabin, former M. P., is well known as a cartoonist. His work has been appearing in the “News Chronicle” and “The Star” for the last 20 years. Mr. Horrabin, is also famous, for his books of war-maps. It was he who drew the maps for H. G. Wells’s “Outline of History”, and also for Jawaharlal Nehru’s “Glimpses of World History”. The title of his talks is “The War of the Three Oceans”, & they will take place on Fridays from 5 to 5.15 Indian Standard Time. The first will be on Friday the 7th. Anyone who enjoyed his previous series, “The World is Round”, will find these, even more stimulating.

Last Friday, you probably heard, the first of our new series, “I’d Like it Explained” [underlined]. In this series, as we have already pointed out, experts on various subjects of current interest, will hold discussions, and they will answer questions put to them, by Indian interviewers, interested in the subject. Wickham Steed, the well-known broadcaster, Hamilton Fyfe, Sir John Russell, L. F. Easterbrook, C. H. Waddington, Professor J.B.S. Haldane, & Professor Laski, are only, a few, of the eminent, and brilliant men, who will hold these radio discussions. Wickham Steed, will speak on the Press, Sir John Russell on Agriculture, Professor Haldane on Scientific Research; while Laski [underlined in ink] will speak on the Future [underlined] of Parliament [underlined]. So Listen in, on Fridays to hear many questions answered.

Our listeners in India must have missed Z. A. Bokhari’s voice last Saturday, in the News Review period. Mr. Bokhari is very pressed for time, and he has consequently, had to pass this task, of reviewing the events of the war, onto° others.1 Shridar° Telkar, Noel Sircar, Bahadur Singh, and Homi Bode are the competent men, who will share the responsibility, of presenting you, with the News Review of the week.

The Parliamentary debate which continues from week to week …


[There is finally, a trail for Sir Aziz-ul-Huque’s ‘Indians in Great Britain’ and the Programme Preview concludes:]



We hope all of you who know English will listen to this programme which is arranged especially.2 We bring you every week news, reviews, talks, discussions, music [last five words underlined]—things that are of interest and entertainment to you. Please remember the times. Every day we broadcast from London to listeners in India between 4.45 and 5.30 Indian Standard Time, on 16, 19, 25 and 31 metre bands. Good bye everybody.




1352. BBC Talks Booking Form, 4.8.42


Mulk Raj Anand: ‘Voice,’ 1: A Magazine Programme; ‘Helping with production of the programme and taking part in discussion of about 10 minutes’ duration’; recorded 8.8.42; broadcast 11.8.42; fee £5.5s, ‘to cover part in discussion & assistance with production of prog.’ Signed: Z. A. Bokhari. Remarks: ‘Please note that Mr. Anand will be required for rehearsal on 6.8.42 from 2.30–4 p.m.’






1353. BBC Talks Booking Form, 4.8.42


Inez Holden: ‘Voice,’ 1; ‘Helping with the production of the programme and taking part in discussion of about 10 minutes’ duration’; recorded 8.8.42; broadcast 11.8.42; fee £5.5s. Signed: Z. A. Bokhari. Remarks: Miss Holden ‘has written a monologue for this programme, to be read by Vida Hope. This is being covered by Miss Alexander.’1






1354. BBC Talks Booking Form, 4.8.42


Herbert Read: ‘Voice,’ 1; ‘Reading two poems—1. The Contrary Experience by Herbert Read, and 2. The world is too much with us by Wordsworth. About 5 minutes’duration’; recorded 4.8.42; broadcast 11.8.42; fee £2.2s (£2.10). Signed: Z. A. Bokhari. Remarks: ‘The copyright of Mr. Read’s poems will be covered by Miss Alexander.’






1355. War-time Diary

4.8.42: The Turkish radio (among others) also says Churchill is in Moscow.

5.8.42: General dismay over the Government of India’s rash act in publishing the documents seized in the1 police raid on Congress headquarters.2 ⌈As usual the crucial document is capable of more than one interpretation and the resulting squabble will simply turn wavering elements in Congress more anti-British.⌉ The anti-Indian feeling which the publication has aroused in America, and perhaps Russia and China, is not in the long run any good to us.

The Russian government announces discovery of a Tsarist plot, quite in the old style. I can’t help a vague feeling that this is somehow linked up with the simultaneous discovery of Gandhi’s plot with the Japanese.




1356. To Miss E. W. D. Boughen, Talks Bookings

5 August 1942 Original EB/NP

TOPIC OF THE WEEK—Talk by S. Telkar

Mr. Telkar was asked to do a series of talks on TOPIC OF THE WEEK. The second talk in this series should have been broadcast to-day (August 5th) at 1115 GMT in the Eastern Transmission. Mr. Telkar prepared a script and came to this office prepared to broadcast it, but it had been decided at a policy meeting at the last moment that the subject about which he had written should not be mentioned in our broadcasts at present. We were therefore obliged not to use this talk, and used an ice-box talk1 instead. In view of these circumstances, I think that Mr. Telkar should be paid the full fee for his talk, as he was fully prepared to broadcast it, and actually arrived at the appointed time to rehearse the talk. I should be grateful if this could be arranged for me.2

[Signed] Eric Blair

(Eric Blair)




1357. Marathi Newsletter, 23

6 August 1942


This was misnumbered as 24. The English original was written by Orwell. No script has been traced.






1358. To Cedric Dover

6 August 1942 PP/EB

Dear Dover,

This is to confirm that you are doing two talks for us in the series BOOKS THAT CHANGED THE WORLD, which is starting shortly. The date of the talk on The Descent of Man is October 1st, and Uncle Tom’s Cabin on October 8th. The talks are of 13 ½ minutes’ duration, and go on the air at 12.15 p.m. BST. I should like to have the scripts in each case one week before the date of broadcast.

Yours sincerely,

Eric Blair

Talks Producer

Indian Section




1359. To Cyril Falls

6 August 1942 PP/EB

Dear Captain Falls,

Major Fuller has written refusing to broadcast, on the grounds that he is too busy. Can you suggest somebody else? I should be grateful if you would let me know fairly soon what suggestions you have to make, if any.1

Yours sincerely,

[Signed] Geo. Orwell

George Orwell

Talks Producer

Indian Section




1360. To Narayana Menon

6 August 1942 PP/EB

Dear Mr. Menon,

We are shortly starting a new series of talks called BOOKS THAT CHANGED THE WORLD, and are wondering if you would like [to] take part in it.

This series is supposed to deal with outstanding books in the European literature of the last 200 years which have a direct effect on public opinion and caused people to see some major problem in a new light. The one we should like you to undertake is Gulliver’s Travels, on September 17th, at 12.15 p.m. I think you should start with the assumption that your audience has heard of the book but is not necessarily well acquainted with it. The talk should not therefore be a mere critique of the book but should give a clear account of what it is about and show just how, why and to what extent it influenced public opinion. You should give the date of the book’s publication and say at any rate a few words about the Social background of the time. It may also be of interest to say a word or two about the author, but the main emphasis should be on the book itself. The talk will be of 13½ minutes duration. Could you be kind enough to let me know whether you can undertake this?

Yours sincerely,

[Signed] Eric Blair

Eric Blair




1361. To Naomi Mitchison

6 August 1942 [PP/EB]

Dear Mrs. Mitchison,1

We would like it very much if you would broadcast in one of the series of talks we do for India. These talks are intended for the English-speaking Indians, and not the Europeans. We have a series in which various subjects are discussed by two experts, in response to questions by an Indian interviewer. We would like you to take part in one discussing the emancipation of women, present and future. We have had to give this the rather vulgar title of “The Cradle and the Desk”, just to make it sound more interesting than the mere phrase “Female Emancipation”. Of course this subject is a very important one for India, and one cannot assume that opinion there has moved nearly as far as in Britain. Have you any suggestions as to whom you would like to debate with? We would prefer it to be another woman, and it makes a more real debate if it is someone with whom you are to some extent in disagreement. The date fixed for the broadcast is September 25th, at 12.45 p.m. Could you be kind enough to let me know about this as early as possible?

Yours sincerely,

[Signed] Geo. Orwell

George Orwell

Talks Producer

Indian Section




1362. To K. S. Shelvankar

6 August 1942 PP/EB

Dear Shelvankar,

I am writing to ask whether you would c[ar]e to do two more broadcasts for us. I was very sorry the last one fell through, [bu]t the present ones that I have in mind are less likely to cause any awkwardness. We are planning a series called BOOKS THAT CHANGED THE WORLD, dealing with books which can be said to have actually influenced events directly by their impact on [the big]1 public. I should like you to undertake two, namely, Rousseau’s Social Contract, and Marx’s Kapital. Of course, you will realise that the first book was meant to represent the rise of the idea of liberalism, just as the second represents the rise of the idea of socialism. Marx, of course, we must deal with, but you might possibly think that some other book should be used instead of the Social Contract,—for example, perhaps something of Voltaire’s or Tom Paine. I think, however, that Rousseau’s book was one that did actually have the effect. I think this series may be quite interesting. Please let me know as soon as possible whether you are interested in doing this, and I can let you have further details. The dates of the broadcasts are September 24th and October 22nd. In case you are away or anything of that kind we could always arrange recordings.

Yours sincerely,

[Initialled] E. A. B

George Orwell

Indian Section




1363. War-time Diary

7.8.42: ⌈Hugh Slater is very despondent about the war. He says that at the rate at which the Russians have been retreating it is not possible that Timoshenko has really got his army away intact, as reported. He also says that the tone of the Moscow press and wireless shows that morale in Russia must be very bad.⌉ Like almost everyone I know, except Warburg, Hugh Slater1 considers that there isn’t going to be any Second Front. This is the inference everyone draws from Churchill’s visit to Moscow.2 People say, “Why should he go to Moscow to tell them we’re going to3 open a second front? He must have gone there to tell them we can’t do it”. Everyone agrees with my suggestion that it would be a good job if Churchill were sunk on the way back,4 like Kitchener.5 ⌈Of course the possibility remains that Churchill isn’t in Moscow.⌉

Last night for the first time took a Sten gun to pieces.6 There is almost nothing to learn in it. ⌈No spare parts. If the gun goes seriously wrong you simply chuck it away and get another.⌉ Weight of the gun with-out magazine is 5½ pounds7—⌈weight of the Tommy gun would be 12–15 lb. Estimated price is not 50/– as I had imagined, but 18/–⌉ I can see a million or two million of these things, each with 500 cartridges and a book of instructions, floating down all over Europe on little parachutes. If the Government had the guts to do that they would really have burned their boats.




1364. News Review, 34

8 August 1942


The typescript is headed ‘News Review. J Bahadur Singh Student of Law Oxford University.’ Singh was the reader. It bears two censorship stamps; the censor was Bokhari. It is marked ‘As broadcast’ by adapting the ‘NOT CHECKED WITH BROADCAST’ statement, the handwritten ‘As’ looking much as if written by Orwell. There is a short cut, which is reproduced here in square brackets, but the words are not scored through in the typescript; and three words have been obliterated but can be recovered with reasonable certainty.



On the Russian front the general movement continues to be the same as we reported last week. The Germans are still advancing southward, though somewhat less rapidly than before, and it may be taken that they have definitely cut the railway connecting Stalingrad with the Black Sea and the Caucasus area. They claim to have reached the Kuban river, which runs into the Black Sea near Novorossisk; but it is doubtful whether they have actually done it as yet. Further north, they have failed to make any progress towards Stalingrad. Probably they have not, in the present campaign, captured anything that is of much direct use to them, but they have succeeded in almost separating the northern and southern parts of the Russian front, and thus making it much harder for the northern Russian armies to get their supplies of oil. Much depends on the quantity of oil and other war materials which the Soviet Government had stored beforehand at strategic points. In spite of the striking German successes of the last month, the Soviet Government’s pronouncements are as firm and confident as ever and we may assume that from their knowledge of the situation they know that though the campaign has reached its climax, that campaign is far from desperate. The aim of the Germans is first to destroy the Russian Armies as a fighting force, and secondly to win themselves an unlimited supply of oil. The aim of the Allied nations is to gather strength as quickly as possible and see to it that the German armies are forced to spend another winter in the Russian snow. The Germans’ aims do not now look as though they can be fully achieved this year, and in spite of all the confident predictions of victory on the Nazi wireless, the prospect of another winter like the last one, with Anglo-American strength mounting up, and the German soldiers dying of cold by tens of thousands, is probably a nightmare to the leaders who have brought Germany to its present pass.

It is important, however, to see each campaign in perspective and to realise that however little they may like one another, the two major powers of the Axis are for the time being acting in concert. During recent weeks, we have not said very much in our newsletters about the far° Eastern end of the war. Except for some rather indecisive actions in China, the Japanese were not attacking, but were building up their strength for two, or possibly three, offensives which they will probably undertake in the near future. We reported last week that there has been fresh activity in New Guinea and during the last week it has become clearer that the Japanese are going to launch another attack against Port Moresby, perhaps on a bigger scale than hitherto. Air reconnaissance also shows that they have occupied some small uninhabited islands about 200 miles north of Australia. These moves cannot have any meaning except as a prelude to an attack against the mainland of Australia and we must write this down as one of the campaigns which the Japanese are likely to undertake shortly. They will probably attack Australia, not merely because they have always coveted the possession of it, but because it is there that British and American strength is most greatly increasing, and it is from there that a counter-attack against the Southern Asian Archipelago can be undertaken. Simultaneously, however, the Japanese seem to be also preparing attacks on both Russia and India. It is known that they have greatly increased their forces on the borders of Manchuria and also that they have been bringing reinforcements into Burma. The RAF has been bombing the port of Akyab, which probably indicates the presence there of Japanese transports. It is not certain that the Japanese will attack India, but as in the case of Australia, they must do so if they wish to prevent a counter-attack against themselves being prepared. It may be asked why they have not attacked India already, since they probably had a good opportunity to do so three or four months ago, when the British were being driven out of Burma and British naval strength in the Indian Ocean had been much weakened by the loss of the two battleships at Singapore. The reasons for the Japanese not attacking India are two, or possibly three. The first is the monsoon, which makes landing operations difficult, and slows down the movement of troops in low-lying country. The second reason developed a little later in the heavy Japanese naval losses in their two unsuccessful battles against the Americans. So far as we know, the Japanese lost at least five aircraft carriers—which would also mean the loss of several hundred aeroplanes and several thousand trained men—in these two encounters; and without a sufficient force of aircraft carriers they probably do not feel equal to attacking the coast of India against land based aircraft. The lost aircraft carriers can be replaced, but this would mean several months’ work. The third possible reason was that the Japanese were hoping for political strife in India to reach such a pitch that if they made the invasion they would be greeted as friends by at least a large section of the population. In thus holding back they showed caution, but they also allowed the Allied forces in India to be immensely strengthened. It is not our place to comment on India’s internal politics, but we may say that the recent pronouncements of the Working Committee of the Congress Party at least do not favour the theory that the Japanese would be welcomed as friends if they came.

[As to the attack on Russia, it is simply a matter of choosing an opportune moment. Whereas the Japanese might possibly hold on to their conquests while leaving India and Australia alone, their aims and those of Soviet Russia are absolutely incompatible. The conquest of Siberia has, in fact, been a Japanese objective for the last forty or fifty years.] We reported in earlier newsletters that the Japanese had established themselves in the Aleutian Islands. They are only in two uninhabited islands at the top of the Archipelago, but from air reconnaissance it is estimated that there are about ten thousand of them there. It may not be easy to get them out again, since the whole of this area is constantly enveloped in storms and mist, which makes movements by ships and aeroplanes difficult. The Japanese seizure of these two islands cannot have any purpose but to establish themselves across the route between Russia and America and thus to cut off the supplies of war materials which would flow across the northern Pacific if war should break out in Manchuria.

We may take it [as absolutely certain] that an attack against Vladivostok—no doubt a treacherous and unannounced attack—comes high on the Japanese programme. If it does not take place, that will only be because the Japanese fear the strength of the Red Army. We do not profess to say which of these three possible moves, an offensive against India, against Australia, or against Russia, will come first, but we do say with certainty that all three are highly probable, and that so far as India is concerned, the situation depends quite largely on the courage, foresight and hard work of the peoples of India themselves.

There is little to report from Egypt. We merely mention this front in order to remind our listeners that the lack of activity there does not mean that the campaign is at an end. The fact that the Germans did not retreat again after being stopped at El Alamein must mean that they intend another attack. Otherwise, they would have had no reason for staying in so inconvenient a position. Both the Axis and the Allied Forces are building up their strength in tanks and aeroplanes as quickly as possible. It must not be forgotten, as we have pointed out in earlier newsletters, that the supply problem in this area is easier for the Germans than for ourselves. Probably, therefore, another major battle is to be expected in Egypt within the next week or two.

The British have made two more heavy air raids, on Dusseldorf and on Duisburg. These recent raids have not been carried out by a thousand planes, like the earlier ones, but in most cases by five or six hundred. The actual weight of bombs dropped, however, is hardly less than in the thousand bomber raids. Exact figures cannot be given, but it appears that in the recent raids on Dusseldorf and on Hamburg the RAF each time dropped three or four hundred tons of bombs on its objective. This is a greater weight of bombs than has ever been dropped on Britain, even including the terrible raid which almost wiped out the city of Coventry. From our experience in this country, we can get some impression of what is now happening to various German industrial towns. The Germans have continued to make raids on London and other cities, but only on a very small scale, and in several of these raids, the attacking force has lost about ten per cent of its strength. It is probable, however, that these raids are made largely for reconnaissance, and to test the new anti-aircraft defences which have been developed in Britain during the past year. Large scale raids on Britain may be resumed this autumn, at any rate, if the Germans are able to disengage a sufficient part of their air force from Russia.

From Palestine comes the very good news that a Palestinian regiment is being raised, in which both Jews and Arabs are serving. Thus the obvious, unmistakable menace of Fascist aggression is helping to solve one of the most difficult political problems the world contains, and people who only yesterday were political enemies find that they have a common interest in defending their country against the invader.




1365. Bengali Newsletter, 4

8 August 1942


The English original was written by Orwell. No script has been traced. PasB gives the timing as 11’ 45”.






1366. ToR. R. Desai

8 August 1942 PP/EB

Dear Desai,

I had been hoping to receive the script of your Open Letter to a Nazi, but it still has not arrived. I hope it has not got lost in the post. I am afraid that I must see the script before you record it, so I have had to cancel the arrangements for you to record tomorrow—Sunday. I have instead arranged for a recording at 5 p.m. on Monday, after the Gujarati1 newsletter. I should be glad if you will kindly leave the script with reception for me to see on Monday morning.

I am sorry about these changes in our arrangements, but I’m afraid it can’t be helped.

Yours sincerely,

Eric Blair

Talks Producer

Indian Section




1367. War-time Diary

9.8.42: Fired the Sten gun for the first time today. No kick, no vibration, very little noise, and reasonable accuracy. Out of about 2500 rounds fired, 2 stoppages, in each case due to a dud cartridge—treatment, simply to work the bolt by hand.




1368. Gujarati Newsletter, 24

10 August 1942


The English original was written by Orwell. No script has been traced.






1369. To E. M. Forster

10 August 1942 PP/EB/NP

Dear Mr. Forster,

Owing to the change in the hour, your talk on Some Books, on August 19th will be at 12.30 p.m. BST,1 instead of 1.30 p.m.

I am also looking after your introductory talk in the series “My Debt to India”, on Friday next. This goes on the air at 12.15 p.m. BST. I think the best thing would be for you to come in at about 11.30 a.m., and we can run through it once for timing. Sir Malcolm Darling has passed the script on to me, and it will be ready for you to broadcast from on Friday.

Yours sincerely,

George Orwell

Talks Producer

Indian Section




1370. To Harold Laski

10 August 1942 PP/EB/NP

Dear Professor Laski,

I hope you haven’t forgotten the discussion on the future of Parliament you are doing for us with Lord Winterton. I think Gerald Bullett reminded you of it on Friday over the telephone. I think the best way of doing this particular one is for you to write out at approximately the right length, that is to say, about 750 words, your ideas about the future of Parliament, and we will then send it on to Lord Winterton for his criticisms; then on the basis of the two statements we can work up a discussion. I don’t of course want to dictate what you should say, but I think what your talk should discuss is first of all, whether representative Government as we know it is likely to continue and ought to continue, and if so, what reforms are needed in the British Parliamentary system. The date of the talk is September 4th. I wonder if you could let [me] have your preliminary draft not later than August 20th?

Yours sincerely,

George Orwell

Talks Producer

Indian Section




1371. To Lord Winterton

10 August 1942 PP/EB/NP

Dear Lord Winterton,

Many thanks for your letter of 6th August. I think perhaps the best way of doing this particular discussion will be to let Professor Laski write what he thinks about the future of Parliament, and then send his draft on to you to criticise, and on the basis of the two statements we can work up a discussion. I am communicating with him to this effect, and will send you on his stuff as soon as I can get hold of it.

Yours sincerely,

George Orwell

Talks Producer

Indian Section




1372. War-time Diary

10.8.42 Nehru, Gandhi, Azad1 and many others in jail. Rioting over most of India, a number of deaths, countless arrests. Ghastly speech by Amery,2 speaking of Nehru and Co. as “wicked men”, “saboteurs” etc. This of course broadcast on the Empire service and rebroadcast by AIR.3 The best joke of all was that the Germans did their best to jam it, unfortunately without success.

Terrible feeling of depression among the Indians and everyone sympathetic to India. ⌈Even Bokhari, a Moslem League4 man, almost in tears and talking about resigning from the BBC.⌉ It is strange, but quite truly the way the British Government is now behaving5 upsets me more than a military defeat.




1373. ‘Voice,’ 1: A Magazine Programme

11 August 1942


The text is taken from the prompter’s copy, probably typed by Orwell. It carries both Security and Policy censorship stamps, signed by Bokhari on 8 August 1942. The script is annotated ‘As recorded,’ and timed at 27½ minutes. Some slight amendments are in Orwell’s hand. The readings of the original typescript are given in notes. All passages quoted in this and later editions of Voice are reproduced as in the script unless noted; slight errors of typing or in punctuation are corrected silently.

Cast: Vida Hope; Herbert Read; William Empson; John Atkins; Inez Holden; Mulk Raj Anand; George Orwell.



EDITORIAL—by George Orwell

This is the worst possible moment to be starting a magazine. While we sit here talking in a more or less highbrow manner—talking about art and literature and whatnot—tens of thousands of tanks are racing across the steppes of the Don and battleships upside down1 are searching for one another in the wastes of the Pacific. I suppose during every second that we sit here at least one human being will be dying a violent death. It may seem a little dilettante to be starting a magazine concerned primarily with poetry at a moment when, quite literally, the fate of the world is being decided by bombs and bullets. However our2 magazine—“Voice” we are calling it—isn’t quite an ordinary magazine. To begin with it doesn’t use up any paper or the labour of any printers or booksellers. All it needs is a little electrical power and half a dozen voices. It doesn’t have to be delivered at your door, and you don’t have to pay for it. It can’t be described as a wasteful form of entertainment. Moreover there are some of us who feel3 that it is exactly at times4 like the present that literature ought not to be5 forgotten. As a matter of fact this business of pumping words into the ether, its potentialities and the actual uses it is put to, has its solemn side.6 According to some authorities wireless waves, or some wireless waves, don’t merely circle our planet, but travel on endlessly through space at the speed of light, in which case what we are saying this afternoon should be audible in the great nebula in Orion nearly a million years hence. If there are intelligent beings there, as there well may be, though Sir James Jeans7 doesn’t think it likely,8 it won’t hurt them to pick up a few specimens of twentieth century verse9 along with the swing music and the latest wad of lies from Berlin. But I’m not apologising for our magazine, merely introducing it. I ask you to note therefore that it will appear once monthly on a Tuesday, that it will contain prose but will make a speciality of10 contemporary poetry, and that it will make particular efforts to publish the work of the younger poets who have been handicapped by the paper shortage and whose work isn’t so well known as it ought to be.

“Voice” has now been in existence nearly11 three minutes. I hope it already has a few readers, or I should say listeners. I hope as you sit there you are imagining the magazine in front of you. It’s only a small volume, about twenty pages. One advantage of a magazine of this kind is that you can choose your own cover design. I should favour something in light blue or a nice light grey, but you can take your choice. Now turn to the first page. It’s good quality paper, you notice, prewar paper—you don’t see paper like that in other magazines12 nowadays—and13 nice wide margins. Fortunately we have no advertisements, so on page one is the Table of Contents. Here is the table of contents:—

[image: images]

Also on page one, underneath the Table of Contents, are the Notes on Contributors. It is usual to put this at the end of a magazine, but we choose to put it at the beginning. It tells you about this month’s contributors in the order in which they appear. Herbert Read hardly needs introducing to listeners in India, but he is the poet and critic, author of In Retreat, and English Prose Style. Inez Holden is a novelist, best known as the author of “Night Shift”. Vida Hope is the well known character actress who has appeared at the Unity Theatre14 and had some brilliant successes in some of Herbert Farjeon’s15 revues. Dylan Thomas, author of “The Map of Love”, Portrait of the Author of a Young Dog, and other books, is probably the best-known of the younger English poets. At this moment he is at work making documentary films.16 William Empson, also a poet, is author of Seven Types of Ambiguity. Henry Treece is one of the leading representatives of the Apocalyptic School, the most recent movement in English poetry, indeed the only new movement that can be said to have appeared since the war. He is serving in the RAF, which is why he is not here today, but his poems are being read by his personal friend John Atkins, who is on the staff of the “Tribune”, the Socialist weekly paper. George Orwell—who is speaking to you now—17 is the novelist and journalist, best known as the author of “The Road to Wigan Pier”. Mulk Raj Anand is an Indian novelist, who writes in English. His most recent book is “The Sword and the Sickle”, just published, but he is also the author of “Untouchable”, Two Leaves and a Bud, and various others. He too ought not to need much introduction to the listeners on this service.

That brings us to the end of Page three. Now please turn to page four. Here is Herbert Read, reading his poem “The Contrary Experience”:


READ:

(RECORDING: DOX. 3226)18

I

You cry like a gull cries

dipping low where the tide has ebbed

over the vapid reaches: your impulse

died in the second summer of the war.

The years dip their boughs

brokenly, over the uncovered springs.

Hands wasted for love and poetry

finger the hostile gunmetal.

Called to meaningless action

you hesitate

meditating faith to a conscience

more patently noble.

II

But even as you wait

like Arjune in his chariot

the ancient wisdom whispers:

Live in action!

I do not forget my oath

taken in the frosty dawn

when the shadows stretched

from horizon to horizon:

Not to repeat the false act

not to inflict pain

to suffer, to hope, to build

to analyse the indulgent heart.

Three tribulations compelled that faith:

a brother left at Beaurevoir

the broken eyes of brothers everywhere

the unavailing courage of the killed.

Wounds dried like sealing-wax

upon this bond.

But time has broken

the proud mind.

No resolve can defeat suffering

no desire establish joy.

Beyond joy and suffering

is the equable heart

not indifferent to glory

if it lead to death

seeking death

if it lead to the only life.

III

Libya, Egypt, Hellas

the same tide ebbing, the same gull crying

desolate shores and rocky deserts

hunger, thirst, death

The storm threatening and the air still

but other wings

vibrating in the ominous hush

and the ethereal voice

thrilling and clear

Rise as the lark rises

over the grey dried grasses

buffeted against the storm’s sullen breath

rising sing!



ORWELL: Now please turn to see here. This is called “Poor Relation”. It’s a monologue of Inez Holden, recited by Vida Hope:19

VIDA HOPE: (Recorded: DOX 3146)

POOR RELATION, by Inez Holden


Oh Cousin Nina. I had no idea it was your at home today, oh I see it isn’t today and it isn’t your at home, just a few friends. You are so popular, only the other day Mr. Sweeting said to me “Your cousin Lady Crane has a whole host of friends”. Yes indeed I did change your library books for you. No they’re not at all too heavy for me to carry, I managed to have a little rest and a read on the way. Of course I can keep them for you till I go. Oh, and there’s my darling little Mr. Wellington! Who’s a dear little doggie, then, wagging his little tail like an angel and those great big soulful eyes.

No thank you Mrs. Gregson I never take intoxicating beverages, oh well then if it’s very mild just a little. You’ve filled the glass up to the brim but I can always leave some for Mr. Manners can’t I—No I didn’t mean you Mr. Manners (laughs nervously). It’s just a saying you know. Oh Cousin Nina what a lovely necklace. It’s rather like mine. But of course mine are only paste. You always have such beautiful bijouterie and you set it off so well too.

No thank you Cousin Nina I don’t need to sit down, you see I was sitting down for such a long time on the way coming here. Two whole twopenny bus rides. You live right in London’s heart you know. London’s heart and heart of London. That’s rather an apt little phrase. I seem to have killed two birds with one stone. Not that I mean you are a bird Cousin Nina (sound of drinking). Little did I think when I left home this morning that I should find myself at this grand gathering of people. I’ve been to several cocktail parties before but only on the films you know. It was such a good thing I put on my best hat, wasn’t it? Oh I’m so glad you like it. I remember how Cousin Nina wore it last year when it was new, right on one side, with such an air, and the very next month she gave it to me. But I think its rather better straight on me, don’t you? Oh, it will last me a long time yet, Cousin Nina always was ahead of the fashion—but poor little me just lags behind—at least my hats do. I wonder, Mrs. Gregson, if you have ever read Mab’s Ladies’ Journal of Mode, it’s full of little hints, I always read it and listen to the wireless every Friday evening at seven thirty. I never have a dull moment. Oh I beg your pardon. There I go—all over your beautiful dress! Do let me dry it for you before it stains the cloth. No, no, please let me do it. A stitch in time saves nine you know. (Sound of Glasses breaking). Oh dear, if I go on like this it will be nine.

I always remember when I was a little girl I was taken on Sunday afternoons to Castle Beverley, Cousin Nina’s family seat you know. She was known as the dainty one but I am afraid they called me a terrible tomboy. In fact they used to call me Madcap Madge if you’ll believe it. Do you know when I took Mr. Wellington out for a walk the other day I tripped over his lead right in the centre of the High Street, poor Wellington, he doesn’t like such contretemps at all, just look at him now sitting on his velvet cushion—a dear little doggie then. As Cousin Nina says you can always tell a well bred pekinese. In China they used to walk at the head of processions, that’s what we want now isn’t it, leadership for the masses. Oh I’ve just remembered I got his powders for him, they’re here in the blue shopping bag Cousin Nina, the one you gave me yourself the last Christmas but two, yes of course I’ll give them to him later. Oh do look at these lovely little sausages on sticks! Fancy all these delicious things just to eat in the afternoon, doesn’t Cousin Nina do us well? I shan’t need any supper this evening. Oh there now, I’ve laddered Cousin Nina, that’s what I call my stockings you know because they were given to me by my cousin.

Oh no Cousin Nina it’s quite all right I can easily get home in good time, there’s no hurry at all, the buses are all lighted nowadays, and I manage the whole journey in under an hour. No you mustn’t tire yourself with getting me ginger beer. I’ll just drink this again, it’s quite good enough for me. (Sound of drinking, genteel but rather noisy). Oh are you all going? Goodby Mr. Mannering, I have enjoyed our conversation, goodbye Mrs. Gregson, don’t forget Mab’s Weekly.

Of course I quite understand you have to go and dress for dinner now Cousin Nina, you’re so much in demand, you’re always saying that you hardly get a moment to yourself, so I won’t take up any more of your valuable time but just sit here quietly keeping Mr. Wellington company—he on his chair and me on my velvet cushion. Now what am I saying? Of course I mean the other way round, don’t I? I’ll read the book I got from the library for you today “How Green was the Wind”—I mean “Gone with the Bengal Lancer”—such a romantic title. I’m sure I shan’t nearly have finished when it’s time for me to catch the bus home. Come along, Mr. Wellington, we’re all alone aren’t we? And who got his little powders for him today? And who’s going to stuff them down his throat? Just like your disgusting horrible mistress you beastly little pekinese! (Yelping of dog).



(6 mins. 10 secs.)

ORWELL: Now please turn to see here. This is a poem by Dylan Thomas. It’s called “In memory of Ann Jones”:—20

EMPSON:


IN MEMORY OF ANN JONES

By Dylan Thomas.

But I, Ann’s bard on a raised hearth, call all

The seas to service that her wood-tongued virtue

Babble like a bellbuoy over the hymning heads,

Bow down the walls of the ferned and foxy woods

That her love sing and swing through a brown chapel,

Bless her bent spirit with four, crossing birds.

Her flesh was meek21 as milk, but this skyward statue

With the wild breast and blessed and giant skull

Is carved from her in a room with a wet window

In a fiercely mourning house in a crooked year.

I know her scrubbed and sour humble hands

Lie with religion in their cramp, her threadbare

Whisper in a damp word, her wits drilled hollow.

Her fist of a face died clenched on a round pain;

And sculptured Ann is seventy years of stone.

These cloud-sopped, marble hands, this monumental

Argument of the hewn voice, gesture and psalm

Storm me forever over her grave until

The stuffed lung of the fox twitch and cry Love

And the strutting fern lay seed22 on the black sill.



(Discussion on Dylan Thomas’s Poem).


ORWELL: Has anybody any opinions on that? I suppose the obvious criticism is that it doesn’t mean anything. But I also doubt whether it’s meant to. After all, a bird’s song doesn’t mean anything except that the bird is happy.

EMPSON: Lazy people, when they are confronted with good poetry like Dylan Thomas’s, which they can see is good, or have been told is good, but which they won’t work at, are always saying it is Just Noise, or Purely Musical. This is nonsense, and it’s very unfair to Dylan Thomas. That poem is full of exact meanings, and the sound would have no effect if it wasn’t. I don’t know any poet more packed with meaning than Dylan Thomas, and the use of the technique with sound is wholly to bring out and clarify the meaning.

ANAND: But its° also true that his poetry has become a good deal less obscure in an ordinary prose sense lately. This poem, for instance, is much more intelligible than most of his later work. Listen:



Her fist of a face died clenched on a round pain:

And sculptured Ann is seventy years of stone.

That has a meaning that you can grasp at first hearing, hasn’t it?


ORWELL: Yes, I admit you grasp at a glance that this is a poem about an old woman, but just listen again to the last five lines:



These cloud-sopped, marble hands, this monumental

Argument of the hewn voice, gesture and psalm

Storm me forever over her grave until

The stuffed lung of the fox twitch and cry Love

And the strutting fern lay seed on the black sill.

The last two lines in particular defy interpretation and even the syntax is a bit funny. But as sound, that seems to me very fine.


EMPSON: I think he takes for granted that she had a fern in a pot and a stuffed fox in her cottage parlour. The comparisons of woods and seas and so on are of course meant to tell you about the breadth of her own nature and it’s strength and kindness. It may be obscure, but it is obviously not meaningless.

ATKINS: There is one poet today who uses a lot of Dylan Thomas’s methods, and has been influenced by him to a great extent, but consciously controls his material more than Dylan—I mean Henry Treece.

ORWELL: All right—will you read us something by Treece?

ATKINS: I’d like to read three of his poems. The first is called “Walking at Night”. …




WALKING AT NIGHT—by Henry Treece

Thus I would walk abroad when gentle night

Puts on her friend’s cool cloak and bids me come,

Walk among beds of lightly sleeping flowers,

Budded in silver dreams of friendliness.

And I would lie among the dainty herbs,

Like catmint, parsley or exquisite thyme,

To hear the late bird, crying, hurry home

Across the moon’s great watchful eye, to love …

These things, like dreams of princesses and pearls,

Come to me more as iron days groan on;

The brush of blood paints not a ruined world,

But thyme and parsley underneath the moon.

[image: images]

ATKINS:

Oh come, my joy, my soldier boy,

With your golden buttons, your scarlet coat,

Oh let me play with your twinkling sword

And sail away in your wonderful boat!

The soldier came and took the boy.

Together they marched the dusty roads.

Instead of war, they sang at Fairs,

And mended old chairs with river reeds.

The boy put on a little black patch

And learned to sing on a tearful note;

The soldier sold his twinkling sword

To buy a crutch and a jet-black flute.

And when the summer sun rode high

They laughed the length of the shining day;

But when the robin stood in the hedge

The little lad’s courage drained away.

Oh soldier, my soldier, take me home

To the nut-brown cottage under the hill.

My mother is waiting, I’m certain sure;

She’s far too old to draw at the well!

As snowflakes fell the boy spoke so,

For twenty years, ah twenty years;

But a look in the soldier’s eyes said no,

And the roads of England were wet with tears.

One morning, waking on the moors,

The lad laughed loud at the corpse at his side.

He buried the soldier under a stone,

But kept the flute to soothe his pride.

The days dragged on and he came to a town,

Where he got a red jacket for chopping wood;

And meeting a madman by the way,

He bartered the flute for a twinkling sword.

And so he walked the width of the land

With a warlike word and a jaunty air,

Looking out for a likely lad

With the head of a fool and the heart of a bard.

[image: images]

ATKINS:

IN THE THIRD YEAR OF THE WAR by Henry Treece

I dream now of green places,

And the gentle kine

Wading knee-deep in rushes;

I dream of singing birds,

And Summer rain

And gracious, homely words.

But I wake to bitter winds,

And blown sand’s whine

Across forgotten lands;

And empty skies at night,

And cold star-shine

Where lonely spirits meet.

I feel all this, my dear,

Alone, my love, alone

With all the old fear.

I dream now there is no ending,

No golden, breathless dawn

Only seeking, seeking without finding.




ORWELL: My criticism of the first of these three poems you read—Walking At Night—is that there are too many adjectives in it, and what adjectives! “Gentle” night, “dainty” herbs, “exquisite” Thyme, it’s almost like something out of Georgian poetry in 1913. I thought that when I first read the poem, but when I heard you read it aloud just now, another analogy struck me. It reminded me of bits out of A Midsummer Night’s Dream—you know, that stuff about “When you and I Upon faint primrose beds were wont to lie”. It’s too sugary altogether.

ATKINS: That’s only a criticism of the first poem, isn’t it? You don’t mean it to apply to the other two?

OREWLL: No. The second poem is in quite a different category. It’s more like a ballad.

EMPSON: Actually it’s a savage attack on militaristic sentiment.

ORWELL: Possibly, but as I was saying, I should say the last one—In the Third Year of [the] War could be compared with the first, and it doesn’t have the same faults. I’m only suggesting that by this very undisciplined manner of writing, you get a very uneven effect, sometimes to the point of absurdity.

EMPSON: Merely in passing, I should like to say that the first poem is very much better than the third.

HOLDEN: I rather like that uneven effect. Even the first poem isn’t what you call sugary all the way through. “The brush of blood paints not a ruined world” isn’t a Georgian line. It’s quite a different kind of imagery—a sort of surrealism.

ANAND: I should be inclined to say that the word which most exactly describes these poems is “romantic”.

ATKINS: Yes, the poets of the Apocalyptic school—and I should say most of the younger poets writing now—definitely label themselves romantic. They are in revolt against the classical attitude. They are even more in revolt against the school which went immediately before them—the Auden-MacNeice school, which is classical by implication. It isn’t the classical form they object to, so much as the content and purpose of the Auden-MacNeice school. According to MacNeice’s book on Modern Poetry, the emphasis of all his school is on “information and statement” in other words, they are didactic poets. At the back of their own minds is the idea of the poet as a citizen or even a member of a political party. That means discipline from the outside, which is the essence of classicism.

HOLDEN: The question is, what do you mean by classical and romantic?

EMPSON: These distinctions seem to me all nonsense. Treece is a perfectly good poet, and that means he is using the whole instrument, mind and passions and senses. These poems are no more all Romance than Dylan Thomas’s poems are all Noise. Whether Treece has been irritated by a prose book by MacNeice is quite another thing; if he was, I daresay he was quite right. But his writing has plenty of intellectual toughness under it to carry it. And it’s absurd for anybo[d]y to think that they’re somehow praising him by saying that he hasn’t.

ANAND: Well, no one said so.

ATKINS: I don’t suggest that Treece or anyone like that is less intellectual, which was what you seem to imply, but that they are less influenced by certain departments of the modern world, the political department—and are more open to other influences, such as nature—in fact, a definite return to the Georgian attitude. Their criticism of Auden and Co. would be that they are working only on one cylinder.

ORWELL: I think this is quite largely a sterile quarrel between generations. I think your choice of what is called classical and romantic is quite largely made for you by the time you live in. In a time like ours, you can’t really remain unaffected by politics, and if there is a difference in this particular matter between the Auden school and the Treece school, I should say it was simply a difference between two kinds of politics.

ANAND: I should say that periods of classicism have alternated with periods of romanticism, and the distinction has lasted so long that there must be something in it.

ORWELL: Well, just for a change, lets go back to a period when the distinction between classical and romantic was probably clearer than it is now. Read, what about reading one of Wordsworth’s sonnets. Read the one about the World is Too Much with Us. It won’t spoil by repetition …




(DISC OF READ)

WORDSWORTH SONNET

Read by Herbert Read

The world is too much with us: late and soon,

Getting and spending, we lay waste our powers:

Little we see in Nature that is ours;

We have given our hearts away, a sordid boon!

This sea that bares her bosom to the moon;

The winds that will be howling at all hours,

And are up-gathered now like sleeping flowers;

For this, for everything, we are out of tune;

It moves us not. – Great God! I’d rather be

A Pagan suckled in a creed outworn;

So might I, standing on this pleasant lea,

Have glimpses that would make me less forlorn;

Have sight of Proteus rising from the sea;

Or hear old Triton blow his wreathèd horn.






1374. Anniversary of the Month

11 August 1942


PasB records that immediately after Voice, 1, Anniversary of the Month was broadcast in the series ‘Through Eastern Eyes.’ The programme had been recorded (BBC number, SOX 3422). Those taking part were: M. M. Haque, Una Marson, Geoffrey Kenton, George Orwell, A. L. Bakaya, and Arthur Lewis. All but the last were noted as members of the staff. Commercial records used were Decca F 6908; HMV 4218; Decca F 6912 (each for less than one minute) and HMV DB 5067 (for 1½ minutes). No script has been traced.






1375. To K. K. Ardaschir

11 August 1942 PP/EB/NP

Dear Ardaschir,

I am sending back the script on Turkey, Great Britain and the Axis, because, though it is a very good talk, I can’t possibly use it at the time, and [it] will date. As to the other four talks, I can’t commission all four, but I would like it very much if you would do the one on Byron, which we will then have recorded for use at a suitable moment. Don’t put in anything that would date, will you, because I shall not be quite certain when I shall use it. The sooner you can send the script and we can arrange the recording the better.

Yours

Eric Blair

Talks Producer

Indian Section




1376. To Vida Hope

11 August 1942 PP/EB

Dear Miss Hope,

I am sorry about this morning, and hope [I]1 did not make some kind of fresh mistake. [I] had arranged to meet you at the Barcelona Restaurant in order to listen to our programme at 1.15, having forgotten that by that time the clocks would be back,2 so that the programme actually went out at 12.15. My secretary rang up both the theatre and your private address, and explained the change of time to your friend, asking you to come here at about ten past 12, in time for the programme. When you did not appear we were afraid you must be waiting at the Barcelona Restaurant, so we rang up there, but you were not there either, so we left a message. I hope very much that you have not been inconvenienced in any way. You did not, I may say, lose much by missing the programme, as it was spoilt in transmission, but your particular contribution went out quite satisfactorily.

Yours sincerely,

George Orwell

Talks Producer

Indian Section




1377. To Naomi Mitchison

11 August 1942 PP/EB

Dear Mrs. Mitchison,

Many thanks for your letter. I think, as you feel rather uncertain in your mind about the broadcast, it might be better to write it off. As a matter of fact, when I picked on your name for this discussion, I did not realise that you were living so far away. It is a very long way1 to come for one broadcast, and a discussion, of course, has to be done on the spot. I am sorry that you have been troubled even with thinking about this, but I hope perhaps you will do something for us at some later date.

Yours sincerely,

George Orwell

Talks Producer

Indian Section




1378. To Henry Treece

11 August 1942 Top and carbon copies PP/EB/NP

Dear Treece,

I delayed answering your letter of August 6th until the programme in which your poems appear should have gone out. I am very sorry to say it was a complete muck-up, owing to some technical hitch, and consisting largely of scratching noises and so forth. However, you will be glad to hear that your poems went out quite O.K., read by John Atkins, who I think delivered them reasonably well. I trust that this kind of thing won’t happen again. Next time we have the programme we may think it safer to broadcast it live, in which case this sort of accident does not happen. But still, if you are in town some time, you might ring me up and arrange about recording one or two of your poems, which I can always use somewhere or other, if not in the Voice programme. I am sending back the manuscripts which you kindly sent. The three poems which were used were “Walking at Night”, “In the Third Year of [the] War”, and the one beginning “Oh come my joy, my soldier boy”.

Yours sincerely,

[Signed] Geo. Orwell

George Orwell

Talks Producer

Indian section




1379. To B. H. Liddell Hart

12 August 1942 Typewritten


On 8 August 1942, Captain Basil Liddell Hart1 wrote to Orwell expressing surprise that someone of his penetration had been misled by Philippe Barrès’s Charles de Gaulle, which Orwell had reviewed in The Observer on 2 August (see here), in so far as it discussed the evolution of mechanized warfare and the use of armoured divisions. He sent Orwell six pages of notes to show that it was not de Gaulle who had devised modern methods of tank warfare, which the Germans, rather than the French or British, had adopted, but a British officer, Colonel J. F. C. Fuller (see here) in 1927. Two years later, the British War Office had issued ‘the first official manual on mechanized warfare … embodying the new conception.’ This included the organisation and methods that were to become the foundation of Panzer attacks. General de Gaulle’s book, Vers L’Armée de Métier (1934), had only ten of its 122 pages devoted to tactics, in the English translation. This, said Liddell Hart, was hardly surprising, since de Gaulle’s ‘first personal experience with tanks was not until three years later, in 1937.’



10a Mortimer Crescent London NW 6

Dear Captain Liddell Hart,

Many thanks for your letter. I am sorry I accepted too readily the legend of the Germans having taken their tank theories from de Gaulle. The “Observer” had to compress my review of Barres’s book by cutting out a passage from de Gaulle’s memorandum of early in 1940. I hadn’t seen this memorandum till seeing it in Barres’s book, and it certainly did seem to me to foretell what happened a few months later with considerable prescience. The story of “the man the Germans learned from” had already been built up elsewhere, and I had already more or less accepted it, not, of course, being much versed in military literature. I had read many of your own writings but didn’t realise that the Germans had drawn on them to that extent. And I was more ready to accept de Gaulle as a revolutionary innovator because of the obviously old-fashioned nature of the French army as a whole. I was in French Morocco from the autumn of 1938 to the spring of 1939, and with war obviously imminent I naturally observed the French colonial army as closely as I could, even to the point of getting hold of some of their infantry textbooks. I was struck by the antiquated nature of everything, though I know very little of military matters. I could if you wish write to the “Observer” and say that I was mistaken and had transferred some of your thunder to de Gaulle, but from a political point of view I don’t like writing de Gaulle down. It was a misfortune that we didn’t succeed in getting a leftwing politician of standing out of France, but since de Gaulle is the only figure we have at present to represent the Free French we must make the best of him.

No, I didn’t write “Bless ’Em All”.2 I am not in the army because I am not physically fit (Class IV!) but I have been in the Home Guard from the beginning and could write a rather similar booklet about that. I don’t know who the author is except that he is an Australian. The book has had a fairly large sale, 15–20,000 copies, and has probably done a lot of good.

I should like to meet you some time when you are in London. I never get out of London as I am working in the BBC. I expect Humphrey Slater is a mutual friend of ours.

Yours sincerely

Geo. Orwell




1380. War-time Diary

12.8.42: Appalling policy handout this morning about affairs in India. The riots are of no significance—situation is well in hand—after all the number of deaths is not large, etc., etc. As to the participation of students in the riots, this is explained along “boys will be boys” lines. “We all know that students everywhere are only too glad to join in any kind of rag”, etc., etc. Almost everyone utterly disgusted. Some of the Indians when they hear this kind of stuff turn quite pale, a strange sight.

Most of the press taking a tough line, the Rothermere press disgustingly so. If these repressive measures in India are seemingly successful for the time being, the effects in this country will be very bad. All seems set for a big come-back of the reactionaries, and it almost begins to appear as though leaving Russia in the lurch were part of the manoeuvre. ⌈This afternoon shown in strict confidence by David Owen1 Amery’s statement [on] postwar policy towards Burma, based on Dorman-Smith’s2 report. It envisages a return to “direct rule” for a period of 5–7 years, Burma’s reconstruction to be financed by Britain and the big British firms to be re-established on much the same terms as before. Please God no document of this kind gets into enemy hands. I did however get from Owen and from the confidential document one useful piece of information—that, so far as is known, the scorched earth policy was really carried out with extreme thoroughness.⌉




1381. Marathi Newsletter, 24

13 August 1942


This was misnumbered as 25. The English original was written by Orwell. No script has been traced. PasB gives switch censor as B. Sahni.






1382. ToR. R. Desai

13 August 1942 PP/EB/NP

Dear Mr. Desai,

Thank you for your letter. I am sorry, but on enquiry I find it is not possible to sell copies of discs to speakers. I suppose you realise that these discs cannot be played on an ordinary gramophone, or at least, cannot be played often. There is some process of making a matrix from which ordinary discs can be struck off, but it appears that the BBC either never did this, or has discontinued doing it. I’m sorry about this.

Yours sincerely,

Eric Blair

Talks Producer

Indian Section




1383. To Ethel Mannin

13 August 1942 PP/EB/NP

Dear Ethel Mannin,1

I am wondering if you would like to take part in one of our broadcasts on September 25th. In this series we have discussions on matters of current interest by two Europeans who start off by answering questions put to them by an Indian interviewer. The subject we should like you to debate is female emancipation. This, of course, is a subject of great interest to India, and roughly what we want discussed is how far women benefit by escaping from home and whether in the long run it is desirable for them to undertake the same work as men. We thought you might like to debate with Mrs. Eugenie Fordham,2 of the British Association for International Understanding, who has expressed herself willing to take part. We think you would probably take a more strongly feminist standpoint than she would, which will give the basis for a real discussion. If you are interested, can you let me know, and then we will arrange details.

Yours,

George Orwell

Talks Producer

Indian Section




1384. BBC Talks Booking Form, 13.8.42


M. R. Kothari: Marathi Newsletters 24, 25, 26 (incorrectly numbered for 23, 24, 25); ‘Written by Eric Blair, translated & read by Mr. Kothari’; broadcast 6, 13, and 20.8.42; fee £5.5s each date for translating and reading. Signed: Z. A. Bokhari.






1385. To M. R. Kothari

14 August 1942 PP/EB/NP

Dear Mr. Kothari,

I have been through your memorandum on the Marathi newsletters with Mr. Bokhari. He is a little doubtful about changing the form of them along the lines you suggest at present, but is willing to hear more of it. What he suggests is that you should write a specimen newsletter of the kind that you think suitable. You could either write an imaginary one, or if you like, take one of our past newsletters as the basis for the facts. For me to study it, you will have to write it in English, but you will understand that what matters is not the quality of the English, but the manner of approach and method of arranging the material. I should be glad to see this any time you are able to prepare it.

Yours sincerely,

Eric Blair

Talks Producer

Indian Section




1386. To M. R. Kothari

14 August 1942 PP/EB

Dear Mr. Kothari,

I should be grateful if you will kindly fill in the enclosed form, which we need for our records.

In answer to the question “Application for employment as …”, you should write Announcer/Translator. I should like to point out that this is a mere formality, and all the regular Announcer/Translators are asked to fill in one of these forms.

Yours sincerely,

Eric Blair

Talks Producer

Indian Section




1387. War-time Diary

14.8.42: Horrabin was broadcasting today, and as always we introduced him as the man who drew the maps for Wells’s Outline of History and Nehru’s Glimpses of World History.1 This had been extensively trailed and advertised beforehand, Horrabin’s connection with Nehru being naturally a draw for India.2 Today the reference to Nehru was cut out from the announcement—N. being in prison and therefore having become Bad.




1388. Weekly News Review, 35

15 August 1942


The typescript has not been marked as checked with the broadcast but it bears two censorship stamps; the censor was Bokhari. There are a few changes and short cuts in the early part of the script. These appear to be in Orwell’s hand. The anticipation towards the end of the script (see n. 7) suggests that this typescript is a copy. The script was read by Noel Sircar.



The Russian front still continues to be the most important one, but during the past week there have also been new and significant developments in the South Pacific. We will deal with the Russian front first.

During the past week, until a few days ago, the main German drive was still southward in the direction of the Caucasus. During the last two days, however, the Germans have made fresh attacks eastward, in the direction of Stalingrad—an important industrial town, situated on the River Volga which is itself a very important line of supply between the Caucasus and the rest of Russia.1 So far these eastward attacks have not had much success. The Germans have gained little if any ground[, and the Russians are counter-attacking and in places have forced the enemy on the defensive]. Stalingrad, however, may be menaced from a new direction if the Germans gain much more ground to the south, as this might enable them to attack this very important objective from two sides. In the south, the German advance during the past week, though not very rapid, has been almost continuous. In places they are now actually in the foot-hills of the Caucasus mountains. It is uncertain whether the [important] oil town of Maikop is actually in German hands. All that is certain is that fierce fighting is taking place in that area, and Maikop itself has been heavily bombed and largely destroyed. Besides their advance southward and south-westward, the Germans have also advanced westward along the foot of the Caucasus mountains and claim to be only about 200 miles west of the Caspian Sea. The whole of this movement is full of the greatest danger for our Russian allies. By advancing so swiftly to the south, the Germans have endangered the position of2 the Russian armies on the shores of the Sea of Azov, & also endangered Novorossisk as a naval base. If it should be lost, the only harbour3 on the Black Sea left to the Russians would4 be Batum, near the Turkish border. This may not be sufficient for their purposes, since a fleet needs not only harbours, but stores and workshops of every kind. The whole situation, therefore, is full of the greatest danger, and indeed, is as menacing as it was in the autumn of last year.

However, that is not to say that even if they can clean up the whole of the area which they are now attacking, the Germans would find this victory a decisive one. No gains in the area North of the Caucasus mountains5 can really solve the German’s oil problem. If you look at the map, you will note that the great chain of the Caucasus mountains runs straight across from the Black Sea to the Caspian Sea. [, the mountains at either end rising almost straight out of the water.] South of the mountains, on the east side, is the great oil town of Baku. This is the main source of Russian oil, and is one of the most important, if not the most important, oil area in the world. That is the German objective and they have got to cross the mountains to reach it. They are already somewhere near Pyatigorsk, which is at the beginning of one of the military roads across the Caucasus, but it is unlikely that they will succeed in fighting their way across the mountains this year, and it is doubtful whether they will try. These mountains are the highest in Europe and intense cold sets in any time from October onwards, so that the risks of beginning a campaign in this area in mid-August are very great. It is more probable that the Germans will try to move down to the Baku area along the coast of the Caspian Sea. This means moving through very narrow passes, which we may count on the Russians to defend with the utmost determination. And in weighing their chances, one has also to take into consideration the possibility of the Germans being faced by an unexpected attack in Western Europe. Whether this will happen, we still cannot predict, but it is at least certain from the tone of their newspapers and wireless that the Germans consider it possible.6

Last week, we reported that the Japanese were showing fresh activity in New Guinea, obviously as a prelude to another attack on Port Moresby. However, between now and then, the American and Australian forces forestalled them by an attack of their own. About four days ago, news came that the Americans were attacking Tulagi, in the Solomon Islands. The first reports were only of an air and sea action, but we now know that the Americans have also landed ground troops on three of the islands, and though the reports that have come in are very meagre, it is known that these troops have established themselves on shore, and are holding their ground. We shall probably be able to give a full account of this action, which is almost certainly a very important one, next week. In the meantime, we can only give a bare outline of the facts, and at the same time explain their strategic meaning. All we know is that the Americans have landed troops, that in doing so they have lost a cruiser, and had other vessels damaged, and that they are expecting fairly heavy casualties. It is probable, though not yet officially confirmed, that two important airfields hitherto held by the Japanese have been captured by the Allied Forces. No information can be obtained from the Japanese reports, as these constantly contradict one another, and are obviously only put out for propaganda purposes. It is evident, however, that things are not going altogether well from the Japanese point of view. As to the meaning of this move, it is best understood by looking at the map. The Solomon Islands lie eastward of New Guinea and north-eastward of Australia. From bases here, the Japanese submarines and aeroplanes can attack American ships, bringing supplies to Australia. If the Americans can obtain possession of the Solomon Islands, their supply route to Australia is not only made much safer, but can be shortened, as their ships will not have to make such a wide detour to avoid Japanese submarines. But the purpose of the move is also an offensive one. If the Solomons were in Allied hands, the position of the Japanese in New Guinea would be made much more difficult, and they could probably be forced to withdraw from there. This action, therefore, is probably the first step in an Allied offensive in the South Pacific. We do not predict yet whether it will be successful; it must be remembered that actions of this kind are difficult to carry out, and that it was in attempting something similar that the Japanese lost so heavily at Midway Island. The tone of the American communiqués, however, is confident. While the main operation takes place against the Solomon Islands, Allied aeroplanes from Australia are heavily bombing the Japanese in New Guinea, and have forced them to retreat from the positions which they occupied recently. The object of this move no doubt is to tie down Japanese forces in New Guinea, and prevent them from reinforcing the Solomons. Simultaneously with the attack on the Solomons, the American navy has made another attack on the Japanese in the Aleutian Islands. It is known that damage has been inflicted7 and several ships sunk. This, however, is a comparatively unimportant action, and it does not appear that any attempt has been made to land troops.

There is little news from Egypt. Both sides are being reinforced, and it is known that American troops have now arrived and are ready to take part side by side with the British in any forthcoming action. In the central Mediterranean there has been an important air and sea battle which has resulted in the island of Malta receiving a large consignment of fresh supplies, including fighter aeroplanes. A British convoy fought its way along the 1000 miles between Gibraltar and Malta against continuous attacks by Axis aeroplanes and submarines, and got through to its objective, though with the loss of a cruiser and an old aircraft carrier. We have not yet received full reports of Axis losses, but it is known that they lost 2 submarines sunk and had two cruisers damaged by torpedoes. The geographical position makes it impossible to reinforce Malta without suffering losses on the way, but these are justified since Malta lies midway between Italy and Africa, and its aeroplanes make constant attacks on Axis supplies crossing to Tripoli. The desperate effort the Axis have made to overwhelm Malta by bombing show how important it is for the Allies to hold on to it.8

There have been a number of German air raids on Britain, all of them on a very small scale. It is uncertain whether these raids are made in order to give the German people the impression that their air force is avenging the British raids on Germany, or whether they are undertaken for reconnaissance, in preparation for heavier attacks to be made later. The RAF continues with its attacks and during this week has made a very heavy raid on Duisburg, and two others on Mainz. In the latter attack, apart from hundreds of tons of explosive bombs, 50 thousand incendiary bombs were dropped. The Air Ministry has recently issued exact figures about our bombing of Germany. They show, in the first place, that in June and July 1942 the RAF dropped on Germany more than 4 times the weight of bombs dropped during the same period of 1940; and also that there have now been about a dozen raids in which the RAF have dropped a far greater load of bombs than the Germans ever dropped in their heaviest raids on Britain. Although raids on this scale cannot be undertaken every day, because the weather is not always suitable, there is no doubt that their number will constantly increase as the American as well as the British air force comes into play.

The news of riots, shootings, guerilla warfare [and]9 arrests, reprisals and threats against the civilian population comes in almost continuously from all over Europe. It is clear that not only in the Balkans, but even in parts of Western Europe, a state not far removed from civil war has been reached. For example a few10 days ago the German wireless laconically announced that 93 persons, described as terrorists, had been shot that day, in the single city of Paris. In all areas along the Atlantic coast, the Germans have issued decrees threatening the most savage penalties against anyone who should assist an invading Allied force, and more or less openly admit that the people in the occupied territories are heart and soul for the Allies. When we look back two years, and remember how confidently the Germans boasted that they would make the New Order a success, and eliminate every trace of British and American influence on the Continent, we realise how completely the Germans have lost the political side of the war, even though in a military sense they are still undefeated.




1389. Bengali Newsletter, 5

15 August 1942


The English original was written by Orwell. No script has been traced.






1390. Gujarati Newsletter, 25

17 August 1942


The English original was written by Orwell. No script has been traced. PasB gives switch censor as I. B. Sarin.






1391. To Tom Wintringham

17 August 1942 PP/EB

Dear Wintringham,

I am in general agreement with the document you sent me,1 and so are most of the people I know, but I think that from the point of view of propaganda approach it is all wrong. In effect, it demands two separate things which the average reader will get mixed up, first, the setting up of a committee, and secondly, the programme which that committee is to use as a basis for discussion. I should start by putting forward boldly and above all with an eye to intelligibility a programme for India coupled with the statement that this is what the Indian political leaders would accept. I would not start with any talk about setting up committees; in the first place because it depresses people merely to hear about committees, and in any case because the procedure you suggest would take months to carry through, and would probably lead to an inconclusive announcement. I should head my leaflet or whatever it is RELEASE NEHRU—REOPEN NEGOTIATIONS and then set forth the plan for India in six simple clauses, viz:

1). India to be declared independent immediately.

2). An interim national government from the leading political parties on a proportional basis.

3). India to enter into full alliance with the United Nations.

4). The leading political parties to co-operate in the war effort to their utmost capacity.

5). The existing administration to be disturbed as little as possible during the war period.

6). Some kind of trade agreement allowing for a reasonable safe-guarding of British interests.

Those are the six points. They should be accompanied by an authoritative statement from the Congress Party that they are willing to accept those terms—as they would be—and that if granted these terms they would co-operate in crushing the pro-Japanese faction. Point 6 should carry with it a rider to the effect that the British and Indian Governments will jointly guarantee the pensions of British officials in India. In this way at small cost one could neutralise a not unimportant source of opposition in this country.

All I have said could be got on to a leaflet of a page or two pages, and I think might get a hearing. It is most important to make this matter simple and arresting as it has been so horribly misrepresented in the press and the big public is thoroughly bored by India and only half aware of its strategic significance. Ditto with America.

Yours,

[No name/position]




1392. To Peggotty Freeman

18 August 1942 PP/EB

Dear Miss Freeman,

Your letter has been passed on to me by Balraj Sahni. We would like to have a short obituary notice of Ram Mahum1 in the Indian Service, if we can arrange someone to do it. It seems hardly worth while anyone coming up from Cambridge to do a five minute broadcast, but meanwhile I am communicating with Narayana Menon to see whether he can either do the broadcast for us, or tell us somebody else who is now in London who can do it. In the case of our being able to arrange this, I will send you a copy of the script.

Yours sincerely,

Eric Blair

Talks Producer

Indian Section




1393. To Leonora Lockhart

18 August 1942 Copy (so marked)

Dear Miss Lockhart,

I am approaching you in the hope that you will do a talk on Basic English in the Indian Service of the BBC, on October 2nd.1 This series of talks, in which I want you to take part, is called “I’d Like it Explained”, and the talks usually take the form of a dialogue between two experts, who are questioned by an Indian interviewer. In the case of Basic English, I think it would be better not to have a discussion, but simply an interview in which the method is explained from the ground upwards, because it is here a case of putting on the map something which many of our listeners will not have heard of, and others will have heard a distorted version of. In trying to put over the idea of Basic English to India, we are liable to encounter a certain amount of opposition from Indians who already speak standard English, but what I am chiefly concerned with is to popularise the idea that Basic English will be particularly useful as between Indians, Chinese and other Orientals who don’t know one another’s languages, and that we have as an initial advantage the fact that between five and ten million Indians know a certain amount of standard English. We would therefore frame the interview along these lines. I hope you will undertake this, as I am particularly anxious to have this subject put on the map, with a view to dealing with it more elaborately later.

Yours truly,

George Orwell

Talks Producer

Indian Section




1394. To Ethel Mannin

18 August 1942 PP/EB/NP

Dear Ethel Mannin,

Thanks for your letter. I suggest that you go ahead and produce a draft of about 750 words, showing roughly what you feel about the present and future position of women, and the conflicting claims of work and home life. I will then sent° it on to Mrs. Fordham, who will make what comments she thinks fit, and from that, we will work up a proper dialogue. I should like your draft by the end of this month. We have ascertained that your fee will be 10 guineas.

Yours

[Initialled] E. A. B

George Orwell

Talks Producer

Indian Section




1395. War-time Diary

18.8.42: From Georges Kopp’s1 last letter from Marseilles (after some rigmarole about the engineering work he has been doing):2 “… I am about to start production on an industrial scale. But I am not at all certain that I shall actually do so,3 because I have definite contracts with my firm, which has, I am afraid, developed lately connections which reduce considerably its independence and it is possible that another firm would eventually profit by my work, which I should hate since I have no arrangements at all with the latter and will not, for the time being, be prepared to sign any. If I am compelled to stop, I really don’t know what I am going to do; I wish some of my very dear friends to whom I have written repeatedly would not be as slow and as passive as they seem to be. If no prospects open in this field, I contemplate to make use of another process of mine, related to bridge-building ⌈, which, you may remember, I have put into successful operation at San Mateo before the war.”⌉

Translated: “I am afraid France is going into full alliance with Germany. If the Second Front is not opened soon I shall do my best to escape to England”.




1396. To B.H. Liddell Hart

19 August 1942 Typewritten

10a Mortimer Crescent NW 6

Dear Captain Lidell° Hart,

Many thanks for your letter and the two enclosed pamphlets. I have written some notes on them, rather garrulous I fear, which it may interest you to see.1

Any time you are in London I should like very much to meet you. Of the above telephone numbers, the Maida Vale one is best before 9 am or after 7 pm the other in the middle of the day.

Yours sincerely

Geo. Orwell




1397. Notes on SOME POINTS ABOUT THE HOME GUARD

This paper deals chiefly with recruitment, organisation and training and I am in substantial agreement with it, but suggest it does not tackle boldly enough the central weakness of the Home Guard, its officers and the method of their recruitment. Anyone acquainted with the Home Guard knows that its officers are (a) chosen almost entirely on a class basis and with no sort of qualifying examination, (b) usually old, ignorant and unimaginative, (c) in many cases politically frightened of their command and anxious to prevent it from turning into a People’s Army, and (d) frequently sceptical about the very possibility of a German invasion and merely members of the Home Guard because they enjoy standing men in a row and barking at them, and in some cases because they have a half-conscious intention of raising a sort of auxiliary police force for use against the working class after the war.

I am surprised that this paper does not mention the fact that there is no recognized channel of promotion in the Home Guard, such as exists at least in theory in the Army. A private who wishes to try for a commission has no way of setting about it except by personal intrigue. The existing officers now have, in theory, full military powers over their men, but they themselves are self-selected, or have been picked out on personal grounds by earlier officers who were self-selected. When the Home Guard (then LDV) was first formed the local bourgeoisie and blimpocracy appointed themselves officers, afterwards assuming regular military titles, and since then have selected the men who shall serve under them, not unnaturally picking out those who were of their own class and seemed to them politically O.K. Later the various regulations were passed bringing members of the Home Guard under the Army Act and forbidding them to resign, so that you have the position of officers who have never passed any kind of examination or had to show any kind of qualification except those of social position, enjoying (theoretically) full powers as military commanders. There are safeguards in the facts that in practice these powers cannot be applied tyrannically, and that since the Home Guard is unpaid and officership entails a lot of work those who become officers are usually of good character. But there is no guarantee whatever that they will be militarily efficient or politically reliable. At the same time while the Home Guard is unpaid it is inevitable that most of the officers will come from the higher income groups, as an officer has to spend quite a lot of money besides needing a telephone etc., etc. The net result is that having started out as a sort of anti-fascist militia the Home Guard has ended by being more sharply stratified on class lines than the regular army.

To some extent this could be rectified. I suggest that anyone writing on the organisation of the Home Guard should agitate for (a) officers to be appointed by examination only, existing officers to be examined as well as new ones, (b) any man serving in the ranks to have the right to apply for a commission, (c) officers from platoon commander upwards to be full-time and paid at army rates, (d) no officer over 55 to hold other than administrative posts, and (e) political instruction on the origins of the war to form part of Home Guard training (say once a month) and those applying for commissions to be examined in this subject along with the strictly military ones.




1398. Notes on THE ROLE OF THE HOME GUARD

This paper is concerned more with the strategical and tactical use of the Home Guard. Much of it I am not qualified to pass judgment on, but I suggest that the central issue is the probable nature of a German invasion. The paper seems to take for granted that the Germans could invade England with a large army, but that their parachutists or airborne troops would probably be landed in country districts where only a few men could be concentrated against them. From this it is inferred that so far as possible the Home Guard should be made mobile, so as to economise its forces and allow larger numbers of the regular forces to be withdrawn from Britain. Clearly one has only guesswork to go on, but I feel that more attention ought to be paid to the possibility of large-scale “nuisance raids” not aimed at actually conquering Britain but at paralysing industry etc. It is difficult to believe that the Germans could land, say, ½ a million men with heavy equipment on our shores without having complete command of the sea as well as the air for several weeks, in which case we should have lost the war already. On the other hand if they were willing to throw away a few scores of thousands of highly trained men they might achieve a devastating effect by parachutists and airborne troops whose orders would be to destroy as much as possible before being rounded up. To get the best results these would have to be landed in big towns, in which, eg. in London, there are plenty of spaces where parachutes can be dropped and carrier planes can be at least crash-landed. It is possible also that the war will see the development of “air commandos” in which airborne troops temporarily overrun an area of some square miles, do their work of destruction and then take off again with at least the greater part of their original strength. The dispersal of industry resulting from air-raids would make this easier to achieve. But putting aside this possibility, it is calculated that in a single morning round about dawn the Germans could land 30,000 parachutists and airborne troops in London. Even if they were all disposed of by the same evening they could work tremendous havoc in the mean time, and in practice they would probably be able to go on fighting and thus dislocating work and communications for several days. Little attention has been paid anywhere to this possibility, which seems to me a very strong one. On the other hand, with regard to making the Home Guard mobile, training has been distorted to a certain extent by an attempt, not actually to make the Home Guard mobile but to treat it as though it were so. There is less and less emphasis on local defence and more train[ing] in fairly large units, while the men are repeatedly told that they “may have to fight anywhere”. London units are being taught more and more about fighting in open country while training in street fighting has been almost abandoned since 1941. I suggest we ought to face the fact that the Home Guard cannot be made mobile because, apart from transport difficulties, most of the men are working and even in an invasion the economic life of the country will have to go on in areas where there is no fighting at the moment. If special mobile platoons or other units were formed they would have to be full-time, in which case they would consist either of people not working (ie too old), or in effect would be regular soldiers, in which case they might as well be recruited into the army in the ordinary way. I suggest therefore that the whole emphasis ought to be on local defence, and that the first care of a commander should be to see that his men know every inch of their particular area and can be mobilised in the minimum of time. They should never, of course, be told that their responsibility stops at the edges of their own area, but they should be taught to identify with this area and feel ready to defend it to the death. In this way the only advantages the Home Guard is likely to have over well-trained invaders, ie. local knowledge and the consciousness of fighting for their own homes, would be best exploited.

The above are only my own opinions and open to contradiction. What is certain however is that the training and dispositions of the Home Guard have suffered from those in command having no picture in their minds of the kind of invasion they may have to meet, and in many cases not believing invasion to be a possibility at all. When one sees the way in which men are trained, or not trained, and the frivolous aimless way in which one plan after another is taken up, vaguely talked about for a while and then dropped, one sees at a glance that those at the top are simply playing at soldiers and would behave quite differently if they believed in a German invasion and wanted to counter it. In my own unit, for example, during two years not one single parade has been employed in teaching the men the details of their locality; the lower ranks are even discouraged from buying large-scale maps of the district. Nor is there any properly arranged scheme of mobilisation, nor any prearranged battle positions, nor any real defensive posts. In addition private property considerations are allowed to hamper training at every step. All this would change swiftly if those in command believed themselves to be preparing for a real eventuality of a kind they could more or less foresee. This leads back to my remarks in the other set of notes on the provision of proper officers. But even as things are at present, there are two measures which would make the Home Guard much more efficient against a sudden unexpected invasion. These are (a) distribution of ammunition. At present, at least in London, weapons are in the men’s own possession, but ammunition is only to be issued after mobilisation. This means a bottleneck of several hours, even supposing the ammunition finally gets distributed, which it might not in some cases, as the ammunition dumps are centralised and liable to capture. Also (b) subject to reasonable safeguards the Home Guard should be empowered to take over such premises as they think necessary for constructing fortified positions. At present private property is sacrosanct, with the result that strongpoints have to be constructed, if at all, in usually unsuitable positions.




1399. War-time Diary

19.8.42: Big Commando raid on Dieppe today. Raid was still continuing this evening. Just conceivably the first step in an invasion, or a try-out for the first step, though I don’t think so. The warning that was broadcast to the French people that this was only a raid and they were not to join in would in that case be a bluff.




1400. Marathi Newsletter, 25

20 August 1942


This was misnumbered as 26. The English original was written by Orwell. No script has been traced. PasB gives timing as 13’ 49”.






1401. To Edmund Blunden

20 August 1942 PP/EB/NP

Dear Mr. Blunden,1

I wonder if you would like to take part in a magazine programme which we do once a month on the Indian Service. This programme is chiefly devoted to poetry, [and] where possible we try to get writers to read their own verse. We should like it very much if you could read one poem for us. There are two or three I have in mind, but we shall have to wait a little before making a definite choice. This broadcast takes place on Tuesday, September 8th at 12.15 p.m., and I think we are going to broadcast it live, owing to the difficulty of recording a long programme successfully, but if you could not arrange to be there on that particular day, you could perhaps record your poem on some earlier date, and we could use that in the middle of the live programme. Could you be kind enough to let me know as early as possible whether you would like to do this, as I have all the details of the programme to arrange.

Yours sincerely,

George Orwell

Talks Producer

Indian section




1402. To Lord Winterton

21 August 1942 PP/EB/NP

Dear Lord Winterton,

I am sending you herewith the draft of Professor Laski’s remarks. I am very sorry that it was not possible to get them through before you left for the country, but we only received them from Professor Laski about mid-day today. I trust that they will reach you some time to-morrow, Saturday. Meanwhile, I am expecting to see you at about 5.30 p.m. on Thursday next, at 200, Oxford Street.

Yours sincerely,

George Orwell

Talks Assistant

Indian Section




1403. News Review, 36

22 August 1942


The typescript bears both censorship stamps, censored by Bokhari, two slight manuscript alterations in Orwell’s hand, and the note ‘As broadcast 11 mins E.A.B’. Five lines were typed and then x-ed through (see n. 2); a few words x-ed through elsewhere have not been noted. Princess Indira was scheduled to read this News Review but her place was taken by Homi Bode.1



On Tuesday of this week, the news was released that the British Prime Minister, Mr. Churchill, has been in Moscow, to confer with Premier Stalin and other leading representatives of the United Nations. No pronouncement has been made yet as to the conclusions reached, but it is known that these were satisfactory, and it can be taken as certain that some important move was decided upon. This is the fourth occasion on which Mr. Churchill has travelled halfway round the world to confer with the leader of an Allied nation. Grave though the situation is for the Allies, the comparative ease with which the Allied Nations can confer with one another is an index of the real strategic situation, for whereas it is a comparatively simple matter for Mr. Churchill to go to Moscow or to Washington, it would be utterly impossible for Hitler to visit Tokyo, unless he travelled by submarine and took perhaps six months over the journey. The United Nations are in full communication with one another, while the Fascist powers control only two separate areas at opposite ends of the world

Mr. Churchill arrived at a critical moment for our Russian Allies. During the past week the general direction of the fighting in Southern Russia was much as before. The Germans have made further advances on the Caucasus front, and have definitely over-run the important oil centre of Maikop. Before evacuating the town, the Russians removed or destroyed all the machinery and the existing stocks of oil, so that the capture of this area is no direct gain to the Germans, although it is a severe loss to the Russians. At the same time the German attack in this area has fanned out to east and to west, the easterly attack moving towards the other important oil area of Grosney, while the westward one endangers the port of Novorossisk, the most important Russian naval base on the Black Sea. One column of German troops appears to be trying to cross the Caucasus mountains, but there has been no news of this movement for some days past. Further north, Stalingrad, the strategic key to the whole of this campaign, is firmly in Russian hands, though it is menaced by a German attack from the south, as well as from the west. The Germans claim to have over-run the whole territory within the elbow of the Don, at the angle of which lies Stalingrad, but they have not succeeded in crossing the river anywhere in this area. Further north, at Voronezh and in the areas of Moscow and Leningrad, the Russians have made attacks which have had some success and which are no doubt designed chiefly to draw off the German forces from other fronts. Seeing the whole of this campaign in perspective as well as we can, we may say that though the Germans have had great successes, they are not within sight of securing the decisive victory which they hoped to complete before the onset of winter.

The fighting in the Solomon Islands which we reported last week has resulted in a brilliant success for the Allies, after nearly a fortnight of hard fighting. The American and Australian forces are now in control of three of the islands, including Tulagi, which possesses the most important harbour in this area. Yesterday’s official report described the Allied forces as “mopping up”—that is, crushing sporadic resistance after defeating the enemy’s main force. Guerilla fighting will probably continue for a long time to come, but so long as the Allies hold the landing grounds and the main anchorages they can prevent the Solomon Islands from being used as a base for attacks on shipping coming from America to Australia. The Japanese continue to put out extravagant reports of losses inflicted on the Allies, but they have contradicted themselves over and over again and in the last two days have significantly changed their tune. After several times announcing that they were about to issue a report on the fighting in the Solomon Islands, they have suddenly stated that no report will be issued as yet—a tacit admission of failure. The Allied success, however, was not achieved without losses. It is known that an American cruiser was sunk, and the Australian cruiser the Canberra was also sunk a few days ago.2

A few days back, American troops also landed in the Gilbert Islands, 900 miles north east of the Solomons, and destroyed air-field installations. This, however, was only a raid, and the troops re-embarked again afterwards.

We are now able to give fuller figures of the naval battle in the Mediterranean, as the result of which a British convoy reached Malta with much-needed supplies. The British naval losses were a cruiser, a light cruiser, a destroyer and an old aircraft carrier. The Axis losses were 2 submarines, between 60 and 70 aeroplanes, and two cruisers damaged.3 It is impossible for the Allies to reinforce Malta without losing ships in the process, because after leaving Gibraltar any convoy has to pass through 1,000 miles of sea over which land-based Axis aeroplanes can operate. But such losses are well justified, since Malta is an ideal base for bombing Italy and for raiding Axis supplies on their way to Libya. The people of Malta throughout the past two years have gone through a most terrible experience of endless bombing, and fairly severe food shortage, and have behaved with unexampled courage. They are well aware of what would happen to their liberty if the Axis won the war, and Malta passed under Fascist rule, and consequently have suffered their long ordeal without even a murmur, at moments when food was very short and the island barely possessed any fighter aeroplanes with which to hit back at its attackers. The arrival of the recent convoy will ease Malta’s position considerably.

German submarines have recently sunk several Brazilian passenger ships in the most wanton way, drowning a large number of people. This has caused great popular indignation in Brazil, where there have been large demonstrations in favour of the Allies, and the offices of German-subsidised newspapers have been wrecked by the crowd. The President of Brazil has promised that in compensation for the sinking, German ships interned in Brazilian ports will be seized, and the property of Axis nationals in Brazil confiscated. In addition a hundred Germans have been arrested as hostages. The unprovoked sinking of Brazilian ships will have its effect in other South American countries besides Brazil.4

More and more the peoples of the South American Republics are coming to realise how important it is that all free nations should stand together against the aggressor states, who are the natural enemies of their independence and their national institutions.

On Wednesday of this week there took place the largest combined operations raid of the war, on Dieppe on the French coast, about 60 miles from the coast of Britain. British, Canadian, Free French and American troops took part, the whole force evidently numbering 5,000 or5 10,000 men. They remained on shore about 10 hours, and successfully destroyed batteries of artillery and other military objectives, before re-embarking. Tanks were successfully landed, and took part in the operations.6 This is probably the first time in this war that tanks have been landed from small boats on to an open beach. It is known that there were heavy casualties on both sides and very heavy losses of aeroplanes. The Germans are known to have lost about 90 planes destroyed for certain and a large number were reported as probably destroyed, so that 130 would be a conservative figure for their total loss. The British lost nearly 100 planes. These losses are much more serious for the Germans than for the British, as the great part of the German air force is now on the Russian front, and any large7 loss of planes means that others have to be brought across Europe to replace them.

When the raid began, the BBC repeatedly broadcast to the French people, warning them that this was only a raid and not an invasion of Europe, and that they had better remain in their houses and not join in the fighting. There was good reason for doing this. On a previous occasion, in the raid on Saint Nazaire, the French population, seeing their chance of striking a blow against the Germans who have been oppressing them for two years, rose and fought on the side of the British. Afterwards, when the raid was over and the British troops had re-embarked, the Germans committed fearful atrocities against the local population, and the British Government had no wish that such a thing as this should be repeated, and therefore carefully warned the French population to remain aloof. The broadcasters added, however, “We shall warn you when the real invasion comes, and then will be your opportunity to get weapons in to your hands and regain your liberty.” Whether or not this raid was a try-out for a full-scale invasion, it has at least demonstrated that the Allies are able to land troops in large numbers on the most strongly-defended points of the French shore—a thing which only a few weeks ago the Germans were boastfully declaring to be impossible.




1404. Bengali Newsletter, 6

22 August 1942


The English original was written by Orwell. No script has been traced. PasB gives timing as 11′ 5″.






1405. BBC Talks Booking Form, 22.8.42


Princess Indira of Kapurthala: ‘The Debate Continues’; broadcast 7,14, 21, and 28.9.42; fee £9.9s each talk. Signed: Z. A. Bokhari.






1406. BBC Talks Booking Form, 22.8.42


Professor Harold Laski: ‘I’d Like It Explained,’ 6, ‘The Future of Parliament’ (with Lord Winterton); broadcast 4.9.42; fee £8.8s. Signed: Z. A. Bokhari. The booking form is marked ‘Duplicate.’ [An identical form survives for Earl Winterton, but is not marked ‘Duplicate.’]






1407. BBC Talks Booking Form, 22.8.42


J. M. Tambimuttu: ‘Open Letter,’ 7, To a Marxist; broadcast 10.9.42; fee £9.9s. Signed: Z. A. Bokhari.






1408. BBC Talks Booking Form, 22.8.42


Shridhar Telkar: ‘Topic of the Week,’ 5–10; broadcast 2, 9, 16, 23, and 30.9.42; fee £9.9s each talk. Signed: Z. A. Bokhari.






1409. BBC Talks Booking Form, 22.8.42


T. C. Worsley: ‘I’d Like It Explained,’ ‘Education’ (with G. M. Young); broadcast 11.9.42; fee £8.8s + £2.0.5 + 17s 0d fare and expenses. Signed: Z. A. Bokhari. [The form is marked ‘see separate contract’ for G. M. Young, but his form seems not to have survived.]






1410. War-time Diary

22.8.4.2: David Astor1 very damping about the Dieppe raid, which he saw at more or less close quarters and which he says was an almost complete failure except for the very heavy destruction of German fighter planes, which was not part of the plan. He says that the affair was definitely misrepresented in the press2 and is now being misrepresented in the reports to the P. M., and that the main facts were:—Something over 5000 men were engaged, of whom at least 2000 were killed or prisoners. It was not intended to stay longer on shore3 than was actually done (ie. till4 about 4 pm), but the idea was to destroy all the defences of Dieppe, and the attempt to do this was an utter failure. In fact only comparatively trivial damage was done, a few batteries of guns knocked out etc., and only one of the three main parties really made its objective. The others did not get far and many were massacred on the beach by artillery fire. The defences were formidable and would have been difficult to deal with even if there had been artillery support, as the guns were sunk in the face of the cliffs or under enormous concrete coverings. More tanklanding craft were sunk than got ashore. About 20 or 30 tanks were landed but none got off again. The newspaper photos which showed tanks apparently being brought back to England5 were intentionally misleading. The general impression was that the Germans knew of the raid beforehand.6 Almost as soon as it was begun they had a man broadcasting a spurious “eye-witness” account7 from somewhere further up the coast, and another man broadcasting false orders in English. On the other hand the Germans were evidently surprised by the strength of the air support. Whereas normally they have kept their fighters on the ground so as to conserve their strength, they sent them into the air as soon as they heard that tanks were landing, and lost a number of planes variously estimated, but considered by some RAF officers to be8 as high as 270. Owing to the British strength in the air the destroyers were able to lie outside Dieppe all day. One was sunk, but this was by a shore battery. When a request came to attack some objective on shore, the destroyers formed in line and raced inshore firing their guns9 while the fighter planes supported them overhead.

David Astor considers that this definitely proves that an invasion of Europe is impossible. [Of course we can’t feel sure that he hasn’t been planted to say this, considering who his parents are.]10 I can’t help feeling that to get ashore at all at such a strongly defended spot, without either bomber support, artillery support except for the guns of the destroyers (4.9 guns I suppose) or airborne troops, was a considerable achievement.




1411. ToG. M. Young

[23 August 1942?]

CAN YOU MANAGE RECORDING TUESDAY AFTERNOON FIRST SEPTEMBER LETTER FOLLOWS.

ORWELL BROADCASTS

Reply Paid. Please.




1412. Gujarati Newsletter, 26

24 August 1942


The English original was written by Orwell. No script has been traced. PasB gives timing as 11′ 22″.






1413. To Peggotty Freeman

24 August 1942 Handwritten draft and typewritten1 PP/EB/NP

Dear Miss Freeman,

Enclosed is a copy of the talk Narayana Menon is doing on Ram Nahum.2 As you see it is only a short thing, about five minutes, which is all we had space for. It will go out about 12.30 p.m. BST to-morrow—Tuesday 25th—on wavelengths 16, 19, 25, and 13 metres.

I am afraid it is too late to inform anyone abroad, but I did not receive your letter asking about this till this morning.

Yours sincerely,

Eric Blair

Talks Producer

Indian Section




1414. To G. M. Young

24 August 1942 PP/EB/NP

Dear Mr. Young,

I am sending herewith a copy of Worsley’s remarks. He apologises for its coming so late, but his time has been rather full in the R. A.F. He says that [he] will be in London from August 26th to September 2nd. I suggest therefore that if you could let me have your criticisms of Worsley (about 750 words) by Friday of this week (28th) or Saturday morning (29th) at latest, we could all meet on Tuesday afternoon (September 1st) and have the discussion recorded. I am sorry to give such short notice. Please let me know at once if you can do Tuesday afternoon.

Yours sincerely,

George Orwell

Talks Producer

Indian Section




1415. ToG. M. Young

[25 August 1942?]

TITCHENER ONLY WANTS YOU THURSDAY ABSOLUTELY NECESSARY RECORD YOURTALK TUESDAY AS WORSLEYS LEAVE EXPIRES WEDNESDAY STOP WISH YOU LUNCH WITH ME AND WORSLEY ONE P. M. BARCELONA RESTAURANT TUESDAY

ORWELL BROADCASTS

Reply Paid please.1




1416. BBC Talks Booking Form, 25.8.42


Lady Grigg: ‘Women Generally Speaking’; broadcast 2, 9, 16, 23, and 30.9.42; fee £8.8s each broadcast. Signed: Z. A. Bokhari.






1417. BBC Talks Booking Form, 25.8.42


M. R. Kothari: Marathi Newsletter, 27 [misnumbered for 26]; ‘(Written by E. Blair Indian Section) Translated & read by M. R. Kothari’; broadcast 27.8.42; fee £5.5s. Signed: Z. A. Bokhari.






1418. BBC Talks Booking Form, 25.8.42


Narayana Menon: 5-minute talk on Ram Nahum, an Egyptian undergraduate;1 broadcast 25.8.42; fee £4.4s. Signed: Z. A. Bokhari.






1419. War-time Diary

25.8.42: One of the many rumours circulating among Indians here is that Nehru, Gandhi and others have been deported to South Africa. This is the kind of thing that results from press censorship and suppressing newspapers.




1420. To Alex Comfort

26 August 1942 Typewritten

10a Mortimer Crescent London NW 6

Dear Comfort

I have delayed answering your letter because I lost it and couldn’t remember the address, but I have now obtained this from “Horizon”. Yes, I’d like to write something for the new magazine1 when it appears. You didn’t say when you expected to start, though. I am frightfully busy with one thing and another, but I can find some time provided it isn’t in the too near future. I don’t know if people are too absolutely fed up with the Spanish civil war to want to hear more about it, but I have an idea for an article I have been wanting to write for some time, saying various things one couldn’t say while the war was still on. Otherwise something in the critical line, perhaps. You might let me know about dates, also length.

Yours

Geo. Orwell




1421. ‘Looking Back on the Spanish War’

[1942?]


It has not proved possible to date this essay, nor even to find out exactly when it was published. It has therefore been placed immediately after Alex Comfort’s request for something for the journal he was bringing out. When it appeared in New Road (probably June 1943; see letter to Forster, 2July 1943, 2171), sections iv, v, and vi were omitted—to Orwell’s annoyance. The complete essay was published in Such, Such Were the Joys (New York, 1953) and England Your England (London, 1953). No typescript has been traced. Sections i, ii, iii, and vii are almost identical in New Road and the 1953 volumes. Differences in wording are noted here; stylistic changes are not. For a possible clue to using c. March 1943 as the date of the essay (its completion?), see n. 6. An editorial note in New Road dates the essay 1942:

“As a representative of the NEW WRITING school in English literature during 1942, we print excerpts from an essay on the Spanish Civil War, by George Orwell. The sections omitted from this essay dealt with the danger that, by the falsification of history, political leaders might obtain control of the past as well as of the future, and with the political attitude of the Great Powers during the Civil War. Political writing as a literary form is becoming a neglected art. Mr. Orwell is probably its most talented contemporary exponent.”



i

First of all the physical memories, the sounds, the smells and the surfaces of things.

It is curious that more vividly than anything that came afterwards in the Spanish War I remember the week of so-called training that we received before being sent to the front—the huge cavalry barracks in Barcelona with its draughty stables and cobbled yards, the icy cold of the pump where one washed, the filthy meals made tolerable by pannikins of wine, the trousered militiawomen chopping firewood, and the roll-call in the early mornings where my prosaic English name made a sort of comic interlude among the resounding Spanish ones, Manuel Gonzalez, Pedro Aguilar, Ramon Fenellosa, Roque Ballaster, Jaime Domenech, Sebastian Viltron, Ramon Nuvo Bosch. I name those particular men because I remember the faces of all of them. Except for two who were mere riff-raff and have doubtless become good Falangists by this time, it is probable that all of them are dead. Two of them I know to be dead. The eldest would have been about twenty-five, the youngest sixteen.

One of the essential experiences of war is never to be1 able to escape from disgusting smells of human origin. Latrines are an overworked subject in war literature, and I would not mention them if it were not that the latrine in our barracks did its necessary bit towards puncturing my own illusions about the Spanish Civil War. The Latin type of latrine, at which you have to squat, is bad enough at its best, but these were made of some kind of polished stone so slippery that it was all you could do to keep on your feet. In addition they were always blocked. Now I have plenty of other disgusting things in my memory, but I believe it was these latrines that first brought home to me the thought, so often to recur: “Here we are, soldiers of a revolutionary army, defending Democracy against Fascism, fighting a war which is about something, and the detail of our lives is just as sordid and degrading as it could be in prison, let alone in a bourgeois army.” Many other things reinforced this impression later; for instance, the boredom and animal hunger of trench life, the squalid intrigues over scraps of food, the mean, nagging quarrels which people exhausted by lack of sleep indulge in.

The essential horror of army life (whoever has been a soldier will know what I mean by the essential horror of army life) is barely affected by the nature of the war you happen to be fighting in. Discipline, for instance, is ultimately the same in all armies. Orders have to be obeyed and enforced by punishment if necessary, the relationship of officer and man has to be the relationship of superior and inferior. The picture of war set forth in books like All Quiet on the Western Front is substantially true. Bullets hurt, corpses stink, men under fire are often so frightened that they wet their trousers. It is true that the social background from which an army springs will colour its training, tactics and general efficiency, and also that the consciousness of being in the right can bolster up morale, though this affects the civilian population more than the troops. (People forget that a soldier anywhere near the front line is usually too hungry, or frightened, or cold, or, above all, too tired to bother about the political origins of the war.) But the laws of nature are not suspended for a “red” army any more than for a “white” one. A louse is a louse and a bomb is a bomb, even though the cause you are fighting for happens to be just.

Why is it worth while to point out anything so obvious? Because the bulk of the British and American intelligentsia were manifestly unaware of it then, and are now. Our memories are short nowadays, but look back a bit, dig out the files of New Masses or the Daily Worker, and just have a look at the romantic warmongering muck that our left-wingers were spilling at that time. All the stale old phrases! And the unimaginative callousness of it! The sang-froid with which London faced the bombing of Madrid! Here I am not bothering about the counter-propagandists of the Right, the Lunns, Garvins et hoc genus; they go without saying. But here were the very people who for twenty years had hooted and jeered at the “glory” of war, at atrocity stories, at patriotism, even at physical courage, coming out with stuff that with the alteration of a few names would have fitted into the Daily Mail of 1918. If there was one thing that the British intelligentsia were committed to, it was the debunking version of war, the theory that war is all corpses and latrines and never leads to any good result. Well, the same people who in 1933 sniggered pityingly if you said that in certain circumstances you would fight for your country, in 1937 were denouncing you as a Trotsky-Fascist if you suggested that the stories in New Masses about freshly wounded men clamouring to get back into the fighting might be exaggerated. And the Left intelligentsia made their swing-over from “War is hell” to “War is glorious” not only with no sense of incongruity but almost without any intervening stage. Later the bulk of them were to make other transitions equally violent. There must be a quite large number of people, a sort of central core of the intelligentsia, who approved the “King and Country” declaration in 1935, shouted for a “firm line” against Germany in 1937, supported the People’s Convention in 1940, and are demanding a Second Front now.2

As far as the mass of the people go, the extraordinary swings of opinion which occur nowadays, the emotions which can be turned on and off like a tap, are the result of newspaper and radio hypnosis. In the intelligentsia I should say they result rather from money and mere physical safety. At a given moment they may be “pro-war” or “anti-war”, but in either case they have no realistic picture of war in their minds. When they enthused over the Spanish War they knew, of course, that people were being killed and that to be killed is unpleasant, but they did feel that for a soldier in the Spanish Republican Army the experience of war was somehow not degrading. Somehow the latrines stank less, discipline was less irksome. You have only to glance at the New Statesman to see that they believed that; exactly similar blah is being written about the Red army at this moment. We have become too civilised to grasp the obvious. For the truth is very simple. To survive you often have to fight, and to fight you have to dirty yourself. War is evil, and it is often the lesser evil. Those who take the sword perish by the sword, and those who don’t take the sword perish by smelly diseases. The fact that such a platitude is worth writing down shows what the years of rentier capitalism have done to us.

ii

In connection with what I have just said, a footnote on atrocities.

I have little direct evidence about the atrocities in the Spanish Civil War. I know that some were committed by the Republicans, and far more (they are still continuing) by the Fascists. But what impressed me then, and has impressed me ever since, is that atrocities are believed in or disbelieved in solely on grounds of political predilection. Everyone believes in the atrocities of the enemy and disbelieves in those of his own side, without ever bothering to examine the evidence. Recently I drew up a table of atrocities during the period between 1918 and the present,3 there was never a year when atrocities were not occurring somewhere or other, and there was hardly a single case when the Left and the Right believed in the same stories simultaneously. And stranger yet, at any moment the situation can suddenly reverse itself and yesterday’s proved-to-the-hilt atrocity story can become a ridiculous lie, merely because the political landscape has changed.

In the present war we are in the curious situation that our “atrocity campaign” was done largely before the war started, and done mostly by the Left, the people who normally pride themselves on their incredulity. In the same period the Right, the atrocity-mongers of 1914–18, were gazing at Nazi Germany and flatly refusing to see any evil in it. Then as soon as war broke out it was the pro-Nazis of yesterday who were repeating horror-stories, while the anti-Nazis suddenly found themselves doubting whether the Gestapo really existed. Nor was this solely the result of the Russo-German Pact. It was partly because before the war the Left had wrongly believed that Britain and Germany would never fight and were therefore able to be anti-German and anti-British simultaneously; partly also because official war-propaganda, with its disgusting hypocrisy and self-righteousness, always tends to make thinking people sympathise with the enemy. Part of the price we paid for the systematic lying of 1914–18 was the exaggerated pro-German reaction which followed. During the years 1918–33 you were hooted at in left-wing circles if you suggested that Germany bore even a fraction of responsibility for the war. In all the denunciations of Versailles I listened to during those years I don’t think I ever once heard the question, “What would have happened if Germany had won?” even mentioned, let alone discussed. So also with atrocities. The truth, it is felt, becomes untruth when your enemy utters it. Recently I noticed that the very people who swallowed any and every horror story about the Japanese in Nanking in 1937 refused to believe exactly the same stories about Hong Kong in 1942. There was even a tendency to feel that the Nanking atrocities had become, as it were, retrospectively untrue because the British Government now drew attention to them.

But unfortunately the truth about atrocities is far worse than that they are lied about and made into propaganda. The truth is that they happen. The fact often adduced as a reason for scepticism—that the same horror stories come up in war after war—merely makes it rather more likely that these stories are true. Evidently they are widespread fantasies, and war provides an opportunity of putting them into practice. Also, although it has ceased to be fashionable to say so, there is little question that what one may roughly call the “whites” commit far more and worse atrocities than the “reds”. There is not the slightest doubt, for instance, about the behaviour of the Japanese in China. Nor is there much doubt about the long tale of Fascist outrages during the last ten years in Europe. The volume of testimony is enormous, and a respectable proportion of it comes from the German press and radio. These things really happened, that is the thing to keep one’s eye on. They happened even though Lord Halifax said they happened. The raping and butchering in Chinese cities, the tortures in the cellars of the Gestapo, the elderly Jewish professors flung into cesspools, the machine-gunning of refugees along the Spanish roads—they all happened, and they did not happen any the less because the Daily Telegraph has suddenly found out about them when it is five years too late.

iii

Two memories, the first not proving anything in particular, the second, I think, giving one a certain insight into the atmosphere of a revolutionary period.

Early one morning another man and I had gone out to snipe at the Fascists in the trenches outside Huesca. Their line and ours here lay three hundred yards apart, at which range our aged rifles would not shoot accurately, but by sneaking out to a spot about a hundred yards from the Fascist trench you might, if you were lucky, get a shot at someone through a gap in the parapet. Unfortunately the ground between was a flat beetfield with no cover except a few ditches, and it was necessary to go out while it was still dark and return soon after dawn, before the light became too good. This time no Fascists appeared, and we stayed too long and were caught by the dawn. We were in a ditch, but behind us were two hundred yards of flat ground with hardly enough cover for a rabbit. We were still trying to nerve ourselves to make a dash for it when there was an uproar and a blowing of whistles in the Fascist trench. Some of our aeroplanes were coming over. At this moment a man, presumably carrying a message to an officer, jumped out of the trench and ran along the top of the parapet in full view. He was half-dressed and was holding up his trousers with both hands as he ran. I refrained from shooting at him. It is true that I am a poor shot and unlikely to hit a running man at a hundred yards, and also that I was thinking chiefly about getting back to our trench while the Fascists had their attention fixed on the aeroplanes. Still, I did not shoot partly because of that detail about the trousers. I had come here to shoot at “Fascists”; but a man who is holding up his trousers isn’t a “Fascist”, he is visibly a fellow creature, similar to yourself, and you don’t feel like shooting at him.

What does this incident demonstrate? Nothing very much, because it is the kind of thing that happens all the time in all wars. The other is different. I don’t suppose that in telling it I can make it moving to you who read it, but I ask you to believe that it is moving to me, as an incident characteristic of the moral atmosphere of a particular moment in time.

One of the recruits who joined us while I was at the barracks was a wild-looking boy from the back streets of Barcelona. He was ragged and barefooted. He was also extremely dark (Arab blood, I dare say), and made gestures you do not usually see a European make; one in particular—the arm outstretched, the palm vertical—was a gesture characteristic of Indians. One day a bundle of cigars, which you could still buy dirt cheap at that time, was stolen out of my bunk. Rather foolishly I reported this to the officer, and one of the scallywags I have already mentioned promptly came forward and said quite untruly that twenty-five pesetas had been stolen from his bunk. For some reason the officer instantly decided that the brown-faced boy must be the thief. They were very hard on stealing in the militia, and in theory people could be shot for it. The wretched boy allowed himself to be led off to the guardroom to be searched. What most struck me was that he barely attempted to protest his innocence. In the fatalism of his attitude you could see the desperate poverty in which he had been bred. The officer ordered him to take his clothes off. With a humility which was horrible to me he stripped himself naked, and his clothes were searched. Of course neither the cigars nor the money were there; in fact he had not stolen them. What was most painful of all was that he seemed no less ashamed after his innocence had been established. That night I took him to the pictures and gave him brandy and chocolate. But that too was horrible—I mean the attempt to wipe out an injury with money. For a few minutes I had half believed him to be a thief, and that could not be wiped out.

Well, a few weeks later, at the front, I had trouble with one of the men in my section. By this time I was a “cabo”, or corporal, in command of twelve men. It was static warfare, horribly cold, and the chief job was getting sentries to stay awake and at their posts. One day a man suddenly refused to go to a certain post, which he said, quite truly, was exposed to enemy fire. He was a feeble creature, and I seized hold of him and began to drag him towards his post. This roused the feelings of the others against me, for Spaniards, I think, resent being touched more than we do. Instantly I was surrounded by a ring of shouting men: “Fascist! Fascist! Let that man go! This isn’t a bourgeois army. Fascist!” etc., etc. As best I could in my bad Spanish I shouted back that orders had got to be obeyed, and the row developed into one of those enormous arguments by means of which discipline is gradually hammered out in revolutionary armies. Some said I was right, others said I was wrong. But the point is that the one who took my side the most warmly of all was the brown-faced boy. As soon as he saw what was happening he sprang into the ring and began passionately defending me. With his strange, wild, Indian gesture he kept exclaiming, “He’s the best corporal we’ve got!” (!No hay cabo como el!) Later on he applied for leave to exchange into my section.

Why is this incident touching to me? Because in any normal circumstances it would have been impossible for good feelings ever to be re-established between this boy and myself. The implied accusation of theft would not have been made any better, probably somewhat worse, by my efforts to make amends. One of the effects of safe and civilised life is an immense over-sensitiveness which makes all the primary emotions seem somewhat disgusting. Generosity is as painful as meanness, gratitude as hateful as ingratitude. But in Spain in 1936 we were not living in a normal time. It was a time when generous feelings and gestures were easier than they ordinarily are. I could relate a dozen similar incidents, not really communicable but bound up in my own mind with the special atmosphere of the time, the shabby clothes and the gay-coloured revolutionary posters, the universal use of the word “comrade”, the anti-Fascist ballads printed on flimsy paper and sold for a penny, the phrases like “international proletarian solidarity”, pathetically repeated by ignorant men who believed them to mean something. Could you feel friendly towards somebody, and stick up for him in a quarrel, after you had been ignominiously searched in his presence for property you were supposed to have stolen from him? No, you couldn’t; but you might if you had both been through some emotionally widening experience. That is one of the by-products of revolution, though in this case it was only the beginnings of a revolution, and obviously foredoomed to failure.

iv

The struggle for power between the Spanish Republican parties is an unhappy, far-off thing which I have no wish to revive at this date. I only mention it in order to say: believe nothing, or next to nothing, of what you read about internal affairs on the Government side. It is all, from whatever source, party propaganda—that is to say, lies. The broad truth about the war is simple enough. The Spanish bourgeoisie saw their chance of crushing the labour movement, and took it, aided by the Nazis and by the forces of reaction all over the world. It is doubtful whether more than that will ever be established.

I remember saying once to Arthur Koestler, “History stopped in 1936,” at which he nodded in immediate understanding. We were both thinking of totalitarianism in general, but more particularly of the Spanish Civil War. Early in life I had noticed that no event is ever correctly reported in a newspaper, but in Spain, for the first time, I saw newspaper reports which did not bear any relation to the facts, not even the relationship which is implied in an ordinary lie. I saw great battles reported where there had been no fighting, and complete silence where hundreds of men had been killed. I saw troops who had fought bravely denounced as cowards and traitors, and others who had never seen a shot fired hailed as the heroes of imaginary victories; and I saw newspapers in London retailing these lies and eager intellectuals building emotional superstructures over events that had never happened. I saw, in fact, history being written not in terms of what happened but of what ought to have happened according to various “party lines”. Yet in a way, horrible as all this was, it was unimportant. It concerned secondary issues—namely, the struggle for power between the Comintern and the Spanish left-wing parties, and the efforts of the Russian Government to prevent revolution in Spain. But the broad picture of the war which the Spanish Government presented to the world was not untruthful. The main issues were what it said they were. But as for the Fascists and their backers, how could they come even as near to the truth as that? How could they possibly mention their real aims? Their version of the war was pure fantasy, and in the circumstances it could not have been otherwise.

The only propaganda line open to the Nazis and Fascists was to represent themselves as Christian patriots saving Spain from a Russian dictatorship. This involved pretending that life in Government Spain was just one long massacre (vide the Catholic Herald or the Daily Mail—but these were child’s play compared with the continental Fascist press), and it involved immensely exaggerating the scale of Russian intervention. Out of the huge pyramid of lies which the Catholic and reactionary press all over the world built up, let me take just one point—the presence in Spain of a Russian army. Devout Franco partisans all believed in this; estimates of its strength went as high as half a million. Now, there was no Russian army in Spain. There may have been a handful of airmen and other technicians, a few hundred at the most, but an army there was not. Some thousands of foreigners who fought in Spain, not to mention millions of Spaniards, were witnesses of this. Well, their testimony made no impression at all upon the Franco propagandists, not one of whom had set foot in Government Spain. Simultaneously these people refused utterly to admit the fact of German or Italian intervention, at the same time as the German and Italian press were openly boasting about the exploits of their “legionaries.” I have chosen to mention only one point, but in fact the whole of Fascist propaganda about the war was on this level.

This kind of thing is frightening to me, because it often gives me the feeling that the very concept of objective truth is fading out of the world. After all, the chances are that those lies, or at any rate similar lies, will pass into history. How will the history of the Spanish War be written? If Franco remains in power his nominees will write the history books, and (to stick to my chosen point) that Russian army which never existed will become historical fact, and schoolchildren will learn about it generations hence. But suppose Fascism is finally defeated and some kind of democratic government restored in Spain in the fairly near future; even then, how is the history of the war to be written? What kind of records will Franco have left behind him? Suppose even that the records kept on the Government side are recoverable—even so, how is a true history of the war to be written? For, as I have pointed out already, the Government also dealt extensively in lies. From the anti-Fascist angle one could write a broadly truthful history of the war, but it would be a partisan history, unreliable on every minor point. Yet, after all, some kind of history will be written, and after those who actually remember the war are dead, it will be universally accepted. So for all practical purposes the lie will have become truth.

I know it is the fashion to say that most of recorded history is lies anyway. I am willing to believe that history is for the most part inaccurate and biased, but what is peculiar to our own age is the abandonment of the idea that history could be truthfully written. In the past people deliberately lied, or they unconsciously coloured what they wrote, or they struggled after the truth, well knowing that they must make many mistakes; but in each case they believed that “the facts” existed and were more or less discoverable. And in practice there was always a considerable body of fact which would have been agreed to by almost everyone. If you look up the history of the last war in, for instance, the Encyclopaedia Britannica, you will find that a respectable amount of the material is drawn from German sources. A British and a German historian would disagree deeply on many things, even on fundamentals, but there would still be that body of, as it were, neutral fact on which neither would seriously challenge the other. It is just this common basis of agreement, with its implication that human beings are all one species of animal, that totalitarianism destroys. Nazi theory indeed specifically denies that such a thing as “the truth” exists. There is, for instance, no such thing as “science”. There is only “German science”, “Jewish science” etc. The implied objective of this line of thought is a nightmare world in which the Leader, or some ruling clique, controls not only the future but the past. If the Leader says of such and such an event, “It never happened”—well, it never happened. If he says that two and two are five— well, two and two are five. This prospect frightens me much more than bombs—and after our experiences of the last few years that is not a frivolous statement.

But is it perhaps childish or morbid to terrify oneself with visions of a totalitarian future? Before writing off the totalitarian world as a nightmare that can’t come true, just remember that in 1925 the world of today would have seemed a nightmare that couldn’t come true. Against that shifting phantasmagoric world in which black may be white tomorrow and yesterday’s weather can be changed by decree, there are in reality only two safeguards. One is that however much you deny the truth, the truth goes on existing, as it were, behind your back, and you consequently can’t violate it in ways that impair military efficiency. The other is that so long as some parts of the earth remain unconquered, the liberal tradition can be kept alive. Let Fascism, or possibly even a combination of several Fascisms, conquer the whole world, and those two conditions no longer exist. We in England underrate the danger of this kind of thing, because our traditions and our past security have given us a sentimental belief that it all comes right in the end and the thing you most fear never really happens. Nourished for hundreds of years on a literature in which Right invariably triumphs in the last chapter, we believe half-instinctively that evil always defeats itself in the long run. Pacifism, for instance, is founded largely on this belief. Don’t resist evil, and it will somehow destroy itself. But why should it? What evidence is there that it does? And what instance is there of a modern industrialised state collapsing unless conquered from the outside by military force?

Consider for instance the re-institution of slavery. Who could have imagined twenty years ago that slavery would return to Europe? Well, slavery has been restored under our noses. The forced-labour camps all over Europe and North Africa where Poles, Russians, Jews and political prisoners of every race toil at road-making or swamp-draining for their bare rations, are simple chattel slavery. The most one can say is that the buying and selling of slaves by individuals is not yet permitted. In other ways—the breaking-up of families, for instance—the conditions are probably worse than they were on the American cotton plantations. There is no reason for thinking that this state of affairs will change while any totalitarian domination endures. We don’t grasp its full implications, because in our mystical way we feel that a régime founded on slavery must collapse. But it is worth comparing the duration of the slave empires of antiquity with that of any modern state. Civilisations founded on slavery have lasted for such periods as four thousand years.

When I think of antiquity, the detail that frightens me is that those hundreds of millions of slaves on whose backs civilisation rested generation after generation have left behind them no record whatever. We do not even know their names. In the whole of Greek and Roman history, how many slaves’ names are known to you? I can think of two, or possibly three. One is Spartacus and the other is Epictetus. Also, in the Roman room at the British Museum there is a glass jar with the maker’s name inscribed on the bottom, “Felix fecit”. I have a vivid mental picture of poor Felix (a Gaul with red hair and a metal collar round his neck), but in fact he may not have been a slave; so there are only two slaves whose names I definitely know, and probably few people can remember more. The rest have gone down into utter silence.
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The backbone of the resistance against Franco was the Spanish working class, especially the urban trade union members. In the long run—it is important to remember that it is only in the long run—the working class remains the most reliable enemy of Fascism, simply because the working class stands to gain most by a decent reconstruction of society. Unlike other classes or categories, it can’t be permanently bribed.

To say this is not to idealise the working class. In the long struggle that has followed the Russian Revolution it is the manual workers who have been defeated, and it is impossible not to feel that it was their own fault. Time after time, in country after country, the organised working-class movements have been crushed by open, illegal violence, and their comrades abroad, linked to them in theoretical solidarity, have simply looked on and done nothing; and underneath this, secret cause of many betrayals, has lain the fact that between white and coloured workers there is not even lip-service to solidarity. Who can believe in the class-conscious international proletariat after the events of the past ten years? To the British working class the massacre of their comrades in Vienna, Berlin, Madrid, or wherever it might be, seemed less interesting and less important than yesterday’s football match. Yet this does not alter the fact that the working class will go on struggling against Fascism after the others have caved in. One feature of the Nazi conquest of France was the astonishing defections among the intelligentsia, including some of the left-wing political intelligentsia. The intelligentsia are the people who squeal loudest against Fascism, and yet a respectable proportion of them collapse into defeatism when the pinch comes. They are far-sighted enough to see the odds against them, and moreover they can be bribed—for it is evident that the Nazis think it worth while to bribe intellectuals. With the working class it is the other way about. Too ignorant to see through the trick that is being played on them, they easily swallow the promises of Fascism, yet sooner or later they always take up the struggle again. They must do so, because in their own bodies they always discover that the promises of Fascism cannot be fulfilled. To win over the working class permanently, the Fascists would have to raise the general standard of living, which they are unable and probably unwilling to do. The struggle of the working class is like the growth of a plant. The plant is blind and stupid, but it knows enough to keep pushing upwards towards the light, and it will do this in the face of endless discouragements. What are the workers struggling for? Simply for the decent life which they are more and more aware is now technically possible. Their consciousness of this aim ebbs and flows. In Spain, for a while, people were acting consciously, moving towards a goal which they wanted to reach and believed they could reach. It accounted for the curiously buoyant feeling that life in Government Spain had during the early months of the war. The common people knew in their bones that the Republic was their friend and Franco was their enemy. They knew that they were in the right, because they were fighting for something which the world owed them and was able to give them.

One has to remember this to see the Spanish War in its true perspective.When one thinks of the cruelty, squalor, and futility of war—and in this particular case of the intrigues, the persecutions, the lies and the misunderstandings—there is always the temptation to say: “One side is as bad as the other. I am neutral.” In practice, however, one cannot be neutral, and there is hardly such a thing as a war in which it makes no difference who wins. Nearly always one side stands more or less for progress, the other side more or less for reaction. The hatred which the Spanish Republic excited in millionaires, dukes, cardinals, play-boys, Blimps and what not would in itself be enough to show one how the land lay. In essence it was a class war. If it had been won, the cause of the common people everywhere would have been strengthened. It was lost, and the dividend-drawers all over the world rubbed their hands. That was the real issue; all else was froth on its surface.
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The outcome of the Spanish War was settled in London, Paris, Rome, Berlin—at any rate not in Spain. After the summer of 1937 those with eyes in their heads realised that the Government could not win the war unless there was some profound change in the international set-up, and in deciding to fight on Negrin and the others may have been partly influenced by the expectation that the world war which actually broke out in 1939 was coming in 1938. The much-publicised disunity on the Government side was not a main cause of defeat. The Government militias were hurriedly raised, ill-armed and unimaginative in their military outlook, but they would have been the same if complete political agreement had existed from the start. At the outbreak of war the average Spanish factory-worker did not even know how to fire a rifle (there had never been universal conscription in Spain), and the traditional pacifism of the Left was a great handicap. The thousands of foreigners who served in Spain made good infantry, but there were very few experts of any kind among them. The Trotskyist thesis that the war could have been won if the revolution had not been sabotaged was probably false. To nationalise factories, demolish churches, and issue revolutionary manifestos would not have made the armies more efficient. The Fascists won because they were the stronger; they had modern arms and the others hadn’t. No political strategy could offset that.

The most baffling thing in the Spanish War was the behaviour of the great powers. The war was actually won for Franco by the Germans and Italians, whose motives were obvious enough. The motives of France and Britain are less easy to understand. In 1936 it was clear to everyone that if Britain would only help the Spanish Government, even to the extent of a few million pounds’ worth of arms, Franco would collapse and German strategy would be severely dislocated. By that time one did not need to be a clairvoyant to foresee that war between Britain and Germany was coming; one could even foretell within a year or two when it would come. Yet in the most mean, cowardly, hypocritical way the British ruling class did all they could to hand Spain over to Franco and the Nazis. Why? Because they were pro-Fascist, was the obvious answer. Undoubtedly they were, and yet when it came to the final showdown they chose to stand up to Germany. It is still very uncertain what plan they acted on in backing Franco, and they may have had no clear plan at all. Whether the British ruling class are wicked or merely stupid is one of the most difficult questions of our time, and at certain moments a very important question. As to the Russians, their motives in the Spanish War are completely inscrutable. Did they, as the pinks believed, intervene in Spain in order to defend democracy and thwart the Nazis? Then why did they intervene on such a niggardly scale and finally leave Spain in the lurch? Or did they, as the Catholics maintained, intervene in order to foster revolution in Spain? Then why did they do all in their power to crush the Spanish revolutionary movements, defend private property and hand power to the middle class as against the working class? Or did they, as the Troskyists suggested, intervene simply in order to prevent a Spanish revolution? Then why not have backed Franco? Indeed, their actions are most easily explained if one assumes that they were acting on several contradictory motives. I believe that in the future we shall come to feel that Stalin’s foreign policy, instead of being so diabolically clever as it is claimed to be, has been merely opportunistic and stupid. But at any rate, the Spanish Civil War demonstrated that the Nazis knew what they were doing and their opponents did not. The war was fought at a low technical level and its major strategy was very simple. That side which had arms would win. The Nazis and the Italians gave arms to their Spanish Fascist friends, and the western democracies and the Russians didn’t give arms to those who should have been their friends. So the Spanish Republic perished, having “gained what no republic missed”.4

Whether it was right, as all left-wingers in other countries undoubtedly did, to encourage the Spaniards to go on fighting when they could not win is a question hard to answer. I myself think it was right, because I believe that it is better even from the point of view of survival to fight and be conquered than to surrender without fighting. The effects on the grand strategy of the struggle against Fascism cannot be assessed yet. The ragged, weaponless armies of the Republic held out for two and a half years, which was undoubtedly longer than their enemies expected. But whether that dislocated the Fascist time-table, or whether, on the other hand, it merely postponed the major war and gave the Nazis extra time to get their war machine into trim, is still uncertain.

vii

I never think of the Spanish War without two memories coming into my mind. One is of the hospital ward at Lérida and the rather sad voices of the wounded militiamen singing some song with a refrain that ended:

Una resolucion,

Luchar hast’ al fin!

Well, they fought to the end all right. For the last eighteen months of the war the Republican armies must have been fighting almost without cigarettes, and with precious little food. Even when I left Spain in the middle of 1937, meat and bread were scarce, tobacco a rarity, coffee and sugar almost unobtainable.5

The other memory is of the Italian militiaman who shook my hand in the guardroom, the day I joined the militia. I wrote about this man at the beginning of my book on the Spanish War,6 and do not want to repeat what I said there. When I remember—oh, how vividly!—his shabby uniform and fierce, pathetic, innocent face, the complex side-issues of the war seem to fade away and I see clearly that there was at any rate no doubt as to who was in the right. In spite of power politics and journalistic lying, the central issue of the war was the attempt of people like this to win the decent life which they knew to be their birthright. It is difficult to think of this particular man’s probable end without several kinds of bitterness. Since I met him in the Lenin Barracks he was probably a Trotskyist or an Anarchist, and in the peculiar conditions of our time, when people of that sort are not killed by the Gestapo they are usually killed by the GPU. But that does not affect the long-term issues. This man’s face, which I saw only for a minute or two, remains with me as a sort of visual reminder of what the war was really about. He symbolises for me the flower of the European working class, harried by the police of all countries, the people who fill the mass graves of the Spanish battlefields and are now, to the tune of several millions, rotting in forced-labour camps.

When one thinks of all the people who support or have supported Fascism, one stands amazed at their diversity. What a crew! Think of a programme which at any rate for a while could bring Hitler, Pétain, Montagu Norman, Pavelitch, William Randolph Hearst, Streicher, Buchman, Ezra Pound, Juan March, Cocteau, Thyssen, Father Coughlin, the Mufti of jerusalem,7 Arnold Lunn, Antonescu, Spengler, Beverley Nichols, Lady Houston, and Marinetti all into the same boat! But the clue is really very simple. They are all people with something to lose, or people who long for a hierarchical society and dread the prospect of a world of free and equal human beings. Behind all the ballyhoo that is talked about “godless” Russia and the “materialism” of the working class lies the simple intention of those with money or privileges to cling to them. Ditto, though it contains a partial truth, with all the talk about the worthlessness of social reconstruction not accompanied by a “change of heart”. The pious ones, from the Pope to the yogis of California,8 are great on the “change of heart”, much more reassuring from their point of view than a change in the economic system. Pétain attributes the fall of France to the common people’s “love of pleasure”. One sees this in its right perspective if one stops to wonder how much pleasure the ordinary French peasant’s or working-man’s life would contain compared with Pétain’s own. The damned impertinence of these politicians, priests, literary men, and what not who lecture the working-class Socialist for his “materialism”! All that the workingman demands is what these others would consider the indispensable minimum without which human life cannot be lived at all. Enough to eat, freedom from the haunting terror of unemployment, the knowledge that your children will get a fair chance, a bath once a day, clean linen reasonably often, a roof that doesn’t leak, and short enough working hours to leave you with a little energy when the day is done. Not one of those who preach against “materialism” would consider life livable without these things. And how easily that minimum could be attained if we chose to set our minds to it for only twenty years! To raise the standard of living of the whole world to that of Britain would not be a greater undertaking than this9 war we are now fighting. I don’t claim, and I don’t know who does, that that would solve anything in itself. It is merely that privation and brute labour have to be abolished before the real problems of humanity can be tackled. The major problem of our time is the decay of the belief in personal immortality, and it cannot be dealt with while the average human being is either drudging like an ox or shivering in fear of the secret police. How right the working classes are in their “materialism”! How right they are to realise that the real belly comes before the soul, not in the scale of values but in point of time! Understand that, and the long horror that we are enduring becomes at least intelligible. All the considerations that are likely to make one falter—the siren voices of a Pétain or of a Gandhi,10 the inescapable fact that in order to fight one has to degrade oneself, the equivocal moral position of Britain, with its democratic phrases and its coolie empire, the sinister development of Soviet Russia, the squalid farce of left-wing politics—all this fades away and one sees only the struggle of the gradually awakening common people against the lords of property and their hired liars and bumsuckers. The question is very simple. Shall people like that Italian soldier be allowed to live the decent, fully human life which is now technically achievable, or shan’t they? Shall the common man be pushed back into the mud, or shall he not? I myself believe, perhaps on insufficient grounds, that the common man will win his fight sooner or later, but I want it to be sooner and not later—some time within the next hundred years, say, and not some time within the next ten thousand years. That was the real issue of the Spanish War, and of the present war, and perhaps of other wars yet to come.

I never saw the Italian militiaman again, nor did I ever learn his name. It can be taken as quite certain that he is dead. Nearly two years later, when the war was visibly lost, I wrote these verses in his memory:

The Italian soldier shook my hand

Beside the guard-room table;

The strong hand and the subtle hand

Whose palms are only able

To meet within the sound of guns,

But oh! what peace I knew then

In gazing on his battered face

Purer than any woman’s!

For the fly-blown words that make me spew

Still in his ears were holy,

And he was born knowing what I had learned

Out of books and slowly.

The treacherous guns had told their tale

And we both had bought it,

But my gold brick was made of gold—

Oh! who ever would have thought it?

Good luck go with you, Italian soldier!

But luck is not for the brave;

What would the world give back to you?

Always less than you gave.

Between the shadow and the ghost,

Between the white and the red,

Between the bullet and the lie,

Where would you hide your head?

For where is Manuel Gonzalez,

And where is Pedro Aguilar,

And where is Ramon Fenellosa?

The earthworms know where they are.

Your name and your deeds were forgotten

Before your bones were dry,

And the lie that slew you is buried

Under a deeper lie;

But the thing that I saw in your face

No power can disinherit:

No bomb that ever burst

Shatters the crystal spirit.




1422. Marathi Newsletter, 26

27 August 1942


This was misnumbered as 27. The English original was written by Orwell. No script has been traced. The PasB gives timing as 14 minutes.






1423. “Service to India”

27 August 1942


Although not written by Orwell, this editorial in The Listener is relevant to the work on which he was engaged. It was published under the heading ‘Service to India.’

The Minutes of the second Publication Policy meeting of the BBC, held on 18 August 1942, state: “D[irector of] P[ublicity] referred to a recent article in the Sunday Pictorial criticising the Indian Service, and suggested that the Radio Times and The Listener should describe the work of this Service to help counteract the Sunday Pictorial article. The Editor of The Listener agreed that his leader on 27th August should deal with the Indian Service; and the Editor of the Radio Times promised an article on the subject the following week. Both Editors would consult E.S.D. [Rushbrook Williams]. D.P. would also consider including at the same time a note in Broadcasting News.”



Readers of the Listener hardly need to be told that the B.B.C.’s Indian Service maintains a very high level in its English talks. C. D. Darlington’s talks on ‘The Future Task of Science’ and ‘India in the Steel Age’, Mulk Raj Anand’s ‘Open Letter to a Chinese Guerrilla’, Sir Henry Sharp’s discussion of ‘The Future of Education in India’—to mention only talks that have appeared in recent issues—these are typical of the B.B.C.’s English transmissions to India and the East generally. It has sometimes been asked, both intelligently and unintelligently, whether these English talks have been really suited to the Indian listener, and one of our contemporaries the other day even conjured up a pleasing vision of ‘bewildered Indian peasants, tense fighting Sikhs’, listening to a programme of modern English poetry. But no one—or hardly anyone—in this country supposes that chamber-music concerts are devised for revellers in the NAAFI canteen or believes that ‘Jollyoliday’ is widely listened to in what, for the purposes of argument, we may call Bloomsbury. And the ‘Indian listener’ tout simple is an even more fictitious monster than his counterpart in England. To begin with, the ‘Indian listener’ is very often an Englishman, or a Scot or an Irishman; in these days he is very likely to be an American as well, an American in a uniform. In fact a very large proportion of the B.B.C.’s Eastern transmissions are devised for this ‘exile audience’ which war has not only multiplied but further diversified, and they are so sensitive to changing conditions that part of their appeal has lately been directed to these welcome American guests.

But, leaving aside these non-Indian ‘Indian listeners’, will anyone who has mixed with educated Indians suggest that they are, as a class, in any respect inferior in learning and intelligence to educated Europeans? The cultured Indian, so far from being a ‘bewildered peasant’, is unlikely to be the cultural inferior of even the editorial staff of a popular British picture-paper. His fine and subtle mind will not be held for long by the type of programme that satisfies the intellectual appetites of such a paper’s readers. And this type of Indian listener is given not only cultural programmes to awake and hold his interest; a clear, steady picture of the real Britain is projected to him through the eyes of fellow-Indians; he is shown our war-effort and encouraged in his own; he is told how we hope to tackle post-war reconstruction and encouraged to learn from it any lessons that may be helpful to India.

Still we have spoken only of the transmissions in English for the ‘exile’ audience and the educated English-speaking Indian audience. Are the ‘tense fighting Sikhs’ and ‘bewildered peasants’ quite neglected, then? Of course not. A considerable proportion of the B.B.C.’s Indian programmes—and it should be remembered that, after all, these are only supplementary to those of All India Radio—are in the vernacular languages. Hindustani is naturally predominant; Hindustani news and programmes are given daily. But there are weekly and bi-weekly newsletters and other features in Tamil, Marathi, Bengali and Gujerathi°, and there is a continual and urgent demand for more programmes in these and other languages, such as Telegu and Canarese, in which broadcasting has not yet begun. Within the limits imposed by time and available staff, everything possible is done to vary themes of interest, to introduce life and vigour in both matter and manner, and to build up and consolidate a regular daily audience.




1424. War-time Diary

27.8.42. Ban on the Daily Worker lifted.1 ⌈It is to reappear on Sept. 7th (same day as Churchill makes his statement to Parliament).

German radio again alleging S. C. Bose is in Penang. But the indications are that this was a slip of the tongue for R. B. Bose.2⌉




1425. To Harold Laski

28 August 1942 PP/EB/NP

Dear Professor Laski,

I have been able to arrange a recording session for your discussion with Lord Winterton, for Thursday, September 3rd from 11.15 till 12.30 in the morning. I hope this will suit you.

I shall look forward to seeing you on Thursday, at 200 Oxford Street.

Yours sincerely,

George Orwell

Talks Producer

Indian Section




1426. To C. H. Waddington

28 August 1942 PP/EB/NP

Dear Waddington,

We want a speaker to say something [to]1 the Indian audience about Ersatz and raw materials. Could you suggest somebody to do an interesting popular talk on these lines? The problems raised by interruption of communications and so forth are now just about beginning to touch India, I should think we could find an audience for a fairly advanced talk of this kind. These talks are usually done in the form of dialogues between two people, but, in this case, I fancy we shall do it simply as an interview. I should be very glad to know of any suggestions you can make.

Yours,

George Orwell

Talks Producer

Indian Section




1427. News Review, 37

29 August 1942


The three passages within brackets were crossed out in the typescript. There are no handwritten emendations. The censor was Bokhari, and Orwell has written at the top of the first page ‘As broadcast 11 mins E. A. B.’ (though the timing is indistinct). The words ‘possible for’ in the final sentence do not appear in the microfilm (from which this and many other texts are reproduced); the original is defective at this point. The use of the spelling ‘farther’ for Orwell’s preferred spelling, ‘further,’ suggests that he did not type the script. The script was read by Shridhar Telkar.



Stalingrad on the Volga is still in great danger. After many attempts the Germans have succeeded in crossing the Don at the point where this river and the Volga pass close to one another, and Stalingrad is menaced by attacks converging from several sides. It has been very heavily bombed. During the last day or two, however, the German attacks have not made much progress, and the Russian forces still west of the Don are counter-attacking strongly in the neighbourhood of Kletsk. [If Stalingrad should definitely fall into German hands it will be difficult to defend Astrakhan, which lies on the north-western shore of the Caspian Sea and is the key point of all the sea and river communications of this area. Should Astrakhan fall, the northern and southern Russian forces will be effectively cut off from one another. How decisive this might be depends upon the quantities of oil, ammunition and other war materials which the Russians have already stored at various strategic points.]

Further south, the Germans claim that some of their troops have reached the mouth of the Kuban river on the Black Sea, thus encircling the Russian forces in the neighbourhood of Novorossisk. They also claim that other detachments have already reached the highest points in the Caucasus mountains. These claims are not confirmed from other sources, and should be treated with caution. Some people doubt whether the Germans will try this year to pass directly across the Caucasus mountains, even if they get control of the northern end of the military road. It may be that they will rather try to obtain possession of Astrakhan and thus reach the oil fields by way of the Caspian Sea. Meanwhile, none of their successes is decisive, since unless they can make an end of the Red Armies as a fighting force—and there is no sign of this happening—they have got another winter in the Russian snow before them. It is important, however, that the Red Army should retain its power of counter-attacking, so that the Germans will be obliged to maintain a large army in Russia throughout the winter and not merely a small force which could be relieved at short intervals. During the past fortnight the Russians have carried out an offensive of their own in the Moscow sector, of which full reports have now come in. The Russians have made an advance of 301 miles, killed 45,000 Germans and captured a very large quantity of war materials. Fighting is going on in the outskirts of Rzhev, the chief German stronghold in this area. [This successful attack will have its effect upon events further south, if the Germans have to divert extra forceº to meet it.]

Another great battle, a sequel to the events which we reported last week, is raging in the Solomon Islands. The Americans have succeeded in landing on thre[e] of the islands, and hold the most important harbour and some of the airfields. A few days back, the Japanese made an unsuccessful counterattack, which was beaten off with heavy casualties. They are now attempting to retrieve the position by means of naval action, and as far as can be gathered from the reports, have sent a very strong fleet to attack the American strongholds. Full reports have not yet come in, but it is known that American bombing planes have already hit and damaged a number of Japanese warships, including two plane carriers. In all, 14 Japanese ships have been damaged and 33 Japanese aeroplanes destroyed. Two days ago the Japanese fleet withdrew, but it has evidently reformed and is making a fresh attack. The results of this have not yet been reported. The Japanese have also made another landing in the south-eastern tip of New Guinea, where fighting is now going on. The object of this may either be to make another attempt against Port Moresby, or to draw the American fleet away from the harbours it has captured in the Solomons. Undoubtedly the Japanese will make very strong efforts to dislodge the Americans from Tulagi, and they will be willing to risk large numbers of warships in doing so. They are now, however, fighting at a disadvantage, since their ships have to meet land-based aircraft. This battle in the South Pacific, so confused and so far away, is of the highest importance for India, because whether or not the Japanese are able to invade India depends partly on their strength in aircraft carriers. Every plane-carrier the Americans destroy makes India a fraction safer. We shall probably be able to give fuller news about the Solomon Islands next week.

Brazil has declared war on Germany. This was the logical result of the wanton sinking of Brazilian ships which German submarines had carried out during past weeks. Brazil is the most important of the South American republics, having a population of about forty million, and being a country of immense size—roughly the same size as India—and immense natural wealth. From a strategic point of view, it is particularly important, because its many excellent harbours and its small but efficient Navy will make the patrolling of the Atlantic easier for the Allies. In addition, Rio de Janerio, the capital of Brazil, is the point at which the Americans are nearest to the Old World, being in fact within easy flying distance of West Africa. The Axis powers were undoubtedly scheming sooner or later to invade the American continent by way of Brazil, using Dakar in French West Africa as their jumping-off point. They hoped also to make use of a Fifth Column recruited from the large German population of Brazil. Now that Brazil is definitely at war, all Germans of Nazi sympathies are being rapidly rounded up. In addition, the German and Italian ships interned in Brazil° harbours have been seized, and will be a very useful addition to the Allied stocks of shipping. Brazil’s action in going to war will have its effects on the other South American republics. Uruguay, Brazil’s neighbour to the south, though not formally at war, has declared complete solidarity with Brazil,2 and Chile, previously somewhat tepid towards the Allied cause, has also declared a state of non-belligerency which will be of benefit to the Allies.

The swing-over of opinion in South America during the past three years is a sign of the political failure of the Axis, and the growing understanding all over the world of the real nature of Fascism. At the beginning of the war, many South American countries were somewhat sympathetic towards Germany, with which they had close economic ties. The considerable colonies of Germans in South America acted as publicity agents for their country and in addition the Germans had bought up a number of South American papers which they used to spread false news in their own interest. It should be remembered that only a minority of the population in most South American countries is of European origin. The majorities almost everywhere are American Indians, with a considerable percentage of Negroes. German, and more particularly Japanese, propaganda has tried to inflame the poorer sections of the population and to stimulate anti-white feeling, rather as the Japanese have attempted to do in Asia. This failed, largely because the Central and South American countries have strong and growing labour movements and their leaders are well aware that the interests of working people everywhere are bound up together, and are menaced by Fascism, however alluring the promises of Fascist propagandists may be.

The ban has been removed from the Daily Worker, the daily paper of the British Communist Party. It will reappear on September 7th.3 [Although the Daily Worker was never a very important paper, having at its best only a circulation of about 100,000, it was influential in certain quarters, and at times its attacks on the Government were damaging. By allowing it to circulate again, the British Government has proved clearly that the British claim to be fighting for freedom of speech and of the press is well founded.]

There is not, as yet, any definite news from Egypt, but it can be taken as certain that there will be large scale action there in the near future. Both the British and the Germans have succeeded in reinforcing their armies and the present position is unsatisfactory from the point of view of both the British and the German commanders. From the British point of view the Germans are dangerously close to Alexandria and the problem of reinforcement is complicated by a long supply line. The Germans have a shorter line of sea communications, but this is open to heavy attack, and their supplies when once landed have to travel long distances overland before reaching the battle area. During the last few days the Germans have lost several oil tankers and other supply ships in the Mediterranean. Whether the Germans or the British will be the first to attack in Egypt we do not predict, but now that the cooler weather is beginning and it is [possible for]4 tanks to move in the desert, we must expect to hear news of large scale action before many weeks have passed.




1428. Bengali Newsletter, 7

29 August 1942


The English original was written by Orwell. PasB records that the newsletter was preceded by a live opening announcement in Hindustani by Mrs. D. Sahni; that was followed by a live announcement in Bengali by S. K. Das Gupta, who then read the newsletter in Bengali. No script has been traced.






1429. London Letter, 29 August 1942

Partisan Review, November-December 1942

Dear Editors:

I write this letter at a moment when it is almost certain to be overtaken and swamped by events. We are still in the same state of frozen crisis as we were three months ago. Cripps is still enigmatically in office, gradually losing credit with the Left but believed by many to be waiting his moment to leave the Government and proclaim a revolutionary policy. Such a development as there has been is definitely in a reactionary direction. Many people besides myself have noticed an all-round increase in blimpishness, a drive against giving the war an anti-Fascist colour, a general shedding of the phony radicalism of the past two years. The India business twitched the masks off many faces, including Lord Rothermere’s. This seems to violate the principle that every regime moves to the Left in moments of disaster, and vice versa, for one could hardly describe the last six months as triumphant. But something or other appears to have made the blimps feel much more sure of themselves.

There are a few minor political happenings to record. Sir Richard Acland’s fairly radical Forward March group (a sort of Christian Socialism) has amalgamated with Priestley’s somewhat less radical 1941 Committee and the movement is calling itself Commonwealth.1 I believe the amalgamation happened somewhat against Acland’s will. They have now been joined by Tom Wintringham, a useful demagogue, but I don’t think these people should be taken seriously, though they have won one by-election. Trotskyism has at last got itself into the news owing to the threatened prosecution of a weekly paper, the Socialist Appeal. I believe this is still running, though in danger of suppression. I managed to get hold of one copy of it—the usual stuff, but not a bad paper. The group responsible for it are said to number 500. The Rothermere press is especially active in chasing the Trotskyists. The Sunday Dispatch denounces Trotskyism in almost exactly the terms used by the orthodox Communists. The Sunday Dispatch is one of the very worst of the gutter papers (murders, chorus girls’ legs and the Union Jack) and belongs to the press which before the war outdid all others in kow-towing to Fascism, describing Hitler as late as the early months of 1939 as “a great gentleman.” The Daily Worker has been de-suppressed and is to reappear on September 7th. This was the necessary sequel to lifting the ban on the Communist press in India. Communist literature at the moment is chiefly concerned with urging the opening of a second front, but pamphlets are also issued attacking all M.P.’s of whatever party who vote against the Government. The anti-Trotskyist pamphlets now being issued are barely distinguishable from those of the Spanish civil war period, but go somewhat further in mendacity. The Indian issue makes a certain amount of stir here, but less than one would expect because all the big newspapers have conspired to misrepresent it and the Indian intellectuals in this country go out of their way to antagonize those likeliest to help them. The Vansittart controversy rumbles on in books, pamphlets, correspondence columns and the monthly reviews.2 “Independent” candidates, some of them plain mountebanks, tour the country, fighting by-elections. Several of them have a distinct Fascist tinge. Nevertheless there is no sign of any Fascist mass movement emerging.

That seems to me the whole of the political news. It has been in my mind for some time past that you might be interested to hear something about the minor social changes occurring in this country—what one might call the mechanical results of war. The price of nearly everything is controlled, and controlled rather low, which leads to black marketing of luxury foods, but this is perhaps less damaging to morale than the shameless profiteering that went on last time. The interesting point is whether the food restrictions are affecting public health and in what direction they are altering the national diet. A certain number of people with small fixed incomes—Old Age Pensioners are the extreme instance—are now in desperate financial straits, and the allowances paid to soldiers’ wives are wretched enough, but as a whole the purchasing power of the working class has increased. My own opinion is that on average people are better nourished than they used to be. Against this is the increase in tuberculosis, which may have a number of causes but must be due in some cases to malnutrition. But though it is difficult to be sure with no standard of comparison, I can’t help feeling that people in London have better complexions than they used, and are more active, and that one sees less grossly fat people. English working people before the war, even when very highly paid, lived on the most unwholesome diet it is possible to imagine, and the rationing necessarily forces them back to simpler food. It is strange to learn, for instance, that with an adult milk ration of three pints a week, milk consumption has actually increased since the war. The most sensational drop has been in the consumption of sugar and tea. Plenty of people in England before the war ate several pounds of sugar a week. Two ounces of tea is a miserable ration by English standards, though alleviated by the fact that small children who don’t drink tea draw their ration. The endlessly stewing teapot was one of the bases of English life in the era of the dole, and though I miss the tea myself I have no doubt we are better without it. The wheatmeal bread is also an improvement, though working people don’t as a rule like it.

War and consequent abandonment of imports tend to reduce use to the natural diet of these islands, that is, oatmeal, herrings, milk, potatoes, green vegetables and apples, which is healthy if rather dull. I am not certain how much of our own food we are now producing, but it would be of the order of 60 or 70 percent. Six million extra acres have been ploughed in England since the war, and nine million in Great Britain as a whole. After the war Britain must necessarily become more of an agricultural country, because, however the war ends, many markets will have disappeared owing to industrialization in India, Australia, etc. In that case we shall have to return to a diet resembling that of our ancestors, and perhaps these war years are not a bad preparation. The fact that, owing to evacuation, hundreds of thousands of town-born children are now growing up in the country may help to make the return to an agricultural way of life easier.

The clothes rationing is now beginning to take effect in a general shabbiness. I had expected it to accentuate class differences, because it is a thoroughly undemocratic measure, hardly affecting well-to-do people who have large stocks of clothes already. Also, the rationing only regulates the number of garments you can buy and has nothing to do with the price, so that you give up the same number of coupons for a hundred-guinea mink coat and a thirty-shilling waterproof. However, it now seems rather “the thing” for people not in uniform to look shabby. Evening dress has practically disappeared so far as men are concerned. Corduroy trousers and, in women, bare legs are on the increase. There hasn’t yet been what one could call a revolutionary change in clothing, but there may be one owing to the sheer necessity of cutting down wastage of cloth. The Board of Trade tinkers with the problem by, for example, suppressing the turn-ups of trouser ends, but is already contemplating putting everyone into battledress. The quality of cloth is deteriorating, though less than I had expected. Cosmetics are becoming scarce. Cigarettes have lost their cellophane and greaseproof wrappings and are sold in cheap paper packets or loose. Writing paper gets more and more like toilet paper while toilet paper resembles sheet tin. Crockery is somewhat scarce and a hideous white “utility” hardware, the sort of thing you would expect to see in prison, is being produced. All articles which are not controlled, for instance furniture, linen, clocks, tools, rocket to fantastic prices. Now that the basic petrol ration has stopped private cars are very much rarer on the roads. In the country many people are taking to pony traps again. In London there are no conveyances, except very occasional taxis, after midnight. It is becoming a common practice when you dine at anybody else’s house to sleep there. What with the air raids and firewatching people are so used to sleeping out of their beds that they can kip down anywhere. The fuel shortage hasn’t yet made itself felt, but it is going to do so about January. For long past the coal owners have been successfully sabotaging the attempts to introduce fuel rationing, and it is considered that this winter we shall be 25 million tons of coal short. Buildings everywhere are growing very shabby, not only from air raid damage but from lack of repairs. Plaster peeling off, windows patched with linen or cardboard, empty shops in every street. Regency London is becoming almost ruinous. The beautiful but flimsy houses, no longer lived in, are falling to pieces with damp and neglect. On the other hand the parks are improved out of recognition by the removal of the railings for scrap iron. As a rule these have gone from the gardens in the squares as well, but in places the rich and powerful manage to cling to their railings and keep the populace out. Generally speaking, where there is money, there are railings.3

One periodical reminder that things have changed in England since the war is the arrival of American magazines, with their enormous bulk, sleek paper and riot of brilliantly-coloured adverts urging you to spend your money on trash. English adverts of before the war were no doubt less colourful and enterprising than the American ones, but their mental atmosphere was similar, and the sight of a full-page ad on shiny paper gives one the sensation of stepping back into 1939. Periodicals probably give up to advertisements as great a proportion of their dwindled bulk as before, but the total amount of advertisement is far smaller and the government ads constantly gain on the commercial ones. Everywhere there are enormous hoardings standing empty. In the Tube stations you can see an interesting evolutionary process at work, the commercial ads growing smaller and smaller (some of them only about 1 ft. by 2 ft.) and the official ones steadily replacing them. This, however, only reflects the dwindling of internal trade and does not point to any deep change of outlook. An extraordinary feature of the time is advertisements for products which no longer exist. To give just one example: the word IRON in large letters, with underneath it an impressive picture of a tank, and underneath that a little essay on the importance of collecting scrap iron for salvage; at the bottom, in tiny print, a reminder that after the war Iron Jelloids will be on sale as before.4 This throws a sort of sidelight on the strange fact, recently reported by the Mass Observers and confirmed by my own limited experience, that many factory workers are actually afraid of the war ending, because they foresee a prompt return to the old conditions, with three million unemployed, etc. The idea that whatever happens old-style capitalism is doomed and we are in much more danger of forced labour than of unemployment, hasn’t reached the masses except as a vague notion that “things will be different.” The advertisements that seem to have been least changed by the war are those for theatres and patent medicines. Certain drugs are unobtainable, but the British have lost none of their old enthusiasm for medicine-taking, and the consumption of aspirin, phenacetin, etc., has no doubt increased. All pubs without exception sell aspirins, and various new proprietary drugs have appeared. One is named Blitz, the lightning pick-me-up.5

Once again I may have seemed to talk to you about very trivial things, but these minor changes in our habits, all tending towards a more equal way of life and a lessened reliance on imported luxuries, could have their importance in the difficult transition period which must occur if Britain becomes a Socialist country. We are growing gradually used to conditions that would once have seemed intolerable and getting to have less of the consumer mentality which both Socialists and capitalists did their best to inculcate in times of peace. Since the introduction of Socialism is almost certain to mean a drop in the standard of living during the first few years, perhaps this is just as well. But of course the changes in our food and clothes have no meaning unless there is a structural change as well. For many of the same processes occurred during the last war as are occurring now. Then too food was short and money plentiful, agriculture revived, women in vast numbers moved into industry, trade union membership swelled, government interference with private life increased, and the class system was shaken up because of the need for great numbers of officers. But there had been no real shift of power and in 1919 we went back to “normal” with startling speed. I cannot believe that the same thing will happen this time, but I cannot say either that I see concrete evidence that it won’t happen. At present the only insurance against it seems to me to lie in what one might call the mechanics of the situation. Old-style capitalism can’t win the war, and the events of the past three years suggest that we can’t develop a native version of Fascism. Therefore, now as two years ago, one can predict the future in the form of an “either-or”: either we introduce Socialism, or we lose the war. The strange, perhaps disquieting fact is that it was as easy to make this prophecy in 1940 as it is now, and yet the essential situation has barely altered. We have been two years on the burning deck and somehow the magazine never explodes.

There are now many American soldiers in the streets. They wear on their faces a look of settled discontent. I don’t know how far this may be the normal expression of the American countenance, as against the English countenance, which is mild, vague and rather worried. In the Home Guard we have orders to be punctilious about saluting the officers, which I’m afraid I don’t do and which they don’t seem to expect. I believe some of the provincial towns have been almost taken over by the American troops. There is already a lot of jealousy, and sooner or later something will have to be done about the differences in pay. An American private gets five times as much as an English one, which has its effect on the girls. Also, working-class girls probably find it rather thrilling to hear the accent they are so used to in the movies emerging from a living face. I don’t think the foreign troops here can complain about the way the women have treated them. The Poles have already done their bit towards solving our birth-rate problem.

Yours ever

George Orwell




1430. War-time Diary

29.8.42: Advert in pub for pick-me-up tablets—phenacetin or something of the kind:—

BLITZ

Thoroughly recommended by the

Medical Profession

The

“LIGHTNING”

Marvellous discovery

Millions take this remedy

for

Hangover

War Nerves

Influenza

Headache

Toothache

Neuralgia

Sleeplessness

Rheumatism

Depression, etc., etc.

Contains no Aspirin.

Another rumour among the Indians about Nehru—this time that he has escaped.




1431. Gujarati Newsletter, 27

31 August 1942


The English Original was written by Orwell. No script has been traced. PasB gives timing as 9’ 45”.

On 28th August—the Friday before Desai was due to travel to London from Aberystwyth on Sunday the 30th—Bokhari wrote to inform him that the time of transmission for the Gujarati broadcast had been brought forward by three-quarters of an hour (from 1430 to 1345 GMT). He hoped this would be convenient for Desai, who had to translate Orwell’s English text just before the broadcast. ‘We have,’ he wrote, ‘already given wide publicity to this change of time’—in India, presumably, but not to Desai. On the same day, Bokhari also wrote to M. R. Kothari and S. K. Das Gupta, advising them of changes in the times for reading the Marathi and Bengali Newsletters respectively. From 3 September, the Marathi Newsletter was transmitted at 1345 GMT instead of 1430; and from 5 September, the Bengali Newsletter was broadcast at 1430 GMT instead of 1345.






1432. To Harold Laski

31 August 1942 PP/EB

Dear Professor Laski,

I am enclosing herewith a carbon copy of your discussion with Lord Winterton on “The Future of Parliament”. Of course, you may want to make verbal alterations, but it would perhaps be better if you would not make any actual structural changes, unless you feel that in any place I have made you say something which does not represent your real opinion. In general, the less alteration the better, as we shall not have too much time for the censorship, rehearsal and recording.

The recording will take place at 55 Portland Place, at 11.15 a.m. on Thursday, September 3rd. It should be over by 12.30. I shall meet you and Lord Winterton there on Thursday.

Yours sincerely,

George Orwell

Talks Producer

Indian Section




1433. To Lord Winterton

31 August 1942


The first paragraph of this letter was the same as for Professor Laski. The second reads:



I believe I told you when you were here that the recording will take place at 55, Portland Place, at 11.15 a.m. on Thursday, September 3rd.




1434. BBC Talks Booking Form, 31.8.42


Clemence Dane: ‘Women Speaking Generally’; 13-minute talk on More Books; recorded 28.8.42 at Manchester; broadcast date not fixed; fee £15.15s. Signed: Z. A. Bokhari.1






Notes

1941

845. BBC Induction Course

1. Orwell’s salary can be put into perspective by comparing it with facts from a questionnaire answered by readers of Horizon in January 1941. Shelden records that 16% of the readers earned more than £1,000 a year, putting them in the ‘well-off’ category, and 10% ‘were from the working-class level, which meant they made no more than two hundred pounds a year.’ In the spring of 1942 Cyril Connolly was paid £900 a year as literary editor and principal reviewer of The Observer, and about £400 a year for editing Horizon (Friends of Promise, 87, 93). In the light of Orwell’s recent straitened circumstances, £640 must have seemed like affluence.

2. Henry Swanzy contributed an affectionate and amusing portrait of Orwell at this time to Remembering Orwell, 123–25; later memories of Orwell, by Sunday Wilshin, who took over Orwell’s work when he resigned in 1943, are on 125–27.

3. William Empson (1906–1984; Kt., 1979), poet and critic, had been Professor of English Literature in Tokyo and Peking before the war. Like Orwell, he worked in the Eastern Service of the BBC, broadcasting to China. He was Professor of English Literature at Sheffield University, 1953–71, and achieved scholarly recognition for Seven Types of Ambiguity (1930), Some Versions of Pastoral (1935), and The Structure of Complex Words (1951). The Times obituary described him as ‘the most famously over-sophisticated man of his time’ who ‘revolutionized our ways of reading a poem.’

4. See ‘Orwell at the BBC’ in The World of George Orwell, edited by Miriam Gross (1971), 94–99; reprinted in Orwell Remembered, 177–83.

5. Probably Leslie Stokes; described by Z. A. Bokhari (see 776, n. 1) as Empire Programme Planner in a letter to Orwell, 23 September 1941. Programme Planning and Presentation were separate departments. Bokhari may have mistaken Stokes’s role, or Stokes may have been moved. In much of Orwell’s time at the BBC, T. W. Chalmers was Overseas Presentation Director, and Joanna Spicer was the Programme Planner (Staff List, Issue 2, 21.8.43).

846. BBC Overseas Service

1. London Calling, No. 110 (which gives BBC Overseas Service programmes for 16–22 November 1941, printed 16.10.41), contains a short article about R. A. Rendall (1907–), ‘The Man Who Directs the BBC Empire Services’ (20). Educated at Winchester and Trinity College, Cambridge, he had joined the BBC as an announcer, something he said he did very badly. He then became involved in an unusually wide range of work for the BBC—in adult education and Group Listening, as a talks executive, and as West of England Regional Programme Director. In 1935 he was seconded as the first programme director of the Palestine Broadcasting Service. Back in England after thirteen months, he was appointed assistant director of television and joined the Overseas Service at the outbreak of war. He was made director of the Empire Service shortly before Orwell joined the BBC and was later Assistant Controller of the Overseas Services. His duties, according to London Calling, required him to live day and night at Broadcasting House, taking such sleep as he could in a dormitory bunk. In 1943 he was promoted to Acting Controller of Overseas Services in place of J. Beresford Clark, who later returned to that post, and Rendall’s name does not appear in the Staff List for 1945. When Rendall was Assistant Controller, S. J. de Lotbinière was, for a short time, Director of the Empire Service before becoming director of the War Reporting Unit and in 1943 the BBC’s Canadian Representative in Toronto. For a jaundiced view of Rendall, see here, the Cripps’ Papers.

2. The Indian Programme Organiser was Zulfaqar Ali Bokhari (see 776, n. 1), with whom Orwell was to work closely. See here, Cripps’ Papers, for a favourable independent assessment of his abilities. He became director-general of Pakistan Radio after the war.

3. The reference on this memorandum is MHW/PB implying that ‘MHW’ was its originator. A search by the records section at Bush House (location of the BBC Overseas Service) has not revealed who ‘MHW’ was. The Empire Talks Director for much of Orwell’s time at the BBC was Norman Collins, and he probably sent this memorandum. Collins (see 236) had been Deputy Chairman of Victor Gollancz Ltd, and some ill-feeling had developed between him and Orwell that continued at the BBC. He later was director of the General Overseas Service and then took over the Light Programme in 1946. In 1947 he was appointed Controller, BBC Television. He resigned in 1950 and later was instrumental in the formation of the independent television service.

4. T. G. M. de L. Gompertz was recorded in the Staff List, Issue 2, 21.8.43, as a talks producer in the Talks Pool of the General Overseas Service, a post she still held at the end of the war.

5. M. Treadgold became a talks producer in the African Service, a post she still held at the end of the war.

6. Anthony Weymouth (Ivo Geikie-Cobb), physician and surgeon, and, as Anthony Weymouth, novelist, was a BBC talks producer for the Overseas Service; see 635, n. 2.

7. Gerald Bullett (1893–1958), novelist, short-story writer, critic, and poet, had at this time recently published The Bending Sickle (1938), Problems of Religion (1938), A Man of Forty (1940), and When the Cat’s Away (1940). He was a talks producer and stood in for Orwell when he was ill. He was not included in the Staff List for 21.8.43.

8. 55 Portland Place is now owned by Legal and General Property. In the 1930s it was a block of flats, as it is now. Some plans survive from 1938 and 1955, though most are for conversions made in 1971. It is not possible to locate where the rooms used by Orwell and his colleagues were situated from these.

9. Eric Robertson (1915–1987; OBE), who in 1941–42 worked for the Malay Broadcasting Service, ran the Far Eastern Service of All-India Radio, 1942–45. He had met Orwell at the BBC and for a time worked at 200 Oxford Street.

10. Malcolm Darling (1880–1969; Kt., 1939), tutor of the Raja of Dewas Senior, 1906–09, was made an assistant commissioner in the Indian Civil Service and served in various capacities, 1909–40. He was for a time Registrar to the agricultural co-operative societies of the Punjab, and Vice-Chancellor of Punjab University, 1931, 1937–38. The government of India nominated him to head the BBC’s Hindustani Service, from which he retired in 1943. See Selected Letters of E. M. Forster, edited by Mary Lago and P. N. Furbank (1983), particularly n. 1 to item 74, Forster’s letter to Darling, 14 October 1909. Darling figures prominently in the important study Anglo-Indians: The Mind of the Indian Civil Service (1993).

11. See here. The title was not changed.

12. In a letter of 15 October 1941, Bokhari told Geoffrey Tillotson (1905–1969), of University College London, that BA and MA syllabuses of various Indian universities had been collated and from them ‘representative books’ had been selected. The ‘underlying idea of the series’—and here, in concept and phrasing, Orwell’s influence might be detected—was ‘to take a single work, sometimes a single poem, and to treat this work as representative of its author. The stylistic qualities of the work might be briefly analysed, and its place in the life and artistic development of the author determined. But the essential point of each talk would be to present a lively appreciation of the personality of the poet as represented in the selected poem, play or novel.’ Each talk in the series was to be introduced by Herbert Read (see 522, n. 1), with whom Orwell was quite closely associated before and after the war. Tillotson was asked to discuss Dryden’s poem ‘Absalom and Achitophel.’ Other distinguished scholars invited included H. S. Bennett, Emmanuel College, Cambridge (on The Canterbury Tales, 28 October 1941), and John Butt, also of Cambridge (on The Way of the World, the eighth talk in the series, 16 December 1941).

13. John Rupert Firth (1890–1960) took a degree in history at the University of Leeds; joined the Indian Education Service in 1915, saw military service in India, Afghanistan, and Africa, 1916–19; and was Professor of English, University of the Punjab, Lahore, 1919–28. In English universities he specialised in phonetics, the sociology of languages, and linguistics. He undertook research in India in 1937 on the Gujarati and Telugu languages, and in 1940 was Reader in Linguistics and Indian Phonetics, University of London. From 1941 to 1945 his department was almost wholly occupied with Japanese courses for service personnel (DNB). In 1944 he was appointed to the first chair of general linguistics in Great Britain by the University of London. His works for a general audience, Speech (1930) and The Tongues of Men (1937), were successful and reprinted in paperback after his death. He was the only person to serve on the BBC’s Eastern Service Committee in a personal capacity; see n. 16.

14. I.B. Sarin, an Indian Programme Assistant, was one of Orwell’s colleagues. He was later a BBC announcer in Hindustani.

15. Laurence Frederic Rushbrook Williams (1890–1978; CBE, 1923), onetime Fellow of All Souls’ College, Oxford; Professor of Modern Indian History, Allahabad University, 1914–19, and Director of the Central Bureau of Information, India, 1920–26, served as adviser in Middle Eastern Affairs to the Ministry of Information, and as Director of the BBC’s Eastern Service, from 1941 to November 1944. He then joined The Times (to 1955). His books include The State of Pakistan (1962; revised, 1966) and The East Pakistan Tragedy (1972). His enlightened attitude to India at this time is expressed in India (Oxford Pamphlets on World Affairs, 1940). For comment on his character in the Cripps’ Papers, see here.

16. The Eastern Service Committee of the BBC was made up of representatives of the India Office, Ministry of Information, Foreign Office, Colonial Office, I[ndian?] E[xecutive?], the Indian Programme Organiser (Z. A. Bokhari), and J. R. Firth (see n. 13). It was an advisory body. See also ‘Present Set-Up of Indian Broadcasting at the BBC,’ Cripps’ Papers.

17. Until 2 November 1942, Gujarati was invariably spelt ‘Gujerati’ in all the Indian Section’s correspondence. The incorrect form is retained here in correspondence and memoranda; the correct form is given in headings, summaries of talks booking forms, and editorial references.

18. Ajit Mookerjee (1915–1990) was educated at Calcutta University. In 1937 he published Folk Art of Bengal, and then came to London to read for a master’s degree in the history of art at London University. He wrote on folk art for Horizon and worked for a year in the BBC’s Eastern Service. Later he was Director of the Institute of Art, Calcutta, and the head of the National Crafts Museum, New Delhi. He published prolifically, especially on Tantra, influencing many Western writers and academics.

19. Orwell, in his last Literary Notebook, reflects on an experience when working for the BBC. He writes of ‘the so-called ‘College’, the mysterious body (actually I think MI5) which had to O.K. all broadcasters.’ This would seem to be a euphemism for Bedford College, the staff training college, which Orwell had recently passed through. See here, on the urgent necessity of getting an announcer/translator put through the college; and Orwell’s War-time Diary, 1573, 15.10.42, where ‘the mysterious bodies which control recruitment for the BBC’ are said to be related to MI5 (the British Military Intelligence Security Service).

20. W. J. West states in Orwell: The War Commentaries (1985, 219) that after the newsletter to India of 13 March 1943 Orwell had no further part in direct propaganda of this kind. This is at variance with the facts. Orwell’s role in this field increased. This volume of the Complete Works and West’s book vary considerably in substance and content. A brief note on the nature of the differences is given in see here. Occasionally a note will point to a major discrepancy, but in the main West’s readings have been here disregarded. His edition is referred to as West: Commentaries. See here.

21. For John Morris, later head of the Far Eastern Service, see 1965, n. 1.

847. BBC Network and Staffs for Overseas Broadcasts

1. Information provided by Bryan Matcham, Head, External Programme Operations, and from BBC Archives.

2. File R13/154/2A. Names and initials have been added here.

3. Miss Parratt’s name is clearly typed ‘Parrett’ on this list, and when written in as Secretary to the Indian Assistant is also clearly spelt with an ‘e.’ However, when she signed documents, as she quite frequently did on Orwell’s behalf, she used ‘Parratt.’ That spelling has, therefore, been adopted. Nancy H. Parratt (1919–) joined the BBC on 13 June 1941 and left on 15 March 1943 to join the Women’s Royal Naval Service (WRNS). She served in the United States, married, and, in May 1946, was demobilized. Efforts to trace her have failed. She wrote to Orwell on 8 December 1949; see 3713.

4. In the Staff List of 21.8.43, Mrs. Joanna Spicer is shown as Programme Planner for the General Overseas Service. See here.

5. This book is referred to hereafter as ‘West: Broadcasts.’ In Appendix C, West prints a very interesting ‘Note on development of German broadcasts in Hindustani’ and, dated 9 April 1942, a private and confidential memorandum from Rendall on ‘Counter-propaganda on Indian themes’ (289–93). The Complete Works and the text of West: Commentaries and West: Broadcasts differ considerably in substance and content (contrast, for example, Orwell’s imaginary interview with Jonathan Swift, 2 November 1942), but, in the main, these differences are not noted. See here.

6. The documents at Nuffield College, Oxford, were found by Clive Fleay, who kindly drew them to the editor’s attention. They are located among the Cripps Papers, Box 619–622, BBC File.

850. ‘The Art of Donald McGill’

1. The version given here is that reprinted in Critical Essays, second impression (May 1946). The first impression was published in February 1946. This contained a few verbal changes and a number of styling alterations from the version in Horizon. Significant variants are listed in the notes below. The consistency in changing word order suggests that the changes are intentional and are probably authorial. The version in the U.S. edition of Dickens, Dali &Others (1946) is almost identical with that in Critical Essays. Changes are listed below, identified by DD&O. It is fairly evident that a proof or printed text of the version in Critical Essays was used to set DD&O. The only significant verbal change (‘nigger’ to ‘Negro’) was clearly to suit U.S. convention; ‘nigger’ in its context here was not then as contemptuous in England as it has now become. Typographic devices (such as the long dash after the sub-headings), word division (for example, ‘post card’ instead of Horizon’s one word), one hyphenation in contradistinction to Horizon, and the erroneous hyphenation of ‘honeymoon,’ following end-line hyphenation in Critical Essays, all point to the latter providing copy for DD&O. This text was reprinted in A Writer’s Reader: Models and Materials for the Essay, by Philip Webster Souers, John C. Sherwood, and Irma Z. Sherwood (New York, 1950), 124–34. For its specialised readership, paragraphs were numbered and four questions and an assignment topic were set after Orwell’s essay. This text (indicated below by WR) omits Max Miller’s three jokes. Max Miller (1895–1963), one of music hall’s great comics, was billed as ‘The Cheekie Chappie.’ His act underlies Archie Rice’s in Osborne’s The Entertainer. See Orwell’s review of Applesauce, 684. Horizon reproduced two of McGill’s cards, but these have not been reprinted since. In one, a soap-box orator advocating temperance is concluding his oration with ‘Now I have just one tract left. What shall I do with it?’ A wife is depicted with her hand over a fat man’s mouth, stopping his answering, and the caption is: ‘Don’t say it George!’ In the other, a vastly overweight man who might be a bookie, accompanied by a shapely young lady, is seen telling a hotel receptionist, ‘I and my daughter would like adjoining bedrooms!’ A shortened version of the essay was published in Strand Magazine, August 1943; see here.

2. nigger ] Negro DD&O, WR

3. perfect ] perfectly Horizon

4. Donald McGill (1875–1962) was a real person; compare Orwell’s doubts about the existence of a Frank Richards in his essay ‘Boys’ Weeklies.’ He began his career in 1904 when he sketched a drawing on the back of a postcard to cheer up a nephew in hospital. By December 1905, Picture Postcard Magazine ‘picked him out as a designer whose cards would become “widely popular.”’ One card, no. 1772, designed in 1916, sold over three million copies. It was not of the kind described by Orwell, but showed a little girl in a nightdress at which a puppy was tugging; the caption read: ‘Please, Lord, excuse me a minute while I kick Fido!!’ He fairly claimed that his cards were not obscene but depicted situations with honest vulgarity, and he was depressed by the way his art-form was allowed to degenerate. See Tonie and Valmai Holt, Picture Postcards of the Golden Age (1971), 91–93, Arthur Calder Marshall, Wish You Were Here (1966). Orwell, in commenting that McGill was ‘a clever draughtsman’ could not have known that, from 1897 to 1907, McGill worked as an engineering draughtsman.

5. of? What ] of, what Horizon

6. anti Trade-Union ] anti-Trade Union Horizon; anti trade union DD&O, WR

7. Air Raid Precautions.

8. An air-raid shelter built in the gardens of individual houses, capable of holding four to six people in modest discomfort. It was designed by Sir William Paterson (1874–1956) at the instigation of Sir John Anderson (see 567, 31.8.39, n. 2) in 1938. More than three million Andersons were built, and they are credited with saving many lives. A few have survived as makeshift garden sheds.

9. two ] the two Horizon

10. has always ] always has Horizon

11. Winston Churchill, in addressing the House of Commons, 13 May 1940, said: ‘I would say to the House, as I said to those who have joined this Government, “I have nothing to offer but blood, toil, tears, and sweat”’ (The Second World War, II, 24; U.S.: Their Finest Hour, 25).

12. up the spout ] in pawn

13. Ecclesiastes VII: 15–17. The Authorised Version (King James Version) differs slightly: perishes ] perisheth; shouldst ] shouldest (twice); overmuch wicked ] over much wicked

14. casually be ] be casually Horizon

852. Review of The Forge by Arturo Barea; translated and with an introduction by Sir Peter Chalmers Mitchell

1. Orwell also reviewed this book in Time and Tide, 28 June 1941; see 821.

853. To Leonard Moore

1. John Lehmann published ‘Shooting an Elephant,’ ‘Marrakech,’ and ‘My Country Right or Left’ in New Writing and Folios of New Writing in 1936, 1939, and 1940 respectively. The first was reprinted in Penguin New Writing in 1940. Lehmann also anthologised the first and third of these essays, in 1951 and 1952, and ‘Marrakech’ appeared, with ‘Such, Such Were the Joys,’ in 1953. What was proposed here is not known.

2. Nothing came of the suggestion; see letter to Moore, 28 June 1938, 458.

854. Nicholas Moore vs. George Orwell

1. see here.

2. Partisan Review printed this as ‘post-poetic,’ though ‘post-’ had been typed over with x’s.

3. Moore did not underline titles and tended not to capitalise the second word of a title (so, ‘London letter’). He typed this as ‘New writing’ and it was set so, in roman, in Partisan Review. It is presumably the journal edited by John Lehmann to which Orwell occasionally contributed, although here it also makes sense not italicised.

4. Black Record: Germans Past and Present (1941). See War-time Diary, 758, 7.2.41, n. 1.

855. ‘No, Not One,’

1. Orwell’s title.

2. Ernst vom Rath (as ‘Vom’ in the original) was Third Secretary at the German Embassy in Paris. A Jewish youth, Herschel Grynszpan, shot him there on 7 November 1938, and he died of wounds on 9 November. Violent attacks on Jews and Jewish property—‘Kristellnacht’— followed.

3. The Arandora Star was sunk in the Atlantic by a U-boat on 2 July 1940. It was carrying 1,500 German and Italian internees from Britain to Canada; 613 were drowned.

4. Matthew XVIII:7 and Romans III:10. The Authorized Version has ‘offence’ for ‘evil.’ Orwell was probably citing from memory.

5. John Middleton Murry (see 95) undertook a third stint as editor of The Adelphi from July 1941 to 1948.

856. Why Not War Writers?: A Manifesto

1. Ernest Hemingway (1899–1961), American novelist, winner of the Nobel Prize for Literature, 1954, wrote and spoke the commentary for the Republican side’s propaganda film The Spanish Earth (directed by Joris Ivens, 1937). His novel of the Spanish civil war, For Whom the Bell Tolls (1940) was made into a popular film. André Malraux, French author (see 3209 n. 1), played an active role on the Republican side in the Spanish civil war, and on the side of the Kuomintang in China, 1925–27. See Orwell’s letter of 7 April 1947 to Yvonne Davet regarding the suggestion that Malraux be asked to write an introduction to the French edition of Homage to Catalonia, 3209. Ignazio Silone (Secondo Tranquilli) (1900–1978) was an Italian novelist (Fontamara, 1933; Pane e Vino, 1937, English translation, Bread and Wine, 1937) whose anti-Fascism caused him to exile himself from 1931–1944. See also 2870, n. 3.

2. Leo Walmsley (1892–1966) was a novelist who also wrote Fishermen at War, and British Ports and Harbours in the ‘Britain in Pictures’ series (to which Orwell contributed The English People). John Strachey (see 304, n. 2), left-wing politician and later government minister, wrote at this time A Programme for Progress (1940), A Faith to Fight For (1941), and Post D: Some Experiences of an Air Raid Warden (1941). Presumably John Lawrence Hodson (1891–1956; OBE, 1947), journalist, dramatist, novelist, was meant. He was a war correspondent, 1939–42, and worked for the Ministry of Information, 1943–45, on publications and film scripts (including Desert Victory). Among his books on the war are Gentlemen of Dunkirk, being leaves from a war correspondent’s diary (1940), War in the Sun (1942), Home Front … 1942–43 (1944), and British Merchantmen at War, 1939–1944 (1944). His Before Daybreak (on World War I) was published in 1941. Orwell may have been particularly interested in Hodson because he had investigated unemployment in nine European countries, 1932–33. Eric Linklater (Robert Russell) (1899–1974), Scottish novelist whose Juan in America (1931) was well known, wrote three pamphlets in the series The Army at War: The Defence of Calais (1941), The Northern Garrisons (1941), and The Highland Division (1942). He also wrote, in the War Pamphlets series, The Cornerstones: A Conversation in Elysium (1941); The Campaign in Italy was published in 1945.

3. Arthur Calder-Marshall (1908–1992), prolific author of novels, short stories, and non-fiction books, worked for the British Petroleum Warfare Department, 1941, and the Ministry of Information Films Division, 1942–45, writing many documentary film scripts. He later took up Orwell’s interest in McGill’s picture postcards in his Wish You Were Here: The Art of Donald McGill (1966). For Cyril Connolly, author and editor, and a longtime friend of Orwell’s, see 1, n. 1. Bonamy Dobrée (1891–1974) was a scholar, academic, and prolific writer on literary subjects. See 1902, n. 1 and Richard Hoggart, ‘Dobrée: Teacher and Patron of Young Men’ in Of Books and Humankind: Essays and Poems Presented to Bonamy Dobrée, edited by John Butt (1964). Tom Harrisson (1911–1976), founder, with Charles Madge, of Mass Observation, 1937 (see 594, n. 1), organised guerrillas behind Japanese lines in Sarawak, 1944–45. In 1966 he was at the Department of Anthropology, Cornell University. His Living Through the Blitz was published in 1976, shortly after he had been killed in a road accident near Bangkok. For Orwell’s reviews of the work of Mass Observation, see 1833, 2484, 2742. For Arthur Koestler, author, journalist, and one-time Communist, see 760, n. 1. Alun Lewis (1915–1944) was a poet and short-story writer. Among his books were Raiders’ Dawn and Other Poems (1942), Ha! Ha! Among the Trumpets (1945), and The Last Inspection (1942). The posthumously collected In the Green Tree (1948) includes stories and a number of his letters from India. He killed himself, whether accidentally or deliberately is uncertain, before going into action for the first time on the Arakan front in Burma. Stephen Spender (see 411, n. 2), critic, novelist, and short-story writer, was, in the 1930s, one of an important group of anti-Fascist writers. He and John Lehmann edited the anthology Poems for Spain (1939), and he translated Lorca and Rilke.

4. ‘Combatant’ was, possibly, Evelyn Waugh (1903–1966), satirical novelist. Although hardly conclusive, he did use descriptions such as ‘aghast’ and ‘injudicious’ for an appointment; see his letters to A. D. Peters, 4(?).4.42 and to Laura Waugh, 29.2.44 (The Letters, edited by Mark Amory, 1980, 159, 178). ‘Combatant’ writes of having ‘been in the war from the start.’ Waugh was commissioned in the Royal Marines in 1939 and later transferred to the Royal Horse Guards.

5. Combatant’s use of the expression ‘Word Controller’ does not derive from the Manifesto but from ‘Comment’ (the editorial by Cyril Connolly in the same issue of Horizon, 229–31). This demanded that dictatorial powers be given to a Word Controller ‘to clean up our language’: ‘War journalism and war oratory have produced an unchecked inflation in our overdriven and exhausted vocabulary.’ The Word Controller (George Bernard Shaw was put forward as a good choice) would issue licences: ‘Without such a licence it would be a criminal offence to appear in print or on the platform. The licences would be immediately cancelled of all those found using the words “vital: vitally; virtual: virtually: actual: actually: perhaps: probably.”’ The more general aim is in the penultimate paragraph: ‘In the times in which we live a writer should not be able to put down more than two or three lines without making it obvious whether he has anything to say. The Word Controller, by banning the verbal camouflage of those who doubt, who twist, who are on the make, or who hope for the best, would clarify propaganda and leave literature safely where it belongs, in the hands of the abnormally sane, or the genuinely mad.’ The editorial, tinged with irony, should not be taken as wholly unambiguous. Thus, ‘The Word Controller, at any rate during the few hours of office before his powers turned his head, would be non-political.’ However, its avowed concern that stale rhetoric and false news can bring ‘a perfect achievement of civilization into confusion’ seems to provide the germ for Orwell’s Newspeak, the purpose of which ‘was not only to provide a medium of expression for the world-view and mental habits proper to the devotees of Ingsoc, but to make all other modes of thought impossible. … Newspeak was designed not to extend but to diminish the range of thought, and this purpose was indirectly assisted by cutting the choice of words down to a minimum’ (Nineteen Eighty-Four, CW, IX, 312–13).

6. in ] printed as ‘is’ in Horizon

7. Officer Cadet Training Unit, an army cadet force particularly associated with public schools.

8. The Times published a letter 15 January 1941 from Lieutenant-Colonel R. C. Bingham of 168 OCTU on the subject of ‘Junior Officers in the New Armies.’ He argued that the new armies were being officered by ‘classes of society who are new to the job,’ that the ‘middle, lower middle, and working classes’ were receiving the King’s commission, and that these, ‘unlike the old aristocratic and feudal (almost) classes who led the old Army, have never had “their people” to consider. They have never had anyone to think of but themselves. This aspect of life is completely new to them, and they have very largely fallen down on [the job] in their capacity as Army officers.’ Man management was instinctive to ‘old school tie men’ and could not be taught. This letter caused an outcry, and the Secretary of State for War, David Margesson (see 698, n. 3) told Parliament that Bingham had committed a breach of King’s Regulations, and the Army Council’s severe displeasure had been conveyed to him. He was also relieved of his command.

857. To Bhupen Mukerjee

1. Unless otherwise stated, Orwell’s letters from the BBC are typewritten carbon copies; the particular BBC address from which he wrote is given in a note only when he changed location.

2. This appears to be Orwell’s first letter as a talks assistant. He wrote from 55 Portland Place (see here), where he had room 206 and, later 416. The office of the Director, Rushbrook Williams, was 415. Bokhari (see 776, n. 1) had written to Mukerjee (or Mookerjee—both spellings occur in the same letter), who worked in the Pay Room at India House (office of the High Commissioner for India), on 27 August 1941. On 16 September, Bokhari proposed Mukerjee give a talk on the shipbuilding industry; three days later he suggested a series of twelve discussions with Scott Goddard on ‘Melody and Harmony.’ These began on 10 October. On 23 April 1942, Orwell commissioned him to give one of the programmes in the series ‘The Music I Like’; see here. Orwell seems to have been assigned to supervise Mukerjee’s talk, but Bokhari kept an eye on Orwell’s progress. As it turned out, Mukerjee’s technique gave rise for concern. Ten days before the talk on the Post Office was due to be given, Bokhari sent Mukerjee a stern warning. This illustrates the kind of problems the BBC’s Indian Section staff faced:

English is not your mother tongue and it isn’t my mother tongue. If we want to broadcast in English, we must write out what we have to say and we must stick to it. Your yesterday’s broadcast was a great disappointment to me. You did not stick to the script that you submitted to me. You haltered and faltered so much that the whole broadcast was, so to speak, inflicting a physical pain on the listeners, and then you over-ran the allotted time, with the result that we had to cut you abruptly. Even with the best wish in the world it could not have been a judicious cut because your script didn’t show what you had to say.

‘Will you be good enough to bear in mind that I want an exact script and I want strict adherance to the script in future. Non-compliance with these requests will compel me to cancel the broadcasts and such a cancellation will hurt me more than you can imagine.’

3. Usually Orwell’s name, frequently as Blair, and his position are typed at the foot of letters. If this is not done, ‘[No name/position]’ is noted.

858. To P. H. Chatterjee

1. The reference PP = 55 Portland Place. This is usually followed by EB for Eric Blair, though Orwell often wrote over the name George Orwell, sometimes using both names for the same correspondent. Letters were typed for Orwell and surviving drafts indicate that Orwell wrote out many, if not all, of his letters for his typist. The secretary’s initials usually follow. Here, ZAB = Bokhari; and MB = Mary Blackburn, Bokhari’s secretary in 1940. Orwell’s first secretary was Nancy Parratt (NP). Where no initials are given, the style and positioning of the address, salutation, and closing enable the secretary to be identified in most instances. Blemishes customarily found in carbon copies sometimes lead to missing letters, erasure marks, and overtyping; corrections have mostly been made silently. The date is not repeated in reprinting the text of letters and memoranda, and the place of despatch, if a printed letterhead was used for the top copy, must be inferred from the reference. It should be borne in mind that the top copy sent to the addressee might differ—for example, a late postscript might not have been added to the carbon copy. When both top and carbon copies have survived, such discrepancies can be seen.

2. P. H. Chatterjee was confused later with a T. G. Chatterjee. Bokhari wrote to Norman Collins on 29 November 1941 saying, ‘We know P.H. He gave us a talk as he says in his letter on English Rural District Councils. He is a dull broadcaster and the subject he suggests for the Home Talks [sic] is, in my opinion, beyond his capabilities.’ Nevertheless, he was engaged to give more talks and was commissioned to write Bengali Newsletters; see 1744.

859. BBC Talks Booking Forms, 2.10.41

1. P. B. Seal was suggested as a broadcaster to India by J. P. McGeachy, listed in the August 1943 Staff List as an assistant commentator in the Overseas News Division. His recommendation, 11 August 1941, was passed to Bokhari, who wrote to Seal on 22 September inviting him to submit scripts for talks to be given on 10 and 17 October. Seal had been secretary to three presidents of the Indian National Committee and, according to McGeachy, ‘seemed to be one of the leading spirits’ at an Indian Nationalist meeting McGeachy had attended. Seal, he said, wanted to broadcast to India ‘that now is the time for India to come into an Asiatic anti-Axis front.’ He had sent a cable to that effect to Gandhi; this was quoted in a BBC Empire Service bulletin and ‘has caused a stir in India.’

860. To Bina Ghosh

1. This script, the second in the series ‘The Hand that Rocks the Cradle’ was commissioned by Bokhari on 15 September 1941. It led to a bitter dispute, which, though only incidentally involving Orwell, is illustrative of the delicate relationships involved in arranging talks to be broadcast to India. The correspondence, which ran from 30 October 1941 to 16 February 1942 and eventually involved J. B. Clark, Controller of Overseas Services (see here), shows that Bokhari was reluctant to commission Dr. Ghosh. They had had ‘passages of arms’ in the past and he regarded her, rightly or wrongly, as ‘rather difficult’ and ‘anti-Indian,’ making ‘a habit of running down her own country.’ He engaged her only because of the intervention of the Secretary of State for India (L. S. Amery), whose wife knew her. It was, in these circumstances, not surprising that Bokhari asked the new member of staff, Orwell, to supervise this broadcast. Unfortunately, on the day he was to see her, 14 October, he was ill with bronchitis, and did not return until 28 October. Supervision therefore fell, once again, on Bokhari’s shoulders. Not satisfied with the script, he asked for it to be rewritten. Dr. Ghosh objected but eventually submitted a new script. Bokhari had informed her that if the script were satisfactory he would not write to her again. That was the usual practice; despatch of the contract would confirm the arrangements. Dr. Ghosh did not turn up to give the broadcast, because, she said, she had not heard the programme ‘trailed’ in the preceding week. She wrote that she was ‘extremely disappointed and disgusted’ to hear the talk read by an Englishwoman. The BBC, believing this to be no more than a misunderstanding (a word Dr. Ghosh rejected), offered to pay her in full for the talk, including the fee for reading her script. Apologies and explanations were sent by Joanna Spicer, of the Empire Executive, by L. F. Rushbrook Williams, and eventually by Clark, who pointed out that Dr. Ghosh had made no effort to contact the BBC when she had doubts as to whether the broadcast was to be made. Given the pressure under which the small staff of the Indian Section worked, their patience in trying to placate Dr. Ghosh was remarkable.

861. To Damyanti Sahni

1. Mr. Balraj Sahni was an Indian Programme assistant stationed at this time at Wood Norton, near Evesham. Orwell’s offer of work to the wife of a BBC employee was likely to pose problems. Damyanti Sahni was working at the Shakespeare Memorial Theatre at Stratford-upon-Avon, fourteen miles from Evesham, then under Ben Iden Payne’s management. For their drama series with Norman Marshall, ‘Let’s Act It Ourselves,’ see 1639.

862. To Zahra Taki

1. Zahra Taki was an Indian student at University College Cardiff. Recruited by Bokhari in April 1940, she first spoke in a programme made up of short interviews of Indians living in Britain. She later took part in a broadcast for schools, ‘Towards Better Health,’ 4 April 1941, and for Darling in a dramatisation, 31 August 1941, and broadcast in English and Hindustani. She submitted her script to Orwell on 16 November 1941. She broadcast again in October 1942, for Princess Indira of Kapurthala, who had asked her on 29 August to give a series of six five-minute talks on why she became a surgeon and her experiences in training and thereafter, especially in overcoming prejudice; such talks would be ‘a very real help to Indian womanhood which seems to me to be sadly in need of inspiration.’

864. To Bina Ghosh

1. Orwell wrote this at the foot of Dr. Ghosh’s letter to him of 5 October, which proposed they meet at this time.

865. To the Chief Clerk, Aylesbury Rural District Council

1. The initials BG may be those of Miss Gibb, Rowan Davies’s secretary. Davies was at this time Transcription Assistant in the Indian Section. He later was School Broadcasting Manager in the Home Service (Staff List, 21.8.43).

2. Probably A. R. Kerrell-Vaughan; see here.

866. To H. J. Umrigar

1. I. B. Sarin, Indian Programme Assistant; see here

2. The twelve-minute programme ‘Around the Courts’ was broadcast fortnightly, and was described by Bokhari in some detail in a letter to Chinna Durai, 16 September 1941:


This series will be based on personal visits to the Law Courts by Indian lawyers or law students, but it is important that the talks should not be aimed only at listeners who are professionally interested in the law. There are two main points which I suggest should be emphasised in each talk:


(a) Peculiarities of English Law, its points of difference from or similarity to the Indian Penal Code etc., illustrating the special nature of English civilisation.

(b) The ‘human interest’ side of the Law Courts.



Wherever possible cases and incidents selected for discussion and illustration should have some bearing on India, even if it is a remote one. Anything which points to some striking difference of social atmosphere between Britain and India, or anything demonstrating that human nature is the same the whole world over, is suitable. Subjects of purely local interest, or involving legal niceties not interesting to the general public, should be avoided. Recall as vividly as possible whatever struck you as unusual or interesting as a newcomer to this country, visiting the Law Courts for the first time and concentrate on that.



The series was inspired by a ‘human interest’ feature about the law courts that appeared regularly in the London Evening Standard.

867. BBC Talks Booking Form, 13.10.41

1. Tambimuttu (1915–1983), always known by his surname, without initials (given variously here as M. J. and N., the former being correct), or by ‘Tambi,’ came from Ceylon (Sri Lanka) to Britain in 1937. He was described in an obituary by Hugo Davenport as ‘one of the poorest patrons ever to have dispensed largesse to unknown poets.’ He brought out fifteen issues of his Poetry London, 1939–47, and then, after a dispute with his English business partner, left for New York, where he produced four issues of Poetry London-New York. For a time he worked for the Indian delegation to the United Nations. He returned to London in 1968 and, with backing from the Beatles, prepared Poetry London/Apple, which took eleven years to gestate (Sunday Times, 26 June 1983).

871. BBC Talks Booking Form, 24.10.41

1. Miss Venu Chitale (the final ‘e’ was sometimes written with an acute accent) came from Poona, India, and spoke Marathi. She was introduced to the Indian Section by G. H. Payton, and submitted a trial script 20 September 1940. By the end of October, she was living in London, and by 22 December 1941 had been passed by ‘college’ to work on Marathi Newsletters. A memorandum from Joanna Spicer (R13/154/2A) authorised her appointment as a junior programme assistant, Grade D, at £363 a year. She was to help in the production of ‘Through Eastern Eyes,’ be responsible for the Marathi Newsletters (but see here), and was able to help announce programmes to India in English, ‘work which now falls almost entirely on I.P.O.’ (Bokhari). She was accommodated in Room 412, 55 Portland Place. In the staff magazine, Ariel, Summer 1945, she was described as petite and given to wearing exquisitely embroidered saris (15). See also here.

2. Nancy Parratt was Orwell’s secretary at this time.

873. To Shridhar Telkar

1. Shridhar Madhavrao Telkar, journalist, author (When East Meets West, 1931), and editor (Satire and Burlesque, 1935), worked as a Marathi translator and announcer for the BBC in 1942 and later ran the Oriental News Agency. On 26 January 1942, Bokhari sought approval to hire him for the Marathi Newsletter, and suggested that he be put through the ‘college’ (see here). Assurances were given that he would receive only one guinea for making a translation from English into Marathi and two guineas for delivering the broadcast. Permission was granted, without vetting by the ‘college,’ provided Telkar did not write the original newsletter. Orwell does not appear to have been involved in this, and Telkar’s work on the Marathi Newsletter did not come under his aegis, although Orwell wrote the English version from which it was translated. On 4 May 1945, Tribune published Telkar’s long ‘Open Letter’ to Lord Wavell, the Viceroy of India, then on a visit to London. This rehearsed Britain’s imperial record in India and sought to prompt Wavell to take more determined action to end the exploitation. When Wavell had arrived in India in 1943, ‘no Viceroy within living memory embarked upon Vice-regal duties with the same prestige’; his task, wrote Telkar, was unenviable, for his ‘predecessor had plunged the country into a crisis by an act of provocation: imprisoning the leaders of the Indian people.’ Wavell, he said, could have made radical changes. ‘No doubt you tried to do your best. You applied a few palliatives. You discarded special trains for the Viceroy, made small administrative changes, toured famine areas unconventionally.’ But this was all superficial, he wrote. ‘Is there today less bitterness, less starvation, less suffering, more civil liberties, more confidence in Britain’s intentions towards India?’ He reviewed Britain’s past record and concluded that Wavell’s current mission to England had failed and that he would return to India to ‘storm and fury.’ Yet dictators had fallen everywhere, and India would be free.

879. To Elsie W. D. Boughen, BBC Contracts Department

1. Talks booking forms were sent for processing to Elsie Boughen, who (with K. F. Lowe from June 1943) arranged the completion of contracts.

2. Sir Hari Singh Gour (1866–1949; Kt., 1925), barrister, politician, and author, was Vice-Chancellor successively of the universities of Delhi, Nagpur, and Saugor; Leader of the Opposition in the Indian Legislative Assembly, 1921–34; Indian delegate to the Joint Parliamentary Committee on the Government of India Bill, 1936; and President of the Hindu Association. A memorandum from Bokhari of 3 November 1941 says that Sir Hari was booked to give six talks in this series, the last on 10 November. He was not being asked to broadcast again because he was ‘unfortunately not a very good broadcaster’ and all his talks ‘were written by us.’ Shridhar Telkar had been commissioned to continue the series, but Sir Hari was generously willing to give his help. Sir Hari was later reported to have given a talk in this series on 23 November (though the regular broadcast should have been on the 24th), and he certainly contributed a talk on 2 February 1942 (see here). The Programmes as Broadcast for November 1941 have not survived.

3. In this speech at the annual Guildhall banquet, Churchill said he would ‘view with keen sorrow the opening of a conflict between Japan and the English-speaking world.’ He hoped that ‘the peace of the Pacific will be preserved in accordance with the known wishes of Japan’s wisest statesmen. But every preparation to defend British interests in the Far East, and to defend the common cause now at stake, has been and is being made’ (The Second World War, III, 528–29; U.S.: The Grand Alliance, 594). Pearl Harbor was attacked on Sunday, 7 December 1941.

880. To Noel Sircar

1. Noel Sircar appears to have broadcast for the first time for the Indian Section on 5 December 1941. He was frequently employed, reading the weekly news reviews on several occasions when Bokhari was away in the autumn of 1942 and broadcasting film criticism.

882. Eastern Service Meeting

1. It is also possible that this Blair is either A. P. Blair, who wrote the talk ‘My Debt to India,’ 5, transmitted 14 September 1942, or Charles Blair, whose ‘Japan’s Threat to Asia,’ 1, ‘Japan in the Second Half of the Nineteenth Century’ was broadcast on 15 September 1942. PasB for 15 September states that the speaker Charles Blair was John Pilcher. This could possibly be Sir John Pilcher (1912–1990), a diplomat who served in Japan, 1936–39, and China, 1939–41. He worked at the Ministry of Information and the Foreign Office, 1941–48, and was Ambassador to Japan, 1967–72. No relative could confirm that he used the pseudonym Charles Blair. Blair and the Calcutta Committee recur at a meeting on 3 February 1943; see 1864.

883. To L. F. Rushbrook Williams

1. Chinna Durai had been asked by Bokhari on 16 September 1941 to contribute two 12-minute talks to the series ‘Around the Courts,’ to be transmitted on 30 October and 11 December; see here. The second talk had to be rewritten because, Bokhari wrote on 8 December, it would be regarded by many listeners ‘as a slashing criticism on° the Indian religious law, a matter which is beyond the jurisdiction of the BBC.’ Durai was advised to model his revised talk on the feature ‘Presented at Court,’ run by the Evening Standard. The talk was not broadcast on the 11th, but was recorded for transmission later. Durai wrote to Rushbrook Williams on 22 November, sending a copy of this script or a second script, saying: ‘My own view is that these are the kind of talks that might tend to create the Commonwealth-Consciousness in India which is so necessary to help India to stay within the Empire.… Certain opportunities must be seized for interpreting Britain to India in a favourable light—and the success of the British army in Libya is definitely one such.’ He sent further suggestions in December 1941 and February 1942; one proposal was to use only a few broadcasters, but Rushbrook Williams explained that, however talented, such a restricted range of presenters would suggest ‘the imposition of a certain brand of taste’ and would be undemocratic. Durai continued to be used occasionally as a broadcaster in 1942 and 1943, though not, perhaps, as much as he wished.

2. Orwell was replying to a memorandum from Rushbrook Williams dated 19 November 1941; his reply is written at the foot and on the verso of Williams’s memorandum.

885. ‘Culture and Democracy’

1. Chiang Kai-shek (1887–1975), Chinese general, took control, in 1926, of the Kuomintang, the National People’s Party founded by Sun Yat-sen. He led the fight against the Japanese, who invaded China, 1937–41, and the Communists under Mao Tse-tung; was President of the National Government, 1943–49 and, after fleeing to Taiwan, 1950–75.

2. Céline (Louis-Ferdinand Destouches; 1894–1961), French physician and author, served in the French army in World War I and was severely wounded. From 1928, he worked as a doctor in a poor area of Paris and wrote two significant novels, Voyage au bout de la nuit (1932; Journey to the End of the Night), a bitter satire on the society of his time, and Mort à credit (1936; Death on the Instalment Plan), and also the anti-Semitic pamphlets Bagatelles pour un massacre (1937; Mere Trifles for a Massacre) and L’Ecole des cadavres (1938; School for Corpses). Rejected when he tried to enlist in 1939, he worked as a ship’s doctor, ran a dispensary, and joined the ambulance service. In 1942 he visited Berlin, and in 1944, fearing retribution for his collaboration with the Nazis, tried to flee to Denmark. After being imprisoned in Berlin, he practiced medicine among Vichy expatriates in Germany. In 1945 he escaped to Denmark, where he was imprisoned for fourteen months for collaboration. A French court condemned him in 1950 to a year’s imprisonment, a fine of 50,000 francs, and confiscation of half his property. The following year, a military tribunal exonerated him, and he set up a medical practice amongst the poor of Meudon, near Paris. He continued to write; his last work was a trilogy, Rigodon (1969).

3. Roy Campbell (1901–1957) was a South African poet, dramatist, and translator; see 2314, n. 1 and 2967, n. 1.

4. Jacques Maritain (1882–1973), a French Roman Catholic philosopher, wrote more than fifty books. His philosophy was neo-Thomist, and he developed a philosophy of the arts. He taught at Columbia and Princeton universities, 1941–44; was Ambassador to the Vatican, 1945–48, and Professor of Philosophy at Princeton, 1948–60.

5. kulturbolschewismus ] kulturbolschewsmus roman type and lacking medial ‘i’ in first and second impressions

889. To J. Bahadur Singh

1. J. Bahadur Singh (1915–), born in Trinidad, was recommended to the BBC by Norman Collins. He read law at Oxford and was President of the Oxford Union, 1940–41. On 27 November 1941, he sent Orwell a script (now in the BBC Archives) he had written for ‘students in the American Continent in the “Britain Speaks” series.’ On 28 November he wrote agreeing to do the Christmas broadcast. He later was appointed Indian ambassador to Egypt. For his memories of Orwell, see Crick 417.

891. To David Astor

1. The Honourable Francis David Langhorne Astor (1912–; CH, 1993) served in the Royal Marines, 1940–45, and was foreign editor, 1946–48, editor, 1948–75, and Director, 1976–81 of The Observer. As his biographer Richard Cockett has written, ‘His principal talent as an editor was his ability to identify and cultivate talent’; he made The Observer ‘a paper of ideas.’ Its ‘golden years’ saw it overtaking the circulation of the Sunday Times (September 1946). Orwell contributed significantly to this development, not so much through the articles he wrote, but as a friend and inspirer, as a political guide, and in teaching Astor ‘the merits of clear, simple English prose as the best vehicle for communication.’ In August 1943 The Observer tried to have Orwell appointed a correspondent in Algiers and Sicily, following the Allied landings, but there was official obstruction. The paper wanted him to cover the South African election of 1948, when Dr. Malan’s Nationalists defeated Smuts’s Unionists, but Orwell was by then too ill. Astor regularly circulated Orwell’s ‘Politics and the English Language’ to new staff as a guide to the way in which precise English led to precise thinking (David Astor and ‘The Observer,’ 1991, 141, 135, 131, 126–27.) In Remembering Orwell, Astor recalls: ‘I’d met Orwell first in 1942; I was introduced to him by Cyril Connolly. I was just beginning at that time to have a say about what went into the Observer [which was owned by his father, Viscount Astor]. I was trying to liven it up a bit, to make it more in touch with what was going on. I had asked Cyril for names of writers of politics, and he gave me only one: George Orwell. I’d only read his Lion and the Unicorn then, which I thought masterly. I remember our first meeting. It was in a restaurant near the BBC building. I didn’t know what he was supposed to look like, but there was this tall, slightly detached person standing there, and as soon as I walked in he came up to me and said, “Are you David Astor?” and began right off like that, as if he’d known you all his life, and you felt he had.’ They became good friends, and it was Astor who made arrangements for Orwell to be buried, as he had wished, in a country churchyard according to the rites of the Church of England (218–20). Orwell’s first contribution to The Observer was ‘India Next,’ published anonymously, 22 February 1942; see here.

2. This would be about Thursday–Saturday, 4–6 December 1941. When shown this letter in April 1985, David Astor could not remember whether this was when they first met or whether it was in 1942, as he says in Remembering Orwell.

892. Newsletters, News Reviews, and News Commentaries

1. Godfrey Kenton (1902–), actor, made his debut in 1922 and joined the BBC in October 1941; he returned to the stage in June 1944. He was not on the staff of the Indian Section.

2. Ministry of Information (Minitrue of Nineteen Eight-Four).

3. C.(Eur.S) is Controller European Services. C(N.C.) is not in the long list of official BBC abbreviations. C.(N.) is Controller, News; the second ‘C.’ may stand for ‘Circulation,’ for which it is sometimes used.

4. Figures for UK and German radios are from Asa Briggs, The History of Broadcasting in the United Kingdom, Vol. 3: The War of Words, Appendixes B and C. For his discussion of the BBC’s service to India, see 504–12. Other figures are from Encyclopaedia Britannica Book of the Year, 1942.

5. Something is crossed out after ‘genuinely’ and also at the start of the second paragraph.

893. Weekly News Review, [2?]

1. For the publication of Talking to India, edited by Orwell, see 2359. This is the first of ‘Five Specimens of Propaganda,’ after which title ‘Extract’ is printed in brackets.

2. The conference was held on 25 November 1941.

3. Denmark was not an original, nor a willing, member of the Anti-Comintern Pact, but was forced to accede at this conference, causing the Danish government-in-exile to break off relations with the home government. The Nanking government of occupied China also became a member, introduced by the Japanese.

894. BBC Talks Booking Form, 2.12.41

1. Orwell was on sick leave with bronchitis (recorded as from 1–22 December 1941). He may have returned on Monday, 22 December, because he wrote to Mulk Raj Anand on that day; see also here.

897. BBC Talks Booking Form, 10.12.41

1. Presumably because Orwell was sick, it was Bokhari who, on 16 October 1941, wrote to Mrs. Lall, wife of the Deputy High Commissioner for India, outlining what was required. His letter was very similar to Orwell’s to Zahra Taki; see here.

903. War Commentary, 3

1. In addition to this number of dead, the Germans announced 33,334 men missing and 572,000 wounded (2194 Days of War, 30 November 1941). By this time, Leningrad had been invested and the Germans were some twenty-five miles from Moscow.

2. Dr. Antonio de Oliveira Salazar (1889–1970), absolute ruler of Portugal, was, in addition to being premier from 1932 until he suffered a stroke in 1968, Minister of War, 1936–44, and Minister of Foreign Affairs, 1936–47. Portugal remained neutral throughout the war, but did allow Allied facilities in the Azores from 1943. By ‘allies’ there is probably an implied reference to England, Portugal’s oldest ally. They had signed treaties in 1642 and 1654.

3. Hideyoshi Toyotomi (1537–1598), Japanese ruler and general who completed the unification of Japan, attempted the conquest of China, and died after an unsuccessful invasion of Korea in 1597.

4. Tanaka (not Tamaka) Giichi (1863–1929) was created a baron in 1920 and appointed prime minister in 1927. The Tanaka (or Tonaka) Memorial, advocating an expansionist policy in China (1927), is now believed not to be his work although he pursued an aggressive economic policy towards China.

904. Z. A. Bokhari to J. Bahadur Singh

1. Orwell was away sick until Monday, 22, December, so Bokhari stepped in to complete Orwell’s arrangements with Bahadur Singh.

2. Oxford.

905. To Mulk Raj Anand

1. Mulk Raj Anand (1905–), novelist, short-story writer, essayist, and critic, was born in India, fought for the Republicans in the Spanish civil war, though he did not meet Orwell there and taught literature and philosophy to London County Council adult-education classes and wrote scripts and broadcast for the BBC, 1939–45. After the war he lectured in various Indian universities and was made professor of fine arts, University of Punjab, in 1963. He was awarded an International Peace Prize from the World Council of Peace in 1952. Orwell criticised a review of Anand’s The Sword and the Sickle by Ranjee Shahne in the Times Literary Supplement, 23 May 1942, and reviewed the book in Horizon, July 1942; see here and here. In a letter of 29 September 1983, Anand wrote this of Orwell: ‘In his life his voice was restrained. He talked in furtive whispers. Often he dismissed the ugly realities with cynical good humour. And I seldom saw him show anger on his face, though the two deep lines on his cheeks and the furrowed brow signified permanent despair. He smiled at tea time and he was a good companion in a pub. But he delivered his shafts in a very mellow voice, something peculiarly English deriving from the Cockney sense of humour.’ See Abha Sharma Rodrigues, ‘George Orwell, the BBC and India: A Critical Study’ (Edinburgh University, PhD, 1994); this analyses the relationship between Anand and Orwell.

2. See Orwell’s letter of 27 February 1942, see here, and talks booking form of 5.3.42, here. When Anand was invited to broadcast by Darling on 22 March 1941, he had declined. Orwell was able to overcome his doubts about the propriety of broadcasting for the British.

908. Review of Men and Politics by Louis Fischer

1. Now and Then was subtitled news of books and authors, published occasionally from 30 Bedford Square by Jonathan Cape. This issue was No. 70, War-time issue No. 7.

2. Eugene Lyons (1898–1985), American journalist and editor born in Russia, wrote many books on the U.S.S.R., including Assignment in Utopia (1937), in which the formula 2 + 2 = 5 appears prominently. Orwell reviewed it, 9 June 1938; see 451.

3. Dr. Juan Negrín was the Socialist Prime Minister of Spain during the civil war; see 560, 2.8.39, n. 3. William E. Borah (1865–1940), U.S. Senator from Idaho, 1891–1940, chairman of the Senate Foreign Relations Committee from 1924, was an opponent of the League of Nations and progressive legislation, but supporter of Roosevelt’s New Deal. Charles A. Lindbergh (1902–1974), who became a hero after making the first solo non-stop flight across the Atlantic in 1927, was active in opposing U.S. entanglement in World War II before the Japanese attack on Pearl Harbor, but later helped in the war effort and saw active duty in the Pacific. Maxim Litvinov was the Soviet Union’s Commissar of Foreign Affairs, 1930–39, and Ambassador to the United States, 1941–43; see 558, 26.7.39, n. 4. Cordell Hull (1871–1955), U.S. statesman, judge, 1903–07, member of Congress, 1907–21, 1923–31 and the Senate, 1931–33, Secretary of State, 1933–44, pursued enlightened foreign and economic policies which led to the award of the Nobel Peace Prize in 1945. Georges Bonnet (1889–1973), French Ambassador to the United States, 1937, Foreign Minister, 1938–39, wanted, in 1939, to repudiate the alliance with Poland. William C. Bullitt (1891–1967), U.S. diplomat, was the first U.S. Ambassador to the Soviet Union, 1933–36, Ambassador to France, 1936–41, and special assistant to the Secretary of the Navy, 1942.

909. To J. Chinna Durai

1. Bokhari had commissioned Durai in September; for his instructions on what was required, see here; see also here.

910. To A. R. Kerrell-Vaughan

1. See here.

2. Probably Nancy Parratt, Orwell’s secretary.

911. BBC Talks Booking Form, 29.12.41

1. On 23 September 1941, Bokhari signed a talks booking form commissioning J. Tahmankar to give a talk on the House of Commons in the series ‘How It Works.’ There, as here, the speaker’s address is given as The Press Room, Ministry of Information. Despite the different initials, the same person may be intended. D. V. Tahmankar was London editor for United Press of India.

1942

913. London Letter, 1 January 1942

1. Rajani Palme Dutt (1896–1974), author and journalist, was an executive member of the Communist Party from 1922. He edited the London Daily Worker, 1936–38, and wrote a number of political books from the Communist Party standpoint.

2. Lease-Lend, properly Lend–Lease, was an agreement passed by the U.S. Congress, and signed by President Roosevelt 11 March 1941, whereby arms and supplies on a vast scale were given to the Allies—about two-thirds to the British and, under a separate act, nearly a quarter to the U.S.S.R.—to forward the prosecution of the war. Of the $50.6 billion advanced, $7.8 billion was returned in cash and kind (often services for U.S. troops in host countries).

3. Sir Ernest Benn (1875–1954) was founder of Benn’s Sixpenny Library and Sixpenny Poets, and publisher of the Blue Guides (travel books). Among his own publications were Confessions of a Capitalist (1925), which espoused an ‘austere Victorian laisser–faire’ philosophy (DNB) and Governed to Death (a pamphlet, 1948). In August 1942 he had a main finger in drafting a manifesto on British liberty and three months later in founding the Society of Individualists.

4. In the September-October issue of Partisan Review (445–46), Gorham Munson (1896–1969) took issue with Orwell for seemingly linking Social Creditors and Fascists. Orwell should know, ‘through his association with the New English Weekly … that Social Creditors do not include themselves in the currency reform category; they are revolutionary, not reformist, in their social objective.’ Orwell had also omitted to say that the Duke of Bedford had been ‘publicly criticized and repudiated by the Social Credit Party of Great Britain on several occasions since the war began. … Like the Dean of Canterbury, the Duke of Bedford is a Social Credit renegade.’ Orwell’s response was printed immediately after Munson’s letter:The pro-Soviet sympathies of the Very Reverend Hewlett Johnson, Dean of Canterbury, 1931–63, led to his being nicknamed ‘The Red Dean.’ Among the books he wrote were, The Socialist Sixth of the World, Soviet Strength, and Christians and Communism. Despite his left-wing reputation, it was whilst he was Dean that T. S. Eliot’s play Murder in the Cathedral was given for the first time at Canterbury Cathedral (1935). See also 749, n. 3.

5. See ‘Pacifism and the War: A Controversy,’ September-October 1942, here, for responses by George Woodcock, Alex Comfort, and others, with particular reference to the persons named here. For the Duke of Bedford, see ns. 6 and 7 below. Alexander Comfort (1920–), poet, novelist, and medical biologist, was the author of No Such Liberty (1941), France and Other Poems (1941), The Almond Tree (1942), and a miracle play, Into Egypt (1942). His The Joy of Sex (1972) has sold over ten million copies. He edited Poetry Folios 1–10 with Peter Wells, 1942–46. Julian Symons (1912–1994), poet, novelist, and critic, compiled, for Penguin Books, An Anthology of War Poetry (1942). Many of his novels are detective stories. Hugh Ross Williamson (1901–1978) was a dramatist and critic. In 1946 Orwell contributed to Now, see 3104.

6. The title Marquess of Tavistock is given to the heirs to the Dukes of Bedford. This duke, the twelfth (1888–1953), succeeded to the title in 1940.

7. The Marquess of Tavistock had published in 1940 the account of his negotiations with the German Legation in Dublin, The Fate of a Peace Effort. An advertisement at the end of the forty-two-page pamphlet invited readers to buy copies for their friends at six for five shillings and offered leaflets with a summary of the German peace terms at 100 for a shilling. After he became Duke of Bedford, he published more pamphlets, including Why Blunder On? First Steps in an Emergency Programme to End War, Disease, and Poverty (February 1942), which argued that the war should be stopped, ‘not by surrender, but by a negotiated peace concluded on terms which give the world some prospect of freedom, justice, and economic stability.’ Chances of concluding a peace, he wrote, had been rejected ‘on the ground that Hitler cannot be trusted—a foolish reason’ (14). In another pamphlet, Propaganda for Proper Geese (late 1942), he wrote that the ‘three chief war propaganda agents in this country are the political speakers, the Press and the B.B.C.,’ which ‘in war-time are little more than the mouthpiece of the Government and the financiers’ (7, 9).

8. Pierre-Eugène Drieu la Rochelle (1893–1945), novelist, short-story writer, journalist, and essayist, oscillated between extreme positions artistically and politically. In his memoir La Comédie de Charleroi (1934) he questioned the purpose of war; in an autobiographical novel, Gilles (1939), and in other books and stories, he pilloried what he saw as the decline of France, especially its bourgoisie. In the 1930s he joined the French Nazi Party, the Parti Populaire Français. As editor during the Occupation, he turned Nouvelle Revue Française into a pro-Nazi journal. He committed suicide at the end of the war. His writing caught the spirit and sense of much that disturbed France and its people between the wars.

914. BBC Talks Booking Form, 1.1.42

1. A fee was not paid to staff members when they gave such broadcasts, so it would appear that Miss Chitale was not yet on the staff. For Venu Chitale, see here.

915. Weekly News Review, 4

1. On 1 January 1942, twenty-six nations signed the Declaration of the United Nations. This pledged them to continue a joint war effort and not to make a separate peace. The phrase ‘United Nations’ was coined by President Roosevelt in 1941. The Declaration stemmed from the Atlantic Charter, drafted by Roosevelt and Churchill (with Sumner Welles and Sir Alexander Cadogan) at sea off Newfoundland, and agreed by them on board the U.S. cruiser Augusta on 12 August 1941. See Churchill, The Second World War, 383–99; U.S.: The Grand Alliance, 433–50.

2. likely ] underlined in typescript, not an insertion

3.18 months ] not ‘ten months’ as in West

4. Hideki Tojo (1884–1948), lieutenant general (not admiral) and, from 16 October 1941 until the Japanese lost the Mariana Islands in 1944, Prime Minister of japan. He was hanged as a war criminal in 1948.

917. ‘Paper Is Precious’

1. Compare here, second full paragraph from the end: ‘The paper shortage seems to be favouring the appearance of very short books … and may possibly bring back the “long-short story.”’

2. when ] typed as where

3. As evidence of the need to save paper, the last three lines of the typescript were single-spaced, to avoid the need for a fresh sheet of paper.

918. Weekly News Review, 5

1. This paragraph is marked in the left-hand margin by an elongated square bracket—perhaps as a potential cut if timing required that.

2. It has to be remembered … freeze to death. ] square brackets added by hand at beginning and end of this passage; nothing crossed through—possibly a potential cut to save time

3. Great Britain & Soviet Russia … which guarantee] manuscript interlinear substitution for typescript’s which it aimes° at those people in various parts of the world who still have a lingering fear of Bolshevism. The peace aims of Britain and Soviet Russia are defined by the terms of the Atlantic Charter, which the Russian Government has accepted and which guarantees …

4. evicted ] evacuated

919. To Hsiao Ch’ien

1. Hsaio Ch’ien (1909–) was educated at an American mission school in China and then took a BA in journalism at Peking University. In the curriculum vitae he provided the BBC, 7 March 1942, he said, ‘I have done some teaching but fiction-writing has been my real job.’ He had published nine books in China. In 1942 his Etching of a Tormented Age appeared in England; see Orwell’s letter to him about this, here. He was literary editor of Takung Pao, 1935–39, and came to England in the autumn of 1939. At this time he was on the staff of the School of Oriental and African Studies, University of London. He returned to China in 1949 and for sixteen years experienced persecution and was sent to work as a farm labourer. His autobiography. Traveller Without a Map, translated by Jeffrey B. G. Kinkley, was published in 1990. In 1995, as Xiao Qian, his complete translation into Chinese of James Joyce’s Ulysses was published by the Yilin Press.

2. Contrast this request with the list of atrocities given in Orwell’s War-time Diary, see here, 11.6.42. Ch’ien spoke on ‘Japan and the New Order’ on 26 February 1942 see here for a favourable report from India on this broadcast and on Japanese-occupied China on 5 March 1942; see here and here.

923. Weekly News Review, 6

1. Mojaisk (also spelled Mozhaisk) fell to the Germans on 18 October 1941.

924. To Sirdar Iqbal ’Ali Shah

1. Iqbal ’Ali was recommended, with reservations, by A. E. H. Paxton, Near East Programme Organiser, Wood Norton, to John Pringle of the Home Talks Department. His memorandum of 5 November 1941 gives background information about the proposed broadcaster and some insight into the selection of speakers:

The Sirdar Iqbal ’Ali Shah writes talks for us from time to time. He does not speak Arabic at any rate sufficiently well to deliver his talks himself, and so they are translated and broadcast by our staff. His value to us lies in his name which has a distinguished Muslim sound and the fact that he is known among the intelligentsia in the Arabic-speaking world as the author of several books about Eastern potentates, but I believe his name carries little weight in India where he is regarded as a charlatan. However, I know that he broadcast a talk in the Hindustani service recently, so that it may be that he is not entirely without honour in his own country. He has travelled a great deal in Muslim countries and has recently written talks for us about his experiences in the Caucasus, Turkestan and more recently the Crimea. These annoyed our Axis rivals and stung them to reply.

His English is poor and his statements need careful checking, but if you bear this in mind he could probably do as good a talk for you as Norman Bentwich on Tuesday.

I think that is all I can tell you about the Sirdar, except that he looks like an Indian edition of George Arliss, and acts like the Old Man of the Sea if you come across him in Oxford. Oh! And incidentally, he is neither a Sirdar nor a Shah to the best of my belief.

‘Sirdar’ (Urdu), as a title, is equivalent to a military commander and ‘Shah’ (Persian) to king (but compare Mr. King in English). For Iqbal ’Ali’s sensitivity on how he was addressed, see here. George Arliss (1868–1946) was a stage and film actor popular on both sides of the Atlantic who wore a monocle. The American Academy of Motion Picture Arts and Sciences voted him best actor for 1929–30 for his leading role in Disraeli. The Sirdar’s name was variously spelt in correspondence, and the form reproduced here is that given on each occasion.

926. To Cedric Dover

1. Cedric Dover (1904–1951) was born in Calcutta and educated there and at the University of Edinburgh. He wrote books and articles, and gave as his special subjects: ‘Race, Colour & Social Problems, India, Hybrids & Negro America.’ See 633, n. 1.

927. ‘Money and Guns’

1. Goering, in a broadcast in 1936, said ‘Guns will make us powerful; butter will only make us fat,’ though he was probably paraphrasing Goebbels’s speech of 17 January 1936, in which he said, ‘We can do without butter, but … not without arms. One cannot shoot with butter but with guns.’

928. To Noel Sircar

1. Sircar sent the script for ‘Restaurants and Eating Houses’ to Orwell on 28 January; Orwell inscribed the covering note, ‘Rec[orded]. Fri. 20.2.42 4.45 B.5’ (B.5 was Studio B.5). See here.

930. To J. Chinna Durai

1. The script was that for ‘The Fate of Japan’; see here. Durai returned it with Orwell’s letter, writing a cheery note at its foot. R. W. Brock, of the India Section of the Ministry of Information, had seen this script in advance and wrote, 15 January, to Rushbrook Williams to urge its use, ‘subject to minor revisions necessitated by more recent developments.’ He went on, ‘Indian Press reactions are strongly adverse to Japan and it is clearly sound policy to sustain and stimulate this trend by every means.’ Rushbrook Williams asked Bokhari, 17 January, if anything could be made of this script. ‘If so, we shall please M of I as well as C[hinna] D[urai].’ The talk was broadcast on 21 January.

932. ‘British Rations and the Submarine War’

1. ‘claimed’ is heavily underlined in the typescript, perhaps by the speaker.

2. Germany’s ] the

933. To Sirdar Iqbal ’Ali Shah

1. On 29 January, the Sirdar wrote in the ‘most friendly light’ correcting the way Orwell had addressed him. He should, he said, be addressed as ‘Dear Sirdar’ or as Sirdar Ikbal° ’Ali Shah. When introduced at the microphone, he wished it pointed out that he was an author of almost fifty books published in Britain, and had international experience of matters and men; he was not any Tom, Dick or Harry who had been dragged up to the microphone. He concluded by inviting Orwell to lunch on the day of the broadcast, after which they could drive to Broadcasting House together.

2. This was the broadcast on ‘Democracy,’ 30 January.

3. This was the opening of a zawiah at Cardiff, at which, the Sirdar told A. E. H. Paxton, there would be great juloos (processions), with zikr prayers. The zawiyah (as it is more commonly spelt) was a mosque, which had been destroyed when Cardiff was bombed. Zikr (or dhikr) means, in Arabic, ‘reminding oneself and is applied to Islamic ritual prayer.

4. In his letter, the Sirdar took it as understood that he would begin a series of weekly talks, probably on 10 February, running for six weeks.

934. To Sir Hari Singh Gour

1. Sir Hari Singh Gour was booked to talk in the series ‘The Debate Continues’; see here. For his earlier talks, see here.

935. Weekly News Review, 7

1. An attack on Australia was felt at the time to be more than embarrassing. The Daily Mail, for example, on 22 January 1942, carried the headline ‘Australia Fears War “At Door,”’ over a report of a speech by the Australian Prime Minister John Curtin (1885–1945), in which he said: ‘Anybody in Australia who fails to perceive the immediate menace which these attacks [on New Guinea] constitute must be lost to all reality. … The peril is nearer, clearer, and deadlier than before.’ New Guinea was less than 150 miles from Australia, and, the report said, ‘it is feared … a major onslaught is about to be made on this great sprawling island, possibly as a preliminary to an invasion of Australia.’

2. Brazil broke off diplomatic relations with Japan on 28 January 1942 and declared war on Germany and Italy on 22 August 1942, and on Japan on 6June 1945. Mexico declared war on the Axis powers on 22 May 1942. Argentina broke off relations with Germany and Japan on 26 January 1944 and declared war on 27 March 1945. Chile declared war on Japan on 14 February 1945. A number of other South American countries had declared war on Japan, Germany, and Italy within a week of the Japanese attack on Pearl Harbor.

938. To Cedric Dover

1. Reynold’s News, founded 5 May 1850, was a popular, Socialist-inclined Sunday newspaper. It was amalgamated with the Sunday Citizen on 20 August 1944 and, under that name, ceased publication on 18 June 1967.

939. To Sirdar Iqbal ’Ali Shah

1. On ‘Democracy.’

940. ‘The Meaning of Sabotage’

1. war. The ] war, and the

2. such ] anywhere near the same

3. one ] we

943. BBC Talks Booking Form, 30. 1.42?

1.The question mark was added by hand.

2.Originally this booking form scheduled two talks; the second, ‘It Happened in Occupied China,’ was booked for transmission on 5.3.42 as No. 5 in the series. See here.

944. BBC Talks Booking Form, 30.1.42

1. A letter of 4 March 1942 from Rushbrook Williams’s secretary to A. H. Joyce, who represented the India Office on the Eastern Service Committee, shows some confusion over the dates of Sir Hari’s broadcasts. It omits one, 3 November 1941; gives that for 24 November as 23; and refers to five scripts being sent for the attention of L. S. Amery, Secretary of State for India, although six dates are listed. See also here.

946. Newsletter, 8

1. On 24 January 1942, four Japanese transports and an escort vessel were sunk; one U.S. destroyer was damaged (2194 Days of War).

2. The censor wrote in the margin here: ‘This is not strictly accurate. Two dissentients were Tellers. If “vote” be added it will be accurate.’ The word was added, probably in Orwell’s hand. The dissentient voter was James Maxton, leader of the ILP (West: Commentaries, 45, n. 51).

3. West: Commentaries erroneously marks the conclusion of the cut at this point (46).

947. To Lady Grigg

1.Lady Gertrude Grigg was the wife of the Secretary of State for War, Sir James Grigg (see here). She conducted a weekly programme, ‘Women Generally Speaking,’ and her influential social position made her difficult to manage. From time to time complaints surfaced in memoranda, and Laurence Brander, the Eastern Service Intelligence Officer, reported scathingly on her competence, but she was able to persuade a number of relatively important people to speak on her programme. For Orwell’s complaint about her and her husband, see 1788.

2. Mary Blackburn, Programme Assistant.

948. ‘Rudyard Kipling’

1. ‘Recessional,’ RKV, 328–29, was written after Queen Victoria’s Jubilee and published in The Times, 17 July 1897.

2. Hosts ] hosts Horizon, CrE (Critical Essays), DD (Dickens, Dali & Others)

3. London and Philadelphia, 1891. The U.S. edition has a happy ending. Kipling maintained in his Preface that the English edition is ‘as it was originally conceived and written.’

4. Patented by R. J. Gatling (1818–1903) in 1862, this was a crank-operated, ten-barrel antecedent of the single-barrel, automatic machine-gun. It saw service for fifty years. Orwell refers to ‘the old pre-machine-gun army’ later in his essay.

5. Although Singapore did not surrender until 15 February 1942, most of Malaya had already been over-run.

6. Strictly, a pedlar, but in the context applied derogatively to those working in commerce in India.

7. ‘Tommy,’ RKV, 398–99.

8. ‘The Islanders’ (1902), RKV, 301–04; Orwell has ‘and’ for ‘or’ and ‘goal’ for ‘goals.’

9. RKV, 477–78, which has this note: ‘The more notoriously incompetent commanders used to be sent to the town of Stellenbosch, which name presently became a verb.’ Kipling tells how the General ‘got ’is decorations thick’ and ‘The Staff’ ad D.S.O.’s till we was sick / An’ the soldier—’ad the work to do again!’

10. translating ] transplanting CrE; emendation by Orwell in DD

11. ‘“Follow Me ’Ome,”’ RKV, 446–47.

12. ‘The Sergeant’s Weddin’,’ RKV, 447–49.

13. Contrast Sir George Younghusband (1859–1953), ‘one of Kipling’s archetypal subalterns,’ quoted from his memoirs (1917) by Michael Edwardes in ‘Oh to Meet an Army Man: Kipling and the Soldiers’ in Rudyard Kipling, the Man, his Work and his World, edited by John Gross (1972, 44): ‘I myself had served for many years with soldiers, but had never heard the words or expressions that Rudyard Kipling’s soldiers used. Many a time did I ask my brother Officers whether they had heard them. No, never. But sure enough, a few years after, the soldiers thought, and talked, and expressed themselves exactly like Rudyard Kipling had taught them in his stories.… Rudyard Kipling made the modern soldier.’

14. From ‘For England’s Sake’ by W. E. Henley (1849–1903), who has ‘you’ for Orwell’s ‘thee.’ Kipling had ‘the greatest admiration for Henley’s verse and prose’ (Something of Myself— SoM hereafter—82), and it was Henley who encouraged Kipling by publishing his verse in The Scots Observer, beginning with ‘Danny Deever,’ 22 February 1890.

15. ‘Drums of the Fore and Aft’ in Wee Willie Winkie (Centenary Edition, 1969, 331). It occurs in a story that is a parallel to the poem ‘That Day’ (see n. 18) and concerns an occasion when, contrary to popular belief, British soldiers fled in terror. Kipling teases out why soldiers don’t follow ‘their officers into battle’ and why they refuse to respond to orders from ‘those who had no right to give them’ (330). The context of these words, which may be significant, is: ‘Armed with imperfect knowledge, cursed with the rudiments of an imagination, hampered by the intense selfishness of the lower classes, and unsupported by any regimental associations…’ It is not surprising, argues Kipling, that such soldiers falter before a native attack if surrounded only by similarly raw soldiers and if poorly and uncertainly led.

16. SoM, 56. Kipling continued by saying he endured ‘on account of Christian doctrine which lays down that “the wages of sin is death.” ’

17. He was, however, a close observer. See SoM, chapter VI, ‘South Africa,’ and his account of the (slightly ironically titled?) ‘Battle of Kari Siding’ (157–61).

18. ‘That Day,’ RKV, 437–38.

19. ‘The ’Eathen,’ RKV, 451–53. ‘They’ are the NCOs–‘the backbone of the Army is the Non-commissioned Man.’

20. Tennyson, ‘The Charge of the Light Brigade.’

21. Orwell’s footnote in CrE: ‘1945. Published in a volume of Collected Essays, The Wound and the Bow. (Seeker & Warburg.)’ DD gives the U.S. publisher and date: ‘Houghton Mifflin, 1941’ and omits ‘or is just about to publish.’ Orwell evidently let this stand.

22. turn ] term DD

23. Orwell probably refers to Karel Čapek (1890–1938), novelist and dramatist, whose play R.U.R. (1920) features Rossum’s Universal Robots and is usually thought to have introduced the word ‘robot’ into general use. However, according to William Harkins’s Karel Čapek (1962), it was Karel’s brother Josef (1887–1945) who introduced the word, in a story published in 1917. OED gives Czech robota—statute labour; robotnik—serf. Possibly forced labour aptly conveys the sense.

24. ‘East is East, and West is West’: ‘The Ballad of East and West’ (1899), RKV, 234–38. ‘The white man’s burden’: from the poem of that title (1899), RKV, 323–24, significantly subtitled ‘The United States and the Philippine Islands.’ The poem was first published in the United States, in McClure’s Magazine. The appeal was initially to Americans, to take responsibility for the less fortunate, to assume a colonial burden. ‘What do they know of England who only England know?’: ‘The English Flag’ (1891), RKV, 221–24; Kipling has ‘What should they know.… “The female of the species is more deadly than the male’: from a poem of that title (1911), RKV, 367–69. ‘Somewhere East of Suez’: ‘Mandalay,’ RKV, 418–20; Kipling has ‘somewheres.’ ‘Paying the Dane-geld’: ‘Dane-geld,’ RKV, 712–13.

25. ‘The Absent-Minded Beggar,’ RKV, 459–60. Published 31 October 1899 in the Daily Mail; with music composed by Sir Arthur Sullivan, it raised some £250,000 for servicemen and their dependents. Kipling refused to admit the poem to his collected verse for many years. See SoM, 150; Carrington, 363–64.

26. Orwell added this note to CrE: ‘1945. On the first page of his recent book, Adam and Eve, Mr. Middleton Murry quoted the well-known lines:

“There are nine and sixty ways

Of constructing tribal lays,

And every single one of them is right.”

He attributes these lines to Thackeray. This is probably what is known as a “Freudian error.” A civilised person would prefer not to quote Kipling—i.e. would prefer not to feel that it was Kipling who had expressed his thought for him.’

In all editions and reprints this footnote has been keyed to ‘Dane-geld,’ here, at the end of the second sentence below this note number. In the copy of DD Orwell annotated, he marked it to be keyed to ‘Germans’ (see headnote). Page proof of the first impression of CrE and DD has ‘nine and fifty,’ as does Murry; Kipling has ‘nine and sixty,’ (’In the Neolithic Age,’ 1895, RKV, 342–43). The first two lines should be printed as one; each word of the last line is connected by a long dash. Murry’s Adam and Eve: An Essay towards a New and Better Society was published in 1944.

‘Hun’ had been used derogatively for a German in the nineteenth century, but the immediate source of its twentieth-century usage was German: Kaiser Wilhelm II introduced the word when addressing his troops on 27 July 1900, in a much reported speech, just before they sailed for China. Kipling used the word in The Times, 22 December 1902: ‘the Goth and the shameless Hun’ (OED, Supplement, II, 1976). See here.

27. Tennyson, ‘The May-Queen.’

28. The poem concludes, in italic: ‘No doubt but ye are the People … / On your own heads, in your own hands, the sin and the saving lies!’ (RKV, 304). Kipling records in SoM that ‘after a few days’ newspaper correspondence’ these verses ‘were dismissed as violent, untimely and untrue’ (222).

29. RKV, 406–08 and 397–98.

30. ‘Mandalay’, RKV, 418–20, hyphenation and punctuation corrected.

31. Harriet Beecher Stowe (1811–1896), ardent abolitionist, was the author of Uncle Tom’s Cabin (1852), which brought her fame and aided the anti-slavery cause. She later started another storm, at home and in England, with her article ‘The True Story of Lady Byron’s Life.’

32. The authors of these poems are: Thomas Hood (‘The Bridge of Sighs’); Charles Kingsley (‘When all the world is young, lad’ from ‘Young and Old’); Alfred, Lord Tennyson (‘The Charge of the Light Brigade’); Charles Wolfe (‘The Burial of Sir John Moore after Corunna’); Leigh Hunt (‘Jenny kissed me’ from ‘Rondeau’); Sidney Dobell (‘Keith of Ravelston’ from ‘A Nuptial Eve’); and Mrs Hemans (‘Casabianca,’ which includes the line, ‘The boy stood on the burning deck’).

33. Arthur Hugh Clough (1819–1861) wrote no poem entitled ‘Endeavour.’ Churchill quoted the last two stanzas of his lyric ‘Say not the struggle naught availeth’ in his broadcast of 3 May 1941. The last line quoted was obviously directed at the United States, then providing much aid but still seven months away from becoming a combatant: ‘But westward, look, the land is bright’; see Churchill, The Second World War, III, 209–10; U.S.: The Grand Alliance, 237. It is possible that the title ‘Endeavour’ comes from a reprint of the poem in an anthology.

34. When it was published in 1942 and reprinted in 1946, this verse, the second from ‘The Winners’ (July 1888), was conflated with the first, so the penultimate line read ‘Down to Gehenna or up to the Throne’; in the first line, Orwell mistakenly had ‘bridle rein’; and the punctuation at the ends of lines 2, 3, and 4 was, respectively, a semi-colon, an exclamation mark, and a colon. When annotating his copy of DD, he changed the text to the form found here, which is as first published, as L’Envoi, to The Story of the Gadsbys (Allahabad, 1889). RKV, (530) introduced an exclamation mark at the end of line 3 and a full point at the end of line 4. Eliot did not include ‘The Winners’ in his selection. In the margin of the copy Orwell annotated is written, in black ink, ‘Get correct version’; this is crossed out in blue ink—the colour used to make the emendation.

35. ‘The God of the Copybook Headings’ (1919), RKV, 793–95. In the last line Kipling has them ‘with terror and slaughter return!’

949. ‘The Next Three Months’

1. Two Leaves and a Bud (1937); typescript has ‘Bird.’

2. Two schemes named after Ernest Bevin, Minister of Labour in the War Cabinet (see 763, n. 22), were devised during the war. Indian youths were selected for technical training in Britain, and, from December 1943, British youths (called Bevin Boys) were selected by ballot to work in coal mines instead of being conscripted into the armed forces. The Indian Bevin Boys frequently broadcast messages home over the Eastern Service network. On 28 August 1941, for example, three Bevin Boys broadcast messages in the Hindustani Service, and M. M. Beg (a fourth) spoke in Hindustani on ‘Working Conditions in England.’ On 22 August 1942, a programme was devoted to a fifth batch of Indian Bevin Boys.

950. To T. S. Eliot

1. A biographical note to the BBC pamphlet Landmarks in American Literature (see 3101) says of Eliot that he is ‘perhaps the best-known contemporary English poet. An American by birth, he now lives in England. His chief works are The Waste Land (1922), Murder in the Cathedral (a poetic drama, first performed in 1935), and Four Quartets (1945).’ The pamphlet, published in October 1946, was one of two that gathered together broadcasts on literature organized by Orwell for the BBC. The other, Books and Authors, was published on the same day, both by the Oxford University Press, Bombay. Eliot spoke on Edgar Allan Poe on 12 February 1943; see 1834.

952. To J. F. Horrabin

1. James Francis Horrabin (1884–1962) was staff artist for the Star and News Chronicle from 1911 until after World War II, provided graphics for TV, 1946–47, and had been a left-wing Labour Party M.P., 1929–31. He had a particular gift for representing historical processes in the form of maps and was much in demand as an educational illustrator. He also created the children’s strip-cartoon series featuring Japhet & Co. For approving comments from India on these talks, see here.

953. BBC Talks Booking Form, 3.2.42

1.Read (see 522, n. 1) replaced Lord David Cecil, who was ill. The BBC pamphlet Landmarks in American Literature (see 3101) says that ‘Read’ is ‘a poet and critic of art and letters. His works include English Prose Style (1928), The Meaning of Art (1931) and Art Now (1933). He is a director of a well-known firm of London publishers [Routledge & Sons].’

958. To P. Chatterjee

1. Chatterjee had suggested a second talk on the London County Council to show Indians, who were experiencing air-raids for the first time, how the LCC worked during air-raids. On the verso of his letter, Orwell wrote: ‘Tell him—yes, will he finish & send the talk but we cannot guarantee in advance to take it and we may not be able to use it immediately. We can record it if necessary.’ Thus, ‘Dictated by Eric Blair’ may often mean ‘written from notes’; Orwell seems frequently to have written out letters he ‘dictated.’ Nancy Parratt was presumably responsible for typing and despatching this letter.

959. To Cedric Dover

1. The manuscript draft written by Orwell on Dover’s reply, dated 4 February, gives this sentence as: ‘Yes, personal approach but not too personal, of course.’ The draft is not divided into paragraphs.

961. Weekly News Review, 9

1. Balikpapan had been taken by the Japanese on 24 January 1941. Despite Churchill’s statement that ‘we had succeeded in demolishing the … oil installations’ (The Second World War, III, 566; U.S.: The Grand Alliance, 639), the Japanese were able to use them and it proved necessary for American B-24s to bomb them, 13 August 1943 (2194 Days of War). Balikpapan was not recaptured (by the Australians) until July 1945 ‘in what proved to be the last amphibious operation of the war’ (Liddell Hart, History of the Second World War, 719; U.S.: 689).

964. To Empire Talks Manager, Norman Collins

1. Collins annotated this memorandum, asking Miss Parratt to arrange for him to see the scripts as early as possible and Mrs. W. Lawton (his secretary?) to inform the Empire Programme Executive and others.

966. To E. W. D. Boughen, Talks Bookings

1. The memorandum was annotated (by Miss Boughen?), ‘15gns & £1.6.4 fare,’ on 13 February. Miss Boughen made arrangements with Programme Accounts on 17 February for a cash advance to the Sirdar when he made the first visit to London, 19 February, to attend the ceremony: 5 guineas plus fare of 13s 2d = £5.18.2. No date had yet been arranged for the broadcast.

968. Meeting with Secretary of State for India

1. For the difficulty caused by Sir Malcolm Darling, see here.

970. Newsletter, 10

1. it is unlikely … much longer ] the situation in Singapore is precarious

2. One American expert … a year ] omitted

3. entails. Once they are ] is likely to entail. If they can get

4. islands ] Islands

5. round-about ] roundabout

6. over-run ] overrun

7. air-fields ] airfields

8. will ] are likely to

9. will ] are also likely to

10. will probably ] may

11. This is not … at its worst ] We have deliberately imagined the situation at its worst

12. un-varnished ] unvarnished

13. In this way ] If this were successful

14. The conclusion ] Their belief

15. Simultaneously the … parts ] Simultaneously, the eastward sea-routes of the British Empire will have been cut

16. worst that can happen ] strategic plan of the Axis powers

17. the Axis powers ] they

18. It ] But it

19. With the loss of Singapore ] If Singapore is lost

20. manpower ] man-power

21. useable ] usable

22. communication ] communications

23. K’ai-Shek ] Kai-shek

24. The allowance of soap was one tablet per person a month, with no additional allowance for hard-water areas, such as London. Miners were given additional soap at pit-head baths. Shaving-soap was not rationed but, like razor blades, not always available. See Nineteen Eighty-Four. ‘Party members were supposed not to go into ordinary shops … but the rule was not strictly kept, because there were various things such as shoelaces and razor blades which it was impossible to get hold of in any other way’ (CW, IX, 8).

972. To David Astor

1. The dating of this letter is difficult. It must be related to one of two articles by Orwell published anonymously: ‘India Next,’ 22 February 1942 (see here), or the first ‘Mood of the Moment,’ 8 March 1942; see here. The word ‘synopsis’ makes it seem more probable, if not certain, that he refers to the longer piece, ‘India Next,’ rather than the 300–word ‘Mood of the Moment.’ India is also suggested by the reference to a companion piece on China by Empson (but seen. 2). The reference to when The Observer goes to press suggests that the article was to appear soon; therefore this letter has been dated for the Monday immediately before Sunday, 22 February 1942. For Orwell’s response to Astor’s approach, see here. Ivor Brown was editor (see 1480, n. 2), but Astor recruited new contributors before taking over the editorship in 1948.

2. There are only five brief items on China in The Observer from 1 March to 30 June 1942, and no article that could be attributed to either Orwell or Empson. Astor recalled on 14 January 1991 that it was intended that Empson should write on China, but for some reason, now forgotten, he failed to do so.

974. To Arthur Calder-Marshall

1. Arthur Calder–Marshall (see here) was a prime mover of the manifesto ‘Why Not War Writers?’ (see here), published by Horizon in October 1941, so the errors in spelling his surname are probably the typist’s. He was at this time working for the Ministry of Information Films Division.

977. Z. A. Bokhari to Shridhar Telkar

1. This letter is indicative of Bokhari’s tone in running his section, especially when dealing with those junior to him.

978. Z. A. Bokhari to Shridhar Telkar

1. It is not known how much fresh work Orwell put into writing the English versions for the various vernacular newsletters. Laurence Brander, Intelligence Officer for the Indian Section, informed the editor on 6 August 1985 that his ‘guess would be that the scripts would be different.’ On 8 September 1985, he wrote: ‘The boasting about b’casting in so many Indian languages was propaganda for home consumption, I shd think; did more harm than good. Which Orwell could not know.’ see here.

980. Newsletter, 11

1. for ] because the Dutch administration in the East Indies has been excellent—and, crossed through, substitution handwritten

2. Twelve warships, including USS Peary, were sunk.

3. the ] an, substitution probably in Orwell’s hand

981. ‘India Next’

1. Orwell probably had in mind the sinking of the battleships Prince of Wales and Repulse on 10 December 1941; the surrender of Hong Kong, Christmas Day, 1941; and the fall of Singapore, 15 February 1942.

2. The last two sentences of this paragraph are closely related to the second and third sentences of the penultimate paragraph of Newsletter 10, 14 February 1942; see here.

982. BBC Talks Booking Form, 23.2.42

1. This was described on the talks booking form as ‘an “ice-box” talk,’ that is, a talk that could be slipped in when the scheduled talk could not be transmitted. Sircar had sent Orwell the script on 28 January; Orwell annotated his letter, ‘Rec. Fri: 20.2.42. 4.45 B.5’ (the studio used).

984. Additional Vernacular Newsletters

1. For the Hindustani version of Bengali and English Newsletters, see here.

985. Z. A. Bokhari to Shridhar Telkar

1. For Orwell’s comment on the writing of the newsletter in Marathi, see here.

986. BBC Talks Booking Form, 25.2.42

1. R. R. Desai, a postgraduate student at Cambridge whose department had been evacuated to Aberystwyth, had been approached by Bokhari on 18 November 1941 about doing some work for the Indian Section. He translated forty-two English versions by Orwell, recast two more, and travelled down from Aberystwyth each Sunday night to read them. Later he wrote the newsletters himself. PasB states that the translations were made by R. R. and H. L. Desai (who lived in London); see here. On 3 March, Bokhari asked Desai to return the Gujarati text because it had to be filed with Orwell’s English original. For the spelling of Gujarati, see here.

992. Newsletter, 12

1. The use of the word ‘Allies’ presented problems. There were doubts in Britain about describing Russia and China as Allies, because there were no treaties of alliance with either. However, ‘the Allies’ came to be used regularly in Britain in general speech, commentaries, and news bulletins to include both those countries. For the United States there were more serious difficulties in the use of ‘Ally.’ H. R. Cummings, Editorial Liaison Officer and Deputy Foreign Adviser to the BBC, explained in a memorandum of 25 February 1942, that ‘United Nations’ must be used when references included the United States: ‘There are traditional and constitutional difficulties which prevent the United States Government from regarding themselves as allied to any other Governments, and it was for this reason that President Roosevelt selected the term “United Nations.” Therefore the term “Ally” should not be specifically applied to the United States of America.’

2. will in the long run prove serious ] handwritten substitution for really matters

3. Clement Attlee transferred from Lord Privy Seal to Deputy Prime Minister and Secretary of State for Dominion Affairs; Sir Stafford Cripps replaced him as Lord Privy Seal and also became Leader of the House of Commons; Sir John Anderson was now Lord President of the Council; and Oliver Lyttleton was Minister of Production in place of Lord Beaverbrook (who had the title Minister of Supply). For Churchill’s account, see The Second World War, IV, 65– 80; U.S.: The Hinge of Fate, 74–91.

4. It can be taken for granted … foreign policy ] underlined, not crossed out

5. the subject of most earnest discussion ] handwritten substitution for about to undergo a great change

6. … remain—and ] … remain, and in typescript

993. To C. H. Waddington

1. Dr. Conrad Hal Waddington (1905–1975; CBE, 1958) was at this time Lecturer in Zoology and Embryology, Strangeways Research Laboratory, Cambridge, and from 1947 Buchanan Professor of Animal Genetics, University of Edinburgh. He undertook operational research for Coastal Command, RAF, 1942–45, and was Scientific Adviser to its C-in-C, 1944–45. His recent publications included Introduction to Modern Genetics (1939) and The Scientific Attitude (1941). He edited Science and Ethics, 1942. For his relationship with Professors J. D. Bernal and Joseph Needham in the Theoretical Biology Club, and for his reaction to Lysenko’s genetic theories, see Gary Werskey, The Visible Collage (1978), 206–07, 296–98.

994. BBC Talks Booking Form, 28.2.42

1. This talk was booked by Orwell but it may have been initiated by Venu Chitale. On 4 February 1942, she wrote to Erulkar ‘to confirm our conversation … when you promised to write a talk on the cinema for our series … “The Man in the Street.”

1000. To Stephen Spender

1. ‘Poetry in 1941,’ Horizon, February 1942.

1004. BBC Talks Booking Form, 5.3.42

1. After the fall of Poland, General Wladyslaw Sikorski (1881–1943) led the Polish government-in-exile, 1939–43, having been Prime Minister, 1922–23, and Minister of War, 1924–25. He asked the International Red Cross to investigate the massacre of Polish officers at Katyn (April 1940), which caused Stalin to break off Soviet-Polish diplomatic relations in 1943. Sikorski died in a plane crash near Gibraltar. For Orwell’s attempt to reveal the massacre of Polish prisoners, see 2919, n. 1.

1005. To J. D. Bernal

1. John Desmond Bernal (1901–1971) was Professor of Physics, University of London, 1938–63, and of Crystallography, 1963–68. Among his publications were The Social Function of Science (1939; revised, 1967), Disarmament (1952), Marx and Science (1952), Science in History (1954, in 4 vols.; revised, 1969). He was a Marxist. Orwell’s Editorial in Polemic, No. 3, May 1946 (see 2988), attacks him, for ‘in effect claiming that almost any moral standard can and should be scrapped when political expediency demands it,’ but in 1942 Orwell’s attitude to Bernal was unformed. Bernal was often referred to as ‘Sage,’ hence, Sage: A Life of J. D. Bernal by Maurice Goldsmith (1980). For those associated with Bernal whom he introduced to Orwell to give talks to India (among them, Needham, Crowther, Farrington), and for his links with Soviet Russia, see Gary Werskey, The Visible College (1978, specifically 267). Werskey devotes much attention to Bernal’s career, politics, and social thought, and quotes J. G. Crowther’s statement that British scientists considered Bernal to be the British scientist who had done most to win the war, a view confirmed by the award by the United States of its Medal of Freedom in 1945 (266).

1006. To Herbert Read

1. Read replied on 8 March saying he would gladly do a talk on ‘the younger poets.’ He also said, ‘I thought your Kipling essay excellent—by far the best thing that has been written on him.’

1007. To C. H. Waddington

1. The typed version is reproduced here. The draft omits the first sentence; other variants are given below.

2. by ] not later than in draft

3. if this date will be convenient to you ] as otherwise I shall have to arrange with someone else in draft

4. I shall get in touch … your fee ] I am not supposed to make any arrangements about payment, but you can take it that the BBC will pay you at about the usual rate in draft

5. Probably Nancy Parratt.

1008. BBC Talks Booking Form, 6.3.42

1. There is no doubt that the English version of this newsletter was written by Orwell, although the first four words of ‘English version written by E. Blair’ have been crossed out and ‘in conjunction with Mr H. L. Desai’ written above. This does not make sense; it was probably intended that those words should be added to ‘Translated & read by R. R. Desai.’

1009. BBC Talks Booking Form, 6.3.42

1. According to PasB, Telkar translated and Chitale read this newsletter. Only a minimum of information from talks booking forms for Marathi and Gujarati Newsletters for which Orwell is believed to have written the English originals is reproduced from here on.

1010. News Review, 13

1. The losses were mainly Allied. On 27 February, two Dutch cruisers, Java and De Ruyter, one Dutch destroyer, and two British were sunk and a British and an American cruiser damaged. On 1 March, the Australian cruiser Perth and the American cruiser Houston were sunk and also one British, two American, and two Dutch destroyers. The Japanese suffered relatively minor losses, and their invasion of Java was virtually unimpeded. See Winston Churchill, The Second World War, IV, 129–33; U.S.: The Hinge of Fate, 146–50. Weekly News Review 15 (see here) does admit that the Allies lost heavily in the sea battle off Java.

2. On 1 March 1942, the Second Corps of the German 16th Army was encircled southeast of Staraya Russa. After a month-long campaign, the encircled troops were united with the main German army on 21 April 1942. This is not mentioned in a newsletter.

1014. ‘The Re-discovery of Europe’

1. When I was a small boy … such-and-such a style of literature began.’] omitted from TL

2. quite a different person ] a quite different person B; TL

3. To illustrate what I mean … of its period. ] omitted

4. you know ] omitted

5. There were other literary tendencies … I’ve indicated. ] omitted

6. The basis of all Bernard Shaw’s … Fabian Society ] omitted

7. don’t any longer ] no longer TL, and again, later in the sentence

8. Now, one can best illustrate … a first example, ] omitted

9. This isn’t an unfair comparison … of his generation. ] omitted

10. man. Progress had finally ended in the biggest massacre in history, Science was something that created bombing planes and poisoned gas, civilised ] omitted from typescript for broadcast. Without these words the sentence does not make sense. Orwell probably jumped from the first use of ‘civilised man’ to the second when typing his draft. The passage is included in TL.

11. This time it isn’t a fair comparison … what they wrote about it ] omitted

12. onto ] on to TL, Ttl. The one-word spelling is used in the typescript and was preferred by Orwell in certain contexts.

13. of ] or Ttl

14. Joyce—an Irishman … childhood and boyhood. ] omitted

15. I have said already … indeed ] omitted

16. it’s ] the comparison is TL

17. Its money and security, the ring of battleships that separated it from Europe, have been too much for him. ] omitted

18. Jacintha Buddicom recalls from her and Orwell’s childhood: ‘We had in our house a copy of Wells’ Modern Utopia … which was so greatly fancied by Eric that it was eventually given to him’ (Eric and Us, 39).

19. Orwell reviewed this production of King John in 1941 in Time and Tide; see 832.

20. A lot that has happened in Germany since the rise of Hitler … a sort of super garden city. ] omitted

21. the ] omitted from Ttl

22. Probably Robert M. B. Nichols (1893–1944), who was a poet, novelist, and critic. He edited Anthology of War Poetry, 1914–1918 (1943) and contributed to newspapers and journals, including The Times, The Observer, The New Statesman, and The Yale Review.

23. Les Avariés by Eugène Brieux (1858–1932) was first performed in 1901. Its translation (with two other plays) was published in England with an introduction by Shaw. The play owes much to Ibsen’s Ghosts, but it is not without its own dramatic force.

24. The Navy League was an association formed at the end of the nineteenth century to campaign for greater public awareness and support for a strong British Navy as a ‘first line of defence.’ Its more vociferous supporters were called ‘navy-leaguers.’

1015. To Cedric Dover

1. Nancy Parratt.

1016. To Herbert Read

1. then ] when

1017. BBC Talks Booking Form, 10.3.42

1. Owing to ‘programme re-arrangements,’ Princess Indira did not give the broadcast on the 30th. She had visited the Houses of Parliament and written her script, and so was paid the full fee on the understanding that were the talk to be broadcast at a later date the sum paid would be taken into account ‘when fixing a further payment’ (letter from Programme Contracts Director, 1 April 1942).

2. Cancelled because the House did not sit (letter from Programme Contracts Director, 10 April 1942).

1018. To C. H. Waddington

1. Unidentified.

1019. Marathi Newsletter, 2

1. For the talks booking form for this talk, see here.

1020. To Hsiao Ch’ien

1. of] is

2. Probably, from the layout of the letter, Nancy Parratt.

1022. Weekly News Review, 14

1. Darwin was bombed by the Japanese on 21 March 1942.

2. Not really censored (as West suggests); the body of this paragraph provided the basis for the first paragraph of the next News Review.

3. On 1 March 1942, the German Chief of Staff, General Franz Halder, announced losses of 1,500,626 men: 202,257 killed; 725,642 wounded; 112,617 severely frostbitten; 46,511 missing; and 413,609 taken prisoner (2194 Days of War).

4. every day ] underlined in the typescript (not an insertion)

5. probable ] probably in typescript

1023. To Mulk Raj Anand

1. Telegrams were not usually dated. The date given here depends upon its reference to the first of Anand’s broadcasts.

1024. To C. H. Waddington

1. The source of this letter is a carbon copy; the addressee’s name has been overtyped so it is not clear, though that it is Waddington is plain from the name and address typed after the letter with the typist’s initials, NP, for Nancy Parratt. The top copy was, presumably, corrected. Similar carbon-copy blemishes are corrected silently elsewhere in this edition. A different typewriter, with a small typeface, which struck ‘m’ and ‘M’ very heavily, and ‘e’ and ‘E’ far too lightly, produced this letter.

2. By Nancy Parratt. Although absent when the letter was despatched, Orwell initialled the copy on his return.

1025. War-time Diary (continued)

1. Sir Stafford Cripps flew to India on 22 March, to arrange a compromise settlement with the Indian Congress Party, the party of Indian independence. He hoped to obtain Indian cooperation during the war and agreement to gradual transition to independence when it was over. Nehru and the Congress Party would accept nothing less than complete independence and the talks broke down on 10 April.

2. on ] by

3. know ] know something

4. See Marathi Newsletter, here, and Weekly News Review, here.

5. granted ] offered

6. phony ] phoney

7. Lord Beaverbrook (see 628, n. 11) had, under Churchill, been Minister of Aircraft Production, 1940–41, and Minister of Supply, 1941–42. His contribution was controversial but his boundless energy inspired confidence and the supply of planes increased. See Newsletter, 12, here.

8. in ] in all

9. at ] after

10. A member of the (women’s) Auxiliary Territorial Serivce, later WRAC—Women’s Royal Army Corps.

11. Orwell’s insertion in the manuscript version, which he placed within full square brackets.

12. ‘William Hickey’ wrote a social-diary column in the Daily Express for more than fifty years; it was edited by various journalists. At this time, its originator, Tom Driberg (1905–1976), a left-wing politician who later became a Labour M.P. (see 1931, n. 1), was its editor. Orwell added a handwrtten footnote to the typescript identifying ‘William Hickey’ as Tom Driberg.

1026. To Cedric Dover

1. Typed on the same machine as here.

1027. War-time Diary

1. notice ] followed by of the sound in manuscript, but crossed out

1029. To Cedric Dover

1. March 25th was intended.

1030. To R. U. Hingorani

1. R. U. Hingorani submitted a script on 22 March, from his address at 117a Harley Street, London, W.1. The letterhead has ‘From Mr. Hingorani,’ so he was, presumably, a consultant physician and/or surgeon. See here for Orwell’s reply.

1032. To C. H. Waddington

1. Illustrated by W. J. West in Orwell: The War Broadcasts, plate 20.

1042. To Hsiao Ch’ien

1. John Lehmann (see 312, n. 1) edited New Writing, 1936–39. It became, in turn, Folios of New Writing, 1940–41, Daylight, 1941, and New Writing and Daylight, 1942–46. He also edited Penguin New Writing, 1–40, 1940–50. Orwell contributed to New Writing and Folios of New Writing, and his ‘Shooting an Elephant,’ published in the former, was reprinted in the first number of Penguin New Writing.

1043. To Thomas Jones

1. Sir James Grigg (1890–1964; KCB) was Permanent Under-Secretary of State for War, 1939–42, and Secretary of State for War, 1942–45, replacing Captain the Rt. Hon. H. D. R. Margesson. He was not a member of the War Cabinet, but he had served as Finance Member on the Viceroy of India’s Council, and when Churchill set up the India Committee, 25 February 1942, to advise the War Cabinet (chaired by Clement Attlee, Deputy Prime Minister) on Indian affairs, he was included in its membership. Churchill wanted him to accept a peerage but this he declined. Lady Grigg was prominent in the organisation of ‘Women Generally Speaking,’ broadcast in the BBC’s Eastern Service; see here. See Winston Churchill, The Second World War, IV, 71–2; U.S.: The Hinge of Fate, 81–82.

1044. Weekly News Review, 15

1. whether ] in all probability

2. can … is not yet clear ] cannot; the letters not crossed out and is not yet clear written in after prevented

3. a firm foothold ] important successes

4. possible ] fairly easy

5. empty ] as in transcript, but it could be an error for enemy that occurred when the fair copy was made

6. See note to ‘In spite of their heavy losses,’ here.

7. attempt to invade ] handwritten substitution for succeed in invading

8. Almost the same passage was used in Marathi Newsletter, 3, 19 March 1942; see here.

9. He carries with him … of Britain ] A request has already come from the Burma Government in Mandalay that Sir Stafford shall, if possible, visit Burma in the course of his stay.

10. Orwell probably has in mind the battleships Scharnhorst and Gneisenau and the heavy cruiser Prinz Eugen, which had escaped from Brest to Norway through the English Channel with flotillas of destroyers and motor-torpedo–boats in mid-February 1942, suffering scarcely any damage from British air attacks. This was a serious blow to British esteem and is not mentioned in the newsletters. The Scharnhorst was sunk on 26 December 1943 while attacking a convoy to Russia. Little use was made of the other ships except to evacuate German troops at the end of the Russian campaign.

1045. BBC Talks Booking Form, 21.3.42

1. A note on the form states that ‘The other Gujerat,° Mr. H. L. Desai is still ill & will not be able to help.’ R. R. Desai continued alone from hereon.

1046. War-time Diary

1. For Harold Nicolson, critic, biographer, and M.P., see 565, 30.8.39, n. 1. Among his biographies were those of Tennyson, Byron, Swinburne, Lord Curzon, King George V, and Sainte-Beuve. For Alfred Duff Cooper, diplomat, biographer of Talleyrand and Earl Haig, see 628, n. 6. He had served briefly as War Cabinet representative in Singapore, and responsibility was partly, if hardly fairly, laid at his door for its fall. He was British representative with the French Committee of National Liberation in North Africa (headed by General de Gaulle), and for three years from September 1944 was British Ambassador in Paris. His autobiography is Old Men Forget (1953).

2. Manuscript originally had ‘chaotic,’ but this was crossed out and replaced by ‘inconsistent.’

3. to ] for

4. to ] for

5. New British Broadcasting Station broadcast propaganda in English from Germany. For Orwell’s description of its policy, see his ‘London Letter,’ 1 January 1942, here. W.J. West devotes a chapter of his Truth Betrayed (1987) to the New British Broadcasting Station. He also discusses two other German stations which broadcast to Britain, the Workers Challenge Station and the Christian Peace Movement [station]; he prints three of their broadcasts in an Appendix.

6. This was another station broadcasting propaganda in English from Germany.

7. Victor Serge (Kilbat chiche; 1890–1947), author and journalist, born in Brussels of exiled Russian intellectuals, was French by adoption. He was associated with the anarchist movement in Paris. After the Russian Revolution, he transferred his activities to Moscow, Leningrad, and Berlin (where he ran a newspaper, the Communist International). His close association with Trotsky led to his deportation to Siberia in 1933. After his release, he was Paris correspondent for the POUM during the Spanish civil war. In 1941 he settled in Mexico, where he died, impoverished. Among his many books are From Lenin to Stalin (1937; translated from French); Vie et mort de Trotsky (Paris, 1951), and Mémoires d’un révolutionnaire 1901–1941 (Paris, 1951; English translation, Memoirs of a Révolutionary, 1963). He wrote an introduction to Revolution et contre-révolution en Espagne by Joaquin Maurín (1896–1973) co-founder of the POUM (1937). See also 2899, n. 1.

8. in ] by

9. large ] great

10. armies ] army

11. think ] think that

12. stop ] prevent

1049. To Amabel Williams-Ellis

1. Mary Amabel Williams-Ellis (1894–1984), author and journalist, was literary editor of The Spectator, 1922–23. She wrote stories for children and books on popular science, women in war factories, and biography, among other subjects, and, with her husband, Clough Williams-Ellis, The Pleasures of Architecture. Clough Williams-Ellis (1883–1978; Kt., 1972), an architect and founder of Portmeirion, suggested sources of illustrations for The Road to Wigan Pier. Orwell probably met him in Victor Gollancz’s office to discuss this just a day or two before he left to fight in Spain; see CW, V, 228–29.

2. For the result of the meeting with Amabel Williams-Ellis, see Orwell’s letter to Lady Grigg, here.

1050. BBC Talks Booking Form, 24.3.42

1. Dr. Krishna Shivarao Shelvankar (1906–1996), Indian writer and journalist, was in England during the war as correspondent for Indian newspapers. His book The Problem of India (Penguin Special, 1940) was banned in India. This may have prompted Bokhari to write a private note to the Eastern Service Director on 24 March 1942: ‘I wish to put on record that I have nothing to do with Shelvankar’s talks. He was approached without my consent and his talks were invited without my agreement. Call me a die-hard if you like, but in my opinion the time has not come for us to make such advances towards the truculent damsel—“Miss Nationalism”.’ See Orwell’s War-time Diary, here, 27.3.42, and see here and his caution to E. M. Forster, here.

1051. To Cedric Dover

1. The ellipses are Orwell’s.

1057. To Gordon Childe

1. Vere Gordon Childe (1892–1957); Professor of Prehistoric Archaeology, University of Edinburgh, 1927–46; Professor of Prehistoric European Archaeology and Director of the Institute of Archaeology, University of London, 1946–56, was not only an outstanding scholar but a gifted populariser of his subject, notably through Man Makes Himself (1936) and What Happened in History (1942) though, paradoxically, he was ‘not a good teacher, and undergraduate audiences could make little of the mass of recondite learning which was presented to them’ (Stuart Piggott, DNB). He was a Marxist.

2. The original of this letter has no paragraph indents—perhaps CEH’s style (though she indents here and here). Presumably Nancy Parratt was ill or on leave. Her layout and initials reappear on 31 March; see here. Mary Blackburn typed here.

1058. To A. C. G. Egerton, F.R.S.

1. Alfred Charles Glyn Egerton (1886–1959; Kt., 1943) was, for seventeen years after World War 1, at the Clarendon Laboratory, Oxford, as Reader in Thermodynamics from 1921. He worked especially on fuel flammability for petrol and turbine engines. He became a member of the Advisory Council of the Department of Scientific and Industrial Research. During World War II, he undertook research for the services and was a member of the War Cabinet’s scientific advisory committee. In 1942 he reorganised the British Scientific Office in Washington, D.C.

2. The letter is annotated, ‘Phoning after Easter,’ but not in Orwell’s hand.

1059. To Joseph Needham

1. Joseph Needham (1900–1995) was Fellow of Gonville & Caius College, Cambridge, 1924–66; Master, 1966–76; Sir William Dunn Reader in Biochemistry, 1933–66; and Director of the Needham Research Institute (East Asian History of Science Library), Cambridge, from 1976. His many publications and outstanding achievements have been recognised by universities throughout the world. His recent books at the time Orwell wrote to him were Background to Modern Science (editor; 1938) and Biochemistry and Morphogenesis (1942). Since 1954 he has been publishing Science and Civilisation in China (7 volumes in 25 parts). He achieved distinction in widely different fields and is one of a small number of scholars elected a fellow of both the Royal Society (1941) and the British Academy (1971). See Gary Werskey, The Visible Academy, especially for his Marxism and his relationship with J. D. Bernal.

1060. To Reginald Reynolds

1. Reginald Reynolds (see 560, 2.8.39, n. 4), author of, among other books, White Sahibs in India: An Examination of British Rule in India (1937) and A Prison Anthology, with A.G. Stock (1938), was a Quaker and much influenced by Gandhi. He became a passionate advocate of freedom for India. In 1937 he supported the non-Communist Republicans in Spain. He was a brilliant speaker for the Independent Labour Party. A pacifist during World War II, he served in Civil Defence as a driver. He was one of those listed by Orwell in his contribution to ‘Pacifism and the War’ of 12 July 1942 (see here) as having been disregarded by George Woodcock in the latter’s disapproval of the broadcasts to India. He was joint editor with Orwell of British Pamphleteers (Vol. 1, 1948). His excellent autobiography, My Life and Crimes (1956) contains one of the best—and usually overlooked—accounts of Orwell, 211–15. He was married to the novelist Ethel Mannin (see 575).

2. Reynolds had experienced a week in Exeter Gaol in 1940 by the device of refusing to pay a fine of 7s 6d plus 9s 0d costs for riding a bicycle without a lamp on a clear moonlit night, incarceration Orwell had been unable to effect for the same purpose: to experience prison (see My Life and Crimes, 171ff). Cedric Dover had suggested to Reynolds that Orwell might be interested in a talk for India on prison literature. In his autobiography, Reynolds says he gave two such talks ‘in which I was allowed to get away with quotations from the prison writings of Gandhi and Nehru’ (214).

3. Reynolds’s Cleanliness and Godliness—a history of the water closet, written because, as he put it, ‘the best part of mankind went down the drain’ (My Life and Crimes, 186)—was published in 1943 and sold out almost immediately. This talk would include the use of sewage for land fertilisation.

1064. War-time Diary

1. Dr. Krishna S. Shelvankar; see here. Despite Orwell’s reference to him as ‘our fairly embittered enemy,’ he broadcast to India under Orwell’s aegis.

2. The Daily Mirror, a popular leftist daily newspaper, had been called to order by Churchill for taking what he called a defeatist line, that is, critical of the government’s handling of the war. After the debate in the House of Commons (see here), the affair fizzled out.

3. Aneurin (Nye) Bevan (see 565, 28.8.39, n. 11), Labour M.P., had been, for most of 1939, in conflict with his party and he was expelled for supporting Sir Stafford’s Cripps’s Popular Front campaign though his integrity was never in doubt. He edited Tribune, 1942–45 (a remarkable achievement for someone who could barely read when he left school at the age of thirteen), and gave Orwell support even when he disagreed with him. His great achievement was the creation of the National Health Service out of a variety of earlier proposals. His In Place of Fear (1952) sets out his philosophy.

4. Herbert Morrison (see 763, n. 28) was Home Secretary at this time. In the debate Orwell refers to, his subversive writings from World War I, when he was a conscientious objector, were also quoted (Hugh Cudlipp, Publish and Be Damned, 195–96).

5. This was the pseudonym of William Connor (1900–1967; Kt., 1966), a well-known radical journalist who wrote this personal column in the Daily Mirror. His English at War (April 1941) was the most popular of the Searchlight Books edited by T. R. Fyvel and Orwell; it was reprinted three times.

6. taken them ] taken

7. to ] &

8. Grigg was then Secretary of State for War. See here for an account of this memorandum and see here for Grigg.

9. This stemmed initially from Orwell’s article ‘Wells, Hitler and the World State,’ Horizon, August 1941 (see 837) and was further stimulated by his broadcast talk ‘The Re-discovery of Europe,’ about which Wells wrote to The Listener, see here. Inez Holden was present at a ‘God-awful row’ between Wells and Orwell arising from the Horizon article. Orwell thought Wells’s belief that the Germans might be defeated quite soon was a disservice to the general public; Wells accused Orwell of being defeatist, though he withdrew that. This outburst passed over reasonably amicably, but was revived when Orwell’s broadcast was printed in The Listener, leading to the abusive letter mentioned here. Holden wrote to Ian Angus, 21 May 1967, that Orwell very much regretted the Horizon article and was sorry he had upset Wells, whom he had always greatly admired. See also Crick, 427–31.

10. relations ] scored through in manuscript and representatives substituted

1065. Weekly News Review, 16

1. The Andaman Islands were occupied by the Japanese on 23 March 1942. The British and Gurkha garrison had been airlifted off by seaplanes almost a fortnight earlier.

2. The town of Toungoo was taken on 30 March, although the area was not abandoned to the Japanese by the Chinese 200th Division until 30 April.

3. Malta was desperate for supplies and suffered incessant air attacks. On 20 March, four merchant ships with 26,000 tons of supplies left Alexandria with an escort of four light cruisers and eleven destroyers in an attempt to reach the island. The Italian Navy, with much heavier ships, made two attacks. Good tactics, rather than firepower, held off the Italians, and little damage was sustained. The British Navy had insufficient fuel and could not refuel at Malta, so the merchant ships had to make the last part of the journey unescorted. One was sunk by air attack some fifty miles from Malta; the other three were sunk in the harbour. Only 5,000 tons of supplies were salvaged, and Malta waited three months before more got through. See Winston Churchill, The Second World War, IV, 266–67; U.S.: The Hinge of Fate, 297–98; and 2194 Days of War, 222 (which gives the force as three cruisers, one light cruiser, and seventeen destroyers).

4. The question of the Daily Mirror’s alleged irresponsibility centred on a cartoon by Philip Zec which showed a merchant seaman clinging to a life-raft in a rough sea; the caption read: ‘“The price of petrol has been increased by one penny.”—Official.’ This seemed to the government and its supporters in and out of Parliament to be unpatriotic, and the Mirror was savagely attacked by Herbert Morrison (Labour), Home Secretary, who called the cartoon ‘wicked.’ To others, the cartoon ‘was directed against the wasters of oil’ (Wilfrid Roberts, M.P.). The paper was not banned, and Hugh Cudlipp concludes his account of this dispute (Publish and Be Damned, 1953, 172–98) by stating that the debate ‘caused no loss in circulation, no drop in the price of the newspaper’s shares.’ It would not be unfair to say that Zec’s cartoon summarised Britain’s, and the Allies’, desperate straits in March 1942 and the frustrated passions they aroused. See also Orwell’s War-time Diary for 27.3.42, see here.

5. Manuel Luis Quezon (1878–1944), a leader of the movement for independence, had been commissioner for the Philippines in the U.S. Congress, 1909–16, President of the Philippine Senate, 1916–35, and first president of the Philippine Commonwealth, established under the auspices of the United States, 1935–44. When Japan occupied the Philippines, he was head of the government-in-exile in Australia, March-May 1942, then served on the Pacific War Council in the United States. He died before the date agreed for Philippine independence, 4 July 1946.

1068. To R. U. Hingorani

1. Hingorani sent in his script on 22 March. He said he had prepared it with the aim of trying to show ‘certain circles in India’ that Thailand’s co-operation with Japan should not be interpreted as ‘approval of the latter country.’ Orwell annotated the letter, ‘I.P.O. For censorship please E.A.B’ and ‘For 10.4.42’.

1069. To Joseph Needham

1. Intentionally or erroneously, the second talk was initially scheduled first. Orwell altered the order in the process of drafting his letter.

2. Crowther is incorrectly titled ‘Professor’; see here.

3. to do ] from you in draft

1075. War-time Diary

1. think ] think that

2. Cripps plan ] plan

3. but they ] but

4. wanted yesterday ] yesterday wanted

5. all the ] all

6. Homage to Catalonia, CW, VI, Appendix I, 208 and 209.

1077. To Director of Programmes, Edinburgh

1. Copies were sent to Miss Quade, Empire Executive, Glasgow; Empire Programmes Executive, London; and Miss Boughen, Talks Bookings, London.

2. This was, of course, before tape-recording was available. A system of recording on wire—for example, Wirek—shortly became available, though not for general use.

1079. BBC Talks Booking Form, 3.4.42

1. As frequently for the series ‘Through Eastern Eyes,’ the title ‘We Speak to India’ is preceded by ‘in my [Orwell’s] programme.’ Although here Bokhari participated as well as signed the booking form, this series was under Orwell’s direction.

2. Reader and later Professor of Linguistics, University of London, and a member of the BBC’s Eastern Service Committee; see here.

3. The second programme, 6, was not recorded, according to a letter from the Programme Contracts Director, 10 April 1942.

1080. War-time Diary

1. Subhas Chandra Bose (1897–1945) was an Indian nationalist leader and left-wing member of the Indian National Congress. Fiercely anti-British, he organised an Indian National Army to support the Japanese. This he led, unsuccessfully, against the British. He believed that when the INA faced Indian troops led by the British, the latter would not fight but be converted. ‘Instead, the revolutionary had reverted to his comfortable mercenary status. INA soldiers took to looting from local tribes’ (Mihir Bose, The Lost Hero, 236). His followers long believed him to be still alive (despite two Indian government inquiries), but it seems certain he died following a plane crash on 19 August 1945 (The Lost Hero, 251–52). See 2359, headnote for a reference to Orwell’s publication of one of Bose’s broadcasts from Berlin. See also here. Documents released by the War Office in November 1993 show that a substantial number of Indian prisoners of war defected to the Italians, the first 3,000 arriving in Italy in August 1942. A British Intelligence report stated, ‘We have by our policy towards India, bred up a new class of officer who may be loyal to India, and perhaps to Congress, but is not necessarily loyal to us’ (Daily Telegraph, 5 December 1993).

2. Frank Nathan Daniel Buchman (1878–1961), evangelist and propagandist, founded, in 1921, the Moral Re-Armament movement, also known, from its place of foundation, as the Oxford Group Movement, and sometimes as Buchmanism.

3. Mulk Raj Anand; see here. Typescript has ‘A’; manuscript has ‘Anand.’

4. A. ] him

5. V. K. Krishna Menon (1897–1974), Indian statesman, lawyer, author, and journalist, was then living in England. He was active in British left-wing politics and was spokesman of the Indian Congress Party in England in the struggle for independence. In 1947, when India had become independent, he was High Commissioner for India and he represented India at the United Nations, 1952–61. On 31 January 1943, he was one of six speakers at the ‘India Demonstration’ at the London Coliseum (Tribune, 29 January 1943, 20).

1081. News Review, 17

1. West: Broadcasts does not note the opening cut. This leads to his stating that New Delhi’s denial of the report of the Akyab landing broadcast by Tokyo ‘cannot have reached London by the time Orwell’s talk went out’ (72). Evidently news of the denial did become known to Orwell after the text of the broadcast had been typed, hence this deletion. The Japanese were to reach Akyab by land. The British abandoned it a month after this News Review was broadcast.

2. numerous ] enormous, handwritten substitution

3. Pandit … Mahatma ] Mr., handwritten substitutions (and twice more in the paragraph)

4. For Subhas Chandra Bose, see here and here. 5. Ras Bihari Bose (1880?–1945), no relation to Subhas, had worked for India’s independence since 1911. Held responsible for organising terrorist movements, he went, in 1915, to Japan. After the failure of Cripps’s mission, he was asked by the Japanese to make way for Subhas. He agreed, and on 17 April 1942 the Japanese Cabinet decided to use Subhas ‘to present policy’ (Mihir Bose, The Lost Hero, 191, 197–98, who spells the name Rash Behari Bose).

5. us in India ] Indian listeners, handwritten substitution. This alteration is a neat example of Orwell associating London with his audience in India.

6. excitable and adventurous ] politically ill-educated, handwritten substitution

1084. To K. K. Ardaschir

1. K. K. Ardaschir (1890–) was born in Bombay, the son of a Persian landowner. He became a journalist on the Westminster Gazette in 1910 and worked for several newspapers in Egypt and India; was the author of plays and books; fought in the First Balkan War, 1912–13; and became an officer in the Ottoman Imperial Guard. See Orwell’s letter to Mrs. Talbot Rice, here.

2. ‘The Sick Man’ was the description given by Tsar Nicholas in 1844 to the Ottoman Empire, said to be in decline then for some 250 years. Its revival would presumably have been attributed in the talk to the founder of modern Turkey, Kemal Atatürk (1880–1938), a general who abolished the Ottoman caliphate and ruled, and reformed, Turkey as its president, 1923–38.

1086. BBC Talks Booking Form, 7.4.42

1. Jack Common was a former Tyneside working-class man whom Orwell had met through The Adelphi. His books include The Freedom of the Streets: Essays on Political Subjects (1938), Kiddar’s Luck (1951), and The Ampersand (1954); he edited Seven Shifts (autobiographical essays by working men) (1938). See 95 and 295, n. 1. See also Jack Common’s Revolt Against ‘An Age of Plenty,’ edited by Huw Beynon and Colin Hutchinson (1980), which contains much of his fugitive writing. His memoir, ‘Orwell at Wallington,’ was published after Common’s death in Orwell Remembered, 139–43.

1091. BBC Talks Booking Form, 9.4.42

1. This talk was re-arranged for 12 May 1942 and a new booking form issued; see here.

1094. BBC Talks Booking Form, 9.4.42

1. Rebecca West (1892–1983; DBE, 1959), novelist, journalist, and essayist, was invited to read ‘from her recent book’—almost certainly Black Lamb and Grey Falcon: The Record of a Journey through Jugoslavia in 1937 (New York, 1941; London, 1942). She decided to speak instead on ‘Nationalism and Internationalism,’ according to a memorandum from Bokhari to the Empire Programme Executive and Talks Booking, 16 April 1942. Bokhari took the opportunity presented by the engagement of a distinguished writer to raise the question of the poor fees offered to speakers. It was agreed that the fee of eight guineas (usual for a talk of 12½–15 minutes) should stand, if she read from her book, but if she prepared a talk, she would be offered £12.12s. This led to the explanation that a higher scale had recently been adopted for European Service talks: 6¼–8½ minutes, 6 guineas; 8¾–11 minutes, 7gns.; 11¼–13¼ minutes, 8gns.; 13½–15 minutes, 9gns. These rates had not been suggested for the Indian/Empire Service because they would seriously affect their budget. Further, many talks to India were fifteen minutes, which would mean another guinea. Since there had been no complaints, it was proposed to stick to the existing scale: 7 ½–9¼ minutes, 6 guineas; 9½–12¼ minutes, 7gns.; 12½–15 minutes, 8gns. Comments were requested.

1095. To Director of Programmes, Edinburgh

1. Copies sent to Miss Quade, Empire Executive, Glasgow; and Empire Programmes Executive, London.

2. ‘yet’ is repeated.

1096. To E. M. Forster

1. Edward Morgan Forster (1879–1970) was described in a biographical note to the BBC pamphlet Books and Authors, 29 October 1946: ‘E. M. Forster, perhaps the greatest living English novelist, is particularly well known in India on account of his book A Passage to India (1924). He revisited India at the end of 1945 to attend the International PEN conference at Jaipur.’ See also 600, n. 48.

2. Double British Summer Time. Clocks were advanced two hours from Greenwich Mean Time during the ‘summer’ instead of the customary one hour, to make the best use of daylight and aid war production. Farmers were allowed to work to single summer time if they wished. In 1942 DBST ran from 4 April (one month earlier than in 1941) to 8 August (the same as 1941). Single Summer Time ran through the period August to April, that is, including winter.

1097. To M. Myat Tun

1. William Empson in Orwell Remembered (177–83) states, ‘I rather think we each had a brief period as Burmese Editor, but it was I who held that office during the fall of Burma.’ The records traced do not indicate that Orwell had any such formal responsibility. This inquiry and the arrangement for Myat Tun to talk about Moulmein (see here) seem to be the extent of his involvement with that section of the work.

2. Both words on this line have been written in by Orwell to correct what was originally typed ‘Mogoli—Mo-goali.’

3. For Orwell’s comments on the continued failure of announcers to pronounce Burmese names correctly, see ‘As I Please,’ 53, 5 January 1945, 2599.

1098. War-time Diary

1. On 5 April, the heavy cruisers Dorsetshire and Cornwall, the destroyer Tenedos, and the armed merchant-ship Hector were sunk by Japanese aircraft operating from carriers in the Indian Ocean. On 9 April (the day 64,000 Filipinos and 12,000 Americans surrendered at Bataan) the aircraft carrier Hermes and the destroyer Vampire were among a further group of ships sunk by the Japanese in the Indian Ocean, including 135,000 tons of merchant and troop ships.

2. Who dies if England live?’ comes from Kipling’s ‘For All We Have and Are’ (1914); it also has the line, ‘The Hun is at the gate!’ (For ‘Hun’ see here.) See also 604, n. 5.

1100. War-time Diary

1. Sir Stafford Cripps’s mission to India.

1102. Z. A. Bokhari to E. W. D. Boughen, Talks Booking

1. These Bevin Boys were technical trainees from India. The scheme took its name from the Minister of Labour, Ernest Bevin. It is to be distinguished from the later Bevin Boys scheme to conscript young men for the coal mines in Britain; see here.

2. Recorded Programmes Department.

3. Princess Indira’s name was sometimes given as ‘Indra,’ the Hindu god of the heavens and of rain.

1103. To E. M. Forster

1. In Forster’s letter of 13 April, responding to Orwell’s of the 10th, he said he believed that the BBC had ‘instituted an inquiry in India to find out what interested them’ and he wondered if this had borne fruit (West: Broadcasts, 187).

2. This was a Penguin Special published in 1940. For Bokhari’s attitude to Shelvankar, see here.

3. Ahmed Ali (b. 1906, 1908, or 1910) was a Pakistani writer and Professor of English in Bengal; Listener Research Director for BBC New Delhi, 1942–45; and worked for the government of Pakistan, 1949–60. He was co-editor of Indian Writing (London, 1940–45) and Tomorrow Bombay (India, 1942–44). Among his publications in English (he also published in Urdu) are the novels Twilight in Delhi (1940, 1967; see 623) and Ocean of Night (1964), which reflect on the Muslim heritage in India; and The Falcon and the Hunted Bird (1950), translations into English of classical Urdu poetry. A critical work, Mr Eliot’s Penny-World of Dreams, was published in 1941.

4. Ajit Mookerjee, ‘Kalighat Folk Painters,’ Horizon, June 1942.

1104. BBC Talks Booking Form, 15.4.42

1. There are four booking forms to cover these talks. From 20 April the time of day of the broadcast was changed slightly.

1105. News Review, 18

1. shortly ] today, substituted in Bokhari’s hand

2. may ] underlined in typescript, not an insertion

3. Fascist-ruled ] hyphenated in Talking to India, not so in typescript

4. pitting ] as typescript; Talking to India has putting

1106. War-time Diary

1. political party, and ] party etc., etc.

2. What a mess it all is ] included in typescript after misrepresented and followed by an ellipsis to indicate an omission

3. Thomas Henry (Tom) Wintringham, writer and soldier, had commanded the British Battalion of the International Brigade in the Spanish civil war. He later founded Osterley Park Training Centre for the Home Guard. His books include New Ways of War, Politics of Victory, and People’s War. See 721, n. 1. See David Fernbach, ‘Tom Wintringham and Socialist Defense Strategy’ History Workshop, 14 (1982), 63–91.

4. likewise ] substitution for so all the more, which is crossed out

5. same slogans ] same programme & slogans

6. Father Charles E. Coughlin (1891–1979), born and educated in Canada, became a Roman Catholic priest and achieved prominence through use of the radio in the United States in the 1930s. As early as 1934, when he founded the National Union for Social Justice, he argued that the United States was being manipulated by Britain into involvement in a new European war; ‘I raise my voice,’ he said, ‘to keep America out of war.’ Orwell refers to his magazine, Social Justice, in which he expressed near-Fascist views. Its circulation through the mail was forbidden in the United States because it contravened the Espionage Act. It ceased publication in 1942, the year Coughlin was silenced by his ecclesiastical superiors.

1107. ‘Mood of the Moment’

1. This was identified by David Astor as Orwell’s work. It was the seventh and last of the series ‘Mood of the Moment’; see here.

2. Sir Kingsley Wood (1881–1943), Minister of Health, 1935–38, Secretary of State for Air, 1938–40, Lord Privy Seal, 1940, had been Chancellor of the Exchequer since 1940. The tax on beer was increased by two (old) pence; whisky was increased in price by 4s 8d a bottle to £1.2.6; cigarettes were increased from 6½d to 9d (about 3½p) for ten; and the purchase tax on luxuries was doubled.

1108. War-time Diary

1. On 18 April 1942, sixteen B-25 bombers, led by Colonel James H. Doolittle, flew from the carrier Hornet and bombed Tokyo. The effect was psychological rather than military. Because the planes had insufficient fuel to make the return flight, they flew on to China. Bad weather forced several crash-landings; one plane landed near Vladivostok and the crew was interned; two landed in Japanese-held territory and some airmen were executed on 15 October 1942. Of the 80 crew members, 71 survived.

2. hid ] has

3. Eileen Blair.

4. seems ] appears

5. is ] is still; still crossed through in the blue-black ink Orwell used for manuscript emendations

6. and ] and with

1112. BBC Talks Booking Form, 23.4.42

1. Bhupen Mukerjee was apparently the first person to whom Orwell wrote after joining the BBC. See here for doubts about his technique as a broadcaster.

1115. ‘Birthdays of the Week’: Sir Stafford Cripps, Shakespeare, Hitler

1. Marius Goring (1912–), made his acting debut in 1927. He served in the army, 1940–41, then was on the staff of the Foreign Office, 1941–45, supervising BBC broadcasting to Germany in 1941.

1116. News Review, 19

1. not greatly changed ] slightly improved

2. reinforced ] originally followed by but their advance appears to have slowed down and in one section of the front the—the last eight words are x-ed through and the whole passage crossed out

3. last week ] originally followed by but Chinese troops have meanwhile recaptured the oil centre of Yenangyaung and at the plus 38 letters & spaces, all crossed out. The number of letters and spaces here and elsewhere is an estimate and represents the extent of obliterated words; centre is doubtful.

4. offset ] typescript also originally read offset

5. This was the Allies first air-raid on Japan; see here.

6. struggle ] theatre of war, one thing points to the fact that plus 31 letters & spaces crossed out

7. offensive? ] followed by in the plus 8 letters & spaces crossed out

8. this year ] followed by It may be significant, however, that Lord Beaverbrook, who is in the Cabinet plus 2 lines crossed out; Beaverbrook and Cabinet are uncertain. Beaverbrook had been appointed Minister of War Production on 4 February. Since rumours of a second front in Europe were rife, this probably has no firm basis, but on 14 April 1942 the Bolero Plan for the Allied invasion of Europe was accepted by the British government.

9. raids ] followed by which plus 24 letters & spaces crossed out

10. co-operating closely with ] delivering the country utterly over to. On 20 April 1942, Laval broadcast to the French people to the effect that a policy of ‘understanding and true reconciliation with Germany must be loyally carried out’ (2194 Days of War).

11. Germans ] followed by two lines crossed out

12. quickly ] perfectly clear in manuscript but quietly might have been intended

13. but he will have to go … French shipping ] substituted for 6½ lines crossed out

14. South Africa ] followed by 33 letters & spaces crossed out

15. Jan Christiaan Smuts (1870–1950) was a South African soldier and statesman. Though a Boer, he was, with Louis Botha, instrumental in the creation of the Union of South Africa, 1910. He believed in the co-operation of Boers and British. He signed the Treaty of Versailles, 1918, and was South African Prime Minister, 1919–24 and during World War II. He was highly regarded by Winston Churchill and the British in general.

16. endeavour to place ] substituted for 44 letters & spaces crossed out

17. at the disposal of the Axis ] substituted for 86 letters & spaces crossed out

18. at the bidding of the Germans ] substituted for 36 letters & spaces crossed out

19. Jacques Doriot (1898–1945), originally a Communist, was expelled from the party as a Trotskyist in 1934. He formed the Parti Populaire Français in 1936 and collaborated with the German occupying power during the war. He became intensely hated in France and fled to Germany toward the end of the war. He was killed when his car was straffed by Allied planes. See the review of Jean-Paul Brunet’s Jacques Doriot: Du Communisme au Fascisme (Paris, 1986) by R. W. Johnson, London Review of Books, 9 October 1986.

1117. To J. G. Crowther

1. James Gerald Crowther (1899–) was Manchester Guardian science correspondent, prolific writer on scientific subjects, and an effective populariser of science. His books include An Outline of the Universe (1931) and Science and Life (1938) and he contributed to the Penguin Special Science and the World Order (1942). With R. Whiddington, he wrote an official war history, Science at War (1948). See his Fifty Years with Science (1970) and Gary Werskey, The Visible College (1978), especially 148–53, for his links with the left. The topic offered him was particularly appropriate; his Industry and Education in Soviet Russia was published in 1932 and Soviet Science in 1936. He became secretary of the World Federation of Scientific Workers (founded in 1946), described by Werskey as ‘a progressive “front” organization dedicated to world peace’ (277), with which Bernal was closely associated. After the war he was President of the British Peace Committee Executive, described by the Prime Minister, Clement Attlee, as ‘bogus,’ and Crowther of being, if not a Communist, a fellow-traveller, which Crowther denied. See also here.

1118. To V. K. Narayana Menon

1. Vatakke Kurnpath Narayana Menon (1911–), was the author of The Development of William Butler Yeats (1942), reviewed by Orwell in Horizon (see 1791) and Time and Tide (see 2017). He arranged Indian music (with S. Sinha) at the ‘India Demonstration’ on 31 January 1943 at the London Coliseum.

2. Menon wrote to Orwell (as ‘Blaire’) on 21 April asking to change the topic of his talk and saying that on 9 June he would speak on the poet Edwin Muir. The letter is date-stamped 22 APR 1942, and Orwell drafted the reply above on the verso. The draft includes the spelling ‘gramaphone’ and concludes ‘any musical interludes, should take 13½ minutes.’

1119. War-time Diary

1. making a] making

2. According to ] According in typescript

3. is ] underlined in manuscript

4. Bose ] Bhose

5. Bose escaped from India, with German help, via Afghanistan, in the winter of 1940–41. When he reached Moscow, the Russians ‘were extremely hospitable but determinedly evasive about helping him. In Berlin the Germans were more receptive’ (Mihir Bose, The Lost Hero, 162). He was in Germany until 8 February 1943, when he sailed from Kiel in a U-boat (205). See also here.

6. can ] repeated in typescript

1122. To E. M. Forster

1. On Bengali folk painting; see here, n. 4.

1123. To Reginald Reynolds

1. Reynolds had edited A Prison Anthology with A. G. Stock (1938); see here.

2. Sir Roger Casement (1864–1916) had served as British Consul in Africa and South America and had brought to light evidence of serious malpractice by colonial rulers. Conrad’s Heart of Darkness owes something to his work. After adopting the Irish nationalist cause, Casement had sought German support during World War I. He was executed as a traitor.

3. Ethel Mannin (see 575) and Reynolds had been married since 1938.

1124. War-time Diary

1. stop fighting ] be out of the war originally writen in manuscript, crossed out and stop fighting substituted

2. about the ] about

3. such as Fascists or pacifists ] interlinear insertion in Orwell’s hand in typescript. It appears in the manuscript and was evidently omitted when the typescript was prepared.

4. interests ] interests & sympathies

1125. To K. K. Ardaschir

1. Tamara Talbot Rice (1904–1993), writer and art historian, was born Tamara Abelson, daughter of a senior official in the Tsar’s Treasury. The family moved to England between 1919 and 1921. In 1927 she married David Talbot Rice, Professor of the History of Fine Art at Edinburgh University from 1934, and spent much time with him abroad on archeological digs. She was a close friend of Evelyn Waugh and one of the ‘Brideshead Revisited Circle.’ During the war she worked for the Ministry of Information, speaking on Turkish affairs. Her books include The Seljuks in Asia Minor (1961) and Everyday Life in Byzantium (1967).

2. Kemal Atatürk; see here,.

1127. BBC Talks Booking Form, 29.4.42

1. Doulat Nanavati, a musician, was interviewed by Bokhari and Scott Goddard on 29 August 1941. She wrote to Bokhari on 19 September, thanking him for helping her with her audition and suggesting she give a talk on music because it would be liked by ‘people at home.’

2. Moura Lympany (1916–; CBE, 1979), concert pianist, made her debut in 1929 and took second prize in the Ysaye International Pianoforte Competition in Brussels in 1938. She was made a fellow of the Royal Academy of Music in 1948.

1128. BBC Talks Booking Form, 29.4.42

1. This talk had been scheduled earlier and postponed; see here.

1130. War-time Diary

1. The chamber of the House of Commons was severely damaged in an air raid on 10 May 1941. The Commons sat in the Lords’ chamber, which had been only slightly damaged. The Lords sat in their robing room.

2. The manuscript has the accent; the typescript does not. If either text is so marked, the accent is silently supplied.

1131. [Weekly News Review, 20]

1. So spelt and annotated in Urdu to give its pronounciation—indicative of how strange the word would be for many listeners to this broadcast.

2. May Day was inaugurated at a meeting of the Second Socialist International, Paris, 1889.

3. The words ‘twenty-four years … celebrated’ were first typed after ‘and economically. For,’ perhaps caused by an eye skipping to the second ‘For,’ almost certainly indicating the process of copying, in this instance, the production of a fair copy from a (much-amended?) draft.

1133. To Miss E. W. D. Boughen, Talks Bookings

1. An annotation, not in Orwell’s hand, notes: ‘recording alterations 3 gns.’

1135. To J. D. Bernal

1. The name J. G. Crowther was first typed, then Needham’s name typed in its place. The carbon shows the names one on top of the other, only the top copy presumably having Crowther’s name erased.

1136. To Reginald Reynolds

1. This was not, presumably, the talk on prison literature—on which talks were broadcast on 12 and 19 June 1942; see here. Reynolds perhaps discussed the implications of the imprisonment of nationalist leaders in India. A Quaker, he was much influenced by Gandhi and was a keen advocate of Indian independence.

1138. BBC Talks Booking Form, 6.5.42

1. A new series of talks booking forms, dated 24 February 1942, now came into use. They were redesigned, but in practice were precisely equivalent to the earlier forms.

1141. War-time Diary

1. Allied forces landed at Diégo-Suarez, Madagascar, on 5 May and by September had taken over the island, strategically important in the light of naval losses in the Indian Ocean; here,). It had supported the Vichy government under Pétain.

2. It was rumoured that the Germans would move east from Crete in June 1941. Allied forces therefore invaded Syria, wresting it from Vichy French troops; see 809, 3.6.41 and ns. 2, 3.

3. The original Thomas Rainsborough, or Rainborow, was a republican who fought for the Commonwealth in the Civil War. He commanded the warship Swallow in 1643 and two years later a regiment in the New Model Army. In 1646 he became an M.P. and led republicans in Parliament but was eventually reconciled with Cromwell. He was fatally wounded in battle in 1648. The name was adopted in Tribune to exemplify extreme radical, Leveller-type views; see here. The pseudonym was being used by Frank Owen; see n. 4.

4. Frank Owen (1905–1979; OBE, military), journalist, author, and broadcaster, was a Liberal M.P., 1929–31; edited the Daily Express, 1931–37 and the Evening Standard, 1938–41 (both right-wing Beaverbrook newspapers). With Michael Foot (acting editor, Evening Standard, 1942; later, Deputy Leader and Leader of the Labour Party, 1976–83) and Peter Howard, he wrote Guilty Men (Gollancz 1940), under the pseudonym Cato, which attacked Chamberlain, Halifax, and other Conservative leaders for appeasing Hitler. In Beaverbrook: A Study in Power and Frustration (1956), Tom Driberg writes of Owen, ‘who had lately been called up but was writing in Tribune, under the pseudonym Thomas Rainsborough, articles severely critical of Churchill and his war strategy’ (287). He served in the Royal Armoured Corps and South East Asia Command, 1942–46, and was promoted from trooper to lieutenant colonel by Lord Louis Mountbatten with instructions to produce a daily paper for the command from 1943 despite the strenuous opposition of Sir James Grigg. He reprinted in SEAC seven of the occasional pieces Orwell wrote for the Evening Standard, 1945–46. He edited the Daily Mail, 1947–50, and wrote, among other books, The Three Dictators (1940) and The Fall of Singapore (1960).

1142. To J. B. S. Haldane

1. John Burdon Sanderson Haldane (1892–1964), geneticist and physiologist with a gift for popularising science, was Professor of Genetics, University of London, 1933–37; Professor of Biometry, University College London, 1937–57. He was a Marxist and a regular contributor to the Daily Worker. During the Spanish civil war he advised the Spanish government on precautions against air attack; this led to his book ARP (1938). In 1925 he had published Callinicus: A Defence of Chemical Warfare. His major works include Animal Biology (with Julian Huxley) (1927), Science and Ethics (1928), The Causes of Evolution (1932), Heredity and Politics (1938), The Marxist Philosophy and the Sciences (1938), Science in Peace and War (1940), New Paths in Genetics (1941), A Banned Broadcast and Other Essays 1946 Science and Indian Culture (1965). Following the rise of T. D. Lysenko, the now discredited Soviet biologist, he resigned from the Communist Party, which he had joined in 1942. He spoke at the India Demonstration at the London Coliseum Theatre, 31 January 1943, and in protest at British policy towards India, emigrated to that country in 1957 and took Indian citizenship. He directed India’s Genetics and Biometry Laboratory at Orissa, and died in India. For an account of his life, career, political attitudes, and social thought, in particular his relations with J. D. Bernal and Joseph Needham, see Gary Werskey, The Visible College (1978). For Orwell’s interest in J. R. Baker, Haldane’s collaborator on Biology in Everyday Life (1933), see 2955.

1145. Laurence Brander’s Reports from India on ‘Through Eastern Eyes’

1. J. H. Davenport has not been identified. His name does not appear on the Staff List for 21 August 1943 (Issue 2). A Mr. Davenport (no initials given) attended Eastern Service meetings from September 1942 to January 1943 as a representative of the BBC. He reported under the subject heading ‘Publicity.’

1146. London Letter, 8 May 1942

1. The article was given this title by the staff of Partisan Review, as Orwell notes in his London Letter for March–April 1943; see 1797. When published, it was given five subheadings, almost certainly by PR; they have therefore been omitted.

2. Lord Louis Mountbatten (1900–1979), son of Prince Louis Francis of Battenberg, who relinquished that title in 1917 and assumed the surname Mountbatten, had already achieved fame in command of HMS Kelly, in 1939, and later in command of the aircraft carrier Illustrious. He was Commodore and then Chief of Combined Operations, 1941–43; Supreme Allied Commander, Southeast Asia, 1943–46; March to August 1947 the last Viceroy of India; Governor-General of India after partition, August 1947–June 1948. He and members of his family were murdered by the Irish Republican Army in August 1979.

3. Independent Labour Party, of which Orwell had been a member from June 1938 until he resigned shortly after the outbreak of war.

4. The battle-cruisers Scharnhorst and Gneisenau, with the heavy cruiser Prinz Eugen, sailed from Brest on 11 February 1942, passed through the Channel, and reached Wilhelmshaven two days later. Despite being warned in advance of their departure by the French Resistance, and notwithstanding individually courageous attempts, the navy and RAF failed to sink them, though Gneisenau was damaged. The RAF lost 42 aircraft; the navy, 6 slow Swordfish torpedo-planes. The effect on the public was dismay and anger.

5. omitted ] set as admitted

6. The ‘National Loaf,’ for economy and health reasons, was darker than the standard white loaf. It was off-white, and never very popular. No more white bread could be sold after 6 April.

1148. To Diana Wong

1. Diana Wong, actress, spoke on ‘My Escape from France.’ She later married Roy Plomley (1914–1985), who in 1941 had initiated what proved to be the longest-running series presented by the same broadcaster, ‘Desert Island Discs.’

1149. War-time Diary

1. Fredric Warburg, managing director of Seceker & Warburg; see 375, n. 1.

2. The Battle of the Coral Sea, 4–8 May, was the first naval engagement fought entirely by aircraft, the ships involved never coming into each other’s sight. The Americans lost the aircraft carrier Lexington, a tanker, a destroyer, 74 planes, and 543 men; the Japanese lost the light carrier Shoho, a destroyer, more than 80 planes and more than 1,000 men. (Liddell Hart, History of the Second World War, 361–63; U.S.: 346–49.) See also here.

3. Entry in parentheses, dated 30 May, was added by Orwell to the manuscript version only.

1150. Weekly News Review, 21

1. The Battle of the Coral Sea was the first combined air and naval battle. Winston Churchill, in The Second World War, IV, 215–21; U.S.: The Hinge of Fate, 245, gives aircraft losses, assessed after the war, as American, 33, Japanese, 43; 2194 Days of War gives losses as American, 66, Japanese, ‘about 70’ (237), but see here. Despite suffering heavier losses, the Americans succeeded in forcing the Japanese to put off landing at Port Moresby, New Guinea. In the longer term, the Battle of the Coral Sea probably made it impossible for the Japanese to land on the Australian mainland.

1151. Review of The Wound and the Bow by Edmund Wilson

1. The printed text has ‘But this side is the best essay’—presumably a compositor’s error.

1153. To Hsiao Ch’ien

1. For Orwell’s instructions to Ch’ien for this talk and a second, on Japanese-occupied China, see here.

2. There is no further correspondence between Orwell and Ch’ien and no talks booking form has been traced for this talk.

1154. To J. F. Horrabin

1. For Orwell’s letter to Horrabin about these talks, see here. The title for the series of four talks was ‘The World Is Round’; see here.

1160. To Mulk Raj Anand

1. Frederick Collett, of the Army Educational Corps, was the fifth name provided by Anand in a letter of 11 May 1942 (reproduced in West, Broadcasts, 193–94). He and the sixth person, Dr. L. Haden Guest, Labour M.P. for Islington, had not confirmed acceptance of the invitation to broadcast. The first four people were George Bishop, actor and civil servant then lecturing on anti-gas decontamination (see here); Albert Edward Manderson, a chimney-sweep and iconoclastic ‘Natural philosopher’; lan Jay Bell, playwright and fire-watcher (for fire-bomb attacks), who had worked on the Moscow Daily News; and the writer Inez Holden, a friend of Orwell’s, then working in a factory (see here).

On 22 June 1942, Orwell was sent a letter by Major R. S. P. Mackarness, BBC War Office Liaison Officer, 213 Egton House, regarding Sergeant Collett’s contribution to Anand’s series ‘Meet My Friend,’ saying:

As I explained to you on the telephone, the India Office does not like the underlying tone of this script and believes that the suggestion that Anglo-Indians look upon this country as an alien land in any real sense of the term is untrue. In the second place, the India Office feels that it is most undesirable that a broadcast of this kind should contain what would undoubtedly be interpreted by the Anglo-Indian community in India as propaganda designed to suggest that they have no special place as a minority, and that they should forget that they have English blood in their veins.

This may be putting it strongly, but that the Anglo-Indians have a very special conception of their position in the political and economic life of India is beyond question, and the India Office believes that real offence might be given by this broadcast to listeners among that community.

The War Office considers that it is most undesirable for a sergeant in His Majesty’s Forces to broadcast this kind of thing.

In the circumstances, would you be good enough, if it is not both[er]ing you too much, to let me know what you decide to do with this script?”

This broadcast was to be transmitted on 24.6.42, but PasB does not include any reference to the programme ‘Meet My Friend’ in the schedules for that day. Mackarness’s intervention seems to have been effective.

1161. To Narayana Menon

1. By William Walton (1939).

1163. BBC Talks Booking Form, 14.5.42

1. On 18 May 1942, J. G. Crowther, author of many books on the history of science and popular science, provided notes about himself for Orwell: he was born in 1899; had been a scientific correspondent to the Manchester Guardian, lecturer on the history of science at Harvard, and adviser to the USSR’s Director of Higher Technical Education in 1930. See also here.

1165. BBC Talks Booking Form, 14.5.42

1. Leslie Haden Haden-Guest (1877–1960; 1st Baron Haden-Guest, 1950), author, journalist, physician, and politician, served in the South African and 1914–18 wars. He was a Labour M.P., 1923–27 and 1937–50, and was on the parliamentary committee for the Evacuation of the Civil Population in 1938.

1167. BBC Talks Booking Form, 14.5.42

1. See here.

1170. To C. D. Darlington

1. Cyril Dean Darlington (1903–1981), a specialist on plant breeding, genetics, and chromosomes, was Director of the John Innes Horticultural Institution, 1939–53; Professor of Botany, University of Oxford, and Keeper, Oxford Botanic Garden, 1953–71; President, Rationalist Press Association, 1948. In addition to his specialist studies, he wrote The Conflict of Science and Society (a Conway Memorial Lecture, 1948), The Facts of Life (1953), and The Place of Botany in the Life of a University (1954). Although associated with J. D. Bernal (see here) and J. G. Crowther (see here) in the London-based dining club Tots and Quots, he was an anti-communist; see Gary Werskey, The Visible College, 263, 296.

1171. To J. A. Lauwerys

1. Joseph Albert Lauwerys (1902–1981), a graduate in chemistry and physics, was Lecturer in Methods of Science, University of London, Institute of Education, 1932–41; Reader in Education, 1941–46; Professor of Comparative Education, 1947–70; Director, Atlantic Institute of Education, Nova Scotia, 1970–76, and, among many posts, Chairman of the Basic English Foundation. He wrote a number of books on science and also Film in the School (1936), Film and Radio as Educational Media (1939), Educational Problems in the Liberated Countries (1946), and The Roots of Science in Basic English (1951).

1172. War-time Diary

1. Subhas Chandra Bose; see here and here. The manuscript spells the name ‘Bhose,’ here and later in the paragraph.

2. is definitely ] is

3. his ] his own

4. Bose’s ] B’s

1173. Weekly News Review, 22

1. Possibly typed as ‘battlesfronts’; it is not ‘battle-events.’

2. War ] The war

3. The first four words of this excised passage are uncertain.

4. There is a cut after ‘power’; the first twenty letters and spaces are obliterated, followed by ‘with the welfare of their own nation.’

5. they ] ‘the Spanish people’; the last two words were crossed out and it looks as if (as the sense requires) a ‘y’ was added to ‘the.’

6. She ] It

1174. To E. Rowan-Davies

1. The date at the end looks as if ‘5’ were written, then overwritten by ‘6.’

2. In addition to Burmese people, the Burmese nation is composed of many ethnic groups, of which these four are among the most important. There were then more than a million Shans, 1.25 million Karens, half a million Chins, and 200,000 Kachens in a total population of approximately 17 million. Many of these are hill peoples. By 1984 the population had doubled.

3. Most Burmese people are Buddhist, as are the Karens, but perhaps some 175,000 Karens are Christian.

4. The Thakin movement developed among radicals in the Young Men’s Buddhist Association schools (later the National Schools), who resented British rule. Two university students, Aung San and U Nu, who joined the movement after the student strike in 1936, were instrumental in leading Burma to independence. Aung San was among a number of Burmese politicians murdered in July 1947 at the instigation of a former prime minister, U Saw. When Burma became an independent republic, on 4 January 1948, U Nu became prime minister.

5. Orwell, when serving in the Indian Imperial Police in Burma, passed the language examinations in Burmese and in Shaw-Karen.

1176. To J. A. Lauwerys

1. Double British Summer Time. As a means of saving power during the war, clocks were advanced two hours in summer, instead of the customary one hour.

1177. BBC Talks Booking Form, 18.5.42

1. Clemence Dane (Winifred Ashton) (1888–1965; CBE, 1953) actress, dramatist, and novelist, made her debut as an actress in 1913, under the name Diana Cortis. Her play A Bill of Divorcement was a considerable success in 1921 and can still hold the stage. She was regarded as something of a catch by the Indian Section, thus her larger fee. See also here.

2. The usual fee for such a talk was £8.8s and the talks booking form when first filled in had ‘usual’ against the fee. Bokhari wrote to the Empire Programme Executive on 18 May to say that for someone of Clemence Dane’s eminence even a fee of £15.15s would not be too high. Ronald Boswell, the Talks Booking Manager, was authorised to pay £15.15s. On 9 June, Boswell issued a memorandum giving the result of negotiations with Dane’s agents, Pearn, Pollinger & Higham Ltd, to the effect that a fee of £15.15s would be paid for talks of 10 to 15 minutes and £10.10s for talks of less than ten minutes (including announcement time). Although this talk requisition was initiated by Orwell, Bokhari, seemingly keen to be associated with this programme, wrote to Miss Dane on 27 May 1942 giving details of when and where the broadcast would take place (from the studio at 200 Oxford Street) and asking that the script be sent to him. On 31 May, she telegraphed Bokhari from Cowden, Kent, as the ‘post impossible,’ to say her script would be delivered on 2 June and that she would prefer its title to be ‘English Women as Story Teller.’

1180. To Nancy Parratt

1. Narayana Menon, who had written from Edinburgh on 17 May outlining progress on his talks on William Walton and Edwin Muir and the arrangements he was making to have them recorded in Edinburgh; see here and here. He offered to provide a record of Walton’s symphony from his own collection to save sending one from London. He also explained that he hadn’t made the talk on Walton too technical and had, as far as possible, avoided musical terminology. Orwell’s note is written on Menon’s letter to him.

1181. To Richard Titmuss

1. Richard Morris Titmuss (1907–1973) is credited by Edward Shils with being one of the three or four people in Britain who had stimulated interest in sociology even though he had no formal academic training (‘On the Eve,’ Twentieth Century, 167, No. 999, 1960, opening of section III). Among his studies which had drawn attention to social problems at this time were Poverty and Population (1938) and, with F. Le Gros Clark, Our Food Problem (1939). In 1950 he was appointed Professor of Social Administration, London School of Economics.

2. The population of India in 1991 was 843, 930, 861; of Pakistan, 115,524,000 (U.N. estimate); of Bangladesh, 108,000,000. The population of what comprised India in 1942 thus exceeded 1,000 million fifty years later

1184. To Sir John Russell

1. Sir (Edward) John Russell (1872–1970; Kt., 1922) was Director of Rothamsted Experimental Station, 1912–43, and of the Imperial Bureau of Soil Science, 1928–43; Adviser to the Soviet Relations Division, Ministry of Information; Chairman, Agriculture Sub-Committee, UNRRA, 1941–45. One of his many books was English Farming (1942).

1187. War-time Diary

1. A twenty-year treaty of collaboration between Russia and Britain was signed in London on 26 May 1942.

2. As in manuscript; ‘W.’ in typescript.

1188. Weekly News Review, 23

1. I speak ] handwritten substitution (possibly in Orwell’s hand) for so often.

2. It ] preceded by a sentence x-ed through: ‘The outlines of the spring campaign on the Eastern front are still not clear’—the sentence that starts the next paragraph. This indicates that the typist has skipped to the next paragraph, possibly when typing a manuscript, but, from the clean character of this typescript, it was probably typed from an original typescript.

3. Kanlanchai is written in capital letters above the typed word, which had been clarified by hand. The capitals do not look like Orwell’s; they may have been written by the reader to help him pronounce the name.

4. See here.

5. ‘used’ corrects a typing error (‘sued’); the hand looks very like Orwell’s.

1189. To the Editor, The Times Literary Supplement

1. On 12 January 1990, the Deputy Editor of the TLS, Alan Hollinghurst, identified the reviewer from the TLS’s records as Ranja G. Sahani. The British Library catalogue has no entries under Sahani, and the name looks suspiciously like, and probably was, that of Ranjee G. Shahani. Among Shahani’s books listed are Shakespeare Through Eastern Eyes (1932), Indian Pilgrimage (1939), and The Amazing English (1948). He contributed ‘The Two Hotels’ and ‘Paul Valery and India’ to Tribune, 10 December 1943 and 7 April 1944 respectively when Orwell was Literary Editor. Shahani was born in Hyderabad in 1904 and completed his education at King’s College London. He died in 1968. In a letter to Ian Angus, 14 September 1996, Mulk Raj Anand gave his name as Ranjee Shahne.

1192. BBC Talks Booking Form, 26.5.42

1. On 26 May 1942, Bokhari wrote to Desai proposing that the BBC obtain Gujarati newspapers for him from India, which would ‘be of some help to you in translating,’ and asked for suggestions. On 16June, Miss Chitale sent Desai a reminder, because Bokhari was ‘waiting to send the order by cable.’ Bokhari had also told Desai that from 1 June 1942 broadcasts would be made from 200 Oxford Street, but a day or two later he sent a telegram asking him to come as usual to 55 Portland Place on 1 June. The talks booking form gives the studio as 200 Oxford Street, as does that of 22 June 1942. The move to 200 Oxford Street was made possibly a day or two after 1 June. It was from this address that Orwell worked for the rest of his time at the BBC. His room number was 310.

1193. War-time Diary

1. in a drive … Middle East ] omitted from typed version

2. General … A. P. ] omitted from typed version

1195. War-time Diary

1. him from ] him

2. As in manuscript; ‘W.’ in typescript.

3. J. L. Garvin, right-wing journalist, was the editor of The Observer, 1908 to 28 February 1942. At the beginning of the war, he disagreed with Viscount Astor, the proprietor of the paper, who questioned the advisability of Churchill’s being Prime Minister and Minister of Defence at the same time. See also 296, n. 8 and 378, n. 1.

4. energies ] energy

5. David Astor served in the Royal Marines, 1940–45 (Croix de Guerre, 1944). Viscount Astor had made him, the second son, a minority shareholder in The Observer. At this time, David Astor had a voice in the paper’s affairs and was later foreign editor, editor, and Director. See here.

fn1 Mentioned this to Tom Harrisson, who has better opportunities of judging than I have. He considers it has a base in reality. He says the Astors, especially Lady A., are exceedingly intelligent in their way and realise that all they consider worth having will be lost if we do not make a compromise peace. They are, of course, anti-Russian, and therefore necessarily anti-Churchill. At one time they were actually scheming to make Trenchard Prime Minister. The man who would be ideal for their purpose would be Lloyd George, “if he could walk”. I agree here, but was somewhat surprised to find Harrisson saying it—would have rather expected him to be pro-Lloyd George. He also said he thought it quite possible that Beaverbrook is financing the Communist Party [Orwell’s footnote added to typed version].

6. Trades Union.

7. Desmond Hawkins did much free-lance work with the Indian Section of the BBC during the war; see 704 and 739.

8. Admiral François Darlan, Commander-in-Chief of the French Navy, and Vice-Premier and Foreign Minister in the Vichy Government from February 1941 to April 1942. When the Allies invaded Morocco and Tunisia (then French territories) in November 1942, a deal, much criticised in Britain and America, was negotiated with him, in order to reduce casualties in completing the occupation of both countries, whereby he became high commissioner and commander-in-chief of naval forces. He was assassinated on 24 December 1942, by Bonnier de la Chapelle. His twenty-year-old assassin was tried by court-martial and executed two days later. As Churchill wrote, this ‘relieved the Allies of their embarrassment in working with him’ (The Second World War, IV, 577–78; U.S.: The Hinge of Fate, 644). Churchill accords Darlan a critical but generous obituary: ‘Few men have paid more heavily for errors of judgment and failure of character than Admiral Darlan. … His life’s work had been to recreate the French Navy, and he had raised it to a position it had never held since the days of the French kings. … Let him rest in peace, and let us all be thankful we have never had to face the trials under which he broke’ (IV, 579–80; U.S.: 645–47).

9. Nicholas Moore (1918–1986) was editor of Spleen, 1938–40 (the title also of a book of his verse, 1973), and assistant to Tambimuttu on Poetry (London) in the 1940s. He produced nine volumes of poetry before 1949; thereafter, Spleen and three posthumously published collections. For his letter to Partisan Review about Orwell’s ‘London Letter’ of 15 April 1941 (787), see here. Orwell gave Moore’s poem the reference: Tribune, 28 May 1942.

10. For Alexander Comfort, see here and here. Horizon printed (May 1942, 358–62) his long letter on the alleged absence of war poetry and the reasons for it. He said three campaigns had been waged against poets. The Rostrevor Hamilton campaign in The Listener could be dismissed, because it was, in his opinion, instigated by the Conservative Party. Robert Lynd’s articles in John o’ London’s Weekly could also be dismissed; Lynd had not read enough poetry written since 1939 to be able to talk about it. However, Stephen Spender’s essay, ‘Poetry in 1941’ (Horizon, February 1942), deserved to be taken seriously. Comfort argued that ‘the writers of the last few years see this war as a degenerative, not a conflict process’— something Spender ignored, he wrote. The ‘hope of a valid and healthy poetic interpretation of the events of the war is remote at present, though potentially enormous.’ His three concluding points were: 1. as the poet, ‘like the rest of the nation, is a participant in a common ego-isolation, he cannot write classical interpretative poetry about the war’ within Spender’s prescription; 2. there was scope for such an interpretation in prose; and 3. there was scope ‘for a romantic or fantastic interpretation of the state of mind of humanity rather than of events—an attitude which is gradually appearing in Mr. Spender’s own poetry, though he rejects it on principle.’ In his contribution to ‘Pacifism and War: A Controversy’ (see here), Orwell quotes several lines from Comfort’s letter to Horizon.

1206. BBC Talks Booking Form, 4.6.42

1. John Gordon (1890–1974) was a journalist. He joined the Daily Express in 1924; was editor of the Sunday Express from 1928; Director of Beaverbrook Newspapers Ltd., from 1931; and President, Institute of Journalists, 1948–49.

1209. War-time Diary

1. of ] about

2. The opening of a second front was almost daily expected. When Dwight D. Eisenhower’s a Second Front be opened, consideration was given to a cross-Channel landing in August or September 1942, the first new front (not regarded by most people as a Second Front) was not opened until 8 November 1942, and then in North Africa.

3. Kingsley Martin (see 496, n. 4), left-wing journalist and editor of The New Statesman (1931– 60), caused the Indian Section considerable trouble, from what he said and from his squabbling about fees. He was regarded as unreliable by the BBC, for not sticking to censored scripts, and was, in effect, barred by the Home Office and Ministry of Information because of his contribution to ‘Answering You,’ broadcast to North America in December 1941. West: Broadcasts prints R. A. Rendall’s defence of the BBC’s position in 1941 and correspondence in 1943 between C. Lawson-Reece, Eastern Service Organiser; J. B. Clark, Controller, Overseas Service; and L. F. Rushbrook Williams, Eastern Service Director (App. D, 294–99).

4. they now say ] Orwell’s handwritten insertion on typescript

1210. Weekly News Review, 25

1. worked ] as typescript; perhaps wrought or wreaked was intended

2. It should be noticed … it is believed that ] There is no doubt that raids of this magnitude will continue, though not of course every day, and it is thought that by the end of the year, when more American planes are available

3. The depot ship Kuttabull was sunk, with some loss of life. All three submarines were sunk.

4. two ] a, handwritten emendation

1211. War-time Diary

1. handout … to ] handout telling the papers to, handwritten

2. 2 June 1942.

3. William Empson, poet and critic; See here. For Jack Common, writer and friend of Orwell’s, see 95 and 295, n. 1. David Owen was Sir Stafford Cripps’s secretary. The poet Norman Cameron (1905–1953) was a friend and disciple of Robert Graves, with whom he and Alan Hodge edited Work in Hand (1942). His The Winter House and Other Poems was published in 1935. He also translated from French and German. For Guy Burgess, BBC Talks Producer, and later found to be a traitor, see here.

fn1 Very interesting but perhaps rather hard on Cripps to report an impression like this from a private interview [Orwell’s handwritten footnote on typescript).

4. menaced ] threatened

5. Lord Winster (Commander R. T. H. Fletcher, 1885–1961), Liberal M.P., 1923–24; Labour M.P., 1935–42, was Parliamentary Private Secretary to the First Lord of the Admiralty, May 1940–December 1941. ‘Rainsborough’ was then being used by Frank Owen; see here.

1213. To K. K. Ardaschir

1. For the move from 55 Portland Place to 200 Oxford Street, see here.

2. In the event, as Mrs. Talbot Rice explained to Orwell in a letter dated 14 July 1942, ‘atmospherics were so bad on July 9th that Mr. Ardaschir’s talk was completely inaudible in Turkey.’ It was hoped that the talk would be repeated at a later date, and if it were, she asked for details. See also here.

1214. To E. M. Forster

1. The Virginia Quarterly Review was founded 1925 and is still published.

1215. To Princess Indira of Kapurthala, Bahadur Singh, Noel Sircar, and Shridhar Telkar

1. Bokhari, who read the weekly News Commentary in English, written by Orwell, from its inception until 25 July 1942, had been negotiating with the BBC to get some time off to go to India from 22 April 1942. In his absence, readers would be required, and these letters started such arrangements. In the event, Princess Indira did not read, but the others did, joined by Homi Bode. Bokhari’s departure was delayed; he left 29 September and got back about 13–14 May 1943. Bahadur Singh (see 889, n. I) replied on 12June to say he was only too ready to take part and asked if he could do other work in his vacation. Orwell passed Singh’s letter to Norman Collins, who, in turn, consulted the Eastern Talks Manager. It was some time before Singh was given regular work.

1217. To Mulk Raj Anand

1. Anand replied on 16 June proposing George Downes, a painter who had also worked as a waiter and run a stall in the Caledonian Market; Dr. Mac Fisher, a zoologist who had worked with Julian Huxley and written for Penguin Books on bird-watching; and was asking André van Gysegham, actor-manager, author of Theatre in Soviet Russia (1943). Anand’s reply is given in full in West: Broadcasts, 199–200.

1218. War-time Diary

1. Reinhard Heydrich (1904–1942), head of the Reich Main Security Office (the Gestapo, criminal police, and SS Security Service), deputy to Heinrich Himmler, leading organizer of the Nazi ‘final solution,’ was appointed ‘Protector of Bohemia and Moravia’ in September 1941. On 27 May 1942, he was wounded by Czech patriots trained in England and died on 4 June. In reprisal, the village of Lidice was ‘exterminated.’ The population had been about 2,000, and very few survived. Humphrey Jennings made a deeply moving film of the incident, as if it had occurred in the Welsh village of Ystradgynlais (The Silent Village, 1943), as part of the British government’s propaganda to further support for the defeat of Nazism. A copy of the pamphlet describing the film is in Orwell’s pamphlet collection; see 3733. Throughout his manuscript, Orwell spells the village ‘Ladice.’

2. recorded ] reported, crossed through in manuscript. The version given here was typed by Orwell; for the copy of the BBC’s monitoring report, see here.

3. be true ] true

4. discs ] records, crossed through in manuscript

5. Orwell had written to Hsiao Ch’ien on 14 January 1942 asking for ‘one talk on the ordinary atrocity lines’ in connection with the Japanese invasion of China; see here. This was broadcast on 26 February 1942.

6. In the manuscript the table of atrocities is on the verso page facing the end of this diary entry. It forms a separate leaf in the typescript, and Orwell typed a footnote, ‘See table of atrocities.’ The tables differ slightly; see following notes.

7. Both entries were omitted from typed version.

8. (Nicaragua) ] (Nicaragua) (?)

9. (White Sea canal etc.) ] (Ukraine famine)

10. Typed version has only ‘1934.’

11. German ] Nazi

12. (Abyssinia) ] (Abyssinia & Cyrenaica)

13. Japanese atrocities ] Japanese atrocities (Nanking)

14. (Isle of Man etc.) ] (the ss. Dunera etc.). Under the Government Regulation 18B, because of exaggerated fears that amongst those who had come to Britain as refugees, especially from Nazi Germany, there were concealed spies and saboteurs, thousands of innocent people were interned on the Isle of Man. Although bitterly ironic, this hardly amounted to an atrocity in the grim scale of such horrors. The deporting of Jews on the S.S. Dunera to Australia on similar grounds was also misconceived, and led to treatment that was cruel as well as stupid.

15. Typescript has ‘seq.’ only once, between ‘1939’ and ‘1941.’

1219. Weekly News Review, 26

1. Crete. But ] Crete, but

2. 4 ] two

3. number of other ships … and 5 cruisers sunk ] destroyer, and suffered damage to a number of other ships, including three battleships. Only the first three words are crossed out; the intention must have been to cancel the remainder. Also, Orwell originally wrote ‘destroyed’ for ‘damaged.’ At the Battle of Midway, the Japanese lost four aircraft carriers, a cruiser, 332 aircraft, and 3,500 men, amongst whom were some of their best pilots. The Americans achieved this important victory with the loss of one aircraft carrier, 1 destroyer, 150 aircraft, and 307 men. The battle marked the turning-point in the Pacific war (see 2194 Days of War, 253).

4. the action of Midway island°] this

5. but it does not appear … planning an attack on ] The Japanese claim to have made landings, but it is probable that if they had done so, they have only landed on uninhabited islets, with the object of attacking

6. or they may … demonstration ] later. It is also possible that they have merely claimed landings

7. at ] on; change not clearly made

8. Oliver Lyttleton (1893–1974; Lord Chandos, 1954), appointed President of the Board of Trade in 1940 by Churchill and later was Minister of State in the Middle East. When the War Cabinet was reconstructed in February 1942, he was appointed Minister of Production, a post he held until Churchill resigned, 23 May 1945. He was Secretary of State for the Colonies, 1951–54.

9. Later figures showed that 173 males were shot and 296 women and children were sent to Ravensbrück concentration camp, from which very few returned. In September, 252 people were condemned to death for sheltering those who had killed Heydrich, and relatives of two of the families involved were sent to Mauthausen concentration camp.

1221. War-time Diary

1. had ] had really

2. The words italicized were underlined in the newspaper cutting by Orwell. “Tribune” was italicized in the original but has been reproduced as here to avoid confusion with words marked by Orwell. William Mellor (1888–1942), left-wing journalist and author, edited the Daily Herald, which he had joined in 1903, from 1926 to 1930. He was then Assistant Managing Editor of Odhams Press until he became editor of Tribune, 1 January 1937. He wrote Direct Action (1920) and, with G. D. H. Cole, The Meaning of Industrial Freedom (1918). He was a member of the National Council of the Socialist League.

3. Reynolds’s ] Reynold’s News. See here.

4. above ] opposite. The cutting was pasted on the facing page.

1223. To Tamara Talbot Rice

1. On receiving Mrs. Talbot Rice’s letter of 7 June (see here), Orwell wrote to Ardaschir for details. This letter is based on his reply; its phrasing is, in part, identical with Orwell’s annotations to Ardaschir’s letter. Ardaschir also mentioned that he had come to England when he was eight years old and had been educated at Blundell’s School. See here and also Orwell’s reference for him, 1995.

1225. To Joseph Needham

1. On 16 June 1942, Professor Needham had written to ask if he could see some other scripts:

1227. To Tambimuttu

1. Augustus John (1878–1961), a distinguished British painter. In his youth he roamed England with gypsies and made many paintings of them, but it is for his portraits that he will probably be remembered, among them those of the cellist Guilhermina Suggia, Thomas Hardy, Shaw, T. E. Lawrence, Yeats, and Dylan Thomas. He was elected to the Royal Academy in 1928; resigned following a fierce disagreement in 1938; and was re-elected in 1946.

1231. War-time Diary

1. sounded ] sound

2. land ] should land

3. starts ] starts out

1237. To Sir Frank Brown

1. Sir Frank Herbert Brown, CIE (1868–1959), was a journalist who had worked in India on the Bombay Gazette and the Indian Daily Telegraph, and was on the staff of the London Times from 1902 to 1954.

1238. To J. G. Crowther

1. The talks booking form (see here) gave the date as 7 July 1942, but it is not known if that was the date on the contract.

2. Orwell was to be on leave from Saturday, 27 June 1942 (possibly from about noon) to Sunday, 12 July 1942—hence the flood of letters written on 23 June.

1239. To C. R. Fay

1. Charles Ryle Fay (1884–1961) was Professor of Economic History, University of Toronto, 1921–30; Reader in Economic History, University of Cambridge from 1930. He wrote several books on the co-operative movement and on co-partnership in industry.

2. Fay replied on 29 June asking how one discussed something with one’s secretary; Miss Digby was, he said, secretary to the Horace Plunkett Foundation, of which he was Chairman. Further, Miss Digby had never been to India. He suggested, instead, E. V. Lucette (Ceylon), a Trustee of the Horace Plunkett Foundation, or A. Cavendish (Malaya). The foundation (now Plunkett Foundation for Co-operative Studies) was named after Sir Horace Curzon Plunkett (1854–1932), a pioneer of the agricultural co-operative movement, who in 1919 endowed a trust to undertake research and disseminate information in this field. Orwell explains in his next letter to Fay (see here) that ‘Miss Digby’ was the name given to him. Margaret Digby was the author of Producers and Consumers (1928, rev. 1938), The Digest of Co-operative Law at Home and Abroad (1933), The World Cooperative Movement (1948), and Horace Plunkett: An Anglo-American Irishman (1949). It must have been obvious to Fay which Miss Digby Orwell meant; her first two books were published by the Horace Plunkett Foundation.

1241. To L. F. Easterbrook

1. Laurence Frank Easterbrook (1893–1965; OBE), journalist and founder and editor of the British-American News Service, was agricultural correspondent, Daily Telegraph, 1933–36, and News Chronicle, from 1936; Public Relations Officer to the Ministry of Agriculture, 1939–41; and government agricultural representative to the United States in 1940. He wrote, for the British Council, British Agriculture (1943), Machines on the Farm (1943), and Youth and the Land (1944). His New Hope for the Countryside (1943) was published by the Industrial Christian Fellowship. He also contributed to The New Statesman, Fortnightly Review, and other magazines.

2. Michael Foot (1913–), politician, journalist, and author, entered Parliament in 1945 and was Leader of the Labour Party, 1980–83; assistant editor of Tribune, 1937–38, Editor, 1948–52, 1955–60, Managing Director, 1945–74. He had also been acting editor, London Evening Standard, 1942, and political columnist for the Daily Herald, 1944–64. He wrote Guilty Men (with Frank Owen and Peter Howard) and Armistice 1918–39, both published in 1940. For J. L. Garvin, see 296, n. 8.

3. For J. B. S. Haldane, see here for C. H. Waddington, here.

4. Harold Joseph Laski (1893–1950), political scientist at the London School of Economics, a Marxist, a leading member of the Labour Party, and popular lecturer, was assistant to Attlee, the Deputy Prime Minister. He endeavoured to establish a popular front against fascism during the Spanish civil war, believing socialism was the only effective alternative to the menace of fascism. Among his many books were: Authority in the Modern State (1919), Grammar of Politics (1925), The State in Theory and Practice (1935), The Rise of European Liberalism (1936), The American Presidency: An Interpretation (1940), Reflections on the Revolution of Our Time (1943), Faith, Reason, and Civilization (1944), and The American Democracy: A Commentary and Interpretation (1948). Earl Winterton (1883–1962) entered Parliament in 1904, representing Horsham until his retirement in 1951. He served in World War I, was Under-Secretary of State for India, 1922–24 and 1924–29, and was later Paymaster-General.

5. Peter Masefield (1914–; Kt., 1972) was war correspondent with the RAF and the U.S. Eighth Air Force, 1939–43; air correspondent for the Sunday Times, 1940–43; personal secretary to Lord Beaverbrook, Lord Privy Seal, on post-war civil air transport, 1943–45; Air Attaché, British Embassy, Washington, 1945–46; Chief Executive of British European Airways, 1949–55; and Chairman, British Airports Authority, 1965–71. Oliver Stewart (1895–1976; MC), writer and broadcaster, was editor of Aeronautics, 1939–62, and air correspondent for the Manchester Guardian, 1941–58.

6. Thomas Cuthbert Worsley (1907–1977), author, critic, and, for a time, schoolmaster at Wellington (where Orwell spent a term in 1917), was literary editor of The New Statesman (which he joined in 1939) after the war, during which he served in the RAF. He wrote Education Today—and Tomorrow (with W. H. Auden) (1939), Behind the Battle, about the Spanish civil war (1939), Barbarians and Philistines: Democracy and the Public Schools (1940), The End of the ‘Old School Tie,’ a Searchlight Book, the series Orwell edited with Tosco Fyvel (1941), and The Fellow Travellers: A Memoir of the Thirties (1971). Valentine Cunningham described him as one of the group that included Auden, Spender, and Isherwood, which ‘flaunted public admiration and adulation’ of one another in the thirties (British Writers of the Thirties, 136–37).

7. S. J. de Lotbinière was Director of Empire Services in the schedule prepared for Sir Stafford Cripps in March 1942. He was later Director of the War Reporting Unit (Staff List, 21.8.43), and an annotation to that list shows his appointment as BBC representative in Canada.

1246. War-time Diary

1. For William Joyce, who broadcast from Berlin as ‘Lord Haw Haw,’ see 662, n. 1.

2. For Ras Behari Bose, see here,.

1247. To Mulk Raj Anand

1. André van Gyseghem (1906–), actor and producer, made his debut in 1927. He toured Scandinavia and the Baltic States, 1938, and took a special interest in the Russian theatre, writing Theatre in Soviet Russia (1943). He directed the India Demonstration at the London Coliseum, 31 January 1943, in which Narayana Menon, Krishna Menon, and J. B. S. Haldane participated.

2. The series was designed to consist of twelve talks; after the first six, three more names were put forward by Anand on 16 June 1942. Possibly the complaint about Sergeant Collett’s script (see here), the left-wing political attitudes of some of those selected by Anand, and the rather idiosyncratic nature of his choices combined to make the series less than appealing to authority.

1249. BBC Talks Booking Form, 26.6.42

1. On 7 July, whilst Orwell was on holiday, Bokhari wrote to Dr. James Fisher, c/o Dr. Julian Huxley at the London Zoo, to make arrangements for recording and transmitting this discussion with Anand.

1251. BBC Talks Booking Form, 26.6.42

1. Although the booking was cancelled, Orwell asked him to talk on The Cherry Orchard, 20.10.43.

1253. War-time Diary

1. The sudden fall of Tobruk to Rommel’s forces on 21 June 1942, despite its having held out for eight months in 1941 before being relieved in December of that year. The loss was a blow to morale second only to the fall of Singapore. Twenty-five thousand troops were taken prisoner. For a brief account of what led to the splitting of the Eighth Army in a vain attempt to keep Tobruk, and Churchill’s part in this, see Liddell Hart, History of the Second World War, 287; U.S.: 276; and for the retreat to El Alamein, fifty-five miles from Alexandria, see 287–303; U.S.: 276–91. Much blame fell on General Sir Claude Auchinleck (1884–1981), who was relieved of his command after Churchill visited Cairo, 4 August, though he was held in high esteem by Rommel, who thought he had handled his forces with considerable skill (Liddell Hart, 301–02; U.S.: 289). After the war he was given the thankless task of dividing the Indian Army between newly independent India and Pakistan. He did this so well that he was appointed commander of each army by the newly independent governments.

2. see here.

1257. Review of The Sword and the Sickle by Mulk Raj Anand

1. Whisky or brandy with soda; ‘chota’ is Hindi for ‘small’; ‘peg’ is English for ‘measure.’

2. For Ahmed Ali, see here.

3. In a letter to Ian Angus (14.9.96) Anand said Orwell ‘took it upon himself to review this book ‘and almost forced it on Cyril Connolly.’ see here.

1258. War-time Diary

1. to the ] to

2. Although some cream-making was permitted for sale locally, production on the normal scale and general distribution were stopped to conserve resources.

1259. BBC Talks Booking Form, 3.7.42

1. Although this was said to emanate from Orwell, it was prepared after he had gone on leave. On 1 July, Bokhari wrote to Darlington, explaining that he was ‘looking after his [Orwell’s] office,’ and suggesting that whilst Darlington was at the studio on 7 July to broadcast live his talk on ‘The Future of Science’ it might be convenient to record his ‘A.D. 2000’ talk—but see here.

1260. BBC Talks Booking Form, 3.7.42

1. This also was said to have been initiated by Orwell. On 4 July, Bokhari wrote to Singh reminding him of the arrangements.

1261. War-time Diary

1. Leslie Hore-Belisha was Secretary of State for War, 1937–40; an Independent M.P., 1942–45. Chamberlain appointed him Secretary for War in 1937, but dismissed him in 1940. Churchill did not give him a place in his government, and he remained out of office throughout the war. For his earlier career, see 556, 19.7.39, n. 1.

2. Sir John Wardlaw-Milne (1879–1967) was Unionist M.P. for Kidderminster, 1922–45; Chairman of House of Commons Select Committee on National Expenditure, and author of pamphlets on financial matters. He was strongly opposed to Churchill and moved the vote of censure in which he made this proposal. As Churchill put it, ‘This proved injurious to his case.’ See The Second World War, IV, 356–66; U.S.: The Hinge of Fate, 397, for the debate and Wardlaw-Milne’s proposal in particular.

3. Orwell mistakenly typed ‘hope.’

4. Women’s Royal Naval Service.

5. Presumably the farmer at whose farm Orwell was staying. There is no indication as to whether Eileen was able to get leave at the same time as her husband.

6. Malvern, far inland, might seem an unlikely setting for a naval establishment, but a radar research base and an initial training unit were sited there.

7. Auxiliary Territorial Service, the women’s army service, now the WRAC, Women’s Royal Army Corps.

8. sometimes ] sometimes it’s

9. in the ] in

10. and the ] and

11. W. R. Hipwell.

1267. News Review, 30

1. Farouk I (1920–1965), King of Egypt, 1936–52. His reign was marked by corruption, and opposition to him increased sharply after Egypt’s defeat by Israel, 1948–49. This led to his overthrow by Gamal Abdul Nasser in July 1952; he was forced to abdicate in favour of his infant son. Egypt was declared a republic in June 1953.

2. Semën Konstantinovich Timoshenko (1895–1970) was born a peasant, served in the ranks of the Tsar’s army in World War I, commanded a Red Army cavalry division against White Russian forces in Poland and southern Russia, and commanded an army group in the war against Finland, 1939–40. Later he had the task of stopping the Germans before Moscow, and then replaced Marshal Budënny on the South-Western Front, where he was unable to prevent the German advance into the Crimea. On 12 July 1942 the Soviets established the ‘Stalingrad Front’ under his command. He was a stern disciplinarian and the only pre-war marshal to retain authority throughout the war. See also here.

3. Fedor von Bock (1880–1945), German Field-Marshal, had served with outstanding bravery in World War I and commanded German forces invading Poland, Holland, Belgium, and France, 1939–40, and Army Group Centre in the attack on Russia in 1941. He was removed from command in December 1941 when affected by physical and mental exhaustion, but succeeded Field-Marshal Rundstedt as commander of Army Group South from January to July 1942. He was killed during an Allied air raid in Schleswig-Holstein in the closing stages of the war.

4. not very wide ] not much wider than the Thames in London; handwritten alteration (not by Orwell)

5. Possibly ‘shipped’ was intended.

6. tribes ] tubes in typescript

1270. Pacifism and the War: A Controversy. By D. S. Savage, George Woodcock, Alex Comfort, George Orwell

1. Derek Stanley Savage (1917–) is a poet, critic, and contributor to Now, Focus, Horizon, Politics. His books include The Autumn World (poems), (1939), The Personal Principle: Studies in Modern Poetry (1944), Hamlet and the Pirates (1950) and The Cottagers’ Companion. He has worked for the Transport and General Workers Union, Christian Aid, and the Anglican Pacifist Fellowship. He contributed a rather hostile chapter on Orwell to The New Pelican Guide to English Literature, edited by Boris Ford (1983).

2. George Woodcock (1912–1995) born in Canada of Anglo-Welsh parents who took him to England soon after his birth, returned to Canada in 1949 with his German-born wife. Anarchist, critic, writer, editor, he was university lecturer, 1954–1967, at the University of Washington until excluded from the United States in 1956 as an anarchist, then in British Columbia. He edited Now, 1940–47, and Canadian Literature, 1958–77. His many books include New Life to the Land (Anarchist Proposals for Agriculture) (1942), William Godwin (1946), The Writer and Politics (1948), The Crystal Spirit: A Study of George Orwell (1967, 1984), and Orwell’s Message: 1984 and the Present (1984). After this controversy, he and Orwell corresponded and became friends. His ‘Recollections of George Orwell,’ Northern Review, August-September 1953, is reprinted in Orwell Remembered (199–210); he wrote the introduction to Remembering Orwell. Orwell later contributed to Now (see 3104).

3. For the reference to ‘Fascist tendency,’ the Duke of Bedford, Hugh Ross Williamson, and Julian Symons, see here.

4. For Alexander Comfort, poet, critic, and medical biologist, see here. George Woodcock wrote on ‘The Poetry of Comfort’ in Poetry Quarterly, 9, 1947.

5. Marcel Déat (1894–1955) was a French Socialist Deputy, 1926–36, who then gave active support to Hitler; in his article ‘Mourir pour Dantzig?’ April 1939, he argued that France should not defend Poland if it were attacked. He was Minister of Work and Social Affairs in the Vichy Government, 1944–45. Condemned to death in his absence after the war, he was permitted to live out his life in Italy.

6. Gaston Bergery (1892–1974), Secretary of the 1918 Committee of War Reparations, and editor of the weekly La Flêche, 1934–39, he was a pacifist and supported the Munich Agreement. He became a member of the Vichy National Council, and ambassador in Moscow, 1941, and Ankara, 1942–44. In 1949 he was acquitted of charges of collaboration while in Ankara.

7. See here.

8. Burmese Days.

9. Reginald Reynolds was a Quaker and during World War II a pacifist. Despite that, he and Orwell became friends and colleagues. See also here.

1274. To Cedric Dover

1. Dover had written to Orwell regarding the Open Letter Orwell had commissioned on 23 June 1942; see here. This was to be ‘to a Liberal.’ Dover modified it slightly to ‘Open Letter to a Liberal Man,’ but he had first written ‘Coloured’ Man, anticipating Susan Wingfield’s ‘Letter to a Coloured Man.’ He mentioned that Wingfield’s Letter concluded his new book. It pointed to ‘the responsibility of the coloured peoples and what they should do.’ Dover thought it could be reshaped to make an excellent talk.

2. The draft (written on Dover’s letter) omits ‘the.’

3. Draft has ‘worth doing’; Parratt misread this and typed ‘with any.’

1275. To J. B. S. Haldane

1. Since Orwell returned from leave on 13 July and the broadcast was to be recorded on 21 August (see here), this telegram must have been sent on either the 13th or 14th. The programme was ‘I’d Like It Explained,’ a dialogue with C. H. Waddington (to whom a telegram was also sent) on ‘Scientific Research.’ Recording in the evening was owing to Haldane’s inability to give up a day of his research.

1276. To M. R. Kothari

1. Orwell’s authorship of the English originals of Marathi, Bengali, and Gujarati Newsletters is attested by the talks booking forms for those who translated them into the vernacular languages. Thus, together with the Weekly News Review in English, he was for at least three months responsible for four newsletters each week.

2. Orwell wrote to Kothari on the Monday he returned from leave; Wednesday evening was the 15th, and the broadcast was transmitted on Thursday, 16 July.

3. When you are translating these letters ] handwritten (by Miss Parratt?) above the line typed: ‘If you continue doing these letters.’ Miss Parratt probably rubbed out the line she had typed on the top copy sent to Kothari.

4. This shows conclusively that the different vernacular versions were tailored to suit their audiences, as Laurence Brander suspected; see here and here.

1277. BBC Talks Booking Form, 13.7.42

1. Das Gupta, a translator and sub-editor for the journal Haftawar Akhbar, had been suggested by Bokhari as a suitable person to serve as a switch censor for Bengali in Bokhari’s absence in India. Evidence that he was translating from Orwell’s English-language Newsletter for India is to be found on the script for Weekly News Review, 53, 16 January 1943; see 1825, headnote.

2. The newsletter for 25 July was modified so that most of what Das Gupta translated was not broadcast in order that the High Commissioner could give a talk in Bengali (see here). Bokhari had suggested that it would be more economical to arrange a three-month contract for Das Gupta instead of paying by the week. He was therefore informed on 15 July that, because he was being offered a long-term contract, the fee would be reduced from five guineas to four, in line with BBC practice.

1278. To L. F. Easterbrook

1. Easterbrook wrote on 18 July sending modifications to his script.

1282. To Alex Comfort

1. Partisan Review omitted all reference to this topic.

2. The sentence in parentheses and the postscript are manuscript additions to a typewritten letter.

3. John Middleton Murry.

4. Orwell’s review of Comfort’s novel No Such Liberty, The Adelphi, October 1941; see here.

1288. BBC Talks Booking Form, 15.7.42

1. The usualness of this fee depended upon the recipient. For a high commissioner it was £10.10s; for Das Gupta, the agreed fee of £5.5s was reduced to £4.4s, see here and here.

1293. To H. N. Brailsford and to G. M. Young

1. Henry Noel Brailsford (see 424, n. 3) was a socialist intellectual, author, political journalist and leader writer for the Manchester Guardian, Tribune, Daily News, and Nation. He joined the ILP in 1907 and edited its journal, the New Leader, 1922–26. His publications include The War of Steel and Gold (1914), Shelley, Godwin and their Circle (1913), Voltaire (1935), and Subject India (1943), which last Orwell reviewed in The Nation, 20 November 1943; see 2365. Fredric Warburg recalls a conversation in which Brailsford said that, if forced to choose between the Nazi and Communist totalitarian systems, the choice must fall on Communism: ‘It is at least progressive and rational, while Nazism is the apotheosis of lunacy, anti-semitism and brutality’ (An Occupation for Gentlemen, 205). The BBC expressed doubts as to his ‘reliability’ because his views were too leftist and he advocated independence for India. In November 1941, permission was sought to allow him to broadcast, and this was passed up the administrative hierarchy from the Controller of the BBC Home Division to its Director General. It was decided he could speak only on subjects to which he could lay special claim ‘so long as the B.B.C. (i.e. not only Home Talks) selection of speeches shows a less definite inclination towards the left than it does at present.’ This arcane ruling seems not to have filtered downwards, though it shows how attempts were made to exert political control of choice of speakers in Orwell’s time at the B.B.C. Between December 1941 and March 1942 Brailsford gave at least six talks to listeners overseas and several more thereafter, though not always without controversy. On this occasion, according to an annotation on the carbon copy of the letter, Brailsford ‘declined by ’phone.’ For Orwell, Brailsford, and the Spanish Civil War, see 424.

2. George Malcolm Young (1882–1959), after teaching at Oxford for two or three years, became a civil servant in 1908, joining the Board of Education. In 1911 he became the first secretary to what was to become known as the University Grants Committee. He accompanied a member of the War Cabinet, Arthur Henderson, to Russia in 1917, but after the war, in a spirit of disillusionment, resigned from the civil service and devoted himself to writing and editing. His books include Early Victorian England (1934), Charles I and Cromwell (1935), Stanley Baldwin (1952), several collections of essays and editions of Hardy, Meredith, Macaulay, and historical documents.

1294. To J. Chinna Durai

1. For official direction regarding Gandhi and Pacifism, see 3 (a) of the secret memorandum ‘Guidance on India,’ here.

2. Durai despatched the script on 22 July 1942. Orwell sent it to Bokhari for censorship; see here.

1296. To C. R. Fay

1. See here.

1299. Weekly News Review, 31

1. Şükrü Saracoğlu (1887–1953) was Turkish Foreign Minister, 1938–42, and in 1939 was responsible for concluding a treaty of alliance with France and the United Kingdom. However, as Prime Minister (1942–46), he continued Turkey’s policy of neutrality until February 1945, when Turkey declared war on the Axis powers. For Churchill’s discussions with Saracoğlu on 31 January 1943, see The Second World War, IV, 630–36; U.S.: The Hinge of Fate, 705–10.

2. Convoy PQ-17 suffered a disastrous fate. Of 39 ships, 23 merchant ships and one rescue ship were lost. The Royal Naval escort was ordered to abandon the merchant ships. The Russian claim to have damaged Tirpitz proved unfounded.

3. Though symbolically the end of the ancien régime, the Bastille held only seven prisoners when it was stormed in 1789, one of whom was the Marquis de Sade.

1300. Bengali Newsletter, I

1. Das Gupta (see here) was the regular translator and reader of this newsletter and is not hereafter listed except when a talks booking form is prepared for him. In December 1942 Mrs. Renu Ghosh joined him in adding news of special interest to Bengali women; see 1681 and 1720.




1301. Vida Hope

1. Vida Hope (1918–1963) was an actress and director currently in Whitehall Follies at the Ambassadors in London. She had appeared in Herbert Farjeon’s Diversion 2; Orwell had reviewed this ‘mixture,’ as it was called, in Time & Tide, 11 January 1941, and described her performance as ‘delightful’ (see 744).

2. ‘Poor Relation.’ For Inez Holden, see here. Hope was paid £6.6s for reading this monologue.

1302. To J. F. Horrabin

1. Although said to be dictated, Horrabin’s letter to Orwell of 17 July has the complete text of this letter in Orwell’s hand on its verso. The letter was probably sent by Nancy Parratt.

1305. To E. C. Bowyer

1. E. C. Bowyer was on the staff of the Information Department of the Society of British Aircraft Constructors. He wrote to Orwell on 23 July; he was at a loss to know what sort of details to supply, and wondered what a human story about oneself was. See last section of Orwell’s letter to Horrabin, here.

1306. To Henry Wickham Steed

1. Henry Wickham Steed (1871–1956) joined the Times in 1896 and was its editor, 1919–22. He then bought the Review of Reviews, which he edited, 1923–30. He lectured at King’s College London on Central European history, 1925–38, and broadcast on world affairs in the BBC Overseas Service, 1937–47.

2. Henry Hamilton Fyfe (1869–1951), a journalist who first worked on the Morning Advertiser in 1902, edited the Daily Mirror, 1903–07, and was special correspondent to the Daily Mail, 1907–18. His most famous journalistic achievement was his telegram concerning the retreat from Mons in 1914, which laid bare the full measure of the disaster facing Britain. From 1922 he edited or worked in various capacities for the Daily Herald, the Daily Chronicle, and Reynold’s News.

1309. War-time Diary

1. Listener Research Director, BBC New Delhi Office; see here.

2. shouting ] from shouting

3. Pandit Jawaharlal Nehru (1889–1964), General Secretary and then President of the Indian National Congress, was educated at Harrow and Cambridge. After the massacre at Amritsar in 1919, he joined the fight for independence and was particularly associated with Gandhi, although at times they opposed one another’s policies. Frequently imprisoned by the British, he became India’s first prime minister when independence was achieved in 1947.

1311. To Z. A. Bokhari

1. This memorandum is written at the foot of a letter from Chinna Durai of 22 July 1942, sent with his script. In a hand other than Orwell’s (Bokhari’s?) are the title, ‘Open Letter to a Pacifist,’ and ‘Recording to-morrow, Friday 24th July.’ Boldly written on Durai’s letter is ‘URGENT,’ presumably referring to the need for censorship. See here.

1312. To Cyril Connolly

1. 13 July; see here.

1314. To Cyril Falls

1. Captain Cyril Bentham Falls (1888–1971), author, journalist, and military commentator, broadcast regularly for the BBC on the progress of the war. In addition to several official military histories, he wrote a critical study of Rudyard Kipling and some fiction.

2. Major-General J. F. C. Fuller; see here.

1315. To C. R. Fay

1. For Fay, see here and here for Lucette, see here.

1316. To J. F. C. Fuller

1. Major-General J. F. C. Fuller (1878–1966; CB, DSO), soldier and author, served with distinction in the South African war and World War I. From 1920 he published many books on military history and current and future warfare, among them Decisive Battles (1939–40; enlarged, 1954–56); Machine Warfare (1941), and Armoured Warfare (1943). He declined Orwell’s invitation by telephone and also wrote on 28 July regretting that he had too much work on hand to enable him to take part. See also here. In January 1993 Fuller’s name appeared in a list of eighty-two suspected collaborators released by the Public Record Office under the system which belatedly makes available for public scrutiny documents previously sealed as confidential. Fuller’s name headed the list of those to be arrested immediately if Hitler’s forces landed in Britain. He had been identified by the security services ‘as the military strongman willing to take part in, if not preside over, a British Vichy.’ Field-Marshal Lord Carver, in his entry on Fuller in the Dictionary of National Biography, described Fuller as believing in ‘an idealised form of fascism’ in the 1930s (Sunday Telegraph, 10 January 1993).

Orwell’s pamphlet collection includes Fuller’s March to Sanity: What the British Union [of Fascists] has to Offer Britain (n.d.; prewar).

1317. To J. F. Horrabin

1. Of the series of four programmes, ‘War of the Three Oceans,’ broadcast 7, 14, 21, and 28 August 1942. Sidney Horniblow followed this with a series of six programmes, starting 4 September 1942; see 1438.

2. The PLEBS: Organ of the National Council of Labour Colleges. Founded in Oxford in 1909, it adopted its subtitle when it moved to London in 1919. It advertised itself as ‘Labour’s liveliest monthly.’ The editor from 1936 to 1950 was J. P. M. Millar (1893–1989), General Secretary of the National Council of Labour Colleges, 1921–64. Horrabin wrote to the journal in April 1940 saying he had read every issue since the first.

1318. To Reginald Reynolds

1. chances ] changes in typescript

1319. To Routledge & Sons Ltd.

1. T. Murray Ragg, the Managing Director, replied on 24 July explaining that they had made no alterations and had delivered copies as instructed by the Fabian Society. He suggested that someone at the Society had made the alterations. See 884, headnote for a full account.

1320. To G. M. Young

1. defend ] defence, typed in error

2. Two of the magazines for boys discussed by Orwell in his article ‘Boys’ Weeklies,’ Horizon, March 1940; see 598.

3. that ] what, typed in error

1321. BBC Talks Booking Form, 23.7.42

1. On 9July, Bokhari had written to Menon saying ‘Mr. Blair, who deals with talks in English to India’ had Menon’s name down for this topic. It was, he wrote, a subject very near to his heart and he hoped Menon would do it. He misleadingly gave the length as 18–20 minutes, and he listed other talks in the series: Darlington on ‘India in the Steel Age’ (see here), Titmuss on India’s population problem (see here), Russell on ‘The Future of Indian Agriculture’ (see here), and ‘The Future of Education in India,’ by Sir Henry Sharp, presumably suggested by Sir Frank Brown (see here); no correspondence with Sharp has been traced. Bokhari went on: ‘These talks have all been given by experts and though they might come under the heading “Speculation”, they have all been based on facts.’

1322. War-time Diary

1. “Daily Worker”, ] “Daily Worker”;

fn1 Then secretary to Stafford Cripps [Orwell’s handwritten footnote in typescript].

2. Arthur David Kemp Owen (1904–1970) was personal assistant to Cripps, the Lord Privy Seal, 19 February–21 November 1942.

3. The Ministry of Food (where Eileen worked) promoted a cartoon character, Potato Pete, in a campaign to persuade people to eat a pound of potatoes a day.

1323. To P. Chatterjee

1. On 23 July, Chatterjee had sent Orwell a script on the ‘LCC [London County Council] in War.’ He apologised in a covering letter for the long delay; see here.

1324. Weekly News Review, 32

1. The typescript has ‘agressions,’ the spelling commonly used by Orwell and found in the draft manuscript of Nineteen Eighty-Four.

2. principal ] principle in typescript

1326. To Inez Holden

1. Inez Holden (1906–1974), novelist, short-story writer, journalist, and broadcaster, was a cousin of Celia Kirwan (later Celia Goodman; see 3590A), twin sister of Arthur Koestler’s wife, Mamaine. She proved a good friend to the Orwells, offering them her flat at 106 George Street, Portman Square, in the summer of 1944 when the Orwells were bombed out of theirs. She and Orwell talked of jointly publishing their war diaries; see 1443. She identified a number of those represented only by initials in Orwell’s War-time Diary and was a prime source of information about Orwell’s argument with H. G. Wells. For her work at the Information Research Department in 1949 and Orwell, see 3590A and B.

2. Joan Sterndale-Bennett had performed with Vida Hope in Diversion 2, which Orwell reviewed for Time and Tide; see 744. He had warmly praised her work.

1327. To Herbert Read

1. Henry Treece (1911–1966) was a poet, novelist, and writer for children, currently serving in the RAF. Most of his poetry was published in Orwell’s lifetime; he concentrated thereafter on fiction. His books then included Towards a Personal Armageddon (1941), and Invitation and Warning (1942). His Collected Poems was published in New York in 1946. He edited a number of anthologies (several with S. Schimanski) and also Herbert Read: An Introduction to His Work by Various Hands (1944). He was one of the New Apocalyptics, a poetic movement of the early 1940s. Orwell reviewed his The New Apocalypse in Life and Letters, June 1940; see 630.

2. Routledge & Kegan Paul, for whom Read worked; see here.

1331. War-time Diary

1. Radar.

1336. War-time Diary

1. 5lb] 5 lbs

2. For General Kliment Voroshilov, see 567, 31.8.39, n. 1. Churchill was to meet him, on 12 August 1942, but in Moscow (see Winston Churchill, The Second World War, IV 429; U.S.: The Hinge of Fate, 494).

3. For Vyacheslav Molotov, see 565, 28.8.39, 4. Churchill gives an account of a private talk with him at this time in The Second World War (IV, 436–37; U.S.: The Hinge of Fate, 484). A principal issue at stake was the opening of a Second Front.

4. Square ] Square yesterday

5. bitterly ] violently

6. Lieutenant-General Sir W. Douglas S. Brownrigg (1886–1946) was Adjutant-General to the British Expeditionary Force, 1939–40. He retired in 1940 but was appointed Zone and Sector Commander of the Home Guard, 1941.

7. The anti-aircraft branch of the Home Guard, under General Sir Frederick Pile (1884–1976, Bt.), was equipped with rocket launchers. These were each capable of firing two one-hundredweight rockets and were massed in batteries of sixty-four. Not all the rockets would necessarily be fired at once. The rockets were not particularly accurate, but they created a ‘box’ of shrapnel capable of damaging and bringing down planes. They were less use against low-flying planes in built-up areas because they were liable to take the roofs off houses surrounding the battery. Orwell probably dropped ‘now’ from the typescript (see n. 8) because these guns, though to a small extent manned by full-time servicemen, were, like the spigot mortar, chiefly Home Guard weapons.

8. are ] are now

9. 2 ] two

1337. To Mr. Baddeley

1. Unidentified. The letter is addressed to Room 117, ICI House, Milbank. Censorship of Bowyer’s later scripts was done at the Admiralty and, for the RAF, at Queen Anne’s Gate (see 1856 and 1876). This may have been an earlier Air Ministry censorship address.

1338. To Peter Masefield and to E. C. Bowyer

1. Identical letters were sent to the two men, with only the names transposed.

1340. To Herbert Read

1. John Atkins (1916–), author, critic, and university teacher, interviewer for Mass Observation, 1939–41 was literary editor of Tribune from 1942 until Orwell took over in November 1943 when Atkins was called up for war service. From 1944 to 1947, he edited Albion. His books include studies of Hemingway (1952), Koestler (1954), Aldous Huxley (1955), Graham Greene (1963), and J. B. Priestley (1981), general critical works, and novels. In 1953 he published George Orwell: A Literary and Biographical Study.

1341. To Henry Treece

1. They were read by John Atkins; see here.

1343. [Weekly News Review], 33

1. This was not correct, though Orwell probably did not realise this. The forced return of Soviet citizens, especially Cossacks and Ukrainians, at the end of the war, and their fate, tells a different story. German propaganda made much of those in occupied countries who chose to fight alongside or as part of German armies. The English-language edition of Signal, the fortnightly published by the Wehrmacht, April 1940–March 1945, under the authority of the Ministry of Propaganda, and intended for occupied and neutral countries, publicized many of them. An article, ‘For Europe …’ by Hanns Hubmann, featured the French Volunteer Legion (with a picture of Lieutenant Jacques Doriot; see here), the Spanish ‘Blue Division,’ and ‘Germanic volunteers’ from Belgium, Holland, Denmark, and Norway serving in the SS. There was a large picture of General Andrei Vlasov (1900–1946) and two Cossacks who had allied themselves to the Germans. The caption under the first picture stated: ‘General Vlassov° stands out among the leaders of the various nationalities fighting as volunteers. In the world press his name has frequently been bracketed with Moscow which he defended as a Soviet general. When he realized the gulf between the Soviet programme and the real interests of his nation were not to be bridged, he resolutely faced the consequences’; he switched allegiance (see Hitler’s Wartime Picture Magazine—Signal, edited by S. L. Mayer, 1978, unnumbered pages). The English-language edition, one of twenty different language versions, was sent in small quantities to the United States before Pearl Harbor, but was mainly intended for Ireland and the occupied Channel Islands (Mayer’s Introduction).

2. The original had ‘two’; this was obliterated and in the margin is a faint scrawl, interpreted as ‘some.’

3. About two lines that follow have been x-ed out (lower-case ‘x,’ not the capitals Orwell usually used) during the typing. There appears to be a reference to Port Moresby, so this passage may be a false start for the sentence that follows. This is a change made during composition; it is not a result of censorship.

1345. War-time Diary

1. told me ] told me off the record

2. See letter to K. K. Ardaschir, 4 November 1942, 1631, in which Orwell asks to buy ‘another pullet’ from him. The weekend would have been spent at the Orwells’ cottage at Wallington.

1346. Review of Charles de Gaulle by Philippe Barrès

1. ‘Barrès’ is spelt ‘Barrês’ in The Observer.

2. See Orwell’s letters to Liddell Hart, 12 and 19 August, 1942, 1379, 1396, and 1379 headnote regarding this review.

1350. War-time Diary

1. David Astor.

2. Churchill arrived in Cairo on this day, then, via Teheran, reached Moscow on 12 August. He and Stalin did discuss the opening of a second front (see The Second World War, IV, 411, 430–33; U.S: The Hinge of Fate, 477–83, 486.)

3. says ] says that

4. Cripps (see 554, n. 7) came near to resignation but did not leave the War Cabinet until 22 November 1942, the day he was appointed Minister of Aircraft Production, a post he held until the end of the war in Europe.

5. John Macmurray (1891–1876) was Grote Professor of the Philosophy of Mind and Logic, University of London; see 2071, n. 1.

1351. Programmes Preview by Venu Chitale with amendments by Orwell

1. Orwell evidently acquiesced in the impression being given that someone else was involved in the production of the News Review. It is most unlikely that listeners would appreciate knowing that those presenting the reviews had not also written them.

2. ‘of you who know English’ is probably not in Orwell’s hand; the words ‘your benefit’ after ‘especially’ (’for’ having been crossed out) have been allowed to stand and possibly ‘for your benefit’ was read out.

1353. BBC Talks Booking Form, 4.8.42

1. Miss B. H. Alexander dealt with copyright and permissions.

1355. War-time Diary

1. the ] their

2. After the failure of Cripps’s mission to India, Congress had become increasingly intransigent. At the beginning of August Gandhi inaugurated a campaign of civil disobedience. In attempting to ensure order, the government of India raided Congress headquarters and seized the text of the original draft of the Resolution on Indian Independence submitted to the Congress Working Committee and published it.

1356. To Miss E. W. D. Boughen, Talks Bookings

1. Talks held in reserve. Such talks were broadcast when scheduled programmes could not be transmitted.

2. On 7 August, the Programme Contracts Director wrote to Telkar saying that he would be paid the full contract fee of nine guineas.

1359. To Cyril Falls

1. The carbon is annotated ‘declined to do talk by phone.’

1361. To Naomi Mitchison

1. Naomi Mitchison (see 454, n. 1), a prolific author, advocated many progressive social and political causes. Since 1963 she has been Tribal Adviser to Bakgatla, Botswana, and for many years served on the Scottish Highlands Development Board.

1362. To K. S. Shelvankar

1. These two words have been erased, and the carbon copy, from which this letter is reproduced, is badly smeared. There is no question that both words were typed, first without a space between them and then spaced, but just possibly ‘big’ was erased from the top copy.

1363. War-time Diary

1. Hugh Slater ] he

2. The following passage is crossed through in the manuscript: ‘The question asked on every side is, “If the Second Front is going to be opened, what point is there in Churchill going to Moscow? He must have gone there to tell them we can’t do it.”’

3. The manuscript originally had ‘we can’t,’ but this is crossed through and altered to read as in typescript.

4. the way back ] his way home

5. Field Marshal Horatio Herbert Kitchener, 1st Earl Kitchener, who had reconquered the Sudan (1896–98) and was successful against the Boers in the South African War (1900–02), was regarded as a hero by the British populace. At the outbreak of World War I he was appointed Secretary of State for War. He was drowned when HMS Hampshire, taking him on a mission to Russia, struck a mine. He realized earlier than most the need to raise a large army and rapidly increased the strength of ‘Kitchener’s Army,’ as it ‘was called, from twenty to seventy divisions. He found co-operative work difficult and was less popular with Cabinet colleagues than with the general public. Orwell’s second published work, 21 July 1916, was a poem on the subject of this loss; see 24.

6. In 1940 the only sub-machine-gun available to the British was the American Thompson, but at least 100,000 were lost at sea on their way from the United States, causing an urgent need for a cheap home-produced automatic. The Sten, named from its designers, Major R. Vernon Sheppard and Harold J. Turpin, and the place of its manufacture, Enfield, cost only £2.10s, did not rely on machined parts, and had no wooden stock. The magazine, based on the German 9mm MP 40, had a tendency to jam or fire single shots unexpectedly. But the Sten proved highly successful and was much favoured by resistance fighters.

7. pounds ] lb

1366. ToR. R. Desai

1. Gujarati ] Marathi originally typed

1369. To E. M. Forster

1. The time had been put back one hour from Double British Summer Time on the night of 8–9 August 1942.

1372. War-time Diary

1. Abdul Kalam Azad (1888–1958), Indian Nationalist Moslem leader, was spokesman for the Indian National Congress in the 1945 independence negotiations. His India Wins Freedom was published in 1959.

2. Leo Amery, Conservative M.P., was Secretary of State for India, 1940–45; see 554, n. 5.

3. All-India Radio.

4. The Moslem League was founded as a religious organisation to protect the interests of Moslems in British India. It supported the Indian National Congress until 1935, when Hindu interests dominated the Congress Party and the League was developed into a political organisation. It was led by Mohammed Ali Jinnah and demanded the partition of India. When Pakistan was set up in 1947, the League secured control of its first Constituent Assembly.

5. behaving ] behaving in India

1373. ‘Voice,’ 1: A Magazine Programme

1. This curious expression seems to mean battleships ‘down under’—in the Antipodes.

2. However our ] however originally concluded the sentence

3. Moreover there are some of us who feel ] Moreover some of us—those of us who are collaborating in the production of this magazine—feel

4. times ] a time

5. that literature ought not to be ] that it is most important that poetry should not be

6. has its solemn side ] is rather a solemn thought

7. Sir James H. Jeans (1877–1946), physicist and mathematician, wrote a number of books aimed at the general reader, including The Universe Around Us (1929) and Through Space and Time (1934), as well as scholarly studies. Orwell may have had in mind his proposition that matter is in a continuous process of creation.

8. doesn’t think it likely ] thinks it unlikely, we feel that

9. verse ] poetry

10. it will contain prose but will make a speciality of] it will specialise in

11. nearly ] about

12. other magazines ] any other magazine. The ‘s’ of ‘magazines’ is simply a blot.

13. ‘and’ is cropped.

14. The Unity Theatre was a left-wing theatre which began life in St. Jude’s church hall near King’s Cross Station, North London. After some success, it converted a Methodist church hall near Mornington Crescent into a 300-seat theatre, opened on 27 November 1937. Among early successes were Clifford Odets’s Waiting for Lefty, Busmen (1938, which adapted Living Newspaper techniques to dramatise the London bus strike of 1937 from a leftist point of view), and a ‘pantomime,’ Babes in the Wood (1938–39). The theatre burned down in 1975.

15. Herbert Farjeon (1887–1945) was a drama critic and, often with his sister, Eleanor Farjeon (1881–1965), a witty librettist. They wrote The Two Bouquets (1936–38), The Little Review (1939), Diversion (1940), and Diversion 2, in which Vida Hope appeared; for Orwell’s review in Time and Tide, see 744.

16. Welsh poet Dylan Thomas (see 608, n. 9) wrote a number of documentary film scripts and worked on films including New Towns for Old (1942), Our Country, (1944), When We Build Again (1945). His radio writing was collected in Quite Early One Morning (1954). The second title given by Orwell should be Portrait of the Artist as a Young Dog (1940).

17. —who is speaking to you now—] interlinear insertion

18. A BBC record reference number, not a commercial record company’s number. Columbia at this time used these same letters.

19. ORWELL: NOW please … recited by Vida Hope ] added

20. ORWELL: NOW please … of Ann Jones’:—] added

21. meek ] neat in broadcast text

22. The incorrect singular (for ‘seeds’) has been allowed to stand because Orwell later says the last two lines defy interpretation; ‘seeds’ enables the line to be explained.

1376. To Vida Hope

1. The ‘I’ is almost certain, but the punchhole has cut away all but an upper serif, and this is followed by an ‘o,’ which looks as if it may have been erased from the top copy.

2. See here.

1377. To Naomi Mitchison

1. Naomi Mitchison lived at Campbeltown, Argyll (about forty miles southeast of where Orwell would later live on Jura).

1379. To B. H. Liddell Hart

1. For Sir Basil Liddell Hart, author of books on military subjects, see 556, 16.7.39, n. 1.

2. Liddell Hart asked Orwell whether he had written Bless ’Em All because he so admired the book that he had ‘distributed quite a number of copies … in quarters where I thought it might do some good.’ The full title of the book, published pseudonymously by Boomerang, is Bless ’Em All: An Analysis of the British Army, Its Morale, Efficiency and Leadership, Written from Inside Knowledge (1942). ‘Boomerang’ was Alan W. Wood, an Australian who had worked on Beaverbook newspapers before the war and who, according to Fredric Warburg, ‘died far too young’; see All Authors Are Equal (1973), 17. This sixty-four page pamphlet, published by Secker & Warburg in 1942, had an initial print run of 5,000 copies, but its lively critique of the British army, and particularly its leaders, preponderantly Old Etonians, resulted in the sale of 37,625 copies in the first fifteen months. See All Authors Are Equal, 17–19).

1380. War-time Diary

1. For David Owen, see here.

2. Sir Reginald Hugh Dorman-Smith (1899–1977) was Governor of Burma in 1941 and during the British withdrawal in 1942.

1383. To Ethel Mannin

1. Ethel Mannin (see 575) was a writer and wife of Reginald Reynolds, one of Orwell’s broadcasters; see here.

2. In ‘Speakers for Week 51,’ 7 December 1942, Orwell described Mrs. Fordham as Assistant Director of British Survey at the British Association for International Understanding. She had, he said, read law at Cambridge and in that week would give a talk, ‘Tessa—a Polish Baby.’ She later prepared the second, revised, edition of Florence A. George’s King Edward’s Cookery Book (1950).

1387. War-time Diary

1. Properly, Glimpses of World History: Being Further Letters to His Daughter, written in Prison, and containing a Rambling Account of History for Young People (Allahabad, 1934); revised edition printed, with fifty maps by J. F. Horrabin (see 497, n. 4) in 1939 by Lindsay Drummond. According to Inez Holden (see here), in a private communication, Orwell thought of asking Drummond to publish his and her war diaries.

2. Manuscript has ‘Nehru naturally being a draw with Indian listeners.’

1388. Weekly News Review, 35

1. —an important… rest of Russia. ], the possession of which is indispensable to them if they are to reach the Caspian Sea area. West, Commentaries reads ‘town’ as ‘base,’ but, though unclear, ‘town’ is more likely.

2. endangered the position of] already cut off

3. ,& also endangered … harbour]. If they should be forced to retreat by sea the naval base of Novorossisk might be lost. This means that the only important base

4. would ] will

5. North of the Caucasus mountains ] in which they are now in

6. consider it possible ] greatly fear it

7. It is known … inflicted ]  first typed after reinforcing the Solomons, then x-ed through

8. See here.

9. A comma should have been added after ‘warfare’ when ‘and’ was crossed out.

10. ‘two’ was typed, but x-ed through and ‘a few’ typed as interlinear insertion

1391. To Tom Wintringham

1. Tom Wintringham sent Orwell a copy of the press release issued by the Common Wealth National Committee on 15 August 1942. This was issued over the names of J. B. Priestley (Chairman), Richard Acland (Vice-Chairman), and Tom Wintringham (Vice-Chairman). For Common Wealth and Richard Acland, see 609, n. 2; here. For Wintringham, see 721, n. 1; see here. The stature of the novelist, playwright, and commentator J. B. Priestley (1894–1984) was considerable at this time and was further enhanced by his inspiring broadcasts, especially after Dunkirk. He was seen by many as akin to Churchill in his dogged determination; even in the darkest days he was sure the war would end in Britain’s favour. He also argued forcefully for a better Britain when peace came. See also 698, n. 2 and see here.

1392. To Peggotty Freeman

1. Narayana Menon (see here) broadcast a five-minute obituary to India on 25 August 1942. Effraim Nahum (not Mahum), born in 1919, was killed when a lone German raider dropped a stick of bombs on Cambridge. Menon described him as one of the outstanding members of the student scientific community. His parents, originally from Syria and Palestine, had settled in Manchester. As a boy he was associated with a left-wing paper, Out of Bounds, produced by schoolboys. He went to Cambridge in 1937 and plunged into political activities in connexion with the Spanish civil war, yet he gained a double first in physics. In 1940 he became chairman of the Cambridge University Labour Federation (from whose address Miss Freeman wrote) and started work ‘of great national importance’ at the Cavendish Laboratory. A mobile x-ray unit named after him was being sponsored, Menon said. In his talk, Menon also said that such was the esteem felt for Ram Nahum that the place he lived, Ram’s Yard, was named after him. However, that name had existed earlier.

1393. To Leonora Lockhart

1. The letter is annotated: ‘Oct 2 12.15 English 5.15 Indian.’ The script is in the BBC Archives. It is titled ‘Basic English’ and was programme No. 10 in the series ‘I’d Like It Explained.’ It was broadcast in the Eastern Service on 2 October 1942. Basic English was developed in the 1920s by C. K. Ogden; see Orwell’s letters to him of 16 December 1942, 1746 and 1 March 1944, 2427.

1395. War-time Diary

1. Georges Kopp (1902–1951), Russian-born Belgian who was Orwell’s commander in Spain, see 359, n. 2; 535, n. 1.

2. ‘(after some rigmarole … doing)’ is an interlinear insertion in the manuscript replacing ‘I have beenfn1 asked by the boss I had in North Africa in 1940 to establish here a certain industrial process of mine, which might help a lot° French industry & transportation.’

fn1 ‘ie. I was’ [Orwell’s handwritten footnote in manuscript].

3. do so ] go on

1396. To B.H. Liddell Hart

1. For Orwell’s notes, see here and here.

1401. To Edmund Blunden

1. Edmund Charles Blunden (1896–1974), poet and scholar. A biographical note to the BBC pamphlet Books and Authors (see 3101) states: ‘Edmund Blunden is the author of Undertones of War, Shelley, Cricket Country, and many volumes of poetry and criticism. He was awarded the Hawthornden Prize in 1922 for his volume of poems The Shepherd, and the Benson Medal of the Royal Society of Literature in 1931. In 1924–27 he was Professor of English Literature at Tokyo University. For some years after 1931 he was Fellow and Tutor in English Literature at Merton College, Oxford. He is now on the staff of the Times Literary Supplement.’ Blunden served in World War I and was awarded the Military Cross. His experiences are memorably recalled in Undertones of War (1928). As well as the appointments mentioned above, he was assistant editor of The Athenaeum for a time after that war and after World War II was Professor of English, University of Hong Kong and then Professor of Poetry, University of Oxford, 1966–68; he resigned owing to ill health. In addition to publishing much poetry, he edited the work of others, including John Clare, Bret Harte, Christopher Smart, Leigh Hunt, William Collins, and Wilfred Owen, and wrote biographies of Leigh Hunt, Lamb, Shelley, and Keats. Cricket Country (1944) was published in the same series as Orwell’s The English People (1947) and was reviewed by Orwell in the Manchester Evening News, 20 April 1944; see 2455.

1403. News Review, 36

1. Homi Bode was later to be one of six advertised speakers at a public meeting held at Conway Hall to demand the unconditional release of Mahatma Gandhi and other political prisoners arrested by the British in India on 9 August 1942 for supporting a ‘Quit India’ resolution passed by the All-India Congress. The meeting was advertised in Tribune on 19 February 1943 and held that same night. On 10 February Gandhi had begun a fast; this led to fears for his life. He ended the fast on 1 March 1943.

2. Five lines were typed after ‘a few days ago’ and then x-ed through. They appear to be a false start for the news about the landing on the Gilbert Islands that follows. On 23 August Churchill proposed that a British cruiser be given to the Australian navy as a replacement for the Canberra, and Shropshire was presented to the Australians (The Second World War, IV, 462; U.S.: The Hinge of Fate, 514).

3. In order to escort thirteen merchant ships and three tankers, a force of four aircraft carriers, two battleships, seven cruisers, thirty-four destroyers, eight submarines, and some twenty smaller craft was assembled. The convoy sailed from Gibraltar on 10 August and was attacked from the 11th, when the Eagle—the old aircraft carrier, formerly of the Chilean navy—was sunk. Its planes had to land on Victorious, which jettisoned some of its planes to make room for them. The cruisers Manchester and Cairo and the destroyer Foresight were also sunk. Several more British ships were damaged. Of the merchant ships, five arrived at Malta and landed some 30,000 tons of materials. The Axis forces had fortunately broken off the action at a critical moment, and the submarine Safari later damaged two Italian cruisers, Bolzano and Attendolo (2194 Days of War, 278).

4. Brazil declared war on Germany and Italy the day this news review was broadcast.

5. 5000 or ] about

6. Churchill wrote in The Second World War, ‘Dieppe occupies a place of its own in the story of the war, and the grim casualty figures must not class it as a failure. … Tactically it was a mine of experience. It shed revealing light on many shortcomings in our outlook’ (IV, 459; U.S.: The Hinge of Fate, 511). For further details, see Orwell’s War-time Diary, see here, 22.8.42, especially ns. 2 and 6.

7. large ] serious

1410. War-time Diary

1. David Astor ] D.A. on typescript here and in last paragraph. Astor was then serving in the Royal Marines.

2. The Dieppe raid proved, at least in the short term, a sad waste except in so far as it brought home to senior servicemen the lessons to be learned for future landings. More than 6,000 men, mainly Canadian, were involved and well over half were killed, wounded, or captured. Churchill states that of 5,000 Canadians, 18% were killed and nearly 2,000 were captured (The Second World War, IV, 459; U.S.: The Hinge of Fate, 511. See here). All 27 tanks landed were almost immediately destroyed; the RAF lost 70 planes, and 34 ships were sunk. The Germans admitted losing 297 killed and 294 wounded or captured, and 48 planes. The newspapers claimed in headlines at the time, ‘Big Hun Losses’ (Daily Mirror, 20 August 1942), but as The War Papers, 22 (1977) put it, ‘they might have added, “Even Bigger Allied Losses.”’

3. longer on shore ] on shore longer in manuscript

4. ie. till ] ie. dawn till

5. being brought back to England ] returning in manuscript

6. It was alleged that the Germans had cracked British codes and so had advance notice of the raid, but it seems that the first warning was given by German trawlers just as the Allied flotilla approached the coast. The failure of the raid was publicly put down to ‘careless talk’ or even to an advertisement for soap flakes which showed a woman pruning a tree dressed in what was headlined as ‘BEACH COAT from DIEPPE.’ A newspaper cutting of this advertisement, which appeared in the Daily Telegraph, 15.8.42, was annotated by Orwell, ‘Advert. popularly believed to have given the Germans advance warning of the Dieppe raid.’ (The cutting is in Box 39 of Orwell’s pamphlet collection in the British Library; see 3733.) The film Next of Kin (1942), made to drive home the lesson that careless talk could endanger such enterprises, began its life as a shorter services training film. Churchill maintains, ‘Our post-war examination of their records shows that the Germans did not receive, through leakages of information, any special warning of our attention to attack’ (The Second World War, IV, 458; U.S.: The Hinge of Fate, 510, reads slightly differently).

7. account ] account of the raid in manuscript, ‘of the raid’ crossed out

8. to be ] to have been

9. their guns ] their forward guns

10. The passage within half brackets appears in the manuscript, was typed, and the typed version then heavily crossed out.

1413. To Peggotty Freeman

1. Orwell’s handwritten draft of this letter survives on the verso of Miss Freeman’s letter to him of 22 August. Both letters are filed with Narayana Menon’s letters. Orwell did not include the wavelengths in his draft: Nancy Parratt presumably added these.

2. For details of Menon’s talk, see here.

1415. ToG. M. Young

1. Young did not take part and almost a year later used this experience as part of his basis for an attack on the BBC in the Sunday Times, ‘Some Questions for the BBC,’ 27 June 1943. He wrote of the BBC’s ‘most reckless vilification of English institutions, the most grotesque distortions of English history, and the most ignorant adulation of foreign achievements.’ R. W. Foot, Director General of the BBC, took up these charges with him, and Young sent a long reply, 3 July, which was typed and circulated within the BBC. He referred, among other things, to a discussion on English education in which he had been invited to participate but which, in September 1942, he had described as ‘Abstract, declamatory and quite unsuitable for India.’ He suggested they get the script from Orwell. This programme was, he said, ‘a reckless vilification of an institution.’ He had therefore withdrawn from the programme (which also included T. C. Worsley) and was replaced by N. G. Fisher. The script was found, and a report on it said, ‘There does not seem to be anything in the script to justify G. M. Young’s description.’ Young later complained that he had not received a reply to his letter of 3 July. After making several drafts, the Director General eventually sent a short note to say that the evidence provided by Young was ‘so extremely thin’ as not to call for an answer (28 October 1943). Norman George Fisher (1910–1972), Assistant to Education Secretary, Cambridgeshire, 1938–46, served during the war in the Royal Army Service Corps and the Royal Army Education Corps, becoming commandant of the Army School of Education in 1943. Among his post-war posts were Chief Education Officer, Manchester, 1949–55; Principal of the Staff College of the National Coal Board, 1955–61; Chairman, North Regional Advisory Council of the BBC, 1953–55, and, from 1968, Chairman of Butterworth’s, publishers.

1418. BBC Talks Booking Form, 25.8.42

1. He had, in fact, graduated; see here.

1420. To Alex Comfort

1. New Road: New Directions in English Art and Letters, 5 vols. (1943–49). Vols. I and II (1943–44) only were edited by Alex Comfort (with) John Bayliss. Orwell wrote ‘Looking Back on the Spanish War’ for the first volume; see here. For Comfort, see here.

1421. ‘Looking Back on the Spanish War’

1. to be ] being in 1953 editions

2. The Oxford Union’s motion in 1935 supporting the refusal to fight ‘for King and Country’ initiated a series of alternating demands that Britain abstain from and engage in military action.

3. See War-time Diary, 1218, 11.6.42.

4. The source of this quotation has not been traced.

5. There is no paragraph division here in New Road.

6. Homage to Catalonia.

7. Mohammed Amin al-Husseini (1896–), Mufti of Jerusalem from 1921. He was arrested in 1937 for instigating anti-Semitic riots. He escaped and later broadcast for the Nazis from Berlin and encouraged the deportation of Jews to concentration camps. He was charged with war crimes but found refuge first in Egypt and then in Palestine. Six thousand Bosnian Muslims who formed the S. S. Handzar Division in Jugoslavia in 1943 to fight for the Nazis saw him as their spiritual leader. A ‘Mufti’ is a Muslim canon lawyer.

8. Orwell possibly had in mind Gerald Heard (1889—1971), whom he mentions in his September 1943 review in Horizon of Lionel Fielden’s Beggar My Neighbour (see 2257, and see also headnote to ‘Can Socialists be Happy?’, 2397); also Aldous Huxley (see 600, section 3), and possibly Christopher Isherwood (see 2713), all of whom settled in Los Angeles just before the war. In California, Isherwood developed an interest in Yoga and Vedanta (though whether Orwell knew this is uncertain), edited and introduced Vedanta for the Western World (Hollywood, 1945; London 1948), and with Swami Prabhavananda translated The Bhagavad-Gita (1944) and other related works. It is possible that this reference was inspired by Orwell’s preliminary arrangements for G. V. Desani to talk on the Bhagavad-Gita in his BBC series ‘Books that Changed the World’; see 1970.

9. this ] the in 1953 editions

10. of a Pétain or of a Gandhi ] ‘of Pétain and Gandhi’ in New Road

1424. War-time Diary

1. The Daily Worker had been suppressed on 22 January 1941.

2. For Subhas Chandra Bose and Ras Bihari Bose (who were not related), see here,here,here.

1426. To C. H. Waddington

1. The context (and space) demand ‘to’ but the first letter is missing and the remains of the second look like ‘n.’

1427. News Review, 37

1. It is sometimes difficult to distinguish ‘3’ from ‘5’ because the microfilm of the original is blurred. This applies also to the reference to 33 Japanese planes in the next paragraph. Close comparison with ‘45,000’ suggests, on balance, that 30 and 33 are intended.

2. A large asterisk has been drawn in the left-hand margin at the end of the paragraph.

3. This sentence has been crossed out, a square bracket written in before ‘It,’ then scribbled out and another inserted before ‘Although.’ So it would seem that this sentence was included in the broadcast.

4. ‘[possible for]’ is an editorial conjecture; the text has been lost from the microfilm of the typescript because the page is damaged at that point.

1429. London Letter, 29 August 1942

1. The 1941 Committee was founded early in 1941 by a group of left-wing publicists, politicians, and notabilities. J. B. Priestley, novelist and playwright, whose broadcasts in 1940 had made him a national figure, was chairman of the discussions, though Orwell is echoing a popular misapprehension when he calls it “Priestley’s” Committee. Its aim was to bring pressure to bear on the Coalition government, through publications and lobbying, in favour of immediate left-wing political and economic changes. Dissension led to its dissolution and what remained merged with Acland’s Forward March in July 1942 to form a new political party, Common Wealth. For Richard Acland, see 609, n. 2. Its policies were those of Utopian Socialism. Acland eschewed the conventional Marxist vocabulary and insisted that the basis of a socialist revolution must be moral, not economic. Common Wealth supported the war effort and, apart from the anti-war Independent Labour Party, formed the only organised Socialist opposition to the political truce and the Churchill government. As a party it won by-elections during the war but fared disastrously in the 1945 General Election, when most of its 23 candidates, including Acland, lost their deposits fighting Labour candidates. Afterwards Acland and most of its other leaders joined Labour, and Common Wealth ceased to be politically significant. For Orwell’s ‘Profile’ of Sir Richard Acland in The Observer, 23 May 1943. see 2095.

2. See 758, n. 1 and section 1 of here.

3. People were asked to give up metals of all kinds from pots and pans to their garden railings to provide scrap for use in war production. The stumps of some railings may still be seen.

4. A proprietary tonic based on iron in a gelatine capsule.

5. See War-time Diary, see here, 29.8.42.

1434. BBC Talks Booking Form, 31.8.42

1. Clemence Dane (see here) was playing Second Chorus in Jacob’s Ladder with the Old Vic at Stockport, so arrangements were made for her to rehearse at the BBC Manchester Studios. The script had to be cut, partly because she was briefed for a 13½ minute, not 12-minute, talk; and because there was a censorship cut. Dorothy Rhodes, Manchester Talks Assistant, also arranged for Miss Dane to give ‘a slower delivery for Empire transmission.’





Chronology

The BBC Years

In the main, Orwell’s publications, except books, are not listed

25 June 1903 Eric Arthur Blair born in Motihari, Bengal, India.



18 Aug 1941–24 Nov 1943 Talks Assistant, later Talks Producer, in the Indian section of the BBC’s Eastern Service.

21 November 1941 First of over 200 newsletters written by Orwell for broadcast to India, Malaysia, and Indonesia, in English; and translated for broadcast in Gujarati, Marathi, Bengali, and Tamil.

8 March 1942 First contribution to The Observer.

15 May 1942 Victory or Vested Interest? published by George Routledge & Sons, containing Orwell’s lecture, ‘Culture and Democracy’.

Summer 1942 Moves to Maida Vale, London.

11 August 1942 ‘Voice 1,’ first of six literary ‘magazines’ devised by Orwell for broadcast to India.

19 March 1943 His mother, Ida Blair, dies.

24 August 1943 ‘I am definitely leaving it [the BBC] probably in about three months’ (letter to Rayner Heppenstall).

18 Nov 1943 Talking to India published by Allen & Unwin, edited and with an Introduction by Orwell.

23 Nov 1943 Leaves BBC and joins Tribune as Literary Editor. Leaves Home Guard on medical grounds.

Nov 1943–Feb 1944 Writes Animal Farm.



21 January 1950 Orwell dies of pulmonary tuberculosis, aged 46.
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ABOUT THE BOOK

Orwell wrote to his anarchist friend, George Woodcock in December 1942 arguing that ‘by working inside an institution like the BBC one can perhaps deodorise it to some extent’, and he concluded, ‘I consider I have kept our little corner of it fairly clean’. In addition to the magazine programme, ‘Voice’, Orwell continued to develop what would now be called an ‘open university’: broadcasts by distinguished speakers on texts set for Bombay and Calcutta university degrees. He enlisted such speakers as E.M. Forster, T.S. Eliot and Joseph Needham and the broadcasts were backed up by publications printed in India for university students. Classical and Indian music programmes were broadcast; there was regular film criticism and an innovative practical theatre series, ‘Let’s Act it Ourselves’. Some of Orwell’s scripts, such as that for his ‘Imaginary Interview with Jonathan Swift’, pose difficult textual problems and these are fully examined and annotated. The script of Eileen Blair’s broadcast for the series, ‘In Your Kitchen’ has been included. Orwell still found time to write a number of reviews, contribute to Partisan Review, and write essays on Hardy, Henry Miller, and Yeats.




Introduction to Volume XIV

1 September 1942 to 28 February 1943: Keeping Our Little Corner Clean

Towards the end of Volume XIII Orwell’s first attempt at a broadcast form of the literary magazine is reproduced (1373). Orwell intended that this ‘magazine’ should appear each month and so it did until the sixth ‘issue’, a special Christmas number, broadcast on 29 December 1942. In the context of a broadcasting service designed to be part of Britain’s wartime propaganda effort, this is, perhaps, the strangest series of all those Orwell devised and the least overtly propagandist. Orwell himself described the programmes as ‘a small and remote outflanking movement in the radio war’ in ‘Poetry and the Microphone’. Because the programmes were aimed at Indian university students, ‘a small and hostile audience, unapproachable by anything that could be described as British propaganda’, and there was no hope of more than ‘a few thousand listeners’, that ‘gave us an excuse to be more “highbrow” than is generally possible on the air’ (2629; XVII, 75). He then describes what can be read in this volume and though he admits the results might seem ‘Slightly ridiculous and also rather patronising’ it did enable difficult verse to be got across to listeners. He goes on to point to one of the most significant characteristics of these programmes. When practicable he had the poets speak their own poetry: ‘I was early struck by the fact that the broadcasting of a poem by the person who wrote it does not merely produce an effect upon the audience, if any, but also on the poet himself’ (XVIII, 76). He goes on to wonder ‘whether it would not be possible even now to rescue poetry from its special position as the most-hated of the arts’ (XVII, 78). Orwell was too dismissive of the wasted years he spent at the BBC (see Introduction to Volume XV). ‘Voice’, his monthly magazine, did show the way forward. T. S. Eliot reading his ‘What the Thunder Said’ from The Waste Land (in ‘Voice,’ 5, the script of which is, alas, lost) really would then have been a revelation, as later recordings show. That Orwell was essaying this in 1942 is remarkable, the more so in the context of the purposes of the service for which he was working. It is true that the discussions are stilted, as Orwell realised, but the reason was simple: to pass the double censorship for Security and Policy, everything had to be written out: discussion was shackled even about poetry. But this was an imaginative attempt by Orwell to rid poetry of the air of sounding ‘like the Muses in striped trousers’ (XVIII, 79). Because of the importance of what was chosen – precisely what – permission has been obtained to print the poems and passages of prose he broadcast. Those who took part included, as well as T. S. Eliot, Herbert Read, Edmund Blunden, and the West Indian poet, Una Marson (all of whom read their own poems), Narayana Menon, Mulk Raj Anand, Tambimuttu, William Empson and, of course, Orwell himself. Although the series ran for only six numbers, he planned to continue the series. Why this was not done is not known.

Orwell continued with the educational series designed for Indian university students and based on the syllabuses of Calcutta and Bombay Universities. Plans were laid in December 1942 for some of these talks to be printed in pamphlet form and two booklets were published by Oxford University Press, but not until 29 October 1946 (see 1301, XVIII, 454). two of Orwell’s talks were included, those on Shaw’s Arms and the Man, and Jack London. Unfortunately it was so long after the talks had been given that relatively few copies were sold, though they were priced cheaply. On 6 November 1942, Norman Marshall began his series on the fundamentals of drama production, “Let’s Act It Ourselves”, with Damyanti Sahni (who had worked with the Shakespeare Memorial Theatre) and her husband, Balraj. Once again, Orwell persuaded a distinguished expert to work for him (see Introduction to Volume XIII). Norman Marshall was currently producing The Petrified Forest in London with Constance Cummings and Owen Nares and was to become Head of Drama for Associated-Rediffusion Television in 1955. There were not only talks about drama in the educational series and these instructional programmes, but Orwell organised a number of performances of Indian plays such as Malti and Madhav and The Little Clay Cart (translated from Sanskrit; see 1713, 1726, and 1873).

Other innovations Orwell introduced in the period of this volume were a ‘Story by Five Authors’ and an essay competition for Indian students. The story was not really a success. Orwell had the idea of starting off a story and having it continued by four others. L. A. G. Strong, Inez Holden, and Martin Armstrong continued what he initiated and then he persuaded E. M. Forster to conclude the experiment. The essay competition (it was at one time thought a play competition might be organised) attracted fewer entries than had been hoped but although there is not a great deal of information as to the degree of its success, Orwell must have thought it worthwhile for soon after he launched a short-story competition when he became literary editor of Tribune. One of Orwell’s most inventive broadcasts was his imaginary interview with Jonathan Swift, 6 November 1942 (1637).

Orwell continued to write newsletters and from 21 November he read them using his pen-name. When this was mooted, Orwell agreed on the grounds that the commentaries had ‘always followed what is by implications a “left” line’ (1571). He continued to read the newsletter to India until 13 March 1943 when that service ceased. However, though it has been suggested that this cessation was to deny Orwell a hand in direct propaganda, he was already, from the day before he first read one of his newsletters to India, reading one to occupied Malaya, No. 8 in that series, and he continued to read these throughout the period of this volume (see 1669). (Except for a few excerpts, none of these newsletters has been traced.)

Some idea of how hard Orwell worked can be appreciated by glancing at the week beginning 16 November 1942. On that day Gujarati Newsletter 38 was broadcast, for which he had written the English version; he wrote to T. S. Eliot about his reading “What the Thunder Said” in ‘Voice,’ 5; sent Norman Marshall proposals for “Let’s Act it Ourselves” with the Sahnis’ questions; and wrote a memorandum on news commentaries for Malaya. The following day he wrote to Desmond Hawkins proposing anniversaries that might be celebrated in December. On the 18th he suggested to E. M. Forster that he discuss Narayana Menon’s book on Yeats, asked V. E. Yarsley to speak on plastics for a science programme, and sent a memorandum to Programme Accounts about fees for Dame Myra Hess and Scott Goddard. On the 20th his article, ‘Background of French Morocco’ was published in Tribune; he read to Malaya the first of his news commentaries for that country (which he had written). On the 21st his review of Liddell Hart’s The British Way in Warfare was published in The New Statesman and Nation, and he read a news commentary to India (also which he had written); that day a Bengali newsletter was broadcast for which he had written the English text, and he sent letters to T. S. Eliot, Bahadur Singh, Noel Sircar, Shridhar Telkar, and V. E. Yarsley.

He could certainly be said (as he wrote to George Woodcock on 2 December 1942, 1711, see here) to be keeping his little corner of the BBC fairly clean.

A full General Introduction will be found here
Reference should also be made to the Introductions to Volumes XIII and XIV
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1435. BBC Talks Booking Form, 1.9.42


K. K. Ardaschir: ‘The Moslem Minorities of Europe’; 13-minute talk; recorded 2.9.42; broadcast date not fixed; fee £8.8s. Signed: Z. A. Bokhari. Remarks: ‘Please may Mr. Ardaschir’s contract be sent by hand to Room 310, 200. O. S. marked c/o Mr. Blair, as he is going away shortly.’






1436. BBC Talks Booking Form, 1.9.42


Cedric Dover: ‘Anniversaries of the Month,’ 2; broadcast 8.9.42; fee £4.4s. Signed: Z. A. Bokhari. Remarks: ‘Mr. Dover will be taking one of four parts in this feature.’






1437. BBC Talks Booking Form, 1.9.42


Lilla Erulkar: ‘Anniversaries of the Month,’ 2, monthly programme; broadcast 8.9.42; fee £4.4s. Signed: Z. A. Bokhari. Remarks: ‘Miss Erulkar is taking one of four parts in this feature.’






1438. BBC Talks Booking Form, 1.9.42


Sidney Horniblow: ‘In Black and White,’ 1–6; ‘writing of 13 minute feature to fill 15 minute period, and also taking part as the Voice of the Daily Express’; broadcast 4, 11, 18, 25.9.42 and 2 and 9.10.42; fee £10.10s each date, to cover preparation of script and participation in programme. On 12 September, a fee of £12.12s was arranged and noted on the form. Remarks: ‘The three other voices taking part in this feature are booked through Mr. Attwood.’






1439. BBC Talks Booking Form, 1.9.42


Noel Sircar: ‘Anniversaries of the Month,’ 2, monthly programme; broadcast 8.9.42; fee £4.4s. Signed: Z. A. Bokhari.






1440. To George K. C. Yeh

2 September 1942 PP/EB

Dear Dr. Yeh,

I daresay you will remember me from [th]at evening when we had dinner together with [Bi]ll Empson.1 I am wondering whether you could find time to do a talk for us in English on the Indian Service. We are having a series of three talks on Modern Japan, called Japan’s Threat to Asia; the first talk will deal with Japan during the Meiji era, the second with Japan between the Sino-Japanese war of 1894 and 1931, and the third will deal with the period from the Manchurian incident onwards. I am sure you are the most suitable person to do this if you can spare the time. The date of the talk would be September 29th, but we should want the script a week beforehand. These talks take 13¼° minutes, which means about 1500 words. Could you be kind enough to let me know as soon as possible whether you feel inclined to undertake this?2

Yours sincerely,

George Orwell

Talks Producer

Indian Section




1441. BBC Talks Booking Form, 2.9.42


M. R. Kothari: Marathi Newsletter, 27; written by E. Blair, translated and read by M. R. Kothari; broadcast 3.9.42; fee £5.5s. Signed: Z. A. Bokhari. Remarks: ‘Please note last week’s Newsletter should read No. 26—not 27. A mistake in the numbering occurred from the 16th July 1942—which should read No. 20.’






1442. Marathi Newsletter, 27

3 September 1942


The English original was written by Orwell. No script has been traced. The programme was broadcast at 1345 instead of 1430 (see 1431), and the sequence of programmes was correctly renumbered (see 1441). PasB gives timing as 12½ minutes.






1443. To Leonard Moore

4 September 1942 Typewritten

10a Mortimer Crescent London NW6

Dear Mr Moore,

Many thanks for the cheque for £10–17–1, and the accounts. I return the latter.

I am unfortunately far too busy to write anything except casual journalism. Besides being in the BBC I am in the Home Guard, and between the two I don’t have many evenings to myself. However, during 1940–1941 I kept a diary, and when I had been keeping it some time it struck me that it might be publishable some time, though I felt it would be more likely to be of interest after a lapse of 5 or 10 years. But events have moved so fast that it might as well be 10 years since 1940 now, and I am not sure the thing is not worth trying on a few publishers. A friend who had also kept a diary had some idea of making a book out of the two, but this idea fell through.1 At present my diary is being typed,2 but when that is done, in about 10 days, we might see what we can do with it. Gollancz did hear about° and said he would like to see it, but I am not certain whether people are not rather fed up with war diaries. I should think the best place for publishing a thing of this kind would be America, if one could connect with an American publisher and then the° get the MS through the censorship. My books have never sold well in the USA, but I think I may have built myself up a small public there via the London Letters I have done from time to time during the last 18 months in the “Partisan Review”. The editor told me some New York publisher said he thought the London Letters might be worth reprinting in pamphlet form, and if so the diary might have a chance. It is about 25,000 or 30,000 words, an awkward length, and I shouldn’t expect such a book to have more than a small sale, but I should think some publisher might think it worth risking a few pounds on.

I hope business is good. Everyone seems to be reading, when they can get hold of books.

Yours sincerely

Eric Blair




1444. To Edmund Blunden

[4 September 1942?]

CAN YOU COME TO 200 OXFORD STREET ELEVEN THIRTY ON TUESDAY1 TO REHEARSE WITH OTHER SPEAKERS

ORWELL BROADCASTS




1445. News Review, 38

5 September 1942


‘News Review’ is handwritten at the head of this script. It is a very clean typescript; the only changes are one line x-ed through by the typist and the change recorded at n. 3. It is marked, in Orwell’s hand, ‘As broadcast 13′ 18″ E.A.B,’ and carries no censorship stamps, though ‘Censored by Z A Bokhari’ is written at the top of the first page by Bokhari. The script was read by Bahadur Singh.



September 3rd was the third anniversary of the outbreak of war. Before giving our usual resume° of the week’s news, it may be worth while to look back over the past three years and thus see the present phase of the struggle in its true perspective.

If one looks thus at the whole picture and not merely at one corner of it, the fact which stands out is that after three years of desperate war, Britain is far stronger than she was when the war started. Whereas in the autumn of 1939 the entire British Commonwealth was barely able to mobilise a million trained men, and had only a very small air force and depleted navy, to-day there are several million trained men in Britain alone, putting aside the great armies in the Middle East, in India, and in other places. The R.A.F. has grown till it is more than the equal of the German Air Force, and the Navy, in spite of heavy losses in the unending and difficult work of convoying war materials to Britain, is much more powerful than at the outbreak of war.

When the German commanders survey the situation the fact1 that their main enemy, Britain, is merely stronger and not weaker after all their attacks—must be the first to strike them. And behind this is the other immense fact that America now stands behind Britain and is re-arming upon an enormous scale and at lightning speed in places where neither the German army nor the German air force can affect the process. The other fact which the German commanders have to take into consideration is the continued resistance of Soviet Russia, the complete failure of the Red Army to disintegrate as it was supposed to do in the Autumn of 1941, and the frightful drain on German manpower which the Russian campaign represents, especially with another winter in the snow looming two or three months ahead.

Looking back we see that there have been really three turning points in the war and at each of them a Fascist victory receded further into the distance. The first was the Battle of Britain, in the late summer of 1940. The Germans, confident of a quick victory, hurled their air force against Britain and not only suffered heavy losses to no purpose, but were brought to realise that they could not win the war quickly, but had got in front of them a long and exhausting struggle in which almost inevitably the rest of the world would end by turning against them. The next turning point was in the winter of 1941, when the German advance on Russia petered out and the Russians drove the Germans back from Rostov. The German attack on Russia had been a direct result of the successful British resistance and the British sea blockade. Unable to break out and establish communications with Asia and America, the Germans had planned to conquer Russia at one blow, after which they would have at their disposal an enormous area which could be plundered of almost all the raw materials they needed, while at the same time they would no longer have the Red Army as a perpetual menace to their rear, so that they could devote their whole forces to a renewed attack on Britain. This also failed, and the Germans, in spite of great gains of territory, found themselves in for an exhausting struggle in which they were fighting against tremendous manpower and impossible climatic conditions, while their air force was so heavily engaged that they could not prevent the R.A.F. from pounding the cities of Western Germany. The third turning point was when Germany succeeded in pushing Japan into the war. The Japanese were mainly concerned with the conquest of East Asia, but the plan from the German point of view was to divert the attention of the Americans and prevent them from sending further aid to Britain. Once again the great gamble failed, for though the Japanese won easy victories at the beginning, they too soon found themselves in for a protracted struggle against a superior enemy, and the Americans, while fighting the Japanese in the Pacific, were not diverted for a moment from sending men and supplies to Europe. In spite of successes which look brilliant on a short term view, each of the three great gambles of the Fascist powers has failed, and they are able to see gradually forming against them a vast coalition of nearly four fifths of humanity with overwhelming resources and unalterable determination to make an end of Fascist aggression once and for all. In 1940, Britain was alone, poorly armed and not by any means certain of being joined by further Allies. In 1942, Britain has beside her the Red Army, the enormous American war industries and the four hundred million human beings of China. However long the struggle may yet be, its end cannot be in much doubt. That is the picture of the war which we see if we look at it in its broad lines and do not allow yesterday’s newspaper to occupy the whole of our attention.

We have occupied most of our time in giving this general review of the war, and we shall therefore give only a short summary of this week’s events.

In Egypt, the fresh German attack which we foretold in last week’s newsletter has begun. It is however too early to give any worthwhile news of it. We will merely utter a warning that the conditions in Egypt are not easy for the Allies, and the fact that the Germans attacked first suggests that they have been successful in replacing the losses of the battles in June and July. The British, however, have also been reinforced and American troops and aeroplanes are now beginning to take their place on this front.2 After making a fairly strong attack with their armoured forces, the Germans are now retreating again, but it is not clear as yet whether this is because they found the British defences too strong for them or whether it is some kind of feint or manoeuvre. The allied air forces have been very active in the Mediterranean and have sunk several Axis ships this week. We shall be able to report more fully on the Egyptian situation next week.

The fighting in the Solomon Islands has been a brilliant success for the Allies. The Americans are now more or less in control of six islands and what was particularly important, on the island of Guadalcanal they captured a large air base which the Japanese had almost completed. About five days back, probably in hopes of driving the American fleet away from the Solomons, the Japanese made a fresh landing at Ellne Bay at the south eastern tip of New Guinea. The force which they landed there has been almost completely destroyed by the Australian forces, and its remnants are now in process of being mopped up. From the northern side of New Guinea, the Japanese have made a fresh attack in the direction of Port Moresby, but with indecisive results. They also appear to have made a fresh landing on one of the Solomon Islands. We may expect them to make very violent efforts to dislodge the Americans from the Solomons, for so long as the Americans remain in possession of these islands the Japanese position in New Guinea is threatened and their chance of attempting the invasion of Australia is almost negligible. Probably, therefore, there will be further sea and air battles to report. Although it is several thousand miles distant, India should watch these struggles in the South Pacific with interest, for on their outcome partly depends the possibility of the Japanese attacking India. They probably will not do so unless they can gain naval and air superiority round the shores3 of the Bay of Bengal, and consequently each aeroplane carrier destroyed by the Americans makes India a fraction safer.

The position in Russia is still very grave, but has not altered materially since last week. The Germans are still hurling all their forces against Stalingrad and in the last day or two have gained a certain amount of ground south west of the city. At this moment the most violent fighting is raging almost within gunshot of Stalingrad and the Germans are throwing all the tanks and aeroplanes which they possess into the attack. But up-to-date the news is that the Russian defences are holding firm. Further south, the Germans have also gained some ground in the drive towards the Grosny oilfields. On the other two fronts, the Moscow front and the Leningrad front, the Russians themselves are still on the offensive.

There have been more heavy air raids on Western Germany, and for the first time in this war Gdynia on the Baltic Sea has been bombed. The fact that a town so far away can be bombed from Britain at this time of year, when the nights are still fairly short, shows the great increase in the striking power of the RAF. The Russian air force has recently bombed Berlin. The various proclamations on the subject of air raids which have been issued by the German press and radio show4 how seriously the German people, especially in the big industrial towns, is being shaken by ceaseless bombing.




1446. Bengali Newsletter, 8

5 September 1942


The English original was written by Orwell. No script has been traced. PasB gives timing as 13 minutes. The transmission time for this Newsletter was changed from 1345 GMT to 1430 from this date.






1447. Unpublished Review of Retreat in the East by O. D. Gallagher

The Observer, [6 September 1942?]


This review was rejected by the editor of The Observer, Ivor Brown (see 1480, n. 2). The date it was intended to print the review is not known, but Retreat in the East was published in September 1942, and reviews usually appeared in Sunday newspapers about the time of publication. Orwell refers to the rejection in a letter to Connolly dated ‘Saturday,’ placed here at 12 September; see 1480. On 23 October 1942, Ivor Brown sent Orwell an apology and explanation. He said he had held the review ‘because I felt that it would play straight into the hands of those Americans who are looking out for implements with which to make trouble. The publication of the now well-known article in “Life” about Britain and its Empire had made it particularly important that we should not play into the hands of a few ill-disposed Americans in London.’ He was sorry that Orwell had found it necessary ‘because of a mistake on our part’ to return a book on Shaw unreviewed (see letter to Connolly) and he hoped ‘we shall have your cooperation’ in future. The text is reproduced from a printer’s galley; no typescript has been traced.



Though telling us too much about Mr. Gallagher and his fellow-correspondents and too little about the various oriental peoples among whom they made their hurried journeys, this book contains interesting material. As War Correspondent of the “Daily Express” Mr. Gallagher was on board the Repulse when she was sunk, and saw the Malaya and Burma campaigns at close quarters. It is a depressing story that he has to tell, though not a surprising one, and of course the villains of it are the Burra Sahibs and Tuans Besar,1 the big business men and high officials under whose sloth and greed the Far Eastern provinces of the Empire had gradually rotted. Here is a picture of some of them in the Singapore club:—


There lay the Tuans Besar, in two long rows of chairs. Attached to the arms of each chair were two leg-rests, which were swung out so that the sitter could lie flat out with his legs held up at a comfortable angle for him. The Tuans Besar were nearly all dressed in light-weight, light-coloured suits (not white, mark you, as only Eurasians wore white in Singapore; certainly not the exclusive, well-dressed Tuans Besar). Dark-red mouths opened and closed as they blew out great gusts of curry-laden breath. The bloated bellies heaved. …



While the Singapore business men, whose income tax had a ceiling of eight per cent., carried on with their normal round of golf, gin, and dancing, the fever-stricken troops in the jungle lived on bread and jam and chlorinated water. In Burma it was much the same story—an ill-armed, hopelessly outnumbered army with a frivolous incompetent civilian community behind it: the only redeeming features were the courage of the troops, the brilliant feats of the R.A.F. and the American Volunteer Group, and here and there the devotion and initiative of some minor official, who might be either an Englishman, an Indian, or a Eurasian.

A number of people, which Mr. Gallagher estimates at 300,000—even the Governor put it at 200,000—fled from Rangoon as a result of two air-raids which would have been petty ones by our standards. After that the defence of Burma became even more hopeless than before, because of the lack of labour. It was impossible to get ships unloaded, and thousands of tons of American armaments, originally destined for China, had to be destroyed before the Japanese arrived. Mr. Gallagher makes two charges which the ordinary reader has no way of verifying, but which ought to be investigated. One is that fresh troops were landed at Singapore long after its position had become obviously hopeless,2 in spite of the protests of General Wavell, who wanted them diverted to Burma. The other is that Chiang Kai-shek’s offer to send troops into Burma was only accepted grudgingly, and too late. It is also clear from his account that there was a good deal of favouritism in the matter of evacuation. Europeans, at any rate women, could generally get transport, but Indians had to fend for themselves. An interesting passage in the book describes a column of 4,000 Indian refugees on the 1,200-mile march back to India, with not a weapon between them and with Burmese bandits robbing them every night and murdering the stragglers.

Mr. Gallagher also spent some days with the Chinese army in Burma, and went as a passenger on a bombing raid on Bangkok. It is unfortunate that he says little about the political attitude of the ordinary Burmese population, an important question of which conflicting accounts have been given. Otherwise his book is a valuable piece of reporting, likely to ruffle some dovecots which have needed ruffling these twenty years past.




1448. Gujarati Newsletter, 28

7 September 1942


The English original was written by Orwell. No script has been traced.

On 7 September 1942, Bokhari sent a memorandum to the Eastern Service Director, L. F. Rushbrook Williams, following a meeting with Rowan Davies, Empson, Tonkin, Bonwit, and Miss Sam about the use of the 1130–1145 GMT time slot. So far as Orwell’s work was concerned, this confirmed the use of this time for Gujarati Newsletters on Mondays, Marathi Newsletters on Thursdays, and Bengali Newsletters on Saturdays. Trade-offs between the Indian and Chinese Sections regarding other times were reported.






1449. BBC Talks Booking Form, 7.9.42


Mulk Raj Anand: ‘Voice,’ 2, monthly programme; ‘half hour programme of poems etc. with discussions lasting about 7 mins. Mr. Anand helped to put the programme together & will take part in the discussions—speaking for about 2 [minutes]’; broadcast 8.9.42; fee: £5.5 ‘to cover part in discussions & assistance in compilation of prog.’ Signed: Z. A. Bokhari.






1450. BBC Talks Booking Form, 7.9.42


Edmund Blunden: ‘Voice,’ 2; ‘reading two poems by himself—for about 4 minutes—copyright being covered by Miss Alexander’; broadcast 8.9.42; fee £3.3s (inclusive). Signed: Z. A. Bokhari.






1451. BBC Talks Booking Form, 7.9.42


Cedric Dover: ‘Books That Changed the World,’ 1. The Descent of Man; 2. Uncle Tom’s Cabin; broadcast 1 and 8.10.42; fee £9.9s each. Signed: Z. A. Bokhari.






1452. BBC Talks Booking Form, 7.9.42


Princess Indira of Kapurthala: ‘The Debate Continues’; broadcast 5, 12, 19, and 26.10.42; fee £9.9s each talk. Signed: Z. A. Bokhari.






1453. BBC Talks Booking Form, 7.9.42


Ethel Mannin: ‘I’d like It Explained’; 13-minute discussion on female emancipation with Mrs. Fordham (see separate contract)1 in which Ethel Mannin will speak for about 6½ minutes; broadcast 25.9.42; ‘a special fee of £10.10s has been arranged for Ethel Mannin.’ Signed: Z. A. Bokhari.






1454. BBC Talks Booking Form, 7.9.42


Narayana Menon: ‘Books That Changed the World,’ 1, Gulliver’s Travels; broadcast 17.9.42; fee £9.9s. Signed: Z. A. Bokhari.






1455. BBC Talks Booking Form, 7.9.42


Herbert Read: ‘Voice,’ 2, monthly programme; ‘reading poem by W. H. Auden (September 1941),1 for about 3 minutes, and taking part in discussions (total length of discussions 72 minutes)’; broadcast 8.9.42; fee: £4.4, ‘to cover reading of poem lasting 3 minutes & part in discussion.’ Signed: Z. A. Bokhari.






1456. BBC Talks Booking Form, 7.9.42


K. S. Shelvankar: ‘Books That Changed the World,’ The Social Contract; broadcast 24.9.42; fee £9.9s. Signed: Z. A. Bokhari.






1457. BBC Talks Booking Form, 7.9.42


Bahadur Singh: News Review;1 broadcast 3 and 31.10.42; fee £3.3s + 13s 2d fare. Signed: Z. A. Bokhari.






1458. BBC Talks Booking Forms, 7.9.42


Noel Sircar: News Review;1 broadcast 10.10.42 and 7.11.42; fee £3.3s each reading. Signed: Z. A. Bokhari.

Noel Sircar: Film Commentary; monthly 13-minute talk on films to be released in India shortly; broadcast 22.9.42 and 20.10.42; fee £3.3s each talk, increased to £9.9s each on 22 September. Signed: Z. A. Bokhari.






1459. BBC Talks Booking Form, 7.9.42


Shridhar Telkar: Weekly News Review1; reading only; broadcast 26.9.42 and 24.10.42; fee £3.3s each. Signed: Z. A. Bokhari.






1460. BBC Talks Booking Form, 7.9.42


Shridhar Telkar: ‘Topic of the Week;’ broadcast 7, 14, 21, and 28.10.42; fee £9.9s each talk. Signed: Z. A. Bokhari.






1461. BBC Talks Booking Form, 7.9.42


G. Woodcock: ‘Voice,’ 2, monthly programme; ‘Mr. Woodcock will be in the studio for rehearsal & transmission and will possibly make one or two remarks in the discussion, but is coming primarily out of interest in the programme. I do not think he should receive a fee’; broadcast 8.9.42; fee £1.1 queried; form bears stamp ‘Acceptance received and cheque posted or handed,’ but this is crossed out and written over is ‘No reply no fee paid.’1 Signed: Z. A. Bokhari.






1462. To Noel Sircar

[7–21 September 1942?]


The carbon copy of this telegram from Orwell is filed between 7 and 21 September 1942; it probably refers to that period. The relevant Fridays were the 11th and 18th.



CAN YOU TAKE PART IN FEATURE PROGRAMME FRIDAY NEXT 9.30 TILL TWELVE NOON




1463. War-time Diary

7.9.42: There is evidently trouble in Syria. Handout this morning to the effect that—most unfortunately and much against H.M. Government’s will—General de Gaulle is insisting that Syria is still under a French mandate and it is impossible yet to make a treaty, as in the case of Irak. General de Gaulle’s attitude is considered most deplorable,1 but as he is, after all, the accredited leader of the Free French and the whole legal position is very obscure (the matter should be decided upon by the League of Nations which unfortunately no longer exists) H.M. Government is unable, etc. etc. In other words the Syrians will get no treaty, the blame for this is placed on our puppet de Gaulle, and if possible we shall swipe Syria for ourselves. When I heard this hollow rubbish trotted out by Rushbrooke-Williams2 this morning and we all had to listen and keep straight faces, there came into my head, I don’t quite know why, the lines from Hardy’s Dynasts about the crowning of Napoleon in Rome3:


Do not the prelate’s accents falter thin,

His lips with inheld laughter grow deformed,

In blessing one whose aim is but to win

The golden seat that other bums have warmed?



The Daily Worker reappeared today—very mild, but they are urging (a) a second front, (b) all help to Russia in the way of arms etc., and (c) a demagogic programme of higher wages all round which would be utterly incompatible with (a) and (b).




1464. ‘Voice,’ 2: A Magazine Programme

8 September 1942


The text below is that used for the broadcast, which was passed for Policy and for Security by Bokhari. The typescript was amended in Orwell’s hand, and the typing also looks like Orwell’s. Although there is an unamended typed note, ‘Not checked with broadcast,’ there is also, in Orwell’s hand, a note, ‘As broadcast 25′ 21″.’ No name is given on the typescript or in Pas B for the speaker of the extract from Revolt in the Desert; the insertion of Orwell’s name here is an editorial guess. In addition to misreadings, Auden’s ‘September 1, 1939’ is called ‘September 1941,’ line 19 of which begins with ‘O’ in the typescript. The textual notes following the script record differences between the original typescript and what was broadcast, that is, Orwell’s manuscript changes and textual errors. In the margin opposite Orwell’s introductory announcement is a list of the participants’ names, in capital letters, probably in Orwell’s hand:ORWELL G., EMPSON WM., ANAND MULK RAJ, READ HERBERT, BLUNDEN EDMUND, GODFREY KENTON.



ORWELL:

This is the second number of VOICE. Here we all are in the editorial office as usual, putting the magazine together. “VOICE” is always chiefly concerned with poetry, especially modern poetry, and this time we are having a number specially devoted to war poetry. The trouble is that—according to some people at any rate—there isn’t any war poetry this time. There was even an article about it in “The Times” Literary Supplement a little while back, headed: “Where are the War Poets?” Is that true, Empson, in your opinion? Are there no war poets this time?

EMPSON:

Of course it isn’t true. There’s a whole string of war poets—Henry Treece, J. F. Hendry, F. S. Scarfe, Keidrich Rhys, G. S. Fraser,1 Roy Fuller, Alan Rook,2 and I don’t know how many more. A quite sizeable anthology of war poetry has just come out—edited by an Indian, by the way, J. M. Tambimuttu. I suppose what The Times Literary Supplement meant was that there are no Rupert Brookes this time. But neither there were last time after 1915.

ORWELL:

Of course one might claim that any poem written in wartime is a war poem. But even if one doesn’t ignore the war there is a difference between accepting war and rejecting it. I should say the poems being written now are mostly anti-war, are they not?

ANAND:

There is very little that is jingoistic being written, and certainly we don’t want anything jingoistic in “VOICE”. But I can think of poems written recently which do accept the war, though not quite in the same way as Rupert Brooke.

ORWELL:

For example?

ANAND:

Well, for example, Auden’s poem, “September 1941”.

ORWELL:

Oh, yes, that’s a very good one. I was forgetting that. That’ll do to start the magazine with. Here it is, then. “SEPTEMBER, 1941” by W. H. Auden. This is Herbert Read reading it:3

READ:

SEPTEMBER 1941 [= SEPTEMBER 1, 1939]3

by W. H. Auden


I sit in one of the dives

On Fifty-Second Street

Uncertain and afraid

As the clever hopes expire

Of a low dishonest decade:

Waves of anger and fear

Circulate over the bright

And darkened lands of the earth,

Obsessing our private lives;

The unmentionable odour of death

Offends the September night.

Accurate scholarship can

Unearth the whole offence

From Luther until now

That make a4 culture mad,

Find what occurred at Linz

What huge imago made

A psychopathic god;

I and the public know

What all schoolchildren learn,

Those to whom evil is done

Do evil in return.

Exiled Thucydides knew

All that a speech can say

About Democracy,

And what dictators do,

The elderly rubbish they talk

To an apathetic grave;

Analysed all in his book,

The enlightenment driven away,

The habit-forming pain,

Mismanagement and grief:

We must suffer them all again.

Into this neutral air

Where blind skyscrapers use

Their full height to proclaim

The strength of Collective Man,

Each language pours its vain

Competitive excuse:

But who can live for long

In an Euphoric dream;

Out of the mirror they stare,

Imperialism’s face

And the international wrong.

Faces along the bar

Cling to their average day:

The lights must never go out,

The music must always play,

All the conventions conspire

To make this fort assume

The furniture of home;

Lest we should see where we are,

Lost in a haunted wood,

Children afraid of the night

Who have never been happy or good.

The windiest militant trash

Important Persons shout

Is not so crude as our wish:

What mad Nijinsky wrote

About Diaghilev

Is true of the normal heart;

For the error bred in the bone

Of each woman and each man

Craves what it cannot have,

Not universal love

But to be loved alone.

From the conservative dark

Into the ethical life

The dense commuters come,

Repeating their morning vow;

‘I will be true to the wife,

I’ll concentrate more on my work,’

And helpless governors wake

To resume their compulsory game:

Who can release them now,

Who can reach the deaf,

Who can speak for the dumb?

All I have is a voice

To undo the folded lie,

The romantic lie in the brain

Of the sensual man-in-the-street

And the lie of Authority

Whose buildings grope the sky:

There is no such thing as the State

And no one exists alone:

Hunger allows no choice

To the citizen or the police;

We must love one another or die.

Defenceless under the night

Our world in stupor lies;

Yet, dotted everywhere,

Ironic points of light

Flash out wherever the Just

Exchange their messages;

May I, composed like them

Of Eros and of dust,

Beleaguered by the same,

Negation and despair,

Show an affirming flame.



WOODCOCK:

It sounds rather disillusioned. I should describe it as the poem of someone who had had his most intense war experience before the major war started & had grown rather sceptical of the whole value of war as a political instrument.

ANAND:

But Auden is still a political poet. That poem has what you could describe as a direct political purpose.5

EMPSON:

I think the younger poets who are writing now are really unpolitical. They merely6 feel that the only way to deal with the war is to start from7 their personal situation in it. I’ve got a poem here which illustrates what I mean. It’s called “A Letter to Anne Ridler”, by G. S. Fraser, who’s fighting in Egypt, I believe.

ORWELL:

Would you like to read it? That’ll do for the second poem in the magazine.

EMPSON:

All right. But it’s too long. I’ll start about the middle & go straight through to the end.8

ORWELL:

All right, go ahead. “A Letter to Anne Ridler”, by G. S. Fraser.

EMPSON:

Last part of LETTER TO ANNE RIDLER

by G. S. Fraser

Loving the charity of women’s love,

Too much a household pet, I see in you

The gentle nurture that now curbs my grief

As I grow tall, beyond that budding grove

Of all the beautiful beyond belief

Within whose shade my windflower passions blew,

Private to me, their shy and secret sun,

Who now with other private suns compete

And seek in man’s inverted mode such love

As nerves the will to enter and complete

Its terrible initiation of

Man to these virtues that from pain are won.

And the sick novice whimpers for his home

Who shall be hurt and horribly alone

Before the historic vigil lets him sleep.

Yet for such hurt, such pity might atone

And such an Ithaca for those who roam

Far, that they may at last return and weep.

Why do the towers of Troy for ever burn?

Perhaps that old Jew told us, or perhaps

Since women suffer much in bearing us

We also must show courage in our turn,

Among these forks and dreaded thunder-claps,

Against an endless dialectic tearing us …

Or freedom, say, from family love and strife

And all the female mystery of a room

That half supports and half imprisons us

May tear a man from mother, sister, wife,

And every soft reminder of the womb.

Dead Freud in Lost Vienna argued thus.

I hardly know! But Fritz, who’s now interned,

(Sober and well-informed like all his race)

Told me this war might last, say, seven years;

But right would be triumphant then, the tide be turned,

Unless indeed (the night fell on his face)

Our hopes are just illusions like our fears.

Perhaps in London, say, in seven years,

We’ll meet, and we will talk of poetry,

And of the piety of homely things,

A common past, the flowering library

In which the awkward spirit perseveres

Until a world of letters shines and sings …

Unless the vigilant years have numbed my face,

The long humiliation soured my heart,

The madman’s silence boxed my veering mood:

Let time forgive me, if I fall apart,

And fall, as many souls have fallen from grace,

Through just and necessary servitude.

Or if we never meet, remember me

As one voice speaking calmly in the north

Among the muslin veils of northern light;

I bore the seed of poetry from my birth

To flower in rocky ground, sporadically,

Untill° I sleep in the unlaurelled night,

ANAND:

We ought to have something about the last war as well, oughtn’t we?

X:

And isn’t it time we had a piece9 of prose? We can’t fill a whole number of a magazine up with verse.

WOODCOCK:10

I think on the whole the best stuff written about the last war was in prose. But it was very passive, at least the later and better stuff was. The great feature of the last war was its appalling slaughter, and, so far as the people mixed up in it could see, its meaninglessness. This time it isn’t quite the same.11 It’s difficult to think of any book about the last war which is still worth reading and which expresses any positive attitude.

ANAND:12

What about T. E. Lawrence’s “Revolt in the Desert”?

EMPSON:

Ah, that was a different war. Lawrence was engaged in a minor campaign,13 and it was fought for limited14 objects which the people fighting in it could understand. Besides, it was in the open, not in trenches.15 It wasn’t machine warfare, and the individual counted for something.

ANAND:

There is a very good description of Lawrence and his Arabs blowing up a Turkish troop train. Look, here it is. Lawrence and his party are lying beside the railway track, waiting to press the electric button which explodes the mine they have buried between the sleepers, and the train is approaching round the bend.

EXTRACT FROM REVOLT IN THE DESERT—Read by [Orwell?]


At that moment the engines, looking very big, rocked with screaming whistles into view around the bend. Behind them followed ten box-wagons, crowded with rifle-muzzles at the windows and doors; and in little sandbag nests on the roofs Turks precariously held on, to shoot at us. I had not thought of two engines, and on the moment decided to fire the charge under the second, so that however little the mine’s effect, the uninjured engine should not be able to uncouple and drag the carriages away.

Accordingly, when the front ‘driver’ of the second engine was on the bridge, I raised my hand to Salem. There followed a terrific roar, and the line vanished from sight behind a spouting column of black dust and smoke a hundred feet high and wide. Out of the darkness came shattering crashes and long, loud metallic clangings of ripped steel, with many lumps of iron and plate; while one entire wheel of a locomotive whirled up suddenly black out of the cloud against the sky, and sailed musically over our heads to fall slowly and heavily into the desert behind. Except for the flight of these, there succeeded a deathly silence, with no cry of men or rifle-shot, as the now-grey mist of the explosion drifted from the line towards us, and over our ridge until it was lost in the hills.

In the lull, I ran southward to join the sergeants. Salem picked up his rifle and charged out into the murk. Before I had climbed to the guns the hollow was alive with shots, and with the brown figures of the Beduin leaping forward to grips with the enemy. I looked round to see what was happening so quickly, and saw the train stationary and dismembered along the track, with its wagon sides jumping under the bullets which riddled them, while Turks were falling out from the far doors to gain the shelter of the railway embankment.

As I watched, our machine-guns chattered out over my head, and the long rows of Turks on the carriage roofs rolled over, and were swept off the top like bales of cotton before the furious shower of bullets which stormed along the roofs and splashed clouds of yellow chips from the planking. The dominant position of the guns had been an advantage to us so far.

When I reached Stokes and Lewis the engagement had taken another turn. The remaining Turks had got behind the bank, here about eleven feet high, and from cover of the wheels were firing point-blank at the Beduin twenty yards away across the sand-filled dip. The enemy in the crescent of the curving line were secure from the machine-guns; but Stokes slipped in his first shell, and after a few seconds there came a crash as it burst beyond the train in the desert.

He touched the elevating screw, and his second shot fell just by the trucks in the deep hollow below the bridge where the Turks were taking refuge. It made a shambles of the place. The survivors of the group broke out in a panic across the desert, throwing away their rifles and equipment as they ran. This was the opportunity of the Lewis gunners. The sergeant grimly traversed with drum after drum, till the open sand was littered with bodies. Mushagraf, the Sherari boy behind the second gun, saw the battle over, threw aside his weapon with a yell, and dashed down at speed with his rifle to join the others who were beginning, like wild beasts, to tear open the carriages and fall to plunder. It had taken nearly ten minutes.

I ran down to the ruins to see what the mine had done. The bridge was gone; and into its gap was fallen the front wagon which had been filled with sick. The smash had killed all but three or four and had rolled dead and dying into a bleeding heap against the splintered end. One of those yet alive deliriously cried out the word typhus. So I wedged shut the door, and left them there, alone.



EMPSON:

That describes16 something which happened according to plan. I think it would be difficult to find its equivalent in war poetry.17 The characteristic poems of the last war were satire, and political pamphleteering at that.18 Sassoon’s poems, for instance, were effective at the time but they don’t wear well.19

ANAND:

But there20 was also Wilfred Owen. You remember the poem about “What passing bells for these who die like cattle”?

ORWELL:

It’s a pity he isn’t here to read it. He was killed. But we’ve got Edmund Blunden here today. He edited Owen’s poems, by the way.21 How about getting him to read one or two of his poems?

ANAND:

Ah yes. That will give just the right contrast between the last war and this one.

ORWELL:

There is a very good one called “Rural Economy”. I suppose Mr. Blunden wrote it about 1917—didn’t you?

BLUNDEN: – – – –°

ORWELL:

Anyway, here it is. “Rural Economy”—and this is Edmund Blunden reading it.

BLUNDEN:

RURAL ECONOMY 1917

– by –

Edmund Blunden

There was winter in those woods,

And still it was July:

There were Thule solitudes

With thousands huddling nigh;

There the fox had left his den,

The scraped holes hid not stoats but men.

To these woods the rumour teemed

Of peace five miles away;

In sight, hills hovered, houses gleamed

Where last perhaps we lay

Till the cockerels bawled bright morning and

The hours of life slipped the slack hand.

In sight, life’s farms sent forth their gear;

Here rakes and ploughs lay still;

Yet, save some curious clods, all here

Was raked and ploughed with a will.

The sower was the ploughman too,

And iron seeds broadcast he threw.

What husbandry could outdo this?

With flesh and blood he fed

The planted iron that nought amiss

Grew thick and swift and red,

And in a night thought ne’er so cold

Those acres bristled a hundredfold.

Why, even the woods as well as field

This ruseful farmer knew

Could be reduced to plough and tilled,

And if he planned, he’d do:

The field and wood, all bone-fed loam,

Shot up a roaring harvest-home.

ORWELL:

That is a poem that goes into a certain amount of detail. Here’s another that gives a more general statement. It’s called Report on Experience.

REPORT ON EXPERIENCE

by Edmund Blunden

I have been young, and now am not too old;

And I have seen the righteous forsaken,

His health, his honour and his quality taken.

This is not what we were formerly told.

I have seen a green country, useful to the race,

Knocked silly with guns and mines, its villages vanished,

Even the last rat and last kestrel banished—

God bless us all, this was peculiar grace.

I knew Seraphina; Nature gave her hue,

Glance, sympathy, note, like one from Eden.

I saw her smile warp, heard her lyric deaden;

She turned to harlotry; —this I took to be new.

Say what you will, our God sees how they run.

These disillusions are His curious proving

That He loves humanity and will go on loving;

Over there are faith, life, virtue in the sun.

ORWELL:

I don’t know if anybody has noticed one thing. We haven’t yet had a poem in favour of war.

SOMEONE:

Is anyone in favour of war?

ANAND:

Not as an end in itself. But there is such a thing as recognising that war may be necessary, just as a surgical operation may be necessary. Even an operation which may leave you mutilated for life.

EMPSON:

Although there aren’t any heroics in this war, I maintain that the attitude implied in the poem of Fraser’s which I read is actually more heroic than the Rupert Brooke attitude.22 I think the key phrase is “this just and necessary servitude”. It is just and necessary, and it is servitude. You see he’s willing to do more than get himself killed. He’s willing to cripple his own personality for the sake of a cause he believes in.

ORWELL:

But there can be an actual enthusiasm for war when it’s for some cause such as national liberation. I mean one can feel that war is not merely a disagreeable necessity, but that it is spiritually better than peace—the kind of peace you have in Vichy France, for instance.

ANAND:

What about an example?23

ORWELL:

How about24 “The Isles of Greece”?

ANAND:

Of course! That comes very near home nowadays.

ORWELL:

Here it is, then. “The Isles of Greece”, by Lord Byron.

KENTON:

THE ISLES OF GREECE

read by Godfrey Kenton25

The isles of Greece! the isles of Greece

Where burning Sappho loved and sung,

Where grew the arts of war and peace,

Where Delos rose, and Phoebus sprung!

Eternal summer gilds them yet,

But all, except their sun, is set.

The mountains look on Marathon —

And Marathon looks on the sea;

And musing there an hour alone,

I dream’d that Greece might still be free;

For standing on the Persians’ grave,

I could not deem myself a slave.

A king sate on the rocky brow

Which looks o’er sea-born Salamis;

And ships, by thousands, lay below,

And men in nations; —all were his!

He counted them at break of day —

And when the sun set, where were they?

And where are they? and where art thou,

My country? On thy voiceless shore

The heroic lay is tuneless now —

The heroic bosom beats no more!

And must thy lyre, so long divine,

Degenerate into hands like mine?

’Tis something in the dearth of fame,

Though link’d among a fetter’d race,

To feel at least a patriot’s shame,

Even as I sing, suffuse my face;

For what is left the poet here?

For Greeks a blush — for Greece a tear.

Must we but weep o’er days more blest?

Must we but blush? — Our fathers bled.

Earth! render back from out thy breast

A remnant of our Spartan dead!

Of the three hundred grant but three,

To make a new Thermopylae!

What, silent still? and silent all?

Ah! no; — the voices of the dead

Sound like a distant torrent’s fall,

And answer, ‘Let one living head,

But one, arise, — we come, we come!’

’Tis but the living who are dumb.

In vain — in vain: strike other chords;

Fill high the cup with Samian wine!

Leave battles to the Turkish hordes,

And shed the blood of Scio’s vine!

Hark! rising to the ignoble call —

How answers each bold Bacchanal!

Fill high the bowl with Samian wine!

We will not think of themes like these!

It made Anacreon’s song divine:

He served — but served Polycrates —

A tyrant; but our masters then

Were still, at least, our countrymen.

Fill high the bowl with Samian wine!

On Suli’s rock, and Parga’s shore,

Exists the remnant of a line

Such as the Doric mothers bore;

And there, perhaps some seed is sown,

The Heracleidan blood might own.

Trust not for freedom to the Franks —

They have a king who buys and sells;

In native swords and native ranks

The only hope of courage dwells:

But Turkish force and Latin fraud

Would break your shield, however broad.

Fill high the bowl with Samian wine!

Our virgins dance beneath the shade —

I see their glorious black eyes shine;

But gazing on each glowing maid,

My own the burning tear-drop laves,

To think such breasts must suckle slaves.

Place me on Sunium’s marbled steep,

Where nothing, save the waves and I,

May hear our mutual murmurs sweep;

There, swan-like, let me sing and die:

A land of slaves shall ne’er be mine —

Dash down yon cup of Samian wine!

The first reading is that of the text as amended by Orwell (and as printed here); the second reading is that of the unamended typescript.




1465. To Martin Armstrong

9 September 1942 PP/EB

Dear Mr. Armstrong,1

I believe Gerald Bullett asked you [whet]her you would like to take part in a broadcast called Story by Five Authors, and that you said you would. Could you just let me know for certain whether this is so, and if so, I will let you have all the necessary further particulars.

Yours sincerely,

George Orwell

Talks Producer

Indian Section




1466. To Inez Holden

9 September 1942 PP/EB/NP

Dear Inez,

We did arrange, didn’t we, for you to take part in a broadcast called Story by Five Authors? You might just let me know whether this is O. K., and I will let you have further particulars. Your broadcast will be on October 23rd.

Yours,

George Orwell

Talks Producer

Indian Section




1467. To J. F. Horrabin

9 September 1942 PP/EB

Dear Horrabin,

Thanks so much for your letter. I am glad to hear you are having a nice rest, but I see Dot and Carry1 are appearing as usual. Yes, we will keep your talk on Land Reclamation at the original date—October 16th. I am sending herewith a list of the questions I would like you to touch upon. I have not cast this in dialogue form because I don’t know enough about this subject to know what aspects you would want to concentrate most on. I have merely written down a number of questions starting various hares which you could follow up or not as you wish. These talks are 13½ minutes, and allowing for the interviewer’s questions I don’t think your part should be more than 14 to 15 hundred words. If you like to write the whole thing out into the form of a dialogue, putting in the questions to be asked of you, you can do so, or if you prefer you can simply produce a statement in answer to some of the questions I have written down and I will work it up into dialogue form. I would like to have the script not later than October 9th.

Yours,

Eric Blair

Talks Producer

Indian Section


On the verso of Horrabin’s letter to Orwell of 7 September are the following questions in Orwell’s handwriting. In this transcription, false starts have been ignored, contractions except ‘&’ expanded, and slight styling changes made. For ‘colonised’ in the second line Orwell originally wrote ‘utilised’; in 2b, ‘Are the polar regions’ was originally written as ‘How far the polar regions.’ The original is illustrated as plate 15 in West: Broadcasts.



“The Deserts & the Poles”.


Q.1. Is the earth already populated up to capacity? Are there areas which are now empty but could be colonised?

Q.2. What about areas now seemingly uninhabitable.




a. Deserts. Where are the principle° desert areas & could anything be done to reclaim them? Is it known what produces deserts? Does desert reclamation have any adverse effects elsewhere?

b. Polar regions. Are these inhabitable to any extent? Have any of the artic° or antarctic areas a summer during which cultivation could be practiced?° Is anything being done in this line now? Are the polar regions fully explored? What about the northern polar area as a means of communication between the new & old worlds? Is anything being done in this line? How is arctic transport affected by aviation and meteorology?






1468. To L. A. G. Strong

9 September 1942 PP/EB

Dear Mr. Strong,1

I wonder if you would care to take part in a broadcast of an experimental and slightly unusual type which we are projecting in October. This is called Story by Five Authors and the idea is to have a serial story in five parts each written by a different author, who can carry on the story just as he chooses from the last instalment. The instalment we want you to do is the second. I am doing the first, the third will be done probably by Inez Holden, the fourth by Martin Armstrong, and we hope the concluding one by E. M. Forster. I cannot yet give further details because the first instalment which I am doing is only in process of being written. This idea may be a failure but on the other hand it might be rather interesting. Could you let me know whether you will at any rate provisionally accept this, and in that case I can let you have the first instalment from which yours would follow at about the end of this month. Each instalment should take 13½ minutes which means about 1500 words. The date of yours would be October 16th. If you are not able to come on that day we can always record it.

Your sincerely,

George Orwell

Talks Producer

Indian Section




1469. Extract from Minutes of Eastern Service Meeting


9 September 1942

Programmes for weeks 37 and 38 tabled. Mr. Blair noted that Dr. Joad1 is available as an occasional contributor of English talks.






1470. BBC Talks Booking Form, 9.9.42


M. R. Kothari: Marathi Newsletter, 28; written by E. Blair, translated and read by M. R. Kothari; broadcast 10.9.42; fee £5.5s. Signed: Z. A. Bokhari.






1471. BBC Talks Booking Form, 9.9.42


Ellen Wilkinson: ‘Women Generally Speaking,’ The House of Commons; broadcast 141.10.42; fee £5.5s; ‘balance of fee to Min of H.S.’2 Signed: Z. A. Bokhari.






1472. Marathi Newsletter, 28

10 September 1942


The English original was written by Orwell. No script has been traced. PasB gives timing as 11′ 40″.






1473. To Mulk Raj Anand

10 September 1942 PP/EB/NP

Dear Mulk,

Would you like to do War and Peace in our series Books that Changed the World?

Please let me know about this. The broadcast will be on October 15th, at 12.15, and the talk should be 13½ minutes in length. We should want to have the script by October 7th at the latest. It would be a very great help if you could let me have a typed copy of the script.

Yours,

Eric Blair

Talks Producer

Indian Section




1474. To E. C. Bowyer

10 September 1942 PP/EB/NP

Dear Mr Bowyer,

I wonder if you could help me by suggesting a speaker for a talk in one of our series—or indeed you might undertake the talk yourself if you felt competent.

This is another talk in that series “I’d Like it Explained”, in which you took part. This one is to be on Transport, and I rather want the emphasis to be on air transport. Could you suggest anyone capable of dealing with this if you don’t care to do it yourself [?]1

Your sincerely,

George Orwell

Indian Section

Talks Producer




1475. To R.R. Desai

10 September 1942 PP/EB/NP

Dear Desai,

I wonder if you would like to take part in another series of broadcasts called “Books that Changed the World”. This is a series of talks on books which have actually had a direct influence on the big public during the past 200 years. [It] starts off with Gulliver’s Travels and ends up with Mein Kampf. I would like you very much to do the talk on the latter, if you would. The date would be October 29th. Please let me know whether you feel inclined to undertake this and I will tell you all about it next time I see you.

Yours,

Eric Blair

Talks Producer

Indian Section




1476. BBC Talks Booking Form, 10.9.42


Narayana Menon: 5-minute talk on the anti-Fascist Youth Rally; broadcast 9.9.42; fee £4.4s. Signed: Z. A. Bokhari.






1477. War-time Diary

10.9.42: Lecturing last night at Morley College, Lambeth. Small hall, about 100 people, working-class intelligentsia (same sort of audience as Left Book Club branch1). During the questions afterwards, no less than 6 people asked “Does not the lecturer think2 it was a great mistake to lift the ban from the Daily Worker”—reasons given, that the D. W’s loyalty is not reliable and it is a waste of paper. [Only one woman stood up for the D W, evidently a Communist at whom one or two of the others expressed impatience (“Oh, she’s always saying that”!)] This after a year during which there has been a ceaseless clamour3 for the lifting of the ban. One is constantly being thrown out in one’s calculations4 because one listens to the articulate minority and forgets the other 99 per cent. Cf. Munich, when the mass of the people were almost certainly behind Chamberlain’s policy, though to read the New Statesman etc. you wouldn’t have thought so.




1478. News Review, 39

12 September 1942


The heading ‘News Review’ is handwritten at the top of the first page. Either this typescript or that for the following week was the last to be censored by Bokhari before he left for Liverpool, to sail for India. The script for 19 September is without censorship stamps; that for 26 September was censored by Anthony Weymouth. The script is as broadcast but it is not possible to tell with certainty whether the writing is Orwell’s. A curious aspect of this typescript is that although it comes to an end near the top of the fourth typed page (making it very short), a fifth, but unnumbered, page with four more short paragraphs of news follows. The microfilm is not clear, and the page photographed looks to be a rather poor carbon copy. It doesn’t seem to be quite the same typewriter face as the main body of the text. Possibly these paragraphs were not written by Orwell. The script was read by Noel Sircar.



Last week we reported that fighting had broken out again in Egypt, and added that we hoped to be able to give fresh news1 of it this week. This particular phase of the Egyptian campaign is already over, and has resulted in a severe setback for the Germans. They made what was evidently a large scale effort to break through the Allied defensive positions and were repulsed with very heavy losses, especially of tanks and other vehicles. The actual number of tanks lost by the Germans has not yet been officially reported, but Mr. Wendell Willkie,2 the American envoy to the Turkish government, who passed through Egypt on his way to Ankara, stated that the Germans had lost 100 tanks, which represents 40 per cent of their full strength in Egypt. Mr Churchill also in his recent speech—to which we refer later—has stated that the result of this battle has been to make Egypt safe for some months to come.

It should be remembered, that the Egyptian campaign has not finished, the German forces are not destroyed. The losses they have suffered, however, are undoubtedly serious for them, especially their losses in tanks, because of late they have been finding the sea passage from Italy to Africa very costly. During the past week our submarines alone have sunk or damaged 12 Axis supply vessels, and this is in addition to the damage done by allied aeroplanes. Now that Malta has been reinforced and has fighter planes to guard its aerodromes, it can again be the base from which British bombers attack Axis shipping and ports in Italy and Sicily. On the whole, therefore, we may say that the situation in Egypt has improved very greatly—more greatly indeed than we thought it safe to prophesy a week ago.

Heavy fighting is still going on in central New Guinea, where the Japanese are trying to advance directly over the mountain range which runs along the centre of the island, and reach Port Moresby. They have made a definite advance within the past few days, and are now only about 45 miles from their objective. Port Moresby cannot be considered safe as long as there are Japanese anywhere in New Guinea. The Japanese have failed to dislodge the Americans from the islands they have seized in the Solomon Archipelago in spite of the fresh landing attempt which they made three days ago.

During the past few weeks, the Chinese have regained a good deal of territory in the Eastern provinces, and have so far frustrated the efforts which the Japanese are making to complete their railway communications north and south. The other objective which they have in this area is to prevent the Chinese getting or keeping possession of any base from which Japan itself could be bombed. At present several towns in Chekiang province which are potential air bases for use against Japan are in Chinese hands. The Japanese efforts to capture them have failed. However, even if the Chinese hold on [and] these areas can be consolidated, that does not mean that the bombing of Japan can begin immediately, because the building up of an air base with all its numerous staff of mechanics, its buildings, work shops and supplies of oil, munitions and spare parts for repairs is a long business. Moreover the transport difficulties are very great since the Burma Road, originally the chief route for war materials entering China, is in Japanese hands. Air transport, however, is being improved and new routes into China from India are being opened up. When these are fully established the advantage of possessing bases within bombing distance of Japan can be exploited.

Following on his return from Moscow, Mr. Churchill has made a general statement on the war to the House of Commons. This authoritative statement clears up several points about which information was previously lacking. Perhaps the most important reference Mr. Churchill made in his speech was to the Dieppe raid, which he described as being a reconnaissance in force, necessary in order to obtain information for larger operations later. Mr Churchill naturally made no mention of dates or places, but left it quite clear that an invasion of Europe is contemplated and will be undertaken at the appropriate moment. He explained that in his talks with Premier Stalin he had reached complete agreement and had both convinced himself of the readiness of the Russian people to go on fighting in no matter what circumstances and of our own readiness to make whatever sacrifices may be necessary to take the pressure off our allies. Mr. Churchill added that the Russians felt that they had had to make an unduly great part of the common effort—a feeling which, considering the history of the past year, was not unjustifiable. All they needed from ourselves, however, was an assurance that we would make a diversion when opportunity served, and this assurance they now have. Mr. Churchill also made a statement on the Egyptian campaign and gave an assurance about the defence of Egypt which we have mentioned already. He explained that he had separated the command of the Tenth Army in Persia from that of the Eighth Army in Egypt in order to prevent the Commander in Egypt from being overburdened with what might prove to be a double campaign. For Mr. Churchill also mentioned the possibility of the British army in Persia being used in direct aid to the Russian armies in the Caucasus area. Mr. Churchill also spoke of the recent naval battle in the Mediterranean as a result of which the British convoy reached Malta with much-needed supplies. The arrival of this convoy, he said, had made Malta’s position secure for many months and though the Naval losses were heavy—an old aircraft carrier, two cruisers, one of which was a new one, and a destroyer—this price was not unduly high since the effect was to keep Malta in being as an air and submarine base. The Axis losses [in the battle] in aeroplanes and U-boats destroyed and warships damaged were in any case heavy.

Mr. Churchill was also able to disclose that the sea war on which both the food and the armaments of Britain finally depend had taken a decided turn for the better during the past three months. The rate at which Americans are building ships is now decidedly higher than the rate at which Axis submarines are sinking them, and the submarines themselves are being harassed so successfully that there is hardly a day on which the news of a submarine being either sunk or damaged does not come in. Our bombing raids on Western Germany, on the ports in which the submarines are built, also have an indirect beneficial effect on the sea war.

There has been no very great change on the Russian fronts during the past week. The Germans are still making an all-out effort to capture Stalingrad and in places are probably fighting in the suburbs of the city. The Germans have a great preponderance of aeroplanes on this front, especially dive-bombers. Stalingrad’s position, though not hopeless, must be regarded as very precarious. Novorossisk on the Black Sea is in German hands, though fighting is still going on in that area. Although Novorossisk is important as a naval base, its loss does not mean that the Soviet Black Sea fleet is out of action, since it possesses another base farther south.

Laval, the French Quisling, has now instituted a persecution of Jews in Unoccupied France in almost the same style as is being carried out in Germany. Thousands of French Jews are being deported to Eastern Europe while their children are confined in concentration camps. This has called forth protests from the Vatican and the Catholic Church generally, and French priests are already being persecuted for giving shelter to Jewish children.

The Daily Worker, the British Communist newspaper, the ban on which has been lifted, re-appeared on September 7th. It is giving full support to the war effort of the United Nations.

The British are taking over fresh areas in the island of Madagascar. They have already seized three more harbours on the west coast, and an important aerodrome from which the planes of the RAF can patrol the whole island. This move has been made necessary by the fact that Japanese submarines were being supplied at various points on the coast of Madagascar, with the connivance of the Vichy French authorities whom the British had formerly allowed to remain in control. By taking over the whole of the island, or all of it that matters, the British will be able to make the passage through the Indian Ocean considerably safer for Allied ships.




1479. Bengali Newsletter, 9

12 September 1942


The English original was written by Orwell. No script has been traced. PasB gives timing as 12′ 15″.






1480. To Cyril Connolly

Saturday, [12 September 1942?] Typewritten on BBC letterhead

10a Mortimer Crescent London NW6

Dear Cyril,

I am sending back the Shaw book. I don’t write for papers which do not allow at least a minimum of honesty. There is no point in reviewing a book unless one can say what is in it.1 The author of “Retreat in the East” got in some good cracks at the civilian community in Malaya etc. and I merely quoted a typical one. I had no idea that silly owl Brown2 had anything to do with the literary page of the Observer. He would never stand for what I should say about Shaw, whom I believe he worships.

I am sorry I’m afraid I can’t dine with you on Tuesday, though thank you all the same. I may be on night duty here.3

Yours

[Not initialled]

Eric Blair




1481. Review of A Modern de Quincey by Captain H. R. Robinson

The Observer, 13 September 1942

Unjustified in other ways, the title of this book does have the excuse that its author, like de Quincey, is very much interested in his own reactions as an opium-smoker. An officer of the Indian Army, seconded to the Burma Military Police, he was axed in 1923 and settled down for a couple of years in Mandalay, where he devoted himself almost exclusively to smoking opium, though he did have a brief interlude as a Buddhist monk and made unsuccessful efforts to float a gold mine and run a car-hiring business. After a short visit to England, during which he tried quite vainly to cure himself of the opium habit, he returned to Mandalay, and on being arrested for debt attempted suicide—a ghastly failure, for instead of blowing out his brains as he had intended he merely blew out both eyeballs, blinding himself for life.

This bald outline of the facts does not do injustice to Captain Robinson’s book, which, in spite of the long passages devoted to the delights of opium, leaves a great deal unexplained. Those who knew the author in Mandalay in 19231 were completely unable to understand why a young, healthy and apparently happy man should give himself up to such a debilitating and—in a European—unusual vice, and on this point the book throws no further light. Captain Robinson merely explains that one night in Mandalay he happened to see some Chinese smoking their opium, decided to try what it was like, and thereafter became a habitual opium-smoker. Some other reason for wanting to escape from real life there must have been. It is never mentioned, but the clue is possibly to be found in the earlier part of the book, which describes Captain Robinson’s adventures as a frontier magistrate among the little-known tribes in the north east corner of Burma.

What are the pleasures of opium? Like other pleasures, they are, unfortunately, indescribable. It is easier to describe the miseries which the smoker suffers when deprived of his drug; he is seized with feverish restlessness, then with violent fits of yawning, and finally howls like a dog, a noise so distressing that when an opium-smoker is imprisoned in an Indian jail he is usually, quite illegally, given diminishing doses to keep him quiet. Like many other smokers, Captain Robinson felt himself, while under the influence of the drug, to be possessed of almost divine wisdom. He was aware that he not only knew the secret of the Universe, but had reduced this secret to a single sentence, which he was unfortunately never able to recall when he woke up. One night, so as to make sure of remembering it, he took a pad and pencil when he lay down to smoke. The sentence in which all wisdom was contained turned out to be: “the banana is great, but the skin is greater.”

This book is a small but not valueless contribution to the literature of opium. It is amateurishly written, but its facts are truthful. The description of the attempted suicide is worth the rest of the book put together. It is profoundly interesting to know what the mind can still contain in the face of apparently certain death—interesting to know, for instance, that a man can be ready to blow his brains out but anxious to avoid a disfiguring wound. Those who knew Captain Robinson in the old days will be glad to receive this evidence of his continued existence, and to see the photograph of him at the beginning of the book, completely cured of the opium habit and apparently well-adjusted and happy, in spite of his blindness.




1482. Gujarati Newsletter, 29

14 September 1942


The English original was written by Orwell. No script has been traced.






1483. [A. P. Blair, ‘My Debt to India, V’]

14 September 1942


PasB states that this was ‘translated and read by A. M. Ashraf.’ It almost certainly was not by Orwell. A. P. Blair (and Charles Blair, see 1485) have not been positively identified, but the latter may be John Pilcher; see 882, n. 1. He worked at the Ministry of Information at the time and had connexions with India.






1484. To J. A. Lauwerys

15 September 1942 PP/EB/NP

Dear Mr. Lauwerys,

I am writing to ask whether you can advise me about some speakers in a new scientific series we are going to broadcast to India. I want to have a series on what one might call popular science, dealing with new inventions and processes which alter the way of life of ordinary people. I would like to have the first talk, which is on October 20th, on dehydrated food, which is obviously a very important development and makes, for example, the maintenance of big armies in foreign countries a great deal easier than it would be otherwise. I want to have the second talk, four weeks later, on micro-films, which again may, I think, have very important effects. Unfortunately I don’t know who are the experts or competent speakers on these subjects.

I also want to have a talk of a slightly different style on ersatz and raw materials, on October 9th. The only person I know who has expert knowledge of this is the German writer, Oswald Deutsch whose English is not good enough for India. I should be very much obliged if you could let me have as soon as possibly° your advice about speakers for these three talks.

Yours sincerely,

George Orwell

Talks Producer

Indian Section




1485. [Charles Blair, Japan’s Threat to Asia, 1: ‘Japan in the Second Half of the Nineteenth Century’]

15 September 1942


The typescript (surviving on microfilm T42, BBC Archives) has a handwritten note, ‘As broadcast 13′ E.A.B’. On here is the only other insertion—‘their’—and that could be in Orwell’s hand. However, the speaker, Charles Blair, had no connexion with Orwell, and has not been identified with certainty. He may be the ‘Blair’ (without initials) who represented the Ministry of Information at an Eastern Service Committee meeting of 19 November 1941, which was also attended by Orwell (as ‘E. A. Blair’). ‘Blair’ was possibly a nom de plume for John Pilcher (see 882, n.1), a diplomat who served in Japan, 1936–39, 1967–72 and spoke Japanese. He was at the Ministry of Information 1941–48.






1486. War-time Diary

15.9.42: Ghastly feeling of impotence over the India business, Churchill’s speeches, the evident intention of the blimps to have one more try at being what they consider tough, and the impudent way in which the newspapers can misrepresent the whole issue, well knowing that the public will never know enough or take enough interest to verify the facts. This last is the worst symptom of all—though actually our own apathy about India is not worse than the non-interest of Indian intellectuals in the struggle against Fascism in Europe.




1487. Indian Section Organization


Z. A. Bokhari, Indian Programme Organiser, had asked permission to return to India, partly on compassionate grounds, partly to enable him to bring his children to England, and partly to assess the reception of the Indian Section’s broadcasts in India and to collect materials. He put forward proposals on 27 May 1942, and on 2 June and 11 September 1942. His departure and the date of his return were both much delayed. He left from Liverpool by sea on 29 September 1942, arriving in India on 11 November; he travelled back to England by air and sea, arriving on either 13 or 14 May 1943, the journey taking nearly a month. From 16 September 1942, Mary Blackburn acted on his behalf in the booking of talks; letters survive showing how the others took over his duties. Those aspects of Bokhari’s three memoranda dealing with the organisation of the work of the section in London are reproduced; these included Orwell’s responsibilities and proposals for who should read Orwell’s Newsletters (not, in the event, carried out). Less important details have been omitted, noted by […]. Two talks booking forms for 16 September 1942 pinpoint the changeover of authority. One, for Kothari, is signed by Bokhari; the other, for Ardaschir, is signed by Miss Blackburn.






1488. Z. A. Bokhari (IPO) to Eastern Service Director

27 May 1942

INDIAN SECTION — ORGANISATION

I put forward the following suggestions for your consideration:—

1. During my absence the routine administration of the Indian Section—i.e. Mr. Sahni’s office, Mr. Blair’s office and my office—should be entrusted to Miss Blackburn, who should co-ordinate the activities of the Indian Section and work as a link between E.S.D. and the Indian Section. Miss Blackburn will therefore be responsible for seeing that the various instructions of E.S.D. regarding Contracts, duration of programmes, etc., etc., are carried out. She will be responsible for getting the various papers, including Booking Slips for Contracts, signed by E.S.D. She will also see that the payment to various artists remains confidential, as it has been hitherto.

I suggest that during my absence Miss Blackburn should get something over and above her present pay.

2. E.S.D., Prof. Firth, Lady Grigg, Eric Blair and Mr. Sahni should meet at least once a week to discuss the programmes of the next week, and the programmes for the fourth week. The following points will have to be gone into:—

(i) The Schedule of programmes

(ii) The dates on which scripts should be in

(iii) Allocation of duties for Rehearsals and Transmissions.

(iv) Listeners’ letters and their answers

(v) Talkers’ letters and their answers

(vi) The Rota for week-ends

(vii) Report on the talkers of the last week and the desirability of engaging them in future

(viii) Technical defects or difficulties of the last week and their remedy.

3. Mr. Sahni should be made responsible for Hindustani programmes and Mr. Blair for the English programmes. These programmes will have to be censored for Policy by E.S.D. and for security by a Security Censor.

4. Newsletters. Prof. Firth1 is being requested to suggest Switch-censors for Bengali, Marathi and Gujerati Newsletters.

5–9. […]




1489. Z. A. Bokhari (IPO) to Eastern Service Director

2 June 1942

INDIAN SECTION — ORGANISATION

Further to my note of the 27th May, I am grateful to you for agreeing to the following:—

1. Miss Blackburn’s appointment as a liaison between you and the Indian Section and her appointment as

2. secretary to the informal Committee, comprising yourself, Prof. Firth, Lady Grigg, Eric Blair and Mr. Sahni.

3. that Mr. Sahni should be made responsible for Hindustani programmes and that Mr. Blair for the English. That these programmes will be censored for Policy by you and for Security by a Security Censor.1

4. Newsletters. I suggest the following Switch Censors:

(a) Bengali Dr. Sudhin N. Ghose

Mr. Das Gupta

Mr. Das Gupta is working for the Ministry2 as a Translator and subeditor of the Bengali ‘Haftawar Akhbar’.

(b) Marathi S. M. Telkar

(c) Gujerati Mrs. Mohan. She is a Gujerat who is the wife of the Secretary to the Nepal Legation — OR —

Irshad Syed

If you approve of these names, will you be good enough to get them through the ‘College’3 urgently[?]

The Students’ Messages are received in various languages. The Students send their messages in the vernaculars, together with faithful translations of their messages in English. The above Switch Censors will compare the original message with this translation, and the Security Censor will pass the messages.

5. Weekly News in English. I suggest the following people as suitable readers in my absence:4

(i) Princess Indira

(ii) Noel Sircar

(iii) C. D. S. Lakshmanan

(iv) Cowasjee Jehangir

(v) A. Subramanium

6–11. […]5




1490. Z. A. Bokhari (IPO) to Eastern Service Director

11 September 1942

When I am mentaled° in lights velocity, perhaps the following details and suggestions will be of some use to you.

GENERAL:

1. English Scripts

These, I suggest, should be censored for Policy by you, and for Security by any Security censor available.

2. Newsletters

These are written in English and translated into various languages by our Announcer-Translators. Censorship arrangements as for above.

3. Messages

Students send their messages (with their translations into English) to us in advance. Any Security censor can censor them. Policy censorship does not apply to this programme.
Soldiers can’t and don’t write their messages. The Producer is responsible for rehearsing and switch-censoring them.

4. Hindustani Programmes — They are:—

(a) Features

(b) Talks

(c) Entertainment

(d) Messages from India

I very strongly recommend that you should give five minutes a day to Bakaya or Sahni, who will give you the gist of programmes for your approval, and guidance in regard to Security. Generally speaking, our programmes don’t touch the Security borders.

In several cases the Features are received in English and then translated into the language. In such cases, the English version will be submitted to you.

A. L. Bakaya should be made responsible for “vetting” the messages received from India. His judgment can be relied upon.

[image: image]




1491. To E. C. Bowyer

16 September 1942 PP/EB/NP

Dear Mr. Bowyer,

Many thanks for your letter. I think perhaps that in a talk of this length it would be better not to complicate it by a controversy between the different kinds of transport and I suggest that we stick simply to air transport, which is obviously more novel. If you would do this for us I should be very glad. As it is only one person, we will do it in the form of an interview in which you are asked a few leading questions and reply to them. This talk is to take place on October 23rd, which means we should like to have the script not later than October 16th. Within the next day or so I will send you a list of the questions we would like you to answer.

Your sincerely,

George Orwell

Talks Producer

Indian Section




1492. To Ethel Mannin

16 September 1942 PP/EB/NP

Dear Ethel Mannin,

I am sorry we did not acknowledge your script. I have now received Mrs. Fordham’s draft and am working the two [manuscripts] into a dialogue. I shall not make you say anything that you did not say, or imply, in your draft but I will try and let you have a copy of the complete dialogue a day or two before the broadcast in case you want to make any last-minute alterations. Can you come to 200, Oxford Street not later than 11.45 a.m. on September 25th—the day of the broadcast—so that we can have time for rehearsal. [?]

Yours sincerely,

George Orwell

Talks Producer

Indian Section




1493. BBC Talks Booking Form, 16.9.42


K. K. Ardaschir: ‘Rebirth of Egyptian Nation’; 13-minute talk; broadcast 18.9.42; fee £9.9s. Signed: M Blackburn1 for I.P.O. Remarks: ‘Will you kindly send the contract to my office—310, 200, O.S.—Mr. Ardaschir will not receive it in time otherwise.’






1494. BBC Talks Booking Form, 16.9.42


M. R. Kothari: Marathi Newsletter, 29; written by E. Blair, translated and read by M. R. Kothari; broadcast 17.9.42; fee: £5.5s. Signed: Z. A. Bokhari.






1495. Marathi Newsletter, 29

17 September 1942


The English original was written by Orwell. No script has been traced. PasB gives timing as 10′ 43″.






1496. To Francis Yeats-Brown

17 September 1942 PP/EB

Dear Major Yeats Brown,°1

This is just to remind you about your broadcast in the Eastern Service on September 25th, at 12.15, in the English Language. I understand from Sir Malcolm Darling that he will be passing on a copy of your script to us within the next few days.

I should be glad if you could arrange to come to my office at 11.30 on the morning of the 25th, in order to give time for a short rehearsal of your talk. My office is at 200, Oxford Street, on the corner of Great Portland Street.

Yours sincerely,

Eric Blair

Talks Producer

Indian Section




1497. ‘Thomas Hardy Looks at War’

Tribune, 18 September 1942

Thomas Hardy’s great poetic drama, The Dynasts, is of formidable size, and is generally bound in the sort of depressing gritty cover that one associates with school text books,1 with the result that it has become one of those books which people can’t read and therefore feel obliged to praise. It is nevertheless well worth reading, if only because the war it deals with has a ghostly similarity with this one.

The Dynasts is a sort of versified chronicle of the Napoleonic war, which in atmosphere and even in strategy was much liker to the present war than was the war of 1914–18. It is true that the events are happening in a different order, but even so their similarity is startling. The Russo-German pact is Tilsit, the Battle of France is Jena, the Battle of Britain is Trafalgar, the German invasion of Russia is the Moscow campaign, and so on. (Dunkirk is probably not Corunna, but the disastrous campaign in the Low Countries in 1792.) Moreover, the ideological mix-up, the quisling motif, the treacherous nobles and the patriotic common people, the endless line-ups and double-crossings, even such details as the invasion scare and the hasty formation of a Home Guard in Britain, are all paralleled.

However, the main interest of The Dynasts is not in its appositeness to our own times, nor in its historical side at all, for Hardy does not show much grasp of what we should now regard as the underlying issues of the Napoleonic war. The book’s theme is sufficiently indicated in its title; Hardy sees the war as simply a clash of power-hungry monarchs, with the common people being slaughtered without any benefit, or even any possibility of benefit, to themselves. Of course, the idea of huge and meaningless suffering appeals deeply to him, and in the form chosen for The Dynasts his strange mystical pessimism gets a freer rein than it could get in a novel, where a certain amount of probability is needed.

Hardy set free his genius by writing a drama which was definitely not meant to be acted, and quite unknowingly—for The Dynasts was written round about 1900—produced something that would do as it stands for the script of a talkie. Though it is mostly in blank-verse dialogue, it contains a great deal of visual description, and its effect is really got by the constant switching of perspective from one end of Europe to the other, and from the earth to the middle air in a way that could only be reproduced on the screen. Apart from the human characters, certain beings described as spirits are introduced as a sort of chorus to comment on what is happening. But even the spirits, though they can foresee the future, are unable either to alter or to understand it. According to Hardy’s vision of life, all events are predetermined, human beings are automata, but they are automata with the illusion of free will and the power of suffering. Everything happens at the behest of something called the Immanent Will—it tells one a great deal about Thomas Hardy that he believes in God and his God is always referred to as It—whose purposes we do not understand and never can understand. At certain key points in The Dynasts the Will manifests itself and the landscape turns into a sort of enormous brain in which the struggling human beings are seen to be entirely helpless cells or fibres. For example, at the most desperate moment of the battle of Waterloo:


“SPIRIT OF THE YEARS

Know’st not at this stale time

That shaken and unshaken are alike

But demonstrations from the Back of Things?

Must I again reveal It as It hauls

The halyards of the world?



“A transparency as in earlier scenes again pervades the spectacle. …2 The web connecting all the apparently separate shapes includes Wellington in its tissue with the rest, and shows him, like them, as acting while discovering his intention to act. By the lurid light the faces of every row, square, group and column of men, French and English, wear the expression of people in a dream.”3

That is effective enough even as it stands. In its context, as a climax to the long and hopeless struggle of Napoleon, it is profoundly moving, and leaves one with the feeling that The Dynasts is one of the very few genuine tragedies that have been written in our time.

One might wonder how any truly tragic effect can be produced by Hardy’s morbid and almost superstitious view of life. One might also ask how it is that The Dynasts gives an impression of grandeur while Hardy’s vision of history is, in fact, extremely limited. He shows hardly any awareness that the Napoleonic war was partly a war of ideas—no hint that the fate of both the French Revolution and the Industrial Revolution were involved—and he deals chiefly with the picturesque high-lights of the war, even at moments showing signs of jingo patriotism. All centres round the personality of Napoleon, whom Hardy represents as a mere vulgar adventurer, which he was.

Why, then, is Napoleon’s story moving? Because personal ambition is tragic against a background of fatalism, and the more megalomaniac it is, the more tragic it becomes. If one believes that the future is predetermined, no figure is so pitiful as the “great” man, the man who a little more than others has the illusion of controlling his destiny.

In places the verse of The Dynasts is remarkable. In the huge formless drama (nineteen acts!) Hardy’s clumsy genius had elbow-room, and there are wonderful passages here and there. For example:

Ay; where is Nelson? Faith, by this late time

He may be sodden; churned in Biscay swirls;

Or blown to polar bears by boreal gales;

Or sleeping amorously in some calm cave

On the Canaries’ or Atlantis’ shore

Upon the bosom of his Dido dear,

For all that we know!4

This passage is of great technical interest because of its onomatopœic effects. Whereas the third line, for instance, gives an impression of icy cold by means of its long vowel sounds, the easy rhythm of the next three lines seems to call up a vision of a cosy lamp-lit room, with Lady Hamilton waiting beside the fireplace, Nelson’s slippers keeping warm in the fender and a dish of crumpets on the hob.

But the main apppeal of The Dynasts is not in the verse, but in the grandiose and rather evil vision of armies marching and counter-marching through the mists, and men dying by hundreds of thousands in the Russian snows, and all for absolutely nothing. Hardy’s pessimism was absurd as well as demoralising, but he could make poetry out of it because he believed in it; thus showing, like Poe, Baudelaire and various others, that even a half-lunatic view of life will do as a basis for literature provided it is sincerely held.




1498. News Review, 40

19 September 1942


The title ‘News Review’ is handwritten at the head of the first page. Although the typescript for this broadcast is marked ‘as broadcast,’ it bears no censorship stamps. The last sentence of the first paragraph has been x-ed out in the course of typing. There are some handwritten amendments in a very small hand (but possibly Orwell’s), difficult to read on the microfilm. The script was read by Homi Bode.



British sea, air and land forces have carried out a daring raid at Tobruk more than a hundred miles behind the enemy’s lines in Egypt. Although the full results have not yet been disclosed, it is known that the British raiding party lost two destroyers, and probably some prisoners and that they did very heavy damage.1 Tobruk is now the principal port used by the Germans to bring war materials from Greece or even from Italy, and the object of the raid was to supplement the damage already done by the bombing planes of the R.A.F. [It is outside the range of any but heavy bombers, and the object of a Commando Raid on such a place would be to carry out more accurate destruction than could be achieved from the air.]

We may be sure that there will be further large-scale operations in Egypt and the advantage will lie with whichever side can get ready to strike first. This is largely a matter of bringing war materials over sea. Raids of this type if successfully carried out might upset the German plans almost as effectively as sinking their ships in transit.

The fighting in New Guinea appears to be stationary for the time being and we may hope that the Japanese advance towards Port Moresby has been stopped, though they are certain to make fresh attacks in this direction. During the past week there has been very heavy fighting on the island of Guadalcanal where the Japanese have succeeded in landing fresh troops. The Americans hold the main port of the island and the airfield, and the Japanese efforts to dislodge them have failed. Reports coming from China, however, suggest that a large Japanese fleet is approaching the Solomon Islands and we must expect them to make the most desperate efforts to recapture these islands, which so long as they are in American hands, endanger their whole position in the South Pacific. The Americans express themselves confident of being able to hold on and to use the Solomon Islands as a base for further advances.

The Germans are still concentrating every man, tank and aeroplane they can muster upon the attack on Stalingrad. Since last week they have advanced in certain sectors and in places they have even penetrated into the town where street fighting is said to be going on. Both sides have been reinforced within the past few days. On this front, the Germans have a considerable preponderance of aeroplanes, especially dive bombers, which they are using in immense numbers. The Russians are resisting with the utmost courage and obstinacy but the situation of Stalingrad must be regarded as extremely grave and it is becoming harder and harder to reinforce it. We do not care to prophesy one way or the other as to whether Stalingrad will hold out. If it does not, the Germans probably cannot be prevented from reaching the Caspian Sea, and the Volga ceases to be of any use as a means of communication. If the Germans reached Astrakhan, the Caspian Sea itself would cease to be at any rate a safe route for the transport of oil and other supplies, as almost its whole area could be ranged by German aeroplanes. On the other hand it is already the middle of September and there is no sign as yet that the Germans are within sight of getting across the Caucasus mountains and reaching the Baku oilfields, which are their real objective. Novorossisk on the Black Sea has fallen into German hands and they may possibly attempt to by pass the mountains by moving down the coast of the Black Sea. On the other Russian fronts the Germans are either making no progress or the Russians themselves are taking the offensive. They have just launched another offensive in the Voronezh area. It is significant that the Germans are already making preparations for a winter campaign, are building fortified positions well behind their lines in Russia and are scouring the whole of Europe for furs and other warm clothes. They probably expect, therefore, to have to keep a large army on the Russian fronts, including the northern fronts, throughout the winter, in which case they will inevitably lose great numbers of men from the cold, though their preparations to meet it may be better this winter than last. The importance of the battle now being fought round Stalingrad lies in the fact that if the Germans do not take Stalingrad, they cannot avoid forcing millions of their soldiers to spend the winter in the Russian snow. If they do take Stalingrad, they hope that the northern Russian armies may be unable to get their supplies of oil in which case the Germans could hold these fronts with comparatively few men who could be relieved at short intervals. We do not yet know whether this is the case, because naturally we do not know what stocks of oil and other war materials the Russians have stored at Moscow, Leningrad and other places in the north. The preparations which the Germans are making for a winter war suggest that they have reason to think that the Russians will be by no means incapable of making another offensive this winter.

The operations in Madagascar are proceeding smoothly and the seaports which were the principal objective are already in British hands. The British forces are still 50 or a 100 miles from the capital Antananarivo[, but are likely to reach it within the next few days]. Two days ago [a report was put out that] the French Government of the island [had] asked for an armistice. [This has since been denied and it is probable that] The Vichy Government however has put heavy pressure on the French authorities to put up a pretence of resistance and the Armistice Terms have been refused. In fact, however, resistance has been negligible and it is quite clear that the Vichy regime has not much support from the French population and little or none from the indigenous population. The shouts of anger which have gone forth from the German radio over the British occupation of Madagascar demonstrate that the Germans rightly regard this island as being of great strategic importance. Points on its coast line were in fact being used for refuelling Axis submarines, and the elimination of this danger will appreciably ease the Allied shipping situation.2 The local officials are carrying on their work under the British military authorities and there is not likely to be any interruption to the food supplies or the life of the island generally.

It is reported that Axis agents have made an unsuccessful attempt to assassinate the President of Nicaragua. Brazil, the latest ally of the United Nations, is increasing its armed forces. From Argentina comes the news of big popular demonstrations of solidarity with Brazil, making it clear that the common people of the country are much more friendly to the Allied cause than the government of the moment.

The British bombing raids on Western Germany continue, and are now too frequent to be enumerated individually. The R.A.F. are now dropping bombs which weigh no less than 8 thousand pounds or 3½ tons. These bombs do not penetrate into the ground but burst on the surface, devastating the houses for hundreds of yards round. Aerial photographs of Karlsruhe, Düsseldorf and other places show whole areas of hundreds of acres where there is scarcely a house with its roof intact. Neutral travellers arriving from Germany have reported that morale in Western Germany is suffering considerably under the continuous raids to which the German air force seems able to make no reply.

Four days ago, September 15th, was celebrated throughout this country and the world as the second anniversary of the Battle of Britain. Between August and October 1940, after the fall of France, the Germans made an all-out effort to conquer Britain by air and loudly boasted that they would be able to do so within a few weeks. They started off in August and September with daylight raids aimed at destroying the Royal Air Force, and when this had evidently failed, switched over to night raids directed chiefly at the working class areas in the East End of London, aiming at terrorising the civilian population. The whole manoeuvre however was a failure and in about two months of air warfare the Germans lost between two and three thousand planes, with some thousands of irreplaceable airmen. September 15th is celebrated as the anniversary because on that day the Royal Air Force shot down no less than 185 German planes,3 and it was about that date that the failure of the Germans to overwhelm the British defences by daylight bombing became apparent. Now that we can look back and see the events in better perspective it is becoming clear that the Battle of Britain ranks in importance with Trafalgar, Salamis, the defeat of the Spanish Armada and other battles of the past in which the invading forces of a seemingly invincible monarch or dictator have been beaten back and which have formed a turning point in history.




1499. Bengali Newsletter, 10

19 September 1942


The English original was written by Orwell. No script has been traced. PasB gives timing as 13′ 05″.






1500. BBC Talks Booking Form, 19.9.42


Princess Indira of Kapurthala: ‘Great Cellists’; ‘three 30 minute programmes, comprising 5 to 7 mins of spe[e]ch. Rest gramophone records of Cellists. Each script compiled with the assistance of EMS’1; broadcast 12, 19, and 26.9.42; fee £6.6s each programme. Signed: M Blackburn for I.P.O.






1501. To Leonard Moore

20 September 1942 Handwritten

10a Mortimer Crescent London NW. 6

Dear Mr Moore,

Herewith the diary I spoke to you of.1 I think it is worth printing. I suppose you know my permanent address is as above. I think your office are still sending me things at 111 Langford Court occasionally.

Yours sincerely

Eric Blair




1502. Gujarati Newsletter, 30

21 September 1942


The English original was written by Orwell. No script has been traced. PasB gives timing as 11′ 05″.






1503. To J. G. Crowther

21 September 1942 PP/EB/NP

Dear Mr. Crowther,

I am writing to ask whether you can ad[vi]se me about someone to do a talk in the Indian service. We have a series called “I’d Like it Explained”, in which experts on various subjects of current importance answer questions put to them by an Indian interviewer. We want to have a talk on Ersatz and Raw Materials, and have had some difficulty in finding a speaker. The only expert I know on this subject is Oswald Deutsch whose English is not good enough for the Indian service. Ritchie Calder told me you would probably be able to suggest someone. I wonder if you would be kind enough to let me know about this. The matter is rather urgent, as the date of the talk is October 9th.

Yours sincerely,

Eric Blair

Talks Producer

Indian Section




1504. To J. C. Drummond

21 September 1942 PP/EB/NP

Dear Professor Drummond,1

I am writing to ask if you would care [to] do a talk in the Indian service of the BBC. Ritchie Calder suggested to me that you might either be willing to undertake this particular talk or to give me the name of somebody else who would. We have a series called “Science & The People” dealing with new discoveries and processes which affect the lives of ordinary people, and we are anxious to have a talk on dehydrated food, particularly with reference to the possibilities it offers of saving shipping and feeding armies in remote places. These talks are of 13½ minutes duration which generally speaking means about 1500 words, and the date of the talk is October 20th. Could you be kind enough to let me know whether you would like to undertake it, and if so I will let you have further details.

Yours truly,

Eric Blair

Talks Producer

Indian Section




1505. BBC Talks Booking Form, 21.9.42


K. K. Ardaschir: ‘The Highway of the World’; 13½-minute talk; recorded 22.9.42; broadcast not fixed; fee £9.9. Signed: M Blackburn for I.P.O. Remarks: ‘Will you please send Mr. Ardaschir’s contract to Mr. Blair, 310, 200 O.S. tomorrow morning?’






1506. War-time Diary

21.9.42: Yesterday met Liddell Hart for the first time. Very defeatist and even, in my judgement, somewhat inclined to be pro-German subjectively. [In a great stew about the barbarism of bombing Lübeck. Considered that during the wars of recent centuries the British have the worst record of all for atrocities and destructiveness.] Although, of course, strongly opposed to the Second Front, also anxious for us to call off the bombing. There is no point in doing it, as it can achieve nothing and does not weaken Germany. On the other hand we ought not to have started the bombing in the first place (he stuck to it that it was we who started it), as it merely brought heavier reprisals on ourselves.

Osbert Sitwell1 was also there. [He was at one time connected with Mosley’s movement, but probably somewhat less inclined to go pro-German than L-H.] Both of them professed to be disgusted by our seizure of the Vichy colonies. Sitwell said that our motto was “When things look bad, retake Madagascar”. He said that in Cornwall in case of invasion the Home Guard have orders to shoot all artists. I said that in Cornwall this might be all for the best. Sitwell: “Some instinct would lead them to the good ones”.




1507. To Ritchie Calder

22 September 1942 PP/EB/NP

Dear Calder,1

With reference to that talk I phoned you about, the date is November 17th, which means I would like to have the script by November 10th. These talks are 13½ minutes in length, which means about 1600 words. I would like something rather like the New Statesman article you did,2 but one has to be careful not to be too technical and to establish in the first few minutes just what microfilms are, as it is certain that some of your listeners will have never heard of them. I should like the important part that these things are likely to play in preventing libraries from being destroyed by bombs or by the police of totalitarian regimes to be emphasised.

Yours,

George Orwell

Talks Producer

Indian Section




1508. War-time Diary

22.9.42: Most of the ammunition for our Sten guns is Italian, or rather made in Germany for Italy. I fancy this must be the first weapon the British army has had whose bore was measured in millimetres instead of inches. They were going to make a new cheap automatic weapon,1 and having the vast stocks of ammunition captured in Abyssinia handy,2 manufactured the guns to fit the cartridges instead of the other way about. The advantage is that the ammunition of almost any continental submachine gun will fit it. It will be interesting to see whether the Germans or Japanese come out with a .303 weapon to fit captured British ammunition.




1509. To E. C. Bowyer

23 September 1942 PP/EB/NP

Dear Mr. Bowyer,

Thank you very much for letting me know that you are willing to do the broadcast on Air Transport. I am sending a skeleton of the discussion. I have put in questions which I think cover the subject but you can, of course, vary them in any way you wish. These talks take 13½ minutes which usually means about 1500 words so that allowing for the interviewer’s questions your part should be about 1400 words. How you allot this between the different questions rests entirely with you. The talk is on October 23rd, at 12.45 p.m. BST, and I would like to have the script by October 16th. Should you be unable to broadcast it on the actual day we could always record it beforehand. If you are able to come on the day, we should like you to come to 200, Oxford Street at 12 o’clock, in order to have time to rehearse the interview before the actual broadcast.

Yours sincerely,

George Orwell

Talks Producer

Indian Section


Skeleton of the discussion sent to Bowyer.



AIR TRANSPORT


Interviewer: I have been reading recently about Mr. Henry Keyser’s1 proposal to build numbers of large freight-carrying aeroplanes to replace cargo ships. I suppose this is something quite new and has only been suggested because of the German submarine menace. Have aeroplanes been used for carrying cargoes before?

E.C.B. (explains shortly about anything in this line that was being done before the war.)

Interviewer: But is it really possible to carry large cargoes by air? What is the capacity of a freight-carrying plane?

E.C.B. (answers this, explaining not only what an aeroplane can carry but how many trips it can make compared with a ship.)

Interviewer: How does air transport compare with sea transport in the matter of cost?

E.C.B. (answers)

Interviewer: Can all kinds of goods and materials be carried in this way? Are there not some things which it would always be uneconomic to transport by air?

E.C.B. (answers)

Interviewer: How about the war? In your opinion, has air transport come to stay or is it a wartime measure?

E.C.B. (answers and sums up the discussion).






1510. To C.H. Desch

23 September 1942 PP/EB/NP

Dear Dr. Desch,1

Following on our telephone conversation I send herewith a skeleton of the discussion. [Of] course you could vary the questions if you wanted to and you might think it better not to answer one or two of them, particularly perhaps the last question but one. We do not want to tell lies in these broadcasts, but on the other hand we have to avoid anything that is bad from a propaganda point of view. These talks take 13½ minutes, which usually means about 1500 words so I think your part, allowing for the interviewer’s questions, would be about 1400. How much space you allot to each question rests with you. I would like to have the script by October 2nd. Should you be unable to do the broadcast on the 9th we can record it beforehand. The time of the actual broadcast is 12.45 p.m., so that if you came to my office at 200, Oxford Street at about 12 o’clock, it would give us ample time to rehearse before the broadcast. 200 Oxford Street is on the corner of Great Portland Street, near Oxford Circus.

Yours sincerely,

Eric Blair

Talks Producer

Indian Section


Skeleton of the discussion sent to Desch.



QUESTIONS FOR “ERSATZ & RAW MATERIALS”


Interviewer: What is meant by the term ersatz?

C.H.D. (Short explanation of this).

Int: I suppose the use of substitutes is a quite recent development, is it not?

C.H.D. (Mentions progress made in the science of substitutes by Germany (also Britain and U.S.A?) in the last war).

Int: Can substitutes be found for all materials?

C.H.D. (Gives exposition of what can and what cannot be done in the way of substitutes).

Int: But evidently an ersatz product must always use up corresponding quantities of some other raw material. And what about labour? Does it pay to use ersatz products? Would anyone do it if not compelled to do so? Is autarchy or economic nationalism likely to persist after the war?

C.H.D. (Answers this question)

Int: Can you give me your opinion as to how the war issue is likely to be affected by the use of ersatz materials?2

C.H.D. (Answers this question).

Int: What about India? Is there any raw material which India lacks and which could be made good locally by means of substitutes?

C.H.D. (Answers).






1511. Marathi Newsletter, 30

24 September 1942


From this point onwards there was a change in the arrangements for preparing and broadcasting the Marathi Newsletter. It is unclear whether or not Orwell was involved. Since there is doubt, he has not been credited with writing this or further Marathi Newsletters. His involvement in earlier Newsletters is known because talks booking forms up to that for 29 exist for the translator and reader, M. R. Kothari: those state that Orwell (Eric Blair) prepared the English version.

On 22 September, Bokhari wrote to Kothari to tell him: “We shall not be asking the Contracts Department of the B.B.C. to get in touch with you for the broadcast on Thursday next, as Miss Chitale will be back and in order to bring variety into our Newsletters, we shall be asking her to broadcast the Newsletter on the 24th September. This does not, of course, mean that we shall not be grateful for your help and co-operation in the future.”

Two days’ notice was rather abrupt. What is more strange is the reason given. The PasB for 24 September states that K. G. Jathar was the announcer/translator; Miss Chitale is not mentioned. This probably means that Jathar read the script, too, and he is specified as doing so from 1 October. It may be that Miss Chitale prepared the English version, but Bokhari’s letter was probably somewhat misleading. Jathar was apparently a staff employee, so there was no need to prepare forms, and hence no evidence of whether Orwell was involved or not.

In the circumstances, Marathi Newsletters are not from here on recorded, although Orwell may still have been involved in their preparation.






1512. To F. Kidd

24 September 1942 PP/EB/NP

Dear Dr. Kidd,1

I am writing to ask if you would care to do a talk in the Indian Service of the BBC. Professor Drummond suggested to me that you might be willing to undertake this particular talk. We have a series called “Science & The People” dealing with new discoveries and processes which affect the lives of ordinary people, and we are anxious to have a talk on dehydrated food, particularly with reference to the possibilities it offers of saving shipping and feeding armies in remote places. These talks are of 13½ minutes duration which generally speaking means about 1500 words, and the date of the talk is October 20th. Could you be kind enough to let me know whether you would like to undertake it, and if so I will let you have further details. If you were unable to come to London on that particular day, we could always record the talk beforehand.

Yours sincerely,

Eric Blair

Talks Producer

Indian Section




1513. BBC Talks Booking Form, 25.9.42


S. K. Das Gupta: Bengali Newsletters; written by E. Blair, translated and read by S. K. Das Gupta; broadcast 10, 17, 24, and 31.10.42; fee £5.5s; ‘extension of present Contract, which expires after 3rd Oct.’ Signed: M Blackburn for I.P.O.






1514. To Leonard Moore

Friday, [25 September 19421] Handwritten postcard

10a Mortimer Crescent NW. 6

[No salutation]

Yes, try Gollancz first. If he doesn’t want it,2 I should try some other publisher than Warburg, who to my knowledge hasn’t paper to risk on anything but certainties at present.

Eric Blair




1515. News Review, 41

26 September 1942


‘News Review’ is written at the head of the first page. This text is reproduced from a completely clean typescript. It carries the two censorship stamps, signed, it would appear, by Anthony Weymouth. Orwell has written at the top of the first sheet, ‘As broadcast 11 mins E.A.B’. The script was read by Shridhar Telkar.



The situation at Stalingrad is better than we felt ready to predict a week ago. During this week, the Germans have been making desperate efforts to fight their way into the heart of the city and literally every yard of ground has had to be bought with many lives. The Germans, however, have made very little progress and during the past few days the Russians have won back some of the ground which they lost earlier. The Stalingrad battle has no doubt already been a severe drain on German manpower as in this type of fighting it is impossible to gain any objective without heavy loss of life and the advantage is usually with the defenders. The situation is still extremely grave, but even if the Germans were to gain full possession of Stalingrad tomorrow, it would still have held them up for about six weeks longer than they expected.

The announcements of the German wireless have now ceased not only promising an early end to the war but even promising the early capture of Stalingrad. On the contrary, all the emphasis in the Axis broadcasts is on the extreme difficulty of the present battle and on the necessity of the German people preparing themselves for a long war. During the past few days one or two of the German broadcasters have begun to suggest that, after all, Stalingrad is not very important, and that its capture is a direct contradiction of what the Germans themselves were saying a few days earlier, and suggests that they are now beginning to be doubtful whether Stalingrad will, in fact, even1 fall into their hands. We may be certain that they will make further desperate efforts to take it, for if this part of their campaign should fail2 they will have to retreat to a shorter line for the winter. This would mean relinquishing some of the territory they have won during the summer, and it would then be difficult to prevent the German people from asking why so much blood had been shed in vain. There are some significant signs of restlessness among the minor partners in the Axis. Rumania, Bulgaria and Hungary are hardly likely to get any solid gains from the war in the event of an Axis victory, and the common people in these countries, at any rate Bulgaria and Rumania, are strongly pro-Russian in sentiment. They are doubtless beginning to realise that the Germans are simply using them as cannon fodder and that the prospects which their leaders thought a little while back they had before them of seizing large territories without having to fight for them were illusory. Budapest the capital of Hungary was recently bombed by the Red air force. No doubt this will be repeated and the fact that war is a serious business and not simply a matter of easy looting of defenceless peoples will be brought home more and more to the petty dictators who follow in Hitler’s train.

Simultaneously with the attack on Tobruk which took place more than a week ago it is now learned that British land forces made a most daring raid 500 miles or more in the rear of the Axis armies. Reports of this were only released 3 days ago. It now appears that the British land forces raided Benghazi,3 the main Axis port in Libya, and destroyed 30 aircraft on the ground, made a similar attack on the port of Barce while another force seized the desert oasis of Jalo, held it for two days and destroyed the ammunition dumps and other war materials before returning to their base. It is too early to say whether these raids are the prelude to further large scale operations in Egypt. But their effect must be to force the Germans to use more troops in guarding their lines of communication and thus weaken their main striking force. Reports which have come in suggest that the German commander in Egypt has already begun to regroup his forces.4

In the Solomon Islands the Japanese efforts to re-capture the port and airfield on the island of Guadalcanal have failed. There have been several reports of powerful Japanese forces approaching the islands, and during the past week there have been 2 engagements between Japanese ships and American bombing planes. For the moment it appears that the Japanese naval force has been obliged to retreat. There are indications, however, that the Japanese are going to make another strong effort to re-capture the Solomons, and from what they have lost already we must assume that they regard these islands as so important as to be worth very heavy losses. Probably, therefore, there will be more fighting to report from this area during the next week. In the island of New Guinea the Japanese advance towards Port Moresby has been brought to a halt. The Japanese forces which landed at Milne Bay, at the eastern end of the island, have now been completely annihilated.

During the past few weeks several distinguished politicians have succeeded in escaping from France and reaching Britain. This is very important for two reasons. In the first place, it indicates the almost complete lack of popular support for the puppet regime of Vichy, and secondly, through these fresh arrivals we can get first-hand and up to date information about internal conditions in both Occupied and Unoccupied France. There can be no doubt even on the evidence of the Germans themselves that resentment against the German occupation is growing stronger and stronger. For example, only the other day the Germans announced that they had just executed no less than a hundred and sixty5 people in the single town of Paris. This tale of reprisals and executions is repeated over and over all through Occupied Europe, not to mention those areas like Jugo-Slavia where a state amounting to civil war exists. What we learn, however, from the new arrivals from France, is of the formation of a new political alliance between all patriotic sections in the Occupied countries. Political parties which previously regarded one another as deadly enemies are now completely united in their opposition to the invader. The most distinguished political figure to reach England in recent weeks was M. Andre Philip, the French Socialist. He has been followed by several other socialists, but more recently by M. Charles Vallin,6 who was previously one of the leading figures of the Croix de Feu—a French Fascist organisation. This Fascist party of course favoured collaboration with the German invader. It now appears, however, that the cruelty and exactions of German rule have become so unbearable that even some of the French Fascists are beginning to revolt and to throw in their lot with the parties of the Left. M. Vallin has come to England to help organise common resistance. All this resistance in the occupied countries, of course, has to go on in secret, but the Germans have been quite unable to prevent it or even to prevent the appearance of secretly printed newspapers, of which great numbers, some of them with circulations of many thousands, are appearing in France and throughout Western Europe.

It was announced during this week that another big convoy of allied ships carrying war materials has arrived safely in northern Russian ports. Some ships were lost on the way but the great majority got through and only one of the naval vessels escorting the convoy, a destroyer, was lost. The Germans lost at least 10 aeroplanes besides several submarines.7 This route by which war materials are carried to the northern Russian armies is the most dangerous of all because the convoys have to skirt the Norwegian coasts where they can be attacked and observed all the way by land based aircraft. Nevertheless a steady supply of materials has continued to reach our Russian allies by this route and the successful defence of Leningrad can no doubt be partly attributed to these supplies.

British troops have occupied Antananarivo the capital of Madagascar. They were cheered by all sections of the population when they entered the town, and the administration is functioning smoothly. The Vichy governor has fled and declares his intention of keeping up resistance, but it is evident that such opposition as was put up by the French garrison of the island is at an end.




1516. Bengali Newsletter, 11

26 September 1942


The English original was written by Orwell. No script has been traced. PasB gives timing as 11′ 4″.






1517. BBC Talks Booking Form, 26.9.42


Lady Grigg: ‘Women Generally Speaking’; broadcast 3, 10, 17, 24, and 31.10.42; fee £8.8s each broadcast. Signed: M Blackburn for I.P.O.






1518. Gujarati Newsletter, 31

28 September 1942


The English original was written by Orwell. No script has been traced. PasB gives timing as 9′ 40″.






1519. To C. H. Desch

28 September 1942 PP/EB/NP

Dear Dr. Desch,

Many thanks for your letter of 26th September. I have altered the last question but one to “Can you give me your opinion as to how the issue of the war is likely to be affected by the use of ersatz materials?” I suppose this is vague enough to be innocuous. As to the last questions, there is no objection to your saying you have no special knowledge of Indian conditions, but will answer to the best of your capacity. The object of this talk is to put ersatz on the map for Indian listeners rather than to talk about specifically Indian problems, but we like to tie these programmes on to India where possible.

Yours sincerely,

Eric Blair

Talks Producer

Indian Section




1520. To F. Kidd

28 September 1942 PP/EB/NP

Dear Dr. Kidd,

Many thanks for your letter of 26th September and the manuscript which I am returning. I am afraid I may have conveyed a slightly wrong impression in my earlier letter. We do not want you to give a detailed account of the processes of dehydration, nor even any large amount of statistics and especially not anything which may convey information to the enemy. All we wanted was a general educative talk putting this subject on the map for India. In these talks, we are trying to keep our Indian listeners au fait with current scientific developments, especially with new processes and inventions which directly affect the lives of ordinary people. Scientific food storage is obviously one such and it has not hitherto entered very much into the Indian consciousness. We do not either particularly wish you to deal with Indian conditions, except to the extent that we like to tie all these talks on to India in some degree. I think if you would undertake it, you could be quite able to give the sort of talk we want on food storage and dehydration without being over-technical or conveying any information to the enemy. Could you be kind enough to let me know as soon as possible whether you are still willing to consider it.

Yours sincerely,

Eric Blair

Talks Producer

Indian Section




1521. To Herbert Read

28 September 1942 PP/EB

Dear Read,

We are having another number of Voice on Tuesday, October 6th, and would like you to take part, if you will. We want to use a piece of about two pages out of “The Innocent Eye” and of course it would be nice if you could read it yourself. Also a poem by D. H. Lawrence. This is a number devoted to childhood, and the poem we want you to read is The Piano, which you doubtless know. As before it means giving up most of the morning, but I believe you are in town on Tuesdays normally. Could you let me know as soon as possible whether this will be all right.

Yours,

George Orwell

Talks Producer

Indian Section




1522. War-time Diary

28.9.42: Open-air church parade in Regents Park yesterday. How touching the scene ought to be—the battalion in hollow square, band of the Coldstream Guards, the men standing bareheaded (beautiful autumn day, faint mist and not a leaf stirring, dogs gambolling round) and singing the hymns as best they could. But unfortunately there was a sermon with the jingoistic muck which is usual on these occasions and which makes me go pro-German for as long as I listen to it. Also a special prayer “for the people of Stalingrad”—the Judas kiss. [A detail that gets me down on these occasions is the clergyman’s white surplice, which looks all wrong against a background of military uniforms. Struck by the professionalism of the band, especially the bandmaster (an officer in the black peaked cap of the Guards). As each prayer drew to its close, a stirring in the band, the trombones come out of their leather suitcases, the bandmaster’s baton comes up, and they are ready to snap into the Amen just as the priest reaches “through Jesus Christ our Lord”.]




1523. To K. K. Ardaschir

29 September 1942 PP/EB/NP

Dear Ardaschir,

I am returning the enclosed script, because I am afraid we cannot use it. Much as it interested me, it is politically quite impossible1 from our point of view. I don’t mean that there is not a great deal to be said for the views that you express, but we cannot of course broadcast anything that is not in line with our general policy.

Yours sincerely,

Eric Blair

Talks Producer

Indian Section




1524. BBC Talks Booking Form, 29.9.42


Clemence Dane: ‘Women Generally Speaking,’ More Books (The Wife of Bath); recorded 2.10.42; broadcast date not fixed; fee £15.15s. Signed: M Blackburn.






1525. Extract from Minutes of Eastern Service Meeting

30 September 1942

a) Mr Blair to furnish Sir Malcolm [Darling] with copy of [news] bulletin in advance and advise E.S.D. of 29 September discrepancy.

b) On the general question of advance publicity in India, agreed to form a sub-committee comprising Mr. Beachcroft, Mr. Brander, Sir Malcolm Darling or his representative, Mr. E. A. Blair or his representative, Mr. Davenport. Mr. Beachcroft to convene meeting to consider and report on what is required from producer departments for publicity purposes. Meantime (a) Mr. Blair to advise Miss Blackburn that the Hindustani programme must be planned definitely earlier in advance, (b) Mr. Beachcroft to be informed of items as soon as they are arranged.

c) COMPETITIONS

Suggestions to institute (a) play competitions and (b) monthly essay competitions for critical essays on English and Hindustani programmes to be considered prior to drawing up concrete proposals at next meeting.




1526. ‘T.S. Eliot’

Poetry (London), October-November 1942


This review article discusses Eliot’s Burnt Norton, East Coker, and The Dry Salvages, each of which was published separately.



There is very little in Eliot’s later work that makes any deep impression on me. That is a confession of something lacking in myself, but it is not, as it may appear at first sight, a reason for simply shutting up and saying no more, since the change in my own reaction probably points to some external change which is worth investigating.

I know a respectable quantity of Eliot’s earlier work by heart. I did not sit down and learn it, it simply stuck in my mind as any passage of verse is liable to do when it has really rung the bell. Sometimes after only one reading it is possible to remember the whole of a poem of, say, twenty or thirty lines, the act of memory being partly an act of reconstruction. But as for these three latest poems, I suppose I have read each of them two or three times since they were published, and how much do I verbally remember? ‘Time and the bell have buried the day,’ ‘At the still point of the turning world,’ ‘The vast waters of the petrel and the porpoise,’ and bits of the passage beginning ‘O dark dark dark. They all go into the dark.’ (I don’t count ‘In my end is my beginning,’ which is a quotation). That is about all that sticks in my head of its own accord. Now one cannot take this as proving that Burnt Norton and the rest are worse than the more memorable early poems, and one might even take it as proving the contrary, since it is arguable that that which lodges itself most easily in the mind is the obvious and even the vulgar. But it is clear that something has departed, some kind of current has been switched off, the later verse does not contain the earlier, even if it is claimed as an improvement upon it. I think one is justified in explaining this by a deterioration in Mr. Eliot’s subject-matter. Before going any further, here are a couple of extracts, just near enough to one another in meaning to be comparable. The first is the concluding passage of The Dry Salvages:


   And right action is freedom

From past and future also.

For most of us, this is the aim

Never here to be realised;

Who are only undefeated

Because we have gone on trying;

We, content at the last

If our temporal reversion nourish

(Not too far from the yew-tree)

The life of significant soil.



Here is an extract from a much earlier poem:


Daffodil bulbs instead of balls

Stared from the sockets of the eyes!

He knew that thought clings round dead limbs

Tightening its lusts and luxuries.

 …

He knew the anguish of the marrow

The ague of the skeleton;

No contact possible to flesh

Allayed the fever of the bone.1



The two passages will bear comparison since they both deal with the same subject, namely death. The first of them follows upon a longer passage in which it is explained, first of all, that scientific research is all nonsense, a childish superstition on the same level as fortune-telling, and then that the only people ever likely to reach an understanding of the universe are saints, the rest of us being reduced to ‘hints and guesses.’ The keynote of the closing passage is, ‘resignation.’ There is a ‘meaning’ in life and also in death; unfortunately we don’t know what it is, but the fact that it exists should be a comfort to us as we push up the crocuses, or whatever it is that grows under the yew trees in country churchyards. But now look at the other two stanzas I have quoted. Though fathered on to somebody else, they probably express what Mr. Eliot himself felt about death at that time, at least in certain moods. They are not voicing resignation. On the contrary, they are voicing the pagan attitude towards death, the belief in the next world as a shadowy place full of thin, squeaking ghosts, envious of the living, the belief that however bad life may be, death is worse. This conception of death seems to have been general in antiquity, and in a sense it is general now. ‘The anguish of the marrow, the ague of the skeleton,’ Horace’s famous ode Eheu fugaces, and Bloom’s unuttered thoughts during Paddy Dignam’s funeral, are all very much of a muchness. So long as man regards himself as an individual, his attitude towards death must be one of simple resentment. And however unsatisfactory this may be, if it is intensely felt it is more likely to produce good literature than a religious faith which is not really felt at all, but merely accepted against the emotional grain. So far as they can be compared, the two passages I have quoted seem to me to bear this out. I do not think it is questionable that the second of them is superior as verse, and also more intense in feeling, in spite of a tinge of burlesque.

What are these three poems, Burnt Norton and the rest, ‘about’? It is not so easy to say what they are about, but what they appear on the surface to be about is certain localities in England and America with which Mr. Eliot has ancestral connections. Mixed up with this is a rather gloomy musing upon the nature and purpose of life, with the rather indefinite conclusion I have mentioned above. Life has a ‘meaning,’ but it is not a meaning one feels inclined to grow lyrical about; there is faith, but not much hope, and certainly no enthusiasm. Now the subject-matter of Mr. Eliot’s early poems was very different from this. They were not hopeful, but neither were they depressed or depressing. If one wants to deal in antitheses, one might say that the later poems express a melancholy faith and the earlier ones a glowing despair. They were based on the dilemma of modern man, who despairs of life and does not want to be dead, and on top of this they expressed the horror of an over-civilised intellectual confronted with the ugliness and spiritual emptiness of the machine age. Instead of ‘not too far from the yew-tree’ the keynote was ‘weeping, weeping multitudes’, or perhaps ‘the broken fingernails of dirty hands.’ Naturally these poems were denounced as ‘decadent’ when they first appeared, the attacks only being called off when it was perceived that Eliot’s political and social tendencies were reactionary. There was, however, a sense in which the charge of ‘decadence’ could be justified. Clearly these poems were an end-product, the last gasp of a cultural tradition, poems which spoke only for the cultivated third-generation rentier, for people able to feel and criticise but no longer able to act. E. M. Forster praised Prufrock on its first appearance because ‘it sang of people who were ineffectual and weak’ and because it was ‘innocent of public spirit’ (this was during the other war, when public spirit was a good deal more rampant than it is now). The qualities by which any society which is to last longer than a generation actually has to be sustained—industry, courage, patriotism, frugality, philoprogenitiveness—obviously could not find any place in Eliot’s early poems. There was only room for rentier values, the values of people too civilised to work, fight or even reproduce themselves. But that was the price that had to be paid, at any rate at that time, for writing a poem worth reading. The mood of lassitude, irony, disbelief, disgust, and not the sort of beefy enthusiasm demanded by the Squires2 and Herberts,3 was what sensitive people actually felt. It is fashionable to say that in verse only the words count and the ‘meaning’ is irrelevant, but in fact every poem contains a prose-meaning, and when the poem is any good it is a meaning which the poet urgently wishes to express. All art is to some extent propaganda. Prufrock is an expression of futility, but it is also a poem of wonderful vitality and power, culminating in a sort of rocket-burst in the closing stanzas:


I have seen them riding seaward on the waves

Combing the white hair of the waves blown back

When the wind blows the water white and black.

We have lingered in the chambers of the sea

By sea-girls wreathed with seaweed red and brown

Till human voices wake us, and we drown.4



There is nothing like that in the later poems, although the rentier despair on which these lines are founded has been consciously dropped.

But the trouble is that conscious futility is something only for the young. One cannot go on ‘despairing of life’ into a ripe old age. One cannot go on and on being ‘decadent,’ since decadence means falling and one can only be said to be falling if one is going to reach the bottom reasonably soon. Sooner or later one is obliged to adopt a positive attitude towards life and society. It would be putting it too crudely to say that every poet in our time must either die young, enter the Catholic Church, or join the Communist Party, but in fact the escape from the consciousness of futility is along those general lines. There are other deaths besides physical deaths, and there are other sects and creeds besides the Catholic Church and the Communist Party, but it remains true that after a certain age one must either stop writing or dedicate oneself to some purpose not wholly aesthetic. Such a dedication necessarily means a break with the past:


      … every attempt

Is a wholly new start, and a different kind of failure

Because one has only learnt to get the better of words

For the thing one no longer has to say, or the way in which

One is no longer disposed to say it. And so each venture

Is a new beginning, a raid on the inarticulate

With shabby equipment always deteriorating

In the general mess of imprecision of feeling,

Undisciplined squads of emotion.



Eliot’s escape from individualism was into the Church, the Anglican Church as it happened. One ought not to assume that the gloomy Pétainism to which he now appears to have given himself over was the unavoidable result of his conversion. The Anglo-Catholic movement does not impose any political ‘line’ on its followers, and a reactionary or austro-fascist° tendency had always been apparent in his work, especially his prose writings. In theory it is still possible to be an orthodox religious believer without being intellectually crippled in the process; but it is far from easy, and in practice books by orthodox believers usually show the same cramped, blinkered outlook as books by orthodox Stalinists or others who are mentally unfree. The reason is that the Christian churches still demand assent to doctrines which no one seriously believes in. The most obvious case is the immortality of the soul. The various ‘proofs’ of personal immortality which can be advanced by Christian apologists are psychologically of no importance; what matters, psychologically, is that hardly anyone nowadays feels himself to be immortal. The next world may be in some sense ‘believed in’ but it has not anywhere near the same actuality in people’s minds as it had a few centuries ago. Compare for instance the gloomy mumblings of these three poems with Jerusalem my happy home; the comparison is not altogether pointless. In the second case you have a man to whom the next world is as real as this one. It is true that his vision of it is incredibly vulgar—a choir practice in a jeweller’s shop—but he believes in what he is saying and his belief gives vitality to his words. In the other case you have a man who does not really feel his faith, but merely assents to it for complex reasons. It does not in itself give him any fresh literary impulse. At a certain stage he feels the need for a ‘purpose,’ and he wants a ‘purpose’ which is reactionary and not progressive; the immediately available refuge is the Church, which demands intellectual absurdities of its members; so his work becomes a continuous nibbling round those absurdities, an attempt to make them acceptable to himself. The Church has not now any living imagery, any new vocabulary to offer:


The rest

Is prayer, observance, discipline, thought and action.



Perhaps what we need is prayer, observance, etc., but you do not make a line of poetry by stringing those words together. Mr. Eliot speaks also of


the intolerable wrestle

With words and meanings. The poetry does not matter.



I do not know, but I should imagine that the struggle with meanings would have loomed smaller, and the poetry would have seemed to matter more, if he could have found his way to some creed which did not start off by forcing one to believe the incredible.

There is no saying whether Mr. Eliot’s development could have been much other than it has been. All writers who are any good develop throughout life, and the general direction of their development is determined. It is absurd to attack Eliot, as some left-wing critics have done, for being a ‘reactionary’ and to imagine that he might have used his gifts in the cause of democracy and Socialism. Obviously a scepticism about democracy and a disbelief in ‘progress’ are an integral part of him; without them he could not have written a line of his works. But it is arguable that he would have done better to go much further in the direction implied in his famous ‘Anglo-Catholic and Royalist’ declaration. He could not have developed into a Socialist, but he might have developed into the last apologist of aristocracy.

Neither feudalism nor indeed Fascism is5 necessarily deadly to poets, though both are to prose-writers. The thing that is really deadly to both is Conservatism of the half-hearted modern kind.

It is at least imaginable that if Eliot had followed wholeheartedly the antidemocratic, anti-perfectionist strain in himself he might have struck a new vein comparable to his earlier one. But the negative, Pétainism, which turns its eyes to the past, accepts defeat, writes off earthly happiness as impossible, mumbles about prayer and repentance and thinks it a spiritual advance to see life as ‘a pattern of living worms in the guts of the women of Canterbury’—that, surely, is the least hopeful road a poet could take.6




1527. To Mulk Raj Anand

1 October 1942 PP/EB/NP

Dear Mulk,

You know you are scheduled to do another series of interviews rather like [the] ones you did before, starting on 6th [Nov]ember. I think I talked this over [wit]h you. This series is called “A Day in [My] Life” and you are down to interview various types of ordinary people who are playing a part in the war effort. The first three are—a munitions worker, a soldier, and a merchant seaman. I have no doubt that you have the necessary contacts. As far as possible, however, we would like to know well in advance who is actually taking part, so that we can do some advance publicity about them. We want the speakers in these talks to give a picture of their day to day life and explain just what they are doing to help the war effort. Do you think you could see me about this within the next few days?

Yours,

George Orwell

Talks Producer

Indian Section




1528. To E. M. Forster

1 October 1942 PP/EB/NP

Dear Forster,

I believe your contract for “Some Books” expires on October 14th. We of course want you to continue, and I hope you will want to do so as well. It is just necessary to have this in writing, but if you confirm this verbally when you come next Wednesday that will be all right.

Yours,

George Orwell

Talks Producer

Indian Section




1529. To Princess Indira of Kapurthala

1 October 1942 PP/EB/NP

Dear Princess Indira,

We are just working out our schedule of talks until the end of the year, and we hope very much that you will go on with your talks in the series “The Debate Continues” each week. I understand from Mr. Lockspeiser that he is anxious for you to go on with the music programme on Saturdays as well.1 I hope you will agree to continue with both these programmes.

Yours sincerely,

Eric Blair

Talks Producer

Indian Section




1530. To K. S. Shelvankar

1 October 1942 PP/EB/NP

Dear Shelvankar,1

I made efforts to get you on the phone but did not succeed; but I understand that you are in London. If you can manage to come in and see me some time within the next few days I would like very much to consult you about a series of talks we are starting on November 5th. We are going to have a history of Fascism in seven parts, starting with Mussolini’s so-called “March on Rome” and ending up with the invasion of the U.S.S.R. I would naturally like you to do one or more talks yourself, but I would also like your advice as to who should do the others, as you know better than I which Indians are acquainted with recent European political history. You might perhaps ring up and let me know if and when you can come in.

Yours sincerely,

Eric Blair

Talks Producer

Indian Section




1531. To Shridhar Telkar

1 October 1942 PP/EB/NP

Dear Telkar,

This is to confirm that we would like you to continue with your weekly talks on Wednesdays, from 4th November to 16th December, under the title “Behind the Headlines”. Will you let me know about this?

Yours sincerely,

Eric Blair

Talks Producer

Indian Section




1532. BBC Talks Booking Form, 1.10.42


Mulk Raj Anand: ‘Books That Changed the World,’ 5, War and Peace; broadcast 15.10.42; fee £9.9s. Signed: M Blackburn for I.P.O.






1533. BBC Talks Booking Form, 1.10.42


E. C. Bowyer: ‘I’d Like It Explained,’ 13, Air Transport; broadcast 23.10.42; fee £9.9s. Signed: M Blackburn for I.P.O.






1534. BBC Talks Booking Form, 1.10.42


Dr. C. H. Desch: ‘I’d Like It Explained,’ 11, Ersatz and Raw Materials; broadcast 9.10.42; fee £9.9s. Signed: M Blackburn for I.P.O.






1535. BBC Talks Booking Form, 1. 10. 42


J. F. Horrabin: ‘I’d Like It Explained’, 12, Land Reclamation; broadcast 16.10.42; fee £9.9s. Signed: M Blackburn for I.P.O.






1536. BBC Talks Booking Form, 1.10.42


Dr Shelvankar: ‘Books That Changed the World,’ 6, Das Kapital; broadcast 22.10.42; fee £9.9s. Signed: M Blackburn for I.P.O.






1537.BBC Talks Booking Form, 1.10.42


Miss Zahra Taki: ‘I’d Like It Explained,’ 10, Interviewing Leonora Lockhart on the subject of Basic English; 13½-minute talk involving speaking for about 2 minutes; broadcast 2.10.42; fee suggested as 1 or 2 gns but £1.1 paid. Signed: M Blackburn for I.P.O.






1538. Weekly News Review, 42

3 October 1942


There are no changes to the typescript of this commentary. The script bears both censorship stamps; although it is difficult to be sure from the microfilm, the initials of the censor seem like those of Thavenot, one of the three censors proposed by Rushbrook Williams on 4 June 1942; see 1489. At the top of the first page of the script, Orwell has written ‘As b’cast 11′ 38″ E.A.B.’ The figure ‘38’ is very faint, so not reliable. The script was read by Bahadur Singh.



The battle for Stalingrad continues. Since last week the Germans have made a little progress in their direct attacks on the city and savage house to house fighting is still going on. Meanwhile the Russians have launched a counterattack to the north west of Stalingrad which has made progress and must have the effect of drawing off some of the German reserves.

It is still uncertain whether or not Stalingrad can hold out. In a recent speech the notorious Ribbentrop, one-time ambassador to Britain and signatory of the Russo-German pact, was allowed to state that Stalingrad would soon be in German hands. Hitler made the same boast in his speech which was broadcast on September 10th. Elsewhere, however, there has been a marked note of pessimism in German pronouncements and a constant emphasis on the need for the German people to prepare themselves for a hard winter and for an indefinite continuation of the war.

In this connection the report recently given to The Times by a neutral who had just left Germany and has also been in the Occupied parts of Russia, is of great interest. The picture as he paints it is something like this. The Germans have now occupied enormous areas which contain almost all that they need in the way of food and raw materials but are barely able to exploit them because they have been unable to obtain the co-operation of the conquered peoples. This neutral visitor describes seeing farms in Ukrainia being worked by German gang labour including boys as young as 14. The intention the Germans previously had of setting up puppet regimes in the occupied parts of Russia appears to have been abandoned. It would be impossible for them to set up any Quisling administration that could gain the obedience of the population and they are consequently obliged to rely on direct military rule. As to Germany’s internal condition, this visitor considered that the morale of the German army is still good and that the people are still ready for great sacrifices but that there has been a great falling-off in confidence. The failure of the Russian campaign to bring about any decisive results has disappointed all expectations and so also has the failure of the German Army in Africa, to over-run Egypt and capture the Suez Canal. Meanwhile the R.A.F. raids make life in Western Germany less and less bearable, and it is generally recognised that these are only a foretaste of what is coming when the British and American air forces have reached their full expansion. Corroborating what this neutral observer says, we may notice that German home propaganda during recent months has concentrated more and more on terrifying the German population with stories of what will happen to them should they be defeated. The old fables about an international Jewish conspiracy are brought forth again and the Germans are told that should the war go against them, they have nothing to hope for except slavery. This of course is a lie, but it is exceedingly significant that the German Government should consider it a lie worth telling. For two years ago, or even a year ago, the possibility of defeat was not even envisaged. The tune played on the radio was not ‘What will happen to us if we lose’, but ‘What we shall do after we have won’.

In general the present situation has considerable parallels with the situation in 1918. At that time the Germans had over-run most of the territories they have over-run now, and though it is true that they had not got possession of France or Norway, and had not got Italy on their side, on the other hand they could draw on the vast resources of the Turkish Empire with territories stretching right down to the borders of Egypt. But then as now it was impossible for them to make the conquered territories into a paying concern, and for precisely the same reasons, that the behaviour of the invaders roused such hatred that it was impossible to make the conquered populations work. In the Ukraine the peasants either left the land uncultivated or hid their grain, and the attempt to set up a Quisling2 was a miserable failure. The reactions of the population at home were also very similar. They had had many victories and yet never seemed any nearer to final victory. And meanwhile the lists of casualties mounted into millions and the food situation got steadily worse. As all the world knows, the German armies suddenly collapsed in the late summer of 1918 only a few months after winning what had appeared to be their greatest victory. We do not predict that a similar collapse will take place before the Germans have received a decisive defeat on land, but we do point out how the general situation has deteriorated from the German point of view and how ominous it must seem to ordinary thinking Germans to see the repetition of events very similar to those which last time led to disaster.

From other fronts than the Russian one there is not a great deal to report. The most important news this week is that the Australian forces in New Guinea have launched a small-scale offensive and made some progress. They have already pushed the Japanese off the central ridge of the mountains that run from end to end of the island, and the latest news was1 that the advance was continuing. The success of the Australian attack appears to have been largely due to superiority in the air. It should be remembered, however, that the whole of this operation is on a small scale, and it is too early to say whether it will have any decisive results. The Japanese claim to have occupied some more small islands lying between New Guinea and the Australian mainland. This claim has not yet been confirmed from Allied sources and should be treated with suspicion. As long as Port Moresby remains in Allied hands the Japanese are not likely to make any serious attempt on the mainland of Australia and they probably would not make a landing on islands which are in an isolated position and liable to heavy bombing from the air.

During the past 48 hours the British have launched a successful attack in Egypt, straightening out a small salient and driving the enemy back several miles. At this moment fighting is probably still going on. This appears to be only a local action and too much should not be expected of it. We may be able to give a fuller report next week.

The position of the Germans in Egypt has probably been much weakened by the successful attacks made on their supply routes by Allied aircraft and submarines. It was recently revealed that during the past four or five months the amount of Axis shipping sunk in the Mediterranean by R.A.F. planes alone was more than sixty thousand (60,000) tons. This is in addition to the sinkings by Allied submarines which during the past week have sunk five Axis supply ships in this area. The effect of these Allied successes is to prevent the Germans from effectively using the port of Tobruk and make them bring their supplies by the comparatively short sea journey from Sicily to Benghazi, which imposes much delay and compels the Germans to feed their armies by a thin supply line running along the coast, where it is subject to constant bombing.

Hitler’s latest speech was broadcast on September 30th. Although it mostly consisted of wild boasting and threats, it made a surprising contrast with the speeches of a year ago. Gone were the promises of an early victory and gone also the claims, made more than a year ago, to have annihilated the Russian armies. Instead all the emphasis was on Germany’s ability to withstand a long war. Here for example are some of Hitler’s earlier broadcast statements: On the 3rd September 1941: ‘Russia is already broken and will never rise again.’ On the 3rd October 1941: ‘The Russians have lost at least 8 to 10 million men. No army can recover from such losses.’ He also boasted at the same time of the imminent fall of Moscow. That was a year ago. And now, on 30th September, the final boast upon which Hitler ended his speech was: ‘Germany will never capitulate.’ It seems strange to look back and remember how short a while ago the Germans were declaring, not that they would never capitulate, but that they would make everyone else capitulate. Hitler also uttered threats against saboteurs, a tacit admission that the German home front is no longer entirely reliable.

Monsieur Herriot,3 one-time President of the French Republic, has been arrested by the Vichy authorities because of his courageous stand against the policy of ‘collaboration’ with the German invader. The arrest of so popular and deeply-respected [a] man is simply one more confession of the political failure of the Vichy regime, and the contempt and hatred in which all decent Frenchmen hold the small clique of so-called collaborators.




1539. Bengali Newsletter, 12

3 October 1942


The English original was written by Orwell. No script has been traced. PasB gives timing as 12′ 20″.






1540. Gujarati Newsletter, 32

5 October 1942


The English original was written by Orwell. No script has been traced. PasB gives timing as approximately 11 minutes.






1541. To Franklin1 Kidd

5 October 1942 Handwritten draft and typewritten versions
PP/EB/NP

Dear Dr. Kidd,

Many thanks for your letter of 3rd October. It will be all right if we get the manuscript by2 October 12th, and we can record it between then and the 20th, which is the date of the broadcast. Could you let us know as soon as possible3 what day would suit you for the recording (it will be done at 200, Oxford Street or at Broadcasting House)4 and we will fix it up.

Yours sincerely,

Eric Blair

Talks Producer

Indian Section




1542. BBC Talks Booking Form, 5.10.42


Martin Armstrong: ‘Story by Five Authors,’ 4; ‘4th instalment of 13 minutes’ duration of serial story in five parts, each part by a different author’; broadcast 30.10.42; fee £5.5s + 10s 5d fare. Signed: M Blackburn for I.P.O.

Similar forms were issued for Inez Holden and L. A. G. Strong on the same day, but with a fee of only £4.4s each (with no expenses). The one for Strong was marked ‘for reading only.’ Strong contributed the second instalment, broadcast on 16 October; Holden gave the third on 23 October 1942. In addition to the fee for reading, the Copyright Department paid a fee. A letter of 15 October 1942 to Martin Armstrong from B. H. Alexander survives, which fills in the details:



I understand you are contributing the 4th instalment of a serial story for our Indian programme entitled “Story by 5 Authors”, and that each instalment lasts for approximately 15 minutes. The 4th instalment is being broadcast on the 30th October.

As you know the normal fee for two readings of your stories, plus publication in “The Listener” is 25 guineas. On this occasion, however, as the serial is for broadcasting in the Overseas Service in which repeats are not normally given, we only wish to take the right to give one reading. I am wondering, therefore, if you could accept a fee of 15 guineas to cover, as usual, transmission once throughout our system, together with publication in “The Listener” and our overseas journal “London Calling”. I very much hope this will be satisfactory.

If it should be desired to give a second reading at any future date, could you agree to a fee of 10 guineas to bring the total fee up to the usual level of 25 guineas for two readings.


Armstrong accepted this on 17 October.






1543. BBC Talks Booking Form, 5.10.42


Sir Aziz-ul-Huque: ‘Indians in Great Britain’; broadcast 10.11.42 and 8.12.42; fee £9.9s each talk. Signed: M Blackburn for I.P.O.






1544. BBC Talks Booking Form, 5.10.42


R. Desai: ‘Books That Changed the World,’7, Mein Kampf; broadcast 29.10.42; fee £9.9s.1 Signed: M Blackburn for I.P.O.






1545. BBC Talks Booking Form, 5.10.42


Dr R. U. Hingorani: three 13-minute talks: 1: China and the Chinese, 2: Japanese Impressions, 3: Turkey;1 recorded 5.10.42; broadcast dates not arranged; fee £9.9s each talk. Signed: M Blackburn for I.P.O. Remarks (in Mary Blackburn’s hand): ‘he is a busy man therefore the Recording of these 3 Talks have° been arranged for one session.’






1546. War-time Diary

5.10.42: New viceroy of India to be appointed shortly. No clue as to who he will be. Some say General Auchinleck—who, it is said, gets on well with leftwing Indians.

Long talk with Brander, who is back after his 6 months tour in India.1 His conclusions so depressing that I can hardly2 bring myself to write them down. Briefly—affairs are much worse in India than anyone here is allowed to realise, the situation is in fact retrievable but won’t be retrieved because the government is determined to make no real concessions, hell will break loose when and if there is a Japanese invasion, and our broadcasts are utterly useless because nobody listens to them. Brander did say, however, that the Indians listen to BBC3 news, because they regard it as more truthful than that given out by Tokio or Berlin. He considers that we should broadcast news and music and nothing else. This is what I have been saying for some time past.




1547. ‘Voice,’ 3: A Magazine Programme

6 October 1942


The text below is from the typescript as amended by Orwell, which was used for the broadcast. The typescript was marked ‘Not checked with broadcast,’ but Orwell has written ‘As b’cast E.A.B. 21½ mins’ at the top of the first page. This is not quite correct; Stevie Smith (see 1582,), whose name appears in the ‘as broadcast text,’ did not participate. Herbert Read read her poem (‘quite nicely,’ as Orwell wrote to her; see 1582). Most of the script looks as if it was typed by Orwell, but two passages are typed in a different style on slips pasted over the reworked typescript, evidently to make these passages easier to read in transmission. Textual changes are here recorded in the notes at the end. The participants’ names were written in a list in the margin at the top of the first page of the script: ‘Orwell, Anand, Read H., Stephen Spender, W. Empson.’



ANNOUNCER:

This is London Calling. This is the third number of Voice, our monthly radio magazine, and here is George Orwell introducing it:

ORWELL:

Good evening, everybody. Much the same people are sitting round the table as last time, but we have 2 new contributors this month. One is Stephen Spender, whose poems are known to you, no doubt, & the other is Stevie Smith, author of “A Good Time was Had by All” & other books.1

We have found that this magazine goes better when all the contributions in it revolve round some central theme. Last month you may remember that we had a number devoted to war poetry, and war literature generally. This month we have decided to have a number devoted to childhood—not, of course, literature written for children but about childhood. The trouble is that the volume of child literature is so enormous that one hardly knows where to start. Once again I think we shall have to narrow the field by only discussing childhood in two or three of its aspects. What is the outstanding characteristic of childhood, I wonder?

ANAND:

Innocence, I suppose.2

SMITH:3

We might start with something by Wordsworth, I suppose it’s old-fashioned to say so, but I’m very fond of “Intimations of Immortality in Early Childhood.”4

ORWELL:

That’s too long.5 What about starting with Blake’s poem “Holy Thursday”? That gives you the feeling of the innocence of children—not, perhaps, what they really possess, but what an adult sees in them when he looks at them from the outside. Here it is, “Holy Thursday”. This is Herbert Read reading it.

READ:


’Twas on a Holy Thursday, their innocent faces clean,

The children walking two and two, in red and blue and green,

Grey-headed beadles walk’d before, with wands as white as snow,

Till into the high dome of Paul’s they like Thames’ waters flow.

O what a multitude they seem’d, these flowers of London town!

Seated in companies they sit with radiance all their own.

The hum of multitudes was there, but multitudes of lambs,

Thousands of little boys and girls raising their innocent hands.

Now like a mighty wind they raise to Heaven the voice of song,

Or like harmonious thunderings the seats of Heaven among.

Beneath them sit the aged men, wise guardians of the poor;

Then cherish pity, lest you drive an angel from your door.



ORWELL:

It’s very nice, but6 Blake is looking at the child from the outside. He is seeing the child as a picture, representing innocence. There are many of his poems that succeed in doing that, but I don’t remember one that tells you what the child itself actually feels.

ANAND:7

Has any writer succeeded in doing that?

READ:

Yes, I think Blake himself does, because his own mind is childlike.8

SPENDER:

There’s also cruelty in children. Nobody perhaps succeeds in9 conveying the actual feelings of the child, but there is a vast literature dealing with the adult’s memories of childhood, and doing it accurately enough to raise the same feelings in a reader. Any programme dealing with childhood which left out the nostalgic element would be incomplete, I think.

SPENDER:10

The trouble is there’s so much to choose from. In a way all books of childhood reminiscence are alike. The incidents may be different but the essential atmosphere is the same.

ORWELL:

It is the atmosphere of childhood. We must have at least one extract of that type. Read, will you read us a bit out of your autobiography,11 “The Innocent Eye”.

READ:

All right.12

ANAND:

Might we have one of Tagore’s poems on childhood first?13 For instance the one called “First Jasmines”.

ORWELL:

And there is a poem of D. H. Lawrence which I have in mind—“The Piano” it’s called. As those are both short poems, I suggest we do it like this. We’ll read them straight through without any comment in between, and then the extract from Read’s book to follow. Well, here they are. First of all Rabindranath Tagore’s poem “First Jasmines”, read by Mulk Raj Anand, then D. H. Lawrence’s “The Piano”, read by William Empson, and then an extract from “The Innocent Eye”, read by Herbert Read himself. Here they are, then:

ANAND:


Ah, these jasmines, these white jasmines!

I seem to remember the first day when I filled my hands with these jasmines, these white jasmines.

I have loved the sunlight, the sky and the green earth;

I have heard the liquid murmur of the river through the darkness of midnight;

Autumn sunsets have come to me at the bend of a road in the lonely waste, like a bride raising her veil to accept her lover.

Yet my memory is still sweet with the first white jasmines that I held in my hand when I was a child.

Many a glad day has come in my life, and I have laughed with merrymakers on festival nights.

On grey mornings of rain I have crooned many an idle song.

I have worn round my neck the evening wreath of Bakulas woven by the hand of love.

Yet my heart is sweet with the memory of the first fresh jasmines that filled my hands when I was a child.



EMPSON:


Softly, in the dusk, a woman is singing to me;

Taking me back down the vista of years, till I see

A child sitting under the piano, in the boom of the tingling strings

And pressing the small, poised feet of a mother who smiles as she sings.

In spite of myself, the insidious mastery of song

Betrays me back, till the heart of me weeps to belong

To the old Sunday evenings at home, with winter outside

And hymns in the cosy parlour, the tinkling piano our guide.

So now it is vain for the singer to burst into clamour

With the great black piano appassionato. The glamour

Of childish days is upon me, my manhood is cast

Down in the flood of remembrance, I weep like a child for the past.



READ:


On the south side of the Green were two familiar shrines, each with its sacred fire. The first was the saddle-room, with its pungent clean smell of saddle-soap. It was a small white-washed room, hung with bright bits and stirrups and long loops of leather reins; the saddles were in a loft above, reached by a ladder and trap-door. In the middle was a small cylindrical stove, kept burning through the Winter, and making a warm friendly shelter where we could play undisturbed. Our chief joy was to make lead shot, or bullets as we called them; and for this purpose there existed a long-handled crucible and a mould. At what now seems to me an incredibly early age we melted down the strips of lead we found in the window-sill, and poured the sullen liquid into the small aperture of the mould, which was in the form of a pair of pincers—closed whilst the pouring was in progress. When opened, the gleaming silver bullets, about the size of a pea, fell out of the matrix and rolled away to cool on the stone floor. We used the bullets in our catapults, but the joy was in the making of them, and in the sight of their shining beauty.

The blacksmith’s shop was a still more magical shrine. The blacksmith came for a day periodically, to shoe or reshoe the horses, to repair waggons and make simple implements. In his dusky cave the bellows roared, the fire was blown to a white intensity, and then suddenly the bellows-shaft was released and the soft glowing iron drawn from the heart of the fire. Then clang, clang, clang on the anvil, the heavenly shower of ruby and golden sparks, and our precipitate flight to a place of safety. All around us, in dark cobwebbed corners, were heaps of old iron, discarded horse-shoes, hoops and pipes. Under the window was a tank of water for slaking and tempering the hot iron, and this water possessed the miraculous property of curing warts.

In these two shrines I first experienced the joy of making things. Everywhere around me the earth was stirring with growth and the beasts were propagating their kind. But these wonders passed unobserved by my childish mind, unrecorded in memory. They depended on forces beyond our control, beyond my conception. But fire was real, and so was the skill with which we shaped hard metals to our design and desire.



ORWELL:

So far we’ve taken rather a romantic view of childhood.14 We’ve dealt with the innocence of childhood and the nostalgic feelings of the grown-up who looks back and remembers the time when he was a child. But childhood also has its pathetic side, & also its nightmare side.15 A child lives a lot of its time in a very terrifying world. And even seen from the outside a child is a very pathetic thing.

EMPSON:

Once again there’s an enormous literature in the pathos and helplessness of children. But if you want something that gives that effect in a few lines, there is a poem by W. H. Davies called “The Two Children”.

ORWELL:

I think that would go rather well with a short poem by Stevie Smith. Read, perhaps you would read that.

READ:

And what about something from Dickens, for instance “David Copperfield”. Dickens knew that children in spite of all their innocence can suffer torments even when they are not physically maltreated.16

ORWELL:17

Well, I suggest doing it the same way as we did before. First of all Stevie Smith’s poem, read by Herbert Read.18 Then W. H. Davies’s poem “The Two Children”, read by Wm. Empson.19 And then an extract from “David Copperfield” which I’ll read myself.20 Here they are:

READ:21


It was a cynical babe

Lay in its mother’s arms

Born two months too soon

After many alarms

Why is its mother sad

Weeping without a friend

Where is its father—say?

He tarries in Ostend.

It was a cynical babe. Reader, before you condemn, pause,

It was a cynical babe; not without cause.



DAVIES:22

‘Ah, little boy! I see

 You have a wooden spade.

Into this sand you dig

 So deep—for what?’ I said.

‘There’s more rich gold’, said he,

 ‘Down under where I stand,

Than twenty elephants

 Could move across the land’.

‘Ah, little girl with wool!—

 What are you making now?’

‘Some stockings for a bird,

 To keep his legs from snow.’

And there those children are,

 So happy, small, and proud:

The boy that digs his grave,

 The girl that knits her shroud.

ORWELL:


Shall I ever forget those lessons? They were presided over nominally by my mother, but really by Mr. Murdstone and his sister, who were always present, and found them a favourable occasion for giving my mother lessons in that miscalled firmness, which was the bane of both our lives.

Let me remember how it used to be, and bring one morning back again.

I come into the second-best parlour after breakfast, with my books, and an exercise book, and a slate. My mother is ready for me at her writing-desk, but not half so ready as Mr. Murdstone in his easy chair by the window (though he pretends to be reading a book), or as Miss Murdstone, sitting near my mother stringing steel beads. The very sight of these two has such an influence over me, that I begin to feel the words I have been at infinite pains to get into my head, all sliding away, and going I don’t know where.23

I hand the first book to my mother. Perhaps it is a grammar, perhaps a history or geography. I take a last drowning look at the page as I give it into her hand, and start off aloud at a racing pace while I have got it fresh. I trip over a word. Mr. Murdstone looks up. I trip over another word. Miss Murdstone looks up. I redden, tumble over half-a-dozen words, and stop. I think my mother would show me the book if she dared, but she does not dare, and she says softly:

“Oh, Davy, Davy!”

“Now Clara”, says Mr. Murdstone, “be firm with the boy. Don’t say ‘Oh, Davy, Davy!’ that’s childish. He knows his lesson or he does not know it.”

“He does not know it”, Miss Murdstone interposes awfully.

“I am really afraid he does not”, says my mother.

“Then, you see, Clara”, returns Miss Murdstone, “you should just give him the book back and make him know it.”

“Yes, certainly,” says my mother; “that is what I intend to do, my dear Jane. Now, Davy, try once more, and don’t be stupid.”

I obey the first clause of the injunction by trying once more, but am not so successful with the second, for I am very stupid. I tumble down before I get to the old place, at a point where I was all right before, and stop to think. But I can’t think about the lesson. I think of the number of yards of net in Miss Murdstone’s cap, or of the price of Mr. Murdstone’s dressing-gown, or any such ridiculous problem that I have no business with, and don’t want to have anything at all to do with. Mr. Murdstone makes a movement of impatience which I have been expecting for a long time. Miss Murdstone does the same. My mother glances submissively at them, shuts the book, and lays it by as an arrear to be worked out when my other tasks are done.

There is a pile of these arrears very soon, and it swells like a rolling snowball. The bigger it gets, the more stupid I get. The case is so hopeless, and I feel that I am wallowing in such a bog of nonsense, that I give up all idea of getting out, and abandon myself to my fate.

Even when the lessons are done, the worst is yet to happen, in the shape of an appalling sum. This is invented for me, and delivered orally by Mr. Murdstone, and begins “If I go into a cheesemonger’s shop, and buy five thousand double-Gloucester cheeses at fourpence-halfpenny each, present payment”—at which I see Miss Murdstone secretly overjoyed. I pore over these cheeses without any result or enlightenment until dinner-time, when I have a slice of bread to help me out with the cheeses, and am considered in disgrace for the rest of the evening.

It seems to me, at this distance of time, as if my unfortunate studies generally took this course. I could have done very well if I had been without the Murdstones; but the influence of the Murdstones upon me was like the fascination of two snakes on a wretched young bird.24 … As to any recreation with other children of my age, I had very little of that; for the gloomy theology of the Murdstones made all children out to be a swarm of little vipers (though there was a child once set in the midst of the Disciples),25 and held that they contaminated one another.

The natural result of this treatment, continued, I suppose, for some six months or more, was to make me sullen, dull, and dogged. I was not made the less so by my sense of being daily more and more shut out and alienated from my mother.26 I believe I should have been almost stupefied but for one circumstance.

It was this. My father had left a small collection of books in a little room upstairs, to which I had access (for it adjoined my own) and which nobody else in our house ever troubled. From that blessed little room, Roderick Random, Peregrine Pickle, Humphrey Clinker, Tom Jones, the Vicar of Wakefield, Don Quixote, Gil Blas, and Robinson Crusoe, came out, a glorious host, to keep me company. They kept alive my fancy, and my hope of something beyond that place and time,—they, and the Arabian Nights, and the Tales of the Genii,—and did me no harm; for whatever harm was in some of them was not there for me; I knew nothing of it. It is astonishing to me now, how I found time, in the midst of my porings and blunderings over heavier themes, to read those books as I did. It is curious to me how I could ever have consoled myself under my small troubles (which were great troubles to me), by impersonating my favourite characters in them—as I did—and by putting Mr. and Miss Murdstone into all the bad ones—which I did too.27 I have been Tom Jones (a child’s Tom Jones, a harmless creature) for a week together. I have sustained my own idea of Roderick Random for a month at a stretch, I verily believe. I had a greedy relish for a few volumes of Voyages and Travels—I forget what, now—that were on those shelves: and for days and days I can remember to have gone about my region of our house, armed with the centre-piece out of an old set of boot-trees—the perfect realisation of Captain Somebody, of the Royal British Navy, in danger of being beset by savages, and resolved to sell his life at a great price. The Captain never lost dignity, from having his ears boxed with the Latin Grammar. I did; but the Captain was a Captain and a hero, in despite of all the grammars of all the languages in the world, dead or alive.28



EMPSON:

The extract from “David Copperfield” is very good, but it is about a very peculiar way of treating children, not about normal child life. Conditions have changed now.

ORWELL:

Yes, I suppose so. The essential thing in that passage is education as an instrument of torture. It probably isn’t quite the same nowadays.

ANAND:

I doubt that very much, children still run away from school, don’t they?

ORWELL:

At any rate there isn’t the Victorian theory that you have to “break the child’s spirit”, as they used to call it.

READ:

No, but there are more subtle ways of ill-treating children. In Victorian times, they at least had the advantage of being neglected.

ANAND:

And there are still slums and malnutrition, not to mention bombs. Perhaps one can only say that the child’s outlook is somewhat more hopeful nowadays.28

ORWELL:

I think that gives us the note to end on. I should like to end with Stephen Spender’s poem “An Elementary School Class in a Slum”. It tells the truth about actual conditions, and yet it’s hopeful. Here it is. “An Elementary School Class in a Slum”, read by Stephen Spender himself:

SPENDER:


Far far from gusty waves, these children’s faces.

Like rootless weeds the torn hair round their paleness.

The tall girl with her weighed-down head. The paper-

seeming boy with rat’s eyes. The stunted unlucky heir

Of twisted bones, reciting a father’s gnarled disease,

His lesson from his desk. At back of the dim class,

One unnoted, sweet and young: his eyes live in a dream

Of squirrels’ game, in tree room, other than this.

On sour cream walls, donations. Shakespeare’s head

Cloudless at dawn, civilised dome riding all cities.

Belled, flowery, Tyrolese valley. Open-handed map

Awarding the world its world. And yet, for these

Children, these windows, not this world, are world,

Where all their future’s painted with a fog,

A narrow street sealed in with a lead sky,

Far far from rivers, capes, and stars of words.

Surely Shakespeare is wicked, the map a bad example

With ships and sun and love tempting them to steal—

For lives that slyly turn in their cramped holes

From fog to endless night? On their slag heap, these children

Wear skins peeped through by bones and spectacles of steel

With mended glass, like bottle bits on stones.

All of their time and space are foggy slum

So blot their maps with slums as big as doom.

Unless, governor, teacher, inspector, visitor,

This map becomes their window and these windows

That open on their lives like crouching tombs

Break, O break open, till they break the town

And show the children to the fields and all their world

Azure on their sands, to let their tongues

Run naked into books, the white and green leaves open

The history theirs whose language is the sun.



CLOSING ANNOUNCEMENT:

That is the end of the third number of “Voice”, our monthly radio magazine. Those taking part were Herbert Read, William Empson, George Orwell,29 Mulk Raj Anand and Stephen Spender. The next number of “Voice” will be broadcast on November 3rd.

The first reading is that of the text as amended by Orwell, and as printed here, though not quite as broadcast; the second reading is that of the unamended typescript.




1548. BBC Talks Booking Form, 6.10.42


Herbert Read: ‘Voice,’ 3; ‘reading extract from own book (covered with Miss Alexander1) — about 3 minutes, & taking part in discussions — total length about 5 minutes’; broadcast 6.10.42; fee £4.4s ‘to cover reading & part in discussion.’ Signed: M Blackburn for I.P.O.






1549. BBC Talks Booking Form, 6.10.42


Stephen Spender: ‘Voice,’ 3; ‘reading his own poem (An Elementary School Class) — about 2½ minutes. And taking part in discussions — total length about 5 minutes’; broadcast 6.10.42; fee £4.4s ‘to cover reading of poem and participation in discussion.’ Signed: M Blackburn for I.P.O.






1550. To Mulk Raj Anand

7 October 1942 PP/EB

Dear Mulk,

I am sending back your script on War And Peace because I wish you would re-write the later part, roughly speaking from here onwards in order to deal more with the sociological aspect of War and Peace. I think it is quite true that Tolstoy marked the beginning of a new attitude towards the novel, but that in itself is not big enough to justify the title “Books That Changed the World”. What I wanted was a talk on War And Peace as exemplifying the new attitude towards war. If not the first, it is certainly one of the first books that tried to describe war realistically and many modern currents of thought, probably including pacifism, derive from it to some extent. I do not of course want pacifist propaganda, but I think we might make valuable use of a comparison between Tolstoy’s description of the battle of Oesterlitz1 and for instance Tennyson’s Charge of the Light Brigade.

Gollancz has expressed interest in your idea for a book about India.2 He says it would have to be done quickly, which however would be quite easy by the method we were projecting of doing it. He wants you, or failing you, me to go and see him today week, October 14th, at 11 a.m. at his office. Do you think you could see me between now and then so that we can draw up a synopsis of the book?

Yours sincerely,

George Orwell




1551. To Mulk Raj Anand

7 October 1942 PP/EB/NP

Dear Mulk,

We are starting shortly a series of talks giving the History of Fascism in seven parts. I am wondering whether you would like to take part, and to deal with the talk covering the Spanish Civil War. Please let me know whether you would like to undertake this, and I will let you have more detailed particulars. I should like an answer fairly soon, as the first talk is to be on November 5th.

The date of your talk—the fifth in the series—would be December 3rd, which means that we should want the script not later than November 26th.

Yours,

Eric Blair1

Talks Producer

Indian Section




1552. To L. A. G. Strong

7 October 1942 PP/EB

Dear Mr. Strong,

I am sending herewith the first instalment of our serial. Your instalment goes on the air on Friday week, October 16th, at 12.15 by the clock, from 200, Oxford Street. If possible, I would like to have your script by the end of this week, or at any rate not later than Tuesday, the 13th. There is not likely to be any difficulty over the censorship, but your instalment must go on as soon as possible to the next contributor, so as to leave at any rate five or six days for her to write her contribution. I hope you do not find this opening chapter too hard to follow on from. I have left plenty of possibilities. I don’t want to lay down conditions, but as the thing has to run for five instalments, I think we ought to say at any rate that neither of the two principal characters who have been introduced ought to die off [in] the second instalment. You can follow [up] the story in any way you choose, and I hope you will be able to leave a fairly good jumping off place for your successor.

Yours sincerely,

George Orwell

Talks Producer

Indian Section

Dictated by Mr. Orwell and

despatched in his absence by:1




1553. To Gladys Calthrop

8 October 1942 PP/EB

Dear Mrs. Calthrop,1

I am wondering whether you would like to take part in a series of talks designed to give Indian listeners some hints about amateur dramatic societies. We think that there is probably a growing interest in the theatre in India, together with a good deal of ignorance about technique. We have, therefore, roughly sketched out a series of six talks which would be given principally by some expert such as yourself, and partly by Indians who could supply the background stuff, as they would know what the standard community in an ordinary Indian town would be able to provide in the way of money, personnel and so forth. If you are interested in this, I wonder if you could come and see us so that we could talk it over and get the talks mapped out in greater detail. Perhaps you could let me know, giving one or two alternative dates, what days in the near future would be convenient to you. Of course, I don’t want to take up more time than you can afford and I should therefore w[arn] you that this may mean six 13-minute talks on six consecutive Fridays, with a certain amount of discussion beforehand in each case.

Your sincerely,

Eric Blair

Talks Producer

Indian Section




1554. To R. R. Desai

8 October 1942 PP/EB/NP

Dear Mr. Desai,

We are starting shortly a series of talks giving the History of Fascism in seven parts. I am wondering whether you would like to take part, and to deal with the first talk, covering the March on Rome. Please let me know whether you would like to undertake this, and I will let you have more detailed particulars. I should like an answer fairly soon, as your talk is to be on November 5th. This means that we should want the script not later than October 29th. We can discuss this further when you come to the office on Monday next.

Yours sincerely,

Eric Blair

Talks Producer

Indian Section




1555. To Cedric Dover

8 October 1942 PP/EB/NP

Dear Dover,

We are starting shortly a series of talks giving the History of Fascism in seven parts. I am wondering whether you would like to take part, and to deal with the talk covering The June Purge.1 Please let me know whether you would like to undertake this, and I will let you have more detailed particulars. I should like an answer fairly soon, as the first talk is to be on November 5th.

The date of your talk—the third in the series—would be 19th November, which means that we should want the script not later than November 12th.

Yours sincerely,

Eric Blair

Talks Producer

Indian Section




1556. To K. S. Shelvankar

8 October 1942 PP/EB/NP

Dear Shelvankar,

This is just to confirm that you are doing the two talks in the History of Fascism [series] about the rise of the Nazi [p]arty and the Invasion of the U.S.S.R.

These are on the 12th November and the 17th December respectively, which means that we should like to have the scripts in the office at least a week before the date of the talk.

Yours sincerely,

Eric Blair

Talks Producer

Indian Section




1557. Laurence Brander, Intelligence Officer, India, to L. F. Rushbrook Williams, Eastern Service Director

8 October 1942, with copy to Orwell

Saturday Weekly News Letter

In conversation with Mr. Eric Blair this morning, I discovered that he writes our Saturday Weekly News Letter which is read by some Indian. The audience in India supposes that the reader is the composer, and the present audience is small. As you know, the universal demand amongst our Indian audience is for well-known Englishmen. If, therefore, it could be arranged that this News Letter be no longer anonymous, but the known work of “George Orwell” and read by him1 instead of largely being ignored as at present, it would be looked forward to with the very greatest interest, as few names stand so high with our Indian audience at present as that of George Orwell.




1558. Story by Five Authors

Through Eastern Eyes, 9 October 1942


On 9 September 1942, Orwell wrote to L. A. G. Strong, Inez Holden, and Martin Armstrong asking each to contribute one part of a five-part story to be broadcast to India; see 1468, 1466, 1465. He proposed to write this first instalment. On 24 October, he wrote to E. M. Forster asking him to write the concluding instalment; see 1610. The four later instalments are placed here according to the dates they were broadcast: 16, 23, and 30 October and 6 November 1942; see 1574, 1606, 1623, 1638. Orwell’s instalment is taken from his original script, which looks to be typed on Nancy Parratt’s machine. The script is marked ‘As Broadcast.’ One verbal change is noted; mistypings have been corrected silently. The other scripts are printed from BBC fair copies.



Part 1 by George Orwell

It was a night in London in the late autumn of 1940. A bomb came whistling down, piercing the racket of the guns, and a man, a small shadowy figure, darted like a lizard into an already ruined house and flung himself down behind a pile of debris. He was none too soon, for the next instant the bomb exploded with a noise like the Day of Judgment less than a hundred yards away. He was quite unhurt, however, and it was only a few seconds before his ear drums began to work again and he realised that the objects which had spattered him all over were merely chips of brick and mortar.

Gilbert Moss, for that was his name, sat up and brushed some of the dust and plaster off his raincoat, after which he began mechanically feeling in his pockets for a cigarette. He noticed without surprise or even much interest that a dead man was lying face upwards a yard or two away from him. It did not seem to matter, either, that almost within touching distance some fallen beams or floor joists were burning fitfully. The whole house would be on fire before long, but in the mean time it gave a certain amount of protection.

Outside the barking of the guns rose and fell, sometimes bursting forth into an ear-splitting volley as a near-by battery came into action. This was the third time tonight that Gilbert had had to fling himself down to dodge a bomb, and on the second occasion he had had a small adventure, or what would have seemed an adventure in normal times. Caught by the blitz a long way from his own quarter of the town, he had struggled homewards through such a nightmare of gunfire, bomb flashes, falling shrapnel, burning houses and racing clanging fire engines as made him wonder whether the whole of humanity had not gone mad together. Under the rosy sky one had the impression that all London was burning. He had been passing down a side street he did not know when he heard a cry and saw a woman gesticulating to him from beside a demolished house. He hurried across to her. She was wearing blue overalls—curiously enough that was all he ever noticed about her—and a little boy of four or five, with a terrified face, was clutching at her leg. The woman cried out to him that there was a man under the wreckage and no rescue squad was near. With her help he had dug into the dusty pile of rubble, pushing and pulling at lumps of brick and mortar, splinters of glass, panels of smashed doors and fragments of furniture, and sure enough, within five minutes they had uncovered the body of a man, whitened to the eyes with plaster but conscious and almost unhurt. Gilbert never discovered whether the man was the woman’s husband or father, or merely a stranger. They had just helped him out on to the pavement when there was the whistle of another bomb. Immediately one thought had filled Gilbert’s mind to the exclusion of all others—the child. He had swiftly grabbed the little boy, laid him flat on the pavement and covered him with his own body against the moment when the bomb should burst. However, it was a delayed-action bomb and no roar followed the whistle. As he got up the woman had suddenly flung her arms round his neck and given him a kiss that tasted of plaster. And then he had gone on, promising to inform the next warden he met about the injured man. But as it happened he had not met any warden, and there the incident ended.

That was half an hour ago and Gilbert had already almost forgotten it. On a night like this nothing seemed remarkable. Since entering his new refuge he had hardly given a second glance to the dead man lying beside him. The pile of smouldering beams sent out little spurts of flame which illumined Gilbert and the wreckage of various pieces of furniture. He was a thin smallish man in his middle thirties, with greying hair and a worn, sharp-feature°, discoloured face. It had a sour expression which at most times was accentuated by a cigarette dangling from the lower lip. With his shabby raincoat and black felt hat he might have been an unsuccessful actor or journalist, a publisher’s tout, a political agent or possibly some kind of hanger-on of a lawyer’s office. He could find no matches in his pockets and was considering lighting his cigarette from one of the burning beams when an A.R.P. warden in overalls and gumboots threaded his way through from the back of the ruined house, flashing his torch from side to side.

“You O.K., chum?”

“I’m O.K.”, said Gilbert.

The warden waited for the echo of a gun to die away before speaking again. He flashed his torch briefly onto the prostrate man but seemed too preoccupied to examine him.

“This poor devil’s1 done for”, he said. “We got a packet tonight, all right. I better report him. They’ll pick him up in the morning, I s’pose.”

“No use wasting an ambulance”, agreed Gilbert.

The A.R.P. man had just disappeared when the burning beams burst into bright flame and the room was almost as bright as day. Gilbert glanced again at the dead man lying at his side, and as he did so his heart gave a violent, painful leap. It was the figure of a rather handsome man of his own age, the face calm and undamaged, the eyes closed. In the better light, however, Gilbert had noticed two things. In the first place it was not a stranger but a man he knew very well—or had once known very well, rather. In the second place the man was not dead, nor anywhere near it. He was merely unconscious, perhaps stunned by a falling beam.

A change had come over Gilbert’s face the instant that the shock of recognition passed. It became very intent, with the ghost of a smile. The expression he wore was not a wicked expression, exactly—rather the expression of a man faced with an overwhelming temptation, an opportunity too good to be missed.

Suddenly he sprang to his feet and began looking for something which he knew he would have no difficulty in finding. In a moment he had got it. It was a heavy billet of wood, part of a broken floor joist, four feet long and tapering at one end to form a natural handle. He tested its weight and then, carefully measuring his distance from the unconscious man on the floor, gripped it with both hands and swung it aloft. Outside the guns were roaring again. Gilbert did not immediately deliver his blow. The man’s head was not quite in the right position, and with the toe of his boot Gilbert pushed a few flakes of plaster under the head, raising it slightly. Then he took a fresh grip on his billet of wood and swung it aloft again. It was a heavy, formidable club. He had only to bring it down once and the skull would break like an egg.

At this moment he felt no fear, any more than he felt compunction. Curiously enough the racket of the guns upheld him. He was utterly alone in the burning town. He did not even need to reflect that on a night like this any death whatever would be attributed to the German bombs. He knew instinctively that in the middle of this night-mare° you could do what you liked and nobody would have time to notice. Nevertheless the moment in which he had paused had temporarily saved the unconscious man’s life. Gilbert lowered his club and leaned on it, as on a walking stick. He wanted, not exactly to think things over, but to recapture a certain memory, a certain feeling. It is not much use killing your enemy unless in the moment of striking him you remember just what he has done to you. It was not that he had faltered in his intention of killing this man. There was no question that he was going to kill him. But before doing so he wanted, in a sense, to remember why he was doing so. There was plenty of time, and complete safety. In the morning his enemy’s body would only be one air-raid casualty among hundreds of others.

He leaned his club against a pile of wreckage and again took his unlighted cigarette from his pocket. He still could not find any matches. A thought striking him, he knelt down and felt in the unconscious man’s pockets till he came on a slim gold cigarette-lighter. He lit his cigarette and put the lighter back, rather reluctantly. The initials on it were C.J.K.C., he noted. He had known this man as Charles Coburn, the Honourable Charles Coburn. Doubtless he was a lord by this time, though Gilbert could not remember the name of the title he was heir to. It was curious, but the excellent cloth of the man’s waistcoat, and the expensive feel of the slender gold lighter, partly brought back the memory that he was looking for. They both felt like money. Gilbert had known Charles Coburn as a very rich young man, horribly elegant and superior, and rather cultured as they used to call it in the nineteen-twenties. With not many exceptions Gilbert hated all rich people—though that in itself was not a motive for killing anybody, of course.

He sat down again and drew the cigarette smoke deep into his lungs. The chorus of the guns stopped for nearly two minutes, then opened up again. It was so hard to remember—not the fact, of course, but the social atmosphere in which such things could happen. He remembered in great detail the outrageous, mean injury which this man had done him; what he did not remember so well were his own feelings at the time, the weakness and snobbishness which had made it possible for such a petty, humiliating disaster to happen to him. To remember that he had to remember the England of the nineteen-twenties, the old, snobbish, money-ruled England which was fast disappearing before the bombers and the income-tax came to finish it off. For a moment it eluded him, then suddenly it came back to him in a vision of a Mayfair street one summer morning—the flowers in the window boxes, a water cart laying the dust, a footman in a striped waistcoat opening the door. He could not remember when he had seen that particular street, or whether he had ever seen it. Perhaps it was only a symbolic street. But there it was, in the smell of pink geraniums and newly-drenched dust—fashionable London with its clubs and its gunsmiths and its footmen in striped waistcoats, the London of before the deluge, when money ruled the world and creatures like Charles Coburn were all-powerful because of their money.

Gilbert sprang to his feet again. He had no more doubts now. He did not merely know in an intellectual sense that he hated the man lying at his feet, he knew just why and how he hated him. Nor did it seem to him a barbarous thing to kill your enemy when you have him at your mercy; on the contrary, it seemed to him natural. As though encouraging him, the guns rose once again to an unbroken, rolling roar, like thunder. With an expression on his face much more purposeful than before he once more measured his distance, gripped his club firmly in both hands and swung it above his head, ready for a blow that would settle his enemy once and for all.


Continued by L. A. G. Strong; see 1574.






1559. News Review, 43

10 October 1942


There are no censorship stamps on the original of this commentary, nor any indication that this text is as broadcast. The alterations, however, are all in Orwell’s handwriting. The script was read by Noel Sircar.



Stalingrad is holding firm, and there is even some reason to think that the Germans may have abandoned the hope of taking it. Both Hitler and Ribbentrop, in their recent speeches, spoke of Stalingrad as though it were about to fall, but more recently the German High Command have issued a statement to the effect that they were going to abandon direct assaults on the town and attempt to reduce it by artillery bombardment. This may mean that they believe that they can blast the remaining defenders out of Stalingrad by using the heavy artillery with which they reduced Sebastopol,1 but it may on the other hand mean that they have given up hope of crossing the Volga at this point and are doing their best to save face with the German home public.

The battle for Stalingrad2 has now been going on for nearly two months, and must certainly have cost the Germans some tens of thousands of men, without any corresponding gain. This is now the beginning of October, and we may say that in spite of the large territories which the Germans have over-run, and even if Stalingrad should fall, the German campaign this year has not quite attained its object, missing it by a narrow margin, as did the campaign of 1941. We may be certain that the German objective this year was to reach the Caspian Sea and to cross the Caucasus Mountains, after which Germany’s oil problem would have been a comparatively simple matter. We are safe now in saying that it is too late for the Germans to complete this programme, and in addition the prolonged defence of Stalingrad has given time for the northern Russian armies to be reinforced and to receive fresh supplies. Even if the Germans should capture Stalingrad, cross the Volga River and thus, in effect, cut the Russian front into two halves, this probably will not reduce the fighting power of the Russian armies as it would have done a couple of months ago. We may conclude that the German dream of driving the Russians back behind the Ural Mountains and reducing them to mere guerilla activity will have to be abandoned [at any rate for this year].

We mentioned last week the speech made by Hitler in which a decidedly different tone was apparent from that of his3 triumphant speeches of a year or two earlier. This has been followed by a rather similar speech by Goering, and from this and other indications we can probably infer the new plan of campaign which has been forced on the Germans by their failure to conquer either Britain or Russia.

Both Goering and Hitler dropped the claims made earlier to have destroyed the Soviet armies once and for all. They merely claimed to have driven the Russians far enough back to prevent an invasion of Europe, and at the same time dwelt upon the wealth of the territories they had conquered. Both declared that Germany is ready for a long war and Goering in his speech made it abundantly clear that Germany’s new plan is to plunder Europe in order to keep the German war machine going. He said that the British blockade did not affect Germany since the whole of Europe is at Germany’s disposal, and added bluntly that whoever went hungry in Europe, it would not be the Germans. We can see, therefore, that the specious talk of a year ago about the New Order, and about Europe, freed from British and American influence, raising its standard of living under German guidance, has been dropped. Instead, the Germans come forward quite undisguisedly as a nation of slave-masters who are going to keep the other European races in subjection and plunder them of their food and other goods in order to sustain the attacks of the United Nations. This is an important development because it means that the Germans are more or less throwing away their opportunities of winning the real allegiance of the countries they have over-run. Quite possibly these speeches are the prelude to some kind of peace offer in which the Germans would claim that they have no wish for further expansion, that the war has consequently lost any meaning. Similar speeches made recently in Tokyo suggest that the Japanese may be contemplating a similar strategy. The United Nations, however, are not likely to be deceived, and the chance of any premature peace which would allow the Fascist Powers to renew their aggressions after a year or two can be written off.

In New Guinea, the Australian advance is continuing and little opposition is being encountered, though the advance is necessarily slow because of the difficult nature of the country. The Allies still have air superiority in this area. The Japanese retreat from the position which they had reached quite near to Port Moresby is capable of several interpretations, and we do not care to comment on it at this stage. There is still serious fighting on the island of Guadalcanal, where the Japanese have several times landed fresh troops under cover of darkness and are attempting to win back the port and airfields captured by the Americans. Further north, at another island in the Solomons group, American planes have made another successful raid and damaged several Japanese warships.

The Americans have occupied fresh islands in the Aleutian Archipelago and are establishing airfields there. As a result, the Japanese-held island of Kiska is already being bombed by land-based American planes. So far as can be discovered by air reconnaissance, the Japanese have now abandoned the other islands they had occupied in the Aleutian Archipelago and are only holding on to the island of Kiska.

British bombing raids on Germany continue. Now that the nights are longer the bombers can go further east, and several parts of the Baltic Sea have been bombed during the past week or two. More and more American planes are now taking part in the R.A.F. raids. Yesterday, the biggest daylight raid of the war was carried out over northern France.4 About 600 Allied planes took part and only four failed to return. This may be compared with the biggest daylight raid carried out by the Germans, on September 15th, 1940, when 500 or 600 German planes came over Britain and 185 were shot down.5

There have also been successful raids on German bases in occupied Norway. In these raids a new British light bomber, the Mosquito, has played a conspicuous part. The full details of the Mosquito have not yet been released for publication, but it is evident that it is a very light and very fast bombing plane, especially suited to daylight raids. We shall probably be able to give further particulars about it later.

The British and United States Governments have just announced that they are relinquishing all extraterritorial rights in China. This applies to Free China immediately, and will apply to the whole of China after the war. For about a century past various European nations have had concessions in Shanghai, Tientsin6 and other Chinese cities, and7 they were not subject to Chinese law, and [they have] also had the power to station their own troops in China and to enjoy various other privileges. This is now coming to an end as the result of an agreement between the British, American and Chinese Governments. This step not only demonstrates the mutual trust and friendship between China and the rest of the United Nations, but marks the final emergence of China as a modern nation on an equality with the western powers. It is a fitting tribute for today’s anniversary of the Chinese revolution.

Yesterday it was announced that Abyssinia is entering into full alliance with the United Nations. Abyssinia was the first country to be overwhelmed by Fascist aggression, and also the first to be liberated. The Abyssinians are now ready to place their military and economic resources at the disposal of those who helped to set them free. In these two events we see how the world-wide struggle of the free peoples against aggression is growing steadily stronger.




1560. Bengali Newsletter, 13

10 October 1942


The English original was written by Orwell. No script has been traced. PasB suggests timing of 11′ 45″.






1561. To E. M. Forster

10 October 1942 PP/EB/NP

Dear Forster,

Many thanks for your script—I thoroughly enjoyed reading it. It has now been typed, and I enclose a copy, together with a copy of last month’s talk.

The dates that have been fixed in our new schedule for your next talks are November 11th and December 9th—we haven’t yet planned any further ahead, but your talks will follow on, every fourth Wednesday, as usual. If these dates don’t happen to suit you, we can always record the talks beforehand, at any time you happen to be in London, although of course it’s much nicer to have it direct.

You can certainly have your full time at the mike, there is no question of Lady Grigg’s programme encroaching on your time, unless, of course, you under-run, and then Lady Grigg follows straight on in the usual way.

Yours,

George Orwell

Talks Producer

Indian Section




1562. War-time Diary

10.10.42: Today in honour of the anniversary of the Chinese Revolution the Chinese flag was hoisted over Broadcasting House. Unfortunately it was upside down.

[According to D. A., Cripps is going to resign shortly—pretext, that the War Cabinet is a sham, Churchill being in reality the sole power in it.]

11.10.42: The authorities in Canada have now chained up a number of German prisoners equal to the number of British prisoners chained up in Germany. What the devil are we coming to?1




1563. Gujarati Newsletter, 33

12 October 1942


The English original was written by Orwell. No script has been traced. PasB gives timing as 10′ 11″.






1564. To the Editor of The Times

12 October 1942 Typewritten; carbon copy1 Unpublished

10A, Mortimer Crescent, N.W.6.

Sir,

May I be allowed to offer one or two reflections on the British Government’s decision to retaliate against German prisoners, which seems so far to have aroused extraordinarily little protest?

By chaining up German prisoners in response to similar action by the Germans, we descend, at any rate in the eyes of the ordinary observer, to the level of our enemies. It is unquestionable when one thinks of the history of the past ten years, that there is a deep moral difference between democracy and Fascism, but if we go on the principle of an eye for an eye and a tooth for a tooth we simply cause that difference to be forgotten. Moreover, in the matter of ruthlessless we are unlikely to compete successfully with our enemies. As the Italian radio has just proclaimed, the Fascist principle is two eyes for an eye and a whole set of teeth for one tooth. At some point or another public opinion in England will flinch from the implications of this statement, and it is not very difficult to foresee what will happen. As a result of our action the Germans will chain up more British prisoners, we shall have to follow suit by chaining up more Axis prisoners, and so it will continue till logically all the prisoners on either side will be in chains. In practice, of course, we shall become disgusted with the process first, and we shall announce that the chaining up will now cease, leaving, almost certainly, more British than Axis prisoners in fetters. We shall thus have acted both barbarously and weakly, damaging our own good name without succeeding in terrorising the enemy.

It seems to me that the civilised answer to the German action would be something like this: “You proclaim that you are putting thousands of British prisoners in chains because some half-dozen Germans or thereabouts were temporarily tied up during the Dieppe raid. This is disgusting hypocrisy, in the first place because of your own record during the past ten years, in the second place because troops who have taken prisoners have got to secure them somehow untill° they can get them to a place of safety, and to tie men’s hands in such circumstances is totally different from chaining up a helpless prisoner who is already in an internment camp. At this moment, we cannot stop you mal-treating our prisoners, though we shall probably remember it at the peace settlement, but don’t fear that we shall retaliate in kind. You are Nazis, we are civilised men. This latest act of yours simply demonstrates the difference.”

At this moment this may not seem a very satisfying reply, but I suggest that to anyone who looks back in three months’ time, it will seem better than what we are doing at present and it is the duty of those who can keep their heads to protest before the inherently silly process of retaliation against the helpless is carried any further.

Yours truly,

George Orwell




1565. To F. Kidd

12 or 13 October 1942

CAN YOU RECORD THURSDAY THREE FIFTEEN TO FOUR FIFTEEN AT TWO HUNDRED OXFORD STREET LONDON

BLAIR BROADCASTS


Dr. Kidd replied by prepaid telegram on 13 October to say that Thursday would be convenient.






1566. To K. K. Ardaschir

13 October 1942 PP/EB/NP

Dear Ardaschir,

Your talk on the status of women in Europe has been passed for censorship with some minor cuts and I should like you to broadcast it on Tuesday October 20th, at 12.45. That means I should like you to be here by 12 o’clock on that day. I will send you a copy of the script with the cuts as soon as it has been typed and you might bring that copy along with you. Please let me know whether this will be O.K.

The other one, on President Inonu,1 will be on November 11th. It will have to be definitely a five minute talk which may mean cutting it down a bit, but we can do that on the day.

Yours sincerely,

Eric Blair

Talks Producer

Indian Section




1567. To R.R. Desai

13 October 1942 PP/EB

Dear Desai,

With reference to my letter of 8th October. I wonder whether you would be able to do the third talk in the series instead of the first? I think it may be better if Cedric Dover does the one on Italian Fascism, while you do the one we are calling “The June Purge”. I make the change because I know from your open letter to a Nazi that you can deal with German Fascism, and I now find that Dover has made a sort of study of Italian Fascism. No doubt the title “The June Purge” is self-explanatory to some extent but I had perhaps better give you some further particulars. The second talk which Shelvankar is doing, is on the Rise of the Nazi Party and I want you in the third talk to show how the Nazis threw away their quasi-socialistic program, and came to terms with big business and the army, at any rate for the time being, by wiping out the Left Wing of the Party. I hope I shall be able to show you a copy of Shelvankar’s script about ten days before yours is due to go on the air. I am sorry to have had to make this change and hope it has not put you out. Please let me know as soon as possible whether you can manage this. The date of the talk will now be 19th November, so we shall need the script by the 10th.1

Yours sincerely,

Eric Blair




1568. BBC Talks Booking Form, 13.10.42


K. K. Ardaschir: two talks: 1. 13-minute talk on Women of the West; 2. 5-minute talk on President Inonu°; broadcast. 1.20.10.42; 2.11.11.42; fee 1. £9.9; 2. £4.4. Signed: M Blackburn for I.P.O. Remarks: 1. replaces cancelled talk, Film Commentary; 2. goes into period ‘Topic of the Week’ with Telkar. ‘N.B. Mr. Ardaschir has moved.’






1569. BBC Talks Booking Form, 13.10.42


Dr Franklin Kidd: ‘Science and the People,’ 1; fortnightly series; 13½-minute talk on dehydration; recorded 15.10.42; broadcast 20.10.42; fee £9.9s + 12s 0d fares from Cambridge. Signed: M Blackburn for I.P.O.






1570. Extract from Minutes of Eastern Service Meeting

14 October 1942

COMPETITIONS

Sub-committee, comprising Mr. E. A. Blair (convener), Mr. Firth, Mr. Davenport and Mr. Ashraf, to meet in Room 314, Oxford Street, at 4 p.m. on 21st October, to explore possibilities of drama and poetry competitions. Mr. Brander to cable Ahmed Ali for feeling in India towards such competitions.




1571. To Eastern Service Director

15 October 1942 CONFIDENTIAL; Typewritten; original EB/NP

Weekly News Commentary

With reference to the suggestion that I should write and broadcast the weekly news review in English over my own name, i.e. George Orwell. The four speakers who are at present doing this in rotation have contracts up to November 7th, after which I will gladly take this on. But there are one or two points which it would be better to define clearly beforehand.

If I broadcast as George Orwell I am as it were selling my literary reputation, which so far as India is concerned probably arises chiefly from books of anti-imperialist tendency, some of which have been banned in India. If I gave broadcasts which appeared to endorse unreservedly the policy of the British government I should quite soon be written off as “one more renegade” and should probably miss my potential public, at any rate among the student population. I am not thinking about my personal reputation, but clearly we should defeat our own object in these broadcasts if I could not preserve my position as an independent and more or less “agin° the government” commentator. I would therefore like to be sure in advance that I can have reasonable freedom of speech. I think this weekly commentary is only likely to be of value if I can make it from an anti-fascist rather than imperialist standpoint and avoid mention of subjects on which I could not conscientiously agree with current Government policy.

I do not think this is likely to cause trouble, as the chief difficulty is over Indian internal politics, which we rarely mention in our weekly news commentaries. These commentaries have always followed what is by implication a “left” line, and in fact have contained very little that I would not sign with my own name. But I can imagine situations arising in which I should have to say that I could not in honesty do the commentary for that week, and I should like the position to be defined in advance.

[Signed] Eric Blair

(Eric Blair)


Orwell’s memorandum was sent by Rushbrook Williams, the Eastern Service Director, to R. A. Rendall, Assistant Controller, Overseas Service, with this handwritten note:


Confidential

Subject: “George Orwell” to broadcast?

Mr Brander [see 1546,] has suggested that as Blair does in effect write the News Commentary for India (weekly) he should deliver it himself and thus enable us to ‘cash in’ on the popularity of “George Orwell” in India. I mentioned this to Mr Blair, and the result is this characteristically honest and straightforward note.

On the points that Mr Blair raises, I see no difficulty in practice. He and I can, by discussion, always arrange a modus vivendi. In fact, I feel strongly inclined to try the experiment.

Is there any difficulty about a Corporation employee broadcasting under a pen-name? [If the matter has to be referred to the Establishment side, may I suggest that Blair’s memo. should not be forwarded? It was written for my own eye (and I know he would like you to see it also): but to people who do not know him as you and I do, it might be misleading!]1

LFRW

15/10



This note was annotated and initialled in a hand that has not been identified. The initials cannot be made out; the annotation is in pencil and has partially faded. The second and third points are fairly clear but the word after ‘safeguard’ and the penultimate word of the first point are uncertain. The first initial seems to be ‘G’; the third note suggests that the annotator was a senior member of the BBC’s staff. ‘G. of I.’ = Government of India.

1. G. of I. safeguard, everything subversive about banned books waive ban. G [?]

2. No difficulty about pen name.

3. Not as BBC staff

On 23 October, Rendall wrote to Rushbrook Williams following his discussion with the Controller of the Overseas Service, J. B. Clark:


I have discussed this matter with C(O.S). There is no difficulty about a member of the Corporation staff broadcasting under a pen name, but he should not be announced or billed as a member of the Corporation staff, and the normal conditions about staff contributions to programmes should apply.

C(O. S.) suggests, however, that in this instance it would be advisable to make sure—presumably through the India Office—that the Government of India are not going to raise objections to broadcasts by a man whose books they have banned. The propaganda advantages of Orwell’s name are obvious and I should hope2 they would be appreciated.



This was annotated by Rushbrook Williams on 29 October and sent back to Rendall for the Controller, J. B. Clark:


I have consulted Mr Joyce3 and his colleagues, and they feel that it would be useful to take advantage of “Orwell’s” name.

In view of the fact that several people whose books have fallen under the displeasure of the G. of I. do in effect speak for us, and that their contributions are appreciated, Mr Joyce feels it would be a mistake to refer the matter specifically to the G. of I. If asked, the G. of I might feel called upon to adopt a critical attitude. If the question [is] not raised, Mr Joyce thinks they are very unlikely to object!



Clark replied on the verso to Rendall on 2 November:


In view of ESD’s [Rushbrook Williams’s] note, I fully agree—at least as an experiment (as R. W. suggests in his minute of 15/X). I would like to know of any signs of reaction—official or personal.4



Rendall then passed this note to Rushbrook Williams, and Orwell read his first Newsletter on 21 November 1942 (there being no broadcast on 14 November; see 1671).






1572. To Sidney Horniblow

15 October 1942 PP/EB/ED1

Dear Mr. Horniblow,

I want to thank you for all your help and cooperation over the series “In Black and White”, for which we were most grateful.

At present there is no possibility of continuing the series, as we are booked up for some months, but I will certainly bear you in mind and get in touch with you again when I see an opportunity of producing another similar programme.2

Yours sincerely,

(Eric Blair)

Talks Assistant




1573. War-time Diary

15.10.42: A little bit of India transplanted to England. For some weeks our Marathi newsletters were translated and broadcast by a little man named Kothari, completely spherical but quite intelligent and, so far as I could judge, genuinely anti-Fascist. Suddenly one of the mysterious bodies which1 control recruitment for the BBC (in this case I think MI 5)2 got onto the fact that Kothari was or had been a Communist, active in the students’ movement, and had been in jail, so the order came to get rid of him. A youth named Jatha, working at India House and politically OK, was engaged in his place. Translators in this language are not easy to find and Indians who speak it as their native tongue seem to tend to forget it while in England. After a few weeks my assistant, Miss Chitale, came to me with great secrecy and3 confided that the newsletters were still in fact being written by Kothari. Jatha, though still able to read the language, was no longer equal to writing it and Kothari was ghosting for him. No doubt the fee was being split between them. We can’t find another competent translator, so Kothari is to continue and we officially know nothing about it. Wherever Indians are to be found, this kind of thing will be happening.




1574. Story by Five Authors

Through Eastern Eyes, 16 October 1942

Part 2 by L. A. G. Strong

Gilbert Moss swung his club, and coldly eyed his enemy’s head. Though with so heavy a weapon it did not matter where he struck—the sheer weight of the wood must smash in the skull—yet he chose a place with his eyes. He would strike exactly: the deliberate blow of an artist, certain of his aim, exacting vengeance: not a blind, clumsy, resentful smash.

His grip on the club was not right. He shifted his hands, until the balance was good and the great sullen mass of wood swung smoothly. Now! Now, Charles Coburn! now you’re going to get it. The only pity is, you’ll never know who gave it to you. You’ll never know it was Gilbert Moss—Mister Moss, as you were so careful to call him in public, in case any of your friends might for an instant suppose you knew him socially. The remembrance of the humiliations which had been put upon him rose in a red mist. He uttered a strangled cry of rage and pain, and swung the club up wildly, but his hands were shaking so much that it fell with a thud on one of the broken pieces of wood by the unconscious man’s head, causing the head to jerk idiotically upwards and fall again. Gilbert could not tell whether it was his own eyes or a trick of the light from the burning beams, but for a moment he thought the eyelids flickered and the colour of the face changed. Steady, you idiot! Steady! You’re imagining things.

Gilbert was sweating now, sweating and shaking all over. What a fool he had been to delay. A couple of minutes ago, his resolve was firm, he was cold and impersonal, an executor of absolute justice. Now he had let himself be worked up into a state. He’d always despised Hamlet for missing that chance of killing his uncle, by stopping to philosophise. Hamlet had been weak, and was only finding excuses for his weakness. Here was he now, Gilbert Moss, with his training as a scientist—yes: that had been another of Coburn’s sneers, blast him, inferring by his tone that a laboratory assistant was not a scientist but just a menial, a bottle-washer; getting all that into the word scientist: how did they get those implications, those overtones of patronage, damn them, damn them!—here was he, Gilbert Moss, hesitating, dithering, telling himself that a vengeance was no vengeance if the victim never knew who struck him: that for all Coburn would know he might have been killed by the bomb that blew him where he lay.

A burning beam twenty feet away fell with a crash, making Gilbert jump. The flames flared up, lighting the unconscious face on the ground, and sent strange shadows chasing across it. In the new light, it seemed to wear a smile of disdain. “Excellent”, the Honourable Charles Coburn seemed to be saying, “excellent. Hit a man when he can’t defend himself. Splendid, Moss, splendid”. Not Mister Moss when they were alone—oh, dear no. Moss—as if he were a footman.

“Well”, Gilbert said, between his teeth. “You’ve put it across me for the last time. Smile away. We’ll see how you’ll smile after this”.

Savagely he swung the club. So heavy was it, it swung too far, and all but jerked him off his feet. Panting, steadying himself, he made to raise it again, and stopped—just in time. In front of him, clear in the dancing light, a man stood, staring at him.

Gilbert let the end of the club fall, and stood, leaning on it, staring back. The man said nothing. He continued to look at Gilbert. His face was blank, but beneath its blankness Gilbert could see, even in this light, something calculating, nervous, alert: the face of one loitering with intent when a policeman suddenly walks round the corner. The hardships of the last few years had taught Gilbert a thing or two about the niceties of facial expression.

The man’s eyes left Gilbert, almost casually, and looked past him. Then they came back again. He passed his tongue across his lower lip, and spoke.

“Ullo, mate”.

Gilbert cleared his throat. His voice, when it came, sounded to him stilted and pedantic.

“Hullo”.

The man moved a step nearer. He was looking around quickly now, but without moving his head.

“Wotcher doin’? Tryin’ to bust somethink open?”

Gilbert thought in a flash—he hasn’t seen. Coburn might be hidden from where he was standing. Then he realised that he wasn’t answering the man’s question, and that it was unpleasantly apt. His answer came before he had time to consider it.

“Well—yes, in a way”.

As he spoke, he looked on the ground, to see if there were any object he might conceivably have been trying to batter open.

“Can I give you a ’and?”

He had come closer. Shabby, clean-shaven, long upper lip, a muffler round his neck—still he wasn’t looking at Gilbert. His little eyes were taking stock of everything round about—quick, accomplished eyes, the eyes of a pickpocket or a tout, the predatory, hunted eyes of a man who lived by his wits, and didn’t live well.

“I don’t think so, thanks”.

“Please yourself. Sure? Two’s better than one—sometimes”.

He was eyeing the club now—a slanting glance from under his eyelids. He edged closer. Before Gilbert could stop himself, he heard his voice cry out in nervous exasperation.

“Leave me alone. What are you doing here?”

The outcry produced no visible effect. The stranger, still glancing about him, came closer still.

“All right, mate. No offence. No bones broke. Come to that, wotcher doin’ ’ere yourself?”

There was no threat in the words, and he did not look at Gilbert as he said them.

“I? I just … found myself here”.

“Just dropped in, like, for a social call. To see an old pal, per’aps. ’E don’t seem to know yer very well—does ’e?”

Gilbert drew himself up. “As a matter of fact”, he said, “he does. Too well”.

The newcomer raised his brows. The whites of his eyes showed alarmingly in the light of the flames.

“Like that, eh? Wot’d ’e give yer the sack for?”

Gilbert started as if he had been hit. This assumption on the part of the shabby stranger of the relationship between him and Coburn, this making of him into an inferior—he all but choked with fury. A wild impulse seized him to hit out with his club. Then the heat left his brain, and a swift flood of cunning rushed in. How much had the stranger seen? What gave him the confidence to be so familiar?

“I don’t know what you mean”, he said, as steadily as he could. “I’ve never been here before”.

“I see. Just club mates, you and ’im. Ascot—Royal Enclosure. I get yer”.

Gilbert’s dry lips stretched in a grin. “You won’t believe me, of course. But I do know him. And he never employed me—much less gave me the sack. Still, it doesn’t matter whether you believe me or not, does it?”

“No. And it don’t matter whether you was usin’ that little stick to pick yer teef wiv. Oh, all right, mate—don’t look crooked. What you’re doin’ is no business o’ mine. What I’m doin’ is no business o’ yours. I only thought, seeing we was both ’ere, we might ’ave a look together, like”.

“What are you looking for?”

It was a silly question, but the stranger did not seem to mind.

“Well, you know—when a thing like this ’appens, yer might find a tin o’ this layin’ about, or a jar o’ that. No good to the people wot lived ’ere; quite useful to the likes o’ you and me. Pity to leave it layin’ about, to be picked up by chaps as mightn’t want it partic’lar”.

“I see”.

“Wot say—shall we ’ave a look round?”

“I don’t think so. I’m not interested in—er—tins and jars. Don’t let me stop you, though”.

“I’m not interested in wot’s in blokes’ pockets: but don’t let me stop you.”

Gilbert opened his mouth to speak, and shut it again. He had taken a lighter from Coborn’s pocket, even though he had put it back again. How much had the fellow seen?

“All right. I’ll help you, if you like”.

He hadn’t intended to say that. It slipped out.

“Don’t put yerself out”.

The stranger was exploring now, kicking at heaps of debris, testing piles of rubble, brushing dust aside with a sweeping motion of his sleeve.

“Now then. You two want anything?”

A Special. He’d loomed up from nowhere. The fire-light leaped and danced, made him look bigger than he was. Gilbert coughed and stammered. Before he could find anything to say, the stranger had replied.

“Yes, Guv’nor. We’re lookin’ for a nice smooth plank. A bit o’ floor-boardin’ ’d do”.

“What d’ye want that for?”

“’Orace”. He jerked his thumb at the figure on the ground. The constable started. He hadn’t seen Coburn. Gilbert spoke.

“A warden was along here just now, and he thought the man was dead. So did I. But he isn’t”.

“Oh”.

It was plain the constable did not believe them, but could not quite make up his mind what to do. He made a rumbling sound in his throat, as a preparation for speech, when suddenly Gilbert saw, passing close behind him in what remained of the street, the man he had pulled out of the wreckage—how long before?—he couldn’t say: the man, with the woman holding the child’s hand.

“Hullo!” he called. “You all right now?”

The man turned, and stared vaguely. He couldn’t see against the light. He seemed shocked still, and bewildered.

“Excuse me”, Gilbert said, and pushed past the Special. “Is he all right?” he asked the woman loudly.

“Yes. Yes. We’re all right now—thanks to you”. She saw the constable, and pointed to Gilbert. “He’s a brave chap, he is. Pulled Fred out from under all sorts. Ought to ’ave the George Medal”.

The constable was suddenly convinced. “He’s found another here”, he said.

“That’s like ’im”, said the woman. “Ought to ’ave the George Medal. Come on, Fred. It ain’t far now”.

“I’ll see if I can find a stretcher-bearer”. The constable gave a nod, and moved off after the trio.

“Nice work”. Gilbert’s associate in misdemeanour was bending over Coburn. “Your college chum ’ere ’as opened ’is little eyes. Come and see if ’e reckonises yer”.

Gilbert came to where Coburn lay, and bent down. The handsome face was foolish with returning consciousness.

“Go on. Arsk ’im if ’e knows yer”, said the stranger, mockingly.

“Well, Coburn. Know me?”

“Can’t say I—oh yes. Good Lord! Moss!”

“Yes. Moss.”

“Good. Nice to see a familiar face”.

“You think so, do you.”

“Decidedly. Come on—lend a hand, there’s a good chap”.

“I don’t think I will.” He turned to the stranger, who was watching with narrowed eyes. “Do you know what this man did to me? Shall I tell him—Coburn? I will”.


Continued by Inez Holden; see 1606. For Part 1, see 1558.






1575. To Martin Armstrong

[16 October 1942?]


Martin Armstrong wrote to Orwell on 15 October asking for precise details of the five-part story to which he was to contribute the fourth instalment on 30 October 1942. His letter is annotated by Orwell, ‘Answered 16.10.42.’ This telegram seems to be that response. See also Orwell’s letter to Armstrong of 17 October, 1581. The Monday referred to in the telegram was the 19th.



INSTRUCTIONS AND SCRIPTS WILL REACH YOU MONDAY

ORWELL BROADCASTS




1576. To Eric Barnard1

16 October 1942 PP/EB/NP

Dear Sir,

I am enclosing a copy of a talk by Dr. Franklin Kidd, on the subject of dehydrated food. The talk, which was recorded yesterday, is scheduled to be broadcast on Tuesday next, October 20th.

I should be most grateful if you will let me know whether the talk is satisfactory as it stands, or whether you would like to suggest any changes.

Yours truly,

Eric Blair

Talks Producer

Indian Section




1577. To J. C. Drummond

16 October 1942 PP/EB

Dear Professor Drummond,

You may remember that you suggested to me that Dr. Franklin Kidd might be willing to give a talk in the Indian Service of the BBC, on the subject of dehydrated food. Dr. Kidd very kindly agreed to do the talk, which was recorded yesterday. He tells me that you wish to have a copy of the script, which I am enclosing herewith. This talk will be broadcast on Tuesday next, October 20th. I should be most grateful if you will let me know whether the talk is satisfactory as it stands, or whether you would like to suggest any changes.1

Yours sincerely,

Eric Blair

Talks Producer

Indian Section




1578. To T. S. Eliot

16 October 1942 PP/EB/NP

Dear Eliot,

I wonder if you would like to take part in a programme on Tuesday November 3rd. We have a magazine number once a month which is called “Voice” and pretends to be a magazine in broadcast form. Where it is possible we try to get poets to read their own work. We usually arrange each number round a central theme and we think next time of having an American number. You are I think the only American poet at present in England, though there may perhaps be others, in which case I should be glad to hear about them. In any case we would like it very much if you would take part and read something of your own, either one or two poems taking anything up to five minutes in all. The other people who will probably be taking part are Herbert Read, William Empson, myself, and Mulk Raj Anand, though we will try to dig up some American writers if we can. Please do this if the date is at all possible for you. It will only mean giving up the morning of that particular day.

Yours sincerely,

George Orwell

Talks Producer

Indian Section




1579. News Review, 44

17 October 1942


Although not marked ‘As broadcast,’ the typescript for this commentary bears both censorship stamps; the censor’s initials are unreadable. There are no changes to the typescript. The script was read by Homi Bode.



After a lull of some days the German attacks on Stalingrad have been resumed and appear to have made some progress. The German High Command seem to have realised that they cannot take the town by direct infantry assault, and to have been waiting until they could bring up more artillery and dive-bombers in order to make a preliminary bombardment. Evidently they are now using the very big guns which they used in the capture of Sebastopol. The effect of artillery such as this is worse even than air bombing and the heroic defenders of Stalingrad may have before them an even more terrible ordeal than that of the last two months. On the other hand, two facts should be mentioned which justify some degree of optimism. The first is that the Russian defenders of Stalingrad are in a very much better position than those of Sebastopol since they have not got their backs to the sea and can fairly easily be supplied and reinforced. The other is the fact demonstrated in the last war that it is difficult even for the heaviest concentration of artillery fire to drive out defenders who have had time, as the Russians have had in this case, to fortify their position thoroughly. It is possible that Stalingrad may yet fall, but the German change of plan so late in the year is a confession of at least partial failure.

Evidence accumulates that the Germans are now thinking in terms of a merely limited victory. They are talking of their impregnable position on the Atlantic coast and of the power Europe has to be self-sufficient in food and raw materials when scientifically organised. The picture which is being drawn by German journalists and broadcasters is of Europe as a vast fortress containing in itself all the necessities of life and invulnerable to any attack from outside. Within this fortress, of course, the German people will be the master race, and the other European peoples will be reduced to varying degrees of serfdom. No doubt the main object of this new turn in German propaganda is to reconcile the German people to a prospect of endless war and at the same time to persuade the Allies that further attacks are useless. It must be admitted, however, that the picture of Europe as a huge self-contained slave camp is not altogether fanciful. Such an arrangement could be made to work, always provided that it were not assailed from the outside and that there were no serious resistance within. But the ever-increasing British air attacks, the growing strength of the Allied Armies and the increasing discontent and sabotage among the conquered peoples suggest that both these expectations will be disappointed. During this week there has been news of fresh trouble for the German invaders in France, Norway and Jugoslavia.1 In the latter country guerilla fighting is continuous and all attempts to crush the Serbian patriot forces under General Mihailovitch2 have failed. In Norway, the quisling administration has been a miserable failure and it is hardly even pretended that it represents the will of the people. In France, the attempt to get together a large draft of volunteers to work in Germany has also failed; the Germans demanded 150,000 men, and though as a bribe they offered to release a corresponding number of war prisoners, only a few thousands have volunteered.3 The conquered people of Europe have by this time fully grasped the hollowness of the so-called ‘New Order’, and though the Germans may still hold millions of men as slaves, they have probably lost all chance of obtaining their willing cooperation.4

As we foretold earlier the Japanese are making very determined efforts to recapture the islands in the Solomons occupied by the Americans. They are directing their attacks particularly against the island of Guadalcanal, where the Americans hold a port and an airfield from which they can attack Japanese shipping with land-based aeroplanes. During the past week the Japanese have landed various detachments of men on the south side of Guadalcanal under cover of darkness. Four days ago they attempted a landing on a large scale and received very severe damage in a naval action. A Japanese cruiser and four destroyers were sunk. Other warships were damaged and the United States losses were only one destroyer. On the following day the sinking of another Japanese cruiser by submarine action was announced.5 Since then, however, the Japanese have made a fresh landing and appear to have succeeded in bringing artillery ashore. Fierce attacks both from land and sea are being made on the American-held airfields. The Americans expect to be able to hold their positions, but do not disguise the fact that there is a hard struggle ahead. The Australian advance in Central New Guinea is still continuing and for some time past little opposition has been met with. No one knows why but it is thought possible that the Japanese are withdrawing troops from this area in order to use them in the Solomons. The Americans meanwhile have occupied two more small islands in the Solomons group. So long as the Americans are there, the Japanese position in New Guinea and indeed their whole position in the Southern Pacific, is in great danger and we must therefore expect further heavy fighting in this area. The Americans have also occupied another island in the Aleutian Archipelago, without encountering opposition.

The Germans have renewed their heavy air attacks on Malta, and during the past week no less than 103 German planes have been shot down there. The probable reason for this renewal of the attacks on Malta is that the successful work of the R.A.F. and the allied submarines in the Eastern Mediterranean makes it difficult for the Germans to use the ports of Tobruk and Benghazi. They are once again compelled to bring their supplies from Italy to Tripoli and it is necessary from their point of view that Malta should be immobilised if possible. The fact that they are willing to lose aeroplanes at the present rate suggests that they are bringing, or are about to bring, large reinforcements to Africa. In any case a renewal of fighting on the Egyptian front is to be expected in the near future. Three Axis supply ships have been sunk in the Mediterranean during the past week, and several others damaged.

950 French soldiers from the garrison of Madagascar have joined General de Gaulle. Those taken prisoner were given the alternative of joining de Gaulle or of being repatriated to Vichy France. Only a very few chose the latter alternative, the great majority preferring to continue the fight at the side of the Allies. This is yet another sign of the contempt and loathing in which the Vichy regime is held by nearly all classes of Frenchmen.

German propagandists in the Press and on the wireless are putting out persistent rumours that the British and Americans are about to attack Dakar in French West Africa. The Vichy wireless has just announced that the commander of the French air forces at Dakar has been killed, probably in a reconnaissance flight over British territory. These rumours should not be altogether ignored, because they probably mean that the Germans are seeking a further pretext for aggressive action against French West Africa, on which they have had designs for years past.




1580. News in Bengali,1 14

17 October 1942


The English original was written by Orwell. No script has been traced.






1581. To Martin Armstrong

17 October 1942 PP/EB

Dear Mr. Armstrong,

I send you herewith the three previous instalments of the story. I’d have sent them a day or two earlier, but I was hesitating about the third one,1 which does not seem to be very good, and it does not carry on the story or rather gives it a twist in another direction. However, as you say you work slowly I thought it better to send them along at once, rather than get this instalment re-written. Your instalment is the fourth and should therefore bring the story within sight of a climax. You will see that both the second and the third contributors have passed on the baby by not explaining what was the cause of the quarrel, between the two men introduced in the first chapter. I don’t want of course to dictate what you are to say, but I think your contribution should certainly make this clear and then end in some way that will make a climax possible. You are on2 October 30th, so if I can have yours by the 25th at the very latest, I should be obliged.3 The time is 13½ minutes, which generally means about 15 hundred words. On the day of the broadcast will you come to 200, Oxford Street at 11.30 which will give us time for rehearsal before the broadcast which is at 12.15.

Yours sincerely,

George Orwell

Talks Producer

Indian Section




1582. To Stevie Smith

17 October 1942 PP/EB

Dear Stevie1

I don’t know what you are grizzling about! I told you a long time back that we hoped you would take part in that programme and gave you the date verbally. We then picked the poems you were to read and you typed out a copy and sent it to me. A few days before the broadcast, my secretary sent a P.C. reminding you of the date and time, to the only address of yours which she had. I suppose the fact was that the address which you had previously given us was actually Inez’s. My secretary did not know that you worked at Newne’s° until I told her so on the actual morning of the broadcast. I assumed that you knew all about it and merely sent the P.C. as a formality. I am sorry about this, but the programme went off all right and Read read your poem quite nicely.

Yours

Eric Blair

(Talks Assistant)




1583. War-time Diary

17.10.42: Heard a “Jew joke” on the stage at the Players’ theatre last night—a mild one, and told by a Jew, but still slightly anti-Jew in tendency.

More Second Front rumours. The date this time is given as October 20th, an unlikely date, being a Tuesday.1 It seems pretty clear that something is going to happen in West or North-west Africa, however.




1584. ‘Answering You,’ 65

BBC, London; Mutual Broadcasting System, New York; 18 October 1942


The extracts from this two-way broadcast give only Orwell’s contributions, in context. There are gaps in the transcript (represented by ellipses) where, presumably, what was said could not be heard to be transcribed; there is no indication that the censor cut anything. The programme was purportedly repeated on 19 October in North American and Eastern Services, but not recorded in PasB.



[image: image]

ANNOUNCER:

This is London, England. And you’re about to hear the British programme “Answering You”—65th edition. Again questioners in a New York Studio address themselves directly to speakers in London and they are ready and waiting with our Master of Ceremonies, Mr. Colin Wills, Australian War Commentator.


After the introductions, Pat Mulhearne asked the first question:



MULHEARNE:

After the first war General Pershing said that the American hobo was one of the best fighters under his command. He said that they can march further with a pack on their back, they could go for days without anything to eat, they could sleep in a ’bus, car or a trench—it didn’t make any difference. And what is the British military opinion of this?

WILLS:

Well Pat we haven’t got any British military leaders right here in the studio but we’ve got a fellow who’s a Sergeant in the Home Guard—you know what that is. This Sergeant is George Orwell. He’s also a bit of a poet and he’s been a bit of a hobo in the English way. So George, will you tell him how the British hobo—if you can define such a person—gets on in the war.

ORWELL:

Well you’ve got to remember that in England the whole set-up is a bit different. There isn’t that big hobo community here that you’ve got in America. The reason is at bottom that England’s a very small country—I suppose it’s only about as big as one of the smaller American States. It’s very thickly populated, there’s a policeman at every corner, you can’t live that sort of wild, free life found in … novels and so on. Of course that type exists in England but they generally tend to emigrate to Australia or Canada or somewhere. You see, people going on the road—as they call it here in England—is generally a direct result of poverty, particularly unemployment. The time when that population on the road was biggest in England was during the slump years when I suppose there were not less than a hundred thousand people living that sort of life in England. But I’m afraid that by American standards you’d find it a very peaceful, harmless, dull existence. They’re extremely law-abiding and their life really consists of going from one casual ward to another, eat a very unpleasant meal of bread and margarine, sleep on a hard bed and go on to the next.

MULHEARNE:

But how about their fighting qualities?

ORWELL:

Well it’s quite true that some of the best regiments in the British Army, particularly the Highland regiments—the Scotch regiments—are recruited from very poor quarters of big towns such as Glasgow. But not, I should have thought, from what you could possibly call the derelict community.

DONALD:

Well any more questions on that theme?

MULHEARNE:

Question number two. The American hobo you know is basically a skilled migratory farm worker, or what you’d call an apple-knocker. Now are the English hobos skilled in farm work? And what part are the English hobos playing in this war? Are they digging up a lot of scrap over there and so forth?

WILLS:

Well, George here will answer that one too I think.

ORWELL:

Well I think the chief fact about them as a result of the war is that they’ve diminished in numbers very much—they have sort of got jobs or are in the army. There is in England that nucleus of skilled or semi-skilled migratory farm labour. For instance hop-picking, potato-picking, even sheep-shearing is done largely by that type of labour. But very largely by the gypsies. Or apart from the gypsies there’s other people who are not gypsies by blood but have adopted that way of life. They travel around from farm to farm according to the seasons, working for rather low wages. They’re quite an important section of the community. But I think that’s been somewhat interfered with by the war because now there’s all sorts of voluntary labour, also Italian prisoners, schoolboys and whatnot.


Later, Dietz asked about the democratizing effect of the war. Strauss replied at length on the theme that ‘war is a great leveller,’ and he quoted figures given by the Chancellor of the Exchequer that, whereas in 1938 there were 7,000 people with an income of over $24,000 net per year, there were only 80 in 1942. He concluded, ‘Those modifications will go on, and as the war goes on, will get more level.’ Orwell was asked to respond.



ORWELL:

Well, I can’t altogether agree with Strauss about the decrease in big incomes, I know that’s what the statistics say but that’s not what I see when on occasion I put my nose inside an expensive hotel.

WILLS:

You ought to put your nose inside a British restaurant.1

ORWELL:

… war, two years during which at any rate there has been a good …2 in people’s thoughts, is that people are still thinking in terms of what they call going back to normal after the war. For example, it’s a fact that the average man working in a factory is afraid of mass unemployment after the war. I do agree with what you might call mechanical changes that have been brought about by war rationing and lack of consumption goods and so on, but that to have any real deep effect without any structural changes is dependent on the war going on for some years. I think we must conclude that a change is happening in England but it’s happening in a very peaceful manner—sort of twilight sleep.




1585. To Mulk Raj Anand

18 October 1942 EB/NP

Dear Mulk,

I am sending you a copy of the talk for Friday. I am afraid it is a bit late, but as you know, we have been very busy this week.

I shall expect you in my office at 11.30 on Friday next.

Yours,

George Orwell

Talks Producer

Indian Section




1586. Gujarati Newsletter, 34

19 October 1942


The English original was written by Orwell. No script has been traced. PasB gives timing as approximately 10 minutes.






1587. To Desmond Hawkins

19 October 1942 PP/EB/NP

Dear Hawkins,

This is to confirm that you are doing our Anniversaries feature for us. I think we arranged this verbally. The broadcast this time is on Tuesday November 3rd, so it should be the anniversary of something occurring in November. We have looked through the list and the two which seem to me most promising are the opening of the Suez Canal in 1869 and Stanley finding Livingstone in 1871. These are the 16th and the 10th respectively. Will you let me know your ideas about this pretty soon, and we should want the script not later than October 30th. We did agree, I think, that it would be better to do a programme of this type on one event rather than on a number.

Yours,

George Orwell

Talks Producer

Indian Section




1588. To Mr. Nash

19 October 1942 PP/EB/NP

Dear Mr. Nash,1

This is to confirm that Sir Ramaswami Mudaliar2 will be broadcasting in English in the Eastern Service on Saturday, November 14th, at 12.15 B.S.T. We should like him to come to 200, Oxford Street at 11.45 a.m., which will give him time to rehearse the talk for timing before he goes on the air.

If you can let us have the script of his talk by Friday, so much the better, otherwise it will be perfectly all right if we get it by about 10.30 a.m. on the day of the broadcast.

I wonder whether Sir Ramaswami would have any objection to supplying us with some information about himself which we could use for publicity purposes. We can of course compile this ourselves, but wherever possible, we like our speakers to provide the material themselves. If he agrees, we should like to have this material by Monday, November 2nd.

We should also like to have Sir Ramaswami photographed in the studio, if he has no objection. Perhaps you will let us know about this a few days before the broadcast.

Yours sincerely,

Eric Blair

Talks Producer

Indian Section




1589. BBC Talks Booking Form, 19.10.42


Clemence Dane: ‘Women Generally Speaking’; two 13-minute talks on More Books and Reading; recorded 26.7.42 (both); broadcast 5 and 20.8.42; fee £15.15s each talk. Signed: M Blackburn for I.P.O. Remarks: ‘I am sorry that the booking slip for these two talks was over-looked. Please note that the dates given above for reproduction are correct—it was originally decided to use the talks on 29.7 & 5.8 but this had to be altered.’






1590. BBC Talks Booking Form, 19.10.42 [?]


[Marked as received by Talks Booking Manager 20.10.42.] Gujarati Newsletters, 32 and 33; written by E. Blair, translated and read by R. R. Desai; broadcast 5 and 12.10.42; fee £5.5s + 17s 0d expenses. Signed: M Blackburn for I.P.O.






1591. BBC Talks Booking Form, 19.10.42[?]


[Marked as received by Talks Booking Manager 20.10.42.] Gujarati Newsletter, 34; written by E. Blair, translated and read by R. R. Desai; broadcast 19.10.42; fee £5.5s + 12s 0d fare. Signed: M. Blackburn for I.P.O.






1592. To Mulk Raj Anand

20 October 1942 PP/EB

Dear Mulk,

I have written to the first four speakers in your series “A Day in My Life”, confirming that they will be giving the talks, and telling them that if they can’t come on the day, they can record the talk beforehand. I have also asked them to send me some publicity about themselves. You will probably be able to supplement this.

I imagine that you will write the scripts with them, and let me have a copy. In each case, we shall want the script not later than a week before the broadcast—in the case of Keidrich Rhys1 and Bill Balcome,2 we’d like the scripts earlier, because they have to be sent to the War Office and the Ministry of War Transport respectively.

When are you going to let me have the names of the other speakers? I should like some of them at least as soon as you can let me have them.

Yours,

George Orwell

Talks Producer

Indian Section




1593. To Herbert Read

20 October 1942 PP/EB/NP

Dear Read,

We are having another number of Voice on Tuesday, November 3rd, and would like you to take part as usual, if you will. We want to make this a number devoted to American poetry. I have written to Eliot, suggesting that he might like to take part, but he has not answered yet. I have not yet decided what we shall use, but will let you know as soon as I do. If you are able to take part, I am afraid it will mean giving up most of the morning again—we should like you to be here at about 10.30 as usual.

Yours sincerely,

George Orwell

Talks Producer

Indian Section




1594. BBC Talks Booking Form, 20.10.42


Mulk Raj Anand: ‘A Day in My Life,’ weekly series; ‘arranging and producing 13 minute talks with war workers, in which Mr. Anand interviews his speakers’; broadcast 6, 13, 20, 27.11.42 and 4, 11, and 18.12.42; fee: £10.10 each programme, ‘to cover the usual work in arranging talks, contacting speakers & interviewing them at the microphone.’ Signed: M Blackburn for I.P.O. Remarks: ‘Presumably Mr. Anand will receive the same fee for these talks as he did for the series MEET MY FRIEND, which was done in the same way.’






1595. BBC Talks Booking Form, 20.10.42


Mulk Raj Anand: ‘History of Fascism’, 5, The Spanish Civil War; broadcast 3.12.42; fee £8.8s. Signed: M Blackburn for I.P.O.






1596. BBC Talks Booking Form, 20.10.42


Ritchie Calder: ‘Science and the People,’ 2; 12-minute talk on microfilms; broadcast 17.11.42; fee £8.8. Signed: M Blackburn. Remarks: ‘Mr. Calder is attached to P.I.D.,1 but I understand that a non-staff booking slip is issued to him as a rule.’






1597. BBC Talks Booking Form, 20.10.42


Gujarati Newsletters, 32, 33, 34 (two forms); written by E. Blair, translated and read by R. R. Desai; broadcast 5,12,19.10.42; fee £5.5s + 12s 0d each broadcast, + 17s 0d subsistence for 5 and 12 October to stay overnight in order to listen to All-India Gujarati broadcasts. Signed: M Blackburn for I.P.O.1






1598. BBC Talks Booking Form, 20.10.42


R. R. Desai: ‘History of Fascism,’ 3, The June Purge; broadcast 19.11.42; fee £8.8s + 12s 0d fare. Signed: M Blackburn for I.P.O. [Fee should have been £9.9s but was revised down on 18 November 1942; the fare was deducted because it was paid on the Newsletter contract.]






1599. BBC Talks Booking Form, 20.10.42


Cedric Dover: ‘History of Fascism,’ 1, The March on Rome; broadcast 5.11.42; fee £8.8s. Signed: M Blackburn for I.P.O.






1600. BBC Talks Booking Form, 20.10.42


E. M. Forster: ‘Some Books,’ monthly series; 13-minute talk on books; broadcast 11.11.42, 9.12.42, 6.1.43, and 3.2.43; ‘his usual fee.’ Signed: M Blackburn for I.P.O.






1601. BBC Talks Booking Form, 20.10.42


Lady Grigg: ‘Women Generally Speaking’; broadcast 4,11,18, and 25.11.42; fee £8.8s each broadcast. Signed: M Blackburn for I.P.O.






1602. BBC Talks Booking Form, 20.10.42


Princess Indira of Kapurthala: ‘The Debate Continues’; broadcast 2, 9, 16, 23, and 30.11.42; fee £10.10s each talk. Signed: M Blackburn for I.P.O.






1603. BBC Talks Booking Form, 20.10.42


Dr K. S. Shelvankar: ‘History of Fascism,’ 2, Rise of the Nazi Party; 7, The Invasion of the USSR; broadcast 12.11.42 and 17.12.42; fee £8.8s for each talk. Signed: M Blackburn for I.P.O.






1604. BBC Talks Booking Form, 20.10.42


Noel Sircar: Film Commentary; 13-minute talk on films being shown in India at the time of the broadcast; broadcast 17.11.42 and 15.12.42; fee £9.9s each talk. Signed: M Blackburn for I.P.O.






1605. BBC Talks Booking Form, 20.10.42


Shridhar Telkar: ‘Behind the Headlines,’ weekly series on news of the week; broadcast 4, 11, 18, and 25.11.42; fee £9.9s1 for each talk. Signed: M Blackburn for I.P.O.






1606. Story by Five Authors

Through Eastern Eyes, 23 October 1942

Part 3 by Inez Holden

For those of you who have not heard or will not remember the two earlier instalments of this serial, Part I by George Orwell and Part II by L. A. G. Strong—Gilbert Moss finds himself alone in a blitzed house during a London Air Raid, he sees an unconscious man lying near him, a reflected light from burning buildings shows him that it is his old enemy Coburn. He decides to take advantage of the circumstances to commit a murder which will be written off as the results of enemy action. The unconscious Coburn carries in his two pockets a gold cigarette lighter and a plain tinder-lighter. Moss takes the gold lighter and looks at it to revive bitter memories of how Coburn had wronged him, thereby justifying in his own mind the action he is about to commit. As he swings a club high to deal the death blow he suddenly sees that a sneak thief is calmly watching him. Coburn recovers consciousness. Moss threatens to tell the thief the reason for their enmity—there Mr. Strong left off, and I go on. …1

Coburn came slowly to consciousness. He was not really aware of Moss or his henchman from the bombardment. Even his own identity eluded him—as if the various parts of his nature, his associations and memories were groping to join hands through a thick fog.

Coburn was aware only of wanting something to steady his nerves. Perhaps a cigarette could do this. He felt in the left-hand pocket of his trousers, and took out the tinder-lighter; he had left the gold lighter with his initials C.J.K.C. on it in his right-hand pocket. He took some Virginian cigarettes from his breast pocket and lit one. The tinder-lighter was very useful in the blackout, because it only gave out a spark, and on these cold nights the wind soon flicked it into a steady glow. Coburn could remember the time, during the Spanish war, when the Republicans had gone up to the front line with the ropes of these tinder-lighters tied round their waists. Once Coburn had worn his round his neck, like a halter. His cigarette wasn’t really alight. He held the tinder in his hand and, with his thumb, turned the wheel back to make a spark.

It was this that set Coburn’s memories on the move. It seemed as if his whole mind, with all its elaborate machinery, clocked into reverse, and then went ticking and somersaulting along, backwards.

Something of this sort had happened to Coburn once before. That was the day Mary came to see him in the hospital in Paris. He had a long conversation with her—or so she told him afterwards—yet he hadn’t recognised her, and when he checked up on it, with her help, some weeks later, after he had got well, he realised that his speech had been automatic while his mind was elsewhere.

Now again his mind was working at a good speed, but in another direction.

He was lying in his bed in the slovenly French hospital again trying to recover from his wound, and watching the cockroaches crawling along the floor. They made dark smudges; the ceilings were smudged, too, but there was no movement on the ceiling, only small cells of accumulated dirt; and all around Coburn men were dying. Sometimes their comrades called out to the long-robed, funereal nuns: “Numero-quinze”—or “Numero quatre là!—” pointing to the men who had got away early because their lives had gone from them.

The cockroaches were still moving slowly along the floor; Coburn had heard that there was cockroach-racing at the back of restaurants in Paris, and that the spectators would bet a few francs on their favourites. It might be so—he had never seen this himself. Anyhow, these cockroaches didn’t hurry. Some of them had stopped moving altogether. He thought that if they could be enlarged they would be like crocodiles sleeping in the sun. Well, —he was like them; powerless, unable to move. Suddenly the sun came into the hospital ward. There was a ray right across Coburn’s bed. He was warmed by it and again there came to him the question, like an immense word shooting out in a caption from a film: “WHY?”

He answered this in action. He was not weak any more, he wanted to get going and away from here. It didn’t take him long to dress. His leg was not well, but he did not drag it after him as he limped out of the ward, instead he seemed to use his wounded leg to propel himself along at greater speed. No one tried to stop him.

He was back on the road to Spain. “That’s strange—I thought the war was over”. But he wasn’t going back the way he had gone in. He was taking the route he had followed to come out, and with him the same refugees who had streamed over the frontier after the fall of Barcelona. They rose up all around him and travelled back.

He put his hand in his pocket for a cigarette, and remembered the gold lighter. He didn’t really like that lighter—it reminded him too much of 1920 days. “C.J.K.C.”—those awful initials! Charles Joachim Kallahan Coburn. Charles, after his blustering, fox-hunting uncle of whom he had said: “He may be good to hounds, but he’s no good to me!” But if he was honest, he had to admit that it had taken him some years to work up to this witticism. There had been a time when he had been quite proud of Uncle Charles, and boasted to the boys of his “prep” school that he came from this family of hard-riding land-owners. Of course the boys were all little snob-brats. “I suppose it was the system of society that made them like this! Anyhow snobbishness was a harmful thing which boys absorbed up like blotting paper”.

Joachim, the second name, was worse. That was after a Spanish Duke that used to come down to his father’s place to play polo, an “absento-landlord” with a grandiose manner.

Kallahan, the third name, could pass all right. It was his mother’s surname. There was really nothing much wrong with Kallahan.

Well, the gold lighter had gone. Coburn’s brain cleared and suddenly, with piercing understanding, he knew where it was. A pick-pocket had taken it from him a few moments ago in a London air-raid. His thoughts were back now, pivoting themselves on to the moment of living.

He knew several things at once—that the cigarette he had lighted a little while ago was now burning his fingers; that the Spanish cause had been lost; that the German bombers were over London and the narrow-eyed, light-fingered fellow facing him at this second of existence, had got the gold lighter with the initials “C.J.K.C.” branded on it.

All the time in unconsciousness he had been living in reverse, like a film put on backwards. Sometimes they did this in the cinemas with the sports films, just to show you, the diver comes up right out of the swimming-pool into the air and back on the spring-board; the fallen horse rises up and leaps backwards over the hedge unhurt again, the jockey goes from the ground over the horse’s head, safe in the saddle once more. — Just put the actions in reverse and the man you knocked down becomes the one you pick up, the refugees are drawn back into Spain; the pick-pocket presents you with a gold lighter with your own initials on it. Coburn thought. “That’s what we want in life. Some careful cutting as in a film, the sequence altered here and there—” — he sighed, and said aloud: “A New Order!” Or a new “New Order”!

The pick-pocket said: “Cor, Mister, he’s come to—he’s speakin’. I never thought he wouldn’t speak no more after I seen him pass clean out like that!”

There was a lull in the air-raid; the bombers had been driven off but soon another wave of them would be coming over. They usually kept it up until dawn.

The pick-pocket, taking advantage of this opportunity, ran out like a rat, he didn’t want to be caught with the gold lighter on him.

Coburn said: “You see, he doesn’t want to hear the old story of rights and wrongs, Moss, but I do, — so why don’t you tell me?” Why couldn’t Moss get going on his story? He’d been so anxious to talk a little time ago. Of course, it must be a bit disconcerting for him, not to have an audience. It reminded Coburn of trying to talk to his father at home—it was always the same, after he’d got out a sentence or two, Father began shouting at the dogs under the side-board: “Lie down, Foozle! Stop scratching, Boozle!” Well, the sideboard was there still—or bits of it. But it was so splintered up that you had to have known it from childhood to be able to recognise it now. It wouldn’t be worth much, so there need never be any trouble about who it should come to. Good-bye to inherited property—and not such a bad thing either!

“What did I do, Moss?”

A fire engine rushed through the streets, its bells clanging. Coburn saw the firemen standing up to attention on either side of a long ladder in the centre of the car.

“Speak up, Moss,” he said. “I am waiting to hear!”


Continued by Martin Armstrong; see 1623. For Parts 1 and 2, see 1558 and 1574.






1607. Venu Chitale to Eileen Blair

23 October 1942

Dear Mrs. Blair1

Thank you very much for your letter, and the recipes you sent me.

I am sure this is the sort of thing we want to use for India, and I know that anything which has to do with Pancakes or fritters will of course be most welcome. Scones and biscuit things made on top of the heat sound simply ideal. Any recipes in that line are just the sort of thing an Indian housewife would like to try out, so will you choose the ones you think useful to our purpose, and send them to me at your leisure.

It is really kind of you to take all this trouble for us, but I know that you are the person to whom I can come to get the right line of things we want for our broadcast.

Thanking you again,

Your sincerely,

[Initialled] V.C.

V. Chitale.

Indian Section




1608. Weekly News Review, 45

24 October 1942


There is only one slight amendment to this script and that, though only faintly to be perceived in the microfilm, seems to be in Orwell’s hand. The script carries both censorship stamps; the censor was probably Thavenot. Orwell has written at the top of the first page, ‘As broadcast 13′ 7″ E.A.B’. The script was read by Shridhar Telkar.



The battle for Stalingrad has now lasted for more than two months and the issue is still uncertain. During all this period the fighting has never slackened for more than a few days, and though accurate figures are hard to obtain, the Russian High Command considers that the German casualties in this battle alone exceed a quarter of a million. During the past week the German attacks have not made much progress, and the latest reports seem to indicate that the Germans have again abandoned direct infantry assault and are relying on artillery bombardment. There has been heavy rain, and the mud has no doubt slowed down the German tanks. From the other Russian fronts there is not much to report.

On the island of Guadalcanal in the Solomon Islands, the Japanese have made no new attacks on the American airfield during the past four or five days, but they are known to have powerful naval forces in the neighbourhood and heavy fighting must be expected in the near future. The Americans have also been reinforced on land and sea, and their commanders speak confidently about the forthcoming struggle although admitting that it is certain to be a hard one. At present it is largely a struggle of air power against sea power. The Americans have superiority in the air and have the advantage of possessing the Guadalcanal airfield, but storms and foggy weather have aided the Japanese warships, which are waiting their opportunity to cover another Japanese landing. The latest news is that American Flying Fortresses have scored hits on 10 Japanese warships and are believed to have sunk a cruiser and a destroyer. The Americans themselves have lost 2 destroyers during the current week. In New Guinea, the Allied advance has continued, though slowly because of the difficult nature of the mountain and jungle country through which our troops are moving. The Australian forces are now not far from Kokoda, the last Japanese stronghold before their sea and air bases on the coast of New Guinea.

October 21st was the anniversary of the battle of Trafalgar. This battle 137 years ago occupied rather the same place in the Napoleonic War as the Battle of Britain in 1940 occupied in the present one. The French Emperor, Napoleon, a man who had many points in common with Hitler, had assembled a powerful invasion army at Boulogne opposite the coast of Britain. Could he have got his army across the Channel he would almost certainly have conquered Britain, in which case the other European nations would in all probability not have gone on fighting. Europe would have been given over to military dictatorship and its development would have been set back by many years. However, it was impossible for Napoleon to bring his army across without obtaining command of the sea, and the fleet with which he had tried to lure away and destroy the British Navy was utterly destroyed off Cape Trafalgar on the coast of Spain. Thereafter, the danger of invasion hardly existed, and though it took another ten years to win the war, it was at any rate certain that Britain could not be conquered at one blow. In just the same way in 1940 the Germans only needed command of the air to attempt the invasion of Britain, and with their defeat in a battle which lasted several weeks and in which they lost between two and three thousand aeroplanes, the danger of invasion passed, at any rate for the time being.

We draw attention to the anniversary of Trafalgar because the naval side of the war is ultimately the most important though it is the most easily forgotten. The whole struggle of the Allied Nations in the Far East, in Australia, in Africa and even on the plains of Russia, is finally dependent on the command of the sea which allows men and materials to be freely sent to and fro. Very appropriately, the Admiralty marked the anniversary of Trafalgar by announcing that two new battleships of the King George V class have been put into commission. These ships, which are each of1 35,000 tons, are about the most powerful vessels now afloat. This makes five new battleships Britain has launched since the outbreak of war, of which one, the Prince of Wales, has been lost. In almost all classes of warship, the British Navy is stronger than it was at the outbreak of war and the long slow struggle against the Axis submarines is being gradually won. During the past week, two facts which gave great encouragement in this connection have been revealed. One is that convoys crossing the Atlantic can now by means of a series of patrols be given air protection the whole way. The other fact revealed in a statement made a few days ago by the First Lord of the Admiralty is that since the outbreak of war the British and Americans have sunk or damaged no less than 530 Axis submarines. This is in addition to any submarines sunk or damaged by the Russians. This achievement is important not so much because of the submarines destroyed—for submarines can be fairly rapidly built—but because their crews are highly trained men whom it is difficult to replace. In the last war, the struggle at sea took a rather similar course for a long time: the German submarines enjoyed great success and there was a period in 1917–1918 when the shipping situation of the Allies was desperate. In the long run, however, the German naval effort was worn down by the killing or capture of their best submarine crews and in the later months of the war it deteriorated quite suddenly so that towards the end the Allied convoys could sail the seas almost unmolested.

On October 17th, a very heavy daylight raid was carried out by British bombers on the Schneider arms factories in Occupied France. After Krupps factories at Essen, these are probably the biggest arms works in Europe, and it is known that they were working at full pressure for the Germans. 94 of the heaviest British bombers, each of which can carry eight tons of bombs, made an attack and only one bomber failed to return. The damage is known to have been tremendous. This is the second big raid within about 10 days that Allied forces have carried out in daylight. Two days ago, British bombers also carried out a heavy raid on Genoa in Italy. This involved a flight of fifteen hundred miles, and it also involves flying over the Alps, which are almost as high as the Himalayas. At present the Germans are only countering the British raids in a very petty way by single raiders or small groups which machine-gun civilians somewhere near the coast and hurriedly make off again. Their bombing fleet is too busy on the Russian front to do more than this, and the success of the British and American daylight raids suggests that the Germans no longer have sufficient fighter planes to guard every corner of their territories.

The struggle of Laval, the French Quisling, to force Frenchmen to work for Germany is continuing, without much success. The Germans want 150,000 workers and have held out the bribe that a corresponding number of war prisoners will be released. In spite of this, it is known that not more than 30,000 volunteers2 at most have come forward, and the time-limit for enrolment has had to be extended several times. It is of course in the power of the Germans to apply compulsion, but that is not very satisfactory from their point of view; it means dropping once and for all the pretence that the New Order has been willingly accepted by the peoples of Europe. Almost simultaneously with this the German ‘protector’,3 as he is called, of Czechoslovakia has announced that reprisals are going to be taken against the relatives of Czech exiles in Britain and also that the Czech universities which were closed for a period of three years in 1939 are not going to be re-opened. The reason, he said, was that the Czech intelligentsia have shown themselves irreconcilable. Many similar events could be reported from other parts of Europe and indeed they are a weekly occurrence. We could if we wished completely fill this newsletter every week with news of civil war, rioting, sabotage, strikes and executions from occupied Europe. But we merely pick out from time to time one or two instances to remind our listeners of the utter failure of the New Order and the growing understanding among the European peoples of the evil nature of Fascism.

Field-Marshal Smuts,4 President of the Union of South Africa, spoke on October 21st in London to a gathering of the members of both Houses of Parliament. His speech excited great interest and has been broadcast and published all over the world. General Smuts reviewed the progress of the war up to date and paid high tribute to the gallant peoples of Russia and China, both references being loudly cheered by the audience. He also said that we must never forget the year during which Britain fought alone and probably saved the world by doing so. Although preferring not to discuss future military operations, he said that the time had now come when the United Nations were able to take the offensive, and emphasised the fact that our strength was constantly growing while that of our enemies was beginning to decline. After the war he looked forward to a more stable society in which poverty and political oppression would be abolished and internationalism would be a reality. General Smuts, who is now aged 72, fought with distinction against the British in the South African War of 40 years ago. He afterwards became completely reconciled to Britain and was one of the most brilliant and influential members of the British War Cabinet in the war of 1914–1918. Few modern statesmen are more respected in Britain. His speech was wound up by Mr Churchill and introduced by his former chief, David Lloyd George.




1609. Bengali Newsletter, 15

24 October 1942


The English original was written by Orwell. No script has been traced. PasB gives timing as 13′ 32″.






1610. To E. M. Forster

24 October 1942 PP/EB

Dear Forster,

You remember my asking whether you would like to wind up the serial STORY BY FIVE AUTHORS, each instalment of which was written by a separate person. I am sending you herewith the first four instalments. I am afraid it was an unsuccessful experiment, the second and third writers having failed to carry on the story as it should have been. The fourth instalment, which is quite good, really does what the second instalment ought to have done. Nevertheless the germ of a story is there and it might amuse you to wind it up in some way or even if you like simply to comment on it, saying it might end this way or it might end that way and in my opinion the following would be the best ending. It would, however, be necessary to manufacture some kind of denouement. The only thing is I would like to know pretty promptly whether you can do this, because if not, we shall have to arrange for somebody else. But I would of course like you to do it if you feel equal to it. The date of the broadcast is November 6th, at 12.15.

Yours,

George Orwell

Talks Producer

Indian Section




1611. BBC Talks Booking Form, 24.10.42


R. R. Desai: Gujarati Newsletter, 35; broadcast 26.10.42; fee £5.5s + 12s 0d fare + 17s 0d subsistence (see 1567). Signed: M Blackburn for I.P.O.






1612. Gujarati Newsletter, 35

26 October 1942


The English original was written by Orwell. No script has been traced. PasB gives timing as approximately 12 minutes.






1613. To Keidrych Rhys

27 October 1942 PP/EB

Dear Rhys,

I think Mulk Raj Anand has approached you about a broadcast we would like you to do in the Eastern Service (to India) on 13th November. This series is called “A Day in My Life” and is done in the form of interviews with war-workers of various descriptions who describe how they spend their time and what work they are doing. We should like you to speak in the capacity of a soldier. Mulk will ask the necessary questions and you give the answers. You can be reasonably honest in broadcasts in this service. I hope you will undertake this. Please let me know as soon as possible, and then if you are willing I will get Mulk to come and do his stuff. You must get the permission of your Commanding Officer in writing to do this, but that is only a formality and there is never any difficulty as a rule. The time of the broadcast is 12.45, which means coming to 200 Oxford Street at 12 o’clock to rehearse, but if you can’t manage that we can record it some time beforehand.

I am sorry we haven’t yet been able to arrange for you to take part in our monthly poetry programme “Voice”, but we shall have other numbers coming on later and perhaps you will contribute some time.

Yours sincerely,

George Orwell

Talks Producer




1614. To Henry Treece

[27 October 1942?]

NOVEMBER THIRD SUITABLE WRITING1

ORWELL BROADCASTS.




1615. To Henry Treece

27 October 1942 Top and carbon copies PP/EB

Dear Treece,

Many thanks for your telegram. I will arrange a recording time for you on Tuesday afternoon, if this will suit you. I think we can arrange for you to record between 3 and 4 that afternoon, but I’ll let you know definitely before Tuesday.

As it happens, we are doing the fourth number of Voice on that day—it is a number devoted to American poetry. If you’d care to come along and listen we’d be very pleased to see you—it goes on the air at 12.15.

We should be glad if you would get permission from your Commanding Officer to record some of your poems—this is just a formality, of course. It is best to have it in writing.

You should come to 200, Oxford Street, on the corner of Great Portland Street—Mr. Schimanski1 knows where it is.

Yours sincerely,

[Signed] Geo. Orwell

George Orwell

Talks Producer

Indian Section

P.S. Recording from 2.45–3.45 on the 3rd. Is this O.K.?2




1616. BBC Talks Booking Form, 27.10.42


Mulk Raj Anand: ‘Voice,’ 3; ‘half hour programme of poems etc. with discussions lasting about 5 mins. Mr. Anand helped to put the programme together & took part in the discussions’; broadcast 6.10.42; fee £5.5 ‘to cover part in discussion and general assistance in the prog.’ Signed: M Blackburn for I. P. O. Remarks: ‘I’m afraid this contract got overlooked. We have apologised to Mr. Anand. He should receive his usual fee for this programme.’






1617. Memorandum to B. H. Alexander, Programme Copyright

28 October 1942 EB/NP

Copy to Empire Programme Executive

Story by Five Authors:

Serial for Eastern Service

Thank you for your memo. of 27th October.

We have heard from E. M. Forster that he will do the final instalment in this series. The date of the broadcast is November 6th, at 1115 GMT (1215 BST), and the length of the broadcast is 13½ minutes. I should be glad if you would kindly arrange terms with Forster.

I am sending a booking slip to Talks Bookings, so that they may book Forster for the reading of the material.

[Signed] Eric Blair

(Eric Blair)




1618. Extract from Minutes of Eastern Service Meeting

28 October 1942

COMPETITIONS

Sub-committee’s report recommending a monthly competition for critical essays in English on the English programme approved in principle. Sub-committee to compile simple and short rules, consider procedure for short-listing entries in New Delhi and draw up list of possible judges well known as being competent.


Orwell initiated and was to organise this competition.






1619. To G. M. Young

29 October 1942


This letter, giving details of when Ezra Pound’s broadcasts from Rome might be heard, is reproduced in West: Broadcasts (225). It is not from Orwell, but from Lanham Titchener.






1620. BBC Talks Booking Form, 29.10.42


Mulk Raj Anand: ‘Voice,’ 4; ‘taking part in discussions and helping compile the programme—13 min. programme’; broadcast 3.11.42; fee £5.5, ‘to cover part in discussion and assistance in compiling prog.’ Signed: M Blackburn for I.P.O. Remarks: ‘Mr. Anand will presumably receive his usual fee for helping with this programme.’






1621. BBC Talks Booking Form, 29.10.42


E. M. Forster: ‘Story by Five Authors,’ 5; ‘reading of fifth & last instalment of this serial story (copyright for writing this being covered by Miss Alexander.) 13½ mins’; broadcast 6.11.42; ‘Presumably E. M. Forster will NOT receive his usual fee, as this is for Reading only’; fee ‘usual,’ £21 changed to £5.5; Talks Booking Manager entered ‘No reply. No fee paid.’ Signed: M Blackburn for I.P.O.






1622. BBC Talks Booking Form, 29.10.42


Herbert Read: booked for ‘Indian—Empire’ [changed in ink from typed ‘Eastern’]; ‘Voice,’ 4; ‘reading poem by T. S. Eliot (Prufrock) for about 5 mins. and taking part in discussions’; broadcast 3.11.42; ‘presumably Mr. Read will receive the same fee as before for taking part in VOICE’; fee £4.4 ‘to cover reading & part in discussion.’ Signed: M Blackburn for I.P.O.






1623. Story by Five Authors

Through Eastern Eyes, 30 October 1942

Part 4 by Martin Armstrong

Gilbert Moss stood gazing incredulously at his old enemy. Coburn still lay in exactly the same position, still a dead man except that his eyes were now open and alive. But were they? Wasn’t it simply the effect of the glare and flicker of the blazing rubbish? But he had spoken too. “Come on, Moss,” he had said: “I’m waiting to hear”. But no; that was impossible. It wasn’t Coburn who had said that. Nobody had said it. The whole exhausting business was simply a dream. Moss felt suddenly as weak as a kitten and gave it up, stood there motionless and speechless, waiting. If he waited patiently, something would happen; a moment of confusion, then clearness, daylight, and the old alarm-clock rattling on the mantelpiece, telling him that it was time to get up and go to the lab. But what roused him at last was not the alarm-clock, but Coburn’s voice again: “I say, old man, do give me a hand. This isn’t a bit comfortable. I can’t move: some damned thing’s wedging my shoulder”.

How amazingly familiar and attractive the voice was, recalling old times, happy times. Incredible that a few minutes ago he had been on the point of beating the fellow’s brains out. And why? Why, because … but no; his mind refused to focus itself. And then, for the first time, he noticed that the raid was over. All round him hung a blessed silence, broken only by the spasmodic crackle of burning beams. Not only that. Against a silvery-green background of luminous sky he could see clearly and steadily the jagged walls of the great hollow tooth in which he was standing. He clambered over to where Coburn lay. A joist, one of its ends buried in bricks and rubble, lay across his left arm and shoulder and in half a minute or so Moss had dragged it back.

With a sigh of relief Coburn sat up, then got on to his feet, steadying himself for a moment with a hand on Moss’s shoulder. “Come on”, he said, “let’s get out of this”. He glanced round him with an attempt at a smile. “Sorry not to give you a better reception”. Moss didn’t understand. “You mean to say … ?”

“Exactly; that this is our town house. In point of fact it was just through there that you and I …”

Moss cut him short. “You don’t want to have a look round for the others?”

“The others? O, I see what you mean. No, there aren’t any others. The house was empty. I was simply spending the night here. Come on”.

They scrambled out into the street. In the half-light of early morning it looked surprisingly unchanged. Coburn’s house seemed to be the only one whose front had gone. The rest faced each other sedately across the roadway, though, here and there, pavements and road were littered with broken glass and splintered woodwork and here and there a gaping window betrayed that behind that respectable screen lay, not the gloom of domestic privacy, but the vacancy of open sky. Coburn slid his arm through Moss’s and steered him across the street.

“Where are we off to?” Moss asked.

“To a seat in the Park, till there’s a chance of breakfast somewhere. You’re going to tell me, you know, what I did to you”.

Moss breathed out a long sigh. “O damn all that”, he said. “I don’t know. I can’t remember”. He had no energy left. When Coburn had taken his arm he had been aware of an immense relief. What a rest to give up all responsibility of thought and action and submit obediently to be led.

Coburn steered him across another road. “But you must”, he said. “Here’s the Park. As soon as we can find a seat you must tell me all about it. You see, I’ve never understood”.

It was this fatuous assumption of innocence, that restored Moss’s energies. With a sudden movement he shook his arm free and let fly. “O no, of course you know nothing. You’re as innocent as an unborn lamb, aren’t you? Well, here’s a seat for you. Sit down. If you want to have it, you shall have it”.

Coburn sat down. “Yes”, he said, “tell me what I did to you and, when you’ve done, I’ll tell you what you did to me”.

Moss was too wrapped up in his old grievance to notice the final phrase. He sat down and turned to Coburn. “And look here”, he said, “if you want me to tell you, let me tell you. Don’t butt in with excuses, or I stop and clear out”.

“I see”, said Coburn; “as you did last time”.

“Exactly. Just as I did last time, and as I ought to have done the very first time I met you, if I’d had any sense, instead of letting you get round me. Yes, you’re a wonderful chap for getting round people, aren’t you, Coburn? Still, I was easy game in those days: any fool could have got round me. When Challenor asked me round and introduced me to his little set, I was simply delighted. I thought I’d got into the Kingdom of Heaven. And there were you, handsome, son of a lord, going to be a lord yourself some day, simply lousy with money, and yet interested in my views and treating me as your equal. Yes, you took me in properly. I believed you and I was enormously grateful, silly ass that I was. I danced round you and wagged my tail and let you put a collar round my neck and lead me on a string. Whenever you whistled I came galloping up, only too delighted to obey. I thought you the most wonderful chap I’d ever met. I simply adored you. Why, good lord, you transformed my whole life from top to bottom. Before I met you, I’d never had a soul to talk to about all the things that mattered. Nobody talked to me at the lab, where I did my bottle-washing as you politely called it one day. Lancaster, my boss, despised me and they all thought me a little worm not worth bothering about. And so I was. If I hadn’t been a worm, I wouldn’t have let you get round me. But you said1 how useful I might be. You’d found out that I was methodical, and that I had a natural gift for organising and had read a devil of a lot of science and history, even though I was only a bottle-washer. Just the chap you wanted to do the jobs no one else could do on your precious new monthly magazine. Good God, how excited I was when you explained the scheme to me. A marvellous monthly review, dealing with art, literature, history, science, from a brand-new left-wing point of view. A sort of crusade. A six guineas a week salary for me. I shall never forget the evening we finally fixed it up. I’d been feeling rotten. Lancaster had given me a terrific ticking-off about some blessed experiment that somebody else had mucked up, and I’d taken it lying-down, because I was frightened of losing my job. You laughed when I told you about it. ‘Never mind about that’, you said. ‘Tomorrow morning, when you go to work, ask to see Lancaster, tell him exactly what you think of him, and walk out. Then come round to our place for lunch and we’ll fix up about moving into our office on Thursday. All’s clear. My people are out of town’.

“Yes, Coburn, that was very convenient, wasn’t it? His lordship and her ladyship were out of town, so there was no fear of them running across the scruffy little worm you’d taken into your employment. That didn’t strike me at the moment. It was the first time you’d asked me round to your place and I was so fatuously delighted that nothing else mattered. Well, there it was. Next morning I had a gorgeous row with Lancaster and cleared out. Then I went home and spruced myself up a bit and presented myself at your front door. I was a bit intimidated when that striped flunkey of yours opened the door and showed me into the library; but I was also pretty pleased with myself, dropping in for a bit of lunch at the house of a lord. However, I was kept waiting about twenty minutes in the library and that cooled me down a bit. Then you came in. How well I remember your face on that occasion, Coburn, all embarrassed and hesitating. I hardly knew you. You began to explain. Your people had turned up unexpectedly the previous evening and you and I couldn’t lunch together after all. The flunkey would bring me my lunch, there in the library. Ha! You were in an awful hurry to get away from me. The lord and lady couldn’t be kept waiting for their grub, still less be exposed to the company of the scruffy little worm. However, you were awfuly nice about it; O awfully nice. You patted me on the shoulder and told me to come back at tea-time.

“At first I couldn’t speak. Then I said I didn’t want lunch; I had a lot of things to do; I preferred to go at once. That upset you a bit, and you mumbled something about being sure I wouldn’t misunderstand you. Ha! you were right there, Coburn. I didn’t misunderstand you any longer. I’d seen through you at last. Then you had a brain-wave. You got out a wallet, fished a bit of paper out of it and handed it to me. It was a ten-pound note. ‘What’s that for?’ I asked you. ‘Some cash in advance’, you said. ‘Thought you might be needing it’. Lovely, wasn’t it? Ten pounds. More than enough to soothe the feelings of a worm. Well, you know the rest. I tore up your blasted ten-pound note and chucked it in your face, and told you I didn’t want your dirty money, and then I told you one or two things about yourself and all the rest of your kind. And then I told you I was done with you. That made you sit up, didn’t it, Coburn? Your face—I remember it still—turned suddenly white. But you didn’t forget your manners. O dear me, no. You remained the perfect gentleman and your voice was perfectly calm. ‘I see’, you said; ‘I see. Well, if you really feel like that, there’s nothing more to be said’.

“It was simple enough for you, wasn’t it? But it wasn’t quite so simple for me. I’d dished myself for good and all at the lab, and there was I, on the rocks. Still, that was a minor detail. O yes, I mean it; a minor detail compared with what you’d done to my … well, to my mind, my self-respect, my … my feelings. That’s where you did me in. It was as good as murder. Worse, in fact; far worse. When a man’s murdered, he thinks no more about it.

“Well, there you are. You’re not going to deny all that, are you?”


Concluded by E. M. Forster; see 1638. For Parts 1, 2, and 3, see 1558, 1574, 1606.






1624. To E. M. Forster

30 October 1942 PP/EB

Dear Forster,

Many thanks for agreeing to do the final instalment of the serial story.1 I’m afraid it didn’t turn out quite as I had hoped.

Thanks very much for sending the voucher for your ticket for the Indian ballet. We have sent in a claim for the money, and I shall let you have it next week when you come.

I wonder if you could write a sort of resume of “the story so far”, to preface your instalment? We have done this as a rule, and I think it helps people who may have missed an instalment, or who haven’t been listening to it before. It only needs to be a few lines.

I am enclosing a letter from Gangule which was sent to you from this address.

Yours,

George Orwell

Talks Producer

Indian Section

Dictated by George

Orwell and despatched

in his absence by:

[No name on carbon copy]




1625. Weekly News Review in English, 46

31 October 1942


Typed at the head of the first page of this script is ‘written by E. Blair’ in parentheses and at the top of this page Orwell has written, ‘As broadcast 11′ 20″ E.A.B’. However, the single change to the text is not in Orwell’s hand. The script carries both censorship stamps; the censor may have been C. Lawson-Reece, the Eastern Service Organizer. The script was read by Bahadur Singh.



A week ago the Allied forces in Egypt opened up a large-scale attack,1 and since then fighting has been almost continuous. In the opening stages of the attack, the Allies broke into the enemy positions and took considerable numbers of prisoners. The Germans then counter-attacked and there were some clashes between armoured formations, but the ground gained was all successfully held. This morning’s news is that the Allies have made a further advance and taken another large batch of prisoners. It is worth noting that the prisoners taken in this second advance are mostly Germans—a sure sign that the Axis forces are doing their best to hold to their positions, as it is usual to put Germans rather than Italians in any place when hard fighting is expected.

As yet we prefer not to predict the outcome of the battle in Egypt, but we can point to one or two factors likely to govern it. One is that any advance in the area where the fighting is now going on is likely to be slow. The battle area is a narrow space between the sea and the QUATTARA° Depression, a marshy area, where tanks cannot operate. Consequently, the only method of advance is direct frontal attack, which is a slow process since it means assaulting a series of strongly fortified positions and carefully clearing minefields, without which the tanks cannot advance. In this sort of fighting, therefore, an advance of two thousand yards, such as that reported this morning, means more than an advance of many miles in the open desert. Secondly, the outcome of such a battle is largely a question of supplies, and the fact of the Allies having attacked first is probably a good sign. Arms and reinforcements for the Allied army in Egypt have to travel much further than those destined for the Axis forces, but the Axis line of communications from Italy to Tripoli and thence up the coast to the Egyptian front is liable to sea or air attack almost the whole way. During recent weeks the Axis losses on this supply route have been very heavy, and a recent Admiralty statement revealed that during this year the Axis have had no less than six hundred thousand tons of shipping sunk or damaged in the Mediterranean. This is the background of the present fighting in Egypt in which both sides fight under considerable difficulties. It is evident that the Allies are stronger in the air. Which side is stronger in tanks and other fighting vehicles we cannot yet say. The main body of our troops comes from Britain, but2 Australian, South African, New Zealand, Indian, Free French and Greek troops are all taking part. We shall be able to report more fully on the Egyptian campaign next week. It is now evident that the heavy RAF raids on Genoa and Milan in Northern Italy, the first of which we reported last week, were a preliminary to the attack in Egypt. Axis supplies and reinforcements for the Egyptian front are largely despatched from Genoa, and the disorganisation caused by these raids will make itself felt on the battlefield.

During the past week there has been heavy fighting in the Solomon Islands and some anxious moments for the Allies. It was clear that the Japanese had a powerful fleet in the neighbourhood of Guadalcanal, and they had also been able to land enough troops on the island to outnumber the Americans who hold the all-important airfields. The Americans were being shelled by warships every night besides having to beat off land attacks by forces which included tanks. At the same time there were a number of sea and air engagements in which both sides had ships sunk and damaged. However, this morning’s news is that the Japanese fleet has retired again and that all the land attacks have been successfully resisted.3 Colonel Knox, the United States Navy Secretary,4 has just announced that the Americans still hold all the territory which they captured from the Japanese at the beginning of August. This does not mean, however, that the fighting in the Solomons has ended. The Japanese are certain to renew their attacks, partly because of the importance of the Guadalcanal airfield, partly because of the loss of face if they fail to drive the Americans out after promising confidently to do so. As Colonel Knox put it, the first round has gone to the Americans but the defenders of Guadalcanal are waiting for the second round to start.

The battle for Stalingrad continues and both sides have suffered heavy casualties during this week. The German attacks have made little or no progress. It is now more than a month since the speeches in which Hitler and Ribbentrop promised the capture of Stalingrad within a few days. As yet, apparently, the German people cannot be allowed to learn what enormous numbers of their sons and brothers have gone to their deaths in vain attacks on Stalingrad. But such facts cannot be kept secret for ever, and the heavy and more or less futile casualties of this year’s campaign are likely to have their effects on morale, later in the winter.

News was released a few days ago that the new military road known as the Alaska High Road5 has been opened. This road runs from the United States through Canada and Alaska and makes it possible to supply any force operating in the Aleutian Islands much more rapidly than could be done before. The Aleutian Islands are the point at which Allied territory is nearest to Japan, and also the point at which America is nearest to Soviet Russia. The strategic importance of this new road is therefore very great. It was completed in an astonishingly short time, although for much of the way it runs through virgin forests which had previously hardly been explored.

We are able to give a few more details about the new British bombing plane, the Mosquito, which made its first official appearance two or three weeks ago. This was the first front line plane in this war to be built entirely of wood. Its body is therefore easily manufactured and is probably cheap. Its great feature is its extremely high speed, which rivals that of fighter planes. It is also powerfully armed, carrying 20-millimetre cannons as well as machine-guns. It has been used very successfully for several daylight raids on the continent.

We will end by giving an extract from The Times of two days ago,6 which has some up-to-date information about the behaviour of the Japanese in Java.

A young Dutch officer who escaped from Java several weeks ago and is now in Australia reports that the attitude of the people in Java towards the Japanese invaders is one of passive hostility. During the early days of the occupation the Japanese took cruel measures against looters. Dead Malays were often seen hanging from trees in Batavia. The Japanese military police still habitually beat up persons from whom they want information. These repressive measures have cowed the Javanese people, who, though sympathetic towards Europeans, are afraid of offending their temporary military masters.

All the sympathy they may feel towards the Europeans is really suppressed by the fear, so it is quiet sympathy.

The production of rubber, tea, tobacco, and other commodities in which Java is so rich has been drastically curtailed. There is a great deal of unemployment in the country.

Groups of Allied soldiers are still at large in the mountains, but they are unable to maintain any effective resistance. Wounded Japanese soldiers from those regions are still brought occasionally to hospitals in Batavia.




1626. Bengali Newsletter, 16

31 October 1942


The English original was written by Orwell. No script has been traced.






1627. Gujarati Newsletter, 36

2 November 1942


The English original was written by Orwell. No script has been traced. PasB gives timing as 10′ 35″.






1628. To E. M. Forster

2 November 1942 PP/EB/NP

Dear Forster,

Thanks for your letter of November 1st. I am sending you the resume° to the third instalment, because Armstrong’s script was rather on the long side, and we didn’t have time for him to give a resume.1

We should like to have your script some time on Thursday, if possible. It would be quite all right if you brought it here in the afternoon or early evening, as long as you can let us know when it will be coming. I’m sorry about this, but it has to be censored first thing on Friday morning.

Yours sincerely,

George Orwell

Talks Producer

Indian Section




1629. BBC Talks Booking Form, 2.11.42


R. R. Desai: Gujarati1 Newsletter, 36; broadcast 2.11.42; fee £5.5s + 12s 0d fare + 17s 0d subsistence, so he could hear All-India Radio Gujarati Bulletin monitored in London on 1 November. Signed: M Blackburn for I.P.O.






1630. ‘Voice,’ 4: A Magazine Programme

3 November 1942


‘Voice,’ 4 is reproduced from a typescript used for the broadcast, as amended by Orwell. Unlike the first three editions of ‘Voice,’ it is not marked ‘As broadcast,’ though it is marked as passed for Security and Policy. The script looks as if it had been typed on a BBC typewriter, and since the typing is not of professional standard, it may be Orwell’s work. From the original typescript it is plain that Louis MacNeice should have taken part. From the way that the pages have been numbered and renumbered it is apparent that the extracts were initially typed separately. Texts of passages quoted are as given in the typescript; cuts have been restored but are indicated in the notes. The following names, probably in Orwell’s hand, are written in capitals at the top of the first page of the script: ‘Herbert Read, Una Marson,1 Mulk Raj Anand, Wm: Empson.’



ANNOUNCER:

This is London calling. Today we present the fourth number of VOICE, our monthly radio magazine. Here is George Orwell introducing it.

ORWELL:2

Good evening everybody. This month we have decided that VOICE shall be devoted to American poetry and American literature generally. It’s a big subject and we can only hope to cover it in an impressionistic way of picking out a characteristic fragment here and there. Thinking it over we came to the conclusion that the best way is to start at the end and work backwards. I mean, to start off with contemporary American writers and end up with the pioneering period. We shan’t have time to go further back than that. Now, I wonder who is the most representative modern American writer?

ANAND:3

T. S. Eliot.

ORWELL:

We’ll have something of Eliot, of course, but I think we ought to start off with someone a bit more American. Eliot’s an American by origin, but he’s a British subject and rather Europeanised. Who else is there?

READ:4

Archibald MacLeish, or Marianne Moore, or Hemingway, or John Steinbeck.5

[EMPS]ON:

I think MacLeish is the most representative. For instance there’s that poem about the immigrant labourers who built the trans-American railway. It’s called “The Burying Ground by the Ties”, I think.

ORWELL:

All right, we’ll start with that one. Here it is. The Burying Ground by the Ties, by Archibald MacLeish.6 This is Wm. Empson7 reading it.

EMPSON:

BURYING GROUND BY THE TIES, by Archibald MacLeish.8


Ayee! Ai! This is heavy earth on our shoulders:

There were none of us born to be buried in this earth:

Niggers we were Portuguese Magyars Polacks:

We were born to another look of the sky certainly:

Now we lie here in the river pastures:

We lie in the mowings under the thick turf!

We hear the earth and the all-day rasp of the grasshoppers:

It was we laid the steel on this land from ocean to ocean:

It was we (if you know) put the U.P. through the passes

Bringing her down into Laramie full load

Eighteen mile on the granite anticlinal

Forty-three foot to the mile and the grade holding:

It was we did it: hunkies of our kind:

It was we dug the caved-in holes for the cold water:

It was we built the gully spurs and the freight sidings:

Who would do it but we and the Irishmen bossing us?

It was all foreign-born men there were in this country:

It was Scotsmen Englishmen Chinese Squareheads Austrians …9

Ayee! but there’s weight to the earth under it:

Not for this did we come out—to be lying here

Nameless under the ties in the clay cuts:

There’s nothing good in the world but the rich will buy it:

Everything sticks to the grease of a gold note—

Even a continent—even a new sky!

Do not pity us much for the strange grass over us:

We laid the steel to the stone stock of these mountains:

The place of our graves is marked by the telegraph poles!

It was not to lie in the bottoms we came out

And the trains going over us here in the dry hollows …



ORWELL:

That speaks for the immigrants and for the American labourers generally. It’s a pity we haven’t time for a short story by Steinbeck10 or one of the I. W. W.11 songs of the last war, or something from James Farrell.12 But now we’ve got to represent expatriate America. That’s where Eliot comes in. I still think his earlier poems are his best.

ANAND:13

And surely the best of the early poems is14 “The Love Story of Alfred J.° Prufrock”?

ORWELL:

All right, we’ll have that one. Here it is. “The Love Story of Alfred J.° Prufrock”. This is Herbert Read reading it.

READ:

THE LOVE SONG OF J. ALFRED PRUFROCK

by T. S. Eliot


Let us go then, you and I,

When the evening is spread out against the sky

Like a patient etherised upon a table;

Let us go, through certain half-deserted streets,

The muttering retreats

Of restless nights in one-night cheap hotels

And sawdust restaurants with oyster-shells:

Streets that follow like a tedious argument

Of insidious intent

To lead you to an overwhelming question…15

Oh, do not ask, ‘What is it?’

Let us go and make our visit.

In the room the women come and go

Talking of Michelangelo.

The yellow fog that rubs its back upon the window-panes,

The yellow smoke that rubs its muzzle on the window-panes,

Licked its tongue into the corners of the evening,

Lingered upon the pools that stand in drains,

Let fall upon its back the soot that falls from chimneys,

Slipped by the terrace, made a sudden leap,

And seeing that it was a soft October night,

Curled once about the house, and fell asleep.

And indeed there will be time

For the yellow smoke that slides along the street

Rubbing its back upon the window-panes;

There will be time, there will be time

To prepare a face to meet the faces that you meet;

There will be time to murder and create,

And time for all the works and days of hands

That lift and drop a question on your plate;

Time for you and time for me,

And time yet for a hundred indecisions,

And for a hundred visions and revisions,

Before the taking of a toast and tea.

In the room the women come and go

Talking of Michelangelo.

And indeed there will be time

To wonder, ‘Do I dare?’ and, ‘Do I dare?’

Time to turn back and descend the stair,

With a bald spot in the middle of my hair—

(They will say: ‘How his hair is growing thin!’)

My morning coat, my collar mounting firmly to the chin,

My necktie rich and modest, but asserted by a simple pin—

(They will say: ‘But how his arms and legs are thin!’)

Do I dare

Disturb and universe?

In a minute there is time

For decisions and revisions which a minute will reverse.

For I have known them all already, known them all—

Have known the evenings, mornings, afternoons,

I have measured out my life with coffee spoons:

I know the voices dying with a dying fall

Beneath the music from a farther room.

  So how should I presume?

And I have known the eyes already, known them all—

The eyes that fix you in a formulated phrase,

And when I am formulated, sprawling on a pin,

When I am pinned and wriggling on the wall,

Then how should I begin

To spit out all the butt-ends of my days and ways?

  And how should I presume?

And I have known the arms already, known them all—

Arms that are braceleted and white and bare

(But in the lamplight, downed with light brown hair!)

Is it perfume from a dress

That makes me so digress?

Arms that lie along a table, or wrap about a shawl.

  And should I then presume?

  And how should I begin?

  . … .

Shall I say, I have gone at dusk through narrow streets

And watched the smoke that rises from the pipes

Of lonely men in shirt-sleeves, leaning out of windows? …

I should have been a pair of ragged claws

Scuttling across the floors of silent seas.

  . … .

And the afternoon, the evening, sleeps so peacefully!

Smoothed by long fingers,

Asleep … tired … or it malingers,

Stretched on the floor, here beside you and me.

Should I, after tea and cakes and ices,

Have the strength to force the moment to its crisis?

But though I have wept and fasted, wept and prayed,

Though I have seen my head (grown slightly bald) brought in upon a platter,

I am no prophet—and here’s no great matter;

I have seen the moment of my greatness flicker,

And I have seen the eternal Footman hold my coat, and snicker.

And in short, I was afraid.

And would it have been worth it, after all,

After the cups, the marmalade, the tea,

Among the porcelain, among some talk of you and me,

Would it have been worth while,

To have bitten off the matter with a smile,

To have squeezed the universe into a ball

To roll it toward some overwhelming question,

To say: ‘I am Lazarus, come from the dead,

Come back to tell you all, I shall tell you all’—

If one, settling a pillow by her head,

  Should say: ‘That is not what I meant at all.

  That is not it, at all.’

And would it have been worth it, after all,

Would it have been worth while,

After the sunsets and the dooryards and the sprinkled streets,

After the novels, after the teacups, after the skirts that trail along the floor—

And this, and so much more?—

It is impossible to say just what I mean!

But as if a magic lantern threw the nerves in patterns on a screen:

Would it have been worth while

If one, settling a pillow or throwing off a shawl,

And turning toward the window, should say:

  ‘That is not it at all,

  That is not what I meant, at all.’

  . … .

No! I am not Prince Hamlet, nor was meant to be;

Am an attendant lord, one that will do

To swell a progress, start a scene or two,

Advise the prince; no doubt, an easy tool,

Deferential, glad to be of use,

Politic, cautious, and meticulous;

Full of high sentence, but a bit obtuse;

At times, indeed, almost ridiculous—

Almost, at times, the Fool.

I grow old … I grow old …

I shall wear the bottoms of my trousers rolled.

Shall I part my hair behind? Do I dare to eat a peach?

I shall wear white flannel trousers, and walk upon the beach.

I have heard the mermaids singing, each to each.

I do not think that they will sing to me.

I have seen them riding seaward on the waves

Combing the white hair of the waves blown back

When the wind blows the water white and black.

We have lingered in the chambers of the sea

By sea-girls wreathed with seaweed red and brown

Till human voices wake us, and we drown.



ORWELL:

Again, we ought to have a bit of prose from Henry James to balance that. But we haven’t time. Before we go on to 19th Century writers we must have something to represent the negro writers.

MARSON:

Well, there are James Weldon Johnson, Countee Cullen,16 Paul Lawrence Dunbar17 …

ORWELL:

But we’d like you to read something of your own. We’re lucky having a negro writer with us in the studio today, Una Marson her name is. What do you think you could read us?

MARSON:

Well, I’ve one here called “The Banjo Boy” that might do. It’s only short, though.

ORWELL:

All right, go ahead. Here it is. “The Banjo Boy”. This is Una Marson, the West Indian writer, reading it.

MARSON:


Black boy,

How you play that banjo!

Gee—it goes right to my toes,

I could dance all night

And through the day again.

How your face beams.

Do you love it?

I’ll say you do.

Where did you get that rhythm?

That swing and that motion,

That bubbling laughter

With which you punctuate

Your songs? I have it too,

I can feel it going through me,

But I cannot express like you do.

You know it’s good to be alive,

Don’t you, as long as the sun shines

And the banjo is in your hands?

Maybe you are hungry,

Maybe your shirt is going,

Maybe you are not worth a gill,

But what do you care?

There’s your banjo, the boys come

And sing and hum and dance

Round you—they share in your joy,

They respond to your songs—

Those banjo songs that call me.



ORWELL:

Now we must start on the 19th Century writers. We’ll have something from Walt Whitman presently. I think it’s time now we had a bit of prose.

EMPSON:

Well there’s Poe & Hawthorne & Emerson. But if we’re sticking to the pioneering period and leaving the New England writers out,18 the best of all is Mark Twain’s “Life on the Mississippi. Or “Roughing It” and “The Innocents at Home”. These two books give you the disorderly side of the pioneering period, which Whitman rather leaves out. There’s also a wonderful atmosphere in “Tom Sawyer” and “Huckleberry Finn”.

ORWELL:

Unfortunately Mark Twain is difficult to quote from because he never talks about the same subject for more than half a page at a time.

READ:

What about Herman Melville? Something from “Moby-Dick” for instance.

ANAND:

19 Or “White-Jacket”. That gives a picture of life aboard an American ship in the ’forties. It’s about the time when Melville was a seaman in the American Navy.

EMPSON:

The passage I like best in it is Melville’s description of falling off the mast into the sea.

READ:

Very well, let Orwell read that. Here it is. A passage from “White-Jacket”,20 by Herman Melville.

ORWELL:


With the end of the line in one hand, I was mounting the topmast shrouds, when our captain of the top told me that I had better take off my jacket; but though it was not a very cold night, I had been reclining so long in the top, that I had become somewhat chilly, so I thought best not to comply with the hint.21

Having reeved the line through all the inferior blocks, I went out with it to the end of the weather-top-gallant yard-arm, and was in the act of leaning over and passing it through the suspended jewel-block there, when the ship gave a plunge in the sudden swells of the calm sea, and pitching me still further over the yard, threw the heavy skirts of my jacket right over my head, completely muffling me. Somehow I thought it was the sail that had flapped, and, under that impression, threw up my hands to drag it from my head, relying upon the sail itself to support me meanwhile. Just then the ship gave another sudden jerk, and, head foremost, I pitched from the yard. I knew where I was, from the rush of the air by my ears, but all else was a nightmare. A bloody film was before my eyes, through which, ghost-like, passed and repassed my father, mother, and sisters. An unutterable nausea oppressed me; I was conscious of gasping; there seemed no breath in my body. It was over one hundred feet that I fell—down, down, with lungs collapsed as in death. Ten thousand pounds of shot seemed tied to my head, as the irresistible law of gravitation dragged me, head foremost and straight as a die, toward the infallible centre of this terraqueous globe. All I had seen, and read, and heard, and all I had thought and felt in my life, seemed intensified in one fixed idea in my soul. But dense as this idea was, it was made up of atoms. Having fallen from the projecting yard-arm end, I was conscious of a collected satisfaction in feeling, that I should not be dashed on the deck, but would sink into the speechless profound of the sea.

With the bloody, blind film before my eyes, there was a still stranger hum in my head, as if a hornet were there; and I thought to myself, Great God! this is Death! Yet these thoughts were unmixed with alarm. Like frost-work that flashes and shifts its seared hues in the sun, all my braided, blended emotions were in themselves icy cold and calm.22

So protracted did my fall seem, that I can even now recall the feeling of wondering how much longer it would be, ere all was over and I struck. Time seemed to stand still, and all the worlds seemed poised on their poles, as I fell, soul-becalmed, through the eddying whirl and swirl of the maelstrom air.

At first, as I have said, I must have been precipitated head foremost; but I was conscious, at length, of a swift, flinging motion of my limbs, which involuntarily threw themselves out, so that at last I must have fallen in a heap. This is more likely, from the circumstance, that when I struck the sea, I felt as if some one had smote me slantingly across the shoulder and along part of my right side.23

As I gushed into the sea, a thunder-boom sounded in my ear; my soul seemed flying from my mouth. The feeling of death flooded over me with the billows. The blow from the sea must have turned me, so that I sank almost feet foremost through a soft, seething, foamy lull. Some current seemed hurrying me away; in a trance I yielded, and sank deeper down with a glide. Purple and pathless was the deep calm now around me, flecked by summer lightnings in an azure afar. The horrible nausea was gone; the bloody, blind film turned a pale green; I wondered whether I was yet dead, or still dying. But of a sudden some fashionless form brushed my side—some inert, coiled fish of the sea; the thrill of being alive again tingled in my nerves, and the strong shunning of death shocked me through.

For one instant an agonising revulsion came over me as I found myself utterly sinking. Next moment the force of my fall was expended; and there I hung, vibrating, in the mid-deep. What wild sounds rang in my ear! One was a soft moaning, as of low waves on the beach; the other wild and heartlessly jubilant, as of the sea in the height of a tempest. Oh soul! thou then heardest life and death: as he who stands upon the Corinthian shore hears both the Ionian and the Aegean waves.24 The life-and-death poise soon passed; and then I found myself slowly ascending, and caught a dim glimmering of light.

Quicker and quicker I mounted; till at last I bounded up like a buoy, and my whole head was bathed in the blessed air.

I had fallen in a line with the main-mast;25 I now found myself nearly abreast of the mizen-mast, the frigate slowly gliding by like a black world in the water. Her vast hull loomed out of the night, showing hundreds of seamen in the hammock nettings, some tossing over ropes, others madly flinging overboard the hammocks; but I was too far out from them immediately to reach what they threw. I essayed to swim towards the ship; but instantly I was conscious of a feeling like being pinioned in a feather bed, and, moving my hands, felt my jacket puffed out above my tight girdle with water. I strove to tear it off; but it was looped together here and there, and the strings were not then to be sundered by hand. I whipped out my knife, that was tucked at my belt, and ripped my jacket straight up and down, as if I were ripping open myself. With a violent struggle I then burst out of it, and was free. Heavily soaked, it slowly sank before my eyes.

Sink! sink! oh shroud! thought I; sink forever! accursed jacket that thou art!

‘See that white shark!’ cried a horrified voice from the taffrail; ‘he’ll have that man down his hatchway! Quick! the grains! the grains!’

The next instant that barbed bunch of harpoons pierced through and through the unfortunate jacket, and swiftly sped down with it out of sight.26

Being now astern of the frigate, I struck out boldly toward the elevated pole of one of the lifebuoys which had been cut away. Soon after, one of the cutters picked me up. As they dragged me out of the water into the air, the sudden transition of elements made my every limb feel like lead, and I helplessly sunk into the bottom of the boat.

Ten minutes after, I was safe on board, and, springing aloft, was ordered to reeve anew the stun’-sail halyards, which, slipping through the blocks when I had let go the end, had unrove and fallen to the deck.

The sail was soon set; and, as if purposely to salute it, a gentle breeze soon came, and the Neversink once more glided over the water, a soft ripple at her bows, and leaving a tranquil wake behind.



EMPSON:

27 It’s a very ornate piece of prose, isn’t it? And in a way very English. Quite unlike a modern American writer. I think you notice about the earlier American writers that they are much more deeply under European influence than the modern ones, even when they’re very proud of not being Europeans.

ORWELL:

Since we’re trying to cover the pioneering period we ought to have something by Bret Harte. He’s best known for his comic poems, but I should like something that brings in the Western mining camp motif.

READ:

A very suitable piece28 from Bret Harte would be the poem he wrote after Dickens’s death. That has the mining camp background, and it illustrates what you were saying just now—the cultural dependence of America on Europe at that date.

ORWELL:

All right, let’s have that. Here we are then. “Dickens in Camp”, by Bret Harte. This is William Empson reading it.

EMPSON:

DICKENS IN CAMP by Bret Harte


Above the pines the moon was slowly drifting,

  The river sang below;

The dim Sierras, far beyond, uplifting

 Their minarets of snow:

The roaring camp-fire, with rude humour, painted

  The ruddy tints of health

On haggard face and form that drooped and fainted

 In the fierce race for wealth;

Till one arose, and from his pack’s scant treasure

  A hoarded volume drew,

And cards were dropped from hands of listless leisure

 To hear the tale anew.

And then, while round them shadows gathered faster,

  And as the fire-light fell,

He read aloud the book wherein the Master

 Had writ of “Little Nell”.

Perhaps ’twas boyish fancy—for the reader

  Was youngest of them all—

But, as he read, from clustering pine and cedar

 A silence seemed to fall;

The fir-trees, gathering closer in the shadows,

  Listened in every spray.

While the whole camp, with “Nell” on English meadows

 Wandered and lost their way.

And so in mountain solitudes—o’ertaken

  As by some spell divine—

Their cares dropped from them like the needles shaken

 From out the gusty pine.

Lost is that camp, and wasted all its fire;

  And he who wrought that spell?—

Ah, towering pine and stately Kentish spire,

 Ye have one tale to tell!

Lost is that camp! but let its fragrant story

  Blend with the breath that thrills

With hop-vines’ incense all the pensive glory

 That fills the Kentish hills.

And on that grave where English oak, and holly,

  And laurel wreaths entwine,

Deem it not all a too presumptuous folly—

 This spray of Western pine!



ORWELL:

We’re getting near the end of our time, and we must have something from Whitman. Which bit shall we have, I wonder.

READ:

Again, the best are unfortunately the longest. Poems like “Seadrift” & “When Lilacs Last in the Dooryard Bloom’d”.29

ANAND:

30 We haven’t touched on the American civil war yet. We ought to bring that in.

MARSON:

31 Then why not have “O Captain! My Captain”? It’ll bear repeating.

ORWELL:

I tell you what. We’ll have “O, Captain! My Captain!”, and then to finish up with we’ll have the poem about Ann Rutledge from the “Spoon River Anthology” of Edgar Lee Masters,32 which goes with it in a way. I suggest that as they’re both short poems we read them straight off without a break between. Read, will you read the Whitman, and Empson, will you read the bit from the “Spoon River Anthology”? Here they are, then. “O Captain! My Captain!”, by Walt Whitman, and “Ann Rutledge” by Edgar Lee Masters.

READ:

O CAPTAIN! MY CAPTAIN!


O Captain! My Captain! our fearful trip is done,

The ship has weather’d every rack, the prize we sought is won,

The port is near, the bells I hear, the people all exulting,

While follow eyes the steady keel, the vessel grim and daring;

 But O heart! heart! heart!

 O the bleeding drops of red,

  Where on the deck my Captain lies,

  Fallen cold and dead.

O Captain! My Captain! rise up and hear the bells;

Rise up—for you the flag is flung—for you the bugle trills,

For you bouquets and ribbon’d wreaths—for you the shores a-crowding,

For you they call, the swaying mass, their eager faces turning;

 Here Captain! dear father!

 The arm beneath your head!

  It is some dream that on the deck,

  You’ve fallen cold and dead.

My Captain does not answer, his lips are pale and still,

My father does not feel my arm, he has no pulse nor will,

The ship is anchor’d safe and sound, its voyage closed and done,

From fearful trip the victor ship comes in with object won;

 Exult O shores, and ring O bells!

 But I with mournful tread,

  Walk the deck my Captain lies,

  Fallen cold and dead.


EMPSON:

ANN RUTLEDGE by Edgar Lee Masters




Out of me unworthy and unknown

The vibrations of deathless music;

“With malice toward none, with charity for all.”

Out of me forgiveness of millions toward millions,

And the beneficent face of a nation

Shining with justice and truth.

I am Ann Rutledge who sleep beneath these weeds,

Beloved of Abraham Lincoln,

Wedded to him, not through union,

But through separation.

Bloom forever, O Republic,

From the dust of my bosom.





ANNOUNCER:

That is the end of the fourth number of “Voice”, our monthly radio magazine. Those taking part were Herbert Read,33 Una Marson, George Orwell, Mulk Raj Anand, and William Empson. The next number of “Voice” will be on Tuesday, December 1st.

The first reading is that of the text as amended by Orwell for the broadcast; the second reading is that of the original typescript, except that passages cut from readings have been restored (for easier reading) but the extent of the cut is noted.




1631. To K. K. Ardaschir

4 November 1942 PP/EB

Dear Ardaschir,

Your talk on President Inonu is on November 11th, sometime between 12.15 and 12.30, so if you are here at 11.45 that will be O.K. The talk may be a minute or so on the long side, but if so we can easily shorten it when we rehearse it. I am returning the two talks on neutrality and “The History of the Huns”. I am afraid I cannot use these because not only is my schedule very full up, as you know—in fact it is now full up until some time into next year—but the second one in particular is politically very doubtful from our point of view. I don’t of course mean that there is nothing in what you say, but we have a certain propaganda line, which we cannot depart from very widely without seeming to falsify ourselves. I am sorry about this. We are broadcasting your recorded talk on Byron on November 17th. You have asked for me° private address: it is 10A, Mortimer Crescent, N.W. 6.

I should be very glad to buy another pullet if you come across one.1

Yours sincerely,

Eric Blair

Talks Producer

Indian Section




1632. To T. S. Eliot

4 November 1942 PP/EB/NP

Dear Eliot,

We were sorry you could not take part in yesterday’s production of “Voice”, so we are giving you plenty of notice about the next one. It will be on December 1st, which is a Tuesday. We will let you have further details later, but if you are free on that morning, roughly speaking between eleven and one (we usually begin rehearsing at 10.30) we should like it very much if you would take part.

Yours sincerely,

George Orwell

Talks Producer

Indian Section




1633. To L. F. Rushbrook Williams

4 November 1942 Original; EB/NP

PROPOSED TALK BY SIR RAMASWAMI MUDALIAR

I shall be grateful if you could cover through the proper channels the proposed broadcast in English, of 13½ minutes duration, by Sir Ramaswami Mudaliar, Cabinet Minister. The date of the proposed broadcast is Saturday 14th November, 1115–1130 GMT, in the Eastern Service (Red Network).1

[Signed] Eric Blair

(Eric Blair)




1634. BBC Talks Booking Form, 4.11.42


S. K. Das Gupta: to translate and read Bengali Newsletters; written in English by E. Blair; broadcast 7, 14, 21 and 28.11.42; fee £5.5s each. Signed: M Blackburn for I.P.O.






1635. BBC Talks Booking Form, 4.11.42


Flying Officer Henry Treece: ‘recording 6 of his own poems — total duration 5 mins. approx’;1 recorded 3.11.42; broadcast not fixed; fee £2.2s. Signed: M Blackburn for I.P.O. Remarks: ‘Copyright being covered through Miss Alexander.’






1636. To Henry Treece

5 November 1942 Original and carbon copies PP/EB/NP

Dear Treece,

I forgot to ask you for a copy of the two poems which you read from manuscript. They are called “Love Song” and “Through Seven Days and Seven Nights”. We have got them on the record of course, but we had better have a written copy as well. Can you let me know, at the same time, whether these two have been published yet, or not, as I want to get the Copyright covered.

You will get the written authorisation from your Commanding Officer, won’t you? There is no immediate hurry, because I don’t expect to be able to use these till about January.

Yours,

[Signed] Geo. Orwell

George Orwell

Talks Producer

Indian Section




1637. ‘Imaginary Interview: George Orwell and Jonathan Swift’

Recorded, 2 November 1942; broadcast, BBC African Service, 6 November 1942; The Listener, 26 November 1942, as ‘Too Hard on Humanity’


It is not a simple matter to present Orwell’s ‘Imaginary Interview’ with Swift in the form he might have preferred were he now seeing the text through the press. In West: Broadcasts is a version of the typescript which differs considerably from that given here, though West notes that ‘Additions or corrections made by Orwell in his own hand to a typed script have … been incorporated’ and he does not claim to ‘provide any alternative readings written by third parties’ (68). In a footnote, he states that this broadcast was printed ‘in a censored form’ in The Listener (7). That the text in The Listener is shorter is true, but it also has portions added to it which West does not include. Censorship seems doubtful. There are other possible reasons for this version. Paper was in very short supply at this time; even after the war, articles had to be cut to get sufficient variety into a journal. A more probable reason was that it followed necessary shortening of the typescript for the broadcast. The full text would probably have taken a little over 16 minutes to read, given that the typescript lacks a passage to be quoted; this was included in The Listener but not in West. Presumably the broadcast, with its accompanying announcements, lasted for 15 minutes. Invariably Orwell asked his speakers to write a script that would run for 13½ minutes. It is impossible to know how quickly this script was read, yet, as cut and, perhaps, with the addition found at the end of The Listener, a time of 13½ minutes would be about right. Censorship can finally be ruled out, surely, not only by the content of the talk, but also because of the appearance of two bold rubber stamps (unmentioned by West) indicating that the interview was passed for Policy and Security. These clearances, which are signed, were given on 1 November 1942.

The typescript seems to have been prepared by Orwell himself. The typewriter face looks like his and ‘today’ is unhyphenated, unlike BBC secretarial practice. There are quite a number of manuscript changes (most incorporated in The Listener) and Orwell had indicated by stress lines, indications in the margin, and by hyphenating ‘clergymen-who-thought,’ how the text was to be read. These may, of course, have been prompted by his producer. The script is marked in yellow, green, and red crayon, as well as in pencil. Here, indications of how the text should be spoken are indicated by italicising the words underlined (leaving in roman the titles of books, which Orwell does not underline in his typescript), and adding what might be described as ‘stage directions’ in italics in square brackets for indications as to tone of voice provided by Orwell in margins or interlineated in the typescript. Typed directions are in roman type.

It is noticeable that the long section omitted from The Listener (from ‘SWIFT: “The king was struck …’to ‘SWIFT: … true wisdom or true refinement?’) is scarcely marked at all for spoken delivery. Two words are lightly underscored, ‘impotent’ and ‘grovelling’ (given in italics here), and attention to them is directed by crosses in the margin. This lends weight to the suggestion that this passage, and possibly a few other lines, were cut to save time at the broadcast.

The text in The Listener probably follows reasonably closely what was broadcast. The obvious exceptions are the expansion of colloquial forms (so that, for example, ‘I’ve’ becomes ‘I have’) and giving the correct place described by Swift in the poem quoted. The latter might well be a correction made for The Listener only. Since Orwell would probably have willingly accepted it had it been pointed out (and he might have seen proofs), that change has been incorporated. Colloquial forms have been retained. Quotations are as Orwell typed them; significant variations from the kind of eighteenth-century edition he purported to have used are noted and the blatant error, left unchanged till now, which refers to a non-existent Part V of Gulliver’s Travels has been corrected. The passage at the end in The Listener has been added. The aim has been to reproduce the text Orwell wished to broadcast, with the indications for how the text was to be spoken (in square brackets) and the final printed addition, which might or might not have been included in the broadcast. Differences in readings and readings for which the substitutions are included in the text are noted. The many differences between West: Broadcasts and this edition are not noted.

It is not always possible to produce a text with which everyone will agree. That is especially so at the point Orwell refers to a passage having to be cut out. What followed in Swift would certainly have been omitted (it is given in the notes), but I suspect the awkwardness of Swift’s continuing to quote from Gulliver’s Travels required a cut by Orwell on the grounds of clarity and that cut I have maintained (see n. 45).

On the verso of the last seven pages of typescript, Orwell has written two telephone numbers for Wickham Steed: ‘Freeland nr Witney 254’ and (probably) ‘Park 4115.’ Steed lived in Lansdowne Park in London and at Wootton, near Woodstock in Oxfordshire. The telephone number of the latter was Tackley 2430, so presumably Steed was staying at Freeland. In addition to the programme Steed did for Orwell with Hamilton Fyfe on 7 August 1942, he also took part in ‘Imaginary Interview: William Pitt the Younger’ on 18 December 1942.

It must be reiterated that, as with the texts of many of Orwell’s books, no claim is being made that a definitive text has been—or can be—produced. A very narrow path has to be trod between Orwell’s intentions for his broadcast, what he did with it on the day of broadcasting, how he modified the text for publication, changes agreed to and made silently, and errors introduced in printing. Because the typescript is marked ‘Not checked with broadcast’ and so, though amended, does not purport to include all changes—indeed, since no text is given for Swift to read from ‘A Lady’s Dressing Room,’ the typescript cannot wholly represent what was broadcast—reliance must be placed on The Listener for some readings.

The idea for a series of Imaginary Interviews might have come from Walter Savage Landor’s Imaginary Conversations (1824–29), some of which are in dramatic form.



ORWELL:

My edition of Swift’s works was printed some time between 1730 and 1740.1 It’s in twelve small volumes, with calf covers a bit the worse for wear. It’s not too easy to read, the ink is faded and the long S’s are a nuisance, but I prefer it to any modern edition I’ve seen. When I open it and smell the dusty smell of old paper2 and see the woodcut illustrations and the crooked capital letters, I3 almost have the feeling that I can hear Swift speaking to me. I’ve a vivid picture of him in my mind’s eye,4 with his knee-breeches and his three-cornered hat, and the snuff box and the spectacles he wrote about in Gulliver’s Travels,5 though I don’t believe I’ve ever seen a portrait of him.6 There’s something in his way of writing that seems to tell you what his voice was like. For instance, here’s one of his “Thoughts on Various Subjects”: “When a true Genius7 appears in the world …”

SWIFT [with contempt]:

“When a true Genius appears in the world, you may know him by this infallible sign: that all the Dunces are in Confederacy against him”.8

ORWELL:

So9 you did wear a wig, Dr. Swift.10 I’ve often wondered.

SWIFT:

So you have11 the first collected edition of my works?12

ORWELL:

Yes. I bought them for five shillings at a farmhouse auction.

SWIFT:

I13 warn you to beware of all modern editions, even of my Travels. I have suffered from such damned dishonest editors as I believe no other writer ever had. It has been my especial misfortune to be edited usually by clergymen-who-thought14 me a disgrace to their cloth. They were tinkering with my15 writings long before Dr. Bowdler was ever born or thought of.

ORWELL:

You see, Dr. Swift, you have put them in a difficulty. They know you are our greatest prose writer, and yet you used words and raised subjects that they couldn’t approve of. In a way I don’t approve of you myself.

SWIFT:

I am desolated, sir.16

ORWELL:

I believe Gulliver’s Travels has meant more to me than any other17 book ever written. I can’t remember when I first read it, I must have been eight years old at the most, and it’s lived with me ever since so that I suppose a year has never passed without my re-reading at least part of it.

SWIFT:

I am vastly gratified.18

ORWELL:

And yet even19 I can’t help feeling that you laid it on a bit too thick. You were too hard on humanity, and on your own country.20

SWIFT:

H’m!21

ORWELL:

For instance, here’s a passage that has always stuck in my memory—also stuck in my gizzard, a little. It’s at the end of Chapter VI in the second Book of Gulliver’s Travels. Gulliver has just given the King of Brobdingnag a long description of life in England. The King listens to him and then picks him up in his hand, strokes him gently and says—wait a moment, I’ve got the book here.22 But perhaps you remember the passage yourself.

SWIFT:

Oh, ay. “It does23 not appear, from all you have said, how any one virtue is required toward the procurement of any one station among you; much less that men were24 ennobled on account of their virtue; [voice up] that priests were25 advanced for their piety or learning, soldiers, for their conduct or valour; judges, for their integrity; senators, for the love of their country; or counsellors for their wisdom …26 [Quieter] By what I have gathered from your own relation, and the answers I have with much27 pains wringed and extorted from you, I cannot but conclude the bulk of your natives to be the most pernicious race of little odious vermin that nature [crescendo] ever suffered to crawl upon the surface of the earth”

ORWELL:

I’d allow you ‘pernicious’ and ‘odious’ and ‘vermin’, Dr. Swift, but I’m inclined to cavil at ‘most’. ‘The most pernicious’.28 Are we in this island really worse than the rest of the world?

SWIFT:

No.29 But I know you better than I know the rest of the world. When I wrote, I went upon the principle that if a lower kind of animal existed than you30 I could not imagine it.

ORWELL:

That was 200 years ago. Surely you must admit that we have made a certain amount of progress since then?

SWIFT:

Progress in quantity, yes. The buildings are taller and the vehicles move faster. Human beings are more numerous and commit greater follies. A battle kills a million where it used to kill a thousand.31 And in the matter of great men, as you still call them, I admit32 that your age outdoes mine. Whereas previously some petty tyrant was considered to have reached the highest point of human fame if he laid waste a single province and pillaged half a dozen towns, [with ironic pleasure] your great men nowadays can devastate whole continents and condemn33 entire races of men to slavery.34

ORWELL:

I was coming to that. One thing I feel inclined to urge in favour of my country is that we don’t produce great men and don’t like war. Since your day something has appeared called totalitarianism.

SWIFT:

A new thing?35

ORWELL:

It isn’t strictly new, it’s merely been made practicable by36 modern weapons and modern methods of communication. Hobbes and other seventeenth-century writers predicted37 it. You yourself wrote about it with extraordinary foresight.38 There are passages in Part III of Gulliver’s Travels that give me the feeling that I’m reading an account of the Reichstag Fire trial. But I’m thinking particularly of a passage in Part IV39 where the Houyhnhnm who is Gulliver’s master is telling him about the habits and customs of the Yahoos. It appears that each tribe of Yahoos had a Dictator, or Fuehrer and this Dictator liked to surround himself with yes-men. The Houyhnhnm says:

SWIFT [quiet]:40

“He had heard, indeed, some curious Houyhnhnms observe, that in most herds there was a sort of ruling Yahoo,41 who was always more deformed in body, and mischievous in disposition, than any of the rest. That this leader had usually a [tenderly] favourite, as like himself as he could get, whose employment was to lick his master’s feet42 and [licorously]43 drive the female Yahoos to his kennel; for which he was now and then rewarded with a piece of ass’s flesh. This favourite is hated by the whole herd, and therefore, to protect himself, keeps always near the person of his leader. He usually continues in office till a worse44 can be found; but the very moment he is discarded, his successor, at the head of all the Yahoos in that district, young and old, male and female, come in a body, and—”

ORWELL:

We shall have to leave out that bit.

SWIFT:

Thank you, Dr. Bowdler.45

ORWELL:

I remember that passage whenever I think of Goebbels or Ribbentrop, or for that matter Monsieur Laval. But looking at the world as a whole, do you find that the human being is still a Yahoo?

SWIFT:

I had a good view of the people of London on my way here, and I assure you that I could remark very little difference. I saw round me46 the same hideous faces, unshapely bodies and ill-fitting clothes that could be seen in London two hundred years ago.47

ORWELL:

But the town had changed, even if the people had not?

SWIFT:

Oh, it has grown prodigously. Many a green field where Pope and I used to stroll after dinner on summer evenings is now a warren of bricks and mortar, for the kennelling of Yahoos.48

ORWELL:

But the town is a great deal safer, more orderly,49 than it was in your day. One can walk about nowadays without the fear of getting one’s throat cut, even at night. You ought to admit some improvement there, though I suppose you won’t. Besides, it’s cleaner. In your day there were still lepers in London, not to50 mention the Plague. We have baths fairly frequently nowadays, and women don’t keep their hair up for a month at a time and carry little silver goads to scratch their heads with. Do you remember writing a poem called “A Description of a Lady’s Dressing Room”?51

SWIFT:


‘Strephon, who found the room was void

And Betty otherwise employed,

Stole in, and took a strict survey

Of all the litter as it lay:

Whereof, to make the matter clear,

An inventory follows here’.



ORWELL:

Unfortunately I don’t think the inventory is suitable for broadcasting.

SWIFT:

Poor Dr. Bowdler!

ORWELL:

But the point is, would you sign52 that poem nowadays? Tell me candidly, do we stink as we used to?

SWIFT:

Certainly the smells are different. There was a new one I remarked as I came through the streets—(sniffs)—

ORWELL:

It’s called petrol. But don’t you find that the mass of the people are more intelligent than they were, or at least better educated? How about the newspapers and the radio? Surely they have opened people’s minds a little? There are very few people in England now who can’t read, for instance.53

SWIFT:

That is why they are so easily deceived. [ Voice up] Your ancestors two hundred years ago were full of barbarous superstitions, but they would not have been so credulous as to believe [gentle]54 your daily newspapers. As you seem to know my works, perhaps you will remember another little thing I wrote, an “Essay upon Genteel and Ingenious Conversation?”

ORWELL:

Of course I remember it well. It’s a description of fashionable ladies and gentlemen talking—an appalling stream of drivel which goes on and on for six hours without stopping.

SWIFT:

On my way here I looked in at some of your fashionable clubs and suburban coffee shops,55 and listened to the conversation. I half believed that that little Essay of mine was being parodied.56 If there was any change, it was only that the English tongue had57 lost something of its earthy58 natural quality.59

ORWELL:

How about the scientific and technical achievements of the last two hundred years—railway trains, motor cars, aeroplanes and so forth? Doesn’t that strike you as an advance?

SWIFT:

I also passed through Cheapside on my way here. It has almost ceased to exist. Round St. Paul’s there is only an acre of ruins. The Temple has been almost wiped out, and the little church outside it is only a shell. I am speaking only of the places I knew, but it is the same all over London, I believe. That is what your machines have done for you.

ORWELL:60

I am getting the worst of this argument, but I still feel, Dr. Swift, that there is something deeply deficient in your outlook. You remember what the king of Brobdingnag said when Gulliver described cannons and gunpowder to him?

SWIFT:

“The king was struck with horror at the description I had given of those terrible engines, and the proposal I had made. He was amazed, how so impotent and grovelling an insect as I (these were his expressions) could entertain such inhuman ideas, and in so familiar a manner as to appear wholly unmoved at all the scenes of blood and desolation, which I had painted as the common effects of those destructive machines; whereof, he said, some evil genius, enemy to mankind, must have been the first contriver. As for himself, he protested, that although few things delighted him so much as new discoveries in art or in nature, yet he would rather lose half his kingdom than be privy to such a secret, which he commanded me, as I valued my life, never to mention any more.”

ORWELL:

I suppose the king would have spoken even more forcibly about tanks or mustard gas. But I can’t help feeling that his attitude, and yours, show a certain lack of curiosity. Perhaps the most brilliant thing you ever wrote was the description of the scientific academy in part III of Gulliver’s Travels. But after all you were wrong. You thought the whole process of scientific research was absurd, because you could not believe that any tangible result would ever come out of it. But after all the results have come. Modern machine civilisation is there, for good or evil. And the poorest person nowadays is better off, so far as physical comfort goes, than a nobleman in Saxon times, or even in the reign of Queen Anne.

SWIFT:

Has that added anything to true wisdom or true refinement? Let me remind you of another saying of mine: “The greatest Inventions were produced in the Times of Ignorance; as the use of the Compass, Gunpowder and Printing; and by the dullest nations, as the Germans.”

ORWELL:

I see now where it is that we part company, Dr. Swift. I believe that human society, and therefore human nature, can change. You don’t. Do you still hold to that, after the French Revolution and61 the Russian Revolution?

SWIFT:

You know very well what is my final word. I wrote it on the last page of Gulliver’s Travels, but I will speak it again. “My reconcilement to the Yahoo kind in general might not be so difficult if they would be content with those vices and follies only, which nature has entitled them to. I am not in the least provoked at the sight of a lawyer, a pickpocket, a colonel, a fool, a lord, a gamester, a politician, a whore-master, a physician, an evidence,62 a suborner, an attorney, a traitor, or the like: this is all according to63 the due course of things: but when I behold a lump of deformity and diseases both in body and mind, smitten with pride, it immediately breaks all the measures of my patience; neither shall I be ever able64 to comprehend how such an animal …” [voice fading]

ORWELL:

Ah, he’s fading out! Dr. Swift! Dr. Swift! Is that your last word?

SWIFT [voice a little stronger then finally fading out]:

Neither shall I ever be able65 to comprehend how such an animal and such a vice could tally together. And therefore I here entreat those who have any tincture of this absurd vice, that they will not presume to come66 in my sight.

ORWELL:

He’s gone. I didn’t get much change out of him. He was a great man, and yet he was partially blind. He could only see one thing at a time. His vision of human society is so penetrating, and yet in the last analysis it’s false. He couldn’t see what the simplest person sees, that life is worth living and human beings, even if they’re dirty and ridiculous, are mostly decent. But after all, if he could have seen that I suppose he couldn’t have written Gulliver’s Travels.67 Ah well, let him rest in peace in Dublin, where, in the words of his epitaph, ‘Savage indignation can no longer lacerate his heart’.

SWIFT:

Ubi saeva indignatio ulterius cor lacerare nequit.


TS = typescript; L = The Listener, om. = omitted from; where notes indicate a ms insertion in TS and this is followed by ‘and L’ it is, of course, the text that is to be found in L, not the mode of insertion.






1638. Story by Five Authors

Through Eastern Eyes, 6 November 1942

Part 5 by E. M. Forster

This is a serial by five authors, and to-day I have to finish it. Here are a few reminders of what has been happening in previous instalments. The scene is London during the Blitz, and Gilbert Moss, a disgruntled intellectual, finds an unconscious man lying in a ruined house, and recognises his old enemy, Coburn. He decides to take advantage of the circumstances to commit a murder which will be written off as the results of enemy action. He swings a club high—then realises that a pick-pocket is watching him. Coburn recovers consciousness. Moss threatens to tell the thief the reason for their enmity. But the fellow makes off—taking with him Coburn’s gold cigarette lighter, which Moss has been handling. Coburn, who, unknown to Moss has fought in the Spanish Civil War, now takes him outside to talk things over, and they sit in the Park, waiting for the morning to come. Moss pours out his grievances in a passionate speech, showing that Coburn in the past has lost him his job and insulted his feelings. He ends up “You’re not going to deny all this, are you.” Now I start.

…………

Stan—even pick-pockets and touts have names, and this one had been registered at birth as Stanley Barnes—Stan was creeping back across the Park in search of further booty. He had not done badly with the gold cigarette lighter, and his old Ma, to whom he had passed it, advised him to attempt no more until the Jerries were over again and breaking things up. The present raid was in control now, the police, the A.R.P., the A.F.S.1 were all busy, and it really wasn’t safe. But Stan, though cunning, was not always wise, nor could he ever keep still: he was always sliding and darting over the ruins, he was a creature of burning doorways, crashing beams, rubble heaps and spouting drains; he was half-lizard, half-rat; his sort has haunted London ever since the foundation of the city, and 1940 seemed bringing it into its own. So he crept back across the Park towards the ruins in Mayfair, and on his way he came to the bench where Coburn and Moss sat. He recognised Moss’s voice—They were talking, talking, talking. What about? He dropped on the grass behind them, to find whether the talk would do him any good.

Moss—the one who called himself the poor one—talked most. Christ, ’ow he fancied the sound of his own voice, that Moss. Talking, talking about his feelings. Seemingly Coburn, the rich one, had once give Moss ten quid not to come to lunch, and did Moss take the money? No. He tear it up. He says ‘my feelings is murdered’. He says “Your not going to try to deny all that, are you?”

Then Coburn starts. Coburn’s turn. Coburn says no, he’s not going to deny it, still he did go to Spain. That seems to please and satisfy Moss no end. ‘Spain! what! you fought in Spain?’ he squawks. ‘Spain! I never knew. ’Oo sent you there?’ Coburn he says ‘You did. You when you told me what you thought of me and made me see how worthless I was. You’ve changed my life.’ And then they shook ‘ands and started shouting and laughing like a pair of kids.

Stan made nothing out of this. To him both of them sounded completely crackers. If he was given money, he didn’t give it away, and if there was a war he tried to dodge it. However he never criticised people—that is a pastime for the educated—he merely watched them in case they were any use. His big hope, when he crouched behind the seat, was to do a spot of blackmail. Moss had for sure been going to club Coburn in the burning house, they had for sure exchanged angry words, and where there are troubled waters Stan knew how to fish. But the hope faded. Blackmail was no use now that they were jabbering about Spain and what you did for me and what I did for you, and oh yes and oh no and wonderful.

Presently their voices dropped. Stan had to crawl nearer and he heard Coburn say “Moss, I should like you to meet my woman—Mary. She’s wonderful. I suppose you’ll refuse after the way I’ve treated you, still I should have liked it.”

Moss he raised no objection. Moss’s turn now. Moss he say “Coburn, I should like you—to meet a woman whom I shall never meet again perhaps myself, someone whose very name I don’t know. She has kissed me, she has saved my life and more than life.”

There was nothing to be done now that they had started about their Judies. He had wasted his time, and it was now too light to work any more bombed houses. Out in the east, far behind Mayfair was a glow of fire—they had got the docks again—and in the direction of Westminster was another glow, faint, and dirty, which proceeded from the neglected sun. A new day was dawning on God’s Earth, and Stan regretted it. Still one can’t have everything, things being what they are, the night cannot last for ever, and a gold cigarette lighter is better than nothing.

“Well, what about breakfast? Let’s see if my Club still exists” said Coburn, stretching himself and suddenly rising. “Brr … it’s good to be alive at the worst of times.—Hallo, what’s that?”

Moss, who felt happier than he had been for years, recognised the pickpocket and pounced. “It’s the little worm I saw in your burning dining-room” he cried.

“Oh, let him go!”

“He’s got your lighter on him still. I can feel it.”

“I ain’t, I never pinched it, I worn’t there. Who was there? You was, I seed you” spat Stan. The two educated men laughed: seemingly he had said the wrong things.

“I’ve got it—no I haven’t—its—whatever is it?” Moss extracted a flat metal object, fan-shaped, and pierced with four holes. It was a simple and inexpensive contraption for causing pain, it was a knuckle duster. Moss held it on the palm of his hand.

“Gimme that—that’s mine”. Stan had acquired the knuckle duster while he was employed by the British Fascists. It had been a happy episode—plenty of food, a bed to sleep in at the local centre, and ten shillings a week. “We will cleanse this city of London” he had been told. “We will hack our way through to power”. Well, and why not? And he had taken part in one or two purity drives, and had hit one or two people whose noses were the wrong shape, upon the head. British Fascism had not come to a great lot, there hadn’t been enough money behind it, it had never gone full steam ahead as in Germany, still, it had been better than nothing, and the knuckle duster was a memento.

“Gimme that back”.

Moss tried it on, slipping his four fingers into the holes, and clasping the base in his palm. It fitted comfortably, and gave him a sense of power. The treacherous and primitive little gadget, made in some back alley, was a forerunner of the expensive bombs which had made a rubbish heap of Mayfair and a bonfire of the Docks. “We’ll keep this,” he told Coburn, who laughed cheerfully, and they turned to go. Chaos became visible: it looked as if civilisation would never creep back, but Coburn, who had seen similar destruction in Spain, knew that this wasn’t the case, and that a city can rise again and again to her knees. They spoke of matters pleasant to them: Moss realised that he had indeed been his friend’s salvation, and had turned him from a dilettante aristocrat to a gay and selfless hero. The Coburn he had always longed for and loved was a reality—and then—then he got a blow on the back of the head.

It was a badly directed one, he staggered, turned round, and swiped and caught Stan hard. Stan fell like a twig on to the grimy grass and lay motionless.

“My God, it’s that pick-pocket” again cried Coburn. “Why won’t he leave us alone. Come along Moss, don’t wait about. If he’s dead, we can’t do anything, and if he’s alive he’ll get up.”

“Do you suppose I’ve killed him?” said Moss doubtfully, for the fallacy of Liberalism, that belief in the preciousness of human life, still vexed him at times.

“It can’t matter either way. Poor lad, he has nothing to contribute. I have seen too many of his type.”

“And probably no one to care for him.”

“Oh, one can’t go in for that—it gets one all mixed. He may be greatly loved, who knows? Throw his knuckle duster away. It shows signs of use.”

“By Jove, you’re right. I’m afraid you’re always going to be right.” He dropped it into the trunk of a shattered elm. Then they turned down the Mall and up the steps by the Duke of York’s column, looked at the closed German Embassy and the statue of Captain Scott, and reached Coburn’s Club. It was in fair working order. A wash would be possible, even a bath, and presently they sat drinking coffee. Moss did not feel touchy or shy any more. They had helped each other, they had made good, and it seemed to be his club too. How decent Coburn was, and when he was exasperating again, as he would be, it would be bearable. They talked of their plans for the future, and of their hopes of helping to pull the world through; no doubt they would crash themselves, but they had seen what needs doing, and would help each other. Presently their voices dropped again, and Moss recurred to the woman—the woman in overalls who had kissed him, and as it were blessed him. There is something in a universe where such encounters can happen.

They gave no further thought to the mean-minded little pick-pocket, lying on his back in the dirt of the Park, nor to old Ma Barnes wondering where he was. They did not realise that the world might be his not theirs, that the future might be for the rat, the lizard, the night prowler who have patiently been awaiting their turn ever since civilisation started, that the spirit of anarchy may be stealing out of the craters our science has made, and nesting in the ruins we have provided.

…………

So that’s how I’ve wound up this serial by five authors. I’ve shifted the interest from Coburn and Moss to the pickpocket, and I’ve tried to show how their fine sentiments would appear to that sort of man. He doesn’t care about snobbery or outraged feelings or moral redemption or heroism in Spain, or hopes for the world’s future. He can’t see either why the two mugs quarrelled or why they make it up. And when they punish him—which they do pretty thoroughly—they can’t see that he too has a way of life, and a way which, in our present chaos, may possibly flourish. I expect that there are better endings to the story, and in particular that something more ought to have been done with that woman in overalls. But I could not work her in, and since the scenery prescribed was falling houses and the blitz, I turned to the character which best typifies destruction, and named him Stan Barnes. Did Stan’s own knuckle-duster kill him? I don’t know, but I hope not, because I believe in the importance of individual life. Coburn and Moss don’t know and don’t care.


For the earlier parts of this story, see 1558, 1574, 1606, and 1623.






1639. To Norman Marshall

6 November 1942 PP/EB

Dear Mr. Marshall,1

I am sending you a long and, I’m afraid, rather formidable document dealing with your first broadcast. Mr. and Mrs. Sahni have gone to some pains to give a picture of your probable listeners, which I think will turn out to have been worth while. After this, they append a list of the questions, your answers to which will make up the bulk of the talk. I am rather against starting off the first talk with a lot of generalities however, and suggest therefore that you answer questions one and two rather shortly and spread yourself on questions three and four. The whole of your talk, including the questions which, of course, amount only to a few words, should come to about 1500 words. When the script is written, it may perhaps be well to break it up a bit with further short questions and interjections. Can you be kind enough to let me have the script not later than Wednesday, November 11th, at the latest?

Yours sincerely,

George Orwell

Talks Producer

Indian Section

Dictated by George Orwell & despatched in his absence by: [No name given]


Enclosed with Orwell’s letter:



LET’S ACT IT OURSELVES

Description of the town:

About 50,000 people. It is not an industrial town but the industrial civilisation has made inroads. Therefore it is more accurate to divide the citizens into classes rather than castes or religions.

Majority are very poor, labourers, cart-drivers, petty shopkeepers, etc. They are ignorant and uneducated. Therefore they are constant prey to communal and opportunist propaganda. In riots etc. these poor people pay dearly.

But they also realise that they are too poor to observe the religious rites and taboos and middle class morality. In fact in their lives they are more progressive out of sheer necessity. Whether they are Hindus, Moslems or untouchables they live and eat alike. Their women must work so cannot keep Purdah.

• The middle-Class. Not parallel to middle class here. Much poorer. But outlook similar. This class consists of traders, Government petty officials, moneylenders etc. This class is in ferment. On one side the religious fanatacism is much greater among them. Because he who has money thinks God has given it. On the other hand education has brought speculation and skepticism. The older generation is keen on sex taboos, purdah, religious rites, caste etc. But the younger generation among them is rebellious. But this younger generation of students etc. is rebellious without direction. Through western education it has lost its own and has not imbibed any real culture. Also it depends on the older generation for livelihood and influence for getting jobs. So, frustration.

But there is a nucleus of a few young men and women who have a purpose. Their purpose is:

1. Break down the barriers of money, caste, creed, and make them realise that they are one nation.

2. That all these people must be made to see that superstition and ignorance must go if progress is to be achieved.

To bring about this awareness they think of the theatre as means of propaganda.

The old theatre has been killed by the films. The home-made talkie, which is purely escapist. The talkie avoids discussion of every social2 problem.

There is a westernised college in town which puts on western plays. But they have no social value, because they are too foreign. And also the performance of students is too raw.

This nucleus wants to revive the theatre tradition. Wants to get new social plays written and produce them on modern lines. But they haven’t enough stage knowledge. Several attempts have failed. They meet the expert, and ask:

1. Do you think the theatre has social importance in other countries?

2. In our villages, and even in our town, the old kind of religious plays, like your miracle plays, is done. Very very simply. Bare stage, sometimes even without curtain. But rhetoric acting and plenty of singing. Do you think we should adapt that kind of play to newer needs or should we break completely away and start on Naturalistic stage?3

3. Perhaps we overcome the above difficulty by having both kinds of plays. One to interest the educated audience and the other the uneducated audience. Now you tell us what a modern stage is like.

4. What are the bare essentials which an amateur society must possess?

From this point Mr. Marshall can dictate his own policy. He can command what questions he likes to be put to him, because he is now building the society.

Roughly we have thought of dividing the discussions under the following six headings.

1. General—description of setting—local colour—and problems—the necessity of reviving theatre etc. and the first practical requirements.

2. Selection of play—copies—cast—producer—stage-manager—rehearsals when and where.

3. Make-up—lighting—costumes.

4. Business side. Box-office—advertising.

5. Properties—steward—general management. Co-ordination, dress rehearsal. Last tips by producer before—

6. Curtain goes up. Here we may actually act a one act play with Indian voices. Why not get a one-act play specially written say Mulk Raj Anand?




1640. BBC Talks Booking Form, 6.11.42


R. R. Desai: Gujarati Newsletter, 37; broadcast 9.11.42; fee £5.5s + 12s 0d fare. Signed: M. Blackburn for I.P.O.






1641. Weekly News Review, 47

7 November 1942


The typescript has only one change: the word ‘heavily’ is marked by Orwell to be inserted into the second paragraph. The script carries both censorship stamps, and Orwell has written at the top of the first page, ‘As broadcast 9’ 22 E.A.B’. The reader was Noel Sircar. This was the last Newsletter to be read on Orwell’s behalf. There was no broadcast on 14 November. From 21 November until this series ended on 13 March 1943, Orwell read his own scripts; see 1571.



The Battle in Egypt has developed into a great victory for the United Nations. The Axis forces are not yet destroyed, but they are in great danger, and for three days they have been in disorderly retreat, with wave after wave of Allied bombers attacking them as they go. Something over three hundred Axis tanks have been destroyed or captured. Prisoners taken by our forces amounted yesterday to 15,000—but there will be many more within the next few days. The commander of the Afrika Corps has been taken prisoner, together with a number of other German and Italian senior officers.

It is clear from the reports that have come in during the last two days that when once the Axis positions in the narrow neck of land between the sea and the Qattara Depression had been broken, the enemy had no choice but to fall back as rapidly as possible and attempt to make another stand somewhere in the neighbourhood of the Egyptian frontier. We do not care to predict as yet whether they will be able to do this. Now that the mine-fields round El Alamein have been cleared, the Allied tanks have raced ahead, and together with the R.A.F. are pounding the retreating Axis columns along the coastal road. It is clear that the Allies possess almost complete supremacy in the air, and the retreating enemy must be losing heavily all the time in tanks, transport, and men. Nevertheless, the German commander may be able to extricate sufficient tanks and anti-tank guns to make a stand in the strong positions at Halfiya and Sollun,1 on the border between Libya and Egypt. The most recent news is that our forces have captured the airfield at Fuka, seventy miles west of El Alamein, and fighting is taking place at Mersa Matruh, another fifty miles to the west. Large numbers of Axis troops, chiefly Italians,2 have been left behind in the Southern part of the battle-field, and these will be almost entirely destroyed or captured. Six Axis supply ships have been sunk by our submarines in the Mediterranean during the past few days.

It is certain that by next week we shall have further news to report about the Egyptian campaign, and possibly sensational news. Meanwhile it is too early to say that the Axis armies in North Africa have been destroyed, but it can at least be said that the threat to Egypt has been removed.

The Japanese landed some reinforcements on the island of Guadalcanal, in the Solomons, four days ago, but have not renewed their attack. There has been some land fighting, in which the Americans have gained a little ground. The Japanese are certain to make further efforts to recapture Guadalcanal, but for the moment they have evidently lost too many planes and warships to continue without a pause for refitting. On the island of New Guinea, the Australian forces have made another advance and captured the Japanese-held village of Kokoda, with its airfield.

Throughout most of the week there has been heavy fighting at Stalingrad, but little or no change in the position. In the south, the Caucasus area, the Germans have made an advance within the last few days.3 They appear to be trying to get possession of the northern approaches of the main roads over the Caucasus mountains. At this time of year, to cross the mountains is probably not practicable, but they may be thinking of the spring, as well as of securing defensible positions for the winter. In Ukrainia, the Germans are making great efforts to organise the captured territories and exploit them in order to feed their home population. In the German press and on the radio, it has been explained in the frankest way that the Germans intend to plunder these territories for their own advantage, without regard to the interests of the inhabitants, and that they intend to break up the collective farms which the Russian peasants had built for themselves, and to hand the land over to individual German owners. It is clear, however, that this process is not proceeding so smoothly as the Germans would like to pretend. The farming of this important cornland depended almost entirely on oil-driven tractors, and when the Russians retreated they took care to destroy such machinery as they could not remove. It is impossible for the Germans to supply fresh agricultural machinery in anything like the quantities required, and it will probably be difficult for them even to muster sufficient labour. During the last war it will be remembered the Germans also had possession of the Ukraine, and tried then, as now, to plunder it for their own benefit, but in fact they got very little out of it. It looks very much as though the same story were going to be repeated this time.

Premier Stalin broadcast to the Soviet people last night on the eve of the 25th birthday of the U.S.S.R. The keynote of his speech was his confidence in the complete victory of the United Nations. Although, he said, the Germans had been able to take the offensive this year because of the absence of a second front in Western Europe, and the Red Army had had to face the onslaught of 240 German divisions, the main strategy of the Germans had failed. They had sought to outflank Moscow from the south and then capture it, and simultaneously to capture the oilfields of Baku. Both dreams had failed to materialise.

Stalin contrasted the aims of the Fascist nations, who attempt to exterminate and subjugate other peoples, with those of the Allies, who have no wish to subjugate anybody and are fighting only to destroy the so-called New Order and kill off the comparatively small cliques of people responsible for it. He also ridiculed the idea that political and economic differences were any obstacle to collaboration between Britain, Soviet Russia and the United States. In the fight against slavery, he said, it is possible even for nations with very different ideologies to have a common programme, and the events of the past year prove conclusively that the members of this great coalition are coming nearer and nearer to one another.

The hostilities in the island of Madagascar have been brought to a close, the French Governor-General having asked for and received an Armistice. Although the campaign in Madagascar was only a side-show and involved little fighting, it has had its importance as the possession of Madagascar was necessary for the command of the sea approaches to Egypt, and the Middle East. The victory of Egypt has only been made possible by the fact that the Allies were able to build up there a substantial force of tanks and aeroplanes, which they could not have done unless the sea-routes round Africa were reasonably safe. At a press conference two days ago, President Roosevelt disclosed that only a minority of the armaments used in Egypt were of American manufacture, the great bulk of them being British. It has taken a long time and continuous journies by great fleets of ships to build up this force, and the seizure of Madagascar and consequent cutting off of Axis submarine bases—which existed or were always liable to exist while Vichy remained in control of this island—has played its part in the campaign.




1642. Bengali Newsletter, 17

7 November 1942


The English original was written by Orwell. No script has been traced.






1643. To Leonard Moore

7 November 1942 Typewritten

10a Mortimer Crescent London NW 6

(This is my permanent address)

MAI[da Vale] 4579

Dear Mr Moore,

I don’t think I would press the diary on Gollancz if he doesn’t want it. At the same time I should say it is worth publishing, so we might perhaps try it on someone else. How about Cape, for instance? Someone told me recently that he is anxious to get hold of something of mine, and though this is only a slight thing he might be willing to publish it by way of ground-bait as it were. No doubt there are several others we could approach. If it falls through I will lay the book by for a few years. It is in my opinion worth printing as it records a good deal which is already half forgotten.

Among the last press-cuttings you sent me was one which said that “Shooting an Elephant” had been included in a book called “Modern Essays” (Macmillan).1 Did we give them permission to do this? I don’t remember doing so, but I may have.

I enclose the readers’ reports Gollancz sent.

Yours sincerely

Eric Blair




1644. Gujarati Newsletter, 37

9 November 1942


The English original was written by Orwell. No script has been traced. PasB gives timing as approximately 10 minutes.






1645. From Laurence Brander to L. F. Rushbrook Williams

9 November 1942 Copy to Mr Davenport1

RESILIENCE IN PROGRAMMES

1. Today we can have every set in India tuned in to the BBC.2

For the first time since the Blitz we have a monopoly in News. If we fail to take this opportunity we add to the list of our defeats. I listened to our taking the biggest hiding in broadcasting history in May and again in August. All listeners sympathetically said: “When you have a couple of victories you can talk”. During the next few days and weeks we may have these victories, and with victory talk becomes the best form of entertainment.

2. Listeners will tune in to London for the latest news. The news is of victory. Respect for us will grow. The mood of India will be modified.

Listeners will be prepared for listening to us on their own problems. Therefore now is the time to demand guidance from the highest quarters on propaganda policy for the near future on internal Indian affairs. With success in Africa the whole atmosphere of the Indian situation will change so that settlement will become possible. The generosity of our offers will at last be recognised—but we must work quickly.

3. But certain talks in our schedule become completely irrelevant in the entirely new atmosphere which success in Africa will bring. Irrelevant talking now is irritating to the listener. We must catch up with the mood that the moment will produce. We carry a lot of stuff which has become dead wood today:—

[image: image]

4. In general, it is clear that the programmes need heavy revision in these items. Most of them would do with up-to-the-minute reviewing, but

even so they would be very second best. To obtain victory in this wireless war we must use our big guns,—As well as Wickham Steed, Vernon Bartlett and the best of our Service Commentators on events in Africa.

5. We may congratulate ourselves that we have so much music and light

entertainment in the Eastern Transmission that News Flashes can come in very easily.

6. We must remember that on our side we only have AIR, not very resilient and now far behind us with the news; and that after the morning paper

most of our listeners have no means but wireless for hearing news and commentaries. Now is the time to talk.




1646. BBC Talks Booking Form, 10.11.42


Jon Kimche: 13-minute talk on war strategy, The Plan Unfolds in Africa; broadcast 10.11.42; fee £8.8s. Signed: M. Blackburn for I.P.O. The form is marked RETROSPECTIVE.1






1647. To R. R. Desai

[11 November 1942?]

CAN YOU RECORD 4.45 TO 5.45 MONDAY NEXT EXPECTING SCRIPT BY SATURDAY MORNING AT LATEST1

BLAIR BROADCASTS




1648. To R.R. Desai

11 November 1942 PP/EB/NP

Dear Desai,

I understand from Miss Blackburn that you are recording Gujarati Emergency announcements1 on Monday until 4.30, so I have arranged for you to record, from 4.45 to 5.45 on that day, your talk in the series “The Story of Fascism” for 19th November. I hope that you will send me the script so that it reaches me on Saturday morning at the very latest.

If you aren’t able to record at the time mentioned above, I think we shall have to ask you to come down from Cambridge again and do it live, unless you can record some time on Tuesday. If you do want to change the day of the recording, I should be glad if you will let me know immediately, as it is very difficult to book a studio at a moment’s notice.

Yours sincerely,

Eric Blair

Talks Producer

Indian Section




1649. To the Officer Commanding E Battery, RMA1

11 November 1942 EB/NP

Dear Sir,

I am sending you herewith a copy of a talk to be broadcast in the Eastern Service of the BBC on Friday November 13th. The writer, Gunner Keidrich Rhys, was previously serving in your battery but has now been discharged from the Army. As he is no longer a soldier it is not technically necessary for him to get your permission for the broadcast, but we thought that you might like to see a copy of the talk. It has already been passed for censorship in the normal way. Should you wish to make any changes, could you be kind enough to ring me up at Euston 3400, Ext. 208. If we do not hear from you we will assume that you have no alterations to suggest.

Yours truly,

Eric Blair

Talks Producer

Indian Section




1650. Extract from Minutes of Eastern Service Meeting

11 November 1942

COMPETITIONS

Mr. Blair submitted arrangements and publicity leaflet proposed by the sub-committee for essay competitions. Agreed Mr. Brander to draft telegram explaining the scheme to the Government of India and requesting that a copy be passed to Ahmed Ali:1 to write Ahmed Ali fully requesting his suggestions re payment of judges, short-listing, etc. by cable: announcement of the starting date postponed: reference to forthcoming competitions to be made in programmes: leaflet to state that judges will be distinguished Indians: one judge to adjudicate one competition.




1651. BBC Talks Booking Form, 11.11.42


K. K. Ardaschir: French North Africa; 13½-minute talk; broadcast 13.11.42; fee £9.19.6d.1 Signed: M Blackburn for I.P.O. Remarks: ‘Miss Boughen’s office suggests that this speaker should receive 10/6d. in addition to normal fee because he was only asked to do the talk to-day and as we need the script to-morrow2 night for special censorship he has volunteered to come up to London specially to bring the script.’






1652. BBC Talks Booking Form, 12.11.42


R. R. Desai: Gujarati Newsletter, 38; broadcast 16.11.42; fee £5.5s + 12s 0d fare + 17s 0d expenses, to stay overnight to listen to All-India Radio Gujarati bulletin.






1653. BBC Talks Booking Form, 12.11.42


Norman Marshall: ‘Let’s Act It Ourselves,’ 1 to 6; ‘six 13½ minute talks on how to start up amateur dramatic societies etc. With Balraj Sahni (staff) as questioner’; broadcast 13, 20, and 27.11.42 and 4, 11, and 18.12.42; fee £9.9s each broadcast. Signed: M Blackburn for I.P.O. Remarks: ‘Mr. Marshall was until recently a member of the staff of the BBC, but I understand he has now left, & therefore does not require a staff contract.’






1654. To Leonard Moore

13 November 1942 Typewritten

10a Mortimer Crescent London NW 6

Dear Mr Moore,

Don’t press the diary on Gollancz if he doesn’t want it. Send it back to me and I will decide whether to try elsewhere with it or to lay it by for a few years.1

Yours sincerely

Eric Blair




1655. ‘Let’s Act It Ourselves,’ 1

13 November 1942


This series, as the supporting correspondence shows, was organised by Orwell, but he seems to have participated in only the first broadcast. The series is a good example of his concern to promote active participation in creative work.



Norman Marshall Interviewed by Balraj and Damyanti Sahni Introduced by George Orwell

Introduction by Orwell: This is a new series of talks, or interviews I should rather say. It is addressed to people who are interested in the stage, not simply interested in it as spectators, but interested in actual dramatic production. There are going to be six of these talks and in them we hope to tackle a whole series of concrete technical questions in such a way as to give people who are interested in amateur dramatic production some idea of how to go to work. Well, we are doing this by getting Mr. Norman Marshall, who has had very long experience as a producer, to tell us all about it. He will be interviewed by Balraj and Damyanti Sahni, who will put to him all the questions they think want answering. By the way, curiously enough, Balraj and Damyanti Sahni and Mr. Marshall were all born in Rawalpindi in the Punjab. Now here’s Balraj Sahni …


The script is typewritten except for the final two speeches, which are in Orwell’s hand, though they do not read as if he composed them.



D. Sahni: Well, we’ve said a lot about the preliminaries, but we haven’t said anything yet about the plays we are going to act.

B. Sahni: I’m afraid we shan’t have time for that now, we shall have to discuss it next. Meanwhile, thank you very much, Mr Marshall, for the hints you have given us.




1656. Weekly News Review, 48

14 November 1942


This regular Weekly News Review was not given. Instead, Sir Ramaswami Mudaliar gave a talk in English; see 1588.






1657. Bengali Newsletter, 18

14 November 1942


The English original was written by Orwell. No script has been traced. From PasB a timing of 10′ 5″ can be implied.






1658. War-time Diary

15.11.42: Church bells rung this morning—in celebration for the victory in Egypt.1 The first time that I have heard them in over two years.


This concludes Orwell’s War-time Diary.






1659. Gujarati Newsletter, 38

16 November 1942


The English original was written by Orwell. No script has been traced. PasB gives timing as approximately 10 minutes.






1660. To T. S. Eliot

16 November 1942 PP/EB/NP

Dear Eliot,

Many thanks for your letter of the 11th. There would not be any need for you to come up to London on Monday, 30th November, and on Tuesday morning it would really do if you could come in any time before 12. The programme goes on the air actually at 12.15, and we are rehearsing from 10.30 onwards, but if you are only reading something, there is not much rehearsal needed. We have not yet picked the stuff for this programme, but the idea of this number is to be the influence of Oriental literature on English literature. I suppose we shall make use of some direct translations, but we shall also use poems where it is only a case of direct or indirect influence. I don’t know whether you have anything which you feel comes under this heading in your own work. We should certainly like you to read something of your own if possible. Perhaps “What the Thunder Said” from The Waste Land?1 But we will let you know more about the make-up of the programme later. I certainly hope you will be there, in any case, and as you say you come up to town on Tuesday mornings, perhaps it won’t mean wasting very much of your time.

Yours sincerely,

George Orwell

Talks Producer

Indian Section




1661. To Norman Marshall

16 November 1942 Original EB/NP

Dear Mr Marshall,

I am afraid you are getting these questions for this week’s talk at rather short notice. There are nine questions here, but perhaps 4 and 5 are less important than the others. However, I would like you to spread yourself on whichever ones you think most important. I don’t quite see how nos. 1 and 2 hook up. The talk for this week really starts at No. 2 and No. 1 merely seems to be a sort of preliminary to remind people what was said last week. I should think you might answer it by simply saying, “Well, the next thing is to choose a play”, after which No. 2 follows fairly naturally. Could we have your script some time on Thursday? I am sorry that you should have to do this in such a rush. I understand from the Sahnis that they will be free at 4 p.m. on Thursday, so if you’d like to come over and go over it with them, perhaps you’ll let me know.1 Unfortunately they are both very busy on Friday morning, so it’s no good asking you to come earlier and go over it with them then.

Yours sincerely,

George Orwell

Talks Producer Indian Section

Dictated by G. Orwell & despatched in his absence by:

[Signed] N. A. Parratt.


Enclosed with Orwell’s letter:



QUESTIONS FROM MR. AND MRS. SAHNI2

(For 20.11.42.)

1. Let us presume that we have now got a hall, a stage, and curtains arranged as suggested by you and lighting—although I must say that lighting is by no means a small problem for us—now, what is to be done next?

2. What sort of play do we want? Well, I explained to you that our audience is thirsting for knowledge—for a frank discussion of social problems. We don’t want escapist plays because talkies do that. Can you suggest some English play which our friends can read as a sort of illustration. Perhaps they would like to translate it and act it. For purposes of this discussion we shall take it for granted that they will read it and act it. Which plays do you suggest?

3. Which must be decided first, selection of the play or selection of the producer?

4. One thing more. I hear that in Moscow the entire responsibility of production, direction, almost everything except the business side lies with the producer. That is, each theatre is known by its regisseur or producer? It is true?° If so, what is the difference between Regisseur and producer?

5. Will a regisseur be more necessary for us or will a producer do?

6. What are the qualifications of a producer?

7. How far is he a dictator and how far a democrat?

8. Who is a stage manager? What is his function?

9. What else must be decided before the rehearsals begin?




1662. BBC Talks Booking Form, 16.11.42


Keidrych Rhys: ‘A Day in My Life,’ 2; 13-minute talk on his life as a soldier; broadcast 13.11.42; fee £6.6s (amended from £8.8s). Signed: M Blackburn for I.P.O. Remarks: ‘We were not able to send in a booking slip earlier because Mr. Rhys, having just been discharged from the Army, apparently has no address.’






1663. Memoranda on News Commentaries in English for Malaya


On 16 November 1942, the Eastern Service Director, L. F. Rushbrook Williams, wrote to Rowan Davies1 about the English Period on the Malayan Band. In addition to expressing the hope that uncertainties about the “Malayan Band” (his quotation marks) were being cleared up, he wrote: ‘If you agree, I will get “George Orwell” to write a script,2 which can be read for him, for this period. He has kindly agreed to do this.’

Davies replied on the same date, annotating the memorandum sent him: ‘Yes: I am sure Blair would do it admirably. 2. May I take it that he will write the script for Friday 20th? 3. Who will read the script for him? Mrs Lee3 or an other°. If the latter—I must explain to Mrs Lee why her Contract is being cancelled.’

Both memoranda are handwritten. There is no figure ‘1’ for the first of Davies’s points.






1664. To Desmond Hawkins

17 November 1942 Original and carbon copies EB/NP

Dear Hawkins,

The anniversaries for December seem somewhat thin. I suggest one of the following:

Sir Isaac Newton, born December 25; Milton, born December 9; Nostradamus, born December 17; Kepler1 born December 27; Tycho Brahe, born December 14; Karel Kapek, died December 25; Sibelius, born December 8; Richelieu, died December 4.

That seems to be about all, unless one puts in war things, which I rather want to avoid in this programme. The Aswan Dam was completed on December 10th 1902, but [as] we have just had one dealing with Egypt, it might be better to select one from the others I have given you. There seems to be rather a preponderance of astronomers this month, but there is one astrologer if you prefer that. Let me know which of them you choose.

We shall want the script by November 26th if possible. The broadcast is on December 1st, at 1145 GMT, and we hope to get Malcolm Baker-Smith to produce it again.

Yours,

[Top copy signed] Geo. Orwell

George Orwell

Talks Producer

Indian Section




1665. To E. M. Forster

18 November 1942 PP/EB/NP

Dear Forster,

I don’t know if you have heard about Narayana Menon’s book on W. B. Yeats?1 It will, I think, be suitable to mention in your next talk. It is also being pubished in India. He tells me he is going to send you a copy. If he doesn’t, we can get one for you.

Have you finished with “Conditions of Peace”?2 We don’t want to hurry you, but there seems to be a considerable demand for it, so perhaps you could post it, when you have finished with it.

Yours,

George Orwell

Talks Producer

Indian Section




1666. To V. E. Yarsley

18 November 1942 PP/EB/NP

Dear Dr. Yarsley,1

Mr. Ritchie Calder has suggested to me that you might be willing to do a talk in one of our series. We have a series called “Science And the People” in which we get experts to discuss new discoveries and processes which are of importance to ordinary people. Mr. Ritchie Calder himself has just done us one on Micro-films. We should like you very much, if you would, to do one on Plastics. These talks are for the English-speaking Indian audience and should be rather simple and non-technical, though one can assume that one is talking to a well-educated audience. These take 13½ minutes, which usually means about 15 hundred words. The date of this talk will be Tuesday December 15th, at 12.15, and we would like to have the script by about December 8th at the latest. Would you be kind enough to let me know whether you would like to undertake this?

Yours truly,

Eric Blair

Talks Producer

Indian Section




1667. To A. R. Bell, Programme Accounts

18 November 1942 EB/NP

RECORDING BY DAME MYRA HESS AND SCOTT GODDARD

On Monday, 16th November 1942, in Studio 4 at 200 Oxford Street, Dame Myra Hess1 recorded a 13½ minutes programme, consisting of about six minutes of speech in the form of question and answer (interviewer being Mr. Scott Goddard), and about 7 minutes of pianoforte playing.2 Dame Myra Hess’s contract was arranged with Music Booking Manager, and that of Scott Goddard with Talks Booking. The programme was successfully recorded and it is in order for Dame Myra Hess and Mr. Scott Goddard to receive their fees.

The date of reproduction is Wednesday 25th November 1942 from 200 O.S. at 1145–1200 GMT in the Eastern Service (Red Network) in Lady Grigg’s programme Women Generally Speaking. The discs (DOX: 6984) will go to R.P. Library Oxford Street.

[Signed] Eric Blair

(Eric Blair)


On 18 November, Mary Blackburn wrote this Private & Confidential note in Bokhari’s name to the Empire Music Supervisor:


We understand that Dame Myra Hess has on certain occasions received a maximum fee of 75 guineas, but this is not the case for a 13½ minute programme. She has previously (and very kindly) broadcast for us in the Eastern Service at a very much smaller fee—even as low as 15 guineas! The question of payment to Dame Myra is being dealt with by Mr. Wynn (Music Booking manager).

Your point regarding the similarity of voice, in the case of Scott Goddard and Dr. Sargent is most pertinent, but Lady Grigg (who arranges these programmes in the series “Women Generally Speaking”) feels that arrangements have gone rather too far ahead for any alteration to be made now. We have spoken to her about the similarity of voices, and she says she will try to see that sufficient difference is maintained for short-wave broadcast.








1668. Background of French Morocco

Tribune, 20 November 1942


United States forces landed in French Morocco on 8 November 1942. The Resident-General, M. Noguès, surrendered on 11 November. It was this that prompted Orwell’s article. Following the Casablanca Conference attended by Churchill, Roosevelt, and de Gaulle in January 1943, Churchill persuaded Roosevelt to spend a short time with him in Marrakech (which Churchill called ‘the Paris of the Sahara’), where Orwell had spent the winter of 1938–39.



As you travel in the train from Spanish into French Morocco you pass for a while through a strip of territory which resembles my own mental picture of the Russian collective farms. Black earth, with here and there a tractor plough crawling across it, stretches away to the horizon on either side of the line, and every few miles there is a neat cluster of limewashed cottages and agricultural buildings. This is the fertile coastal belt, watered by the winds from the Atlantic and producing a million tons of wheat annually. Needless to say, the Arabs do not own an inch of it. It is all owned by a French syndicate which works it with gang labour. The Arabs, the vast majority of whom are small peasants, cultivate a dried-up, treeless soil on which they grow barley, lucerne and various fruits and vegetables. They live chiefly on barley and the milk of miserable goats which graze on cacti, and whose daily yield is a quarter of a pint per head.

The general poverty of the country is startling, and probably worse than anything to be seen in India. Beggars are as common as flies. Children are herding goats or sheep by the time they are six, and are often doing a full day’s work at carpentering or blacksmithing when they are twelve. Most of the transport of the country is done by tiny donkeys, which cost ten shillings each and are worked to death within a few years. Bigger than England in size, Morocco barely supports a population of seven millions, and even if not under alien rule it would still be desperately poor, because of its lack of water. There are no considerable rivers, and until you come to the Atlas Mountains there are no wild trees at all, except in a few areas where the French have started reafforestation. The French settlers cultivate the land successfully and grow first-rate oranges and olives and a rather inferior wine, but this depends on having sufficient capital to dig wells and storage tanks. Apart from its agricultural and animal products the country has not much in the way of natural wealth, though the Atlas Mountains, which are not fully explored, no doubt contain minerals.

There are some 200,000 Europeans in Morocco, French or Frenchified Spanish. The seaport of Casablanca has a white proletariat of perhaps 70,000. Of the rest of the population about 5 millions would be Arabs, 100,000 Jews, and the rest chiefly Chleuh, a rather primitive Berber people inhabiting the Atlas. Except for Casablanca the big towns are really enormous villages where the peasants come to sell their beasts and buy cooking pots, nails, etc. Everything is made by hand with tools which have not altered since Biblical times. The Moroccan handicrafts, especially the pottery and the blankets, are some of the finest in the world, and have held their own against European or Japanese imports because of the miserable wages paid to the people who make them. A highly-skilled potter or carpenter earns round about a penny an hour. Except for agriculture the Jews do the same work as the Arabs, and seem on average to be somewhat poorer.

I may have seemed to paint a picture of general misery, but I must record that in 1938 and 1939 the people in Morocco struck me as being happier than, for instance, the people in London. One saw everywhere the most shocking destitution and drudgery, but also, on the whole, one saw happy faces and magnificent bodies. The Chleuh, even poorer than the Arabs of the plains, were one of the most debonair peoples I have seen. One must remember that Morocco is still almost entirely in the feudal stage, barely touched by industrialism with its conveniencies and its discontents. The French took the country over in 1906, but they did not complete its conquest till 1934. The Arabs are not French citizens (for them this has the advantage that military service is not compulsory), and the country is ruled indirectly, through the Sultan, who is the creature of the French but towards whom the Arabs have a feudal loyalty. The excellent motor roads have carried a thin trickle of French culture from the Mediterranean shore to the southern slopes of the Atlas, but the mass of the people are untouched by it. Hardly any Arabs speak French correctly and few Frenchmen bother to learn Arabic.

The European population is made up of three quite distinct strata. At the top there are the well-to-do business men, bureaucrats and army officers, forming a society similar to that of Anglo-India, but probably stupider and certainly more reactionary. Then there are the small settlers, shopkeepers and minor officials, who look down on the Arabs and treat them as children; and then the white prolateriat, who do not perhaps despise the Arabs but tend to keep aloof from them. Even very petty official jobs are done by Frenchmen, so that there are probably more white officials in Morocco, with its 7 million inhabitants than in India, with its 350 millions. The normal French attitude towards the Arabs is patronising, though not unkindly. Even in 1939 the country was ripe for Fascism. Almost the whole of the Press was pro-Franco—one of the principal papers was run by Doriot’s party—Gringoire and Candide1 were the favourite reading of the army officers, and the petite bourgeoisie were anti-Semitic. The left-wing parties had little footing in the country, even in Casablanca. The attitude of the Arabs towards the French occupation was rather difficult to gauge. Although the conquest was comparatively recent it seemed to have left no scars behind, and the absence of race-hatred was very striking. Wherever one went one met with friendliness, though no servility—even the beggars were not really servile. The Arabs have probably transferred some of their feudal feeling to the French régime, and the French have found it easy to recruit an excellent mercenary army of the colonial type. But towards the poorer classes of French the attitude of the Arabs appeared to have an undercurrent of good natured contempt. They were very much nicer human beings than these petty functionaries and shopkeepers, and perhaps they were aware of it. It would be absurd to expect a revolutionary movement of anything like the European type to arise in Morocco, but a violent nationalist movement, non-existent three years ago, could probably arise quite suddenly. The French defeat by Germany may have paved the way for it.

It now seems as though the United Nations are going to have control of Morocco, and what they ought to do with it is clear enough in general terms.2 A country like Morocco cannot be genuinely independent, because it cannot defend itself; it must be under some kind of tutelage, and it must have the loan of European technical experts; but to free the Arabs from economic exploitation would be very simple, and would hurt nobody except a few wealthy men in Paris and Casablanca. There is no need to interfere with the small French settler, who improves the soil and does little harm. But the big syndicates which have absorbed all the best land and given themselves a monopoly of the wine and tobacco trades should be expropriated forthwith. Above all, that strip of fertile soil down the west coast should be given back to the peasants. The buildings and the machinery for collective farms are already there; but even if the land were split up into small holdings the possession of it by the Arabs themselves would raise the standard of living perceptibly. It would be very easy for us and the Americans to do this, our own interests not being directly involved. Such a deed would echo round the world and cause convulsions in Franco’s colony next door. But when one tries to imagine it actually happening, and then looks at the faces of the people who rule us, one remembers rather sadly that the age of miracles is over.


A shortened version of this article appeared in World Digest, February 1943, ‘by permission of the author.’ The chief omissions were the last sentence of paragraph 2; the section in paragraph 5 from ‘Even in 1939 …’ to ‘… even in Casablanca’; and all of the last paragraph. There is some evidence of change in tone—for example, the omission of ‘Needless to say’ at the beginning of the fourth sentence of the first paragraph.






1669. News Commentary in English for Malaya, 8

20 November 1942


This was written and read by George Orwell. No script has been traced. The News Commentaries in English for Malaya began on Friday, 2 October 1942. They were first written and read by Mrs. H. C. Lee. The first three (2, 9, 16 October) were called ‘English News Commentary’; the next four (23, 30 October, 6, 13 November) had the title ‘News Commentary in English for Malaya.’ This was the title used for Orwell’s scripts, which he read himself; see 1663 for the proposal that Orwell take over this work. The series ran until 2 July 1943 (No. 40), and most were written and read by Orwell and broadcast by him by that name. From 9 July, he broadcast a Newsletter to Indonesia. When he was ill from 20 January to 11 February 1943, 17 was read by someone else and 18, 19, and 20 were written and read by others; 25 was written by Orwell but read by someone else. Details are given at the appropriate dates. Thus, Orwell was responsible for writing 30 of the 40 scripts and for reading 28 of them.

A Newsletter in Malay (usually given by Richard Winstedt1) was also transmitted on Fridays. Orwell’s English-language broadcast went out at 1130 GMT and that in Malay at 1430. The Malay-language broadcast continued when Orwell’s Newsletter was directed to Indonesia from 9 July 1943.

Orwell believed few people, if anyone, heard his Newsletters, and his fear was supported by Miranda Wood. Mrs. Wood typed a version of Nineteen Eighty-Four and, in a private memoir kindly given to the editor (see Appendix 12, 3735), she says that in 1946 Orwell asked her if she had heard any BBC Overseas Service broadcasts when she was living in Japanese-occupied Java. Though not a prisoner, being technically a German citizen then, she told Orwell she ‘had done no radio listening in the Japanese occupation at all’ because it was far too dangerous. ‘Orwell said he had thought as much.’ A rare chance has brought to light a diary from 1943 kept by a civilian internee in Bangkok, Albert Gentry, then aged forty-two. The prisoners, it says, had access to news and were able to listen regularly to All-India Radio and from time to time to BBC broadcasting from London. From his diary, it would seem he heard straight news bulletins, but it is possible that on 18 June 1943 he heard Orwell’s commentary; see 2139, n. 1. From the diary and from reports made available to the editor by the then protecting powers (Sweden and Switzerland), it is clear that consular officials in Bangkok regularly listened to BBC broadcasts (as might be expected). One or two entries from this diary (indicated by ‘Gentry’) are reproduced where they may help to elucidate events.2

On 17 September 1984, a Women’s Royal Army Corps officer, Barbara Rigby, wrote to Tom Hopkinson about Orwell’s broadcasts to Malaya. She had by chance picked up an old copy of Cornhill in which, in an article about Orwell, he wondered whether Malayans had heard Orwell’s broadcasts.3 When she had been in Malaya in 1983 she had helped collect toys for orphans cared for by Roman Catholic nuns. One nun, Sister Margaret, a Scot ‘in her seventies, if not more,’ spoke of the privations suffered during the Japanese occupation. She said that they had relied on the BBC and had walked many miles in their heavy clothing in the hot sun to smuggle reports of what they had heard. Sister Margaret described ‘how they had been cheered by George Orwell—“we used to bless that good man”, she said. … I told her that he had died of consumption, and she was most distressed.’ She concluded her letter to Hopkinson: ‘I thought you might be pleased to know that what must have seemed thankless work to the man himself was eagerly awaited, as cheering in unpleasant conditions.’






1670. Review of The British Way in Warfare by B. H. Liddell Hart

The New Statesman and Nation, 21 November 1942

This collection of revised and reprinted essays written from about 1932 onwards, is largely a history of the development of the British army in the years between the two wars. Its opening chapters, however, contain a survey of Britain’s “traditional grand strategy” which is the most interesting and provocative part of the book and the most important at this moment. The battle for mechanisation has been won, at any rate on paper, but the controversy over the Second Front is still raging, and Captain Liddell Hart’s theories are extremely relevant to it.

What is the “traditional strategy” which we have abandoned and which Captain Liddell Hart implies that we should return to? Briefly, the strategy of indirect attack and limited aims. It was practised with great success in Britain’s predatory wars of the eighteenth century and only dropped in the decade before 1914, when Britain entered into an all-in alliance with France. Its technique is essentially commercial. You attack your enemy chiefly by means of blockade, privateering, and sea-borne “commando” raids. You avoid raising a mass army and leave the land fighting as far as possible to continental allies whom you keep going by means of subsidies. While your allies are doing your fighting for you you capture your enemy’s overseas trade and occupy his outlying colonies. At the first suitable moment you make peace, either retaining the territories you have captured or using them as bargaining counters. This was, in fact, Britain’s characteristic strategy for something like two hundred years, and the term “perfide Albion” was thoroughly justified except in so far as the behaviour of other States was morally similar. The wars of the eighteenth century were waged in a spirit so mercenary that the normal process is reversed, and they seem more “ideological” to posterity than they did to the people who fought in them. But in any case the “limited aims” strategy is not likely to be successful unless you are willing to betray your allies whenever it pays to do so.

In 1914–18, as is well known, we broke with our past, subordinated our strategy to that of an ally, and lost a million dead. Commenting on this Captain Liddell Hart says: “I can find in the conditions of the war no satisfying explanation of our change.… No fundamental cause for a change of historic policy seems to appear. Hence one is inclined to find it in a change of fashion—in the military mode of thought inspired by Clausewitz.” Clausewitz1 is the evil genius of military thought. He taught, or is supposed to have taught, that the proper strategy is to attack your strongest enemy, that nothing is solved except by battle, and that “blood is the price of victory”. Fascinated by this theory, Britain “made her navy a subsidiary weapon, and grasped the glittering sword of continental manufacture”.

Now there is something unsatisfactory in tracing an historical change to an individual theorist, because a theory does not gain ground unless material conditions favour it. If Britain ceased, at any rate for four years, from being “perfide Albion,” there were deeper reasons than Sir Henry Wilson’s2 tie-up with the French General Staff. To begin with it is very doubtful whether our “traditional” strategy is workable any longer. In the past it really depended on the balance of power, more and more precarious from 1870 onwards, and on geographical advantages which modern technical developments have lessened. After 1890 Britain was no longer the only naval power, and moreover the whole scope of naval warfare had diminished. With the abandonment of sail navies became less mobile, the inland seas were inaccessible after the invention of the marine mine, and blockade lost part of its power owing to the science of substitutes and the mechanisation of agriculture. After the rise of modern Germany it was hardly possible for us to dispense with European alliances, and one of the things allies are apt to insist on is that you do your fair share of the fighting. Money subsidies have no meaning when war involves the total effort of every belligerent nation.

The real shortcoming of these stimulating essays, however, lies in Captain Liddell Hart’s unwillingness to admit that war has changed its character. “Limited aims” strategy implies that your enemy is very much the same kind of person as yourself; you want to get the better of him, but it is not necessary for your safety to annihilate him or even to interfere with his internal politics. These conditions existed in the eighteenth century and even in the later phases of the Napoleonic wars, but have disappeared in the atomised world in which we are now living. Writing in 1932 or thereabouts, Captain Liddell Hart is able to say, “Has there ever been such a thing as absolute war since nations ceased to exterminate or enslave the defeated?” The trouble is that they haven’t ceased. Slavery, which seemed as remote as cannibalism in 1932, is visibly returning in 1942, and in such circumstances it is impossible to wage the old style of limited profit-making war, intent only on “safeguarding British interests” and making peace at the first opportune moment. As Mussolini has truly said, democracy and totalitarianism cannot exist side by side. It is a curious fact, not much remarked on, that in the present war Britain has, up to date, waged the kind of war that Captain Liddell Hart advocates. We have fought no large-scale continental campaign, we have used up one ally after another, and we have acquired territories far larger and, potentially, far richer than those we have lost. Yet neither Captain Liddell Hart nor anyone else would argue from this that the war has gone well for us. Nobody advocates that we should simply wipe up the remaining French and Italian colonies and then make a negotiated peace with Germany because even the most ignorant person sees that such a peace would not be final. Our survival depends on the destruction of the present German political system, which implies the destruction of the German army. It is difficult not to feel that Clausewitz was right in teaching that “you must concentrate against the main enemy, who must be overthrown first”, and that “the armed forces form the true objective”, at least in any war where there is a genuine ideological issue.

To some extent Captain Liddell Hart’s tactical theories are separable from his strategic ones, and here his prophecies have been all too well justified by events. No military writer in our time has done more to enlighten public opinion. But his justified war with the blimps has perhaps overcoloured his judgment. The people who scoffed at mechanisation and still labour to reduce military training to a routine of barking and stamping are also in favour of mass armies, frontal attacks, bayonet charges and, in general, meaningless bloodshed. Disgusted by the spectacle of Passchendaele,3 Captain Liddell Hart seems to have ended by believing that wars can be won on the defensive or without fighting—and even, indeed, that a war is better half-won than won outright. That holds good only when your enemy thinks likewise, a state of affairs, which disappeared when Europe ceased to be ruled by an aristocracy.




1671. News Commentary, 48

21 November 1942


This was the first weekly Newsletter in English for India written and read by Orwell; on the previous day he had read his first Newsletter to Malaya; see 1669. The new arrangements are confirmed in Orwell’s letters to Bahadur Singh, Noel Sircar, and Shridhar Telkar of 21 November; see 1674 to 1676. See also Venu Chitale’s Programme Preview, 24 November, 1683. The script is headed ‘News Commentary’ and is marked, in Orwell’s hand, ‘As b’cast 13′ 15″ E.A.B’. PasB states, ‘News Review by George Orwell.’ West omits this broadcast, assuming that Orwell began reading his own Newsletters from 28 November 1942 (West: Commentaries, 179, n. 307).



It so happens that this news commentary wasn’t delivered last week, so that it’s now a fortnight since a discussion of the war situation has been broadcast in this service. During that fortnight the whole face of the war, one might say, the face of the world, has altered. It’s hardly necessary for me to recapitulate in detail the news from North Africa and the Pacific. But let me just run over the main items, which may help us to get the situation into focus.

Last time this news commentary was broadcast the Eighth Army was at Mersa Matruh, about a hundred and twenty miles west of el Alamein. Now they are [almost] at Benghazi, several hundred miles inside Libya, and the latest figures give the Axis losses at a minimum of seventy-five thousand men, mostly prisoners. A fortnight ago there were rumours of Allied warships gathering at Gibraltar, and it was possible to infer that something was going to happen in West Africa.1 Now the whole of Algeria and Morocco are under Allied control, and the British First Army is advancing into Tunisia and has made contact with the Axis forces there.2 A fortnight ago we knew nothing about the situation in the Solomon Islands except that land fighting was going on and the Japanese were probably planning another naval attack. Now the Japanese have had a shattering naval defeat in which between ten and twenty of their warships have gone to the bottom, besides transports carrying not less than twenty thousand men.3 I mention the Solomons battle not only because it’s important in itself, but because—as you can see easily enough if you look at a map of the world—it links up with events in Africa and both have their effect on India.

Now let me try to get the situation into its right perspective. It’s important to see it objectively and not expect too much. In particular, one ought to guard against hoping that the campaign in Africa will be all over in a few days, or even a few weeks.

The biggest achievement of the American seizure of North Africa, coinciding with the British victory in Egypt, was to rob the Germans of the initiative and drive them on to the defensive. For the time being the Germans have to move in response to our moves, and not the other way about, as has been happening throughout most of the war. [The Germans can’t, in fact, counter our move in North Africa without weakening their forces elsewhere and throwing their strategy out of gear. On the other hand they can counter pretty vigorously, and are already doing so. It’s important to keep in mind that all the commanders on the spot, British and American alike, have emphasised that there is a tough fight ahead before the Axis armies in Africa are destroyed and the Mediterranean is under our control.]

What counter-move can the Germans make? They have already occupied the whole of what used to be Unoccupied France, and also Corsica.4 That was to be expected sooner or later, and it’s doubtful whether it will do the Germans much good. It’s not even at all certain why they have done it. But beyond that, it is clear that the Germans are going to gamble [heavily] on holding on to Tunisia and perhaps on making a come-back in Libya. [If you look at the map you can see that Tunisia, especially the naval base of Bizerta, is strategically of great importance. If the Germans could hang on to Bizerta and its airfields—with Sicily less than a hundred miles away—they could cork the central Mediterranean entirely.] Within a few days of the American landings in North Africa the Germans were flying troops into Tunisia; others have come by sea, and others may have moved in overland from Tripoli. They are probably in possession of Bizerta already, and they can be counted on to consolidate their position very rapidly. Meanwhile the British First Army, with American support, has crossed the border from Algeria and already clashed with the Axis forces, and two days ago British and American parachute troops captured two airfields somewhere deep into Tunisia. There was news this morning that British advanced units had made contact with the Germans only 30 miles from Bizerta. But for the moment the situation in Tunisia may favour the Axis, because we can’t altogether prevent them from ferrying reinforcements across from Sicily, and on the other hand bad communications may hold up the Allied advance for some days. The northern tip of the Atlas Mountains runs down to the sea near the Algeria-Tunisia border, and the railway communication is not good. The Allied armies are evidently entering5 Tunisia in two columns, one near the coast and one further south, via Tebessa. But they can’t move without air support, which means acquiring airfields and moving ground-staff, and for some days their progress may slow down. If it does, we can count on the Axis broadcasters to make the most of the fact. In the long run, however, the chances are against the Germans being able to hold on to Tunisia; and no doubt they know this and are attempting what is really a delaying action. If they are going to lose Tunisia in the end, the more men and tanks they pour into it now, the greater their loss in the long run. On the other hand, if they can hold us up in Tunisia they may save what is left of the Afrika Corps in Libya, and that is probably the meaning of their manoeuvre.

The remains of the Afrika Corps is now somewhere west of Benghazi. The Germans announced that they had evacuated Benghazi yesterday. They6 may by this time have received reinforcements from over sea, or perhaps from Tripoli. General Alexander, who should know, considers that the Germans will make their next stand at el Agheila, about 50 miles west of Benghazi. This is a marshy area favouring defensive tactics, and it was here that the Germans made their comeback in the campaign of last winter. It is unlikely that they will be able to turn the tables on us as they did that time. Every eyewitness account that has come in in the past few weeks has emphasised the tremendous losses the Germans and Italians have suffered, not only in men, but in tanks, guns and transport. They have also been heavily outmatched in the air all through the battle. It isn’t likely that they can reinforce the Afrika Corps to the extent needed for a successful counterattack, especially when they are trying to hang on to Tunisia as well. More probably they mean to fight a rearguard action which will allow the bulk of General Rommel’s army to escape over sea, or fall back on Tripoli.

I believe we are destined to see the whole southern shore of the Mediterranean pass into Allied hands. But it may take months, if only because of the vast distances involved. During the last few weeks the Eighth Army has advanced faster than any army at any stage of the war, but even at that pace they couldn’t reach Tripoli before the New Year. We mustn’t lose sight, also, of the other countermoves the Germans might possibly make. They might make an airborne attack on some point in the Middle East or conceivably even on the British Isles, or they might violate Spanish neutrality and attack Gibraltar. The Spanish Government has ordered partial mobilisation, and this must have some meaning. Probably, also, we shall suffer heavy losses at sea until all the African coastline is ours. No figures have been published yet, but we do know that in the first week of the Mediterranean operations the Axis lost thirteen submarines, which means that they are making very big efforts to attack our shipping. But on the whole the prospects are good, and it needs to be emphasised that even if the strategic situation in the Mediterranean remained as it now is, it would have shifted enormously in favour of the Allies. The range of airfields now open to us is enormously greater, Italy is within easy reach of our bombing planes, and the Germans are cut off from Dakar in French West Africa, on which they undoubtedly had designs. More important yet, they have lost the vast quantity of imports—foodstuffs, vegetable oils, raw rubber, wool and various minerals—which they were previously drawing from French Africa. And incidentally we have acquired two or three hundred thousand tons of merchant shipping which was in the North African ports.

The political situation in North Africa is less satisfactory—at best, it is confused. The one thing that is certain is that there is virtually no support for the Axis in North Africa, either among the French or the Arabs. In Morocco and Algeria the French put up only a token resistance to the American landings, and in Tunisia they are already fighting against the Germans. But the support we are getting from the local French authorities has its liabilities. Most of the local French military and naval commanders seem to have come over to the Allied side, including some who were strong supporters of Vichy and the policy of so-called collaboration. In particular Admiral Darlan, who only a little while ago was one of the most anti-British of the Vichy gang, appears to have changed sides and also appears to have been confirmed in some kind of position of command in French North Africa. [We don’t know how long this unsatisfactory state of affairs will last.] The Fighting French National Committee under General de Gaulle has very naturally washed its hands of the whole affair and refused to cooperate with any of the supporters of Vichy. It has evidently done this with the full understanding of the British Government. President Roosevelt has stated that all present arrangements are merely provisional. He has also asked the French authorities in Africa to open up the concentration camps where anti-Fascist refugees—25,000 of them—were interned, and to revoke the anti-Jewish laws which the Germans had forced on Vichy. We may hope that this will happen quite soon. Meanwhile the political set-up in North Africa is of a temporary kind, and we perhaps ought to suspend judgment on it till the Axis armies are destroyed.

At the other end of the world, down in the South Pacific, the Japanese have had their heaviest blow since the battle of Midway Island. In the main battle this week they lost no less than eleven warships, including a battleship, and five subsequently; also a number of transports which would involve the death of not less than twenty thousand men. There is no need to answer the lies which the Japanese have published, because the facts speak for themselves: the Japanese fleet has retreated from the Solomon Islands. In New Guinea the Australian and American forces have been advancing steadily, and the Japanese hold on the eastern part of the island is now confined to a small area round Buna. There is some reason to think that the Japanese may evacuate their remaining troops by sea. I said earlier that the campaigns in North Africa and the Pacific are connected, and if you look again at the map you’ll see that the point of their intersection is India. India is the spot where the two main Axis partners hope sooner or later to join hands. Well, every Allied victory in the Mediterranean or in the Pacific helps to make that impossible. If the North African campaign succeeds, the Mediterranean is opened up and communication between Britain and India becomes comparatively safe and rapid. If the Japanese continue to lose ships at the speed they have been doing, they can’t get naval control of the Bay of Bengal, and without that they are unlikely to attempt the invasion of India.

While all this has been happening in Africa & the Pacific, the situation at Stalingrad has remained much as it was in spite of renewed German attacks, & in the Central Caucasus the Germans have evidently had a serious reverse. This week I have had to talk chiefly about the North African campaign, because events there have outweighed everything else and it was necessary to bring this news commentary up to date after a week’s interval. Next week I hope to be able to deal with the other fronts as well.




1672. Bengali Newsletter, 19

21 November 1942


The English original was written by Orwell. No script has been traced.






1673. To T. S. Eliot

21 November 1942 PP/EB/NP

Dear Eliot,

Thank you for your letter of the 18th. I should like it very much if you would read “What the Thunder Said”, on December 1st. It will be quite all right if you are at 200 Oxford Street by 11.30 on that day.

I am rather anxious to arrange for the speakers in that particular programme, who will include Mulk Raj Anand and Narayana Menon, to be photographed. I hope you will have no objection to this.

Yours sincerely,

George Orwell

Talks Producer

Indian Section




1674. To Bahadur Singh

21 November 1942 PP/EB/NP

Dear Mr. Bahadur Singh,

It has been suggested that we should make a slight change in the presentation of the Weekly News Review, which you have so kindly helped us with. As I write the script myself, I have been asked to read it as well, so we are trying this out, with effect from to-day. I believe I told you about this last time I saw you. This means that for the time being, at least, we shall not be asking you to read the News Review, but I am most grateful to you for the help that you gave us. I hope that we shall be able to ask you to broadcast for us again later on.

Yours sincerely,

Eric Blair

Talks Producer

Indian Section




1675. To Noel Sircar

21 November 1942 PP/EB/NP

Dear Mr. Sircar,

I think I may have told you last time you were here that we are making a slight change in the presentation of our Weekly News Review. It has been suggested that I should broadcast the script as well as write it, and so we are trying this out with effect from to-day. This means that for the time being, at least, we shall not be asking you to read the News Review, but I am very grateful for the help that you gave us with it.

Yours sincerely,

Eric Blair

Talks Producer

Indian Section




1676. To Shridhar Telkar

21 November 1942 PP/EB/NP

Dear Telkar,

I think I told you a week or so ago that we are making a slight change in the presentation of our Weekly News Review. It has been suggested that I should broadcast the script as well as write it, and so we are trying this out with effect from today. This means that for the time being, at least, we shall not be asking you to read the News Review, but I am very grateful to you for the help that you gave us.

Yours sincerely,

Eric Blair

Talks Producer

Indian Section




1677. To V. E. Yarsley

21 November 1942 PP/EB/NP

Dear Dr. Yarsley,

Thank you for your letter of 20th November, and for agreeing to do the talk on Plastics. The lines you suggest are just what we want, and I shall very much look forward to seeing your talk.

Please do not bother to send us a copy of your other talk; we are asking the Schools Department to let us have one, and I expect we shall receive it by Monday next.

Yours sincerely,

Eric Blair

Talks Producer

Indian Section




1678. BBC Talks Booking Form, 21.11.42


R. R. Desai: Gujarati Newsletter, 39; broadcast 23.11.42; fee£5.5s + 12s 0d fare + 17s 0d subsistence, in order to listen to All-India Radio bulletin in Gujarati. Signed: M Blackburn for I.P.O.






1679. Gujarati Newsletter, 39

23 November 1942


The English version was written by Orwell. No script has been traced.






1680. To Norman Marshall

23 November 1942 EB/NP/np°

Dear Mr. Marshall,

I enclose another list of questions, supplied by Mr. and Mrs. Sahni. Mr. Sahni asked me to tell you that the questions are tentative, and that you should not consider yourself bound by them. You can add new ones and delete any or all of these, if you like.

Perhaps you will give me a ring and let me know if you would like to come and go through the script with the Sahnis, or if not, when I may expect the script.

Yours sincerely,

Eric Blair

Talks Producer

Indian Section


Enclosed with Orwell’s letter:



LET’S ACT IT OURSELVES

          No. 4—Friday, 4th December

Question 1:

Last time, Mr. Marshall, you talked to us about the producer’s work at the early rehearsals and the importance of the prompter. Now today I suggest that you should tell us something about the art of acting on the stage.

Marshall:

I shall gladly do so, but I thought your actors did not act the performance in the English language, so I do not know whether what I say will be very helpful to them.

Question 2:

I should not worry much about that because we need to impress on our listeners very strongly that it [is] no use staging plays in English. They will fail. It is also of no use to imitate the conventions in many of the productions of the western stage. These talks are just to let them know about the western stage. They can take what suits their genius and their circumstances. It is from that point of view that I want to ask you about the actors here and their conventions.

(Mr. Marshall may say a few words in agreement and speak about the unbroken tradition of acting in England—it did not have much respect as a profession in the early days but today it’s an important and respected profession etc.)

Question 3:

In one discussion you told us about talking [over] the play. Would it not be better in an amateur society where the producer may not be so far superior to the rest of the company in talent and experience to have one or two preliminary discussions about the play, the different characters, the author’s meaning etc?

Question 4:

What are the accomplishments of a good actor? Is he born or made? If made, how? Are there any acting schools in England?

Question 5:

Is it necessary to be good looking to be a successful actor or actress?

Question 6:

What is “ham” acting? Is it necessarily bad?

Question 7:

Should the actors be natural? Some people say there is no such thing as natural acting, what do they mean?

Question 8:

What is meant by tempo and movement?

Question 9:

What is meant by grouping?

Question 10:

How long before the dress rehearsal should the actors know their parts thoroughly?




1681. BBC Talks Booking Form, 23.11.42


S. K. Das Gupta: to translate and read Bengali Newsletters written in English by E. Blair; broadcast 5, 12, 19, and 26.12.42; fee £5.5s each. Signed: M Blackburn for I.P.O. Handwritten addition: ‘[Mrs R. Ghosh will do 2 mins in this period].’






1682. To K. K. Ardaschir

24 November 1942 PP/EB/np

Dear Mr. Ardaschir,

As Mr. Blair is away today, he has asked me to write and thank you for the Philippines synopsis that you sent him; he would like to keep it as we might be able to use something along those lines sometime.

I believe you are coming to London towards the end of the week, and Mr. Blair would like to see you then, if possible, about the Tunis script. Perhaps next time you are in London you will ring up and we can arrange a time to suit you both. There is no space in the schedule for this talk now, but it might be fitted in if Tunis comes very much into the news.

Yours sincerely,

Secretary to Mr. Blair




1683. Extract from Venu Chitale’s Programme Preview

24 November 1942

You have, of course noticed the change in the NEWS REVIEW period on Saturdays. I mean the fact that George Orwell, novelist and journalist, author of Burmese Days and other books, now reads the weekly news commentary written by himself. Those who know him through his books will now have the opportunity of hearing him regularly on Saturdays.




1684. BBC Talks Booking Form, 24.11.42


Mulk Raj Anand: ‘Voice,’ 5 ‘(in conjunction with Dr. Menon)’; Oriental influence on English Literature; ‘half hour programme of poems etc. with discussions lasting about 5’. Mr. Anand helped to put the programme together & will take part in discussions’; broadcast 1.12.42; fee £4.4s. Signed: M Blackburn for I.P.O. Remarks: ‘As Dr. Menon is helping in this prog as well, Dr. M. R. Anand should receive slightly less than his usual fee.’






1685. BBC Talks Booking Form, 24.11.42


Gujarati Newsletters, 40–44; English version written by E. Blair, translated and read by R. R. Desai; broadcast 7, 14, 21, and 28.12.42; fee £5.5s + 12s 0d fare + 17s 0d expenses (in order to listen to All-India Gujarati broadcasts1).






1686. BBC Talks Booking Form, 24.11.42


Lady Grigg: ‘Women Generally Speaking’; broadcast 2, 9, 16, 23, and 30.12.42; fee £8.8s each broadcast. Signed: M Blackburn for I.P.O.






1687. BBC Talks Booking Form, 24.11.42


Princess Indira of Kapurthala: ‘Favourite Moments’; ‘four 30-minute programmes comprising 5–7 mins. speech & the rest gramophone records’; ‘script written by Hubert Foss (separate contract)’; ‘reading only’; broadcast 5, 12, 19, and 26.12.42. Though initially signed by Mary Blackburn, her signature was crossed out, the form was left incomplete and marked ‘Example—for Miss Savage to see.’






1688. BBC Talks Booking Form, 24.11.42


Princess Indira of Kapurthala: ‘The Debate Continues’; broadcast 7, 14, 21, and 28.12.42; fee £12.12s each talk. Signed: M Blackburn for I.P.O.






1689. BBC Talks Booking Form, 24.11.42


Narayana Menon: almost identical details as those for Mulk Raj Anand in here.






1690. BBC Talks Booking Form, 24.11.42


Herbert Read: ‘Voice,’ 5; ‘reading poems and taking part in discussions in this 30 minute programme’; broadcast 1.12.42; fee £4.4s. Signed: M Blackburn for I.P.O. Remarks: ‘Mr. Read should receive his usual fee for taking part in this programme.’






1691. BBC Talks Booking Form, 24.11.42


Shridhar Telkar: ‘Behind the Headlines’; broadcast 2, 9, 16, 24, and 31.12.42; fee £9.9s each talk. Signed: M Blackburn for I.P.O. Remarks: ‘As from December 24, Mr. Telkar will b’cast on Thursday instead of Wednesday.’






1692. BBC Talks Booking Form, 24.11.42


Dr. V. E. Yarsley: ‘Science and the People,’ monthly; 3, Plastics; broadcast 15.12.42; fee £9.9s. Signed: M Blackburn for I.P.O. Remarks: ‘Dr. Yarsley is an expert on this subject, & I suggest he should receive the same fee as Dr. Kidd & Ritchie Calder, who gave the first 2 talks in the series.’






1693. To L. F. Rushbrook Williams

24 November 1942 Handwritten annotation


On 22 November, Chinna Durai sent the Eastern Service Director a script which he had earlier discussed with him. It was designed to promote a ‘Commonwealth consciousness’ that would encourage India to stay within the Empire. Durai thought there was an opportunity that should be taken to project Britain in a favourable light to India following the success of the Eighth Army in Libya. Rushbrook Williams circulated it to Orwell, A. L. Bakaya, and Balraj Sahni, but all turned it down. Its only new point, Bakaya thought, was ‘Britain looks forward with confidence to invading Europe.’ Neither Bakaya nor Orwell could fit it into their talks’ schedules; Sahni was willing to meet Durai. Orwell wrote:



E.S.D.

I’m afraid we simply can’t find space for this without cutting our schedule up.

Eric Blair 24.11.42




1694. To Herbert Read

[26 November 1942?]

DONT FORGET EXPECTING YOU 10.30 TUESDAY1

ORWELL




1695. To Bahadur Singh

26 November 1942 PP/EB

Dear Bahadur Singh,

Thanks for your letter. I am sorry, but I don’t think I can arrange to do anything on Christmas Day itself, as we have more or less Christmas items on the 23rd and also the 29th. We have a new series coming on in January in which I think you could take a hand occasionally. This is a series called “In The Public Eye” which will be short character sketches of prominent personalities of the week, and probably in most cases adapted from the Profiles in the Observer, which you may have seen. This will be a weekly item, done by different people, and there is no reason why you would not cover this item from time to time.

Yours sincerely,

Eric Blair

Talks Producer

Indian Section


Singh had replied to Orwell’s letter of 21 November expressing his willingness to contribute scripts and immediately offered a talk for Christmas Day. Orwell annotated Desai’s letter, ‘Answered 25.11.42’—not 26, as on the letter sent to him.






1696. To Stevie Smith

26 November 1942 PP/EB/np

Dear Stevie,

I’m sending herewith the proof copies of the two books, and also the manuscripts you lent me. I’m sorry I have kept them for so long.

Thanks very much for your suggestions for a Christmas number of Voice. I think we could make an excellent programme, based on those ideas, but I am inclined to think that it would mean devoting far more time to it than we can possibly spare at the moment. However, we are hoping to have the Christmas number of December 29th, and we may find that there is more time in hand by then.1

Yours

George Orwell

Talks Producer

Indian Section




1697. News Commentary in English for Malaya, 9

27 November 1942


This was written and read by George Orwell. No script has been traced.






1698. Weekly News Review, 49

28 November 1942


Marked in Orwell’s hand, ‘As B’cast 12′ 15″ E.A.B’. Intermediate timings have been written at the foot of each page of the script. They are shown here in italic within square brackets. The cumulative totals do not quite tally with the timings for individual pages of the script.



At the end of my commentary last week, I promised that this time I might be able to give some news from the other fronts, particularly the Russian front. Well, the news has come, and it is just as sensational as the African move of a week or two earlier.

Six days ago, the Russians opened an offensive north-west and south of Stalingrad. Almost immediately there was news that the northern attacking forces had broken through, made a fifty mile advance and captured thirteen thousand prisoners. Since then, however, it has gone very much further. The attacking Russian army has circled round to the south and captured in all something over sixty thousand prisoners and an enormous amount of material.1 The latest Russian reports speak of driving the enemy eastward over the Don, which can only mean that they have circled right round to the rear of the enemy forces and that a very much larger body of Germans than those taken prisoner already is in danger of being cut off if they don’t get out quickly. Even in the German communiques it is possible to deduce the fact that the present position of the German army before Stalingrad is very shaky, and I think in any case we are safe in saying that the long siege of Stalingrad has now been definitely raised.

I don’t care as yet to predict too much about the results of this Russian offensive. If the German position is as precarious as it looks on the map they may not only have to lose very much more heavily in men and material, but they may even have to make a big retreat and go back to somewhere about the line they occupied last winter. But however that may be, I want to emphasise two facts about the Russian offensive. The first is its probable effect on German morale and Axis morale in general. It will now be very hard indeed to conceal from the German people the fact that the [3′ 10″] German2 campaign in Russia in 1942 has been a failure. The objectives of that campaign were first of all to get to Baku and the oil fields, secondly in all probability to capture Moscow by an encircling movement from the south, and thirdly quite certainly to get to Astrakhan on the Caspian Sea and thus cut the Russian communications running North and South. Well, not one of those objectives has been achieved, and the prime cause of the failure has been the heroic Russian defence of Stalingrad. It is impossible that the German common people should not recognise how important Stalingrad is, because it has been in the news for too long. Indeed, so long as they felt confident of taking it the German military spokesmen emphasised the importance of Stalingrad for all they were worth. It is now something over three months since the siege began, and something over two months since Hitler solemnly promised that it would be taken. A month or so later, when Stalingrad hadn’t been taken, Hitler explained that after all, it was not of very great importance because even if the Russians were still in possession of the city itself or what was left of it, the Germans were in a position to prevent Russian traffic moving up and down the Volga. Well, now that almost certainly the Germans will be forced to retreat from Stalingrad even that claim can’t be made any longer. The German propagandists, therefore, will be in the unenviable position of having to admit that their military commanders have poured out lives and material on an enormous scale for an objective which finally wasn’t achieved. The effects even on German morale must be bad, and on Germany’s so-called Allies they may be disastrous. The war has already lost most of its meaning from the Italian point of view, and it will not make the Italians any happier to know that tens of thousands of their sons are being frozen in Russia for absolutely nothing, at the same time as their African Empire is slipping away from them and their cities are [2′ 20″=5′ 30″] being bombed to pieces.

The other thing I’d like to point out about this Russian campaign is its co-relation with the North African campaign. Through a great part of this year the Russians have had to fight almost alone against the biggest army in the world. Now Russia’s allies have managed to stage a diversion elsewhere and the effects make themselves felt almost immediately on the Russian front. For there can’t be much doubt that the Russian success is partly due to the Germans’ having to withdraw part of their air strength in order to rush as many planes as possible south in hopes of retrieving the situation in Africa.

Since last week French West Africa has fallen into line with the other French colonies and entered into collaboration with the Allies. The only bit of French African territory still nominally neutral is French Somaliland with the port of Jibouti, which no doubt will come over in the near future. French West Africa coming into the Allied sphere of influence is not merely important because of the valuable products—raw rubber, vegetable oils and various food stuffs—which we shall now be able to get from those territories. It is also important because of the great naval base of Dakar which has docks big enough to take battleships and which is only sixteen hundred miles from Brazil. With nearly the whole of the West African coast line under our control, it is much easier to deal with the U-boats in the South Atlantic and also with the ports further north which we now hold we have a much safer supply route to the Central Mediterranean than we have had hitherto. There is road and rail communication all the way from Casa Blanca° almost to Tunis and if the North African campaign succeeds completely it will be possible to travel from Gibraltar to Suez by a comparatively short route without once entering in the range of the Axis aeroplanes. French West Africa came over quite amicably without any fighting and is under the general [2′ 25″= 7′ 53″°] control of Admiral Darlan. I repeat what I said last week, that we must regard the present political set-up in French Africa as merely temporary and likely to come up for revision when the military part of the campaign is settled. We may not like the past record of some of the Vichy commanders who have now come over to our side, but the fact of their coming is at any rate a good symptom—it means that with their much greater inside knowledge of events in Europe than we ourselves can possess at present—they have decided that the Nazi ship is sinking. [And no doubt Hitler’s treacherous attack on Toulon,3 and his breach of his solemn promise given only two weeks ago will further strengthen the resistance to the Axis of many Frenchmen who have hitherto held aloof from the United Nations. The scuttling of the French fleet to prevent it falling into German hands was a defiance worthy of French valour.]4

There hasn’t been a great deal of development on the two battlefronts in Libya and Tunisia. The 8th Army entered Benghazi almost a week ago—in all probability this will be the third Christmas they have spent there—and they have also occupied Jedabya, fifty miles south on the coastal road, and are in contact with the enemy near El Agheila. Probably the Germans intend to make a stand here and it may take the 8th Army some days more to get their heavy equipment into position for a fresh attack. If the Germans decide not to stand at El Agheila, they will probably have to go back to Misurata, another two hundred miles along the Libyan coast. The Allies have also occupied the Jalo oasis, two hundred miles south in the desert, which safeguards them against any outflanking movement. On the other side, in Tunisia, the First Army is evidently getting into position for a direct assault on Tunis or Bizerta. Their movement has been slowed up no doubt partly by the fact that much of their material still has to come all the way from Casablanca, but partly also by the evident fact that the Axis are for the time being stronger in the air on this front. It isn’t easy for the Germans to reinforce their army in Tunisia on any big scale with men or heavy equipment, but they can reinforce their air strength more quickly than we can; and this advantage may remain with them for some days to come. In the long run, however, it is unlikely that the Germans will get the [2′ 20″ = 10′ 16″] better of the air battle, even on this front, because the total air strength of the Allies is now greater and is getting increasingly more so. In any case, any air reinforcements they send to Tunisia is weakening some other front, especially the Russian front. Meanwhile, their air losses have already been heavy and even if they successfully fight a delaying action which allows the bulk of Rommel’s army to escape by sea, they may turn out not to have gained much in the process.

There is not very much news from the South Pacific. The Japanese succeeded in bringing their forces at Buna some small reinforcements by sea, but it is not expected that they will be able to hold on to Buna much longer. The Allies have captured Gona, a few miles along the coast, and the Japanese are being heavily bombed besides being attacked on the ground. If they are driven out altogether from the Eastern part of New Guinea, this, along with the stronger American hold on the Solomons after their naval victory, will make it possible to launch an attack on Rabaul, which is the most important Japanese base in this area. [11′ 37″]

Addition to News Review.5

Hitler has broken his pledge to Marshal Petain° and occupied Toulon. The French commanders have scuttled the French fleet and destroyed the naval arsenal and ammunition dumps. Hitler has ordered the demobilisation of what is left of the French Army. I give these items of news very baldly because it is too early to comment on them adequately. We don’t know yet whether any of the French ships escaped to join the Allies, though we do know that none of importance have fallen into the hands of the Germans. I hope to comment on this next week. Meanwhile, just let me point out two things. One is that this marks the end—and from our point of view the successful end—of Hitler’s two and a half years of intrigues to get hold of the French Fleet. The other is that it is the final death blow to the New Order. Any chance of French collaboration with the Nazis has now gone for good.

[No timing marked]




1699. Bengali Newsletter, 20

28 November 1942


The English original was written by Orwell. No script has been traced. From PasB a timing of 8′ 30″ may be implied.






1700. To Miss McCallum

28 November 1942 PP/EB

Dear Miss McCallum1

I understand from Miss Blackburn that you are kindly helping us by suggesting a speaker for our series of talks “A Day in My Life” (A Canteen worker). We shall be most grateful if you will approach Lady Peel2 and find out from her if she will be willing to do this talk, in the form of an interview with Dr. Mulk Raj Anand. Dr. Anand is arranging this series of talks and is interviewing each speaker in the series. He has already interviewed a Munition worker, a Soldier, a Seaman and a Nurse. For Lady Peel’s information, we enclose a copy of one of the broadcasts. The whole interview should take 13½ minutes. The date of broadcast is Friday, 18th December and the actual time of the broadcast is from 12.45 to 1.0 p.m. BST. If the time and date are not convenient to Lady Peel, it will be possible to arrange for the talk to be recorded in advance.

We shall be grateful if you can telephone us as soon as possible, so that we may arrange for Dr. Anand to meet Lady Peel and discuss their interview together.

Yours sincerely,

[Initialled] E.A.B

Eric Blair

Talks Assistant




1701. Notes

c. 28 November 1942


On 27 November 1942, T. S. Eliot wrote to Orwell asking him to ensure Eliot’s right of entry to the BBC in order to participate in the ‘Voice, 5’ broadcast; no ticket of admission had been sent him. He concluded: ‘I wish I could get you for lunch some time.’

On the verso of this letter, in Orwell’s writing, are the following notes:



Talbot

“One of the most difficult”

… “successful party”

Kharkov

“Under the famous 5 year plans” …

“building up a new life”




1702. In the Darlan Country

The Observer, 29 November 1942

Before the war French Morocco, like much of North Africa, lived partly on its picturesqueness, ultimately traceable to poverty. Except for the climate, every feature that attracted the tourist really depended on the fact that the average human being’s earnings were round about a penny an hour.

The most striking thing in Morocco is its barrenness. Of its seven million inhabitants the great majority are small peasants, cultivating a soil which is little better than desert. Down the Atlantic coast there is a strip of fertile land where a million tons of wheat are grown annually, but this is owned by a French syndicate which works it with gang labour. The Arab peasant stirs his dried-up soil with a primitive plough drawn by a cow and an ass yoked together, and grows crops of weed-infested barley and lucerne. For a few months there are fitful storms of rain, and then the streams swell, the grass springs up and the miserable domestic animals put on a little flesh, but for the rest of the year water is precious enough to be a cause of feuds and murders. Just as in Biblical times, landmarks are moved and streams suddenly diverted in the middle of the night. Part of the trouble is the lack of trees.

There are date palms, pomegranates, and, where the French have settled, groves of oranges and olives, but except in the Atlas Mountains there are no wild trees at all. This is the result of hundreds of years of goat-grazing. Even in the thinly-populated Atlas, where there are forests of oak and fir, the mountain-side round each village is bare as a slag-heap, thanks to the goats.

Morocco differs from the majority of French colonies in that it has only recently been conquered (the fighting did not really end till 1934), and French cultural influences have barely touched it. Very few Moroccan Arabs speak French otherwise than in a sort of barbarous pidgin. In the way of education the French have done very little, and there are no universities and no class corresponding to the English-speaking intelligentsia of Egypt or India. In 1939, at any rate, there was no vernacular Press or Arab-owned French Press, nor any nationalist movement worth bothering about. The social relationship between French and Arabs is complicated by the fact of Morocco being so near Europe. Excellent motor roads run all the way from the Mediterranean shore to the desert beyond the Atlas; and the French lorry-driver, carrying with him the atmosphere of Marseilles, is as ready to sit down in the wayside bistro with an Arab as with a European.

In Casablanca there is a large French proletariat, drawing low wages, and everywhere there are small traders and shopkeepers living among the Arabs, but reproducing as well as they can the life of provincial France. On the other hand, the business community, the bureaucracy, and the army officers live in a more lordly, Anglo-Indian style, and there is a general tendency to treat the Arabs as charming but rather naughty children. Everyone tu-toies them, and the newspapers refer to them patronisingly as “les indigènes” (“natives”). But the fact that the French working class have little colour prejudice—so that, for instance, French conscripts do not mind being put in the same barracks as African troops—makes for a friendly atmosphere, and has no doubt played its part in damping down nationalist feeling.

There are some 200,000 Europeans in Morocco, all French-speaking, though some of them are of Spanish origin. Since 1940 few Englishmen can have seen the interior of Morocco; and one can only guess at subsequent political developments, but in 1939, at any rate, the prevailing outlook among Europeans was semi-Fascist. The loyalties of the local Press ranged from Daladier to Doriot, and the Fascist weeklies, “Gringoire,” “Candide,” “Je suis Partout,”1 and the rest of them, were on sale everywhere. The Left-Wing parties had no foothold, even in Casablanca. During the Munich crisis the general apathy and cynicism, even among army officers, were very striking. Anti-semitism was common, although the Moroccan Jews, who live in self-contained communities and are mostly petty craftsmen, present no real problem. Some nationalist feeling may also have increased among the Arabs as a result of the French defeat and the consequent slump in French prestige.

Morocco is now under the control of the United Nations, and merely to govern it, in the sense of preventing rebellion, is not likely to be difficult. The French have successfully ruled it through the phantom Sultan, who has already transferred his allegiance to ourselves. But whether Morocco can be brought actively into the war is another question, not answerable during the political interregnum. At present we appear to have guaranteed Admiral Darlan, and if that means that we have guaranteed the existing régime, then Morocco will remain what it has always been—stagnant, feudal, and desperately poor. The long-term needs of the country are obvious enough. It needs more trees, more irrigation, better agricultural methods, better breeds of animals, more schools, more hospitals All this means foreign capital and, inevitably, foreign protection for a weak and backward country like Morocco cannot be genuinely independent.

But it would be a great pity if a positive short-term policy, capable of enlisting the Arabs on our side, cannot be evolved. Morocco is obviously important in the strategy of the war. The road and rail communication running from Casablanca to Tunis gives us a supply route far safer than we have had hitherto, and at the worst the possession of Casablanca would partly offset the loss of Gibraltar. In spite of its poverty Morocco can export several valuable foodstuffs, and at need it could also produce at least 100,000 soldiers of the highest quality. The peace-time strength of the colonial army in Morocco was 50,000, of whom perhaps half would be Arabs. They were long-term volunteers, the Moroccan Arabs, unlike the Algerians or the Senegalese, not being French citizens and therefore not liable to conscription. The equipment of these troops was and probably still is old-fashioned, but as human material they would be hard to beat.

It seems unlikely, however, that Morocco will enter fully into the war effort unless the war can somehow be given a meaning from the Arab point of view. Basically it is a matter of economic restitution. The French exploitation of Morocco has not been particularly gross, but still it is exploitation, and any thinking Arab must be aware of this. Nearly all of the most fertile soil of the country, and all the modern industries, are in foreign hands.

Moreover, if Italian Libya is conquered and some fairly generous settlement arrived at there, it must have repercussions among the Western Arabs. The grosser injustices could be wiped out without interfering with the small French settler, though not, indeed, without bumping up against the big capitalist interests. If we want the Arabs on our side we have got to promise them either autonomy or a higher standard of living, or both. And there is also the local French working-class, whose interests are approximately the same as those of the Arabs. Whether the existing French authorities, whom we have so hastily guaranteed, will lend themselves to any genuine programme of reform seems very doubtful. But it is certain that in Morocco, as in so many other places, the mass of the people will not and cannot be actively with us unless we are ready to make deep changes in the status quo.




1703. Gujarati Newsletter, 40

30 November 1942


The English original was written by Orwell. No script has been traced. PasB gives timing of approximately 9 minutes, and this is also given in Mary Blackburn’s letter of 4 January 1943. However, the implied timing from the PasB data is 8′ 35″.






1704. To Norman Marshall

30 November 1942 PP/EB/np

Dear Mr. Marshall,

I am enclosing herewith the questions provided by Mr. and Mrs. Sahni. Mr. Sahni asked me to emphasise that, although [he] has divided the questions into two sets, it rests entirely with you which lot you take first, and so on. He also says that if you don’t like the questions and would prefer to make your own, please do!

As you know, you will be recording the 5th discussion on Saturday, 6th December, from 5.45 to 6.45 p.m. at 200 Oxford Street. We shall expect you on Thursday next, at about 6 o’clock, as usual.

Yours sincerely,

George Orwell

Talks Producer

Indian Section


Enclosed with Orwell’s letter:



LET’S ACT IT OURSELVES

No. 5—Friday, 11th December (recording Saturday, 6th December)

Question 1: In this fifth discussion let’s take up stage work, lighting, music etc. and if there is time the business side. Suppose an amateur society is putting on a play like “The Enemy of the People.” How many people will the stage manager require to assist him? What will be their duties?

Question 2: Should settings aim at reality or suggestion? Would suggestion not be preferable in a small theatre?

Question 3: What is meant by a pre-dimensional [three-dimensional?] setting?

Question 4: Are foot-lights absolutely necessary? How do they get rid of shadows on the stage?

Question 5: If an experienced stage electrician is not availabe are there any very simple hints for amateur lighting?

Question 6: Is make-up necessary, if so why?

Question 7: If a company has to travel about can you give any practical advice from your experience?

Question 8: When we came off the air last time you said that the secret of good production is “right emphasis”, what did you mean?

Question 9: What is the minimum capital required for starting an amateur theatrical society in an English provincial town?

Question 10: Do various dramatic societies help each other? How?

Question 11: What is the stage generally built of in this country? Is it always made of wood or is it ever a solid platform?

Question 12: Should music be used during the intervals of a performance?




1705. ‘Voice,’ 5

1 December 1942


An illustration of the participants of ‘Voice,’ 5 appears in London Calling, No. 175, 22 (programmes for 14–20 February 1943). The caption reads: ‘Here is a picture taken during the broadcasting of “Voice”, a radio magazine programme of modern poetry for English speaking India, in the B.B.C.’s Eastern Service. From left to right, sitting, are: Venu Chitale, a member of the B.B.C. Indian Section; M. J. Tambimuttu, a Tamil from Ceylon, editor of “Poetry (London)”; T. S. Eliot; Una Marson, B.B.C. West Indian Programme Organiser; Mulk Raj Anand, Indian novelist; Christopher Pemberton, a member of the B.B.C. staff; Narayana Menon, Indian writer. Standing: George Orwell, author, and producer of the programme; Nancy Parratt, secretary to George Orwell; William Empson, poet and critic. It is hoped that “Voice” will return to the Eastern Service in the spring of this year [1943].’ It did not continue after ‘Voice,’ 6, 29 December 1942. The illustration is reproduced as Plate 2, West, Orwell: Broadcasts.






1706. ‘Voice,’ 5: A Magazine Programme

1 December 1942


The script for this programme has not been traced but the PasB gives some details which enable an outline to be reconstructed. The theme was ‘Oriental Influence on English Literature.’ Those who participated were George Orwell, William Empson, Una Marson, T. S. Eliot, Narayana Menon, Mulk Raj Anand, M. J. Tambimuttu, and Christopher Pemberton (see 1705). The first three people, BBC staff members, were marked as receiving no fee.

The programme included: ‘Brahma’ by R. W. Emerson (12 lines); ‘What the Thunder Said,’ part V of The Waste Land, by T. S. Eliot (113 lines), read by the author; extract from ‘The Rubaiyat of Omar Khayyam’ (36 lines); ‘The Indian upon God’ by W. B. Yeats (20 lines); ‘The Mark’ by W. B. Yeats (15 lines); ‘Mohini Chatterjee’ by W. B. Yeats (20 lines); passages from ‘The Secrets of the Self’ by Sheikh Muhammed Iqbal (40 lines); passages from ‘Confessions of an English Opium-Eater’1 by De Quincey (360 words). Herbert Read was to have read some of his poems, but he was not able to be present.






1707. To E. W. D. Boughen, Talks Bookings

1 December 1942 EB/WMB

We had arranged for Herbert Read to take part in VOICE No. 5, on December 1st, 1942, from 11.15 to 11.45 GMT. Unfortunately, he was prevented from coming and therefore did not take part in the programme. I expect he will return the contract in due course.

Dictated by Eric Blair and

despatched in his absence by

[Signed] Winifred Bedwell1




1708. BBC Talks Booking Form, 1.12.42


Lady Peel: ‘A Day in My Life,’ 7; ‘13 minute interview with Mulk Raj Anand (who arranges the series) on her life as a canteen worker’; broadcast 18.12.42; fee £8.8s. Signed: M Blackburn for I.P.O.






1709. BBC Talks Booking Form, 1.12.42


M.J. Tambimuttu: ‘Voice,’ 5; ‘half hour programme. Made one or two remarks in the discussion but came primarily out of interest in the programme’; broadcast 1.12.42; fee ‘usual’ £2.2s. Signed: M Blackburn for I.P.O. Remarks: ‘I suggest he should receive a small1 token fee.’






1710. To T. S. Eliot

2 December 1942 PP/EB1

Dear Eliot,

It was very kind of you to take part in the ramshackle programme yesterday.2 I hope you may later take part in one of these programmes which will have rather more natural unity. The next one comes off on December 29th, and I think we are going to make it a Christmas number, probably with carols interspersed. You might like to take part in that one and you could, at any rate, keep the date in mind. I will let you know particulars of the programme later. For this type of programme you don’t really need to be here except on the morning itself.

Meanwhile, I am hoping that you will do one of the talks in another series, which begins in the last week of this year. We are going to have seven talks on American writers, so as to try to put American literature a bit more on the map in India, as we have previously done with English, Russian and Chinese literature. I am going to get Herbert Read to more or less run the series and he will, I think, do the opening talk on Hawthorne. The ones following are Poe, Melville, Mark Twain, Jack London, O. Henry, Heminway.° You could take any of these you like but above all I should like you to take the one on Poe. The scheme of the programme is this. First there is a 13½′ talk on the author in question. Then an interlude of music and then five minutes reading from the chosen author’s work. This should be quite easy to select in the case of Poe. You might let me know about this and we could talk it over.

I don’t know how often you are in town. You could, perhaps, have lunch with me one day next week, or come to my place in the evening, whichever you prefer. We could always put you up for the night as we have spare rooms.

Yours sincerely,

George Orwell

Talks Producer

Indian Section




1711. To George Woodcock

2 December 1942 Handwritten


On 18 November 1942, George Woodcock wrote to Orwell:


I have just read the controversy in the Partisan Review,1 and I feel one reference in your letter calls for some kind of reply. I mean, of course, the B.B.C. Indian broadcasts.

As you know, I had the opportunity of observing one from the inside.2 What I heard (and found myself saying) certainly surprised me and made me feel that, if I had heard a fair sample of the Indian broadcasts, I might in the past have been a little too angry about them. I don’t think the broadcast I heard was even remotely likely to “fox the Indian masses”, because (1) it would reach only the educated crust and (2) it contained no propaganda likely to alter the ideas of a disaffected Indian. This, however, does not alter the fact that the intention behind Indian broadcasts conducted under the auspices of a British imperialist government is, admittedly, to keep India out of the clutches of the Fascists, but, equally certainly, to keep it in the clutches of the British nabobs. I do not mean that this is your intention — in fact I am sure it is not — but I fear it is the intention these broadcasts will unwillingly serve.

I should explain my own motives in taking part in the broadcast. Of course, I suspected immediately that your offer was a trap of some kind3 but I decided to accept because of my curiosity to see what went on inside. I was reasonably rewarded! In case you should think I had any mercenary motive (“financially profitable back-scratching” etc), if you enquire at the B.B.C. contract office you will see that I did not return the contract and have taken no payment.4

I don’t wish to enlarge on this matter, as I imagine this kind of haggling is probably unpleasant to you. I’d like to discuss your ideas on the younger writers, and particularly this business of “financial profit” (I earn most of my money growing cabbage plants and tomatos°!), but I don’t feel this is quite the occasion.

Yours sincerely

George Woodcock






Orwell replied on 2 December 1942:



10a Mortimer Crescent NW 6

Dear Woodcock,

I’m sorry I didn’t get round to answering your letter earlier, but I’m very busy these days. I am afraid I answered rather roughly in the “Partisan Review” controversy. I always do when I am attacked—however, no malice either side, I hope.

I can’t help smiling at your (a) not accepting the fee after doing a broadcast for the BBC & (b) “suspecting a trap” when asked to b’cast. As a matter of fact it was Mulk’s5 idea to ask you. That particular b’cast is a bit of a private lunacy we indulge in once a month & I would be surprised if it is listened-in to by 500 people. In any case there is no question of getting to the Indian masses with any sort of b’cast, because they don’t possess radios, certainly not shortwave sets. In our outfit we are really only b’casting for the students, who, however, won’t listen to anything except news & perhaps music while the political situation is what it is.

I am sorry that what I said about “financially profitable” rankled—I didn’t mean it to apply to you or any of the others personally, merely to the whole process of literary racketeering about which doubtless you know as well as I do.

As to the ethics of b’casting & in general letting oneself be used by the British governing class. It’s of little value to argue about it, it is chiefly a question of whether one considers it more important to down the Nazis first or whether one believes doing this is meaningless unless one achieves one’s own revolution first. But for heaven’s sake don’t think I don’t see how they are using me. A subsidiary point is that one can’t effectively remain outside the war & by working inside an institution like the BBC one can perhaps deodorise it to some small extent. I doubt whether I shall stay in this job very much longer, but while here I consider I have kept our propaganda slightly less disgusting than it might otherwise have been. I am trying to get some of our b’casts for the Indian section published in book form.6 If this goes through you may see from the book that our b’casts, though of course much as all radio stuff is, aren’t as bad as they might be. To appreciate this you have to be as I am in constant touch with propaganda Axis & Allied. Till then you don’t realise what muck & filth is normally flowing through the air. I consider I have kept our little corner of it fairly clean.

Yours

Geo. Orwell




1712. To Edmund Blunden

3 December 1942 Top1 and carbon copies

Dear Mr. Blunden

I think Brander will have rung you up before this letter reaches you. We would like it very much if you would compere a series of talks for us and deliver one in the series yourself. I should warn you, however, that it is all rather short notice and it is very important to get all the scripts in by the end of this month.

I will explain the reason. We are proposing to have a series of six talks covering some of the set books in the B.A. course in the° English literature at Calcutta University. This will be more or less similar to the series you took part in before, but we propose this time to publish the six talks in the form of a pamphlet in Calcutta, so as to appear before the University examinations. This will mean that the scripts will have to be despatched from England early in January at latest, though some of them will not actually go on the air until a few weeks later. The six subjects are:—

1) Shakespeare, with special reference to JULIUS CAESAR.

2) Milton, with special reference to the shorter poems.

3) Hardy, with special reference to FAR FROM THE MADDING CROWD.

4) HAZLITT—with some remarks about English essays in general.

5) Shaw—with special reference to ARMS AND THE MAN.

6) The Book of JOB.

The speakers I have projected are E. M. Forster, F. L. Lucas, yourself, George Sampson, Bonamy Dobree and T. S. Eliot, respectively. Of course you could alter this list as much as you wished, but the all important thing is to get things moving quickly. The first talk would be actually delivered on the 25th December (it can be recorded beforehand of course) but I should want to have all six manuscripts in by about that date.

These are 15 minute talks, which means approximately 1500 words.

Can you please let me know, as early as possible, whether you can undertake this.

Yours sincerely

[Signed] Geo. Orwell

George Orwell

Talks Producer

Indian Section




1713. Venu Chitale to Sarup Mukerjee

3 December 1942 PP/VC/np

Dear Sarup,

We are recording an adaptation of an Indian play for our programme which will be transmitted to India on January 12th 1943, in our series “Indian Play”.

The recording is fixed up for Monday, December 14th, and we would need you here from about 2.30 onwards. If it is suitable for you to be in London on the 14th, I want you to do the part of Madhav in the play “Malti and Madhav” in Bhavabhuti.1 Lilla Erulkar will play opposite you.

Please let me know by return of post if you will be able to take part in the recording, so that I can inform the Contract Department. As soon as I know that you will be taking part, I shall send you a roneo-ed copy of the script.

Yours sincerely,

Venu Chitale

Talks Assistant

Indian Section

(Mr. Blair’s Office)




1714. To V. E. Yarsley

3 December 1942 PP/EB/WMB

Dear Dr. Yarsley

I am sending you the scripts you asked for and as these are the only copies we have I should be glad if you would kindly return these when you have finished with them.

I received your talk and script yesterday and thank you very much for sending them in such good time.

It was very kind of you to give us all the details about yourself over the telephone yesterday and our Publicity section were very pleased with it.

Would you be good enough to be here at 200 Oxford Street on December 15th, the day of the broadcast, at 11.30 a.m. This will give you time to rehearse.

Yours sincerely

[Initialled] E. A. B

Eric Blair

Talks Producer

Indian Section




1715. ‘The End of Henry Miller’

Tribune, 4 December 1942

No more that is of any value will come out of Henry Miller. Fruit trees past bearing continue to put forth leaves, and writers never stop writing, but Miller is one more instance of the fact that even the best writer has only a limited number of books in him. Since his work is autobiographical, he might well have produced only one book worth reading, but in fact he produced two, or possibly three, and it is of these that I would like to speak, rather than his latest pot-boiler.1 For it is something to have written even one book that remains memorable after seven years, and for a variety of reasons Miller’s early work has never had its due in this country.

Miller’s best book is Tropic of Cancer, published in 1935. It might seem useless to recommend anyone to read it, since the Nazis in Paris and the police in this country have seen to it that there are not many copies in circulation, but I would back it to survive. Books which are worth reading always become respectable sooner or later. Meanwhile there is no harm in drawing attention to its existence; also Black Spring and Max and the White Phagocytes, which belong to the same period.

Tropic of Cancer was excluded from this country because it contained unprintable words and dwelt on unmentionable subjects. It is by no means a book of pornography, but the dirty words are integral to it and no expurgated edition would be possible, because it is a straightforward attempt to describe life as it is seen and lived by the average sensual man. I emphasise “straightforward,” because Miller is in a sense not attempting very much. If one wants to describe life as it really is, there are two main difficulties to be got over. The first is that our language is so crude compared with our mental processes that communication between human beings is chancy at best. The second is that so much in our lives is normally considered unprintable that the most ordinary words and actions, once they get on to paper, are given a false emphasis. Joyce in Ulysses was dealing with both of these problems, but primarily with the first; Miller is only dealing with the second, and dealing with it by pretending that it does not exist. In Tropic of Cancer there is nothing resembling the complex pattern of Ulysses, nor the desperate effort to convey differing states of consciousness by means of linguistic tricks. There is only Henry Miller, an out-at-elbow American of exceptional intelligence, but of average morals and opinions, talking about his everyday life. Granted that he is a brilliant prose-writer, Miller writes as the average man talks. The great charm of Tropic of Cancer is that it is a good-tempered book, the book of a man who enjoys the process of life and, unlike Joyce, is not struggling against a Catholic upbringing or a Swiftian horror of the body. It is obscene, but less so than the average conversation you would overhear in a Nissen hut, and the facts it recounts are mostly sordid, but not more sordid than the things one had to do in the nineteen-twenties and ’thirties in order to earn a living.

Miller was a highbrow American novelist living in a Paris backstreet, and to that extent his circumstances were abnormal, but in writing Tropic of Cancer he was filling a gap that existed in the over-political literature of the nineteen-thirties. The book has no moral, it offers no programme, no key to the riddle of the universe. It speaks for the common man whose aim is, first, self-preservation, and secondly, a “good time.” Is the common man heroic? Not consciously. Is he anxious to die for a Cause? No. Does he want to be faithful to his wife? No. Does he even want to work? Not very much. This side of human nature Miller expressed admirably, because he not only shared it but, as a lumpenproletarian intellectual, a man who for many years had walked the narrow tightrope between starvation and honest work, possessed it in a hypertrophied form. Most current enthusiasms struck him as sheer lunacy. What did it matter, for instance, whether or not Hitler ruled the world? The great thing was to stay alive. He was particularly proud of the clever way in which he had dodged military service in the last war. The shortlived periodical which he edited, the Booster, expressly rejected “purpose” of every kind, its nearest approach to a political statement being, immediately after Munich, to print a full-page advertisement which read: DRINK PILSNER—IT’S STILL CZECH.

After Tropic of Cancer there came Black Spring, which partly continued the tale of Miller’s life in Paris, but also included a flash-back of his boyhood in New York, and Max and the White Phagocytes, a collection of essays and sketches. Thereafter the particular vein that he was working seemed to peter out. He was at his best in writing about the unheroic, and we live in what is, however unwillingly, a heroic age. One thing that is noticeable about Miller’s books is how strongly they smell of the nineteen-twenties—a point in their favour, simply as books, for the ’twenties were pleasanter to live in than the ’thirties. The Latin Quarter of Paris, with its population of artists, bugs, prostitutes, duns and lunatics, was his spiritual home.

But that kind of world could not endure for ever, and when the period of wars and revolutions reopened Miller’s contacts with contemporary life became less intimate. This is very noticeable in his latest book, The Colossus of Maroussi. It is a book about Greece, and it barely rises above the level of the ordinary travel book; indeed, it has all the normal stigmata of the travel book, the fake intensities, the tendency to discover the “soul” of a town after spending two hours in it, the boring descriptions of conversations with taxi-drivers, etc. The reason is probably that in a period like the present a contempt for politics and a regard for one’s own skin lead one almost automatically away from any place where anything interesting is happening. The Colossus of Maroussi consists quite largely of rhapsodies on Greece and diatribes against England and America, which Miller declares he never wants to set eyes on again. One naturally assumes that Miller has remained with the Greeks in their hour of agony. But no, it appears that he is now in New York. He had, in fact, left for Greece when war became imminent in northern Europe, and left for America when war became imminent in Greece. If war should come to the United States one feels reasonably certain that he will be in Argentina, or perhaps Central Asia. What a book he might have written, with his mastery of words and his disillusioned eye, about life in Paris under the Germans! But then, if the Germans were in Paris Miller would inevitably be somewhere else, and therein lies his limitation.

A writer’s work is not something he takes out of his brain like tins of soup out of a storeroom. He has to create it day by day out of his contacts with people and things, and he is not likely to do his best when the kind of world he understands and enjoys has passed away. In The Colossus of Maroussi Miller notes sadly that the war will destroy everything that he himself regards as valuable. Indeed, it is certain that whatever survives this war, the kind of society that Miller described in Tropic of Cancer will not. Never again in our time will human beings be so free or, probably, so insecure. But Miller was a true chronicler of that society while it lasted, and since men with either the daring or the good temper to write about life as it is are not common, Tropic of Cancer has its place in the short list of twentieth-century novels that are worth reading.


On 18 December 1942, Tribune published the following letter from the poet Nicholas Moore, who had taken issue with Orwell in the January–February 1942 Partisan Review, see 854.


I hardly dare quarrel with Mr. Orwell again, because last time I did it in an American magazine, he accused me of wishing to usurp his place as political correspondent, and this time I suppose he will accuse me of wishing to become a reviewer in Tribune. However, that appears to be an attitude integral to his state of mind, and I’m afraid I can’t help that. His article on Henry Miller contains once again his insolent air of know-all and tell-all, which, coupled with his excellent style and show of intelligence, is capable of persuading innumerable readers that what he says is true.

The generalisations in Mr. Orwell’s first paragraph are amazing. I can assure your readers that it is no more true that “No more that is of any value will come out of Henry Miller” than it is that “writers never stop writing.” His view must simply be based on prejudice and lack of knowledge. Admittedly, perhaps, he couldn’t be expected to know it—but then, if he doesn’t, he shouldn’t make such remarks—but Henry Miller has been writing concurrently with The Colossus of Maroussi a novel called The Rosy Crucifixion,3 which I see every reason to believe will be just as good as Black Spring, if not better. I am willing to agree that The Tropic of Cancer is the best, but that does not help prove any point for Mr. Orwell, since he included Black Spring in Miller’s best work.

I suggest that Mr. Orwell would do better in attempting to put an end to himself rather than to other more creative writers before their time. And I suggest that he would have done better to concentrate on reviewing the book before him rather than parade his knowledge in support of an extremely silly generalisation. For the Colossus of Maroussi is not as bad as all that, and, if it is a potboiler, it is a very remarkable one. Even Shakespeare wrote potboilers, but that did not mean he never wrote another good play.

I strongly advise no one to be led too acquiescently by Mr. Orwell’s nose, for it is extremely sensitive to all sorts of odours that to another nose are not there. What he will smell in this letter I don’t know. I leave it to him. Something dirty, beyond all doubt.





[Mr. Orwell writes: It seems a pity to waste space over this kind of thing in a time of paper shortage, so I will answer as briefly as possible.

(1) I “paraded my knowledge” (i.e. wrote in general terms about Henry Miller) instead of reviewing The Colossus of Maroussi because that was what the Editors of the Tribune asked me to do.

(2) As to “prejudice” and “lack of knowledge,” I have studied Miller’s work with some care, and I was the first person in this country to draw attention to it in print.2 When Tropic of Cancer was published in 1935 my review of it was the first that appeared, and Miller and his publisher were so excited by the review as to reprint it in the form of a leaflet—or so Miller told me. From that time onwards I have done what I could to give Miller’s work publicity, in print and even over the air. None of this alters the fact that Miller’s later work, beginning with Tropic of Capricorn, is poor stuff. If The Rosy Crucifixion turns out to be any good I think I can be trusted to recognise this, since I “spotted” Miller a long time before Mr. Moore did.

(3) I did not accuse Mr. Moore of “wishing to usurp my place as political correspondent.” That is merely a lie (vide correspondence in the Partisan Review). But he is quite right in saying that I smell something dirty in his letter, and so no doubt will your readers. That “something” is pathological envy and desire for self-advertisement, and a very dirty smell it is:—Eds., Tribune.]




1716. News Commentary in English for Malaya, 10

4 December 1942


This was written and read by George Orwell. No script has been traced.






1717. To T. S. Eliot

4 December 1942 PP/EB

Dear Eliot,

Thanks for your letter of December 3rd. All right, let’s make it lunch on Friday the 18th. You will hear from Read about the American talks, but we are, I think, postponing this series for six weeks, so the matter is not so urgent as it seemed when I wrote.

If you would like, I should like you to do one talk in the series preceding the American ones. Do you think you could do a talk on the Book of Job? This series is probably being looked after by Edmund Blunden, and I have already suggested your name to him as the speaker for this particular talk. Blunden will get in touch with you about this, but I should warn you that this script is wanted by about 25th December, because we propose to publish all the talks in the form of a pamphlet in Calcutta1—the talks cover some of the set books in the B.A. course in English literature at Calcutta University.

Yours sincerely,

George Orwell

Talks Producer

Indian Section




1718. To Herbert Read

4 December 1942 PP/EB/WMB

Dear Read

About the talks on American literature. It isn’t after all, so urgent as I thought when I spoke to you, as we have decided to postpone this series for six weeks so that the first will be on February 6th. The authors I suggested having the talks on (subject to your revision are):—

1. Hawthorne

2. Poe

3. Melville

4. Mark Twain

5. Jack London

6. O. Henry

7. Hemingway

These, I think are a representative selection, though not in all cases necessarily the best authors. They also all, except perhaps Mark Twain, have the advantage of being quotable in fairly short extracts.

The way we have decided to do the programmes is this. First, perhaps, two minutes (at most) from you, introducing the speaker. Then 11–12 minutes talk on the chosen author, then a 7 minutes interlude of music which will be selected by Narayana Menon, and then a 5 minutes reading from the chosen author. In the case of Poe, London and Hemingway, at any rate, this should be easy enough. I shall have to leave most of the work to you as I’m very busy.

Please let me know what you think about this.

Yours

George Orwell

Talks Producer

Indian Section




1719. Weekly News Review, 50

5 December 1942


The text has not been traced, but it is recorded in PasB as being written and read by George Orwell.






1720. Bengali Newsletter, 21

5 December 1942


The English original was written by Orwell. No script has been traced. From PasB a timing of 11′ 30″ may be inferred, of which Mrs. Renu Ghosh contributed 1′ 30″ ‘of News interest to Bengali women’ (PasB for 26 December 1942; see 1681).

On 28 November 1942, Mary Blackburn, writing on the I.P.O.’s behalf, requested that a cable be sent to Ahmed Ali1 in New Delhi to advise him that personal greetings would be included in vernacular news commentaries from recently arrived Bevin Boys2 and Indian students. These would be in the same language as the news commentary. Those in Bengali were to be included in the programmes transmitted on 5, 12, and 19 December and there were to be messages in Marathi on 10, 17, and 24 December, and in Gujarati, for which no dates were given.






1721. To Edmund Blunden

5 December 1942 Top and carbon copies PP/EB/np

Dear Mr. Blunden,

Brander tells me that he has spoken to you on the phone and that though very much occupied you have kindly agreed to undertake our special series of talks to students. You have a list of the subjects and suggested speakers. Of course you can arrange with whatever speakers you like, but I have already written to Eliot asking him to do the talk on Job and I would like that arrangement to stand if Eliot is willing.1

The way we thought of doing the talks was this. First you do about two minutes introducing the speaker, then the speaker does his stuff for 15 minutes or thereabouts—say not more than 1700 words—then there is an interlude of music which we will be responsible for choosing, and then five minutes reading from the works of the author who is the subject of the talk. In some cases this can be done by the speaker. Where it is a case of a play, we shall have to act a scene of it, but that will be quite easily arranged.

The idea, as I have already explained to you, is to have these six talks making about 10,000 words published in book form in India in time to appear before the Calcutta University examinations. That is the reason for the haste with which the manuscripts are needed.

The talks will be actually going on the air between December 25th and January 29th inclusive. I am afraid I shall have to leave most of the dirty work to you, including making the speakers produce their stuff on time. Please let me know any further particulars you want. I should be glad if you would also let me know the names of the speakers you choose if you depart from the list I suggested, as we have to do publicity about them. If anyone cannot do his talk on the day appointed, they can always be recorded beforehand.

Yours sincerely,

[Signed] Geo Orwell

George Orwell

Talks Producer

Indian Section




1722. Gujarati Newsletter, 41

7 December 1942


The English original was written by Orwell. No script has been traced. Broadcasts on 7, 14, and 21 December included greetings from Bevin Boys and Indian students who had recently arrived in Britain; see 1720.






1723. To Noel Sircar

7 December 1942 PP/EB/WMB

Dear Sircar,

Confirming our telephone conversation, the first IN THE PUBLIC EYE talk, which I want you to do is on December 29th at 1215 GMT. It takes 8 minutes or possibly a little less, which roughly means 1200 words. We obviously cannot fix who is the celebrity of the week more than a week in advance, which means you probably don’t get your cue till Monday, but I suppose that will be time enough. In the case of our making use of THE OBSERVER column,1 as I suggested, very little work is required.

Yours

Eric Blair

Talks Producer

Indian Section




1724. Memorandum to Anthony Weymouth, Talks Assistant, Eastern Service

7 December 1942 EB/WMB

SPEAKERS FOR WEEK 51

Copies to Mrs Archer, Langham Hotel1

E.S.D. I.P.O. E.T.M.2

On Sunday, the 13th December as usual, the Brains Trust will answer questions sent in by listeners. Those taking part will be Dr. Malcolm Sargent, Leslie Howard, Dr. C. E. M. Joad,3 the guest speakers being Captain F. J. Bellanger,° M.P.4 and Dr. C. H. Waddington. Dr. Waddington has already broadcast a talk in the series LITERATURE BETWEEN WARS, on science and literature, and also took part in a discussion with Professor J. B. S. Haldane, on the subject of scientific research in the series “I’d like it explained” in the Eastern Service.

On Monday, the 14th, at 1115 GMT, Princess Indira, continues her usual weekly review of events in Parliament THE DEBATE CONTINUES. This is followed by RADIO THEATRE, in which John Burrell presents a selection from NELSON, featuring Leslie Howard.

On Tuesday, the 15th, we have the third in the series SCIENCE AND THE PEOPLE, dealing with PLASTICS, the new synthetic substances which have revolutionised the light industries all over the world. The talk is delivered by Dr. V. E. Yarsley. After the last war Dr. Yarsley graduated in the Honours School of Chemistry, at Birmingham University and was awarded a Research Fellowship by the Salters Institute of Industrial Chemistry which he held at the Eidgenossische Technische Hochschule in Zurich. Returning to England he was engaged as Chief Chemist in the manufacture of non-inflammable cinefilm, and had the somewhat unique experience of producing this film right from the raw cotton minters to the production on the screen. 12 years ago commenced practice as an independent consulting chemist, specialising in cellulosic plastics and products. Was Chairman of the Plastics Group of the Society of Chemical Industry and a member of the Council of the Institute of Plastics Industry, having particular interest in the establishment of schemes for education in plastics. Dr. Yarsley is co-author with a colleague (E. G. Couzens) of PLASTICS, in the Pelican series, which is published by Penguin Books Ltd. This talk will, we hope, be followed at 1145 GMT by Noel Sirkar’s° film commentary in which he tells listeners in India about films shortly to be released.

On Wednesday, the 16th, at 1115 GMT, Shridhar Telkar is at the microphone, as usual, with BEHIND THE HEADLINES, in which he explains to listeners the importance of some or other current event which may have escaped general notice. This is followed by quarter of an hour of violin solos by F. Grinke,5 and then by Lady Grigg’s usual Wednesday programme WOMEN GENERALLY SPEAKING. The speaker will be Mrs. Eugenie Fordham, and the title of her talk is TESSA—A POLISH BABY. Mrs. Eugenie Fordham is Assistant Director of British Survey at the British Association for International Understanding. She read law at Cambridge, is married to a barrister and has a son aged 8.

On Thursday, at 1115 GMT, Dr. Shelvankar will give the Seventh and last talk in the series THE STORY OF FASCISM and will deal with the Nazi invasion of Soviet Russia. Dr. Shelvankar has been a frequent speaker in this service and has usually talked about Russian and central Asian affairs.

At 1130 GMT the feature programme BEHIND THE BATTLEFRONT appears as usual.

On Friday, the 18th, at 1115 GMT, listeners will hear an imaginary interview between William Pitt, the younger, Britain’s Prime Minister during the darkest days of the Napoleonic war and Wickham Steed. Wickham Steed is a frequent broadcaster in this service and is almost too well known to need any introduction. He was for many years Editor of the Times and is probably the most respected figure in British journalism. This is followed at 1130 GMT by the Sixth and last interview in the series LETS° ACT IT OURSELVES, when Norman Marshall, the well-known theatrical producer answers questions on stage technique put to him by Balraj and Damyanti Sahni.

At 1145 GMT Mulk Raj Anand conducts the Seventh and last interview in his series A DAY IN MY LIFE in which he interviews war workers of various kinds. This time the speaker is a canteen worker, Lady Peel. Lady Peel is the wife of Sir William Peel who is a member of the Club Committee (Victoria League Club Committee) and also a member of the Victoria League Central Executive Committee. He was a Governor and Commander in Chief Hong-Kong. Lady Peel herself is one of the oldest commandants and workers of the Victoria League Club. She has been with the Victoria League Club since it opened. She looks after and organises entirely three midday shifts of meals a week, one of the busiest times of course which the Club has to cope with. The Victoria League is run entirely for the benefit of men from overseas and many Indians serving in the forces in England go there regularly when on leave.

On Saturday, the 19th, at 1145 GMT, George Orwell, gives his usual weekly NEWS COMMENTARY. This is followed by Princess Indira’s musical programme, FAVOURITE MOVEMENTS. This week she’s presenting a selection from various French composers.

[Signed] Eric Blair

(Eric Blair)




1725. Norman Collins, Empire Talks Manager, to L. F. Rushbrook Williams, Eastern Service Director

8 December 1942


Norman Collins and Orwell had crossed swords when Collins was Deputy Chairman of Victor Gollancz Ltd.; see 267. This is his reaction to Orwell’s memorandum.



MR. BLAIR’S SPEAKERS IN THE EASTERN SERVICE

A copy of Mr. Blair’s memo of the 7th December (of which you have been sent a copy) has just reached me. I notice one thing in it which suggests that Blair is working rather too independently of the existing organisation.

On Tuesday, the 15th December there is a talk on Plastics by Dr. Yarsley:1 on Monday of this week there was a talk on the same subject by C. F. Merriam. It may well be that Dr. Yarsley’s talk is better than C. F. Marriam° (or vice-versa), but it certainly seems extravagant from the point of view of the Corporation that we have paid for two talks on the same subject within little more than a week.

I wonder if the situation could be met by someone from Mr. Blair’s department attending the Daily Talks meeting. I had thought that Mr. Weymouth would cover such points, but I gather that° now that Blair does not refer his arrangements to him.

Similarly, Blair’s note of the 5th December regarding the new series of talks to cover the set books in the B.A. course in English literature at Calcutta University mentions T. S. Eliot and refers to fixing up other speakers. To avoid duplication and approaches made I suggest that Blair should fall in with the usual procedure whereby talks producers refer to my office to know if anyone else is approaching these speakers round about the same time. (I know you will understand that this is simply not red tape, but to prevent one speaker from getting two letters from the Empire Service on the same day).




1726. BBC Talks Booking Form, 8.12.42


Miss Lilla Erulkar: Indian Play, 1, ‘Malati Madhav’°; 15 minutes; recorded 14.12.42; broadcast 12.1.43; fee £4.4s. Signed: M Blackburn for I.P.O. Remarks: ‘Important woman’s part. Roughly same as S. Mukerji.’






1727. To Edmund Blunden

10 December 1942 07/ES/EB/WMB1

Dear Mr. Blunden

Eliot says he cannot do the talk on THE BOOK OF JOB as he is too busy. This is a pity but no doubt you could think of someone else. Forster says he can do the first one on SHAKESPEARE and I think it would be a good idea to stick to him for this talk as his name carries weight in India.

I hope all is going well with the series and that we shall not be behind time.

I shall make arrangements to record the whole of the first talk so that no-one need be here on Christmas Day.

Yours sincerely,

[Signed] Geo. Orwell

George Orwell

Talks Producer

Indian Section

PS. The dates of the talks are December 25th, January 1st, 8th, 15th, 22nd and 29th, at 12.15 to 12.30 BST.




1728. To E. C. Bowyer

10 December 1942 07/ES/EB/WMB

Dear Mr. Bowyer

I wonder if you would like to undertake some more talks for us or, if not, to advise us who would be a suitable speaker. We have got a series beginning on January 22nd called MODERN AIRCRAFT, the idea of which is to give listeners in India some general information about the functions of different kinds of planes, such as, heavy bombers, fighter planes, dive bombers, etc. etc. There is probably a public for this kind of thing among the younger generation in India, but one cannot assume so much knowledge as one could with the English public so the talks would have to be on the elementary side.

I am arranging these talks partly with a view to supplementing our News Commentaries so that our listeners can get a clearer idea than they probably have at present of what distances planes can fly, of the bomb load they can carry, what they need in the way of ground staff and so forth.

Your previous talks were so good that I should like you to undertake, at any rate, some of these if you would but if not you might perhaps be kind enough to suggest other names to me. Could you let me know about this and I will let you have full particulars.1

Yours sincerely

[Initialled] G. O.

George Orwell

Talks Producer

Indian Section




1729. Confidential Memorandum to E. W. D. Boughen, Talks Bookings

10 December 1942 EB/NP

CONTRACT FOR TALK BY DR. ANAND

Copy to Empire Programme Executive.

Dr. Mulk Raj Anand was commissioned to write a talk on “The Spanish Civil War”—the fifth talk in the series STORY OF FASCISM, to be broadcast as above.

Mr. Anand submitted the script, but it was not passed by the censor. I suggest that as Dr. Anand had taken a good deal of trouble over his talk, he might be paid a proportion of the fee. You will realise that this subject is a particularly delicate one at the present time, and we decided that rather than alter the whole angle of the talk, it would be better to abandon it altogether. A fill-up talk was therefore used.1

[Signed] Eric Blair

(Eric Blair)




1730. To R. R. Desai

10 December 1942 Handwritten draft and typed carbon copies 07/ES/EB/WMB

Dear Desai

Thanks for your letter of Tuesday (only just received). I am always anxious to know anything that listeners say about our broadcasts, especially the newsletters. I should be very obliged if you could let me know what has been said, either favourable or unfavourable. There is no need to give your correspondents’ names or give away their identity in any way, and you can send in the actual letters, or quotations, or a general account of what is said, just as you like.

Yours

[Initialled] E. A. B

Eric Blair

Talks Producer

Indian Section




1731. News Commentary in English for Malaya, 11

11 December 1942


This was written and read by George Orwell. No script has been traced.






1732. To Norman Marshall

11 December 1942 07/ES/EB/np

Dear Mr. Marshall,

I am enclosing the last batch of questions for you. Unless we hear to the contrary, we shall expect you at about 6 o’clock next Thursday, to go over the script with Mr. and Mrs. Sahni.

We all hope that everything went off well in Liverpool.1

Yours sincerely,

Eric Blair

Talks Producer

Indian Section

QUESTIONS FOR “LET’S ACT IT OURSELVES” NO. 6


1. I was talking the other day to Dr. Mulk Raj Anand. He has gone through our previous scripts and some of our discussions he has heard while they were on the air. His opinion is very encouraging. He thinks we have hit the nail on the head all the time, and even if our discussions do not appeal to the highbrow listener they would certainly stimulate the young enthusiasts of the theatre.




MARSHALL: I am very glad to hear that … etc. …

D.S. I have been thinking of asking you a question, but it may sound rather trivial to you and so I have hesitated. May I ask it now?

MARSHALL: Go ahead etc. … . .

D.S. Is there still any prejudice in this country about women taking up the stage as a profession?

B.S. Could you run through the different stages of the rehearsals? I remember we talked at some length about the early rehearsals but not so much about the later rehearsals. Which is the most difficult period?

D.S. Are there any rules about grouping? What is the triangle system, or is there any such system?

B.S. I remember you once said the essence of good production is correct emphasis. What exactly do you mean?

D.S. What attracted you to a stage career Mr. Marshall?

B.S. Is there any different technique for producing comedy:

D.S. What is meant by conscious and unconscious movement? Do tell us something about entrances and exits as well.

Last: When are you going to let us watch the rehearsals of THE PETRIFIED FOREST … etc.?






1733. To Ramaswami Mudaliar

11 December 1942 07/ES/EB/WMB

Dear Sir Ramaswami

We thought you might perhaps like a copy of the photograph which was taken of you on the occasion of your broadcast, and I am enclosing one herewith.

Yours sincerely,

[Signed] Eric Blair

Eric Blair

Talks Producer

Indian Section




1734. English News Commentary, 51

12 December 1942


PasB records that this ‘News Review’ was written and read by George Orwell. The script has no timing and is not marked ‘As broadcast,’ but PasB gives a timing of 13 minutes. It was passed for Policy and Security by A. F. N. Thavenot. The passage omitted (given here within square brackets) was evidently cut in two stages. Although each line is crossed through, bold square brackets mark off the first sentence (‘Here I will mention … in this country’). Whereas the first sentence might have been cut on grounds of policy, that would hardly apply to the second sentence, giving Cordell Hull’s opinion.



Since last week both the Russian offensives have slowed down somewhat, owing to stiffening German resistance and also, on the southern front, to the soft snow that has been falling. We can’t, I imagine, expect any further big move on this front for the time being, and this week the chief interest has centred in North Africa, where it has become even clearer than before that there’s a hard struggle ahead.

It is just a week since the Germans counterattacked west of Tunis and re-took Tebourba and Jedeida, the two points which it’s necessary for the Allies to control before they assault Tunis itself. The Germans have delivered another attack since, but they don’t appear to have got any further, and our main positions round the Tunis-Bizerta area stand firm. It’s become clear from the reports that are coming in that the Germans are stronger in the air and are likely to remain so for some time to come. They possess the airfields of Bizerta and Tunis, besides having their air bases in Sicily and Sardinia only a hundred miles away, while the Allies don’t at present hold any air field nearer than Bone, 120 miles away along the Algerian coast. They can and, of course, will prepare landing grounds in the forward area, but this takes time, especially as equipment, ground staff and probably even labour have to be brought from places far to the west, over poor roads and one ill-equipped railway. At present, therefore, the strategic picture in Tunisia is something like this. The Allies, whose ultimate strength is much greater, are building up a striking force as fast as they can, but they have to do it in the face of dive-bombing and with insufficient cover from fighter planes. The Germans, who probably have only about 20,000 men in Tunisia and not a great supply of heavy tanks or large-calibre guns, but who possess temporary air superiority, are doing their best to slow up the Allied concentration and to build up their own forces in Tunisia by air and sea. Further south, in the neighbourhood of Sfax and Gabes on the Tunisian coast, another struggle is going on for the control of the coastal road which leads southward in the direction of Tripoli. There isn’t at present much news from this area, where the fighting seems to have been chiefly between parachutists and airborne troops from both sides; but it doesn’t appear that any Allied Force has yet reached the sea. All in all, the Germans only control the eastern strip of Tunisia, but they are in a strong position so long as they can keep up the stream of supplies from Sicily and Sardinia.

However, the air superiority of the Germans is likely to be a wasting asset. The reserves they have near at hand aren’t inexhaustible, and the ultimate source of supply is Germany itself, which is a long way away and is connected with the battle area by railway communications which are none too good. It’s here that the RAF bombing of northern Italy, through which all supplies for the African fronts have to pass, is important. The Raf° have delivered very heavy raids on Italy during the last week—Turin for instance was heavily bombed twice in 24 hours—and have evidently done very severe damage. One can infer this from the broadcasts of the Italians themselves. All this adds to the difficulties of the Germans, who are already fighting a long way from their main base on a front they didn’t willingly choose. Moreover, the more they strive to1 build up their force in Tunisia, the harder it is for them to reinforce their other army in Libya—and it’s there, in all probability, that the next big move will come.

During the last week there have only been reports of patrol activity at el Agheila, west of Benghazi, but it looks as though the new British attack were about to start. I should expect it to have started before I broadcast my next news commentary—and once again my reason for saying this is the Axis radio propagandists, who are already talking about the forthcoming British attack and don’t sound over-hopeful about the possibility of General Rommel holding on. Long before the British Eighth Army got to Benghazi it could be foreseen that the Afrika Corps would make its next stand at el Agheila, which is a naturally strong position—a neck of land with the sea on one side and impassable marshes on the other—rather like the position it formerly occupied at el Alamein. Before General Montgomery could make a new attack he had to bring up his heavy equipment—over a distance of hundreds of miles, remember, and with in effect only one road. The last few weeks, therefore, have been a race to bring up supplies—the British bringing it from Egypt, the Germans from Tripoli. At el Agheila the Germans are actually further from their nearest port of supply—that is Tripoli—than they were at el Alamein in Egypt, when they could use Tobruk. It looks from the German communiques as though the British have been winning the race for supplies, and the Germans expect to have to fall back again to avoid destruction. They appear to be preparing German public opinion for something of this kind, as they are beginning to claim that Rommel’s Army in Libya was never intended to do more than create a diversion. It’s only 3 or 4 months since Rommel himself was announcing in Berlin that he had come to Africa to conquer Egypt and that he already had Egypt in his grasp. But perhaps the German public have forgotten that—or at least the official broadcasters hope they have. If the fresh British offensive at el Agheila takes place and is successful, it won’t have an immediate repercussion on the Tunisia front, but it must do so within a few weeks.

An agreement has now been signed between the United States government and General Boisson, the French commander at Dakar in French West Africa, for the use of the port and airfields at Dakar by the Allies. That will be of great value in dealing with the U-boats in the South Atlantic. There is still much that is unexplained about the precise political situation in North Africa and the relation between General° Darlan and ourselves. This matter has now been debated in Parliament and I think we may expect an official pronouncement on it in the not too distant future. [Here I will mention only two relevant facts. General Catroux,2 the Free French leader, has uttered a protest against the tie-up between the United States military commanders and General° Darlan, which has been given a good deal of publicity in this country. Mr. Cordell Hull,3 the American Foreign Secretary, has given his opinion that by entering into agreement with Admiral Darlan, and thus taking over North Africa peacefully, the United States saved the lives of about 20,000 men.]

Japanese airplanes attacked a convoy in the Bay of Bengal about a week ago, and two days ago they carried out a small bombing raid on Chittagong—the first bombs to fall on Indian soil for many months. It’s too early to say what this means, but one can say now that a Japanese invasion of India, which seemed so likely a year or 6 months ago, is now very improbable. The Japanese have been so hard hit in the Southern Pacific that they have in all probability lost their chance of gaining naval control of the Bay of Bengal. During this week, on the anniversary of the Japanese attack on Pearl Harbour, the United States government published the first full account of the attack and its after-effects, and gave some revealing figures of their own and the Japanese shipping losses during the year. It now appears that the unexpected Japanese attack was very damaging indeed—no less than 8 battleships were damaged in varying degrees—but that all except one of the ships damaged has since been put back into service or is in process of being so. Ever since then the Japanese losses at sea have been very much higher than those of the Allies. In the Solomons area alone they have lost 135 ships, warships and merchant ships, sunk or damaged, and over 600 airplanes. The Japanese are very much less able to bear these losses than the Allies, because their industrial capacity is very much less. They are also at least as dependent on sea-borne supplies as the British Isles are. Meanwhile during the current year the Americans have turned out over 40,000 airplanes of all types, and built 8 million tons of merchant shipping. The American ship-building programme called for 8 million tons in 1942 and 15 million tons in 1943, and the 1942 construction at any rate is up to schedule. They have also built large numbers of warships, including a new battleship of over 50,000 tons launched during this week.4 Add to all this the fact that the Japanese have lost certainly 4 and probably 6 of their largest aircraft carriers sunk, and it becomes clear why they aren’t likely after all to attempt the invasion of India. They appear to have given up, at any rate for the time being, their attempts to drive the Americans off Guadalcanal in the Solomon Islands. At Buna, on the coast of New Guinea, they are still holding on to a small area and have fought with great courage, but they are not expected to hold their position there much longer. The threat to Port Moresby, and hence to Darwin in Australia, which seemed so imminent a few months ago, is probably at an end. Mr Curtin,5 the Australian Prime Minister, however, has warned his countrymen that the Japanese might make an attempt further west on the North Australian coast, using the Island of Timor as their jumping-off place.

The Polish Government has just published the full facts about the systematic massacre of the Jews in German-occupied Poland. The Polish Government’s statement is not propaganda. It is verified from many sources, including the pronouncements of the Nazi leaders themselves. For instance, in March of this year Himmler, the head of the Gestapo, issued a decree calling for the “liquidation”—remember that in totalitarian language liquidation is a polite name for murder—of 50 per cent of the surviving Polish Jews. It seems as if his programme is being carried out successfully. The Polish Government’s figures show that of something over 3 million Jews living in Poland before the war, well over a third—that is, well over one million human beings6—have been killed in cold blood or died of starvation and general misery. Many thousands of them, men, women and children, have been deported to Russian territory, sealed up in cattle trucks without food or water for journeys that may take weeks, so that when the trucks were opened sometimes half the people inside are dead. This policy, which Hitler himself has proclaimed over and over again as his chosen one in speeches both before and after the war, is carried out wherever the Germans are in control. Already, now that they have taken over the whole of France, they are putting the anti-Jewish laws into operation there and French Jews are being deported to the East. And France, be it remembered, is the country where for 150 years—ever since the Great Revolution—there have been no legal disabilities against Jews whatever. I don’t mention this persecution of the Jews simply for the sake of repeating horror stories, but because this kind of cold-blooded, systematic cruelty, utterly different from the violences committed in battle, brings home to us the nature of Fascism, the thing we are fighting against.




1735. Bengali Newsletter, 22

12 December 1942


The English original was written by Orwell. No script has been traced. Mrs. Renu Ghosh participated with S. K. Das Gupta in reading this Newsletter. PasB implies a timing of 14′ 30″.






1736. Gujarati Newsletter, 42

14 December 1942


The English original was written by Orwell. No script has been traced. PasB gives timing as approximately 11′ 5″.






1737. To Edmund Blunden

14 December 1942 07/ES/EB

Dear Blunden,

I am glad our series of talks seems to be going ahead. We have asked Forster to come here and record his talk on Tuesday December 22nd. This is about as late as we can safely leave it and also we have to take what recording dates we can get, owing to the Christmas rush. If so be that you can’t yourself come on that day to do your introduction of Forster, it would be possible to record it separately, but it is simpler to do it all in one go. Forster is to record at 12 o’clock. He is supposed to bring his script on Monday to be typed, but probably won’t bring it till Tuesday morning. With the other five speakers it is not quite equally urgent, but I would like to have all their scripts during Christmas week.

When you send us the list of your speakers, could you let me have their addresses at the same time, so that we can have their contracts sent on?

Yours sincerely

[Signed] Geo. Orwell

George Orwell

Talks Producer

Indian Section




1738. To E. M. Forster

14 December 1942 07/ES/EB/np

Dear Forster,

I have just sent you a telegram,1 to the effect that I have been able to arrange a recording session on Tuesday December 22nd, from 12 to 12.45, at 200, Oxford Street, and I suggest that you rehearse from 11.30–12.00 approximately. I do hope this arrangement will suit you, because it is extremely difficult to fix up recordings so close to Christmas. I hope that Blunden will be able to come at the same time, but if he can’t manage it, we can record his introduction to your talk separately.

We really arranged Tuesday because I thought you might like to bring your script in on Monday for typing, or on Tuesday morning first thing, at the latest.

Yours,

George Orwell

Talks Producer

Indian Section




1739. To E. M. Forster

14 December 1942


Forster replied to Orwell’s telegram on 14 December, saying that he could not manage 22 December but could come on the following day. Orwell evidently then sent this telegram, to which Forster replied ‘YES,’ also on 14 December. See West: Broadcasts, 236.



WILL TWENTYTHIRD SUIT AT TEN THIRTY A.M.

ORWELL BROADCASTS

R/P. 9d.1




1740. BBC Talks Booking Form, 14.12.42


Edmund Blunden: ‘Calling All Students,’ 1–6; ‘arranging and compèring six talks on English literature—speaking for about 2 minutes each time. (15 min. talks plus 5 mins reading)’; broadcast 25.12.42, 1, 8, 15, 22, and 29.1.43; fee £8.8s + £1.1s expenses + travel vouchers. Signed: M Blackburn for I.P.O. Remarks: ‘Mr. Blunden is fixing up and contacting all speakers himself, on advice from E. Blair.’1






1741. BBC Talks Booking Form, 14.12.42


E. M. Forster: ‘Calling All Students’, 1; 15-minute talk on Shakespeare; recorded 22.12.42;1 broadcast 25.12.42; fee £21. Signed: M Blackburn for I.P.O.






1742. BBC Talks Booking Form, 15.12.42


Princess Indira of Kapurthala: Indian Play, ‘Malati and Madhav’°; 15 minutes; ‘She had a fairly large part’; recorded 14.12.42; broadcast 12.1.43; fee £4.4s. Signed: M Blackburn for I.P.O.1 Remarks: ‘This contract was not issued previously because Princess Indira was ill and we did not know if she would be back in time to do the recording.’






1743. To Edmund Blunden

[c. 16 December 1942]


The date could be any between 15 and 23 December inclusive, but on 23 December Orwell acknowledged receipt of Turner’s1 script on ‘The Book of Job’, so the telegram was probably sent at the start of this period. The 16th was a Wednesday.



TURNER AGREES TO DO JOB STOP CAN DO SHAW IF UNAVOIDABLE BUT MUST KNOW MONDAY AS TUESDAY ONLY DAY FREE FOR WORK2

ORWELL BROADCASTS




1744. For Z. A. Bokhari to P. Chatterjee

16 December 1942 07/ES/ZAB/ED1

Dear Sir,

I am writing to ask whether you would be interested in helping us with our broadcasts in Bengali. These broadcasts are in the form of a weekly newsletter which goes out on Saturdays from 3.30 to 3.45 p.m. The newsletter is usually written in English by a member of the staff, and then translated into Bengali and read at the microphone by a Bengali Announcer/Translator, who comes to this office to do his translation on Saturday morning.

If you would be interested in doing some of these newsletters for us, perhaps you would care to ring up and make an appointment to come along and see us, when we could show you one of the newsletters, and when you could perhaps do a trial translation of one.2

Yours faithfully,

[Initalled] MB3

for Z. A. Bokhari

Indian Programme Organiser




1745. To R. R. Desai

16 December 1942 07/ES/EB


This letter marks an important change in Orwell’s duties. Although he drafted the English versions of Gujarati Newsletters 43 and 44, Desai recast them and thereafter prepared them in both languages. See Orwell’s letter of 19 December for his brief to Desai, 1753.



Dear Desai,

I have fixed it all up for you to compose your Monday Gujarati newsletter yourself. You can use the Library at Broadcasting House (not 200 Oxford Street) on Sunday. It is open until 6 p.m. You will find almost all British and many American periodicals there.

I shall have to have the English version of your script some time on Monday morning. I think, probably at any rate at first, I shall have to give you some kind of brief. I don’t want to dictate what you are to say but sometimes there will be some special line which it is our policy to emphasize and, in any case, I ought to warn you whenever there is some subject which must be avoided as it is no use writing something which the censorship is going to cut out.

Perhaps the best arrangement would be for me [to] leave a note for you which you can pick up at the Reception Desk at Broadcasting House when you get there on Sunday.

Yours

[Signed] Eric Blair

Eric Blair

Talks Producer

Indian Section




1746. To C. K. Ogden

16 December 1942 07/ES/EB

Dear Mr. Ogden1

Many thanks for your letter.2 We didn’t have any response to that talk on Basic English given by Miss Lockhart but that doesn’t necessarily mean anything because we get very little response indeed to all our broadcasts and I understand that even in India, Indians are not very strong on writing to broadcasters to give criticisms or suggestions.

When we did Miss Lockhart’s talk my idea was, if possible, to follow this up sometime later by a series of talks giving lessons in Basic English which could perhaps afterwards be printed in India in pamphlet form. I still have not given up this project but I must tell you that it has come up against a great deal of discouragement and opposition, some of which I understand and some not. You, no doubt, know the inner workings of this controversy better than I do. If, at any time, it seems possible to do something about Basic English on the air again I will of course get in touch with you.

I am sorry not to be more helpful at this moment.

Yours sincerely,

George Orwell3

Talks Producer

Indian Section




1747. Rushbrook Williams to Orwell

16 December 1942


L. F. Rushbrook Williams, the Eastern Service Director, sent Orwell this copy of a memorandum he had prepared for Joanna Spicer, the General Overseas Service Programme Planner. He asked Orwell to see whether Professor Lyell could be used by the Eastern Service.



I had a long talk with Mr. Lyell yesterday. He is a nice and well-preserved gentleman; but he is a microphone man and not an administrator. Moreover, he has acquired his microphone technique very late; and although he seems to have made a great success of it, he cannot afford me the technical guidance regarding local conditions for which I am looking in a Far East Programme Organiser. He knows practically nothing of China, and has scarcely met any Chinese. He is very fond of the Japanese—which makes it a little awkward at the moment! When one probes down sufficiently deeply, one discovers that he is fundamentally an enthusiastic and stimulating teacher of English literature, who has had considerable success along these lines in the Far East. I think he has one or two very good “stories” in him; and that he could give a fascinating talk or series of talks about Japan to schools. I will myself find out if we can use him in the Eastern Service for talking about English literature to Indians. I am asking Mr. Blair to get in touch with him in this connection.

Mr. Blair Mr. Lyell has done a good deal of broadcasting for the Shanghai shortwave station XGDN. Among other things he prepared, organised, and broadcast an English Language and Literature Course. His address is: 30 Moore Street, Lennox Gardens, S.W.3.


Orwell wrote to Lyell on 21 December: see 1756.






1748. To E. C. Bowyer

17 December 1942 07/ES/EB

Dear Mr. Bowyer

Many thanks for your letter. I will tell you some more about the proposed series of talks. We planned 6 talks on the following subjects:—

1. Bombing planes

2. Fighter planes

3. Dive bombers and torpedo bombers

4. Naval aircraft

5. Gliders

6. Transport planes

It might be better to alter the arrangement and I would welcome suggestions, except that I think the first two talks (Bombing planes and fighters) should stand, as they have been scheduled.

These talks (of 13½ minutes or 1500–1600 words) should be on the elementary side, giving a clear idea of the function of each type of plane and what performance in the way of range etc., can normally be expected. I think also each talk should enumerate the principal types now in use (of ourselves and the Axis—but with the emphasis on British planes) with perhaps a few hints as to how you can recognise them from the ground.

If you could undertake all or any of these talks I would like that very much. Failing that you could perhaps help me by suggesting suitable speakers. The first talk is due in mid January, so we ought to get the thing swinging pretty soon.

Yours sincerely

[Initialled] E A B

George Orwell

Talks Producer

Indian Section




1749. News Commentary in English for Malaya, 12

18 December 1942


This was written and read by Orwell. The script has not been traced.






1750. BBC Talks Booking Form, [18.12.42?]


Noel Sircar: ‘In the Public Eye,’ 1; weekly 8-minute talk on the outstanding personality of the week; broadcast 23 and 30.12.42; fee: ‘This broadcast is normally an adaptation of a newspaper article not involving very much work & I suggest that £3.3.0 would be a suitable average rate for the 8 minutes (I.P.O.). Signed: E. Dunstan.






1751. English News Commentary, 52

19 December 1942


The typescript is marked, in Orwell’s hand, ‘As b’cast 12′ 5′° E.A.B.’; PasB has ‘News Review—a Commentary. By George Orwell’ and gives a timing of 12′ 50″. Unusually, there is an announcer’s note that six minutes into the transmission a News Flash interrupted the reading and that this lasted 1′ 29″. The total timing for the programme was given as 13′ 45″ (which would include the announcer signing on and off), making a curious combination of timings. The subject of the News Flash is not noted, though allowing for time differences it might just have referred to the bombing of Calcutta on 20 December by the Japanese, which is, surprisingly, no more than touched on in the Newsletter of 26 December. For the first time, Orwell was announced in London Calling as presenting this Newsletter. Manuscript changes are in Orwell’s hand.



During this week there hasn’t been much news from any front except the North African one. In Russia both the Russian offensives and the attempted German counterattacks have been slowed down, no doubt chiefly because of the weather. There is bound to be a sort of pause on the Russian fronts at about this time of year, when the snow is falling but hasn’t yet frozen hard. But the position of the German armies before Stalingrad and in Rzhev, on the Moscow front, isn’t enviable, and the Russians have reported impressive captures of war materials during this week, [but it looks as though the Germans can hold on in their present positions, if they want to.] Down in the South Pacific the Japanese have succeeded in landing a few men—it’s not known exactly how many, probably a few hundreds—north-west of Buna in New Guinea. The object, probably, is to bar the way to an Allied advance westward when Buna itself has been mopped up by the Allies. The Japanese lost heavily in men and landing craft. They haven’t yet renewed their attempts to drive the Americans out of Guadalcanal in the Solomon Island[s]. Japanese planes have, however, again bombed Chittagong, the second time1 in about 10 days. It’s too early yet to be quite certain what this means, but it’s not impossible that the Allies are contemplating some fresh move in the area of the India-Burma frontier. The main news of this week has been the fighting in Africa, and it’s that that I want to devote most of my commentary to.

Last week I suggested that there would be renewed activity very shortly on the Libyan front, and sure enough, it has happened. Five days ago the news broke that the Germans had abandoned their strong defensive position at el Agheila, 50 miles west of Benghazi, and were retreating rapidly westward. Evidently the German plan was to get their main force away as rapidly as possible, while holding up the pursuit of the British Eighth Army by small rearguard actions and by sowing anti-tank mines. However, there has evidently been a hitch in the plan already. The day before yesterday the news came in that an advance detachment of the Eighth Army had made a big outflanking movement, circling round through the desert and then reaching the sea again at a place called Matratin, about 60 miles west of el Agheila. The Axis rearguard was2 cut off and [is being] attacked from both sides, & appears to have been scattered. How many men are involved isn’t yet known, but it is probable that the Axis force which was cut off included3 considerable numbers of tanks and guns. To see the full significance of this one has got to relate it to the probable German plan, and to the North African campaign as a whole.

It doesn’t appear as though the Germans intend making another stand in Libya, except perhaps in defence of Tripoli itself. Having abandoned el Agheila, the most natural place to make another stand would be at Misurata, about 150 miles east of Tripoli. This is another natural defensive position, with the road leading up to it flanked on one side by desert and on the other by a marshy area probably lending itself to ambushes, and with several streams forming natural obstacles. Misurata also has a small seaport and is within fairly easy road distance of Tripoli. However, the tone of the German communiques rather suggests that their plan is to abandon Libya altogether and transfer Rommel’s army to Tunisia, or, possibly, to get it away by sea. For the first few days the Axis radio commentators refused to admit that any retreat was going on. Then they suddenly changed their tone and switched over to claiming that the retreat was a clever prearranged manoeuvre which had completely thrown the British strategy out of gear. To read the German communiques of this moment you’d think that retreating was the whole art of war, and certainly some of their phrases are most ingenious. We have all heard of “strategic withdrawals” and “elastic defence”, but the German commentators have thought of better ones than that. Their best phrase to describe a rapid retreat is “We have successfully increased the distance between ourselves and the enemy”; another is “We have compelled the British to advance westward”—also, of course, that by choosing to retreat General Rommel “retains the initiative”. You will have noticed that when a dog is chasing a rabbit, the rabbit retains the initiative. But this phraseology is worth noticing, because it makes clear that the Germans are preparing their home public for bad news. They don’t, in all probability, expect4 to be able to turn the tables this time, and the best they can hope is to slow down the British advance while the other Axis force consolidates its position in Tunisia.

That is where the importance of the defeat5 of the Axis rearguard comes in. At best it is difficult for the Eighth Army to advance rapidly, because the distances to be covered are enormous, and moreover they are now entering the desert of Sirte, which is about 200 miles wide. Most of their water will have to be brought from the rear, either by road or in barges along the coast. The function of the Axis rearguard was to hold up the Allied advance by destroying such wells as exist, and by anti-tank mines. When these are buried in the ground they blow up any vehicle which passes over them, and the army as a whole can’t advance till special troops have gone ahead and dealt with the mines, which often take a long time to find. The outflanking move which has cut off the Axis rearguard will probably have disrupted these delaying tactics considerably. Meanwhile the main enemy force is being pursued westward, along a narrow coast [road?] where it’s difficult for them to disperse to avoid air attacks. All the reports that have come in show that the Allies are greatly superior in the air on the front.

But now look at the Libyan front in relation to the other front in Tunisia. There the Allied attack on Tunis and Bizerta is still held up, and evidently by the same cause as before—German superiority in the air. The Germans are still better supplied in the matter of air fields, and probably they are being fairly rapidly reinforced—in men, that is—by air from Sicily and Sardinia. They haven’t, however, been successful in their new attacks since their capture of Tebourba and Jedeida. The British First Army is still holding on to Medjes el Bab, west of Tunis, in spite of several German attacks. The main Allied position, behind which they are building up their striking force, hasn’t been breached. If the Eighth Army gets to Tripoli or thereabouts, that will weaken the German position in Tunisia just as much as heavy reinforcements on the other side. The Germans will be subjected to air attack from both east and west, and also from Malta, which it has already been possible to reinforce. It’s probably safe to say that with the Allies both in Tripoli and in Algiers the Germans couldn’t hold on in Tunisia, though from the amount of reinforcements they have thrown in already it looks as if they mean to gamble on it—perhaps partly for prestige reasons.

Admiral Darlan has issued a fresh statement in his capacity as High Commissioner for French North and West Africa. He has said that the French warships at the various African ports will operate on the side of the Allies. These include the warships which were at Dakar and Casablanca, and also those which were interned in Alexandria when France went out of the war. These will make a big addition to the Allied fleets, though perhaps not an immediate one. Besides several heavy cruisers and a number of destroyers and smaller vessels, they include two battleships, both of them at present damaged—the Richelieu, which was hit by a British torpedo soon after the armistice in 1940, and the Jean Bart, which was more heavily damaged in the fighting at Casablanca. These will take time to repair and the vessels which were interned were partly disarmed. But the smaller ships, it is thought, will be able to start in service almost immediately. The fate of the French fleet is now finally settled, after more than two years of uncertainty, and the Allies have come immensely better out of the bargain than the Germans.

[Certain points about Admiral Darlan’s position have still not been made clear. In his statement to the press, however, he said two things which have caused widespread satisfaction. One was that all Frenchmen in North Africa who had been interned or imprisoned by the Vichy authorities for activities against the Axis are to be released, just as President Roosevelt requested. It isn’t absolutely clear whether this covers the various other anti-Fascist refugees, chiefly Germans and Spaniards, who had been shut up in concentration camps under the Vichy regime. We may hope it does—at any rate it should be possible to get confirmation on this point in the near future. The other thing Admiral Darlan announced—this had also been requested by President Roosevelt—was that the anti-Jew laws in North Africa, which had been forced on Vichy by the Germans, are to be abolished.]

I spoke last week about the fresh German persecution and massacre of the Jews in Poland. Even after three years of war, when people inevitably grow callous, this has caused the most profound horror all over the world. I believe there is not a newspaper in this country that has not commented on it with indignation, it has been debated in both houses of Parliament, and many intercession services have been held in which Jews and Christians have taken part together. Mr Anthony Eden has given a solemn promise on behalf of the British Government that after the war those responsible for these cold-blooded massacres will be punished—and not merely the little clique at the top of the Nazi party, but also those who have actually carried out their orders. The International Federation of Trade Unions has called on the German working class to demonstrate, before it is too late, that they are not at one with those who rule them. Until the war is won that is about all that it is possible to do. There is, however, just a slight chance that something positive can be done even now to save at any rate some of the victims of persecution. A move is on foot to evacuate Jewish children from German-occupied Europe under the supervision of some neutral power. It may not come to anything, but on the other hand it is just possible that it may.6 The Germans have shown that they are not more merciful to children than to adults, but because of their food problem it might seem to them worth while to get rid of some of their unwanted population. Even so there are many and obvious difficulties in the way of such a scheme. But we may earnestly hope that it will be put into operation, and the fact that it is at least put forward and receives popular support shows that the people of this country have not forgotten what cause they are fighting for.




1752. Bengali Newsletter, 23

19 December 1942


The English original was written by Orwell. No script has been traced. PasB notes that although Das Gupta as usual read the body of the Newsletter, Mrs. R. Ghosh read its conclusion. Das Gupta’s section was timed as 9′ 20″.






1753. To R.R. Desai

19 December 1942 07/ES/EB

Dear Desai

Just a few notes as promised about your News Review. I don’t want to dictate what you’re to say but would like to make a few general indications.

First of all, we are going to follow the policy of making these talks rather more in the nature of commentaries on the weeks° news and not a Newsletter, as we find it difficult to keep up with the news in an item which only happens once a week, and particularly when we are dealing with people, most of whom read newspapers. No doubt we shall get the formula better worked out within a few weeks.

As to the North African campaign, I think you can plug the German retreat and the destruction of their rearguard pretty hard. It is not known what numbers are involved but it does look as if the rearguard has been scattered or destroyed. It seems unlikely that the Germans can make any comeback east of Tripoli.

If you can, using all discretion, bring in something about the renewed persecution of the Jews in Poland and its repercussions in this country, I should like it. I know the subject of Jews is full of thorns and you will be the best judge of the reactions of your audience, but I don’t think this matter should go unnoticed and it is not impossible that within the next few weeks there may be some move to evacuate large numbers of Jewish children from Europe and it is important to make sure, in advance, that this is not represented in the east as a sort of Jewish invasion of other countries. This is best done by making clear what sort of persecution of Jews has been going on during recent weeks in Poland and other places.

I don’t think I have any other suggestions for this week.

It is O.K. for you to use the Broadcasting House Library up to 6 p.m. on Sunday.

Yours

Eric Blair

Talks Producer

Indian Section




1754. BBC Talks Booking Form, 19.12.42


R. R. Desai: Gujarati Newsletters, 43 and 44; ‘Gujarati Newsletter to be written in Gujarati by Mr. Desai and read at the microphone, and an English version supplied to us by Mr. Desai’; broadcast 21 and 28.12.42; fee £9.9s + 12s 0d fare + 17s 0d expenses. Signed: E. Dunstan for I.P.O. Remarks: ‘Will you please amend Mr. Desai’s present contract for the 21st & 28th Dec. as Mr. Desai is going to write the Newsletters himself, not just translate.’1






1755. Gujarati Newsletter, 43

21 December 1942


The English original was written by Orwell; it was recast and translated by R. R. Desai, who took over fully from No. 45. No script has been traced. PasB has the Newsletter as translated and read by Desai. The timing is given as approximately 8′ 35″.






1756. To T.R.G. Lyell

21 December 1942 07/ES/EB/WMB

Dear Mr. Lyell

Mr. Rushbrook Williams has spoken to me about you and thinks you might like to do some broadcasts on the India Service. I cannot arrange anything just at this moment as our schedule will be full up until some time in February but after that we might be able to fix up something.

I wonder if you would be kind enough to make an appointment to come and see me at some time convenient to yourself, and we might then decide what subjects you could talk on.1

Yours truly

Eric Blair

Talks Producer

Indian Section




1757. To George Bernard Shaw

21 December 1942 07/ES/EB/WMB

Dear Mr. Shaw1

I am writing to ask whether you will give your permission for a short passage from ARMS AND THE MAN to be broadcast to India on the 21st January 1943. I will explain the circumstances.

We are broadcasting a series of six talks on English literature covering the set books in the B.A. course in English literature at Calcutta University. The fifth subject in the series is yourself and the book specially chosen for study is ARMS AND THE MAN. The series is being managed by Edmund Blunden, with speakers for each talk, and I am doing the one on ARMS AND THE MAN myself. The way we do these talks is to have fifteen minutes by the chosen speaker then an interlude of about seven minutes of music and then a five minutes reading from the author in question. In the case of plays we like to get a scene acted and that is what I want to do in this case. The passage I had picked on is from Act 1 of ARMS AND THE MAN, beginning—THE MAN: “A narrow shave” …. down to RAINA:—. . . . . . . “to whom I am betrothed”.

Of course the actors might consider it necessary not to begin or end exactly at that point but that is the passage I want to use. In any case I would let you know beforehand exactly where the chosen passage is to begin and end.

I shall be very grateful if you would allow us to do this and also if you would let us know your decision as early as possible.2

Yours truly

George Orwell

Talks Producer

Indian Section




1758. Memorandum to Miss Playle, The Listener

21 December 1942 Original EB/NP

NEW SERIES OF TALKS ON LITERATURE—CALLING ALL STUDENTS

On December 25th we are starting a new series of talks to India, covering some of the set books in the B.A. course in English literature at Calcutta University. This will be more or less similar to the series MASTERPIECES OF ENGLISH LITERATURE, some of which you used before, but we propose this time to publish the six talks in the form of a pamphlet in Calcutta so as to appear before the University examinations. There are six talks in all, as follows:


1. Shakespeare—with special reference to JULIUS CAESAR. E. M. Forster.

2. Milton, with special reference to the shorter poems. George Sampson

3. Hardy with special reference to FAR FROM THE MADDING CROWD. Blunden.

4. Hazlitt—with some remarks about English Essays in general. Mr. Nicol Smith.

5. Shaw—with special reference to ARMS & THE MAN. George Orwell.

6. The Book of Job. Walter J. Turner (Literary Editor of The Spectator).



The whole series is being arranged and presented by Edmund Blunden. I attach a copy of Forster’s script on Julius Caesar. The talks are of 15 minutes’ duration.

[Signed] N. H. Parratt

for Eric Blair




1759. Venu Chitale’s Programme Preview

22 December 1942


Miss Chitale previewed forthcoming programmes each month. Her talk on 22 December 1942 contains three items of interest to this edition. There is a reminder to listen ‘to George Orwell’s News Commentary. Every Saturday at 11.15 G.M.T., 5.45 I[ndian] S[tandard] T[ime] you can hear George Orwell talking about the events of the week.’ There is an interesting advance notice of what is claimed to be the first broadcast by the BBC of an Indian play in English for Indian listeners, Mālatī and Mādhava. But perhaps of most interest is Miss Chitale’s description of Orwell’s wife, Eileen Blair.

In describing a new Eastern Service series, ‘In Your Kitchen’ (which came under Orwell’s aegis), she said it would be inaugurated by ‘Eileen Blair, who will give an introductory talk on cooking recipes taken mainly from the BBC Home Service programme called “The Kitchen Front”. I wish you could talk to Mrs. Blair yourselves. She and her colleagues at the Ministry of Food are responsible for all the recipes which go out on the radio to the millions of British housewives. Mrs. Blair has a reservoir of quiet humour, and again and again some of it seems to come out in between an amused smile and a penetrating remark. For instance, talking about food the other day, she said many battles have surely been lost because the Field-Marshal concerned had not had his proper allocation of vitamins and calories. I think it is this delightful humour that makes her love the work she is doing at the Ministry of Food. She finds it real fun besides it being very useful. Proper dieting keeps the nation fit and happy; helps to keep the morale high … after all there is nothing like a satisfying and enjoyable meal, more so in wartime. Mrs. Blair is a graduate of Oxford University and she read Psychology for her subject. When I asked her how she had drifted to food from psychology she said “Perhaps it is the psychological reactions to food and cooking that interest me more than food for its own sake.” Of course that explained the Field-Marshal’s vitamins and calories to me! Another interesting remark of Mrs. Blair’s was that she found cooking most creative. Anyway let Mrs. Blair convince you of the psychological value and the creative character of. … FOOD!’

Corrections made to this script by hand look suspiciously like Orwell’s, but it is difficult to be sure. He certainly revised an earlier Programme Preview extensively; see 1351.






1760. Talk by Eileen Blair, for the Kitchen Front Broadcasts

Eastern Service, 23 December 1942


The typescript carries censors’ stamps showing it has been passed for Policy and Security. There are no changes to the script and it is marked ‘As broadcast.’



Every morning for 2½ years now there has been a broadcast from London called the Kitchen Front. It’s part of the ordinary B.B.C. programme, but the idea behind it is that for 5 minutes the Ministry of Food shall try to help British women to do a very difficult job. And that is to give their families the food they need—and food they’ll like—in spite of wartime restrictions. We haven’t really any hardship to complain about. There is enough food for everyone, extra allowances for children and invalids and so on. But on the other hand two things have combined to convert catering from a habit into a research. Many women here, of course, have always cooked for their families—but now they have to cook without foodstuffs that they always relied on and to make up for their absence by using new foods, like dried eggs and dried milk, or foods that always existed but were not so important in peacetime. The other change is that many women are now cooking for the first time—they may know how to write a book or do a complicated surgical operation or teach philosophy, but they don’t know how to make a vegetable stew and pre-war cookery books aren’t much use to them. Obviously it’s more than ever important that meals should be well cooked and well balanced, and the Kitchen Front tries to show how they can be both.

We have all kinds of speakers. Once a week the radio doctor explains the essential food values, the function of vitamins, proteins and calories in the diet, and particularly the importance of child-feeding. But the other talks are generally recipe talks—interpreting the results of scientific experiment in terms of actual dishes. Often the recipes come from the Ministry of Food’s kitchens, where new dishes are tried out every day. Then once a week a foreign housewife tells us something about cooking in her country—at least not always a housewife exactly—one of our speakers was the High Commissioner for India who gave us a very good lesson on how to make Indian curries. Then once a week we broadcast recipes that have been sent in to us by ordinary housewives up and down the country—sometimes recipes for special dishes that their mothers and grandmothers made, sometimes recipes that they themselves have invented on the very day they write to us. But wherever they come from they’re fighting recipes—they’re very economical in rationed food, they don’t need any of the foods that are scarce, they’re good sound nourishment, and they’re attractive too. We are ambitious. We hope that one good result of this war may be that many more people will recognise that cooking is both an art and a science, worth all the intelligence and originality that anyone can put into it.

Well this programme has been going on, as I said, for 2½ years. That’s a lot of recipes, and looking back it seems extraordinary that they haven’t come to an end yet. But on the contrary, we haven’t time to broadcast nearly all we’d like to. The shortage of foods we used to have in abundance has inspired all the good cooks in the country to get the same effect from something else or to find new ways of cooking the foods we have got. Especially vegetables. We can grow vegetables in England, vegetables of some kind all the year round, but many of us never appreciated them till now. For instance, before the war nearly everyone in England ate potatoes every day. And very nearly every day they ate boiled potatoes. Now we have over 100 ways of cooking potatoes, plain and savoury and sweet, and we’ve learnt how to preserve their very important food values too. Our foreign speakers help us a lot with vegetable recipes. People in Central Europe particularly have always lived mainly on vegetables (potatoes and cabbage, many of them) and now they’re telling us how they ate them. The cabbage has come to England as an ambassador, and a very good internationalising influence it is, full of Vitamin C.

That’s the story of the Kitchen Front broadcast. And now once a week you’re going to hear one or two of our recipes. At least I hope you’re going to hear them. Miss Panthaki is going to broadcast them anyway. Some of them will be new to you I expect, as they are to us. Some of them may seem pretty odd to you—a lot of them seemed very odd to us until we cooked them and found that they were good. And some of our traditional English and Scottish and Welsh dishes may be new to you too, but perhaps you may like them, even adapted as they have had to be for wartime. If you do, if you share our excitement in this adventuring after new experiences in eating, you might like to tell us something about your food. We have lentils, we have some rice and spices too, as well as fresh vegetables, and if we were to broadcast a recipe sent specially from India millions of English listeners would appreciate it and thousands of them would be cooking it the same day. That would be another internationalising influence.




1761. BBC Talks Booking Form, 22.12.42


Sir Aziz-ul-Huque: ‘The High Commissioner Talks to you’;1 13½-minute talk about Indians in this country; broadcast 29.12.42 and 26.1.43; fee £10.10s each talk. Signed: M Blackburn for I.P.O.






1762. BBC Talks Booking Form, 22.12.42


Mulk Raj Anand: ‘Voice,’ 6; ‘half hour programme of poems etc., with discussions lasting about 5 min. Mr. Anand helped to put the programme together & will take part in discussion’; broadcast 29.12.42; fee £5.5s, ‘Usual fee’ (in Blackburn’s handwriting). Signed: M Blackburn for I.P.O.; marked ‘Cancelled’ by M. Cunningham, Talks Booking Manager.






1763. BBC Talks Booking Form, 22.12.42


Lady Grigg: ‘Women Generally Speaking’; broadcast 6, 13, 20, and 27.1.43; fee £8.8s each broadcast. Signed: M Blackburn for I.P.O.






1764. BBC Talks Booking Form, 22.12.42


Herbert Read: ‘Voice,’ 6; ‘reading poems and taking part in discussions in this 30 minute programme’; broadcast 29.12.42; fee £4.4s, to cover reading of poems and part in discussions. Signed: M Blackburn for I.P.O.






1765. To Edmund Blunden

23 December 1942 07/ES/EB

Dear Mr. Blunden

We have fixed a recording for Mr. D. Nichol Smith1 to do his talk on Hazlitt. The date of the recording is the 8th January at 10.45 to 11.15 a.m.

Would you please be here with Mr. Nichol Smith at 10.15 for a rehearsal. I hope this is quite convenient for you.

Yours sincerely

[Initialled] E. A. B

George Orwell

Talks Producer

Indian Section




1766. To W.J. Turner

23 December 1942 07/ES/EB/WMB

Dear Mr. Turner

Thank you very much for your script on the Book of JOB, which has arrived quite safely. This is very interesting and we are looking forward to your broadcast.

Yours sincerely

[Initialled] E. A. B

George Orwell

Talks Producer

Indian Section




1767. BBC Talks Booking Form, 23.12.42


Shridhar Telkar: ‘Behind the Headlines’; broadcast 7, 14, 21, and 28.1.43; fee £9.9s each talk. Signed: M Blackburn for I.P.O.






1768. Review of An Unknown Land by Viscount Samuel

The Listener, 24 December 1942

Founded ultimately on Bacon’s New Atlantis, this book is a ‘favourable’ Utopia, and it fails at just the same point as all other books of this type—that is, in being unable to describe a society which is anywhere near perfection and which any normal human being would want to live in.

The author, so the story goes, has always believed that the country known as the New Atlantis was a real island which some sea-captain had described to Bacon, and after a long voyage of exploration he succeeds in finding it and spends about a year there. It is only a smallish island situated in a remote part of the South Pacific, so that it has remained undiscovered, partly owing to the precautions of the inhabitants. They are aware of the outside world and periodically send out ‘missioners’ to put them in touch with the latest scientific discoveries, but they keep the existence of their own island secret, not having any wish to be invaded and conquered.

Internally, of course, the island has all the characteristics we have come to associate with ‘favourable’ Utopias—the hygiene, the labour-saving devices, the fantastic machines, the emphasis on Science, the all-round reasonableness tempered by a rather watery religiosity. The people work a nine-hour week and spend the rest of their time in scientific or artistic pursuits. There is no war, no crime, no disease, no poverty, no class-distinctions, etc., etc. Why is it that such ‘ideal’ conditions as these are always so profoundly unappetising to read about? One is driven to conclude that fully human life is not thinkable without a considerable intermixture of evil. It is obvious, to take only one instance, that humour and the sense of fun, ultimately dependent on the existence of evil, have no place in any Utopia. As Lunacharsky remarked long ago in the introduction to The Little Golden Calf, in a perfect society there would be nothing to laugh at. The people in Lord Samuel’s Utopia are occasionally described as laughing, but only at the habits of foreigners, not at anything in their own lives. A certain smugness and a tendency to self-praise are common failings in the inhabitants of Utopias, as a study of Mr. H. G. Wells’ work would show.

It is noticeable that a ‘perfect’ society only becomes thinkable if the human mind and even the human physiology are somehow got rid of. The inhabitants of Lord Samuel’s Utopia have artificially enlarged skulls which allow their brains to reach a prodigious development, but which make them, from our point of view, only doubtfully human. Swift, when he wanted to describe good instead of evil, had to turn from men to horses. It might be worth Lord Samuel’s while to reflect that though the first three parts of Gulliver’s Travels are disgusting and sometimes horrifying, they are hilariously funny and full of brilliant invention, and it is only in the final part, the Land of the Houyhnhnms, where Swift is describing as best he can the way in which reasonable beings would live, that a note of melancholy intrudes and the narrative even becomes boring.


Orwell was paid £2.2s for this review, which was unsigned.






1769. To Arthur Wynn, Music Bookings Manager

24 December 1942 Original EB/WMB

INTERLUDE IN 1115 TO 1130 GMT PERIOD

As from today, the 24th, we are doing a short interlude approximately 5 minutes, between the programmes BEHIND THE HEADLINES and BEHIND THE BATTLEFRONT, which is given at 1130 to 1200 GMT. This interlude is going to be filled by a recorded poem chosen by Mr. Blair and Dr. Menon is chosing appropriate music in relation to the poem.

We shall be glad, therefore, if you will issue a contract for Mr. Narayana Menon, 151 Sussex Gardens, London, W.2. to the end of January, commencing today, the 24th, and continuing for the 31st Dec. 7th January, 14th, 21st and 28th January 1943.

[Signed] M Blackburn

(For Eric Blair)

P.S. Mr. Blair suggests a fee of half a guinea each time.




1770. News Commentary in English for Malaya, 13

25 December 1942


This was written and read by George Orwell. No script has been traced.






1771. English News Commentary, 53

26 December 1942


There are unusual aspects to the script for this Newsletter. It has two different openings, the long, original, opening having been replaced by a much shorter text. The contents are much the same, and there is no ground for believing that the original opening was censored. The cut version is marked, in Orwell’s hand, ‘As b’cast 13′ 8″’; the running times marked on the script total 13¼ minutes. The script was apparently changed to fit the time available and done at the last moment, because it includes an update to the news: ‘He was due to be executed this morning.’ The original opening paragraph read:



I said in recent news commentaries that before long the British and United States governments were likely to issue some official statement defining the position of Admiral Darlan, the High Commissioner for French North and West Africa. Well, it so happens that his position has been defined in another way. He is dead, having been assassinated in Algiers the day before yesterday. The assassin was captured, but we don’t yet know who he is or what his motives were. No doubt the world will be enlightened on those points within the next few days. Meanwhile I should like to emphasise that Darlan’s death makes no difference to the general situation. The stability of the regime in French Africa did not depend upon him, and there is no reason to think that the loyalty to the United Nations of the French troops in Africa will be in any way affected. For the moment General Giraud, who escaped recently from Germany and reached Africa via Vichy France, has taken over the command of the French forces in Africa. A successor to Darlan will no doubt be appointed shortly. During the past week or two a great deal of evidence had accumulated as to Darlan’s unpopularity with the French North African population, who presumably didn’t forget his record as a “collaborator” in the Vichy government, and didn’t feel that his having changed sides a second time necessarily wiped out the first time. The cause of the United Nations will be a lot better off if as successor to Darlan we get someone who has been less conspicuously associated with the policy of surrender to the Nazis.


The script looks as if it has been typed by Orwell, possibly on his own machine; the typewriter is certainly not one normally used for producing scripts of Newsletters. The replacement slip was typed on yet another machine, probably by someone unfamiliar with its idiosyncracies. It looks as if its carriage moved forward sluggishly in contrast to the typist’s speed, for in some 120 words there are fifteen instances in which words run into the next, as well as other typing errors. The Christmas holiday may have meant that Orwell was not relying on the regular secretarial staff. The timings shown are those marked in the margin of the script. PasB has ‘News Review written and broadcast by George Orwell.’ The script was read for Policy and Security by S. Ramaam and in his hand is the indication ‘For English & Bengali’ on the first page of the amended text. The very slight verbal changes are also in Ramaam’s hand but these may record Orwell’s own amendments; they have no implications of censorship. This script seems to have been the basis for Bengali Newsletter, 24 (see 1772), but whether this was simply a saving of time at Christmas or a regular practice is not known.



I said in earlier commentaries that before long there would be some official pronouncement defining the position of Admiral Darlan, High commissioner° for French North and West Africa. Well, it so happens that his position has been defined in another way. He is dead. He was assassinated two days ago. The assassin was captured and tried by a French court martial. He was due to be executed this morning.1 That is all we know at present, except that General Giraud2 has taken over Darlan’s position as commander of the French forces in north and west Africa° for the time being. The administration is proceeding as before [, and this incident will not in any way upset the United Nations’ war effort].

Apart from the assassination of Admiral Darlan, the chief [1 min] development this week on the North African front has been the continued and rapid retreat of the Germans in Libya. At the time when I delivered my commentary last week the rearguard of General Rommel’s army had just been cut off west of el Agheila and seemed likely to be completely destroyed. Most of that rearguard ultimately got away, though not without losing fairly heavily in guns and other material, besides a few hundreds of prisoners. But the retreat has gone on, and our advance patrols are now in contact with the Germans somewhere near Sirte, about 150 miles west of el Agheila. It looks as though the Germans are about to abandon Sirte, and ultimately, in all probability, the whole of Libya, though no doubt they will fight a delaying action in defence of Tripoli. They are still doing their best to slow up the Eighth Army’s advance by sowing anti-tank mines, and by ploughing up the airfields they have to abandon; when this is done it is some days before the airfields can be used by Allied planes. Also, within the last few days German airplanes have begun to reappear on the Libyan front, after about a week in which almost the only air activity had been that of the Allies. No doubt the German commander hopes to hold the Eighth Army till the bulk of the German forces have got away, probably into Tunisia or, possibly, back to Sicily by sea.

From the German point of view the complete abandonment of Libya has the disadvantage that it means giving up the last scrap of the Italian Empire and thus robbing the Italians of any motive they may still have for continuing the war. There is much evidence that morale in Italy is already low, the food situation is bad, and the British [3 min] air raids have caused much panic and disorganisation. There has even been serious talk of declaring Rome an open city to save it from being bombed. If this is done it will be a tremendous blow to Axis prestige and an open admission that Italian morale is shaky. The Germans, however, are not likely to be affected by any concern for Italian feelings. However much the Italian people may hate the war they are not in a position to make any anti-war move while the German army is quartered upon them. And for the Germans, to abandon Libya altogether and concentrate on holding on to Tunisia would have considerable advantages. If they could hold Tunisia permanently—which, however, isn’t likely—they could completely bar the passage through the Mediterranean to Allied shipping. But even if they can only hold it for a while they can cut their losses and get out of Africa less disastrously than if they risked having a whole army destroyed in Libya. Also their supply problem in Bizerta and Tunis is very much simpler than it is in Tripoli. To supply Tripoli means a constant loss of ships and transport planes. Throughout the present operations the Axis have been losing on an average a ship a day—far more than they can afford with their limited amount of shipping. So my forecast for North Africa would be that the Germans are likely to defend Bizerta and Tunis as long as possible, but not to make an all-out effort to defend Tripoli.

Since last week the Russians have opened up fresh offensives,3 this time on the middle Don, north west of Stalingrad and also in the Caucasus. They broke through the German defensive positions almost immediately, and in [5¼ min] just over a week they have made an advance of about 100 miles and claim 500004 prisoners, besides great captures of war material. The advance the Russians have made in a south-westerly direction makes it still harder for the German army before Stalingrad to get out of its uncomfortable position. How decisive this Russian victory will be we can’t yet say. A feature of the winter fighting in Russia is the difficulty either side has of making any prolonged offensive, owing to the severe weather conditions and consequent break-down of communications. But the series of limited offensives which the Russians have now made at widely-separated points along the front have added greatly to the Germans’ problems. The Russians are now in several places across the railway connecting Voronezh with Rostov, which makes lateral communication much harder for the Germans. If you look at the map of the Russian front, from Leningrad down to the Caucasus, you will notice that the line occupied by the German armies is roughly twice as long as it need be, owing to the huge salients in it. The Germans could shorten it by means of a general retreat, but considerations of prestige make that difficult for them. And the Germans have again failed to capture large cities in which to winter their troops. Last year thousands of Germans—we do not know how many thousands—were frozen to death because of the failure to capture Moscow and Leningrad. This year thousands more will die of cold because of the failure to capture Stalingrad and to get across the Caucasus Mountains. And the more activity the Red Army can keep up during the winter months, the harder for the Germans to rest their armies and get ready for the Anglo-American offensive [7½ min] next year.

Last week I suggested that the Japanese bombing of Chittagong might mean that the Allies intended some move in the area of the India-Burma frontier. This has been confirmed by the advance that British and Indian forces have made into Burma in the direction of Akyab. The fact that the Japanese have three times bombed Calcutta suggests that they take this move seriously. We ought not, however, to expect any immediate great results from the Allied advance. It is probably only a reconnaissance to test Japanese strength and also to make contact with the Burmese and discover their reactions to the Japanese occupation. Akyab is not of itself an objective worth fighting a serious battle for. There is only one really important objective in Burma, and that is Rangoon, the only port of entry through which war materials could once again be sent to the Burma Road. The Allies would have to capture Rangoon to make any campaign in Burma worth while. A more significant bit of news, which has attracted less attention, is the air raid on the island of Sumatra by British planes which must have come from an aircraft carrier. This is significant because it shows how the balance of naval power is shifting against5 Japan. This is the first action the Allies have taken against Sumatra since March of this year, and till a few months ago no Allied aircraft carrier could possibly have got near Sumatra. Japanese naval superiority is waning even on the eastern side of the Bay of Bengal, thanks to the heavy losses they have had in the South Pacific and the much faster rate of Allied construction in ships and [9½ min] planes. The British raid on Sumatra is a demonstration of this, but it must have had some direct military purpose as well, and it may have been connected with the advance into Burma. It would be worth keeping an eye on the Andaman Islands, which lie south-west of Burma and command the approaches to Rangoon and Singapore.

This is the fourth Christmas of war, and in the minute or two remaining to me I should like to glance back, as I have sometimes done in earlier commentaries, and say something about the development of the war as a whole. Look back two years, to the Christmas of 1940. Britain was alone, fighting desperately with her back to the wall, and London and other British cities were being bombed to pieces. America was neutral, Soviet Russia also neutral and only very doubtfully friendly.6 An Italian army had been destroyed in Cyrenaica and the air battle over Britain had been won, but the Germans had conquered the whole of western Europe and there was no kind of certainty that the New Order would not be a success. Now look back one year, to the Christmas of 1941. Then too the outlook was black enough. Hong Kong had just fallen, an unannounced attack had temporarily crippled the American fleet at Pearl Harbour, and the Japanese had started on their career of conquest which—so it appeared at the time—was certain to lead on to the invasion of India and of Australia. But there were compensations there had not been the year before. Russia and the United States were in the war, the attempt to knock out Russia at one blow had visibly failed, and the German army was still breaking its teeth [11½ min] on Moscow. Moreover Britain’s strength, in arms and trained men, had grown enormously in the intervening year. And now look at the situation as it now stands. In Russia the Germans have suffered huge losses for no corresponding gain, and they have another winter in the snow ahead of them. The Japanese are where they stood seven months ago, they have lost scores of irreplaceable warships, and in the South Pacific the struggle has begun to turn against them. Most of Libya has been lost to the Axis, and the whole north-west corner of Africa, with its good ports and airfields and its important raw materials, has passed into Allied control. Both American and British arms production have got into full swing. As for the New Order, even the Germans themselves have almost stopped pretending that it is a success. There have been moments even during 1942—especially during the middle of the summer—when things looked dark enough, but we can see now with certainty that the tide has turned. Just at what moment it turned is disputable. It might have been the Battle of Britain in 1940, or the failure of the Germans before Moscow in 1941 or the Anglo-American invasion of North Africa in 1942—but it has turned, and one can tell even from the speeches of the Axis leaders themselves that they know very well it won’t flow their way again. [13¼ min]




1772. Bengali Newsletter, 24

26 December 1942


PasB states ‘written by Eric Blair, staff, translated and read by S. K. Das Gupta, followed by paragraph of news of interest to Bengali women written and read by Mrs. Renu Ghosh.’ This is the only PasB entry for the Bengali Newsletter to mention Orwell. From PasB a timing of 12 minutes may be assumed. To fill the time HMV record N 15761 / OML 220–1 was played for l½′. No script has been traced.






1773. Gujarati Newsletter, 44

28 December 1942


This was written by Orwell and recast and translated by R. R. Desai, who took over completely from No. 45. PasB says written and read by Desai. The timing is given as 11′ 02″. No script has been traced.

Because Orwell’s involvement in the Gujarati Newsletter is from this time on restricted to checking, on Mondays, the English translation of what Desai had broadcast the previous day, no further details will be given of this series of Newsletters.






1774. For Z. A. Bokhari to P. Chatterjee

28 December 1942 07/ES/ZAB/ED

Dear Dr. Chatterjee,

[As] promised, here is a copy of the English version of the Bengali Newsletter, which was broadcast on Saturday last, from 3.30–3.45 p.m.

We shall be glad if you will write a trial Newsletter in Bengali, covering the news of the current week, and bring it along on Saturday next, the 2nd January, together with an English version. We will expect you some time during the morning on Saturday, if that is convenient to you.

Yours sincerely,

[Initialled] MB

for Z. A. Bokhari

Indian Programme Organiser




1775. BBC Talks Booking Form, 28.12.42


Edmund Blunden: ‘Calling All Students,’ 3, talk on Hardy with special reference to FAR FROM THE MADDING CROWD; broadcast 8.1.43; fee £9.9s. Signed: M Blackburn for I.P.O. Remarks: ‘Edmund Blunden is giving the actual talk and not the introduction this time.’






1776. BBC Talks Booking Form, 28.12.42


S. K. Das Gupta: to translate & read the Bengali Newsletters written in English by E. Blair (Staff); broadcast 2, 9,16, 23, and 30.1.43; fee £3.3s for the first1 and £5.5s for the others. Signed: M Blackburn for Z. A. Bokhari.






1777. BBC Talks Booking Form, 28.12.42


W.J. Turner: ‘Calling All Students,’ 6, THE BOOK OF JOB;1 broadcast 29.1.43; fee £9.9s. Signed: M Blackburn for I.P.O.






1778. ‘Voice,’ 6: A Magazine Programme

29 December 1942


The text of ‘Voice,’ 6, the last of the series, is reproduced from a typescript used in the broadcast. It has been amended by several hands, one of which is Orwell’s. The script is almost certainly that used by Herbert Read, for his name, crossed through, appears at the top of the first page with the timing, 29¼ minutes, and ‘As broadcast.’

The text is reproduced as modified for the broadcast, though there are a few places where the amendments are not clear and some guesswork has been necessary. The notes record changes and uncertainties. The surviving typescript, a top copy, has enough mistypings and overtypings to suggest that it is not the work of a professional typist. The small x’s used to cross out words indicate that the typist was probably not Orwell. There is no list of participants, but, from the closing announcement, they were: Herbert Read, William Empson, George Orwell, Venu Chitale, and Christopher Pemberton; a BBC recording was used to transmit T. S. Eliot’s contribution. Not all the speakers’ names are given in this typescript; the original’s SOMEONE has been left standing.

The typescript gives the commercial record numbers of the discs used in the broadcast; details of performers have been added in italic within square brackets.

‘Voice,’ 6 was transmitted from 11.15 to 11.45 GMT, and at 11.34 there was a one-minute news flash. The subject is not noted in PasB.



ANNOUNCER:

This is London Calling. Here is the sixth number of VOICE, our monthly radio magazine.

FADE UP ‘ADESTE FIDELES’—HMV. DB. 984. for 1’

[John McCormack with Trinity Choir, mixed chorus, and orchestra]

ORWELL:

This is a special Christmas number, and we are departing from our usual practice and having music in it. But as usual we want to start off by making sure what we are talking about. Christmas is something integral to the West and we all take its importance for granted, but we are talking to an audience to whom the festival of Christmas may not be so familiar. What is the essential thing about Christmas? What does it really stand for?

CHITALE:

Well, first of all, I suppose, for the anniversary of the birth of Christ.

EMPSON:

Not first in order1 of time. There was a pre-Christian festival at the same date, or about the same date. The ancient Saxon tribes that we are descended from used to celebrate something or other on Christmas day. The mistletoe hung2 up in English houses at Christmas time was3 a sacred plant when the aboriginal Britons were savages; its° an evergreen in winter. That’s4 a natural thing in a cold northern climate. You must have a break somewhere in the long winter, and an excuse for a little feasting: this comes just after the days have started to get longer.5

ORWELL:

There seem to be three ideas mixed up in the Christmas festival. One is winter and snow, another is the Nativity of Christ, and the other is feasting and the giving of gifts. Of course some of it is a development of the last hundred years. I think the giving of Christmas presents is a modern custom, isn’t it?

SOMEONE:

No. Christmas presents are supposed to have originated when the three kings from the East brought their gifts of gold and frankincense and myrrh to Bethlehem. In India the custom is that the child is given presents 12 days after birth.6

ORWELL:

Well, we’ll try to cover those three aspects of Christmas. Let’s start off with something about the snow and the characteristic winter plants, the holly and the ivy and the mistletoe.

EMPSON:

You’ll have great difficulty in finding much about snow in English literature. It’s never praised,7 at any rate until the last hundred years. That’s natural. This is a cold country, and we don’t write in praise of cold.

PEMBERTON:

There’s a poem by Robert Bridges, LONDON SNOW. I’ve got it here. That’s in praise of snow.

ORWELL:

All right, let’s have that one. I tell you how we’ll do it. First of all we’ll have the carol “See amid the winter’s snow”, then we’ll have the poem—LONDON SNOW by Robert Bridges—and then another carol, The Holly and the Ivy. I think we’ll go straight through them with only pauses between.

RECORD: HMV. B. 8073 SEE AMID THE WINTER’S SNOW. I1

[Royal Choral Society with organ accompaniment conducted by Dr. Malcolm Sargent]

LONDON SNOW by Robert Bridges

PEMBERTON:


When men were all asleep the snow came flying,

In large white flakes falling on the city brown,

Stealthily and perpetually settling and loosely lying,

 Hushing the latest traffic of the drowsy town;

Deadening, muffling, stifling its murmurs failing;

Lazily and incessantly floating down and down:

 Silently sifting and veiling road, roof and railing;

Hiding difference, making unevenness even,

Into angles and crevices softly drifting and sailing.

 All night it fell, and when full inches seven

It lay in the depth of its uncompacted lightness,

The clouds blew off from a high and frosty heaven;

 And all woke earlier for the unaccustomed brightness

Of the winter dawning, the strange unheavenly glare:

The eye marvelled—marvelled at the dazzling whiteness;

The ear hearkened to the stillness of the solemn air;

No sound of wheel rumbling nor of foot falling,

And the busy morning cries came thin and spare.

 Then boys I heard, as they went to school, calling,

They gathered up the crystal manna to freeze

Their tongues with tasting, their hands with snowballing;

 Or rioted in a drift, plunging up to the knees;

Or peering up from under the white-mossed wonder,

‘O look at the trees!’ they cried, ‘O look at the trees!’

 With lessened load a few carts creak and blunder,

Following along the white deserted way,

A country company long dispersed asunder;

 When now already the sun, in pale display

Standing by Paul’s high dome, spread forth below

His sparkling beams, and awoke the stir of the day.

 For now doors open, and war is waged with the snow;

And trains of sombre men, past tale of number,

Tread long brown paths, as toward their toil they go:

 But even for them awhile no cares encumber

Their minds diverted; the daily word is unspoken,

The daily thoughts of labour and sorrow slumber

At the sight of the beauty that greets them, for the charm they have broken.



RECORD: THE HOLLY & THE IVY HMV. BD. 768 45″ approx.

[St Brandon’s School Choir, Bristol, arranged, and orchestra conducted, by Leslie Woodgate]

READ:8

It’s time we had something dealing with the birth of Christ itself, which is what the Christmas festival properly commemorates.9

ORWELL:

Let’s start with a carol specially dealing with that time.10 For instance, The Seven Joys of Mary.

RECORD: THE SEVEN JOYS OF MARY VICTOR: 2018 1′ 50″ approx.

[John Jacob Niles (tenor), with dulcimer accompaniment]

ORWELL:

I think we ought to read the story itself before reading any poems about it. What is the absolutely essential thing about the story of the birth of Christ, I wonder?

READ:11

I think the essential thing—that is, the thing everyone remembers—is the idea of power and wisdom abasing themselves before innocence and poverty. Everyone who has ever heard of the birth of Christ remembers two picturesque details which don’t, in fact, have anything to do with Christian doctrine. One is the child lying in the manger, and the other is the three Kings from the East coming with their gifts. The story is so perfectly right that it has become traditional, and it’s acted every year in thousands of churches all over the world. But in fact not one of the versions in the Bible gives quite the full story.12

ORWELL:

I think we’ll have the version from the Gospel according to St. Matthew. That’s the fullest one. Perhaps Venu Chitale will read it for us. Here it is then—from the second chapter of the Gospel of St. Matthew.

[CHITALE:]


From THE GOSPEL ACCORDING TO ST. MATTHEW. Ch. II, 1–4, 7–15.

Now when Jesus was born in Bethlehem of Judaea in the days of Herod the king, behold, there came wise men from the east to Jerusalem, saying, Where is he that is born King of the Jews? for we have seen his star in the east, and are come to worship him. When Herod the king had heard these things, he was troubled, and all Jerusalem with him.

And when he had gathered all the chief priests and scribes of the people together, he demanded of them where Christ should be born.

Then Herod, when he had privily called the wise men, inquired of them diligently what time the star appeared.

And he sent them to Bethlehem, and said, Go and search diligently for the young child; and when ye have found him, bring me word again, that I may come and worship him also.

When they had heard the king, they departed; and, lo, the star, which they saw in the east, went before them, till it came and stood over where the young child was.

When they saw the star, they rejoiced with exceeding great joy.

And when they were come into the house, they saw the young child with Mary his mother, and fell down, and worshipped him: and when they had opened their treasures, they presented unto him gifts: gold, and frankincense, and myrrh.

And being warned of God in a dream that they should not return to Herod, they departed into their own country another way.

And when they were departed, behold, the angel of the Lord appeareth to Joseph in a dream, saying, Arise, and take the young child and his mother, and flee into Egypt, and be thou there until I bring thee word: for Herod will seek the young child to destroy him.

When he arose, he took the young child and his mother by night, and departed into Egypt:

And was there until the death of Herod: that it might be fulfilled which was spoken of the Lord by the prophet, saying, Out of Egypt have I called my son.13



ORWELL:

And now what poems shall we have?

EMPSON:

We ought to have Milton’s Hymn on the Nativity. I’m sure Herbert Read would read that very nicely.

SOMEONE:

And what about having T. S. Eliot’s poem, THE JOURNEY OF THE MAGI? That would give a good contrast.

ORWELL:

Yes, that’s a good idea. We’ve got a recording of that which Eliot made himself. The Hymn on the Nativity is rather long, so perhaps we should have another carol in between the two poems. Let’s have in Excelsis Gloria.° First of all Milton,14 then the carol, then THE JOURNEY OF THE MAGI. Here they are then.

READ:


It was the Winter wilde,

While the Heav’n-borne-childe,

 All meanly wrapt in the rude manger lies;

Nature in aw to him

Had doff’t her gawdy trim,

 With her great Master so to sympathize:

It was no season then for her

To wanton with the Sun her lusty Paramour. …

No War, or Battails sound

Was heard the World around,

 The idle spear and shield were high up hung;

The hookèd Chariot stood

Unstain’d with hostile blood,

 The Trumpet spake not to the armèd throng,

And Kings sate still with awfull eye,

As if they surely knew their sovran Lord was by.

But peacefull was the night

Wherein the Prince of light

 His raign of peace upon the earth began:

The Windes with wonder whist,

Smoothly the waters kist,

 Whispering new joyes to the milde Ocean,

Who now hath quite forgot to rave,

While Birds of Calm sit brooding on the charmèd wave,

The Stars with deep amaze

Stand fixt in stedfast gaze,

 Bending one way their pretious influence,

And will not take their flight,

For all the morning light,

 Or Lucifer that often warn’d them thence;

But in their glimmering Orbs did glow,

Untill their Lord himself bespake, and bid them go. …

The Shepherds on the Lawn,

Or ere the point of dawn,

 Sate simply chatting in a rustick row;

Full little thought they than,

That the mighty Pan

 Was kindly com to live with them below;

Perhaps their loves, or els their sheep,

Was all that did their silly thoughts so busie keep. …

At last surrounds their sight

A Globe of circular light,

 That with long beams the shame-fac’t night array’d,

The helmèd Cherubim

And sworded Seraphim,

 Are seen in glittering ranks with wings displaid,

Harping in loud and solemn quire,

With unexpressive notes to Heav’ns new-born Heir.

Such musick (as ’tis said)

Before was never made,

 But when of old the sons of morning sung,

While the Creator Great

His constellations set,

 And the well-ballanc’t world on hinges hung,

And cast the dark foundations deep,

And bid the weltring waves their oozy channel keep. …

The Oracles are dumm,

No voice or hideous humm

 Runs through the arched roof in words deceiving.

Apollo from his shrine

Can no more divine,

 With hollow shreik the steep of Delphos leaving.

No nightly trance, or breathèd spell,

Inspires the pale-ey’d Priest from the prophetic cell. …

Peor, and Baalim,

Forsake their Temples dim,

 With that twise-batter’d god of Palestine,

And moonèd Ashtaroth,

Heav’ns Queen and Mother both,

 Now sits not girt with Tapers holy shine,

The Libyc Hammon shrinks his horn,

In vain the Tyrian Maids their wounded Thamuz mourn.

And sullen Moloch fled,

Hath left in shadows dred,

 His burning Idol all of blackest hue,

In vain with Cymbals ring,

They call the grisly king.

 In dismall dance about the furnace blue;

The brutish gods of Nile as fast,

Isis and Orus, and the Dog Anubis hast.

Nor is Osiris seen

In Memphian Grove, or Green,

 Trampling the unshowr’d Grasse with lowings loud:

Nor can he be at rest

Within his sacred chest,

 Naught but profoundest hell can be his shroud,

In vain with Timbrel’d Anthems dark

The sable-stolèd Sorcerers bear his worshipt Ark.

He feels from Juda’s Land

The dredded Infants hand,

 The rayes of Bethlehem blind his dusky eyn;

Nor all the gods beside,

Longer dare abide,

 Not Typhon huge ending in snaky twine:

Our Babe to shew his Godhead true,

Can in his swadling bands countroul the damnèd crew,

So when the Sun in bed,

Curtain’d with cloudy red,

 Pillows his chin upon an Orient wave,

The flocking shadows pale,

Troop to th’infernall jail,

 Each fetter’d Ghost slips to his severall grave,

And the yellow-skirted Fayes,

Fly after the Night-steeds, leaving their Moon-lov’d maze.

But see the Virgin blest,

Hath laid her Babe to rest.

 Time is our tedious Song should here have ending,

Heav’ns youngest teemèd Star,

Hath fixt her polisht Car,

 Her sleeping Lord with Handmaid Lamp attending:

And all about the Courtly Stable,

Bright-harnest Angels sit in order serviceable.

RECORD: GLORIA IN EXCELSIS. COL: DX. 581. 1¼′ approx.

[Version of King Henry VI sung by Nashdom Abbey Singers]



JOURNEY OF THE MAGI by T. S. Eliot

(L.T.S.15 RECORDING: IOPH 8167. 2′ 20″)


[ELIOT]:




 ‘A cold coming we had of it,

Just the worst time of the year

For a journey, and such a long journey:

The ways deep and the weather sharp,

The very dead of the winter.’

And the camels galled, sore-footed, refractory,

Lying down in the melting snow.

There were times we regretted

The summer palaces on slopes, the terraces,

And the silken girls bringing sherbet.

Then the camel men cursing and grumbling

And running away, and wanting their liquor and women,

And the night-fires going out, and the lack of shelters,

And the cities hostile and the towns unfriendly

And the villages dirty and charging high prices:

A hard time we had of it.

At the end we preferred to travel all night,

Sleeping in snatches,

With the voices singing in our ears, saying

That this was all folly.

Then at dawn we came down to a temperate valley,

Wet, below the snow line, smelling of vegetation;

With a running stream and a water-mill beating the darkness,

And three trees on the low sky,

And an old white horse galloped away in the meadow.

Then we came to a tavern with vine-leaves over the lintel,

Six hands at an open door dicing for pieces of silver,

And feet kicking the empty wine-skins.

But there was no information, and so we continued

And arrived at evening, not a moment too soon

Finding the place; it was (you may say) satisfactory.

All this was a long time ago, I remember,

And I would do it again, but set down

This set down

This: were we led all that way for

Birth or Death? There was a Birth, certainly,

We had evidence and no doubt. I had seen birth and death,

But had thought they were different; this Birth was

Hard and bitter agony for us, like Death, our death.

We returned to our places, these Kingdoms,

But no longer at ease here, in the old dispensation,

With an alien people clutching their gods.

I should be glad of another death.



ORWELL:

We’ve dealt with winter and the snow, and with the Nativity of Christ. We still haven’t dealt with Christmas as it now is—the public holiday, the turkeys and plum puddings, Santa Claus and the reindeer, the Christmas parties and all the rest of it.

EMPSON:

There’s not so much about it in our literature, till the Victorian stress on it, and that seems to have come in from Northern Europe and America. Dickens is very good on it, especially the PICKWICK PAPERS, but they’re too long to quote.16

READ:

And perhaps they are hardly appropriate for a wartime Xmas. There’s another poem of Robert Bridges which seems to me to give the feeling of the festival as it was celebrated this year, when after a long interval we heard the church bells again.17

ORWELL:

Yes, that’s a good idea. Perhaps Empson will read it for us. We’ll have the poem, and then straight after it another carol to end up with. We’ll have IN DULCE JUBILO, or as much of it as we’ve got time for.

[EMPSON:]


CHRISTMAS EVE 1913 by Robert bridges.

A frosty Christmas Eve

 When the stars were shining

Fared I forth alone

 where westward falls the hill,

And from many a village

 in the water’d valley

Distant music reach’d me

 peals of bells aringing;

The constellated sounds

 ran sprinkling on earth’s floor

As the dark vault above

 with stars was spangled o’er.

Then sped my thoughts to keep

 that first Christmas of all

When the shepherds watching

 by their folds ere the dawn

Heard music in the fields

 and marvelling could not tell

Whether it were angels

 or the bright stars singing.

Now blessed be the tow’rs

 that crown England so fair

That stand up strong in prayer

 unto God for our souls:

Blessed be their founders

 (said I) an’ our country folk

Who are ringing for Christ

 in the belfries tonight

With arms lifted to clutch

 the rattling ropes that race

Into the dark above

 and the mad romping din.

But to me heard afar

 it was starry music

Angels’ song, comforting

 as the comfort of Christ

When he spake tenderly

 to his sorrowful flock:

The old words came to me

 by the riches of time

Mellow’d and transfigured

 as I stood on the hill

Heark’ning in the aspect

 of th’ eternal silence.



RECORD: IN DULCI JUBILO. HMV. C. 2070.

[Royal Choral Society, unaccompanied, conducted by Dr. Malcolm Sargent]

ANNOUNCER:

That is the end of the sixth number of VOICE, our monthly radio magazine. Those taking part were Herbert Read, William Empson, George Orwell, Venu Chitale and Christopher Pemberton. Owing to the rearrangement of our schedule, the next number of VOICE will not appear until March 19th 1943, after which it will appear every four weeks as before.18

The first reading is that of the amended text as printed; the second gives the reading of the original typescript and details of uncertainties.




1779. To E. C. Bowyer

29 December 1942 07/ES/EB


On 22 December, E. C. Bowyer wrote to Orwell agreeing to do the series of talks proposed by Orwell on 17 December; see 1748. Orwell annotated Bowyer’s letter:



Please let him have a card giving the date (or have we done so already?)

E. A. B


Winifred Bedwell obliged with this note:


Dear Mr. Bowyer

Thank you very much for your letter of the 22nd and I am very glad to hear that you are able to do the broadcasts for us.

The date of the first broadcast is Friday, 22nd January 1943 at 12.45 p.m. British Summer Time.

Yours sincerely

[Initialled] W B

For George Orwell

Talks Producer

Indian Section








1780. To F. R. Daruvala

29 December 1942 Handwritten draft and typed versions 07/ES/EB/WMB


On 4 December, Cadet Daruvala had sent Orwell a Gujarati script he had written. He wrote again on 26 December giving his new address and asking if the script had been approved. Orwell wrote out this reply on the back of Daruvala’s letter of the 24th, which Winifred Bedwell then typed.



Dear Mr. Daruvala

I am sorry to say I cannot commission any Gujerati° translations. I handed the specimen translation you did to our Gujerati° translator, who did not consider it up to standard. You will understand that I have to abide by his decision.

Thank you very much for the Christmas card you sent me. It was kind of you to think of me.

Yours sincerely

[Initialled] W B

For Eric Blair

Talks Producer

Indian Section




1781. To John Beavan

30 December 1942 07/ES/EB/WMB

Dear Beavan1

You will remember my ringing you up last week and suggesting the importance of giving prominence not only to the persecution of the Jews2 but to any proposed relief scheme in order to forestal° the Axis claims that this is some sort of Jewish invasion of Palestine and other countries. I enclose an extract from the Japanese radio of three days ago aimed at India.3 This is the sort of thing that will be said and it seems to me important to forestal° it, especially if the British Government really intends any relief measures.

Yours sincerely

[Initialled] G. O.

George Orwell

Talks Producer

Indian Section




1782. To Edmund Blunden

30 December 1942 07/ES/EB

Dear Blunden

I suppose it is O.K. for Friday and George Sampson will be here in good time to do his Milton talk. As to the reading afterwards, I thought the best thing to have would be a passage from Lycidas, taking about five minutes, and the intervening music will be chosen by Menon, as before. I don’t know whether Professor Sampson wants to read Lycidas himself. If he specially wants to do so, well and good, but we often find it better to have a change of voice, and we have a young man here who would do the reading very nicely.

You will be glad to hear that the Shakespeare talk went off very well. I couldn’t listen to all of it as I was on the air most part° of the time, but others listened and said it was very good. I believe the LISTENER is going to print this series of talks en bloc,1 but we, unfortunately, don’t get any rake-off2 from them.

I have passed the business about your fees on to the right quarter and I think it will be all right. Will let you know on Friday.

Yours sincerely

[Initialled] Geo. O.

George Orwell

Talks Producer

Indian Section




1783. To T.S. Eliot

30 December 1942 07/ES/EB/WMB

Dear Eliot

Herewith copy of the photograph of which I spoke to you.1

I wonder if you could come to my place for dinner on Tuesday, the 12th January. The address is 10A Mortimer Crescent, N.W.6. You can get there on the 53 bus, stopping at Alexandra Road or from Kilburn Park tube station. It would be much better if you stayed the night and we can make you quite comfortable.

Perhaps you could let me know about this.

Yours sincerely

[Initialled] G. O.

George Orwell

Talks Producer

Indian Section




1784. To Desmond Hawkins

30 December 1942 O7/ES/EB

Dear Hawkins

I am sorry to say that as I suggested might be the case there’s being trouble about the speeches on pages 7. and 8. of your script.1 The ones objected to are (a) Shopkeeper, who describes himself as behaving like shopkeepers everywhere, (b) the Jolly Chap who does ditto, and (c) the Oppressed, who ask for death when it is thought better propaganda that they should ask for revenge.

I don’t think one can alter those passages in the sense required, while keeping those characters. It might be possible to simply cut out that passage, but we don’t want to cut the feature if we can help it because it is on the short side already. However, Douglas Cleverdon wishes to produce it and he, no doubt, will know how to fill up with music and so forth. I understand you are seeing him on Friday next, so we might leave the matter open until then.

Yours sincerely,

[Signed] Geo. Orwell

George Orwell

(Talks Producer)




1785. To Bahadur Singh

30 December 1942 07/ES/EB/WMB

Dear Bahadur Singh

Would you like to do a short broadcast (8 minutes) for us on Wednesday next, the 6th January.1 We have a series called IN THE PUBLIC EYE, dealing with the leading personality of the week. I can’t tell you yet whom we shall choose for next week as we don’t definitely make the selection till the Monday. When suitable, we sometimes take the material from the PROFILES column in the OBSERVER.

If you can’t do it next week you might like to do some subsequent week—but please let me know by return.

Yours sincerely

[Signed] Eric Blair

Eric Blair

Talks Producer

Indian Section




1786. To Stevie Smith

30 December 1942 07/ES/EB/WMB

Dear Stevie

I’m sorry it fell through about the special Christmas number.1 In the end we made up a programme almost entirely of carols, which was easy to arrange, as of course all those are recorded. We have had to alter the schedule so that the next number is not until March 19th, and I think we are going to have an animal number, that is a number dealing with poetry and other literature about animals. I will let you know, however, with more certainty about this later on.

Yours

[Initialled] G. O.

George Orwell

Talks Producer

Indian Section




1787. To Arthur Wynn, Music Bookings Manager

30 December 1942 Original EB/WMB

INTERLUDE IN 1115 to 1145 GMT period, Fridays (Red Network)

As from the 25th December, we are doing a short interlude, 6 or 7 minutes between the reading of script on the chosen author and an extract from one of the works of the author, in our series CALLING ALL STUDENTS, which is broadcast every Friday at 1115 to 1145 GMT. This interlude is filled with music, selected by Mr. Narayana Menon, which will appeal to Indian listeners. There will be six talks in all, and the dates are given above.° Mr. Menon of course is choosing music which he feels will approximate to the idea of the work of the author that is given.

We shall be glad, therefore, if you will issue a contract for Mr. Narayana Menon, 151 Sussex Gardens, London, W.2., for these six dates, commencing from 25th December and continuing for the 1st, 8th, 15th, 22nd and 29th January. A fee of half-a-guinea each time is suggested.

(For Eric Blair)

[Signed] M Blackburn




1788. Memorandum to L. F. Rushbrook Williams (E.S.D.)

[31 December 1942?] Original EB/WMB


This memorandum is not dated and its position here is conjectural. West: Broadcasts places it between two letters dated 27 March 1942 (184), but gives no explanation for this. HMS Repulse was sunk off Malaya, some 150 miles north of Singapore (not at Singapore) on 10 December 1941, with the loss of 513 men. That suggests a broadcast a little after that date. However, this memorandum was typed by Winifred Bedwell, who did not become Orwell’s secretary until almost a year after the loss of Repulse, and the address from which the memorandum was sent, 200 Oxford Street, was not used by Orwell until June 1942. Sir James Grigg’s clumsy error in confusing Renown for Repulse suggests that the event—devastating at the time, for HMS Prince of Wales was also lost—was not fresh in his mind. On 30 December 1942, Grigg appeared on his wife’s programme, ‘Women Generally Speaking,’ 109, and, described as ‘Finance Member of the Government of India from 1934 to 1939, now Secretary of State for War,’ and introduced by his wife, gave a live talk, ‘The British Army in 1942.’ It looks as if he strayed into discussing the Royal Navy as well.



Lady Grigg’s Broadcasts (Women Generally Speaking)

I wonder if it would be possible for us to get Lady Grigg’s broadcasts somewhat more under our own control, as we have to bear the responsibility for them.

This morning everything went wrong that could have gone wrong. The talk had not been properly timed and was far too long. When I pointed out that it was too long and had better be cut I was told this had been timed to 12½ minutes. I then said that I would signal if it were going to over-run and had to be cut. After about two pages I saw that it must over-run considerably and prepared a cut and went in with this to Lady Grigg. She offered it to Sir James who refused to take it and cut it himself in transit, with the result that Lady Grigg’s closing announcement was cut out and there was a lot of rustling and whispering. In addition, Sir James referred to the sinking of H.M.S. “RENOWN” (instead of the REPULSE) at Singapore. This was in his own script and it had been copied from that into the censored script. He read from his own however.

I don’t, in most cases, see Lady Grigg’s scripts before transmission, as Tuesday is supposed to be my day off, and they are not usually in before then; I think it would be better if it were1 made a rule that Lady Grigg’s scripts were always in not later than Monday, and also that the Talks Producer could have some control over the way they’re put on.

We had trouble only a week or two ago as can be seen from the attached memo. On another occasion, when Miss Ellen Wilkinson2 was broadcasting she did not follow her script at all but almost composed a fresh talk on the spot. I know, of course, that eminent speakers have to be given more latitude but it is difficult for us to bear the responsibility when the speaker is practically not under our control.

[Signed] Eric Blair

(Eric Blair)




1789. To Bahadur Singh

31 December 1942

OUR LETTER 30th DECEMBER STOP SORRY WOULD LIKE YOU TO BROADCAST WEDNESDAY 11th1 JANUARY AND NOT 6th. BLAIR




1790. BBC Talks Booking Form, 31.12.42


E. C. Bowyer: Modern Aircraft; ‘Mr Bowyer is doing six 13½ mins. talks and writing his own scripts’; broadcast 22 and 29.1.43 and 5, 12, 19, and 26.2.43; fee £8.8s each talk. Signed: M Blackburn for I.P.O.
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1791. Review of The Development of William Butler Yeats by V. K. Narayana Menon

Horizon, January 1943


This review was reprinted in Orwell’s Critical Essays (1946) with the title ‘W. B. Yeats.’ It is reproduced here from the second impression (May 1946) of that book. Despite the letters received, and Orwell’s answers, that followed the review’s publication, he made no verbal changes for the book. Although Critical Essays has ‘ready made’ as one word, omits the comma after ‘Van Dyck faces,’ and spells ‘civilisation’ with a ‘z,’ these changes are probably not Orwell’s and are not reproduced here, the forms used in Horizon being retained.



One thing that Marxist criticism has not succeeded in doing is to trace the connection between ‘tendency’ and literary style. The subject-matter and imagery of a book can be explained in sociological terms, but its texture seemingly cannot. Yet some such connection there must be. One knows, for instance, that a Socialist would not write like Chesterton or a Tory imperialist like Bernard Shaw, though how one knows is not easy to say. In the case of Yeats, there must be some kind of connection between his wayward, even tortured style of writing and his rather sinister vision of life. Mr. Menon is chiefly concerned with the esoteric philosophy underlying Yeats’s work, but the quotations which are scattered all through his interesting book serve to remind one how artifical Yeats’s manner of writing was. As a rule, this artificiality is accepted as Irishism, or Yeats is even credited with simplicity because he uses short words, but in fact one seldom comes on six consecutive lines of his verse in which there is not an archaism or an affected turn of speech. To take the nearest example:


Grant me an old man’s Frenzy,

My self must I remake

Till I am Timon and Lear

Or that William Blake

Who beat upon the wall

Till Truth obeyed his call.1



The unnecessary ‘that’ imports a feeling of affectation, and the same tendency is present in all but Yeats’s best passages. One is seldom long away from a suspicion of ‘quaintness’, something that links up not only with the ’nineties, the Ivory Tower and the ‘calf covers of pissed-on green’, but also with Rackham’s drawings, Liberty art-fabrics and the Peter Pan never-never land, of which, after all, The Happy Townland is merely a more appetising example. This does not matter, because, on the whole, Yeats gets away with it, and if his straining after effect is often irritating it can also produce phrases (‘the chill, footless years’, ‘the mackerel-crowded seas’) which suddenly overwhelm one like a girl’s face seen across a room. He is an exception to the rule that poets do not use poetical language:


How many centuries spent

The sedentary soul

In toils of measurement

Beyond eagle or mole,

Beyond hearing or seeing,

Or Archimedes’ guess,

To raise into being

That loveliness?2



Here he does not flinch from a squashy vulgar word like ‘loveliness’, and after all it does not seriously spoil this wonderful passage. But the same tendencies, together with a sort of raggedness which is no doubt intentional, weaken his epigrams and polemical poems. For instance (I am quoting from memory), the epigram against the critics who damned The Playboy of the Western World:


Once when midnight smote the air

Eunuchs ran through Hell and met

On every crowded street to stare,

Upon great Juan riding by;

Even like these to rail and sweat,

Staring upon his sinewy thigh.3



The power which Yeats has within himself gives him the analogy ready made and produces the tremendous scorn of the last line, but even in this short poem there are six or seven unnecessary words. It would probably have been deadlier if it had been neater.

Mr. Menon’s book is incidentally a short biography of Yeats, but he is above all interested in Yeats’s philosophical ‘system’, which in his opinion supplies the subject-matter of more of Yeats’s poems than is generally recognized. This system is set forth fragmentarily in various places, and at full length in A Vision, a privately printed book which I have never read but which Mr. Menon quotes from extensively. Yeats gave conflicting accounts of its origin, and Mr. Menon hints pretty broadly that the ‘documents’ on which it was ostensibly founded were imaginary. Yeats’s philosophical system, says Mr. Menon, ‘was at the back of his intellectual life almost from the beginning. His poetry is full of it. Without it his later poetry becomes almost completely unintelligible.’ As soon as we begin to read about the so-called system we are in the middle of a hocus-pocus of Great Wheels, gyres, cycles of the moon, reincarnation, disembodied spirits, astrology, and what-not. Yeats hedges as to the literalness with which he believed in all this, but he certainly dabbled in spiritualism and astrology and in earlier life had made experiments in alchemy. Although almost buried under explanations, very difficult to understand, about the phases of the moon, the central idea of his philosophical system seems to be our old friend, the cyclical universe, in which everything happens over and over again. One has not, perhaps, the right to laugh at Yeats for his mystical beliefs—for I believe it could be shown that some degree of belief in magic is almost universal—but neither ought one to write such things off as mere unimportant eccentricities. It is Mr. Menon’s perception of this that gives his book its deepest interest. ‘In the first flush of admiration and enthusiasm,’ he says, ‘most people dismissed the fantastical philosophy as the price we have to pay for a great and curious intellect. One did not quite realize where he was heading. And those who did, like Pound and perhaps Eliot, approved the stand that he finally took. The first reaction to this did not come, as one might have expected, from the politically minded young English poets. They were puzzled because a less rigid or artificial system than that of A Vision might not have produced the great poetry of Yeats’s last days.’ It might not, and yet Yeats’s philosophy has some very sinister implications, as Mr. Menon points out.

Translated into political terms, Yeats’s tendency is Fascist. Throughout most of his life, and long before Fascism was ever heard of, he had had the outlook of those who reach Fascism by the aristocratic route. He is a great hater of democracy, of the modern world, science, machinery, the concept of progress—above all, of the idea of human equality. Much of the imagery of his work is feudal, and it is clear that he was not altogether free from ordinary snobbishness. Later these tendencies took clearer shape and led him to ‘the exultant acceptance of authoritarianism as the only solution. Even violence and tyranny are not necessarily evil because the people, knowing not evil and good, would become perfectly acquiescent to tyranny. … Everything must come from the top. Nothing can come from the masses.’ Not much interested in politics, and no doubt disgusted by his brief incursions into public life, Yeats nevertheless makes political pronouncements. He is too big a man to share the illusions of Liberalism, and as early as 1920 he foretells in a justly famous passage (‘The Second Coming’) the kind of world that we have actually moved into. But he appears to welcome the coming age, which is to be ‘hierarchical, masculine, harsh, surgical’, and he is influenced both by Ezra Pound and by various Italian Fascist writers. He describes the new civilization which he hopes and believes will arrive: ‘an aristocratic civilisation in its most completed form, every detail of life hierarchical, every great man’s door crowded at dawn by petitioners, great wealth everywhere in a few men’s hands, all dependent upon a few, up to the Emperor himself, who is a God dependent on a greater God, and everywhere, in Court, in the family, an inequality made law.’ The innocence of this statement is as interesting as its snobbishness. To begin with, in a single phrase, ‘great wealth in a few men’s hands’, Yeats lays bare the central reality of Fascism, which the whole of its propaganda is designed to cover up. The merely political Fascist claims always to be fighting for justice; Yeats, the poet, sees at a glance that Fascism means injustice, and acclaims it for that very reason. But at the same time he fails to see that the new authoritarian civilisation, if it arrives, will not be aristocratic, or what he means by aristocratic. It will not be ruled by noblemen with Van Dyck faces, but by anonymous millionaires, shiny-bottomed bureaucrats and murdering gangsters. Others who have made the same mistake have afterwards changed their views, and one ought not to assume that Yeats, if he had lived longer, would necessarily have followed his friend Pound, even in sympathy. But the tendency of the passage I have quoted above is obvious, and its complete throwing overboard of whatever good the past two thousand years have achieved is a disquieting symptom.

How do Yeats’s political ideas link up with his leaning towards occultism? It is not clear at first glance why hatred of democracy and a tendency to believe in crystal-gazing should go together. Mr. Menon only discusses this rather shortly, but it is possible to make two guesses. To begin with, the theory that civilisation moves in recurring cycles is one way out for people who hate the concept of human equality. If it is true that ‘all this’, or something like it, ‘has happened before’, then science and the modern world are debunked at one stroke and progress becomes for ever impossible. It does not much matter if the lower orders are getting above themselves, for, after all, we shall soon be returning to an age of tyranny. Yeats is by no means alone in this outlook. If the universe is moving round on a wheel, the future must be foreseeable, perhaps even in some detail. It is merely a question of discovering the laws of its motion, as the early astronomers discovered the solar year. Believe that, and it becomes difficult not to believe in astrology or some similar system. A year before the war, examining a copy of Gringoire, the French Fascist weekly, much read by army officers, I found in it no less than thirty-eight advertisements of clairvoyants. Secondly, the very concept of occultism carries with it the idea that knowledge must be a secret thing, limited to a small circle of initiates. But the same idea is integral to Fascism. Those who dread the prospect of universal suffrage, popular education, freedom of thought, emancipation of women, will start off with a predilection towards secret cults. There is another link between Fascism and magic in the profound hostility of both to the Christian ethical code.

No doubt Yeats wavered in his beliefs and held at different times many different opinions, some enlightened, some not. Mr. Menon repeats for him Eliot’s claim that he had the longest period of development of any poet who has ever lived. But there is one thing that seems constant, at least in all of his work that I can remember, and that is his hatred of modern Western civilisation and desire to return to the Bronze Age, or perhaps to the Middle Ages. Like all such thinkers, he tends to write in praise of ignorance. The Fool in his remarkable play, The Hour-Glass, is a Chestertonian figure, ‘God’s fool’, the ‘natural born innocent’, who is always wiser than the wise man. The philosopher in the play dies on the knowledge that all his lifetime of thought has been wasted (I am quoting from memory again):


The stream of the world has changed its course,

And with the stream my thoughts have run

Into some cloudy, thunderous spring

That is its mountain-source:

Ay, to a frenzy of the mind,

That all that we have done’s undone,

Our speculation but as the wind.4



Beautiful words, but by implication profoundly obscurantist and reactionary; for if it is really true that a village idiot, as such, is wiser than a philosopher, then it would be better if the alphabet had never been invented. Of course, all praise of the past is partly sentimental, because we do not live in the past. The poor do not praise poverty. Before you can despise the machine, the machine must set you free from brute labour. But that is not to say that Yeats’s yearning for a more primitive and more hierarchical age was not sincere. How much of all this is traceable to mere snobbishness, product of Yeats’s own position as an impoverished offshoot of the aristocracy, is a different question. And the connection between his obscurantist opinions and his tendency towards ‘quaintness’ of language remains to be worked out; Mr. Menon hardly touches upon it.

This is a very short book and I would greatly like to see Mr. Menon go ahead and write another book on Yeats, starting where this one leaves off.5 ‘If the greatest poet of our times is exultantly ringing in an era of Fascism, it seems a somewhat disturbing symptom’, he says on the last page, and leaves it at that. It is a disturbing symptom, because it is not an isolated one. By and large the best writers of our time have been reactionary in tendency, and though Fascism does not offer any real return to the past, those who yearn for the past will accept Fascism sooner than its probable alternatives. But there are other lines of approach, as we have seen during the past two or three years. The relationship between Fascism and the literary intelligentsia badly needs investigating, and Yeats might well be the starting-point. He is best studied by someone like Mr. Menon, who can approach a poet primarily as a poet, but who also knows that a writer’s political and religious beliefs are not excrescences to be laughed away, but something that will leave their mark even on the smallest detail of his work.


Considerable comment and correspondence followed this review, not in Horizon but in The Times Literary Supplement. On 20 February 1943, the column ‘Menander’s Mirror,’ under the sub-head ‘Poetry and Prejudice,’ discussed, first, Louis Aragon’s Le Crève Coeur (which had prefaces by d’André Labarthe and Cyril Connolly), and then commented on Orwell’s review of Yeats. The column was published anonymously, but the author has been identified as the novelist Charles Morgan (1894–1958) by Alan Hollinghurst, deputy editor of the TLS, in a private communication of 12 January 1990. The relevant portions of Morgan’s column are:


… Mr. Orwell is too perceptive a critic not to admire Yeats’s poetry and too honest—and, one had always believed, too liberal—a man to wish his criticism to be distorted by politics. When he writes calmly he writes well, but he can be strangely diverted. One feels that, in him, politics is not so much a vice as an aberration, an irresistible itch that he cannot leave alone. It is astonishing that it should now disturb him in speaking of Yeats, of all men. That, in some quarters, political conformity is demanded of poets has long been known, and not conformity of spirit alone but the wearing of a linguistic badge, the use of a particular jargon, a prescribed imagery of the machine-shop, even the avoidance of particular words; but to this rule Yeats was always an exception. Why? Had the aristocracy of his temperament passed unobserved? Was anyone so deluded as to suppose him to be a proletarian? Of course not. Why, then? For the good reason, one had always supposed, for the best and sanest of all reasons—that, whatever his political inclination, his poetry stood upon its unpolitical merits. However that may have been, he was in fact invited to the party and no one presumed to tell him what language he should use. This, without doubt, is, for Mr. Orwell himself, in his calmer moments, the right critical approach to Yeats, and there are many passages in his present essay which prove him to be, in this sense, wise and liberal. But now and then the political itch overcomes him. His first sentence—“One thing that Marxist criticism has not succeeded in doing is to trace the connexion between ‘tendency’ and literary style”—is a warning. But this, it may be said, is only a theoretical prelude by which no harm is done so long as the writer does not, in practice, allow it to distort his view of Yeats. Very well. Continue. “Yeats’s philosophy,” Mr. Orwell says, “has some very sinister implications.” And again: “Translated into political terms, Yeats’s tendency is Fascist … he had the outlook of those who reach Fascism by the aristocratic route:” Then, in allowing to poor Yeats one political virtue, Mr. Orwell is betrayed into the following cry of self-revelation: “He is too big a man to share the illusions of Liberalism.” …

Criticism of Yeats’s verse is tormented by the same itch, though here Mr. Orwell is to be seen in a struggle not to be irritated into injustice, not to be unkind, not to forget that, after all, this sinister Fascist was, during his life, a guest at the party. Although Yeats did not adopt the prescribed jargon, a certain licence is to be allowed him. For this once, another key is to be fitted into the exclusive lock. “He is an exception to the rule,” we are told, “that poets do not use poetical language.” The rule? Who made and who obeys it? But Mr Orwell applies it gently. He quotes Yeats:—


How many centuries spent

The sedentary soul

In toils of measurement

Beyond eagle or mole,

Beyond hearing or seeing,

Or Archimedes’ guess

To raise into being

That loveliness?



With good reason, Mr. Orwell admires these verses, but, while he says so, the Jargon Rule must be asserted lest he be accused of not knowing a blackleg when he sees one. “Here,” he points out, “he does not flinch from a squashy vulgar word like ‘loveliness,’ ” but politely adds: “and after all it does not seriously spoil this wonderful passage.” The ghost of Yeats will bow its acknowledgment of this generous permission to use the English tongue.

Mr. Orwell’s approach to Yeats is of interest because it shows how easily criticism which begins in politics can arrive by almost imperceptible degrees at absurdity. To discuss a poet’s use of words is one of the duties of criticism; dislike of the word “loveliness” may seem to us an error of taste in the critic but is not a crime. But it is evidence of false critical principle when it arises from the application of an arbitrary rule against the use of “poetical words”—a rule, that is to say, which, for the sake of establishing the exclusive abracadabra of a sect, seeks a wholesale impoverishment of the language. It is legitimate to suggest that Yeats uses “loveliness” too often, or that he might have used a better word in this instance, or that he has placed it wrongly or laid a false emphasis upon it—a critic, if he is prepared to defend his position, may say any of these things without making himself ridiculous. But to attack the word itself as “squashy and vulgar,” to put it upon an expurgatorial index, is to reduce criticism to the level of fashion—the most obvious, though not the most evil, consequence of a political approach to art.

Political critics of poetry have a formula of self-justification; they say that politics implies an attitude towards life, a philosophy, and can no more be left out of account in judging poetry than the writer’s religion; but this plea will not serve to justify the exclusion of much political criticism. In a fanatical Communist or Nazi, who says frankly that art is for him meaningless except as propaganda, this heresy-hunting is comprehensible, but in a critic who believes that art has a value independent of politics it is a negation of all his values. And it is to be fought against even by men to whom art is not a primary interest, for, as has been shown in France, politics that becomes an obsession and embitters relationships which are not in themselves political can disintegrate society. …






Orwell’s reply was published on 6 March 1943:



Sir,—I am sorry to have annoyed your reviewer by pointing out that W. B. Yeats had Fascist tendencies, but I should be glad if you would allow me to answer him, because he has misrepresented what I said besides attacking me for several incompatible reasons.

In the first place he accuses me of a “political itch” and appears to feel that there was something vulgar, not to say sacrilegious, in even noticing that Yeats had political tendencies. In the article he refers to I was criticizing a book which dealt quite largely with Yeats’s Fascist leanings, but in any case it will not do to claim, as your reviewer seems to do, that poetry exists in a sort of water-tight or rather thought-tight world of its own. A writer’s political and religious beliefs will always colour his aesthetic achievements, and to trace the connexion is one necessary function of criticism. A little later than this your reviewer drops his thesis that politics are irrelevant to poetry and defends Yeats against the charge of being a Fascist. He repeats my statement that “Yeats’s philosophy has some very sinister implications” as though it were a sort of wicked blasphemy, and entirely omits mention of the quotations with which I backed it up. But apart from these quotations, the facts are notorious. Did not Yeats write a “marching song” for O’Duffy’s Blueshirts? Your reviewer then accuses me of applying something called the “Jargon Rule” and seems to suggest that I only admire writers who are politically “left.” But I specifically said in my article, what I have been saying for years, that on the whole the best writers of our time have been reactionary in tendency: and I used Yeats himself as an instance.

Finally, your reviewer forgets all about my “political itch” and suddenly goes for me because after all I have aesthetic preferences. My particular offence is to dislike the word “loveliness,” which leads to a whole paragraph in which I am charged with wishing to “impoverish the language” in order to “establish the exclusive abracadabra of a sect.” May I suggest that the whole art of writing consists in preferring some words to others? It could be argued that no word is inherently ugly, but it is beyond question that certain words become vulgarized by association, and I object to a word like “loveliness” because in our own age it inevitably calls up a picture of pink sunsets, Dorothy Lamour, soft-centre chocolates, &c. If your reviewer is so attached to “loveliness” I wonder what he thinks of T. E. Brown’s “lovesome”? I stand by my statement that on the whole poets do not use poetical language.

GEO. ORWELL.



Menander writes:—

Mr. Orwell generously gives me my case. What matters is not whether a marching-song was written “for O’Duffy’s Blueshirts” or for the Tomsk Cycling Club, but whether it is a good song. … As for “loveliness.” A critic may show why he considers a word to have been misused or misplaced, but to suggest that this word, and all “poetical” words, are now inadmissible is to exercise an insolent censorship. Mr. Orwell is entitled to believe that he knows better than Yeats but not to bowdlerize literature. He must not red-pencil the dictionary.






The following letters were published on 20 March 1943:


Sir,—I am afraid Mr. Orwell is a word-snob. He seems to think that a writer should be careful only to employ language that is considered good form among “the best people” of the literary world. “Do not use loveliness,” he adjures us, “or people will take you for one of those dreadful creatures who like soft-centred chocolates.” But a good writer is not afflicted by this lady-like squeamishness. Intent only on saying what he means as expressively as he can, he is prepared to use any word, ancient or modern, rare or popular, that will convey his meaning. He knows that a word used aptly and in its correct sense will always assume dignity, however much it may have been vulgarized by misuse. If this were not so, language would become progressively impoverished, as more people explored its capacities. As it is, I suppose that if poor Mr. Orwell wants to convey the meaning of loveliness, he has to search frantically about for some elegant periphrasis, like the French pedant who thought “chien” inadmissible in tragedy, and so was forced to say “de la fidélité respectable soutien.” Words are the writer’s servants, not his masters. “Lovesome” no doubt is unappetizing as used by T. E. Brown: but does Mr. Orwell object to Etherege’s “wild, witty, lovesome, beautiful and young”?

Incidentally, the associations called up in Mr. Orwell’s mind by the word “loveliness” cast a sinister light on the mental atmosphere in which he moves. No doubt there are persons to whom it “inevitably” suggests soft-centred chocolates, Miss Dorothy Lamour. But he may be surprised to learn that there are many others not so benightedly philistine. They might, I admit, call a sunset lovely. But Mr. Orwell is the first person I have come across so genteel as to think a sunset vulgar.

David Cecil6






Sir,—Why does Mr. Orwell say that in our age the word “loveliness” inevitably calls up a picture of pink sunsets, Dorothy Lamour, soft-centre chocolates, &c.? It may do to him, and also perhaps to that coterie of self-appointed and somewhat self-conscious arbitrators of literary worth of which some of us are becoming a little tired. But Mr. Sassoon certainly had none of Mr. Orwell’s associations in mind when he wrote of “A Poplar and the Moon”:—


And I’ve no magic to express,

The moment of that loveliness.



J. F. Head




Orwell responded in the next issue of The Times Literary Supplement, 27 March 1943, and Lord Alfred Douglas came to the defence of ‘loveliness.’



Sir,—If being a word-snob means thinking that one ought to fight for decent English, then I am certainly a word-snob. But Lord David Cecil shows a more familiar kind of snobbery when he seeks to crush me by triumphantly pointing out that “lovesome” was used by Etherege. The reasoning, if any, appears to be that a word which is 300 years old must be all right. Age is no disinfectant, however, and to my ear the word “lovesome” sounds just as weak and silly in this context as it would in a modern one. Lord David Cecil also asserts that “a word used aptly and in its correct sense will always assume dignity,” apparently claiming that there is no such thing as an inherently vulgar or ugly word. I could think of perhaps 500 examples, but since we started out with derivatives of “love,” how about “love-nest”? I will pay him five shillings if he can produce a sentence—for a line of verse I will make it seven and sixpence—in which this word “assumes dignity.” If he fails, I must be forgiven for thinking that there is a hole in his argument.

GEO. ORWELL.


Sir,—Having used the word “loveliness” in one of my sonnets, written in 1913,


We clothed with bright and shining loveliness

The soul of the belovèd; and anon

We saw it gleam, red hate, behind her eyes,



I find myself interested in Mr. Orwell’s attack on the word. It never occurred to me that any soi-disant appraiser of words would fail to recognize it as a beautiful word. Looking round for support I fall back on Shakespeare: In Othello (Act 2, Scene 1) Iago says “loveliness in favour.” Although as far as I know Shakespeare only used the word once,7 his authority is quite enough for me.

Alfred Douglas.




Correspondence continued in the issues of 10 and 17 April. Cecil responded to Orwell’s challenge (see below) and Nora Monckton and Sydney Jeffery illustrated the use of ‘love-nest’ in ‘Four Variations upon William Browne of Tavistock’ by Sacheverell Sitwell and Hardy’s ‘The Discovery’ respectively.


Sir,—I accept Mr. Orwell’s challenge. I do not put forward my entries as examples of good writing; but I claim that in them “love-nest” is disinfected of its vulgar associations. Here is my prose sentence. “This lady’s eyes were at once so tranquil, so radiant, that a poet once compared them, in his phantasie, to two love-nests or bowers of Cupid, whither the little god would betake himself to rest, when wearied with roving the world on his impish sport.” My verse line is more modern; and can be imagined to be taken from a poem on The Nativity written in the Hopkins° manner.


“Oh but praise for the winter-white heaven-hallowed love-nest, dove-nest of Mary’s son.”



I cannot forbear from quoting, though quotations may not come under the conditions of the contest, two much more brilliant suggestions sent me by a friend.


AN EPITAPH

“Lo, here, a love-nest. Whereof is it made?

A pick, a shovel, and this cypress shade.”

THE PHOENIX

The Phoenix of aromatic twigs erects a pyre, and having of her own ardours set it on fire, rises anew from its ashes; this pyre is called by the inhabitants of those parts her love-nest.



Yours truly,

David Cecil



On 22 April 1943, Cecil wrote Orwell a friendly letter. Evidently The Times had been asked to adjudicate Orwell’s challenge and to decide whether the bet was payable. ‘How like the Times to refuse to arbitrate! The fence is their home in everything,’ wrote Cecil. He suggested, ‘We had better call it quits. Anyway I don’t know who could arbitrate on such a matter.’ He concluded by saying he had noticed that Orwell was advertised as coming to speak at Oxford and asked him to look him up. On 23 April 1943, Orwell invited Cecil to give a talk to be broadcast to India by the BBC.






1792. News Commentary in English for Malaya, 14

1 January 1943


This was written and read by George Orwell. No script has been traced.






1793. News Review, 54

2 January 1943


No script has survived for this News Review but it is recorded in PasB as having been given by George Orwell. It was shorter than usual—6′ 15″. The time was filled with two recorded talks: ‘Salute to Calcutta’ by Sir Alec Aikman, Director of Andrew Mule & Co Ltd, 3′ 9″, and ‘Salute to Calcutta’ by Sir Alfred Watson, Editorial Director of Great Britain and the East, 3′ 49″. Total time: 13′ 13″.






1794. Bengali Newsletter, 25

2 January 1943


The English original was written by Orwell. No script has been traced. PasB implies a timing of 7′ 47″.

On 1 January a memorandum was sent to Miss E. W. D. Boughen, Talks Bookings, on behalf of the Indian Programme Organiser, explaining a change to be made in this broadcast:



Will you please amend Mr. S. K. Das Gupta’s contract for tomorrow, 2nd January, 1943, for the Bengali Newsletter translation and reading. Instead of the usual 13-minute newsletter in Bengali, the 1430–1445 GMT period tomorrow will include a talk of approximately 6 minutes duration, given by Miss A. Sen Gupta, sympathising with the people in Calcutta and congratulating them on the brave way in which they have stood up to recent bombing. Mr Das Gupta’s contribution will therefore be about half its usual length, i.e. approximately 6 minutes. This alteration applies only to tomorrow, 2nd January.

[Signed] M Blackburn

for Z. A. Bokhari


This arrangement had been planned as early as 28 December 1942, and the talks booking form for that date stipulates a fee of £3.3s instead of the regular £5.5s for this broadcast; see 1776. The news flash in the Newsletter in English when Orwell broadcast to India on 19 December may refer to the bombing of Calcutta, which took place for the first time on 20 December, although the time differential of 5½ hours is not quite sufficient to equate the dates.






1795. To R.R. Desai

2 January 1943 07/ES/EB

Dear Desai

I don’t think I have any positive hints this week. Negatively we are still expected to keep off commenting on Admiral Darlan and his assassin. I should play up the Russian offensives,1 provided this fits in to your general plan, but I would drop a hint to the effect that we cannot expect the Russian successes to continue equally spectacular.° My own line is that the Russians deliberately do limited offensives on separate parts of the Front to prevent the Germans from resting their troops during the winter.

There doesn’t seem a lot of news from the Far East except that the Japanese shipping situation appears to be getting serious. There were two interesting articles in the News-Chronicle on Friday and Saturday, about conditions in Timor, which sounded reasonably authentic, and which you might find useful. This can, perhaps, be tied on to remarks about very similar German behaviour in Europe.

I merely make these suggestions tentatively and don’t wish to force anything on to you.

Yours sincerely

[Initialled] E A B

Eric Blair

Talks Producer

Indian Section




1796. To Dwight Macdonald

3 January 1943 Typewritten

10a Mortimer Crescent London NW 6

Dear Macdonald,1

I send you for the first time a London Letter unsolicited, hoping you can use it. I did so because it is just possible—I am afraid only just possible—that I may get a job which would take me out of England for a while. In case that happened I thought I would like to send you one last letter. It was a pity about my not being able to send you the additions to the last one, but the posts seem very variable nowadays. I haven’t received the November–December PR, and nor has anybody else—not gone to the bottom of the Atlantic, I hope. I don’t know what the position is about sending American periodicals here nowadays—I believe there is some quota business, but if it were possible for you to send more copies across you could certainly work up a circulation here. I have shown copies to various people who are very enthusiastic about it. There is no comparable review in England at present. You might let me know about this, and if it is possible to send more copies I think I could get together a list of subscribers.

An American publisher to whom you had kindly given my name wrote asking what books of mine had been published in the USA. I sent him some particulars, but I don’t fancy it will come to anything because most of my books are now so completely out of print that I can’t procure even one copy. They say 6 million books were destroyed in the big fire in 1940, and it completely wiped out at least 2 of mine.2 Do you know if “New Directions” still exists? They were to print my essay on Henry Miller about a year and a half ago, and I believe did so, but I never had a copy. They sent me a cheque for it, but either the cheque was sunk on its way across or on its way back—I forget which, but the upshot was I never got paid. They are now trying to start something corresponding to New Directions in England. It is being run by Alex Comfort, the one who wrote to PR attacking me. I wrote them something for it. Did you know David Martin, a Canadian journalist, onetime Trotskyist? I rather think he said he knew you. He has just joined the RAF and is disliking it very much as everyone seems to at first.

Yours sincerely

Geo. Orwell




1797. A Letter from England, 3 January 1943

Partisan Review, March-April 1943

Dear Editors,

It is just on two years since I wrote you my first letter. I wrote that one to the tune of AA guns, when we were in desperate straits and also on what appeared to be the edge of a rapid political advance. I begin this one at a time when the military situation is enormously better but the political outlook is blacker than it has ever been. My last letter but one, which I wrote in May of this year, you headed on your own initiative “The British Crisis.” Well, that crisis is over and the forces of reaction have won hands down. Churchill is firm in the saddle again, Cripps has flung away his chances, no other leftwing leader or movement has appeared, and what is more important, it is hard to see how any revolutionary situation can recur till the Western end of the war is finished. We have had two opportunities, Dunkirk and Singapore, and we took neither. Before trying to predict the consequences of this, let me sketch out the main tendencies of this year as I see them.

Although the individual incidents don’t fit in so neatly as they might, the rule has held good that the Government moves to the Right in moments of success and to the Left in moments of disaster. Collapse in the Far East—Cripps taken into the Government, Cripps’ mission to India (this was probably so framed as to make sure that it should not be accepted, but was at least a big concession to popular feeling in this country). American victories in the Pacific, German failure to reach Alexandria—Indian Congress leaders arrested. British victory in Egypt, American invasion of North Africa—tie-up with Darlan and fresh bum-kissing for Franco. But over the whole year—indeed I have mentioned it in earlier letters—there has been visible a steady growth of blimpishness and a more conscious elbowing-out of the “reds” who were useful when morale needed pepping up but can now be dispensed with. The sudden sacking of Cripps merely symbolises a process which is occurring all over the place. Apart from the general rightward swing there have been two other developments which seem to me significant. One is the Second Front agitation, which reached its peak about July and thereafter took on a more definitely political colour than before. The North African campaign has temporarily silenced the clamour for a second front, but in the preceding months the controversy had not really been a military one but was a struggle between pro-Russians and anti-Russians. The other development is the growth of anti-American feeling, together with increased American control over British policy. The popular attitude towards America has I believe changed in the last few months, and I will return to this in a moment. Meanwhile the growing suspicion that we may all have underrated the strength of Capitalism and that the Right may, after all, be able to win the war off its own bat without resorting to any radical change, is very depressing to anyone who thinks. Cynicism about “after the war” is widespread, and the “we’re all in it together” feeling of 1940 had faded away. The great political topic of the last few weeks has been the Beveridge report on Social Security. People seem to feel that this very moderate measure of reform is almost too good to be true. Except for the tiny interested minority, everyone is pro-Beveridge—including leftwing papers which a few years ago would have denounced such a scheme as semi-fascist—and at the same time no one believes that Beveridge’s plan will actually be adopted. The usual opinion is that “they” (the Government) will make a pretence of accepting the Beveridge Report and then simply let it drop. The sense of impotence seems to be growing and is reflected in the lower and lower voting figures at by-elections. The last public demonstrations of any magnitude were those demanding a Second Front in the late summer. No demonstrations against the Darlan deal, though disapproval of it was almost general; nor over the India business, though, again, popular feeling is pro-Congress. The extreme Left still tends to be defeatist, except as regards the Russian front, and at each stage of the African campaign its press has clung almost desperately to a pessimistic interpretation of events. I think it is worth noting that the military experts favoured by the Left are all of them defeatist, and haven’t suffered in reputation when their gloomy prophecies are falsified, any more than the cheery optimists favoured by the Right. However, this comes partly from jealousy and “opposition mentality”: few people now really believe in a German victory. As to the real moral of the last three years—that the Right has more guts and ability than the Left—no one will face up to it.

Now a word about Anglo-American relations. In an earlier letter I tried to indicate very briefly the various currents of pro- and anti-American feeling in this country. Since then there has been an obvious growth of animosity against America, and this now extends to people who were previously pro-American, such as the literary intelligentsia. It is important to realise that for about fifteen years Britain has differed from most countries in having no nationalist intelligentsia worth speaking of. The average English intellectual is anti-British, and though chiefly worshipping the USSR has also tended to look on America as being not only more efficient and up-to-date than Britain, but more genuinely democratic. During the period 1935–9 the Left intelligentsia were taken in to a surprising extent by the “anti-fascist” antics in which so many American newspapers indulged. There was also a tendency to crouch culturally towards America and urge the superiority of the American language and even the American accent. This attitude is changing, however, as it begins to be grasped that the U. S. A. is potentially imperialist and politically a long way behind Britain. A favourite saying nowadays is that whereas Chamberlain appeased Germany, Churchill appeases America. It is, indeed, obvious enough that the British ruling class is being propped up by American arms, and may thereby get a new lease on life it would not otherwise have had. People now blame the U. S. A. for every reactionary move, more even than is justified. For instance, even quite well-informed people believed the Darlan job to have been “put over” by the Americans without our knowledge, though in fact the British Government must have been privy to it.

There is also widespread anti-American feeling among the working class, thanks to the presence of the American soldiers, and, I believe, very bitter anti-British feeling among the soldiers themselves. I have to speak here on second-hand evidence, because it is almost impossible to make contact with an American soldier. They are to be seen everywhere in the streets, but they don’t go to the ordinary pubs, and even in the hotels and cocktail bars which they do frequent they keep by themselves and hardly answer if spoken to. American civilians who are in contact with them say that apart from the normal grumbling about the food, the climate, etc., they complain of being inhospitably treated and of having to pay for their amusements, and are disgusted by the dinginess, the old-fashionedness and the general poverty of life in England. Certainly it cannot be pleasant to be suddenly transferred from the comforts of American civilization to some smoky and rainy Midland town, battered by three years of war and short of every kind of consumption goods. I doubt, however, whether the average American would find England tolerable even in peacetime. The cultural differences are very deep, perhaps irreconcilable, and the Americans obviously have the profoundest contempt for England, rather like the contempt which the ordinary lowbrow Englishman has for the Latin races. All who are in contact with the American troops report them as saying that this is “their” war, they have done all the fighting in it, the British are no good at anything except running away, etc. The lack of contact between the Americans and the locals is startling. It is now more than eight months since the first American troops arrived, and I have not yet seen a British soldier and an American soldier together. Officers very occasionally, soldiers never. The early good impression which the American troops made on the women seems to have worn off. One never sees them except with tarts or near-tarts, and the same thing is reported from most parts of the country. Relations are said to be better in Scotland, however, where the people are certainly more hospitable than in England. Also, people seem to prefer the Negroes to the white Americans.

If you ask people why they dislike Americans, you get first of all the answer that they are “always boasting” and then come upon a more solid grievance in the matter of the soldiers’ pay and food. An American private soldier gets 10 shillings a day and all found, which—with wages and income tax as they now are—means that the whole American army is financially in the middle class, and fairly high up in it. As to the food, I do not imagine that people would resent the troops being better fed than civilians, since the British army is also better fed, so far as the ingredients of food go, but the Americans are given foodstuffs otherwise reserved for children, and also imported luxuries which obviously waste shipping space. They are even importing beer, since they will not drink English beer. People point out with some bitterness that sailors have to be drowned in bringing this stuff across. You can imagine also the petty jealousies centering round the fact that American officers monopolise all the taxis, drink up all the whisky and have inflated the rents of furnished rooms to unheard-of levels. The usual comment is “I wouldn’t mind if they were fighting, not just talking.” This is said out of spite, but it is a fact that the attitude will change deeply if and when the American army is engaged in Europe. At present the parallel with our own relations with France during the phony war is all too obvious.

Whether this state of affairs could be altered by better propaganda methods is disputable. I note that people newly returned from the U. S. A., or with knowledge of conditions there, especially Canadians, are concerned about Anglo-American relations and very anxious that the British war-effort should be more loudly boosted in the U. S. A. Britain’s propaganda problems, however, are more complex than most people realise. To take one example, it is politically necessary to flatter the Dominions, which involves playing down the British. As a result the Germans are able to say plausibly that Britain’s fighting is done for her by colonial troops, but this is held to be a lesser evil than offending the Australians, who are only very loosely attached to the Empire and culturally hostile to Britain. This dilemma presents itself over and over again, in endless variations. As to America, some propagandists actually hold that it is better for the Americans to be anti-British, as this gives them a good opinion of themselves and “keeps their morale up.” Others are dismayed because we are represented in America by people like Lord Halifax1—who, it is feared, may be taken for a typical Englishman. The usual line is “Why can’t we send over a few workingmen from Wigan or Bradford to show them we’re ordinary decent people like themselves?” This seems to me sentimentality. It is true, of course, that Lord Halifax is just about as representative of Britain as a Red Indian chieftain is of the United States, but the theory that the common peoples of all nations love each other at sight is not backed up by experience. The common people nearly everywhere are xenophobe, because they cannot accustom themselves to foreign food and foreign habits. Holding leftwing opinions makes no difference to this, a fact which impressed itself on me in the Spanish civil war. The popular goodwill towards the USSR in this country partly depends on the fact that few Englishmen have ever seen a Russian. And one has only to look round the English-speaking world, with its labyrinth of cultural hatreds, to see that speaking the same language is no guarantee of friendship.

Whatever happens, Britain will not go the way that France went, and the growing animosity between British and Americans may not have any real importance till the war is over. But it might have a direct influence on events if—as is now widely expected—Germany is defeated some time in 1943 or 1944 and it then takes about two more years to settle Japan. In that case the war against Japan might quite easily be represented as “an American war,” a more plausible variant of “a Jewish war.” The masses in Britain have it fixed in their minds that Hitler is the enemy, and it is quite common to hear soldiers say “I’m packing up as soon as Germany is finished.” That doesn’t mean that they genuinely intend or would be able to do this, and I think in practice majority opinion would be for staying in the war, unless by that time Russia had changed sides again. But the question “What are we fighting for?” is bound to come up in a sharper form when Germany is knocked out, and there are pro-Japanese elements in this country which might be clever enough to make use of popular war-weariness. From the point of view of the man in the street the war in the Far East is a war for the rubber companies and the Americans, and in that context American unpopularity might be important. The British ruling class has never stated its real war aims, which happen to be unmentionable, and so long as things went badly Britain was driven part of the way towards a revolutionary strategy. There was always the possibility, therefore, of democratising the war without losing it in the process. Now, however, the tide begins to turn and immediately the dreary world which the American millionaires and their British hangers-on intend to impose upon us begins to take shape. The British people, in the mass, don’t want such a world, and might say so fairly vigorously when the Nazis are out of the way. What they want, so far as they formulate their thoughts at all, is some kind of United States of Europe dominated by a close alliance between Britain and the USSR. Sentimentally, the majority of people in this country would far rather be in a tie-up with Russia than with America, and it is possible to imagine situations in which the popular cause would become the anti-American cause. There were signs of this alignment in the reactions to the Darlan business. Whether any leader or party capable of giving a voice to these tendencies will arise even when Hitler is gone and Europe is in turmoil, I do not know. None is visible at this moment, and the reactionaries are tightening their grip everywhere. But one can at least foresee at what point a radical change will again become possible.

There is not much more news. Another Fascist party has started up, the British National Party. It is the usual stuff—anti-Bolshevik, anti-Big Business, etc. These people have got hold of some money from somewhere but do not appear to have a serious following. The Common Wealth people have quarreled and split, but the main group is probably making headway. There have been further signs of the growth of a left-wing faction in the Church of England, which has had tendencies in this direction for some years past. These centre not, as one might expect in the “modernists” but in the Anglo-Catholics, dogmatically the extreme “right wing” of the Church. The Church Times, which is more or less the official paper of the C. of E. (enormous circulation in country vicarages), has for some years past been a mildly leftwing paper and politically quite intelligent. Parts of the Roman Catholic press have gone more markedly pro-Fascist since the Darlan affair. There is evidently a split in the Catholic intelligentsia over the whole question of Fascism, and they have been attacking one another in public in a way they usually avoid doing. There is still anti-semitism, but no sign that it is growing. Our food is much as usual. The Christmas puddings, my clue to the shipping situation, were about the same colour as last year. It is getting hard to live with prices and taxes as they now are, and what between long working-hours and then fire-watching, the Home Guard, A.R.P. or whatnot, one seems to have less and less spare time, especially as all journeys now are slow and uncomfortable. Good luck for 1943.




1798. To Bahadur Singh

4 January 1943 07/ES/EB/WMB

Dear Bahadur Singh

Thank you for your letter of the 1st January and I am glad you will be able to do the broadcast for us. The correct date is, of course, Wednesday, the 13th January. The 11th, mentioned in our telegram, was a mistake. I have explained the details of the broadcast in my letter of the 30th December. Last week, for example, it was Mr. Wendel Willkie.° Perhaps you will have some ideas of your own for next week, but, in any case, the person must be a topical personality.

I will telephone you next Monday about the matter.

Yours sincerely

[Initialled] E. A. B

Eric Blair

Talks Producer

Indian Section




1799. Memorandum to L. F. Rushbrook Williams

4 January 1943 Handwritten

E.S.D.

The attached is a specimen Bengali newsletter composed by P. Chatterji, who is anxious for the job of announcer-translator. Could we get it sent to the School of Oriental Studies & get an opinion on the Bengali? Attached also is an English translation of the newsletter made by Mr Chatterji himself.

Meanwhile I am informed that Miss Sen Gupta, who did a Bengali message to the people of Calcutta for us on Saturday last, speaks very good Bengali & has a good microphone manner. Our present announcer-translator, Mr Das Gupta, is I am almost certain unsatisfactory.1

Eric Blair 4.1.43




1800. BBC Talks Booking Form, 5.1.43


Bahadur Singh: ‘In the Public Eye,’ 4; ‘8 minute talk on the outstanding personality of the week’; broadcast 13.1.43; fee £3 3s 0d + 13s 2d. Signed: M Blackburn for I.P.O. Remarks: ‘This broadcast is normally an adaptation of a newspaper article not involving very much work & I suggest that £3.3.0. would be a suitable average fee for the 8 minutes.’






1801. BBC Talks Booking Form, 5.1.43


Marjorie Leaf: ‘Women Generally Speaking’; two 13-minute talks arranged and presented as usual by Lady Grigg. ‘Miss Leaf will be talking about the activities of the Victoria League — how we look after the troops from the Empire; broadcast 13 and 20.1.43; fee £7.7s. Signed: M Blackburn for I.P.O.






1802. To E. C. Bowyer

6 January 1943 Handwritten draft and typed versions 07/ES/EB/WMB

Dear Mr. Bowyer

Very many thanks for the script,1 which is just the kind of thing we wanted. I am going to alter a phrase or two in order to simplify the language very slightly, but the general tone and the number of types mentioned is just right. The alterations are very small ones and I’ll let you see them when made.

You will be on the air for the first talk at 12.45 on the 22nd January, so perhaps you could arrive soon after 12 noon.

Yours sincerely

[Initialled] E. A. B

George Orwell

Talks Producer

Indian Section




1803. To Desmond Hawkins

6 January 1943 07/ES/EB/WMB

Dear Hawkins

Our next ANNIVERSARIES OF THE MONTH Feature programme is scheduled for Tuesday, February 2nd, the usual time, 1145 to 1200 GMT. Do you again feel like writing the script for this programme? I shall be glad if you will do it.

I am enclosing a list of the Anniversaries for February. Will you be kind enough to return this to us, without fail, as soon as possible.

Yours sincerely,

[Initialled] E. A. B

George Orwell

Talks Producer

Indian Section




1804. Extract from Minutes of Eastern Service Meeting

6 January 1943


‘Calling All Students.’ E.S.D. drew attention to this excellent series’ under Edmund Blunden’s editorship. Mr. Brook reported publication arrangements in train.1






1805. Introduction to ‘Calling All Students,’ 3

8 January 1943


Edmund Blunden introduced speakers in this series, but when he himself spoke, Orwell made the introduction. The text reproduced here is from the typescript used for this broadcast; manuscript amendments have been incorporated, and the original text is given in the notes. The name ‘Miss Playle’ (of The Listener) is written on the typescript and also on Blunden’s script. Presumably both typescripts were sent to her following Orwell’s memorandum to her of 21 December 1942 (see 1758), in which he described the series and the intention to publish the talks in India.



Today we are having a departure from the usual arrangement of these talks. The introducer of all the others has been Mr. Edmund Blunden who has been chiefly responsible for arranging the whole series. Today, however, Mr. Blunden is delivering the talk himself. So I am here to introduce him to you, as he has introduced so many others.

As a matter of fact, it ought not to be necessary to introduce Edmund Blunden to any audience interested in English literature for his name has been familiar to the reading public for not far short of thirty years. Although he is primarily a poet and would perhaps wish to be thought of as a poet, Edmund Blunden is best known for a prose work “Undertones of War”. The war of 1914 to 1918 produced a great spate of literature in England but it only produced some half dozen books which seem worth reading after a lapse of years. Well1 among these “Undertones of War” has an assured place. As its title implies, it is a restrained unemphatic book. It describes2 the reactions of a sensitive and intelligent human being when brought into contact with the horrors of modern mechanised war but it doesn’t deal3 in any kind of sensationalism. Like Edmund Blunden’s poems it expresses a quiet acceptance of the world as it is and a love of the surface of the earth—even nature worship if you prefer that name for it. It has never failed him even in the extremest hardship and danger. I believe nobody else who wrote about the war of 1914 to 1918 remained so aware of the procession of the seasons and the birds4 and wild flowers which somehow managed to survive even on the edges of the battle-field. Even if you had never read Edmund Blunden’s poetry you could hardly glance into “Undertones of War” without realising that here was a man whose love of the countryside was his ruling passion. Today, Edmund Blunden is speaking to you about Thomas Hardy’s novel, “Far From the Madding Crowd”.5 Few people could be more suitable, for perhaps Hardy’s greatest quality is his power of invoking a picture of the English countryside which Edmund Blunden loves so well. Now here is Edmund Blunden to talk to you about Thomas Hardy.




1806. News Commentary in English for Malaya, 15

8 January 1943


This was written and read by Orwell. No script has been traced.






1807. Review of Pamphlet Literature

The New Statesman and Nation, 9 January 1943

One cannot adequately review fifteen pamphlets in a thousand words, and if I have picked out that number it is because between them they make a representative selection of eight out of the nine main trends in current pamphleteering. (The missing trend is pacifism: I don’t happen to have a recent pacifist pamphlet by me.) I list them under their separate headings, with short comments, before trying to explain certain rather curious features in the revival of pamphleteering during recent years.

1. Anti-left and crypto-fascist. A Soldier’s New World. 2d. (Sub-titled “An anti-crank pamphlet written in camp,” this wallops the highbrow and proves that the common man does not want Socialism. Key phrase: “The Clever Ones have never learned to delight in simple things.”) Gollancz in the German Wonderland. 1s. (Vansittartite). World Order or World Ruin. 6d. (Anti-planning. G. D. H. Cole demolished).

2. Conservative. Bomber Command Continues. 7d. (good specimen of an official pamphlet).

3. Social Democrat. The Case of Austria. 6d. (published by the Free Austrian Movement).

4. Communist. Clear out Hitler’s Agents. 2d. (sub-titled “An exposure of Trotskyist disruption being organised in Britain.” Exceptionally mendacious.)

5. Trotskyist and Anarchist. The Kronstadt Revolt. 2d. (Anarchist pamphlet, largely an attack on Trotsky).

6. Non-party radical. What’s Wrong with the Army? 6d. (a Hurricane Book. Well-informed and well-written anti-blimp document). I, James Blunt. 6d. (good flesh-creeper, founded on the justified assumption that the mass of the English people haven’t yet heard of Fascism). Battle of Giants. Unpriced, probably 6d (interesting specimen of popular non-Communist Russophile literature).

7. Religious. A Letter to a Country Clergyman. 2d. (Fabian pamphlet, left-wing Anglican). Fighters Ever. 6d (Buchman vindicated).

8. Lunatic. Britain’s Triumphant Destiny, or Righteousness no longer on the Defensive. 6d. (British Israel, profusely illustrated). When Russia Invades Palestine. 1s. (The author, A. J. Ferris, B.A., has written a long series of pamphlets on kindred subjects, some of them enjoying enormous sales. His When Russia Bombs Germany, published in 1940, sold over 60,000). Hitler’s Story and Programme to Conquer England, by Civis Britannicus Sum. 1s. (Specimen passage: “It is a grand thing to ‘play the game,’ and to know that one is doing it. Then, when the day comes that stumps are drawn or the whistle blows for the last time:


“The Great Scorer will come to write against your name,

Not if you have ‘won or lost; but How you Played the Game.’ ”)



These few that I have named are only a drop in the ocean of pamphlet literature, and for the sake of giving a good cross-section I have included several that the average reader is likely to have heard of. What conclusions can one draw from this small sample? The interesting fact, not easily explicable, is that pamphleteering has revived upon an enormous scale since about 1935, and has done so without producing anything of real value. My own collection, made during the past six years, would run into several hundreds, but probably does not represent anywhere near 10 per cent of the total output. Some of these pamphlets have had huge sales, especially the religio-patriotic ones, such as those of Mr. Ferris, B. A., and the scurrilous ones, such as Hitler’s Last Will and Testament, which is said to have sold several millions. Directly political pamphlets sometimes sell in big numbers, but the circulation of any pamphlet which is “party line” (any party) is likely to be spurious. Looking through my collection, I find that it is practically all trash, interesting only to bibliophiles. Though I have classified current pamphlets under nine headings they could be finally reduced to two main schools, roughly describable as Party Line and Astrology. There is totalitarian rubbish and paranoiac rubbish, but in each case it is rubbish. Even the well-informed Fabian pamphlets are hopelessly dull, considered as reading matter. The liveliest pamphlets are almost always non-party, a good example being Bless ’em All, which should be regarded as a pamphlet, though it costs one and sixpence.

The reason why the badness of contemporary pamphlets is somewhat suprising is that the pamphlet ought to be the literary form of an age like our own. We live in a time when political passions run high, channels of free expression are dwindling, and organised lying exists on a scale never before known. For plugging the holes in history the pamphlet is the ideal form. Yet lively pamphlets are very few, and the only explanation I can offer—a rather lame one—is that the publishing trade and the literary papers have never gone to the trouble of making the reading public pamphlet-conscious. One difficulty of collecting pamphlets is that they are not issued in any regular manner, cannot always be procured even in the libraries of museums, and are seldom advertised and still more seldom reviewed. A good writer with something he passionately wanted to say—and the essence of pamphleteering is to have something you want to say now, to as many people as possible—would hesitate to cast it in pamphlet form, because he would hardly know how to set about getting it published, and would be doubtful whether the people he wanted to reach would ever read it. Probably he would water his idea down into a newspaper article or pad it out into a book. As a result by far the greater number of pamphlets are either written by lonely lunatics who publish at their own expense, or belong to the subworld of the crank religions, or are issued by political parties. The normal way of publishing a pamphlet is through a political party, and the party will see to it that any “deviation”—and hence any literary value—is kept out. There have been a few good pamphlets in fairly recent years. D. H. Lawrence’s Pornography and Obscenity was one, Potocki de Montalk’s Snobbery with Violence was another, and some of Wyndham Lewis’s essays in The Enemy really come under this heading. At present the most hopeful symptom is the appearance of the non-party Left Wing pamphlet, such as the Hurricane Books. If productions of this type were as sure of being noticed in the press as are novels or books of verse, something would have been done towards bringing the pamphlet back to the attention of its proper public, and the level of the whole genre might rise. When one considers how flexible a form the pamphlet is, and how badly some of the events of our time need documenting, this is a thing to be desired.1




1808. Weekly News Review, 55

9 January 1943


This text is reproduced from the typescript used for the broadcast, a carbon copy. Some slight manuscript amendments in Orwell’s hand are here recorded in the notes; a longer typewritten insertion, which seems to have been made after the Newsletter was completed, is in n. 3. It is single- instead of double-spaced and has been typed directly on the carbon copy. Commas have been added liberally, perhaps to aid delivery; these are silently incorporated. Words shown in italic are handwritten inserts. The timings recorded on the script are in italic in square brackets. The ‘As broadcast’ timing was given as 12′ 10″ but there are two other final timings, 12′ 50″ and 13′ plus some unreadable seconds. These may indicate that the script was censored—Rushbrook Williams acted as censor—or there may have been errors in recording timings during rehearsal or an attempt to speed up the reading. To complicate matters, the transmission time given by PasB (which would include preliminary and closing announcements) is 14′ 17″. Despite their apparent precision, too much reliance cannot be placed on the timings. According to PasB, the script was read by Orwell. The typescript spells ‘Solomon’ as ‘Soloman.’



This week there is little fresh news except from the Russian front, and I propose to devote most of my commentary to that. But I would like first to summarise shortly the news from the other fronts, so as to get the Russian front into its proper perspective.

In North Africa, there has hardly been any fresh developments. In Tunisia the struggle seasaws to and fro, neither side gaining or losing much ground and both sides are evidently building up their forces for the big battle yet to come. The Germans in Tunisia have evidently been re-inforced in tanks as well as men, in spite of their losses at sea, which continue to be serious. Malta has been re-inforced now that the naval position in the Mediterranean has shifted in favour of the Allies and air activity based on Malta is increasing.

Free French forces moving northward across the desert from Lake Tchad in equatorial Africa, have1 driven in the Axis outposts in the Libyan desert and captured an important oasis about 400 miles south of Tripoli. This manoeuvre has meant a march of about 1,000 miles largely over desert. An attack coming from this direction is an added threat to the Axis positions, both in Tripolitania and in Tunisia, but it is very difficult to move large numbers of men or vehicles across the desert, not only because of the lack of water but because of the time taken in building up petrol dumps. That is about all the news from North Africa. [1′ 55″; 1′ 45″]

In Eastern New Guinea, Japanese resistance at Buna has been finally overcome. The only Japanese forces now left in this part of the island are at Sanananda, about 50 miles to the west, where they were landed a few weeks ago. The Allies are now re-grouping for the final attack on Sanananda. The Japanese loss of Eastern New Guinea and of Guadacanal° in the Solomon islands,° will have upset their plans in the South Pacific, but it does not look as though they had yet given up all hope of attacking Australia. Air reconnaisance shows that they have assembled another big fleet of warships and transports in Rabaul, in New Britain, and some observers report that this is the biggest fleet which they have yet assembled. We don’t2 yet know what operation they are intending but it has been suggested that they might make another effort at invading Australia somewhere on the northwest coast. They would probably have another try at retrieving the situation in New Guinea and the Solomons before doing so. This threat is taken seriously in Australia where conscription, both for the armed forces and for war industries is being extended.

British and American air-raids along the coast of Burma have been increasing in volume and they have ranged all the way from the Arakan coast to Pagoda Point and as far inland as Mandalay. We have not at present very much evidence of how things are going for the Japanese in their occupied territories but what evidence there is all shows that local resistance is increasing everywhere. The latest bit of news is the announcement by the Japanese wireless that they have just executed a number of Burmese for sabotage and destruction and also two [2’; 4′ 10″] Indians on the charge of sabotaging railways. The Japanese have also issued orders that the people of Burma are forbidden to listen-in to foreign broadcasting stations—a sure sign that Allied broadcasts are attracting attention.3 We are probably safe in guessing that the Burmese are already beginning to find out the real nature of the Japanese new order.

I don’t think that during this week there have been any other events on the Asiatic fronts on which I can significantly comment.

Now as to the Russian Front. The Russians have followed up the capture of Veliki Luki° near the Latvian border, by capturing Mozdok and Nalchik on the Caucasus front, hundreds of miles to the south. The loss of Nalchik puts the seal on the failure of the German Caucasus campaign. If you look at a map of Russia on which the present approximate position of the armies is marked, you will see that the German army in the Caucasus is doing nothing except to maintain a huge salient which has no direct value. When the Germans advanced southward in the summer they expected, and a good deal of the rest of the world expected, too, that they would cross the Caucasus mountains and get to the Baku oilfields before the winter. At the least it was expected, that they would remain in possession of the key towns, commanding the passes4 over the Caucasus mountains and would be able to renew their offensive early in the spring. Now they’re being driven back and they° evidently retreating rapidly. They can hardly make another stand before they get to the Kuma river and may have to go much further back than that, for, at the same time as the German army in the south has lost its footing, the Russian armies west of Stalingrad are still advancing along the Don. They are now5 [6′] thought to be only about 75 miles from Roztov. If they should reach Roztov, which is not impossible, the whole German army in the Caucasus area will either have to retreat hurriedly or run the risk of being completely cut off. Undoubtedly the right thing to do would be to retreat now but German strategy is not governed altogether by military considerations. The Germans have had huge and useless losses because Hitler did not care to abandon Stalingrad after boasting that he would take it, and the same story may be repeated in the south.

Meanwhile, the German public is apparently being prepared for bad news. If one studies the German wireless and newspapers, one notices two propaganda tricks constantly employed. One is that place names are mentioned as seldom as possible, the commentators merely stating that fighting is in progress in such and such an area, and by not mentioning names avoiding stating whether the German armies are advancing or retreating.6 The other device is to dwell on the immense difficulties of the Russian campaign and especially the severity of the Russian winter. It is also admitted, however, by some German commentators, that the Russian troops are fighting well and are not short of tanks and weapons generally. There are even some quite detailed accounts of the special methods7 the Russians use, to overcome the difficulty of moving over deep snow. All this suggests that the Germans are contemplating a big retreat and are trying in advance to make this acceptable to the public. The articles in the German press and on the wireless [1′ 50″; 7′ 50″; 8′ 40″] emphasising the strength and numbers of the Red Army do not fit in very well with the official statement of more than a year ago that the Red Army had been destroyed once and for all but the people in totalitarian countries are expected to have short memories. At present it looks as though the Nazi leaders can see no good news ahead, at any rate on the Russian front, and are excusing this as best they can by implying that the task before them is superhuman.

President Roosevelt’s speech on January 6th, when he addressed the United States Congress, has already had a lot of publicity but I should like to re-emphasize two points in it because a speech of this kind is in it-self° an event and can be just as important as anything that happens on the battle field.

In the first place the President added some more figures of American war production to the ones I was able to give you last week. For instance, he revealed that during 1942, the United States has produced 48,000 military aeroplanes, which is more than the production of Germany, Italy and Japan, put together. By December the United States was producing aeroplanes at the rate of over 60,000 a year. Again, in 1942 the United States produced 56,000 fighting vehicles, such as tanks or self8 propelling artillery. Again during the past year the United States armed forces have grown from a strength of 2 million men to over 7 million men. Now it is no use reading out long lists of figures which after a little while only become confusing, but the up-shot is [9′ 45″; 10’ 40”] that during the past year the whole of America’s war production has enormously increased, sometimes by an increase of several hundreds per cent over 1941 and still is increasing rapidly. American food production has increased as well.

The other outstanding point in the President’s speech was the complete and uncompromising break he made with isolationism. He said quite clearly and at considerable length that Americans realised more clearly than ever before that the whole world is now potentially one unit and that no nation can stand aloof, either from the job of preventing aggression or from the job of supplying the wants of the common people everywhere. “We cannot”, he said, “make America an island in either a military or economic sense. Victory in this war is the first and greatest goal before us. Victory in the peace is the next. That means striving towards the enlargement of the security of men here and throughout the world, and finally striving for freedom from fear.” “The United Nations,” he added, “are the mightiest military coalition in history. Bound together in solemn agreement that they themselves will not commit acts of aggression or conquest, the United Nations can and must remain united for the maintenance of peace by preventing any attempt to rearm in Germany, in Japan and in Italy. There are cynics and sceptics who say it cannot be done. The American people and all freedom loving peoples of this earth are now demanding that it must be done and the will of these peoples shall prevail.” This is a great step forward from the isolationism and the purely nationalistic conception of security and prosperity with which the United States, as well as some other nations, ended the last war. [12′ 10″; 13′; 12′ 50″]




1809. Bengali Newsletter, 26

9 January 1943


The English original was written by Orwell. No script has been traced. PasB gives timing as 11′ 4″.






1810. To K. K. Ardaschir

9 January 1943 07/ES/EB

Dear Ardaschir

Thanks for your letter of January 7th. I am sorry the suggestions were not acknowledged.

I would like a talk on the second of the two subjects you suggested, that is to say, From Victoria Station, Bombay, to Victoria Station, London. I have a blank period into which I could fit this talk, on Friday, March 12th—usual length 13½ minutes, and the time of broadcast—12.45 p.m. British Summer Time. I would like it if I could have the script in a week before the date.

I am sorry but I am sure I gave you back the wicker basket. I distinctly remember tying the string round again and bringing it down to the office.

You may be interested to hear the black hen is now beginning to lay, as well, and lays a very nice light brown egg.

Yours sincerely

[Initialled] E. A. B

Eric Blair

Talks Producer

Indian Section




1811. To R.R. Desai

9 January 1943 07/ES/EB

Dear Desai

As to this week’s hints there is not much that we want to avoid mentioning this week except that one should not overplay the probability of the Russians re-taking Rostov.1 I don’t suppose you will do so anyway.

As to positive hints; it does not much matter whether you do this now or in later weeks, but I would like it if some time you could say something about the way in which the Germans and the Japanese swindle the inhabitants of occupied territory by means of spurious currency. This is a thing it is important to rub in and I usually mention it about once in two months.

I also include, in case it should be useful to you, some quotations from Japanese propaganda showing the change of tone during the past year. Please let me have this back.2

Yours

[Initialled] E. A. B

Eric Blair

Talks Producer

Indian Section




1812. To K. K. Ardaschir

11 January 1943 07/ES/EB/WMB

Dear Ardaschir

I am sending back the enclosed script as you requested as after some consideration I find that I simply have not got room for it. You had my note about the other talk we want you to do I think.

Yours sincerely

[Initialled] E. A. B

Eric Blair

Talks Producer

Indian Section




1813. To Sidney Horniblow

11 January 1943 07/ES/EB/WMB

Dear Mr. Horniblow

I must apologise for not replying earlier to your letter1 but I waited over until I had got my new schedule into shape, so that I could see whether we could make room for you.

I would like to continue the IN BLACK AND WHITE item, as a fortnightly broadcast, starting from Friday, the 12th March, at 12.45 p.m. British Summer Time. This is a quarter-of-an-hour programme, as before. Could you send me a line to let me know whether you are able to carry on as from that date.

Yours sincerely

[Signed] Eric Blair

Eric Blair

Talks Producer

Indian Section




1814. To Marjorie Leaf

11 January 1943 07/ES/EB

Dear Marjorie

Very many thanks for your letter of the 8th January, and for your script (Number one) on the Victoria League. This should be an interesting talk. With this letter, I am sending round to you a flimsy copy of your script. (A top copy will be waiting for you at 200 Oxford Street on Wednesday next, 13th January, the day of the broadcast). If you are here about 12.0 noon, the script can be rehearsed and timed and if we find it necessary, cuts can be made. The actual time of the broadcast is from 12.45 to 1.0 p.m. BST.

The broadcast can be heard on the shortwave, on the following metre bands: 16, 19, 25 and 31. It is not usually easily heard in this country, but on a good shortwave set, it can sometimes be picked up. The programme immediately before your broadcast is a 15-minute programme of music. This may make it simpler to tune-in before your talk starts.

Yours sincerely,

[Initialled] MB

for Eric Blair

(Talks Producer)




1815. Laurence Brander’s Report on Indian Programmes

11 January 1943


The BBC and individual members of its staff showed anxiety over how its broadcasts to India were received, even if, as earlier reports indicate, Laurence Brander’s analyses tended to be re-interpreted in London. Direct requests for information were not uncommon. Thus, on 24 November 1942, Mary Blackburn asked that a cable be sent to Ahmed Ali1 inviting criticism and comments on the Gujarati Newsletter and its presenter (R. R. Desai). This was initiated by Desai and said that ‘by “criticisms” he doesn’t mean “praise”, but comments, both adverse and favourable.’

On 11 January, Brander, in his capacity as the BBC’s Intelligence Officer for India, submitted a full report on the programmes transmitted to India. Some of these emanated from the section for which Orwell worked; some from the Hindustani section under Sir Malcolm Darling at Evesham. The report illustrates the difficult task the BBC faced and how limited were the numbers of those who could hear the broadcasts. The report is relevant to Orwell and the work he did as well as to the Eastern Service as a whole, and for understanding the nature of the audiences served. It is given here as an appendix; see 2374.

It is not known whether Orwell read this report but it is extremely likely that he knew of its contents from conversations with Brander; see 1546.






1816. Memorandum to E. W. D. Boughen

13 January 1943 EB/WMB

BEHIND THE HEADLINES— talk by Shridhar Telkar

Today we have issued a Booking Slip for Sir Mohammed Zafrullah Khan who is giving an 8 minute talk on Thursday, 21st January 1943 at 1115–1130 GMT on the PACIFIC RELATIONS COUNCIL. This talk will be recorded on Saturday, the 16th January, at 3.45 to 4.15 BST. in St.2, Oxford Street.

We wished to fit this talk in while Sir Mohammed is in this country, and we are therefore putting him in, in the place of Shridhar Telkar’s talk, BEHIND THE HEADLINES, which he was to have given on the 21st January, at 1115–1130 GMT. Please note, therefore, that Shridhar Telkar’s talk is cancelled for that date.1

[Signed] Eric Blair

(Eric Blair)




1817. BBC Talks Booking Form, 13.1.43


Bahadur Singh: ‘In the Public Eye,’ 5; broadcast 20.1.43; fee £3.3s + travel voucher. Signed: M Blackburn for I.P.O.






1818. BBC Talks Booking Form, 13.1.43


Professor E. D. Edwards:1 ‘Women Generally Speaking,’ Chinese decorations and deeds of heroism; broadcast 27.1.43; fee £8.8s. Signed: M Blackburn for I.P.O.2






1819. To E. C. Bowyer

14 January 1943 07/ES/EB/WMB

Dear Mr. Bowyer

After, I am afraid, some delay, I am sending a copy of your script. You will see that I have made some very minor alterations with the idea of using even more non-technical language. If I have deformed your meaning by any of these, please alter it back again. It is merely that we are talking to a public which does not speak English as its native language and cannot be assumed to know very much about aircraft.1

Your talk will go for censorship in the usual way and I don’t suppose anything in it will be altered.

You will be on the air on Friday next, the 22nd, at 12.45 p.m. (British Summer Time). I wonder if you could be good enough to get here about 12.

Yours sincerely,

[Initialled] G. O.

George Orwell

Talks Producer

Indian Section




1820. To Sidney Horniblow

14 January 1943 07/ES/EB/WMB

Dear Mr. Horniblow

I think I asked you whether you could re-open the series IN BLACK AND WHITE as from March 12th. I am sorry I shall have to wash that out and make it start as from March 26th. I have only just discovered that we have a talk already booked for the first date. Otherwise, I would like you to continue with the talks fortnightly as arranged.

Yours sincerely

[Initialled] WMB

Eric Blair

Talks Producer

Indian Section




1821. To Herbert Read

14 January 1943 07/ES/EB/WMB

Dear Read

There seems to be a muddle somewhere. I find, by my schedule, that we have not got 7 talks on American literature but 6, so it is a question of either not proceeding with the Whitman talk or else dropping mine. I don’t think we can drop out the talk on Steinbeck, as we must have something from contemporary literature. Will you let me know which you think it would be better to drop, Whitman or Jack London.

Yours sincerely

[Initialled] G. O.

George Orwell

Talks Producer

Indian Section




1822. News Commentary in English for Malaya, 16

15 January 1943


This was written and read by Orwell. No script has been traced.






1823. To K. K. Ardaschir

15 January 1943 07/ES/EB/WMB

Dear Ardaschir

Thanks for your letter of January 13 th. I cannot use the suggested talk about America’s overseas possession, nor any others at this moment, except for the one you are doing on March 12th. I simply have not got any space to dispose of.

I am passing on the two ideas you sent me to the Hindustani section in case they should have any room. I think it possible that the Balkan one might be usable but as to the other idea I don’t think one could get [far?] at this time with any discussion of the Russian regime along those lines. I am sorry I cannot be more helpful.

As to the other business about the Near Eastern Section; if any query comes my way I will do what I can.

Yours sincerely

[Initialled] E. A. B

Eric Blair

Talks Producer

Indian Section




1824. To George Bernard Shaw

15 January 1943 07/ES/EB/WMB

Dear Mr. Shaw

Many thanks for your letter dated 26th December. We have decided to broadcast the passage named by you from Act 3, ARMS AND THE MAN, beginning—“You look ever so much nicer than when we last met” and ending, “and I wish I had never met you”.

The Contracts Department will get in touch with you over the question of the fee.

The passage acted will of course be prefaced by an explanation of the preceding events in the play, but, in any case the plot of the play will have been outlined in the first part of the programme, which is a talk on your work with special reference to ARMS AND THE MAN.

Yours truly

[Initialled] G. O.

George Orwell

Talks Producer

Indian Section




1825. Weekly News Review, 56

16January 1943


The typescript used for this broadcast, reproduced here, has, at the top of its first page, ‘Announcer/Trans: S. K. Das Gupta.’ This script apparently served as the basis for Das Gupta’s Bengali Newsletter for this same day. PasB suggests a timing of 13 minutes, probably including the announcement. Bengali Newsletter, 27, was approximately 9 minutes, so there was evidently considerable adaptation. Orwell read the News Review for India.



During this week there have been only two events of major importance and I should like to devote most of my commentary, as I do from time to time, to giving a general survey of the war as it now stands. But first let me just mention those two events which I spoke of as important—one of them military, the other political.

The important military news is that the Russian offensives on four separate parts of the Front are all continuing and making headway. I said last week that the Germans retreating in the Caucasus might make another stand on the Kuma river about Georgievsk and already Georgievsk is in Russian hands and the Russians are well over the Kuma river and are still advancing. The advance along the Don towards Stalingrad is also continuing, though less rapidly. It is important not to expect Rostov itself to fall at all rapidly or easily. The Germans are now falling back on Rostov from all directions and are certain to defend it obstinately. If they should lose it their whole Caucasus campaign will have gone for nothing and in all probability a large body of men further south would be cut off with only a rather slender chance of escaping by sea.

The other important event of this week is the final signature of the treaty between China, Great Britain and the United States. By this treaty extra territorial rights in China are formally relinquished. One hundred years ago treaties were made with the1 Chinese by which the nationals of various countries enjoyed privileges in China’s territory which were not compatible with China’s existence as a sovereign state. They were exempt from China’s law and payment of taxes and their warships had the right to navigate in Chinese rivers. All this has now been signed away once and for all by the British and American Governments. The Japanese, [not to be outdone on the propaganda front,] are making a pretence of some similar arrangement but as they are in actual possession of about a quarter of China, with the status of conquerors, their claims cannot be taken very seriously. Simultaneously with this, the Japanese have ordered the so-called Government of Nangking to declare war on the United Nations. This is not of very great importance, as the Nangking Government has no real existence, being merely a marionette show put on by Japan and in any case the few Chinese who have sided with the Japanese were for all intents and purposes at war with the United Nations already. The Anglo-Chinese treaty has caused great satisfaction in this country, perhaps almost as great as it has caused in China. It is one of those events like the settlement with Abyssinia which shows that the claim of the United Nations to be fighting for liberty and against aggression2 and tyranny is not simply a show of words. Incidentally, it is rather interesting to couple with this the results of a survey of public opinion taken recently in Britain on the question of feeding Europe after the war. A representative cross-section of the British public were asked “if it is necessary in order to prevent starvation in Europe would you be ready to continue with food rationing in Britain when the war is over”. Eighty percent answered “Yes” and only seven percent answered with a definite “No”. Things like this tell one more about the real reasons for which the ordinary man is fighting than declarations of war aims expressed in high sounding and general terms.

I said I was going to attempt a general survey of the war situation at the beginning of 1943. The first point which would be conceded, even by our enemies, is that the situation is enormously better for the Allies than it was at the beginning of 1942. Even Dr. Goebbels, in his weekly article in the newspaper DAS REICH warns the German public that their position is more difficult and dangerous now than it was at the beginning of the war. If one looks at the past year, in spite of the many and brilliant successes of the Axis, there are three main facts which stand out. These facts are, first the failure of the Japanese to keep up the initial impetus of their attack against the United Nations, the second is the failure of the German campaign in Russia to gain any of its major objectives. The third, is the quite obviously growing strength of Britain and the United States, by means of which the danger to Egypt and the Suez Canal has been removed and a whole corner of Africa, larger than Europe in area, has passed into the control of the Allies. The most immediately important of these three events is the German failure in Russia with all its damaging effects, present and to come, in losses of men, materials and prestige, and it is important when one assesses this to remember that the successes the Russians have had, though chiefly due to their own courage and energy, also owe a great deal to the less obvious efforts of Great Britain and the United States. We hear less about the convoys to Murmansk than we hear about the Russian battle fields, but it is important to remember that the British supply of war materials to Russia has never flagged, even in the face of the greatest difficulties and even when the need for arms on other fronts was most acute. For example, Britain has already delivered for Russian use, 3,000 aeroplanes, 4,000 tanks and many thousands of tons of war materials of all descriptions, including medical supplies.3 The United States has similarly contributed and has also sent Russia a good deal of food but the chief help which Britain and America have brought to their Ally has been indirect. By the threat to invade Western Europe, which it is known will be carried out sooner or later, they have forced the Germans to keep at least 35 divisions in Western Europe, and consequently, to deplete their strength on the Russian Front to that extent. The British army in Libya keeps another 10 or more Axis divisions busy and this diversion becomes more serious owing to the German effort to hold on to Tunisia. During this year the Germans will probably find it necessary to hold and fortify the whole of Southern Europe on the same scale as Western Europe, with a corresponding drainage on their man power. The peculiar features of the New Order have ensured that the German man power problem is now serious. If the Germans had kept the various promises to the European peoples with which they started the war, they might possibly have had, by this time, a large reliable European army fighting on their side, and a huge fluid labour force. The whole of European industry might have been working at top speed for their benefit. As it is, they have no Ally in Europe whom they can really rely upon, for even Italy is almost as much a liability as an asset, and though they have been able to force the European peoples to work, they have not been able to make them work with the speed and willingness which total war demands.

A year ago, when the Japanese offensive was at its height, it was possible to outline the grand strategy on which the Axis powers based their plans. It was evident that Germany and Japan had a rendezvous somewhere in the neighbourhood of the Persian Gulf. The Japanese were to dominate the Indian Ocean and probably India itself, and the Germans were to cross the Caucasus mountains from the north and break through to4 Suez from the west. The United Nations would then be separated from one another— Soviet Russia would be isolated and its armies would probably have to retreat behind the Ural mountains while China would be completely cut off and could be destroyed at leisure. After this, Britain could be attacked with the full weight of the German war machine and if Britain was conquered America could be dealt with at some time in the future. That was the Axis grand strategy. It was possible to discern it both from what the Axis military commanders were doing and from what their propagandists were saying. It should hardly be necessary to point out that this has failed completely, and however hard the struggle ahead may be, it is never likely to come so near success again. The Japanese are involved in a difficult struggle in the South Pacific in which they are losing ships and planes far faster than they can replace them, and the defences of India have been so strengthened that no attempted invasion is now likely. Japanese naval supremacy which once threatened to cover the whole Eastern part of the Indian Ocean has now receded to the Western Pacific. The Germans have failed to reach the Caucasus mountains and have lost enormously in a vain effort to reach the Caspian Sea. British strength is just about reaching its peak and American strength will do so some time during next year.

That is the picture as it appears at the beginning of 1943, and we ought to keep that picture in mind when we consider the less visible aspects of war. Probably the best card which the Germans have left is the U-Boat warfare which still, without any question, causes the Allies heavy losses in shipping and reduces their offensive capacity. For about a year past, the Government has adopted the practice of not publishing shipping losses regularly and this practice is probably justified since it keeps the enemy guessing about the truth of the shipping situation. The Germans were caught napping by the Anglo-American move into North Africa and this was partly because they had under-rated our true shipping capacity. I don’t care to offer an opinion on something which is an official secret, but I may add that we have a clue to the shipping situation in the fact that the food rations have not altered in Britain during the past year. The German propagandists are making the most they can of the U-Boat warfare, because at the present they have not much else with which to comfort the German home public. In general, we can say this much of the situation as it now stands: the end is not in sight and we cannot safely prophecy that any of the Axis powers will be out of the war before 1943 is ended, but we can safely prophecy that 1943 will be the year in which the United Nations will hold the initiative and will be strong enough to pass over from mere self defence to an aggressive strategy.




1826. Bengali Newsletter, 27

16 January 1943


The English original for this Newsletter was based on the News Review broadcast to India on the same day; see 1825. PasB gives a timing of approximately 9 minutes, four minutes shorter than that of the English Weekly News Review. No script has been traced.






1827. To Herbert Read

18 January 1943 07/ES/EB/WMB

Dear Read

I think it is a very good idea to have Rayner Heppenstall for the last talk as he has an excellent voice. If he cannot get away from his unit we can quite easily record the talk at Leeds or somewhere. I think, however, that—


a) His subject should be the one you have indicated, i.e. The American Short Story, dealing with a number of contemporary writers, and not merely concentrating on one rather obscure one like Saroyan, and

b) He would need a lot of prodding to make him deliver his stuff on time.



Could you get in touch with him and tell him that we are putting his name down in the Publicity and that I am really keen for him to do this talk. I did not know he was free to do talks or I would have approached him before this.

I will send out contracts for all the others.

Yours

[Initialled] G. O.

George Orwell

Talks Producer

Indian Section

P.S. [on verso] Could you please let us have Rayner Heppenstall’s1 address.




1828. To Marjorie Leaf

19 January 1943 07/ES/EB

Dear Miss Leaf,1

Thank you very much for your letter and for the script of your talk for Wednesday next, 20th January. I am enclosing a flimsy copy of the script, but a top copy will be waiting for you at 200 Oxford Street on Wednesday next. It will be nice if you can manage to be here about 12 noon, so that you may rehearse it and time it accurately. The actual time of the broadcast is as before from 12.45 to 1.0 p.m. BST.

I was glad to hear that you reached your meeting in time, last Wednesday. I shall just love to have lunch with you tomorrow. Thank you very much.

Yours sincerely,

[Initialled] MB




1829. To B. H. Alexander, Copyright Department

19 January 1943 Original EB/WMB


On 18 January, Miss B. H. Alexander wrote a memorandum to Orwell confirming that George Bernard Shaw had agreed to allow passages from Arms and the Man to be broadcast at a fee of £1.1s per minute; Orwell was asked to put the timing of the passage quoted on the PasB. This gives a timing of 5′ 54″. A fee of £7.7s maximum was allowed and £6.6s was paid.

Miss Alexander then continued: ‘I do not think it is very desirable that both you and I should write to Shaw about such matters. For one thing it makes the Corporation look rather silly, and for another, we (copyright) are the only department who are really qualified to say whether it is necessary to obtain permission or not. We happen to know that Shaw interprets the expression “reasonable quotation” very liberally and does not think that permission need be obtained for extracts which others might consider fairly substantial. Moreover whenever a fee has to be negotiated the question should, of course, be dealt with by this department. Would you therefore leave me to make application in cases of this sort in future?’

Miss Alexander’s memorandum and the ensuing exchange are indicative of the tensions existing between a long-established organisation and those newly recruited. Orwell replied on 19 January:



With reference to your memo. I did not write to Mr. Shaw about his fee nor have I ever meddled with the question of fees for speakers, but it is absolutely necessary that in many cases I should be the first to approach the speaker to ask whether his work may be used or whether he is willing to broadcast. Even in this case Shaw refused to allow the first passage suggested to be broadcast and asked for the substitution of another. Had he been approached by the Copyright Department in the way you suggested he would probably have refused to allow any passage whatever from ARMS AND THE MAN to be broadcast.

I am only too willing to leave to the Copyright Department the whole business of negotiation over fees, etc., but I cannot possibly give up my right to make independent approaches to speakers who in many cases are deeply suspicious of the B.B.C. but will broadcast or lend their work as a favour to me personally.


On 21 January (when Orwell was off sick), Miss Alexander responded:


Thank you for your memo of the 19th January. I am afraid, however, that I do not quite understand it. You speak of the necessity for your being able to approach speakers direct, which, of course, no one disputes. A producer must always be the first to contact speakers, and also authors who are going to write scripts specially for broadcasting, so as to ascertain whether they are willing to do the work. It is only when they have agreed to his proposal that Programme Contracts or Copyright Department come into the picture in order to arrange terms. The case is, however, quite different where it is a question of our broadcasting published material or any other material not specially written for broadcasting: then it is the function of this department to ask for permission and arrange terms.

To put the point in a nutshell, there is all the difference between an approach to a speaker or writer who is to be asked to do work specially for the Corporation, and an approach to an author for permission to use published material which involves no work on his part, but merely the granting of a licence to perform.

Shaw is certainly not ‘deeply suspicious’ of the B.B.C.—in fact we are on very good terms with him. If you had told us the special arguments you wished to be put before him in connection with the proposed ‘Arms and the Man’ broadcast I do not think you would have found he would have turned down our application simply because it came from Copyright Department and not from you. (We would of course have mentioned your name as the producer.)

If the producer is a close friend of the author of published material which we wish to use and if the author has not had any previous dealings with the Corporation and does not know much about broadcasting then I think there may be a case for the producer making a preliminary contact with him. In that case of course, this department should be told in order that when we write him the official letter we can refer to the approach that has already been made.








1830. Orwell’s Sick Leave


Orwell’s personal file shows that he was sick from Wednesday, 20 January, to Thursday, 11 February 1943. His sick notes show that he was suffering from bronchitis. (For a summary of his sick leaves, see 867.)

Correspondence written on his behalf relevant to the programmes he was organising is given here in order to complete the record.

Instead of a Newsletter for India on 23 January, a talk, ‘Turkey Today,’ was broadcast; see 1839 and 1840. The Newsletters for 30 January and 6 and 13 February were written and read by Anthony Weymouth. Orwell’s next contribution in this series was on 20 February 1943.

The News Commentaries in English for Malaya were: No. 17: 22 January, written by Orwell, read by D. Prentice (an announcer in the Overseas Presentation Unit); 18: 29 January, written and read by G. E. Rowan Davies (a Transcription Assistant when Orwell joined the Eastern Service but listed as School Broadcasting Manager, 21.8.43); 19:5 February, written and read by G. E. Rowan Davies; 20: 12 February 1943, written and read by Sir Richard Winstedt.1

Orwell wrote and read No. 21 on 19 February 1943.






1831. Venu Chitale to Desmond Hawkins

20 January 1943 07/ES/EB/WMB

Dear Mr. Hawkins

Mr. Blair tells me that you have already chosen your subjects for the ANNIVERSARIES OF THE MONTH Feature programme, for Tuesday, February 2nd—1145 to 1200 GMT.

I am looking forward to receiving your script on the Saturday before the broadcast.

Yours sincerely,

[Initialled] V. C.

Venu Chitale

Indian Section




1832. Mary Blackburn to L. F. Rushbrook Williams, E.S.D.

c. 20 January 1943

Bengali Newsletters.

May we, on the att’d report,1 go ahead and use Dr P. Chatterjee, to write in Bengali and broadcast the Bengali Newsletter for a few weeks in February? It would be a good idea to have a change from Das Gupta whose present Contract expires after the last Sat. in Jan. Mr. Blair thinks it might be a good idea, occasionally, to use Miss A. Sen Gupta to give a 3 to 4 min. Bengali item specially of interest to Bengali women. She was very good when she gave the message to the bombed areas and the Indian Staff say her voice is excellent and her Bengali good.


Rushbrook Williams annotated Miss Blackburn’s memorandum, ‘Yes certainly.’ On 22 February, he wrote to Chatterjee’s employer, the General Manager of the Mercantile Overseas Trust Ltd in Old Broad St., London, explaining Chatterjee’s appointment and its importance to the war. There were, he said, few competent Bengali speakers available to the BBC to address ‘this very important community in India.’ He asked if Chatterjee could be free every Saturday morning to write the Bengali Newsletter and prepare an English version. The General Manager replied on 24 February that the firm was very pleased to agree to the request.

On 25 January, Miss Blackburn, and on 22 February, Orwell invited Chatterjee to write the Newsletters in Bengali for 6 and 13 February, and 6, 13, 20, and 27 March. This would leave 23 and 30 January and 20 and 27 February for Orwell, but he was ill for the first two of these dates. It would appear from Chatterjee’s letter of 22 March to Orwell, which refers to the seven Newsletters he had by then written, that he wrote the first two scheduled for Orwell. That would bring the total of Bengali Newsletters written by Orwell to 29. Orwell continued to be associated with the production of this Newsletter, however, for he checked the English translations. Chatterjee continued writing the Newsletters until he was commissioned in August 1943. Special four-minute features of interest to women listeners were given by Miss Anima Sen Gupta on 6 February (on Ellen Wilkinson, M.P.) and 6 and 20 March; those on 5,12,19, and 26 December 1942 were given by Mrs. Renu Ghosh. For Chatterjee, see also 858, n. 2.






1833. Unsigned Review of The Pub and the People by Mass-Observation

The Listener, 21 January 1943

It is a pity that this large and careful survey could not have had a short appendix indicating what effect the war has had on our drinking habits. It seems to have been compiled just before the war, and even in that short period of time beer has doubled in price and been heavily diluted.

Writing at a time when ‘mild’ was still fivepence a pint (between 1936 and 1941 rearmament only raised it by a penny), the Mass-Observers found that in ‘Worktown’ the regular pub-goer was putting away, on average, between fifteen and twenty pints a week. This sounds a good deal, but it is unquestionable that in the past seventy years the annual consumption of beer per head has decreased by nearly two-thirds, and it is the Mass-Observers’ conclusion that ‘the pub as a cultural institution is at present declining’. This happens not merely because of persecution by Nonconformist Town Councils, nor even primarily because of the increased price of drink, but because the whole trend of the age is away from creative communal amusements and towards solitary mechanical ones. The pub, with its elaborate social ritual, its animated conversations and—at any rate in the North of England—its songs and week-end comedians, is gradually replaced by the passive, drug-like pleasures of the cinema and the radio. This is only a cause for rejoicing if one believes, as a few Temperance fanatics still do, that people go to pubs to get drunk. The Mass-Observers, however, have no difficulty in showing that there was extraordinarily little drunkenness in the period they were studying: for every five thousand hours that the average pub stays open, only one of its clients is drunk and disorderly.

Working on the more old-fashioned provincial pubs where the various bars are still separate rooms and not, as in London, merely one long counter separated by partitions, the authors of this book have unearthed much curious information. In a short review it is impossible to dilate on the complex social code that differentiates the saloon bar from the public bar, or on the delicate ritual that centres round treating, or the cultural implications of the trend towards bottled beer, or the rivalry between church and pub and the consequent guilt-feelings associated with drinking; but the average reader is likely to find Chapters V, VI and VII the most interesting. At least one of the Observers seems to have taken the extreme step of being initiated into the Buffaloes, about which there are some surprising revelations. A questionnaire issued through the local press, asking people why they drink beer, elicited from more than half the answer that they drank it for their health—probably an echo of the brewers’ advertisements which talk of beer as though it were a kind of medicine. There were some who answered more frankly, however: ‘A middle-aged man of about 40 of labouring type says, “What the bloody hell dost tha tak it for?” I said for my health; he said “Th’art a——liar”. I paid for him a gill’.1

And one woman answered the questionnaire thus:

My reason is, because I always liked to see my grandmother having a drink of beer at night. She did seem to enjoy it, and she could pick up a dry crust of bread and cheese, and it seemed like a feast. She said if you have a drink of beer you will live to be one hundred, she died at ninety-two. I shall never refuse a drink of beer. There is no bad ale, so Grandma said.

This little piece of prose, which impresses itself upon the memory like a poem, would in itself be a sufficient justification of beer, if indeed it needed justifying.


Orwell was paid a fee of£2.2s. for this review.






1834. BBC Talks Booking Form, 21.1.43


T. S. Eliot: ‘Landmarks in American Literature,’ 2; ‘Mr. Eliot is writing a script on “Edgar Allen° Poe” and is reading it’; 13½ minutes approx.; broadcast 12.2.43; fee £15.15s. Signed: M Blackburn for I.P.O.






1835. BBC Talks Booking Form, 21.1.43


V. S. Pritchett:1 ‘Landmarks in American Literature,’ 4; ‘Mr. Pritchett is writing a script on “Mark Twain” and is reading it’; 13½ minutes approx.; broadcast 26.2.43; fee £12.12s + 11s for the fare. Signed: M Blackburn for I.P.O.






1836. BBC Talks Booking Form, 21.1.43


Herbert Read: ‘Landmarks in American Literature,’ 1; ‘H. Read is writing the script and reading the first talk in this series, on “Nathaniel Hawthorne”, he is also compèring the five other talks in this series’; broadcast 5.2 (N. Hawthorne), 12,19 and 26.2.43 and 5 and 12.3.43; fee ‘usual’ and split into two rates, £12.12s and £5.5s; Talks Booking Manager agreed to ‘12gns each talk.’ Signed: M Blackburn for I.P.O.






1837. News Commentary in English for Malaya, 17

22 January 1943


This was written by Orwell before he was taken ill and read by D. Prentice (Staff). No script has been traced.






1838. ‘Calling All Students,’ 5: George Bernard Shaw, Arms and the Man

Broadcast 22 January 1943


The text for Orwell’s talk on Arms and the Man exists as the typescript used by Orwell for recording the talk (just before he was taken ill) and in the form printed in 1946 by Oxford University Press in Bombay, BBC Pamphlet No 2, Books and Authors. The published form is reproduced here; the few differences from the typescript are given in the notes. Rushbrook Williams passed the script for Policy and Security, and it is marked, in Orwell’s hand, ‘As recorded 14′ 20″ E.A.B’. PasB records:

Talk on George Bernard Shaw, with special reference to Arms and the Man, by George Orwell, rec: DOX 9909, 14′ 20″

Introduction by Edmund Blunden, rec: DOX 9909 3½′

‘The Soldier’s Tale’ by Stravinsky, COL LX 197 Pt 1, 2½′; COL LX 199 2½′

(Chosen by Narayana Menon)

Extract from Arms and the Man, Act III, acted by Belle Crystal and Laidman Browne, rec. 20.1.43, DOX 10034, 5′ 54″.



Arms and the Man was performed for the first time in 1894, when Bernard Shaw was 38 years old and was at the height of his powers as a dramatist. It is probably the wittiest play he ever wrote, the most faultless technically, and, in spite of being a very light comedy, the most telling. But before discussing the play in general terms I must say something, as short as possible, about its theme and plot.

Briefly, Arms and the Man is a debunking of military glory and the romance of the warrior. The action takes place in the little Balkan state of Bulgaria—it doesn’t, of course, matter whether the local colour is correct or not: the events might just as well have happened in England or Germany or America—at a time when a war between Bulgaria and Serbia has just ended in a Bulgarian victory. The heroine, Raina she is called, a romantic young girl, has just heard at the beginning of the first act that her lover, Sergius Saranoff, has won the crucial battle of the war by charging at the head of his regiment of cavalry through the enemy’s machine-guns. Naturally she is wild with pride. She is standing at her window, gazing out on the mountains and dreaming of her lover, when the defeated Serbian army begins to stream through the town with the Bulgarians pursuing them. One hunted man climbs up the waterpipe and takes refuge in her bedroom. He is hardly there when Raina finds herself violating what she believes to be the code of true patriotism by helping him to hide, and even telling lies to protect him when the pursuers come to look for him. But the short conversation she has with him punctures her illusions much more completely than that. The hunted man turns out to be a Swiss professional soldier, Captain Bluntschli by name, and the most hopelessly prosaic person it is possible to imagine. He can hardly open his mouth without outraging the notions of military glory on which Raina has been brought up. He assures her that all soldiers are frightened of death, that a man who has been under fire for three days loses his nerve until he is ready to cry like a child, and that in battle food is far more important than ammunition. ‘You can always tell an old soldier by the insides of his holsters and cartridge boxes’, he says. ‘The young ones carry pistols and cartridges: the old ones, grub.’ But then an even worse disillusionment occurs. It turns out that Captain Bluntschli was in command of the Serbian machine-gun battery which was destroyed when Sergius, Raina’s lover, made his heroic cavalry charge. And he is able to explain why it was that the charge succeeded—the machine-gunners had been sent the wrong ammunition and were unable to fire. If the guns had gone off not a man would have survived; so Sergius has in fact won the battle by mistake. In the later acts some more illusions are exploded. Sergius, a magnificent romantic figure with flashing eyes and sweeping moustaches, a character out of Byron’s early poems, turns out to be an almost complete fraud. He tells Raina that he regards her as a saint and himself as her knight errant, but he begins making love to the maidservant the moment Raina’s back is turned. Raina herself is exposed as a habitual liar and as laying claim to lofty emotions which she does not feel, and all the other characters are in their various ways impostors. The play ends by Raina marrying the prosaic Swiss soldier, the first man who has ever seen through her romantic pretentions to the real woman underneath.

Shaw is what is called a ‘writer with a purpose’, every one of his plays is designed to point some moral or other, and undoubtedly one reason why Arms and the Man has worn better than some of the other plays he wrote at about the same time, is that its moral, or ‘message’, still needs pointing. Shaw is saying, in effect, that war, though sometimes necessary, is not glorious, not romantic. Killing and being killed isn’t the heroic, picturesque business that the propagandists make it out to be, and, moreover, wars will usually be won by those who plan for them scientifically and not romantically. Nearly fifty years after the play was written this is still worth saying, because the romantic view of war dies very hard and tends to revive after every disillusionment. It so happens that I have seen Arms and the Man acted twice. The first time was in 1918, and the theatre was full of soldiers fresh from the front in France. They saw the point of it, because their experiences had taught them the same thing. There is a passage early in the play where Bluntschli is telling Raina what a cavalry charge is really like. ‘It is’, he says, ‘like slinging a handful of peas against a window pane: first one comes; then two or three close behind him; and then all the rest in a lump.’ Raina, thinking of Sergius, her lover, charging at the head of his regiment, clasps her hands ecstatically and says, ‘Yes, first comes One! The bravest of the brave!’ ‘Ah,’ says Bluntschli, ‘but you should see the poor devil pulling at his horse!’ At this line the audience of simple soldiers burst into a laugh which almost lifted the roof off. The next time I saw the play acted was in 1935, at an experimental theatre before a much more highbrow audience. This time Bluntschli’s line didn’t get a laugh. War was far away and very few people in the audience knew what it was like to have to face bullets.

If you examine Shaw’s other plays of the same period, you find that some of them, equally brilliant in execution—for every one of Shaw’s early plays is a masterpiece of technique, with never a false note or a wasted word—don’t have the same freshness today, because in them he is attacking illusions which no one any longer believes in. The play which caused a terrific scandal when it first appeared and did, perhaps, more than anything else to make Shaw famous is Mrs Warren’s Profession. This play deals with prostitution, and its theme is that the causes of prostitution are largely economic. This idea was a novelty in the eighteen-nineties, but now, when everyone has read Marx, it seems a commonplace, hardly worth uttering. So also with Widowers’ Houses, an attack on slum landlordism. Slums still exist and people still make a profit out of them, but at least no one thinks this normal and proper any longer. Or so again with a somewhat later play, John Bull’s Other Island. The satire in this play depends largely on Ireland being under English rule, a state of affairs which has long ceased to exist. Pygmalion, one of the wittiest of Shaw’s plays, revolves round class-distinctions which at this date are nothing like so strongly marked as they used to be, and even Major Barbara and Androcles and the Lion depended for their first impact on orthodox religious belief being very much more general than it is today.1 I don’t, however, want to give the impression that Shaw is one of those writers, like the French dramatist Brieux or the English novelist Charles Reade, who squander their talents on ‘showing up’ some local and temporary abuse which will probably have disappeared of its own accord within a few years. Shaw deals in generalities, not in details. He is criticizing society as a whole, and not merely its aberrations. Yet there is a reason why his early attack has lost something of its sting, and it raises certain questions about the whole position of satirists and political writers generally.

Briefly, Shaw is a debunking writer, what people used to call a ‘shocker’. Now it is obvious that you can only play this part successfully when there is something to be debunked. For the background, the springboard as it were, of his witticisms, Shaw needed the solidity, the power and the self-righteousness of the late-Victorian society in which he first lived and worked. Shaw was born in 1856 and first came to England at the age of about twenty, and quite apart from his natural talent he was especially fitted to satirize English society because he was an Irishman and able to look at it from the outside as a native Englishman could hardly do. The two great vices of England, now as then,2 are hypocrisy and stupidity. But late-Victorian society differed from that of today in that it was far more self-confident, more Philistine, more frankly acquisitive. What we should call ‘enlightened’ people were relatively far fewer. Class privilege was more assured, there were no left-wing political parties worth bothering about, popular education and cheap newspapers had not yet had their full effect, art and literature had lost contact with Europe in the early part of the century and not yet regained it. The world of late-Victorian England was easy meat for a satirical writer. Indeed, Shaw was not the first of his kind. In the prefaces to some of his plays he has discussed his own literary ancestry, and though he admittedly owes much to Ibsen, the great Norwegian dramatist, he seems to feel that he owes even more to Samuel Butler, the English novelist, who a few decades earlier had criticized English society from somewhat the same angle as Shaw himself. Butler, it is worth noticing, utterly failed to reach the big public and only received recognition after his death: Shaw, born twenty years later, remained obscure till he was nearly forty but lived to be the best-known literary man of his age. The difference is partly one of time. Butler’s great novel, The Way of All Flesh, was at once hailed as a masterpiece when it was published round about 1905, but it would probably have fallen flat if he had published it in the eighties, when he actually wrote it. Shaw happened upon the scene when the colossus of Victorian society was still there, as imposing and self-satisfied as ever, but was actually due to fall to pieces within a few years. He was attacking something still strong enough to be worth attacking, and yet not so strong as to make the attack hopeless. People found it amusing to be shocked, but they were still capable of being shocked. These conditions existed to perfection in the years 1890–1910, the years when Shaw’s best work was done, but they exist no longer. No one, nowadays, could make his reputation as a ‘shocker’. What is there any longer to be shocked at? What conventions survive to be outraged? The self-satisfied, prudish, money-ruled world that Shaw made fun of has been washed away by the spread of scepticism and enlightenment: and for that scepticism and enlightenment Shaw himself, as much as any one writer of our time, is responsible.

In this short space I have necessarily dealt with only one aspect of Shaw’s work, his debunking of current society and the consequent inevitable ‘dating’ of certain of his plays. But it would be an absurdity to regard Shaw as a pamphleteer and nothing more. The sense of purpose with which he always writes would get him nowhere if he were not also an artist. In illustration of this I point once again to Arms and the Man. Whoever examines this play in detail will notice that it is not only a witty satire on one of the abiding illusions of humanity, but a miracle of stage technique. There are only eight characters in it—two of them are small parts—and by the time any one of those eight has spoken half a dozen sentences you have the feeling that you would recognize him at a glance if you met him in the street. Nowhere is there a false emphasis or a clumsily contrived incident; the play gives the impression of having grown as naturally as a plant. There are not even any verbal fireworks; brilliant as the dialogue is, every word of it helps the action along. In this play, and in two or three others written about the same time, Shaw’s genius reached its high-water mark.3 If I were asked to tabulate Shaw’s plays in order of merit, I should bracket together at the top Arms and the Man and The Devil’s Disciple, his play about the American War of Independence. In both of those there is a strong central theme that may grow familiar but never grows stale, and in both there is the most perfect mastery of character, dialogue and situation. A little way below those two I should put Captain Brassbound’s Conversion, Caesar and Cleopatra, Androcles and the Lion and The Man of Destiny, all of them brilliantly witty comedies. The volume of Shaw’s work that will survive on its own merits is much greater than that, and it includes not only plays but dramatic criticism and at least one of his early novels, Cashel Byron’s Profession. But whoever has read or seen those six plays that I have named has skimmed the cream off Shaw. Those are the works of his prime, done when he knew himself for what he really was, a dramatist, and before he had mistaken himself for a philosopher and begun to produce unwieldy plays like Man and Superman and Back to Methuselah, already unactable and unreadable.




1839. To E. W. D. Boughen, Talks Booking

22 January 1943 Original EB/WMB


Owing to illness, Orwell could not broadcast a Newsletter to India on 23 January and, at short notice, a talk, ‘Turkey Today,’ was substituted. Mary Blackburn made the arrangements.



BRIG. GEN. SIR WYNDHAM DEEDES, C.M.G.1

The above is doing a talk in English for us, entitled TURKEY TODAY, at very short notice, to take the place of George Orwell, who is away ill. This will be broadcast tomorrow, the 23rd January, at 1115 to 1130 GMT, in the Eastern Service (Red Network).

Would you please issue a contract for Sir Wyndham Deedes, and send it to this office immediately (today) so that we may hand it to Sir Wyndham Deedes tomorrow.

[Signed] M Blackburn

(For Eric Blair)




1840. BBC Talks Booking Form, 22.1.43


Brig. Gen. Sir Wyndham Deedes, C.M.G.: ‘Turkey Today’; a 13-minute talk in English, requested at very short notice, written and read by him; broadcast 23.1.43; fee £12.12s. Signed: M Blackburn for I.P.O.

On 25 January, Miss Blackburn wrote to Mrs. Talbot Rice, Near East Section, Ministry of Information, a Turkish specialist (see 1125, n. 1) to express thanks for help in putting the Indian Section in touch with General Deedes at short notice. The talk was later translated into Hindustani and transmitted in the vernacular programme to India on 7 February; General Deedes provided an additional introductory paragraph ‘on the Prime Minister’s recent visit to Turkey.’ Churchill had met the President of Turkey, Ismet Inönü, and his ministers at Adana on 30 January 1943; see The Second World War, IV, 626–37; U.S.: The Hinge of Fate, 704–12.






1841. To A. L. C. Bullock, European Service Talks Director

25 January 1943 Handwritten draft and carbon copy 07/ES/EB/WMB

Dear Mr. Bullock

Thank you for your letter of the 22nd January. I will do the suggested talk1 with pleasure, if I can be reasonably frank. But2 I am not going to say anything I regard as untruthful.

Yours sincerely

[Initialled] G. O.

George Orwell

Talks Producer

Indian Section




1842. To Public Relations, Section 4, Air Ministry

25 January 1943 07/ES/EB/ED

Dear Sir,

I enclose the second script in our series “Modern Aircraft”, by E. C. Bowyer. We propose to broadcast this talk on “Fighters” on Friday next, 29th January, at 1145–1200 GMT, in our Eastern Service, and shall be glad to receive your approval as soon as possible.

Yours faithfully,

[Initialled] E. A. B1

(Eric Blair)

Talks Producer




1843. BBC Talks Booking Form, 25.1.43


Princess Indira of Kapurthala: ‘The Debate Continues’; broadcast 25.1.43; fee £12.12s. Signed: M Blackburn for I.P.O.






1844. BBC Talks Booking Form, 25.1.43


Dr. P. Chatterjee: to write Newsletter in Bengali and supply an English version; the one on 6 February approx. 10 minutes, the one on the 13th approx. 13½ minutes; broadcast 6 and 13.2.43; fees £9.9s and £10.10s. Signed: M Blackburn for I.P.O.






1845. On Orwell’s behalf to Noel Sircar

26 January 1943 07/ES/EB

Dear Mr. Sircar

Will you be able to do our talk in the series IN THE PUBLIC EYE, on Wednesday, February 10th. You know the procedure, as you have done two for us already. If the personality in the Profiles column in THE OBSERVER on the Sunday previous is an interesting one, you can take that, or perhaps you have some other ideas of your own. Will you please confirm that you are able to do this.

Yours sincerely

[Initialled] MB

For Eric Blair

Talks Producer

Indian Section




1846. BBC Talks Booking Form, 26.1.43


K. K. Ardaschir: ‘Victoria Station Bombay to Victoria Station London’; 13½-minute talk; broadcast 12.3.43; fee £9.9s. Signed: M Blackburn for I.P.O.






1847. BBC Talks Booking Form, 26.1.43


Lady Grigg: ‘Women Generally Speaking’; broadcast 3, 10, 17 and 24.2.43; fee £8.8s each broadcast. Signed: M Blackburn for I.P.O.






1848. BBC Talks Booking Form, 26.1.43


Shridhar Telkar: ‘Behind the Headlines’; broadcast 3, 10, 17, and 24.2.43;1 fee £9.9s each talk. Signed: M Blackburn for I.P.O.






1849. Memorandum on Orwell’s behalf to E. W. D. Boughen

27 January 1943 Original EB/WMB

RECORDING BY SIR AZIZ-UL-HUQUE,

High Commissioner for India

Owing to a technical hitch, the recording of the High Commissioner’s talk did not take place yesterday, during transmission time, as previously arranged. (It was arranged that his talk should be recorded when he came to broadcast live on Tuesday, January 26th at 1145–1200 GMT). The talk was, however, recorded as follows:—

On Wednesday, January 26th, at 3.45 to 4.15 BST. in St. 2, Oxford St. “THE HIGH COMMISSIONER SPEAKS TO YOU” (Eastern Service—Red Network) DOX. 10325. Recording time 10′ 55″. The recording was quite satisfactory.

The High Commissioner had to record this talk specially, which meant an extra ¾ hour of his time, after he had given a live talk in the Hindustani Service previously. Therefore, we feel, he should be paid an extra fee for this.1

[Signed] Winifred Bedwell

(For Eric Blair)




1850. BBC Talks Booking Form, 27.1.43


Catherine Lacey: ‘Women Generally Speaking’; Producer ‘Mr Eric Blair’; broadcast 10.2.43; fee £8.8s + repeat fees. Signed: SFA, Programme Contracts Department.






1851. To E. M. Forster

c. 28 January 1943

SENDING REGISTERED POST FURTHER COPY HENRY PONSONBY1 ORWELL ILL PLEASE PROCEED AS YOU THINK BEST SECRETARY2




1852. BBC Talks Booking Form, 28.1.43


Naomi Royde-Smith:1 ‘Women Generally Speaking’; three 13½-minute talks in English, ‘Illustrated Talks on Poetry Produced in Wars’; broadcast 17.2.43, 17.3.43, and 21.4.43; fee £15.15s for each talk + 13s 6d fare. Signed: M Blackburn for I.P.O.






1853. To E. M. Forster1

c. 29 January 1943

UNABLE TO OBTAIN BOOK ON MAX PLOWMAN OUT OF STOCK STOP DO YOU WISH TO SUGGEST ANOTHER ORWELL BROADCASTS




1854. On Orwell’s behalf to S. K. Das Gupta

29 January 1943 07/ES/EB

Dear Mr. Das Gupta

I should like to take this opportunity of thanking you personally, and also on behalf of the Indian Section for your kind co-operation and untiring keenness and interest in translating and broadcasting the Bengali Newsletters to India. We are most grateful for all your help.

In order to bring variety into our Bengali News Commentaries, we have been asked to introduce some more voices and we feel that we must take notice of these requests which we have received. We are therefore arranging temporarily for someone else to read the Bengali Newsletters for a short time. We ought to emphasise that there is nothing permanent as yet in this arrangement. We shall be grateful for your continued help and interest, if and when the opportunity occurs.

Yours sincerely,

[Initialled] MB

for Eric Blair

(Talks Producer)




1855. On Orwell’s behalf to Arthur Wynn, Music Bookings Manager

29 January 1943 Original EB/WMB

As from Friday, February 5th, we are giving an interlude of music (about 7 minutes) in our new series, LANDMARKS IN AMERICAN LITERATURE. This series of six talks will be broadcast at 1115 to 1145 GMT on Fridays, beginning 5th February and continuing the 12th, 19th, 26th and 5th and 12th March. Mr. Narayana Menon is choosing appropriate music for this seven minute interlude to fit in with these talks.

We shall be glad, therefore, if you will issue a contract for Mr. Narayana Menon, 151 Sussex Gardens, London, W.2. for these six periods. Mr. Menon has to carefully choose music, which will interest Indian listeners, and appropriate to this American Literature series. The interlude will fill 7 minutes of the programme and the music will need thoughtful choosing, which will take some time—therefore, we feel that the fee should be a higher one than for his previous work. [We] suggest £2–2–0.

[Signed] M Blackburn

(For Eric Blair)




1856. On Orwell’s behalf to Public Relations, Section 4, Air Ministry

30 January 1943 07/ES/EB

Dear Sir

I enclose the third script in our series ‘Modern Aircraft’ by E. C. Bowyer.

We propose to broadcast this talk on “Dive Bombers and Torpedo ’Planes” on Friday next, the 5th February at 1145–1200 GMT (12.45 to 1.0 p.m. BST), in our Eastern Service. We shall be most grateful to receive your approval as soon as possible.

Yours faithfully,

[Initialled] MB

for—(Eric Blair)

Talks Producer




1857. BBC Talks Booking Form, 30.1.43


Princess Indira of Kapurthala: ‘The Debate Continues’; broadcast 1.2.43; fee £12.12s. Signed: M Blackburn for I.P.O.1 Remarks: ‘Miss Ellen Wilkinson was to have done 4-min. talk within this period but its° cancelled.’






1858. Morocco Is Poor but Happy

World Digest, February 1943


This was a shortened version of ‘Background of French Morocco,’ which appeared in Tribune, 20 November 1942; see 1668.






1859. On Orwell’s behalf to Herbert Read

1 February 1943 07/AS/GB/HEM

Dear Herbert Read

In George Orwell’s absence I1 am looking after the programme on Friday, and your Hawthorne script has therefore been passed on to me. Will it be convenient to you to come here (200 Oxford Street) at about 11 o’clock, so that we can rehearse for timing and so on.

Yours sincerely




1860. Memorandum to B. H. Alexander

1 February 1943 Original EB/WMB

Mr. Sidney Horniblow

We have asked Mr. Sidney Horniblow, of 56 Curzon Street, W. 1. to do a 13 minute programme for us entitled IN BLACK AND WHITE, on the lines of the one he previously wrote for us. This programme is to run fortnightly in the Eastern Service (Red Network) on the following dates:— March 26th, 9th, 23rd April, 7th, 21st May and 4th June. This series is for broadcast between 1145 and 1200 GMT. Will you kindly arrange payment for these scripts.1

This series are Featurised Talks and they are based, to a certain extent, on the leading articles from the Press of Great Britain, because the idea is to let Indian listeners have up-to-date information about what our press is saying.

[Signed] Winifred Bedwell

(Eric Blair)




1861. BBC Talks Booking Form, 1.2.43


Dr. N. Gangulee:1 ‘In Your Kitchen: Diet’; ‘Dr. Gangulee is going to write and broadcast a 5-min. talk on diet. These talks will entail a good deal of research work’; broadcast 3 and 17.2.43 and 3 and 17.3.43; fee £4.4s each talk. Signed: M Blackburn for I.P.O.2






1862. BBC Talks Booking Form, 2.2.43


Mrs. K. C. Roy: ‘In Your Kitchen’; ‘Mrs. Roy will choose and broadcast a recipe appropriate to Dr. Gangulee’s broadcast of the previous week in this series. Duration abt. 5 mins. Mrs. Roy will broadcast alternately with Dr. Gangulee’; broadcast 10 and 24.2.43 and 10 and 24.3.43; fee £4.4s each talk. Signed: M Blackburn for I.P.O.






1863. Memorandum to R. A. Rendall, Assistant Controller, Overseas Service

3 February 1943 EB/WMB

Subject: New Speakers—“IN YOUR KITCHEN”. Eastern Service (Red Netwk)

To: A.C.(O.S.) Copies to D.E.P. E.S.D. E.P.P. I.P.O. Room 321, Mr. Goatman, Overseas Pub. Emp. Prog. Compilation, Mr. Brenard, Langham Hotel, E.T.M. Mrs. Short, N.A.S.D. P.S.D. A.S.D. Mr. Brander.

After Wednesday, January 27th, Miss Shireen Panthaki ceases to broadcast the cooking recipe in the series IN YOUR KITCHEN. Commencing Wednesday, the 3rd February, and continuing fortnightly, Dr. Gangulee, who is the son-in-law of Rabindranath Tagore, will broadcast a talk on food and diet, in the series IN YOUR KITCHEN.

Commencing Wednesday, February 10th, and continuing fortnightly, Mrs. Roy, will broadcast a recipe, based on the previous week’s talk by Dr. Gangulee. Dr. Gangulee’s and Mrs. Roy’s talks will be given every week, alternately. I don’t know how long these talks will last but I will inform you when I receive the information.

These talks will be broadcast in the Eastern Service, (Red Network) every Wednesday, commencing February 3rd, at 1124 to 1130 GMT.

[Signed] Winifred Bedwell

(For Eric Blair)


Several copies of this memorandum survive, including that sent to R. A. Rendall. He annotated his copy for Rushbrook Williams’s benefit, starting at the foot of the side containing Orwell’s memorandum and continuing on the verso until he had no more room to voice his complaints. His reply carries a bold rubber-stamp: ‘PRIVATE & CONFIDENTIAL.’ West: Broadcasts reproduces the first part but omits points iii and iv, there are a number of transcription errors, and the reply is wrongly dated 1942.



This is the third of these notes that I have received recently. I don’t like the look of them because it suggests that Blair is setting up an independant° business as an Eastern Talks Director. I have a high regard for his general abilities and I know that he would not deliberately attempt to do this in a self-advertising or separatist way: and I know that you have been badly affected by illness in your dept. But I must point out (i) that I have asked more than once to be consulted in advance of new series (ii) that coordination & general notification is Collins job and that he equally should be informed in advance, (iii) that the “regionalising” of talks producers was arranged on the assumption that S.D.s1 would accept the considerable responsibility involved in talks direction and (iv) that Blair is not a policing scrutineer, nor has he shown himself particularly sensitive to considerations of broadcasting technique. I have no room to mention manpower arguments for earlier coordination and several other points! Let’s discuss R.A.R. 3.2.43.


On 5 February 1943, Rushbrook Williams replied to Rendall, marking his memorandum ‘Private & Confidential’:



Notification from Mr. Blair’s Office

I am afraid this was a pure secretarial error. The normal course of procedure, as soon as a suggestion for a talks series has been approved by the Indian Programme Meeting, and details have been arranged, is to notify E.T.M.2 I will see that this is done for the future.

The protracted absence of Mr. Blair on sick leave has greatly complicated the execution of my intention radically to overhaul both the arrangements for, and the contents of, the period devoted to English-knowing Indians in the Eastern Service.


This was annotated by Rendell:



E.T.M. To see. And please discuss with me the improvement of advance notification of talks plans etc.

R.A. 6.2.43




1864. Extracts from Minutes of Eastern Service Meeting

3 February 1943


a) Chatham House Surveys of Foreign Press. Mr. E. A. Blair to bear in mind using information from Surveys of Foreign Press.

b) RECEPTION

D.E.P. to secure technical guidance on slow reading being affected by intrusion of atmospherics: for report next week. Loss of fluency due to slow pace to be watched.

Ionosphere storm warnings. E.S.D. reported Service Directors to be notified of ionosphere disturbances likely to make listening difficult: when warnings received announcers to be cautioned to read slowly and clearly.

c) INTELLIGENCE

Mr. Blair1 outlined the constitution and functions of the Calcutta Committee. Report considered. Mr. Blair undertook (a) to ascertain from the Committee the provenance of the various reports and whether comments on the Hindustani Service were derived from Hindustani speaking areas, and (b) to ask that the original report be sent to the Government of India. Committee to consider points for further questionnaire.






1865. BBC Talks Booking Form, 3.2.43


Bahadur Singh: ‘In the Public Eye,’ 8; broadcast 10.2.43; fee £6.6s.1 Signed: M Blackburn for I.P.O.






1866. Venu Chitale to Dr. Gangulee

4 February 1943


Venu Chitale wrote to Dr. Gangulee to thank him for suggestions for the series ‘In the Public Eye.’ She also referred to arrangements for co-ordinating his contributions to the series ‘In Your Kitchen’ with those by Mrs. Roy, and she gave him this progress report on Orwell’s illness: ‘Mr. Blair is much better now but I am afraid he will not be back in the office for at least a week, but I shall certainly pass on your suggestions to him.’






1867. Venu Chitale to B. H. Alexander, Copyright Department

4 February 1943 Original VC/WMB

INDIAN PLAY NO. 2: MROCCHAKATIKA (The Little Clay Cart)

Narayana Menon has adapted the Indian play THE LITTLE CLAY CART from a translation by Arthur William Ryder,1 the Sanscrit scholar. It is a 15 minute feature and the original play in Sanscrit is traditionally attributed to an ancient king named SHUDRAKA of India.

The rehearsal takes place on Monday, the 8th, and the transmission on Tuesday, February 9th, at 1145–1200 GMT, in the Eastern Service (Red Network).

[Signed] Venu Chitalé2

(Venu Chitale)

P. S. Will you please arrange payment to Dr. Menon accordingly. For your information I am enclosing a copy of the play.




1868. On Orwell’s behalf to E. M. Forster

4 February 1943 07/ES/EB

Dear Mr. Forster

I am sorry to have to worry you but our library is making enquiries about the books we lent you. I think they are THE SCREWTAPE LETTERS, THE PROBLEM OF PAIN and MAN, THE MASTER—also Lord Ponsonby’s life of his father.1 Would you kindly return them so that I may hand them over.

Your broadcast was a very good one indeed and I enjoyed listening to it.

Your next broadcast SOME BOOKS will be on Wednesday, March 3rd, but I will send our usual card of reminder beforehand.

Yours sincerely

[Initialled] WB

(For Eric Blair)

Talks Producer

Indian Section




1869. Venu Chitale to Eileen Blair

4 February 1943 07/ES/VC/JBL

Dear Mrs. Blair,

Here I am again to trouble you. Sometime ago you promised me some recipes of biscuits and cakes etc. I shall be very glad if you can let me have some of them. I should be very grateful for any recipes of salads, soups and pies and also special recipes of biscuits and sweets for children, I believe some were given on the Home Service sometime ago.

Venu Chitale

Assistant (Programmes)




1870. BBC Talks Booking Form, 4.2.43


Sir Aziz-ul-Huque: ‘The High Commissioner Talks to You’; broadcast 23.2.43; fee £10.10s. Signed: M Blackburn for I.P.O.






1871. BBC Talks Booking Form, 4.2.43


E. M. Forster: ‘Some Books’; usual monthly series: 13½-minute talk; broadcast 3.3.43 and 7.4.43; fee £21 each talk. Signed: M Blackburn for I.P.O.1






1872. L. F. Rushbrook Williams to Sidney Horniblow

5 February 1943 07/ES/LFRW/WMB

Dear Mr. Horniblow

In the absence of Mr. Blair on sick leave, I am writing immediately to let you know about an unexpected, but unavoidable change which we have to prepare for in our English programmes to India in the Eastern Service. I’m very sorry to have to tell you that this change will unfortunately affect IN BLACK AND WHITE—the programme which we had asked you to supply us with, of topical items from the British Press of the week, and which we originally planned to put out fortnightly, starting on March 26th. The change in the advance planning of our programmes has been caused by a variety of reasons and programmes have had to be somewhat drastically re-arranged since we wrote to you on the 11th January.

I understand that you felt that these programmes would entail a great deal of work and would take up a considerable amount of your valuable time, and you will, therefore, not be altogether disappointed at the idea of having them postponed for the time being.

We do appreciate your kind offer of help and co-operation and the detailed suggestions which you made in your letter of the 16th December.

Yours sincerely

L. F. Rushbrook Williams

Eastern Service Director




1873. BBC Talks Booking Form, 5.2.43


Miss Indira Roy:1 Indian Play, 2, ‘The Little Clay Cart’;2 broadcast 9.2.43; fee £4.4s. Signed: M Blackburn for I.P.O. Remarks: ‘They are rehearsing this play from 3.15 to 4 o’clock on Monday afternoon and from 7.15 to 9.15 on Monday evening’; Empire Programme Executive Remarks: ‘This fee is suggested by the Producer as being reasonable for the amount of work involved.’






1874. BBC Talks Booking Form, 5.2.43


Miss Lilla Erulkar: [similar to form above, see 1873].






1875. On Orwell’s behalf to Public Relations, Section 4, Air Ministry

6 February 1943 07/ES/EB

Dear Sir,

I enclose the fourth talk by Mr. E. C. Bowyer in our series “Modern Aircraft”. We propose to broadcast it in our Eastern Service on Friday, 12th February, 1943, 1145–1200 GMT, and shall be glad to receive your approval of the script as soon as possible.1

Yours faithfully,

[Initialled] E. D.2

for Eric Blair

(Talks Producer)




1876. To Press Division, Admiralty

8 February 1943 Original and carbon copy version 07/ES/EB/ED

Dear Sir,

In our Eastern Service, we are broadcasting a series of talks directed especially to India on “Modern Aircraft”. We enclose herewith the script of the fourth talk, which we propose to broadcast on Friday next, 12th February, 1145–1200 GMT. We submitted a copy of this script to P.R.4, Air Ministry, and they have instructed us to get in touch with you as the subject of this talk is ‘Naval Aircraft’. We shall be glad, therefore, to receive your approval of the talk as soon as possible.

Yours faithfully,

[Top copy signed] M Blackburn

(for Eric Blair)

Talks Producer




1877. On Orwell’s behalf to Harry W. Todd

8 February 1943 07/ES/EB/WMB

Dear Mr. Todd

Thank you for your letter of the 30th January, on the question of the British Council documentaries which have been sent out by you for distribution in India.

I regret that this letter has not been answered sooner but I have been expecting to see Mr. Blair, who has been away ill, back in the Office. I understand, however, that he will be returning on Thursday next,1 when I will place your letter before him and he will doubtless be writing to you again.

Yours very truly

[Initialled] M B

[Handwritten] Secretary For Eric Blair

Talks Producer

Indian Section




1878. BBC Talks Booking Form, 8.2.43


Oliver Bell:1 ‘Women Generally Speaking’; Films of the Month; broadcast 24.2.43; fee £9.9s. Signed: M Blackburn for I.P.O.






1879. To Harry W. Todd

10 February 1943 07/ES/EB

Dear Mr. Todd

Many thanks for your letter of the 30th January. I am sorry about the delay in answering but as you perhaps know I have been ill and have been away.1 We had to discontinue the film talks because there was so much uncertainty as to what films were being produced in India that we were no longer able to give any useful information about forthcoming films. If the position improves again, as I fancy it will, so that it will be possible to know in advance exactly what films are coming, then I shall be very glad to take up your suggestion about giving special publicity to shorts and documentaries produced by the British Council, but, at the moment, I do not care to broadcast on these alone while we are unable to say anything about ordinary commercial films.

Yours truly

Eric Blair

Talks Producer

Indian Section




1880. To K. K. Ardaschir

13 February 1943 Handwritten draft and typed versions 07/ES/EB/WMB

Dear Ardaschir

I am returning the script we are not using.1 I liked the VICTORIA STATION one very much.

As I think you have heard, I have been ill three weeks but am now about again. I hope your wife is getting better.

How are the hens doing.? Ours didn’t do so badly. Those two you sold me laid about 25 eggs between them during January. Now only one is laying but we get about two a week from her.

Yours sincerely

[Initialled] E. A. B

Eric Blair

Talks Producer

Indian Section




1881. To Director, Press Division, Admiralty

13 February 1943 07/ES/EB/WMB

Dear Sir

We are submitting a copy of the script SEAPLANES AND FLYING-BOATS, by E. C. Bowyer, and shall be glad to receive your approval of this talk as soon as possible.

This talk will be broadcast in our Eastern Service on Friday next, the 19th February at 1145–1200 GMT (12.45 to 1.0 p.m. BST).

As this talk is on Seaplanes and Flying-Boats, and we were instructed by the P.R.4., Air Ministry, when we submitted the previous week’s talk to them on NAVAL AIRCRAFT, to get in touch with you, we are therefore also submitting to you a copy of this week’s talk on SEAPLANES.

Yours faithfully

(For Eric Blair)1

Talks Producer




1882. To Public Relations, Section 4, Air Ministry

13 February 1943 07/ES/EB

Dear Sir

I enclose the fifth script in our series MODERN AIRCRAFT by E. C. Bowyer.

We propose to broadcast this talk on SEAPLANES AND FLYING-BOATS on Friday next, the 19th February at 1145–1200 GMT (12.45 to 1.0 p.m. BST) in our Eastern Service. We shall be most grateful to receive your approval as soon as possible.

As this script is on Seaplanes and Flying-Boats we are also submitting a copy of this script to the Admiralty.

Yours faithfully

(For Eric Blair)

Talks Producer




1883. To Norman Collins, Empire Talks Manager

13 February 1943 Original EB/WMB

APPROACHING DISTINGUISHED OR WELL-KNOWN PEOPLE IN REGARD TO BROADCAST TALKS.

We are going to approach the following M.P’s, to do five minute talks on subjects of current interest, to be included in THE DEBATE CONTINUES period on Mondays at 1115 to 1130 GMT.

    Dr. Edith Summerskill1

    Cyril Lakin2

    Will Lawson3

[Signed] Eric Blair

13.2.43

(Eric Blair)




1884. Note to L. F. Rushbrook Williams, E.S.D.

13 February 1943 Handwritten


On 18 January 1943, G. V. Desani wrote a personal and an official letter to Rushbrook Williams, following a meeting with him on 1 January, outlining his background, qualifications, and suitability as a broadcaster and giving suggestions for talks. On the 20th, Williams’s secretary, Miss P. J. Orr, wrote to Desani to say that Williams was on sick leave. The carbon of that letter is annotated by Williams: ‘Mr Blair Could you look?’ It is also annotated by Orwell:



E.S.D.

I have been thro’ Mr Desani’s suggestions. I think in the present full-up state of our schedule we can’t possibly commission any talks.

Eric Blair 13.2.43


Meantime, B. Sahni, Programme Assistant, had written to Desani on 2 February to say he would be glad to receive ‘the script of “Ausan,” ’ and that A. L. Bakaya, of the Indian Section staff, was translating Desani’s talk ‘My Lecture Tours’ into Hindustani. He gave a time of day, but not a date, for the transmission of this talk; it was probably 11 February, for a timing rehearsal was arranged for earlier that day.

On 16 February, Rushbrook Williams wrote to Desani explaining that the schedule was very full and, though he had ‘plainly a great flair for lecturing,’ he could not be fitted in. Furthermore, ‘Before very long, the Service of which I am in charge will be remodelled: and there will be very little English talk going out in it.’ In Orwell’s pamphlet collection is a copy of Desani’s India Invites (1941); see 3732






1885. BBC Talks Booking Form, 13.2.43


Bahadur Singh: ‘In the Public Eye,’ 10, ‘ “Madame Chiang Kai-Shek” —an original script—not taken from a newspaper’; broadcast 24.2.43; fee £6.6s. Signed: M Blackburn for I.P.O.






1886. To V. S. Pritchett

15 February 1943 07/ES/EB

Dear Pritchett

Thank you for your letter of the 14th, together with your script on MARK TWAIN.

I have fixed a recording for you, from 4.30 to 5.15 pm. on Wednesday afternoon, the 17th. We can only get the Studio for ¾ of an hour so any rehearsal you need should be done beforehand. Do you think you could manage to get here at 4 o’clock.

I don’t know what passage you have picked out to read from MARK TWAIN and whether you are doing this yourself—if so, we can record that at the same time as your talk, but please let me know. It should be a passage taking not more than about 5 minutes.

Yours

George Orwell

Talks Producer

Indian Section




1887. R. A. Rendall, Assistant Controller (Overseas Services) to S.J. de Lotbinière (D.E.P.) and L. F. Rushbrook Williams (E.S.D.)

15 February 1943


The following memorandum refers to a script by Ellen Wilkinson, M.P., Joint Parliamentary Secretary to the Ministry of Home Security (see 422, n. 3), proposed for the series ‘Why We Shall Win.’ It gives a vivid picture of problems Orwell and his colleagues faced in addition to the usual difficulties of organisation in wartime, shortages, censorship, and so forth. Miss Wilkinson had broadcast under Orwell’s auspices on 14 October 1942 (see 1471) on ‘The House of Commons’ in the series ‘Women Generally Speaking.’ Half her fee for this script was paid to the Ministry of Home Security.



I agree that there does not seem to be any very good reason for turning this script down, but unfortunately we are not in a strong position ourselves to argue the matter with the Ministry as we didn’t handle it in the agreed way. It does not seem to be clearly understood in the Eastern Department that the procedure now in force is that the Ministry should be approached before the proposed speaker. Any informal approaches on our part to the speakers in advance of Ministry permission are likely to result in an embarrassing situation, such as is only too clearly shown by the case of Noel Baker1 and Princess Indira as well as in this case. Actually, at the time when Miss Wilkinson was first approached, primary approaches on our part were in order. But that does not explain the fact that the Eastern Department were in negotiation with Miss Wilkinson over a period of six months and that Miss Wilkinson had accepted, and yet neither D.E.P. nor the Ministry had been told anything about it.

If E.S.D. is very anxious to take it up again with the Ministry on the strength of the value of this script and if he is sure that the India Office will back him in this, then I think we can say to the Ministry that we are sorry to place them in this position vis-à-vis Miss Wilkinson (a position which should not arise according to the new procedure), but that in this instance it is due to the fact that the script has been submitted suddenly and unexpectedly as a result of an informal arrangement made a long time previously. But I think we should be ill-advised to press the matter very hard in view of the more serious complications that have arisen lately over Noel Baker, in which case we really have no excuse at all for an embarrassment which is being heavily underlined by a P.Q.2

I hope that E.S.D. will make the new position very clear to every member of his Department and even to Programme Contract staff (such as Princess Indira and Lady Grigg) for whose activities we cannot really deny responsibility. It is particularly important that they should not operate on the lines implied in the last paragraph of E. S. D. ’s minute of February 11 th.


Rushbrook Williams annotated this memorandum and returned it to Rendall on 17 February: ‘I agree that in view of subsequent developments, there is nothing to be gained by pressing the Ministry. Both these incidents, in combination, form the reductio ad absurdum of Ministry red-tape. But Eastern Department now realises that inter arma ratio abest3 and that Ministry permission must be obtained even before it is known whether a Parliamentary Undersecretary (even) is willing to speak or not.’






1888. To H. D. Graves-Law1

16 February 1943 07/ES/EB/ED

Dear Sir,

Mr. Rushbrook Williams, the Eastern Service Director, has asked me to send you the enclosed script2 for approval, before we go ahead with the broadcast on the 12th March, 1943. I shall be glad to hear from you in due course that it will be in order for us to broadcast the talk.

Yours faithfully,

[Initialled] E. D.

for (Eric Blair)

Talks Producer




1889. L. F. Rushbrook Williams to Chinna Durai

19 February 1943


Chinna Durai gave some talks in the early part of Orwell’s service with the BBC and submitted a number of suggestions for further programmes towards the end of 1942. Balraj Sahni on 14 December and A. L. Bakaya on 6 January wrote to him, the former expressing some interest in the possibility of his writing Hindustani feature scripts, the latter saying he was unable to find a place for the talk ‘All Eyes on Britain’ in the Hindustani service and he understood that the English Talks Section also had found no place for it. Orwell had considered a script but found no place for it; see 1884. Durai became dissatisfied with the delay in getting a script placed, and this was aggravated by Orwell’s absence when he was ill. Considerable correspondence ensued and, in case Durai took legal action, the advice of the BBC’s legal department was sought by the Eastern Service Department. On 19 February, Rushbrook Williams wrote to Durai:



I have now been able to ask Mr. Blair about your script. He informs me that he told you over the telephone that he liked the script. So he did; but that did not mean that he was able to find space for it. He could not do this for two reasons. First, his schedule was planned far ahead and could not be upset; secondly, the theme of your talk had, broadly speaking, been inspiring other broadcasts for some time.

Your script was then passed to the Hindustani Section, to know whether they could use it in that language. They considered it very carefully; but on the upshot decided that they also were unable to make use of it, as Mr. Bakaya informed you in his letter of 6th January when he returned the script to you.

I regret that you should have been disappointed; but our time on the air is so limited that we are only able to use a very small fraction of scripts dealing with themes which we have discussed with authors.

I cannot agree that the Corporation is under any legal liability but, as there was some unavoidable delay in returning the script, I am prepared to recommend an ex gratia payment of ten guineas which I hope will be satisfactory to you.


In due course, Durai accepted this settlement.






1890. News Commentary in English for Malaya, 21

19 February 1943


This was written and read by George Orwell. No script has been traced.






1891. To Arthur Wynn, Music Bookings Manager

19 February 1943 Original EB/WMB

We are asking Dr. Narayana Menon of 151 Sussex Gardens, London, W.2. to plan and choose a 15 minute programme of gramophone records, which will take place fortnightly in the Red Network, Eastern Service, starting in Week 12, 25th March, and continuing fortnightly thereafter on the following dates—8th April, 22nd April and 6th May, at 1130–1145 GMT, Eastern Service (Red Network). We are asking him to choose this music because of his wide knowledge of Western music and also because he knows what will appeal to Indian listeners and what they will not like in the way of Western music. There will be a minimum of announcement only, which he will help us to compile, and which will be read by the announcer on duty on the day of the broadcasts.

Will you kindly arrange a contract and payment for Dr. Menon for this work.1

[Signed] Eric Blair




1892. BBC Talks Booking Form, 19.2.43


E. M. Forster: ‘Some Books’; usual monthly series; 13½-minute talk; broadcast 3.3.43; fee £21. Signed: M Blackburn for I.P.O.






1893. BBC Talks Booking Form, 19.2.43


E. M. Forster: ‘Some Books’; used monthly series; 13½-minute talk; broadcast 31.3.43; fee £21. Signed: M Blackburn for I.P.O. This and the form above (1892) are re-requisitions for those issued 4 February 1943, for broadcasts on 3.3.43 and 7.4.43. Someone had failed to notice that there were five Wednesdays in March 1943.






1894. BBC Talks Booking Form, 19.2.43


Commander Stephen King-Hall: within ‘The Debate Continues’; ‘approx. 4 mins. talk—“What we shall do when the Nazis Surrender Unconditionally” ’; broadcast 22.2.43; fee £4.4s. Signed: M Blackburn for I.P.O. Remarks: ‘The rest of the period will be as usual Princess Indira.’






1895. Weekly News Review, 57

20 February 1943


The text is reproduced from the typescript used for the broadcast. It has been amended slightly, but several corrections are of mistypings. Rushbrook Williams acted as censor. The script, the first he had written since returning from his illness, was read by Orwell, and at the top of the first page he wrote ‘As b’cast 13′ E.A.B’. Timings for each page of the typescript are in italic within square brackets.



Since the Japanese evacuated Guadalcanal there has been no very big event in the Far Eastern end of the War and this week I would like to talk chiefly about the Russian and North African Fronts and also to say something about Madame Chiang-Kai-Shek’s° visit to Washington and about the Debates on the Beveridge Social Insurance scheme in this country.

I don’t need to tell you what are the big events of the week. Anyone who is listening to this broadcast will have heard of the capture by the Red Army of Rostov and Kharkov. This is a very great victory, probably the most important single event in the whole course of the Russo-German War. The capture of Kharkov, which the Russians failed to achieve last winter, is even more important than the re-capture of Rostov. Kharkov is not only a great industrial city but a great railway junction at which all the communications of the Ukraine cross. The Germans have not only lost heavily in territory, men and materials, but they’re going to lose more, for one Army is all but cut off on the shores of the Sea of Azov and another somewhere in the rear of Rostov is threatened by the same fate. The Russians are not only driving westward from Rostov but another column has struck southward from the neighbourhood of Krasnoarmeisk and is moving more or less in the direction of Mariupol on the northern shore of the Sea of Azov. [1¾′]

The Germans in that area will have to get out quickly if they’re not going to suffer the same destruction as has already happened to the German Sixth Army at Stalingrad and threatens the Army which is isolated in the Caucasus. Last year, when the Russians re-took Rostov, they did not get further westward than Taganrog, about 50 miles to1 the west, and the Germans were able to hold on to the Crimean Peninsula. This year, the Russian offensive is much more far-reaching in its effects and it is generally believed that the Germans will have to go back to the line of the Dnieper, thus leaving themselves in a position considerably worse than they were before their 1942 campaign started. Some observers including Dr Benes, President of Czechoslovakia,2 even think that they will retreat as far as the river Dneister, which means standing3 on the borders of Poland and Roumania and abandoning the whole of the Russian territory which they have over-run. This may be an over-optimistic forecast but at any rate enough has happened already to make it undisguisably clear to the German man in the street that the 1942 campaign, with all its enormous losses, has been fought for exactly nothing.

You can imagine, even if you haven’t read, the sort of dope that is being handed out to the German masses to explain away the mistakes of their leaders. Hitler himself has been silent and apparently in retirement for some weeks past but his underlings, particularly Goebbels, have been very active. What Goebbels says to the German people is not of great importance to us but it is important to examine the propaganda line which is being handed out to the world at large because this propaganda is intended to deceive and weaken us [4′] and it is as well to be armed against it in advance.

Briefly, the main line now being followed is the Bolshevik bogey. It is being put out crudely by the German propagandists and somewhat more subtly by those of Italy and other satellite States. According to Goebbels’s broadcasts, Europe is now faced with the fearful danger of a Communist invasion, which will not stop at its Eastern borders but sweep as far as the English channel and beyond, engulfing Britain as well as the other European countries. The Germans, it now appears, only took up arms in order to defend Europe from this Bolshevik peril, and by allying themselves with the Bolsheviks, Britain and the United States have betrayed European civilisation. All the talk which the Germans were uttering about the need for living space, or Lebensraum as it is called, and the divine right of Germany to rule the world, appears to have been forgotten for the time being. Germany’s war is purely defensive, so Dr. Goebbels says. It can be seen, quite clearly, of course, that the real drift of these speeches4 is to appeal to those sections in Britain and America who are frightened of seeing Soviet Russia become too powerful and might be willing to consider a compromise peace. This is augmented by the Italian publicists, who are openly talking about a compromise, and the duty of Britain to collaborate with the Axis powers against the Bolshevik danger.

All this is foredoomed to failure because the anti-Russian sentiment on which the Axis propagandists seem to be playing is almost non-existent in the Anglo-Saxon countries. So far as Britain is concerned, Soviet Russia was never more popular than at this moment. [6¼′] But we ought not to underrate the danger of Fascist propaganda which has scored such great triumphs in the past. Even if the anti-Bolshevik line of thought does not achieve much in Britain, it may find listeners among the wealthier classes all over Europe and in addition the hints which have been dropped by the Italian propagandists may be followed up later by very attractive-sounding peace offers. Towards India, of course, German propaganda will take a different line. The talk about defending Western civilisation is only for European consumption. To India the propaganda line will be that Soviet Russia is the Ally of Great Britain and therefore shares the responsibility for any grievances which the Indian Nationalists5 have, or believe they have. We can best deal with these propaganda campaigns, if we start with the knowledge that they are in essence, simply strategic manoeuvres and take no more account of the truth than a military commander does when he disposes his army so as to deceive the enemy.

In Tunisia, the Germans have had a considerable local success during this week. It probably won’t effect the final outcome but unquestionably the Axis Forces in Tunisia have turned out to be stronger in armoured vehicles and in the air than had been anticipated. During this week the Germans have attacked westward in Southern Tunisia, driven back the American troops opposing them, and captured several advance airfields. The main object of this manoeuvre is probably to drive a wedge between the British First Army in Tunisia and the British Eighth Army which is advancing from Tripoli. The British [8½′] Eighth Army has now reached the outposts of the Mareth Line, the fortified area which guards the approaches to Gabes. We can’t expect their progress to be rapid for communications hardly exist in this area and the Eighth Army is now a long way from its base. Probably the nearest sea-port it can make full use of is Benghazi. Also the North African rainy season is still on, which makes the movement of heavy vehicles difficult. However, it is unlikely that the Germans will be able to hang on in Tunisia indefinitely, and some observers on the spot believe that they do not intend to do so. Quite possibly, they’re only fighting a delaying action in the hope of getting as many as possible of their forces away by sea. General Catroux the Fighting French Commander has given his opinion that the Germans will be out of Tunisia in two months.

The Beveridge scheme of social security6 is still under debate. The Government has already proposed the adoption of the greater part of it but a Labour Amendment in the House of Commons demanding the adoption of the scheme in its entirety received as many as 117 votes. I have spoken of the Beveridge scheme in earlier News Commentaries and don’t want to detail its provisions again. I merely mention the Debate now taking place in order to emphasize two things. One is, that whatever else goes through, Family Allowances are certain to be adopted though it is not yet certain on what scale. The other is that the principle of Social Insurance has come to stay and even the most reactionary thinkers in Great Britain would now hardly dare to oppose this. The Beveridge scheme may ultimately be adopted in the [10¾′] somewhat mutilated form but it is something of an achievement even to be debating such a thing in the middle of a desperate war in which we are still fighting for survival.

Madame Chiang-Kai-Shek,° the wife of the Generalissimo, who has been staying in Washington as the guest of President and Mrs. Roosevelt, has addressed both of the American Houses of Congress. She was cheered when she warned the United Nations against the danger of allowing Japan to remain as a potential threat after the war is won. And also, when she pleaded for a peace settlement, which would not be either vindictive or nationalistic in concept. China, she said, was ready to co-operate in laying the foundations of a sane world society. She also, speaking out of her own experience, warned the Americans against under-rating the strength of the Japanese, whose power will grow if they’re left too long in possession of the territories they’ve over-run. Parts of Madame Chiang-Kai-Shek’s° speech were re-broadcast in this country and aroused great interest. It is recognised in this country that the Chinese who have now been fighting in the common struggle for five-and-a-half years have suffered far more than any of the other of the United Nations, and can hardly be blamed if they now complain that their Western Allies have done very little to help them. Madame Chiang-Kai-Shek’s° visit to the United States will have done a great deal to promote good relations between China and the rest of the United Nations. [12¾′]




1896. Bengali Newsletter, 32

20 February 1943


The English original was probably written by Orwell; see Blackburn’s 20 January memorandum to Rushbrook Williams, 1832. No script has been traced. Assumed timing from PasB: 9′ 3″.






1897. To Public Relations, Section 4, Air Ministry

20 February 1943 07/ES/EB/MB

Dear Sir

We enclose the sixth and last script in the series MODERN AIRCRAFT, by Edward C. Bowyer.

We propose to broadcast this talk on Friday next, 26th February at 1145–1200 GMT (12.45 to 1.0 p.m. BST) in our Eastern Service. We shall be most grateful to receive your approval as soon as possible.

Yours faithfully

[Initialled] MB

(for Eric Blair)

Talks Producer


Although Orwell was back at work and this letter bears his reference, the typist’s reference and the style indicate that it was Mary Blackburn’s work; it was by this time a regular routine. On 1 March, Bowyer wrote to Orwell to tell him that a friend’s daughter in Southern India had heard at least one of Bowyer’s talks very clearly.






1898. To P. Chatterjee

22 February 1943 07/ES/EB/MB

Dear Dr. Chatterjee

I understand that you are willing to continue to help us by broadcasting the Bengali Newsletter weekly, at any rate for the present: we are therefore asking our Contracts Department to get into touch with you regarding the broadcast dates in March—which are the 6th, 13th, 20th and 27th.

We are still anxious to arrange for a woman to broadcast in Bengali fortnightly and we are therefore asking Miss Anima Sen Gupta to do a four to four-and-a-half minute Bengali talk within the Newsletter period on the 6th and 20th March. I understand that you have no objection to this arrangement.

We are writing to the Managing Director of your firm about the question of your having every Saturday free, as suggested by you.

Yours sincerely,

[Signed] Eric Blair

Eric Blair

Talks Producer




1899. To E. M. Forster

22 February 1943 07/ES/EB

Dear Mr. Forster

Mr. Blair has asked me to send you the enclosed book—“Mr. Bowling buys a Newspaper”1—about which I understand he has already spoken to you.

I hope it reaches you safely, and in time.

Yours sincerely,

[Initialled] MB

for Eric Blair

Talks Producer




1900. To Herbert Read

23 February 1943 07/ES/EB/WMB

Dear Mr. Read

Mr. Blair has asked me to send you the enclosed book LIFE ON THE MISSISSIPPI by Mark Twain. He has marked two passages in blue pencil, either of which you could read, one, the beginning of Chapter 4, on pages 20 to 21, and the other, beginning at the bottom of page 43 to the end of Chapter 9 on page 45.

Would you please let us know which of these two passages you are choosing to read.

Yours sincerely

[Initialled] WB

for Eric Blair

Talks Producer




1901. To Norman Collins, Empire Talks Manager

24 February 1943 Original EB/WMB

APPROACHING EMINENT SPEAKERS

In connection with our new literary series (GREAT DRAMATISTS) to start in Week 11, on the completion of LANDMARKS IN AMERICAN LITERATURE, we propose approaching Bernard Shaw for a talk on IBSEN. This would be the fourth talk in the series and would therefore be broadcast on Thursday of Week 17. It would be a ten minute talk and would go out on Thursday, April, 29th. In the same series we also propose approaching T. S. Eliot and James Stephens.1 I do not know whether these two will come under the heading of “eminent speakers”.

[Signed] Eric Blair

(Eric Blair)


Collins sent a copy of this memorandum to R. A. Rendall, Assistant Controller, Overseas Service, on 1 March 1943, with this note: ‘Cd you pse advise me on this question of approaching G.B.S. Other Services wd. like to carry the talk (in isolation) if it can be got. But I thought that you shd. be consulted first.’ He replied to Orwell the same day:


I will raise the matter of G.B.S. and let you know at the earliest possible moment.

As regards the other points:

a) Go ahead with Eliot whom you use much more than we do.

b) James Stephens has done quite a lot for us lately and it occurs to me that unless you have any special brief for him, one of his performances in the African or Pacific Services might be repeated for you. Unfortunately the man who knows most about J. S. is Gerald Bullett, who is away at the moment, but if, as I say, you have no special directive for Stephens, you might suggest that he repeats something that he has done. (If he agrees, would you please advise Boswell who should be able to arrange some small reduction in fee). If, on the other hand, he does something entirely new, you might please let me know about it in advance, as we might possibly use it.



Orwell wrote a reply on the same day on the verso of this memorandum:



Mr Collins:

I want to use Stephens in our “Great Dramatists” series to do a talk on W. B. Yeats. Even if he has previously done something on Yeats I don’t fancy it would fit into this series, the programmes in which are all constructed on one plan.

If it would help I can explain exactly what I want Shaw to do (it is not a talk likely to give him much scope for making a nuisance of himself).

[Signed] Eric Blair 1.3.43


Collins replied on 2 March, approving the engagement of Stephens. He asked to see the script in advance so that he could decide whether to record it for use in other services. He also took up Orwell’s offer of further details of what was proposed for Shaw.

On 3 March, Collins sent another memorandum to Orwell, telling him that he had spoken to Rendall, and it was thought that Orwell should not approach Shaw directly, especially because the Home Service was ‘anxious to get something out of Shaw.’ George Barnes, the Director of Talks, thought it possible that if Orwell could get Shaw on Ibsen, then the Home Service might carry that talk also: ‘I gather the Home Service are anxious for G.B.S. rather than G.B.S. on any particular subject.’ For Orwell’s reply, see 1927.






1902. To Bonamy Dobrée

24 February 1943 07/ES/EB/WMB

Dear Mr. Dobrée1

I wonder if you would care to do a 10 minutes talk in a forthcoming series which we are calling GREAT DRAMATISTS. I will explain the purpose and lay-out of these programmes, each of which will take half-an-hour in all.

The programme consists of a 10 minutes talk on the chosen author, a scene from one of his plays, acted by the B.B.C. Repertory Company, and taking 8 or 10 minutes, and about 8 minutes of music. The lay-out will be as follows:—

1. Opening Announcement

2. About a minute taken from the scene to be acted.

3. Talk

4. Music

5. Scene from chosen dramatist

You can see, therefore, that the speaker’s opening words should refer to the fragment of the scene which has just been heard. He should start off—“Those lines you have just heard were written by John Dryden”—(or whoever it may be).

The one we want you to undertake is JOHN DRYDEN, and the play from which we propose chosing a scene is THE INDIAN EMPRESS. The date of your talk would be Thursday, April 1st, at 12.30 to 1 p.m. (British Summer Time). If this date is not convenient to you we can easily record the talk beforehand. Would you be kind enough to let me know, as early as possible whether you can undertake this.

Yours sincerely

[Initialled] G. O.

George Orwell

Talks Producer

Indian Section

P.S. The plays we shall choose are not absolutely fixed yet and I am open to suggestions.




1903. To James Stephens

24 February 1943 07/ES/EB/WMB


This letter asking Stephens to discuss The Hour Glass1 by W. B. Yeats on 27 May 1943 in the GREAT DRAMATISTS series was the same essentially as Orwell’s letter to Bonamy Dobrée; see 1902.






1904. To T. S. Eliot

24 February 1943 07/ES/EB/WMB

Dear Eliot

I wonder if you would like to do us a ten minutes talk on Christopher Marlowe on Thursday, the 13th March. If that date is not itself convenient to you we can always record beforehand. I should explain the purpose of this series of talks and the way we intend doing them.

This is a series called GREAT DRAMATISTS and each talk will consist of a ten minutes talk, a scene from the chosen dramatist taking 8 to 10 minutes and about 8 minutes of music. We propose, at the opening of each programme, to trail about a minute of the scene which is to be acted in full at the end of the programme and the talk will come immmediately after this. The speaker’s opening words should therefore refer to the fragment of a scene which has just been heard. In this case we’re going to have a scene from DR. FAUSTUS, though I haven’t yet decided which. You could perhaps start off therefore—“Those lines you have just heard come from a scene in Marlowe’s Dr. Faustus which you will be hearing acted in a few minutes time,” or words to that effect. I should be glad if you would let me know as early as possible whether you can undertake this. I hope you will as this ought to be an interesting series and we want to start it with a good talk.

Yours sincerely

[Signed] Geo. Orwell

George Orwell

Talks Producer

Indian Section




1905. To Arthur Wynn, Music Bookings Manager

24 February 1943 EB/WMB

As the point has been queried, we are asking Dr. Menon to choose the 15 minute musical programmes in weeks 12, 14, etc., because he has shown himself competent in selecting programmes of this type, and he has the advantage of being a student both of European and Indian music. He is therefore probably a good judge of the types of European music likely to appeal to Indian listeners.

To arrange his contract on a weekly basis would no doubt be a better arrangement and we will do so.

This is being sent through E.S.D. for his approval.

[Signed] Eric Blair

(Eric Blair)




1906. To Sir Aziz-ul-Huque

25 February 1943 07/ES/EB/WMB

Dear Sir Aziz-ul-Huque

We are going shortly to revive a series of talks which had a good reception in India, entitled BOOKS THAT CHANGED THE WORLD. On the previous occasion we discussed six great European books which might be considered as having a direct affect upon human history. We want to follow this up with six talks on comparable Asiatic books and we would be very much honoured if you could do the first talk for us on the KORAN. This would be a talk of the same length as you do for us every month and the date would be March 26th (Friday)—transmission time 12.45 to 1 pm. (British Summer Time).

If you are willing to undertake this we can let you have further particulars.1

Yours truly

[Signed] Eric Blair

Eric Blair

Talks Producer

Indian Section




1907. BBC Talks Booking Form, 25.2.43


Lady Grigg: ‘Women Generally Speaking’; broadcast 3, 10, 17, 24, and 31.3.43; fee £8.8s each broadcast. Signed: M Blackburn for I.P.O.






1908. BBC Talks Booking Form, 25.2.43


Desmond Hawkins: ‘Anniversary of the Month’; ‘Mr. Hawkins will take part in this Feature Programme on March 2nd at 1145–1200 GMT. Rehearsal at 10 am. transmission 1245 to 1 pm.’; fee £5.5s + 19s fare (95p). Signed: M Blackburn for I.P.O. Remarks: ‘This is a 13 min. Feature Broadcast, for which Desmond Hawkins has written the script, and for which copyright payment has been requested through Miss Alexander.’






1909. News Commentary in English for Malaya, 22

26 February 1943


This was written and read by George Orwell. No script has been traced.






1910. BBC Talks Booking Form, 26.2.43


Shridhar Telkar: ‘Behind the Headlines’; broadcast 4, 18, and 25.3.43; fee £9.9s each talk. Signed: M Blackburn for I.P.O. Remarks: ‘Mr. Telkar will not give his broadcast on the 11th March, as a talk on the INDIAN RED CROSS will be given in that time.’1






1911. Weekly News Review, 58

27 February 1943


Written and read by Orwell, the text is reproduced from a typescript used for the broadcast. The script was not initialled by him, nor has he added his usual ‘As b’cast’ indication. However, the usual typed line at the beginning of these scripts, ‘NOT CHECKED WITH BROADCAST,’ has had the first word crossed out. Some pages have timings, given here in italic within square brackets. Room was made in the quarter-hour available for announcing details of the Essay Competition for March. The censor was F. Singleton. There are one or two slight typing errors, silently corrected here except for the addition of ‘[al]’ to ‘internation.’ ‘Medenine’ was typed incorrectly but amended by hand, probably by Orwell.



During this week the only major military developments have been in Tunisia and on the southern part of the Russian Front, near the shores of the Sea of Azov. There have also been heavy bombing of Japanese concentrations of shipping in the Solomons and New Britain, and a British sea-borne raid on the coast of Burma, but so far as the eastern end of the war is concerned one can’t say that the military situation has changed. I should like to spend my time this week in discussing the Russian and North African Fronts and then to say something about the speech which Hitler composed but failed to deliver three days ago.

In Southern Tunisia there has been a dramatic change during the past three days and the situation which looked threatening a week ago has probably, though not absolutely certainly, been restored. The Germans have attacked westward through the Kasserine Pass, almost the only Pass through the Atlas mountains in this area. They not only captured three airfields but they came within a very few miles of capturing the town of Thala, which is an important spot from the point of view of communications. However, the Allied commander on the spot seems to have thrown in all his aircraft in a heavy attack and the Germans were driven back through the Pass with considerable losses of men and material. Evidently both the Germans and the Allies have lost heavily in tanks. It is too early to say with absolute certainty that the situation is restored because the airfields they have captured give the Germans a local air superiority in central Tunisia and also because we don’t yet know what reserves of tanks they possess. We do know that they’re now using a new mark of heavy tank, weighing 55 tons and carrying an 88 mm. gun which has not made its appearance before.1 However, the Minister for War, has just stated in Parliament that the armour of this tank has been successfully pierced by our 6 pounder guns,2 and also that the new British tank, the latest model of the Churchill tank, is now in action in Tunisia in large numbers.

Both the Allies and the Germans in North Africa are fighting against time. It is important for the Allies to clear the North African coast as rapidly as possible and it is also important for the German commander, if he can manage it, to drive the British First Army back into Algeria before the Eighth Army arrives in his rear. The Eighth Army has now occupied Medenine, one of the chief outposts of the Mareth Line, and also Djerba, which is so placed that it might make a very valuable airfield or a jumping off place for seaborne attacks against the coast.

During this week there has been a considerable revival of the rumour that the Germans are going to invade Spain. They are, so it is said, rushing troops in very large numbers to the Spanish border at the eastern end of the Pyrenees. We have no way of confirming this and we ought to remember that a German invasion of Spain has been one of the recurrent rumours of this war and in some cases has been put about by the Germans themselves. At the same time a German invasion of Spain is by no means impossible and we ought always to keep it in mind because it is one method by which the Germans might hope to retrieve the situation in North Africa and so stall off an Allied invasion of Europe. If the Germans could cross Spain rapidly and then get across the Straits of Gibraltar into Spanish Morocco they would then present a tremendous threat to the whole Allied position in Africa and the Allies would have to scrap the idea of any offensive operations until they had driven the Germans out again. The Germans could, of course, only bring this off if they could capture Gibraltar on the way. Gibraltar is not a mere Naval base like Singapore. It is an immensely powerful fortress, which has been strengthened through three years of war, and it is probably the strength of Gibraltar rather than any consideration for internation[al] law which has prevented the Germans from invading Spain much earlier than this.

The political situation in North Africa appears to have improved somewhat and a military mission representing General de Gaulle and the Fighting French is expected to arrive shortly and confer with General Giraud, the High Commissioner of French North Africa. Probably it will be headed by General Catroux. We may hope, therefore, that an agreement between the two main groups of Frenchmen outside France will be arrived at before long.

Since last week the Russian advance has continued but it has slowed down somewhat, partly owing to the weather, partly to the stiffening of German resistance. The whole of this winter has been abnormally mild and great areas in the Ukraine, which would usually be frozen hard at this time of the year, are now a sea of mud, which makes it difficult for armoured vehicles to move. But the Germans have also been resisting more successfully and during the past two days the tone of their [6′] communiqués has been somewhat less pessimistic. I mentioned last week that on the southern Front, north-west of Rostov, the Russians were moving southward in the direction of Mariupol and the whole German Forces in that area were menaced with encirclement. It is here that the Germans have counter-attacked. They claim to have re-captured two towns east of Stalino. This is not confirmed [yet] but it does appear that the Germans have managed to slow down the Russian advance and that the German troops, who are still in the neighbourhood of Rostov, may get away. Further north, on the central Front, Orel, which is one of the key points of the whole German line, is [still] in very great danger and its communications are cut in every direction except towards the west. In general the news from the Russian Front is less resounding than it was last week but the tide is still flowing strongly against the Germans.

The Anniversary celebrations of the foundation of the Nazi Party took place three days ago. Hitler has always spoken on these occasions and this time he did emerge from his retirement to the extent of sending a written speech which was read out by somebody else. The pretext given was that Hitler is too busy directing the war on the eastern Front to be able to spare time to come to the microphone. It will be noticed that since things began to go wrong in Russia, Hitler has not shown himself publicly, nor made a speech in his own voice. In this speech he made absolutely no reference to the disaster of Stalingrad or to his own promise that Stalingrad should be captured nor any admission whatever of being responsible for the way things have turned out. This, although Hitler publicly assumed supreme command of the German armies some months ago. It is worth remembering that when Singapore fell, the British public first learned the fact from Mr. Churchill himself, who came straight to the microphone to deliver the news. This makes something of a contrast with Hitler, who grabs any credit that may be available when things are going well, but disappears into retirement and leaves the explanations to other people when things go badly. However, that is not of great importance. What is of more interest is to notice the content of Hitler’s speech and its probable bearing on German policy. The speech was addressed ostensibly, at any rate, to the members of the Nazi Party, rather than to the German people as a whole, and it consisted almost entirely of ravings against the Jews, the Bolsheviks and the traitors and saboteurs, who are alleged to be still numerous in Germany itself. Hitler made two quite plain undisguised threats. One was, that he intended to kill off every Jew in Europe—he said this quite plainly—and the other was that in the moment of danger Germany could not afford to be over-scrupulous in her treatment of what he called “aliens”. This remark was somewhat less clear than the threats against the Jews, but translated into plainer terms it [10′] means more forced labour and lower rations for the subject European populations. Hitler also uttered threats against traitors, saboteurs and idlers. This agrees with the general tone of German public announcements recently and with the huge extension in the ages of people in Germany now liable for military service or compulsory labour. All this points to the serious shortage of German man power which was bound to arise sooner or later and which is now almost certainly beginning to become acute. On the other hand the shouting against the Jews and Bolsheviks was more probably directed at Western Europe and seems to bear out what I said last week that the Germans are going to play the Bolshevik bogey for all it is worth in hopes of stimulating the fear of communism in Britain and America and thus paving the way for a compromise peace. I pointed out last week how vain this German manoeuvre is and the celebrations in London of the 25th anniversary of the Red Army have underlined this. Soviet Russia is more popular in Britain than any foreign country except possibly China. All in all, Hitler’s most recent speech and the inferences which can be legitimately drawn from it should be encouraging to all the enemies of Fascism. [11′ 35″]




1912. Bengali Newsletter, 33

27 February 1943


For attribution of the English text to Orwell, see Mary Blackburn’s memorandum of c. 20 January, see 1833. No script has been traced.

This appears to be the last English version that Orwell prepared from which a Bengali Newsletter was translated. Dr. P. Chatterjee took over from 6 March (see 1898) until he was commissioned in the army at the end of August 1943. Orwell checked the English translation made by Chatterjee each Monday morning. His involvement is not further recorded here.






1913. To the Editor of Picture Post

27 February 1943


On 6 February 1943, Picture Post published a short illustrated article on the Society of Individualists (22–23); this sketched the shift from a laisser-faire attitude in English society which left everything to ‘Chance or “Free Competition,” ’ to changes wrought by Lord Shaftesbury that limited ‘what men should do in their lust for profits: for example, it wasn’t quite right to employ children under a certain age, to make women work excessive hours, to leave unguarded machines which maimed workers. …’ Now, it stated, this growth in social conscience or, as the Individualists would say, this ‘national decay,’ had reached such a pitch that Sir William Beveridge envisaged ‘a state of society in which every member will be given security.’ Now was the time, Individualists thought, to organise and protest against the proposed Welfare State in particular. The illustrations showed leading members of the society: W. W. Paine, Director of Lloyd’s Bank, author of The Menace of Socialism, and an ‘active propagandist against the nationalisation of industry’; Dr. C. K. Allen, one of the two Honorary Treasurers and Warden of Rhodes House and Fellow of University College, Oxford; Donovan Touche, Honorary Secretary, senior partner of the firm of chartered accountants bearing his name and ‘against the League of Nations and any form of federal union or world society’; Sir Frederick Hamilton, the other Honorary Treasurer, a director of several finance and mining companies and, at seventy-six, president of the National Liberal Conference; Viscount Leverhulme, Chairman; Colin Brooks, editor of Truth and author of Can 1931 Come Again?, which advocated a lower standard of living; and Sir Ernest Benn, President, ‘arch-enemy of all “planning,” ’ a regular contributor to Truth. Orwell’s letter was titled (probably by Picture Post) ‘The Truth about “Truth” ’ and was written from Mortimer Crescent, London, NW6. The ellipsis indicates a cut made by Picture Post.



Further to your article on the “Individualists”, and your reference to Truth, I note an extraordinary paragraph in that paper of January 22, to the effect that between the Spanish War and the present war, the French paper Gringoire “seemed to most of us to be one of the few influences working against the mental, moral and financial corruption of both France in particular and Europe in general … it had an old-fashioned prejudice in favour of religion and patriotism, which it expressed pungently and with wit.”

This paragraph is extraordinary, because Gringoire was frankly pro-Fascist and was partly owned by Chiappe,1 former Prefect of Police in Paris, and one of the first to go over to the Germans. It took a disgusting attitude during the Spanish Civil War. Its political section, devoted to buttering up Mussolini and baiting Blum and Jouhaux and other politicians of the Left, used to publish cartoons which were pornographic as well as libellous. To give but one example: it published a cartoon, consisting of an imaginary picture of Leon Blum in bed with his own sister. Perhaps this is what the Editors of Truth meant by “an old-fashioned prejudice in favour of religion. …”




1914. To Desmond Hawkins

27 February 1943 07/ES/EB/WMB

Dear Hawkins

Thanks for the script of the “Feature”1 which is now being roneod.

Miss Blackburn tells me you would like to take a part yourself. I think this would be O.K. but I don’t think you ought to take the part of Donne himself because I don’t think your voice is suited to this.2 Would you like to take one of the other parts?

The rehearsal is at 10.30 a.m. Tuesday morning, in Studio 6, Oxford Street. Don’t be late will you.

Yours sincerely

[Initialled] G. O.

George Orwell

Talks Producer

Indian Section




1915. Speaker’s Form1

Name: ROY, Mrs. K.C

Empire: “In your kitchen”: 10.2.43.

QUALIFICATIONS: Some knowledge of cookery, Good English. Poor b’caster.

SUBJECTS: Cookery

[Signed] Eric Blair 27.2.43




Notes

1440. To George K. C. Yeh

1. William Empson, poet and critic; (see 845, n.3), had taught in Japan and China before the war.

2. Dr. Yeh, who was Director of the Ministry of Propaganda at the Chinese Embassy in London, wrote to Orwell on 3 September to say that he could not give a talk on 29 September; he would be out of London then and for all the preceding week. Just over twelve months later, on 20 September 1943, Dr. Yeh recorded a talk in English, ‘The World I Hope For,’ which had previously been translated and broadcast in the Hindustani Service; see 2275.

1443. To Leonard Moore

1. The friend was Inez Holden (see 1326, n. 1). On 21 May 1967 she wrote to Ian Angus: ‘I see a comment in a contemporary diary of mine in which I note that George Orwell said to Eileen Orwell, “You see there will be these facts on what newspapers are publishing, how much space for advertising, how much for the Derby etc and then Inez will come in with her feminine impressionist writing from her diary.” ’ She said the project for a joint publication did not come off because she wanted to alter anything Orwell said with which she disagreed or believed to be inaccurate. Her diary was published alone as It Was Different at the Time (1943). See Orwell’s letter to Leonard Moore, 13 November 1942, 1654.

2. The typewriter used is that on which Orwell typed letters from home. If the typing was being done for him, it was being done either by Eileen or by Nancy Parratt, if she came to the flat to type for him. Yet the typing looks suspiciously like Orwell’s.

1444. To Edmund Blunden

1. Presumably 8 September 1942, the day of the broadcast.

1445. News Review, 38

1. the fact ] preceded in typescript by ‘this fact’

2. Slightly more than a line follows, but has been x-ed through in the typing. It cannot be fully made out from the microfilm but refers to Egypt and possibly anticipates the last sentence of this paragraph.

3. A word (seaside?) has been obliterated and ‘shores’ written above it.

4. Typescript has ‘shows’.

1447. Unpublished Review of Retreat in the East by O. D. Gallagher

1. These were terms of respect for important Europeans in Burma and Malaya respectively. Orwell makes much use of ‘burra sahib’ in Burmese Days. Malay Made Easy, by A. W. Hamilton (Sydney, 1942), defines Tuan besar as ‘The (European) manager.’

2. This was correct. Troops were landed and within a few hour were Japanese prisoners, many, of course, to die, and all to suffer, in the hands of their captors.

1453. BBC Talks Booking Form, 7.9.42

1. Not traced.

1455. BBC Talks Booking Form, 7.9.42

1. The title should be ‘September 1, 1939’

2. ‘4’ was originally typed but ‘7’ written over it, probably by Bokhari.

1457. BBC Talks Booking Form, 7.9.42

1. These bookings were for reading the Weekly News Commentary in English prepared by Orwell.

1458. BBC Talks Booking Forms, 7.9.42

1. These bookings were for reading the Weekly News Commentary in English prepared by Orwell.

1459. BBC Talks Booking Form, 7.9.42

1. These bookings were for reading the Weekly News Commentary in English prepared by Orwell.

1461. BBC Talks Booking Form, 7.9.42

1. See Woodcock’s letter to Orwell, 2 December 1942, 1711.

1463. War-time Diary

1. deplorable ] unfortunate in manuscript

2. Rushbrooke-Williams ] ‘R-W’ in typescript. The Eastern Service Director spelt his name ‘Rushbrook Williams.’

3. In The Dynasts, Napoleon places the crown on his own head in Milan Cathedral, not in Rome (Complete Edition, 1910, 35; Part I, Act I, Scene 6). On here, that edition has ‘While’ for ‘In,’ ‘seats’ for ‘seat,’ and ‘b—s’ for ‘bums,’ Orwell discussed The Dynasts in Tribune, 18 September 1942; see 1497.

1464. ‘Voice,’ 2: A Magazine Programme

1. Fraser ] Frazer and throughout except in Empson’s reading of the poem

2. Roy Fuller, Alan Rook ] William Rogers

3. This is Herbert Read reading it: ] added to typescript; throughout, the typescript gives September 1, 1939 as September 1941

4. make a ] interlinear insertion; make should be has driven

5. WOODCOCK: It sounds rather disillusioned … as a direct political purpose ] two speeches replace:ANAND: There is a change of mood there. He has grown a good deal less confident. It seems a long time since the Spanish Civil War. But after all it is still a political poem. It has a political purpose.

6. are really unpolitical. They merely ] interlinear insertion

7. start from ] write about

8. But it’s too long. I’ll start about … to the end ] It’ll have to be cut, though, it’s too long. I’ll read the later part of it. The typescript (and broadcast) had these errors: 16 heart for hurt; 22 much for must; and 34 triumph for be triumphant.

9. piece ] bit

10. WOODCOCK]EMPSON; correction handwritten in upper and lower case

11. the same. It’s difficult ] the same. Hardly anyone on either side feels that it makes no difference who wins. It’s difficult

12. ANAND: ] x.

13. that was a different war. Lawrence was engaged in a minor campaign, ] that’s different. That was about a minor campaign.

14. limited ] interlinear insertion

15. in the open, not in trenches ] in the desert

16. That describes ] Yes, that is something rather unusual in war literature. It describes

17. war poetry ] verse

18. political pamphleteering at that ] not very effective even at that

19. Sassoon’s poems … don’t wear well ] Sassoon’s poems, for instance, were too angry to make good satire

20. But there ] There

21. He edited Owen’s poems, by the way. ] interlinear insertion

22. is actually more heroic than the Rupert Brooke attitude ] is nobler than the Rupert Brooke stuff

23. What about an example? ] Can you think of a good example?

24. How about ] What about

25. Stanzas 2, 10, and 12 of the original have been omitted.

1465. To Martin Armstrong

1. Martin Donisthorpe Armstrong (1882–1974) was associate literary editor of The Spectator, 1922–24, and author of many books of poems, short stories, and longer fiction. He had recently published Victorian Peep-Show (1938), Simplicity Jones (1940), and The Butterfly (1941). He replied to Orwell’s letter on 11 September expressing his willingness to participate.

1467. To J. F. Horrabin

1. One of Horrabin’s strip cartoons featured two office girls, Dot and Carrie.

1468. To L. A. G. Strong

1. Leonard Alfred George Strong (1896–1958) wrote poems, short stories, novels, plays, and books for children. His best novels were probably Dewar Rides (1929), The Garden (1931), and Sea Wall (1933). He edited The Best Poems of 1923[–25], the Gollancz Books for Schools, 1935, Methuen’s One-Act Plays, 1939–49, and the Nelson Novels, 1934–35. A series of his broadcasts for schools, English for Pleasure, was published in 1941, and with C. Day Lewis he edited A New Anthology of Modern Verse, 1920–40 (1941).

1469. Extract from Minutes of Eastern Service Meeting

1. C. E. M. Joad (1891–1953), philosopher and author, was a colourful radio personality who achieved widespread popularity from his participation in the BBC’s ‘Brains Trust’ programme, 1941–47. He was a conscientious objector in World War I and an advocate of pacifism thereafter. He was Head of the Department of Philosophy and Psychology at Birkbeck College, University of London from 1930–53. He was a lucid writer and able to convey his subject to a lay public. Though an agnostic for much of his life, he discussed his new-found religious belief in Recovery of Belief, 1952.

1471. BBC Talks Booking Form, 9.9.42

1. Altered in ink from ‘7.’

2. Ellen Wilkinson (see 422, n. 3) had been Labour M.P. for Jarrow, and a leader of the Jarrow Protest March of unemployed from her constituency to London in 1936. At this time she was Joint Parliamentary Secretary to the Minister of Home Security, Herbert Morrison, with special responsibility for air-raid shelters. In the first post-war Labour government, she was Minister of Education.

1474. To E. C. Bowyer

1. Bowyer replied on 11 September to say that he would be happy to speak on air transport but was at a loss as to whom to suggest to discuss surface transport. Were he to be the sole speaker he feared the talk might be open to the objection that it was biased towards air transport. His letter is annotated by Orwell: ‘Letter 15.9.42.’ This would seem to refer to Orwell’s letter dated 16 September; see 1491.

1477. War-time Diary

1. The Left Book Club, founded by Victor Gollancz in 1936, still published a book a month on anti-Fascist or Socialist topics. Local group meetings had been revived in the middle of 1942, and some fifty branches were formed.

2. think ] think that

3. clamour ] clamour from Left organisations

4. calculations ] judgements

1478. News Review, 39

1. Words in the first two lines are obscured by the censorship stamp for Policy, but there is no doubt that ‘fresh news’ is correct.

2. Wendell L. Willkie (1892–1944), industrialist and lawyer, was the Republican candidate for the U.S. presidency against Franklin Roosevelt in 1940. He did much to liberalise his party. In September and October 1940 he visited Egypt, the Middle East, Russia, and China, recorded in his One World (1943).

1480. To Cyril Connolly

1. See headnote to review of Retreat in the East, 1447.

2. Ivor (John Carnegie) Brown (1891–1974), author, critic, and editor, had been drama critic and leader writer for the Manchester Guardian, 1919–35, and was drama critic for The Observer, 1929–54, and its editor, 1942–48. He wrote novels, several books of essays, several collections of short essay, on words, and studies of Shakespeare, Dickens, Dr. Johnson, Jane Austen, and J. B. Priestley. His Shaw in His Time was published in 1965.

3. Either on Home Guard or firewatching duty.

1481. Review of A Modern de Quincey by Captain H. R. Robinson

1. Orwell was in Mandalay from 27 November 1922 to 9 November 1923 and then from 17 December 1923 to 25 January 1924. Presumably he knew Robinson—he refers again to ‘Those who knew Captain Robinson’ in the final sentence.

1488. Z. A. Bokhari (IPO) to Eastern Service Director

1. See 846, n. 13.

1489. Z. A. Bokhari (IPO) to Eastern Service Director

1. In a memorandum of 4 June to the Assistant Controller, Overseas Service, Rushbrook Williams (ESD) said ‘Censorship for policy and security for the English scripts will be shared between Mr. Weymouth, Mr. Thavenot, and myself.’

2. Possibly the Ministry of Information. His address was given as ‘3 Grenville Street Russell Square.’ Russell Square lies at the rear of Senate House, University of London, where that ministry was situated but Grenville Street is actually off Brunswick Square, some 300 yards to the east.

3. For being put through the College. see 845.

4. In the event, Shridhar Telkar, Noel Sircar, Bahadur Singh, and Princess Indira were given this task. However, Princess Indira did not read the first Newsletter scheduled for her (22 August 1942); her place was taken by Homi Bode.

5. The other omissions refer to purchasing books and records, offering contracts, engaging a five-piece Indian band, asking Indian staff based in London if they wish to return to India (though none are named), arranging for his reports to be transmitted through Laurence Brander, the Indian Intelligence Officer, and arrangements for bringing back his family, including his three children (two over twelve and one under twelve), and the need for a new passport. He wrote, ‘It sounds very dreadful, but instead of my wife, I intend to bring a servant with me.’

1493. BBC Talks Booking Form, 16.9.42

1. On 16 September 1942, Bokhari signed his last talks booking form (1494) before leaving for India. Mary Blackburn took over this duty; see 1487.

1496. To Francis Yeats-Brown

1. Francis Yeats-Brown (1886–1944; DFC), professional soldier, airman, author, left the army in 1926 and was assistant editor of The Spectator, 1926–28. His books include Bengal Lancer (1930), (filmed as The Lives of a Bengal Lancer, 1935, with Gary Cooper); Dogs of War! (1934); Yoga Explained (1937), and Indian Pageant (1942). In European Jungle (1939) he wrote that it was his ‘honest conviction that there is more real Christianity in Germany to-day [under Hitler] than ever there was under the Weimar Republic’ (quoted by Malcolm Muggeridge in The Thirties, 1940, 237; see Orwell’s review, 25 April 1940, 615; and referred to in ‘Notes on the Way,’ Time and Tide, 6 April 1940, 604). On 25 October 1942, Yeats-Brown wrote to Sir Malcolm Darling offering talks on India. He was advised on 3 November 1942 by Hilton Brown, who had organised talks on India for the Home Division, that ‘any talk of a general nature on Indian affairs should come just now from an Indian rather than from a European.’

1497. ‘Thomas Hardy Looks at War’

1. Orwell probably refers to the green of the Complete Edition, published in 1910. The first part of the play had appeared in 1903; seven years later it was published in full, comprising the nineteen acts to which Orwell refers. Judging by his reference to The Dynasts in his War-time Diary, 1463, 7.9.42, Orwell may have written this essay shortly before its publication. It marks his return to Tribune; his last contribution had been on 20 December 1940.

2. The ellipsis marks the omission of the original’s ‘and the ubiquitous urging of the Immanent Will becomes visualized’ (Part III, VII. vii; 1910 edition 505).

3. The double quotation marks are an editorial addition to indicate the extent of the quotation from The Dynasts.

4. From the Earl of Malmesbury’s last speech (Part I, IV. vi; 1910 edition 80).

1498. News Review, 40

1. This was an attempt to destroy Axis port installations at Tobruk, and at Benghazi, some three hundred miles west. Air and sea attacks were launched on Tobruk and a motorised column attacked Benghazi. Both attempts failed, and British losses were heavy (see 2194 Days of War, 286). On 14 September, the Germans sank the anti-aircraft cruiser Coventry and the destroyers Zulu and Sikh. For fuller details, see 1515, n. 2.

2. Fear that Madagascar would be used as a base for Japanese naval attacks, with the support of the local Vichy authorities, lay behind the takeover. Churchill, quoting many messages passed at the time, outlines clearly the Allies’ anxiety (The Second World War, IV, 197–212; U.S.: The Hinge of Fate, 222–37). General Smuts, Prime Minister of South Africa, telegraphed Churchill as early as 12 February 1942 that he looked upon ‘Madagascar as the key to the safety of the Indian Ocean, and it may play the same important part in endangering our security there that Indo-China has played in Vichy and Japanese hands. All our communications with our various war fronts and the Empire in the East may be involved’ (198; U.S.: 223). Churchill also quotes a report of 12 March 1942 from the German Naval Commander-in-Chief to Hitler that the Japanese intended to establish bases on Madagascar (200; U.S.: 225). There was a belief, later proved false, that the battleship Ramillies and a tanker were struck by torpedoes on 30 May from Japanese submarines operating out of Madagascar (210; U.S.: 236).

3. Post-war records showed that only about one-third of this number of German planes (56) had been shot down (and rather more had been shot down on 15 August); 23 British planes were lost. However, this did mark the turning point in the Battle of Britain. It is still commemorated on the Sunday nearest to 15 September.

1500. BBC Talks Booking Form, 19.9.42

1. Probably European Music Supervisor, though the official abbreviation was ‘Eur. M.S.’ Only Eleen Sam, a talks producer in the Eastern Service, had two of these three initials; there was no one on the staff at this time with all three initials. For anyone outside the BBC, a fee would have been payable.

1501. To Leonard Moore

1. See 1443.

1504. To J. C. Drummond

1. Jack Cecil Drummond (1891–1952; Kt., 1944), a nutritional biochemist, was described by the American Public Health Association’s Lasker Awards Committee as one of ‘the four great leaders’ in public health administration. In 1940 he became scientific adviser to the Minister of Food, Lord Woolton. Drummond set minimum food requirements for children and manual workers during World War II and introduced National Milk Cocoa and the supply of orange juice for young people. He replied to Orwell that, though he would be delighted to talk on dehydrated food, there were others better equipped to do so. He suggested Dr. Franklin Kidd (see 1512,) or one of his senior staff at the Low Temperature Research Station, Cambridge. On 4 August 1952, Drummond, his wife, and ten-year-old daughter were murdered when camping in France.

1506. War-time Diary

1. Sir Osbert Sitwell (1892–1969) was educated at Eton and served in the Grenadier Guards, 1912–19. In 1916 his poetry, with his sister Edith’s, was published as Twentieth-Century Harlequinade. He also wrote short stories (Triple Fugue, 1924; Open the Door, 1941), a number of novels, including Before the Bombardment (1926), The Man Who Lost Himself (1929), Those Were the Days (1938), A Place of One’s Own (1941), many essays and some critical studies (particularly on Dickens). He selected and arranged the text of William Walton’s Belshazzar’s Feast (1931). In a review in 1948, Orwell described his Left Hand, Right Hand!, The Scarlet Tree, and Great Morning! (1944–47) as ‘among the best autobiographies of our time’; see 3418.

1507. To Ritchie Calder

1. Peter Ritchie Ritchie-Calder (1906–1982; Baron Ritchie-Calder, 1962) was a scientific author, journalist, and broadcaster, who began his working life as a police court reporter in Dundee. He worked for a number of newspapers in Scotland and London, including the Daily Herald, 1930–41, News Chronicle, 1945–56, and New Statesman, 1945–58. From 1941 to 1945 he worked at the Foreign Office. He held many important posts after the war and received the Victor Gollancz Award for service to humanity in 1969. His many publications included Birth of the Future (1934), Conquest of Suffering (1935), Lesson of London (in Orwell and Fyvel’s Searchlight Series, 1941), Start Planning Britain Now (1941), Men Against Ignorance (for UNESCO, 1953), and World of Opportunity (for the United Nations, 1963).

2. ‘Science on the Screen,’ 22 August 1942.

1508. War-time Diary

1. See 1363, n. 6 on the Sten gun. Orwell took one to pieces on 6 August 1942 (see 1363) and fired one on 9 August 1942 (see 1367).

2. For an earlier reference to the possible use of captured enemy ammunition, see War-time Diary, 780, 24.3.41.

1509. To E. C. Bowyer

1. Henry John Kaiser (1882–1967), a leading U.S. industrialist, had been involved in the construction of the San Francisco Bay Bridge and Boulder, Grand Coulee and other dams. During the war he built and ran seven shipyards in the United States to mass-produce ships to make good those lost to German U-boat attacks. He built 1,490 ‘Liberty Ships,’ at great speed. He also built fifty 18,000-ton aircraft, or ‘fleet,’ carriers. After the war he was chairman of Kaiser-Frazer (automobiles) and Kaiser Community Homes.

1510. To C.H. Desch

1. Dr. Cecil Henry Desch (1874–1958) was Professor of Metallurgy, University of Sheffield, 1920–31; Superintendent, Metallurgy Department, National Physical Laboratory, 1932–39; President of the Institute of Metals, 1938–40; and President of the Iron and Steel Institute, 1946–48.

2. This question was written in by Orwell to replace what had been typed: ‘How does it affect the war issue? Is it possible for the Germans over a long period to make good the materials they have not got? And how do Britain and the U.S.A. stand?’

1512. To F. Kidd

1. Franklin Kidd (1890–1974; CBE, 1950) was Superintendent of the Low Temperature Research Station, Cambridge, 1936–47. From 1947 to 1957 he was Director of Food Investigation for the Department of Scientific and Industrial Research. In addition to scientific papers, he published Almond in Peterhouse and Other Poems (1950).

1514. To Leonard Moore

1. The card is postmarked 25 September and that was a Friday. It is stamped as received in Moore’s office on 28 September 1942.

2. The War-time Diary; see 1443.

1515. News Review, 41

1. The final letter is unclear and ‘ever’ may be intended.

2. The typescript has ‘fall that.’

3. For the seaborne assault of this twin-pronged raid, see 1498 and 1498.

4. The raid on Barce, east of Benghazi, was carried out by the Long Range Desert Group, which did much damage to planes at its airfield. Orwell makes the operation sound successful, but its failure was stated in the official publication for general readers, The Eighth Army: September 1941 to January 1943 (The Army at War series, Ministry of Information, 1944). That describes as ‘pin-pricks’ ‘experimental raids carried out by sea-borne landing parties assisted by raiding parties operating overland on the night of 13th–14th September.’ It then bluntly states, ‘They were not a success.’ In the main attack on Tobruk, by sea and land, the army lost 38 officers and 419 men. The overland force striking at Benghazi was caught by bombers and withdrew to the oasis at Jalo. The Barce force, after its attack, joined them at Jalo, where they hung on for five days before retreating to Kufra in the face of strong enemy reinforcements (The Eighth Army, 70).

5. The number 160 is probably a transcription error for the real figure, 116. Following the executions, 5,000 Partisans were reported jailed for not remaining indoors for thirty-six hours. The executions were for repeated attacks on German soldiers. The Inter-Allied Information Committee gave the number of people executed by the Germans in occupied countries to this date as 207, 373 (Daily Herald, 22 September 1942). The Military Governor of France, General Karl Heinrich von Stülpnagel, who authorised the executions, later participated in the plot to assassinate Hitler, and was executed by slow strangulation.

6. Charles Vallin (1903–) had escaped from France with Pierre Brossolette, a Socialist and onetime editor of Le Populaire. Vallin had represented the Seine district of Paris in the Chamber of Deputies, 1938–42, and was Vice-President of the Fascist Croix de Feu. Before he left France to serve under de Gaulle, he wrote to Marshal Pétain condemning Franco-German collaboration.

7. This was Convoy PQ 18; it arrived in Archangel on 19 September with the loss of thirteen of the forty ships convoyed. The British destroyer lost was Somali. The Germans lost three U-boats and forty-one aircraft.

1523. To K. K. Ardaschir

1. Ardaschir had sent Orwell this talk on 24 September. He told Orwell that, since his talks were heard by Indian students, ‘here is something to soothe their Leftist souls.’

1526. ‘T.S. Eliot’

1. The quotation from ‘The Dry Salvages,’ Poetry (London) omitted the comma after ‘us’ in line 3. In the second and fourth stanzas from ‘Whispers of Immortality’ (written about 1918), ‘his eyes’ was printed for ‘the eyes;’ ‘how thought’ for ‘that thought;’ a semi-colon appeared for a full-stop after ‘luxuries,’ and a colon for a semi-colon after ‘skeleton.’

2. Sir J. C. Squire (see 142,) was, according to Martin Seymour-Smith, ‘critically obtuse, being all for “straightforwardness” and over-prejudiced against poetry he could not understand. … In his parodies (Collected Parodies, 1921), however, he was often brilliantly funny. … He was a kind and generous man, and a better poet than many who now enjoy temporary reputations and have not heard of him’ (Guide to Modern World Literature, 3rd ed., 1985, 232–33). His Collected Poems (1959) has a preface by John Betjeman.

3. Alan Patrick Herbert (1890–1971; Kt., 1945; CH, 1970), humorist, novelist, dramatist, and author of much light poetry. From 1935 until university constituencies were abolished in 1950, he represented Oxford University as an Independent M. P. Though he wrote frequently for Punch, he had a serious side; his play Holy Deadlock (1934) dramatised anomalies in the divorce laws, and as an M.P. he introduced the Matrimonial Causes Bill (enacted in 1937), which made significant changes to the divorce laws. He served in the Royal Naval Division, 1914–17.

4. Poetry (London) did not hyphenate ‘sea-girls’; it added a comma after ‘brown’.

5. The original text has ‘is not’.

6. Orwell’s article was followed by ‘Another Reading’ by Kathleen Raine (1908–), poet and critic; ‘My point of view,’ she wrote, ‘at once differs from that of Mr. Orwell, and expresses the point of view of many of my generation.’ She admired Orwell’s article ‘in certain limited respects.’ He had avoided ‘the more obvious pitfalls, in applying political, rational, non-poetic standards, to poetry. Mr. Orwell does not fall into the error that Communists usually make in such cases, of failing to see that a problem exists that is not stated in terms of dialectical materialism.’ However, she argued that he had fallen into the error of which he accused Eliot, ‘that of pursuing a line of thought that has become a dead end; of accepting certain statements about the universe as final that are, like all knowledge, provisional.’ She concluded: ‘The Christian believes that the best is accessible to the worst, and the highest to the humblest human soul. Mr. Eliot’s consistent adherence to the highest values of Christianity, and the inheritance of civilisation, shows a deeper respect for the ordinary man than any facile simplification of Mr. Orwell, the B.B.C., or the Mass Observers offer to a public that they at heart despise.’ The January 1943 issue of Poetry (London) printed two letters taking up the Orwell-Raine debate. Herman Peschmann argued that criticism demanded facts and opinions ‘and the opinions must be built on facts or the criticism is invalidated.’ He complained that Orwell ‘sins so badly against these basic principles’ that these must first be rectified ‘before any adequate reassessment of the three Eliot poems can be attempted.’ He argued that the way context conditioned meaning must be taken into account not ‘what the critic thought [the poet] wrote or meant’ and that the critic’s inferences must not be advanced as factual statements. Irene Browne thought Orwell ‘a dangerous man to admire,’ which she did, with reservations: ‘His literary function is the valuable one of provocation.’ She felt that he displayed more honesty than sense in criticising Eliot’s poetry; ‘he was falling into the ranks of Eliot enthusiasts.’ She had hard words for Raine’s ‘rush to defend Mr. Eliot’: ‘I turned with a sigh from the lucidity of Mr. Orwell to Miss Raine’s obscurity of thought.’ Orwell’s review was reprinted in Little Reviews Anthology, edited by Denys Val Baker, 1943.

1529. To Princess Indira of Kapurthala

1. Orwell refers to the series ‘Great Cellists’ in September 1942; see 1500.

1530. To K. S. Shelvankar

1. K. S. Shelvankar (see 1050, n. 1), author of a Penguin Special, The Problem of India (1940). There is a certain irony in Orwell asking him to broadcast, for he had warned E. M. Forster not to discuss this book because it had been banned in India; see 1103.

1538. Weekly News Review, 42

1. Typed as ‘was’—‘is’ would make better sense.

2. Presumably ‘a Quisling government’ was intended.

3. Edouard Herriot (1872–1957), politician and literary scholar, led the Radical Party from 1919 until his death. He held a number of cabinet posts and was Premier in 1924 and 1932. From June 1936 until the fall of France he was President of the Chamber of Deputies (not of the French Republic, as Orwell states). Although he did not join the Free French forces in exile, he strenuously criticised the Vichy regime and was imprisoned by the Germans from 1942 until the end of the war. Elected president of the National Assembly, he held that position until his retirement in 1954. Among his many books are Philon le Juif (1898), a study of the Jewish school of Alexandria; Madame Récamier et ses amis (1904), La Vie de Beethoven (1929), La Russie nouvelle (1922), Impressions d’Amérique (1923), and Les Etats unis d’Europe (1930), many of which were translated into English.

1541. To Franklin Kidd

1. Orwell spelt ‘Franklin’ as ‘Franklyn.’

2. by ] in in draft

3. as soon as possible ] omitted in draft

4. it will be done at 200, Oxford Street or at Broadcasting House] it will be done here or at Broadcasting House in draft

1544. BBC Talks Booking Form, 5.10.42

1. Though Desai was still travelling from Aberystwyth, there is no reference to paying his expenses. The broadcast was scheduled for a Thursday; he regularly travelled to London overnight on Sunday to read the Gujarati Newsletter on the following afternoon. The script for this talk has survived.

1545. BBC Talks Booking Form, 5.10.42

1. On 27 August 1942, Bokhari had sent Mrs. Talbot Rice, Turkish Specialist at the Ministry of Information, the script of the talk on Turkey and asked her to approve it.

1546. War-time Diary

1. Laurence Brander, author and lecturer in English literature in India for twelve years before the war, was employed by the BBC as Intelligence Officer, Eastern Service, 1941–44. In 1954 his study George Orwell was published. See here give a succinct insight to Orwell at the BBC:

Everyone liked and respected him and he was the inspiration of that rudimentary Third Programme which was sent out to the Indian student. He soon sensed that the audience for the programme was not so large as was thought by the senior officials and, before I went to India early in 1942 to find out, he gave a great deal of time to discussing the problems with me. I found that our programmes were at a time of day when nobody was listening and that they could hardly be heard because the signal was so weak. Very few students had access to wireless sets. …

I was always grateful to Orwell while we worked together in the B.B.C. He laughed very readily at the nonsense that went on, and made it tolerable. This did not interfere with his sense of responsibility, for he knew how important radio propaganda could be, if intelligently organized, and he worked very hard on his own talks, which were always good and usually brilliant. His voice was a great handicap. Thin and flat, it did not go over well on short-wave broadcasting.

Brander goes on to refer to the proposal to put into print the good talks that were not being heard, and it was he who suggested that Blair broadcast under the name Orwell; see 1557 and 1571. After the war, he was Director of Publications for the British Council.

2. can hardly ] cannot

3. to BBC ] to the BBC

1547. ‘Voice,’ 3: A Magazine Programme

1. Good evening … & other books ] manuscript addition in Orwell’s hand

2. Innocence, I suppose. ] I should say, innocence

3. Smith did not participate in transmission; see headnote.

4. I suppose … Early Childhood” ] or Blake, perhaps

5. That’s too long. ] interlinear insertion

6. ORWELL: It’s very nice, but ] X. As you said. Colons have been added where speakers’ names have been written in.

7. ANAND: ] Y.

8. READ: Yes, I think … childlike. ] manuscript addition; childlike ] childhood

9. SPENDER: There’s also cruelty … succeeds in ] EMPSON: Not perhaps in

10. SPENDER: ] Z.

11. Read, will you read … autobiography, ] As Herbert Read is with us, I suggest having a passage out of his autobiography,

12. READ: All right. ] manuscript addition

13. Might we have one of Tagore’s poems on childhood first? ] There are also Tagore’s poems on childhood. Question-mark added here.

14. ORWELL: So far we’ve taken rather a romantic view of childhood. ] X: So far we have only dealt with the favourable aspects of childhood.

15. side, & also its nightmare side. ] side.

16. EMPSON: Once again … physically maltreated. ] three speeches typed on a slip pasted over the original, amended, text

17. ORWELL: ] EMPSON:

18. Herbert Read ] herself

19. Wm. Empson ] Herbert Read

20. which I’ll read myself] read by George Orwell

21. READ: ] SMITH:

22. DAVIES: ] READ:

23. know where. ] know where. I wonder where they do go, by the by? Last sentence crossed out

24. There is a pile of these arrears … a wretched young bird. ] crossed out

25. (though there was a child once set in the midst of the Disciples) ] crossed out

26. I was not made the less … from my mother. ] crossed out

27. It is astonishing to me … which I did too. ] crossed out

28. languages in the world, dead or alive … somewhat more hopeful nowadays. ] six speeches and last seven words of reading from Dickens typed on a slip pasted over the original, amended, text. The original typing was heavily amended; retyping was probably to facilitate reading during the broadcast.

29. William Empson, George Orwell ] William Empson, Stevie Smith, George Orwell

1548. BBC Talks Booking Form, 6.10.42

1. So that a performing fee might be paid for copyright material.

1550. To Mulk Raj Anand

1. Austerlitz, where Napoleon gained a brilliant victory over the Austrians and Russians in 1805. Tolstoy’s account is given in Book 3, chapters 14–19.

2. In a letter to Orwell of 11 October 1942 (which discussed factual aspects of the broadcast), Anand added a postscript to say that he would telephone on Monday (presumably the next day) to discuss the book. He said that the only real basis for a symposium was a constructive plan for the defence of India. That might bring together different points of view and ‘reveal the idiocy of reaction more strongly.’ In a letter of 19 November, Anand tells Orwell he will see him the next day. There is nothing else on file about this book.

1551. To Mulk Raj Anand

1. This and the previous letter to Anand dated 7 October (see 1550) are signed differently: one has Eric Blair; the other George Orwell. It may well not reflect alleged confusion on Orwell’s part. It is noticeable that this letter is set to a narrower measure (just over four inches) than other letters written on this day, which were four and a half inches. Two typists may have been involved. This letter carries Nancy Parratt’s initials; the others leave no space for typists’ initials. The initials on the letter to L. A. G. Strong (see 1552), despatched by a secretary, could be Miss Parratt’s, but that does not mean she typed the letter. Further evidence for different typists lies in Anand’s name, at the foot of each letter (not reproduced here): Miss Parratt has ‘Mulk Raj Anand,’ the usual form; the other letter has ‘M. R. Anand.’

1552. To L. A. G. Strong

1. The initials are probably ‘NP’—for Nancy Parratt, Orwell’s secretary.

1553. To Gladys Calthrop

1. Gladys E. Calthrop, artist and stage designer. Her first designs were for The Vortex by Noel Coward (1924), and she designed many of Coward’s successes thereafter. In 1941 she designed his Blithe Spirit, and in 1943 Present Laughter and This Happy Breed.

1555. To Cedric Dover

1. The internal blood-letting among Hitler’s followers on 29 and 30 June 1934, when perhaps four-hundred people were murdered who were deemed to oppose Hitler, and especially Goering and Himmler. The most notable victim was Ernst Röhm.

1557. Laurence Brander, Intelligence Officer, India, to L. F. Rushbrook Williams, Eastern Service Director

1. ‘and read by him’ was a manuscript addition by Brander.

1558. Story by Five Authors

1. devil’s ] ‘bastard’s’ in typescript, crossed through, and ‘fellow’s’ substituted in Orwell’s hand; that also is crossed through, and Orwell settled on ‘devil’s’

1559. News Review, 43

1. Sebastopol ] Odessa

2. Stalingrad ] it, however

3. from that of his ] than in Hitler’s

4. Daylight bombing was undertaken by the U.S. Air Force and night bombing by the RAF. This item may refer to a force of one hundred U.S. bombers that attacked industrial plants at Lille on 9 October. According to 2194 Days of War, of the German planes that attempted to intercept this force, a hundred were destroyed or damaged (292). Although northern France was being raided during the day, daylight bombing of Germany was making slow progress. Churchill records that in discussions with General Ira C. Eaker, commander of U.S. Eighth Air Force Bomber Command, in January 1943, Eaker put the case for a daylight programme with forceful ‘earnestness.’ Churchill complained that despite there being 20,000 men and 500 planes in East Anglia ‘not a single bomb had been dropped on Germany.’ However, as Churchill writes, the American plan ‘soon began to pay dividends’ (The Second World War, IV, 608–09; U.S.: The Hinge of Fate, 678–80).

5. This figure was later revised to 56; the RAF lost 23 planes (2194 Days of War, 74).

6. Tientsin ] Pekin

7. and ] within which

1562. War-time Diary

1. The Germans chained some 2,500 Allied prisoners (mainly Canadian) taken at Dieppe because they claimed that British Commandos had chained their German prisoners. The British War Office denied this. Canada then manacled 1,376 German prisoners. On 15 October, the Swiss Red Cross offered to mediate. See Orwell’s (unpublished) letter to The Times, 12 October 1942, 1564. On 18 October, Hitler ordered German troops to shoot all captured Allied Commandos ‘to the last man.’

1564. To the Editor of The Times

1. The style of the date, ‘12th October 1942,’ (Orwell would have typed 12.10.42), the address (with punctuation), and his name (in block capitals) suggests that a BBC secretary typed this letter, though it is not on BBC letterhead. It was among Orwell’s papers at his death. For the chaining of prisoners, see 1562.

1566. To K. K. Ardaschir

1. Ismet Inönü (1884–1973), Prime Minister of Turkey, 1923–24, 1925–37, and 1961–65; President, 1938–50.

1567. To R.R. Desai

1. This was Orwell’s last letter to Aberystwyth; Desai returned to Cambridge where he had been evacuated. This facilitated attempts to arrange for him to listen to Gujarati broadcasts by All-India Radio, monitored by the BBC at Stratton Street, London. Between 13 and 22 October, Miss Blackburn made arrangements with Major Ferguson of the Monitoring Unit for Desai to listen-in. The first appointment was for Sunday, 25 October, and Desai was allowed his fare and a night’s subsistence.

1571. To Eastern Service Director

1. The square brackets are in the original.

2. hope ] think; handwritten amendment of typed note by Rendall

3. Alec Houghton Joyce (see 426, n. 1) was at this time Information Officer, India Office. Orwell had written to him on 12 February 1938 regarding the proposal that he work for the Indian weekly paper the Pioneer; see 426.

4. No reaction is reported on the files traced.

1572. To Sidney Horniblow

1. The style of typing of this letter is quite different from that of Orwell’s regular secretaries and the typewriter fount is much smaller. ‘ED’ has not been identified with certainty, but there was a Miss E. Dunstan, secretary to the Director of Overseas Presentation (T. W. Chalmers) in the Staff List dated 21.8.43.

2. Orwell appears to have had nothing to do with arrangements for ‘In Black and White.’ Much correspondence passed between Bokhari (and Miss Blackburn after he left for India), Miss Alexander of the Copyright Department, and Miss Boughen of Talks Booking regarding the fee to be paid. It had been assumed that the programme was all original material, so a fee of £12.12s would be appropriate. But Bokhari explained on 9 September 1942 that it was a compilation programme, intended to give ‘a fair and accurate impression of the leading newspapers.’ The fee was reduced to £10.10s for the last two programmes. In Bokhari’s absence, it was left to Orwell to end Horniblow’s engagement.

1573. War-time Diary

1. which ] who

2. This is presumably a reference to the mysterious ‘College’ to which Orwell refers from time to time; see 845.

3. The manuscript of ‘Volume III’ of the Diary ends at this point, followed by ‘(continued in Vol. IV).’ The conclusion of this entry and the entries for 7 October and 15 November 1942 are reproduced from the typescript only. The reference to a fourth volume in the manuscript implies that what has just been completed is a third volume. The manuscript opens without a volume heading at 14.3.4 (see 1025); the typescript has as its heading, ‘WAR DIARY (continued).’ There is no indication in either manuscript or typescript that the Diary from 14.2.42 to 15.10.42 is made up of more than a single volume. It looks as if Orwell thought he was here completing a third, not a second, volume. No ‘fourth’ volume has been traced. The volume that continued the manuscript may have completed only the entry at 15.10.42 (as found in the typescript), and those of 17.10.42; see (1583) and 15.11.42 (see (1658).

1576. To Eric Barnard

1. Dr. Eric Barnard (1891–1980; DSO, 1917; CB, 1951) served as Deputy Secretary, Department of Scientific and Industrial Research, 1945–55. He replied to Orwell on 17 October, stating that the Department had no changes it wished to propose. When he wrote, Orwell did not know Barnard’s first name.

1577. To J. C. Drummond

1. Professor Drummond replied on 17 October 1942 that he had already told the Department of Scientific and Industrial Research that the talk was satisfactory as it stood.

1579. News Review, 44

1. There were also disturbances in Denmark. On 11 October the arrival on leave of Danish Nazi volunteers from the Russian front led to protests in Copenhagen. Troops opened fire and eleven people were injured. See 1343, n.1.

2. Draža Mihailović (1893?–1946) led Serbian guerrillas (the Chetniks) against Axis forces in World War II. The Yugoslav government-in-exile promoted him to general and made him Minister of War, but he was opposed by Marshal Tito and his guerrilla forces (the Partisans). Accused of collaborating with the Axis, he was dismissed by King Peter of Yugoslavia, and Allied support was withdrawn. Captured by the Partisans in 1946, he was tried for treason and executed, 17 July, despite world-wide protests, in which Orwell was to join.

3. In Lyons, only 15 of 700 workers selected for shipment to Germany had volunteered, and on 15 October, 3,000 workers struck in protest. On 17 October, a general strike was threatened to protest against German recruitment policy.

4. Some 130,000 Frenchmen were conscripted into the Wehrmacht in the summer of 1942. They were called the malgré-nous, the unwilling soldiers. Most fought on the Russian front. Some 20,000 were killed, 15,000 captured. Most of the latter suffered extreme privation and many died at Camp 188, Tambov, some 300 miles south of Moscow. Survivors were returned to France (mainly to Alsace and Lorraine) in the autumn of 1945, and suffered another year of detention. See Pierre Rigoulet, La Tragédie des Malgré-Nous (Paris, 1990).

5. At night on 11 October 1942, the U.S. Navy caught a Japanese naval force by surprise off Savo Island in the Solomons (the Battle of Cape Esperance). It was claimed at the time that three Japanese cruisers and five destroyers were sunk in half an hour. In fact, Japanese losses were one cruiser and one destroyer; the United States lost one destroyer, as Orwell reports.

1580. News in Bengali, 14

1. This title is an error for the usual ‘Newsletter’; the news proper was prepared and transmitted by a separate division of the Overseas Service. Though generally reliable, the PasBs cannot be depended upon implicitly.

1581. To Martin Armstrong

1. By Inez Holden.

2. on ] ‘on the on’ was typed

3. Armstrong sent his section, Part 4, on 22 October, and on 27 October he sent a revised version, cut to time.

1582. To Stevie Smith

1. Stevie Smith (Florence Margaret Smith, 1902–1971), poet, novelist, essayist, and friend of Orwell, was to have read her own work in ‘Voice,’ 3, 6 October, but did not appear for the broadcast. On 14 October, she sent Orwell poems in proof with a comic-irate note expressing her annoyance that she had not been informed about the broadcast. This is Orwell’s reply; it brought an angry response which said that Orwell was ‘the most persistent liar and these fibs are always coming back to me from other people.’ She also said she had not been given the broadcast date, Orwell had not breathed a word about her reading her own poem, and that she had not given him Holden’s address ‘as she was on the point of leaving.’ Her letter is included in Me Again: Uncollected Writings, edited by Jack Barbera and William McBrien (1981, 284). Their biography, Stevie, was published in 1987, and her Collected Poems, edited by James MacGibbon, in 1975; reprinted, Penguin Twentieth-Century Classics, 1985.

1583. War-time Diary

1. A Tuesday, but 6 June 1944, was the day of the Normandy landings (D-Day).

1584. ‘Answering You,’ 65

1. He was referring to officially sponsored restaurants, often in temporary quarters, which provided a basic hot meal at a very modest price.

2. The transcript is defective here.

1588. To Mr. Nash

1. Not identified.

2. A. Ramaswami Mudaliar (1887–1976; Kt., 1937), onetime Vice-Chancellor of Travancore University, held many posts of responsibility in India, among them: adviser to the Secretary of State for India, 1937–39; Commerce Member, Governor-General’s Executive Council, 1939–42; representative of India at War Cabinet and Pacific War Council in London, 1942–43; member of Viceroy’s Executive Council, 1942–43. He led the Indian delegation to the United Nations Conference in San Francisco in 1945, and to its first General Assembly meeting, 1946.

1592. To Mulk Raj Anand

1. Keidrych Rhys (1914–1987), poet, journalist, and broadcaster, edited a number of volumes of poetry—two of servicemen’s poetry and several of Welsh poetry. His The Van Pool and Other Poems was published in 1942. After the war he directed the Druid Press. See 1989 for his correspondence with Orwell in Tribune about Welsh nationalism.

2. Not identified, but see 1594.

1596. BBC Talks Booking Form, 20.10.42

1. P.I.D. was at the Foreign Office, Bush House, Aldwych.

1597. BBC Talks Booking Form, 20.10.42

1. These forms presumably correct or clarify 1590 and 1591.

1605. BBC Talks Booking Form, 20.10.42

1. The fee was originally set at £8.8s. When Telkar queried this on 27 October, it was raised to £9.9s. He was told on 29 October that the lower fee had been offered because it was mistakenly thought ‘these talks were slightly shorter than the previous ones.’

1606. Story by Five Authors

1. This summary is presumably by Holden. In his letter to E. M. Forster of 30 October 1942 (see 1624), Orwell asks him if he would write a summary of the preceding instalments. See also 1628. Summaries for the second and fourth instalments have not been traced. The summary refers to a ‘plain tinder lighter;’ this is not mentioned in the earlier instalments. The expression ‘Moss takes the gold lighter’ is misleading because Moss put back that lighter, if reluctantly.

1607. Venu Chitale to Eileen Blair

1. Miss Chitale wrote to Eileen Blair at the Ministry of Food, where she worked.

1608. Weekly News Review, 45

1. are each of ] weigh

2. West: Commentaries records that at the time the Ministry of Information was circulating a figure of 18,000 to the press; Vichy announced that the 80,000th man had recently volunteered: ‘Orwell provides his own average’ (171).

3. Karl-Hermann Frank (1898–1946), a leader of the Sudeten German Nazi Party, was, from 1939, Secretary of State to the Protectorate of Bohemia and Moravia. After the assassination of Reinhard Heydrich in 1942, he ordered revenge killings in Czechoslovakia, including the massacre at Lidice (see Orwell’s War-time Diary, 1218, 11.6.42). He was publicly hanged by the Czechs in May 1946.

4. Jan Christiaan Smuts; see 1116, n. 15. He maintained the stance he had adopted after the Boer War at the conclusion of World War I, unsuccessfully arguing at Versailles for moderation towards Germany. He also supported the formation of the League of Nations.

1614. To Henry Treece

1. 3 November was a Tuesday, which tallies with the P.S. to Orwell’s letter; see 1615.

1615. To Henry Treece

1. Stefan Schimanski had edited Kingdom Come: The Magazine of War-Time Oxford with Henry Treece and Alan Rook in 1941; he and Treece edited the annual Transformation, Nos. 1–4, 1943–47. Schimanski edited sections of Orwell’s War-time Diary for World Review, June 1950.

2. The postscript does not appear on the carbon copy. See also 1614.

1623. Story by Five Authors

1. Typescript has ‘say.’

1624. To E. M. Forster

1. The carbon copy shows that a false start was made to this letter. It originally began, ‘Mr. Orwell has asked me to thank’ and then breaks off. Evidently Orwell wanted the letter written as from him. Whether a precise form of letter was dictated is open to question (here and elsewhere).

1625. Weekly News Review in English, 46

1. The Second Battle of El Alamein began on 23 October 1942. (The first had taken place at the beginning of July 1942.)

2. The main body … Britain, but ] British. Passages added or substituted are in italic.

3. This followed the Battle of Santa Cruz, 26–27 October 1942. Though large fleets were engaged, the battle was fought entirely by aircraft, the fleets never coming within range of one another. The United States lost the aircraft carrier Hornet and had several ships seriously damaged. The Americans lost 74 planes; the Japanese, about 100. In the short term this was a success for the Japanese, but the Americans temporarily paralysed Japanese movement by sea and stopped reinforcements for Guadalcanal (2194 Days of War, 303).

4. William Franklin (Frank) Knox (1874–1944) was Secretary of the Navy, 1940–44. He had been one of Theodore Roosevelt’s ‘Rough Riders’ during the Spanish-American War, publisher of the Chicago Daily News, and vice-presidential candidate in 1936.

5. The Alaska Military Highway (later called the Alaska or Alcan Highway), built mostly by U.S. troops, March to September 1942, ran 1,523 miles, from Dawson Creek, B.C., to Fairbanks, Alaska.

6. West: Commentaries notes that in taking the following from The Times of 29 October, Orwell omitted the concluding sentence: ‘Japanese military discipline has been good and no cases reported of white women being molested’ (175, n. 300).

1628. To E. M. Forster

1. It is not clear whether a resumé was written but not broadcast, or not written.

1629. BBC Talks Booking Form, 2.11.42

1. It was only from this point that Mary Blackburn spelt ‘Gujarati’ with an ‘a’ after the ‘j’ and not an ‘e.’ In headings and talks booking forms the correct spelling has been given in this edition.

1630. ‘Voice,’ 4: A Magazine Programme

1. Una Marson (1905–1965), a West Indian poet, was at this time working as West Indian Programme Organiser in the BBC Overseas Service; see 1706.

2. ORWELL: ] GEORGE, written in after ORWELL:

3. ANAND ] SOMEONE

4. READ ] SOMEONE

5. John Steinbeck ] even Gertrude Stein

6. The Burying Ground by the Ties, by Archibald MacLeish. ] manuscript insertion

7. Wm. Empson ] Louis MacNeice; similarly adjusted for next speaker

8. Typescript has ‘Read by: L. MacNeice,’ which is not amended.

9. The ellipses, for indications of omission, are as in the script.

10. Steinbeck ] Jack London

11. or something from James Farrell ] manuscript interlinear insertion

12. The Industrial Workers of the World (Wobblies), a revolutionary industrial union founded in Chicago in 1905, one of the aims of which was the overthrow of capitalism. The main period of its strength was in the years before the United States entered World War I.

13. ANAND ] SOMEONE. There is a large asterisk written against Anand’s name.

14. And surely the best of the early poems is ] Then what about having

15. The ellipses and lines of five periods are as in the original poem. Spaces have been inserted after lines 12 and 72 that were not in the typescript. There are large asterisks in the margin beside lines 98–99 and 110–11, perhaps to ensure that the reader did not miss them. The typescript has ‘And for a hundred indecisions,’ after ‘And yet time for a hundred indecisions.’ This comes at the end of a page of typescript and is probably a false start for the next line. It is not reproduced here.

16. Countee Cullen ] manuscript interlinear insertion

17. James Weldon Johnson (1871–1938), American poet, editor, and lawyer, helped found the National Association for the Advancement of Colored People; his fictional Autobiography of an Ex-Colored Man was published in 1912; his actual autobiography, Along This Way, in 1933. Countee Cullen (1903–1946) was a leading poet of the Harlem Renaissance; his works include Copper Sun (1927), The Ballad of the Brown Girl (1927), The Black Christ and Other Poems (1929), and The Medea and Some Poems (1929). Paul Laurence Dunbar (1872–1906) was of an earlier generation of black poets; his Lyrics of Lowly Life (1896) had an introduction by William Dean Howells. He also wrote four novels.

18. Well there’s Poe … writers out, ] manuscript interlinear insertion

19. ANAND ] SOMEONE. The typescript has a wonderful picture but wonderful has been crossed out.

20. A passage from “White Jacket”, ] From chapter … of “White Jacket”. The passage is from ch. 92, ‘The Last of the Jacket.’ Orwell’s typescript has The thousand for Ten thousand in the second paragraph; the ship’s name, Neversink, is not marked for italicisation in the last paragraph. Some additional hyphenation in the typescript has not been changed; it may have been an aid to delivery. Orwell did not hyphenate the title.

21. With the end of the line … comply with the hint. ] cut from broadcast

22. With the bloody, blind film … cold and calm. ] cut from broadcast

23. At first … my right side. ] cut from broadcast

24. What wild sounds … the Aegean waves. ] cut from broadcast

25. A large asterisk has been written in the margin against this line.

26. Heavily soaked … out of sight. ] cut from broadcast

27. EMPSON ] SOMEONE

28. A very suitable piece ] Much the most suitable thing

29. READ: Again, the best … Dooryard bloom’d”. ] interlinear insertion. Slight styling errors in the titles have been silently corrected.

30. ANAND ]SOMEONE

31. MARSON ] SOMEONE ELSE

32. by Edgar Lee Masters, ] interlinear insertion. Edgar Lee Masters (1869–1950) is remembered particularly for his Spoon River Anthology (1915), which, in free verse, characterises the secret lives of those living in a small Midwest town. Ann Rutledge (1813?–1835) was the daughter of Abraham Lincoln’s landlord in New Salem, Illinois. After her death, an unsubstantiated story of Lincoln’s love for her became the basis for a persistent myth.

33. The name Louis MacNeice followed Read but was crossed through.

1631. To K. K. Ardaschir

1. Despite his reviewing and work at the BBC, as well as his Home Guard duties, Orwell was evidently still active as a smallholder. See his War-time Diary, 1345, 1.8.42, where he records he is making a hen-house.

1633. To L. F. Rushbrook Williams

1. On the same day, Mary Blackburn (on Bokhari’s behalf) wrote to Boswell of Talks Booking explaining payment arrangements for Sir Ramaswami Mudaliar: ‘He is a Cabinet Minister and we understand, therefore, that no Contract is issued, but that a fee is offered, which Sir Ramaswami Mudaliar can either accept or pass on the fee to a charity. Will you kindly arrange this in the usual way. We understand that a fee of twelve guineas would be suitable.’ The fee typed in was ten guineas, but was changed to twelve.

1635. BBC Talks Booking Form, 4.11.42

1. In the space provided to give the series title there is simply a number of dashes. Owing to the problems Treece faced in getting leave to broadcast in a particular programme at a particular time, Orwell was having him record some poems against their future use.

1637. ‘Imaginary Interview: George Orwell and Jonathan Swift’

1. The edition, like the interview itself, seems to be imaginary. A list drawn up after his death shows Orwell possessed ‘SWIFT, J. Miscellanies. 1, 2, 3, 4, 5, 6, 7, 8, 9, 10, 13. 1738–1744,’ and it is probably to this (which is not the first edition; see Swift’s second speech) to which he refers. He also had the Nonesuch, one-volume edition of Gulliver’s Travels and Selected Writings (1944), but that was not given to him until 1946 (by Paul Potts). There were editions of Swift’s works published in 4 vols. (1735), 6 vols. (1738), 8 vols. (1746), 6 vols. (1755), 12 vols. (1755), 9 expanded to 14 vols. (1755–75), 12 expanded to 16 vols. (1755–65), among others. The reference to woodcuts may be no more than a loose reference to printers’ ornaments.

2. old paper ] old paper—that’s an intoxicating smell if you’re fond of books—, TS, but crossed through; om. L

3. I ] L; om. TS

4. vivid picture ] vivid imaginative picture, TS, inserted interlinearly; in my mind’s eye ] crossed through in TS; restored in L

5. and the snuff box … Travels, ] added in L

6. him. ] him. Sometimes I half expect that he’ll step out of the printed page and answer me, TS, but crossed through; om. L

7. Above ‘a true Genius’ is written ‘published in’ in TS, but crossed through. Orwell may have begun to add detail he then thought superfluous, or he may not have been able to check the date conveniently.

8. ‘Genius,’ ‘Dunces,’ ‘Confederacy’: some editions also capitalise ‘World’ and ‘Sign,’ but not ‘Confederacy’

9. So ] preceded by ‘He’s materialised after all! I knew it would happen sooner or later. How do you do, Dr. Swift.’ in TS, but crossed through; om. L

10. Dr. Swift ] interlinear insertion in TS; om. L

11. So you have ] Did you say that you possessed, handwritten substitution in TS; also in L.

12. See n. 1 above.

13. I ] You were lucky I in TS, but crossed through; om. L

14. clergymen-who-thought ] hyphens inserted by hand in TS (as aid in reading to convey correct sense?); om. L

15. with my ] with your, ms. substitution in TS; with ] at in L

16. SWIFT: I am desolated, sir. ] ms. marginal insertion in TS and L

17. other ] ms. insertion in TS and L

18. SWIFT: I am vastly gratified. ] ms. marginal insertion in TS; I am gratified, in L

19. even ] added in L, perhaps following omission of ‘even’ when last sentence was cut (see n. 20).

20. country. ] country. You even preferred Louis XIV’s France, which is almost like preferring Hitler’s Germany today in TS, but crossed through; om. L. This comparison was perhaps not tactful in a broadcast beamed to Africa, where he might be heard in French territories.

21. SWIFT: H’m! ] ms. marginal addition in TS; om. L

22. —wait a moment, I’ve got the book here ] om. L

23. does ] doth in most editions

24. 25. were ] are in most editions

26. wisdom … ] TS, as amended; wisdom. ] L; TS originally had: ‘wisdom. As for yourself (continued the king), who have spent the greatest part of your life in travelling, I am well disposed to hope you may hitherto have escaped many vices of your country. But

27. much ] so much, L

28. ‘The most pernicious’. ] ms. insertion in TS and L

29. No. But I know ] L; TS has ms. insertion, ‘Not at all. But’ and adds ‘I know’ after ‘better than’

30. existed than you ] than an Englishman existed, amended in TS and L

31. Orwell: That’s true. ] marginal ms. interjection in TS, but crossed through; not in L

32. admit ] must admit, TS

33. condemn ] ms. substitution for ‘reduce’ in TS and L

34. slavery ] ms. substitution for ‘the status of slaves’ in TS and L

35. SWIFT: A new thing? ] marginal ms. insertion in TS and L

36. by ] ms. substitution for ‘owing to,’ TS and L

37. predicted ] L; TS has ‘forecast’ (change made to avoid initial rhyme resulting from next alteration?)

38. foresight ] L; ms. substitution for ‘prescience,’ TS

39. Part IV ] editorial emendation; TS and L have ‘Part V,’ but Gulliver’s Travels has only four parts, and it is to Part IV that Orwell refers

40. ‘[quiet]’ is written well above the top line in TS and over ‘observe.’ There are brackets around the first eight words of the speech, indicating that it is these that are to be spoken quietly.

41. Yahoo ] Yahoo (as among us there is generally some leading or principal stag in a park, TS, but crossed through

42. Gulliver’s Travels has ‘feet and posteriors.’

43. ‘licorously’ is written in yellow crayon and is uncertain; originally ‘contempt’ was written in the margin in red crayon, but this was crossed out in yellow.

44. worse ] worse one, L (printing error?)

45. We shall have to leave out that bit. ] lightly crossed out in TS. and later restored. It appears in L, followed by ‘SWIFT: Thank you, Dr. Bowdler.’ In TS, Swift originally said: ‘But how far this might be applicable to our courts, and favourites, and ministers of state, my master said I could best determine.’ This is amended in TS by a ms. insertion, ‘continued one Gentleman’ after ‘courts,’ but this, with the whole passage, is crossed out, and does not appear in L. It may have struck Orwell or his producer that to continue quoting after stating a passage had been omitted could confuse the listener. The passage might have been cut on grounds of taste, however. It reads: ‘and discharge their excrements upon him from head to foot’ (chap VII). Seen. 51 for another interpolation referring to Dr. Bowdler.

46. round me ] all round me, TS, but ‘all’ is heavily crossed through with what looks like an arrowhead directing the reader to the next line; ‘all’ om. L

47. In London two hundred years ago ] two hundred years ago in London, or in any other city, for that matter, TS, which marks transposition of ‘in London’ and crosses out last eight words; similarly amended in L

48. after dinner … Yahoos ] after dinner on summer evenings is now a wilderness of bricks and mortar,’ TS, but ‘after dinner’ crossed through, ‘warren’ substituted for ‘wilderness.’ Full point after ‘mortar’ changed to comma and ‘for the kenneling° of Yahoos’ added in ms. L restores ‘after dinner’ but otherwise follows amendments (as given in this edition), allowing for Orwell’s second thoughts.

49. safer, more orderly ] safer and more orderly, amended in TS; L

50. TS duplicates ‘to.’

51. Dressing Room ] L; ‘Bed-Chamber,’ TS. The correct title is ‘The Lady’s Dressing Room.’ A blank line is left after SWIFT, TS; L has passage reproduced here, including the reference to Bowdler, presumably what was read. ‘Strephon,’ ‘Betty,’ and ‘inventory’ are italicised in the 1766 edition.

52. ORWELL: Unfortunately … would you sign ] That’s the one. But would you sign,’ TS; L reads as reproduced here. The ‘inventory’ thought unsuitable begins, ‘And, first a dirty smock appeared / Beneath the arm-pits well besmeared …’and describes in disgusting detail what underlies a lady of fashion’s toilette when she, in Society, ‘all her glory shows.’

53. for instance ] added in L

54. ‘[gentle]’ is added in manuscript margin of TS, to be applied to ‘your daily newspapers.’ TS has ‘in your,’ but ‘in’ is crossed through.

55. looked in … coffee shops ] L; looked in at the Savoy Grill and at some of your fashionable clubs in Pall Mall, TS, but amended

56. parodied. ] followed in TS by Even many of the cant phrases were still the same.; om. L

57. had ] has, altered in TS and L

58. its earthy ] the earthy, altered in TS; L has ‘its earthly,’ a printer’s error

59. quality ] quality it once had, TS, but crossed through; om. L

60. This speech, the next two speeches, and the first sentence of Swift’s next speech are crossed through in TS, om. L. The cut was probably made to save transmission time—hardly a result of censorship.

61. and ] L; om. TS

62. ‘an evidence’: OED, 7 gives ‘One who furnishes testimony or proof; a witness’; also as ‘an evidencer’ (the form given in West: Broadcasts, 116). OED also gives an example contemporaneous with Swift from The Gentleman’s Magazine, 1731: ‘The Lady Lawley was sentenced to be imprisoned one month for spiriting away an evidence.’

63. From here to the end of Swift’s speech there is a line in the margin down the side of the text; in yellow crayon is a word that appears to be ‘grad’—perhaps indicating a gradual fading of the voice level (typed as instruction at the end of the speech).

64. shall I be ever able ] L; TS omits I

65. ever be able ] TS, L; should read ‘be ever able’ as at n. 64

66. come ] TS, L; most editions have ‘appear’

67. The TS text and West: Broadcasts conclude here. The last five lines of TS are squeezed into the small available space. L adds the final three lines given in this edition, but they may not have been broadcast.

1638. Story by Five Authors

1. A.R.P., Air Raid Precautions, was the title used for the service manned by air raid wardens and other air raid workers. The A.F.S. was the Auxiliary Fire Service.

1639. To Norman Marshall

1. Norman Marshall (1901–1980; CBE, 1975), play producer, was responsible for many successful West End presentations, including Victoria Regina (1937), Of Mice and Men (1939), The Petrified Forest (1942), Uncle Vanya (1943). After serving in the army, 1940–42, he was Head of Drama for Associated-Rediffusion Television, 1955–59, and Chairman, British Council’s Advisory Committee on Drama, 1961–68.

2. ‘Social’ was typed as ‘spcial’.

3. Many months later, the Sahnis wrote to Orwell to express their sympathy following the death of Eileen Blair in March 1945. In that letter they tell Orwell that they are touring Indian villages presenting plays. Balraj Sahni was a colleague of Orwell’s in the Indian Section; his wife, Damyanti, had worked at the Shakespeare Memorial Theatre; see 861, n. 1.

1641. Weekly News Review, 47

1. Halfiya Pass and Sollum.

2. Liddell Hart summed up the result of El Alamein and its immediate aftermath: ‘The Eighth Army, besides killing several thousand, had captured some 10,000 Germans and over 20,000 Italians … together with some 450 tanks and over 1,000 guns.’ Only some 5,000 Germans and 2,500 Italians escaped, with 21 tanks and a little more than 100 guns. Of Rommel’s most senior officers, General von Stumme died of a heart attack after his armoured car was hit, and the commander of the Afrika Corps, General Ritter von Thoma (who had commanded the German tanks in the Spanish civil war), was captured. The Eighth Army suffered 13,500 casualties (History of the Second World War, 312, 317, 320; U.S.: 299, 301, 305, 307).

3. This was as far east into the Caucasus as the Wehrmacht under General Field Marshal Ewald von Kleist penetrated. His men failed to take either Grozny or Ordzhonikidze and by the end of 1942 he was directing a retreat. Kleist (1881–1954), dismissed by Hitler in 1944, was captured by British troops in 1945 and tried by the Yugoslavs for war crimes. He was released in 1949 and handed over to the Russians, who imprisoned him for war crimes. He died in captivity. Although the Germans failed to take Grozny in 1942, it fell to the Russians in 1995 after Chechenya declared its independence of the Russian Federation.

1643. To Leonard Moore

1. Modern Essays, 1939–1941, edited by A. F. Scott, was published by Macmillan in July 1942; reprinted in Scholar’s Library series, 1944. The essay was included in a section entitled ‘Life and Letters.’

1645. From Laurence Brander to L. F. Rushbrook Williams

1. J. H. Davenport attended Eastern Service meetings and sometimes reported on Brander’s behalf.

2. Operation Torch, the Allied invasion of Morocco and Algeria, began on 8 November 1942.

1646. BBC Talks Booking Form, 10.11.42

1. The form may have been restrospective because it had been overlooked, but it is possible that, in the light of Brander’s comments on the need for relevancy (see 1645), this topical talk was hastily arranged. PasB states that Kimche gave a ‘Talk on French North Africa’ and he was announced as ‘Military Correspondent of the London Evening Standard.’ See also 1651. Jon Kimche had worked as an assistant, with Orwell, at Booklovers’ Corner in Hampstead, 1934–35; see 212, n. 8.

1647. To R. R. Desai

1. Saturday, 14 November 1942.

1648. To R.R. Desai

1. Desai did not record these announcements, and Mary Blackburn wrote to him on 17 November 1942 asking him whether he would be prepared to record them on 23 November.

1649. To the Officer Commanding E Battery, RMA

1. Royal Military Academy.

1650. Extract from Minutes of Eastern Service Meeting

1. Ahmed Ali was BBC Listener Research Director, New Delhi, 1942–45; see 1103, n. 3.

1651. BBC Talks Booking Form, 11.11.42

1. The fee was to be the ‘usual’ one-9 guineas (£9.9s)—but was altered to ‘Special fee,’ and 9½ guineas (£9.19s.6d) was paid.

2. These forms originating from ‘Eric Blair’ were most probably typed by a secretary, perhaps Mary Blackburn. That Orwell did not himself type them is almost certainly indicated by the hyphenated forms of ‘to-day’ and ‘to-morrow’; he preferred the unhyphenated forms.

1654. To Leonard Moore

1. In a letter Inez Holden wrote to Ian Angus, 21 May 1967 (see here), she said she supposed Gollancz turned down Orwell’s diary because he was afraid of offending people. See also 1326, n. 1 and here.

1658. War-time Diary

1. Following the attack launched at El Alamein on 23 October 1942, the Eighth Army cleared Egypt by 11 November 1942; Tobruk, in Libya, was retaken on 12 November. Allied forces landed in Morocco and Algeria on 8 November, and by 12 November were close to the western Tunisian border. Final victory in North Africa, however, was not to come until mid-May 1943.

1660. To T. S. Eliot

1. This, the final section of The Waste Land (1922), concludes with a quotation from the Brihadaranyaka, Upanishad, 5.1: ‘Datta. Dayadhvam. Damyata’ (for which Eliot provides a translation: ‘Give, sympathise, control’) and the thrice-repeated ‘Shantih.’

1661. To Norman Marshall

1. I understand … let me know. ] crossed through (by Nancy Parratt?)

2. Against each question a figure has been lightly written: 41 for the first; for the others, 85, 15, 47, 12, 7, 10, 10, 10. These are, presumably, timings, but if they are minutes, which seems likely, they allow far too much time; if seconds, far too little.

1663. Memoranda on News Commentaries in English for Malaya

1. E. Rowan Davies is shown on a typed staff list of the ‘Empire Department Eastern Service,’ probably dated 27 November 1941 (File R13/154/2A) as a Transcription Assistant in the same section as Orwell. In the Staff List dated 21.8.43 he was shown as School Broadcasting Manager in the Home Division.

2. Presumably a News Commentary; see 1669.

3. Probably Mrs. H. C. Lee, who wrote and read the first seven News Commentaries in English broadcast to occupied Malaya; see 1669.

1664. To Desmond Hawkins

1. Typed as ‘Kapler’ but corrected in ink on top copy. The ‘e’ looks more like Nancy Parratt’s than Orwell’s.

1665. To E. M. Forster

1. Reviewed by Orwell, in Horizon, January 1943; see 1791.

2. One of the books that Orwell had sent Forster to provide material for his monthly broadcasts on recent books; see 1561 and 1600. The books were needed by the BBC’s library.

1666. To V. E. Yarsley

1. Dr. V. E. Yarsley (1901–) was engaged in developing non-flammable cine film. He had held a Research Fellowship in Germany and on returning to England was for many years a consulting chemist specialising in plastics. With E. G. Couzens, he wrote Plastics for Penguin Books. Orwell gives a more detailed account of his life in his memorandum to Anthony Weymouth, 7 December 1942; see 1724. See also 1725, for Norman Collins’s reaction to this booking.

1667. To A. R. Bell, Programme Accounts

1. Dame Myra Hess (1890–1965), distinguished and much-loved concert pianist. When most of the National Gallery’s pictures were removed to Wales for safety during the war, she organised a long-running series of lunch-hour concerts. She can be seen playing in one such concert in the film Listen to Britain (1942).

2. Rushbrook Williams had written to Dame Myra on 7 November confirming arrangements for this programme. He expressed gratitude to her for sparing the time and told her, ‘I know [the programme] will be listened to in India with the greatest appreciation and interest.’

1668. Background of French Morocco

1. For Jacques Doriot, see 662, n. 4. Gringoire and Candide had circulations in the 1930s of over 600,000 and 350,000 respectively. They were described by Eugen Weber as virulent, right-wing publications, anti-semitic and sympathetic to Mussolini (The Hollow Years, see here and here). See also 1913.

2. On 4 December, Tribune published a letter from Cecily Mackworth arguing that Morocco should be treated no differently from France’s other possessions in Africa and that the French had ‘a better chance of bringing peace and prosperity to Morocco than the impersonal government of the United Nations.’ Compare 1702.

1669. News Commentary in English for Malaya, 8

1. Sir Richard Olof Winstedt (1878–1966) rose from an inspector of schools in Perak state in 1902 to the post of Director of Education for what is now Malaysia and Singapore. He was very successful in improving vernacular education, though he was criticised for showing little enthusiasm for educating Malays to participate in management and government. He was an authority and published much on Malay language and history. He retired in 1935 and from 1937 to 1947 was Reader in Malay at the University of London.

2. For a short account of this diary, with illustrations, see P. Davison, ‘Bangkok Days: Orwell and the Prisoner’s Diary,’ Manuscripts, XLI, No. 4 (Fall 1989), 303–10. The diary was deposited in the Imperial War Museum in 1992.

3. ‘George Orwell—Dark Side Out,’ Cornhill, Summer 1953, 450–70.

1670. Review of The British Way in Warfare by B. H. Liddell Hart

1. Karl von Clausewitz (1780–1831), Prussian general and director of the War College, Berlin, 1818–30, set out the doctrine of total war in his famous Vom Kriege (On War) (3 vols., 1833).

2. Sir Henry Wilson (1864–1922), Field Marshal, was Chief of the Imperial General Staff and, in the final stages of World War I, principal military adviser to Prime Minister Lloyd George. As Director of Military Operations at the War Office, 1910–14, he advocated supporting France in a war against Germany. He was closely associated with Marshal Foch personally and militarily.

3. Passchendaele was the scene of particularly bloody and futile infantry fighting on the Ypres sector of the Western Front. The British suffered heavy casualties, 31 July to 4 November 1917, advancing through torrential rain on a fifteen-mile front. After more than three months of fighting, the small town of Passchendaele was taken. The Germans recovered the whole area in the spring offensive of 1918. The Belgians finally reoccupied Passchendaele in September 1918. The ‘mud of Passchendaele’ became symbolic for the British of the futility of war and of the fighting on the Western Front in particular, as did Verdun for the French.

1671. News Commentary, 48

1. Operation Torch, the landing of Allied forces in Morocco and Algeria on 8 November 1942.

2. British paratroops engaged German forces in Tunisia on 17 November 1942.

3. The naval Battle of Guadalcanal, 12–15 November 1942, involved large U.S. and Japanese fleets and some 270 American and 215 Japanese aircraft. The United States lost the light cruisers Atlanta and Juneau and seven destroyers; the Japanese lost the battleships Hiei and Kirishima, the heavy cruiser Kinugasa, two destroyers, and seven of eleven transports carrying 10,000 reinforcements for Guadalcanal. Only about 4,000 men were landed (2194 Days of War, 313).

4. The Germans marched into Unoccupied France on 11 November 1942. Pétain broadcast a protest that night, and a week later Pierre Laval was given absolute power.

5. are evidently entering ] will probably enter

6. They ] It

1685. BBC Talks Booking Form, 24.11.42

1. The listening-in was cancelled, and, more important, Desai was to recast Newsletters 43 and 44, as a ‘trial run.’ Thereafter he composed and read the Gujarati Newsletters, and these are no longer included here. For Orwell’s guidance of Desai, see his letter of 19 December 1942, see 1753.

1694. To Herbert Read

1. ‘Voice,’ 5, in which Read was to participate, was broadcast on Tuesday, 1 December 1942.

1696. To Stevie Smith

1. The meaning of this paragraph is unclear. A special Christmas number of VOICE was broadcast on 29 December (1778); see also 1786.

1698. Weekly News Review, 49

1. On 22–23 November, a Russian pincer movement closed at Kalach, trapping more than a quarter of a million German soldiers and five Romanian divisions. Although the German commander, von Paulus, was promised air support, this proved impracticable. Friedrich von Paulus (1890–1957), Commander-in-Chief of the Sixth Army, was created General Field Marshal the day before surrendering his wretched surviving troops on 31 January 1943.

2. German ] typed as German’s

3. The German SS took over Toulon naval base on 27 November 1942. Admiral Jean de Laborde ordered the French fleet to be scuttled, and two battleships, a battle-cruiser, seven cruisers, 29 destroyers, two submarines, and other ships were sunk; four submarines escaped (2194 Days of War, 319).

4. This passage was added in manuscript by Orwell, but then crossed through. It was presumably added not long before the news review was transmitted. It was then replaced by ‘Addition to News Review,’ see n. 5.

5. This addition replaces the shorter account of this incident added in Orwell’s hand above but crossed through (see n. 4). From the timings it must have been spoken at the end of the broadcast although it is marked with an ‘A’ in Orwell’s hand as if it were to be an insert. The last timing marked is 11 minutes 37 seconds. The timing of the whole broadcast is given as 12 minutes 15 seconds, and this addition would roughly account for that additional 38 seconds.

1700. To Miss McCallum

1. Miss McCallum was Warden of the Victoria League Club, which was run especially for servicemen from overseas. Orwell, in his notes to Anthony Weymouth on ‘Speakers for Week 51,’ 7 December 1942, stated that ‘many Indians serving in the forces in England go there regularly when on leave’; see 1724.

2. In ‘Speakers for Week 51’ Orwell describes Lady Peel as the wife of Sir William Peel, onetime Governor of Hong Kong; she was ‘one of the oldest commandants and workers of the Victoria League Club,’ organising three midday shifts of meals each week.

1702. In the Darlan Country

1. Je Suis Partout: an extreme right-wing journal with a circulation of some 60,000 copies, xenophobic and anti-semitic. See 1668, for Gringoire and Candide.

1706. ‘Voice,’ 5: A Magazine Programme

1. Orwell’s father had been a sub-deputy agent in the Opium Department of the Indian Civil Service.

1707. To E. W. D. Boughen, Talks Bookings

1. This appears to be the first communication typed for Orwell by his new secretary, Winifred Bedwell. 1 December was a Tuesday, so she evidently overlapped with Nancy Parratt for about two weeks. Many letters do not have the initials of either, but Miss Bedwell did not indent paragraphs, whereas Miss Parratt did. The last letter that can be identified as Miss Parratt’s is dated [Monday], 14 December 1942, though she typed and signed a memorandum of 21 December (see 1758). Miss Bedwell typed her last letter for Orwell on Friday, 23 July 1943. Miss Parratt, who left to join the WRNS, wrote to Orwell just before he died; see 3713.

1709. BBC Talks Booking Form, 1.12.42

1. ‘small’ was inserted in manuscript by Mary Blackburn, and underlined.

1710. To T. S. Eliot

1. There is no third set of initials for the reference; the typing suggests the work is not that of a trained typist.

2. Orwell’s diffident response to this programme is akin to his reaction to the performance of his Charles II (155).

1711. To George Woodcock

1. September–October 1942 issue; see 1270.

2. ‘Voice,’ 2, broadcast 8 September 1942.

3. ‘Of course … some kind’ is underlined (by Orwell?) and there is an exclamation mark in the margin.

4. See BBC Talks Booking Form, 7 September 1942, 1461.

5. Mulk Raj Anand had helped put together ‘Voice,’ 2; see 1449.

6. Published as Talking to India, edited by George Orwell, in 1943.

1712. To Edmund Blunden

1. The original of this letter has been annotated by Edmund Blunden. Above the BBC letterhead address is written ‘6.15 Wed. 16th meet L.B. at Reform Club. Write I.R. B.B.C. Fridays to India, &? Jan. 8 for me.’ L. B. would be Laurence Brander; I. R. has not been identified. In the left margin are the proposed dates for the talks with, against the fourth, ‘before Christmas’—the day the talk was to be broadcast—‘—fix a day.’ In the right margin are the initials or names of those who might speak. For the first four talks these are EMF, G.S., EB. and D.N.S.—the initials of those given in Orwell’s memorandum to Miss Playle on 21 December; see 1758. The fifth and sixth talks presented problems, and were given by Orwell and W. J. Turner, whose names were written in by Blunden. For the fifth he had crossed out H. M. Tomlinson and what is probably intended for E. W. Gillett (the ‘W’ is unclear), Professor of English, Raffles College, Singapore, 1927–32, literary editor and broadcaster; and, for the final talk, TSE, W. de la Mare, and la Billière were crossed out.

1713. Venu Chitale to Sarup Mukerjee

1. This is a little confused. The correct title is Mālatī Mādhava; ‘in Bhavabhuti’ reads as if this were a language, but it is the dramatist’s name. Bhavabhūti lived in the eighth century and was an outstanding Sanskrit writer. Only an excerpt of this ten-act domestic drama must have been given. see 1742.

1715. ‘The End of Henry Miller’

1. The Colossus of Maroussi.

2. Orwell reviewed Tropic of Cancer on 14 November 1935 (see 263) and Black Spring on 24 September 1936 (see 325). See also his letter to Henry Miller, 26–27 August 1936, 323. The first section of ‘Inside the Whale’ (see 600) is largely devoted to Miller’s work.

3. Although the first part of the trilogy, Sexus, appeared in 1949, Plexus and Nexus, were not published until 1953 and 1960, some years after Orwell’s death.

1717. To T. S. Eliot

1. It was published as No. 3 in the B.B.C. Pamphlets series as Landmarks in American Literature, Oxford University Press, Bombay, 29 October 1946.

1720. Bengali Newsletter, 21

1. Ahmed Ali was Listener Research Director in the BBC New Delhi Office, 1942–45. See 1103, n. 3.

2. These were young Indians sent to Britain for technical training (and are to be distinguished from young British conscripts, also called ‘Bevin Boys’ who were conscripted to serve in British coal mines instead of serving in the armed forces; see 949, n. 2).

1721. To Edmund Blunden

1. Eliot declined; see Orwell to Blunden, 10 December 1942, 1727.

1723. To Noel Sircar

1. This was the feature ‘Profile,’ devoted to someone currently in the news.

1724. Memorandum to Anthony Weymouth, Talks Assistant, Eastern Service

1. The Langham Hotel faces Broadcasting House and it served as offices for the BBC until its restoration as a hotel in the late 1980s.

2. The Eastern Service Director (L. F. Rushbrook Williams); Indian Programme Organizer (Z. A. Bokhari); Empire Talks Manager (Norman Collins). For Anthony Weymouth, see 635, n. 2.

3. Dr. Malcolm Sargent (1895–1967; Kt., 1947) was a distinguished and popular orchestral conductor with a gift for discussing musical and general issues on radio. He trained as an organist and led many choral societies in the thirties and forties, was conductor of the Liverpool Philharmonic Orchestra, 1942–48, and chief conductor of the BBC Symphony Orchestra, 1950–57. Leslie Howard (1893–1943), actor, film star (Ashley Wilkes in Gone With the Wind, Professor Higgins in Pygmalion), and film director (Pimpernel Smith and The First of the Few, in both of which he starred). He was killed when the civil plane in which he was travelling from Portugal to Ireland was shot down by the Germans over the Bay of Biscay. For C. E. M. Joad, philosopher and writer, see 497, n. 4.

4. Captain Frederick John Bellenger (1894–1968), Labour M.P. for Bassetlaw, Nottingham, from 1935, had served in the army, 1914–19, and was evacuated from Dunkirk in 1940. In the Labour government, he was Under-Secretary, then Secretary of State for War, 1945–47.

5. Frederick Grinke (1911–1987), Canadian concert violinist and Professor of Violin, Royal Academy of Music, London. He led the Boyd Neel Orchestra for ten years and then pursued a distinguished career as a soloist.

1725. Norman Collins, Empire Talks Manager, to L. F. Rushbrook Williams, Eastern Service Director

1. For Orwell’s letter to Yarsley, see 1666.

1727. To Edmund Blunden

1. ‘ES’ presumably stands for Eastern Service, replacing ‘PP,’ for Portland Place. It is also used by Nancy Parratt.

1728. To E. C. Bowyer

1. Bowyer replied on 12 December saying that he was willing to be included in this series. At the foot of the letter Orwell wrote, in pencil, ‘Answered. File’ and, in ink, ‘P.T.O.’ On the verso he wrote, in ink, ‘Dear Mr Bannan, Many thanks for your letter’; in pencil, he then crossed out ‘Bannan’ and wrote ‘Bowyer’ above it. The whole draft is crossed through in pencil.

1729. Confidential Memorandum to E. W. D. Boughen, Talks Bookings

1. The broadcast was to have been made on 3 December. The Programme Contracts Director wrote to Anand on 11 December explaining the position. He offered a fee of five, instead of eight, guineas. However, since eight guineas had already been paid, it was suggested that three guineas be deducted from his next fee, which would be for ‘A Day in My Life,’ to be broadcast on 18 December.

1732. To Norman Marshall

1. Orwell probably refers to a pre-London production of Robert Sherwood’s The Petrified Forest, which Marshall produced at the Globe Theatre, London, 16 December 1942, with Constance Cummings and Owen Nares.

1734. English News Commentary, 51

1. to ] the in typescript

2. George Catroux (1879–1969), for a short time in 1956 Governor-General of Algeria, also served as French ambassador to the Soviet Union.

3. Cordell Hull (see 908, n. 3) was the U.S. Secretary of State at this time.

4. The USS New Jersey, 57,450 tonnes; served in the Pacific (and in the Mediterranean, off Lebanon, 1983–84).

5. John Joseph Curtin (1885–1945), leader of the Australian Labour Party, 1934–45, and Prime Minister and Minister of Defence, 1941–45.

6. Italic in the original – not an insertion.

1738. To E. M. Forster

1. Not traced.

1739. To E. M. Forster

1. Reply paid up to nine old pence.

1740. BBC Talks Booking Form, 14.12.42

1. ‘on advice from E. Blair’ was added in Mary Blackburn’s hand. Venu Chitale, in her monthly preview of forthcoming programmes, said, on 22 December 1942: ‘These talks are going to be about the set books in the English literature B.A. series at Calcutta University. We chose Calcutta University because we thought that would be helpful to the biggest number of students but some of the books in the series also appear in the B.A. course at Lahore and other Indian universities.’ Combined with the publication of some of these talks by Oxford University Press in India, these broadcasts are an early example of ‘distance teaching’ as developed by the Open University more than twenty-five years later.

1741. BBC Talks Booking Form, 14.12.42

1. Changed to 23 December; see 1739.

1742. BBC Talks Booking Form, 15.12.42

1. In her programme preview broadcast on 22 December 1942, Venu Chitale said: ‘Talking about plays there is another one scheduled for Tuesday, January 12th. It is an “Indian Play” … “Malati and Madhav°” by Bhavbhuti° of the 8th century. I must say it was a bit of a job too, to condense a 10 act Sanskrit play into a 13-minute radio feature. The cast consists of actors from the BBC Repertory and some Indian artists in this country. Some of the music was specially recorded for this feature. This is the first Indian play ever produced on the BBC in English for Indian listeners. It will be a regular 4-weekly programme, so look out for “Indian Play” every fourth Tuesday.’

1743. To Edmund Blunden

1. Walter J. Turner (1889–1946), poet, novelist, and music critic, had been drama critic of the London Mercury, 1919–23, and literary editor of the Daily Herald, 1920–23, and of The Spectator, 1942–46. He was also editor of the series, Britain in Pictures, from 1941, to which he contributed English Music (1941), and Orwell contributed The English People (1947), see 2475.

2. This is an indication of Orwell’s work schedule; but that Tuesdays in all weeks were free for work cannot be assumed. The two-day Christmas holiday may have restricted days available for work. One shilling was prepaid for a reply to the telegram.

1744. For Z. A. Bokhari to P. Chatterjee

1. ‘ED’ is possibly Miss E. Dunstan, who signed talks booking forms for Sircar (see 1750) and for Desai (see 1754). She is listed as secretary to the Overseas Presentation Director, Staff List, 21.8.43.

2. Chatterjee took over from Das Gupta on 6 February 1943 and evidently prepared the Newsletters without benefit of an English version written by Orwell, at least from the spring of 1943; see Orwell’s letter to him of 23 March 1943, 1967. He was commissioned in the Indian Army in August 1943, and Dr. H. C. Mukerji took over; in December 1943, Das Gupta was back. See also 858, n. 2 and 2269, n. 1.

3. The initials only approximate roughly to Mary Blackburn’s full signature, but the follow-up letter of 28 December 1942 is clearly initialled by her.

1746. To C. K. Ogden

1. Charles Kay Ogden (1889–1957), psychologist and teacher, developed Basic English in the 1920s (in part as a result of discussions with I. A. Richards) and published several books setting out the system. Churchill formed a Cabinet Committee on Basic English in 1943, and in June 1946 Ogden assigned his copyright to the Crown for £23,000. A Basic English Foundation was established by the Ministry of Education in 1947.

2. Ogden asked if there had been any response to Leonora Lockhart’s talk broadcast on 2 October 1942 (see Orwell’s letter to her, 18 August 1942, 1393). He also asked if Orwell had been in touch ‘with Paxton, who has been using Basic for the Arab educational talks’ and whether Orwell had seen a report on Basic by the British Association in The Advancement of Science, October 1942, 256–57. On 17 December Ogden replied at length to Orwell’s report of discouragement and opposition. He outlined the problem of introducing something new and asked for specific details of the sort of opposition Orwell had experienced.

3. The carbon copy is signed ‘Geo. Orwell’ but the signature may not be Orwell’s.

1751. English News Commentary, 52

1. West: Commentaries points out that this was the third such raid, 186, 188, ns. 321, 330.

2. was ] has been

3. was cut off included ] is cut off includes

4. expect ] except in typescript

5. defeat ] encirclement

6. Orwell may have had in mind the attempt to take 1,000 Jewish children from Vichy France. On 6 November 1942 the Secretary of State for the Colonies, Lord Cranborne, was told by the British High Commissioner for Palestine and Transjordan that 1,000 children would be admitted. The German occupation of Vichy France on 11 November put a stop to this rescue attempt.

1754. BBC Talks Booking Form, 19.12.42

1. The original contract was issued on 24 November 1942 (see 1685). Desai’s fee was raised and he was informed of this in a separate letter from the Programme Contracts Director on 21 December 1942. No further booking forms will be reproduced for this series, because Orwell was no longer directly involved. Desai unwittingly failed to leave a typed copy of the English script, and he was informed by Mary Blackburn on 30 December of the proper procedure for censorship and production of typescripts: ‘I have noticed that as there was no time to make a typed copy of your Gujarati Newsletter, your script in your own handwriting was submitted for censorship. I’m afraid this is quite contrary to the Corporation’s practice, and except in very rare cases all scripts are typed before they are handed to the censors. I shall be glad if you will kindly help us in this matter in future, either by leaving a copy of your script at the Reception Desk at 200 Oxford St. on Sunday nights so that we can get it typed first thing on Monday mornings, or, if that is not convenient to you, could you come in soon after 9 o’clock on Monday mornings and dictate the English version of your script to a secretary, who will take it down straight on to the typewriter? If you will be kind enough to send me a line, saying which of these suggested arrangements will suit you best, I will make the appropriate arrangements at this end.’

1756. To T.R.G. Lyell

1. Orwell’s letter was the first of three invitations to Professor Lyell which were made within a few days of one another from different directions within the BBC. Only one came to immediate fruition, but one that did not gives important details of attitudes to the Japanese at the time and the lengthy saga illuminates what went on behind the scenes when new speakers were recruited. On 23 December, Edgar Blatt, the Transcription Manager, recommended Lyell to Hilton Brown of the Home Talks Service. Brown met Lyell and on 4 January 1943 and sent the following proposal to G. R. Barnes, Director of Talks for the Home Service, who passed it to H. R. Cummings, the Deputy Foreign Adviser:

I had a long talk with Professor Lyell on Friday, 1st January. I am of the opinion he could give us an excellent 9.20 [talk] on “Young Japan”. It would not, however, proceed on the popular lines of abusing or belittling the young Japanese—quite the contrary. The rough outline would be … the young Japanese student (comment on the extraordinary spread of education in Japan) is an excellent chap in himself, (anecdotes about the rugger matches etc.), but they are all extraordinarily young, childish and unbalanced for their age and they have the intense emotionalism of all Eastern peoples. This childishness and emotionalism is systematically played upon by the militarist authorities as soon as the men join the army, whether from the student class at ages 25–27 or from the peasant class at 21. Brutality is systematically inculcated and stimulated with alcohol, drugs, etc., none of which the Japanese youth can “take”.

Professor Lyell is, however, convinced that while young Japan has a real veneration for the figure of the Emperor, they could easily be made to see the truth about these brutal militarist autocrats and would, in the end, gladly turn against them. There is nothing, fortunately, like the Hitler Jugend in Japan and the brutality is purely a matter of their military service.

All this would be brought out by anecdote and illustration from Professor Lyell’s experiences rather than laid down as statements of fact. The moral of the whole thing would be, not that the Japanese is a miserable creature who must be crushed or exterminated, but the much better and more encouraging one that young Japan has good stuff in it and if it could be freed with its own consent from those who are at present leading it astray, we might find it an associate well worth having when peace comes.

Cummings replied on 6 January to say that the proposal did not strike him as very timely but he ‘thought it well to consult the Foreign Office’ and it confirmed his doubts:

They say it is not quite the picture to be given at the moment—complicated, as you know, by the atrocity and shackling questions. It might be a little misleading to the general listener, for whom it is more important to rub in the fact that Japan is a very formidable enemy which must be crushed. There is no hope whatever from the young Japanese, or any other Japanese, so long as the war lasts. When Japan is beaten, or on the point of being beaten, then it might be useful to hear Professor Lyell’s view that it is possible to hope for something from the young generation.

Hilton Brown wrote to Lyell on 7 January regretting his proposed talk could not be broadcast. That very day, Rushbrook Williams circulated a memorandum saying that the Ministry of Information, in consultation with P.W.E., ‘have decided that it would serve the ends of H.M.G.’s policy if the anniversary of the Tokyo Military Rebellion of 1936 were well “played up” on February 26th.’ The theme was to be that this was the moment when ‘dangerous thoughts’ gave way to ‘danegrous° Actions’ and when ‘the “New Structure” idea, which led to the present war, first came into practical operation.’ Two names were proposed of people who had been in Tokyo at the time: Lyell of the Reference Section, Ministry of Information and Vere Redman of the Ministry’s Far East Section. The talk was organised by Anthony Weymouth, Talks Producer for the Overseas Service, and Lyell was invited to speak in a letter dated 12 January 1943. A talks booking form was issued on 15 January, and the talk was broadcast in the Overseas Eastern Service on 26 February; Lyell was paid £12.12s.

1757. To George Bernard Shaw

1. George Bernard Shaw (1856–1950); a biographical note to the BBC pamphlet Books and Authors (1946) simply gives his date of birth and states that he ‘is thus 90 years old this year.’

2. Shaw replied on 26 December. He did not wish any of the first act of Arms and the Man broadcast and suggested instead the passage when Raina and Bluntschli are alone together for the first time after his return, from ‘You look ever so much nicer than when we last met’ to ‘I wish I had never met you,’ prefaced by an outline of the story to that point in the play. Orwell, on 15 January 1942, accepted this arrangement; see 1824. Shaw would have much preferred passages from his prose works, or Caesar’s first soliloquy or the prologue to Caesar and Cleopatra, or the Devil’s speech on death from Act III of Man and Superman; the dialogue of Arms and the Man had no particular literary pretensions, whereas the passages he suggested were deliberately rhetorical. Orwell was, of course, tied to the Calcutta University syllabus.

1761. BBC Talks Booking Form, 22.12.42

1. On 14 December, Bokhari sent Orwell a memorandum from India in which he said that the Eastern Service Director had agreed that Sir Aziz-ul-Huque’s monthly talks should be given this title instead of ‘Indians in Great Britain.’ Orwell’s office was asked to see that ‘this information reaches the usual Publicity people in time.’

1765. To Edmund Blunden

1. David Nichol Smith (1875–1962), distinguished editor and scholar. His books include Eighteenth Century° Essays on Shakespeare (1903), The Oxford Book of Eighteenth-century Verse (1926), Some Observations on Eighteenth-century Poetry (1937), The Poems of Samuel Johnson (with E. L. McAdam) (1941), and John Dryden (1950).

1771. English News Commentary, 53

1. For Darlan, see 803, n. 1 and 1195, n. 9.

2. General Henri Giraud (1879–1949) had served in World War I and in the Rif campaign in Morocco in the 1920s. He had belatedly taken over the French Ninth Army in May 1940, was captured, but escaped and was taken by British submarine from Gibraltar to North Africa. De Gaulle reluctantly allowed him to succeed Darlan as High Commissioner for French North Africa, and they served as co-presidents of the Committee of National Liberation from November 1943 until Giraud was forced out by de Gaulle.

3. fresh offensives ] a fresh offensive

4. 50000 ] 36,000

5. ‘against’ is doubly underlined in ink by Ramaam or Orwell.

6. The Soviet Union was, at least nominally, still an ally of Nazi Germany.

1776. BBC Talks Booking Form, 28.12.42

1. This was to be a shorter and special broadcast: see Bengali Newsletter, 25, 2 January 1943, see 1794.

1777. BBC Talks Booking Form, 28.12.42

1. The title evidently caused some surprise and is annotated in capitals, underlined twice, ‘BIBLE. ’

1778. ‘Voice,’ 6: A Magazine Programme

1. order ] point

2. The mistletoe hung ] and the mistletoe which is still hung

Originally the sentence started ‘For that with. …’ These words and a typed “and” were not crossed out.

3. was ] also

4. savages; its° an evergreen in winter. That’s ] savages who painted their bodies blue with woad. It’s

In the margin: ‘After lengthening days’ (crossed through); ‘its° an evergreen’ is preceded by ‘because,’ which is also crossed through.

5. feasting: this comes … get longer ] feasting.

‘following’ is written, but crossed through, before ‘longer.’

6. In India … after birth ] handwritten addition

7. difficulty in finding much … never praised ] great difficulty in finding anything about snow in English literature. It’s hardly ever mentioned

8. READ ] SOMEONE

9. birth of Christ … commemorates ] Nativity of Christ, but not crossed out

This reading is awkward. The handwritten alteration (by Read?) evidently first read ‘festival celebrates’ but the last letter of ‘festival’ and the first six of ‘celebrates’ are crossed through; then (in Orwell’s hand?) is written ‘properly commemorates,’ with an arrow to that last word but with ‘commemorates’ crossed through.

10. Let’s start … that time ] Let’s have another carol to bring it in with

11. READ ] SOMEONE

12. not one of … the full story ] the version that is given in the Bible doesn’t quite agree with the tradition

13. It looks as if it had been intended to cut the last two verses, but the marginal marking has been crossed out. The typescript runs the first two verses together.

14. Orwell omitted stanzas 2, 3, 7, 9, 10, 13–18, 20 and 21; stanza 23 (the tenth printed here) was crossed out. Elipses have been added to indicate cuts. Orwell did not underline for italicisation (as customary in seventeenth-century texts), perhaps fearing that would be a distraction in reading; his practice has been followed here. One or two typographical errors have been silently corrected and linear indention supplied.

15. London Transcription Service; therefore a BBC recording, not for commercial release.

16. There’s not so much … too long to quote ] There’s curiously little about it in our literature, although it’s so much a part of our lives. There’s Dickens’s CHRISTMAS CAROL, but that’s been done to death. The Christmas chapters in the PICKWICK PAPERS are better, but they’re too long to quote

17. READ: And perhaps … the church bells again ] SOMEONE: There’s another poem by Robert Bridges, CHRISTMAS EVE. I think that gives you the feeling of a modern Christmas.

In wartime, the ringing of church bells was to be a sign that a German invasion was imminent. By Christmas 1942 the danger had receded sufficiently to permit the ringing of bells for Christmas. See 1658.

18. In the event, the series was not continued.

1781. To John Beavan

1. John Cowburn Beavan (1910–1994; Life Peer, 1970, as Lord Ardwick of Barnes), a journalist, joined the London staff of the Manchester Evening News in 1933 and was its news editor in Manchester in 1936. He subsequently worked for the London Evening Standard, 1940; The Observer, 1942, and again the Manchester Evening News, from 1943; was editor of the Daily Herald, 1960–62, and political adviser to the Daily Mirror group 1962–76. As editor of the Manchester Evening News he commissioned Orwell to write for that newspaper from December 1943. He was a Trustee of the Orwell Archive from its setting up in 1960 until his death.

2. ‘Jews’ is underlined in ink, perhaps by Orwell when he initialled the carbon copy.

3. This broadcast argued that ‘Britain should refuse to countenance the shipping of more Jews to Palestine.’ It said the British government, having promised the Arabs a state of their own when wanting Arab help against the Turks in World War I, was now prepared to support the admission of 50,000 Jewish refugees into Palestine. Britain, the broadcast maintained, ‘will be playing with fire if she makes the Arabs’ lot any harder.’ West: Broadcasts gives the text, 293.

1782. To Edmund Blunden

1. en bloc] or part, Orwell’s handwritten amendment

2. rake-off] record, Orwell’s handwritten amendment. The nature of these two errors suggests that this letter was dictated by Orwell and not, as sometimes, typed from a version he had written out.

1783. To T.S. Eliot

1. See Orwell’s letter to Eliot, 21 November 1942 (see 1673). Eliot acknowledged this on 1 January 1943 and, because he thought the picture ‘a very good one,’ asked for another print. He found he had double-booked 12 January and asked if they could arrange a later date for dinner.

1784. To Desmond Hawkins

1. Perhaps his ‘Anniversary of the Month’ programme.

1785. To Bahadur Singh

1. The date should be 13 January; see 1798.

1786. To Stevie Smith

1. See 1696.

1788. Memorandum to L. F. Rushbrook Williams (E.S.D.)

1. The text as typed has ‘I’ for ‘it were,’ but Orwell made this tactful amendment in ink.

2. For Ellen Cicely Wilkinson, Labour M.P. for Jarrow; see 422, n. 3 and here.

1789. To Bahadur Singh

1. Singh replied on 1 January 1943, pointing out that Wednesday 11th should be Wednesday 13th. The letter is annotated ‘Yes—my mistake WB’ (Winifred Bedwell, Orwell’s secretary).

1791. Review of The Development of William Butler Yeats by V. K. Narayana Menon

1. From ‘An Acre of Grass.’ Orwell capitalises ‘frenzy’ and makes ‘Myself’ two words in contrast to The Variorum Edition of the Poems of W. B. Yeats, edited by Peter Allt and Russell K. Alspach (New York 1957, 576). W. B. Yeats. The Poems. A new edition, edited by Richard J. Finneran (1983), has a full-point, not a comma, after ‘frenzy.’

2. From the First Musician’s opening speech of the play The Only Jealousy of Emer, Allt and Alspach, 788.

3. ‘On those that hated The Playboy of the Western World, 1907.’ The punctuation differs in Allt and Alspach, which has commas after ‘Once’ and ‘air’; no comma after ‘stare’; a colon after ‘riding by’; and no comma after ‘sweat.’

4. From the 1912 verse version of The Hour Glass. In Responsibilities and Other Poems (1916), there is no comma after ‘cloudy’; ‘mountain-source’ is not hyphenated and is followed by a dash, not a colon; it is ‘Aye, to some frenzy’; and, in the penultimate line, ‘For all that.’

5. He did not write a longer book on Yeats; indeed, the British Library lists no other book by Narayana Menon.

6. Lord David Cecil (1902–1986; CH, 1949), scholar and author, was a Fellow of New College, Oxford, 1939–69; Goldsmiths’ Professor of English Literature, Oxford, 1948–69. Among the books he had written by the time Orwell corresponded with him were Sir Walter Scott (1933), Early Victorian Novelists (1934), Jane Austen (1935), The Young Melbourne (1939), and Hardy, The Novelist (1943).

7. Shakespeare also has ‘Unthrifty loveliness’ at the start of Sonnet 4.

1795. To R.R. Desai

1. Albert Gentry records in his diary for 29 December 1942 that news had reached the internees in Bangkok ‘of a big Russian drive towards Rostov—said to be the biggest offensive of the war to date.’

1796. To Dwight Macdonald

1. Dwight Macdonald (1906–1982), libertarian critic, pamphleteer, and scholar, was at this time an associate editor of Partisan Review. Later he founded Politics, of which he was editor, 1944–49, and to which Orwell contributed in November 1944 and September 1946; see Orwell’s letter to Philip Rahv, 9 December 1943, 2390.

2. The type for Homage to Catalonia and The Lion and the Unicorn was destroyed in the air raids on Plymouth, 20 and 21 March 1940. Copies of Inside the Whale were also lost in an air raid.

1797. A Letter from England, 3 January 1943

1. Edward Frederick Lindley Wood, First Earl of Halifax (see 763, n. 9), served as British Ambassador to the United States from 1940 to 1946. The DNB describes his character as one ‘of baffling opaqueness.’

1799. Memorandum to L. F. Rushbrook Williams

1. The note is annotated ‘Professor Firth—Could you have this vetted? LFW.’ For Firth, see 846, n. 13.

1802. To E. C. Bowyer

1. Bowyer had sent a first draft for his talk on bombers, to be given on 22 January. At the foot, Orwell wrote ‘P.T.O.’ and on the verso a handwritten version of this reply. Miss Bedwell typed this in two-instead of one-paragraph form.

1804. Extract from Minutes of Eastern Service Meeting

1. The series was organised by Orwell. In a letter to Ian Angus of 5 September 1983, Laurence Brander confirmed that he and Orwell chose the BBC scripts for the two pamphlets published by Oxford University Press in Bombay from the series ‘Calling All Students.’ Brander edited the texts and arranged with R. E. Hawkins, General Manager of the OUP in Bombay, for the pamphlets to be printed and distributed. BBC Pamphlet No 2, Books and Authors, comprised: E. M. Forster: Shakespeare’s Julius Caesar, George Sampson: Milton’s Shorter Poems, Edmund Blunden: Thomas Hardy, D. Nichol Smith: William Hazlitt, George Orwell: Bernard Shaw’s Arms and the Man, W. J. Turner: The Book of Job. These were all proposed by Orwell to Blunden in December 1942; see 1712 and 3101.

BBC Pamphlet No 3, Landmarks in American Literature, comprised: Herbert Read: Nathaniel Hawthorne, T. S. Eliot: Edgar Allan Poe, Geoffrey Grigson: Herman Melville, V. S. Pritchett: Mark Twain, George Orwell: Jack London, Rayner Heppenstall: The Contemporary American Short Story. There were two exceptions in this list to the titles proposed by Orwell to Read on 4 December 1942; see 1718. O’Henry and Hemingway were dropped, and Heppenstall’s talk substituted.

No 2 was published on 29 October 1946 in an edition of 2,500 copies, of which 2,103 were pulped in February 1949. No 3 was published in an edition of 1,500 copies on 21 October 1946 (according to the file copy in Bombay) or also on the 29th. It was ‘Declared out of print on 12.12.49,’ but OUP Bombay could not say whether that meant all copies were sold or copies had been pulped.

1805. Introduction to ‘Calling All Students,’ 3

1. Well among ] Among. There is no comma.

2. book. It describes ] book describing. The amendment has what appears to be a comma after book, but It clearly has a capital ‘I,’ so it may have been intended to score out the original punctuation mark here, or it may be a badly marked period.

3. it doesn’t deal ] not dealing

4. the birds ] birds

5. “Far From the Madding Crowd” ] “The Return of the Native” in the typescript. When this was scored through, the quotation marks were also crossed out; they have been added editorially.

1807. Review of Pamphlet Literature

1. At least two of Orwell’s readers wrote to him. E. J. Wyburne suggested that he should have included educational pamphlets, and sent him one called Britain’s Schools, published by the Communist Party; he proposed it be reviewed. Ruth Fry wrote a charming letter as ‘a pretty ardent pamphleteer,’ whom Orwell would probably categorise as ‘a crank who passionately wants to say something.’ She sent Orwell some of her pamphlets for his collection to give him ‘the pleasure of laughing at them.’ See Appendix 10, 3733, for an account of Orwell’s pamphlet collection (which includes Miss Fry’s pamphlets) and his Classified List.

1808. Weekly News Review, 55

1. have ] has

2. don’t ] do not. This slight change shows Orwell adapting the formal written form for speech.

3. The Japanese have also … are attracting attention. ] typed insert squeezed into top margin

4. passes] bases

5. They are now ] written in by Orwell. The three words were originally typed between the two preceding lines.

6. advancing or retreating ] retreating or advancing. In typescript over ‘retreating’ is a figure 2 and over ‘advancing’ a figure 1, indicating the order should be reversed.

7. methods ] method. The ’s’ is a manuscript addition.

8. self] heavy

1811. To R.R. Desai

1. Churchill wrote to Stalin on 14 February 1943 congratulating him on the liberation of Rostov (The Second World War, IV, 667; U.S.: The Hinge of Fate, 744).

2. Not traced.

1813. To Sidney Horniblow

1. Horniblow wrote to Orwell on 16 December 1942 submitting ideas for programmes for India in response to a request from Orwell. He made four suggestions: 1. In Black and White, which summarised leading articles from British newspapers and which Horniblow was keen to continue; this, in effect, was a variation on the series The Leaders which had made way for Orwell’s news commentaries in English for India; 2. Man in the News, a weekly personality sketch; 3. Home Front Fighters, typical members of the public explaining how they were helping to bring victory to ‘the United Nations’; 4. Victory News, a weekly review of items showing how the United Nations were getting stronger and advancing towards victory. Horniblow’s letter is annotated ‘Answered’ by Orwell—presumably this letter of 11 January 1943.

1815. Laurence Brander’s Report on Indian Programmes

1. Ahmed Ali is decribed in Brander’s report as ‘a wellknown° Urdu writer of the Delhi School.’ See also 1103, n. 3.

1816. Memorandum to E. W. D. Boughen

1. A letter cancelling the arrangement was sent by Miss Boughen on 15 January 1943.

1818. BBC Talks Booking Form, 13.1.43

1. Evangeline Dora Edwards (1888–1957) was born in New Zealand and was Professor of Chinese Literature, University of London. She wrote a number of books on Chinese literature, including Chinese Prose Literature of the T’ang Period, and on the Chinese language; she also wrote a book on Confucius and edited an anthology, Bamboo, Lotus and Palm.

2. Professor Edwards submitted her script on 21 January. Orwell was away, sick, and Mary Blackburn replied on behalf of Bokhari, who was also away. She said it was a little on the long side but ‘I seem to remember that you read fairly quickly … a cut may not be necessary.’ A time was suggested for her to arrive for rehearsal before transmission.

1819. To E. C. Bowyer

1. Bowyer replied on 18 January and suggested striking out a reference to Japanese medium bombers that might imply a degree of praise that would be welcomed in Japanese propaganda. Orwell annotated the letter for his secretary: ‘Send p.c. telling him of changes made by the Air Ministry. E.A.B.’ Miss Bedwell scribbled through that and wrote ‘done’ above it. The reference to the Air Ministry shows the script had been submitted for censorship.

1825. Weekly News Review, 56

1. made with the Chinese ] imposed on the unwilling Chinese; Orwell’s handwritten amendment

2. aggression ] agression; a spelling used by Orwell from childhood to the writing of Nineteen Eighty-Four. The typescript has several spelling errors, which have been silently corrected, and it is likely that Orwell was the typist.

3. West: Commentaries notes that ‘Orwell’s source for these figures has not been found. In a speech in the House of Lords on 3 February Lord Portal gave the figures to 31 December 1942 as 2,480 planes under the Anglo-Russian Agreement (3,000 including those outside it) and 2,974 tanks’ (204).

4. to ] the in typescript

1827. To Herbert Read

1. Rayner Heppenstall (see 238, n. 2) met Orwell in 1935 and shared a flat with him for a time. For his account of Orwell, see his Four Absentees (1960), extracts of which are in Orwell Remembered (106–15). A biographical note to the BBC pamphlet Landmarks in American Literature (1946) states that he ‘is on the staff of the B.B.C. [as of 1945] as a Producer in the Features Department. He has published two novels, The Blaze of Noon and Saturnine. He has also several books of verse to his credit which include Blind Men’s Flowers are Green and Sebastian.’

1828. To Marjorie Leaf

1. ‘Marjorie’ was typed in the salutation but then crossed out on the carbon copy and ‘Miss Leaf’ written in, in what looks like Mary Blackburn’s hand. Orwell was away sick on 20January, so he may have dictated this letter and Blackburn read it through, changed the salutation to something more formal, and initialled it for him. ‘I shall just love to have lunch with you’ is unusually effusive for Orwell or Miss Blackburn.

1830. Orwell’s Sick Leave

1. For Sir Richard Winstedt, authority on Malay language and history, see 1669.

1832. Mary Blackburn to L. F. Rushbrook Williams, E.S.D.

1. A report on Chatterjee’s capabilities, prepared by Miss G. M. Summers, found that the Bengali was good, with a wide choice of vocabulary but yet not falling into the trap of being stiff and over-literary; the style was simple and easy and suitable for broadcasting. The English translation (which Orwell was to check) was accurate if not always grammatical.

1833. Unsigned Review of The Pub and the People by Mass-Observation

1. A gill is a quarter of a pint except in areas indicated by the accent, where it is half a pint.

1835. BBC Talks Booking Form, 21.1.43

1. Victor Sawdon Pritchett (1900–1997; Kt., 1975), author and critic, particularly noted as a writer of short stories. The biographical note to the BBC pamphlet, Landmarks in American Literature, gave his year of birth as 1901, and noted ‘His best-known works are Nothing Like Heather (a novel, 1935), You Make your° own Life (short stories, 1938), In my Good Books (critical essays, 1942).’ By this time he had also written Marching Spain (a travel book, 1928), The Spanish Virgin and Other Stories (1930), Dead Men Leading (1937), and a number of other books.

1838. ‘Calling All Students,’ 5: George Bernard Shaw, Arms and the Man

1. ‘The play which caused a terrific scandal … than it is today’ is within square brackets in the typescript but is not crossed out. This probably indicates a provisional cut. The full script could have been read in 14′ 20″; cutting these lines would have reduced this time by about 75 seconds.

2. ‘, now as then’ is crossed out in the typescript but retained in the 1946 printed text.

3. high-water mark ] high water-mark in typescript

1839. To E. W. D. Boughen, Talks Booking

1. Sir Wyndham Deedes, CMG (1883–1956) had been a distinguished soldier in the Boer War and World War I. He had learned Turkish and was charged with organising the Turkish gendarmerie in an area of North Africa four times the size of France. He also served in Palestine and supported the Zionist movement. In 1923 he retired from the army and devoted himself to social work in the East End of London. He helped found the Turkish Centre in London, translated Turkish novels, and regularly broadcast in Turkish to Turkey. He was Labour member for North-East Bethnal Green on the London County Council, 1941–46, and was chief air-raid warden for Bethnal Green.

1841. To A. L. C. Bullock, European Service Talks Director

1. Orwell was to give a talk of 600 to 800 words ‘on the social changes in the town since the war’ as one of seventeen talks given during ‘British Week’ in a series called Britain Today. It was scheduled for 4 February 1943, and he evidently expected to be better by then. Because he was still ill, however, Stephen Spender spoke on ‘The Town and War,’ on 2 (not 4) February 1943.

2. ‘But’ appears only in the draft, but a space has been left for a word of that length in the carbon copy of the typed version.

1842. To Public Relations, Section 4, Air Ministry

1. Although Orwell was ill with bronchitis, the carbon copy of this letter has been initalled by him. An annotation gives the telephone number Abbey 3411.

1848. BBC Talks Booking Form, 26.1.43

1. On 6 February, Orwell’s secretary, Winifred Bedwell, wrote to Ronald Boswell, Talks Booking Manager, to correct dates for these talks to 4, 11, 18, and 25 February.

1849. Memorandum on Orwell’s behalf to E. W. D. Boughen

1. The memorandum is annotated, ‘4 gns.’

1851. To E. M. Forster

1. West: Commentaries prints Forster’s letter to Orwell of 26 January 1943 regretting that Orwell is ill and asking for two books: ‘Lord Ponsonby’s life of his father,’ identified by West as Henry Ponsonby: His Life from his Letters by Arthur Ponsonby, a copy of which he had mislaid, and ‘the book about Max Plowman’ (240). Sir Henry Ponsonby (1825–1895), was private secretary to Queen Victoria. The second book was probably The Right to Live, a collection of Plowman’s essays, edited by his wife, Dorothy. For the Plowmans’ long friendship with Orwell, see 95, 418, and 817.

2. Presumably Winifred Bedwell. Venu Chitale also took over some of Orwell’s work whilst he was ill. On 27 January she asked Desmond Hawkins to bring in his Anniversaries script on the next day because Orwell was sick. She seems then to have taken over as producer of these programmes. On 16 February she wrote to Hawkins saying she thought ‘the idea of John Donne for our March feature is a marvellous one’ but proposed to decide on Barnum (for April or May) ‘till we have finished with March.’

1852. BBC Talks Booking Form, 28.1.43

1. Naomi Royde-Smith (1875–1964), novelist and literary editor of the Westminster Gazette, 1912–22, wrote more than forty novels, of which The Tortoiseshell Cat (1925) is particularly well regarded, a number of plays, one on Mrs. Siddons (1931), of whom she also wrote a biography (1933). In 1941 she published Outside Information: Being a Diary of Rumours collated by N. Royde Smith (no hyphen).

1853. To E. M. Forster

1. Presumably sent on Orwell’s behalf by Winifred Bedwell; see 1851.

1857. BBC Talks Booking Form, 30.1.43

1. This talks booking form was initiated by ‘I.P.O’s Office (in Mr. Blair’s absence).’

1859. On Orwell’s behalf to Herbert Read

1. This letter is initialled, but the initials are illegible. It was probably written by Gerald Bullett, Talks Producer. Rendall’s memorandum of 20 August 1941 indicates that Bullett was to lend Orwell assistance when he started at the BBC, and the letter to Martin Armstrong, 9 September 1942 (see 1465), shows he still did so, at least from time to time. For Gerald Bullett, see 846, n. 7.

1860. Memorandum to B. H. Alexander

1. Miss Alexander wrote to Horniblow on 2 February. She argued that because the original series had been paid for at a rate of £10.10s under the misapprehension that the programmes consisted of original material, it was hoped he would agree to a reduced fee of not more than £8.8s for each broadcast. The letter has two annotations: ‘Agreed 10 on phone’ and ‘Cancelled!’ See letter from Rushbrook Williams to Horniblow, 5 February 1943, 1872.

1861. BBC Talks Booking Form, 1.2.43

1. Dr. Gangulee had been Professor of Agriculture and Rural Economics at the University of Calcutta. He was active in the ‘Free India’ movement in England. An advertisement in Tribune, 7 April 1944, bills him as chairman of a meeting to be held on 16 April 1944 to ‘Wipe out the memory’ of Amritsar (where nearly 400 people were killed by troops under the command of General Dyer in 1919) ‘with a Free India Now! Public Meeting.’ As well as unnamed Indians, speakers included Sir Richard Acland (see 609, n. 2) and Fenner Brockway (see 363, n. 4), Gangulee is described in Orwell’s memorandum of 3 February 1943 as the son-in-law of poet and Nobel Prizewinner (1913) Rabindranath Tagore (1861–1941).

2. This, and the next four forms, are stated to be from ‘Eric Blair Indian Section,’ but they were evidently prepared in his absence.

1863. Memorandum to R. A. Rendall, Assistant Controller, Overseas Service

1. Service Directors; for example, the Eastern Service Director and the North African Service Director, to whom Orwell had sent copies of his memorandum.

2. Empire Talks Manager, Norman Collins.

1864. Extracts from Minutes of Eastern Service Meeting

1. The absence of the initials ‘E. A.’ and the subject—the Calcutta Committee—indicate that this is not Orwell, but a Mr. Blair of the Ministry of Information. For possible identifications of this Blair, see 882, n.1.

1865. BBC Talks Booking Form, 3.2.43

1. The fee was to be the usual £3.3s because the work to be done—adaptation of a newspaper article—was not great. However, on 9 February Miss Bedwell wrote to Miss Boughen explaining that Singh had had to prepare an original script (on President Inönü, the Turkish Premier), and a higher fee was appropriate. Miss Boughen wrote to Singh the following day offering £6.6s.

1867. Venu Chitale to B. H. Alexander, Copyright Department

1. Arthur William Ryder (1877–1938) translated a number of Sanskrit texts. The Little Clay Cart was published by Harvard University Press in 1905. University of Chicago Press published his versions of The Pancatantra (1925), Gold’s Gloom: Tales from the Pancatantra (1925), and The Bhagavad-gita (1929).

2. Venu Chitale here signed her name with an accent: é.

1868. On Orwell’s behalf to E. M. Forster

1. On 5 April 1943, Miss F. Milnes, BBC Librarian, wrote to Orwell ‘through Mrs. Hunt,’ to say that she was sorry ‘you have lost the Times Book Club copy of “Arthur Ponsonby.” ’ Because this was a new book, the Times Book Club demanded a refund of 12s 6d, and Orwell was asked to let her have this amount as soon as possible. Orwell annotated that memorandum ‘Keep pending till Forster replies.’

1871. BBC Talks Booking Form, 4.2.43

1. Separate requisitions were re-issued for these two talks on 19 February 1943.

1873. BBC Talks Booking Form, 5.2.43

1. Indira Roy was, presumably, Mrs. K. C. Roy’s daughter. The booking forms for both have the same home address in St Albans.

2. Orwell was ahead of his time. In January 1986 this 8th-century play, translated from Sanskrit and attributed to King Śūdraka, was presented on a large scale by the Tara Arts Group at the Arts Theatre, London. The play has ten acts, so only a very short excerpt was broadcast. In the full version, the play combines a love story and political intrigue. Presumably the BBC’s version did not include the descriptions of the prostitute’s palace and the technique of burglary which are a feature of the original.

1875. On Orwell’s behalf to Public Relations, Section 4, Air Ministry

1. The reply to this letter, from S/Ldr J. B. B. Atherton, to Orwell, 9 February 1943, gives some indication of the formalities he and other talks producers faced. He was advised that because the talk was on naval aircraft, the script should first be submitted to the Admiralty, the U.S.A.A. F., and the Ministry of Information censors; if they cleared the talk, then, when the Air Ministry had been informed, it would give its approval.

2. Probably Miss E. Dunstan, listed on 21 August 1943 as secretary to the Director, Overseas Presentation.

1877. On Orwell’s behalf to Harry W. Todd

1. 11 February 1943, but see letter to Todd, 10 February 1943, 1879 The letter was addressed to Todd at the Film Department of the British Council.

1878. BBC Talks Booking Form, 8.2.43

1. Oliver Bell (1898–1952) served on the staff of the League of Nations Union, 1923–34, and was Press Officer for the Conservative Central Office, 1934–36, and Director of the British Film Institute, 1936–49.

1879. To Harry W. Todd

1. Despite Miss Blackburn’s expectation that Orwell would return on 11 February, it would seem he came back on the 10th.

1880. To K. K. Ardaschir

1. On 14 December 1942, Tamara Talbot Rice, of the Ministry of Information, Middle East Section, wrote to Bokhari (absent in India) to say that a talk proposed by Mr. Ardaschir called ‘The Storm nears Turkey,’ though an excellent idea, needed so much alteration that it would be wiser to rewrite it. Among the points she raised was that the decorousness of Turks was such that disparaging remarks by a Turk (Ardaschir) about Britain’s enemies would be inappropriate. Either such disparagement should be expressed by an Englishman or, if a Turk was to speak, pro-British sentiments should be voiced. Various passages were described in such terms as ‘totally unsuitable’ and a particular point, that ‘the President does not like references to his short stature,’ was raised. It may well be that this is the script that Orwell was, belatedly, returning.

1881. To Director, Press Division, Admiralty

1. Although marked ‘For Eric Blair,’ Orwell had completed his sick leave on 10 February.

1883. To Norman Collins, Empire Talks Manager

1. Dr. Edith Summerskill (1901–1980; Baroness Summerskill of Ken Wood, 1961), Labour MP., 1938–55, held office in the post-war Labour governments, 1945–51.

2. Cyril Lakin (1893–1948), journalist, barrister, broadcaster, was assistant editor, Daily Telegraph, 1928–33; literary editor, Sunday Times and Daily Telegraph, 1933–37; assistant editor and literary editor, Sunday Times, 1933–45, and National Unionist M.P. for Llandaff& Barry, 1942–45.

3. There was no M.P. of this name. It is probably an error for William Lawther (1889–1976; Kt., 1949, always known as ‘Will’), who had been a Labour M.P., 1928–31, and was at this time an important miners’ leader and member of the Trades Union Congress General Council, 1935–54. Around 1939, he began a shift to the right of the labour movement, opposing Aneurin Bevan, and helped bring about the defeat of many Communist and left-wing initiatives. Another possibility, but less probable, was John James Lawson (1881–1965; Baron Lawson, 1950). He served in the Royal Artillery, 1914–18 and was M.P. for Chester-le-Street, 1919–49. From 1939 to 1944 he was Deputy Commissioner for Civil Defence, North Region; from 1945 to 1946 Secretary of State for War in the first Labour government.

1887. R. A. Rendall, Assistant Controller (Overseas Services) to S.J. de Lotbinière (D.E.P.) and L. F. Rushbrook Williams (E.S.D.)

1. Philip Noel-Baker (1889–1982; Baron Noel-Baker, 1977), a Quaker who actively campaigned for peace and disarmament, commanded Friends’ Ambulance Units, 1914–18 (decorated for valour), was Labour M.P., from 1929 and held offices in Labour governments, 1945–51. He received the Nobel Peace Prize in 1959, and the French Legion d’Honneur in 1976.

2. Probably a Parliamentary Question.

3. Perhaps ‘between conflicting interests, reason has no place.’

1888. To H. D. Graves-Law

1. Graves-Law’s initials and hyphenated form of his name come from a later letter. He was a Companion of the Order of the Indian Empire, and at this time in the Middle East Section of the Ministry of Information.

2. The script was by K. K. Ardaschir, possibly ‘Victoria Station Bombay to Victoria Station London,’ broadcast 12 March 1943. Orwell returned another script to Ardaschir, unused, on 8 March 1943.

1891. To Arthur Wynn, Music Bookings Manager

1. The memorandum is annotated ‘3 gns ea.’

1895. Weekly News Review, 57

1. The typescript has ‘from the west’. Taganrog lies to the east of Rostov. It fell to the Germans in October 1941; thousands of civilians were victims of mass shootings by the Germans. It was retaken by the Red Army on 30 August 1943. Very sadly, by July 1995, its citizens could no longer afford the gas bill to keep the ‘eternal’ flame alight that honoured its dead. Albert Gentry, imprisoned in Bangkok, recorded in his diary for 11 February 1943 that he had heard on the radio that Rostov had been retaken; on 20 February he heard that Taganrog had also been retaken by the Russians.

2. ‘including … Czechoslovakia’ was added in Orwell’s handwriting. There is a question mark in the margin beside it. This may have been added to draw attention to the original placement of the insert, which had been marked to follow ‘think.’

3. ‘standing’ is a handwritten correction of the typescript’s ‘landing.’

4. A question mark has been written in the margin by this line.

5. Indian Nationalists ] Internationalists in typescript; an aural error which may indicate that the script was dictated to a typist

6. William Beveridge, 1879–1963; Kt., 1919; Baron, 1946), economist and social reformer; Director of the London School of Economics, 1919–37; Master of University College, Oxford, 1937–45; Liberal M.P., 1944–46, was the author of the Report on Social Insurance and Allied Services, popularly known as the Beveridge Report, 1942, which laid the foundations of the welfare state in Britain.

1899. To E. M. Forster

1. By Donald Landels Henderson, published in 1943, who also wrote under the name Stephanie Landels. Had the name Bowling attracted Orwell’s attention? The principal character of Coming Up for Air is George Bowling.

1901. To Norman Collins, Empire Talks Manager

1. James Stephens (1882–1950), Irish poet and novelist, published his first book of poetry, Insurrections in 1909, and two years later helped found the Irish Review and published his first novel, The Charwoman’s Daughter. James Joyce considered him to be the only person capable of completing Finnegans Wake should it be left unfinished. He was a member of Sinn Féin and contributed to its journal. The sentence has been marked, probably by Collins, and annotated ‘SD’s Monday’ (the meeting of area service directors). Orwell is, of course, being ironic at Collins’s expense.

1902. To Bonamy Dobrée

1. Bonamy Dobrée (1891–1974), Professor of English Literature, University of Leeds, 1936–55, served in the army before and throughout World Wars I and II. He was a prolific author of critical books, especially on seventeenth- and eighteenth-century topics. He also wrote on modern authors, including Ibsen, Kipling, Forster, and T. S. Eliot. His books on Restoration comedy (1924) and tragedy (1929) were much used by undergraduates. His British Council pamphlet on Dryden was first published in 1956. See also 856, n. 3.

1903. To James Stephens

1. The Hour Glass: A Morality (1903). Verse and prose versions of the play were published in 1922.

1906. To Sir Aziz-ul-Huque

1. A reply was sent on behalf of the High Commissioner for India on 1 March regretting that he would be unable to give this talk; he would be out of England by 26 March.

1910. BBC Talks Booking Form, 26.2.43

1. An interesting sidelight on programme organisation is provided by a letter from Balraj Sahni, Programme Assistant, to Telkar dated 2 March 1943. He invites Telkar to a tea party to be given by ‘Professor Rushbrook Williams’ at 200 Oxford Street on 23 March in order that ‘authors who help us by writing scripts for our Hindustani feature programmes’ might meet. He is invited to hear one such programme before the tea party.

1911. Weekly News Review, 58

1. This was the Tiger-1, or PzKw-VI (Panzerkraftwagen). In addition to its 88-mm KwK gun, it carried two 7.9 mm machine guns. It had a maximum speed of 23½ mph; the Mk VII Churchill’s was 20 mph.

2. Depite Sir John Grigg’s comfortable assurance to Parliament, as Louis L. Snyder records, ‘astonished Allied gunners saw their heavy shells bounce harmlessly off the Tiger’s especially designed armored plate’ (Historical Guide to World War II, 687).

1913. To the Editor of Picture Post

1. For Gringoire, see 1668. Jean Chiappe was described by Eugen Weber as a reincarnation of Fouché, Napoleon’s unprincipled minister of police (The Hollow Years, see here).

1914. To Desmond Hawkins

1. ‘Anniversary of the Month’; see 1908.

2. this: perhaps ‘his’ was meant.

1915. Speaker’s Form

1. The form is typewritten; Orwell’s comments are written in by him.




Chronology

The BBC Years

In the main, Orwell’s publications, except books, are not listed

25 June 1903 Eric Arthur Blair born in Motihari, Bengal, India.



18 Aug 1941–24 Nov 1943 Talks Assistant, later Talks Producer, in the Indian section of the BBC’s Eastern Service.

21 November 1941 First of over 200 newsletters written by Orwell for broadcast to India, Malaysia, and Indonesia, in English; and translated for broadcast in Gujarati, Marathi, Bengali, and Tamil.

8 March 1942 First contribution to The Observer.

15 May 1942 Victory or Vested Interest? published by George Routledge & Sons, containing Orwell’s lecture, ‘Culture and Democracy’.

Summer 1942 Moves to Maida Vale, London.

11 August 1942 ‘Voice 1,’ first of six literary ‘magazines’ devised by Orwell for broadcast to India.

19 March 1943 His mother, Ida Blair, dies.

24 August 1943 ‘I am definitely leaving it [the BBC] probably in about three months’ (letter to Rayner Heppenstall).

18 Nov 1943 Talking to India published by Allen & Unwin, edited and with an Introduction by Orwell.

23 Nov 1943 Leaves BBC and joins Tribune as Literary Editor. Leaves Home Guard on medical grounds.

Nov 1943–Feb 1944 Writes Animal Farm.



21 January 1950 Orwell dies of pulmonary tuberculosis, aged 46.
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2126. Memorandum to Arthur Wynn, Music Bookings Manager, 7 June 1943

2127. Draft for postcard to Alan Rook, 8 June 1943

2128. Letter to C. E. M. Joad, 9 June 1943

2129. Newsletter in Tamil, 8, 10 June 1943

2130. News Commentary in English for Malaya, 37, 11 June 1943

2131. Letter to Balachandra Rajan, 11 June 1943

2132. TBF, 12 June 1943: Kingsley Martin, 19.6.43

2133. Broadcast: ‘Modern English Verse’, 13 June 1943

2134. Letter to C. E. M. Joad, 14 June 1943

2135. Newsletter in Tamil, 9, 17 June 1943

2136. Letter to T. S. Eliot, 17 June 1943

2137. “Letter to an American Visitor by ‘Obadiah Hornbooke’” (Alex Comfort), 4 June 1943

2138. Poem: ‘As One Non-Combatant to Another (A letter to “Obadiah Hornbooke”)’ 18 June 1943

2139. News Commentary in English for Malaya, 38, 18 June 1943

2140. Letter to T. S. Eliot, 18 June 1943

2141. Letter to William Plomer, 18 June 1943

2142. Letter to Raymond Mortimer, 18 June 1943

2143. Letter to V. S. Pritchett, 18 June 1943

2144. Z. A. Bokhari to Orwell, 18 June 1943

2145. Letter to Philip Unwin, 21 June 1943

2146. TBF, 22 June 1943: Oliver Bell, 28.7.43

2147. Newsletter in Tamil, 10, 24 June 1943

2148. Norman Collins to Mrs. Salmon, 24 June 1943

2149. TBF, 24 June 1943: Lord David Cecil, 24.6.43

2150. TBF, 24 June 1943: Alan Rook, 11.7.43

2151. London Calling: editorial note

2152. News Commentary in English for Malaya, 39, 25 June 1943

2153. Letter to J. C. Drummond, 25 or 26 June 1943

2154. Letter to T. S. Eliot, 25 June 1943

2155. Letter to Desmond Hawkins, 25 June 1943

2156. Letter to Stephen Spender, 25 June 1943

2157. TBF, 25 June 1943: John Lehmann, 1.8.43

2158. TBF, 25 June 1943: E. F.W. Mackenzie, 19.8.43

2159. TBF, 25 June 1943: Mrs K. C. Roy, 1 and 8.7.43

2160. TBF, 25 June 1943: Sir John Russell, 29.7.43

2161. TBF, 25 June 1943: V. B. Wigglesworth, 12.8.43

2162. Letter to E. M. Forster, 28 June 1943

2163. TBF, 28 June 1943: Roger Falk, 26.6.43

2164. Letter to R. R. Desai, 29 June 1943

2165. Draft for postcard to Desmond Hawkins, 29 June 1943

2166. Letter to Sir John Russell, 30 June 1943

2167. Newsletter in Tamil, 11, 1 July 1943

2168. Letter to E. M. Forster, 1 July 1943

2169. Letter to Alan Rook, 1 July 1943

2170. News Commentary in English for Malaya, 40, 2 July 1943

2171. Letter to E. M. Forster, 2 July 1943

2172. Letter to V. S. Pritchett, 2 July 1943

2173. TBF, 2 July 1943: J. D. S. Paul, 1, 8, 15, 22, and 29.7.43

2174. TBF, 2 July 1943: J. C. Drummond, 15.7.43

2175. Letter on Orwell’s behalf to E. M. Forster, 3 July 1943

2176. Letter to E. M. Forster, 5 July 1943

2177. TBF, 5 July 1943: Cherry Cottrell, 14.7.43

2178. Letter to P. Chatterjee, 6 July 1943

2179. Extract from Minutes of Eastern Service Meeting, 7 July 1943

2180. Newsletter in Tamil, 12, 8 July 1943

2181. English Newsletter for Indonesia, 1, 9 July 1943

2182. Letter to E. C. Bowyer, 9 July 1943

2183. Letter to Alex Comfort, 11[?] July 1943

2184. Letter to Alan Rook, 12 July 1943

2185. Letter to Alex Comfort, 13 July 1943

2186. Letter to C. D. Darlington, 13 July 1943

2187. Letter to Samuel Runganadhan, 13 July 1943

2188. Newsletter in Tamil, 13, 15 July 1943

2189. English Newsletter to Indonesia, 2, 16 July 1943

2190. Letter to James Stephens, 16 July 1943

2191. Letter to C. E. M. Joad, 16 July 1943

2192. Letter to Bryan Brooke, 19 July 1943

2193. Postcard to George Allen & Unwin, 21 July 1943

2194. Newsletter in Tamil, 14, 22 July 1943

2195. TBF, 22 July 1943: Kingsley Martin, 3.8.43

2196. English Newsletter to Indonesia, 3, 23 July 1943

2197. Letter to Bryan Brooke, 23 July 1943

2198. Letter to R. R. Desai, 23 July 1943

2199. Letter to James Stephens, 23 July 1943

2200. Memorandum to Indian Programme Organiser: ‘Science and the People’, 26 July 1943

2201. Georges Kopp to Orwell and his wife, 26 July 1943

2202. TBF, 27 July 1943: J. D. S. Paul, 5, 12, 19, and 26.8.43

2203. TBF, 28 July 1943: V. S. Pritchett, 22.8.43

2204. TBF, 28 July 1943: Oliver Bell, 25.8.43

2205. Newsletter in Tamil, 15, 29 July 1943

2206. Letter to C. M. Fletcher, 29 July 1943

2207. Letter to L. P. Garrod, 29 July 1943

2208. Review: New Writing and Daylight [Summer 1943], edited by John Lehmann, 30 July 1943

2209. English Newsletter to Indonesia, 4, 30 July 1943

2210. Memorandum to Ronald Boswell, Talks Booking Manager, 30 July 1943

2211. Article: ‘Those Seaside Postcards’, August 1943

2212. Memorandum to Miss B. H. Alexander, 2 August 1943

2213. Letter to Alex Comfort, 3 August 1943

2214. Letter to L. P. Garrod, 3 August 1943

2215. Letter to Diana Wong, 3 August 1943

2216. TBF, 3 August 1943: L. P. Garrod, 26.8.43

2217. Letter to C. M. Fletcher, 4 August 1943

2218. Letter to V. S. Pritchett, 4 August 1943

2219. Replacement of P. Chatterjee for Bengali Newsletter, 4 August 1943

2220. TBF, 4 August 1943: Bryan Brooke, 9.9.43

2221. Newsletter in Tamil, 16, 5 August 1943

2222. Mary Blackburn to Desmond Hawkins, 5 August 1943

2222A. Letter to Dwight Macdonald, 6 August 1943

2223. TBF, undated: Edith Summerskill, 7.8.43

2224. English Newsletter to Indonesia, 5, 6 August 1943

2225. Letter to Oliver Bell, 6 August 1943

2226. TBF, 6 August 1943: C. M. Fletcher, 2.9.43

2227. TBF, 6 August 1943: Kingsley Martin, 31.8.43

2228. Letter to Alex Comfort, 10 August 1943

2229. TBF, 10 August 1943: James Stephens, 5.9.43

2230. Orwell’s Adaptation of “Crainquebille” by Anatole France, 11 August 1943

2231. Newsletter in Tamil, 17, 12 August 1943

2232. Letter to Oliver Bell, 12 August 1943

2233. Letter to F. R. Daruvala, 12 August 1943

2234. Letter to L. P. Garrod, c. 12 August 1943

2235. English Newsletter to Indonesia, 6, 13 August 1943

2236. Review: George Rodger, Red Moon Rising; Alfred Wagg, A Million Died, 14 August 1943

2237. Review: Edward Hulton, The New Age, 15 August 1943

2238. Letter to Oliver Bell, 17 August 1943

2239. Letter to Bryan Brooke, 18 August 1943

2240. Postcard to G. E. Harvey, 18 August 1943

2241. Newsletter in Tamil, 18, 19 August 1943

2242. English Newsletter for Indonesia, 7, 20 August 1943

2243. Letter to T. S. Eliot, 20 August 1943

2244. Letter to L. P. Garrod, 20 August 1943

2245. Letter on Orwell’s behalf to Desmond Hawkins, 21 August 1943

2246. Memorandum to B. H. Alexander, 24 August 1943

2247. Letter to Rayner Heppenstall, 24 August 1943

2248. Letter to C. E. M. Joad, c. 24 August 1943

2249. TBF, 25 August 1943: Quintin Hogg, 28.8.43

2250. TBF, 25 August 1943: Stephen Spender, 19.9.43

2251. Newsletter in Tamil, 19, 26 August 1943

2252. Letter to Desmond Hawkins, 26 August 1943

2253. TBF, 26 August 1943: Oliver Bell, 22.9.43

2254. News Commentary in English for Indonesia, 8, 27 August 1943

2255. Letter to Ivor Brown, 31 August 1943

2256. Letter to Samuel Runganadhan, 31 August 1943

2257. ‘Gandhi in Mayfair’: Review of Lionel Fielden, Beggar My Neighbour, September 1943

2258. “Toothpaste in Bloomsbury” by Lionel Fielden (reply to 2257), November 1943

2259. Roy Walker to George Orwell (re 2257), 28 September 1943

2260. Extract from Minutes of Eastern Service Meeting, 1 September 1943

2261. Letter to Desmond Hawkins, 2 September 1943

2262. Letter to C. E. M. Joad, 2 September 1943

2263. Orwell’s Annual Leave, 3 September 1943

2264. English Newsletter for Indonesia, 9, 3 September 1943

2265. Letter on Orwell’s behalf to E. M. Forster, 3 September 1943

2266. Kingsley Martin and the BBC Eastern Service

2267. Letter on Orwell’s behalf to Desmond Hawkins, 6 September 1943

2268. Letter on Orwell’s behalf to Oliver Bell, 8 September 1943

2269. TBF, 8 September 1943: P. Chatterjee, 18 and 25.9.43

2270. Orwell’s Adaptation of “The Fox” by Ignazio Silone, 9 September 1943

2271. Review: Thomas Mann, Order of the Day, 10 September 1943

2272. Review: Louis Lévy, France is a Democracy, 12 September 1943

2273. Z. A. Bokhari to Oliver Bell, 14 September 1943

2274. Letter on Orwell’s behalf to Desmond Hawkins, 17 September 1943

2275. TBF, 21 September 1943: George Yeh, 20.9.43

2276. Laurence Brander to Eastern Service Director: Preferences of the English-speaking Indian Audience, 22 September 1943

2277. Newsletter in Tamil, 23, 23 September 1943

2278. Contract for The English People, 23 September 1943

2279. English Newsletter for Indonesia, 12, 24 September 1943

2280. Letter to R. R. Desai, 24 September 1943

2281. Letter to V. S. Pritchett, 24 September 1943

2282. Letter to Herbert Read, 24 September 1943

2283. Orwell’s Letter of Resignation from the BBC, 24 September 1943

2284. Letter to W.J. Turner, 24 September 1943

2285. TBF, 24 September 1943: Roger Falk, 26.9.43

2286. TBF, 25 September 1943: Oliver Bell, 20.10.43

2287. Letter to E. M. Forster, 27 September 1943

2288. Letter on Orwell’s behalf to Desmond Hawkins, 28 September 1943

2289. Letter to Stephen Spender, 28 September 1943

2290. Newsletter in Tamil, 24, 30 September 1943

2291. Extract from Minutes of Eastern Service Meeting, 30 September 1943

2292. English Newsletter for Indonesia, 13, 1 October 1943

2293. Memorandum to Norman Collins: Approaching M. P. s, 4 October 1943

2294. Letter to T. H. Pear, 4 October 1943

2295. TBF, 4 October 1943: T. H. Pear, 14.10.43

2296. Letter to T. H. Pear, 5 October 1943

2297. Orwell’s Adaptation of “A Slip Under the Microscope”, by H. G. Wells, 6 October 1943

2298. Letter to J. C. Flugel, 6 October 1943

2299. Letter to Leonard Moore, 6 October 1943

2300. Letter to W. J. Turner, 6 October 1943

2301. TBF, 6 October 1943: J. C. Flugel, 21.10.43

2302. Newsletter in Tamil, 25, 7 October 1943

2303. Letter to Susan Isaacs, 7 October 1943

2304. English Newsletter for Indonesia, 14, 8 October 1943

2305. Letter to T. S. Eliot, 8 October 1943

2305A. Letter to Lydia Jackson, 8 October 1943: see Vol XX, p. 312

2306. Letter to C. W. Valentine, 8 October 1943

2307. Letter to Frederick Laws, [8–10? October 1943]

2308. Letter on Orwell’s behalf to Oliver Bell, 9 October 1943

2309. Review: Harold J. Laski, Reflections on the Revolution of Our Time, 10 October 1943

2310. Orwell’s Sick Leave, 11 to 15 October 1943

2311. Guy Wint to Orwell, 11 October 1943

2312. Letter on Orwell’s behalf to Desmond Hawkins, 12 October 1943

2313. Newsletter in Tamil, 26, 14 October 1943

2314. Letter to Philip Rahv, 14 October 1943

2315. Letter to C. W. Valentine, 14 0ctober1943

2316. English Newsletter for Indonesia, 15, 15 October 1943

2317. Letter to J. C. Flugel, 15 October 1943

2317A. Letter to Lydia Jackson, 15 October 1943: see Vol XX, p. 313

2318. Letter to Desmond Hawkins, 16 0ctober 1943

2319. Shakespeare, Macbeth; Adapted and Introduced by Orwell, 17 October 1943

2320. Letter to Frederick Laws, 18 October 1943

2321. Letter to George Bernard Shaw, 18 October 1943

2322. Memorandum to Norman Collins (Eminent Speakers), 19 October 1943

2323. Letter to André Van Gyseghem, 20 October 1943

2324. TBF, 20 October 1943: Susan Isaacs, 11.11.43

2325. TBF, 20 October 1943: C. W. Valentine, 28.10.43

2326. Newsletter in Tamil, 27, 21 October 1943

2327. Review: C. E. M. Joad, The Adventures of the Young Soldier in Search of the Better World, 21 October 1943

2328. ‘Who Are the War Criminals?’: Review of The Trial of Mussolini by “Cassius”, 22 October 1943

2329. English Newsletter for Indonesia, 16, 22 October 1943

2330. Letter to Susan Isaacs, 22 October 1943

2331. Letter to Blanche Patch, Secretary to George Bernard Shaw, 22 October 1943

2332. TBF, 22 October 1943: Oliver Bell, 17.11.43

2333. Letter to André Van Gyseghem, 22 October 1943

2334. TBF, 22 October 1943: W. J. Turner, 14.11.43

2335. TBF, 22 October 1943: André Van Gyseghem, 7.11.43

2336. TBF, 22 October 1943: D. W. Harding, 4.11.43

2337. Orwell’s Sick Leave, 25–26 October 1943

2338. Letter on Orwell’s behalf to Desmond Hawkins, 27 October 1943

2339. Extracts from Minutes of Eastern Service Meeting, 27 October 1943

2340. Newsletter in Tamil, 28, 28 October 1943

2341. Letter to D. W. Harding, 28 or 29 October 1943

2341A. Letter to Lydia Jackson, 28 October 1943: see Vol XX, p. 313

2342. TBF, 28 October 1943: L. A. G. Strong, 31.10.43

2343. English Newsletter for Indonesia, 17, 29 October 1943

2344. Newsletter in Tamil, 29, 4 November 1943

2345. English Newsletter for Indonesia, 18, 5 November 1943

2346. Letter to Reginald Reynolds, 5 November 1943

2347. Review: Douglas Reed, Lest We Regret; Sidney Dark, I Sit and I Think and I Wonder, 7 November 1943

2348. Newsletter in Tamil, 30, 11 November 1943

2349. Letter to Ivor Brown, 11 November 1943

2349A. Letter to Lydia Jackson, 11 November 1943: see Vol XX, p. 314

2350. Letter to Harold Laski, 11 November 1943

2351. English Newsletter for Indonesia, 19, 12 November 1943

2352. Letter to Reginald Reynolds, 12 November 1943

2353. TBF, 15 November 1943: H. J. Laski, 5.12.43

2354. Letter to Edmund Blunden, 16 November 1943

2355. Letter to H. J. Laski, 16 November 1943

2356. Letter to S. Moos, 16 November 1943

2357. Essay: ‘The Detective Story’ [‘Grandeur et décadence du roman policier anglais’], 17 November 1943: editorial note French text English translation

2358. TBF, 17 November 1943: Oliver Bell, 15.12.43

2359. Talking to India: A Selection of English Language Broadcasts to India, 18 November 1943: editorial note

2360. Talking to India: Introduction

   A Note on Contributors

2361. Orwell’s Adaptation of The Emperor’s New Clothes by Hans Anderson, 18 November 1943

2362. [Newsletter in Tamil, 31], 18 November 1943

2363. English Newsletter for Indonesia, 20, 19 November 1943

2364. Letter to V. S. Pritchett, 19 November 1943

2365. Review: Henry Noel Brailsford, Subject India, 20 November 1943

2366. Talk on Lady Windermere’s Fan, by Oscar Wilde, 21 November 1943

2367. Letter to Production Department, Penguin Books, 21 November 1943

2368. Letter to Allen & Unwin, 23 November 1943

2369. Letter to Cecil Day Lewis, 23 November 1943

2370. Extract from Minutes of Eastern Service Meeting, 24 November 1943 This meeting, which Orwell attended, was held on his last day of service with the BBC

2371. Newsletter in Tamil, 32, 25 November 1943

2372. Roy Walker to Orwell, 25 November 1943

2373. English Newsletter for Indonesia, 21, 26 November 1943

2374. Appendix 1: Laurence Brander’s Report on Indian Programmes, 11 January 1943

2375. Appendix 2: Orwell’s Notes for ‘The Quick & the Dead’ and ‘The Last Man in Europe’: editorial note

2376. Notes for ‘The Quick & the Dead’, late September 1943?

2377. Notes for ‘The Last Man in Europe’, late September 1943?

Notes

Chronology for the BBC Years, 18 August 1941 to 26 November 1943

Acknowledgements and Provenances




ABOUT THE BOOK

Writing to Philip Rahv on 9 December 1943, Orwell described his time at the BBC as ‘two wasted years’, yet this volume continues to show how much he achieved. Among the educational series in this period were those devoted to new developments in science, modern English verse, great dramatists, and psychology; there were series, such as ‘Books That Changed the World’ which included broadcast talks on great books from East and West. Among those who broadcast for Orwell were John Lehmann, V. S. Pritchett and Stephen Spender. Oliver Bell, Director of the British Film Instistute, took over film reviewing, and the series of shortened versions of Indian plays continued. Orwell adapted four ‘featurised stories’, and broadcast talks on Macbeth and Lady Windermere’S Fan. He continued to broadcast to Malaya and wrote and read news commentaries for Indonesia. He wrote over a dozen reviews, several essays, and a long study, ‘The Detective Story’ printed here for the first time in its original French version and in an English translation. The volume concludes with two appendices: the devastating report by the Intelligence Officer, Laurence Brander on the ineffectiveness of the BBC’s broadcasting service to India; and, Orwell’s preparatory notes for ‘The Quick & the Dead’ and ‘The Last Man in Europe’.




Introduction to Volume XV

1 March to 26 November 1943: Two Wasted Years

On 14 March 1942, after six months at the BBC, Orwell wrote in his Wartime Diary that the atmosphere at the BBC was ‘something half way between a girls’ school and a lunatic asylum, and all we are doing at present is useless, or slightly worse than useless. Our radio strategy is even more hopeless than our military strategy’ (XIII, 229), and 1942 was a very bad year militarily for Britain. He continued working at the BBC under great pressure with his few colleagues for another twenty months, attempting to broadcast not only commentaries on the war as honest as he could make them, but offering his Indian and Far Eastern audiences education, culture, and intelligent features. To the last he was innovative. He had edited a series of broadcast talks for George Allen & Unwin and this was published on 18 November 1943, a few days before he left the Corporation’s service, as Talking to India: A Selection of English Language Broadcasts to India (see 2359 for details and Orwell’s introduction). An interesting feature, and typical of Orwell, was the inclusion of a talk by the Indian nationalist, Subhas Chandra Bose, broadcast from Berlin. The edition had sold out by 1945, nearly half the copies overseas.

Another innovation was a series of ‘featurised stories,’ a form that interested Orwell and which he tried to persuade the BBC (through Rayner Heppenstall) to develop after the war. Writing to Lydia Jackson in October 1943, asking her to featurise a Russian story, he described what was required (see 2305A and 2317A, Volume XX, Appendix 14, 312 and 313). Anatole France’s Crainquebille was broadcast on 11 August 1943 (2230); ‘The Fox’ by Ignazio Silone on 9 September (2270); H. G. Wells’s ‘A Slip Under the Microscope’, 6 October (2297); and the fairy tale (a genre in which he was greatly interested—so his description of Animal Farm on its title-page), Hans Andersen’s The Emperor’s New Clothes, 18 November 1943, just six days before his last day of service (2361). On 17 October his adaptation and commentary on Macbeth (Orwell’s favourite play by Shakespeare) was broadcast, and he gave a talk on Lady Windermere’s Fan on 21 November.

Orwell continued to produce more than one news commentary every week. His series of newsletters to India came to an end with No. 59 on 13 March 1943, but he was currently then also writing (and broadcasting) a newsletter for occupied Malaya, which he had started on 20 November 1942. That series ran until No. 40 on 2 July 1943. The following week he started a series for occupied Indonesia and the last of these that he wrote, No. 21, was broadcast two days after he left the BBC (2373). He also wrote twenty-eight or twenty-nine newsletters for translation into Tamil from 22 April 1943 (see 2024), the last of these being broadcast the day after he finished working for the BBC. He was, therefore, working to the bitter end, however despondent he felt, and even though, as he wrote to Philip Rahv on 9 December 1943, these had been two wasted years (2390, XVI, 22).

But were these years so wasted? There was (as he as well realised) much waste of lives and years at this time and in comparison Orwell’s time was relatively productive: he worked hard and seriously and gave the tasks before him all his imagination and energy. But in terms of what might have been possible, of opportunities not taken, it was a waste. Laurence Brander’s report on Indian programmes of 11 January 1943, printed as Appendix 1 to this volume (2374) gives some measure of what might have been. Brander was one of Orwell’s friends (he wrote one of the first studies of Orwell, George Orwell, 1954) and it is possible that, added to Orwell’s own experience, his discussion with Orwell in the BBC canteen may have helped drive home how useless were the efforts of Bokhari’s little staff. First and foremost, no one seems to have given thought to the very small number of radios in India. Whereas there was one radio to 5·36 people in the United Kingdom in 1939, there was only one for 3, 875 people in India—and broadcasting had to be in several languages (see 892; XIII, 90). Worse still were the kinds of people in charge. In The Lion and the Unicorn he had written bitterly that at the outbreak of war in 1939, ‘All the old duds were back on the job … A generation of the unteachable is hanging upon us like a necklace of corpses’ (763, XII, 413). On 29 April 1942 he wrote, after a visit to witness a debate in Parliament (probably in connexion with the BBC series he ran called ‘The Debate Continues’), ‘This is the twilight of Parliamentary democracy and these creatures are simply ghosts gibbering in some corner while the real events happen elsewhere’ (1130, XIII, 291). One might respond that ‘this was simply Orwell’ (or plus ça change …) were it not that so far as those responsible for broadcasting to India (those above Bokhari and Orwell) were seen in much the same light by whoever wrote the notes for Sir Stafford Cripps in preparation for his Mission to India. Beresford Clark, Controller of Overseas Programmes, was described as never having made a programme, ‘suave, indecisive, conscientious, unimaginative’; R. A. Rendall, Assistant Controller, ‘not a programme man: is youngish, well-meaning, discouraged, tired out by routine; never been to India and knows nothing about it’; L. F. Rushbrook Williams, Director of Eastern Services, sailed with the wind; and Sir Malcolm Darling, Indian Editor (Hindustani), was ‘Obstinate, unimaginative, limited and very patronising to Indians. A joke’ (847, XIII, 20–21). Only Bokhari was given credit (for being an excellent speaker and writer); Orwell was not mentioned. It was against such an Establishment in public life and at the BBC that Orwell constantly fought and the BBC offered him an epitome of Britain (perhaps ‘England’ would be more just) at its most hopeless and depressing.

Against that background, though Orwell could not see it at the time, all was not wasted. Despite his fears, although evidence is in short supply (as it would be from occupied countries), his broadcasts were heard in Malaya and perhaps elsewhere (see 1669). He did experience the kind of institution from the inside that he would develop horrifically in Nineteen Eighty-Four, and the BBC produced one of Orwell’s wry jokes for that novel in the source of Room 101: that was the Committee Room where Orwell obviously was thoroughly bored (see 870). It was ironic that on his last day at the BBC he had to attend a committee meeting. It is hard to delineate possible future influences (and that is not the task of an editor) but one can certainly be suggested. Balraj Sahni (1913–1973), who with Damyanti (d. 1947) broadcast with Norman Marshall in the ‘Let’s Act it Ourselves’ series, went on, as Dr Abha Sharma Rodrigues puts it, to occupy a ‘special place in the history of Indian theatre and cinema’ and he was more than once awarded the National Award for outstanding performance. He helped develop the Indian People’s Theatre Association (which he mentions in a letter to Orwell commiserating with him on Eileen’s death, 20 November 1945, 2799, XVII, 390). This ‘played a significant role in the social and cultural life of independent India. Linking itself closely with the lives of common people …’fn1

Orwell’s fostering of performances of Indian, and specifically Sanskrit, plays was far in advance of its time. In January 1986 the Arts Theatre in London presented The Little Clay Cart, in ten-acts with eight players and two musicians. An enthusiastic review in The Times (11 January 1986) was headed ‘Rich in eccentrics.’ No one mentioned that Orwell had produced a more modest version for India forty-three years earlier (1874). The BBC was, indeed, fertile ground for the continuation of Orwell’s interest in what would now be classed as post-colonial literature but in its ‘pre-post-colonial’ stage, with his encouragement of Indian drama and such writers as Ahmed Ali, Mulk Raj Anand, Prem Chand, and Cedric Dover.

It is tempting to see Orwell’s courses and publications for Indian university students as a precursor to the idea of the open university, and his cultural programmes, especially ‘Voice’, as the seed from which the Third Programme sprang (and some of those who worked with Orwell, such as Rayner Heppenstall, would go on to work for the Third Programme when it opened up three years later; Heppenstall produced Orwell’s adaptation of Animal Farm for that service). Whether or not direct links can be shown, what is certain is that Orwell was in advance of these grand projects and he was not wasting his time.

This volume is not exclusively devoted to Orwell at the BBC. There are a number of reviews, including the important ‘Gandhi in Mayfair’ (2257) with Lionel Fielden’s response (2258), and the long article, ‘The Detective Story’, which appeared in the French journal, Fontaine, now published in English for the first time (2357). Appendix 2 contains Orwell’s notes for ‘The Quick & the Dead’ and ‘The Last Man in Europe’, conjecturely dated September 1943 (see 2375, 2376, and 2377).

A full General Introduction will be found here
Reference should also be made to the Introductions to Volumes XIII and XIV

Two letters from this period were kindly sent by Michael C. D. Macdonald after the whole edition had been set and page-proofed. They are reproduced here with appropriate item numbers. They are indexed.

2098A. To Dwight Macdonald

26 May 1943 Typewritten

10a Mortimer Crescent London NW 6

Dear Macdonald,

Many thanks for your letter (dated April 13 and arrived yesterday!) and cheque.1 I enclose a list of 15 people who I should think would be possible subscribers to PR.2 Some of them I know are acquainted with the paper, and some may possibly be subscribers, but not to my knowledge. I am circularising all of them, telling them you can accept foreign subscriptions, and offering to lend copies so that they can have a look at it. Forster was interested when I showed him a copy some time back, so I am pretty certain he would subscribe if you prodded him, also Myers and Rees.

I am glad the last letter was a success and I will send another as soon as possible. As you see by the above address I didn’t get the job I was trying for (in North Africa) and am still at the BBC.3 I enjoy very much doing these letters for PR, it is a tremendous relief every now and then to write what one really thinks about the current situation, and if I have occasionally shown signs of wanting to stop it is because I keep fearing that your readers will get tired of always hearing about affairs in England from the same person. My point of view isn’t the only one and as you will have seen from the various letters from Alex Comfort etc. there are some pretty vigorous opponents of it.4 But within my own framework I have tried to be truthful and I am very happy to go on with the arrangement so long as you are.

We have shortly coming out a book made up from the broadcasts sent out to India by my department.5 I think some copies will be sent to the USA, and I will try to get a copy to PR. Of course all books of broadcasts are crashingly dull, but it might interest you to see some specimens of British propaganda to India.

I will send off my next letter probably in about a fortnight. In that case it should reach you before the end of July unless the mail service comes unstuck again.

All the best.

Geo. Orwell

2222A. To Dwight Macdonald

6 August 1943 Typewritten

10a Mortimer Crescent, London, N. W. 6.

Dear Macdonald,

I sent you earlier a list of 15 people who I thought were possible subscribers to PR. I have since canvassed all of them and about eight said that they would like to take the paper in. However, there was no way of getting copies except through Horizon, who at present only have six copies to spare. I think you send them a dozen each month but they have some arrangement by which they send six copies to Zwemmer’s (book shop), so we have at any rate got six new subscribers and it is clear that it would be possible to get a good many more if more copies were available. I don’t know how things stand about sending magazines overseas. I suppose you have to get a licence to send a certain number and to show reason if you want to increase it, but whether the chief hold-up is this end or your end I don’t know. If you want to go on with this and can see your way to exporting more copies I can send you some more lists of likely names and can canvass some of them myself. I have no doubt that you could put on an extra circulation of at least fifty in Britain, which I suppose is worth while from your point of view, and which is certainly very desirable in the general state of international black-out we are living in. I am afraid I am thoroughly vague about how these things are done. Connolly, when I questioned him, did not even know on what terms he was getting copies of PR from you, but seemed to have a vague idea that it was not in exchange for copies of Horizon. Eliot has just taken over some job which Professor Arthur Newell previously had, something to do with the exchange of books between Britain and the U.S.A., and we might be able to mobilize him to help with this. At present it is almost impossible to get any American magazines regularly in England, except rubbish like Time etc.

I hope all goes well with you.

Yours sincerely,

Geo. Orwell
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1916. Jack London: ‘Landmarks in American Literature,’ 5

Recorded 1 March 1943; broadcast 5 March 1943


This talk exists in two different versions. The version reproduced is that printed with Orwell’s authority in 1946 (BBC Pamphlet No 3, Oxford University Press, Bombay). This more or less follows the text as broadcast; there are slight differences to take account of the difference in media, but as originally written the talk was too long for the time available. Even the cut version was slightly too long—14½ minutes at rehearsal—and additional cuts on the final page were necessary to get the time as broadcast down to 14′ 8″. The passages cut from the original version (so noted) or changed in the script as broadcast are given in the notes. Minor, consequential, changes are not noted. The surviving timings are given in italic within square brackets. A second typescript in the BBC Archive appears to be a fair copy of the broadcast as amended by Orwell; it does not offer new readings. The earlier typescript carries the two triangular stamps showing that Rushbrook Williams passed the script for Security and Policy.

There is an introduction to Orwell’s talk. It has the appearance of being written hastily and amended in a hand other than Orwell’s, and slightly by Orwell. Had Orwell written the introduction, he would hardly have failed to mention Burmese Days in the initial version when speaking to Indian students. The introduction was censored by Anthony Weymouth on 5 March, the date of the broadcast.


We are approaching the end of our survey of American literature, and as we get nearer our own time the landmarks are more difficult to distinguish. Who are the great American writers of the past fifty years? It is not an easy question to answer, especially if we exclude a novelist like Henry James, who lived most of his time in Europe and actually became a British citizen. But there are certain American writers whose names have gone round the world, and who therefore, apart from all questions of greatness, do possess a representative value. Such a writer is Jack London, whose books have been read by the million in all parts of the world, especially in Germany and Russia. Today, therefore George Orwell is going to talk to you about the significance of Jack London. There is no need for me to introduce George Orwell—he is the Talks Producer1 in this programme and his voice is more familiar to you than mine. But apart from producing2 these broadcasts, he is, as you probably know, the author of The Road to Wigan Pier, Burmese Days,3 and several critical studies which show fine penetration and an independent judgment.

Today, therefore George Orwell is going to talk to you4 about the significance of Jack London.5





Jack London, like Edgar Allan Poe, is one of those writers who have a bigger reputation outside the English-speaking world than inside it—but indeed, more so than Poe, who is at any rate taken seriously in England and America, whereas most people, if they remember Jack London at all, think of him as a writer of adventure stories not far removed from penny dreadfuls.

Now, I myself don’t share the rather low opinion of Jack London which is held in this country and America, and I can claim to be in good company, for another admirer of Jack London’s work was no less a person than Lenin, the central figure of the Russian Revolution. After Lenin’s death his widow, Nadeshda Krupskaya, wrote a short biography of him, at the end of which she describes how she used to read stories to Lenin when he was paralysed and slowly dying. On the last day of all, she says, she began to read him Dickens’s Christmas Carol, but she could see that he didn’t like it; what she calls Dickens’s ‘bourgeois sentimentality’ was too much for him. So she changed over to Jack London’s story ‘Love of Life’, and that was almost the last thing that Lenin ever heard. Krupskaya adds that it is a very good story. It is a good story, but here6 I want only to point to this rather queer conjunction between a writer of thrillers—stories about Pacific islands and the goldfields of the Klondike, and also about burglars, prizefighters and wild animals—and the greatest revolutionary of modern times. I don’t know with certainty what [2′] first interested Lenin in Jack London’s work, but I should expect that it was London’s political or quasi-political writings. For London was among other things an ardent socialist and probably one of the first American writers to pay any attention to Karl Marx. His reputation in continental Europe is largely founded on that, and in particular on a rather remarkable book of political prophecy, The Iron Heel.7 It is a curious fact that London’s political writings have almost escaped attention in his own country and Britain. Ten or fifteen years ago, when The Iron Heel was widely read and admired in France and Germany, it was out of print and almost unobtainable in Britain, and even now, though an English edition of it exists, few people have heard of it.

This has several reasons, and one of them is that Jack London was an extremely prolific writer. He was one of those writers who make a point of producing a fixed amount every day—a thousand words in his case—and in his short life (he was born in 1876 and died in 1916) he produced an immense number of books, of very different types. If you examine Jack London’s work as a whole, you find that there are three distinct strains in it, which don’t at first sight appear to have any connexion with one another. The first is a rather silly one about which I don’t want to say much, and that8 is a worship of animals. This produced his best-known books, White Fang and The Call of the Wild. [3¾′] Sentimentality about animals is something almost peculiar to the English-speaking peoples, and it9 isn’t altogether an admirable trait. Many10 thoughtful people in Britain and America are ashamed of it, and Jack London’s short stories would probably11 have received more critical attention if he hadn’t also written White Fang and The Call of the Wild. The12 next strain to notice in Jack London is his love of brutality and physical violence and, in general, what is known as ‘adventure’. He is a sort of American version of Kipling, essentially an active, non-contemplative writer. By choice he wrote13 about such people as goldminers, sea-captains, trappers and cowboys, and he wrote his best work [4½′] of all about tramps, burglars, prizefighters and the other riff- raff of great American cities. To this side of him belongs that story I’ve already mentioned, ‘Love of Life’, and I shall have more to say about it, because it produced nearly all of his work that is still worth reading. But on top of this there is also that other strain, his interest in sociology and in economic theory, which led him in The Iron Heel to make a very remarkable prophecy of the rise of Fascism.

Well, now let me return to ‘Love of Life’ and the other short stories which are Jack London’s greatest achievement. He is essentially a short-story writer, and though he did produce one interesting novel, The Valley of the Moon, his especial gift is his power of describing isolated, brutal incidents. I use the word ‘brutal’ advisedly. The impression one brings away from Jack London’s best and most characteristic stories is an impression of terrible cruelty. Not that Jack London himself was a cruel man or enjoyed the thought of pain—on the contrary he was even too much of a humanitarian, as his animal stories show—but his vision of life is a cruel one. He14 sees the world as a place of suffering, a place of struggle against a blind, cruel destiny. That is why he likes writing about the frozen polar regions, where Nature is an enemy against which man has to fight for his life. The story15 ‘Love of Life’ describes an incident which is typical of Jack London’s peculiar vision. A gold-prospector who has missed the trail somewhere in the frozen wastes of Canada is struggling desperately towards the sea, slowly dying of starvation but kept going simply by the force of his will. A wolf, also dying [6½′] of hunger and disease, is creeping after the man, hoping that sooner or later he will grow weak enough for it to attack him. They go on and on, day after day, till when they come within sight of the sea each is crawling on his belly, too weak to stand up. But the man’s will is the stronger, and the story16 ends not by the wolf eating the man but the man eating the wolf. That is a typical Jack London incident, except that it has in some sense a happy ending. And if you analyse the subject-matter of any of his best stories you find the same kind of picture. The best story he ever wrote is called ‘Just Meat’. It describes two burglars who have just got away with a big haul of jewellery. As soon as they get home with the swag it occurs to each of them that if he killed the other he would have the whole lot. As it happens they each poison one another at the same meal, and with the same poison—strychnine. They have a little mustard which might save one or other of them if used as an emetic; and the story ends with the two men writhing in agonies on the floor and feebly struggling with one another for the last cup of mustard. Another very good story describes the execution of a Chinese convict in one of the French islands in the Pacific. He is to be executed for a murder committed in the prison. It happens that the prison governor, by a slip of the pen, has written down the wrong name, and consequently it is the wrong prisoner who is taken out of his cell. His guards do not discover this till they have got him to the place of execution, which is twenty miles from the prison. The guards are uncertain what to do, but it hardly seems worth the trouble of going all the way back, so they solve the question by guillotining the wrong man. [8½′] I17 could give further instances, but all I am anxious to establish is that Jack London’s most characteristic work always deals with cruelty and disaster: Nature and Destiny are inherently evil things against which man has to struggle with nothing to back him up except his own courage and strength.

Now it is against this background that Jack London’s political and sociological writings have to be seen. As I have said, Jack London’s reputation in Europe depends on The Iron Heel, in which—in the year 1910 or thereabouts—he foretold the rise of fascism. It’s no use pretending that The Iron Heel is a good book, as a book. It’s a very poor book, much below Jack London’s average, and the developments it foretells aren’t even particularly close to what has actually happened in Europe. But Jack London did foresee one thing which socialists18 of nearly all schools had astonishingly failed to foresee, and that was that when the working-class movements took on formidable dimensions and looked like dominating the world, the capitalist class would hit back. They wouldn’t simply lie down and let themselves be expropriated, as so many socialists had imagined. Karl Marx, indeed, had never suggested that the change-over from Capitalism to Socialism would happen without a struggle, but he did proclaim that this change was inevitable, which his followers, in most cases, took as meaning that it would be automatic. Till Hitler was firmly in the saddle it was generally [10¼′] taken for granted that Capitalism could not defend itself, because of what are generally called its internal contradictions.

Most19 socialists not only did not foresee the rise of fascism but did not even grasp that Hitler was dangerous till he had been about two years in power. Now Jack London would not have made20 this mistake. In his book he describes the growth of powerful working-class movements, and then the boss class organizing itself, hitting back, winning the victory and proceeding to set up an atrocious despotism, with the institution of actual slavery, which lasts for hundreds of years. Who now will dare to say that something like this hasn’t happened over great areas of the world, and may not continue to happen unless the Axis is defeated? There is more in The Iron Heel than this. In particular there is Jack London’s perception that hedonistic societies cannot endure, a perception which isn’t common among what are called progressive thinkers. Outside Soviet Russia left-wing thought has generally been hedonistic, and the weaknesses of the Socialist Movement spring partly from this. But Jack London’s main achievement was to foresee, some twenty years before the event, that the menaced capitalist class would counter-attack and not quietly die because the writers of Marxist textbooks told it to die.21

Why could a mere story-teller like Jack London foresee this when so many learned sociologists could not? I think I have answered that question in what I said just now about the subject-matter of Jack London’s stories. He could foresee the rise of fascism, and the cruel struggles which would have to be gone through, because of the streak of brutality which he had in himself. If you like to exaggerate a little, you might say that he could understand fascism because he had a fascist strain himself. Unlike the ordinary run of Marxist thinkers, who had neatly worked it out on paper that the capitalist class was bound to die of its own contradictions, he knew that the capitalist class was tough and would hit back; he knew that because he himself was tough. That is why the subject-matter of Jack London’s stories is relevant to his political theories. The best of them deal with prison, the prize-ring, the sea and the frozen wastes of Canada—that is, with situations where toughness is everything. That is an unusual background for a socialist writer. Socialist thought has suffered greatly from having grown up almost entirely in urban industrialized societies and leaving some of the more primitive sides of human nature out of account.22 It was Jack London’s understanding of the primitive that made him a better prophet than many better-informed and more logical thinkers.

I haven’t time to speak at length about Jack London’s other political and sociological writings, some of which are better, as books, than The Iron Heel. I will only shortly mention The Road, his reminiscences of the time when he was a tramp in America, one of the best books of its kind ever written, and The People of the Abyss, which deals with the London slums—its facts are out of date now, but various later books23 of the same kind were inspired by it. There is also The Jacket, which is a book of stories but contains at the beginning a remarkable description of life in an American prison. But it is as a story-writer that Jack London best deserves to be remembered, and if you can get hold of a copy I earnestly beg you to read the collection of short stories published under the title When God Laughs. The best of Jack London is there, and from some half-dozen of those stories you can get an adequate idea of this gifted writer who has been, in a way, so popular and influential but has never in my opinion had the literary reputation that was due to him. [14½′]




1917. To Norman Collins, Empire Talks Manager

1 March 1943 Original: typewritten and annotated EB/WMB

APPROACHING EMINENT SPEAKERS

We propose approaching Lord Woolton1 for an interview on the subject of FOOD RATIONING AND CONTROL, to be broadcast both in English and in Hindustani. The Hindustani version will merely be a reporter’s account of the interview with Lord Woolton but in the English version we hope to include a recording of 2/3 minutes of Lord Woolton’s own voice, if he will consent to it then.

The English broadcast would go out on Saturday, March 6th, at 1115–1130 GMT.

[Signed] Eric Blair

(Eric Blair)

P.S. [handwritten] Lord Woolton probably will not be interviewed personally but the Min. of Food will hand out his stuff & he is willing to do the 3-minute b’cast.

E.A.B




1918. To H. D. Graves-Law

1 March 1943 07/ES/EB

Dear Mr. Graves-Law

I am sorry not to have replied earlier to your letter of February 17th but I have been rather busy. The passage you objected to has been completely excised from Mr. Ardaschir’s script.1I will see to it that he does not use your name as an authority.

Your sincerely

[Initialled] EAB

Eric Blair

Talks Producer

Indian Section




1919. BBC Talks Booking Form, 1.3.43


Bahadur Singh: ‘In the Public Eye,’ 11; broadcast 3.3.43; fee £3.3s + 13s 2d fare. Signed: M Blackburn for I.P.O.






1920. BBC Talks Booking Form, 1.3.43


Catherine Lacey: ‘Women Generally Speaking’; producer Eric Blair; broadcast 10.3.43; fee £8.8s + repeat fees. Signed: S.F.A. for Programme Contracts Department.






1921. BBC Talks Booking Form, 1.3.43


Lester Powell: talk on the Indian Red Cross; broadcast 11.3.43; fee £10.10s. Signed: M Blackburn for I.P.O.






1922. Talk to Oxford University English Club

2 March 1943


The Oxford Magazine for 25 February 1943 announced that George Orwell would speak to the Oxford University English Club at 8.15 P.M. on 2 March 1943. No further details have been traced.






1923. To R. R. Desai

3 March 1943 07/ES/EB

Dear Desai

The Indian Government have cabled asking us to do something in Gujerati° about the Beveridge report so we shall have to use your Gujerati° period on Monday next for this. They evidently want to have the whole story, i.e. what the scheme proposes and also the history of the Parliamentary Debate. I need not tell you that the censorship would not allow through any comment, i.e. any comment on our part which amounted to a criticism of the Government for watering the Beveridge scheme down. On the other hand, the debate on the subject with the arguments brought forward for and against the report could be given, objectively. I should suggest simply setting out the provisions of the report, not going into too much detail, but emphasizing the more important clauses, especially family allowances, then mention the debate and then explain how much of the report the Government actually proposes to adopt. You can say, with safety, that whatever else goes out, family allowances on some scale or another are certain to be adopted. And it would be worth adding that this itself is an important advance and likely to raise the British birth-rate. However, they evidently want an objective report on the Beveridge scheme rather than a propaganda statement. You can use the whole of your period on Beveridge or use about ten minutes and reserve about three minutes for the headline news of the week, just as you wish. I hope you will let us have your script in good time. We have already cabled our people in India that we’re going to deal with Beveridge this week.

Yours

Eric Blair

Talks Producer

Indian Section.

P.S. If I could have this particular script on Saturday I shall be much obliged.




1924. BBC Talks Booking Form, 3.3.43


Herbert Read: ‘Landmarks in American Literature,’ 5; ‘5 min. reading of extract from one of Jack London’s books, following the recorded talk by George Orwell on this author. George Orwell is Staff (Eric Blair)’; broadcast 5.3.43; fee £5.5s. Signed: M Blackburn for I.P.O. Remarks: ‘Mr. Read will read the extract only — it has been chosen by Mr. Blair.’






1925. BBC Talks Booking Form, 3.3.43


J. Chinna Durai: ex-gratia payment, ‘see attached PRIVATE AND CONFIDENTIAL correspondence on this subject. Return the correspondence to E.S.D. Room 314, after you have seen it’; fee £10.10s; ‘no contract.’ Signed: M Blackburn.1






1926. To L. F. Rushbrook Williams

4 March 1943 Original; typewritten and annotated MB/EB

We are hoping that Lord Woolton will consent to record a short three to five-minute talk (in English) on Saturday, 6th March, and we have therefore booked Studio 2 at Oxford Street for this purpose from 10.00 a.m. to 10.45 a.m. BST., as this was the time mentioned to Princess Indira when she met the Public Relations Officer at the Ministry of Food the other day.1

Princess Indira will then build a Food Talk around Lord Woolton’s recording and on her visit to the Ministry of Food, for broadcast to India on Saturday, 6th March, from 1115–1130 GMT.

[Signed] Eric Blair

[Handwritten] I have now had a talk with Robert Westerby2 who tells me that Lord Woolton hopes to record his b’cast on his way to the office on Saturday, & therefore might be here any time after 10 am. I will try tomorrow to get a more accurate time, but I suppose we should expect him as from 10 am onwards.

Eric Blair 4.3.43




1927. To Norman Collins

4 March 1943 Original; EB/WMB

APPROACHING EMINENT SPEAKERS

With reference to the proposed approach to Bernard Shaw. We want him to do talk No. 4 in our series GREAT DRAMATISTS which will happen every other week starting in Week 11. These programmes, which might be extended beyond the initial six, if they appear successful, will in each case be made up as follows:—

Ten minutes talk on the chosen dramatist by an acknowledged expert, ten minutes from one of his plays acted by the B.B.C. Repertory and about 8 minutes music. It would obviously be a great scoop to get Bernard Shaw for IBSEN as he is the only survivor of the small group of critics who first introduced ISBEN to the British public. His chances of making undesirable remarks are not very great in a programme of this type in which he will be tied down pretty closely to a given subject of a mainly literary nature. In any case it should be possible to record his talk a good time before the broadcast which would be in Week 17.1

[Signed] Eric Blair

(Eric Blair)




1928. New Marathi General Assistant


On 4th March 1943, Mrs. M. I. Hunt, one of two assistants in the Headquarters and Liaison Department of the Overseas Services Division, wrote to the Overseas Services Establishment Officer outlining the case for the appointment of a new Marathi assistant and suggesting that Venu Chitale be given this responsibility. Her memorandum continued:

‘In addition, however, to the expansion in the Green Network a daily quarter-hour in the Red between 15.15 and 15.30 has been added and will be the responsibility of Mr. Blair, with Miss Chitale’s assistance. Thus, she will have a full time post immediately and as she has to devote herself more to Marathi in the future so she will drop her English programmes with Mr. Blair. In fact from now on she will not have time to work at all on Hindustani programmes and this will have to be handed over as soon as possible to one of the candidates brought over from India by Mr. Bokhari.

‘E.S.D. has very definite reasons for wanting Miss Chitale to remain on the Staff now that he knows the Sahni’s° are leaving. After their departure for India the only Hindu representative will be Mr. Bakaya, and as E.S.D. points out it is important to keep the balance between Hindus and Muslims. He also explains that there is great value in keeping an Indian woman on the Staff. Permission is, therefore, asked for the creation of the new Marathi post before the 28th March and the transfer to it of Miss Chitale, subject, of course, to her good report at the end of the month. Her present post (OS. 1031) will thus be left vacant for Mr. Pant who is the Hindu candidate suggested by Mr. Bokhari for the appointment in connection with Hindustani programmes.’

On 18 March 1943, Sir Guy Williams, Overseas Establishment Officer, wrote to the Secretary, Establishment Control, recommending the appointment of such an assistant with a view to establishing a daily Marathi service. He concluded:

‘Until the daily Marathi service is available the Assistant will be employed as follows:

(a)  Working up the Marathi in preparation for the expanded schedule

(b)  The principal work in connection with an additional 15 minute period in the Red Network

(c)  Maintaining the Hindu Balance in the main Hindustani programme output.’






1929. To Bonamy Dobrée

4 March 1943 07/ES/EB

Dear Dobrée

Thank you for your letter of March 1st.

I am sorry you cannot do the talk for us1 but perhaps you will be able to do another talk in the same series later on.

The suggestion you make2 about the talks for the Home Service sounds promising but of course I have nothing to do with the Home Service. The person I would write to is Mr. Salmon, Home Talks Department.

Yours sincerely

[Initialled] E.A.B

George Orwell

Talks Producer

Indian Section




1930. To T. S. Eliot

4 March 1943 07/ES/EB

Dear Eliot

Thanks for your letter. I was very sorry to hear you were ill and as soon as I heard this from your Secretary I abandoned the idea of your doing the first talk, which would have given you very little notice.

I wonder whether you would, by any chance, care to do the second in the series, which is two weeks later, that is to say, on Thursday, April 1st, at the same time. This talk is on DRYDEN, the play being the INDIAN EMPRESS,1 and the plan of the programme would be the same as I gave you. You might let me know whether you could do this, as otherwise I must approach someone else. I am hoping to get George Sampson2 to do the one on MARLOWE

I quite agree about the stuff in the LISTENER and I will try and get this regulated for the future. In theory the BBC. holds the copyright of all broadcast material for 28 days after transmission but I have no doubt we could come to an agreement with them.

Yours sincerely

[Initialled] E.A.B

George Orwell

Talks Producer

Indian Section




1931. BBC Talks Booking Form, 4.3.43


Tom Driberg, MP:1 ‘The Debate Continues,’ ‘The Work of the Army Bureau of Current Affairs (ABCA)’; 6-minute talk; broadcast 8.3.43; fee £5.5s. Signed: M Blackburn for I.P.O. Against his address at the Daily Express is the note, ‘Envelope should be marked PRIVATE & CONFIDENTIAL.’






1932. News Commentary in English for Malaya, 23

5 March 1943


This was written and read by George Orwell. No script has been traced.






1933. To A. Morley, India Office

5 March 1943 ES/EB

Dear Mr. Morley

I enclose a copy of the script which Lord Woolton is proposing to record for the Indian Section tomorrow, Saturday, 6th March at 10.30 a.m. BST. Would you kindly look at this script and let me know that it meets with your approval for broadcast in English to India.

We intend to transmit the recording made by Lord Woolton on Saturday the 6th March at 1115–1130 GMT (within this programme period). It will be incorporated into a talk to be broadcast by Princess Indira of Kapurthala.

Yours very truly,

[Signed] Eric Blair

Eric Blair

Talks Producer




1934. To Talks Booking Manager

5 March 1943 Original MB/EB

RECORDING OF SHORT TALK BY LORD WOOLTON, Minister Of Food

We have just received written notification from the Public Relations Officer of the M. of F. saying that Lord Woolton has kindly consented to do a short recorded talk for broadcast in the Eastern Service (Red Network) on Saturday, 6th March, within the period 1115–1130 GMT. Lord Woolton will record this talk at 200 O.S. in Studio 2. on Saturday, 6th March (tomorrow) at 10.30 a.m. BST.

Would you kindly arrange for the usual and suitable acknowledgement to be made to Lord Woolton for his kindness.1

[Signed] Eric Blair




1935. To L. F. Rushbrook Williams

5 March 1943 Original MB/EB

RECORDED TALK BY LORD WOOLTON

We have now been informed definitely to expect Lord Woolton at 200 Oxford Street at 10.30 a.m. BST on Saturday, 6th March, when he will record a short talk. Studio OS.2 has been booked for this recording.

Princess Indira is preparing a script around this recording by Lord Woolton and based on her visit to the Ministry of Food. Her live talk and the recording made by Lord Woolton will be broadcast in the Eastern Service (Red Network) on Saturday, 6th March, from 1115–1130 GMT, in place of the usual News Review.

We are trying to find out if Lord Woolton will consent to be photographed with Princess Indira and a member of the Indian Section staff in the Studio after the recording is completed.

[Signed] Eric Blair




1936. To Philip Unwin

5 March 1943 07/ES/EB/WMB


On 4 March 1943, the publishers George Allen & Unwin wrote to Orwell at the BBC sending details of a new book by Mark Benney1 on his work in an aircraft factory, Over to Bombers, to be published on 16 March. Orwell was asked if he would ‘care to have a personal copy of it with a view to making some reference to it publicly.’



Dear Mr. Unwin

I fancy that Benney’s book is of the kind that E. M. Forster would like to publicise in his monthly Book talk to India, so if you will send me a copy I will see that it is brought to his notice.

Yours sincerely

[Signed] Geo. Orwell

George Orwell

Talks Producer

Indian Section




1937. Newsletter to India Replaced

6 March 1943


No newsletter was broadcast to India on 6 March 1943. PasB for 6 March notes, ‘Special Talk on Food Situation by Princess Indira of Kapurthala, 8′ 45″, including 3-min rec; talk by Lord Woolton, rec DOX 11944, rec 6.3.43, 4′ 13″.’ See Orwell’s memorandum to Rushbrook Williams, 4 March 1943, 1926.






1938. To the Editor, The Times Literary Supplement

6 March 1943


Orwell reviewed The Development of William Butler Yeats by V. K. Narayana Menon in Horizon, January 1943; see 1791. His review was discussed by Charles Morgan in his column ‘Menander’s Mirror,’ in The Times Literary Supplement, 20 February 1943. Orwell responded on 6 March 1943. His letter is printed in the sequence following his review; see 1791.






1939. To K. K. Ardaschir

8 March 1943 07/ES/EB/WMB

Dear Mr. Ardaschir

This is just to remind you about your broadcast on Friday, March 12th, at 12.45 (British Summer Time). Will you please be here about 11.45 for rehearsal.

Mr. Blair has asked me to return the attached script to you, as he regrets he is unable to make use of it.

Yours sincerely

[Initialled] W B

(For Eric Blair)

Talks Producer

Indian Section




1940. To Lester Powell

8 March 1943 07/ES/EB/WMB

Dear Lester

Thank you very much for your script. I am sending you back a copy and you will notice there are one or two minor alterations.

Would you please be here at about 11.30 on Thursday morning for a rehearsal.

Yours sincerely

[Initialled] G. O.

George Orwell

Talks Producer

Indian Section




1941. To Arthur Wynn, Music Bookings Manager

8 March 1943 Original EB/WMB

Contract for Dr Narayana Menon

Referring to our memo. of the 24th February, will you kindly arrange a contract and payment for Dr. Menon for planning and choosing a 15 minute programme of gramophone records.1 This will be broadcast on Thursday, March 25th, at 1130–1145 GMT, in the Eastern Service (Red Network).

Dr. Menon’s address is 176 Sussex Gardens, W.2.

[Signed] Eric Blair

P.S. This is a fortnightly programme and we will send you another memo. for the next programme, as you mentioned that it would be better to issue the contracts for each broadcast.




1942. [To Penguin Books]1

8 March 1943 Typewritten; original EEF/SGO

10a Mortimer Crescent

London NW 6

Dear Sir,

With reference to your letter dated 5.3.43.1 am not absolutely certain without looking up my contracts how I stand about the rights in my books, but I am almost certain that if the publisher has issued no cheap edition two years after publication, the rights revert to me. I can verify this, but in any case neither of my publishers is likely to make trouble about the republication of books which appeared some time ago. The books of mine which might be worth reprinting are (I give date of publication with each):—

“Burmese Days” (1934–1935).

“Homage to Catalonia” (1938)

“Coming Up for Air” (1939)

“Inside the Whale” (1940).

I should say “Burmese Days” was much the most hopeful. It was first published by Harper’s in the USA, then a year later in a slightly bowdlerised edition by Gollancz. The English edition sold 3000 to 4000, the American about 1000.2 I think it deserves reprinting, and it has a certain topicality owing to the campaign in Burma. Gollancz’s stock of it has come to an end and it is totally out of print, but I possess a copy of the American edition. “Inside the Whale” is also totally out of print, the stocks of it having been blitzed, but I have a proof copy. It didn’t sell much but got a certain notoriety owing to parts of it being reprinted in magazines. “Homage to Catalonia” I think ought [to] be reprinted some time, but I don’t know whether the present is quite the moment. It is about the Spanish civil war, and people probably don’t want that dragged up now. On the other hand if Spain comes into the war I suppose it would be for a while possible to sell anything which seemed informative about Spanish internal affairs, if one could get it through the press in time.

I shall be happy to give you any further information you want.

Yours faithfully

[Signed] George Orwell




1943. BBC Talks Booking Form, 8.3.43


Princess Indira of Kapurthala: ‘The Debate Continues’; one form is for Mondays, 8, 15, and 22.2.43 and 1.3.43; another for 15, 22, and 29.3.43; ‘Usual fee’ was typed on each, then crossed out by Miss Blackburn, who wrote: ‘£10–10–0. Suggest this is checked with P[rogramme] C[ontracts] D[epartment],’ and ‘12 gns’ (£12.12s). [From the entries made by the Talks Booking Manager, Princess Indira was paid £12.12s for 8 March and £10.10s for the others.] Forms signed: M Blackburn for I.P.O.






1944. BBC Talks Booking Form, 8.3.43


Bahadur Singh: ‘In the Public Eye,’ 12 (last), M. Maisky;1 broadcast 10.3.43; fee £6.6s + 13s 2d fare. Signed: M Blackburn for I.P.O.






1945. To B. H. Alexander, Copyright Department

10 March 1943 EB/WMB

BBC extracts from original memoranda

Contract for Mr. Narayana Menon—INDIAN PLAY

Mr. Narayana Menon was responsible for making a radio version of INDIAN PLAY (No. 3) THE VISION OF VASAVADATTA (from the Sanscrit). This was broadcast on Tuesday, March 9th at 1145–1200 GMT, in the Eastern Service (Red Network). Mr. Menon used the English translation of this play by A. C. Woolner (Oxford University Press 1930), but he did adapt it freely and suitably into a radio drama of 13½ minutes duration. Will you please therefore issue a contract for him for this work. His address is 176 Sussex Gardens, W.2.

This also applies to the INDIAN PLAY (No. 2) MROCCHAKATIKA—THE LITTLE CLAY CART which was also freely adapted for radio by Mr. Menon. Duration 13½ minutes. In this case he used Professor Ryder’s translation of the Sanscrit play. THE LITTLE CLAY CART was broadcast on Tuesday, February 9th, at 1145–1200 GMT in the Eastern Service (Red Network).

Sgd. W. BEDWELL for Eric Blair


Miss Alexander replied on 22 March:



With reference to your memo of the 10th March, I have now obtained from the Oxford University Press retrospective authority for the use of A. C. Woolner’s translation of the play “The Vision of Vasavadatta”.

I should like to emphasise once again that it is essential that I should be notified in advance of the use of copyright material in this way. On the last occasion when the Indian Service used one of their translations, the O.U.P. took strong exception to our failure to obtain permission in advance and I had every expectation that they would take an even stronger line on this occasion. Fortunately, permission has been forthcoming with nothing more than a mild protest, but we really cannot afford to run the risk of antagonising publishers in this way, and I shall be very glad if in future you will be sure to notify me in advance when you are making either direct or indirect use of published material.

Sgd. H. A.




1946. To the Sirdar Ikbal Ali Shah

10 March 1943 07/ES/EB/WMB

Dear Sirdar

Thanks for your letter dated March 8th. I wonder whether you would like to do a talk on THE KORAN on Friday, March 26th. Some time ago we did a series of talks which had some success in India, called BOOKS THAT CHANGED THE WORLD. These talks dealt with European books, from about Seventeen Hundred onwards, which could be considered to have had a direct effect on history. We now want to follow them up with a series on Oriental books, particularly religious books. You will see, therefore, that I would want your talk to be not so much a scholarly thesis on the KORAN as a talk on its social and political influence through the expansion of Islam.

This would be of 13½ minutes duration that is to say, about 1600 words, and would be delivered at 12.45 to 1 pm. (British Summer Time). I should like, if possible, to have the script in a week beforehand.

If you want any further guidance I am at your disposal any time you care to ring me up.

Yours sincerely

[Signed] Eric Blair

Talks Producer

Indian Section




1947. To J. B. Clark, Controller, Overseas Services

11 March 1943

ORIGINS OF LITERAY TALKS REPRINTED IN THE LISTENER


On 26 February 1943, L. F. Rushbrook Williams, Eastern Service Director, asked Sir Richard Maconachie, Controller, if Eastern Service talks reprinted in The Listener might be attributed to Eastern Service rather than ‘the generic term of Overseas Services.’ Maconachie asked R. Rendall, Assistant Controller, who thought such requests ‘should be routed through “divisional” channels,’ and that only articles that would strike a reader as ‘odd’ should be so designated—and such articles were seldom reprinted. Rushbrook Williams then explained that articles on English literature intended for Indian listeners did have a different character than they would if they were addressed to English audiences.

On 9 March, Clark gave his opinion: ‘With reference to E.S.D.’s memo of 26/2 and subsequent minutes attached, I don’t think on balance there is any strong reason for attributing these talks to the Eastern Service instead of to Overseas Services unless in the Editor’s opinion the former would have real value from the point of view of readers. Unless, therefore, the Editor wishes to make the change I think the past practice should continue—at least for the present.’

Rushbrook Williams forwarded this to Orwell, with the annotation ‘We haven’t got any change out of them here!’ Orwell added ‘Noted’ and his initials, and sent a fully-argued case for such ascriptions to Clark through Rushbrook Williams on 11 March 1943:



I have been in communication with the Editor of The Listener about the designation of Service printed at the end of contributions. He referred me to you.

The position is that various speakers in the Indian Section of the Eastern Service are beginning to complain about their talks being reprinted without any indication that this talk was specially directed to India. Previously, ‘Indian Service’ used to be printed at the end of any such contribution, but in recent months, this has been changed to ‘Overseas’, making no differentiation between our stuff and that of the African and North American Services. The Editor tells me that this cannot be changed without your authorisation.

Our speakers complain, I think justly, that when they do a talk for India they do not do it in the same manner as they would to, for instance, America because, especially in literary talks, the same degree of knowledge cannot be assumed in the Indian listener. The trouble came to a head over a talk by T. S. Eliot on “Edgar Allen° Poe”. Eliot could not, of course, necessarily assume that the average Indian student would even have heard of Poe. He therefore had to go on record in The Listener as putting out some very elementary remarks about Poe which the reader would quite likely imagine to have been directed at America. He now tells me that if his contributions continue to be printed without indication of the audience they are addressed to, he may have to stop broadcasting. This would be a serious loss to our own and other Services, and a much more serious loss would be E. M. Forster, who is also beginning to complain on the same score. I should be very much obliged if it were thought possible to revert to the old practice of indicating the Service at the end of a reprinted talk. Failing this, it might be possible to arrange that these speakers’ talks shall not be printed without their consent, but this would involve drawing up a kind of Contract which so far as I know, is quite unprecedented.

[Signed] Eric Blair 11.3.43


Rushbrook Williams sent the following comment on Orwell’s memorandum to Clark and to Rendall: ‘In view of C.(O.S.)’s decision conveyed to me in his memorandum of 9th March, the circumstances—now for the first time fully set forth in Mr. Eric Blair’s memorandum which I annexe—seem a little awkward. I suggest it is hardly worth while getting on the wrong side of people like T. S. Eliot and E. M. Forster on a small point like this. If their objection is as strong as Mr. Blair believes, and if C.(O.S.) still decides that it is impossible to make the exact ascription which they desire, the only way out that I can see is to ask the Editor of “The Listener” not to reprint their talks.’

Rendall thought it not unreasonable to agree to the original proposal but ‘it’s a pity we had not the full facts at the start.’ Clark wrote to the Controller of the Home Service, ‘I fear we have been misled owing to non-statement of the case which gave rise to the first request. I offer my apology for the oversight.’ He thought that, though there was a point made by Eliot and Forster, ‘it is slightly exaggerated in Blair’s minute.’ He then outlined a proposal which evidently the Controller of the Home Service and the Editor of The Listener found acceptable, for it was set out in the following memorandum from Clark to Rendall and Rushbrook Williams on 20 March 1943:

‘With reference to Blair’s memo of March 11th, the Editor of the Listener has agreed when necessary to ascribe the special talks mentioned to “Eastern Services” provided that we on our side make it clear in each case what is required. The onus is therefore on us to keep the thing straight and I should be glad if accordingly you would arrange for the Listener copies of literary talks given by T. S. Eliot, E. M. Forster and others in precisely similar cases to be endorsed “to be acknowledged to Eastern Services if published”. As I have indicated in earlier minutes, I am anxious that this endorsement should not automatically go on all Eastern Service talks scripts, but only on those for which Blair made a special case in his memo of March 11th. It is unfortunate that some effort was wasted in the earlier stages of this business owing to an incomplete statement of the request being put forward in the first instance.’

Rushbrook Williams sent this on to Orwell with the annotation, ‘You will now be able to console Eliot and Forster! I shd like you to assume responsibility for seeing that C(OS)’s distinction at A is carefully observed.’ ‘A’ was marked against the passage ‘I am anxious … memo of March 11th.’ Orwell returned the memorandum annotated ‘I will see to this’ and initialled.






1948. To T. S. Eliot

11 March 1943 07/ES/EB

Dear Eliot

Following on our telephone conversation—here are the particulars about the talk on DRYDEN, just in case you haven’t seen the other letter.

This talk is the second in a series called GREAT DRAMATISTS and each programme will deal with one dramatist, with special reference to one of his plays. The play chosen for Dryden is “The Indian Empress”.1 The programme consists of a ten-minutes’ talk, a scene from the chosen play, acted by the BBC Repertory and taking about ten minutes, and about eight minutes of music. The layout is like this:


1. There is about a couple of minutes of music, and then—cutting into this—a few lines from the acted scene, which will have been recorded beforehand, as a sort of trailer. The speaker then

2. gives his talk.

3. After this, the recorded scene is acted right through, and then there is more music.



You will see therefore that the speaker’s opening words should have some reference to the fragment of the scene which has just been heard. If you start off—“Those lines you have just heard come from John Dryden’s play ‘The Indian Empress’”—or words to that effect, that would be the kind of thing. If you liked you might also refer to the forthcoming scene at the end of your talk.

A ten-minutes’ talk means about 1200 words. This is to be broadcast on April 1st at 12.30 p.m., so if you were here on that day at a quarter-to-twelve it would be all right. Of course you can record beforehand if that date is not convenient. I should like to have the script in by March 25th if possible. In case you would like to know, the other people taking part in the series are: George Sampson, Sherard Vines,2 James Stephenson3 and I hope Bernard Shaw.

Yours sincerely,

Eric Blair

Talks Producer.




1949. To Penguin Books

11 March 1943 Typewritten, original EEF/SGO

10a Mortimer Crescent

London NW 6

Dear Sir,

I will procure copies of the four books named and send them to you.1 I hope it will be possible for me to get them back, at any rate those that you are not publishing, as in two cases this is literally the the only copy in existence, so far as I know.

[Signed] Geo. Orwell2

Yours truly




1950. News Commentary in English for Malaya, 24

12 March 1943


This was written and read by George Orwell. No script has been traced.






1951. BBC Talks Booking Form, 12.3.43


Dr. E. D. Edwards: ‘Women Generally Speaking,’ Everyday Chinese Heroes; 13-minute talk; broadcast 31.3.43; fee £9.9s. Signed: M Blackburn for I.P.O. Remarks: ‘Please mark envelope “PRIVATE & CONFIDENTIAL.”’






1952. Weekly News Review, 59

13 March 1943


The text of this Newsletter is taken from the typescript used for the broadcast, which carries stamps indicating it was passed for Policy and Security. It is marked in Orwell’s hand, ‘As b’cast 13½′ EAB,’ and was read by Orwell. There are a few amendments, some in his hand. Attached to the typescript is a written version—not in Orwell’s hand—of the addition to the first paragraph (see n. 1), the position of which is not clear. It may have been written out for use in the broadcast or for the typist who later prepared a fair copy of the script. Its word order has been followed here.

At the beginning and end, Orwell speaks of bringing these weekly commentaries to an end. This has misled some to imagine that he was delivering a last message because he was being excluded from participation in direct propaganda of this kind. Thus, West: Commentaries has this footnote: ‘Orwell’s delivery of a “final message” shows his realisation that, whatever else he might do for the BBC, direct propaganda was not going to be part of it (219, n. 385).’ This is a false conclusion. Orwell is speaking only of the end of this series of news commentaries for India. He continued to prepare scripts for translation into the vernacular, starting a news series for Tamil listeners on 22 April 1943, which was still running when he left the BBC seven months later; continuing the series he himself transmitted to Malaya until 2 July 1943; and, when he finished the series to Malaya, broadcasting commentaries he had written to Indonesia until he left the BBC. From this commentary it is plain that Orwell expected ‘the Anglo-American attack on Europe’ to begin early enough in 1943 ‘to finish the war this year’ (paragraph 4). This is even more optimistic than the statement in his Letter to Partisan Review, 3 January 1943 (1797) where he said it was ‘now widely expected that Germany would be defeated ‘some time in 1943 and 1944.’ The possible stalemate described at the end of paragraph five looks forward to that of Nineteen Eighty-Four.



As this is the last News Commentary that I shall do in this series I would like to end up with a general review of the World situation rather than a survey of the week’s news. As a matter of fact there has not been a great deal that is new to comment on this week. The big events of the week have been the Russian capture of Vyasma° on the central Front, the German counterattacks against Kharkov on the Southern Front, —from this morning’s news it is evident that Kharkov is in danger—the Germans claim to be already in the City,1 and the unsuccessful German attack in the southern part of Tunisia, but the situation has not fundamentally changed. Even the Red Army’s recapture of Vyasma, important though it is, could be foreseen, as probable when Rzhev fell. So, let me use my time, this week, in trying to give a comprehensive picture of the whole war and trying to predict in very general outlines what is likely to happen.

If you look at the war, as a whole, there are six factors which really count, four of them military, and two political. Of course, they’re not separable from one another, but one can see the situation more clearly by listing them separately. The first factor is the failure of the Germans to carry out their full plans in Russia. The second factor is the coming Anglo-American attack on Continental Europe. The third factor is the war of the German U-boats against the United Nations lines of supply. The fourth factor is the Japanese offensive in the Far East and its slowing down for reasons which we are not yet quite sure about. The fifth factor is the failure of the Nazi New Order in Europe, and the sixth is the attempt of the Japanese in the Far East to set up a New Order designed to benefit only themselves, like that of the Germans in Europe.

The first of these factors,° is the most important, because Germany is the main enemy and the Japanese cannot really continue to fight alone if Germany goes out—they might manage to prolong the war for several years. If you look at the map of Russia, you can see that however much territory they’ve over-run, the Germans have totally failed in what was probably their most urgent war aim and are likely to fail in their secondary one. Their primary war aim was to captue the oil-fields of the Caucasus. It was for this reason that the Germans decided to attack Soviet Russia, probably as far back as the winter of 1940. Since Britain had failed to collapse, like France, they saw they were in for a long war, and it was absolutely necessary for them to have bigger supplies of oil than they could get from European sources and from synthetic production. Secondly, they had to have food, which meant that they had to have the fertile lands of the Ukraine. Europe is capable, or nearly capable, of feeding itself, but not if a large proportion of its manpower is making weapons of war for the German army instead of producing food. In peace-time, Europe could import food from the Americas, but with Britain blockading Germany at sea, the Ukraine was an absolute necessity for the German war machine. As everybody knows, the Germans have failed to get to the Caucasus, but they still hold the greater part of Ukrainia.° It is probably a mistake in spite of the defeats they have had in the last few months to imagine that they will give this up without fighting. They would probably regard the Dneiper river and a line containing the whole of Poland and the Baltic States, as the last Frontier, to which they could afford to retreat. Probably they will try to stand on the defensive on this line and muster their forces to meet the Allied attack from the west, but this strategy puts them in a dilemma. If they give up the Ukraine, they have not the food resources to carry on the war indefinitely. If they hold on to it, they’re defending an immensely long2 Frontier, inevitably tying up a bigger army than they can afford to use. We don’t really know what the German casualties have been in the two Russian winters, but certainly they have been large and the total mobilisation orders in Germany, together with endless attempts to make the European populations work harder, shows that the German man power position is becoming serious. Broadly, one can say, that by provoking both Britain and Soviet Russia, and the United States, against them, the Germans have made sure that they cannot win and can only hope, at best, for a stalemate. We may expect them, therefore, during this year to make violent political offensives aimed at sowing dissension among the United Nations. They will try to play on American fear of Bolshevism, Russian suspicion of Western capitalism, and Anglo-American jealousy, and they probably calculate that they have better chances along those lines than on purely military action.

The second and third factors, the Anglo-American attack on Europe, and the submarine war, cannot be considered separately. Much the best chance the Germans have of staving off an attack from the West is to sink so many ships that the United Nations, not only cannot transport a big force oversea, but what is more important, keep it supplied. When one realises that one infantry soldier needs about seven tons of supplies, one realises what an attack against Europe means in terms of shipping. Even if the Germans could not stave off an attack from the West altogether they might keep the United Nations embarrassed until the attack started too late to finish the war this year. In that case, the stalemate the Germans are probably hoping for, will become more likely of attainment. The campaign in Tunisia really has the same object, that is, to keep a big Allied Army tied up in Africa, and prevent it crossing the sea to Europe. I don’t care to predict too much about the results of these German delaying tactics because there’re two things we don’t yet know. First of all, naturally, we don’t know what is the Allied plan of attack. Secondly, we don’t know the real facts about the shipping situation because the Governments of the United Nations, probably justifiably, don’t publish figures of shipping losses, but we do know certain facts from which inferences can be3 drawn, and on the whole, they’re hopeful. The first is that the United Nations succeeded in transporting a large army to Africa, evidently to the surprise of the Germans, and are transporting an American Army which grows every day across the Atlantic to Britain. The second is that the food situation, which is probably an index of the shipping situation, has not deteriorated in Britain during the past two years. The third is the enormous expansion of the American shipbuilding industry, and the fourth the growing improvement in the methods—surface ships, aeroplanes and bombing of bases, —of dealing with the submarine. The U-boats have been the Germans’ strongest card hitherto, but there is no strong reason for thinking that they will be able to slow down Allied preparations indefinitely.

We don’t know enough4 about Japanese strategy to be certain whether they’ve been seriously crippled by the blows they’ve had in the past eight months, or whether they’ve slowed down their campaigns according to some definite plan. All we do know is that a year ago they over-ran very rapidly the countries bordering the south-west Pacific and since then have made no progress but on the contrary have lost some valuable bases and an enormous amount of war material. Japan’s weakest spot, like that of Britain, is shipping. They have certainly lost an immense quantity, both war ships and merchant ships, at a time when they need ships more and more in order to keep their island possessions running. Moreover, they’ve nothing like the power of replacement of the highly industrialised states. It is safe to say that the United States can build more ships in a month than Japan can in a year. And in aeroplane construction the margin is even greater. It seems likely, therefore, that if the Japanese did not go on to attack India and Australia, as everyone expected, it was not because they did not want to but because they could not. On the other hand, we ought not to assume that they will collapse quickly when Germany is finished with. The Japanese cannot afford to retreat from the mainland of Asia any more than the Germans can afford to give up Eastern Europe. If they did so, their industrial and military power would decline rapidly. We may expect, therefore, that the Japanese will defend every inch of what they have got and in the past few months they have shown how obstinately they can fight. But probably Japanese grand strategy, like that of Germany, is now aiming at a stalemate. They perhaps calculate that if they can consolidate their position5 where they are, the United Nations will be too war weary to go on fighting when Germany is defeated, and might be willing to make terms on the basis of everyone keeping what he has got. Of course, the real object of this would be to renew the war at the first favourable6 opportunity and we ought to be on our guard against Japanese peace-talk, no less than against German.

As to the political factors, there is no need to talk any longer about the failure of the Nazi New Order in Europe. By this time, it stinks in the nose of the whole world. But it is important to realise that Japanese aims and methods are essentially similar, and that the Japanese New Order or, as they call it, the Greater East Asia Co-Prosperity Sphere, will have the same appearance when the necessary time-lag has elapsed. The Japanese are plundering the lands under their control and it does not make very much difference if in one place they plunder by naked violence and in another by means of a faked paper money which will not buy anything. They must plunder Asia, even if they did not wish to do so, because they cannot afford to do otherwise. They must have the food and raw materials of the occupied countries and they cannot give anything of corresponding value in return. In order to pay for the goods they seize, they would have to turn their factories over to producing cheap consumption goods, which would be impossible without slowing down their war industries. The same essential situation exists in Europe, but less crudely because the countries over-run by the Germans are more industrialised. It is as certain as anything can well be that within a fairly short time, the Malays, Burmese and other peoples now under Japanese rule will find out all about their so-called protectors and realise that these people who were making such golden promises a year ago are simply a hoard of locusts eating their countries naked. But7 just how soon that will happen is a more8 difficult question and I do not intend to be able to answer it exactly. At present, comparatively little news comes to us from Japanese occupied territory, but we have one great and unimpeachable source of evidence and that is, China. The war in China began five years9 before it began in the rest of Asia and there are innumerable eye witness accounts of the way the Japanese have behaved. By almost universal agreement it is a regime of naked robbery with all the horrors of massacre, torture and rape on top of that. The same will happen, or has already happened, to all the lands unfortunate enough to fall under Japanese rule. Perhaps the best answer to the propaganda which the Japanese put out to India and other places is simply the three words LOOK AT CHINA. And since I am now bringing these weekly Commentaries to an end10 I believe those three words LOOK AT CHINA are the best final message I can deliver to India.




1953. To T. S. Eliot

15 March 1943 07/ES/EB/WMB

Dear Eliot

I suppose you’ve had my wire,1 I am sorry I made the mistake of calling the play you are to talk on THE INDIAN EMPRESS. It should have been THE INDIAN EMPEROR.2 As I believe there is another one called THE INDIAN QUEEN it would have been rather a puzzle to know just which play was intended.

Although THE INDIAN EMPEROR refers to the Mexican Indians I wonder whether you could tie your talk on to India by just mentioning even if only in one sentence that Dryden wrote a play about Aurungzib,3 or however it is spelt. We shall expect your script round about the 25th.

Yours sincerely

[Initialled] E.A.B

George Orwell

Talks Producer

Indian Section




1954. Note to Norman Collins

c. 16 March 1943


On 9 March 1943, Ursula Eason, of BBC Northern Ireland, asked Collins whether it was possible to make available a copy of a script by E. M. Forster in which he had reviewed Landslide by Stephen Gilbert.1 His mother had tried unsuccessfully to hear the broadcast. Collins sent the memorandum to Orwell, asking if the broadcast could be traced in the African Service and ‘Is there anything we can do to heal this mother’s heart.’ Orwell replied by annotating the same memorandum.



Mr Collins.

I find E. M. Forster did mention this book. I am sending a copy of what he said to N. I. Programme Director.

Eric Blair.




1955. On Orwell’s behalf to E. M. Forster

16 March 1943 07/ES/EB/WMB

Dear Mr. Forster

Mr. Orwell has asked me to write and ask you what you feel like talking about this month, for your broadcast on the 31st March—SOME BOOKS.

Perhaps you could let us have some idea of the books you will speak about and we will try and get them for you.

Yours sincerely

[Signed] W Bedwell

(For George Orwell)

Talks Producer

Indian Section




1956. BBC Talks Booking Form, 16.3.43


Oliver Bell: ‘Women Generally Speaking’; 13½-minute talk, ‘Films of the Month,’ with an introduction by Lady Grigg; broadcast 24.3.43; fee £9.9s. Signed: M Blackburn for I.P.O.






1957. BBC Talks Booking Form, 16.3.43


T. S. Eliot: ‘Calling All Students,’ ‘Great Dramatists,’ 2; ‘Mr. Eliot will give a talk on John Dryden with special reference to “Indian Emperor” (Dryden’s play)’; broadcast 1.4.43; fee £10.10s. Signed: M Blackburn for I.P.O. Remarks: ‘Mr. Eliot is writing the script and giving a live talk of approximately 10 mins. duration in this broadcast.’






1958. BBC Talks Booking Form, 16.3.43


Dr. N. Gangulee and Shridhar Telkar, jointly: three scripts for series ‘In Your Kitchen,’ called ‘The Health of a Nation’; 13½ minutes; Mrs. K. C. Roy will take part in the discussion; broadcast 17, 24, and 31.3.43; fees £6.6s for each broadcast for Gangulee and Telkar; £3.3s for Mrs Roy. Signed: M Blackburn for I.P.O. [Separate forms were produced for each participant. Annotations show that Mrs Roy’s contract was cancelled, as were Gangulee’s second and third appearances and Telkar’s final appearance. See memorandum to Miss Boughen, 1975.]






1959. BBC Talks Booking Form, 16.3.43


Sirdar Ikbal Ali Shah: ‘Books That Changed the World,’ 1, ‘The Koran’; 13½– minute talk; broadcast 26.3.43; fee £12.12s + fare 13s 2d. Signed: M Blackburn for I.P.O.






1960. To Norman Collins

17 March 1943 Handwritten


On 9 March 1943, Mary Blackburn wrote to B. H. Alexander, of the Copyright Department, asking that payment be made to G. A. Broomfield for a script he had written in English for the Hindustani series, ‘Shuroo Shuroo Men.’ This was translated and read by a member of the staff for transmission on 11 March. Miss Alexander, having arranged payment of £8.8s, drew Norman Collins’s attention to what was evidently a new speaker, on 16 March. On the 17th, Collins asked Orwell ‘what Broomfield was like as a broadcaster.’ Orwell replied on the same day:



Mr Collins.

Mr Broomfield did not actually b’cast for us but wrote a script which was translated into Hindustani. I believe he once b’cast in “In Town Tonight”1 but I don’t know anything abt his capabilities (have not met him).

Eric Blair 17.3.43




1961. To Arthur Wynn, Music Bookings Manager

[17 March 1943?]1 Original EB/WMB

INTERLUDE

Commencing Thursday, March 18th, we are starting six new talks in the series CALLING ALL STUDENTS, entitled GREAT DRAMATISTS. In these programmes there will be an interlude of recorded music (approximately 8 minutes) which will be chosen and presented by Dr. Narayana Menon. Dr. Menon is chosing appropriate music to the broadcast, which will appeal to Indian listeners, and this will entail some thought and care on Dr. Menon’s part. The dates of these broadcasts are Thursdays, March 18th, 1st, 15th, 29th April, 13th and 27th May. (They are fortnightly talks).

We shall be glad, therefore, if you will issue a contract for Mr. Narayana Menon, 176 Sussex Gardens, London, W.2. for these six broadcasts.

[Signed] M Blackburn

(For Eric Blair)




1962. Extract from Minutes of Eastern Service Meeting

17 March 1943

Calling All Students Mr. Blair reported permission obtained to approach G. B. Shaw for fourth edition, and explained presentation technique.




1963. To James Stephens

18 March 1943 07/ES/EB/WMB

Dear Mr. Stephens

Thank you for your letter of the 27th February.1

We are looking forward to receiving your script and would like to have it about May 15th, not later.

We shall be acting a bit from the HOUR GLASS, and a few lines from this will be trailed immediately before your talk, so could you start off—“Those lines you have just heard came from W. B. Yeats’ play the HOUR GLASS”—or words to that effect.

The broadcast will take place at 200 Oxford Street.

Yours sincerely

[Initialled] E.A.B

George Orwell

Talks Producer

Indian Section




1964. Review of Letters on India by Mulk Raj Anand

Tribune 19 March 1943

Dear Mulk,—I write this review in the form of a letter since your book is itself written in the form of letters answering somebody else’s letters, and has provoked yet another letter from Mr. Leonard Woolf,1 a rather angry one this time, which is printed as a foreword.

On strictly political grounds I can’t whack up any serious disagreement with you. I could point to statements in which you have probably been unfair to Britain, but it doesn’t seem to me that you misrepresent the essential relationship between your country and mine. For a hundred and fifty years we have been exploiting you, and for at least thirty years we have been artificially holding back your development. I should never think of disputing that. I prefer to start with the policy that we do agree upon, and then point to some of the difficulties that lie in its way—difficulties which it seems to me no one has yet faced up to. You and I both know that there can be no real solution of the Indian problem which does not also benefit Britain. Either we all live in a decent world, or nobody does. It is so obvious, is it not, that the British worker as well as the Indian peasant stands to gain by the ending of capitalist exploitation, and that Indian independence is a lost cause if the Fascist nations are allowed to dominate the world. Quite manifestly the battle against Amery and the battle against Hitler are the same. But if this is obvious, why do so few people grasp it? Well, here are some of the things that stand in the way, and since this must be a short letter I will simply tabulate them instead of trying to weave them into one picture:—

Nationalism.—“Enlightened” people everywhere refuse to take this seriously. Because of this refusal the huge European Fascist movement grew up under their noses, not merely unfeared but almost unnoticed. You know as well as I do, though you don’t emphasise, the element of mere nationalism, even colour-hatred, that enters into the Indian independence movements. Most Indians who are politically conscious hate Britain so much that they have ceased to bother about the consequences of an Axis victory. Here in London young Indians have assured me that Japan is “civilising” China and has no ill intentions towards India. An Indian friend in Delhi, himself a Communist or ex-Communist, writes to me that the Indian masses are “whole-heartedly for Germany against Russia”; he describes the newsboys shouting in Urdu, “Germany smashes Russia at the first battle,” etc., etc.; and you know how hard colour-prejudice dies in this country also. A News Chronicle despatch from North Africa informs me that the British soldiers’ nickname for an Arab village is a “woggery”—that is, a place inhabited by Wogs, i.e. golliwogs, the most offensive of all the English nicknames for coloured people: this in 1943, when we are fighting a war which is said to be and actually is for Democracy against Fascism. Don’t let’s underrate the danger of this kind of thing.

Differential standard of living.—You put your finger on the difficulty when you said that for a century or two Britain had been almost “a middle-class country.” One mightn’t think it when one looks round the back streets of Sheffield, but the average British income is to the Indian as twelve to one. How can one get anti-Fascist and anti-capitalist solidarity in such circumstances? The normal Socialist arguments fall on deaf ears when they are addressed to India, because Indians refuse to believe that any class-struggle exists in Europe. In their eyes the underpaid, downtrodden English worker is himself an exploiter. And so long as Socialism teaches people to think in terms of material benefit, how would the British worker himself behave if told that he had to choose between keeping India in bondage and lowering his own wages?

Sentimentalism of the Left.—Why did your book annoy Mr. Leonard Woolf so much when the views it uttered were less “extreme” than those that the New Statesman utters every week? At bottom, no doubt, because it gave him the impression that Indian nationalism is a force actually hostile to Britain and not merely a pleasant little game of blimp-baiting. You will have noticed that the causes favoured by the English Left in the past have, as often as not, ended by turning into some form of Fascism. Look back the necessary years or decades, and you find ‘enlightened” British opinion supporting Japan as against Russia and China, the Boers and Sinn Feiners as against Britain, and the Germans as against the Poles and French. In each case the left wing orthodoxy of the moment was accepted without any attempt to think out its full implications, because of the false world-view which assumes that all “enlightened” people think more or less alike. At this moment nearly every English left winger is pro-Jew as regards Palestine and pro-Congress as regards India. How many of them even know that many, if not most, Congress Indians are violently anti-Jew? And how pained and surprised the Left was when that well-known anti-Fascist Subhas Chandra Bose began broadcasting from Berlin! You see, Mr. Woolf was annoyed by your book because he had expected you to be anti-British in his way, whereas your way involved a condemnation of Mr. Woolf himself. You were right, of course, we are all nearer to the blimp than we are to the Indian peasant, but don’t expect people to like being told so. Opinions sentimentally held are always liable to be suddenly reversed. I know more than one intellectual who has started out with a burning zeal to “free India” and ending up by feeling that there is a lot to be said for General Dyer. One shouldn’t underrate the danger of that either.

Well, I could go on, but I haven’t space. There at least are three of the difficulties that lie in the way of a juster and saner relationship between Britain and India. What arises from this? Only that one must work to make people realise that long-term and short-term interests don’t necessarily coincide. The Englishman must see that his domination in India is indefensible; the Indian must see that to side with the Fascists for the sake of revenge against Britain would do him no good. It is largely a question of letting each know that the other’s viewpoint exists. That brings me back to what I have often said before, that the best bridge between Europe and Asia, better than trade or battleships or aeroplanes, is the English language; and I hope that you and Ahmed Ali and the others will continue to write in it, even if it sometimes leads you to be called a “babu” (as you were recently) at one end of the map and a renegade at the other.

Yours ever

GEORGE ORWELL


On 2 April, Leonard Woolf took up Orwell’s reference to his ‘rather angry letter,’ and that was followed on 9 April by a rejoinder from Mulk Raj Anand. The letters, respectively, read:


Mr. Orwell in a letter which reviews Mr. Anand’s Letters from India° in a recent issue, states that the book

“has provoked yet another letter from Mr. Leonard Woolf, a rather angry letter this time, which is printed as a foreword.”

The statement completely misrepresents, no doubt unintentionally, both the facts and my attitude towards the book. So far from the book “provoking” me to write “a rather angry” letter, I was asked by Mr. Anand himself and the publishers of the book to write a foreword, and it was Mr. Anand himself who suggested to me that I should write it in the form of a letter. I dislike writing forewords and I dislike writing public letters; and the only thing which “provoked” me to do so in this case was that I thought that Mr. Anand’s book should be published and that I understood that if I did what I was asked to do I should be helping to get it published.

Mr. Orwell says that the book annoyed me because it gave me “the impression that Indian nationalism is a force hostile to Britain.” The book did not annoy me and I do not think that there is the slightest anger in what I wrote. I wrote:

“We are both Socialists, and therefore I agree with all the ‘socialist interpretation’ of the history of India which you give in your book. Like you, I have for years been in favour of the British Government giving India independence, and I have made much the same criticism of the 1935 Act as you do. I hate imperialism for the harm it does both to the imperialist and the subject peoples.”

I said that I disagreed with Mr. Anand on probably not more than 20 percent. of his statements and arguments. The most important point on which I disagree is his and Congress’s attitude to the Muslim minority, and I pointed out that by pretending that the Muslim problem does not exist “you are playing into the hands of the British imperialists.” Does this really justify Mr. Orwell in implying that after starting out “with a burning zeal to ‘free India,’” I have ended “up by feeling that there is a lot to be said for General Dyer”?

Leonard woolf

In his answer to Mr. Orwell’s review of Letters on India. Mr. Leonard Woolf misrepresents the facts which led him to write an introductory letter to my book. I at no time asked him to write a foreword on my account. Actually, the Advisory Council of the Labour Book Service asked Mr. Woolf whether he could write a note amplifying his reader’s report (with which they were more or less in agreement) to enable them to publish my book in their series. I did see Mr. Woolf to explain to him the nature of my argument and my differences with him on certain vital points. And when he wrote a letter (the form was certainly suggested by me) with a great deal of which I disagreed, I insisted on an answer to it being included in the Labour Book Service edition. Also, I refused to allow his letter to be published in the ordinary edition of my book.

Mulk Raj Anand








1965. News Commentary in English for Malaya, 25

19 March 1943


This was written by George Orwell; read by John Morris.1. No script has been traced.






1966. To Arthur Wynn, Music Bookings Manager

22 March 1943 EB/WMB

Contract for Dr Narayana Menon

With further reference to our memo. of the 24th February, also ours of the 8th March, would you please revise the contract for Dr. Narayana Menon, for the 15 minute programme of gramophone records he is planning and choosing for Thursdays (fortnightly) from March 25th onwards. This programme will be broadcast at 1130 to 1145 GMT in the Eastern Service (Red Network).

This will be a Feature Programme, involving careful planning and choosing of music, and also the writing of such commentary as the programme demands. We are not asking Dr. Menon to present it himself, as we want to have someone with a better English accent, but otherwise, he will be doing all the work of the programme and we feel that he1 might receive a higher fee than that offered, which, I believe, is only £3.3.0.

[Signed] Eric Blair

(Eric Blair)




1967. To P. Chatterjee

23 March 1943 Handwritten draft and typed versions 07/ES/EB/WMB

Dear Mr. Chatterjee

Many thanks for your letter—we are arranging for the renewal of your contract.1 So far as I am able to judge from the English translation, I think your News Commentaries are very good and just the kind of thing that is wanted. The one or two reactions we have had from India state that your commentaries are an improvement on the preceding ones. In the case of getting any reactions yourself, e.g. of airmail letters from friends, please let me know, as any information we can obtain about our audience is of value to us.

Yours sincerely

[Signed] Eric Blair

Eric Blair

Talks Producer

Indian Section




1968. To Quintin Hogg

24 March 1943 07/ES/EB/ED

Dear Captain Quintin Hogg,1

We understand from Princess Indira of Kapurthala that you have consented to broadcast, in our Eastern Service directed to India on Monday, 5th April, a talk of approximately 6 minutes’ duration on the work of Indian troops in the Libyan campaign.

The broadcast will be at 1.15 p.m. DBST and we should be glad if you would come to 200 Oxford Street at 12.45 p.m., so that we may run through and time your talk before you go on the air.

We shall also be glad if you will let us have your script by Thursday, 1st April, at the latest. We are instructing our Contracts Department to get in touch with you.

Yours sincerely,

[Initialled] E.A.B

(Eric Blair)

Talks Producer




1969. BBC Talks Booking Form, 24.3.43


Capt. The Hon Quintin Hogg, M.P.: ‘Work of Indian Troops in the Libyan Campaign’; approx. 6 minutes within ‘The Debate Continues’; broadcast 5.4.43; fee £5.5s. Signed: M Blackburn for I.P.O.






1970. To G. V. Desani

25 March 1943 07/ES/EB/WMB

Dear Mr. Desani

Following on our telephone conversation I will explain just the sort of talk we want.1 These books° are intended to discuss the chief books of Oriental sacred literature, giving some sort of idea of their doctrines and showing the influence they have had upon human history. The first talk will be on THE KORAN and there will be others on THE BIBLE, THE UPANISHADS, THE ANALECTS OF CONFUCIUS, and others.

I want you to talk on BHAGAVAT GITA. As you are talking about a Hindoo° book to an Indian audience, I have no doubt you can assume a good deal of knowledge of doctrine and should concentrate rather on putting the whole thing in an historical framework, and showing its effect on the Indian way of life and characteristic civilisation.

These talks are of 13½ minutes duration, which probably means 1500 words.

I told you the wrong date: your talk will be delivered on Friday, the 9th April, at 1.45 pm. (DOUBLE BRITISH SUMMER TIME).2 I shall hope to receive your script not later than Tuesday, April 6th.

Yours sincerely

[Initialled] E.A.B

Eric Blair

Talks Producer

Indian Section




1971. To Paul Potts

25 March 1943 07/ES/EB/WMB


Paul Potts1 had written an undated letter to Orwell asking, ‘Could you let me give a talk on the B.B.C. say on the Indians in Canada not red ones.° Or on Canadian opinion on India. …’ At the top of this letter Orwell wrote in pencil, ‘Answd. 25.3.43. File’:



Dear Paul Potts

Thanks for your letter. I cannot actually broadcast a talk at this moment because my schedule is full up, but I would like very much to have a talk by you to put by until I get a blank period. The one on the Indian community in Canada would do very well. We cannot have one on Canadian Opinion about India, because it would never get past2 the censorship.

What I would like is a 13½ minute talk, which means approximately 1500 words. As it is not certain when it will be broadcast you should not put anything into it that would date.

Ring me up about any other points you want cleared up or else just send the script along at a time convenient to you and we will arrange a recording. I suppose I hardly need tell you that you need to watch your step in what you say. If you want to ring me up my ’phone number is EUSTON 3400 Ext. 208.

Yours sincerely

[Signed] Geo. Orwell

George Orwell

Talks Producer

Indian Section.




1972. News Commentary in English for Malaya, 26

26 March 1943


This was written and read by George Orwell. No script has been traced.






1973. To Philip Unwin

26 March 1943 Original 07/ES/EB/WMB


On 24 March 1943, Orwell called at the offices of George Allen & Unwin to discuss the publication of a selection of broadcasts to India under the title Talking to India. On the 25th the publishers sent him a formal agreement embodying the terms discussed the previous day, and they asked him to let them have ‘100 to 150 words’ describing the book for use ‘as the basis of our announcements of the book.’



Dear Mr. Unwin

I return herewith the contract, duly signed. I have struck out Clause 16. The reason is that I am referred to throughout the contract as “the author”, and I am not certain that this clause, as drafted, would not bind me to send you the next book I might write myself. I know that your firm have first refusal on books of broadcasts but I assumed that the striking out of this clause will not affect that general agreement.

I have sent out a circular letter to all the authors concerned and will see to it that written consent to publication is obtained from each of them. There may be difficulty in getting in touch with two of the contributors but both will presumably have literary executors of some kind. I will let you know when all the agreements are in. Meanwhile, I presume that it would be quite safe to go ahead with printing.

If possible, it would be nice if we could have more than the usual six free copies as a lot of the contributors will probably expect to be given one.1

Yours sincerely

[Signed] Geo. Orwell

George Orwell




1974. To the Editor, The Times Literary Supplement

27 March 1943


Following the discussion in The Times Literary Supplement arising from Orwell’s review of V. K. Narayana Menon’s The Development of William Butler Yeats, Orwell wrote a second, and final, letter to the TLS on 27 March 1943. This is reprinted after the review; see 1791.






1975. To E. W. D. Boughen, Talks Booking

27 March 1943 Original EB/WMB

Cancellation of Booking Slips

Confirming telephone conversation this morning, will you please cancel the booking slip for the 31st March 1943 only, for the series IN YOUR KITCHEN, which is usually broadcast at 1115–1130 GMT on Wednesdays, in the Eastern Service (Red Network); for the following:—

Mrs. K. C. Roy, Dr. Gangulee and Shridhar Telkar.1

Every fourth Wednesday, in this period, E. M. Forster broadcasts a talk SOME BOOKS, and we had overlooked, when we made out these booking slips, that Mr. Forster’s broadcast was on the 31st March.2 We much regret any inconvenience caused to you.

[Signed] W Bedwell

(For Eric Blair)




1976. BBC Talks Booking Form, 27.3.43


G. V. Desani: ‘Books That Changed the World,’ ‘Bhagavat Gita’; broadcast 9.4.43; fee £10.10s. Signed: M Blackburn for I.P.O.






1977. BBC Talks Booking Form, 27.3.43


Dr. N. Gangulee, Mrs. K. C. Roy, and Shridhar Telkar: ‘In Your Kitchen’; broadcast 7, 14, and 21.4.43 for Gangulee and Telkar, with Mrs Roy on 7 and 21.4.43; cancelling booking for 31 March for all three; fees £8.8s for Gangulee and Telkar for each broadcast,1 £3.3s for Mrs Roy for each. Signed: M Blackburn for I.P.O. [Miss Blackburn added to Gangulee’s form]: ‘NB: 28th Apr: There’s no B’cast of Your Kitchen. E. M. Forster instead.’






1978. BBC Talks Booking Form, 27.3.43


Lady Grigg: ‘Women Generally Speaking’; broadcast 7, 14, 21, and 28.4.43; fee £8.8s each broadcast. Signed: M Blackburn for I.P.O.






1979. BBC Talks Booking Form, 27.3.43


Shridhar Telkar: ‘Behind the Headlines’; broadcast 1, 8, 15, 22, and 29.4.43; fee £9.9s each talk. Signed: M Blackburn for I.P.O.






1980. To Reginald Reynolds

29 March 1943 Top and carbon copies 07/ES/EB/WMB

Dear Reg.

Thanks for your letter of the 27th. I am glad it is O.K. about the contribution to the book.1 Re your query. I signed that letter “Orwell” because it was a circular letter and some of the contributors only knew me as that.

I would like, very much, to have a talk on the Russian discovery of Alaska. Russia is always news, more or less. But I would like to have this talk to keep in what is called “The Ice-box” to be broadcast at any odd moment when something or other falls through. So could you do it so that nothing is tied down to a particular date, e.g. don’t say “last week there was a paragraph in the paper which said”, etc., etc. Although we might keep the talk for months before using it you will get paid when it is recorded.

I would like, very much, also to have something about Elizabethan literature, but I can’t have it yet because of changes in our programme. During the summer months they are shoving us on to a time of day which means that our broadcasts will reach India at half-past four in the afternoon. It is no use broadcasting literary stuff at that hour but I shall be going back to our old programmes in September and perhaps we can fix something then. Let me have the talk on Alaska whenever convenient to you. 13½ minutes, which means about 1500 words. Perhaps you could mention in the talk that the United States acquired Alaska from Russia by the peaceful method of buying it. I think that is good propaganda.

I have just heard from Cedric Dover, who is in the Army, apparently in Nottinghamshire. He doesn’t seem to be enjoying it but then who does.2

Yours

[Signed] Eric Blair

Eric Blair

(Talks Producer)

Indian Section




1981. BBC Talks Booking Form, 29.3.43


Princess Indira of Kapurthala: ‘The Debate Continues’; broadcast 5, 12, 19, and 26.4.43; fee £10.10s. Signed: Miss M Blackburn for I.P.O. Remarks: Usual fee [in Blackburn’s hand] ‘£10–10–0. check with P.C.D.’






1982. BBC Talks Booking Form, 29.3.43


Miss Indira Roy: ‘Indian Play,’ 4, ‘The Post Office’; broadcast 6.4.43; fee £3.3s. Signed: M Blackburn for I.P.O. Remarks: ‘Rehearsal from 7.45–9.45 p.m. on 5.4.43 and from 10.30 a.m. BST on 6.4.43.’






1983. To Philip Unwin

31 March 1943 Original 07/ES/EB/WMB

Dear Mr. Unwin

Many thanks for your letter of the 30th March and the contract.

I have now got agreements from all but about two of the authors in TALKING TO INDIA, and no doubt the remaining ones will write in before long. I will try and keep the demand for free copies down, and I should say twelve would easily cover it, but of course it is important that all the oriental speakers should have a copy.

I am not certain what you want for the blurb. Did you want me to write this? I did once write a blurb but I am not good at it. Meanwhile, I enclose some publicity notes about some of th[e] speakers.1

Yours sincerely

[Signed] Geo. Orwell

George Orwell

(Talks Producer)

Indian Section




1984. Draft for postcard to Reginald Reynolds

[31 March 1943?] Handwritten

Reg. Reynolds.

Thanks for your postcard. I hope you can let me have the first script by the 1st week in June. As to the other talk, I’ll get Cedric Dover to let me see your script; I hope to be able to have some talks along those lines at a later date, but of course it’s impossible at this moment.1

E.A.B




1985. To R. R. Desai

[31 March 1943?]1 07/ES/EB/WMB

Dear Desai

Thanks for your letter. I have been in touch with the Studio Booking people and found that it is quite impossible to book a studio at 5 pm. on Monday. It is the worst possible time of day. I could get you a studio after 6 or later, or probably in the morning, provided I have a day or two’s notice. I am sorry Miss Chitale° started off by telling you that 5 on Monday was a possible time, but she is quite right in saying that they have nothing vacant at that time. I could, however, get you a listening room at that time, if you don’t mind holding your rehearsal in somewhat cramped circumstances. I understand the difficulty is that Mrs. Kanna cannot come here later than 6. If you will let me know it would be quite easy for me to reserve a small listening room on the third floor for you at 5 on Monday.

Yours sincerely

[Initialled] EAB

Eric Blair

(Talks Producer)

Indian Section




1986. To Osbert Sitwell

1 April 1943 07/ES/EB/WMB

Dear Mr. Sitwell

I wonder whether you would like to do a ten-minute talk on OSCAR WILDE for the Indian Service of the B.B.C. I had better explain about the series of which this talk will be part.

We have a series of half-hour programmes called GREAT DRAMATISTS. Each programme consists of a ten-minutes talk on the dramatist in question, with special reference to one of his plays; a scene or extract from the play acted by the B.B.C. Repertory, and some music. The play of Wilde’s which we should like you to tackle is THE IMPORTANCE OF BEING ERNEST,1 but of course your talk should also give some sort of account of Wilde’s work as a whole. The way we introduce these programmes is to record the scene which is acted and start the programme by trailing a few lines from the scene. The speaker’s talk follows immediately after this, without any announcement. So your talk should start off—“Those lines you’ve just heard come from Oscar Wilde’s play, THE IMPORTANCE OF BEING ERNEST”, or words to that effect.

I hope very much you will undertake this talk. I may mention that the other playrights dealt with in the series are MARLOWE, DRYDEN, SHERIDAN, IBSEN and YEATS. The date of the Wilde talk will be Thursday, May 13th, and the time, 1.30 pm. If this date is not convenient to you we can easily record beforehand. Could you let me know whether you will do this.2

Yours sincerely

[Initialled] E.A.B

George Orwell

(Talks Producer)

Indian Section




1987. ‘Not Enough Money: A Sketch of George Gissing’

Tribune, 2 April 1943

All books worth reading “date,” and George Gissing, perhaps the best novelist England has produced, is tied more tightly than most writers to a particular place and time. His world is the grey world of London in the ’eighties, with its gas lamps flickering in the everlasting fog, its dingy overcoats and high-crowned bowler hats, its Sunday gloom tempered by drunkenness, its unbearable “furnished apartments,” and, above all, its desperate struggle against poverty by a middle class which was poor chiefly because it had remained “respectable.” It is hard to think of Gissing without thinking of a hansom cab. But he did much more than preserve an atmosphere which, after all, is also preserved in the early Sherlock Holmes stories, and it is as a novelist that he will be remembered, even more than as an interpreter of the middle-class view of life.

When I suggest that Gissing is the best novelist we have produced I am not speaking frivolously. It is obvious that Dickens, Fielding and a dozen others are superior to him in natural talent, but Gissing is a “pure” novelist, a thing that few gifted English writers have been. Not only is he genuinely interested in character and in telling a story, but he has the great advantage of feeling no temptation to burlesque. It is a weakness of nearly all the characteristic English novelists, from Smollett to Joyce, that they want to be “like life” and at the same time want to get a laugh as often as possible. Very few English novels exist throughout on the same plane of probability. Gissing solves this problem without apparent difficulty, and it may be that his native pessimism was a help to him. For though he certainly did not lack humour, he did lack high spirits, the instinct to play the fool which made Dickens, for instance, as unable to pass a joke as some people are to pass a pub. And it is a fact that The Odd Women, to name only one, is more “like life” than the novels of bigger but less scrupulous writers.

At this date Gissing’s best-known book is probably The Private Papers of Henry Ryecroft, written towards the end of his life when his worst struggles with poverty were over. But his real masterpieces are three novels, The Odd Women, Demos and New Grub Street, and his book on Dickens. In an article of this length I cannot even summarise the plots of the novels, but their central theme can be stated in three words—“not enough money.” Gissing is the chronicler of poverty, not working-class poverty (he despises and perhaps hates the working class) but the cruel, grinding, “respectable” poverty of underfed clerks, downtrodden governesses and bankrupt tradesmen. He believed, perhaps not wrongly, that poverty causes more suffering in the middle class than in the working class. The Odd Women, his most perfect and also his most depressing novel, describes the fate of middle-class spinsters flung on to the world with neither money nor vocational training. New Grub Street records the horrors of free-lance journalism, even worse then than now. In Demos the money theme enters in a somewhat different way. The book is a story of the moral and intellectual corruption of a working-class Socialist who inherits a fortune. Writing as he was in the ’eighties, Gissing shows great prescience, and also a rather surprising knowledge of the inner workings of the Socialist movement. But the usual shabby-genteel motif is present in the person of the heroine, pushed into a hateful marriage by impoverished middle-class parents. Some of the social conditions Gissing describes have passed away, but the general atmosphere of his books is still horribly intelligible, so much so that I have sometimes thought that no professional writer should read New Grub Street and no spinster The Odd Women.

What is interesting is that with all his depth of understanding Gissing has no revolutionary tendency. He is frankly anti-Socialist and anti-democratic. Understanding better than almost anyone the horror of a money-ruled society, he has little wish to change it, because he does not believe that the change would make any real difference. The only worth-while objective, as he sees it, is to make a purely personal escape from the misery of poverty and then proceed to live a civilised, aesthetically decent life. He is not a snob, he does not wish for luxury or great wealth, he sees the spuriousness of the aristocracy and he despises beyond all other types the go-getting, self-made business man; but he does long for an untroubled, studious life, the kind of life that cannot be lived on less than about £400 a year. As for the working class, he regards them as savages, and says so with great frankness. However wrong he may have been in his outlook, one cannot say of him that he spoke in ignorance, for he himself came of very poor parents, and circumstances forced him to live much of his life among the poorest of the working class. His reactions are worth studying, even at this date. Here was a humane, intelligent man, of scholarly tastes, forced into intimacy with the London poor, and his conclusion was simply this: these people are savages who must on no account be allowed political power. In a more excusable form it is the ordinary reaction of the lower-middle-class man who is near enough to the working class to be afraid of them. Above all, Gissing grasped that the middle classes suffer more from economic insecurity than the working class, and are more ready to take action against it. To ignore that fact has been one of the major blunders of the Left, and from this sensitive novelist who loved Greek tragedies, hated politics and began writing long before Hitler was born, one can learn something about the origins of Fascism.




1988. News Commentary in English for Malaya, 27

2 April 1943


This was written and read by George Orwell. No script has been traced.






1989. Comment on Robert Duval’s ‘Whitehall’s Road to Mandalay’ and Correspondence on Nationalism

Tribune, 2 April 1943


Robert Duval expressed apprehension in this article about the British government’s attitude towards Burma, at that time occupied by the Japanese. His article began:


“Of course we shall reconquer Burma,” said General Alexander after his epic retreat over the Assam border. “It is part of the British Empire.”

The General’s statement was obviously made ad hoc; from the standpoint of diplomatic delicatesse, it suffered from its soldierly over-bluntness, Whitehall has spoken with more subtlety; a reconquered Burma, Amery has indicated, would resume her course towards Dominion status at the point where the Japanese invasion intervened. But despite such blandishments, it is becoming increasingly apparent that General Alexander’s crude assertion represents the real pith of British policy.



The article concluded:


The situation boils down to this: that with the invasion of Burma an imminent possibility, Whitehall can think of no more convincing theme for its propaganda than that of Burman criminality and Burman ineptitude and incapacity for self-government. If we continue in this vein, we can look forward to a rousing welcome from the Burmese people! One is almost inclined to believe the Tokyo report that British parachutists dropped in Burma were wiped out by the local inhabitants—armed by the Japanese.

The Burmese people can be won over to the side of the Allies. But it is impossible to appeal to the Burmese people by promising them a return to the status quo ante. Sir Paw Tun, the Burmese Premier, has at various times appealed for the application of the Atlantic Charter to Burma, for the extension of the Cripps offer to Burma, for a categorical pledge of Dominion status after the war. Sir Paw Tun, it must be pointed out, is an ardent supporter of the British. Dominion status does not represent a maximum condition; it represents an irreducible minimum. Without such a promise, we may still succeed in winning Burma back. But we shall have to do it without—and perhaps against—the Burmese people.



Orwell was asked by the editors of Tribune to comment on Duval’s article:



As background to Mr. Duval’s article I suggest the following considerations:—

Burma is a small, backward agricultural country, and to talk about making it independent is nonsense in the sense that it will never be independent. There is no more reason for turning Asia into a patchwork of comic opera states than there is with Europe, and the sole question that arises here is whether it is good propaganda to offer the Burmese an independence which many of them probably want, but which in practice they will not have. The implication of Mr. Duval’s article is that we must offer the Burmese independence because the Japanese have succeeded in making their own offers convincing. Granted that this is so, there are several other factors to be taken into consideration:

(a) If the Burmese are to be independent how are they to defend themselves; who is going to arm them; are we to promise them the Burmese flag and a British army of occupation on the Japanese model?

(b) What about Congress opinion in India, which is probably hostile to Burmese independence?

(c) What about China?

To sum up, I suggest that even from the short-term propaganda point of view it is dangerous to transfer European slogans and habits of thought to Asiatic countries where, for example, there are no trade unions and the name of Marx has barely been heard.


Two letters on this issue appeared in Tribune for 16 April, from ‘A Burmese Observer’ and E. A. Richards, C.C., the latter being particularly concerned with Orwell’s comment:


When I read George Orwell’s “footnote” to Robert Duval’s “Whitehall° Road to Mandalay,” I began to wonder whether I had stumbled on the Daily Telegraph instead of Tribune. Surely Orwell’s new cheap brand of Imperialism, as displayed in that note, is not the authentic policy of Tribune? But if not, why ask him to contribute it without any disavowal of what it contains?

Mr. Orwell is entitled to his own opinion; but surely he should make it clear that he is speaking only for himself—at any rate I hope he is. Mr. Amery1 would be delighted with his article. Every one of his arguments against Burmese self-government, if valid, would be equally clinching against self-government for India. If Burma is backward so is India, in many ways. If Britain is to be the sole judge of what is good for the Burmans (and I cannot see any other meaning to Orwell’s views), then the same thing applies to India. In effect, he says virtually that we must not give the Burmese freedom because they are not Socialists. Come to that, is Britain Socialist?

Orwell’s suggestion that it is “dangerous to transfer European slogans and habits of thought” to countries like Burma is an echo (whether or not intended as such) of what the Tories are always saying. They say that Democracy is such a tender plant that it would not stand planting in India. Does Orwell think that the British Raj, under Amery’s care, is going to develop the trade unionism and Socialism whose absence in Burma he makes the excuse for the retention of empire?

When Orwell says that it is not desirable for Burma to have absolute independence, I agree. It is not desirable for any country to have absolute independence! But it is evident by his sneering reference to “comic-opera” States that it is only small countries, in his view, who ought to be denied separate existence. Are Norway, Denmark, Holland, Belgium, Switzerland, Czecho-Slovakia, Jugo-Slavia, Greece, Poland “comic-opera” States? Let me tell George Orwell that if Britain had shown a quarter of the democracy and statesmanship of Czecho-Slovakia under Masaryk and Benes, we should not have been in the mess we are. I suppose Orwell would like to go back to pre-1914, the Balance of Power, with a big German-Austro-Hungarian Empire, the state of things which produced the first World War!

Duval’s article doubtless contains some exaggeration, but it is, at any rate, in line with international Socialist policy. Orwell’s isn’t.



Orwell replied in the next issue of Tribune, 23 April 1943:



I am interested to learn that it is “in line with international Socialist policy” to encourage petty nationalism all over the place. If Burma is to be “independent,” what about Lithuania or Luxembourg? And how about Welsh nationalism and the separatist movement which probably exists in Cornwall? The absurdity of this kind of thing is apparent enough when applied to Europe, and its absurdity has also been demonstrated in the Far East. Siam, owing to a series of accidents, had remained “independent”; as soon as it was attacked it collapsed without a single day’s fighting, and would have done the same any time these fifty years if faced with a similar threat. The plain fact is that small nationalities cannot be independent, because they cannot defend themselves. Look at the history of the last few years in Europe! Except for Poland, Greece and Finland, no small nation has fought for its independence for as long as a week. It is quite true that several of the small European States lost their freedom because we ourselves let them down. But that simply clinches what I have said: if they could only be independent under the protection of a great Power their independence was a sham.

The angry tone of Mr. Richards’s letter seems to derive partly from his thinking that I want to retain Burma under the British flag. It seems that I am “against Burmese self-government,” and profess a “new cheap brand of imperialism.” Where did I say anything of this kind? I should be most interested if he could produce the passage. What I did say is that it is impossible for a country like Burma to be fully independent, with its own private army, tariff barriers, etc., and that we had no right to promise anything of the kind. Since then I have been approached by several Socialists who have told me that what I say about Burma is objectively true, but should not be put in print because we have got to compete with Japanese propaganda. I stick to it, however, that it does not pay to tell lies, even in propaganda. Concretely, what would be the result of promising Burma complete independence and trying to win over the extremer Burmese nationalists, including the priesthood? If we lose the war and the Japanese retain Burma, what we say will have made no difference. If we win the war and the Japanese are driven out, we are left with an unrealisable policy on our hands, a policy extremely distasteful to both India and China. Would it not be better, in our propaganda, to try to make the Burmese nationalists see what the modern world is like, and what part their country is capable of playing in it? I can well imagine that the Burmese believe the Japanese promises now, but will they still be believing them in 1944 or 1945?

“Burmese Observer” asks what policy I would advocate for Burma, and what I would say in our propaganda if I were directing it. He himself makes the very modest demand that Burma should be offered Dominion status within the Empire. If the Burmese want that, let them have it, but I myself would go further. If I could redraw the map I would place the whole mainland of south-east Asia, together with Formosa, under the guidance of China, while leaving the islands under an Anglo-American-Dutch condominium. I would advocate that Burma should retain its trade links with Britain and India, and should borrow such British experts (civil engineers, etc.) as it needed, but that the British should not remain in Burma in the capacity of rulers; and I would tell the Burmese now that the best future for their country lay in co-operating in a general Asiatic federation of which China and India would be the leaders. That may be less attractive than “independence” but it has the advantage of being realisable. I am sure “Burmese Observer” understands that, even if Mr. Richards doesn’t.


Robert Duval responded on 30 April 1943:


The viewpoint put forward by Mr. Orwell in his footnote to my article on Burma is one which merits more serious consideration than some of my left wing friends apparently think. At the time of the October Revolution, a dispute along similar lines developed between Rosa Luxembourg2 and Lenin. Luxembourg held that it was Socialism’s task to transcend national boundaries, to achieve larger integrations, rather than to parcel up the Russian State according to the parochial aspirations of the various national minorities. On these grounds, she opposed Lenin’s slogan of “National Self-Determination.” On certain points time has proved that Rosa Luxembourg was right and Lenin wrong; but there are few things more certain than that the revolution would have suffered an early collapse had it not been for the national policy of the Bolshevik Party.

Mr. Orwell’s error is essentially that of Rosa Luxembourg. His analysis is mechanical and over-objective. Objectively it is true that a backward peasant country cannot hope to be independent in the modern world—complete independence, for that matter, has become a thing of the past even for the major Powers. From this ultimate truth, Mr. Orwell draws the conclusion that it is wrong to promise independence to Burma after the war. But a cold statement of objective fact is not enough. Politics is a science which, more than anything else, involves an understanding of the mass mind and the mass heart. And of all the emotions which govern communal conduct, that of nationalism is still the most universal and the most deep-rooted. (Witness the heroic resistance of the Greeks—despite the hated Metaxas3 regime.) Abstract justice does not enter into the question: there is nothing more human, more elemental, than for a subject people to hate its foreign governors.

I find it difficult to comprehend Mr. Orwell when he stresses the paucity of the Burmese intelligentsia, and the ignorance and indifference of the Burmese masses. The difference between pre-revolutionary Russia and Burma to-day is only a matter of degree—and the Russian Revolution demonstrated how much can be accomplished by a politically conscious handful, who are capable of interpreting the inarticulate aspirations of the masses. (The outsider frequently makes the mistake of identifying inarticulateness with indifference.) On one point Mr. Orwell seems to misunderstand me. I do not advocate Burmese independence in order to compete with Jap propaganda—as a half-penny catchphrase with which to enlist the support of the Burmese people. I believe in Burmese independence because I believe that there can be no such thing as compulsory collaboration; that national independence is a pre-condition of international collaboration; that it must be the right of every nation, from the largest to the smallest, to say when and on what terms they will adhere to a European or an Asiatic or a World Federation of Autonomous States. Mr. Orwell and myself have, I believe, the same ultimate ideal. It is in the political method of achieving this ideal that we differ.

Orwell’s dismissive comments on Welsh nationalism and Cornish separatism were taken up by Keidrych Rhys4 on 7 May, and by John Legonna on 21 May (not reproduced here). Legonna took Rhys to task for his ‘flippant attitude’ towards Cornwall. Rhys wrote:

Is George Orwell merely being provocative when he talks of “comic-opera” States, “petty nationalism” and “the absurdity” of giving small nations their freedom? I respect Orwell as a writer; but what is his line now? Some time ago he told me that intellectuals had underrated the depth of national feeling everywhere. Apparently he has now changed his views. Yet I would have thought that his experience of Catalonia would still be a constant reminder to him of the dangerous power of the centralised State.

Now he would seem to commit progressives to a line of policy which would be against devolution and decentralisation after the war. To drag in Wales was a very unhappy analogy, for Wales happens to be an historic national entity. Even Fabians like G. D. H. Cole would approve of Wales being a separate administrative unit. And Ministers, such as R. A. Butler,5 at least, would probably go nearly as far. Tom Wintringham and Common Wealth already advocate that Wales should have Home Rule and a Parliament of her own.

Then Orwell confuses the aims of Welsh nationalism, which stands for the attainment of Dominion status for Wales and the protection of the cultural and economic life of the Welsh nation, an old historic entity with a language of its own which still flourishes, with a Cornish movement that doesn’t yet exist—except, perhaps, in the adventurous mind of A. L. Rowse,6 that dab hand at realpolitik.

What are members of the small nations fighting for, then? The war has made the Welsh realise that they are a nation with a country, a people, a culture, and a tradition different from England’s to fight for. At long last even two or three Welsh Socialist M.P.s are beginning to put up a gallant fight for Wales! No longer are Welshmen content to pander to English nationalism, English tastes and English interests and vilely let their own land down. Injustices and grievances abound in Wales at the present moment. Very few of the younger generation of Socialists here have much time for the existing political parties which have all seriously neglected Wales and Welsh problems. There is even talk of a new Welsh party. Yet no Socialist party organisation, except Common Wealth, treats Wales as a nation and us as Welshmen. If Orwell and his fellow progressives would read some Welsh history they might even prevail on Aneuran Bevan to see the light.



Orwell wrote again, for the last time, on 14 May 1943:



It is rather difficult to conduct a controversy when your opponents refuse to answer your questions. On the subject of the independence of small nationalities, I posed two quite plain questions: (a) If a small weak country is to be independent, how is it going to defend itself? and (b) if it is right to encourage small agglomerations of peoples to set up as independent states, with private armies, etc., where is the process to stop? I got no answer to either, and I must be forgiven for thinking that no satisfactory answer exists.

Mr. Keidrych Rhys, however, also charges me with being “against devolution and decentralisation,” and in general, with not wanting small nationalities to be autonomous. He seems to think that because I realise that small states can’t stand on their own feet in the age of the bombing plane, I therefore want to stamp out all local culture and turn all the minor racial groups into “natives” governed from Whitehall. But so far from wanting to see less local autonomy in the world, I want to see more of it! Not only would I be happy to see Wales a separate administrative unit, but I would like to see a great deal more decentralisation in England itself. But Mr. Rhys should realise that small units can only enjoy autonomy while they accept the protection of larger units. Small states can be free provided they don’t try to be big states. In a world of power politics and intolerant nationalism, if that is the kind of world you want, there are only five or at most six countries capable of holding their own, and each of those would, of necessity, be quite ruthless in crushing any minor national group that got in its way. That is happening all over the world at this moment. On the other hand, let it once be recognised that complete independence is impossible, that being a “nation” doesn’t necessarily give you the right to set up tariff barriers, stage “frontier incidents” and generally annoy your neighbours, and the small units can be as free to choose their own institutions as the big ones. Let us stick to Wales, as Mr. Rhys instances that. Wales enjoys a certain amount of cultural autonomy, and could, without hurting anybody, enjoy a good deal more, precisely because there is no real Welsh separatist movement. But suppose there was such a movement, suppose the Welsh hated us as much as the Czechs presumably hate the Germans, and were constantly in touch with our enemies in Europe and doing their best to facilitate an invasion of Britain—does he suppose that in that case we should tolerate Welsh autonomy? In self-defence we could not. We should have to do our best to crush every trace of Welsh nationalism, including the Welsh language. As to “injustices and grievances,” those are not necessarily cured by securing national autonomy. There were quite a few injustices and grievances in Poland, Rumania, etc. Foreign oppression is not the only kind of oppression in the world.


The correspondence ran on into August. John Rowland, a Cornishman, wrote on 4 June that, though Cornwall was an interesting part of Britain with its own peculiarities, ‘to suggest that it has any sort of national culture of its own is to land in the morass of the Celtic bards and all that sort of nonsense, with musical comedy uniforms and ceremonies, which are the laughing-stock of all forward-looking people.’ Decentralisation would lead to the Balkanisation of the British Isles. He concluded by arguing that ‘the death of the Welsh language would be an exceedingly good thing for literature in general, since it would force the talented writers of Wales to devote themselves to writing in a language which is understood by more than a handful of people.’ On 28 May, John Jennings of Swansea said he would feel greater sympathy towards ‘movements such as the Welsh Nationalist Party’ if they displayed greater realism about the implications of nationalism. Would Wales be better off under Welsh capitalism than English? Fewer, not more, frontiers were essential. On 11 June 1943, F. W. Evans of Neath wrote to support Orwell:


As a Welshman I support the views expressed by George Orwell in your issue of 14th May.

The demand for national autonomy must always be examined not only on the case presented, but also on the realpolitik of the group who make it.

A reactionary caucus in power locally may be requiring a free hand to deal with local progressive elements.

Indian Nationalism means quite different things to Gandhi than it does to Palme Dutt,7 and the results, in the working out of the policies of one, as opposed to the other, would have quite different results to India.

In the same way Welsh Nationalism, as visualised by the local minister and by, say, Dan Griffiths, would be absolutely different. It may well be that the former would require it in order the more successfully to deal with the latter, and to ensure that the chapel should continue to have the monopoly in catering for the social and cultural life of Wales.

Wales is fortunate in possessing a very large number of men of culture and genius, many of whom prefer to try and fertilise the life of the local community than undertake the trek to London for fame, but up to now their influence has been pretty effectively “neutralised.”

What Wales requires as much as anything is the help of cultured and progressive Welshmen all over the world in supporting their counterparts in Wales itself. These people have had to leave Wales in order to gain recognition in the fields in which they happen to excel, and then direct their criticism at Wales for its backwardness, instead of helping to remove the cause of this backwardness.



The last two letters to be published appeared on 30July and 27 August. Despite a relatively large amount of space given to the subject by Tribune, ‘Welsh Subscriber’ wrote noting that the correspondence had been allowed to tail off. The writer asked where Tribune stood on this matter and whether it was in touch with Welsh public opinion. Was Tribune aware of the many resolutions passed asking for a Secretary of State for Wales? Finally, John Legonna, of Llanrhystyd, wrote again, obliged, he said, by the ‘meagre and pitifully unenlightening correspondence … upon the “Welsh Question”’ to conclude that either readers of Tribune were not aware of the rapidly strengthening demand for Welsh and Scottish political autonomy, or simply not interested in the question. In his opinion, unless Great Britain found itself governed by ‘Fascist-minded and Fascist-actioned rulers ruthlessly enforcing their whims and devices,’ Wales, and very probably Scotland, ‘will contract out of the present ignoble sterilising status of utter servility to Westminster. …’






1990. To Noel Sircar

2 April 1943 Handwritten draft and typed versions 07/ES/EB/WMB

Dear Sircar

Thanks for yours.1 I haven’t anything to offer you at present, because our time is shortly being altered to a time of day at which our stuff will reach India about 4.30 pm. This means cutting out a good many of the talks and concentrating on music. But we shall be going back to the old arrangement about September. Meanwhile, there may be odds and ends about which I could let you know later.

Yours sincerely,

[Initialled] E.A.B

Eric Blair

Talks Producer

Indian Section.




1991. To Arthur Wynn, Music Bookings Manager

2 April 1943 Original EB/WMB

Contract for Dr. Narayana Menon

Will you kindly arrange a contract and payment for Dr. Narayana Menon for planning and choosing the 15-minute programme of gramaphone° records, which will be broadcast on Thursday next, the 8th April, at 1130–1145 GMT, in the Eastern Service (Red Network).

Dr. Menon’s address is 176 Sussex Gardens, W.2. and the programme is a Feature Programme.

Please refer to our memo. of the 22nd March on this subject.

[Signed] W Bedwell

(For Eric Blair)




1992. BBC Talks Booking Form, 2.4.43


E. M. Forster: ‘Some Books,’ usual monthly series; 13½-minute talk; broadcast 28.4.43; fee £21. Signed: M Blackburn for I.P.O.






1993. To Reginald Reynolds

[5 April 1943?] Handwritten draft for postcard

Answer: (post card)

Dear Reg.,1

Thanks for the script2—just the kind of thing we wanted. I’ll get it censored etc. & then we’ll arrange a recording. I’ll see that a copy goes to the Home Service.

E.A.B




1994. To E. M. Forster

5 April 1943 07/ES/EB/WMB

Dear Forster

Thanks for your letter. I am going to go through all the scripts of yours which we have and pick out the ones which I think would make a suitable pamphlet. You can then have a look at them. I can guarantee that they will not be messed about in any propagandist manner as they have already passed the censorship and that is all that is required. You could make any alterations of a literary kind that you felt they needed. However, I don’t want to press you into this against your will. Perhaps we could talk it over? Would you like to have lunch with me on Friday, the 9th? Owing to summer time I shan’t be free for lunch until 2 o’clock, but I could make it 2 o’clock sharp at the ARISTON, where we had lunch before, if you could manage it.

Perhaps you could let me know?

Yours

[Initialled] E.A.B

George Orwell

(Talks Producer)

Indian Section




1995. To Benjamin Musgrave

5 April 1943 07/ES/EB/MB1

Private and Confidential

Dear Sir

Please forgive me for not having answered your letter of April 1st earlier.2

Mr. K. K. Ardaschir has done a great number of broadcasts for us on North Africa and the Middle East. He has travelled widely and evidently has considerable knowledge of the countries bordering the Mediterranean. I am not competent to give an opinion on him as a public speaker, as I have only heard him broadcast. Simply as a broadcaster, he is not in the first-class owing to a tendency to talk too fast. This might not matter on the platform, however. He is a ready writer and can always produce a competent and convincing-sounding script at short notice. Although he is not of English parentage, he has no foreign accent. I should say the audiences that would suit him best would be fairly well-informed middle-class or upper-middle-class audiences.

Yours faithfully,

[Initialled] E.A.B

Eric Blair

(Talks Producer)

Indian Section




1996. To Philip Unwin

5 April 1943 Original 07/ES/EB/WMB

Dear Mr. Unwin

Many thanks for your letter1 and the specimen “blurb”, which I return.

I have altered one word.2 As to the photographs; it may well be better to do as you suggest and not include photos of people who don’t feature in those particular broadcasts. In that case we should stick to just one for the jacket and the one of Tambimuttu and Hsiao Chien° might be best, unless it is possible to make up some sort of composite picture from several photographs put together? I have now got acceptance from all of our authors.

Yours sincerely

[Signed] Geo. Orwell

George Orwell

(Talks Producer)

Indian Section




1997. To E. M. Forster

6 April 1943 07/ES/EB/MB

Dear Forster

I am sorry to ask such a thing, but I wonder if you would be kind enough to re-fund the cost of the book you lost—“Arthur Ponsonby” by Henry Ponsonby. It was 12/6d. Apparently The Times Book Club hold us responsible and expect us to pay the price of the new copy.

Yours

[Initialled] E.A.B

George Orwell

(Talks Producer)




1998. To J. B. S. Haldane

7 April 1943 Original 07/ES/EB/MB

Dear Professor Haldane

I wonder if you would like to do a talk for us in a forthcoming series to India. I should want the script not later than the middle of May.

We nowadays do series of talks which are designed, after being broadcast, to be printed as pamphlets in India. Usually there are six talks in a series, making a pamphlet of about 10,000 words. In most cases these talks are literary, but I want for the next one, to have a series of Scientific ones. The subjects are: Malnutrition, Soil Erosion, Plant or Animal Breeding, Malaria, House-flies and Drinking Water. This sounds a very heterogeneous collection, but each touches on problems important to India, and if put together, they should make a readable popular pamphlet. I wonder whether you would like to do the one on “Plant or Animal Breeding”. You could concentrate on Plants or Animals, whichever you prefer, but I suppose that in a talk of thirteen-and-a-half minutes—that is about 1500 words, it would be better to stick to one or the other. The main thing we want emphasised is the great differences that can be made in Agricultural production by breeding only from good strains.

Could you let me know as soon as possible whether you will undertake this. I will let you know later the exact date of the broadcast, which would be early in June. Of course, you can always record if the date is inconvenient, but my main concern is to have the scripts in early, so that I can send them to India to be printed. I should be much obliged if you could also suggest somebody able to talk about House-flies.1

Yours sincerely,

[Signed] Geo. Orwell

George Orwell

(Talks Producer)

Indian Section




1999. To J. F. Horrabin

7 April 1943 07/ES/EB/MB

Dear Horrabin

I wonder if you would like to do us another talk, about the same length as you did before. I should be wanting the script not later than the middle of May.

We now do series of Talks which are designed to be printed in India in pamphlet form: in general, six talks—about 10,000 words, make one pamphlet. I am now sketching out a Scientific Series and the subjects of the six talks are to be: Malnutrition, Soil Erosion, Genetics, Malaria, House-flies and Water. This sounds rather heterogeneous, but they all touch on problems important to India. Do you think you could do us a talk on “Soil Erosion and Soil Deterioration”—its causes and prevention. The main thing that I think wants rubbing in to India is the disastrous effect of cutting down all the trees. There should be good illustrations for this in what has happened round1 the Mediterranean.

Could you let me know as soon as possible whether you will do this? I will let you know later the exact date of the talk, which will be sometime early in June. If that actual day is inconvenient to you, we can always record beforehand, but I am chiefly concerned to get the scripts in in good time, so that I can send them to India to be printed.

Yours —

[Signed] Geo. Orwell

George Orwell

(Talks Producer)

Indian Section.




2000. To Lord Winterton

7 April 1943 07/ES/EB

Dear Lord Winterton,

I understand from Princess Indira that you have kindly agreed to broadcast a short talk, of about ten minutes’ duration, in our Eastern Service directed to India, 1.15–1.30 p.m. on Monday, 3rd May, 1943.

I should be glad if you could let us have a copy of your script not later than Friday, 30th April, and at the same time perhaps you will let us know at what time we may expect you at 200 Oxford Street on the 3rd May, to rehearse your script before transmission.

Yours sincerely,

[Initialled] E.A.B

(Eric Blair)

Talks Producer




2001. BBC Talks Booking Form, 7.4.43


Lord Winterton: ‘A talk of approx. 10 minutes on “Agriculture” within the “Debate Continues” period’; broadcast 3.5.43; fee £8.8s. Signed: M Blackburn for I.P.O.






2002. News Commentary in English for Malaya, 28

9 April 1943


This was written and read by George Orwell. No script has been traced.






2003. To Lord Winterton

9 April 1943 07/ES/EB/WMB

Dear Lord Winterton

Many thanks for your letter dated April 8th. A ten minutes talk would probably be 12 or 1300 words. It does not matter if you do rather more because we have no other speaker on that day and Princess Indira will merely be introducing you.

It will be quite all right for you to rehearse your India talk on the same day as your talk for the Home Service. As soon as I hear from Guy Burgess1 I will fix it up.

Yours sincerely

[Initialled] E.A.B

Eric Blair

(Talks Producer)

Indian Section




2004. To Sir John Russell

12 April 1943 07/ES/EB

Dear Sir John

I wonder if you would like to do another talk for the Indian Section of the B.B.C.1I should be wanting the script not later than the middle of May.

We now do series of talks which are designed to be printed in India in pamphlet form—in general, six talks—about ten-thousand words—make one pamphlet. I am now sketching out a popular scientific series and the subjects are to be:— Malnutrition, Soil Erosion, Genetics, Malaria, House-flies and Water. This sounds rather heterogeneous, but they all touch on problems important to India. I wonder whether you could do us the talk on “Soil Erosion and Soil Deterioration”—its causes and prevention. I won’t presume to dictate to you what line you should take because I know very well that you are one of the leading authorities on this subject, and also know all about agricultural problems in India. I think, however, that your talk should contain mention of Soil Erosion in other parts of the world, such as the Middle West of America and round the Mediterranean. These talks are 13½ minutes, probably meaning about 1600 words. As they are designed to be printed, it does not matter if they are in rather more formal style than the average talk.

Could you let me know as soon as possible whether you will do this. I will let you know later the exact date of the broadcast of this talk, which will be sometime early in June. If the actual day is inconvenient to you, we can always record beforehand.

Yours sincerely,

[Signed] E. Blair

Eric Blair

(Talks Producer)

Indian Section




2005. To K. K. Ardaschir

13 April 1943 07/ES/EB

Dear Ardaschir

Thanks for your letters of April 5th and April 11th.

I think we could use the talk about the Turkish University on May 6th, which would mean I should want the script about the beginning of May (not later as I have to get it censored). The usual length please—i.e. 1500–1600 words.

Yours sincerely

[Signed] Eric Blair

Eric Blair

(Talks Producer)

Indian Section




2006. To Desmond Hawkins, John Lehmann, Herbert Read, Osbert Sitwell, and L. A. G. Strong

13 April 1943 07/ES/EB/WMB


The letter to Hawkins, with its accompanying schedule, is given in full; alternative third paragraphs to the other speakers are given in note 1. Slightly different schedules must have been sent to the other speakers (see paragraph to Lehmann which indicates authors bracketed differently from this schedule), and Read is not included in this schedule. For David Cecil, see letters to him of 23 and 27 April 1943, 2035 and 2042.



Dear Hawkins

I wonder whether you would like to do another talk for the Indian Section during June. I should want the script by the middle of May. I will explain about the series of which this is part.

From time to time, we do a series of talks which are afterwards printed in India as pamphlets, six talks making one pamphlet. This particular series is to deal with English poetry, since 1900, the title to be MODERN ENGLISH VERSE, or something of that kind. As there are to be six talks we have to divide it up into six periods, somewhat arbitrarily you may feel, but it would be difficult to do it in any other way. I enclose a copy of the schedule I have drawn up.

I would like you to deal with the sixth and last talk covering new departures since the Auden school. There seem to be several trends here and I am not certain that I know my way about them, but I have put Dylan Thomas, Rayner Heppenstall and George Barker1 in brackets, because they seem to fall chronologically between this school and the previous one.

With each period there is a list of “Poets to be mentioned”. This does not mean that you have to mention all those in the body of your talk, and, on the other hand, you can bring in any other poets of the period you choose to mention. I append these names merely because, when the pamphlet is printed, we shall print at the end of each talk, a list of the best known poets of the period.

I hope very much that you will undertake this. Can you please let me know, as soon as possible, whether you would like to do so? These talks are 13½ minutes, which means 15 or 1600 words. I will let you know the exact date later, and if it is inconvenient, we can easily record the talks beforehand. But, in any case, I must have the script by the middle of May, so that I can despatch all six to India simultaneously.

Yours sincerely

[Initialled] E.A.B

George Orwell

(Talks Producer)

Indian Section

[image: Figure]


Paragraph 3 for John Lehmann:2



I would like you to deal with the fifth talk on what one might call the political poets. I have put Empson, Campbell and Plomer in brackets because we are bound to stick to a chronological arrangement in these talks and these three obviously don’t belong, in a political sense, with the others.


Paragraph 3 for Herbert Read:



I would like you to deal with the fourth talk, which roughly covers the return of English verse from nature-worship, etc., to earlier traditions and contact with European culture.


Read replied on 18 April declining Orwell’s request. Though ‘always anxious to help you in your good work,’ he was too busy organising the Design Research Unit and felt unhappy writing about his contemporaries. He suggested Sitwell and proposed that a poet of the current war should talk about World War I poetry; he reminded Orwell that Alan Rook was available.




Paragraph 3 for Osbert Sitwell:3



I would like you to deal with the third talk on the poets of the war. This is perhaps an especially arbitrary division, as those who wrote what is called “War Poetry” were mostly writing beforehand. But I think the war itself was a dividing line and had its effect on the development of English verse, though those who learned most from the war did not usually survive it.


Paragraph 3 for L. A. G. Strong (although for this letter, paragraphs 2, 3, and 4 are run into one):



I would like you to deal with the second talk, on Georgian poetry.




2007. To R. U. Hingorani

13 April 1943 07/ES/EB/EB/WMB°

Dear Dr. Hingorani

As I said in our telephone conversation yesterday, I am returning the synopsis1 which you kindly sent us. I am sorry to have delayed so long but as I explained I had hoped that we might have been able to fit in another talk by you and held the matter up until I could make certain of this. I am afraid we shall not be able to arrange anything for the present because, owing to schedule changes, I have very little blank space to dispose of for some months to come, but thank you for the suggestions.

Yours sincerely

[Signed] Eric Blair

Eric Blair

(Talks Producer)

Indian Section




2008. To Michael Meyer

13 April 1943 Handwritten

Broadcasting House

Dear Mr Meyer,1

Many thanks for your letter. I could meet you for lunch on Monday the 19th, but I can’t get away from here before 1.30 because the time of my programme has altered with double Summer Time. Do you think we could meet about 10 to 2, preferably somewhere fairly near here?

Your sincerely

Geo. Orwell




2009. Extract from Minutes of Eastern Service Meeting

14 April 1943

GUJERATI°

Mr. Blair reported proposal, there being no gramophone disc of suggested signature tune, to record a choral version. As an experiment and subject [to] her consent, agreed to try Princess Indira as Gujerati° Newsletter announcer.




2010. To P. A. Buxton

15 April 1943 07/ES/EB/WMB

Dear Professor Buxton1

I wonder whether you would care to do a talk for the Indian Section of the B.B.C. on the subject of house-flies. You were recommended to me by Mr. A. D. Imms, as the foremost authority on this subject, and as being especially suited to do the talk because of having first-hand knowledge of this problem in Eastern countries. I would therefore like it very much if you would undertake the talk, and I will explain about the series of which it is to be part.

From time to time, we do a series of talks which, after being broadcast, are printed in India, in pamphlet form, six talks making one pamphlet. These talks are usually literary, but for our next lot I want to do a popular scientific series on the following subjects—Malnutrition, Soil erosion, Genetics, Malaria, House-flies, and Drinking Water. Though rather heterogeneous, these subjects are all important to India, and should make a readable pamphlet. The talks are of 13½ minutes, which usually means about 1600 words. Since they are intended to be printed it does not matter if they are written in a rather more formal style than the average broadcast.

If you are willing to do this talk I would like to have the script by the middle of May. The actual date of the broadcast would be some time in June and I could give you exact particulars later. In the event of the date being inconvenient to you, there would be no trouble in recording the talk beforehand. Perhaps you would be kind enough to let me know whether you can undertake this.

Yours sincerely

[Not signed or initialled]

Eric Blair

(Talks Producer)

Indian Section




2011. To John Lehmann

15 April 1943 07/ES/EB/WMB

Dear Lehmann

Many thanks for your letter. I am glad you will do the talk. Perhaps you could come round and have tea one day here and we could settle the outstanding points. Any day of the week, except Thursdays or Saturdays, would suit me.1

The classification of poets to be printed after each talk isn’t hard and fast, and I only made it out in order to give speakers a general idea. In any case, as soon as I had made it out, I found that there were a lot I had forgotten. As to the ones you queried; I have put them into those classifications because it is difficult to avoid doing this on a chronological basis, but we can fix all that when we talk it over. I have no wish to dictate what speakers shall say, but I do want to avoid overlapping.

As to what you will be paid, I have no power over that, and am not supposed to know anything about it, but I should imagine that you will be paid £8.8. o. for a talk of about 1500 words. I think I told you that we proposed broadcasting one poem in each talk, where possible, spoken by the writer himself. You might think over what poem, from your period, you would like to broadcast, and I will see whether we have a recording of it.

Can you ring me up, and let me know when you’re coming. My telephone number is Euston 3400, Extension 208.

Yours sincerely

[Signed] Geo. O.

George Orwell

(Talks Producer)

Indian Section




2012. News Commentary in English for Malaya, 29

16 April 1943


This was written and read by George Orwell. No script has been traced.1






2013. To Penguin Books, Ltd

16 April 1943

10a Mortimer Crescent

N.W.6

Dear Sir

Many thanks for your letter of April 14th. I have not formally fixed things up with Gollancz about reprinting, but I do know that according to my contract I am allowed to issue a cheap edition two years after publication, if Gollancz himself has not done so. It was on these terms that you did another book of mine in the Penguins.

As to Harpers, they are not likely to raise any objection, as they allowed Gollancz to issue an English edition only a year after the book was published in New York.1 I think, in any case, my contract with them is on the same terms as the one I have with Gollancz. I will make absolutely certain about this from my Agent, who keeps my contracts for me, but I think you can assume there will be no trouble. Just in case that Harpers did raise any objection, we could use the English edition but I would much prefer the American one, as the other was somewhat mutilated.

Yours truly

[Signed] Geo. Orwell

George Orwell




2014. To Sir John Russell

16 April 1943 Handwritten draft and typed versions1 07/ES/EB/WMB

Dear Sir John

Many thanks for your letter of the 15th April.

I think it would be just early enough if you could be ready to let us have the script by, say, May 25th, or, at any rate, before the end of May. You could either record it then or deliver it on the day of the broadcast, as you preferred. I would much rather have you do this talk than anyone else, if it can be arranged.

Yours very truly

[Signed] Eric Blair

Eric Blair

(Talks Producer)

Indian Section




2015. To Arthur Wynn, Music Bookings Manager

16 April 1943 Original1

Contract for Mr° Narayana Menon

As usual, will you kindly arrange a contract and payment for Dr. Narayana Menon, for planning and choosing his 15 minutes programme of gramophone records, which will be broadcast on Thursday next, the 22nd April, at 1130–1145 GMT, in the Eastern Service, Red Network.

Dr. Menon’s address is 176 Sussex Gardens, W.2. and the programme, as usual, is a Feature Programme.

[Signed] W Bedwell

(For Eric Blair)




2016. BBC Talks Booking Form, 16. 4.43


Reginald Reynolds: The Second Discovery of America; recorded 21.4.43; broadcast 22.4.43; fee £ 10.10s.1 Signed: M Blackburn for I.P.O.






2017. Review of The Development of William Butler Yeats by V. K. Narayana Menon

Time and Tide, 17 April 1943

Two books on Yeats have appeared almost simultaneously, a more or less “official” biography and this one of Mr Menon’s, which is only biographical to the extent of recognizing that an artist’s work is conditioned by his circumstances. Like most “pure” poets Yeats had an uneventful life and it is perhaps more important to understand his family background than to know the history of his own quiet career. He was one of the founders of the Abbey Theatre and he was mixed up to some small extent in Irish politics—he even had a brief disillusioning interlude as a Senator—but the real events of his life were internal, and his almost continuous development as a poet was in its way just as dramatic as the most vivid life of “action”.

As a poet Yeats had three main phases which were perhaps less separate than is generally supposed. In the first place, as a young man, he was influenced by the pre-Raphaelites and the literary lions of the ’nineties, and it was no doubt in that period that he adopted the “art for art’s sake” attitude which he was to preserve more consistently than any of his contemporaries. Then there was his “Celtic twilight” phase, by which he is still probably best remembered; and the astonishing final phase in which he produced his best work, in language far simpler than he had ever achieved before, when he was more than sixty years of age. But there is a connecting thread that runs through all these seemingly separate periods, and that is Yeats’s hatred of the modern world—hatred not only of industrial ugliness but still more of the democratic, rationalistic outlook which has ruled Western society since the Renaissance. He hated the concept of human equality, and said so with an outspokenness which is very rare in our time. Mr Menon quotes extensively from a book which was only privately printed, A Vision, in which Yeats set forth the philosophic system underlying his work. Stripped of a great deal of nonsense about phases of the moon, reincarnation, disembodied spirits and what-not (how literally Yeats believed in all this is uncertain), the system seems to reduce to belief in a cyclical universe in which human history repeats itself over and over again and can consequently be foretold if one knows how to interpret the signs. It is difficult not to feel that Yeats embraced this belief primarily because it did away with the concept of progress and promised an early end to the vulgar, scientific, equalitarian epoch which he hated. Civilization would soon be entering upon an authoritarian period—so he professed to believe, and, since he wished it, perhaps did believe. Inevitably he was sympathetic towards Fascism, at least the Italian version of it, and was influenced by Ezra Pound and various Italian thinkers. With positive exultation he looked forward to the coming destruction of democracy and even the justly famous lines:


The best lack all conviction while the worst

Are full of passionate intensity



in which the rise of the Nazis seems to be foretold, do not imply disapproval if one reads as a whole the poem (The Second Coming) in which they occur. What Yeats’s attitude would have been if he had lived to see the present phase of the struggle between Democracy and Fascism we cannot tell. The greatest peculiarity of Fascism is its power to appeal to quite different types of men for incompatible reasons. To Yeats, offshoot of an impoverished family with aristocratic pretensions, it probably appealed because it appeared as an extreme version of conservatism. But he might have seen through this error if he had lived longer, and in any case, with his distaste for politics, he would not have been likely to follow the example of his old friend, Ezra Pound.

As Mr Menon rightly says, Yeats’s acceptance of Fascism is a “disquieting symptom”, but it in no way detracts from the interest of his literary development. There can have been few poets who have shown such a lifelong power of growth. On the other hand his mystical beliefs, with their sinister implications and their tinge of charlatanism, were not simply an eccentricity to be disregarded. They are integral to his work, and, as Mr Menon shows, many of his best passages are hardly intelligible unless one knows something about the yogey-bogey on which they are founded.


Where got I that truth?

Out of a medium’s mouth,

Out of nothing it came,

Out of the forest loam,

Out of the dark night where lay

The crowns of Nineveh.1



It may seem strange to us that a poet of very high order can not only believe in spiritualism and magic but even found his work to some extent on that belief; but it is worth remembering in this connection that there have been other great writers (Edgar Allan Poe, for instance) whose outlook on life was not far removed from insanity. Perhaps, for a writer, common sense matters less than sincerity, and even sincerity, in the ordinary moral and intellectual sense, less than something that might be called artistic integrity. Yeats may have held some absurd or undesirable beliefs, and he may have laid claim to a mystic wisdom that he did not possess, but he would never in any circumstances have committed what he would have regarded as an aesthetic sin. To curry favour with the big public or to be satisfied with inferior work would have been quite impossible to him. His life was devoted to poetry with a completeness that has been very rare among the English-speaking peoples, and the results justified it. In spite of some patches of absurdity it is an impressive story, and Mr Menon retells it with great delicacy and acuteness.2




2018. BBC Talks Booking Form, 17.4.43


James Stephens: ‘Calling All Students,’ ‘Great Dramatists,’ 6: W. B. Yeats, with special reference to The Hour Glass;1 broadcast 27.5.43; fee £10.10s + travel voucher. Signed: M Blackburn for I.P.O.






2019. To V. B. Wigglesworth

19 April 1943 07/ES/EB/WMB

Dear Dr. Wigglesworth1

Many thanks for your letter of April 16th.2 I wonder if you could be kind enough to do° suggest someone else, who would be able to do a talk for us on “House-flies”. I am anxious to get all these talks done, as early as possible, and don’t care to take the risk of waiting until Professor Buxton gets back. I should be very much obliged for any suggestions.

Yours truly

[Initialled] E.A.B

Eric Blair

(Talks Producer)

Indian Section




2020. On Orwell’s behalf to E. W. D. Boughen

19 April 1943 Original EB/WMB

REGINALD REYNOLDS — THE SECOND DISCOVERY OF AMERICA

With reference to our booking slip of the 16th—please note that Mr. Reginald Reynolds, is now unable to come and record his talk, as above, as he has gone down with mumps. His script will, however, be read by someone else (one of the announcers) in the period 1145–1200 GMT on the 22nd, in the EASTERN SERVICE (Red Network) as scheduled, so will you please see that he receives his fee for the script.

[Signed] W Bedwell

(For Eric Blair)




2021. To E. M. Forster

20 April 1943 07/ES/EB/WMB

Dear Forster

Herewith the book OVER TO BOMBERS by Mark Benney.1 Do you mind sending it back when it is finished with?

Your broadcast is next week, the 28th, at 1.15 to 1.30 pm (DBST).

Yours

[Initialled] G.O.

George Orwell

(Talks Producer)

Indian Section




2022. To Raymond Mortimer

20 April 1943 07/ES/EB

Dear Mortimer1

I am so glad to hear that you are willing to do the talk on OSCAR WILDE.2 I had better explain about the programme of which this talk is to be part.

We have a series called GREAT DRAMATISTS. Each programme consists of a ten minutes talk on the dramatist in question, with particular reference to one of his plays, a short extract from that play acted by the B.B.C. Repertory, and some music. The other dramatists dealt with in this series are MARLOWE, DRYDEN, SHERIDAN, IBSEN, and YEATS. The play of Oscar Wilde’s which we shall be acting is THE IMPORTANCE OF BEING ERNEST,° and I would like it if you could make your talk bear specially on that while giving some idea of Wilde’s work as a whole. We always start the programme by trailing a few lines from the bit we’re acting, after which the speaker does his stuff. So your talk should start “Those lines you’ve just heard come from THE IMPORTANCE OF BEING ERNEST”—or words to that effect.

The programme will be broadcast on Thursday the 13th May, at 1.30 p. m. If that time is not convenient we could easily record your talk beforehand. A ten minutes talk usually means about one thousand words. I would like it if I could have your script not later than the 5th May.

As to the fees; I have no power over this, and am not supposed to know anything about it, but I should say that for a ten minutes talk you would get about £8.8.0.

Yours sincerely

[Initialled] E.A.B

George Orwell

(Talks Producer)

Indian Section




2023. BBC Talks Booking Form, 20.4.43


Oliver Bell: ‘Women Generally Speaking,’ Films of the Month; a 13½ minute talk, given live; introduction by Lady Grigg; broadcast 28.4.43; fee £10.10s. Signed: M Blackburn for I.P.O.






2024. Tamil Newsletter, 1

22 April 1943


The Tamil Newsletter (or News Commentary, as it is sometimes described) came under the aegis of Rowan Davies. It was translated and read by J. D. S. Paul, who travelled to London from Cambridge for this purpose. From 22 April, Orwell wrote the English version, and his participation is numbered from one in the series here, although Tamil Newsletters had been broadcast for many months before Orwell’s involvement. For Orwell’s Newsletters in this series, the switch censor (who cut off transmission if anything unauthorised was broadcast) was the Reverend Gordon Matthews.

Orwell was always referred to in the Programmes as Broadcast as ‘Eric Blair’ in connection with these Newsletters, never as ‘Orwell’ (unlike, for example, the Newsletters in English for Malaya and Indonesia). PasBs always described these broadcasts as either ‘Newsletter in Tamil’ or ‘Tamil Newsletter,’ except for the programme of 13 May 1943, described as ‘News in Tamil.’

Orwell wrote the English version until he left the BBC; his final script was transmitted on 25 November 1943, two days after he had completed his service. A clue to possible differences in the scripts for Tamil and Indonesian (English) Newsletters is provided by the fact that Orwell wrote the Newsletter for Indonesia on 3 September, the day he went on holiday, for John Morris to read on his behalf, whereas M. Phatak was commissioned to write the Tamil Newsletter for the preceding day. Morris also wrote the scripts for the following two Wednesdays.

Orwell wrote twenty-nine, or possibly twenty-eight, English versions of this series; there are no PasB details for 18 November 1943, but it is unlikely that a script was not written for that week.

No scripts have survived for either the English or Tamil versions of these Newsletters.






2025. To Desmond Hawkins

22 April 1943 07/ES/EB

Dear Hawkins

Thanks for yours. I am glad you will do the talk. As I said before, you don’t have to mention the poets I listed, and you can bring in any others you like, provided they’re not chronologically wrong. I forgot about Gascoyne, but he certainly belongs in that lot. The list which I made out is only there because in the pamphlet we intend to put a comprehensive list of poets of the period at the end of each talk, The next thing to fix is which poem of the period you think should be broadcast in the body of your talk. Of course, it is an advantage to have the poet broadcast it himself, which should be possible with these younger ones. We have got a very nice poem by Henry Treece, but we have broadcast it once already. How about getting Alex Comfort to do something? If he has a good voice something of his might be suitable. It should be not more than 30 lines, I should say. Or what about Alan Rook? You might let me know about this. I would like the poem to be fitted in somewhere in the middle of your talk, so that you can say—“Now here is an example of what I mean” or words to that effect.

Yours

[Initialled] E.A.B

George Orwell1




2026. To J. Elizabeth Jermyn

22 April 1943 Original 07/ES/EB/WMB

Dear Miss Jermyn1

Very many thanks for your letter of April 20th. I am so glad Professor Haldane will do the talk. We can arrange the recording at any time convenient to him if we are given two or three days notice, but I would like to have the script by the middle of May.

We approached Professor Buxton,2 but he is out of England. However, Dr. Wigglesworth is doing the talk for us. I would be much obliged if Professor Haldane could suggest someone to do us a talk on “Drinking-water,” which is to be another in the same series. I haven’t yet been able to find a speaker for this subject.

Yours sincerely

[Signed] Geo. Orwell

George Orwell

(Talks Producer)

Indian Section




2027. To Alan Rook

22 April 1943 07/ES/EB/WMB

Dear Mr. Rook1

Herbert Read told me that you are out of the Army now and might be willing to do a talk on the air for us. I wonder whether you would like to do a short talk in the series we are arranging for India, giving an account of English poetry from 1900 onwards.° The others who are taking part are Desmond Hawkins, John Lehmann, L. A. G. Strong, probably Desmond McCarthy, and one other. If you’re willing, I will send particulars of what we want, but I would be glad if you could let me know, fairly soon, whether you are likely to be able to do the talk, as we have to get the whole series into order.2

Yours sincerely

[Signed] Geo. Orwell

George Orwell

(Talks Producer)

Indian Section




2028. To V. B. Wigglesworth

22 April 1943 07/ES/EB/WMB

Dear Dr. Wigglesworth

Very many thanks for your letter of April 21st.1 I should be delighted if you will do the talk. It should be a talk of about 13½ minutes, which means fifteen or sixteen hundred words. While being informative, it should not be too technical in language. But as these talks are designed to be reprinted afterwards, it does not matter if the style of writing is rather more literary than is usual in a broadcast.

I shall look forward to seeing your script about the middle of May.

Yours sincerely

[Signed] Eric Blair

Eric Blair

(Talks Producer)

Indian Section




2029. BBC Talks Booking Form, 22.4.43


K. K. Ardaschir: ‘The Turkish University inaugurated in 1933’; a ‘13½ mins. talk, which he will write and broadcast’; broadcast 6.5.43; fee £10.10s. Signed: M Blackburn for I.P.O.






2030. BBC Talks Booking Form, 22.4.43


Naomi Royde-Smith: ‘Women Generally Speaking’; three 13½-minute talks under the general title ‘Rationed Freedom’: ‘Food,’ ‘Dress,’ and ‘Mobility’; broadcast 19.5.43, 16.6.43, 21.7.43; fee £15.15s each talk + fare and subsistence. Signed: M Blackburn for I.P.O. Remarks: ‘N. Royde-Smith has broadcast in W.G.S.1 before and should receive a similar fee, not less. She sh’d receive a rlwy. voucher and subsistence allowance for the nights previous to her broadcasts.’






2031. To Tom Driberg

c. 22 April 1943


On 20 April 1943, Tom Driberg wrote to Orwell and sent him a pamphlet. This may have related to Driberg’s interest in the Army Bureau of Current Affairs. He asked for the return of the pamphlet. It is unlikely that Orwell failed to respond, but no letter has been traced.






2032. News Commentary in English for Malaya, 30

23 April 1943


This was written and read by George Orwell.1 Script has not been traced.






2033. Orwell’s Leave

23–26 April 1943


Orwell’s staff file shows that he took three days’ leave from Friday, 23 April, to Tuesday, 26 April 1943. Nevertheless, he is still credited in the PasB with writing and reading News Commentary for Malaya, 30, on the 23rd.






2034. To Sir Richard Acland

c. 23 April 1943


On 22 April 1943, Sir Richard Acland, a leader of the Common Wealth Party, sent Orwell a copy of a speech he was to make at Manchester. He asked whether any of the points he made in it might be adapted for his broadcast to India, which Orwell was arranging for 17 May 1943. No reply from Orwell has been found. On that day, George Strauss, M.P., broadcast in the series ‘The Debate Continues.’ Orwell makes a detailed reference to ‘the growth of Common Wealth, Sir Richard Acland’s party’ in his London Letter to Partisan Review, c.23 May 1943; see 2096.






2035. To Lord David Cecil

23 April 1943 07/ES/EB/WMB

Dear Lord David

Many thanks for your letter.1 I wonder whether you would like to do a talk for the Indian Section of the B.B.C. This is one of a series of six talks on contemporary English poetry. As the talks have to fit in to a schedule, and afterwards be re-printed in the form of a pamphlet, I can’t give you absolutely a free hand as to which poets you should talk about, but I could offer you the choice of two or three different schools.

The other speakers taking part in the series are L. A. G. Strong, John Lehmann, Desmond Hawkins, and probably Desmond McCarthy and Alan Rook. It would be a question of doing the script by some time in June and delivering the talk in July. Could you let me know whether you are interested and if so, I will send you fuller particulars.

Yours sincerely

[Initialled] E.A.B

George Orwell

(Talks Producer)

Indian Section




2036. To E. D. Edwards

23 April 1943 07/ES/EB

Dear Professor Edwards1

Following up our telephone conversation I will tell you about the talk we want you to do for us. We have a series called BOOKS THAT CHANGED THE WORLD, dealing with the sacred books of Asia. (This follows on an earlier series dealing with European books which have been specially influential).

As the title implies, these talks are not intended so much to discuss the doctrines of the various oriental religions as to show their historical influence. Of course, they have to give some account of the doctrines as well, and I think in dealing with an Indian audience you ought to assume that your hearers will not know very much about Confucius’s teachings, less than they would know about Christianity, for example. These talks are of 13½ minutes, that is, 15 or 1600 words, and I should be much obliged if I could have this script in about a week’s time. The actual broadcast is on Friday, May 7th, at 1.45 to 2 pm. If that is inconvenient for you, we could easily arrange a recording beforehand.

Yours sincerely

[Initialled] E.A.B

Eric Blair




2037. To Malcolm Darling

23 April 1943 07/ES/EB/WMB


Dr. Gangulee, who had contributed to Orwell’s ‘In Your Kitchen’ series, had written to Orwell on 21 April with some ideas for broadcasts. Orwell sent Gangulee’s letter to Sir Malcolm Darling with this note on the verso, and, with it, the carbon copy of his letter to Gangulee (see 2038).



SIR MALCOLM DARLING

I cannot book any English talks at present, but possibly some of Dr Gangulee’s ideas have a bearing on the forthcoming Round Table discussions, 1 & he might be a conceivable speaker in one of the programmes? He has a rather soft voice, but is amenable to rehearsal.

[Signed] Eric Blair 23.4.43




2038. To N. Gangulee

23 April 1943 07/ES/EB/WMB

Dear Dr. Gangulee

Many thanks for your letter of April 21st. I cannot arrange any more talks at present because our schedule is full up, but I think some of your ideas might be of interest to Sir Malcolm Darling, and I am passing your letter on to him.1 I am sorry I cannot be more helpful at present.

Yours sincerely

[Signed] Eric Blair

Eric Blair

(Talks Producer)

Indian Section




2039. To Alan Rook

23 April 1943 07/ES/EB/WMB

Dear Mr. Rook

I was very glad to get your telegram1 agreeing to do the talk for us. I will explain about the series of which this is to be part.

From time to time we do series of talks which, after being broadcast, are printed in India in pamphlet form. This particular lot are to deal with English poetry since 1900. I enclose a list of the proposed headings of the talks. For this purpose, we have to divide English verse of this century into six periods, which is somewhat arbitrary, but it is difficult to see how to do it otherwise. Herbert Read suggested that you might like to do the one on the poets of the last war. This might be a good idea because I think there is much to be said for people not talking about their contemporaries. Opposite each heading there is a list of poets of the period. This doesn’t mean that you have to mention all of these and, on the other hand, you can bring in any others you like, but I merely put this list because when we print the pamphlet we shall add a list of representative poets of the period at the end of each talk. If you don’t want to do the one on the war poets you might like to do the one on Eliot and his associates, but, let me know which you prefer. You will, of course, be able to say exactly what you like except that I shall have to avoid overlapping between the different speakers.

These are talks of 15 to 1600 words. They will go out some time in July, which means that I would like to have your script by the middle of June. In each talk we shall have one poem of the period broadcast in a different voice, where possible, the writer’s own voice. Can you pick something you think suitable of 20 or 30 lines and work it into your talk so that it acts more or less as an illustration. If the date of broadcast turns out to be inconvenient, we can arrange to record beforehand.

Yours sincerely

[Initialled] E.A.B

George Orwell

(Talks Producer)

Indian Section




2040. BBC Talks Booking Form, 23.4.43


Dr. Edwards (Miss): ‘Books That Changed the World,’ 4; The Analects of Confucius; broadcast 7.5.43; fee £10.10s. Signed: M Blackburn for I.P.O.






2041. To K. K. Ardaschir

27 April 1943 Handwritten draft and typed versions1 07/ES/EB/WMB

Dear Ardaschir

Thanks for a very good script. I have sent it along to be censored and trust there will be no trouble. The date of the talk is May 6th, at 1.45 pm.—can you be here about 1 o’clock for rehearsal?

As to the other talks. I think I could use one on the PANAMA CANAL, for my ice-box. The only thing is you say the subject-matter is “rather sordid” and I don’t want to tread on too many toes. Perhaps you could tell me about this when we meet.

Yours sincerely

[Signed] Eric Blair

Eric Blair

(Talks Producer)

Indian Section




2042. To Lord David Cecil

27 April 1943 07/ES/EB/WMB

Dear Lord David

Many thanks for your letter. I am glad you are ready to do the talk and I will explain about the series of which it is to be part.

From time to time, we do a series of talks aimed at the Indian University Students, which are published in India in pamphlet form, at the same time as they’re broadcast.1 This particular series, which will go out in July, is on English poetry since 1900. For the purpose of the series I have had to divide the last forty-three years into six periods, which is somewhat arbitrary but seems to be the only workable arrangement. I enclose herewith a copy of the schedule I have worked out.2 As you say, you would like to talk largely about De la Mare, perhaps you would like to do the first period. I had put De la Mare in among the Georgians, but I think he would go equally well in the first lot. The list of poets against each division does not mean that you have to mention all of those and, on the other hand, you can bring in any others that you want to. I merely put the list because when we issue the pamphlet we shall print the names of the representative poets of the period at the end of each talk.

We shall probably include one poem, broadcast in a different voice, in each of these talks. You might perhaps care to pick the poem, something of about 20 or 30 lines, for your talk.

These talks are of 13½ minutes, which means 15 or 1600 words. As to fees—I have no jurisdiction over this but I should say you would get £8.8.0. and travelling expenses. I would like to have the script by the middle of June, because we want to send them all out together to be printed. If you want to see me about this, I am always in my office, except Saturdays. My telephone number of° Euston 3400, Extension 208.

Yours sincerely

[Initialled] E. A. B

George Orwell

(Talks Producer)

Indian Section




2043. To Alan Rook

[27 April 1943?] Handwritten draft for postcard


This note (for Winifred Bedwell?) is written at the foot of a letter from Alan Rook dated ‘Easter Monday.’ That, in 1943, fell on 26 April, and Orwell probably replied on the following day. Rook had asked for L. A. G. Strong’s address in order to get in touch with him to ensure he did not overlap with what Strong said.



P.C.

I’ll try & get you a copy of Strong’s talk when done. I should think he would be fairly early with it. I have tried to avoid overlap as best I can, but at need we can make last-minute adjustments.

G.O.




2044. To Sir John Russell

[27 April 1943?] Handwritten draft for postcard


Sir John Russell’s letter suggesting a date for the delivery of his script of his talk is date-stamped 24 April 1943. That means it was received on that Saturday, and although Orwell might have replied then, he is more likely to have written on the Tuesday after the Bank Holiday.



P.C.

Thank you very much. It will do if we can have the script on “Soil Erosion & Soil Deterioration” by the date you name.

E. A. B




2045. S.J. de Lotbinière to Leslie Stokes on ‘Great Dramatists’ Series

27 April 1943


The Director of Empire Services, S. J. de Lotbinière, wrote this memorandum to Leslie Stokes, Empire Programme Planner, (see 845, n. 5) requesting production assistance for Orwell’s ‘Great Dramatists’ series, part of ‘Calling All Students.’



I’ve discussed “Great Dramatists” with Blair. He’d be very glad to have a producer to handle the casting and production of the dramatic illustrations in this series. He would, however, wish to control the choice of dramatist and play and the text both of the introductory talk and of the dramatic illustration—since he is in touch with the needs of the Indian students listening at the other end.

Would you arrange for a producer to help Blair with the series—Thursday’s edition being the last to be produced under independent management.

The series runs fortnightly.




2046. Extracts from Minutes of Eastern Service Meeting

28 April 1943

Mr Brander reported latest rebroadcasting return [by All India Radio] showed an increase from 30 to 39 minutes in the daily average, mainly on “Calling All Students”.

REBROADCASTING

E.S.D. reported that as it is not always possible to give items at times convenient for direct rebroadcasting by AIR, and following a request from them, Mr. Blair was exploring the intrinsic cost of clearing, from the BBC standpoint, the right of AIR to record, for rebroadcasting, definite items excluding dramatic performances: if cost not excessive, possibilities of assisting AIR in this way to be explored.




2047. Newsletter in Tamil, 2

29 April 1943


The English version was written by Eric Blair; translated and read by J. D. S. Paul. The switch censor1 was the Reverend G. Matthews. No script has been traced.






2048. News Commentary in English for Malaya, 31

30 April 1943


This was written and read by George Orwell. No script has been traced.






2049. Review of Voices in the Darkness by Tangye Lean

Tribune, 30 April 1943

Anyone who has had to do propaganda to “friendly” countries must envy the European Service of the B.B.C. They are playing on such an easy wicket! People living under a foreign occupation are necessarily hungry for news, and by making it a penal offence to listen in to Allied broadcasts the Germans have ensured that those broadcasts will be accepted as true. There, however, the advantage of the B.B.C.’s European Service ends. If heard it will be believed, except perhaps in Germany itself, but the difficulty is to be heard at all, and still more, to know what to say. With these difficulties Mr. Tangye Lean’s interesting book is largely concerned.

First of all there are the physical and mechanical obstacles. It is never very easy to pick up a foreign station unless one has a fairly good radio set, and every hostile broadcast labours under the enormous disadvantage that its time and wavelength cannot be advertised in the Press. Even in England, where there is no sort of ban on listening, few people have even heard of the German “freedom” stations such as the New British and the Workers’ Challenge. There is also jamming, and above all there is the Gestapo. All over Europe countless people have been imprisoned or sent to concentration camps, and some have been executed, merely for listening to the B.B.C. In countries where surveillance is strict it is only safe to listen on earphones, which may not be available, and in any case the number of workable radio sets is probably declining for want of spare parts. These physical difficulties themselves lead on to the big and only partly soluble question of what it is safe to say. If your probable audience have got to risk their necks to hear you at all, and have also got to listen, for instance, at midnight in some draughty barn, or with earphones under the bedclothes, is it worth while to attempt propaganda, or must you assume that nothing except “hard” news is worth broadcasting? Or again, does it pay to do definitely inflammatory propaganda among people whom you are unable to help in a military sense? Or again, is it better from a propaganda point of view to tell the truth or to spread confusing rumours and promise everything to everybody? When it is a case of addressing the enemy and not the conquered populations, the basic question is always whether to cajole or to threaten. Both the British and the German radios have havered between the two policies. So far as truthfulness of news goes the B.B.C. would compare favourably with any non-neutral radio. On the other doubtful points its policy is usually a compromise, sometimes a compromise that makes the worst of both worlds, but there is little question that the stuff which is broadcast to Europe is on a higher intellectual level than what is broadcast to any other part of the world. The B.B.C. now broadcasts in over 30 European languages, and nearly 50 languages in all—a complex job, when one remembers that so far as Britain is concerned the whole business of foreign radio propaganda has had to be improvised since 1938.

Probably the most useful section of Mr. Tangye Lean’s book is a careful analysis of the radio campaign the Germans did during the Battle of France. They seem to have mixed truth and falsehood with extraordinary skill, giving strictly accurate news of military events but, at the same time, spreading wild rumours calculated to cause panic. The French radio hardly seems to have told the truth at any moment of the battle, and much of the time it simply gave no news at all. During the period of the phoney war the French had countered the German propaganda chiefly by means of jamming, a bad method, because it either does not work or, if it does work, gives the impression that something is being concealed. During the same period the Germans had sapped the morale of the French Army by clever radio programmes which gave the bored troops some light entertainment and, at the same time, stirred up Anglo-French jealousy and cashed in on the demagogic appeal of the Russo-German pact. When the French transmitter stations fell into their hands the Germans were ready with programmes of propaganda and music which they had prepared long beforehand—a detail of organisation which every invading army ought to keep in mind.

The Battle of France went so well for the Germans in a military sense that one may be inclined, when reading Mr. Tangye Lean’s account, to overrate the part that radio played in their victory. A question Mr. Tangye Lean glances at but does not discuss at length is whether propaganda can ever achieve anything on its own, or whether it merely speeds up processes that are happening already. Probably the latter is the case, partly because the radio itself has had the unexpected effect of making war a more truthful business than it used to be. Except in a country like Japan, insulated by its remoteness and by the fact that the people have no shortwave sets, it is very difficult to conceal bad news, and if one is being reasonably truthful at home, it is difficult to tell very big lies to the enemy. Now and again a well-timed lie (examples are the Russian troops who passed through England in 1914, and the German Government’s order to destroy all dogs in June, 1940) may produce a great effect, but in general propaganda cannot fight against the facts, though it can colour and distort them. It evidently does not pay, for any length of time, to say one thing and do another; the failure of the German New Order, not to take examples nearer home, has demonstrated this.

It would be a good thing if more books like Mr. Tangye Lean’s describing the B.B.C. and other organs of propaganda from the inside, were available to the general public. Even well-informed people, when they attack the B.B.C. or the M.O.I., usually demand the impossible while ignoring the really serious faults of British propaganda. Two recent debates in Parliament on this subject brought out the fact that not a single member seemed to know what does or does not happen in the B.B.C. This book should help towards a better understanding, though about half a dozen others along roughly the same lines are needed.




2050. On Orwell’s behalf to Arthur Wynn, Music Bookings Manager

30 April 1943 Original

Contract for Mr° Narayana Menon

As usual, will you kindly arrange a contract and payment for Dr. Narayana Menon, for planning and choosing his 15 minutes programme of gramophone records, which will be broadcast on Thursday next, the 6th May, at 1130–1145 GMT, in the Eastern Service, Red Network.

Dr. Menon’s address is 176 Sussex Gardens, W.2. and the programme, as usual, is a Feature Programme.

[Signed] W Bedwell

(For Eric Blair)




2051. BBC Talks Booking Forms, 30.4.43


Three, for Dr. N. Gangulee, Mrs. K. C. Roy, and Shridhar Telkar: ‘In Your Kitchen,’ 6, 7, and 8 (Mrs Roy engaged for 6 and 8 only); broadcast 5, 12, and 19.5.43; fees £8.8s each for each broadcast for Gangulee and Telkar; £3.3s for Mrs Roy. Signed: M Blackburn for I.P.O.






2052. BBC Talks Booking Form, 30.4.43


Princess Indira of Kapurthala: ‘The Debate Continues’; broadcast 3, 10, 17, 24, and 31.5.43; fee £10.10s for each. Signed: M Blackburn for I.P.O.






2053. BBC Talks Booking Form, 1.5.43


Miss Leela° Erulkar: reading of Indian play ‘The Jasmine Garland,’ an adaptation of the Sanskrit play attributed to Dinnaga; recorded 3.5.43; to be kept as an emergency ‘Ice-box’ play to be used when needed, fee £4.4s. Signed: M Blackburn for I.P.O.






2054. BBC Talks Booking Form, 1.5.43


E. M. Forster: ‘Some Books’; usual monthly talk, 13½ minutes; broadcast 26.5.43; fee £21. Signed: M Blackburn for I.P.O.






2055. BBC Talks Booking Form, 1.5.43


Lady Grigg: ‘Women Generally Speaking’; broadcast 5, 12, 19, and 26.5.43; fee £8.8s for each broadcast. Signed: M Blackburn for I.P.O.






2056. BBC Talks Booking Form, 1.5.43


Raymond Mortimer: ‘Calling All Students,’ ‘Great Dramatists,’ 5; ‘ten-minute talk on Oscar Wilde with spec. reference to The Importance of Being Ernest°’; broadcast 13.5.43; fee £8.8s. Signed: M Blackburn for I.P.O.






2057. BBC Talks Booking Form, 1.5.43


Shridhar Telkar: ‘Behind the Headlines’; broadcast 6, 13, 20, and 27.5.43; fee £9.9s each talk. Signed: M Blackburn for I.P.O.






2058. To the Secretaries, Students’ Unions, University of Cambridge, University of Edinburgh, London School of Economics, University of Oxford

3 May 1943 07/ES/EB/WMB Reproduced from copy to University of Cambridge Union

Dear Sir

I am writing to you on the advice of Mr. R. R. Desai, who frequently broadcasts for us. He tells me that the facilities which Indians have in this country for broadcasting messages to their families in India are not so well known as we could wish. You could, perhaps, help me by publicising one or two facts. I am writing at the same time to various other places where Indians resident in this country are to be found.

Previously, there was a rule that Indians here could only broadcast a message once in three months. This rule was made when a comparatively large number of Indians were living in this country. There are now much fewer and any one individual is now able to broadcast a message as often as once a month. This seems not to be generally known and we are very anxious that it should come to the notice of anyone interested in broadcasting messages.

Perhaps I should also state briefly the general regulations laid down for these messages. They should be about a minute in length, in one of the Indian languages, or in English, and should be of a strictly personal nature. We like to receive beforehand a copy of the message in the language in which it is to be broadcast, with an English translation. The messages are recorded and broadcast a few days later. For security reasons we cannot state in advance the exact date on which any message will be broadcast. A fee of one guinea, to cover all expenses, is paid to anyone broadcasting a message.

I should be greatly obliged if you could display these facts in any way convenient to you, for example, by displaying this letter on a notice-board or something of that description. It is in the interests, both of the B.B.C. and of the Indian community in London, that the facilities for broadcasting messages should be better known.

Yours truly

[Initialled] E. A. B

George Orwell

(Talks Producer)

Indian Section




2059. To J. Elizabeth Jermyn

5 May 1943 07/ES/EB/WMB

Dear Miss Jermyn

Many thanks for the suggestion about the London School of Hygiene. As to the fee, for Professor Haldane’s talk, I have no jurisdiction over this, and am supposed not to know anything about it, but I do not fancy he would get less than ten guineas plus a small royalty from the profits of the pamphlet, if any.1

Yours sincerely

[Initialled] E.A.B2

George Orwell

(Talks Producer)

Indian Section




2060. To the Director, London School of Hygiene & Tropical Medicine1

5 May 1943 07/ES/EB/WMB

Dear Sir

On the advice of Professor J. B. S. Haldane, I am writing to ask whether you can suggest somebody who would be able and willing to do a short talk for the Indian Section of the B.B.C. on the subject of drinking-water. This is for a series of talks which are afterwards to be printed in India in pamphlet form. They are to be broadcast in June, but I should want the script in about a fortnight’s time, as I want to get them all together, so as to despatch them to India. I should be very much obliged if you could give me a suggestion as early as possible, and I will then send any proposed speaker fuller particulars.

Yours truly

[Initialled] E. A. B

Eric Blair

(Talks Producer)

Indian Section




2061. Tamil Newsletter, 3

6 May 1943


The English version was written by Eric Blair. No script has been traced.






2062. BBC Talks Booking Form, 6.5.43


K. K. Ardaschir: The Panama Canal; ‘13½ mins. talk which he has written and will record. It will be kept as an emergency ice-box talk to be used when needed’; recorded 11.5.43; fee £10.10s. Signed: M Blackburn for I.P.O. The form has a sticker attached: ‘VERY URGENT.’1






2063. BBC Talks Booking Form, 6.5.43


Rt Hon Arthur Greenwood, MP:1 ‘The Debate Continues’; 7 to 8 minutes on ‘The Function of an Opposition’; broadcast: 10.5.43; fee £8.8s. Signed: M Blackburn for I.P.O.






2064. BBC Talks Booking Form, 6.5.43


Catherine Lacey: ‘Women Generally Speaking’; producer: Eric Blair; broadcast 12.5.43; fee £8.8s + repeat fees. Signed for S.F.A., Programme Contracts Department (Drama).






2065. BBC Talks Booking Form, 6.5.43


Miss D. Nanavati: ‘In Your Kitchen,’ 7; live discussion with Dr. Gangulee and Shridhar Telkar; broadcast 12.5.43; fee £3.3s. Signed: M Blackburn for I.P.O.






2066. News Commentary in English for Malaya, 32

7 May 1943


This was written and read by George Orwell. No script has been traced.






2067. To F. W. Mackenzie

7 May 1943 07/ES/EB/WMB

Dear Sir1

I am writing to you on the advice of the London School of Hygiene, who tell me that you might be willing to do a talk for the Indian Section of the B.B.C. I will tell you about the series of which this talk would be part.

From time to time, we do series of talks which are aimed at the Indian University students and are printed in India in pamphlet form, after being broadcast. This particular series is a popular scientific one on subjects of interest and importance to the Indian public. There are six talks, the subjects being—


Malnutrition,

Genetics,

Soil erosion,

Malaria,

House-flies, and

Drinking water.



It is the last that we hope you will undertake. These talks are of 13½ minutes, which usually means 15 or 1600 words. As they are to be printed afterwards it does not matter if they are written in a somewhat more formal style than the ordinary broadcasts. They are, of course, intended to be both informative and entertaining. With your knowledge of India you will know how much knowledge to assume in your hearers.

These talks will be going out during June and July but I should want the script in about a fortnight from now because I want to get them all together so as to despatch copies to India. I cannot say, with certainty, what you would be paid for the talk but I should say, probably, £10.10.0. plus a small royalty later on from the sale of the pamphlet. The latter, however, would, at best, only be a very small sum.

Could you be kind enough to let me know, as early as possible, whether you are willing to undertake this.

Yours truly

[Initialled] E. A. B

Eric Blair

(Talks Producer)

Indian Section




2068. To L. A. G. Strong

7 May 1943 07/ES/EB/WMB

Dear Mr. Strong

Many thanks for the talk, which is just what we wanted. There’s no hurry about the broadcast as these are only going out in July. I’ll let you know the exact date later.

Thanks for taking so much pains to keep within the framework I set.

Yours sincerely

[Initialled] E. A. B

George Orwell

(Talks Producer)

Indian Section




2069. To V. B. Wigglesworth

7 May 1943 Handwritten draft and typed versions 07/ES/EB/WMB

Dear Dr. Wigglesworth

Very many thanks for an excellent script. It is just what we wanted. The talk will be going out about the beginning of July. I will let you know the exact date later. Should it prove inconvenient to you we can easily arrange a recording beforehand.

I suppose you don’t object to your talk being printed as part of a pamphlet in India? In theory1 you will get a royalty on the pamphlet but at best this would be a small sum. I cannot say with certainty what you will get for the talk itself, but I should say in the neighbourhood of ten guineas.

Yours sincerely

[Initialled] E. A. B

Eric Blair

(Talks Producer)

Indian Section




2070. ‘Three Years of Home Guard: Unique Symbol of Stability’

The Observer, 9 May 1943

It is close on three years since the eager amateurs of the L.D.V. doctored shotgun cartridges with candle-grease and practised grenade-throwing with lumps of concrete, and the value of the Home Guard as a fighting force can now be fairly accurately estimated.

Although it has never fought, its achievement has not been negligible. In the early days the Germans, to judge by their broadcasts, took the Home Guard more seriously than it took itself, and it must at all times have been part of the reason for their failure to invade Britain. If it were even five per cent. of the reason it would not have done so badly for a part-time and unpaid army.

The Home Guard has passed through three fairly well-defined phases. The first was frankly chaotic, not only because in the summer of 1940 the Home Guard had few weapons and no uniforms, but because it was enormously larger than anyone had expected.

An appeal over the radio, probably intended to produce fifty thousand volunteers, produced a million within a few weeks, and the new force had to organise itself almost unhelped. Since opinions differed about the probable form of a German invasion, it organised itself in innumerable different ways.

By the middle of 1941 the Home Guard was a coherent and standardised force, seriously interested in street-fighting and camouflage, and reasonably well armed with rifles and machine-guns. By 1942 it had Sten guns and sub-artillery as well, and was beginning to take over some of the anti-aircraft defences. This third phase, in which the Home Guard is definitely integrated with both the regular Army and Civil Defence, has its own problems, some not easily soluble.

During the past year it has been assumed that if the Continent is invaded the Home Guard will partly replace the Regular forces in these islands, and the result has been the tendency to train it for mobile warfare. This has been made easier by the fall in the average age of the Home Guard. But in some ways the results have not been happy. With a part-time and frequently-changing personnel, it is doubtful wisdom to imitate the training of Regular soldiers, and, in any case, the Home Guard could not be made fully mobile even if transport existed for it.

Most of its members are also workers, and even in the case of invasion the economic life would have to be carried on in any area where fighting was not actually happening.

If Britain is ever invaded the Home Guard will in practice fight only in its own areas and in smallish units. The steady tightening of discipline and the increasing contact with the Regular Army have been enormous advantages; but as a strategic plan it would probably have been better to stick to the original idea of purely local defence, and thus make use of the only advantage the amateur soldier has over the professional—that is, intimate knowledge of the ground he is fighting on.

But though the Home Guard has come to look and to be much more like an army than it was, its early days have left their mark on it. The training schools started by Tom Wintringham and others in the summer of 1940 did invaluable work in spreading an understanding of the nature of total war and an imaginative attitude towards military problems.

Even the then lack of weapons had its advantages, for it led to much experimenting in garages and machine shops, and several of the anti-tank weapons now in use are partly the result of Home Guard researches.

Socially, the Home Guard is not quite what it was at the beginning. Membership has changed rapidly with the call-up, and its tendency has been to settle into the accepted English class pattern. This was perhaps inevitable in an unpaid army in which it is difficult to do the work of an officer without having a car and a telephone.

But if its internal atmosphere is not truly democratic, at least it is friendly. And it is very typical of Britain that this vast organisation, now three years old, has had no conscious political development whatever. It has neither developed into a People’s Army like the Spanish Government militias, as some hoped at the beginning, nor into an S.A., as others feared or professed to fear. It has been held together not by any political creed, but simply by inarticulate patriotism.

Its mere existence—the fact that in the moment of crisis it could be called into being by a few words over the air, the fact that somewhere near two million men have rifles in their bedrooms and the authorities contemplate this without dismay—is the sign of a stability unequalled in any other country of the world.




2071. To John Macmurray

10 May 1943 07/ES/EB

Dear Professor Macmurray1

I wonder if you would like to do a short talk for the Indian Section of the B.B.C. We have a series called BOOKS THAT CHANGED THE WORLD, dealing with books which can be said to have had a direct influence on human history. The present series deals with the sacred books of the various Oriental religions, such as the KORAN, the BAGWAD GITA,° and so on. We want to round it off with a talk on THE NEW TESTAMENT and I think you would be just the person to do it if you would undertake it. We want a talk of 13½ minutes, that is, 15 or 1600 words, and we should want the script by about May 20th, or a day or two later. The talk would actually go out on Friday, May 28th, but if that date should be inconvenient to you you could easily record it beforehand. You will appreciate, no doubt, that we want a talk rather on the social, philosophical and ethical influence of the New Testament, than on the actual doctrines of the Christian religion.

I hope you will be able to do this for us. Could you be kind enough to let me know, as early as possible, whether you can or not.

Yours sincerely

[Initialled] E. A. B

George Orwell

(Talks Producer)

Indian Section.




2072. BBC Talks Booking Form, 11.5.43


George Strauss, M.P.:1 ‘The Debate Continues’; ‘talk of approx. 6 minutes to come within the period The Debate Continues … which he will write and broadcast’; broadcast 17.5.43; fee £5.5s. Signed: E Dunstan2 for I.P.O. Remarks: ‘The title of this talk is Joint Production Committees in the Factories.’






2073. ‘Marrakech’

Broadcast 10 May 1943


Orwell’s Source Material File (derived from his Personal File by a member of the BBC’s staff at the BBC Written Archives Centre, Caversham, March 1984) states that he recorded a talk, ‘Marrakech,’ on 10 May 1943 at 1830 for Radio Newsreel. He was paid no fee. No mention of this talk is given in the daily PasBs for the Pacific, Eastern, African, or North American Services, 10 to 17 May 1943. No script has been traced.






2074. To V. B. Wigglesworth

12 May 1943 Handwritten draft1

Reply (p.c.) 12/5/43.

Many thanks for your letter of 11.5.43. I will let you know later the exact date of the talk (round about 25th July). I will arrange for you to come here a little early so that [we] shall have time for rehearsal.

E.A.B.




2075. Extracts from Minutes of Eastern Service Meeting

12 May 1943

HINDUSTANI SERVICE

Messages Reported that as many Indians in this country were unaware of the message service, informatory circulars had been sent out. Noted that payment of expenses helped to secure good, well presented messages: Mr. Blair to discuss use of English messages in English Service: vernacular messages accommodated as far as possible in appropriate newsletters.

COMPETITIONS

Reported that only one entry received in April. Agreed competitions to be publicised as much as possible over the microphone: to be tried for another two/three months and if attention still lacking it was suggested that three months’ prizes be pooled.


After Orwell had left the BBC, the following report was made to the Committee on 22 December 1943:



COMPETITIONS

E.S.D. reported that, in spite of wide publicity, only a very small number of entries had been received for monthly competitions. Entries were mainly from Anglo-Indians who represented a minority audience, and very few had been received from Indians. E.S.D. asked whether the meeting considered it was worth while continuing the competitions. It was agreed that they should be continued for the present, but that essays should be asked for on one specific programme, to be announced in advance, and not on the English Service as a whole. Also agreed that AIR should be asked to publish photograph of the winner when announcing the result. Mr. Brander to pursue arrangements with Mr. Beachcroft.




2076. News in Tamil, 41

13 May 1943


The English version was written by Eric Blair. No script has been traced.






2077. To K. K. Ardaschir

13 May 1943 07/ES/EB/WMB

Dear Ardaschir

Herewith the script, I spoke to you about. I’m sorry we can’t use it but it is not quite up our street.

Yours sincerely

[Initialled] E. A. B

Eric Blair

(Talks Producer)

Indian Section




2078. To the Secretary of the Royal Literary Fund

13 May 1943 Original, on BBC letterhead 07/ES/EB/WMB

Dear Sir

I understand that the Anglo-Indian writer, Cedric Dover, is applying to the Royal Literary Fund for a grant. I believe that he is in some distress through having been unexpectedly called up for service in the Armed Forces.1 It may perhaps be useful to you if I give you some particulars about him and his work.

Cedric Dover has done a good many broadcasts in English for the Indian Section of the B.B.C. besides some for the Hindustani programme section. Several of his talks on literary and sociological subjects were of outstanding merit and three of them are being re-printed in a book of broadcasts which Allen and Unwins are publishing in a few months time. Cedric Dover is also author of the well-known book HALF-CASTE and of other books dealing with Asiatic problems. He deserves encouragement, not only as a talented writer but because writers of Anglo-Indian blood are a very great rarity and are in a specially favourable position to illuminate some of the most difficult of present day problems, in particular, the problem of colour.

Yours truly

[Signed] Geo. Orwell

George Orwell

(Talks Producer)

Indian Section




2079. On Orwell’s behalf to Arthur Wynn, Music Bookings Manager

13 May 1943 Original EB/WMB

Contract for Mr° Narayana Menon

As usual, will you kindly arrange a contract and payment for Dr. Narayana Menon, for planning and choosing his 15 minutes programme of gramophone records, which will be broadcast on Thursday next, the 20th May, at 1130–1145 GMT, in the Eastern Service, Red Network.

Dr. Menon’s address is 176 Sussex Gardens, W.2., and the programme, as usual, is a Feature Programme.

[Signed] M Bedwell

(For Eric Blair)




2080. BBC Talks Booking Form, 13.5.43


Oliver Bell: ‘Women Generally Speaking,’ Films of the Month; introduction by Lady Grigg; broadcast 26.5.43; fee £10.10s. Signed: E. Dunstan for I.P.O.






2081. News Commentary in English for Malaya, 33

14 May 1943


This was written and read by George Orwell. No script has been traced.






2082. BBC Talks Booking Form, 17.5.43


Sir Richard Winstedt, KBE, CMG: script and reading of Malay News Commentary in Malay language; broadcast 4, 11, 18, and 25.6.43;1 fee £8.8s. Signed: ‘For Mr Blair,’ by R. Lloyd. Remarks: Please issue a studio pass on a monthly basis.






2083. BBC Talks Booking Form, 17.5.43


Sir Richard Winstedt, KBE, CMG: switch censoring Malay News Commentary; broadcast 1, 8, 15, 22, and 29.6.43; fee £3.3s. Signed: ‘For Mr Blair’ by R. Lloyd. Remarks: Please pay him the usual switch censor’s fee and issue him with a pass on a monthly basis.






2084. To Norman Collins, Empire Talks Manager

18 May 1943 Original EB/WMB

APPROACHING EMINENT SPEAKERS

We have approached1 the following M.P.’s to do five-minute talks in the DEBATE CONTINUES series.


Wilfred Roberts, Liberal M.P. for North Cumberland

Miss Eleanor Rathbone, M.P.



We have booked these speakers for Monday, May 24th, and Monday, June 7th respectively.2

[Signed] Eric Blair

(Eric Blair)




2085. To Eleanor Rathbone, M.P.

18 May 1943 07/ES/EB

Dear Miss Rathbone1

I understand from Princess Indira of Kapurthala that you are willing and will be able to take part, with Princess Indira, in our weekly broadcast of ‘The Debate Continues’ on Monday, 7th June. The actual time of this broadcast is from 1.15 to 1.30 p.m. DBST., and we should very much like you to be at 200 Oxford Street, W. 1. for rehearsal with Princess Indira in the Studio at 12.45 p.m.

Princess Indira would like her broadcast to fit in with yours—either in the form of a discussion, or so that her preliminary few minutes of speech may lead up to your broadcast. With regard to subject, you will probably have some definite ideas of what you would like to talk about in your six to eight minutes talk, but it would be helpful if you could discuss the subject matter with me on the ’phone, in the course of the next week.

We should like it if your script can be ready some time on Thursday, 3rd June, and if it is any help to you, we can send someone to collect it from you.

Yours sincerely,

[Initialled] E. A. B

Eric Blair

Talks Producer




2086. To Wilfrid Roberts, M.P.

18 May 1943 07/ES/EB/ED

Dear Mr. Roberts,1

I understand from Princess Indira that you have kindly agreed to do a talk for us on the refugee problem on Monday next, 24th May, and we shall be glad if you could be here (at 200 Oxford Street) at 12.45 p.m. on that day.

I will arrange for a messenger to collect a copy of your script at 10.30 on Friday morning, and Princess Indira will phone you later in the day, after she has seen it.

I have instructed our Contracts Department to get into touch with you, and you will be hearing from them shortly.

Yours sincerely,

[Initialled] E. A. B

(Eric Blair)

Talks Producer




2087. BBC Talks Booking Form, 18.5.43


Wilfrid Roberts, M.P.: The problem of refugees, within ‘The Debate Continues’; broadcast 24.5.43; fee £5.5s. Signed: Z. A. Bokhari.1






2088. To C. D. Darlington

19 May 1943 07/ES/EB/WMB

Dear Darlington

I am writing to you on the advice of Professor Haldane.1 I wonder if you would like to do a talk for us in a forthcoming series to India. I should want the script in about a fortnight’s time.

We nowadays do series of talks which are designed after being broadcast, to be printed as pamphlets in India. Usually there are six talks in a series, making a pamphlet of about 10,000 words. In most cases these talks are literary, but I want for the next one, to have a series of Scientific ones. The subjects are:— Malnutrition, Soil Erosion, Plant or Animal Breeding, Malaria, House-flies and Drinking Water. This sounds a very heterogenous° collection, but each touches on problems important to India, and if put together, they should make a readable popular pamphlet. I wonder whether you would like to do the one on “Plant or Animal Breeding.” You could concentrate on Plants or Animals, whichever you prefer, but I suppose that in a talk of thirteen-and-a-half minutes—that is about 1500 words, it would be better to stick to one or the other. The main thing we want emphasized is the great differences that can be made in Agricultural production by breeding only from good strains.

Could you let me know as soon as possible whether you will undertake this? The date of the broadcast would be June 30th. Of course, you can always record beforehand if the date is inconvenient, but my main concern is to have the scripts in early, so that I can send them to India to be printed.

Yours sincerely,

[Initialled] E. A. B

George Orwell

(Talks Producer)

Indian Section




2089. Newsletter in Tamil, 5

20 May 1943


The English version was written by Eric Blair. No script has been traced.






2090. BBC Talks Booking Form, 20.5.43


Professor John Macmurray: ‘Books That Changed the World,’ 6, New Testament; broadcast 28.5.43; fee £12.12s. Signed: Z. A. Bokhari.1






2091. BBC Talks Booking Form, 20.5.43


Eleanor Rathbone, M.P.: The Care of Children as Citizens of the Future, within ‘The Debate Continues’; broadcast 7.6.43; fee £7.7s. Signed: Z. A. Bokhari.1






2092. News Commentary in English for Malaya, 34

21 May 1943


This was written and read by George Orwell. No script has been traced.1






2093. On Orwell’s behalf to Arthur Wynn, Music Bookings Manager

22 May 1943 EB/WMB

Contract for Mr° Narayana Menon

As usual, will you kindly arrange a contract and payment for Dr. Narayana Menon, for planning and choosing his 15 minutes programme of gramophone records, which will be broadcast on Thursday, June 3rd, at 1130–1145 GMT, in the Eastern Service, Red Network.

Dr. Menon’s address is 176 Sussex Gardens, W.2., and the programme, as usual, is a Feature Programme.

[Signed] W Bedwell

(For Eric Blair)




2094. BBC Talks Booking Form, [15–22.5.43]


J. D. S. Paul: translating and reading Tamil News Commentary; broadcast 3, 10, 17, and 24.6.43; fee £5.5s each talk + railway vouchers for return journey, Cambridge-London. Signed: R. Lloyd, ‘For Mr. Blair.’ Remarks: Please issue Mr Paul with a railway voucher on the Thursday in each case, also a Studio Pass to cover these dates.1






2095. Profile: Sir Richard Acland

The Observer, 23 May 1943


There is little doubt that this profile, published anonymously, was, in the main at least, written by Orwell. David Astor recalls, in a letter of 14 January 1991, that it was Orwell’s work, and, in addition to the text printed in The Observer, a typescript survives. It was given by Ivor Brown, editor of The Observer, 1942–48, to Honor Balfour in the mid to late 1940s in order that she might compile a book of Observer Profiles. (This book was never published.) Brown identified the Profile at that time as having been written by Orwell. Moreover, as the text shows, the way Common Wealth’s aims and policies are presented is akin to the way they are described in Orwell’s London Letter to Partisan Review of c. 23 May 1943; see 2096.

The typescript, a carbon copy, was not made by Orwell. The typewriter face and the typing style are not his and are unlike any associated with him or his secretaries at the BBC; and the use of asterisks to separate sections (placed precisely as those in the printed version) is foreign to Orwell’s practice. Honor Balfour has found one other Profile typescript (of Noel Coward, 11 October 1942). This came to her from Ivor Brown. It is in precisely the same style; the lines are to the same measure and have the same indentation, and the use of asterisks is identical. The Acland typescript was, it might seem, prepared in the offices of The Observer, perhaps at Brown’s request, for use in the preparation of the book. That is unlikely, however, because the typescript and The Observer’s printed version are not the same. It is more probable that this typescript is a fair copy made in The Observer office from a rough draft submitted by Orwell, though this is not wholly convincing, because Orwell was well known at Tribune for providing copy that, if not typed in a totally professional manner, demanded very little amendment. A handwritten note of identification at the top of the script is in Miss Balfour’s hand.

The printed version gives details about Acland’s father and mother which do not appear in the typescript and omits, from about the same point, references to Acland’s ‘persistent advocacy of an alliance with the U.S.S.R.’ and his books Unser Kampf (1940) and What It Will Be Like (1942). The printed Profile also omits the typescript’s final four-line paragraph, probably in the interest of getting the copy into the space available. The passage about Acland’s parents contains eighty-seven words and replaces eighty-three words (including ‘safe’ of ‘safe seat’; both include a ‘spacing asterisk’ but the position of that asterisk in the typescript is far more logical than that in the printed version (where it splits the details about Acland’s father and mother). These differences make it even more probable that the typed version is what Orwell submitted, whereas the printed version reproduces changes made in The Observer office. The typescript has, therefore, been reproduced here and the variant readings found in the printed version are given in the notes. It will be seen that the minor variants—punctuation and capitalisation—also point to the printed version having been amended by a sub-editor. In order that the nature of the text of the typescript can be assessed, no editorial alterations have been made to it here.

The Profile was illustrated by a drawing of Acland by Stanley Parker. Acland died in 1990, aged 83.



Lean, spectacled and young-looking for his thirty-six years, with an irresistible suggestion of a sixth-form boy—the kind of prefect who is not very good at games but makes up for it by force of character—Sir Richard Acland gives above all else an impression of earnestness. Even his enemies do not accuse him of insincerity. But it is not a solemn kind of earnestness either; merely the eager, buttonholing enthusiasm of a man who not only knows that he possesses the truth, but, what is more, knows that the truth is very simple and can be printed on a four-page leaflet.

If you ask Sir Richard Acland what is the central doctrine of Common Wealth, his small but growing political party, he will answer you more or less like this: Capitalism must be scrapped forthwith but Britain must “go Socialist” under her own steam and in the way that accords with her past traditions. Nationalisation of industry—yes; class warfare—no; Imperialism—no; patriotism—yes; collaboration with Russia—yes; imitation of Russian methods—no.

Simple, and even obvious, as such a programme may sound, it is original enough to have earned the hostility of the older left-wing1 parties. And the by-election figures suggest that they have good reason to fear this youthful rival.

*

Much depends on phraseology, as Acland is well aware. Common Wealth dislikes labelling itself as “Socialist”,2 avoids the Marxist jargon and tries, not altogether successfully3 to speak the language of the people. Acland himself has the advantage of having reached his collectivist opinions by an unusual route. A4 landowner and fifteenth baronet, holder of a safe seat5 at Barnstaple, for which he was elected as a Liberal, he has never passed through6 the ordinary discipline of a left-wing7 party.

*

In the years before the war he was known chiefly for his persistent advocacy of an alliance with the U.S.S.R. and a “firm stand” against Germany. During the period of the phoney war the “firm stand” wavered somewhat, and in his rather unbalanced book “Unser Kampf”, Acland voiced the dangerous belief that the war could be won by intelligent use of a megaphone. “What It Will Be Like” is a more sober document and, politically as well as psychologically, a great advance.8

Acland9 likes to explain—eagerly, and even with a tendency to bang on the table—that the existing left-wing10 parties have ruined themselves by ignoring three obvious facts. The first is that the “dictatorship of the proletariat” is out of date. The proletariat by itself is no longer strong enough to dominate society and can only win with the help of the middle classes. Secondly, any political party which insults patriotism is doomed, at any rate in England. Thirdly, and above all, the real driving force behind the Socialist movement is and must be ethical and not economic. Hence the Common Wealth slogan, “What is morally wrong cannot be politically right”—a clumsy slogan, but one with some appeal.

Grafted on to this is a rather indeterminate immediate policy, which at times seems to promise everything to everybody. Common Wealth proposes to nationalise all the means of production, but it is also ready to pay compensation—full compensation to small property-owners, fractional compensation to big ones. It will stop exploiting the Empire, but will preserve the English standard of living. It will deal firmly with its opponents, but will permit freedom of speech. It will be anti-military, but will encourage patriotism. It will co-operate with anyone whose aims are reasonably similar.

In all this, no doubt, there is an element of Utopianism. But this much can be said: if common ownership is ever established in Britain, it will be by a party of approximately the kind that Acland is striving for, and not of the continental Marxist type.

*

Whether Sir Richard Acland will be the ultimate leader of that party is a different question. He himself says that he does not want to; he merely wants to bring a larger movement into being. His opponents, on the other hand, accuse him of a “führer complex” and declare that if Common Wealth seemed likely to be swamped by a really nation-wide movement, Acland would walk out of it sooner than play second fiddle.

This judgment is probably coloured by jealousy. It is, in fact, not easy to imagine Acland as a political figure of the very first rank, either for good or evil. He has the single-mindedness of a dictator, but not the vulgarity, perhaps not even the toughness. More plausibly, his opponents say that Common Wealth is merely a product of the electoral truce and will wither away as soon as the Labour Party is free to campaign again.

*

Meanwhile, Common Wealth fights by-elections all over the country and wins a surprising number of votes. It may finally break, as all radical movements hitherto have broken, on the rock of the trade unions. Acland claims, and can produce figures to support him, that he has a strong following in the armed forces and is gaining ground in the factories, in spite of Communist opposition. He has at least had the wisdom not to look at Britain through pink spectacles or think in terms of that mythical animal, the “economic man”.

If he fails, as so many other prophets have failed before him, he will be long remembered for that unpolitical but psychologically sound gesture of crossing out “Is it expedient?” and substituting “Is it right?”11




2096. London Letter, [c. 23 May 1943]

Partisan Review, July–August 1943


Earlier London Letters were given a specific date and had a salutation. The date this Letter was written cannot be precisely established. It must have been after 15 May 1943, the day the Comintern was dissolved. If Orwell started to write on a free day, then Sunday, 16 or 23 May, would be likely. Since there seems to be a link with his News Commentary in English for Malaya transmitted on 28 May 1943 (see 2102), in which he also speaks of the dissolution of the Comintern as a gesture, the later of these two dates is suggested here.



I begin my letter just after the dissolution of the Comintern,1 and before the full effects of this have become clear. Of course the immediate results in Britain are easy to foretell. Obviously the Communists will make fresh efforts to affiliate with the Labour Party (this has already been refused by the LP Executive), obviously they will be told that they must dissolve and join as individuals, and obviously, once inside the Labour Party, they will try to act as an organised faction,2 whatever promises they may have given beforehand. The real interest lies in trying to forsee the long-term effects of the dissolution on a Communist party of the British type.

Weighing up the probabilities, I think the Russian gesture should be taken at its face-value—that is, Stalin is genuinely aiming at a closer tie-up with the USA and Britain and not merely “deceiving the bourgeoisie” as his followers like to believe. But that would not of itself alter the behaviour of the British Communists. For after all, their subservience to Moscow during the last fifteen years did not rest on any real authority. The British Communists could not be shot or exiled if they chose to disobey, and so far as I know they have not even had any money from Moscow in recent years. Moreover the Russians made it reasonably clear that they despised them. Their obedience depended on the mystique of the Revolution, which had gradually changed itself into a nationalistic loyalty to the Russian state. The English left-wing intelligentsia worship Stalin because they have lost their patriotism and their religious belief without losing the need for a god and a Fatherland. I have always held that many of them would transfer their allegiance to Hitler if Germany won. So long as “Communism” merely means furthering the interests of the Russian Foreign Office, it is hard to see that the disappearance of the Comintern makes any difference. Nearly always one can see at a glance what policy is needed, even if there is no central organisation to hand out directives.

However, one has got to consider the effect on the workingclass membership, who have a different outlook from the salaried hacks at the top of the party. To these people the open declaration that the International is dead must make a difference, although it was in fact a ghost already. And even in the central committee of the party there are differences in outlook which might widen if after a while the British Communist party came to think of itself as an independent party. One must allow here for the effects of self-deception. Even long-term Communists often won’t admit to themselves that they are merely Russian agents, and therefore don’t necessarily see what move is required until the instructions arrive from Moscow. Thus, as soon as the Franco-Russian military pact was signed, it was obvious that the French and British Communists must go all patriotic, but to my knowledge some of them failed to grasp this. Or again, after the signing of the Russo-German pact several leading members refused to accept the anti-war line and had to do some belly-crawling before their mutiny was forgiven. In the months that followed the two chief publicists of the party became extemely sympathetic to the Nazi weltanschauung, evidently to the dismay of some of the others. The line of division is between deracinated intellectuals like Palme Dutt and trade union men like Pollitt and Hannington.3 After all the years they have had on the job none of these men can imagine any occupation except boosting Soviet Russia, but they might differ as to the best way of doing it if Russian leadership has really been withdrawn. All in all, I should expect the dissolution of the Comintern to produce appreciable results, but not immediately. I should say that for six months, perhaps more, the British Communists will carry on as always, but that thereafter rifts will appear and the party will either wither away or develop into a looser, less Russophile organization under more up-to-date leadership.

There remains the bigger puzzle of why the Comintern was dissolved. If I am right and the Russians did it to inspire confidence, one must assume that the rulers of Britain and the USA wanted the dissolution and perhaps demanded it as part of the price of a second front. But in Britain at any rate there has been little sign in the past dozen years that the ruling class seriously objected to the existence of the Communist party. Even during the People’s Convention period they showed it an astonishing amount of tolerance. At all other times from 1935 onwards it has had powerful support from one or other section of the capitalist press. A thing that it is difficult to be sure about is where the Communists get their money from. It is not likely that they get all of it from their declared supporters, and I believe they tell the truth in saying that they get nothing from Moscow. The difference is that they are “helped” from time to time by wealthy English people who see the value of an organisation which acts as an eel-trap for active Socialists. Beaverbrook for instance is credited, rightly or wrongly, with having financed the Communist party during the past year or two. This is perhaps not less significant as a rumour than it would be as a fact. When one thinks of the history of the past twenty years it is hard not to feel that the Comintern has been one of the worst enemies the working class has had. Yet the Upper Crust is evidently pleased to see it disappear—a fact which I record but cannot readily explain.

The other important political development during these past months has been the growth of Common Wealth, Sir Richard Acland’s party. I mentioned this in earlier letters but underrated its importance. It is now a movement to be seriously reckoned with and is hated by all the other parties alike.

Acland’s programme, which is set forth almost in baby language in many leaflets and pamphlets, could be described as Socialism minus the class war and with the emphasis on the moral instead of the economic motive. It calls for nationalisation of all major resources, immediate independence (not Dominion status) for India, pooling of raw materials as between “have” and “have not”4 countries, international administration of backward areas, and a composite army drawn from as many countries as possible to keep the peace after the war is done. All in all this programme is not less drastic than that of the extremist parties of the Left, but it has some unusual features which are worth noticing, since they explain the advance Common Wealth has made during the past few months.

In the first place the whole class war ideology is scrapped. Though all property-owners are to be expropriated, they are to receive fractional compensation—in effect, the bourgeois is to be given a small life-pension instead of a firing squad. The idea of “proletarian dictatorship” is specifically condemned; the middle class and the working class are to amalgamate instead of fighting one another. The party’s literature is aimed chiefly at winning over the middle class, both the technical middle class and the “little man” (farmers, shopkeepers etc.). Secondly, the economic side of the programme lays the emphasis on increasing production rather than equalising consumption. Thirdly, an effort is made to synthesise patriotism with an internationalist outlook. Stress is laid on the importance of following British tradition and “doing things in our own way”. Parliament, apparently, is to be preserved in much its present form, and nothing is said against the Monarchy. Fourthly, Common Wealth does not describe itself as “Socialist” and carefully avoids Marxist phraseology. It declares itself willing to collaborate with any other party whose aims are sufficiently similar. (With the Labour Party the test is that the LP shall break the electoral truce.) Fifthly—and perhaps most important of all—Common Wealth propaganda has a strong ethical tinge. Its best-known poster consists simply of the words “Is it expedient?” Crossed out and replaced by “Is it right?” Anglican priests are much to the fore in the movement though the Catholics seem to be opposing it.

Whether this movement has a future I am still uncertain, but its growth since I last wrote to you has been very striking. Acland’s candidates are fighting by-elections all over the country. Although they have only won two so far, they have effected a big turn-over of votes against Government candidates, and what is perhaps more significant, the whole poll seems to rise wherever a Common Wealth candidate appears. The ILP has been conducting a distant flirtation with Common Wealth, but the other Left parties are hostile and perhaps frightened. The usual criticism is that Common Wealth is only making progress because of the electoral truce—in other words, because the Labour Party is what it is. In addition it is said that the membership of the party is wholly middleclass. Acland himself claims to have a good nucleus of followers in the factories and still more in the Forces. The Communists, of course, have labelled Common Wealth as Fascist. They and the Conservatives now work together at by-elections.

The programme I have roughly outlined has elements both of demagogy and of Utopianism, but it takes very much better account of the actual balance of forces than any of the older Left parties have done. It might have a chance of power if another revolutionary situation arises, either through military disaster or at the end of the war. Some who know Acland declare that he has a “führer complex” and that if he saw the movement growing beyond his control he would split it sooner than share authority. I don’t believe this to be so, but neither do I believe that Acland by himself could bring a nation-wide movement into being. He is not a big enough figure, and not in any way a man of the people. Although of aristocratic and agricultural background (he is a fifteenth baronet) he has the manners and appearance of a civil servant, with a typical upper-class accent. For a popular leader in England it is a serious disability to be a gentleman, which Churchill, for instance, is not. Cripps is a gentleman, but to offset this he has his notorious “austerity”, the Gandhi touch, which Acland just misses, in spite of his ethical and religious slant. I think this movement should be watched with attention. It might develop into the new Socialist party we have all been hoping for, or into something very sinister: it has some rather doubtful followers already.

Finally a word about antisemitism, which could now be said to have reached the stature of a “problem”. I said in my last letter that it was not increasing, but I now think it is. The danger signal, which is also a safeguard, is that everyone is very conscious of it and it is discussed interminably in the press.

Although Jews in England have always been socially looked down on and debarred from a few professions (I doubt whether a Jew would be accepted as an officer in the Navy, for instance), antisemitism is primarily a working-class thing, and strongest among Irish labourers. I have had some glimpses of working-class antisemitism through being three years in the Home Guard—which gives a good cross-section of society—in a district where there are a lot of Jews. My experience is that middleclass people will laugh at Jews and discriminate against them to some extent, but only among working people do you find the full-blown belief in the Jews as a cunning and sinister race who live by exploiting the Gentiles. After all that has happened in the last ten years it is a fearful thing to hear a workingman saying “Well, I reckon ’Itler done a good job when ’e turned ’em all out”, but I have heard just that, and more than once. These people never seem to be aware that Hitler has done anything to the Jews except “turned ’em all out”; the pogroms, the deportations etc. have simply escaped their notice. It is questionable, however, whether the Jew is objected to as a Jew or simply as a foreigner. No religious consideration enters. The English Jew, who is often strictly orthodox but entirely anglicised in his habits, is less disliked than the European refugee who has probably not been near a synagogue for thirty years. Some people actually object to the Jews on the ground that Jews are Germans!

But in somewhat different forms antisemitism is now spreading among the middle class as well. The usual formula is “of course I don’t want you to think I’m antisemitic, but—”—and here follows a catalogue of Jewish misdeeds. Jews are accused of evading military service, infringing the food laws, pushing their way to the front of queues, etc., etc. More thoughtful people point out that the Jewish refugees use this country as a temporary asylum but show no loyalty towards it. Objectively this is true, and the tactlessness of some of the refugees is almost incredible. (For example, a remark by a German Jewess overheard during the Battle of France: “These English police are not nearly so smart as our SS Men”.) But arguments of this kind are obviously rationalisations of prejudice. People dislike the Jews so much that they do not want to remember their sufferings, and when you mention the horrors that are happening in Germany or Poland, the answer is always “Oh yes, of course that’s dreadful, but—”—and out comes the familiar list of grievances. Not all of the intelligentsia are immune from this kind of thing. Here the get-out is usually that the refugees are all “petty bourgeois”; and so the abuse of Jews can proceed under a respectable disguise. Pacifists and others who are anti-war sometimes find themselves forced into antisemitism.

One should not exaggerate the danger of this kind of thing. To begin with, there is probably less antisemitism in England now than there was thirty years ago. In the minor novels of that date you find it taken for granted far oftener than you would nowadays that a Jew is an inferior or a figure of fun. The “Jew joke” has disappeared from the stage, the radio and the comic papers since 1934. Secondly, there is a great awareness of the prevalence of antisemitism and a conscious effort to struggle against it. But the thing remains, and perhaps it is one of the inevitable neuroses of war. I am not particularly impressed by the fact that it does not take violent forms. It is true that no one wants to have pogroms and throw elderly Jewish professors into cesspools, but then there is very little crime or violence in England anyway. The milder form of antisemitism prevailing here can be just as cruel in an indirect way, because it causes people to avert their eyes from the whole refugee problem and remain uninterested in the fate of the surviving Jews of Europe. Because two days ago a fat Jewess grabbed your place on the bus, you switch off the wireless when the announcer begins talking about the ghettoes of Warsaw;5 that is how people’s minds work nowadays.

That is all the political news I have. Life goes on much as before. I don’t notice that our food is any different, but the food situation is generally considered to be worse. The war hits one a succession of blows in unexpected places. For a long time razor blades were unobtainable, now it is boot polish. Books are being printed on the most villainous paper and in tiny print, very trying to the eyes. A few people are wearing wooden-soled shoes. There is an alarming amount of drunkenness in London. The American soldiers seem to be getting on better terms with the locals, perhaps having become more resigned to the climate etc. Air raids continue, but on a pitiful scale. I notice that many people feel sympathy for the Germans now that it is they who are being bombed—a change from 1940, when people saw their houses tumbling about them and wanted to see Berlin scraped off the map.

George Orwell




2097. To E. F. W. Mackenzie

24 May 1943 Handwritten draft1 and typed versions 07/ES/EB/MEH

Dear Colonel Mackenzie,

Very many thanks for the script, which is just what we wanted. I suppose you do not object to this script being printed as part of a pamphlet in India? You will, in theory, get a royalty from the pamphlet, but as you can imagine this is not likely to be a large amount.

We have had to alter the dates of these talks, and yours will go out on Thursday, the 19th July, at 12.30 p.m. (standard time). If this is inconvenient we can easily record beforehand.

Yours sincerely,

[Initialled] E. A. B

Eric Blair

Talks Producer

Indian Section




2098. BBC Talks Booking Forms, 25.5.431


Lady Grigg: ‘Women Generally Speaking’; broadcast 2, 9, 16, 23, and 30.6.43; fee £8.8s each broadcast. Signed Z. A. Bokhari.






2098A. To Dwight Macdonald, 26.5.43: see Introduction




2099. Review of The English People by D. W. Brogan1

The Listener, 27 May 1943

This is a book written about England but at America, and in consequence slightly defiant in tone. Professor Brogan was evidently travelling in the United States during the bad period of the summer and autumn of 1942, and quite obviously he is perturbed by the fact that many Americans neither like us nor know anything about us. He is anxious to explain things and perhaps, in some cases, to explain them away. And apart from the Americans, he is also to some extent writing against the English literary intelligentsia, whose sneers have to be braved by anyone speaking a good word for England, and even against certain other minority groups, as his title implies: for it is almost a political act nowadays to use the word England instead of bowing to the noisy minority who want it called Britain.

How does Professor Brogan present us? The general build-up is of an unthinking but very gentle and civilised people, obstinate in adversity, snobbish but fairly neighbourly, inefficient but with sound instincts and therefore capable of avoiding really destructive mistakes. There is no doubt that his picture is broadly true, and in places (especially in the voluminous footnotes) extremely acute. The chapter entitled ‘English Religion’ does a particularly difficult job with distinction. Naturally, with his eye on the American reader, Professor Brogan spends most of his time in defending the things usually regarded as indefensible—the class system, the convolutions of English democracy, the public schools, India, and such minor matters as Sabbatarianism and the dreary ugliness of English towns. Some of what he says needed saying, though from time to time, with American susceptibilities in mind, he probably says things that he does not really believe—for example, that Britain’s rule in India is likely to have come to an end ‘long before the second centenary of Plassy’2. His defence of the monarchy as an institution is well worth reading, though perhaps he does not emphasise sufficiently the part played by hereditary monarchs in canalising and neutralising emotions which would otherwise attach themselves to real rulers with genuine powers for evil.

Witty and even exciting as this book is, it is a little spoiled by the ghostly American reader who seems to haunt every page and who forces Professor Brogan to drag in an American analogy wherever one can be plausibly said to exist. Inevitably one finds oneself appraising the book for its propaganda as well as its literary value, and this raises the question: does propaganda of this type ever make any real difference? As far as one can judge from the American press, pro-British and anti-British sentiment in the United States are constants, or at any rate are little affected by what is said and done in this country. The most one can do in the way of propaganda is to supply the pro-British faction with ammunition, and for that purpose statistics and hard facts generally are of more use than ingenious explanations of why the public-school system is not such a bad thing after all. Or on the other hand, if one is going to hit back at Britain’s enemies in the United States—and Professor Brogan appears to be doing this in a few passages—any attempt to defend British institutions is useless; it would be far better to counter on tu-quoque lines with remarks about the American negroes, etc. To say this is not to belittle Professor Brogan’s book as a book. It is most stimulating reading, the kind of book with which one can violently agree or violently disagree at almost every page. But its value is chiefly for Englishmen or for Americans who have a general knowledge of its subject matter already. In propaganda, even more than in chess and war, it is a good rule that attack is the best defence, and a book so essentially defensive as this will not make many converts among the disciples of Colonel Lindbergh or Father Coughlin.3




2100. Newsletter in Tamil, 6

27 May 1943


The English version was written by Eric Blair. No script has been traced.






2101. To Sir John Russell

27 May 1943 Handwritten draft1

Reply

(P.C.)

Many thanks for your script. We have had to alter the dates in our new schedule so this talk will now go out on Thursday the 22nd July at 1215 (standard time). If this is not convenient to you we can easily arrange to record beforehand.

[Signed] Eric Blair




2102. News Commentary in English for Malaya, 35

28 May 1943


The script used for the broadcast of this Commentary, written and read by Orwell, has not been traced, but because objections were raised to his treatment of the story of the dissolution of the Comintern by Stalin on 15 May 1943, part of it has survived. Objection was made at the same time to a broadcast by Wickham Steed which had also referred to the dissolution of the Comintern; references to that broadcast are not reproduced here apart from the final sentence of J. B. Clark’s memorandum of 31 May. The extract from Orwell’s broadcast is given first, followed by the memoranda in chronological order.



EXTRACT FROM ENGLISH NEWS COMMENTARY FOR MALAYA BY GEORGE ORWELL, 11.30–11.45 GMT 28TH MAY

The items dealt with in the commentary were:—

(a)  The R.A.F. raid on Dortmund.

(b)  Heavy raiding in the Mediterranean, leading to the evacuation of Cagliari.

(c)  The dissolution of the Comintern.

The following extract deals with the last of these items.

Five days ago it was announced from Moscow that the Third International, usually called the Comintern, or Communist International, had been dissolved. Though it is purely political in nature, this is an important piece of news, probably more important than anything that has happened on the actual battlefields since the surrender of the Axis forces in Tunisia. But to see its significance, one must remember what the history of the Comintern has been.

The Comintern was founded in 1920 under the inspiration of Lenin. It was the third attempt to form a world wide socialist organisation. The First International which was formed nearly 80 years ago was a failure, and the second° International, formed about 40 years ago, although it survived, practically ceased after 1914 to deal with anything except Trade Union affairs. When Lenin founded the Third International the Russian Revolution was in full swing and great hopes were entertained of revolutions of the same kind breaking out all over the world. The Comintern was formed with the quite frank intention of fomenting violent revolutions everywhere. Although it must be said to have failed, it did at any rate make efforts to carry out this programme and remained for about the first fifteen years of its existence a dangerous and subversive organisation.

It is easy to see the obstacle the Comintern presented to the formation of a firm alliance of Soviet Russia and the Western democracies against Fascism. When Germany, Italy and Japan signed the anti-Comintern Pact, they were not of course really concerned with fighting against Bolshevism, but with forming a military alliance with predatory aims against Russia, Britain and the United States, but they were able to say plausibly that Communism presented a great danger and there were plenty of people, particularly in the United States, who were ready to listen. Crudely, the Germans and Japanese alleged that the Soviet Government was fomenting Revolution everywhere and using the Comintern as its instrument. This is the propaganda manoeuvre generally known as the Bolshevik Bogey. It scored many successes in the United States, in the Catholic countries of Europe, and even in Britain. Now, with the dissolution of the Comintern, the Bolshevik Bogey is dead. There is not even a shadow of an organisation aiming at bloody revolution, and the last obstacle to collaboration between Soviet Russia and the Western democracies is gone.

Two days ago was the anniversary of the signature of the alliance between Great Britain and Soviet Russia. The alliance has been loyally honoured on both sides and by their victories, both Britain and Russia have contributed to one another’s safety. But by dissolving the Comintern, the Russian Government appears to be making a gesture towards a closer and warmer alliance which will continue when the war is won, and it is a question of rebuilding the countries ravaged by war, and not merely of surviving the onslaughts of the common enemy.


This extract was sent by J. B. Clark, Controller, Overseas Services, to the Director General, R. W. Foot,1 on 31 May 1943. It is annotated: ‘For circulation to Output Controllers in connection with Minute 157 of Programme Policy Meeting’:


As requested, I attach hereto the scripts which you wished other Controllers to see. As only the file copy existed of George Orwell’s talk I have had an extract made of his complete reference to the dissolution of the Comintern. The whole talk is cast in rather simple language and is designed for those who understand English in the occupied territories of Indonesia. This weekly English commentary is broadcast on the Malayan beam and on a single frequency—employed on other days of the week for vernacular broadcasts at the same time.

The Wickham Steed talk, of which a full duplicate script is attached, was widely radiated in Overseas Services.



The Director General evidently asked the advice of his Deputy Foreign Adviser, H. R. Cummings. He reported on both scripts on 8 June to the Director General:


My comments on these scripts, neither of which was submitted to me, are as follows:

The George Orwell script: this is not, strictly speaking, contrary to policy, but I consider it inadequate and out of perspective. It misses the point that the dissolution of the Comintern was the logical consequence of Stalin’s policy of 1927—the abandonment of Trotsky’s doctrine of World Revolution, and the adoption of “Socialism in one Country”. This is a truer and better line than emphasis on the failure of the Comintern, and it is in accordance with policy guidance. The obstacle to a firm alliance between Russia and the Western democracies presented by the Comintern might have been more prudently described, and greater emphasis laid on the exposure of the enemy’s fraudulent misuse of the “Bolshevik bogey”.

We were instructed not to say that the Russian Government had dissolved the Comintern, but that it had dissolved itself.

It is also a mistake, I think, to describe the dissolution as a “gesture”; this goes dangerously near substantiating the enemy’s criticism of the step as a trick or propaganda bluff. It was an act of policy, not a gesture.



On 14 June 1943, Clark sent Foot the following memorandum, ‘Dissolution of the Comintern,’ marked ‘Private & Confidential’:


I hope that this memo will help to clarify some of the issues involved.

1. Having regard (a) to the facts on H. M. G. policy known to us at the time, (b) the needs, susceptibilities, and circumstances of the respective target and eavesdropping audiences, and (c) the purpose of the talks and the personalities of the speakers as broadcasters, I take full responsibility for judging these two talks as suitable for the services in which they were broadcast. I shall be glad to know if my judgment is considered to be at fault.

2. I have great respect for Cummings’ sage advice on foreign affairs, but I think that his comments in this instance are on the one hand more matters of argument than of policy and on the other are somewhat academic, inasmuch as they are not related (on the choice of words and phrases for example) to the proven technique and personalities of the speakers.

3. As to the one clear point of policy about the Comintern dissolving itself, I understand that this appeared only in the P.W.E. Central Directive which is not seen in the O.S. Division. No such directive was circulated within the Corporation as far as I can discover, nor ventilated at a news meeting from which our machinery is arranged to ensure the over-all guidance of all sections of output. The following quotations from a European Service editorial broadcast in English on long and medium waves (receivable in this country and on the continent) & on more than a dozen short wave frequencies (widely receivable outside this country) also are relevant: “The dissolution of the Comintern is perhaps the most important political event of the war…. Primarily it is a vote of confidence by the Soviet Government in the good faith … of the peoples and governments of Britain and the United States etc…. In fact, this development means that the Soviet Government has reached the conclusion that etc….”

   As to Cummings’ more general observations, it must, I think, be remembered that Orwell was attempting to survey the important events of the week and that it was inevitable that from some points of view he could not deal “adequately” with any one of them. The point about the logical consequence of Stalin’s policy of 1927 is a good Foreign Office plank, but I cannot think that it would be very realistic either for surreptitious listeners in occupied territory or for any free listeners. I see the point about “gesture” but I cannot see that the word is seriously objectionable.



The last two paragraphs of this memorandum are concerned with Wickham Steed’s broadcast and are not reproduced here.






2103. To N. Gangulee

28 May 1943 Handwritten draft and typed versions 07/ES/EB/MEH


Dr. Gangulee wrote to Orwell on 27 May 1943, drawing his attention to the fact that the United Nations Food Conference, meeting at Hot Springs, Arkansas, had agreed upon a Five-Point Food Policy. He had obtained the full text of the U.K. Delegation’s Declaration of Principles. These, he said, ‘are sound and I believe they should be widely known in India.’ He suggested that a talk be commissioned on this topic, although he did not propose himself as its author. He was writing an article on the subject for a Calcutta daily paper, but that would not reach India for some six weeks, and the press summaries issued were inadequate. Orwell drafted a reply on the back of Gangulee’s letter; the typed version also survives. The only difference between them is that the manuscript version has no paragraph division.



Dear Dr. Gangulee,

Many thanks for your letter. How would you like to tackle the Five-point Food Policy in your ‘In Your Kitchen’ series, either this week or next week? It could be done in the form of a dialogue as usual, if you like.

You might perhaps ring me up about this on Monday. I don’t know that I can fit it in at any other time, important though it is.

Yours sincerely,

[Initialled] E. A. B

Eric Blair

(Talks Producer)

Indian Section




2104. BBC Talks Booking Form, 28.5.43


[From Indian Programme Organiser]1 Oliver Bell: ‘Women Generally Speaking,’ Films of the Month; introduced etc. by Lady Grigg as usual; broadcast 23.6.43; fee ‘usual fee,’ £10.10s. Signed: Z. A. Bokhari.






2105. BBC Talks Booking Form, 28.5.43


‘? Kingsley-Martin Esq.’:1 ‘13½ minute MONTHLY TALK. (Subject NOT yet definite)’; broadcast 6.7.43; fee (estimated)2 £10.10s. Signed: Z. A. Bokhari.






2106. BBC Talks Booking Form, 28.5.43


L. A. G. Strong: ‘Calling All Students,’ Literary Series, 2: Georgian Poets; broadcast 4.7.43; fee £12.12s. Signed: Z. A. Bokhari.






2107. BBC Talks Booking Forms, 29.5.43


Two for Dr. N. Gangulee: ‘In Your Kitchen,’ 9 and 10; broadcast 2 and 9.6.43; and 11 and 14; broadcast 17 and 24.6.43, and 1 and 8.7.43; the series ‘will then end for a time’; fee £8.8s for each programme. Signed: Z. A. Bokhari.






2108. BBC Talks Booking Forms, 29.5.43


Two for Mrs. K. C. Roy: ‘In Your Kitchen,’ 9 and 11; reading only; broadcast 2 and 17.6.43; ‘usual small appearance fee’ £3.3s each broadcast. Signed: Z. A. Bokhari.






2109. BBC Talks Booking Form, 29.5.43


Miss D. Nanavati: ‘In Your Kitchen,’ 10; in discussion with Dr. Gangulee & Mr. Telkar;1 broadcast 9.6.43; fee £3.3s. Signed: Z. A. Bokhari.






2110. To John Atkins

31 May 1943

10a Mortimer Crescent London NW 6

Dear Atkins1

I do not know whether you know of the existence of the New York paper, the “Partisan Review”. It is one of the few intelligent politico-literary reviews left in the world. You can’t buy it on the bookstalls in England, but the editors now inform me that they can take foreign subscriptions and have asked me for names of possible subscribers in this country. I have taken the liberty of giving them your name.

The “Partisan Review” is published six times a year and its address is 45 Astor Place, New York N.Y., USA. Allowing for postage the subscription is about 2 dollars, or 10 shillings a year. I can readily lend you a specimen copy if you want to see what it is like.

Yours sincerely

[Signed] Geo. Orwell

George Orwell




2111. BBC Talks Booking Form, 31.5.43


Sir John Russell: ‘Calling All Students,’ Scientific Series, 3, Soil Erosion and Soil Deterioration; broadcast 29.7.43; fee £10.10s. Signed: Z. A. Bokhari.






2112. BBC Talks Booking Form, 31.5.43


Lieutenant-Colonel E. F. W. Mackenzie, OBE: ‘Calling All Students,’ Scientific Series, 6, Drinking Water; broadcast 19.8.43;1 fee £10.10s. Signed: Z. A. Bokhari.






2113. To B. H. Alexander, Copyright

1 June 1943 Original EB/WMB

INDIAN PLAY (NO 6) THE KING OF THE DARK CHAMBER BY RABINDRANATH TAGORE

Today, June 1st, at 1145–1200 GMT, we broadcast the Indian play—THE KING OF THE DARK CHAMBER, written and translated by Rabindranath Tagore. This play was adapted for the radio by Dr. Narayana Menon, and it was broadcast as a Feature programme in the Eastern Service (Red Network).

Will you please arrange payment for Dr. Menon accordingly. He made a free adaptation of this story for the radio, and the duration was 13 mins. 20 secs. Dr. Menon’s address is 176 Sussex Gardens, London, W.2.

The rehearsal of this play took place in St. 4 (200 Oxford St.) from 10.30 am. to 1.45 pm. (DBST). It was produced by Douglas Cleverdon.

[Initialled] WB1

(For Eric Blair)




2114. BBC Talks Booking Form, 1.6.43


Professor E. D. Edwards, D. Litt: ‘Women Generally Speaking’; 13-minute talk on Chinese Deeds of Heroism; broadcast 30.6.43; fee £10.10s. Signed: Z. A. Bokhari.






2115. Newsletter in Tamil, 7

3 June 1943


The English version was written by Eric Blair. No script has been traced.






2116. To K. K. Ardaschir

3 June 1943 Handwritten draft and typed versions1 07/ES/EB/WMB

Dear Ardaschir

I am very2 sorry about the3 delay in answering your letter.

I am sending both scripts back, also the one4 of the play, under separate cover. I’m afraid I can’t use any of this, or anything else for some time to come. Our new schedule starts on June 13th and for three months we shall be broadcasting largely music. I can’t, in any case,5 commission any talks for it. Your talk on the Panama Canal goes out tomorrow.6

If Miss7 Margaret Taylor comes to call I shall,8 of course, be happy to see her, but I can’t arrange any more talks at present.

Yours sincerely

[Signed] Eric Blair

Eric Blair

(Talks Producer)

Indian Section




2117. To Norman Collins, General Overseas Service Manager

3 June 1943

Recorded Talk by Professor Gilbert Murray

Some time back you sent us the script of a talk entitled ESCAPE, by Professor Gilbert Murray, which was marked as having been broadcast on the Home Service on the 12th April. The disc numbers were DOX. 13070. You asked whether we could use this talk and I said I could and I think named the date. This had been scheduled for some time past as going out in our Service today. Half-an-hour before the broadcast it was discovered that the talk on the discs was not by Professor Murray, but a totally different talk which had been recorded instead. We only discovered this, more or less by chance, and had to put in an ice-box talk at short notice. I’m not sure where the responsibility lies, but I report this mishap because there is clearly a fault somewhere when the scrapping of one talk and the recording of another, under the same disc number, is not reported beforehand to the responsible producer.

[Signed] Eric Blair

(Eric Blair)


Collins (now promoted from Empire Talks Manager) took up this complaint, and a long office interchange took place indicative of the inevitable bureaucracy that the programme planners had to contend with. Collins first wrote to Mrs. W. Short of the Empire Programme Executive:


Please see the attached note from Mr. Blair. Disc number DOX 13070 was given to Mrs. Rudd by your office. I would be grateful if you could check with your present records as it may of course have been misheard on the telephone.

In any case, I would be grateful if you would return the note to me as I want to find out how it is that no steps had been taken about obtaining the discs until apparently half-an-hour before the broadcast.



She replied:


According to the records in this office, disc number DOX 13070 applies to a talk recorded from the Home Service on 12th April by Professor Gilbert Murray.

If there was a last minute alteration in the Home Service, it would appear that this office was not informed.



Her memorandum was annotated, signed, and dated, 9 June, by Collins and returned to Mrs. Short:


Pse see attached. Cd you please let me know what yr arrangements are for checking discs before b/cast—it seems that this point also arises.



Mrs. Short replied on 11 June:


In reply to your query re arrangements for checking discs before broadcast, Recorded Programmes Library check the discs for transmission from Recorded Programmes Bookings schedule, which is received the night before.



This memorandum was, in its turn, annotated by Collins on 16 June and sent to Orwell:


I’m sorry that this has bn. held up. Cd you pse find out if the R.P. check is being made sufficiently in advance for the Recordings to be put right if a mistake is found. Its° obviously too late now for this particular case to be taken up but the general principle is important.



The word ‘Recordings’ is uncertain. It looks rather like ‘things’ but there is something before it and the word(s) are much contracted. Collins may have written ‘wretched things.’

On 20 June, Collins, having received Orwell’s answer (not traced), wrote to B. Lyons (of the Recorded Programme Section?) giving Orwell’s explanation:


I am anxious to clear up a matter which has been running on since the 3rd June. On that date a talk by Gilbert Murray was planned to go out in reproduction in the Eastern Service. My office gave Mr. Blair the number DOX 13070 which it had obtained from Empire Programme Ex. Half-an-hour before the broadcast it was discovered that there had been an error in numbering and that the discs in question in no way related to Gilbert Murray’s talk. Could you please let me know what the arrangements are on your side for checking that the discs are in point of fact in order? Mr. Blair when asked to investigate said:

R.P. Library have no regular machinery for checking it, so that a mistake is not necessarily detected till just before the programme goes on the air, when the R.P. A. would test the discs out.

I can’t believe this to be the case and would be grateful if you would let me know in point of fact what the machinery is.



Lyons replied in a handwritten response lacking a date:


The talk by Mr. Murray was supposed to be recorded from the Home Service Prog at 1945 on Ap. 12—apparently the Home programme was changed & another speaker took Gilbert Murray’s place. The mistake was not in the numbering but due to the fact that the person booking the recording was not aware that the H.S. prog was altered — I feel that a check of this sort is rather beyond our scope. The numbering was quite correct & would have been the right talk if Murray had appeared. We do have to rely more on Nos. than titles since the difference between the title given a talk on recordings & the title used for trans, so often have no apparent relation to each other.

P.S. The R.P. A.1 did find the error when making up the discs.



No more correspondence has been traced.






2118. To Mrs. Milton (Naomi Royde-Smith)

3 June 1943 07/ES/EB/WMB

Dear Mrs. Milton

I am not sure whether you have been given the correct dates for your talks. Your talk in July is on the 21st, not on the 14th. I have an impression that you may have been told it was the 14th.

Your next talk is on the 16th June. I should be obliged if I could have the script fairly soon.

Yours sincerely

[Signed] Geo. Orwell

George Orwell

(Talks Producer)

Indian Section




2119. BBC Talks Booking Form, 3.6.43


Wing-Commander [Roger] Falk: ‘My Visit to the Indian Contingent in Great Britain’; 6–7-minute talk to be kept for use when needed; recorded 9.6.43; no broadcast time arranged; fee £6.6s. Signed: Z. A. Bokhari.1






2120. Literature and the Left

Tribune, 4 June 1943

“WHEN A MAN of true Genius appears in the. World, you may know him by this infallible Sign, that all the Dunces are in Conspiracy against him.”1 So wrote Jonathan Swift, 200 years before the publication of Ulysses.

If you consult any sporting manual or year book you will find many pages devoted to the hunting of the fox and the hare, but not a word about the hunting of the highbrow. Yet this, more than any other, is the characteristic British sport, in season all the year round and enjoyed by rich and poor alike, with no complications from either class-feeling or political alignment.

For it should be noted that in its attitude towards “highbrows”—that is, towards any writer or artist who makes experiments in technique—the Left is no friendlier than the Right. Not only is “highbrow” almost as much a word of abuse in the Daily Worker as in Punch, but it is exactly those writers whose work shows both originality and the power to endure that Marxist doctrinaires single out for attack. I could name a long list of examples, but I am thinking especially of Joyce, Yeats, Lawrence and Eliot. Eliot, in particular, is damned in the left-wing press almost as automatically and perfunctorily as Kipling—and that by critics who only a few years back were going into raptures over the already forgotten masterpieces of the Left Book Club.

If you ask a “good party man” (and this goes for almost any party of the Left) what he objects to in Eliot, you get an answer that ultimately reduces to this. Eliot is a reactionary (he has declared himself a royalist, an Anglo-Catholic, etc.), and he is also a “bourgeois intellectual,” out of touch with the common man: therefore he is a bad writer. Contained in this statement is a half-conscious confusion of ideas which vitiates nearly all politico-literary criticism.

To dislike a writer’s politics is one thing. To dislike him because he forces you to think is another, not necessarily incompatible with the first. But as soon as you start talking about “good” and “bad” writers you are tacitly appealing to literary tradition and thus dragging in a totally different set of values. For what is a “good” writer? Was Shakespeare “good”? Most people would agree that he was. Yet Shakespeare is, and perhaps was even by the standards of his own time, reactionary in tendency; and he is also a difficult writer, only doubtfully accessible to the common man. What, then, becomes of the notion that Eliot is disqualified, as it were, by being an Anglo-Catholic royalist who is given to quoting Latin?

Left Wing literary criticism has not been wrong in insisting on the importance of subject-matter. It may not even have been wrong, considering the age we live in, in demanding that literature shall be first and foremost propaganda. Where it has been wrong is in making what are ostensibly literary judgments for politics ends. To take a crude example, what Communist would dare to admit in public that Trotsky is a better writer than Stalin—as he is, of course? To say “X is a gifted writer, but he is a political enemy and I shall do my best to silence him” is harmless enough. Even if you end by silencing him with a tommy-gun you are not really sinning against the intellect. The deadly sin is to say “X is a political enemy: therefore he is a bad writer.” And if anyone says that this kind of thing doesn’t happen, I answer merely: look up the literary pages of the Left Wing press, from the News Chronicle to the Labour Monthly, and see what you find.

There is no knowing just how much the Socialist movement has lost by alienating the literary intelligentsia. But it has alienated them, partly by confusing tracts with literature, and partly by having no room in it for a humanistic culture. A writer can vote Labour as easily as anyone else, but it is very difficult for him to take part in the Socialist movement as a writer. Both the book-trained doctrinaire and the practical politician will despise him as a “bourgeois intellectual,” and will lose no opportunity of telling him so. They will have much the same attitude towards his work as a golfing stockbroker would have. The illiteracy of politicians is a special feature of our age—as G. M. Trevelyan put it, “In the seventeenth century Members of Parliament quoted the Bible, in the eighteenth and nineteenth centuries, the classics, and in the twentieth century nothing”—and its corollary is the literary impotence of writers. In the years following the last war the best English writers were reactionary in tendency, though most of them took no direct part in politics. After them, about 1930, there came a generation of writers who tried very hard to be actively useful in the Left Wing movement. Numbers of them joined the Communist Party, and got there exactly the same reception as they would have got in the Conservative Party. That is, they were first regarded with patronage and suspicion, and then, when it was found that they would not or could not turn themselves into gramophone records, they were thrown out on their ears. Most of them retreated into individualism. No doubt they still vote Labour but their talents are lost to the movement; and—a more sinister development—after them there comes a new generation of writers who, without being strictly non-political, are outside the Socialist movement from the start. Of the very young writers who are now beginning their careers, the most gifted are pacifists; a few may even have a leaning towards Fascism. There is hardly one to whom the mystique of the Socialist movement appears to mean anything. The ten-year-long struggle against Fascism seems to them meaningless and uninteresting, and they say so frankly. One could explain this in a number of ways, but the contemptuous attitude of the Left towards “bourgeois intellectuals” is likely to be part of the reason.

Gilbert Murray relates somewhere or other that he once lectured on Shakespeare to a Socialist debating society. At the end he called for questions in the usual way, to receive as the sole question asked: “Was Shakespeare a capitalist?” The depressing thing about this story is that it might well be true. Follow up its implications, and you perhaps get a glimpse of the reason why Céline wrote Mea Culpa and Auden is watching his navel in America.


Orwell’s article brought a response from the Shakespeare scholar (later King Alfred Professor of English Literture, University of Liverpool), Kenneth Muir (1907–):


Though I agree with the main argument of Mr. Orwell’s article (June 4), I would like to question his statement that “Shakespeare is, and perhaps was even by the standards of his own time, reactionary in tendency.” Mr. Orwell is critically orthodox in his opinion. Apart from a few Marxists, who interpret Shakespeare as a champion of the “heroic ideals of bourgeois humanism,” or as a “healthy, well-poised, sceptical melioristic, humanist, somewhat to the Left of the centre of advanced bourgeois opinion,” most critics seem to believe that he was a wholehearted supporter of the Tudor despotism. Tawney, in his great book, Religion and the Rise of Capitalism, showed conclusively that Shakespeare’s views on Order were shared by practically all political and religious thinkers.

But I do not think that it has been fully realised that after 1600, Shakespeare accepted the theory of Order with increasing reservations. Measure for Measure can hardly be regarded as a defence of authoritarian government. Isabella’s great speeches to Angelo at the climax of the play provide a devastating criticism of authority:

   Man, proud man,

 Dressed in a little brief authority,

 Most ignorant of what he’s most assured,

 His glassy essence, like an angry ape

 Plays such fantastic tricks before high heaven,

 As make the angels weep….

Shakespeare returned to the subject in King Lear, where the mad king declares that the great image of authority is that a dog’s obeyed in office. Lear’s development from King to Man, leading him to a realisation of the injustice of society, shows him how justice is merely an instrument of the strong and rich to oppress the poor and weak. A year later, in Timon of Athens, the power of money became Shakespeare’s main theme. Timon’s great speech on gold, which was brilliantly interpreted in Marx’s still untranslated Political Economy and Philosophy and also quoted in Capital, is a terrifying analysis of the economic basis of society.

I have deliberately refrained from discussing Coriolanus, which Hazlitt used to show Shakespeare’s lack of sympathy for the common people. But to retain our sympathies for the hero, it was necessary to provide him with some excuse in the fickleness of the mob. If the mob had been sympathetic, Coriolanus would have been a mere traitor. Even so, when the play was last performed in Paris, it was regarded by the Fascists as an attack on dictatorship; and when I myself produced it in modern dress two years ago, it was most appreciated by the Left, who regarded it as an analysis of the Fifth Columnist mentality, and most criticised by the Right who disliked hearing such an uncompromising statement of their own views.








2121. News Commentary in English for Malaya, 36

4 June 1943


This was written and read by George Orwell. No script has been traced.

On 14 June 1943, the Controller (Overseas Services), J. B. Clark, sent the following memorandum to the Director General of the BBC. It is marked, presumably by the Director General, ‘I would like to see C(OS) about all these points. 15/6/43.’ The memorandum is also marked that the matter should be brought up for discussion on 18 June; that date is crossed out and 21 June is written above it.


I must apologise for several serious errors of judgment betrayed by this talk for which I accept responsibility. The broadcast in its final form was, in fact, the result of misunderstandings which will not recur.

(a) It was the first talk of the kind censored for policy by one of the new senior members of our staff who had, with some justification, not realised properly the extent to which a talk provided for “personality” reasons in the target area should be brought into line with general policy. I make no excuse for failing to ensure that he was properly briefed, but I am satisfied that the situation in this respect is secure for the future.

(b) The accident would have been less likely to have happened if Tonkin our principal news specialist on the Far East had not been diverted from his specialist duties. This situation is not likely to recur and needless to say no blame whatever attaches to Tonkin in these circumstances.

It may be relevant to recall that these English broadcasts in what is known internally as the “Malayan Band” were started in simple English by the Chinese who was engaged for the Hokkein broadcasts. It was thought that his English and accent would be suitable for the purpose they were intended to serve, but he proved unequal to the task. They are radiated on a single frequency used on other days of the week at the same time for miscellaneous minority languages. Orwell was allowed to step into the breach because there was strong external evidence that he was well known and trusted in Burma where it was hoped we would influence an important section of the potential audience.

Apart from other considerations which were neglected in this instance, the talks have been rather carefully related to the information available to us about Japanese propaganda in the somewhat prescribed target area.



What it was that Orwell said that prompted this reaction is not known. There was relatively little news during the preceding week of the kind he might have wished to focus on. On 30 May, the island of Attu in the Aleutians was retaken, and there was much air fighting on all fronts. Gentry’s diary is particularly thin for this week. For 29 May he records: ‘Essen bombed—usual quantity. Our losses 23 planes. Zeiss works at Jena raided by 50 mosquito bombers which went in at a few hundred feet. Our losses small. Southern Italy bombed.’ For 2 and 3 June he states ‘No special news’ and for 4 June, ‘No special news apart from the usual heavy bombing.’ No news is mentioned on 30 and 31 May and 1 June. It is likely that Orwell gave some general reflections on the war and, perhaps, in the light of the reference to ‘a talk provided for “personality” reasons,’ on what victory might imply for Malaya and the countries of Southeast Asia.






2122. To E. M. Forster

4 June 1943 07/ES/EB

Dear Forster

I cannot get a copy of Max Beerbohm’s lecture,1 partly, perhaps, because I don’t know to what Society he delivered it. You said that you had written to his publishers. I don’t know whether that has borne fruit yet?

If the Strachey project falls through, then I think it would be quite a good idea to do the one about Plays, particularly as most of them are of a kind which might be read, if not seen, in India. We could, after all, return to the Strachey talk another month.

I am sorry about this change to Sunday but it doesn’t seem to be avoidable. The simplest way would be for you to arrange to record always on one day of the week—any day which is convenient to you, but preferably not Saturday. Could you let me have a suitable date for your recording for the 20th? It might he better to give two alternative dates and I would like the script the day before you come to record, because we have to get it censored.

I am sorry for all this change-about, but once we get into the new arrangement it will no doubt be as simple as before.

Yours sincerely

[Initialled] E. A. B

George Orwell

(Talks Producer)

Indian Section




2123. To Mrs. Milton (Naomi Royde-Smith)

5 June 1943 07/ES/EB/WMB

Dear Mrs. Milton

Thank you for your letter of the 4th.

The correct dates and times of your next two broadcasts are as follows:—

Wednesday June 16th at 12.15–12.30 pm.

 ,, July 21st at 12.15–12.30 ,,

These times are Double British Summer Time.

Your script arrived safely yesterday, for which many thanks.

Yours sincerely

[Initialled] WB

For George Orwell

(Talks Producer)

Indian Section




2124. On Orwell’s behalf to W. J. Turner

5 June 1943 07/ES/EB

Dear Mr. Turner

This is just a reminder about your talk on Shakespeare, on Thursday next, June 10th, with special reference to his play MEASURE FOR MEASURE. We should be very glad to have the script by Tuesday next, the 8th. As Mr. Blair has mentioned, the script should be about 1200 words (about 10 minutes reading approximately).

The time of the broadcast is 1.30 to 2 pm. (Double British Summer Time) Could you kindly be at 200 Oxford Street, about 1 o’clock?

Yours sincerely

[Initialled] WB

(For George Orwell)

Talks Producer

Indian Section




2125. BBC Talks Booking Form, 5.6.43


W. J. Turner: ‘Great Dramatists,’ 7, Shakespeare, MEASURE FOR MEASURE; broadcast 10.6.43; fee £8.8s. Signed: Z. A. Bokhari. Remarks: Address to Turner at The Spectator, marked ‘Private & Personal.’






2126. To Arthur Wynn, Music Bookings Manager

7 June 1943 Original EB/WMB

MUSICAL INTERLUDE

With reference to our memo. of the 16th March, requesting you to issue a contract for Dr. Narayana Menon of 176 Sussex Gardens, London, W.2. for the six broadcasts in our series CALLING ALL STUDENTS—GREAT DRAMATISTS, we have decided to broadcast a further programme in this series, making 7 in all. Dr. Menon is again choosing the recorded music for the Musical interlude (approximately 5 minutes) in this programme, and we shall be grateful, therefore, if you will arrange to issue a contract to Dr. Menon for this last broadcast, which will take place on Thursday next, June 10th 1943 at 1130–1200 GMT, in the EASTERN SERVICE (RED NETWORK).

[Signed] Eric Blair

(Eric Blair)




2127. To Alan Rook

8 June 1943 Handwritten draft for postcard

P.C.

Thanks for your letter.1 We will arrange2 a recording for Saturday July 10th & let you know the exact time etc. when we have made the booking.

G.O.




2128. To C. E. M. Joad

9 June 1943 07/ES/EB/WMB

Dear Professor Joad

Confirming our telephone conversation; we would like you to do a monthly talk every fourth Tuesday on a more or less philosophical subject to balance the more or less political ones which Kingsley Martin is doing. We want the first talk for Tuesday, June 22nd, at 5.15 pm. (Double British Summer Time). If we had the script in two or three days beforehand that would do. You can record beforehand if you wish.

As to the subject of the first talk: I thought that some such title as WHAT THE WEST HAS LEARNED FROM THE EAST, or something of that kind, would be about right, but you can please yourself. We want, in any case, to have some vague east-west tie-up in these talks.

The talks are all 13½ minutes—which is about 1600 words. I understand that you will get your usual fee.

Could you let me know, as early as possible, whether you can definitely undertake these broadcasts? I hope you can because, otherwise, it will leave rather a hole in our programme.

Yours sincerely

[Initialled] E.A.B

George Orwell

(Talks Producer)

Indian Section.


Joad replied on 11 June with suggestions for five talks. Orwell annotated this:



Mr Bokhari

I have written to J. asking him to go ahead. As to the fee, I think he ought to get 20 gns. He is worth it to us. E.A.B.




2129. Newsletter in Tamil, 8

10 June 1943


The English version was written by Eric Blair. No script has been traced.






2130. News Commentary in English for Malaya, 37

11 June 1943


This was written and read by George Orwell. No script has been traced.






2131. To Balachandra Rajan

11 June 1943 Handwritten draft and typed versions 07/ES/EB/WMB

Dear Mr. Rajan1

Very many thanks for the copy of MONSOON. I don’t know whether I shall get an opportunity of reviewing it, but I am going to pass it on to Mr. E. M. Forster, who does a monthly book talk for India. I think in his next talk, or next but one, he will be talking about books written by Indians, or having some connection with India, and in that case he might well include yours.

Yours sincerely

[Initialled] E.A.B

George Orwell

(Talks Producer)

Indian Section




2132. BBC Talks Booking Form, 12.6.43


Kingsley Martin: ‘The Debate Continues’; recorded 18.6.43; broadcast 19.6.43; fee £5.5s.1 Signed: Z. A. Bokhari.






2133. Modern English Verse

Broadcast 13 June 1943


This talk was the first in the ‘Calling All Students,’ Modern English Verse Series. The text is reproduced from the typescript used for the broadcast. This is not professionally typed, so was probably typed by Orwell. There are no manuscript changes, but at the head of the first page Orwell has written, ‘As b’cast 13′ E.A.B’; this is the timing also given in PasB. The script was censored by someone initialled KF. Timings for each page are written on the typescript in Orwell’s hand; these have here been printed in italic within square brackets. There is no title on the typescript; that given here comes from Orwell’s letter to the first prospective contributors, 13 April 1943; see 2006. The typescript has towards the end of the first paragraph, ‘we hope … to broadcast the poem in the its author’s own voice’; ‘its’ has been omitted here and one or two typing errors have been silently corrected.



The six talks that follow this one are intended to give a survey of modern English poetry from about the year 1900 until the present. The speakers in the series are Desmond McCarthy, who is well known as a literary and dramatic critic and is literary editor of the Sunday Times; L. A. G. Strong, the novelist; Alan Rook, who is one of the most promising of the very young poets who have made their appearance in England since the outbreak of war; Lord David Cecil, who is well known for his life of the poet Cowper, his recent book on Thomas Hardy and other critical works; John Lehmann, who from 1936 onwards has been editing the periodical New Writing, which apart from publishing the less-known English and American writers has done a lot to introduce contemporary European and Asiatic literature to the English public; and Desmond Hawkins, the critic, whose voice is pretty well known to listeners on the Eastern service. Each of these six talks will include one poem belonging to the period, and we hope where possible to broadcast the poem in the its author’s own voice. After they have been broadcast these talks, like various others of the series we do in this service, will be printed and sold in India in pamphlet form for a few annas.

I don’t want to anticipate what the other speakers will say, merely to give a sort of background sketch of the period they will be covering. Poetry is of all arts the most national, or I should [1¾′] rather say local, the most difficult to export or import. Whereas prose can always be adequately translated, and in some cases may actually be better in translation than in the original, poetry is almost untranslateable. And just as a poem belongs, more than a piece of music or perhaps even a picture, to a particular place, so it belongs to a particular time. It is much easier to appreciate a foreign poem, and perhaps even one in your own language, if you know something about the social, moral and religious background from which it springs. For the music of poetry depends on word-associations, and in order to appreciate it you have to share those associations to some extent, or at any rate to be able to imagine them. It isn’t therefore irrelevant to try to supply a sort of historical background to the talks that will follow. The period that they will cover is only 43 years, but during that time enormous changes have happened and the prevailing mental climate has altered out of recognition. To some of the English poets who were writing in 1900, the Great Exhibition of 1851 would have been a vivid memory; those who are now beginning to publish their work don’t even remember the war of 1914–18. They live in a different world, though a short lifetime would span the two dates. I am trying to indicate here the differences that have come over British society in that time.

If you put yourself into the mind of a man who was mature in 1900, you find that several pieces of mental furniture that we are very much accustomed to are missing. The first of these is what I might call the concept of the machine. We live in an age in which everyone who thinks at all, everyone who ever reads a book or newspaper or listens to the radio, is very much aware of the power of machinery [3¾’] and technology to raise our standard of living. Films, textbooks, posters, pamphlets, the speeches of political leaders, rub this into us all the time. Every educated person knows that given a reasonable amount of international co-operation, the world’s wealth could be increased, health and nutrition improved, drudgery abolished, to an extent unthinkable a few decades ago. Now this fact was not in the consciousness of most of the writers who were mature in 1900, although the essential technological changes had already happened. If you look at a writer like Thomas Hardy, or Robert Bridges, or Gerard Manley Hopkins, or A. E. Housman, a thing that strikes you is that they still think of England as an agricultural country—which as a matter of fact it wasn’t even in 1900. They haven’t much conception of the new sort of world, now obviously possible though it hasn’t arrived, in which the brute labour is done by machinery and the peasant or workman is better off than a king would have been in the Middle Ages. They still think in terms of the harsh peasant world where it is normal to work hard, to till the ground with primitive implements, to do without foreign luxuries, and to die rather young.

On the other hand, what you are not likely to find in the mind of anyone in the year 1900, is a doubt about the continuity of civilization. If the world as people then saw it was rather harsh, simple and slow-moving, it was also secure. Things would continue in a more or less recognizable pattern; life might not get appreciably more pleasant, but at any rate barbarism wouldn’t return. Now here again is a great change that has occurred in these four decades. We have seen an enormous technological advance, and with it a reversion to barbarism [6′] that our grandfathers would not have believed possible. We have invented machines that would have seemed magical only a hundred years ago, and we have used them almost solely for making war. The world has grown into an economic unit, so that if you merely look round the room you are sitting in you’ll see products that come from every corner of the earth; and at the same time nationalism has been erected into a sort of evil religion and the races of mankind are shut off from one another by insane hatreds. All that is in the consciousness of anyone who is writing now. All the younger writers, people like Auden or Spender, or the still younger ones like Henry Treece and Alex Comfort who have appeared more recently, have it as the background of their thoughts that the basis for a decent society is already there, and on the other hand that the very existence of civilization is menaced. If you had told the average person, and that would include most of the poets, in 1900 that it would soon be easy to fly from London to Calcutta he wouldn’t have believed you; and if you had told him that before long Jews would be persecuted more fiercely than they ever were in the Middle Ages, he wouldn’t have believed that either. Anyone born within this century takes both facts for granted, and that establishes a valid distinction.

However, other things have happened between 1900 and today besides scientific invention and the rise of the new kind of barbarism that we call Fascism. There was also the period of exceptional prosperity between the opening of the century and the war of 1914, there was the war itself, there was the period of exhaustion and recovery that followed the war, and there was the economic depression of 1930. Those, [8′] with the two periods I’ve just been speaking of, make up the background of the six talks you will hear. It’s worth saying a little about each of them.

The period between about 1905 and 1914, generally referred to when one’s speaking of literature as the “Georgian” period, was a very good time to be alive, at any rate in England. There was great prosperity, much of the dulness and prejudice of Victorian society had been broken down, and there was a growth of what appeared to be enlightenment and internationalism. The great nations of the world were in fact getting ready for war, but the ordinary man didn’t believe that war was coming. A carefree attitude towards life was more possible then than it has been since, and also a rather shallow pantheism summed up in the then popular phrase, “Nature worship”.

The war of 1914 butted into this comfortable period more unexpectedly than the present war has done. Whether it caused more or less suffering than the present war is hard to say. It killed more people than have been killed hitherto, but it probably impinged less on the lives of non-combatants. But what is unmistakeable in the characteristic literature of the 1914 war is the sense of something unprecedented and something meaningless. Whereas all the best writing of the nineteen-thirties is heavy with the sense of approaching disaster, so that it is almost a relief when the expected happens and the guns begin to shoot, the characteristic reaction in the other war is surprise and resentment. The war is thought of as a horror that has come as it were from nowhere, and for no reason, like an earthquake. It is just a purposeless slaughter—nearly all the best writing of [10′] that time expresses that feeling, which may have been mistaken but was at least subjectively true.

The war of 1914–18 left Britain much exhausted, but after it ended there was still another decade when life was well worth living, at any rate in the victorious countries. There was a worldwide revulsion from war, another seeming growth of internationalist feeling, and better contacts between the writers and artists of different countries than there had ever been before. That was the period in which for the first time the great Russian writers were fully popularised in England, and when the French writers of the past few decades had their greatest influence. It is perhaps significant that the best writers of this particular period were most of them either Americans or Irishmen. For a while it could almost be said that the headquarters of the English literary world were in Paris. In that emancipated, fairly prosperous period of the nineteen-twenties there was room for a culture and refinement that English literature had not seen since the eighteenth century. But the mental climate changed very suddenly at the beginning of the next decade, with the onset of the economic depression and the beginning of something that Britain had not experienced before—middle-class unemployment. Inevitably, after 1930, there was a far greater preoccupation with politics, with sociology, with economics than had seemed necessary in the decade before. The younger writers almost all of them turned to Karl Marx because the basis of their own existence had been shaken and Marx was the prophet who had foretold that this would happen. And then a little later came the rise of Fascism, the undisguisable drift towards world war, and [12′] the new orientation of the younger writers who find themselves in a world which has all the potentialities of peace and plenty combined with the fact of destruction and hatred.

I have tried to sketch in as best I could in a quarter of an hour the social background of the various literary periods you’ll hear discussed in this series. I hope you’ll like them, because I know they’ll be good talks and well worth the six annas when they’re published in pamphlet form. Remember that they’re at this time—1515 Greenwich time, that’s 9.45 Indian standard time—three Sundays in each month. The other Sunday E. M. Forster will give his regular monthly talk, “Some Books”. He will be on the air this time next week. So the first talk in the “Calling All Students” series will be the Sunday after next, June the 27th, at this time. [13′]




2134. To C. E. M. Joad

14 June 1943 07/ES/EB/WMB

Dear Professor Joad

Many thanks for your letter dated June 11th. I think the subjects of the talks you have suggested are very good and just the kind of approach we wanted. I hope you will be able to find the necessary time and that we can have the script of the first talk not later than June 20th. As to the fee—I think you will hear from the Contracts Department shortly. I am passing on your request and hope that they will be able to meet your wishes.1

Yours sincerely

[Initialled] E. A. B

George Orwell

(Talks Producer)

Indian Section




2135. Newsletter in Tamil, 9

17 June 1943


The English version was written by Eric Blair. No script has been traced.






2136. To T. S. Eliot

17 June 1943 07/ES/EB/WMB

Dear Eliot

Following on our telephone conversation I want to ask whether you would do one talk in the new literary series we’re starting towards the end of August. We’re going to have a series dealing with English prose literature of the present century, and are calling it—MODERN MASTERPIECES. I want each talk to deal ostensibly with a single book, but in doing so to give some account of the author’s work as a whole. The projected list of talks is attached.1 Would you like to tackle the talk on JAMES JOYCE, with special reference to ULYSSES. I can’t give you the exact date of the talk because I haven’t yet fixed the order, in which they will appear, but it will not be earlier than the 21st August. This would be a talk of the usual length, that is, 15/1600 words. I must also ask whether, in the event of your doing the talk, you will object to its being printed in India as part of a pamphlet. We now have a number of our programmes printed in pamphlet form.

Yours sincerely

[Initialled] E. A. B

George Orwell

(Talks Producer)

Indian Section




2137. Letter to an American Visitor by ‘Obadiah Hornbooke’ (Alex Comfort)

Tribune, 4 June 1943


For Orwell’s answer to this satirical verse, see 2138. See also his letter to Comfort of 11 July (?), 2183.




Columbian poet, whom we’ve all respected

 From a safe distance for a year or two,

Since first your magnum opus was collected—1

 It seems a pity no one welcomed you

 Except the slippery professional few,

Whose news you’ve read, whose posters you’ve inspected

 Who gave America Halifax, and who

Pay out to scribes and painters they’ve selected

   Doles which exceed a fraction of the debts

   Of all our pimps in hardware coronets.

You’ve seen the ruins, heard the speeches, swallowed

 The bombed-out hospitals and cripples’ schools—

You’ve heard (on records) how the workers hollowed

 And read in pokerwork GIVE US THE TOOLS!

 You know how, with the steadfastness of mules,

The Stern Determination of the People

 Goes sailing through a paradise of fools

Like masons shinning up an endless steeple—

   A climb concluding after many days

   In a brass weathercock that points all ways.

The land sprouts orators. No doubt you’ve heard

 How every buffer, fool and patrioteer

Applies the Power of the Spoken Word

 And shoves his loud posterior in your ear;

 So Monkey Hill2 competes with Berkeley Square—

The B.B.C. as bookie, pimp and vet

 Presenting Air Vice-Marshals set to cheer

Our raided towns with vengeance (though I’ve yet

   To hear from any man who lost his wife

   Berlin or Lubeck brought her back to life.)

You’ve heard of fighting on the hills and beaches

 And down the rabbit holes with pikes and bows—

You’ve heard the Baron’s bloody-minded speeches

 (Each worth a fresh Division to our foes)

 That smell so strong of murder that the crows

Perch on the Foreign Office roof and caw

 For German corpses laid in endless rows,

“A Vengeance such as Europe never saw”—

   The maniac Baron’s future contribution

   To peace perpetual through retribution …

You’ve heard His Nibs decanting year by year

 The dim productions of his bulldog brain,

While homes and factories sit still to hear

 The same old drivel dished up once again—

 You heard the Churches’ cartwheels to explain

That bombs are Christian when the English drop them—

 The Union bosses scrapping over gain

While no one’s the temerity to stop them

   Or have the racketeers who try to bleed ’em

   Flogged, like the Indians for demanding freedom.

They found you poets—quite a decent gallery

 Of painters who don’t let their chances slip;

And writers who prefer a regular salary

 To steer their writings by the Party Whip—

 Hassall’s been tipped to have the Laureateship:

Morton is following Goebbels, not St. Paul.

 There’s Elton’s squeaky pump still gives a drip,

And Priestley twists his proletarian awl

   Cobbling at shoes that Mill and Rousseau wore

   And still the wretched tool contrives to bore.

They found you critics—an astounding crowd:

 (Though since their work’s their living, I won’t say

Who howled at Eliot, hooted Treece, were loud

 In kicking Auden when he slipped away

 Out of the looney-bin to find, they say,

A quiet place where men with minds could write:

 But since Pearl Harbour, in a single day

The same old circus chase him, black is white,

   And once again by day and night he feels

   The packs of tripehounds yelling at his heels).

I say, they found you artists, well selected,

 Whom we export to sell the British case:

We keep our allied neighbours well protected

 From those who give the thing a different face—

 One man’s in jail, one in a “medical place”;

Another working at a farm with pigs on:

 We take their leisure, close their books, say grace,

And like that bus-conducting lad Geoff Grigson

   We beat up every buzzard, kite and vulture,

   And dish them out to you as English Culture.

Once in a while, to every Man and Nation,

 There comes, as Lowell said, a sort of crisis

Between the Ministry of Information

 And what your poor artistic soul advises:

 They catch the poets, straight from Cam or Isis:

“Join the brigade, or be for ever dumb—

 Either cash in on your artistic lysis

Or go on land work if you won’t succumb:

   Rot in the Army, sickened and unwilling”:

   So can you wonder that they draw their shilling?

You met them all. You don’t require a list

 Of understrapping ghosts who once were writers—

Who celebrate the size of Britain’s first,

 Write notes for sermons, dish out pep to mitres,

 Fake letters from the Men who Fly our Fighters.

Cheer when we blast some enemy bungalows—

 Think up atrocities, the artful blighters,

To keep the grindstone at the public’s nose—

   Combining moral uplift and pornography,

   Produced with arty paper and typography.

They find their leisure to fulfil their promise,

 Their work is praised, funguntur vice cotis;3

And Buddy Judas cracks up Doubting Thomas.

 Their ways are paved with favourable notice

 (Look how unanimous the Tory vote is).

They write in papers and review each other,

 You’d never guess how bloody full the boat is;

I shan’t forgive Macneice his crippled brother

   Whom just a year ago on New Year’s Day

   The Germans murdered in a radio play.

O for another Dunciad—a POPE

 To purge this dump with his gigantic boot—

Drive fools to water, aspirin or rope—

 Make idle lamp-posts bear their fitting fruit:

 Private invective’s far too long been mute—

O for another vast satiric comet

 To blast this wretched tinder, branch and root.

The servile stuff that makes a true man vomit—

   Sucked from the works to which they cling like leeches,

   Those resurrection-puddings, Churchill’s speeches.

God knows—for there is libel—I can’t name

 How many clammy paws of these you’ve shaken,

Been told our English spirit is the same

 From Lord Vansittart back to pseudo-Bacon—

 Walked among licensed writers, and were taken

To Grub Street, Malet Street, and Portland Place,

 Where every question that you ask will waken

The same old salesman’s grin on every face

   Among the squads of columbines and flunkeys,

   Set on becoming Laureate of Monkeys.

We do not ask, my friend, that you’ll forget

 The squirts and toadies when you were presented,

The strength-through-joy brigades you will have met

 Whose mouths are baggy and whose hair is scented—

 Only recall we were not represented.

We wrote our own refusals, and we meant them.

 Our work is plastered and ourselves resented—

Our heads are bloody, but we have not bent them.

   We hold no licences, like ladies’ spaniels;

   We live like lions in this den of Daniels.

O friend and writer, deafened by the howls

 That dying systems utter, mad with fear

In darkness, with a sinking of the bowels,

 Where all the devils of old conscience leer—

 Forget the gang that met you on the pier,

Grinning and stuffed with all the old excuses

 For starving Europe, and the crocodile tear

Turned on for visitors who have their uses.

   We know the capers of the simian crew.

   We send our best apologies to you.






2138. ‘As One Non-Combatant to Another (A letter to “Obadiah Hornbooke”)’

Tribune, 18 June 1943


O poet strutting from the sandbagged portal

Of that small world where barkers ply their art,

And each new “school” believes itself immortal,

Just like the horse that draws the knacker’s cart:

O captain of a clique of self-advancers,

Trained in the tactics of the pamphleteer,

Where slogans serve for thoughts and sneers for answers—

You’ve chosen well your moment to appear

And hold your nose amid a world of horror

Like Dr. Bowdler walking through Gomorrah.

In the Left Book Club days you wisely lay low,

But when “Stop Hitler!” lost its old attraction

You bounded forward in a Woolworth’s halo

To cash in on the anti-war reaction;

You waited till the Nazis ceased from frightening,

Then, picking a safe audience, shouted “Shame!”

Like a Prometheus you defied the lightning,

But didn’t have the nerve to sign your name.1

You’re a true poet, but as saint and martyr

You’re a mere fraud, like the Atlantic Charter.

Your hands are clean, and so were Pontius Pilate’s,

But as for “bloody heads,” that’s just a metaphor;

The bloody heads are on Pacific islets

Or Russian steppes or Libyan sands—it’s better for

The health to be a C. O. than a fighter,

To chalk a pavement doesn’t need much guts,

It pays to stay at home and be a writer

While other talents wilt in Nissen huts;

“We live like lions”—yes, just like a lion,

Pensioned on scraps in a safe cage of iron.

For while you write the warships ring you round

And flights of bombers drown the nightingales,

And every bomb that drops is worth a pound

To you or someone like you, for your sales

Are swollen with those of rivals dead or silent,

Whether in Tunis or the B.B.C.,

And in the drowsy freedom of this island

You’re free to shout that England isn’t free;

They even chuck you cash, as bears get buns,

For crying “Peace!” behind a screen of guns.

In ’seventeen to snub the nosing bitch

Who slipped you a white feather needed cheek,

But now, when every writer finds his niche

Within some mutual-admiration clique,

Who cares what epithets by Blimps are hurled?

Who’d give a damn if handed a white feather?

Each little mob of pansies is a world,

Cosy and warm in any kind of weather;

In such a world it’s easy to “object,”

Since that’s what both your friends and foes expect.

At times it’s almost a more dangerous deed

Not to object; I know, for I’ve been bitten.

I wrote in nineteen-forty that at need

I’d fight to keep the Nazis out of Britain;

And Christ! how shocked the pinks were! Two years later

I hadn’t lived it down; one had the effrontery

To write three pages calling me a “traitor,”

So black a crime it is to love one’s country.

Yet where’s the pink that would have thought it odd of me

To write a shelf of books in praise of sodomy?

Your game is easy, and its rules are plain:

Pretend the war began in ’thirty-nine,

Don’t mention China, Ethiopia, Spain,

Don’t mention Poles, except to say they’re swine;

Cry havoc when we bomb a German city,

When Czechs get killed don’t worry in the least,

Give India a perfunctory squirt of pity

But don’t enquire what happens further East;

Don’t mention Jews—in short, pretend the war is

Simply a racket “got up” by the Tories.

Throw in a word of “anti-Fascist” patter

From time to time, by way of reinsurance,

And then go on to prove it makes no matter

If Blimps or Nazis hold the world in durance;

And that we others who “support” the war

Are either crooks or sadists or flag-wavers

In love with drums and bugles, but still more

Concerned with cadging Brendan Bracken’s favours;

Or fools who think that bombs bring back the dead,

A thing not even Harris2 ever said.

If you’d your way we’d leave the Russians to it

And sell our steel to Hitler as before;

Meanwhile you save your soul, and while you do it,

Take out a long-term mortgage on the war.

For after war there comes an ebb of passion,

The dead are sniggered at—and there you’ll shine,

You’ll be the very bull’s-eye of the fashion,

You almost might get back to ’thirty-nine,

Back to the dear old game of scratch-my-neighbour

In sleek reviews financed by cooli labour.

But you don’t hoot at Stalin—that’s “not done”—

Only at Churchill; I’ve no wish to praise him,

I’d gladly shoot him when the war is won,

Or now, if there were someone to replace him.

But unlike some, I’ll pay him what I owe him;

There was a time when empires crashed like houses,

And many a pink who’d titter at your poem

Was glad enough to cling to Churchill’s trousers.

Christ! how they huddled up to one another

Like day-old chicks about their foster-mother!

I’m not a fan for “fighting on the beaches,”

And still less for the “breezy uplands” stuff,

I seldom listen-in to Churchill’s speeches,

But I’d far sooner hear that kind of guff

Than your remark, a year or so ago,

That if the Nazis came you’d knuckle under

And peaceably “accept the status quo.”

Maybe you would! But I’ve a right to wonder

Which will sound better in the days to come,

“Blood, toil and sweat” or “Kiss the Nazi’s bum.”

But your chief target is the radio hack,

The hired pep-talker—he’s a safe objective,

Since he’s unpopular and can’t hit back.

It doesn’t need the eye of a detective

To look down Portland Place and spot the whores,

But there are men (I grant, not the most heeded)

With twice your gifts and courage three times yours

Who do that dirty work because it’s needed;

Not blindly, but for reasons they can balance,

They wear their seats out and lay waste their talents.

All propaganda’s lying, yours or mine;

It’s lying even when its facts are true;

That goes for Goebbels or the “party line,”

Or for the Primrose League or P.P.U.

But there are truths that smaller lies can serve,

And dirtier lies that scruples can gild over;

To waste your brains on war may need more nerve

Than to dodge facts and live in mental clover;

It’s mean enough when other men are dying,

But when you lie, it’s much to know you’re lying.

That’s thirteen stanzas, and perhaps you’re puzzled

To know why I’ve attacked you—well, here’s why:

Because your enemies all are dead or muzzled,

You’ve never picked on one who might reply.

You’ve hogged the limelight and you’ve aired your virtue,

While chucking sops to every dangerous faction,

The Left will cheer you and the Right won’t hurt you;

What did you risk? Not even a libel action.

If you would show what saintly stuff you’re made of,

Why not attack the cliques you are afraid of?

Denounce Joe Stalin, jeer at the Red Army,

Insult the Pope—you’ll get some come-back there;

It’s honourable, even if it’s barmy,

To stamp on corns all round and never care.

But for the half-way saint and cautious hero,

Whose head’s unbloody even if “unbowed,”

My admiration’s somewhere near to zero;

So my last words would be: Come off that cloud,

Unship those wings that hardly dared to flitter,

And spout your halo for a pint of bitter.3






2139. News Commentary in English for Malaya, 38

18 June 1943


This was written and read by George Orwell. No script has been traced.1






2140. To T. S. Eliot

18 June 1943 07/ES/EB/WMB

Dear Eliot

With reference to my letter yesterday I very much regret the list of projected talks was omitted but am sending you one herein.1

I hope very much you will be able to do the talk on JAMES JOYCE.

Yours sincerely

[Not signed/initialled]

George Orwell

(Talks Producer)

Indian Section




2141. To William Plomer

18 June 1943 07/ES/EB

Dear Plomer1

I wonder whether you would like to do a talk for the Indian Section. I can’t give you an exact date but it would be some time in September.

We’re going to start a series called MODERN MASTERPIECES, dealing with English prose works of this century. We want each talk to deal ostensibly with a single book but in doing so to give some account of the author’s work as a whole. I attach a list of the projected talks. If you would like to do E. M. FORSTER, I think it might be better to concentrate on HOWARDS END, because any Indian audience likely to listen in to a talk of this type would know about A PASSAGE TO INDIA already.

These are talks of 13½ minutes, that is, 15/1600 words. I assume that you would not object to your talk being afterwards printed as part of a pamphlet in India. We do this with some of our literary talks. In theory you get a royalty but in practice the profits are negligible. Could you let me know whether you will undertake this?2

Yours sincerely

[Initialled] E. A. B

George Orwell

(Talks Producer)

Indian Section


On a separate sheet:



MODERN MASTERPIECES

List of Projected Talks


T. S. ELIOT

E. M. FORSTER

V. S. PRITCHETT

H. G. WELLS

WILLIAM PLOMER

RAYMOND MORTIMER

JOYCE — (ULYSSES)

STRACHEY — (QUEEN VICTORIA)

WELLS

SHAW

FORSTER — (HOWARDS END)

VIRGINIA WOOLF3






2142. To Raymond Mortimer

18 June 1943 07/ES/EB/WMB

Dear Mortimer

Would you like to do another talk for the Indian section. I can’t give you an exact date but it would be some time in September.

We’re going to start a series called MODERN MASTERPIECES, dealing with English prose works of this century. We want each talk to deal ostensibly with a single book but in doing so to give some account of the author’s work as a whole. I attach a list of the projected talks. If you would like to do Virginia Wolff° you could choose whichever of her books you like to centre your talk upon, bearing in mind that you are speaking to the Indian public which would probably find some books more intelligible than others.1

Yours sincerely

[Not signed/initialled]

George Orwell

(Talks Producer)

Indian Section




2143. To V. S. Pritchett

18 June 1943 07/ES/EB/WMB

Dear Pritchett

This is to follow up our hurried conversation in the canteen. The new series we’re going to start towards the end of August will be called MODERN MASTERPIECES and will deal with English prose works of this century. We want each talk to deal ostensibly with a single book but in doing so to give some sort of idea of the writer’s work as a whole. I attach a list of the projected talks. If you will undertake H. G. Wells you could choose what book of his you like to drape your talk round, but it would be better to choose one which the Indian public will have heard of and would find intelligible. I should therefore be inclined to steer clear of books like “MR. POLLY” and take something more like the “TIME MACHINE”, or perhaps the “OUTLINE OF HISTORY”, but use your discretion1.

Yours

[Initialled] E. A. B

George Orwell

(Talks Producer)

Indian Section




2144. Z. A. Bokhari to Orwell

18 June 1943


The Indian Programme Organiser produced this scheme of lectures. The memorandum was addressed to Orwell, and copies were sent to Rushbrook Williams (Eastern Service Director), Lawson-Reece (Eastern Service Organiser), and Brander, Eastern Intelligence Officer. Although some of Bokhari’s categories are curious (Spender as a military poet and Wintringham as a centrist politician, for example), and despite uncertainties in spelling names, which combine to suggest he was not fully in command of the details of his scheme, his enthusiasm is plain. Brander’s reaction is in line with his demand for a better-organised service, and his support for Lady Grigg (given his criticisms of her elsewhere) is interesting. Bokhari’s spellings have been left as typed, but they are marked° and the correct spellings are given in n. 11.



I think I have hit upon an idea. I will just give you the outlines of it. Please work it out and let us discuss it. I am sick of having unconnected talks; frankly I don’t like living from day to day. Here is an idea for our new schedule:—

“THE WORLD WE HOPE FOR”

Politicians, scientists, religious leaders, poets, writers, workers, employers, painters, sculptors, architects, editors and newspaper owners, film and theatre directors, philosophers, radio chiefs, economists, farmers, soldiers, sailors, ad nauseam.

[image: Figure]

This list can go on indefinitely and give us real thought-provoking talks. We can always ask the speakers to suggest a play, a feature, a story or a poem to illustrate their point of view. Such features, plays, poems, etc., can be broadcast after or before the talk and cross-referenced.

I am sending a copy of this to E.S.D., and E.S.O., and Mr. Brander. They will I am sure help us to plan these series.


Laurence Brander, the Eastern Intelligence Officer, responded on 22 June sending copies to Orwell and the Eastern Service Director and Organiser:



An excellent idea. Audience reaction suggests that it is a mistake to run a long series of talks on one theme. The six talks series run by Blair seem to be about right.

For the Indian audience the six speakers I should choose (having consideration also for the categories in which you place them) would be:—



	Politician
	Vernon Bartlett



	Scientist
	Huxley



	Poet
	Osbert Sitwell



	Writer
	E. M. Forster



	Economist
	Laski



	Philosopher
	Joad





The only way I can suggest for a lengthening of the discussion of this topic would be to run a parallel series by women. Not just mothers and factory workers, but members of the professions.

Such a series would give Lady Grigg a chance. A fortnight ago she was talking to me on this very subject. If she is going to run another series after her holiday, I am sure she would tackle this one with great enthusiasm.




2145. To Philip Unwin

21 June 1943 Handwritten

Dear Mr Unwin,

I return a copy of the proofs of “Talking to India”, duly corrected. The other copy is with Cedric Dover, who had asked to be sent one. He hasn’t returned it. If he doesn’t do so soon I don’t think it is worth waiting, as he is not likely to make any alterations that matter much. He merely wanted a copy to make sure typing errors, etc. had not slipped in, & I had already been over the MS. to make sure of that. I understand you also sent a copy to Reginald Reynolds who will return it independently.

I wonder when the book will be coming out?1 I saw an advance notice in the “Times Lit. Supp”. As to complimentary copies, I think every oriental contributor should have a copy, & there are one or two people in the office here who should have copies, so if I had a dozen to hand out that would about cover it. You will know what to do about review copies, but I should emphasise that it is important to get as many as possible to India, also the U.S.A.

Yours sincerely

Geo. Orwell


On the same day, Orwell sent Unwin this handwritten postcard:



I am sending separately Cedric Dover’s copy of the proofs of “Talking to India”. He has only made minor alterations, but he says it is particularly important that the word “Negro” (pp.17–21) should always be given a capital.

Geo. Orwell




2146. BBC Talks Booking Form, 22.6.43


Oliver Bell: ‘Women Generally Speaking,’ Films of the Month; broadcast 28.7.43; fee £10.10s. Signed: Z. A. Bokhari.






2147. Newsletter in Tamil, 10

24 June 1943


The English version was written by Eric Blair. No script has been traced.






2148. Norman Collins, General Overseas Service Manager, to Mrs. C. V. Salmon1

24 June 1943 Copy to Mr. Blair

I have just read V. S. Pritchett’s talk on Thomas Hardy. It occurs to me that it would be a good thing to ensure that Mr. Blair should see these scripts. As you know Eastern Service take up2 fairly “high-brow” attitude on literary talks, and you could afford to omit any scripts which seem definitely more popular.




2149. BBC Talks Booking Form, 24.6.43


Lord David Cecil: ‘Calling All Students,’ 4, ‘talk on Poetry and the poet T. S. Eliot’; recorded 24.6.43; broadcast 25.7.43; fee £10.10s. Signed: Z. A. Bokhari. Remarks: ‘Suggested fee as estimated: £12.12.0d.’






2150. BBC Talks Booking Form, 24.6.43


Alan Rook: ‘Calling All Students,’ 5, War Poets of 1914–1918; recorded 10.7.43; broadcast 11.7.43; fee £10.10s. Signed: Z. A. Bokhari. Remarks: ‘Suggested fee as estimated: £12.12.0d.’






2151. London Calling


London Calling was published weekly and advertised the BBC’s overseas programmes. It cost ten shillings a year if payment was made to BBC Publications, Wembley, England, but arrangements were made for remittances to be sent to various addresses abroad: $2.00 per annum in the USA; Can.$2.50 in Canada; 12s 6d in Australia and New Zealand; and 10s 0d in South Africa. There were no local arrangements for India. Issue 198 for 25–31 July 1943 (printed 24 June 1943) gave the schedule illustrated for India and the Far East. The periodical also included a number of articles each week.

A typical selection of special BBC programmes for India and the Far East that affected Orwell’s work is given below. The prominent role of music is apparent. This followed changes made after Bokhari’s return from his visit to India. See Orwell’s letter to K. K. Ardaschir, 3 June 1943, 2116, n. 6.

[image: Figure]






2152. News Commentary in English for Malaya, 39

25 June 1943


This was written and read by George Orwell. No script has been traced.1






2153. To J. C. Drummond

25 (or 26) June 19431 07/ES/EB/WMB

Dear Dr. Drummond

I understand from Robert Westerby that you might be willing to do a talk for the Indian Section of the B.B.C. We have a series dealing with popular science and we want to start it with a talk on MALNUTRITION. This is perhaps a rather awkward subject when speaking to India, because in India the primary causes of malnutrition are no doubt poverty and, at the moment, actual shortages of certain food stuffs. But there is also great ignorance of dietetics and it is that that we would like you to deal with. Of course there is no harm in saying plainly at the outset that poverty is a cause of malnutrition. These talks are 13½ minutes, that is to say, 15/1600 words. I have no power of fixing a fee but I believe it would be 10 guineas. We want this talk to be broadcast on Thursday, the 15th of July, which would mean that we should like to have the script not later than July 12th, at the very latest. The time of broadcasting is 5.15 pm. but if this is inconvenient you can easily record beforehand. The other speakers in this series are Sir John Russell, Dr. Darlington, Sir Philip Manson-Bahr, Dr. Wigglesworth and Colonel Mackenzie. Could you be kind enough to let me know, as early as possible, whether you would like to do this.2

Yours truly

[Initialled] E. A. B

Eric Blair

(Talks Producer)

Indian Section




2154. To T. S. Eliot

25 June 1943 Handwritten draft and typed versions 07/ES/EB/WMB

Dear Eliot

It doesn’t matter greatly which order these talks are done in, so how about Sunday the 19th1 September for you? (As it is a Sunday there is no need to do it LIVE—you could2 record any time beforehand.) We should want the script by about the 10th September. If that doesn’t suit you could have September 5th or 26th. Please let me know.

Yours sincerely

[Initialled] E. A. B3

(George Orwell)

Talks Producer

Indian Section




2155. To Desmond Hawkins

25 June 1943 07/ES/EB/WMB

Dear Desmond

I am writing to ask whether you would like to undertake a weekly programme which Bokhari proposes starting at the beginning of August? The projected title is REMEMBER THIS? (incidentally this is a rotten title and you might be able to think of a better one).1 The idea is to make a sort of rehash programme out of our programmes of the preceding week. For example, one can re-play bits of the music that have been put out or from other works of the same composer, and similarly, where we have talks on literary subjects, as we do every week, you could put in readings from the works of the authors dealt with. The idea is to try to make the listener guess the context of each passage of literature or music before being told. This is a half-hour programme but ought not to entail a great deal of work. Miss Chitale would help you with compiling the stuff, i.e. by giving you details of the programme[s] but you would have to jazz it up and make it into an attractive programme. What is aimed at is a sort of mosaic of words and music. Could you let me know, at once, whether you would like to do this because we have only got about a month in which to start it going?

Yours

[Initialled] E. A. B

George Orwell

(Talks Producer)

Indian Section




2156. To Stephen Spender

25 June 1943 07/ES/EB/WMB

Dear Stephen

Would you like to do another talk for the Indian section? We have a series starting about the end of August on MODERN ENGLISH PROSE WRITERS. The way we intend to do it is to make each talk deal ostensibly with one particular book, but in doing so, to give, if possible, some idea of the writer’s work as a whole. I thought you might like to do the talk on E. M. FORSTER. The book I would like you to drape it round is HOWARDS END, as a° PASSAGE TO INDIA will be already well-known to our audience. These talks are of 13½ minutes, which means 15/1600 words. I can’t yet give you an exact date, but it would probably be a Sunday about the beginning of October. You could record it any time beforehand. Could you let me know whether you would like to do this?

Yours

[Initialled] E. A. B

(Eric Blair)

Talks Producer

Indian Section




2157. BBC Talks Booking Form, 25.6.431


John Lehmann: ‘Calling All Students,’ 5, Literary Series; ‘13½ mins. talk on W. H. Auden & others which he will write and broadcast’; broadcast 1.8.43; fee £10.10s. Signed: Z. A. Bokhari.2 Remarks: ‘Suggested fee as estimated—£12.12.0.’






2158. BBC Talks Booking Form, 25.6.43


Lieutenant-Colonel E. F. W. Mackenzie, OBE: ‘Calling All Students,’ Scientific Series, 6 Drinking Water; broadcast 19.8.43; no fee proposed. Signed: Z. A. Bokhari.1






2159. BBC Talks Booking Form, 25.6.43


Mrs. K. C. Roy: ‘In Your Kitchen,’ 13 and 14; with Dr. Gangulee and Shridhar Telkar; broadcast 1 and 8.7.43; fee £3.3s each broadcast. Signed Z. A. Bokhari.






2160. BBC Talks Booking Form, 25.6.43


Sir John Russell: ‘Calling All Students,’ Scientific Series, 3: Soil Erosion and Soil Deterioration; broadcast 29.7.43; no fee proposed. Signed: Z. A. Bokhari.






2161. BBC Talks Booking Form, 25.6.43


Dr. V. B. Wigglesworth: ‘Calling All Students,’ Scientific Series, 5 The House Fly; broadcast 12.8.43;1 fee £10.10s. Signed: Z. A. Bokhari.






2162. To E. M. Forster

28 June 1943 07/ES/EB/WMB

Dear Forster

We have fixed a recording for you for Friday, the 16th July, at 3 to 3.30 pm. In Studio 6.

We are sending you THE ENGLISH PEOPLE by D. W. Brogan. I have another book at home, (a Penguin) by a man called Hancock,1 an Australian. It is written from a more or less Imperialistic standpoint, but I will send it along to you later this week.

Yours

[Signed] Geo. Orwell

George Orwell

(Talks Producer)

Indian Section




2163. BBC Talks Booking Form, 28.6.43


(Retrospective) Wing Commander Roger Falk: interview with an officer of the Indian Air Cadets; 5′ talk he had written and previously broadcast; broadcast 26.6.43; fee £4.4s.






2164. To R. R. Desai

29 June 1943 07/ES/EB/MB

Dear Desai

We have just had an Airgraph from one of your listeners in Bombay, requesting that you should broadcast something about the measures for the Restriction of Dividends and the Compulsory Saving.1 I believe you were already contemplating doing something on this subject. Do you think you could do five minutes or more if you like, on Monday week, that is to say the 12th July? In that case, you could announce this Monday that in response to requests from listeners you were going to deal with this subject next week. I think it is better to give them at any rate a week’s notice.

Yours sincerely

Eric Blair

Talks Assistant.

Dictated by Eric Blair &

despatched in his absence

by: [Initialled] MB




2165. To Desmond Hawkins

29 June 1943 Handwritten draft of postcard


Hawkins replied to Orwell’s letter of 25 June 1943 on the 28th saying he liked the idea of ‘Remember This?’ and would be glad ‘to have a shot at it.’ As an alternative title to the one Orwell thought ‘rotten’ he suggested ‘Return Ticket.’ At the foot of Hawkins’s letter Orwell wrote the following note for his secretary. At the top is typed ‘Replied 1/7/43.’



Miss Bedwell

Send Mr Hawkins a pc. asking him to make his date with us as early as possible after his return from Ireland, as we have only about 3 weeks in which to arrange this.

Eric Blair 29/6/43




2166. To Sir John Russell

30 June 1943 07/ES/EB/MB

Dear Sir John

Thank you very much for your letter of the 29th June.

We have arranged to record your 13½ minute talk on ‘Soil Erosion’ on Tuesday, 13th July, at 200 Oxford Street, W.1. From 10.0 to 10.30 a.m. We do hope that this appointment will suit you and we shall be glad if you can be here promptly at 10.0 a.m., so that we may have a run-through in the Studio before the actual Recording starts.

Yours sincerely,

[Initialled] E. A. B

Eric Blair

Talks Producer




2167. The Newsletter in Tamil, 11

1 July 1943


The English version was written by Eric Blair. No script has been traced.






2168. To E. M. Forster

1 July 1943 07/ES/EB

Dear Forster

I have seen Mr. Rushbrook Williams about Brailsford’s book.1 He says that it is not officially banned in India and that it will be all right to talk about it on the air but that to balance it one should have some book giving the opposite viewpoint. He suggests Professor Coupland’s book called, I think, INDIAN CONSTITUTIONAL PROBLEMS, and issued by the Nuffield Trust.2 I will endeavour to get it for you, as quickly as possible. I am afraid all this is rather short notice as you are due to record your talk on the 16th, but if I can procure the book within the next day or two that will give you, at any rate, ten days to consider it. I think it will be safe to go ahead now with, of course, the normal precautions.

Yours

[Initialled] E. A. B

George Orwell

(Talks Producer)

Indian Section




2169. To Alan Rook

1 July 1943 07/ES/EB/EB/WMB°

Dear Major Rook

Very many thanks for the script, which is just the kind of thing we wanted. It is just possible that it is a bit too long but if we find it to be so when we rehearse we can no doubt cut out a paragraph somewhere. It might perhaps be better to have Owen’s poem read in a different voice, and I will arrange for that. You are down to record at 10.45 am. It might be well if you got here at 10.15 which would give us time to rehearse. I suppose you know the place—200 Oxford Street, which used to be Peter Robinson’s Menswear Department. Ask for Mr Blair. Perhaps you will like to have lunch with me afterwards.

Yours sincerely

[Initialled] E. A. B

(George Orwell)

Talks Producer

Indian Section




2170. News Commentary in English for Malaya, 40

2 July 1943


This was written and read by George Orwell. No script has been traced.

It was the last News Commentary Orwell prepared and broadcast to Malaya, but there was, in effect, no break in the sequence of his work so far as he was concerned. From the next Friday, 9 July 1943, he wrote and read an English Newsletter for Indonesia, which was, like Malaya, occupied by the Japanese at this time. The Newsletter was broadcast at 1330 GMT on Fridays, the time previously allocated to the English-language Newsletter for Malaya. These broadcasts and the English versions of the Tamil Newsletters Orwell was also preparing continued until he left the BBC’s service on 24 November 1943. The last broadcasts in each series were given on his behalf one and two days after his departure.






2171. To E. M. Forster

2 July 1943 07/ES/EB

Dear Forster

I understand that the library have sent you off Volume 1 of Professor Coupland’s book, which, I imagine, is no use in itself. The one I intended them to send you was Volume III, which I understand is still being printed. But, they mistook my directions. If you can’t make a talk out of the books you now have, what about reverting to our original idea and having one on NEW WRITING. A similar anthology has just been published called NEW ROAD,1 containing mostly the work of the writers who have come on since the New Writing group. If you would like this I can send it to you, and I think you said you already had a copy of NEW WRITING. Please let me know as early as possible. I am sorry that there has been so much fuss.

Yours sincerely

[Initialled] E. A. B

(George Orwell)

Talks Producer

Indian Section




2172. To V. S. Pritchett

2 July 1943 07/ES/EB/WMB

Dear Pritchett

I have put your talk on H. G. Wells down for Sunday, the 22nd August. As it is a Sunday you will no doubt prefer to record beforehand. Would you please let us know a suitable date? I would like the script in not later than August 15th,—the usual length, i.e. 13½ minutes (15/1600 words.) I think we fixed that you should choose which book of his you liked to deal with, but would like something that was not too much tied down to the local English scene.

Yours

[Initialled] E.A.B

George Orwell

(Talks Producer)

Indian Section




2173. BBC Talks Booking Form, 2.7.43


J. D. S. Paul; Translating and Reading Tamil News Commentary; broadcast 1, 8, 15, 22, 29.7.43; fee £5.5s each talk plus railway fare. Signed: Eric Blair. Remarks: ‘Issue Mr Paul with a railway voucher to travel on the Thursday in each case, also Studio Pass to cover these dates. (Please refund him with railway fare, which he paid yesterday.)’ The form is marked URGENT.






2174. BBC Talks Booking Form, 2.7.43


Professor J. C. Drummond; ‘Calling All Students,’ Scientific Series: Malnutrition; broadcast 15.7.43; fee £10.10s. Signed: Z. A. Bokhari.






2175. On Orwell’s behalf to E. M. Forster

3 July 1943 07/ES/EB/WMB

Dear Mr. Forster

Your letter of the 2nd has just arrived. Mr. Orwell is away from the Office this morning, but I have obtained the pamphlet BRITAIN AND INDIA,1 which you mentioned, and am sending it on right away, though I don’t know whether it will be of any use without the copy of the larger volume (III) which we were unable to send. If you are unable to use it could you kindly return it some time?

Yours sincerely

[Initialled] WB

Secretary to George Orwell

Talks Producer

Indian Section




2176. To E. M. Forster

5 July 1943 07/ES/EB

Dear Forster

Thanks for your letter. We cannot send the third volume of Coupland’s book, as I understand it is not out yet. We are sending you the short pamphlet on the Cripp’s Mission1—a very painful subject, as you will appreciate.

As for stuff about Coupland, I really know little about him but on looking him up in WHOSE WHO,° find that he is a Fellow of ALL SOULS,2 Editor for some time of THE ROUND TABLE, and has held a number of official positions and seats on Royal Commissions in England and India. He sounds thoroughly dull all round, but perhaps you can make something of him. I am told that John S. Hoyland’s book on India3 just published is good, and am endeavouring to procure that for you, as well. I hope you will find time to deal with all this.

Yours

[Initialled] E.A.B

George Orwell

(Talks Producer)

Indian Section




2177. BBC Talks Booking Form, 5.7.43


Miss Cherry Cottrell;1 Great Poetry; producer Eric Blair; broadcast 14.7.43; fee £6.6s + repeat fees. Initialled S.F.A. for Programme Contracts Department.






2178. To P. Chatterjee

6 July 1943 07/ES/EB/WMB

Dear Mr. Chatterjee

I am very sorry to have to send this talk1 back and still more sorry to have kept it so long. I put it by me hoping we might be able to make use of it some time, but I find we cannot, so I am returning it. Please forgive me.

Yours sincerely

[Initialled] E.A.B

Eric Blair

(Talks Producer)

Indian Section




2179. Extract from Minutes of Eastern Service Meeting

7 July 1943

Pamphlets Mr. Blair reported production of pamphlets on talks series in the English period for India for publication in India progressing; two pamphlets already completed1 and two more in prospect. At the present rate, one pamphlet will probably be published every six or eight weeks.

[Optimum broadcast timings]

Mr. Hayes stated that the technical optimum period for India throughout the year was 1100–1330 GMT, with a later period of fair or good reception from 1430 onwards. The period 1330–1430 GMT was not very satisfactory during summer and was definitely poor in winter for the U.K.–India circuit: Mr. Hayes reported that the Engineering Division could not recommend placing important broadcasts to India within this period.2




2180. Newsletter in Tamil, 12

8 July 1943


The English version was written by Eric Blair. No script has been traced.






2181. English Newsletter for Indonesia, I

9 July 1943


This is the first in the series of Newsletters in English beamed to Japanese-occupied Indonesia. Most of these were written and read by Orwell under that name. On this occasion, he did not read the Newsletter. The record states: ‘Service for Indonesia: News Commentary written in English by George Orwell (SNF) [Staff No Fee] and read by John Morris (SNF).’ No script has been traced.






2182. To E. C. Bowyer

9 July 1943 Handwritten draft and typed versions 07/ES/EB/EB/WMB°

Dear Mr. Bowyer

Very many thanks for the copy of THE FUTURE OF BRITISH AIR TRANSPORT,1 which I shall read with great interest.

Yours sincerely

[Initialled] E.A.B

George Orwell

(Talks Producer)

Indian Section




2183. To Alex Comfort

Sunday 11 [?] July 1943 Typewritten

10a Mortimer Crescent London NW 6

Dear Comfort,

Very many thanks for sending me the copy of “New Road”. I am afraid I was rather rude to you in our “Tribune” set-to,1 but you yourself weren’t altogether polite to certain people. I was only making a political and perhaps moral reply, and as a piece of verse your contribution was immensely better, a thing most of the people who spoke to me about it hadn’t noticed. I think no one noticed that your stanzas had the same rhyme going right the way through. There is no respect for virtuosity nowadays. You ought to write something longer in that genre, something like the “Vision of Judgement”.2 I believe there could be a public for that kind of thing again nowadays.

As to “New Road”. I am much impressed by the quantity and the general level of the verse you have got together. I should think half the writers were not known to me before. Appropos of Aragon3 and others, I have thought over what you said about the reviving effect of defeat upon literature and also upon national life. I think you may well be right, but it seems to me that such a revival is only against something, ie. against foreign oppression, and can’t lead beyond a certain point unless that oppression is ultimately to be broken, which must be by military means. I suppose however one might accept defeat in a mystical belief that it will ultimately break down of its own accord. The really wicked thing seems to me to wish for a “negotiated” peace, which means back to 1939 or even 1914. I have written a long article on this for “Horizon” appropos° of Fielden’s book on India, but I am not certain Connolly will print it.4

I am going to try to get Forster to talk about “New Road”, together with the latest number of “New Writing”, in one of his monthly book talks to India. If he doesn’t do it this month he might next. There is no sales value there, but it extends your publicity a little and by talking about these things on the air in wartime one has the feeling that one is keeping a tiny lamp alight somewhere. You ought to try to get a few copies of the book to India. There is a small public for such things among people like Ahmed Ali5 and they are starved for books at present. We have broadcast quite a lot of contemporary verse to India, and they are now doing it to China with a commentary in Chinese. We also have some of our broadcasts printed as pamphlets in India and sold for a few annas, a thing that could be useful but is terribly hard to organise in the face of official inertia and obstruction. I saw you had a poem by Tambimuttu. If you are bringing out other numbers you ought to get some of the other Indians to write for you. There are several quite talented ones and they are very embittered because they think people snub them and won’t print their stuff. It is tremendously important from several points of view to try to promote decent cultural relations between Europe and Asia. Nine tenths of what one does in this direction is simply wasted labour, but now and again a pamphlet or a broadcast or something gets to the person it is intended for, and this does more good than fifty speeches by politicians. William Empson has worn himself out for two years trying to get them to broadcast intelligent stuff to China, and I think has succeeded to some small extent. It was thinking of people like him that made me rather angry about what you said of the BBC, though God knows I have the best means of judging what a mixture of whoreshop and lunatic asylum it is for the most part.

Yours sincerely

Geo. Orwell




2184. To Alan Rook

12 July 1943 07/ES/EB/JEL1

Dear Rook,

Following on our conversation of two days ago I will give you some information about those of our programmes which are likely to interest your friends in Cairo. We have two transmissions, the first at 1000–1030 GMT and the other at 1515–1530 GMT, i.e. they go out at 12 noon and 5.15 clock time.2 I am not certain how Cairo time compares, but I think it is 3½ hours ahead of GMT. The wavelengths are 16.86 and 19.46 for the 1000 transmission and 25.68 and 19.46 for the 15.15.°

The 1000–1030 transmission is all music except on Wednesdays and Fridays when half of it is talk, we try to get good music into this period. The 1515 period is mostly talks, the ones, I think, likely to interest your friends go out on Sundays. I will give you a full list of the forthcoming speakers up to early October:—

 25th July — Lord David Cecil

 1st August — John Lehmann

 8th August — Desmond Hawkins

 15th August — E. M. Forster

 22nd August — V. S. Pritchett

 29th August — Raymond Mortimer

 5th September — Sean O’Casey

 12th September — E. M. Forster

 19th September — Stephen Spender

 26th September — T. S. Eliot

 3rd October — E. M. Forster

 10th October — E. M. Forster

We shall no doubt be doing other literary programmes as well later. I should be much obliged if you could send an airgraph passing this information on to G. S. Fraser3 or anyone else in the Middle East who you think would be interested, or alternatively if you could let me know whom to write to giving the information. I cannot write out of the blue because I do not know these people and also do not know their addresses. I believe our stuff is picked up quite successfully in the Middle East and the times of day do not seem too hopeless. You might be kind enough to let me know whether you are taking any steps about this.

Yours sincerely,

[Initialled] E.A.B

(George Orwell)




2185. To Alex Comfort

13 July 1943 Typewritten

10a Mortimer Crescent London NW 6

Dear Comfort

Many thanks for your letter. I have given a copy of “New Road” to Forster, who will talk about it on the air on Sunday the 7th August, together with the current issue of “New Writing”. He does these literary talks for us once a month. We have a literary talk which I try to make a good one every Sunday, and though these things are aimed at India it recently occurred to me that we have a possible audience in the Middle East with all the troops that are there. I believe G. S. Fraser1 is in Cairo and he was at any rate till recently running a little magazine there. The other day when Alan Rook was broadcasting for us I asked him to write to any friends in the Middle East who might be interested in our stuff, and he undertook to do so. Do you know anyone serving in those parts who might care to listen to literary talks occasionally instead of the usual Forces programme? If you gave me the name etc. of anyone I could send him an airgraph with the wavelengths etc. At the moment we are only doing rather stodgy literary talks (intended to be printed afterwards) but a little while back we were b’casting fragments of plays which got a certain amount of response from the Indian students, and we shall do so again in the autumn. We also put out musical programmes which I am told are fairly good tho’ I know nothing about music. As the times of day are fairly favourable (Cairo time would only be about an hour ahead of British summer time) I know that our Hindustani b’casts get an audience among the Indian troops in Egypt, and I would like to work up a parallel audience among British intellectuals now with the Middle East Forces. But it is a question of establishing contact with a few people and letting them know that these b’casts exist in addition to the usual muck.

I have got a young Indian at work translating a story by the Urdu novelist Prem Chand.2 How good he really is I don’t know, but the only story of his that has been translated hitherto (“The Shroud”, which appeared in an Indian review in 1938) was very good, and if the others are up to sample he would be quite a discovery. If this story when done seems worth while I will send it along for you to look at in case you would like it for a later number of New Road. I have told the Indians about the existence of New Road and I hope Narayana Menon, who I think is about the most gifted of the younger ones, will send you something. As to publishing your poem and mine together, it might be a good idea but it isn’t fair as it stands because I had the last word. Perhaps some time somebody will write another in approximately the same vein but not adopting either viewpoint, and then one could print all three together.

I’ll let you know whether the Hindustani story comes to anything.

Yours sincerely

Geo. Orwell




2186. To C. D. Darlington

13 July 1943 07/ES/EB/WMB

Dear Darlington

We are sending you a copy of your script for your talk next week, so that you will be able to run over it before then. The actual time of your broadcast is at 12.15 to 12.30 (Double British Summer Time) on Thursday next, the 22nd July. Could you manage to be here (200 Oxford Street) at about 11.45 am. so that we may have a short rehearsal beforehand?

Yours sincerely

[Initialled] E.A.B

George Orwell

(Talks Producer)

Indian Section




2187. To Samuel Runganadhan

13 July 1943 07/ES/EB/WMB

Dear Sir Samuel,

This is just to remind you that we should be very much obliged if you could give us the addresses of the two Burmese students mentioned in your talk, Maung Hla Myint and Maung Tha Hla.1

Yours sincerely

[Initialled] E.A.B

(Talks Producer)

Indian Section




2188. Newsletter in Tamil, 13

15 July 1943


The English version was written by Eric Blair. No script has been traced.






2189. English Newsletter to Indonesia, 2

16 July 1943


This was written and read by George Orwell. No script has been traced.






2190. To James Stephens

16 July 1943 07/ES/EB/WMB

Dear Stephens

I wonder whether you would like to do a talk on BERNARD SHAW. I am not sure whether he is up your street, but if he is I would like to have the talk on him done by another Irishman. We have got a series coming on shortly dealing with modern prose writers to balance the one we have now got going dealing with MODERN POETS. These talks are of 13½ minutes, and unlike the one you did before don’t include an acted extract. The date of this talk would be early in September. If you would like to do it would you let me know and I will send you further particulars.

Yours sincerely

[Initialled] E.A.B

George Orwell

(Talks Producer)

Indian Section




2191. To C. E. M. Joad

16 July 1943 07/ES/EB/WMB

Dear Professor Joad

We have booked a recording session for Friday, July 30th, at 3.30 to 4 pm. in Mixer 2, 200 Oxford Street, for your third talk for the Indian Service on “Why the West has not taken kindly to Indian Philosophy.” We hope this time is quite convenient.

Yours sincerely

[Initialled] E.A.B

(George Orwell)

Talks Producer

Indian Section

P.S. We are returning your original manuscript, as requested.




2192. To Bryan Brooke

19 July 1943 07/ES/EB/WMB

Dear Mr. Brooke1

Mr. Anthony Weymouth has told me that you might be willing to help me with some programmes which we propose starting round about the middle of August. From time to time, we do series of talks for India on popular science, and I am contemplating having a series of six talks on recent developments in drugs. I have sketched out a very rough programme but I would like to get some expert advice both as to the arrangement and as to speakers. If you are interested in taking part in this series I would be much obliged if you could let me know and we could perhaps make an appointment and meet. I think I understood Mr. Weymouth to say that you are up in London on Wednesdays.

Yours sincerely

[Initialled] E.A.B

Eric Blair

(Talks Producer)

Indian Section




2193. To George Allen & Unwin

21 July 1943 Original postcard WMB/VL/EB/WMB


On 14 July, Allen & Unwin wrote to Orwell to tell him that blocks had been made for the illustrations for Talking to India, and they were returning six photographs. On 20 July, they wrote to check Tambimuttu’s initials and the correct spelling of Hsiao Ch’ien’s name. Orwell’s response was:



With reference to your letter Tambimuttu’s initials are J. M. The name Ch’ien should be so spelt with the apostrophe.

[Signed] Geo. Orwell

(George Orwell)


On 11 August, Allen & Unwin wrote to say a fault had been found in the block of ‘Sending Messages to India’ and Orwell was asked to return the photograph. Orwell evidently sent all six photographs, for on 27 August Allen & Unwin wrote that the fault had been corrected and they were returning six originals.






2194. Newsletter in Tamil, 14

22 July 1943


The English version was written by Eric Blair. No script has been traced.






2195. BBC Talks Booking Form, 22.7.43


Kingsley Martin: ‘Topic of the Month’; recording date not yet fixed; broadcast 3.8.43; ‘estimated fee: £10.10.0d.’1 Signed: Z. A. Bokhari.






2196. English Newsletter to Indonesia, 3

23 July 1943


This was written and read by George Orwell. No script has been traced.






2197. To Bryan Brooke

23 July 1943 07/ES/EB/WMB

Dear Mr. Brooke

This is to confirm what we agreed upon in our conversation two days ago. This series of talks will begin on Thursday, the 26th August, and continue for six Thursdays at 12.15 pm. The subjects will be:—


The Sulphonomide° Group

Penicillin

Plasma

Anaesthetics

Insulin

Synthetic Vitamins



You will do the third talk yourself and will help by picking speakers and will receive a fee as adviser in addition to the fee for your talk. These talks will be afterwards printed in India in pamphlet form and I shall explain this to the speakers and get their permission. I would like it if we can get this swinging fairly soon because the sooner I have all the scripts in the sooner I can send them to India to be printed.1 I will do all the necessary letter writing if you will just let me have the speakers° names and addresses.

Yours sincerely

[Initialled] E.A.B

Eric Blair

(Talks Producer)

Indian Section




2198. To R.R. Desai

23 July 1943 07/ES/EB/WMB

Dear Desai

I send herewith some cuttings passed on to me by Mr. Tonkin.1 These appear to deal chiefly with the Pacific Front, which, I believe, was what you wanted material about. There is also a wad of news bulletins of July 22nd, which Tonkin passed on to me. I don’t know whether he means to send you the bulletins daily, I presume not, but I suppose that there is something in this particular lot that he wanted you to see.

Will you please return this documentation when you come on Monday.

Yours sincerely

[Initialled] E.A.B

Eric Blair

(Talks Producer)

Indian Section


There had been some confusion about sending cuttings to Desai. An undated and unsigned memorandum was sent to Ronald Boswell, the Talks Booking Manager, which led to Boswell’s contacting Orwell the day before the letter. The memorandum states:

Mr. Boswell.

re Mr. Desai

Mr. Blair’s office would like you to hold the letter you are sending to him. Also that as he is to receive copies of our News Bulletins, it will not be necessary to pay him the expenses for his time spent in London, as he will not have to come to London for collecting material for his scripts.

Boswell annotated this:

Rang Blair 22/7 afternoon. He says he knows nothing of above message. He told me that in spite of new arrangement sending Desai News Bulletins it wd. still be necessary in the interests of the programme for him to come to London on Sundays to look at papers & to be in time for censorship etc.

RB

Boswell wrote to Desai on 23 July to say that the proposed new arrangements had been reviewed and it was agreed to continue the former system, paying him an expense allowance of £1 when he stayed in London overnight.






2199. To James Stephens

23 July 1943 07/ES/EB/WMB1

Dear Stephens

Following on our hurried conversation in the entrance hall, I will explain just what kind of talk we want you to do on Bernard Shaw. We have a series coming on called MODERN MEN OF LETTERS, dealing with modern English prose writers. In this case we are not having any extract from the writer’s work as in the series you took part in before, but we just want a talk with such illustrations as you think necessary. The way we want to do it is to make each talk give some idea of the writer’s work as a whole but to revolve ostensibly round one book or play in particular. You can choose whichever of Shaw’s plays you like to talk about but I’d rather you did not choose ARMS AND THE MAN because we had that on the air fairly recently. The date of your talk would be Sunday, the 5th September, which means that I want the script in before the end of August. As it is a Sunday you can record it beforehand and we will fix up later a date convenient to you. These talks go out at 5.15 pm. They are of 13½ minutes, which means 15/1600 words.

Yours sincerely

[Initialled] E.A.B

George Orwell

(Talks Producer)

Indian Section




2200. To Indian Programme Organiser

26 July 1943 Copy to E. Lawson-Reece (ESO) EB/JEL

“SCIENCE AND THE PEOPLE”—Series No 2

In connection with our “Science and the People” No. 2 series which begins in week 34 we are employing Dr. Bryan Brooke in the capacity of Adviser as well as to deliver one of the talks. His job is to help me by arranging the scheme of subjects, furnishing names of suitable speakers and where possible contacting them before hand.° I think he should have a fee for this in addition to the fee for his talk and I would be obliged if you could let me know what to do about a contract for him.

[Signed] E. A. Blair

(Eric Blair)


Bokhari replied to Orwell on 27 July:

Thank you for your memo of 26th July in connection with the employment of Dr. Bryan Brooke. I am getting in touch with the Contracts Department, and am asking them to help you. I have a feeling that you have committed yourself to Dr. Brooke for the task: if so, I wish you had done it after you had consulted me.

The carbon copy bears the handwritten annotation: I.P.O. May we speak about this, please? C. Lawson-Reece.’ On 29 July, Bokhari wrote to the Talks Booking Manager, marking his note ‘Private & Confidential’:

Mr. Blair wishes to get Mr. Bryan Brooke of 34 Church Crescent, N.201 to advise him in planning a series of six talks on Science, and finding suitable speakers. One of these talks will be given by Mr. Brooke himself. It is suggested that Mr. Brooke should be paid £5/5/– for this advisory work, and the usual fee of £10/10/– for his talk. His advisory work begins from Week 34 and continues for 6 weeks.

I think the fee of £5/5/–is too small, but Blair (bless him!) thinks it will be all right.






2201. Georges Kopp1 to Orwell and His Wife

26 July 1943


Orwell’s former commander in Spain, Georges Kopp, wrote to him and Eileen from Occupied France. He was working, he said, as ‘a sort of Consulting Engineer’ with the French Ministry of Industrial Production: ‘it is not a full time job and does not prevent me from performing my other duties; far from it.’

These duties included espionage for British Naval Intelligence. Very shortly after writing, he was betrayed to the Gestapo, but the British managed to fly him out of France to England in September 1943. He wrote the day after Mussolini was overthrown, which followed the taking of Sicily by Allied forces. There were hopes of a rapid end to the war, especially in Italy, though this was not to be, for Mussolini was captured by partisans and shot only on 28 April 1945. Kopp writes about prospects for the ending of the war in cautious terms:



We have just learned to day° the fall of Mussolini; I suppose that Italy will collapse soon and I expect it might have an influence upon the duration of the war, although I remain rather pessimistic as for the length of German resistance; people reckon it in months or even weeks, but I persist to think the bastards will fight desperately for another couple of years; this is a political sort of war and everybody in Germany who is holding any sort of post, from dictator down to postman, knows he will loose° it when Germany capitulates and the régime changes; it is something akin to what happened in republican Spain; they will all refrain as long as they can from avowing they are beaten.




2202. BBC Talks Booking Form, 27.7.43


J. D. S. Paul: translating script and reading Tamil News Commentary; broadcast 5, 12, 19, and 26.8.43; fee £5.5s each talk + railway vouchers for travel from Cambridge and studio pass for each date. Signed: A. C. Smith.1






2203. BBC Talks Booking Form, 28.7.43


V. S. Pritchett: ‘Modern Men of Letters,’ 1—H. G. Wells; recorded 18.8.43; broadcast 22.8.43; fee £10.10s + 11s fare. Signed: Z. A. Bokhari.1






2204. BBC Talks Booking Form, 28.7.43


Oliver Bell: Film Talk; 13½ minutes; broadcast 25.8.43; fee £10.10s. Signed: Z. A. Bokhari.






2205. Newsletter in Tamil, 15

29 July 1943


The English version was by Eric Blair. No script has been traced.






2206. To C. M. Fletcher

29 July 1943 07/ES/EB

Dear Dr. Fletcher, 1

Mr. Bryan Brooke suggested to me that you might be willing to do a talk for the Indian Section of the BBC. We do, from time to time, series of popular scientific talks and we wish shortly to do a series on recent discoveries in drugs and recent advances in medical practice generally. We would like you, if you would, to do us a talk on penicillin. This follows on a talk on the sulphonomide° group by Professor L. P. Garrod. These talks are aimed at the English speaking Indian students. In drafting the talk you can assume that you are speaking to an educated audience, but not to people with much scientific knowledge. These talks are of 13½ minutes, which means 15 or 16 hundred words. We usually have them printed afterwards in India in pamphlet form. I suppose you would not object to that? In addition to the fee for the talk you would in theory get a royalty on the pamphlet, but you can imagine that this is not likely to amount to much. The date of your talk would be Thursday, 2nd September at 11.15 a.m., and I would like to have the script by the 15th August. Could you be kind enough to let me know fairly soon whether you would care to undertake this.

Yours truly,

[Initialled] E.A.B

(Eric Blair)




2207. To L. P. Garrod

29 July 1943 07/ES

Dear Professor Garrod,1

Mr. Bryan Brooke suggested to me that you might be willing to do a talk for the Indian Section of the BBC. We do, from time to time, series of popular scientific talks and we wish shortly to do a series on recent discoveries in drugs and recent advances in medical practice generally. We would like you, if you would, to do us a talk on the sulphonomide° group. These talks are aimed at the English speaking Indian students. In drafting the talk you can assume that you are talking to an educated audience, but not to people with much scientific knowledge. These talks are of 13½ minutes which means 15 or 16 hundred words. We usually have them printed afterwards in India in pamphlet form. I suppose you would not object to that? In addition to the fee for the talk you would in theory get a royalty on the pamphlet but you can imagine that this is not likely to amount to much. The date of your talk would be Thursday, 26th August at 11.15 a.m., and I would like to have the script by the 15th August. Could you be kind enough to let me know fairly soon whether you care to undertake this.

Yours truly,

[Initialled] E.A.B

(Eric Blair)




2208. Review of New Writing and Daylight [Summer 1943], edited by John Lehmann1

The Spectator, 30 July 1943

At a time when verse is flourishing, at any rate so far as quantity is concerned, while imaginative prose languishes, it is no surprise to find that in the latest number of New Writing the critical essays are better than the stories. But there is one notable exception, and that is Henry Green’s brilliant short story, The Lull. Describing life in a fire-station which has not seen a blitz for eighteen months, this story accurately pins down one of the minor horrors of war, and does it almost entirely in dialogue with barely a word of comment.

As for the critical essays, Josef Kodicek’s remarks on the Czech theatre will be of value to anyone interested in production, and Derek Hill’s description of a theatre in Peking is a delicate and amusing sketch. Demetrios Capetanakis and Henry Reed between them sum up the achievements and failures of the Auden-Spender school and of the new literary movements which have appeared since the war. Although it generalises too freely about the latest generation of writers, who are very numerous and by no means all alike, Henry Reed’s essay contains some valuable remarks on the dangers of group literature. But the best contribution of all is Raymond Mortimer’s essay, French Writers and the War. This is a painstaking attempt at something which was badly needed and which had hitherto only been fragmentarily done in various American magazines—an exact account of how the better-known French writers are behaving under Vichy and the Germans. After sifting the rather scanty evidence that has accumulated in the last three years, Mr. Mortimer finds that French writers have behaved better than might have been expected and, more significant, that on the whole the best writers have behaved best. Everyone who cares for the freedom of the intellect should read this essay with attention. If the Nazis had got to Britain we, too, should have had our “collaborators,” and the whole subject of the relationship between Fascism and the intelligentsia needs all the investigation it can get. Mr. Mortimer strikes no moral attitudes and says that he looks forward to the execution of Montherlant and Drieu la Rochelle with regret2. He also performs a public service by printing a poem of Aragon which had not previously been published in England.

Aragon also appears in two translations by Louis MacNeice, the first of them a very good one. There is also a translation of a long poem by the Czech writer Nezval, interesting in its subject-matter but very difficult to read. Roy Fuller contributes four sincere but rather laboured poems, and Robert Graves some partially successful facetiae.




2209. English Newsletter to Indonesia, 4

30 July 1943


This was written and read by George Orwell. No script has been traced.






2210. To Ronald Boswell, Talks Booking Manager

30 July 1943 Handwritten

Attached is the contract referred to in our telephone conversation. It was definitely agreed that Mr Martin was to receive £15. 15. 0 for each of his monthly talks, & I understand he received that sum for his first talk on July 6th. I assume therefore that the attached contract was made out in error.1

Eric Blair 30/7/43




2211. ‘Those Seaside Postcards’

Strand Magazine, August 1943


This is a shortened and bowdlerised version of Orwell’s ‘The Art of Donald McGill,’ Horizon, September 1941. Details of cuts and changes follow the original article; see 850. Orwell was paid £8.8s for allowing publication. From the nature of the alterations, it is unlikely that he was responsible for them.






2212. To B. H. Alexander, Programme Copyright

2 August 1943 Original

Recording of Poem by Dylan Thomas

Will you please arrange for payment to be made to Mr. Dylan Thomas (Strand Film Co., 1 Golden Square, W. 1)1 for his recording of a poem written by himself entitled “A Saint about to Fall” (the first line). The duration of the recording was 3′ 38″ and it took place on Saturday, July 31st, in St. 2, Oxford Street, in the period 12.15 to 12.45 pm. (DBST).

This poem will be transmitted on Sunday, August 8, at 1515–1530 GMT, in the Eastern Service (Purple Network) in our series CALLING ALL STUDENTS (Literary Series No. 6) a talk on THE APOCALYPTIC POETS by Desmond Hawkins.

[Unsigned]




2213. To Alex Comfort

3 August 1943 Original 07/ES/EB/JEL

Dear Comfort,

I will be dispatching the translations of the two stories by Prem Chand1 in a few days time. Now that they are translated I am rather disappointed with them, at any rate they are not so good as the one which was in that Indian review I told you about, but you might care to have a look at them.

Forster is doing his broadcast on Sunday, 15th August at 4.15 p.m. standard time. You might be able, if you are some distance from London, to pick him up on the 19.46 wavelength, but it is not usually easy to pick up these broadcasts at all in England. He is going to talk about New Road, the latest New Writing and Maurice Bowra’s book on symbolism.2

Yours truly,

[Signed] Geo. Orwell

(George Orwell)




2214. To L. P. Garrod

3 August 1943 07/ES/EB/JEL

Dear Professor Garrod,

Many thanks for your letter of the 30th July. I am glad that you are able to do the talk. The six subjects arranged for this series are:


sulphonomide° group

penicillin

plasma

anaesthetics

insulin

synthetic vitamins.



As you suggest it might be better to have a general introductory talk on chemotherapy, but that would bring the number of talks up to seven which is just too long for the purpose of the pamphlet, or it would mean cutting out one of the other subjects. From the fact that the talk following yours will be on penicillin you can perhaps infer how far you ought to go.

These talks are not meant to be propaganda of a very direct kind. We are addressing in the Indian students a difficult and hostile audience and one can probably best approach them by keeping up what one might call an atmosphere of intellectual decency. For that reason we do a great many programmes on literary and scientific subjects not having any direct connection with war, but of course wherever we can give Britain or the other United Nations a bit of a boost, without being too obvious about it, naturally we do so.

I do not fancy that your lack of experience of broadcasting will present any difficulty, but it might be as well, on the actual day of the broadcast, to come at least half an hour before the time so as to put in a little rehearsal.

Yours truly,

[Initialled] E.A.B

(Eric Blair)




2215. To Diana Wong

3 August 1943 07/ES/EB/JEL

Dear Miss Wong,

Many thanks for your letter of July, 26th. I am afraid I cannot arrange a talk at present because I have no space in my schedule for some time to come. But I think it is just possible that the North American service would like you to do a talk for them, so I have passed your letter over to them.1

Yours sincerely,

[Initialled] E.A.B

(Eric Blair)




2216. BBC Talks Booking Form, 3.8.43


Professor L. P. Garrod: ‘Calling All Students,’ 2nd Scientific Series: No. 1, Sulphonomide° group; broadcast 26.8.43; fee £10.10s. Signed: Z. A. Bokhari.






2217. To C. M. Fletcher

4 August 1943 07/ES/EB/JEL

Dear Dr. Fletcher,

Many thanks for your letter of August 3rd and for the specimen article, which I am returning herewith.

I think Professor Garrod will probably have made a few brief introductory remarks on chemotherapy in his talk about the sulphonomide° group. At any rate I should plan your talk as though he had done so. If necessary we can always make a few last-minute modifications.

I think the article you sent is at about the right level for our audience, except that we ought not to assume that they have [a] working knowledge of the various groups of bacteria.

I look forward to seeing your script.

Yours truly,

[Initialled] E.A.B

(Eric Blair)




2218. To V. S. Pritchett

4 August 1943 07/ES/EB/JEL

Dear Pritchett,

I have arranged for you to record your talk on H. G. Wells on Wednesday, 18th August from 2.0–2.30 p.m. at 200 Oxford Street. I hope this will be convenient for you.

Yours

[Initialled] E.A.B

(George Orwell)




2219. Replacement of P. Chatterjee for Bengali Newsletter

4 August 1943


Orwell prepared the English version of the Bengali Newsletter from 18 July 1942 until 27 February 1943. The composition of the Newsletter was then taken over by Dr. P. Chatterjee. On 2 August 1943, Chatterjee wrote to Bokhari to say he had been commissioned into the Indian Army and suggested that Dr. H. C. Mukerji (who lived at the same address as Chatterjee) take over. On 4 August, Miss Joyce M. Rainbow of the Programme Contracts Department formally reported Chatterjee’s imminent departure to the Overseas Service Division. On 12 August Bokhari invited Mukerji to come to see him.






2220. BBC Talks Booking Form, 4.8.43


Bryan Brooke: ‘Calling All Students,’ 2nd Scientific Series, No. 3, ‘Plasma’; approx. 13½ minutes; broadcast 9.9.43; fee £10.10s. Signed: Z. A. Bokhari. Remarks: ‘Mr. Brooke is acting as advisor for the other five talks in this series.’






2221. Newsletter in Tamil, 16

5 August 1943


The English version was written by Eric Blair. No script has been traced.






2222. Mary Blackburn to Desmond Hawkins

5 August 1943


Following the first ‘Backward Glance’ programme, Mary Blackburn, who had been Bokhari’s secretary since 1940, wrote this letter as ‘Assistant (Programmes).’ Her name does not appear in the Staff List for 21.8.43; the Assistant (Programmes) is shown as I. B. Sarin. Miss A. L. Bateman is listed as Bokhari’s secretary.



Dear Mr. Hawkins

Thank you for your P.C. Here is A Book—“The Royal Observatory Greenwich—its History & Work”.1 I do hope this will be of some use to you.

“Backward Glance” No. 1 went off well and was really slick and entertaining. The only sad thing was that while Mr. Blair’s secretary was actually typing the script for Mr. Cleverdon to produce, she murmured vaguely that she thought that the Recording of L. A. G. Strong’s talk had been destroyed! And it had! The script was altered (only slightly) accordingly, and we didn’t actually refer to L. A. G. Strong’s voice, as though he were himself speaking again. This won’t happen again. We have already carefully checked that all the talks which have been sent to you, marked “As Recorded” are actually recorded and the discs really available.




2222A. To Dwight Macdonald, 6.8.43: see Introduction




2223. BBC Talks Booking Form, undated


Dr. Edith Summerskill, M.P.: ‘The Debate Continues’; recorded 5.8.43; broadcast 7.8.43; fee £5.5s. Signed: Z. A. Bokhari.






2224. English Newsletter to Indonesia, 5

6 August 1943


This was written and read by George Orwell. No script has been traced.1






2225. To Oliver Bell

6 August 1943 07/ES/EB/JEL

Dear Mr. Bell,

Many thanks for your letter of August 4th. I think it would be possible for you to do your talk from Glasgow or Edinburgh, but it isn’t easy. The trouble is about the announcements which have to be done this end. If possible it would be better if you could arrange to record it before hand.° I don’t know when you are leaving for Scotland, but if you record it as much as a week before hand I don’t suppose your stuff would be very much out of date by the day of transmission. Could you let me know what you think about this?1

Yours sincerely,

[Initialled] E.A.B

(Eric Blair)




2226. BBC Talks Booking Form, 6.8.43


Dr. C. M. Fletcher: 2nd Scientific Series, Penicillin, talk No. 2; broadcast 2.9.43; fee £10.10s. Signed: Z. A. Bokhari.






2227. BBC Talks Booking Form, 6.8.43


Kingsley Martin: ‘Topic of the Month’; recording to be arranged; broadcast 31.8.43[handwritten alteration of 3 August]; fee£15.15s. Signed: Z. A. Bokhari.






2228. To Alex Comfort

10 August 1943 Original 07/ES/EB

Dear Comfort,

Thanks for your letter of the 9th August: I am glad you succeeded in picking up Hawkins’s broadcast. Forster’s will be at the same time etc. The BBC retain copyright of broadcast material for 28 days, after which it reverts to the author, so you have only to fix it up with Hawkins about reprinting. I can let you have a copy if Hawkins hasn’t got one.

Our audience in India, i.e. for English language stuff, is very small, a question of thousands at most, but we do find that literary stuff is more listened to than anything else, except of course the news and some of the music. I try to aim exclusively at the students, but I fancy there is a possible subsidary audience among the British troops which is why I am circularising people likely to be interested. In my experience it is no use trying to push this kind of broadcast on to the Home Service—they will never look at any of our stuff.

I have sent the two Prem Chand stories, but am also procuring the one which was previously printed (in India only) and will send that.

Yours sincerely,

[Signed] Geo. Orwell

George Orwell




2229. BBC Talks Booking Form, 10.8.43


James Stephens: ‘Modern Men of Letters,’ 3, Bernard Shaw; recording ‘not yet fixed’; broadcast 5.9.43; fee £10.10s; ‘Amended £12.12s + 19s 0d fare.’1 Signed: Z. A. Bokhari.






2230. ‘Crainquebille’ by Anatole France, adapted by George Orwell

BBC Eastern Service, 11 August 1943


Orwell’s adaptation of Anatole France’s short story ‘Crainquebille’ is the first of his attempts at a sub-genre that particularly interested him—the ‘featurised story’ (see 2247). Its influence on his adaptation of Animal Farm is discussed in CW, VIII, Appendix III, 115–22. It is reproduced here from what looks like a professionally-prepared typescript, although the typewriter is not dissimilar to that used by Mrs. Miranda Wood for typing one of the drafts of Nineteen Eighty-Four; see the Facsimile, 183. It is unlike the BBC machines used by Orwell’s secretaries, and its short comma and small-dot ‘i’ are different from those of the machine Orwell used to type personal letters in July and August 1943, which he took to Jura. It is possible that it was the second typewriter owned by the Orwells, left in London for Mrs. Wood to use when Orwell sublet the flat to her whilst he was in Scotland; see Appendix 12, 3735. The typing is too good to be Orwell’s, but it just might be Eileen’s. All but one single-letter amendment to the typescript is in a hand other than Orwell’s, which also added the names of the actors, sound effects, and directions. The script is marked ‘Not checked with broadcast.’ Two replacement passages given here are from carbon copies, far more blurred than the clear-cut typeface of the main text, reproduced from a wax stencil, but the machines could be the same. The amendments probably stem from the producer, Douglas Cleverdon, and almost certainly had Orwell’s approval.

Cleverdon (1903–1987) was a bookseller, 1925–39, then joined the BBC. With Howard Thomas he initiated the very successful programme ‘The Brains Trust’; after the war he was a particularly fine producer for the Third Programme, notably the 1953 dramatisation of Under Milk Wood, by Dylan Thomas, narrated by Richard Burton.

In the text of the broadcast below, except in the cast list, italic is used to represent manuscript additions and emendations. The notes record alterations and cuts except for insignificant slips. The few words underlined in the typescript are similarly printed here, not italicised.



1[image: Figure]

Fade up market noises


Crainquebille: Cabbages, Turnips, Carrots … (Fade out)

Narrator: Jerome Crainquebille, 60 years of age, was a vegetable-seller in the Rue Montmartre in Paris. Every day of his life he went up and down the street, pushing his barrow in front of him and crying:

Crainquebille: “Cabbages! Turnips! Carrots!”

Narrator: When he had leeks he cried: “Asparagus!”, because leeks are the asparagus of the poor. Now it happened that one day, just about noon, he was going down the Rue Montmartre when Madame Bayard, the shoe maker’s wife, came out of her shop. She went up to Crainquebille’s barrow, and picked2 up a bundle of leeks with a disdainful air3:

Mde. Bayard: These leeks aren’t much good, are they? How much are they a bundle?

Crain: 15 sous, Ma’am. Best leeks on the market!

Mde. Bayard: What! 15 sous for three miserable leeks?

Narrator: And she flung the bundle of leeks back on to the barrow with a gesture of disgust. It was just at this moment that a policeman,4 Constable No. 64, arrived on the scene and said to Crainquebille:

C. 64: Move on, there. Keep moving.

Narrator: Now, Crainquebille had been moving on from morning till night for the last 50 years. To be told to move on didn’t seem in the least unnatural to him. He was quite ready to obey, but he did stop and urge Madame Bayard to take whatever vegetables she wanted. Madame Bayard said sharply that she must have time to choose, and with great care she felt all the bundles of leeks over again. Finally she5 picked out the one she thought best, and6 held it clasped against her bosom, rather as the saints in sacred pictures hold the palm of victory.

Mde. B: I’ll give you 14 sous. That’s plenty. But I’ll have to fetch the money out of the shop, because I haven’t got anything on me.

Narrator: Still clasping the leeks, she went back into the cobbler’s shop. At this moment Constable 64 spoke7 to Crainquebille for the second time:

C. 64: Move on, there. Didn’t you hear me tell you to keep moving?

Crain: But I’m waiting for my money!

C. 64: Never mind about waiting for your money. I’m not telling you to wait for your money. I’m telling you to move on.

Narrator: Meanwhile in the cobbler’s shop Madame Bayard had thrown the leeks onto the counter and was busy fitting a pair of slippers onto a child whose mother was in a hurry. Crainquebille had a profound respect for authority. He had acquired it during the 50 years in which he had been pushing his barrow through the streets. But at this moment he was in a peculiar position, and his mind was not adapted to complex problems. Pehaps he attached too great an importance to the 14 sous that Madame Bayard owed him, and too little to his duty of moving on when a policeman told him to. At any rate, instead of moving on as he had been told to do, he simply stood still. Constable 64 quietly and calmly spoke to him again.8

Constable 64: For the third time, move on will you?

[Narrator:]9 Crainquebille merely shrugged his shoulders and looked sadly at the police constable. Now it happened that at this moment the block of traffic in the Rue Montmartre was just at its worst. (Crowd noises up) Carriages, drays, carts, buses and trucks were jammed one against another in such a tangle that it looked as though they would never be sorted out again. There was an uproar of shouting and swearing. (Crowd noises) Cabmen and butcher bo[th] exchanged insults at long range and the bus conductors, who considered Crainquebille to be the cause of the traffic jam, called him10 “silly turnip”. The crowd on the pavement were pressing round to listen to the dispute. Constable 64, finding himself the centre of attention, felt that it was time to display his authority. With a solemn air he took a stump of pencil and a greasy notebook out of his pocket. Crainquebille wasn’t moving; all he could think of were those 14 sous. Besides, he couldn’t move. The wheel of his barrow had got jammed with that of a milkman’s cart. At the sight of the notebook he tore his hair under his cap and cried:

Crain: But didn’t I tell you that I’m waiting for my money? How can I go away without getting my money? It’s a bloody shame!

Narrator: Those words expressed despair rather than rebellion; but Constable 64 felt that he had been insulted. Now, according to Constable 64’s ideas, every insult inevitably took the form of a shout of “Down with the police!” In his experience all rioters, demonstrators, anarchists, in general, all enemies of society invariably shouted “Down with the police!” “Down with the police!” was the regular, traditional, classical insult. Consequently it was in this time-honoured form that he heard what Crainquebille said.

C. 64: Ah! that’s enough! “Down with the police!”, you said. Very well, then. Come along with me.

Narrator: Crainquebille was stupified:

Crain: What! me? I said, “Down with the police?” Why should I say that?

C. 64: That’ll do! D’you think I didn’t hear you? Come along with me.

Narrator: It was no use. Constable 64 had it firmly in his head that “Down with the police” was what Crainquebille had said. He began to lead him away. Even as he was doing so Madame Bayard, the shoe-maker’s wife, came out of the shop with the 14 sous in her hand.

Mme Bayard: Mon Dieu! …

Narrator: But Constable 64 already had Crainquebille by the collar. Madame Bayard promptly decided that one does not need to pay money to a man who is being taken to the police station and put her 14 sous back in her11 apron pocket. Crainquebille was taken before the Commissioner of the Police, and spent the night in the lock-up.12

Crainquebille: It’s a queer place, this. I’ve never been in jug before. I wonder what they did with my barrow? Doesn’t seem much sense to shut a man up in a stone cell all by himself. And doesn’t the time go slowly! Of course they have to do it. There’s some people that have to be locked up, otherwise nobody’d13 be safe. But it’s not what I’d call home-like. It’s all so clean! They must swab these walls down every morning. And fancy chaining that stool to the wall! It isn’t as if you could take it away with you. And it’s so quiet! Makes every minute seem like an hour. I wonder what they did with my barrow?

[Narrator:] On the third day he received a visit from his lawyer, Maitre Lemerle, one of the youngest members of the Paris bar. Crainquebille endeavoured to tell his story. But this wasn’t easy. Crainquebille was no conversationalist, and the lawyer didn’t give him much help, but merely twiddled his fair moustaches in a bored manner while he listened.

Crain: You see, Monsieur, it was like this—I didn’t insult him, you understand that? He just took it into his head that I’d said it. Besides he was in a bad temper because of the way the bus drivers were carrying on. But I couldn’t go away without my 14 sous, could I? You couldn’t expect a man to go away without his money?

Lemerle: You say definitely that you did not insult this man? Are you perfectly certain that you did not say, “Down with the police?”

Crain: Of course I didn’t, Monsieur. That is to say I did say it, but—

Lemerle: You did say it?

Crain: In a manner of speaking I said it, Monsieur. But not the way he meant. And what about my 14 sous? Madame Bayard had taken the bunch of leeks. Besides, how could I move on when my barrow was jammed against the milk cart?

Lemerle: This is a complicated business, Crainquebille. I don’t find anything about a milk-cart in my brief; nor about a bunch of leeks.

Crain: You see Monsieur, it’s all a little difficult to explain.

Lemerle: Crainquebille, let me give you a piece of advice. It would be in your own interest to plead guilty.

Craine: Guilty.

Lemerle: If you persist in denying it, it will create a bad impression. If I were you I should confess.

Crain: Very well, Monsieur. But just tell me. What is it14 that I have to confess?

Narrator: Next morning Crainquebille was taken before the magistrates. Monsieur Bourriche, the president of the court, devoted six whole minutes to examining him. The examination would have been more useful if Crainquebille had answered the questions that were asked of him. But he was not used to discussions, and he was too much overawed by the ceremonious atmosphere of the court to be able to speak freely. So he was silent. The president solved the problem by answering his own questions himself. He concluded solemnly:

President: And, so, prisoner at the bar, you admit to having said, “Down with the police.”

Crain: Monsieur, I did say, “Down with the police”, but only after he said it, if you understand me. He said, “Down with the police”, and so then I said, “Down with the police”, don’t you see?

President: Are you seriously trying to maintain that this policeman shouted, “Down with the police” himself?

Narrator: Crainquebille gave up trying to explain. It was too difficult. The President took this as a sign15 of guilt.

President: So you do not persist in your statement. Quite right. That is the wisest course you can take.

Narrator: The president then had witnesses called. Constable 64, by name Bastien Mátra, was called and gave evidence in the following terms:

C. 64: I promise that what I say shall be the truth, the whole truth and nothing but the truth. On the 20th of October at noon, I was on my beat when I noticed in the Rue Montmartre a person who appeared to be a coster- monger unduly blocking the traffic with his barrow opposite No. 328. On three occasions I gave him the order to move on, but he refused to comply. I then gave him warnings that I was about to charge him. He retorted by shouting, “Down with the police!” I saw that this was intended as an insult, and took him in custody.

Narrator: Constable 64’s evidence was delivered in a firm and moderate tone. It made an excellent impression on the magistrates. After the calling of other witnesses Maitre Lemerle, Crainquebille’s lawyer, made a speech in which he endeavoured to show on the one hand that Crainquebille had not shouted “Down with the police”, and on the other that he had shouted it, but had not meant it seriously.

Lemerle: Your worship, my client is accused of having shouted “Down with the police”. Now we all know that this expression is frequently shouted in the streets by a certain class of people. So the question resolves itself into this: in what spirit did Crainquebille say it? And on the other hand did he say it at all? Permit me to doubt it, gentlemen.



Gentlemen, I will say no word against the police force. A finer body of men does not exist. I would be far from suspecting Constable 64 of any evil intention. But we know that a police officer’s profession is an arduous one. He is often tired, harassed, overworked. Is it not possible, gentlemen, that in such circumstances Constable 64 may have suffered from some kind of aural hallucination and merely imagined that my client uttered the words attributed to him? And on the other hand, let us suppose that Crainquebille did shout “Down with the police”. It still remains to be proved whether, on his lips, such words can be regarded as contempt. Crainquebille is the natural child of a coster-monger, ruined by years of drinking and other evil courses. Crainquebille was born alcoholic. You have only to look at him to see how completely he has been brutalised by 60 years of poverty. Gentlemen, you must conclude that he is not responsible for his actions.


Narrator: Maitre Lemerle sat down. His speech had accomplished nothing. Monsieur Bourriche, the president of the court, immediately pronounced a sentence condemning Crainquebille to pay 50 francs fine and to go to prison for a fortnight. The evidence of Constable 64 had been too strong. Crainquebille was led away to prison.



When he had gone back to his cell Crainquebille sat down with a feeling of wonder and admiration on the stool which was chained to the wall.16


Crainquebille: There’s something gone wrong somewhere. Or is it me that’s wrong? I didn’t shout “Down with the police”, that’s certain. Or did I? The funny thing is, you couldn’t imagine those gentlemen on the bench making a mistake. They were all of them clever men, they understood all about the law and all that, you could see that with half an eye. And they were very fair, I must say that. They didn’t try to stop you speaking up for yourself. How could they make a mistake? Maybe I did shout “Down with the police”? Could you shout out a thing like that without knowing you’d done it? Or maybe I just forgot about it afterwards. I don’t believe that [a] magistrate would make a mistake. A regular learned man he looked, with his spectacles and his black gown. He had a way of holding his head down and looking at you over his spectacles—it kind of made you feel that he was looking right through you and knew all about you. And yet I didn’t shout

“Down with the police”, I could swear to that. It’s all a puzzle.

[Narrator:] On the next day his lawyer came to visit him:

Lemerle: Well, Crainquebille, things didn’t turn out so badly after all, did they? Don’t be discouraged, a fortnight is soon over. We haven’t much to complain of.

Crain: I must say, Monsieur, that the gentlemen were very kind, very polite. Nobody called me any names. It was quite different from what I expected. Did you see the white gloves the officers were wearing?

Lemerle: All things considered, Crainquebille, I think we did well to plead guilty.

Crain: Perhaps, Monsieur. You know best.

Lemerle: Now, I have some good news for you, Crainquebille. A charitable person whom I managed to interest in your case has sent me 50 francs for you. That will just do to pay your fine, you see.

Crain: And when do I get the fifty francs?

Lemerle: It will be paid into the clerk’s office, don’t bother about that.

Crain: Thank you, Monsieur. I’m very grateful to this person. This is a queer business that’s happened to me, isn’t it Monsieur?

Lemerle: Not so queer, really. Things like this are happening every day, you know.

Crain: There’s one other thing, Monsieur. I suppose you couldn’t tell me where they put my barrow?

Narrator: A fortnight later Crainquebille was discharged from prison. Once again he was back in the Rue Montmartre, pushing his barrow and shouting “Cabbages! Turnips! Carrots!” He was neither ashamed nor proud of his adventure. The memory of it was not even painful. It was merely a mysterious interval like a dream. But above all he was glad to be once again tramping over the mud and the cobbles, and to see overhead the rainy sky as dirty as the water in the gutter, the familiar sky of Paris where he had been born. At every corner he stopped for a glass of red wine, and then with an invigorated feeling he would spit on his horny hands, seize the shafts and push his barrow on again. Meanwhile the flocks of sparrows flew away at the sound of the familiar cry.

Crain: Cabbages, turnips and carrots!

Narrator: Like Crainquebille the sparrows were poor and got up early, and like him they sought their living in the streets. When he met his customers—17

Woman: Where have you been all this time, Crainquebille? We haven’t seen you for three weeks.

Crain: Oh, I’ve18 been in prison.

Narrator: There appeared to be no change in his life except that he went oftener to the pub, because coming out of prison had given him the feeling of being on holiday. He came back to the garret where he slept a little bit the worse for drink. Stretching himself on his mattress, he drew over him the sacks which he had borrowed from the chestnut seller at the corner, and which served him as blankets; and he thought to himself:

Crain: Well really, prison isn’t so bad. You’ve got everything you want there. It’s clean, there’s enough to eat and they keep you warm. They give you clothes to wear, and you don’t have to worry about the rent either. But all the same, there’s no place like home.

Narrator: However, Crainquebille did not remain long in this contented frame of mind. Very soon he noticed that his old customers were looking askance at him. All kinds of people who had previously flocked round his barrow when it was piled with fresh green vegetables, now turned away when they saw him coming. He went round to Madame Bayard, the cobbler’s wife, who owed him the 15 sous which had started the whole trouble. But when he reminded her about the 15 sous Madame Bayard, who was sitting at her counter, did not even deign to turn her head.



The fact was that the whole of the Rue Montmartre knew that Crainquebille had been in prison. As a result the whole quarter gave him the cold shoulder. It ended with Crainquebille having a disgraceful wrangle in the street with Madame Laure, an old customer of his, whom he found buying vegetables from somebody else’s barrow. The two of them stood there shouting insults at one another in the street, while a group of idlers looked on. It might even have come to something worse if a policeman had not suddenly appeared on the scene. The policeman did not do anything, but by his mere appearance he reduced both of them to silence. So they separated. But this quarrel was the final touch and had the effect of discrediting Crainquebille once and for all in the eyes of everyone in the Rue Montmartre.

It was the same with all of them. They all avoided him as though he had the plague. Even his old friend the chestnut seller would no longer have anything to do with him. Crainquebille felt himself an outcast. He used to muse to himself about the injustice of it all.


Crain: It isn’t fair, that’s what I say, it isn’t fair! I get put away for a fortnight and after that I’m not even thought good enough to sell leeks. Do they call that justice? Where’s the sense of making a fellow19 die of starvation just because he once got into a bit of trouble with the police? What’s to become of me if I’m not allowed to sell vegetables? I’d like to give a few of the people in this quarter a bit of my mind, the hypocrites!20

Narrator: In fact, he did give several people a bit of his mind, and in no uncertain terms. He got into a number of quarrels at the wine shop. People said that old Crainquebille was turning into a regular porcupine, and they were right; he was becoming disagreeable, foul-mouthed and abusive. The fact was that for the first time in his life he was discovering the imperfections of society; but not having the equipment of a philosopher he expressed his thoughts in hasty and ill-judged words. Misfortune made him unjust. He took his revenge on people who wished him no evil and sometimes on people weaker than himself. One day Alphonse, the wine seller’s little boy, innocently asked him what it was like in jail. Crainquebille smacked him on the ear and said:

Crain: You dirty little brat! It’s your father who ought to be in jail instead of filling his pockets by selling poison.

Narrator: It was an unworthy action, for as the chestnut seller rightly pointed out, a child does not choose his own parents and ought not to be blamed for them. Crainquebille was also beginning to drink too much. The less money he earned the more brandy he drank. This was a great change in his habits, for before he went to prison he had always been thrifty and sober. He himself noticed these changes. Often he blamed himself severely for his bad habits and his laziness.

Crain: It’s funny. I never used to be one for the drink. The fact is you don’t get any better as you get older. Nowadays it seems I’m no good for anything except boozing. But then I just21 have to have a pint or two now and then to put a bit of strength into me. It’s like as if I had a fire burning in my inside and there’s nothing except22 drink will put it out. I can’t do without it, that’s the trouble.

Narrator: Nowadays Crainquebille often missed the auction at the vegetable market in the morning, and had to pick up inferior fruit and vegetables on credit. One day, with discouragement at his heart and a tired feeling in his legs, he left his barrow in the shed and spent the whole day hanging round the tripe stall and lounging in and out of the wine shops near the vegetable market. In the evening, sitting on a basket, he meditated on the deterioration which had overtaken him. He remembered how strong he had been in his early years, how hard he used to work all day, and how happy he had been in the evenings. He remembered the innumerable days, swiftly passing, all alike and all full of labour. He remembered the darkness of the early mornings, when he waited in the cobbled yard for the auction to begin; he remembered how he used to carry the vegetables in armfuls and arrange them artistically on his barrow; and then the little cup of black coffee swallowed standing at one gulp, and then the shafts grasped vigorously and then his own loud cry of “Cabbages! Turnips! Carrots!”, piercing as a cock-crow, rending the morning air as he passed through the crowded streets. The rough, innocent, useful life, like that of a human pack horse, which he had led for 50 years—it all came before his eyes. He sighed:

Crain: No, I can’t go on any longer. I’m done for. Nobody lasts for ever. Besides, ever since that time I was had up by the police it seems as if I haven’t the same character any longer. No I’m not the man I used to be.

Narrator: The fact is Crainquebille had given up hope, and when a man reaches that state he might as well be lying on his back in the mud. Every passer by treads him under foot.



Poverty came to him, black, grinding poverty. The old coster-monger who used once to come back from Montmartre with a bag full of five franc pieces now had not a single copper to his name. It was winter now. Driven out of his garret, Crainquebille slept under some carts in a shed. It had been raining for days, the gutters were overflowing, and the shed was flooded.

As he squatted in his barrow to get away from the filthy water, amid spiders, rats and half starved cats, he meditated. [H]e had had nothing to eat all day and he no longer had the chestnut seller’s sacks for a covering. At this moment he remembered that fortnight in prison when the government had provided him with food and shelter. He found himself actually envying the prisoners’ fate:


Crain: After all, it isn’t so bad in jail. At any rate you aren’t cold and you aren’t hungry. They’re better off in there than I am out here. And it’s easy enough to get inside. It didn’t take much to make them lock me up last time. I’ll do it! Why didn’t I ever think of it before?

Narrator: Crainquebille got up and went out into the street. It was a little past eleven on a cold dark night. A drizzling mist was falling, colder and more penetrating than rain. The few passers by crept along under cover of the houses.



Crainquebille turned into the Rue Montmartre. It was deserted. A solitary policeman was standing under a street lamp outside a church, while all around him fell a fine rain which looked reddish in the gas light. The policeman was standing so still that he looked scarcely human. The reflection of his boots on the wet pavement,23 prolonged his shape downwards and gave him, from a little distance, the appearance of some amphibious monster half out of the water. Seen closer to, with the hood of his water-proof cape covering his head, he had more the appearance of a monk.24 The coarse features of his face, magnified under the shadow of the hood, were sad and by no means aggressive. He was an old policeman,25 with a thick grey moustache. Crainquebille went up to him, halted and summoned up his courage. Then in a weak, quavering voice he cried out:


Crain: Down with the police!

Narrator: Nothing happened. Crainquebille waited for the terrible words26 to take their effect. Still nothing happened. The policeman remained motionless and silent, his arms folded beneath his short cloak. His eyes were wide open, they glistened in the darkness and regarded Crainquebille with a mixture of sorrow, watchfulness and scorn. Crainquebille was astonished, but he was still resolute. He tried again:

Crain: Down with the police! Didn’t you hear me? Down with the police!

Narrator: There was a long silence in the chill darkness and the fine penetrating rain. At last the policeman spoke:

Policeman: You mustn’t say things like that. Don’t you know better at your age? You’d better get along home.

Crain: Why don’t you arrest me? Didn’t you hear me shout. “Down with the police”? They arrested me last time.

Policeman: Listen, if we were to take up all the fools who say things they oughtn’t to, we’d have our work cut out. Besides what would be the use of it?

Narrator: Crainquebille was defeated. The policeman’s magnanimous attitude was something he had never bargained for. For a long time he stood stupefied and silent, with his feet in the gutter. He was about to make off, but before going he tried to explain:

Crain: Listen, I didn’t mean any harm. I wasn’t saying “Down with the police” to you, you understand. Not you more than anyone else. It was only an idea, if you understand me.27

Policeman: Maybe it was an idea, maybe it wasn’t but it’s not a thing you ought to say. Because when a man does his duty and has a lot to put up with there’s no sense in calling him names. Now, you go home to bed.

Crain: And you’re not going to arrest me?

Policeman: No. Why should I? What is there to arrest you for? Go home.

Narrator: So Crainquebille, with his head bowed and his arms hanging limply from his body, slouched away into the rain and the darkness.






2231. Newsletter in Tamil, 17

12 August 1943


The English version was written by Eric Blair. No script has been traced.






2232. To Oliver Bell

12 August 1943 07/ES/EB/JEL

Dear Bell,

About your talk on August 25th, I suppose you will be able to do that one live—it will be at 11.00 a.m. BST. As to the music, I think you said that you were going to see Miss Lilian Duff1 about it for us and find out whether it would be possible to use the film music. I should be glad to know how this is progressing because we have to get our stuff scheduled some days in advance, and if we cannot have the film music for your next talk I shall have to fill up the quarter hour in some other way.

Yours sincerely,

[Initialled] E.A.B

(Eric Blair)




2233. To F. R. Daruvala

12 August 1943 07/ES/EB/JEL

Dear Mr. Daruvala,

We held this script1 up for some time in hopes of being able to find a place for it, but I am sorry to say we have not been able to do so. My schedule is in fact full up for some months to come. I am therefore returning your script with many thanks for giving me the opportunity of seeing it. Please forgive the delay.

Yours sincerely,

[Initialled] E.A.B

(Eric Blair)




2234. To L. P. Garrod

c. 12 August 1943 Handwritten draft for postcard


On 11 August, Professor Garrod wrote to Orwell to say that if he wanted the script he had written altered, he would be glad to do that. He particularly mentioned his references to Hitler, gonorrhoea, and vivisection. At the top of the letter, Orwell has written in pencil, ‘Answered 12.8.43’ and at the bottom, ‘P.T.O.’ On the verso is his draft for a postcard to Garrod:



Please answer: (pc)

Very many thanks for an excellent script. I have no wish to alter anything in it. The time and date are Thursday 26th at 11 am (I may have told you 12.00 but the clock will have changed by then1). Do you wish to deliver your talk live or record it beforehand?

Eric Blair




2235. English Newsletter to Indonesia, 6

13 August 1943


This was written and read by George Orwell. No script has been traced.






2236. Review of Red Moon Rising by George Rodger; A Million Died, by Alfred Wagg

The New Statesman and Nation, 14 August 1943

Very little worth-while news has come out of Burma since the Japanese occupation, and even about the campaign itself extraordinarily little has been published. The competent authorities have simply kept their mouths shut (rumour has it that even Mr. Wagg’s book, which is notably pro-British was published only against official opposition), and no newspaper correspondent with a background knowledge of Burma seems to have been present during the crucial period. The result has been a crop of rumours and a widespread misconception of the reasons for which Burma was lost. It is because they help to put the Burma campaign in perspective, and because they agree with the meagre verbal information that is obtainable, that these two books are worth reading.

It cannot be said that they are good books. Both are by Americans, and though Mr. Wagg is more recognisably the tough guy reporter, both have the characteristics we have learned to expect in the books that roving correspondents throw off between journeys. Mr. Rodger is more inclined to misspell names and mistranslate phrases, but makes up for it by having better photographs (incidentally anyone who cares for photography should have a look at the picture of Indian refugees opposite here), while Mr. Wagg shows more awareness of Burma’s political and economic development, and of the sources of Burmese nationalism. Between them they add to our knowledge on two very important subjects—the extent of the Burmese fifth column, and the attitude of the Burmese towards the Indians.

There is, of course, very little question as to why Burma was lost. More numerous, better armed, greatly superior in the air, the Japanese were bound to win, and the British and Indian troops achieved a great deal in getting out of the country as an organised force. The idea prevalent at the time, that it would somehow have been different if Burma had been promised independence, was a sentimentality. The Burmese could not have resisted the Japanese even if they had wished to. But the Japanese had grasped one fact which the British had ignored, and are still ignoring in India, namely, that an unarmed peasant who is little use as a regular soldier can do a lot of damage as a guerilla or saboteur. Long before the war they had made contact with the Thakin party (the extreme nationalists), and as soon as fighting broke out they formed the Burma Independence Army, which was used for creating diversions, cutting communications, and supplying guides and interpreters. The Thakin party overlapped with the dacoits, from whose ranks several of the leading Burmese politicians had graduated, and the Burma Independence Army probably started off with a good supply of stolen weapons, mostly shotguns. The Japanese do not seem to have taken the risk of distributing modern arms in large quantities, and it is known that the partisans suffered heavy casualties. This presumably did not distress the Japanese, who would have their own troubles with the Nationalists to settle later. It is impossible to get from either Mr. Wagg’s or Mr. Rodger’s book any definite idea of the number of Burmese who were actively anti-British, but both give the impression that it was a large number, perhaps scores or even hundreds of thousands. This somewhat contradicts other accounts of the campaign, which suggest that not more than ten thousand Burmese actually fought on the Japanese side. All accounts that have appeared agree that the mass of the population were indifferent or merely frightened, fleeing into the jungle when the bombers came but not intervening on either side. Only the wild tribes of the far north were reliably pro-British.

Both Mr. Wagg and Mr. Rodger have much to say about the exodus of the Indians, an appalling tragedy of which too little has been heard in this country. Between a hundred and two hundred thousand Indians, something over a third of the Indian population of the country, fled from Burma when the Japanese came, thousands perishing of hunger in the mountains between Burma and Assam, or at the hands of dacoits. For years past anti-Indian feeling had been rampant, not unjustifiably, because in many parts of Lower Burma the Indian moneylenders were gradually eating up the peasants. However, the long columns who set out on the thousand-mile march to India, unarmed and almost without food, were composed not of moneylenders but of wretched Dravidian coolies whose chief crime was their willingness to work for low wages. All the way they were robbed and murdered by gangs of dacoits and systematically overcharged by the villagers. Mr. Rodger gives a revealing little description of a mixed gang of criminals and policemen setting up a road-block and charging a toll from every refugee who passed. The Forest Department, the Assam tea-planters and various missionary organisations set up rest camps and distributed such food as they could lay hands on, but many of the refugees were caught by the monsoon and isolated in places where they were bound to starve to death. At the time it was widely rumoured that the Europeans had saved their own skins and left the Indians to their fate. Allowing for the fact that the person with money is the person who gets a seat in an aeroplane, this charge does not seem to have been true, and probably it was merely a by-product of the agitation against the Cripps mission. It would, of course, have been quite impossible to evacuate all the Indians in Burma by air. Altogether less than ten thousand people escaped by air, and many Europeans left Burma on foot; on the other hand some fifty thousand Indians were successfully repatriated by the British and Indian navies.

Both of these books give valuable eye-witness accounts of the effects of bombing on a helpless and uninterested population. Rangoon was almost emptied of inhabitants by a week or so of bombing which by our standards would hardly have seemed like bombing at all. There did not seem to have been much panic; the people saw that they could do nothing, and walked out. Most of the towns and villages of Burma are built of wood, and as this was the dry season the most terrible devastation was caused by fire bombs, Mandalay and other towns in Upper Burma being reduced to mere piles of ashes. This kind of thing is going to happen all over South Asia when the war gets into its stride at that end of the world. Meanwhile, Burma is under Japanese rule, and of its real condition we know next to nothing. Whoever is interested in this subject should look out for a little-known book, What Happened in Burma,1 shortly to be published here, which begins where Mr. Wagg and Mr. Rodger leave off, and on the whole bears out what they say.

[Fee: £3.14s; 5.8.43]




2237. Review of The New Age by Edward Hulton

The Observer, 15 August 1943

To know where to go and to know how to get there are two different mental processes, all too seldom combined in any one person. Political thinkers, in general, can be divided into two classes, the Utopian with his head in the clouds and the realist with his feet in the mud. Mr. Edward Hulton, in spite of the shrewdness that brought Picture Post into being at the exact moment when the potential demand for it had begun to exist, is nearer to the first class and more successful at pointing out desirable objectives than at surveying the actual political scene.

The new world that Mr. Hulton wants is, broadly speaking, the kind of world that every sensible man wants, but the comparative powerlessness of sensible men is something that he is inclined to ignore. Throughout his book called “THE NEW AGE” (George Allen and Unwin, 7s. 6d.), the phrases “we must,” “we should,” “the Government must,” “the Government should,” recur again and again, on every subject from foreign policy to town planning and from finance to educational reform, with the implied assumption that if “we” know what we want “we” shall get it. But there is also the working-class assumption that “they” (the higher-ups) will invariably prevent you from getting what you want, and though this is often over-pessimistic it contains much truth.

Mr. Hulton has not much use for the orthodox Socialist, and particularly for the Marxist doctrinaire. Now it is true that Marxism in the form in which it is usually preached makes a false estimate of the balance of forces, but it does keep sight of the fundamental truth that “where your treasure is, there will your heart be also.” The social changes that Mr. Hulton desires would only entail a diminution of power and privilege for a few people, but those few people are not easily removable, and what is more, are not teachable. For as Marx rightly pointed out, the rich man will not only cling to his riches, but will construct philosophies to justify him in doing so.

But if Mr. Hulton has his blind spots, his boldness and generosity more than make up for them. For five years he has acted as a sort of catalyst on public opinion, and what he writes is nearly always stimulating, even when it is silly. He stands for a number of things which no society has yet succeeded in combining but which the Ordinary thinking man in our age instinctively feels to be compatible. He stands for a world of plenty and a simple way of living, for a planned economy and individual freedom, for a European Federation and local autonomy, for democracy without uniformity, and for religion without dogma.

Though he is definitely to be classified as “left,” he is a disbeliever in the class war, does not believe nationalisation to be the cure for everything, thinks the British ruling classes have their points, and is not notably anti-imperialist. The dinginess and out-of-dateness of contemporary England, its unenterprising business methods, its worship of stupidity, its ravaged countryside, its joylessness (Mr. Hulton is markedly anti-puritan) fill him with considerable fury, but he has a mystical belief in the destiny of his own country and is quite certain that Britain must be the paramount influence in western Europe after the war. In a slightly guarded way he is pro-Russian, and he is also—perhaps this is only a temporary phenomenon, arising out of recent events—anti-American.

Now this epitomises the outlook of some millions of youngish people who are well aware that the present evils of the world are largely unnecessary, and Mr. Hulton has done a great service, both here and in Picture Post, by acting as a sort of one-man Brains Trust. The best quality of his mind is that he is genuinely anti-totalitarian, and no respecter of orthodoxy of any kind. In his search for remedies he flits blithely to and fro between democracy, aristocracy, Socialism, currency reform, federalism, imperialism, consumers’ co-operatives, compulsory labour service, Youth Movements, and even—tentatively—polygamy. And there is little doubt that with his eclectic approach he gets nearer to the truth than he could get by clinging to some obsolete “ism.”

Against the Conservative he maintains that “sound finance” is nonsense, class privilege indefensible, and national sovereignty an anachronism. Against the Socialist he maintains that the class war is out of date, hedonism a danger, and pacifism a delusion. Above all, he insists on the need for common decency and an abandonment of the Machiavellianism practised by politicians and defended by intellectuals. As a statement of what the ordinary decent person under fifty wants, his book is adequate, and it is not even so shallow as its hurried slipshod writing makes it appear. It is merely that, like most Liberals, he underestimates the gulf between “what” and “how.”

Perhaps, after all, Mr. Hulton could learn something from the doctrinaires whom he too lightly dismisses. At present there is a gap in his intellectual ladder. Commonsense and good will are not enough; there is also the problem of overcoming ill will and invincible ignorance. Mr Hulton might do us all a service if he would turn his optimistic and inquiring mind towards that problem.

[Fee: £5.5s; 9.8.43]




2238. To Oliver Bell

17 August 1943 07/ES/EB/JEL

Dear Bell,

Many thanks for your letter. I am sorry to hear about your accident. Do you think it will be possible for you to get in touch with Miss Duff and arrange about the music in time? The broadcast is on the 25th August and we must have all the details by the 21st. Could you let me know about this as otherwise I shall have to make other arrangements for that particular half hour.

Yours sincerely,

[Initialled] E.A.B

Eric Blair1




2239. To Bryan Brooke

18 August 1943 07/ES/EB

Dear Mr. Brooke,

Many thanks for the script which is just the kind of thing we wanted. I don’t think I would write in something simply in order to expand it as that always gives an impression of padding. But I thought that where you made in passing a mention of blood-groups it might be as well to insert a paragraph explaining about the division of human blood into four different groups (or however many it is) as we cannot assume that our audience would know this. The date of your talk is Thursday September 9th at 11.15 a. m. so perhaps you could come here not later than 10.45 that morning.

Yours sincerely,

[Initialled] E.A.B

(Eric Blair)




2240. To G. E. Harvey1

18 August 1943 Handwritten postcard

10a Mortimer Crescent NW. 6.

Many thanks for your interesting letter. “What Happened in Burma” (by Mg Thein Pe, who used to be a leading light in the Nationalist movement) was published by the KITABISTAN press, Allahabad. So far as I know there are at present only 2 copies in this country, but I hope it is to be republished here as a pamphlet. 1 am now trying to pull strings to bring that about.2

Geo. Orwell.




2241. Newsletter in Tamil, 18

19 August 1943


The English version was written by Eric Blair. No script has been traced.






2242. English Newsletter for1 Indonesia, 7

20 August 1943


This was written and read by George Orwell. No script has been traced.






2243. To T. S. Eliot

20 August 1943 Handwritten draft and typed versions 07/ES/EB/JEL

Dear Eliot,

Very many thanks for the talk which will do very well and covers the ground we wanted. I will ring up your secretary and find out a day convenient to you for recording. If you come here half an hour before the actual recording time that would be all right for rehearsal, I should say. It is about the right length.

Yours sincerely,

[Initialled] E. A. B

(George Orwell)




2244. To L. P. Garrod

20 August 1943 Handwritten draft and typed versions1 07/ES/EB/JEL

Dear Professor Garrod,

It does not make much difference whether the talk is done live or recorded. I merely suggested a recording in case the date did not suit you. Other things being equal we prefer a live talk.

I am sorry you were told the wrong time. The exact time of the broadcast is 11.15 a.m. If you could be here by 10.30 a. m. this would give us enough time for rehearsal.

Yours truly,

[Initialled] E.A.B

(Eric Blair)




2245. On Orwell’s behalf to Desmond Hawkins

21 August 1943 07/ES/EB/JEL

Dear Desmond,

I am enclosing another batch of scripts for the next Backward Glance programme to be broadcast on Wednesday, September 1st. I shall be glad if you will include an extract from the featurised short story “Crainquebille” broadcast on the 11th August.

Yours,

[Not signed/initialled]

for George Orwell




2246. To B. H. Alexander, Copyright Department

24 August 1943 Original EB/JEL

COPYRIGHT FOR “THE FOX” BY IGNAZIO SILONE

On Wednesday, 8th September we intend to broadcast a featurised adaptation of the short story “The Fox” by Ignazio Silone which is published in Penguin New Writing, No. 2. This programme will go on the air in the Purple Network, Eastern Service, between 1000–1030 GMT.

Would you kindly cover the copyright for this story.

[Signed] Eric Blair

(Eric Blair)




2247. To Rayner Heppenstall

24 August 1943 Handwritten on BBC letterhead

Dear Rayner,

Thanks for yours. I hope your new post isn’t too bloody. I’ll try & fit in a talk for you in our next literary lot, but that will be 6 weeks or more from now—schedule is full up till then.

I wonder would you feel equal to featurising a story? We do that now about once in 3 weeks. I featurised the first 2 myself, choosing Anatole France’s “Crainquebille” & Ignazio Silone’s “The Fox” (these are ½ hour programmes). I am probably going to hand the job of featurising future ones over to Lionel Fielden, but he won’t necessarily do it every time. The chief difficulty is picking suitable stories, as they must be a. approximately right length, b. have a strong plot, c. not too many characters & d. not be too local, as these are for India. Have you any ideas? I could send you a specimen script & no doubt you could improve on my technique of featurisation.

Re. cynicism, you’d be cynical yourself if you were in this job. However I am definitely leaving it probably in about 3 months. Then by some time in 1944 I might be near-human again & able to write something serious. At present I’m just an orange that’s been trodden on by a very dirty boot.

Yours

Eric




2248. To C. E. M. Joad

c. 24 August 1943 Original postcard

I have arranged a recording for your next talk on Monday, 30th August at 4.0 p.m. at 200 Oxford Street. I hope this will be convenient for you.1

[Signed] Geo. Orwell

(George Orwell)




2249. BBC Talks Booking Form, 25.8.43


Capt. the Hon. Quintin Hogg, M.P.: ‘The Debate Continues’; ‘talk of approx. 7 mins’; recorded 28.8.43; broadcast 4.9.43; fee £6.6s. Signed: Z. A. Bokhari.






2250. BBC Talks Booking Form, 25.8.43


Stephen Spender: ‘Modern Men of Letters,’ 4, E. M. Forster; recording not yet fixed; broadcast 19.9.43; fee £10.10s. Signed: Z. A. Bokhari.






2251. Newsletter in Tamil, 19

26 August 1943


The English version was written by Eric Blair. No script has been traced. Orwell was on holiday from Thursday, 3 September, to Sunday, 20 September, 1943. The English version of the Newsletter in Tamil for 2 September was written by M. Phatak, who worked on the Malayan Newsletters, and for 9 and 16 September by John Morris, who later replaced Rushbrook Williams as Eastern Service Director. The translator, J. D. S. Paul, and the switch censor, the Reverend G. Matthews, remained the same. Since Orwell wrote the Newsletter for Indonesia transmitted on 3 September (read by John Morris), it is surprising that he did not prepare the English version of the Tamil Newsletter for 2 September.






2252. To Desmond Hawkins

26 August 1943 07/ES/EB/JEL

Dear Desmond,

I suggest the following might be suitable for the September anniversary:


General Wolfe (died at Quebec—13.9.1759)

Buffon (naturalist) (born—7.9.1707)

Zola (died 29.9.1902)

The Nuremburg Laws (passed—15.9.1935)

G. D. Fahrenheit (thermometers) (died 16.9.1736)

Rudolf Diesel (diesel engines) (died 30.9.1913)

Torquemada (died 16:9.1498)



Could you let me know fairly soon which one you fix on.

Yours sincerely,

[Initialled] E.A.B

(George Orwell)




2253. BBC Talks Booking Form, 26.8.43


Oliver Bell: Monthly Film Talk; broadcast 22.9.43; fee £10.10s. Signed: Z. A. Bokhari.






2254. News Commentary in English for Indonesia, 8

27 August 1943


This was written and read by George Orwell. No script has been traced.1






2255. To Ivor Brown

31 August 1943 Typewritten


On 28 August, Ivor Brown, on behalf of The Observer, wrote to Orwell saying he had heard he was leaving the BBC and he wondered whether he would like to go to Algiers and Sicily, ‘accredited’ by the War Office, though not as ‘a regular war correspondent.’ It might mean writing for other newspapers as well as The Observer, in order to share costs, ‘but primarily you would be “The Observer” man.’ See Orwell’s letter to L. F. Rushbrook Williams, 24 September 1943, 2283 and n. 2.

10a Mortimer Crescent London NW 6



Dear Mr Brown,

Many thanks for your letter. I would, of course, like very greatly to go to North Africa for you if it can be arranged. If it can, however, I wonder if it would be possible to have some idea of the date. I have not put in my formal resignation to the BBC but have informed my immediate chiefs that I intend to leave them, and when resigning formally I am supposed to give 2 months’ notice. This however would not be insisted on so long as I could give at any rate a few weeks° notice. Meanwhile I have arranged to go on my annual holiday (for a fortnight) at the end of this week. Of course I would throw this up if the opportunity of going to North Africa occurred immediately, but otherwise I am not anxious to miss my holiday as I have not had one for 14 months and am rather in need of one. So I should be greatly obliged if you could give me some idea of when this scheme is likely to materialise, supposing that it does so.

Yours sincerely

Geo. Orweil




2256. To Samuel Runganadhan

31 August 1943 07/ES/EB/JEL

Dear Sir Samuel,

I understand that there is some doubt as to whether you will continue to do the monthly talks to India, but that you will at any rate be doing the one on this coming Tuesday, that is to say September 7th. We intend to put in during this period a short message of thanks to Ceylon which was recorded by a W.A.A.F.1 in reply to a gift made by the inhabitants of Ceylon to one of the R.A.F. funds. This will come immediately after your talk and with announcements will take about 4 minutes 15 seconds, so your talk should take not more than nine minutes or twelve hundred words.

Yours truly,

[Initialled] E.A.B

(Eric Blair)




2257. Gandhi in Mayfair. Review of Beggar My Neighbour by Lionel Fielden

Horizon, September 1943


This review was reprinted in Partisan Review, Winter 1944, with the same heading. It follows the styling of the original unusually closely, but there are three verbal variants. These may have been introduced by Partisan Review, although in that case more styling variation would be expected. The changes may thus be Orwell’s. They have been incorporated here and noted.



If you compare commercial advertising with political propaganda, one thing that strikes you is its relative intellectual honesty. The advertiser at least knows what he is aiming at—that is, money—whereas the propagandist, when he is not a lifeless hack, is often a neurotic working off some private grudge and actually desirous of the exact opposite of the thing he advocates. The ostensible purpose of Mr. Fielden’s book is to further the cause of Indian independence. It will not have that effect, and I do not see much reason for thinking that he himself wishes for anything of the kind. For if someone is genuinely working for Indian independence, what is he likely to do? Obviously he will start by deciding what forces are potentially on his side, and then, as cold-bloodedly as any toothpaste advertiser, he will think out the best method of appealing to them. This is not Mr. Fielden’s manner of approach. A number of motives are discernible in his book, but the immediately obvious one is a desire to work off various quarrels with the Indian Government, All-India Radio and various sections of the British Press. He does indeed marshal a number of facts about India, and towards the end he even produces a couple of pages of constructive suggestions, but for the most part his book is simply a nagging, irrelevant attack on British rule, mixed up with tourist-like gush about the superiority of Indian civilization. On the fly-leaf, just to induce that matey atmosphere which all propagandists aim at, he signs his dedicatory letter ‘among the European barbarians’, and then a few pages later introduces an imaginary Indian who denounces Western civilization with all the shrillness of a spinster of thirty-nine denouncing the male sex:

‘… an Indian who is intensely proud of his own traditions, and regards Europeans as barbarians who are continually fighting, who use force to dominate other peaceful peoples, who think chiefly in terms of big business, whisky, and bridge; as people of comparatively recent growth, who, while they put an exaggerated value on plumbing, have managed to spread tuberculosis and venereal disease all over the world … he will say that to sit in the water in which you have washed, instead of bathing yourself in running water, is not clean, but dirty and disgusting; he will show, and I shall agree with him absolutely, that the English are a dirty and even a smelly nation compared with the Indians; he will assert, and I am not at all sure that he is wrong, that the use of half-washed forks, spoons and knives by different people for food is revoltingly barbaric when compared with the exquisite manipulation of food by Indian fingers; he will be confident that the Indian room, with its bare walls and beautiful carpets, is infinitely superior to the European clutter of uncomfortable chairs and tables’, etc. etc. etc.

The whole book is written in this vein, more or less. The same nagging, hysterical note crops up every few pages, and where a comparison can be dragged in it is dragged in, the upshot always being that the East is Good and the West is Bad. Now before stopping to inquire what service this kind of thing really does to the cause of Indian freedom, it is worth trying an experiment. Let me rewrite this passage as it might be uttered by an Englishman speaking up for his own civilization as shrilly as Mr. Fielden’s Indian. It is important to notice that what he says is not more dishonest or more irrelevant than what I have quoted above:

‘… an Englishman who is intensely proud of his own traditions, and regards Indians as an unmanly race who gesticulate like monkeys, are cruel to women and talk incessantly about money; as a people who take it upon themselves1 to despise Western science and hence2 are rotten with malaria and hookworm … he will say that in a hot climate washing in running water has its points, but that in cold climates all Orientals either wash as we do or as in the case of many Indian hill tribes—not at all; he will show, and I shall agree with him absolutely, that no Western European can walk through an Indian village without wishing that his smell organs had been removed beforehand; he will assert, and I am not at all sure that he is wrong, that eating with your fingers is a barbarous habit since it cannot be done without making disgusting noises; he will be confident that the English room, with its comfortable armchairs and friendly bookshelves, is infinitely superior to the bare Indian interior where the mere effort of sitting with no support to your back makes for vacuity of mind’, etc. etc. etc.

Two points emerge here. To begin with, no English person would now write like that. No doubt many people think such thoughts, and even utter them behind closed doors, but to find anything of the kind in print you would have to go back ten years or so. Secondly, it is worth asking, what would be the effect of this passage on an Indian who happened to take it seriously? He would be offended, and very rightly. Well then, isn’t it just possible that passages like the one I quoted from Mr. Fielden might have the same effect on a British reader? No one likes hearing his own habits and customs abused. This is not a trivial consideration, because at this moment books about India have, or could have, a special importance. There is no political solution in sight, the Indians cannot win their freedom and the British Government will not give it, and all one can for the moment do is to push public opinion in this country and America in the right direction. But that will not be done by any propaganda that is merely anti-European. A year ago, soon after the Cripps mission had failed, I saw a well-known Indian nationalist address a small meeting at which he was to explain why the Cripps offer had been refused. It was a valuable opportunity, because there were present a number of American newspaper correspondents who, if handled tactfully, might cable to America a sympathetic account of the Congress Party’s case. They had come there with fairly open minds. Within about ten minutes the Indian had converted all of them into ardent supporters of the British Government, because instead of sticking to his subject he launched into an anti-British tirade quite obviously founded on spite and inferiority complex. That is just the mistake that a toothpaste advertiser would not make. But then the toothpaste advertiser is trying to sell toothpaste and not to get his own back on that Blimp who turned him out of a first-class carriage fifteen years ago.

However, Mr. Fielden’s book raises wider issues than the immediate political problem. He upholds the East against the West on the ground that the East is religious, artistic and indifferent to ‘progress’, while the West is materialistic, scientific, vulgar and warlike. The great crime of Britain is to have forced industrialization on India. (Actually, the real crime of Britain during the last thirty years has been to do the opposite.) The West looks on work as an end in itself, but at the same time is obsessed with a ‘high standard of living’ (it is worth noticing that Mr. Fielden is anti-Socialist, Russophobe and somewhat contemptuous of the English working class), while India wants only to live in ancestral simplicity in a world freed from the machine. India must be independent, and at the same time must be de-industrialized. It is also suggested a number of times, though not in very clear terms, that India ought to be neutral in the present war. Needless to say, Mr. Fielden’s hero is Gandhi, about whose financial background he says nothing. ‘I have a notion that the legend of Gandhi may yet be a flaming inspiration to the millions of the East, and perhaps to those of the West. But it is, for the time being, the East which provides the fruitful soil, because the East has not yet fallen prone before the Golden Calf. And it may be for the East, once again, to show mankind that human happiness does not depend on that particular form of worship, and that the conquest of materialism is also the conquest of war.’ Gandhi makes many appearances in the book, playing rather the same part as ‘Frank’ in the literature of the Buchmanites.

Now, I do not know whether or not Gandhi will be a ‘flaming inspiration’ in years to come. When one thinks of the creatures who are venerated by humanity it does not seem particularly unlikely. But the statement that India ‘ought’ to be independent, and de-industrialized, and neutral in the present war, is an absurdity. If one forgets the details of the political struggle and looks at the strategic realities, one sees two facts which are in seeming conflict. The first is that whatever the ‘ought’ of the question may be, India is very unlikely ever to be independent in the sense in which Britain or Germany is now independent. The second is that India’s desire for independence is a reality and cannot be talked out of existence.

In a world in which national sovereignty exists, India cannot be a sovereign State, because she is unable to defend herself. And the more she is the cow and spinning-wheel paradise imagined by Mr. Fielden, the more this is true. What is now called independence means the power to manufacture aeroplanes in large numbers. Already there are only five genuinely independent States in the world, and if present trends continue there will in the end be only three. On a long-term view it is clear that India has little chance in a world of power politics, while on a short-term view it is clear that the necessary first step towards Indian freedom is an Allied victory. Even that would only be a short and uncertain step, but the alternatives must lead to India’s continued subjection. If we are defeated, Japan or Germany takes over India and that is the end of the story. If there is a compromise peace (Mr. Fielden seems to hint at times that this is desirable), India’s chances are no better, because in such circumstances we should inevitably cling to any territories we had captured or not lost. A compromise peace is always a peace of ‘grab what you can’. Mr. Fielden brings forward his imaginary Indian to suggest that if India were neutral Japan might leave her alone; I doubt whether any responsible Indian nationalist has said anything quite so stupid as that. The other idea, more popular in Left-wing circles, that India could defend herself better on her own than with our help, is a sentimentality. If the Indians were militarily superior to ourselves they would have driven us out long ago. The much-quoted example of China is very misleading here. India is a far easier country to conquer than China, if only because of its better communications, and in any case Chinese resistance depends on help from the highly-industrialized states and would collapse without it. One must conclude that for the next few years India’s destiny is linked with that of Britain and the U.S.A. It might be different if the Russians could get their hands free in the West or if China were a great military power; but that again implies a complete defeat of the Axis, and points away from the neutrality which Mr. Fielden seems to think desirable. The idea put forward by Gandhi himself, that if the Japanese came they could be dealt with by sabotage and ‘non-co-operation’, is a delusion, nor does Gandhi show any very strong signs of believing in it. Those methods have never seriously embarrassed the British and would make no impression on the Japanese. After all, where is the Korean Gandhi?

But against this is the fact of Indian nationalism, which is not to be exorcised by the humbug of White Papers or by a few phrases out of Marx. And it is nationalism of an emotional, romantic, even chauvinistic kind. Phrases like ‘the sacred soil of the Motherland’, which now seem merely ludicrous in Britain, come naturally enough to an Indian intellectual. When the Japanese appeared to be on the point of invading India, Nehru actually used the phrase ‘Who dies if India live?’3 So the wheel comes full circle and the Indian rebel quotes Kipling. And nationalism at this level works indirectly in favour of Fascism. Extremely few Indians are at all attracted by the idea of a federated world, the only kind of world in which India could actually be free. Even those who pay lip-service to federalism usually want only an Eastern federation, thought of as a military alliance against the West. The idea of the class struggle has little appeal anywhere in Asia, nor do Russia and China evoke much loyalty in India. As for the Nazi domination of Europe, only a handful of Indians are able to see that it affects their own destiny in any way. In some of the smaller Asiatic countries the ‘my country right or wrong’ nationalists were exactly the ones who went over to the Japanese—a step which may not have been wholly due to ignorance.

But here there arises a point which Mr. Fielden hardly touches on, and that is: we don’t know to what extent Asiatic nationalism is simply the product of our own oppression. For a century all the major Oriental nations except Japan have been more or less in subjection, and the hysteria and shortsightedness of the various nationalist movements may be the result simply of that. To realize that national sovereignty is the enemy of national freedom may be a great deal easier when you are not being ruled by foreigners. It is not certain that this is so, since the most nationalist of the Oriental nations, Japan, is also the one that has never been conquered, but at least one can say that if the solution is not along these lines, then there is no solution. Either power politics must yield to common decency, or the world must go spiralling down into a nightmare of which we can already catch some dim glimpses. And the necessary first step, before we can make our talk about world federation sound even credible, is that Britain shall get off India’s back. This is the only large scale decent action that is possible in the world at this moment. The immediate preliminaries would be: abolish the Viceroyalty and the India Office, release the Congress prisoners, and declare India formally independent. The rest is detail.fn1

But how are we to bring any such thing about? If it is done at this time, it can only be a voluntary act. Indian independence has no asset except public opinion in Britain and America, which is only a potential asset. Japan, Germany and the British Government are all on the other side, and India’s possible friends, China and the U.S.S.R., are fighting for their lives and have little bargaining power. There remain the peoples of Britain and America, who are in a position to put pressure on their own Governments if they see a reason for doing so. At the time of the Cripps mission, for instance, it would have been quite easy for public opinion in this country to force the Government into making a proper offer, and similar opportunities may recur. Mr. Fielden, by the way, does his best to throw doubt on Cripps’ personal honesty, and also lets it appear that the Congress Working Committee were unanimously against accepting the Cripps proposals, which was not the case. In fact, Cripps extorted the best terms he could get from the Government; to get better ones he would have had to have public opinion actively and intelligently behind him. Therefore the first job is—win over the ordinary people of this country. Make them see that India matters, and that India has been shamefully treated and deserves restitution. But you are not going to do that by insulting them. Indians, on the whole, grasp this better than their English apologists. After all, what is the probable effect of a book which irrelevantly abuses every English institution, rapturises over the ‘wisdom of the East’ like an American schoolmarm on a conducted tour, and mixes up pleas for Indian freedom with pleas for surrender to Hitler? At best it can only convert the converted, and it may de-convert a few of those. The net effect must be to strengthen British imperialism, though its motives are probably more complex than this may seem to imply.

On the surface, Mr. Fielden’s book is primarily a plea for ‘spirituality’ as against ‘materialism’. On the one hand an uncritical reverence for everything Oriental; on the other a hatred of the West generally, and of Britain in particular, hatred of science and the machine, suspicion of Russia, contempt for the working-class conception of Socialism. The whole adds up to Parlour Anarchism—a plea for the simple life, based on dividends. Rejection of the machine is, of course, always founded on tacit acceptance of the machine, a fact symbolised by Gandhi as he plays with his spinning-wheel in the mansion of some cotton millionaire. But Gandhi also comes into the picture in another way. It is noticeable that both Gandhi and Mr. Fielden have an exceedingly equivocal attitude towards the present war. Although variously credited in this country with being a ‘pure’ pacifist and a Japanese agent, Gandhi has, in fact, made so many conflicting pronouncements on the war that it is difficult to keep track of them. At one moment his ‘moral support’ is with the Allies, at another it is withdrawn, at one moment he thinks it best to come to terms with the Japanese, at another he wishes to oppose them by non-violent means—at the cost, he thinks, of several million lives—at another he urges Britain to give battle in the west and leave India to be invaded, at another he ‘has no wish to harm the Allied cause’ and declares that he does not want the Allied troops to leave India. Mr. Fielden’s views on the war are less complicated, but equally ambiguous. In no place does he state whether or not he wishes the Axis to be defeated. Over and over again he urges that an allied victory can lead to no possible good result, but at the same time he disclaims ‘defeatism’ and even argues that Indian neutrality would be useful to us in a military sense, i.e. that we could fight better if India were not a liability. Now, if this means anything, it means that he wants a compromise, a negotiated peace; and though he fails to say so, I do not doubt that that is what he does want. But curiously enough, this is the imperialist solution. The appeasers have always wanted neither defeat nor victory but a compromise with the other imperialist powers; and they too have known how to use the manifest folly of war as an argument.

For years past the more intelligent imperialists have been in favour of compromising with the Fascists, even if they had to give away a good deal in order to do so, because they have seen that only thus could imperialism be salvaged. Some of them are not afraid to hint this fairly broadly even now. If we carry the war to a destructive conclusion, the British Empire will either be lost, or democratised, or pawned to America. On the other hand it could and probably would survive in something like its present form if there were other sated imperialist powers which had an interest in preserving the existing world system. If we came to an understanding with Germany and Japan we might diminish our possessions (even that isn’t certain: it is a little-noticed fact that in territory Britain and the U.S.A. have gained more than they have lost in this war), but we should at least be confirmed in what we had already. The world would be split up between three or four great imperial powers who, for the time being, would have no motive for quarrelling. Germany would be there to neutralize Russia, Japan would be there to prevent the development of China. Given such a world system, India could be kept in subjection almost indefinitely. And more than this, it is doubtful whether a compromise peace could follow any other lines. So it would seem that Parlour Anarchism is something very innocuous after all. Objectively it only demands what the worst of the appeasers want, subjectively it is of a kind to irritate the possible friends of India in this country. And does not this bear a sort of resemblance to the career of Gandhi, who has alienated the British public by his extremism and aided the British Government by his moderation? Impossibilism and reaction are usually in alliance, though not, of course, conscious alliance.

Hypocrisy is a very rare thing, true villainy is perhaps [as] difficult as virtue. We live in a lunatic world in which opposites are constantly changing into one another, in which pacifists find themselves worshipping Hitler, Socialists become nationalists, patriots become quislings, Buddhists pray for the success of the Japanese army, and the Stock Market takes an upward turn when the Russians stage an offensive. But though these people’s motives are often obvious enough when seen from the outside, they are not obvious to themselves. The scenes imagined by Marxists, in which wicked rich men sit in little secret rooms and hatch schemes for robbing the workers, don’t happen in real life. The robbery takes place, but it is committed by sleepwalkers. Now, one of the finest weapons that the rich have ever evolved for use against the poor is ‘spirituality’. If you can induce the working-man to believe that his desire for a decent standard of living is ‘materialism’, you have got him where you want him. Also, if you can induce the Indian to remain ‘spiritual’ instead of taking up with vulgar things like trade unions, you can ensure that he will always remain a coolie. Mr. Fielden is indignant with the ‘materialism’ of the Western working class, whom he accuses of being even worse in this respect than the rich and of wanting not only radios but even motor-cars and fur coats. The obvious answer is that these sentiments don’t come well from someone who is in a comfortable and privileged position himself. But that is only an answer, not a diagnosis, for the problem of the disaffected intelligentsia would be hardly a problem at all if ordinary dishonesty were involved.

In the last twenty years Western civilization has given the intellectual security without responsibility, and in England, in particular, it has educated him in scepticism while anchoring him almost immovably in the privileged class. He has been in the position of a young man living on an allowance from a father whom he hates. The result is a deep feeling of guilt and resentment, not combined with any genuine desire to escape. But some psychological escape, some form of self-justification there must be, and one of the most satisfactory is transferred nationalism. During the nineteen-thirties the normal transference was to Soviet Russia, but there are other alternatives, and it is noticeable that pacifism and Anarchism, rather than Stalinism, are now gaining ground among the young. These creeds have the advantage that they aim at the impossible and therefore in effect demand very little. If you throw in a touch of Oriental mysticism and Buchmanite raptures over Gandhi, you have everything that a disaffected intellectual needs. The life of an English gentleman and the moral attitude4 of a saint can be enjoyed simultaneously. By merely transferring your allegiance from England to India (it used to be Russia), you can indulge to the full in all the chauvinistic sentiments which would be totally impossible if you recognized them for what they were. In the name of pacifism you can compromise with Hitler, and in the name of ‘spirituality’ you can keep your money. It is no accident that those who wish for an inconclusive ending to the war tend to extol the East as against the West. The actual facts don’t matter very much. The fact that the Eastern nations have shown themselves at least as warlike and bloodthirsty as the Western ones, that so far from rejecting industrialism, the East is adopting it as swiftly as it can—this is irrelevant, since what is wanted is the mythos of the peaceful, religious and patriarchal East to set against the greedy and materialistic West. As soon as you have ‘rejected’ industrialism, and hence Socialism, you are in that strange no man’s land where the Fascist and the pacifist join forces. There is indeed a sort of apocalyptic truth in the statement of the German radio that the teachings of Hitler and Gandhi are the same. One realizes this when one sees Middleton Murry praising the Japanese invasion of China and Gerald Heard proposing to institute the Hindu caste system in Europe at the same time as the Hindus themselves are abandoning it. We shall be hearing a lot about the superiority of Eastern civilization in the next few years. Meanwhile this is a mischievous book, which will be acclaimed in the Left-wing Press and welcomed for quite different reasons by the more intelligent Right.

[Fee: £6.6s; 5.7.1943]




2258. Toothpaste in Bloomsbury

November 1943


Lionel Fielden wrote a long reply, which was published in Horizon.



If you compare rape with seduction, one thing that strikes you is its relative intellectual honesty. The raper at least knows what he is aiming at—that is, satisfaction—whereas the seducer, when he is not an impotent trifler, is often a neurotic working off a Freudian grudge against his grandmother. This proposition seems not less nonsensical than Mr. Orwell’s glorification of the ‘intellectual honesty’ of commercial advertising compared with the (according to him) lifelessness or neurosis or grudgery of his own adopted profession, political propaganda. All propaganda, commercial or political, is biased: it gives one side of the picture, and therefore not the whole truth. To praise (as Mr. Orwell does) the ‘honesty’ of the toothpaste advertiser because he ‘cold-bloodedly’ uses the most effective means to his one end, money, and to condemn the political propagandist because (again according to Mr. Orwell) ‘when he is not a lifeless hack, he is often a neurotic working off a private grudge’ seems, apart from rather wild generalizing, to show a confusion of ideas between what is right and what is expedient. Ruthless money-grubbing, however efficient, is not more ‘intellectually honest’ than non-money-grubbing conviction, however personal: and you don’t, at any rate in the long run, ‘sell’ political ideas by methods successfully employed for toothpaste. The argument with which Mr. Orwell crowns his dialectical house of cards is that Beggar My Neighbour fails to ‘sell’ Indian freedom to its potential buyers, the British public, because it contains a passage which may offend them. To this there are three replies, technical, factual and ethical. Technically, shocks and even insults may be first-rate advertising: witness body-odour, halitosis, and queries on every bus as to whether you have cleaned your teeth. Factually, with the exception of Mr. Orwell I have not so far found among my English audiences or readers a single soul who was ‘offended’ by comparisons between the Indian way of life and ours: on the contrary, such details never fail to arouse great interest. Ethically, while it may be commercially inexpedient to reveal the ingredients of a toothpaste, it is politically wise and even necessary to reveal the feelings of a subject race. And the feelings of a subject race are necessarily more sensitive than those of a dominating one. The wealthy landlord can afford to be amused at Socialist gibes: if the gibe is the other way round, there is an uproar. When Mr. Orwell re-writes the passage in which I compared Indian ways favourably with English ones, and makes it vice-versa (adding that Englishmen, although nowadays they don’t write such things, still think them), his words will undoubtedly offend Indians in a way that mine could never offend Englishmen. Cats looking at kings are not kings looking at cats.

Mr. Orwell has fired a great number of arrows at me, and he is a skilful shot. I ought by rights to be bleeding as tragically as any St. Sebastian. Actually, the arrows give me a pleasing—here Mr. Orwell would say masochistic—glow. That is partly because I am glad that my book should be noticed at such length by so brilliant a writer in such an admirable publication: partly because so violent a protest does some honour to my arguments. I suspect that Mr Orwell, who agrees exactly, and says so, with my conclusions about India, hates my methods of approach to those conclusions and is infuriated because he cannot find better ones: at least, that is how his argument strikes me. And it is worth considering this point, if only because Mr. Orwell, occupying a position in the Indian section of the B.B.C., is directly concerned with methods of approach. I should dearly like to wean him from his belief in the intellectual honesty of toothpaste. But before making this attempt, I must try to remove the poison from some at least of his many arrows.

I am, it seems, Russophobe, anti-Socialist, and contemptuous of the ‘working-class conception of Socialism’: I am ‘uncritically reverent’ of everything Oriental: I do not want Indian independence: I desire to work off quarrels with All-India Radio, the Government of India, and the British Press: not only do I want a negotiated peace, but I plead for ‘surrender to Hitler’: I am in a ‘comfortable and privileged position’: and I am a ‘parlour Anarchist’, whatever that may be. It is a formidable indictment. Russophobe. I went to Russia nine years ago because I was fascinated by the Soviet experiment: I had a whale of a time, was treated with the greatest hospitality and kindness, and so fell in love with the beauty and exhilaration of Moscow that for two pins I’d have chucked my Indian assignment in order to stay there. The two pins were withheld partly because, while admiring the Kremlin, I was near as a toucher annihilated by a string of black-windowed cars, issuing from the great gate at forty miles an hour to the accompaniment of a red light and a clanging bell, and containing, so I understood, Mr. Stalin and others. If I found some things in Russia repellent and some comic, I also found quite as many charming and intelligent people as elsewhere. Anti-Socialist? As far as I know, the ‘working-class conception of Socialism’ ranges from extreme Conservatism down to a desire to grab any property in sight: between lie infinite gradations. My conception of Socialism is something which gives as much importance to the Indian coolie starving in Calcutta as to the Beveridge plan: a working-class of one country which lives on the exploitation of the working-class of another is doing the same thing as the capitalist one step above. Uncritically reverent of everything Oriental: am I? I have said in my book that I hold no brief for Indians, that many of them treated me abominably, that India has her full share of rogues and robbers, and that she will not be happy in a moment because she is free. But Mr. Orwell is partly right, because he has not read my book carefully. I wrote in it that it was a biased book, and so it is. In writing Beggar My Neighbour I did my best to get inside the skin of an Indian and to write, though still as an Englishman, what he might feel. I may have done it badly; I still feel that it is something that needs doing. I will gladly confess to Mr. Orwell that, personally, I have always disliked, and felt uncomfortable in, India and the Orient: that does not prevent me from thinking that an Indian has a perfect right to revere Oriental ways and habits, and that those may be as good as, even better than, our own. Do I desire to ‘work off quarrels’? Perhaps to some extent we all do. I had the privilege of building and naming A.I.R.; its personnel are, I hope, my friends—at least I am theirs; the feeling I have for it, as far as I can judge, is one of affectionate interest. I certainly fought with the Government of India for every penny I spent and every inch of progress we made: I think (as does apparently Mr. Orwell) that it would be better swept away in favour of a National Government: I don’t think I have any quarrel with it—after all, it gave me a superb chit, as well as the C.I.E., when I left it. As for the British Press, I have a quarrel with those sections of it which persistently ignore or twist the Indian problem, thus furthering ignorance and misunderstanding: but perhaps it isn’t their fault: in the logic of the toothpaste-advertiser, India isn’t ‘news’.

These are unimportant, because personal, arrows. But the questions of negotiated peace and privileged position, mixed up with parlour anarchy and Mr. Orwell’s pet obsession, the intellectual unconsciously or mischievously playing into the hands of the imperialist—these raise wider issues. In discussing whether Gandhi will be ‘an inspiration’, Mr. Orwell uses a striking phrase. ‘When one thinks of the creatures who are venerated by humanity it does not seem particularly unlikely.’ Words are elastic, and I may mistake Mr. Orwell’s intention. But his use of the word ‘creatures’ suggests that humanity’s veneration is wrongly directed, and the word ‘veneration’ usually attaches to men of ideas—Christ, Buddha, Socrates, Shakespeare, whom you will. If he considers that humanity’s veneration has been mistaken in the past, as it will be mistaken in the case of Gandhi, I do not know whom he would wish us to venerate: perhaps none, or maybe the toothpaste advertiser. But the great adventure of humanity, greater than any war, is the adventure of ideas: intelligent men and women the world over have been and will be preoccupied above all by the search for a better society and a better way of life. We can hardly say that we have discovered it. And those who contribute ideas whose fundamental goodness can be recognized, even though the ideas may seem impossible to reconcile with society as we know it, will be venerated. We recognize the essential rightness of the Sermon on the Mount, or, if you like, the Ten Commandments: we know well-enough that if we put them into practice, if we do not covet, if we are meek, if we truly love our neighbour, we make a perfect society. It is true that neither Eastern nor Western man has been able to do so: it is also true that this type of thinking has mainly come to the West from the East. Mr. Orwell and others of his persuasion are at pains to prove that the East is as bad as the West, and that to extol the East is an infallible sign of Fascism and pacificism. It is as easy in wartime to stick these damaging labels on to anyone you don’t like, as to smear a Jew’s robe with yellow. The East is, at the moment, a convenient illustration, because over a fairly long period of history the best and biggest wars have been conducted by Europeans, inside or outside Europe: tomorrow the reverse may be the case. The mythos, as Mr. Orwell calls it, is not of the East because it is the East, but of a set of challenging ideas, embraced and rejected by humanity throughout history, of which Gandhi happens to be (as I think at least) the most sincere exponent in our time.

Those ideas will not be dispelled by any number of Orwells. Equally, any number of Fieldens may believe in them but fail to practise them. That I am in a comfortable and privileged position is Mr. Orwell’s sharpest arrow: I grant the wound. Detachment from possession is, I am convinced, the best, possibly the only, way for humanity to avoid war: I suspect that it may also be the key to the most satisfactory way of living. But I was brought up to like possessions, and I like them. Must I, even if on the wrong side of the camel’s eye, remain dumb? I may get through it some day. Meanwhile I admire Gandhi, not in the least because he is Indian but because he is a human being who has made himself a world figure without force or weapons, and is indifferent to possessions and comfort and even life itself. And if I am asked whether I want a negotiated peace, I cannot do better than to quote the penultimate paragraph of the Congress Resolution of 1939:

‘The working Committee wishes to declare that the Indian people have no quarrel with the Japanese people, or the German people, or any other people, but they have a deep-rooted quarrel with the systems which deny freedom and are based on violence and aggression. They do not look forward to the victory of one people over another, or to a dictated peace, but to a victory of real democracy for all people in all countries, when the world is freed from the nightmare of violence and imperialist oppression.’

That is an expression of something which most decent men feel, more or less, according to their circumstances and associations and the amount of propaganda that they swallow. Democracy, if it is to be any good at all, must be world-wide: and world-wide democracy cannot be born of the totalitarian conception of Victory, of Might, of the Dictate. A peace treaty may be bad or good: its endurance depends not upon whether it is negotiated or dictated, but upon whether it takes place at a moment when fair dealing and foresight can function freely. Mr. Orwell whips himself up into such a pet over words like negotiation and disaffection that his pen flies from insinuation to sheer misrepresentation, and he has the effrontery to state that Beggar My Neighbour contains ‘pleas for surrender to Hitler’. It doesn’t: that’s all there is to be said. But why all this foam and fury? Mr. Orwell is, I am sure, sincere: he is also a brilliant writer and an influential propagandist. Therefore, it is worth asking what has brought his eloquent lance into such irritable action, and whether by any chance he is tilting at windmills.

His main targets seem to be four. First, Parlour Anarchy: the plea for the simple life, based on dividends. Second, the mischief of any propaganda not conducted on toothpaste-advertising lines. Third, the ‘disaffected’ intellectual who has (according to Mr. Orwell) so many complexes—including guilt, privilege, resentment, transferred nationalism, chauvinism, scepticism and ‘no desire to escape’ (qualities not perhaps confined to intellectuals)—that he lands up as pacifist and Fascist. Fourth, the hideous alliance of, as he calls it, ‘impossibilism’ and reaction: the fact, as Mr. Bernard Shaw put it, that the further Left you go, the nearer you get to the Right.

These ninepins can be shied at. A simple life based on dividends is what ninety-nine per cent of humanity naturally and rightly desires: dividends is only one name for security. And security is available to all if a simple life is lived: not, however, if life is complicated by advertising rackets of the toothpaste kind, and twisted into a hideous game of grab and envy, in which abysmal poverty must compensate colossal wealth. The ‘intellectual honesty’ of commercial advertising is a ninepin which never stood up at all. The ‘disaffected intellectual’—and not he alone by any means—is merely the man or woman who struggles to discover a better conception of society and looks beyond the temporary and fanciful scales of values imposed—perhaps inevitably—by war and war propaganda. The intellectual is seldom either Fascist or pacifist: intellectuals are conspicuous by their absence in the ranks of both. The intellectual may choose to fight with bayonet or with brain or to stand apart: he cannot choose but think. And in thinking he must probe the values, however temporarily sacrosanct, which have led human nature to condone and practise mass murder. As to ‘impossibilism’, what is it? A hundred years ago it would have been a man speaking through the air to the whole world, or photographs taken in darkness, or Russia an equalitarian State. And in the flux of today nothing, surely, is impossible: not even Christian living—though that, for Mr. Orwell, may be ‘reactionary’.

But, when all that is said, there remains in Mr. Orwell’s writing a rancour which is hard to explain. The labels which he himself fabricates, infuriate him. Can it be that, compromising between his principles and his bread-and-butter, he has a special envy of those who don’t or needn’t? He tells us, bravely enough, that England must get off India’s back, that the Viceroy must go, the India Office be wound up: it is ‘the only decent gesture’. But, he adds, this can’t be done because the Government (for which he himself does propaganda) won’t have it. So what? So, says Mr. Orwell, you must not frighten or shock anyone (except of course the ‘disaffected intellectual’), you must ‘win over’ the British public gradually and politely, as toothpaste advertisers do, and all will be well. So might some phantom George Orwellski, Russian Government propagandist of 1916, have written, urging that Lenin would be welcomed back to Petrograd and political prisoners crowned with laurels, if only everyone were perfectly polite about it.

No, Mr. Orwell, it does not work that way: you cannot hunt and run. I am not, and never was, under any illusion that books like Beggar My Neighbour stir more than the faintest of faint ripples: I wrote it because I felt impelled to say what I sincerely felt about India, and for no other reason. My book will leave as indifferent the indifferent British public as Orwell’s literary broadcasts the starving people of Bengal. Words don’t fill bellies or alter arrogant minds. Yet words as they accumulate do modify opinion, the quicker if their impact be sharp and timely. I can assure Mr. Orwell that the mass of British opinion is already converted to his views and mine: that is, it wants to see India free: but it does not and cannot act because the situation is distorted and obscured by the powers which propaganda serves. Amery plays down the famine, plays up the crimes of a Provincial Government: Cripps declares that constitutional changes are ‘impossible’ in wartime: Churchill states that Congress does not represent the Hindu masses. The average man, already preoccupied by the complications of his daily life and the immediate issues of war, takes such pronouncements as expert, and dismisses India as something that must, by its nature, unhappily drift. And in such an opinion he is no doubt strengthened by Mr. Orwell. To me it seemed more necessary to say, even if with only a small, small voice, that the drift was to chaos: and present conditions in India bear out that view. Neither our war effort nor our prestige will gain by Indian famine: and Indian famine is a direct result of the policy of drift. Mr. Orwell, subscribing as it seems to me to the policy of drift, condemns my book as a mischievous one, which will be acclaimed by the Left and welcomed, for different reasons, by the Right. He puts it, I think, too high. But his own article, from a pen so much better-known and eloquent than mine, will certainly show all Indians who read it how profoundly Mr. Orwell despises them: and that, I imagine, while it may be acclaimed by his fellow-propagandists, is a service which will be greatly welcomed in Berlin.




2259. Roy Walker to George Orwell

28 September 1943


One of those who objected to the tenor of Orwell’s review of Fielden’s book, and especially to his attitude to Gandhi, was Roy Walker1 of the Peace Pledge Union. This important letter from him survives—important because it quotes from a lost letter Orwell had written to him, and also because what Walker said may have played a part in the later development of Orwell’s interpretation of Gandhi’s character and role in Anglo-Indian affairs (as expressed, for example, in ‘Reflections on Gandhi,’ January 1949; see 3516). Walker’s letter mentions that Orwell ‘may be in poor health.’



Dear Mr. Orwell,

So what you’ve got against Gandhi is that some “big capitalists” show “veneration” for him! It seems to me that you might just as well speak slightingly of Stalin’s “financial background” because his present policy happens to coincide with the immediate interests of the capitalist countries in the West. By this criterion Stalin went wrong the moment the Times started to call him “Mr. Stalin.”

Moreover you strangely leave out of account the veneration of the masses for Gandhi, which he has earned by fighting for them for nearly half a century with a devotion that puts most socialists to shame. Nehru has protested vigorously about the slanders of “parlour socialists” against Gandhi, and himself does not exactly look on the Mahatma as a pawn in the capitalist game. From the time when he led the Ahmedabad mill-workers in their strike in 1917 Gandhi has fought on the side of the people. He does not accept all the socialist party cries, truly. But that doesn’t put him in the fascist-imperialist camp.

Of course the British officials think Gandhi is useful in some ways, and he is. At first they thought he was merely simple-minded in preaching non-violence and that this was equivalent to giving them no trouble. Later not a few of them have literally prayed that he might fail, that the violent elements (Bose & Co2) might triumph, because of the disastrous consequences of applying oppression to people who did not hit back, which had made our name mud in America and a good many other places. Also, the apparently innocuous hand-spinning campaign gave Lancashire a nasty shock in the thirties, and the Government did a lot of propaganda against it.

My own very wobbly ahimsa3 almost gives way altogether when you say cheerfully that “one length of railway line torn up achieves more than a lot of soul-force.” If this isn’t just back-chat it means that if the Indian nationalists had resorted to violence during the last thirty years, instead of Satyagraha,4 they would have achieved, or would be nearer achieving, real independence. You may think so. I don’t. If Amritsar5 had been answered by a counter-massacre, everyone would cheerfully have supported Dyerism without end, and Gandhi would have been hung out of hand.

Your summary of Gandhi’s pronouncements since the outbreak of this war is full of mistakes and inaccuracies. (1) He said at first he gave moral support to the British cause and held Hitler responsible for the war because he had refused arbitration. (2) He advocated attempting to reach agreement with Japan by negotiation, just as he advised Britain to negotiate with Hitler, and had himself negotiated with boundless patience with Britain. This is not inconsistent at all. Negotiation does not mean surrender. Gandhi contended that if honourable terms could not be got there must be struggle; only if he could influence India it must be non-violent struggle. (3) So far from being willing to “support the war again tomorrow” if certain concessions were made, he has set his face against such bargaining, which is why he retired from the field during the negotiations with Cripps. (4) While he himself would try to raise a non-violent force, Congress wished India to be defended by force. He explained that Congress would not object to the Anglo-American army remaining. Where Gandhi and Congress agreed was that political power should be handed over to a representative Indian Cabinet. (5) Gandhi has said repeatedly that “cowardice is worse than violence.” Therefore he always admires bravery, and in this sense has praised the Poles and others. He would rather India fought by military means than surrendered. But he would still say, quite consistently, that in all of these cases the ‘higher’ alternative of “non-violence” was open, and that the highest courage would have been to adopt that means of struggle. (6) He said candidly to a Pressman (I think) that the theoretical possibility was that the Japanese might kill the whole population of India in an attempt to subdue the country. If they did so, and the Indians died without returning violence for violence, that would have been the triumph of Satyagraha. He then said that it was not in the least likely that that would happen, for the Japanese and other terrorists relied on the panic produced by a few atrocities to smash the morale of the mass. If they failed to do so they would give up terrorism.

The White Paper was published over here. The “Times” said that it showed an unfortunate eagerness to make debating points, and the “New Statesman” which is by no means tender to Gandhi described it as from first to last an indictment of Gandhi. I have read it carefully, and find nothing in it which upsets any of the points I have briefly made above.

You sneer a little at Gandhi’s description of Chinese resistance against Japan as “almost non-violent.” (I knew he said that about Poland, and it is quite likely he did say it of China too, although what comments of his I have seen about China were not quite so magnanimous.) I have partly explained this point already. Resistance to evil is essential, Gandhi believes. Courage and the willingness to suffer for a cause are the backbone of any morality. He can admire these qualities wherever they are found. In some cases, as where the small Polish forces stood up to the overwhelming mass of Nazi machinery, the element of courage is so much greater than the element of violence that, almost, such action must be classed with the ideal Satyagrahi who also would stand against the oppressor but would not return violence at all. To tear the phrase from its context and pretend it represents only a confusion of thought is unfair and unconvincing.

Don’t you think that you should try to go into the evidence before you circulate dirt about “the sham austerities of the ashram”? And what is it in his whole career that makes you think him “a bit of a charlatan?”

I don’t want to involve you in a correspondence about this, because I expect you are busy, as I am.6 Also I hear from a friend that you may be in poor health—and at the risk of being thought to practise pacifist technique I send my good wishes for your recovery.

But I do think you were grossly unfair to Gandhi in your review, and that your defence of your attitude in your letter to me only underlines your bias towards him. I would like to think that you will, if you have time, go into the question more thoroughly. You may come back with a more imposing indictment of Gandhi. I prefer to believe that if you are really concerned to find the truth about him you will want to write again in “Horizon” or elsewhere and make him some amends. I don’t make the kind of assumption about you that you made about Gandhi; I don’t judge you by the fact that your gospel is a White Paper (which I think you have not read) and that your bark belongs to the India Office pack. I think you are just in a muddle and are angry with pacifists. You will be a more formidable critic of pacifism if you do us justice.

Every good wish,

Roy Walker




2260. Extract from Minutes of Eastern Service Meeting

1 September 1943

Mr. Blair suggested that the present scientific series “Calling All Students” which had dealt principally with health and medicine should be followed by a series on psychology as applied to modern conditions. The suggestion was approved and it was agreed that Mr. Blair should consult Mr. Norman Collins and Mr. Weymouth regarding the expert guidance necessary.

Mr. Blair suggested that to follow the existing “Modern Men of Letters” series there should be a fresh series of “Great Dramatists”. The former series under this title had proved popular in India; and there was plenty of material. The suggestion was accepted.




2261. To Desmond Hawkins

2 September 1943 03/ES/EB

Dear Hawkins,

I am going away this week for a fortnight’s holiday so I shall not be here for the next Backward Glance. Your anniversary programme will also be coming off just after I get back. Could you please let us have the scripts a bit earlier. In the case of today’s programme I didn’t get the script until yesterday—only one day before production. This can make a lot of trouble: if there is any censorship difficulty or in the case of today’s cast when they had to come and do their stuff live unexpectedly. I am gong to try and make quite sure that in future it is quite clear whether the scripts are recorded or live. If it is a live script it is better not to write the programme so that people have to do their piece again, which entails paying them over again as well as bringing them to the studio at short notice.

Yours sincerely,

[Initialled] E.A.B

(George Orwell)

[On verso]

I shall be glad if you will return the books on Greenwich Observatory1 as soon as possible.




2262. To C. E. M. Joad

2 September 1943 Original 07/ES/EB/JEL

Dear Joad,

I wonder if it would be possible for you to do your talk on Tuesday, October 12th, live. Could you let me know about this? I should like, in any case, to have the script not less than a week in advance of the broadcast date.

Yours sincerely,

[Signed] Geo. Orwell

(George Orwell)


Joad annotated this letter and returned it to Orwell. He would be speaking elsewhere on 12 October and hoped to record the talk on the 7th or 8th. He would provide the script by 2 or 4 September. He concluded, ‘Is this the last talk?’ When the script arrived, Orwell was on holiday; it was read by Bokhari. He found it very much above his head (as he wrote to Joad, 14 September), and felt that ‘people of average intelligence, like myself, in India, will be rather disappointed.’ He continued at length—there are eleven subsections—to show Joad, one of the great popularisers of philosophy, how to talk to a general audience. Though Joad might find his ‘long rigmarole’ fit only for the wastepaper basket, Bokhari said, he had written ‘just in order to tell you what India will be most interested in.’ Joad’s response is not known. Despite its ironical aspects, Bokhari’s serious intent does come through. See also Bokhari’s letter to Oliver Bell, 14 September 1943, 2273.






2263. Orwell’s Annual Leave

3 September 1943


Orwell took annual leave from Friday, the 3rd, to Monday, 20 September 1943. For arrangements for the production in his absence of the Newsletters in Tamil and in English for Indonesia, see notes to these Newsletters of 26 August and 3 September, 2251 and 2264.






2264. English Newsletter for Indonesia, 9

3 September 1943


This was written by George Orwell, and read by John Morris. No script has been traced.

Whilst Orwell was on leave, John Morris wrote and read the Newsletters for Indonesia on 10 and 17 September.1






2265. On Orwell’s behalf to E. M. Forster

3 September 1943 07/ES/EB/JEL

Dear Mr. Forster,

I have arranged a recording for your next “Some Books” talk on Friday, 10th September at 3.00 p.m. and I shall be very glad if you could be here at 2.30 to run through and time it. I am enclosing The Making of the Indian Princes by Edward Thompson and Reflections on the Revolution of our Time by Harold Laski.1

Yours sincerely,

[Not signed/initialled]

for George Orwell




2266. Kingsley Martin and the BBC Eastern Service


There had been a number of disagreements about the fee Kingsley Martin was to be paid for broadcasting. On 28 May 1943, Bokhari made the mistake of offering Martin an estimated fee of £10.10. This was resolved by his being offered a fee of £15.15 (see Orwell’s memorandum of 30 July 1943, 2210). However, there were also doubts about Martin as an appropriate speaker, and though this surfaced over a particular issue, those doubts ran deeper. On 30 July, he was to talk, in ‘Education in England,’ on the Norwood Report (on secondary schools), but he did not mention that report. Instead, he talked about education in general, and, according to J. B. Clark, Controller, Overseas Services, had ‘far too much to say about Public Schools,’ did not put secondary schools ‘into the right perspective,’ and was confused about ‘purely denominational aspects of the religious background to the teaching in schools’ (memorandum of 5 August 1943 to L. F. Rushbrook Williams). Rushbrook Williams replied 11 August, in a memorandum marked ‘Private and Confidential.’ He explained that Martin had changed his topic without consulting his staff. Orwell was then brought into the picture:



Blair (instructed by E.S.O. [C. Lawson Reece] at, I understand, your instance) immediately got into touch with A.C.(H) [Assistant Controller, Home Division, R. N. Armfelt1]: but was uncertain in what capacity A.C.(H) entered the picture at all. A.C.(H), according to Blair, could not be induced to surmount an initial objection to Kingsley Martin being asked to deal with an educational topic. Blair tried in vain to explain that Kingsley Martin had not been selected as an educational expert: but as a writer on current political affairs whose topic on this occasion happened to be an educational one. The exchange between A.C.(H) and Blair never recovered from the initial misunderstanding: although Blair did succeed in elucidating A.C.(H)’s principal objections to some of Kingsley Martin’s expressions, which were modified in the “as broadcast” script (this had further been “touched up” by Weymouth). Blair has expressed his regrets that his treatment of A.C.(H) lacked the normal courtesies: but pleads that he did, under conditions of great urgency, find it very difficult indeed to reach a common basis of approach.

I agree that the script is disappointing in its balance. The stress laid upon denominational difficulties, and the personal reminiscences, are in fact just right for the particular audience: but I admit that this may be the result of accident rather than of expertise!

In future, I have arranged that the scripts of this series shall come to me personally in ample time to ensure that the agreed topic is in fact dealt with, and dealt with as we should like.


J. B. Clark replied on 15 August:



Thank you for your memo of August 11th. Experience in this instance does, as I am sure you will realise, yield valuable guidance for the future over one or two important principles;

(a) As you know, I am constantly emphasising the extreme importance of clear briefs to speakers. These are essential if we are, in fact, to direct and control our own services and if we are to choose the right speakers for a given subject. It is one thing for a journalist of distinction, like Kingsley Martin, to deal in a topical talk with a published report (for example the Norwood Report) but the changing of the brief or subject as in this case must not recur. I am glad to have your assurance on this point in your final paragraph, but of course the same principle does apply to all talks or series.

(b) I made it quite clear in my short manuscript note to E.S.O. that A.C.(H) should be consulted “as an expert within the B.B.C. on education”. Blair should therefore, have been under no misapprehensions as to the capacity in which he was to consult A.C.(H). There was nothing new about this and I was merely re-stating a situation explained to the Oxford Street Services many months ago. Just as it is valuable for people in other services to consult your Department on Eastern and Far Eastern affairs, it is from a Corporation angle justifiable for A.C.(H) to be consulted on all doubtful matters in broadcasts about education in this country, or on other educational questions where expert advice is necessary.


Rushbrook Williams annotated this memorandum for Lawson Reece’s attention on 16 August:



Please see C(O.S.)’s note above. Would you please keep a fatherly eye on this matter of briefing?

We cannot risk any more trouble over Kingsley Martin: and I’d be grateful if you would get Blair’s cooperation to ensure that the suggested precautions are in fact observed.


There is considerably more internal correspondence (and some is reproduced in ‘West: Broadcasts,’ 294–99, though it should be noted that the final note is addressed to Lawson-Reece, not Sir Malcolm Darling, who does not appear to have been involved). Both fee and subject matter were resolved finally on 4 September 1943 when Bokhari wrote to Kingsley Martin:



Dear Martin,

We are exceedingly grateful to you for your most interesting monthly talks. Owing to some changes in the programme planning, it may be necessary for us to drop your talks from the 28th September. Of course you will hear from us definitely in due course.




2267. On Orwell’s behalf to Desmond Hawkins

6 September 1943 07/ES/EB/JEL

Dear Mr. Hawkins,

I am enclosing a copy of the Radio Times which gives some information about the six pips.1

With regard to the Anniversary of the Month programme on September 21st. Mr. Cleverdon is going to Bristol on the 13th and will be producing it from there. I understand you will be in Bristol during that time, so perhaps you could get in touch with him there and let him know about the cast etc. Could you also give him a copy of the script and let us have one too, if possible by Monday the 13th.

Yours sincerely,

[Initialled] JEL

for George Orwell




2268. On Orwell’s behalf to Oliver Bell

8 September 1943 07/ES/EB/JEL

Dear Mr. Bell,

I have arranged a recording for your next Film talk on Monday, 20th September, 1943 at 11.45 a.m. I hope this will be convenient for you. Could you be at 200 Oxford Street at 11.15 a.m. to run through and time the talk?1 I shall be glad if I can have the script by the 15 September.

Miss Blackburn has got the BBC recording of all the film music from Malta G.C.2 and will arrange a presentation script with the relative parts of music to run for fifteen minutes after your talk on Wednesday, 22nd September. The script will be on the lines suggested by you.

Yours sincerely,

[Initialled] JEL

for George Orwell




2269. BBC Talks Booking Form, 8.9.43


Dr. P. Chatterjee: To write and broadcast Bengali Newsletter and supply an English version for censorship; 13½ minutes each week; broadcast 18 and 25.9.43; fee £10.10s each broadcast. Signed: Z. A. Bokhari.1






2270. Orwell’s Adaptation of ‘The Fox’ by Ignazio Silone

BBC Eastern Service, 9 September 1943


The text for Orwell’s adaptation for radio of Ignazio Silone’s story ‘The Fox’ survives in the BBC’s Play Library. The typescript does not appear to have been made by Orwell (it splits ‘onto’ into two words, for example, though he was not always consistent in typing it as a single word), and it has been fairly heavily amended. None of the emendations are in Orwell’s hand, nor are a number of directions indicating how passages should be spoken. There are also a few technical directions. The script shows detailed timing indications—about every thirty seconds—and a few revised timings. The thirty-second intervals were probably introduced in rehearsal, which was timed for a run of 25 minutes 40 seconds; the timing 26.30 probably gives the performance time as broadcast. This text is not marked ‘As broadcast,’ nor has it been marked as passed by the censor.

The text reproduced is that of the version amended for broadcasting. Timings have not been included because they are so regular and are so frequent as to be distracting. Handwritten substitutions and additions are printed in italic; if they are technical or production directions, they are also placed within square brackets. Three words underlined in the typescript are also underlined here, not italicised, to avoid confusion (see notes 7, 28, 29). Passages cut and the originals of passages substituted are given in the notes. A few slight changes are made silently. It is not always possible to place production directions precisely, since they are usually scrawled in the margin. Some are difficult to decipher; if doubtful, this is mentioned in a note. ‘F’ stands for ‘Flash Cue’ indicating that a light is flashed to tell the actor when to speak at the start of the programme or after an effects noise that might have been added outside the studio where the broadcast was taking place.

The play was produced by Douglas Cleverdon, who was probably responsible for certain sections of narrative being recast as dialogue. Originally Cyril Gardiner was to have read the narration and Richard Williams was to have played Agostino. There are some phrasing marks written into Agostino’s and, to a lesser degree, the Narrator’s speeches. These have not been reproduced. Their appearance in these two roles might suggest that they were the work of Richard Williams, who started by being cast as Agostino, changed to the Narrator, and after starting to mark up this copy of the script, marked up his own copy, formerly Cyril Gardiner’s copy. This script has a large ‘M’ written at the top of the first page, which might suggest Terry Morgan, but see headnote to ‘A Slip Under the Microscope,’ 6 October 1943, 2297.

The cast names are written into this script: Narrator: Richard Williams; Daniele: [Not named]; Agostino: Terry Morgan; Luca: Brian Powley; The Engineer: Cyril Gardiner; Caterina: Jean Anderson; Silvia: Lucille Lisle; Luisa: Jane Burrell.



(PIG EFFECTS)

Narrator: [F] Daniele was a peasant of the Ticino, in Switzerland,1 just over the border from Italy. One morning when he was busy in the pig-sty helping the sow to litter, his daughter Silvia came a little way down the path from the house and called to him:

Silvia: Father! there’s someone here that says she wants to speak to you.

Daniele: Go away, child. I can’t see anyone now. Didn’t I say I wasn’t to be disturbed? I’m too busy looking after the sow.

(PIG EFFECTS)

Narrator: [F] Daniele had taken every care to see that the birth should go off successfully, but with a sow you can never be absolutely certain. He had put her on a strict diet the day before and as an extra precaution had given her a stiff dose of castor oil. Agostino, a young Italian who had been living in the Ticino for some years, was helping him. Agostino was a builder by trade but he did odd jobs of all kinds in the off season.

The birth started well and three little pigs hardly bigger than rats had already come into the world. There was practically nothing for Agostino to do except to find a suitable name for each little pig as it appeared. There was some trouble with the fourth one, but after that it went well and there were seven altogether. Agostino held up the fourth pig, the one which had not wanted to be born.

Agostino: That’s a very poor pig. We’ll call this one Benito Mussolini.

Daniele: Impossible. I’m going to sell these pigs in Italy.

Silvia: Father! Didn’t you hear me calling you? There’s somebody here who wants to talk to you.

Daniele: Go away, child. I’m busy. (To Agostino) Now we must wrap these young pigs up warmly. You can’t be too careful with them their first day. Help me put them in this box, Agostino. The straw will keep them warm…. Now, this blanket on top …2 There, they ought to be all right now. We’ll have to take care that the fox doesn’t get hold of them, though.

Agostino: Do you get many foxes round here?

Daniele: Lots of them. And they’re cunning brutes, too. It takes a lot of catching, a fox does. A farmer’s life is just one trouble after another. When it isn’t bad weather it’s birds, or weeds, or plant disease, or vermin. But a fox is the worst of all.

Agostino: Here’s Silvia coming down the path with some one.

Daniele: Who is it?

Agostino: Looks like Caterina.

Daniele: Caterina! That dried-up, old chatter box, she’ll go on for hours if she once starts talking. Quick. Come on down to the orchard, Agostino.

Silvia [calling]: Father!

Caterina: Signor Daniele!

Agostino: Too late, Daniele—you’re cornered.3

Caterina: Signor Daniele, I want your advice about something. An Italian gentleman came to see me yesterday afternoon.

Daniele: Well, what about it?

Caterina: You’ll hardly believe it. He asked me to become a spy!

Daniele: A spy!

Caterina: Yes. He wants me to spy on the Italian workers who go to and fro between Italy and Switzerland. He said to me, “You’re a dressmaker. [quicker] With your work you must go into hundreds of houses and hear all kinds of conversations. And besides, you’re an old maid and nobody takes any notice of you. You could pick up all kinds of information if you cared to.” Well, he went on talking like this for some time, and then he said straight out: “If you’re prepared to gather information about the activities of certain Italian anti-Fascists living in the Ticino, we can make it worth your while. In fact, you could look forward to making something to lay aside for your old age.” That’s what he said to me, Signor Daniele.

Daniele: Why do you come to me with this story? I’m not an Italian. I’m not interested in your Italian affairs.

Caterina: But I want your advice.

Daniele: What kind of advice? Advice about what?

Caterina: Why, whether to accept the gentleman’s offer or not. I don’t know what to do. I’ve never been so upset and worried in all my life. If I do accept I shall earn a lot of money, but only by doing harm to people who’ve never done any harm to me. But it’s dangerous to refuse too. If I refuse they’ll put me down as an anti-Fascist and then I shall be persecuted in all kinds of ways. You know me, you know I’m neither a Fascist nor an anti-Fascist. I don’t know anything about politics, all I want is to be able to earn my living and be left alone. I’m so upset about it.4

Daniele: You know I don’t meddle in politics either. But don’t be afraid, it’ll be all right. Tell Agostino what you’ve just told me and then do what he tells you.

Caterina: Are you working against the Fascists too, Signor Daniele?

Daniele: If I was, I shouldn’t talk about it. The trouble with all you Italians is that you talk too much. Now you go along and tell Agostino all about it, and remember to do exactly what he tells you. I must get back to my pigs.

Narrator: Some days later Daniele was at work in the orchard with Silvia. He5 had a free morning and was using it to disinfect his vines against disease. He was going over the affected places with a small metal brush and Silvia was following him with a can of boiling water, when Agostino appeared driving a lorry loaded with bricks.6

[Lorry slows down and stops]

Agostino: [F] Hi! Daniele! That business of ours is going ahead.

Daniele: What business?

Agostino: You know well enough what I mean.

Daniele: I know nothing about it.

Silvia: Father, I know7 you’re really working against the Fascists, aren’t you? Although you don’t talk about it. I would like so much to help you!

Daniele: Then take these rotten twigs up to the house8 and burn them, that’s the only way you can help me at the moment. Very well [back].9 All you people talk too much.

Agostino: Did you hear that there’s another fox at work in the neighbourhood? It got into a chicken-run the night before last and nearly fifty chickens were found with their necks broken.

Daniele: We’ll have to be careful with our chickens. We’ll set the trap tonight. But it’s a difficult job trapping a fox. The brutes are so sly that they won’t touch the bait even when they’re starving.

Agostino: A bit of poisoned meat is better than a trap.

Daniele: Even that doesn’t always work. No one knows just the right amount of strychnine to kill a fox. If you put too little the fox only gets a belly-ache, and if you put too much he merely vomits it up again.

Agostino: Listen, Daniele. Now that Silvia’s gone,10 I’ll tell you about the other fox we are trying to catch, the fox on two legs, I mean. Caterina’s doing just as I told her. The Italian spy went to see her again yesterday, and after a lot of sobbing and sighing she agreed to do the work. You see the idea. Caterina’s the bait. We’ll make use of her to bring the spy here, and then we’ve got him. He’s told her to find out the names of all the Italian workers who cross the frontier every day and come in contact with political refugees in this country. [more incisive] He also told her that it would be worth a big sum of money to her if she could help him to find out who are the people who are smuggling revolutionary books and pamphlets into Italy.

Daniele: Did he tell her that they suspected anyone in particular?

Agostino: No. She herself doesn’t know anything in any case.

Daniele: Does Caterina know that I have anything to do with the Italian revolutionaries?

Agostino: No, she thinks you have nothing to do with politics. Here’s Silvia coming back …

Daniele: It’s rain we need; the land’s caked as dry as a bone.11

Narrator: Every evening Daniele set the steel trap outside the hen house and scattered poisoned scraps of food. But the fox did not put in an appearance. And Agostino’s fox, the two-legged one, the spy—he didn’t12 seem in any hurry to be caught either. At any rate Daniele heard no more of the matter for some days. Then one morning Agostino arrived.13

[Open]14

Agostino: [F] The trap is set, Daniele. The fox will be caught tonight.

Daniele: How are you going to set about it?

Agostino: Caterina has written to the spy and told him that she has some important information for him. She has arranged to meet him at nine o’clock tonight near the lake, outside the old San Quirico chapel. [try overacting] Only, you see, Caterina won’t be alone. I and two others are going to keep the appointment too.

Daniele: Don’t you think it would be better to tell the police and have the man arrested? After all, he is an Italian spy.

Agostino: No, that would be stupid. The consulate would hear about it and the fox wouldn’t turn up. You leave it to us. We’ll make the man sorry he was ever born.

Narrator: That evening Daniele took a train to Locarno and strolled along the lake to the place where he had arranged to wait for Agostino. However, at about half past ten it was not Agostino who turned up but Luca, another Italian who worked in Switzerland, a carpenter by trade. He explained why Agostino had not appeared.

Luca: Agostino has hurt his hand a bit.15 He didn’t want people to notice16 his bandage.

Daniele: But what about the spy?

Luca: Oh, we left him lying there. He turned up at the meeting place and met Caterina, while we stayed in hiding behind the chapel. Caterina began sobbing and sighing as usual and then told the spy a lot of absolute rubbish. Among other things she told him that the revolutionary books17 which are being smuggled into Italy came from the Franciscan monastery at Locarno.

Daniele: That was a good idea!

Luca: Well, Agostino went across to the spy and left us behind the church. We had agreed that Agostino should only draw his revolver if the man showed any sign of using his own revolver first. Agostino walked up to him as though he was passing that way by chance, then he lit a cigarette and recognised him by the light of the match. “Ah, I18 think I’ve seen you before! You’re the Italian spy!” and then the fight started. We came out of our hiding place and Caterina took to her heels.

Daniele: Did you join in too?

Luca: There was no need to. We only kept a look-out to make sure no one was coming. Agostino had got the spy down in a moment and then he punched his head so hard it would have broken a stone. It quite surprised me. I always knew Agostino was strong, but I didn’t know he hated the Fascists so much as all that.

Daniele: They killed his brother, don’t forget. But how did he hurt his hand?

Luca: The spy bit it. He got Agostino’s left hand between his teeth.19 Agostino punched his jaw like a mad-man° with the other hand, but he wouldn’t let go. So Agostino took him by the throat and throttled him.

Daniele: You don’t mean to say he finished him off?

Luca: It looked like it. At any rate we left the man for dead.

Daniele: That’s a bad business! Agostino must disappear at once. He’ll have to get out of the country—to France perhaps. I’d better stay the night at Locarno and see what arrangements I can make.

Narrator: As Daniele was going to spend the night away from home he thought he had better let his family know where he was, so he went into the nearest cafe and telephoned. Silvia answered the telephone.

[Phone]

Silvia: Hallo, oh it’s you father. It’s a good thing you rang up. I’ve been trying everywhere to find you for the last hour.

Daniele: What’s the matter?

Silvia: There’s been a bad motor accident; two cars collided near here on the road to Gordola. A man has been badly hurt. The doctor said he was too bad to be moved far so they made enquiries and all the neighbours said that ours was the only house where there would be room for him. Mother didn’t want to take a stranger into the house while you were away, but I knew you’d agree.

Daniele: Of course. Where have you put him?

Silvia: On the first floor, in my room. I’ll sleep with Luisa. The doctor is sending a nurse along tonight. We don’t know who the man is or where he comes from. He’s still unconscious. But we think he must belong to a rich family because the doctor wanted to give mother money in advance.

Daniele: Now listen, I can’t come home tonight. But take good care of this man, and do everything the doctor tells you. Tell him to make quite free with my house till the man gets better. I wouldn’t like to feel we hadn’t done our best for him.

Narrator: Next morning Daniele learned that the injured man was an Italian engineer named Umberto Stella, who had come to Switzerland to study electric power production. Meanwhile, Daniele was trying to find out how far the police had got with their enquiries into the attempted murder the night before. He was far too clever to start talking about it himself, but he waited for others to begin, and bought several morning papers. However, he could hear nothing about it, not even when he made an excuse to go and see his lawyer and settle some formalities. In the end he decided that Luca must have exaggerated the whole business. These Italians, he said to himself, are fine people but they all talk too much. But he was glad that the spy had not been killed after all, otherwise Agostino and Caterina might have had to leave Switzerland.

As soon as he got home Daniele went up to the first floor to see the injured man. At the door of the room he found Silvia barring the way. She put her fingers to her lips.

[up]

Silvia: Sh! You mustn’t make such a noise. He’s got to be kept absolutely quiet. He must have no visitors, and there must be no talking. The doctor said that there must be nothing that would excite him in any way.

Daniele: So there’s nothing I can do, then?

Silvia: Yes. You can take off your boots before you go downstairs, so as not to make any noise.

Narrator: Daniele took his boots off and went downstairs and out into the garden. Even then, when he started chopping some wood, Silvia came running out to tell him not to make so much noise. Daniele kept as quiet as possible, and then presently, when he saw Silvia leave the house, he went indoors again, took off his boots and crept upstairs. The nurse let him peep into the sickroom. All he could see in the bed was an enormous head completely covered with bandages. Although it was nothing to laugh at he could not help being reminded of a snowman. It was nothing but a great big white ball with a little hole for one eye and [a] slightly bigger one for the mouth. Nothing else of the man’s face was visible.

For a long time after this Silvia was completely wrapped up in looking after the patient, especially when he began to get a little better and the regular nurse was discharged. For days together Silvia20 hardly went out of doors, except now and then to gather a few flowers for the sickroom. Daniele went in to see the patient once or twice, but only for a few moments. He seemed a decent fellow enough, but there was always something to attend to on the farm. Even so Daniele could not help noticing the change in his daughter, and he was worried about it. The fact was he suspected that Silvia had fallen in love with the Italian engineer. Daniele took her out for a long walk and tried to talk to her, but she would not say anything. At last the engineer was well enough to leave his room and lie in a chair in the orchard. It happened that that morning Caterina and Daniele were coming back together from Gordola. They were just getting near the orchard when on the other side of the hedge they heard someone21 calling out.

Engineer: [floor22 mike] Signorina Silvia! [back upstage]23

Caterina: Who’s that?

Daniele: That’s Umberto Stella, the Italian engineer. The doctor said he could come and sit out of doors this morning.

Caterina: Wait … let me have a look at him through the hedge … Yes, I thought so.24 Do you know who that is? It’s the spy! That man in the orchard there is the Italian spy I told you about.

Daniele: You’re mad! That man is an engineer. He was hurt in a motor accident while I was away and they brought him into my house.

Caterina: I know it’s the man! I’d know him anywhere. I must get away before he sees me.

Daniele: My God.25 Well listen, tell Agostino to come here tomorrow at the same time. Yes, yes I’ll take care the man doesn’t see him.

Narrator: Daniele said nothing to the others. The patient was now so much better that Silvia suggested they should all have their midday dinner together. At dinner the situation was almost intolerable. They talked uncomfortably about this and that. In order to make conversation Daniele started telling them about a railway accident that had just been reported in the newspapers.

Daniele: And they say hundreds of people have been killed.

Silvia: How terrible.26

Engineer: Ah, Signor Daniele. Just consider the hundreds of people who were killed in that accident yesterday. They were all kinds of people, students, [little quicker younger] peasants, commercial travellers, officers, doctors, lawyers—everything. They were in the same train and yet they were not in the same train. The peasants were thinking about market prices, the lawyers were thinking about the cross of the Legion of Honour, the officers were thinking about finding themselves rich brides, the students were day dreaming about the new ties they had just bought. It was as if they were all travelling in different trains. And then suddenly all of them were put into the same train, the train of death. They were just a lot of corpses mixed up together. They were all in the same train without knowing it. Death is the only unity.

Daniele: Still the railway authorities took care to destroy that unity.27 They had the corpses in fur coats laid out separately from the others.

Silvia: Then people must continue to be enemies even after death?

Daniele: Present day society is based entirely on the antagonism of man to man. [less voice quiet] The great majority of mankind are separated from the results of their labour. The product of their labour has hardly left their hands when it no longer belongs to them, but to their enemies. Some day it will be different.

Engineer: I see that you’re an idealist. I also used to look forward to a better society than the one we live in. Nowadays I’ve grown more realistic in my views.

Narrator: Daniele went outside again and continued digging in the orchard. Spring was near and there was a great deal of work to do. It troubled him to have this man in his house—a spy and an enemy, and yet a human being with whom it was possible to talk. That evening they had another long conversation. They started talking about Tolstoy’s “War and Peace” and ended by talking about the moon. The trouble was that Daniele could not bring himself to hate the spy as bitterly as he ought to have done. Next day Agostino arrived as had been arranged. When Daniele saw him coming he went out to meet him and took him into the house through the door on the side away from the orchard, where the so-called engineer was lying in the sun. From behind a curtain Agostino had a good look at the spy without any danger of being seen.

Agostino: That’s him! That’s the man right enough.

Daniele: You’re sure?

Agostino: Perfectly. And now we’ve got him. He won’t get away alive this time!

Daniele: You don’t mean that seriously, do you?

Agostino: I do mean it. The fox is in the trap, and I’m not going to let him out of it.

Daniele: But you can’t murder a man in cold blood!

Agostino: You know who that man is, don’t you? He’s one of those dirty Fascists who murder our comrades in Italy and shut them up in prison and on the islands. Now he’s in our power. Do you think we’re going to let him go?

Daniele: But he’s lived in my house for weeks. He’s my guest.

Agostino: He’s a spy!

Daniele: He was28 a spy, but now he’s my guest. He was brought in here half dead and we’ve nursed him back to life. He’s eaten my salt.

Agostino: [stronger] Don’t you understand that we can’t afford these scruples when we’re fighting against Fascists? They29 don’t have scruples.

Daniele: I know. That’s why I’m not a Fascist.

Agostino: Daniele, you’re old fashioned.° It was just because we had scruples that the Fascists beat us in the first place. When your enemy is down, smash him. Do you remember that bit in the Bible where King Agag was captured by the Israelites? [up] Saul wanted to let him off but the prophet Samuel knew better. I’ve always remembered the words: “And Samuel said, [quicker] As thy sword hath made women childless, so shall thy mother be childless among women.30 And Samuel hewed Agag in pieces before the Lord.”

Daniele: That was five thousand years ago. Don’t be so bloody-minded.

Agostino: You have31 to be. Anything else isn’t fair to your32 own side. But you’ll change your mind before long. Tell me, how much longer is this man staying here?

Daniele: I should think he’ll be here another week. He’s still very feeble.

Agostino: Oh, that’s all right, then. There’ll be time enough to talk this over before he gives us the slip.

Narrator: Daniele decided to say nothing about all this to the family. He did not want to worry them. And he took care to see that his guest noticed nothing either. It happened that one of his wife’s sisters had recently had a baby and Daniele decided to go over and see her with his wife and Silvia. So Luisa, his younger daughter, was left alone with the invalid. Luisa was only a young girl and very anxious to entertain him. She took a childish pride in showing him all over the house and garden. She even showed him the storeroom where the potatoes, onions, fruit and gardening tools were kept. Then she showed him the room on the first floor in which she and Silvia now slept. [get door set]33 When they got there something immediately attracted the engineer’s attention. It was a framed picture on the wall decorated with two red paper carnations. In reality it was a picture of Matteotti, the Italian socialist deputy who was murdered by the Fascists in 1927.

Engineer: Whose picture is that?

Luisa: That’s Matteotti.

Engineer: And who is Matteotti?

Luisa: He was a man who stood up for the poor and so he was murdered by Mussolini.

Engineer: [less Italian] Do you hate Mussolini? Are you an anti-Fascist?

Luisa: Of course.

Engineer: And Silvia?

Luisa: She’s even more anti-Fascist than I am.

Engineer: And how about your Father?

Luisa: He’s more anti-Fascist than any of us. But Father doesn’t talk about it. He never talks about anything. He just acts.

Engineer: This is a very nice house that you live in. You’ve showed me all of it except for one room. What is that room on the second floor next to your parents’ room?

Luisa: Oh, nobody’s allowed in there. Father forbids it. It’s his private room. All I know is that there are lots and lots of papers in there.

Engineer: Papers?

Luisa: Yes, and Father’s ever so careful of them. He won’t let any of us touch them. I suppose he doesn’t want them untidied.

Engineer: Those must be his business papers—bills and receipts and so on.

Luisa: I expect so.

Narrator: Luisa and the engineer went back to the garden. The engineer34 paced up and down the garden path for some time and seemed to be thinking. Then he asked Luisa to send off a telegram for him, and having given her the message and the money he said he was tired and was going straight to bed.

Next morning Silvia took up the engineer’s breakfast. There was no answer when she knocked at his door. She knocked again, more loudly. There was still no answer. Immediately Silvia was certain that something was wrong. She cried out for the others:

Silvia: Father! Father! I think there’s something the matter here. He doesn’t answer, and the door’s locked.

Daniele: One moment, I’ll get the door open for you.

(SOUND OF DOOR BEING FORCED)

Silvia: He’s gone!

Luisa: He’s gone without even saying good-bye.

Silvia: And the bed hasn’t been slept in.

Narrator: In fact, the room was empty, and what was more, the engineer’s luggage had disappeared. A sudden thought struck Daniele, and in two bounds he was on the second floor.35

Daniele: Thief! Spy! Traitor! He’s taken all my papers, Come up here! Look at this!

Luisa: What is it?

Daniele: Look, all the drawers have been emptied on to the floor. It’s that Italian.

Agostino: [calling] Anyone at home?

Silvia: Agostino, is that you? Come on up here quick.

Agostino: What is it?36

Daniele: Look at this! Look what that dirty spy has done! He cleared off last night and he’s taken nearly all my secret papers with him. He’s taken all the papers dealing with the traffic across the frontier. We’ve got to warn the men involved at once. There’s not a moment to lose.

Agostino: So that explains it. Do you know that twenty workers were arrested at Luino station early this morning? They were all men who come into Switzerland to work for the day and go home to Italy at night.

Silvia: No! no! no! It isn’t true. It can’t be true. I can’t believe it of a man like that. Not after he’d lived in this house for weeks!37

Daniele: What38 we’ve got to think of is the ones who haven’t been caught yet.

Agostino: Come on. There’ll be time to warn a few of them, anyway.

Narrator: Daniele and Agostino hurried away. Daniele did not return until late that evening. His wife Filomena and Luisa were sitting by the stove. Silvia was sitting on a box at the back of the dark kitchen.

Daniele: Well, it’s all up. The people who smuggle our pamphlets for us were arrested early this morning. A book depot was raided at mid-day. The police have been to Caterina’s place and Agostino seems to have been arrested. If he has, he’ll probably be expelled from Switzerland. Haven’t the police been here yet?

Silvia: No.

Daniele: They soon will, then.

Narrator: Daniele sat down on the door-step. The night came and the stars appeared. The cock crowed for the first time, but no one thought of going to bed. No one wanted to set foot on the first floor, where until yesterday the spy who called himself an engineer had slept. The cock crowed a second time. Filomena and Luisa remained sitting by the stove, Silvia remained sitting on the box at the back of the dark kitchen and Daniele sat at the threshold. It was like a death-watch, as though somebody had died. The cock crowed a third time.

Just then an39 animal cry broke the silence.

(FOX40 HOWLING FOLLOWED BY CACKLE OF CHICKENS)

Silvia: [F] Listen, what’s that? It’s like a dog that’s been hurt.

Luisa: And listen to the noise the chickens are making.

Daniele: It’s the fox! He’s in the trap.

Narrator: [F] Daniele sprang to his feet and dashed down the garden towards the hen house. Sure enough, there was a fox with its paw caught in the trap. The animal41 was pulling with its three free legs trying to loose42 the captured limb. When it saw Daniele approaching it started jumping frantically from side to side, though it was hampered by the chain which held the trap.

Daniele: At last! I’ve got him!

Narrator:43 He seized an axe which was lying near the hen house and struck at the fox as though he were felling an oak tree. He struck at its head, its back, its belly and its legs, and went on striking long after he had hacked the carcase to pieces and reduced it to a bloody pulp.

The first reading is that of the text as amended; the second reading is that of the typescript before amendment, unless otherwise indicated.




2271. Review of Order of the Day by Thomas Mann

Tribune, 10 September 1943

It is an open question whether the prospects of Liberalism—I use the word in its wider sense—are blacker now than they were two years ago. This collection of Thomas Mann’s political essays and speeches covers nearly two decades, but nothing in it was written later than 1941—nothing, therefore, since the tide of the war began to turn. From his standpoint as a Liberal humanist Thomas Mann watches the European tragedy with an unshakable certainty that his horror will come to an end and common decency will ultimately triumph, but within the span of this book he has nothing to record except defeats: the assassination of Rathenau and the growth of German nationalism; the inflation and the meteoric rise of the Nazis; the reoccupation of the Rhineland, Abyssinia, Spain, Austria, Munich, and the outbreak of war. In the first two essays, dated 1923 and 1930, he is still inside Germany; then he is in Switzerland, a Cassandra vainly trying to persuade Britain and France that Hitler is dangerous; then an exile in the United States. So far as he takes the story it is a downward spiral, and though the fortunes of war have changed dramatically, it is doubtful whether the kind of world that Mann is fighting for is much nearer now than it was when the German tanks rolled into Paris.

It is important to notice that Mann never alters his fundamental opinions, and makes little or no concession to the age he is living in. He never pretends to be other than he is, a middle-class Liberal, a believer in the freedom of the intellect, in human brotherhood; above all, in the existence of objective truth. All the cruel theories of totalitarianism, based on an utter contempt for the human intellect, he rejects with a confidence which would be difficult to a younger man. This is not to say that he is the kind of Liberal who sees no further than political “freedom” and is quite content to leave western society in its capitalist shape. He sees clearly the need for Socialism, is pro-Russian, and is even over-optimistic about the chances of co-operation between the U.S.S.R. on the one hand and Anglo-America on the other. But he never budges from his “bourgeois” contention that the individual is important, that freedom is worth having, that European culture is worth preserving, and that truth is not the exclusive possession of one race or class. He dismisses the modern yearning for authority as “a perpetual holiday from the self.” And it must be said that from his humanistic angle he makes shrewd political prophecies. As early as 1923 he has grasped the implications of Fascism and of the German “blood and soil” philosophy. One has only to compare his remarks on Hitler and Mussolini with, say, those of Bernard Shaw to see that respect for common decency is not a bad guide, even in international politics.

It must have needed obstinacy to stick so firmly to the concepts of the French Revolution, when for 20 years the tide of European thought has been running in the opposite direction. Perhaps the most significant thing in the whole book is Mann’s repeated remarks in the first essay—this is a verbatim transcript of a lecture delivered to University students—that the audience is stamping and booing. This was back in 1923, and Mann was speaking in defence of the Weimar Republic and against militarism, authoritarianism and nationalism. Here, then, you have a man of fifty saying, in effect, “Stay alive,” and an audience of youths crying out, in effect, “We want to be killed!” The middle-aged man is for liberty, the young are for authority; and though we have not had a precisely similar development in Britain—because Britain was not a defeated and bankrupt country, and therefore the particular conditions necessary for Fascism did not exist—the general tendency in every country of the world has been the same. Till very recently, nationalism and militarism were everywhere on the up-grade, democracy and liberty on the down-grade; in general, the young were more totalitarian in outlook than the old. Finally, came the triumphs of the Nazi war machine, seemingly the most complete debunking of the western conception of life that could have been imagined. “We came into the world to destroy the ideas of the French Revolution,” said Dr. Goebbels, and for several years they looked like bringing it off. No one understood the danger better than Thomas Mann, as his essay Europe Beware, written in 1935, shows. Yet there is no sign even in the black years 1940 and 1941, or even after Munich, of his wavering in his belief that truth and justice must conquer in the end.

And curiously enough he was right, or may have been right. One dictatorship is in the dust and another is not likely to last very much longer in its existing form. We do not know what has happened to the young men who uttered cat-calls when Thomas Mann suggested that war is not glorious, but such of them as are still alive will have seen reason to reconsider their opinions. The trouble is that it is uncertain how deep the roots of totalitarianism lie. In this book Mann hardly pursues this question, though, of course, he avoids the folly of supposing that German wickedness is the explanation of everything. We do not know what the European young are thinking. Possibly totalitarianism has sufficiently discredited itself by the massacre to which it has led, possibly it is simply going to reappear in new forms and different places. Judging from the mental atmosphere in Britain and America, the omens are not good; but, at any rate, Thomas Mann, the nineteenth century intellectual, was right about the Nazis and Fascists. That particular dragon is almost certainly slain.1


[Our reviewer is, of course, fully aware that Thomas Mann has not always held the opinions expressed in this book. The aim was to discuss the book on its merits alone, without reference to what had gone before. —Eds., Tribune.]



[Fee: £2.2s; 16.8.43]




2272. Review of France Is a Democracy by Louis Lévy

The Observer, 12 September 1943

Even if Mr. Louis Lévy’s book had no other quality it would perform a useful service in reminding the average English reader that Paris is not France. To our grandfathers France meant cheap champagne, Sunday theatres, and the novels of Paul de Koch. That legend has almost passed away, but in recent years there has been an equally dangerous tendency to notice nothing in France except the antics of a few Paris politicians. In the pre-war years, even after Munich, most observers in this country took the Front Populaire at its face value and ignored the strong pacifist tendencies inside the Labour movement; in 1940 and even later, on the other hand, the belief was almost general in this country that the whole of France was ready to “collaborate.” France was supposed to be ripe for either Communism or Fascism, and the strong democratic traditions of the mass of the people were forgotten. It is to correct this mistaken view and bring the provinces back into the Englishman’s picture of France that Mr. Lévy’s book is written.

Nearly half the book is a sort of topographical survey which runs over the French departments one by one and indicates the political colour of their inhabitants. Although the main object of this is to show that radicalism and republicanism have deep roots nearly everywhere, it has the added value of reminding English readers that France is a big country with considerable regional variations, Mr. Lévy does not even mind turning aside from time to time to throw in a few notes on the local wines and cheeses. But he is concerned above all to give a background to his chapters on political history and thus to show why France fell so easily, and why the overthrow of French democracy cannot possibly be permanent.

France was defeated in a military sense, but it is admitted that the treachery of the ruling classes played its part, and there can be little doubt that the attitude of the common people made their treachery easier. Pacifism of a sort was extremely widespread, and its effect was to make both preparation for war, and a firm system of alliances, almost impossible. The small French birth-rate, and the terrible losses suffered by France in the last war, made it nearly inevitable that war should seem the worst of all evils to a people who had quite obviously gained no benefit from their victory of 1918. The industrial workers, for instance, were anti-Fascist, but they were also traditionally anti-military; the school teachers were anti-Fascist, but inclined towards “pure” pacifism; the peasants were republican, but they knew that war does not pay—and besides, so many of their fathers and uncles had been killed at Verdun.

Thus at every point at which the Fascist advance might have been stopped, even when the Popular Front was in power, it was possible to damp down the enthusiasm of the common people by the threat that a firm attitude “might mean war.” When war actually came the Government could show no good reason for standing firm after a long series of retreats, and in addition the Communist Party, particularly powerful in the Paris area, had by this time changed sides owing to the Russo-German pact.

Having shown just why the French peasant, the factory worker, the petty functionary, and the shopkeeper allowed themselves to be pushed into a suicidal policy by their natural enemies, Mr. Lévy draws on the background he has established earlier to show what kind of revulsion is bound to occur in each case. There is no popular basis for any regime that either Pétain or the Germans could set up. Respect for the individual and for democratic processes are ineradicable, for, as Herriot said, “Liberty cannot die in the country in which it was born.”

Mr. Lévy does not profess to know with certainty what regime will follow the German collapse. Of course, it will be a Socialist regime; partly because no other will work, partly because the rich have discredited themselves by “collaborating,” and the systematic plundering carried out by the Germans will have simplified the task of nationalising industry. He also hopes that it will be a democratic regime, but has his fears about the possibilities of interference from outside. He is not an uncritical follower of General de Gaulle, and is not happy to see men like Charles Vallin, the ex-Fascist, in the general’s camp. “Frenchmen,” he says, “have endorsed political ‘Gaullism’ because it had been presented to them as a democratic movement, but they are suspicious. All the more so, as they particularly fear military dictatorships and political generals.”

Various quotations from the underground Press show that the forces of resistance inside France, while willing to accept General de Gaulle as an interim leader until a constitutional government can be set up, are not struggling against one dictatorship in order to set up another. And Mr. Lévy places near the end of his book the significant warning:—


Anyone who tries to force upon French democracy a Government not in accordance with its wishes will find that he has let loose the bloodiest and most terrible of civil wars.



The point is hammered home by Professor Laski, who contributes a brilliant introduction and voices his doubts about the political complexion of the Gaullist movement a good deal more forcibly than does Mr. Lévy.1

[Fee: £6.6s; 30.8.43]




2273. Z. A. Bokhari to Oliver Bell

14 September 1943

Dear Mr. Bell,

I have just finished reading your script. I regret to tell you that I was rather disappointed. I frankly do not think that this script will be listened to with interest by our listeners in India. Dismissing “Watch on the Rhine” as you do in the middle of your deliberations about “Dear Octopus” is puzzling, if not misleading; and your long, rather elementary discourse on the director on pages 2, 3 and 4 is not, in my opinion, either interesting or illuminating to our listeners. People who are film-fans and understand English are much more “educated” in India in such matters than the man in the street in Great Britain. I must hastily add that to them “French Without Tears” means nothing and “Alice in Wonderland” does not form the basis of their education. Again, on page 5, the process of portraying somebody crossing the room is not exactly thought-provoking. Most of my remarks apply also to pages 6 and 7.

By the way, we haven’t said a word about the author of “Dear Octopus”, or the author of “Watch on the Rhine”. I wonder if the records of Marie Tempest in “Dear Octopus” are available? If so, you might have included these in the talk. E. M. Forster has written something about “Watch on the Rhine” in particular and about propaganda plays in general: don’t you think it would have been worth while to quote him?

My own feeling is that the script should be re-written, and I request you to do so. But if, on the other hand, you don’t think it should be re-written, very reluctantly we will have to drop this talk.1




2274. On Orwell’s behalf to Desmond Hawkins

17 September 1943 07/ES/EB/JEL

Dear Mr. Hawkins,

Thank you for the Anniversary script which has just arrived. I have sent a copy off to Mr. Cleverdon at Bristol which will reach him this evening. I am enclosing copies of scripts for the next Backward Glance programme which goes on the air on Wednesday, 29th September.

Yours sincerely,

[Not signed/initialled]

for Eric Blair




2275. BBC Talks Booking Form, 21.9.43


(Correcting slip of 18.9.43; not traced). Dr. George Yeh;1 The World I Hope For; time, 8′ 40″; recorded 20.9.43; fee £3.3s. Signed: Z. A. Bokhari. Remarks: for icebox; the “script of this talk, which we translated and broadcast in the Hindustani service on 16th Sept. has been paid for by Copyright Department.”






2276. Laurence Brander to Eastern Service Director

22 September 1943 Copies to E.S.O., I.P.O., Mr. Blair1

PREFERENCES OF THE ENGLISH SPEAKING° INDIAN AUDIENCE

One of the clearest impressions I got from my contacts with Indian listeners last year was that when they tuned in to the BBC, they did so to hear Englishmen and not Indians speak English. It was interesting, therefore, to hear the view expressed by the Bombay journalist Tata that in his part of the country, Indian listeners were more enthusiastic about some of our Indian broadcasters than about any other BBC programme.

This seemed worth checking, so with the help of the Empire Audience Research Unit a questionnaire was prepared. The results have just come back. The questionnaire was despatched in Bombay, Bengal, Bihar, the Punjab, the C.P.,2 Hyderabad and South India. The actual number of questionnaires returned was too few to form a firm conclusion. This questionnaire is being circulated again and the following results may, meantime, be taken as indicative if not conclusive.


1. The question has arisen whether our listeners prefer to hear Indians or Englishmen speak English on the radio. What are the views of your contacts on this?



[image: Figure]


2. Which of these personalities are enjoyed?



[image: Figure]


3. Should news bulletins be read by Englishmen or Indians?



[image: Figure]




2277. Newsletter in Tamil, 23

23 September 1943


The English version was written by Eric Blair. No script has been traced.






2278. Contract for The English People

23 September 1943


On 23 September 1943, Orwell signed a contract with W. J. Turner1 as editor of the series ‘Britain in Pictures, ’ to be published by Collins. Orwell was to provide a contribution of approximately 14,000 words and was to receive £50 as outright payment for the copyright within fourteen days of publication. The copy of the contract in the possession of Clive Fleay is annotated ‘pd advance.’ In his Payments Book, Orwell notes for 22 May 1944 that he is to provide 15,000 words on this topic and shows a nil payment, adding a note, ‘Payment to be made later.’ The entries in the Payments Book run from 12 July 1943 to 31 December 1945, and no advance is noted as being paid in this period. The English People was published in August 1947. See 2475 and 3253






2279. English Newsletter for Indonesia, 12

24 September 1943


This was written and read by George Orwell. No script has been traced.1






2280. To R. R. Desai

24 September 1943 07/ES/EB/JEL

Dear Desai,

Following on Tonkin’s suggestion last week I am sending some hints1 which may be useful to you in compiling Monday’s newsletter. I am not trying to force these suggestions on you, but merely to indicate the headings that seem most important. I enclose a few cuttings that Tonkin gave me, but I don’t know that they will be much use.

Yours sincerely,

[Initialled] E.A.B

(Eric Blair)




2281. To V. S. Pritchett

24 September 1943 07/ES/EB

Dear Pritchett,

Would you like to do us a ten minute talk on Ibsen for Sunday, October 24th. We are going to start again the series we were running before called Great Dramatists. These are half hour programmes, consisting of an acted interlude from a play and a short talk on the author with special reference to this particular play. The play we have chosen is “An Enemy of the People” which you no doubt know. (N.B. I suppose it might have another name in some of the translations. It is the one about a doctor who discovers that the medicinal waters from which a little town makes its livelihood are poisoned.) Your talk would come before the acted extract, and what you would have to do is to give a sort of general criticism of Ibsen, using this play as the pretext. We usually start by broadcasting a few lines from the play as a trailer and that gives you your cue to start off “Those lines you have just heard come from ‘An Enemy of the People’ by Henrik Ibsen.” Could you let me know as soon as possible whether you will do this? I should want the script by October 17th.1

Yours sincerely,

[Initialled] E.A.B

(George Orwell)




2282. To Herbert Read

24 September 1943 07/ES/EB

Dear Read,

Would you like to do us a ten minute talk on Macbeth for Sunday, October 17th? I should want to have the script by about October 10th. We are going to start again the series we were running before called Great Dramatists. These are half hour programmes consisting of an acted interlude from the play and a talk on the dramatist’s work with special reference to this particular play. In the case of Macbeth I fancy that what we shall broadcast will be the last act. Your talk would precede this and would give a general criticism of Shakespeare while using Macbeth as the pretext. I think we shall do, as we did before, and start the programme with a few lines from the play as a trailer which would give you a cue to start by saying “Those lines you have just heard come from Macbeth by William Shakespeare”. Could you let me know as early as possible whether you can undertake this?

Yours sincerely,

[Initialled] E.A.B

(George Orwell)


Read evidently declined, because Orwell himself wrote and delivered a talk on Macbeth on 17 October.






2283. To L. F. Rushbrook Williams

24 September 1943 Original

B.B.C.

Dear Mr Rushbrooke-Williams,1

In confirmation of what I said to you earlier in private, I want to tender my resignation from the BBC, and should be much obliged if you would forward this to the proper quarter.

I believe that in speaking to you I made my reasons clear, but I should like to put them on paper lest there should be any mistake. I am not leaving because of any disagreement with BBC policy and still less on account of any kind of grievance. On the contrary I feel that throughout my association with the BBC I have been treated with the greatest generosity and allowed very great latitude. On no occasion have I been compelled to say on the air anything that I would not have said as a private individual. And I should like to take this opportunity of thanking you personally for the very understanding and generous attitude you have always shown towards my work.

I am tendering my resignation because for some time past I have been conscious that I was wasting my own time and the public money on doing work that produces no result. I believe that in the present political situation the broadcasting of British propaganda to India is an almost hopeless task. Whether these broadcasts should be continued at all is for others to judge, but I myself prefer not to spend my time on them when I could be occupying myself with journalism which does produce some measurable effect. I feel that by going back to my normal work of writing and journalism I could be more useful than I am at present.

I do not know how much notice of resignation I am supposed to give.2 The “Observer” have again raised the project of my going to North Africa. This has to be approved by the War Office and may well fall through again, but I mention it in case I should have to leave at shorter notice than would otherwise be the case. I will in any case see to it that the programmes are arranged for some time ahead.

Yours sincerely

[Signed] Eric Blair

Eric Blair




2284. To W.J. Turner

24 September 1943 07/ES/EB

Dear Turner,

I wonder if you would like to do another talk in the series Great Dramatists which we are reviving. What I would like is a ten minutes talk on Carel° Capek’s play “R.U.R.”1 You know the formula of these programmes, I think. They are half hour programmes, and consist of an extract from the play in question preceeded by a ten minutes talk on it. I should want you to say something about Capek and his work generally, using this particular play as a pretext. The date of the broadcast would be Sunday, 7th November, which means I would want the script by the end of October. Perhaps you would let me know about this.

Yours sincerely,

[Initialled] E.A.B

(George Orwell)




2285. BBC Talks Booking Form, 24.9.43


Wing Commander Roger Falk: Talk on the 4th Indian Division; 13½ minutes; broadcast 26.9.43; fee £10.10s. Signed: Z. A. Bokhari. Remarks: ‘Will the Contracts Department please find out whether this talk is connected with W/C Falk’s job [at India Office] or not.’






2286. BBC Talks Booking Form, 25.9.43


Oliver Bell: Monthly film talk; 13½ minutes; broadcast 20.10.43; fee £10.10s. Signed: Z. A. Bokhari.






2287. To E. M. Forster

27 September 1943 07/ES/EB/JEL

Dear Forster,

Thank you for your letter and post-card. It will be quite all right for you to do the Lytton Strachey talk live on Sunday, 3rd October. I have arranged a recording for the Some Books talk on Friday, 8th October at 3.0 p.m. I am enclosing copies of Huckleberry Finn and Tom Sawyer.

Yours sincerely,

[Initialled] E.A.B

(George Orwell)




2288. On Orwell’s behalf to Desmond Hawkins

28 September 1943 07/ES/EB/JEL

Dear Mr. Hawkins,

I am enclosing scripts for the next Backward Glance programme for transmission on Wednesday, 13th October.

Yours sincerely,

[Initialled] JEL

for George Orwell




2289. To Stephen Spender

28 September 1943 07/ES/EB/JEL

Dear Spender,

This is to confirm the telephone conversation this morning. We are doing a series called Great Dramatists, which are half hour programmes consisting of an acted extract from a play preceded by a ten minutes talk on it. I want you to say something about Ibsen’s work in general, using The Enemy of the People as a pretext. We usually start by broadcasting a few lines from the play as a trailer and that gives you your cue to start off “Those lines you have just heard come from An Enemy of the People by Henrik Ibsen”. The date of the broadcast is Sunday, October 24th, at 4.15 p.m. I shall want the script by October 17th.

Yours sincerely,

[Initialled] E.A.B

(George Orwell)




2290. Newsletter in Tamil, 24

30 September 1943


The English version was written by Eric Blair. No script has been traced.






2291. Extract from Minutes of Eastern Service Meeting

30 September 1943

Series of Talks on Psychology This series to start in Week 40, and to consist of nine talks.1 Subsequently to be published in pamphlet form in India by Oxford University Press, contents being condensed to six talks.2




2292. English Newsletter for Indonesia, 13

1 October 1943


This was written and read by George Orwell. No script has been traced.






2293. To Norman Collins

4 October 1943 Original EB/JEL

APPROACHING M.P.S

When Parliament reopens we shall be approaching some more M.P.s for The Debate Continues series, and would like to know whether Aneurin Bevan and Sir Richard Acland are off the black list yet. When we proposed to approach Acland before I was told that he had a vote of censure tabled and that we could not use him while this was still sub judice.

[Signed] Eric Blair

(Eric Blair)




2294. To T. H. Pear

4 October 1943 07/ES/EB

Dear Professor Pear,1

Many thanks for your letter of October 1st.2 I believe you had a telegram from us on Saturday. It will be quite all right to fix the date of broadcast as October 14th. We will fix a date for you to record, probably Monday 11th, and let you know the exact time. I hope that will suit you. If you can manage it, I would like you to send me the script here, by Friday 8th, but I think in practice it will be all right if I receive it by the morning of Monday 11th. In this case there will I suppose be time for you to send a rough draft to Mr. Laws. I have to have the final copy of the script here before the time of recording, however, in order to get it censored.

Yours truly,

[Initialled] E.A.B

(Eric Blair)




2295. BBC Talks Booking Form, 4.10.43


Professor T. H. Pear: ‘[The Uses of] Psychology,’ 3rd Scientific Series—Calling all Students; 13½ minutes (first in series); recorded 11.10.43; broadcast 14.10.43; fee (suggested): £10.10s. Signed: L. B. [A. L. Bateman?] for Z. A. Bokhari. Remarks: ‘This cancels booking slip of 30.9.43 [not traced] for broadcast of talk on 7.10.43.’






2296. To T. H. Pear

5 October 1943 07/ES/EB/JEL

Dear Professor Pear,

I have arranged a recording for your talk on Monday, 11th October at 2.15 p.m. Could you be at Broadcasting House, Piccadilly, Manchester not later than 1.45 p.m. on Monday to run through and time the talk. I am writing to Mr. Wilkinson, who is Director of Programmes at Manchester, giving him details of the recording. I shall be glad to receive the script as soon as possible.1

Yours sincerely,

[Signed] Eric Blair

(Eric Blair)




2297. ‘A Slip Under the Microscope’ by H. G. Wells, Adapted by George Orwell

BBC Eastern Service, 6 October 1943


‘A Slip Under the Microscope’ has been reproduced from a copy surviving in the BBC Play Library. This is virtually unmarked. The few changes (one an obvious oversight) have been made in a hand other than Orwell’s. The typing is professional. There are a few typing slips, which, if insignificant, have been silently corrected, as have slight variations in abbreviated forms of the speech heading ‘Fair-Haired Student.’ A large ‘M’ has been written at the top of the first page of the typescript (see headnote to ‘The Fox,’ 9 September 1943, 2270). The script is marked ‘Not checked with broadcast.’ Given the number of changes made to ‘The Fox’ during production it is likely that this script was also amended. There are no censorship stamps. A few abbreviated speech headings have been expanded.

The play was produced in Bristol by Douglas Cleverdon. There is a cast list, but the names of the actors have not been added. Those taking part have been recovered from Programmes as Broadcast, but they are not identified with the roles they played. The cast: Hill, Wedderburn, Miss Haysman, A girl student, A fair-haired student, A hunchbacked student, Professor Bindon, Narrator. The actors were: Jane Barrett and Rosamund Barnes (Schools’ Representatives), Charles Stidwell, Lockwood West, George Holloway, Miles Rudge, William Eldridge, and Wilfred Fletcher. What is meant by Schools’ Representatives is obscure. This term does not appear in Wells’s short story, nor in Orwell’s adaptation, and it is curious that it is related here to the two actresses who must have played Miss Haysman and the other girl student.



NARRATOR: It was an autumn morning, forty years ago. The grey London fogged° against the windows of the College of Science, but inside the laboratory there was a close warmth and the yellow light of gas lamps. On the tables were glass jars containing the mangled remains of crayfish, frogs and guinea-pigs on which the students had been working, and a litter of handbags, boxes of instruments and anatomical drawings. And on one table there lay—looking rather incongruous in its surroundings—a prettily-bound copy of William Morris’s “News from Nowhere”. The clock had struck eleven and the lecture in the adjoining theatre had just come to an end. The students were arriving in the laboratory by ones and twos and getting their dissecting instruments ready amid casual conversation.

(FEET—VOICES)

GIRL STUDENT: Have you been reading “News from Nowhere”?

MISS HAYSMAN: Yes. I borrowed it from Mr. Hill. I brought it to give back to him.

GIRL STUDENT: It’s about Socialism, isn’t it? It must be terribly dull.

MISS HAYSMAN: It’s a wonderful book. Only there’s so much in it that I don’t understand.

GIRL STUDENT: There’s Mr. Hill over there. He’s having an argument as usual. He’s a terribly self-assertive young man, isn’t he? I think Mr. Wedderburn is really much cleverer in a quiet way. Of course he inherits it. His father is the famous eye-specialist, you know. These classes are terribly mixed, aren’t they, with all these scholarship people? Do you see that tall man with the beard? They say he actually used to be a tailor! Now I think Mr. Wedderburn is really nice-looking.

MISS HAYSMAN: Mr. Hill has an interesting face, too.

GIRL STUDENT: But you couldn’t call him good-looking, could you? And he’s so badly dressed. Just look at his collar! It’s all frayed along the top.

NARRATOR: Hill was a sturdily-built young man of twenty, with a white face, dark grey eyes, hair of an indeterminate colour, and prominent, irregular features. His clothes were obviously ready-made and there was a patch on the side of his boot near the toe. At the moment he was standing beside the laboratory sink with two other students, a tall fair-haired youth and a little hunchback, and arguing—a little more loudly than was necessary—about the lecture they had just been listening to.

HILL: You heard what he said: “From ovum to ovum is the goal of the higher vertebrate.” I agree with him entirely. There is no world except this world—no life except bodily life.

FAIR-HAIRED STUDENT: I admit that science can’t demonstrate the existence of any other kind. But there are things above science.

HILL: I deny that. Science is systematic knowledge. An idea has no value unless it can be scientifically tested.

HUNCHBACK: The thing I can’t understand is whether Hill is a materialist or not.

HILL: Of course I am. There is only one thing above matter, and that is the delusion that there is something above matter.

FAIR-HAIRED STUDENT: So we have your gospel at last. It’s all a delusion, is it? All our aspirations to lead something more than dogs’ lives, all our work for anything beyond ourselves—just a delusion. But look how inconsistent you are. Your socialism, for instance. Why do you trouble about the interests of the race? Why do you concern yourself about the beggar in the gutter? Why are you bothering to lend William Morris’s “News from Nowhere” to everyone in this laboratory?

HILL: Why not? Materialism isn’t the same thing as selfishness. There’s no reason why a man should live like a brute because he knows of nothing beyond matter, and doesn’t expect to exist a hundred years hence.

FAIR-HAIRED STUDENT: But why shouldn’t he?

HILL: Why should he?

FAIR-HAIRED STUDENT: What inducement is there to live decently if death ends everything?

HILL: Oh, inducements! You religious people are always talking about inducements. Can’t a man seek after righteousness for its own sake?

FAIR-HAIRED STUDENT: And what would be your definition of righteousness?

NARRATOR: The question disconcerted Hill. The fact was that he could not have said exactly what he meant by righteousness. At this moment, however, the laboratory attendant came in, carrying a batch of freshly-killed guinea-pigs by their hind legs. He slapped down a couple of guinea-pigs on each table, and the students took their instruments out of the lockers and got ready for work.

Hill was the son of a cobbler. He had entered the College of Science by means of a scholarship and was living in London on an allowance of a guinea a week, which paid not only for his board and lodging but also for ink and paper. It even covered his clothing allowance—an occasional water-proof collar, that is. He had learned to read at the age of seven, and had read omnivorously ever since, in spite of the fact that he had gone to work in a boot factory immediately after passing the seventh standard at the Board School. He had a considerable gift of speech—indeed he was a leading light in the College Debating Society—a serene contempt for clergy of all denominations, and a fine ambition to reconstruct the world. He regarded his scholarship as a brilliant opportunity. As for his limitations, except that he knew that he knew neither Latin nor French, he was completely unaware of them.

He was in his first year at the College of Science. So far his interest had been divided equally between his biological work and those vague rambling arguments on generalities which are so dear to students everywhere. At night, when the museum library was shut, he would sit on the bed in his Chelsea room, with his coat and muffler on, writing out his lecture notes and revising his dissection memoranda; and then presently his friend Thorpe, the physics student, would call him by a whistle from the pavement, and the two of them would go prowling through the gaslit streets, talking endlessly about God and Righteousness and Carlyle and the Reorganisation of Society. It was only recently that he had become aware of a competing interest—Miss Haysman, the girl with brown eyes, who worked at the next table to him and to whom he had lent the copy of “News from Nowhere”.

She was a paying student. Socially, she and Hill belonged in totally different worlds. Hill could never forget this, he could never feel at ease with her. Indeed it was not often that he had an opportunity of speaking to her. But he found himself thinking of her more and more.

HILL: I’m not much good at talking to girls. I suppose that young Wedderburn would be more her style. He’s got the proper clothes and manners—he’s good-looking too. His father’s the famous eye-specialist, she told me. I must say, though, she didn’t seem surprised when I told her that my father was a cobbler. I oughtn’t to have said that; it almost looked as though I was jealous. Of course she knows all sorts of things that I don’t, poetry and music and so forth. She must have learnt French and German at school, perhaps Latin too. But when it comes to Science I’m ahead of her. She had to come and ask me about the alisphenoid of the rabbit’s skull. And she’d hardly heard of socialism until I told her about it.

NARRATOR: Miss Haysman had also thought about Hill—more frequently, perhaps, than he imagined.

MISS HAYSMAN: He told me he went to work in a factory at fourteen and won his scholarship years afterwards. I do admire him for that. But it’s terrible to think of all the things he’s missed. He seemed almost suspicious when I offered to lend him that book of Browning’s poems. I remember he told me that he’d never “wasted1 time” on poetry. What an idea! But what I do admire about him is that he doesn’t seem to care about money or success in the ordinary sense. He seems quite ready to live all his life on less than a hundred a year. But he does want to be famous, and he does want to make the world a better place to live in. The people he admires, people like Bradlaugh2 and John Burns,3 all seem to have been poor. Somehow a life like that seems so terribly bare. But I’ve started him reading poetry. That’s something.

NARRATOR: In fact, Hill spent much of the Christmas holiday in reading poetry. The examinations were over and the results would be announced at the beginning of the next term. There were no scientific textbooks in the public library of the little town where his father lived, but there was plenty of poetry, and Hill read everything he could lay hands on—except Browning, because he hoped that Miss Haysman might lend him further volumes later on. On the day that the term opened he walked to the College with the volume of Browning in his bag, turning over in his mind various neat little speeches with which he might return it. In the entrance hall, however, a crowd of students was pressing round the notice board. The results of the biology examination had just been posted up. For a moment Hill forgot all about Browning and Miss Haysman and pushed his way to the front. There on the board was the list:

Class 1: 1st H. J. Somers Wedderburn 2nd William Hill

There were no other names in the first class. Hill backed out of the crowd amid the congratulations of his friends.

FAIR-HAIRED STUDENT: Well done, Hill!

GIRL STUDENT: Congratulations on your first class, Mr. Hill.

HILL: It’s nothing.

GIRL STUDENT: We poor folks in the second class don’t think so.

FAIR-HAIRED STUDENT: You’d think he’d be more pleased at being in the first class, wouldn’t you?

HUNCHBACK: He wants to be top of it.

GIRL STUDENT: Of course he’s terribly jealous of Mr. Wedderburn, you know.

NARRATOR: In fact, Hill was jealous, a little. A moment earlier he had felt generously enough towards Wedderburn. He had been ready to shake him by the hand and congratulate him on his victory. But when he entered the laboratory the first thing he saw was Wedderburn leaning gracefully against the window, playing with the tassel of the blind, and talking to no less than five girls at once. This was too much for Hill. He could talk confidently and even overbearingly to one girl, and he could have made a4 speech to a roomful of girls, but to exchange light conversation with five of them simultaneously was beyond him. Moreover, one of the girls in question was Miss Haysman. Hill decided to put off returning the volume of Browning. He sat down at his table and took up his notebooks, just as a stout heavy man with a white face and pale grey eyes passed down the laboratory, rubbing his hands together and smiling.

FAIR-HAIRED STUDENT: Who’s that old fellow?

GIRL STUDENT: That’s professor Bindon, the professor of botany. He comes up from Kew Gardens for January and February. He’s going to take the botany course this term.

NARRATOR: In the term that was now beginning Hill worked harder than ever. But he was in a curious emotional state. Wedderburn, whom he had hardly noticed a term ago, was more and more in his consciousness. He was growing less shy of Miss Haysman. They talked a great deal about poetry and socialism and life in general, over mangled guinea-pigs in the laboratory, or at lunch-time in the comparative privacy of the museum. One day, however, she told him casually that she had met Wedderburn socially, “at the house of some people she knew”. She hardly realised what a pang of jealousy that sent through Hill. It infuriated him to think of that remote upper-class world to which she and Wedderburn both belonged, and from which he himself was excluded.

HILL: He meets her in a drawing-room, and they talk the same language: I can only meet her here in the laboratory among a crowd of people. And I suppose she notices when my collars are frayed. He’s always so well dressed. I hate these snobs! He beat me in the last exam, but look at his background and look at mine! He has a comfortable study to work in, all the books he wants, good food, servants and tailors and barbers to look after him, and a famous man for his father. I have to work in a bedroom and wear my overcoat to keep warm. But I’ll beat him next time, I swear that.

NARRATOR: It seemed to Hill absolutely necessary that he should beat Wedderburn in the forthcoming examination. And Wedderburn, in his quieter way, obviously returned his rivalry. As the time of the examination drew nearer Hill worked night and day. Even in the teashop where he went for lunch he would break his bun and sip his milk with his eyes intent on a closely-written sheet of memoranda. In his bedroom there were notes on buds and stems pinned round his looking-glass, and over his washing basin, there was a diagram to catch his eye, in case the soap should chance to spare it. Everyone knew about the rivalry between the two men—the Hill-Wedderburn quarrel, it was called. Miss Haysman was perhaps not altogether sorry to feel that she was the cause of it. Wedderburn had been paying her much more attention than Hill5—indeed, he made rather a point of joining in conversations in which Hill was taking part. He had an irritating trick of intervening when Hill was in the middle of a speech, and uttering some neat little sneer about Socialism or atheism which Hill found difficulty in answering.

HILL: I tell you Socialism is the only hope of the human race. As I was saying at the Debating Society last night—

WEDDERBURN: Still talking about Socialism, Hill? I’m afraid I find your belief in it rather hard to share. My impression is that if you divided the money up on Tuesday it would all be back in the same places on Wednesday.

HILL: Who’s talking about dividing the money up? Have you ever made a serious study of Socialism?

WEDDERBURN: I’ve made a serious study of Socialists, my dear fellow. That’s equally enlightening.

(LAUGHTER)

HILL: Anybody can make cheap jokes. Why don’t you come down to the Debating Society one evening and have it out?

WEDDERBURN: What time does this debating society of yours meet?

HILL: Half past seven.

WEDDERBURN: Impossible. I always dine at eight.

HILL: Socialism means common ownership of the means of production. If you’d read Karl Marx—

WEDDERBURN: Nobody has read Karl Marx, my dear fellow. He is unreadable.

(LAUGHTER)

NARRATOR: Hill was no good at this kind of conversation, and he knew it. It seemed to him cheap, unfair and connected in some subtle way with Wedderburn’s well-cut clothes, manicured hands and generally sleek and monied exterior.

HILL: He’s got such a mean, sneering way of talking. He never really argues, only tries to raise a laugh. How I wish he’d come to the Debating Society one night! Then I’d smash him. Of course that class are all the same. Millionaires, cabinet ministers, generals, bishops, professors—they’re all the same. Just hiding behind their money and their little social tricks. He’s not a man, he’s only a type. Wait till the exam, though. This time I’ll wipe the floor with him.

NARRATOR: At last the day of the examination arrived. The professor of botany, a fussy, conscientious man, had rearranged all the tables in the long narrow laboratory to make quite sure that there should be no cheating. All the morning from ten till one Wedderburn’s quill pen shrieked defiance at Hill’s, and the quills of the others chased their leaders in a tireless pack, and so it was also in the afternoon. Wedderburn was a little quieter than usual, and Hill’s face was hot all day, and his overcoat bulged with textbooks and notebooks against the last moment’s revision. And the next day, in the morning and in the afternoon was the practical examination, when sections had to be cut and slides identified. It was in this part of the examination that the mysterious slip occurred.

The professor of botany had placed on the table a microscope holding a glass slide, in which there was a preparation from some portion of a plant. The test for the students was to identify the preparation. The professor explained clearly that the slide was not to be moved.

PROF. BINDON: Will you please make quite sure, all of you, not to move the slide under that microscope. I want each of you in turn to go to the table, make a sketch of the preparation, and write down in your answer book what you consider it to be. And once again, do not move the slide. I want you to identify the preparation in that position, and no other.

NARRATOR: The professor’s reason, of course, was that the preparation—actually it was a lenticel6 from the elder tree—was difficult to recognise in this particular position, but easy enough in certain others. But it was a foolish stipulation to make, because it offered opportunities to a cheat. To move the slide under a microscope takes only a second and can be done accidentally; and besides, it would be quite easy for anyone to move the slide and then move it back.

When it came to Hill’s turn to go to the table, he was already a little distraught. He had just had a struggle with some re-agents° for staining microscopic preparations. He sat down, turned the mirror of the microscope to get the best light, and then—

HILL: My God! I’ve moved the slide!

NARRATOR: In fact, he had moved it from sheer force of habit. And even as he did so he remembered the prohibition, and with almost the same movement of his fingers he moved it back again. All the same, he had had time to see what the preparation was. Slowly he turned his head. Nobody had seen—nobody was looking. The professor was out of the room and the demonstrator was reading a scientific journal. Hill’s eyes roved over7 his fellow-students, and Wedderburn suddenly glanced over his shoulder at him with a queer expression in his eyes. Hill sketched the preparation under the microscope, but he did not as yet write down the answer. He went back to his seat and tried to think it over.

HILL: I did move the slide. It was cheating, I suppose. No, because I didn’t do it intentionally. Of course, when I moved the slide I recognised the thing at once. It was a bit of elder. But then I’d probably have recognised it in any case. What ought I to do? Own up at once? No! Why should I? Of course, I don’t have to write down the answer. I could leave a blank and get no marks for that question, and then if I did cheat I shan’t have profited by it. But if I do that Wedderburn will probably beat me again. I must beat him! After all, it was only a chance. I didn’t move it on purpose. I don’t see why I should throw those marks away. It’s no more unfair than a lot of other things.

NARRATOR: Hill watched the clock until only two minutes remained. Then he opened his book of answers, and with hot ears and an affectation of ease, he wrote down the answer. When the results of the examination were announced, the previous positions of Hill and Wedderburn were reversed. Hill was now top of the first class, Wedderburn second. Everyone congratulated him warmly.

FAIR-HAIRED STUDENT: Well done, Hill. Jolly good!

GIRL STUDENT: Congratulations, Mr. Hill. Do you know that you’re just one mark ahead of Mr. Wedderburn on the two exams. You’ve got 167 marks out of 200, and he’s got 166. The demonstrator told me so.

MISS HAYSMAN: I am so glad you were top this time, Mr. Hill.

HUNCHBACK: Well done, Hill! We were all hoping you’d take him down a peg or two.

NARRATOR: But unfortunately Hill did not get much pleasure from their congratulations, not even from Miss Haysman’s. The feeling of triumph that he had had at first soon wore off. Once again he was working very hard, he made brilliant speeches at the Debating Society in the evenings, he borrowed yet more books of poetry from Miss Haysman. But there was a memory that kept coming into his mind, and curiously enough it was a memory that grew more and not less vivid as time went on: it was a picture of a sneakish person manipulating a microscope slide.

HILL: I did move that slide, I can’t get away from that. And I suppose it was unfair to take advantage of it, even though I hadn’t done it on purpose. But why should I worry about it? Nobody will ever know. But a lie is a lie, whether it’s found out or not. The trouble is, that it’s no satisfaction now to have beaten Wedderburn. Perhaps he’d have beaten me again if we’d both started fair. Why did I move that slide? Perhaps it was partly because I was so keen to beat him. The queer thing is that I’m not even certain any longer that it was an accident. Could you intend to do something without knowing that you intended it, I wonder.

NARRATOR: Perhaps Hill’s state of mind was becoming morbid. He was overworked, and unquestionably he was also underfed. The memory of what he had done even poisoned his relations with Miss Haysman. He knew now that she preferred him to Wedderburn, and in his clumsy way he tried to reciprocate her attentions. Once he even bought a bunch of violets and carried them about in his pocket all day before finally presenting them to her when they were dead and withered. But most of all he was tormented by the feeling that he had not beaten Wedderburn fairly. To feel himself superior to Wedderburn—that, really, was what he wanted most of all. And at last—moved, curiously enough, by the very same motive force that had resulted in his dishonesty he went to Professor Bindon—to make a clean breast of the whole affair.

HILL: I want to speak to you, sir. I’ve been wanting to for some weeks. I—well, there’s something I feel it’s my duty to say. You remember that slide under the microscope in the botany examination?

BINDON: Yes?

HILL: Well—I moved it.

BINDON: You moved it!

NARRATOR: And then out came the whole story, just as it had happened. As Hill was only a scholarship student, Professor Bindon did not ask him to sit down. Hill made his confession standing before the professor’s desk.

BINDON: It’s a curious story—a most remarkable story. I can’t understand your doing it, and I can’t understand this confession. Why did you cheat?

HILL: I didn’t cheat.

BINDON: But you have just been telling me you did.

HILL: I thought I explained—

BINDON: Either you cheated or you did not cheat.

HILL: But my movement was involuntary!

BINDON: I am not a metaphysician. I am a servant of science—of fact. You were told not to move the slide, and you did move it. If that is not cheating—

HILL: If I was a cheat, should I come here and tell you about it?

BINDON: Of course your repentance does you credit, but it doesn’t alter the facts. Even now you have caused an enormous amount of trouble. The examination list will have to be revised.

HILL: I suppose so, sir.

BINDON: Suppose so? Of course it must be revised. And I don’t see how I can conscientiously pass you.

HILL: Not pass me? Fail me?

BINDON: Of course. What else did you expect?

HILL: I never thought you would fail me. I thought you would simply deduct the marks for that question.

BINDON: Impossible! Besides, it would still leave you above Wedderburn. I have no choice. The Departmental Regulations distinctly say—

HILL: But this is my own admission, sir.

BINDON: The Regulations say nothing whatever of the manner in which the matter comes to light. I must fail you, and there is an end of it.

HILL: But it will ruin me, sir. If I fail this examination they won’t renew my scholarship. It’s the end of my career.

BINDON: You should have thought of that before. The Professors in this College are machines. Possibly the Regulations are hard, but I must follow them.

HILL: If I’m to be failed in the examination I might as well go home at once.

BINDON: That is for you to decide. As a private person, I think this confession of yours goes far to mitigate your offence. But—well, you have set the machinery in motion. I am really very sorry that this has happened—very.

NARRATOR: For a moment a wave of emotion prevented Hill from answering. Suddenly, very vividly, he saw the heavily-lined face of his father, the cobbler. His father had been so proud of his success and of the brilliant career which seemed to be opening before him. Already in many a public house he had made himself unpopular by boasting about “my son, the professor”. And now Hill would have to go home, confessing that he was a failure and his scientific career was at an end.

HILL: My God! What a fool I have been!

BINDON: You have certainly been very foolish. I hope it will be a lesson to you.

NARRATOR: But, curiously enough, they were not thinking of quite the same indiscretion.

Next day Hill’s place was vacant and the laboratory was buzzing with the news.

GIRL STUDENT: Have you heard?

WEDDERBURN: Heard what?

GIRL STUDENT: There was cheating in the examination.

FAIR-HAIRED STUDENT: Cheating!

HUNCHBACK: Who cheated!

MISS HAYSMAN: Cheating? Surely not!8

WEDDERBURN: Cheating! But I—how?9

GIRL STUDENT: That slide—

WEDDERBURN: Moved? Never!

GIRL STUDENT: It was. The slide we weren’t to move—

WEDDERBURN: Nonsense! How could they possibly find out? They can’t prove it. Who do they say—?

GIRL STUDENT: It was Mr. Hill.

FAIR-HAIRED STUDENT: Hill!

MISS HAYSMAN: Not Mr. Hill!

WEDDERBURN: Not—surely not the immaculate Hill?

MISS HAYSMAN: I just don’t believe it! How do you know?

GIRL STUDENT: I didn’t believe it. But I know it now for a fact. Mr. Hill went and confessed to Professor Bindon himself.

WEDDERBURN: By Jove! Hill of all people. But I must say I always was inclined to distrust these high-minded atheists.

MISS HAYSMAN: Are you quite sure?

GIRL STUDENT: Quite. It’s dreadful, isn’t it? But what else can you expect? His father is a cobbler.

MISS HAYSMAN: I don’t care. I just don’t believe it. I will not believe it until he has told me so himself—face to face. I would scarcely believe it even then.

GIRL STUDENT: It’s true all the same.

MISS HAYSMAN: I just don’t believe it. I’m going to find him and ask him myself.

NARRATOR: But she never did ask him, because Hill had packed up his textbooks and boxes of instruments on the previous day, and had already left London.




2298. To J. C. Flugel

6 October 1943 07/ES/EB

Dear Professor Flugel,1

I am so glad to hear that you are willing to do a talk in our Psychology series; I think Mr. Laws has given you an idea of the type of thing we want, but please let me know whether there are any points you want me to make clear. Your talk will be on the 21st October, which means that I should like to have the script by October 14th. It would be a good arrangement if you could send Mr. Laws a duplicate copy at the same time, as he is more or less editing the series. The script should not be longer than 1500 words as they have to be 13½ minutes on the air and scripts of this kind are often very difficult to cut down if they are too long. I suppose Mr. Laws explained to you that we hope to reprint these talks afterwards in India as pamphlets. The time of your talk will be 11.15 a.m. BST so could you be here (200 Oxford Street) on the 21st at 10.30, which would give us plenty of time?

Yours truly,

[Initialled] E.A.B

(Eric Blair)

Talks Producer

Indian Section




2299. To Leonard Moore

6 October 1943 Typewritten

10a Mortimer Crescent London NW 6

Dear Mr Moore,

Are the Penguin people doing anything about “Burmese Days”, which they were going to issue? I can’t remember what date the contract said, but as far as I remember it was about now.1

The book “Betrayal of the Left” on behalf of which you forwarded me a small cheque2 was a composite book in which Gollancz reprinted two essays of mine that had appeared in “Left News”.

I think I am probably going to do a book for the “Britain in Pictures” series.3 If I do, I will refer them to you.

Yours sincerely

E. Blair




2300. To W.J. Turner

6 October 1943 07/ES/EB

Dear Turner,

I don’t suppose you have started on your talk on R.U.R. yet, but it has been suggested that it might be better to do this in the form of a dialogue between you and Noel Iliffe1 (this won’t affect the financial aspect from your point of view). If it is to be in the form of a dialogue you don’t need to write it up fully before hand as it will have to be broken down in any case, so could you instead of writing an ordinary talk just let me have a script of about the same length saying what you think about this play and we will put in a few remarks for Iliffe and do our best to make the thing sound like a genuine conversation.

Yours sincerely,

[Initialled] E.A.B

(George Orwell)




2301. BBC Talks Booking Form, 6.10.43


Professor J. C. Flugel: Calling All Students; Psychology; 2nd talk in series; broadcast 21.10.43; fee £10.10s. Signed: Z. A. Bokhari.






2302. Newsletter in Tamil, 25

7 October 1943


The English version was written by Eric Blair. No script has been traced.






2303. To Susan Isaacs

7 October 1943 07/ES/EB

Dear Dr. Isaacs,1

Mr. Frederick Laws has forwarded the letter you sent him.2 I don’t think the dates of these talks need be regarded as unchangeable. We could quite easily put your talk in towards the end, for instance, as number five or six, this would give you time to get it ready about the beginning of November. I shall see Mr. Laws today and confirm this with him. He will then give you any further information you may need.

Yours truly,

[Initialled] E.A.B

(Eric Blair)




2304. English Newsletter for Indonesia, 14

8 October 1943


This was written and read by George Orwell. No script has been traced.






2305. To T. S. Eliot

8 October 1943 07/ES/EB

Dear Eliot,

With reference to our brief conversation yesterday. I do not know whether you would like to do another talk in the Great Dramatists series, similar to the one you did before. The date of the talk would [be] November, 21st, which would mean having the script in about November 14th. It would be a ten minutes talk.

You probably remember how these programmes go. They are half hour programmes consisting of an extract from a play and a talk about the play and as far as possible about the author’s work. We haven’t yet fixed the play for November 21st, and you could choose anyone you like, but I would prefer it to be a contemporary play because we are doing these more or less in chronological order. The other five in the series are Macbeth, An Enemy of the People, Doctor’s Dilemma, Cherry Orchard, and R.U.R.

Yours sincerely,

[Initialled] E.A.B

(George Orwell)




2305A, 2317A, 2341A, 2349A: this sequence of four letters will be found from here




2306. To C. W. Valentine

8 October 1943 07/ES/EB/JEL

Dear Professor Valentine,1

Mr. Frederick Laws has passed your letter on to me. I think we shall have to put your talk third instead of fourth on the list, because Dr. Susan Isaacs says she cannot get hers done, which will mean having her later on; in that case yours will be broadcast on October 28th instead of November 4th. I wonder whether you could let me have the script by about October 21st. It would help if you could let Mr. Laws have a copy of the script at the same time, as he is more or less editing the series. Your script should be not more than 1600 words at the outside as these talks are 13½ minutes, and it is very [h]ard to cut material of this kind down if it is too long.

Yours truly,

[Initialled] E.A.B

(Eric Blair)




2307. To Frederick Laws

[8–10? October 1943] 07/ES/EB

Dear Mr. Laws,

We have heard from Professor Pear, who thinks he would rather do his talk on the 14th. I think it is much better not to rush him, so that will mean each of the talks will be a week later than as scheduled. Professor Pear will send you a copy of his talk, or at any rate a rough draft. We shall arrange for his recording and let him know the time and date. I hope the others are coming in all right.

Yours sincerely,

[Initialled]

E.A.B (Eric Blair)




2308. On Orwell’s behalf to Oliver Bell

9 October 1943 07/ES/EB/JEL

Dear Mr. Bell,

This is just to confirm that your next film talk will be on Wednesday, 20th October, at 11.00 a.m. BST. May I take it that you will be doing it live? I shall be glad to have the script as soon as possible. Could you let me know whether you will be talking about any film of which we can get the music to play in the fifteen minutes following your talk? If there is not any appropriate music we can play the records from Malta G.C.1

Yours sincerely,

[Initialled] JEL

for Eric Blair




2309. Review of Reflections on the Revolution of Our Time by Harold J. Laski

The Observer, 10 October 1943

This Book is an impressive and courageous attempt to disentangle the intellectual muddle in which we are now living. In defining what is meant by Socialism and Fascism, and in proclaiming the ends we ought to aim at and the dangers that lie ahead, Professor Laski avoids mere propaganda as completely, and states unpopular views as boldly, as anyone who is personally involved in politics could well do. He has the advantage that his roots lie deeper than those of the majority of left-wing thinkers; he does not ignore the past, and he does not despise his own countrymen. But the position of someone who is a Socialist by allegiance and a Liberal by temperament is not easy, and though he never states it in those words, Professor Laski’s book really revolves round this problem.

This is most apparent in his chapter on the Russian Revolution, and in the long chapter towards the end, entitled “The Threat of Counter-revolution.” Professor Laski is rightly concerned with the danger that totalitarianism may soon extend itself to the countries which now call themselves democracies. He sees clearly enough that the war has made no structural change in Britain or the U.S.A., that the old economic problems will recur in more pressing forms the moment that the fighting stops, and that the inroads on privilege that might have been accepted in the moment of national danger will be resisted when there is no enemy at the gate. He is probably right, therefore, in saying that if we do not put through the necessary reforms during the war, when general consent is at any rate thinkable, we shall soon have them imposed on us by violence and at the cost of a long period of dictatorship. Professor Laski knows pretty well what reforms he wants, and few thinking men will disagree with him: he wants centralised ownership, planned production, social equality and the “positive state.” Much too readily, however—indeed with an almost Nineteenth Century optimism—he assumes that these things not only can but certainly will be combined with democracy and freedom of thought.

All through his book there is apparent an unwillingness to admit that Socialism has totalitarian possibilities. He dismisses Fascism as simply monopoly capitalism in its last phase. This is the habitual left-wing diagnosis, but it seems to have been adopted on the principle of extra ecclesiam nulla salus,1 and a false inference has followed from it. Since Fascism was evidently not Socialism, it followed that it must be a form of capitalism. But capitalism, by definition, cannot “work”; therefore Fascism cannot “work”—or at best it can only, like any capitalist economy, solve the problem of surplus production by going to war.

Fascist States, it has been assumed, are inherently and inevitably warlike. Professor Laski repeats this over and over again—“the counter-revolution,” he says, “is bound to make war.” In reality one has only to look at the map to see that most counter-revolutions don’t make war and avoid it at almost any cost. Germany, Italy, and Japan bear out Professor Laski’s thesis; for the rest, one country after another, in Europe and America, has gone through a counter-revolutionary process and adopted a Fascist economy, without engaging in foreign war. Does General Franco want war, for instance, or Marshal Pétain, or Dr. Salazar, or half a dozen petty South American dictators? It would seem that the essential point about Fascism is not that it solves its problems by war but that it solves them non-democratically and without abolishing private property. The assumption that every totalitarian system must finally wreck itself in meaningless wars is therefore unjustified.

Needless to say, Professor Laski is very unwilling to admit a resemblance between the German and Russian systems. There is much in the Soviet regime that he does not like, and he says so with a boldness that will get him into serious trouble with the Left. He is, perhaps, even too hard on the “oriental” worship accorded to Marshal Stalin—for, after all, Stalin is not praised more slavishly than a king or a millionaire. But he does defend the purges, the GPU, and the crushing of intellectual liberty by saying that they result from the U.S.S.R.’s backwardness and insecurity. Let Russia be really safe from foreign aggression, he says, and the dictatorship will relax. This is a poor answer, because the Russian dictatorship has evidently grown tighter as the U.S.S.R. grew stronger, militarily and economically.

What the Soviet regime has demonstrated is what the Fascist States have demonstrated in a different fashion: that the “contradictions” of capitalism can be got rid of non-democratically and without any increase in individual liberty. Economic insecurity can be abolished at the price of handing society over to a new race of oligarchs. This is not in itself an argument against the Soviet system, for it may well be that the Western conceptions of liberty and democracy are worthless. But if they are not worthless, then certain features in Russian policy are not defensible. One cannot have it both ways. Professor Laski does show signs of wanting to have it both ways, and therein is the chief weakness of his book.

Clearly his own instincts are all for liberty, and even for an old-fashioned version of liberty. His remarks on education point to an individualist outlook hardly compatible with any kind of “positive state.” All the more ought he to realise that Socialism, if it means only centralised ownership and planned production, is not of its nature either democratic or equalitarian. A hierarchical version of Socialism (Hilaire Belloc’s “Servile State”2) is probably just as workable as the other, and at this moment is much likelier to arrive. Times beyond number Professor Laski repeats that victory in the present war will achieve nothing if it leaves us with the old economic problems unsolved, and without doubt he is right. But it is a pity he did not say more forcibly that to solve our economic problems will settle nothing either, since that, like the defeat of Hitler, is only one step towards the society of free and equal human beings which he himself so obviously desires.

[Fee: £6.6s; 4.10.43]




2310. Orwell’s Sick Leave


The BBC Staff Record shows that Orwell was on sick leave from Monday, 11 October, to Friday, 15 October, 1943. This was logged as four days. He wrote to Professor Valentine on 14 October, but the letter may not have been signed until the 15th. By then he was certainly back on duty, because he read the newsletter to Indonesia on that day.






2311. Guy Wint to Orwell

11 October 1943


Guy Wint1 wrote from Oxford on Saturday, 9 October 1943 to say that he had read Orwell’s ‘admirable review’ in Horizon of Fielden’s Beggar my Neighbour and, because he was interested in India, he would like to meet him. He was to be in London on Thursday and Friday (14 and 15 October) and would call on Orwell at any time he suggested. This is annotated (not by Orwell). Probably Wint’s letter was read to Orwell over the telephone, and this is the message Orwell gave to whoever called—perhaps Miss Light. The annotation reads: ‘Sorry, ill can’t be in until Friday at earliest[.] Look in Fri—on a chance.’






2312. On Orwell’s behalf to Desmond Hawkins

12 October 1943 07/ES/EB/LB1

Dear Mr. Hawkins,

I am enclosing scripts for the next Backward Glance programme, for transmission on Wednesday 27th October.

Yours sincerely,

[Not signed/initialled]

for George Orwell




2313. Newsletter in Tamil, 26

14 October 1943


The English version was written by Eric Blair. No script has been traced.






2314. To Philip Rahv

14 October 1943 Typewritten


On 30 July 1943 Philip Rahv wrote to Orwell to say that Dwight Macdonald was resigning from Partisan Review. ‘His resignation is involuntary, being forced upon him by his failure to swing us to his anti-war line, and, in general, to his orthodox reading of the old texts.’ Rahv said that Partisan Review’s policy would remain primarily cultural and, though Marxism would be influential, ‘We won’t try … to settle the world’s hash, à la Macdonald, in each issue.’ Orwell was asked to continue his London Letter, ‘which has been enormously successful,’ three times a year, copy to be received around 20 October, 20 February, and 20 June for the November, March, and July issues. Rahv also asked Orwell for names of writers whose work might be featured in Partisan Review. He went on: ‘The Alex Comfort gang keeps on sending in stuff, but we’re pretty tired of their shennanigans. They’re an ambitious lot, but their lack of talent is all-too-apparent.° And politically they are beyond the pale.’ Macdonald wrote to Orwell on 22 October, and Orwell replied on 11 December; see 2392.

10a Mortimer Crescent London NW 6



Dear Philip Rahv,

I have thought over your request for the names of possible contributors, but I must tell you that it is extremely difficult to think of any at present. No new people who are worth much seem to be coming along, and nearly everyone is either in the forces or being drained dry by writing muck for one of the ministries. You say the Comfort crew have been plaguing the life out of you, which I can well imagine, but I don’t know which of them you have actually contacted. I think the best of this lot are Comfort himself, Treece, Alun Lewis, Allan° Rook, William Rodgers, G. S. Frazer,° Roy Fuller, Kathleen Raine.1 You will have seen the work of these in “Poetry London” if it gets to the USA. I could obtain the addresses of these or others at need, except that Frazer,° I believe is in the Middle East.

Of older people I suppose you have the addresses of Read and Eliot and of the Spender-Macneice° lot, who can in any case be contacted through “Horizon”. E. M. Forster has seen and likes PR, and would I should think do you something if you wanted. His address is West Hackhurst, Abinger Hammer, Nr. Dorking, Surrey. William Empson who does still occasionally write something can be found care of the BBC. I don’t know whether you know Mark Benney, some of whose stuff is quite good. I haven’t his address but could find it out (you could send it care of me if you wanted to write to him). Ditto with Jack Common whose stuff you have possibly seen. You might get something very interesting out of Hugh Slater (address 106 George Street, Nr. Baker Street, London NW 1). If you are interested in Indian writers, I think the best is Ahmed Ali, whose address is care of BBC, New Delhi. He might do you something very good about present-day conditions in India especially among the younger intelligentsia. I know he is very overworked but he has recently published a book so he must have some spare time. Roy Campbell, who as you know was previously a Fascist and fought for Franco (ie. for the Carlists) in Spain, but has latterly changed all his views, has been silent for some time but may be about due to begin writing again and I could get his address at need. I am sorry I cannot suggest more names but this place is a literary desert at present.

I am leaving the BBC at the end of the next month and unless anything intervenes am going to take over the literary editorship of the “Tribune”. This may leave me some time to do a little of my own work as well, which the BBC doesn’t. You may be interested to hear that I have contacted several American soldiers via PR. A chap called Julius Horowitz brought a message from Clement Greenberg whom he had met in the army somewhere, and a boy named John Schloss who had read my letters in PR rang me up at the office and we met for a few drinks. Another fellow named Harry Milton who was with my lot in Spain and whom I think you may possibly know is also here. I wonder whether a Canadian airman named David Martin, who went across recently to finish his training, has shown up at your office. He said he would do so if in New York, and he has a message from me.

I hope all goes well.

Yours

Geo. Orwell

P.S. How about the extra copies of PR? Is it now possible to send them? If so there is no doubt we could whack up the British circulation a bit. The last I heard was it was being done in some devious way through Horizon, but they were not getting enough copies to supply all those who wanted to subscribe. The people who are getting it are most enthusiastic about it.




2315. To C. W. Valentine

14 October 1943 07/ES/EB

Dear Professor Valentine,

Thank you for your letter of the 11th October. I’m delighted to hear that you can do this broadcast.1 The actual date of the broadcast is Thursday, 28th October, from 11.15 to 11.30 a.m. our clock-time.

We can record your talk in advance practically at any time to suit your convenience. If, as you suggest, you let us have your script by the 21st October, it will have to be typed and censored before the Recording takes place, and I therefore suggest that we record your talk on Monday, 25th October; this recording, with rehearsal beforehand, can take place from Birmingham—and your talk can be recorded by Line from Birmingham to London. This would save you coming to London. We have been in touch with Mr. Holland Bennett in Birmingham, and you will shortly be hearing from his office with regard to this recording.

Yours truly,

[Initialled] E.A.B

Eric Blair

(Talks Producer)

Indian Section.




2316. English Newsletter for Indonesia, 15

15 October 1943


This was written and read by George Orwell. No script has been traced.






2317. To J. C. Flugel

15 October 1943

Dear Mr. Flugel,

Very many thanks for your draft script,1 which reached here a couple of days ago. I believe you sent a copy to Mr. Laws and will settle any final minor alterations with him. Your talk is on Thursday, the 21st October, at 11.15 a.m. standard time. If you could be here (200 Oxford Street) at 10.30 a.m. that would give us time to rehearse the talk before going on the air.

Yours truly,

[Initialled] E.A.B

Eric Blair.




2318. To Desmond Hawkins

16 October 1943 07/ES/EB/?1

Dear Hawkins,

The last “Backward Glance” programme went off very smoothly and was an extremely good programme, I thought. I liked the use of the man and woman, two voices. Could you make the same treatment in your next programme, which goes on the air on Wednesday, the 27th October, from 11 to 11.30 a.m. Douglas Cleverdon is again producing this programme, this time from London and not from Plymouth, thank goodness. We have already booked Freda Falconer and Arthur Bush to take part in it and Douglas Cleverdon is having a rehearsal on the Tuesday afternoon, the 26th October, so if you could possibly let us have the script a littler earlier than usual this time, say the Thursday or Friday in advance, it would be a great help.

Yours truly,

George Orwell.

dispatched in his absence by [no initials]




2319. Macbeth by William Shakespeare, Adapted and Introduced by George Orwell

BBC Eastern Service, 17 October 1943


In a letter to Eleanor Jaques of 18 November 1932 Orwell wrote, ‘I so adore Macbeth’ (presumably the play rather than the character) and he arranged to go with her to the Old Vic to see the play on 26 November 1932. Orwell’s talk on Macbeth for ‘Calling All Students’, which was the first in his ‘Great Dramatists’ series for Indian university students, is illustrated by what the script calls a fifteen-minute version of the play. This is made up of Acts 1.7, V.3., V.5., V.7.1–23, and V.8, with a linking narrative. As broadcast, these excerpts ran for 16 minutes 30 seconds; Orwell’s talk took 9 minutes 26 seconds, which, with the continuity announcements, would fit neatly into the half-hour allowed. Both scripts are marked ‘as broadcast,’ but only the version of the play has been so marked by Orwell himself. The censor was Bokhari. Orwell evidently recorded his talk; its disc number (DOX 22346) is written on the script.

Orwell’s talk indicates that the dramatised excerpts were presented in two parts. He starts his talk by saying, ‘Those lines you have just heard come from “Macbeth”, by William Shakespeare’; later he says, ‘The witches have made another prophecy which seems to promise Macbeth immunity. How that prophecy is fulfilled … you will hear in the acted extract from the play.’ The script does not show how the play was divided, but it is almost certain that the section from 1.7 started the broadcast; Orwell’s talk followed; and the programme ended with the excerpts from Act V. This is the arrangement made here.

A few lines of the play are marked off between heavy square brackets and there is a bold ‘T’ in the margin. (Only the brackets are reproduced here.) It would be strange if these 6½lines were to be omitted—they would hardly affect the timing. The significance of this marking is not known.

No actors’ names are given against the cast list, but the Programme-as-Broadcast report names Abraham Sofaer, Laidman Brown, Griselda Harvey, Frank Cockran (Cochrane, presumably, a well-known actor), Richard Williams, Carl Bernard, Alan Blair, and Arthur Ridley, all of the BBC Repertory Company. This was a distinguished cast. The music was ‘Abercairney Highlanders’ (1′ 30″) played on the bagpipes by Pipe-Major Mackinnon (Regal Zonophone T 5806).

The version given here has been reproduced from the typescripts used for the broadcast (arranged as indicated above). The talk script looks like Orwell’s typing. There are a couple of amendments in his hand. Near the end of the script, Orwell calls Edmund of King Lear, Edgar. This has been corrected and footnoted. A number of typing slips have been corrected silently; the most significant is the spelling of Antony with an ‘h’ in the reference to Antony and Cleopatra. The typescript omits some directions, especially from V.3. Essential entries and exits have been added in square brackets.

Almost a month later, on 10 November 1943, PasB gives details of a half-hour programme, ‘Backward Glance No 8’ which evidently included a replay of Orwell’s version of Macbeth. The programme is described as a ‘Return visit into some of our programmes for India’ and was transmitted on the Purple Network to India, Burma, and Indonesia. Part of the half-hour was made up of ‘Live programmes with commercial discs—script compiled by Desmond Hawkins.’ Four commercial discs were used and five BBC recordings. The disc number for Macbeth was given as DOX 22346. It is possible that the whole broadcast was recorded and that the number for that recording was DOX 23496. The programme was produced by Douglas Cleverdon and taking part were Arthur Bush and Freda Falconer.
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Those lines you have just heard come from “Macbeth”, by William Shakespeare. He wrote it towards the end of his life, in his last great period,2 about the beginning of the seventeenth century.

“Macbeth” is probably the most perfect of Shakespeare’s plays. I mean by that that in my opinion Shakespeare’s qualities as a poet and as a dramatist are combined in it more successfully than in any other. Especially towards the end it is full of poetry of the very highest order, but it is also a perfectly constructed play—indeed it would still be a good play if it were quite clumsily translated into some foreign language. I don’t want here to say anything about the verse in “Macbeth”. You will hear some of the best passages from it acted in a few minutes’ time. I am concerned simply with “Macbeth” as a tragedy, and I had better give a short outline of the plot.

Macbeth is a Scottish Nobleman of the early Middle Ages. One day he is returning from a battle in which he has particularly distinguished himself and won the King’s favour, when he meets three witches who prophecy to him that he will become king himself. Two other prophecies which the witches have made3 are fulfilled almost immediately, and it is inevitable that Macbeth should find himself wondering how the third is to be fulfilled, since the King, Duncan, is still alive and has two sons. It is clear that almost from the moment of hearing the prophecy he has contemplated murdering Duncan, and though at first he shrinks from doing it, his wife, whose will appears to be stronger than his own, talks him over. Macbeth murders Duncan, contriving that suspicion shall fall on Duncan’s two sons. They fly the country, and as Macbeth is the next heir he becomes king. But this first crime leads inexorably to a chain of others, ending in Macbeth’s ruin and death. The witches have told him that though he himself will become king, no child of his will succeed to the throne, which will fall to the descendants of his friend Banquo. Macbeth has Banquo murdered, but Banquo’s son escapes. They have also warned him to beware of Macduff, the Thane of Fife, and half-consciously Macbeth knows that it is Macduff who will finally destroy him. He tries to have Macduff murdered, but once again, Macduff escapes, though his wife and family are murdered in a peculiarly atrocious way. By an inevitable chain of circumstances Macbeth, who has started out as a brave and by no means bad man, ends up as the typical figure of the terror-haunted tyrant, hated and feared by everyone, surrounded by spies, murderers and sycophants, and living in constant dread of treachery and rebellion. He is in fact a sort of primitive medieval version of the modern Fascist dictator. His situation forces him to become more cruel as time goes on. Whereas at the beginning it is Macbeth who shrinks from murder and Lady Macbeth who jeers at him for his squeamishness, in the end it is Macbeth who massacres women and children without a qualm and Lady Macbeth who loses her nerve and dies partially insane. And yet—and this is the greatest psychological achievement of the play—Macbeth is quite recognizably the same man throughout and speaks the same kind of language; he is pushed on from crime to crime not by native wickedness but by what seems to him inescapable necessity. In the end rebellion breaks out and Macduff and Duncan’s son Malcolm invade Scotland at the head of an English army. The witches have made another prophecy which seems to promise Macbeth immunity. How that prophecy is fulfilled, and how, without being falsified, it ends in Macbeth’s death, you will hear in the acted extract from the play. In the end he is killed by Macduff, as he has known all along that he would be. When the full meaning of the prophecy becomes clear to him he gives up hope and dies fighting from the mere instinct of a warrior to die on his feet and never surrender.

In all of Shakespeare’s major tragedies the theme has some recognizable connection with everyday life. In “Antony and Cleopatra”, for instance, the theme is the power which a worthless woman can establish over a brave and gifted man. In “Hamlet” it is the divorce between intelligence and practical ability. In “King Lear” it is a rather subtler theme—the difficulty of distinguishing between generosity and weakness. This reappears in a cruder form in “Timon of Athens”. In “Macbeth” the theme is simply ambition. And though all of Shakespeare’s tragedies can be translated into terms of ordinary contemporary life, the story of Macbeth seems to me the nearest of all to normal experience. In a small and relatively harmless way, everyone has at some time done something rather like Macbeth, and with comparable consequences. If you like, “Macbeth” is the story of Hitler or Napoleon. But it is also the story of any bank clerk who forges a cheque, any official who takes a bribe, any human being in fact who grabs at some mean advantage which will make him feel a little bigger and get a little ahead of his fellows. It centres on the illusory human belief that an action can be isolated—that you can say to yourself, “I will commit just this one crime which will get me where I want to be, and after that I will turn respectable.” But in practice, as Macbeth discovers, one crime grows out of another, even without any increase of wickedness in yourself. His first murder is committed for self-advancement; the even worse ones which follow from it are committed in self-defence. Unlike most of Shakespeare’s tragedies, “Macbeth” resembles the Greek tragedies in that its end can be foreseen. From the beginning one knows in general terms what is going to happen. This makes the last act all the more moving, but I still think the essential commonplace-ness of the story is its chief appeal. “Hamlet” is the tragedy of a man who does not know how to commit a murder; “Macbeth” is the tragedy of a man who does. And though most of us do not actually commit murders, Macbeth’s predicament is nearer to everyday life.

It is worth noticing that the introduction of magic and witchcraft does not give the play any air of unreality. Actually—although the climax of the last act depends on the exact working-out of the prophecy—the witches are not absolutely necessary to the play. They could be cut out without altering the essential story. Probably they were put in to attract the attention of King James I, who had just come to the throne and who was a firm believer in witchcraft. There is one scene which was quite certainly put in with the idea of flattering the King—this scene, or part of a scene,4 is the only flaw in the play and should be cut out of any acting version. But the witches, even as they stand, do not offend one’s sense of probability. They do not alter anything or upset the course of nature, they merely foretell the future, a future which the spectator can in any case partly foresee. One has the feeling that in one sense Macbeth foresees it too. The witches are there, in fact, simply to increase the sense of doom. A modern writer telling this story, instead of talking about witchcraft, would probably talk about Macbeth’s subconscious mind. What is essential is the gradually unfolding consequences of that first crime, and Macbeth’s half-knowledge, even as he does it, that it must lead to disaster. “Macbeth” is the only one of Shakespeare’s plays in which the villain and the hero are the same character. Nearly always, in Shakespeare, you have the spectacle of a good man like Othello or King Lear, suffering misfortune; or of a bad man, like Edmund or5 Iago, doing evil out of sheer malice. In “Macbeth” the crime and the misfortune are one; a man whom one cannot feel to be wholly evil is doing evil things. It is very difficult not to be moved by this spectacle. And since the play is so well put together that even the most incompetent production can hardly spoil it on the stage, and since it also contains some of the best verse that Shakespeare ever wrote, I think I am justified in giving it the description I gave it at the beginning—that is, Shakespeare’s most perfect play.
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2320. To Frederick Laws

18 October 1943

Dear Laws,

I rang up Harding1 who expressed himself willing to do a talk. He seemed slightly uncertain as to whether intelligence tests would be the best subject for him, but I have no doubt he can be persuaded. I said that you would write to him and would let him know about the series and who are the other speakers. His address is: 6th Floor, Centre Block, Bush House.

As for Number 7, I don’t think it is worth bothering with Burt,2 so do you think you could approach Professor Wolters?3

Yours sincerely,

[Initialled] E.A.B

Eric Blair




2321. To George Bernard Shaw

18 October 1943 GO/MEI1

Dear Mr. Shaw,

I believe the B.B.C. Copyright Department wrote to you a few days ago asking whether we could broadcast an extract from “The Doctor’s Dilemma”. I hope you will consent to this as these fragments from British dramatists, which we broadcast, have been popular with the Indian student audience and they would always listen with particular attention to anything of yours. You allowed us to broadcast a fragment from “Arms and the Man” on a previous occasion and it went over very successfully. I would, of course, follow your wishes as to which part of the “The Doctor’s Dilemma” we broadcast, but I would like to choose a bit near the beginning where the four doctors are talking among themselves. The other plays which are being broadcast in this series are “Macbeth”, “An Enemy of the People”, “The Cherry Orchard”, “R.U.R.”, and “Lady Windermere’s Fan”. The accompanying talk on “The Doctor’s Dilemma” would be given by Desmond MacCarthy.

Yours truly,

[Initialled] E.A.B

George Orwell.




2322. To Norman Collins

19 October 1943 Handwritten


Following Orwell’s request to the General Overseas Service Manager, Norman Collins, on 4 October 1943 (see 2293) that Sir Richard Acland and Aneurin Bevan be used in the series ‘The Debate Continues,’ Collins sent Orwell the following memorandum on 10 October:

‘Before you approach either could I please have a note of the brief you are proposing to give these two speakers. It would be undesirable, for instance, for Acland to talk about the Commonwealth as such, if he is being introduced in the series on the basis of his being an M.P.—I will clear up about both speakers as soon as I get your note.

Could you please let me have a list of the M.P’s who have already spoken in these series?’

Perhaps the typist, rather than Collins, has confused the British Commonwealth with Acland’s Common Wealth Party—completely different entities—though Collins might have been expected to note that when signing his memorandum. Common Wealth was still typed as a single word on 20th October (below).

On 19 October, Orwell sent a handwritten response to Collins on the back of the latter’s memorandum:



i. We have not fixed dates for these two speakers (Bevan & Acland) yet but wished to know whether we could add them to our repertory. It is difficult to fix subjects long in advance because these arise out of the week’s debate, eg. if there is a coal bill we might get some one to talk about the mining industry, etc. There would of course be no question of getting Acland to talk about Common Wealth (I should think he might talk on agriculture for instance). I know both these people & could handle them.

ii. MPs who have spoken are Winterton, Quintin Hogg, Hugh Molson, Hinchingbrooke, Brian Brooke, Sorensen, Gallacher, Ellen Wilkinson, Edith Summerskill, King-Hall, V. Bartlett, Butler (Education), Strauss, Laws, & one or two others.1

Eric Blair 19.10.43


On 20 October, Collins sent this memorandum to J. B. Clark, Controller, Overseas Service: ‘You will remember that Blair asked if these could be approached for THE DEBATE CONTINUES. I asked for particulars of the brief which it was proposed to give to each speaker and said at the time that though I thought Acland would be suitable for a general subject, but definitely unsuitable on Commonwealth, I thought that Aneurin Bevan would be better left alone. The attached is Blair’s reply. Could you please confirm that it is O.K. to go ahead on Acland?’

Collins sent Orwell the following adjudication on 21 October:

‘It really isn’t possible simply to add an M.P. to the repertory as you suggest. In due course, if E.S.D. agrees speaker and subject, there is no reason to suppose that Acland will not be O.K.—but please check with me again to see what other commitments (if any) have been entered into by the B.B.C. as a whole so far as this speaker is concerned.

Bevan is less certain—but please similarly refer:


(a) speaker and subject to E.S.D. and

(b) to me for general clearance.



The (b) part of this procedure once (a) is complete should not take more than a few hours.’






2323. To André Van Gyseghem

20 October 1943 07/ES/EB

Dear Mr. Van Gysegham,°1

I rather think that Narayana Menon has already asked you whether you could do a talk for us on The Cherry Orchard. What we want is a ten minutes’ talk to precede an acted extract from the play and tell the audience, which is an audience of Indian probably° students, a certain amount about Chekov’s work in general as well as this particular play. The date is November 7th at 4.15 p.m. As this is a Sunday you could record before hand if you wish, but I would like to have the script not later than the end of October. Could you please confirm whether you would like to do this. I can give you any further particulars you wish.

Yours truly,

[Initialled] E.A.B

(Eric Blair)




2324. BBC Talks Booking Form, 20.10.43


Dr. Susan Isaacs: ‘Calling All Students,’ Psychology; fifth talk in the series; recorded 8.11.43; broadcast 11.11.43; fee £10.10s + 12s.0d fare. Signed: Z. A. Bokhari.






2325. BBC Talks Booking Form, 20.10.43


Professor C. W. Valentine: ‘Calling All Students,’ Psychology; third talk in the series; recorded 25.10.43 (in Birmingham); broadcast 28.10.43; fee £10.10s. Signed: Z. A. Bokhari.






2326. Newsletter in Tamil, 27

21 October 1943


The English version was written by Eric Blair. No script has been traced.






2327. Review of The Adventures of the Young Soldier in Search of the Better World by C. E. M. Joad

The Listener, 21 October 1943

A man’S body, so we are told, is composed of a few bucketfuls of water, a few pounds of lime and carbon, and a few pinches of phosphorus, all exactly measurable. But you cannot make a man simply by adding those ingredients together, and the same rule seems to apply to a book, even a political or sociological book. Professor Joad knows all the questions that will beset the post-war world; he also knows all the answers. But something, some vital spark, perhaps simply the power to believe definitely in any one theory of life, is missing, with the result that what was intended to be a parable degenerates into a chronicle, or even a catalogue.

The book is modelled, not altogether wisely, on Alice in Wonderland. A young soldier loses his way in the forest and meets with a series of monsters typifying current trends of thought. There is a Red-tape Worm who signifies bureaucracy, an Ultra-red Robot signifying Marxism, a Mr. Transportouse who is ready to solve all problems by common sense, a Mr. Heardhux who is merely a disembodied voice preaching detachment from worldly things, and various others. The story ends with the soldier meeting a Philosopher (incidentally Mr. Peake’s drawing of Professor Joad is the nicest thing in the book), who advises him to cheer up, disbelieve what the others have told him, keep a nice balance between Faith and Works and hope for the best. Not all of the various monsters are regarded as being on the same level of folly. Professor Joad has a certain weakness for Mr. Transportouse, the Beveridge-minded town-planner, but curiously enough the fallacy that he finds it the most difficult to expose is that of the mystical Mr. Heardhux. Having been told that science and politics are folly and that the duty of man is to cultivate his spirit by means of meditation, fasting and breathing exercises, the young soldier can only murmur that it ‘sounds a bit arid and lonely’. It does not occur to him to point out the really damaging weakness in the position of the latter-day yogis—the fact that while they are fasting and meditating others have got to work to keep them alive, and that their ‘spirituality’ is simply the by-product of money and military security. He does not even pause to wonder why the cult of ‘detachment’ always has to be practised in a warm climate.

But the central weakness of the book is that Professor Joad’s own creed, however sensible it may be, lacks the intensity that belongs to even the stupidest of his adversaries. Seemingly it is not enough to be moderate and kind. It is not enough to point out that society must have plans to deal with unemployment and inequality, but not too much planning lest initiative be destroyed, and that men must believe in something or other, but not believe too blindly lest they give themselves over to bigotry and persecution. Intelligent hedonism is a poor guide in a world where millions of people are ready to shed their own or anybody else’s blood in the name of half-a-dozen kinds of folly. No doubt it is not the truth that the middle way is always wrong, but that is the conclusion that one carries away from Professor Joad’s book, and it is the exact opposite of what he is trying to convey. Perhaps a touch of bigotry is the condition of literary vitality; at any rate, this is a notably lifeless book, and it is not helped by the—for the most part—rather silly illustrations by Mervyn Peake.

[Fee: £2.2s; 31.8.43]




2328. Who Are the War Criminals? Review of The Trial of Mussolini by ‘Cassius’1

Tribune, 22 October 1943

On the face of it, Mussolini’s collapse was a story straight out of Victorian melodrama. At long last Righteousness had triumphed, the wicked man was discomfited, the mills of God were doing their stuff. On second thoughts, however, this moral tale is less simple and less edifying. To begin with, what crime, if any, has Mussolini committed? In power politics there are no crimes, because there are no laws. And, on the other hand, is there any feature in Mussolini’s internal régime that could be seriously objected to by any body of people likely to sit in judgment on him? For, as the author of this book abundantly shows—and this in fact is the main purpose of the book—there is not one scoundrelism committed by Mussolini between 1922 and 1940 that has not been lauded to the skies by the very people who are now promising to bring him to trial.

For the purposes of his allegory “Cassius” imagines Mussolini indicted before a British court, with the Attorney-General as prosecutor. The list of charges is an impressive one, and the main facts—from the murder of Matteoti° to the invasion of Greece, and from the destruction of the peasants’ co-operatives to the bombing of Addis Ababa—are not denied. Concentration camps, broken treaties, rubber truncheons, castor oil—everything is admitted. The only troublesome question is: How can something that was praiseworthy at the time when you did it—ten years ago, say—suddenly become reprehensible now? Mussolini is allowed to call witnesses, both living and dead, and to show by their own printed words that from the very first the responsible leaders of British opinion have encouraged him in everything that he did. For instance, here is Lord Rothermere in 1928:


“In his own country [Mussolini] was the antidote to a deadly poison. For the rest of Europe he has been a tonic which has done to all incalculable good. I can claim with sincere satisfaction to have been the first man in a position of public influence to put Mussolini’s splendid achievement in its right light. … He is the greatest figure of our age.”



Here is Winston Churchill in 1927:


“If I had been an Italian I am sure I should have been wholeheartedly with you in your triumphant struggle against the bestial appetites and passions of Leninism.… [Italy] has provided the necessary antidote to the Russian poison. Hereafter no great nation will be unprovided with an ultimate means of protection against the cancerous growth of Bolshevism.”



Here is Lord Mottistone in 1935:


“I did not oppose [the Italian action in Abyssinia.] I wanted to dispel the ridiculous illusion that it was a nice thing to sympathise with the underdog. … I said it was a wicked thing to send arms or connive to send arms to these cruel, brutal Abyssinians and still to deny them to others who are playing an honourable part.”



Here is Mr. Duff Cooper in 1938:


“Concerning the Abyssinian episode, the less said now the better. When old friends are reconciled after a quarrel, it is always dangerous for them to discuss its original causes.”



Here is Mr. Ward Price, of the Daily Mail, in 1932:


“Ignorant and prejudiced people talk of Italian affairs as if that nation were subject to some tyranny which it would willingly throw off. With that rather morbid commiseration for fanatical minorities which is the rule with certain imperfectly informed sections of British public opinion, this country long shut its eyes to the magnificent work that the Fascist régime was doing. I have several times heard Mussolini himself express his gratitude to the Daily Mail as having been the first British newspaper to put his aims fairly before the world.”



And so on, and so on, and so on. Hoare, Simon, Halifax, Neville Chamberlain, Austen Chamberlain, Hore-Belisha, Amery, Lord Lloyd and various others enter the witness-box, all of them ready to testify that, whether Mussolini was crushing the Italian trade unions, non-intervening in Spain, pouring mustard gas on the Abyssinians, throwing Arabs out of aeroplanes or building up a navy for use against Britain, the British Government and its official spokesmen supported him through thick and thin. We are shown Lady (Austen) Chamberlain shaking hands with Mussolini in 1924, Chamberlain and Halifax banqueting with him and toasting “the Emperor of Abyssinia” in 1939, Lord Lloyd buttering up the Fascist régime in an official pamphlet as late as 1940. The net impression left by this part of the trial is quite simply that Mussolini is not guilty. Only later, when an Abyssinian, a Spaniard and an Italian anti-Fascist give their evidence, does the real case against him begin to appear.

Now, the book is a fanciful one, but this conclusion is realistic. It is immensely unlikely that the British Tories will ever put Mussolini on trial. There is nothing that they could accuse him of except his declaration of war in 1940. If the “trial of war criminals” that some people enjoy dreaming about ever happens, it can only happen after revolutions in the Allied countries. But the whole notion of finding scapegoats, of blaming individuals, or parties, or nations for the calamities that have happened to us, raises other trains of thought, some of them rather disconcerting.

The history of British relations with Mussolini illustrates the structural weakness of a capitalist state. Granting that power politics are not moral, to attempt to buy Italy out of the Axis—and clearly this idea underlay British policy from 1934 onwards—was a natural strategic move. But it was not a move which Baldwin, Chamberlain and the rest of them were capable of carrying out. It could only have been done by being so strong that Mussolini would not dare to side with Hitler. This was impossible, because an economy ruled by the profit motive is simply not equal to re-arming on a modern scale.

Britain only began to arm when the Germans were in Calais. Before that, fairly large sums had, indeed, been voted for armaments, but they slid peaceably into the pockets of the shareholders and the weapons did not appear. Since they had no real intention of curtailing their own privileges, it was inevitable that the British ruling class should carry out every policy half-heartedly and blind themselves to the coming danger. But the moral collapse which this entailed was something new in British politics. In the nineteenth and early twentieth centuries, British politicians might be hypocritical, but hypocrisy implies a moral code. It was something new when Tory M.P.s cheered the news that British ships had been bombed by Italian aeroplanes, or when members of the House of Lords lent themselves to organised libel campaigns against the Basque children who had been brought here as refugees.

When one thinks of the lies and betrayals of those years, the cynical abandonment of one ally after another, the imbecile optimism of the Tory press, the flat refusal to believe that the Dictators meant war, even when they shouted it from the housetops, the inability of the moneyed class to see anything wrong whatever in concentration camps, ghettoes, massacres and undeclared wars, one is driven to feel that moral decadence played its part as well as mere stupidity. By 1937 or thereabouts it was not possible to be in doubt about the nature of the Fascist régimes. But the lords of property had decided that Fascism was on their side and they were willing to swallow the most stinking evils so long as their property remained secure. In their clumsy way they were playing the game of Macchiavelli, of “political realism,” of “anything is right which advances the cause of the Party”—the Party in this case, of course, being the Conservative Party.

All this “Cassius” brings out, but he does shirk its corollary. Throughout his book it is implied that only Tories are immoral. “Yet there was still another England,” he says. “This other England detested Fascism from the day of its birth.… This was the England of the Left, the England of Labour.” True, but only part of the truth. The actual behaviour of the Left has been more honourable than its theories. It has fought against Fascism, but its representative thinkers have entered just as deeply as their opponents into the evil world of “realism” and power politics.

“Realism” (it used to be called dishonesty) is part of the general political atmosphere of our time. It is a sign of the weakness of “Cassius’s” position that one could compile a quite similar book entitled The Trial of Winston Churchill, or The Trial of Chiang Kai-Shek, or even The Trial of Ramsay MacDonald. In each case you would find the leaders of the Left contradicting themselves almost as grossly as the Tory leaders quoted by “Cassius.” For the Left has also been willing to shut its eyes to a great deal and to accept some very doubtful allies. We laugh now to hear the Tories abusing Mussolini when they were flattering him five years ago, but who would have foretold in 1927 that the Left would one day take Chiang Kai-Shek to its bosom? Who would have foretold just after the General Strike that ten years later Winston Churchill would be the darling of the Daily Worker? In the years 1935–39, when almost any ally against Fascism seemed acceptable, Left-wingers found themselves praising Mustapha Kemal and then developing a tenderness for Carol of Rumania.

Although it was in every way more pardonable, the attitude of the Left towards the Russian régime has been distinctly similar to the attitude of the Tories towards Fascism. There has been the same tendency to excuse almost anything “because they’re on our side.” It is all very well to talk about Lady Chamberlain photographed shaking hands with Mussolini; the photograph of Stalin shaking hands with Ribbentrop is much more recent. On the whole, the intellectuals of the Left defended the Russo-German pact. It was “realistic,” like Chamberlain’s appeasement policy, and with similar consequences. If there is a way out of the moral pig-sty we are living in, the first step towards it is probably to grasp that “realism” does not pay, and that to sell out your friends and sit rubbing your hands while they are destroyed is not the last word in political wisdom.

This fact is demonstrable in any city between Cardiff and Stalingrad, but not many people can see it. Meanwhile it is a pamphleteer’s duty to attack the Right, but not to flatter the Left. It is partly because the Left have been too easily satisfied with themselves that they are where they are now.

Mussolini, in “Cassius’s” book, after calling his witnesses, enters the box himself. He sticks to his Macchiavellian creed: Might is Right, vœ victis!2 He is guilty of the only crime that matters, the crime of failure, and he admits that his adversaries have a right to kill him—but not, he insists, a right to blame him. Their conduct has been similar to his own, and their moral condemnations are all hypocrisy. But thereafter come the other three witnesses, the Abyssinian, the Spaniard and the Italian, who are morally upon a different plane, since they have never temporised with Fascism nor had a chance to play at power politics; and all three of them demand the death penalty.

Would they demand it in real life? Will any such thing ever happen? It is not very likely, even if the people who have a real right to try Mussolini should somehow get him into their hands. The Tories, of course, though they would shrink from a real inquest into the origins of the war, are not sorry to have the chance of pushing the whole blame on to a few notorious individuals like Mussolini and Hitler. In this way the Darlan-Badoglio manœuvre is made easier. Mussolini is a good scapegoat while he is at large, though he would be an awkward one in captivity. But how about the common people? Would they kill their tyrants, in cold blood and with the forms of law, if they had the chance?

It is a fact that there have been very few such executions in history. At the end of the last war an election was won partly on the slogan “Hang the Kaiser,” and yet if any such thing had been attempted the conscience of the nation would probably have revolted. When tyrants are put to death, it should be by their own subjects; those who are punished by a foreign authority, like Napoleon, are simply made into martyrs and legends.

What is important is not that these political gangsters should be made to suffer, but that they should be made to discredit themselves. Fortunately they do do so in many cases, for to a surprising extent the war-lords in shining armour, the apostles of the martial virtues, tend not to die fighting when the time comes. History is full of ignominious getaways by the great and famous. Napoleon surrendered to the English in order to get protection from the Prussians, the Empress Eugenie fled in a hansom cab with an American dentist, Ludendorff resorted to blue spectacles, one of the more unprintable3 Roman emperors tried to escape assassination by locking himself in the lavatory, and during the early days of the Spanish civil war one leading Fascist made his escape from Barcelona, with exquisite fitness, through a sewer.

It is some such exit that one would wish for Mussolini, and if he is left to himself perhaps he will achieve it. Possibly Hitler also. It used to be said of Hitler that when his time came he would never fly or surrender, but would perish in some operatic manner, by suicide at the very least. But that was when Hitler was successful; during the last year, since things began to go wrong, it is difficult to feel that he has behaved with dignity or courage. “Cassius” ends his book with the judge’s summing-up, and leaves the verdict open, seeming to invite a decision from his readers. Well, if it were left to me, my verdict on both Hitler and Mussolini would be: not death, unless it is inflicted in some hurried unspectacular way. If the Germans and Italians feel like giving them a summary court-martial and then a firing-squad, let them do it. Or better still, let the pair of them escape with a suitcase-full of bearer securities and settle down as the accredited bores of some Swiss pension. But no martyrising, no St. Helena business. And, above all, no solemn hypocritical “trial of war criminals,” with all the slow cruel pageantry of the law, which after a lapse of time has so strange a way of focusing a romantic light on the accused and turning a scoundrel into a hero.

[Fee: £5.5s; 18.10.43]


Two weeks later, Tribune published letters from Gordon Bartlett, P. C. King, S. Rach, and Dr. Max Bindermann. Two of these referred to Orwell’s ‘refreshingly sane article’ and his ‘timely article,’ and went on to take matters further: P. C. King argued that because both Left and Right could stand accused there was justification for the Common Wealth Party; Dr. Bindermann looked forward to what was to happen:

I am referring to Mr. G. Orwell’s interesting article in your issue of October 22nd. I think that the whole problem is a little obscured by calling the Fascist and Nazi gangsters war criminals. This term is reminiscent of political criminals whom we are accustomed to look on in quite a different manner. But the robbers, torturers and slaughterers of millions of innocent and helpless people are ordinary criminals, mass murderers.

To let them “escape with a suitcase-full of bearer securities and settle down as the accredited bores of some Swiss pension” is bare escapism and would and could not be understood by their innumerable victims, as far as they are still alive. The criminals themselves would not understand such a forgiving attitude. This is Jewish-Christian unmanliness in their dehumanised eyes. They understand only physical force, which must be meted out to them in full. Besides, to leave them at large would mean to court disaster as these gangsters will not content themselves to be only “accredited bores” but will try to stir [up] troubles. Ecrasez l’infame!






2329. English Newsletter for Indonesia, 16

22 October 1943


This was written and read by George Orwell. No script has been traced.






2330. To Susan Isaacs

22 October 1943 07/ES/EB/JEL

Dear Dr. Isaacs,

I have arranged a recording for your talk on Monday, November 8th at 10.45 a.m. Could you be at 200 Oxford Street (opposite Studio One Cinema) at 10.15 a.m. to run through and time the talk?1

Yours truly,

[Initialled] E.A.B

(Eric Blair)




2331. To Blanche Patch, Secretary to George Bernard Shaw

22 October 1943 Top and carbon copies 07/ES/EB


On 21 October, Blanche Patch, on Shaw’s behalf, had replied to Orwell’s letter of 18 October (see 2321) to say that Shaw could not imagine any bits of The Doctor’s Dilemma being interesting or intelligible detached from the play as a whole. However, he was prepared to consider a specific proposal. Orwell marked her letter, ‘Ansd. 22.10’; this is that reply:



Dear Madam,

On looking carefully through The Doctor’s Dilemma I think the best passage would be in Act I, starting (page 107 in Constable’s edition) Ridgeon: I tell you for the fiftieth time I won’t see anybody, down to (page 113) Ridgeon: I will. Good bye. We could perhaps put in the remaining few lines of the scene but a remark in them refers back to something else. This passage would, I should say, take ten or twelve minutes. There would also be a commentary by a narrator explaining clearly the plot of the play. I should be glad of a decision quickly because if this is to be done at all, the script will have to be got ready early next week.1

Yours faithfully,

[Signed] Geo. Orwell2

(George Orwell)




2332. BBC Talks Booking Form, 22.10.43


Oliver Bell: ‘Films of the Month’ (monthly film talk); broadcast 17.11.43; fee £10.10s. Signed: Z. A. Bokhari.






2333. To André Van Gyseghem

22 October 1943 07/ES/EB/JEL

Dear Mr. Van Gyseghem,

Many thanks for your letter of the 21st. The talk should take ten minutes, which probably means not much over 1200 words. I cannot say with certainty what fee you will get for doing it, but I should say ten guineas. The date is the 7th November and I would like to have the script a week earlier, that is to say October 31st.

Yours truly,

[Initialled] E.A.B

(Eric Blair)




2334. BBC Talks Booking Form, 22.10.43


W. J. Turner: ‘Great Dramatists,’ ‘R.U.R. by Karel Čapek’°; ‘10 mins talk approx. in the form of a discussion with Noel Iliffe (staff)’; broadcast 14.11.43; fee £8.8s. Signed: Z. A. Bokhari.






2335. BBC Talks Booking Form, 22.10.43


André Van Gyseghem: ‘Great Dramatists,’ 4, ‘The Cherry Orchard by Anton Chekov’; broadcast 7.11.43; fee £8.8s. Signed: Z. A. Bokhari.






2336. BBC Talks Booking Form, 22.10.43


D. W. Harding: ‘Calling All Students,’ 4, Psychology, Mental Tests1; broadcast 4.11.43; fee £10.10s. Signed: Z. A. Bokhari.






2337. Orwell’s Sick Leave


The BBC Staff Record shows that Orwell had one day’s sick leave from Monday, 25 October, to Tuesday, 26 October 1943. Presumably he was away on the Monday.






2338. On Orwell’s behalf to Desmond Hawkins

27 October 1943 07/ES/EB

Dear Mr. Hawkins,

I enclose scripts for the next Backward Glance programme. The transmission is on Wednesday, 10th November. Could you let us know in advance of sending the script what copyright material you are going to use. This will give our Copyright Department slightly longer to cover the copyright.

Yours sincerely,

[Initialled] JEL

for George Orwell




2339. Extracts from Minutes of Eastern Service Meeting

27 October 1943

Talks on Set Books in English Literature for Arts Degree Examinations at leading Indian Universities As in previous years, it is hoped to include a series of such talks early in the new schedule. Information from India showed that January and February were the most suitable months for putting out this series. Mr. Brander to obtain urgently from India particulars of the syllabus.

Mr. Blair Mr. Lawson-Reece reported with regret that Mr. Blair had resigned from the Corporation. The meeting expressed its appreciation of Mr. Blair’s work in handling the English programmes to India during the past eighteen months. No successor had yet been appointed,1 but from now until the end of the year the English programmes will be under the direct supervision of Mr. Bokhari.




2340. Newsletter in Tamil, 28

28 October 1943


The English version was written by Eric Blair. No script has been traced.






2341. To D. W. Harding

28 or 29 October 19431

Dear Mr. Harding,

I am just writing to remind you about your talk for Thursday November 4th. Could I have the script by Monday 1st at the very latest. I think I asked you when I spoke to you over the ’phone if you would be kind enough to send a copy to Mr. Laws at the same time. The time of the broadcast is 11.15 a.m., so if you arrive here (200 Oxford Street) at 10.30 that will give us time for a run through before hand.

Yours sincerely,

[Initialled] E.A.B

(Eric Blair)




2342. BBC Talks Booking Form, 28.10.43


L. A. G. Strong: ‘Great Dramatists,’ ‘The Taming of the Shrew’; ‘talk of approx. 9 mins.’; recorded 30.10.43; broadcast 31.10.43; fee £8.8s. Signed: Z. A. Bokhari.






2343. English Newsletter for Indonesia, 17

29 October 1943


This was written and read by George Orwell. No script has been traced.






2344. Newsletter in Tamil, 29

4 November 1943


The English version was written by Eric Blair.1 No script has been traced.






2345. English Newsletter for Indonesia, 18

5 November 1943


This was written and read by George Orwell. No script has been traced.






2346. To Reginald Reynolds

5 November 1943 07/ES/EB

Dear Reg,

With reference to our conversation the other day. I have put you down for a 15 minutes talk on Kropotkin,1 on November 25th. This means that I would want the script a good week before hand, that is to say not later2 than November 18th at the latest. The length should be as before, that is 15 or 16 hundred words. The time of broadcast is 4.15 p.m., which means your coming here at about 3.45. Please let me know at once if you can’t undertake this.

Yours,

[Initialled] E.A.B

(Eric Blair)

P. S. [in shorthand] What would [ ] to a short account re SGAT? If so I can come over tomorrow morning.3




2347. Review of Lest We Regret by Douglas Reed; I Sit and I Think and I Wonder by Sidney Dark

The Observer, 7 November 1943

It seems strange to look back five years and remember Mr. Douglas Reed as a Cassandra figure warning a heedless world that the Nazis were dangerous. And it is even stranger to think of the enthusiasm with which “Insanity Fair” was greeted in the Left-wing Press. “Anti-Fascist” was the term generally applied to it—for in those days anyone who opposed Chamberlain’s policy was held to be anti-Fascist. The ancient truth that “he who fights too long against dragons becomes a dragon himself” had been forgotten for the time being.

Readers of an earlier book will remember Mr. Reed’s admiration for Otto Strasser, the “black” Nazi, Hitler’s Trotsky.1 Strasser’s programme, set forth by Mr. Reed without much sign of disapproval, was simply a modification of Hitler’s. Nazism was to be more or less retained, the Jews were to be persecuted, but a little less viciously, and Britain and Germany were to gang up for an attack on the U.S.S.R. In his present book Mr. Reed does not mention Strasser, but spends his time in maundering about Britain’s post-war policy, the dominant notes being: back to the land, more emigration, down with the Reds, and—above all—down with the Jews.

Much of what Mr. Reed says about the evils of private property in land, and the monstrous crime committed against the English people by the enclosure of the commons, would be impressive if it did not remind one all the time of the articles that used to appear in Mosley’s British Union; and also if it were accompanied by any comprehensive economic programme, or even any intelligible agricultural policy. But though an enemy of landlords Mr. Reed does not seem to be an enemy of private property. His chief quarrel with the Enclosures is apparently that they have made things difficult for hikers; and he opposes the electrification of the Highlands on the ground that it would spoil the scenery. Mixed up with this are complaints about the victimisation of the middle classes (even the tyres of their laid-up motor-cars are taken away from them!)2 and tirades against bureaucrats and “alliens.”°

Mr. Reed objects equally strongly to “aliens” being given jobs and to Fascist sympathisers being interned under 18B. And, above all, he objects to the notion that the German Jews somehow merit our sympathy. For the Jews, it appears, have never been persecuted in Germany, or not to speak of. Everybody else has been persecuted, but not the Jews; all the stories about pogroms, and so forth are just “propaganda.”

Now, the general pattern of Mr. Reed’s thought is a familiar one. The ex-officers who formed an important part of Mosley’s following believed just the same things about Jews, reds, aliens, bureaucrats, agriculture, and the need for more emigration. On top of this, however, Mr. Reed is notable for a very marked dislike of his own country. The climate, the manners, the social customs, the politics of England all repel him. He has lived long in Central Europe, and where it is possible to compare the British and the German way of doing things he makes no disguise of preferring the German way. Nevertheless, Mr. Reed is as certain as ever that Britain must defeat Germany, and in alliance with the U.S.S.R. must dominate the Continent. The desire to see Britain beat Germany is the one thing in which he has never wavered. Even when he backed Otto Strasser he made the reservation that he himself did not wish to see Germany again become a great military Power.

It is here that the psychological puzzle comes in. For one is obliged to ask, if Britain is the Jew-haunted plutocracy that Mr. Reed believes, what is it that makes him wish to see Britain victorious?3 This question is not answered by the familiar pacifist claim that war induces a Fascist mentality. But it is worth thinking over, for Mr. Reed is a persuasive writer, with an easy journalistic style, and capable of doing a lot of harm among the large public for which he caters.

Mr. Sidney Dark, the vehement pamphleteer and (till recently) editor of the Church Times,4 is a change from Mr. Reed. His politics are almost exactly those of the Popular Front, and he is worth the attention of left-wingers who have failed to notice the political tendencies of the Anglo-Catholic movement and lightheartedly assumed that every religious believer is a reactionary. In a way, in spite of his allegiance to the Church, he is almost too ready to bow to left-wing orthodoxy and to accept over-simple solutions to difficult questions—the Palestine question, for instance. Also it is a pity that Mr. Dark deals in literary judgments as well as political ones. It will distress some of his colleagues of the Church Times to see him walloping his co-religionist Mr. T. S. Eliot, with great violence but with no apparent understanding of what Mr. Eliot is after. But there is no rancour in Mr. Dark: he can like people even when he disagrees with them; and at his most Marxist moments he never loses touch with the fundamental Christian belief that every human being is an individual and capable of salvation.

[Fee £5.5s; 5.11.43]




2348. Newsletter in Tamil, 30

11 November 1943


The English version was written by Eric Blair. No script has been traced.






2349. To Ivor Brown

11 November 1943 07/ES/EB

Dear Ivor Brown,

I think you wanted some particulars of the talk we should like you to do on Thunder Rock1 for December 19th. These are half hour programmes and consist of an acted extract from the play with a talk on the play and sometimes on the author’s work in general by some qualified person. The programme starts off with a short trailer from the play itself then the speaker follows (so that your talk should start “Those lines you have just heard come from Thunder Rock,” or words to that effect) and after that comes the extract from the play. The length would be about ten minutes or twelve hundred words. I would like to have the script a week before the date of transmission. As these programmes go out on Sunday you will probably prefer to record your talk beforehand, and we can arrange a recording anytime convenient to you.

Yours sincerely,

[Initialled] E.A.B

(George Orwell)




2350. To Harold Laski

11 November 1943 07/ES/EB

Dear Professor Laski,

Would you like to do a ten minutes talk for the Indian Section of the BBC on Galsworthy’s play “Strife”? I should think that from a socialist point of view it is by now a rather interesting period piece. The date of the talk would be the 5th December. If you are interested I will send fuller particulars.

Yours sincerely,

George Orwell

Dictated by George Orwell

and dispatched in his   

absence by: [Initialled] JEL




2351. English Newsletter for Indonesia, 19

12 November 1943


This was written by George Orwell.1 No script has been traced.






2352. To Reginald Reynolds

12 November 1943 07/ES/EB

Dear Reg,

I am sorry but the Kropotkin talk is off. I have been told that we ought not to give publicity on the air to a notorious anarchist. I am very sorry about this and hope you have not already been let in for a lot of work.

Yours,

[Initialled] E.A.B

(Eric Blair)




2353. BBC Talks Booking Form, 15.11.43


Professor H. J. Laski: ‘Great Dramatists,’ 8, “Strife”; broadcast 5.12.43; fee £8.8s. Signed: Z. A. Bokhari






2354. To Edmund Blunden

16 November 1943 07/ES/EB/—

Dear Blunden,

I wonder if you could be kind enough to approach Professor Nicol-Smith and get him to do another talk for us. I am writing to you because we approached him through you before. We want a talk on Thackeray for December 23 rd, which would mean that we would want the script by about December 15th. What we want is a fifteen minute talk (that is about 1600 words) giving a general account of Thackeray’s work, and explaining why he is an important writer, aimed at the Indian student audience. I hope Professor Nicol-Smith will undertake this. His last talk was very successful and I think he enjoyed doing it. I wonder if you could be kind enough to let us know about this. I am sorry to give you this trouble.1

Yours sincerely,

[Initialled] E.A.B

(George Orwell)




2355. To H.J. Laski

16 November 1943 07/ES/EB

Dear Professor Laski,

I am so glad to hear that you are willing to do the talk on “Strife”. I had better explain just what is wanted. These are half hour programmes, each consisting of an acted extract from a play and a ten minutes talk on the play by some qualified person. We aim as far as possible at giving some idea of the dramatist’s work in general, besides the particular play that1 is being acted. I am sending herewith a specimen copy of a talk from an earlier programme. I don’t think you will find that the censorship will impose much limitation on what you say. I should think the principle° point would be the altered atmosphere in the Labour Movement, and in the degree of knowledge a middle class writer would have of it. If you make your talk 1200 words that would be about right. The date of transmission is Sunday December 5th, which means that we would like to have the script by the end of this month. As the 5th is a Sunday you will no doubt like to record before hand and we can arrange a date.

Yours sincerely,

[Initialled] E.A.B




2356. To S. Moos

16 November 1943 Typewritten1

10a Mortimer Crescent London NW 6

Dear Mr. Moos,

I hope you will forgive my long delay in commenting on and returning the enclosed manuscript, but I have been in poor health in recent weeks, and I am also very busy, as you can perhaps imagine.

I find what you say very interesting, but I have two criticisms of a general nature to make. The first is that I think you are concerned with ‘what’ a little too much to the exclusion of ‘how’. It is comparatively easy to see the evils of modern industrialised society, and it is only one more step beyond that to see the inadequacy of the solutions put forward by Socialists etc. The real trouble begins when one wants to communicate these ideas to a large enough number of people to make some actual change in the trend of society. We certainly have to decide what kind of world we want, but I suggest that the greatest problem before intellectuals now is the conquest of power. You speak of forming a ‘new elite’ (which I think there probably must be, though I am inclined to shrink from the idea). But how to start forming that elite, how one can do such things inside the powerful modern state which is controlled by people whose interest is to prevent any such thing—that is another question. If you have seen anything of the innumerable attempts during the past 20 years to start new political parties, you will know what I mean.

Secondly, I think you overestimate the danger of a ‘Brave New World’— i.e. a completely materialistic vulgar civilisation based on hedonism. I would say that the danger of that kind of thing is past, and that we are in danger of quite a different kind of world, the centralised slave state, ruled over by a small clique who are in effect a new ruling class, though they might be adoptive rather than hereditary. Such a state would not be hedonistic, on the contrary its dynamic would come from some kind of rabid nationalism and leader-worship kept going by literally continuous war, and its average standard of living would probably be low. I don’t expect to see mass unemployment again, except through temporarly° maladjustments; I believe that we are in much greater danger of forced labour and actual slavery. And at present I see no safeguard against this except (a) the war-weariness and distaste for authoritarianism which may follow the present war, and (b) the survival of democratic values among the intelligentsia.

I don’t know whether these cursory comments are much use to you. They might be worth thinking over. I should say that Faber’s or somebody like that might publish your MS as a pamphlet—at any rate it would be worth trying. But I would brush up the English a bit (rather involved and foreign-sounding in places) and get the MS retyped before submitting it.

Once again, please forgive the delay.

Yours sincerely,

Geo. Orwell




2357. ‘The Detective Story’ [Grandeur et décadence du roman policier anglais]

17 November 1943


Orwell’s essay ‘The Detective Story’ (the title Orwell gives it in his ‘Notes for My Literary Executor,’ 1949) was published in French in Fontaine, Nos. 37–40, 1944, as ‘Grandeur et décadence du roman policier anglais.’ This cumulative issue of some 500 pages was devoted to English literature, 1918 to 1940, and, though dated 1944, was published in Algiers in the spring of 1945. Because the delay in publication was so great, it is reproduced here under the date of its completion, given in Orwell’s Payments Book; an English translation, not made by Orwell, follows. The Payments Book has, against the date 17 November, ‘Fontaine Article (2000) H’: the figure is the number of words; ‘H’ probably means ‘Held over.’ There are only dashes where payment should be recorded. The essay exists only in the translation made for Fontaine by Fernand Auberjonois, so an exact word count of the English version is not possible, but 2,000 is clearly an underestimate; inaccurate estimates are quite common in the Payments Book.

Another version of Fontaine, 37–40, was published as a book under the title Aspects de la Littérature Anglaise (1918–1945). This was brought to the editor’s attention by Ian Willison. From the colophon this seems to have been registered in 1947 (‘Dépôt légal 1er trimestre 1947’) but to have been printed a year earlier (‘Achevé d’imprimer en février 1946’). The edition claims to have corrected the first, 1944, edition; it omits Wyndham Lewis and Charles Morgan and three translations, but adds William Empson, Dorothy Richardson, and Sacheverell Sitwell and five translations. Copies were advertised as being available in ‘England [and the] British Empire’ from Horizon at 15 shillings. There are very slight variations in the text of Orwell’s article in 1947 as compared with 1944. In 1947, initial capitals are slightly reduced; there is an increase in punctuation, chiefly in marking off dependent clauses, but one or two commas are omitted; in the main, words in 1944 between flèches are set in italic; there are one or two corrections of accent. One verbal change is in paragraph 5: ‘surtout durant les épisodes’ becomes, in 1947, ‘surtout au cours des épisodes’; in the only other such change, the second note is omitted and ‘Jack the Ripper,’ to which it refers, becomes ‘Jack l’Eventreur.’

There is a very curious advertisement on the front flap of the dust-jacket. In a list of books due to appear is ‘George Orwell LA FILLE DE L’AIR.’ This seems a slightly unusual title for Coming Up for Air. ‘Jouer la fille de l’air’ means ‘s’ enfuir,’ to take flight, perhaps referring directly to George Bowling’s ‘getting away from it all,’ rather than to the sea-turtles ‘coming up for air’ (see CW, VII, 177).

The book was to have been produced by Éditions de la Revue Fontaine in the series La Malle de la Manche, directed by J. B. Brunius and M. P. Fouchet. On 3 September 1945, Brunius wrote to Orwell, who had not received copies of Fontaine, to say one had been sent in May and another in June. He was now sending a third. He took the opportunity of asking Orwell whether Animal Farm, or perhaps one of Orwell’s earlier books, might be included in a series of English books to be published by Éditions Fontaine. The first, to be published in October 1945, was to be Rex Warner’s The Aerodrome. None of Orwell’s books was published in this series, and Coming Up for Air was eventually published in French by Amiot Dumont in 1952 as Journal d’un Anglais moyen, and later, in 1983, by Éditions Champ Libre, as Un peu d’air frais (which carries echoes of Coming Up for Air and ‘La fille de l’air’). Brunius also asked Orwell if he would ‘write a talk for my series of broadcasts on English literature for the French programme of the B.B.C.’ Orwell does not seem to have done so.

Before the issue of Fontaine was published, it was attacked as Roman Catholic literary propaganda by ‘Francophil’ in Tribune; see correspondence following ‘As I Please,’46, 27 October 1944, 2568. The London correspondent of Fontaine, J. B. Brunius, then took up the criticism in Tribune, 1 December 1944. He said he had not expected criticism before Fontaine was published but ‘was waiting for the fun to begin afterwards.’ He rejected strongly the suggestion that he was ‘implicated in a Catholic anthology,’ deduced by Francophil because the issue had been edited by Kathleen Raine and Antonia White, ‘both Catholics,’ and because they had included no fewer than ‘ten people who could have indeed qualified for a religious anthology.’ Brunius, in addition to dispelling what he took to be ‘a most libellous suspicion’ that he was involved in producing a Catholic anthology, listed the steps he had taken for this ‘concours’:

‘1. To make sure that the Introduction by E. M. Forster should be well translated.

‘2. To insist on the inclusion in the number of David Garnett, Richard Hughes, Richard Hillary, George Orwell, Herbert Read, G. B. Shaw, H. G. Wells, Rex Warner.

‘3. To propose that some of those who had been prominent in English surrealism should be represented, and to send to Fontaine poems by Humphrey Jennings, translated by myself, and a poem by Roland Penrose translated by [E. L. T.] Mesens.

‘4. To protest that the younger generation of poets was insufficiently represented, and that writers like Alex Comfort should be included; to send a certain number of little reviews to Fontaine to choose from, among them Now, Wales, Poetry London, Poetry Scotland, Poetry Quarterly, Dint,1 etc….’

The translation reproduced here is based on those made by Dr. Shirley E. Jones and Janet Percival, modified in the light of comments made by Professor Patrick Parrinder, Ian Willison, and the editor. For a comment on this essay, see Patrick Parrinder, ‘George Orwell and the Detective Story,’ Journal of Popular Culture, 6 (1972–73), reprinted in Dimensions of Detective Fiction, edited by L. N. Landrum and P. and R. B. Browne (Bowling Green, Ohio, 1976).

Orwell’s Payments Book records against 28 December 1945 the sum of £3.3s in payment for ‘Second Rights’ for this essay, paid by the Ministry of Information. The use to which the MOI put the article has not been traced, but Orwell, in his 1949 notes for his literary executor, mentions a Russian translation of this essay; the second rights may have been for that translation. No Russian translation has been found.



C’est de 1920 à 1940 que fut lu et écrit le plus grand nombre de romans policiers et c’est précisément durant cette période que le roman policier en tant que genre littéraire devint décadent. Au cours de ces années inquiètes et futiles, les «crime stories» comme on les appelait (en désignant ainsi le roman détective proprement dit aussi bien que le «thriller» où l’auteur utilise la formule grand-guignolesque) constituaient en Angleterre un palliatif universel au même titre que le thé, l’aspirine, les cigarettes et la radio. Ces ouvrages parurent en quantité industrielle et l’on ne peut qu’être surpris de compter parmi leurs auteurs des professeurs d’économie politique et des prêtres tant catholiques qu’anglicans. L’amateur que jamais l’idée d’écrire un roman n’avait effleuré se sentait de taille à taquiner le roman policier que n’exige que de très vagues connaissances de toxicologie et un alibi plausible derrière lequel dissimuler le coupable. Bientôt pourtant le roman policier tendait à se compliquer; il demandait à l’auteur plus d’ingéniosité car il fallait satisfaire chez le lecteur un appétit de violence et une soif de sang toujours croissants. Les crimes devinrent plus sensationnels et plus difficiles à déceler. Mais il n’en reste pas moins que dans cette multitude d’ouvrages l’on n’en trouve point ou presque qui vaille la peine d’êtres relus.

Il n’en fut pas toujours ainsi. La littérature distrayante n’est pas forcément de la mauvaise littérature. Entre 1880 et 1920 nous avons eu, en Angleterre, trois spécialistes du roman détective qui firent preuve de qualités artistiques indéniables. Conan Doyle appartenait bien entendu à cette trinité et, avec lui, deux écrivains qui ne le valent pas mais que l’on ne doit pas mépriser: Ernest Bramah et R. Austin Freeman. Les «Mémoires» et les «Aventures de Sherlock Holmes», «Max Carrados» et les «Yeux de Max Carrados» de Bramah, «L�il d’Osiris» et «L’Os qui chante» de Freeman sont, avec les deux ou trois nouvelles d’Edgar Allan Poe dont ils s’inspirent, les classiques de la littérature détective anglaise. L’on retrouve dans chacun de ces ouvrages des qualités de style, et mieux encore une atmosphère auxquelles les auteurs contemporains ne nous ont guère habitués (Dorothy Sayers, par exemple, ou Agatha Christie ou Freeman Wills Croft). Il vaut la peine d’en rechercher les raisons.

Aujourd’hui encore, plus d’un demi-siècle après son entrée en scène, Sherlock Holmes reste l’un des personnages les plus populaires du roman anglais. Son physique mince et athlétique, son nez en bec d’oiseau, sa robe de chambre fripée, les pièces encombrées de son appartement de Baker Street avec leurs recoins et leurs éprouvettes, le violon, le tabac dans la pantoufle hindoue, les traces de balles sur les murs, tout cela fait partie du mobilier intellectuel de l’Anglais qui connaît ses auteurs. D’autre part, les exploits de Sherlock Holmes ont été traduits en une vingtaine de langues, du Norvégien au Japonais. Les deux autres écrivains dont j’ai parlé, Ernest Bramah et R. Austin Freeman, n’atteignirent jamais un aussi vaste public, mais tous deux ont su créer des types inoubliables. Le Docteur Thorndyke de Freeman est le détective de laboratoire, l’expert médico-légal qui résout l’énigme à coups de microscope et d’appareil photographique. Quant au Max Carrados d’Ernest Bramah, il est aveugle. La cécité ayant hypertrophié ses autres sens, il n’en devient que plus fort. Si nous cherchons à déterminer les raisons pour lesquelles ces trois auteurs nous attirent, nous sommes amenés à faire une première constatation d’ordre purement technique, qui met en relief les faiblesses du roman policier contemporain et de toutes les nouvelles anglaises de ces vingt dernières années.

L’on découvre que la «détective story» de la bonne époque (de Poe à Freeman) est infiniment plus fournie que le roman moderne. Le dialogue est plus étoffé, les digressions sont plus fréquentes. Si les contes de Conan Doyle ou de Poe avaient été écrits hier, l’on doute fort qu’un éditeur en eût voulu. Ils sont trop longs pour les revues ramassées d’aujourd’hui et leurs interminables entrées en matière vont à l’encontre de la marotte actuelle de l’ «économie».

C’est cependant d’une accumulation de détails à première vue superflus que Conan Doyle, comme Dickens avant lui, tire ses effets les plus frappants. Si l’on se livre à un examen des ouvrages de la série Sherlock Holmes, l’on s’aperçoit que les excentricités et la perspicacité de ce personnage se manifestent surtout durant les épisodes qui ne rentrent pas intégralement dans la trame du roman. Holmes brille surtout par sa méthode de «raisonnement par déduction» qui stupéfie le bon docteur Watson et dont nous trouvons un exemple au début du «Blue Carbuncle». Il suffit à Holmes d’examiner un chapeau melon trouvé dans la rue pour qu’il donne une description minutieuse—et, comme la suite le prouve, exacte—de son propriétaire. L’incident du chapeau n’a pourtant que des rapports très vagues avec l’événement principal; plusieurs épisodes sont précédés de conversations qui remplissent jusqu’à six ou sept pages et ne prétendent pas être autre chose que de la digression pure et simple. C’est surtout par le truchement de ces conversations que sont démontrés le génie de Holmes et la naïveté de Watson.

Ernest Bramah et R. Austin Freeman travaillent eux aussi avec ce même mépris de l’économie. Si leurs récits sont des œuvres littéraires et non de simples «puzzles» c’est beaucoup grâce aux digressions que l’on y trouve.

Le roman policier des bonnes années n’est pas nécessairement échafaudé sur un mystère et il se laisse lire même s’il ne se termine pas par une surprise ou une révélation sensationnelles. Ce qui nous agace le plus chez l’écrivain de «détective stories» modernes c’est l’effort constant, douloureux presque, auquel il se livre pour cacher l’identité du coupable—formule d’autant plus agaçante que le lecteur, en se blasant, finit par trouver les procédés de dissimulation grotesques. Au contraire, dans bon nombre de nouvelles de Conan Doyle et dans le célèbre conte de Poe, «The Purloined Letter», l’auteur du crime est connu dès le début. Comment le coupable manœuvre-t-il, comment sera-t-il enfin livré à la justice? Toute la question est là. Austin Freeman pousse parfois l’audace jusqu’à décrire d’abord le crime par le menu détail, puis se borne à expliquer la manière dont l’énigme a été résolue. Dans les romans de la première heure, le crime n’est donc pas forcément sensationnel ou ingénieusement conçu. Dans le roman policier moderne l’incident-clef est presque toujours un assassinat (la formule ne varie guère: un cadavre, une douzaine de suspects, ayant chacun leur alibi étanche); mais chez les précurseurs il est souvent question d’humbles méfaits, le coupable n’est peut-être qu’un filou de troisième zone. Peut-être découvre-t-on même qu’il n’y a ni coupable ni crime. Nombreux sont les mystères sondés par Holmes qui placés en pleine lumière ne sont que des trompe-l’œil. Bramah écrivit dix ou vingt contes, dont deux ou trois seulement ont trait à un assassinat. Les auteurs peuvent se payer ce luxe car le succès de leur ouvrage ne dépend pas de la découverte du criminel mais bien de l’intérêt que présente pour le lecteur un exposé des méthodes de détection chères à Holmes, Thorndyke ou Carrados. Ces personnages exaltent l’imagination et le lecteur, s’il réagit comme on entend le faire réagir, fait d’eux des géants intellectuels.

Il nous est possible maintenant d’établir une distinction fondamentale entre les deux écoles du roman policier—l’ancienne et l’actuelle.

Les précurseurs croyaient en leurs propres personnages. Ils faisaient de leurs détectives des êtres exceptionnellement doués, des demi-dieux pour lesquels ils éprouvaient une admiration sans bornes. De nos jours, dans notre décor de guerres mondiales, de chômage universel, de famines, d’épidémies et de totalitarisme, le crime a beaucoup perdu de sa saveur; nous sommes par trop conscients de ses causes sociales et économiques pour faire du simple policier un bienfaiteur de l’humanité. Il ne nous est pas facile non plus de considérer comme un but en soi la gymnastique de l’esprit que nous impose ce genre d’ouvrage. Assis dans l’obscurité qui l’accompagne partout, le Dupin de Poe exerce ses facultés mentales sans songer un instant à l’action; de ce fait, il ne provoque pas chez nous toute l’admiration que lui voue Poe. «Le mystère de Marie Roget», exemple typique de pure acrobatie de l’esprit, exigeant du lecteur l’agilité d’un démêleur de mots croisés, ne pouvait voir le jour qu’à une époque de loisirs. Dans les histoires de Sherlock Holmes l’on surprend l’auteur tirant un évident plaisir de ces jongleries qui paraissent se détacher complètement de la trame. Il en est de même pour «Silver Blaze», «Le Rite de Musgrave», «The Dancing Men» ou cet épisode qui permet à Holmes de déduire l’histoire d’un passant de son apparence extérieure ou d’ébahir Watson en devinant ses pensées du moment. Pourtant, l’oeuvre que ces détectives s’efforçaient d’accomplir revêtait aux yeux de leurs créateurs une importance évidente. Durant les paisibles années de la dernière fin de siècle, la Société pouvait passer pour composée essentiellement de bonnes gens dont le criminel seul troublait la quiétude. Aux yeux de ses contemporains, le docteur Moriarty était un personnage aussi démoniaque qu’Hitler de nos jours. Le vainqueur de Moriarty devenait un chevalier errant ou un héros national. Et Conan Doyle, lorsqu’il fait passer Holmes de vie à trépas, à la fin des «Mémoires»,fn1 inspire à Watson les mots d’adieu de Platon à Socrate, ceci sans nulle crainte du ridicule.

Parmi les modernes, il en est deux seulement qui nous paraissent croire à leurs détectives: ce sont G. K. Chesterton et Edgar Wallace. Leurs motifs n’étaient pourtant pas aussi désintéressés que ceux de Doyle ou de Freeman. Wallace, écrivain extraordinairement prolifique et doué, dans le genre morbide, était inspiré par une forme de sadisme particulière que nous n’avons pas le temps d’analyser ici. Le héros de Chesterton, le Père Brown, est un prêtre catholique dont Chesterton se sert comme d’un instrument de propagande religieuse. Dans les autres romans policiers, du moins dans tous ceux que j’ai lus, je constate soit un côté burlesque, soit un effort peu convaincant de la part de l’auteur de créer une atmosphère de terreur autour de crimes qu’il a lui-même de la peine à trouver horribles. Et puis, pour arriver à leurs fins, les détectives du roman contemporain comptent avant tout sur la chance et sur l’intuition. Ils sont moins intellectuels que les héros de Poe, Doyle, Freeman ou Bramah. Il est clair que Holmes, Thorndyke, et d’autres encore, sont chacun dans l’esprit des précurseurs, le prototype de l’homme de science, mieux, de l’omniscient, qui doit tout à la logique et rien au hasard. Le père Brown de Chesterton possède, à peu de choses près, les pouvoirs du magicien. Holmes est un rationaliste du XIXme siècle. En créant ce personnage Conan Doyle ne faisait que reproduire fidèlement l’image que ses contemporains se faisaient du savant.

Le détective du siècle passé est invariablement célibataire. Il faut voir là une preuve de plus de sa supériorité. Le détective moderne a, lui aussi, un goût marqué pour le célibat (il est vrai que dans un roman policier une épouse complique beaucoup les choses); pourtant le célibat de Holmes et de Thorndyke a ceci de particulier qu’il est monastique. Il est dit carrément de ces deux individus qu’ils ne portent aucun intérêt au sexe opposé. Le sage, estime-t-on, ne doit pas être marié; tout comme le Saint doit pratiquer le célibat. Le sage doit avoir à portée de la main un personnage complémentaire: le sot. Par contraste, le sot rehausse les qualités du sage. Tel est le rôle réservé au préfet de police dont Dupin résout les problèmes dans «The Purloined Letter». Jarvis, le sot qui seconde le Docteur Thorndyke manque d’ampleur, mais M. Carlyle, l’ami de Max Carrados, est un type bien campé. Quant à Watson dont l’imbécilité est presque chronique, il est un personnage plus vivant encore que Holmes lui-même. C’est à dessein et non par accident que les premiers détectives sont des amateurs et non des fonctionnaires de la police. C’est Edgar Wallace qui devait lancer la mode du policier professionnel de Scotland Yard. Le respect de l’amateur est un trait caractéristiquement britannique. L’on trouve chez Sherlock Holmes une certaine ressemblance avec un de ces contemporains: Raffles, le voleur-gentilhomme, équivalent anglais d’Arsène Lupin. Pourtant le rôle officieux que joue le limier de la première heure sert encore une fois à faire ressortir ses dons supérieurs. Dans les premiers Sherlock Holmes et dans certaines aventures du Dr. Thorndyke, la police se montre nettement hostile à l’égard des enquêteurs du dehors. Les professionnels se trompent régulièrement et n’hésitent pas à accuser les innocents. Le génie analytique de Holmes, les connaissances encyclopédiques de Thorndyke n’en brillent que d’un éclat plus vif, comparés à la plate routine des organisations officielles.

Dans cette brève étude je n’ai pu parler un peu longuement que d’un seul groupe d’écrivains et j’ai dû passer sous silence les auteurs étrangers, les romanciers américains à l’exception de Poe. Depuis 1920, la production de romans policiers a été énorme et la guerre ne l’a pas ralentie; cependant, pour des raisons que je me suis efforcé de souligner, la baguette du magicien d’autrefois a perdu ses pouvoirs. L’on trouve dans le roman moderne une plus grande ingéniosité, mais l’auteur semble incapable de créer une «atmosphère». Parmi les modernes, il faut sans doute placer en tête de liste le sombre Edgar Wallace, plus enclin à terroriser son lecteur qu’à le guider dans le maquis des problèmes complexes. Il faut mentionner aussi Agatha Christie qui manie élégamment le dialogue et trace avec art les fausses pistes. Les nouvelles tant vantées de Dorothy Sayers n’auraient probablement guère attiré l’attention si l’auteur n’avait eu l’astuce de faire de son détective le fils d’un Duc. Quant à l’œuvre des autres contemporains, de Freeman Wills Croft, de G.D.H. et Margaret Cole, de Ngaio Marsh ou de Philip Macdonald, elle n’a guère plus de rapports avec la littérature que le mot croisé.

L’on imagine aisément que le roman conçu comme pur exercice intellectuel—«Le Scarabée d’Or», par exemple—puisse renaître un jour. Mais il est peu probable qu’il reparaisse sous la forme d’un roman policier. J’ai déjà signalé, et le fait me paraît significatif, que les meilleurs auteurs de romans policiers ont pu tirer parti de méfaits sans envergure. Comment croire que le jeu des Gendarmes et des Voleurs puisse inspirer encore des écrivains du calibre de Conan Doyle, sans parler de Poe. Le roman policier tel que nous l’avons connu appartient au XIXme siècle, et surtout à la fin du XIXme siècle. Il appartient au Londres de 1880 et de 1890, au Londres triste et mystérieux où, dans la lumière tremblotante des reverbères à gaz glissaient des chapeaux melons à la calotte surélevée, où les grelots des hansom cabs tintaient dans d’éternels brouillards; il appartient à cette époque où l’opinion anglaise était plus profondément remuée par les exploits de Jack The° Ripperfn2 que par les problèmes de la «Home Rule» d’Irlande ou par la bataille de Majuba.

Translation

It was between 1920 and 1940 that the majority of detective stories were written and read, but this is precisely the period that marks the decline of the detective story as a literary genre. Throughout these troubled and frivolous years, ‘crime stories’ as they were called (this title includes the detective story proper as well as the ‘thriller’ where the author follows the conventions of Grand Guignol), were in England a universal palliative equal to tea, aspirins, cigarettes and the wireless. These works were mass-produced, and it is not without some surprise that we find that their authors include professors of political economy and Roman Catholics as well as Anglican priests. Any amateur who had never dreamed of writing a novel felt capable of tackling a detective story, which requires only the haziest knowledge of toxicology and a plausible alibi to conceal the culprit. Yet soon the detective story started to get more complicated; it demanded more ingenuity if its author were to satisfy the reader’s constantly growing appetite for violence and thirst for bloodshed. The crimes became more sensational and more difficult to unravel. It is nevertheless a fact that in this multitude of later works there is hardly anything worth re-reading.

Things were not always like this. Entertaining books are not necessarily bad books. Between 1880 and 1920 we had in England three specialists in the detective novel who showed undeniably artistic qualities. Conan Doyle of course belonged to this trio, together with two writers who are not his equal, but who should not be despised: Ernest Bramah and R. Austin Freeman. The Memoirs and the Adventures of Sherlock Holmes, Max Carrados and The Eyes of Max Carrados by Bramah, The Eye of Osiris and The Singing Bone by Freeman are, together with the two or three short stories of Edgar Allan Poe which inspired them, the classics of English detective fiction. We can find in each of these works a quality of style, and even better an atmosphere, which we do not usually find in contemporary authors (Dorothy Sayers, for example, or Agatha Christie or Freeman Wills Croft). The reasons for this are worth examining.

Even today, more than half a century after his first appearance, Sherlock Holmes remains one of the most popular characters in the English novel. His slim, athletic build, his beaky nose, his crumpled dressing gown, the cluttered rooms of his Baker Street flat with their alcoves and test tubes, the violin, the tobacco in the Indian slipper, the bullet marks on the walls, all this is part of the intellectual furniture of the Englishman who knows his authors. Moreover the exploits of Sherlock Holmes have been translated into some twenty languages, from Norwegian to Japanese. The other two authors I mentioned, Ernest Bramah and R. Austin Freeman, never reached such a wide public, but both of them created unforgettable characters. Freeman’s Dr Thorndyke is the laboratory detective, the forensic scientist who solves the mystery with his microscope and camera. As for Ernest Bramah’s Max Carrados, he is blind, but his blindness only serves to sharpen his other senses, and he is all the better because of it. If we seek to determine why we are drawn to these three authors, we are led to a preliminary observation of a purely technical nature, one which emphasises the weakness of the modern detective story and of all English short stories of the past twenty years.

We can see that the vintage detective story (from Poe to Freeman) is much more dense than the modern novel. The dialogue is richer, the digressions more frequent. If the stories of Conan Doyle or Poe had been written yesterday, it is doubtful whether any editor would have accepted them. They are too long for the compact magazines of today, and their interminable opening scenes run counter to the current fad for economy.

Yet it is by accumulating details which at first seem superfluous that Conan Doyle, like Dickens before him, gains his most striking effects. If you set out to examine the Sherlock Holmes stories, you find that the eccentricities and the perspicacity of a character are principally revealed in episodes which do not form an integral part of the plot. Holmes is especially distinguished by his method of ‘reasoning by deduction’ which amazes the good Doctor Watson. We can see an example at the beginning of The Blue Carbuncle. Holmes only has to examine a bowler hat found in the street to give a detailed—and, as subsequent events prove, exact—description of its owner. Yet the hat incident has only the vaguest connection with the main events; several episodes are preceded by six or seven pages of conversation which do not claim to be anything but digressions pure and simple. These conversations act as a vehicle to demonstrate Holmes’s genius and Watson’s naivety.

Ernest Bramah and R. Austin Freeman also write with the same contempt for conciseness. It is largely thanks to their digressions that their stories are literary works and not mere ‘puzzles’.

The vintage detective story is not necessarily founded on a mystery, and it is worth reading even if it does not end with a surprise or a sensational revelation. The most annoying thing about the writers of modern detective stories is their constant, almost painful effort to hide the culprit’s identity—and this convention is doubly annoying because it soon palls on a reader, who eventually finds the intricacies of concealment grotesque. On the other hand, in several of Conan Doyle’s stories and in Poe’s famous story The Purloined Letter, the perpetrator of the crime is known at the outset. How will he react? How, in the end, will he be brought to justice? That is what is so intriguing. Austin Freeman sometimes has the audacity to describe the crime first in minute detail, then merely explains how the mystery was solved. In the earlier stories, the crime is not necessarily sensational or ingeniously contrived. In the modern detective story the key incident is almost always a murder (the formula hardly changes: a corpse, a dozen suspects, each with a watertight alibi); but the earlier stories often deal with petty crimes, perhaps the culprit is no more than a third-rate thief. There may even turn out to be neither culprit nor crime. Many of the mysteries investigated by Holmes fade away in the broad light of day. Bramah wrote ten or twenty stories, of which only two or three deal with a murder. The authors can indulge themselves like this because the success of their work depends, not on the unmasking of the criminal, but in the interest the reader finds in an account of the methods of detection so dear to Holmes, Thorndyke or Carrados. These characters appeal to the imagination, and the reader, if he reacts as he is meant to, transforms them into intellectual giants.

It is now possible for us to make a fundamental distinction between the two schools of detective story—the old and the new.

The earlier writers believed in their own characters. They made their detectives into exceptionally gifted individuals, demi-gods for whom they felt a boundless admiration. Against our present-day background of world wars, mass unemployment, famines, plague and totalitarianism, crime has lost much of its savour; we know far too much about its social and economic causes to look upon the ordinary detective as a benefactor of mankind. Nor is it easy for us to consider as an end in itself the mental gymnastics demanded of us by this kind of work. Sitting in the darkness that accompanies him everywhere, Poe’s Dupin uses his mental faculties without ever thinking of action; because of this, he does not arouse in us quite the admiration which Poe feels for him. The Mystery of Marie Roget, a typical example of pure mental acrobatics, demanding from its reader the agility of a crossword-puzzle addict, could only have appeared in a more leisured age. In the Sherlock Holmes stories you catch the author taking evident pleasure in this display of virtuosity, which seems totally detached from the plot. It is the same with Silver Blaze, The Musgrave Ritual, The Dancing Men, or the sort of episode that allows Holmes to deduce the life-history of a passer-by from his appearance, or to astound Watson by guessing what he is thinking at that very moment. And yet the work which these detectives were striving to accomplish was obviously important for their creators. During the peaceful years at the close of the last century, Society seemed mainly composed of law-abiding people, whose security was disturbed only by the criminal. In his contemporaries’ eyes, Dr Moriarty was as demoniac a figure as Hitler is today. The man who defeated Moriarty became a knight errant or a national hero. And when Conan Doyle, sending Holmes to his death at the end of The Memoirs,fn3 allows Watson to echo the words of Plato’s farewell to Socrates, there is no fear of his seeming ridiculous.2

Among modern writers, there are only two who seem to us to believe in their detectives: G. K. Chesterton and Edgar Wallace. Yet their motives are not as disinterested as those of Doyle or Freeman. Wallace, an extraordinarily prolific and gifted writer in a morbid genre, was inspired by his own private form of sadism which there is no time to analyse here. Chesterton’s hero, Father Brown, is a Catholic priest used by Chesterton as an instrument of religious propaganda. In the other detective stories, at least in those I have read, I can see either a comic side, or a rather unconvincing effort on the author’s part to create an atmosphere of horror around crimes which he himself has great difficulty in finding horrific. And then, to achieve their aims, the detectives in contemporary novels rely first and foremost on luck and intuition. They are less intellectual than the heroes of Poe, Doyle, Freeman or Bramah. It is clear that for the earlier writers, Holmes, Thorndyke and many others are all the prototype of the man of science, or, rather, of omniscience, who owes everything to logic and nothing to chance. Chesterton’s Father Brown possesses almost magical powers. Holmes is a nineteenth-century rationalist. In creating this character Conan Doyle faithfully reproduced his contemporaries’ idea of a scientist.

In the last century the detective was always a bachelor. That must be taken as further proof of his superiority. The modern detective also has a marked taste for celibacy (a wife does rather complicate matters in a detective story), but the celibacy of Holmes and Thorndyke is of a particularly monkish kind. It is stated categorically that neither of them is interested in the opposite sex. It is felt that the wise man should not be married, just as the Saint must practise celibacy. The wise man should have a complementary character beside him—the fool. The contrast accentuates the wise man’s good qualities. This role is reserved for the police chief whose problems are solved by Dupin in The Purloined Letter. Jarvis, the fool who seconds Dr Thorndyke, lacks depth, but Mr Carlyle, Max Carrados’s friend, is a well-rounded character. As for Watson, whose imbecility is almost chronic, he is a more lifelike character than Holmes himself. It is by design, and not accidental, that the early detectives are amateurs rather than police officers. It fell to Edgar Wallace to set the fashion for the professional Scotland Yard officer. This respect for the amateur is characteristically British. We can see in Sherlock Holmes a certain resemblance to one of his contemporaries, Raffles, the gentleman thief, the English counterpart of Arsène Lupin. Yet the unofficial role of the early sleuth serves once again to reveal superior gifts. In the early Sherlock Holmes stories and in some Dr Thorndyke adventures, the police are clearly hostile to outside investigators. The professionals constantly make mistakes and do not hesitate to accuse innocent people. Holmes’s analytical genius and Thorndyke’s encyclopaedic knowledge only shine more brightly against the background of humdrum official routine.

In this brief study I have only been able to write at length about one group of writers and I have not discussed foreign writers or American novelists apart from Poe. Since 1920 the output of detective stories has been enormous and the war has not slowed it down, yet, for the reasons I have tried to stress, the magic wand of yesteryear has lost its power. There is more ingenuity in the modern novel, but the authors seem incapable of creating an atmosphere. First place among modern writers should probably go to the brooding Edgar Wallace, more likely to terrorize his reader than to guide him through a jungle of complex problems. Mention must be made of Agatha Christie, who handles dialogue elegantly and shows artistry in laying false trails. The much vaunted short stories of Dorothy Sayers would probably have attracted little attention if the author had not had the bright idea of making her detective the son of a Duke. As for the works of the other contemporary writers, Freeman Wills Croft, G. D. H. and Margaret Cole, Ngaio Marsh and Philip Macdonald, they have scarcely more relevance to literature than a crossword puzzle.

It is not difficult to imagine that a novel conceived as a pure intellectual exercise, like The Gold Bug, might appear again one day. But it is unlikely to reappear as a detective story. I have already said, and this seems to me a significant fact, that the best detective story writers could exploit small-scale crimes. It is hard to believe that the game of cops and robbers could still inspire writers of the stature of Conan Doyle, let alone Poe. The detective story as we know it belonged to the nineteenth century, above all to the end of the nineteenth century. It belonged to the London of the eighties and nineties, to that gloomy and mysterious London where men in high-domed bowler hats slipped out into the flickering light of the gaslamps, where the bells of hansom cabs jingled through perpetual fogs; it belonged to the period when English public opinion was more deeply stirred by the exploits of jack the Ripperfn4 than by the problems of Irish Home Rule or the Battle of Majuba.3
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Orwell edited and contributed to Talking to India, which was published by George Allen & Unwin. The talks were split into General and Political. The former, in addition to Orwell’s talk, included, in the order of printing (for Forster and Dover, of their first talk): E. M. Forster, ‘Edward Gibbon’ and ‘Tolstoy’s Birthday’ (the former first published in London Calling, 30 July 1942, and both included, with alterations, in Two Cheers for Democracy, 1951, as ‘Gibbon and his Autobiography’ and ‘Three Stories by Tolstoy’); Cedric Dover, ‘Paul Robeson,’ ‘Freedom and Cultural Expression,’ and ‘Nationalism and Beyond’; Ritchie Calder, ‘Microfilms’; Hsiao Ch’ien, ‘China’s Literary Revolution’; Wilfrid David, ‘Karl Peters: A Forerunner of Hitler’; K. K. Ardaschir, ‘The Marriage of the Seas’; Professor Gordon Childe, ‘Science and Magic’; J. G. Crowther, ‘Science in the USSR’; Reginald Reynolds, ‘Prison Literature’; Wickham Steed, Hamilton Fyfe, and A. L. Bakaya, ‘The Press and its Freedom’; J. M. Tambimuttu, ‘T. S. Eliot’; C. H. Waddington, ‘Science and Modern Poetry’; Venu Chitale, ‘The Children’s Exhibition’; Cyril Connolly, ‘Literature in the Nineteen-Thirties.’ The Political talks were: Mulk Raj Anand, ‘Open Letter to a Chinese Guerrilla’; I. B. Sarin, ‘What to Do in an Air Raid’; R. R. Desai, ‘Open Letter to a Nazi’; Subhas Chandra Bose’s talk and Orwell’s ‘Five Specimens of Propaganda.’ Talks written and broadcast ‘by Indians and Asiatics’ were marked with an asterisk—11 (which should have been 12) of 22 speakers. Owell’s work as editor is mentioned from time to time in earlier correspondence. He made at least three contributions: the Introduction (see 2360); ‘The Re-discovery of Europe,’ broadcast 10 March 1942 and printed in The Listener, 19 March 1942 (see 1014); and ‘Five Specimens of Propaganda,’ sections of BBC Newsletters broadcast in November 1941, February 1942, two in April 1942, and one in July 1942; see 893, 970, 1081, 1105, 1324. He probably also provided the notes on the contributors. These suggest what he found interesting about each of those whose talks were chosen for this volume. These notes here follow his introduction.

An interesting inclusion, on which Orwell comments in his Introduction, is a talk by Subhas Chandra Bose broadcast from Berlin in May 1942; for Bose, see 1080, n. 1 and 1119, n. 5. The BBC paid a copyright fee of one guinea to the Custodian of Enemy Property for reproducing this talk, according to the Evening Standard, 16 August 1943, 2. The talk was evidently taken from a BBC or All-India Radio transcript. Several passages have had to be clarified and one sentence was unintelligible, presumably a result of poor reception. In the talk, Bose in part defended his own position: ‘Britain’s paid propagandists have been calling me an enemy agent. I need no credentials when I speak to my own people. My whole life is one long persistent, uncompromising struggle against British Imperialism, and is the best guarantee of my bona fides.’ He was concerned to argue that ‘in spite of all that British propaganda,’ the true enemy of India was not the Axis but British imperialism, ‘the enemy who sucks the life-blood of Mother India,’ and he endeavoured to dissuade members of the Indian National Congress from advocating a policy of co-operation with Britain following Sir Stafford Cripps’s mission to India, and despite its failure. He also argued that the British, ‘under the plea of fighting Japanese aggression, have opened the door to American aggression…. The British have been ousted from their position by Wall Street and the White House.’ West: Broadcasts prints three interesting documents in Appendix C on ‘The principles of Axis & Allied propaganda,’ 289–93.

George Allen & Unwin published 2,017 copies of Talking to India. The edition was sold out by 1945; 1,018 copies were sold in the United Kingdom and 897 overseas; 102 copies were given away.






2360. Talking to India: Introduction

The B.B.C. broadcasts in forty-seven languages, including twelve Asiatic languages. Five of these belong to the mainland of India, but Hindustani is the only (Indian) language in which transmissions are made every day. The Hindustani broadcasts, including news bulletins, occupy eight and a quarter hours a week. There is also an English language programme intended primarily for the European population and the British troops.

But in addition to these programmes, three quarters of an hour every day is set aside for English broadcasts aimed at the Indian and not the British population. It is from this period that the talks in this book have been selected. The main reason for keeping this service going is that English, although spoken by comparatively few people, is the only true lingua franca of India. About five million Indians are literate in English (including some hundreds of thousands of Eurasians, Parsis and Jews) and several millions more can speak it. The total number of English speakers cannot be more than 3 per cent of the Indian population, but they are distributed all over the subcontinent, and also in Burma and Malaya, whereas Hindustani, spoken by 250 millions, has hardly any currency outside Northern and Central India. In addition, the people who speak English are also the people likeliest to have access to short-wave radio sets.

The work of organising and presenting the English language programmes from London has been done mainly by Indians, in particular by Mr. Z. A. Bokhari. A fairly large proportion of the speakers have also been Indians or other Orientals. Much that is broadcast (for instance, plays, features and music) is not suitable for reproduction in print, but otherwise the talks included in this book are a representative selection. It will be seen that they are predominantly “cultural” talks, with a literary bias. Frequent or regular speakers in this service have been E. M. Forster, T. S. Eliot, Herbert Read, J. F. Horrabin, William Empson, Desmond Hawkins, Stephen Spender, Edmund Blunden, Clemence Dane, Bonamy Dobrée, Cyril Connolly, Rebecca West, and other writers have also broadcast from time to time. At least one half-hour programme every month has been devoted to broadcasting contemporary English poetry. Obviously the listening public for such programmes must be a small one, but it is also a public well worth reaching, since it is likely to be composed largely of University students. Some hundreds of thousands of Indians possess degrees in English literature, and scores of thousands more are studying for such degrees at this moment. There is also a large English-language Indian Press with affiliations in this country, and a respectable number of Indian novelists and essayists (Ahmed Ali, Mulk Raj Anand, Cedric Dover and Narayana Menon, to name only four) who prefer to write in English. It is these people, or rather the class they represent, that our literary broadcasts have been aimed at.

In order to give a true balance, some talks of a more definitely political type have been printed as an appendix, including five passages from weekly news commentaries. These are not consecutive, as they have been specially chosen from weeks when the war situation was being discussed, and Axis propaganda answered, in general terms. For the purpose of comparison we also include a verbatim transcript of a broadcast from Berlin by the Bengali leader, Subhas Chandra Bose. This has been chosen because it represents, as it were, the high-water mark of Axis propaganda. The general run of Axis propaganda to India is poor stuff, but Bose, who is potentially as important a quisling as Laval1 or Wang Ching Wei,2 is in a different category, and his speech is worth examining in detail.

It will be seen that for propaganda purposes Bose is reduced to pretending that the Axis powers have no imperialist aims, and that “the enemy” consists solely of Britain and the U.S.A. Actually, this speech is remarkable for containing a reference to the war in China. So far as I know this is the only occasion on which Bose has mentioned the Sino-Japanese war, and even then he is obliged to claim that in some mysterious way it has changed its character during the past year or two. (Only a few years back Bose was prominent on various “aid China” committees.) But there is one thing for which you would search in vain through Bose’s many broadcasts, and that is any admission that Germany is at war with Russia. This fact does not fit in with his general propaganda line, and so it has to be simply ignored. Nor does he on any occasion make any reference to the fact that both Italy and Japan possess subject Empires, or that the Germans are forcibly holding down some 150 million human beings in Europe. In other words, he is obliged to avoid mention of the major issues of the war, and of somewhere near half the human race.

There is a difference between honest and dishonest propaganda, and Bose’s speech, with its enormous suppressions, obviously comes under the latter heading. We are not afraid to let these samples of our own and Axis broadcasts stand side by side.

George Orwell.3
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A NOTE ON CONTRIBUTORS

[Fuller details of these contributors are given in the footnotes in this edition]

E. M. FORSTER. Author of Howards End and A Passage to India, etc.

CEDRIC DOVER. Young Eurasian writer, author of Half Caste, and Hell in the Sunshine, etc. Now serving in the R.A.O.C.4

RITCHIE CALDER. Author of The Birth of the Future, The Lesson of London, etc. The only lay member of the British Association for the Advancement of Science. Special correspondent of the Daily Herald during the London blitz.

HSAIO CH’IEN. Young Chinese student, author of Etching of a Tormented Age (a booklet on modern Chinese literature) and China but not Cathay.

J. M. TAMBIMUTTU. Young Ceylonese Tamil poet, editor of Poetry, the only existing English magazine devoted solely to poetry.

GEORGE ORWELL. Author of The Road to Wigan Pier, Burmese Days, etc.

PROFESSOR GORDON CHILDE. Professor of Prehistoric Archæology at Edinburgh University. Born and educated in Australia. (For publications see Who’s Who.)

J. G. CROWTHER. (British Association. See Who’s Who.)

REGINALD, REYNOLDS. Young English writer. While in India closely associated with the Congress Movement. Author of The White Sahibs in India, Cleanliness and Godliness, etc.

WICKHAM STEED. (Many years editor of The Times. See Who’s Who.)

HAMILTON FYFE. (See Who’s Who. Best known by his book on Lord Northcliffe.)

C. H. WADDINGTON. Biologist. Author of The Scientific Attitude.

CYRIL CONNOLLY. Novelist and critic. Editor of Horizon and literary editor of The Observer. Author of Enemies of Promise, etc.

MULK RAJ ANAND. Well-known Indian novelist, born and educated in the Punjab. Author of Untouchable, Two Leaves and a Bud, and many other novels.




2361. The Emperor’s New Clothes by Hans Andersen, Adapted by George Orwell

BBC Eastern Service, 18 November 1943


The text for this dramatization, produced by Douglas Cleverdon, is printed from a fair-copy typescript probably made professionally at the BBC. It has no markings of any kind within the text, and the names of the actors have not been added. The PasB is lost, so the actors’ names cannot be recovered from that source. The typescript is annotated at the top of the first page, ‘Please return to Play Library, 5118 B[roadcasting] H[ouse] for WARE’ and ‘ONLY COPY.’ It could have been made as a fair copy for file purposes after the broadcast, but the inclusion of rehearsal details (not found in the script for Crainquebille) suggests it was one of the copies made for those taking part in the broadcast. Three rehearsals, amounting to 4½ hours, were arranged.

There are rather a large number of instances in an otherwise well-typed script in which an additional space appears between two letters of a word—as in ‘w as’; this may indicate haste in the production of the typescript or a defective spacebar. With one exception—a sound effect—directions are not underlined within dialogue; those typed outside dialogue are underlined (and printed in italic here), with the exception of the first, printed in small capitals. Apart from closing up spaces, the silent correction of a very few typing mistakes, and the provision in square brackets of two missing words, the text follows the typescript (including its stylisation).

One minute of a recording of the programme was later included in Desmond Hawkins’s ‘Backward Glance, 10’ on 8 December 1943, according to the PasB (record no. DN 18021). No details of the cast are given.

Orwell believed this programme was broadcast on other services. Writing to Geoffrey Earle, a programme assistant in the Educational Unit, 8 August 1945 (2715), Orwell said he thought the best of all his dramatised stories was this fairy story, which ‘went out on other services besides the Indian.’ No other broadcasts have been traced.

On 25 January 1947, Orwell wrote to Rayner Heppenstall to say that he wished the BBC would rebroadcast ‘The Emperor’s New Clothes’: ‘I expect the discs would have been scrapped, however. I had them illicitly re-recorded at a commercial studio, but that lot of discs got lost’; see 3163.
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(TRUMPET FANFARE)



	NARRATOR:
	The Emperor of Bithynia cared for nothing except his clothes. He spent so much time in adorning himself that just as in other countries people will say, “The King is in the Council Chamber”, in Bithynia they used to say, “The Emperor is in his dressing-room”. More than half of the public revenues was spent on the Emperor’s clothes. But the people did not mind. They were rather proud of being ruled over by the best-dressed monarch in Christendom; and they were always ready to leave their work in order to watch the Emperor march through the streets in velvet and cloth-of-gold, with his jewels flashing, and a dozen courtiers following him to hold up his train.
One day two weavers from a foreign country arrived in the capital. These men claimed to be able to make a kind of cloth more beautiful than any in existence—and a cloth, moreover, that had some mysterious or magical quality, though nobody quite knew what. I need hardly say that the Emperor was one of the first to hear of their arrival; and the very next day, in obedience to his command, they presented themselves at the palace. The Chancellor was rather perturbed to hear of their arrival.



	CHANCELLOR:
	Your Majesty, those two foreigners who arrived here yesterday—



	EMPEROR:
	Oh, the weavers. Yes, I sent for them. Are they here?



	CHANCELLOR:
	They are, your majesty. But—



	EMPEROR:
	Well?



	CHANCELLOR:
	Common swindlers, I have no doubt, your majesty.



	EMPEROR:
	Ah, well, we shall see about that. I understand that they are able to make a very remarkable kind of cloth. I feel that I have been dressing myself too plainly lately. I should like something a little more magnificent for a change.



	CHANCELLOR:
	If I might make so bold, your majesty—the peasants have been rather slow with their taxes this year. It might be better to avoid extravagance.



	EMPEROR:
	I am never extravagant. If you want money, make a cut in the Civil Service estimates. Bring these men before me.



	CHANCELLOR:
	Yes, your majesty … Bring in the two weavers!



	MAJOR-DOMO:
	(distant) Bring in the two weavers! … (Door opens) The two weavers!



	CHANCELLOR:
	Your majesty, here are the two weavers.



	WEAVER:
	Your majesty …



	EMPEROR:
	Ha! Now what is this wonderful cloth of yours that I have heard about? I should like to see a sample of it.



	WEAVER:
	The most beautiful cloth in the world, your majesty. Nothing like it has ever been seen. But we shall have to weave it before you can see it. And we are tailors as well, your majesty. After weaving the cloth we will cut it and fit it for you. But we make no charge for that—only for the cloth itself. The price—to you, your majesty—is a hundred crowns a yard.



	CHANCELLOR:
	(coughs)



	EMPEROR:
	A hundred crowns a yard. Let me see, suppose we said fifty yards—oh, yes, I think we can manage that.



	WEAVER:
	And we shall be requiring raw silk as well, your majesty, and also ten pounds of gold leaf. We use it in the embroidery, you see.



	EMPEROR:
	Ten pounds of gold leaf? Very well, my Chancellor will give you anything you need.



	CHANCELLOR:
	(coughs) Your majesty! In the present state of the Treasury—



	EMPEROR:
	Nonsense! Give them whatever they ask for. Now, the sooner you two men get to work, the better.



	WEAVER:
	There is just one other point, your majesty. Naturally we are very anxious that your majesty shall not be disappointed. Your majesty’s royal neighbour, the King of Pontus—



	EMPEROR:
	That wretched impostor!



	WEAVER:
	He suffered a disappointment, your majesty. At his command we made seventy-five yards of cloth, but when it was made he was unable to see it.



	EMPEROR:
	Couldn’t see it!



	WEAVER:
	Our cloth is no ordinary cloth, your majesty. To those who can see it, it is the most magnificent cloth in the world. But not everyone can see it. Its peculiar quality is that it can only be seen by the good and the wise. To any foolish man, or to any man who is unfitted for the position he holds, this cloth is quite invisible. If you hold up a piece of this cloth, a wise man can see it as clearly as I see your majesty; while to a fool or an impostor there appears to be nothing there.



	EMPEROR:
	Invisible to fools, eh! Ha, ha! No wonder poor old Pontus couldn’t see it. Just what I should have expected. And invisible, you say, to anyone who is unfitted for his position? I shall be able to try it on some of my ministers. (sycophantic laughter of courtiers) How much did you say the King of Pontus ordered?



	WEAVER:
	Seventy-five yards. your majesty.



	EMPEROR:
	Make me eighty yards, (cough from Lord Chancellor) You shall start work today.



	NARRATOR:
	A large room in the palace was set aside for the two weavers, and nothing was seen of them for three days. Servants who peeped through the keyhole reported only that the weavers had set up a great loom at the far end of the room and seemed to [be] very busy upon it. The Emperor could hardly contain his curiosity. On the fourth day he sent the Lord Chancellor with orders to visit the two workmen and find out what this wonderful cloth was like. The Lord Chancellor came back with a solemn and rather curious expression on his face.



	EMPEROR:
	Have you seen it? You could see the cloth, of course?



	CHANCELLOR:
	Oh, yes, your majesty! I could see it clearly.



	EMPEROR:
	Good! I should be sorry to have to change my Chancellor. And what is it like?



	CHANCELLOR:
	Well, your majesty, I should say—an unusual cloth; that would be my description of it. Like—er, like velvet, and yet, on the other hand, not like velvet, if your majesty understands me.



	EMPEROR:
	And the colour?



	CHANCELLOR:
	I should describe it as green, your majesty. Or perhaps it was nearer to blue, or even to red. It was decidely an unusual colour.



	EMPEROR:
	I must see it at once. I can’t wait any longer. Warn them that I am coming.



	NARRATOR:
	The Emperor made his way to the room where the two weavers were working. He entered. Sure enough, there at the other end was the great loom and the weavers busily at work upon it, moving the shuttles up and down, reaching out for fresh threads and calling out instructions to one another.




(sound of hand-loom)



	NARRATOR:
	But a terrible shock awaited the Emperor.



	EMPEROR:
	(whispering) I can’t see the cloth! There’s nothing there!



	WEAVER:
	It is a magnificent cloth, is it not, your majesty? Does your majesty observe the pattern we are weaving into it?



	EMPEROR:
	What? Yes, of course, of course, (whispering) This is terrible. To my eye there appears to be nothing on that loom whatever. And even that old fool of a Chancellor could see it. This will never do. I shall have to—(aloud) Excellent! Excellent! The finest cloth I have ever had. Well worth the money. When do you expect that it will be ready?



	WEAVER:
	Only a few days now, your majesty.



	EMPEROR:
	Good, If you want any more gold leaf, apply to the Lord Chancellor.



	NARRATOR:
	Three days later the weavers announced that the cloth was finished. They were bidden to bring it to the audience room, and all the court assembled to see it. No one had any doubts that he would be able to see the cloth, since no one had any doubts about his own wisdom. The weavers entered, staggering under a vast wicker-work basket which they set down and opened in front of the throne. Then they made the motions of taking out a bale of cloth, unrolling it, and holding it up for the Emperor’s inspection. The whole court burst out into cries of admiration.
(loud ah-ah-ah) Very fine.



	EMPEROR:
	Very fine indeed.



	1ST LADY:
	Isn’t it lovely!



	COURTIER:
	That gold leaf is magnificent.



	1ST LADY:
	And the colour!



	2ND LADY:
	Can you see it, my dear?



	1ST LADY:
	Of course I can see it!



	2ND LADY:
	How funny! Because you’re looking in the wrong direction.



	CHANCELLOR:
	A very superior cloth. A little expensive, perhaps.



	EMPEROR:
	Make the train twenty yards long. A soon as my new clothes are ready I shall make a royal progress through the capital. My people will enjoy seeing me, I am sure. I will wear my small crown—the one with the pearls.



	NARRATOR:
	Now that the cloth was woven the next thing was to make the clothes. The two weavers were busy for a whole day taking measurements and cutting out the cloth. They snipped their scissors through the empty air, ran their tape-measures round the Emperor’s chest, and with their mouths full of pins made the movements of fitting the pieces of cloth about his body. Then they sat up all night, sewing—so they said; at least they had needles in their hands and went through the motions of sewing. The clothes were to be ready in the morning. It had already been proclaimed that the Emperor intended to make a progress through the Capital in his new clothes. Everyone was full of curiosity; no one doubted his ability to see the clothes. In the morning the weavers entered the Emperor’s chamber, appearing to carry something over their arms. The Emperor took off the clothes he was wearing, and the weavers helped him on with the new ones.



	WEAVER:
	Permit me, your majesty. The girdle should be a little tighter. Now the cloak—just so. You will notice that we have made this a little full in the shoulders. It suits your majesty’s style. Now the shoes—there. The great thing about this cloth of ours, your majesty, is that it is so light. It is like a spider’s web. Your majesty might almost think you had nothing on. Yes … Quite, quite perfect!



	EMPEROR:
	Good … Major-Domo!



	MAJOR-DOMO:
	Your majesty!



	EMPEROR:
	You may admit the members of the court.



	MAJOR-DOMO:
	Yes, your majesty … (Door opens: chorus of exclamation).



	1ST LADY:
	Oh, what lovely clothes!



	COURTIER:
	They fit your majesty like a glove.



	2ND LADY:
	What it must have cost! It will take twelve men at least to hold up that train.



	EMPEROR:
	The procession will start in half an hour. Chancellor, warn the heralds to be ready. I do not intend to distribute any largess today. I think the people will be quite satisfied with the spectacle of my (modest cough) new clothes.



	NARRATOR:
	In fact, the people had been lining the streets since early morning. At last the procession came into sight, with the heralds riding ahead of it on their white chargers.




(Fade up distant trumpeters: cheering)



	1ST MAN:
	Look, here they come!



	2ND WOMAN:
	There they are!



	2ND MAN:
	That’s the Emperor—him under the umbrella. Hurray!



	1ST MAN:
	Long live the Emperor! Three cheers for the Emperor!




(Trumpeters and cheering nearer)



	2ND WOMAN:
	Don’t he look fine?



	3RD MAN:
	Glorious! It’s worth paying taxes for, that is!



	CHILD:
	Mummy!



	1ST WOMAN:
	Drat the child! Long live the Emperor!



	CHILD:
	Mummy! The Emperor’s got no clothes on!



	3RD MAN:
	What did the child say?



	CHILD:
	He’s got no clothes on! Look at him! He’s got nothing on ’cept his crown!



	3RD MAN:
	Why, so he hasn’t! The child’s right!



	1ST WOMAN:
	Nothing on! Well, now!




(cheering dies down)



	1ST MAN:
	Got no clothes on.



	2ND WOMAN:
	Disgraceful I call it.



	2ND MAN:
	No business to come out like that.



	1ST WOMAN:
	Wouldn’t have noticed it if it hadn’t been for the child.



	3RD MAN:
	He’ll catch his death of cold, too.



	3RD WOMAN:
	Disgraceful.



	1ST MAN:
	Go home!



	2ND WOMAN:
	Ought to be ashamed of yourself! At your age, too!



	VOICES:
	Boo! Down with the Emperor! Boo!




(Fade up booing above trumpeters: fade out)



	NARRATOR:
	At last the Emperor realised what had happened. But it did not seem to him that he could do anything about it now. There was nothing for it but to walk majestically onward, pretending not to notice that there was anything wrong.




(Trumpeters: booing in background)



	EMPEROR:
	(whispering) This [is] terrible! And I made sure they could all see the clothes except me. No matter, I must put a good face on it. After all, I am the Emperor. (aloud) Chancellor!



	CHANCELLOR:
	Sire?



	EMPEROR:
	Tell those courtiers to hold my train up more carefully. They’re letting it trail in the mud.



	NARRATOR:
	So the procession moved stiffly onwards, with the heralds blowing their trumpets, and the twelve courtiers pretending to hold up a train which was not there, and all the people booing.




(Fade up booing above trumpeters: fade out)



	NARRATOR:
	As soon as they got back to the palace the Emperor put his clothes on, real ones this time, and then—



	EMPEROR:
	Chancellor!



	CHANCELLOR:
	Sir?



	EMPEROR:
	Those two abominable scoundrels—those two men who called themselves weavers—



	CHANCELLOR:
	Yes, your majesty?



	EMPEROR:
	Cast them into the lowest dungeons immediately.



	CHANCELLOR:
	Certainly, your majesty.



	EMPEROR:
	And tell the executioner to sharpen his sword up.



	CHANCELLOR:
	With pleasure, your majesty.



	NARRATOR:
	But as it turned out, it was too late. The two weavers were sought for, but they were never found. Indeed the servants reported that they had left the palace as soon as the procession started out. And after that—taking with them the eight thousand crowns for the cloth, as well as the silk and the ten pounds of gold leaf—they had vanished for a distant country; and they were never seen again.







2362. [Newsletter in Tamil, 31]

[18 November 1943]


The English version was written by Eric Blair. No script has been traced, and the PasB has not survived, so it can only be presumed that this broadcast was made.






2363. English Newsletter for Indonesia, 20

19 November 1943


This was written and read by George Orwell. No script has been traced.






2364. To V. S. Pritchett

19 November 1943 07/ES/EB

Dear Pritchett,

I wonder whether you would like to do a featurised short story for the Indian Section on the 29th of December. We have once a month a half hour programme consisting of a suitable short story featurised (not too many effects) with a narrator and about half a dozen other voices. I1 send you a script of one of the others as a specimen. The story we want to do this time is Merimee’s° “Carmen”. It is not very easy because “Carmen” as it stands is2 much too long so one would have to select as well as adapt. Would you please let me know as soon as possible whether you can do this. We should want to [ha]ve the script by December 19th at latest.3

Yours sincerely,

[Initialled] E.A.B

(George Orwell)




2365. Review of Subject India by Henry Noel Brailsford1

The Nation, 20 November 1943

If there is one point in the Indian problem that cannot be disputed—or, at any rate, is not disputed, outside the ranks of the British Conservative Party—it is that Britain ought to stop ruling India as early as possible. But this is a smaller basis of agreement than it sounds, and the answers to literally every other question are always coloured by subjective feelings. Mr. Brailsford is better equipped than the majority of writers on India in that he is not only aware of his own prejudices but possesses enough background knowledge to be unafraid of the “experts.” Probably he has not been very long in India, perhaps he does not even speak any Indian language, but he differs from the vast majority of English left-wingers in having bothered to visit India at all, and in being more interested in the peasants than in the politicians.

As he rightly says, the great, central fact about India is its poverty. From birth to death, generation after generation, the peasant lives his life in the grip of the landlord or the money-lender—they are frequently the same person—tilling his tiny patch of soil with the tools and methods of the Bronze Age. Over great areas the children barely taste milk after they are weaned, and the average physique is so wretched that ninety-eight pounds is a normal weight for a full-grown man. The last detailed survey to be taken showed that the average Indian income was Rs.62 (about £4 13s. od.) per annum: in the same period the average British income was £94. In spite of the drift to the towns that is occurring in India as elsewhere, the condition of the industrial workers is hardly better than that of the peasants. Brailsford describes them in the slums of Bombay, sleeping eight to a tiny room, with three water taps among four hundred people, and working a twelve-hour day, three hundred and sixty five days a year, for wages of around seven and sixpence a week. These conditions will not be cured simply by the removal of British rule, but neither can they be seriously improved while the British remain, because British policy, largely unconscious, is to hamper industrialization and preserve the status quo. The worst barbarities from which Indians suffer are inflicted on them not by Europeans but by other Indians—the landlords and money-lenders, the bribe-taking minor officials, and the Indian capitalists who exploit their working people with a ruthlessness quite impossible in the West since the rise of trade unionism. But although the business community, at any rate, tends to be anti-British and is involved in the Nationalist movement, the privileged classes really depend on British arms. Only when the British have gone will what Brailsford calls the latent class war be able to develop.

Brailsford is attempting exposition rather than moral judgment, and he gives no very definite answer to the difficult question of whether, in balance, the British have done India more good than harm. As he points out, they have made possible an increase of population without making it possible for that population to be properly fed. They have saved India from war, internal and external, at the expense of destroying political liberty. Probably their greatest gift to India has been the railway. If one studies a railway map of Asia, India looks like a piece of fishing-net in the middle of a white tablecloth. And this network of communications has not only made it possible to check famines by bringing food to the afflicted areas—the famine now raging in India would hardly have been a famine at all by the standards of a hundred years ago—but to administer India as a unit, with a common system of law, internal free trade and freedom of movement, and even, for the educated minority, a lingua franca in the English language. India is potentially a nation, as Europe, with its smaller population and great racial homogeneity, is not. But since 1910 or thereabouts the British power has acted as a dead hand. Often loosely denounced as “fascist,” the British régime in India is almost the exact opposite of fascism, since it has never developed the notion of positive government at all. It has remained an old fashioned despotism, keeping the peace, collecting its taxes, and for the rest letting things slide, with hardly the faintest interest in how its subjects lived or what they thought, so long as they were outwardly obedient. As a result—to pick just one fact out of the thousands one could choose—the whole subcontinent, in this year of 1943, is incapable of manufacturing an automobile engine. In spite of all that can be said on the other side, this fact alone would justify Brailsford in his final conclusion: “Our day in India is over; we have no creative part to play.”

Brailsford is justifiably bleak about the future. He sees that the handing over of power is a complicated process which cannot be achieved quickly, especially in the middle of a war, and that it will solve nothing in itself. There is still the problem of India’s poverty and ignorance to be solved, and the struggle between the landlords, big business, and the labour movement to be fought out. And there is also the question of how, if at all, a backward agricultural country like India is to remain independent in a world of power politics. Brailsford gives a good account of the current political situation, in which he struggles very hard not to be engulfed by the prevailing left-wing orthodoxy. He writes judiciously about the tortuous character of Gandhi; comes nearer to being fair to Cripps than most English commentators have been—Cripps, indeed, has been the whipping-boy of the left, both British and Indian—and rightly emphasises the importance of the Indian princes, who are often forgotten and who present a much more serious difficulty than the faked-up quarrel between Hindus and Moslems. At this moment India is such a painful subject that it is hardly possible to write a really good book about it. English books are either dishonest or irresponsible; American books are ignorant and self-righteous; Indian books are coloured by spite and an inferiority complex. Well aware of the gaps in his knowledge and the injustices he is bound to commit, Brailsford has produced not only a transparently honest but—what is much rarer in this context—a good-tempered book. Nearly all books written about the British Empire in these days have the air of being written at somebody—either a Blimp, or a Communist, or an American, as the case may be. Brailsford is writing primarily for the ordinary British public, the people who before all others have the power and the duty to do something about India, and whose conscience it is first necessary to move. But it is a book that the American public might find useful too. Perhaps it is worth uttering the warning that—owing to war-time conditions—there are many misprints, and as some of them have crept into the statistics these are apt to be misleading.

[Fee £4.00; 27.10.43]




2366. Talk on Lady Windermere’s Fan by Oscar Wilde

BBC Eastern Service, 21 November 1943


The text of this talk for ‘Calling All Students,’ Great Dramatists Series, 6, is reproduced from the original typescript prepared for the broadcast. It looks as if it had been typed by Orwell, and the script was read by him. It carries Bokhari’s signatures as censor for Policy and for Security dated 17 November 1943, but does not bear Orwell’s familiar ‘As b’cast,’ with the timing. There is one handwritten alteration: the typescript had ‘revenged’ in the final paragraph but ‘re’ has been changed (in Orwell’s hand?) to ‘a’—‘avenged.’ Orwell’s common misspelling, ‘Ernest,’ in the title of The Importance of Being Earnest, has been silently corrected here, as have one or two minor typing slips. In the penultimate paragraph a missing ‘as’ has been added in square brackets.

No cast list is given of those who performed the extract from the play. The names of the actors are included in the PasB sheet. They were drawn from the BBC Repertory Company and were: Charles Mansell, Norman Claridge, Harold Scott, Franklin Bellamy, William Trent, Joan Carrol, Lydia Sherwood, and Duncan Maclntyre. The incidental music was The Good-Humoured Ladies by Domenico Scarlatti, played by the London Philharmonic Orchestra conducted by Eugene Goossens (HMV C2846, the first of the two-record set).

According to the PasB for 22 December 1943, ‘Backward Glance,’ a ‘mosaic of words and music compiled by Desmond Hawkins and produced by Douglas Cleverdon, ’ included an extract from this broadcast. The BBC disc played (one of nine with another nine commercial records) was DLO 46801.

The Wilde programme included a long section of the third act of his play, from Mrs Erlynne’s, ‘Lady Windermere! Thank heaven I am in time. You must go back to your husband’s house immediately,’ to her admission, ‘I am afraid I took your wife’s fan in mistake for my own, when I was leaving your house tonight. I am sorry.’ This amounts to about twenty per cent of the whole play, so there must have been a fair amount of cutting to avoid over-running.



Those lines you have just heard come from “Lady Windermere’s Fan”, by Oscar Wilde. This play was first acted in 1892, more than half a century ago. It has been seen on the stage less often than “The Importance of Being Earnest”, but it has worn well, and by and large it is probably Wilde’s most successful play.

Wilde is a difficult writer to judge, because it is very hard to disentangle his artistic achievement from the events of his life; also because he himself was never fully certain of what he wanted to say. Like many others of his time, Wilde professed to be a devotee of “Art for Art’s sake”—that is, of the idea that Art has nothing to do with religion, morals or politics. He set it down as one of the tenets of his creed that “Every work of Art is completely useless”. But in practice he contradicts this by making nearly everything that he writes turn upon some point of morals. And there is a further contradiction in the fact that he is never certain whether he is attacking current morality or defending it. The dialogue of his plays and stories consists almost entirely of elegant witticisms in which the notions of right and wrong which ruled Victorian society are torn to pieces; but their central theme, curiously enough, often points some quite old-fashioned moral. His novel “Dorian Grey”, for instance, is a deeply moral book. Although it was denounced as cynical, frivolous and so forth at the time when it was published, it is in essence a religious parable. Quite a lot of the time Wilde is uttering the maxims of the copybook in the language of light comedy; he wants at all costs to be clever, without being quite certain what he is to be clever about, and at the same time he is never fully able to escape from the effects of a mid-Victorian upbringing. The thing that saves him from the results of this intellectual chaos is that he is, after all, a genuinely gifted dramatist: he can construct a play neatly, and he has the light touch that Irish writers more often possess than English ones—for Wilde, like most of the best British dramatists, was an Irishman. These faults and these qualities are well displayed in “Lady Windermere’s Fan”. But to get a full understanding of the play one ought to see it against the background of its time.

When “Lady Windermere’s Fan” was first acted, what is now called “British hypocrisy” was still immensely powerful. To defy accepted beliefs, particularly religious or moral beliefs, needed more courage than it does now. Notions of right and wrong do not change so suddenly or completely as some people like to think, but it is a fact that certain things which seemed immensely important in the ’nineties now seem comparatively trivial. One of the subjects about which this play turns is divorce. Now, nobody thinks that divorce is desirable in itself or that it is not an immensely painful event in anyone’s life: but still it is not the case in our own time that a divorced woman is ruined for life. When “Lady Windermere’s Fan” was written it was an accepted fact that a divorced woman must become almost an outcast; she was practically debarred from decent society for the rest of her life. This should be kept in mind, because it gives point both to certain episodes in the play, and to Wilde’s incidental attacks upon current morality.

The plot of the play, as briefly as I can outline it, is this. Lady Windermere, an affectionate but rather puritanical young woman, believes that her husband is unfaithful to her with a woman of very doubtful antecedents called Mrs Erlynne. In reality she is quite mistaken. Her husband has indeed been associated with Mrs Erlynne, but not for the reason that she imagines. Mrs Erlynne is Lady Windermere’s own mother. But she is also a divorced woman, and the knowledge—as it would then have seemed, the almost unbearable knowledge—that she is the daughter of a divorced woman has been kept from Lady Windermere, who imagines her mother to be dead. Mrs Erlynne has been blackmailing Lord Windermere, holding over him the threat that she will reveal her identity to her daughter. What she wants from him is partly money, but still more, a re-introduction into fashionable society. Lady Windermere has an admirer, Lord Darlington, who is trying to persuade her to leave her husband and elope with him. (Parenthetically I must point out that the very great prevalence of lords, dukes and what-not in Wilde’s plays is a period touch. The British public of those days liked to see titled people on the stage, and the majority of dramatists were quite ready to humour them). In normal circumstances Lady Windermere would be very unlikely to listen to Lord Darlington, but finally her jealousy brings her to the point of deciding to leave her husband. She goes to Lord Darlington’s rooms, intending to leave England with him. Mrs Erlynne finds out what is happening, and when she sees her daughter, as she thinks, going the same road as she has gone herself, her maternal instincts revive. She follows her to Lord Darlington’s rooms, intending to dissuade her. It is this scene that you will hear acted in a few minutes’ time, and I won’t describe in detail what happens. The point is that Mrs Erlynne, still acting the repentant mother, saves her daughter from ruin by taking all the blame upon herself. Lady Windermere goes back to her husband, and—since this is a comedy and has to end happily all round—Mrs Erlynne also manages to find her way back into respectable society by marrying a foolish but good-natured old man.

You can see that this play, as I have outlined it, is a harmless and even edifying story by the standards current at the time. The situation in which somebody is the child of somebody else, the parent being aware of it and the child not, was a favourite on the Victorian stage. The mother sacrificing herself for her child was another favourite. And the unjustly suspected person who has to suffer in silence rather than reveal some deadly secret—the part played here by Lord Windermere—was yet another. Mrs Erlynne’s behaviour involves one of those sudden and drastic changes of character which were a regular occurrence in Victorian fiction though they are unknown in real life. She is shown first of all as taking no interest in her daughter for twenty years and as having no aim in life except to get back into so-called “good” society, and as being willing to make use of blackmail in the most cynical way in order to achieve this. Then, in the moment of crisis, she is shown throwing away the very thing she has been scheming for, and all for the sake of a daughter whom she has hitherto used simply as a pawn in her game. Psychologically this is an absurdity, though by skilful writing Wilde is able to make it seem credible. In its plot and its main action the play is a sentimental romance with a touch of melodrama. Yet that is not the impression it gives when one reads it or sees it acted, and we may guess that that was even less the impression it gave at the time. So far from seeming sentimental and edifying, the play appears frivolous and what used to be called “daring”. Why? Because in addition to the central characters there is a kind of chorus of worldly “sophisticated” people who keep up a ceaseless running attack upon all the beliefs current in Wilde’s day—and in our own day, to a great extent. In the contradiction between the action of the play and its language one can see Wilde’s own uncertainty as to what he is after.

Wilde’s greatest gift was his power of producing those rather cheap witticisms which used to be called epigrams. These are stuck all over his writings as arbitrarily as the decorations on top of a cake. Nearly always they take the form of a debunking of something that his contemporaries believed in, such [as] religion, patriotism, honour, morality, family loyalty, public spirit, and so on and so forth. Remarks like, “I can resist anything except temptation”, or “Men become old, but they never become good”, or “When her third husband died her hair turned quite gold from grief”, occur on almost every page that Wilde ever wrote. The essence of this kind of witticism is to disagree with the majority at all costs. Clearly, this kind of thing is more effective when there is a really strong and vocal majority opinion to be reckoned with. Remarks like, “There’s nothing in the world like the devotion of a married woman. That’s a thing no married man knows anything about”, are less likely to shock anyone in 1943 than in 1892, and to that extent they are less amusing. But Wilde does this kind of thing so well, so naturally one might even say, that his dialogue is still charming even when it has ceased to seem wicked or iconoclastic. So long as no serious emotion enters he has also a fairly good grasp of character and situation. But his great charm is his neat rapid dialogue, which is freer from padding, and conceals its machinery more successfully, than anything that has since been seen on the English stage.

Wilde lived at the moment when the literate public was just becoming emancipated enough to enjoy seeing the Victorian conventions attacked. It was therefore natural for him to make a name by laughing at the society he lived in; though that society avenged itself in the end, when Wilde was sent to prison for a sexual offence. If he had lived earlier the sentimental and melodramatic strain in him, which is clear in all his work except for “The Importance of Being Earnest” and a few short stories, would probably have predominated. It is quite possible to imagine him as a sensational novelist, for instance. If he had lived in our own day, when debunking no longer seems worth while as an end in itself, it is harder to say what he would have done. It is uncertain whether he had anything in him except his native wit and his intense desire to be famous. Coming just when he did, he won an easy fame by pushing over an idol that was toppling already. In its fall the idol killed him, for Wilde never recovered from the shock of his trial and imprisonment, and died soon after he was released. He left behind as his essential contribution to literature, a large repertoire of jokes which survive because of their sheer neatness, and because of a certain intriguing uncertainty—which extends to Wilde himself—as to whether they really mean anything.




2367. To Production Department, Penguin Books

21 November 1943

10a Mortimer Crescent

London NW 6

21.11.43

Dear Sir,

I am returning herewith the proofs of the Penguin edition of “Burmese Days”. I have corrected them carefully. There were very few misprints, and most of these I think carried forward from the original edition, but I have also made a few minor alterations. I draw attention to these as it is important that they should not be missed. Throughout, whenever it occurs in the text, ie. not in the dialogue, I have altered “Chinaman” to “Chinese”. I have also in most cases substituted “Burmese” or “Oriental” for “native”, or have put “native” in quotes. In the dialogue, of course, I have left these words just as they stand. When the book was written a dozen years ago “native” and “Chinaman” were not considered offensive, but nearly all Orientals now object to these terms, and one does not want to hurt anyone’s feelings. If the corrections I have made are followed there will not be any trouble. I don’t think they cause any overrunning to speak of.1

Yours faithfully

[Signed] Geo. Orwell

(George Orwell)




2368. To Allen & Unwin

23 November 1943 Original BBC letterhead

Dear Sir,

Many thanks for the cheque1 and the twelve copies of “Talking to India”. I wonder what arrangement you have made about review copies. If you have not already sent me one, I think it is worth sending a copy to The Tribune,2 where I can arrange to get it reviewed; also will it be possible to send any copies, i.e. for sale, to India?

Yours truly,

[Signed] Geo. Orwell

(George Orwell)




2369. To Cecil Day Lewis

23 November 1943 07/ES/EB

Dear Mr. Day Lewis,1

Would you like to do a talk for the Indian Section of the BBC? We have a series called Great Dramatists, which are half-hour programmes, each consisting of an extract from a play, taking about quarter of an hour, and a talk on the play—if possible also giving some idea of the author’s works as a whole—by some qualified person. The one we would like you to undertake is Clifford Odets’s play “Till the Day I Die”. The date of the programme is Sunday, December 26th, which would mean we would like the talk by December 20th. 1200 words would be roughly the right length. Could you let us know whether you would like to undertake this?2

Yours sincerely,

[Initialled] E.A.B

(George Orwell)




2370. Extract from Minutes of Eastern Service Meeting

24 November 1943

“Talking to India” Mr. Blair reported that he had written to Allen & Unwin, asking whether copies of Talking to India were being sent to India. He asked whether, if [the] reply should be in the negative, some arrangement could be made to get copies of the book to India. Miss Booker replied that, if difficulties were encountered, reference could be made to the India Office who might be able to help.


This meeting was held on Orwell’s last day of service with the BBC.






2371. Newsletter in Tamil, 32

25 November 1943


The English version was written by Eric Blair and transmitted the day after he had left the BBC’s service. No script has been traced.






2372. Roy Walker to Orwell

25 November 1943 Typewritten


Roy Walker, of the Peace Pledge Union, had written to Orwell on 28 September (see 2259) and Orwell had written ‘several long replies’ following that letter; these have not been traced. In a letter to lan Angus, 13 January 1964, Walker recalled the nature of the correspondence:



I had written a biography of Gandhi1 and was an advocate of non-violence, and I think Orwell had published an article or essay critical of Gandhi [his review of Lionel Fielden’s Beggar My Neighbour, Horizon, September 1943; see 2257]. I wrote to him and I think there were two letters on each side. Orwell was an extreme critic of Gandhi in his letters. To him Gandhi’s voluntary poverty was suspect because he was surrounded by and (Orwell thought) influenced by wealthy men. Also Gandhi’s celibacy was compromised by his acceptance of (and Orwell thought, his pleasure from) feminine disciples, notably the former Miss Slade. This led up to what seemed to me the most Orwellian thought that admiration of the Gandhian example as exalted asceticism was misplaced. It did not compare, he thought, with the privations, sacrifices and unpublicised endurance and courage and wisdom of ordinary working-class people. I hope this thought still survives somewhere in Orwell’s own words.


Walker’s letter of 25 November 1943 may have influenced Orwell’s ‘Reflections on Gandhi,’ which appeared in Partisan Review in January 1949; see 3516. See also ‘As I Please’, 37, 11 August 1944, 2530.



Dear George Orwell,

It was my turn to be ill, with nothing more eventful than flu; but however late, I’m bound to write you once more if only to reply to your last paragraph.

I do not, I assure you, hate you like the devil. I do not hate you at all. On the contrary I have considerable respect for you as a writer, as an older and more widely experienced man, and—what is much rarer, at least in the sense in which I am talking about it—an honest man. I therefore think it worth while to write to you to say quite candidly and bluntly that I think what you wrote about Gandhi in “Horizon” was unfair and that the arguments you produce in defence are unconvincing. May I not hate—if that is the word—the sin (as I see it) without in the least feeling evilly-disposed towards the sinner? And I think it is a little unkind when I send you a copy of my book to reply that I obviously hate you like the devil. Even putting my defence of Gandhi at its lowest, surely you don’t think that the missionary hates the heathen who gives him his raison d’etre?

No, I don’t think pacifists are good haters—except among themselves. I find we are pretty bitter about one another, but embarrassingly affectionate to all who differ from us. Consider for example the Duke of Bedford who really does—I can assure you it is so—understand Hitler, knows he has a good heart, and wants to bring out the best in him—by talking to him in a nice friendly way.2

I hope I did not say that you could not form an opinion of Gandhi unless you claimed to be a better man. I do suggest that it is as well not to state one’s opinion in terms of moral judgment unless one’s own position is pretty firm. There is no reason why the British Government should not form an opinion about the evils of French Imperialism in the Lebanon, but if they get morally indignant about it everyone will remind them that their record in India and elsewhere is not quite blameless.

For instance, the only “phoney” thing you can think of about Gandhi’s fasts is that in the last one he took lime juice and glucose. (I know the reports said ‘sweetened lime juice’—do you happen to know the source for saying definitely that it was glucose and how much glucose; I would really like to know.) What you do not reckon with is that Gandhi announced the fast as to capacity and not to death, and said beforehand that he would take lime juice, “fruit juices” because otherwise his system will not now take water. So there is nothing particularly “phoney” about that. But if you think that this means his life was never in danger during the 21 days I suggest you have another look at the doctors’ bulletins, remembering that some of those doctors were nominated by the Government of India.

Have you read Gandhi’s own reasons for his spinning-wheel programme? 700,000 villages, men, women and children mostly illiterate, idleness° for several months of the years°; those were the terms of the problem. What can you do as an immediate measure to help those villagers to increase their purchasing power? Gandhi’s answer was the charka.3 Industrialism simply isn’t relevant, particularly until independence is achieved. Isn’t it a case of the charka or nothing?

Last night I read Louis Fischer’s short book just published—“A Week with Gandhi”—you may have seen it by now.4 It has some bearing on what we’ve been discussing. Gandhi makes no secret about the extent of the financial support from “big business” but doesn’t modify his programme a jot because of it; he admits that the standard of living at the Ashram is higher than it could be; he quite cheerfully amends his view about the presence of British troops in India as Fischer talks to him. Fischer, another honest man I should think, puts all this down fairly and makes his own comment at the end, with some of which I don’t—of course—agree. But I should not dream of writing to him if he were in England as I’ve been writing to you.

What I have been writing to you about is simply this. I thought that if you had been to see Gandhi as Fischer has, or had mugged up Gandhi’s own writings, as I have, you would have been fairer to him. By that I don’t mean that you should not have formed opinions, or passed judgments, but that you would not have made that sort of sneer about his “financial background”[,] you would not have said his fasts were “phoney” or that the man himself was a “bit of a charlatan.” This has nothing to do with your agreeing with me about Gandhi, or about your agreeing with Fischer.

It would mean, if I may preach your sermon back at you, that you would always make it clear in writing about him that he is greatly good although in your opinion greatly mistaken.

You seem to me not to understand that Gandhi is both peacemaker and rebel. His efforts at conciliation and compromise are genuine and often call forth a measure of genuine good will in response, as when the judge expressed his view of Gandhi’s way of life in sentencing him. You seem to feel that if the peacemaking is sincere the rebellion must be phoney. If the rebellion is real then it must take violent form when the crisis comes and peacemaking would then for a time be as suspect as the appeasement policy of 1938.

I believe that the Gandhian position shows us the way to a synthesis of all that is best in the Christian ethic and all that is essential in the Socialist recognition of the inevitability of mortal struggle against selfishness, greed and pride. But I can’t expect to persuade you to see it so …5

May I end where I began? There is no ill-will I assure you on my side, and I have sensed none in your letters to me. I’m grateful to you for finding time to write several long replies to what you seem to have found very exasperating admonitions. Henceforth you will be able to pursue your literary career without the embarrassment of my dubious good advice. I feel a little like apologising for my impertinence in saying as much as I have in these letters. Do, please, put me down as at any rate well-meaning.




2373. English Newsletter for Indonesia, 21

26 November 1943


This was written by George Orwell before he left the BBC’s service. It was read by John Morris.1 No script has been traced.






Appendix 1

2374. Laurence Brander’s Report on Indian Programmes

11 January 1943


Laurence Brander, the BBC’s Eastern Service Intelligence Officer, produced this detailed report for those directing the Eastern Service to India; see 1815. It is not known whether Orwell read it, but there can be no doubt that he learned of its contents from conversations with Brander. The report graphically explains the difficulties faced by the Eastern Service, as well as noting its shortcomings; it therefore provides important background for understanding the context in which Orwell and his colleagues operated. See also earlier reports, 1145 and 2277.



There are 121,000 receiver sets owned by Indians in British India. That is a very small number among three hundred million people, even if we suppose every set capable of short-wave reception. But even with that small number at their disposal, the enemy has succeeded in doing a great deal of damage. The work of the Counter-Propaganda Department of the Government of India is lively and is very largely concerned with countering enemy wireless. I went to Simla and worked in their office at their invitation. I learned (to give a few typical examples) how Bombay had been partially evacuated largely thanks to Japanese wireless propaganda: how great efforts were made by the Japanese to close down the biggest armament factories in India: how many Indians owning small businesses had sold out at great loss because of enemy wireless threats: how, when the troubles came, sabotage was inspired by Saigon radio, just as it is inspired by us in Europe.

The BBC has not been equipped to fight in this battle. But very soon it will be, with an office in Delhi and with the opportunity of recruiting first-class Indians with recent knowledge of conditions in their own country. The Director of Counter-Propaganda (Francis Watson) is eager for all possible liaison, and the visit of Puckle1 suggests an opportunity for organising it (Watson works to Puckle). But to help them effectively we must, as the Americans say, ‘get ourselves organised’.

THE BROADCASTING WAR

On the one hand we have All India Radio and the BBC. No other United Nation signal reaches India except the Russian, which is now very weak.

AIR is a good engineering job. Its news bulletins are satisfactory. It does very little propaganda and takes no clear propaganda line. It does very little to counter or contradict enemy radio propaganda. Its programmes are of very poor quality.

Nearly all sets in India are good short-wave sets. With very poor medium-wave programmes, much short-wave listening is done. There the competition begins.

On the other side are Germany, Italy and Japan with her captured satellite stations, notably Saigon, Singapore and Batavia.

The competition is in:

(1) News in English.

(2) Western entertainment (mostly music) and propaganda.

(3) Indian language news.

(4) Indian entertainment and propaganda.

Present form is:

(1) The BBC wins. The All-India hook-up of the 1500 GMT News is accepted as the most truthful and complete account of the day’s news.

(2) Germany and Japan (especially through Batavia) win. The BBC gave a strong challenge last year, and once the signal becomes good again there is no reason to doubt further success.

(3) Germany and Japan win.

(4) Germany and Japan win.

This report tries to show why we have not won (3) and (4), and how we can put that right.

BBC PROGRAMMES TO INDIANS

It is necessary to point out first of all how entirely our Indian programmes have been built on speculation. Practically no factual evidence has been available. The best information available has been from those who have served with All India Radio. All India Radio has no machinery for Listener Research. In all its history it has attempted only two small investigations: a questionnaire issued in Bombay by Fielden and Lakshmanan which gave useful information, and a small survey by a professor in the Calcutta University which was unprofitable.

Until I was able to tell them, AIR did not know in what proportions receiver sets were owned by Hindus, Moslems, Europeans and others. The other means by which opinions on wireless programmes are usually expressed are little used in India. AIR stations have fanmails averaging less than one letter a day; I have never heard of any telephoning of opinion. The Press ignores radio (a few papers print the programmes; and one Madras paper, “The Hindu”, has a weekly article). It is clear that the best opinions available to us were based on speculation rather than on scientific investigation.

Our speculations have not been fortunate, and we have failed to attract the Indian audience. Some of the causes of our failure are set out here, and that will be followed by suggestions. This report is itself based on very insufficient factual evidence. With so much discussion of expanded schedules going on, however, it seems desirable to make a preliminary report which can be checked and amended very soon; for a useful amount of good evidence is now being collected in Delhi and will be available within a few weeks.

The basis of this report is my tour, together with the weekly reports from Delhi which have been based on a considerable vernacular correspondence, a few questionnaires and the daily contacts of the Delhi staff.

Reasons for our failure in Indian Programmes

A. Hindustani News:

(1) We began late, so the stigma ‘propaganda’ was at once attached to the bulletins.

(2) At first the language was coarse, even including ‘galli’ (disgusting swear-words). This revolts the Indian audience, and is the reason why the Italian Hindustani bulletins have no audience. (On our first Hindustani bulletins, see the Wali Mohammad Report).

(3) Under new direction, we swung over to the very chaste Urdu which can only be fully understood by the small Muslim audience in Delhi and the U.P.

(4) It is still generally regarded as ‘propaganda’, which means that we are still looking for the secret of attracting an audience and then convincing it.

(5) Microphone ‘personality’ is not used.

B. Other Indian Languages:

(1) We broadcast once weekly. It is difficult to get an audience to remember and to tune in to a single weekly broadcast of 15 minutes. Against our weekly 15 minutes in Bengali and Tamil the enemy totals are approximately 500 and 600 minutes respectively. When we expand to 15 minutes daily we shall have to reorganise drastically, for,

(2) The scripts are unsatisfactory. True, until recently the choice was often between a rehash of bad news or a commentary on bad news. Every script has been written by an Englishman who has not been in India, because the speakers employed are incapable of script-writing. His acknowledged brilliance as a writer apparently has not overcome this difficulty. It is impossible for one man to pretend that he is a Bengali, a Madrasi, a Mahratha and a Gujerati° once a week and every week.

(3) The translations have been poor. All India Radio reports suggest that they may be compared to the cheapest type of Latin crib. This has been due partly to hurried translation, partly to the difficulty of supervision. In any case, few Indians have a thorough knowledge of their own vernaculars when they have enjoyed a Western education.

(4) The voices and pronunciation in every language have been adversely criticised. Few Indians know their own vernaculars well enough to broadcast in them. There is little evidence of effort to train them in elocution and microphone technique.

C. Other Hindustani Programmes:

(1) There is no evidence of any success for translations of English commentators and newspaper articles.

(2) Of all the Hindustani programmes, the only reactions have been to the Features, the Children’s Programmes and the Women’s Programmes.

Features: Until July, the reactions to features were sporadic and adverse—‘they are vulgar’. Since then, the volume of praise has continued to grow.

Children’s Programmes have had an extraordinary success.

Women’s Programmes were received expectantly, and letters came to Delhi before they came on the air, hailing the idea. The idea was certainly excellent—radio has given the first opportunity in history of addressing purdah women, who wield great social power. The programmes have not been successful. The compere apparently knows very little of purdah life and does not speak Hindustani.

(3) The Army in India was not aware that Greetings Programmes from Indian troops in Britain were on the air. Apparently this information was given to All India Radio, which did nothing about it. (That is now organised).

(4) There was no publicity whatsoever for Hindustani programmes which indeed were not planned far enough ahead for publicity to be possible. Planning was arranged and the usual publicity channels through the Government of India were used. Nothing was done. (Very recently, the Delhi Office was able to take that over, and for the first time radio programmes have appeared in the vernacular press of India).

D. English Programmes to Indians:

This has been our most damaging failure. It was a daring decision to attempt to catch the young Indian intellectual. Unfortunately, it was believed that in order to do so it was necessary to put over programmes which could not attract the rest of our audience. Even without competition, few listeners could stand up to these extraordinary programmes. There has always been a proportion—sometimes a high proportion—of good radio in the programmes, but all the evidence available from the audience condemns them. Since September experiment has been possible—for example, Indian announcers have been dropped and Lady Grigg has been able to put over musical programmes; but even so, the latest report (17.12.42) from Delhi speaks of ‘that damned 45 minutes’. Investigation among Indian university teachers and students in July and August showed:—

(1) Indians do not want to hear Indians from London speaking on intellectual subjects. An Indian professor said: “If we want to hear Indians, we can hear far better ones on AIR”.

(2) Indians do not expect to hear Indian music from London in English transmissions. They do not like tinkering with Eastern-Western music, and discussion of the two is regarded as meaningless, if not charlatan. They show no pleasure in having our music ‘interpreted’ for them; like the rest of our audience in India, they prefer it unadorned.

(3) Indians have no use for the English man or woman who has had a career in India. (It should be reserved° that no attempt has been made to bring experts to the microphone).

(4) If intellectual programmes are attempted for Indians, let them be intellectual. Indians may drivel away themselves a good deal, but they are quick to discriminate between the intellectually honest and the amateurish. It meanwhile drives the eavesdropping Englishman to simple fury that such stuff should be presented as the ‘intellectual’ life of his country.

(5) Radio is entertainment, especially in short-wave competitive conditions in hot countries. Honest intellectualism can be perfectly good entertainment for a minority audience—the talks of E. M. Forster were a perfect delight to us in the Delhi office—but it must be on that level.

How we can put these things right

We now have the machinery in India for checking our experiments. Davenport2 expresses satisfaction with it, and it is being regularly used. The audience is showing signs of co-operating, and questionnaires in Urdu have already brought returns numerically useful. Planned experiment can now be undertaken under conditions the Empire Service has never enjoyed before. With such a great expansion being planned more things than programme content have to be thought of, and it may be useful to touch on them all here.

A. Hindustani News

(1) Language: In the projected programmes our Hindustani audience will range from Malaya to the East Coast of Africa. Malaya apparently requires a very simplified Hindustani. But surely most of our Indian audience does too. Nearly half the sets in India are in Bombay and Bengal, which cannot understand our present Hindustani. We can increase our audience many times over if we use a more common, though still correct, accent and vocabulary.

(2) Content: Before I went to India, I.E. briefed me to find out what the content of our Hindustani News Bulletins should be, and I have found it difficult to give an answer. My own enquiries led me to suggest what is now backed by the two latest reports from India: the same news range should be covered as in the English bulletins. This may mean sacrificing geographical and other explanations. (The Ministry of Information may be going to print maps for distribution to our audience. This would make geographical explanations unnecessary). I suggested interpretation, for example explaining the implications of a victory. It may be argued that this contradicts the statement on the range of news which should be covered; but, with our European News in English in mind, I suggest that this may be a matter of composition.

(3) Composition: With allowance for exceptional really important ‘breaks’, I feel a bulletin should be completely composed for microphone presentation; the design being in the spirit of attack employed in our English European bulletins. ‘Spicy’ presentation was the word used by English journalists of long experience in India. The only skilled propagandists I met in India (Colonel Wheeler and Palmer, both Near Eastern experts) said the same.

The temptation to add things at the microphone to fill up at the end should be resisted as they sometimes give an effect of bathos at the end of a good bulletin. The King Emperor’s ‘double’ has become the stock example of this mistake.

(4) Personality: News no doubt should be anonymous. Commentaries should be by microphone personalities. Avowed translations are relatively without appeal. I imagine Sarin (alas, that we are losing Ashraf, the golden voice of Hindustani radio),3 with expert handling and scripts provided, would do well. The scripts would have to come from Delhi.

(5) Countering: Some countering of enemy extravagances seems desirable, if only because of the great demand for it. This is discussed later.

B. Other Indian Language News (with the expanded schedule in mind)

(1) Script writers and readers must be recruited in India. “Pre-war knowledge of India might as well be pre-Flood knowledge” (Puckle). That has been our trouble all along—no contact with the war moods and thoughts of our audience. If they come from India now, there is reasonable prospect that the Delhi office can keep them in touch.

(2) Daily close supervision by an Englishman expert in studio work. Without this there will be no organisation and a rapid deterioration in efficiency.

(3) They will all require speech training and microphone training even though they come from AIR. They should arrive weeks before their work begins, so that they can go to school and still have adequate time for departmental training in script-writing and speaking.

(4) I like to think that bringing in men from Bengal, Madras and Bombay will add immensely to the intellectual weight of the Indian Department. Almost inevitably, recruiting has been in the Punjab (apart from the News Department); and, fine fellows as they usually are, Punjabis are intellectually despised by the more cultivated peoples of India. I hope, therefore, that from each place—Bengal, Madras and Bombay—we shall be able to recruit at least one man of middle age and intellectual standing and responsibility, so that we Englishmen on the staff will have colleagues whose opinions will be of real assistance when the time comes for propaganda work.

(5) With 15 minutes only at their disposal, every minute should be devoted to news which will be prepared in the same way as the Hindustani news. As padding is disliked by all listeners, when there is insufficient news commentaries can be used; or little features can be recorded and used as opportunity offers.

C. Other Hindustani Programmes

(1) Children’s Programmes:

I.E. has suggested that when we come to look back at all our work we may well decide that Ashraf’s children’s programmes have been our greatest propaganda success. So far, they have been our only success, with the likelihood of our Hindustani Features becoming a useful second. I have suggested that we have two or three of these children’s programmes weekly in the expanded schedule; but unless we find a successor to Ashraf, or give him time to record many before he leaves us, we had better not try. We shall be lucky to find anyone who combines his creative fancy and microphone personality. His successor must be a native Urdu speaker and not a Punjabi, who would only be laughed at. We might try a Punjabi programme for children, but that would mean a new children’s audience.

(2) Women’s Programmes:

The unprecedented opportunity that radio offers to influence the purdah women of India should be exploited to the full and kept entirely free from reactionary influence. To be successful, the programmes should be:

(a) Prepared and written by an Indian woman who really knows about purdah life.

(b) Spoken by an Indian woman who can speak good Hindustani fluently, and has the quality to become a microphone personality.

(c) Made up of talks, stories and features (in which males may quite properly appear.)

(d) If it must instruct, let it instruct by pleasing. Five talks on looking after babies nearly killed this programme.

(3) Other programmes (evening)

The most popular programmes on AIR are:

(a) Poetry, chanted by the author.

(b) Music.

Poetry: As the Delhi office is run by a distinguished Urdu writer,4 on terms of personal friendship with many Urdu poets, we can get recordings made. The difficulty is expense. We can and should afford the money, but I judged it wise in the early days not to suggest any competition with AIR. It pays rates so low that they could not be offered to good poets, nor would they be accepted by them. With our expanded schedule it does not seem possible any longer to allow AIR’s disabilities to interfere with our programme standards. If we can arrange to acquire recordings by the best poets it will give us a long lead over any radio competitors.

Music: We urgently require a large library of recordings to sustain our great programme expansion. There is a classical, popular, folk and film music corresponding to every Indian language we broadcast, and we should be fully equipped in all kinds. The only doubt is on film music. AIR uses these commercial records extensively as soon as they are published, and by the time we can get them (even if we organise so as to avoid Customs delays) they have outlived their popularity. The other kinds of music do not enjoy so ephemeral a popularity, and we are likely to be weak in them all except Hindustani and Punjabi. We are particularly weak in classical music, and we shall require a great deal of that, especially in the ragas appropriate for morning use. These will have to be recorded by musicians from Jaipur, Lucknow and Baroda.

Features: Favourable reaction was first reported in July and August, and has grown in volume since. The only recent adverse criticism has been of the ‘Punjabi’ Urdu; if our recruits are native Urdu speakers that difficulty will disappear. The efforts of Bakaya5 and Sahni in this kind deserve every praise. It is a kind which has practically no competition from AIR which cannot afford it; and none that I know of from the enemy, except the religious plays in Tamil from Japan. The kind is obviously worth developing. The scripts and productions still show some signs of hurry and lack of finish. I would suggest when staff is available that special training be offered to one Indian producer, who would afterwards set about recording features to help us in overcoming the prevailing scurry in Hindustani programme production.

Plays and dramatised stories: In the same way we could prepare and record translations of English plays. There is a great range in Arabic, Persian, Sanskrit and modern Indian language literatures (perhaps more in story than in drama), which has never been touched by broadcasters. A recent suggestion from Delhi was that some of the untranslated ‘Arabian Nights Entertainments’ could be used in this way. If, as I have suggested, we get some literary people on our staff, we can get a wonderful amount out of books.

(4) Hindustani Programmes (morning).

The Indian poet and musician is very sensitive to times of day, and so are all our Indian listeners. The decision to run a full hour programme in Hindustani every morning therefore requires thorough planning. The Delhi office is going to find out the potential audience. It will probably consist of men. The best lead-in will be a News Bulletin after a tuning signal of morning music. AIR programmes give little guidance; although they may be suitable they can provide no absolute criterion, because they have done little experiment and no research.

I have already suggested that readings from the Koran and Gita, even of the Nikayas (with an eye on Burma) might be suitable. Possible disadvantages are obvious, but these are being examined in Delhi. The Gita and Nikayas would have to be recorded in India. Religious plays and features (in pure Urdu and Hindi) can be prepared for festivals. Classical music will certainly be required—in the three ragas (scales) which can be used in the morning.

I feel strongly that our approach to a considerable programme of this kind should be Oriental. If we can catch the Oriental morning mood of Delhi, Lucknow and Benares it will have a goodwill value; and at that time of day we shall have a good signal and little competition. To get that outlook, we are arranging through Delhi to ‘test’ reactions to programme suggestions. Delhi will make positive suggestions as well, and these are awaited with interest.

D. General Statement on News in Indian Languages

The United Nations are now passing over to the attack, and we should develop a spirit of attack in our broadcasting to India. We can attack enemy broadcasting in two ways:—

(1) By pointing out how wrong he is.

(2) By having something to say on our own account.

(1) Countering: Enemy lies go unchallenged. They are often repeated and eventually believed. We can counter them by direct exposure and contradiction, and in more indirect ways. The German output can be collected here; but the Japanese has to be collected in India. That will be a big job, for it means persuading the Government of India to monitor at least part of the great Japanese output in Hindustani, Bengali and Tamil. It would have to be cabled here quickly and regularly. If we achieved this, it would save India a great deal of distress. I was very often asked in India: “Why don’t you expose their lies?” I suggest in all seriousness that we cannot defeat this broadcasting attack on India—probably the heaviest in this war—by ignoring it.

(2) Policy: Until we can present a policy operating through all our news bulletins, our news broadcasting is ultimately meaningless. Until we have a policy we cannot plan propaganda. Is there any reason why we should not approach the Government for a policy? Puckle’s visit is an opportunity. The crazy state of things is that we now have the Indian audience because we have the victories. They are listening to our bulletins; but these victory bulletins bring many of them no joy, for they see no hopeful future for India in our victories.

The enemy attack on India is vigorous and clever. To fight back we must have something to offer, and go on offering it. It has been suggested that AIR has this responsibility. But German and Japanese propaganda is directed against us, not against AIR and Indians. I doubt whether AIR wants to accept the responsibility; it certainly has not organised to accept it.

E. English Programmes to Indians

The failure of these programmes need not discourage us. The causes of failure are clear, and the conditions of success easy to outline. We should certainly continue to try to attract the Indian intellectual; for when all is said and done, the ties of the Indian to this country are intellectual ties. The programmes must be organised by someone in touch with intellectual life here, and supervised by someone in touch with intellectual life in India. Since Indian intellectuals expect the best English material available, it is natural to suggest that the programmes be organised by an Englishman; and this is in any case inevitable, as no intellectual Indian is available. He can be advised by those on the staff who have worked in Indian universities, and are still in contact with Indian intellectual life.

If he puts on programmes which pass intelligent Englishmen as good radio—sensible, cultivated, gracious and interesting withal—he need have no fears about pleasing intelligent Indian listeners. At the same time, he will entertain a large cross-section of our Forces and Exile audiences. For the programmes will be at a peak listening hour among English people, who are all denied immediate cultural contacts with their homeland.

The programme content may be:

(1) Classical music: (Not a special desideratum of Indian students, but a steady success with a proportion of every part of our audience, and especially acceptable at the new timing).

This need not be specially ‘presented’. While we have been ‘presenting’, our potential listeners have been listening to the stream of music from Germany and Italy and Batavia.

(2) Plays: A great success with the Indian audience. There are no regular theatres left in India: the talkies have killed the few there were. AIR has not the funds to do plays regularly, but when Lucknow put on ‘Romeo and Juliet’ last year it had a record fanmail.

The best plays to put over are those used as texts by students; and after that, plays which have been seen by Indian students while in this country. These will also appeal to a proportion of every part of our audience.

(3) Features: These are immensely popular among all Indian listeners. Half-hour features from the Home Programmes, especially those which describe actual fighting. “Take us to the battlefield”, said the bellicose student to me again and again. They should be the very best all-English products.

(It is possible that these three kinds are going to appear in the Red Network). There is still a place for them in these special programmes, which would also include:—

(4) Talks: On literature, economics and academic polities. These will commonly be designed in series, and can now be prepared for printing in pamphlet form in India. They will have to be timed, both on the air and in printed form, to catch the Indian student. The two forms will react favourably on one another. When pamphlets are read, talks will begin to have a greater audience; while good talks will be looked forward to in print. With long-term planning, it might even be a good thing to record a series, issue it in printed form and then put it on the air—as this would be of great assistance to Indian students in learning to speak English. (Many Indian teachers of English have never heard an English voice).

Talks by English experts on Indian thought, and on Indian archeology, architecture, sculpture and painting, would have great value as goodwill propaganda. They should be subsequently well printed and properly illustrated. The ignorance of Indians about their own country is notorious.

Such publications would have an importance out of all proportion to their peacetime value; for India is starved for good reading, with communications as they are at present. The Government of India attempts nothing in this way. The only effort is made by the Oxford University Press in India, and they are suffering from the dearth of good writers. The field is open to us. There is every prospect that the Ministry of Information will finance us.

Some day the British Council may take over this work, but that is looking a long way ahead.

(5) Discussions: The projected Round Table Talks should be a great advance on anything radio has hitherto been able to contemplate in the way of active intellectual contact with India. They should give us for the first time a good press; and they will also, it is presumed, be published.

As pure radio, they are expected to bring direct audience reaction, which expects an answer on the air. That will be a most important development. Questions and comments will be invited, forwarded by the Delhi office, and dealt with in later discussions. It is just that sort of audience contact which has been lacking.

CONCLUSION

In earlier reports I recommended expansion in Delhi. This report is really a corollary to those earlier ones. For if we are going to play our part in the radio war in India, we must have a staff and organisation capable of carrying out recommendations from Delhi.

VS.6

11.1.1943.

APPENDICES TO REPORT ON INDIAN PROGRAMMES

1. HINDUSTANI AND PUNJABI

(This note is by Ahmed Ali, a wellknown Urdu writer of the Delhi School):

As you know perhaps, Punjabis speak Urdu with the most awful accent and their pronunciation is simply dreadful. For instance, qaaf becomes kaaf, ghain becomes gain, and so on. Urdu or Hindustani as spoken by them is therefore most laughable. People often laugh at the BBC Punjabi announcers. I have even seen them switch off because of the badly spoken Hindustani. Urdu as spoken by Punjabis sounds to us very much as English spoken by Indians sounds to you. The fact that all our BBC Hindustani announcers, except Ashraf, Maqbool and Haider, are Punjabis stands in the way of our popularity. Urdu is not the mother-tongue of Punjabis. It is only their second language, though they speak it and read it from childhood. Their everyday social and even official business is carried on in Punjabi. Punjabi is a harsh and rugged language, quite different from Urdu or Hindustani. Urdu writers and journalists speak strongly about this. Molana Abdul Wahid of Badaun, a wellknown figure in Urdu journalism and religious society, is definite on the point. Kwaja Hasan Nizami (a Pir and newspaper proprietor) who came to see me the other day said that London should broadcast good Hindustani. He was pleased with the general standard of announcing from London, but said there were some Punjabis who were not good announcers, and hoped that we shall not lower the standard of Urdu by mutilating its grammar and pronunciation.

2. REPORTS ON NEWSLETTERS

Barns, Chief News Editor of AIR, had the following reports prepared for our Delhi office:
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3. TYPICAL QUOTATION ON OUR BENGALI NEWS BEING WEEKLY, AND OUR LACK OF THEIR MUSIC (quoted verbatim):

It is a pity that you announce Bengali news once a week for 60 million or more Bengali speaking listeners and there are only 130 million Hindustani speaking listeners and rest is Gujrat, Tamil, Telegu, Punjabi, Maharatti, Onya, Assamese, whereas the foreign countries give Bengali news every day with Bengali gramophone records. On Saturday 21st your announcer told in reply to Miss Anema Mukherji (Bihar) that it was difficult for him to broadcast Bengali records—curiously, Bengali news was followed by a Hindustani record instead of Bengali. I think you need to play Bengali records daily—in Bihar, U. P., Assam and Orissa there are at least one third to half a million Bengali speaking men. This omission brings in people to listen to foreign Bengali news which is full of filth and abuses. Reasonable mentioned° not to listen to it. This is very demoralising but people cant° help as they want direct news.

4. NUMBER OF RECEIVER SETS IN BRITISH INDIA

In July, when Posts & Telegraphs gave me the breakdown, the totals were:—
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AIR recently published a figure giving a round total of 162,000.

5. POSTAL INTERCEPT SHOWING THAT THE ENEMY THINKS IT WORTH WHILE TO TRY TO GET RECEIVER SETS INTO BRITISH INDIA: Letter intercepted:
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  1 Invoice from E. Paillard & Cie, Switzerland, dated 2.7.1942, pertaining to 9 cases of radios to Bombay via Lourenco Marques.

  2 Invoices from Ritschard (4 cases & 5 cases respectively).

  In each invoice, one of the items included is for Italian Customs formalities.




Appendix 2

2375. Orwell’s Notes: For “The Quick & the Dead” and For “The Last Man in Europe”


Dating the compilation of the notebook containing Orwell’s notes described as For ‘The Quick and the Dead’ and For ‘The Last Man in Europe’ (the ‘For,’ not underlined, may be important) is difficult but, because of its association with Nineteen Eighty-Four, important. Professor Bernard Crick, who reproduced part of the notebook in George Orwell: A Life (as Appendix A), suggested that ‘the notebook is certainly no later than January 1944 when [Orwell] mentioned in Tribune a list of “childhood fallacies” which he had in a notebook.’1 Crick also draws attention to a horse called Boxer being whipped, which associates ‘The Quick and the Dead’ with Animal Farm, and he refers to Orwell’s letter to Fredric Warburg of 22 October 1948 in which he said that he had first thought of Nineteen Eighty-Four in 1943; see 3477. However, in a letter written to Roger Senhouse on 26 December 1948 he said he had thought of the novel in 1944 ‘as a result of the Teheran Conference’ (end of November 1943) which divided the world into ‘Zones of influence, ’ as Orwell put it, a characteristic of Nineteen Eighty-Four, see 3513. W. J. West suggests that the outline of Ninety Eighty-Four is closely linked with Orwell’s time at the BBC, ‘having been written either while he was working through his last two months at the BBC or a few weeks later’ (West: Broadcasts, 60, n. 122). It is possible, however, that these notes were first put down earlier—even much earlier—and only re-ordered into the form that we now have them in this notebook at the time Orwell conceived of the idea for Nineteen Eighty-Four. There are few certainties here, and first consideration should be given to the physical characteristics of the notebook.

The notebook measures approximately 9 × 6¾ inches. Although not written on a single occasion, nor even over a short period of time, it is clearly a very well-ordered set of notes. Notes of this kind are often jotted down in a disordered manner, at different times, lack formal organisation, and include a variety of ‘jottings,’ false starts, crossings-out, and even entries at odd angles (as are Orwell’s arithmetical calculations, which eventually found their way into print in The Road to Wigan Pier). Although there are some differences in writing materials and a few crossings-out, these notes look much more like a fair copy of earlier notes than notes written down for the first time.

The notes are in three sections. The first two have identically-styled headings in the form of individual title-pages, each title being within double quotes and underlined, with the word ‘For’ not so distinguished. The first section, ‘The Quick and the Dead,’ has notes written on 19 rectos in blue-black ink, pencil, and, on the last three folios, a few lines in red ink amidst the blue-black. The use of red ink does not seem to be significant. The final line on folio 11, ‘Golden opportunity’ is in blue-black Biro. There are then fourteen blank folios followed by the title-page for ‘The Last Man in Europe.’ This is followed by four recto folios of notes in blue-black ink with a few pencil-markings (X and O) on the third folio. There is then a blank folio, followed by six recto folios and two versos (the last) intermittently interspersed with blanks, set out for lists, all written in blue-black Biro. As the transcript shows, these lists are not very full and two headings have no entries. The overall impression is of careful arrangement and clean execution. The writing in Biro cannot have been entered before early 1946. Orwell used the pen invented by László Biró (1899–1985). Although not listed in the Trade Marks Journal until 29 October 1947 (660/2), Orwell ordered a Biro from David Low (Booksellers) of 17 Cecil Court, Charing Cross Road, London WC2 in February 1946. They replied on the 19th saying they had none in stock but would supply one when they had. Orwell refers to using a Biro in a letter to Julian Symons, 26 December 1947, when seeking a refill; see 3318.2

The notebook contains two kinds of material: notes which have, presumably, been re-ordered from one or more earlier notebooks; and additions to this material made between mid-1946 and early 1948, probably at Barnhill or when Orwell lay ill in Hairmyres Hospital. (He found a Biro particularly useful for writing when he was in bed.) The date when the notes not written in Biro were compiled can only be guessed at. There are several possibilities:

1. Orwell took a fortnight’s holiday from his BBC duties 4–20 September 1943. He probably then finally made up his mind to leave the BBC and he resigned shortly after his return in a letter dated 24 September 1943. While on holiday he might not only have decided on his future but also reorganised his notes as a prelude to starting on a new book. This date makes psychological sense.

2. Orwell told Heppenstall on 24 August 1943 that he was ‘definitely’ leaving the BBC ‘probably’ in about three months’ time (2247). He might have written out earlier notes when working his two months’ notice at the BBC. This is not so likely. He was nothing if not conscientious, and he complained in normal times of the enervating burden of administrative work that hindered his creative writing. He clearly ensured a smooth changeover of duties, organising talks for at least two series to be given after he left and writing Newsletters to the very last moment, two of which were transmitted after he had gone, that for Indonesia being read by John Morris on his behalf. He was also not particularly well, taking a few days’ sick leave.3

3. The notes could have been written up immediately after Orwell left the BBC at the end of November 1943. There would be an urge to do that, but he was at once thrust into writing reviews, starting ‘As I Please,’ and organising his work as literary editor of Tribune. If he did any creative work at this time, it must surely have been on Animal Farm, which he completed within three months of leaving the BBC.

4. Possibly the notebooks were reorganised concurrently with Animal Farm, a possibility strengthened by the quotations in Tribune, 28 January 1944, mentioned by Crick, which give six of Orwell’s ‘Fallacies.’ However, these quotations were, presumably, available in the earlier notebooks, which were reorganised in the form we now have them. It is noticeable that the ‘Fallacies’ in Tribune are not in the order they are in the surviving notebook: five of them come from folios 1 and 2, one is from folio 17; and, though the phrasing is identical for four of the six, two show differences: that relating to dogs and sulphur is summarised in the notebook, and the notebook’s ‘That bulls are enraged at the sight of red’ is, in Tribune, ‘That bulls become infuriated at the sight of blood. ’ The evidence is slight but sufficient, perhaps, to suggest that this notebook was not reorganised concurrently with ‘As I Please’ for 28 January 1944, and hence not with Animal Farm.

5. A final suggestion (and other times are not inconceivable) is either after the completion of Animal Farm, mid-February 1944, or after the completion of The English People, mid-May 1944. By mid-February, Orwell had written and had published some 45,000 words of reviews and articles since mid-1943; by mid-May that figure had risen to 75,000 words (including ‘As I Please’), in addition to the 30,000 words of Animal Farm and 15,000 words for Britain in Pictures and all his BBC work. There was, in truth, not much breathing space after he handed in The English People on 22 May 1944, but his weekly rate dropped from something like 2,750 words a week (plus books and BBC material) for the preceding forty-four weeks to about 1,900 words a week for the five weeks after handing in Britain in Pictures to his being bombed out of his Mortimer Crescent flat on 28 June 1944. In that five-week period, he adopted a baby, Richard, which meant preoccupations other than writing, but also, perhaps, an incentive to thinking what kind of a world Richard would live in. Thus, the copying of earlier notes into this notebook may have been done as early as his summer vacation in September 1943 or as late as the time Richard was adopted in mid-1944. It is this uncertainty as to dating that has led to this material being arranged here outside the chronological ordering, as an Appendix.

To hazard a guess, an earlier rather than a later time in this period seems likely. Whilst he was on holiday (4–20 September 1943), there can be little doubt that Orwell gave thought to his future, especially in the light of his feeling that he was wasting his days at the BBC. That would be likely to prompt him to sort through his ideas for books he wished to write, to reorganise those ideas, and, perhaps, prepare a fair copy from his earlier jottings. His marking these For ‘The Quick and the Dead’ and For ‘The Last Man in Europe’ (and these two titles were conceivably written into the notebook at the same time) looks as if this notebook formed part of a plan of campaign on these lines: he would leave the BBC; take on the Literary Editorship of Tribune; write Animal Farm; and then write his two novels, ‘The Quick and the Dead’ and ‘The Last Man in Europe.’ It would be rational, if this hypothesis is correct, for him to have organised his thoughts on these two novels, written them up neatly, and marked them ‘for the two novels,’ as if to ensure that his ideas were not lost or confused whilst he was getting on with the other parts of his programme. I would, therefore, date this notebook late September 1943, conscious of how tentative such a dating must be.

What of the section in Biro, which must have been written in later? This seems to be associated with ‘The Principles of Newspeak,’ the Appendix to Nineteen Eighty-Four, and possibly the glossary Orwell prepared but which has not survived (see Facsimile, xi, n. 6). The plan for ‘The Last Man in Europe,’ though showing similarities to Nineteen Eighty-Four, is different from even the earliest surviving draft of the novel (which has, for example, three, not two parts).

If the notebook does represent a reorganisation of earlier notes, it becomes even more difficult to date its elements, since they surely were changed and smoothed in the course of re-ordering. Thus, the word ‘egregious,’ listed under the heading ‘Adjectives’ on f. 40, well illustrates the problem of dating. It is written in Biro, so cannot have entered the notebook until 1946 at the earliest. However, ‘egregious’ is given marked attention by Orwell in his review of Lancelot Hogben’s Interglossa in the Manchester Evening News, 23 December 1943, three years earlier; see 2395. It can be demonstrated from Burmese Days that a single word could, as it were, float in Orwell’s subconscious for an even longer period (see CW, II, 310, for his wish to substitute ‘knelt’ for ‘sit’). And that review seems to lie behind a phrase or two of the ‘Principles of Newspeak,’ which has: ‘Its vocabulary was so constructed to give exact and often very subtle expression to every meaning that a Party member could properly wish to express, while excluding all other meanings and also the possibility of arriving at them by indirect methods’ (CW, IX, 312–13). Writing of international languages in his review of Interglossa in 1943 (and doubtless having in mind his association with the Esperantists, Eugène Adam and the Westropes), Orwell wrote: ‘They must be capable of expressing fairly subtle meanings with the maximum of clarity, but in that case they must be devised by someone who really cares about clarity and would, for instance, bother to find out the meaning of the word “egregious”. In the next paragraph he writes: ‘anything which draws attention to the urgent need for some universal medium of communication, and to the sinister way in which several living languages are being used for imperialist purposes, is to be welcomed.’ Orwell was able to reach back into the past, into the recesses of his memory, to find words and ideas to suit his needs. Whether ‘egregious’ was listed in 1943 in some now lost notebook is impossible to tell; it might have been pinned down in writing only after a gap of three years, together with the ideas associated with it in the review of Interglossa: Newspeak was the imperialist language par excellence.

Although precise dating is impossible, there might be another clue to the origins of what survives in this notebook. The references to the years 1974, 1976, and 1978 on ff. 37 and 38 call to mind Orwell’s shifting of the year of his novel from 1980 to 1982, and then to 1984 (see Facsimile, 23) and his adjusting the presumed year of Winston Smith’s birth (1942/44 and 1943/45) to keep his age at thirty-nine (Facsimile, 25). (Orwell, incidentally, was thirty-nine in 1942.) If, when drafting his novel between 1946 and 1948, Orwell had in mind some time thirty-five years ahead, for the years 1974, 1976, and 1978 it would be necessary to go back to 1939, 1941, and 1943. These years can be linked with the statement made to Warburg that he first thought of the novel in 1943, and his statement in his Autobiographical Note of 17 April 1940 that he was ‘projecting a long novel in three parts to be called either The Lion and the Unicorn or The Quick and the Dead’; see613.

There is yet one more faint clue. It has been suggested by Daphne Patai that Orwell may have been inspired by Katharine Burdekin’s Swastika Night, first published in 1937 but reissued by the Left Book Club in 1940 (under the name Murray Constantine; see Facsimile, x and n. 4). Orwell never mentions this book. Conspiracy theorists suggest Orwell wished to hide an indebtedness to Burdekin, but because he did not conceal books that might have prompted his ideas, it is more likely that he missed the book, or thought it so poor as not to be worth reviewing with, say, Jack London’s The Iron Heel and H. G. Wells’s The Sleeper Awakes in Tribune under the heading ‘Prophecies of Fascism,’ 12 July 1940; see 655 and Orwell: A Literary Life (1995), 160–62.

It is a reasonable guess that Orwell drafted the originals of the notes in the surviving notebook when time lay heavy on his hands at Wallington in the early months of the war. He may have been prompted by various things, but not least by thoughts of his experience in Spain in 1937 and, in particular, the thought that a German victory might lead to his name being on a list like that in Spain and then to the activities of the secret police, house searches, and the need, but impossibility, of escaping across a border to a friendly country. Whereas Orwell was able to slip out of Spain—in a first-class restaurant car, indeed—he, and others, would have been trapped in Britain. Moreover, the time was unpropitious for creative writing. As he wrote to Rayner Heppenstall on 16 April 1940, the day before he composed his Autobiographical Note, ‘I keep reviewing and not getting on with my own book. God knows whether it will ever get written; see 612.’

The manuscript is reproduced without changes. A few matters of interest are noted. It has not proved possible to explain the significance of I, II, X and O marked in pencil in the manuscript. They may be indications for a later re-ordering. Folio breaks, as given by Orwell, are in square brackets.






2376. [unfoliated] For “The Quick & the Dead”

[f1]

I1 “Corf, corf, corf! We shall ’ave to send you to Corfe Castle, my boy.”

I Er — bide with me fast — falls the yeventide,

Ther — darkness deeperns — Lord with me erbide,

Whe — nother helpers — fail ern comforts flee,

Hel — pov the helpless soh er — bide with me!

I Their beliefs:

That you will be struck dead if you go into a church with your hat on.

That you can be had up for putting a stamp on a letter upside down.

That if you make a face & the wind changes you will be struck like that.

That if you wash your hands in the water that eggs have been boiled in you will get warts.

That there is a reward of £50 for spending a [f2] night in the Chamber of Horrors at Madame Tussaud’s.

That bats get into women’s hair, after which the women’s heads have to be shaved.

That if you cut yourself between the thumb & forefinger you get lockjaw.

That powdered glass is poisonous.

That bulls are enraged at the sight of red.

That a swan can break your leg with a blow of its wing.

II One thing that was notable about them was the way in which their interests had narrowed down until their whole life-work consisted in keeping house. Although they were not strictly speaking poor, & certainly were not overworked or pressed for time — for after all, they had nothing to do except to keep house — they had no outside interests whatever.

Looking backwards a quarter of a century, H. dimly remembered that at that time they had gone to church [f3] fairly regularly, had belonged to the Navy League & other patriotic organisations, had helped to organise fêtes & tableaux for the local Conservative Party, & on the other hand had dabbled in Women’s Suffrage, the R.S.P.C.A., spiritualism & Christian Science. All this had disappeared utterly. Life was lived from meal to meal & from chore to chore — the only long-term activity was the occasional buying of clothes, linen & crockery — & yet without any intense interest even in these things, because the guiding principle was always to save trouble. The work was not scamped, the house was always tidy, meals were always punctual, but everything was “such a nuisance”, “too much fag”, “makes such a lot of work,” “too expensive.” Recurrent remarks:

“Don’t dirty a clean plate. I’ll use this one.”

“I hope nobody wants a second helping.”

“You don’t want any water, do you? It means washing up the glasses.”

“Don’t take all the hot water”.

“I vote we don’t have a Christmas dinner this year. It makes such a lot of work.”

“Come on, let’s get this beastly meal over.”

[f4] All life centred round cooking & sewing, & yet none of them enjoyed their food — indeed, none of them ever seemed to be hungry — & all their clothes were dowdy. All outside interests were rejected on the ground that they cost money & interfered with home life. Religion was rejected partly because “it isn’t true” but in the main because the clergy are “only after your money”.

So also with politics; in any case they were unable to conceive how anyone could feel any interest in politics. Voluntary public activity of any kind seemed to them incomprehensible, or even wicked. They had ceased to feel the sentiment of patriotism. Charities of all kinds were, once again, “just trying to get money out of you”, & beggars were always2 turned from the door because “I don’t believe he’s genuine”. They showed undeviating firmness in refusing to buy from pedlars, gypsies or hire-purchase touts, or to subscribe to the Salvation Army or take tickets for the Church social. Of pleasure and work they knew nothing. They assessed all jobs or professions simply by the amount of money that could be earned at them, & were unable to imagine that anyone could have a different motive. [f5] Of sexual love they knew chiefly by hearsay. It was a thing that happened to other people, & had perhaps happened to themselves long ago — but never again, to themselves or anyone of their blood. Marriage was merely a disaster. For the man it meant adding a woman to his household expenses, to the woman it meant extra housework & the danger of children. Children were always spoken of as “such a worry” & “such an expense”, because “the school-fees are so terrible nowadays.”

As H. contemplated them it struck him that they were not living, which implies growth, but simply existing, with the minimum of activity in any direction whatever. There had perhaps never been people quite like them in any civilization the world had seen. At all times there had been people & classes who lived on the labour of others, consuming without producing, & also without breeding, but there had never perhaps been people who did this without any colour, pleasure, intensity or sense of purpose in their [f6] own lives. There had never been people who, consuming without producing, also made it an object to consume as little as possible, & while lacking any sense of purpose or vocation, also did nothing for pleasure & shunned every luxury or amusement as an extravagance. He could hardly imagine that in any other age any body of people had contrived in the same way to be stationary, negative & meaningless, & to remain so for decades at a stretch.

I Their rhymes:


Oxford upstairs, eating all the cakes,

Cambridge downstairs, washing up the plates.

High up the mountain

Green grows the grass;

Down came an elephant

Sliding on his arse.



[f7]

I Misquotations:


Lead on, MacDuff.

Peace on earth & goodwill to all men (even done in pokerwork).

A little knowledge is a dangerous thing.

Stuff a cold & starve a fever (taken as meaning that we should stuff a cold).



I Their sexual beliefs:

  Very early in life that° they believed that the doctor brought the baby with him in his black bag, but by 8 or 9 (or perhaps somewhat later) they had learned that it had something to do with the man’s & the woman’s sexual organs. They nevertheless had to rediscover this knowledge after having more or less possessed it & then passed through a period of ignorance. Thus at the age of 6 B. had played with the plumber’s children up the road, until his mother found out & stopped him, & their [f8] play was largely sexual. They played at “doctors”, & also at “mothers & fathers” (coming from a more crowded home the plumber’s children were more precocius° in this) & both boys & girls inspected each other’s sexual organs with great interest. Yet by about 9 years of age B. seemed to have forgotten all about this & had to have it explained to him by a schoolfellow of the same age. The schoolfellow’s explanation was: “You know those two balls you have — well, you know. Well, somehow or other one of them gets up into the woman’s body, & then it grows into a baby.” This remained the sum of B.’s knowledge for several years. The whole subject made him feel so sick that he disliked thinking about it. In order to be a daredevil & impress younger boys he used the words bugger & fuck, but attached no concrete meaning to them. By about 13 he thought more frequently about sexual intercourse, chiefly because of the constant references to it in classical literature & [f9] the Bible, but it still disgusted him. As his practical knowledge of the subject was derived from rabbits, he believed up to the age of fifteen, or nearly sixteen, that human beings do it in the same attitude as animals. At fifteen he suddenly discovered that sex was attractive after all, & began masturbating, but he had no lifelike mental picture of sexual intercourse for a year or more after this. Till the age of 16 he continued to believe that babies are born through the navel, & he only learned of menstruation at the age of 18. For several years after beginning to masturbate he believed that this would lead to insanity, but this did nothing towards curing him of the habit.

I Rhymes:


Good King Wenceslas looked out

On the feast of Steven;

Someone hit him in the snout

And made it all uneven.



[f10]


Old King Cole was a merry old soul,

And a merry old soul was he,

He called for a light in the middle of the night

To go to the W.C.

The moon was shining on the old barn door,

The candle had a fit,

And old King Cole fell down the hole

And that was the end of it.



I Treat him with the contempt he deserves

Punishment he so richly deserved

But he was swiftly undeceived

But it was not to be

Sickening trend

The doom that lay in store for him

Might have been observed

He little knew

[f11]

“No, not with Kate — never. She’s not that kind of girl at all.”

“Oh, I’m that kind of girl, am I? Thank you!”

“I only meant she isn’t interested in men.”

“Oh, I’m interested in men, am I? That is nice. Thank you!”

I Infra dig

In the circs.

How much do they rush you?

The gathering of the clans

Steady the Buffs (eg. “Steady the Buffs with the butter”)

The psychological moment

Golden opportunity3

[f12]

I–II The soldiers marching down the road, at ease, & singing. It is a pleasant summer evening, the men are a little dusty, very sunburnt, & their tunics are open at the neck. They are marching in beautiful rhythm, singing tunefully & not very loud, & have the air of regarding the war as a joke they can take in their stride. The officer is not singing, but he is smiling with the men & sometimes swinging his cane in time.


“No, lady, No, lady,

“No shine to-dye!

“They was all shined yester–dye!

“So we laid down the bucket

“And we all says “Fuck it!

“We’ll clean no windows to-dye!”



Then the photograph of a column of soldiers marching, twenty years afterwards. It has the blurry & grotesque look of old photographs. What chiefly strikes H. is the raggedness of the men’s moustaches. They look like walruses & moreover they are small & their uniforms are ill-fitting. H. [f13] has the feeling that something somewhere has shrunken & undergone a radical transformation. He is unable to understand how he could once have regarded such men as demi-gods.

I Mr Chapman, the retired butler who lived up the road & with whom B. used to go & talk. The conservatory where he grew his tomatoes. B. greatly impressed by the warmth of the conservatory. Mr. Chapman’s alpaca coat, slippers, rather plump face & watery eyes. His talk chiefly about his (dead) wife who used to be a stewardess & how she used to sing & dance to entertain the passengers during stormy weather. He seldom speaks of her without tears coming into his eyes. “My dear wife”. Seemingly rather glad to have a confidant aged 6 & talking to B. as an equal (a rare thing in B.’s experience). But one day when syringing his tomatoes thinking it rather funny to squirt water (not in very large quantities) over B. B. at first entering into the spirit of it, but finally [f14] angered by a feeling of impotence against the big grown-up man with a syringe in his hand, & suddenly siezing° a can of water & drenching Mr Chapman. B. feels a sense of guilt even as he does it, because, though Mr Chapman is not very badly wetted, there is distinctly more water on him than has been squirted onto B. with the syringe. Mr Chapman very angry. A long time afterwards, during the next holidays, B. goes to see Mr Chapman again to some extent the quarrel is made up, but things are never the same again.

I The dying horse (presumably in the retreat in 1918). It is old Boxer, who either used to work on the farm or else pulled a coal cart. The boy hitting him to make him get up, but not very hard. Then the officer arriving. “What, won’t get up, won’t he? I’ll get him up”. The officer is a short powerfully-built man with a white face which at the moment needs shaving. He takes the whip & lashes terrible blows on to the horse, [f15] not losing his temper but calculatingly & with terrible force. The whip screams as it flies through the air, enough to frighten the boy. At last with a scream the dying horse struggles to its feet & the gun (or whatever it is) moves slowly onwards. All this against a background of debris & distant gunfire.

I–II The scene in Charing Cross Station (1918).

  General impression — the station densely packed with people, the train crowded with khaki-clad men & their equipments, the platform mostly thronged with women, but many wounded men in their bright blue uniforms & red ties. Much laughing, shouting, singing, but a general feeling of hysteria. The station not only seems crowded, but very hot. As the train draws out the men in it break into song. (q. what song?) A great wave of hysteria seems to pass over the people left behind & the platform is thronged by women all in tears. General [f16] picture — the train slowly drawing out, window after window full of brown khaki-framed faces, weeping women, crowds, heat, hysteria & the tune of (?).

  H. has wandered into this on his way to somewhere or other. For a year or more he has lived in a world in which there might as well be no war going on, except for the food shortage. The war is something disgusting which you do not talk about, & which at any rate cannot conceivably bring any benefit to yourself. His mind is full of (what?) The scene on the platform half brings the war into his consciousness.4 Then suddenly, outside, coming on his cousin, Arthur Barker,5 being carried out on a stretcher. Blankets, elegant officer’s cap laid on the body (body very flat under the blankets), & a waxy white face with nose strangely sharp. Suddenly H. knows that the war is going on, that people older & more responsible than he are fighting it & think it supremely important to win it. He has a sudden terrible vision of the life of the trenches going on & on while he & his kind are [f17] safe in the background & forget that the war is happening. His death in Spain in 1937 is the direct result of this vision.


 Fallacies (contd.)6

That if you tell a lie you get a spot on your tongue.

That people who have a touch of the tarbrush can be detected by their fingernails.

Sulphur in a dog’s drinking water (as a “tonic”).

That orientals are not subject to sunstroke.

That dogs are good judges of character.

That all toadstools are poisonous.

That pigs cannot swim because if they do so they cut cut° their throats with their trotters.7

The wisdom of the elephant —

Longevity of the elephant —

Sudden reversion in the case of people who have dark blood. That snakes sting.

[f18]

I didn’t half give him what-for8

Something chronic

Now isn’t that aggravating

Not if it was ever so

Laugh? I thought I should have died

Not if I live till I draw my last breath

That’s just where it is

She didn’t half take on

It’s a good thing that was put a stop to

Now you’ve been & gone & done it

That’s me all over

Did you ever? No, I never

Well, I never!

You could have knocked me down with a feather

Carrying on (with)

Creating

[f19]

 & anachronistic9

Dead metaphors:

New wine in old bottles

Ring the changes

No stone unturned

Pave the way

A bitter pill



[ff. 20–33 blank]




2377. [f34] For “The Last Man in Europe”

[f35]       To be brought in

Newspeak (one leading article from the “Times”)1

Comparison of weights, measures etc.

Statistics.

Window boxes.

Rectification.

Position of R.Cs.

Pacifists.

Interrelation between the Party & the Trusts.

Position of the proles.

Sexual code.

Names of B.M. etc.

Films.

The party lowdown.

Dual standard of thought.

Bakerism2 & ingsoc

The party slogans (War is peace. Ignorance is strength. Freedom is slavery).

World geography.

The Two Minutes Hate.

[f36]

 The general lay-out as follows.

Part I Build-up of —

a. 3 The system of organised lying on which society is founded.

b. The way in which this is done (falsification of records etc.).

c. The nightmare feeling caused by the disappearance of objective truth.

d. Leader-worship etc.

e. The swindle of Bakerism & Ingsoc.

f. Loneliness of the writer. His feeling of being the last man.

g. Equivocal position of the proles, the Christians & others.

h. Antisemitism (& terrible cruelty of war etc.)

i. The writer’s approaches to X & Y.

j. The brief interlude of the love affair with Y.

Part II. a. Declaration of war against Eastasia.

b. The arrest & torture.

[f37] c. Continuation of the diary, this time not written down.

d. The final consciousness of failure.

All in long chapters, & therefore the layout more accurately might be thus:

 Part I divided into about 6 parts, comprising:

[image: Figure]

30,000

words vi. Love affair with Y. Conversations with X.

 Part II to be divided into 3 main parts comprising:

15,000

words i. The torture & confession. X

10,000

words ii. Continuation of the diary, mentally. X

5000

words iii. Recognition of own insanity. O

?

The fantasmagoric effect produced by:

Were we at war with Eastasia in 1974? Were we [f38] at war with

Eurasia in 1978? Were A, B & C present at the secret conference in

1976? Impossibility of detecting similar memories in anyone else.

Non-memory of the proles. Equivocal answers.

Effect of lies & hatred produced by:

Films. Extract of anti-Jew propaganda. B’casts.

The Two Minutes Hate. Enemy propaganda & writer’s response to it.

[f39 blank]


[From hereon the text is written in Biro.]



[f40]

Adjectives.

Unforgettable

Veritable

Egregious

[f41]

Adjectives & nouns

[f42 blank]

[f43]

Metaphors.

[ff 44 and 45 blank]

[f46]

Metaphorical words & phrases

Bone of contention

Spearhead

Yardstick

Melting pot

Bitter pill

Cornerstone

Keystone

[f47]

Redundancies

For all the world

Naturally

Literally (inaccurate)

For the simple reason that

[f48]

Stale slang & jargon phrases

In short supply

In short order

In due course (filler?)

[ff49–54 blank with about seven folios torn out between ff 52 and 53]

[f54 verso]

Ship

J.B.

[image: Figure]




Notes

Introduction to Volume XV

fn1 Abha Sharma Rodrigues, ‘George Orwell, the BBC and India: A Critical Study’, Edinburgh University, Ph.D. thesis, 1994, pp. 176–7.

1. Presumably for ‘A Letter from England’, 3 January 1943, for Partisan Review; 1797. See also 1796.

2. Orwell enclosed a list of names (with addresses). These comprised L. H. Myers, Tilecoats, Marlow, Bucks; Paul Willert, 14 Halsey Street, Chelsea, London SW; Fredric Warburg, 29 St Edmunds Court, St Edmunds Terrace, London NW8; E. M. Forster, West Hackhurst, Abinger Hammer, Near Dorking, Surrey; Mulk Raj Anand, 8 St George’s Mews, Regents Park Road, London NW1; Reginald Reynolds, A.R.P. Billets. St Marks College, Kings Road, London SW10; Desmond Hawkins, Todds Farm, Saxtead, Framlingham, Suffolk; Herbert Read, Broom House, Seer Green, Beaconsfield, Bucks; John Atkins, Care of the “Tribune”, 222 Strand, London WC; G. R. Strauss, M.P., House of Commons, London SW1; Dr. C. H. Waddington, Christ’s College, Cambridge; Professor Lancelot Hogben, 33 High Street, Aberdeen, Scotland; Lt. Sir Richard Rees, R.N.V.R., The Admiralty, Whitehall, London SW1; J. F. Horrabin, 16 Endsleigh Gardens, London NW4; V. S. Pritchett, Maiden Court, Great Shefford, Near Newbury, Berks. Against Hawkins’s and Read’s names someone has written ‘no.’

3. No letter to Macdonald on this subject has been traced.

4. In his London Letter of 1 January 1942, 913, Orwell had attacked Comfort and others. For responses, see 913, n. 4 and ‘Pacifism and War: A Controversy’, 1270, in which Comfort took part.

5. Talking to India, published 18 November 1943; see 2359.

1916. Jack London: ‘Landmarks in American Literature,’ 5

1. Producer ] Director

2. producing ] directing

3. Burmese Days ] Homage to Catalonia

4. you ] us

5. This announcement is preceded in the typescript by an alternative cue-line: ‘Here is George Orwell ….’ Either may have been used, but the alteration of ‘us’ to ‘you’ in the second one suggests that the first and shorter cue-line was not used.

6. story, but here ] story, and you will hear a passage from it read presently by Herbert Read. Here in broadcast

7. Reviewed by Orwell in Tribune, 12 July 1940; see 655.

8. a rather silly one about which I don’t want to say much, and that ] something which seems almost too silly to mention, but which has its importance and is the best-known side of his work in the English-speaking countries. This

9. This produced … English-speaking peoples, and it ] Jack London wrote quite a number of those books which I believe are almost peculiar to the English-speaking civilization, in which the hero is an animal—usually a dog—an animal which thinks and talks and is credited with the feelings of a human being. The best known are “White Fang” and “The Call of the Wild”, though there are a number of others. Naturally these books, each of which is a sort of biography of a dog, usually a sledge-dog in the wilds of Alaska, make first-rate children’s books, but they have been much read by grown-up people as well, and their existence has done something towards securing Jack London a big public and at the same time towards damaging his reputation as a serious writer. This animal cult which is so common in the English-speaking countries—the tendency to be sentimental about animals and to pity their sufferings more than those of human beings in uncut script

10. trait. Many ] trait and many in uncut script

11. it, and Jack London’s short stories would probably ] it. Jack London’s short stories and books like “The Road” and “The People of the Abyss”, would, in uncut script

12. Wild. The ] Wild”. But it is important to note that Jack London did have this boyish, animal-worshipping side to him, co-existing with two other strains which are very different. The in uncut script

13. writer. By choice he wrote ] writer. In so far as one can father this kind of thing on to any one writer, one might say that Jack London was the originator of the American cult of the “he-man”, the cult of violence and masculinity which you get in a vulgarised form in every American magazine and which reappears in a more sophisticated form in writers like Hemingway. By choice Jack London wrote in uncut script

14. He ] Like the great French novelist, Emile Zola, he in uncut script

15. story ] short story in uncut script

16. the story ] it

17. man. I ] man. Another, rather touching, story called “A Piece of Steak” describes an old superannuated prizefighter, who has been weakened by underfeeding, fighting a hopeless battle against a man much younger than himself. I in uncut script

18. The script, here and elsewhere, has an initial capital ‘S.’

19. contradictions. // Most ] contradictions. Even Lenin wrote off as impossible the idea that the whole capitalist class might organise itself into a vast corporation, sinking its differences in order to fight against the working class—which in fact is what has happened in Germany. Most in uncut script, with no paragraph break

20. would not have made ] did not make

21. die because the writers of Marxist textbooks told it to die ] die of something called “historic necessity”

22. human nature out of account ] human nature—for instance the hunting instinct—out of account in uncut script

23. Presumably a reference to Orwell’s indebtedness in writing Down and Out in Paris and London.

1917. To Norman Collins, Empire Talks Manager

1. Frederick James Marquis (1889–1976; Baron, 1939; Viscount, 1953; Earl, 1956), a department-store executive, became a household name as Lord Woolton when Minister of Food, 1940–43. Later he was a member of the War Cabinet and Minister of Reconstruction, 1943–45; Lord President of the Council, 1945, 1951–52; Chancellor of the Duchy of Lancaster (with a seat in the Cabinet), 1952–55. As Minister of Food, he won praise and respect for his efficiency and fairness, and for making the unpalatable palatable.

1918. To H. D. Graves-Law

1. See letter to Graves-Law, 16 February 1943, 1888, n. 2.

1925. BBC Talks Booking Form, 3.3.43

1. This form was marked as from the Indian Programme Organiser’s Office but was initiated by Rushbrook Williams. He wrote to Durai on 2 March telling him that the Contracts Department would be getting in touch with him following his agreement to accept ten guineas in settlement of his claim (and see 1889). On the carbon of this letter, Williams instructed Bokhari’s secretary, Mary Blackburn, to make the appropriate arrangements with the Contracts Department. The form has typed at its head, ‘THIS IS URGENT.’

1926. To L. F. Rushbrook Williams

1. This meant that the regular Newsletter to India could not be broadcast on 6 March.

2. Public Relations Officer, Ministry of Food.

1927. To Norman Collins

1. On 5 March 1943, Collins sent a memorandum to G. F. Barnes, Director of Talks, Home Service, saying that Orwell was considering approaching Shaw and requesting clearance. The memorandum is annotated: ‘we have nothing out to G.B.S.’; ‘ETM’s secretary informed on telephone 9/3 JW’; and ‘GBS. has turned down Close-Up: “Getting past that sort of thing”. Weymouth was asked about a John Burns Obit.’ Collins wrote to Shaw on 23 March asking him to speak on Ibsen in Orwell’s series, but the letter was not sent. It is annotated ‘Mr Foot [the Director General] doesn’t think the occasion warrants writing to Mr Shaw.’ That marks the end of this attempt to have Shaw speak in an Eastern Service Programme.

1929. To Bonamy Dobrée

1. Dobrée could not get away because of his Senior Training Corps duties at camp.

2. For a talk on ‘The Progress of Philosophic Thought.’

1930. To T. S. Eliot

1. Orwell confused The Indian Emperor and The Indian Queen; see his letter to Eliot, 15 March 1943, 1953. Dryden was sole author of the former (1655) but collaborated with Sir Robert Howard on the latter (1664).

2. George Sampson (1873–1950), author, editor, and reviewer, was an inspector of London County Council schools. A biographical note in the BBC pamphlet Books and Authors, 1946, described him as ‘the author of The Concise Cambridge History of English Literature, and of many other works of literary criticism. He has also edited the works of Coleridge, Berkeley, George Herbert and many other writers, ancient and modern. He is a member of the Departmental Committee on the Teaching of English in England.’

1931. BBC Talks Booking Form, 4.3.43

1. Tom Driberg (1905–1976), journalist, lecturer, broadcaster, was on the editorial staff of the Daily Express, 1928–43 (gossip columnist ‘William Hickey’ from 1930); war correspondent, 1939–45 and Korean war; Independent M.P., 1942 and Labour M.P., 1945. It has been claimed that he was for many years an agent of both MI5 and the KGB. Among books written by him was Guy Burgess: A Portrait with Background (1956). He flaunted his homosexuality and, at a time when this was illegal, he escaped some close brushes with the law. See Francis Wheen, Tom Driberg: His Life and Indiscretions (1990).

1934. To Talks Booking Manager

1. This memorandum is annotated ‘No fee letter not exclusive.’ This implies that Lord Woolton took no fee but, as a letter to his secretary from the Programme Contracts Director of 8 March indicates, the BBC was anxious to retain broadcasting, recording, and translation rights for twenty-eight days after the broadcast and publication rights within the UK for the same period and elsewhere for six months after the broadcast.

1936. To Philip Unwin

1. Mark Benney (Henry Ernest Degras, 1910–) achieved immediate recognition for Low Company: Describing the Evolution of a Burglar (1936), written in prison. His Over to Bombers was a fictional account of the transformation of a luxury-car factory to the manufacture of airplanes. After the war he migrated to the United States and taught social science. Orwell reviewed his The Big Wheel, in Tribune, 23 August 1940 (see 676), and his Charity Main in The Observer, 10 March 1946; see 2925.

1941. To Arthur Wynn, Music Bookings Manager

1. This series is to be distinguished from that of six eight-minute programmes starting on 18 March 1943, for which Menon was paid £2.2s per broadcast; see 1961. The proposed fee for this fifteen-minute series was £3.3s; see 1966.

1942. [To Penguin Books]

1. This letter, written on BBC letterhead, has no addressee. It can be assumed it is to Penguin Books from that of 11 March 1943; see 1949.

2. In the light of Orwell’s later bitterness over the way Gollancz had ‘garbled’ Burmese Days (see CW, II, Textual Note, 310), his comment that it was ‘slightly bowdlerised’ is surprising. In his letter to Leonard Moore on 22 February 1935 (see 238), he had said that Gollancz required ‘a few trifling alterations.’ The U.S. edition sold better than Orwell remembered. It was, in fact, reprinted. The first printing, I-1, was of 2,000 copies, published 25 October 1934. A second impression, marked K-l, was probably issued on 11 December 1934, but the number of copies is not known; 976 copies were remaindered. It seems unlikely that a second printing of only 1,000 copies would have been made if all were to be remaindered, so the second printing may have been 1,500 or 2,000 copies, which would give total sales of the U.S. edition of some 2,500 to 3,000 copies. The Penguin edition was published in May 1944.

1944. BBC Talks Booking Form, 8.3.43

1. Ivan Maisky (1884–1975), Soviet Ambassador to Britain, 1932–43, and Assistant People’s Commissar for Foreign Affairs, 1943–46, had negotiated and signed the Non-Aggression Treaty with Finland, 1932, and other pacts. Among his publications were Before the Storm (1944), Spain (1808–1917) (1957), Reminiscences of a Soviet Ambassador in Britain (1960), and Spanish Notebooks (1962).

1948. To T. S. Eliot

1. Orwell meant The India Emperor.

2. Walter Sherard Vines (1890–), Professor of English, University of Tokyo, 1923–28; Professor of English Literature, University College, Hull, 1928–52; and author of a number of academic books, among them The Course of English Classicism (1929) (see Orwell’s review, The New Adelphi, June-August 1930, 97), and A Hundred Years of English Literature (1950).

3. Presumably James Stephens; see 1901, n. 1.

1949. To Penguin Books

1. Burmese Days, Homage to Catalonia, Coming Up for Air, Inside the Whale.

2. Orwell signed his name above ‘Yours truly.’

1952. Weekly News Review, 59

1. —from this morning’s news … in the City, ] handwritten interlinear addition. The position of this insertion is not marked, but the passage ‘on the central front … the southern part of Tunisia’ has been written out and attached to the original typescript (see headnote).

2. long ] strong; handwritten substitution

3. can be ] have been; handwritten substitution

4. There is a handwritten note in the margin: ‘4th factor.’

5. The last word of this page has only ‘po’; ‘position’ has been written below it.

6. favourable ] available; handwritten substitution

7. But ] handwritten insertion

8. more ] handwritten insertion

9. The typescript has ‘nearly five years’ but ‘nearly’ is crossed through.

10. Only the series of commentaries to India was being concluded; see headnote.

1953. To T. S. Eliot

1. Not traced.

2. See 1930, n. 1.

3. Aureng-Zebe (1676) was Dryden’s last play in rhyme; like the two others mentioned, it was in the heroic mode.

1954. Note to Norman Collins

1. Stephen Gilbert (1912–), born in Northern Ireland, was a newspaper reporter, 1931–33, a seed merchant, 1933–39, then served in the army, 1939–41. He was also the author of Bombardier (1943), Monkeyface (1948), The Burnaby Experiment (1952), and Ratman’s Notebooks (1968), later published as Willard and filmed in 1971.

1960. To Norman Collins

1. This was a long-running talk-show featuring personalities ‘in London Town,’ often fashionable visitors, which was broadcast in the United Kingdom from before the outbreak of war.

1961. To Arthur Wynn, Music Bookings Manager

1. This has been dated in relation to Wynn’s letter to Menon of 18 March booking the six eight-minute programmes at £2.2s each. In alternate weeks with these eight-minute programmes, starting on 25 March 1943, Menon gave fifteen-minute programmes; see 1905 and 1941.

1963. To James Stephens

1. It was actually dated 26th February.

1964. Review of Letters on India by Mulk Raj Anand

1. Leonard Woolf (1800–1969), author, editor, and publisher, served in the Ceylon Civil Service, 1904–11, and his early novels were based on his time in Ceylon. He and his wife, Virginia, daughter of Sir Leslie Stephen, founded the Hogarth Press in 1917, which published early works by, among others, E. M. Forster and T. S Eliot. He was literary editor of The Nation, 1923–30, and joint editor of Political Quarterly, 1931–59. Among his political and social books were Socialism and Co-operation (1921), Imperialism and Civilization (1928), and After the Deluge: A Study of Communal Psychology (2 vols., 1931, 1939). He also wrote five volumes of autobiography, and published them and the diaries of his time in Ceylon (1960–69).

1965. News Commentary in English for Malaya, 25

1. John Morris (1895–1980; CBE, 1957) served in the army, 1915–34, and was a member of the 1922 and 1936 expeditions to Mt. Everest; Professor of English Literature, Keio University, and lecturer at Imperial and Bunrika Universities, Tokyo, from 1938, and concurrently adviser on the English language to Japan’s Department of Foreign Affairs. He was head of the BBC Far Eastern Service, 1943–52 (replacing Rushbrook Williams), and Controller for the BBC Third Programme, 1952–58. At the time he read this Newsletter he was not yet ESD and worked in a room adjacent to Orwell’s. His memoir of Orwell, ‘Some Are More Equal Than Others,’ appeared in Penguin New Writing, 40, September 1950; reprinted in Orwell Remembered, 171–76, as ‘That Curiously Crucified Expression.’ A note to the entry for 14 December 1952 in Stephen Spender’s Journals 1939–1983 (edited by John Goldsmith, 1985) describes Morris as ‘A not very daring promoter of the cause of culture, cruelly teased by his friend, E. M. Forster, who referred to him as “the pudding”.’

1966. To Arthur Wynn, Music Bookings Manager

1. Typed as ‘we.’

1967. To P. Chatterjee

1. On 22 March, Chatterjee wrote to Orwell to say that C. R. Tonkin, Far East Editor, after seeing four of the seven Newsletters he had done in Bengali did not think too badly of them. Orwell wrote out the reply reproduced above in draft on the verso of Chatterjee’s letter. Assuming Chatterjee included 20 March in these seven, this would suggest that Orwell had written only two Newsletters after 16 January 1943—he was ill 20 January to 11 February. The two he wrote were probably those for 20 and 27 February 1943.

1968. To Quintin Hogg

1. Quintin Hogg (see 512, n. 3) was at this time a Conservative M.P. serving in the army.

1970. To G. V. Desani

1. Desani had written to Orwell in an undated letter (but before 14 April 1943) suggesting that a Buddhist classic be included in this series. He offered to give such a talk. On the recto of this letter Orwell wrote: ‘Ansd. 14.4.43,’ but that letter has not been traced.

2. For Double British Summer Time see 1096, n. 2.

1971. To Paul Potts

1. Paul Potts (1911–1990), a Canadian poet, was to become one of Orwell’s friends and visited him at Barnhill, Jura. The chapter ‘Don Quixote on a Bicycle’ in Potts’s Dante Called You Beatrice (1960), partially reprinted in Orwell Remembered, 248–60, describes Orwell affectionately. Potts says, ‘The happiest years of my life were those during which I was a friend of his’ (79). His A Poet’s Testament was published in 1940.

2. past ] passed, in carbon

1973. To Philip Unwin

1. From annotations made at Allen & Unwin’s, it seems that although there were ‘20 in all’ contributing to the book, twelve copies were to be allowed, assuming that not all the contributors would want one. On 30 March, Allen & Unwin wrote to Orwell accepting the deletion of Clause 16, prompting Orwell to send them the ‘blurb’ (see 1983), and saying, ‘In these days of acute paper shortage, when it is almost certain that a book of this type will sell right out, we have to watch our free list carefully.’ However, if every contributor did ‘clamour for a copy,’ they would provide them.

1975. To E. W. D. Boughen, Talks Booking

1. See 1958 for Booking Form.

2. See 1893 for Booking Form.

1977. BBC Talks Booking Form, 27.3.43

1. On 29 March 1943, Miss E. W. D. Boughen, writing on behalf of the Programme Contracts Director, told Telkar that although it was not possible to pay each speaker in a thirteen-minute discussion programme the same fee that a single speaker would receive broadcasting alone for that time, it was proposed to raise his rate for ‘In Your Kitchen’ to eight guineas, so he would not ‘feel that we are paying you inadequately for your valuable services.’

1980. To Reginald Reynolds

1. Talking to India; see Orwell’s letter to Philip Unwin, 26 March 1943, 1973.

2. In a lettercard dated 26 March 1943, Cedric Dover had told Orwell that he had been suddenly called up and was serving in the Royal Army Ordnance Corps as a private. He was ill, work had piled up, and, since he had only his army pay, he had ‘defaulted’ on his debt to Orwell, despite cutting down even on smoking. He asked if there were any possibility of more talks. It seems extremely unlikely that Orwell failed to reply, but no response has been traced.

1983. To Philip Unwin

1. On the verso of this letter are some notes, presumably written in the offices of Allen & Unwin, outlining points to be made in publicity for Talking to India: ‘1. Competes with German radio 2. More freedom of speech to India than in other b/casts.’ Also noted: ‘Some copies must go to India & U.S.A. George Orwell would act as editor.’ In another hand, ‘File. J. C. Thornton, B.B.C.’

1984. Draft for postcard to Reginald Reynolds

1. The first talk is, perhaps, that on Alaska mentioned in Orwell’s letter of 29 March 1943; see 1980. The other talk would then be on Elizabethan literature.

1985. To R. R. Desai

1. This letter is not dated. The Monday probably refers (from the position in the file) to 5 April 1943, when Desai was to broadcast Gujarati Newsletter, 58. This letter could also be dated 1 April 1943.

1986. To Osbert Sitwell

1. The name of the character in Wilde’s play is Ernest, but the spelling in the title should be ‘Earnest.’

2. Sitwell replied from Renishaw Hall, near Sheffield, on 4 April, declining because he was too busy. He had a play to do for the BBC and was not only behind with that but had a thousand tasks weighing him down. He told Orwell to ask him again later on. See Orwell’s letter to him of 13 April 1943, 2006.

1989. Comment on Robert Duval’s ‘Whitehall’s Road to Mandalay’ and Correspondence on Nationalism

1. L. S. Amery (1873–1955), Conservative politician and journalist; Secretary of State for India and Burma, 1940–45.

2. Rosa Luxemburg (or Luxembourg; 1870–1919) was a leader, with Karl Liebknecht, of the Spartactists, a revolutionary splinter group which broke away from the German Social Democratic movement in 1917, demanding the violent overthrow of the German government in order to end the war and bring about a socialist society based on its beliefs. The Spartacists founded the Communist Party of Germany in December 1918. The following month they instigated a series of mass demonstration, in the course of which Luxemburg and Liebknecht were arrested and shot.

3. For Ioannis Metaxas, dictator of Greece, 1936–41; see 773, n. 2.

4. Keidrych Rhys (1914–1987), a poet, journalist, broadcaster prominent in welsh national affairs, directed the Druid Press from 1945, was editor of Wales, and contributed to Horizon, The Listener, Penguin New Writing, and The Times Literary Supplement. He served in the Royal Artillery for three years during World War II. Orwell included him in the sixth group of Modern Poets, ‘Apocalyptics, etc.,’ in a series of broadcasts he was about to arrange. See Orwell’s letter to Mulk Raj Anand, 20 October 1942 (1592), regarding a radio interview with Rhys.

5. R. A. Butler (see 644, n. 8) was Minister of Education, 1941–45. His policies tended towards the left of the Conservative Party, and his name was linked with that of Hugh Gaitskell, leader of the Labour Party, as ‘Butskillism,’ to suggest a moderate, centre approach in politics.

6. Alfred Leslie Rowse (1903–), historian and author whose works include collections of poems and stories of Cornwall and of and by the Cornish.

7. Rajan Palme Dutt (1896–1974), author, journalist, Vice-Chairman of the Communist Party; editor of Labour Monthly from 1921 and of the Daily Worker 1936–38. Orwell had several of his pamphlets in his collection. See also 519, n. 45.

1990. To Noel Sircar

1. Noel Sircar had written to Orwell on 31 March 1943 asking if there was any work he could do—‘scripts or the like.’ He was ‘not keen on the “Personality of the Week” series, for the reasons I explained to your secretary.’ Orwell wrote out his reply on the verso of Sircar’s letter. In the draft, ‘may’ in the last sentence is underlined.

1993. To Reginald Reynolds

1. ‘Dear Reg.’ is crossed through.

2. Probably ‘The Second Discovery of America.’

1995. To Benjamin Musgrave

1. ‘MB’ is not an error for ‘WMB.’ The letter was presumably typed by Mary Blackburn, not by Winifred Bedwell. The layout of the letter is not in the latter’s style.

2. Ardaschir had written to Orwell in February 1943 asking if he would act as a referee for him. He said his other referee was Sir Gerald Woods Wollaston, Garter King of Arms, who had known him for many years. Musgrave worked in the Public Meetings section of the Ministry of Information.

1996. To Philip Unwin

1. In a letter of 2 April 1943, Philip Unwin proposed to go ahead and set the type for Talking to India (see 2359). He sent a rough draft of a possible ‘blurb’ and asked if all the photographs Orwell had sent were to be used; some were of people whose talks were not being included.

2. Winifred Bedwell originally typed ‘your word,’ but ‘your’ was changed by Orwell to ‘one.’ Two carbon copies of the blurb survive. One is unaltered; the other has three changes. In ‘A distinguished gathering of authors have collected for this book …,’ ‘have collected for’ has been changed to ‘is represented in’; in the first paragraph, ‘intended’ has been crossed out; and at the end of the blurb, ‘represents’ has been changed to ‘is.’ In a letter of 6 April from Allen & Unwin, the verbal change was said to be ‘very desirable.’ It is not clear which ‘one word’ Orwell altered. Allen & Unwin also indicated a preference for the illustration of Tambimuttu and Hsiao Ch’ien to a composite of several photographs.

1998. To J. B. S. Haldane

1. This letter is reproduced from the top copy in the Haldane Papers, University College London. It is on the regular BBC, Broadcasting House, London, W. 1. paper, but the telephone number has been changed to ‘Euston 3400, Ext 208.’ The letter is annotated, ‘12.30 pm. Yes. House-flies try Prof Buxton F.R.S., London School of Hygiene. He could do it himself (he has tropical experience) or recommend someone.’ A carbon copy survives in the BBC Written Archive.

1999. To J. F. Horrabin

1. ‘round’ was an alteration in Orwell’s hand from the typed ‘as regards.’

2003. To Lord Winterton

1. Guy Burgess was then a talks producer in the Home Service; see 1134.

2004. To Sir John Russell

1. Over the weekend of Saturday and Sunday, 10 and 11 April 1943, Eastern Service transmissions were split into a Programme Division and a News Division.

2006. To Desmond Hawkins, John Lehmann, Herbert Read, Osbert Sitwell, and L. A. G. Strong

1. Barker was typed here and in the schedule as Barber. The schedule has three more errors (as well as missing initials). The following corrections have been made: Pitter (for Ritter); G. S. Fraser (for J. S. Frazer); Alan Rook (for Allan Rook). The name ‘Doughty’ caused problems, being given as ‘Dougherty’ and with a ‘G’ at one time for the initial letter. Of the names given, only four are not represented in the New Cambridge Bibliography of English Literature, IV, 1900–1950;. Rhys, Scarfe, Heppenstall, and Rook.

2. John Lehmann (see 312, n. 1 and 506, n. 6) was particularly important at this time as editor of New Writing, a literary magazine committed to anti-Fascism and in the pages of which Orwell’s essays ‘Shooting an Elephant,’ ‘Marrakech,’ and ‘My Country Right or Left’ (in Folios of New Writing) appeared.

3. Although Sitwell, in declining to give a talk on The Importance of Being Earnest when replying to Orwell’s request of 1 April (see 1986) had said he was willing to do something later on, this was a gap of only nine days since Sitwell’s refusal. Orwell seems to have forgotten his earlier request, for he goes over much the same ground. Sitwell replied on 18 April, again declining. Orwell’s request was much welcomed, but his heart, he wrote, had ‘gone wrong’ and he was inundated with work.

2007. To R. U. Hingorani

1. Hingorani had sent Orwell four scripts on 18 March 1942: ‘Youth and Beauty,’ ‘Indian Food,’ ‘Habits,’ and ‘Happiness.’ He offered to broadcast any that appealed to Orwell. Presumably ‘synopsis’ should be ‘synopses’; Hingorani wrote of ‘four scripts’ in his letter of the 18th, and because this is annotated, in Orwell’s hand, ‘Ansd. 13.4.43 File,’ these must be the talks referred to.

2008. To Michael Meyer

1. Michael Meyer (1921–), author and translator (most notably of Isben and Strindberg), wrote what he described as a ‘timid letter’ to Orwell at the BBC and received this reply. They lunched and became good friends. Meyer describes Orwell in Remembering Orwell, 132–37.

2010. To P. A. Buxton

1. Patrick Alfred Buxton (1892–1955), Professor of Entomology, University of London. Among his publications were Animal Life in Deserts (1923) and The Louse (1939).

2011. To John Lehmann

1. On 31 December 1942, Orwell wrote, ‘Tuesdays is supposed to be my day off’ (1788).

2012. News Commentary in English for Malaya, 29

1. Gentry’s diary (see 1669) for this week shows he had access to news from the BBC. On 10 April he records a statement ‘in House of Commons that Axis Southern Army [in Tunisia] expected to collapse within a few days’—an item that would hardly be so presented by any other broadcasting authority. On 14 April he gave his source as the BBC when writing of the drive on Tunis: ‘This town is expected to offer stiff resistance, the BBC announcing that the troops there are tough.’ Tunis was taken on 7 May, though some fighting continued for a day or two.

2013. To Penguin Books, Ltd

1. Burmese Days was published by Penguin Books in May 1944. The letter was typed on BBC letterhead. Penguin Books had published Down and Out in Paris and London in December 1940.

2014. To Sir John Russell

1. Apart from the salutation, the draft lacks commas. Orwell first wrote ‘Yours sincerely’ but changed that to ‘Yours very truly.’ The typed version adds ‘the’ before ‘15th April.’ At the head of the draft Orwell has written ‘Reply:’ indicating that it was not an aid to dictation but a text written out for Winifred Bedwell to type. Presumably she added the punctuation. Paradoxically, where Orwell did have a comma (after ‘Dear Sir John,’) she did not, as was her customary style.

2015. To Arthur Wynn, Music Bookings Manager

1. There is no reference (EB/WMB would be expected), and Winifred Bedwell signed this memorandum, so it is almost certain that she initiated it. See also memorandum of 30 April 1943, 2050.

2016. BBC Talks Booking Form, 16. 4.43

1. On 18 April, Reynolds sent Orwell a postcard to say he had mumps and would be unable to make the recording. The booking form is marked ‘Cancelled’; also, the fee is changed to £7.7s, presumably in the light of Orwell’s memorandum of 19 April. Orwell annotated Reynolds’s letter, ‘Send R. R. a p.c. to tell him we shall have to have the b’cast read. EAB’; see memorandum to Miss Boughen, 19 April 1943, 2020.

2017. Review of The Development of William Butler Yeats by V. K. Narayana Menon

1. From the Introduction to the play The Resurrection; see also The Variorum Edition of the Poems of W. B. Yeats, edited by Peter Allt and Russell K. Alspach (New York, 1957), Fragment II, ‘The Tower,’ 439.

2. Also reviewed by Orwell, in Horizon, January 1943; see 1791.

2018. BBC Talks Booking Form, 17.4.43

1. This talk was particularly well received. Frederick Laws (1911–), then radio critic of the News Chronicle, having read the printed version in The Listener for 17 June 1943, asked in his column why the programme had not been scheduled for the Home Service. This led to a memorandum from the Controller of the Home Service, Sir Richard Maconachie, to George Barnes, Director of Talks (printed in West: Broadcasts, 259), in which he said they should be prepared to answer this question were it raised internally.

2019. To V. B. Wigglesworth

1. Vincent Brian Wigglesworth (1899–1994; Kt., 1964) was Director of the Agricultural Research Council Unit of Insect Physiology, 1943–67, and Reader in Entomology, University of London, 1936–44; Professor of Biology, University of Cambridge, 1952–66. His many publications include Insect Physiology (1934); The Principles of Insect Physiology (1939), both many times reprinted; and Insects and Human Affairs (1951).

2. Dr. Wigglesworth had replied to Orwell’s letter to Professor Buxton of 15 April (see 2010) on the following day. He was dealing with Buxton’s correspondence while the Professor was in the United States for two or three weeks.

2021. To E. M. Forster

1. Benney’s book had evidently been sent to Forster shortly after Orwell wrote to Philip Unwin on 5 March 1943; see 1936. Forster must have returned it, for he sent Orwell a postcard (printed in West: Broadcasts, 252) asking for the book to be sent back to him because Orwell was unable to supply ‘more Orientalia.’

2022. To Raymond Mortimer

1. For Raymond Mortimer, literary editor of The New Statesman & Nation, see 301, n. 3. He was the author of Channel Packet (1942), Manet’s Bar aux Folies-Bergère (1944), Duncan Grant (1944), and Trying Anything Once (1976).

2. This topic was offered to Osbert Sitwell on 1 April 1943. He was too busy to participate; see 1986, n. 1. ‘Ernest’ in the title should be spelt ‘Earnest’

2025. To Desmond Hawkins

1. This letter runs to near the foot of the page, and there was no space to type Orwell’s BBC position (nor, as quite often, the typist’s reference). This is not elsewhere noted.

2026. To J. Elizabeth Jermyn

1. Miss Jermyn was J. B. S. Haldane’s secretary. The original of this letter is in the Haldane Papers, University College London.

2. Professor Buxton had been suggested by Haldane as someone who could speak with authority on house-flies. See 1998, n. 1.

2027. To Alan Rook

1. Major William Alan Rook (1909–), poet and critic, wrote Songs from a Cherry Tree (1938), Soldiers, This Solitude (1942), These are my Comrades (1943), We who are Fortunate (1945), Not as a Refuge (on the writing of poetry) (1948). He served in the army, 1939–44.

2. Rook replied on 23 April saying he would be delighted to give a short talk provided Orwell was satisfied as to his competence to do so.

2028. To V. B. Wigglesworth

1. Wigglesworth had replied to Orwell’s letter of 19 April (see 2019) on the 21st, saying he would be pleased to give the talk himself. He supplied a script very quickly, and on 27 April, Terry G. M. de L. Gompertz, a talks producer in the General Overseas Service, wrote apologising for the lack of an acknowledgement, explaining that she had been away and there was ‘a muddle in my office.’ However, she said that ‘the script was in every way what I wanted.’ The letter was initialled by ‘DBG,’ her secretary.

2030. BBC Talks Booking Form, 22.4.43

1. ‘Women Generally Speaking,’ see 1852.

2032. News Commentary in English for Malaya, 30

1. See, however, next item, about Orwell’s absence on leave.

2035. To Lord David Cecil

1. Cecil wrote an undated letter from New College, Oxford, on 22 April. It concluded, privately, and very amicably, their disagreement in The Times Literary Supplement over poetic language following Orwell’s review in Horizon, January 1943, of V. K. Narayana Menon’s The Development of William Butler Yeats; see 1791.

2036. To E. D. Edwards

1. ‘Dr. Edwards (Miss)’ (on talks booking form, for 23.4.43; see 2040) submitted her script to Orwell on 3 May 1943 in draft, asking if there was anything he would like altered. She proposed sending the final draft the following day or the day after. She had found it difficult, she said, to get both the teaching of Confucius and the historical aspect of Confucianism into so short a script.

2037. To Malcolm Darling

1. The Minutes of the Eastern Service fortnightly meetings record, from 28 October 1942, proposals for a fifteen- or twenty-minute programme to be called ‘Round Table Discussion.’ Approval was sought for the programme from the Government of India, and on 11 November 1942, it was decided that Sir Malcolm Darling and Laurence Brander would draft a telegram to that government ‘embodying the main points of the report, requesting comment on the type of subjects suggested, explaining difficulties due to the dearth of distinguished Indians in this country, and stressing the advisability of including other than British experts in the discussions.’ It was hoped to interest the next Viceroy in the project. It was not until 9 July 1943 that the first discussion was recorded (Minute 108). The speakers were Wickham Stead, as chairman, Lord Hailey, Sir Ramaswamy Mudaliar, and Quintin Hogg. The producer was Anthony Weymouth. Six discussions were broadcast, and on 22 December 1943 (after Orwell had left the BBC) it was reported that the Government of India had been asked whether the first series justified arranging a second. The protracted and delicate discussions surrounding this series, which attempted to deal with serious issues, is indicative of the sensitivity of Anglo-Indian relations at the time, in which atmosphere Orwell and his colleagues had to operate every day of the week.

2038. To N. Gangulee

1. Darling, in his turn, annotated Orwell’s letter to Gangulee, ‘Of no “interest” to me’. Is it to you?’ and sent it on 7 July to Z. A. Bokhari, Indian Programme Organiser, who returned from his visit to India on 17 May 1943. Bokhari then added his annotation: ‘Passed to Mr. Blair.’ …

2039. To Alan Rook

1. Major Rook followed up his telegram in response to Orwell’s letter of 22 April with a letter dated 23 April expressing his pleasure at being asked to broadcast.

2041. To K. K. Ardaschir

1. The draft and the typed version are verbally identical except that the draft omits ‘the’ before ‘talk’ in the third sentence. There are slight styling changes. Ardaschir acknowledged this letter on 30 April, and this was annotated by Orwell: ‘Miss Bedwell NB that Mr Ardaschir wants his carbon copy back (also of the Turkish talk).’

2042. To Lord David Cecil

1. It was earlier said that publication would take place after the talks had been broadcast (2006 and 2039). Publication of the series ‘Books and Authors’ and ‘Landmarks in American Literature’ was over three years after the broadcasts, and these were the only two of Orwell’s ‘university’ series to be published in pamphlet form in India; see 3101.

2. The same schedule sent to Desmond Hawkins on 13 April 1943 (see 2006) was enclosed with this letter.

2047. Newsletter in Tamil, 2

1. Matthews appears to have been the regular switch censor for Tamil Newsletters; Sir Richard Winstedt, for Malay. The regular translator and reader was J. D. S. Paul; see 2024.

2059. To J. Elizabeth Jermyn

1. On 17 May 1943, Miss Jermyn wrote to tell Orwell that Haldane would not be able to broadcast. Because he was still not provided with the two assistants promised him, he was very tired and was cutting down on outside work. He suggested Dr. C. D. Darlington (with whom Orwell had already corresponded) and Dr. John Hammond, but he said he did not know how good they would be as broadcasters. Orwell annotated this letter: ‘Answered 15.5.43 Written to Lauwerys / Darlington 15.5.43.’

2. The original of this letter is in the Haldane Papers, University College London. Although he initialled the copy E.A.B, he signed the original ‘Geo. Orwell.’

2060. To the Director, London School of Hygiene & Tropical Medicine

1. The Director was Brigadier G. S. Parkinson (1880–1953; CBE). He also acted as Assistant Director of Hygiene, Eastern Command, 1939–45.

2062. BBC Talks Booking Form, 6.5.43

1. Ardaschir sent Orwell a lettercard dated 6 May 1943, which Orwell annotated: ‘Miss Bedwell—Please see that Mr A gets his contract Tuesday EAB.’

2063. BBC Talks Booking Form, 6.5.43

1. Arthur Greenwood (1880–1954), M.P., 1922–31, 1932–54, was unanimously elected deputy to Clement Attlee, leader of the Labour Party in 1935. He famously urged Chamberlain on 2 September 1939 to ‘speak for England.’ He was a member of the War Cabinet, May 1940–February 1942, and when Labour gained power in 1945, he was appointed Lord Privy Seal. He left the Cabinet in 1947, due to frail health.

2067. To F. W. Mackenzie

1. Lt. Col. F. W. Mackenzie was Director of Laboratories, [London] Metropolitan Water Board.

2069. To V. B. Wigglesworth

1. Wigglesworth sent in his script on house-flies on 5 May. Orwell wrote out this reply on its verso. Winifred Bedwell could not read his writing at the word ‘theory’ and queried it.

2071. To John Macmurray

1. John Macmurray (1891–1976), Grote Professor of the Philosophy of Mind and Logic, University of London, 1922–44; Professor of Moral Philosophy, University of Edinburgh, 1944–58. Among his many publications were The Philosophy of Communism (1933), The Structure of Religious Experience (1936), and The Boundaries of Science (1939). He also contributed to Marxism (1934) and Aspects of Dialectical Materialism (1934). He served in the army, 1914–19 and was awarded the Military Cross. In this correspondence his name is regularly spelt ‘MacMurray’; it has been corrected. See 531 for Orwell’s review of Macmurray’s The Clue of History.

2072. BBC Talks Booking Form, 11.5.43

1. George Strauss (1901–; Life Peer, 1979), Labour M.P. from 1929, was at this time Parliamentary Private Secretary to the Minister of Aircraft Production and a co-director of Tribune. In the post-war Labour administrations he was Minister of Supply, 1947–51, and introduced the Iron and Steel Nationalisation Bill in 1949.

2. Presumably the ‘ED’ who typed letters for Orwell in February 1942.

2074. To V. B. Wigglesworth

1. This was written in ink by Orwell on the verso of Dr. Wigglesworth’s letter of 11 May; it has been ticked through with the date ‘12/5/43’ written in pencil, indicating that Winifred Bedwell had sent the postcard.

2076. News in Tamil, 4

1. This is the only Newsletter in this series to be described in PasB as ‘News in Tamil.’ All others are called ‘Newsletter in Tamil’ or ‘Tamil Newsletter.’

2078. To the Secretary of the Royal Literary Fund

1. On 26 March, Dover wrote to Orwell about money Orwell had lent him that he had not repaid: ‘In the circumstances you will understand why I have defaulted on my debt to you … But give me a little more time and I’ll square up.’

2082. BBC Talks Booking Form, 17.5.43

1. There was evidently confusion in preparing this and 2083. Winstedt was responsible for the News Commentary in the Malay language but the dates given are for Orwell’s Commentary to Malaya in English. Winstedt broadcast on Tuesdays, on the dates in 2083, and he could not act as his own switch censor. The first form must, therefore, be for Winstedt to give his News Commentary in Malay, on the dates given in 2083, and the second form must be for payment to him to act as switch censor for Orwell’s English-language commentaries on the dates given in 2082. Winstedt had stood in for Orwell on 12.2.43, writing and reading Commentary 20. For Winstedt, see 1669, n.1.

2084. To Norman Collins, Empire Talks Manager

1. For ‘have approached,’ ‘propose approaching’ was originally typed. The first wording is only lightly crossed through, with hyphens, and would have plainly been read by Collins.

2. Collins has annotated the memorandum ‘Thursday’s Talks.’

2085. To Eleanor Rathbone, M.P.

1. Eleanor Florence Rathbone (1872–1946) was the first woman member of the Liverpool City Council; Independent M.P. for Combined English Universities, 1929–46; and a member of the Comintern-sponsored Commission of Inquiry into Alleged Breaches of the Non-Intervention Agreement in Spain, September 1936. Her publications include The Disinherited Family: A Plea for Family Endowment (1924), Child Marriage: The Indian Minotaur (1934), and The Case for Family Allowances (1940).

2086. To Wilfrid Roberts, M.P.

1. Wilfrid Roberts (1900–), Liberal M.P., 1935–50, joined the Labour Party in 1956. His name is spelt ‘Wilfred’ in this correspondence, but has been silently corrected.

2087. BBC Talks Booking Form, 18.5.43

1. Bokhari returned to England from his eight-month absence, mainly in India, on 13 or 14 May 1943. He probably returned to the office on Monday, 17 May. This is the first form associated with Orwell signed by him after his leave.

2088. To C. D. Darlington

1. This letter was typed from a carbon copy of Orwell’s letter to Haldane of 7 April 1943 (See 1998), which Orwell altered to make appropriate for Darlington.

2090. BBC Talks Booking Form, 20.5.43

1. On 20 May, Macmurray sent Orwell a postcard apologising for not having delivered his script, as promised, for the 19th; he said it would be ready by Saturday, 22 May. When he sent it, he apologised for its length, but, before cutting it, wished Orwell to see it in full. He said he would be coming to London, from Beaconsfield, Bucks, on Tuesday, Wednesday, and Thursday, 25, 26, 27 May, and Orwell marked at the foot of his letter, ‘Fix recording.’ This is crossed through and below is written, in another hand, ‘Fixed Wed.’

2091. BBC Talks Booking Form, 20.5.43

1. On 30 May, Miss Rathbone wrote to say that she was unable to fulfil this engagement. The fee on the booking form has been crossed through and ‘Cancelled’ written in the lower fee-section of the form.

2092. News Commentary in English for Malaya, 34

1. On Sunday, 16 May, Gentry records in his diary: ‘Unconfirmed report from Berne broadcast by Delhi states: King of Italy has abdicated, Cabinet resigned, an Italian has stated that Italian fleet is too weak to do anything & that Italian waters are all mined, so that invasion may be expected any moment. Italy has lost 10 divisions and 17000 air force personnel in Tunisia.’ The reference to Delhi is, presumably, to All-India Radio. This could have been heard in the house of a consular official, but Gentry notes when he made visits, so the radio was probably available in the prison camp. The Italian island of Pantelleria was bombed during this week and surrendered on 11 June, but Allied troops did not land on Sicily until 10 July.

2094. BBC Talks Booking Form, [15–22.5.43]

1. Paul translated and read the Newsletters Orwell wrote each week for transmission in Tamil. This talks booking form is, unusually, undated, but the person noting the need for railway vouchers has dated this request 22 May. Thus the form may have been prepared at any time during the preceding week.

2095. Profile: Sir Richard Acland

1. left-wing ] Left-wing

2. “Socialist”, ] “Socialist,”

3. successfully ] successfully,

4. Acland himself … unusual route. A ] Acland is a

5. baronet, holder of a safe seat ] baronet, but this describes only a part of his background. He comes of notable West Country Radical stock. His father, Sir Francis Dyke Acland, after holding other Government posts, was Asquith’s Secretary to the Board of Agriculture in the first Coalition, and resigned office with his leader in 1916.

*

   Lady Acland, a woman of singular sensibility and graciousness, who died in 1933, was a former President of the Women’s National Liberal Federation and an ardent worker for the emancipation of women. Thus Richard Acland’s politics are deeply rooted.

   Holder of a seat

6. he has never passed through ] Acland has never experienced

7. left-wing ] Left-wing

8. In the years before the war … a great advance ] omitted from printed version

9. Acland ] He

10. left-wing ] Left-wing

11. If he fails … “Is it right?” ] omitted from printed version

2096. London Letter, [c. 23 May 1943]

1. The Comintern (Communist International) was established in Moscow in 1919 to promote revolution by workers against capitalist governments. It was dissolved on 15 May 1943 by Stalin. For a sympathetic interpretation of this ‘gesture,’ see the correspondence arising from Orwell’s Malay Newsletter of 28 May, representing the official British government line, 2102.

2. faction ] printed as fraction—a possible but unlikely reading

3. Rajani Palme Dutt (see 1989, n. 7) was Vice-Chairman of the Communist Party and member of the Executive Committee from 1922. Harry Pollitt (see 364, n. 2) was a founder of the British Communist Party and its General Secretary from 1929. Walter Hannington (see 274, n. 3) was author of The Problem of the Distressed Areas published by the Left Book Club (November 1937) and Ten Lean Years (1940), an account of the 1930s.

4. “‘have not’” was printed as ‘have “not”’ by Partisan Review.

5. The massacre of Jews in the Warsaw ghetto began on 20 April 1943 and ended on 16 May. At least 56,000 people were killed and those left alive were transported to concentration camps. See 2194 Days of War, 366.

2097. To E. F. W. Mackenzie

1. Orwell drafted this letter on the verso of Lieutenant-Colonel Mackenzie’s compliment slip accompanying the script on 22 May. Mackenzie replied on 31 May saying he had no objection to publication and would like to record his talk. Orwell annotated that reply, ‘Miss Bedwell Please arrange recording. E.B.’

2098. BBC Talks Booking Forms, 25.5.43

1. Two slips were issued because the time of the broadcast, from 16 June, was changed from 1:45–2:00 P.M. DBST to 12:15–12:30 P.M. DBST.

2099. Review of The English People by D. W. Brogan

1. Orwell was paid a fee of £2.12.6 for this review.

2. Brogan was right; Robert Clive was victorious at Plassy, Bengal, in 1757; British rule in India ended in 1948.

3. For Col. Charles Lindbergh, see 908, n. 3; for Father Coughlin, see 1106, n. 6.

2101. To Sir John Russell

1. Written by Orwell at the foot and on the verso of Sir John Russell’s letter to him of 25 May 1943.

2102. News Commentary in English for Malaya, 35

1. Robert William Foot (1889–1973), solicitor; General Manager, Gas, Light & Coke Company, 1928–41; adviser to the BBC on Wartime Organisation, was Joint Director General of the BBC (with Sir Cecil Graves), January 1942 and Director General, September 1943–April 1944. Graves (1892–1957) ‘had been dogged by illness’ and Foot ‘had been in sole charge for most of the year [1943]’ (Asa Briggs, A History of Broadcasting in the United Kingdom, 3, 552).

2104. BBC Talks Booking Form, 28.5.43

1. Before Bokhari’s return from India, talks booking forms coming within Orwell’s sphere had been issued as from ‘Eric Blair.’ This and the two following were issued as from Bokhari. Hereafter, such forms will be reproduced without noting whether they are said to be from Bokhari.

2105. BBC Talks Booking Form, 28.5.43

1. Kingsley Martin (see 496, n. 4) had earlier rejected Orwell’s review of Franz Borkenau’s The Spanish Cockpit because it controverted the political policy of The New Statesman and Nation, of which he was editor; see Orwell’s letter to Raymond Mortimer, 9 February 1938, 424. However, Orwell wrote twenty reviews for the journal between 1940 and 1943.

2. Uncertainty as to the fee led to further correspondence, which involved Orwell only on 30 July 1943; see 2210. For the conclusion, see 2266.

2109. BBC Talks Booking Form, 29.5.43

1. The forms 2107, 2108, 2109 mention that Shridhar Telkar will take part in programmes 9–14, but his booking forms seem not to have survived.

2110. To John Atkins

1. John Atkins (see 1340, n. 1) was at this time literary editor of Tribune. This is evidently one of a number of similar letters (that to Atkins is a carbon copy) which Orwell sent out to attract subscribers to Partisan Review. A space was left after the salutation and Orwell wrote in the name ‘Atkins’ and signed the letter over his name typed in full, a practice he did not normally use for his personal letters, though usual at the BBC. The word ‘the’ was erroneously typed after ‘Allowing’ and was X-ed through. The layout and the way his own address is given suggest that Orwell typed the letter.

2112. BBC Talks Booking Form, 31.5.43

1. The date was originally typed as 19 July; the new date was written over it.

2113. To B. H. Alexander, Copyright

1. This memorandum, from Venu Chitale, is annotated ‘6 gns (long play).’

2116. To K. K. Ardaschir

1. Orwell wrote the draft on the verso of Ardaschir’s letter. The variations between the draft and what was typed show changes typically made without authority to an author’s script. Though they are insignificant, they do illustrate how Orwell’s letters may have been modified and are therefore recorded here.

2. very ] not in draft

3. the ] not in draft

4. one ] ms in draft. The play was about Byron and called The Pilgrim of Eternity. It had been presented at the Duke of York’s Theatre, London, in 1921.

5. I can’t, in any case, ] commas added by the typist, Winifred Bedwell

6. A date stamp on Ardaschir’s letter shows it was received on 2 June 1943. Orwell probably scribbled his reply then and there, and it was typed the following day, the day it is dated. By then ‘tomorrow’ was ‘today.’ This can be deduced from Orwell’s memo to Collins of 3 June. Ardaschir’s Panama Canal talk was recorded on 11 May, specifically for the ice-box. From the tone of the letter it would appear that Ardaschir was becoming something of an embarrassment and that Orwell did not wish to encourage him further. This is the last letter Orwell wrote to him that has been traced. Orwell exaggerated slightly when he wrote that ‘we shall be broadcasting largely music.’ The schedule in London Calling (see 2151) shows that there was a considerable amount of music, however. This change was brought about in part by Bokhari’s visit to India. In London Calling, 203, 29 July 1943 (programmes 29 August-4 September), C. Lawson-Reece contributed an article, ‘Planning Music of the West for Indian Listeners.’ This explained that the BBC’s Music Department and Bokhari had drawn up a programme to educate listeners and also to provide them with music to listen to. There were three educational programmes: Bohkari, ‘The Sa Re Ga of Western Music,’ Wednesdays at 15:15, on the basic materials of European music—folk song, plain song, and early musical instruments; Princess Indira, ‘Music of the East and West,’ Mondays at 10:00; and Hubert J. Foss (Music Editor, Oxford University Press), who explained pitch, tone colour, scales, rhythm, and melody in ‘Music in the Making,’ Fridays at 10:00 (all GMT). There were several programmes simply of music; the whole series was introduced by Arthur Bliss (1891–1975; Kt., 1950). Music was not Orwell’s forte (as his proposals for music for his Little Red Riding Hood script, 9 July 1946, indicate; (see 3032) and his letter to Alex Comfort, 2185, where he says, ‘I know nothing about music.’ This development may well have added to his growing disenchantment with the BBC in its greater emphasis on music at the expense of serious talks.

7. Miss ] possibly Mrs

8. shall, ] comma omitted in typing

2117. To Norman Collins, General Overseas Service Manager

1. Recorded Programme Assistant?

2119. BBC Talks Booking Form, 3.6.43

1. Orwell initiated this talks booking form, and, on the same day, Bokhari wrote to Falk at the India Office in London, enclosing a copy of his script and arranging a time for the recording to be made. At the head of the carbon copy of his letter is a note to ‘Mr. Blair’s office—for information,’ asking that a booking slip be prepared for Falk. The reason the talk was to be held in reserve was that, although highly recommended as a broadcaster by ‘Field Marshal Wavell and others’ and having done ‘fairly regular work’ for All-India Radio, the Director of Talks, G. R. Barnes, was ‘not very greatly impressed.’ In his view, ‘the trouble is that Falk is accustomed to addressing an audience of pukka Sahibs and is not likely to make an effective appeal to the heterogeneous audience of B.B.C. listeners.’ However, he did know ‘a lot about the conditions in which troops in India are living and training,’ and Barnes thought ‘we may be liable to a good deal of outside pressure on Falk’s behalf (from a private & confidential memorandum, 4 June, from J. C. S. Macgregor, Assistant Controller (News), to Controller (News), A. P. Ryan, who annotated the memorandum that he thought Falk ‘worth seeing for news stories’). Falk’s performance was evidently such that he was asked to broadcast again on 26 June 1943; see 2163. A little later he was to give a weekly series of thirty-nine short broadcasts at the request of Norman Collins called ‘Keeping in Touch’ intended specifically for the 14th Army to help counter their belief that they were ‘the forgotten army.’ Roger Falk (1910–; Kt., 1969) worked in Bombay and Calcutta, 1932–35, and served in the RAF throughout the war, for one year on Field Marshal Wavell’s staff (private communication from Sir Roger).

2120. Literature and the Left

1. Also quoted in ‘Imaginary Interview: George Orwell and Jonathan Swift,’ 2 November 1942; see 1637.

2122. To E. M. Forster

1. This must be the Rede lecture ‘Lytton Strachey’ (Cambridge, 1943) by Sir Max Beerbohm (1872–1956), critic, essayist, satirist. It is reprinted in his Mainly on the Air, enlarged 1957 edition, a volume composed mostly of broadcast talks. Giles Lytton Strachey (1880–1932), biographer and critic, is remembered particularly for the change in the art of biography following publication of his Eminent Victorians (1918).

2127. To Alan Rook

1. Rook wrote on 7 June saying he would let Orwell have his script by 1 July. He would be in London on 10 and 11 July and could record his talk then, or he could arrange to come to London on Saturday, 3 July.

2. The draft is written on the verso of Rook’s letter; for ‘arrange,’ Orwell originally wrote ‘book.’

2131. To Balachandra Rajan

1. Balachandra Rajan (1920�) edited Focus (Nos. 1–5, 1945–50) with Andrew Pearse; in the second number, Orwell’s essay ‘Arthur Koestler’ was first published; see 2548. In the letter accompanying Monsoon, Rajan described it as his first volume of poems and seemed to be inviting Orwell to review it. He was to become a distinguished academic critic and interpreter, especially of Milton and Eliot, and Professor of English at the University of Western Ontario.

2132. BBC Talks Booking Form, 12.6.43

1. This was increased to £9.9s because, instead of being six minutes long, it proved to be twelve minutes long when Martin arrived with the script. It was altered and shortened, and ran 10′ 20″. Bokhari asked for the larger fee on 21 June, and it was offered to Martin on 23 June.

2134. To C. E. M. Joad

1. Orwell had suggested to Bokhari a fee of £21; see 2128. On 17 June, Ronald Boswell, the Talks Booking Manager, wrote on behalf of the Programme Contracts Director offering a special fee of £18.18 (instead of the usual £15.15) because of the extra preparation involved. Joad accepted this on 22 June 1943.

2136. To T. S. Eliot

1. This was accidentally omitted; see 2140.

2137. Letter to an American Visitor by ‘Obadiah Hornbooke’ (Alex Comfort)

1. There have been many guesses as to who the visiting American poet was. In a letter giving the editors permission to reprint this poem, Alex Comfort revealed that ‘the visitor was imaginary’ (1 August 1995).

2. At the Zoological Gardens, Regent’s Park, London.

3. Comfort has slightly adapted the opening of Horace’s Ars Poetica, lines 304–5, which translated say, ‘I will act as a whetstone, which can sharpen steel, but which itself has no power to cut.’

2138. ‘As One Non-Combatant to Another (A letter to “Obadiah Hornbooke”)’

1. The Tribune printed this footnote: ‘In fairness to “Mr. Hornbooke” it should be stated that he was willing to sign his name if we insisted, but preferred pseudonym.—EDS., Tribune.’

2. Sir Arthur Harris (1892–1984; Kt., Bt., 1953), Commander-in-Chief, Bomber Command, 1942–45. He organised mass bombing of Germany earning the soubriquet, ‘Bomber Harris.’

3. Names in 2137 and 2138 are not indexed.

2139. News Commentary in English for Malaya, 38

1. Gentry’s diary for 18 June 1943 shows he had contrasted a ‘B.B.C. commentary’ with news from other sources: ‘A Jap air attack on Guadalcanal resulted in their losing 77 machines for a loss of 6 American planes, only B.B.C. commentary refers to this action as a victory of great importance & state that American “Lightning” fighters were used. Thought that this machine even faster than Spitfire.’ The use of ‘commentary’ here may or may not be significant. If it is deliberate, it suggests that Orwell’s broadcast was heard (and the entry is for the date of the broadcast). 2194 Days of War records for 16 June: ‘About 120 Japanese aircraft attack Guadalcanal and shipping … losing nearly a hundred of their aircraft.’ This may refer to Orwell’s broadcast, for the ‘news’ was two days old. The Spitfire Mk IX had a top speed at 21,000 feet of 404 mph; the P-38 Lightning had a top speed of 415 mph.

2140. To T. S. Eliot

1. A copy of the schedule is not filed with this letter, but see 2141.

2141. To William Plomer

1. William Charles Franklyn Plomer (1903–1973), South African poet and novelist educated in England (Rugby), edited Voorslag in Durban, 1926–27, with Roy Campbell (opposing racial discrimination), and spent some time in Japan before settling in England in 1929. In 1943 he published an autobiography, Double Lives. By then he had published the novels Turbott Wolfe (1926), The Case is Altered (1932), The Invaders (1934), the collection I Speak of Africa (1927), and edited Kilvert’s Diary (3 vols., 1938–40). His Collected Poems appeared in 1960.

2. Plomer declined on 24 June, saying he was too busy and could not add anything to Peter Burra’s essay on Forster’s novels (presumably ‘The Novels of Forster,’ Nineteenth Century and After, vol. 116 (1934)).

3. ‘Virginia Woolf’ is a handwritten emendation by Orwell for the typist’s ‘WOLFF.’

2142. To Raymond Mortimer

1. The final paragraph, as for Plomer (see 2141), is not reproduced here, and the schedule has not survived. Mortimer answered, 22 June 1943, by postcard, saying he was prepared to talk about Virginia Woolf. He selected Orlando as being ‘most suitable as a focus,’ but sought Orwell’s opinion.

2143. To V. S. Pritchett

1. The final paragraph, as for Plomer (see 2141), is not reproduced here. The schedule has not survived.

2144. Z. A. Bokhari to Orwell

1. Sir Richard Acland, John Middleton Murry, the Right Reverend Mervyn Stockwood, Graham Greene, Ether Mannin, Beverley Nichols, Sir Gerald Barry, Hugh (Binkie) Beaumont, John Gielgud.

2. Sir Arthur Eddington (1882–1944) was still alive.

3. The Reverend St John Groser (1891–1966), born in Australia, served as a chaplain in World War I and was awarded the Mililtary Cross. He gave forty years of service to the people of London’s East End, where he was known as ‘Father.’ A strong-minded Christian Socialist, who had actively supported trade unionists, especially in the Depression, he was injured in a police baton charge during the General Strike of 1926. He gave a memorable performance as Beckett in the film of T. S. Eliot’s Murder in the Cathedral, 1950.

2145. To Philip Unwin

1. On 22 June, Allen & Unwin informed Orwell that Reginald Reynolds’s proofs had arrived; on 26 June, Orwell was informed that, although it would be possible to get the book out in August, ‘a somewhat dead month,’ they proposed holding it over until September. It was published on 18 November 1943.

2148. Norman Collins, General Overseas Service Manager, to Mrs. C. V. Salmon

1. Mrs. C. V. Salmon had, until recently, been Winifred Craig. She was a talks producer in the General Overseas Service.

2. Probably an error for ‘take a,’ or ‘take up a.’

2152. News Commentary in English for Malaya, 39

1. Gentry recorded in his diary for 20 June: ‘Wavell appointed Viceroy of India — [General] Auchinleck C in C.’ These appointments Orwell would surely have mentioned in this broadcast.

2153. To J. C. Drummond

1. The carbon copy shows that the date has been overtyped. Because Winifred Bedwell typed a batch of letters on Friday, 25 June, this letter has been sorted with those.

2. Drummond, Scientific Adviser to the Ministry of Food and Agriculture (see 1504, n. 1) wrote to Orwell on 1 July 1943 to say he could let him have a script by 12 July.

2154. To T. S. Eliot

1. Orwell wrote ‘25th’ in the draft and crossed it through, substituting ‘19th.’ Two other dates were wrongly calculated in the draft.

2. Orwell wrote ‘can.’

3. Orwell signed the draft ‘Geo. Orwell’ but initialled it E. A. B.; this variation is common in the few instances where original and carbon copies survive.

2155. To Desmond Hawkins

1. For Hawkins’s suggestion, see Orwell’s postcard of 29 June 1943, 2165. Fifty years later this is the basis of a regular and popular radio programme: ‘Pick of the Week.’

2157. BBC Talks Booking Form, 25.6.43

1. These (and later) talks booking forms, though initiated by Bokhari, were for programmes Orwell organised—as is clear from the action Orwell took in following up on this programme; see n. 2.

2. Lehmann sent his script, with a covering letter dated 18 July 1943. Orwell annotated this: ‘Miss Bedwell Please send a p.c. acknowledging this. E.A.B.’ Miss Bedwell sent a postcard erroneously dated 17 July. Lehmann’s letter is annotated in shorthand, presumably by Miss Bedwell. That Orwell frequently wrote out letters in full was, therefore, not because his secretary was unable to write shorthand.

2158. BBC Talks Booking Form, 25.6.43

1. On 18 June, Mackenzie wrote to Orwell to say that he understood a recording was to be made of this talk and that any day in July except the 2nd, 12th, 21st, or 30th would be convenient. His letter is annotated in pencil, but not in Orwell’s hand, ‘Ackd p.c. 19/6/43.’

2161. BBC Talks Booking Form, 25.6.43

1. Wigglesworth wrote to Orwell on 29 July to say that he would be unable to broadcast on 12 August; he preferred to make a recording in advance.

2162. To E. M. Forster

1. W. K. Hancock (1898–1988), born in Melbourne, Australia, was at this time Professor of History, University of Birmingham, and Supervisor of Civil Histories for the War Cabinet, the series of which he edited. Orwell must have had in mind Argument of Empire a Penguin Special, S130 (June 1943). West: Broadcasts, 261, suggests his Survey of British Commonwealth Affairs. This work, more than 1,000 pages, published in May 1937 and July 1940, was outside the scope of a Penguin publication in those days, especially with the wartime paper shortage.

2164. To R. R. Desai

1. A portion of income tax payable was only temporarily collected and spent by the government. It was allowed as a ‘Post-War Credit,’ and such amounts were paid back after the war.

2168. To E. M. Forster

1. Henry Noel Brailsford (see 424 and 1293) described by Kingsley Martin in the DNB, 1951–60 as ‘one of the most eminent of British journalists,’ who was ‘convinced … that war in this epoch is the result of the economic rivalry of the great Powers.’ After World War I he had travelled through Eastern Europe and Germany (bitterly attacking the Allied war blockade that had led to widespread hunger). He learned Russian and visited Russia, describing what he saw, first with hope and then critical of the effects of Stalin’s rule. A friend of Gandhi and Nehru, he wrote two books advocating Indian independence: Rebel India (1931) and Subject India (1943). The latter is the book to which Orwell probably refers; he reviewed it in The Nation, 20 November 1943; see 2365. At this time he was chief leader writer for The New Statesman and Nation.

2. Sir Reginald Coupland (1884–1952), historian, especially of the British Empire and the Commonwealth, was at the time Beit Professor of Colonial History, University of Oxford. Among his books on India are The Cripps Mission (1942), The Indian Problem 1833–1935(1942), Indian Politics 1936–1942 (1943) (which, according to the DNB, includes ‘the first serious treatment in English of the idea of Pakistan’), The Future of India (1943), and India, a Re-statement (1945). In his reply, Forster remarked, ‘A short Coupland is always more welcome than a long one’ (West: Broadcasts, 262).

2171. To E. M. Forster

1. See letter to Alex Comfort, 26 August 1942, 1420, and headnote to ‘Looking Back on the Spanish War,’ 1421, which was Orwell’s contribution to the first number of New Road.

2175. On Orwell’s behalf to E. M. Forster

1. Forster, in his letter to Orwell of 2 July 1943, referred to a pamphlet by Coupland costing sixpence called Britain & India 1600–1941 (West: Broadcasts, 262).

2176. To E. M. Forster

1. Coupland had been attached to Sir Stafford Cripps’s mission to India and the pamphlet referred to, The Cripps Mission (1942), was a product of that experience.

2. His chair carried with it a professorial fellowship at All Souls.

3. John Somervell Hoyland (1887–1957) had been an educational missionary in India, 1922–28, and was awarded the Kaiser-i-Hind Gold Medal for public service. He wrote a number of religious books, including Book of Prayers for an Indian College (1920). Orwell probably refers to his The Indian Crisis: The Background (June 1943).

2177. BBC Talks Booking Form, 5.7.43

1. Cherry Cottrell (1909–), an actress who made her debut in 1928, played Ophelia and Titania (twice) at the Old Vic in 1937 and at Regent’s Park, 1940, 1942. She was a member of the BBC Repertory Company during the war.

2178. To P. Chatterjee

1. Not identified.

2179. Extract from Minutes of Eastern Service Meeting

1. Books and Authors and Landmarks in American Literature; they were not published until 29 October 1946; see 3101. Only these two pamphlets were published. One on medical science was evidently proposed; see Orwell’s letter to Bryan Brooke, 23 July 1943, 2197.

2. In a letter to R. R. Desai, 17 January 1942, William Empson explained that to ensure clarity in shortwave broadcasting to India, speech in English should be at about 120 words a minute.

2182. To E. C. Bowyer

1. This was a memorandum prepared by the Society of British Aircraft Constructors. Orwell had evidently asked for a copy, but the first print run was small owing to the shortage of paper. Bowyer had been able to arrange ‘a small reprint,’ one copy of which was sent to Orwell.

2183. To Alex Comfort

1. See the Obadiah Hornbooke exchange, 2137, 2138.

2. When George III died, Robert Southey, the poet laureate, wrote a conventional elegy, Vision of Judgement (1821). To this, Byron wrote a devastating rejoinder, The Vision of Judgement. Its satire was so biting that John Murray refused to take the risk of publishing it, and when Leigh Hunt, editor of The Liberal, printed it in 1822, he was fined £100.

3. Louis Aragon (Louis Andrieux) (1897–1982), French writer associated with innovatory artistic modes and with communism, came to the fore after the collapse of France, through his patriotic poems—Le Crève-coeur (1941) and Les Yeux d’Elsa (1942) among them. See Orwell’s review of New Writing and Daylight, 2208.

4. Lionel Fielden (1896–1974), after serving in World War I (including Gallipoli) and working for the League of Nations and the High Commission for Refugees in Greece and the Levant, joined the BBC in 1927. He was Head of the General Talks Department, 1930–35, and Controller of Broadcasting in India, 1935–40. Back in England, he was Indian Editor for the BBC for seven months and then worked for the Ministry of Food and Aircraft Production until he joined the editorial staff of The Observer in 1942. He served as a staff officer in Italy in 1943 and was Director of Public Relations for the Allied Control Commission in Italy, 1944–45. It has been suggested that the successful Talks Department of the BBC was deliberately broken up in 1935 by John Reith, Director-General, 1927–38, and the Prime Minister, Stanley Baldwin because of its alleged radicalism. In Good Listening (1948), Elkan and Dorotheen Allan state that ‘a team unmatched in any department [except possibly Features at the time of the book’s publication] was broken up. Lionel Fielden was sent to India … Joe Ackerley to The Listener.…’ Covert government interference was then and thereafter an ever-present threat to the supposed independence of the BBC. Orwell contributed a long review article to Horizon, September 1943, on Fielden’s ‘ironical attack on British imperialism in India,’ Beggar My Neighbour, all royalties of which went to support the Indian Freedom Campaign with which Reg Reynolds was associated (see his My Life and Crimes, 210).

5. Ahmed Ali (1908–), author and academic, was at this time the BBC’s Listener and Research Director in India; see 1103, n. 3.

2184. To Alan Rook

1. JEL was June Elizabeth Light (later Mrs. Knight). This is the first letter which has survived that she typed for Orwell. By 26 July she had fully taken over from Winifred Bedwell. Her letters can be distinguished from Miss Bedwell’s because she fully punctuated the addresses, whereas Miss Bedwell used hardly any punctuation marks. She worked for Orwell until he left the BBC.

2. ‘12 noon and 5.15’ allow for Double British Summer Time. Orwell gives the hours for English-language programmes. See 2151.

3. This is ‘Frazer’ in the original. George Sutherland Fraser (1915–1980), poet, critic, and academic, served throughout the war, and much of his poetry was drawn from that experience: Home Town Elegy (1944), The Fatal Landscape (1948), The Traveller Has Regrets (1948). He also wrote in Lallans (Broad Scots). In 1958 he was appointed to a lectureship at Leicester University and later was Professor of English Literature. His critical works include The Modern Writer and His World (1953, rev. 1964) and Vision and Rhetoric (1959).

2185. To Alex Comfort

1. This is ‘Frazer’ in the original.

2. Prem Chand (or Prem Cand or Premchand) was Dhanpat Rāy [image: Figure]rīvāstav (1880–1936), novelist and short-story writer in Urdu and Hindi. His stories, now available in English, are chiefly concerned with the peasants of India, and his work, though not the earliest of its kind in India, was a precursor of contemporary writing. He had at one time been a teacher and government inspector, but in 1921, influenced by Gandhi, he devoted himself to vernacular writing.

2187. To Samuel Runganadhan

1. Sir Samuel Runganadhan, High Commissioner for India, gave a monthly talk, usually arranged by Bokhari. This is probably the one for 13 July 1943 in the series ‘Indians in Great Britain.’ Burmese affairs were then overseen by him. The first name appears in the faint carbon copy to be ‘Rla’ for ‘Hla’ and is followed by a comma.

2192. To Bryan Brooke

1. Bryan Nicholas Brooke (1915–; FRCS, 1942), an expert in gastroenterology, from 1946 taught successively at Aberdeen, Birmingham, and Cambridge Universities; he became Hunterian Professor, Royal College of Surgeons in 1951. He is always addressed by Orwell as ‘Brian’; his name has been silently corrected.

2195. BBC Talks Booking Form, 22.7.43

1. Martin complained again (see 2105) that his fee was too low. This led to extensive internal correspondence. For the conclusion, see Bokhari’s letter to him of 4 September 1943, 2266.

2197. To Bryan Brooke

1. For a proposal that a third series of talks on medical science should be published by Oxford University Press in Bombay, see 2179.

2198. To R.R. Desai

1. Tonkin was described by J. B. Clark as ‘our principal news specialist on the Far East’ in a memorandum to the Director General on 4 June 1943.

2199. To James Stephens

1. This is the last letter typed for Orwell by Winifred Bedwell to be traced. From Monday, 26 July 1943, his secretary was J. E. Light; see 2184, n. 1. For details of Orwell’s secretaries, see memorandum to E. W. D. Boughen, 1 December 1942, 1707, n. 1.

2200. To Indian Programme Organiser

1. By mistake, Bokhari has given the address of Dr. C. M. Fletcher, also engaged for this series.

2201. Georges Kopp to Orwell and His Wife

1. For details of Georges Kopp and the degree to which he was what he purported to be, see 359, n. 2, 535, n. 1.

2202. BBC Talks Booking Form, 27.7.43

1. From this date onwards, A. C. Smith, a talks producer in the Indian Section, made the bookings in this series.

2203. BBC Talks Booking Form, 28.7.43

1. Apart from the series of Newsletter bookings, made by A. C. Smith, Bokhari seems from hereon to have reserved to himself the function of initiating as well as signing the booking forms. This might have been the result of a rearrangement of duties, or Bokhari may have been edging Orwell out of this limited area of control.

2206. To C. M. Fletcher

1. Charles Montague Fletcher (1911–) was assistant physician, Emergency Medical Service, 1943–44; Director, Medical Research Council’s Pneumoconiosis Research Unit, 1945–52; Physician to Hammersmith Hospital, 1952’76. In 1941 he wrote many papers whilst a Nuffield Research Student at Oxford on the first use of penicillin, and later ‘The First Clinical Use of Penicillin,’ British Medical Journal, 289, 22–29 December 1984, 1721–23. In 1955–70 he played a major role in introducing televised medical programmes. Like Brooke and Garrod, he had worked at St Bartholomew’s Hospital. In a letter to the editor, 19 June 1990, Fletcher recalled clearly ‘Blair, as I think I then called him, dashing in to the studio to correct some error of presentation in my script,’ which indicates Orwell’s close involvement in the transmission of these talks.

2207. To L. P. Garrod

1. Lawrence Paul Garrod (1895–1979), Professor of Bacteriology, University of London, was later Honorary Consultant in Chemotherapy, Royal Postgraduate Medical School. He served as a surgeon in the Royal Navy in World War I and was an adviser on antibiotics to the army in World War II

2208. Review of New Writing and Daylight [Summer 1943], edited by John Lehmann

1. From 12 July 1943 to 31 December 1945, Orwell kept a log of his earnings from writing. The first entry shows £2 12s 6d paid for this review and dated 12 July. The full log is given in 2831. From here on, where a fee was recorded it is given after the item, in square brackets. The dates are those Orwell delivered his copy.

2. Pierre-Eugène Drieu La Rochelle (author of Fascist Socialism, 1934) committed suicide in April 1945; see 913, n.8. Henry de Montherlant (1896–1972) was accused of being a collaborator but according to Martin Seymour-Smith this ‘has no foundation, and the perpetuation of the accusation has become scandalous’ (Guide to Modern World Literature (1986), 455). He was elected to the Académie Française in 1960. Fearing he was going blind, he committed suicide.

2210. To Ronald Boswell, Talks Booking Manager

1. Kingsley Martin had complained on 22 July 1942 that his fee was less than he had expected. The problem originated in the ‘estimated’ £10.10s in the talks booking form of 28.5.43 signed by Bokhari; see 2105. On 3 August, K. F. Lowe apologised to Martin and offered £15.15s. For the outcome of such misunderstandings and other problems associated with Martin, see Bokhari’s letter to him of 4 September 1943, 2266. This memorandum to Boswell seems to be Orwell’s only written involvement in the long saga.

2212. To B. H. Alexander, Programme Copyright

1. The address in parentheses is crossed out in ink. The memorandum is annotated ‘RNM 5g’—presumably indicating that the fee was £5.5s.

2213. To Alex Comfort

1. Evidently one was unsatisfactory for ‘The Resignation’ and ‘The Shroud’ were published in New Road: New Directions in European Art and Letters, edited by Alex Comfort and John Bayliss (1944), 199–213 (see 2228). A note preceding the first story explained that Prem Chand (see 2185, n. 2) had ‘moved from Romanticism into a form of Social Realism,’ but ‘never wholly forfeited his Romantic background.’ It was stated that ‘for fear of political reprisals, the translator of this story asks to remain anonymous.’

2. This issue of New Road (June 1943) included Orwell’s ‘Looking Back on the Spanish War’; see 1421. New Writing was edited by John Lehmann. The book by Sir Maurice Bowra (1898–1971), classical scholar, author, and Warden of Wadham College, Oxford, was The Heritage of Symbolism (1943; New York, 1961).

2215. To Diana Wong

1. The letter is annotated (but not in Orwell’s hand) ‘letter to Mr Macalpine 3/8/43,’ indicating that Orwell passed it on. She had spoken about her escape from France in June 1942; see 1148. J. W. Macalpine was North American Talks Organiser according to the Staff List for 21.8.43.

2222. Mary Blackburn to Desmond Hawkins

1. This was by Sir Harold Spencer Jones and was published in 1943.

2224. English Newsletter to Indonesia, 5

1. In his diary, Gentry noted for 5 August, ‘B.B.C. have announced that Bangkok [where he was held prisoner] will be bombed as soon as weather permits.’

2225. To Oliver Bell

1. Bell replied by postcard on 6 August, to say that this was the obvious solution. On the verso, Orwell wrote, in pencil: ‘Please arrange recording & let B. know. E.A.B’.

2229. BBC Talks Booking Form, 10.8.43

1. Stephens wrote to the Programme Contracts Director on 15 August complaining that the fee offered was too little. He had, he wrote, been reading in preparation for the talk for eight hours a day for two weeks, and travel from Cirencester to make the broadcast involved standing in a crowded train corridor for six hours. He asked for £15.15s. K. F. Lowe replied for the Programme Contracts Director on 24 August offering £12.12s. Stephens accepted that on 30 August, though he said he still felt ‘badly treated’ since the talk had taken him nearly a month to write.

2230. ‘Crainquebille’ by Anatole France, adapted by George Orwell

1. Written to left of cast list; 3 was orginally 2.

2. picked ] pciking° ts (typescript)

3. ‘she said’ originally followed ‘air’ in ts.

4. The ts shows a number of typing errors—here, ‘ahat° a policaman°’; these have been corrected silently. ‘Policemen’ is on other occasions spelt with an ‘a’—not one of Orwell’s idiosyncracies.

5. she ] having ts

6. and ] she ts

7. spoke ] said ts

8. Constable 64 quietly and calmly spoke to him again ] For the third time Constable 64 quietly and calmly ordered him to move on ts

9. ‘[Narrator]’ is an editorial insertion. There are two others.

10. called him ] abused him under the name of ts

11. ‘14 sous back in her’ ] is repeated in ts and crossed through by same hand that made other deletions and additions.

12. Apart from ‘and spent the night in the lock-up,’ Orwell indicates that all the original typescript between ‘Commissioner of the Police’ and ‘On the third day’ should be deleted, though it has two sentences not crossed through: ‘Next morning he was taken to the police court in a prison van’ and ‘Being in prison did not seem to Crainquebille particularly painful or humiliating.’ These lines may have been restored, or it may have been intended to retain them as well as ‘and spent the night in the lock-up’ (shown in italic in the passage reproduced below). A similar confusion occurs later; see n. 16. For the deleted passage, Orwell substituted Crainquebille’s speech, it’s a queer place, this … what they did with my barrow?’ The section to be deleted is indicated by the following typed slip:

PAGE FOUR

 DELETE “At the Commissioner’s office.… under arrest”.

 DELETE “Next morning he was takne° to the police court in a prison van.”

 DELETE “Being in prison … done with my barrow? AND SUBSTITUTE: ‘At the Commissioner’s office an onlooked° who had watched the whole incident came forward and testified that Crainquebille had not shouted, “Down with the police”, and in fact had not insulted Constable 64 in any way whatever. It turned out that this onlooked° was chief physician at one of the leading Paris hospitals. At another time his evidence would have been quite enough for the Commissioner of Police, but unfortunately it happened that just at that time men of science were regarded in France with suspicion. So it was no use. Crainquebille continued under arrest [and spent the night in the lock-up.] Next morning he was taken to the police court in a prison van.

   ‘Being in prison did not seem to Crainquebille particularly painful or humiliating. He was well aware that society has need of prisons. What chiefly struck him was the extreme cleanness of his cell, and also the fact that the stool was chained to the wall. This last detail surprised him very much. He sat down and twiddled his thumbs, and in the silence of his cell the time seemed very long. Many times he thought anxiously of his barrow, which had been confiscated with its load of vegetables. If he asked himself any question in the night, it was only: “What have they done with my barrow?”’

13. The ‘d’ of ‘nobody’d’ is a handwritten addition in what seems to be Orwell’s hand.

14. is it ] it is ts

15. sign ] sing ts

16. In the original typescript, narration continued after ‘chained to the wall,’ but Orwell gave typed instructions that this should be deleted. There is a conflict between the typed instructions and the passage marked for deletion, ‘certain that the magistrates had made a mistake. The’ not being crossed out. Crainquebille’s speech beginning ‘There’s something gone wrong somewhere’ is substituted for:

‘By this time he was not at all certain that the magistrates had made a mistake. The imposing ritual of the court had concealed its essential weakness from him. It was impossible for him to conceive that anything could go wrong in so elaborate a ceremony. It was true that he was still perfectly aware that he had not shouted “Down with the police”; but to be sentenced to a fortnight’s imprisonment for having shouted it appeared to him as a kind of mystery, unintelligible, but not actually unjust. Indeed, since he had been condemned for shouting “Down with the police” he had a feeling that perhaps he had shouted it in some mysterious manner unknown to himself. Nearly everything was mysterious in the world which he had now entered.’

17. he met his customers— ] his customers asked him, ts

18. Oh, I’ve ] he explained freely that he had

19. fellow ] bloke ts

20. hypocrites ] dirty hypocrites ts

21. then I just ] then I just to have it now and then. I just ts

22. except ] except to ts

23. pavement, ] pavement, which looked like a pool of water, ts

24. monk ] mink ts (ms. alteration)

25. policeman, ] policeman, perhaps 40 years old, ts

26. words ] words, which on the previous occasion had got him into so much trouble, ts

27. In ts, Crainquebille’s speech is followed by: ‘Narrator: The policeman answered sternly but kindly.’ This is crossed through.

2232. To Oliver Bell

1. Lilian Duff was a programme announcer in the Home Division Presentation Department. She arranged a popular programme, ‘French Cabaret,’ based on gramophone records and presumably, from this reference, film music.

2233. To F. R. Daruvala

1. The script has not been identified. Daruvala also had tried to have a script in Gujarati accepted in 1942; see Orwell’s letter to him, 29 December 1942, 1780. Unfortunately, Hilton Brown of the Home Division Talks Department had returned to him his script ‘The Problems Confronting the New Viceroy’ on 6 August 1943. Daruvala was in the Royal Army Service Corps and was apparently posted at MI5 headquarters as a driver.

2234. To L. P. Garrod

1. The change was from Double to Single Summer Time, when the clock would be put back one hour, from DBST’s two hours in advance of Greenwich Mean Time. For the confusion caused by this change, see letter to Garrod, 20 August 1943, 2244, n. 1.

2236. Review of Red Moon Rising by George Rodger; A Million Died, by Alfred Wagg

1. Maung Thein Pe, What Happened in Burma. The Frank Revelations of a Young Burmese Revolutionary Leader Who Has Recently Escaped from Burma to India, published by Kitabistan Press, Allahabad, in April 1943 and reprinted in July 1943. The introduction, by Edgar Snow, is datelined Delhi, September 1942. The back cover says the author was from 1935 to 1939 ‘No. 1 on the Burma Police list of anti-British agitators. He was the Joint Secretary of the extreme nationalist party of which a section bargained with Japan. In 1936 he organised All Burma° Student Strikes and took part in 1938–39 mass movement of peasants and workers and was imprisoned.’ He was also an author and journalist. His most famous book was said to be Tetpongyi, which satirised the Buddhist monks of Burma. The biographical note concludes, ‘out of the clutches of the Japanese Gestapo, he is now residing in India.’ Maung Thein Pe was twenty-seven in 1943. See Orwell’s note to G. E. Harvey, 18 August 1943, 2240, and ‘As I Please,’ 39, 25 August 1944, 2537.

2238. To Oliver Bell

1. Orwell’s secretary first typed ‘George Orwell’ below ‘Yours sincerely’; that was erased and ‘Eric Blair’ typed in its place. Bell replied on 27 August saying that Lilian Duff had made arrangements for the inclusion of the film music he required.

2240. To G. E. Harvey

1. Godfrey Eric Harvey (1889–) served in the Indian Civil Service, 1912–35, for the first twenty years in Burma, and was lecturer in Burmese at the University of Oxford, 1935–40. He was the author of A History of Burma (1925; reissued 1969) and British Rule in Burma 1824–1942 (1946), in which he defended British policy in Burma. On 31 July 1935 he had written to Orwell (as Richard Orwell) asking when they could meet; his excuse was that he had ‘never come across so necessary a book as Burmese Days, which represents exactly what so many of us experienced yet nobody cared to describe.’ It is not known whether or not they met. Nothing in this postcard suggests they did.

2. It would seem that Orwell was unsuccessful. No English or U.S. edition has been traced except for a typewritten reproduction found in a few American libraries prepared in the United States by the International Secretariat of the Institute of Pacific Relations, 1944; copies are marked, ‘Not for publication.’

2242. English Newsletter for Indonesia, 7

1. From this date on, ‘for’ is used, instead of ‘to,’ before ‘Indonesia.’

2244. To L. P. Garrod

1. These versions differ slightly. The draft, on the verso of Garrod’s letter to Orwell of 17 August and dated 19 August, has, after ‘the wrong time,’ an additional sentence: ‘We had not allowed for the change back to single summer time’; see postcard to Garrod, 12 August 1943, 2234, n. 1.

2248. To C. E. M. Joad

1. Joad annotated this card to say that the time was convenient but that because he would be away from London until Friday, the 27th, he could not have his script typed until then. He would not, therefore, be able to deliver the script until Monday, the 30th. This annotation was initialled ‘CEMJ,’ and the original card was returned to Orwell.

2254. News Commentary in English for Indonesia, 8

1. On the date of this broadcast, Gentry records in his diary, ‘Forecast that we shall shortly land 2 million men on N. France or Low Countries. Men & transports massed on N. African coast for attack on Mediterranean coast of Europe.’ No indication is given of the source of this information. The second sentence may refer to Operation Avalanche, the landing of the main invasion force under U.S. General Mark Clark on 9 September at Salerno, Italy, following a diversionary attack by the British Eighth Army on 3 September on the Calabrian coast. The first sentence could well have come from one of the disinformation campaigns to mislead the Germans about where Allied invasion forces would land in Europe.

2256. To Samuel Runganadhan

1. A member of the Women’s Auxiliary Air Force.

2257. Gandhi in Mayfair. Review of Beggar My Neighbour by Lionel Fielden

1. themselves ] them Horizon

2. hence ] consequently Horizon

3. attitude ] attitudes Horizon

fn1 Of course the necessary corollary would be a military alliance for the duration of the war. But it is not likely that there would be any difficulty in securing this. Extremely few Indians really want to be ruled by Japan or Germany [Orwell’ footnote].

4. ‘Who stands if Freedom fall?/Who dies if England live?’ (‘For All We Have and Are,’ 1914).

2259. Roy Walker to George Orwell

1. Roy Oliver Walker (1913–1992), pacificist and prominent member of the Peace Pledge Union, for which he worked, 1937–46, was a frequent contributor to Peace News. He took a special interest in the effects of the food blockade, famine, and food relief; he was Secretary of the Food Relief Campaign of the PPU and during and after the war wrote several pamphlets and a book, Famine Over Europe (1941), on these topics. He also wrote on PPU meetings (1939 and 1940). He was later dismissed by the Executive from service with the PPU, a statement in Peace News for 22 February 1946 stating that a majority had voted that he should no longer be employed at Head Office, partly to reduce expenditure and partly because ‘for some time he has not been found an easy person to work with’ even though it was recognised that the PPU was much indebted to him for his services over the preceding eight years, particularly in connection with food relief. He was three times prosecuted and twice imprisoned for refusing to be medically examined for national service. His selection called The Wisdom of Gandhi in His Own Words was published in 1943, and in 1945 his Sword of Gold: A Life of Mahatma Gandhi. He wrote a book on card tricks (1933) and studies of Hamlet (1948) and Macbeth (1949). See also 2372.

2 For Subhas Chandra Bose, Indian nationalist leader, see Wartime Diary, 1081, 3.4.42, n. 1.

3. ahimsa means non-violent creed, often used particularly with respect to sparing animal life.

4. Satyagraha is usually interpreted as ‘passive resistance,’ for example, civil disobedience, suffering police charges without responding to physical attack, lying down on the track in front of advancing trains. It was evolved by Gandhi in South Africa. In ‘Reflections on Gandhi’ (see 3516), Orwell notes that Gandhi objected to the translation ‘passive resistance.’ In Gujarati, he said, it seemed that Satyagraha meant ‘firmness in the truth.’

5. On 13 April 1919, General R. E. H. Dyer (1864–1927) ordered troops under his command to open fire on unarmed protestors, of whom 379 were killed. Although condemned generally and by court-martial, the Guardians of the Golden Temple of Amritsar invested him as a Sikh in gratitude for his action and a London newspaper, the Morning Post, raised £26,000 for him by public subscription (DNB). On 13 March 1940, at the Caxton Hall, London, one of the survivors of the massacre, Udham Singh, assassinated the man who had been Lt. Governor of the Punjab at the time and General Dyer’s superior, Sir Michael O’Dwyer. Udham Singh was hanged on 31 July 1940. His remains were returned to India in 1974, where he is revered to this day.

6. Orwell and Walker continued to correspond in 1943 but none of Orwell’s letters have been traced. See Walker’s letter to Orwell of 25 November 1943, 2372.

2261. To Desmond Hawkins

1. One was The Royal Observatory Greenwich—Its History and Work by Sir Harold Spencer Jones (1943); see Mary Blackburn’s letter, 5 August 1943, 2222.

2264. English Newsletter for Indonesia, 9

1. Gentry records in his diary for 28 August, ‘Details of American repatriation [of prisoners] given on Wireless news. British repatriation said to be still under negociation°!’ This might have been heard on local, Bangkok, radio. However, on 5 September, a BBC service was heard: ‘B.B.C. gave a weather report covering the English Channel—the first since the war started!’ This indicated that all danger of invasion was over.

2265. On Orwell’s behalf to E. M. Forster

1. Orwell was to review Reflections on the Revolution of Our Time in The Observer, 10 October 1943; see 2309. The letter was sent by Miss J. E. Light.

2266. Kingsley Martin and the BBC Eastern Service

1. Roger Noel Armfelt (1897–1955) served as Assistant Secretary and then Secretary to Buckinghamshire and Devon Educational Committees, 1928—41 ; and from 1945 was Secretary to the Central Council for School Broadcasting and Educational Adviser to the BBC. He is given as A.C.(H) in the Staff List dated 21.8.43. For Martin, see 496, n. 4 and talks booking form, 28.5.43, 2105, ns. 1 and 2.

2267. On Orwell’s behalf to Desmond Hawkins

1. Short, high-pitched sounds marking the time, the sixth coinciding with the hour, still used by BBC radio.

2268. On Orwell’s behalf to Oliver Bell

1. Bell replied on 9 September to ‘J. E. Light Esq.’—Miss Light, Orwell’s secretary, who had evidently written her name in full on the top copy of the letter—to say that he had forgotten he would be travelling to Scotland on 19 September. He suggested a number of times when he might record his talk and promised the script by Monday the 15th—though the 15th was a Wednesday.

2. Malta was awarded the George Cross to mark the fortitude of its people when the Axis powers attempted to bomb them into submission. A nineteen-minute documentry film, Malta G.C., was made by the Army, RAF, and Crown Film Units for the Ministry of Information in 1942. The music was written by Sir Arnold Bax and played by the RAF Orchestra. The commentary was spoken by Laurence Olivier, then a lieutenant in the Royal Naval Reserve.

2269. BBC Talks Booking Form, 8.9.43

1. Despite Chatterjee’s imminent departure, Bokhari was unwilling to engage his predecessor, S. K. Das Gupta, to broadcast. Chatterjee had suggested that his replacement be Dr. H. C. Mukerji (see 2219). On 22 September, Bokhari wrote to Das Gupta, in reply to his letter of the preceding day, saying ‘We regret that we do not find it possible at present to offer you an engagement in our Bengali Service.’ However, talks booking forms for 18 and 22 December 1943 show that Das Gupta was asked to translate and read the Bengali Newsletters for 18 and 25 December (at a fee of £5.5s per broadcast). The form for 22 December gives the author of the English version as Charlotte Haldane (staff). P. H. Chatterjee rose to the rank of major in the Indian army; he died, aged thirty-four, in April 1947.

2270. Orwell’s Adaptation of ‘The Fox’ by Ignazio Silone

1. Switzerland ] Italian Switzerland

2. Help me … on top … ] Narrator: Daniele carefully placed the little pigs in a big box lined with straw and covered it with a woollen blanket while Agostino cleaned up the sty.

3. Agostino: Here’s Silvia … you’re cornered] Narrator: At this moment Silvia, who was Daniele’s elder daughter, and was aged twenty, came down the path towards the pig sty. With her was Caterina, an elderly spinster who earned her living by dress-making. Daniele tried to move off when he saw them coming, because Caterina was known as a great talker and would go on for hours. But the two of them cornered him and almost at once Caterina started on her story:

4. I’m so upset about it ] Narrator: Daniele remained deep in thought for a moment while Caterina walked on sobbing. After a moment he followed her.

5. Silvia. He ] Silvia when Agostino appeared. Danielle

6. metal brush … bricks ] metal brush while Silvia followed him with a can of boiling water. Agostino was driving a lorry loaded with bricks; he slowed down and shouted to Daniele.

7. know] underlined in original; not an addition

8. take … house ] pick up those diseased twigs

9. [back] ] spoken with the head turned away from the microphone to give the effect of distance or sotto voce. Since ribbon microphones would then be in use, this effect could be achieved with quite a slight turn of the head and upper body.

10. Now that Silvia’s gone] Silvia’s out of hearing

11. Here’s Silvia … as a bone ] Narrator: At this moment Silvia came back into the orchard. As she approached the two men changed the subject and began talking about the weather.

12. the spy—he didn’t ] did not

13. arrived. ] arrived and remarked casually

14. [Open] means open microphone; if the audio engineer is preoccupied, a microphone might be left active at a time when, for example, there is music or sound off, and when those near it might think it safe to talk or move about. Its significance here is not clear.

15. hurt his hand a bit] injured his hand slightly

16. people to notice] to attract attention with

17. books ] books and papers

18. “Ah, I] “Ah,” he said, “I

19. teeth ] teeth and wouldn’t let go

20. Silvia ] she

21. on the other side … someone] they heard the engineer

22. floor ] this reading is uncertain

23. [back upstage] ] the reading ‘upstage’ is uncertain, for ‘back’ see n. 9

24. Caterina: Who’s that? … Yes, I thought so, ] Narrator: Caterina heard his voice and stood rooted to the spot. Then she went and peeped through the hedge that separated the orchard from the road.

25. My God ] All right. My God what a thing to happen!.

26. Daniele: And they say … How terrible] [Narrator:…] Hundreds of people have been killed. The so-called engineer seemed interested and began philosophising about the railway accident in his own way:

27. unity ] unity, however.

28. was ] underlined in original; not an addition

29. They ] underlined in original; not an addition

30. women ] men

31. You have] One has

32. your ] one’s

33. [get door set] ] this direction gives advance warning to the effects men to provide the noise of a door being forced later in the action. Such ‘anticipatory directions’ are found as far back as playhouse texts of the sixteenth century.

34. The engineer ] He

35. floor ] floor. A door was swung open, and the next moment they heard him raging and shouting like a mad-man.

36. Luisa: What is it? … Agostino: What is it? ] Narrator: The women hurried upstairs. The whole room was in disorder. The drawers had been emptied on to the floor. Papers were scattered everywhere. It was at this moment at° Agostino appeared. He did not know anything yet but he was pale and agitated:

The new text—the dialogue—has been written over the original, typed, narration and the latter has not all been crossed through. A few words of the original typescript are intended to be taken into the revision (as reproduced here). The text is marked with a scrawled ‘Quicker’; this may refer to the narration and not the new dialogue. In the amended form, ‘Luisa’ is spelt ‘LOISA.’

37. weeks! ] weeks! Agostino, tell me it isn’t true.

38. What ] We haven’t time to bother about that now. What

39. an ] a piercing; ‘an’ editorially changed from ‘a’

40. FOX] DOG

41. The animal ] The animal, with humped back, ‘The animal’ was mistakenly crossed through; its restoration here is editorial.

42. loose ] free

43. ‘F’ was written in after ‘Narrator’ and then crossed through.

2271. Review of Order of the Day by Thomas Mann

1. One factor among many leading to Orwell’s decision to leave the BBC may have been his conviction that this ‘particular dragon’ had only a limited life.

2272. Review of France Is a Democracy by Louis Lévy

1. On 19 September 1943, Louis Lévy wrote to Orwell a letter of grateful thanks for this review; author and critic, he wrote, were joined in a common cause.

2273. Z. A. Bokhari to Oliver Bell

1. Bell replied on 17 September, sending a script he hoped would be more suitable. He commented that when he was doing these talks for Lady Grigg, he had a pretty clear idea of what was required. He was now left without guidance, and he suggested that he and Bokhari have lunch so they could talk over the policy of these talks. It is not clear whether this lack of guidance reflects on Orwell or Bokhari. See the summary of Bokhari’s advice to C. E. M. Joad in 2262, endnote to Orwell’s letter to Joad of 2 September 1943. Lillian Hellman’s Watch on the Rhine had its first London production at the Aldwych, April 1942. Dear Octopus, by Dodie Smith, was first performed in London in September 1938 and revived at the Adelphi in July 1940; it starred Dame Marie Tempest (1864–1942). French Without Tears, like the other two originally a stage play, was by Terence Rattigan and was first performed in London in 1936.

2275. BBC Talks Booking Form, 21.9.43

1. Dr. George Yeh, of the Chinese Ministry of Information, had declined an invitation to broadcast in 1942 because he was too busy; see 2 September 1942, 1440.

2276. Laurence Brander to Eastern Service Director

1. Eastern Service Director: L. F. Rushbrook Williams; Eastern Service Organiser: C. Lawson-Reece; Indian Programme Organiser: Z. A. Bokhari; Brander was the Eastern Service Intelligence Officer. The carbon copy of this survey was among Orwell’s papers at his death.

2. Central Provinces, now (with Berar) Madhya Pradesh.

2278. Contract for The English People

1. W.J. Turner had given a talk to Indian for Orwell on The Book of Job, 29 January 1943. On 24 September 1943, Orwell asked him to talk on Čapek’s play R.U.R.; see 2284. For Turner, see telegram to Edmund Blunden, c. 16 December 1942, 1743, n. 1. The series, ‘Britain in Pictures’, was the inspiration of Hilda Matheson (1888–1940), the working for the Ministry of Information, as a propaganda medium for putting Britain and what it stood for to the world. The series was launched in March 1941, four months after Hilda Matheson’s death, and by 1950, when the last book was published, 126 titles had been issued. Each volume was of 48 pages and well illustrated in colour and monochrome. W. J. Turner (who died in 1946) took over the direction of the series, which proved an artistic and publishing success. See Michael Carney, Britain in Pictures: a History and Bibliography (1995).

2279. English Newsletter for Indonesia, 12

1. Gentry records in his diary that on 18 September he listened to Delhi (All-India Radio) at the house of a Siamese, Ro Thas, in Bangkok. Prisoners were allowed out of the camp under escort by the Siamese under certain conditions.

2280. To R. R. Desai

1. G. R. Tonkin was the Eastern Service News Editor. The hints have not been traced.

2281. To V. S. Pritchett

1. Pritchett replied in a letter also dated 24 September saying he was ‘hopelessly bogged in work’ and asking whether there was any chance of the date being changed. Orwell annotated Pritchett’s letter: ‘P.C. Sorry—can’t alter the date. Another time perhaps. G.O.’

2283. To L. F. Rushbrook Williams

1. Rushbrook Williams signed his name over this misspelling of his name, without a hyphen and an ‘e’ both errors were Orwell’s. Although sent as from the BBC, Orwell typed this letter himself on plain paper.

2. Orwell has informed Ivor Brown of The Observer on 31 August (see 2255) that he had to give two months’ notice. In a footnote to this passage, West says that there was no possibility that Orwell could make such a journey; he would not be cleared on grounds of health. He suggests that this venture was, perhaps, ‘a ploy to enable him to leave immediately’ (Broadcasts, 58, n. 113). As the invitation from Brown makes clear, however, the proposal was genuine. On 29 September, Sir Guy Williams, Overseas Services Establishment Officer, wrote to Orwell, accepting his resignation ‘with much regret.’ Whilst recognising that he should normally work his two months’ notice, Sir Guy wrote: ‘if, as you say, you may have to leave at shorter notice, the Corporation would be prepared to allow you to do so’; Orwell’s resignation would take effect from 24 November 1943 ‘unless you inform me that you wish to leave at an earlier date.’ On 7 October 1943, Brown wrote to Orwell saying he had heard he would be free at the end of November of reviewing and other writing he could do for that paper. He mentioned also that he much appreciated Orwell’s review ‘of Laski’ (of Reflections on the Revolution of Our Time), 10 October 1943; see 2309.

2284. To W.J. Turner

1. R.U.R. by Karel Čapek (1890–1938) was first performed in 1921. It is in the dystopian tradition to which Orwell contributed Nineteen Eighty-Four. Rossum’s Universal Robots (1920) is concerned with the production of a man-like machine more efficient than man himself and so able to take over the world. The word ‘robot’ was introduced into English through this play although it was coined by Čapek’s brother, Josef, three years before R.U.R. was published (see William Harkins, Karel Čapek, New York, 1962). The Czech word robota is usually defined as compulsory or statute labour; perhaps ‘forced labour’ aptly conveys the sense.

2291. Extract from Minutes of Eastern Service Meeting

1. On 27 September, Frederick Laws sent Orwell a ‘rough scheme’ for a set of nine talks for this series, which they had discussed ‘the other day.’ He proposed the following speakers (there is no number 9 in his list): 1: Oct. 14, Prof. T. H. Pear; 2: Oct. 21, Prof. J. C. Flugel; 3: Oct. 28, Dr. Susan Isaacs; 4: Nov. 4, Prof. C. W. Valentine; 5: Nov. 11, Dr. Philip E. Vernon; 6: Nov. 12 [for 18], Dr. Mary Smith; 7: Nov. 26, Prof. Cyril Burt; 8: Dec. 2, R. S. Lynd. Various problems arose in confirming this list. Burt could not give a talk; Vernon thought the Admiralty would object to his contributing; Lynd had gone to America. On 17 October, Laws suggested the following alternative speakers: Angus Macrae, Dr. S. J. F. Philpott, Eric Farmer, Prof. A. W. Wolters (which he spelt Walters), and Dr. Alan Maberley. On 3 November, he sent Orwell Marie Jahoda’s address and asked if he could have copies of all the talks. Laws (1911–) was a journalist; art critic, News Chronicle, 1938–39; radio critic, News Chronicle, 1942–47; and, under the name John Aubrey, ran a feature, ‘Personal Problems,’ for that paper, 1945–46. Among his publications were Made for Millions (1947) and Radio and the Public (1947). On 7 October, Bokhari asked the Talks Booking section for a fee of £5.5s per talk for Laws for his work in arranging the series.

2. For the proposed pamphlet, Laws suggested telescoping talks 3 and 4 and talks 8 and 9. This pamphlet, like that to be devoted to medical topics, was not published.

2294. To T. H. Pear

1. Professor Tom Hatherley Pear (1886–1972) was, in 1943, President of the British Psychological Society and Professor of Psychology, University of Manchester. Among his large number of publications were Remembering and Forgetting (1922), Fitness for Work (1928), The Art of Study (1930), The Psychology of Effective Speaking (1933), Religion and Contemporary Psychology (1937), English Social Differences (1955). He edited Psychological Factors of Peace and War (1950), and, with Sir Grafton Elliot Smith, wrote Shell Shock and its Lessons (1917).

2. Frederick Laws (see 2291, n. 1) had written to Pear asking him to give the first broadcast in the series on psychology, to be called ‘The Uses of Psychology.’ On 1 October, Pear wrote to Orwell to say he would be delighted to contribute.

2296. To T. H. Pear

1. On 8 October, Pear sent Orwell the typescript for his talk. He wrote that Frederick Laws had seen his original, lengthy, draft and the cuts and modifications he had made were along lines suggested by Laws. He was sending a copy to Wilkinson and to Professor Flugel.

2297. ‘A Slip Under the Microscope’ by H. G. Wells, Adapted by George Orwell

1. wasted ] typed as ‘wated’ with handwritten insertion of ‘s’

2. Charles Bradlaugh (1833–1891), radical freethinker, lecturer, and editor of the National Reformer, spoke and wrote in a variety of causes, opposing religion, advocating birth control and individual liberty. He was prosecuted for blasphemy, sedition, and indecency. He was elected an M.P. in 1880 but wished to affirm rather than take the oath. This was not allowed until 1886, when he at last took his seat. He was opposed to socialism. He is mentioned in Wells’s short story.

3. John Elliot Burns (1858–1943), labour leader, socialist, M.P., 1892–1918, was tried for sedition in 1886 but acquitted. In 1888 he was imprisoned following the ‘Bloody Sunday’ riot in Trafalgar Square, London, and was a leader of the great London dock strike of 1889. He was the first working-class man to become a member of a Cabinet—that of the Liberal government of 1905. In early 1914 he was appointed President of the Board of Trade, but he resigned in protest at the outbreak of World War I. He abandoned public life in 1918. He is mentioned in Wells’s short story.

4. a ] handwritten insertion

5. than Hill ] to Hill in typescript

6. lenticel ] lentical in typescript; the error is probably the typist’s; Wells’s original has ‘lenticel’ (a breathing pore in bark)

7. over ] handwritten insertion

8. Surely not! ] followed in typescript by: ‘NARRATOR: Wedderburn’s face had suddenly turned red,’ which is crossed through

9. But I—how? ] handwritten insertion

2298. To J. C. Flugel

1. John Carl Flugel (1884–1955), on the staff of University College London from 1909; as Assistant Professor of Psychology, 1929–43; Special Lecturer in Psychology thereafter. He was President of the British Psychological Society, 1932–35, and Assistant Editor of the International Journal of Psycho-analysis, 1920–37. His publications included The Psycho-Analytic Study of the Family (1921), The Psychology of Clothes (1930), Man, Morals and Society (1945), Population, Psychology and Peace (1947).

2299. To Leonard Moore

1. It was not published until May 1944.

2. This book was published in March 1941. Orwell records in his Royalty Receipt Book that he received 10s.6d (52½p). He gives no date, but notes that it was ‘earlier’ (than 12 July 1943).

3. See contract for The English People, 23 September 1943, 2278.

2300. To W.J. Turner

1. Noel Iliffe was a Presentation Assistant in the Overseas Services Division. As a member of the BBC’s staff he would not be paid a fee, so Turner’s fee would not be affected.

2303. To Susan Isaacs

1. Susan Sutherland Isaacs (1885–1948), Head of the Department of Child Development, University of London Institute of Education, was extremely influential in the training of teachers of young children, particularly through her books Intellectual Growth in Children (1930), The Nursery Years (1932) (see letter to her 22 October 1943, 2330, n. 1), The Children We Teach (1932), and Social Development of Young Children (1933). She also wrote An Introduction to Psychology (1921).

2. Dr. Isaacs had written to Laws on 5 October saying she would be delighted to contribute if the date could be put back a little.

2306. To C. W. Valentine

1. Charles William Valentine (1879–1964), Professor of Educational Psychology, University of Birmingham and editor of the British Journal of Psychology. His many publications included: Experimental Psychology of Beauty (1913), Experimental Psychology in Relation to Education (1914), New Psychology of the Unconscious (1921), The Reliability of Examinations (1932), Principles of Army Education (with special reference to small-arms training, 1942), Parents and Children: Two Broadcast Talks (1945).

2308. On Orwell’s behalf to Oliver Bell

1. See 2268, n.2

2309. Review of Reflections on the Revolution of Our Time by Harold J. Laski

1. Salus extra ecclesiam non est: No salvation exists outside the church (St. Augustine).

2. Hilaire Beloc (1870–1953), humorist, essayist, Roman Catholic apologist; Liberal M.P. 1906–10. The Servile State was first published in 1912, and in 1913 and 1927 with new prefaces. It was published in New York in 1946, introduced by C. Gauss. It is concerned with, amongst other things, the price the individual must pay in terms of personal freedom for social security.

2311. Guy Wint to Orwell

1. Guy Wint (1910–1969) had written, with Sir George Schuster, India and Democracy (1941). He also published The British in Asia (1947), South-east Asia and its Future (1951), and books on Japan, China, and Korea.

2312. On Orwell’s behalf to Desmond Hawkins

1. Probably Bokhari’s secretary, Miss A. L. Bateman.

2314. To Philip Rahv

1. Most of those listed by Orwell were in correspondence with him whilst he was at the BBC. Biographical notes for some have been given earlier, but, for convenience, short identifications and cross-references follow:

Alun Lewis (1915–1944), poet and short-story writer; Raiders’ Dawn and Other Poems (1942); see 856, n. 3. William Robert Rodgers (1900–1969), poet; Awake! and Other Poems (1941; as Awake! and Other Wartime Poems, New York 1942). Kathleen Raine (1908–), poet and critic; Stone and Flower: Poems 1933–43 (1943); see 1526, n. 3. Mark Benney (1910–) became well known in 1936 for his Low Company: Describing the Evolution of a Burglar, written in prison; see 1936, n. 1. Jack Common (1903–1968), writer and editor whom Orwell met through their association with Adelphi; see 95; 295, n. 1; 1086, n. 1. Hugh (Humphrey) Slater (1906–1958), painter, author; fought in Spain as a Communist and became Chief of Operations of the International Brigade; with Tom Wintringham founded a Home Guard training centre in 1940; edited Polemic, 1945–47, to which Orwell contributed; see 731, n. 1. Ahmed Ali (1906–), writer, academic, and BBC Listener Research Officer in India; see 1103, n. 3. Roy Campbell (1901–1957), South African poet; Flowering Rifle: A Poem from the Battlefield of Spain (1939), Collected Poems, 3 vols. (1949–60; Chicago, 1959–60).

Rook’s first name should be spelt ‘Alan’; Fraser is spelt with an ‘s,’ see 2184, n. 3.

2315. To C. W. Valentine

1. Valentine had written on 11 October to say he would broadcast on the 28th in order to accommodate Dr. Isaacs’s wish to delay her talk. At the foot of Valentine’s letter Orwell wrote in pencil: am: Rec:. B’cast 28th Oct.

2317. To J. C. Flugel

1. Flugel had written to Orwell on 11 October when sending the draft script to say that he had added a personal note and made particular reference to India. He explained that, before the war, there had been so many students from India at University College London he thought this a good opportunity to bring in an intimate note. However, he would willingly change his script if this was thought to be inappropriate. Orwell showed Flugel’s letter and script to Bokhari, who wrote as follows to Flugel on 15 October: ‘Mr. Blair has shown me your letter of the 11th October with the draft of your talk for the 21st October. I know that he has already acknowledged it, but I thought you might like to know that I, as an Indian, feel that you have handled the references to India extremely happily, and that the script is exactly what we want.’

2318. To Desmond Hawkins

1. The secretary’s initials look like MH, but although there were several secretaries on the 21.8.43 staff list with these initials—M. R. Huggett, B. M. Hobdey, M. G. Hushar—they were in other sections. The ‘H’ may be a slip for ‘B,’ the typewriter keys being diagonally adjacent. This would probably indicate Mary Blackburn. She wrote to Hawkins on Orwell’s behalf about this series on 5 August 1943; see 2222.

2319. Macbeth by William Shakespeare, Adapted and Introduced by George Orwell

1. Servant ] Sewart in typescript; presumably confused with Siward above

2. period, ] period, which also produced “Hamlet” and “King Lear” in typescript, but crossed through

3. Two other … have made ] handwritten alteration of typescript’s The first two prophecies

4. Orwell presumably refers to IV.3, especially 146–59, where reference is made to the King of England’s ability to cure scrofula, ‘The King’s Evil’, and possibly 97–100, which may refer to James VI and I’s desire to make a universal peace.

5. Edmund or ] Edgar of in typescript

6. nor ] not in typescript

7. omitted from typescript

2320. To Frederick Laws

1. Denys Wyatt Harding (1906–), Assistant Lecturer and Lecturer in Social Psychology, London School of Economics, 1933–38; Senior Lecturer in Psychology, University of Liverpool, 1938–45; war service, 1941–44; Professor of Psychology, University of London, 1945–68, was a member of the editorial board of Scrutiny, 1933–47, and editor of the British Journal of Psychology (General Section), 1948–54. His publications include The Impulse to Dominate (1941), Social Psychology and Individual Values (1953), Experience into Words: Essays on Poetry (1963), Words into Rhythm (1976).

2. Sir Cyril Lodowic Burt (1883–1971), Psychologist to the London County Council Education Department, 1913–32; Professor of Education, University of London, 1924–31; Professor of Psychology, University College London, 1931–50, served on the Advisory Committee set up by the War Office on Personnel Selection. His many publications included The Distribution of Mental Abilities (1917), Mental and Scholastic Tests (1921), The Young Delinquent (1925), The Measurement of Mental Capacities (1927), The Subnormal Mind (1935), A Psychological Treatment of Typography (1959). Eileen Blair and Lydia Jackson studied in his department in the 1930s. Burt’s work in psychometrics (the measurement of intelligence) was inspired by the biologist Sir Francis Galton, who investigated heredity, and Charles Spearman, with whom he worked on the statistical analysis of intelligence measurement. Burt was an advocate of 11-plus testing, assessing children to determine what form of education was appropriate for them. This approach was adopted towards the end of the war, but after a couple of decades began to fall into disfavour, especially with the Labour Party. After its virtual abandonment in the 1970s, Burt’s own work was challenged, and shown, at least in part, to be fabricated.

3. Albert William Phillips Wolters (1883–19??), author of The Evidence of the Senses (1933).

2321. To George Bernard Shaw

1. Unidentified.

2322. To Norman Collins

1. There are at least two ironies in this list which Collins must surely have noted. Ellen Wilkinson (see 422, n. 3; 1471, n. 2) had once been a Communist. She entered Parliament in 1921 and was long associated with Jarrow, as M.P. and as a leader of the Hunger March from that distressed town to London. She became Minister of Education in the Labour government of 1945. Willie Gallacher (see 560, 27.7.39, n. 2) joined the Communist Party in 1921 and remained in it. He entered Parliament as a Communist M.P. in 1935. These two might have been expected to raise the hackles of a BBC vetting committee, official or unofficial, even though, as Orwell put it in his London Letter to Partisan Review for Spring 1944, dated 15 January 1944, Gallacher was on the road to becoming the pet of the House of Commons, corrupted by that institution’s familiarity; see 2405.

2323. To André Van Gyseghem

1. André Van Gyseghem (1906–), actor and produser, took a special interest in Russian theatre and published Theatre in Soviet Russia (1943). Orwell (or his secretary) misspells Van Gyseghem’s name.

2328. Who Are the War Criminals? Review of The Trial of Mussolini by ‘Cassius’

1. Michael Foot; see 1241, n. 2.

2. vœ victis!: ‘woe to the vanquished!’, Livy, History, V, xlviii, 9.

3. Possibly ‘unprincipled’ was intended.

2330. To Susan Isaacs

1. Dr. Isaacs replied on 26 October to say that she might be a little late. She told Orwell that her book The Nursery Years—a particularly influential work—had just been translated into Marathi and reference to that might be ‘a useful passport to listeners in India.’ Orwell wrote on this letter, in pencil, ‘Noted E.A.B’. She sent her script on 31 October with a covering note saying she had read it aloud several times and each time it ran for fourteen minutes. Orwell wrote on this letter, in pencil, ‘Please ack. E.A.B’. On 3 November, she wrote to ask for a studio pass for use when the recording was made. This letter is annotated by Orwell, in pencil, ‘Please send p.c. E.A.B’.

2331. To Blanche Patch, Secretary to George Bernard Shaw

1. At the foot of the top copy of the letter, Shaw wrote: ‘Quite impossible. Cut it out. The scene would be uninteresting and only half intelligible by itself. I veto it ruthlessly. G. Bernard Shaw 26/10/1943. ’ Shaw’s strong reaction might be read in the light of Orwell’s comment in his review of Thomas Mann’s Order of the Day in Tribune, 10 September 1943 (see 2271): ‘One has only to compare [Mann’s] remarks on Hitler and Mussolini with, say, those of Bernard Shaw to see that respect for common decency is not a bad guide, even in international politics.’

2. The top copy of this letter (in the Orwell Archive) is signed ‘Geo. Orwell’; the carbon copy (in the BBC Archives) is initialled ‘E.A.B’.

2336. BBC Talks Booking Form, 22.10.43

1. Harding sent his script to Orwell on 31 October. In his covering letter he said he had changed the title to ‘Intelligence Tests’ because ‘Mental Tests’ included so much that May Smith would probably be dealing with. He had not gone into detailed use of the tests to avoid overlapping with what Valentine, Isaacs and Smith were discussing. May Smith (1879–1968) was Senior Investigator to the Industrial Health Board, 1920–44, and Lecturer in Applied Psychology, Birkbeck College, University of London, 1944–55. Her publications included An Introduction to Industrial Psychology (1943).

2339. Extracts from Minutes of Eastern Service Meeting

1. Orwell was replaced by Miss Sunday Wilshin, with the title Assistant, English Programmes for India (see 2600, n. 1). She contributes an engaging memoir of Orwell to Remembering Orwell, edited by Stephen Wadhams (1984), 125–26. About 1 January 1944, Charlotte Haldane (wife of J. B. S. Haldane until their divorce in 1945) started work as a talks producer in the Indian Section, see 2369, n. 2. She had organised the dependants’ aid committee set up to help the families of British volunteers in Spain and worked within this Communist organisation in Paris. See her Truth Will Out (1949) and 374A for a reference to it (n. 27). Her son by her first marriage, J. B. S. Haldane’s stepson, Ronald, was killed in Spain fighting against Franco’s forces.

2341. To D. W. Harding

1. The carbon copy shows that the ‘8’ and ‘9’ have both been struck, the incorrect figure not having been erased on the copy.

2344. Newsletter in Tamil, 29

1. Exceptionally, this newsletter was not translated and read by J. D. S Paul, but by G. J. C. Francis. The Reverend Gordon Matthews continued as switch censor.

2346. To Reginald Reynolds

1. Peter Kropotkin (1842–1921), a Russian prince, trained as a scientist, renounced his title, espoused anarchism, and supported the interest of the peasants. Imprisoned in Russia in 1874, he escaped to France, where he was imprisoned for three years, and then settled in England, 1886–1917. He wrote much, including The Great French Revolution, 1789–1793 (1909) and the book regarded as his best work, Mutual Aid (1902), in which he argued that co-operation, not conflict, was the most significant element in the evolution of the species. He returned to Russia after the Revolution but was bitterly disappointed by the triumph of Bolshevism because its methods were authoritarian rather than libertarian.

2. ‘less’ was typed but altered in a hand other than Orwell’s to ‘later.’

3. The second sentence is fairly certain and the initials of the first look clear; there is probably one word after ‘would’; but ‘short’ and the whole first sentence are uncertain. This postscript has been written (by Miss Light?) on the carbon copy of the letter to Reynolds. It may have been typed on the top copy, but it may not have been intended for Reynolds.

2347. Review of Lest We Regret by Douglas Reed; I Sit and I Think and I Wonder by Sidney Dark

1. Otto Strasser (1897–1974) and his brother, Gregor (1892–1934), were leading figures in the development of the Nazi Party in the early 1920s. Otto became disillusioned because the Party was insufficiently orientated towards the working class; he left the Party in 1930 to found the Black Front. Gregor remained loyal to Hitler but was shot during the Röhm Purge. Otto escaped and settled for a time in Canada. His Hitler and I was published in 1940. The brothers were instrumental in introducing Goebbels into journalism on behalf of the Nazis.

2. Private motoring was banned for much of the war to save petrol and motorists were encouraged to hand in car tyres for recycling.

3. In The Weekly Review for 9 December 1943, A. K. Chesterton (nephew of G. K. Chesterton), discussed Orwell’s, demand to know why Reed should want a plutocratic Britain to win (as he put it). In a column headed ‘Patriot’s Duty,’ he maintained that ‘My country—right or wrong’ was a maxim ‘which apparently has no place in Mr Orwell’s philosophy.’ Was Orwell’s support of Britain, he asked, only because he could discover no blemish in her—and if he did ‘he would throw her to the lions—or the Germans’? The answer to Orwell was: ‘We want Britain to win because she belongs to us and we belong to her; our lives derive from her soil and our spiritual roots lie deep in her tradition.’ But in winning the war, Britain must not again lose the peace, for ‘that would be mortal.’ Peace could be lost by false doctrines—pacifism, meaningless slogans such as ‘collective security,’ and insidious daily doses of propaganda. The battle for the peace, he concluded, would be ‘a fight to the death between the soul of Britain and cosmopolitan finance, which is determined that the fruits of victory shall be nothing less than the nations of the world in pawn to international usury and control.’ For Orwell’s riposte to A. K. Chesterton, see ‘As I Please,’ 4, 24 December 1943, 2396.

4. Sidney Dark (1874–1947) edited the Church Times from 1924 to 1941. He published a number of biographies—among them works on Thackeray (1912), Dickens (1919), Cardinal Newman (1934), Cardinal Manning (1936)—and many religious books. Orwell was required to tone down a reference to the Church Times in A Clergyman’s Daughter: the description of its ‘chosen sport of baiting Modernists and atheists’ was altered to its being ‘in the forefront of every assault upon Modernists and atheists’; see CW, III, 66, line 22 and note; also Orwell’s letter to his publishers, 10 January 1935, 223. Orwell included Dark in his list of Crypto-Communists and Fellow-Travellers (see 3732), but later crossed out this entry.

2349. To Ivor Brown

1. By Robert Ardrey (1908–1980). Orwell reviewed the play in Time and Tide, 29 June 1940; see 645. Shortly afterwards it was made into a powerful film by the Boulting brothers.

2351. English Newsletter for Indonesia, 19

1. PasB has ‘English Newsletter in Indonesia written by George Orwell,’ with no ‘read’ included.

2354. To Edmund Blunden

1. Blunden replied on 28 November, saying Nicol-Smith had declined; he had ‘some work on hand’ which made it impossible for him to do the necessary reading in time. He suggested George Sampson and William Plomer. In the event, as the PasB shows, Blunden gave the talk.

2355. To H.J. Laski

1. From the erasure marks on the carbon copy, it looks as if the typist first typed ‘which’ and then substituted ‘that.’ The erroneous spelling of ‘pricipal’ passed unnoticed.

2356. To S. Moos

1. This is reproduced from a typewritten original in the possession of the recipient (who wrote to Orwell as a reader of Tribune). The error ‘temporarly’ is in the original. The original is signed by Orwell as above.

2357. ‘The Detective Story’ [Grandeur et décadence du roman policier anglais]

1. Dint was a literary magazine edited by Feyyaz Fergar and Sadi Cherkeshi. The first number came out in 1944, probably in the early summer (for it is referred to by Robert Herring in Life and Letters, August 1944). A second number was published probably in January 1945; W. P. Rilla reviewed it in Tribune, 12 January 1945. (Tribune tended to review journals promptly.) Among those who contributed to Dint whom Orwell would have known were Henry Treece, Nicholas Moore, and John Atkin. Feyyaz Kayacan Fergar (1919–1993) was born in Istanbul but was of Armenian descent. He wrote poetry in French, Turkish, and English, short stories (his ‘Shelter’—on life in wartime London—was awarded the Turkish Language Academy Prize), and translated English into Turkish (notably T. S. Eliot’s Four Quartets) and Turkish into English (recently, Modern Turkish Poetry, 1992). He came to study in England in 1940 at King’s College, Newcastle upon Tyne, where he founded Dint and Fulcrum (titles suggested by his friend James Kirkup). Alex Comfort arranged for a volume of Fergar’s surrealist poems, Gestes à la mer, to be published in 1943. His surrealist poetry was defended by E. L. T. Mesens and Jacques Brunius. He wrote much under the pseudonym Feyyaz Kayacan, especially whilst working for the BBC, where he worked for more than thirty years in the Turkish Section, becoming its head, 1974–79.

fn1 Doyle avait eu l’intention de terminer, avec les «Mémoires» sa série Sherlock Holmes; pourtant ses lecteurs protestèrent avec une telle vigueur qu’il se sentit obligé de poursuivre. De toutes les parties du monde les lettres affluèrent et, dit-on, certains de leurs auteurs menaçaient Doyle de lui faire un mauvais parti s’il ne reprenait pas les aventures de Holmes. Ainsi les «Mémoires» furent-ils suivis de plusieurs volumes. Les premiers restent pourtant les meilleurs.

fn2 Equivalent londonien de Landru, qui sévit à l’époque dans la capitale anglaise et sema l’épouvante dans le pays tout entier.

fn3 Doyle had intended to finish his Sherlock Holmes series with The Memories, but his readers protested so vehemently that he felt obliged to carry on. Letters poured in from all over the world, and some were said to threaten Doyle with violence if he did not carry on with Holme’s adventures. So The Memories was followed by several more volumes Yet the earlier ones are the best [Orwell’s footnote].

2. In the last paragraph of ‘The Final Problem,’ at the end of The Memoirs of Sherlock Holmes, Watson, who is looking for Holmes, finds a ‘small square of paper’ held down by Holmes’s cigarette case at ‘the fall of Reichenbach.’ The note asks Watson to ‘tell Inspector Patterson that the papers which he needs to convict the gang are in a pigeon-hole, done up in a blue envelope and inscribed “Moriarty”.’ Holmes continues: ‘I have made every disposition of my property before leaving England, and handed it to my brother Mycroft’ and asks Watson to give his greetings to Mrs Watson. Holmes says that these few lines have been written ‘through the courtesy of Mr. Moriarty’ before they engaged in their final struggle which, in this story, seems to end with both their deaths in the chasm below. In the Phaedo, Plato records the last words of Socrates as being concerned with essentially domestic matters: ‘Crito, we owe Aesculapius a cock; pay it, therefore; do not neglect it.’ Orwell similarly links the classical and contemporary in Burmese Days. Flory’s complaint that the British ‘build a prison and call it progress’ alludes to the Agricola by Tacitus. The British leader at the battle of Mons Graupius declares that those who created the Roman Empire, ‘when they make a desert, call it peace,’ an allusion Flory fears Dr Veraswami ‘would not recognise’ (CW, II, 41).

fn4 The London counterpart of Landru who was loose in the English capital at the time, who struck terror into the whole nation [Orwell’s foonote].

3. At the Battle of Majuba, 1881, General Pietrus Jacobus Joubert (1831–1900) routed the British forces in the First Boer War.

2360. Talking to India: Introduction

1. Pierre Laval (1883–1945), French politician, first a socialist, later transferring his allegiance to the right, was Premier, 1931–32 and 1935–36; advocated Franco-German co-operation, and served as Foreign Minister after the fall of France, under Marshal Pétain, until dismissed by him. He returned to power in 1942 and acted, in effect, as an agent for the German occupying power. He was executed for treason following a much-criticised trial. See also 644, n. 2.

2. Wang Ching-wei (1883–1944), Chinese politician and early hero of the Republican Revolution following an attempt to assassinate the regent to the Imperial Chinese throne in 1910, was for a number of years personal assistant to the Nationalist leader, Sun Yat-sen, and a trusted official of the Kuomintang (Nationalist) Party. He opposed Chiang Kai-shek, but after a period of reconciliation he threw in his lot with the Japanese and in 1940 became head of a Japanese puppet government in Nanking, which ruled the Japanese-occupied areas of China. He died in Japan.

3. Talking to India was reviewed in Tribune, 26 May 1944, by Narayana Menon, who had broadcast frequently for Orwell; Menon appreciated that the best broadcast talks were not necessarily those that read best and that, conversely, a good essay might prove to be a bad broadcasting script. ‘Few of our serious writers recognise this, with the result that a good many straight talks—particularly the more serious ones—sound pedantic, hidebound and dull, though they read very well in The Listener a week later. No one seems to realise this more than E. M. Forster, whose two contributions to this volume are not only models of broadcast scripts but at the same time witty and penetrating essays in criticism.’ He described Orwell’s ‘The Rediscovery of Europe’ as ‘very salty, biting, pungent in the best Orwell manner. He pulls his listener’s legs, talks with his tongue in his cheek. He loves to shock people, debunk accepted platitudes, mock mischievously,’ and he quotes Orwell’s explanation that the basis of Bernard Shaw’s attacks on Shakespeare is that ‘Shakespeare wasn’t an enlightened member of the Fabian Society. ’ Besides Forster’s essays, Menon thought highly of Orwell’s essay and Connolly’s ‘Literature in the Nineteen-Thirties’: ‘two of the best essays on contemporary literature that I have seen for some time.’ He thought Mulk Raj Anand’s ‘Open Letter to a Chinese Guerrilla’ ‘a touching document whose genuineness and sincerity would drive its point home far more effectively than any of the usual propaganda stunts.’

4. Royal Army Ordnance Corps.

2364. To V. S. Pritchett

1. ‘I will send’ was originally typed, but the carbon shows that x’s were typed over ‘will’ indicating, presumably, that a script was enclosed.

2. it ] typed as is

3. Pritchett wrote accepting this commission.

2365. Review of Subject India by Henry Noel Brailsford

1. For Brailsford, see 2168, n. 1.

2367. To Production Department, Penguin Books

1. For a further comment by Orwell on these changes, see ‘As I Please,’ 2, 10 December 1943, 2391 and also Textual Note to Burmese Days, CW, II, 309–10.

2368. To Allen & Unwin

1. The amount is not recorded by Orwell in his Payments Book, 2831, so the amount for the year (£154.19s.0d) understates the actual earnings by at least the amount of this cheque. A royalty of £16 was recorded for 6 October 1945.

2. The letter has been annotated in Allen & Unwin’s office, ‘? already sent’ and crossed through.

2369. To Cecil Day Lewis

1. Cecil Day Lewis (1904–1972), poet, critic, writer of fiction (his detective fiction published under the name Nicholas Blake). He signed himself ‘C. Day Lewis’ (no hyphen). He was appointed Professor of Poetry at the University of Oxford in 1951 and succeeded John Masefield as Poet Laureate in 1968. His Collected Poems was published in 1954. When Orwell wrote to him, his Poems in Wartime (1940) had been reprinted in Word Over All (1943).

2. This letter appears to be the last Orwell wrote when in the British Broadcasting Corporation’s service. Day Lewis replied on 25 November that he did not know enough about Odets to prepare a talk by 20 December, but hoped he would be offered other work. On 4 January 1944, Charlotte Haldane, as talks producer for the Indian Section (see 2339, n. 1), asked Orwell to prepare a script on Hardy for the series ‘Prescribed Poetry’ to be broadcast on 17 January 1944, and one on Tennyson for the series ‘Unwillingly to School’ to be broadcast on 17 February 1944. Orwell accepted neither commission. She then asked Day Lewis to speak on Hardy’s poetry, apologising for the short notice as she had just taken over as talks producer in the Indian Section (on 1 January?), and on 12 January she asked him to speak on two poems by Tennyson set for Indian university students. He agreed and talks booking forms were issued. She also arranged for him to broadcast to India in May and June 1944.

2372. Roy Walker to Orwell

1. Walker’s biography of Gandhi, Sword of Gold, was not published until 1945. He has probably confused this with his selection, The Wisdom of Gandhi in His Own Words (1943). For Walker’s publications, see Orwell’s ‘Gandhi in Mayfair,’ September 1943, 2259, n. 1.

2. This paragraph has two heavy lines against it in the margin, probably drawn by Orwell, for he roughly quotes this passage in ‘As I Please,’ 37,11 August 1944, 2530. For Orwell’s comments on the Duke of Bedford and a note about Bedford, see Orwell’s London Letter, Partisan Review, 1 January 1942, 913, ns. 6 and 7.

3. charka, properly charkha, is the Hindustani word for a spinning wheel. Gandhi advocated its use in village communities, and as part of his daily regime he spent some time working at his spinning wheel. This was particularly remarked upon in the British press when he attended the Round Table Conference in 1931 as the representative of the Indian National Congress. He stayed in the East End of London and devoted part of each day to working at his charkha. Walker’s reference to the charkha thus had considerable emotive force for Gandhi’s followers and, rather differently, for many British people.

4. Louis Fischer also wrote The Life of Mahatma Gandhi (1950).

5. Ellipsis as in the original; nothing has been omitted.

2373. English Newsletter for Indonesia, 21

1. Morris succeeded L. F. Rushbrook Williams as Eastern Service Director in 1943 and held that post until 1952; he was then, until 1958, Controller of the BBC Third Programme. Whilst a talks producer, he had the office next to Orwell’s; see 1965, n. 1.

Appendix 1: 2374. Laurence Brander’s Report on Indian Programmes

1. Probably Sir Frederick Hale Puckle (1889–1966) who served the Government of India from 1937–43 and previously the Government of the Punjab, 1919–37.

2. Not identified; see 1145, n. 1 and 1645, n.1

3. I. B. Sarin was a Programme Assistant, and one of Orwell’s colleagues, in the Indian section of the Eastern Service. A. M. Ashraf was described as ‘Announcer-translater, Indian Unit, Empire Department’ in the list of those taking the induction course attended by Orwell, 18–30 August 1941.

4. For Ahmed Ali, see 1103, n. 3.

5. A. L. Bakaya was a Hindustani translator in the BBC’s Indian section.

6. Probably Miss V. B. Silk, a secretary in the Intelligence Unit.

Appendix 2: 2375. Orwell’s Notes: For “The Quick & the Dead” and For “The Last Man in Europe”

1. ‘As I Please,’ 9, 28 January 1944; see 2412.

2. The Oxford English Dictionary Supplement gives a letter by Orwell of 2 January 1948 as its first recorded use of ‘Biro.’ As late as Christmas 1947 it was still an expensive novelty, costing some £3.

3. Although less correspondence has been traced for the period 1–24 November, Orwell wrote for the BBC in this period (according to what has been traced), 10 letters, 4 Newsletters in English for Indonesia, and 4 English-language versions of Newsletters for translation into Tamil. The Emperor’s New Clothes and Lady Windermere’s Fan were produced and Orwell probably wrote these programmes in this period. He also wrote to Penguin Books, prepared two reviews, and his long essay on the detective novel was, according to his Payments Book, completed on 17 November. He was thus not particularly inactive in the eighteen and a half working days of this period.

2376. [unfoliated] For “The Quick & the Dead”

1. The roman numerals, I and II, were added to the manuscript in pencil.

2. There is a diagonal line in ink on either side of ‘always’; perhaps Orwell intended to add something interlinearly.

3. ‘Golden opportunity’ is written in blue-black Biro; it must, therefore, have been added in or after 1946.

4. consciousness ] Orwell originally wrote confidence

5. Barker could possibly be ‘Barber.’

6. This line and the next three are in red ink.

7. trotters ] Orwell originally wrote fore-paws

8. This line and the next four are in red ink.

9. All the entries on this page are crossed through. The first three lines are in red ink.

2377. [f34] For “The Last Man in Europe”

1. Page 26 of the quarto typescript of the draft of Nineteen Eighty-Four, probably prepared in the summer of 1946, refers to a kind of feat ‘that would always earn an approving leading article in the Times’; see Facsimile, 197.

2. Bakerism has not been identified and what follows is speculative. The name might have been suggested by that of John R. Baker (1900–84). Baker wrote a ‘counterblast to Bernalism,’ attacking Bernal’s The Social Future of Science, in The New Statesman, 29 July 1939. He was a founder-member of the Society for Freedom in Science in spring 1941. Gary Werskey described him as a ‘conservative, rectionary eugenist’ with ‘no faith in the democratic process,’ who believed that High Science should be used against claims by the masses for egalitarianism (The Visible College (1978), 282–84). When he wrote these notes, Orwell had not read any book by Baker and he may have had a mistaken understanding of what Baker stood for. When in the spring of 1946 he read one of Baker’s books, he was keen to associate him with a projected organisation to defend the interests of the individual. In the event, he did not use the term ‘Bakerism.’ See 2836, n. 1, 2837, and 2955. Orwell mentions Baker favourably in his review of Freedom of Expression, 12 October 1945 (2764).

3. Letters and small numerals marking sections are double underlined in the manuscript—one of Orwell’s idiosyncracies. This usually indicates that the material should be set in small caps. To preserve the lower-case letters and numerals, they are here printed in italic.

4. The markings X and O are in pencil.




Chronology

The BBC Years

In the main, Orwell’s publications, except books, are not listed

25 June 1903 Eric Arthur Blair born in Motihari, Bengal, India.



18 Aug 1941–24 Nov 1943 Talks Assistant, later Talks Producer, in the Indian section of the BBC’s Eastern Service.

21 November 1941 First of over 200 newsletters written by Orwell for broadcast to India, Malaysia, and Indonesia, in English; and translated for broadcast in Gujarati, Marathi, Bengali, and Tamil.

8 March 1942 First contribution to The Observer.

15 May 1942 Victory or Vested Interest? published by George Routledge & Sons, containing Orwell’s lecture, ‘Culture and Democracy’.

Summer 1942 Moves to Maida Vale, London.

11 August 1942 ‘Voice 1,’ first of six literary ‘magazines’ devised by Orwell for broadcast to India.

19 March 1943 His mother, Ida Blair, dies.

24 August 1943 ‘I am definitely leaving it [the BBC] probably in about three months’ (letter to Rayner Heppenstall).

18 Nov 1943 Talking to India published by Allen & Unwin, edited and with an Introduction by Orwell.

23 Nov 1943 Leaves BBC and joins Tribune as Literary Editor. Leaves Home Guard on medical grounds.

Nov 1943–Feb 1944 Writes Animal Farm.



21 January 1950 Orwell dies of pulmonary tuberculosis, aged 46.
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ABOUT THE BOOK

Orwell served as Literary Editor of Tribune from 29 November 1943 until he went to Continental Europe as War Correspondent for the Observer and the Manchester Evening News in mid February 1945. He continued to write for Tribune until 4 April 1947, when his eightieth ‘As I Please’ appeared. This column is now, in this edition, printed without cuts. In these thirteen months Orwell reviewed 86 books and he wrote essays on Twain, Smollett, Thackeray, and The Vicar of Wakefield. It was a period in which several important essays appeared, but perhaps the most intriguing is one that has previously neither been accredited to him nor reprinted: ‘Can Socialists Be Happy?’, written under the pseudonym, John Freeman. Four ‘London Letters’ were contributed to Partisan Review. The English People, though not publlished until 1947, is included in this volume. Although this was one of his books that Orwell did not want reprinted, it still reads well.




Introduction to Volume XVI

29 November 1943 to 31 December 1944: I Have Tried to Tell the Truth

When Orwell left the BBC on 24 November 1943 he threw himself into renewed literary activity with enormous energy. His release from the burdensome duties of broadcasting and his resignation from the Home Guard on medical grounds enabled him to devote himself to writing. He worked as literary editor of Tribune (see 2378), started his ‘As I Please’ column, wrote reviews and articles regularly for Tribune, The Observer, Manchester Evening News, and Partisan Review, and occasional (but important) articles, for, among others, Horizon, Persuasion, and the New York Nation. And he was writing Animal Farm. This was also the time when he made a seemingly unimportant visit but one that would colour Orwell’s last years. In September 1944 it looks as if he made his first visit to Jura, a year earlier than was thought. When Eileen wrote to her husband on 21 March 1945 (2638) it is plain that arrangements for renting and repairing Barnhill were in hand. Orwell had dreamt of ‘my island in the Hebrides’ as far back as 20 June 1940 (see 639), perhaps prompted by his reviewing E. L. Grant Wilson’s Priest Island (640). A brief summary of the evidence is given at 2543, n. 1. Jura would realise some of his dreams, however briefly, and it would be where he would write Nineteen Eighty-Four. It would, indeed, be his personal ‘golden country.’ Less happily, the Orwell’s were bombed out on 14 July 1944 and moved for a time into Inez Holden’s flat near Baker Street. Early in October 1944 they moved into a flat in Canonbury Square and it was there and at Barnhill that Richard, the baby they adopted in June 1944, grew up.

Orwell served as literary editor of Tribune from 29 November 1943 until he went to continental Europe as War Correspondent for The Observer and the Manchester Evening News, in mid February 1945. He had written for Tribune since 29 March 1940 (603), but now he became part of its management; he would continue to contribute until 4 April 1947, when his eightieth ‘As I Please’ appeared. This column is now, in this edition, printed without cuts; fifty-two are included in this volume. Orwell usually discussed three or four topics in each column. He did not give them sub-titles and, for readers’ convenience, a list of his topics is given under ‘As I Please’ in the cumulative index in Volume XX. Aneurin Bevan, the editor of Tribune, gave Orwell a free rein and his column ranged very widely and, half-a-century later, can still trouble and entertain. At the time, he often raised the hackles of readers and the rich correspondence that ensued gives an important insight into responses of those on the left in the months before and after the Labour Government of 1945 took office. This is especially apparent following his reference to the Warsaw Uprising (see 2541). Most letters are reprinted, usually in full, immediately after the column to which they refer.

Letters that have come to light very recently (hence the ‘A’ that follows their item numbers) show Orwell organising contributions and reviews for Tribune as part of his work as literary editor. These are to Lydia Jackson (Elisaveta Fen; see pp. 108, 141, 167, 228, 250, 268, 340, 402, 427, and 437), and to Arthur Koestler (to be found in Volume XX, Appendix 14, pp. 314 and 315).

In these thirteen months, in addition to references in ‘As I Please’, Orwell reviewed 86 books. The reviews of two, Laski’s Faith, Reason, and Civilisation (2434), and C. S. Lewis’s Beyond Personality (2567) were not published. The former was rejected by the Manchester Evening News because, he told Dwight Macdonald, of its ‘anti-Stalin implications … Editors will print nothing anti-Russian,’ something Macdonald took up in his journal, Politics (see 2518, especially n. 1). It is not known why The Observer failed to publish the review of Lewis’s book. Both reviews are printed here for the first time. Orwell also ran into censorship difficulties over ‘Benefit of Clergy: Some Notes on Salvador Dali’ (2481). This was intended for the Saturday Book. It actually reached the stage of inclusion in the bound book, but, precisely in the manner of the seventeenth-century censor in Spain (the Yorkshireman, William Sankey) who excised Measure for Measure from Shakespeare’s Works with a sharp knife, the publishers, Hutchinson’s, had the essay sliced out from the bound book. The text survives because Orwell’s copy and one or two other volumes were left uncut. Comically, its title remained in the list of contents.

Among other important essays in this volume are ‘Propaganda and Demotic Speech’, ‘Raffles and Miss Blandish’, and those on Twain, Smollett, Thackeray, and The Vicar of Wakefield. However, the most intriguing essay is one that has previously neither been accredited to him nor reprinted: ‘Can Socialists Be Happy?’, written under the pseudonym, John Freeman. Detailed grounds are given for identifying this essay as Orwell’s (see 2397). Orwell’s last completed poem, ‘Memories of the Blitz,’ also appears in this volume (2409). Four ‘London Letters’ were contributed to Partisan Review during this period. The English People (2475), though not published until 1947, is included at the point at which it was completed, 22 May 1944. Although this was one of his books that Orwell did not want reprinted, it still reads well and it is significant that on the second-hand market today the original edition, with its attractive illustrations, is the most costly of all the 126 volumes of the ‘Britain in Pictures’ series.

At 2479 is one of a number of instances when Orwell went out of his way to help others in need.

A full General Introduction will be found here
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2378. Orwell at Tribune

29 November 1943—4 April 1947


Orwell’s last day at the BBC was Wednesday, 24 November 1943. He started writing letters on Tribune’s headed paper on Monday, 29 November, and it seems likely that that was the day he started working for Tribune as Literary Editor. He had reviewed for Tribune on a couple of dozen occasions from 8 March 1940 until then, and in his preface to the Ukrainian translation of Animal Farm he wrote, ‘The periodical to which I contribute most regularly is Tribune, which represents, generally speaking, the left wing of the Labour Party.’

Tribune was first published on 1 January 1937. Sir Stafford Cripps and George Strauss (both Labour M.P.s) put up most of the capital of about £20,000; William Mellor was appointed editor, with Aneurin Bevan, Cripps, Strauss, Ellen Wilkinson, Harold Laski, and Noel Brailsford on the board controlling the paper. Bevan wrote a weekly column under the pseudonym ‘M.P.’ and from 1939 to 1945, when he joined the Labour government, he was particularly closely involved in Tribune. Raymond Postgate was appointed editor early in 1940 and it was he who greatly improved the standard of the paper and who invited Orwell to review novels for Tribune. Bevan, Strauss, and Victor Gollancz formed the editorial board at that time. Bevan and Postgate quarrelled, probably late in 1941, and Bevan became editor on 1 January 1942, with Jon Kimche and Evelyn Anderson as his chief assistants. Kimche had worked with Orwell as an assistant at Booklovers’ Corner in 1934–35. When Orwell joined Tribune, the letterhead on which he corresponded gave Strauss and Bevan as directors, John Atkins as heading the Editorial Department, and the business and advertising managers as O. Rawson and D. M. Thornton respectively. Atkins, however, was on the point of leaving. He had been assistant editor, 1941–42, and literary editor, 1942–43. An announcement in Tribune of 26 November 1943 said he was leaving to join the staff of Mass Observation, having done ‘much pioneering work during his successful two years’ tenure’ and that he would be replaced by Orwell.

One of Orwell’s principal contributions to Tribune as literary editor was a personal column, ‘As I Please,’ the first of which was published on 3 December 1943; see 2385. Raymond Postgate had contributed to a short series under that title in Controversy (edited by C. A. Smith) in 1939; Jon Kimche told the editor of this edition in September 1990 that it was he who suggested to Orwell that he use that title for his series. Another earlier use of the title, by a writer whom Orwell noted in a list of those with real or suspected left-wing leanings, was I Write As I Please, by Walter Duranty (1935). (Duranty, who died in 1957, was foreign correspondent for the New York Times, 1913–39.) Yet another similar title was that for Lord Elton’s series of broadcasts, It Occurs to Me; those for 1937–38 were published under that title in 1939. Crick suggests that Orwell was probably paid ‘only £500 a year’ as literary editor of Tribune (441). Only two payments from Tribune are noted in Orwell’s Payments Book whilst he was literary editor: £5.5.0. for a special article of 2,000 words on 20 December 1943 (see 2397) and 10s. 6d for a poem of thirty-six lines on 17 January 1944 (see 2409); therefore his salary as literary editor, whatever it was, also covered his writing of ‘As I Please.’

Bevan gave Orwell free rein in ‘As I Please.’ As a result, ‘Protests were frequent, both at the frivolous use he made of his column and at his frequent attacks on the Soviet Communist Party.’ Bevan defended Orwell, without whose support Orwell ‘might not have lasted—even though the circulation manager coolly reported that those who wrote in regularly threatening to cancel their subscriptions were rarely subscribers’ (Crick, 445–46).

Orwell’s last ‘As I Please,’ number 80 (and his last contribution to Tribune), was published on 4 April 1947, by which time Michael Foot, M.P. (later leader of the Labour Party), was Managing Director of Tribune (1945–74). Foot edited Tribune 1948–52 and 1955–60. Jon Kimche handled much of Orwell’s copy for Tribune. This, he informed the editor in September 1990, presented no problems. It was punctual, accurate, to the correct length, and required virtually no sub-editing. Sections of ‘As I Please’ were often separated by typographical decorations. These were not Orwell’s work and they have been omitted here. For a break in the sequence of these contributions between 16 February 1945 and 8 November 1946, see 2622.

Despite the severe shortage of space owing to wartime paper rationing, Tribune published a lively correspondence section and many letters took issue with Orwell. Although he did not edit this section of Tribune, Orwell probably had some say in what was selected for publication. A letter from A. Perlmutt of 27 February 1944, expressing disappointment that one of his earlier letters had not appeared (see 2417), says, ‘On enquiry at the Tribune° office I was given to understand that the decision for publishing any letters on this subject rests with your good self.’ Perlmutt’s informant could, of course, have been someone covering up how the selection process worked. The letters give a vivid picture of those for whom Orwell was writing at an important period in British and Labour Party history. The copyright of these letters rests with Tribune, but, when possible, permissions have also been sought from those who wrote these letters. However, few authors can be traced and many cannot be identified from initials alone. The letters are reproduced, often in full, sometimes summarised, by kind permission of Tribune as are all Orwell’s contributions to Tribune. The headings added to letters by sub-editors have been omitted except in a few instances where they might assist readers to differentiate topics.

Orwell frequently wrote letters on the journal’s headed paper. This is indicated simply by the word ‘Tribune’; the address (222 Strand, London, WC2) and other details in the heading are omitted. If Orwell typed or wrote Tribune’s address, the title of the journal is reproduced as he gave it, in roman, the address being omitted. If his name is typed beneath his signature (as in BBC letters), this, and his signature, are both reproduced; if only his signature appears, that alone is reproduced.

Although no topic sub-headings are given in ‘As I Please’, and none have been added in this edition, to assist the reader topics have been listed in the cumulative index under ‘As I Please’.






2379. ‘Mark Twain—The Licensed Jester’

Tribune, 26 November 1943

Mark Twain has crashed the lofty gates of the Everyman Library, but only with Tom Sawyer and Huckleberry Finn, already fairly well known under the guise of “children’s books” (which they are not). His best and most characteristic books, Roughing It, The Innocents at Home, and even Life on the Mississippi, are little remembered in this country, though no doubt in America the patriotism which is everywhere mixed up with literary judgment keeps them alive.

Although Mark Twain produced a surprising variety of books, ranging from a namby-pamby “life” of Joan of Arc, to a pamphlet so obscene that it has never been publicly printed,1 all that is best in his work centres about the Mississippi river and the wild mining towns of the West. Born in 1835 (he came of a Southern family, a family just rich enough to own one or perhaps two slaves), he had had his youth and early manhood in the golden age of America, the period when the great plains were opened up, when wealth and opportunity seemed limitless, and human beings felt free, indeed were free, as they had never been before and may not be again for centuries. Life on the Mississippi and the two other books that I have mentioned are a ragbag of anecdotes, scenic descriptions and social history both serious and burlesque, but they have a central theme which could perhaps be put into these words: “This is how human beings behave when they are not frightened of the sack.” In writing these books Mark Twain is not consciously writing a hymn to liberty. Primarily he is interested in “character,” in the fantastic, almost lunatic variations which human nature is capable of when economic pressure and tradition are both removed from it. The raftsmen, Mississippi pilots, miners and bandits whom he describes are probably not much exaggerated, but they are as different from modern men, and from one another, as the gargoyles of a medieval cathedral. They could develop their strange and sometimes sinister individuality because of the lack of any outside pressure. The State hardly existed, the churches were weak and spoke with many voices, and land was to be had for the taking. If you disliked your job you simply hit the boss in the eye and moved further west; and moreover, money was so plentiful that the smallest coin in circulation was worth a shilling. The American pioneers were not supermen, and they were not especially courageous. Whole towns of hardy goldminers let themselves be terrorised by bandits whom they lacked the public spirit to put down. They were not even free from class distinctions. The desperado who stalked through the streets of the mining settlement, with a Derringer pistol in his waistcoat pocket and twenty corpses to his credit, was dressed in a frock coat and shiny top hat, described himself firmly as a “gentleman” and was meticulous about table-manners. But at least it was not the case that a man’s destiny was settled from his birth. The “log cabin to White House” myth was true while the free land lasted. In a way, it was for this that the Paris mob had stormed the Bastille, and when one reads Mark Twain, Bret Harte and Whitman it is hard to feel that their effort was wasted.

However, Mark Twain aimed at being something more than a chronicler of the Mississippi and the gold-rush. In his own day he was famous all over the world as a humorist and comic lecturer. In New York, London, Berlin, Vienna, Melbourne and Calcutta vast audiences rocked with laughter over jokes which have now, almost without exception, ceased to be funny. (It is worth noticing that Mark Twain’s lectures were only a success with Anglo-Saxon and German audiences. The relatively grown-up Latin races—whose own humour, he complained, always centred round sex and politics—never cared for them.) But in addition, Mark Twain had some pretensions to being a social critic, even a species of philosopher. He had in him an iconoclastic, even revolutionary vein which he obviously wanted to follow up and yet somehow never did follow up. He might have been a destroyer of humbugs and a prophet of democracy more valuable than Whitman, because healthier and more humorous. Instead he became that dubious thing a “public figure,” flattered by passport-officials and entertained by royalty, and his career reflects the deterioration in American life that set in after the Civil War.

Mark Twain has sometimes been compared with his contemporary, Anatole France. This comparison is not so pointless as it may sound. Both men were the spiritual children of Voltaire, both had an ironical, sceptical view of life, and a native pessimism overlaid by gaiety; both knew that the existing social order is a swindle and its cherished beliefs mostly delusions. Both were bigoted atheists and convinced (in Mark Twain’s case this was Darwin’s doing) of the unbearable cruelty of the universe. But there the resemblance ends. Not only is the Frenchman enormously more learned, more civilised, more alive æsthetically, but he is also more courageous. He does attack the things he disbelieves in; he does not, like Mark Twain, always take refuge behind the amiable mask of the “public figure” and the licensed jester. He is ready to risk the anger of the Church and to take the unpopular side in a controversy—in the Dreyfus case, for example. Mark Twain, except perhaps in one short essay (What is Man?) never attacks established beliefs in a way that is likely to get him into trouble. Nor could he ever wean himself from the notion, which is perhaps especially an American notion, that success and virtue are the same thing.

In Life on the Mississippi there is a queer little illustration of the central weakness of Mark Twain’s character. In the earlier part of this mainly autobiographical book the dates have been altered. Mark Twain describes his adventures as a Mississippi pilot as though he had been a boy of about seventeen at the time, whereas in fact he was a young man of nearly thirty. There is a reason for this. The same part of the book describes his exploits in the Civil War, which were distinctly inglorious. Moreover, Mark Twain started by fighting, if he can be said to have fought, on the Southern side, and then changed his allegiance before the war was over. This kind of behaviour is more excusable in a boy than in a man, whence the adjustment of the dates. It is also clear enough, however, that he changed sides because he saw that the North was going to win; and this tendency to side with the stronger whenever possible, to believe that might must be right, is apparent throughout his career. In Roughing It there is an interesting account of a bandit named Slade who, among countless other outrages, had committed 28 murders. It is perfectly clear that Mark Twain admires this disgusting scoundrel. Slade was successful; therefore he was admirable. This outlook, no less common to-day, is summed up in the significant American expression “to make good.”

In the money-grubbing period that followed the Civil War it was hard for anyone of Mark Twain’s temperament to refuse to be a success. The old, simple, stump-whittling, tobacco-chewing democracy which Abraham Lincoln typified was perishing: it was now the age of cheap immigrant labour and the growth of Big Business. Mark Twain mildly satirised his contemporaries in The Gilded Age, but he also gave himself up to the prevailing fever, and made and lost vast sums of money. He even for a period of years deserted writing for business; and he squandered his time on buffooneries, not merely lecture tours and public banquets, but, for instance, the writing of a book like A Connecticut Yankee at King Arthur’s Court, which is a deliberate flattery of all that is worst and most vulgar in American life. The man who might have been a kind of rustic Voltaire became the world’s leading after-dinner speaker, charming alike for his anecdotes and his power to make businessmen feel themselves public benefactors.

It is usual to blame Mark Twain’s wife for his failure to write the books he ought to have written, and it is evident that she did tyrannise over him pretty thoroughly. Each morning Mark Twain would show her what he had written the day before, and Mrs. Clemens (Mark Twain’s real name was Samuel Clemens) would go over it with the blue pencil, cutting out everything that she thought unsuitable. She seems to have been a drastic blue-penciller even by nineteenth-century standards. There is an account in W. D. Howells’s book My Mark Twain of the fuss that occurred over a terrible expletive that had crept into Huckleberry Finn. Mark Twain appealed to Howells, who admitted that it was “just what Huck would have said,” but agreed with Mrs. Clemens that the word could not possibly be printed. The word was “hell.” Nevertheless, no writer is really the intellectual slave of his wife. Mrs. Clemens could not have stopped Mark Twain writing any book he really wanted to write. She may have made his surrender to society easier, but the surrender happened because of that flaw in his own nature, his inability to despise success.

Several of Mark Twain’s books are bound to survive, because they contain invaluable social history. His life covered the great period of American expansion. When he was a child it was a normal day’s outing to go with a picnic lunch and watch the hanging of an Abolitionist, and when he died the aeroplane was ceasing to be a novelty. This period in America produced relatively little literature, and but for Mark Twain our picture of a Mississippi paddle-steamer, or a stage-coach crossing the plains, would be much dimmer than it is. But most people who have studied his work have come away with a feeling that he might have done something more. He gives all the while a strange impression of being about to say something and then funking it, so that Life on the Mississippi and the rest of them seem to be haunted by the ghost of a greater and much more coherent book. Significantly, he starts his autobiography by remarking that a man’s inner life is indescribable. We do not know what he would have said—it is just possible that the unprocurable pamphlet, “1601,” would supply a clue but we may guess that it would have wrecked his reputation and reduced his income to reasonable proportions.

[Fee: £2.2s; 22.11.43]




2380. Review of Spain in Eclipse, 1937–1943 by E. Allison Peers; Behind the Spanish Mask by Lawrence Dundas

The Observer, 28 November 1943

The titles of both of these books are symptomatic of the fact that we know very little of what has been happening in Spain since the end of the Civil War. There have been hunger and pestilence, great numbers of people are in gaol, and the regime has been markedly friendly to the Axis—that is about as far as common knowledge extends. Opinions on anything else are likely to be coloured by the political sympathies of the writer, and one must keep it in mind that Mr. Dundas is vigorously pro-Republic, while Professor Peers should rather be described as mildly and regretfully pro-Franco.

Professor Peers devotes part of his book to the Civil War, but his best chapters are those dealing with the last four years. He considers that the Franco regime for a while enjoyed majority support, that its political persecutions have probably been exaggerated, and that it has not in fact given much solid aid to the Nazis. He does not, however, believe that it will last much longer, and though he himself hopes for some kind of Liberal monarchist regime, he thinks that a swing to the extreme Left is not impossible.

It is noticeable that Professor Peers seems surprised as well as pained that the “non-belligerent” Spanish Government has been so consistently unfriendly to ourselves. He lists the endless provocations, and the inspired campaigns of libel in the Spanish Press, as though these in some way contradicted Franco’s earlier record. But, in fact, there was never very much doubt as to where the sympathies of Franco and his more influential followers lay, and the time when it might have been useful to point out that Franco was the friend of our enemies was in 1936. At that time Professor Peers did nothing of the kind. No one would accuse him of falsifying facts, but the tone of the books he was then writing did, there is little doubt, tend to make the Nationalist cause more respectable in British eyes. In so far as books influence events, Professor Peers must be held to have done something towards establishing Franco’s regime, and he ought not now to be astonished because Franco has behaved in very much the manner that every supporter of the Republic foretold at the time.1

Mr. Dundas’s book is written round the speculative but interesting thesis that a quite different kind of rebellion—a Conservative but not Fascist rebellion—had been planned in the beginning, and that events only took the course they did because of Sanjurjo’s2 death and because the Nationalists, having failed in their first coup, had to apply for help to the Germans and Italians, who imposed their own terms. The importance of this is that the regime which has actually been set up is, as Mr. Dundas says, “not Spanish.” It is a regime modelled on foreign lines and intolerable from the point of view of an ordinary Spaniard, even an aristocrat; it might therefore turn out to be brittle in a moment of emergency. The book contains some interesting details about Civil War events in Majorca. But Mr. Dundas is surely wrong in suggesting that Franco will fight for the Axis if the Allies invade Europe. Fidelity is not the strong point of the minor dictators.

[Fee: £5.55; 10.11.43]




2381. To Alex Comfort

29 November 1943      Typewritten

Tribune1

Dear Comfort,

I am now Literary Editor of the Tribune. If you have any poems on hand you might send them along. Of course I can’t undertake in advance to print anything but would always read anything of yours with interest. (We do pay for poems but nothing enormous as you perhaps know). I should like it very much if you could do another satirical poem.

Yours sincerely
Geo. Orwell

P.S. The subject-matter of a poem isn’t as a rule all-important, but we can’t undertake to print direct pacifist propaganda.

Did you see our book of Indian broadcasts?2 It isn’t bad for that kind of book.




2382. To T. S. Eliot

29 November 1943      Typewritten

Tribune

Dear Eliot,

I have recently become Literary Editor of the Tribune. I know that you are very busy these days, but if you ever do get time we should be greatly honoured if you cared to send us something. We are able to print poems up to about the length of a page (circa 150 lines). Of course you don’t get paid anything very grand, but you do get paid something. Or you might possibly care to do an article of some kind some time.

Can you have lunch with me one day next week (ie. week beginning December 6th).1 I forget which days it is you are in London but Monday and Friday are my best days.

Yours sincerely
Geo. Orwell




2383. To Henry Treece

29 November 1943      Typewritten

Tribune

Dear Treece,

I am Literary Editor of the Tribune now and am on the look-out for verse. You might care to send us something some time. Of course I can’t undertake in advance to print it but would always consider anything of yours with interest. Payment is made for poems though nothing very enormous as you might guess.

Yours sincerely
Geo. Orwell




2384. ‘Your Questions Answered’: Wigan Pier

Broadcast 2 December 1943


The script in the Orwell Archive for Number 25 of the BBC radio programme ‘Your Questions Answered’ states that it was broadcast on Thursday, 2 December 1943, from 1830 to 1845 GMT in the General Overseas Service and repeated on the next day from approximately 1310 to 1315 using disc SOX23536; this timing is clearly wrong. London Calling gives both transmissions and the time for the second as 1310–1340. There is no indication in the Radio Times that the programme was broadcast in the United Kingdom between 28 November and 4 December 1943. The compère was Colin Wills.



WILLS: I am going to try some more of these trick questions on somebody else in another programme. And now we’ve got time for just one more question, asked by Sergeant Salt and Signalman McGrath serving in India. They say: “How long is the Wigan Pier and what is the Wigan Pier?” Well, if anybody ought to know, it should be George Orwell who wrote a book called “The Road to Wigan Pier.” And here’s what he’s got to say on the subject.

ORWELL: Well, I am afraid I must tell you that Wigan Pier doesn’t exist. I made a journey specially to see it in 1936, and I couldn’t find it. It did exist once, however, and to judge from the photographs it must have been about twenty feet long.1

Wigan is in the middle of the mining areas, and though it’s a very pleasant place in some ways its scenery is not its strong point. The landscape is mostly slag-heaps, looking like the mountains of the moon, and mud and soot and so forth. For some reason, though it’s not worse than fifty other places, Wigan has always been picked on as a symbol of the ugliness of the industrial areas. At one time, on one of the little muddy canals that run round the town, there used to be a tumble-down wooden jetty; and by way of a joke someone nicknamed this Wigan Pier. The joke caught on locally, and then the music-hall comedians get° hold of it, and they are the ones who have succeeded in keeping Wigan Pier alive as a by-word, long after the place itself had been demolished.

WILLS: And so Signalman Salt and Sergeant McGrath, if you meant to floor the experts with a question about Wigan Pier, you’ll have to try again with something else! Now our time’s up for this week but we’ll be back again on the air at the same time next week to answer some more of your questions.




2385. ‘As I Please,’ I

Tribune, 3 December 1943

Scene in a tobacconist’s shop. Two American soldiers sprawling across the counter, one of them just sober enough to make unwanted love to the two young women who run the shop, the other at the stage known as “fighting drunk.” Enter Orwell in search of matches. The pugnacious one makes an effort and stands upright.

Soldier: “Wharrishay is, perfijious Albion. You heard that? Perfijious Albion. Never trust a Britisher. You can’t trust the b——s.”

Orwell: “Can’t trust them with what?”

Soldier: “Wharrishay is, down with Britain. Down with the British. You wanna do anything ’bout that? Then you can——well do it.” (Sticks his face out like a tomcat on a garden wall.)

Tobacconist: “He’ll knock your block off if you don’t shut up.”

Soldier: “Wharrishay is, down with Britain.” (Subsides across the counter again. The tobacconist lifts his head delicately out of the scales.)

This kind of thing is not exceptional. Even if you steer clear of Piccadilly with its seething swarms of drunks and whores, it is difficult to go anywhere in London without having the feeling that Britain is now Occupied Territory. The general consensus of opinion seems to be that the only American soldiers with decent manners are the Negroes. On the other hand the Americans have their own justifiable complaints—in particular, they complain of the children who follow them night and day, cadging sweets.

Does this sort of thing matter? The answer is that it might matter at some moment when Anglo-American relations were in the balance, and when the still powerful forces in this country which want an understanding with Japan were able to show their faces again. At such moments popular prejudice can count for a great deal. Before the war there was no popular anti-American feeling in this country. It all dates from the arrival of the American troops, and it is made vastly worse by the tacit agreement never to discuss it in print.

Seemingly it is our fixed policy in this war not to criticise our allies, nor to answer their criticisms of us. As a result things have happened which are capable of causing the worst kind of trouble sooner or later. An example is the agreement by which American troops in this country are not liable to British courts for offences against British subjects—practically “extra-territorial rights.” Not one English person in ten knows of the existence of this agreement; the newspapers barely reported it and refrained from commenting on it. Nor have people been made to realise the extent of anti-British feeling in the United States. Drawing their picture of America from films carefully edited for the British market, they have no notion of the kind of thing that Americans are brought up to believe about us. Suddenly to discover, for instance, that the average American thinks the U.S.A. had more casualties than Britain in the last war comes as a shock, and the kind of shock that can cause a violent quarrel. Even such a fundamental difficulty as the fact that an American soldier’s pay is five times that of a British soldier has never been properly ventilated. No sensible person wants to whip up Anglo-American jealousy. On the contrary, it is just because one does want a good relationship between the two countries that one wants plain speaking. Our official soft-soaping policy does us no good in America, while in this country it allows dangerous resentments to fester just below the surface.

Since 1935, when pamphleteering revived, I have been a steady collector of pamphlets political, religious and what-not.1 To anyone who happens to come across it and has a shilling to spare I recommend The 1946 MS., by Robin Maugham,2 published by the War Facts Press. It is a good example of that small but growing school of literature, the non-party Radical school. It purports to describe the establishment in Britain of a Fascist dictatorship, starting in 1944 and headed by a successful general who is (I think) drawn from a living model.3 I found it interesting because it gives you the average middle-class man’s conception of what Fascism would be like, and more important, of the reasons why Fascism might succeed. Its appearance (along with other similar pamphlets I have in my collection) shows how far that average middle-class man has travelled since 1939, when Socialism still meant dividing the money up and what happened in Europe was none of our business.

Who wrote this?

“As we walked over the Drury Lane gratings of the cellars a most foul stench came up, and one in particular that I remember to this day. A man half dressed pushed open a broken window beneath us, just as we passed by, and there issued such a blast of corruption, made up of gases bred by filth, air breathed and rebreathed a hundred times, charged with the odours of unnameable personal uncleanness and disease, that I staggered to the gutter with a qualm which I could scarcely conquer … I did not know, till I came in actual contact with them, how far away the classes which lie at the bottom of great cities are from those above them; how completely they are inaccessible to motives which act upon ordinary human beings, and how deeply they are sunk beyond ray of sun or stars, immersed in the selfishness naturally begotten of their incessant struggle for existence and incessant warfare with society. It was an awful thought to me, ever present on those Sundays, and haunting me at other times, that men, women, and children were living in such brutish degradation, and that as they died others would take their place. Our civilisation seemed nothing but a thin film or crust lying over a volcanic pit, and I often wondered whether some day the pit would not break up through it and destroy us all.”4

You would know, at any rate, that this comes from some nineteenth-century writer. Actually it is from a novel, Mark Rutherford’s Deliverance. (Mark Rutherford, whose real name was Hale White, wrote this book as a pseudo-autobiography.) Apart from the prose, you could recognise this as coming from the nineteenth century because of that description of the unendurable filth of the slums. The London slums of that day were like that, and all honest writers so described them. But even more characteristic is that notion of a whole block of the population being so degraded as to be beyond contact and beyond redemption.

Almost all nineteenth-century English writers are agreed upon this, even Dickens. A large part of the town working class, ruined by industrialism, are simply savages. Revolution is not a thing to be hoped for: it simply means the swamping of civilisation by the sub-human. In this novel (it is one of the best novels in English) Mark Rutherford describes the opening of a sort of mission or settlement near Drury Lane. Its object was “gradually to attract Drury Lane to come and be saved.” Needless to say this was a failure. Drury Lane not only did not want to be saved in the religious sense, it didn’t even want to be civilised. All that Mark Rutherford and his friend succeeded in doing, all that one could do, indeed, at that time, was to provide a sort of refuge for the few people of the neighbourhood who did not belong to their surroundings. The general masses were outside the pale.

Mark Rutherford was writing of the ’seventies, and in a footnote dated 1884 he remarks that “socialism, nationalisation of the land and other projects” have now made their appearance, and may perhaps give a gleam of hope. Nevertheless, he assumes that the condition of the working class will grow worse and not better as time goes on. It was natural to believe this (even Marx seems to have believed it), because it was hard at that time to foresee the enormous increase in the productivity of labour. Actually, such an improvement in the standard of living has taken place as Mark Rutherford and his contemporaries would have considered quite impossible.

The London slums are still bad enough, but they are nothing to those of the nineteenth century. Gone are the days when a single room used to be inhabited by four families, one in each corner, and when incest and infanticide were taken almost for granted. Above all, gone are the days when it seemed natural to write off a whole stratum of the population as irredeemable savages. The most snobbish Tory alive would not now write of the London working class as Mark Rutherford does. And Mark Rutherford—like Dickens, who shared his attitude—was a Radical! Progress does happen, hard though it may be to believe it, in this age of concentration camps and big beautiful bombs.


[George Orwell will write this column each week.]

From the outset, Orwell’s column ‘As I Please’ attracted letters from many readers, and Tribune found space to publish those it considered most interesting. Orwell often took up points made in these letters in a future column. The result is a genuine dialogue. The following letters, which arose from the first ‘As I Please,’ were published in the issue for 17 December, and Orwell discussed them in his column published in that issue. Thus, ‘last week’ in the first sentence of the first letter, refers to 3 December, there not having been time to get the letter into print in the intervening week. As in this instance, correspondence arising from Orwell’s columns follows immediately after the column to which it refers. If correspondence ran for several weeks, the dates when letters were published are given. Sub-editorial titles to letters are not reprinted. Orwell was not responsible for editing the correspondence section of Tribune. The letters are reproduced by kind permission of Tribune.


In Tribune’s column “As I Please” last week, this anglophile was rather shocked to find that George Orwell is still no closer to knowing the Americans than before. He is not above citing examples of misbehaviour and inordinate drinking by American soldiers in the pubs to prove his case that Anglo-American relations in England leave much to be desired.

Mr. Orwell mentions “the agreement by which American troops in this country are not liable to British Courts for offences against British subjects.” Existence of such “extra-territorial rights” is perfectly true in accordance with international law. But what Mr. Orwell fails to mention to clear up an otherwise erroneous picture is that Americans are subject to drastic disciplinary action by their own military courts for any misdemeanours committed in this country, particularly for discourtesies towards their British Allies in public places, such as pubs and tobacconist shops.

Mr. Orwell obviously has not met those Americans who have mutual interests and pleasant social relations with their English hosts, who, on the credit side of the balance sheet, cannot be ignored. He says that now is the time for plain speaking “because one does want a good relationship between the two countries.” I am very glad he remembered to mention this desire otherwise it should have remained a deep, dark secret to most of his readers. Generalising is most often dangerous—certainly in this instance it appears to be—judging two nations of peoples, their capacities for friendship and tolerance, their eagerness to know each other better, by a few irresponsible, obstreperous individuals under the influence of liquor. It is taking advantage of an unpleasant situation to air one’s specious knowledge of a subject that needs a more rational analysis than Mr. Orwell has seen fit to give it in his column. One is prompted to ask of Mr. Orwell what critics, not so many years ago, asked of Robert Briffault—Why get so angry?5

Richard McLaughlin

About the American soldiers: “The general consensus of opinion seems to be that the only American soldiers with decent manners are the Negroes.” I can quarrel with virtually every phrase in that sentence, and I think I will. To begin on a quibble: “general consensus” is a pleonasm. To work up: how did you arrive at this consensus—have you taken a poll, or have you just exchanged glib generalities with your friends over tea? Really getting angry: don’t you think that “only” is going a wee bit too far? There are nine other fingers besides that sore thumb. Being objective: isn’t it possible that the American set of “decent manners” may differ somewhat from your set? Our boys, in the main, consider a little more heartiness (than most English people show) “decent manners” … it’s also a quirk of Americans to consider teasing and wise-cracking as an indication of friendliness—and over here it’s perhaps too often construed as rudeness. And for a self-incriminating, somewhat irrelevant finale: I’m afraid I must diagnose the decent manners in many Negroes as a projection of their servility—and as such highly lamentable; much more lamentable to me than the bumptiousness of many of the white soldiers. But that is a whole letter in itself.

There are many American soldiers over here—of all kinds, of all trades, of all religions, of all racial backgrounds, of all political shades of opinion, of all temperaments, of all natures. You probably know that is America. And they have many justifiable complaints, of which candy-cadging just barely scratches the surface if at all. Some shoot their mouths off about the British and some I have met are violently the other way. I’ve seen an American soldier get as enraged as anybody I’ve ever seen when another American made a slighting remark about the British. That a lot of Americans seem obnoxious, which is incontrovertible, is unfortunate. But merely to blame American stupidity, as it seems to me you have done, without suggesting any remedy is even more unfortunate. And to indict the American people by setting up straw-man surmises about American people is worse. Whatever gave you the idea that Americans think more U.S. soldiers were killed during the last war than British? What makes you think Americans don’t know their soldiers are by far the best paid in the world? Why, that’s one of their great prides. And where did you get the impression that American movies as shown for U.S. consumption are anti-British? Sure, we have comic English butlers, played by willing English actors; but we have infinitely more caricatures of Americans. If there is cutting of American pictures shown here, I’m sure it’s because the English might misconstrue something as being anti-British that is not at all anti-British to Americans.

In fine, I accuse you of being guilty of what you accuse the Americans of—first, of attacking with virtually no provocation or objectivity the fine, old American institution of Mark Twain, and then of indicting Americans indiscriminately with insufficient and poorly thought out evidence—indicting them, in fact, for a state of affairs in which they are more accurately the victims.

Harold T. Bers

I cannot speak for London, but I can assure you that Mr. Orwell’s “popular anti-American feeling” does not extend to this military centre [Salisbury], where we have probably seen more American soldiers than any other provincial town.

The American authorities are surely not to be blamed for giving their men decent pay; we should give our fighting men equally good payment, not expect others to descend to our own miserable level. Piccadilly at night may be disgusting, but due to our social system there were whores there long before the Americans landed. Drunkenness too was not exactly unknown.

Let us have plain-speaking by all means, but before we criticise Uncle Sam’s representatives in this country, let us be perfectly sure that the sons of John Bull are all behaving like perfect little gentlemen in the towns and villages of Italy.

“Unity”

Mr. Orwell’s remarks on two drunk U.S. boys in a cigar store—your issue of December 3rd—in my opinion is plainly dirty. It strikes me as “cakes and coffee” lines (penny a line or better).

If the incident did occur the boys would be from tank towns (small towns on the prairie, consisting of half a dozen houses, a grain elevator, and a water tank used by the railway engines), and they would not have words like “perfidious” and “Albion” in their vocabulary.

Such writings as the paragraphs in question can do no good, but plenty of harm. To me they sound prejudiced; cut ’em out, George—help not hinder.

W. T. Grose

How much a situation such as Orwell, rightly and courageously, mentions can be improved it is hard to say; one knows so little of what the “higher-ups” think about these things, and how much they are in touch. The excessive disparity in pay certainly seems to be a blunder which makes it impossible for British and American troops to mix, and one gets the impression that the boys at the top, who find that the mixing-up at the swagger conferences and smart hotels is a very pleasant affair, are apt to assume that the same goes for the soldier on the street and in the pub, and the ordinary civilian. Of course it does not.

G. H. Thomson








2386. To Leonard Moore

6 December 1943      Typewritten

Tribune

Dear Mr Moore,

Many thanks for the cheque. You will be glad to hear that I am writing a book again at last. While with the BBC I hardly had time to set pen to paper, but in this job with the Tribune I think I can so organise my time as to get 2 spare days a week for my own work. The thing I am doing is quite short,1 so if nothing intervenes it should be done in 3 or 4 months.

I think sooner or later a book of reprinted critical articles2 mightn’t be a bad idea, but I don’t think it’s worth reprinting anything shorter than 2000 words. Books made up of short reviews always seem to me to have a hurried scrappy appearance. We must wait till I have 10 or 20 long articles in pickle. I do think however that as “Inside the Whale” was blitzed out of existence3 the essay on Dickens that was in it should be reprinted some time. The other two essays in the book have been reprinted in periodicals.

Yours sincerely
E. A. Blair




2387. To Henry Treece

7 December 1943      Typewritten

Tribune

Dear Treece,

Many thanks for sending the poems. I am only keeping one, “Duet For the Times”,1 but will always be interested to see your stuff even if I can’t print all of it.

Yours sincerely,
[Signed] Geo. Orwell
George Orwell


This letter was almost certainly typed by a secretary. It is laid out with Treece’s address at Barton-on-Humber (to which Orwell had last written to Treece when he was working at the BBC) and ‘George Orwell’ is typed in capitals below his signature.






2388. ‘Life, People and Books’

Manchester Evening News


Between December 1943 and November 1946, Orwell contributed a fortnightly book feature to the Manchester Evening News under the general heading ‘Life, People and Books.’ The reviews were scheduled to be published on Thursdays on the page facing the editorial. Between 8 February and 7 June 1945 and between 25 April and 7 November 1946, Orwell took breaks from this task; Daniel George and Carl Fallas took over from him for the first and second periods respectively. Julian Symons took over book reviewing from 21 November 1946. The average circulation of the Manchester Evening News at this time was 250,000.

The reviews were given titles, and the text was broken up by sub-titles and typographical ornaments. The only surviving typescript—for the rejected review of Harold Laski’s Faith, Reason and Civilisation, 13 March 1944 (see 2434)—shows no such features, and they have been silently excised here, as they have been for his reviews published in The Observer. Titles are retained if the article is of a general nature rather than a review of a named book, but it should not be assumed that the title is Orwell’s.






2389. Review of Arrival and Departure by Arthur Koestler; Jordan’s Tunis Diary by Philip Jordan

Manchester Evening News, 9 December 1943

For the past dozen years we in England have received our political education chiefly from foreigners. One of the greatest advantages of the dictators in the period of “cold war” was that the mass of English people could not grasp what totalitarianism was like.

The savage warfare of the European political parties, with their coloured shirts and their bewildering names, was dismissed as “not our business”; few people realised that our indifference to the fate of Spaniards, Czechs, Austrians, and what-not meant bombs on ourselves in a few years’ time.

But luckily there were voices, mostly the voices of anti-Fascist refugees, crying in the wilderness, and none, except perhaps Silone, cried more effectively than Arthur Koestler. Spanish Testament and Darkness at Noon did about as much as mere books could do to spread an understanding of revolution and counter-revolution. In Arrival and Departure (like Darkness at Noon it is written in the form of a novel) Mr. Koestler carries the story further and raises the difficult problem of the revolutionary’s own motives and the even more complex question of what this war is about.

It is not a very good novel, because its characters are suggested by its theme instead of the other way about, but as a sort of fable of our own time it is both interesting and valuable. A young man has just escaped from a Nazi-occupied country, which might be Hungary, and made his way to a neutral country, which is evidently Portugal. He is an ex-Communist, he has suffered unspeakable tortures in Fascist gaols, and he is pining to fight for Britain, at that time the only country resisting the Nazis. But he is forced almost at once to make two discoveries.

The first is that the British are not fighting the same war as he is. They are not interested in the struggle against Fascism as such, and they have so little use for himself that it is months before they will even bother to provide him with a passage to England. Moreover, their propaganda is elderly and inept, they have no world picture to set against the Nazi new order. He tears his hair over the follies of the British Council and is jeered at by a young Nazi intellectual to whose arguments he can find no real answer. His second discovery is that his own motives are doubtful in the extreme. He falls in with a psycho-analyst who demonstrates to him that his quarrel with society is a purely personal one, resulting from a trauma in childhood. In struggling against Capitalism he is really struggling against his own father. As the buried childhood memories are skilfully dug out of him he is forced to recognise that this is true. He is simply a neurotic. Then are all revolutionaries no more than neurotics? The young Nazi contributes the penetrating remark that one of the strongest arguments against all the Left-wing movements is the ugliness of their women.

By this time the notion of going to England to fight against Fascism has lost its romantic colours. The young man applies for a passage to still-neutral America. He gets his passage and is actually boarding the ship when something makes him turn back; it is hard to say what—perhaps it is merely the unappetising appearance of the other refugees who are saving their skins in the same way. So he goes to England after all and is promptly sent back to his own country to do sabotage. As he floats towards the earth attached to a parachute he is still uncertain of his own motives. Still, he has chosen England and probable death, and not America and safety, even though in America there is a girl waiting for him.

The moral, if any, is that the struggle is bigger than the individual. One’s cause does not cease to be right because one supports it for the wrong reasons. As a novel this book does not succeed. The incidents are altogether too slick, the characters are too “typical,” too much all of a piece. But as an allegory it does succeed. It is a story of temptation in almost the traditional form. The young Nazi is the World, the girl in America is the Flesh, the psycho-analyst is the Devil. All that has dropped out of the picture is the Kingdom of Heaven; the martyrdom is now without reward, but it still happens.

The book is also notable for what must be one of the most shocking descriptions of Nazi terrorism that have ever been written. However little one likes horror stories, it is right that such things should be recorded. They really happen, with only a slight change of circumstances they would happen here, and it is lucky for us that a few of the victims have escaped to give us warning.

This hurriedly compiled book (it consists of Mr. Jordan’s diaries from June, 1942 to May 1943, supplemented by some of the articles he wrote for the “News Chronicle” at the time) is chiefly interesting because of the contrast between what happened and what Mr. Jordan was allowed to say. All the way through it run two complaints; a minor one, that the Americans are given the credit for everything that the British do, and a major one, that the political side of the North African campaign is being horribly mishandled. Needless to say, none of Mr. Jordan’s remarks got through the censorship: indeed, he soon had to stop commenting upon the political situation because he found that his denunciations of the local authorities were so altered as to transform them into praise.

As for the troops, Mr. Jordan cannot praise them highly enough. He says again and again that for good temper, adaptability, and discipline, as well as fighting qualities, British troops are the best in the world. Nor does he find much to criticise in the military conduct of the North African expedition. The first landings were a gamble, but a justifiable gamble, and when the attempt to capture Tunis in the first rush failed, the delay in finishing with Rommel was inevitable.

What infuriates him is the policy of not only doing a deal with Darlan—this, he thinks, may have been necessary as a temporary measure—but keeping the Vichy administration in being, almost unchanged. Under the benevolent eye of Mr. Murphy,1 frankly pro-Fascist officials kept their jobs, Gaullists continued to be cold-shouldered or persecuted, the Spanish and other anti-Fascist refugees stayed in the concentration camps, and even the anti-Jewish laws made under the Pétain administration were not at first revoked.

It is the greatest pity that these facts could not have been more widely known in Britain and the U.S.A. at the time. Even now our knowledge of what is going on in North Africa is sketchy, and Mr. Jordan helps to fill up a number of gaps.

He saw much of the front-line fighting, he was at the Casablanca conference, and he was in Tunis the day after it fell. It is just possible that this diary has been subsequently touched up in places. As soon as he hears of Darlan’s appointment Mr. Jordan remarks that it would be a good thing if some “accident” happened to Darlan when he has served his turn—a remarkable piece of foresight if it was really contemporaneous. However, though the “accident” happened2 the Darlan policy continued, and Mr. Jordan has done a valuable piece of work in bringing the fact home.

[Fee: £8.8s; 27.11 and 8.12.43 jointly]3




2390. To Philip Rahv

9 December 1943      Typewritten

10a Mortimer Crescent London NW 6

Dear Rahv,

Many thanks for your letter. You observe the date of the above. Your letter dated October 15 only reached me this morning. I don’t know what to do about these posts. Some people actually say it is now quicker to send a letter by sea. Meanwhile the idea of my doing an extra bit for the December issue is finished. If you are going to become a quarterly and bring out the first number in December, I assume the next number will be in March 1944. That means any copy I send you should reach you by the end of February? So I’ll post it about mid-January. I hope this is right, and if this letter gets to you in reasonable time you might be able to confirm this between now and then. It seems impossible to keep anywhere near up to date with these London Letters while the posts are as they are. However, so long as they’re dated they have a certain interest as showing what was the state of opinion at the time when written.

You can certainly reprint the Horizon article.1 Connolly won’t object, but I’ll let him know you are doing it. I don’t know how things stand about payment. Better send it to Connolly and then if it is rightfully mine he’ll send it on to me.

Dwight Macdonald has written telling me he is starting another review and asking me to contribute.2 I don’t know to what extent he will be in competition with PR, but I am writing telling him that I might do something “cultural” for him but can’t do anything “political” while I have this arrangement with PR.

I have left the BBC after two wasted years in it and have become literary editor of the Tribune, a leftwing weekly which you may have seen. It leaves me a little spare time, which the BBC didn’t, so I have got another book3 under weigh which I hope to finish in a few months if nothing intervenes. I’ll try to send PR a copy of the book of broadcasts which the Indian Section of the BBC recently published.4 It might possibly be worth reviewing. In any case it has some interest as a specimen of British propaganda (rather a favourable specimen, however, as we in the Indian Section were regarded as very unimportant and therefore left a fairly free hand).

All the best.

Yours
Geo. Orwell




2391. ‘As I Please,’ 2

Tribune, 10 December 1943

The recently-issued special supplement to the New Republic entitled The Negro: His Future in America is worth a reading, but it raises more problems than it discusses. The facts it reveals about the present treatment of Negroes in the U.S.A. are bad enough in all conscience. In spite of the quite obvious necessities of war, Negroes are still pushed out of skilled jobs, segregated and insulted in the Army, assaulted by white policemen and discriminated against by white magistrates. In a number of the Southern States they are disenfranchised by means of a poll tax. On the other hand, those of them who have votes are so fed up with the present Administration that they are beginning to swing towards the Republican Party—that is, in effect, to give their support to Big Business. But all this is merely a single facet of the world-wide problem of colour. And what the authors of this supplement fail to point out is that that problem simply cannot be solved inside the capitalist system.

One of the big unmentionable facts of politics is the differential standard of living. An English working-man spends on cigarettes about the same sum as an Indian peasant has for his entire income. It is not easy for Socialists to admit this, or at any rate to emphasise it. If you want people to rebel against the existing system, you have got to show them that they are badly off, and it is doubtful tactics to start by telling an Englishman on the dole that in the eyes of an Indian coolie he would be next door to a millionaire. Almost complete silence reigns on this subject, at any rate at the European end, and it contributes to the lack of solidarity between white and coloured workers. Almost without knowing it—and perhaps without wanting to know it—the white worker exploits the coloured worker, and in revenge the coloured worker can be and is used against the white. Franco’s Moors in Spain were only doing more dramatically the same thing as is done by half-starved Indians in Bombay mills or Japanese factory-girls sold into semi-slavery by their parents. As things are, Asia and Africa are simply a bottomless reserve of scab labour.

The coloured worker cannot be blamed for feeling no solidarity with his white comrades. The gap between their standard of living and his own is so vast that it makes any differences which may exist in the West seem negligible. In Asiatic eyes the European class struggle is a sham. The Socialist movement has never gained a real foothold in Asia or Africa, or even among the American Negroes: it is everywhere side-tracked by nationalism and race-hatred. Hence the spectacle of thoughtful Negroes getting ready to vote for Dewey,1 and Indian Congressmen preferring their own capitalists to the British Labour Party. There is no solution until the living-standards of the thousand million people who are not “white” can be forced up to the same level as our own. But as this might mean temporarily lowering our own standards the subject is systematically avoided by Left and Right alike.

Is there anything that one can do about this, as an individual? One can at least remember that the colour problem exists. And there is one small precaution which is not much trouble, and which can perhaps do a little to mitigate the horrors of the colour war. That is to avoid using insulting nicknames. It is an astonishing thing that few journalists, even in the Left wing press, bother to find out which names are and which are not resented by members of other races. The word “native,” which makes any Asiatic boil with rage, and which has been dropped even by British officials in India these ten years past, is flung about all over the place. “Negro” is habitually printed with a small n, a thing most Negroes resent. One’s information about these matters needs to be kept up to date. I have just been carefully going through the proofs of a reprinted book of mine,2 cutting out the word “Chinaman” wherever it occurred and substituting “Chinese.” The book was written less than a dozen years ago, but in the intervening time “Chinaman” has become a deadly insult. Even “Mahomedan” is now beginning to be resented: one should say “Moslem.” These things are childish, but then nationalism is childish. And after all we ourselves do not actually like being called “Limeys” or “Britishers.”




2392. To Dwight Macdonald

11 December 1943      Typewritten


Macdonald wrote to Orwell on 22 October 1943 telling him he had resigned from Partisan Review. His letter of resignation, with, he said, ‘a rather hot reply from my ex-colleagues,’ appeared in the July–August issue. He was starting a new journal and asked Orwell whether he had done any writing lately on ‘popular culture’ (Macdonald gives it quotations marks). He suggested something on British advertising since the war and also asked whether Orwell had ever written anything on the Spanish civil war.



10a Mortimer Crescent London NW 6

Dear Macdonald,

Many thanks for your letter dated October 22nd (only just arrived!) I hope your new magazine will be a success. I’d like to write something for it, but I think I can’t write anything of a strictly political nature while I have my arrangement with PR. Apart from anything else, my periodical London Letters so to speak use up anything I have to say about the current situation in this country. That article about the Spanish war° that I spoke to you of I did finally write, but I sent it to “New Road 1943”, edited by Alex Comfort and Co, who somewhat to my annoyance printed it in a mutilated form.1 Recently I did a short thing for a French magazine on the English detective story,2 and it struck me that something interesting could be done on the change in ethical outlook in the crime story during the last 50 years or so. This subject is so vast that one can only attack corners of it, but how would you like an article on Raffles (“The Amateur Cracksman”), comparing him with some modern crime story, eg. something from one of the pulp mags? (I could only do this in a rather sketchy way as one can’t buy the pulp mags in this country since the war, but I was a reader of them for years and know their moral atmosphere). Raffles, about contemporary with Sherlock Holmes, was a great favourite in England and I fancy in the USA too, as I remember he is mentioned in the O. Henry stories. And into the essay I could bring some mention of Edgar Wallace, who in my opinion is a significant writer and marks a sort of moral turning-point. Tell me whether you would like this, and if so, how many words about. I dare say I could turn the stuff in fairly soon after hearing from you, but how soon it would get to you I can’t say.3 You see what the posts are like nowadays.

I have left the BBC after wasting 2 years in it, and have become editor4 of the Tribune, a leftwing weekly I dare say you know. The job leaves me a little spare time, so I am at last getting on with a book again, not having written one for nearly 3 years.

Yours sincerely
Geo. Orwell




2393. ‘As I Please,’ 3

Tribune, 17 December 1943

So many letters have arrived, attacking me for my remarks about the American soldiers in this country,1 that I must return to the subject.

Contrary to what most of my correspondents seem to think, I was not trying to make trouble between ourselves and our Allies, nor am I consumed by hatred for the United States. I am much less anti-American than most English people are at this moment. What I say, and what I repeat, is that our policy of not criticising our Allies, and not answering their criticism of us (we don’t answer the Russians either, nor even the Chinese) is a mistake, and is likely to defeat its own object in the long run. And so far as Anglo-American relations go, there are three difficulties which badly need dragging into the open and which simply don’t get mentioned in the British press.

1. Anti-American feeling in Britain.—Before the war, anti-American feeling was a middle-class, and perhaps upper-class thing, resulting from imperialist and business jealousy and disguising itself as dislike of the American accent, etc. The working class, so far from being anti-American, were becoming rapidly Americanised in speech by means of the films and jazz songs. Now, in spite of what my correspondents may say, I can hear few good words for the Americans anywhere. This obviously results from the arrival of the American troops. It has been made worse by the fact that, for various reasons, the Mediterranean campaign had to be represented as an American show while most of the casualties had to be suffered by the British. (See Philip Jordan’s remarks in his Tunis Diary.2) I am not saying that popular English prejudices are always justified: I am saying that they exist.

2. Anti-British feeling in America.—We ought to face the fact that large numbers of Americans are brought up to dislike and despise us. There is a large section of the press whose main accent is anti-British, and countless other papers which attack Britain in a more sporadic way. In addition there is a systematic guying of what are supposed to be British habits and manners on the stage and in comic strips and cheap magazines. The typical Englishman is represented as a chinless ass with a title, a monocle and a habit of saying “Haw, haw.” This legend is believed in by relatively responsible Americans, for example by the veteran novelist Theodore Dreiser, who remarks in a public speech that “the British are horse-riding aristocratic snobs.” (Forty-six million horse-riding snobs!) It is a commonplace on the American stage that the Englishman is almost never allowed to play a favourable role, any more than the Negro is allowed to appear as anything more than a comic. Yet right up to Pearl Harbour the American movie industry had an agreement with the Japanese Government never to present a Japanese character in an unfavourable light!

I am not blaming the Americans for all this. The anti-British press has powerful business forces behind it, besides ancient quarrels in many of which Britain was in the wrong. As for popular anti-British feeling, we partly bring it on ourselves by exporting our worst specimens. But what I do want to emphasise is that these anti-British currents in the U.S.A. are very strong, and that the British press has consistently failed to draw attention to them. There has never been in England anything that one could call an anti-American press: and since the war there has been a steady refusal to answer criticism, and a careful censorship of the radio to cut out anything that the Americans might object to. As a result, many English people don’t realise how they are regarded, and get a shock when they find out.

3. Soldiers’ Pay.—It is now nearly two years since the first American troops reached this country, and I rarely see American and British soldiers together. Quite obviously the major cause of this is the difference of pay. You can’t have really close and friendly relations with somebody whose income is five times your own. Financially, the whole American army is in the middle class. In the field this might not matter, but in the training period it makes it almost impossible for British and American soldiers to fraternise. If you don’t want friendly relations between the British Army and the American Army, well and good. But if you do, you must either pay the British soldier ten shillings a day or make the American soldier bank the surplus of his pay in America. I don’t profess to know which of these alternatives is the right one.

One way of feeling infallible is not to keep a diary. Looking back through the diary I kept in 1940 and 1941 I find that I was usually wrong when it was possible to be wrong. Yet I was not so wrong as the Military Experts. Experts of various schools were telling us in 1939 that the Maginot Line was impregnable, and that the Russo-German pact had put an end to Hitler’s eastward expansion; in early 1940 they were telling us that the days of tank warfare were over; in mid 1940 they were telling us that the Germans would invade Britain forthwith; in mid 1941 that the Red Army would fold up in six weeks; in December, 1941, that Japan would collapse after 90 days; in July, 1942, that Egypt was lost—and so on, more or less indefinitely.

Where now are the men who told us those things? Still on the job, drawing fat salaries. Instead of the unsinkable battleship we have the unsinkable Military Expert.

To be politically happy these days you need to have no more memory than an animal. The people who demonstrated most loudly against Mosley’s release were the leaders of the defunct People’s Convention, which at the time when Mosley was interned was running a “stop the war” campaign barely distinguishable from Mosley’s own. And I myself know of a ladies’ knitting circle which was formed to knit comforts for the Finns, and which two years later—with no sense of incongruity—finished off various garments that had been left on its hands and sent them to the Russians. Early in 1942 a friend of mine bought some fried fish done up in a piece of newspaper of 1940. On one side was an article proving that the Red Army was no good, and on the other a write-up of that gallant sailor and well-known Anglophile, Admiral Darlan. But my favourite in this line is the Daily Express leader which began, a few days after the U.S.S.R. entered the war: “This paper has always worked for good relations between Britain and Soviet Russia.”

Books have gone up in price like everything else, but the other day I picked up a copy of Lemprière’s Classical Dictionary,3 the Who’s Who of the ancients, for only sixpence. Opening it at random, I came upon the biography of Laïs, the famous courtesan, daughter of the mistress of Alcibiades:

“She first began to sell her favours at Corinth for 10,000 drachmas, and the immense number of princes, noblemen, philosophers, orators and plebeians who courted her, bear witness to her personal charms … Demosthenes visited Corinth for the sake of Lai’s, but informed by the courtesan that admittance to her bed was to be bought at the enormous sum of about £200 English money, the orator departed, and observed that he would not buy repentance at so dear a price … She ridiculed the austerity of philosophers, and the weakness of those who pretend to have gained a superiority over their passions, by observing that sages and philosophers were not above the rest of mankind, for she found them at her door as often as the rest of the Athenians.”

There is more in the same vain. However, it ends on a good moral, for “the other women, jealous of her charms, assassinated her in the temple of Venus about 340 B.C.” That was 2,283 years ago. I wonder how many of the present denizens of Who’s Who will seem worth reading about in A.D. 4226?


In Tribune, 31 December 1943, D. N. Pritt, Q.C. (1887–1972), who had been expelled from the Labour Party in 1940 as a result of policy disagreements, but who remained an M.P. as an Independent Socialist until 1950, took up Orwell’s comment on the leaders of the People’s Convention. This was a Communist-inspired body ostensibly set up to fight for public rights, higher wages, better air-raid precautions, and friendship with the USSR. (Pritt was to become president or joint president of societies for cultural relations and friendship with the USSR, Romania, and Bulgaria and was awarded the Lenin Peace Prize in 1954.) According to some observers, the Convention’s purpose was to agitate against the war effort. In July 1941, after the Soviet Union entered the war opposed to Hitler, the Convention immediately demanded a second front.


I read in your issue of the 17th the story that:

“The people who demonstrated most loudly against Mosley’s release were the leaders of the defunct People’s Convention, which at the time when Mosley was interned was running a ‘stop the war’ campaign barely distinguishable from Mosley’s own.”

Let me correct some of the inaccuracies in this. Firstly, the People’s Convention never ran a “stop the war” campaign, nor any campaign which could possibly be so described. The suggestion that it did so has occasionally been put forward by some of the worst elements of our various political groupings, but on every occasion, when challenged, they have failed to produce any evidence, because there is none.

Secondly, the People’s Convention was not running any campaign of any kind when Mosley was interned, because it did not then exist. Mosely was interned in May, 1940, and the People’s Convention was not born until two months later.

D. N. Pritt





The “People’s Convention” may not have come formally into being till after Mosley’s internment, but the people responsible for it had been running a “Stop the War” campaign since the autumn of 1939. See, for instance, Palme Dutt’s pamphlet, “Why This War?”, many similar publications, and Mr. D. N. Pritt’s own book, “Choose Your Future,” which purports to review the European situation without using the word “Nazi.” As to “failing to produce any evidence” of defeatist activities by the People’s Convention, a whole book, “The Betrayal of the Left,” was published by Gollancz, exposing the anti-war campaign of the People’s Convention, and was not challenged on any point of fact by the latter’s supporters. In any case, the promptitude with which the People’s Convention was buried when the U.S.S.R. came into the war4 is sufficient to stamp it for what it was—an activity objectively useful to the Axis. Some of us have longer memories than Mr. Pritt seems to imagine.

George Orwell




2394. Review of Collected Poems of W. H. Davies

The Observer, 19 December 1943

Seen in bulk, W. H. Davies’s work gives a somewhat different impression from that given by the handful of poems that have found their way into so many anthologies. So far as manner goes, indeed, almost any of his poems is representative. His great fault is lack of variation—a quality that one might, perhaps, call wateriness, since it gives one the feeling of drinking draught after draught of spring water, wonderfully pure and refreshing, but somehow turning one’s mind in the direction of whisky after the first pint or two. On the other hand—and it is here that the anthologies have probably misrepresented him—his subject-matter is remarkably variegated. Not only did his years of vagabondage in common lodging-houses supply a large part of it, but he shows a distinct tinge of morbidity. Behind the lambs and the wildflowers there is an almost Baudelairean background of harlots, drunkenness, and corpses, and in poems like “The Rat” and “Down Underground” he does not flinch from the most horrible subjects that any writer could deal with. Yet his manner never varies, or barely varies: the clouds in the April sky and the dead girl rotting in her grave are spoken of in almost the same tone of voice.

One thing that emerges from this collection of over six hundred poems is the perfection of Davies’s taste. If he lacks vitality, at least he has a sort of natural good breeding. None of his poems is perfect, there is not one in which one cannot find an unnecessary word or an annoyingly bad rhyme, and yet nothing is vulgar either. More than this, however empty he may seem, there is nothing that one can put one’s finger on and say that it is silly. Like Blake, he appears to avoid silliness by not being afraid of it; and perhaps (like Blake again) this appearance is partly deceptive, and he is less artless than he seems. Davies’s best qualities, as well as some of his faults, can be seen in the justly celebrated poem, “The Two Children”:—

“Ah, little boy! I see

You have a wooden spade.

Into this sand you dig

So deep—for what?” I said.

“There’s more rich gold,” said he,

“Down under where I stand,

Than twenty elephants


Could move across the land.”



“Ah, little girl with wool!—

What are you making now?”

“Some stockings for a bird,

To keep his legs from snow.”

And there those children are,

So happy, small, and proud:

The boy that digs his grave.

The girl that knits her shroud.

How near this comes to folly and sentimentality! But the point is that it doesn’t get there. Whether Davies is being deliberately cunning it would be hard to say. The almost namby-pamby language in which the poem starts may or may not be intended to give force to the two magnificent lines at the end. But at any rate, whether it is consciously or not, Davies always does avoid the silliness and vulgarity which so often seem to be in wait for him.

On the blurb of this book Sir John Squire is quoted as preferring Davies to “the fashionable poets of to-day” (at the time of writing this probably meant Mr. T. S. Eliot) and Mr. Basil de Selincourt as seeing in Davies an upholder of “our English tradition.” Davies has had much praise of this kind, and has been used as a stick to beat many another contemporary, basically because he does not force anyone to think. Not to be made to think—and therefore, if possible, to prevent literature from developing—is often the aim of the academic critic. But Davies is not, as Sir John Squire and Mr. de Selincourt seem to claim, the restorer of an ancient tradition. Indeed, if there is one thing that he is not, it is traditional. He belongs in no line of descent; he does not derive from his immediate predecessors, and he has had no influence on his successors. According to his own account, he was brought up by a pious grandmother whose only books were “Paradise Lost,” “The Pilgrim’s Progress,” Young’s “Night Thoughts,” and (presumably) the Bible. He read Shelley, Marlowe, and Shakespeare on the sly, as another boy might read Sexton Blake. At the age of thirty-four, when still living in a common lodging-house and never having seen even the fringes of the literary world, he began to write poems. He gives the impression of having imitated chiefly the poets of the seventeenth century; there are frequent echoes, though probably no plagiarisms. Having completed his first batch of poems. Davies attempted to sell them from door to door at threepence a copy—needless to say, without success.

Sir Osbert Sitwell contributes a pleasant and informative introduction. It is interesting to learn that when Davies was a child his grandmother once warned him, between blows, that if he did not turn over a new leaf he would end by being no better than his cousin who had “brought disgrace upon the family.” This cousin was Sir Henry Irving.1 These poems are well edited and excellent value for the money. With its agreeable cover, good print, and—by current standards—very good paper, the book would make an attractive as well as a cheap Christmas present.

[Fee: £7.75; 13.12.43]




2395. Review of Interglossa by Lancelot Hogben, Mr. Roosevelt by Compton Mackenzie

Manchester Evening News, 23 December 1943

Professor Hogben gives his interesting little book the sub-title: “A draft of an auxiliary language for a democratic world order, being an attempt to apply semantic1 principles to language design,” and the word “draft” needs emphasising.

Interglossa is a new language—Professor Hogben’s own invention. But he is not trying to force it ready-made upon the world. He presents it merely as “the agenda for discussion”—a basis upon which a satisfactory international language might be constructed when the war is over.

He thinks, perhaps rightly, that if a universal second language is finally adopted by the whole world it will have to be worked out by an international team of experts.

Hitherto what has usually happened is that someone invents a new language, someone else says “I can improve on that,” and so the process continued until the manufactured languages, if they were used, would create a worse babel than the natural ones.

There have, it seems, been over 300 artificial languages already, and five or six of them (apart from Basic English) are still more or less in the field.

Interglossa is a purely “isolating” language like Chinese. Its words have no inflexions whatever, meaning is indicated by sentence-order and by a small number of “empty” words that show the tense, etcetera.

The advantages of this are, of course, great. A language without inflexions is easier to learn, especially for the hundreds of millions of Asiatics who speak uninflected languages.2

It is also easily taught to beginners by means of pictures. A few samples are given in this book. Thus, a picture of a black house with two red men inside it is labelled “bi erythro homini in melano domi,” while a picture of a red house with two black trees in front of it is labelled “bi melano dendra antero erythro domi.” One could hardly use this method with a European language, except perhaps English, which is itself very little inflected.

The vocabulary of Interglossa is based on Latin and Greek—Greek perhaps predominates slightly. The reason is that as far as possible Professor Hogben has made use of words which are internationally current already, mostly scientific and technical words.

Almost the whole educated world already knows the meaning of such roots as photo, phono, ptero, graph, geo, micro, and the like, and the words in Interglossa are based on them whenever they are available. Any educated European, and probably most educated Indians or Japanese, would know at a glance that the Interglossa word “hydro” had something to do with water.

The vocabulary has been worked out with an eye chiefly to word-economy. According to Professor Hogben, it is possible to make do with 750 words, a smaller minimum than is needed for Basic.3

Anyone with a good memory could probably master this in a few weeks, and anyone who has learned Latin and Greek could guess his way through many Interglossa sentences at sight.

Now, having set forth some of the advantages of Interglossa, why is it that I don’t believe in a future for this language, as I don’t, of course.

To begin with, it is difficult to believe in any artificial language, even if one could be agreed upon, making headway against tongues already spoken by hundreds of millions of people.

Professor Hogben’s chief foe, of course, is Basic. Basic may be slightly harder to learn than Interglossa, but the only real argument against it is the suspicion, which is bound to arise in many people’s minds, that it is an instrument of Anglo-American imperialism.

To offset this there is the enormous advantage of being put in touch, straight off, with two or three hundred million people. Moreover, anyone who chooses to proceed from Basic to standard English has access to a world-wide press and the literature of hundreds of years.

So also with several of the great natural languages. An artificial language has none of these advantages. Years of translation work are needed before it can possess even a technical literature of its own.

My other criticism, perhaps, ought not to be made without learning Interglossa first, but I will take a chance and make it. It is, that I doubt very much whether Professor Hogben is the right person to make up languages, except perhaps for strictly technical purposes.

He writes English so as to suggest that he has no more feeling for language than a deaf person has for music. Two specimen sentences from his introduction will be enough:


“The conclusion is dubious if we give due weight to what has been a powerful motive militating against Peano’s radical attitude to superfluous flexions of the type characteristic of Aryan languages.”



And again:


“We cannot play ducks and drakes with a native battery of idiom which prescribes such egregious collocations of vocables as the Basic ‘put up with’ for ‘tolerate’ or ‘put at a loss’ for ‘bewilder.’ ”



People who do that kind of thing to their own language are not likely to be trustworthy creators of new ones.

International languages are not, of course, devised for literary purposes, but if they are to be used as a weapon against the nationalism which Professor Hogben rightly fears they cannot be a merely technical and scientific jargon either. They must be capable of expressing fairly subtle meanings with the maximum of clarity, but in that case they must be devised by someone who really cares about clarity and would, for instance, bother to find out the meaning of the word “egregious.”

Still, this is a stimulating book, even an important book. Even if Interglossa is never adopted or even used as the basis for some other language, anything which draws attention to the urgent need for some universal medium of communication, and to the sinister way in which several living languages are being used for imperialist purposes, is to be welcomed.

An 8,000-word English-Interglossa dictionary will follow this preliminary volume.4

President Roosevelt, who is even now not too well-known to the British public, deserved a better book than Mr. Mackenzie has given us. It appears to have been written in a hurry, and in spite of much piling up of detail at the beginning (the fact is that Mr. Roosevelt’s early years, like those of most well-connected people, were very uneventful), it would not give the average British reader any intelligible picture of the American political scene.

American politics are mysterious from the point of view of an outsider, and Mr. Mackenzie does not do much to lighten the mystery. He is also too much inclined to hero-worship. President Roosevelt is a great man and a good friend to Britain, but just for that reason the British people, who have so much to gain from his continuance in power, deserve a more critical picture of him.

You would only with difficulty gather from this book that Mr. Roosevelt has any of the faults of an ordinary mortal, and you might not even gather that powerful and sinister forces are piling up against him. The best thing in the book is the illustrations, largely photographs, which are interesting, and are perhaps numerous enough to justify the price.

[Fee: £8.8.0; 20.12.43]


On 5 January 1944, the Manchester Evening News published the following letter from E. R.:


I read with interest George Orwell’s review of Professor Hogben’s book, “lnterglossa,” which deals with the newly invented international language of that name, and I welcomed the article as drawing the attention of readers once again to the all important question of an international tongue.

I would like, however, to point out what appeared to me to be a misstatement. Orwell said, “Professor Hogben’s chief foe, of course, is Basic.” Rather would I suggest that the chief foe is Esperanto.

I have never met anyone who could speak Basic, and believe there are very few such people. Neither has Basic ever been tried at an international conference.

Esperanto, though, can be found all over the world. Large international Esperanto congresses have been held with complete success. This language has stood the test of over 50 years’ usage by people of all nations, and before the war it could be heard over as many as 48 European broadcasting stations.








2396. ‘As I Please,’ 4

Tribune, 24 December 1943

Reading Michael Roberts’s book on T. E. Hulme, I was reminded once again of the dangerous mistake that the Socialist movement makes in ignoring what one might call the neo-reactionary school of writers. There is a considerable number of these writers: they are intellectually distinguished, they are influential in a quiet way, and their criticisms of the Left are much more damaging than anything that issues from the Individualist League or Conservative Central Office.

T. E. Hulme was killed in the last war and left little completed work behind him, but the ideas that he had roughly formulated had great influence, especially on the numerous writers who were grouped round the Criterion in the ’twenties and ’thirties. Wyndham Lewis, T. S. Eliot, Aldous Huxley, Malcolm Muggeridge, Evelyn Waugh and Graham Greene all probably owe something to him. But more important than the extent of his personal influence is the general intellectual movement to which he belonged, a movement which could fairly be described as the revival of pessimism. Perhaps its best-known living exponent is Marshal Pétain. But the new pessimism has queerer affiliations than that. It links up not only with Catholicism, Conservatism and Fascism, but also with pacifism (California brand especially) and Anarchism. It is worth noting that T. E. Hulme, the upper middle class English Conservative in a bowler hat, was an admirer and to some extent a follower of the Anarcho-Syndicalist, Georges Sorel.1

The thing that is common to all these people, whether it is Petain mournfully preaching “the discipline of defeat,” or Sorel denouncing liberalism, or Berdyaev shaking his head over the Russian Revolution, or “Beachcomber” delivering side-kicks at Beveridge in the Express, or Huxley advocating non-resistance behind the guns of the American Fleet, is their refusal to believe that human society can be fundamentally improved. Man is non-perfectible, merely political changes can effect nothing, progress is an illusion. The connection between this belief and political reaction is, of course, obvious. Other-worldliness is the best alibi a rich man can have. “Men cannot be made better by act of Parliament; therefore I may as well go on drawing my dividends.” No one puts it quite so coarsely as that, but the thought of all these people is along those lines: even of those who, like Michael Roberts and Hulme himself, admit that a little, just a little, improvement in earthly society may be thinkable.

The danger of ignoring the neo-pessimists lies in the fact that up to a point they are right. So long as one thinks in short periods it is wise not to be hopeful about the future. Plans for human betterment do normally come unstuck, and the pessimist has many more opportunities of saying “I told you so” than the optimist. By and large the prophets of doom have been righter than those who imagined that a real step forward would be achieved by universal education, female suffrage, the League of Nations, or what-not.

The real answer is to dissociate Socialism from Utopianism. Nearly all neo-pessimist apologetics consists in putting up a man of straw and knocking him down again. The man of straw is called Human Perfectibility. Socialists are accused of believing that society can be—and indeed, after the establishment of Socialism, will be—completely perfect; also that progress is inevitable. Debunking such beliefs is money for jam, of course.

The answer, which ought to be uttered more loudly than it usually is, is that Socialism is not perfectionist, perhaps not even hedonistic. Socialists don’t claim to be able to make the world perfect: they claim to be able to make it better. And any thinking Socialist will concede to the Catholic that when economic injustice has been righted, the fundamental problem of man’s place in the universe will still remain. But what the Socialist does claim is that that problem cannot be dealt with while the average human being’s preoccupations are necessarily economic. It is all summed up in Marx’s saying that after Socialism has arrived, human history can begin. Meanwhile the neo-pessimists are there, well entrenched in the press of every country in the world, and they have more influence and make more converts among the young than we sometimes care to admit.

From Philip Jordan’s Tunis Diary:2—

“We discussed the future of Germany; and John [Strachey] said to an American present, ‘You surely don’t want a Carthaginian peace, do you?’ Our American friend with great slowness but solemnity said, ‘I don’t recollect we’ve had ever much trouble from the Carthaginians since.’ Which delighted me.”

It doesn’t delight me. One answer to the American might have been, “No, but we’ve had a lot of trouble from the Romans.” But there is more to it than that. What the people who talk about a Carthaginian peace3 don’t realise is that in our day such things are simply not practicable. Having defeated your enemy you have to choose (unless you want another war within a generation) between exterminating him and treating him generously. Conceivably the first alternative is desirable, but it isn’t possible. It is quite true that Carthage was utterly destroyed, its buildings levelled to the ground, its inhabitants put to the sword. Such things were happening all the time in antiquity. But the populations involved were tiny. I wonder if that American knew how many people were found within the walls of Carthage when it was finally sacked? According to the nearest authority I can lay hands on, five thousand! What is the best way of killing off 70 million Germans? Rat poison? We might keep this in mind when “Make Germany pay” becomes a battle-cry again.

Attacking me in the Weekly Review for attacking Douglas Reed,4 Mr. A. K. Chesterton remarks: “‘My country—right or wrong.’ is a maxim which apparently has no place in Mr. Orwell’s philosophy.” He also states that “all of us believe that whatever her condition Britain must win this war, or for that matter any other war in which she is engaged.”

The operative phrase is any other war. There are plenty of us who would defend our own country, under no matter what government, if it seemed that we were in danger of actual invasion and conquest. But “any war” is a different matter. How about the Boer War, for instance? There is a neat little bit of historical irony here. Mr. A. K. Chesterton is the nephew of G. K. Chesterton, who courageously opposed the Boer War, and once remarked that “My country, right or wrong,” was on the same moral level as “My mother, drunk or sober.”

When you have been watching bureaucrats at play, it is some consolation to reflect that the same kind of thing is probably happening in Germany. In general one can’t test this, but sometimes the wireless gives a clue. A little while back I was listening to Berlin broadcasting in English, and the speaker spent some minutes in talking about the Indian Nationalists—with whom, of course, the Nazis profess the keenest sympathy. I was interested to notice that all the Indian names were grossly mispronounced, worse even than would be done by the B.B.C. Ras Behari Bose, for instance, was rendered as Rash Beery Bose. Yet the various Indians who also broadcast from Berlin must daily go in and out of the same building as the renegade Englishman who mispronounces their names. So much for German efficiency and also, of course, for Nazi interest in Indian Nationalism.


On 14 January 1944, Tribune printed a letter taking up Orwell’s lumping Aldous Huxley with Pétain, from Conrad Voss-Bark (1913–2000), on the editorial staff of the Western Daily Press, 1943–47, of the Times from 1947, and Foreign Correspondent of the BBC for many years.


I refuse to believe that Orwell has understood Huxley and I am afraid of people who gibe at something or somebody they fail to docket in the neat compartments of their politically-tuned minds.

Aldous Huxley simply can’t be lumped together with Pétain or the opponents of Beveridge in any satisfactory classification. Orwell says it is “their refusal to believe that human society can be fundamentally improved” which is common to both Huxley and Pétain. I don’t know about Pétain. Maybe Orwell is right there. But if Orwell would read Ends and Means very carefully he will find that the whole content of that remarkable book is a recipe for reform with the express purpose of improving human society in every way. Nor have Huxley’s views changed since the publication. He still believes, I understand, that his own recipe for reform still holds good. Nor is it “un-Socialist.” In many ways it is good Socialism.

I understand very well that Huxley’s recipes are discredited in Orwell’s eyes because they are inherently pacifist as well, and I can understand Orwell disliking that these days; but that does not excuse—(or does it?)—a complete misrepresentation of Huxley and what he stands for. There are no direct charges. Huxley is just lumped in with Pétain and “Beachcomber” and Berdyaev and Uncle Tom Cobbley° and all. George—please keep off these vast and untrue generalisations and red herrings (not to mention the romantic nonsense that “after Socialism has arrived human history can begin”). Otherwise your readers will be driven to believe that even a logical “neo-pessimism” is preferable to an illogical argument.








2397. ‘Can Socialists be Happy?’ by ‘John Freeman’

Tribune, 24 December 1943


Orwell’s Payments Book records at 20 December 1943 £5.5.0 for a special article of 2,000 words for Tribune. This has not been traced under Orwell’s name, but it seems certain this must be a slightly longer article, ‘Can Socialists be Happy?’, attributed to a John Freeman. It was certainly not written by the John Freeman, then on active service, who was later a Labout M.P., 1945–55, editor of The New Statesman and British Ambassador in Washington, 1969–71. Mr. Freeman confirmed to the editor, on 26 July 1990, that he was not the author. The name ‘Freeman’ might be expected to appeal to Orwell as a pseudonym.

The article has many social, political, and literary links with Orwell; some, such as the relation of Lenin to Dickens, is particularly associated with Orwell. Lenin’s being read The Christmas Carol on his deathbed appears in the second paragraph of Orwell’s essay ‘Charles Dickens’ (written in 1939, published in 1940; see 597) and again at the opening of his introduction (written in October or November 1945, published in 1946) to Jack London’s Love of Life and Other Stories (see 2781). The article relates strongly to the ‘As I Please’ published in the same issue of Tribune (see 2396), not only in the matter of Utopianism and Socialism but also in its references to Catholicism and ‘pacifism (California brand especially).’ Orwell had reviewed Brave New World in Tribune, 12 July 1940 (see 655) and Viscount Samuel’s An Unknown Land in The Listener, 24 December 1942 (see 1768). He had devised a special Christmas edition of the BBC’s ‘Voice,’ No. 6, 29 December 1942 (suggesting that he was not averse to marking Christmas), and in that programme included ‘London Snow’ by Robert Bridges and T. S. Eliot’s ‘The Journey of the Magi’ (see 1778). Among Orwell’s reading were A Modern Utopia, Gulliver’s Travels, Portrait of the Artist as a Young Man, News from Nowhere, and the less familiar La Pucelle by Voltaire. He mentions La Pucelle in ‘Funny, But Not Vulgar,’ written December 1944, published 28 July 1945 (see 2585). The reference to a lack of vitality in the last line of the first section echoes the second paragraph of his review of W. H. Davies’s Collected Poems, 19 December 1943 (see 2394). The reference to Gerald Heard also supports Orwell’s authorship. Heard is mentioned at the end of Orwell’s review of Fielden’s Beggar My Neighbour, Horizon, September 1943 (see 2257) and Orwell later referred to him in his review in the Manchester Evening News, 2 August 1945 (see 2713).

There can be little doubt that ‘John Freeman’ was another of Eric Blair’s pen names. Jon Kimche, who was an assistant editor of Tribune at that time, was certain this article was by Orwell, although he did not in 1990 recall the circumstances of its publication.

The reason Orwell chose to write as ‘John Freeman’ is less clear. It may be that Tribune did not wish its literary editor to be seen to be associated with the political section of the journal. Possibly it was a device whereby he could be paid a fee for a special contribution; he was not usually paid for ‘literary contributions’ (see 2378), although he was paid 10s.6d for his poem ‘Memories of the Blitz’ about this time; it was printed 21 January 1944 (see 2409). He may have wished to see how far Tribune would let him go, though he was given plenty of scope in ‘As I Please.’ Was the pseudonym, with so many internal references, just a tease? Or did he simply think that Christmas as an occasion of positive happiness (rather than that happiness which is no more than the absence of pain) was worth celebrating?

The article was prominently trailed in Tribune (perhaps showing a touch of Orwell’s mischievous side). Its title was printed in bold letters above the masthead on the first page, and the feature ‘What’s Happening’ concludes with this explanatory note:


“Tribune” Christmas

Our readers will detect in this issue something of the spirit of the season, and particularly John Freeman’s article will make a change from the hurly-burly of controversy. However, this is a temporary concession on Tribune’s part and not a conversion from our past. Next week, we shall resume our traditional role and enter the third year of the new Tribune with all our guns blazing. Meanwhile, we wish our readers, who have greatly increased in number, a cheerful Christmas and the right sort of success in the New Year.



No other article by ‘John Freeman’ which can be attributed to Orwell has been traced. This seems to be a special and unusual instance.



The thought of Christmas raises almost automatically the thought of Charles Dickens, and for two very good reasons. To begin with, Dickens is one of the few English writers who have actually written about Christmas. Christmas is the most popular of English festivals, and yet it has produced astonishingly little literature. There are the carols, mostly medieval in origin; there is a tiny handful of poems by Robert Bridges, T. S. Eliot, and some others, and there is Dickens; but there is very little else. Secondly, Dickens is remarkable, indeed almost unique, among modern writers in being able to give a convincing picture of happiness.

Dickens dealt successfully with Christmas twice—in a well-known chapter of The Pickwick Papers and in The Christmas Carol. The latter story was read to Lenin on his deathbed and, according to his wife, he found its “bourgeois sentimentality” completely intolerable. Now in a sense Lenin was right; but if he had been in better health he would perhaps have noticed that the story has some interesting sociological implications. To begin with, however thick Dickens may lay on the paint, however disgusting the “pathos” of Tiny Tim may be, the Cratchit family do give the impression of enjoying themselves. They sound happy as, for instance, the citizens of William Morris’s News From Nowhere don’t sound happy. Moreover—and Dickens’s understanding of this is one of the secrets of his power—their happiness derives mainly from contrast. They are in high spirits because for once in a way they have enough to eat. The wolf is at the door, but he is wagging his tail. The steam of the Christmas pudding drifts across a background of pawnshops and sweated labour, and in a double sense the ghost of Scrooge stands beside the dinner table. Bob Cratchit even wants to drink Scrooge’s health, which Mrs. Cratchit rightly refuses. The Cratchits are able to enjoy their Christmas precisely because Christmas only comes once a year. Their happiness is convincing just because it is described as incomplete.

All efforts to describe permanent happiness, on the other hand, have been failures, from earliest history onwards. Utopias (incidentally the coined word Utopia doesn’t mean “a good place,” it means merely “a non-existent place”) have been common in the literature of the past three or four hundred years, but the “favourable” ones are invariably unappetising, and usually lacking in vitality as well.

By far the best known modern Utopias are those of H. G. Wells. Wells’s vision of the future, implicit all through his early work and partly set forth in Anticipations and A Modern Utopia, is most fully expressed in two books written in the early ’twenties, The Dream and Men Like Gods. Here you have a picture of the world as Wells would like to see it—or thinks he would like to see it. It is a world whose keynotes are enlightened hedonism and scientific curiosity. All the evils and miseries that we now suffer from have vanished. Ignorance, war, poverty, dirt, disease, frustration, hunger, fear, overwork, superstition—all vanished. So expressed, it is impossible to deny that that is the kind of world we all hope for. We all want to abolish the things that Wells wants to abolish. But is there anyone who actually wants to live in a Wellsian Utopia? On the contrary, not to live in a world like that, not to wake up in a hygienic garden suburb infested by naked schoolmarms, has actually become a conscious political motive. A book like Brave New World is an expression of the actual fear that modern man feels of the rationalised hedonistic society which it is within his power to create. A Catholic writer said recently that Utopias are now technically feasible and that in consequence how to avoid Utopia had become a serious problem. With the Fascist movement in front of our eyes we cannot write this off as a merely silly remark. For one of the sources of the Fascist movement is the desire to avoid a too-rational and too-comfortable world.

All “favourable” Utopias seem to be alike in postulating perfection while being unable to suggest happiness. News From Nowhere is a sort of goody-goody version of the Wellsian Utopia. Everyone is kindly and reasonable, all the upholstery comes from Liberty’s, but the impression left behind is of a sort of watery melancholy. Lord Samuel’s recent effort in the same direction, An Unknown Country, is even more dismal. The inhabitants of Bensalem (the word is borrowed from Francis Bacon) give the impression of looking on life as simply an evil to be got through with as little fuss as possible. All that their wisdom has brought them is permanent low spirits. But it is more impressive that Jonathan Swift, one of the greatest imaginative writers who have ever lived, is no more successful in constructing a “favourable” Utopia than the others.

The earlier parts of Gulliver’s Travels are probably the most devastating attack on human society that has ever been written. Every word of them is relevant to-day; in places they contain quite detailed prophecies of the political horrors of our own time. Where Swift fails, however, is in trying to describe a race of beings whom he does admire. In the last part, in contrast with the disgusting Yahoos, we are shown the noble Houyhnhnms, a race of intelligent horses who are free from human failings. Now these horses, for all their high character and unfailing common sense, are remarkably dreary creatures. Like the inhabitants of various other Utopias, they are chiefly concerned with avoiding fuss. They live uneventful, subdued, “reasonable” lives, free not only from quarrels, disorder or insecurity of any kind, but also from “passion,” including physical love. They choose their mates on eugenic principles, avoid excesses of affection, and appear somewhat glad to die when their time comes. In the earlier parts of the book Swift has shown where man’s folly and scoundrelism lead him: but take away the folly and the scoundrelism, and all you are left with, apparently, is a tepid sort of existence, hardly worth leading.

Attempts at describing a definitely other-worldly happiness have been no more successful. Heaven is as great a flop as Utopia—though Hell,1 it is worth noting, occupies a respectable place in literature, and has often been described most minutely and convincingly.

It is a commonplace that the Christian Heaven, as usually portrayed, would attract nobody. Almost all Christian writers dealing with Heaven either say frankly that it is indescribable or conjure up a vague picture of gold, precious stones, and the endless singing of hymns. This has, it is true, inspired some of the best poems in the world:


     Thy walls are of chalcedony,

     Thy bulwarks diamonds square,

     Thy gates are of right orient pearl

     Exceeding rich and rare!



Or:


Holy, holy, holy, all the saints adore Thee,

Casting down their golden crowns about the glassy sea,

Cherubim and seraphim falling down before Thee,

That wast, and art, and evermore shalt be!



But what it could not do was to describe a place or condition in which the ordinary human being actively wanted to be. Many a revivalist minister, many a Jesuit priest (see, for instance, the terrific sermon in James Joyce’s Portrait of the Artist) has frightened his congregation almost out of their skins with his word-pictures of Hell. But as soon as it comes to Heaven, there is a prompt falling-back on words like “ecstasy” and “bliss,” with little attempt to say what they consist in. Perhaps the most vital bit of writing on this subject is the famous passage in which Tertullian explains that one of the chief joys of Heaven is watching the tortures of the damned.

The various pagan versions of Paradise are little better, if at all. One has the feeling that it is always twilight in the Elysian fields. Olympus, where the gods lived, with their nectar and ambrosia, and their nymphs and Hebes, the “immortal tarts” as D. H. Lawrence called them, might be a bit more homelike than the Christian Heaven, but you would not want to spend a long time there. As for the Moslem Paradise, with its seventy-seven houris per man, all presumably clamouring for attention at the same moment, it is just a nightmare. Nor are the Spiritualists, though constantly assuring us that “all is bright and beautiful,” able to describe any next-world activity which a thinking person would find endurable, let alone attractive.

It is the same with attempted descriptions of perfect happiness which are neither Utopian nor other-worldly, but merely sensual. They always give an impression of emptiness or vulgarity, or both. At the beginning of La Pucelle Voltaire describes the life of Charles IX with his mistress, Agnes Sorel. They were “always happy,” he says. And what did their happiness consist in? Apparently in an endless round of feasting, drinking, hunting and love-making. Who would not sicken of such an existence after a few weeks? Rabelais describes the fortunate spirits who have a good time in the next world to console them for having had a bad time in this one. They sing a song which can be roughly translated: “To leap, to dance, to play tricks, to drink the wine both white and red, and to do nothing all day long except count gold crowns”—how boring it sounds, after all! The emptiness of the whole notion of an everlasting “good time” is shown up in Breughel’s picture “The Land of the Sluggard,” where the three great lumps of fat lie asleep, head to head, with the boiled eggs and roast legs of pork coming up to be eaten of their own accord.

It would seem that human beings are not able to describe, nor perhaps to imagine, happiness except in terms of contrast. That is why the conception of Heaven or Utopia varies from age to age. In pre-industrial society Heaven was described as a place of endless rest, and as being paved with gold, because the experience of the average human being was overwork and poverty. The houris of the Moslem Paradise reflected a polygamous society where most of the women disappeared into the harems of the rich. But these pictures of “eternal bliss” always failed because as soon as the bliss became eternal (eternity being thought of as endless time), the contrast ceased to operate. Some of the conventions which have become embedded in our literature first arose from physical conditions which have now ceased to exist. The cult of spring is an example. In the Middle Ages spring did not primarily mean swallows and wild flowers. It meant green vegetables, milk and fresh meat after several months of living on salt pork in smoky windowless huts. The spring songs were gay—


Do nothing but eat and make good cheer,

And thank Heaven for the merry year

When flesh is cheap and females dear,

And lusty lads roam here and there,

So merrily,

And ever among so merrily!



because there was something to be gay about. The winter was over, that was the great thing. Christmas itself, a pre-Christian festival, probably started because there had to be an occasional outburst of overeating and drinking to make a break in the unbearable northern winter.

The inability of mankind to imagine happiness except in the form of relief, either from effort or pain, presents Socialists with a serious problem. Dickens can describe a poverty-stricken family tucking into a roast goose, and can make them appear happy; on the other hand, the inhabitants of perfect universes seem to have no spontaneous gaiety and are usually somewhat repulsive into the bargain. But clearly we are not aiming at the kind of world Dickens described, nor, probably, at any world he was capable of imagining. The Socialist objective is not a society where everything comes right in the end, because kind old gentlemen give away turkeys. What are we aiming at, if not a society in which “charity” would be unnecessary? We want a world where Scrooge, with his dividends, and Tiny Tim, with his tuberculous leg, would both be unthinkable. But does that mean that we are aiming at some painless, effortless Utopia?

At the risk of saying something which the editors of Tribune may not endorse, I suggest that the real objective of Socialism is not happiness. Happiness hitherto has been a by-product, and for all we know it may always remain so. The real objective of Socialism is human brotherhood. This is widely felt to be the case, though it is not usually said, or not said loudly enough. Men use up their lives in heart-breaking political struggles, or get themselves killed in civil wars, or tortured in the secret prisons of the Gestapo, not in order to establish some central-heated, air-conditioned, strip-lighted Paradise, but because they want a world in which human beings love one another instead of swindling and murdering one another. And they want that world as a first step. Where they go from there is not so certain, and the attempt to foresee it in detail merely confuses the issue.

Socialist thought has to deal in prediction, but only in broad terms. One often has to aim at objectives which one can only very dimly see. At this moment, for instance, the world is at war and wants peace. Yet the world has no experience of peace, and never has had, unless the Noble Savage once existed. The world wants something which it is dimly aware could exist, but which it cannot accurately define. This Christmas day, thousands of men will be bleeding to death in the Russian snows, or drowning in icy waters, or blowing one another to pieces with hand grenades on swampy islands of the Pacific; homeless children will be scrabbling for food among the wreckage of German cities. To make that kind of thing impossible is a good objective. But to say in detail what a peaceful world would be like is a different matter, and to attempt to do so is apt to lead to the horrors so enthusiastically presented by Gerald Heard.2

Nearly all creators of Utopia have resembled the man who has toothache, and therefore thinks that happiness consists in not having toothache. They wanted to produce a perfect society by an endless continuation of something that had only been valuable because it was temporary. The wiser course would be to say that there are certain lines along which humanity must move, the grand strategy is mapped out, but detailed prophecy is not our business. Whoever tries to imagine perfection simply reveals his own emptiness. This is the case even with a great writer like Swift, who can flay a bishop or a politician so neatly, but who, when he tries to create a superman, merely leaves one with the impression—the very last he can have intended—that the stinking Yahoos had in them more possibility of development than the enlightened Houyhnhnms.


Orwell’s article, though not published under a name readers would recognise, nevertheless attracted two correspondents. Their letters were printed in Tribune for 7 January 1944.


Meditations like John Freeman’s article on Utopias need not be regarded as a mere Christmastime indulgence. Just as amidst the urgent problems of war we feel the need for planning the peace, so we may give some thought, even now, to the question of what politics will consist of when to-day’s burning demand for “food, work and homes” is as completely solved and forgotten as prehistoric man’s struggle with the beasts. Is that time so remote? President Roosevelt and the Hot Springs experts (not to mention Socialists) agree that want can be abolished in this generation. I believe that this will happen, and that a great increase in creative energy will follow. This can be used only in scientific or artistic work, both of which, fortunately, are as endless as the universe itself. What gives Mr. Freeman the idea that such activities are too rational or too comfortable to be attractive?

Surely the biographies of artists, scientists and inventors show that although most of them were comfortably off in a material sense (contrary to a popular delusion), they found in their work mystery and surprise, sudden inspirations, danger, despair and ecstasy! Of humanity up to now the future historian may well say

     Chill penury repressed their noble rage,

        And froze the genial current of the soul.3

The removal of the dull, brutalising influences of poverty and war will be the beginning, not the end, of real adventures, such as the building of magnificent cities, landscape gardening on a national scale, the exploration and control of atoms and of human personality. It is not too soon now to give large-scale communal backing to science and art, and to study how to reconcile this with freedom for the individual practitioner.

J. Cryer

Under the heading “Tribune Christmas” you opine that John Freeman’s article, “Can Socialists be Happy?” will make a seasonable change from “the hurley-burley of controversy.” I imagine this letter will not be the only evidence that for once you have erred in your judgment. John Freeman’s main conclusion is that “The real objective of Socialism is not happiness.” In view of the context, how is it possible that we can be expected to take this lying down?

If we Socialists are not out for happiness, what are we after? Unhappiness? Not exactly, according to Mr. Freeman. What we want, he thinks, is not happiness but—human brotherhood. The implication of which seems to be there’s no happiness in human brotherhood. But, of course, he doesn’t really mean that. I venture to suggest that the trouble with Mr. Freeman is that, although he is repelled by the static quality of the chromium-plated Utopias and rolled-gold heavens of various prophets and visionaries, he has yet taken their word for it that what they depict is—happiness, and finding it about as attractive as a case of stuffed birds of Paradise, concludes, so much the worse for happiness. But the point is, surely, that in so far as these writers have failed to make their visions attractive they have failed to convey the impression of happiness; something, admittedly, very difficult to do, but that is not to say that happiness itself is undesirable. How can it be, seeing that it is simply an agreeable state of mind—the state of mind of anyone who is, as we say, enjoying life? Surely Socialists, like other men, do want to enjoy life. Surely “human brotherhood” is one of the essential conditions for the enjoyment of life. “Not happiness, but human brotherhood”—what an extraordinary antithesis!

One thing we do know about happiness is that it comes not merely as a contrast to unhappiness, but through creation and development, adventure and interest. It is, of course, not an aim in itself at all, but an emotional state of varying degrees of intensity, that we can’t help seeking in the very act of striving to realise our desires, whatever they may be. It does seem important that Socialists should get this straight, because if they imply that Socialism has little or nothing to do with happiness they are going to make potential Socialists muddled and discouraged and miserable, instead of hopeful that they can help to build a world of happier men—an aim which to anyone who cares about human brotherhood must surely appear a thoroughly desirable one.

Ian Freed








2398. ‘As I Please,’ 5

Tribune, 31 December 1943

Reading the discussions of “war guilt” which reverberate in the correspondence columns of the newspapers, I note the surprise with which many people seem to discover that war is not crime. Hitler, it appears, has not done anything actionable. He has not raped anybody, nor carried off any pieces of loot with his own hands, nor personally flogged any prisoners, buried any wounded men alive, thrown any babies into the air and spitted them on his bayonet, dipped any nuns in petrol and touched them off with church tapers—in fact he has not done any of the things which enemy nationals are usually credited with doing in war time. He has merely precipitated a world war which will perhaps have cost twenty million lives before it ends. And there is nothing illegal in that. How could there be, when legality implies authority and there is no authority with the power to transcend national frontiers?

At the recent trials in Kharkov1 some attempt was made to fix on Hitler, Himmler and the rest the responsibility for their subordinates’ crimes, but that the mere fact that this had to be done shows that Hitler’s guilt is not self-evident. His crime, it is implied, was not to build up an army for the purpose of aggressive war, but to instruct that army to torture its prisoners. So far as it goes, the distinction between an atrocity and an act of war is valid. An atrocity means an act of terrorism which has no genuine military purpose. One must accept such distinctions if one accepts war at all, which in practice everyone does. Nevertheless, a world in which it is wrong to murder an individual civilian and right to drop a thousand tons of high explosive on a residential area does sometimes make me wonder whether this earth of ours is not a looney-bin made use of by some other planet.

As the 53 bus2 carries me to and fro I never, at any rate when it is light enough to see, pass the little church of St. John, just across the road from Lord’s, without a pang. It is a Regency church, one of the very few of the period, and when you pass that way it is well worth going inside to have a look at its friendly interior and read the resounding epitaphs of the East India Nabobs who lie buried there. But its façade, one of the most charming in London, has been utterly ruined by a hideous war memorial which stands in front of it. That seems to be a fixed rule in London—whenever you do by some chance have a decent vista, block it up with the ugliest statue you can find. And, unfortunately, we have never been sufficiently short of bronze for these things to be melted down.

If you climb to the top of the hill in Greenwich Park, you can have the mild thrill of standing exactly on longitude 0, and you can also examine the ugliest building in the world, Greenwich Observatory. Then look down the hill towards the Thames. Spread out below you are Wren’s masterpiece, Greenwich Hospital (now the Naval College) and another exquisite classical building known as the Queen’s House. The architects responsible for that shapeless sprawling muddle at the top of the hill had those other two buildings under their eyes while every brick was laid.

As Mr. Osbert Sitwell remarked at the time of the “Baedeker raids”3—how simple-minded of the Germans to imagine that we British could be cowed by the destruction of our ancient monuments! As though any havoc of the German bombs could possibly equal the things we have done ourselves!

I see that Mr. Bernard Shaw, among others, wants to rewrite the second verse of the National Anthem. Mr. Shaw’s version retains references to God and the King, but is vaguely internationalist in sentiment. This seems to me ridiculous. Not to have a national anthem would be logical. But if you do have one, its function must necessarily be to point out that we are Good and our enemies are Bad. Besides, Mr Shaw wants to cut out the only worthwhile lines the anthem contains. All the brass instruments and big drums in the world cannot turn “God Save the King” into a good tune,4 but on the very rare occasions when it is sung in full it does spring to life in the two lines—

Confound their politics,

Frustrate their knavish tricks!

And, in fact, I had always imagined that the second verse is habitually left out because of a vague suspicion on the part of the Tories that these lines refer to themselves.

Just about two years ago, as we filed past the menu board in the canteen, I said to the next person in the queue: “A year from now you’ll see ‘Rat Soup’ on that board, and in 1943 it will be ‘Mock Rat Soup.’ ” Events have proved me wrong (the war at sea has turned out better than was then foreseeable), but, once again, I can claim to have been less wrong than the full-time prophets. Turning up my copy of Old Moore’s Almanac for 1943, I find that the Germans sued for peace and were granted an armistice in June, and Japan surrendered in September. November finds us enjoying “the blessings of peace and the complete removal of lighting conditions,”5 while “a reduction in taxation is highly appreciated.” It is like this all the way through.

Old Moore repeats this performance every year, without ever losing its popularity. Nor is it hard to see why. Its psychological approach is indicated by the advert. on the cover: “Cosmo, famous Mystic, predicts VICTORY, PEACE, RECONSTRUCTION.” As long as Cosmo predicts that kind of thing he is safe for a hearing.

Another ninepenny acquisition: “Chronological Tablets, exhibiting every Remarkable Occurrence from the Creation of the World down to the Present Time.” Printed by J.D. Dewick, Aldersgate Street, in the year 1801.

With some interest I looked up the date of the creation of the world, and found it was in 4004 B.C., and “is supposed to have taken place in the autumn.” Later in the book it is given more exactly as September, 4004.6

At the end there are a number of blank sheets in which the reader can carry on the chronicle for himself. Whoever possessed this book did not carry it very far, but one of the last entries is: “Tuesday 4 May. Peace proclaimed here. General Illumination.” That was the Peace of Amiens.7 This might warn us not to be too previous with our own illuminations when the armistice comes.
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2399. Review of Armies and the Art of Revolution by K. C. Chorley

The Observer, 2 January 1944

In the last resort, society, as we know it, rests upon force, and moreover we live in an age in which naked physical power tends more and more to grow in importance as against financial power. The structure and political outlook of armies, navies, and air forces is therefore a subject of the most vital importance, whether one looks at it from a revolutionary or a reactionary point of view. As Captain Liddell Hart says in his foreword to this book, the relation of the armed forces to society has not received as much study as it might. Mrs. Chorley’s book, though it has some gaps in it, is a stimulating introduction.

Two important facts emerge from every revolution or civil war that she examines. The first is that in the modern world a popular insurrection cannot succeed against a regular army which is really exerting its strength. In every case that seems to contradict this there has either been foreign intervention, or sympathy with the rebels on the part of the armed forces, or else some hidden factor which may not be strictly military but which is part of the strategic situation. A good example is the Irish Civil War, which Mrs. Chorley examines at some length. The hidden factor here was English (and American) public opinion. The strategy of the Irish nationalists was not to engage in real warfare, in which they must have been defeated, but to make it morally impossible for the British to strike back at them. They used guerrilla tactics (assassinations, sudden attacks on unarmed soldiers by men dressed as civilians, etc.) which could only have been countered by a policy of brutal reprisals. The British were unequal to this, not probably from any excess of humanity but because English opinion was largely sympathetic to the Irish and world opinion could not be disregarded. Similar guerrilla tactics have made little impression on the Japanese, who exclude foreigners from their dominions and do not have a Nonconformist conscience to contend with. Since the invention of the machine-gun, straightforward rebellions have always failed, unless they are either made by the armed forces, or the armed forces are disintegrating as a result of defeat in foreign war.

The second point brought out by Mrs. Chorley is that for political purposes “the army” nearly always means the officers. Except when they have been defeated, or at the end of a long war, the lower ranks tend to be politically apathetic, especially in long-service professional armies. The officers, on the other hand, better educated, more conscious, and more homogeneous socially, tend to regard themselves not as the servants of the State but of a particular political party. Instances of governments being blackmailed into this or that action because “the army,” meaning the officers, threatened mutiny are innumerable. Mrs. Chorley concludes that an army whose officers are drawn from the higher ranks of society can never be trusted to support a “left” government.

This raises the very difficult question of how it is possible, if at all, for an army to be democratised. Any government, and especially a “left” government, must have officers who are politically reliable, but the trouble is that they must also be militarily efficient. As an example of an army which is genuinely democratic in structure, and which could not possibly make a reactionary coup d’etat, Mrs. Chorley points to the Swiss army. This army, however, is unlikely ever to have to go to war, and its structure is conditioned by that fact. Britain, for instance, or the U.S.S.R., could not possibly make do with a citizens’ militia in which even an officer served only 400 days in his whole lifetime. And the prolonged training and rigid discipline needed in modern mechanised forces are probably anti-democratic in tendency. Mrs. Chorley’s remarks on the French and Russian revolutions and the Spanish civil war show how even in revolutionary armies the tendency is always away from egalitarianism. An army can only be kept democratic by means of soldiers’ committees and political delegates, and both of these are a bar to efficiency.

Mrs. Chorley suggests that the important thing, from the point of view of a democratic government, is to make sure that the corps of officers is not drawn from reactionary strata of the population. This may be so, but it may also be that a professional officer’s social origin is almost irrelevant to his political outlook. Modern military methods, and the discipline they demand, may be producing an “officer type” whose outlook will be much the same whether he is the son of a duke or of a factory worker. It is here that the chief omission in Mrs. Chorley’s book makes itself felt—namely, that after saying a good deal about the Red Army during the revolution and the civil war, she says little or nothing about its subsequent development.

There are some other omissions. It seems a pity—though perhaps it would have needed another book—to exclude all mention of South America, which must have provided at least one test-tube demonstration of every conceivable revolutionary situation. But this is a valuable book, and, though admittedly written from a “left” angle, about as objective as is possible in these days.

[Fee: £7.7.0; 27.12.43]




2400. Review of Allenby in Egypt by Field-Marshal Viscount Wavell

Manchester Evening News, 6 January 1944

Lord Wavell’s own career has paralleled Allenby’s closely enough to make anything that he says on the subject worthy of special attention. Like Allenby he was sent to the Middle East to win a brilliant victory at a moment when the war was still going disastrously in the West, and again like Allenby he has relinquished his military command to take up an important and thankless job of civilian administration.

He is not, of course, using Allenby as a mouthpiece for his own opinions, but from his comments on the Egyptian situation and the final settlement that was made we can probably get some idea of the policy that he himself would like to put into operation in India.

Lord Wavell’s main thesis, as in the other book which he published three years ago,1 is that Allenby’s services have never had due recognition.

Allenby had many gifts, but they did not include personal charm or a flair for publicity, and the great victory that he won in Palestine has been largely overshadowed in the public mind by the picturesque exploits of Colonel Lawrence. Lord Wavell insists that Allenby has also been robbed of the credit for finally effecting a comparatively decent settlement in Egypt.

And whatever the objective merits of Allenby’s administration, it can certainly be admitted that he served the interests, as he saw them, of both Britain and Egypt, and cared nothing for what happened to his own reputation in the process.

Like all Imperial administrators in troubled periods Allenby was simultaneously denounced as a hidebound reactionary and a weak-kneed Liberal. To the Egyptian Nationalists he was the symbol of foreign oppression: to the British community in Egypt he appeared to be encouraging the Egyptians to revolt by a policy of ill-judged leniency.

British home opinion was ignorant of the Egyptian situation and British politicians alternated between snubbing the Egyptians and promising them impossibilities.

The story of Allenby’s six years in Egypt is the story of a many-sided struggle between King Fuad, Allenby himself, the Wafdists, the British Foreign Office, the British business community in Egypt, and various others, conducted in an atmosphere of intrigue and punctuated by assassinations.

The Egyptian situation was exceptionally complicated. The Sudan since the beginning of the century, and Egypt since much earlier, had been in an ill-defined way under British control.

When Turkey came into the war it had been necessary to make what amounted to an annexation of Egypt, which was still theoretically part of the Turkish dominions, and a protectorate was set up, which lasted until the declaration of Egyptian independence in 1922.

Between 1914 and 1922 the country was governed by martial law. Meanwhile, a vigorous Egyptian Nationalist movement had grown up, and it was a complicating factor that this was essentially a movement of the Egyptian masses. The old ruling class, and the higher officials, had been Turks. The new politicians who were now appearing represented the aspirations of the Egyptian people, but had no experience of administration and not much taste for responsibility.

Lord Wavell makes it clear that Allenby saw from the start the necessity of declaring Egypt independent, and that if he had had his way he would have done it promptly and made the Nationalist politicians into friends instead of enemies.

The British Government was not, however, ready at first for the necessary concessions, and started off with the grave mistake of arresting and deporting the popular Wafdist leader, Saad Zaghlul, who was later to be Egypt’s Prime Minister.

The underlying facts were that the Egyptian desire for self-government was real and could not be ignored, that a weak country like Egypt could not be fully independent, and that Britain could not be expected to relax all hold on Egypt while the Suez Canal remained important to her.

Some arrangement by which Egypt should be self-governing but should allow Britain the necessary military and commercial facilities was obviously possible, and was what Allenby aimed at. But it was not fully achieved till many years later, because negotiations had started off on the wrong foot. The Nationalists had been driven into a violently anti-British attitude, popular anger against the British occupation was easily aroused, and the Liberal politicians could get themselves no following.

In 1922 Egypt was declared an independent State (Lord Wavell insists that this was essentially Allenby’s doing), but this made the administration of the country no easier.

Any Egyptian politician who wished to retain his popularity was forced to make demands for the withdrawal of the British troops and the complete cession of the Sudan—which Britain was obviously not going to fulfil—and a long series of murders enraged the British community and made them clamour in and out of season for a “firm hand.”

Things were further complicated by the intrigues of the King, who aimed at making himself into an autocrat and by the unwisdom of British politicians, notably Ramsay MacDonald, who floated through the country in 1921 making extravagant promises which—to the surprise of the Egyptians—he failed to keep when he was in office.

However, the 1922 declaration was a real step forward, and three years later the position was somewhat regularised owing, ironically enough, to yet another murder. Sir Lee Stack, the Governor-General of the Sudan, was assassinated towards the end of 1924 by some Nationalist students, and this crime gave Allenby the opportunity to act firmly and put Anglo-Egyptian relations on a surer if not more friendly basis.

Zaghlul’s Government resigned and politicians less hostile to Britain came into power. Allenby resigned his post in the following year owing to his disagreements with the British Cabinet.

It is impossible to feel sure, even now, that Allenby was as great a man as Lord Wavell claims him to have been. He was certainly, as Lord Wavell sometimes seems to admit, not a very interesting man in spite of his varied and sometimes unexpected gifts, for in addition to being a brilliant soldier he was a lover of birds and flowers, wrote admirable English, and read Greek with facility.

His greatest qualities, as Lord Wavell points out, were not mental but moral. He would not accept an unworkable policy in order to keep his job, and he was indifferent to what was said about him. In his own even more embarrassing position as Viceroy of India Lord Wavell might certainly have chosen worse models than Allenby.

[Fee: £8.8.0; 4.1.44]




2401. ‘As I Please,’ 6

Tribune, 7 January 1944

Looking through the photographs in the New Year Honours List, I am struck (as usual) by the quite exceptional ugliness and vulgarity of the faces displayed there. It seems to be almost the rule that the kind of person who earns the right to call himself Lord Percy de Falcontowers should look at best like an overfed publican and at worst like a tax-collector with a duodenal ulcer. But our country is not alone in this. Anyone who is a good hand with scissors and paste could compile an excellent book entitled Our Rulers, and consisting simply of published photographs of the great ones of the earth. The idea first occurred to me when I saw in Picture Post some “stills” of Beaverbrook delivering a speech and looking more like a monkey on a stick than you would think possible for anyone who was not doing it on purpose.

When you had got together your collection of fuehrers, actual and would-be, you would notice that several qualities recur throughout the list. To begin with, they are all old. In spite of the lip-service that is paid everywhere to youth, there is no such thing as a person in a truly commanding position who is less than fifty years old. Secondly, they are nearly all undersized. A dictator taller than five feet six inches is a very great rarity. And, thirdly, there is this almost general and sometimes quite fantastic ugliness. The collection would contain photographs of Streicher bursting a blood vessel, Japanese war lords impersonating baboons, Mussolini with his scrubby dewlap, the chinless de Gaulle, the stumpy short-armed Churchill, Gandhi with his long sly nose and huge bat’s ears, Tojo displaying thirty-two teeth with gold in every one of them. And opposite each, to make a contrast, there would be a photograph of an ordinary human being from the country concerned. Opposite Hitler a young sailor from a German submarine, opposite Tojo a Japanese peasant of the old type—and so on.

But to come back to the Honours List. When you remember that nearly the whole of the rest of the world has dropped it, it does seem strange to see this flummery still continuing in England, a country in which the very notion of aristocracy perished hundreds of years ago. The race-difference on which aristocratic rule is usually founded had disappeared from England by the end of the Middle Ages, and the concept of “blue blood” as something valuable in itself, and independent of money, was vanishing in the age of Elizabeth. Since then we have been a plutocracy plain and simple. Yet we still make spasmodic efforts to dress ourselves in the colours of medieval feudalism.

Think of the Heralds’ Office solemnly faking pedigrees and inventing coats of arms with mermaids and unicorns couchant, regardant and whatnot, for company directors in bowler hat and striped trousers! What I like best is the careful grading by which honours are always dished out in direct proportion to the amount of mischief done—baronies for Big Business, baronetcies for fashionable surgeons, knighthoods for tame professors. But do these people imagine that by calling themselves lords, knights and so forth they somehow come to have something in common with the medieval aristocracy? Does Sir Walter Citrine, say, feel himself to be rather the same kind of person as Childe Roland (Childe Citrine to the dark tower came!), or is Lord Nuffield under the impression that we shall mistake him for a crusader in chain armour?

However, this honours-list business has one severely practical aspect, and that is that a title is a first-rate alias. Mr. X can practically cancel his past by turning himself into Lord Y. Some of the ministerial appointments that have been made during this war would hardly have been possible without some such disguise. As Tom Paine put it: “These people change their names so often that it is as hard to know them as it is to know thieves.”

I write this to the tune of an electric drill. They are drilling holes in the walls of a surface shelter, removing bricks at regular intervals. Why? Because the shelter is in danger of falling down and it is necessary to give it a cement facing.

It seems doubtful whether these surface shelters were ever of much use. They would give protection against splinters and blast, but not more than the walls of an ordinary house, and the only time I saw a bomb drop anywhere near one it sliced it off the ground as neatly as if it had been done with a knife. The real point is, however, that at the time when these shelters were built it was known that they would fall down in a year or two. Innumerable people pointed this out. But nothing happened; the slovenly building continued, and somebody scooped the contract. Sure enough, a year or two later, the prophets were justified. The mortar began to fall out of the walls, and it became necessary to case the shelters in cement. Once again somebody—perhaps it was the same somebody—scooped the contract.

I do not know whether, in any part of the country, these shelters are actually used in air raids. In my part of London there has never been any question of using them; in fact, they are kept permanently locked lest they should be used for “improper purposes.” There is one thing, however, that they might conceivably be useful for, and that is as block-houses in street fighting. And on the whole they have been built in the poorer streets. It would amuse me if when the time came the higher-ups were unable to crush the populace because they had thoughtlessly provided them with thousands of machine-gun nests beforehand.

On page eighteen of this number there will be found an advertisement of the Tribune Short Story Competition.1 We hope for a large number of entries, and we hope that directly and indirectly the competition may help a little towards the rehabilitation of the short story in this country.

Few people would claim that the short story has been a successful art form in England during the past twenty years. American and Irish stories are perhaps a little better, but not much. One could explain the decline of the short story on sociological grounds, but such explanations are not altogether satisfactory, because, if true, they ought to apply equally to kindred forms of literature. Contemporary novels, for instance, are on average nowhere near so bad as contemporary short stories. There must also be technical causes, and I think I can suggest two of them.

The first is something that we cannot remedy in Tribune—the difficulty over length. Almost certainly the short story has suffered from the dwindled size of modern magazines. Nearly all the great English short stories of the past—and the same is true of many French stories, though perhaps less true of the Russians—would be far too long for publication in any ordinary modern periodical. But I think it is also true that the short story has suffered unnecessarily from the disappearance of the Victorian “plot.” About the beginning of this century the convention of the “surprise in the last chapter” fell out of fashion, and it was not sufficiently noticed that the eventless, non-dramatic kind of story is more effective when it is long than when it is short. A short story has to be a story. It cannot, to the same extent as the novel, depend upon “atmosphere” and character-interest, because there is not enough space to build them up. A short story which does not convey any anecdote, any dramatic change, almost invariably ends on a note of weakness and pointlessness. What innumerable stories I have read which have kept me thinking almost up to the last line—“Surely these preliminaries are leading to something? Surely something is going to happen?”—and then the invariable petering-out, to which the writer sometimes tries to give an air of profundity by means of a row of dots. I cannot help feeling that many short-story writers are inhibited by the notion that a “plot” is hopelessly old-fashioned and therefore inadmissible.2

I do not suggest that this is the only thing that is wrong with the contemporary short story. But after much reading of short stories this is the impression left upon my own mind, and I offer it as a hint which may be useful to intending contributors.




2402. F. R. Leavis to Orwell

8 January 1944


Orwell wrote to F. R. Leavis (1895–1978), Fellow of Downing College and one of the editors of Scrutiny (see 194, n. 1), at the end of 1943 or early in 1944. His letter has not been traced, but Leavis’s reply has survived. From this it seems that Orwell had asked Leavis to write for Tribune and also asked whether he could recommend any young writers. Leavis refers to an article Orwell had proposed for Scrutiny and says he can only be non-committal about it because, owing to the severe shortage of paper, there was little room for other than planned or commissioned work. What the article was is not known; it might possibly have been the English version of the article for Fontaine on the English detective story (which Orwell mentions in his letter to Leonard Moore, 9 January 1944; see 2403). Leavis says he is much too busy with academic duties, Scrutiny, washing-up, chopping wood, and taking the children to and from school, to get on with his own books, never mind contributing to Tribune. He suggests that, of ‘young talent coming on,’ R. C. Churchill (1916–1986) might be available and would be glad of the fees offered. Leavis also comments on Ivor Jacobs, though whether he was prompted to do so by Orwell or not is unclear. In conclusion he tells Orwell that the Downing Literary Society had several times considered inviting him to address its members, but since there are ‘only priests & a few crocks; reading English,’ the Society was hardly functioning.

R. C. Churchill was invited to write for Tribune, but no letter to him from Orwell has been traced. An article by Churchill, the first of many he contributed to Tribune, ‘Gerard Hopkins—A Christian Socialist,’ was published on 9 June 1944. It attracted correspondence in which the article was described as ‘a stamping ground for the opinions of [Christopher] Fry, Shaw, Leavis, but Gerard Manley Hopkins is quite gone from such a sterile promontory’ (7 July 1944). See also 2887.






2403. To Leonard Moore

9 January 1944      Typewritten

10a Mortimer Crescent
London NW 6

Dear Mr Moore,

Thanks for your letter. I think there might be the basis for a book of reprinted critical pieces when I have done one or two more which at present are only projected.1 I don’t think it is worth reprinting anything which has already been in print twice, but the other possible ones are:


	Charles Dickens.	(about 12,000?)

	Wells, Hitler and the World State.	(about 2000).

	Rudyard Kipling.	(about 4000).

	W. B. Yeats.	(about 2000).

	Gandhi in Mayfair.	(about 3000).



The last 4 are all in “Horizon”. In addition, when I can get the books for it, I am going to do for an American magazine an essay on “Raffles”, probably about 3–4000. I also did one of about 2000 on Sherlock Holmes for the Free French magazine “Fontaine”.2 This I think could be put in but could do with some expansion. I would also like to put in an “imaginary conversation” I did on the wireless with Jonathan Swift, and perhaps the substance of another talk I did on Gerrard° Manley Hopkins, if I can get hold of the script of the latter. In all this might make a book of about 30,000 words or more.

I can’t see to this now because I am overwhelmed with work. I am getting on with my book and unless I get ill or something hope to finish it by the end of March.3 After that I have contracted to do one for the “Britain in Pictures” series, but that shouldn’t take long.4

This thing I am doing now will be very short, about 20,000 to 25,000 words. It is a fairy story but also a political allegory, and I think we may have some difficulties about finding a publisher. It won’t be any use trying it on Gollancz nor probably Warburg, but it might be worth dropping a hint elsewhere that I have a book coming along. I suppose you know which publishers have paper and which haven’t?

Yours sincerely
Eric Blair




2404. ‘As I Please,’ 7

Tribune, 14 January 1944

The old custom of binding up magazines and periodicals in book form seems to have gone out almost entirely, which is a pity, for a year’s issue of even a very stupid magazine is more readable after a lapse of time than the majority of books. I do not believe I ever had a better bargain than the dozen volumes of the Quarterly Review, starting in 1809, which I once picked up for two shillings at a farmhouse auction; but a good sixpennyworth was a year’s issue of the Cornhill when either Trollope or Thackeray, I forget which, was editing it, and another good buy was some odd volumes of the Gentleman’s Magazine of the mid-sixties, at threepence each. I have also had some happy half-hours with Chambers’s Papers for the People, which flourished in the ’fifties, the Boy’s Own Paper in the days of the Boer War, the Strand in its great Sherlock Holmes days, and—a book I unfortunately only saw and didn’t buy—a bound volume of the Athenceum in the early ’twenties, when Middleton Murry was editing it, and T. S. Eliot, E. M. Forster and various others were making their first impact on the big public. I do not know why no one bothers to do this nowadays, for to get a year’s issue of a magazine bound costs less than buying a novel, and you can even do the job yourself if you have a spare evening and the right materials.

The great fascination of these old magazines is the completeness with which they “date.” Absorbed in the affairs of the moment, they tell one about political fashions and tendencies which are hardly mentioned in the more general history books. It is interesting, for instance, to study in contemporary magazines the war scare of the early ’sixties, when it was assumed on all sides that Britain was about to be invaded, the Volunteers were formed, amateur strategists published maps showing the routes by which the French armies would converge on London, and peaceful citizens cowered in ditches while the bullets of the Rifle Clubs (the then equivalent of the Home Guard) ricochetted in all directions.

The mistake that nearly all British observers made at that time was not to notice that Germany was dangerous. The sole danger was supposed to come from France, which had shot its bolt as a military power and had in any case no reason for quarrelling with Britain. And I believe that casual readers in the future, dipping into our newspapers and magazines, will note a similar aberration in the turning-away from democracy and frank admiration for totalitarianism which overtook the British intelligentsia about 1940. Recently, turning up a back number of Horizon, I came upon a long article on James Burnham’s Managerial Revolution, in which Burnham’s main thesis was accepted almost without examination.1 It represented, many people would have claimed, the most intelligent forecast of our time. And yet—founded as it really was on a belief in the invincibility of the German army—events have already blown it to pieces.

Shortly, Burnham’s thesis is this. Laissez-faire capitalism is finished and Socialism, at any rate in the present period of history, is impossible. What is now happening is the appearance of a new ruling class, named by Burnham the “managers.” These are represented in Germany and the U.S.S.R. by the Nazis and Bolsheviks, and in the U.S.A. by the business executives. This new ruling class expropriates the capitalists, crushes the working-class movements and sets up a totalitarian society governed by the concept of efficiency. Britain is decadent and is bound to be rapidly conquered by Germany. After the conquest of Britain will come the attack on the U.S.S.R., and Russia’s “military weakness” will cause her to “fall apart to east and west.” You are then left with three great super-States, Germany, Japan and the U.S.A., which divide the world between them, make ceaseless war upon one another, and keep the working class in permanent subjection.

Now, there is a great deal in what Burnham says. The fact that collectivism is not inherently democratic, that you do not do away with class rule by formally abolishing private property, is becoming clearer all the time. The tendency of the world to split up into several great power blocks is also clear enough, and the fact that each of these would probably be invincible has sinister possibilities. But the test of a political theory is its power to foretell the future, and Burnham’s predictions were falsified almost as soon as made. Britain was not conquered, Russia turned out not to be militarily weak, and—a much more fundamental error—Germany did attack Russia while the war against Britain was still in progress. Burnham had declared this to be impossible, on the ground that the German and Russian régimes were essentially the same and would not quarrel until the struggle against old-style capitalism was finished.

Obviously these mistakes were partly due to wish-thinking. Hating both Britain and the U.S.S.R., Burnham (and many American intellectuals of similar outlook) wanted to see both these countries conquered, and was also unable to admit that there was an essential difference between Russia and Germany. But the basic error of this school of thought is its contempt for the common man. A totalitarian society, it is felt, must be stronger than a democratic one: the expert’s opinion must be worth more than the ordinary man’s. The German army had won the first battles: therefore it must win the last one. The great strength of democracy, its power of criticism, was ignored.

It would be absurd to claim that either Britain or the U.S.A. are true democracies, but in both countries public opinion can influence policy, and while making many minor mistakes it probably avoids the biggest ones. If the German common people had had any say in the conduct of the war it is very unlikely, for instance, that they would have attacked Russia while Britain was still in the field, and still more unlikely that they would have wantonly declared war on America six months later. It takes an expert to make mistakes as big as that. When one sees how the Nazi régime has succeeded in smashing itself to pieces within a dozen years it is difficult to believe in the survival value of totalitarianism. But I would not deny that the “managerial” class might get control of our society, and that if they did they would lead us into some hellish places before they destroyed themselves. Where Burnham and his fellow-thinkers are wrong is in trying to spread the idea that totalitarianism is unavoidable, and that we must therefore do nothing to oppose it.


James Burnham, writing from New York, took issue with Orwell in Tribune, 24 March 1944; Orwell’s reply was printed with it; see below. See also Orwell’s review of The Machiavellians, 20 January 1944, 2407; ‘Second Thoughts on James Burnham,’ May 1946, 2989, and ‘Burnham’s View of the Contemporary World Struggle,’ 29 March 1947, 3204.


In your issue of January 14th, which I have just now seen, Mr. George Orwell comments at some length on my book, The Managerial Revolution—and comments also, for some strange reason, on me, of whom he knows nothing. Mr. Orwell, perhaps because he has not read my book, makes a number of mis-statements of fact on matters of some consequence, and I am therefore compelled to try to correct at least the more gross of these.

The greater part of the views which Mr. Orwell attributes to me I have not stated in The Managerial Revolution, or anywhere else, for the very simple reason that I do not believe them and have never believed them. I have never held a belief “in the invincibility of the German army.” I never wrote that Britain “is bound to be rapidly conquered by Germany.” I did not predict that Germany, Japan and the U.S.A. would be the three great super-states of the future, but, rather, a very different thing, that the Germany, Japan and U.S.A. of 1940 were “nuclear stages” in the historical process of the development of those super-states which nearly everyone now sees to be taking form out of this terrible war and its probable aftermath. Though I believed (and still believe) that there are important weaknesses in the Russian regime, and though I did not expect war to come so soon between Germany and Russia, I did not speak of Russia’s “military weakness” (though Mr. Orwell puts the phrase between quotation marks), and I specifically predicted a Russo-German war. Nor have I ever stated that “totalitarianism is unavoidable.” I have stated, and I do believe, that totalitarianism is, in all major nations, probable. Does Mr. Orwell understand the difference between these two judgments? Does he not grasp the fact that only through absolute clarity about the probability of totalitarianism, and about the direction of its advance (so carefully obscured by the totalitarians themselves), will we be able, precisely, to have a chance to overcome or avoid it?

To explain these non-existent views, and others which he reports correctly, Mr. Orwell suddenly turns from my book to me. “Hating both Britain and the U.S.S.R., Burnham … wanted to see both those countries conquered….” This, really, is a little excessive. These personal psychological matters are, of course, irrelevant, but since Mr. Orwell has, from somewhere, dragged them in, let me note for his information: I hate no one, and if I hated, I should not squander so personal an emotion on that modern deified abstraction of ours, the “nation.” So far as Britain goes, I am linked to her by blood, by culture, and by extended direct acquaintance; and I rate her political achievements more highly than those of any other nation. I have no such close relation to the U.S.S.R., and, consequently, no very strong feelings about them, taken as a whole, one way or another; I try, merely, to understand them. About the Stalinist regime in the U.S.S.R., however, I have, not feelings, but a convinced opinion: the opinion, namely, that, from the point of view of human well-being and of those human ideals of freedom, truth, love and beauty which for me constitute the justification of human existence, this regime is the worst so far known in history. But even accepting this judgment, I would not for a moment “want” the U.S.S.R. to be “conquered”—a conqueror, alas, would not bring those ideals with his armies.

May I add, finally, that I readily admit a number of deficiencies and errors in The Managerial Revolution, some of which have been made clear by the events of the past few years and others by criticism which the book has received. I am at present writing for English publication an article wherein I hope to introduce necessary corrections in my earlier estimate of the outlook for Britain in that “managerial society” which, in spite of the denunciations directed against those who talk about it, continues to develop, more rapidly than ever, on a world-scale around us.

James Burnham





George Orwell writes:

Two points here seem to be of importance:—

1. The inevitability of totalitarianism. Mr Burnham states over and over again that Socialism is almost certainly impossible, that democracy in the sense of self-government is impossible, that there must always be an oligarchy and that this oligarchy must inevitably rule by force and fraud. “The primary object, in practice, of all rulers, is to serve their own interest…. There are no exceptions. No theory, no promises, no morality, no amount of good will, no religion will restrain power.” If democracy is impossible and all rulers are as described, what prospect can there be except totalitarianism? It is true that for a couple of chapters at the end of The Machiavellians Mr. Burnham hedges from this position, but these chapters are obviously a product of his personal quarrel with the Roosevelt administration and can easily be shown to be incompatible with the rest of the book.

2. The Russo-German war. Mr. Burnham now tries to water down his previous statement into “I did not expect war to come so soon between Russia and Germany.” Actually he stated ex-cathedra that it could not come till after Britain had been defeated, and the fact that it did so invalidates his whole theory. Here are his own words:

“First had to come the death-blow that assured the toppling of the capitalist world order, which meant above all the destruction of the foundations of the British Empire (the keystone of the capitalist world order). This is the basic explanation of the Nazi-Soviet Pact, which is not intelligible on other grounds. The future conflict between Germany and Russia will be a managerial conflict proper; prior to the great world-managerial battles, the end of the capitalist order must be assured. The belief that Nazism is ‘decadent capitalism’ (which is besides prima facie implausible in that not Nazi Germany but France and England have displayed all the characteristics which have distinguished decadent cultures in past historical transitions) makes it impossible to explain reasonably the Nazi-Soviet Pact. From this belief followed the always-expected war between Germany and Russia, not the actual war to the death between Germany and the British Empire. The war between Russia and Germany is one of the managerial wars of the future.”

If this does not mean that Britain is bound to be defeated, and that only after the defeat of Britain will Germany attack Russia, it means nothing at all. As to the coming war between Germany and the U.S.S.R.: “the Russian weaknesses indicate that Russia will not be able to endure, that it will crack apart, and fall towards east and west.”

As we have seen, Britain was not conquered, Germany did attack Russia while Britain was still in the field, and the U.S.S.R. is “cracking apart” in a rather curious fashion. In view of all this I can well understand that Mr. Burnham may want to “correct” some of his earlier estimates. But don’t let him therefore claim that they have been justified. We could all be true prophets if we were allowed to alter our prophesies after the event.




2405. London Letter, 15 January 1944

Partisan Review, Spring 1944

I suppose by the time this is printed the Second Front will have opened. It is generally assumed that this will happen within the next few months, that the German part of the war will end this year; and that there will be a general election turning on domestic issues soon afterward. Meanwhile not much is happening politically. It has occurred to me that it might be useful if I gave you some background stuff about two contestants in the British political scene, Parliament and the Monarchy, which I have rather taken for granted in previous letters. But first of all something about current developments, in so far as there are any.

The Government’s whole policy, internal and external, continues to move more and more openly to the right, while public feeling continues to swing leftward as strongly, I should say, in a more disillusioned way, as it did in 1940. Fed-upness and disbelief in sunshine promises are general, and show themselves in sudden outbursts of indignation like the row that occurred over Mosley’s release from internment. On the face of it this was a bad symptom amounting as it did to a popular protest against habeas corpus (incidentally there was far more clamor against Mosley’s release than there had been in favor of locking him up in the beginning), and it is also true that most of the public demonstrations were stage-managed by Communists anxious to live down their own anti-war activities. But there was a great deal of genuine feeling, especially among working people, always on the ground that “they’ve only let him out because he’s a rich man.” Since 1940 we have suffered a long series of Thermidors, and people grasp the general drift, but only through events that influence their own lives. There is no authoritative voice on the left to tell them that things like the AMG1 policy in Italy, or the jailing of the Indian Congress leaders, also matter. By-elections show a big turnover of votes against the Government, and in some cases a big rise in the percentage of the electorate voting. Since I wrote to you last, the Government has only lost one election (out of about half a dozen), but might have lost others if the opposition vote had not been split. There is a new crop of “Independent” candidates, whose policy is usually of a kind to split the opposition rather than the Government vote. Some people think that these “independents” are financed by the Conservative Party.

My own fear is that the moment the war is over the Conservatives will conduct a whirlwind campaign, present themselves as “the party that won the war,” bring forward hundreds of handsome young RAF officers as candidates, promise everything under the sun, and then chuck it all down the drain as soon as they are back in office. However, more experienced observers than I think that they couldn’t bring this off, the people have grown too wise to be fooled again, and the Government can only win the general election by keeping on the Coalition. Theoretically, this puts the Labor Party in the strong position of being able to extort a high price for their support, or else to fight the election on their own with a good chance of winning. In practice the existing Labor leaders, who are terrified of power, will certainly keep on the Coalition and demand very little in return, unless very strongly prodded from below: in which case we shall get a Parliament similar to the present one but with a stronger opposition. There have been a few tentative moves towards some kind of Popular Front, but they don’t get far in the face of official Labor disapproval and the hostility of the minor left parties towards one another. The only organized opposition is still Common Wealth, which has made a little headway (they have won another by-election), but is suffering from mysterious internal dissensions. Control of it seems to have partly passed out of Acland’s hands into those of a rather sinister business man2 who is helping to finance it and is thought by some to have entered the party with the object of neutralizing it. Since Acland no leading figure has appeared on the Left except for Beveridge, who has won a kind of popular renown and probably has political ambitions. Though a professor rather than a politician, he is just conceivable as a popular leader—a lively, attractive little man, rather like Cripps in his willingness to talk to anybody, but much more genial. Nor has anyone worth bothering about appeared on the other side. The group of Disraelian “Young Tories,” apart from having no definite policy, are a wretched crew, with not one really talented person among them.

Pro-Russian sentiment is still strong but is cooling off in my opinion. The Kharkov trials dismayed a lot of people. Even the distinctly doubtful public-opinion polls conducted by the Russophile News-Chronicle show that the mass of the people don’t want reprisals or a vindictive peace, though they do want Germany disarmed. If they grasped what was happening I can imagine them turning anti-Russian quite rapidly if there were any question of forced labor or mass trials of war criminals; or even as the result of heavy casualties when the Second Front opens. Relations between the American troops and the locals are better, I think, though one could not call them good. There is much jealousy between American white and colored troops. The press shuts down on this subject to such an extent that when a rape or something like that happens, one can only discover by private inquiry whether the American involved is white or colored. Discussion of inter-allied relations is still avoided in the press and utterly taboo on the air. The best example of this is the BBC celebrating the 25th anniversary of the Red Army without mentioning Trotsky, but American susceptibilities are studied even more carefully than Russian. We are still not broadcasting in Russian—this at the request of the Russians themselves—though we are broadcasting in nearly 50 other languages.

Well, now a word or two about our ancient institutions.

PARLIAMENT

When I was working with the BBC I sometimes had to go and listen to a debate in the Commons.3 The last time I had been there was about ten years previously, and I was very much struck by the deterioration that seemed to have taken place. The whole thing now has a mangy, forgotten look. Even the ushers’ shirt fronts are grimy. And it is noticeable now that, except from the places they sit in (the opposition always sits on the Speaker’s left), you can’t tell one party from another. It is just a collection of mediocre-looking men in dingy, dark suits, nearly all speaking in the same accent and all laughing at the same jokes. I may say, however, that they don’t look such a set of crooks as the French Deputies used to look. The most striking thing of all is the lack of attendance. It would be very rare indeed for 400 members out of the 640 to turn up. The House of Lords, where they are now sitting, only has seating accommodation for about 250, and the old House of Commons (it was blitzed) cannot have been much larger. I attended the big debate on India after Cripps came back. At the start there were a little over 200 members present, which rapidly shrank to about 45. It seems to be the custom to clear out, presumably to the bar, as soon as any important speech begins, but the House fills up again when there are questions or anything else that promises a bit of fun. There is a marked family atmosphere. Everyone shouts with laughter over jokes and allusions which are unintelligible to anyone not an MP, nicknames are used freely, violent political opponents pal up over drinks. Nearly any member of long standing is corrupted by this kind of thing sooner or later. Maxton,4 the ILP MP, twenty years ago an inflammatory orator whom the ruling classes hated like poison, is now the pet of the House, and Gallacher,5 the Communist MP, is going the same road. Each time I have been in the House recently I have found myself thinking the same thought—that the Roman Senate still existed under the later Empire.

I don’t need [to] indicate to you the various features of capitalism that make democracy unworkable. But apart from these, and apart from the dwindling prestige of representative institutions, there are special reasons why it is difficult for able men to find their way into Parliament. To begin with, the out-of-date electoral system grossly favors the Conservative Party. The rural areas, where, on the whole, people vote as the landlords tell them to, are so much over-represented, and the industrial areas so much under-represented that the Conservatives consistently win a far higher proportion of seats than their share in the total vote entitles them to. Secondly, the electorate seldom have a chance to vote for anyone except the nominees of the party machines. In the Conservative Party safe seats are peddled round to men rich enough to “keep up” the seat (contributions to local charities, etc.), and no doubt to pay an agreed sum into the party funds as well. Labor Party candidates are selected for their political docility, and a proportion of the Labor MP’s are always elderly trade-union officials who have been allotted a seat as a kind of pension. Naturally, these men are even more slavishly obedient to the party machine than the Tories. To any MP who shows signs of independent thought the same threat is always applied—“We won’t support you at the next election.” In practice a candidate cannot win an election against the opposition of his own party machine, unless the inhabitants of that locality have some special reason for admiring him personally. But the party system has destroyed the territorial basis of politics. Few MP’s have any connection with their constituency, even to the extent of living there: many have never seen it till they go down to fight their first election. At this moment Parliament is more than usually unrepresentative because, owing to the war, literally millions of people are disenfranchised. There has been no register of voters since 1939, which means that no one under 25, and no one who has changed his place of residence, now has a vote; for practical purposes the men in the forces are disenfranchised as well. On the whole, the people who have lost their votes are those who would vote against the Government. It is fair to add that in the general mechanics of an election in England there is no dirty work—no intimidation, no miscounting of votes or direct bribery, and the ballot is genuinely secret.

The feeling that Parliament has lost its importance is very widespread. The electorate are conscious of having no control over their MP’s; the MP’s are conscious that it is not they who are directing affairs. All major decisions, whether to go to war, whether to open a second front, and where, which power to go into alliance with, and so forth, are taken by an Inner Cabinet which acts first and announces the fait accompli afterwards. Theoretically, Parliament has the power to overthrow the Government if it wishes, but the party machines can usually prevent this. The average MP, or even a minor member of the Government, has no more information about what is going on than any reader of the Times. There is an extra hurdle for any progressive policy in the House of Lords, which has supposedly been shorn of its powers but still has the power of obstruction. In all, only two or three bills thrown out by the Lords have ever been forced through by the Commons. Seeing all this, people of every political color simply lose interest in Parliament, which they refer to as “the talking shop.” One cannot judge from wartime, but for years before the war the percentage of the electorate voting had been going down. Sixty percent was considered a high vote. In the big towns many people do not know the name of their MP or which constituency they live in. A social survey at a recent election showed that many adults now don’t know the first facts about British electoral procedures—e.g., don’t know that the ballot is secret.

Nevertheless, I myself feel that Parliament has justified its existence during the war, and I even think that its prestige has risen slightly in the last two or three years. While losing most of its original powers it has retained its power of criticism, and it is the only remaining place in which one is free, theoretically as well as practically, to utter literally any opinion. Except for sheer personal abuse (and even that has to be something fairly extreme), any remark made in Parliament is privileged. The Government has, of course, devices for dodging awkward questions, but can’t dodge all of them. However, the importance of Parliamentary criticism is not so much its direct effect on the Government as its effect on public opinion. For what is said in Parliament cannot go altogether unreported. The newspapers, even the Times, and the BBC probably do tend to play down the speeches of opposition members, but cannot do so very grossly because of the existence of Hansard, which publishes the Parliamentary debates verbatim. The effective circulation of Hansard is small (2 or 3 thousand), but so long as it is available to anyone who wants it, a lot of things that the Government would like to suppress get across to the public. This critical function of Parliament is all the more noticeable because intellectually this must be one of the worst Parliaments we have ever had. Outside the Government, I do not think there can be thirty able men in the House, but that small handful have managed to give every subject from dive bombers to 18B6 an airing. As a legislative body Parliament has become relatively unimportant, and it has even less control over the executive than over the Government. But it still functions as a kind of uncensored supplement to the radio—which, after all, is something worth preserving.

THE MONARCHY

Nothing is harder than to be sure whether royalist sentiment is still a reality in England. All that is said on either side is colored by wish-thinking. My own opinion is that royalism, i.e., popular royalism, was a strong factor in English life up to the death of George V, who had been there so long that he was accepted as “the” King (as Victoria had been “the” Queen), a sort of father figure and projection of the English domestic virtues. The 1935 Silver Jubilee, at any rate in the south of England, was a pathetic outburst of popular affection, genuinely spontaneous. The authorities were taken by surprise and the celebrations were prolonged for an extra week while the poor old man, patched up after pneumonia, and in fact dying, was hauled to and fro through slum streets where the people had hung out flags of their own accord and chalked “Long Live the King. Down with the Landlord” across the roadway.

I think, however, that the abdication of Edward VIII must have dealt royalism a blow from which it may not recover. The row over the abdication, which was very violent while it lasted, cut across existing political divisions, as can be seen from the fact that Edward’s loudest champions were Churchill, Mosley and H. G. Wells; but broadly speaking, the rich were anti-Edward and the working classes were sympathetic to him. He had promised the unemployed miners that he would do something on their behalf, which was an offense in the eyes of the rich; on the other hand, the miners and other unemployed probably felt that he had let them down by abdicating for the sake of a woman. Some continental observers believed that Edward had been got rid of because of his association with leading Nazis and were rather impressed by this exhibition of Cromwellism. But the net effect of the whole business was probably to weaken the feeling of royal sanctity which had been so carefully built up from 1880 onwards. It brought home to people the personal powerlessness of the King, and it showed that the much-advertised royalist sentiment of the upper classes was humbug. At the least I should say it would need another long reign, and a monarch with some kind of charm, to put the royal family back where it was in George V’s day.

The function of the King in promoting stability and acting as a sort of keystone in a non-democratic society is, of course, obvious. But he also has, or can have, the function of acting as an escape-valve for dangerous emotions. A French journalist said to me once that the monarchy was one of the things that have saved Britain from fascism. What he meant was that modern people can’t, apparently, get along without drums, flags and loyalty parades, and that it is better that they should tie their leader-worship onto some figure who has no real power. In a dictatorship the power and the glory belong to the same person. In England the real power belongs to unprepossessing men in bowler hats: the creature who rides in a gilded coach behind soldiers in steel breastplates is really a waxwork. It is at any rate possible that while this division of function exists a Hitler or a Stalin cannot come to power. On the whole the European countries which have most successfully avoided fascism have been constitutional monarchies. The conditions seemingly are that the royal family shall be long-established and taken for granted, shall understand its own position and shall not produce strong characters with political ambitions. These have been fulfilled in Britain, the Low Countries and Scandinavia, but not in, say, Spain or Rumania. If you point these facts out to the average left-winger he gets very angry, but only because he has not examined the nature of his own feelings toward Stalin. I do not defend the institution of monarchy in an absolute sense, but I think that in an age like our own it may have an innoculating effect, and certainly it does far less harm than the existence of our so-called aristocracy. I have often advocated that a Labor government, i.e., one that meant business, would abolish titles while retaining the royal family. But such a move would only have meaning if royal sentiment exists, and so far as I can judge it is much weakened. I am told that the royal visits to war factories are looked on as time-wasting ballyhoo. Nor did the news that the King had caused a black line to be painted round all the baths in Buckingham Palace do much to popularize the five-inch bath.

Well, no more news. I am afraid I have written rather a lot already. It is a foul winter, not at all cold, but with endless fogs, almost like the famous “London fogs” of my childhood. The blackout seems to get less and not more tolerable as the war goes on. Food is much as usual, but wine has almost vanished and whisky can only be bought by the nip, unless you have influential pals. There are air-raid alarms almost every night, but hardly any bombs. There is much talk about the rocket guns7 with which the Germans are supposedly going to bombard London. A little while before the talk was of a four-hundred ton bomb which was to be made in the form of an enormous glider and towed across by fleets of German airplanes. Rumors of this kind have followed one another since the beginning of the war, and are always firmly believed in by numbers of people, evidently fulfilling some obscure pscyhological need.

Yours ever,
George Orwell

[Fee: £3.10.0; 15.1.44]




2406. Review of Democracy and the Individual by C. K. Allen; Disraeli and the New Age by Sir R. George Stapledon

The Observer, 16 January 1944

Marxism may possibly be a mistaken theory, but it is a useful instrument for testing other systems of thought, rather like one of those long-handled hammers with which they tap the wheels of locomotives. Tap! Is this wheel cracked? Tap! Is this writer a bourgeois? A crude question, ignoring much, based on the principle of cui bono and assuming in advance that you know what is meant by bono: and yet it is surprising how often a pretentious book will seem suddenly hollow if you apply to it the simple question: Does this writer, or does he not, take account of the economic basis of society?

By this test both these books—the one by an old-fashioned Liberal, the other by an old-style Tory repainted and brought up to date—fail, or partly fail. Mr. Allen’s able and quite extensive inquiry into the working of democracy gives one all the time a feeling of unreality, because he never seems ready to admit that economic inequality makes democracy impossible. It is not of much value to discuss methods of making Parliaments more representative, or private citizens more public-spirited, or laws more just, or liberty more secure, unless one starts by asking where the real seat of power lies. If the economic structure of any society is unjust, its laws and its political system will necessarily perpetuate that injustice. No tinkering with juridical forms, nor even that panacea, “education,” will ever make much difference.

Though dismayed by certain features in our society, Mr. Allen seems to assume that Britain is a democracy. He is partly right, but he persistently underrates the power of money and privilege. It is staggering for instance to be told—and told immediately after an admission that rich men can and do buy up all the best lawyers—that we are all more or less equal before the law. On the other hand, Mr. Allen is quite right in emphasising the relative decency of British society, the lack of official corruption, the absence of a gendarmerie, the tolerance of minorities, the freedom of speech and—in theory—the Press. If democracy means popular rule, it is absurd to call Britain democratic. It is a plutocracy haunted by the ghost of a caste system. But if democracy means a society in which you can safely go into the nearest pub and utter your true opinion of the Government, then Britain is democratic. In any country two things are of fundamental importance, its economic structure and its history. Mr. Allen at any rate does not ignore the second when he is dealing with Britain. But if he would take a leaf out of Marx’s book, he might come to feel that such questions as the plural vote or the exact limits of individual liberty are hardly of first-rate importance while five per cent. of the population own everything that matters.

In a way, Sir George Stapledon’s incoherent book—it is not so much a book on Disraeli as a commentary on modern life with texts from Disraeli as starting-points—shows a better grasp of the nature of society than Mr. Allen’s. His agricultural bias gives him something real to cling to, and he knows, more or less, what kind of world he wants to live in, and is aware that the spirit matters more than the forms. But he, too, seems to think it possible to effect a social change without any radical economic change. He wants a simpler, less hedonistic, more agricultural society, than our own, a society with the emphasis on duty and loyalty rather than on “rights” and the cash nexus. Much of what he says, especially when he speaks of a favourite subject, the decay of English agriculture, is acute and stimulating. But he nowhere makes it clear how drastically, if at all, he would be willing to redistribute property. He does not even make clear, while mentioning agriculture on almost every page, what are his feelings about the private ownership of land. And though he rightly deplores the way in which the English people have deserted the soil, when it comes to showing why they have deserted the soil he can only give superficial reasons.

Disraeli’s name is much in the air at this moment, because of a widespread recognition that hedonism and the profit motive will not keep society healthy. Disraeli had a sense of noblesse oblige. He did not think in terms of “enlightened self-interest” and devil take the hindmost. But he did think in terms of hereditary privilege, and was able to combine this with very enlightened views on many subjects because, as a foreigner, he had an unjustified admiration for the British aristocracy. The society he wished for was a kind of moralised feudalism, a society neither plutocratic nor equalitarian. Herein lies his attraction for the neo-Tories, who are aware that laisser-faire capitalism is finished, but are frightened of the real alternatives. They want more charity, but not more justice—a redistribution of income, for instance, but not a redistribution of property. In other words, they want a better world with the same people at the top. But unfortunately the world is what it is just because those people are at the top, and it is sad to see anyone as sympathetic as Sir George Stapledon chasing an ignis fatuus.

[Fee: £7.7.0; 14.1.44]




2407. Review of The Machiavellians by James Burnham

Manchester Evening News, 20 January 1944

It is notorious that certain sins, crimes, and vices would lack attraction if they were not forbidden. Mr. Gandhi has described the shuddering joy with which, as a child, he sneaked down to some secret haunt in the bazaar and ate a plate of beef, and our grandfathers derived acute pleasure from drinking champagne out of the satin slippers of actresses.

So also with political theories. Any theory which is obviously dishonest and immoral (“realistic” is the favourite word at this moment) will find adherents who accept it just for that reason. Whether the theory works, whether it attains the result aimed at will hardly be questioned. The mere fact that it throws ordinary decency overboard will be accepted as proof of its grown-upness and consequently of its efficacy.

Mr. Burnham, whose managerial revolution won a large if rather short-lived renown by telling American business-men what they wanted to hear, has now set forth the political doctrine which he derives from Machiavelli and Machiavelli’s modern followers, Mosca, Pareto, Michels,1 and—though it is doubtful whether he really belongs in this school—Georges Sorel.2

The world-picture which Mr. Burnham has built up from the teachings of these writers is something like this:

Progress is largely an illusion, Democracy is impossible, though useful as a myth to deceive the masses.

Society is inevitably ruled by oligarchies who hold their position by means of force and fraud, and whose sole objective is power and still more power for themselves. No revolution means more than a change of rulers.

Man, as a political animal, is moved solely by selfish motives, except so far as he is under the influence of myths.

Conscious, planned action for the good of the community is impossible, since each group is simply trying to secure its own advantage.

Politics is, and can be, nothing except a struggle for power. Human equality, human fraternity are empty phrases.

All moral codes, all “idealistic” conceptions of politics, all visions of a better society in the future are simply lies, conscious or unconscious, covering the naked struggle for power.

Having set forth this thesis Mr. Burnham contradicts it to some extent by adding that various checks on the exercise of power are desirable, in particular, freedom of speech. He also, following Pareto, points out that a ruling caste decays if it is not renewed from time to time by able recruits from the masses.

In one place he even finds himself admitting that the Anglo-Saxon version of democracy has some survival value, and that the Germans might have avoided some of their strategic mistakes if they had not crushed internal opposition.

However, the sudden outburst in favour of freedom of speech, which occupies a chapter or two, is probably only a part of Mr. Burnham’s quarrel with the Roosevelt Administration. He ends by looking forward to the emergence of a new ruling class, who will rule “scientifically” by the conscious use of force and fraud, but who will to some small extent serve the common good because they will recognise that it is to their own interest to do so.

Now, when one examines a political theory of this kind, the first thing one notices is that it is no more scientific than the idealistic creeds it professes to debunk. The premise from which Mr. Burnham starts out is that a relatively decent society, a society, for instance, in which everyone has enough to eat and wars are a thing of the past, is impossible. He puts this forward as an axiom.

Why is such a thing impossible? How is it “scientific” to make this quite arbitrary assumption?

The argument implied all the way through the book is that a peaceful and prosperous society cannot exist in the future because it has never existed in the past. By the same argument one could have proved the impossibility of aeroplanes in 1900, while only a few centuries earlier one could have “proved” that civilisation is impossible except on a basis of chattel slavery.

The fact is that much of Machiavelli’s teaching has been invalidated by the rise of modern technology.

When Machiavelli wrote, human equality was, if not impossible, certainly undesirable. In the general poverty of the world a privileged class was needed to keep the arts of civilisation alive. In the modern world, where there is no material reason why every human being should not enjoy a fairly high standard of living, this need disappears.

Human equality is technically possible whatever the psychological difficulties may be, and of course the philosophies of Pareto, Mr. Burnham, and the rest are simply efforts to avoid this unwelcome fact.

The scientific approach to Machiavelli’s teachings would have to find out what statesmen had modelled themselves upon Machiavelli, and how successful they had been. Mr. Burnham hardly makes this test. He does remark, as an illustration of Machiavelli’s prestige, that Thomas Cromwell, Henry VIII’s Chancellor, always carried a copy of “The Prince” in his pocket. He does not add that Cromwell ended on the block.

In our own day, Mussolini, the conscious pupil of Machiavelli and Pareto, does not seem to have made a very brilliant success of things. And the Nazi regime, based on essentially Machiavellian principles, is being smashed to pieces by the forces which its own lack of scruple conjured up.

It would seem that the theory that there is no such thing as a “good” motive in politics, that nothing counts except force and fraud, has a hole in it somewhere, and that the Machiavellian system fails even by its own test of material success.

In the managerial revolution3 Mr. Burnham foretold that Britain would be swiftly conquered, that Germany would not attack Russia till the war with Britain was over, and that Russia would then be torn to pieces. These prophecies, obviously based on wish-thinking, were falsified almost as soon as made.

In the present book he has wisely refrained from foretelling anything so concrete, but assumes the same air of omniscience. It is doubtful whether he and the many others like him have done more than turn a copybook maxim on its head.

“Dishonesty is the best policy” is the sum of their wisdom. The fact that this shallow piece of naughtiness can—just because it sounds “realistic” and grown-up—be accepted without any examination does not speak well for the Anglo-American intelligentsia.

[Fee: £8.8.0; 19.1.44]




2408. John Lehmann to Orwell

20 January 1944


On 20 January 1944, John Lehmann, editor of Penguin New Writing, which had reprinted ‘Shooting an Elephant’ in its first number, October 1940, the essay having first appeared in Lehmann’s New Writing, No. 2, 1936, wrote to ask Orwell whether he had anything else on the lines of that essay which he could offer to Penguin New Writing or New Writing & Daylight. Lehmann had also published Orwell’s essay ‘Marrakech’ in New Writing, Christmas 1939, and ‘My Country Right or Left’ in Folios of New Writing, Autumn, 1940. No reply to this letter has been traced, and Orwell did not contribute to either of these collections. It is curious that the essay ‘How the Poor Die’ was not then published. It must have been available and with discussions then being conducted on the setting up of a Welfare State it would have been timely. Whether or not Orwell offered it is not known. The essay eventually appeared in Now, November 1946; see 3103 for some account of its pre-publication history.






2409. ‘Memories of the Blitz’

Tribune, 21 January 1944

Not the pursuit of knowledge,

Only the chances of war,

Led me to study the music


Of the male and the female snore;



That night in the public shelter

With the seats no pillow could soften,

Where I fled, driven out of my bed


By bombs too near and too often.



And oh! the drone of the plane,

And the answering boom of the gun,

And the cups of tea in the dawn


When the flames outdid the sun!



That was so long ago,

Three years ago or nearly,

And more has perished than gasmasks;


I could not tell you clearly



What there can be to regret

In a time of casual slaughter,

When windows were empty of glass


And pavements running with water;



But the guns have changed their tune,

And the sandbags are three years older;

Snow has kissed the flesh


From the bones of the German soldier;



The blimp1 has a patch on its nose,

The railings have gone to the smelter;2

Only the ghost and the cat


Sleep in the Anderson shelter,3



For the song the sirens sang

Is sunk to a twice-told story,

And the house where the chartered accountant


Perished in headline glory



Is only a clump of willow-herb

Where I share my sorrow

With the deserted bath-tub


And the bigamous sparrow.



[Fee: 10s.6d; 17.1.44]




2410. ‘As I Please,’ 8

Tribune, 21 January 1944

The dropping of the Forces programme and the rumours of large-scale commercial broadcasting after the war have once again set people talking about the B.B.C. and its shortcomings. We hope to publish in the not too remote future some articles on various aspects of broadcasting, but I would like to suggest here, just as something to think over, that the B.B.C. is what it is because the public is not radio-conscious. People are vaguely aware that they don’t like the B.B.C. programmes, that along with some good stuff a lot of muck is broadcast, that the talks are mostly ballyhoo and that no subject of importance ever gets the honesty of discussion that it would get in even the most reactionary newspaper. But they make no effort to find out, either in general or particular terms, why the programmes are bad, or whether foreign programmes are any better, or what is or is not technically possible on the air.

Even quite well-informed people seem completely ignorant of what goes on inside the B.B.C. When I was working in the B.B.C. I was concerned solely with broadcasting English programmes to India. This did not save me from being constantly buttonholed by angry people who asked me whether I could not “do something about” some item on the Home Programme—which is like blaming a North Sea Coastguard for something that happens in Central Africa. A few months back there was a debate in the House of Commons in which our radio propaganda to America was criticised. Several M.P.s maintained that it was totally ineffective, which it is. But seemingly they knew this only by instinct. Not one of them was in a position to stand up and tell the House how much we spend every year in broadcasting to the U.S.A., and how many listeners this secures us—facts which they could quite easily have found out.

When the B.B.C. is attacked in the press, the attack is usually so ignorant that it is impossible to meet it. Some time ago I wrote to a well-known Irish writer,1 now living in England, asking him to broadcast. He sent me an indignant refusal, which incidentally revealed that he did not know (a) that there is a Broadcasting Corporation in India, (b) that Indians broadcast every day from London, and (c) that the B.B.C. broadcasts in Oriental languages. If people don’t even know that much, of what use are their criticisms of the B.B.C. likely to be? To quite a large extent the B.B.C. is blamed for its virtues while its real faults are ignored. Everyone complains, for instance, about the Kensingtonian accent of B.B.C. news-readers, which has been carefully selected not in order to cause annoyance in England, but because it is a “neutral” accent which will be intelligible wherever English is spoken. Yet how many people are aware that millions of public money are squandered in broadcasting to countries where there is virtually no audience?2

Here is a little catechism for amateur radio critics.

You say you don’t like the present programmes. Have you a clear idea of what kind of programmes you would like? If so, what steps have you taken towards securing them?

In your opinion, are the B.B.C. news bulletins truthful? Are they more or less truthful than those of other belligerent countries? Have you checked this by comparison?

Have you any ideas about the possibilities of the radio play, the short story, the feature, the discussion? If so, have you bothered to find out which of your ideas are technically feasible?

Do you think the B.B.C. would benefit by competition? Give your opinion of commercial broadcasting.

Who controls the B.B.C.? Who pays for it? Who directs its policy? How does the censorship work?

What do you know of B.B.C. propaganda to foreign countries, hostile, friendly or neutral? How much does it cost? Is it effective? How would it compare with German propaganda? Add some notes on radio propaganda in general.

I could extend this considerably, but if even a hundred thousand people in England could give definite answers to the above questions it would be a big step forward.

A correspondent reproaches me with being “negative” and “always attacking things.” The fact is that we live in a time when causes for rejoicing are not numerous. But I like praising things, when there is anything to praise, and I would like here to write a few lines—they have to be retrospective, unfortunately—in praise of the Woolworth’s Rose.

In the good days when nothing in Woolworth’s cost over sixpence, one of their best lines was their rose bushes. They were always very young plants, but they came into bloom in their second year, and I don’t think I ever had one die on me. Their chief interest was that they were never, or very seldom, what they claimed to be on their labels. One that I bought for a Dorothy Perkins turned out to be a beautiful little white rose with a yellow heart, one of the finest ramblers I have ever seen. A polyantha rose labelled yellow turned out to be deep red. Another, bought for an Albertine, was like an Albertine, but more double, and gave astonishing masses of blossom. These roses had all the interest of a surprise packet, and there was always the chance that you might happen upon a new variety which you would have the right to name John Smithii or something of that kind.

Last summer I passed the cottage where I used to live before the war.3 The little white rose, no bigger than a boy’s catapult when I put it in, had grown into a huge vigorous bush, the Albertine or near-Albertine was smothering half the fence in a cloud of pink blossom. I had planted both of those in 1936. And I thought, “All that for sixpence!” I do not know how long a rose bush lives; I suppose ten years might be an average life. And throughout that time a rambler will be in full bloom for a month or six weeks each year, while a bush rose will be blooming, on and off, for at least four months. All that for sixpence—the price, before the war, of ten Players or a pint and a half of mild, or a week’s subscription to the Daily Mail, or about twenty minutes of twice-breathed air in the movies!


Orwell’s delight in sixpenny roses from Woolworth’s brought forth this rebuke, printed on 4 February under the heading ‘Sentimentality’:


What a pity that the desultory paragraphs of “As I Please” are so uneven in character! After some interesting and instructive remarks on the nature of amateur radio-criticism it would seem that the remaining printing space had been allocated to Godfrey Winn rather than to George Orwell. It is unfortunate that Tribune, which has done much, consciously or unconsciously, to nourish a high standard of literary taste among its readers, should publish such a passage, instinct as it is, with bourgeois nostalgia, and in which sentiment gives place to sickly sentimentality. Obviously the meanest rose that blows has hardly “thoughts that lie too deep for tears” for Orwell, who addresses himself to the readers of best sellers and sentimentalised films, rather than to those who appreciate and enjoy good writing. Let him remember that the former type of reading public are singularly few in number amongst regular readers of Tribune.

Eileen E. Purber





[George Orwell writes:]

I am interested to learn that being fond of flowers is a sign of “bourgeois nostalgia.” If so we are all bourgeois. One of the outstanding characteristics of the working class of this country is their love of flowers, which not only accounts for the window boxes where nasturtiums try to flourish in the smokiest parts of London, but leads the agricultural labourer to spend his spare hours of daylight in cultivating his garden, sometimes even growing roses to the exclusion of vegetables. Or is “bourgeois” meant to apply to the extravagance of spending sixpence on a rosebush—this in a country where few working men spend less than a shilling a day on cigarettes?




2411. To Dwight Macdonald

25 January 1944      Handwritten

[On Tribune headed paper]
10a Mortimer Crescent
NW. 6

Dear Macdonald,

I don’t know what one can do about these posts. I have just had your letter dated Dec. 24 saying you had not heard from me, although I must have written 2 or 3 months ago.

I told you in that letter (in case it’s gone astray) that I was contemplating a thing on “Raffles”. I wanted some modern crime story to compare it with & finally fixed on “No Orchids for Miss Blandish”, which you’ve doubtless heard of. This may come out too long for your purposes but anyway I’ll send you a copy when done & perhaps you might like to use a piece of it.1 I don’t know when it will be done—anything like this has to be sandwiched in with my regular work, & in addition I am writing a book2 & under contract to do another.3 But I will finish the thing some time as I have been much impressed with the importance of “No Orchids for Miss B.”

I am going to try the experiment of sending this by ship this time & see if it gets there any sooner. All the best

Yours
Geo. Orwell




2412. ‘As I Please,’ 9

Tribune, 28 January 1944

I see that Mr. Suresh Vaidya, an Indian journalist living in England, has been arrested for refusing military service.1 This is not the first case of its kind, and if it is the last it will probably be because no more Indians of military age are left to be victimised.

Everyone knows without being told them the juridical aspects of Mr. Vaidya’s case, and I have no wish to dwell on them. But I would like to draw attention to the commonsense aspect, which the British Government so steadily refuses to consider. Putting aside the seamen who come and go, and the handful of troops who are still here, there might perhaps be two thousand Indians in this country, of all kinds and ages. By applying conscription to them you may raise a few score extra soldiers; and by coercing the minority who “object” you may swell the British prison population by about a dozen. That is the net result from the military point of view.

But unfortunately that isn’t all. By behaviour of this kind you antagonise the entire Indian community in Britain—for no Indian, whatever his views, admits that Britain had the right to declare war on India’s behalf or has the right to impose compulsory service on Indians. Anything that happens in the Indian community here has prompt repercussions in India, and appreciable effects further afield. One Indian war-resister victimised does us more harm than ten thousand British ones. It seems a high price to pay for the satisfaction the Blimps probably feel at having another “Red” in their clutches. I don’t expect the Blimps to see Mr. Vaidya’s point of view. But they really might see, after all their experience, that making martyrs does not pay.

A correspondent has sent us a letter in defence of Ezra Pound,2 the American poet who transferred his allegiance to Mussolini some years before the war and has been a lively propagandist on the Rome radio. The substance of his claim is that (a) Pound did not sell himself simply for money, and (b) that when you get hold of a true poet you can afford to ignore his political opinions.

Now, of course, Pound did not sell himself solely for money. No writer ever does that. Anyone who wanted money before all else would choose some more paying profession. But I think it probable that Pound did sell himself partly for prestige, flattery and a professorship. He had a most venomous hatred for both Britain and the U.S.A., where he felt that his talents had not been fully appreciated, and obviously believed that there was a conspiracy against him throughout the English-speaking countries. Then there were several ignominious episodes in which Pound’s phoney erudition was shown up, and which he no doubt found it hard to forgive. By the midthirties Pound was singing the praises of “the Boss” (Mussolini) in a number of English papers, including Mosley’s quarterly, British Union (to which Vidkun Quisling was also a contributor). At the time of the Abyssinian war Pound was vociferously anti-Abyssinian. In 1938 or thereabouts the Italians gave him a chair at one of their universities, and some time after war broke out he took Italian citizenship.

Whether a poet, as such, is to be forgiven his political opinions is a different question. Obviously one mustn’t say “X agrees with me: therefore he is a good writer,” and for the last ten years honest literary criticism has largely consisted in combating this outlook. Personally I admire several writers (Céline, for instance) who have gone over to the Fascists, and many others whose political outlook I strongly object to. But one has the right to expect ordinary decency even of a poet. I never listened to Pound’s broadcasts, but I often read them in the B.B.C. Monitoring Report, and they were intellectually and morally disgusting. Anti-Semitism, for instance, is simply not the doctrine of a grown-up person. People who go in for that kind of thing must take the consequences. But I do agree with our correspondent in hoping that the American authorities do not catch Pound and shoot him, as they have threatened to do. It would establish his reputation so thoroughly that it might be a hundred years before anyone could determine dispassionately whether Pound’s much-debated poems are any good or not.

The other night a barmaid informed me that if you pour beer into a damp glass it goes flat much more quickly. She added that to dip your moustache into your beer also turns it flat. I immediately accepted this without further inquiry; in fact, as soon as I got home I clipped my moustache, which I had forgotten to do for some days.

Only later did it strike me that this was probably one of those superstitions which are able to keep alive because they have the air of being scientific truths. In my notebook I have a long list of fallacies which were taught to me in my childhood, in each case not as an old wives’ tale but as a scientific fact. I can’t give the whole list, but here are a few hardy favourites:—

That a swan can break your leg with a blow of its wing.

That if you cut yourself between the thumb and forefinger you get lockjaw.

That powdered glass is poisonous.

That if you wash your hands in the water eggs have been boiled in (why anyone should do this is a mystery) you will get warts.

That bulls become infuriated at the sight of red.

That sulphur in a dog’s drinking water acts as a tonic.3

And so on and so forth. Almost everyone carries some or other of these beliefs into adult life. I have met someone of over thirty who still retained the second of the beliefs I have listed above. As for the third, it is so widespread that in India, for instance, people are constantly trying to poison one another with powdered glass, with disappointing results.

I wish now that I had read Basic English versus the Artificial Languages before and not after reviewing the interesting little book in which Professor Lancelot Hogben sets forth his own artificial language, Interglossa.4 For in that case I should have realised how comparatively chivalrous Professor Hogben had been towards the inventors of rival international languages. Controversies on serious subjects are often far from polite. Followers of the Stalinist-Trotskyist controversy will have observed that an unfriendly note tends to creep into it, and when the Tablet and the Church Times are having a go at one another the blows are not always above the belt. But for sheer dirtiness of fighting the feuds between the inventors of various of the international languages would take a lot of beating.

Tribune may before long print one or more articles on Basic English. If any language is ever adopted as a world-wide “second” language it is immensely unlikely that it will be a manufactured one, and of the existing natural ones English has much the best chance, though not necessarily in the Basic form. Public opinion is beginning to wake up to the need for an international language, though fantastic misconceptions still exist. For example, many people imagine that the advocates of an international language aim at suppressing the natural languages, a thing no one has ever seriously suggested.

At present, in spite of the growing recognition of this need, the world is growing more and not less nationalistic in language. This is partly from conscious policy (about half a dozen of the existing languages are being pushed in an imperialistic way in various parts of the world), and partly owing to the dislocation caused by the war. And the difficulties of trade, travel and intercommunication between scientists, and the time-wasting labour of learning foreign languages, still continue. In my life I have learned seven foreign languages, including two dead ones, and out of those seven I retain only one, and that not brilliantly. This would be quite a normal case. A member of a small nationality, a Dane or a Dutchman, say, has to learn three foreign languages as a matter of course, if he wants to be educated at all. Clearly this position could be bettered, and the one great difficulty is to decide which language is to be adopted as the international one. But there is going to be some ugly scrapping before that is settled, as anyone who has even glanced into this subject knows.


On 4 February, Tribune published a rejoinder from Douglas Goldring.5 Although he thought most of Pound’s ideas ‘barmy,’ he defended him in his predicament and attempted to explain how Pound came to think Mussolini a superman. He concluded:


In his present predicament Ezra has proved a useful scapegoat for recent turncoats. His views on Abyssinia were shared by most English Catholic converts as well as by a considerable number of English Army officers and Foreign Office high-ups. Admiration of Mussolini, as of Franco, was prevalent among our Conservative class, at least until June, 1940….

Ezra, though a romantic and misguided ass, was never a rat; consequently, he failed to leave the sinking ship while the going was good.

George Orwell’s comment that Pound “did not sell himself solely for money” looks like an indulgence, on his part, in that favourite public school pastime, “kicking a man when he is down.”








2413. Review of The Devil and the Jews by Joshua Trachtenberg; Why I Am a Jew by Edmond Fleg, translated by Victor Gollancz

The Observer, 30 January 1944

It is time that Mass Observation or some similar body made a full inquiry into the prevalence of anti-Semitism, delicate though this subject is in the context of the present war. Popular prejudice against Jews is certainly widespread, and may be growing. But it is very important to determine how far this is true anti-Semitism, an essentially magical doctrine, and how far it is mere xenophobia and rationalisation of economic grievances.

Explanations of anti-Semitism generally fall into two schools which might be called the “traditional” and the “economic.” Neither is fully satisfying. Left Wing thinkers nearly always accept the second explanation, seeing the Jew as simply a convenient scapegoat whom the rulers of society can make responsible for their own misdeeds. When crops fail or unemployment increases, blame it on the Jews—that is the formula, roughly. The trouble is that it is not clear why the Jews, rather than some other minority group, should always be picked on, why anti-Semitism also flourishes among people who have no strong economic grievance, or why it should be mixed up with irrelevant magical beliefs. But the other theory, which sees anti-Semitism as chiefly a heritage from the Middle Ages, does not cover all the facts either, as these two books show.

Edmond Fleg, in his touching little book – it describes his return to the faith of his forefathers after many years of scepticism—suggests that the Jews are persecuted simply “because they are Jews”: that is, because they have clung to their religious and cultural identity in an alien environment. But so have many other small groups all over the world, and it is very doubtful whether modern Europe cares enough for doctrinal questions to want to persecute people merely because they are not Christians.

Mr. Trachtenberg thinks that anti-Semitism is a medieval hangover which the modern world has somehow forgotten to get rid of. With immense wealth of instances and copious illustrations he traces the persecution of the Jews from the early Middle Ages onward. They were lynched, burned, broken on the wheel, expelled from one country after another; they were accused of poisoning, sodomy, communicating with the Devil, practising ritual murder, drinking the blood of children, seducing Christian maidens, emitting a distinctive and disgusting smell, desecrating the Host, riding on broomsticks, giving birth to young pigs—pretty well everything, in fact. Although “infidels” they were also, somewhat illogically, regarded as “heretics,” and the worst persecution of the Jews more or less coincides with the period of heresy-hunting—that is, from about the twelfth century onwards. The Reformation did them little good, for they were equally heretics from the Protestant point of view, Martin Luther being an exceptionally bitter anti-Semite.

Mr. Trachtenberg has no difficulty in showing the irrational nature of the medieval attitude towards the Jews. There was no clear basis for it except the charge that the Jews were usurers, and, as he points out, Christian competition invaded this field as soon as moneylending became really profitable. Had he extended his survey to modern times he might have added that contemporary ideas about the Jews are often equally irrational—for instance, the characteristic Fascist belief that the Jew somehow contrives to be a capitalist and a Communist simultaneously, or that the poverty-stricken Jewish working class are all secretly millionaires.

But two things remain unexplained. One is why the persecution of Jews, which is, after all, a pre-Christian thing, ever started. The other is why—if Mr. Trachtenberg’s thesis is correct—this particular medieval superstition should have survived when so many others have perished. Very few people now believe in witchcraft, belief in which, according to Mr. Trachtenberg, led to a hundred thousand executions between 1450 and 1550 in Germany alone. Why are so many people still ready to believe that Jews “smell,” or that they caused the war, or that they are plotting to conquer the world, or that they are responsible for slumps, revolutions, and venereal disease? The whole subject needs cold-blooded investigation. And the fact that we should probably find that anti-Semitism of various kinds is alarmingly common, and that educated people are not in the least immune from it, ought not to deter us.

[Fee: £7.7.0; 26.1.44]


This review produced a flood of correspondence. One or two letters were appreciative; most were appalling examples of anti-Semitism. One suggestion—that ‘A new law making defamation of a race a penal offence’—was eventually passed (Race Relations Act, November 1965), but as a result of attacks on black immigrants. All of this correspondence was redirected by The Observer to Orwell, and no letters were published in the newspaper. In fact, The Observer published no letters in 1944 until 30 July. See the opening sentence of ‘As I Please,’ 11, 11 February 1944, 2417.






2414. To R. S. R. Fitter

31 January 1944      Typewritten

Tribune

Dear Mr. Fitter,1

I am very sorry to say that your review for “Harriet Martineau”2 appears to have gone astray. At any rate I can find no trace of our ever having had it. Whether we or the Post Office are to blame I don’t know. Do you think you could manage to do it again? Thanks for the carbon copy of “The Economist”.

I wonder whether you would like to review “A Gang of Ten” (a novel for young people) by Erika Mann, which I am sending you? I should say 500 words or thereabouts.

Yours truly,
[Signed] Geo. Orwell
George Orwell, Literary Editor




2415. Review of Tom Sawyer and Huckleberry Finn by Mark Twain; Off the Record by the Countess of Oxford and Asquith

Manchester Evening News, 3 February 1944

Everyman Library editors are in error when they describe “Tom Sawyer” and “Huckleberry Finn” as “the best of Mark Twain,” but these two books are certainly among the half-dozen that he will be remembered by, and they are of special interest for their picture of the background—and not only the physical background—from which Mark Twain sprang.

All that is best in Mark Twain has some connection either with the Mississippi River or with the Western mining towns. Take him away from that environment—the environment he had known in his youth and early manhood—and he always fumbles, whether he is attempting a travel diary, a novel, or a life of Joan of Arc. In a sense he never grew up, he never made up his mind on the most fundamental questions, and nothing really significant seems to have happened to him when he was much past thirty.

That wonderful boyhood in the ’forties, on the banks of the Mississippi, was a sort of mine that he was still exploiting into old age. It produced, besides the two books named above, “Roughing It,” “The Innocents at Home,” and, above all, “Life on the Mississippi,” which Arnold Bennett described with pardonable exaggeration as “that incomparable masterpiece for which I would exchange the entire works of Thackeray and George Eliot.”

“Huckleberry Finn” overlaps with “Life on the Mississippi” somewhat more than does “Tom Sawyer.”

Everyone knows its story, in so far as it has a story. A runaway boy, the kind of ragged homeless, vagabond boy who in those days in Western America could not only exist but grow up into a fairly decent human being, is floating down the river on a raft in company with an escaped slave. They have incredible adventures (the best is when they fall in with two rogues who describe themselves as a duke and a king and work various swindles in the riverside towns), but the real hero of the book is the river itself.

Although there is little scenic description (the story is supposedly told in Huckleberry Finn’s own words) the vast, warm, muddy, uncontrollable stream, which carries whole villages away in its floods but also makes possible an easy, lounging, hospitable, tobacco-chewing kind of life, seems to dominate every page.

“Huckleberry Finn” is a kind of sequel to “Tom Sawyer,” and Tom himself reappears towards the end, bringing with him the less adult atmosphere which characterises the earlier book.

Huck is a pure savage, but in some ways precociously wise, prizing liberty above everything and yet naturally unromantic. Tom is a more typical American boy, with a good home behind him, ignorant enough and yet full of intellectual curiosity, his head stuffed with adventure stories and youthful love affairs.

It was not an accident that for two generations or more the best books dealing with childhood came from America. The real secret of books like “Tom Sawyer” on the one hand and “Helen’s Babies” or “Little Women” on the other, was that nineteenth-century America was a very good place in which to be young.

The American boy dreamed of becoming President, or, alternatively, of becoming a pilot on a Mississippi steamboat. He did not have the consciousness of being doomed in advance to a stool in a bank or an insurance office. But above all, the easy, generous life that Mark Twain and the others describe rests on a basis of Puritanism.

Puritan ethics and religious beliefs were still firm. The family was still a powerful institution. Tom Sawyer may run away from home and live a wild life in the woods for a week at a time, but Aunt Polly is always there with her Bible and her doughnuts, and though he regards Sunday school without enthusiasm he is certain that he will be struck by lightning if he fails to say his prayers. He is full of superstitions, learned largely from the negroes, and his education does not go much beyond the three R’s and a painfully acquired collection of hymns and Biblical texts. But he has the advantage of never having heard of a movie or a soda fountain.

Of the two books contained in this volume “Tom Sawyer” is probably the better.

It has in it a well-constructed and reasonably credible story, and it is not written in the dialect which makes “Huckleberry Finn” rather tiresome to read for more than a short stretch at a time.

As social history both books are of the greatest value. It would be nice if, at some time, the Everyman Library decided to reprint “Roughing It” and “The Innocents at Home,” neither of which is now easy to procure. Meanwhile “Tom Sawyer” is a good introduction to Mark Twain’s work, a sort of curtain-raiser for his larger masterpiece, “Life on the Mississippi.”

The chief impression left by “Off the Record,” a little pendant to Lady Oxford’s autobiography, is one of astonishment. How can anyone who has known every Prime Minister from Gladstone onwards have so little to say about them, and how can anyone who has enjoyed every possible educational advantage write so badly?

The book abounds with superlatives—“He was the kindest of men,” “A more generous man never lived,” “The most brilliant man I have ever known,” etc., etc.—so that with two exceptions our leading politicians of the past fifty years appear as a gallery of rather uninteresting angels. The exceptions are Ramsay MacDonald and, of course, Lloyd George.

The best passage in the book describes a visit to No. 10, Downing Street on the night before Chamberlain resigned. But once again a piece of probably valuable information is withheld. Chamberlain told Lady Oxford that “there is only one man that I find hard to forgive.”

Who this man was would be worth knowing. Apart from one or two tantalising touches like this the book is very thin stuff, and in some passages incoherently written.

[Fee: £8.8.0; 2.2.44]




2416. ‘As I Please,’ 10

Tribune, 4 February 1944

When Sir Walter Raleigh was imprisoned in the Tower of London, he occupied himself with writing a history of the world. He had finished the first volume and was at work on the second when there was a scuffle between some workmen beneath the window of his cell, and one of the men was killed. In spite of diligent enquiries, and in spite of the fact that he had actually seen the thing happen, Sir Walter was never able to discover what the quarrel was about: whereupon, so it is said—and if the story is not true it certainly ought to be—he burned what he had written and abandoned his project.1

This story has come into my head I do not know how many times during the past ten years, but always with the reflection that Raleigh was probably wrong. Allowing for all the difficulties of research at that date, and the special difficulty of conducting research in prison, he could probably have produced a world history which had some resemblance to the real course of events. Up to a fairly recent date, the major events recorded in the history books probably happened. It is probably true that the battle of Hastings was fought in 1066, that Columbus discovered America, that Henry VIII had six wives, and so on. A certain degree of truthfulness was possible so long as it was admitted that a fact may be true even if you don’t like it. Even as late as the last war it was possible for the Encyclopœdia Britannica, for instance, to compile its articles on the various campaigns partly from German sources. Some of the facts—the casualty figures, for instance—were regarded as neutral and in substance accepted by everybody. No such thing would be possible now. A Nazi and a non-Nazi version of the present war would have no resemblance to one another, and which of them finally gets into the history books will be decided not by evidential methods but on the battlefield.

During the Spanish Civil War I found myself feeling very strongly that a true history of this war never would or could be written. Accurate figures, objective accounts of what was happening, simply did not exist. And if I felt that even in 1937, when the Spanish Government was still in being, and the lies which the various Republican factions were telling about each other and about the enemy were relatively small ones, how does the case stand now? Even if Franco is overthrown, what kind of records will the future historian have to go upon? And if Franco or anyone at all resembling him remains in power, the history of the war will consist quite largely of “facts” which millions of people now living know to be lies. One of these “facts,” for instance, is that there was a considerable Russian army in Spain. There exists the most abundant evidence that there was no such army. Yet if Franco remains in power, and if Fascism in general survives, that Russian army will go into the history books and future schoolchildren will believe in it. So for practical purpose the lie will have become truth.

This kind of thing is happening all the time. Out of the millions of instances which must be available, I will choose one which happens to be verifiable. During part of 1941 and 1942, when the Luftwaffe was busy in Russia, the German radio regaled its home audience with stories of devastating air-raids on London. Now, we are aware that those raids did not happen. But what use would our knowledge be if the Germans conquered Britain? For the purposes of a future historian, did those raids happen, or didn’t they? The answer is: If Hitler survives, they happened, and if he falls they didn’t happen. So with innumerable other events of the past ten or twenty years. Is the Protocols of the Elders of Zion2 a genuine document? Did Trotsky plot with the Nazis? How many German aeroplanes were shot down in the Battle of Britain? Does Europe welcome the New Order? In no case do you get one answer which is universally accepted because it is true: in each case you get a number of totally incompatible answers, one of which is finally adopted as the result of a physical struggle. History is written by the winners.

In the last analysis our only claim to victory is that if we win the war we shall tell less lies about it than our adversaries. The really frightening thing about totalitarianism is not that it commits “atrocities” but that it attacks the concept of objective truth: it claims to control the past as well as the future. In spite of all the lying and self-righteousness that war encourages, I do not honestly think it can be said that that habit of mind is growing in Britain. Taking one thing with another, I should say that the press is slightly freer than it was before the war. I know out of my own experience that you can print things now which you couldn’t print ten years ago. War-resisters have probably been less maltreated in this war than in the last one, and the expression of unpopular opinions in public is certainly safer. There is some hope, therefore, that the liberal habit of mind, which thinks of truth as something outside yourself, something to be discovered, and not as something you can make up as you go along, will survive. But I still don’t envy the future historian’s job. Is it not a strange commentary on our time that even the casualties in the present war cannot be estimated within several millions?

Announcing that the Board of Trade is about to remove the ban on turned-up trouser-ends, a tailor’s advertisement hails this as “a first instalment of the freedom for which we are fighting.”

If we were really fighting for turned-up trouser-ends, I should be inclined to be pro-Axis. Turn-ups have no function except to collect dust, and no virtue except that when you clean them out you occasionally find a sixpence there. But beneath that tailor’s jubilant cry there lies another thought: that in a little while Germany will be finished, the war will be half over, rationing will be relaxed, and clothes snobbery will be in full swing again. I don’t share that hope. The sooner we are able to stop food rationing the better I shall be pleased, but I would like to see clothes rationing3 continue till the moths have devoured the last dinner jacket and even the undertakers have shed their top hats. I would not mind seeing the whole nation in dyed battledress for five years if by that means one of the main breeding points of snobbery and envy could be eliminated. Clothes rationing was not conceived in a democratic spirit, but all the same it has had a democratising effect. If the poor are not much better dressed, at least the rich are shabbier. And since no real structural change is occurring in our society, the mechanical levelling process that results from sheer scarcity is better than nothing.

A copy of The Ingoldsby Legends which someone gave me for Christmas, with illustrations by Cruikshank, set me wondering about the reasons for the decline in English comic draughtsmanship. The decline in comic verse is easier to explain. Barham himself, Hood, Calverley, Thackeray, and other writers of the early and middle nineteenth century, could write good light verse, things in the style of

Once, a happy child, I carolled

On green lawns the whole day through,

Not unpleasingly apparelled

In a tightish suit of blue,4

because on the whole, life—middle-class life—was carefree and one could go from birth to death with a boyish outlook. Except for an occasional thing like Clough’s “How pleasant it is to have money,” or “The Walrus and the Carpenter,” English comic verse of the nineteenth century does not have any ideas in it. But with the draughtsmen it is just the other way about. The attraction of Leech, Cruikshank and a long line of them stretching back to Hogarth is in their intellectual brutality. Punch would not print Leech’s illustrations to Handley Cross if they were new to-day. They are much too brutal: they even make the upper classes look as ugly as the working class! But they are funny, which Punch is not. How came it that we lost both our light-heartedness and our cruelty round about 1860? And why is it that now, when class-hatred is as fierce and political passion as near the surface as they were in the time of the Napoleonic wars, cartoonists who can express them are hardly to be found?5




2417. ‘As I Please,’ 11

Tribune, 11 February 1944

There are two journalistic activities that will always bring you a come-back. One is to attack the Catholics and the other is to defend the Jews. Recently I happened to review some books dealing with the persecution of the Jews in medieval and modern Europe.1 The review brought me the usual wad of anti-Semitic letters, which left me thinking for the thousandth time that this problem is being evaded even by the people whom it concerns most directly.

The disquieting thing about these letters is that they do not all come from lunatics. I don’t greatly mind the person who believes in the Protocols of the Elders of Zion, nor even the discharged army officer who has been shabbily treated by the Government and is infuriated by seeing “aliens” given all the best jobs. But in addition to these types there is the small business or professional man who is firmly convinced that the Jews bring all their troubles upon themselves by underhand business methods and complete lack of public spirit. These people write reasonable, well-balanced letters, disclaim any belief in racialism, and back up everything they say with copious instances. They admit the existence of “good Jews,” and usually declare (Hitler says just the same in Mein Kampf) that they did not start out with any anti-Jewish feeling but have been forced into it simply by observing how Jews behave.

The weakness of the Left wing attitude towards anti-Semitism is to approach it from a rationalistic angle. Obviously the charges made against Jews are not true. They cannot be true, partly because they cancel out, partly because no one people could have such a monopoly of wickedness. But simply by pointing this out one gets no further. The official Left wing view of anti-Semitism is that it is something “got up” by the ruling classes in order to divert attention away from the real evils of society. The Jews, in fact, are scapegoats. This is no doubt correct, but it is quite useless as an argument. One does not dispose of a belief by showing that it is irrational. Nor is it any use, in my experience, to talk about the persecution of the Jews in Germany. If a man has the slightest disposition towards anti-Semitism, such things bounce off his consciousness like peas off a steel helmet. The best argument of all, if rational arguments were ever of any use, would be to point out that the alleged crimes of the Jews are only possible because we live in a society which rewards crime. If all Jews are crooks, let us deal with them by so arranging our economic system that crooks cannot prosper. But what good is it to say that kind of thing to the man who believes as an article of faith that Jews dominate the Black Market, push their way to the front of queues and dodge military service?

We could do with a detailed enquiry into the causes of anti-Semitism, and it ought not to be vitiated in advance by the assumption that those causes are wholly economic. However true the “scapegoat” theory may be in general terms, it does not explain why the Jews rather than some [other] minority group are picked on, nor does it make clear what they are a scapegoat for. A thing like the Dreyfus Case, for instance, is not easily translated into economic terms. So far as Britain is concerned, the important things to find out are just what charges are made against the Jews, whether anti-Semitism is really on the increase (it may actually have decreased over the past thirty years), and to what extent it is aggravated by the influx of refugees since about 1938.

One not only ought not to assume that the causes of anti-Semitism are economic in a crude, direct way (unemployment, business jealousy, etc.), one also ought not to assume that “sensible” people are immune to it. It flourishes especially among literary men, for instance. Without even getting up from this table to consult a book I can think of passages in Villon, Shakespeare, Smollett, Thackeray, H. G. Wells, Aldous Huxley, T. S. Eliot and many another which would be called anti-Semitic if they had been written since Hitler came to power. Both Belloc and Chesterton flirted, or something more than flirted, with anti-Semitism, and other writers whom it is possible to respect have swallowed it more or less in its Nazi form. Clearly the neurosis lies very deep, and just what it is that people hate when they say that they hate a non-existent entity called “the Jews” is still uncertain. And it is partly the fear of finding out how widespread anti-Semitism is that prevents it from being seriously investigated.

The following lines are quoted in Anthony Trollope’s Autobiography:—

“When Payne-Knight’s Taste was issued on the town

A few Greek verses in the text set down

Were torn to pieces, mangled into hash,

Hurled to the flames as execrable trash;

In short, were butchered rather than dissected,

And several false quantities detected;

Till, when the smoke had risen from the cinders

It was discovered that—the lines were Pindar’s!”

Trollope does not make clear who is the author of these lines, and I should be very glad if any reader could let me know. But I also quote them for their own sake—that is, for the terrible warning to literary critics that they contain—and for the sake of drawing attention to Trollope’s Autobiography, which is a most fascinating book, although or because it is largely concerned with money.2

The dispute that has been going on in Time and Tide about Mr. J. F. Horrabin’s Atlas of War Geography3 is a reminder that maps are tricky things, to be regarded with the same suspicion as photographs and statistics.

It is an interesting minor manifestation of nationalism that every nation colours itself red on the map. There is also a tendency to make yourself look bigger than you are, which is possible without actual forgery since every projection of the earth as a flat surface distorts some part or other. During the Empire Free Trade “crusade,” there was a free distribution to schools of large coloured wall-maps which were made on a new projection and dwarfed the U.S.S.R. while exaggerating the size of India and Africa. Then there are ethnological and political maps, a most rewarding material for propaganda. During the Spanish civil war, maps were pinned up in the Spanish villages which divided the world into Socialist, Democratic and Fascist States. From these you could learn that India was a democracy, while Madagascar and Indo-China (this was the period of the Popular Front Government in France) were labelled “Socialist.”

The war has probably done something towards improving our geography. People who five years ago thought the Croats rhymed with goats and drew only a very shadowy distinction between Minsk and Pinsk, could now tell you which sea the Volga flows into and indicate without much searching the whereabouts of Guadalcanal or Buthidaung. Hundreds of thousands, if not millions, of English people can nearly pronounce Dnepropetrovsk. But it takes a war to make map-reading popular. As late as the time of Wavell’s Egyptian campaign I met a woman who thought that Italy was joined up with Africa, and in 1938, when I was leaving for Morocco, some of the people in my village—a very rustic village, certainly, but only 50 miles from London—asked whether it would be necessary to cross the sea to get there. If you ask any circle of people (I should particularly like to do this with the members of the House of Commons) to draw a map of Europe from memory, you get some surprising results.4 Any Government which genuinely cared about education would see to it that a globe map, at present an expensive rarity, was accessible to every schoolchild. Without some notion of which country is next to which, and which is the quickest route from one place to another, and where a ship can be bombed from shore, and where it can’t, it is difficult to see what value the average citizen’s views on foreign policy can have.


As Orwell probably expected, the original review in The Observer (see n. 1) and this article brought him a number of letters. Among his papers at his death were ten letters sent to The Observer and four sent to Tribune. In addition, Tribune published three letters: from A. Perlmutt and from H. Pollins on 3 March and from Peter Lambda on 17 March. Perlmutt wrote twice to Orwell, initially on 15 February (the letter that Tribune printed) and then on the 27th to express disappointment that his first letter had not yet appeared in print. He was, he wrote, ‘a regular and ardent reader of Tribune° since its inception’ and he could not recall an occasion ‘when the Zionist solution to the Jewish problem’ had been given publicity. He asked for his letter to be reconsidered. The delay in publishing his and Pollins’s letters (in fact, only two publication dates intervened) was probably no more than a combination of time and shortage of space. Perlmutt offered what was basically a Zionist response; he argued that anti-Semitism would disappear when all Jews had returned to Palestine. Pollins wanted Jews to be treated as normal human beings and asked that a greater effort be made to ensure widespread recognition of what Jews were doing to aid the war effort. He asked how many people in Britain had heard of the fight put up by Jews in the Warsaw Ghetto and how many people imagined that the Jews of Europe had accepted their massacre passively. Lambda argued that there was no such thing as a ‘Jewish race’ and such a belief was mere superstition. To him, anti-Semitism was a conditioned reflex: ‘A part of mankind (the one usually called “Whites”) has become conditioned to howl against JEWS whenever there is any grievance.’ Contemporary Man, he concluded, realised that mankind was manifold, of various colourings, traits and habits, but all of one species: Homo Sapiens. Of the unpublished letters that Orwell kept, there was one from the thriller writer Sydney Horler.5 He was at pains to claim, not wholly convincingly, that he did not hate Jews but went on to explain what, in his opinion, were the reasons for such hatred.6






2418. Review of Martin Chuzzlewit by Charles Dickens

The Observer, 13 February 1944

It is now a hundred years since the final numbers of “MARTIN CHUZZLEWIT” were published1 and though it came thus early in Dickens’s career (it was his fourth novel, if one counts “Pickwick” as a novel), it has more the air of being a pot-boiler than any of his books except the “Sketches.” There cannot be many people living who could outline its plot from memory. Whereas books like “Oliver Twist,” or “Bleak House,” or “Great Expectations,” have a central theme which can in some cases be reduced to a single word, the various parts of “Martin Chuzzlewit” have not much more relationship to one another than the sounds produced by a cat walking across the piano. The best characters are “supers.”

What do people remember when they think of “Martin Chuzzlewit”? The American interlude, Mrs. Gamp, and Todgers’s (especially Bailey). Martin Chuzzlewit himself is a stick, Mark Tapley a tedious paradox on two legs, Pecksniff a partial failure. It is ironical that Dickens should have tried, more or less unsuccessfully, to make Pecksniff into a monumental figure of a hypocrite, and at the same time, almost incidentally, should have painted such a devasting picture of hypocrisy in the American chapters. Dickens’s comic genius is dependent on his moral sense. He is funniest when he is discovering new sins. To denounce Pecksniff did not call into play his special powers, because, after all, no one supposes that hypocrisy is desirable. But to see through the pretensions of American democracy, or even, at that date, to see that Mrs. Gamp was a luxury that society might well do without, did need the eye of a Dickens. The book’s lack of any real central theme can be seen in its fearful ending. It is as though Dickens were dissolving into lukewarm treacle, and—as so often when he says something that he does not really feel—whole paragraphs of the final chapter will go straight into blank verse:


Thy life is tranquil, calm, and happy, Tom.

In the soft strain which ever and again

Comes stealing back upon the ear, the memory

Of thine old love may find a voice perhaps;

But it is a pleasant, softened, whispering memory,

Like that in which we sometimes hold the dead,

And does not pain or grieve thee, God be thanked!



Yet the man who could write this stuff could also record the conversations of Bailey, and could not only create Mrs. Gamp but could throw in, just for good measure, that metaphysical puzzle, Mrs. Harris.

The American chapters are a good example of Dickens’s habit of telling small lies in order to emphasise what he regards as a big truth. No doubt many of the things he reports actually happened (other travellers of the time confirm him on some details) but his picture of American society as a whole cannot possibly be true: not only because no community is wholly bad, but because the chaos of real life has been deliberately left out. Every incident, every character, is simply an illustration of Dickens’s thesis. Moreover, the strongest charge that he makes against the Americans, that they boast of being democratic while actually living on slave labour, is obviously unfair. It implies that American opinion as a whole acquiesced in slavery, whereas a bloody civil war was to be fought mainly on this issue only twenty years later. But Dickens says these things in order to hit at what he feels to be the real fault of the Americans, their ignorant contempt for Europe and unjustified belief in their own superiority. Perhaps there were a few Americans who did not edit libellous newspapers or emit sentences like “the libation of freedom must sometimes be quaffed in blood”; but to lay too much stress upon them would have been to spoil the picture. After all, the business of a caricaturist is to make his point, and these chapters have worn very much better than “American Notes.”

The mental atmosphere of the American interlude is one that has since become familiar to us in the books written by British travellers to Soviet Russia. Some of these report that everything is good, others that everything is bad, but nearly all share the same propagandist outlook. A hundred years ago America, “the land of the free,” had rather the same place in the European imagination that Soviet Russia has now, and “Martin Chuzzlewit” is the 1844 equivalent of André Gide’s Retour de l’URRS. But it is a sign of the changing temper of the world that Dickens’s attack, so much more violent and unfair than Gide’s, could be so quickly forgiven.

“Martin Chuzzlewit” stands somewhere near the turning-point of Dickens’s literary development, when he was becoming less of a picaresque writer and more of a novelist. The times were changing with the rise of the new cautious middle class, and Dickens was too much alive not to be affected by the atmosphere he lived in. “Martin Chuzzlewit” is his last completely disorderly book. In spite of its frequent flashes of genius, it is difficult to feel that by following up this vein in himself Dickens could have given us anything to compensate for the loss of “Hard Times” and “Great Expectations.”

[Fee: £7.7.0; 9.2.44]




2419. Review of Elisabet Ney by Jan Fortune and Jean Burton

Manchester Evening News, 17 February 1944

There is some substance in the claim that the life of Elisabet Ney, grand-niece of Napoleon’s marshal and the first woman sculptor in Europe, was the most remarkable life of the 19th century. At any rate it had the unusual feature of being, in effect, two separate lives, each of fairly familiar type, but seemingly quite incompatible with one another.

Elisabet Ney was born in the thirties in Western Germany of devout Catholic parents, her father being a carver of church images. When she was hardly more than a child she announced that she, too, intended to become a sculptor, and when her mother tried to put her foot down on this—as it seemed—outrageous notion Elisabet simply took to her bed and refused food until she was grudgingly given leave to begin her studies.

At this date there does not seem anything very startling in the idea of a woman sculptor, but in the mid-19th century it seemed both shocking and ridiculous, because, among other things, it was thought impossible for a woman to study naked models or to attend classes in dissection. Bone and muscle structure was practically a male secret, and even Elisabet, though she did in the end win her way into the “life” classes in Munich and Berlin, kept her subjects draped whenever possible.

By the time she was thirty she was a brilliant success and was kept busily at work making busts of half the celebrities of Europe. But she had had a very hard struggle in the first few years, and in the struggle some peculiar contradictions in her character displayed themselves.

To begin with she was a passionate feminist, despising the male sex from the bottom of her heart and looking on marriage as the final degradation, but at the same time willing to use the grossest flattery towards any man whom she thought capable of helping her. She even won the heart of the misogynist Schopenhauer, and left him wondering whether it is true, after all, that every woman has short legs and a diminutive brain.

Though a feminist and contemptuous of public opinion she was no democrat, and it is even doubtful how far her impulse towards sculpture was genuinely aesthetic. Asked why she was so anxious to go to Berlin and study she answered: “To see the great ones of the earth.” And in this in the earlier part of her life she was strikingly successful.

For nearly ten years she was one of the most famous figures in Europe. Bismarck, Garibaldi, Schopenhauer, and Queen Victoria sat for her. Gottfried Keller, the novelist, and Von Humboldt, the famous traveller and naturalist, were her friends. Cosima von Bulow, the mistress of Wagner, was her hated rival.

It was a good time for such a woman to be alive, for in the mid-19th century, although painting and sculpture happened to be at a low ebb, the arts were taken seriously. It was the period of little German Principalities with enlightened monarchs, when whole populations interested themselves in the love affairs of musicians, when a new opera could cause a riot, and a discussion of prose style could end in a duel.

Against this background Elisabet Ney led an extravagant, adventurous life that was rather like a less sordid version of Isadora Duncan’s.1

But it all ended strangely and abruptly in the late sixties. In 1863 Elisabet had married Edwin Montgomery, a young Scottish biologist. To her dying day she kept this fact secret—for in her eyes marriage was “bourgeois” and disgraceful—and passed everywhere as Montgomery’s mistress.

A few years later she was seized with a passionate desire to make a statue of King Ludwig of Bavaria, who was to be deposed and die insane in the mideighties. It was no easy business, for Ludwig—already only doubtfully sane—could hardly bear women in his presence.

After two years of intrigue and flattery Elisabet got her wish, and then, when the statue was still unfinished, suddenly fled to America, taking Montgomery with her. She had become pregnant, which was perhaps part of the reason for her flight, but it is clear that there must have been some other reason which the authors of this book have failed to disclose. The Montgomerys bought a large estate in Texas and mismanaged it for the next 30 years, losing enormous sums of money.

Elisabet, in the rude frontier village where they lived, continued to wear the Greek costumes she had always affected, or alternatively wore man’s clothes with two revolvers strapped to her belt. She also forced her elder child to wear Greek dress amid the jeers of the village boys and caused him to hate her as few sons can ever have hated their mothers.

The strangest fact of all is that for 20 years she almost abandoned sculpture, and then, an old, white-haired woman, took it up again and won for herself a new reputation. She was commissioned to make statues of all the public men of Texas, and she even made journeys to and fro across the Atlantic, was lionised by a younger generation of artists, and put the finishing touches to her statue of Ludwig of Bavaria.

When she died in 1907 she was known and respected all over America. The citizens of Texas, who had once regarded her as an immoral and eccentric foreigner, now looked on her as one of the leading ornaments of the State—this although it was never known during her lifetime that she was legally married. Her husband died four years after her, leaving behind him a mass of now-forgotten scientific treatises.

The book contains various photographs of Elisabet Ney’s work. Some of her statues have the obvious stamp of a bad period and others are difficult to judge from photographs, but a model of her own head and a statue of Lady Macbeth, which is perhaps a self-portrait, at last make it clear why even the busiest men in Europe were ready to give up their time to her.

[Fee: £8.8.0; 4.1.44]2




2420. To R. S. R. Fitter

17 February 1944 Typewritten

Tribune

Dear Mr. Fitter,

I am sorry to make further trouble, but could you just add to this review a line or two about the book itself, i.e. about Nevill’s book. What you say about Harriet Martineau is interesting and in a review of this kind it is all right to devote most of the space to exposition, but I think we ought to just mention whether the author has done his work well or badly.

Yours truly,
[Signed] Geo. Orwell
George Orwell,
Literary Editor.




2420A. To Daniel George, 17 February 1944: see here




2421. To Gleb Struve

17 February 1944      Typewritten

10a Mortimer Crescent
London NW 6

Dear Mr Struve,1

Please forgive me for not writing earlier to thank you for the very kind gift of “25 Years of Soviet Russian Literature”, with its still more kind inscription. I am afraid I know very little about Russian literature and I hope your book will fill up some of the many gaps in my knowledge. It has already roused my interest in Zamyatin’s “We”, which I had not heard of before. I am interested in that kind of book, and even keep making notes for one myself that may get written sooner or later.2 I wonder whether you can tell if there is an adequate translation of Blok? I saw some translated fragments about ten years ago in “Life and Letters”, but whether they were any good as a translation I do not know.

I am writing a little squib which might amuse you when it comes out, but it is so not O.K. politically that I don’t feel certain in advance that anyone will publish it. Perhaps that gives you a hint of its subject.3

Yours sincerely
Geo. Orwell




2422. ‘As I Please,’ 12

Tribune, 18 February 1944

After the war there is going to be a severe housing shortage in this country, and we shall not overcome it unless we resort to prefabrication. If we stick to our traditional building methods the necessary houses will take decades to produce, and the discomfort and misery that this will lead to, the patching-up of blitzed premises and filthy slums, the rent rackets and overcrowding, are easy to foresee. So are the effects of a housing shortage on our already perilous birthrate. Meanwhile not only prefabrication, but any large, concerted effort at rehousing, has powerful vested interests working against it. The building societies, and the brick and cement trades, are directly involved, and the whole principle of private ownership in land is threatened. How could you rebuild London, for instance, on a sane plan without disregarding private property rights? But the people who traffic in bugs and basements are not going to come out into the open and say clearly what they are fighting for. By far their best card is the Englishman’s sentimental but partly justified yearning for a “home of his own.” They will play this card over and over again, and it is up to us to counter it before it takes effect.

To begin with, prefabrication does not mean—as people are already beginning to fear that it means—that we shall all be forced to live in ugly, cramped, flimsy and unhomelike chicken houses. The thing that ought to be pointed out in this connection is that existing English houses are for the most part very badly built. They are not built to withstand either heat or cold, they are lacking in cupboards, their water pipes are so placed as to ensure that they will burst every time there is a hard frost, and they have no convenient means of rubbish-disposal. All these problems, which a speculative builder will tell you are insoluble, are easily solved in various other countries. If we tackled our rehousing problem boldly we could get rid of discomforts which have come to be accepted like the weather, but are in fact quite unnecessary. We could get rid of “blind back” houses, basements, geysers, filth-collecting gas stoves, offices where the light of day never penetrates, outdoor w.c.s, uncleanable stone sinks, and other miseries. We could put a bath in every house and install bells that actually ring, plugs that pull at the first attempt, waste-pipes that don’t get blocked by a spoonful of tea-leaves. We could even, if we chose, make our rooms relatively easy to clean by streamlining them and making the corners curved instead of rectangular. But all this depends on our being able to build houses rapidly, by mass-production. Failing that, the housing shortage will be so desperate that we shall have to “make do” with every mouse-ridden ruin that remains, and encourage the speculative builder to do his worst as well.

Secondly, the dislike of flats will somehow have to be exorcised. If people are going to live in big towns they must either live in flats or put up with overcrowding: there is no way out of that. A big block of flats, covering only an acre or two of ground, will contain as many people as live in a small country town, and give them as much room-space as they would have in houses. Rebuild London in big blocks of flats, and there could be light and air for everybody, and room for green spaces, allotments, playgrounds. People could live out of the noise of the traffic, children would not grow up in a world of bricks and dustbins, and historic buildings like St. Paul’s would be visible again instead of being swamped by seas of yellow brick.

Yet it is notorious that people, especially working-class people, don’t like flats. They want a “home of their own.” In a sense they are right, for it is true that in most blocks of working-class flats there isn’t the privacy and freedom that you can get in a private house. They are not built to be noise-proof, the people who dwell in them are often burdened by nagging restrictions, and they are often quite unnecessarily uncomfortable. The first blocks built definitely as working-class flats did not even have baths. Even now they seldom have lifts, and they usually have stone stairs, which means that one lives in an endless clattering of boots. Much of this arises from the half-conscious conviction, so powerful in this country, that working-class people must not be made too comfortable. Deafening noise and irritating restrictions are not inherent in the nature of flats, and we ought to insist on that. For the feeling that four rooms are “your own” if they are on the ground, and not “your own” if they are in mid-air—and it is especially strong in women with children—is going to be a big obstacle in the way of replanning, even in areas where the Germans have already done the necessary clearance work.

A correspondent reproaches me for wanting to see clothes rationing continue until we are all equally shabby; though she adds that clothes rationing hasn’t, in fact, had an equalising effect. I will quote an extract from her letter:—

“I work in a very exclusive shop just off Bond Street … When I, shivering in my 25/– utility frock, serve these elegant creatures in sables, fur caps and fur-lined boots, who regard me uncomprehendingly when I say ‘Good morning, it’s very cold to-day, madam’ (very stupid of me—after all, how should they know?), I do not wish to see them deprived of their lovely and warm attire, but rather that such attire was available to me, and for all … We should aim not at reducing the present highest standard of living, but at raising any and everything less than the highest. It is a malicious and mean-spirited attitude that wishes to drag Etonians and Harrovians from their fortunate positions of eminence and force them down the mines. Rather, in the present reshuffling of society we should seek to make these places accessible to all.”

I answer, first of all, that although clothes rationing obviously bears hardest on those who don’t possess large stocks of clothes already, it has had a certain equalising effect, because it has made people uneasy about appearing too smart. Certain garments, such as men’s evening dress, have practically disappeared; also it is now considered permissible to wear almost any clothes for almost any job. But my original point was that if clothes rationing goes on long enough even wealthy people will have worn out their extra stocks of clothes, and we shall all be somewhere near equal.

But is it not the case that we ought always to aim at levelling “up” and not levelling “down”? I answer that in some cases you can’t level “up.” You can’t give everyone a Rolls Royce car. You can’t even give everyone a fur coat, especially in war time. As to the statement that everyone ought to go to Eton or Harrow, it is meaningless. The whole value of those places, from the point of view of the people who go there, is their exclusiveness. And since certain luxuries—high-powered cars, for instance, fur coats, yachts, country houses and what-not—obviously can’t be distributed to everybody, then it is better that nobody should have them. The rich lose almost as much by their wealth as the poor lose by their poverty. Doesn’t my correspondent bring that out when she speaks of those ignorant rich women who cannot even imagine what a cold morning means to a person without an overcoat?

Another correspondent writes indignantly to know what I mean by saying that Punch is not funny.1 Actually I exaggerated a little. Since 1918 I have seen three jokes in Punch that made me laugh. But—as I always tell puzzled foreign visitors who enquire about this—Punch is not meant to be funny, it is meant to be reassuring. After all, where do you most frequently see it? In club lounges and in dentists’ waiting rooms. In both places it has, and is meant to have, a soothing effect. You know in advance that it will never contain anything new. The jokes you were familiar with in your childhood will still be there, just the same as ever, like a circle of old friends. The nervous curate, the apoplectic colonel, the awkward recruit, the forgetful plumber—there they all are, unchangeable as the Pyramids. Glancing through those familiar pages, the clubman knows that his dividends are all right, the patient knows that the dentist will not really break his jaw. But as to being funny, that is a different matter. Jokes that are funny usually contain that un-English thing, an idea. The New Yorker, though it is overrated, is quite often funny. Thus a recent number has a picture of two German soldiers leading a huge ape into the orderly room on a chain. The officer is saying to them angrily, “Can’t you spell?” This seems to me funny. But it might take five seconds’ thought to see the joke, and as it is an axiom of the middle class—at least the golf-playing, whisky-drinking, Punch-reading part of the middle class—that no decent person is capable of thought, jokes of that kind are barred from Punch.




2423. To Dwight Macdonald

21 February 1944      Typewritten

Tribune

Dear Macdonald,

We received the prospectus etc. of “Politics”, and I have told a certain number of people about it, but I suppose you know we can’t take out subscriptions here because of the prohibition against sending money out of the country. The Editor1 says, could we make some exchange arrangement between “Politics” and TRIBUNE?

I’ve got ready the stuff for my article but probably can’t start writing it for the next few weeks. I am snowed under with work until I finish the book I am doing. Hope all goes well.

Yours,
[Signed] Geo. Orwell
George Orwell




2424. ‘As I Please,’ 13

Tribune, 25 February 1944

A short story in the Home Companion and Family Journal, entitled “Hullo, Sweetheart,” recounts the adventures of a young girl named Lucy Fallows who worked on the switchboard of a long-distance telephone exchange. She had “sacrificed her yearning to be in uniform” in order to take this job, but found it dull and uneventful. “So many silly people seemed to use long-distance just to blather to each other … She felt fed up; she felt that she was a servant to selfish people”; and there was “a cloud in her hazel eyes.” However, as you will readily guess, Lucy’s job soon livened up, and before long she found herself in the middle of thrilling adventures which included the sinking of a U-boat, the capture of a German sabotage crew, and a long motor-ride with a handsome naval officer who had “a crisp voice.” Such is life in the Telephone Exchange.

At the end of the story there is a little note:

Any of our young readers themselves interested in the work of the Long Distance Telephone Exchange (such work as Lucy Fallows was doing) should apply to the Staff Controller, L.T.R., London, who will inform them as to the opportunities open.

I do not know whether this is an advertisement likely to have much success. I should doubt whether even girls of the age aimed at would believe that capturing U-boats enters very largely into the lives of telephone operators. But I note with interest the direct correlation between a Government recruiting advertisement and a piece of commercial fiction. Before the war the Admiralty, for instance, used to put its advertisements in the boys’ adventure papers, which was a natural place to put them, but stories were not, so far as I know, written to order. Probably they are not definitely commissioned even now. It is more likely that the departments concerned keep their eye on the weekly papers (incidentally I like to think of some stripe-trousered personage in the G.P.O.1 reading “Hullo, Sweetheart” as part of his official duties) and push in an ad. when any story seems likely to form an attractive bait. But from that to the actual commissioning of stories to be written round the A.T.S.,2 Women’s Land Army,3 or any other body in need of recruits, is only a short step. One can almost hear the tired, cultured voices from the M.O.I.4 saying:

“Hullo! Hullo! Is that you, Tony? Oh, hullo. Look here, I’ve got another script for you, Tony, ‘A Ticket to Paradise.’ It’s bus conductresses this time. They’re not coming in. I believe the trousers don’t fit, or something. Well, any way, Peter says make it sexy, but kind of clean—you know. Nothing extramarital. We want the stuff in by Tuesday. Fifteen thousand words. You can choose the hero. I rather favour the kind of outdoor man that dogs and kiddies all love him°—you know. Or very tall with a sensitive mouth. I don’t mind, really. But pile on the sex, Peter says.”

Something resembling this already happens with radio features and documentary films, but hitherto there has not been any very direct connection between fiction and propaganda. That half-inch ad. in the Home Companion seems to mark another small stage in the process of “coordination” that is gradually happening to all the arts.

Looking through Chesterton’s introduction to Hard Times in the Everyman Edition (incidentally, Chesterton’s introductions to Dickens are about the best thing he ever wrote), I note the typically sweeping statement: “There are no new ideas.” Chesterton is here claiming that the ideas which animated the French Revolution were not new ones but simply a revival of doctrines which had flourished earlier and then been abandoned. But the claim that “there is nothing new under the sun” is one of the stock arguments of intelligent reactionaries. Catholic apologists, in particular, use it almost automatically. Everything that you can say or think has been said or thought before. Every political theory from Liberalism to Trotskyism can be shown to be a development of some heresy in the early Church. Every system of philosophy springs ultimately from the Greeks. Every scientific theory (if we are to believe the popular Catholic press) was anticipated by Roger Bacon and others in the thirteenth century. Some Hindu thinkers go even further and claim that not merely the scientific theories, but the products of applied science as well, aeroplanes, radio and the whole bag of tricks, were known to the ancient Hindus, who afterwards dropped them as being unworthy of their attention.

It is not very difficult to see that this idea is rooted in the fear of progress. If there is nothing new under the sun, if the past in some shape or another always returns, then the future when it comes will be something familiar. At any rate what will never come—since it has never come before—is that hated, dreaded thing, a world of free and equal human beings. Particularly comforting to reactionary thinkers is the idea of a cyclical universe, in which the same chain of events happens over and over again. In such a universe every seeming advance towards democracy simply means that the coming age of tyranny and privilege is a bit nearer. This belief, obviously superstitious though it is, is widely held nowadays, and is common among Fascists and near-Fascists.

In fact, there are new ideas. The idea that an advanced civilisation need not rest on slavery is a relatively new idea, for instance: it is a good deal younger than the Christian religion. But even if Chesterton’s dictum were true, it would only be true in the sense that a statue is contained in every block of stone. Ideas may not change, but emphasis shifts constantly. It could be claimed, for example, that the most important part of Marx’s theory is contained in the saying: “Where your treasure is, there will your heart be also.” But before Marx developed it, what force had that saying had? Who had paid any attention to it? Who had inferred from it—what it certainly implies—that laws, religions and moral codes are all a superstructure built over existing property relations? It was Christ, according to the Gospel, who uttered the text, but it was Marx who brought it to life. And ever since he did so the motives of politicians, priests, judges, moralists and millionaires have been under the deepest suspicion—which, of course, is why they hate him so much.


On 10 March, Tribune published this letter, followed by Orwell’s Note:


The “little note” to which Mr. Orwell refers, at the end of the story “Hello, Sweetheart,” in our issue dated February 26th, 1944, was not an advertisement. We received no payment or other consideration from the G.P.O. or any other Government Department for publishing the story or the “little note.” The story was written for us by one of our regular contributors in the hope of drawing attention to a most useful form of national service.

As, therefore, the statements of fact in Mr. Orwell’s article are incorrect, I think you will agree that you cannot plead that the comments are fair.

Robert A. Lewis,
Editor, Home Companion





[Note: I do not think I said the Amalgamated Press received payment from the G.P.O. for publishing the story referred to, but if I seemed to imply this, I am sorry. I would still like to know, however, who was responsible for inserting the “little note,” and for its precise wording, with instructions as to where to apply for a job. Surely it is not usual for contributors to do this kind of thing off their own bat?—George Orwell.]




2425. Review of The Edge of the Abyss by Alfred Noyes

The Observer, 27 February 1944

Incoherent and, in places, silly though it is, this book raises a real problem and will set its readers thinking, even if their thinking only starts to be useful at about the place where Mr. Noyes leaves off. His thesis is that western civilisation is in danger of actual destruction, and that it has been brought to this pass not by economic maladjustments but by the decay of the belief in absolute good and evil. The rules of behaviour on which any stable society has to rest are dissolving:


What promise can we trust, what firm agreement can ever be made again, in a world where millions upon millions have been educated to believe that, if it seems in their interest to violate it, no pact or pledge, however solemnly drawn up, need be regarded by “realistic” minds, or “cold statesmanship,” as more than a “scrap of paper,” even though its violation involve the murder by night of sleeping and innocent millions?



There is much force in this question, which Mr. Noyes repeats over and over again in various forms. In the chaos in which we are living, even the prudential reasons for common decency are being forgotten. Politics, internal or international, are probably no more immoral than they have always been, but what is new is the growing acquiescence of ordinary people in the doctrines of expediency, the callousness of public opinion in the face of the most atrocious crimes and sufferings, and the black-out memory which allows blood-stained murderers to turn into public benefactors overnight if “military necessity” demands it. Quite new, too, is the doubt cast by the various totalitarian systems on the very existence of objective truth, and the consequent large-scale falsification of history. Mr. Noyes is quite right to cry out against all this, and he probably even underemphasises the harm done to ordinary common sense by the cult of “realism,” with its inherent tendency to assume that the dishonest course is always the profitable one. The loss of moral standards does, indeed, seem to undermine the sense of probability. Mr. Noyes is also within his rights in saying that the intelligentsia are more infected by totalitarian ideas than the common people, and are partly to blame for the mess we are now in. But his diagnosis of the reasons for this is very shallow, and his suggested remedies are doubtful, even from the point of view of practicability.

To begin with it will not do to suggest, as Mr. Noyes does throughout, that a decent society can only be founded on Christian principles. It amounts to saying that a good life can only be lived on the fringes of the Atlantic. About a quarter of the population of the world is nominally Christian, and the proportion is constantly diminishing. The vast block of Asia is not Christian, and without some unforeseeable miracle it never will be. Are we to say that a decent society cannot be established in Asia? If so, it cannot be established anywhere, and the whole attempt to regenerate society might as well be given up in advance. And Mr. Noyes is probably wrong in imagining that the Christian faith, as it existed in the past, can be restored even in Europe. The real problem of our time is to restore the sense of absolute right and wrong when the belief that it used to rest on—that is, the belief in personal immortality—has been destroyed. This demands faith, which is a different thing from credulity. It seems doubtful whether Mr. Noyes has fully grasped the distinction.

Then there is the question of the amount of blame attaching to “the highbrows” (“our pseudo-intellectuals” is Mr. Noyes’s favourite name for them) for the breakdown of moral standards. Mr. Noyes writes on this subject in rather the same strain as the London Mercury of twenty years ago. “The highbrows” are gloomy, they are obscene, they attack religion, patriotism, the family, etc., etc. But they are also, it appears, in some way responsible for the rise of Hitler. Now this contradicts the facts. During the crucial years it was precisely the “pseudo-intellectuals” whom Mr. Noyes detests who cried out against the horrors of Fascism, while the Tory and clerical Press did its best to hush them up. Mr. Noyes condemns the policy of appeasement, but what was the attitude of his own Church and its Press on that subject?

On the other hand, the intellectuals whom he does approve of are only very doubtfully on the side of the angels. One, of course, is Carlyle, who was one of the founders of the modern worship of power and success, and who applauded the third German war of aggression as vociferously as Pound did the fifth. The other is Kipling. Kipling was not totalitarian, but his moral outlook is equivocal at best. Mr. Noyes remarks at the beginning of his book that one cannot cast out devils with the aid of Beelzebub, but he is also extremely angry because anti-British books can still be published in England and praised in British newspapers. Does it not occur to him that if we stopped doing this kind of thing the main difference between ourselves and our enemies would have disappeared?

[Fee: £7.7.0; 21.2.44]




2426. To Rayner Heppenstall

28 February 1944      Typewritten

Tribune

Dear Rayner,

The Blake book1 doesn’t come out for some weeks, but I have rung up Warburg and earmarked the book to be sent to you when received. We don’t seem to have much else in at present. On spec. I am sending you “Poetry Scotland”, which I think should be noticed (tho’ it’s largely the same old gang) and the Collected Rhymes° and Verses of de la Mare. I think he is bloody but I think I once heard you express approval of him.

I hope things aren’t too unbearable. It does seem a bit thick having to share a bed, or is the other occupant a girl?

Yours,
[Signed] Geo. Orwell
George Orwell




2426A. To Lydia Jackson

1 March 1944      Typewritten

Tribune

Dear Lydia,

I wonder if you would like to review these stories for us (say 600 words)?1

Yours,
[Signed] George
George Orwell

[Postscript] Polish Short Stories – Faber & Faber




2427. To C. K. Ogden

1 March 1944      Typewritten

Tribune

Dear Mr. Ogden,1

Very many thanks for the booklet. I was aware, of course, that you have much to put up with from the Esperanto people, and that that was why you drew attention to their very unfortunate choice for the verb “to be” or whatever it is. We have had them on to us since mentioning Basic, but I have choked them off. Also the Ido2 people.

As I told you when I was in the B.B.C. (I have left there now) there was great resistance against doing anything over the air about Basic, at any rate for India. I rather gathered that its chief enemies were the writers of English textbooks, but that all Indians whose English is good are hostile to the idea, for obvious reasons. At any rate it was with great difficulty that I got Miss Lockhart on to the air.3

I don’t know a great deal about G. M. Young.4 He is the ordinary silly-clever “intelligent” conservative whose habitual manoeuvre is to deal with any new idea by pointing out that it has been said before. The only time I met him he struck me as ordinarily snobbish, talking about the terrible sacrifices the upper classes had made on account of the war etc. He was also trying to chase our little Indian Section of the B.B.C. for broadcasting “unsound” ideas. I think he was a supporter of appeasement. That’s about all I know about him.

Hope to see you some time.

Yours sincerely,
[Signed] Geo. Orwell
George Orwell,
Literary Editor




2428. Review of James Joyce by Harry Levin

Manchester Evening News, 2 March 1944

No one writing in English in our time has excited so much controversy as James Joyce, and even among his declared followers there is a division of opinion. Is Finnegans Wake Joyce’s masterpiece, or is it simply an elephantine crossword puzzle, product of emotional sterility? On the whole Mr. Levin is a Finnegans Wake man. He defends not merely the obscurity but the essential frivolity of Joyce’s later work, and though he will not convert anyone who does not like that kind of thing, he can at least show what Joyce was aiming at and what is the connection between Finnegans Wake and the relatively intelligible Ulysses.

Now that it begins to be possible to see it in perspective the essential process in Joyce’s work appears to be the thinning out of a tragic impulse. A novelist is being gradually smothered by a lexicographer. If one compares Dubliners, the little book of short stories which Joyce wrote round about 1910 and published in 1914, with Ulysses, published in 1922, one notes an enormous increase in virtuosity in the later book, but also a relative lack of feeling.

Dubliners as well as being “slight” is often clumsy, but it is the product of someone who is intensely sorry for the people about him and indignant over their warped, miserable lives. The last story in it, The Dead, is one of the most touching stories in English. Ulysses, as Mr. Levin rightly says, is conceived primarily in a comic spirit, but even where it ought to be moving it is not. The would-be hero, Stephen Dedalus, whose problems at least seemed real in the earlier book, Portrait of the Artist, is by general consent completely intolerable in Ulysses, and even Leopold Bloom, sympathetic though he is, somehow does not evoke much pity even when his situation is pitiful.

Ulysses is even now a difficult book unless one has been given certain clues beforehand, and Mr. Levin’s chapters on it will be a useful guide to anyone who is reading it for the first time. They help to dispose of the merely surface difficulties, but the one great fault of Ulysses remains—that is, that it is impossible to be completely certain what it is aiming at. It may be first and foremost an attempt to portray life as it actually is, or an attempt to denigrate the present by comparing it with the past. Probably the second motive predominates, otherwise it is difficult to see why this tale of Dublin in 1904 should be so laboriously stretched on to the framework of the Odyssey.

Every episode in Odysseus’s wanderings reappears in some dwindled and ridiculous form. Odysseus himself has shrunk into the out-at-elbow Jewish advertisement canvasser Leopold Bloom, the Cyclops is a dropsical Sinn Feiner, the sirens are two barmaids gossiping while Bloom tucks into liver and bacon, the chaste Penelope has turned into Mollie Bloom, with her twenty-five lovers, and so on.

If Joyce is definitely saying any one thing he appears to be saying, “Just look how we have deteriorated since the Bronze Age!” But some of the incidents are tiresome and unconvincing, and again and again the story is overwhelmed or diverted by mere literary cleverness. It is this that gives the book its fragmentary character and also its chief fascination.

If anything Mr. Levin seems rather to underrate the writing of Ulysses. The book is like a scrapheap littered with jewels: wonderful snatches of poetic prose (“waves, the sea-horses, champing, brightwind-bridled, steeds of Manahaan”), brilliant word pictures (for instance, of a butcher’s shop: “sheepsnouts bloodypapered snivelling nosejam on sawdust”), parodies of newspaper articles and Irish Bronze Age epics, some of them uproariously funny, and experiments in the rendering of thought-processes, such as the “bronze by gold” chapter, and Bloom’s silent soliloquies, which had never before been attempted in English.

But some passages, such as the elephantine conversation about Hamlet, are terribly boring, and moreover Joyce, like so many English and Irish novelists, can never resist the temptation to burlesque. Nor can he ever resist turning aside to try a literary experiment: in Ulysses even the growling of a dog is irrelevantly turned into a poem. Ulysses has every merit except those that a novel ought to have. The Dead would still be a good story if it were told in other words, but in Ulysses the words are already winning as against the subject-matter.

Clearly Ulysses is the more original book and the more interesting to professional writers, but it would not be surprising if in the long run Dubliners and Portrait of the Artist came to be rated above it.

In Finnegans Wake, which starts where Ulysses leaves off—Ulysses ends with Bloom falling asleep, and the whole of Finnegans Wake happens in the dreaming brain of one H. C. Earwicker, a Dublin publican—the words have finally won. There is no emotional interest, and no attempt at any, and the entire book is written in a private language which Joyce has evolved by telescoping together the words of many tongues, living and dead.

Mr. Levin says that what Joyce is doing is to “escape from the nightmare of history,” by which he seems to mean that H. C. Earwicker, whose initials also stand for Haveth Childers Everywhere and Here Comes Everybody, represents the entire human race. Just by having so much crammed into him, however, Earwicker loses any individual interest.

Some of Joyce’s portmanteau words are expressive as well as ingenious (for instance, “umbroglio” to describe Mr. Chamberlain’s foreign policy), but the book as a whole is unreadable unless one regards it as a sort of word-game. Mr. Levin does describe it among other things as a game, and says that digging out the buried meanings is a fascinating job: which may be true, but one has the right to answer that that is not the kind of fascination one looks for in a work of art.

On Finnegans Wake one can suspend judgment: in fifteen years it will be either intelligible or forgotten. But now that Ulysses is legally purchasable1 again no one who is interested in contemporary literature should neglect to read it. Mr. Levin’s book is an excellent introduction to it, and the fact that he also deals at length with the other books helps to put Ulysses in its proper perspective.

[Fee: £8.8.0; 28.2.44]




2429. ‘As I Please,’ 14

Tribune, 3 March 1944

Some weeks ago a Catholic reader of Tribune wrote to protest against a review by Mr. Charles Hamblett. She objected to his remarks about St. Teresa, and about St. Joseph of Copertino, the saint who once flew round a cathedral carrying a bishop on his back. I answered defending Mr. Hamblett, and got a still more indignant letter in return. This letter raises a number of very important points, and at least one of them seems to me to deserve discussion. The relevance of flying saints to the Socialist movement may not at first sight be very clear, but I think I can show that the present nebulous state of Christian doctrine has serious implications which neither Christians nor Socialists have faced.

The substance of my correspondent’s letter is that it doesn’t matter whether St. Teresa and the rest of them flew through the air or not: what matters is that St. Teresa’s “vision of the world changed the course of history.” I would concede this. Having lived in an Oriental country I have developed a certain indifference to miracles, and I well know that having delusions, or even being an outright lunatic, is quite compatible with what is loosely called genius. William Blake, for instance, was a lunatic in my opinion. Joan of Arc was probably a lunatic. Newton believed in astrology,1 Strindberg believed in magic. However, the miracles of the saints are a minor matter. It also appears from my correspondent’s letter that even the most central doctrines of the Christian religion don’t have to be accepted in a literal sense. It doesn’t matter, for instance, whether Jesus Christ ever existed. “The figure of Christ (myth, or man, or god, it does not matter) so transcends all the rest that I only wish that everyone would look, before rejecting that version of life.” Christ, therefore, may be a myth, or he may have been merely a human being, or the account given of him in the Creeds may be true. So we arrive at this position: Tribune must not poke fun at the Christian religion, but the existence of Christ, which innumerable people have been burnt for denying, is a matter of indifference.

Now, is this orthodox Catholic doctrine? My impression is that it is not. I can think of passages in the writings of popular Catholic apologists such as Father Woodlock and Father Ronald Knox in which it is stated in the clearest terms that Christian doctrine means what it appears to mean, and is not to be accepted in some wishy-washy metaphorical sense. Father Knox refers specifically to the idea that it doesn’t matter whether Christ actually existed, as a “horrible” idea. But what my correspondent says would be echoed by many Catholic intellectuals. If you talk to a thoughtful Christian, Catholic or Anglican, you often find yourself laughed at for being so ignorant as to suppose that anyone ever took the doctrines of the Church literally. These doctrines have, you are told, a quite other meaning which you are too crude to understand. Immortality of the soul doesn’t mean that you, John Smith, will remain conscious after you are dead. Resurrection of the body doesn’t mean that John Smith’s body will actually be resurrected—and so on and so on. Thus the Catholic intellectual is able, for controversial purposes, to play a sort of handy-pandy game, repeating the articles of the Creed in exactly the same terms as his forefathers, while defending himself from the charge of superstition by explaining that he is speaking in parables. Substantially his claim is that though he himself doesn’t believe in any very definite way in life after death, there has been no change in Christian belief, since our ancestors didn’t really believe in it either. Meanwhile a vitally important fact—that one of the props of Western civilisation has been knocked away—is obscured.

I do not know whether, officially, there has been any alteration in Christian doctrine. Father Knox and my correspondent would seem to be in disagreement about this. But what I do know is that belief in survival after death—the individual survival of John Smith, still conscious of himself as John Smith—is enormously less widespread than it was. Even among professing Christians it is probably decaying; other people, as a rule, don’t even entertain the possibility that it might be true. But our forefathers, so far as we know, did believe in it. Unless all that they wrote about it was intended to mislead us, they believed it in an exceedingly literal, concrete way. Life on earth, as they saw it, was simply a short period of preparation for an infinitely more important life beyond the grave. But that notion has disappeared, or is disappearing, and the consequences have not really been faced.

Western civilisation, unlike some Oriental civilisations, was founded partly on the belief in individual immortality. If one looks at the Christian religion from the outside, this belief appears far more important than the belief in God. The Western conception of good and evil is very difficult to separate from it. There is little doubt that the modern cult of power-worship is bound up with the modern man’s feeling that life here and now is the only life there is. If death ends everything, it becomes much harder to believe that you can be in the right even if you are defeated. Statesmen, nations, theories, causes are judged almost inevitably by the test of material success. Supposing that one can separate the two phenomena, I would say that the decay of the belief in personal immortality has been as important as the rise of machine civilisation. Machine civilisation has terrible possibilities, as you probably reflected the other night when the ack-ack guns started up: but the other thing has terrible possibilities too, and it cannot be said that the Socialist movement has given much thought to them.

I do not want the belief in life after death to return, and in any case it is not likely to return. What I do point out is that its disappearance has left a big hole, and that we ought to take notice of that fact. Reared for thousands of years on the notion that the individual survives, man has got to make a considerable psychological effort to get used to the notion that the individual perishes. He is not likely to salvage civilisation unless he can evolve a system of good and evil which is independent of heaven and hell. Marxism, indeed, does supply this, but it has never really been popularised. Most Socialists are content to point out that once Socialism has been established we shall be happier in a material sense, and to assume that all problems lapse when one’s belly is full. But the truth is the opposite: when one’s belly is empty, one’s only problem is an empty belly. It is when we have got away from drudgery and exploitation that we shall really start wondering about man’s destiny and the reason for his existence. One cannot have any worthwhile picture of the future unless one realises how much we have lost by the decay of Christianity. Few Socialists seem to be aware of this. And the Catholic intellectuals who cling to the letter of the Creeds while reading into them meanings they were never meant to have, and who snigger at anyone simple enough to suppose that the Fathers of the Church meant what they said, are simply raising smokescreens to conceal their own disbelief from themselves.

I have very great pleasure in welcoming the reappearance of the Cornhill Magazine after its four years’ absence. Apart from the articles—there is a good one on Mayakovsky by Maurice Bowra, and another good one by Raymond Mortimer on Brougham and Macaulay—there are some interesting notes by the editor on the earlier history of the Cornhill. One fact that these bring out is the size and wealth of the Victorian reading public, and the vast sums earned by literary men in those days. The first number of the Cornhill sold 120,000 copies. It paid Trollope £2,000 for a serial—he had demanded £3,000—and commissioned another from George Eliot at £10,000. Except for the tiny few who managed to crash into the film world, these sums would be quite unthinkable nowadays. You would have to be a topnotcher even to get into the £2,000 class. As for £10,000, to get that for a single book you would have to be someone like Edgar Rice Burroughs. A novel nowadays is considered to have done very well if it brings its author £500—a sum which a successful laywer can earn in a single day. The book ramp is not so new as “Beachcomber” and other enemies of the literary race imagine.


Charles Hamblett had reviewed The Eagle and the Dove by Victoria Sackville-West in Tribune on 4 February 1944. His review was short and uncomplimentary towards what he called ‘Roman Catholic hocus-pocus’ which Miss Sackville-West discussed with ‘objectivity.’ He concluded:

The book is crammed with facts about holy freaks who have capered epileptically Godwards. Saint Joseph of Cupertius, for instance, who “at any moment was apt to rise in the air and remain suspended for a long time.” This moron, who was so absent-minded that he forgot to eat, was known familiarly as Bocca aperta, the gaper.

Perhaps some worthy person is lighting a candle to the air-minded Saint at this moment.


The following week Mary Murphy wrote protesting at ‘the extraordinary vulgarity’ of this review. She claimed that reviews by critics not of the Catholic faith had written differently of the book: ‘It remained for Tribune alone to lower itself to such depths of offensiveness and bad taste.’ The issue of 24 March printed two letters which took up Orwell’s article. The novelist J. H. Symons (1873–1994) argued that Orwell’s remarks were ‘a very good example of the state of profound ignorance in which the ordinary man flounders, when he begins to discuss the subject of “a belief in life after death.”’ The letter from Charles Davey suggested that for Orwell to take Fathers Woodlock and Knox as representatives of the Roman Catholic Church was rather like taking H. G. Wells and Bernard Shaw as representatives of Socialism. However, he congratulated Orwell ‘on being one of the first of his generation of intellectuals who has realised that even if you solve the problems concerned with man’s daily bread, you can’t leave those of man’s destiny in doubt, or settle them with easy philosophising that doesn’t satisfy men’s instinctive feelings.’

It was not only Orwell’s own writing that led to vigorous discussion: his work as literary editor was called into question. In the same issue as his ‘As I Please,’ 14, Tribune published this protest (as it was titled).



During the last few months Tribune has published in its literary section a number of highly doubtful articles against which we vigorously protest. Among these are certain passages of Arthur Koestler’s article “Literary Idolatry,” which mixes effective criticism of Aragon and “Silence de la Mer,” with historical fallacies so flagrant that they undermine the integrity of the Socialist point of view. Also a stupid note by a very stupid person who signs° Stevie Smith.2 This note refers to a young poet writing in French, called Feyyaz Fergar. Your critic claims that this poet is a Frenchman, and builds up all the attack on the assumption that he is living in an occupied country. Actually, it transpires that he is a Turk living in London. The absurdity is increased by attributing the sources of this Turk’s inspiration to Baudelaire and Hugo, when in reality he is an obvious follower of Paul Eluard—Eluard of the nineteen-thirties. Further, the article by Stephen Spender on Gascoyne’s book Poems, 1937–42, is given the headline “Surrealism.” We do not wish to discuss the merits of Mr. Gascoyne’s poems and Mr. Spender himself does not mention Surrealism in his review. He probably appreciates only too well that Mr. Gascoyne’s collapse into the erotic-mysticism of Pierre-Jean Jouve has no longer anything in common with the Surrealists. But why, then, should your editorial create this false impression and announce in the contents of No. 371, “Surrealism,” by Stephen Spender?

Two of the present signatories, in an attempt to clarify some of the confusion created by recent articles, notes and letters, sent to your paper an article which was refused on the pretext that “enough has been written recently about French poetry.” This refusal to admit that mistakes have been made betrays a scandalous indifference to the real trend of progressive thought outside this country and an attitude which can only create a very favourable breeding ground for reaction and the revival of patriotic hysteria.

If Tribune is to take a lead between those who pull back and those who are ignorant, it will be necessary to adopt an attitude which is both better informed and more willing to accept the criticism of those who believe in intellectual as well as political integrity.

E. L. T. Mesens,
Editor, London Bulletin, former leader
Surrealist Movement in Belgium.
Roland Penrose,
Surrealist Group in England.
Jacques B. Brunius,
Surrealist Movement in France.
Patrick Waldberg
Surrealist Group in the U.S.A.


The Koestler article appeared in Tribune on 26 November 1943, a day or two before Orwell assumed office. Stevie Smith’s ‘Poems from France,’ a review of Gestes à la Mer by Feyyaz Fergar, an editor of Dint (see 2357, n.1), was in the 21 January 1944 issue; and ‘Surrealism,’ a review by Stephen Spender of David Gascoyne’s Poems 1937–1942, in the 4 February 1944 issue.

Orwell did have his defenders, however. On 5 May 1944, J. B. Allwood wrote to say how pleased he was that Tribune refused to accept ‘the international aridity of “Marxist” writing, or the cosmopolitan sloppiness of the surrealists.’ The editors then concluded correspondence on this topic. Nevertheless, letters of protest about another surrealist topic were published on 18 August 1944.






2430. John Davys Beresford to Orwell

7 March 1944


J. D. Beresford (1873–1947), prolific novelist and writer of short stories, acknowledged a gift of £2 from Orwell on behalf of the novelist and essayist, John Cowper Powys (1872–1963), who was then in need of financial help. Beresford told Orwell that Powys’s publishers had responded ‘in practical ways’ that should enable Powys to keep going comfortably for some time. The appeal on Powys’s behalf was therefore being suspended, at least for the time being. There would probably be no need to call upon Orwell again for money.

Evidently, when sending his gift. Orwell had told Beresford how much he admired his novel, A Candidate for Truth, the second volume of Beresford’s Jacob Stahl trilogy and one of his earliest works (1912). Beresford was plainly delighted to have a novel of thirty-two years ago remembered.






2431. To Roy Fuller

7 March 1944      Typewritten

10a Mortimer Crescent
London NW 6

Dear Mr Fuller,1

Since receiving your letter I have procured a copy of the Little Reviews Anthology2 and read your story, “Fletcher”. I must say that I myself cannot see anything anti-semitic in it. I imagine that what Cedric Dover3 meant was that the central character was a Jew and also a not very admirable character, and perhaps that counts as anti-semitism nowadays. I am sorry about this, but you will understand that as Literary Editor I cannot read all the books sent out for review and have to take the reviewers’ judgement for granted. Of course if he had made a bald-headed attack on you as an anti-semite I should have checked up on it before printing, but I think he only said “subtly anti-semitic” or words to that effect.4 I am sorry that you should have had this annoyance. I must add, however, that by my own experience it is almost impossible to mention Jews in print, either favourably or unfavourably, without getting into trouble.

Yours truly
[Signed] Geo. Orwell
George Orwell




2432. ‘As I Please,’ 15

Tribune, 10 March 1944

Reading as nearly as possible simultaneously Mr. Derrick Leon’s Life of Tolstoy, Miss Gladys Storey’s book on Dickens, Harry Levin’s book on James Joyce, and the autobiography (not yet published in this country) of Salvador Dali, the surrealist painter,1 I was struck even more forcibly than usual by the advantage that an artist derives from being born into a relatively healthy society.

When I first read War and Peace I must have been twenty, an age at which one is not intimidated by long novels, and my sole quarrel with his book (three stout volumes—the length of perhaps four modern novels) was that it did not go on long enough. It seemed to me that Nicholas and Natacha Rostov, Peter Besukhov, Denisov and all the rest of them, were people about whom one would gladly go on reading for ever. The fact is that the minor Russian aristocracy of that date, with their boldness and simplicity, their countrified pleasures, their stormy love affairs and enormous families, were very charming people. Such a society could not possibly be called just or progressive. It was founded on serfdom, a fact that made Tolstoy uneasy even in his boyhood, and even the “enlightened” aristocrat would have found it difficult to think of the peasant as the same species of animal as himself. Tolstoy himself did not give up beating his servants till he was well on into adult life.

The landowner exercised a sort of droit du seigneur over the peasants on his estate. Tolstoy had at least one bastard, and his morganatic half-brother was the family coachman. And yet one cannot feel for these simple-minded, prolific Russians the same contempt as one feels for the sophisticated cosmopolitan scum who gave Dali his livelihood. Their saving grace is that they are rustics, they have never heard of benzedrine or gilded toenails, and though Tolstoy was later to repent of the sins of his youth more vociferously than most people, he must have known that he drew his strength—his creative power as well as the strength of his vast muscles—from that rude, healthy background where one shot woodcocks on the marshes and girls thought themselves lucky if they went to three dances in a year.

One of the big gaps in Dickens is that he writes nothing, even in a burlesque spirit, about country life. Of agriculture he does not even pretend to know anything. There are some farcical descriptions of shooting in the Pickwick Papers, but Dickens, as a middle-class radical, would be incapable of describing such amusements sympathetically. He sees field-sports as primarily an exercise in snobbishness, which they already were in the England of that date. The enclosures, industrialism, the vast differentiation of wealth, and the cult of the pheasant and the red deer, had all combined to drive the mass of the English people off the land and make the hunting instinct, which is probably almost universal in human beings, seem merely a fetish of the aristocracy. Perhaps the best thing in War and Peace is the description of the wolf hunt. In the end it is the peasant’s dog that outstrips those of the nobles and gets the wolf; and afterwards Natacha finds it quite natural to dance in the peasant’s hut.

To see such scenes in England you would have had to go back a hundred or two hundred years, to a time when difference in status did not mean any very great difference in habits. Dickens’s England was already dominated by the “Trespassers will be Prosecuted” board. When one thinks of the accepted Left Wing attitude towards hunting, shooting and the like, it is queer to reflect that Lenin, Stalin and Trotsky were all of them keen sportsmen in their day. But then they belonged to a large empty country where there was no necessary connection between sport and snobbishness, and the divorce between country and town was never complete. The society which almost any modern novelist has as his material is very much meaner, less comely and less carefree than Tolstoy’s, and to grasp this has been one of the signs of talent.2 Joyce would have been falsifying the facts if he had made the people in Dubliners less disgusting than they are. But the natural advantage lay with Tolstoy: for, other things being equal, who would not rather write about Peter and Natacha than about furtive seductions in boarding-houses or drunken Catholic business-men celebrating a “retreat”?

In his book on Joyce Mr. Harry Levin gives a few biographical details, but is unable to tell us much about Joyce’s last year of life. All we know is that when the Nazis entered France he escaped over the border into Switzerland, to die about a year later in his old home in Zurich. Even the whereabouts of Joyce’s children is not, it seems, known for certain.

The academic critics could not resist the opportunity to kick Joyce’s corpse. The Times gave him a mean, cagey little obituary, and then—though the Times has never lacked space for letters about batting averages or the first cuckoo—refused to print the letter of protest that T. S. Eliot wrote. This was in accordance with the grand old English tradition that the dead must always be flattered unless they happen to be artists. Let a politician die, and his worst enemies will stand up on the floor of the House and utter pious lies in his honour, but a writer or artist must be sniffed at, at least if he is any good. The entire British press united to insult D. H. Lawrence (“pornographer” was the usual description) as soon as he was dead. But the snooty obituaries were merely what Joyce would have expected. The collapse of France, and the need to flee from the Gestapo like a common political suspect, were a different matter, and when the war is over it will be very interesting to find out what Joyce thought about it.

Joyce was a conscious exile from Anglo-Irish philistinism. Ireland would have none of him, England and America barely tolerated him. His books were refused publication, destroyed when in type by timid publishers, banned when they came out, pirated with the tacit connivance of the authorities, and, in any case, largely ignored until the publication of Ulysses. He had a genuine grievance, and was extremely conscious of it. But it was also his aim to be a “pure” artist, “above the battle” and indifferent to politics. He had written Ulysses in Switzerland, with an Austrian passport and a British pension, during the 1914–18 war, to which he paid as nearly as possible no attention. But the present war, as Joyce found out, is not of a kind to be ignored, and I think it must have left him reflecting that a political choice is necessary and that even stupidity is better than totalitarianism.

One thing that Hitler and his friends have demonstrated is what a relatively good time the intellectual has had during the past hundred years. After all, how does the persecution of Joyce, Lawrence, Whitman, Baudelaire, even Oscar Wilde, compare with the kind of thing that has been happening to Liberal intellectuals all over Europe since Hitler came to power? Joyce left Ireland in disgust: he did not have to run for his life, as he did when the panzers rolled into Paris. The British Government duly banned Ulysses when it appeared, but it took the ban off 15 years later, and what is probably more important, it helped Joyce to stay alive while the book was written. And thereafter, thanks to the generosity of an anonymous admirer,3 Joyce was able to live a civilized life in Paris for nearly twenty years, working away at Finnegans Wake and surrounded by a circle of disciples, while industrious teams of experts translated Ulysses not only into various European languages but even into Japanese. Between 1900 and 1920 he had known hunger and neglect: but take it for all in all, his life would appear a pretty good one if one were viewing it from inside a German concentration camp.

What would the Nazis have done with Joyce if they could have laid hands on him? We don’t know. They might even have made efforts to win him over and add him to their bag of “converted” literary men. But he must have seen that they had not only broken up the society that he was used to, but were the deadly enemies of everything that he valued. The battle which he had wanted to be “above” did, after all, concern him fairly directly, and I like to think that before the end he brought himself to utter some non-neutral comment on Hitler—and coming from Joyce it might be quite a stinger—which is lying in Zurich and will be accessible after the war.




2433. Review of Other Men’s Flowers, selected and annotated by A. P. Wavell

The Observer, 12 March 1944

Most of the poems in Lord Wavell’s anthology are probably to be found in other anthologies, but that is nothing to complain about at a time when libraries are bombed or shut for the duration and almost any book is liable to be out of print. Picking almost at random among the two hundred or more poems that the book contains, here are some of the things that one comes upon:


“High Tide on the Coast of Lincolnshire” (Jean Ingelow), “The Mary Gloster” (Rudyard Kipling), “I’ve been in Debt, in Love, and in Drink” (Alexander Brome), the Rubaiyat of Omar Khayyam, “I have a Rendezvous with Death” (Alan Seeger), “The Owl and the Pussy-Cat” (Edward Lear), “Auguries of Innocence” (Blake), “Bishop Blougram’s Apology” (Browning), “She was Poor but She was Honest” (Anon.), “The Hound of Heaven” (Francis Thompson), “To his Coy Mistress” (Marvell), “How we Beat the Favourite” (Adam Lindsay Gordon), “An Irish Airman Foresees his Fate” (W. B. Yeats), “Cynara” (Ernest Dowson), “Dream-Pedlary” (Thomas Lovell Beddoes).



Even to put one’s hand on all of these one would have to be better provided with books than most people are nowadays, and Lord Wavell’s choice ranges more widely than this list indicates. But it is, he says, “a purely personal anthology,” consisting of “the poems I could repeat, entire or in great part.” Like many other people, he likes to repeat verse to himself when driving a car or riding a horse (but not when walking, he adds), and he admits a preference for verse that can be declaimed. This perhaps accounts for his having included in his collection some distinctly “phoney” battle-pieces by G. K. Chesterton. Quoting a poem written about London during the blitz, Lord Wavell adds this footnote:


I read these verses in an Egyptian newspaper while flying from Cairo to Barce in Cyrenaica at the beginning of April, 1941, to try to deal with Rommel’s counter-attack. I was uncomfortable in body—for the bomber was cramped and draughty—and in mind, for I knew I had been caught with insufficient strength to meet a heavy counter-attack; reading this poem and committing it to memory did something to relieve my discomforts of body and mind.



It so happens that the poem in question is a very bad one,1 but these lines could only have been written by a true lover of poetry. It is a peculiarity of poetry that it always makes its strongest impact at odd and unsuitable moments (when one is dodging the traffic in Oxford Circus, for instance), and though we have not all got Lord Wavell’s prodigious memory, no one can ever be truly said to “care about” a poem unless he has made at least an effort to learn it by heart.

To review an anthology is inevitably to find fault, and some serious charges can be made against this one. One could forgive Lord Wavell for allowing too much space to Browning and Kipling, but in too many cases he has represented a poet by only one poem and then chosen the wrong one. For instance, if Suckling is to appear only once it was a pity to put in the hackneyed “Why so pale and wan, fond lover?” and not the less-known and immensely superior “Ballad upon a Wedding.” Or again, with only one piece from the “Ingoldsby Legends,” why pick on “The Lay of St. Cuthbert” instead of, say, “The Lay of St. Dunstan” or “Bloudie Jacke of Shrewsberrie”? Thackeray is represented by “The Chronicle of the Drum” and “The King of Brentford”: “The Ballad of the Bouillabaisse” would have been better. Gerard Manley Hopkins, who is none too accessible and needs all the reprinting he can get, is only represented by four rather colourless lines. It was also a pity to quote only a tiny fragment of Hilaire Belloc’s brilliant early poem, “The Modern Traveller,” which is now seemingly almost unprocurable.

One could extend this list of complaints—though, of course, such complaints add up in the end to the statement that the only perfect anthology is the one you have compiled for yourself. At least there will be something in this book to please everyone who cares for poetry at all, and though some readers may squirm when they come across “Lepanto” or Newbolt’s “Drake’s Drum” (why not the comparatively sympathetic “Vitai Lampada” if Newbolt was to appear at all?), still, they must admire the catholic taste which can find enjoyment in this kind of thing along with Shakespeare’s Sonnets, “Sir Patrick Spens” and “La Belle Dame Sans Merci.”

Lord Wavell has arranged his chosen pieces according to their subject matter and added notes which, he says, were demanded by the publisher and should not be taken too seriously. They are, nevertheless, well worth reading, especially his remarks on war poetry. He has little enjoyment in any modern verse—anything subsequent to 1919, that is—but with unusual humility admits he may be wrong. When a poem lacks a title he gives it one himself, sometimes with happy results. It was a neat touch to reprint the passage from “Henry IV” in which Hotspur complains of the “popinjay” who came to claim the prisoners and head it “The Staff Officer.” This is not a perfect anthology, but it is quite good enough to make one feel a certain regret that the man who compiled it should be wasting his talents on the most thankless job in the world.2

[Fee: £5.5.0; 9.3.44]




2434. Rejected Review of Faith, Reason and Civilisation by Harold J. Laski1

For Manchester Evening News; submitted 13 March 1944      Typescript

It is about a year since Professor Laski produced his Reflections on the Revolution of Our Time, a larger and more elaborate book than the present one, but dealing with approximately the same subject. At that time there were unmistakable signs of uneasiness in Professor Laski’s mind. There were even passages in his book which called up irresistably° the picture of a child swallowing castor oil. Now, however, Professor Laski has found out the right method of dealing with castor oil. Squirt a little lemon and brandy on top of it, hold your nose, shut your eyes, gulp the stuff down, follow it up immediately with a lump of chocolate, and really the experience becomes almost bearable.

What is this castor oil with which Professor Laski used once to have difficulties? It is the authoritarian element in Russian Socialism: more broadly, it is the extreme danger of using dictatorship as a road to democracy. Professor Laski is a Socialist, but he is also a democrat and a believer in freedom of thought. He is justly concerned about the danger of world-wide counter-revolution, and he is aware that the USSR is the real dynamo of the Socialist movement in this country and everywhere else. Therefore the USSR must be safeguarded at all costs. But this, as he sees it, means shutting one’s eyes to purges, liquidations, the dictatorship of a minority, suppression of criticism and so forth. It is a painful problem, and in his last book he talked about it and about.2 Now, however, he has found the answer to it in an analogy—a false analogy as it happens, but evidently a comforting one for the time being.

It is, that the USSR in the modern world corresponds to the Christian Church in the period of the break-up of the Roman Empire. It is the repository of the new doctrines which can both save civilisation and make a fresh advance possible. Just as the early Christians saved the crumbling world of the ancients by giving a new meaning to life, so “the Russian idea” can revivify Western society and take the place of the religious beliefs which (Professor Laski thinks) have outlived their usefulness.

Throughout, Professor Laski uses “the Russian idea” and “Socialism” interchangeably. The Russian regime is assumed not to have altered substantially since 1917: it aims at the establishment of human brotherhood and equality just as singlemindedly as the early Church aimed at the establishment of the Kingdom of God. And it is easy to see how useful this analogy is in reconciling Professor Laski to the principle of totalitarianism. After all, anything can be forgiven to fanatics! Heresy-hunting, persecution, mental dishonesty—they were all common enough among the early Christians, who were nevertheless the founders of our civilisation. And though there were thoughtful pagans who objected to the crudity and superstition of the Christians, at bottom they were only seeking to defend their own privileges. Similarly, those in our own day who object to dictatorship are, at bottom, merely defenders of laissez-faire capitalism.

Look a little more closely at this analogy, and you can see that it is false in every particular. To begin with, Christian doctrine was formed at a time when the Church had no power. The early Christians were a hunted sect, largely consisting of slaves: the Russian government rules over a sixth of the earth. Secondly, in spite of heresies and controversies, Christian doctrine was relatively stable. Communist doctrine changes so often and so drastically that to continue believing in it is almost incompatible with mental integrity. Professor Laski ignores both of these differences. He assumes, as though it were not in dispute, that Stalin’s aims are identical with Lenin’s, and that the whole trend of development within the USSR has been in the direction of more democracy, more liberty and more social equality. Here and there he admits, usually in a parenthesis, that certain features of the Soviet regime are open to criticism, but always defends them on “tu quoque” lines—that is, by pointing out that similar abuses exist in Britain or the U.S.A.

Now, the problem that Professor Laski came near to meeting in his last book, but completely evades in this one, is a problem that does not necessarily involve the USSR at all, except perhaps for purposes of illustration. It is simply this: that if you set up a dictatorship, you have no way of ensuring that the dictator will do what he has promised to do. Any non-democratic version of Socialism necessarily puts all power into the hands of a small clique, and that clique has as much interest in clinging to its privileges as the capitalist class in Britain or America, or any other oligarchy. Despotism based on power instead of money is the inherent danger of Socialism, and it is vitally necessary that it should be foreseen in advance. Instead of warning his readers against it, Professor Laski has chosen to assume that it does not exist.

Why? At bottom, no doubt, because he knows that capitalism is still very strong, that after the war it is capable of making a temporary come-back, with disastrous results, and he fears that it may be demoralising to point out that Socialism also has its dangers. Therefore, don’t criticise the USSR, don’t insist on the all-importance of freedom of speech, don’t mention doubtful subjects like the3 GPU and the “Soviet millionaires”; because if you speak of such things there is danger that the average man will think you are defending capitalism. That, probably, is how Professor Laski’s thoughts run. And certainly the dilemma is a painful one. To work all your life for Socialism, to see at last a state definitely describable as Socialist arise and triumphantly hold its own amid a hostile world, and then to have to admit that it too has its failings—that needs courage. But we expect courage of Professor Laski, and he would write a better book if he would occasionally take the risk of giving ammunition to the reactionaries.




2435. ‘As I Please,’ 16

Tribune, 17 March 1944

With no power to put my decrees into operation, but with as much authority as most of the exile “governments” now sheltering in various parts of the world, I pronounce sentence of death on the following words and expressions:—

Achilles heel, jackboot, hydra-headed, ride roughshod over, stab in the back, petty-bourgeois, stinking corpse, liquidate, iron heel, blood-stained oppressor, cynical betrayal, lackey, flunkey, mad dog, jackal, hyena, blood bath.

No doubt this list will have to be added to from time to time, but it will do to go on with. It contains a fair selection of the dead metaphors and ill-translated foreign phrases which have been current in Marxist literature for years past.

There are, of course, many other perversions of the English language besides this one. There is official English, or Stripetrouser, the language of White Papers, Parliamentary debates (in their more decorous moments) and B.B.C. news bulletins. There are the scientists and the economists, with their instinctive preference for words like “contraindicate” and “deregionalisation.” There is American slang, which for all its attractiveness probably tends to impoverish the language in the long run. And there is the general slovenliness of modern English speech with its decadent vowel sounds (throughout the London area you have to use sign language to distinguish between “threepence” and “three-half-pence”) and its tendency to make verbs and nouns interchangeable. But here I am concerned only with one kind of bad English, Marxist English, or Pamphletese, which can be studied in the Daily Worker, the Labour Monthly, Plebs, the New Leader, and similar papers.

Many of the expressions used in political literature are simply euphemisms or rhetorical tricks. “Liquidate,” for instance (or “eliminate”), is a polite word for “to kill,” while “realism” normally means “dishonesty.” But Marxist phraseology is peculiar in that it consists largely of translations. Its characteristic vocabulary comes ultimately from German or Russian phrases which have been adopted in one country after another with no attempt to find suitable equivalents. Here, for instance, is a piece of Marxist writing—it happens to be an address delivered to the Allied armies by the citizens of Pantelleria:—

The citizens of Pantelleria “pay grateful homage to the Anglo-American forces for the promptness with which they have liberated them from the evil yoke of a megalomaniac and satanic regime which, not content with having sucked like a monstrous octopus the best energies of true Italians for twenty years, is now reducing Italy to a mass of ruins and misery for one motive only—the insane personal profit of its chiefs, who, under an ill-concealed mask of hollow, so-called patriotism, hide the basest passions, and, plotting together with the German pirates, hatch the lowest egoism and blackest treatment while all the time, with revolting cynicism, they tread on the blood of thousands of Italians.”

This filthy stew of words is presumably a translation from the Italian, but the point is that one would not recognize it as such. It might be a translation from any other European language, or it might come straight out of the Daily Worker; so truly international is this style of writing. Its characteristic is the endless use of ready-made metaphors. In the same spirit, when Italian submarines were sinking the ships that took arms to Republican Spain, the Daily Worker urged the British Admiralty to “sweep the mad dogs from the seas.” Clearly, people capable of using such phrases have ceased to remember that words have meanings.

A Russian friend tells me that the Russian language is richer than English in terms of abuse, so that Russian invective cannot always be accurately translated. Thus when Molotov referred to the Germans as “cannibals,” he was perhaps using some word which sounded natural in Russian, but to which “cannibal” was only a rough approximation. But our local Communists have taken over, from the defunct Inprecorr1 and similar sources, a whole series of these crudely-translated phrases, and from force of habit have come to think of them as actual English expressions. The Communist vocabulary of abuse (applied to Fascists or Socialists according to the “line” of the moment) includes such terms as hyena, corpse, lackey, pirate, hangman, bloodsucker, mad dog, criminal, assassin. Whether at first, second or third hand, these are all translations, and by no means the kind of word that an English person naturally uses to express disapproval. And language of this kind is used with an astonishing indifference as to its meaning. Ask a journalist what a jackboot is, and you will find that he does not know. Yet he goes on talking about jackboots. Or what is meant by “to ride roughshod”? Very few people know that either. For that matter, in my experience, very few Socialists know the meaning of the word “proletariat.”

You can see a good example of Marxist language at its worst in the words “lackey” and “flunkey.” Pre-revolutionary Russia was still a feudal country in which hordes of idle menservants were part of the social set-up; in that context “lackey,” as a word of abuse, had a meaning. In England, the social landscape is quite different. Except at public functions, the last time I saw a footman in livery was in 1921. And, in fact, in ordinary speech, the word “flunkey” has been obsolete since the ’nineties, and the word “lackey” for about a century. Yet they and other equally inappropriate words are dug up for pamphleteering purposes. The result is a style of writing that bears the same relation to writing real English as doing a jigsaw puzzle bears to painting a picture. It is just a question of fitting together a number of readymade pieces. Just talk about hydra-headed jackboots riding roughshod over bloodstained hyenas, and you are all right. For confirmation of which, see almost any pamphlet issued by the Communist Party—or by any other political party, for that matter.




2436. To Leonard Moore

19 March 1944      Typewritten

10a Mortimer Crescent
London NW 6

Dear Mr Moore,

I have finished my book1 and will be sending you the MS in a few days’ time. It is being typed now. I make it about 30,000 words. To avoid wasting time I think we ought to decide in advance what to do about showing it to Gollancz. According to our contract he has the first refusal of my fiction books, and this would come under the heading of fiction, as it is a sort of fairy story, really a fable with a political meaning. I think, however, Gollancz wouldn’t publish it, as it is strongly anti-Stalin in tendency. Nor is it any use wasting time on Warburg, who probably wouldn’t touch anything of this tendency and to my knowledge is very short of paper. I suggest therefore that we ought to tell Gollancz but let him know that the book is not likely to suit him, and say that we will only send it along if he very definitely wants to see it. I am going to write to him in this sense now. The point is that if Gollancz and his readers get hold of it, even if they end by not taking it, they will probably hang onto the MS for weeks. So I will write to him, and then he will know about it before you get the MS.

As to what publisher to approach, I think Nicholson and Watson might be the best.2 I told one of their men I had a book coming along and he seemed anxious to get hold of it. Or else Hutchinson, where I have a contact in Robert Neumann. Or anyone else who (a) has got some paper and (b) isn’t in the arms of Stalin. The latter is important. This book is murder from the Communist point of view, though no names are mentioned. Provided we can get over these difficulties I fancy the book should find a publisher, judging by the stuff they do print nowadays.

I am going to send two copies. I think we might have a try at an American publication as well. About a year ago the Dial Press wrote asking me to send them the next book I did, and I think they might like this one.3

I am contracted now to do a Britain in Pictures book, which I suppose will take me 6–8 weeks. After that I am arranging to do two longish literary essays, one on “No Orchids for Miss Blandish”, and one on Salvador Dali, for two magazines. When I have done those two we shall have enough stuff for the book of reprinted essays.

Yours sincerely Eric Blair




2437. To Victor Gollancz

19 March 1944      Typewritten

10a Mortimer Crescent
London NW 6

Dear Mr Gollancz,

I have just finished a book1 and the typing will be completed in a few days. You have the first refusal of my fiction books, and I think this comes under the heading of fiction. It is a little fairy story, about 30,000 words, with a political meaning. But I must tell you that it is—I think—completely unacceptable politically from your point of view (it is anti-Stalin). I don’t know whether in that case you will want to see it. If you do, of course I will send it along, but the point is that I am not anxious, naturally, for the MS to be hanging about too long. If you think that you would like to have a look at it, in spite of its not being politically O.K., could you let either me or my agent (Christy & Moore) know? Moore will have the MS. Otherwise, could you let me know that you don’t want to see it, so that I can take it elsewhere without wasting time?

Yours sincerely
[Signed] Eric Blair
Eric Blair




2438. Ethel Colquhoun to Orwell

20 March 1944


Orwell rejected a poem called ‘The Signalman’ that Ethel Colquhoun had sent to Tribune. Instead of sending it back simply with a rejection slip, he had written a personal note of explanation. In thanking him for that, Ethel Colquhoun said she assumed that that implied he would like to know what the poem meant, though she felt it was not particularly abstruse. Having explained it, she remarked that she had submitted it to give him a chance ‘of publishing a poem,’ for Tribune’s ‘poetic level is rather low.’






2439. Review of The Way of a Countryman by Sir William Beach Thomas

Manchester Evening News, 23 March 1944

It is uncertain whether the general public would think of Sir William Beach Thomas primarily as a war correspondent or as a naturalist,1 but he is in no doubt about the matter himself. The world, as he sees it, really centres round the English village, and round the trees and hedges of that village rather than the houses and the people.

In a long life he has travelled to every corner of the earth and met everyone from George Meredith to Marshal Pétain, and from Frank Harris to Theodore Roosevelt, but a glimpse of a bittern in the East Anglian marshes, a grizzly in the Canadian rockies, a twelve-pound trout in New Zealand, means more to him than any merely human celebrity.

Even the Battle of the Somme is chiefly memorable to him because, amid the tremendous roar of the opening bombardment, he saw a grey shrike for the first time.

This book is, in some sort, an autobiography, but it is only fair to give prospective readers the warning, “If you don’t like ‘nature books’ keep away.”

Sir William’s memories begin some time in the early seventies in a little village in the Shires, where his father was rector, and “four species of animal provided the bulk of our amusements … ponies, dogs, rabbits and foxes.”

Later, he was to break records for the quarter-mile at Shrewsbury and Oxford, spend busy week-ends with Lord Northcliffe, and “cover” the Ruhr during the lamentable days of the French occupation, but none of it is so vivid to him as the memory of that village childhood.

“What a number of ‘necessities of life’ we did without. We had no bicycles, of course, no motor-cars, no telephones, no wireless, no gramophone, no preserved fruit—except some repulsive dried apples—no tomatoes, no bananas, no keyless watches, and few games … We journeyed to the nearest town, nine miles away, by pony, whose feet churned up inches of white dust.”

And, needless to say, Sir William preferred it like that, including the absence of games, for though a born athlete he rightly objects to the “tyranny” of games, which was just beginning to become operative in his boyhood.

Sir William describes himself throughout as a “countryman,” but for his purposes “the country” means sport, bird-watching, and botanising rather than agriculture, and his book raises certain doubts about the whole of this class of literature.

There is no question that a love of what is loosely called “nature”—a kingfisher flashing down a stream, a bullfinch’s mossy nest, the caddis-flies in the ditch—is very widespread in England, cutting across age-groups and even class-distinctions, and attaining in some people an almost mystical intensity.

Whether it is a healthy symptom is another matter. It arises partly from the small size, equable climate, and varied scenery of England, but it is also probably bound up with the decay of English agriculture. Real rustics are not conscious of being picturesque, they do not construct bird sanctuaries, they are uninterested in any plant or animal that does not affect them directly.

In many languages all the smaller birds are called by the same name. Even in England a genuine farm labourer usually thinks that a frog and a toad are the same thing, and nearly always believes that all snakes are poisonous and that they sting with their tongues.2

The fact is that those who really have to deal with nature have no cause to be in love with it. On the East Anglian coast the older cottages for the fishermen are built with their backs to the sea. The sea is simply an enemy from the fisherman’s point of view.

Sir William’s comparatively sentimental attitude towards the land is shown by the fact that he regrets the war-time destruction of the rabbit. Probably he would also regret the extermination of that even deadlier enemy of agriculture, the pheasant.

“Nature” books are a growth of the past two hundred years. The first and probably still the best of them is Gilbert White’s “Natural History of Selborne.”

Sir William couples with this Izaak Walton’s “Compleat Angler,” written a century earlier, but Walton’s more limited and utilitarian book does not seem quite to belong in this category.

The most characteristic “nature writers” of all are W. H. Hudson, and Richard Jefferies. One may guess that it is on Jefferies that Sir William Beach Thomas has modelled himself. But Jefferies, for all his charm and his detailed observation, is curiously inhuman. His daydream expressed in a whole book was of an England from which the human beings had vanished and only the wild creatures remained.

The same outlook is implied in W. H. Hudson, whose only successful novel, “Green Mansions,” has a heroine who is half human and half bird. Hudson also wrote a whole rapturous essay on the spectacle of a field ruined by dandelions.

Nature-worship carried to this length is inherently anti-social. The more normal attitude is expressed by Crabbe, a true countryman, who wrote at least one diatribe against wild-flowers, which in his eyes were simply weeds.3 Needless to say, Sir William does not much approve of Crabbe.

Sir William started his journalist career at about the same time as Shaw, Barrie, Max Beerbohm, and J. L. Garvin. That was in the bustling days when Northcliffe had just started the “Daily Mail,” and the journalistic reminiscences are probably the best thing in this book.

The war of 1914–18 is hardly mentioned, though it is interesting to learn that for the first year or two the whole British Press was only allowed to send five correspondents to the front, and these were as far as possible prevented from seeing anything.

The book ends with a plea for the preservation and revival of rural England, with which everyone can agree even while suspecting that Sir William’s ideal picture of rural England might contain too many rabbits and not enough tractors.

[Fee: £8.8.0; 22.3.44]




2440. To Leonard Moore

23 March 1944      Typewritten

10a Mortimer Crescent
London NW6

Dear Mr Moore,

Thanks for your letter. I sent off two copies of the MS of the book yesterday and hope they reached you safely. I haven’t heard from Gollancz and I dare say he will write direct to you.

We must on no account take this book to either Eyre & Spottiswoode or Hollis & Carter. They are both Catholic publishers and Hollis, in particular, has published some most poisonous stuff since he set up in business. It would do me permanent harm to be published by either of these. I don’t know what the objections to Hutchinson’s and N. & W.1 are, but perhaps you could let me know. I should think Cape is another possibility. Or Fabers. I have a contact in Faber’s and a slight one at Cape’s.2 But let me know whom you are going to take it to. I should like it settled as early as possible.

Yours sincerely
Eric Blair




2441. ‘As I Please,’ 17

Tribune, 24 March 1944

Of all the unanswered questions of our time, perhaps the most important is: “What is Fascism?”

One of the social survey organisations in America recently asked this question of a hundred different people, and got answers ranging from “pure democracy” to “pure diabolism.” In this country if you ask the average thinking person to define Fascism, he usually answers by pointing to the German and Italian regimes. But this is very unsatisfactory, because even the major Fascist states differ from one another a good deal in structure and ideology.

It is not easy, for instance, to fit Germany and Japan into the same framework, and it is even harder with some of the small states which are describable as Fascist. It is usually assumed, for instance, that Fascism is inherently warlike, that it thrives in an atmosphere of war hysteria and can only solve its economic problems by means of war-preparation or foreign conquests. But clearly this is not true of, say, Portugal or the various South American dictatorships. Or again, anti-Semitism is supposed to be one of the distinguishing marks of Fascism; but some Fascist movements are not anti-Semitic. Learned controversies, reverberating for years on end in American magazines, have not even been able to determine whether or not Fascism is a form of Capitalism. But still, when we apply the term “Fascism” to Germany or Japan or Mussolini’s Italy, we know broadly what we mean. It is in internal politics that this word has lost the last vestige of meaning. For if you examine the Press you will find that there is almost no set of people—certainly no political party or organised body of any kind—which has not been denounced as Fascist during the past ten years.

Here I am not speaking of the verbal use of the term “Fascist.” I am speaking of what I have seen in print. I have seen the words “Fascist in sympathy,” or “of Fascist tendency,” or just plain “Fascist,” applied in all seriousness to the following bodies of people:

Conservatives: All Conservatives, appeasers or anti-appeasers, are held to be subjectively pro-Fascist. British rule in India and the Colonies is held to be indistinguishable from Nazism. Organisations of what one might call a patriotic and traditional type are labelled crypto-Fascist or “Fascist-minded.” Examples are the Boy Scouts, the Metropolitan Police, M.I.5,1 the British Legion. Key phrase: “The public schools are breeding-grounds of Fascism.”

Socialists: Defenders of old-style capitalism (example, Sir Ernest Benn)2 maintain that Socialism and Fascism are the same thing. Some Catholic journalists maintain that Socialists have been the principal collaborators in the Nazi-occupied countries. The same accusation is made from a different angle by the Communist Party during its ultra-Left phases. In the period 1930–5 the Daily Worker habitually referred to the Labour Party as the Labour Fascists. This is echoed by other Left extremists such as Anarchists. Some Indian Nationalists consider the British trade unions to be Fascist organisations.

Communists: A considerable school of thought (examples, Rauschning, Peter Drucker, James Burnham, F. A. Voigt)3 refuses to recognise a difference between the Nazi and Soviet regimes, and holds that all Fascists and Communists are aiming at approximately the same thing and are even to some extent the same people. Leaders in the Times (pre-war) have referred to the U.S.S.R. as a “Fascist country.” Again from a different angle this is echoed by Anarchists and Trotskyists.

Trotskyists: Communists charge the Trotskyists proper, i.e., Trotsky’s own organisation, with being a crypto-Fascist organisation in Nazi pay. This was widely believed on the Left during the Popular Front period. In their ultra-Right phases the Communists tend to apply the same accusation to all fractions4 to the Left of themselves, e.g., Common Wealth or the I.L.P.

Catholics: Outside its own ranks, the Catholic Church is almost universally regarded as pro-Fascist, both objectively and subjectively.

War-resisters: Pacifists and others who are anti-war are frequently accused not only of making things easier for the Axis, but of becoming tinged with pro-Fascist feeling.

Supporters of the war: War-resisters usually base their case on the claim that British Imperialism is worse than Nazism, and tend to apply the term “Fascist” to anyone who wishes for a military victory. The supporters of the People’s Convention came near to claiming that willingness to resist a Nazi invasion was a sign of Fascist sympathies. The Home Guard was denounced as a Fascist organisation as soon as it appeared. In addition, the whole of the Left tends to equate militarism with Fascism. Politically conscious private soldiers nearly always refer to their officers as “Fascist-minded” or “natural Fascists.” Battle schools, spit and polish, saluting of officers are all considered conducive to Fascism. Before the war, joining the Territorials was regarded as a sign of Fascist tendencies. Conscription and a professional army are both denounced as Fascist phenomena.

Nationalists: Nationalism is universally regarded as inherently Fascist, but this is held only to apply to such national movements as the speaker happens to disapprove of. Arab nationalism, Polish nationalism, Finnish nationalism, the Indian Congress Party, the Muslim League, Zionism, and the I.R.A. are all described as Fascist—but not by the same people.

It will be seen that, as used, the word “Fascism” is almost entirely meaningless. In conversation, of course, it is used even more wildly than in print. I have heard it applied to farmers, shopkeepers, Social Credit, corporal punishment, foxhunting, bullfighting, the 1922 Committee, the 1941 Committee, Kipling, Gandhi, Chiang Kai-Shek, homosexuality, Priestley’s broadcasts, Youth Hostels, astrology, women, dogs and I do not know what else.

Yet underneath all this mess there does lie a kind of buried meaning. To begin with, it is clear that there are very great differences, some of them easy to point out and not easy to explain away, between the regimes called Fascist and those called democratic. Secondly, if “Fascist” means “in sympathy with Hitler,” some of the accusations I have listed above are obviously very much more justified than others. Thirdly, even the people who recklessly fling the word “Fascist” in every direction attach at any rate an emotional significance to it. By “Fascism” they mean, roughly speaking, something cruel, unscrupulous, arrogant, obscurantist, anti-liberal and anti-working-class. Except for the relatively small number of Fascist sympathisers, almost any English person would accept “bully” as a synonym for “Fascist.” That is about as near to a definition as this much-abused word has come.

But Fascism is also a political and economic system. Why, then, cannot we have a clear and generally accepted definition of it? Alas! we shall not get one—not yet, anyway. To say why would take too long, but basically it is because it is impossible to define Fascism satisfactorily without making admissions which neither the Fascists themselves, nor the Conservatives, nor Socialists of any colour, are willing to make. All one can do for the moment is to use the word with a certain amount of circumspection and not, as is usually done, degrade it to the level of a swearword.


Richard Pugh, Jnr., writing in Tribune, 7 April 1944, attempted to pin down the real meaning of Fascism by relating it to the economic system introduced by Mussolini into Italy and then, by way of some historical and contemporary allusions, to the use of the word ‘to describe any such system, regime or things, whether they be Right or Left, Tory or Communist, totalitarian or “democratic”, where the principle of “Might is Right” prevails.’ However, Pugh’s clarification was found by J. P. N., in Tribune for 21 April 1944, to be so ‘delightfully vague’ as to include ‘almost every known institution.’ To Socialists, he said, Fascism was a collective name for that system which developed when Liberal (capitalist) democracy has been replaced by monopoly capitalism and ‘the workers are agitating against existing conditions.’ He went on to say that it was designed


to overcome the contradictions of capitalism by organising production for maximum output; by promoting the fusion of banks and trusts with the State, which openly reflects the domination of a small but powerful ruling class intent on imperialist expansion by war.

The Liberal methods of deception and conciliation of the workers—by then inadequate to curb the class struggle—are replaced by suppression of the workers’ organisations and democratic rights and by openly terrorist methods against the militant labour vanguard using a party recruited from the discontented petit-bourgeoisie. Political expression and opposition (e.g., Parliament) are strictly curtailed; State regulation of wages and labour conditions by a Labour Front is substituted for the strike weapon. These measures are obscured by extensive demagogic propaganda preaching nationalism, chauvinism and anti-Marxism.

Fascism does not imply any form of violence or reaction—British India and Tsarist Russia are not Fascist States; though it first developed in Italy, Fascism may occur in any capitalist State. While Fascism is totalitarian, so is Socialism in that production is under centralised control.

Mr. Pugh would do well to adopt a precise definition of Fascism: he may then be less unlikely to recognise its advent in Britain when the time comes.








2442. To Victor Gollancz

25 March 1944


Victor Gollancz replied to Orwell’s letter of 19 March 1944 (see 2437) on the 23rd. He said that he would certainly like to see Orwell’s manuscript of Animal Farm. He professed not to understand what ‘anti-Stalin’ meant and, far from being the ‘Stalinist stooge’ that he thought Orwell took him to be, he had been banned from the Soviet Embassy for three years as an ‘anti-Stalinist.’ (See Sheila Hodges, Gollancz: The Story of a Publishing House, 1928–1978, 109; Crick, 453.) Orwell wrote to Gollancz on 25 March; the following extract is all that survives of this letter.



Thank you for your letter. I have written to Moore telling him to send the MS along. I should be much obliged if you could make your decision fairly quickly, so that if you don’t want it I can take it elsewhere with as little delay as possible. I still don’t think it likely that it is the kind of thing you would print. Naturally I am not criticising the Soviet regime from the Right, but in my experience the other kind of criticism gets one into even worse trouble.




2443. To Leonard Moore

25 March 1944      Typewritten

10a Mortimer Crescent
London NW 6

Dear Mr Moore,

Thank you for your letter. I have just heard from Gollancz that he does want to see the MS, so could you let him have it? I still don’t think it likely that he will publish it, however. If you have read it by this time you will have seen what the allegory is. Could you impress on him not to keep it too long if he doesn’t want it?

I should think it would be all right to go straight ahead about an American edition, wouldn’t it? I wonder whether the Dial Press people have any representatives over here? If there are difficulties, I dare say I could do something via my friends on the “Partisan Review”, who are probably in touch with a good many publishers and have once or twice asked me if I have any books going.

Failing Gollancz we must decide on whom else to approach. I knew of course that Hatry1 is behind N. and W., but does that matter if one got the money in advance? From what I hear they are being very generous. As to Hutchinsons, Robert Neumann is arranging for them some business about publishing books for Europe after the war, and approached me some time back to know if I had something suitable. But he also said they are on the look-out for authors for their ordinary lists. Anand the Indian novelist has just left Cape’s for Hutchinsons, and he tells me he gets four times the advance Cape used to give him.

You might just ask Gollancz what his idea would be about the projected book of essays, which would have to include either one or two out of “Inside the Whale”, so that the book would consist of about 8 essays and be about 40,000 words long.

Let me know what you are doing about the book.

Yours sincerely
Eric Blair


On 28 March 1944 Gollancz wrote to Orwell, saying he was glad Orwell was sending him the manuscript. He did understand that Orwell was criticising the Soviet regime from the Left, and again pointed out that he was banned by the Soviet Embassy and that he was ‘regarded by the Communists here as a far worse enemy than you are.’ In the same letter, he said he would like to see Orwell’s book of essays and that he had no objection to the Dickens essay being reprinted in it.






2444. Review of Tolstoy: His Life and Work by Derrick Leon

The Observer, 26 March 1944

Tolstoy’s adult life—it starts with a brilliant, worldly, rather dissolute young aristocrat and ends with a tormented old man who had renounced every thing, or come as near renouncing it as his family would let him—is dramatic enough, but finally it is less interesting than his work, and the most valuable part of Mr. Leon’s biography is the careful exposition that he gives of each of Tolstoy’s books in turn, showing just how it is related to Tolstoy’s spiritual development.

Tolstoy’s creed, gradually developed over a period of about fifty years, could be described as Christian Anarchism. All material aims, all violence, all revolutions, in the last analysis all laws and governments, are evil: there is no happiness except in self-abnegation: man has no rights, only duties, being on earth solely to do the will of God. All this is derived from his reading of the Gospels, but before his beliefs were fully formulated he had adopted two doctrines which are only doubtfully Christian. One is a strict determinism. A man’s actions, Tolstoy holds, are all predetermined, his sole freedom consisting in the knowledge of necessity. The other is a conviction of the essential misery of earthly life, and the wickedness of physical pleasures, which goes far beyond anything the churches have ever countenanced.

Mr. Leon writes as a disciple, and he does not seriously answer, though he does mention, the charge many people have made—that Tolstoy’s later work is largely the projection of his own egoism. In stretching self-abnegation to mean practically a refusal of the process of life—in saying, for instance, that marriage is of its nature “misery and slavery”—it is doubtful whether he is saying much more than that he is unhappy himself and would like to make others unhappy as well. Tolstoy was, of course, extremely conscious of the dangers of egoism, indeed his life was in some sense a continuous struggle against it, but he does not seem to have seen that the form it took in himself was not a desire for money or success, but simply a taste for intellectual bullying: his essay on Shakespeare is an outstanding example of this.

Nevertheless his life-story is inspiring as well as tragic, and we should still feel him to be a remarkable man even if he had written nothing except his pamphlets. Directly, his influence on the life of our time has not been very great, because he abjured all the methods by which anything can actually be achieved. But indirectly, through individuals, it must have been enormous. No one can read Tolstoy and come away with quite the same feeling about war, violence, success, government, and “great” men—though, somewhat ironically, the special thing that he has to say is said most effectively in the novels of his middle period, “Anna Karenina” and “War and Peace,” which he afterwards came to look on as almost reprehensible.

It is a pity that throughout his narrative Mr. Leon shows such an implacable hostility for the wretched Countess Tolstoy, for by assuming that in every disagreement the Countess must have been in the wrong he avoids discussion of one of the most difficult problems of a writer’s life—the conflict between the literary and the private personality, or, to put it differently, between love of humanity and ordinary decency. Otherwise this is an outstanding book, and though one cannot advise people to buy books costing twenty-five shillings, at least everyone who can borrow a copy should read it.

[Fee: £5.5.0; 20.3.44]




2445. ‘As I Please,’18

Tribune, 31 March 1944

The other day I attended a Press conference at which a newly arrived Frenchman, who was described as an “eminent jurist”—he could not give his name or other specifications because of his family in France—set forth the French point of view on the recent execution of Pucheu. I was surprised to note that he was distinctly on the defensive, and seemed to think that the shooting of Pucheu was a deed that would want a good deal of justification in British and American eyes. His main point was that Pucheu was not shot for political reasons, but for the ordinary crime of “collaborating with the enemy,” which has always been punishable by death under French law.

An American correspondent asked the question: “Would collaborating with the enemy be equally a crime in the case of some petty official—an inspector of police, for example?” “Absolutely the same,” answered the Frenchman. As he had just come from France he was presumably voicing French opinion, but one can assume that in practice only the most active collaborators will be put to death. Any really big-scale massacre, if it really happened, would be quite largely the punishment of the guilty by the guilty. For there is much evidence that large sections of the French population were more or less pro-German in 1940 and only changed their minds when they found out what the Germans were like.

I do not want people like Pucheu to escape, but a few very obscure quislings, including one or two Arabs, have been shot as well, and this whole business of taking vengeance on traitors and captured enemies raises questions which are strategic as well as moral. The point is that if we shoot too many of the small rats now we may have no stomach for dealing with the big ones when the time comes. It is difficult to believe that the Fascist regimes can be thoroughly crushed without the killing of the responsible individuals, to the number of some hundreds or even thousands in each country. But it could well happen that all the truly guilty people will escape in the end, simply because public opinion has been sickened beforehand by hypocritical trials and cold-blooded executions.

In effect this was what happened in the last war. Who that was alive in those years does not remember the maniacal hatred of the Kaiser that was fostered in this country? Like Hitler in this war, he was supposed to be the cause of all our ills. No one doubted that he would be executed as soon as caught and the only question was what method would be adopted. Magazine articles were written in which the rival merits of boiling in oil, drawing and quartering and breaking on the wheel were carefully examined. The Royal Academy exhibitions were full of allegorical pictures of incredible vulgarity, showing the Kaiser being thrown into Hell. And what came of it in the end? The Kaiser retired to Holland and (though he had been “dying of cancer” in 1915) lived another twenty-two years, one of the richest men in Europe.

So also with all the other “war criminals.” After all the threats and promises that had been made, no war criminals were tried: to be exact, a dozen people or so were put on trial, given sentences of imprisonment and soon released. And though, of course, the failure to crush the German military caste was due to the conscious policy of the Allied leaders, who were terrified of revolution in Germany, the revulsion of feeling in ordinary people helped to make it possible. They did not want revenge when it was in their power. The Belgian atrocities, Miss Cavell,1 the U-boat captains who had sunk passenger ships without warning and machine-gunned the survivors—somehow it was all forgotten. Ten million innocent men had been killed and no one wanted to follow it up by killing a few thousand guilty ones.

Whether we do or don’t shoot the Fascists and quislings who happen to fall into our hands is probably not very important in itself. What is important is that revenge and “punishment” should have no part in our policy or even in our day-dreams. Up to date, one of the mitigating features of this war is that in this country there has been very little hatred. There has been none of the nonsensical racialism that there was last time—no pretence that all Germans have faces like pigs, for instance. Even the word “Hun” has not really popularised itself. The Germans in this country, mostly refugees, have not been well treated, but they have not been meanly persecuted as they were last time. In the last war it would have been very unsafe, for instance, to speak German in a London street. Wretched little German bakers and hairdressers had their shops sacked by the mob. German music fell out of favour, even the breed of dachshunds almost disappeared because no one wanted to have a “German dog.” And the weak British attitude in the early period of German rearmament had a direct connection with those follies of the war years.

Hatred is an impossible basis for policy, and curiously enough it can lead to over-softness as well as to over-toughness. In the war of 1914–18 the British people were whipped up into a hideous frenzy of hatred, they were fed on preposterous lies about crucified Belgian babies and German factories where corpses were made into margarine and then as soon as the war stopped they suffered the natural revulsion, which was all the stronger because the troops came home, as British troops usually do, with a warm admiration for the enemy. The result was an exaggerated pro-German reaction which set in about 1920 and lasted till Hitler was well in the saddle. Throughout those years all “enlightened” opinion (see any number of the Daily Herald before 1929, for instance) held it as an article of faith that Germany bore no responsibility for the war. Treitschke,2 Bernhardi,3 the Pan-Germans, the “Nordic” myth, the open boasts about “Der Tag”4 which the Germans had been making from 1900 onwards—all this went for nothing. The Versailles Treaty was the greatest infamy the world had ever seen: few people had even heard of Brest-Litovsk.5 All this was the price of that four years’ orgy of lying and hatred.

Anyone who tried to awaken public opinion during the years of Fascist aggression from 1933 onwards knows what the after-effects of that hate-propaganda were like. “Atrocities”6 had come to be looked on as synonymous with “lies.” But the stories about the German concentration camps were atrocity stories: therefore they were lies—so reasoned the average man. The left-wingers who tried to make the public see that Fascism was an unspeakable horror were fighting against their own propaganda of the past fifteen years.

That is why—though I would not save creatures like Pucheu7 even if I could—I am not happy when I see trials of “war criminals,” especially when they are very petty criminals and when witnesses are allowed to make inflammatory political speeches. Still less am I happy to see the Left associating itself with schemes to partition Germany, enrol millions of Germans in forced labour gangs and impose reparations which will make the Versailles reparations look like a bus fare. All these vindictive daydreams, like those of 1914–18, will simply make it harder to have a realistic post-war policy. If you think now in terms of “making Germany pay,” you will quite likely find yourself praising Hitler in 1950. Results are what matter, and one of the results we want from this war is to be quite sure that Germany will not make war again. Whether this is best achieved by ruthlessness or generosity I am not certain: but I am quite certain that either of these will be more difficult if we allow ourselves to be influenced by hatred.




2446. To Leonard Moore

31 March 1944 Handwritten postcard

Friday

I have wired the Dial Press to know whether they want to see the MS. We should get the answer within a week.

Eric Blair




2446A. To Lydia Jackson

3 April 1944      Typewritten

Tribune

Dear Lydia,

Many thanks for the article which I’ll be glad to use (after an interval of some weeks probably).1

Yours,
[Signed] George
George Orwell




2447. To Leonard Moore

5 April 1944

PLEASE SEND ANIMAL FARM TO DIAL PRESS AT ONCE BETTER SEND TO[P] COPY = BLAIR




2448. To Leonard Moore

5 April 19441      Typewritten

10a Mortimer Crescent London NW 6

Dear Mr Moore,

You will have had my wire. The Dial Press wired back “send at once”. I don’t know which is the quickest way of sending—I suppose air mail is safest but they are all slow nowadays. I thought it best to send the top copy because American standards of typing are probably better than ours are nowadays.

Gollancz wrote to say he can’t publish the book,2 as I knew he would. I have contacted my friend at Nicholson and Watson’s to see what terms they will offer (they have another copy of the book and will let me know next week). I cannot see what harm it would do to go to them for one book. The only harm they could do me would be to go bankrupt while still owing me money, and one could avoid that by getting a good wad in advance. Whatever their position may be financially they are quite respectable intellectually. For instance it is they who issue “Poetry, London”. They have also published the Ministry of Food’s cookery books with success. Of course maybe they will say they don’t want the book either, but if they do want it I think it would be stupid not to close with them, given good terms. (Naturally it would not be wise to promise them future books, but my contract with Gollancz protects me from that). If you read the book you will have seen what the allegory is, and you must realise we shall have great difficulty in getting this book published in England though it may be easier in the USA. Naturally I want it in print, and if all else fails I shall take it to one or other of the little highbrow presses I know of. If the Dial people decide they don’t want it I don’t know which other American publisher to try, but I am going to write to my friends of the Partisan Review for advice. There are a lot of highbrow publishers there, but I don’t know which of them are politically OK from the point of view of this book. I suppose in the event of the Dial people accepting it will be all right to publish simultaneously or perhaps even first in the USA? It wouldn’t really affect sales here because there is almost no interchange of books now.

I have got started on the Britain in Pictures book, which I suppose I shall finish some time in May, after which I can get down to the various literary essays I am projecting.

Yours sincerely
Eric Blair




2449. Review of She Was a Queen by Maurice Collis; Coming of Age in Samoa by Margaret Mead

Manchester Evening News, 6 April 1944

Burma is an ill-documented subject, and even those who know something of its modern history have only dim ideas of what went on there before 1884, when the British entered Mandalay and Thibaw, the last King of Burma, was deported to India with a selection of his 500 wives.

Mr. Collis’s narrative deals with the late thirteenth century, the period in which all Burma down to the delta of the Irrawaddy was over-run by the Tartars.

At that date the capital of Burma was at Pagan, whose imposing ruins are still in existence, if the bombings of the last year or two have spared them. About the year 1260 there was born on a mountain-side in Upper Burma a peasant girl, name Ma Saw, for whom a brilliant future was prophesied when a Hamadryad cobra was seen performing a sort of dance about her cradle.

This was justified, for Ma Saw became the wife of two successive kings, and during the reign of the second one, who was not much better than half-witted, she was the virtual ruler of the kingdom. Until the irruption of the Tartars the society that Mr. Collis is describing follows the immemorial Asiatic pattern. Life, beneath friendly skies, is one long round of singing, dancing, concubinage, murders, civil war, hunting and religious observances.

In spite of the fact that any king who died a natural death was exceptionally lucky, it was a fairly highly-cultured society. Buddhism was gaining ground against Animism; poetry was held in high esteem; the court had good contacts with India and China; it contained slave girls from as far afield as Persia. It had even heard vague rumours of the barbarians of the Far West. But unfortunately the great Tartar chieftain, Kublai Khan, cast his eyes upon Burma, and the Pagan Dynasty was doomed.

Incidentally, one of the envoys whom Kublai sent to Burma as a preliminary to his invasion was no less a person than Marco Polo.

Except for Chang Hsien Ch’Ung, a Chinese who had fled to Burma from another Tartar invasion, Ma Saw was the only intelligent person at the court, and if she had had a free hand she might conceivably have saved the kingdom from destruction.

As it was, the foolish king sent his army to fight in the open field, where it was defeated as so many other armies had been by the hordes of Tartar horsemen.

The chief military secret of the Tartars was a bow (the “composite” bow) which was made of buffalo horn and greatly outranged any other weapon then in existence. Their archers shot the Burmese elephants full of arrows until the great beasts, mad with pain, stampeded and broke up the rest of the Burmese army.

Pagan was sacked and the king and all his court fled down the Irrawaddy with the maids of honour, the concubines, the royal treasure, the year’s rice crop, the sacred white elephant and as many slaves as there was room for, all packed into barges. In Lower Burma they were safe, for the Tartar cavalry could not penetrate the swamps, just as at the other end of the world they had been defeated by the forests of Germany.

The King, however, had hardly arrived when he was poisoned by one of his sons, who intended to usurp the kingdom and play the part of a quisling towards the Tartars. Ma Saw, having had enough of palace life, married Chang Hsien Ch’Ung, and then put off her costly robes and went back to the village where she had been born.

This story is substantially true, or so Mr. Collis believes. Although expanded into novel form, it is derived from the Glass Palace Chronicle, a history of Burma compiled by order of the Burmese King Bagyidaw in 1829.

It probably gives an adequate picture of Burma as it was throughout the whole period between the Middle Ages and the British occupation. Even the 13th century costumes, as described by Marco Polo, were similar to the modern ones, and when King Hibaw came to the throne about 1800 he celebrated his accession by putting his brothers to death, a deed which would fit straight into Mr. Collis’s story.

This book contains some interesting illustrations, including what is believed to be a contemporary portrait of Kublai Khan.

It is a far cry from Burma to Samoa, though curiously enough one or two customs—for instance that of tattooing all males from the waist to the knees—were till recently common to both people.

Some time in the nineteen-twenties Miss Mead, who was interested in the psychology of adolescent girls, decided that this problem could be best studied in a primitive community, and went to live for a while in a Samoan village. From the point of view of the average reader the purely psychological part of the book is perhaps less valuable than the sociological information it gives: for Samoa is among other things an exceptionally happy example of colonial development. Both the American Government and the missionaries have gone on the principle of interfering as little as possible with the traditional pattern of life. Only a few obviously evil customs, such as cannibalism and public deflorations have been put down.

The Samoans are Christians (Congregationalists—they were converted by the London Missionary Society), but have known how to adapt the Christian religion to their own needs, simply rejecting those doctrines which do not fit in with their inherited outlook.

For example, they do not believe in original sin. Except for matches, cotton cloth, and a few other trifles they have taken very little from machine civilisation, and even the diseases of the civilised world have not played such havoc with them as with some of the Polynesian peoples.

Part of the reason for this is no doubt that the Samoan islands are too poor to be worth exploiting. But still, the Samoans have been very lucky as primitive peoples go, and both the American Government and the missionaries deserve credit for their intelligent attitude.

[Fee: £8.8.0; 5.4.44]




2450. ‘As I Please,’ 19

Tribune, 7 April 1944

Sometimes, on top of a cupboard or at the bottom of a drawer, you come on a pre-war newspaper, and when you have got over your astonishment at its enormous size, you find yourself marvelling at its almost unbelievable stupidity. It happens that I have just come across a copy of the Daily Mirror of January 21st, 1936. One ought not, perhaps, to draw too many inferences from this one specimen, because the Daily Mirror was in those days our second silliest daily paper (the Sketch led, of course, as it still does1), and because this particular number contains the announcement of the death of George V. It is not, therefore, entirely typical. But still, it is worth analysing, as an extreme example of the kind of stuff that was fed to us in the between-war years. If you want to know why your house has been bombed, why your son is in Italy, why the income tax is ten shillings in the pound and the butter ration is only just visible without a microscope, here is part of the reason.

The paper consists of 28 pages. Of these the first 17 are devoted in their entirety to the dead King and the rest of the Royal Family. There is a history of the King’s life, articles on his activities as statesman, family man, soldier, sailor, big and small game shot, motorist, broadcaster and what-not, with, of course, photographs innumerable. Except for one advertisement and one or two letters, you would not gather from these first 17 pages that any other topic could possibly interest the Daily Mirror’s readers. On page 18 there appears the first item unconnected with royalty. Needless to say this is the comic strip. Pages 18 to 23 inclusive are entirely given up to amusement guides, comic articles, and so forth. On page 24 some news begins to creep in, and you read of a highway robbery, a skating contest, and the forthcoming funeral of Rudyard Kipling. There are also some details about a snake at the Zoo which is refusing its food. Then on page 26 comes the Daily Mirror’s sole reference to the real world, with the headline:

BOMBING PLEDGE BY DUCE
NO MORE ATTACKS ON RED CROSS.

Underneath this, to the extent of about half a column, it is explained that il Duce “deplores” the attacks on the Red Cross, which were not committed “wilfully,” and it is added that the League of Nations has just turned down Abyssinia’s requests for assistance and refused to investigate the charges of Italian atrocities. Turning to more congenial topics the Daily Mirror then follows up with a selection of murders, accidental deaths and the secret wedding of Earl Russell. The last page of the paper is headed in huge letters: LONG LIVE KING EDWARD VIII, and contains a short biography and a highly idealised photograph of the man whom the Conservative Party were to sack like a butler a year later.

Among the topics not mentioned in this issue of the Daily Mirror are the unemployed (two or three millions of them at that date), Hitler, the progress of the Abyssinian war, the disturbed political situation in France, and the trouble already obviously blowing up in Spain. And though this is an extreme instance, nearly all newspapers of those days were more or less like that. No real information about current affairs was allowed into them if it could possibly be kept out. The world—so the readers of the gutter Press were taught—was a cosy place dominated by royalty, crime, beauty-culture, sport, pornography and animals.

No one who makes the necessary comparisons can possibly doubt that our newspapers are far more intelligent than they were five years ago. Partly it is because they are so much smaller. There are only four pages or so to be filled, and the war news necessarily crowds out the rubbish. But there is also a far greater willingness to talk in a grown-up manner, to raise uncomfortable topics, to give the important news the big headlines, than there used to be, and this is bound up with the increased power of the journalist as against the advertiser. The unbearable silliness of English newspapers from about 1900 onward has had two main causes. One is that nearly the whole of the Press is in the hands of a few big capitalists who are interested in the continuance of capitalism and therefore in preventing the public from learning to think: the other is that in peacetime newspapers live off advertisements for consumption goods, building societies, cosmetics and the like, and are therefore interested in maintaining a “sunshine mentality” which will induce people to spend money. Optimism is good for trade, and more trade means more advertisements. Therefore, don’t let people know the facts about the political and economic situation; divert their attention to giant pandas, channel swimmers, royal weddings and other soothing topics. The first of these causes still operates, but the other has almost lapsed. It is now so easy to make a newspaper pay, and internal trade has dwindled so greatly, that the advertiser has temporarily lost his grip. At the same time there has been an increase in censorship and official interference, but this is not nearly so crippling and not nearly so conducive to sheer silliness. It is better to be controlled by bureaucrats than by common swindlers. In proof of which, compare the Evening Standard, the Daily Mirror or even the Daily Mail with the things they used to be.

And yet the newspapers have not got back their prestige—on the contrary they have steadily lost prestige as against the wireless—partly because they have not yet lived down their pre-war follies, but partly also because all but a few of them retain their “stunt” make-up and their habit of pretending that there is news when there is no news. Although far more willing than they used to be to raise serious issues, most of the papers remain completely reckless about details of fact. The belief that what is “in the papers” must be true has been gradually evaporating ever since Northcliffe set out to vulgarise journalism, and the war has not yet arrested the process. Many people frankly say that they take in such and such a paper because it is lively, but that they don’t believe a word of what it says.

Meanwhile the B.B.C., so far as its news goes, has gained prestige since about 1940. “I heard it on the wireless” is now almost equivalent to “I know it must be true.” And throughout most of the world B.B.C. news is looked on as more reliable than that of the other belligerent nations.

How far is this justified? So far as my own experience goes, the B.B.C. is much more truthful, in a negative way, than the majority of newspapers, and has a much more responsible and dignified attitude towards news. It tells less direct lies, makes more effort to avoid mistakes, and—the thing the public probably values—keeps the news in better proportion. But none of this alters the fact that the decline in the prestige of the newspapers as against the radio is a disaster.

Radio is an inherently totalitarian thing, because it can only be operated by the Government or by an enormous corporation, and in the nature of things it cannot give the news anywhere near so exhaustively as a newspaper. In the case of the B.B.C. you have the additional fact that, though it doesn’t tell deliberate lies, it simply avoids every awkward question. In even the most stupid or reactionary newspaper every subject can at least be raised, if only in the form of a letter. If you had nothing but the wireless to go upon, there would be some surprising gaps in your information. The Press is of its nature a more liberal, more democratic thing, and the Press lords who have dirtied its reputation, and the journalists who have more or less knowingly lent themselves to the process, have a lot to answer for.


Orwell’s argument was taken up by Frank Preston, in Tribune, 21 April 1944. He refers in his final paragraph to his special interest in wireless; he may therefore have been Frank Preston (b. 1913), assistant editor of Practical Wireless (and other periodicals), 1933–40, Technical Books Adviser to Odhams Press, 1937–45; served in the RAF, 1940–45. He wrote:


I hope you will allow me space to comment on what George Orwell had to say on Press Lords and the prestige of newspapers. I am not concerned with defence of Press Lords. When they choose to take up pen they can look after themselves very well. I am concerned with Orwell as one who would be a leader of opinion, and I would like him to lead it according to fact and not according to fiction. It is a common practice of contributors to the literary weeklies to have a tilt at the daily newspapers, yet few of them seem to have any practical acquaintance with “dailies,” otherwise they would not fall into so many “howlers,” so obvious to the despised daily journalist.

Orwell argues that it is the proprietors who are responsible for the dailies having so many stories about the biggest broad bean or the filmiest silk stocking. This side is left almost exclusively in the hands of the news editor and the night editor. It is a peculiar fact, and one which is almost overlooked, that all the great newspaper proprietors, having made their fortunes, are much more interested in politics than they are in the “silly story” features condemned by Orwell. But politics don’t sell newspapers.

I would challenge Orwell or Professor Joad, or Kingsley Martin, who are equally fond of scoffing at the daily Press, to run a “serious” daily paper successfully in London. If I had a million pounds to lend I would lend it [to] any one of them to provide the necessary capital, on condition I could have my million back after they had shown what they could do. Look at the facts of experience. The Daily Herald was started as a serious political paper. It failed. When it copied the frivolities of successful rivals it equalled their success. The Daily Mirror was founded as a serious paper (for women). It failed. Converted almost overnight into a picture paper, with further pages of trivialities, it was immediately successful. The Westminster Gazette was a serious evening paper. It failed. Tried as a semi-serious daily it still failed. It was the public, not any Press Lord, who decided the fate of these three journals. I challenge Orwell to name any exclusively serious London daily that is a financial success. And the hard fact is that if a newspaper is not a commercial success it dies.

I also challenge Orwell’s statement that the prestige of the wireless is greater than that of the newspapers among the masses of the public. For some while I have had exceptional opportunities of studying this. If he had heard the yell, “Oh, turn off that ‘dope’ ” as often as I have, from a crowd of intelligent working-men, he would not have risked the assertion. For the first two years or so of the war there was something in this theory, but from the days of the Cairo “spokesman” the prestige of the wireless slumped rapidly, and has continued to fall. Would Orwell suggest that anybody now looks upon the B.B.C. as they did in the days of Sir John Reith?2 Hardly.



Orwell responded in ‘As I Please,’ 21, 21 April 1944, 2457. On 19 May, Tribune published a letter from R. J. Walden, which, whilst agreeing with Preston ‘that the public did not want serious newspapers,’ questioned whether it was the public alone which was responsible for ‘this shameless prostitution of British journalism.’ He was appalled to think that the mentally-warped people who enjoyed such newspapers could use their vote to direct Britain’s future.






2451. Review of The Road to Serfdom by F. A. Hayek; The Mirror of the Past by K. Zilliacus

The Observer, 9 April 1944

Taken together, these two books give grounds for dismay. The first of them is an eloquent defence of laissez-faire capitalism, the other is an even more vehement denunciation of it. They cover to some extent the same ground, they frequently quote the same authorities, and they even start out with the same premise, since each of them assumes that Western civilisation depends on the sanctity of the individual. Yet each writer is convinced that the other’s policy leads directly to slavery, and the alarming thing is that they may both be right.

Of the two, Professor Hayek’s book is perhaps the more valuable, because the views it puts forward are less fashionable at the moment than those of Mr. Zilliacus. Shortly, Professor Hayek’s thesis is that Socialism inevitably leads to despotism, and that in Germany the Nazis were able to succeed because the Socialists had already done most of their work for them: especially the intellectual work of weakening the desire for liberty. By bringing the whole of life under the control of the State, Socialism necessarily gives power to an inner ring of bureaucrats, who in almost every case will be men who want power for its own sake and will stick at nothing in order to retain it. Britain, he says, is now going the same road as Germany, with the Left Wing intelligentsia in the van and the Tory Party a good second. The only salvation lies in returning to an unplanned economy, free competition, and emphasis on liberty rather than on security.

In the negative part of Professor Hayek’s thesis there is a great deal of truth. It cannot be said too often—at any rate, it is not being said nearly often enough—that collectivism is not inherently democratic, but, on the contrary, gives to a tyrannical minority such powers as the Spanish Inquisitors never dreamed of.

Professor Hayek is also probably right in saying that in this country the intellectuals are more totalitarian-minded than the common people. But he does not see, or will not admit, that a return to “free” competition means for the great mass of people a tyranny probably worse, because more irresponsible, than that of the State. The trouble with competitions is that somebody wins them. Professor Hayek denies that free capitalism necessarily leads to monopoly, but in practice that is where it has led, and since the vast majority of people would far rather have State regimentation than slumps and unemployment, the drift towards collectivism is bound to continue if popular opinion has any say in the matter.

Mr. Zilliacus’s able and well-documented attack on imperialism and power politics consists largely of an exposure of the events leading up to the two world wars. Unfortunately the enthusiasm with which he debunks the war of 1914 makes one wonder on what grounds he is supporting this one. After retelling the sordid story of the secret treaties and commercial rivalries which led up to 1914, he concludes that our declared war aims were lies and that “we declared war on Germany because if she won her war against France and Russia she would become master of all Europe, and strong enough to help herself to British colonies.” Why else did we go to war this time? It seems that it was equally wicked to oppose Germany in the decade before 1914 and to appease her in the nineteen-thirties, and that we ought to have made a compromise peace in 1917, whereas it would be treachery to make one now. It was even wicked, in 1915, to agree to Germany being partitioned and Poland being regarded as “an internal affair of Russia”: so do the same actions change their moral colour with the passage of time [?].

The thing Mr. Zilliacus leaves out of account is that wars have results, irrespective of the motives of those who precipitate them. No one can question the dirtiness of international politics from 1870 onwards: it does not follow that it would have been a good thing to allow the German army to rule Europe. It is just possible that some rather sordid transactions are going on behind the scenes now, and that current propaganda “against Nazism” (c.f. “against Prussian militarism”) will look pretty thin in 1970, but Europe will certainly be a better place if Hitler and his followers are removed from it.

Between them these two books sum up our present predicament. Capitalism leads to dole queues, the scramble for markets, and war. Collectivism leads to concentration camps, leader-worship, and war. There is no way out of this unless a planned economy can be somehow combined with the freedom of the intellect, which can only happen if the concept of right and wrong is restored to politics.

Both of these writers are aware of this, more or less: but since they can show no practicable way of bringing it about the combined effect of their books is a depressing one.

[Fee: £7.7.0; 3.4.44]


On 3 July, George Dickson, OBE, Chairman and Employers’ Representative of Medway Towns District Full Employment Council, wrote to Aneurin Bevan, M.P., at Tribune, to follow up on an earlier letter he had sent about The Road to Serfdom that had not been printed but which Bevan had said was ‘helpful.’ He sent Bevan a copy of Jobs for All After the War by Noel F. Cohen (1944). This reprinted articles that had appeared in the local press. He drew particular attention to the diagram on the back cover which showed how ‘the basic pattern for any kind of social group living is also the basic pattern for industrial group living’; that, he argued, was ‘the democratic answer to Burnham’s Managerial Revolution in theory.’ He said his Council had four committees working on the Council’s tasks and they would welcome ‘contributory thought.’ Dickson’s letter was evidently passed to Orwell, for it was among his papers.






2451A. To Daniel George, 10 April 1944: see here




2452. ‘As I Please,’ 20

Tribune, 14 April 1944

The April issue of Common Wealth devotes several paragraphs to the problem of the falling British birthrate. A good deal of what it says is true, but it also lets drop the following remarks:

“The know-alls are quick to point to contraceptives, nutritional errors, infertility, selfishness, economic insecurity, etc., as basic causes of decline. But facts do not support them. In Nazi Germany, where contraceptives are illegal, the Birth Rate has reached a record low ebb, whereas in the Soviet Union, where there are no such restrictions, population is healthily on the up and up … Reproduction, as the Peckham experiment has helped to prove, is stimulated in an environment marked by fellowship and co-operation … Once meaning and purpose are restored to life, the wheels of production are kept humming, and life is again an adventure instead of just an endurance, we shall hear no more of the baby shortage.”

It is not fair to the public to treat all-important subjects in this slapdash way. To begin with, you would gather from the passage quoted above that Hitler lowered the German birthrate. On the contrary, he raised it to levels unheard-of during the Weimar Republic. Before the war it was above replacement level, for the first time in many years. The catastrophic drop in the German birthrate began in 1942, and must have been partly caused by so many German males being away from home. Figures cannot be available yet, but the Russian birthrate must almost certainly have dropped over the same period.

You would also gather that the high Russian birthrate dates from the Revolution. But it was also high in Czarist times. Nor is there any mention of the countries where the birthrate is highest of all, that is, India, China, and (only a little way behind) Japan. Would it be accurate to say, for instance, that a South Indian peasant’s life is “an adventure instead of just an endurance”?

The one thing that can be said with almost complete certainty on this subject is that a high birthrate goes with a low standard of living, and vice versa. There are few if any real exceptions to this. Otherwise the question is exceedingly complex. It is, all the same, vitally important to learn as much about it as we can, because there will be a calamitous drop in our own population unless the present trend is reversed within ten or, at most, twenty years. One ought not to assume, as some people do, that this is impossible, for such changes of trend have often happened before. The experts are proving now that our population will be only a few millions by the end of this century, but they were also proving in 1870 that by 1940 it would be 100 millions. To reach replacement level again, our birthrate would not have to take such a sensational upward turn as, for instance, the Turkish birthrate did after Mustapha Kemal took over. But the first necessity is to find out why populations rise and fall, and it is just as unscientific to assume that a high birthrate is a by-product of Socialism as to swallow everything that is said on the subject by childless Roman Catholic priests.

When I read of the goings-on in the House of Commons the week before last, I could not help being reminded of a little incident that I witnessed twenty years ago and more.

It was at a village cricket match. The captain of one side was the local squire, who, besides being exeedingly rich, was a vain, childish man to whom the winning of this match seemed extremely important. Those playing on his side were all or nearly all his own tenants.

The squire’s side were batting, and he himself was out and was sitting in the pavilion. One of the batsmen accidentally hit his own wicket at about the same moment as the ball entered the wicketkeeper’s hand. “That’s not out,” said the squire promptly, and went on talking to the person beside him. The umpire, however, gave a verdict of “out,” and the batsman was half-way back to the pavilion before the squire realised what was happening. Suddenly he caught sight of the returning batsman, and his face turned several shades redder.

“What!” he cried, “he’s given him out? Nonsense! Of course he’s not out!” And then, standing up, he cupped his hands and shouted to the umpire: “Hi, what did you give that man out for? He wasn’t out at all!”

The batsman had halted. The umpire hesitated, then recalled the batsman to the wicket and the game went on.

I was only a boy at the time, and this incident seemed to me about the most shocking thing I had ever seen. Now, so much do we coarsen with the passage of time, my reaction would merely be to inquire whether the umpire was the squire’s tenant as well.

Attacking Mr. C. A. Smith1 and myself in the Malvern Torch for various remarks about the Christian religion, Mr. Sidney Dark2 grows very angry because I have suggested that the belief in personal immortality is decaying. “I would wager,” he says, “that if a Gallup poll were taken seventy-five per cent. (of the British population) would confess to a vague belief in survival.” Writing elsewhere during the same week, Mr. Dark puts it at eighty-five per cent.

Now, I find it very rare to meet anyone, of whatever background, who admits to believing in personal immortality. Still, I think it quite likely that if you asked everyone the question and put pencil and paper in his hands, a fairly large number (I am not so free with my percentages as Mr. Dark) would admit the possibility that after death there might be “something.” The point Mr. Dark has missed is that the belief, such as it is, hasn’t the actuality it had for our forefathers. Never, literally never in recent years, have I met anyone who gave me the impression of believing in the next world as firmly as he believed in the existence of, for instance, Australia. Belief in the next world does not influence conduct as it would if it were genuine. With that endless existence beyond death to look forward to, how trivial our lives here would seem! Most Christians profess to believe in Hell. Yet have you ever met a Christian who seemed as afraid of Hell as he was of cancer? Even very devout Christians will make jokes about Hell. They wouldn’t make jokes about leprosy, or R.A.F. pilots with their faces burnt away: the subject is too painful. Here there springs into my mind a little triolet by the late G. K. Chesterton:


It’s a pity that Poppa has sold his soul,

It makes him sizzle at breakfast so.

The money was useful, but still on the whole

It’s a pity that Poppa has sold his soul

When he might have held on like the Baron de Coal,

And not cleared out when the price was low.

It’s a pity that Poppa has sold his soul,

It makes him sizzle at breakfast so.



Chesterton, a Catholic, would presumably have said that he believed in Hell. If his next-door neighbour had been burnt to death he would not have written a comic poem about it, yet he can make jokes about somebody being fried for millions of years. I say that such belief has no reality. It is a sham currency, like the money in Samuel Butler’s Musical Banks.3

When anyone enters the Tribune office nowadays, the first thing that strikes his eyes is a huge mound of papers from beneath which a nose makes occasional and momentary appearances. This is myself dealing with the entries for the Short Story Competition. The response has been what is usually called generous. The competition closed on March 31st, but we shall not be able to announce the results for several weeks. We hope to be able to publish the winning story in our Book Number of April 28th.


In Tribune, 28 April 1944, an anonymous correspondent and G. W. Gower contested the accuracy of Orwell’s statistics, and on 26 May, A. M. Currie correctly attributed the triolet.



Population Statistics


Mr Orwell’s criticism of Common Wealth’s paragraphs on the problems of the falling birthrate leaves one serious error uncorrected and introduces a number of new inaccuracies.

(1) The statement made by Common Wealth that contraceptives are illegal in Nazi Germany is incorrect. They are not illegal. The only legal change brought by the Nazis that is relevant here is the tightening up of the laws against abortion.

(2) Mr. Orwell’s statement that Hitler raised the German birthrate “to levels unheard of during the Weimar Republic” is incorrect. The highest birthrate attained by Nazi Germany was 20.3 in 1939, a figure considerably lower than those of the “Weimar” years 1919–1925. The average of the years 1935–1937, moreover, was practically the same as the average for the years 1920–1928.

(3) The renewed fall in the German birthrate began in 1940, not as stated by Mr. Orwell in 1943. [Orwell had said 1942.]

(4) The Russian birthrate during the inter-war period was considerably higher than that of India or Japan, not lower as Mr. Orwell implies. It appears also that the birthrate of Soviet Russia was higher than the birthrate of Czarist Russia, although this is not entirely certain.

(5) There are no figures for the birthrate of China.

(6) Mr. Orwell’s statement that “the experts are proving now that our population will be only a few millions by the end of this century” is both incorrect and misleading. “Experts,” if they are any good, do not make prophecies without stating their assumptions. Dr. Enid Charles has made two estimates: one based on the assumption of stable fertility and mortality rates on the level of 1933: the other on the assumption of a certain further decline in both rates. The first estimate gives for England and Wales, at the end of the century, a population of 28.5 millions; the second, 17.7 millions. Both figures could hardly be called “only a few millions.”

(7) I should be interested to learn of the source which enabled Mr. Orwell to state that a “sensational upward turn” in the Turkish birthrate took place after Mustapha Kemal took over. I am not aware of any reliable statistical information being available on this point, and fear that this statement may be derived from some rather extravagantly pro-Kemalist sources.

It is pleasant to find Mr. Orwell pleading for a more scientific attitude in the treatment of important social problems like this one. Many Tribune readers will hope, as I do, that Mr. Orwell himself will set an example.

Statistician.

George Orwell rightly says that a high birthrate goes with a low standard of living and vice versa, but what he and Common Wealth fail to point out is the evidence of survival figures.

If he looks up infant mortality figures he will find that, whereas in the higher income groups, infant mortality is only 20 per 1,000, the infant mortality in the lower income groups is 100 per 1,000.

It follows, therefore, that if living conditions were the same in the lower income groups as in the higher, infant mortality would fall to 20 per 1,000 all round, with an enormous increase in the female replacement group, which is, after all, what counts.

G. W. Gower.



[George Orwell writes:]

I am sorry that I was too free with dates and figures. But the various errors pointed out by “Statistician” do not alter my main contention, i.e., that there is no very clear connection between a rising population and what might be broadly called “good” government. On the whole, the low-standard nations sometimes, like India and Japan, under definitely despotic rule, multiply fastest. The statement about the Turkish birthrate was from Turkish sources, and may be incorrect, but we would expect the practical abolition of polygamy to have that effect. With all deference to “Statistician,” I would regard 18 or even 29 millions as “only a few millions” relative to our present population.4


Chesterton

In fairness to Chesterton I feel that I must point out George Orwell’s mistake recently in attributing to him a not-so-bright triolet of mine. The verse was written—like most triolets, perhaps—to fill up space in a feature which I used to contribute to G.K.’s Weekly under the signature of “Agag.”5 It appeared some time in the late ’twenties. I cannot trace the date at the moment, but if it were of interest the Editor of the paper’s successor, The Weekly Review, could no doubt do so. So far as I am aware, it has not been reprinted.

And, as I am an agnostic, the lines cannot be cited to support Orwell’s opinion, which I am inclined to share, that there appears to be an increasing lack of conviction about the average latter-day Christian’s belief in personal immortality.

A. M. Currie.



[George Orwell writes]:

I am sorry about this inaccuracy. The poem appeared in G.K.’s Weekly, and it resembled Chesterton’s own style so closely that I assumed it to be his. At any rate, he had no objection to printing it, which seems to bear out my contention. The title was “A Fryolet” if I remember rightly.




2453. To Leonard Moore

15 April 1944      Typewritten

10a Mortimer Crescent
London NW 6

Dear Mr Moore,

Nicholson & Watson refuse to print “Animal Farm”, giving much the same reason as Gollancz, ie. that it is bad taste to attack the head of an allied government in that manner etc.1 I knew we should have a lot of trouble with this book, at any rate in this country. Meanwhile I have taken the copy I had round to Cape’s, as Miss Wedgwood2 there had often asked me to let them see something, but I wouldn’t be surprised if they made the same answer. I think Faber’s is just possible, and Routledges rather more so if they have the paper. While Cape’s have it I’ll sound both Eliot and Herbert Read.3 I saw recently a book published by Eyre and Spottiswoode and I think they must be all right—perhaps, as you say, I was mixing them up with Burns, Oates and Washburne. Failing all else I will try to get one of the small highbrow presses to do it, in fact I shouldn’t wonder if that is the likeliest bet. I know of one which has just started up and has a certain amount of money to dispose of. Naturally I want this book printed because I think what it says wants saying, unfashionable though it is nowadays.

I hope the copy went off to the USA? I suppose you still have one copy, so perhaps you might send it me to show to Read if I can contact him.

How do my copyrights with Gollancz stand? When I have done the necessary stuff I want to compile that book of essays and I am anxious to include the Dickens essay which was printed by Gollancz. I suppose if I fixed up with some other publisher, eg. Cape, to do “Animal Farm” they might ask for my next book, which would be the essays. Have I the right to reprint the Dickens essay, since the book is out of print?

Your sincerely Eric Blair




2454. London Letter, 17 April 1944

Partisan Review, Summer 1944

Spring is here, a late spring after a mild winter, and there is universal expectation that “It” (I don’t have to tell you what “It” is) will begin some time next month. The streets swarm with American troops. In the expensive quarters of the town British soldiers, who are not allowed to spend their leave in London unless they have their homes there, are hardly to be seen. The air raids began to hot up about the beginning of February and there have been one or two biggish ones—nothing like 1940 but still very trying because of the deafening noise of the ack-ack. On the other hand, the scenic effects are terrific. The orange-colored flares dropped by the German planes drift slowly down, making everything almost as light as day, and carmine-colored tracer shells sail up to meet them: and as the flares get lower the shadows on the window pane move slowly upwards. The food situation is as always. I am ashamed to say that only very recently I had my first meal in a British restaurant and was amazed to find that food quite good and very cheap. (These places are run by the public authorities on a non-profit basis.) Various kinds of manufactured goods are now almost unprocurable. It is almost impossible to buy a watch or clock, new or secondhand. A typewriter which before the war would have cost twelve pounds now costs at least thirty pounds secondhand, supposing that you can get hold of one at all. Cars are scarcer than ever on the roads. On the other hand the bourgeoisie are coming more and more out of their holes, as one can see by the advertisements for servants quite in the old style, e.g., this one from the Times: “Countess of Shrewsbury requires experienced Head Housemaid of three.” There were several years during which one did not see advertisements of that kind. Evening dress (for men) is said to be reappearing though I haven’t seen anyone wearing it yet.

There isn’t a great deal of political news. Churchill, if one can judge by his voice, is aging a good deal but grows more and more intolerant of opposition. It is assumed on all sides that if anything should happen to Churchill, Eden will automatically become PM. Those who know Eden say he is such a weakling that the right-wing Tories would find it more convenient to keep him in office as a figurehead than to put in a strong man after their own hearts. The Labor Party has sunk a few feet deeper in everyone’s estimation after the vote of confidence business—the government were out-voted on a minor issue, Churchill told the Members to take their votes back, and nearly everyone did so. Common Wealth is still making some headway but constantly rumbles with internal dissensions which I can’t get the hang of. It came out recently that up to date, three-fifths of its expenses have been paid by Acland (who has now come to the end of his money) and a rather doubtful person named Alan Good, a wealthy business man (light industries) who has been in the party since almost the beginning. The Communists have been taking a slightly more anti-government line and on one occasion have supported an opposition candidate at a by-election.

The big event of the last few months has been the large-scale coal strikes, which are the culmination of a long period during which coal production has been behind schedule and—coming on the eve of the Second Front—obviously indicate very serious grievances. The immediate trouble is over money, but the root cause is the unbearable conditions in the British mines, which naturally seem worse in wartime when unemployment hardly enters into the picture. I don’t know a great deal about the technical side of mining, but I have been down a number of mines and I know that the conditions are such that human beings simply will not stand them except under some kind of compulsion. (I described all this years ago in a book called The Road to Wigan Pier.) Most of the British mines are very old, and they belong to a multitude of comparatively small owners who often haven’t the capital to modernize them even if they wanted to. This means not only that they often lack up-to-date machinery, but that the “travelling” may be almost more exhausting than the work itself. In the older mines it may be more than three miles from the shaft to the coal face (a mile would be a normal distance) and most of the way the galleries will be only four feet high or less. This means that the miner has to do the whole journey bent double, sometimes crawling on all fours for a hundred yards or so, and then on top of this do his day’s work, which may have to be done kneeling down if it is a shallow seam. The exertion is so great that men who come back to work after a long go of unemployment sometimes fall by the wayside, unable even to get as far as the coal face. Added to this there are the ghastly hovels that most of the miners have to live in, built in the worst period of the Industrial Revolution, the general lack of pithead baths, the dullness of the mining towns compared with the newer towns that have sprung up round the light industries, and, of course, very poor wages. In peace time,1 when the dole is the alternative, people will just put up with this, but now every miner is aware that if he could only get out of the mines (which he isn’t allowed to, of course) he could be earning twice the money for easy work in some hygienic factory. It has been found impossible to recruit enough miners and for some time past they have had to be conscripted. This is done by ballot, and it is an index of how mining is regarded that to be drawn as a miner (instead of, say, being put in a submarine) is looked on as a disaster. The conscripted youths, who include public-school boys, have been to the fore in the strikes. On top of all the other causes for discontent, it is said that the coal owners, while reading the miners sermons on patriotism, are doing jiggery-pokery by working uneconomic seams, saving up the good seams for after the war when the demand for coal will have dropped again.2

Everyone except the interested minority is aware that these conditions can’t be cured without nationalization of the mines, and public opinion is entirely ready for this step. Even the left-wing Tories, though not facing up to nationalization, talk of compelling the coal-owners to amalgamate into larger units. It is, in fact, obvious that without centralizing the industry it would be impossible to raise the enormous sums needed to bring the mines up to date. But nationalization would solve the short-term problem as well, for it would give the miners something to look forward to, and in return they would certainly undertake to refrain from striking for the duration of the war. Needless to say there is no sign of any such thing happening. Instead there has been a hue and cry after the Trotskyists, who are alleged to be responsible for the strikes. Trotskyism, which not one English person in a hundred had heard of before the war, actually got the big headlines for several days. In reality the English Trotskyists only number, I believe, about five hundred, and it is unlikely they have a footing among the full-time miners, who are very suspicious of anyone outside their own community.

As this end of the war approaches its climax, the extraordinary contradictions in the attitude of the intelligentsia become more apparent. Even now large numbers of pinks claim to believe that no Second Front is intended, in spite of the vast American armies that have been brought here. But at the same time as they cry out for the Second Front to be opened immediately they protest against the bombing of Germany and Italy, not merely because of the loss of life but because of the material destruction. I have also heard people say almost in the same breath (a) that we must open a Second Front at once, (b) that it is no longer necessary because the Russians can defeat the Germans singlehanded, and (c) that it is bound to be a failure. Simultaneously with the desire to finish the war quickly there is quite frank rejoicing when something goes wrong, e.g., the stalemate in Italy, and a readiness to believe any rumor without examination so long as it is a rumor of disaster. Almost simultaneously, again, people approve the Russian proposals to partition Germany and exact enormous reparations, and tell you what a lot Hitler has done for Europe and how much preferable he is to the British Tories. Again—I notice this every day in the short stories and poems sent in to the Tribune—numbers of left-wingers have a definitely schizophrenic attitude towards war and militarism. What one might call the official left-wing view is that war is a meaningless massacre brought about by capitalists, no war can ever lead to any good result, in battle no one has any thought except to run away, and the soldier is a downtrodden slave who hates his officer like poison and looks on the enemy soldier as a comrade. But as soon as the Red Army is involved the whole of this conception is turned upside down. Not only does war become glorious and purposeful, but the soldier becomes a happy warrior who positively enjoys military discipline, loves his officer like a dog, hates the enemy like the Devil (a phrase that occurs frequently in these stories that are sent in to me is “his heart was fired with passionate hatred”) and utters edifying political slogans while in the act of slinging a hand grenade. There is further schizophrenia on the subject of atrocities: any atrocity story reported by the Russians is true, anything reported by the British or Americans untrue. Ditto with the Asiatic quislings. Wang Ching-wei is a contemptible traitor, Subhas Chandra Bose a heroic liberator. Emotionally, what the Left intelligentsia wish for is that Germany and Japan should be defeated but that Britain and America should not be victorious. Once the Second Front has started it would not surprise me to see them change their attitude, become defeatist about the whole business and disclaim the demands for a Second Front which they have been making for more than two years.

Russophile feeling is on the surface stronger than ever. It is now next door to impossible to get anything overtly anti-Russian printed. Anti-Russian books do appear, but mostly from Catholic publishing firms and always from a religious or frankly reactionary angle. “Trotskyism,” using the word in a wide sense, is even more effectively silenced than in the 1935–39 period. The Stalinists themselves don’t seem to have regained their influence in the press, but apart from the general Russophile feeling of the intelligentsia, all the appeasers, e.g., Professor E. H. Carr,3 have switched their allegiance from Hitler to Stalin. The servility of the so-called intellectuals is astonishing. The Mission to Moscow film,4 which I gather raised something of a storm in the USA, was accepted here with hardly a murmur. It is interesting too that pacifists almost never say anything anti-Russian, though temperamentally they are not always Russophile. Their implied line is that it is wrong for us to defend ourselves by violence, but is all right for the Russians. This is sheer cowardice: they dare not flout prevailing left-wing opinion, which, of course, they are more afraid of than public opinion in the wider sense.

I suspect, however, that Russian and pro-Russian propaganda will in the long run defeat itself simply by being overdone. Lately I have several times been surprised to hear ordinary working-class or middle-class people say, “Oh, I’m fed up with the Russians! They’re too good to live,” or words to that effect. One must remember that the USSR means different things to the working-class and the Left intelligentsia. The former are Russophile because they feel Russia to be the working-class country where the common man is in control, whereas the intellectuals are influenced at least partly by power-worship. The affection they feel for the USSR is still vaguely bound up with the idea of the meek inheriting the earth, and the tone of latter-day Soviet propaganda obviously contradicts this. In any case, English people usually react in the end against too-blatant propaganda. A good illustration of this is General Montgomery, idolized a year or two ago and now thoroughly unpopular because over-publicized.5

I don’t think I have any more news. You will be interested to hear that several American soldiers have rung me up, introducing themselves as readers of PR. These are still the only contacts I have made with American soldiers. The troops and the public, other than girls, are still very standoffish. I notice that Negroes do not seem to pick up girls so easily as the whites, though everyone says they like the Negroes better. A little while back a young American soldier had rung up and I asked him to stay the night at our flat. He was quite interested and said it was the first time he had been inside an English home. I said, “How long have you been in this country?” and he said, “two months.” He went on to tell me that the previous day a girl had come up to him on the pavement and seized hold of his penis with the words, “Hullo Yank!” Yet he had not seen the interior of an ordinary English home. This makes me sad. Even at their best English people are not very hospitable to strangers, but I would like the Americans to know that the cold welcome they have had in this country is partly due to the fact that the rations are not easy to stretch and that after years of war people are ashamed of the shabby interiors of their houses, while the films have taught them to believe or half-believe that every American lives in a palace with a chromium-plated cocktail bar.

I am going to send two copies of this, one air mail and one sea mail, hoping that the latter may get there a bit sooner. The time that letters take to cross the Atlantic nowadays has made some people wonder whether the air mail travels in balloons.

George Orwell

[Fee: £2.10.0; 17.4.44]




2455. Review of Cricket Country by Edmund Blunden

Manchester Evening News, 20 April 1944

Cricket arouses strong feelings, both “for” and “against,” and during recent years it is the anti-cricket school that has been in the ascendant. Cricket has been labelled the Sport of Blimps. It has been vaguely associated with top hats, school prize days, fox-hunting, and the poems of Sir Henry Newbolt.1 It has been denounced by Left-wing writers, who imagine erroneously that it is played chiefly by the rich.

On the other hand, its two bitterest enemies of all are “Beachcomber” and “Timothy Shy,” who see in it an English institution which they feel it their duty to belittle, along with Wordsworth, William Blake, and Parliamentary government. But there are other reasons besides spite and ignorance for the partial decline in the popularity of cricket, and some of them can be read between the lines of Mr. Blunden’s apologia, eloquent though it is.

Mr Blunden is a true cricketer. The test of a true cricketer is that he shall prefer village cricket to “good” cricket. Mr. Blunden’s own form, one guesses, is somewhere midway between the village green and the county ground, and he has due reverence for the famous figures of the cricketing world, whose names pepper his pages. He is old enough to have seen Ranjitsinhji play his famous leg glide, and since then he has watched first-class matches regularly enough to have seen every well-known player, English or Australian. But it is obvious that all his friendliest memories are of village cricket: and not even cricket at the country-house level, where white trousers are almost universal and a pad on each leg is de rigueur, but the informal village game, where everyone plays in braces, where the blacksmith is liable to be called away in mid-innings on an urgent job, and sometimes, about the time when the light begins to fail, a ball driven for four kills a rabbit on the boundary.

In his love of cricket Mr. Blunden is in good literary company. He could, he says, almost make up an eleven of poets and writers. It would include Byron (who played for Harrow), Keats, Cowper, Trollope, Francis Thompson, Gerard Manley Hopkins, Robert Bridges, and Siegfried Sassoon. Mr. Blunden might have included Blake, one of whose fragments mentions an incident all too common in village cricket, but he is perhaps wrong to number Dickens among the lovers of cricket, for Dickens’s only reference to the game (in “Pickwick Papers”) shows that he was ignorant of its rules. But the essential thing in this book, as in nearly everything that Mr. Blunden writes, is his nostalgia for the golden age before 1914, when the world was peaceful as it has never since been.

The well-known lines from one of his poems:

I have been young and now am not too old,

And I have seen the righteous man forsaken,

His wealth, his honour, and his quality taken:

This is not what we were formerly told

sound as though they had been written after the dictators had swallowed Europe. Actually, however, they refer to the war of 1914–18, the great turning-point of Mr. Blunden’s life. The war shattered the leisurely world he had known, and, as he sadly perceives, cricket has never been quite the same since.

Several things have combined to make it less popular. To begin with, the increasing hurry and urbanisation of life are against a game which needs green fields and abundant spare time. Then there is the generally-admitted dullness of first-class cricket. Like nearly everyone else, Mr. Blunden abhors the kind of game in which 20 successive maiden overs are nothing unusual and a bastman may-be in for an hour before he scores his first run. But they are the natural result of too-perfect grass and a too-solemn attitude towards batting averages. Then again cricket has been partly supplanted, at any rate among grown-up people, by golf and lawn tennis. There can be no doubt that this is a disaster for these games are not only far inferior aesthetically to cricket but they do not have the socially binding quality that cricket, at any rate, used to have.

Contrary to what its detractors say, cricket is not an inherently snobbish game, as Mr. Blunden is careful to point out. Since it needs about 25 people to make up a game it necessarily leads to a good deal of social mixing. The inherently snobbish game is golf, which causes whole stretches of countryside to be turned into carefully-guarded class preserves.

But there is another good reason for the decline in the popularity of cricket—a reason Mr. Blunden does not point out, the extent to which it has been thrust down everybody’s throat. For a long period cricket was treated as though that were a kind of religious ritual incumbent on every Englishman. Interminable Test matches with their astronomical scores were given large headlines in most newspapers, and every summer tens of thousands of unwilling boys were—and still are—drilled in a game which merely bored them. For cricket has the peculiarity that either you like it or you don’t, and either you have a gift for it, or you have not. Unlike most games, it cannot be learned if you have no talent to start with. In the circumstances there was bound to be a large-scale revolt against cricket.

Even by children it is now less played than it was. It was most truly rooted in the national life when it was voluntary and informal—as in the Rugby of Tom Brown’s schooldays, or in the village matches on lumpy wickets, which are Mr. Blunden’s most cherished memory.

Will cricket survive? Mr. Blunden believes so, in spite of the competition from other interests that it has to face, and we may hope that he is right. It is pleasant to find him, towards the end of his book, still finding time for a game or two during the war, against R.A.F. teams. This book touches on much else besides cricket, for at the bottom of his heart it is perhaps less the game itself than the physical surroundings that appeals to Mr. Blunden. He is the kind of cricketer who when his side is batting is liable to stroll away from the pavilion to have a look at the village church, and perhaps come across a quaint epitaph.

In places this book is a little over-written, because Mr. Blunden is no more able to resist a quotation than some people are to refuse a drink. But it is pleasant reading, and a useful reminder that peace means something more than a temporary stoppage of the guns.

[Fee: £8.8.0; 19.4.44]




2456. To W.J. Strachan

20 April 1944 Typewritten

Tribune

Dear Mr. Strachan,1

Thank you, I would like to use your poem, but as it is rather long if ° may have to wait over for a few weeks.

Yours truly,
[Signed] Geo. Orwell
George Orwell,
Literary Editor




2457. ‘As I Please,’ 21

Tribune, 21 April 1944

In a letter published in this week’s Tribune,1 someone attacks me rather violently for saying that the B.B.C. is a better source of news than the daily papers, and is so regarded by the public. I have never, he suggests, heard ordinary working men shouting “Turn that dope off!” when the news bulletin comes on.

On the contrary, I have heard this frequently. Still more frequently I have seen the customers in a pub go straight on with their darts, music and so forth without the slightest slackening of noise when the news bulletin began. But it was not my claim that anyone likes the B.B.C., or thinks it interesting, or grown-up, or democratic, or progressive. I said only that people regard it as a relatively sound source of news. Again and again I have known people, when they see some doubtful item of news, wait to have it confirmed by the radio before they believe it. Social surveys show the same thing—i.e., that as against the radio the prestige of newspapers has declined.

And I repeat what I said before—that in my experience the B.B.C. is relatively truthful and, above all, has a responsible attitude towards news and does not disseminate lies simply because they are “newsy.” Of course, untrue statements are constantly being broadcast and anyone can tell you of instances. But in most cases this is due to genuine error, and the B.B.C. sins much more by simply avoiding anything controversial than by direct propaganda. And after all—a point not met by our correspondent—its reputation abroad is comparatively high. Ask any refugee from Europe which of the belligerent radios is considered to be the most truthful. So also in Asia. Even in India, where the population are so hostile that they will not listen to British propaganda and will hardly listen to a British entertainment programme, they listen to B.B.C. news because they believe that it approximates to the truth.

Even if the B.B.C. passes on the British official lies, it does make some effort to sift the others. Most of the newspapers, for instance, have continued to publish without any query as to their truthfulness the American claims to have sunk the entire Japanese fleet several times over. The B.B.C., to my knowledge, developed quite early on an attitude of suspicion towards this and certain other unreliable sources. On more than one occasion I have known a newspaper to print a piece of news—and news unfavourable to Britain—on no other authority than the German radio, because it was “newsy” and made a good “par.”

If you see something obviously untruthful in a newspaper and ring up to ask “Where did you get that from?” you are usually put off with the formula: “I’m afraid Mr. So-and-So is not in the office.” If you persist, you generally find that the story has no basis whatever but that it looked like a good bit of news, so in it went. Except where libel is involved, the average journalist is astonished and even contemptuous if anyone bothers about accuracy with regard to names, dates, figures and other details. And any daily journalist will tell you that one of the most important secrets of his trade is the trick of making it appear that there is news when there is no news.

Towards the end of May, 1940, newspaper posters were prohibited in order to save paper. Several newspapers, however, continued to display posters for some time afterwards. On inquiry it was found that they were using old ones. Such headlines as “Panzer Divisions Hurled Back” or “French Army Standing Firm” could be used over and over again. Then came the period when the paper-sellers supplied their own posters with a slate and a bit of chalk, and in their hands the poster became a comparatively sober and truthful thing. It referred to something that was actually in the paper you were going to buy, and it usually picked out the real news and not some piece of sensational nonsense. The paper-sellers, who frequently did not know which way round a capital “S” goes, had a better idea of what is news, and more sense of responsibility towards the public, than their millionaire employers.

Our correspondent considers that the public and the journalists rather than the proprietors are to blame for the silliness of English newspapers. You could not, he implies, make an intelligent newspaper pay because the public wants tripe. I am not certain whether this is so. For the time being most of the tripe has vanished and newspaper circulations have not declined. But I do agree—and I said so—that the journalists share the blame. In allowing their profession to be degraded they have largely acted with their eyes open, whereas, I suppose, to blame somebody like Northcliffe for making money in the quickest way is like blaming a skunk for stinking.

One mystery about the English language is why, with the biggest vocabulary in existence, it has to be constantly borrowing foreign words and phrases. Where is the sense, for instance, of saying cul de sac when you mean blind alley? Other totally unnecessary French phrases are joie de vivre, amour propre, reculer pour mieux sauter, raison d’être, vis-à-vis, tête-à-tête, au pied de la lettre, esprit de corps. There are dozens more of them. Other needless borrowings come from Latin (though there is a case for “i.e.” and “e.g.,” which are useful abbreviations), and since the war we have been much infested by German words, Gleichschaltung, Lebensraum, Weltanschauung, Wehrmacht, Panzerdivisionen and others being flung about with great freedom. In nearly every case an English equivalent already exists or could easily be improvised. There is also a tendency to take over American slang phrases without understanding their meaning. For example, the expression “barking up the wrong tree” is fairly widely used, but inquiry shows that most people don’t know its origin nor exactly what it means.

Sometimes it is necessary to take over a foreign word, but in that case we should anglicise its pronunciation, as our ancestors used to do. If we really need the word “café” (we got on well enough with “coffee house” for two hundred years), it should either be spelled “caffay” or pronounced “cayfe.” “Garage” should be pronounced “garridge.” For what point is there in littering our speech with fragments of foreign pronunciation, very tiresome to anyone who does not happen to have learned that particular language?

And why is it that most of us never use a word of English origin if we can find a manufactured Greek one? One sees a good example of this in the rapid disappearance of English flower names. What until twenty years ago was universally called a snapdragon is now called an antirrhinum, a word no one can spell without consulting a dictionary. Forget-me-nots are coming more and more to be called myosotis. Many other names, Red Hot Poker, Mind Your Own Business, Love Lies Bleeding, London Pride, are disappearing in favour of colourless Greek names out of botany textbooks. I had better not continue too long on this subject, because last time I mentioned flowers in this column an indignant lady wrote in to say that flowers are bourgeois. But I don’t think it a good augury for the future of the English language that “marigold” should be dropped in favour of “calendula,” while the pleasant little Cheddar Pink loses its name and becomes merely Dianthus Cæsius.2




2457A. To Lydia Jackson

21 April 1944      Typewritten

Tribune

Dear Lydia,

Thanks so much for the review which is very nice.1

Yes, we are using the article but it’ll have to stand over for a few weeks.2

Yours,
[Signed] George
George Orwell.




2458. Review of The Poisoned Crown by Hugh Kingsmill

The Observer, 23 April 1944

Totalitarianism is generally considered to be traceable to the wickedness of a few ambitious individuals, or else is explained away as a last effort to prop up a collapsing economic system. However, there is another school of thought, of which Mr. F. A. Voigt is the best-known exponent, which holds that any attempt to set up a materialistic Utopia must inevitably lead to despotism. Mr. Hugh Kingsmill belongs to this school, and in this brilliant book he illustrates his thesis by four short biographies of Queen Elizabeth, Cromwell, Napoleon and Abraham Lincoln.

As Mr. Kingsmill sees it, all of these illustrate “the barrenness of action and the corrupting effects of power.” They are nevertheless not very easy to fit into a single pattern, and of the four of them only Cromwell bears a close resemblance to the dictators of our own day. It is especially difficult to see why Mr. Kingsmill included Elizabeth, who was absorbed from early youth with the problem of remaining alive and on the throne, and who by the standards of her own day was neither bigoted nor cruel. Her unhappy sister Mary, who burned her subjects alive because she loved them so much, would probably have been a better example. Lincoln, on the other hand, does not seem to have been much corrupted by power, and Mr. Kingsmill has to press his case rather hard to show that Lincoln’s achievement was valueless.

Nevertheless the section dealing with Lincoln is probably the best thing in the book. Lincoln’s one great concession to expediency, Mr. Kingsmill thinks, was his declaration that slavery would be abolished if the Confederate states were defeated. He had not wanted to make this declaration (in its origins the war was only indirectly concerned with the issue of slavery), partly because he saw that the country as a whole was not ready for it and the slaves would not benefit by emancipation, partly because he did not wish to give the war the character of a crusade, with all the self-righteousness and vindictiveness that that implies. He was driven into making the declaration by the necessity of winning the war. By proclaiming slavery to be the issue he cut the moral ground from beneath Britain and France, who might otherwise have intervened on the side of the South. But in doing so he was also surrendering to the extremists among his followers, who were not, as one might expect, high-minded Abolitionists but hard-faced business men determined to break the economic power of the Southern states.

The complete victory won by the North left the business men in control, and the moral atmosphere of the United States deteriorated accordingly. Lincoln had sacrificed everything, including a fragment of his conscience, to winning the war, and the result was a country where there could be no more Lincolns—that at least is Mr. Kingsmill’s picture. Incidentally he suggests that the obscure lunatic who murdered Lincoln was employed not by Southerners but by Lincoln’s own rivals among the Republicans.

One frequently has the feeling that Mr. Kingsmill is being unfair, not, perhaps, to Lincoln himself, but to his achievement and therefore to the United States. Was it not, after all, a step forward that the slaves should be freed, even though they were merely converted into wage-slaves? And one even has the feeling that he is unfair to Napoleon, who was a crook but may have been a necessary instrument of history. Without Napoleon, or at least somebody like Napoleon, revolutionary France would probably have been crushed round about 1800, and the peasants would not have kept the land. Napoleon, though his motives were totally selfish, did stave off defeat long enough to make it impossible for the Ancien Régime to be restored. On the other hand, Mr. Kingsmill’s debunking of Cromwell, though probably it is not fair either, is a good antidote to the usual middle-class worship of this prototype of all the modern dictators, who perpetrated massacres which make the German exploits at Lidice look like a schoolgirls’ romp.

Mr. Kingsmill’s book begins with a chapter entitled “The Genealogy of Hitler.” The line of descent is traced from Napoleon and Byron through Dostoievski, Nietzsche, and H. G. Wells to Hitler and Charlie Chaplin. (Chaplin, says Mr. Kingsmill, is the Little Man’s version of Byron, Hitler his version of Napoleon.) There are many quarrels, big and small, that one could pick with Mr. Kingsmill. Like all thinkers of his school, he assumes that reformers want to make the world perfect, whereas in general they only want to make it better, and he frequently writes as though progress, even material progress, were of its nature impossible, which implies that we are still in the Stone Age. But this is an outstanding book, and a telling blow at every form of tyranny, not excluding the ones which it is now fashionable to admire.

[Fee: £7.7.0; 17.4.44]




2459. Correspondence with Antonia White

27 April 1944


A long letter—some 3,500 words—from Antonia White1 to Orwell, dated 27 April 1944, survives and is the only extant element of a correspondence between them arising from Orwell’s ‘As I Please’ of 14 April, in which he wrote that he found it very rare to meet anyone of whatever background who believed in personal immortality; see 2452. It is possible from Antonia White’s letter to recover some idea of what Orwell and she were discussing, and it is just possible that there was a little more to Orwell’s questioning than a simple delight in arguing over this controversy. The implications of Orwell’s points of view (as represented by Antonia White’s summaries) go beyond belief or otherwise in an after-life and indicate that he had political and social implications in mind. The extracts below are not intended to summarise Antonia White’s letter, but only to indicate the matters Orwell was raising. They are numbered here for convenience; they are not the numbers in Antonia White’s letter (of which there are only three; she appears to have given up numbering). As she twice points out, she is writing as a Roman Catholic and with reference to the Roman Catholic Church.


1 Thank you very much for your letter which was very far from ‘Incoherent’ and extremely interesting. It raises so many points that I despair of even attempting to answer them and wish that I could call in some more competent Catholic to do so….

2 As to ‘ordinary’ people not retaining even any vestige in the belief in personal immortality, I don’t see how one can be sure of that, except by a universal head or heart count. Again it’s hard to define ‘ordinary’….

3 I am much puzzled by the Catholic who laughed at you for saying that survival was an obligatory belief. I think she must have misunderstood her Dominican. All Catholic doctrine and tradition is firm on this point….

4 As to unbelievers ‘repenting’ or not on their deathbeds, there is a traditional Catholic belief—not an article of faith, but held by such authorities as St. Thomas Aquinas, that there is a moment, even so late that consciousness may seem to be extinct, when the soul has a true apprehension of God and makes its final acceptance or rejection….

5 If, as you say, extinction is taken for granted (and certainly my own experience bears out yours as regards friends of mine, other than Catholics, who have died during the last ten years) it does ‘mark a very great departure from the outlook of our ancestors!’ I also agree with you that people didn’t necessarily behave better because they believed in hell. One has only to look at the Middle Ages. Yet then, as you so truly say, they had a ‘religious attitude’ however monstrously they behaved. And it is probably true today that the average ‘atheist’ behaves as well as, if not considerably better than, the average ‘believer’. I suspect that you are almost certainly right in connecting modern power-worship with the assumption that there is no world but this….

6 If the Church has indeed lost the allegiance of the common people, she has a terrible responsibility. Yet more than fifty years ago, Leo XIII inveighed in his encyclicals against the monstrous exploitation of man by man and complained that the majority of workers has been reduced to the condition of slaves.2 In many dioceses priests refused to read that encyclical because they said it was ‘sheer socialism’….

7 The basis of the Church’s defence of private property is that man has a natural right to enjoy the fruits of his labour. This is not at all the same thing as approving of unbridled capitalism….

8 I can’t agree with you that Bernanos is ‘no more typical of Catholics than an albino Negro is typical of Negroes’. On a head count, Catholics of his type may well be in a minority. But they are the truest representatives of the real Catholic spirit and that current is growing stronger in the Church. We all wish that spirit were more obvious in the majority of our bishops but you will find it among the Dominicans and other orders, in innumerable obscure parish priests and among many of the laity. I wish it were Barbara Ward and not myself who was trying to answer your letter….

9 But it’s time I got back to immortality. The last paragraph of your letter raises such a number of tremendous questions that it needs a letter to itself….

10 I don’t see how the Church can possibly alter her beliefs to accommodate them to the temper of the ‘modern mind’. Her whole justification in her own eyes is that she is the guardian of a truth committed to her by Christ and that she must continue to teach that truth whether men find it ‘acceptable’ or not….

11 It is strange to me that you should seem to suggest Hinduism or Buddhism, both highly intellectual and philosophical religions, as alternatives to Christianity for the ‘plain man’. In their corruption, they are liable to produce as much superstition and as much social injustice as any corruption of Christianity; at their best they demand a degree of discipline and training of which very few are capable. They require moreover a mental habit, almost a type of consciousness, which is not native to the western mind…. [She then suggested that Orwell would find the work of René Guénon, ‘one of the greatest authorities on Hinduism,’ interesting.]

12 I think you may misunderstand what is meant by ‘personal’ survival in Catholic teaching…. It doesn’t mean ‘warts and all’—exactly as we are here. Nor does it mean that the human personality is completely annihilated in God or Universal Being and only achieves ‘immortality’ at the price of total loss of identity.

But we believe that at baptism the soul receives the potentiality of being adopted into a higher order, of sharing the vision of God. It is like a creature that has the undeveloped capacity to live in another element. But before it can live in that element, endless adaptations have to be made….

13 While entirely agreeing with you that the materialistic outlook leads to disaster, I don’t see how you are going to inculcate a ‘religious attitude’ without a definite religion. Santayana says somewhere that to attempt to be religious without a religion is like trying to speak without a language.

14 I don’t for one moment think that you attack Christian beliefs in a spirit of ‘vulgar irreverence’. On the contrary, I am completely convinced of your sincerity and I wish all Christians were as sincere. I suppose the final test of one’s sincerity in a belief is whether one is ready to risk one’s life for it….

15 Having gone so far, I may as well take in levitation and Chesterton.

16 Levitation. This seems to be a fairly well established phenomenon, though it is quite irrelevant to sanctity as such. It seems to occur also in people who are very far from being saints! But ‘ecstacy’ etc., are perfectly well-known among Buddhist, Hindu and Mahomedan mystics who have achieved a high degree of concentration…. Gordon Craig wrote somewhere that when Ellen Terry had been playing a part with complete absorption, he could lift her as easily as a small child, though normally he could not lift her at all. But, in considering a ‘Cause’ of canonisation, the question of whether or not the subject was supposed to have ‘levitated’ would have no relevance. The only thing that is in question is whether or not the subject achieved ‘heroic sanctity’….

17 Chesterton. I’m glad Chesterton didn’t write the poem. He might conceivably answer that, in printing it, he would admit the legitimacy of jokes about hell, since hell was something one had the possibility of avoiding.








2460. ‘As I Please,’ 22

Tribune, 28 April 1944

On the night in 1940 when the big ack-ack barrage was fired over London for the first time,1 I was in Piccadilly Circus when the guns opened up, and I fled into the Cafe Royal to take cover. Among the crowd inside a good-looking, well-made youth of about twenty-five was making somewhat of a nuisance of himself with a copy of Peace News, which he was forcing upon the attention of everyone at the neighbouring tables. I got into conversation with him, and the conversation went something like this:

The youth: “I tell you, it’ll all be over by Christmas. There’s obviously going to be a compromise peace. I’m pinning my faith to Sir Samuel Hoare. It’s degrading company to be in, I admit, but still Hoare is on our side. So long as Hoare’s in Madrid, there’s always hope of a sell-out.”

Orwell: “What about all these preparations that they’re making against invasion—the pillboxes that they’re building everywhere, the L.D.V.s,2 and so forth?”

The youth: “Oh, that merely means that they’re getting ready to crush the working class when the Germans get here. I suppose some of them might be fools enough to try to resist, but Churchill and the Germans between them won’t take long to settle them. Don’t worry, it’ll soon be over.”

Orwell: “Do you really want to see your children grow up Nazis?’

The youth: “Nonsense! You don’t suppose the Germans are going to encourage Fascism in this country, do you? They don’t want to breed up a race of warriors to fight against them. Their object will be to turn us into slaves. They’ll encourage every pacifist movement they can lay hands on. That’s why I’m a pacifist. They’ll encourage people like me.”

Orwell: “And shoot people like me?”

The youth: ‘’That would be just too bad.”

Orwell: “But why are you so anxious to remain alive?”

The youth: “So that I can get on with my work, of course.”

It had come out in the conversation that the youth was a painter—whether good or bad I do not know; but, at any rate, sincerely interested in painting and quite ready to face poverty in pursuit of it. As a painter, he would probably have been somewhat better off under a German occupation than a writer or journalist would be. But still, what he said contained a very dangerous fallacy, now very widespread in the countries where totalitarianism has not actually established itself.

The fallacy is to believe that under a dictatorial government you can be free inside. Quite a number of people console themselves with this thought, now that totalitarianism in one form or another is visibly on the up-grade in every part of the world. Out in the street the loudspeakers bellow, the flags flutter from the rooftops, the police with their tommy-guns prowl to and fro, the face of the Leader, four feet wide, glares from every hoarding; but up in the attics the secret enemies of the regime can record their thoughts in perfect freedom—that is the idea, more or less. And many people are under the impression that this is going on now in Germany and other dictatorial countries.

Why is this idea false? I pass over the fact that modern dictatorships don’t, in fact, leave the loopholes that the old-fashioned despotisms did; and also the probable weakening of the desire for intellectual liberty owing to totalitarian methods of education. The greatest mistake is to imagine that the human being is an autonomous individual. The secret freedom which you can supposedly enjoy under a despotic Government is nonsense, because your thoughts are never entirely your own. Philosophers, writers, artists, even scientists, not only need encouragement and an audience, they need constant stimulation from other people. It is almost impossible to think without talking. If Defoe had really lived on a desert island he could not have written Robinson Crusoe, nor would he have wanted to. Take away freedom of Speech, and the creative faculties dry up. Had the Germans really got to England my acquaintance of the Cafe Royal would soon have found his painting deteriorating, even if the Gestapo had let him alone. And when the lid is taken off Europe, I believe one of the things that will surprise us will be to find how little worthwhile writing of any kind—even such things as diaries, for instance—have been produced in secret under the dictators.

Mr. Basil Henriques,3 chairman of the East London juvenile court, has just been letting himself go on the subject of the Modern Girl. English boys, he says, are “just grand,” but it is a different story with girls:


“One seldom comes across a really bad boy. The war seems to have affected girls more than boys…. Children now went to the pictures several times a week and saw what they imagined was the high life of America, when actually it was a great libel on that country. They also suffer from the effects of listening through the microphone to wild raucous jitterbugging noises called music…. Girls of 14 now dress and talk like those of 18 and 19, and put the same filth and muck on their faces.”



I wonder whether Mr. Henriques knows (a) that well before the other war it was already usual to attribute juvenile crime to the evil example of the cinematograph, and (b) that the Modern Girl has been just the same for quite 2,000 years?

One of the big failures in human history has been the age-long attempt to stop women painting their faces. The philosophers of the Roman Empire denounced the frivolity of the modern woman in almost the same terms as she is denounced today. In the fifteenth century the Church denounced the damnable habit of plucking the eyebrows. The English Puritans, the Bolsheviks, and the Nazis all attempted to discourage cosmetics, without success. In Victorian England rouge was considered so disgraceful that it was usually sold under some other name, but it continued to be used.

Many styles of dress from the Elizabethan ruff to the Edwardian hobble skirt, have been denounced from the pulpit, without effect. In the nineteen-twenties, when skirts were at their shortest, the Pope decreed that women improperly dressed were not to be admitted to Catholic churches; but somehow feminine fashions remained unaffected. Hitler’s “ideal woman,” an exceedingly plain specimen in a mackintosh, was exhibited all over Germany and much of the rest of the world, but inspired few imitators. I prophesy that English girls will continue to “put filth and muck on their faces” in spite of Mr. Henriques. Even in jail, it is said, the female prisoners redden their lips with the dye from the Post Office mail bags.

Just why women use cosmetics is a different question, but it seems doubtful whether sex attraction is the main object. It is very unusual to meet a man who does not think painting your fingernails scarlet is a disgusting habit, but hundreds of thousands of women go on doing it all the same. Meanwhile it might console Mr. Henriques to know that though make-up persists, it is far less elaborate than it used to be in the days when Victorian beauties had their faces “enamelled,” or when it was usual to alter the contour of your cheeks by means of “plumpers,” as described in Swift’s poem, On a Beautiful Young Nymph Going to Bed.




2461. To Philip Rahv

1 May 1944      Typewritten

10a Mortimer Crescent
London NW 6

Dear Rahv,

Thanks so much for your letter dated April 17th. It got here today, so the air mail is definitely looking up. I sent off my London letter on about April 17th, so that should certainly reach you before the end of May unless held up in the censorship. After I had sent it off it struck me there were several things in it the censorship might object to (on policy grounds, not security of course), but I haven’t had any note from them to say they were stopping it, so I suppose it’s all right. Your letter hadn’t been opened by the censor, by the way.

I dare say the Dial people will have got my MS1 by about now. As you say you’re in touch with them, I wonder if you could ask them to let you have a look at it. I think you will agree it deserves to be printed, but its “message” is hardly a popular one nowadays. I am having hell and all to find a publisher for it here though normally I have no difficulty in publishing my stuff and in any case all publishers are now clamouring for manuscripts. A few weeks back a newspaper I write for regularly refused to print a book review of mine because it was anti-Stalin in tone.2 Comically enough the Stalinists themselves haven’t much influence in the press, but Stalin seems to be becoming a figure rather similar to what Franco used to be, a Christian gent whom it is not done to criticise. By some arrangement the Soviet government have made, most of the Russian propaganda books are published by Hutchinson’s, a big octopus publisher who puts out not only very cheap tripe-novels but vicious anti-left pamphlets and semi-fascist stuff from Vansittart’s followers.3

As to the Dial publishing other books of mine. Several have actually been published in the USA (they never sold much). The one that ought to be reprinted is my one about the Spanish civil war, but of course that’s the most hopeless of all subjects now. I don’t know whether the Penguin books are sold in the USA. My Burma novel which Harper’s published in 1934 is being penguinised,4 but if the Penguins don’t get across the Atlantic it seems to me it is a book someone might reprint over there as Burma is a bit more in the news now. I believe the copyright is mine but could find out any way.° There are others that I think are worth reprinting as books, but the trouble is that they’re too local to be of much interest in America. However, this autumn I intend to publish a book of reprinted literary essays. I would have done it before, but there are several more I want to write before issuing the book, and I haven’t been able to do so because of being smothered under other work. However I should get them all done by the end of July, and perhaps the Dial would be interested in that book. I suppose it won’t hurt if it’s done here simultaneously as well.

Yours Geo.
Orwell




2462. ‘As I Please,’ 23

Tribune, 5 May 1944

For anyone who wants a good laugh I recommend a book which was published about a dozen years ago, but which I only recently succeeded in getting hold of. This is I. A. Richards’s Practical Criticism.

Although mostly concerned with the general principles of literary criticism, it also describes an experiment that Mr. Richards made with, or one should perhaps say on, his English students at Cambridge. Various volunteers, not actually students but presumably interested in English literature, also took part. Thirteen poems were presented to them, and they were asked to criticise them. The authorship of the poems was not revealed, and none of them was well enough known to be recognised at sight by the average reader. You are getting, therefore, specimens of literary criticism not complicated by snobbishness of the ordinary kind.

One ought not to be too superior, and there is no need to be, because the book is so arranged that you can try the experiment on yourself. The poems, unsigned, are all together at the end, and the authors’ names are on a fold-over page which you need not look at till afterwards. I will say at once that I only spotted the authorship of two, one of which I knew already, and though I could date most of the others within a few decades, I made two bad bloomers, in one case attributing to Shelley a poem written in the nineteen-twenties. But still, some of the comments recorded by Dr. Richards are startling. They go to show that many people who would describe themselves as lovers of poetry have no more notion of distinguishing between a good poem and a bad one than a dog has of arithmetic.

For example, a piece of completely spurious bombast by Alfred Noyes gets quite a lot of praise. One critic compares it to Keats. A sentimental ballad from Rough Rhymes of a Padre, by “Woodbine Willie,”1 also gets quite a good Press. On the other hand, a magnificent sonnet by John Donne gets a distinctly chilly reception. Dr. Richards records only three favourable criticisms and about a dozen cold or hostile ones. One writer says contemptuously that the poem “would make a good hymn,” while another remarks, “I can find no other reaction except disgust.” Donne was at that time at the top of his reputation and no doubt most of the people taking part in this experiment would have fallen on their faces at his name. D. H. Lawrence’s poem The Piano gets many sneers, though it is praised by a minority. So also with a short poem by Gerard Manley Hopkins. “The worst poem I have ever read,” declares one writer, while another’s criticism is simply “Pish-posh!”

However, before blaming these youthful students for their bad judgment, let it be remembered that when some time ago somebody published a not very convincing fake of an eighteenth-century diary, the aged critic, Sir Edmund Gosse,2 librarian of the House of Lords, fell for it immediately. And there was also the case of the Parisian art critics of I forget which “school,” who went into rhapsodies over a picture which was afterwards discovered to have been painted by a donkey with a paintbrush tied to its tail.

Under the heading “We Are Destroying Birds that Save Us,” the News Chronicle notes that “beneficial birds suffer from human ignorance. There is senseless persecution of the kestrel and barn owl. No two species of birds do better work for us.”

Unfortunately it isn’t even from ignorance. Most of the birds of prey are killed off for the sake of that enemy of England, the pheasant. Unlike the partridge, the pheasant does not thrive in England, and apart from the neglected woodlands and the vicious game laws that it has been responsible for, all birds or animals that are suspected of eating its eggs or chicks are systematically wiped out. Before the war, near my village in Hertfordshire, I used to pass a stretch of fence where the gamekeeper kept his “larder.” Dangling from the wires were the corpses of stoats, weasels, rats, hedgehogs, jays, owls, kestrels and sparrowhawks. Except for the rats and perhaps the jays, all of these creatures are beneficial to agriculture. The stoats keep down the rabbits, the weasels eat mice, and so do the kestrels and sparrowhawks, while the owls eat rats as well. It has been calculated that a barn owl destroys between 1,000 and 2,000 rats and mice in a year. Yet it has to be killed off for the sake of this useless bird which Rudyard Kipling correctly described as “lord of many a shire.”

We had to postpone announcing the results of the short story competition, but we are publishing the winning story next week. The runners-up will appear, I hope, in the two subsequent weeks.3

I will set forth my opinions about the English short story another week, but I will say at once that of the five or six hundred stories that were sent in, the great majority were, in my judgment, very bad. A fairly large number of competitors, more than I had expected, had a story to tell, but too many of them simply gave the bare bones of the story, making it into an anecdote, without character interest and usually written in a slovenly way. Others sent in entries which were written with more distinction, but had no interest or development in them—being, in fact, sketches and not stories. A dismayingly large number dealt with Utopias, or took place in Heaven, or brought in ghosts or magic or something of that kind. I do admit, however, that it is not easy to write a story which is about real people, and in which something happens, within the compass of 1,800 words, and I do not believe there is much hope of English short stories improving till our magazines again swell to Victorian size.




2463. Review of A Giant in the Age of Steel: The Story of General de Gaulle by Alfred Hessenstein

Manchester Evening News, 5 May 19441

It was probably necessary that General de Gaulle should be built up into a legendary figure, but this book, vulgar (in the literary sense) and expensive, is somehow very disquieting. Just to give one sample and then have done with it, here is the kind of language in which it is written:

“Victory! there is no other way, there never has been any other…”

“The flame goes on.”

“France, whose head is ‘bloody but unbowed,’ will surely respond herself, De Gaulle, her son, will bring her the weapon, and the people will eagerly seize it, rising as one man in the fight for liberty.”

“With this sword he may turn the course of history.”

The entire book is written in this style—not merely in inflated theatrical language (swords, banners, jackboots, clarion calls, and the like appear on every page), but in very short paragraphs, usually of one or at most two sentences which insult the reader by assuming that his attention will falter if he sees as much as an inch of solid print.2 Moreover, all the way through there is the most vulgar emphasis on the personality of the General himself, with his “gigantic” stature, his “sonorous” voice, and the “faint smile that plays about his lips.” It is all extremely unsympathetic, and even alarming.

If one sifts the facts out of the rubbish (it is not easy to extract a coherent story from this book which consists mainly of rhetoric and quotes largely of the texts of De Gaulle’s speeches) it emerges as an unmistakable truth that General de Gaulle did his country and the world a very great service in 1940. History is not likely to forget that.

From this side of the Channel it was easy to see, even in 1940, that the odds against Germany were still heavy, but in France despair was almost general. And the “best” military opinion, openly voiced by Weygand, Darlan, and others, was that Britain would collapse in a fortnight. It is quite reasonably likely that if there had not been one commanding figure to rally resistance outside France and to give the conquered population a gleam of hope, Vichy France would have entered the war on the German side. And the resistance inside France undoubtedly began earlier and spread more rapidly because of the knowledge that Frenchmen elsewhere were continuing the fight. At the very least we owe the saving of thousands of British lives to De Gaulle, who was willing to stand by us in adversity, and who—luckily—had won himself enough renown in the Battle of France to be acceptable as a leader.

But that does not justify the extravagant claims made in this book and in other similar books that have appeared (for instance, Philippe Barres’s “Charles de Gaulle”). To begin with, it is doubtful whether De Gaulle is really the all-foreseeing military genius that he is here represented as being. The claim that the German tank commanders learned their tactics from De Gaulle’s teachings has been contested by people whose opinion is worth listening to.

Secondly, the debt we owe to De Gaulle does not make it any less a disaster that no politician of the first rank managed to escape from France at the time of the collapse. Count Hessenstein, incidentally, plays down all the French politicians, even Reynaud, and barely mentions Blum or Mandel. And he gives no publicity to the fact that Mandel and others only failed to escape because they were neatly trapped and imprisoned by the Vichy Government.

If the Free French movement could have had somebody like Blum or Mandel for its leader it would probably have had a coherent political programme. Nothing is stranger in this book than the author’s vagueness about the future of France. Writing, apparently, while the Tunisian campaign was still happening he does show uneasiness over the deal with Darlan, but he gives no clear indication of what General de Gaulle’s policy is or what he aims at doing when France is liberated.

Nor does he say anything about the General’s political past. All we are told is that France must first be made free and then must be made strong—immensely strong: there is tremendous emphasis on the powerful mechanised forces, the fleets of aeroplanes and tanks, that France must and will have, and on the folly of preparing for peace in a world where war is the rule. (To quote the author, “Force alone can prevail against force. The sword must decide. The fate of France has always depended on the issue of combats.”) And beyond that, the life of France is henceforth to be organised on “Christian principles,” whatever those may be. So far as one can gather from this book, at any rate, De Gaulle’s programme boils down to religion and tanks. And that is not an encouraging prospect. There have been so many leaders, from 1870 onwards, who have wanted to regenerate France by means of Christian principles and a big army.

The jacket of this book, bearing the photographs of General de Gaulle and a 50-ton tank, indicates its general tone.

Even the title of this book, A Giant in the Age of Steel, is not a good symptom at a time when humanity is suffering from too much steel and too many giants. Giants stamping on pygmies is the characteristic pattern of our age. It would be nice to catch a glimpse of a few ordinary-sized human beings again.

[Fee: £8.8.0; 3.5.44]




2464. Review of This Changing World, edited by J. R. M. Brumwell; On Living in a Revolution by Julian Huxley; Reshaping Man’s Heritage by Various Authors

The Observer, 7 May 1944

We may be sure that when Noah was building the Ark someone was writing a book called THIS CHANGING WORLD, and though the manuscript will have perished in the Deluge it is possible to make a good guess at what it was like. It pointed with approval to recent scientific discoveries, denounced superstition and obscurantism, urged the need for radical educational reform and greater equality of the sexes, and probably had a chapter on the meaning of modern poetry. Its central thesis was that nothing is permanent but that everything is all for the best. The phrases “this is an age of transition” and “we live amid rapid and startling changes” occurred on almost every page, and perhaps the author remembered them with a certain bitterness as he went bubbling down into the dark waters.

The book now edited by Mr. Brumwell conforms to much the same pattern. In an introductory chapter Mr. Herbert Read notes that this is a changing world, and at the end, summing up the conclusions of the other contributors, he adds that the world is changing. In between are essays by C. H. Waddington, Karl Mannheim, J. D. Bernal, Franz Borkenau, Thomas Balogh, John Macmurray, Lewis Mumford, and others.1 Of course, this list is a sufficient guarantee of the book’s readability, at any rate in places, but it is astonishing how few of the contributors give the impression of writing about the actual world in which we are now living. Only Mr. Balogh, who insists on the impossibility of internal reforms while the world as a whole remains chaotic, and Dr. Borkenau, who traces the connection between democracy and totalitarianism, seem to have their feet anywhere near the ground. From very few of the others would you gather that the actual existence of civilisation is in danger.

Professor Bernal, for instance, writes on recent developments in science and the necessity for making the general public more scientific in outlook. He does not seem to see, or at least does not mention, that science itself is threatened by the world-wide trend towards dictatorship. Mr. Lewis Mumford does see this danger, but appears to think that it will right itself of its own accord. Dr. Darlington has some stimulating ideas on education, but hardly faces up to the question, “education by whom and for what?” Mr. John Summerson defends glass and concrete against “traditional” architecture. Dr. Macmurray thinks that the Christian religion will survive, but that in order to do so, it will have to change: unfortunately, he omits to say in what way it will change and what its new doctrines will be, if any. Miss Kathleen Raine weighs in with an essay on contemporary literature and supplies a list of thirty-five outstanding modern writers in which she includes herself while leaving out Shaw, Wells, Dreiser, Belloc, Pound, Koestler, and a few dozen others.

As you look at this book, with its vaguely modernistic jacket, its shiny photographs, its perky but inaccurate bibliography, and its general air of complacent progressiveness, it is hard to remember the atrocious reversal of history that is actually going on. The mass slaughter that has been happening for the past ten or fifteen years does not perhaps matter very much. All it means is that we happen to possess better weapons than our ancestors. The truly sinister phenomena of our time are the atomisation of the world, the increasing power of nationalism, the worship of leaders who are credited with divine powers, the crushing not only of freedom of thought but of the concept of objective truth, and the tendency towards oligarchical rule based on forced labour. That is the direction in which the world is changing, and it is the failure to discuss these subjects that makes it hard to take this book seriously.

Two other books which were probably in preparation when the waters of the Flood were gathering were ON LIVING IN A REVOLUTION and RESHAPING MAN’S HERITAGE. It should hardly be necessary to say in detail what the principal essay in Professor Huxley’s book is about, since most of us have heard it rather often already. The “revolution” is the transition to a centralised economy, and Professor Huxley hopes that we shall achieve it democratically. Unfortunately, he does not explain with any precision how we are to set about this, and it is evident that, like the contributors to THIS CHANGING WORLD, he has not reckoned—perhaps is frightened to reckon—with the terrible power of the psychological forces now working against democracy, against rationalism, and against the individual. However, the book contains a good essay debunking racialism, and others on animal pests and Hebridean birds, subjects which are near to Professor Huxley’s own heart, and on which he is eminently readable.

RESHAPING MAN’S HERITAGE is a collection of reprinted broadcasts by H. G. Wells, J. B. S. Haldane, J. C. Drummond, and others, and is concerned partly with food and agriculture, partly with medicine. There is a good talk on anaesthetics by L. J. Witts, and some useful information about rats by James Fisher. But the book as a whole has the sort of timid chirpiness that books of collected broadcasts seldom avoid.

[Fee: £7.7.0; 2.5.44]




2465. To Charles Hamblett

8 May 1944      Typewritten

Tribune

Dear Mr. Hamblett,1

Following on the letter I’ve just sent, how about reviewing this? (It’s ghastly tripe for the most part). I should think 800 words?

Yours sincerely,
[Signed] Geo. Orwell
George Orwell
Literary Editor.

’42 to ’44 — Seeker & Warburg2




2466. To Leonard Moore

9 May 1944 Handwritten

10a Mortimer Crescent NW.6

Dear Mr Moore,

I have just seen Cape who is willing to publish “Animal Farm”, so that is all right. I referred him to you for details of my existing contract with Gollancz. I don’t really remember how it stands. Cape wants me to come to them, which I would be willing to do as I am fed up with this everlasting political business with Gollancz. Anyway, if Cape makes it a condition of publishing “Animal Farm” that I give them my future books, please close with that. I particularly want this book published on political grounds. But try in return to get Cape to agree to publish the book reasonably soon. As to the next projected book, ie. the reprinted pieces, I suppose it will not be difficult to arrange about that. I have 3 more essays contracted for, but these should all be done by the end of July, & then we can make the book up.

Yours sincerely
Eric Blair

P.S. I asked my friends on the “Partisan Review” to have a look at the MS. of “Animal Farm” & see what publisher would do if the Dial won’t take it. I fancy if it’s published here by a reputable publisher like Cape that would help it.




2467. ‘As I Please,’ 24

Tribune, 12 May 1944

Reading recently a batch of rather shallowly optimistic “progressive” books, I was struck by the automatic way in which people go on repeating certain phrases which were fashionable before 1914. Two great favourites are “the abolition of distance” and “the disappearance of frontiers.” I do not know how often I have met with the statements that “the aeroplane and the radio have abolished distance” and “all parts of the world are now interdependent.”

Actually, the effect of modern inventions has been to increase nationalism, to make travel enormously more difficult, to cut down the means of communication between one country and another, and to make the various parts of the world less, not more dependent on one another for food and manufactured goods. This is not the result of the war. The same tendencies had been at work ever since 1918, though they were intensified after the World Depression.

Take simply the instance of travel. In the nineteenth century some parts of the world were unexplored, but there was almost no restriction on travel. Up to 1914 you did not need a passport for any country except Russia. The European emigrant, if he could scrape together a few pounds for the passage, simply set sail for America or Australia, and when he got there no questions were asked. In the eighteenth century it had been quite normal and safe to travel in a country with which your own country was at war.

In our own time, however, travel has been becoming steadily more difficult. It is worth listing the parts of the world which were already inaccessible before the war started.

First of all, the whole of central Asia. Except perhaps for a very few tried Communists, no foreigner has entered Soviet Asia for many years past. Tibet, thanks to Anglo-Russian jealousy, has been a closed country since about 1912. Sinkiang, theoretically part of China, was equally un-get-atable. Then the whole of the Japanese Empire, except Japan itself, was practically barred to foreigners. Even India has been none too accessible since 1918. Passports were often refused even to British subjects—sometimes even to Indians!

Even in Europe the limits of travel were constantly narrowing. Except for a short visit it was very difficult to enter Britain, as many a wretched anti-Fascist refugee discovered. Visas for the U.S.S.R. were issued very grudgingly from about 1935 onwards. All the Fascist countries were barred to anyone with a known anti-Fascist record. Various areas could only be crossed if you undertook not to get out of the train. And along all the frontiers were barbed wire, machine-guns and prowling sentries, frequently wearing gasmasks.

As to migration, it had practically dried up since the nineteen-twenties. All the countries of the New World did their best to keep the immigrant out unless he brought considerable sums of money with him. Japanese and Chinese immigration into the Americas had been completely stopped. Europe’s Jews had to stay and be slaughtered because there was nowhere for them to go, whereas in the case of the Czarist pogroms forty years earlier they had been able to flee in all directions. How, in the face of all this, anyone can say that modern methods of travel promote intercommunication between different countries, defeats me.

Intellectual contacts have also been diminishing for a long time past. It is nonsense to say that the radio puts people in touch with foreign countries. If anything, it does the opposite. No ordinary person ever listens in to a foreign radio; but if in any country large numbers of people show signs of doing so, the government prevents it either by ferocious penalties, or by confiscating short-wave sets, or by setting up jamming stations. The result is that each national radio is a sort of totalitarian world of its own, braying propaganda night and day to people who can listen to nothing else. Meanwhile, literature grows less and less international. Most totalitarian countries bar foreign newspapers and let in only a small number of foreign books, which they subject to careful censorship and sometimes issue in garbled versions. Letters going from one country to another are habitually tampered with on the way. And in many countries, over the past dozen years, history books have been rewritten in far more nationalistic terms than before, so that children may grow up with as false a picture as possible of the world outside.

The trend towards economic self-sufficiency (“autarchy”) which has been going on since about 1930 and has been intensified by the war, may or may not be reversible. The industrialisation of countries like India and South America increases their purchasing power and therefore ought, in theory, to help world trade. But what is not grasped by those who say cheerfully that “all parts of the world are interdependent,” is that they don’t any longer have to be interdependent. In an age when wool can be made out of milk and rubber out of oil, when wheat can be grown almost on the Arctic Circle, when atebrin will do instead of quinine and Vit C tablets are a tolerable substitute for fruit, imports don’t matter very greatly. Any big area can seal itself off much more completely than in the days when Napoleon’s Grand Army, in spite of the embargo, marched to Moscow wearing British overcoats. So long as the world tendency is towards nationalism and totalitarianism, scientific progress simply helps it along.

Here are some current prices.

Small Swiss-made alarm clock, price before the war, 5s. or 10s.: present price, £3 15s. Second-hand portable typewriter, price before the war, £12 new: present price, £30. Small, very bad-quality coconut fibre scrubbing-brush, price before the war, 3d.: present price, 1s. 9d. Gas lighter, price before the war, about a 1s.: present price, 5s. 9d.

I could quote other similar prices. It is worth noticing that, for instance, the clock mentioned above must have been manufactured before the war at the old price. But, on the whole, the worst racket seems to be in second-hand goods—for instance, chairs, tables, clothes, watches, prams, bicycles and bed linen. On enquiry, I find that there is now a law against overcharging on second-hand goods. This comforts me a great deal just as it must comfort the 18 B’ers to hear about Habeas Corpus,1 or Indian coolies to learn that all British subjects are equal before the law.

In Hooper’s Campaign of Sedan there is an account of the interview in which General de Wympffen tried to obtain the best possible terms for the defeated French army. “It is to your interest,” he said, “from a political standpoint, to grant us honourable conditions … A peace based on conditions which would flatter the amour-propre of the Army would be durable, whereas rigorous measures would awaken bad passions, and, perhaps, bring on an endless war between France and Prussia.”

Here Bismarck, the Iron Chancellor, chipped in, and his words are recorded from his memoirs:


“I said to him,” he writes, “that we might build on the gratitude of a prince, but certainly not on the gratitude of a people—least of all on the gratitude of the French. That in France neither institutions nor circumstances were enduring; that governments and dynasties were constantly changing, and one need not carry out what the other had bound itself to do…. As things stood it would be folly if we did not make full use of our success.”



The modern cult of “realism” is generally held to have started with Bismarck. That imbecile speech was considered magnificently “realistic” then, and so it would be now. Yet what Wympffen said, though he was only trying to bargain for terms, was perfectly true. If the Germans had behaved with ordinary generosity (ie. by the standards of the time) it might have been impossible to whip up the revanchiste spirit in France. What would Bismarck have said if he had been told that harsh terms now would mean a terrible defeat forty-eight years later? There is not much doubt of the answer: he would have said that the terms ought to have been harsher still. Such is “realism”—and on the same principle, when the medicine makes the patient sick, the doctor responds by doubling the dose.


J. F. Horrabin, cartoonist and cartographer, who had broadcast to India under Orwell’s aegis, in 1942, out of which had developed the concept of ‘The War of the Three Oceans,’ took up Orwell’s attack on ‘shallowly optimistic progressive’ authors in Tribune, 19 May 1944, and Orwell responded. Horrabin wrote:


As one of those “shallowly optimistic progressive” authors who has at various times enlarged upon such themes as the abolition of distance by modern inventions, the increasing interdependence of the present-day world, etc., etc., I naturally studied George Orwell’s reflections on this subject with especial attention. But I am bound to say that I did not find his de-bunking of us shallow optimists particularly convincing—or very deep.

I fancy that most of us were quite well aware of all those not-so-cheerful aspects of the modern world over which he licks wry lips—the intensification of nationalism, the obstacles to travel, the limitation of the means of inter-national communication, and the attempts at autarchy on the part of various nations. Nobody, indeed, but a blind man could remain unconscious of such glaringly apparent facts.

But to assert, as Orwell does, that they are all “actually the effect of modern inventions” is, if I may be blunt, to talk shallow and petulant nonsense. They are, as every Socialist schoolboy knows, the result of determined efforts on the part of the social forces of reaction and privilege to put back the clock, and at all costs to retard tendencies which threaten the stability of their Old World Order.

No intelligent Socialist has ever talked or written about the disappearance of frontiers as if this was an already accomplished fact. What Socialists have stressed—and clearly must go on stressing—is that, in the world of today frontiers are, economically speaking, anachronisms; and that a fuller life for the mass of common men everywhere is only possible when, as economic barriers, frontiers are abolished.

I cannot believe that Orwell is not perfectly well aware of all this; and though I’m sure that constant re-examination and re-discussion of commonly accepted truths is desirable, lest they degenerate into mere clichés, I still think it a pity that a writer in a Socialist journal should deliberately make confusion worse confounded by substituting mere contradictoriness for argument. I seem to remember that, some years ago, Mr. St. John Ervine made a certain reputation for himself in a weekly column by precisely this method. But we have all to school ourselves to do without some of the little luxuries of the between-war world.





[George Orwell answers:]

Is Mr. Horrabin really certain that the obstacles to travel, international communication, etc., were caused solely by the “forces of reaction and privilege”? Before the war the country that guarded its national frontiers the most jealously of all was the U.S.S.R. Was this really due to “reaction and privilege”? The next most exclusive was probably Japan. Was Japan in any technical sense trying to “put back the clock”?

Scientific discovery, so long as it is misused, (a) makes weapons of war so destructive that actual national survival has to be a primary consideration: and (b) makes possible an interference with the individual that was quite unthinkable in previous ages. Am I not justified, therefore, in saying that every scientific advance speeds up the trend towards nationalism and dictatorship which is now going on? Let Mr. Horrabin look back at the prophecies which were being made of H. G. Wells and similar thinkers round about 1920, and see how many have been fulfilled.




2468. Review of Empire by Louis Fischer

The Nation (New York), 13 May 1944

Imperialism means India, and in so short and “popular” a book Mr. Fischer is quite right to ignore the more complex colonial problems that exist in Africa and the Pacific. He is not trying to stimulate anti-British prejudice, and the uninformed reader would come away from this book with a true general picture as well as some quotable facts and figures.

As he perceives, the uninformed reader is the one most worth aiming at. No enlightened person needs any longer to be told that imperialism is an evil. The point Mr. Fischer is at pains to make clear is that it not only breeds war but impoverishes the world as a whole by preventing the development of backward areas. The “owner” of a colony usually does its best to exclude foreign trade; it strangles local industries—the British, to take only one instance, have deliberately prevented the growth of an automobile industry in India; and in self-protection it not only goes on the principle of “divide and rule” but more or less consciously fosters ignorance and superstition. In the long run it is not to the advantage, even in crude cash terms, of the ordinary Briton or American that India should remain in the Middle Ages; and the common people of both countries ought to realize this, for they are the only ones who are likely to do anything about it. No one in his senses imagines that the British ruling class will relinquish India voluntarily. The only hope lies in British and American public opinion, which at the time of the Cripps mission, for instance, could have forced a more generous offer upon the British government if it had understood the issues.

At the same time Mr. Fischer does oversimplify the Indian problem, even in terms of the very general picture that he is trying to give. To begin with, he does not say often enough or emphatically enough that India has no chance of freedom until some sort of international authority is established. In a world of national sovereignties and power politics it is improbable that even a British government of the left would willingly grant genuine independence to India. To do so would simply be to hand India over to some other power, which from either a selfish or an altruistic point of view is no solution. Secondly, in his anxiety to sound reasonable Mr. Fischer overplays the economic motive. It is not certain that increased prosperity for India would benefit the rest of the world immediately. Just suppose, he says, that 400,000,000 Indians all took to wearing shoes. Would not that mean a wonderful market for British and American shoe manufacturers? The Indians, however, might prefer to make their shoes for themselves, and as the Indian capitalist’s idea of a living wage is two cents an hour, the effect of Indian competition on the Western standard of living might be disastrous. At present the West as a whole is exploiting Asia as a whole, and to right the balance may mean considerable sacrifices over a number of years. It is better to warn people of this and not lead them to imagine that honesty always pays in the financial sense.

The direct, assessable money profit that Britain draws from India is not enormous. If one divided it up amongst the British population it would only amount to a few pounds a year. But as Mr. Fischer rightly emphasizes, it is not divided among the population; it flows into the pockets of a few thousand persons who also control government policy and incidentally own all the newspapers. Up to date these people have been uniformly successful in keeping the truth about India from the British public. To enlighten the American public may perhaps be a little easier, since American interests are not so directly involved, and Mr. Fischer’s book is not bad as a start. But he ought to supplement it by warning his readers of the difficult transition period that lies ahead, and also of the sinister forces, political and economic, that exist within India itself.

[Fee: £2.10.0; 15.4.44]




2469. To W. F. Stirling, Latin American Department, BBC

16 May 1944      Typewritten original


On 3 May 1944, W. F. Stirling asked Orwell to write a script for the Latin American Service of the BBC of some 1,400 words on political theories and European literature showing how modern political ideologies had had a direct effect on contemporary literature. The script was required by 21 June. It would then be translated, recorded, and broadcast a few days later. No fee was mentioned in the letter. Orwell replied:

Tribune



Dear Mr. Stirling,

All right, I’ll let you have the article (1400 words) by June 21st.

Yours sincerely,
[Signed] Geo. Orwell
George Orwell.




2470. Review of Parnell by St. John Ervine

Manchester Evening News, 18 May 1944

Nationalist movements, especially those with a romantic colour to them, tend to be led by foreigners. There is probably a number of reasons for this, but a good and sufficient one is that it is difficult to idealise a country or a people that you know too much about.

Mr. St. John Ervine, himself an Ulsterman and no friend of the Southern Irish, perhaps overemphasises the part played by Englishmen and Scotsmen in Irish politics, but he does show that Parnell, the most gifted leader Ireland ever had, belonged both racially and culturally to the “English garrison” and had barely a drop of “native” Irish blood in his veins.

Almost everyone has heard of the tragic and sordid incident that brought Parnell’s career to an end. Indeed it is difficult to remember his name without simultaneously remembering the names of Gladstone and Mrs. O’Shea. But the significant part of Parnell’s short life was the fifteen years of feverish political activity in which he managed to give the Irish Nationalist movement a force and a unity it had never had before.

His personal disaster, and the cruelty and meanness with which his countrymen treated him, are bad enough to read about, but Mr. St. John Ervine rightly lays more stress on the wrecking of the Home Rule Bill and the long chain of evil consequences that has flowed out of it.

Parnell came of a family of Anglo-Irish landowners, and though he was not the eldest son he inherited a respectable fortune.

He was educated partly in England, spoke with an English accent, and was, of course, a Protestant. With his aristocratic background he had a considerable contempt for [the] rank and file of the Home Rule party, and it is recorded that in his youth, when out-at elbow Fenians came to sponge upon his mother, he sometimes kicked them down the front steps. But he had an implacable, lifelong hatred for England. It was not simply political opposition. He hated the English people, and could hardly stomach the idea of receiving English support; especially as the chief supporters of Home Rule were the Nonconformists, who, from Parnell’s point of view, were “not gentlemen.”

His actions were nearly always rational and extremely intelligent, but they sprang from subjective feelings which seem sometimes to have approached insanity. His mother, who was of American extraction, had the same insensate hatred of England (she made a special exception of the Queen, however) and infected all her children with it from their earliest years onward.

Parnell entered Parliament before he was 30 and within five years was the accepted leader of the Irish Parliamentary party. A few more years and he was known everywhere as “the uncrowned king of Ireland.”

He had not only, by his skilful tactics, made the Parliamentary party into a force that even Gladstone feared, but he had won over all shades of Nationalist feeling to his side. Even the Fenians, who professed to despise constitutional methods, were ready to follow him, although he utterly refused to countenance violence.

By the late eighties it appeared almost certain that Home Rule would pass through Parliament. Gladstone seemed pledged to it. English Liberal opinion was coming round to it. And then there occurred an incident that strengthened Parnell’s position all the more.

Some years earlier two members of the Government, Lord Frederick Cavendish and Thomas Henry Burke, had been murdered in Dublin by a gang who called themselves The Invincibles. The “Times” began publishing a series of articles which hinted that Parnell had some connection with the murder, and finally published a facsimile of a letter, seemingly signed by Parnell, and frankly approving of what had been done.

The letter was a forgery, and was easily exposed as such. Naturally this incident, which had an immense amount of publicity, increased Parnell’s popularity and discredited the Conservatives, who had rashly accused him of conniving at murder.

Then suddenly everything crashed to the ground. Captain O’Shea, another Irish member, and a man of very doubtful character, filed a divorce suit, naming Parnell as co-respondent. Mrs. O’Shea had, in fact, been Parnell’s mistress for nearly ten years.

She was unhappily married. He regarded her almost as his wife. And he did marry her when the divorce case was over. When the scandal broke English Nonconformist opinion swung against Parnell, his own party split, the majority demanding that he should resign from the chairmanship, and Gladstone refused to back him up.

The whole thing was a disgusting orgy of hypocrisy, English and Irish, for Parnell’s association with Mrs. O’Shea had been widely known beforehand. Parnell refused to resign, and held meetings all over Ireland, but he had the priests against him, and his candidates were defeated in several by-elections.

For the time being the Nationalist movement was split into fragments. Parnell could no doubt have united it again if he had lived long enough for the scandal to blow over, but he wore out his frail physique with electioneering, and died within a year.

A hundred and fifty thousand people followed his body to the grave, but Home Rule was a lost cause.

English rule in Ireland lasted another 30 years petering out in a civil war and a treaty which satisfied neither side.

There are passages in this book that any Irish Nationalist would object to—Mr. St. John Ervine is too free with his generalisations about “Celts,” and he assumes without argument that De Valera’s Government is the greatest calamity Ireland has ever known—but it is probably a reliable biography of Parnell, besides being extremely readable.

Mr. St. John Ervine tries to be fair to all the chief actors in the story, including the wretched Captain O’Shea, whose motives he probably interprets a good deal too generously. He began the book, he says, with a feeling of prejudice against Parnell, and ended it with a deep affection for him. He will awaken the same affection in most of his readers, though there is much in Parnell’s career, especially the real reason for his hatred of England, that remains mysterious.

[Fee: £8.8.0; 17.5.44]




2470A. To Arthur Koestler, 18 May 1944: see here




2471. To Noel Willmett

18 May 1944      Typewritten

10a Mortimer Crescent
London NW 6

Dear Mr Willmett,1

Many thanks for your letter. You ask whether totalitarianism, leader-worship etc. are really on the up-grade and instance the fact that they are not apparently growing in this country and the USA.

I must say I believe, or fear, that taking the world as a whole these things are on the increase. Hitler, no doubt, will soon disappear, but only at the expense of strengthening (a) Stalin, (b) the Anglo-American millionaires and (c) all sorts of petty fuhrers° of the type of de Gaulle. All the national movements everywhere, even those that originate in resistance to German domination, seem to take non-democratic forms, to group themselves round some superhuman fuhrer (Hitler, Stalin, Salazar, Franco, Gandhi, De Valera are all varying examples) and to adopt the theory that the end justifies the means. Everywhere the world movement seems to be in the direction of centralised economies which can be made to “work” in an economic sense but which are not democratically organised and which tend to establish a caste system. With this go the horrors of emotional nationalism and a tendency to disbelieve in the existence of objective truth because all the facts have to fit in with the words and prophecies of some infallible fuhrer. Already history has in a sense ceased to exist, ie. there is no such thing as a history of our own times which could be universally accepted, and the exact sciences are endangered as soon as military necessity ceases to keep people up to the mark. Hitler can say that the Jews started the war, and if he survives that will become official history. He can’t say that two and two are five, because for the purposes of, say, ballistics they have to make four. But if the sort of world that I am afraid of arrives, a world of two or three great superstates which are unable to conquer one another, two and two could become five if the fuhrer wished it.2 That, so far as I can see, is the direction in which we are actually moving, though, of course, the process is reversible.

As to the comparative immunity of Britain and the USA. Whatever the pacifists etc. may say, we have not gone totalitarian yet and this is a very hopeful symptom. I believe very deeply, as I explained in my book “The Lion and the Unicorn”, in the English people and in their capacity to centralise their economy without destroying freedom in doing so. But one must remember that Britain and the USA haven’t been really tried, they haven’t known defeat or severe suffering, and there are some bad symptoms to balance the good ones. To begin with there is the general indifference to the decay of democracy. Do you realise, for instance, that no one in England under 26 now has a vote and that so far as one can see the great mass of people of that age don’t give a damn for this? Secondly there is the fact that the intellectuals are more totalitarian in outlook than the common people. On the whole the English intelligentsia have opposed Hitler, but only at the price of accepting Stalin. Most of them are perfectly ready for dictatorial methods, secret police, systematic falsification of history3 etc. so long as they feel that it is on “our” side. Indeed the statement that we haven’t a Fascist movement in England largely means that the young, at this moment, look for their fuhrer elsewhere. One can’t be sure that that won’t change, nor can one be sure that the common people won’t think ten years hence as the intellectuals do now. I hope they won’t, I even trust they won’t, but if so it will be at the cost of a struggle.4 If one simply proclaims that all is for the best and doesn’t point to the sinister symptoms, one is merely helping to bring totalitarianism nearer.

You also ask, if I think the world tendency is towards Fascism, why do I support the war. It is a choice of evils—I fancy nearly every war is that. I know enough of British imperialism not to like it, but I would support it against Nazism or Japanese imperialism, as the lesser evil. Similarly I would support the USSR against Germany because I think the USSR cannot altogether escape its past and retains enough of the original ideas of the Revolution to make it a more hopeful phenomenon than Nazi Germany. I think, and have thought ever since the war began, in 1936 or thereabouts, that our cause is the better, but we have to keep on making it the better, which involves constant criticism.

Yours sincerely,
[Signed] Geo. Orwell
George Orwell




2472. William Lynch to Tribune

19 May 1944


William Lynch of Sacriston (a place-name the writer thought especially significant in the context of his letter, printing it in large capitals and underlining it), a small town about three miles north-west of the city of Durham, wrote to the Editors of Tribune on 19 May 1944. They did not print his letter, and it found its way to Orwell. The writer had been a collier for forty-three years, starting work when he was twelve; he had been unemployed for ten years and an old-age pensioner for nine. He was, therefore, seventy-four. He was a Roman Catholic and wrote about what he took to be Tribune’s policy and on matters of the day, all from a narrow, but passionate, Roman Catholic point of view. He was contemptuous of Tribune, relieved that, in his town of 8,000 people, there was only one copy to be found (in the local Miners’ [Institute]), and he fiercely attacked its attitude. Although the letter is confused and often wildly off the mark (Tribune and the Daily Worker are seen as identical in attitude), and although it is written from a point of view with which Orwell would have had particularly little sympathy, it may have touched him at a number of points. The very unsophistication of the writer carried conviction.

Mr. Lynch condemned Tribune for its attitude to Franco, seeing him as ‘a devout member of God’s Holy Roman Catholic Church’ and all who opposed him as Red Devils, sent by Stalin, ‘the Soviet Antichrist.’ But he then went on to contrast the way Franco had been called a criminal for using Moorish troops whilst Britain had been prepared to use Indians, the French Senegalese, and the Americans their blacks. He also contrasted Hitler’s seizure of Belgium, Holland, and France with Stalin’s incorporation of Lithuania, Estonia, and Poland. Why was the former condemned, he asked, but the latter silently passed over? From his experience as a miner, he argued that Ernest Bevin’s scheme to recruit young men without a mining background to dig coal was doomed to failure: 30,000 Bevin Boys—‘square pegs in round holes’—‘will not add 50 tons to the total output.’1 Finally, he suggested to the Editors of Tribune that were they to go and live in the Utopia of Stalin’s Russia, they would find it a Hell on Earth.






2473. ‘As I Please,’ 25

Tribune, 19 May 1944

Miss Vera Brittain’s1 pamphlet, Seed of Chaos, is an eloquent attack on indiscriminate or “obliteration” bombing. “Owing to the R.A.F. raids,” she says, “thousands of helpless and innocent people in German, Italian and German-occupied cities are being subjected to agonising forms of death and injury comparable to the worst tortures of the Middle Ages.” Various well-known opponents of bombing, such as General Franco and Major-General Fuller, are brought out in support of this. Miss Brittain is not, however, taking the pacifist standpoint. She is willing and anxious to win the war, apparently. She merely wishes us to stick to “legitimate” methods of war and abandon civilian bombing, which she fears will blacken our reputation in the eyes of posterity. Her pamphlet is issued by the Bombing Restriction Committee, which has issued others with similar titles.

Now, no one in his senses regards bombing, or any other operation of war, with anything but disgust. On the other hand, no decent person cares tuppence for the opinion of posterity. And there is something very distasteful in accepting war as an instrument and at the same time wanting to dodge responsibility for its more obviously barbarous features. Pacifism is a tenable position, provided that you are willing to take the consequences. But all talk of “limiting” or “humanising” war is sheer humbug, based on the fact that the average human being never bothers to examine catchwords.

The catchwords used in this connection are “killing civilians,” “massacre of women and children” and “destruction of our cultural heritage.” It is tacitly assumed that air bombing does more of this kind of thing than ground warfare.

When you look a bit closer, the first question that strikes you is: Why is it worse to kill civilians than soldiers? Obviously one must not kill children if it is in any way avoidable, but it is only in propaganda pamphlets that every bomb drops on a school or an orphanage. A bomb kills a cross-section of the population; but not quite a representative selection, because the children and expectant mothers are usually the first to be evacuated, and some of the young men will be away in the army. Probably a disproportionately large number of bomb victims will be middle aged. (Up to date, German bombs have killed between six and seven thousand children in this country. This is, I believe, less than the number killed in road accidents in the same period.) On the other hand, “normal” or “legitimate” warfare picks out and slaughters all the healthiest and bravest of the young male population. Every time a German submarine goes to the bottom about fifty young men of fine physique and good nerve are suffocated. Yet people who would hold up their hands at the very words “civilian bombing” will repeat with satisfaction such phrases as “We are winning the Battle of the Atlantic.” Heaven knows how many people our blitz on Germany and the occupied countries has killed and will kill, but you can be quite certain it will never come anywhere near the slaughter that has happened on the Russian front.

War is not avoidable at this stage of history, and since it has to happen it does not seem to me a bad thing that others should be killed besides young men. I wrote in 1937: “Sometimes it is a comfort to me to think that the aeroplane is altering the conditions of war. Perhaps when the next great war comes we may see that sight unprecedented in all history, a jingo with a bullet hole in him.” We haven’t yet seen that (it is perhaps a contradiction in terms), but at any rate the suffering of this war has been shared out more evenly than that of the last one was. The immunity of the civilian, one of the things that have made war possible, has been shattered. Unlike Miss Brittain, I don’t regret that. I can’t feel that war is “humanised” by being confined to the slaughter of the young and becomes “barbarous” when the old get killed as well.

As to international agreements to “limit” war, they are never kept when it pays to break them. Long before the last war the nations had agreed not to use gas, but they used it all the same. This time they have refrained, merely because gas is comparatively ineffective in a war of movement, while its use against civilian populations would be sure to provoke reprisals in kind. Against an enemy who can’t hit back, e.g., the Abyssinians, it is used readily enough. War is of its nature barbarous, it is better to admit that. If we see ourselves as the savages we are, some improvement is possible, or at least thinkable.

A SPECIMEN of Tribune’s correspondence:

TO THE JEW-PAID EDITOR,

TRIBUNE,

LONDON.

JEWS IN THE POLISH ARMY

YOU ARE CONSTANTLY ATTACKING OUR GALLANT POLISH ALLY BE CAUSE THEY KNOW HOW TO TREAT THE JEW PEST. THEY ALSO KNOW HOW TO TREAT ALL JEW-PAID EDITORS AND COMMUNIST PAPERS. WE KNOW YOU ARE IN THE PAY OF THE YIDS AND SOVIETS.

YOU ARE A FRIEND OF THE ENEMIES OF BRITAIN. THE DAY OF RECKONING IS AT HAND. BEWARE. ALL JEW PIGS WILL BE EXTERMINATED THE HITLER WAY—THE ONLY WAY TO GET RID OF THE YIDS.

PERISH JUDAH.

Typed on a Remington typewriter (postmark S.W.), and, what is to my mind an interesting detail, this is a carbon copy.

Anyone acquainted with the type will know that no assurance, no demonstration, no proof of the most solid kind would ever convince the writer of this that Tribune is not a Communist paper and not in the pay of the Soviet Government. One very curious characteristic of Fascists—I am speaking of amateur Fascists: I assume that the Gestapo are cleverer—is their failure to recognise that the parties of the Left are distinct from one another and by no means aiming at the same thing. It is always assumed that they are all one gang, whatever the outward appearances may be. In the first number of Mosley’s British Union Quarterly, which I have by me (incidentally, it contains an article by no less a person than Major Vidkun Quisling), I note that even Wyndham Lewis speaks of Stalin and Trotsky as though they were equivalent persons. Arnold Lunn, in his Spanish Rehearsal, actually seems to suggest that Trotsky started the Fourth International on Stalin’s instructions.

In just the same way, very few Communists, in my experience, will believe that the Trotskyists are not in the pay of Hitler. I have sometimes tried the experiment of pointing out that if the Trotskyists were in the pay of Hitler, or of anybody, they would occasionally have some money. But it is no use, it doesn’t register. So also with the belief in the machinations of the Jews, or the belief, widespread among Indian nationalists, that all Englishmen, of whatever political colour, are in secret conspiracy with one another. The belief in the Freemasons as a revolutionary organisation is the strangest of all. In this country it would be just as reasonable to believe such a thing of the Buffaloes.1a Less than a generation ago, if not now, there were Catholic nuns who believed that at Masonic gatherings the Devil appeared in person, wearing full evening dress with a hole in the trousers for his tail to come through. In one form or another this kind of thing seems to attack nearly everybody, apparently answering to some obscure psychological need of our time.


Vera Brittain replied to Orwell in Tribune on 23 June 1944; Orwell’s response followed.


In his comments on my booklet, Seed of Chaos, George Orwell seems to assume that if pacifists do not succeed in preventing a war, they must throw up the sponge and acquiesce in any excesses which warmakers choose to initiate. This alone can explain his strange supposition that, because I protest against “saturation” bombing, I am “willing and anxious” to win the war by “legitimate” methods.

It is true that when war comes the pacifist has admittedly failed for the time being in his main purpose, but that does not exonerate him from any attempt to mitigate war’s worst excesses. On the contrary, his very failure to prevent war makes its excesses his direct responsibility, which he would be “dodging” indeed if he were to sit back self-righteously excusing himself from the difficult endeavour to restrain the growth of barbarousness in his own community.

If Mr. Orwell had read my book with any care, he would have realised that the death of civilians is not my main concern, though direct attack on civilians does constitute an abandonment of the standard laid down for international conduct by international law. My chief concern is with the moral deterioration to which a nation condemns itself by the unrestrained infliction of cruelty; and with the setback to European civilisation which obliteration bombing must cause in addition to blockade and invasion. The century which followed the Thirty Years’ War showed that there are degrees of chaos and privation which civilised values cannot survive.

Mr. Orwell’s statement that “all talk of ‘humanising’ war is sheer humbug” is simply unhistorical. Prof. A. L. Goodhart (What Acts of War Are Justifiable, pp. 4—6)2 describes the improvement in international morality owing to the reaction initiated by Grotius3 against the horrors of the Thirty Years’ War, and continues: “Further progress was made during the eighteen century with the result that the unrestrained cruelty of former times was in large part absent from the Napoleonic Wars.” Even in this war there are depths to which the combatants have not yet descended—such as a general massacre of all prisoners,4 bacteriological warfare, and the use of poison gas. Though gas, as Mr. Orwell alleges, may be ineffective in a war of movement, certain American voices have already suggested its use against the Japanese invaders of Pacific Islands. The fact that these voices have not been heeded means that the U.S.A. has not yet abandoned itself to the advocates of unrestrained cruelty—of whom, somewhat oddly, George Orwell appears to be one.

Vera Brittain





[George Orwell writes:]

(a) Is Miss Brittain not anxious to win the war? Is she willing to end it promptly in the only way in which it could be ended promptly—i.e., by stopping fighting and leaving Hitler in control of Europe? And if so, why did she not say so in her pamphlet?

(b) I did not say that agreements to humanise war cannot be made. I said they are not kept when it pays to break them. So also with treaties, nonaggression pacts, etc. That is the existing standard of political morality, and pious outcries from pacifists, etc., will not alter this while the structure of society remains what it is. We must either build a good society or continue to do evil. The “peace” to which Miss Brittain wants to return is ultimately based on the truncheon and the machine-gun. As to war, you cannot at present avoid it, nor can you genuinely humanise it. You can only, like the pacifists, set up a moral alibi for yourself while continuing to accept the fruits of violence. I would sooner be Air-Marshal Harris5 than Miss Brittain, because he at least knows what he is doing.

(c) Why is gas or bacterial warfare worse than the ordinary kind? Certainly the results of gas are horrible, but as Miss Brittain was a nurse in the last war she will know what a shell wound in the intestines is like.


Orwell discussed the correspondence arising from his reply in ‘As I Please,’ 33, 14 July 1944; see 2507.






2474. Review of ’42 to ’44: A Contemporary Memoir upon Human Behaviour During the Crisis of the World Revolution by H. G. Wells

The Observer, 21 May 1944

The chief difficulty of writing a book nowadays is that pots of paste are usually sold without brushes. But if you can get hold of a brush (sometimes procurable at Woolworth’s), and a pair of scissors and a good-sized blank book, you have everything you need. It is not necessary to do any actual writing. Any collection of scraps—reprinted newspaper articles, private letters, fragments of diaries, even “radio discussions” ground out by wretched hacks to be broadcast by celebrities—can be sold to the amusement-starved public. And even the paper shortage can be neutralised by—as in this case—issuing your book in a limited edition and selling it at an artificial price.

This seems to be the principle that Mr. Wells has followed. His book has gilt edges, which costs the reader an extra thirty shillings, but its contents are simply a sprawl. Quite largely it consists of a series of attacks on people who have shown insufficient enthusiasm for the document which Mr. Wells calls the “Universal Rights of Man.” Other attacks (on the Catholic Church, for instance, the War Office, the Admiralty, and the Communist Party) do not seem to be occasioned by anything but bad temper. But in so far as the book has a unifying principle, it is the by now familiar idea that mankind must either develop a World State or perish.

What is very striking is that except in certain books in which he invoked a miracle, Mr. Wells has never once suggested how the World State is to be brought into being. This is to say that he has never bothered to wonder who the actual rulers of the world are, how and why they are able to hold on to power, and by what means they are to be evicted. In formulating the “Rights of Man,” he does not even drop a hint as to how such a document could be disseminated in, say, Russia or China. Hitler he dismisses as simply a lunatic: that settles Hitler. He does not seriously inquire why millions of people are ready to lay down their lives for a lunatic, and what this probably betokens for human society. And in between his threats that homo sapiens must mend his ways or be destroyed he continues to repeat the slogans of 1900 as though they were self-evident truths.

For instance, it is startling to be told in 1944 that “the world is now one.” One might as well say that the world is now flat. The most obvious fact about the contemporary world is that it is not one, and is becoming less and less of a unit every year, physically as well as psychologically.

In spite of some momentary misgivings, Mr. Wells is not ready to admit that his declaration of the “Rights of Man” is a purely Western document. Almost any Indian, for instance, would reject it at a glance. (One gathers from some angry “asides” that a number of Indians have rejected it already.) What is more serious, he is not ready to admit that even among scientists and thinkers generally the intellectual basis for world unity does not exist. He has not seen the red light of phrases like “Aryan chess” and “capitalistic astronomy.” He still talks of the need for a world encyclopaedia, ignoring the fact that there are whole branches of knowledge upon which no sort of agreement exists or is at present possible. As for the increase in human equality which Mr. Wells also considers imperatively necessary, there is no sign that that is happening either.

Intermittently, of course, Mr. Wells does realise all this, but only as a nurse notices the unaccountable naughtiness of a child. And his response is the same as the nurse’s—“Now, you’ll take your nice medicine or the bogey-man’ll come and eat you up.” Homo sapiens must do what he is told or he will become extinct. “Knowledge or extinction. There is no other chance for man,” says Mr. Wells. It is, however, very unlikely that man will become extinct except through some unforeseeable cosmic disaster. He has about doubled his numbers in the last century and is still probably on the increase, and no competing species is in sight. The ants, Mr. Wells’s favourites, can hardly be taken seriously. Nor is there any reason to think that man or even, in the technical sense, civilisation will be destroyed by war. Wars do a great deal of local destruction, but probably lead to a net increase in the world’s industrial plant. The picture that Mr. Wells drew long ago in “The War in the Air,” of the world being plunged back into the Dark Ages by a few tons of bombs has turned out to be completely false. The machine culture thrives on bombs. The danger seemingly ahead of us is not extinction: it is a slave civilisation which, so far from being chaotic, might be horribly stable.

It is perhaps unnecessary to add that incoherent and—in places—annoying though it is, this book contains brilliant and imaginative passages. One expects that of Mr. Wells. More than any other writer, perhaps, he has altered the landscape of the contemporary mind. Because of him the moon seems nearer and the Stone Age more imaginable, and for that we are immeasurably in his debt. So perhaps we can forgive a few scrappy books, even at forty-two shillings a time, from the author of “The Time Machine,” “The Island of Dr. Moreau,” “Love and Mr. Lewisham,” and about a dozen others.1

[Fee: £7.7.0; 16.5.44]




2475. Publication of The English People


The English People, published in 1947, was commissioned in September 1943 by W. J. Turner (see 1743, n. 1), Collins’s General Editor for the series Britain in Pictures and also at that time literary editor of The Spectator. Orwell evidently completed his text by 22 May 1944, because he entered it in his Payments Book against that date with the note, ‘Payment to be made later.’ It is therefore included here, though the text as published (and reproduced here) was subjected to later amendment (e.g. the 1945 election, p. 209) but precise details are not known.

In a letter to Leonard Moore of 23 June 1945 (see 2682) asking him to chase Collins for payment, Orwell describes the book as ‘a piece of propaganda for the British Council’—the idea for the series actually emanated from the Ministry of Information—and states that Collins had wanted him to make changes to his text but he had refused to do so. Orwell recorded in his Payments Book that he received an advance of £20 on 14 July 1945. He wrote to Moore, also on 14 July 1947, outlining the hesitant progress of the book’s production—he had corrected the proofs a year ago—and asking him to find out what was happening; see 3248. The English People was published the following month, with some references updated, since publication had been so long delayed, and with twenty-five illustrations, eight of which were full-page colour plates. These were selected by the publisher; W. J. Turner may have vetted the final selection. All were modern, two-thirds of them having been drawn or painted between 1940 and 1946 by artists including Edward Ardizzone, Dame Laura Knight, L. S. Lowry, Henry Moore, and Feliks Topolski. Although Orwell probably played no part in the selection, John Minton’s ‘Hop Picking near Maidstone, Kent,’ 1945, might have been chosen with him in mind.

No typescript has survived. This text is reproduced from the first edition.

For an account of this series, see Michael Carney, Britain in Pictures: A History and a Bibliography, 1995 and, for brief details, 2278, n. 1.



ENGLAND AT FIRST GLANCE

In peacetime, it is unusual for foreign visitors to this country to notice the existence of the English people. Even the accent referred to by Americans as “the English accent” is not in fact common to more than a quarter of the population. In cartoons in Continental papers England is personified by an aristocrat with a monocle, a sinister capitalist in a top hat, or a spinster in a Burberry. Hostile or friendly, nearly all the generalisations that are made about England base themselves on the property-owning class and ignore the other forty-five million.

But the chances of war brought to England, either as soldiers or as refugees, hundreds of thousands of foreigners who would not normally have come here, and forced them into intimate contact with ordinary people. Czechs, Poles, Germans and Frenchmen to whom “England” meant Piccadilly and the Derby found themselves quartered in sleepy East Anglian villages, in northern mining towns, or in the vast working-class areas of London whose names the world had never heard until they were blitzed. Those of them who had the gift of observation will have seen for themselves that the real England is not the England of the guide-books. Blackpool is more typical than Ascot, the top hat is a moth-eaten rarity, the language of the B.B.C. is barely intelligible to the masses. Even the prevailing physical type does not agree with the caricatures, for the tall, lanky physique which is traditionally English is almost confined to the upper classes: the working classes, as a rule, are rather small, with short limbs and brisk movements, and with a tendency among the women to grow dumpy in early middle life.

It is worth trying for a moment to put oneself in the position of a foreign observer, new to England, but unprejudiced, and able because of his work to keep in touch with ordinary, useful, unspectacular people. Some of his generalisations would be wrong, because he would not make enough allowance for the temporary dislocations resulting from war. Never having seen England in normal times, he might underrate the power of class distinctions, or think English agriculture healthier than it is, or be too much impressed by the dinginess of the London streets or the prevalence of drunkenness. But with his fresh eyes he would see a great deal that a native observer misses, and his probable impressions are worth tabulating. Almost certainly he would find the salient characteristics of the English common people to be artistic insensibility, gentleness, respect for legality, suspicion of foreigners, sentimentality about animals, hypocrisy, exaggerated class distinctions, and an obsession with sport.

As for our artistic insensibility, ever-growing stretches of beautiful countryside are ruined by planless building, the heavy industries are allowed to convert whole counties into blackened deserts, ancient monuments are wantonly pulled down or swamped by seas of yellow brick, attractive vistas are blocked by hideous statues to nonentities—and all this without any popular protest whatever. When England’s housing problem is discussed, its æsthetic aspect simply does not enter the mind of the average man. Nor is there any widespread interest in any of the arts, except perhaps music. Poetry, the art in which above all others England has excelled, has for more than a century had no appeal whatever for the common people. It is only acceptable when—as in some popular songs and mnemonic rhymes—it is masquerading as something else. Indeed the very word “poetry” arouses either derision or embarrassment in ninety-eight people out of a hundred.

Our imaginary foreign observer would certainly be struck by our gentleness: by the orderly behaviour of English crowds, the lack of pushing and quarrelling, the willingness to form queues, the good temper of harassed, overworked people like bus conductors. The manners of the English working class are not always very graceful, but they are extremely considerate. Great care is taken in showing a stranger the way, blind people can travel across London with the certainty that they will be helped on and off every bus and across every street. In wartime a few of the policemen carried revolvers, but England has nothing corresponding to the gendarmerie, the semi-military police living in barracks and armed with rifles (sometimes even with tanks and aeroplanes) who are the guardians of society all the way from Calais to Tokyo. And except for certain well-defined areas in half a dozen big towns there is very little crime or violence. The average of honesty is lower in the big towns than in the country, but even in London the newsvendor can safely leave his pile of pennies on the pavement while he goes for a drink. The prevailing gentleness of manners is a recent thing, however. Well within living memory it was impossible for a smartly dressed person to walk down Ratcliff Highway without being assaulted, and an eminent jurist, asked to name a typically English crime, could answer: “Kicking your wife to death.”

There is no revolutionary tradition in England, and even in extremist political parties, it is only the middle-class membership that thinks in revolutionary terms. The masses still more or less assume that “against the law” is a synonym for “wrong.” It is known that the criminal law is harsh and full of anomalies and that litigation is so expensive as always to favour the rich against the poor: but there is a general feeling that the law, such as it is, will be scrupulously administered, that a judge or magistrate cannot be bribed, that no one will be punished without trial. An Englishman does not believe in his bones, as a Spanish or Italian peasant does, that the law is simply a racket. It is precisely this general confidence in the law that has allowed a good deal of recent tampering with Habeas Corpus to escape public notice. But it also causes some ugly situations to end peacefully. During the worst of the London blitz the authorities tried to prevent the public from using the Tube stations as shelters. The people did not reply by storming the gates, they simply bought themselves penny-halfpenny tickets: they thus had legal status as passengers, and there was no thought of turning them out again.

The traditional English xenophobia is stronger among the working class than the middle class. It was partly the resistance of the Trade Unions that prevented a really large influx of refugees from the fascist countries before the war, and when the German refugees were interned in 1940, it was not the working class that protested. The difference in habits, and especially in food and language, makes it very hard for English working people to get on with foreigners. Their diet differs a great deal from that of any European nation, and they are extremely conservative about it. As a rule they will refuse even to sample a foreign dish, they regard such things as garlic and olive oil with disgust, life is unlivable to them unless they have tea and puddings. And the peculiarities of the English language make it almost impossible for anyone who has left school at fourteen to learn a foreign language after he has grown up. In the French Foreign Legion, for instance, the British and American legionaries seldom rise out of the ranks, because they cannot learn French, whereas a German learns French in a few months. English working people, as a rule, think it effeminate even to pronounce a foreign word correctly. This is bound up with the fact that the upper classes learn foreign languages as a regular part of their education. Travelling abroad, speaking foreign tongues, enjoying foreign food, are vaguely felt to be upper-class habits, a species of snobbery, so that xenophobia is reinforced by class jealousy.

Perhaps the most horrible spectacles in England are the Dogs’ Cemeteries in Kensington Gardens, at Stoke Poges (it actually adjoins the churchyard where Gray wrote his famous Elegy) and at various other places. But there were also the Animals’ A.R.P.1 Centres, with miniature stretchers for cats, and in the first year of the war there was the spectacle of Animal Day being celebrated with all its usual pomp in the middle of the Dunkirk evacuation. Although its worst follies are committed by the upper-class women, the animal cult runs right through the nation and is probably bound up with the decay of agriculture and the dwindled birthrate. Several years of stringent rationing have failed to reduce the dog and cat population, and even in poor quarters of big towns the bird fanciers’ shops display canary seed at prices ranging up to twenty-five shillings a pint.

Hypocrisy is so generally accepted as part of the English character that a foreign observer would be prepared to meet with it at every turn, but he would find especially ripe examples in the laws dealing with gambling, drinking, prostitution, and profanity. He would find it difficult to reconcile the anti-imperialistic sentiments which are commonly expressed in England with the size of the British Empire. If he were a continental European he would notice with ironical amusement that the English think it wicked to have a big army but see nothing wrong in having a big navy. This too he would set down as hypocrisy—not altogether fairly, for it is the fact of being an island, and therefore not needing a big army, that has allowed British democratic institutions to grow up, and the mass of the people are fairly well aware of this.

Exaggerated class distinctions have been diminishing over a period of about thirty years, and the war has probably speeded up the process, but newcomers to England are still astonished and sometimes horrified by the blatant differences between class and class. The great majority of the people can still be “placed” in an instant by their manners, clothes, and general appearance. Even the physical type differs considerably, the upper classes being on an average several inches taller than the working class. But the most striking difference of all is in language and accent. The English working class, as Mr. Wyndham Lewis has put it, are “branded on the tongue.” And though class distinctions do not exactly coincide with economic distinctions, the contrast between wealth and poverty is very much more glaring, and more taken for granted, than in most countries.

The English were the inventors of several of the world’s most popular games, and have spread them more widely than any other product of their culture. The word “football” is mispronounced by scores of millions who have never heard of Shakespeare or Magna Charta.° The English themselves are not outstandingly good at all games, but they enjoy playing them, and to an extent that strikes foreigners as childish they enjoy reading about them and betting on them. During the between-war years the football pools did more than any other one thing to make life bearable for the unemployed. Professional footballers, boxers, jockeys, and even cricketers enjoy a popularity that no scientist or artist could hope to rival. Nevertheless sport-worship is not carried to quite such imbecile lengths as one would imagine from reading the popular press. When the brilliant lightweight boxer, Kid Lewis, stood for Parliament in his native borough, he only scored a hundred and twenty-five votes.

These traits that we have enumerated are probably the ones that would strike an intelligent foreign observer first. Out of them he might feel that he could construct a reliable picture of the English character. But then probably a thought would strike him: is there such a thing as “the English character”? Can one talk about nations as though they were individuals? And supposing that one can, is there any genuine continuity between the England of to-day and the England of the past?

As he wandered through the London streets, he would notice the old prints in the bookshop windows, and it would occur to him that if these things are representative, then England must have changed a great deal. It is not much more than a hundred years since the distinguishing mark of English life was its brutality. The common people, to judge by the prints, spent their time in an almost unending round of fighting, whoring, drunkenness, and bull-baiting. Moreover, even the physical type appears to have changed. Where are they gone, the hulking draymen and low-browed prize-fighters, the brawny sailors with their buttocks bursting out of their white trousers, and the great overblown beauties with their swelling bosoms, like the figureheads of Nelson’s ships? What had these people in common with the gentle-mannered, undemonstrative, law-abiding English of to-day? Do such things as “national cultures” really exist?

This is one of those questions, like the freedom of the will or the identity of the individual, in which all the arguments are on one side and instinctive knowledge is on the other. It is not easy to discover the connecting thread that runs through English life from the sixteenth century onwards, but all English people who bother about such subjects feel that it exists. They feel that they understand the institutions that have come to them out of the past—Parliament, for instance, or sabbatarianism, or the subtle grading of the class system—with an inherited knowledge impossible to a foreigner. Individuals, too, are felt to conform to a national pattern. D. H. Lawrence is felt to be “very English” but so is Blake; Dr. Johnson and G. K. Chesterton are somehow the same kind of person. The belief that we resemble our ancestors—that Shakespeare, say, is more like a modern Englishman than a modern Frenchman or German—may be unreasonable, but by existing it influences conduct. Myths which are believed in tend to become true, because they set up a type, or “persona,” which the average person will do his best to resemble.

During the bad period of 1940 it became clear that in Britain national solidarity is stronger than class antagonism. If it were really true that “the proletarian has no country,” 1940 was the time for him to show it. It was exactly then, however, that class feeling slipped into the background, only reappearing when the immediate danger had passed. Moreover, it is probable that the stolid behaviour of the British town populations under the bombing was partly due to the existence of the national “persona”—that is, to their preconceived idea of themselves. Traditionally the Englishman is phlegmatic, unimaginative, not easily rattled: and since that is what he thinks he ought to be, that is what he tends to become. Dislike of hysteria and “fuss,” admiration for stubbornness, are all but universal in England, being shared by everyone except the intelligentsia. Millions of English people willingly accept as their national emblem the bulldog, an animal noted for its obstinacy, ugliness, and impenetrable stupidity. They have a remarkable readiness to admit that foreigners are more “clever” than themselves, and yet they feel that it would be an outrage against the laws of God and Nature for England to be ruled by foreigners. Our imaginary observer would notice, perhaps, that Wordsworth’s sonnets during the Napoleonic war might almost have been written during this one. He would know already that England has produced poets and scientists rather than philosophers, theologians, or pure theorists of any description. And he might end by deciding that a profound, almost unconscious patriotism and an inability to think logically are the abiding features of the English character, traceable in English literature from Shakespeare onwards.

THE MORAL OUTLOOK OF THE ENGLISH PEOPLE

For perhaps a hundred and fifty years, organised religion, or conscious religious belief of any kind, have had very little hold on the mass of the English people. Only about ten per cent of them ever go near a place of worship except to be married and buried. A vague theism and an intermittent belief in life after death are probably fairly widespread, but the main Christian doctrines have been largely forgotten. Asked what he meant by “Christianity,” the average man would define it wholly in ethical terms (“unselfishness,” or “loving your neighbour,” would be the kind of definition he would give). This was probably much the same in the early days of the Industrial Revolution, when the old village life had been suddenly broken up and the Established Church had lost touch with its followers. But in recent times the Nonconformist sects have also lost much of their vigour, and within the last generation the Bible-reading which used to be traditional in England has lapsed. It is quite common now to meet with young people who do not know the Bible stories even as stories.

But there is one sense in which the English common people have remained more Christian than the upper classes, and probably than any other European nation. This is in their non-acceptance of the modern cult of power-worship. While almost ignoring the spoken doctrines of the Church, they have held on to the one that the Church never formulated, because taking it for granted: namely, that might is not right. It is here that the gulf between the intelligentsia and the common people is widest. From Carlyle onwards, but especially in the last generation, the British intelligentsia have tended to take their ideas from Europe and have been infected by habits of thought that derive ultimately from Machiavelli. All the cults that have been fashionable in the last dozen years, communism, fascism, and pacifism, are in the last analysis forms of power-worship. It is significant that in this country, unlike most others, the Marxist version of Socialism has found its warmest adherents in the middle class. Its methods, if not its theories, obviously conflict with what is called “bourgeois morality” (i.e., common decency), and in moral matters it is the proletarians who are “bourgeois.”

One of the basic folk-tales of the English-speaking peoples is Jack the Giant-killer—the little man against the big man. Mickey Mouse, Popeye the Sailor, and Charlie Chaplin are all essentially the same figure. (Chaplin’s films, it is worth noticing, were banned in Germany as soon as Hitler came to power, and Chaplin has been viciously attacked by English fascist writers.) Not merely a hatred of bullying, but a tendency to support the weaker side merely because it is weaker, are almost general in England. Hence the admiration for a “good loser” and the easy forgiveness of failures, either in sport, politics, or war. Even in very serious matters the English people do not feel that an unsuccessful action is necessarily futile. An example in the 1939–45 war was the campaign in Greece. No one expected it to succeed, but nearly everyone thought that it should be undertaken. And the popular attitude to foreign politics is nearly always coloured by the instinct to side with the under-dog.

An obvious recent instance was pro-Finnish sentiment in the Russo-Finnish war of 1940. This was genuine enough, as several by-elections fought mainly on this issue showed. Popular feeling towards the U.S.S.R. had been increasingly friendly for some time past, but Finland was a small country attacked by a big one, and that settled the issue for most people. In the American Civil War the British working classes sided with the North—the side that stood for the abolition of slavery—in spite of the fact that the Northern blockade of the cotton ports was causing great hardship in Britain. In the Franco-Prussian war, such pro-French sentiment as there was in England was among the working class. The small nationalities oppressed by the Turks found their sympathisers in the Liberal Party, at that time the party of the working class and the lower middle class. And in so far as it bothered with such issues at all, British mass sentiment was for the Abyssinians against the Italians, for the Chinese against the Japanese, and for the Spanish Republicans against Franco. It was also friendly to Germany during the period when Germany was weak and disarmed, and it is not surprising to see a similar swing of sentiment after the war.

The feeling that one ought always to side with the weaker party probably derives from the balance-of-power policy which Britain has followed from the eighteenth century onwards. A European critic would add that it is humbug, pointing in proof to the fact that Britain herself holds down subject populations in India and elsewhere. We don’t, in fact, know what settlement the English common people would make with India if the decision were theirs. All political parties and all newspapers of whatever colour have conspired to prevent them from seeing the issue clearly. We do know, however, that they have sometimes championed the weak against the strong when it was obviously not to their own advantage. The best example is the Irish Civil War. The real weapon of the Irish rebels was British public opinion, which was substantially on their side and prevented the British Government from crushing the rebellion in the only way possible. Even in the Boer War there was a considerable volume of pro-Boer sentiment, though it was not strong enough to influence events. One must conclude that in this matter the English common people have lagged behind their century. They have failed to catch up with power politics, “realism,” sacro egoismo and the doctrine that the end justifies the means.

The general English hatred of bullying and terrorism means that any kind of violent criminal gets very little sympathy. Gangsterism on American lines could not flourish in England, and it is significant that the American gangsters have never tried to transfer their activities to this country. At need, the whole nation would combine against people who kidnap babies and fire machine-guns in the street: but even the efficiency of the English police force really depends on the fact that the police have public opinion behind them. The bad side of this is the almost universal toleration of cruel and out-of-date punishments. It is not a thing to be proud of that England should still tolerate such punishments as flogging. It continues partly because of the widespread psychological ignorance, partly because men are only flogged for crimes that forfeit nearly everyone’s sympathy. There would be an outcry if it were applied to non-violent crimes, or re-instituted for military offences. Military punishments are not taken for granted in England as they are in most countries. Public opinion is almost certainly opposed to the death penalty for cowardice and desertion, though there is no strong feeling against hanging murderers. In general the English attitude to crime is ignorant and old-fashioned, and humane treatment even of child offenders is a recent thing. Still, if Al Capone were in an English jail, it would not be for evasion of income tax.

A more complex question than the English attitude to crime and violence is the survival of puritanism and the world-famed English hypocrisy.

The English people proper, the working masses who make up seventy-five per cent of the population, are not puritanical. The dismal theology of Calvinism never popularised itself in England as it did for a while in Wales and Scotland. But puritanism in the looser sense in which the word is generally used (that is, prudishness, asceticism, the “kill-joy” spirit) is something that has been unsuccessfully forced upon the working class by the class of small traders and manufacturers immediately above them. In its origin it had a clear though unconscious economic motive behind it. If you could persuade the working man that every kind of recreation was sinful, you could get more work out of him for less money. In the early nineteenth century there was even a school of thought which maintained that the working man ought not to marry. But it would be unfair to suggest that the puritan moral code was mere humbug. Its exaggerated fear of sexual immorality, which extended to a disapproval of stage plays, dancing, and even bright-coloured clothes, was partly a protest against the real corruption of the later Middle Ages: there was also the new factor of syphilis, which appeared in England about the sixteenth century and worked frightful havoc for the next century or two. A little later there was another new factor in the introduction of distilled liquors—gin, brandy, and so forth—which were very much more intoxicating than the beer and mead which the English had been accustomed to. The “temperance” movement was a well-meant reaction against the frightful drunkenness of the nineteenth century, product of slum conditions and cheap gin. But it was necessarily led by fanatics who regarded not merely drunkenness but even the moderate drinking of alcohol as sinful. During the past fifty years or so there has even been a similar drive against tobacco. A hundred years ago, or two hundred years ago, tobacco-smoking was much disapproved of, but only on the ground that it was dirty, vulgar, and injurious to health: the idea that it is a wicked self-indulgence is modern.

This line of thought has never really appealed to the English masses. At most they have been sufficiently intimidated by middle-class puritanism to take some of their pleasures rather furtively. It is universally agreed that the working classes are far more moral than the upper classes, but the idea that sexuality is wicked in itself has no popular basis. Music-hall jokes, Blackpool postcards, and the songs the soldiers make up are anything but puritanical. On the other hand, almost no one in England approves of prostitution. There are several big towns where prostitution is extremely blatant, but it is completely unattractive and has never been really tolerated. It could not be regulated and humanised as it has been in some countries, because every English person feels in his bones that it is wrong. As for the general weakening of sex morals that has happened during the past twenty or thirty years, it is probably a temporary thing, resulting from the excess of women over men in the population.

In the matter of drink, the only result of a century of “temperance” agitation has been a slight increase in hypocrisy. The practical disappearance of drunkenness as an English vice has not been due to the anti-drink fanatics, but to competing amusements, education, the improvement in industrial conditions, and the expensiveness of drink itself. The fanatics have been able to see to it that the Englishman drinks his glass of beer under difficulties and with a faint feeling of wrong-doing, but have not actually been able to prevent him from drinking it. The pub, one of the basic institutions of English life, carries on in spite of the harassing tactics of Nonconformist local authorities. So also with gambling. Most forms of gambling are illegal according to the letter of the law, but they all happen on an enormous scale. The motto of the English people might be the chorus of Marie Lloyd’s song, “A little of what you fancy does you good.” They are not vicious, not even lazy, but they will have their bit of fun, whatever the higher-ups may say. And they seem to be gradually winning their battle against the kill-joy minorities. Even the horrors of the English Sunday have been much mitigated during the past dozen years. Some of the laws regulating pubs—designed in every case to discourage the publican and make drinking unattractive—were relaxed during the war. And it is a very good sign that the stupid rule forbidding children to enter pubs, which tended to dehumanise the pub and turn it into a mere drinking-shop, is beginning to be disregarded in some parts of the country.

Traditionally, the Englishman’s home is his castle. In an age of conscription and identity cards this cannot really be true. But the hatred of regimentation, the feeling that your spare time is your own and that a man must not be persecuted for his opinions, is deeply ingrained, and the centralising processes inevitable in wartime, and still enforced, have not destroyed it.

It is a fact that the much-boasted freedom of the British press is theoretical rather than actual. To begin with the centralised ownership of the press means in practice that unpopular opinions can only be printed in books or in newspapers with small circulations. Moreover, the English people as a whole are not sufficiently interested in the printed word to be very vigilant about this aspect of their liberties, and during the last twenty years there has been much tampering with the freedom of the press, with no real popular protest. Even the demonstrations against the suppression of the Daily Worker2 were probably stage-managed by a small minority. On the other hand, freedom of speech is a reality, and respect for it is almost general. Extremely few English people are afraid to utter their political opinions in public, and there are not even very many who want to silence the opinions of others. In peacetime, when unemployment can be used as a weapon, there is a certain amount of petty persecution of “reds,” but the real totalitarian atmosphere, in which the State endeavours to control people’s thoughts as well as their words, is hardly imaginable.

The safeguard against it is partly the respect for integrity of conscience, and the willingness to hear both sides, which can be observed at any public meeting. But it is also partly the prevailing lack of intellectuality. The English are not sufficiently interested in intellectual matters to be intolerant about them. “Deviations” and “dangerous thoughts” do not seem very important to them. An ordinary Englishman, Conservative, Socialist, Catholic, Communist, or what not, almost never grasps the full logical implications of the creed he professes: almost always he utters heresies without noticing it. Orthodoxies, whether of the Right or the Left, flourish chiefly among the literary intelligentsia, the people who ought in theory to be the guardians of freedom of thought.

The English people are not good haters, their memory is very short, their patriotism is largely unconscious, they have no love of military glory and not much admiration for great men. They have the virtues and the vices of an old-fashioned people. To twentieth-century political theories they oppose not another theory of their own, but a moral quality which must be vaguely described as decency. On the day in 1936 when the Germans re-occupied the Rhineland I was in a northern mining town. I happened to go into a pub just after this piece of news, which quite obviously meant war, had come over the wireless, and I remarked to the others at the bar, “The German army has crossed the Rhine.” With a vague air of capping a quotation someone answered, “Parley-voo.” No more response than that! Nothing will ever wake these people up, I thought. But later in the evening, at the same pub, someone sang a song which had recently come out, with the chorus—

“For you can’t do that there ’ere,

No, you can’t do that there ’ere;

Anywhere else you can do that there,

But you can’t do that there ’ere!”

And it struck me that perhaps this was the English answer to fascism. At any rate it is true that it has not happened here, in spite of fairly favourable circumstances. The amount of liberty, intellectual or other, that we enjoy in England ought not to be exaggerated, but the fact that it did not markedly diminish in nearly six years of desperate war is a hopeful symptom.

THE POLITICAL OUTLOOK OF THE ENGLISH PEOPLE

The English people are not only indifferent to fine points of doctrine, but are remarkably ignorant politically. They are only now beginning to use the political terminology which has been current for years in Continental countries. If you asked a random group of people from any stratum of the population to define capitalism, socialism, communism, anarchism, Trotskyism, fascism, you would get mostly vague answers, and some of them would be surprisingly stupid ones.

But they are also distinctly ignorant about their own political system. During recent years, for various reasons, there has been a revival of political activity, but over a longer period the interest in party politics has been dwindling. Great numbers of adult English people have never in their lives bothered to vote in an election. In big towns it is quite common for people not to know the name of their M.P. or what constituency they live in. During the war years, owing to the failure to renew the registers, the young had no votes (at one time no one under twenty-nine had a vote), and did not seem much troubled by the fact. Nor does the anomalous electoral system, which usually favours the Conservative Party, though it happened to favour the Labour Party in 1945, arouse much protest. Attention focuses on policies and individuals (Chamberlain, Churchill, Cripps, Beveridge, Bevin) rather than on parties. The feeling that Parliament really controls events, and that sensational changes are to be expected when a new government comes in, has been gradually fading ever since the first Labour government in 1923.

In spite of many subdivisions, Britain has in effect only two political parties, the Conservative Party and the Labour Party, which between them broadly represent the main interests of the nation. But during the last twenty years the tendency of these two parties has been to resemble one another more and more. Everyone knows in advance that any government, whatever its political principles may be, can be relied upon not to do certain things. Thus, no Conservative government will ever revert to what would have been called Conservatism in the nineteenth century. No Socialist government will massacre the propertied class, nor even expropriate them without compensation. A good recent example of the changing temper of politics was the reception given to the Beveridge Report. Thirty years ago any Conservative would have denounced this as State charity, while most Socialists would have rejected it as a capitalist bribe. In 1944 the only discussion that arose was as to whether it would be adopted in whole or in part. This blurring of party distinctions is happening in almost all countries, partly because everywhere, except, perhaps, in the U.S.A., the drift is towards a planned economy, partly because in an age of power politics national survival is felt to be more important than class warfare. But Britain has certain peculiarities resulting from its being both a small island and the centre of an Empire. To begin with, given the present economic system, Britain’s prosperity depends partly on the Empire, while all Left parties are theoretically anti-imperialist. Politicians of the Left are therefore aware—or have recently become aware—that once in power they choose between abandoning some of their principles or lowering the English standard of living. Secondly, it is impossible for Britain to go through the kind of revolutionary process that the U.S.S.R. went through. It is too small, too highly organised, too dependent on imported food. Civil war in England would mean starvation or conquest by some foreign power, or both. Thirdly and most important of all, civil war is not morally possible in England. In any circumstances that we can foresee, the proletariat of Hammersmith will not arise and massacre the bourgeoisie of Kensington: they are not different enough. Even the most drastic changes will have to happen peacefully and with a show of legality, and everyone except the “lunatic fringes” of the various political parties is aware of this.

These facts make up the background of the English political outlook. The great mass of the people want profound changes, but they do not want violence. They want to preserve their own standard of living, and at the same time they want to feel that they are not exploiting less fortunate peoples. If you issued a questionnaire to the whole nation, asking, “What do you want from politics?”, the answer would be much the same in the overwhelming majority of cases. Substantially it would be: “Economic security, a foreign policy which will ensure peace, more social equality, and a settlement with India.” Of these, the first is by far the most important, unemployment being an even greater nightmare than war. But few people would think it necessary to mention either capitalism or socialism. Neither word has much emotional appeal. No one’s heart beats faster at the thought of nationalising the Bank of England: on the other hand, the old line of talk about sturdy individualism and the sacred rights of property is no longer swallowed by the masses. They know it is not true that “there’s plenty of room at the top,” and in any case most of them don’t want to get to the top: they want steady jobs and a fair deal for their children.

During the last few years, owing to the social frictions arising out of the war, discontent with the obvious inefficiency of old-style capitalism, and admiration for Soviet Russia, public opinion has moved considerably to the Left, but without growing more doctrinaire or markedly bitterer. None of the political parties which call themselves revolutionary have seriously increased their following. There are about half a dozen of these parties, but their combined membership, even if one counts the remnants of Mosley’s Blackshirts,3 would probably not amount to 150,000. The most important of them is the Communist Party, but even the Communist Party, after twenty-five years of existence, must be held to have failed. Although it has had considerable influence at moments when circumstances favoured it, it has never shown signs of growing into a mass party of the kind that exists in France or used to exist in pre-Hitler Germany.

Over a long period of years, Communist Party membership has gone up or down in response to the changes in Russian foreign policy. When the U.S.S.R. is on good terms with Britain, the British Communists follow a “moderate” line hardly distinguishable from that of the Labour Party, and their membership swells to some scores of thousands. When British and Russian policy diverge, the Communists revert to a “revolutionary” line and membership slumps again. They can, in fact, only get themselves a worthwhile following by abandoning their essential objectives. The various other Marxist parties, all of them claiming to be the true and uncorrupted successors of Lenin, are in an even more hopeless position. The average Englishman is unable to grasp their doctrines and uninterested in their grievances. And in England the conspiratorial mentality which has been developed in police-ridden European countries is a great handicap. English people in large numbers will not accept any creed whose dominant notes are hatred and illegality. The ruthless ideologies of the Continent—not merely communism and fascism, but anarchism, Trotskyism, and even ultramontane Catholicism—are accepted in their pure form only by the intelligentsia, who constitute a sort of island of bigotry amid the general vagueness. It is significant that English revolutionary writers are obliged to use a bastard vocabulary whose key phrases are mostly translations. There are no native English words for most of the concepts they are dealing with. Even the word “proletarian,” for instance, is not English and the great majority of English people do not know what it means. It is generally used, if at all, to mean simply “poor.” But even so it is given a social rather than an economic slant and most people would tell you that a blacksmith or a cobbler is a proletarian and that a bank clerk is not. As for the word “bourgeois,” it is used almost exclusively by people who are of bourgeois origin themselves. The only genuinely popular use of the word is as a printer’s term. It is then, as one might expect, anglicised and pronounced “boorjoyce.”

But there is one abstract political term which is fairly widely used and has a loose but well-understood meaning attached to it. This is the word “democracy.” In a way, the English people do feel that they live in a democratic country. Not that anyone is so stupid as to take this in a literal sense. If democracy means either popular rule or social equality, it is clear that Britain is not democratic. It is, however, democratic in the secondary sense which has attached itself to that word since the rise of Hitler. To begin with, minorities have some power of making themselves heard. But more than this, public opinion cannot be disregarded when it chooses to express itself. It may have to work in indirect ways, by strikes, demonstrations and letters to the newspapers, but it can and visibly does affect government policy. A British government may be unjust, but it cannot be quite arbitrary. It cannot do the kind of thing that a totalitarian government does as a matter of course. One example out of the thousands that might be chosen is the German attack on the U.S.S.R. The significant thing is not that this was made without a declaration of war—that was natural enough—but that it was made without any propaganda build-up beforehand. The German people woke up to find themselves at war with a country that they had been ostensibly on friendly terms with on the previous evening. Our own government would not dare to do such a thing, and the English people are fairly well aware of this. English political thinking is much governed by the word “They.” “They” are the higher-ups, the mysterious powers who do things to you against your will. But there is a widespread feeling that “They,” though tyrannical, are not omnipotent. “They” will respond to pressure if you take the trouble to apply it: “They” are even removable. And with all their political ignorance the English people will often show surprising sensitiveness when some small incident seems to show that “They” are overstepping the mark. Hence, in the midst of seeming apathy, the sudden fuss every now and then over a rigged by-election or a too-Cromwellian handling of Parliament.

One thing that is extremely difficult to be certain about is the persistence in England of monarchist sentiment. There cannot be much doubt that at any rate in the south of England it was strong and genuine until the death of King George V. The popular response to the Silver Jubilee in 1935 took the authorities by surprise, and the celebrations had to be prolonged for an extra week. At normal times it is only the richer classes who are overtly royalist: in the West End of London, for instance, people stand to attention for “God Save the King” at the end of a picture show, whereas in the poorer quarters they walk out. But the affection shown for George V at the Silver Jubilee was obviously genuine, and it was even possible to see in it the survival, or recrudescence, of an idea almost as old as history, the idea of the King and the common people being in a sort of alliance against the upper classes; for example, some of the London slum streeets bore during the Jubilee the rather servile slogan “Poor but Loyal.” Other slogans, however, coupled loyalty to the King with hostility to the landlord, such as “Long Live the King. Down With the Landlord,” or more often, “No Landlords Wanted” or “Landlords Keep Away.” It is too early to say whether royalist sentiment was killed outright by the Abdication, but unquestionably the Abdication dealt it a serious blow. Over the past four hundred years it has waxed or waned according to circumstances. Queen Victoria, for instance, was decidedly unpopular during part of her reign, and in the first quarter of the nineteenth century public interest in the Royal Family was not nearly as strong as it was a hundred years later. At this moment the mass of the English people are probably mildly republican. But it may well be that another long reign, similar to that of George V, would revive royalist feeling and make it—as it was between roughly 1880 and 1936—an appreciable factor in politics.

THE ENGLISH CLASS SYSTEM

In time of war the English class system is the enemy propagandist’s best argument. To Dr. Goebbels’s charge that England is still “two nations,” the only truthful answer would have been that she is in fact three nations. But the peculiarity of English class distinctions is not that they are unjust—for after all, wealth and poverty exist side by side in almost all countries—but that they are anachronistic. They do not exactly correspond to economic distinctions, and what is essentially an industrial and capitalist country is haunted by the ghost of a caste system.

It is usual to classify modern society under three headings: the upper class, or bourgeoisie, the middle class, or petite bourgeoisie, and the working class, or proletariat. This roughly fits the facts, but one can draw no useful inference from it unless one takes account of the subdivisions within the various classes and realises how deeply the whole English outlook is coloured by romanticism and sheer snobbishness.

England is one of the last remaining countries to cling to the outward forms of feudalism. Titles are maintained and new ones are constantly created, and the House of Lords, consisting mainly of hereditary peers, has real powers. At the same time England has no real aristocracy. The race difference on which aristocratic rule is usually founded was disappearing by the end of the Middle Ages, and the famous medieval families have almost completely vanished. The so-called old families are those that grew rich in the sixteenth, seventeenth, and eighteenth centuries. Moreover, the notion that nobility exists in its own right, that you can be a nobleman even if you are poor, was already dying out in the age of Elizabeth, a fact commented on by Shakespeare. And yet, curiously enough, the English ruling class has never developed into a bourgeoisie plain and simple. It has never become purely urban or frankly commercial. The ambition to be a country gentleman, to own and administer land and draw at least a part of your income from rent, has survived every change. So it comes that each new wave of parvenus, instead of simply replacing the existing ruling class, has adopted its habits, intermarried with it, and, after a generation or two, become indistinguishable from it.

The basic reason for this may perhaps be that England is very small and has an equable climate and pleasantly varied scenery. It is almost impossible in England, and not easy even in Scotland, to be more than twenty miles from a town. Rural life is less inherently boorish than it is in bigger countries with colder winters. And the comparative integrity of the British ruling class—for when all is said and done they have not behaved so contemptibly as their European opposite numbers—is probably bound up with their idea of themselves as feudal landowners. This outlook is shared by considerable sections of the middle class. Nearly everyone who can afford to do so sets up as a country gentleman, or at least makes some effort in that direction. The manor-house with its park and its walled gardens reappears in reduced form in the stockbroker’s week-end cottage, in the suburban villa with its lawn and herbaceous border, perhaps even in the potted nasturtiums on the windowsill of the Bayswater flat. This widespread day-dream is undoubtedly snobbish, it has tended to stabilise class distinctions and has helped to prevent the modernisation of English agriculture: but it is mixed up with a kind of idealism, a feeling that style and tradition are more important than money.

Within the middle class there is a sharp division, cultural and not financial, between those who aim at gentility and those who do not. According to the usual classification, everyone between the capitalist and the weekly wage-earner can be lumped together as “petite bourgeoisie.” This means that the Harley Street physician, the army officer, the grocer, the farmer, the senior civil servant, the solicitor, the clergyman, the schoolmaster, the bank manager, the speculative builder, and the fisherman who owns his own boat, are all in the same class. But no one in England feels them to belong to the same class, and the distinction between them is not a distinction of income but of accent, manners and, to some extent, outlook. Anyone who pays any attention to class differences at all would regard an army officer with £ 1,000 a year as socially superior to a shopkeeper with £2,000 a year. Even within the upper class a similar distinction holds good, the titled person being almost always more deferred to than an untitled person of larger income. Middle-class people are really graded according to their degree of resemblance to the aristocracy: professional men, senior officials, officers in the fighting services, university lecturers, clergymen, even the literary and scientific intelligentsia, rank higher than business men, though on the whole they earn less. It is a peculiarity of this class that their largest item of expenditure is education. Whereas a successful tradesman will send his son to the local grammar school, a clergyman with half his income will underfeed himself for years in order to send his son to a public school, although he knows that he will get no direct return for the money he spends.

There is, however, another noticeable division in the middle class. The old distinction was between the man who is “a gentleman” and the man who is “not a gentleman.” In the last thirty years, however, the demands of modern industry, and the technical schools and provincial universities, have brought into being a new kind of man, middle class in income and to some extent in habits, but not much interested in his own social status. People like radio engineers and industrial chemists, whose education has not been of a kind to give them any reverence for the past, and who tend to live in blocks of flats or housing-estates where the old social pattern has broken down, are the most nearly classless beings that England possesses. They are an important section of society, because their numbers are constantly growing. The war, for instance, made necessary the formation of an enormous air force, and so you got thousands of young men of working-class origin graduating into the technical middle class by way of the R.A.F. Any serious reorganisation of industry now will have similar effects. And the characteristic outlook of the technicians is already spreading among the older strata of the middle class. One symptom of this is that intermarriage within the middle class is freer than it used to be. Another is the increasing unwillingness of people below the £2,000 a year level to bankrupt themselves in the name of education.

Another series of changes, probably dating from the Education Bill of 1871, is occurring in the working class. One cannot altogether acquit the English working class either of snobbishness or of servility. To begin with there is a fairly sharp distinction between the better-paid working class and the very poor. Even in socialist literature it is common to find contemptuous references to slum-dwellers (the German word lumpenproletariat is much used), and imported labourers with low standards of living, such as the Irish, are greatly looked down on. There is also, probably, more disposition to accept class distinctions as permanent, and even to accept the upper classes as natural leaders, than survives in most countries. It is significant that in the moment of disaster the man best able to unite the nation was Churchill, a Conservative of aristocratic origins. The word “Sir” is much used in England, and the man of obviously upper-class appearance can usually get more than his fair share of deference from commissionaires, ticket-collectors, policemen, and the like. It is this aspect of English life that seems most shocking to visitors from America and the Dominions. And the tendency towards servility probably did not decrease in the twenty years between the two wars: it may even have increased, owing chiefly to unemployment.

But snobbishness is never quite separable from idealism. The tendency to give the upper classes more than their due is mixed up with a respect for good manners and something vaguely describable as culture. In the South of England, at any rate, it is unquestionable that most working-class people want to resemble the upper classes in manners and habits. The traditional attitude of looking down on the upper classes as effeminate and “la-di-dah” survives best in the heavy-industry areas. Hostile nicknames like “toff” and “swell” have almost disappeared, and even the Daily Worker displays advertisements for “High-class Gentleman’s Tailor.” Above all, throughout southern England there is almost general uneasiness about the Cockney accent. In Scotland and northern England snobbishness about the local accents does exist, but it is not nearly so strong or widespread. Many a Yorkshireman definitely prides himself on his broad U’s and narrow A’s, and will defend them on linguistic grounds. In London there are still people who say “fice” instead of “face,” but there is probably no one who regards “fice” as superior. Even a person who claims to despise the bourgeoisie and all its ways will still take care that his children grow up pronouncing their aitches.

But side by side with this there has gone a considerable growth of political consciousness and an increasing impatience with class privilege. Over a period of twenty or thirty years the working class has grown politically more hostile to the upper class, culturally less hostile. There is nothing incongruous in this: both tendencies are symptoms of the levelling of manners which results from machine civilisation and which makes the English class system more and more of an anachronism.

The obvious class differences still surviving in England astonish foreign observers, but they are far less marked, and far less real, than they were thirty years ago. People of different social origins, thrown together during the war in the armed forces, or in factories or offices, or as firewatchers and Home Guards, were able to mingle more easily than they did in the 1914–18 war. It is worth listing the various influences which—mechanically, as it were—tend to make Englishmen of all classes less and less different from one another.

First of all, the improvement in industrial technique. Every year less and less people are engaged in heavy manual labour which keeps them constantly tired and, by hypertrophying certain muscles, gives them a distinctive carriage. Secondly, improvements in housing. Between the two wars rehousing was done mostly by the local authorities, who have produced a type of house (the council house, with its bathroom, garden, separate kitchen, and indoor w.c.) which is nearer to the stockbroker’s villa than it is to the labourer’s cottage. Thirdly, the mass production of furniture which in ordinary times can be bought on the hire-purchase system. The effect of this is that the interior of a working-class house resembles that of a middle-class house very much more than it did a generation ago. Fourthly, and perhaps most important of all, the mass production of cheap clothes. Thirty years ago the social status of nearly everyone in England could be determined from his appearance, even at two hundred yards’ distance. The working classes all wore ready-made clothes, and the ready-made clothes were not only ill-fitting but usually followed the upper-class fashions of ten or fifteen years earlier. The cloth cap was practically a badge of status. It was universal among the working class, while the upper classes only wore it for golf and shooting. This state of affairs is rapidly changing. Ready-made clothes now follow the fashions closely, they are made in many different fittings to suit every kind of figure, and even when they are of very cheap cloth they are superficially not very different from expensive clothes. The result is that it grows harder every year, especially in the case of women, to determine social status at a glance.

Mass-produced literature and amusements have the same effect. Radio programmes, for instance, are necessarily the same for everybody. Films, though often extremely reactionary in their implied outlook, have to appeal to a public of millions and therefore have to avoid stirring up class antagonisms. So also with some of the big-circulation newspapers. The Daily Express, for instance, draws its readers from all strata of the population. So also with some of the periodicals that have appeared in the past dozen years. Punch is obviously a middle- and upper-class paper, but Picture Post is not aimed at any particular class. And lending libraries and very cheap books, such as the Penguins, popularise the habit of reading and probably have a levelling effect on literary taste. Even taste in food tends to grow more uniform owing to the multiplication of cheap but fairly smart restaurants such as those of Messrs. Lyons.

We are not justified in assuming that class distinctions are actually disappearing. The essential structure of England is still almost what it was in the nineteenth century. But real differences between man and man are obviously diminishing, and this fact is grasped and even welcomed by people who only a few years ago were clinging desperately to their social prestige.

Whatever may be the ultimate fate of the very rich, the tendency of the working class and the middle class is evidently to merge. It may happen quickly or slowly, according to circumstances. It was accelerated by the war, and another ten years of all-round rationing, utility clothes, high income tax, and compulsory national service may finish the process once and for all. The final effects of this we cannot foresee. There are observers, both native and foreign, who believe that the fairly large amount of individual freedom that is enjoyed in England depends on having a well-defined class system. Liberty, according to some, is incompatible with equality. But at least it is certain that the present drift is towards greater social equality, and that that is what the great mass of the English people desire.

THE ENGLISH LANGUAGE

The English language has two outstanding characteristics to which most of its minor oddities can be finally traced. These characteristics are a very large vocabulary and simplicity of grammar.

If it is not the largest in the world, the English vocabulary is certainly among the largest. English is really two languages, Anglo-Saxon and Norman-French, and during the last three centuries it has been reinforced on an enormous scale by new words deliberately created from Latin and Greek roots. But in addition the vocabulary is made much larger than it appears by the practice of turning one part of speech into another. For example, almost any noun can be used as a verb: this in effect gives an extra range of verbs, so that you have knife as well as stab, school as well as teach, fire as well as burn, and so on. Then again, certain verbs can be given as many as twenty different meanings simply by adding prepositions to them. (Examples are get out of, get up, give out, take over.) Verbs can also change into nouns with considerable freedom, and by the use of affixes such as -y, -ful, -like, any noun can be turned into an adjective. More freely than in most languages, verbs and adjectives can be turned into their opposites by means of the prefix un-. And adjectives can be made more emphatic or given a new twist by tying a noun to them: for example, lily-white, sky-blue, coal-black, iron-hard, etc.

But English is also, and to an unnecessary extent, a borrowing language. It readily takes over any foreign word that seems to fill a need, often altering the meaning in doing so. A recent example is the word blitz. As a verb this word did not appear in print till late in 1940, but it has already become part of the language. Other examples from the vast armoury of borrowed words are garage, charabanc, alias, alibi, steppe, thug, role, menu, lasso, rendezvous, chemise. It will be noticed that in most cases an English equivalent exists already, so that borrowing adds to the already large stock of synonyms.

English grammar is simple. The language is almost completely uninflected, a peculiarity which marks it off from almost all languages west of China. Any regular English verb has only three inflections, the third person singular, the present participle, and the past participle. Thus, for instance, the verb to kill consists of kill, kills, killing, and that is all. There is, of course, a great wealth of tenses, very much subtilised in meaning, but these are made by the use of auxiliaries which themselves barely inflect. May, might, shall, will, should, would do not inflect at all, except in the obsolete second person singular. The upshot is that every person in every tense of such a verb as to kill can be expressed in only about thirty words including the pronouns, or about forty if one includes the second person singular. The corresponding number in, for instance, French would be somewhere near two hundred. And in English there is the added advantage that the auxiliaries which are used to make the tenses are the same in every case.

There is no such thing in English as declension of nouns, and there is no gender. Nor are there many irregular plurals or comparatives. Moreover, the tendency is always towards greater simplicity, both in grammar and syntax. Long sentences with dependent clauses grow more and more unpopular, irregular but time-saving formations such as the “American subjunctive” (it is necessary that you go instead of it is necessary that you should go) gain ground, and difficult rules, such as the difference between shall and will, or that and which, are more and more ignored. If it continues to develop along its present lines English will ultimately have more in common with the uninflected languages of East Asia than with the languages of Europe.

The greatest quality of English is its enormous range not only of meaning but of tone. It is capable of endless subtleties, and of every thing from the most high-flown rhetoric to the most brutal coarseness. On the other hand, its lack of grammar makes it easily compressible. It is the language of lyric poetry, and also of headlines. On its lower levels it is very easy to learn, in spite of its irrational spelling. It can also for international purposes be reduced to very simple pidgin dialects, ranging from Basic to the “Bêche-de-mer” English used in the South Pacific.4 It is therefore well suited to be a world lingua franca, and it has in fact spread more widely than any other language.

But there are also great disadvantages, or at least great dangers, in speaking English as one’s native tongue. To begin with, as was pointed out earlier in this book, the English are very poor linguists. Their own language is grammatically so simple that unless they have gone through the discipline of learning a foreign language in childhood, they are often quite unable to grasp what is meant by gender, person, and case. A completely illiterate Indian will pick up English far faster than a British soldier will pick up Hindustani. Nearly five million Indians are literate in English and millions more speak it in a debased form. There are some tens of thousands of Indians who speak English as nearly as possible perfectly; yet the number of Englishmen speaking any Indian language perfectly would not amount to more than a few scores. But the great weakness of English is its capacity for debasement. Just because it is so easy to use, it is easy to use badly.

To write or even to speak English is not a science but an art. There are no reliable rules: there is only the general principle that concrete words are better than abstract ones, and that the shortest way of saying anything is always the best. Mere correctness is no guarantee whatever of good writing. A sentence like “an enjoyable time was had by all present” is perfectly correct English, and so is the unintelligible mess of words on an income-tax return. Whoever writes English is involved in a struggle that never lets up even for a sentence. He is struggling against vagueness, against obscurity, against the lure of the decorative adjective, against the encroachment of Latin and Greek, and, above all, against the worn-out phrases and dead metaphors with which the language is cluttered up. In speaking, these dangers are more easily avoided, but spoken English differs from written English more sharply than is the case in most languages. In the spoken tongue every word that can be omitted is omitted, every possible abbreviation is used. Meaning is conveyed quite largely by emphasis, though curiously enough the English do not gesticulate, as one might reasonably expect them to do. A sentence like No, I don’t mean that one, I mean that one is perfectly intelligible when spoken aloud, even without a gesture. But spoken English, when it tries to be dignified and logical, usually takes on the vices of written English, as you can see by spending half an hour either in the House of Commons or at the Marble Arch.

English is peculiarly subject to jargons. Doctors, scientists, business men, officials, sportsmen, economists, and political theorists all have their characteristic perversion of the language, which can be studied in the appropriate magazines from the Lancet to the Labour Monthly. But probably the deadliest enemy of good English is what is called “standard English.” This dreary dialect, the language of leading articles, White Papers, political speeches, and B.B.C. news bulletins, is undoubtedly spreading: it is spreading downwards in the social scale, and outwards into the spoken language. Its characteristic is its reliance on ready-made phrases—in due course, take the earliest opportunity, warm appreciation, deepest regret, explore every avenue, ring the changes, take up the cudgels, legitimate assumption, the answer is in the affirmative, etc. etc.—which may once have been fresh and vivid, but have now become mere thought-saving devices, having the same relation to living English as a crutch has to a leg. Anyone preparing a broadcast or writing a letter to The Times adopts this kind of language almost instinctively, and it infects the spoken tongue as well. So much has our language been weakened that the imbecile chatter in Swift’s essay on Polite Conversation (a satire on the upper-class talk of Swift’s own day) would actually be rather a good conversation by modern standards.

This temporary decadence of the English language is due, like so much else, to our anachronistic class system. “Educated” English has grown anæmic because for long past it has not been reinvigorated from below. The people likeliest to use simple concrete language, and to think of metaphors that really call up a visual image, are those who are in contact with physical reality. A useful word like bottleneck, for instance, would be most likely to occur to someone used to dealing with conveyor belts: or again, the expressive military phrase to winkle out implies acquaintance both with winkles and with machine-gun nests. And the vitality of English depends on a steady supply of images of this kind. It follows that language, at any rate the English language, suffers when the educated classes lose touch with the manual workers. As things are at present, nearly every Englishman, whatever his origins, feels the working-class manner of speech, and even working-class idioms, to be inferior. Cockney, the most widespread dialect, is the most despised of all. Any word or usage that is supposedly Cockney is looked on as vulgar, even when, as is sometimes the case, it is merely an archaism. An example is ain’t, which is now abandoned in favour of the much weaker form aren’t. But ain’t was good enough English eighty years ago, and Queen Victoria would have said ain’t.

During the past forty years, and especially the past dozen years, English has borrowed largely from American, while America has shown no tendency to borrow from English. The reason for this is partly political. Anti-British feeling in the United States is far stronger than anti-American feeling in England, and most Americans dislike using a word or phrase which they know to be British. But American has gained a footing in England partly because of the vivid, almost poetic quality of its slang, partly because certain American usages (for instance, the formation of verbs by adding -ise to a noun) save time, and most of all because one can adopt an American word without crossing a class barrier. From the English point of view American words have no class label. This applies even to thieves’ slang. Words like stooge and stool-pigeon are considered much less vulgar than words like nark and split. Even a very snobbish English person would probably not mind calling a policeman a cop, which is American, but he would object to calling him a copper, which is working-class English. To the working classes, on the other hand, the use of Americanisms is a way of escaping from Cockney without adopting the B.B.C. dialect, which they instinctively dislike and cannot easily master. Hence, especially in the big towns, working-class children now use American slang from the moment that they learn to talk. And there is a noticeable tendency to use American words even when they are not slang and when an English equivalent already exists: for instance, car for tram, escalator for moving staircase, automobile for motor-car.

This process will probably continue for some time. One cannot check it simply by protesting against it, and in any case many American words and expressions are well worth adopting. Some are necessary neologisms, others (for instance, fall for autumn) are old words which we ought never to have dropped. But it ought to be realised that on the whole American is a bad influence and has already had a debasing effect.

To begin with, American has some of the vices of English in an exaggerated form. The interchangeability of different parts of speech has been carried further, the distinction between transitive and intransitive verbs tends to break down, and many words are used which have no meaning whatever. For example, whereas English alters the meaning of a verb by tacking a preposition on to it, the American tendency is to burden every verb with a preposition that adds nothing to its meaning (win out, lose out, face up to, etc.). On the other hand, American has broken more completely than English with the past and with literary traditions. It not only produces words like beautician, moronic, and sexualise, but often replaces strong primary words by feeble euphemisms. For instance, many Americans seem to regard the word death and various words that go with it (corpse, coffin, shroud) as almost unmentionable. But above all, to adopt the American language wholeheartedly would probably mean a huge loss of vocabulary. For though American produces vivid and witty turns of speech, it is terribly poor in names for natural objects and localities. Even the streets in American cities are usually known by numbers instead of names. If we really intended to model our language upon American we should have, for instance, to lump the lady-bird, the daddy-long-legs, the sawfly, the water-boatman, the cockchafer, the cricket, the death-watch beetle and scores of other insects all together under the inexpressive name of bug. We should lose the poetic names of our wild flowers, and also, probably, our habit of giving individual names to every street, pub, field, lane, and hillock. In so far as American is adopted, that is the tendency. Those who take their language from the films, or from papers such as Life and Time, always prefer the slick time-saving word to the one with a history behind it. As to accent, it is doubtful whether the American accent has the superiority which it is now fashionable to claim for it. The “educated” English accent, a product of the last thirty years, is undoubtedly very bad and is likely to be abandoned, but the average English person probably speaks as clearly as the average American. Most English people blur their vowel sounds, but most Americans swallow their consonants. Many Americans pronounce, for instance, water as though it had no T in it, or even as though it had no consonant in it at all, except the w. On the whole we are justified in regarding the American language with suspicion. We ought to be ready to borrow its best words, but we ought not to let it modify the actual structure of our language.

However, there is no chance of resisting the American influence unless we can put new life into English itself. And it is difficult to do this while words and idioms are prevented from circulating freely among all sections of the population. English people of all classes now find it natural to express incredulity by the American slang phrase sez you. Many would even tell you in good faith that sez you has no English equivalent. Actually it has a whole string of them—for instance, not half, I don’t think, come off it, less of it, and then you wake up, or simply gam. But most of these would be considered vulgar: you would never find an expression like not half in a Times leader, for instance. And on the other hand, many necessary abstract words, especially words of Latin origin, are rejected by the working class because they sound public-schoolish, “tony,” and effeminate. Language ought to be the joint creation of poets and manual workers, and in modern England it is difficult for these two classes to meet. When they can do so again—as, in a different way, they could in the feudal past—English may show more clearly than at present its kinship with the language of Shakespeare and Defoe.

THE FUTURE OF THE ENGLISH PEOPLE

This is not a book about foreign politics, but if one is to speak of the future of the English people, one must start by considering what kind of world they will probably be living in and what special part they can play in it.

Nations do not often die out, and the English people will still be in existence a hundred years hence, whatever has happened in the meantime. But if Britain is to survive as what is called a “great” nation, playing an important and useful part in the world’s affairs, one must take certain things as assured. One must assume that Britain will remain on good terms with Russia and Europe, will keep its special links with America and the Dominions, and will solve the problem of India in some amicable way. That is perhaps a great deal to assume, but without it there is not much hope for civilisation as a whole, and still less for Britain itself. If the savage international struggle of the last twenty years continues, there will only be room in the world for two or three great powers, and in the long run Britain will not be one of them. It has not either the population or the resources. In a world of power politics the English would ultimately dwindle to a satellite people, and the special thing that it is in their power to contribute might be lost.

But what is the special thing that they could contribute? The outstanding and—by contemporary standards—highly original quality of the English is their habit of not killing one another. Putting aside the “model” small states, which are in an exceptional position, England is the only European country where internal politics are conducted in a more or less humane and decent manner. It is—and this was true long before the rise of fascism—the only country where armed men do not prowl the streeets and no one is frightened of the secret police. And the whole British Empire, with all its crying abuses, its stagnation in one place and exploitation in another, at least has the merit of being internally peaceful. It has always been able to get along with a very small number of armed men, although it contains a quarter of the population of the earth. Between the wars its total armed forces amounted to about 600,000 men, of whom a third were Indians. At the outbreak of war the entire Empire was able to mobilise about a million trained men. Almost as many could have been mobilised by, say, Rumania. The English are probably more capable than most peoples of making revolutionary changes without bloodshed. In England, if anywhere, it would be possible to abolish poverty without destroying liberty. If the English took the trouble to make their own democracy work, they would become the political leaders of western Europe, and probably of some other parts of the world as well. They would provide the much-needed alternative to Russian authoritarianism on the one hand and American materialism on the other.

But to play a leading part the English have got to know what they are doing, and they have got to retain their vitality. For this, certain developments are needed within the next decade. These are a rising birthrate, more social equality, less centralisation and more respect for the intellect.

There was a small rise in the birthrate during the war years, but that is probably of no significance, and the general curve is downwards. The position is not quite so desperate as it is sometimes said to be, but it can only be put right if the curve not only rises sharply, but does so within ten or at most twenty years. Otherwise the population will not only fall, but, what is worse, will consist predominantly of middle-aged people. If that point is reached, the decline may never be retrievable.

At bottom, the causes of the dwindled birthrate are economic. It is nonsense to say that it has happened because English people do not care for children. In the early nineteenth century they had an extremely high birthrate, and they also had an attitude towards children which now seems to us unbelievably callous. With very little public disapproval, children as young as six were sold into the mines and factories, and the death of a child, the most shocking event that modern people are able to imagine, was looked on as a very minor tragedy. In a sense it is true that modern English people have small families because they are too fond of children. They feel that it is wrong to bring a child into the world unless you are completely certain of being able to provide for him, and at a level not lower than your own. For the last fifty years, to have a big family has meant that your children must wear poorer clothes than others in the same group, must have less food and less attention, and probably must go to work earlier. This held good for all classes except the very rich and the unemployed. No doubt the dearth of babies is partly due to the competing attraction of cars and radios, but its main cause is a typically English mixture of snobbishness and altruism.

The philoprogenitive instinct will probably return when fairly large families are already the rule, but the first steps towards this must be economic ones. Half-hearted family allowances will not do the trick, especially when there is a severe housing shortage, as there is now. People should be better off for having children, just as they are in a peasant community, instead of being financially crippled, as they are in ours. Any government, by a few strokes of the pen, could make childlessness as unbearable an economic burden as a big family is now: but no government has chosen to do so, because of the ignorant idea that a bigger population means more unemployed. Far more drastically than anyone has proposed hitherto, taxation will have to be graded so as to encourage child-bearing and to save women with young children from being obliged to work outside the home. And this involves readjustment of rents, better public service in the matter of nursery schools and playing grounds, and the building of bigger and more convenient houses. It also probably involves the extension and improvement of free education, so that the middle-class family shall not, as at present, be crushed out of existence by impossibly high school fees.

The economic adjustments must come first, but a change of outlook is also needed. In the England of the last thirty years it has seemed all too natural that blocks of flats should refuse tenants with children, that parks and squares should be railed off to keep the children out of them, that abortion, theoretically illegal, should be looked on as a peccadillo, and that the main aim of commercial advertising should be to popularise the idea of “having a good time” and staying young as long as possible. Even the cult of animals, fostered by the newspapers, has probably done its bit towards reducing the birthrate. Nor have the public authorities seriously interested themselves in this question till very recently. Britain to-day has a million and a half less children than in 1914, and a million and a half more dogs. Yet even now, when the government designs a prefabricated house, it produces a house with only two bedrooms—with room, that is to say, for two children at the most. When one considers the history of the years between the wars, it is perhaps surprising that the birthrate has not dropped more catastrophically than it has. But it is not likely to rise to the replacement level until those in power, as well as the ordinary people in the street, come to feel that children matter more than money.

The English are probably less irked by class distinctions, more tolerant of privilege and of absurdities like titles, than most peoples. There is nevertheless, as I have pointed out earlier, a growing wish for greater equality and a tendency, below the £2,000 a year level, for surface differences between class and class to disappear. At present this is happening only mechanically and quite largely as a result of the war. The question is how it can be speeded up. For even the change-over to a centralised economy, which, except, possibly, in the United States, is happening in all countries under one name or another, does of itself guarantee greater equality between man and man. Once civilisation has reached a fairly high technical level, class distinctions are an obvious evil. They not only lead great numbers of people to waste their lives in the pursuit of social prestige, but they also cause an immense wastage of talent. In England it is not merely the ownership of property that is concentrated in a few hands. It is also the case that all power, administrative as well as financial, belongs to a single class. Except for a handful of “self-made men” and Labour politicians, those who control our destinies are the product of about a dozen public schools and two universities. A nation is using its capacities to the full when any man can get any job that he is fit for. One has only to think of some of the people who have held vitally important jobs during the past twenty years, and to wonder what would have happened to them if they had been born into the working class, to see that this is not the case in England.

Moreover, class distinctions are a constant drain on morale, in peace as well as in war. And the more conscious, the better educated, the mass of the people become, the more this is so. The word “They,” the universal feeling that “They” hold all the power and make all the decisions, and that “They” can only be influenced in indirect and uncertain ways, is a great handicap in England. In 1940 “They” showed a marked tendency to give place to “We,” and it is time that it did so permanently. Three measures are obviously necessary, and they would begin to produce their effect within a few years.

The first is a scaling-up and scaling-down of incomes. The glaring inequality of wealth that existed in England before the war must not be allowed to recur. Above a certain point—which should bear a fixed relation to the lowest current wage—all incomes should be taxed out of existence. In theory, at any rate, this has happened already, with beneficial results. The second necessary measure is greater democracy in education. A completely unified system of education is probably not desirable. Some adolescents benefit by higher education, others do not, there is need to differentiate between literary and technical education, and it is better that a few independent experimental schools should remain in existence. But it should be the rule, as it is in some countries already, for all children to attend the same schools up to the age of twelve or at least ten. After that age it becomes necessary to separate the more gifted children from the less gifted, but a uniform educational system for the early years would cut away one of the deepest roots of snobbery.

The third thing that is needed is to remove the class labels from the English language. It is not desirable that all the local accents should disappear, but there should be a manner of speaking that is definitely national and is not merely (like the accent of the B.B.C. announcers) a copy of the mannerisms of the upper classes. This national accent—a modification of Cockney, perhaps, or of one of the northern accents—should be taught as a matter of course to all children alike. After that they could, and in some parts of the country they probably would, revert to the local accent, but they should be able to speak standard English if they wished to. No one should be “branded on the tongue.” It should be impossible, as it is in the United States and some European countries, to determine anyone’s status from his accent.

We need, too, to be less centralised. English agriculture revived during the war, and the revival may continue, but the English people are still excessively urban in outlook. Culturally, moreover, the country is very much overcentralised. Not only is the whole of Britain in effect governed from London, but the sense of locality—of being, say, an East Anglian or a West Countryman as well as an Englishman—has been much weakened during the past century. The ambition of the farm labourer is usually to get to a town, the provincial intellectual always wants to get to London. In both Scotland and Wales there are nationalist movements, but they are founded on an economic grievance against England rather than on genuine local pride. Nor is there any important literary or artistic movement that is truly independent of London and the university towns.

It is uncertain whether this centralising tendency is completely reversible, but a good deal could be done to check it. Both Scotland and Wales could and should be a great deal more autonomous than they are at present. The provincial universities should be more generously equipped and the provincial press subsidised. (At present nearly the whole of England is “covered” by eight London newspapers. No newspaper with a large circulation, and no first-class magazine, is published outside London.) The problem of getting people, and especially young, spirited people, to stay on the land would be partly solved if farm labourers had better cottages and if country towns were more civilised and cross-country bus services more efficient. Above all, local pride should be stimulated by teaching in the elementary schools. Every child ought as a matter of course to learn something of the history and topography of its own county. People ought to be proud of their own locality, they ought to feel that its scenery, its architecture and even its cookery are the best in the world. And such feelings, which do exist in some areas of the North but have lapsed throughout the greater part of England, would strengthen national unity rather than weaken it.

It has been suggested earlier that the survival of free speech in England is partly the result of stupidity. The people are not intellectual enough to be heresy-hunters. One does not wish them to grow less tolerant, nor, having seen the results, would one want them to develop the political sophistication that prevailed in pre-Hitler Germany or pre-Pétain France. But the instincts and traditions on which the English rely served them best when they were an exceptionally fortunate people, protected by geography from major disaster. In the twentieth century the narrow interests of the average man, the rather low level of English education, the contempt for “highbrows” and the almost general deadness to æsthetic issues, are serious liabilities.

What the upper classes think about “highbrows” can be judged from the Honours Lists. The upper classes feel titles to be important: yet almost never is any major honour bestowed on anyone describable as an intellectual. With very few exceptions, scientists do not get beyond baronetcies, or literary men beyond knighthoods. But the attitude of the man in the street is no better. He is not troubled by the reflection that England spends hundreds of millions every year on beer and the football pools while scientific research languishes for lack of funds; or that we can afford greyhound tracks innumerable but not even one National Theatre. Between the wars England tolerated newspapers, films, and radio programmes of unheard-of silliness, and these produced further stupefaction in the public, blinding their eyes to vitally important problems. This silliness of the English press is partly artificial, since it arises from the fact that newspapers live off advertisements for consumption goods. During the war the papers grew very much more intelligent without losing their public, and millions of people read papers which they would have rejected as impossibly “highbrow” some years ago. There is, however, not only a low general level of taste, but a widespread unawareness that aesthetic considerations can possibly have any importance. Rehousing and town-planning, for instance, are normally discussed without even a mention of beauty or ugliness. The English are great lovers of flowers, gardening and “nature,” but this is merely a part of their vague aspiration towards an agricultural life. In the main they see no objection to “ribbon development” or to the filth and chaos of the industrial towns. They see nothing wrong in scattering the woods with paper bags and filling every pool and stream with tin cans and bicycle frames. And they are all too ready to listen to any journalist who tells them to trust their instincts and despise the “highbrow.”

One result of this has been to increase the isolation of the British intelligentsia. English intellectuals, especially the younger ones, are markedly hostile to their own country. Exceptions can, of course, be found, but it is broadly true that anyone who would prefer T. S. Eliot to Alfred Noyes despises England, or thinks that he ought to do so. In “enlightened” circles, to express pro-British sentiments needs considerable moral courage. On the other hand, during the past dozen years there has been a strong tendency to develop a violent nationalistic loyalty to some foreign country, usually Soviet Russia. This must probably have happened in any case, because capitalism in its later phases pushes the literary and even the scientific intellectual into a position where he has security without much responsibility. But the philistinism of the English public alienates the intelligentsia still further. The loss to society is very great. It means that the people whose vision is acutest—the people, for instance, who grasped that Hitler was dangerous ten years before this was discovered by our public men—are hardly able to make contact with the masses and grow less and less interested in English problems.

The English will never develop into a nation of philosophers. They will always prefer instinct to logic, and character to intelligence. But they must get rid of their downright contempt for “cleverness.” They cannot afford it any longer. They must grow less tolerant of ugliness, and mentally more adventurous. And they must stop despising foreigners. They are Europeans and ought to be aware of it. On the other hand they have special links with the other English-speakers overseas, and special imperial responsibilities, in which they ought to take more interest than they have done during these past twenty years. The intellectual atmosphere of England is already very much livelier than it was. The war scotched if it did not kill certain kinds of folly. But there is still need for a conscious effort at national re-education. The first step towards this is an improvement in elementary education, which involves not only raising the school-leaving age but spending enough money to ensure that elementary schools are adequately staffed and equipped. And there are immense educational possibilities in the radio, the film, and—if it could be freed once and for all from commercial interests—the press.

These, then, appear to be the immediate necessities of the English people. They must breed faster, work harder, and probably live more simply, think more deeply, get rid of their snobbishness and their anachronistic class distinctions, and pay more attention to the world and less to their own backyards. Nearly all of them already love their country, but they must learn to love it intelligently. They must have a clear notion of their own destiny and not listen either to those who tell them that England is finished or to those who tell them that the England of the past can return.

If they can do that they can keep their feet in the post-war world, and if they can keep their feet they can give the example that millions of human beings are waiting for. The world is sick of chaos and it is sick of dictatorship. Of all peoples the English are likeliest to find a way of avoiding both. Except for a small minority they are fully ready for the drastic economic changes that are needed, and at the same time they have no desire either for violent revolution or for foreign conquests. They have known for forty years, perhaps, something that the Germans and the Japanese have only recently learned, and that the Russians and the Americans have yet to learn: they know that it is not possible for any one nation to rule the earth. They want above all things to live at peace, internally and externally. And the great mass of them are probably prepared for the sacrifices that peace entails.

But they will have to take their destiny into their own hands. England can only fulfil its special mission if the ordinary English in the street can somehow get their hands on power. We were told very frequently during the war years that this time, when the danger was over, there should be no lost opportunities, no recurrence of the past. No more stagnation punctuated by wars, no more Rolls-Royces gliding past dole queues, no return to the England of the Distressed Area, the endlessly stewing teapot, the empty pram, and the Giant Panda. We cannot be sure that this promise will be kept. Only we ourselves can make certain that it will come true, and if we do not, no further chance may be given to us. The past thirty years have been a long series of cheques drawn upon the accumulated good will of the English people. That reserve may not be inexhaustible. By the end of another decade it will be finally clear whether England is to survive as a great nation or not. And if the answer is to be “Yes,” it is the common people who must make it so.5




2475A. To Lydia Jackson

23 May 1944      Typewritten

Tribune

Dear Lydia,

Would you like to review this (say 600 words)?1 It may be quite interesting and you would be able to judge how far it is authentic. By the way, we pay for reviews now (a little).

Yours
[Signed] Eric.2




2476. To Leonard Moore

24 May 1944      Typewritten

10a Mortimer Crescent
London NW 6

Dear Mr Moore,

Thanks for your letter. Yes, Cape’s offer sounds all right,1 so I should close with it. The only thing is, would it be possible to get some stipulation about the date when the book is to be published? I don’t want it to be held up for a year or something like that, and as it is so short I should think he ought to be able to do it fairly soon.

Yours sincerely
Eric Blair




2477. To A. S. Umpleby, JP

25 May 1944      Typewritten

Tribune

Dear Mr. Umpleby,1

Many thanks for the copy of C. A. Hinks’s2 poem, and the Yorkshire dialect poems. I am sending them for review to Rayner Heppenstall, another Yorkshire writer who is at present in the army.

Yours truly,
[Signed] Geo. Orwell
George Orwell,
Literary Editor.




2478. ‘As I Please,’ 26

Tribune, 26 May 1944

I was talking the other day to a young American soldier, who told me—as quite a number of others have done—that anti-British feeling is completely general in the American army. He had only recently landed in this country, and as he came off the boat he asked the Military Policeman on the dock, “How’s England?”

“The girls here walk out with niggers,” answered the M.P. “They call them American Indians.”

That was the salient fact about England, from the M.P.’s point of view. At the same time my friend told me that anti-British feeling is not violent and there is no very clearly-defined cause of complaint. A good deal of it is probably a rationalisation of the discomfort most people feel at being away from home. But the whole subject of anti-British feeling in the United States badly needs investigation. Like anti-semitism, it is given a whole series of contradictory explanations, and again like anti-semitism, it is probably a psychological substitute for something else. What else is the question that needs investigating.

Meanwhile, there is one department of Anglo-American relations that seems to be going well. It was announced some months ago that no less than 20,000 English girls had already married American soldiers and sailors, and the number will have increased since. Some of these girls are being educated for their life in a new country at the “Schools for Brides of U. S. Servicemen” organised by the American Red Cross. Here they are taught practical details about American manners, customs and traditions—and also, perhaps, cured of the widespread illusion that every American owns a motor car and every American house contains a bathroom, a refrigerator and an electric washing-machine.

The May number of the Matrimonial Post and Fashionable Marriage Advertiser contains advertisements from 191 men seeking brides and over 200 women seeking husbands. Advertisements of this type have been running in a whole series of magazines since the ’sixties or earlier, and they are nearly always very much alike. For example:

“Bachelor, age 25, height 6 ft. 1 in., slim, fond of horticulture, animals, children, cinema, etc., would like to meet lady, age 27 to 35, with love of flowers, nature, children, must be tall, medium build, Church of England.”

The general run of them are just like that, though occasionally a more unusual note is struck. For instance:

“I’m 29, single, 5 ft. 10 in., English, large build, kind, quiet, varied intellectual interests, firm moral background (registered unconditionally as absolute C.O.), progressive, creative, literary inclinations. A dealer in rare stamps, income variable but quite adequate. Strong swimmer, cyclist, slight stammer occasionally. Looking for the following rarity, amiable, adaptable, educated girl, easy on eye and ear, under 30, Secretary type or similar, mentally adventurous, immune to mercenary and social incentives, bright sense of genuine humour, a reliable working partner. Capital unimportant, character vital.”

The thing that is and always has been striking in these advertisements is that nearly all the applicants are remarkably eligible. It is not only that most of them are broad-minded, intelligent, home-loving, musical, loyal, sincere and affectionate, with a keen sense of humour and, in the case of women, a good figure; in the majority of cases they are financially O.K. as well. When you consider how fatally easy it is to get married, you would not imagine that a 36-year-old bachelor, “dark hair, fair complexion, slim build, height 6 ft., well educated and of considerate, jolly and intelligent disposition, income £1,000 per annum and capital,” would need to find himself a bride through the columns of a newspaper. And ditto with “Adventurous young woman, Left-wing opinions, modern outlook” with “fairly full but shapely figure, medium colour curly hair, grey-blue eyes, fair skin, natural colouring, health exceptionally good, interested in music, art, literature, cinema, theatre, fond of walking, cycling, tennis, skating and rowing.” Why does such a paragon have to advertise?

It should be noted that the Matrimonial Post is entirely above-board and checks up carefully on its advertisers.

What these things really demonstrate is the atrocious loneliness of people living in big towns. People meet for work and then scatter to widely separated homes. Anywhere in inner London it is probably exceptional to know even the names of the people who live next door.

Years ago I lodged for a while in the Portobello Road.1 This is hardly a fashionable quarter, but the landlady had been lady’s maid to some woman of title and had a good opinion of herself. One day something went wrong with the front door and my landlady, her husband and myself were all locked out of the house. It was evident that we should have to get in by an upper window, and as there was a jobbing builder next door I suggested borrowing a ladder from him. My landlady looked somewhat uncomfortable.

“I wouldn’t like to do that,” she said finally. “You see we don’t know him. We’ve been here fourteen years, and we’ve always taken care not to know the people on either side of us. It wouldn’t do, not in a neighbourhood like this. If you once begin talking to them they get familiar, you see.”

So we had to borrow a ladder from a relative of her husband’s, and carry it nearly a mile with great labour and discomfort.




2479. To The Royal Literary Fund

26 May 1944      Handwritten

10a Mortimer Crescent London NW.6

Dear Sir,

I am asked to write to you on behalf of the Anglo-Indian writer Cedric Dover, who I believe is in severe financial straits. I wrote to you on his behalf last year1 & I believe you were good enough to make him a grant, but I know him to be a writer of promise & I think he is deserving of help. He is one of the very few Eurasian writers who have yet appeared, & his books “Half-Caste” & “Hell in the Sunshine” have drawn the attention of many people to the colour problem. He has another book, “Brown Phoenix”, coming out some time this year. He also contributed some valuable pieces to “Talking to India”, a book of radio talks published by Allen & Unwin’s for the Indian Section of the BBC. I am asking E. M. Forster, who also knows his work, to write to you as well.

Yours truly
George Orwell




2480. To Leonard Moore

27 May 1944 Typewritten

10a Mortimer Crescent London NW 6

Dear Mr Moore,

I had not realised that you were negotiating for a Penguin of “Keep the Aspidistra Flying.” I don’t think I can allow this book to be reprinted, or “A Clergyman’s Daughter” either. They are both thoroughly bad books and I would much rather see them go out of print. The Penguin people did say something to me in their last letter about reprinting some other or others of my books, but I took them to be referring to “Coming Up for Air.” Couldn’t they do that one instead? I should like that to be reprinted, and I should imagine that from their point of view it would be a better speculation than the other. I am sorry you have had this trouble for nothing, but I did not realise what was under way. It wouldn’t do me any good to have those two books revived. The other one that deserves reprinting is the Spanish book, but of course that is no use at present.

I have heard from the Dial people who say they will wire as soon as the MS arrives. I note their letter took 5 weeks in getting here, so presumably the MS won’t have taken less. If by any chance it should have been lost on the way I have a spare copy.

I am at work now on my essay on Dali. After that I have one more long essay to do and then we could go ahead with the book of reprints. I have, however, tentatively arranged to do two other essays, one on Arthur Koestler, and one on women’s weekly papers,1 and it might be well to wait so as to put those in as well.

Yours sincerely
Eric Blair




2481. ‘Benefit of Clergy: Some Notes on Salvador Dali’

Intended for Saturday Book, 4, 1944


‘Benefit of Clergy’ is entered in Orwell’s Payments Book against 1 June 1944. He was paid £25 for the essay, although, as he explained in a note when it was published, in 1946, in Critical Essays (and the U.S. edition, Dickens, Dali & Others, 1946), it did not appear in copies of the Saturday Book which were intended for distribution to the public. ‘“Benefit of Clergy” made a sort of phantom appearance in the Saturday Book for 1944. The book was in print when its publishers, Messrs Hutchinson, decided that this essay must be suppressed on grounds of obscenity. It was accordingly cut out of each copy, though for technical reasons it was impossible to remove its title from the table of contents.’

Orwell’s own copy of the Saturday Book (and a few others that eluded Hutchinson’s censors) included the essay, and it is from that copy that this essay is reproduced here. In Critical Essays it appeared in a slightly different form. Most of the changes were almost certainly the work of whoever at Seeker & Warburg styled the book for publication. Double quotation marks are made single and single double; italicised titles sometimes are changed to roman; and there are some slight changes in punctuation and capitalisation. One or two errors crept into the 1946 text. The Saturday Book text reproduced here (apart from the correction of the spelling of homosexuality) contains punctuation and capitalisation that are probably closer to Orwell’s typescript. Capitalisation of ‘Civil War’ is almost certainly not Orwell’s (see his typescript for ‘Arthur Koestler.’ 2548), and he was prone to omitting the first comma, or both, in constructions such as ‘And, after all,’ a practice found in the Saturday Book but not in Critical Essays, where the punctuation is more formal. Textual variants are given in the notes at the end of the essay; inversions of quotations marks are not recorded. The expression ‘benefit of clergy’ derives from the time when clergy were exempted from trial by a secular court when charged with a felony. In ‘As I Please,’ 58, 9 February 1945 (see 2616), Orwell comments ironically on the failure of reviewers to notice the excision of his contribution. However, since the copies of Saturday Book, 4 that have survived, which include ‘Benefit of Clergy,’ may be review copies, his irony may not be justified.



Autobiography is only to be trusted when it reveals something disgraceful. A man who gives a good account of himself is probably lying, since any life when viewed from the inside is simply a series of defeats. However, even the most flagrantly dishonest book (Frank Harris’s autobiographical writings are an example) can without intending it give a true picture of its author. Dali’s recently-published1 Life2 comes under this heading. Some of the incidents in it are flatly incredible, others have been re-arranged and romanticised, and not merely the humiliation but the persistent ordinariness of everyday life has been cut out. Dali is even by his own diagnosis narcissistic, and his autobiography is simply a strip-tease act conducted in pink limelight. But as a record of fantasy, of the perversion of instinct that has been made possible by the machine age, it has great value.

Here then3 are some of the episodes in Dali’s life, from his earliest years onward. Which of them are true and which are imaginary hardly matters: the point is that this is the kind of thing that Dali would have liked to do.

When he is six years old there is some excitement over the appearance of Halley’s comet:

‘Suddenly one of my father’s office clerks appeared in the drawing-room doorway and announced that the comet could be seen from the terrace…. While crossing the hall I caught sight of my little three-year-old sister crawling unobtrusively through a doorway. I stopped, hesitated a second, then gave her a terrible kick in the head as though it had been a ball, and continued running4 carried away with a “delirious joy” induced by this savage act. But my father, who was behind me, caught me and led me down into his office, where I remained as a punishment till dinner time.’5

A year earlier than this Dali had ‘suddenly, as most of my ideas occur’6 flung another little boy off a suspension bridge. Several other incidents of the same kind are recorded, including (this was when he was twenty-nine years old) knocking down and trampling on a girl ‘until they had to tear her, bleeding, out of my reach.’

When he is about five he gets hold of a wounded bat which he puts into a tin pail. Next morning he finds that the bat is almost dead and is covered with ants which are devouring it. He puts it in his mouth, ants and all, and bites it almost in half.

When he is adolescent a girl falls desperately in love with him. He kisses and caresses her so as to excite her as much as possible, but refuses to go further. He resolves to keep this up for five years (he calls it his ‘five year7 plan’), enjoying her humiliation and the sense of power it gives him. He frequently tells her that at the end of five years he will desert her, and when the time comes he does so.

Till well into adult life he keeps up the practice of masturbation, and likes to do this, apparently, in front of a looking-glass. For ordinary purposes he is impotent, it appears, till the age of thirty or so. When he first meets his future wife, Gala, he is greatly tempted to push her off a precipice. He is aware that there is something that she wants him to do to her, and after their first kiss the confession is made:


‘I threw back Gala’s head, pulling it by the hair, and, trembling with complete hysteria, I commanded,

‘“Now tell me what you want me to do with you! But tell me slowly, looking me in the eye, with the crudest, the most ferociously erotic words that can make both of us feel the greatest shame!”

‘… Then,8 Gala, transforming the last glimmer of her expression of pleasure into the hard light of her own tyranny, answered,

‘“I want you to kill me!”’



He is somewhat disappointed by this demand, since it is merely what he wanted to do already. He contemplates throwing her off the bell-tower of the Cathedral of Toledo, but refrains from doing so.

During the Spanish civil war9 he astutely avoids taking sides and makes a trip to Italy. He feels himself more and more drawn towards the aristocracy, frequents smart salons,10 finds himself wealthy patrons, and is photographed with the plump Vicomte de Noailles, whom he describes as his ‘Maecenas.’ When the European war11 approaches he has one preoccupation only: how to find a place which has good cookery and from which he can make a quick bolt if danger comes too near. He fixes on Bordeaux, and duly flees to Spain during the Battle of France. He stays in Spain long enough to pick up a few anti-red atrocity stories, then makes for America. The story ends in a blaze of respectability. Dali, at thirty-seven, has become a devoted husband, is cured of his aberrations, or some of them, and is completely reconciled to the Catholic Church. He is also, one gathers, making a good deal of money.

However, he has by no means ceased to take pride in the pictures of12 his Surrealist period, with titles like The Great Masturbator, Sodomy of a Skull with a Grand Piano,13 etc. There are reproductions of these all the way through the book. Many of Dali’s drawings are simply representational and have a characteristic to be noted later. But from his Surrealist paintings and photographs the two things that stand out are sexual perversity and necrophilia. Sexual objects and symbols—some of them well-known,14 like our old friend the high-heeled slipper, others, like the crutch and the cup of warm milk, patented by Dali himself—recur over and over again, and there is a fairly well-marked excretory motif as well. In his painting Le Jeu Lugubre,15 he says, ‘the drawers bespattered with excrement were painted with such minute and realistic complacency that the whole little surrealist16 group was anguished by the question: Is he coprophagic or not?’ Dali adds firmly that he is not, and that he regards this aberration as ‘repulsive,’ but it seems to be only at that point that his interest in excrement stops. Even when he recounts the experience of watching a woman urinate standing up, he has to add the detail that she misses her aim and dirties her shoes. It is not given to any one person to have all the vices, and Dali also boasts that he is not homosexual, but otherwise he seems to have as good an outfit of perversions as anyone could wish for.

However, his most notable characteristic is his necrophilia. He himself freely admits to this, and claims to have been cured of it. Dead faces, skulls, corpses of animals occur fairly frequently in his pictures, and the ants which devoured the dying bat make countless reappearances. One photograph shows an exhumed corpse, far gone in decomposition. Another shows the dead donkeys putrefying on top of grand pianos which formed part of the Surrealist film Le Chien Andalou. Dali still looks back on these donkeys with great enthusiasm:17


‘I “made up” the putrefaction of the donkeys with great pots of sticky glue which I poured over them. Also I emptied their eye sockets and made them larger by hacking them out with scissors. In the same way I furiously cut their mouths open to make the white rows18 of their teeth show to better advantage, and I added several jaws to each mouth so that it would appear that although the donkeys were already rotting they were vomiting up a little more of their own death, above those other rows of teeth formed by the keys of the black pianos.’



And finally there is the picture—apparently some kind of faked photograph—of ‘Mannequin rotting in a taxicab.’ Over the already somewhat bloated face and breast of the19 apparently dead girl, huge snails are crawling. In the caption below the picture Dali notes that these are Burgundy snails—that is, the edible kind.

Of course, in this long book of 400 quarto pages there is more than I have indicated, but I do not think that I have given an unfair account of its moral atmosphere and mental scenery. It is a book that stinks. If it were possible for a book to give a physical stink off its pages, this one would—a thought that might please Dali, who before wooing his future wife for the first time rubbed himself all over with an ointment made of goat’s dung boiled up in fish glue. But against this has to be set the fact that Dali is a draughtsman of very exceptional gifts. He is also, to judge by the minuteness and the sureness of his drawings, a very hard worker. He is an exhibitionist and a careerist, but he is not a fraud. He has fifty times more talent than most of the people who would denounce his morals and jeer at his paintings. And these two sets of facts, taken together, raise a question which for lack of any basis of agreement seldom gets a real discussion.

The point is that you have here a direct, unmistakable assault on sanity and decency: and even—since some of Dali’s pictures would tend to poison the imagination like a pornographic postcard—on life itself. What Dali has done and what he has imagined is debatable, but in his outlook, his character, the bedrock decency of a human being does not exist. He is as anti-social as a flea. Clearly, such people are undesirable, and a society in which they can flourish has something wrong with it.

Now, if you showed this book, with its illustrations, to Lord Elton, to Mr Alfred Noyes, to The Times leader-writers who exult over the ‘eclipse of the highbrow,’ in fact to any ‘sensible’ art-hating English person,20 it is easy to imagine what kind of response you would get. They would flatly refuse to see any merit in Dali whatever. Such people are not only unable to admit that what is morally degraded can be aesthetically right, but their real demand of every artist is that he shall pat them on the back and tell them that thought is unneccessary. And they can be especially dangerous at a time like the present, when the Ministry of Information and the British Council put power into their hands. For their impulse is not only to crush every new talent as it appears, but to castrate the past as well. Witness the renewed highbrow-baiting that is now going on in this country and America, with its outcry not only against Joyce, Proust,21 and Lawrence, but even against T. S. Eliot.

But if you talk to the kind of person who can see Dali’s merits, the response that you get is not as a rule very much better. If you say that Dali, though a brilliant draughtsman, is a dirty little scoundrel, you are looked upon as a savage. If you say that you don’t like rotting corpses, and that people who do like rotting corpses are mentally diseased, it is assumed that you lack the aesthetic sense. Since ‘Mannequin rotting in a taxicab’ is a good composition (as it undoubtedly is), it cannot be a disgusting, degrading picture:22 whereas Noyes, Elton, etc., would tell you that because it is disgusting it cannot be a good composition. And between these two fallacies there is no middle position: or23 rather, there is a middle position, but we seldom hear much about it. On the one side, Kulturbolschevismus: on the other (though the phrase itself is out of fashion) ‘Art for Art’s sake.’ Obscenity is a very difficult question to discuss honestly. People are too frightened either of seeming to be shocked, or of seeming not to be shocked, to be able to define the relationship between art and morals.

It will be seen that what the defenders of Dali are claiming is a kind of benefit of clergy. The artist is to be exempt from the moral laws that are binding on ordinary people. Just pronounce the magic word ‘Art,’ and everthing is O.K. Rotting corpses with snails crawling over them are O.K.; kicking little girls on the head is O.K.; even a film like L’Age d’Or is O.K.24 It is also O.K. that Dali should batten on France for years and then scuttle off like a rat as soon as France is in danger. So long as you can paint well enough to pass the test, all shall be forgiven you.

One can see how false this is if one extends it to cover ordinary crime. In an age like our own, when the artist is an altogether exceptional person, he must be allowed a certain amount of irresponsibility, just as a pregnant woman is. Still, no one would say that a pregnant woman should be allowed to commit murder, nor would anyone make such a claim for the artist, however gifted. If Shakespeare returned to the earth to-morrow, and if it were found that his favourite recreation was raping little girls in railway carriages, we should not tell him to go ahead with it on the ground that he might write another King Lear. And25 after all, the worst crimes are not always the punishable ones. By encouraging necrophilic reveries one probably does quite as much harm as by, say, picking pockets at the races. One ought to be able to hold in one’s head simultaneously the two facts that Dali is a good draughtsman and a disgusting human being. The one does not invalidate or, in a sense, affect the other. The first thing that we demand of a wall is that it shall stand up. If it stands up26 it is a good wall, and the question of what purpose it serves is separable from that. And yet even the best wall in the world deserves to be pulled down if it surrounds a concentration camp. In the same way it should be possible to say, ‘This is a good book or a good picture, and it ought to be burned by the public hangman.’ Unless one can say that, at least in imagination, one is shirking the implications of the fact that an artist is also a citizen and a human being.

Not, of course, that Dali’s autobiography, or his pictures, ought to be suppressed. Short of the dirty postcards that used to be sold in Mediterranean seaport towns, it is doubtful policy to suppress anything, and Dali’s fantasies probably cast useful light on the decay of capitalist civilisation. But what he clearly needs is diagnosis. The question is not so much what he is as why he is like that. It ought not to be in doubt that he is a diseased intelligence, probably not much altered by his alleged conversion, since genuine penitents, or people who have returned to sanity, do not flaunt their past vices in that complacent way. He is a symptom of the world’s illness. The important thing is not to denounce him as a cad who ought to be horsewhipped, or to defend him as a genius who ought not to be questioned, but to find out why he exhibits that particular set of aberrations.

The answer is probably discoverable in his pictures, and those I myself am not competent to examine. But I can point to one clue which perhaps takes one part of the distance. This is the old-fashioned, over-ornate, Edwardian style of drawing to which Dali tends to return27 when he is not being Surrealist. Some of Dali’s drawings are reminiscent of Dürer, one (p. 113) seems to show the influence of Beardsley, another (p. 269) seems to borrow something from Blake. But the most persistent strain is the Edwardian one. When I opened this28 book for the first time and looked at its innumerable marginal illustrations, I was haunted by a resemblance which I could not immediately pin down. I fetched up at the ornamental candlestick at the beginning of Part I (p. 7). What did this thing remind me of? Finally I tracked it down. It reminded me of a large, vulgar, expensively got-up edition of Anatole France (in translation) which must have been published about 1913.29 That had ornamental chapter headings and tailpieces after this style. Dali’s candlestick displays at one end a curly fish-like creature that looks curiously familiar (it seems to be based on the conventional dolphin), and at the other is the burning candle. This candle, which recurs in one picture after another, is a very old friend. You will find it, with the same picturesque gouts of wax arranged on its sides, in those phoney electric lights done up as candlesticks which are popular in sham-Tudor country hotels. This candle, and the design beneath it, convey at once an intense feeling of sentimentality. As though to counteract this30 Dali has spattered a quill-ful of ink all over the page, but without avail. The same impression keeps popping up on page after page. The design at the bottom of page 62, for instance, would nearly go into Peter Pan. The figure on page 224, in spite of having her cranium elongated into an immense sausage-like shape, is the witch of the fairy-tale books. The horse on page 234 and the unicorn on page 218 might be illustrations to James Branch Cabell. The rather pansified drawings of youths on pages 97, 100,31 and elsewhere convey the same impression. Picturesqueness keeps breaking in. Take away the skulls, ants, lobsters, telephones,32 and other paraphernalia, and every now and again you are back in the world of Barrie, Rackham, Dunsany and Where the Rainbow Ends.

Curiously enough, some of the naughty-naughty touches in Dali’s autobiography tie up with the same period. When I read the passage I quoted at the beginning, about the kicking of the little sister’s head, I was aware of another phantom resemblance. What was it? Of course! Ruthless Rhymes for Heartless Homes by Harry Graham. Such rhymes were very popular round about 1912, and one that ran:

Poor little Willy is crying so sore,

A sad little boy is he,

For he’s broken his little sister’s neck


And he’ll have no jam for tea.



might almost have been founded on Dali’s anecdote. Dali, of course, is aware of his Edwardian leanings, and makes capital out of them, more or less in a spirit of pastiche. He professes an especial affection for the year 1900, and claims that every ornamental object of 1900 is full of mystery, poetry, eroticism, madness, perversity, etc. Pastiche, however, usually implies a real affection for the thing parodied. It seems to be, if not the rule, at any rate distinctly common for an intellectual bent to be accompanied by a non-rational, even childish urge in the same direction. A sculptor, for instance, is interested in planes and curves, but he is also a person who enjoys the physical act of mucking about with clay or stone. An engineer is a person who enjoys the feel of tools, the noise of dynamos and the smell of oil. A psychiatrist usually has a leaning towards some sexual aberration himself. Darwin became a biologist partly because he was a country gentleman and fond of animals. It may be, therefore, that Dali’s seemingly perverse cult of Edwardian things (for example33 his ‘discovery of the 1900 subway entrances’) is merely the symptom of a much deeper, less conscious affection. The innumerable, beautifully executed copies of textbook illustrations, solemnly labelled ‘le rossignol,’ ‘une montre’34 and so on, which he scatters all over his margins, may be meant partly as a joke. The little boy in knickerbockers playing with a diabolo on page 103 is a perfect period piece. But perhaps these things are also there because Dali can’t help drawing that kind of thing, because it is to that period and that style of drawing that he really belongs.

If so, his aberrations are partly explicable. Perhaps they are a way of assuring himself that he is not commonplace. The two qualities that Dali unquestionably possesses are a gift for drawing and an atrocious egoism. ‘At seven,’ he says in the first paragraph of his book, ‘I wanted to be Napoleon. And my ambition has been growing steadily ever since.’ This is worded in a deliberately startling way, but no doubt it is substantially true. Such feelings are common enough. ‘I knew I was a genius,’ somebody once said to me, ‘long before I knew what I was going to be a genius about.’ And suppose that you have nothing in you except your egoism and a dexterity that goes no higher than the elbow:35 suppose that your real gift is for a detailed, academic, representational style of drawing, your real métier to be an illustrator of scientific textbooks. How then do you become Napoleon?

There is always one escape: into wickedness. Always do the thing that will shock and wound people. At five, throw a little boy off a bridge, strike an old doctor across the face with a whip and break his spectacles—or, at any rate, dream about doing such things. Twenty years later, gouge the eyes out of dead donkeys with a pair of scissors. Along those lines you can always feel yourself original. And after all, it pays! It is much less dangerous than crime. Making all allowance for the probable suppressions in Dali’s autobiography, it is clear that he has not had to suffer for his eccentricities as he would have done in an earlier age. He grew up into the corrupt world of the nineteen-twenties, when sophistication was immensely widespread and every European capital swarmed with aristocrats and rentiers who had given up sport and politics and taken to patronising the arts. If you threw dead donkeys at people36 they threw money back. A phobia for grasshoppers—which a few decades back would merely have provoked a snigger—was now an interesting ‘complex’ which could be profitably exploited. And when that particular world collapsed before the German Army, America was waiting. You could even top it all up with religious conversion, moving at one hop and without a shadow of repentance from the fashionable salons37 of Paris to Abraham’s bosom.

That, perhaps, is the essential outline of Dali’s history. But why his aberrations should be the particular ones they were, and why it should be so easy to ‘sell’ such horrors as rotting corpses to a sophisticated public—those are questions for the psychologist and the sociological critic. Marxist criticism has a short way with such phenomena as Surrealism. They are ‘bourgeois decadence’ (much play is made with the phrases ‘corpse poisons’ and ‘decaying rentier class’), and that is that. But though this probably states a fact, it does not establish a connection. One would still like to know why Dali’s leaning was towards necrophilia (and not, say, homosexuality),38 and why the rentiers and the aristocrats should buy his pictures instead of hunting and making love like their grandfathers. Mere moral disapproval does not get one any further. But neither ought one to pretend, in the name of ‘detachment,’ that such pictures as ‘Mannequin rotting in a taxicab’ are morally neutral. They are diseased and disgusting, and any investigation ought to start out from that fact.

Readings after the square bracket are those in Critical Essays unless stated otherwise.




2482. ‘Are Books Too Dear?’

Manchester Evening News, 1 June 1944


H. G. Wells’s ’42 and ’44: A Contemporary Memoir upon Human Behaviour During the Crisis of the World Revolution was adversely reviewed by Orwell in The Observer (see 2474); by Charles Hamblett in Tribune (see 2465); and by Michael Foot in the Manchester Evening News. Not only was the content of the book criticised, but so was its price and the fact that it was issued in a limited edition of 2,000 copies. This led to a lively argument in the public and trade press. The Manchester Evening News published a letter from James C. Smith on 16 May 1944 headed ‘2 Guinea Book’:

The review by Mr. Foot of H. G. Well’s° book “ ’42 to ’44” omitted one adjective—the word is “prohibitive.” I wanted this book, but … I decided that his gospel is° become too exclusive.

It is an act of contempt by Mr. Wells to do this both to the people who could find two guineas and never read him and to those who could find only two shillings and read him avidly.

I should like to say to him “… why, even poor Tom Paine never took money at all for his pamphlets, so why should you charge me two guineas….”

In this contribution to the Manchester Evening News for 1 June, Orwell did not review a book but wrote this general article.



The decision of Mr. H. G. Wells to publish his recent book “ ’42 to ‘44,” in a limited edition at the stiff price of two guineas has set many people talking about the expensiveness of books, and whether it is necessary or justifiable. The subject is an extremely important one, but before discussing it it is perhaps worth mentioning in passing that the price of this particular book was not a financial “stunt” on Mr. Wells’s part. Even if he took half the receipts he would only get about £1,000, which is not a great deal for so well-known a writer. He would have made about as much from a sale of 10,000 copies at a normal price.

In any discussion of the price of books one must take two propositions as axiomatic. One is that the more the public reads—provided that it is not reading sheer trash—the better. The other is that it is undesirable that writers should starve to death. And it is important to realise that they would starve, or at least would have to find other means of support, if cheap books were the rule instead of the exception.

In peace time the average book—a novel, say—is published at seven and sixpence. That is the price on the jacket, but the wholesale price is five shillings: if it is sold in a shop the bookseller takes half a crown. Out of that seven and sixpence the author’s share is usually in the neighbourhood of a shilling. This means that he gets £50 (but in practice it is always less than £50, because of agents’ fees and the like) on each 1,000 copies sold. Few novelists are capable of turning out more than one book a year, so that to make the very modest income of £250 a year one has to sell at least 5,000 copies of each book. And authors who are not “established” don’t as a rule sell 5,000 copies: it is quite common for a writer’s first book to sell only six or seven hundred.

It will be seen that from the author’s point of view seven and sixpence is none too high a price. It is high, however, from the point of view of the public, especially as English books are on the whole none too well bound and extremely ugly to look at. And so general is the feeling that books are too expensive that many people are in the habit of proclaiming (usually with a certain air of pride) that they “never buy a book.” This, however, is a delusion. Everyone who reads does buy books, indirectly, by means of library subscriptions.

If you take only one book a week out of a twopenny library you are paying for at least one new book a year, and a fraction of what you pay to the rates also goes on books for the public library. It is, in fact, the libraries and not the book-buying public that keeps the writer and publisher alive.

But while cheapness in new books is not desirable, there is an obvious need for cheap reprints. England has always been fairly well supplied with cheap reprints of “classics” (the Everyman Library, the World’s Classics, etc.), but in 1935 John Lane tried, with the Penguin books, the seemingly unhopeful experiment of reprinting contemporary books at the very low price of sixpence.

Earlier attempts to do this had usually failed. The Penguin books were an instant success, partly because by 1935 the reading public had greatly expanded, partly because Lane’s had the imagination to choose their books well and to produce them with legible print and an attractive cover.

The success of the Penguins has led innumerable people to say: “If they can produce a book as well as this for sixpence, why should one normally have to pay 15 times as much? Why shouldn’t new books as well as old ones come out in sixpenny form?”

The answer is that this would be possible, but only at the price of robbing the writer of his independent status. If all books were sixpence (or, as in wartime, ninepence) each, there would never be enough of them sold to give writers a livelihood.

Books, like any other kind of merchandise, have their saturation point. If you are a person who normally spends £10 a year on books, you may, perhaps, get 30 new books for your money. If you laid it all out in Penguins you would get 400—and after all, who wants to buy 400 books every year?

In all probability you would spend, say, £2 on books and keep the rest for gramophone records. Meanwhile the writer could not keep alive, for whereas he gets about a shilling on each copy of a seven and sixpenny book, he gets only a farthing on a Penguin. Most Penguins bring their authors only £50, and £100 is a maximum. And though it is true that some books take only a couple of months to write, between six months and a year would be an average time.1

In pre-war France, as in most European countries, books were very cheap. A new book usually cost about 1s. 6d. or 2s., and as the library system was not so well developed as it is here, a book was considered to have done well if it sold 2,000 copies. The result was that only a very small number of writers could live by books alone. The others had to live off government grants and literary prizes, with all the racketeering that that implies, or by selling themselves as publicists to some political party. In totalitarian countries the writer’s economic problem is solved, but only by turning him into a mouthpiece of the regime, to the destruction of his creative powers as well as his honesty.

Our literature over the past 20 years has had very grave faults, but these have not arisen from the writer’s economic status. Writers have had greater freedom of expression than ever before, and at the same time they have been answerable to the general public rather than to a “patron” or the State. This can only happen so long as royalties are fairly high, and books, therefore, fairly expensive. Moreover, if books are very cheap it is impossible to produce them in great variety. A 6d. book does not pay unless it sells in scores of thousands, so that all-round cheapness in books would inevitably mean that fewer titles were produced and fewer new writers got a chance.

There is admittedly racketeering over certain books that possess snob appeal, but in general there is no case for reducing the price of new books. On the other hand we do deserve better selections of cheap reprints. It is a disgraceful thing that—to name only one instance—you cannot get the complete unabridged works of Swift without paying several pounds for them.

And since our books are expensive, they ought to be (and easily could be) better physical objects. They ought to be as durable as American books and as pleasant to look at as French ones.

But seven and sixpence, or in war time half a guinea, is not an unreasonable price for a book. It enables the writer to stay alive and to preserve fragments of his honesty. And after all, even with books at seven and sixpence you can take half a dozen of them out of the library for a shilling. In what other department of life will a shilling buy so much?

[Fee: £8.8.0; 30.5.44]


Orwell’s article was reprinted in an abridged form (but omitting only the first paragraph) in Synopsis, Vol. 5, No. 2, Autumn 1944. It was followed by an editor’s note which made two points. It asked why, if a retail return of one-third on a book costing three shillings was adequate, it was necessary to take three shillings of a book costing nine shillings. Only a little more capital but no additional labour was involved. It also suggested that as there was a snobbery about new books, a first edition should be sold at, say, 15S.0 for the first six months, 10s.0 for the next six, and then at whatever price would bring ‘a fair return to all its producers.’

The abridged article in Synopsis was then printed in The News & Book Trade Review and Stationers’ Gazette, Vol. 107, No. 38, 16 September 1944. The article was followed by a ‘close analysis of four retail bookseller’s° trading accounts’ and a table showing how for the first six books sold there was no gross profit, the capital involved not even being replaced. It concluded that ‘taking an average size bundle of ten books of one title at the price suggested by Mr. George Orwell the capital involved by the purchase amounts for° fifty shillings.’ Orwell’s article was read by the publisher Stanley Unwin, who wrote on 18 September to congratulate him. It was refreshing, he said, to encounter an author who understood the economics of the problem from the author’s angle. He assumed Orwell’s strictures about the poor binding and ugliness of English books referred to war-time production. He thought British books before the war were as durable as those produced in America and pleasanter to look at than most French books. He also maintained that early attempts at ‘sixpennies’ were not failures. They only failed when too many titles were produced, so that sales per title were inadequate. He asked Orwell to come to see him and said he hoped he had received a copy of his pamphlet Publishing in Peace & War. See also 2557.






2483. ‘As I Please,’ 27

Tribune, 2 June 1944

An extract from the Italian radio, about the middle of 1942, describing life in London:


“Five shillings were given for one egg yesterday, and one pound sterling for a kilogram of potatoes. Rice has disappeared, even from the Black Market, and peas have become the prerogative of millionaires. There is no sugar on the market, although small quantities are still to be found at prohibitive prices.”



One day there will be a big, careful, scientific enquiry into the extent to which propaganda is believed. For instance, what is the effect of an item like the one above, which is fairly typical of the Fascist radio? Any Italian who took it seriously would have to assume that Britain was due to collapse within a few weeks. When the collapse failed to happen, one would expect him to lose confidence in the authorities who had deceived him. But it is not certain that that is the reaction. For quite long periods, at any rate, people can remain undisturbed by obvious lies, either because they simply forget what is said from day to day or because they are under such a constant propaganda bombardment that they become anaesthetised to the whole business.

It seems clear that it pays to tell the truth when things are going badly, but it is by no means certain that it pays to be consistent in your propaganda. British propaganda is a good deal hampered by its efforts not to be self-contradictory. It is almost impossible, for instance, to discuss the colour question in a way that will please both the Boers and the Indians. The Germans are not troubled by a little thing like that. They just tell everyone what they think he will want to hear, assuming, probably rightly, that no one is interested in anyone else’s problems. On occasion their various radio stations have even attacked one another.

One which aimed at middle-class Fascists used sometimes to warn its listeners against the pseudo-left Worker’s Challenge, on the ground that the latter was “financed by Moscow.”

Another thing that that enquiry, if it ever takes place, will have to deal with is the magical properties of names. Nearly all human beings feel that a thing becomes different if you call it by a different name. Thus when the Spanish civil war broke out the B.B.C. produced the name “Insurgents” for Franco’s followers. This covered the fact that they were rebels while making rebellion sound respectable. During the Abyssinian war Haile Sellassie was called the Emperor by his friends and the Negus by his enemies. Catholics strongly resent being called Roman Catholics. The Trotskyists call themselves Bolshevik-Leninists but are refused this name by their opponents. Countries which have liberated themselves from a foreign conqueror or gone through a nationalist revolution almost invariably change their names, and some countries have a whole series of names, each with a different implication. Thus the U.S.S.R. is called Russia or U.S.S.R. (neutral or for short), Soviet Russia (friendly) and Soviet Union (very friendly). And it is a curious fact that of the six names by which our own country is called, the only one that does not tread on somebody or other’s toes is the archaic and slightly ridiculous name “Albion.”

Wading through the entries for the Short Story Competition,1 I was struck once again by the disability that English short stories suffer under in being all cut to a uniform length. The great short stories of the past are of all lengths from perhaps 1,500 words to 20,000. Most of Maupassant’s stories, for instance, are very short, but his two masterpieces, Boule de Suif and La Maison de Madame Tellier, are decidedly long. Poe’s stories vary similarly. D. H. Lawrence’s England, My England, Joyce’s The Dead, Conrad’s Youth, and many stories by Henry James, would probably be considered too long for any modern English periodical. So, certainly, would a story like Mérimée’s Carmen. This belongs to the class of “long short” stories which have almost died out in this country, because there is no place for them. They are too long for the magazines and too short to be published as books. You can, of course, publish a book containing several short stories, but this is not often done because at normal times these books never sell.

It would almost certainly help to rehabilitate the short story if we could get back to the bulky nineteenth-century magazine, which had room in it for stories of almost any length. But the trouble is that in modern England monthly and quarterly magazines of any intellectual pretensions don’t pay. Even the Criterion, perhaps the best literary paper we have ever had, lost money for sixteen years before expiring.

Why? Because people were not willing to fork out the seven and sixpence that it cost. People won’t pay that much for a mere magazine. But why then will they pay the same sum for a novel, which is no bulkier than the Criterion, and much less worth keeping? Because they don’t pay for the novel directly. The average person never buys a new book, except perhaps a Penguin. But he does, without knowing it, buy quite a lot of books by paying twopences into lending libraries. If you could take a literary magazine out of the library just as you take a book, these magazines would become commercial propositions and would be able to enlarge their bulk as well as paying their contributors better. It is book-borrowing and not book-buying that keeps authors and publishers alive, and there seems no good reason why the lending library system should not be extended to magazines. Restore the monthly magazine—or make the weekly paper about a quarter of an inch fatter—and you might be able to restore the short story. And incidentally the book-review, which for lack of elbow room has dwindled to a perfunctory summary, might become a work of art again, as it was in the days of the Edinburgh and the Quarterly.

After reading the Matrimonial Times last week I looked in the Penguin Herodotus for a passage I vaguely remembered about the marriage customs of the Babylonians. Here it is:


Once a year in each village the maidens of an age to marry were collected altogether into one place, while the men stood round them in a circle. Then a herald called up the damsels one by one and offered them for sale. He began with the most beautiful. When she was sold for no small sum of money, he offered for sale the one who came next to her in beauty … The custom was that when the herald had gone through the whole number of the beautiful damsels, he should then call up the ugliest and offer her to the men, asking who would agree to take her with the smallest marriage portion. And the man who offered to take the smallest sum had her assigned to him. The marriage portions were furnished by the money paid for the beautiful damsels, and thus the fairer maidens portioned out the uglier.



This custom seems to have worked very well and Herodotus is full of enthusiasm for it. He adds, however, that, like other good customs, it was already going out round about 450 B.C.


Four months later, on 13 October 1944, Tribune published the following letter from D.R. Brewley, a soldier serving in the Royal Electrical and Mechanical Engineers:


EFFECTS OF PROPAGANDA

I have just read one of the many interesting articles which George Orwell writes under the heading of “As I Please,” which refers to the debatable effect which extensive propaganda has amongst the people. The article refers to the Italian radio quoting fantastic food prices in London when the enemy stood at the gates of Alexandria. It is perhaps a coincidence that this matter was brought up in an Italian household which entertained me recently, and I thought you might be interested in a first-hand impression on this subject.

First I will indicate briefly the status of the Italian family in question. They could be compared with a high-class middleman’s family, the householder being a small land controller, formerly a captain in the Italian army. His daughter, a young woman, was a school teacher, formerly a secretary to the local Fascist Italian chief. The family was well educated and their opinions are worthy of note.

They firmly believe that England was almost finished in 1942 and that we were preparing for an armistice when Alexandria fell. They seem to imagine that it was a stroke of fate and good fortune for us that Americans came to our assistance and reversed the position at El Alamein. The extensive propaganda over a period of years has led them to believe that the British could never possess a really good army, and on equal terms could be licked by German and Italian soldiers; but we are fortunate to have so much outside assistance as regards planes and men from the Americans and negroes, etc. The people realise gross exaggerations were applicable in the Fascist regime, but even when they deduct a high percentage of overstatements the net result is still far from the truth, and no amount of reason and sensible arguments will alter their convictions.

As regards the English army being “no bona,” I reminded them of Wavell and his 30,000, and in connection with American help re planes, I quoted the occasion in 1940 when a handful of English fighters fought off the enemy air armada. Many Italians believe that London is virtually wiped out, and although I have not ventured to suggest that bombing is of no consequence, I have referred to Italian areas of devastation, particularly in connection with railways, which will certainly prevent them from ever making war on the Eskimos for quite a long time.

The points I raised did not strike home, however, and it seems that it will take a long, gradual sensible education to bring Italian minds which are soaked with propaganda to realise the true facts and formulate a reasonable view of the situations under review.

I hesitate to consider who is likely to promote a sensible post-war education for the Italians when I think of the Badoglio Gas King in charge, and the presence of surrounding local Fascist chiefs free to live an ordinary life, for what is to stop them reinstating their dictatorship with propaganda under another heading, maybe altering the sense of the word democracy? Education in Italy was barred to those who were not Fascists, the net result being that all reasonably educated people are doped with poisonous propaganda, and it seems that before our work is finished we should help to organise some re-education, so that a post-war system does not arise and become influenced by minds which are already warped.

The danger of extensive propaganda, as I see it, is an enemy equal to Prussian militarism, but it needs a far better man than me to suggest an effective answer to this menace.








2484. ‘Survey of “Civvy Street”’

The Observer, 4 June 1944

The surveys undertaken by Mass-Observation1 from the beginning of the war onwards have revealed many different moods, but nearly all have suggested that Britain suffers from too little government rather than too much. Cheque after cheque has been drawn on the accumulated good will of the British people, but very little positive guidance has been given. They know what they are fighting against, but they have not been clearly told what they are fighting for or what the post-war world will probably be like. The new survey, like some previous ones, gives warning that their patience and hopefulness may not be inexhaustible.

Although specifically concerned with demobilisation, it also deals with re-employment and reconstruction. It reveals not only widespread cynicism about “after the war” but also a surprising vagueness. Thus, when a cross-section of the public were asked in November, 1943, “whether the Government had announced any policy of post-war reconstruction,” only 16 per cent, thought it had. The corresponding percentage had actually been higher two years earlier. Most disquieting is the return to the 1918 frame of mind. Great numbers are convinced that “it will be just like last time,” and, as their memories of last time are not happy ones, the effects on morale are potentially bad.

Disbelief in the future is especially strong in the armed forces and among the Civil Defence workers. The soldiers (this is somewhat less marked in the women’s services) want above all things to get out of uniform as soon as the war is over, and a number of people even think that there will be great discontent if demobilisation is not achieved rapidly. They know that the process of demobilisation is complicated, but are not confident that it will be done fairly or intelligently (memories of “last time” are a heavy liability here), and, even more serious, they have no clear idea as to how long it ought to take. Meanwhile countless soldiers cherish a private dream that they, as individuals, will somehow be able to get out of it when the fighting stops. The possible effects of this kind of thing in the immediate post-war period are obvious. They can only be countered by a clear statement from the Government which will let people know just how long they will be expected to stay in uniform, and why.

So also with post-war employment. According to the Mass-Observers’ findings, a majority still expect large-scale unemployment after the war—another legacy from “last time.” At the same time there is a growing consciousness that unemployment is an unnecessary evil. It is probably significant that the number of people expecting unemployment to return has not markedly altered over several years: there is no strong belief that our economic system will be radically changed. In general the feeling seems to be that most of our problems are soluble, but that the mysterious and all-powerful “They” will prevent anything from being done. The result is increasing apathy and a determination—of course accentuated by sheer fatigue as the war continues—to sit back and have a good rest as soon as the guns stop firing.

It is a sign of the general lack of confidence in the future that in 1943, out of a random sample of Londoners, 46 per cent. thought that there would be another world war after this one, and 19 per cent. thought there might be. The majority of these thought that this new war would happen within 25 years. Faith in all the main political parties has dwindled, and there is a confused desire for more vigorous leadership combined with more genuine democracy.

Yet how ready for effort and sacrifice most people are, when they are given a good reason, can be seen in their attitude towards war-time controls. Nearly all of these have been accepted readily: even the withdrawal of white bread was approved by a four to one majority. Other more drastic measures, not actually put into force, would be generally approved. For example, the Mass-Observers found a ten to one majority in favour of Government ownership of essential industries, and seven to one in favour of nationalisation of the mines.

Controls are even welcomed for their own sake, as having an equalising effect. On the whole, whenever the Government acts positively and explains what it is doing, even if what it is doing is to take something away, the people seem to respond. Certain events, such as the delay about “Beveridge,” and even the release of Mosley, have deeply shaken public confidence, but it is the failure to explain, to give a picture of the future, that apparently does the most harm.

It is unfortunate that much of the work done by Mass-Observation should have to be financed by a private body which naturally only wants reports on a rather limited range of subjects. The present survey has one very serious omission: this is that it makes no reference to the war against Japan. The subject of demobilisation is complicated by the fact that Japan will almost certainly go on fighting, perhaps for years, after Germany is defeated. But the main conclusions reached by the Mass-Observers can hardly be questioned.

Political consciousness has expanded greatly during the war, while belief in the existing leadership has shrunk. The belief that planned reconstruction is possible has grown, while the belief that it is likely has made no headway. There is a gap between the leaders and the led, and the deadly word “They” saps confidence and encourages anarchic individualism. It is important that that gap should be closed before the war ends. For, as the Mass-Observers point out, it will need as great an effort to win the peace as to win the war, and the people may shrink from making it unless they have a better notion than at present of where they are going.

[Fee: £7.7.0; 30.5.44]




2484A. To Lydia Jackson

5 June 1944      Typewritten

Tribune

Dear Lydia,

Thanks so much for the article on Malyshkin, which I’ll be glad to use.1 It will have to wait over for some weeks though.

Yours,
[Signed] Eric.




2485. To Leonard Moore

8 June 1944      Typewritten

10a Mortimer Crescent
London NW 6

Dear Mr Moore,

Many thanks for your letter.1 It is awkward about Gollancz. I don’t however remember anything in that contract about full-length novels. As I remember it, it simply referred to my next three works of fiction (you could verify that from the contract.) If so, “Animal Farm” which is certainly a work of fiction (and any way what is “full-length”) would be one of them. But even so there is one more novel to be accounted for. Do you think it would be possible to arrange with Cape that Gollancz had the refusal of my next novel (or two novels if “Animal Farm” doesn’t count), on the understanding that all other works went to Cape, including novels after the Gollancz contract ran out? In that case I should only be going away from Cape for one or at most two books. (Incidentally, I don’t know when I shall write another novel. This doesn’t seem a propitious time for them.)2 I shouldn’t in any case go to Gollancz again for non-fiction books. His politics change too fast for me to keep up with them. Could you find out what Cape thinks about that?

Meanwhile how do we stand about the book of reprints? Cape could have that too if he wants it. But the Dickens essay, which I should like to reprint, was in a Gollancz book. Has he the copyright of that, or have I? I have only one more essay to do, then I can start assembling the book.3

I am sorry about “Keep the Aspidistra Flying”, but I don’t think it worth reprinting a book I don’t care about. If you tell Lane’s I don’t want that one done I dare say they’ll be readier to close with “Coming up for Air.”4

I hope it will be O.K. with Cape and this book won’t have to start on its rounds once again. I do want it to see the light this year if possible.

Yours sincerely
E. A. Blair




2486. ‘As I Please,’ 28

Tribune, 9 June 1944

Arthur Koestler’s recent article in Tribune1 set me wondering whether the book racket will start up again in its old vigour after the war, when paper is plentiful and there are other things to spend your money on.

Publishers have got to live, like anyone else, and you cannot blame them for advertising their wares, but the truly shameful feature of literary life before the war was the blurring of the distinction between advertisement and criticism. A number of the so-called reviewers, and especially the best known ones, were simply blurb writers. The “screaming” advertisement started some time in the nineteen-twenties, and as the competition to take up as much space and use as many superlatives as possible became fiercer, publishers’ advertisements grew to be an important source of revenue to a number of papers. The literary pages of several well-known papers were practically owned by a handful of publishers, who had their quislings planted in all the important jobs. These wretches churned forth their praise—“masterpiece,” “brilliant,” “unforgettable” and so forth—like so many mechanical pianos. A book coming from the right publishers could be absolutely certain not only of favourable reviews, but of being placed on the “recommended” list which industrious book-borrowers would cut out and take to the library the next day.

If you published books at several different houses you soon learned how strong the pressure of advertisement was. A book coming from a big publisher, who habitually spent large sums on advertisement, might get fifty or seventy-five reviews: a book from a small publisher might get only twenty. I knew of one case where a theological publisher, for some reason, took it into his head to publish a novel. He spent a great deal of money on advertising it. It got exactly four reviews in the whole of England, and the only full-length one was in a motoring paper, which seized the opportunity to point out that the part of the country described in the novel would be a good place for a motoring tour. This man was not in the racket, his advertisements were not likely to become a regular source of revenue to the literary papers, and so they just ignored him.

Even reputable literary papers could not afford to disregard their advertisers altogether. It was quite usual to send a book to a reviewer with some such formula as, “Review this book if it seems any good. If not, send it back. We don’t think it’s worth while to print simply damning reviews.”

Naturally, a person to whom the guinea or so that he gets for the review means next week’s rent is not going to send the book back. He can be counted on to find something to praise, whatever his private opinion of the book may be.

In America even the pretence that hack-reviewers read the books they are paid to criticise has been partially abandoned. Publishers, or some publishers, send out with review copies a short synopsis telling the reviewer what to say. Once, in the case of a novel of my own, they misspelt the name of one of the characters. The same misspelling turned up in review after review. The so-called critics had not even glanced into the book—which, nevertheless, most of them were boosting to the skies.

A phrase much used in political circles in this country is “playing into the hands of.” It is a sort of charm or incantation to silence uncomfortable truths. When you are told that by saying this, that or the other you are “playing into the hands of” some sinister enemy, you know that it is your duty to shut up immediately.

For example, if you say anything damaging about British imperialism, you are playing into the hands of Dr. Goebbels. If you criticise Stalin you are playing into the hands of the Tablet and the Daily Telegraph. If you criticise Chiang-Kai-Shek you are playing into the hands of Wang Ching Wei—and so on, indefinitely.

Objectively this charge is often true. It is always difficult to attack one party to a dispute without temporarily helping the other. Some of Gandhi’s remarks have been very useful to the Japanese. The extreme Tories will seize on anything anti-Russian, and don’t necessarily mind if it comes from Trotskyist instead of right-wing sources. The American imperialists, advancing to the attack behind a smoke-screen of novelists, are always on the look-out for any disreputable detail about the British Empire. And if you write anything truthful about the London slums, you are liable to hear it repeated on the Nazi radio a week later. But what, then, are you expected to do? Pretend there are no slums?

Everyone who has ever had anything to do with publicity or propaganda can think of occasions when he was urged to tell lies about some vitally important matter, because to tell the truth would give ammunition to the enemy. During the Spanish civil war, for instance, the dissensions on the Government side were never properly thrashed out in the left-wing Press, although they involved fundamental points of principle. To discuss the struggle between the Communists and the Anarchists, you were told, would simply give the Daily Mail the chance to say that the Reds were all murdering one another. The only result was that the left-wing cause as a whole was weakened. The Daily Mail may have missed a few horror stories because people held their tongues, but some all-important lessons were not learned, and we are suffering from the fact to this day.




2487. Review of Burma Surgeon by Gordon S. Seagrave; India Since Cripps by Horace Alexander

The Observer, 11 June 1944

Up to date the Burma campaign of 1942 has not been well documented. Sensational and inaccurate books have been published by American journalists, while better-informed manuscripts from British and Burmese sources have failed to find publishers, because it is felt that the public is not interested in Burma except as a land of snakes, tigers, elephants, and pagodas. The political background of the campaign has been largely ignored or misrepresented. Dr. Seagrave’s book is valuable because the events it describes begin in 1922 and the Japanese invasion is placed in its proper setting. Moreover, being written by a missionary, and a medical missionary at that, it is exceptionally free from political partisanship. Dr. Seagrave’s experiences have not given him any reason for idealising either the Burmese, the British, the Indians, the Chinese, or the wild tribes, and though his manner of writing is often tiresome his book deserves to be read.

Dr. Seagrave was born into a family of missionaries and spoke Karen from his earliest childhood onwards. When, however, after being educated in the United States, he returned to Burma, it was as a medical and not a religious missionary. With almost no money, with a set of worn-out instruments, and with, at first, no trained assistance, he set up his hospital at Namkham, in the wild country where the Burma road was later to be built. Life for years after that was an unending struggle not only against disease but against filth, ignorance, and poverty. Malaria flourished in its most deadly form, goitre was common, venereal diseases almost equally common. There were also periodical outbreaks of plague. Dr. Seagrave had to build his hospital and his nurses’ quarters with stones procured from the nearest river bed, and he had to raise money wherever he could find it, from the British Government, from the Shan chieftains, and even from the primitive villagers whom he attended. A twenty-mile ride over roadless mountains, followed by three hours’ work on a difficult childbirth, might be rewarded by a fee of one rupee. It was, he says,


surgery with waste-basket instruments. Orthopaedic surgery without an X-ray. Urological surgery without a cystoscope. Surgery without any actual cautery except a stray soldering-iron. Surgery without electricity. Medicine without a laboratory, and without medicines, often.



He did, however, have in his favour the incredible insensitiveness to pain of the Mongolian peoples which allowed him to use rough-and-ready methods and effect some surprising cures which were useful in winning him a reputation.

But Dr. Seagrave’s greatest achievement was in the training of nurses. Such nurses as then existed in Burma were mostly drawn from among the Christian Karens, but Dr. Seagrave drew his recruits from all races, including the almost savage Kachins who inhabit the mountain ranges in the north of Burma. He had to give them their entire training from the rudiments upwards, and to do this in three or four different languages, teaching himself Burmese in the process. After years of work he had a brilliant team of nurses, trained to take responsibility and to refuse no matter what job, however dirty, and so used to working together that even experienced observers could not tell to which race each girl belonged.

Throughout most of the Burma campaign they were attached to General Stilwell’s Chinese Army, and won golden opinions for themselves. “Seagrave’s Burmese nurses” as they were inaccurately called—actually there was only one Burmese among them—were known throughout the British, Chinese, and American forces. All the ambulance units were overwhelmed with work, and Dr. Seagrave even found it possible to entrust simple surgical operations to his nurses. Some of them were cut off by the Japanese advance, but the majority retreated into India with the army, their tiny bodies standing the fatigue of the long march suprisingly well.

Dr. Seagrave is mainly concerned with medical matters, but such remarks as he makes on the Burmese political situation are probably reliable. His estimate of the Burmese attitude towards the war is much the same as that of some other observers—about ten per cent, actively pro-Japanese, another ten per cent. pro-British, and the rest neutral and primarily anxious to remain alive. He gives evidences of Burmese fifth-column activity—also of a good deal of shooting of fifth columnists by the Chinese—and confirms other accounts of the fearful effects of bombing on the wooden towns of Burma. His book ends with a note that Namkham has been visited by American bombers and his nurses’ home presumably destroyed.

Dr. Seagrave’s chronicle ends in 1942 and to some extent INDIA SINCE CRIPPS carries on the story. The peculiarly stupid deadlock now existing in India dates from the Burma campaign, and now that the danger of a Japanese invasion of India has obviously receded, a satisfactory settlement might be achieved if the initiative came from this country. Mr. Alexander’s book is a useful popularly-written account of the existing situation. Quite rightly, since he is addressing a British audience, he stresses the Indian rather than the British case and shows that even when Indian politicians have acted foolishly their chronic suspicion of British motives is not unpardonable.

[Fee: £7.7.0; 7.6.44]




2488. To Leading Aircraftman C. Hopkins

14 June 1944 Typewritten

Tribune

Dear Mr. Hopkins,

I liked your sketch and shall be glad to use it, but it will have to wait over for some time. We have a lot of material in hand and are working it off in rotation.1

Yours truly,
[Signed] Geo. Orwell
George Orwell,
Literary Editor




2489. Review of Robert Cain by William Russell

Manchester Evening News, 15 June 1944

The present is not a good time in which to write a novel, and it is a fact that most of the novels worth reading that have appeared in this country during the past few years had been written before the blitz and were in any case the work of foreigners.

War-time Britain has produced nothing of the calibre of “For Whom the Bell Tolls” or “Darkness at Noon,” for instance. But even before the war there were, from the point of view of a novelist, certain advantages in being an American, and this powerful though rather immature and uneven novel brings some of them out.

It is a story of the southern States, and its essential theme is the attitude of the whites towards the negroes. Its hero is a boy with an inferiority complex, horribly sat upon by an oafish father. His reaction, a quite natural one in a little southern cotton town where the white inhabitants have never really abandoned the slave-owning habit of mind, is to develop a secret sympathy with the “niggers.” It would not be, by our standards, a very deep sympathy; he never goes so far as to stop calling them “niggers,” for instance, but he does feel a kind of incoherent rage at the way they are treated, and at the age of 17 he is sacked from his job and has to leave the town after uttering his opinions too freely. Earlier than this he has had a strong impulse to make friends with a mulatto boy, but has lacked the moral courage to do so.

He goes to St. Louis, and after much suffering gets a job in a steel mill, later on getting six months’ imprisonment for various violent acts committed in a strike. Some of his adventures are less credible than others, but in their violence and their sudden vicissitudes one can see the advantages that contemporary American life offers to a novelist.

To begin with America is a big country, existing at many different levels of civilisation, and things happen cruelly and dramatically.

Colour feeling, for instance, is not merely a matter of quiet snobbery, as it is even in India. There are still lynchings and race riots. When Robert’s mulatto friend Jim marries a white girl in St. Louis and then has the temerity to go back to his native town he is promptly shot by a gang of white men who have the law on their side and who are quite certain that they are doing the right thing in wiping out a racial insult.

Nor is the American class system rigid enough to confine every citizen to a single walk of life. Robert is not following a very unusual pattern when he first grows up in a fairly comfortable southern family, then freezes on a bench in a park in St. Louis, then works as an unskilled mill hand, then when his father dies goes home to manage the farm. Moreover, the predicament of the sensitive person isolated among ignorant boors is very much more painful in America than in England if only because America is so very much bigger.

Anyone who has read Sinclair Lewis’s “Main Street” will notice certain resemblances of mood in “Robert Cain.”

The struggles of enlightenment against reaction, of labour against capital, of coloured against white, and of young against old are all very much fiercer in America than in England, and American novels of the last twenty years have undoubtedly benefited from this. An English novel at the same intellectual level as this one would almost inevitably be less eventful.

When it leaves the negroes for familiar themes, Robert’s psychological development becomes convincing,1 though this is partly because the English edition of the book has been heavily bowdlerised.

In St. Louis, when his sense of inferiority is still so acute that he has not even succeeded in finding himself a job, he meets a lonely girl in the park, and, after much prodding on her part, marries her.

It now turns out that he is impotent. This seems somewhat arbitrary, but it is not really so—it arises from a boyhood incident which has been censored into unintelligibility in the English edition. (Incidentally, another advantage of being an American is that you can print words that make English proofreaders scatter query-marks all over the margin of the copy.) Robert’s impotence is cured in the end, but his real psychological cure is effected when his father dies. He returns to his native town just in time to see, and vainly try to prevent, the lynching of his mulatto friend Jim.

He is still, so he imagines, in violent revolt against the white community and their barbarous attitude to “niggers.”

But he is also the inheritor of his father’s cotton plantation, and unaffectedly relieved at his father’s death—his inferiority complex is slain at last, and his real character, which is not altogether an amiable one, begins to emerge.

At first he makes feeble efforts to be an enlightened employer and treat his negroes like human beings. The only result is that the bank refuses credits and he is forced to sell off a quarter of his land. Very soon he develops into just the same kind of employer as all the others, with the same attitude towards the “niggers.”

The “niggers” are a kind of animal, needing firm handling tempered by occasional charity—a present of a worn-out pair of trousers, say, or a quid of chewing tobacco. To get all the work you can out of them, and pay them just as little as will keep them alive, is as much a matter of course as it would be with a horse or a mule.

Before long Robert begins to prosper: war is approaching, the price of cotton is going up. The local society has forgotten his past misdeeds and taken him back to its bosom. “Two of the married women had already made passes at him”—in spite of which, when the book ends, he is on the point of seducing a negro girl. As for the colour problem, his final reflection is “they are right about the niggers; you have to keep the niggers in line.”

If the book has a moral it is that it is better to be a lonely and persecuted individual—even at the price of a crippling inferiority complex—than to be too well integrated with your environment. This is not a novel of the first rank, but it is an unusual one, and its author’s future development will be worth watching.2

[Fee: £8.8.0; 13.6.44]




2490. ‘As I Please,’ 29

Tribune, 16 June 1944

Several times, by word of mouth and in writing, I have been asked why I do not make use of this column for an onslaught on the Brains Trust.1 “For Christ’s sake take a crack at Joad,” one reader put it. Now, I would not deny that the Brains Trust is a very dismal thing. I am objectively anti-Brains Trust, in the sense that I always switch off any radio from which it begins to emerge. The phoney pretence that the whole thing is spontaneous and uncensored, the steady avoidance of any serious topic and concentration on questions of the “Why do children’s ears stick out” type, the muscular-curate heartiness of the question-master, the frequently irritating voices, and the thought of incompetent amateur broadcasters being paid ten or fifteen shillings a minute to say “Er—er—er,” are very hard to bear. But I cannot feel the same indignation against this programme as many of my acquaintances seem to do, and it is worth explaining why.

By this time the big public is probably growing rather tired of the Brains Trust, but over a long period it was a genuinely popular programme. It was listened to not only in England, but in various other parts of the world, and its technique has been adopted by countless discussion groups in the Forces and Civil Defence. It was an idea that “took on,” as the saying goes. And it is not difficult to see why. By the standards of newspaper and radio discussion prevailing in this country up to about 1940, the Brains Trust was a great step forward. It did at least make some show of aiming at free speech and at intellectual seriousness, and though latterly it has had to keep silent about “politics and religion,” you could pick up from it interesting facts about birds’ nest soup or the habits of porpoises, scraps of history and a smattering of philosophy. It was less obviously frivolous than the average radio programme. By and large it stood for enlightenment, and that was why millions of listeners welcomed it, at any rate for a year or two.

It was also why the blimps loathed it, and still do. The Brains Trust is the object of endless attacks by right-wing intellectuals of the G. M. Young-A.P. Herbert type (also Mr. Douglas Reed), and when a rival brains trust under a squad of clergymen was set up, all the blimps went about saying how much better it was than Joad and company. These people see the Brains Trust as a symbol of freedom of thought, and they realise that, however silly its programmes may be in themselves, their tendency is to start people thinking. You or I, perhaps, would not think of the B.B.C. as a dangerously subversive organisation, but that is how it is regarded in some quarters, and there are perpetual attempts to interfere with its programmes. To a certain extent a man may be known by his enemies, and the dislike with which all right-thinking people have regarded the Brains Trust—and also the whole idea of discussion groups, public or private—from the very start, is a sign that there must be something good in it. That is why I feel no strong impulse to take a crack at Dr. Joad, who gets his fair share of cracks anyway. I say rather: just think what the Brains Trust would have been like if its permanent members had been (as they might so well have been) Lord Elton, Mr. Harold Nicholson and Mr. Alfred Noyes.

The squabble in the House about Your M.P., was perhaps less disgusting than it might have been, since after all Brendan Bracken2 did announce that he was not going to ban the book for export; but it was a bad symptom all the same. Mr. Beverley Baxter3 is not the most effective of the many guns now firing in the counter-attack of the Conservative Party—indeed he is less like a gun than a home-made mortar with a strong tendency to blow up—but it is significant that he should have the impudence to make the remarks he did. He wanted the book banned on the ground (a) that the author had been in prison, (b) that it was “scurrilous,” and (c) that it “might disturb our relations with Russia.” Of these, (a) is a simple appeal to prejudice, while (b) and (c) boil down to saying that the book is a reminder of what the record of the Conservative Party has actually been. I have my own quarrel with books like Your M.P., but at least this book is almost entirely a compilation of admitted facts, all of them easily verifiable. A great deal of it could be dug out of Hansard, which is available to anyone who can pay the sixpence a day. But, as Mr. Baxter realises, Your M.P. will be read by tens of thousands who would never think of looking into Hansard or even into Who’s Who. Therefore, ban the book from export, and if possible discredit it in this country as well. It will never do to let people know who our Conservative M.P.s are, what shares they own, how they have voted on crucially important issues, and what they said about Hitler before we went to war with him. Heaven knows the Conservative Party have enough reason for wanting to keep their record dark. But a couple of years ago they did not have the nerve to say so, and there lies the difference.

Also, Brendan Bracken in his reply said that the book contained a “venomous attack” on Sir Arnold Wilson4 who “with the greatest gallantry gave his life for his country,” the implication being that Sir Arnold Wilson’s death in action made it improper to criticise him.

Sir Arnold Wilson was a brave and honourable man. When the policy he had supported came to ruin he was ready to face the consequences. In spite of his age he insisted on joining the RAF., and was killed in battle. I can think of plenty of other public figures who have behaved less well. But what has that to do with his pre-war record, which was mischievous in the extreme? His newspaper, the Hitchin Mercury,5 was a frankly pro-Fascist paper and buttered up the Nazi regime almost to the last. Are we supposed to believe that if a man dies well his previous actions cease to have results?

One cannot buy magazines from abroad nowadays, but I recommend anyone who has a friend in New York to try and cadge a copy of Politics, the new monthly magazine, edited by the Marxist literary critic, Dwight Macdonald. I don’t agree with the policy of this paper, which is anti-war (not from a pacifist angle), but I admire its combination of highbrow political analysis with intelligent literary criticism. It is sad to have to admit it, but we have no monthly or quarterly magazines in England to come up to the American ones—for there are several others of rather the same stamp as Politics. We are still haunted by a half-conscious idea that to have aesthetic sensibilities you must be a Tory. But of course the present superiority of American magazines is partly due to the war. Politically, the paper in this country most nearly corresponding to Politics would be, I suppose, the New Leader. You have only to compare the get-up, the style of writing, the range of subjects and the intellectual level of the two papers, to see what it means to live in a country where there are still leisure and wood-pulp.


On 21 July 1944 Tribune published a reader’s letter which gave the following comparison of the prices of books reviewed in Tribune with those in literary reviews:


George Orwell’s recent note on the literary value of Socialist publications in America shows a useful sidelight on the weakness of Tribune here! Take a look at its Book Reviews and see how many of them are of new Penguins, pamphlets, or books that we all can afford, obtain through a library, or at least borrow. I have been comparing the literary reviews (Spectator, Time and Tide, and New Statesman) for some weeks with Tribune, and find that the average price of the books reviewed is the lower in the “literaries” than the “political” journal! And the general appeal, fiction as well as non-fiction, is wider, too, in your contemporaries.

Now, readers, don’t you also agree with me that we want to appeal to our “allies” and come down to earth from heaven?

S. H. Hassell








2491. To [W. F. Stirling, Latin American Department], BBC

19 June 1944 Handwritten

Tribune

Dear Sir,

I am sorry to say I have lost the letter in which I was commissioned to write this script (it was to be of 1400 words & to be in by June 21st), so I am directing it to the English Region, hoping it will be sent on to the right quarter.

Yours faithfully,
George Orwell


Orwell had agreed to write a script on political theories and European literature showing how modern political ideologies had had a direct effect on contemporary literature (see 2469 and 2497). His letter is annotated (presumably by W. F. Stirling of the Latin American Department of the BBC, who had requested the script): ‘Miss H. / Dear Mr). / Many thanks for your excellent script. It is being broadcast on Wednesday June 28th. / Yours sinc°——.’ This reply was sent on 26 June. On 4 July, Betty Medus, Latin American Programme Executive, wrote to Miss B. H. Alexander of the Copyright Department asking her to negotiate a fee for this fifteen-minute talk. Unfortunately, the script has not been traced in either its English or Spanish version.






2492. ‘As I Please,’ 30

Tribune, 23 June 1944

The week before last Tribune printed a centenary article on Gerald° Manley Hopkins, and it was only after this that the chance of running across an April number of the American Nation reminded me that 1944 is also the centenary of a much better-known writer—Anatole France.

When Anatole France died, twenty years ago, his reputation suffered one of those sudden slumps to which highbrow writers who have lived long enough to become popular are especially liable. In France, according to the charming French custom, vicious personal attacks were made upon him while he lay dying and when he was freshly dead. A particularly venomous one was written by Pierre Drieu la Rochelle, afterwards to become a collaborator of the Nazis. In England, also, it was discovered that Anatole France was no good. A few years later than this a young man attached to a weekly paper (I met him afterwards in Paris and found that he could not buy a tram ticket without assistance) solemnly assured me that Anatole France “wrote very bad French.” France was, it seemed, a vulgar, spurious and derivative writer whom everyone could now “see through.” Round about the same time, similar discoveries were being made about Bernard Shaw and Lytton Strachey: but curiously enough all three writers have remained very readable, while most of their detractors are forgotten.

How far the revulsion against Anatole France was genuinely literary I do not know. Certainly he had been overpraised, and one must at times get tired of a writer so mannered and so indefatigably pornographic. But it is unquestionable that he was attacked partly from political motives. He may or may not have been a great writer, but he was one of the symbolic figures in the politico-literary dogfight which has been raging for a hundred years or more. The clericals and reactionaries hated him in just the same way as they hated Zola. Anatole France had championed Dreyfus, which needed considerable courage, he had debunked Joan of Arc, he had written a comic history of France; above all, he had lost no opportunity of poking fun at the Church. He was everything that the clericals and revanchists, the people who first preached that the Boche must never be allowed to recover and afterwards sucked the blacking off Hitler’s boots, most detested.

I do not know whether Anatole France’s most characteristic books, for instance, La Rôtisserie de la Reine Pédauque, are worth re-reading at this date. Whatever is in them is really in Voltaire. But it is a different story with the four novels dealing with Monsieur Bergeret. Besides being extremely amusing these give a most valuable picture of French society in the ’nineties and the background of the Dreyfus case. There is also Crainquebille, one of the best short stories I have ever read, and incidentally a devastating attack on “law and order.”1

But though Anatole France could speak up for the working class in a story like Crainquebille, and though cheap editions of his works were advertised in Communist papers, one ought not really to class him as a Socialist. He was willing to work for Socialism, even to deliver lectures on it in draughty halls, and he knew that it was both necessary and inevitable, but it is doubtful whether he subjectively wanted it. The world, he once said, would get about as much relief from the coming of Socialism as a sick man gets from turning over in bed. In a crisis he was ready to identify himself with the working class, but the thought of a Utopian future depressed him, as can be seen from his book, La Pierre Blanche. There is an even deeper pessimism in Les Dieux Ont Soif, his novel about the French Revolution. Temperamentally he was not a Socialist but a Radical. At this date that is probably the rarer animal of the two, and it is his Radicalism, his passion for liberty and intellectual honesty, that give their special colour to the four novels about Monsieur Bergeret.

I have never understood why the News-Chronicle, whose politics are certainly a very pale pink—about the colour of shrimp paste, I should say, but still pink—allows the professional Roman Catholic “Timothy Shy” (D. B. Wyndham Lewis) to do daily sabotage in his comic column. In Lord Beaverbrook’s Express his fellow-Catholic “Beachcomber” (J. B. Morton) is, of course, more at home.2

Looking back over the twenty years or so that these two have been on the job, it would be difficult to find a reactionary cause that they have not championed. Pilsudski, Mussolini, appeasement, flogging, Franco, literary censorship—between them they have found good words for everything that any decent person instinctively objects to. They have conducted endless propaganda against Socialism, the League of Nations and scientific research. They have kept up a campaign of abuse against every writer worth reading, from Joyce onwards. They were viciously anti-German until Hitler appeared, when their anti-Germanism cooled off in a remarkable manner. At this moment, needless to say, the especial target of their hatred is Beveridge.3

It is a mistake to regard these two as comics pure and simple. Every word they write is intended as Catholic propaganda, and some at least of their coreligionists think very highly of their work in this direction. Their general “line” will be familiar to anyone who has read Chesterton and kindred writers. Its essential note is denigration of England and of the Protestant countries generally. From the Catholic point of view this is necessary. A Catholic, at least an apologist, feels that he must claim superiority for the Catholic countries, and for the Middle Ages as against the present, just as a Communist feels that he must in all circumstances support the U.S.S.R. Hence the endless jibing of “Beachcomber” and “Timothy Shy” at every English institution—tea, cricket, Wordsworth, Charlie Chaplin, kindness to animals, Nelson, Cromwell and what-not. Hence also “Timothy Shy’s” attempts to rewrite English history and the snarls of hatred that escape him when he thinks of the defeat of the Spanish Armada. (How it sticks in his gizzard, that Spanish Armada! As though anyone cared, at this date!). Hence, even, the endless jeering at novelists, the novel being essentially a post-Reformation form of literature at which on the whole Catholics have not excelled.

From either a literary or a political point of view these two are simply the leavings on Chesterton’s plate. Chesterton’s vision of life was false in some ways, and he was hampered by enormous ignorance, but at least he had courage. He was ready to attack the rich and powerful, and he damaged his career by doing so. But it is the peculiarity of both “Beachcomber” and “Timothy Shy” that they take no risks with their own popularity. Their strategy is always indirect. Thus, if you want to attack the principle of freedom of speech, do it by sneering at the Brains Trust, as if it were a typical example. Dr. Joad won’t retaliate! Even their deepest convictions go into cold storage when they become dangerous. Earlier in the war, when it was safe to do so, “Beachcomber” wrote viciously anti-Russian pamphlets, but no anti-Russian remarks appear in his column these days. They will again, however, if popular pro-Russian feeling dies down. I shall be interested to see whether either “Beachcomber” or “Timothy Shy” reacts to these remarks of mine. If so, it will be the first recorded instance of either of them attacking anyone likely to hit back.4


The correspondence columns of Tribune for 7 July were much taken up by long letters from George Richards and H. McCormack and a shorter letter from Anthony Sylvestre arising from Orwell’s discussion of ‘Timothy Shy’ and ‘Beachcomber.’ Richards (who said that he ‘read Orwell with relish. His column has got teeth in it’) thought that in criticising the blimpish element in their ideological make-up ‘one comes up against a difficulty that is thoroughly characteristic of our tangled times, which is that nearly all the people who hold the right opinions do so for the wrong reasons!’ McCormack maintained:


Beachcomber is a Roman Catholic diehard, less scholarly than the academic Timothy Shy and much more mendacious. His anti-Soviet slanders are not in evidence these days since his boss’s lies about dirty Russian butter, Russian famine, and Russian slavery were eliminated from the Express. But whilst Beaverbrook has changed his tune, we merely have a foxy silence from Beachcomber….

The erudite Shy is less annoying because he does occasionally burlesque the more blatant incongruities of our society. But he certainly dislikes progressive organisations, modern science and novelists who don’t fit in with his mediaeval scholasticism.



Sylvestre wrote:


There is considerable justification for George Orwell’s attack on “Timothy Shy” and “Beachcomber,” but it contains the unpleasant implication that they are what they are by virtue of their being Catholics. The inaccuracy of this is twofold.

First, the Faith cannot be held responsible for the politics, literary opinions, philosophy—Descartes was a Catholic—or morals of the faithful, not only laymen, but priests, bishops and Popes.

Second, D. B. Wyndham Lewis, J. B. Morton and those other gentlemen so aptly labelled by Mr. Orwell as “the leavings on Chesterton’s plate” are hardly representative of contemporary Catholic intellectuals. They have nothing in common but their faith with such Catholics as Maritain, Dalbiez, David Jones, Graham Sutherland, Graham Greene, Kathleen Raine and Antonia White. Neither will we find anything of the Chesterton aftermath among the intellectuals of the priesthood, of whom such men as Frs. Victor White. Gervase Mathew, Gerald Vann, or Conrad Pepler, O.P., or Fr. M. J. D’Arcy, S. J., are representative. We may find pacifism among these, but certainly not High Toryism or literary conservatism.



A short letter on 21 July 1944 from Alan Leavett attempted to give the debate a different slant:


Beachcomber is sorely belaboured by your correspondents.

I hold no brief for his politico-religious views but surely the discussion in your columns is incomplete without a tribute to the irresistibly topsyturvy world he has created in “By The Way.” Much can be forgiven to the creator of Mr. Justice Cocklecarrot and those ubiquitous Red-Bearded Dwarfs.








2493. To Mrs. Gerry Byrne (Amy Charlesworth)

23 June 1944      Handwritten

10a Mortimer Crescent NW 6 (or “Tribune”)

Dear Mrs Byrne,1

Many thanks for your letter. I would certainly like to have lunch with you & your husband when you are in town. I am at the Tribune office Mondays, Tuesdays & Fridays, otherwise at my home address (MAI 4579) but my movements are rather variable on those days. I’ll try & find a copy of “Burmese Days” for you. These Penguins are sold out as soon as published nowadays, but I believe I have a few copies somewhere.

Your sincerely
Eric Blair




2494. To Leonard Moore

24 June 1944      Typewritten

10a Mortimer Crescent
London NW 6

Dear Mr Moore,

It is a pity about Cape’s.1 I rang up T. S. Eliot, telling him the circumstances, and shall give him the other copy of the MS on Monday. I have no doubt Eliot himself would be on my side in this matter, but, as he says, he might not be able to swing the rest of the board of Faber’s.

About the contract with Gollancz. If 30,000 words is not “full-length”, what does amount to full-length?2 Is an actual amount of words named in our existing contract? If not, could we get from Gollancz a definite statement as to what he considers a full-length work of fiction. It is clearly very unsatisfactory to have this clause in the contract without a clear definition of it.

Yours sincerely
Eric Blair




2495. Review of The Sociology of Literary Taste by L. L. Schucking

The Observer, 25 June 1944

This learned but rather rambling essay sets out to explain the variation in literary taste from one age to another, and to show why it is that even a writer such as Shakespeare, who is generally in favour, is admired for totally different reasons in different periods.

Literary taste can be explained either as a reflection of current social conditions, or as something created from above, as it were, by writers of outstanding talent. In other words, one can regard either the author or the public as the dominant factor. Dr. Schucking, while conceding a great deal to the influence of individual writers, literary cliques and enterprising publishers, takes the second position. Artists, in general, produce what is required of them, and changes in technique may be produced by quite crudely mechanical causes. For example, it seems that the reason—at any rate the immediate reason—why English novels grew shorter at the beginning of the ’nineties was a decision of the lending libraries. The three-volume novel had become uneconomic, and so it had to go. Even such things as shortage or abundance of paper can affect literary form.

Probably the most interesting passages in Dr. Schucking’s book are those that trace the connection between classicism and an aristocratic society. It is not merely that “good form” is best appreciated in a small homogeneous society, while half-educated people are nearly always repelled by what seems to them the coldness and emptiness of classicism. It is also that the aristocrat objects to emotional violence, and on the other hand to naturalism, because he knows that they are dangerous to his own kind:


His life is dominated by tradition, which in his view is bound to be powerful because his whole existence is dependent on inheritance. Property, which is a further condition of his existence, implies a permanent temptation to the enjoyment of life, an enjoyment which is refined by the inherited feeling for form; form acquires further an extraordinary importance from the fact that it is the precise means of social differentiation …: His characteristic style of living, and the external claims based upon it, further make him anti-individualistic and promote the creation of types. The complete exposure of the life of the emotions, like all that is ruthless in expression, is thus bound to be unattractive to him. It is always revealing things that must at all costs be suppressed.



Dr. Schucking probably rather over-stresses the advantage, from the writer’s point of view, of a middle-class as against an aristocratic society. But it is true that in capitalist society the dependence of the artist on his patrons has been less direct and humiliating than in previous ages. As Dr. Schucking points out, the appearance of the commercial publisher was an important turning-point in the history of literature. As soon as books began to be published by subscription, the writer was the servant of a caste rather than an individual, and when they became ordinary commercial speculations he was only answerable to the amorphous big public, which did not know very well what it wanted and would, or at any rate might, listen respectfully to the critics.

One result of this was an improvement in the status of the artist. In previous ages the artist had been simply a rather expensive and superior kind of servant: the poet who appears as a character in “Timon of Athens” is represented as a sponging hanger-on. It was only in the nineteenth century, when the artist had been economically emancipated, that he could begin to take an inflated view of himself and indulge in such theories as “art for art’s sake.” But what he could or could not write was still partly determined by non-literary considerations, among which Dr. Schucking lists the current notion of sexual ethics, the normal size of the family circle, the prevalence or otherwise of the café-going habit, the arbitrary decisions of publishers, and also the writer’s own flair for publicity. The conclusion seems to be that the artist, at any rate the writer, fares best under old-style capitalism but remains in essence a tradesman, dominated in the last resort by his customers.

In explaining literary fashion Dr. Schucking does not, perhaps, allow enough weight to tradition and sheer imitation, and he says very little about the effect on any national literature of the structure of its language. English verse, for instance, must owe some of its characteristics to the fact that the English language lacks rhymes. It was also unfortunate that this book should, apparently, have been written before the rise of Hitler, or at any rate before 1933.1 Totalitarianism affects the artist, and especially the writer, more intimately than any other class of person. In effect, the “patron” has come back again, but he is a patron enormously less civilised, less tolerant, less individual and more powerful than in the past.

It is not very pleasant to read about the out-at-elbow poets who had to dance attendance while “my lord” consumed his morning chocolate, but “my lord” was probably not a harder master than Dr. Goebbels, or even the M.O.I., and his literary taste was probably better. What the position of the artist would be in a democratic Socialist régime is still uncertain and much disputed. We do not, indeed, yet know to what extent freedom of thought is separable from economic independence. Dr. Schucking might well follow up his present book with a consideration of that subject.

[Fee: £7.7.0; 22.6.44]




2495A. To Lydia Jackson

26 June 1944      Typewritten

Tribune

Dear Lydia,

Would you like to do a short note (300 words) on this?1

Yours,
[Signed] George

[Postscript] Polish Folk-Lore Stories—Polish Pubs, committee°




2495B. ‘The World Goes By’


On 27 June, Miss I. D. Benzie, a talks producer in the BBC Home Division, wrote to G. R. Barnes, Director of Talks, asking if there would be any objection to discussing possible scripts for the programme ‘The World Goes By’ with George Orwell. Barnes annotated her memorandum, ‘Depends what on. But no objection in principle’ (‘no objection’ replacing ‘none,’ which was scored through). A search of the files at the BBC Archive and an examination of some thirty lists of speakers in the file ‘The World Goes By,’ does not reveal Orwell’s name, and there are no letters or internal correspondence referring to him.






2496. To T. S. Eliot

28 June 1944 Handwritten

10a, Mortimer Crescent NW.6 (Or “Tribune” CEN 2572)

Dear Eliot,

This MS.1 has been blitzed which accounts for my delay in delivering it & its slightly crumpled condition, but it is not damaged in any way.

I wonder if you could be kind enough to let me have Messrs. Faber’s decision fairly soon. If they are interested in seeing more of my work, I could let you have the facts about my existing contract with Gollancz, which is not an onerous one nor likely to last long.

If you read this MS. yourself you will see its meaning which is not an acceptable one at this moment, but I could not agree to make any alterations except a small one at the end which I intended making any way. Cape or the MOI, I am not certain which from the wording of his letter,2 made the imbecile suggestion that some other animal than the pigs might be made to represent the Bolsheviks. I could not of course make any change of that description.

Yours sincerely
Geo. Orwell

Could you have lunch with me one of the days when you are in town?




2497. ‘Political Theories and European Literature’

BBC Broadcast, 28/29 June 1944


Orwell’s fifteen-minute talk was broadcast in the Latin-American Service early in the morning of 29 June 1944 at 02.45 DBST. No script has been traced. The talk was translated into Spanish by J. Tuya Videl and read by W. G. Cain. The Spanish title is not given in PasB. Orwell was not sent a contract until 6 July 1944; he signed it that same day; see 2500.






2498. Review of From One Generation to Another by Hilda Martindale, CBE

Manchester Evening News, 29 June 1944

To become a factory inspector does not sound a very thrilling achievement, but its unusualness depends partly on the sex of the person in question, and also on the date. Miss Hilda Martindale was one of the first women factory inspectors to be appointed in this country, and afterwards held one of the highest posts in her department. Behind that rather prosaic statement there lies a story of feminine struggle stretching far back into the nineteenth century—for Miss Martindale is almost more interested in her mother’s history than her own.1

At the beginning of her book there is a photograph of her mother in old age; a grim but handsome face, belonging obviously to a woman of character. Miss Spicer (as her maiden name was) had been born into a wealthy nonconformist family, and like her near-contemporary, Florence Nightingale, she became dissatisfied in early adult life with the idle meaningless existence that a woman of the richer classes was then expected to lead.

This dissatisfaction persisted in spite of a happy marriage and the birth of two children, and she became one of the pioneers of the women’s suffrage movement. Her great aim in life was to see men and women regarded as the same kind of animal—once, when approached by a clergyman who was opening a home for fallen women, she told him that if he opened a home for fallen men she would subscribe to it—and to make it possible for girls to follow any profession that suited them instead of being tied down to a few “ladylike” pursuits.

Among the innumerable girls to whom she gave help and advice was an eager, intelligent, overworked shop assistant of 16 named Margaret Bondfield.2 Mrs. Martindale did not live long enough to see female suffrage become a reality, but unlike some of her fello w-workers she did not lose her faith in the Liberal party.

The Liberals, from Gladstone onwards, tended to be tepid or evasive on the subject of female emancipation, and it was out of disappointment with the behaviour of the Liberal Government that the “militant” suffragette movement arose. It is interesting to learn that as early as the ’nineties female suffrage was opposed inside the Liberal party on the ground that if women were given votes they would vote Conservative.

Miss Hilda Martindale’s official career began about 1895. Much the most interesting thing in her book is the revelation that the kind of sweating and child labour that we associate with the early days of the Industrial Revolution persisted in England till almost the beginning of the last war. At different times she was investigating conditions in the pottery trade, the textile industries, the dressmaking trade, and many others, both in England and in Ireland, and everywhere she found atrocious things happening.

In the Potteries, for instance, children as young as 12 worked long hours carrying lumps of clay weighing 60 or 70 pounds, while among adults lead poisoning was extremely common and was regarded as something unavoidable, like the weather. In Ireland the highly skilled lace-makers earned round about a penny an hour, and the Truck Act which had been passed 70 years earlier3 was flagrantly disregarded. Lace-making was a cottage industry, and orders were farmed out to an “agent” who in most cases was also the local shopkeeper and publican. As far as possible he paid his work people in goods instead of money, grossly overcharging for everything, and kept them permanently in debt to him.

The prosecutions which Miss Martindale instituted generally failed, because no one dared to give evidence against the “agent.” But the worst sweating of all seems to have happened in the workshops of “court” dressmakers in London. When some urgent order, for a wedding or something of the kind, had to be completed the sempstresses might be kept on the job for 60 or 70 hours continuously. The laws against Sunday work and child labour were a dead letter. If a factory inspector arrived unexpectedly the girls were simply bundled into an attic, or anywhere else where they would be out of sight, and the employer was able to declare that no law was being infringed.

The enormous supplies of cheap female labour that were available made it very difficult to combat these conditions. Any girl who complained against her employer knew that she would be dismissed, and Miss Martindale had to proceed chiefly on the evidence of anonymous letters.

On one occasion she received information that the girls in a certain shop were being kept at work on Sunday. When she arrived there she was assured that the girls were all at their homes, and was shown round the empty workrooms. She promptly jumped into a hansom cab and made a tour of all the girls’ homes, the addresses of which she had procured beforehand.

They were, in fact, all at work, and had been hidden somewhere or other while Miss Martindale made her visit. Miss Martindale is convinced that industrial conditions have enormously improved over the last 40 years, and when one reads of her experiences—especially when one reads the pathetic ill-spelt letters she used to receive from working girls—it is impossible not to agree.

Wages, working hours, protection against accident and industrial diseases and also the treatment of children are very different from what they were 40 years ago, although there has been no basic change in the economic system. Miss Martindale thinks that the improvement, at any rate so far as women are concerned, dates from the last war, when women for the first time were employed in large numbers in industry including trades previously reserved for men, and made their first acquaintance with trade unions.

It was, incidentally, the Boer War that had first made the Government realise that the national physique was deteriorating as a result of industrial conditions, and the present war has probably worked another improvement in the status of labour.

Evidently war has its compensations since military efficiency is not compatible with underfeeding, overwork, or even illiteracy.

Parts of this book are rather slow going, but it is an informative book, and a remarkably good-tempered one. Herself a feminist and the daughter of an even more ardent feminist, Miss Martindale has none of that bitter antimasculine feeling that feminist writers used to have. Her own career, and the self-confidence and independence of outlook that she evidently showed from the very start, bear out her claim that women are the equals of men in everything except physical strength.

[Fee: £8.8.0; 28.6.44]




2499. ‘As I Please,’ 31

Tribune, 30 June 1944

I notice that apart from the widespread complaint that the German pilotless planes “seem so unnatural” (a bomb dropped by a live airman is quite natural, apparently), some journalists are denouncing them as barbarous, inhumane, and “an indiscriminate attack on civilians.”1

After what we have been doing to the Germans over the past two years, this seems a bit thick, but it is the normal human response to every new weapon. Poison gas, the machine-gun, the submarine, gunpowder, and even the crossbow were similarly denounced in their day. Every weapon seems unfair until you have adopted it yourself. But I would not deny that the pilotless plane, flying bomb, or whatever its correct name may be, is an exceptionally unpleasant thing, because, unlike most other projectiles, it gives you time to think. What is your first reaction when you hear that droning, zooming noise? Inevitably, it is a hope that the noise won’t stop. You want to hear the bomb pass safely overhead and die away into the distance before the engine cuts out. In other words, you are hoping that it will fall on somebody else. So also when you dodge a shell or an ordinary bomb—but in that case you have only about five seconds to take cover and no time to speculate on the bottomless selfishness of the human being.

It cannot be altogether an accident that nationalists of the more extreme and romantic kind tend not to belong to the nation that they idealise. Leaders who base their appeal on “la patrie,” or ‘’the fatherland” are sometimes outright foreigners, or else come from the border-countries of great empires. Obvious examples are Hitler, an Austrian, and Napoleon, a Corsican, but there are many others. The man who may be said to have been the founder of British jingoism was Disraeli, a Spanish Jew, and it was Lord Beaverbrook, a Canadian, who tried to induce the unwilling English to describe themselves as Britons. The British Empire was largely built up by Irishmen and Scotsmen, and our most obstinate nationalists and imperialists have frequently been Ulstermen. Even Churchill, the leading exponent of romantic patriotism in our own day, is half an American. But not merely the men of action, but even the theorists of nationalism are frequently foreigners. Pan-Germanism, for instance, from which the Nazis later took many of their ideas, was largely the product of men who were not Germans: for instance, Houston Chamberlain, an Englishman, and Gobineau, a Frenchman. Rudyard Kipling was an Englishman, but of a rather doubtful kind. He came from an unusual Anglo-Indian background (his father was curator of the Bombay Museum), he had spent his early childhood in India, and he was of small stature and very dark complexion which caused him to be wrongly suspected of having Asiatic blood. I have always held that if we ever have a Hitler in this country he will be, perhaps, an Ulsterman, a South African, a Maltese, a Eurasian, or perhaps an American—but, at any rate, not an Englishman.

Two samples of the English language:

1. Elizabethan English:

While the pages are at their banqueting, I keep their mules, and to someone I cut the stirrup-leather of the mounting side, till it hangs by a thin strap or thread, that when the great puff-guts of the counsellor or some other hath taken his swing to get up, he may fall flat on his side like a porker, and so furnish the spectators with more than a hundred francs’ worth of laughter. But I laugh yet further, to think how at his homecoming the master-page is to be swinged like green rye, which makes me not to repent what I have bestowed in feasting them.

(Thomas Urquhart: Translation of Rabelais.)

2. Modern American:

The phase of detachment may be isolated from its political context and in the division of labour become an end in itself. Those who restrict themselves to work only such segments of intellectual endeavour may attempt to generalise them, making them the basis for political and personal orientation. Then the key problem is held to arise from the fact that social science lags behind physical science and technology, and political and social problems are a result of this deficiency and lag. Such a position is inadequate.

(American highbrow magazine.)

Six million books, it is said, perished in the blitz of 1940, including a thousand irreplaceable titles. Most of them were probably no loss, but it is dismaying to find how many standard works are now completely out of print. Paper is forthcoming for the most ghastly tripe, as you can see by glancing into any bookshop window, while all the reprint editions, such as the Everyman Library, have huge gaps in their lists. Even so well-known a work of reference as Webster’s dictionary is no longer obtainable unless you run across a copy second-hand. About a year ago I had to do a broadcast on Jack London. When I started to collect the material I found that those of his books that I most wanted had vanished so completely that even the London Library could not produce them. To get hold of them I should have had to go to the British Museum reading-room, which in these days is not at all easy of access. And this seems to me a disaster, for Jack London is one of those border-line writers whose works might be forgotten altogether unless somebody takes the trouble to revive them. Even The Iron Heel was distinctly a rarity for some years, and was only reprinted because Hitler’s rise to power made it topical.

He is remembered chiefly by The Iron Heel, and—in totally different circles—by books like White Fang and The Call of the Wild, in which he exploited a typically Anglo-Saxon sentimentality about animals. But there were also The People of the Abyss, his book about the London slums, The Road, which gives a wonderful picture of the American hoboes, and The Jacket, which is valuable for its prison scenes. And above all there are his short stories. When he is in a certain vein—it is chiefly when he is dealing with American city life—Jack London is one of the best short-story writers the English-speaking peoples have had. There is a story called Just Meat, about two burglars who get away with a big haul, and then simultaneously poison one another with strychnine, which sticks very vividly in my memory. Love of Life, the last story that was read to Lenin when he was dying, is another wonderful story, and so is A Piece of Steak, which describes the last battle of a worn-out prizefighter. These and other similar stories benefit by the strong streak of brutality that London had in his nature. It was this also that gave him a subjective understanding of Fascism which Socialists do not usually have, and which made The Iron Heel in some ways a true prophecy.

Or am I overrating those short stories? I may be, for it is many years since I have set eyes on them. Two of those I have named above were included in a book called When God Laughs. So far as I can discover this book has simply ceased to exist, and if anyone has a copy to sell I should be glad to hear of it.




2500. Contract for ‘Political Theories and European Literature’

6 July 1944


On 6 July 1944, Miss B. H. Alexander, of the BBC Copyright Department, wrote to Orwell suggesting a fee often guineas for the talk he had given on 28/29 June for the Latin American Service (see 2469 and 2497). She enclosed a contract. Orwell annotated her letter, ‘Contract signed herewith Geo. Orwell 6.7.44’ and signed the contract, also dating it 6 July. The letter was addressed to Orwell at Tribune and, in those days, despite the war, it was quite practicable for a letter to be delivered on the day that it was posted.1 Orwell sent the Latin American Service a postcard on 15 July.



Received with thanks cheque for £10–10–0

Geo. Orwell




2501. ‘As I Please,’ 32

Tribune, 7 July 1944

When the Caliph Omar destroyed the libraries of Alexandria he is supposed to have kept the public baths warm for eighteen days with burning manuscripts, and great numbers of tragedies by Euripides and others are said to have perished, quite irrecoverably. I remember that when I read about this as a boy it simply filled me with enthusiastic approval. It was so many less words to look up in the dictionary—that was how I saw it. For, though I am only forty-one, I am old enough to have been educated at a time when Latin and Greek were only escapable with great difficulty, while “English” was hardly regarded as a school subject at all.

Classical education is going down the drain at last, but even now there must be far more adults who have been flogged through the entire extant works of Aeschylus, Sophocles, Euripides, Aristophanes, Virgil, Horace and various other Latin and Greek authors, than have read the English masterpieces of the eighteenth century. People pay lip service to Fielding and the rest of them, of course, but they don’t read them, as you can discover by making a few inquiries among your friends. How many people have even read Tom Jones, for instance? Not so many have even read the later books of Gulliver’s Travels. Robinson Crusoe has a sort of popularity in nursery versions, but the book as a whole is so little known that few people are even aware that the second part (the journey through Tartary) exists. Smollett, I imagine, is the least read of all. The central plot of Shaw’s play, Pygmalion, is lifted straight out of Peregrine Pickle, and I believe that no one has ever pointed this out in print, which suggests that few people can have read the book. But what is strangest of all is that Smollett, so far as I know, has never been boosted by the Scottish Nationalists, who are so careful to claim Byron for their own. Yet Smollett, besides being one of the best novelists the English-speaking races have produced, was a Scotsman, and proclaimed it openly at a time when being so was anything but helpful to one’s career.

Life in the civilised world.

(The family are at tea.)

Zoom-zoom-zoom!

“Is there an alert on?”

“No, it’s all clear.”

“I thought there was an alert on.”

Zoom-zoom-zoom!

“There’s another of those things coming!”

“It’s all right, it’s miles away.”

Zoom-zoom-ZOOM!

“Look out, here it comes! Under the table, quick!”

Zoom-zoom-zoom!

“It’s all right, it’s getting fainter.”

Zoom-zoom-ZOOM!

“It’s coming back!”

“They seem to kind of circle round and come back again. They’ve got something on their tails that makes them do it. Like a torpedo.” ZOOM-ZOOM-ZOOM!

“Christ! It’s bang overhead!”

Dead silence.

“Now get right underneath. Keep your head well down. What a mercy baby isn’t here!”

“Look at the cat! He’s frightened too.”

“Of course animals know. They can feel the vibrations.”

BOOM!

“It’s all right, I told you it was miles away.”


(Tea continues.)1



I see that Lord Winterton,2 writing in the Evening Standard, speaks of the “remarkable reticence (by no means entirely imposed by rule or regulation) which Parliament and Press alike have displayed in this war to avoid endangering national security” and adds that it has “earned the admiration of the civilised world.”

It is not only in war time that the British Press observes this voluntary reticence. One of the most extraordinary things about England is that there is almost no official censorship, and yet nothing that is acutely offensive to the governing class gets into print, at least in any place where large numbers of people are likely to read it. If it is “not done” to mention something or other, it just doesn’t get mentioned. The position is summed up in the lines by (I think) Hilaire Belloc:3


You cannot hope to bribe or twist

Thank God! the English journalist:

But seeing what the man will do

Unbribed, there is no reason to.



No bribes, no threats, no penalties—just a nod and a wink and the thing is done. A well-known example was the business of the Abdication. Weeks before the scandal officially broke, tens or hundreds of thousands of people had heard all about Mrs. Simpson, and yet not a word got into the Press, not even into the Daily Worker, although the American and European papers were having the time of their lives with the story. Yet I believe there was no definite official ban: just an official “request” and a general agreement that to break the news prematurely “would not do.” And I can think of other instances of good news stories failing to see the light although there would have been no penalty for printing them.

Nowadays this kind of veiled censorship even extends to books. The M.O.I. does not, of course, dictate a party line or issue an index expurgatorius. It merely “advises.” Publishers take manuscripts to the M.O.I., and the M.O.I. “suggests” that this or that is undesirable, or premature, or “would serve no good purpose.” And though there is no definite prohibition, no clear statement that this or that must not be printed, official policy is never flouted.4 Circus dogs jump when the trainer cracks his whip, but the really well-trained dog is the one that turns his somersault when there is no whip. And that is the state we have reached in this country thanks to three hundred years of living together without a civil war.

Here is a little problem sometimes used as an intelligence test.

A man walked four miles due south from his house and shot a bear. He then walked two miles due west, then walked another four miles due north and was back at his home again. What was the colour of the bear?

The interesting point is that—so far as my own observations go—men usually see the answer to this problem and women do not.5




2502. Review of In a Strange Land: Essays by Eric Gill

The Observer, 9 July 1944

An uneasy awareness that medievalism is a by-product of industrialism seems to underlie much of Eric Gill’s writing. With more grip on reality than Chesterton, who was saying much the same thing in a more flamboyant way, he gave the same impression of constantly nagging away at a half-truth and evading every real criticism that could be brought against him. But it must be allowed to both of them that the half-truth they got hold of was an unpopular one and therefore worthy of emphasis.

In this little book of collected essays and lectures, Gill is presenting his usual thesis: the fundamental evil of industrial society. The good life is well-nigh impossible, and the arts are mostly dead, because we live in an age in which the workman is not master of his own work. He is simply a cog in an enormous machine, performing over and over again some mechanical task of which he does not know the meaning and in which he has no interest except the wage he receives for it. His creative instincts have to be satisfied, if at all, outside his working hours, and they are constantly perverted by the mass-produced goods that capitalism forces upon him. True civilisation, Gill thinks, can only return when people choose their own work and do it in their own time, and when they are conscious of being free agents while possessing a common body of belief. This much one might accept, even though Gill makes the usual parochial claim that the common belief of humanity must be Christian belief, and even though his dislike of factory production is illogically mixed up with ideas about currency reform and the special wickedness of bankers.

But however much one may agree with Gill’s indictment, he has no real remedy to offer. Naturally his programme is a return to peasant ownership, hand production, and, in general, to an idealised version of the Middle Ages. But there are two insuperable objections to this, neither of which he really meets. One is that the world is so manifestly not going in that direction that to wish for it is like wishing for the moon. Elsewhere in his writings, though not in this book, Gill does admit this and seems to realise that the way to a simpler life must lead through greater complexity. The other objection is that Gill and all similar thinkers have no real notion of what a non-industrial society would be like, nor, indeed, much idea of the meaning of work.

Much the best thing in this book is a diary of a trip to Ireland in 1919. As a Catholic convert, slightly Anglophobe and in love with peasant society, Gill is naturally inclined to idealise Ireland, and he does so even to the extent of claiming that the Irish country people are less ugly than the English. But whenever he encounters an Irish working man, for instance a trade union organiser, he notes with dismay that the Irishmen seem to have the same outlook as their English colleagues. That is, they think in terms of mechanisation, efficiency, shorter hours, and higher wages, and are not much interested in the sacredness of private property. “They appear,” he says, “to be quite content to promote a co-operative commonwealth in which there shall be no individual ownership or responsibility—i.e., the factory system in public instead of private hands.” Elsewhere in the book he explains this by saying that the working man has taken over his employer’s system of values. What he does not see is that the working man’s attitude is founded on hard experience. Middle-class people hardly have the right to question it.

The point is well brought out in a bit of dialogue in Shaw’s “Man and Superman” between the sentimental Octavius and the chauffeur, ’Enery Straker:


Octavius: “I believe in the dignity of labour.”

Straker: “That’s because you never done any, Mr. Octavius.”



Eric Gill, a sculptor, obviously thinks of manual labour as being of its nature creative labour, and in thinking of the past he tends to forget the lower strata of the population. The world he imagines is a world of craftsmen—owner-farmers, carpenters, handloom weavers, stonemasons, and the like—and it is also a world almost without machinery. But, of course, in a world without machinery the average person is not a craftsman but a serf, or as near it as makes no difference. The job of getting food out of the soil without machinery is so laborious that it necessarily reduces large numbers of people almost to the status of animals, and we forget this aspect of pre-industrial life precisely because the poorest classes were too worn out by drudgery to leave much record behind them. In many primitive countries to-day, the ordinary person is toiling like a slave from the age of about ten onwards, and even his seeming aesthetic superiority is probably only due to lack of opportunity. Nothing could really improve his situation except the machinery, the division of labour, and the centralised economy which Gill so much dislikes.

The book also contains an address delivered to the Peace Pledge Union, an essay on clothes, and some remarks on Ruskin and on the painter, David Jones. Gill was a pacifist, at any rate towards the end of his life, and in spite of his theories about land-ownership and cottage industries, he toyed with the idea of Socialism. But the central thing in him was his hatred of the machine. He was right, no doubt, in his denunciations of present-day society, but wrong in looking for a quick way out, and like all people who hanker for the past, he could not altogether escape affectation and pretty-prettiness. Not to be arty and crafty, not to resemble William Morris—naturally this was his claim. But one does not reject one’s own age without paying the penalty, and the price Gill paid can be seen in the carvings outside Broadcasting House, in the woodcuts that adorn this book, and in his over-simplified way of writing.

[Fee: £7.7.0; 7.7.44]




2502A. To Arthur Koestler, 10 July 1944: see here




2503. To Rayner Heppenstall

11 July 1944      Typewritten

Tribune

Dear Rayner,

I think we shall have to modify slightly your review of Barzun’s book.1 I don’t think it’s fair to drag up Roy Campbell’s past2 as he has greatly changed his views, nor to say that Eliot has kept silent about this war when he has been acting for the British Council for the last two years. Could you make these alterations? You might find other instances, e.g. Arthur Bryant.3

Yours,
George

P.S. Would you like to review some more Scottish Nationalism?




2504. Review of Art and Scientific Thought by Martin Johnson

Manchester Evening News, 13 July 1944

There are some books that get nowhere, but do at least get there by interesting routes. This book is decidedly one of them, and anyone who can face some rather clumsy writing and a jungle of prefaces almost recalling the “Tale of a Tub” will come away with quite a quantity of miscellaneous and unusual information. But it seems doubtful whether he will come away with any clearer idea than before of the relationship between art and science—which is a pity, for, as the author perceives, the subject is vitally important.

Dr. Johnson is rightly concerned over the fact that the arts and the exact sciences have diverged until they seem to have no common basis1 and hardly even seem to be dealing with the same universe. The mental world of the artist is still largely in the pre-machine age, while the scientist, as such, is not expected to have the smallest æsthetic sensibility. Figures like Leonardo da Vinci, equally at home in both camps, do not exist in the modern world.

And Dr. Johnson might have added that this dichotomy is made worse by the fact that the average man, in our own age, sides as a matter of course with the scientist and would not be conscious of any loss if certain of the arts—for instance, poetry—disappeared altogether. This much is ably set forth in the opening chapters, but when the last page is reached the question is hardly further advanced.

Dr. Johnson merely suggests, rather tentatively, that the reconciliation between science and art (and also science and religion) may be achieved via symbolism. The rest of the book, though arranged upon an elaborate pattern, is a series of enormous digressions, displaying very unusual erudition but leaving the main subject very much where it was.

Still, parts of it are fascinating reading. First of all there is a long disquisition on ancient Chinese jade carvings, and then another on the twelfth-century statues on the portals of Chartres Cathedral. Then there is a chapter on Russian ballet, then another on Mr. Walter de la Mare’s poetry, and then some really first-rate chapters on the early astronomers of China and the Middle East. These probably contain information which one could not get from any ordinarily accessible book, and certainly they are excellent reading.

It appears that in mediæval Arabia and Persia, as earlier in Greece and earlier still in China, that now-extinct figure, the artist-scientist, existed, and mathematics was intensively studied in Bagdad at a time when our own ancestors were not much better than savages. Under the Caliph al Mamun, in A.D. 820, the circumference of the earth was calculated with fair accuracy, and in the thirteenth century the Mongol conqueror, Kublai Khan, maintained a staff of learned men from all over Asia and Eastern Europe for the study of astronomy.

In this section Dr. Johnson points out a fact which is of great interest in itself and which probably has a bearing on the relationship between art and science. This is that the incorrect astronomical theories of Ptolemy survived for many centuries because they were æsthetically satisfying. Greeks, Arabs, and Chinese were all fascinated by a picture of the universe in which all the heavenly bodies moved in circles.

The ellipse on which the planets actually move seemed to them an uninteresting figure, and it was left to the comparatively vulgar Europeans of the Renaissance to construct a true picture of the solar system. There are also admirable chapters on Leonardo da Vinci, who was not only a painter and draughtsman of the first rank but one of the most intellectually adventurous people who have ever lived. Not many of Leonardo’s paintings have survived, but there exist many note books containing hundreds of his drawings, and these show him to have been acquainted with the whole body of scientific knowledge that existed in his own time. He even anticipated many modern inventions and discoveries, among which Dr. Johnson lists aeroplanes, submarines, and the use of steam for motive power.

He may have discovered independently that the earth goes round the sun. In his case, obviously, scientific curiosity and æsthetic sensibility did not clash. But whether such a man could exist in our own day is more doubtful, because of a difficulty which Dr. Johnson does mention, but does not discuss at length. This is, that scientific knowledge has now swollen beyond manageable limits.

One must be a specialist if one is to know anything at all about A.D. 1500, when Leonardo lived, or centuries earlier in Bagdad and Damascus, when it was possible for one man to absorb all the knowledge that existed, or at least to have a nodding acquaintance with it. Now, when it would need a lifetime of work merely to learn all that is known about marine fishes, or radio, or chemotherapy, or ballistics, it is clearly not possible, and even the full-time scientific worker is often completely ignorant about branches of science other than his own. The artist can at best have only a smattering of a few of the sciences, while the scientist’s necessarily rigid training often leads him to despise the imagination. It is difficult to imagine anyone genuinely combining the two rôles.

There is a possible clue in the affinity that seems to exist between certain arts and certain sciences. Apart from the well-known fact that mathematicians are nearly always musical, it seems to be true that biologists are usually sensitive to literature. Dr. Johnson hardly touches on this, and does not, indeed, offer any positive solution except for some rather vague hints about symbolism. This is an unsatisfactory book, but incidentally an interesting one, well worth dipping into for the knowledge it so irrelevantly displays.

[Fee: £8.8.0; 12.7.44]




2505. T. S. Eliot to Orwell

13 July 1944


On 13 July 1944, Miss Sheldon of Faber & Faber wrote on T. S. Eliot’s behalf returning the manuscript of Animal Farm to Orwell. She said Orwell would be receiving a personal letter from Eliot, ‘direct from the country.’ Eliot wrote on the same day on Faber & Faber headed notepaper:


Dear Orwell,

I know that you wanted a quick decision about “Animal Farm”: but the minimum is two directors’ opinions, and that can’t be done under a week. But for the importance of speed, I should have asked the Chairman to look at it as well. But the other director is in agreement with me on the main points. We agree that it is a distinguished piece of writing; that the fable is very skilfully handled, and that the narrative keeps one’s interest on its own plane—and that is something very few authors have achieved since Gulliver.

On the other hand, we have no conviction (and I am sure none of the other directors would have) that this is the right point of view from which to criticise the political situation at the present time. It is certainly the duty of any publishing firm which pretends to other interests and motives than mere commercial prosperity, to publish books which go against the current of the moment: but in each instance that demands that at least one member of the firm should have the conviction that this is the thing that needs saying at the moment. I can’t see any reason of prudence or caution to prevent anybody from publishing this book—if he believed in what it stands for.

Now I think my own dissatisfaction with this apologue is that the effect is simply one of negation. It ought to excite some sympathy with what the author wants, as well as sympathy with his objections to something: and the positive point of view, which I take to be generally Trotskyite, is not convincing. I think you split your vote, without getting any compensating stronger adhesion from either party—i.e. those who criticise Russian tendencies from the point of view of a purer communism, and those who, from a very different point of view, are alarmed about the future of small nations. And after all, your pigs are far more intelligent than the other animals, and therefore the best qualified to run the farm—in fact, there couldn’t have been an Animal Farm at all without them: so that what was needed, (someone might argue), was not more communism but more public-spirited pigs.

I am very sorry, because whoever publishes this, will naturally have the opportunity of publishing your future work: and I have a regard for your work, because it is good writing of fundamental integrity.

Miss Sheldon will be sending you the script under separate cover.

Yours sincerely,
T. S. Eliot








2506. Orwell’s Flat Bombed

28 June 1944


On 28 June 1944, Orwell and his wife were bombed out of their flat in Mortimer Crescent. They first moved into Inez Holden’s house, 106 George Street, London, W.1; Inez Holden was away, ill. In a letter to Leonard Moore, 3 October 1944, Orwell described 27b Canonbury Square, London, N.1 as ‘my permanent address.’ In the intervening weeks he gave his address as care of the Tribune office.

In her Summer Journal (see 2501, n. 1), Inez Holden wrote: ‘George [Orwell] telephoned. He had been planning to get his books up from the country [Wallington] for some time. At last he managed it, but now his house has been broken up by blast. The place is no longer habitable, but he goes each day to rummage in the rubble to recover as many books as possible and wheel them away in a wheel-barrow. He makes this journey from Fleet Street during his lunch hour’ (245). Mortimer Crescent to Fleet Street is about four miles each way. Thompson illustrates Mortimer Crescent and Canonbury Square (60 and 92).






2507. ‘As I Please,’ 33

Tribune, 14 July 1944


Among the mail Orwell received following ‘As I Please,’ 25, 19 May 1944 (see 2473), and which led to this ‘As I Please’ (though not the ‘quite violent ones’ mentioned in his first sentence), were letters from A. Clark Smith and Gerald Brenan dated 25 and 26 June 1944 respectively. Clark Smith wondered, if the war ‘became an affair of bacterial and chemical warfare … and a string of other atrocities,’ whether Orwell ‘would not recognise any difference from that and the present fighting and would do nothing about it.’ Vera Brittain, he wrote, saw ‘the barbarism getting worse’ and was ‘merely asking people who are not pacifists to think about what they are doing.’ Did Air Marshal (Bomber) Harris ‘know what he was doing? Did the man who blew up the Ruhr dam know what he was doing? I doubt it…. You oppose capitalism but you accept the fruits of capitalism.’ He concluded by quoting from Bernard Shaw’s play Geneva, giving part of a speech by the Judge of the High Court of the League in which he addressed Heads of State: ‘You have reduced one another to such a condition of terror that there is no atrocity which will make you recoil and say that you will die rather than commit it.’ Pacifism might not spring from freedom and democracy, but, wrote Clark Smith, ‘it has a lot to do with the dignity and nobility of man.’

Gerald Brenan, who said he was not a pacifist but an ex-soldier, argued that war had always been humanized. He asked Orwell two questions: Did he advocate using gas against German cities? Did he advocate killing all German prisoners who were convinced Nazis? Such steps would hasten the end of the war. If Orwell agreed with taking these steps, then ‘we shall all know where he stands’; if not, ‘let him have the common honesty to withdraw what he first said.’

Orwell’s reponse was given in this ‘As I Please.’



I have received a number of letters, some of them quite violent ones, attacking me for my remarks on Miss Vera Brittain’s anti-bombing pamphlet. There are two points that seem to need further comment.

First of all there is the charge, which is becoming quite a common one, that “we started it.” i.e. that Britain was the first country to practise systematic bombing of civilians. How anyone can make this claim, with the history of the past dozen years in mind, is almost beyond me. The first act in the present war-some hours, if I remember rightly, before any declaration of war passed-was the German bombing of Warsaw. The Germans bombed and shelled the city so intensively that, according to the Poles, at one time 700 fires were raging simultaneously. They made a film of the destruction of Warsaw, which they entitled “Baptism of Fire” and sent all round the world with the object of terrorising neutrals.

Several years earlier than this the Condor Legion, sent to Spain by Hitler, had bombed one Spanish city after another. The “silent raids” on Barcelona in 1938 killed several thousand people in a couple of days. Earlier than this the Italians had bombed entirely defenceless Abyssinians and boasted of their exploits as something screamingly funny. Bruno Mussolini wrote newspaper articles in which he described bombed Abyssinians “bursting open like a rose,” which, he said, was “most amusing.” And the Japanese ever since 1931, and intensively since 1937, have been bombing crowded Chinese cities where there are not even any A.R.P. arrangements, let alone any A.A. guns or fighter aircraft.

I am not arguing that two blacks make a white, nor that Britain’s record is a particularly good one. In a number of “little wars” from about 1920 onwards the R.A.F. has dropped its bombs on Afghans, Indians and Arabs who had little or no power of hitting back. But it is simply untruthful to say that large-scale bombing of crowded town areas, with the object of causing panic, is a British invention. It was the Fascist states who started this practice, and so long as the air war went in their favour they avowed their aims quite clearly.

The other thing that needs dealing with is the parrot cry “killing women and children.” I pointed out before, but evidently it needs repeating, that it is probably somewhat better to kill a cross section of the population than to kill only the young men. If the figures published by the Germans are true, and we have really killed 1,200,000 civilians in our raids, that loss of life has probably harmed the German race somewhat less than a corresponding loss on the Russian front or in Africa and Italy.

Any nation at war will do its best to protect its children, and the number of children killed in raids probably does not correspond to their percentage of the general population. Women cannot be protected to the same extent, but the outcry against killing women, if you accept killing at all, is sheer sentimentality. Why is it worse to kill a woman than a man? The argument usually advanced is that in killing women you are killing the breeders, whereas men can be more easily spared. But this is a fallacy based on the notion that human beings can be bred like animals. The idea behind it is that since one man is capable of fertilising a very large number of women, just as a prize ram fertilises thousands of ewes, the loss of male lives is comparatively unimportant. Human beings, however, are not cattle. When the slaughter caused by a war leaves a surplus of women, the enormous majority of those women bear no children. Male lives are very nearly as important, biologically, as female ones.

In the last war the British Empire lost nearly a million men killed, of whom about three-quarters came from these islands. Most of them will have been under thirty. If all those young men had had only one child each we should now have an extra 750,000 people round about the age of 20. France, which lost much more heavily, never recovered from the slaughter of the last war, and it is doubtful whether Britain has fully recovered, either. We can’t yet calculate the casualties of the present war, but the last one killed between ten and twenty million young men. Had it been conducted, as the next one will perhaps be, with flying bombs, rockets and other long-range weapons which kill old and young, healthy and unhealthy, male and female impartially, it would probably have damaged European civilisation somewhat less than it did.

Contrary to what some of my correspondents seem to think, I have no enthusiasm for air raids, either ours or the enemy’s. Like a lot of other people in this country, I am growing definitely tired of bombs. But I do object to the hypocrisy of accepting force as an instrument while squealing against this or that individual weapon, or of denouncing war while wanting to preserve the kind of society that makes war inevitable.

I note in my diary for 1940 an expectation that commercial advertisements will have disappeared from the walls within a year. This seemed likely enough at the time, and a year or even two years later the disappearance seemed to be actually happening, though more slowly than I had expected. Advertisements were shrinking both in numbers and size, and the announcements of the various Ministries were more and more taking their place both on the walls and in the newspapers. Judging from this symptom alone, one would have said that commercialism was definitely on the downgrade.

In the last two years, however, the commercial ad., in all its silliness and snobbishness, has made a steady comeback. In recent years I consider that the most offensive of all British advertisements are the ones for Rose’s Lime Juice, with their “young squire” motif and their P. G. Wodehouse dialogue.

“I fear you do not see me at my best this morning, Jenkins. There were jollifications last night. Your young master looked upon the wine when it was red and also upon the whisky when it was yellow. To use the vulgar phrase, I have a thick head. What do you think the doctor would prescribe, Jenkins?”

“If I might make so bold, sir, a glass of soda water with a dash of Rose’s Lime Juice would probably have the desired effect.”

“Go to it, Jenkins! You were always my guide, philosopher and friend,” etc., etc., etc.

When you reflect that this advertisement appears, for instance in every theatre programme, so that every theatre-goer is at any rate assumed to have a secret fantasy life in which he thinks of himself as a young man of fashion with faithful old retainers, the prospect of any drastic social change recedes perceptibly.

There are also the hair-tonic adverts. which tell you how Daphne got promotion in the W.A.A.F.S. thanks to the neatness and glossiness of her hair. But these are misleading as well as whorish, for I seldom or never pass a group of officers in the W.A.A.F.S., A.T.S. or W.R.E.N.S.1 without having cause to reflect that, at any rate, promotion in the women’s services has nothing to do with looks.


Vera Brittain sent Tribune a long letter dated August 1944 and headed, ‘Vera Brittain, George Orwell, Night Bombing and “What DID happen.”’ This energetically, if not always coherently, repeated the case against the heavy bombing of Germany, in the course of which she offered a review of the stages of the war as she saw them. Orwell, she wrote, might ‘find self-satisfaction if lecturing down to Miss V. Brittain for telling a Truth, like so many of our “Bull-dog breed”, who boasted of the “thrashing” they proposed giving the Huns if they “dared to put a foot on British soil”. (That was in 1940!).’ She made great play of the fact that Britain had made a night raid on Germany before the Germans made night raids on Britain. [Vera Brittain was correct in that on 25 August 1940 the RAF raided Berlin, and the first night alert in London was not until the next night; the first fire-bomb raid on London was on 28 August. However, the Berlin raid was partly in retaliation for the daylight bombing offensive mounted by the Germans from 11 August, and partly to disprove Goering’s claim that Berlin would remain immune from attack.] Despite the 1,000-bomber raids, Germany, Vera Brittain said, had been able to retaliate with flying-bomb raids. These could ‘raise the entire country to debris’ and it was vital ‘to Negotiate like Rational Beings (what we should have done in the first instance).’ She feared Russia becoming ‘any more powerful & we a 5th rate power’ but that was ‘no excuse for pretending Hitler is not the Leader he is & of which we remain bankrupt.’ She directed this remark at Winston Churchill, whom she called ‘Windbag Churchill.’ Tribune did not publish the letter. The original was among Orwell’s papers at his death. For later comments by Orwell on this subject, see his review of B. H. Liddell Hart’s, The Revolution in Warfare, 4 April 1946, 2960.






2508. John Middleton Murry to Orwell

11 July 1944


John Middleton Murry wrote to Orwell on 11 July 1944 saying that someone had written to him to draw his attention to Orwell’s review ‘Gandhi in Mayfair’ (Horizon, September 1943; see 2257), and in particular to the statement ‘One realizes … when one sees Middleton Murry praising the Japanese invasion of China.’ Murry’s correspondent had asked for an explanation. Murry was certain Orwell must have misinterpreted something he had said, and he remarked, a little wryly, ‘You are rather given to taking pot-shots at me, nowadays.’ He suggested that Orwell tackle his position frontally by writing a straight review of his new book, Adam and Eve. ‘Knock it to pieces by all means. That will be much better for us both than setting up a dummy J.M.M. and knocking bits off that. I have no doubt that you want to be fair to me. Let this be the opportunity,’ for he had packed into Adam and Eve practically all he had to say.

He enclosed the letter from his correspondent ‘and the contribution which accompanied it,’ because he thought Orwell would be interested in both. He asked for them to be returned, so it is not possible to identify the correspondent with certainty. However, in the Berg Collection in the New York Public Library, in addition to Murry’s letter, is his draft. On its verso is a draft of what may have been intended as a final paragraph of the letter to Orwell, omitted intentionally or by accident. One version of the draft begins, ‘We rejoice to hear that Dr Salter1 …,’ which suggests a more public statement than would be appropriate for a private letter, but the second, and completed, draft refers to Dr. Salter’s rooms having been severely damaged by a flying bomb, and concludes, ‘His innumerable friends will rejoice to hear that he is safe.’ This version might have been intended for Orwell. The nearest guess, therefore, to Murry’s correspondent is Salter.






2509. To John Middleton Murry

14 July 1944      Typewritten

Tribune

Dear Murry,

Thanks for your letter. I have not the text by me, but you wrote in an article in the “Adelphi” something that ran more or less as follows:

“We are in the habit of describing the war between Japan and China as though it were a war in the European sense. But it is nothing of the kind, because the average Chinese expects to be conquered. That is what the history of thousands of years has taught him to expect. China will absorb Japan, and Japan will energise China. And so also with India.”

If this is not praise and encouragement of the Japanese invasion of China, and an invitation to the Japanese to go on and invade India, I don’t know what it is. It takes no account of what has been happening in China since 1912 and uses exactly the same argument (“these people are used to being conquered”) that was always brought forward to justify our own rule in India. In any case its moral is, “don’t help the Chinese.”

As to the general charge of “praising violence” which your correspondent refers to. Many remarks you have made in recent years seem to me to imply that you don’t object to violence if it is violent enough. And you certainly seem or seemed to me to prefer the Nazis to ourselves, at least so long as they appeared to be winning.

If you’ll send the book along I’ll naturally be glad to give it a notice, but I might have to turn it over to someone else, though I’ll do it myself if possible. I am smothered under work, and also I’ve been bombed out and we have a very young baby,1 all of which adds to one’s work.

Yours,
[Signed] Geo. Orwell
George Orwell




2510. ‘The Eight Years of War: Spanish Memories’

The Observer, 16 July 1944

The Spanish Civil War, curtain-raiser of the present struggle and one of the most tragic as well as one of the most sordid events that modern Europe has seen, began eight years ago next Friday.

The issue of the Spanish war was decided outside Spain, and by the time that it was a year old realistic observers were able to see that the elected government could not win unless there were some radical change in the European situation. In the first period of the war, which lasted just under a year, the struggle was essentially between Franco’s professional soldiers and Moors on the one side and the hurriedly-raised militias of peasants and factory workers on the other.

In this period honours were about even, and no objective of first-rate importance changed hands.

Franco, however, was being reinforced on a massive scale by the Axis Powers, while the Spanish Government was receiving only sporadic doles of arms from Soviet Russia and the help of a few thousand foreign volunteers, mostly refugee Germans. In June, 1937, the resistance of the Basques collapsed and the balance of forces tipped heavily against the Government.

In the meantime, however, the Government had quelled the revolutionary disorder of early days, smoothed out the struggles between factions, and trained its raw forces. Early in 1938 it had a formidable army, able to fight on for the year or so that food supplies would last out.

Dr. Negrin and the other rulers of Government Spain probably realised that they could not win by their own efforts, but they were justified in fighting on, since the political outlook in Europe still might change. The obviously approaching world war might break out during 1938; the British Government might abandon its policy of non-intervention.

Neither event happened, and towards the end of 1938 the Russians withdrew their help. Government Spain had long been hungry, and was now definitely starving.

As the Fascist forces drove across Catalonia, hordes of refugees streamed into France, machine-gunned by Italian aeroplanes and interned behind barbed-wire as soon as they arrived.

Early in 1939 Franco entered Madrid, and used his victory with the utmost ruthlessness. All political parties of the Left were suppressed, and countless people executed or imprisoned. If recent reports are true, half a million people, or 2 per cent. of the population of Spain, are still in concentration camps.

The story is a disgusting one, because of the sordid behaviour of the Great Powers and the indifference of the world at large. The Germans and Italians intervened in order to crush Spanish democracy, to seize a strategic keypoint for the coming war, and, incidentally, to try out their bombing planes on helpless populations.

The Russians doled out a small quantity of weapons and extorted the maximum of political control in return. The British and French simply looked the other way while their enemies triumphed and their friends were destroyed. The British attitude is the hardest to forgive, because it was foolish as well as dishonourable.

It had been obvious from the start that any foreign country which supplied arms to the Spanish Government could control or at least influence that Government’s policy. Instead, the British preferred to make sure that Franco and Hitler should win, and at the same time that the affection and gratitude of the Spanish people should be earned by Russia and not by Britain.

For a year or more the Spanish Government was effectively under Russian control, mainly because Russia was the only country to come to the rescue. The growth of the Spanish Communist Party from a few thousands to a quarter of a million was directly the work of the British Tories.

There has been a strong tendency to push these facts out of sight and even to claim Franco’s hostile “non-belligerency” as a triumph for British diplomacy. Rather should the true history of the Spanish war be kept always in mind as an object-lesson in the folly and meanness of Power Politics. Nothing, indeed, redeems its story except the courage of the fighting-men on both sides, and the toughness of the civilian population of Loyalist Spain, who for years endured hunger and hardship unknown to us at the worst moments of war.

[Fee: £7.7.0; 15.7.44]




2511. To Rayner Heppenstall

17 July 1944      Typewritten

Tribune

Dear Rayner,

Thanks for the alterations in the review. I finally sent the Scottish books to someone else (they didn’t look much good) but am sending you something which may be interesting, though I haven’t examined it. It is a printing of the first Draft of “Portrait of the Artist”1 which I suppose someone rescued from the w.p.b.

I thought you would have seen the answers to your anti-Scotland review,2 but they were so damn silly they weren’t worth answering any way. The only bright remark was “I spit in Mr Heppenstall’s eye,” which I suppose the writer hasn’t actually done, up to date.

Eliot has been working for the British Council for a couple of years. He has also written at least once for “British Ally,” the British propaganda paper published in Moscow. To judge by his private conversation he has definitely changed some of his political views though he hasn’t made any public pronouncement yet. Roy Campbell (I don’t know him but I have mutual friends) stayed on in Spain after Franco won and was so disgusted by the resulting regime that he has become definitely anti-Fascist. He was acting as a paid firewatcher for some time, then he joined the army where I think he still is. Arthur Bryant is one of the big guns of the Conservative intelligentsia. He was the one who said during the Spanish war that “the sawing off of a Conservative tradesman’s legs is a commonplace in Republican Spain”, a phrase which stuck in my memory.

I’d like very much to get down and see you, but it’s difficult to get out of town. What with my work, our flat being blitzed, and a very young baby, life is pretty full now. Look me up (Tribune is the best address) any time you’re in town.

Yours
[Signed] Eric
George Orwell




2512. To Z. A. Bokhari

18 July 1944      Handwritten

Tribune

Dear Bokhari,

I’m sorry I didn’t answer your letter earlier1 but I have been blitzed out & this has put all my correspondence etc. back. I am afraid I cannot possibly undertake a b’cast any time in the near future. I am smothered under work. Possibly later in the year if you have a long series going. Sorry!

Yours
E. A. Blair




2513. To Leonard Moore

18 July 1944      Handwritten

Care of “Tribune” 222 Strand WC.2

Dear Mr Moore,

Thanks for your letter. The Dial people had written to me independently. I have wired to my friends of the “Partisan Review” asking them to get hold of the MS. & advise me about it. I don’t know what they meant about my sending them something else—I hadn’t promised to do so. I fancy from Joel’s letter that he had not grasped what the book was about, but of course the “Partisan Review” people will do so.

Meanwhile could you send me the copy of the MS. that you have. Faber’s replied in much the same sense as Cape’s. Warburg again says he wants to see it & would publish it if he can see his way to getting the paper, but that is a big “if”. If that falls through I am not going to tout it round further publishers, which wastes time & may lead to nothing, but shall publish it myself as a pamphlet at 2/–.1 I have already half-arranged to do so & have got the necessary financial backing.2 With the demand for books there is now, & the strings I can pull in one or two papers, I have no doubt we should get our money back, though probably not make much profit. You understand that it is important to get this book into print, & this year if possible.

I think I told you I have been bombed out so “Tribune” is the safest address.

Yours sincerely
Eric Blair




2514. ‘As I Please,’ 34

Tribune, 21 July 1944

I have just found my copy of Samuel Butler’s Note-books, the full edition of the first series, published by Jonathan Cape in 1921. It is twenty years old and none the better for having gone through several rainy seasons in Burma, but at any rate it exists, which is all to the good, for this is another of those well-known books which have now ceased to be procurable. Cape’s later produced an abridged version in the Traveller’s Library, but it is an unsatisfactory abridgment, and the second series which was published about 1934 does not contain much that is of value. It is in the first series that you will find the story of Butler’s interview with a Turkish official at the Dardanelles, the description of his method of buying new-laid eggs and his endeavours to photograph a seasick bishop, and other similar trifles which in a way are worth more than his major works.

Butler’s main ideas now seem either to be unimportant, or to suffer from wrong emphasis. Biologists apart, who now cares whether the Darwinian theory of evolution, or the Lamarckian version which Butler supported, is the correct one? The whole question of evolution seems less momentous than it did, because, unlike the Victorians, we do not feel that to be descended from animals is degrading to human dignity. On the other hand, Butler often makes a mere joke out of something that now seems to us vitally important. For example:

“The principal varieties and sub-varieties of the human race are not now to be looked for among the Negroes, the Circassians, the Malays or the American aborigines, but among the rich and the poor. The difference in physical organisation between these two species of man is far greater than that between the so-called types of humanity. The rich man can go from (New Zealand) to England whenever he feels inclined. The legs of the other are by an invisible fatality prevented from carrying him beyond certain narrow limits. Neither rich nor poor can yet see the philosophy of the thing, or admit that he who can tack a portion of one of the P. & O. boats on to his identity is a much more highly organised being than he who cannot.”

There are innumerable similar passages in Butler’s work. You could easily interpret them in a Marxist sense, but the point is that Butler himself does not do so. Finally his outlook is that of a Conservative, in spite of his successful assaults on Christian belief and the institution of a family. Poverty is degrading: therefore, take care not to be poor—that is his reaction. Hence the improbable and unsatisfying ending of The Way of All Flesh, which contrasts so strangely with the realism of the earlier parts.

Yet Butler’s books have worn well, far better than those of more earnest contemporaries like Meredith and Carlyle, partly because he never lost the power to use his eyes and to be pleased by small things, partly because in the narrow technical sense he wrote so well. When one compares Butler’s prose with the contortions of Meredith or the affectations of Stevenson, one sees what a tremendous advantage is gained simply by not trying to be clever. Butler’s own ideas on the subject are worth quoting:

“I never knew a writer yet who took the smallest pains with his style and was at the same time readable. Plato’s having had seventy shies at one sentence is quite enough to explain to me why I dislike him. A man may, and ought to, take a great deal of pains to write clearly, tersely and euphoniously: he will write many a sentence three or four times over—to do much more than this is worse than not rewriting at all: he will be at great pains to see that he does not repeat himself, to arrange his matter in the way that shall best enable the reader to master it, to cut out superfluous words and, even more, to eschew irrelevant matter: but in each case he will be thinking not of his own style but of his reader’s convenience…. I should like to put it on record that I never took the smallest pains with my style, have never thought about it, and do not know or want to know whether it is a style at all or whether it is not, as I believe and hope, just common, simple, straightforwardness. I cannot conceive how any man can take thought for his style without loss to himself and his readers.”

Butler adds characteristically, however, that he had made considerable efforts to improve his handwriting.

An argument that Socialists ought to be prepared to meet, since it is brought up constantly both by Christian apologists and by neo-pessimists such as James Burnham, is the alleged immutability of “human nature.” Socialists are accused—I think without justification—of assuming that Man is perfectible, and it is then pointed out that human history is in fact one long tale of greed, robbery and oppression. Man, it is said, will always try to get the better of his neighbour, he will always hog as much property as possible for himself and his family. Man is of his nature sinful, and cannot be made virtuous by act of Parliament. Therefore, though economic exploitation can be controlled to some extent, the classless society is for ever impossible.

The proper answer, it seems to me, is that this argument belongs to the Stone Age. It presupposes that material goods will always be desperately scarce. The power-hunger of human beings does indeed present a serious problem, but there is no reason for thinking that the greed for mere wealth is a permanent human characteristic. We are selfish in economic matters because we all live in terror of poverty. But when a commodity is not scarce, no one tries to grab more than his fair share of it. No one tries to make a corner in air, for instance. The millionaire as well as the beggar is content with just so much air as he can breathe. Or, again, water. In this country we are not troubled by lack of water. If anything we have too much of it, especially on Bank Holidays. As a result water hardly enters into our consciousness. Yet in dried-up countries like North Africa, what jealousies, what hatreds, what appalling crimes the lack of water can cause! So also with any other kind of goods. If they were made plentiful, as they so easily might be, there is no reason to think that the supposed acquisitive instincts of the human being could not be bred out in a couple of generations. And after all, if human nature never changes, why is it that we not only don’t practise cannibalism any longer, but don’t even want to?

Another brain-tickler.

A business-man was in the habit of going home by a suburban train which left London at seven-thirty. One evening the night watchman, who had just come on duty, stopped him and said:—

“Excuse me, sir, but I’d advise you not to go by your usual train tonight. I dreamed last night that the train was smashed up and half the people in it were killed. Maybe you’ll think I’m superstitious, but it was all so vivid that I can’t help thinking it was meant as a warning.”

The business-man was sufficiently impressed to wait and take a later train. When he opened the newspaper the next morning he saw that, sure enough, the train had been wrecked and many people killed. That evening he sent for the night watchman and said to him:—

“I want to thank you for your warning yesterday. I consider that you saved my life, and in return I should like to make you a present of thirty pounds. In addition, I have to inform you that you are sacked. Take a week’s notice from today.”

This was an ungrateful act, but the business-man was strictly within his rights. Why?1




2515. To Rayner Heppenstall

21 July 1944      Typewritten

Tribune

Dear Rayner,

Herewith that book.1 About 600 words perhaps? I’d like you very much to draw little Richard’s horoscope.2 He was born on May 14th. I thought I had told you, however, that he is an adopted child. Does that make any difference to the horoscope? Don’t forget to look me up if you do get to town. The above is the safest address for the time being.

Yours
Eric




2516. To John Middleton Murry

21 July 1944      Typewritten

Tribune

Dear Murry,

I am sorry I did not return your correspondent’s letter, which is herewith.

I haven’t the reference (all my papers are in store), but you will find it if you look through the files of the “Adelphi”, and I do not think it will be found to differ much from what I quoted. Nor can I agree that such a statement is not pro-Japanese both objectively and, to all appearances, subjectively. Ditto with many other statements of yours, eg. your remarks about Hess1 soon after his arrival. You are wrong, however, in thinking that I have made use of you as a scapegoat. I think I have only mentioned you in print twice, once in this article in “Horizon”,2 the other time in the “Adelphi” in the review I did for you of Alex Comfort’s novel.3 You are wrong also in thinking that I dislike wholehearted pacifism, though I do think it mistaken. What I object to is the circumspect kind of pacifism which denounces one kind of violence while endorsing or avoiding mention of another. Your own failure to make a clear statement about the Russo-German war is the kind of thing I mean. I can respect anyone who is willing to face unpopularity, however much I may disagree with him.

Your sincerely
[Signed] Geo. Orwell
George Orwell




2517. Review of Romanticism and the Modern Ego by Jacques Barzun

The Observer, 23 July 1944

When one’s ears are full of the wailing of sirens and the boom of distant explosions, the news that Rousseau was not the father of totalitarianism is apt to seem unexciting. And yet the issues that Mr. Barzun is discussing in this learned and polemical book are of great importance, and without making up one’s mind upon them one cannot have any clear picture of the post-war world.

Briefly, Mr. Barzun’s aim is to defend romanticism against the now common charge that by exalting passion as against reason it has led directly to modern power-worship and the Absolute State. He makes out a very strong case, but it suffers by being too narrowly defined. To begin with he treats ideas almost as though they were unconnected with economic conditions, and hardly raises the question of why the classical or the romantic outlook should prevail in different epochs. Secondly, the very use of such terms as “classical” and “romantic” ties the controversy to the schoolroom, whereas what is at issue is the much wider question of progress and original sin.

He himself does indeed recognise that “romantic” is a much-abused word. A table of quotations at the end of the book shows over fifty different usages (it is applied, for instance, to Napoleon, to the Middle Ages, to almost any female film star, to royalism, to republicanism, to Catholicism, to Protestantism, to reactionaries, revolutionaries, saints, highwaymen, cosmetics, ruined castles, and what-not). Worse yet, the distinction between classical and romantic art is reliable only within rather narrow limits, roughly 1650 to 1850, and even then there are individuals, Byron for instance, who seem to have a foot in both camps. In our own day the words “classical” and “romantic” have changed their meaning, or at least have become very much subtilised. Thus Mr. T. S. Eliot ranks as classical while, say, A. E. Housman would be regarded as romantic, but Pope or Dr. Johnson would probably have failed to notice the distinction.

On his own ground, that is to say, the eighteenth and nineteenth centuries, Mr. Barzun certainly has the better of his adversaries. He is able to show that the unfortunate Rousseau preached almost none of the ideas popularly attributed to him, and that the German Romantics and the English poets of the early nineteenth century have been similarly traduced. He rightly insists on the energy and intellectual curiosity of the whole Romantic movement, and on the inter-connection between classicism and an aristocratic society. Louis XIV., he points out, was at least as great a tyrant as Napoleon, and was worshipped at least as slavishly, and it needs a great deal of juggling to derive modern authoritarianism from the Romantic cult of the individual. On the other hand, he hardly inquires why our own age should have seen a revival of the yearning for authority, together with a rejection of the Romantic values. He speaks of the


prevailing search for a single truth, a single religion, a single allegiance. Whether Marxist or Thomist or Anglican or neo-classicist, or Fascist or Falangist, the universal cry seems to be: “Give us a dogma, give us a leader.” If we add to this the doctrinal scholasticism of these groups, the preciosity and religiosity of its artistic standard-bearers, together with their united drive on romanticism, we have the clearest evidence we could desire for the prophecy that a new classical age is in the making, that we already live and breathe in the classicist atmosphere.



This is largely true, though there are enough exceptions to spoil it as a generalisation. Mr. Barzum is quite right in denouncing the Marxists, neo-Thomists, and other enemies of freedom of thought, and in pointing out that their own attack on romanticism is a species of bluff. Their real aim is the destruction of liberty, and they consequently argue that any extension of liberty must lead to slavery. But he does not discuss the deeper reasons for their attitude, nor does he set forth his case in plain enough terms. Very broadly, two principles are at work. One is the belief that human beings are by nature fairly decent and that a society founded on justice and liberty could be fairly easily established. The other is the belief that Man can only be trusted to behave himself when he is gagged and handcuffed. Clearly, the second belief prevails at this moment, and equally clearly Mr. Barzun is on the other side. But he would be a more effective champion of liberty if he bothered less about defending Rousseau and attacking Boileau.

If one uses the labels “classical” and “romantic” to mean authoritarian and libertarian—and this is practically what Mr. Barzun does—the many exceptions distract the average reader’s attention from the main issue. For example, Voltaire is a classical writer and Carlyle a romantic one. Therefore Carlyle was a friend of liberty and Voltaire its enemy—which is ridiculous. One could think of countless similar objections. Exasperated by rivals who would like to wipe out at one stroke the poems of Wordsworth and the principles of the French Revolution, Mr. Barzun has made himself the almost uncritical champion of Romanticism in all its aspects. The result is a certain amount of muddle and, at times, an avoidance of awkward but important questions. But, though this is an unsatisfactory book, much of it is well worth reading.

[Fee: £7.7.0; 20.7.44]




2518. To Dwight Macdonald

23 July 1944      Typewritten original

Care of the “Tribune”

Dear Macdonald,

I must thank you very much for sending the copies of “Politics”, which I have greatly enjoyed. I gave you a small write-up, the best I could find space for, in my column in “Tribune”, and have lent the copies to various friends. I have no doubt you could work up a British circulation, but you know how it is now about sending money out of this country. I found when trying to increase the British circulation of PR that though it would have been quite easy to find subscribers there was literally no way for them to pay their subscriptions. You can’t even do it by means of exchanging with an English magazine, because the government always demands the dollars for any English magazines sold in the USA beyond a very small number. I think sooner or later it may be possible to pull a wire about this via the British Council. I keep trying to contact Eliot about both PR and Politics, but he’s hardly ever in town nowadays, especially as his flat has been blitzed (so has mine incidentally—hence the above address.)

I have at last got round to beginning that article about “No Orchids for Miss Blandish.” I think it’ll be much too long for Politics but I’ll send you a copy as soon as done and I dare say you’ll be able to use bits of it. I want to go into the thing at some length because I think it’s important. I’m sorry about this long delay after my promise, but you can’t conceive the time-wasting of life in London nowadays, especially as the expensiveness of life now forces one to be constantly doing hackwork. That other article I suggested long ago, about the Spanish war, was finally given to the “New Road” crew—much to my subsequent annoyance because the little beasts cut it about without informing me. However, the Miss Blandish one really will be done quite soon now.

I was interested to see that the May number of Politics reviews Laski’s “Faith, Reason and Civilization”, and I thought it might amuse you to see the review I wrote of it when first published. This review was written for the Manchester Evening news, the evening paper of the Manchester Guardian (generally looked on as the only truthful paper in England), for which I write once every fortnight. The editor refused to print it, evidently because of its anti-Stalin implications. If you look through it you will see that I have gone about as far as was consistent with ordinary honesty not to say what pernicious tripe the book is, and yet my remarks were too strong even for the Manchester Evening News. This will give you an idea of the kind of thing you can’t print in England nowadays.1 Yet this isn’t due to the Stalinists, who aren’t much regarded nowadays. Editors will print nothing anti-Russian because of the supposed Russomania of the general public and also because of the complaints which the Soviet government is constantly raising about the British press.

I hope politics is going well.

Yours
[Signed] Geo. Orwell
George Orwell

P.S. Did you know George Padmore2 is a Negro? I noticed you didn’t mention it.




2519. London Letter, 24 July 19441

Partisan Review, Fall 1944

There is very little political news. All the currents seem to be moving in the same directions as when I wrote to you last—public opinion moving leftward, the Right nevertheless consolidating its power owing to the weakness of the Labour leaders, and the minor left-wing parties quarreling among themselves. It seems to be taken for granted that there will be a general election before the end of the year, and most people assume that the Labour Party is going to fight the election independently, which I cannot believe: at least I cannot believe that they will make a serious effort to win it. The Conservatives, though continuing to disillusion the public by their every act, now feel strong enough to disclaim responsibility for their past mistakes. Many books and articles partially rehabilitating Chamberlain are being published, and a section of the Conservative party, probably financed by Beaverbrook, has started a new paper which appears three times a week (in theory one is not allowed to start new periodicals but there are ways of evading this) and is taking a militantly anti-Socialist line.

There is violent competition by all parties to cash in on the popularity of the USSR. The pinks deprecate any criticism of the USSR on the ground that it “plays into the hands of the Tories,” but on the other hand the Tories seem to be the most pro-Russian of the lot. From the point of view of the M.O.I. and the B.B.C. the only two people who are completely sacrosanct are Stalin and Franco. I imagine that the Russians themselves regard the Tories as their real friends in this country. It may possibly be of some significance that the Soviet press recently made a sharp attack on a group of very Russophile leftwing M.P.’s who had made the suggestion that the flying bombs were manufactured in Spain. These M.P.’s included D. N. Pritt,2 the alleged “underground” Communist who has been perhaps the most effective pro-Soviet publicist in this country.

Common Wealth continues to score impressive votes at by-elections but is not gaining much in membership and seems to be less and less definite in its policy. It is not even certain whether it intends, as previously advertised, to fight 150 seats at the forthcoming general election, or simply to make local arrangements with acceptable Labour candidates. People inside the party complain that it is infested by middling business-men of the “managerial” type who are resigned to a centralised economy and foresee good pickings in it for themselves. The Communists, who for a short period were opposing the Government and even collaborated with Common Wealth at one or two elections, seem to be swinging to the support of the Conservatives. There have been some faint indications that attempts may be made to revive the almost-extinct Liberal Party. Otherwise there are no political developments, i.e., in the narrower sense, that I can discern.

Domestic issues continue to occupy most people’s attention. India, for instance, has almost dropped out of the news. The chief subjects of discussion are demobilization, re-housing and, for those who are a little longer-sighted, the birth-rate. The housing shortage, already serious, is going to be appalling as soon as the troops come home, and the Government proposes to cope with it by means of prefabricated steel houses which are reasonably convenient but so small as only to have room for one-child families. In theory these temporary shacks are to be scrapped after three years, but everyone assumes that in practice the new houses will not be forthcoming. It is widely recognized that our birth-rate cannot be expected to rise significantly unless people have houses to live in and that re-housing on a big scale is impossible while private property rights are respected. It would be impossible to rebuild London, for instance, without buying out tens of thousands of ground-landlords at fantastic prices. The Conservatives, who are on the whole more concerned about the birth-rate situation than the Left, are at the same time fighting the landlord’s battles for him, and try to solve the problem by preaching to the working class the duty of self-sacrifice and the wickedness of birth-control. The Left tends to evade this problem, partly because small families are still vaguely associated with enlightenment, partly because of a certain unwillingness to recognize, or at any rate to say publicly, that a sudden rise in the birth-rate (it has got to rise drastically within ten or twenty years if our population is to be kept up) would mean a drop in the standard of living. There is a vague belief that “Socialism” would somehow make people philoprogenitive again, and much praise of the high Russian birth-rate, without, however, any serious examination of the Russian vital statistics. This is only one of the basic questions that the Left habitually ignores, others being the relation between ourselves and the coloured peoples of the Empire, and the dependence of British prosperity on trade and foreign investments. The Tories are far more willing to admit that these problems exist, though unable to produce any real solution. Very nearly all English leftwingers, from Labourites to Anarchists, have the outlook of people who neither want nor expect power. The Tories are not only more courageous, but they don’t make extravagant promises and have no scruples about breaking the promises they do make.

Other highly unpopular subjects are postwar mobility of labour, postwar continuation of food rationing, etc., and the war against Japan. People will, I have no doubt, be ready to go on fighting until Japan is beaten, but their capacity for simply forgetting these years of warfare that lie ahead is surprising. In conversation, “When the war stops” invariably means when Germany packs up. The last Mass Observation report shows a considerable recrudescence of 1918 habits of thought. Everyone expects not only that there will [be] a ghastly muddle over demobilization, but that mass unemployment will promptly return. No one wants to remember that we shall have to keep living for years on a wartime basis and that the switch-over to peacetime production and the recapture of lost markets may entail as great an effort as the war itself. Everyone wants, above all things, a rest. I overhear very little discussion of the wider issues of the war, and I can’t discern much popular interest in the kind of peace we should impose on Germany. The newspapers of the Right and Left are outdoing one another in demanding a vindictive peace. Vansittart3 is now a back number; indeed the more extreme of his one-time followers have brought out a pamphlet denouncing him as pro-German.

The Communists are using the slogan, “Make Germany Pay” (the diehard Tory slogan of 1918) and branding as pro-Nazi anyone who says either that we should make a generous peace or that publication of reasonable peace-terms would hasten the German collapse. The peace-terms that they and other Russophiles advocate are indeed simply a worse version of the Versailles Treaty against which they yapped for twenty years. Thus the dog returns to his vomit, or more exactly to somebody else’s vomit. But once again, I can’t see that ordinary people want anything of the kind, and if past wars are any guide the troops will all come home pro-German. The implications of the fact that the common people are Russophile but don’t want the sort of peace that the Russians are demanding haven’t yet sunk in, and leftwing journalists avoid discussing them. The Soviet government now makes direct efforts to interfere with the British press. I suppose that for sheer weariness and the instinct to support Russia at all costs the man-in-the-street might be brought to approve of an unjust peace, but there would be a rapid pro-German reaction, as last time.

There are a few social developments, which again take the same directions as I reported before. Evening dress (i.e., for men) is gradually reappearing. The distinction between first class and third class on the railways is being enforced again.4 Two years ago it had practically lapsed. Commercial advertisements, which I told you a year or so back were rapidly disappearing, are definitely on the up-grade again, and make use of the snobbery motif more boldly. The Home Guard still exists in as great numbers as before, but is employed largely on the AA guns and seems now to have no political colour of one kind or the other. It now consists to a great extent of youths who are conscripted in at 16 or 17.5 For boys younger than this there are various cadet corps and the Air Training Corps, and even for young girls a uniformed formation named vaguely the Girls’ Training Corps. All this is something quite new in English life, pre-military training having been practically confined to the middle and upper classes before the war. Everything grows shabbier and more rickety. Sixteen people in a railway carriage designed for ten is quite common. The countryside has quite changed its face, the once green meadows having changed into cornfields, and in the remotest places one cannot get away from the roar of airplanes, which has become the normal background noise, drowning the larks.

There are very few literary developments to report. After nine months as a literary editor I am startled and frightened by the lack of talent and vitality. The crowd who are grouped about New Road, Now and Poetry, London—and I suppose these are “the movement” in so far as there is one—give me the impression of fleas hopping among the ruins of a civilization. There are endless anthologies and other scissor-and-paste books, and enormous output of unreadable pamphlets from every kind of political party and religious body, in spite of the paper shortage. On the other hand innumerable standard books are out of print and unobtainable. Attempts are constantly being made in short-lived reviews to revivify the various regional literatures, Scottish, Welsh, Irish and Northern Irish. These movements always have a strong nationalist and separatist tinge, sometimes bitterly anti-English, and will print anything however bad which is politically O.K. But the various nationalisms are so to speak interchangeable. The leading Anglophobes all contribute to one another’s papers, and the London pacifist intellectuals pop up in all of them. There are also signs, which I haven’t been able to investigate yet, that Australian literature is at last getting on its own feet.

No more news to speak of. This has been a foul summer, everything happening at the wrong time and hardly any fruit. I have been tied so tight to this beastly town that for the first time in my life I have not heard a cuckoo this year….6 After the wail of the siren comes the zoom-zoom-zoom of the bomb, and as it draws nearer you get up from your table and squeeze yourself into some corner that flying glass is not likely to reach. Then BOOM!, the windows rattle in their sockets, and you go back to work. There are disgusting scenes in the Tube stations at night, sordid piles of bedding cluttering up the passageways and hordes of dirty-faced children playing round the platforms at all hours. Two nights ago, about midnight, I came on a little girl of five “minding” her younger sister, aged about two. The tiny child had got hold of a scrubbing brush with which she was scrubbing the filthy stones of the platform, and then sucking the bristles. I took it away from her and told the elder girl not to let her have it. But I had to catch my train, and no doubt the poor little brat would again be eating filth in another couple of minutes. This kind of thing is happening everywhere. However, the disorganization and consequent neglect of children hasn’t been serious compared with 1940.

George Orwell

[Fee: £2.2.0; 24.7.44]




2520. To Ivor Brown

24 July 1944      Handwritten

TRIBUNE

Dear Ivor Brown,1

This is to introduce Paul Potts,2 whose work you perhaps know. He is anxious to do some reviewing & I think could be of use to you. He is a Canadian & could therefore deal with books touching on Canada, but he also has special knowledge of Eire, & of films.

Yours sincerely
Geo. Orwell




2521. ‘As I Please,’ 35

Tribune, 28 July 1944

Some years ago, in the course of an article about boys’ weekly papers,1 I made some passing remarks about women’s papers—I mean the twopenny ones of the type of Peg’s Paper, often called “love books.” This brought me, among much other correspondence, a long letter from a woman who had contributed to and worked for the Lucky Star, the Golden Star, Peg’s Paper, Secrets, the Oracle, and a number of kindred papers. Her main point was that I had been wrong in saying that these papers aim at creating wealth fantasy. Their stories are “in no sense Cinderella stories” and do not exploit the “she married her boss” motif. My correspondent adds:


“Unemployment is mentioned—quite frequently…. The dole and the trade union are certainly never mentioned. The latter may be influenced by the fact that the largest publishers of these women’s magazines are a non-union house. One is never allowed to criticise the system, or to show up the class struggle for what it really is, and the word Socialist is never mentioned—all this is perfectly true. But it might be interesting to add that class feeling is not altogether absent. The rich are often shown as mean, and as cruel and crooked money-makers. The rich and idle beau is nearly always planning marriage without a ring, and the lass is rescued by her strong, hard-working garage hand. Men with cars are generally ‘bad’ and men in well-cut, expensive suits are nearly always crooks. The ideal of most of these stories is not an income worthy of a bank manager’s wife, but a life that is ‘good.’ A life with an upright, kind husband, however poor, with babies and a ‘little cottage.’ The stories are conditioned to show that the meagre life is not so bad really, as you are at least honest and happy, and that riches bring trouble and false friends. The poor are given moral values to aspire to as something within their reach.”



There are many comments I could make here, but I choose to take up the point of the moral superiority of the poor being combined with the non-mention of trade unions and Socialism. There is no doubt that this is deliberate policy. In one woman’s paper I actually read a story dealing with a strike in a coal-mine, and even in that connection trade unionism was not mentioned. When the U.S.S.R. entered the war one of these papers promptly cashed in with a serial entitled “Her Soviet Lover,” but we may be sure that Marxism did not enter into it very largely.

The fact is that this business about the moral superiority of the poor is one of the deadliest forms of escapism the ruling class have evolved. You may be downtrodden and swindled, but in the eyes of God you are superior to your oppressors, and by means of films and magazines you can enjoy a fantasy existence in which you constantly triumph over the people who defeat you in real life. In any form of art designed to appeal to large numbers of people, it is an almost unheard of thing for a rich man to get the better of a poor man. The rich man is usually “bad,” and his machinations are invariably frustrated. “Good poor man defeats bad rich man” is an accepted formula, whereas if it were the other way about we should feel that there was something very wrong somewhere. This is as noticeable in films as in the cheap magazines, and it was perhaps most noticeable of all in the old silent films, which travelled from country to country and had to appeal to a very varied audience. The vast majority of the people who will see a film are poor, and so it is politic to make a poor man the hero. Film magnates, Press lords and the like amass quite a lot of their wealth by pointing out that wealth is wicked.

The formula “good poor man defeats bad rich man” is simply a subtler version of “pie in the sky.” It is a sublimation of the class struggle. So long as you can dream of yourself as a “strong, hard-working garage hand” giving some moneyed crook a sock on the jaw, the real facts can be forgotten. That is a cleverer dodge than wealth fantasy. But, curiously enough, reality does enter into these women’s magazines, not through the stories but through the correspondence columns, especially in those papers that give free medical advice. Here you can read harrowing tales of “bad legs” and hemorrhoids, written by middle-aged women who give themselves such pseudonyms as “A Sufferer,” “Mother of Nine,” and “Always Constipated.” To compare these letters with the love stories that lie cheek by jowl with them is to see how vast a part mere day-dreaming plays in modern life.

I have just been reading Arthur Koestler’s novel The Gladiators, which describes the slave rebellion under Spartacus, about 70 B.C. It is not one of his best books, and, in any case, any novel describing a slave rebellion in antiquity suffers by having to stand comparison with Salammbo,° Flaubert’s great novel about the revolt of the Carthaginian mercenaries. But it reminded me of how tiny is the number of slaves of whom anything whatever is known. I myself know the names of just three slaves—Spartacus himself, the fabulous Æsop, who is supposed to have been a slave, and the philosopher Epictetus, who was one of those learned slaves whom the Roman plutocrats liked to have among their retinue. All the others are not even names. We don’t, for instance—or at least I don’t—know the name of a single one of the myriads of human beings who built the Pyramids. Spartacus, I suppose, is much the most widely known slave there ever was. For five thousand years or more civilisation rested upon slavery. Yet when even so much as the name of a slave survives, it is because he did not obey the injunction “resist not evil,” but raised violent rebellion. I think there is a moral in this for pacifists.

In spite of the appalling overcrowding of the trains (16 people in a carriage designed for 10 is fairly normal nowadays), I note that the distinction between first and third class is definitely coming back. Earlier in the war it almost lapsed for a while. If you were crowded out of the third class you went as a matter of course into the first, and no questions were asked. Now you are invariably made to pay the difference in fare—at least, if you sit down—even though it would have been quite impossible to find a place anywhere else in the train. (You can, I believe, travel in a first-class carriage with a third-class ticket if you choose to stand up the whole way.) A few years ago the railway companies would hardly have dared to enforce this distinction. By such small symptoms (another, by the way, is that evening suits are beginning to come out of their moth balls) you can judge how confident the higher-ups are and how insolent they feel it safe to be.

We published last week part of a very truculent letter about the anti-war poem entitled The Little Apocalypse of Obadiah Hornbooke,2 with the comment, “I am surprised that you publish it.” Other letters and private comments took the same line.

I do not, any more than our correspondent, agree with “Obadiah Hornbooke,” but that is not a sufficient reason for not publishing what he writes. Every paper has a policy, and in its political sections it will press that policy, more or less to the exclusion of all others. To do anything else would be stupid. But the literary end of a paper is another matter. Even there, of course, no paper will give space to direct attacks on the things it stands for. We wouldn’t print an article in praise of anti-semitism, for instance. But granted the necessary minimum of agreement, literary merit is the only thing that matters.

Besides, if this war is about anything at all, it is a war in favour of freedom of thought. I should be the last to claim that we are morally superior to our enemies, and there is quite a strong case for saying that British imperialism is actually worse than Nazism. But there does remain the difference, not to be explained away, that in Britain you are relatively free to say and print what you like. Even in the blackest patches of the British Empire, in India, say, there is very much more freedom of expression than in a totalitarian country. I want that to remain true, and by sometimes giving a hearing to unpopular opinions, I think we help it to do so.


Orwell’s reaction to fiction for the working class was taken up in Tribune for 11 August 1944 by Walter Tyrer.


I was interested to see George Orwell return to the subject of working-class periodicals, and I notice that, as usual, he is unable to see the trees for the wood. I have written some fifteen million words in this field, and I have never been aware of a Press Lord at my elbow dictating the subtle and cynical policy he describes.

I look on myself as an entertainer in the class of the clown who balances on a ladder or the juggler who keeps seven billiard balls in the air. I am not aware of doing anyone any harm and I probably haven’t done them much good, but if I wished to be smug I might claim that I have given a great many people some pleasure.

Orwell and similar persecution-mongers are curiously related in viewpoint to the Dictators and great financiers, for they always seem to see people in the mass and remain unaware of the desires and emotions of the individual. I believe that people seek colour and romance from natural inclination and not because of any deep-lying frustration. I think that even in the numbered, badged and inspector-harassed Utopias (all different) to which our Orwells would lead us, young people would still be urgently interested in falling in love, marrying, having babies, for these things are the expression of a force older and more powerful than any conception of cloud-capped towers above communal dormitories.

It is true that the Trade Unions do not figure prominently in working-class fiction, any more than the Insurance Companies and Building Societies loom very large in the light novels that are the sustenance of the middle classes, although these institutions probably play an equally important part in their lives. Tropical islands, gypsies, murders on lonely farms, offer more entertainment, so those are the things of which we write.

Do we fiction writers argue that happiness lies in human relationships rather than the acquisition of wealth? I think we do, but no one tells us to say it. Most authors and artists believe it; watch the way they handle money when they have any. But there is no conspiracy behind all this. After all, would it really be very clever of the Press lords to insist, as Orwell says, that all rich men are wicked? Wouldn’t this tend to stimulate the class hatred which might threaten their ascendancy?

Maybe we are “escapist.” Perhaps that is the story-teller’s justification. I’m willing to bet that in that organised world of concrete and chromium communities to which our Orwells want to lead us there would be a tremendous demand for “escapist” literature about the dear old days when people lived private lives in little homes.








2522. Review of English Diaries of the Nineteenth Century, edited by James Aitken

Manchester Evening News, 28 July 1944

The diary is not a lost art, as various recently published diaries of soldiers and Civil Defence workers go to show. But it seems unlikely that we now have, in England, any diarists of quite the type of Lord Shaftesbury, or Dorothy Wordsworth, or Mary Shelley, or various others who are gathered together in this recent Pelican. Take, for instance, this typical extract from the diary of Hurrell Froude, one of the leading spirits in the early days of the Oxford Movement:


“November 12, 1826: Felt ashamed that my trowsers were dirty whilst sitting next … but resolved not to hide them. This sort of shame about what we ourselves esteem matters of indifference, because they do not seem so to other people, bring home to our minds what depravity it proves in us to pay so little attention to what we know is serious.”



Or this equally typical one from William Charles Macready, the famous actor-manager:


“January 22, 1833: Not altogether dissatisfied with the labour of to-day, though I might have done my duty better by rising earlier. My walk to London was real enjoyment from the beauty of the day: my thoughts, too, were not idle, for I went through several scenes of ‘Othello.’ Taking into consideration the employment of my time in the study of that character, the benefit of the air and exercise, and the money saved in my walk, I cannot set down the three hours and a half it cost me as misused or laid out to waste.”



Very few modern people would bother to write down such trifles. A battle or a blitz may seem worth recording, but we are probably less interested in the tiny details of our behaviour than were the Victorians. At any rate, our consciences weigh less heavily upon us, our sense of the sinfulness of pleasure is less acute. Froude, for instance, seems to have felt himself in danger of damnation every time he enjoyed his dinner. But it was exactly this hypertrophied moral sense that turned so many nineteenth-century English men and women into industrious diarists. Nearly every action seemed to them significant. And though they recorded many absurdities they also added valuable footnotes to history and sometimes made dramatic stories out of what, by modern standards, would seem very uneventful lives.

This volume necessarily consists of short extracts, since it deals with 22 diarists in all. They range from Queen Victoria (on her first trip to the Highlands, with her beloved husband Prince Albert, who pays the Scots the highest honour he knows by saying that they “look like Germans”) to the humble Emily Shore, daughter of an unbeneficed clergyman, who died at 19 and hardly met any eminent people, but, nevertheless, contributes some of the best passages in the book. All of them are genuine diarists, except, perhaps, William Cobbett, whose rural rides were written expressly for publication and should be regarded as a sort of political pamphlet in diary form.

For the historical information that can be extracted from them, no doubt the most important contributors are Lord Shaftesbury, Fulke Greville (who was Clerk of the Council in Ordinary during three reigns), and Lord Colchester, who was for 15 years Speaker of the House of Commons. From these, as from the furious tirades of Cobbett, we get a reminder of how very black the state of England was in the earlier part of the nineteenth century.

The industrial revolution had broken up the old village life, and millions of human beings had been herded together in conditions of dirt, misery, ignorance and moral degradation such as we now find it difficult to imagine. Up to 1848 Chartism was a serious force, terrifying to the Conservatives and dismaying even to Radicals like Shaftesbury. Even the discreet Greville remarks that violent revolution would hardly be suprising, considering how the working classes in the new industrial areas are forced to live.

Epidemics which killed thousands of people were constantly breaking out in the big towns. The most usual disease was cholera, but in 1837 Emily Shore notes the appearance of a new malady “which they call an influenza,” and which rapidly spread all over the country.1

However, not all the entries in these diaries tell of disasters. Dorothy Wordsworth, sister of the poet, seems to have led an exceptionally happy, well-integrated life in her peaceful corner of the Lake District. Although her first entry is made in 1800 there is hardly a single reference to the Napoleonic War. Her time is completely filled up with household cares, gardening, watching birds, picking wild flowers, helping passing beggars and, above all, copying out William’s poems for him.


“May 21st, 1802: A very warm, gentle morning; a little rain. William wrote two sonnets on Buonaparte, after I had read Milton’s sonnets to him.”

“May 29th, 1802: William finished poem on going for Mary. I wrote it out…. A sweet day. We nailed up the honeysuckles, and hoed the scarlet beans.”



There are many such references to individual poems, and it would be a fascinating job to identify them. Even the leech-gatherer, afterwards to be famous, appears as a beggar casually met on the road, and supplies the interesting information that the price of leeches has risen from half a crown a hundred to thirty shillings.

Also represented are Byron, Sir Walter Scott, Thomas Moore, Ford Madox Ford2 (one of the founders of the Pre-Raphaelite School), the unfortunate painter Benjamin Haydon, and various others. There is also Henry Crabb Robinson, a queer creature but in some ways a very typical Englishman, whose life, published about 10 years ago,3 is worth dipping into. In his enormous lifetime (1775 to 1867) Robinson did almost nothing, but he knew everybody, kept in touch with every new development, and carefully entered all the current gossip in a diary which he kept for 56 years.

It is recorded of him that he was the first man in England to use a safety-razor, and that when chloroform was discovered he promptly had himself chloroformed to see what it was like. In 1812 we already find him reading Blake’s poems, which at that date were known to very few people. It is interesting to learn, however, that Wordsworth, who was Robinson’s friend, was also an admirer of Blake and regarded him “as having in him the elements of poetry much more than either Byron or Scott.”

This is a good ninepennyworth, its effect—and no doubt its object—is to whet the reader’s appetite rather than satisfy it. Few people could read through this book without wanting to learn more of at least one of the diarists represented; and since most of these people’s works are not easily obtainable, the Pelican Library would do well to follow this volume up with another series of extracts.

[Fee: £8.8.0; 27.7.44]




2523. ‘Propaganda and Demotic Speech’

Persuasion, Summer Quarter, 1944, 2, No. 2


Against 28 April 1944, the day of its completion or despatch, Orwell’s Payments Book notes this essay as an article of 2,250 words for which he was paid £15.15.0. The issue of Persuasion for the Summer Quarter of 1944 includes an illustration of the Manchester Guardian dated 28 June 1944, so publication must have been late rather than early in the summer quarter. The article’s placement here is necessarily approximate.

The article has at its head in bold sans serif type this statement:

The bloodless jargon of Government spokesmen seems deliberately to avoid clear, popular, everyday language. This remoteness from the average man’s vocabulary and understanding is equally characteristic of newspaper editorials, political broadcasts, and left-wing manifestos. Little wonder the public is unconcerned and apathetic about many of the vital political issues of the day.

The article is decorated with small reproductions of four posters: ‘Food is a Munition of War—Don’t Waste It’ (for the British Ministry of Food); a French soldier shouting ‘On les aura!’ for the second French War Loan; Kitchener and the slogan ‘Your Country Needs You’; and a line of marching Japanese soldiers. There was also, within the article, a large (and rather poor) drawing of a man in a trilby hat speaking into twin microphones with the insignia ‘GB’, evidently intended to represent the Gaumont-British newsreel commentator, E. V. H. Emmett1. In a box was this comment, headed ‘Voice of the news-reel’:


Even uncritical cinema audiences are made restive and irritable by the pompous, facetious, and dreary voices of the weekly news-reel commentators. Only their shortness (8 mins.) and excellent camera work stifle complaints. Intelligent Englishmen are frequently humiliated by overseas reactions to these “typical English voices.” Brilliant exception to this uniform mediocrity is E. V. H. Emmett, of Gaumont-British News, whose lively, sparkling and inspired descriptions are in such striking contrast. Avoiding the affected “Oxford accent” and the lifeless B.B.C. voice, Emmett’s style could well serve as a model for news broadcasters and news-reel commentators.





When I was leaving England for Morocco at the end of 1938, some of the people in my village (less than fifty miles from London)2 wanted to know whether it would be necessary to cross the sea to get there. In 1940, during General Wavell’s African campaign, I discovered that the woman from whom I bought my rations thought Cyrenaica was in Italy. A year or two ago a friend of mine, who had been giving an A.B.C.A. lecture to some A.T.s,3 tried the experiment of asking them a few general knowledge questions: among the answers he got were, (a) that there are only six Members of Parliament, and (b) that Singapore is the capital of India. If there were any point in doing so I could give many more instances of this kind of thing. I mention these three, simply as a preliminary reminder of the ignorance which any speech or piece of writing aimed at a large public has to take into account.

However, when you examine Government leaflets and White Papers, or leading articles in the newspapers, or the speeches and broadcasts of politicians, or the pamphlets and manifestos of any political party whatever, the thing that nearly always strikes you is their remoteness from the average man. It is not merely that they assume non-existent knowledge: often it is right and necessary to do that. It is also that clear, popular, everyday language seems to be instinctively avoided. The bloodless dialect of Government spokesmen (characteristic phrases are: in due course, no stone unturned, take the earliest opportunity, the answer is in the affirmative) is too well known to be worth dwelling on. Newspaper leaders are written either in this same dialect or in an inflated bombastic style with a tendency to fall back on archaic words (peril, valour, might, foe, succour, vengeance, dastardly, rampart, bulwark, bastion) which no normal person would ever think of using. Leftwing political parties specialise in a bastard vocabulary made up of Russian and German phrases translated with the maximum of clumsiness. And even posters, leaflets and broadcasts which are intended to give instructions, to tell people what to do in certain circumstances, often fail in their effect. For example, during the first air raids on London, it was found that innumerable people did not know which siren meant the Alert and which the All Clear. This was after months or years of gazing at A.R.P. posters. These posters had described the Alert as a “warbling note”: a phrase which made no impression, since air-raid sirens don’t warble, and few people attach any definite meaning to the word.

When Sir Richard Acland, in the early months of the war, was drawing up a Manifesto to be presented to the Government, he engaged a squad of Mass Observers to find out what meaning, if any, the ordinary man attaches to the high-sounding abstract words which are flung to and fro in politics. The most fantastic misunderstandings came to light. It was found, for instance, that most people don’t know that “immorality” means anything besides sexual immorality.4 One man thought that “movement” had something to do with constipation. And it is a nightly experience in any pub to see broadcast speeches and news bulletins make no impression on the average listener, because they are uttered in stilted bookish language and, incidentally, in an upper-class accent. At the time of Dunkirk I watched a gang of navvies eating their bread and cheese in a pub while the one o’clock news came over. Nothing registered: they just went on stolidly eating. Then, just for an instant, reporting the words of some soldier who had been hauled aboard a boat, the announcer dropped into spoken English, with the phrase, “Well, I’ve learned to swim this trip, anyway!” Promptly you could see ears being pricked up: it was ordinary language, and so it got across. A few weeks later, the day after Italy entered the war, Duff-Cooper announced that Mussolini’s rash act would “add to the ruins for which Italy has been famous.” It was neat enough, and a true prophecy, but how much impression does that kind of language make on nine people out of ten? The colloquial version of it would have been: “Italy has always been famous for ruins. Well, there are going to be a damn’ sight more of them now.” But that is not how Cabinet Ministers speak, at any rate in public.

Examples of futile slogans, obviously incapable of stirring strong feelings or being circulated by word of mouth, are: “Deserve Victory,” “Freedom is in Peril. Defend it with all your Might,” “Socialism the only Solution,” “Expropriate the Expropriators,” “Austerity,” “Evolution not Revolution,” “Peace is Indivisible.” Examples of slogans phrased in spoken English are: “Hands off Russia,” “Make Germany Pay,” “Stop Hitler,” “No Stomach Taxes,” “Buy a Spitfire,” “Votes for Women.” Examples about mid-way between these two classes are: “Go To It,” “Dig for Victory,” “It all depends on ME,” and some of Churchill’s phrases, such as “the end of the beginning,” “soft underbelly,” “blood, toil, tears and sweat,” and “never was so much owed by so many to so few.” (Significantly, in so far as this last saying has been repeated by word of mouth, the bookish phrase in the field of human conflict has dropped out of it.) One has to take into account the fact that nearly all English people dislike anything that sounds high-flown and boastful. Slogans like “They shall not pass,” or “Better to die on your feet than live on your knees,” which have thrilled continental nations, seem slightly embarrassing to an Englishman, especially a working man. But the main weakness of propagandists and popularisers is their failure to notice that spoken and written English are two different things.

When recently I protested in print against the Marxist dialect which makes use of phrases like “objectively counter-revolutionary left-deviationism” or “drastic liquidation of petty-bourgeois elements,” I received indignant letters from lifelong Socialists who told me that I was “insulting the language of the proletariat.” In rather the same spirit, Professor Harold Laski devotes a long passage in his last book, Faith, Reason and Civilisation, to an attack on Mr. T. S. Eliot, whom he accuses of “writing only for a few.” Now Eliot, as it happens, is one of the few writers of our time who have tried seriously to write English as it is spoken. Lines like—


“And nobody came, and nobody went,

But he took in the milk and he paid the rent”5



are about as near to spoken English as print can come. On the other hand, here is an entirely typical sentence from Laski’s own writing:


“As a whole, our system was a compromise between democracy in the political realm—itself a very recent development in our history—and an economic power oligarchically organised which was in its turn related to a certain aristocratic vestigia still able to influence profoundly the habits of our society.”



This sentence, incidentally, comes from a reprinted lecture; so one must assume that Professor Laski actually stood up on a platform and spouted it forth, parenthesis and all. It is clear that people capable of speaking or writing in such a way have simply forgotten what everyday language is like. But this is nothing to some of the other passages I could dig out of Professor Laski’s writings, or better still, from Communist literature, or best of all, from Trotskyist pamphlets. Indeed, from reading the Left-wing press you get the impression that the louder people yap about the proletariat, the more they despise its language.

I have said already that spoken English and written English are two different things. This variation exists in all languages, but is probably greater in English than in most. Spoken English is full of slang, it is abbreviated wherever possible, and people of all social classes treat its grammar and syntax in a slovenly way. Extremely few English people ever button up a sentence if they are speaking extempore. Above all, the vast English vocabulary contains thousands of words which everyone uses when writing, but which have no real currency in speech: and it also contains thousands more which are really obsolete but which are dragged forth by anyone who wants to sound clever or uplifting. If one keeps this in mind, one can think of ways of ensuring that propaganda, spoken or written, shall reach the audience it is aimed at.

So far as writing goes, all one can attempt is a process of simplification. The first step—and any social survey organisation could do this for a few hundreds or thousands of pounds—is to find out which of the abstract words habitually used by politicians are really understood by large numbers of people. If phrases like “unprincipled violation of declared pledges” or “insidious threat to the basic principles of democracy” don’t mean anything to the average man, then it is stupid to use them. Secondly, in writing one can keep the spoken word constantly in mind. To get genuine spoken English on to paper is a complicated matter, as I shall show in a moment. But if you habitually say to yourself, “Could I simplify this? Could I make it more like speech?,” you are not likely to produce sentences like the one quoted from Professor Laski above: nor are you likely to say “eliminate” when you mean kill, or “static water” when you mean fire tank.

Spoken propaganda, however, offers greater possibilities of improvement. It is here that the problem of writing in spoken English really arises.

Speeches, broadcasts, lectures and even sermons are normally written down beforehand. The most effective orators, like Hitler or Lloyd George, usually speak extempore, but they are very great rarities. As a rule—you can test this by listening at Hyde Park Corner—the so-called extempore speaker only keeps going by endlessly tacking one cliche on to another. In any case, he is probably delivering a speech which he has delivered dozens of times before. Only a few exceptionally gifted speakers can achieve the simplicity and intelligibility which even the most tongue-tied person achieves in ordinary conversation. On the air extempore speaking is seldom even attempted. Except for a few programmes, like the Brains Trust, which in any case are carefully rehearsed beforehand, every word that comes from the B.B.C. has been written down, and is delivered exactly as written. This is not only for censorship reasons: it is also because many speakers are liable to dry up at the microphone if they have no script to follow. The result is the heavy, dull, bookish lingo which causes most radio-users to switch off as soon as a talk is announced. It might be thought that one could get nearer to colloquial speech by dictating than by writing; but actually, it is the other way about. Dictating, at any rate to a human being, is always slightly embarrassing. One’s impulse is to avoid long pauses, and one necessarily does so by clutching at the ready-made phrases and the dead and stinking metaphors (ring the changes on, ride rough-shod over, cross swords with, take up the cudgels for) with which the English language is littered. A dictated script is usually less life-like than a written one. What is wanted, evidently, is some way of getting ordinary, slipshod, colloquial English on to paper.

But is this possible? I think it is, and by a quite simple method which so far as I know has never been tried. It is this: Set a fairly ready speaker down at the microphone and let him just talk, either continuously or intermittently, on any subject he chooses. Do this with a dozen different speakers, recording it every time. Vary it with a few dialogues or conversations between three or four people. Then play your recordings back and let a stenographer reduce them to writing: not in the shortened, rationalised version that stenographers usually produce, but word for word, with such punctuation as seems appropriate. You would then—for the first time, I believe—have on paper some authentic specimens of spoken English. Probably they would not be readable as a book or a newspaper article is readable, but then spoken English is not meant to be read, it is meant to be listened to. From these specimens you could, I believe, formulate the rules of spoken English and find out how it differs from the written language. And when writing in spoken English had become practicable, the average speaker or lecturer who has to write his material down beforehand could bring it far closer to his natural diction, make it more essentially speakable, than he can at present.

Of course, demotic speech is not solely a matter of being colloquial and avoiding ill-understood words. There is also the question of accent. It seems certain that in modern England the “educated” upper-class accent is deadly to any speaker who is aiming at a large audience. All effective speakers in recent times have had either cockney or provincial accents. The success of Priestley’s broadcasts in 1940 was largely due to his Yorkshire accent, which he probably broadened a little for the occasion. Churchill is only a seeming exception to this rule. Too old to have acquired the modern “educated” accent, he speaks with the Edwardian upper-class twang which to the average man’s ear sounds like cockney. The “educated” accent, of which the accent of the B.B.C. announcers is a sort of parody, has no asset except its intelligibility to English-speaking foreigners. In England the minority to whom it is natural don’t particularly like it, while in the other three-quarters of the population it arouses an immediate class antagonism. It is also noticeable that where there is doubt about the pronunciation of a name, successful speakers will stick to the working-class pronunciation even if they know it to be wrong. Churchill, for instance, mispronounced “Nazi” and “Gestapo” as long as the common people continued to do so. Lloyd George during the last war rendered “Kaiser” as “Kayser,” which was the popular version of the word.

In the early days of the war the Government had the greatest difficulty in inducing people to bother to collect their ration books. At parliamentary elections, even when there is an up-to-date register, it often happens that less than half of the electorate use their votes. Things like these are symptoms of the intellectual gulf between the rulers and the ruled. But the same gulf lies always between the intelligentsia and the common man. Journalists, as we can see by their election forecasts, never know what the public is thinking. Revolutionary propaganda is incredibly ineffective. Churches are empty all over the country. The whole idea of trying to find out what the average man thinks, instead of assuming that he thinks what he ought to think, is novel and unwelcome. Social surveys are viciously attacked from Left and Right alike. Yet some mechanism for testing public opinion is an obvious necessity of modern government, and more so in a democratic country than in a totalitarian one. Its complement is the ability to speak to the ordinary man in words that he will understand and respond to.

At present propaganda only seems to succeed when it coincides with what people are inclined to do in any case. During the present war, for instance, the Government has done extraordinarily little to preserve morale: it has merely drawn on the existing reserves of good-will. And all political parties alike have failed to interest the public in vitally important questions—in the problem of India, to name only one. But some day we may have a genuinely democratic government, a government which will want to tell people what is happening, and what must be done next, and what sacrifices are necessary, and why. It will need the mechanisms for doing so, of which the first are the right words, the right tone of voice. The fact that when you suggest finding out what the common man is like, and approaching him accordingly, you are either accused of being an intellectual snob who wants to “talk down to” the masses, or else suspected of plotting to establish an English Gestapo, shows how sluggishly nineteenth-century our notion of democracy has remained.

[Fee: £15.15.0; 28.4.44]




2524. To Rayner Heppenstall

2 August 1944      Typewritten

Tribune

Dear Rayner,

I’ve just been to look for Fowler’s shop in Ludgate Circus. It appears it’s been blitzed. Do you know somewhere else where one can get the book?1

Yours,
[Signed] Eric
Eric




2525. To W.J. Strachan

2 August 1944      Typewritten

Tribune

Dear Mr. Strachan,

I think I can use the poem “The Grey Sleepers,” but it will have to wait over for some time. I have a lot of stuff in hand.1

Yours truly,
[Signed] Geo. Orwell
George Orwell
Literary Editor




2526. ‘As I Please,’ 36

Tribune, 4 August 1944

Apropos of saturation bombing, a correspondent who disagreed with me very strongly added that he was by no means a pacifist. He recognised, he said, that “the Hun had got to be beaten.” He merely objected to the barbarous methods that we are now using.

Now, it seems to me that you do less harm by dropping bombs on people than by calling them “Huns.” Obviously one does not want to inflict death and wounds if it can be avoided, but I cannot feel that mere killing is all-important. We shall all be dead in less than a hundred years, and most of us by the sordid horror known as “natural death.” The truly evil thing is to act in such a way that peaceful life becomes impossible. War damages the fabric of civilisation not by the destruction it causes (the net effect of a war may even be to increase the productive capacity of the world as a whole), nor even by the slaughter of human beings, but by stimulating hatred and dishonesty. By shooting at your enemy you are not in the deepest sense wronging him. But by hating him, by inventing lies about him and bringing children up to believe them, by clamouring for unjust peace terms which make further wars inevitable, you are striking not at one perishable generation, but at humanity itself.

It is a matter of observation that the people least infected by war hysteria are the fighting soldiers. Of all people they are the least inclined to hate the enemy, to swallow lying propaganda or to demand a vindictive peace. Nearly all soldiers—and this applies even to professional soldiers in peace time—have a sane attitude towards war. They realise that it is disgusting, and that it may often be necessary. This is harder for a civilian, because the soldier’s detached attitude is partly due to sheer exhaustion, to the sobering effects of danger, and to continuous friction with his own military machine. The safe and well-fed civilian has more surplus emotion, and he is apt to use it up in hating somebody or other—the enemy if he is a patriot, his own side if he is a pacifist. But the war mentality is something that can be struggled against and overcome, just as the fear of bullets can be overcome. The trouble is that neither the Peace Pledge Union nor the Never Again Society know the war mentality when they see it. Meanwhile, the fact that in this war offensive nicknames like “Hun” have not caught on with the big public seems to me a good omen.1

What has always seemed to me one of the most shocking deeds of the last war was one that did not aim at killing anyone—on the contrary, it probably saved a great many lives. Before launching their big attack at Caporetto, the Germans flooded the Italian army with faked Socialist propaganda leaflets in which it was alleged that the German soldiers were ready to shoot their officers and fraternise with their Italian comrades, etc., etc. Numbers of Italians were taken in, came over to fraternise with the Germans, and were made prisoner—and, I believe, jeered at for their simple-mindedness. I have heard this defended as a highly intelligent and humane way of making war—which it is, if your sole aim is to save as many skins as possible. And yet a trick like that damages the very roots of human solidarity in a way that no mere act of violence could do.

I see that the railings are returning—only wooden ones, it is true, but still railings—in one London square after another. So the lawful denizens of the squares can make use of their treasured keys again, and the children of the poor can be kept out.

When the railings round the parks and squares were removed, the object was partly to accumulate scrap iron, but the removal was also felt to be a democratic gesture. Many more green spaces were now open to the public, and you could stay in the parks till all hours instead of being hounded out at closing time by grim-faced keepers. It was also discovered that these railings were not only unnecessary but hideously ugly. The parks were improved out of recognition by being laid open, acquiring a friendly, almost rural look that they had never had before. And had the railings vanished permanently, another improvement would probably have followed. The dreary shrubberies of laurel and privet—plants not suited to England and always dusty, at any rate in London—would probably have been grubbed up and replaced by flower beds. Like the railings, they were merely put there to keep the populace out. However, the higher-ups managed to avert this reform, like so many others, and everywhere the wooden palisades are going up, regardless of the wastage of labour and timber.

When I was in the Home Guard we used to say that the bad sign would be when flogging was introduced. That has not happened yet, I believe, but all minor social symptoms point in the same direction. The worst sign of all—and I should expect this to happen almost immediately if the Tories win the General Election—will be the reappearance in the London streets of top hats not worn by either undertakers or bank messengers.

We hope to review before long—and meanwhile I take the opportunity of drawing attention to it—an unusual book called Branch Street, by Marie Paneth. The author is or was a voluntary worker at a children’s club, and her book reveals the almost savage conditions in which some London children still grow up. It is not quite clear, however, whether these conditions are to any extent worse as a result of the war. I should like to read—I suppose some such thing must exist somewhere, but I don’t know of it—an authoritative account of the effect of the war on children. Hundreds of thousands of town children have been evacuated to country districts, many have had their schooling interrupted for months at a time, others have had terrifying experiences with bombs (earlier in the war, a little girl of eight, evacuated to a Hertfordshire village, assured me that she had been bombed out seven times), others have been sleeping in Tube shelters, sometimes for a year or so at a stretch. I would like to know to what extent the town children have adapted themselves to country life—whether they have grown interested in birds and animals, or whether they simply pine to be back among the picture-houses—and whether there has been any significant increase in juvenile crime. The children described by Mrs. Paneth sound almost like the gangs of “wild children” who were a by-product of the Russian Revolution.2

Back in the eighteenth century, when the India muslins were one of the wonders of the world, an Indian king sent envoys to the court of Louis XV. to negotiate a trade agreement. He was aware that in Europe women wield great political influence, and the envoys brought with them a bale of costly muslins, which they had been instructed to present to Louis’s mistress. Unfortunately their information was not up to date: Louis’s not very stable affections had veered, and the muslins were presented to a mistress who had already been discarded. The mission was a failure, and the envoys were decapitated when they got home.

I don’t know whether this story has a moral, but when I see the kind of people that our Foreign Office likes to get together with, I am often reminded of it.




2527. To John Middleton Murry

5 August 1944      Typewritten


Murry responded to Orwell’s letter of 21 July on 2 August. He said he was glad he was mistaken in thinking Orwell had made a scapegoat of him, but he took up Orwell’s remark that he had failed to make a clear statement about the Russo-German war and asked Orwell if he could make one. He continued:




I think that Soviet Russia is probably a little less horrible by my standard of the good political society than Nazi Germany: but I am not sure about that. Whether Germany beats Russia or Russia beats Germany is from my point of view (i.e. considering what good will accrue to the human values I set store by) almost a matter of indifference. I have made that statement, or something like it, many times.

I have also said that I am glad that Russia has driven the Germans out of Russia. I cannot quite reconcile these two statements. The former is more a sober rational judgment, the latter more an instinctive feeling. They co-exist in me.

That I have failed to make a clear statement on the Russo-German war is therefore true. But you put it forward as evidence of “a circumspect kind of pacifism which denounces one kind of violence while endorsing or avoiding mention of another.” This charge appears to me quite unwarranted.



Care of Tribune

Dear Murry,

Thanks for your letter of the 2nd. What I meant by not making “a clear statement about the Russo-German war” is that while advocating pacifism you have never, so far as I know, stated that the Russians ought not to defend themselves, and in such of your writings as I have read you have distinctly avoided the whole subject of the Russo-German war altogether. If I remember correctly, the next five or the next six numbers of the Adelphi following on the German invasion of the USSR did not even mention that Germany and Russia were at war. You also wrote in a tone of what I could only interpret as approval when the Russians invaded Poland in the early weeks of the war. The impression left by all that you have written about this—and I am by no means alone in inferring this—is that war is all right for Russians and perhaps for Germans and Japanese, but all wrong for us and the Americans. I simply do not see how you square this with pacifism. If it is wrong for one nation to defend its national sovereignty, then it is wrong for all nations. If it is right for any nation, then pacifism is nonsense.

As to “circumspect kind of pacifism”. The issue of Russia comes in here again. You say to me, in a letter, that you are not even certain that the USSR is a less horrible phenomenon than Nazi Germany, and that which defeats the other is almost a matter of indifference to you. But in your published writings, so far as I know, you have written in a consistently approving tone of the USSR and invariably compared it with this country to our own disadvantage. You described the USSR as “the only inherently peaceful country”, and you have even defended its intellectual totalitarianism on the ground that the same thing exists here in veiled forms. You also never raised your voice against such horrors as the purges of 1936–9, and you have used quite unnecessarily euphemistic terms about mass deportations of kulaks, etc. Judging by what I have read of them, I cannot reconcile your published statements with what you have written to me personally. And I cannot escape the impression that you avoid or gloze over the whole subject of Russian militarism and internal totalitarianism because it not only conflicts with your declared pacifism but because to speak clearly about it would also involve you in the only kind of unpopularity an intellectual cares about.

Of course, fanatical Communists and Russophiles generally can be respected, even if they are mistaken. But for people like ourselves, who suspect that something has gone very wrong with the Soviet Union, I consider that willingness to criticise Russia and Stalin is the test of intellectual honesty. It is the only thing that from a literary intellectual’s point of view is really dangerous. If one is over military age or physically unfit, and if one lives one’s life inside the intelligentsia, it seems to me nonsense to say that it needs any courage to refuse military service or to express any kind of antinomian opinions. To do so only gets one into trouble with the blimps, and who cares what they say? In any case the blimps hardly interfere. The thing that needs courage is to attack Russia, the only thing that the greater part of the British intelligentsia now believe in. The very tender way in which you have handled Stalin and his regime, compared with your denunciations of, say, Churchill, seems to me to justify the word “circumspect.” If you are genuinely anti-violence you ought to be anti-Russian at least as much as you are anti-British. But to be anti-Russian makes enemies, whereas the other doesn’t—ie. not such enemies as people like us would care about.

I don’t agree with pacifism, but I judge the sincerity of pacifists by the subjects they avoid. Most pacifists talk as though the war were a meaningless bombing match between Britain and Germany, with no other countries involved. A courageous pacifist would not simply say “Britain ought not to bomb Germany.” Anyone can say that. He would say, “The Russians should let the Germans have the Ukraine, the Chinese should not defend themselves against Japan, the European peoples should submit to the Nazis, the Indians should not try to drive out the British.” Real pacifism would involve all of that: but one can’t say that kind of thing and also keep on good terms with the rest of the intelligentsia. It is because they consistently avoid mentioning such issues as these, while continuing to squeal against obliteration bombing etc., that I find the majority of English pacifists so difficult to respect.

Yours sincerely
Geo. Orwell




2528. Review of The Dragon Beards versus the Blue Prints by Hsiao Ch’ien1

The Observer, 6 August 1944

Readers of Mr. Hsiao Ch’ien’s earlier book, ETCHING OF A TORMENTED AGE, will remember that many of the problems it dealt with were curiously familiar. Chinese intellectuals who have grown up since the Revolution appear to have gone through much the same phases as their contemporaries in Europe, though not necessarily in the same order. In China, as in England, poets who would not have known which end to milk a cow wrote praises of the country life, others wrote proletarian literature which the proletariat was unable to understand, and the rival claims of propaganda and pure art were savagely disputed. In his present book (most of the essays in it have been delivered as lectures or broadcasts) Mr. Hsiao carries on the story, but here he is concerned less exclusively with literature and more with the impact of the machine age on Chinese culture as a whole.

As he points out, the machine came to Asia suddenly and disturbingly. “The London ’buses of today are a development of your Victorian horse-omnibus, and who knows, perhaps the next development will be air transport over London, with aerial conductresses shouting ‘Hold tight, we’re taking off!’ But the motor ’buses in Hong-kong° or Shanghai have no tradition behind them. Your wireless sets are, in a way, the successors of your pianolas and your musical boxes … but the wireless sets in China seem just like miracles dropped from heaven.” There was the additional fact (writing for an English audience, Mr. Hsiao is too polite to emphasise this) that for some decades the Chinese experienced the benefits of Western civilisation chiefly in the form of bullets. It was not unnatural that they should go through a period of violent hostility to machinery as such. Earlier than this they had simply despised Western science as the uninteresting product of barbarians. In the seventeenth century—


“When a German astrologer, Schell, tried to introduce the Solar calendar into China, he was first rebuked by native scholars, and finally died in prison of a broken heart…. A scholar of the time, Yang Kwang-hsien, wrote. ‘We would rather live without an accurate calendar, than adopt an alien one. Without an accurate calendar, we may miscalculate the cycle of the moon, or miss an eclipse, but the Empire will prosper just the same.’ ”



This attitude was excusable at a time when China was visibly more civilised than the West (at a time, for instance, when Orientals washed themselves and Europeans did not), but far later, when China was already in imminent danger of conquest, Chinese sages were still producing delightful arguments to prove that machines were no good. In the mid-nineteenth century Wang Jen Chiu wrote:


“What is a steamship but the clumsiest of ships, and field guns but the clumsiest of cannons? The virtue of a ship lies in its speed, and the best cannons should be easily manoeuvrable. Now, these barbarous ships cannot sail an inch without being fed with coal, and their guns cannot be raised or moved without involving several hands. If one meets a brave soldier in the battlefield who rushes at one with bloody sword, he cannot but be killed.”



It might almost be Marshal Pétain debunking the tank. However, the ships and the guns proved all too efficient, and after a period of obstinate conservatism the Chinese changed their attitude to the machine and began to develop what Mr. Hsiao describes as “blind admiration.” Scientific studies became immensely popular, but the tendency was to concentrate on what was narrowly utilitarian. Young men studied animal husbandry rather than biology, ship-building rather than general engineering. Only comparatively recently was it realised that the Western technical achievements were based on theoretic studies of no immediate value.

Naturally the question that exercises Mr. Hsiao Ch’ien is: will the ancient Chinese culture be able to survive China’s transformation into a modern mechanised state? It is perhaps an even more pressing question for the rest of the world, for if China should take the same road as Japan the results would hardly bear thinking about. China already manufactures machine guns, and will no doubt be manufacturing bombing planes before long. Mr. Hsiao is convinced, however—and he can quote many statements to support him—that his countrymen have no liking for a merely materialistic civilisation, and that their artistic traditions are too deeply rooted to be destroyed by the machine. Meanwhile China has to exist in the modern world, and does not enjoy being told that pigtails are more picturesque than steel helmets. But she would gladly return to her “dragon beards” (that is, to Chinese calligraphy, and the leisurely culture that it implies), if she could be reasonably secure from outside interference.

Apart from the essays dealing with the arrival of the machine, there is one dealing with the influence of Ibsen and Bernard Shaw on the Chinese theatre, and another dealing with recent Chinese literature. The Chinese vernacular theatre seems to have started with direct imitation of European models and in its early days to have been inseparable from propaganda. One author wrote of his own work: “Although the play is aesthetically immature, I am glad to say that I have touched on matrimony and rural bankruptcy, the two up-to-date social problems confronting us.” Both Ibsen and Bernard Shaw were immensely valued as “problem playwrights,” though Mrs. Warren’s Profession caused a scandal in Shanghai as late as 1921. Later there was a reaction in favour of sentimental love-dramas, and later still in favour of “proletarian” plays. It is interesting to learn that the very first plays to be adapted for the Chinese theatre were La Dame aux Camélias and Uncle Tom’s Cabin. Uncle Tom’s Cabin, incidentally, had the effect of convincing the Chinese that “Westerners were not all callous.”

This is a slight book, but well worth the hour or so that it takes to read. It would have been better in places if Mr. Hsiao Ch’ien were not over-anxious to avoid giving offence. Europe has not behaved well towards Asia, and in certain contexts it is necessary to say so. The publishers are to be congratulated on the make-up of the book, which is printed on the kind of hand-made paper which most of us have not seen for several years.

[Fee: £10.0.0; 2.8.44]




2528A. Eileen to Lydia Jackson

Wednesday [9? August 1944]      Typewritten with handwritten postscript


Richard Blair was born on 14 May 1944 in the Newcastle upon Tyne area. In June he was adopted by the Orwells and in that month Eileen gave up her job at the Ministry of Food; see Crick, 463–64. Although the letter is typed on Ministry of Food headed paper, it must have been written in August 1944. The flat in Canonbury Square, which the Orwells were to rent, was not in their possession when the letter was written. Eileen qualifies its being theirs by saying, ‘at least references are being taken up.’ On 15 August, Orwell told Leonard Moore that they were taking the flat at the end of August (2533) and on 29 August he told him that the flat would be theirs on 1 September but they would probably move in only on 9 September (2539). The letter must therefore have been written in August 1944 and a little before the 15th, by when, presumably, their references had proved acceptable. This would indicate that the journey north was to take place on Thursday 17 August and that Eileen hoped to visit Lydia Jackson at the Orwell’s cottage in Wallington (where Lydia Jackson was staying, as she did from time to time – see 3255A) during the period of Saturday to Monday, 12 to 14 August. This would imply that the letter was written on Wednesday 9 August 1944. In her letter, Eileen writes, ‘When and if Richard comes’; he was not, therefore, then with them. It seems possible, therefore, that one reason for the journey north (presumably to Greystone, Carlton, near Stockton-on-Tees, County Durham, Gwen O’Shaughnessy’s family home, some twenty-five miles south of Newcastle upon Tyne) was to see Richard. There is no indication as to whether or not Orwell went north with Eileen. Richard is first referred to in a letter by Orwell when writing to Rayner Heppenstall on 4 October 1944 (2558). Writing to Mrs Gerry Byrne on Saturday, 28 October 1944 (2569), Orwell says he fetched Richard ‘last week,’ that is between 15 and 21 October. See also 2566A. It is possibly significant that in his London Letter, tentatively dated here October 1944 (2553), when referring to current shortages, Orwell mentions teats for babies’ feeding bottle.



Ministry of Food,
Portman Court,
Portman Square,
London, W. 1

Dear Lydia,

I didn’t know where to write to you and indeed I don’t know whether this is a very good idea because one of Gwen’s letters to Florrie1 took ten days in transit. However we’ll hope.

So far as I can see the cottage is going to repeat its Disney act. Two babies are now supposed to be going into residence, one with a mother and father the other with a mother (fortunately the father is in Normandy or somewhere). I pity them but it’s satisfactory to have the space so well used. Mrs. Horton2 has seen the space now so it’s her responsibility. And about that, I thought I might come down for an hour or two while you’re there and pack away some of our oddments – papers chiefly. I’ve arranged that the old tin trunk can stay locked but I think it would be a good idea to put it in the bottom of the larder (if it’ll go) and also that the linen chest will be used for our things or yours. They’re providing their own linen of course and will bring it in something in which it can be kept. I expect they will move most of the furniture about and the two passage rooms will go into use again. By the way, do you …° (There was a long interruption on the telephone and I can’t at all remember what this important enquiry was.)

But I have remembered what I really wanted to write to you about. It was a confession. Lettice Cooper3 and her sister went down to the cottage for the week-end. Barbara the sister is in the act of recovering from a nervous breakdown and this life is not good for her. She won’t go away without Lettice and Lettice couldn’t free herself for the week-end until just before it came. Then she did but of course it was too late to make any ordinary arrangements. They had a lovely time they say. Mrs. Anderson4 swore she would clean on Tuesday and I hope she did but Lettice has a curious liking for housewifery and doubtless did clean quite well herself; the real crisis was about the sheets as usual – they carried one but couldn’t well do more than that. Anyway I hope you don’t mind. It seemed a pity to have the place empty for the bank holiday and I couldn’t contact you. Seeing how much they enjoyed it and how well they looked I rather hoped that all these babies wouldn’t like the place after all. It would be fun to send people down all the time and I don’t think it need have been empty for a night for the rest of the summer anyway. But of course it won’t be empty!

Can I come to tea? It’s a bit of a job because we are going North with Gwen on the 17th to help with the luggage primarily. But I could manage Saturday or Monday—or Sunday I suppose but the travelling back is so ungodly. It’ll have to be a compressed trip because we are also more or less in the act of moving. We have a flat in Canonbury Square—at least references are now being taken up and we shall have it unless the bombs beat us to the post which is rather likely. It’s a top floor flat and there have been numbers of bombs in the vicinity though the square itself has lost nothing but a window or two. I rather like it, in fact in some ways I like it very much indeed. The outlook is charming and we have a flat roof about three yards by two which seems full of possibilities. Disadvantage is that to get to it you climb an uncountable number of stone stairs—to get to the flat I mean; to get to the roof you climb one of those fire-escape ladders with very small iron rungs. I don’t know how Richard will be managed if the bombing ever stops. I thought we might have a crane and sling and transport him the way they do elephants in the films but George thinks this unsuitable.

Which day? With preference Saturday or Monday. No. Posts being as they are, I think I’ll come on Saturday unless I hear to the contrary, and hope to see you. I expect I shan’t get on the bus anyway but I’ll come some time in the afternoon and leave in the late afternoon, having put away the papers and possibly collected one or two things. When and if Richard comes I’ll be wanting a few things but probably the best thing to do will be to leave them for the moment in the linen chest so that they don’t get bombed before they’re used. I meant to brood on this when I went over with Mrs. Horton but she had to get back and we only had half an hour in the cottage which didn’t leave much time for brooding.

See you on Saturday I hope.

With love
Eilee.5

[Handwritten postscript] (One thing I want to do with you is to check up on the things you want out of the garden. Kay wants you to have the crops of course but she’d better be forewarned so that the apple disaster isn’t repeated the day they arrive.

[In left-hand margin:] Also I want to arrange to buy the coal and the Calor Gas.




2529. Review of The Porch and The Stronghold1 by Richard Church

Manchester Evening News, 10 August 1944

One advantage of the novel, as a literary form, is that you can stuff very nearly anything into it. Fragments of old diaries, scraps of conversation overheard in the street, unpublished poems, disquisitions on politics or life in general, miscellaneous information on every subject from botany to tinmining—with a very little ingenuity they can all be pressed into service.

Subject-matter too trivial, too scandalous, or too recondite to be used in any kind of essay or casual article can always be woven into fiction. And indeed, at a time like the present, when the art of pure story-telling is in a bad way, the best passages in many novels are those in which the author forgets about his characters and turns aside to discuss some irrelevant subject which he really understands.

Certainly that is true of these two reprinted novels by Mr. Richard Church. Their plots are non-existent and their characters improbable, but they do impart, on the side as it were, some valuable or, at any rate, interesting scraps of information.

“The Stronghold” is a sequel to “The Porch” (which, by the way, was given the Femina Vie-Heureuse Prize in 1938), and the central character all the way through is a young man named John Quickshott, who is employed as a clerk in the Customs Department, but whose ambition is to become a doctor. He has a fellow-clerk named Mouncer, who is a poet, and who dies at the end of the first volume, having first awakened the affections of a young woman, who ultimately marries John.

John does, in the end, after heroic struggles and much neglect of his official duties, succeed in passing his medical examinations. The stronger personality of Mouncer, even after death, imposes itself on John and Dorothy (the heroine) and keeps them apart, and the ghost is only laid when John is launched on his medical career and Mouncer’s posthumously published poems score a great success.

That is the plot, if it can be called a plot, but towards the end the story simply goes to pieces and many of the incidents are quite meaningless. And the writing is surprisingly slovenly, phrases like “he sold the majority of his mother’s furniture,” or (notice the mental confusion of this) “he unloaded 30 or 40 pots of one-pound jam jars” occurring all over the place.

Yet certain passages in these two stories, perhaps 50 or 100 pages in all, are well worth reading. These are, needless to say, the passages dealing with the Customs Department (of which Mr. Church evidently has inside knowledge)2 and with John’s experiences as a medical student. Here you come upon concrete facts which you would probably not be able to find out for yourself, and their irrelevance to the main story hardly seems to matter.

There is much curious information about the goings-on in the Customshouse, the activities of tea-tasters, analysts and the like, but the most revealing thing is the way in which it is taken for granted that a minor Civil Servant will have no interest in his job.

Everyone either has some all-absorbing hobby or is studying for some examination by which he may hope to get out of the Civil Service, and in either case he steals all the time he can from his official tasks.

The Chiefs of the Department cannot officially countenance this, but even they are rather gratified when some junior clerk publishes a book, or obtains his B.Sc., or in some other way demonstrates that he has been using the Government’s time for his own purposes.

John Quickshott, at the age of eighteen, enters his Majesty’s Service without a trace of illusion or enthusiasm. He arrives late at the office on his very first day, and within a week or so is dodging work with the best of them. His friend Bembridge, a student of music and botany, spends hours of every day on his two hobbies, hurriedly slipping a blotter over his notebooks when the head clerk enters the room.

Work is bondage, life begins where work ends—that seems to be the attitude in the lower grades of the Civil Service, at any rate according to Mr. Church’s picture of it.

It is a little difficult to believe John Quickshott would have made a successful doctor, but one or two scenes from his student days (these, no doubt, also drawn from personal experience) are convincing and interesting. There is a shocking description of an operation for cancer of the breast. This is a good example of the kind of mental junk for which there is always room in a novel. Presented with this description as a piece of “reportage,” the editor of almost any kind of periodical would reject it at sight. In a novel it seems acceptable, even though it has no organic connection with the story.

The book also contains three descriptions of accouchements (two babies and one calf), all of them occurring in highly unfavourable circumstances. One of them, incidentally, happens during an air raid—in 1916.

The second of these two novels was written just before the present war, and deals with the opening years of the last war. Certain passages in it have an amusing period flavour, especially the descriptions of the Zeppelin raids—which, in the light of more recent experiences, seem rather unimpressive.

These novels were worth reprinting, but to say this is to say that English fiction is at a very low ebb. Probably this state of affairs, like Mrs. Carlyle’s toothache, will not be permanent. The German end of the war should be over within a year, the paper situation will presumably improve within a year of that, and simultaneously the younger writers, or some of them, will be released from the Forces, and the older ones from the propaganda jobs under which they are now smothered.

When that happens we may hope for a reasonably large output of good novels again. But at present it is a lamentable fact that when a novel worth reading appears in this country it is in most cases either a reissue of something published before 1939 or, like “Darkness at Noon” and “Flight to Arras,” a translation from some foreign language or, like “For Whom the Bell Tolls,”3 the work of an American.

[Fee: £8.8.0; 9.8.44]




2530. ‘As I Please,’ 37

Tribune, 11 August 1944

A few days ago a West African wrote to inform us that a certain London dance hall had recently erected a “colour bar,” presumably in order to please the American soldiers who formed an important part of its clientele. Telephone conversations with the management of the dance hall brought us the answers: (a) that the “colour bar” had been cancelled, and (b) that it had never been imposed in the first place; but I think one can take it that our informant’s charge had some kind of basis. There have been other similar incidents recently. For instance, during last week a case in a magistrate’s court brought out the fact that a West Indian Negro working in this country had been refused admission to a place of entertainment when he was wearing Home Guard uniform. And there have been many instances of Indians, Negroes and others being turned away from hotels on the ground that “we don’t take coloured people.”

It is immensely important to be vigilant against this kind of thing, and to make as much public fuss as possible whenever it happens. For this is one of those matters in which making a fuss can achieve something. There is no kind of legal disability against coloured people in this country, and, what is more, there is very little popular colour feeling. (This is not due to any inherent virtue in the British people, as our behaviour in India shows. It is due to the fact that in Britain itself there is no colour problem.)

The trouble always arises in the same way. A hotel, restaurant or what-not is frequented by people who have money to spend and who object to mixing with Indians or Negroes. They tell the proprietor that unless he imposes a colour bar they will go elsewhere. They may be a very small minority, and the proprietor may not be in agreement with them, but it is difficult for him to lose good customers; so he imposes the colour bar. This kind of thing cannot happen when public opinion is on the alert and disagreeable publicity is given to any establishment where coloured people are insulted. Anyone who knows of a provable instance of colour discrimination ought always to expose it. Otherwise the tiny percentage of colour-snobs who exist among us can make endless mischief, and the British people are given a bad name which, as a whole, they do not deserve.

In the nineteen-twenties, when American tourists were as much a part of the scenery of Paris as tobacco kiosks and tin urinals, the beginnings of a colour bar began to appear even in France. The Americans spent money like water; and restaurant proprietors and the like could not afford to disregard them. One evening, at a dance in a very well-known café, some Americans objected to the presence of a Negro who was there with an Egyptian woman. After making some feeble protests, the proprietor gave in, and the Negro was turned out.

Next morning there was a terrible hullabaloo and the cafe proprietor was hauled up before a Minister of the Government and threatened with prosecution. It had turned out that the offended Negro was the Ambassador of Haiti. People of that kind can usually get satisfaction, but most of us do not have the good fortune to be ambassadors, and the ordinary Indian, Negro or Chinese can only be protected against petty insult if other ordinary people are willing to exert themselves on his behalf.

Readers of this week’s Tribune will notice that Mr. Reginald Reynolds,1 reviewing What the German Needs, repeats and appears to believe a story about British troops advancing to the attack behind the cover of civilian hostages. His authority for it is a casual undated reference to the News-Chronicle.

Now, this business of advancing behind a screen of civilian hostages is a very old favourite in the history of war propaganda. The Germans were accused of doing it in 1914, and again in 1940. But would Mr. Reynolds believe it if it were told about Germans? I very much doubt it. He would at once reject it as an “atrocity story,” which it is. As it happens, his quoted authority, the News-Chronicle, reported last week from the Normandy front another time-honoured atrocity—dipping women in petrol and setting fire to them. (This has been a steady favourite in the wars of the last thirty years. Ideally the women should be nuns. The News-Chronicle made them schoolmistresses, which is perhaps the next best thing.) I feel pretty certain that Mr. Reynolds would reject that one too. It is only when these tales are told about our own side that they become, from the point of view of a war-resister, true or at any rate credible; just as for a blimp they only become true when told about the enemy.

I doubt whether the war-resister’s attitude is any better than the blimp’s, and in essentials I don’t even think it is different. During recent years many pacifists and other war-resisters have assured me that all the tales of Nazi atrocities—the concentration camps, the gas vans, the rubber truncheons, the castor oil and all the rest of it—are simply lies emanating from the British Government. Or, alternatively, they are not lies, but then we do exactly the same ourselves. All that is said about the enemy is “war propaganda,” and war propaganda, as we know from the experience of 1914–18, is invariably untruthful.

God knows there was enough lying in 1914–18, but I do urge that this time there is a radical difference. For it is not the case this time that the atrocity stories have only appeared since the war started. On the contrary, there were far more of them during the period 1933–39. During that time the whole civilised world looked on in horror at the things that were done in the Fascist countries. Nor did these stories emanate from the British Government, or from any Government.

It was everywhere the Socialists and Communists who believed them and circulated them. The concentration camps, the pogroms and all the rest of it were believed in by the whole of the European Left, including the majority of pacifists. They were also believed in by the hundreds of thousands of refugees who fled from the Fascist countries. If it is true now, therefore, that the tales of Nazi outrages are all lies, we have to accept one of two things. Either (a) between the years 1933–39 some tens of millions of Socialists and some hundreds of thousands of refugees suffered a mass hallucination about concentration camps, or (b) atrocities happen in peace time, but stop as soon as war breaks out.

I submit that both of these are incredible, and that the case against the Nazis must be substantially true. Nazism is a quite exceptionally evil thing, and it has been responsible for outrages quite unparalleled in recent times. It is definitely worse than British Imperialism, which has plenty of crimes of its own to answer for. Not to accept this seems to me merely unrealistic.

There is a point at which incredulity becomes credulity. “The Duke of Bedford,” a young pacifist2 writes to me, “knows—I assure you that this is so—that Hitler is a good man, and he would like to have a talk with him in order to bring out what is best in him.” I suggest on the contrary that Hitler is not a good man, and that there is a large body of evidence to support this. I don’t know, of course, whether the Duke of Bedford is correctly reported. But if he is, then I see no significant difference between his outlook and that of any fat-headed Daily Telegraph reader who cries out against doodle-bugs while not caring a damn for the starvation of millions of Indians.


This ‘As I Please’ drew responses on three fronts. The Duke of Bedford wrote to Tribune on 20 August to say that ‘Mr. Orwell’s young friend who stated that I knew that Hitler was a “good” man seems to be under a misapprehension. I should not apply the term “good” to any prominent statesman at present on the axis° or on the Allied side.’ He argued that no matter how bad some of a man’s actions might be you could not tell what he was truly like until ‘you have tested his response to generous, unexpected practical friendliness on occasions where there has been no element of compulsion or bargaining.’ He wrote from many years’ experience in attempting the ‘reclamation’ of difficult people, including criminals. The letter was not published.

A second unpublished letter, from C. Jack (the signature is not quite clear), was headed ‘George Orwell & “What the Germans needs.°”’ Its burden, in a somewhat confused outpouring, was that it was ‘sheer nonsense’ to suggest that Nazi outrages were ‘definately° worse’ than the crimes of British Imperialism. He maintained that the war had been the Allies’ responsibility for the way the Germans had been treated in 1919. ‘This war could not have occurred but of° our own co-operation & foreign policy & so we should pay most of the costs & penalties.’ A summary makes the writer’s case more forcefully than does his letter.

Orwell’s comment on his friend Reginald Reynolds’s dismissive review of E. O. Lorimer’s What the German Needs (which Reynolds concluded by saying that Allen and Unwin should feel ashamed of publishing such drivel), led to this letter from Reynolds, which was included in Tribune for 25 August 1944:


George Orwell’s comment on my review in a recent number of Tribune gives sharp emphasis to Pilate’s question. I think Orwell and I would agree on two propositions: (1) That real “atrocities” do occur, and (2) that hatred, inventiveness and exaggeration account for others.

I have, I believe, an unusually rich collection of atrocity stories, relating to many times and places. It would be larger had I not, some years ago, foolishly destroyed a whole trunkful of Indian stories (about the British), because I felt that they were not useful evidence. I was (and still am) more impressed by the less spectacular admissions implicit in Government White Papers and news items in “sound” capitalist journals etc. Being unable to wash my hands of the matter (like Pilate), I sought truth where it was in nobody’s visible interests to lie. For example, there were once sensational atrocity stories about Russia, in newspapers hardly unbiassed, and these same papers should carry no more weight with us now that they have discovered all Russians to be angels and all Germans to be devils. But if such a paper, a respectable imperialist organ, tells me how many Indians have been flogged in the past year, I see no reason to suppose that it is deliberately defaming the British Empire. Indeed, one is driven to the conclusion that Fleet Street chivalry is often rather proud of such achievements.

Yet I do owe your readers an apology. Like many Londoners, I have been somewhat disorganised by the war. My files, hastily salvaged from an attic flat with a hole in the roof, are scattered and badly mixed up. Hence my undated reference to the News-Chronicle. But to satisfy Mr. Orwell I have with some trouble, unearthed the cutting I had in mind: and I find, to my horror and shame, that it was from the Daily Telegraph. The date was October 27, 1938, and the relevant passage from Arthur Merton’s dispatch runs as follows:—

“We formed a convoy of a dozen vehicles led by an armoured car and a ‘mine-sweeper’—an ordinary taxi in which had been placed two ‘oozlebats.’ This is a typical British soldier’s corruption of the Arabic word ‘Aisabit,’ meaning rebel bands. The men were carried as hostages to avert the mining of our route.”

The Daily Telegraph was, however, no more friendly than the News-Chronicle to Arab rebels: so why should the story have been invented? It may or may not be considered “atrocious”—the best test is to imagine our reaction to similar conduct on the part of the Germans…. The story was not forgotten because on the day that I read it I had been considering the comments of a nineteenth century historian on similar devices in the Middle Ages. He explained that, though barbarous by modern standards and unknown in his own time, such things were O.K. to the benighted mediæval mind. If my friend George Orwell wants this reference too, I am willing to spend a morning at the British Museum to satisfy him.








2531. To John Middleton Murry

11 August 1944      Typewritten

On 9 August, Murry wrote to Orwell in response to his letter of 5 August. It not only explained a lot, he said, ‘but it is a staggerer.’ It had never occurred to him that Orwell could regard him ‘as uncritically or circumspectly pro-Soviet.’ He said he could furnish a series of weekly comments in Peace News which were ‘severely, but I hope not unfairly, critical of the U.S.S.R.’ He was, he said, completely nonplussed by this criticism. ‘The only atom of support for your case that I can think of is that I did once write that the U.S.S.R. is “the only inherently peaceful nation.” By that I meant that it was the only nation whose economic system did not reinforce the natural tendency of the human being towards war…. Now I am much more inclined to the idea that no economic structure of itself makes for peace.’ He sent Orwell his two most recent references to Russia in Peace News (28 July and 4 August 1944), and concluded by referring to another point raised by Orwell. He did not, as a pacifist, say no nation ought to defend itself. This was because he did not see ‘any real good in a nation refusing to defend itself except out of pacifist conviction. Here I agree with Gandhi. In so far as people still believe in defending themselves as a nation, they had better do it than shirk the job.’

Care of Tribune

Dear Murry,

Thanks for the copy of “Peace News,” and your letter. I must apologise very deeply for attacking you on the score of your attitude to the USSR. I seldom see “Peace News” and did not know that you had taken this line, and I was going on what you used to say earlier on, eg. at the time of the Russian invasion of Poland and before the war. It is also unquestionable—as you yourself point out in this issue—that many pacifists regard Russia as sacrosanct and keep silent on this issue while denouncing the rest of the allied war effort, and I wrongly assumed that you would be doing so too. I ought to have kept up with your utterances and I am very sorry that I should have written you an almost abusive letter founded on out of date information. I know only too well what sort of trouble it gets one into to write anything anti-Stalin at this date, and I admire your courage in doing so. Fortunately I had not accused you in print of doing this particular thing—ie. attacking militarism but making an exception of the Red Army. As to my remarks about pacifism in general, I don’t think I can withdraw anything. I hold to my opinion that it acts objectively in favour of violence and tends to turn into power-worship. But even here I may perhaps have been attributing to you too much of the outlook of the younger intellectual pacifists, some of whom seem to me completely corrupted. I wonder if you would send me a copy of your new book, “Adam and Eve,” when it comes out, and I could do something about it in my column in the “Tribune.”1 In that way I could get over the difficulty of finding time to do it. Meanwhile please accept my apologies for misjudging your attitude.

Yours sincerely
Geo. Orwell

P.S. Do you ever see my column in the “Tribune?” You must not think that because I “support” the war and don’t disapprove of bombing I am in favour of reprisals, making Germany pay, etc, etc. You may not understand this, but I don’t think it matters killing people so long as you do not hate them. I also think that there are times when you can only show your feeling of brotherhood for somebody else by killing him, or trying to. I believe most ordinary people feel this and would make a peace in that sense if they had any say in the matter. There has been very little popular resistance to this war, and also very little hatred. It is a job that has to be done.

On 30 August 1944, Murry wrote to Orwell asking him to write an article of 800 words for Peace News to indicate ‘the basic provisions which you consider indispensable to a lasting peace.’ ‘If you think a lasting peace a practical impossibility, will you say why.’ Orwell did not respond to Murry’s request.




2532. On Branch Street by Marie Paneth1

The Observer, 13 August 1944

A valuable piece of sociological work has been done by Mrs. Marie Paneth, the Austrian authoress, whose book, “Branch Street,” recently published by Allen and Unwin, brought to light some rather surprising facts about the slum conditions still existing here and there in the heart of London.

For nearly two years Mrs. Paneth has been working at a children’s play centre in a street which she chooses to conceal under the name of Branch Street. Though not far from the centre of London it happens to be a “bad” quarter, and it is quite clear from her descriptions that when she first went there the children were little better than savages. They did, indeed, have homes of sorts, but in behaviour they resembled the troops of “wild children” who were a by-product of the Russian civil war. They were not only dirty, ragged, undernourished and unbelievably obscene in language and corrupt in outlook, but they were all thieves, and as intractable as wild animals.

A few of the girls were comparatively approachable, but the boys simply smashed up the play centre over and over again, sometimes breaking in at night to do the job more thoroughly, and at times it was even dangerous for a grown-up to venture among them single-handed.

It took a long time for this gentle, grey-haired lady, with her marked foreign accent, to win the children’s confidence. The principle she went on was never to oppose them forcibly if it could possibly be avoided, and never to let them think that they could shock her. In the end this seems to have worked, though not without some very disagreeable experiences. Mrs. Paneth believes that children of this kind, who have had no proper home life and regard grown-ups as enemies, are best treated on the “libertarian” principles evolved by Homer Lane, Mr. A. S. Neill, and others.

Though not a professional psychologist, Mrs. Paneth is the wife of a doctor, and has done work of this kind before. During the last war she worked in a children’s hospital in Vienna and later in a children’s play centre in Berlin. She describes the “Branch Street” children as much the worst she has encountered in any country. But, speaking as a foreign observer, she finds that nearly all English children have certain redeeming traits: she instances the devotion which even the worst child will show in looking after a younger brother or sister.

It is also interesting to learn that these semi-savage children, who see nothing wrong in stealing and flee at the very sight of a policeman, are all deeply patriotic and keen admirers of Mr. Churchill.

It is clear from Mrs. Paneth’s account that “Branch Street” is simply a forgotten corner of the nineteenth century existing in the middle of a comparatively prosperous area. She does not believe that the conditions in which the children live have been made much worse by the war. (Incidentally, various attempts to evacuate these children were a failure: they all came under the heading of “unbilletable.”)

It is impossible to talk to her or read her book without wondering how many more of these pockets of corruption exist in London and other big towns. Mrs. Paneth has managed to keep in touch with some of the children who were previously under her care and have now gone to work. With such a background they have neither the chance of a worth-while job nor, as a rule, the capacity for steady work. At best they find their way into some blindalley occupation, but are more likely to end up in crime or prostitution.

The surprise which this book caused in many quarters is an indication of how little is still known of the under side of London life. The huge slum areas that existed within living memory have been cleared up, but in a smaller way there is obviously still a great deal to do. Mrs. Paneth was astonished and gratified that her book, which casts a very unfavourable light on this country, received no hostile criticism.

Probably that is a sign that public opinion is becoming more sensitive to the problem of the neglected child. In any case it would be difficult to read the book without conceiving an admiration for its author, who has carried out a useful piece of civilising work with great courage and infinite good-temper.

But “Branch Street” still exists, and it will go on creating wild and hopeless children until it has been abolished and rebuilt along with the other streets that have the same atmosphere.

[Fee: £8.0.0; 11.8.44]




2533. To Leonard Moore

15 August 1944 Handwritten

Care of the° Tribune

Dear Mr Moore,

Thanks for your letter of 14th August. Yes, it is O.K. about Gollancz retaining the rights of “Wigan Pier”.

I think Warburg is going to publish “Animal Farm”—I say “I think”, because although W. has agreed to do so there may be a slip-up about the paper. But so long as we can lay hands on the paper he will do it. So that will save me from the trouble of doing it myself.

I am now doing that essay I spoke to you of,1 & I shall then be able to compile the book of essays, but I shall have to find someone to do the typing as I have not time to do it myself.

We are, I think, taking a flat in Islington at the end of this month, & I will let you have the address when we move in.

Yours sincerely
E. A. Blair




2534. ‘As I Please,’ 38

Tribune, 18 August 1944

Appropos° of my remarks on the railings round London squares, a correspondent writes:

“Are the squares to which you refer public or private properties? If private, I suggest that your comments in plain language advocate nothing less than theft and should be classed as such.”

If giving the land of England back to the people of England is theft, I am quite happy to call it theft. In his zeal to defend private property, my correspondent does not stop to consider how the so-called owners of the land got hold of it. They simply seized it by force, afterwards hiring lawyers to provide them with title deeds. In the case of the enclosure of the common lands, which was going on from about 1600 to 1850, the land-grabbers did not even have the excuse of being foreign conquerors; they were quite frankly taking the heritage of their own countrymen, upon no sort of pretext except that they had the power to do so.

Except for the few surviving commons, the high roads, the lands of the National Trust, a certain number of parks, and the sea shore below high-tide mark, every square inch of England is “owned” by a few thousand families. These people are just about as useful as so many tapeworms. It is desirable that people should own their own dwelling-houses, and it is probably desirable that a farmer should own as much land as he can actually farm. But the ground landlord in a town area has no function and no excuse for existence. He is merely a person who has found out a way of milking the public while giving nothing in return. He causes rents to be higher, he makes town planning more difficult, and he excludes children from green spaces: that is literally all that he does, except to draw his income. The removal of the railings in the squares was a first step against him. It was a very small step, and yet an appreciable one, as the present move to restore the railings shows. For three years or so the squares lay open, and their sacred turf was trodden by the feet of working-class children, a sight to make dividend-drawers gnash their false teeth. If that is theft, all I can say is, so much the better for theft.1

I note that once again there is serious talk of trying to attract tourists to this country after the war. This, it is said, will bring in a welcome trickle of foreign currency. But it is quite safe to prophesy that the attempt will be a failure. Apart from the many other difficulties, our licensing laws, and the artificial price of drink, are quite enough to keep foreigners away. Why should people who are used to paying sixpence for a bottle of wine visit a country where a pint of beer costs a shilling? But even these prices are less dismaying to foreigners than the lunatic laws which permit you to buy a glass of beer at half-past ten while forbidding you to buy it at twenty-five past, and which have done their best to turn the pubs into mere boozing shops by excluding children from them.

How downtrodden we are in comparison with most other peoples is shown by the fact that even people who are far from being “temperance” don’t seriously imagine that our licensing laws could be altered. Whenever I suggest that pubs might be allowed to open in the afternoon, or to stay open till midnight, I always get the same answer—“The first people to object would be the publicans. They don’t want to have to stay open twelve hours a day.” People assume, you see, that opening hours, whether long or short, must be regulated by the law, even for one-man businesses. In France, and in various other countries, a café proprietor opens or shuts just as it suits him. He can keep open the whole twenty-four hours if he wants to; and, on the other hand, if he feels like shutting his café and going away for a week, he can do that too. In England we have had no such liberty for about a hundred years, and people are hardly able to imagine it.

England is a country that ought to be able to attract tourists. It has much beautiful scenery, an equable climate, innumerable attractive villages and medieval churches, good beer, and foodstuffs of excellent natural taste. If you could walk where you chose instead of being fenced in by barbed wire and “Trespassers will be prosecuted” boards, if speculative builders had not been allowed to ruin every pleasant view within ten miles of a big town, if you could get a drink when you wanted it at a normal price, if an eatable meal in a country inn were a normal experience, and if Sunday were not artificially made into a day of misery, then foreign visitors might be expected to come here. But if those things were true England would no longer be England, and I fancy that we shall have to find some way of acquiring foreign currency that is more in accord with our national character.

In spite of my campaign against the jackboot—in which I am not operating single-handed—I notice that jackboots are as common as ever in the columns of the newspapers. Even in the leading articles in the Evening Standard, I have come upon several of them lately. But I am still without any clear information as to what a jackboot is. It is a kind of boot that you put on when you want to behave tyrannically: that is as much as anyone seems to know.2

Others beside myself have noted that war, when it gets into the leading articles, is apt to be waged with remarkably old-fashioned weapons. Planes and tanks do make an occasional appearance, but as soon as an heroic attitude has to be struck, the only armaments mentioned are the sword (“We shall not sheathe the sword until,” etc., etc.), the spear, the shield, the buckler, the trident, the chariot and the clarion. All of these are hopelessly out of date (the chariot, for instance, has not been in effective use since about A.D. 50), and even the purpose of some of them has been forgotten. What is a buckler, for instance? One school of thought holds that it is a small round shield, but another school believes it to be a kind of belt. A clarion, I believe, is a trumpet, but most people imagine that a “clarion call” merely means a loud noise.

One of the early Mass Observation reports, dealing with the coronation of George VI., pointed out that what are called “national occasions” always seem to cause a lapse into archaic language. The “ship of state,” for instance, when it makes one of its official appearances, has a prow and a helm instead of having a bow and a wheel, like modern ships. So far as it is applied to war, the motive for using this kind of language is probably a desire for euphemism. “We will not sheathe the sword,” sounds a lot more gentlemanly than “We will keep on dropping block-busters,” though in effect it means the same.

One argument for Basic English is that by existing side by side with Standard English it can act as a sort of corrective to the oratory of statesmen and publicists. High-sounding phrases, when translated into Basic, are often deflated in a surprising way. For example, I presented to a Basic expert the sentence, “He little knew the fate that lay in store for him”—to be told that in Basic this would become “He was far from certain what was going to happen.” It sounds decidedly less impressive, but it means the same. In Basic, I am told, you cannot make a meaningless statement without its being apparent that it is meaningless—which is quite enough to explain why so many schoolmasters, editors, politicians and literary critics object to it.




2535. Review of Milton: Man and Thinker by Denis Saurat1

The Observer, 20 August 1944

This book, with all its learning, does not remove the impression that Milton, considered as anything except a poet, was an uninteresting person. It cannot be said that his life was uneventful: he went blind, he was twice married, and in the period of the Commonwealth he played an important part by answering, more or less officially, the leading pamphleteers of Europe. He also had the courage to continue writing anti-Royalist pamphlets when the Restoration was obviously imminent. And yet somehow Professor Saurat’s claim that Milton was a “profound thinker” as well as a “marvellous poet” does not seem to be justified. Milton is remembered by his phraseology: it is difficult to feel that he added anything to our stock of ideas.

Professor Saurat has very little to say about Milton’s private life, and not a great deal about his political outlook. The main emphasis of the book is religious. Milton’s creed, it seems, was a kind of Deism or pantheism, definitely heretical even by Puritan standards. He did not believe in the duality of body and soul, and therefore only doubtfully believed in individual immortality. As he saw it, the Fall and the Atonement were a struggle that took place anew in every human being, and it was a struggle between reason and passion rather than between good and evil. In this scheme of things the doctrine of the Atonement in its Christian form had no place, and Milton does not even mention the Crucifixion in “Paradise Regained.” Implicit in his outlook is the belief that the Kingdom of Heaven will be finally established on this earth, as was also believed by the ancient Hebrews before the doctrine of the immortality of the soul took root.

Professor Saurat accepts Blake’s dictum that Milton “was of the Devil’s party without knowing it,”2 but adds that “he was also of God’s party, and, what is more important, he knew it.” “Paradise Lost” is a dramatisation of his own struggle, moral and political. The story of the Fall, which is different from the Biblical version, sets forth his own view of sexual ethics, while the relationship between Adam and Eve (“He for God only, she for God in him”) emphasises the necessary subjection of Woman. There are indeed passages in “Paradise Lost” in which it is difficult not to feel that Milton is writing “at” his first wife. Professor Saurat does not say this, but he does say that Milton’s subject-matter is in one way or another always himself. His political opinions sprang very directly out of his subjective feelings. Persecution made him a champion of liberty, but on the other hand he was not in favour of toleration for those he seriously disagreed with, such as the Catholics. He believed in democracy until he found that the common people were not of his way of thinking. Professor Saurat admits Milton’s egotism and his tendency to base his theories on personal motives, but turns this into a virtue:


But we may as well think … what a powerful personality was here, a personality which, in the exercise of its normal needs, was brought up against everything that was arbitrary in the laws and customs of the time! This man was under no necessity to think in order to discover the abuses of the social order; all he had to do was to live, and he naturally came to stumble against every prejudice and to trip against every error. He was naively surprised, and wondered why everyone did not think as he did. His egotism and his pride were so deep that they acted as hardly conscious natural forces, as though human nature, trammelled, bound, and imprisoned in all other men, had held to its free course in Milton alone.



This is ingenious, but when one remembers, for instance, that Milton only became an advocate of divorce when he wanted to dissolve his own marriage, it hardly seems to hold water.

This is, of course, a book about Milton as a thinker and not as a writer, but one cannot help feeling that a little more should have been made of the fact that Milton was a poet. For his outstanding characteristic, which cannot be left out of any full account of him, is his sheer skill with words. It is fair to call it unique, not only because it has never been successfully imitated, in spite of some well-marked stylistic tricks, but because, far more than in most great poets, it is independent of meaning. Many of Milton’s best verbal effects are got by monstrously irrelevant digressions, lists of names, and sheer trivialities, things like—


      the barren plains

Of Sericana, where Chineses drive

With sails and wind their cany wagons light.



If Milton did a service to the human intellect, it was not by writing pamphlets against Salmasius but by weaving noble words round comparatively simple thoughts. For instance:—


I did but prompt the age to quit their clogs,

By the known rules of ancient liberty,

When straight a barbarous noise environs me

Of owls and cuckoos, asses, apes and dogs.



Over a period of 300 years, how many defenders of free speech must have drawn strength from that line, “By the known rules of ancient liberty”! However, perhaps Professor Saurat will write another book about Milton, considered this time as a poet.

[Fee: £10.0.0; 17.8.44]




2535A. To Lydia Jackson

23 August 1944      Typewritten

Tribune

Dear Lydia,

Can you do us a short note (say 300 words) indicating whether this is any good?1

I have some other things of yours in hand but they will be published in due course.2

Yours,
[Signed] Eric.




2536. Review of South of the Congo by Selwyn James

Manchester Evening News, 24 August 1944

It is pointed out in the Bible that prophets are always wrong (“Whether there be prophecies, they shall fail,” the text runs1), but it is difficult to believe that the prophets of the ancient world can have been so consistently wrong as the modern ones have been. Looking back through the torrent of political literature that has poured from the presses since 1935, it is very hard to recall a single correct prediction and only too easy to remember the most astonishing howlers.

The trouble at this particular moment is that whereas events move at lightning speed the process of printing and publishing has been slowed down by paper shortage, lack of labour, and the general disorganisation caused by the war. Any book that you read now is likely to have been written in 1943, if not earlier.

Even where there are not gross errors any political book published nowadays is likely to suffer from a certain distortion, thanks to the inevitable shifting of the world-picture between the time of writing and the time of publication.

Mr. Selwyn James’s book—internal evidence suggests it was written early in 1943—comes out of this test rather better than most, but suffers from the fact that between now and then it has become obvious that an Axis victory is impossible.

His book is a survey of the various states, colonies, and protectorates that make up Southern Africa, and at the time of writing it was inevitable that he should overrate the dangers of an Axis invasion and the strategic importance of South Africa as a whole.

At that time the Mediterranean was almost closed to Allied shipping, and the Japanese were still on the offensive, though it was an error even then to state, as Mr. James does, that they had “obtained control of the Indian Ocean.” And the pro-Nazi factions among the South African Dutch still looked upon Hitler as the saviour of the world, and said so openly.

Probably, therefore, Mr. James’s picture is a good deal too gloomy—the immediate political prospect is not so desperate as he makes it appear. But the long-term problems of Africa are still unsolved, and it is for his frank and popularly written account of these that his book is worth reading.

The basic fact about Africa is racial exploitation. The native African, robbed of most of his lands and debarred nearly everywhere from education and political rights, lives in atrocious poverty, but at the same time the exploiting white population is a resident population and too numerous to be simply ejected.

The Boer farmer looks on Africa as his country. He has no wish to get rich quick or to go back to Europe, he wants only to live a patriarchal life on his primitive farm, and he longs passionately to get rid of the British and the Jews.

At the same time he has not the slightest notion of treating the native African as a human being, and the secession of South Africa from the British Empire would inevitably result in the African being pushed down into even greater degradation.

Mr. James points out, however, that the behaviour of the British on the spot is not much better than that of the Boers. The most violent political hatred can be sunk when it is a question of combining against the blacks, and the highly paid white industrial workers have no sense of solidarity with their black comrades.

British colonial policy, however, in so far as it is answerable to public opinion in Britain, is slightly more enlightened, and it is exactly this fact that has allowed the Nazi propagandists to make so big an impression on the Boer Nationalists.

Except perhaps in the Belgian Congo (50 years ago scene of unheard-of atrocities, but now comparatively well run), it cannot be said that the native Africans, anywhere south of Equatorial Africa, have been given a fair deal, but it is at any rate true that the protectorates of Bechuanaland, Swaziland and Basutoland are anxious to remain under the direct protection of the British crown and not to be “incorporated” in the neighbouring territories.

In every area the Kaffirs and other native tribes have been pushed off the best lands; even the protectorates are largely desert.

On top of this they are burdened with taxes which it is impossible for them to pay out of the proceeds of their tiny farms, or from the miserable wages which they earn as agricultural labourers. The taxes are imposed less, perhaps, for their own sake than as a way of keeping up the supply of cheap labour for the gold and diamond mines.

It is in the towns that conditions are worst. The huge “native quarters” are more sordid and disgusting than we can imagine. Mr. James says he was actually afraid to go into some of the huts he saw. Tuberculosis and other diseases are general, and infant mortality rises as high as 50 per cent (in England the corresponding figure is about 14 per cent).

The big towns also have their white proletariat, the “poor whites,” mostly of Dutch extraction, who give its mass following to the Ossewa Brandwag, the South African Fascist Party, with a programme which is viciously antinative, anti-British, anti-Semitic, and anti-Democratic.

And, of course, there is not even the pretence that black and white are equal before the law. The colour bar is so strict that even sexual intercourse between an African and a European is punishable by imprisonment.

Mr. James has a good word for missionaries, who have done what little has been done to provide the Kaffirs with schools and colleges.

But in general the Christian religion has not brought the African much good—a fact recognised in the Kaffir saying “previously the white man had the Bible and we had the land, now we have the Bible and the white man has the land.”

Though lightly written, this is essentially a depressing book. It leaves the impression that the problems of Africa cannot be solved without generations of suffering and, probably, terrible bloodshed.

But too many others have given similar testimony to leave any doubt that Mr. James’s general thesis is correct, even if his fears of Nazi penetration have been shown to be exaggerated.

[Fee: £8.8.0; 23.8.44]




2537. ‘As I Please,’ 39

Tribune, 25 August 1944

A certain amount of material dealing with Burma and the Burma campaign has been passed on to me by the India-Burma Association, which is an unofficial body representing the European communities in those countries, and standing for a “moderate” policy based on the Cripps proposals.

The India-Burma Association complains with justice that Burma has been extraordinarily ill-served in the way of publicity. Not only has the general public no interest in Burma, in spite of its obvious importance from many points of view, but the authorities have not even succeeded in producing an attractive booklet which would tell people what the problems of Burma are and how they are related to our own. Newspaper reports of the fighting in Burma, from 1942 onwards, have been consistently uninformative, especially from a political point of view. As soon as the Japanese attack began the newspapers and the B.B.C. adopted the practice of referring to all the inhabitants of Burma as “Burmans,” even applying this name to the quite distinct and semi-savage peoples of the far north. This is not only about as accurate as calling a Swede an Italian, but masks the fact that the Japanese find their support mostly among the Burmese proper, the minorities being largely pro-British. In the present campaign, when prisoners are taken, the newspaper reports never state whether they are Japanese or whether they are Burmese and Indian partisans—a point of very great importance.

Almost all the books that have been published about the campaign of 1942 are misleading. I know what I am talking about, because I have had most of them to review. They have either been written by American journalists with no background knowledge and a considerable anti-British bias, or by British officials who are on the defensive and anxious to cover up everything discreditable. Actually, the British officials and military men have been blamed for much that was not their fault, and the view of the Burma campaign held by left wingers in this country was almost as distorted as that held by the blimps. But this trouble arises because there is no official effort to publicise the truth. For to my knowledge manuscripts do exist which give valuable information, but which, for commercial reasons, cannot find publishers.

I can give three examples. In 1942 a young Burman1 who had been a member of the Thakin (extreme Nationalist) party and had intrigued with the Japanese fled to India, having changed his mind about the Japanese when he saw what their rule was like. He wrote a short book which was published in India under the title of What Happened In Burma and which was obviously authentic in the main. The Indian Government in its negligent way sent exactly two copies to England. I tried to induce various publishers to re-issue it, but failed every time: they all gave the same reason—it was not worth wasting paper on a subject which the big public was not interested in. Later a Major Enriquez, who has published various travel books dealing with Burma, brought to England a diary covering the Burma campaign and the retreat into India. It was an extremely revealing—in places a disgracefully revealing—document, but it suffered the same fate as the other book. At the moment I am reading another manuscript which gives valuable background material about Burma’s history, its economic conditions, its system of land tenure, and so forth. But I would bet a small sum that it won’t be published either, at any rate until the paper shortage lets up.

If paper and money are not forthcoming for books of this kind—books which may spill a lot of beans but do help to counteract the lies put about by Axis sympathisers—then the Government must not be surprised if the public knows nothing about Burma and cares less. And what applies to Burma applies to scores of other important but neglected subjects.

Meanwhile here is a suggestion. Whenever a document appears which is not commercially saleable but which is likely to be useful to future historians, it should be submitted to a committee set up by, for instance, the British Museum. If they consider it historically valuable they should have the power to print off a few copies and store them for the use of scholars. At present a manuscript rejected by the commercial publishers almost always ends up in the dustbin. How many possible correctives to accepted lies must have perished in this way!

At a time when muck floods the bookshops while good books go out of print. I was rather glad to see recently that one or two of Leonard Merrick’s novels have been re-issued in a cheap edition.

Leonard Merrick is a writer who seems to me never to have quite had his due. He was not trying to be anything but a popular writer, he has many of the characteristic faults of the pre-1914 period, and he takes almost for granted the middle-class values of that time. But his books are not only sincere, they have the fascination that belongs to all books which deal with the difficulty of earning a living. The most characteristic of them are about struggling artists, usually actors, but Art with a big A hardly enters: everything centres round the ghastly effort to pay the rent and remain “respectable” at the same time. Ever since reading Leonard Merrick, the horrors of a travelling actor’s life—the Sunday journeys and draughty ill-lit theatres, the catcalling audiences, the theatrical lodgings presided over by “Ma,” the white china chamberpot and the permanent smell of fried fish, the sordid rivalries and love affairs, the swindling manager who disappears with all the takings in the middle of the tour—have had their own special corner in my mind.

To anyone who wants to try Leonard Merrick, I would say: lay off the Paris books, which are William J. Locke-ish and tiresome, and read either The Man Who Was Good, The House of Lynch or The Position of Peggy Harper.2 In a different vein, but also worth reading, is The Worldlings.

I wish some botanist among my readers would give me a clear ruling about the name of the weed with a pink flower which grows so profusely on blitzed sites.

I was brought up to call this plant Willowherb. Another similar but distinct plant, which grows in marshy places, I was taught to call Rosebay or French Willow. But I notice that Sir William Beach Thomas, writing in the Observer, calls the plant on the blitzed sites Rosebay Willowherb, thus combining the two names. The only wildflower book I have consulted gives no help. Other people who have referred to the plant seem to use all three names interchangeably. I should like the point cleared up, if only for the satisfaction of knowing whether a Nature Correspondent of fifty years’ standing can be wrong.3




2538. ‘Raffles and Miss Blandish’

28 August 1944; Horizon, October 1944; Politics, November 1944


Orwell’s Payments Book records that this essay was completed on 28 August 1944 and that his fee from Horizon, in which the essay was published in October 1944, was £13.0.0. The essay was then titled ‘The Ethics of the Detective Story from Raffles to Miss Blandish.’ Two letters to Dwight Macdonald, editor of Politics, indicate changes made by Orwell for fear of libel (see 5 September 1944, 2545) and how the essay had been censored by Horizon for political reasons (see 15 September 1944, 2550). The two censorship cuts mentioned in the second letter (see ns. 51 and 54 at the end of this item) were restored when the essay was reprinted in Critical Essays (London, 1946), and in the same collection of essays when published the same year in New York by Reynal & Hitchcock under the title Dickens, Dali and Others: Studies in Popular Culture. Neither of these editions restored the readings given by Orwell in his letter of 5 September (see ns. 26, 31, and 42).

Macdonald published the essay in Politics in November 1944 without making verbal cuts or modifications, and it is that version, with three exceptions, which is reproduced here. Politics gave the main title of the essay as ‘The Ethics of the Detective Story’ and made Orwell’s title a sub-title; this seems to have no authority and is not reproduced here. Macdonald may have modified Orwell’s typescript to suit his magazine’s style but seems to have made fewer changes than were made for Horizon and Critical Essays. (One obvious non-Orwell form in Critical Essays is the use of ‘To-day’ for ‘Today’ (see n. 61). Horizon uses single instead of double quotations marks and =ize for =ise; these variants are not listed here.)

Two readings in this version, neither of which Orwell mentions anywhere, are: the change from Lady—Don’t Turn Over (which appears in Politics) to Miss Callaghan comes to Grief (which appears in Horizon, the two essay collections, and the page proofs of the first impression of Critical Essays; see n. 43); and the change from ‘left a trail of broken bones up and down Australia’ (which appears in Politics, Horizon, and the page proofs of Critical Essays) to ‘practised body-line bowling in Australia,’ an alteration made in what is almost certainly the hand of Roger Senhouse (the director of Seeker & Warburg who dealt with Orwell’s work) to those page proofs; see n. 14. The book which drew James Hadley Chase’s work to the attention of the authorities, and led to the withdrawal of No Orchids for Miss Blandish, was not Lady – Don’t Turn Over. The latter was not, as popularly believed, written by Chase, but by Darcy Glinto (Harold Ernest Kelly), and it was published in May 1940, eighteen months after No Orchids for Miss Blandish. It was incorrect that Harold Larwood left a trail of broken bones round Australia as a result of his bowling technique; so that change, and the correct title of the book, appear in this text. These corrections of fact were probably made by Orwell, but they may have been proposed by others; if the latter, there is no reason to suppose that they did not have his approval. The amendment of ‘suppressed’ (see n. 42) does seem to have had Orwell’s approval. He says in his letter to Macdonald of 5 September that it is probably better to change ‘ultimately suppressed’ (‘ultimately’ does not appear in any of the surviving texts) because the book may have been withdrawn voluntarily. ‘Withdrawn’ is therefore preferred. The change made to the note on Raffles as a murderer (see n. 24) shows clearly that Orwell did make corrections to the 1946 edition (which he dated 1945, the year he wrote these notes).

Orwell’s own notes are indicated here by asterisks, and they are placed at the foot of the relevant page. Other notes, mainly variant readings, are at the end. All verbal variants are noted, as are significant changes in punctuation, capitalisation, and other accidentals. House-styling changes made for Horizon are not listed. The Horizon changes given in ns. 27 and 48 are not likely to be Orwell’s. One or two minor changes have been made to this text where Horizon or Critical Essays is more grammatically or lexically accurate; see, for example, ns. 2 and 17. These few changes are all noted. In textual notes, Hor = Horizon; Pol = Politics; CrE = Critical Essays; DD&O = Dickens, Dali and Others. Except for n. 47, readings in DD&O are not recorded, because that edition has no independent authority. Critical Essays was first published in February 1946; the second impression, May 1946, has been collated here. In the ‘Etcetera’ section of ‘Comment’ in Politics for November 1944, Dwight Macdonald included this note about the censorship of Orwell’s essay by Horizon:

‘George Orwell’s article on detective-story ethics in this issue is being published simultaneously in the English literary monthly, Horizon. Not the full text, however. The editors of Horizon insisted on cutting out one passage entirely: “… and accounts, for instance, for the positive delight with which many English intellectuals greeted the Nazi-Soviet pact.” And they altered another: in the reference to “the countless English intellectuals who kiss the arse of Stalin” the last five words are replaced by “worship dictators.” (Incidentally completely changing Orwell’s meaning.) This kind of panicky self-censorship is evidence of the degree to which the English intelligentsia has succumbed to Russomania (cf. also Orwell’s experience with the Manchester Guardian noted earlier in this department).’1

About a page of this essay (taken from the Horizon text) was quoted by John Hampson (with Orwell’s permission) in Penguin New Writing, 27, Spring 1946; see 2859. A version was published in Polish in Kultura (Paris), 9–10, Sept-Oct 1948.



Nearly half a century after his first appearance, Raffles, “the amateur cracksman,” is still one of the best-known2 characters in English fiction. Very few people would need telling that he played cricket for England, had bachelor chambers in the Albany and burgled the Mayfair houses which he also entered as a guest. Just for that reason he and his exploits make a suitable background against which to examine a more modern crime story such as No Orchids for Miss Blandish.3 Any such choice is necessarily arbitrary—I might equally well have chosen Arsène4 Lupin, for instance—but at any rate No Orchids and the Raffles books63 have the common quality of being crime stories which play the limelight on the criminal rather than the policeman. For sociological purposes they can be compared. No Orchids is the 1939 version of glamourised crime, Raffles the 1900 version. What I am concerned with here is the immense difference in moral atmosphere between the two books, and the change in the popular attitude that this probably implies.

At this date, the charm of Raffles is partly in the period atmosphere, and partly in the technical excellence of the stories. Hornung was a very conscientious and, on his level,5 a very able writer. Anyone who cares for sheer efficiency must admire his work. However, the truly dramatic thing about Raffles, the thing that makes him a sort of by-word6 even to this day (only a few weeks ago, in a burglary case, a magistrate referred to the prisoner as “a Raffles in real life”), is the fact that he is a gentleman. Raffles is presented to us—and this is rubbed home in countless scraps of dialogue and casual remarks—not as an honest man who has gone astray, but as a public-school man who has gone astray. His remorse, when he feels any, is almost purely social:7 he has disgraced “the old school,” he has lost his right to enter “decent society,” he has forfeited his amateur status and become a cad. Neither Raffles nor Bunny8 appears to feel at all strongly that stealing is wrong in itself, though Raffles does once justify himself by the casual remark that “the distribution of property is all wrong anyway.” They think of themselves not as sinners but as renegades, or simply as outcasts. And the moral code of most of us is still so close to Raffles’s9 own that we do feel his situation to be an especially ironical one. A West End clubman10 who is really a burglar! That is almost a story in itself, is it not? But how if it were a plumber or a greengrocer who was really a burglar? Would there be anything inherently dramatic in that? No—although the theme of the “double life,” of respectability covering crime, is still there. Even Charles Peace11 in his clergyman’s dog-collar seems somewhat less of a hypocrite than Raffles in his Zingari12 blazer.

Raffles, of course, is good at all games, but it is peculiarly fitting that his chosen game should be cricket. This allows not only of endless analogies between his cunning as a slow bowler and his cunning as a burglar, but also helps to define the exact nature of his crime. Cricket is not in reality a very popular game in England—it is nowhere near so popular as football, for instance—but it gives expression to a well-marked trait in the English character, the tendency to value “form” or “style” more highly than success. In the eyes of any true cricket-lover it is possible for an innings of ten runs to be “better” (i.e.13 more elegant) than an innings of a hundred runs: cricket is also one of the very few games in which the amateur can excel the professional. It is a game full of forlorn hopes and sudden dramatic changes of fortune, and its rules are so ill-defined that their interpretation is partly an ethical business. When Larwood, for instance, practised body-line bowling in Australia14 he was not actually breaking any rule: he was merely doing something that was “not cricket.” Since cricket takes up a lot of time and is rather expensive to play, it is predominantly an upper-class game,15 but for the whole nation it is bound up with such concepts as “good form,” “playing the game”, etc., and it has declined in popularity just as the tradition of “don’t hit a man when he’s down” has declined. It is not a twentieth-century game, and nearly all modern-minded people dislike it. The Nazis, for instance, were at pains to discourage cricket, which had gained a certain footing in Germany before and after the last war. In making Raffles a cricketer as well as a burglar16 Hornung was not merely providing him with a plausible disguise; he was also drawing the sharpest moral contrast that he was able to imagine.

Raffles, no less than Great Expectations or Le Rouge et le Noir, is a story of snobbery, and it gains a great deal from the precariousness of Raffles’s social position. A cruder writer would have made the “gentleman burglar” a member of the peerage, or at least a baronet. Raffles, however, is of upper-middle-class17 origin and is only accepted by the aristocracy because of his personal charm. “We were in Society but not of it,” he says to Bunny towards the end of the book; and “I was asked about for my cricket.” Both he and Bunny accept the values of “Society” unquestioningly, and would settle down in it for good if only they could get away with a big enough haul. The ruin that constantly threatens them is all the blacker because they only doubtfully “belong.” A duke who has served a prison sentence is still a duke, whereas a mere man-about town18 if once disgraced, ceases to be “about town” for evermore. The closing chapters of the book, when Raffles has been exposed and is living under an assumed name, have a twilight-of-the-gods19 feeling, a mental atmosphere rather similar to that of Kipling’s poem, Gentleman Rankers:20


A trooper of the forces—

I who kept my own six horses! etc.



Raffles now belongs irrevocably to the “cohorts of the damned.”21 He can still commit successful burglaries, but there is no way back into Paradise, which means Piccadilly22 and the M.C.C.23 According to the public-school code there is only one means of rehabilitation: death in battle. Raffles dies fighting against the Boers (a practiced reader would foresee this from the start), and in the eyes of both Bunny and his creator this cancels his crimes.

Both Raffles and Bunny, of course, are devoid of religious belief, and they have no real ethical code, merely certain rules of behaviour which they observe semi-instinctively. But it is just here that the deep moral difference between Raffles and No Orchids becomes apparent. Raffles and Bunny, after all, are gentlemen, and such standards as they do have are not to be violated. Certain things are “not done,” and the idea of doing them hardly arises. Raffles will not, for example, abuse hospitality. He will commit a burglary in a house where he is staying as a guest, but the victim must be a fellow-guest and not the host. He will not commit murder,64 and he avoids violence wherever possible and prefers to carry out his robberies unarmed. He regards friendship as sacred, and is chivalrous though not moral in his relations with women. He will take extra risks in the name of “sportsmanship,” and sometimes even for aesthetic reasons. And above all he is intensely patriotic. He celebrates the Diamond Jubilee (“For sixty years, Bunny, we’ve been ruled over by absolutely the finest sovereign the world has ever seen”) by despatching to the Queen, through the post, an antique gold cup which he has stolen from the British Museum. He steals, from partly political motives, a pearl which the German Emperor is sending to one of the enemies of Britain, and when the Boer War begins to go badly his one thought is to find his way into the fighting line. At the front he unmasks a spy at the cost of revealing his own identity, and then dies gloriously by a Boer bullet. In this combination of crime and patriotism he resembles his near-contemporary Arsène25 Lupin, who also scores off the German Emperor and wipes out his very dirty past by enlisting in the Foreign Legion.

It is important to note that by modern standards Raffles’s crimes are very petty ones. Four hundred pounds’ worth of jewelry seems to him an excellent haul. And though the stories are convincing in their physical detail, they contain very little sensationalism—very few corpses, hardly any blood, no sex crimes, no sadism, no perversions of any kind. It seems to be the case that the crime story, at any rate on its higher levels, has greatly increased in bloodthirstiness during the past twenty years. Some of the early detective stories do not even contain a murder. The Sherlock Holmes stories, for instance, are not all murders, and some of them do not even deal with an indictable crime. So also with the John Thorndyke stories, while of the Max Carrados stories only a minority are murders. Since 1918, however, a detective story not containing a murder has been a great rarity, and the most disgusting details of dismemberment and exhumation are commonly exploited. Some of the Peter Wimsey stories, for instance, seem to point to definite necrophilia.26 The Raffles stories, written from the angle of the criminal, are much less anti-social than many modern stories written from the angle of the detective. The main impression that they leave behind is of boyishness. They belong to a time when people had standards, though they happened to be foolish standards. Their key phrase is “not done.” The line that27 they draw between good and evil is as senseless as a Polynesian taboo, but at least, like the taboo, it has the advantage that everyone accepts it.

So much for Raffles. Now for a header into the cesspool. No Orchids for Miss Blandish, by James Hadley Chase, was published in 1939 but seems to have enjoyed its greatest popularity in 1940, during the Battle of Britain and the blitz. In its main outlines its story is this:

Miss Blandish, the daughter of a millionaire, is kidnapped by some gangsters, who are almost immediately surprised and killed off by a larger and better organised gang. They hold her to ransom and extract half a million dollars from her father. Their original plan had been to kill her as soon as the ransom-money28 was received, but a chance keeps her alive. One of the gang is a young man named Slim29 whose sole pleasure in life consists in driving knives into other people’s bellies. In childhood he has graduated by cutting up living animals with a pair of rusty scissors. Slim is sexually impotent, but takes a kind of fancy to Miss Blandish. Slim’s mother, who is the real brains of the gang, sees in this the chance of curing Slim’s impotence, and decides to keep Miss Blandish in custody till Slim shall have succeeded in raping her. After many efforts and much persuasion, including the flogging of Miss Blandish with a length of rubber hosepipe, the rape is achieved. Meanwhile Miss Blandish’s father has hired a private detective, and by means of bribery and torture the detective and the police manage to round up and exterminate the whole gang. Slim escapes with Miss Blandish and is killed after a final rape, and the detective prepares to restore Miss Blandish to her family. By this time, however, she has developed such a taste for Slim’s caresses65 that she feels unable to live without him, and she jumps out of the window of a skyscraper.30

Several other points need noticing before one can grasp the full implications of this book. To begin with its central story is an impudent plagiarism of William Faulkner’s novel, Sanctuary.31 Secondly it is not, as one might expect, the product of an illiterate hack, but a brilliant piece of writing, with hardly a wasted word or a jarring note anywhere. Thirdly, the whole book, récit32 as well as dialogue, is written in the American language:33 the author, an Englishman who has (I believe) never been in the United States, seems to have made a complete mental transference to the American underworld. Fourthly, the book sold, according to its publishers, no less than half a million copies.

I have already outlined the plot, but the subject-matter is much more sordid and brutal than this suggests. The book contains eight full-dress murders, an unassessable number of casual killings and woundings, an exhumation (with a careful reminder of the stench), the flogging of Miss Blandish, the torture of another woman with redhot34 cigarette ends, a strip-tease act, a third-degree scene of unheard-of cruelty, and much else of the same kind. It assumes great sexual sophistication in its readers (there is a scene, for instance, in which a gangster, presumably of masochistic tendency, has an orgasm in the moment of being knifed), and it takes for granted the most complete corruption and self-seeking as the norm of human behaviour. The detective, for instance, is almost as great a rogue as the gangsters, and actuated by nearly the same motives. Like them, he is in pursuit of “five hundred grand.” It is necessary to the machinery of the story that Mr. Blandish should be anxious to get his daughter back, but apart from this such things as affection, friendship, good-nature35 or even ordinary politeness simply do not enter. Nor, to any great extent, does normal sexuality. Ultimately only one motive is at work throughout the whole story: the pursuit of power.

It should be noticed that the book is not in the ordinary sense pornography. Unlike most books that deal in sexual sadism, it lays the emphasis on the cruelty and not on the pleasure. Slim, the ravisher of Miss Blandish, has “wet, slobbering lips”: this is disgusting, and it is meant to be disgusting. But the scenes describing cruelty to women are comparatively perfunctory. The real high-spots of the book are cruelties committed by men upon other men: above all the third-degreeing of the gangster, Eddie Schultz, who is lashed into a chair and flogged on the windpipe with truncheons, his arms broken by fresh blows as he breaks loose. In another of Mr. Chase’s books, He Won’t Need It Now, the hero, who is intended to be a sympathetic and perhaps even noble character, is described as stamping on somebody’s face, and then, having crushed the man’s mouth in, grinding his heel round and round in it. Even when physical incidents of this kind are not occurring, the mental atmosphere of these books is always the same. Their whole theme is the struggle for power and the triumph of the strong over the weak. The big gangsters wipe out the little ones as mercilessly as a pike gobbling36 up the little fish in a pond; the police kill off the criminals as cruelly as the angler kills the pike. If ultimately one sides with the police against the gangsters it is merely because they are better organised and more powerful, because, in fact, the law is a bigger racket than crime. Might is right: vae victis.37

As I have mentioned already, No Orchids enjoyed its greatest vogue in 1940, though it was successfully running as a play till some time later. It was, in fact, one of the things that helped to console people for the boredom of being bombed. Early in the war the New Yorker had a picture of a little man approaching a news-stall littered with papers with such headlines as GREAT TANK BATTLES IN NORTHERN FRANCE, BIG NAVAL BATTLE IN THE NORTH SEA, HUGE AIR BATTLES OVER THE CHANNEL, etc. etc.38 The little man is saying, “Action Stories, please.” That little man stood for all the drugged millions to whom the world of the gangsters and the prize-ring is more “real,” more “tough” than such things as wars, revolutions, earthquakes, famines and pestilences. From the point of view of a reader of Action Stories, a description of the London blitz, or of the struggles of the European underground parties, would be “sissy stuff.” On the other hand some puny gun-battle in Chicago, resulting in perhaps39 half a dozen deaths, would seem genuinely “tough.” This habit of mind is now extremely widespread. A soldier sprawls in a muddy trench, with the machine-gun bullets crackling a foot or two overhead and whiles away his intolerable boredom by reading an American gangster story. And what is it that makes that story so exciting? Precisely the fact that people are shooting at each other with machine-guns!40 Neither the soldier nor anyone else sees anything curious in this. It is taken for granted that an imaginary bullet is more thrilling than a real one.

The obvious explanation is that in real life one is usually a passive victim, whereas in the adventure story one can think of oneself as being at the centre of events. But there is more to it than that. Here it is necessary to refer again to the curious fact of No Orchids being written—with technical errors, perhaps, but certainly with considerable skill—in the American language.

There exists in America an enormous literature of more or less the same stamp as No Orchids. Quite apart from books, there is the huge array of “pulp magazines,” graded so as to cater for different kinds of fantasy but nearly all having much the same mental atmosphere. A few of them go in for straight pornography41 but the great majority are quite plainly aimed at sadists and masochists. Sold at threepence a copy under the title of Yank Mags,66 these things used to enjoy considerable popularity in England, but when the supply dried up owing to the war, no satisfactory substitute was forthcoming. English imitations of the “pulp magazine” do now exist, but they are poor things compared with the original. English crook films, again, never approach the American crook film in brutality. And yet the career of Mr. Chase shows how deep the American influence has already gone. Not only is he himself living a continuous fantasy-life in the Chicago underworld, but he can count on hundreds of thousands of readers who know what is meant by a “clipshop” or the “hotsquat,” do not have to do mental arithmetic when confronted by “fifty grand,” and understand at sight a sentence like “Johnnie was a rummy and only two jumps ahead of the nut-factory.” Evidently there are great numbers of English people who are partly Americanised in language and, one ought to add, in moral outlook. For there was no popular protest against No Orchids. In the end it was withdrawn,42 but only retrospectively, when a later work, Miss Callaghan comes to Grief43 brought Mr. Chase’s books to the attention of the authorities. Judging by casual conversations at the time, ordinary readers got a mild thrill out of the obscenities in No Orchids, but saw nothing undesirable in the book as a whole. Many people, incidentally, were under the impression that it was an American book reissued44 in England.

The thing that the ordinary reader ought to have objected to—almost certainly would have objected to, a few decades earlier—was the equivocal attitude towards crime. It is implied throughout No Orchids that being a criminal is only reprehensible in the sense that it does not pay. Being a policeman pays better, but there is no moral difference, since the police use essentially criminal methods. In a book like He Won’t Need It Now the distinction between crime and crime-prevention practically disappears. This is a new departure for English sensational fiction, in which till recently there has always been a sharp distinction between right and wrong and a general agreement that virtue must triumph in the last chapter. English books glorifying crime (modern crime, that is—pirates and highwaymen are different) are very rare. Even a book like Raffles, as I have pointed out, is governed by powerful taboos, and it is clearly understood that Raffles’s crimes must be expiated sooner or later. In America, both in life and fiction, the tendency to tolerate crime, even to admire the criminal so long as he is successful, is very much more marked. It is, indeed, ultimately this attitude that has made it possible for crime to flourish upon so huge a scale. Books have been written about Al Capone that are hardly different in tone from the books written about Henry Ford, Stalin, Lord Northcliffe and all the rest of the “log cabin to White House” brigade. And switching back eighty years, one finds Mark Twain adopting much the same attitude towards the disgusting bandit Slade, hero of twenty-eight murders, and towards the Western desperadoes generally. They were successful, they “made good,” therefore he admired them.

In a book like No Orchids one is not, as in the old-style crime story, simply escaping from dull reality into an imaginary world of action. One’s escape is essentially into cruelty and sexual perversion. No Orchids is aimed at the power-instinct which Raffles or the Sherlock Holmes stories are not. At the same time45 the English attitude towards crime is not so superior to the American as I may have seemed to imply. It too46 is mixed up with power-worship, and has become more noticeably so in the last twenty years. A writer who is worth examining is Edgar Wallace, especially in such typical books as The Orator and the Mr. J. G. Reeder stories. Wallace was one of the first crime-story writers to break away from the old tradition of the private detective and make his central figure a Scotland Yard official. Sherlock Holmes is an amateur, solving his problems without the help and even, in the earlier stories, against the opposition of the police. Moreover, like Dupin,47 he is essentially an intellectual, even a scientist. He reasons logically from observed fact, and his intellectuality is constantly contrasted with the routine methods of the police. Wallace objected strongly to this slur, as he considered it, on Scotland Yard, and in several newspaper articles he went out of his way to denounce Holmes by name. His own ideal was the detective-inspector who catches criminals not because he is intellectually brilliant but because he is part of an all-powerful organisation. Hence the curious fact that in Wallace’s most characteristic stories the “clue” and the “deduction” play no part. The criminal is always defeated either48 by an incredible coincidence, or because in some unexplained manner the police know all about the crime beforehand. The tone of the stories makes it quite clear that Wallace’s admiration for the police is pure bully-worship. A Scotland Yard detective is the most powerful kind of being that he can imagine, while the criminal figures in his mind as an outlaw against whom anything is permissible, like the condemned slaves in the Roman arena. His policemen behave much more brutally than British policemen do in real life—they hit people without provocation, fire revolvers past their ears to terrify them,49 and so on—and some of the stories exhibit a fearful intellectual sadism. (For instance, Wallace likes to arrange things so that the villain is hanged on the same day as the heroine is married.) But it is sadism after the English fashion: that is to say it is unconscious, there is not overtly any sex in it, and it keeps within the bounds of the law. The British public tolerates a harsh criminal law and gets a kick out of monstrously unfair murder trials: but still that is better, on any count, than tolerating or admiring crime. If one must worship a bully, it is better that he should be a policeman than a gangster. Wallace is still governed to some extent by the concept of “not done.” In No Orchids anything is “done” so long as it leads on to power. All the barriers are down, all the motives are out in the open. Chase is a worse symptom than Wallace, to the extent that all-in wrestling is worse than boxing, or Fascism is worse than capitalist democracy.

In borrowing from William Faulkner’s Sanctuary, Chase only took the plot; the mental atmosphere of the two books is not similar. Chase really derives from other sources, and this particular bit of borrowing is only symbolic. What it symbolises is the vulgarisation of ideas which is constantly happening, and which probably happens faster in an age of print. Chase has been described as “Faulkner for the masses,” but it would be more accurate to describe him as Carlyle for the masses. He is a popular writer—there are many such in America, but they are still rarities in England—who has caught up with what it is now fashionable to call “realism,” meaning the doctrine that might is right. The growth of “realism” has been the great feature of the intellectual history of our own age. Why this should be so is a complicated question. The interconnection between sadism, masochism, success-worship, power-worship, nationalism and totalitarianism is a huge subject whose edges have barely been scratched, and even to mention it is considered somewhat indelicate. To take merely the first example that comes to mind, I believe no one has ever pointed out the sadistic and masochistic element in Bernard Shaw’s work, still less suggested that this probably has some connection with Shaw’s admiration for dictators.50

Fascism is often loosely equated with sadism, but nearly always by people who see nothing wrong in the most slavish worship of Stalin. The truth is, of course, that the countless English intellectuals who kiss the arse of Stalin51 are not different from the minority who give their allegiance to Hitler or Mussolini, nor from52 the efficiency experts who preached “punch,” “drive,” “personality” and “learn to be a Tiger Man” in the nineteen-twenties, nor from the older generation of intellectuals, Carlyle, Creasey and the rest of them, who bowed down before German militarism. All of them are worshipping power and succcessful cruelty. It is important to notice that the cult of power tends to be mixed up with a love of cruelty and wickedness for their own sakes. A tyrant is all the more admired if he happens to be a bloodstained crook as well, and “the end justifies the means” often becomes, in effect, “the means justify themselves provided they are dirty enough.” This idea colours the outlook of all sympathisers with totalitarianism, and accounts, for instance, for the positive delight with which many English intellectuals greeted the Nazi-Soviet pact. It was a step only doubtfully useful to the USSR, but it was entirely unmoral, and for that reason to be admired:53 the explanations of it, which were numerous and self-contradictory, could come afterwards.54

Until recently the characteristic adventure stories of the English-speaking peoples have been stories in which the hero fights against odds. This is true all the way from Robin Hood to Popeye55 the Sailor. Perhaps the basic myth of the Western world is Jack the Giant Killer.56 But to be brought up to date this should be renamed Jack the Dwarf Killer,57 and there already exists a considerable literature which teaches, either overtly or implicitly, that one should side with the big man against the little man. Most of what is now written about foreign policy is simply an embroidery on this theme, and for several decades such phrases as “play58 the game,” “don’t59 hit a man when he’s down” and “it’s60 not cricket” have never failed to draw a snigger from anyone of intellectual pretensions. What is comparatively new is to find the accepted pattern according to which (a) right is right and wrong is wrong, whoever wins, and (b) weakness must be respected, disappearing from popular literature as well. When I first read D. H. Lawrence’s novels, at the age of about twenty, I was puzzled by the fact that there did not seem to be any classification of the characters into “good” and “bad.” Lawrence seemed to sympathise with all of them about equally, and this was so unusual as to give me the feeling of having lost my bearings. Today61 no one would think of looking for heroes and villains in a serious novel, but in lowbrow fiction one still expects to find a sharp distinction between right and wrong and between legality and illegality. The common people, on the whole, are still living in the world of absolute good and evil from which the intellectuals have long since escaped. But the popularity of No Orchids and the American books and magazines to which it is akin shows how rapidly the doctrine of “realism” is gaining ground.

Several people, after reading No Orchids, have remarked to me, “It’s pure Fascism.” This is a correct description, although the book has not the smallest connection with politics and very little with social or economic problems. It has merely the same relation to Fascism as, say, Trollope’s novels have to nineteenth-century capitalism. It is a daydream appropriate to a totalitarian age. In his imagined world of gangsters Chase is presenting, as it were, a distilled version of the modern political scene, in which such things as mass bombing of civilians, the use of hostages, torture to obtain confessions, secret prisons, execution without trial, floggings with rubber truncheons, drownings in cesspools, systematic falsification of records and statistics, treachery, bribery and quislingism are normal and morally neutral, even admirable when they are done in a large and bold way. The average man is not directly interested in politics, and when he reads he wants the current struggles of the world to be translated into a simple story about individuals. He can take an interest in Slim and Fenner as he could not in the GPU and the Gestapo. People worship power in the form in which they are able to understand it. A twelve-year-old boy worships Jack Dempsey. An adolescent in a Glasgow slum worships Al Capone. An aspiring pupil at a business college worships Lord Nuffield. A New Statesman reader worships Stalin. There is a difference in intellectual maturity, but none in moral outlook. Thirty years ago the heroes of popular fiction had nothing in common with Mr. Chase’s gangsters and detectives, and the idols of the English liberal intelligentsia were also comparatively sympathetic figures. Between Holmes and Fenner on the one hand, and between Abraham Lincoln and Stalin on the other, there is a similar gulf.

One ought not to infer too much from the success of Mr. Chase’s books. It is possible that it is an isolated phenomenon, brought about by the mingled boredom and brutality of war. But if such books should definitely acclimatise themselves in England, instead of being merely a half-understood import from America, there would be good grounds for dismay. In choosing Raffles as a background for No Orchids,62 I deliberately chose a book which by the standards of its time was morally equivocal. Raffles, as I have pointed out, has no real moral code, no religion, certainly no social consciousness. All he has is a set of reflexes—the nervous system, as it were, of a gentleman. Give him a sharp tap on this reflex or that (they are called “sport,” “pal,” “woman,” “king and country” and so forth), and you get a predictable reaction. In Mr. Chase’s book there are no gentlemen, and no taboos. Emancipation is complete, Freud and Macchiavelli have reached the outer suburbs. Comparing the schoolboy atmosphere of the one book with the cruelty and corruption of the other, one is driven to feel that snobbishness, like hypocrisy, is a check upon behaviour whose value from a social point of view has been underrated.




2539. To Leonard Moore

29 August 1944 Handwritten

Care of the “Tribune”

Dear Mr Moore,

I have just seen Warburg. He has definitely arranged to publish “Animal Farm” about March 1945, so perhaps you can get in touch with him about the contract. He is willing to pay an advance of £100, half of this to be paid about Christmas of this year.1 I shall give him an option on all my future books, but this can be arranged in such a way as not to tie me down if for some special reason I want to take a book elsewhere. I have finished the final essay for the book of essays, & as soon as possible I will get the whole thing typed & send you a copy. Warburg presumably won’t be able to do it till some time next year, but meanwhile we should make an attempt at an American edition. The Dial Press have asked to see this book & I more or less promised to send it to them.2

Yours sincerely
E. A. Blair

P.S. My address as from Sept. 1st will be

1 Canonbury Square3

Islington               

London N. 1      

but I probably shan’t move in there till Sept. 8th, so “Tribune” is the safest address for the time being.




2540. Burma: Interview by G. B. Pittock-Buss

New Vision, 19, Autumn 19441

One of the very few good things arising from modern war is the increase in geographical knowledge. This ‘global’ war has made us familiar with the names of many places of which we previously knew nothing. As a result of Japanese domination we have had to brush up our scanty knowledge of the East.

Three years ago, Burma sprang into the news as British Eastern possessions began to fall. The prime minister, a ‘moderate’ named U Saw, came to this country to plead for independence. His curious name made the headlines even if people failed to realise the political significance of his mission. When I asked George Orwell, well-known socialist writer, author of Burmese Days and formerly a police official in Burma, what he thought of U Saw and his country, he told me that although the prime minister transferred his attentions to the Japanese when he found the British were unwilling to declare Burma free, he was not among the most pro-Japanese element of the country. Just before the outbreak of war in the Far East he made (in London) a declaration that Burma would support the Allied cause, and earlier, when the Japanese occupied Indo-China, he had advocated that the British should occupy Siam. But he demanded Dominion status for Burma which corresponded to the wishes of his countrymen and was the least that any nationalist politician could demand. When this failed he probably made contact with the Japanese. Although an able man with a genuine popular following, he was of doubtful honesty, and in approaching the Japanese he may have been influenced by the belief that an Axis victory was inevitable. He was arrested and is still in internment in some unknown place.

Mr. Orwell told me that although the spirit of nationalism has always been strong in Burma, it has failed to a great degree to find adequate expression politically. From the time of the capture of Mandalay onwards there has been intermittently a spirit of resistance to British rule, which has sometimes expressed itself in outbreaks of violence. Much of this violence was inspired by a genuinely nationalist spirit and not by mere bands of terrorists.

When Burma was left out of the Montagu-Chelmsford reforms2 there were strong protests throughout the land and it was at this stage that the modern nationalist parties began to grow. A reformed constitution was adopted in 1923, when a legislative council was introduced, 80 of its 103 members being elected on a limited property franchise. This franchise gave the vote to some two million people, about 23 per cent. of the population. A further change in the constitution took place in 1937, providing for a Senate and a House of Representatives, half the Senate being chosen by the Governor.

Normally Burma is a country with a reasonably good standard of living, Mr. Orwell told me. Extreme wealth and extreme poverty are seldom to be found, and, apart from the rich land around the Irrawaddy delta, much of the country is still owned by the peasants; either individually or communally. In the years before Burma was separated from India, however, there was great unrest and the collapse of rice prices caused serious agrarian problems. In 1930 rioting broke out and a real rebellion began against British rule. Fundamentally the causes were economic, but the nationalist element became increasingly strong.

The political demand for nationalism found its most active form in the Thakin movement, which, in turn, formed a youth section called the Domba Asi Avon (We Burmans League). In the Thakin movement, as in other organisations, there was a tendency to regard anything anti-British with sympathy, and the result was that a section of the politically-conscious community tended to view Japan’s imperial designs with favour. They considered that Burma’s future would be brighter within Japan’s sphere of influence than under the British, and they were prepared to assist, or at any rate not to hinder, Japan in its plans. Some of them may have been definitely pro-Japanese in sentiment: others imagined—wrongly of course, but such illusions are inevitable in a subject people—that they could use the Japanese to get rid of the British, and then somehow get rid of the Japanese.

However, as Mr. Orwell pointed out to me, this pro-Japanese aspect has been grossly exaggerated. In his estimation perhaps 10,000 Burmans were actively pro-Japanese, another 10,000 actively pro-British, and the rest apathetic to any form of alien rule. It is necessary to be careful to see that generalisations about the attitude of the Burmans are not allowed to sway public opinion when the Japanese have been expelled from the country.

I asked Mr. Orwell if he had any knowledge of conditions in Burma under Japanese rule. He pointed out that very little reliable information is available. One politician, Paw Tun, has escaped to India and is now the British puppet Burman statesman. Ba Maw, who was in prison for making seditious speeches when the Japanese over-ran Burma, was released by the British before they retreated and is now the Japanese puppet Burman statesman.

Mr. Orwell told me he is inclined to think the Burmans will have been cured of any partiality they may have felt for Japanese rule. Their standard of living must undoubtedly have declined as the Japanese economy will not have allowed for the import of the small luxuries which raised the average living standard before the war. It is not likely, however, that there has been any serious food problem. Even in dealing with this situation generalisations must be avoided. For example, war correspondents have spoken of the pro-British attitude of the villagers in the North West who have been liberated by Allied troops, or with whom the Allies have been in contact. But Burma is a country of many races. The tribes of the North and North West are traditionally pro-British, having been used to serving in the British armies for generations. On the whole they are at a lower stage of culture than the Burmese proper. Their attitude, therefore, cannot in any way be taken as representative of the whole country.

Indeed, despite distaste for Japanese rule, Mr. Orwell thinks that the Allied bombing of Burman towns as part of the offensive against the Japanese may well have turned the people even more strongly against the British. Politically, at least, this may have been a bad blunder. The effects of bombing in the all-wood Burman towns cannot be imagined by Europeans; a handful of incendiaries would turn a town into a blazing inferno and force thousands of innocent civilians to be burnt to death. The Burmans saw their towns and villages destroyed and their people killed and maimed by the Japanese; they cannot look kindly upon the process being repeated by the British as part of the struggle for ‘liberation’.

The present war situation indicates that before long a full-scale assault will be launched against the Japanese in Burma. What will follow the expulsion of the Japanese troops? Inevitably there will be considerable chaos and robber bands will, for a time, seek to pillage the country. The inexperienced and often corrupt Burmese politicians will be unable to cope with the situation—if, indeed, they are given a chance—and the military administration, in Mr. Orwell’s view, may well pave the way for a return to direct rule. This would be accompanied by an announcement that constitutional government would be restored when the situation was under control. Probably the promise will be made that Dominion status will be granted after a lapse of years. Unless a very definite and fairly short time limit is set, we may assume that ‘direct rule’ will continue indefinitely under the plea that Burma is not yet fit for self-government.

The British dare not offer any form of independence to Burma, because they know it would be accepted. Within the country they have no communal problems to play upon. The Burmese people, who constitute three-quarters of the population, are united in their national consciousness and their religion and the only possibility for an imperial government is to steer clear of any promises of self-determination. Had the Cripps proposals been extended to Burma, for example, they would have been accepted without hesitation. So the offer was not made.

British interests in Burma are extremely strong and Britain’s precarious position in the post-war world indicates that the strongest possible control will be retained. It is essential to Burma’s future as a free and independent nation that it should be in strong and friendly alliance with China and on good terms with India. Fortunately for the British, the Chinese are viewed with hatred and fear by many Burmans. The powerful economic position of the small Chinese community in Burma has already provoked riots and the new China’s tendency towards imperialism has, not without some reason, given the Burmans cause for misgiving. The Indians are also extremely unpopular, partly because they lower the standard of living. If Burma is to develop as a free political entity, these barriers of distrust must be broken down.

The present British fancy for Eastern ‘development’ is the creation of a Southern Asiatic Federation, and when the impossibility of continuing to hold Burma by naked direct rule becomes apparent, this plan is likely to be pushed. Culturally such a federation is admirable, for there is considerable affinity between the people to be brought together, but strategically it would be helpless. Oddly enough, for its existence it would have to depend upon a major Western power, such as Britain.

The future of Burma, therefore, is not bright at the moment, but when the Japanese have been defeated it may be that the necessity of Sino-Burman and Indo-Burman co-operation may win through despite all the machinations of the imperialists.




2541. ‘As I Please,’ 40

Tribune, 1 September 1944


‘As I Please,’ 40, was prompted in the first place by the Warsaw Uprising (August to October 1944), and more particularly by the controversy that surrounded it and the response of the press and intellectuals. Tribune devoted an editorial on 11 August to analysing ‘Who Deserted Warsaw?’ Its argument centred on the failure of the Allies to supply arms to what might be termed people’s armies, whether in Italy, France, or Poland, whilst willing enough to recognise the value of the efforts of such forces in aiding the Allied cause. The Allies, Tribune complained, thought it ‘a mistake to divert any large quantities of arms in order to assist the civilian uprisings. They think only in terms of disciplined armies, of marching columns, of ordered attacks.’ There were other dimensions to the controversy. The Polish government-in-exile, in London, was regarded by some of Tribune’s readers and correspondents as reactionary; it was argued that there was a tactical war between left and right to gain power in Poland after the war, and whilst that might well seem likely, what was less certain was whether either side was willing to sacrifice, coldheartedly and cynically, the 50,000-strong Warsaw Home Army under General Tadeusz Komorowski (known as ‘Bor’) to achieve political ends. Most crucial was the attitude of the Soviets. The Russian army, close in the last days of July 1944, had not then crossed the river separating their forces from Warsaw. At this moment, the Poles in Warsaw rose and took command of most of their city. Whether they were prompted to rise at that moment by the Russians was not known to those writing in the English press at the time. It did become clear that the Russian army held back. On 18 August 1944, Tribune included this information in its regular feature ‘What’s Happening.’


Stalin’s Promise

More details of the battle inside Warsaw have now reached us. It would seem that the advancing spearhead of the Red Army reached the outer suburbs of Warsaw when it was counterattacked from the north by German Panzer Divisions rushed to the defence of Warsaw. This Russian force had no choice but to retire. In the meantime it is reported a Red Army liaison officer contacted the Partisans in the city and after surveying the situation sent urgent appeals for help to the Soviet Government. As a result of this Stalin has promised the Polish Premier that help would be sent to the fighting workingmen of Warsaw as soon as was humanly possible. Fighting is still going on, the people of Warsaw are still on their feet, and there is hope that they may yet be sustained in their great endeavour.

Meantime a controversy has broken out in this country about the nature of the rising. The Daily Worker first said that it was all imagination. Then correspondents have written to us to say that it was criminally provoked by the Poles in London to create a fait accompli when the Russians entered the city. Poles, on the other hand, say that the Russians deliberately paused before reaching Warsaw so as to let the non-Communist Poles stew in their own juice.

We can say now that this last charge is not true. The reason for the Soviet delay was in the first place military (the German counter-attack mentioned) due to a lamentable absence of co-ordination between the Polish Forces in Warsaw, the Soviet liaison officer and Marshal Rokossovsky. It would seem that General Bor, the Commander of the Poles in Warsaw, is to blame for this.

Moscow’s Appeal to Warsaw

Finally, the charge that the rising was provoked by the London Government. This charge is incorrect in so far as the Polish Patriots in Moscow, also broadcast to the people of Warsaw to rise and fight. On July 29 the Union of Polish Patriots addressed the following appeal to Warsaw:

“Join battle with the Germans. This time for decisive action. Strike a mortal blow at the beast of Prussian militarism. The hour of action has arrived for Warsaw. Struggle in the streets, in the factories, the houses, the stores, and hasten the moment of final liberation.”

This appeal was answered. It is no use for Communists or Liberals to say that the rising was premature. Risings cannot be set like stop-watches. Marx commented on the Paris Commune, that it was historically premature, but having broken out it was deserving of the fullest help. This is the position in Warsaw today; it may be that in a dozen other cities tomorrow. Europe is so near the brink that even the most general appeal to rise will be answered. Those who issue these appeals should be fully conscious of this responsibility.






On 1 September 1944, Orwell entered the controversy with ‘As I Please,’ 40.



It is not my primary job to discuss the details of contemporary politics, but this week there is something that cries out to be said. Since, it seems, nobody else will do so, I want to protest against the mean and cowardly attitude adopted by the British press towards the recent rising in Warsaw.

As soon as the news of the rising broke, the News-Chronicle and kindred papers adopted a markedly disapproving attitude. One was left with the general impression that the Poles deserved to have their bottoms smacked for doing what all the Allied wirelesses had been urging them to do for years past, and that they would not be given and did not deserve to be given any help from outside. A few papers tentatively suggested that arms and supplies might be dropped by the Anglo-Americans, a thousand miles away: no one, so far as I know, suggested that this might be done by the Russians, perhaps twenty miles away. The New Statesman, in its issue of August 18, even went so far as to doubt whether appreciable help could be given from the air in such circumstances. All or nearly all the papers of the Left were full of blame for the “émigré” London Government which had “prematurely” ordered its followers to rise when the Red Army was at the gates. This line of thought is adequately set forth in a letter to last week’s Tribune from Mr. G. Barraclough. He makes the following specific charges:—

(1) The Warsaw rising was “not a spontaneous popular rising,” but was “begun on orders from the soi-disant Polish Government in London.”

(2) The order to rise was given “without consultation with either the British or Soviet Governments,” and “no attempt was made to co-ordinate the rising with Allied action.”

(3) The Polish resistance movement is no more united round the London Government than the Greek resistance movement is united round King George of the Hellenes. (This is further emphasised by frequent use of the words “émigré,” “soi-disant,” etc., applied to the London Government.)

(4) The London Government precipitated the rising in order to be in possession of Warsaw when the Russians arrived, because in that case “the bargaining position of the émigré Government would be improved.” The London Government, we are told, “is ready to betray the Polish people’s cause to bolster up its own tenure of precarious office,” with much more to the same effect.

No shadow of proof is offered for any of these charges, though (1) and (2) are of a kind that could be verified and may well be true. My own guess is that (2) is true and (1) partly true. The third charge makes nonsense of the first two. If the London Government is not accepted by the mass of the people in Warsaw, why should they raise a desperate insurrection on its orders? By blaming Sosnokowski and the rest for the rising, you are automatically assuming that it is to them that the Polish people looks for guidance. This obvious contradiction has been repeated in paper after paper, without, so far as I know, a single person having the honesty to point it out. As for the use of such expressions as “émigré,” it is simply a rhetorical trick. If the London Poles are émigrés, so are the Polish National Committee of Liberation, besides the “free” Governments of all the occupied countries. Why does one become an émigré by emigrating to London and not by emigrating to Moscow?

Charge No. (4) is morally on a par with the Osservatore Romano’s suggestion that the Russians held up their attack on Warsaw in order to get as many Polish resisters as possible killed off. It is the unproved and unprovable assertion of a mere propagandist who has no wish to establish the truth, but is simply out to do as much dirt on his opponent as possible. And all that I have read about this matter in the press—except for some very obscure papers and some remarks in Tribune, the Economist and the Evening Standard—is on the same level as Mr. Barraclough’s letter.

Now, I know nothing of Polish affairs and even if I had the power to do so I would not intervene in the struggle between the London Polish Government and the Moscow National Committee of Liberation. What I am concerned with is the attitude of the British intelligentsia, who cannot raise between them one single voice to question what they believe to be Russian policy, no matter what turn it takes, and in this case have had the unheard-of meanness to hint that our bombers ought not to be sent to the aid of our comrades fighting in Warsaw. The enormous majority of Left-wingers who swallow the policy put out by the News-Chronicle, etc., know no more about Poland than I do. All they know is that the Russians object to the London Government and have set up a rival organisation, and so far as they are concerned that settles the matter. If tomorrow Stalin were to drop the Committee of Liberation and recognise the London Government, the whole British intelligentsia would flock after him like a troop of parrots. Their attitude towards Russian foreign policy is not “Is this policy right or wrong?” but “This is Russian policy: how can we make it appear right?” And this attitude is defended, if at all, solely on grounds of power. The Russians are powerful in Eastern Europe, we are not: therefore we must not oppose them. This involves the principle, of its nature alien to Socialism, that you must not protest against an evil which you cannot prevent.

I cannot discuss here why it is that the British intelligentsia, with few exceptions, have developed a nationalistic loyalty towards the U.S.S.R. and are dishonestly uncritical of its policies. In any case, I have discussed it elsewhere. But I would like to close with two considerations which are worth thinking over.

First of all, a message to English Left-wing journalists and intellectuals generally. “Do remember that dishonesty and cowardice always have to be paid for. Don’t imagine that for years on end you can make yourself the boot-licking propagandist of the Soviet regime, or any other regime, and then suddenly return to mental decency. Once a whore, always a whore.”

Secondly, a wider consideration. Nothing is more important in the world today than Anglo-Russian friendship and co-operation, and that will not be attained without plain speaking. The best way to come to an agreement with a foreign nation is not to refrain from criticising its policies, even to the extent of leaving your own people in the dark about them. At present, so slavish is the attitude of nearly the whole British press that ordinary people have very little idea of what is happening, and may well be committed to policies which they will repudiate in five years’ time. In a shadowy sort of way we have been told that the Russian peace terms are a super-Versailles, with partition of Germany, astronomical reparations, and forced labour on a huge scale. These proposals go practically uncriticised, while in much of the Left-wing press hack-writers are even hired to extol them. The result is that the average man has no notion of the enormity of what is proposed. I don’t know whether, when the time comes, the Russians will really want to put such terms into operation. My guess is that they won’t. But what I do know is that if any such thing were done, the British and probably the American public would never support it when the passion of war had died down. Any flagrantly unjust peace settlement will simply have the result, as it did last time, of making the British people unreasonably sympathetic with the victims. Anglo-Russian friendship depends upon there being a policy which both countries can agree upon, and this is impossible without free discussion and genuine criticism now. There can be no real alliance on the basis of “Stalin is always right.” The first step towards a real alliance is the dropping of illusions.

Finally, a word to the people who will write me letters about this. May I once again draw attention to the title of this column and remind everyone that the Editors of Tribune are not necessarily in agreement with all that I say, but are putting into practice their belief in freedom of speech?

[NOTE.—This column was written some days before the appearance of Vernon Bartlett’s article in the News Chronicle of August 29, which gives at any rate a hint of disagreement with the policy prevailing throughout the press.]


On the same day that Orwell’s ‘As I Please,’ 40, appeared—1 September 1944—Tribune published, in ‘What’s Happening,’ another comment on the situation in Warsaw, and Lucjan Blit, a Socialist member of the Warsaw City Council, then resident in Edgware, North London, wrote at length on who had deserted Warsaw.


Soviets and Warsaw

Last Wednesday, for the first time since June, 1941, Soviet policy had a bad Press in London. This followed the announcement that the Soviet authorities had refused facilities for Allied planes based in the West to fly supplies to Warsaw and bomb German targets in the city, and then land and re-fuel on Soviet territory. This was further aggravated by broadcasts from Warsaw that the Soviet authorities are arresting and imprisoning officers and men of the Polish “Home Army” who refuse to accept the Moscow Polish Committee and enter its armed forces. At the same time, the newly liberated Poles in Eastern Poland, who have survived the five years German rule, are being called up by the new Polish authorities and often sent to distant parts within a few days of liberation. This treatment meted out to an Ally stands in striking contrast to the generous and correct attitude adopted by the Soviets to their enemies of yesterday in Rumania and also towards Finland.

It is therefore no explanation to suggest, as does the Daily Worker, that this public concern expressed now by all sections of British opinion is based on nothing more than sinister anti-Soviet intrigues. It is no help to the Soviets to suggest this. Public feeling goes much deeper. The battle of Warsaw, the tremendous though isolated resistance now in its fifth week at the end of five years of war, with liberation so near, has deeply touched public sentiment.

Polish Home Army

Nor is that all. The announcement which was made by the British and American Governments recognising the Polish Home Army as part of the Polish Army in this country was clearly intended to give protection against vicious German reprisals. But it was more than that. It was revealed in London on Tuesday that the Polish Committee in Moscow (clearly not without consent from the Soviet authorities) had dropped leaflets in Warsaw threatening punishment and execution of the men they described as the guilty leaders of the uprising.

The British recognition of the Polish Home Army challenges this extraordinary step taken by Moscow, and it is no use blinking at the fact that there is now a strong difference of opinion between London and Washington on the one side and Moscow on the other. The more clearly Moscow understands that this is not a case of a small anti-Soviet clique taking a stand, but that it represents the great majority of public opinion in this country, the speedier a settlement will be carried about.° It is not the first time that Stalin has revised a policy which had been driven beyond the limit by hotheads inside the Soviet administration.

All the same, it is also clear that anti-Soviet elements in America and in this country will utilise this genuine public feeling to further their anti-Soviet plans. Similarly there are reactionary Poles who do not possess the decency to shrink from using the crisis in Warsaw for their own ends by issuing appeals not only for Warsaw from its radio station, but also for a Polish Vilna and Polish Lwow. Poles ought to be clear about this. So long as they are concerned with the genuine relief of Warsaw’s terrible plight they have the whole of Western opinion behind them, but the moment they permit reactionary elements to exploit this sentiment for their own anti-Soviet ends they will lose most of this support in Europe and America.



Lucjan Blit wrote:


Who Deserted Warsaw?

I should like to express my complete agreement with Mr. G. Barraclough’s statement in his letter published in Tribune of August 25, saying that the question, “Who Deserted Warsaw?” “once raised, cannot be ignored.”

Never before has the Polish Government in London been given such moral and political support in Tribune as in Mr. Barraclough’s letter, which states categorically that the rising of the people of Warsaw, which has already lasted for a month, is no “spontaneous popular rising,” but “began on orders from the soi-disant Polish Government in London.” Even the most uncritical supporters of this Government did not go as far as that in stressing the influence of this Government on the events inside Poland.

But I am not particularly interested in criticism levelled against the Polish Government in London. I myself belong to a party which, while recognising the legality of this Government, retains a critical attitude towards it, because, side by side with Socialist and Peasant Party representatives, it includes certain reactionary elements. But that seems to be the fate of all wartime coalition Governments.

However, from the Socialist point of view, I cannot find an excuse for those who have created a common front against the fighters of the Warsaw barricades.

When I was still on the territory of the Soviet Union (until August, 1942), I heard again and again appeals sent by a radio station situated somewhere on the Volga and calling on the people of Poland to start an armed rising on Polish soil against the Nazi invader. At that time Soviet troops were about 800 miles away from those people and that soil, and were engaged in hard fighting against the then victorious hordes of the invader.

But on July 30, 1944, the victorious Soviet armies were only a few miles from Warsaw. Once again there were appeals for a rising. Mr. Barraclough and others think that, in spite of all this, the Poles should not have started the rising, that they should have conducted some diplomatic negotiations, that they should have waited “until the Russian forces had advanced in strength beyond the Vistula.” But Warsaw lies on both sides of the Vistula. And if her people were to rise at all they could not have waited until the Russians were “beyond it.”

I do not know who gave the order to rise. But I do know who forms the overwhelming majority of those fighting for the freedom of my city. It is the Socialist workers from Wola, Powisle and Zoliborz.1 It is my comrades from the Smocza Street, who have survived the massacre of the Ghetto. For 60 years every generation of Warsaw workers has shed its blood on the barricades. In the course of this war they have fought alone three times. Several times they were told to wait. But not for once did they listen to voices of opportunists. Now they fight again, fully and tragically aware of their being left alone.

A few miles away there is a powerful Allied army. In spite of several appeals the people of Warsaw did not receive any help from them, neither material nor even moral. On the contrary. The assistance sent to them by the Western Allies has been insignificant—rather symbolic than anything else.

Cynicism is an almost automatic product of every decaying system. It was rampant in the ancient Roman Empire and in France before the Great Revolution. The cynicism of a “less ideological war” is supposed to pave the way for a victory of reaction in a deadly tired Europe.

The wave of cynicism did not reach those fighting in Warsaw, Paris or Milan. That is why they are able to fight. What is the future and the hope for us all if people calling themselves progressive and Socialist, when having to choose between fighters for freedom and the cynicism of the diplomacy of the strong choose the latter?



A lengthy correspondence followed and, despite the pressure on space, Tribune gave it full vent. Orwell’s attitude was discussed and so was the attitude of the Soviet Union. On 8 September, the following four letters were published.


I suppose the reason “British intelligentsia have developed a nationalistic loyalty towards the U.S.S.R.” is that the U.S.S.R. is the one organisation that has been founded, developed and preserved wholly by intelligence. Arthur Koestler, in Darkness at Noon, says of the leaders of the revolution: “Each one knew more about the philosophy of law, political economy and statesmanship than all the high-lights in the professorial chairs of the universities of Europe. The discussions at the congress during the Civil War had been on a level never before in history attained by a political body.”

I do not know which of the panaceas for human ills Mr. Orwell prefers, the liberalism, social democracy or plutodemocracy that between them made ready in Italy for Mussolini, in Austria for Dolfuss, in Spain for Franco, in Germany for Hitler, in France for the fall of France, and in this country avoided the same function only by combining into a near-totalitarian regime; but if I were a member of the “British intelligentsia” I would think twice before committing myself to any of them. I would rather be a whore in the house of reality than a housemaid to ghosts.

John Armstrong

As a long-standing reader and supporter of the Tribune and its policy I must confess that I am greatly perturbed at the attitude you are adopting over the recent uprising in Warsaw, an attitude which I cannot too strongly condemn. I am sure that when the military history of this war is written these events within Warsaw will be seen to have little or no significance. Their political implications may have profound and disastrous results for the future of mankind.

In regard to your reference that for the first time since 1941 Soviet policy had a bad press in London, my mind immediately recalls two previous occasions (not to mention the Zinoviev Letter, the first and second Trotskyist trials, hypothetical religious persecutions, the rancid butter infamy, ad infinitum), namely, the occupation of Eastern Poland and the Finnish war, when the Capitalist Press and its satellites endeavoured, by the utmost nonsense, to split the British working class movements, and involve us in a war with the Soviet Union.

Only a knave or a fool, or a Tory lunatic, would deny that on these two occasions the strategy of the Supreme Command of the Red Army and the foreign policy of the Kremlin were correct. Therefore, the point we must always remember, in relation to Press campaigns in this country against the Soviet Union, is that there is a dangerous motive behind them. The only time for us to be wary of Soviet foreign policy is when it is most loudly praised by the Catholic Herald, the Daily Sketch and the Telegraph. In any case it would be beneath my political and scientific dignity to ally myself with the stinking politics and propaganda of the Vatican.

Our first duty to the working classes of all countries, in view of the classic example of recent events in Italy, is to ensure that at all costs Socialism achieves victory over Capitalism. The nearness of British and American and Russian armies to German territory makes this task more vital and imminent. I feel sure that, along with myself, you would be one of the last persons consciously to assist those elements in this country and in America whose one desire is to bring about the destruction of the Soviet Union. I would point out that at this critical stage of the present world crisis there can be no middle course. Those who are not with the Soviets are against them. From at least a scientific viewpoint I am convinced that future peace is indissolubly linked with the Soviet Union. In any case, I feel sure that no Socialist can ally himself with the new and omnipotent mythology, “Browderism,”2 leaving Socialism to some new sort of evolution, and convince himself that neo-Fascist states and the U.S.S.R. can now live peacefully together for the rest of time.

If it is at all necessary, and I personally do not feel it is, to answer the charge that the Soviet Union has deserted the Polish patriots within Warsaw, the supporters of the reactionary Polish Government in London, such as Mr. Blit and Mr. Orwell, would do well to consider the following points:

1. The charge that the Soviet authorities had refused facilities for allied planes, based in the west, to fly supplies to Warsaw and bomb German targets in the city on a shuttle service has since been denied by the British and American authorities, vide the Times. In any case, has it occurred to anyone, including Mr. Blit, that this would be a military impossibility?

2. If anyone deserted the workers at the barricades at Warsaw it was those officials who, in 1939, loudly declaring that the defence of Warsaw would be more epic than the defence of Madrid, five days later left those same workers at the barricades to their fate.

3. Who but a military adventurer or a political knave would give an order for a revolt without first ensuring that (a) his followers were sufficiently equipped in arms and supplies; (b) the revolt was timed to coincide with grand strategy?

4. The general strategy of the Red Army Supreme Command is the destruction of the Wehrmacht. As it was demonstrated by the late General Vatutin at Kiev that frontal assault on river cities is a military blunder,3 I see no reason why an exception should be made of Warsaw. Only a military nincompoop would, therefore, have given the order for an uprising until the city had been outflanked, when the Red Army rear and front assault would have taken place.

5. The Supreme Command of the Red Army had undoubtedly made its plans for the present summer campaign by not later than October of last year. Since there was no trustworthy Polish government in existence at that time the present uprising in Warsaw or, indeed, in any part of Poland could not have been considered as a military possibility.

C.A. Aplin, B.Sc., F.R.S.G.

George Orwell’s experiences in the Spanish war, in which he served in a “Trotskyite” formation, seem to have roused in him a pathological hatred not only of the U.S.S.R. but of all the Left-wing intellectuals who do not share his opinions.

In the course of a sort of papal encyclical, arrogantly addressed “to English Left-wing journalists and intellectuals generally,” he exhorts us to “remember that dishonesty and cowardice always have to be paid for. Don’t imagine that for years on end you can make yourself the bootlicking propagandist of the Soviet regime, or any other régime, and then suddenly return to mental decency. Once a whore, always a whore.”

Apart from two or three independent dailies and one Sunday paper, the “Left-wing Press” in this country means, for practical purposes, the New Statesman, Tribune and the Daily Worker. If we omit Tribune and discount the Daily Worker, which Mr. Orwell would probably regard as prostituted to Moscow, it only leaves the New Statesman as a possible field for those “hack-writers,” hired to extol Russian policies at the expense of their honour, to whom he refers.

It happens that the New Statesman, whose chastity I have hitherto considered above suspicion, deals editorially in last week’s issue with the Warsaw tragedy and also prints a long cable from its correspondent in Poland. The leader gives an impartial résumé of the most authoritative information at present available, while the message cabled from Lublin contains a full report of the interview which British and American correspondents have had with Morawski, General Rola-Zymierski and other members of the Polish Committee of Liberation. As both these statements contradict Mr. Orwell’s unfounded assertions, the hired “hack-writers” responsible for them must be, by his definition, cowardly boot-licking whores, guilty of what he describes as “unheard of meanness.”

Evidently my old-fashioned ideas of what constitutes “mental decency” conflict with Mr. Orwell’s. I consider his article a disgrace to the profession he has so recently condescended to join and an insult to readers of Tribune.

As for nearly 30 years I have had the honour to belong to the group of writers to whom his “message” is addressed, I should like to add a word of warning to any beginners who may be taken in by his exposure of our venality. If they want to sell their virtue profitably they should turn not Left but Right. It is Catholic Fascist boot-licking and Anti-Soviet propaganda that produce the big money—and the Mayfair invitations to meet Foreign Office high-ups and fascinating Polish Counts.

Douglas Goldring4

I would say that Mr. Orwell was not justified in including the New Statesman and Nation among the papers which he suggested licked the boots of Moscow. The New Statesman and Nation has repeatedly said that it regards friendship with the U.S.S.R. as a most important single object of international policy after the war, but that it believes that this object will not be best attained by sycophancy. On the contrary, it believes that we should do well to state our genuine differences and that we win respect in Moscow by doing so. Only agreements based on common understanding will last. If we accept settlements in fear of causing offence without genuinely approving of them the only result will be their repudiation at a later date with disastrous consequences to our relations with Russia.

We have urged the importance of a Soviet-British alliance throughout the pre-war years and also have been strongly critical of the U.S.S.R. on many occasions. Without going back into past history, we recall recently the New Statesman and Nation was attacked by Isvestia° for discussing development on Federal lines in South-Eastern Europe, and we believe that the subsequent discussion had good results in clearing up the misunderstanding. Again, the New Statesman and Nation stated strong disagreement with the policy, said to be sponsored by the U.S.S.R., of “compensating” Poland with large tracts of purely German territory.

Kingsley Martin,
Editor, New Statesman and Nation5






Two more letters were published in Tribune on 15 September:


I read the letter in Tribune of September 8 from my namesake, C. A. Aplin, with mixed feelings. Pleasure at finding myself not to be the only representative of the Clan Aplin within the Left was sadly marred when I read what my distant relative (as I suppose him to be) had to say!

For the sake of clarity, let us first clear up the points which are not at issue, at any rate so far as the Left is concerned:

1. The Sosnokowski clique and its political allies represent all that is reactionary within contemporary Polish life. They are the heirs to the violently anti-Socialist, anti-Soviet, pro-Fascist forces that ruled Poland for so many years up to the outbreak of war;

2. The Polish “Government” in London bases its legal claim to represent the Polish people on a constitution that was, in effect, forced on the Polish people in what has now become the classical Fascist method;

3. On the other hand, the same “Government” is formed of representatives of all the major parties in Poland with, as far as one can judge from the reports we are allowed to receive, the endorsement of the Parties’ membership in Poland. The exception to this is the Communist Party whose strength it is difficult to determine. (I am not concerned here with views on the desirability of such a Coalition, though my own views are emphatically opposed to the principles involved.)

4. The Warsaw rising was primarily the responsibility of Sosnokowski with the backing of the London “Government.” On the other hand, whether it was “Routine propaganda” or not, the fact remains that Soviet Union radio stations called upon Polish workers and peasants to rise in revolt and therefore strengthened the call to rise issued from London. I think it will be generally agreed that the rising must have consisted in large measure of Warsaw workers who belonged to one or other sections of the Left;

5. How far the British and American Governments are involved in the call to rise is difficult to determine. But these two Imperialist Governments attempted to send some help, and I find it hard to believe that they would not have preferred to send their ’planes from nearby Soviet bases than to have to send them on the suicidal route that was chosen. If that much is conceded, then it must be conceded, too, that those Governments would have approached the Soviet Government for permission to use such bases.

Now for some points on which there is probably disagreement as between those who believe that the Soviet Union is something sacred and not to be criticised, and those who believe that critical discussion is the only way to secure clarity. (It is so easy to use a facile phrase such as Mr. C. A. Aplin’s “Those who are not with the Soviets are against them”; one of the difficulties is to render oneself sufficiently malleable to keep attuned. For instance, when “Soviet foreign policy” (again quoting my namesake) “is most loudly praised by the Catholic Herald, the Daily Sketch and the Telegraph,” should we be with or against?) However, to return to the points at issue:

1. The Polish masses, Jewish and Gentile, are traditionally and understandably anti-Russian, though not necessarily anti-Soviet. This was understood by Lenin and an appreciation of the necessity to break down this barrier would be a help today;

2. In this war the Polish masses have suffered more than any other national group. The overwhelming proportion of this suffering came from the Germans; some came from the Soviet forces, and military necessity is poor comfort to sufferers;

3. The Warsaw rising could not have held out so long without the support of the masses. Some form of assistance from the Soviets, or even from Soviet soil, would have done much to allay anti-Russian feeling; failure inevitably intensified that feeling and strengthened the anti-Soviet propaganda of the reactionaries;

4. When “routine propaganda” incessantly calls for a rising, when a supposedly liberating army is not far away, when hell has reigned for five years in a great city, and when finally the accepted leadership calls for a rising, are the masses enclosed in that city and without means to find out the nicer points of Soviet strategy and tactics supposed to be able to judge whether the time is ripe, whether their city has been out-flanked? And if some of the responsibility is on the shoulders of a military “nincompoop,” does that justify sacrificing those masses to their death without so much as a gesture from their Socialist comrades, Russian or otherwise? It appears to me that every Internationalist Socialist should, rather, remember with regret the all [but?] inadequate help that continued to go to the Spanish workers when their battle was obviously lost and resolve to exploit every means to help those magnificent working-class fighters of Warsaw;

5. It is significant that, according to reports, the Socialists in the London “Government” are moving into an open anti-Soviet position and that the President-designate, lately arrived from the struggle in Poland, is also reported to hold the same views. I know little of those “Socialists”; they may be of the same calibre as the “Socialists” in the British War Cabinet and may therefore be of little use in the Socialist regeneration of their country. Or they may be sound men who are being driven into intransigeance. What matters, either way, is that this crisis is building up bitter opposition to the Soviet Union among its neighbours. That is scarcely the road leading to Socialist Internationalism.

There is much more one would like to say, but Tribune has to work to Paper Control limits! May I add as a personal footnote that I left the I.L.P. after some 20 years’ membership because I found myself in violent disagreement with their war policy following the Nazi attack on the Soviet Union.

John Aplin

In your last issue John Armstrong, in defence of Russian policy, quotes from my novel, “Darkness at Noon,” a passage extolling the virtues of the old Bolshevik Guard. Mr. Armstrong, an excellent painter and political nitwit, seems not to have realised that the theme of the book he quotes is the liquidation of that old guard by Russia’s present rulers, and that praise of the victim aggravates the charge against the killer.

I don’t believe in polemics in correspondence columns, but as I have been quoted in defence of the Russian attitude towards the Warsaw maquis, you will permit me to say that I consider it as one of the major infamies of this war which, though committed by different methods, will rank for the future historian on the same ethical level with Lidice.6

Arthur Koestler






On 22 September, two last letters were published:


It is a pity that Mr. [C. A.] Armstrong, Mr. Aplin and Mr. Goldring did not feel themselves able to comment on Orwell’s article without talking about “George Orwell’s experiences in the Spanish war, in which he served in a ‘Trotskyite’ formation,” and “the supporters of the reactionary Polish Government in London, such as … Mr. Orwell,” and “I do not know which of the panaceas for human ills Mr. Orwell prefers.” Your correspondents are all using, consciously or unconsciously, a technique by which Orwell’s remarks are discredited in advance. Orwell is obviously not a supporter of the London Polish Government, and whatever “panacea” he may prefer is nothing to do with his article.

These letters express that admiration for Stalin’s policy and tactics which is shared equally by Left intellectuals and Churchill; only Mr. Aplin, who clouds his letter with a mass of irrelevancies (e.g., “In regard to your reference that for the first time since 1941 Soviet policy had a bad press … my mind immediately recalls” no fewer than six occasions before 1941 when the U.S.S.R. had a bad press) makes direct reference to the subject of Orwell’s article. Mr. Armstrong admires the “reality” of the U.S.S.R., which, he says (and he gives the high authority of a remark in a novel for it) has been “preserved wholly by intelligence.” But what can be more “real” than Nazism and who is more “intelligent” than Goebbels? Mr. Goldring must be aware that in view of the strict Soviet censorship, reports on hand-outs given by the Polish Committee of National Liberation must be viewed with some reserve; and why does he leave out of consideration in his letter the “two or three independent dailies and one Sunday paper” which he characterises as Left-wing? When it is obviously those papers that Orwell was writing about?

I do not wish to associate myself with Orwell’s attitude to the Warsaw tragedy: I wish only to stress the sterility of this “Those who are not with the Soviets are against them” attitude, which is used by all your correspondents except Mr. Kingsley Martin in discussing this matter. The intellectual has a right (and indeed a duty) to make such observations when he feels them necessary; and they are not answered simply by using the cat-calls of “Trotskyite” or “reactionary.”

Julian Symons7

May I congratulate Mr. Orwell and Mr. Service on their comments on the Polish-Soviet question in a recent Tribune. What a relief to find one English paper which has sufficient guts to stand up to ill-informed public opinion. The British Press seems to have returned to a pre-Munich outlook. Then, no one dared criticise the Germans. Now it is the Russians who must not be criticised.

The New Statesman recently compared the Polish Government to that of Vichy. What an incredible insult to a government which, for five years, has organised and controlled a superb Underground Movement, working actively against the Germans.

They have tremendous faith in us. I pray God we may not betray their confidence. We will never do this if we remain true to the moral principles which are the basis of Socialism.

Bryan Matheson

Liddell Hart argues that perhaps the Soviet government did not want to see the Poles take the lead in freeing their capital from the Germans, and so become inspired to adopt a more independent attitude. On the other hand, he says, there was ‘a remarkable German rally’ at the beginning of August and ‘the much wider extent of the Russian check at this time indicates that military factors could well have been more decisive than political considerations’ (History of the Second World War, 610–11; U.S.: 583). What may undermine that conclusion is the fact (given by Liddell Hart in a footnote) that Russia refused ‘to allow American bombers from Western Europe to land on Soviet airfields after dropping supplies to the Poles in Warsaw.’ In order to provide limited assistance to the Poles, ‘British and Polish pilots flew from Italy and back on such missions, but at such extreme range their efforts, courageous though they were, could hardly affect the issue’ (611; U.S.: 583). As the verbal conflict raged in London, based on partial information, the Polish Home Army fought a bitter and bloody battle unavailingly. Tens of thousands were killed; after nine weeks, the remnants surrendered on 2 October 1944. It was not until 17 January 1945 that the Soviets and the Polish First Army re-entered Warsaw. By then the Germans had deported about 600,000 people—almost the whole population—to concentration camps.








2542. Review of Selections from the Works of Gerrard Winstanley, edited by Leonard Hamilton, with an Introduction by Christopher Hill

The Observer, 3 September 1944

Every successful revolution has its June Purge. A moment always comes when the party which has seized power crushes its own Left Wing and then proceeds to disappoint the hopes with which the revolution started out. The dictators of the past, however, lacked modern thoroughness in silencing their opponents, and the defeated minorities of one revolution after another have left behind residues of thought which have gradually coalesced into the modern Socialist movement. Even the poor, humble English Diggers, as these pamphlets show, were able in their few years of activity to disseminate ideas which may have contributed to Spanish Anarchism and may even have remotely influenced such thinkers as Gandhi.

Winstanley, who it seems was not the originator of the Digger movement but was its chief publicist, was born in Wigan in 1609 and was for a while a cloth merchant in London. He was ruined by the Civil War. In 1649 he and twenty or thirty others took over and began cultivating some waste land on St. George’s Hill, near Cobham, forming themselves into a self-supporting community on what would now be called Communist-Anarchist lines. In this community there was to be no money, no trade, no inequality, no idle persons, no priests, and as far as possible no law. As Winstanley saw it, the land of England had once belonged to the common people and had been unjustly taken from them, and the best way to get it back was for bodies of landless men to form colonies which would act as an example to the mass of the nation. At the beginning he was simple enough to imagine that even the landlords could ultimately be won over to the Anarchist programme. But ideas similar to his own were evidently widespread, as other colonies of Diggers were started in various parts of the country at about the same time.

Needless to say, the Diggers were swiftly crushed. The parvenu gentry who had won the civil war were willing enough to divide the lands of the Royalists among themselves, but they had no intention of setting up an egalitarian society, and they saw the danger of allowing such experiments as Winstanley’s to succeed. The Diggers were beaten up, their crops were trampled on, their stock was taken away from them by means of law suits in which packed juries imposed impossible damages. Troops of soldiers sent to deal with them tended to be sympathetic—this was the period of the revolt of the Levellers in the army—but the gentry won and the Digger movement was effectively finished by 1652. Winstanley vanishes from history about 1660.

It is clear from these pamphlets that, though a visionary, Winstanley was by no means a fool. He did not expect his ideas to be accepted immediately, and he was ready to modify them at need. After his experiment had failed he submitted to Cromwell a quite detailed and practical programme from which the earlier extravagances had been eliminated. This makes provision for laws, magistrates and foreign trade, even, in spite of his pacifist tinge, for a standing army and the death penalty for certain offences. But the central idea is still the same—a society founded on brotherhood and co-operation, with no profit-making, and, for internal purposes, no money. “Everyone shall put to their hands to till the earth and bring up cattle, and the blessing of the earth shall be common to all; when a man hath need of any corn or cattle, take from the next store-house he meets with. Acts, iv, 32.”

Winstanley’s thought links up with Anarchism rather than Socialism because he thinks in terms of a purely agricultural community living at a low level of comfort, lower than was even then strictly necessary. Not foreseeing the machine, he states that a man cannot be rich except by exploiting others, but it is evident that, like Mr. Gandhi, he also values simplicity for its own sake. Moreover, he clings to a belief which seems to haunt all thinkers of the Anarchist type—the belief that the wished-for Utopia has already existed in the past. The land did once belong to the common people, but has been taken away from them. According to Winstanley, this happened at the Norman Conquest, which in his eyes is the cardinal fact in English history. The essential struggle is the struggle of the Saxon common people against the Frenchified upper class. In every pamphlet, almost in every paragraph, he refers to the defeated Royalists as “Normans.” But alas! he could see only too clearly that the victors of the civil war were themselves developing “Norman” characteristics:


“And you zealous preachers and professors of the City of London, and you great officers and soldiery of the army, where are all your victories over the Cavaliers, that you made such a blaze in the land, in giving God thanks for, and which you begged in your fasting days and morning exercises? Are they all sunk into the Norman power again, and must the old prerogative laws stand? What freedom did you then give thanks for? Surely that you had killed him that rode upon you, that you may get up into his saddle to ride upon others. Oh, thou City, thou hypocritical City! Thou blindfold, drowsy England, that sleeps and snorts in the bed of covetousness, awake, awake! The enemy is upon thy back, he is ready to scale the walls and enter possession, and wilt not look out?”



If only our modern Trotskyists and Anarchists—who in effect are saying the same thing—could write prose like that! This is not a book that can be read through at one sitting, but it is a book to buy and keep. Mr. Hill’s short introduction is useful and interesting.

[Fee: £10.0.0; 31.8.44]


In The New Leader for 16 September 1944, Reg Groves1 discussed Winstanley and the way he had been reviewed, especially by Orwell.


The newly-published “Selections from the Works of Gerrard Winstanley” has, on the whole, had a respectful press—respectful but puzzled. Like mourners at the funeral of a stranger, the commentators take off their hats but stand by uncomfortably not quite sure what to say. And among them is Mr. George Orwell, who, trying to find a kindly thing to say, decides, it seems, that though Winstanley lived in the seventeenth century he can get respect in the twentieth century only by wearing one of our party labels.

Winstanley’s thought, wrote Orwell, in his able, lively review in the “Sunday Observer,” links up with Anarchism rather than Socialism because he thinks in terms of a purely agricultural community living at a low level of comfort, lower than was even then strictly necessary. Not foreseeing the machine he states that a man cannot be rich except by exploiting others…. To classify Winstanley an “Anarchist” is, even on historical grounds, wrong. Long after the introduction of machinery the English socialist movement sought the way to a better social order by founding agricultural communities, so that Winstanley is neither peculiar nor Anarchist because he tried to do the same thing. Indeed the one consistent belief in all the English rebel movements has been that land and labour are the ultimate sources of all wealth, that labour’s only hope of lasting freedom and equality was in getting possession of, and access to, the land.



Groves went on to discuss how Winstanley’s political teaching centred on the choice open to men. Whereas the Commonwealth had fought for ‘a goodly society,’ it set about enclosing land and engaging in the activities of the merchant class. However, men could take another road: ‘the way of useful labour, of the full use of the land and a sharing of its fruits.’ He concluded:


In this sense Winstanley towers above our present-day theorists. The “left” to-day has no beliefs, only a few political catchwords. Our doctrines have no roots and will not abide. There is another sentence in the same review that may help us to see what is wrong, a sentence that (almost worthy to be put alongside the classic “poor but honest”) epitomises the modern view. Mr. Orwell, wishing, I am sure to remove what he thought might be a slur on Winstanley’s character, wrote: though a visionary Winstanley was by no means a fool. Truly we have lost something; perhaps it is too far away now to recapture, though glimpses of it come now and again to trouble us, in the writings and sayings of the old English rebels. Maybe with their help we shall one day bridge the gulf dug by the industrial revolution and, by looking afresh at the lives and works of these men, bring nearer the day of righteousness for which they worked.



Orwell was evidently upset by Groves’s comments, and in The New Leader for 28 October the following letter from Groves was printed (which incidentally provides further evidence that some of Orwell’s Observer reviews were cut. See Orwell’s letter to Liddell Hart, 12 August 1942, 1379, regarding his review of Philippe Barrès’s Charles de Gaulle).


Dear Comrade,—George Orwell has written me about my New Leader article commenting on his review of the Winstanley book.

The article criticised his apparent indifference to the visionary side of Winstanley’s writings. On the review as published the criticism was justified. But it seems that certain passages were—for space reasons—omitted from Mr. Orwell’s review and that in these passages he wrote on this very point. Not knowing about these omissions I stressed the criticism too heavily.

I should be glad if you would publish this so that your readers will know that this part of the article was unintentionally unfair to Mr. Orwell.








2543. To T. S. Eliot

5 September 1944      Typewritten

27B Canonbury Square
Islington
N1

Dear Eliot,

Have you seen the new New York monthly paper “Politics” which is a sort of dissident offshoot from the “Partisan Review” which you used to write for? Dwight Macdonald the editor asked me whether you would like it and I said you would, so he’ll probably send you a copy.

I am going away for the second half of September,1 but can you have lunch some day early in October, any day from the 3rd onwards? You might let me know at the above or at “Tribune.” Warburg is going to do that book you saw but he probably can’t get it out till early next year because of paper.2

Yours
[Signed] Geo. Orwell
George Orwell




2544. To R. S. R. Fitter

5 September 1944      Typewritten

Tribune

Dear Mr. Fitter,1

Many thanks for the information re Willowherb.2

I don’t think we could undertake a regular “nature” feature. We haven’t the space and I doubt whether enough of our readers are interested in the subject.

Yours sincerely,
[Signed] Geo. Orwell
George Orwell
Literary Editor




2545. To Dwight Macdonald

5 September 1944 Typewritten

27B Canonbury Square
Islington
London N 1

Dear Macdonald,

I only yesterday received your letter dated August 5th, so I suppose the mails have got bad again. You will have had my Miss Blandish article by this time. I hope you don’t mind “Horizon” also printing it, and also, if you are using it, making one or two minor alterations which might prevent a libel action. The alterations are (I haven’t got a copy of the MS so don’t know pages):

“Miss B.” is “an impudent plagiarism of Faulkner’s ‘Sanctuary.’ ” I think we should alter “is an impudent plagiarism” to “bears a very striking resemblance to.” Of course it is a plagiarism but one couldn’t necessarily prove it in court.

“Miss B.” was “ultimately suppressed.” Probably better to alter to “withdrawn from circulation.” It disappeared when “Lady Don’t Turn Over” was suppressed, but this may have been done voluntarily.

Some of the Dorothy Sayers books described as displaying “necrophilia.” Better to alter to “morbid interest in corpses” or whatever phrase would fit in.

I merely suggest these alterations which I am going to make in the English version, but of course use your own judgement. I believe the libel laws aren’t so stiff in the USA. Bringing libel actions is quite a lucrative profession over here.1

The best address for Eliot is Care of Faber & Faber, 24 Russell Square, London, WC1. I have told him about “Politics” and I am sure he would like it and might write something for you. He is very busy what with publishing and being a stooge for the British Council. With ref to that review I sent you. I think the USSR is the dynamo of world Socialism so long as people believe in it.2 I think that if the USSR were conquered by some foreign country the working class everywhere would lose heart, for the time being at least, and the ordinary stupid capitalists who have never lost their suspicion of Russia would be encouraged. I think the fact that the Germans have failed to conquer Russia has given prestige to the idea of Socialism. For that reason I wouldn’t want to see the USSR destroyed and think it ought to be defended if necessary. But I want people to become disillusioned about it and to realise that they must build their own Socialist movement without Russian interference, and I want the existence of democratic Socialism in the West to exert a regenerative influence upon Russia. I suppose that if the working class everywhere had been taught to be as anti-Russian as the Germans had been made, the USSR would simply have collapsed in 1941 or 1942, and God knows what things would then have come out from under their stones. After that Spanish business I hate the Stalin regime perhaps worse than you do, but I think one must defend it as against people like Franco, Laval etc. But the present state of censorship here is ghastly. I have had hell and all about that anti-Stalin book of mine, which is really only a little squib. However, Warburg is going to publish it, but not till early next year because of paper.

I’m glad “Politics” is going well. I’ll make further enquiries about how people can take out subs, but so far everyone has told me you can’t send money out for that purpose. If we do quote anything—thanks for the permission—I’ll see that it’s acknowledged.

The above is my address from now on.

Yours,
Geo. Orwell




2546. ‘How Long is a Short Story’

Manchester Evening News, 7 September 1944

Anybody who has been connected with the book trade knows that collections of short stories are poor sellers, and anyone who has edited a magazine knows at least part of the reason—that good, short stories, good enough to be worth reprinting and collecting in volume form, are very hard to come by.

The book-borrowers who ask the librarian for “a nice book” and add in the same breath, “not short stories, please,” are, on the whole, justified.

But by their attitude they help to push the average level of the short story even lower. For writers, like everyone else, have to live, and since it is notorious that books of this kind don’t sell, talent tends to drift elsewhere.

The besetting fault of English short stories to-day is lifelessness. On the higher levels—in “new writing,” shall we say—the so-called story is almost always not a story.

Nothing happens in it. There is no surprise, no development, and usually not enough distinction of writing to compensate for lack of incident. There are exceptions, of course—for instance, Mr. V. S. Pritchett’s “Sense of Humour,” Mr. Christopher Isherwood’s “Farewell to Berlin”,1 and one or two Army stories by Mr. Maclaren-Ross.

On the lower levels the story still has a “plot,” but it has been mechanically constructed and bears the same relation to real life as a clockwork mouse does to a living one.

It was not always so. Only a few decades ago H. G. Wells, Somerset Maugham, W. W. Jacobs, D. H. Lawrence, and others, were writing short stories which were masterpieces on their different levels.

And though the decline of the English short story may have complex social causes, it also has mechanical and economic causes which are fairly easy to point out. Mr. H. G. Wells once made the illuminating remark that he could write short stories as long as he had a market for them. Round about the turn of the century “The Strand” and other magazines happened to have a public for intelligent stories, and Mr. Wells turned them out one after another. They are collected under various titles, and quite twenty of them are of outstanding brilliance. The best of all, perhaps, are “A Slip Under the Microscope”2 and “Miss Winchelsea’s Heart.”

But what caused the drying-up of that market which stimulated Mr. Wells to some of his best work? One reason, almost certainly, is the reduced size and neater make-up of modern magazines. Stories have to be cut all to a length, and in weekly papers, particularly, it is a length into which a story with any character-interest can hardly be crammed. In the fat and disorderly magazines of the Victorian Age, “Chambers’s Papers For the People,” for instance, or “All The Year Round”—there was room for contributions of almost any length. The story-writer had elbow room.

Here is a list of outstanding short stories—and there is no need to go outside the English language for them:

“The Purloined Letter,” by Edgar Allan Poe.

“The Man that Corrupted Hadleyburg,” by Mark Twain.

“The Fox,” by D. H. Lawrence.

“Heart of Darkness,” by Joseph Conrad.

“The Dead,” by James Joyce.

“Love of Life,” by Jack London.

“The Plattner Story,” by H. G. Wells.

“Rain,” by Somerset Maugham.

“Baa, Baa, Black Sheep,” by Rudyard Kipling.

“Lord Arthur Savile’s Crime,” by Oscar Wilde.

These stories are of varying length, but in general they would be too long for modern magazines.

Certain stories which are universally admitted to be masterpieces, for instance, Lawrence’s “England, my England,” could not be fitted into any modern English periodical, but would be too short to be printed as a separate book. There has never been much market in England for the “long-short” story, called in France the “Nouvelle”—Prosper Merimee’s° “Carmen” is an outstanding example—probably because the lending libraries consider them bad value.

Stories of odd lengths can be published several together in one volume, but, as we have seen, such books do not sell. They do not sell because for a dozen years or more they have usually been dull, and they have been dull because the cramped magazines (which often do not pay too well) do not attract talent towards this particular art-form.

If you examine the best English short stories of the past, the thing that strikes you about most of them is how leisurely they are. Kipling’s “Drums of the Fore and Aft,” for example, starts off with pages and pages of mere talk. The Sherlock Holmes stories would be rejected by most modern editors on the ground that they are too long, have too much padding, and are too slow in getting off the mark. But of course it is the padding that gives these stories life—the character of Holmes, for instance, being built up almost entirely by irrelevant scraps of conversation.

On the other hand there have been gifted writers whose stories are exceedingly short; Katharine Mansfield is an example. A short story is anything between a thousand and twenty thousand words, and to do his best a writer should be able to rove freely between those limits.

Russian literature has probably owed much to the enormous size of Russian magazines, which could accommodate, for instance, the separate stories in Dostoievski’s “Letters from the Underworld.”3

And even so laconic a writer as Maupassant wrote some stories, such as “La Maison de Madame Tellier,” which would be uncomfortably long by modern standards.

Also, writers need to be paid. The superiority of contemporary American short-story writers (for instance, Damon Runyan, Dorothy Parker, and, to step back 15 years, Ring Lardner) is at any rate partly due to the fact that American magazines pay “good money.” A writer of fiction cannot confine himself entirely to periodicals—it is hard to build up a public in that way—but it is necessarily in periodicals that new talent is first discovered.

Therefore fatter, and it should be added, more enterprising magazines are the first step towards restoring the prestige and the readability of the English short story.

There are other forms of literature which have also suffered by curtailment. In the days of the old “quarterly review,” when it was normal for a book review to be 15 pages long, reviewing had a literary quality it seldom has nowadays.

Elbow room cannot create talent, but at least it allows a writer to follow a good idea when he has one—whereas if he is told as he frequently is in these days to “keep it down to fifteen hundred words,” he is likely to produce either a grey and eventless little sketch, or else an unlifelike anecdote with a slick surprise (which the experienced reader has foreseen all along) in the last sentence.4

[Fee: £8.8.0; 6.9.44]




2547. ‘As I Please,’ 41

Tribune, 8 September 1944

For a book of 32 pages, Sir Osbert Sitwell’s A Letter to My Son contains a quite astonishing quantity of invective. I imagine that it is the invective, or rather the eminence of the people it is directed against, that has led Sir Osbert to change his publisher. But in among passages that are sometimes unfair and occasionally frivolous, he manages to say some penetrating things about the position of the artist in a modern centralised society. Here, for instance, are some excerpts:—

“The true artist has always had to fight, but it is, and will be, a more ferocious struggle for you, and the artists of your generation, than ever before. The working man, this time, will be better looked after, he will be flattered by the press and bribed with Beveridge schemes, because he possesses a plurality of votes. But who will care for you or your fate, who will trouble to defend the cause of the young writer, painter, sculptor, musician? And what inspiration will you be offered when theatre, ballet, concert-hall lie in ruins, and, owing to the break in training, there are no great executant artists for several decades? Above all, do not underestimate the amount and intensity of genuine ill-will that people will feel for you; not the working man, for though not highly educated he has a mild respect for the arts and no preconceived notions, not the few remaining patricians, but the vast army between them, the fat middle classes and the little men. And here I must make special mention of the civil servant as enemy…. At the best, you will be ground down between the small but powerful authoritarian minority of art directors, museum racketeers, the chic, giggling modistes who write on art and literature, publishers, journalists and dons (who will, to do them justice, try to help you, if you will write as they tell you)—and the enormous remainder, who would not mind, who would indeed be pleased, if they saw you starve. For we English are unique in that, albeit an art-producing nation, we are not an art-loving one. In the past the arts depended on a small number of very rich patrons. The enclave they formed has never been re-established. The very name ‘art-lover’ stinks…. The privileges you hold to-day, then, as an artist, are those of Ishmael, the hand of every man is against you. Remember, therefore, that outcasts must never be afraid.”

These are not my views. They are the views of an intelligent Conservative who underrates the virtues of democracy and attributes to feudalism certain advantages which really belong to capitalism. It is a mistake, for instance, to yearn after an aristocratic patron. The patron could be just as hard a master as the B.B.C., and he did not pay your salary so regularly. François Villon had, I suppose, as rough a time as any poet in our own day, and the literary man starving in a garret was one of the characteristic figures of the eighteenth century. At best, in an age of patronage you had to waste time and talent on revolting flatteries, as Shakespeare did. Indeed, if one thinks of the artist as an Ishmael, an autonomous individual who owes nothing to society, then the golden age of the artist was the age of capitalism. He had then escaped from the patron and not yet been captured by the bureaucrat. He could—at any rate a writer, a musician, an actor and perhaps even a painter could—make his living off the big public, who were uncertain of what they wanted and would to a great extent take what they were given. Indeed, for about a hundred years it was possible to make your livelihood by openly insulting the public, as the careers of, say, Flaubert, Tolstoy, D. H. Lawrence, and even Dickens show.

But all the same there is much in what Sir Osbert Sitwell says. Laissez-faire capitalism is passing away, and the independent status of the artist must necessarily disappear with it. He must become either a spare-time amateur or an official. When you see what has happened to the arts in the totalitarian countries, and when you see the same thing happening here in a more veiled way through the M.O.I., the B.B.C. and the film companies—organisations which not only buy up promising young writers and geld them and set them to work like cab-horses, but manage to rob literary creation of its individual character and turn it into a sort of conveyor-belt process—the prospects are not encouraging. Yet it remains true that capitalism, which in many ways was kind to the artist and the intellectual generally, is doomed and is not worth saving any way. So you arrive at these two antithetical facts: (1) Society cannot be arranged for the benefit of artists; (2) without artists civilisation perishes. I have never yet seen this dilemma solved (there must be a solution), and it is not often that it is honestly discussed.1

I have before me an exceptionally disgusting photograph, from the Star of August 29, of two partially undressed women, with shaven heads and with swastikas painted on their faces, being led through the streets of Paris amid grinning onlookers. The Star—not that I am picking on the Star, for most of the press has behaved likewise—reproduces this photograph with seeming approval.

I don’t blame the French for doing this kind of thing. They have had four years of suffering, and I can partially imagine how they feel towards the collaborators. But it is a different matter when newspapers in this country try to persuade their readers that shaving women’s heads is a nice thing to do. As soon as I saw this Star photograph, I thought, “Where have I seen something like this before?” Then I remembered. Just about ten years ago, when the Nazi regime was beginning to get into its stride, very similar pictures of humiliated Jews being led through the streets of German cities were exhibited in the British press—but with this difference, that on that occasion we were not expected to approve.

Recently another newspaper published photographs of the dangling corpses of Germans hanged by the Russians in Kharkov,2 and carefully informed its readers that these executions had been filmed and that the public would shortly be able to witness them at the news theatres. (Were children admitted, I wonder?)

There is a saying of Nietzsche which I have quoted before (not in this column, I think), but which is worth quoting again:—

He who fights too long against dragons becomes a dragon himself: and if thou gaze too long into the abyss, the abyss will gaze into thee.

“To long,” in this context, should perhaps be taken as meaning “after the dragon is beaten.”

The correspondents who wrote in answer to my query about the weed which grows on blitzed sites are too numerous to thank individually, but I would like to thank them collectively. The upshot is that Sir William Beach Thomas was right. The plant is called Rosebay Willowherb.3 The name of the other plant I referred to is not completely certain, but as there are, it seems, nine kinds of willowherb, this must be one of them. As a piece of information which may be useful at a time when whisky costs twenty-seven shillings a bottle, I pass on the statement of one of my correspondents that “an infusion of the whole plant is extremely intoxicating.” If anyone is brave enough to try this, I shall be interested to learn the results.


Tribune for 22 September 1944 published a letter from a member of the Amalgamated Engineering Union and a letter from a ‘Young Writer.’ The latter was taken up by several correspondents in Tribune, 6 October 1944. Orwell reverted to this correspondence in ‘As I Please,’ 44; see 2562.


How much longer must your readers be affronted by the quite patent pro-Fascist, neo-Jesuit posturings of George Orwell? He writes in the wrong periodical. Like the late Lord Haldane, his spiritual home lies elsewhere.

He protests against the Star pictures of some collaborationist (whores—Orwell’s pet phrase) being shown in British news sheets.

He carefully fails to mention the much more disgusting pictures of Allied troops being used in Paris to protect these traitors and murderers of their countrymen and countrywomen.

Protection being given to treason-mongers by Allied troops at a time when flying bombs were killing innocent London civilians.

In this connection it is interesting to note that the alleged Liberal paper4—stable companion to the Star—refused to print letters of protest, or to even mention they had received any protest of this misuse of Allied soldiers at a time when black murder was raining down on London, and no “effective protection” given to the British citizens.

The suggestion was made that Allied troops would be much more usefully employed in attacking the flying bomb sites than acting as strong-arm boys in defending French Quislings and collaborators, or showing the flag to the people of Paris, who had freed themselves before the arrival of Eisenhower.

Perhaps George Orwell will go to the next step: use the columns of Tribune for advocating a set of safe peace proposals for the Romish-German warmongers.

He should team up with the Reber-Murphy-Kirkpatrick crowd, or go out to organise a Friends of the Vatican League.

Frank Smith, A.E.U.5

Outlook for Young Writers

I think our young writers are lucky to have such a stout champion as Sir Osbert Sitwell, whose Letter to My Son has already upset the pinheads, a sure proof that he has rung the bell! George Orwell also deserves thanks for his observations upon the problems which the little book raises so graphically. But cannot a Socialist literary-political review like Tribune give some space so that the question of how a writer or artist can live in society can be honestly thrashed out? What is the Labour solution? Should all the younger writers give up writing and devote all their energies to bringing about a Socialist society which would have a place for them as creative artists, and a status above that of a garret-genius? Or should they rub along as best they can accepting the patronage of the B.B.C., M.O.I., Rank, E.N.S.A., C.E.M.A.6 and any other governmental or industrial set-up that offers to “buy” them up?

I am afraid the careers of our better-known contemporary men of letters offer little help. T. S. Eliot, Herbert Read, Richard Church, John Lehmann, and others seem to have solved the problem by turning publishers themselves. George Orwell, Cyril Connolly, Peter Quennell, John Betjeman, Philip Toynbee, Alan Hodge by turning columnists. Others have taken to “editing” pictorial series, bookstall miscellanies, or have become minor critics of art, radio, theatre and music or have turned journalists and political commentators. Few are professional writers in the sense that Thomas Hardy, W. B. Yeats etc., were; E. M. Forster, Robert Graves, Sean O’Casey perhaps are exceptions. Only people enjoying private incomes can take a £25 advance from a publisher and feel they are facing up to a present day writer’s life.

What can be done? This is a question which should seriously exercise the Labour Party, for I fear the younger writers generally (if sardonically!) feel that they get more sympathy from out and out Conservatives than from the Progressive Parties. I have heard two or three confess that they prefer the arch-Tory—“a sentimental blimp has something more attractive about him than a text-book party member.” Fabians might do worse than read T. S. Eliot’s essay on “The Responsibility of the Man of Letters in the Cultural Restoration of Europe” in The Norseman for August, 1944. Dealing with “questions which arise when the freedom of the man of letters is menaced,” Eliot writes: “I have in mind also the dangers which may come from official encouragement and patronage of the arts; the dangers to which men of letters would be exposed, if they became, in their professional capacity, servants of the State. Modern governments are very much aware of the new invention “cultural propaganda,” even when the governors are not remarkably sensitive to culture; and, however necessary cultural propaganda may be under modern conditions, we must be alert to the fact that all propaganda can be perverted.

Young Writer

To anyone conditioned by suggestions in Tribune that the Labour Party should do something about Socialism, there is something rather quaint in “Young Writer’s” suggestion that the Left should start worrying seriously about the personal quandary of the writer.

Before you are inundated with analyses of the status of the artist in Soviet Russia, I should like to suggest that “Young Writer’s” letter is a bad starting point for a discussion. He confuses the issue by basing his arguments on several outsize misconceptions.

For one thing, he seems to think that writing and doing other more economically steady work are mutually exclusive.

It is quite feasible to write and devote oneself to Socialism whilst accepting the patronage of the B.B.C., M.O.I., Rank or C.E.M.A. (though when he includes E.N.S.A. in this category I am with him). I’m not saying that this is an ideal way to go about one’s life, but I think he should admit it can be done.

He names a string of writers who are publishers or columnists (many are temporary civil servants as well) as if they no longer wrote in consequence; and he forgets that an ivory castle is not perpetually inspiring to most writers, and that a little contact with the coarser ways of making a living is rarely harmful to the Muse, even if the nostrils do react.

He raises the word propaganda as a bogey, rather as if the soul of any creative type who lowers himself to doing “cultural propaganda” is bound to be perverted. I always thought that artists were supposed to have a pretty keen sense of what is right and wrong—to be able to smell the rose no matter what the name.

Perhaps good judgment and perception are not the strongest points in anyone who finds Conservatives more sympathetic than the Progressive parties. Well, it may be true, put like that—equating individuals with parties. Of course, most Conservatives have had a good education and can often be better company than strict proletarians. To woo Conservatism in consequence is not my idea of logic.

I don’t think a party line can solve the personal dilemma which lies behind the letter. “Young Writer” should admit that E. M. Forsters are rarities, however society is ordered. He might also admit that editors, critics and commentators are not necessarily to be sniffed at, and often continue to write, quite well at that.

The artist lives in relation to the contemporary demand for his work—whether he has a private patron, a State patron or faces up to the capitalist rough and tumble supply and demand. The smaller the Muse the smaller the demand—the only way out is some minor form of prostitution, part time. The same thing would almost certainly happen with the State as patron, at any rate to someone. Even so, there are more safeguards in State patronage; and if I am right in detecting a Left leaning in the letter, I cannot see that our cause is served by confusing attractive sentimental blimps versus text-book party members with Capitalism versus Socialism.

P. Philips Price

“Young Writer” in Tribune of September 22 raises some points of interest to all of us. In our opinion the young writer in present society should neither abandon writing in favour of direct political action, nor should he look for patronage. At any rate, organisations such as C.E.M.A. extend help, not patronage, and a means whereby we can struggle for a fuller use of our gifts.

The solution is in the young writer’s own hands, in his typewriter and pen, but most of all in his guts. He can contribute best to the solution of the problem by writing.

But his creation may reach nobody. The solution again is in the writer’s own hands. There are young writers all over the world clamouring to be heard, and for all of them the solution is the same as for young workers in other arts and trades, namely, “Unity.”

The Bristol Writers’ Association is tackling the job by creating a Writers’ Co-operative—a productive body.

One of its jobs will be to publish the work of the young writer of today, and the old and young writer of tomorrow. In this organisation the reader and writer have a common meeting place. The profits of the writer’s genius return to him. His audience also have a direct reward for buying the writer’s work.

So the young writer turns publisher as in the case of the authors mentioned by your correspondent. But in a collective rather than in an individual way which will bring better rewards and results.

The “can’t be dones” have had their say, but the Bristol Writers’ Association is doing it.

The problems of Socialist writers can be solved in a Socialist way.

W. R. Hutton
Miles Carpenter

George Orwell wrote in Tribune: “Society cannot be arranged for the benefit of artists; without artists civilisation perishes. I have never yet seen this dilemma solved.”

But there is no such dilemma to be solved! The world could exist quite comfortably without artists. Incidentally, I have not noticed that artists are more civilised in their lives than ordinary people!

If I remember rightly, it was Plato who said that the best rulers of the Republic would be the philosophers. Philosophers are generally kindly, unwarlike, conscientious, thoughtful individuals. They have no desire to rule despotically, or to gain land and wealth at the expense of others.

If every man was a philosopher the world would be at peace, and thus be encouraged to become civilised. Judging from the present state of affairs the world is certainly not civilised; as civilisation does not yet exist it cannot “perish,” whether artists flourish or not.

D. M. C. Granville








2548. ‘Arthur Koestler’

11 September 1944      Typescript


This essay exists, unusually, as a typescript. The typewriter-face and the style of the typing (which includes page-slip and X-ing out with capital Xs) strongly suggest that Orwell was the typist. His name and address at Canonbury Square are typed at the head of the first page of the script. At the end is the date: ‘1944.’ According to his Payments Book, the essay was completed on 11 September 1944. It appeared in Focus, Critical Essays (1946) and Dickens, Dali & Others (1946). In his ‘Note’ to Critical Essays (6), Orwell said that the essay ‘was written for Focus, but it will probably not have appeared there before this book is published.’ That proved so. Although the issue was dated Winter 1946, it was published in January or February 1947.

Apart from house-styling and some changes in punctuation, each publication made verbal changes to the typescript—over a score in all; more in Focus than in Critical Essays. Only one of these coincides (see n. 4) but another, n. 13, is an alteration to the same effect though worded differently. It is likely that Roger Senhouse, a director of Seeker & Warburg, prepared a copy of the typescript for Critical Essays, and either of the two editors of Focus, Balachandra Rajan or Andrew Pearse, for Focus. These changes probably had Orwell’s formal or tacit approval. The typescript has been reproduced here with the verbal changes made for the second impression of Critical Essays; the first impression and the page proofs for that impression (in the Orwell Archive, University College London) have been consulted.

The readings in Dickens Dali & Others are not separately noted except for five which differ from those recorded for Critical Essays (see ns. 4, 13, 14, 16, 23). The placement of the circumflex in Salammbô is an error (at one stage or another every vowel was adorned with this mark, and Orwell omitted it from his typescript). The other four readings in DD&O follow the typescript; this arises from the fact that copy for CrE and DD&O was prepared from separate copies of the manuscript. Writing to Moore on 23 January 1945 (see 2607), Orwell said, ‘Herewith the MS. of the book of essays to send to the USA. I am giving Warburg the other copy.’ No other changes have been deliberately made except for the addition of an omitted ‘the’ (in square brackets) and for the silent correction of a mistyping—‘spycho-analyst.’ It will be noted that Orwell’s typescript has lower-case ‘c’ and ‘w’ in ‘Spanish civil war’ but that the printed text capitalises these. Orwell spells ‘today’ and ‘leftwing(er)’ without hyphens, and id est is represented by ‘ie’—all forms commonly found in his manuscripts and typewriting. The editorial notes, mainly textual, follow the essay. They do not list the use of single quotation marks in Focus nor ‘ise’ for ‘ize’ in Critical Essays. TS = typescript; CrE = Critical Essays; DD&O = Dickens, Dali, and Others; F = Focus. The second impression of Critical Essays, May 1946, was collated.



One striking fact about English literature during the present century is the extent to which it has been dominated by foreigners—for example, Conrad, Henry James, Shaw, Joyce, Yeats, Pound and Eliot. Still, if you chose to make this a matter of national prestige and examine our achievement in the various branches of literature, you would find that England made a fairly good showing1 until you came to what may be roughly described as political writing, or pamphleteering. I mean by this the special class of literature that has arisen out of the European political struggle since the rise of Fascism. Under this heading novels, autobiographies, books of “reportage,” sociological treatises and plain pamphlets can all be lumped together, all of them having a common origin and to a great extent the same emotional atmosphere.

Some of the outstanding figures in this school of writers are Silone, Malraux, Salvemini, Borkenau, Victor Serge2 and Koestler himself. Some of these are imaginative writers, some3 not, but they are all alike in that they are trying to write contemporary history, but unofficial history, the kind4 that is ignored in the textbooks5 and lied about in the newspapers. Also they are all alike in being continental Europeans. It may be an exaggeration, but it cannot be a very great one, to say that whenever a book dealing with totalitarianism appears in this country, and still seems6 worth reading six months after publication, it is a book translated from some foreign language. English writers, over the past dozen years, have poured forth an enormous spate of political literature, but they7 have produced almost nothing of aesthetic value, and very little of historical value either. The Left Book Club, for instance, has been running ever since 1936. How many of its chosen volumes can you even remember the names of? Nazi Germany, Soviet Russia, Spain, Abyssinia, Austria, Czechoslovakia—all that these and kindred subjects have produced, in England, are slick books of reportage, dishonest pamphlets in which propaganda is swallowed whole and then spewed up again, half digested, and a very few reliable guidebooks8 and textbooks. There has been nothing resembling, for instance, Fontamara or Darkness at Noon, because there is almost no English writer to whom it has happened to see totalitarianism from the inside. In Europe, during the past decade and more, things have been happening to middle-class people which in England do not even happen to the working class. Most of the European writers I mentioned above, and scores of others like them, have been obliged to break the law in order to engage in politics at all:9 some of them have thrown bombs and fought in street battles,10 many have been in prison or the concentration camp, or fled across frontiers with false names and forged passports. One cannot imagine, say, Professor Laski indulging in activities of that kind. England is lacking, therefore, in what one might call concentration-camp literature. The special world created by secret police forces, censorship of opinion, torture and frame-up trials is, of course, known about and to some extent disapproved of, but it has made very little emotional impact. One result of this is that there exists in England almost no literature of disillusionment about the Soviet Union. There is the attitude of ignorant disapproval, and there is the attitude of uncritical admiration, but very little in between. Opinion on the Moscow sabotage trials, for instance, was divided, but divided chiefly on the question of whether the accused were guilty. Few people were able to see that whether justified or not11 the trials were an unspeakable horror. And English disapproval of the Nazi outrages has also been an unreal thing, turned on and off like a tap according to political expediency. To understand such things one has to be able to imagine oneself as the victim, and for an Englishman to write Darkness at Noon would be as unlikely an accident as for a slave-trader to write Uncle Tom’s Cabin.

Koestler’s published work really centres about the Moscow trials. His main theme is the decadence of revolutions owing to the corrupting effects of power, but the special nature of the Stalin dictatorship has driven him back into a position not far removed from pessimistic Conservativism.12 I do not know how many books he has written in all. He is a Hungarian whose earlier books were written in German,13 and five books have been published in England: Spanish Testament, The Gladiators, Darkness at Noon, Scum of the Earth,14 and Arrival and Departure. The subject matter of all of them is similar, and none of them ever escapes for more than a few pages from the atmosphere of nightmare. Of the five books, the action of three takes place entirely or almost entirely in prison.

In the opening months of the Spanish civil war15 Koestler was the News-Chronicle’s16 correspondent in Spain, and early in 1937 he was taken prisoner when the Fascists captured Malaga. He was nearly shot out of hand, then spent some months imprisoned in a fortress, listening every night to the roar of rifle fire,17 as batch after batch of Republicans was executed, and being most of the time in acute danger of execution himself. This was not a chance adventure which “might have happened to anybody,” but was in accordance with Koestler’s life style. A politically indifferent person would not have been in Spain at that date, a more cautious observer would have got out of Malaga before the Fascists arrived, and a British or American newspaperman18 would have been treated with more consideration. The book that Koestler wrote about this, Spanish Testament, has remarkable passages, but apart from the scrappiness that is usual in a book of reportage, it is definitely false in places. In the prison scenes Koestler successfully establishes the nightmare atmosphere which is, so to speak, his patent, but the rest of the book is too much coloured by the Popular Front orthodoxy of the time. One or two passages even look as though they had been doctored for the purposes of the Left Book Club. At that time Koestler still was, or recently had been, a member of the Communist Party, and the complex politics of the civil war made it impossible for any Communist19 to write quite honestly about the internal struggle on the Government side. The sin of nearly all leftwingers20 from 1933 onwards is that they have wanted to be anti-Fascist21 without being anti-totalitarian. In 1937 Koestler already knew this, but did not feel free to say so. He came much nearer to saying it—indeed, he22 did say it, though he put on a mask to do so—in his next book, The Gladiators, which was published about a year before the war and for some reason attracted very little attention.

The Gladiators is in some ways an unsatisfactory book. It is about Spartacus, the Thracian gladiator who raised a slaves’ rebellion in Italy round about 65 B.C., and any book on such a subject is handicapped by challenging comparison with Salammbô.23 In our own age it would not be possible to write a book like Salammbô even if one had the talent. The great thing about24 Salammbô, even more important than its physical detail, is its utter mercilessness. Flaubert could think himself into the stony cruelty of antiquity, because in the mid-nineteenth century one still had peace of mind. One had time to travel in the past. Nowadays the present and the future are too terrifying to be escaped from, and if one bothers with history it is in order to find modern meanings there. Koestler makes Spartacus into an allegorical figure, a primitive version of the proletarian dictator. Whereas Flaubert has been able, by a prolonged effort of the imagination, to make his mercenaries truly pre-Christian, Spartacus is a modern man dressed up. But this might not matter if Koestler were fully aware25 of what his allegory means. Revolutions always go wrong—that is the main theme. It is on the question of why they go wrong that he falters, and his uncertainty enters into the story and makes the central figures enigmatic and unreal.

For several years the rebellious slaves are uniformly successful. Their numbers swell to a hundred thousand, they overrun great areas of southern26 Italy, they defeat one punitive expedition after another, they ally themselves with the pirates who at that time were the masters of the Mediterranean, and finally they set to work to build a city of their own, to be named the City of the Sun. In this city human beings are to be free and equal, and above all they are to be happy: no slavery, no hunger, no injustice, no floggings, no executions.27 It is the dream of a just society which seems to haunt the human imagination ineradicably and in all ages, whether it is called the Kingdom of Heaven or the classless society, or whether it is thought of as a Golden Age which once existed in the past and from which we have degenerated. Needless to say28 the slaves fail to achieve it. No sooner have they formed themselves into a community than their way of life turns out to be as unjust, laborious and fear-ridden as any other. Even the cross, symbol of slavery, has to be revived for the punishment of malefactors. The turning point29 comes when Spartacus finds himself obliged to crucify twenty of his oldest and most faithful followers. After that the City of the Sun30 is doomed, the slaves split up and are defeated in detail, the last fifteen thousand of them being captured and crucified in one batch.

The serious weakness of this story is that the motives of Spartacus himself are never made clear. The Roman lawyer Fulvius, who joins31 the rebellion and acts as its chronicler, sets forth the familiar dilemma of ends and means. You can achieve nothing unless you are willing to use force and cunning, but in using them you pervert your original aims. Spartacus, however, is not represented as power-hungry, nor on the other hand32 as a visionary. He is driven onwards by some obscure force which he does not understand, and he is frequently in two minds as to whether it would not be better to throw up the whole adventure and flee to Alexandria while the going is good. The slaves’ republic is in any case wrecked rather by hedonism than by the struggle for power. The slaves are discontented with their liberty because they still have to work, and the final break-up happens because the more turbulent and less civilized slaves, chiefly Gauls and Germans, continue to behave like bandits after the republic has been established. This may be a true account of events—naturally we know very little about the slave rebellions of antiquity—but by allowing the Sun City to be destroyed because33 Crixus the Gaul cannot be prevented from looting and raping, Koestler has faltered between allegory and history. If Spartacus is the prototype of the modern revolutionary—and obviously he is intended as that—he should have gone astray because of the impossibility of combining power with righteousness. As it is, he is an almost passive figure, acted upon rather than acting, and at times not convincing. The story partly fails because the central problem of revolution has been avoided, or at least34 has not been solved.35

It is again avoided in a subtler way in the next book, Koestler’s masterpiece, Darkness at Noon. Here however36 the story is not spoiled, because it deals with individuals and its interest is psychological. It is an episode picked out from a background that does not have to be questioned. Darkness at Noon describes the imprisonment and death of an Old Bolshevik, Rubashov, who first denies and ultimately confesses to crimes which he is well aware he has not committed. The grown-upness, the lack of surprise or denunciation, the pity and irony with which the story is told show the advantage, when one is handling a theme of this kind, of being a European. The book reaches the stature37 of tragedy, whereas an English or American writer could at most have made it into a polemical tract. Koestler has digested his material and can treat it on the aesthetic level. At the same time his handling of it has a political implication, not important in this case but likely to be damaging in later books.

Naturally the whole book centres round one question: Why did Rubashov confess? He is not guilty—that is, not guilty of anything except the essential crime of disliking the Stalin regime. The concrete acts of treason in which he is supposed to have engaged are all imaginary. He has not even been tortured, or not very severely. He is worn down by solitude, toothache, lack of tobacco, bright lights glaring in his eyes, and continuous questioning,38 but these in themselves would not be enough to overcome a hardened revolutionary. The Nazis have previously done worse to him without breaking his spirit. The confessions obtained in the Russian state39 trials are capable of three explanations:—40

(1) That the accused were guilty.

(2) That they were tortured, and perhaps blackmailed by threats to relatives and41 friends.

(3) That they were actuated by despair, mental bankruptcy and the habit of loyalty to the Party.

For Koestler’s purpose in Darkness at Noon (1) is ruled out, and though this is not the place to discuss the Russian purges, I must add that what little verifiable evidence there is suggests that the trials of the Old Bolsheviks were frame-ups. If one assumes that the accused were not guilty—at any rate, not guilty of the particular things they confessed to—then (2) is the commonsense42 explanation. Koestler, however, plumps for (3), which is also accepted by the Trotskyist Boris Souvarine,43 in his pamphlet Cauchemar en URSS. Rubashov ultimately confesses because he cannot find in his own mind any reason for not doing so. Justice and objective truth have long44 ceased to have any meaning for him. For decades he has been simply the creature of the Party, and what the Party now demands is that he shall confess to non-existent crimes. In the end, though he has had to be bullied and weakened first, he is somewhat proud of his decision to confess. He feels superior to the poor Czarist officer who inhabits the next cell and who talks to Rubashov by tapping on the wall. The Czarist officer is shocked when he learns that Rubashov intends to capitulate. As he sees it from his “bourgeois” angle, everyone ought to stick to his guns, even a Bolshevik. Honour, he says, consists in doing what you think right. “Honour is to be useful without fuss”, Rubashov taps back; and he reflects with a certain satisfaction that he is tapping with his pince-nez while45 the other, the relic of the past, is tapping with a monocle.

Like Bukharin, Rubashov is “looking out upon black darkness.” What is there, what code, what loyalty, what notion of good and evil, for the sake of which he can defy the Party and endure further torment? He is not only alone, he is also hollow. He has himself committed worse crimes than the one that is now being perpetrated against him. For example, as a secret envoy of the Party in Nazi Germany, he has got rid of disobedient followers by betraying them to the Gestapo. Curiously enough, if he has any inner strength to draw upon, it is the memories of his boyhood when he was the son of a landowner. The last thing he remembers, when he is shot from behind, is the leaves of the poplar trees on his father’s estate. Rubashov belongs to the older generation of Bolsheviks that was largely wiped out in the purges. He is aware of art and literature, and of the world outside Russia. He contrasts sharply with Gletkin, the young GPU46 man who conducts his interrogation, and who is the typical “good party man,” completely without scruples or curiosity, a thinking gramophone. Rubashov, unlike Gletkin, does not have the Revolution as his starting point.47 His mind was not a blank sheet when the party48 got hold of it. His superiority to the other is finally traceable to his bourgeois origin.

One cannot, I think, argue that Darkness at Noon is simply a story dealing with the adventures of an imaginary individual. Clearly it is a political book, founded on history and offering an interpretation of disputed events. Rubashov might be Trotsky, Bukharin, Rakovsky49 or some other relatively civilized figure among the Old Bolsheviks. If one writes about the Moscow trials one must answer the question, “Why did the accused confess?”,50 and which answer one makes is a political decision. Koestler answers, in effect, “Because these people had been rotted by the Revolution which they served,” and in doing so he comes near to claiming that revolutions are of their nature bad. If one assumes that the accused in the Moscow trials were made to confess by means of some kind of terrorism, one is only saying that one51 particular set of revolutionary leaders has gone astray. Individuals, and not the situation, are to blame. The implication of Koestler’s book, however, is that Rubashov in power would be no better than Gletkin: or rather, only better in that his outlook is still partly pre-revolutionary. Revolution, Koestler seems to say, is a corrupting process. Really enter into the Revolution and you must end up as either Rubashov or Gletkin. It is not merely that “power corrupts”: so also do the ways of attaining power. Therefore, all efforts to regenerate society by violent means lead to the cellars of the Ogpu. Lenin leads to Stalin, and would have come to resemble Stalin if he had happened to survive.

Of course, Koestler does not say this quite explicitly, and perhaps is not altogether conscious of it. He is writing about darkness, but it is darkness at what ought to be noon. Part of the time he feels that things might have turned out differently. The notion that so-and-so52 has “betrayed,” that things have only gone wrong because of individual wickedness, is ever-present in leftwing thought. Later, in Arrival and Departure, Koestler swings over much further towards the anti-revolutionary position, but in between these two books there is another, Scum of [the] Earth, which is straight autobiography and has only an indirect bearing upon the problems raised by Darkness at Noon. True to his life style,53 Koestler was caught in France by the outbreak of war,54 and, as a foreigner and a known anti-fascist,55 was promptly arrested and interned by the Daladier Government.56 He spent the first nine months of war mostly in a prison camp, then, during the collapse of France, escaped and travelled by devious routes to England, where he was once again thrown into prison as an enemy alien. This time he was soon released, however. The book is a valuable piece of reportage, and together with a few other scraps of honest writing that happened to be produced at the time of the debacle, it is a reminder of the depths that bourgeois democracy can descend to. At this moment, with France newly liberated and the witch-hunt after collaborators57 in full swing, we are apt to forget that in 1940 various observers on the spot considered that about 40 per cent of the French population was either actively pro-German or completely apathetic. Truthful war books are never acceptable to non-combatants, and Koestler’s book did not have a very good reception. Nobody came well out of it—neither the bourgeois politicians, whose idea of conducting an anti-fascist war was to jail every leftwinger they could lay hands on, nor the French Communists, who were effectively pro-Nazi and did their best to sabotage the French war effort,58 nor the common people, who were just as likely to follow mountebanks like Doriot59 as responsible leaders. Koestler records some fantastic conversations with fellow-victims in the concentration camp,60 and adds that till then, like most middle-class Socialists and Communists,61 he had never made contact with real proletarians, only with the educated minority. He draws the pessimistic conclusion: “Without education of the masses, no social progress; without social progress, no education of the masses.” In Scum of the Earth Koestler ceases to idealise the common people. He has abandoned Stalinism, but he is not a Trotskyist either. This is the book’s real link with Arrival and Departure, in which what is normally called a revolutionary outlook is dropped, perhaps for good.

Arrival and Departure is not a satisfactory book. The pretence that it is a novel is very thin; in effect it is a tract purporting to show that revolutionary creeds are rationalisations of neurotic impulses. With all too neat a symmetry, the book62 begins and ends with the same action—a leap into a foreign country. A young ex-Communist who has made his escape from Hungary jumps ashore in Portugal, where he hopes to enter the service of Britain, at that time the only power fighting against Germany. His enthusiasm is somewhat cooled by the fact that the British consulate is uninterested in him and almost63 ignores him for a period of several months, during which his money runs out and other astuter refugees escape to America. He is successively tempted by the World in the form of a Nazi propagandist, the Flesh in the form of a French girl, and—after a nervous breakdown—the Devil in the form of a psycho-analyst. The psycho-analyst drags out of him the fact that his revolutionary enthusiasm is not founded on any real belief in historical64 necessity, but on a morbid guilt complex arising from an attempt in early childhood to blind his baby brother. By the time that he gets an opportunity of serving the Allies he has lost all reason for wanting to do so, and he is on the point of leaving for America when his irrational impulses seize hold of him again. In practice he cannot abandon the struggle. When the book ends he is floating down in a parachute over the dark landscape of his native country, where he will be employed as a secret agent of Britain.

As a political statement (and the book is not much more), this is insufficient. Of course it is true in many cases, and it may be true in all cases, that revolutionary activity is the result of personal maladjustment. Those who struggle against society are, on the whole, those who have reason to dislike it, and normal healthy65 people are no more attracted by violence and illegality then they are by war. The young Nazi in Arrival and Departure makes the penetrating remark that one can see what is wrong with the leftwing movement by the ugliness of its women. But66 after all, this does not invalidate the Socialist67 case. Actions have results, irrespective of their motives. Marx’s ultimate motives may well have been envy and spite, but this does not prove that his conclusions were false. In making the hero of Arrival and Departure take his final decision from a mere instinct not to shirk action and danger, Koestler is making him suffer a sudden loss of intelligence. With such a history as he has behind him, he would be able to see that certain things have to be done, whether our reasons for doing them are “good” or “bad.” History has to move in a certain direction, even if it has to be pushed that way by neurotics. In Arrival and Departure Peter’s idols are overthrown one after the other. The Russian Revolution has degenerated, Britain, symbolised by the aged consul with gouty fingers, is no better, the international class-conscious proletariat is a myth. But the conclusion (since, after all, Koestler and his hero “support” the war) ought to be that getting rid of Hitler is still a worthwhile68 objective, a necessary bit of scavenging in which motives are almost irrelevant.

To take a rational political decision one must have a picture of the future. At present Koestler seems69 to have none, or rather to have two which cancel out. As an ultimate objective he believes in the Earthly Paradise, the Sun State which the gladiators set out to establish, and which has haunted the imagination of Socialists, Anarchists70 and religious heretics for hundreds of years. But his intelligence tells him that the Earthly Paradise is receding into the far distance and that what is actually ahead of us is bloodshed, tyranny and privation. Recently he described himself as a “short-term pessimist.” Every kind of horror is blowing up over the horizon, but somehow it will all come right in the end. This outlook is probably gaining ground among thinking people: it results from the very great difficulty, once one has abandoned orthodox religious belief, of accepting life on earth as inherently miserable, and on the other hand71 from the realisation that to make life livable72 is a much bigger problem than it recently seemed. Since about 1930 the world has given no reason for optimism whatever. Nothing is in sight except a welter of lies, hatred, cruelty and ignorance, and beyond our present troubles loom vaster ones which are only now entering into the European consciousness. It is quite possible that man’s major problems will never be solved. But it is also unthinkable! Who is there who dares to look at the world of today73 and say to himself, “It will always be like this: even in a million years it cannot get appreciably better?” So you get the quasi-mystical belief that for the present there is no remedy, all political action is useless,74 but that somehow, somewhere in space and time, human life will cease to be the miserable brutish thing it now is.

The only easy way out is that of the religious believer, who regards this life merely as a preparation for the next. But few thinking people now believe in life after death, and the number of those who do is probably diminishing. The Christian churches75 would probably not survive on their own merits if their economic basis were destroyed. The real problem is how to restore the religious attitude while accepting death as final. Men can only be happy when they do not assume that the object of life is happiness. It is most unlikely, however, that Koestler would accept this. There is a well-marked hedonistic strain in his writings, and his failure to find a political position after breaking with Stalinism is a result of this.

The Russian Revolution, the central event in Koestler’s life, started out with high hopes. We forget these things now, but a quarter of a century ago it was confidently expected that the Russian Revolution would lead to Utopia. Obviously this has not happened. Koestler is too acute not to see this, and too sensitive not to remember the original objective. Moreover, from his European angle he can see such things as purges and mass deportations for what they are: he is not, like Shaw or Laski, looking at them through the wrong end of the telescope. Therefore he draws the conclusion: This is what revolutions lead to. There is nothing for it except to be a “short-term pessimist,” ie.76 to keep out of politics, make a sort of oasis within which you and your friends can remain sane, and hope that somehow things will be better in a hundred years. At the basis of this lies his hedonism, which leads him to think of the Earthly Paradise as desirable. Perhaps, however, whether desirable or not, it isn’t possible. Perhaps some degree of suffering is ineradicable from human life, perhaps the choice before Man is always a choice of evils, perhaps even the aim of Socialism is not to make the world perfect but to make it better. All revolutions are failures, but they are not all the same failure. It is his unwillingness to admit this that has led Koestler’s mind temporarily into a blind alley and that makes Arrival and Departure seem shallow compared with the earlier books.




2548A. To Lydia Jackson

11 September 1944      Typewritten

Tribune

Dear Lydia,

Would you like to review this (about 500 words)? I don’t know whether it is any good, but as it is Polish I thought it would perhaps be up your street.

Yours,
[Signed] Eric.

[Postscript] “G for Genevieve”,—Polish Book Depot1




2549. ‘As I Please,’ 42

Tribune, 15 September 1944

About the end of 1936, as I was passing through Paris on the way to Spain, I had to visit somebody at an address I did not know, and I thought that the quickest way of getting there would probably be to take a taxi. The taxi-driver did not know the address either. However, we drove up the street and asked the nearest policeman, whereupon it turned out that the address I was looking for was only about a hundred yards away. So I had taken the taxi-driver off the rank for a fare which in English money was about threepence.

The taxi-driver was furiously angry. He began accusing me, in a roaring voice and with the maximum of offensiveness, of having “done it on purpose.” I protested that I had not known where the place was, and that I obviously would not have taken a taxi if I had known. “You knew very well!” he yelled back at me. He was an old, grey, thick-set man, with ragged grey moustaches and a face of quite unusual malignity. In the end I lost my temper, and, my command of French coming back to me in my rage, I shouted at him, “You think you’re too old for me to smash your face in. Don’t be too sure!” He backed up against the taxi, snarling and full of fight, in spite of his sixty years.

Then the moment came to pay. I had taken out a ten-franc note. “I’ve no change!” he yelled as soon as he saw the money. “Go and change it for yourself.”

“Where can I get change?”

“How should I know? That’s your business.”

So I had to cross the street, find a tobacconist’s shop and get change. When I came back I gave the taxi-driver the exact fare, telling him that after his behaviour I saw no reason for giving him anything extra; and after exchanging a few more insults we parted.

This sordid squabble left me at the moment violently angry, and a little later saddened and disgusted. “Why do people have to behave like that?” I thought.

But that night I left for Spain. The train, a slow one, was packed with Czechs, Germans, Frenchmen, all bound on the same mission. Up and down the train you could hear one phrase repeated over and over again, in the accents of all the languages of Europe—là-bas (down there). My third-class carriage was full of very young, fair-haired, underfed Germans in suits of incredible shoddiness—the first ersatz cloth I had seen—who rushed out at every stopping-place to buy bottles of cheap wine and later fell asleep in a sort of pyramid on the floor of the carriage. About halfway down France the ordinary passengers dropped off. There might still be a few nondescript journalists like myself, but the train was practically a troop train, and the countryside knew it. In the morning, as we crawled across southern France, every peasant working in the fields turned round, stood solemnly upright and gave the anti-Fascist salute. They were like a guard of honour, greeting the train mile after mile.

As I watched this, the behaviour of the old taxi-driver gradually fell into perspective. I saw now what had made him so unnecessarily offensive. This was 1936, the year of the great strikes, and the Blum government was still in office. The wave of revolutionary feeling which had swept across France had affected people like taxi-drivers as well as factory workers. With my English accent I had appeared to him as a symbol of the idle, patronising foreign tourists who had done their best to turn France into something midway between a museum and a brothel. In his eyes an English tourist meant a bourgeois. He was getting a bit of his own back on the parasites who were normally his employers. And it struck me that the motives of the polyglot army that filled the train, and of the peasants with raised fists out there in the fields, and my own motive in going to Spain, and the motive of the old taxi-driver in insulting me, were at bottom all the same.

The official statement on the doodle-bug, even taken together with Churchill’s earlier statement, is not very revealing, because no clear figures have been given of the number of people affected. All we are told is that on average something under thirty bombs have hit London daily. My own estimate, based simply on such “incidents” as I have witnessed, is that on average every doodle-bug hitting London makes thirty houses uninhabitable, and that anything up to five thousand people have been rendered homeless daily. At that rate between a quarter and half a million people will have been blitzed out of their homes in the last three months.

It is said that good billiard-players chalk their cues before making a stroke, and bad players afterwards. In the same way, we should have got on splendidly in this war if we had prepared for each type of blitz before and not after it happened. Shortly before the outbreak of war an official, returning from some conference with other officials in London, told me that the authorities were prepared for air-raid casualties of the order of 200,000 in the first week. Enormous supplies of collapsible cardboard coffins had been laid in, and mass graves were being dug. There were also special preparations for a great increase in mental disorders. As it turned out the casualties were comparatively few, while mental disorders, I believe, actually declined. On the other hand, the authorities had failed to foresee that blitzed people would be homeless and would need food, clothes, shelter and money. They had also, while foreseeing the incendiary bomb, failed to realise that you would need an alternative water supply if the mains were burst by bombs.

By 1942 we were all set for the blitz of 1940. Shelter facilities had been increased, and London was dotted with water tanks which would have saved its historic buildings if only they had been in existence when the fires were happening. And then along came the doodle-bug, which, instead of blowing three or four houses out of existence, makes a large number uninhabitable, while leaving their interiors more or less intact. Hence another unforeseen headache—storage of furniture. The furniture from a doodle-bugged house is nearly always salvaged, but finding places to put it in, and labour to move it, has been almost too much for the local authorities. In general it has to be dumped in derelict and unguarded houses, where such of it as is not looted is ruined by damp.1

The most significant figures in Duncan Sandys’s2 speech were those dealing with the Allied counter-measures. He stated, for instance, that whereas the Germans shot off 8,000 doodle-bugs, or something under 8,000 tons of high explosive,3 we dropped 100,000 tons of bombs on the bases, besides losing 450 aeroplanes and shooting off hundreds of thousands or millions of A.A. shells. One can only make rough calculations at this date, but it looks as though the doodle-bug may have a big future before it in forthcoming wars. Before writing it off as a flop, it is worth remembering that artillery scored only a partial success at the battle of Crécy.4




2550. To Dwight Macdonald

15 September 1944      Typewritten

Dear Macdonald,

Re. that article. After the cuts which I myself suggested because of the libel danger, “Horizon”, who have the other copy, have insisted on some cuts on political grounds.1 They fear that “Horizon” might be banned from the USSR where it sells a few score of copies. There’s no earthly reason why you should follow suit, but I thought it might amuse you to know what the cuts are, as an example of the kind of thing considered unprintable in England nowadays. It ties up with that review I sent you a copy of.

The passages are:

“The truth is, of course, that the countless English intellectuals who kiss the arse of Stalin.”

Altered to “worship dictators.”

“… and accounts, for instance, for the positive delight with which many English intellectuals greeted the Nazi-Soviet pact … could come afterwards.”

Cut right out. (The first alteration reminds me of when I was in the BBC and someone in writing a literary talk used the word “copulation.” I said “You’ll never get that past the censorship”, and altered it to “fornication.” The Censorship altered it to “indulgence in base passions.”)2

In reviewing “The Lion & the Unicorn” you rather took me to task for despising the English intelligentsia.3 After this kind of thing don’t you think I have some justification?

Yours
[Signed] Geo. Orwell
George Orwell




2551. Review of The American Problem by D.W. Brogan

The Observer, 17 September 1944

It is uncertain what Professor Brogan intended to achieve by this book, which seems to fall mid-way between being a popular history of the United States and a forecast of American behaviour in the post-war world. His book, “The English People,”1 written a year or two ago, had a clear enough purpose. It was obviously written “at” America, with the object of explaining the British social system and allaying anti-British prejudice, and its—on the whole—too favourable tone was therefore understandable. But the present book, presumably written to enlighten British readers, also gives the impression that Professor Brogan had an American rather than a British public in mind. The issues that are soft-pedalled are the ones that American opinion is sensitive about, and though the British reader will carry away many picturesque facts, he gets no clear answer to the questions that he is likeliest to ask about the United States at this moment.

The main emphasis of the book is historical. Professor Brogan rightly lays great stress upon the enormous achievement, quite unparalleled in human history, of colonising the North American continent, and on the “frontier” habit of mind which persisted after the frontier had ceased to exist. He also has some penetrating things to say about the position of American women, their civilising influence in the early days when the West was opened up, and the effects on American industry of their struggle for emancipation. He is also good on regional differences, and on the American climate and its effects on character, architecture and much else. But on the whole it is either marginal things of this kind that he is discussing, or else very large and vague issues: the immediate concrete problems are only mentioned in passing, if at all.

For instance, in discussing the American governmental machine, Professor Brogan gives a lot of details about the working of Congress, and utters some wide generalisations about the American love of oratory, but he hardly answers the question which almost any Englishman would ask—namely, what sections of the population, and what economic interests, do the two main parties represent? Again, though he has some good passages on American agriculture and the position of the farmer, he says very little about the economic structure of American society, the distribution of wealth, the trade unions, the ownership of the Press, and the popularity or otherwise of collectivist theories. Nor does he definitely say whether class distinctions are increasing or decreasing. The Negro problem is very lightly skated over. Professor Brogan does give a few pages to the Negroes, but only in connection with the backwardness of the South as a whole, and it is only in a couple of parentheses that he mentions that millions of Negroes are both half-starved and disenfranchised.

The thing, of course, that Professor Brogan is talking about and about2 is American isolationism. Will the Americans, or will they not, give the world the moral lead it is waiting for and play their part in building a sane society? No doubt he is right to leave the answer open, but not, surely, to imply that it is merely a question of the Americans becoming less fixated on internal affairs and more aware that the outside world exists and is dangerous. The ignorant isolationism of the American mother who does not want “our boys” killed in foreign wars is not the main danger. The United States, now the greatest world power, will presumably have an active foreign policy after the war; the question is whether it will be an enlightened and unselfish policy. There are symptoms and tendencies which may help to give an answer, but Professor Brogan does not mention them, or barely mentions them.

For example, he says almost nothing about American imperialism, actual or potential. Nor does he discuss the meaning of the swing towards the Republican Party which appears to have been going on during the past year or two. Nor—this indeed is a question which involves Britain as much as the United States, but which obviously should not have been left out of account—does he say anything about the problems of migration, and especially the migration of the coloured peoples. And he is exceedingly cautious on the subject, all-important from our point of view, of anti-British feeling. Even when he mentions it, he is content to give the well-worn historical explanation and does not point to the fact that different sections of American society are anti-British for different and incompatible reasons. Professor Brogan seems to hint that the less we interfere in American affairs the better, and there he is probably right. But it is still important to us to know what the Americans think about us, and to what extent traditional and cultural hostilities are a cover for something else. Professor Brogan’s witty manner of writing and his ability to drag in recondite illustrations for nearly everything that he says do not compensate for his avoidance of essentials.

In general this is a “get together” book. Though it is full of digressions, its main aim seems to be to convince the British public that the United States is a powerful and important country whose faults are those of youth, and with whom we should do well not to quarrel. This was hardly worth saying. Britain cannot afford to quarrel with America and there is very little popular anti-American feeling. On the other hand we could do with some expert information about American policy, internal and external: Professor Brogan is probably qualified to give it, but the fact that he always has at least one eye on a possible American reader prevents him from doing so.

[Fee: £10.0.0; 15.9.44]




2552. ‘Tobias Smollett: Scotland’s Best Novelist’

Tribune, 22 September 19441

“Realism,” a much abused word, has at least four current meanings, but when applied to novels it normally means a photographic imitation of everyday life. A “realistic” novel is one in which the dialogue is colloquial and physical objects are described in such a way that you can visualise them. In this sense almost all modern novels are more “realistic” than those of the past, because the describing of everyday scenes and the construction of natural-sounding dialogue are largely a matter of technical tricks which are passed on from one generation to another, gradually improving in the process. But there is another sense in which the stilted, artificial novelists of the eighteenth century are more “realistic” than almost any of their successors, and that is in their attitude towards human motives. They may be weak at describing scenery, but they are extraordinarily good at describing scoundrelism. This is true even of Fielding, who in Tom Jones and Amelia already shows the moralising tendency which was to mark English novels for a hundred and fifty years. But it is much truer of Smollett, whose outstanding intellectual honesty may have been connected with the fact that he was not an Englishman.

Smollett is a picaresque novelist, a writer of long, formless tales full of farcical and improbable adventures. He derives to some extent from Cervantes, whom he translated into English and whom he also plagiarised in Sir Lancelot Greaves. Inevitably a great deal that he wrote is no longer worth reading, even including, perhaps, his most-praised book, Humphrey Clinker,° which is written in the form of letters and was considered comparatively respectable in the nineteenth century, because most of its obscenities are hidden under puns. But Smollett’s real masterpieces are Roderick Random and Peregrine Pickle, which are frankly pornographic in a harmless way and which contain some of the best passages of sheer farce in the English language.

Dickens, in David Copperfield, names these two books among his childhood favourites, but the resemblance sometimes claimed as existing between Smollett and Dickens is very superficial. In Pickwick Papers, and in several others of Dickens’s early books, you have the picaresque form, the endless travelling to and fro, the fantastic adventures, the willingness to sacrifice no matter what amount of probability for the sake of a joke; but the moral atmosphere has greatly altered. Between Smollett’s day and Dickens’s there had happened not only the French Revolution, but the rise of a new industrial middle class, Low Church in its theology and puritanical in its outlook. Smollett writes of the middle class, but the mercantile and professional middle class, the kind of people who are cousins to a landowner and take their manners from the aristocracy.

Duelling, gambling and fornication seem almost morally neutral to him. It so happens that in private life he was a better man than the majority of writers. He was a faithful husband who shortened his life by overworking for the sake of his family, a sturdy republican who hated France as the country of the Grand Monarchy, and a patriotic Scotsman at a time when—the 1745 rebellion being a fairly recent memory—it was far from fashionable to be a Scotsman. But he has very little sense of sin. His heroes do things, and do them on almost every page, which in any nineteenth-century English novel would instantly call forth vengeance from the skies. He accepts as a law of nature the viciousness, the nepotism and the disorder of eighteenth-century society, and therein lies his charm. Many of his best passages would be ruined by any intrusion of the moral sense.

Both Peregine Pickle and Roderick Random follow roughly the same course. Both heroes go through great vicissitudes of fortune, travel widely, seduce numerous women, suffer imprisonment for debt, and end up prosperous and happily married. Of the two, Peregrine is somewhat the greater blackguard, because he has no profession—Roderick is a naval surgeon, as Smollett himself had been for a while—and can consequently devote more time to seductions and practical jokes. But neither is ever shown acting from an unselfish motive, nor is it admitted that such things [as] religious belief, political conviction or even ordinary honesty are serious factors in human affairs.

In the world of Smollett’s novels there are only three virtues. One is feudal loyalty (Roderick and Peregrine each have a retainer who is faithful through thick and thin), another is masculine “honour,” i.e., willingness to fight on any provocation, and another is female “chastity,” which is inextricably mixed up with the idea of capturing a husband. Otherwise anything goes. It is nothing out of the way to cheat at cards, for instance. It seems quite natural to Roderick, when he has got hold of £1,000 from somewhere, to buy himself a smart outfit of clothes and go to Bath posing as a rich man, in hopes of entrapping an heiress. When he is in France and out of a job, he decides to join the army, and as the French army happens to be the nearest one, he joins that, and fights against the British at the battle of Dettingen: he is nevertheless ready soon afterwards to fight a duel with a Frenchman who has insulted Britain.

Peregrine devotes himself for months at a time to the elaborate and horribly cruel practical jokes in which the eighteenth century delighted. When, for instance, an unfortunate English painter is thrown into the Bastille for some trifling offence and is about to be released, Peregrine and his friends, playing on his ignorance of the language, let him think that he has been sentenced to be broken on a wheel. A little later they tell him that this punishment has been commuted to castration, and then extract a last bit of fun out of his terrors by letting him think that he is escaping in disguise when he is merely being released from the prison in the normal way.

Why are these petty rogueries worth reading about? In the first place because they are funny. In the Continental writers from whom Smollett derived there may be better things than the description of Peregrine Pickle’s adventures on the Grand Tour, but there is nothing better of that particular kind in English. Secondly, by simply ruling out “good’ motives and showing no respect whatever for human dignity, Smollett often attains a truthfulness that more serious novelists have missed. He is willing to mention things which do happen in real life but are almost invariably kept out of fiction. Roderick Random, for instance, at one stage of his career, catches a venereal disease—the only English novel-hero, I believe, to whom this has happened. And the fact that Smollett, in spite of his fairly enlightened views, takes patronage, official jobbery and general corruption for granted gives great historical interest to certain passages in his books.

Smollett had been for a while in the Navy, and in Roderick Random we are given not only an unvarnished account of the Cartagena expedition, but an extraordinarily vivid and disgusting description of the inside of a warship, in those days a sort of floating compendium of disease, discomfort, tyranny and incompetence. The command of Roderick’s ship is for a while given to a young man of family, a scented homosexual fop who has hardly seen a ship in his life, and who spends the whole voyage in his cabin to avoid contact with the vulgar sailormen, almost fainting when he smells tobacco. The scenes in the debtors’ prison are even better. In the prisons of those days, a debtor who had no resources might actually starve to death unless he could keep alive by begging from more fortunate prisoners. One of Roderick’s fellow-prisoners is so reduced that he has no clothes at all, and preserves decency as best he can by wearing a very long beard. Some of the prisoners, needless to say, are poets, and the book includes a self-contained story, “Mr. Melopoyn’s Tragedy,” which should make anyone who thinks aristocratic patronage a good basis for literature think twice.

Smollett’s influence on subsequent English writers has not been as great as that of his contemporary, Fielding. Fielding deals in the same kind of boisterous adventure, but his sense of sin never quite leaves him. It is interesting, in Joseph Andrews, to watch Fielding start out with the intention of writing a pure farce, and then, in spite of himself as it were, begin punishing vice and rewarding virtue in the way that was to be customary in English novels until almost yesterday. Tom Jones would fit into a novel by Meredith, or for that matter by Ian Hay,2 whereas Peregrine Pickle seems to belong to a more European background. The writers nearest to Smollett are perhaps Surtees and Marryat, but when sexual frankness ceased to be possible, picaresque literature was robbed of perhaps half of its subject matter. The eighteenth-century inn where it was almost abnormal to go into the right bedroom was a lost dominion.

In our own day various English writers—Evelyn Waugh, for instance, and Aldous Huxley in his early novels—drawing on other sources, have tried to revive the picaresque tradition. One has only to watch their eager efforts to be shocking, and their readiness to be shocked themselves—whereas Smollett was merely trying to be funny in what seemed to him the natural way—to see what an accumulation of pity, decency and public spirit lies between that age and ours.




2553. London Letter

Partisan Review, Winter 1944–45      Written October (?) 1944


This London Letter is not noted in Orwell’s Payments Book, so its position is conjectural. However, it is likely to have been written in October 1944 because, at the very end of the Letter, Orwell speaks of the Home Guard being stood down; in his article ‘Home Guard Lessons for the Future,’ The Observer, 15 October 1944 (see 2564), he refers to the disbanding of the Home Guard.

An undated letter written to Orwell on behalf of the Senior Press Censor, Postal Sub-Section, Ministry of Information, states that the following passage was deleted from his ‘letter’ addressed to the Editor of Partisan Review: ‘since here in L. there is no new development except the rocket bombs (very unpleasant, but there are only about half a dozen of them a day) which have replaced the doodle-bugs.’

The doodlebug, or flying bomb, was the V-1 (see 2501, n. 1). It was followed by the V-2, another ‘Vergeltungswaffe’ or ‘reprisal (or revenge) weapon,’ and a genuine rocket. The first of these was fired at Paris on 6 September 1944; two days later the first of some 3,000 to be launched at England was fired. A similar number was aimed at Belgium. V-1s and V-2s each carried about 2,000 pounds (900 kilograms) of high explosive.

The censor made the cut because of anxiety about the public’s reaction to yet another fearsome weapon at a time when people were particularly war-weary; it was felt that the less publicity given to this new weapon the better. The cut appears to have been made from the end of the second sentence of the final paragraph of the Letter. By the time Orwell wrote ‘As I Please,’ 50, 1 December 1944 (see 2586), he was able to mention the existence of the V-2, provided, as he put it, it was not described ‘too minutely.’



Dear Editors,

It is close on four years since I first wrote to you, and I have told you several times that I would like to write one letter which should be a sort of commentary on the previous ones. This seems to be a suitable moment.

Now that we have seemingly won the war and lost the peace, it is possible to see earlier events in a certain perspective, and the first thing I have to admit is that up to at any rate the end of 1942 I was grossly wrong in my analysis of the situation. It is because, so far as I can see, everyone else was wrong too that my own mistakes are worth commenting on.

I have tried to tell the truth in these letters, and I believe your readers have got from them a not too distorted picture of what was happening at any given moment. Of course there are many mistaken predictions (e.g., in 1941 I prophesied that Russia and Germany would go on collaborating and in 1942 that Churchill would fall from power), many generalizations based on little or no evidence, and also, from time to time, spiteful or misleading remarks about individuals. For instance, I particularly regret having said in one letter that Julian Symons “writes in a vaguely Fascist strain”—a quite unjustified statement based on a single article which I probably misunderstood. But this kind of thing results largely from the lunatic atmosphere of war, the fog of lies and misinformation in which one has to work and the endless sordid controversies in which a political journalist is involved. By the low standards now prevailing I think I have been fairly accurate about facts. Where I have gone wrong is in assessing the relative importance of different trends. And most of my mistakes spring from a political analysis which I had made in the desperate period of 1940 and continued to cling to long after it should have been clear that it was untenable.

The essential error is contained in my very first letter, written at the end of 1940, in which I stated that the political reaction which was already visibly under weigh “is not going to make very much ultimate difference.” For about eighteen months I repeated this in various forms again and again. I not only assumed (what is probably true) that the drift of popular feeling was towards the Left, but that it would be quite impossible to win the war without democratizing it. In 1940 I had written, “Either we turn this into a revolutionary war, or we lose it,” and I find myself repeating this word for word as late as the middle of 1942. This probably colored my judgment of actual events and made me exaggerate the depth of the political crisis in 1942, the possibilities of Cripps as a popular leader and of Common Wealth as a revolutionary party, and also the socially levelling process occurring in Britain as a result of the war. But what really matters is that I fell into the trap of assuming that “the war and the revolution are inseparable.” There were excuses for this belief, but still it was a very great error. For after all we have not lost the war, unless appearances are very deceiving, and we have not introduced Socialism. Britain is moving towards a planned economy, and class distinctions tend to dwindle, but there has been no real shift of power and no increase in genuine democracy. The same people still own all the property and usurp all the best jobs. In the United States the development appears to be away from Socialism. The United States is indeed the most powerful country in the world, and the most capitalistic. When we look back at our judgments of a year or two ago, whether we “opposed” the war or whether we “supported” it, I think the first admission we ought to make is that we were all wrong.

Among the British and American intelligentsia, using the word in a wide sense, there were five attitudes towards the war:

(1) The war is worth winning at any price, because nothing could be worse than a Fascist victory. We must support any regime which will oppose the Nazis.

(2) The war is worth winning at any price, but in practice it cannot be won while capitalism survives. We must support the war, and at the same time endeavor to turn it into a revolutionary war.

(3) The war cannot be won while capitalism survives, but even if it could, such a victory would be worse than useless. It would merely lead to the establishment of Fascism in our own countries. We must overthrow our own government before lending our support to the war.

(4) If we fight against Fascism, under no matter what government, we shall inevitably go Fascist ourselves.

(5) It is no use fighting, because the Germans and the Japanese are bound to win anyway.

Position (1) was taken by radicals everywhere, and by Stalinists after the entry of the USSR. Trotskyists of various colors took either position (2) or position (4). Pacifists took position (4) and generally used (5) as an additional argument. (1) merely amounts to saying, “I don’t like Fascism,” and is hardly a guide to political action: it does not make any prediction about what will happen. But the other theories have all been completely falsified. The fact that we were fighting for our lives has not forced us to “go Socialist,” as I foretold that it would, but neither has it driven us into Fascism. So far as I can judge, we are somewhat further away from Fascism than we were at the beginning of the war. It seems to me very important to realize that we have been wrong, and say so. Most people nowadays, when their predictions are falsified, just impudently claim that they have been justified, and squeeze the facts accordingly. Thus many people who took the line that I did will in effect claim that the revolution has already happened, that class privilege and economic injustice can never return, etc., etc. Pacifists claim with even greater confidence that Britain is already a Fascist country and indistinguishable from Nazi Germany, although the very fact that they are allowed to write and agitate contradicts them. From all sides there is a chorus of “I told you so,” and complete shamelessness about past mistakes. Appeasers, Popular Front-ers, Communists, Trotskyists, Anarchists, Pacifists, all claim—and in almost exactly the same tone of voice—that their prophecies and no others have been borne out by events. Particularly on the Left, political thought is a sort of masturbation fantasy in which the world of facts hardly matters.

But to return to my own mistakes. I am not here concerned with correcting those mistakes, so much as with explaining why I made them. When I suggested to you that Britain was on the edge of drastic political changes, and had already made an advance from which there could be no drawing back, I was not trying to put a good face on things for the benefit of the American public. I expressed the same ideas, and much more violently, in books and articles only published at home. Here are a few samples:

“The choice is between Socialism and defeat. We must go forward, or perish.” “Laissez-faire capitalism is dead.” “The English revolution started several years ago, and it began to gather momentum when the troops came back from Dunkirk.” “With its present social structure England cannot survive.” “This war, unless we are defeated, will wipe out most of the existing class privileges.” “Within a year, perhaps even within six months, if we are still unconquered, we shall see the rise of something that has never existed before, a specifically English Socialist movement.” “The last thing the British ruling class wants is to acquire fresh territory.” “The real quarrel of the Fascist powers with British imperialism is that they know that it is disintegrating.” “The war will bankrupt the majority of the public schools if it continues for another year or two.” “This war is a race between the consolidation of Hitler’s empire and the growth of democratic consciousness.”

And so on and so on. How could I write such things? Well, there is a clue in the fact that my predictions, especially about military events, were by no means always wrong. Looking back through my diaries and the news commentaries1 which I wrote for the BBC over a period of two years, I see that I was often right as against the bulk of the leftwing intelligentsia. I was right to the extent that I was not defeatist, and after all the war has not been lost. The majority of leftwing intellectuals, whatever they might say in print, were blackly defeatist in 19402 and again in 1942. In the summer of 1942, the turning-point of the war, most of them held it as an article of faith that Alexandria would fall and Stalingrad would not. I remember a fellow broadcaster, a Communist saying to me with a kind of passion, “I would bet you anything, anything, that Rommel will be in Cairo in a month.” What this person really meant, as I could see at a glance, was, “I hope Rommel will be in Cairo in a month.” I myself didn’t hope anything of the kind, and therefore I was able to see that the chances of holding on to Egypt were fairly good. You have here an example of the wish-thinking that underlies almost all political prediction at present.

I could be right on a point of this kind, because I don’t share the average English intellectual’s hatred of his own country and am not dismayed by a British victory. But just for the same reason I failed to form a true picture of political developments. I hate to see England either humiliated or humiliating anybody else. I wanted to think that we would not be defeated, and I wanted to think that the class distinctions and imperialist exploitation of which I am ashamed would not return. I over-emphasized the anti-Fascist character of the war, exaggerated the social changes that were actually occurring; and under-rated the enormous strength of the forces of reaction. This unconscious falsification colored all my earlier letters to you, though perhaps not the more recent ones.

So far as I can see, all political thinking for years past has been vitiated in the same way. People can foresee the future only when it coincides with their own wishes, and the most grossly obvious facts can be ignored when they are unwelcome. For example, right up to May of this year the more disaffected English intellectuals refused to believe that a Second Front would be opened. They went on refusing while, bang in front of their faces, the endless convoys of guns and landing craft rumbled through London on their way to the coast. One could point to countless other instances of people hugging quite manifest delusions because the truth would be wounding to their pride. Hence the absence of reliable political prediction. To name just one easily isolated example: Who foresaw the Russo-German pact of 1939? A few pessimistic Conservatives foretold an agreement between Germany and Russia, but the wrong kind of agreement, and for the wrong reasons. So far as I am aware, no intellectual of the Left, whether Russophile or Russophobe, foresaw anything of the kind. For that matter, the Left as a whole failed to foresee the rise of Fascism and failed to grasp that the Nazis were dangerous even when they were on the verge of seizing power. To appreciate the danger of Fascism the Left would have had to admit its own shortcomings, which was too painful: so the whole phenomenon was ignored or misinterpreted, with disastrous results.

The most one can say is that people can be fairly good prophets when their wishes are realizable. But a truly objective approach is almost impossible, because in one form or another almost everyone is a nationalist. Leftwing intellectuals do not think of themselves as nationalists, because as a rule they transfer their loyalty to some foreign country, such as the USSR, or indulge it in a merely negative form, in hatred of their own country and its rulers. But their outlook is essentially nationalist, in that they think entirely in terms of power politics and competitive prestige. In looking at any situation they do not say, “What are the facts? What are the probabilities,” but, “How can I make it appear to myself and others that my faction is getting the better of some rival faction?” To a Stalinist it is impossible that Stalin could ever be wrong, and to a Trotskyist it is equally impossible that Stalin could ever be right. So also with Anarchists, Pacifists, Tories or what-have-you. And the atomization of the world, the lack of any real contact between one country and another, makes delusions easier to preserve. To an astonishing extent it is impossible to discover what is happening outside one’s own immediate circle. An illustration of this is that no one, so far as I know, can calculate the casualties in the present war within ten millions. But one expects governments and newspapers to tell lies. What is worse, to me, is the contempt even of intellectuals for objective truth so long as their own brand of nationalism is being boosted. The most intelligent people seem capable of holding schizophrenic beliefs, of disregarding plain facts, of evading serious questions with debating-society repartees, or swallowing baseless rumors and of looking on indifferently while history is falsified. All these mental vices spring ultimately from the nationalistic habit of mind, which is itself, I suppose, the product of fear and of the ghastly emptiness of machine civilization. But at any rate it is not surprising that in our age the followers of Marx have not been much more successful as prophets than the followers of Nostradamus.

I believe that it is possible to be more objective than most of us are, but that it involves a moral effort. One cannot get away from one’s own subjective feelings, but at least one can know what they are and make allowance for them. I have made attempts to do this, especially latterly, and for that reason I think the later ones among my letters to you, roughly speaking from the middle of 1942 onwards, give a more truthful picture of developments in Britain than the earlier ones. As this letter has been largely a tirade against the leftwing intelligentsia, I would like to add, without flattery, that judging from such American periodicals as I see, the mental atmosphere in the USA is still a good deal more breathable than it is in England.

I began this letter three days ago. World-shaking events are happening all over the place, but in London nothing new.3 The change-over from the blackout to the so-called dim-out4 has made no difference as yet. The streets are still inky dark. On and off it is beastly cold and it looks as though fuel will be very short this winter. People’s tempers get more and more ragged, and shopping is a misery. The shopkeepers treat you like dirt, especially if you want something that happens to be in short supply at the moment. The latest shortages are combs and teats for babies’ feeding bottles. Teats have been actually unprocurable in some areas, and what do exist are made of reconditioned rubber. At the same time contraceptives are plentiful and made of good rubber. Whisky is rarer than ever, but there are more cars on the roads, so the petrol situation must have let up a little. The Home Guard has been stood down and firewatching greatly reduced. More U.S. soldiers have looked me up, using PR as an introduction. I am always most happy to meet any reader of PR. I can generally be got at the Tribune, but failing that my home number is CAN 3751.

George Orwell




2554. Review of Burma Pamphlets: 1. Burma Background by V. R. Pearn, 2. Burma Setting by O. H. K. Spate, 3. Buddhism in Burma by G. Appleton; Burma by Ma Mya Sein; Wings Over Burma by Kenneth Hemingway; Wingate’s Raiders by Charles J. Rolo

The Observer, 1 October 1944

Until very recently Burma has been so badly publicised in this country that it has been difficult even for the most thoughtful newspaper readers to form any opinion about it. The campaign of 1942 was inadequately reported, there has been as nearly as possible no information about what is happening under Japanese rule, and nothing has been divulged about Britain’s post-war intentions towards Burma. Nor has there been much reliable information about Burma’s background problems and its relations with China and India. The newly-published Burma Pamphlets—they appear to have been printed and perhaps planned in India—are therefore a useful departure, and may help public opinion to exert itself in favour of a reasonable settlement when the Japanese have been evicted.

Of the three that have so far appeared, Burma Background—a brief history of the country from the eleventh century onwards—is probably the most useful, but Burma Setting fills up a number of gaps by giving a picture of the day-to-day life of the country and describing its climatic conditions and natural resources. Buddhism in Burma, which gives the appearance of having been written by a Christian missionary, is less useful from the point of view of the average reader, as it concentrates on the doctrinal side of Buddhism and does not say enough about the extremely important political and social activities of the Burmese priesthood.

Ma Mya Sein’s pamphlet (what a novelty, by the way, to find something about Burma written by a Burmese!) overlaps to some extent with the other three. The author has had a distinguished public career in Burma and is, one gathers, a very moderate Nationalist. She gives a general survey of the country, with as much reference as is necessary to its past history, and is at pains to emphasise that in spite of its numerous races Burma is a natural unit and capable of full nationhood. Unlike the writers in the other series, she touches on present-day politics and adds the warning that “any attempt to reconstruct Burma after the war can only succeed if it gets full nationalist sympathy behind it.”

The other two books are not concerned with political problems, though “Wingate’s Raiders” does throw some indirect light upon them. Wings Over Burma—an account of the heroic effort of the small group of R. A.F., and the A.V.G.,1 to fight off the Japanese invasion—is a tale of continued battles against odds, ending triumphantly some time in 1943, when the Allies began to gain mastery in the air, and the unfortunate Burma towns, already partly destroyed by the Japanese, began to get their second dose of bombing and machine-gunning from the skies. It is full of technical slang, but vivid and readable. Wingate’s Raiders is a more schoolboyish type of book, obviously written with the object of building round Brigadier-General Wingate2 the same kind of legend as surrounds Gordon and T. E. Lawrence; but its detailed account of Wingate’s methods should be valuable to students of guerrilla warfare.

The book does not deal with Wingate’s part in the successful operations against Myitkyina in 1944, in which he met his death. It is chiefly concerned with his preliminary raid into Japanese-occupied territory a year earlier. Lord Wavell, who remembered Wingate’s achievements in Palestine and Abyssinia, brought him to Burma in 1942, when the campaign was already lost, but while there was still time to study the Japanese tactics in jungle warfare.

Wingate saw that the British and Indians, apart from being outnumbered and ill-supported in the air, were hopelessly hampered by being tied to mechanised transport. The more lightly equipped Japanese could move round them and cut their communications at will. He set himself to produce an even more mobile force, which would use the game-tracks where the Japanese used the cart-tracks, and which could be supplied entirely by air, and therefore be quite independent of lines of communication. Any man who was medically fit, he said, could be made into a good jungle fighter. And in the event his mixed force of British, Indians, and Burmese—the British were mostly second-line troops who had seen no fighting before—penetrated hundreds of miles into strongly occupied territory, did an immense amount of damage, and got out again, having suffered terribly from hunger and hardship, but with comparatively few battle casualties.

As Lord Wavell says in his foreword, this expedition had no strategic aim except the secondary one of taking the pressure off the Kachin levies who were still beleaguered at Fort Hertz; but it was invaluable experience and prepared the way for Wingate’s airborne descent on the Japanese rear at Katha3 a year later. Wingate’s originality of mind is apparent in his every action.

It is interesting to notice that the column seems to have been received almost everywhere in friendly fashion by the Burmese villagers—a sign, perhaps, that after a year of occupation the Japanese promises were already wearing thin.

[Fee: £10.0.0; 29.9.44]




2555. To T. S. Eliot

3 October 1944      Typewritten

Tribune

Dear Eliot,

I think you replied while I was away to a letter of mine. Can you have lunch some day this month? I forget which are your days in town. Mondays, Tuesdays and Fridays are my best days. How about for instance the 16th, 17th, or 20th?

Yours sincerely,
[Signed] Geo. Orwell
George Orwell

P.S. Have you seen the current Partisan Review?


Eliot replied on 11 October, apologising for his tardiness. He explained that he was ordinarily in London only three days a week and he could not manage the dates Orwell had suggested. He proposed 16 November and renewed the invitation to Eileen to join him for lunch with Orwell. Orwell’s reply has not been traced.






2556. To Leonard Moore

3 October 1944      Handwritten

CANONBURY 27B Canonbury Square Islington London N.1

Dear Mr Moore,

Many thanks for your letters. I think the terms with Warburg are quite satisfactory. I am now collating the stuff for my book of reprints & shall get it typed. Warburg wants to publish it but presumably cannot do so before next autumn or so. But I will send one copy straight off to the U.S.A. & have another try at the Dial Press, as they expressed a desire to see it.

Yours sincerely
E. A. Blair

P.S. The above is now my permanent address.1




2557. To Stanley Unwin

3 October 1944      Typewritten

Tribune

Dear Mr. Unwin,

Many thanks for your letter of September 18th, which I’ve only just had as I’ve been away.

Yes, I got your pamphlet1 and am going to refer to it in my column when I can get space to do so.

Your sincerely,
[Signed] Geo. Orwell
George Orwell




2558. To Rayner Heppenstall

4 October 1944      Original

Tribune

Dear Rayner,

I don’t seem to have had books by either Rosamund Lehmann or Alex Comfort. Of course they may come along later. I’m sending you “Transformation (2)”,1 which may have some interesting stuff in it.

I understand that Richard (not Christopher—his names are Richard Horatio) was born about 11 a.m. on May 14th 1944.2

Yours,
Eric




2559. Review of Four Quartets by T. S. Eliot

Manchester Evening News, 5 October 1944

The four long poems contained in this book—“Burnt Norton,” “East Coker,” “The Dry Salvages,” and “Little Gidding”—were all published as separate pamphlets between 1936 and 1942,1 and they rightly attracted a great deal of attention and criticism.

Nevertheless, after several years in which to get them into perspective, it is still a little difficult to be sure what to think of them.

The difficulty is in deciding whether the unlyrical and, one might also say, deliberately unpoetical way of writing which Mr. Eliot has developed in the last 10 years, is an improvement on his earlier manner. At this date his early poems, which can be found in the collected edition also published by Fabers, hardly need introduction.

Once vilified as a “high-brow” and accused of writing in deliberately obscure language for the benefit of a small clique of initiates, Mr. Eliot has become almost a popular writer. Even the obscurity which some of the early poems do certainly display springs chiefly from literary allusions, which can be tracked down with a little thought and a few works of reference.

Perhaps the best-known poem of all, the love song of Alfred J. Prufrock°, is written in extremely simple language, and in this and other poems, notably “Sweeney Agonistes,” Mr. Eliot has made one of the few serious efforts that have been made in our time to get spoken English on to paper. And certainly no poet writing in English in this century, except, perhaps, W. B. Yeats, has rivalled him for sheer verbal beauty.

To quote simply one out of countless passages that lodge themselves in the memory:

And the lost heart stiffens and rejoices

In the lost lilac and the lost sea voices,

And the weak spirit quickens to rebel

For the bent golden-rod and the lost sea smell,

Quickens to recover

The cry of quail and whirling plover,

And smell renews the salt savour of the sandy earth.

That passage comes from “Ash Wednesday,” which will have been written about 1928,2 and marks the turning-point between Mr. Eliot’s two manners.

It is significant that in his earlier poems there are many passages that one easily remembers by heart—and the test, at any rate of lyric poetry, is whether one remembers it by heart, or, at least, whether one wants to do so. This quality has largely departed from the later poems. But the subject matter has also changed, and one cannot consider the two changes independently.

Most of Mr. Eliot’s early poems were, quite frankly, poems of decay. They were a sort of ironical elegy on a dying civilisation. The Sweeney poems are a verse counterpart of James Joyce’s “Ulysses,” while “Prufrock” is, among other things, a devastating picture of the modern over-civilised intellectual.

The four last poems, however, are poems of belief—though not, apparently, a very spontaneous kind of belief. Curiously enough, in spite of an obviously sincere effort to be explicit and not to put verbal difficulties in the way, it is not so easy to say what these poems are about.

Their titles are the names of places (three in England, one in America) with which Mr. Eliot has ancestral connections, and their3 substance is a devout but rather gloomy musing on the subject of death and immortality.

Making use of various contexts he is trying to talk his readers (and perhaps himself) out of time and into eternity. Essentially, these poems are a profession of faith by someone who has only reached that faith by a considerable intellectual effort.

As Mr. Eliot explicitly states in the poems, this entails an abandonment of ordinary literary aims. “So here I am, in the middle way, having had 20 years—20 years largely wasted, the years of l’entre deux guerres—trying to learn to use words, and every attempt is a wholly new start, and a different kind of failure because one has only learnt to get the better of words for the thing one no longer has to say, or the way in which one is no longer disposed to say it. And so each venture is a new beginning, a raid on the inarticulate with shabby equipment always deteriorating in the general mess of imprecision of feeling, undisciplined squads of emotion.”4

Essentially the same idea is repeated in a number of different forms. He is not trying to be “poetical” any longer. “The poetry does not matter,” he says. One can respect this abandonment of literary vanity while still feeling that much has been lost in the process.

There are considerable passages in these poems which—precisely because Mr. Eliot is trying very hard to convey an exact meaning—are so prosaic in language that if they were printed as prose one would never know that they had originally been intended as verse.

And where the verse breaks into rhyme it frequently has a sort of metallic tinkle that even the slickest of the earlier poems never had. But it would be unfair to say that the old magic is never there. For example:

Oh, dark, dark, dark. They all go into the dark,

The vacant interstellar spaces, the vacant into the vacant,

The captains, merchant bankers, eminent men of letters,

The generous patrons of art, the statesmen and the rulers,

Distinguished civil servants, chairmen of many committees,

Industrial lords and petty contractors, all go into the dark,

And dark the sun and moon,

And the Almanach de Gotha,

And the Stock Exchange Gazette, the directory of directors,

And cold the sense and lost the motive of action.5

And at least anyone who reads these poems will never forget the phrase “At the still point of the turning world,” nor, probably, the line “Time and the bell have buried the day.”6

It is difficult not to feel that Mr. Eliot lost a great deal by embracing the Anglo-Catholic version of the Christian religion, and that he would have done better to go on chronicling the decay of a civilisation which he frankly dislikes.

Curiously enough he had not only more power but more gaiety when he despaired of life than now, when he is at least trying to see a meaning in it.

But one cannot simply dismiss these poems as failures. For Mr. Eliot is one of those writers who “grow upon you,” as the saying goes. Plenty of people who found him unreadable or unintelligible in 1920 were worshipping him by 1930, and in a few years’ time we may be discovering that his later manner, from which so much of the old grace of language seems to have departed, is not a mistake after all.

There are very few writers now alive who are better worth taking trouble over. And even the reader who is disappointed by this particular book will not have wasted his time if the list of previous works on the dust-jacket leads him to the discovery of “Prufrock,” or the “Waste Land,” or “Sweeney Agonistes.”

[Fee: £8.0.0; 4.10.44]




2560. ‘As I Please,’ 43

Tribune, 6 October 1944

By permission of a correspondent, I quote passages from a letter of instruction which she recently received from a well-known school of journalism.1 I should explain that when she undertook her “course” the instructor asked her to supply the necessary minimum of information about her background and experience, and then told her to write a couple of specimen essays on some subject interesting to her. Being a miner’s wife, she chose to write about coal-mining. Here is the reply she got from someone calling himself the “Assistant Director of Studies.”2 I shall have to quote from it at some length:

“I have read your two exercises with care and interest. You should have a good deal to write about. But do be careful of getting a bee in your bonnet. Miners are not the only men who have a hard time. How about young naval officers, earning less than a skilled miner—who must spend three or four years from home and family, in ice or the tropics? How about the many retired folks on a tiny pension or allowance, whose previous £2 or £3 have been reduced by half by the income tax? We all make sacrifices in this war—and the so-called upper classes are being hard hit indeed.

“Instead of writing propaganda for Socialist newspapers you will do better to describe—for the housewives—what life is like in a mining village. Do not go out of your way to be hostile to owners and managers—who are ordinary fello w-creatures—but, if you must air a grievance, do so tolerantly, and fit it in with your plot or theme.

“Many of your readers will be people who are not in the least inclined to regard employers as slave drivers and capitalist villains of society…. Write simply and naturally, without any attempt at long words or sentences. Remember that your task is to entertain. No reader will bother after a hard day’s work to read a list of somebody else’s woes. Keep a strict eye on your inclination to write about the ‘wrongs’ of mining. There are millions of people who will not forget that miners did strike while our sons and husbands were fighting the Germans. Where would the miners be if the troops had refused to fight? I mention this to help you keep a sense of perspective. I advise you against writing very controversial things. They are hard to sell. A plain account of mining life will stand a far better chance…. the average reader is willing to read facts about other ways of life—but unless he is a fool or knave, he will not listen to one-sided propaganda. So forget your grievances, and tell us something of how you manage in a typical mining village. One of the women’s magazines will, I’m sure, consider a housewife’s article on that subject.”

My correspondent, who, it seems, had agreed in advance to pay £11 for this course, sent the letter on to me with the query: Did I think that her instructor was trying to influence her to give her writings an acceptable political slant? Was an attempt being made to talk her out of writing like a Socialist?

I do think so, of course, but the implications of this letter are worse than that. This is not a subtle capitalist plot to dope the workers. The writer of that slovenly letter is not a sinister plotter but simply an ass (a female ass, I should say by the style)3 upon whom years of bombing and privation have made no impression. What it demonstrates is the unconquerable, weed-like vitality of pre-war habits of mind. The writer assumes, it will be seen, that the only purpose of journalism is to tickle money out of the pockets of tired business men, and that the best way of doing this is to avoid telling unpleasant truths about present-day society. The reading public, so he (or she) reasons, don’t like being made to think: therefore don’t make them think. You are after the big dough, and no other consideration enters.

Anyone who has had anything to do with “courses” in free-lance journalism, or has even come as near to them as studying the now-defunct Writer4 and the Writer’s and Artist’s Yearbook, will recognise the tone of that letter. “Remember that your task is to entertain.” “No reader will bother after a hard day’s work to read a list of somebody else’s woes,” and “I advise you against writing very controversial things. They are hard to sell.” I pass over the fact that even from a commercial point of view such advice is misleading. What is significant is the assumption that nothing ever changes, that the public always will be and always must be the same mob of nitwits wanting only to be doped, and that no sane person would sit down behind a typewriter with any other object than to produce saleable drivel.

When I started writing, about fifteen years ago, various people—who, however, didn’t succeed in getting £11 out of me in return—gave me advice almost identical with what I have quoted above. Then too, it seemed, the public did not want to hear about “unpleasant” things like unemployment, and articles on “controversial” subjects were “hard to sell.” The dreary subworld of the free-lance journalist, the world of furnished bed-sitting rooms, hired typewriters and self-addressed envelopes, was entirely dominated by the theory that “your task is to entertain.” But at that time there was some excuse. To begin with, there was widespread unemployment, and every newspaper and magazine was besieged by hordes of amateurs struggling frantically to earn odd guineas; and in addition the Press was incomparably sillier than it is now, and there was some truth in the claim that editors would not print “gloomy” contributions. If you looked on writing as simply and solely a way of making money, then cheer-up stuff was probably the best line. What is depressing is to see that for the school of journalism the world has stood still. The bombs have achieved nothing. And, indeed, when I read that letter I had the same feeling that the pre-war world is back upon us as I had a little while ago when, through the window of some chambers in the Temple, I watched somebody—with great care and evident pleasure in the process—polishing a top hat.

It is superfluous to say that long railway journeys are not pleasant in these days, and for a good deal of the discomfort that people have to suffer, the railway companies are not to blame. It is not their fault that there is an enormous to-and-fro of civilian traffic at a time when the Armed Forces are monopolising most of the rolling stock, nor that an English railway carriage is built with the seeming object of wasting as much space as possible. But journeys which often entail standing for six or eight hours in a crowded corridor could be made less intolerable by a few reforms.

To begin with, the First Class nonsense should be scrapped once and for all. Secondly, any woman carrying a baby should have a priority right to a seat. Thirdly, waiting rooms should be left open all night. Fourthly, if timetables cannot be adhered to, porters and other officials should be in possession of correct information, and not, as at present, tell you that you will have to change when you won’t, and vice versa. Also—a thing that is bad enough in peace time but is even worse at this moment—why is it that there is no cheap way of moving luggage across a big town? What do you do if you have to move a heavy trunk from Paddington to Camden Town? You take a taxi. And suppose you can’t afford a taxi, what do you do then? Presumably you borrow a handcart, or balance the trunk on a perambulator. Why are there not cheap luggage-vans, just as there are buses for human passengers? Or why not make it possible to carry luggage on the Underground?

This evening, as King’s Cross discharged another horde of returned evacuees, I saw a man and woman, obviously worn out by a long journey, trying to board a bus. The woman carried a squalling baby and clutched a child of about six by the other hand; the man was carrying a broken suitcase tied with rope and the elder child’s cot. They were refused by one bus after another. Of course, no bus could take a cot on board. How could it be expected to? But, on the other hand, how were those people to get home? It ended by the woman boarding a bus with the two children, while the man trailed off carrying the cot. For all I know he had a five-mile walk ahead of him.

In war time one must expect this kind of thing. But the point is that if those people had made the same journey, similarly loaded, in peace time, their predicament would have been just the same. For


The rain it raineth every day

Upon the just and unjust feller,

But more upon the just because

The unjust has the just’s umbrella.



Our society is not only so arranged that if you have money you can buy luxuries with it. After all, that is what money is for. It is also so arranged that if you don’t have money you pay for it at every hour of the day with petty humiliations and totally unnecessary discomforts—such as, for instance, walking home with a suitcase cutting your fingers off when a mere half-crown would get you there in five minutes.




2561. To Daniel George

Monday [9 October 1944]1      Handwritten

Tribune

Dear Daniel George,2

How about Friday (13th—I suppose you meant this week?) at Antoine’s at 1.15 pm?

Yours
Geo. Orwell




2561A. To Lydia Jackson

11 October 1944      Typewritten

Tribune

Dear Lydia,

Thanks for the review.1 I hope to see the one of the Polish book soon.2 We aren’t on the phone yet (you know how long it takes to get it put in), but the address is 27B, Canonbury Square, N.1., a 2d. ride for you on the 30 bus.

Yours,
[Signed] Eric.




2562. ‘As I Please’, 44

Tribune, 13 October 1944

Sir Osbert Sitwell’s little book, and my remarks on it, brought in an unusually large amount of correspondence,1 and some of the points that were raised seem to need further comment.

One correspondent solved the whole problem by asserting that society can get along perfectly well without artists. It can also get along without scientists, engineers, doctors, bricklayers or road-menders—for the time being. It can even get along without sowing next year’s harvest, provided it is understood that everyone is going to starve to death in about twelve months’ time.

This notion, which is fairly widespread and has been encouraged by people who should know better, simply restates the problem in a new form. What the artist does is not immediately and obviously necessary in the same way as what the milkman or the coalminer does. Except in the ideal society which has not yet arrived, or in very chaotic and prosperous ages like the one that is just ending, this means in practice that the artist must have some kind of patron—a ruling class, the Church, the State, or a political party. And the question “Which is best?” normally means “Which interferes least?”

Several correspondents pointed out that one solution is for the artist to have an alternative means of livelihood. “It is quite feasible,” says Mr. P. Philips Price, “to write and devote oneself to Socialism whilst accepting the patronage of the B.B.C., M.O.I., Rank or C.E.M.A…. the only way out is some minor form of prostitution, part time.” The difficulty here is that the practice of writing or any other art takes up a lot of time and energy. Moreover, the kind of job that a writer gets in war-time, if he is not in the Forces (or even if he is—for there is always P. R.),2 usually has something to do with propaganda. But this is itself a kind of writing. To compose a propaganda pamphlet or a radio feature needs just as much work as to write something you believe in, with the difference that the finished product is worthless. I could give a whole list of writers of promise3 or performance who are now being squeezed dry like oranges in some official job or other. It is true that in most cases it is voluntary. They want the war to be won, and they know that everyone must sacrifice something. But still the result is the same. They will come out of the war with nothing to show for their labours and with not even the stored-up experience that the soldier gets in return for his physical suffering.

If a writer is to have an alternative profession, it is much better that it should have nothing to do with writing. A particularly successful holder of two jobs was Trollope, who produced two thousand words between seven and nine o’clock every morning before leaving for his work at the Post Office. But Trollope was an exceptional man, and as he also hunted three days a week and was usually playing whist till midnight, I suspect that he did not overwork himself in his official duties.

Other correspondents pointed out that in a genuinely Socialist society the distinction between the artist and the ordinary man would vanish. Very likely, but then no such society yet exists. Others rightly claimed that State patronage is a better guarantee against starvation than private patronage, but seemed to me too ready to disregard the censorship that this implies. The usual line was that it is better for the artist to be a responsible member of a community than an anarchic individualist. The issue, however, is not between irresponsible “self-expression” and discipline; it is between truth and lies.

Artists don’t so much object to æsthetic discipline. Architects will design theatres or churches equally readily, writers will switch from the three-volume novel to the one-volume, or from the play to the film, according to the demand. But the point is that this is a political age. A writer inevitably writes—and less directly this applies to all the arts—about contemporary events, and his impulse is to tell what he believes to be the truth. But no government, no big organisation, will pay for the truth. To take a crude example: can you imagine the British Government commissioning E. M. Forster to write A Passage to India? He could only write it because he was not dependent on State aid. Multiply that instance by a million, and you see the danger that is involved—not, indeed, in a centralised economy as such, but in our going forward into a collectivist age without remembering that the price of liberty is eternal vigilance.4

Recently I was told the following story, and I have every reason to believe that it is true.

Among the German prisoners captured in France there are a certain number of Russians. Some time back two were captured who did not speak Russian or any other language that was known either to their captors or their fellow-prisoners. They could, in fact, only converse with one another. A professor of Slavonic languages, brought down from Oxford, could make nothing of what they were saying. Then it happened that a sergeant who had served on the frontiers of India overheard them talking and recognised their language, which he was able to speak a little. It was Tibetan! After some questioning, he managed to get their story out of them.

Some years earlier they had strayed over the frontier into the Soviet Union and been conscripted into a labour battallion, afterwards being sent to western Russia when the war with Germany broke out. They were taken prisoner by the Germans and sent to North Africa; later they were sent to France, then exchanged into a fighting unit when the Second Front opened, and taken prisoner by the British. All this time they had been able to speak to nobody but one another, and had no notion of what was happening or who was fighting whom.

It would round the story off neatly if they were now conscripted into the British Army and sent to fight the Japanese, ending up somewhere in Central Asia, quite close to their native village, but still very much puzzled as to what it is all about.

An Indian journalist sends me a cutting of an interview he had with Bernard Shaw. Shaw says one or two sensible things and does state that the Congress leaders ought not to have been arrested, but on the whole it is a disgusting exhibition. Here are some samples:—

Q. —Supposing you were a National leader of India. How would you have dealt with the British? What would have been your methods to achieve Indian independence?

A. —Please do not suppose a situation that can never happen. The achievement of Indian independence is not my business.

Q. —What do you think is the most effective way of getting the British out of India? What should the Indian people do?

A. —Make them superfluous by doing their work better. Or assimilate them by cross-fertilisation. British babies do not thrive in India.

What kind of answers are those to give to people who are labouring under a huge and justified grievance? Shaw also refuses to send birthday greetings to Gandhi, on the ground that this is a practice he never follows, and advises the Indian people not to bother if Britain repudiates the huge credit balance which India has piled up in this country during the war. I wonder what impression this interview would give to some young Indian student who has been a couple of years in jail and has dimly heard of Bernard Shaw as one of Britain’s leading “progressive” thinkers? Is it surprising if even very levelheaded Indians are liable to a recurrent suspicion that “all Englishmen are the same”?




2563. To Rayner Heppenstall

13 October 1944      Typewritten

Tribune

Dear Rayner,

We should like it very much if you would become one of our regular reviewers. It would in all probability mean doing an article once every two or three months, but not in regular rotation. I will explain what it is that we want to do.

We feel that the practice of giving shortish reviews to a large number of books each week is unsatisfactory, and we intend to have each week a leading review of anything up to 1500 words, dealing with some current book which for one reason or another deserves serious criticism. With this much space to dispose of one can not only give a full criticism of the book in hand but make one’s article a worth-while piece of writing in itself. The reason why we cannot keep to a regular rotation is that we must send each book to the reviewer who seems most suitable.1 We should be able to give about a fortnight’s notice. The fee for these articles will be 3 guineas.

A stamped addressed envelope is enclosed. I should be obliged if you would let me know as early as possible whether you are interested in this.

Yours truly,
[Signed] Geo. Orwell
George Orwell




2563A. To Arthur Koestler, 13 October 1944: see here




2563B. [Ivor Brown] to Dr Thomas Jones, CH, 14 October 1944: see here




2564. ‘Home Guard Lessons for the Future’

The Observer, 15 October 1944

Now that the danger of any serious attempt at German invasion has obviously passed, the Home Guard can be safely disbanded, and it becomes possible to see its activities in perspective and even to draw some general inferences about part-time irregular armies.

We do not know how the Home Guard would have fought if it had been called upon: almost certainly it would have given a good account of itself any time after 1941, and would have had a considerable nuisance value even in 1940. As things turned out its functions were purely preventive,1 and granted that its existence did help to make the Germans think twice about invasion, it gave extraordinarily good value at very low cost to the community as a whole. It is worth reflecting on the amount of extra work than can be safely demanded of the citizens of a democratic State, without effective compulsion and almost without pay.

The ordinary Home Guard private who is now retiring after four years’ service will certainly not have given up less than 1,200 hours of his spare time: more probably it would be about 4,000 hours, or many more in the case of an officer. During those four years he will have been paid, in fees for guard duties (similar to those paid to fire-watchers) round about £35.

Otherwise he will have cost the community nothing except his uniform, a certain amount of ammunition, and wear and tear of weapons, the rent of a few premises, and the salaries of a very few Regular Army instructors. And, in addition, during the second two years of its existence the Home Guards has given valuable preliminary training to tens of thousands of youths who would later enter the Regular Forces.

More important, symptomatically, than the cheapness of an army of this type is its voluntary character. Conscription was introduced after about two years, but it was probably aimed at getting younger recruits and was not strictly necessary for the purpose of keeping up number. Between a million and two million men had been raised by voluntary means. Moreover, at the beginning discipline rested entirely upon good will. Officers and N.C.O.s had no power of coercion whatever. Later, legal penalties were introduced for absenteeism and indiscipline, but they were a very weak substitute for military punishments, and they were applied in only a few cases. There were many units where no prosecution was ever instituted, and some unit commanders announced from the start that they did not intend to make use of their legal powers.

If one asks, “What held the Home Guard together?” the answer can only be, “The Germans.” The idea behind it was simply the primitive instinct to defend one’s native soil, and to an astonishing extent it failed throughout its four years to develop any political colour. Foreign-born recruits remarked with surprise that they listened to scores of lectures on military technique, but never to one on the origins of the war. The inherited or early acquired patriotism on which the Home Guard depended is not necessarily inexhaustible even in Britain, and it is possible to point out ways in which a force of this kind could probably be made more effective should it be needed again.

Briefly, such a force should be, and probably could be, more democratic and more conscious of what the war is about. It should be more exactly aware of its own aims, military as well as political. The Home Guard suffered from the start from an uncertainty as to whether it was a guerrilla force or an adjunct to the Regular Army. And it would have been more democratic as well as more efficient if it had had a higher proportion of paid personnel. In the absence of paid instructors the commissioned ranks were frequently filled by people with fairly large incomes, so that the Home Guard mirrored the existing class-structure even more exactly than the Regular Army. In the circumstances of a foreign invasion these things could be serious weaknesses. But they are all remediable, and meanwhile the Home Guard has played its part, both as military force and as a political symptom. No authoritarian State would have dared to distribute weapons so freely.

[Fee: £10.0.0; 13.10.44]




2565. Review of Adam and Eve by John Middleton Murry1

Manchester Evening News, 19 October 1944

Anyone who looks for a way out of the nightmare in which we are now living is apt to find himself caught in a dilemma which can be stated thus—men will not get better while their environment remains what it is, but the environment will not improve unless men get better.

Society needs to be regenerated, but the regeneration must be done by individuals whom society has already corrupted. Since progress does happen (for after all, we are probably better than we were in the Stone Age, or even in the Dark Ages) it is likely that this vicious circle is not quite so vicious as it looks, but no thinking person pretends that the problem is easy. At the least, it involves deciding whether laws matter more than men, or bodies more than souls.

The Marxists (of whom Mr. Middleton Murry was one until fairly recently) will have no truck with individual regeneration. According to them a corrupt society must produce corrupt individuals. Mr. Murry, over a period of about half a dozen years, has moved in the opposite direction, till he has reached the point of asserting that civilisation can only be saved by very small bodies of men and women who deliberately set themselves apart and live as far as possible outside the control of the State. Mass action is useless, everything must start with the individual and with the natural unit of the family.

“Sex,” says Mr. Murry, “is at the bottom of all.” From families in which the man and the woman genuinely love one another, and in which the children grow up in an atmosphere free from fear, it may be possible to build up small self-contained communities to act as the nuclei of a new civilisation, like the Christian monasteries after the collapse of the Roman Empire.

Translated into concrete terms, this means pacifist anarchist colonies, supporting themselves by agriculture. If such colonies can remain in being and produce happy and well-adjusted human beings, they may act as an example to the community as a whole and draw it back towards a simpler, saner and more essentially religious form of life.

Mr. Murry is not advocating a return to the “noble savage,” or even to the Middle Ages. He knows that machine-production has come to stay, and he has no objection to using the machine, provided that it is merely to save brute labour and not to cheat the creative impulses of the human being.

At present it is almost true that man is the slave of the machine. In peacetime it cuts him off from the chance of creative work, in war it gives him such frightful powers of destruction that his very existence as a species is menaced.

But he has no escape from the machine, because he has no conscious objective except a “high standard of living,” meaning a rapid rate of production. For the evils produced by a mechanised society he can think of no remedy except a still higher degree of mechanisation—whereas, says Mr. Murry, if he believed in God, loved his wife and enjoyed working with his hands, a “high standard of living” would seem comparatively irrelevant to him.

So far as Mr. Murry’s diagnosis is negative it is easy to agree with it, or at least to feel sympathetic with it. But his positive suggestions are less easy to accept, especially when one remembers that Mr. Murry was advocating different and even opposite remedies with equal confidence only a few years ago.

One obvious difficulty is the conflict between his pacifism and his desire to escape totalitarianism of the Nazi kind. So far as can be gathered from this book, Mr. Murry refuses unequivocally to “support” the war, and in fact he has for some years been editor of “Peace News” and one of the ablest exponents of the pacifist case. At the same time he admits that Britain is not so far gone on the road to totalitarianism as various European countries, and even that the kind of anarchist colonies that he hopes to see established would have no chance if the Nazis were to triumph.

“The new community cannot hope to prosper and expand, or even survive, in the python embrace of a full totalitarian State. But in this country, where full totalitarianism runs directly counter to the political and religious ethos of society, it can hope for toleration and assistance enough to make headway.”

This is quite true. Communities of the sort that Mr. Murry advocates do exist here and there in Britain,2 and the Government tolerates them, though, perhaps, not very gladly. In a totalitarian State they would be simply wiped out—indeed, they could never have been established in the first place.

But how does this square with pacifism? For if the first indispensable necessity is political toleration, and if you can get a little of this in Britain and none at all in Germany, surely you must, at all costs, prevent Britain from being conquered?

Mr. Murry does not answer this question, but from time to time it silently intrudes itself, and probably leads Mr. Murry to overstate parts of his case. One claim which he makes, and which is habitually made by nearly all pacifists, is that as a result of fighting totalitarianism by violence we have “gone totalitarian” ourselves.

Before the war it was reasonable to expect this, but it is doubtful whether it has happened. Indeed, the non-appearance in England of a genuinely totalitarian outlook, and the comparative absence of hate propaganda (it was far worse in 1914–18) are encouraging symptoms. Again, Mr. Murry probably overstresses the “dehumanising” effects of the machine. Before being certain that the machine has taken the flavour out of life one would have to know a great deal more than we actually do about the common people of past ages.

It is quite possible that a modern factory-worker is more individual, more intelligent, happier, and more amiable than, say, a mediaeval serf or a Roman slave. In general, Mr. Murry shows a tendency to squeeze the facts and to accept doubtful evidence when it suits his case.

But this is an interesting book and a good antidote to the current notion that we should all be perfectly happy if we could get rid of Hitler and then go back to 1939 with shorter working hours and no unemployment. There is a postscript by “Eve,” which might well have been omitted.

[Fee: £8.0.0; 18.10.44]




2566. ‘As I Please,’ 45

Tribune, 20 October 1944

Reading recently a book on Brigadier-General Wingate,1 who was killed early this year in Burma, I was interested to note that Wingate’s “Chindits,” who marched across Upper Burma in 1943, were wearing not the usual clumsy and conspicuous pith helmets, but slouch hats like those worn in the Gurkha regiments. This sounds a very small point, but it is of considerable social significance, and twenty or even ten years ago it would have been impossible. Nearly everyone, including nearly any doctor, would have predicted that large numbers of these men would perish of sunstroke.

Till recently the Europeans in India had an essentially superstitious attitude towards heat apoplexy, or sunstroke as it is usually called. It was supposed to be something dangerous to Europeans but not to Asiatics. When I was in Burma I was assured that the Indian sun, even at its coolest, had a peculiar deadliness which could only be warded off by wearing a helmet of cork or pith. “Natives,” their skulls being thicker, had no need of these helmets, but for a European even a double felt hat was not a reliable protection.

But why should the sun in Burma, even on a positively chilly day, be deadlier than in England? Because we were nearer to the equator and the rays of the sun were more perpendicular. This astonished me, for obviously the rays of the sun are only perpendicular round about noon. How about the early morning, when the sun is creeping over the horizon and the rays are parallel with the earth? It is exactly then, I was told, that they are at their most dangerous. But how about the rainy season, when one frequently does not see the sun for days at a time? Then of all times, the old-stagers told me, you should cling to your topi. (The pith helmet is called a “topi,” which is Hindustani for “hat.”) The deadly rays filter through the envelope of cloud just the same, and on a dull day you are in danger of forgetting it. Take your topi off in the open for one moment, even for one moment, and you may be a dead man. Some people, not content with cork and pith, believed in the mysterious virtues of red flannel and had little patches of it sewn into their shirts over the top vertebra. The Eurasian community, anxious to emphasise their white ancestry, used at that time to wear topis even larger and thicker than those of the British.

My own disbelief in all this dated from the day when my topi was blown off my head and carried away down a stream, leaving me to march bareheaded all day without ill-effects. But I soon noticed other facts that conflicted with the prevailing belief. To begin with some Europeans (for instance sailors working in the rigging of ships) did habitually go bareheaded in the sun. Again, when cases of sunstroke occurred (for they do occur), they did not seem to be traceable to any occasion when the victim had taken his hat off. They happened to Asiatics as well as to Europeans, and were said to be commonest among stokers on coal-burning ships, who were subjected to fierce heat but not to sunshine. The final blow was the discovery that the topi, supposedly the only protection against the Indian sun, is quite a recent invention. The early Europeans in India knew nothing of it. In short, the whole thing was bunkum.

But why should the British in India have built up this superstition about sunstroke? Because an endless emphasis on the differences between the “natives” and yourself is one of the necessary props of imperialism. You can only rule over a subject race, especially when you are in a small minority, if you honestly believe yourself to be racially superior, and it helps towards this if you can believe that the subject race is biologically different. There were quite a number of ways in which Europeans in India used to believe, without any evidence, that Asiatic bodies differed from their own. Even quite considerable anatomical differences were supposed to exist. But this nonsense about Europeans being subject to sunstroke, and Orientals not, was the most cherished superstition of all. The thin skull was the mark of racial superiority, and the pith topi was a sort of emblem of imperialism.

That is why it seems to me a sign of the changing times that Wingate’s men, British, Indians and Burmese alike, set forth in ordinary felt hats. They suffered from dysentery, malaria, leeches, lice, snakes and Japanese, but I do not think any cases of sunstroke were recorded. And above all, there seems to have been no official protest and no feeling that the abandonment of the topi was a subtle blow at white prestige.

In Mr. Stanley Unwin’s recent pamphlet, Publishing in Peace and War,2 some interesting facts are given about the quantities of paper allotted by the Government for various purposes. Here are the present figures:—


	Newspapers	250,000	tons

	H.M. Stationery Office	100,000	,,

	Periodicals (nearly)	50,000	,,

	Books	22,000	,,



A particularly interesting detail is that out of the 100,000 tons allotted to the Stationery Office, the War Office gets no less than 25,000 tons, or more than the whole book trade put together.

I haven’t personally witnessed, but I can imagine, the kind of wastage of paper that goes on in the War Office and the various ministries. I know what happens in the B.B.C. Would you credit, for instance, that of every radio programme that goes out on the air, even the inconceivable rubbish of crosstalk comedians, at least six copies are typed—sometimes as many as fifteen copies? For years past all this trash has been filed somewhere or other in enormous archives.3 At the same time paper for books is so short that even the most hackneyed “classic” is liable to be out of print, many schools are short of textbooks, new writers get no chance to start and even established writers have to expect a gap of a year or two years between finishing a book and seeing it published. And incidentally the export trade in English books has been largely swallowed up by America.

This part of Mr. Unwin’s pamphlet is a depressing story. He writes with justified anger of the contemptuous attitude towards books shown by one Government department after another. But in fact the English as a whole, though somewhat better in this respect than the Americans, have not much reverence for books. It is in the small countries, such as Finland and Holland, that the book-consumption per head is largest. Is it not rather humiliating to be told that a few years before the war a remote town like Reykjavik had a better display of British books than any English town of comparable size?




2566A. To Lydia Jackson

23 October 1944      Typewritten

Tribune

Dear Lydia,

Thanks so much for the review.1

I think you’ll find us at home almost any evening. (You know the address—27B Canonbury Square. 30 bus takes you there). We can’t go out at night much because of the baby.

Yours,
[Signed] George




2567. Unpublished Review of Beyond Personality by C. S. Lewis

The Observer, Mid-October 1944?1

According to the blurb on the dust jacket a distinguished critic2 wrote of “The Screwtape Letters,” “I do not hesitate to compare Mr. Lewis’s achievement with ‘Pilgrim’s Progress’.” Here is a sample, entirely representative, from the present book:


“Well, even on the human level, you know, there are two kinds of pretending. There’s a bad kind, where the pretence is instead of the real thing; as when a man pretends he’s going to help you instead of really helping you. But there’s also a good kind, where the pretence leads up to the real thing. When you’re not feeling particularly friendly but know you ought to be, the best thing you can do, very often, is to put on a friendly manner and behave as if you were a nicer chap than you actually are. And in a few minutes as we’ve all noticed, you will be really feeling friendlier than you were. Very often the only way to get a quality is to start behaving as if you had it already. That’s why children’s games are so important. They’re always pretending to be grown-ups—playing soldiers, playing shop. But all the time, they are hardening their muscles and sharpening their wits, so that the pretence of being grown-ups helps them to grow up in earnest.”



One could be forgiven for not detecting any resemblance to “Pilgrim’s Progress” here. On the other hand, where has one read something like this before? Of course! In “For Sinners Only”!3 There is the same lavish use of italics, the same intimate little asides (“you know,” “mind you,” and “I’m going to be brutally frank”), the same abbreviations and Edwardian slang (“awfully,” “jolly well,” “specially” for “especially,” “awful cheek,” and so forth) all aimed at persuading the suspicious reader that one can be a Christian and a “decent chap” at the same time. The essays that make up this book were originally delivered as broadcasts, and one must make some allowance for that fact; but the English language is a great betrayer of motives, and the uneasy geniality with which Mr. Lewis writes is not a good symptom. Who has not observed some well-meaning muscular curate, only too anxious to be a “man among men,” broadminded on the subject of alcohol, robustly tolerant of a “damn” and even a “bloody,” and yet wearing permanently a guilty look in his eyes? In his heart he knows that ordinary people will never accept him as a friend until he turns his collar the other way round. The same impression is conveyed by this book, and beneath Mr. Lewis’s man-to-man approach there is an obvious consciousness not only that the great mass of the people is alienated, perhaps for ever, from the Christian Church but that the Church itself must be somehow to blame for this.

These essays set out to be a popular exposition of Theology. Mr. Lewis belongs in the same line of descent as all the silly-clever apologists for the Faith who spring ultimately from W. H. Mallock.4 The most telling argument of these people is always to point out that every heresy has been uttered before (with the implication that it has also been refuted before), and “all this atheism is really awfully old-fashioned, you know.” Mr. Lewis gets in the usual side-kick at “all these people who turn up every few years with some patent simplified religion of their own.” But the technique has changed a little. Some indefensible positions have been quietly abandoned (Mr. Lewis appears to accept the theory of Evolution, “refuted” by nearly every popular Christian apologist 15 years ago), and the woolliness which the B.B.C. imposes upon its speakers prevents any doctrinal precision or the raising of any really painful problem.

The other change is that Mr. Lewis seems a little more conscious than his forerunners used to be that the non-Christian portion of the world also exists. The visible fact that Christians are not better than other people he gets over by assuming it to mean merely that Christians, as individuals, are not more amiable than other people. He does tone down, by implication, the doctrine of extra ecclesiam nulla salus.5 At the beginning we are told that individual religious experience is not enough, that there is also need of a Church, a priesthood, and a clear body of doctrine. Our ancestors, or some of them, followed this up with the quite logical inference that the heathen are damned. But we are growing too squeamish for that nowadays, and besides, the heathen are too numerous. A thousand million Asiatics are not Christians and do not want to be, yet they are not morally worse than ourselves and are manifestly more religious in outlook. Mr. Lewis comes to terms with this fact by admitting that there are many different roads to salvation and that a man may in effect be a Christian without knowing it. But in that case what is the function of the Christian Church and of the theologians whose wisdom Mr. Lewis tells us to prefer to our own?

Books of this kind are endemic in England. Their brisk assumption that unbelief is outmoded, and their reactionary political implications, always get them a lot of praise, but somehow they make no difference. The drift away from the churches, and the decay of the religious attitude to life, continue. One has only to look out of the nearest window to see that this is a disaster, but it is inevitable so long as the real reasons for it are not faced. The function of Mr. Lewis and his kind is to cover those reasons up or dispose of them with debating-society repartees. But 50 years of effort in this direction have achieved very little.




2568. ‘As I Please,’ 46

Tribune, 27 October 1944

Reading, a week or two ago, Mr. C. S. Lewis’s recently-published book, Beyond Personality (it is a series of reprinted broadcasts on theology), I learned from the blurb on the dust jacket that a critic who should, and indeed does, know better had likened an earlier book, The Screwtape Letters, to The Pilgrim’s Progress. “I do not hesitate to compare Mr. Lewis’s achievement with Pilgrim’s Progress” were his quoted words. Here is a sample, entirely representative, from the later book:—


“Well, even on the human level, you know, there are two kinds of pretending. There’s a bad kind, where the pretence is instead of the real thing, as when a man pretends he’s going to help you instead of really helping you. But there’s also a good kind, where the pretence leads up to the real thing. When you’re not feeling particularly friendly but know you ought to be, the best thing you can do, very often, is to put on a friendly manner and behave as if you were a much nicer chap than you actually are. And in a few minutes, as we’ve all noticed, you will be really feeling friendlier than you were. Very often the only way to get a quality is to start behaving as if you had it already. That’s why children’s games are so important. They’re always pretending to be grown-ups—playing soldiers, playing shop. But all the time they are hardening their muscles and sharpening their wits, so that the pretence of being grown-ups helps them in earnest.”



The book is like this all the way through, and I think most of us would hesitate a long time before equating Mr. Lewis with Bunyan. One must make some allowance for the fact that these essays are reprinted broadcasts, but even on the air it is not really necessary to insult your hearers with homey little asides like “you know” and “mind you,” or Edwardian slang like “awfully,” “jolly well,” “specially” for “especially,” “awful cheek,” and so forth. The idea, of course, is to persuade the suspicious reader, or listener, that one can be a Christian and a “jolly good chap” at the same time. I don’t imagine that the attempt would have much success, and in any case the cotton wool with which the B.B.C. stuffs its speakers’ mouths makes any real discussion of theological problems impossible, even from an orthodox angle. But Mr. Lewis’s vogue at this moment, the time allowed to him on the air and the exaggerated praise he has received, are bad symptoms and worth noticing.

Students of popular religious apologetics will notice early in the book a side-kick at “all these people who turn up every few years with some patent simplified religion of their own,” and various hints that unbelief is “out of date,” “old-fashioned,” and so forth. And they will remember Ronald Knox1 saying much the same thing fifteen years ago, and R. H. Benson2 twenty or thirty years before that, and they will know in which pigeonhole Mr. Lewis should be placed.

A kind of book that has been endemic in England for quite sixty years is the silly-clever religious book, which goes on the principle not of threatening the unbeliever with Hell, but of showing him up as an illogical ass, incapable of clear thought and unaware that everything he says has been said and refuted before. This school of literature started, I think, with W. H. Mallock’s New Republic, which must have been written about 1880, and it has had a long line of practitioners—R. H. Benson, Chesterton, Father Knox, “Beachcomber” and others, most of them Catholics, but some, like Dr. Cyril Alington3 and (I suspect) Mr. Lewis himself, Anglicans. The line of attack is always the same. Every heresy has been uttered before (with the implication that it has also been refuted before); and theology is only understood by theologians (with the implication that you should leave your thinking to the priests). Along these lines one can, of course, have a lot of clean fun by “correcting loose thinking” and pointing out that so-and-so is only saying what Pelagius said in A.D. 400 (or whenever it was),4 and has in any case used the word transubstantiation in the wrong sense. The special targets of these people have been T. H. Huxley, H. G. Wells, Bertrand Russell, Professor Joad, and others who are associated in the popular mind with Science and Rationalism. They have never had much difficulty in demolishing them—though I notice that most of the demolished ones are still there, while some of the Christian apologists themselves begin to look rather faded.

One reason for the extravagant boosting that these people always get in the Press is that their political affiliations are invariably reactionary. Some of them were frank admirers of Fascism as long as it was safe to be so. That is why I draw attention to Mr. C. S. Lewis and his chummy little wireless talks, of which no doubt there will be more. They are not really so unpolitical as they are meant to look. Indeed they are an outflanking movement in the big counter-attack against the Left which Lord Elton, A. P. Herbert, G. M. Young, Alfred Noyes and various others have been conducting for two years past.5

I notice that in his new book, Adam and Eve, Mr. Middleton Murry instances the agitation against Mosley’s release from internment as a sign of the growth of totalitarianism, or the totalitarian habit of mind, in this country. The common people, he says, still detest totalitarianism: but he adds in a later footnote that the Mosley business has shaken this opinion somewhat. I wonder whether he is right.

On the face of it, the demonstrations against Mosley’s release were a very bad sign. In effect people were agitating against Habeas Corpus.6 In 1940 it was a perfectly proper action to intern Mosley, and in my opinion it would have been quite proper to shoot him if the Germans had set foot in Britain. When it is a question of national existence, no government can stand on the letter of the law: otherwise a potential quisling has only to avoid committing any indictable offence, and he can remain at liberty, ready to go over to the enemy and act as their gauleiter as soon as they arrive. But by 1943 the situation was totally different. The chance of a serious German invasion had passed, and Mosley (though possibly he may make a comeback at some future date—I won’t prophesy about that) was merely a ridiculous failed politician with varicose veins. To continue imprisoning him without trial was an infringement of every principle we are supposedly fighting for.

But there was also strong popular feeling against Mosley’s release, and not, I think, for reasons so sinister as Mr. Murry implies. The comment one most frequently heard was “They’ve only done it because he’s a rich man,” which was a simplified way of saying “Class privilege is on the up-grade again.” It is a commonplace that the political advance we seemed to make in 1940 has been gradually filched away from us again. But though the ordinary man sees this happening, he is curiously unable to combat it: there seems to be nowhere to take hold. In a way, politics has stopped. There has been no general election, the elector is conscious of being unable to influence his M.P., Parliament has no control over the Government. You may not like the way things are going, but what exactly can you do about it? There is no concrete act against which you can plausibly protest.

But now and again something happens which is obviously symptomatic of the general trend—something round which existing discontents can crystallise. “Lock up Mosley” was a good rallying cry. Mosley, in fact, was a symbol, as Beveridge still is7 and as Cripps was in 1942.8 I don’t believe Mr. Murry need bother about the implications of this incident. In spite of all that has happened, the failure of any genuinely totalitarian outlook to gain ground among the ordinary people of this country is one of the most surprising and encouraging phenomena of the war.


Orwell’s discussion of Lewis’s apologetics was attacked in Tribune on 3 November by Sylvia Barrett (1914–), whose memoir of her progress from atheism to Christianity was published in 1968 as Beyond the Wilderness. William Empson, Orwell’s colleague at the BBC, responded on 10 November, and he was backed by ‘Francophil’ on 17 November; Francophil includes an attack on the forthcoming issue of Fontaine in which Orwell’s essay ‘Grandeur et décadence du roman policier anglais’ appeared. That attack is discussed in the headnote to Orwell’s essay; see 2357.


My concern for truth and justice, as well as a keen appreciation of the merits of Mr. C. S. Lewis, compels me to protest against the intellectual sleight-of-hand practised by Mr. George Orwell in his reference to this very clear-headed and fair-minded writer.

Mr. Orwell begins by taking W. J. Turner to task for likening The Screwtape Letters to The Pilgrim’s Progress. He proceeds to take a brief passage from a reprinted broadcast talk, out of its context and without reference to its subject matter, and to demolish the literary style of this admittedly colloquial extract. Having done so, he proceeds to the completely unrelated conclusion that The Screwtape Letters, which happens to be a literary work and therefore couched in a quite different style, is not as good as The Pilgrim’s Progress.

Having satisfactorily disposed of the B.B.C. Fireside Chat style which he finds so irritating, Mr. Orwell continues with a few generalisations about other Christian apologists, the upshot of which is that C. S. Lewis is only saying much the same as G. K. Chesterton, Ronald Knox, and others. It is perfectly true that for the past half century these admirable writers have been trying to din much the same facts into our thick heads; but unfortunately it appears that either Mr. Orwell has never seriously read any of their books, or he has been handicapped by a bee in his bonnet buzzing so loudly as to deafen him to other sounds, for he has completely reversed the main implication of their work. Far from saying that theology is only understood by theologians and that you should leave your thinking to the priests, these writers have been engaged in a Socratic struggle to bring theology down from the clouds to the market-place.

As for Mr. Orwell’s statement that the “rationalists” whom he names as having been the targets of these Christian apologists are still there while their attackers are beginning to look rather faded, I wonder if C. S. Lewis, for instance, really looks any more faded than Bertrand Russell? G. K. Chesterton, of course, suffers under the material handicap of being dead, but I notice that his books seem to be in rather greater demand than those of H. G. Wells—at any rate, when I try to buy one it always seems to be “reprinting.”

The assertion that “these people’s political affiliations are invariably reactionary” is particularly choice if it is intended to refer to Chesterton. It is hard to believe that a political writer of Mr. Orwell’s status is really ignorant of the firebrand activities of the weekly paper which was run by G. K., his brother Cecil, and Hilaire Belloc, especially the conspicuous part it played in the showing up of the notorious Marconi shares scandal and its determined fight against monopoly. Of Mr. Lewis’s “political affiliations,” if any, I know nothing, and they are not indicated in any of his books, apart from a general impression that he regards political extremes of either colour as equal and opposite errors, and dislikes totalitarianism of either the Left or the Right (this may be clearly seen from The Pilgrim’s Regress, published as long ago as 1933, at which time Mr. Orwell may consider that it was still “safe” to admire Fascism).

Such clumsy attacks on religion do a double disservice to the cause which Mr. Orwell has at heart. Firstly, they cannot fail to cast grave doubt on his intellectual honesty and reliability as a critic; and secondly, their only possible result if they were successful would be to kill the goose that lays the golden eggs. No social or economic system, however efficiently planned, can hope to succeed any better than the present one without vastly more good will than is current in the world today, and there is only one ultimate source for that good will. Lasting social justice will only be achieved when the majority of human beings have learned to love their neighbours with a love which is quite independent of personal likings and such love has its only firm and sure foundation in the faith that even the most apparently unattractive of human beings has an irreplaceable value in the eyes of his Creator. When this faith dies, the sense of the brotherhood of man cannot survive for more than a limited period, and there are signs in the recent outbreak of bestiality in Europe and Asia that this limited period is now coming to an end.

Sylvia Barrett

About George Orwell and the letter from Sylvia Barrett, saying that his attacks on popular apologists for Christianity are clumsy, dishonest, and on a wrong literary foot.

Orwell’s quotation from C. S. Lewis, she said, was a complaint about broadcasting colloquial style which unfairly proceeded to assume that the content must be bad because the style was. C. S. Lewis wrote a wonderful book, The Allegory of Love (about the history of medieval allegory) when he was content to be a scholar; I think his first book as a Christian apologist was The Problem of Pain, in which he says that wild animals don’t live for ever, but maybe pet animals do, because their owners have taught them to feel nicely. This was long before he started broadcasting. His style went wrong because his thoughts became silly, and the distinction that Sylvia Barrett wants to make is therefore false.

Orwell said that the apologists were always reactionary in political affiliations, and Sylvia Barrett says this is absurd because of Chesterton, a Liberal. Chesterton was a splendid writer, full of true prophecies about how Europe would go after his death, and unless the word is used as an empty insult it is absurd to pretend that he didn’t end up in favour of Mussolini, and therefore as a Fascist; the reasons were decent ones, but he made no bones about the choice. He wanted a Catholic small-holding peasantry, and that was where it took him.

Sylvia Barrett then widens her net and says that there is no hope for the world unless everybody becomes Christian (I don’t think she would really object to this summary of her formula) because otherwise there won’t be enough goodwill. This is difficult to refute because it is hard to say that there has ever been enough goodwill inside or outside or before or after the Christian communities. But it is a very harmful idea that the Chinese and the Russians (to name the major cases) are bound to be untrustworthy allies because they don’t profess this religion; they haven’t got holy thoughts like we have, so we must be ready to cheat them in advance. This nasty little bit of salesmanship for Christianity keeps cropping up. Anyone who has lived in non-Christian countries without prejudice knows how obscure, if not downright false, the argument would become on examination; and meanwhile it is one of the main roads to the next war.

W. Empson9

I wholly share William Empson’s sentiments about the regrettable deterioration of C. S. Lewis’s literary work since he took to writing religious propaganda for the B.B.C., and I am glad there are still some critics left whose standards are untarnished by wartime propagandist build-ups, especially as it is rumoured that C. S. Lewis has been tipped as the next King’s Professor at Cambridge in succession to Quiller-Couch,10 because of his “religious soundness,” which is said to appeal to the Prime Minister’s Patronage Secretary as well as to such Cambridge figures as G. M. Trevelyan.

Christian salesmanship nearly always tends to unfairness and nastiness, and it seems strange that it is allowed to seep into so much of our literary propaganda in this war when one considers some of the political, social and literary philosophies of some of these people together with their attitude towards the war. I cannot see why our literary propagandists in the more cultural Ministries are actually encouraged to propagand° themselves, their own personal attitudes, their friends, their clique, etc., as frequently happens.

Surely it’s about time there was some check to this? A good article on the more vulgar propagandists has already appeared in Persuasion; perhaps Tribune could follow up examining the predilections of Norman Collins, George Barnes, R. A. Scott-James, Phyllis Bentley, C. Day Lewis, Grafton Greene, Eric Gillett, etc., etc.

A good instance of our present literary propaganda is an announcement of a forthcoming English number of Fontaine, sponsored by various Government departments: a volume of 500 pages, edited by Miss Kathleen Raine and Miss Antonia White, both Catholics. Besides contributions by Miss Raine and Miss White themselves, this historic “panorama” “represents” the younger writers and poets by no less than ten people who could and have indeed qualified for a religious anthology. But of the “living” writers engaged in this war not one is deemed worthy of inclusion.

I wonder if the French will appreciate such a tribute under the sign of Liberty—the most complete possible?

Francophil








2569. To Mrs. Gerry Byrne (née Charlesworth)

28 October 1944      Typewritten

27B Canonbury Square
Islington
London N 1

Dear Mrs Byrne,1

I hope you will forgive me for having delayed so long in answering your letter. I have been away again, and also somewhat distraught with the move into here, which is now more or less accomplished except that there are no carpets on the floor and as far as I can see won’t be for a long time.

I went up to Newcastle and fetched the baby back last week. It is no joke travelling with a child now, but we had good luck about porters etc.2 and he was very good all through the journey. He has settled down nicely in his new home. My wife has at last managed to get out of her job at the Ministry of Food,3 so she can be at home all day and we don’t have to make use of the day nursery.

We should love to come down one week-end, but I think not in the very near future because there is still so much to do here and my wife wants to get quite used to looking after the baby. But we’d love to come in say about a month’s time, if you care to suggest a date and I can arrange so that it doesn’t clash with firewatching or anything. I’d like to show you the baby (his name is Richard) and get your opinion on him. I’m no judge but I think he is a very nice child and quite forward for his age, especially as he was very tiny at first.

Please remember me to your husband.

Yours sincerely
Geo. Orwell




2570. Review of Verdict on India by Beverley Nichols

The Observer, 29 October 1944

It is fair to say that this book does not read as though it were intended to make mischief, but that is the effect it will probably have. Mr. Nichols spent about a year in India—as an unofficial visitor, he insists—travelling all over the country and interviewing Indians of every description, from maharajahs to naked mendicants. When he got there the menace of a Japanese invasion still loomed large and the “Quit India” campaign was in full swing. A little later there was the Bengal famine, of which he records some horrifying details. In a slapdash way he has obviously tried very hard to get at the truth, and his willingness to disclose scandals, together with frank, even violent, partisanship in Indian internal affairs, will cause much offence among Indians. It would not even be surprising if this book, like “Mother India,”1 provoked a whole series of counterblasts.

Mr. Nichols’s essential quarrel is with Hinduism. He detests the Hindu religion itself—its cow-worship, the obscene carvings in the temples, its caste-system, and the endless superstitions which war against science and enlightenment—but above all he is politically anti-Hindu. He is an advocate of Pakistan, which he believes will certainly be established by one means or another, and his favourite Indian politician is Mr. Jinnah. Much of what he says is true, but his way of saying it, and the things he leaves out, may mislead some people and will certainly antagonise countless others.

The thing Mr. Nichols never really gets round to admitting is that India’s major grievance against Britain is justified. The British are still in India long after the Indians have ceased to want them there. If one keeps that in mind, much of Mr. Nichols’s indictment of the Congress politicians can be accepted. India’s immediate problems will not be solved by the disappearance of the British, and the Nationalist propaganda which declares every existing evil to be a direct result of British rule is dishonest as well as hysterical. As Mr. Nichols is aware—indeed, too much aware—this propaganda is lapped up by well-meaning Liberals in this country and America who are all the readier to accept what Indian apologists tell them because they have no real interest in Indian problems. Many of Mr. Nichols’s points would have been well worth making if only he could have made them in a better-tempered way.

It is quite true that Hindu-Moslem antagonism is played down in Nationalist propaganda and that the Moslem end of the case seldom gets a fair hearing outside India. Again, it is true that the Congress Party is not the idealistic Left-Wing organisation which western Liberals imagine it to be, but has considerable resemblances to the Nazi Party and is backed by sinister business men with pro-Japanese leanings. Again, it is true that pro-Indian and anti-British propaganda habitually skates over huge problems such as Untouchability and ignores or misrepresents the positive achievements of the British in India. One could make a whole list of similar points on which Mr. Nichols is probably in the right. But he does not see that the appalling atmosphere of Indian politics, the hysteria, the lies, the pathological hatred, suspicion, and credulity, is itself the result of wounded national pride. He observes with some acuteness the mentality of a subject people, but talks of it as though it were innate or simply the product of the Hindu religion.

For instance, he has an undisguised contempt for the army of half-educated youths, picking up a precarious living from journalism and litigation, who are the noise-makers of the Nationalist movement. He barely admits that the existence of this huge unemployed intelligentsia is a commentary on British educational methods, or that these people might develop a more grown-up mentality if they had real responsibilities to face.

A more serious mistake is that he repeatedly attacks Mr. Gandhi, for whom he has an unconquerable aversion. Mr. Gandhi is an enigmatic character, but he is obviously not a plain crook, which is what Mr. Nichols seems to imply, and even his endless self-contradictions may be simply a form of sincerity. Throughout nearly the whole of Mr. Nichols’s book, indeed, there is an air of prejudice and irritation which weakens even his justified criticisms.

Mr. Nichols is not unwilling to admit that the British in India have faults, especially social faults (he says, exaggerating slightly, that no European ever says “Thank you” to an Indian), and towards the end he makes some constructive suggestions. The British, he considers, both should, and will, quit India in the fairly near future. It would have created a very much better impression if he had said this on the first page of the book. Morally, he says, there is no case for our remaining there after the war is won, though it was, as he rightly emphasises, an absurdity to ask Britain simply to hand India over to the Japanese. His formula is “Divide and Quit”—that is, we are to recognise Indian independence, but make sure that Pakistan is established first. This is perhaps a thinkable solution, and if the Moslem League has the following that Mr. Nichols claims for it, it might help to avert civil war after the British power is withdrawn.

[Fee: £10.0.0; 26.10.44]




2571. To Tom Driberg

30 October 1944      Handwritten

“Tribune”

Dear Mr Driberg,1

I wonder if you could let me have the name of that Oxford magazine you referred to in your column yesterday?2 I am interested in that kind of thing, particularly in the overlap which I know does exist between pacifism & antisemitism.

Yours sincerely
Geo. Orwell




2572. Review of The Warden by Anthony Trollope; Silas Marner by George Eliot; Public Faces by Harold Nicolson; Seducers in Ecuador by V. Sackville-West; Les Dieux ont Soif by Anatole France; Hitler et le Christianisme by Edmond Vermeil

Manchester Evening News, 2 November 1944

In Ripon Cathedral you can see—or could see a few years ago—a sight irresistibly reminiscent of the fairy story of “The Three Bears.” It is (or was) the stalls of the Dean and Chapter. At one end of the row was the Dean’s stall, with an enormous plush cushion and a folio Bible; then came the Canons’ stalls, in descending order, each with cushion a little thinner and Bible a little smaller than the last; and down at the bottom was a stall for the Rural Dean, who had only a strip of Brussels carpet to sit on and a duodecimo Bible.

It was some such spectacle that led Anthony Trollope to evolve the enormous saga of clerical life that is contained in the Barchester novels. For Trollope was not a very active churchman, and his remarkably convincing portraits of Church dignitaries came out of his imagination and were not caricatures of individuals, as they were widely believed to be at the time.

He himself says that he hit on the idea almost accidentally while strolling through a cathedral and speculating idly on the kind of life that was led there.

Some of Trollope’s best work lies outside the Barchester series. There is “Orley Farm,” for instance, which contains one of the most brilliant descriptions of a lawsuit in English fiction, and “The Three Clerks,” and Trollope’s fascinating “Autobiography.”

“The Small House at Allington,” which is perhaps his most perfect novel, has only indirect connections with the town of Barchester itself.1

Trollope wrote with equal facility of politics, fox-hunting and professional life, and by the end there were not many activities in his imaginary county of Barsetshire (it might, perhaps, be Somersetshire) which he had not covered. But it is by the clerical series that he is best known, and “The Warden,” the earliest in this vein, is also probably the most successful.

In “The Warden” the central idea is so brilliant that it would have succeeded in far less skilful hands than Trollope’s.

In Barchester there is an almshouse for 12 indigent old men, supported by a fund left for that purpose by some charitable person in the Middle Ages. The Warden of the almshouse, Mr. Harding, is a gentle old clergyman, devoted to his paupers and his violin2 and completely happy in his post.

There is, however, something morally and legally doubtful about the whole position. The mediaeval benefactor had bequeathed to his charity the rent of two fields, which are now covered with house property and have become extremely valuable. As a result the Church is drawing a comfortable revenue from the charity, and the Warden is receiving a salary of £800 a year, while the twelve old paupers are only receiving a dole of 1s. 6d. a day.

It is one of those abuses which happen in the first place through accident and then become sanctified by time. An interfering young reformer named John Bold (Trollope likes to give his characters appropriate names) finds out the facts and sets a lawsuit on foot. A tremendous three-sided conflict ensues between Bold, Mr. Harding, and Mr. Harding’s formidable son-in-law, Archdeacon Grantley, who is to feature largely in later novels. In the end the lawsuit is called off, partly because Bold has become engaged to Mr. Harding’s younger daughter, but not before poor old Mr. Harding, unwilling to take money which perhaps does not belong to him, has resigned his job. The twelve paupers are left somewhat worse off than before.

It is essentially the same situation as arises in Ibsen’s play, “An Enemy of the People,” but whereas in Ibsen’s hands it becomes a brutal and almost farcical exposure of human meanness, Trollope turns it into a good-tempered comedy in which, on the whole, the honours lie with the clergy and not with their opponents.

Trollope was a shrewd critic, but no reformer. A time-honoured abuse, he held, is frequently less bad than its remedy. He builds Archdeacon Grantley up into a thoroughly odious character, and is well aware of his odiousness, but he still prefers him to John Bold (Bold is hurriedly killed off between “The Warden” and “Barchester Towers”), and the book contains a scarcely veiled attack on Charles Dickens, whose reforming zeal he found it hard to sympathise with.

But it is because he did not disapprove of existing society that Trollope could record it so minutely and yet so entertainingly. He is pre-eminent among English novelists for the accuracy of his detail as well as for his charm. This is one of his best works and one of the most notable of recent Penguins.

George Eliot’s “Silas Marner” is heavy going after Trollope, but she will always have her devoted band of followers.

Harold Nicolson’s “Public Faces”—it is a political fantasy written in 1932, and dealing with events in 1939, but extravagantly unlike anything that has actually happened—is a tiresome book, and it is hard to see why it was reprinted.

Miss Sackville-West’s book consists of two “long short” stories. The name-story is a frigid and rather pointless fantasy, but the other, a tale of sixteenth-century Holland, has a sort of unearthly charm, like that of a fairy story.

In these bookless days, when the most hackneyed “classic” is liable to be unobtainable, even second-hand, life would be appreciably poorer without the Penguins. In the same series as “The Warden” and “Silas Marner,” Hawthorne’s “Scarlet Letter” and Goldsmith’s “Vicar of Wakefield” are either out or coming shortly.

Other current or forthcoming Penguins and Pelicans which are especially worth looking out for are Jack London’s remarkable political prophecy, “The Iron Heel,” James Burnham’s “Managerial Revolution,” and Somerset Maugham’s novel, founded on the life of the French painter, Gauguin, “The Moon and Sixpence.”

The Editions Penguin, in French, are a new departure and very nicely got up for two and sixpence. Anyone who reads French reasonably well—and Anatole France’s French is simpler than most—will enjoy that disillusioning story of revolution, “Les Dieux Ont Soif.”

Professor Vermeil’s essays were first published just before the Battle of France, and are a study of the threat to religion presented by the modern totalitarian State.

[Fee: £8.0.0; 25.10.44]




2573. ‘As I Please,’ 47

Tribune, 3 November 1944

Penguin Books have now started publishing books in French, very nicely got up, at half-a-crown each. Among those to appear shortly is the latest instalment of André Gide’s Journal, which covers a year of the German occupation. As I glanced through an old favourite, Anatole France’s Les Dieux Ont Soif (it is a novel about the Reign of Terror during the French Revolution), the thought occurred to me: what a remarkable anthology one could make of pieces of writing describing executions! There must be hundreds of them scattered through literature, and—for a reason I think I can guess—they must be far better written on average than battle pieces.

Among the examples I remember at the moment are Thackeray’s description of the hanging of Courvoisier, the crucifixion of the gladiators in Saiambo,° the final scene of A Tale of Two Cities, a piece from a letter or diary of Byron’s, describing a guillotining, and the beheading of two Scottish noblemen after the 1745 rebellion, described by, I think, Horace Walpole. There is a very fine chapter describing a guillotining in Arnold Bennett’s Old Wives’ Tale, and a horrible one in one of Zola’s novels (the one about the Sacré Cœur). Then there is Jack London’s short story, The Chinago, Plato’s account of the death of Socrates—but one could extend the list indefinitely. There must also be a great number of specimens in verse, for instance the old hanging ballads, to which Kipling’s Danny Deever probably owes something.

The thing that I think very striking is that no one, or no one I can remember, ever writes of an execution with approval. The dominant note is always horror. Society, apparently, cannot get along without capital punishment—for there are some people whom it is simply not safe to leave alive—and yet there is no one, when the pinch comes, who feels it right to kill another human being in cold blood. I watched a man hanged once. There was no question that everybody concerned knew this to be a dreadful, unnatural action. I believe it is always the same—the whole jail, warders and prisoners alike, is upset when there is an execution. It is probably the fact that capital punishment is accepted as necessary, and yet instinctively felt to be wrong, that gives so many descriptions of executions their tragic atmosphere. They are mostly written by people who have actually watched an execution and feel it to be a terrible and only partly comprehensible experience which they want to record; whereas battle literature is largely written by people who have never heard a gun go off and think of a battle as a sort of football match in which nobody gets hurt.

Perhaps it was a bit previous to say that no one writes of an execution with approval, when one thinks of the way our newspapers have been smacking their chops over the bumping-off of wretched quislings in France and elsewhere. I recall, in one paper, a whole series of photos showing the execution of Caruso, the ex-chief of the Rome police. You saw the huge, fat body being straddled across a chair with his back to the firing squad, then the cloud of smoke issuing from the rifle barrels and the body slumping sideways. The editor who saw fit to publish this thought it a pleasant titbit, I suppose, but then he had not had to watch the actual deed. I think I can imagine the feelings of the man who took the photographs, and of the firing squad.

To the lovers of useless knowledge (and I know there are a lot of them, from the number of letters I always get when I raise any question of this kind) I present a curious little problem arising out of the recent Pelican, Shakespeare’s England. A writer named Fynes Morrison,1 touring England in 1607, describes melons as growing freely. Andrew Marvell, in a very well-known poem2 written about fifty years later, also refers to melons. Both references make it appear that the melons grew in the open, and indeed they must have done so if they grew at all. The hotbed was a recent invention in 1600, and glass-houses, if they existed, must have been a very great rarity. I imagine it would be quite impossible to grow a melon in the open in England nowadays. They are hard enough to grow under glass, whence their price. Fynes Morrison also speaks of grapes growing in large enough quantities to make wine. Is it possible that our climate has changed radically in the last three hundred years?3 Or was the so-called melon actually a pumpkin?

As from November 10th, Tribune intends to replan its book reviews. The present policy of trying to give every book a review of about a column is felt to be unsatisfactory, because with the small space at our disposal we cannot keep up to date, and the more important books frequently do not get the detailed treatment they deserve. The best solution seems to be to make some reviews shorter and others longer.

Daniel George’s novel reviews will not be affected, but for the rest we intend to have about nine very short notices—a sort of guide to the current books—and one very long one, probably of about 1,500 words. This will allow us to cover rather more books than at present and keep more nearly up to date, but it will have the added advantage that serious books can be seriously treated. In every week there is at least one book that deserves a full-length review, even if its importance is only indirect.

From years of experience as a book reviewer I should say that the rock-bottom minimum in which you can both summarise and criticise a book is 800 words. But a book review is seldom of much value as a piece of writing if it is under 1,000 words. The generally higher standard of criticism in monthly and quarterly magazines is partly due to the fact that the reviewers are less pinched for space. In the old days of the Edinburgh and the Quarterly, a hundred years ago, a reviewer often had fifteen pages to play with!

If this policy does not work out well we shall scrap it, but we shall give it several months’ trial. Our aim is to produce leading reviews which thoroughly criticise the chosen book and at the same time are worth-while articles in themselves. Apart from people who already write fairly frequently for Tribune, we have collected a first-rate team of reviewers, including Herbert Read, Stephen Spender, Franz Borkenau, Hugh Kingsmill, Michael Roberts, Mulk Raj Anand, Arturo Barea, Arthur Koestler and several others.4




2574. To Tom Driberg1

4 November 1944      Typewritten

27B Canonbury Square
Islington
London N 1

Dear Mr Driberg,

Many thanks for the information. I won’t trouble you for the loan of your copies, as I would like to get hold of some copies of the paper myself for my collection.

Yours sincerely
[Signed] Geo. Orwell
George Orwell




2575. Review of Singapore Goes Off the Air by Giles Playfair Britain and Malaya by Sir Richard Winstedt

Manchester Evening News, 8 November 1944

The rapid loss of Malaya in the early months of 1942 is universally admitted to be a blot on British history, but the lessons that it teaches have not been well learned, nor was the Malayan campaign adequately reported at the time. The more light that can be cast upon it from all angles the better, especially as the causes of the disaster were political and social, rather than strictly military.

Mr. Giles Playfair, who had been sent out from Britain to help organise the Malaya Broadcasting Corporation, arrived in Singapore on December 8, 1941, the day after Pearl Harbour. His job, therefore, for the next two months, was to make daily announcements over the air of the latest Japanese advance, and to improvise programmes which might keep up the morale of the civilian population and counteract Japanese propaganda.

The orders of the M.B.C. staff1 were to keep Singapore on the air as long as possible, and then to blow up the transmitters and get out while the going was good. In the end they got out three or four days before the island capitulated, and most of them ultimately reached India or Australia, after weeks of dodging submarines in crowded ships where there was hardly any drinking water and only the bare deck to sleep on.

Mr. Playfair was a stranger to the Far East, he did not feel himself to be part of Singapore society, and he says frankly that he disliked the stupid, lazy, frivolous life that many or most of the Europeans led there.

He has plenty of tales to tell of official incompetence and of the refusal of civilians to take the war seriously, and he saw from the start that the propaganda side of the war was being hopelessly mishandled.

No effort had been made beforehand to prepare the Asiatic population for war, or even to protect them—there was not a single underground air-raid shelter on Singapore Island—and it was small wonder that the dock coolies deserted in droves as soon as a Japanese aeroplane appeared, while the population up country looked on passively at the Japanese advance.

Even when Singapore was all but invested, Mr. Playfair notes, the colour bar was as obtrusive as ever. And he records certain incidents which are quite unforgivable. For instance, the important town of Penang was allowed to fall into Japanese hands in so undamaged a state that the Japanese were broadcasting from the radio station within two days.

All the same, Mr. Playfair does not think that the accepted picture of what happened in Malaya is a truthful one, and he writes with some warmth of the journalists, mostly Americans, who circulated sensationally anti-British stories at the time. What he says needed saying, and helps to put the story of the Singapore diasaster in its proper perspective.

An impression prevails that the whole debacle was the fault of complacent “blimps” and permanently drunk rubber-planters, and that it would somehow have been different if the Malayan Government had armed the people, abolished colour distinctions, and issued patriotic slogans.

This is a distorted picture. To begin with, the purely military disaster was inevitable. With Britain fighting for its life in Europe, and Indo-China in the hands of the Japanese, the Malay Peninsula was strategically untenable, and Singapore itself was quite incapable of standing a siege.

It was not a fortress, but merely a naval base, like Plymouth, and it had a million inhabitants and a water supply only sufficient for a few days. Had the commander2 not surrendered when he did hundreds of thousands of innocent Asiatics would have died of thirst.

Nor was it practicable at short notice to stimulate large-scale popular resistance against the invaders. The population of Malaya is extremely mixed (actually the Malays are in a minority, the Chinese being an equally large minority), and had been completely demilitarised by many years of British rule. The great fault of this kind of “paternal” government is that it robs its subjects of any sense of patriotism or responsibility. When London was bombed, London “took it.” When Singapore suffered what by our standards would be very small air raids, the heterogeneous population of Chinese, Indians, Malays, and Arabs simply concluded that the Japanese were dangerous people whom it was better not to oppose. The same thing happened in Burma.

These disasters demonstrated that subject peoples, even when they are not grossly exploited, are simply a liability from a military point of view. But the situation in Malaya could only have been righted if certain reforms had been set in hand decades earlier, and, as Mr. Playfair insists, it is unfair to put the main blame on the people on the spot. The culprits are the British public, who are vaguely anti-Imperialist but take no interest in the concrete problems of their colonial possessions. And if some of the British in Malaya behaved badly in the moment of collapse, others, as Mr. Playfair demonstrates, showed devotion and intelligence.

Though it is lightly written (it is mostly in diary form) and does not pretend to much local knowledge, this book is a useful addition to the literature of the Malayan campaign.

Sir Richard Winstedt’s3 little book is one of a series dealing with the various countries of the British Commonwealth. It probably presents a somewhat too rosy picture of British dealings with Malaya, but it gives valuable background information and a short history of the country from the eighteenth century onwards. It has excellent photographs. Sir Richard Winstedt was for many years an official in Malaya and has been partly responsible for the Malay broadcasts from London.

Other forthcoming books in this series which are likely to be informative and readable are “Britain and West Africa,” by Joyce Cary (the author of “The Case for African Freedom”), and “Britain and Burma,” by G. E. Harvey.

[Fee: £8.0.0; 6.11.44]




2576. Books and the People1: The Vicar of Wakefield by Oliver Goldsmith

Tribune, 10 November 1944

When Mark Twain said of The Vicar of Wakefield, “Nothing could be funnier than its pathos, and nothing could be sadder than its humour,” he was probably not exaggerating his own feelings very greatly. To a man of Mark Twain’s generation it was natural that the elegance of the eighteenth century should seem frigid and ridiculous, just as it was natural that Dr. Johnson should see nothing to admire in the Robin Hood ballads. The Vicar of Wakefield, now reprinted by Penguin Books in the “English Classics” series, is esssentially a period piece, and its charm is about equalled by its absurdity. It is impossible to be moved by its story, which has none of the psychological realism that can be found in some eighteenth-century novels—for instance, Amelia. Its characters are sticks and its plot is somewhat less probable than those of the serial stories in Peg’s Paper. But it remains extremely readable, and it has never been quite out of print in the 177 years since its first appearance. Like a Japanese woodcut, it is something perfectly executed after its own fashion, and at this date there is a historical interest in the remoteness of the standards of conduct which it is trying to uphold.

The Vicar of Wakefield is intended as a “moral tale,” a sermon in fiction form. Its theme is the familiar one, preached without much success by hundreds of writers from Horace to Thackeray, of the vanity of worldly ambitions and the pleasures of the simple life. Its hero, Dr. Primrose (he tells his own story in the first person), is a clergyman in what used to be called “easy circumstances,” who temporarily loses his fortune and has to remove to another parish, where he supports himself by farming his own land. Here a whole series of disasters fall upon the family, traceable in every case to their having ambitions “above their station” and trying to associate with the nobility instead of with the neighbouring farmers. The eldest daughter is seduced by a heartless rascal, the farmhouse is burnt to the ground, the eldest son is arrested for manslaughter, Primrose himself is thrown into a debtors’ prison, and various other calamities happen. In the end, of course, everything is put right in an outrageously improbable way, one detail after another clicking into place like the teeth of a zip fastener. Primrose’s fortune is restored, the seemingly seduced daughter turns out to be an “honest woman” after all, the suitor of the second daughter, who has been posing as a poor man in order to try her affections, is discovered to be a wealthy nobleman, and so on and so forth. Virtue is rewarded and vice punished with relentless thoroughness. But the confusion in Goldsmith’s mind between simple goodness and financial prudence gives the book, at this date, a strange moral atmosphere.

The main incidents are the various marriages, and the cold-blooded eighteenth-century attitude towards marriage is indicated on the first page when Dr. Primrose remarks (Goldsmith probably does not intend this ironically): “I had scarcely taken orders a year, before I began to think seriously of matrimony, and choose my wife, as she did her wedding gown, not for a fine glossy surface, but such qualities as would wear well.” But quite apart from this notion of choosing a wife as one might choose a length of cloth, there is the fact that getting married is inextricably mixed up with the idea of making a good financial bargain. A thumping dowry or a secure settlement is the first consideration, and the most passionate love match is promptly called off if the expected cash is not forthcoming. But together with this mercenary outlook there goes a superstitious regard for the sanctity of marriage which makes the most dramatic episode in the book ridiculous and even slightly disgusting.

Olivia is seduced by a Mr. Thornhill, a wealthy young squire who has dazzled the Primrose family with his fashionable clothes and London manners. He is represented as a complete scoundrel, the “betrayer,” as it was called, of innumerable women, and with every possible vice, even including physical cowardice. To entrap Olivia he uses the favourite eighteenth-century device of a false marriage. A marriage licence is forged, somebody impersonates a priest, and the girl can then be “ruined” under the delusion that she is married. Today it seems almost incredible that anyone should go to such lengths, but stratagems like this are inevitable in a society where technical chastity is highly valued and a woman has in effect no profession except marriage. In such a society there is an endless struggle between the sexes—a struggle which from the woman’s point of view resembles an egg-and-spoon race, and from the man’s a game of ninepins. Having been deceived in this manner, Olivia is now finished for life. She herself is made to express the current outlook by singing the justly famous lyric which Goldsmith throws into the tale:—


When lovely woman stoops to folly,

And finds too late that men betray,

What charm can soothe her melancholy?

What art can wash her guilt away?

The only act her guilt to cover,

To hide her shame from every eye,

To give repentance to her lover,

And wring his bosom, is—to die.2



Olivia indeed ought to die, and does actually begin to die—of sheer grief, after the manner of novel-heroines. But here comes the dénouement, the great stroke of fortune that puts everything right. It turns out that Olivia was not seduced; she was legally married! Mr. Thornhill has been in the habit of “marrying” women with a false priest and a false licence, but on this occasion a confederate of his, for purposes of his own, has deceived him by bringing a genuine licence and a real priest in holy orders. So the marriage was valid after all! And at this glorious news “a burst of pleasure seemed to fill the whole apartment…. Happiness was expanded upon every face, and even Olivia’s cheeks seemed flushed with pleasure. To be thus restored to reputation and fortune at once was a rapture sufficient to stop the progress of decay and restore former health and vivacity.”

When Olivia was believed to have “lost her virtue” she had lost all reason for living, but when it is discovered that she is tied for life to a worthless scoundrel all is well. Goldsmith does not make the ending quite so ridiculous as he might, for it is explained that Olivia continues to live apart from her husband. But she has the all-important wedding ring, and a comfortable settlement into the bargain. Thornhill’s rich uncle punishes him by depriving him of his fortune, and bestowing part of it on Olivia. We are never, indeed, allowed quite to forget the connection between cash and virtue. Olivia sees herself “restored to reputation and fortune at once,” while Thornhill sees “a gulf of infamy and want” opening before him.

Except for a scene or two in the debtors’ prison and a few minor adventures at horse fairs and on muddy country roads, there is no realistic detail in The Vicar of Wakefield. The dialogue is quite exceptionally improbable. But the main theme—the hollowness of fashionable life and the superiority of country pleasures and family affection—is not so false as the absurd incidents which are meant to illustrate it make it appear. In inveighing against social ambition, against absentee landlords, against fine clothes, gambling, duelling, cosmetics and urban raffishness generally, Goldsmith is attacking a real tendency of his time, which Swift and Fielding had also denounced, after their own fashion.

A phenomenon he is very much aware of is the growth of a new monied class with no sense of responsibility. Thanks to the expansion of foreign trade, wealth accumulated in the capital and the aristocracy were ceasing to be rustics. England was becoming more and more of an oligarchy, and the life of the countryside was broken up by the enclosure of the common lands and the magnetic pull of London. The peasants were proletarianised, the petty gentry were corrupted. Goldsmith himself described the process in the often-quoted lines from The Deserted Village:—


Ill fares the land, to hastening ills a prey,

Where wealth accumulates and men decay;

Princes and lords may nourish or may fade,

A breath can make them as a breath has made;

But a bold peasantry, their country’s pride,

When once destroyed, can never be supplied.



Thornhill stands for the new kind of rich man, the Whig aristocrat; the Primroses, who make their own gooseberry wine and even in the days of their wealth have hardly been ten miles from home, stand for the old type of yeoman farmer or small landlord.

In praising country life, Goldsmith was probably praising something that he did not know much about. His descriptions of country scenes have an unreal, idyllic atmosphere, and the Primroses are not shown as doing much work on their farm. More often they are sitting under some shady tree, reciting ballads, and listening to the blackbirds—pastimes that a practical farmer would seldom have time for. Nor do we hear much of Dr. Primrose’s ministrations as a clerygman: indeed, he only seems to remember at intervals that he is in orders. But the general moral of the book is clear enough, and thrust rather irrelevantly into one chapter there is a long political discourse against oligarchy and the accumulation of capital. Goldsmith’s conclusion—no doubt it was a common Tory theory at the time—is that the only defence against oligarchy is a strong monarchy. Dr. Primrose’s son George, returning from travels in Europe, is made to come to the same conclusion: “I found that monarchy was the best government for the poor to live in, and commonwealths for the rich.” Dictatorship is defended on the same grounds in our own day, and it is an instance of the way in which the same political ideas come up again and again in slightly different forms that George continues: “I found that riches in general were in every country another name for freedom; and that no man is so fond of liberty himself as not to be desirous of subjecting the will of some individuals in society to his own.”

But though there is some serious social criticism buried under its artificialities, it is not there that the enduring charm of The Vicar of Wakefield lies. The charm is in its manner—in the story, which for all its absurdity is beautifully put together, in the simple and yet elegant language, in the poems that are thrown in here and there, and in certain minor incidents, such as the well-known story of Moses and the green spectacles. Most people who read at all have read this book once, and it repays a second reading. It is one of those books which you can enjoy in one way as a child and in another as an adult, and which do not seem any the worse because you are frequently inclined to laugh in the wrong places.




2577. Review of Gerard Manley Hopkins by W. H. Gardner

The Observer, 12 November 1944

It is a hundred years since the birth of Gerard Manley Hopkins, and also since the birth of his friend Robert Bridges, who outlived him by forty years and edited the “Poems” that appeared in 1918. It is at least possible that if it had not been for Bridges we should never have heard Hopkins’s name, and the current notion—shared intermittently by Mr. Gardner—that Bridges behaved throughout the whole affair like an ignorant philistine seems quite unjustified. His admiration for Hopkins was qualified, but he had had the acuteness to see as early as the ’seventies that Hopkins had first-rate talents, and by holding up the publication of the “Poems” till 1918 he probably did his reputation a great service. For by that time public taste, educated by Pound, Eliot, the renewed vogue of Donne, and also by certain poems of Bridges’s own, was ready for Hopkins. Mr. Gardner fills a whole chapter with extracts from reviews and criticisms, and the striking thing about them, with very few exceptions, is how respectful they are. Mr. Gardner appears to feel that Hopkins has been underpraised, but one has only to think of the streams of abuse that greeted Joyce and Lawrence to realise that Hopkins, ignored during his lifetime, has not done so badly after death.

Mr. Gardner, writing as a disciple rather than a critic, is apt to be on the defensive when he speaks either of Hopkins’s vocabulary or his religious beliefs. Underlying this is a question always present when Hopkins is discussed, though not often brought out into the open: Did the fact that Hopkins was a Jesuit priest damage him as a poet?

Mr. Gardner evidently thinks that it did not, and almost certainly he is right. The most severe discipline, if it does not entail actual dishonesty, is not necessarily damaging to a poet, and in Hopkins’s case his life as a priest was his subject matter. Art arises out of suffering, and it is clear that Hopkins was unhappy, and not merely because he was of poor health, neglected as a poet and condemned to unsympathetic work in dreary places. He was also unhappy because although his faith was secure, to live up to it was not easy. He was in the position of a soldier fighting in a war which he believes to be just but which he does not pretend to enjoy. Intellectually and emotionally he was full of anomalies. He was intensely an Englishman, preferring England to other countries, and yet a Catholic convert, a devout Christian, and yet full of an almost pantheistic love of Nature which made him feel a certain kinship with Whitman. One may guess that he could embrace poverty and chastity a good deal more easily than obedience, and that he was never able to efface his own individuality so completely as he would have wished.

There is no reason to suppose that he would have been a better poet if he had been an unbeliever. Probably he would have been a less original poet, giving less evidence of strain, and less tortured in his language.

Everyone has felt that there is some connection between Hopkins’s religious struggles and his strange diction, and it is hard not to feel that over and above the endless search for exact meanings, there is also at work an unconscious desire to be unusual. He was completely subordinated in one world, that of the Church, and he may have wanted to compensate himself by being a rebel in another, that of poetry. Needless to say, Mr. Gardner will not hear of this interpretation. He comes near to claiming that Hopkins’s language is entirely free from affectation, and adds that Hopkins always strove “to put meaning before mere suggestion and sound.” It is true, of course, that one gets used to Hopkins’s diction (for instance, his trick of dropping relative pronouns), and that much that seems arbitrary is justified if one looks more closely. But it is also true that one cannot read far in his work without coming upon some word that appears to have been pushed in either because it is strange or because the sound of some nearby word has called it up. And similar tendencies—inversion of words and phrases, for instance—appear in his prose.

Mr. Gardner is right in proclaiming Hopkins a great poet, but not in asking readers—as in effect he does—to lay aside their critical faculties. In no single instance does he admit that an adverse criticism of Hopkins is justified, and he sometimes hints that such criticisms are not honest, either. One ought to be able to say of Hopkins, as one can of any other poet, that some of his work is good and some bad. One ought to be able to say that “Felix Randal” is probably the best short poem in the English language, and at the same time that one objects to a phrase like “very-violet-sweet” and agrees with Bridges that to rhyme “communion” with “boon he on” is “hideous.” Mr. Gardner’s attitude is “Take it or leave it.” This is a book that anyone interested in Hopkins ought to read, but the second volume which Mr. Gardner promises will be more valuable if he remembers that criticism and hagiography are different things.

[Fee: £10.0.0; 10.11.44]




2578. Review of The English Spirit (Essays in History and Literature) by A. L. Rowse; Brendan and Beverley by Cassius (Michael Foot)

Manchester Evening News, 16 November 1944

There is an old music-hall song with the refrain:

Give yourself a pat on the back,

Pat on the back, pat on the back;

and anyone who has ever heard it will be liable to find it coming back into his head when he reads “The English Spirit.” For though this book is a collection of essays and broadcasts written at various times during the past 10 years, and not in all cases connected with the war, as an exhibition of own-trumpet-blowing it would be hard to beat.

It is true that Mr. Rowse has an excuse. He is a Cornishman, and he chooses to regard this as different from being an Englishman—he is therefore free, he explains, to say things on behalf of the English that they could hardly say for themselves. Why should we not be reasonably and instructedly proud of the extraordinary record and achievement of this country? Why should we be expected to apologise for it, as if it were something to be half ashamed about? I say reasonably proud meaning “not without reason.”

Granted that there is nothing sillier or more offensive than an ignorant and uninformed chauvinism, which does not know why or what we have to admire in the past—on the other hand, the habit of depreciation, of being afraid to recognise what there is to be proud of, is no less deleterious.

If anything, more so…. Besides, this habit of depreciation is liable to be taken by foreigners au pied de la lettre. It is stupid of them, and also bad for them. Really obtuse foreigners, like the Germans, are apt to get some nasty shocks when they believe what their own propaganda told them for a second time in a generation—that we are a decadent people.

One might allow that there is some truth in this, and that the contempt for England which has been fashionable among English intellectuals for the past 20 years is ill-founded, and still be made uneasy by Mr. Rowse’s way of going to work.

For, to begin with, it is not the ordinary people of England that he is most concerned to praise. “This may be the century of the common man,” he says, “It certainly is of the common cliché—but I prefer to look for the uncommon man, the man of genius or ability.” And in fact he does bestow most of his praise on people already famous, especially the Elizabethan adventurers so dear to the compilers of school text books.

But in his comments on the English character in general it would be difficult to find an uncomplimentary remark. We are, it seems, gentle, kindly, fair-minded, imaginative, daring, stubborn, heroic, intelligent—and, of course, insufficiently conscious of our own merits. It is all rather reminiscent of those fortune-tellers who tell you that “your worst fault is generosity,” and it would be very gratifying if it came from a foreigner—but it would have to be someone rather more foreign than a Cornishman.

In reprinting these essays Mr. Rowse probably had his eye on America. It is notorious that there are strong currents of anti-British feeling in the United States, some of them traceable to ignorance of English history and out-of-date notions about the English social system, and clearly they need to be counteracted.

But it is doubtful whether this book will have that effect. There is too much insistence on British achievement, too much praise of “great” but morally dubious men like Cromwell and the Duke of Marlborough, too much military glory altogether, and almost no mention of the best trait of the English people, the fact that they don’t value military glory and are more inclined to remember defeats than victories.

Perhaps the most useful essay in the book is the opening one on Winston Churchill. It is rather too adulatory in tone, and it insists more than is needed on Mr. Churchill’s aristocratic ancestry, but it may remind some readers of one thing that we are liable to forget—that Mr. Churchill is not only a Statesman but also a writer, and quite a good one. It was well worth reminding the public of that very readable book, “My Early Life.”

There is also an informative essay on Erasmus, who spent 10 years in England about the beginning of the sixteenth century. But the general impression left by this book, and even the titles of the chapters (“The Spirit of Adventure—British Interpretation.” “Drake’s Way,” “Seamen and Empire”), is that this is not how England ought to be praised.

Perhaps the remark that Bernard Shaw puts into the mouth of one of his characters, “Every true Englishman hates the English,” is not such an exaggeration as it sounds.

Mr. Michael Foot’s book (for the identity of “Cassius” has now been officially disclosed) is a very light squib, and perhaps less successful than “The Trial of Mussolini.” It is concerned with a Mr. Taper and a Mr. Tadpole, these being very thinly disguised portraits of Mr. Brendan Bracken and Mr. Beverley Baxter.1 Mr. Taper is the intelligent kind of Tory, and Mr. Tadpole is the stupid kind. They are engaged (the time is a little in the future) in thinking out a plan of campaign for the forthcoming General Election, which involves covering up the Tory record during the past 20 years.

Mr. Tadpole makes imbecile attempts to explain away Chamberlain’s mistakes instead of quietly ignoring them—Mr. Taper is aware that the Tories are more likely to win if they can assume the colours of their adversaries. Mr. Foot makes a devastating exposure of the folly of our rulers from 1918 onwards, but is inclined to pull his punches when the Labour party is concerned.

The familiar charge that the appeasement policy was inevitable because Britain had been weakened by the pacifism of the Left has enough truth in it to merit more than a debating-society answer. To take simply one example, the Labour party voted against conscription as late as 1939, although it was at the same time demanding a firm stand against Hitler.

In Britain this step was intelligible, but all over Europe, including France and probably the U.S.S.R., it simply created the impression that Britain did not intend to fight. Even the idiotic “King and country” resolution of the Oxford Union in 1935, which in this country could be seen in its true perspective, brought encouragement to the Italian Fascists. The book ends with an imaginary election speech by Mr. Churchill, and another, entitled, “The other speech that could win,” by an unnamed Labour leader, both of them exhibiting at its best Mr. Foot’s talent for Corinthian oratory.

[Fee: £8.0.0; 14.11.44]




2579. ‘As I Please,’ 48

Tribune, 17 November 1944

Some weeks ago, in the course of some remarks on schools of journalism, I carelessly described the magazine the Writer as being “defunct.” As a result I have received a severe letter from its proprietors, who enclose a copy of the November issue of the Writer and call on me to withdraw my statement.1

I withdraw it readily. The Writer is still alive and seems to be much the same as ever, though it has changed its format since I knew it. And I think this specimen copy is worth examining for the light it throws on schools of journalism and the whole business of extracting fees from struggling free-lance journalists.

The articles are of the usual type (“Plotting Technique (fifteenth instalment,”) by William A. Bagley, etc.), but I am more interested in the advertisements, which take up more than a quarter of the space. The majority of them are from people who profess to be able to teach you how to make money out of writing. A surprising number undertake to supply you with ready-made plots. Here are a few specimens:


“Plotting without tears. Learn my way. The simplest method ever. Money returned if dissatisfied. 5/- post free.”

“Inexhaustible plotting method for women’s Press, 5/3d. Gives real mastery. Ten days’ approval.”

“PLOTS. Our plots are set out in sequence all ready for write-up, with lengths for each sequence. No remoulding necessary—just the requisite clothing of words. All types supplied.”

“PLOTS: in vivid scenes. With striking opening lines for actual use in story. Specimen conversation, including authentic dialect…. Short-short, 5/-. Short story, 6/6d. Long-complete (with tense, breathless ‘curtains’) 8/6d. Radio plays, 10/6d. Serial, novel, novelette (chapter by chapter, appropriate prefix, prose or poetical quotations if desired), 15/6d.—1 gn.”



There are many others. Somebody called Mr. Martin Walter claims to have reduced story-construction to an exact science and “eventually evolved the Plot Formula according to which his own stories and those of his students throughout the world are constructed…. Whether you aspire to write the ‘literary’ story or the popular story, or to produce stories for any existing market, remember that Mr. Walter’s Formula alone tells you just what a ‘plot’ is and how to produce one.” The Formula only costs you a guinea, it appears. Then there are the “Fleet Street journalists” who are prepared to revise your manuscripts for you at 2/6 per thousand words. Nor are the poets forgotten:


“GREETINGS.

“Are you poets neglecting the great post-war demand for sentiments?

“Do you specialise and do you know what is needed?

“Aida Reuben’s famous Greeting Card Course is available to approved students willing to work hard. Her book ‘Sentiment and Greeting Card Publishers,’ published at 3/6d., may be obtained from,” etc., etc.



I do not wish to say anything offensive, but to anyone who is inclined to respond to the sort of advertisement quoted above, I offer this consideration. If these people really know how to make money out of writing, why aren’t they just doing it instead of peddling their secret at 5/- a time? Apart from any other consideration, they would be raising up hordes of competitors for themselves. This number of the Writer contains about 30 advertisements of this stamp, and the Writer itself, besides giving advice in its articles, also runs its own Literary Bureau in which manuscripts are “criticised by acknowledged experts” at so much a thousand words. If each of these various teachers had even ten successful pupils a week, they would between them be letting loose on to the market some fifteen thousand successful writers per annum!

Also, isn’t it rather curious that the “Fleet Street journalists,” “established authors” and “well-known novelists” who either run these courses or write the testimonials for them are not named—or, when named, are seldom or never people whose published work you have seen anywhere? If Bernard Shaw or J. B. Priestley offered to teach you how to make money out of writing, you might feel that there was something in it. But who would buy a bottle of hair restorer from a bald man?

If the Writer wants some more free publicity it shall have it, but I dare say this will do to go on with.

One favourite way of falsifying history nowadays is to alter dates.2 Maurice Thorez,3 the French Communist, has just been amnestied by the French Government (he was under sentence for deserting from the army). Apropos of this, one London newspaper remarks that Thorez “will now be able to return from Moscow, where he has been living in exile for the last six years.”

On the contrary, he has been in Moscow for at most five years, as the editor of this newspaper is well aware. Thorez, who for several years past has been proclaiming his anxiety to defend France against the Germans, was called up at the outbreak of war in 1939, and failed to make an appearance. Some time later he turned up in Moscow.

But why the alteration of date? In order to make it appear that Thorez deserted, if he did desert, a year before the war and not after the fighting had started. This is merely one act in the general effort to whitewash the behaviour of the French and other Communists during the period of the Russo-German pact. I could name other similar falsifications in recent years. Sometimes you can give an event a quite different colour by switching its date only a few weeks. But it doesn’t much matter so long as we all keep our eyes open and see to it that the lies do not creep out of the newspapers and into the history books.4

A correspondent who lacks the collecting instinct has sent a copy of Principles or Prejudices, a sixpenny pamphlet by Kenneth Pickthorn, the Conservative M.P., with the advice (underlined in red ink): “Burn when read.”

I wouldn’t think of burning it. It has gone straight into my archives. But I agree that it is a disgusting piece of work, and that this whole series of pamphlets (the Signpost Booklets, by such authors as G. M. Young, Douglas Woodruff and Captain L. D. Gammans) is a bad symptom. Mr. Pickthorn is one of the more intelligent of the younger Tory M.P.s (“younger” in political circles means under sixty), and in this pamphlet he is trying to present Toryism in a homely and democratic light while casting misleading little snacks5 at the Left. Look at this, for instance, for a misrepresentation of the theory of Marxism:


“Not one of the persons who say that economic factors govern the world believes it about himself If Karl Marx had been more economically than politically interested he could have done better for himself than by accepting the kindnesses of the capitalist Engels and occasionally selling articles to American newspapers.”



Aimed at ignorant people, this is meant to imply that Marxism regards individual acquisitiveness as the motive force in history. Marx not only did not say this, he said almost the opposite of it. Much of the pamphlet is an attack on the notion of internationalism, and is backed up by such remarks as: “No British statesman should feel himself authorised to spend British blood for the promotion of something superior to British interests.” Fortunately, Mr. Pickthorn writes too badly to have a very wide appeal, but some of the other pamphleteers in this series are cleverer. The Tory Party used always to be known as “the stupid party.” But the publicists of this group have a fair selection of brains among them, and when Tories grow intelligent it is time to feel for your watch and count your small change.


Tribune on 8 December 1944 published three letters, the third a long one from the Director of the British Institute of Fiction-Writing Science Ltd.


I don’t think George Orwell is quite fair to the “Writer” and the various schools of journalism. As a hobby it is no worse than stamp collecting, and it does help all sorts of people to become more articulate. Surely this is a good thing in a democracy. Admittedly, the kind of articles and fiction that can be most easily taught are not of any high intellectual or literary content, but life would be very dull if we were to be highbrow all the time. I enjoy a “blood”6 as a relaxation from theology and economics. Orwell may say that the people catered for remain at the tripe level all the time. I don’t think this is true. One must walk before one can run. To this day Billy Bunter remains my favourite character in fiction.

Austin Lee

You devote nearly two columns in Tribune to the activities of various schools of writing, etc., and your remarks should prevent a lot of ambitious young men wasting their money on these rackets. At the same time I have to point out that this “Somebody called Martin Walter” is responsible for the British Institute of Fiction Writing Science, Ltd., which organisation advertises regularly in Tribune.7 This orgnisation does not want stories as advertised, but fees for its particular racket. What about seeing the advertising manager of Tribune and allowing him to see your illuminating remarks? Or does Tribune have to descend to the moral levels of the cheap capitalistic Press and be willing to accept advertising revenue from any source irrespective of its nature?

E. R. Ward

As your Mr. George Orwell has now added my name to his gallery of Aunt Sallies, I would consider it a contribution to the ideals of socialist justice if you were to allow me some space to hit back.

Your Mr. George Orwell states that I claim “to have reduced story-construction to an exact science.” This statement is as false as his recent reference to the writer° as “defunct,” and I would appreciate the publication of either evidence in its support or an admission that in this instance also Mr. George Orwell was “careless.” Are my claims to have discovered a qualitative science to be ridiculed and distorted merely because fiction writing has not yet been recognised as a qualitative science by the Universities which now recognise Psychic Science, Psychological Science and Political Science? Since your Mr. George Orwell ridicules my Plot Formula and my scientific analysis of the meaning of “plot,” will he kindly offer a more scientific analysis himself and will he also point to a more impressive list of published fiction which he and his students constructed according to his analysis?

Your Mr. George Orwell refers to “the business of extracting fees from struggling free-lance journalists.” The description is ludicrous. The vast majority of struggling free-lance journalists who part with their money in exchange for literary instruction are absolutely satisfied. In my twelve years’ experience as a tutor my dissatisfied students have numbered under 3 per cent., and in these cases the dissatisfaction has always been due to an unwillingness to carry out or complete the instruction. Furthermore, in a considerable number of cases the fees are paid not by “struggling free-lance journalists” but by otherwise professionally engaged or retired individuals who willingly pay the fees for something which to them is a spare-time relaxation. My students in this category include a University professor and an Army surgeon. And since your Mr. George Orwell thinks fit to doubt the genuineness of testimonials, I must add that, at least in my case, originals of testimonials are available for inspection by appointment, and that I have never solicited a testimonial in my life.

Referring to literary tutors in general, your Mr. George Orwell asks: “If these people really know how to make money out of writing, why aren’t they just doing it instead of peddling their secret at 5s. a time.” The answer is as simple as the question is naive. Most of these people are making money out of writing—and they are making additional money by peddling their secret; the rest have made money out of writing and now make money by teaching because it is less arduous. Your Mr. George Orwell might just as well ask: “Why do pianoforte teachers give lessons in pianoforte if there is money to be made by playing the piano?” Still dealing with this point, your Mr. George Orwell writes: “If Bernard Shaw or J. B. Priestley offered to teach you how to make money out of writing you might feel that there was something in it. Must Arthur Rubinstein or Charlie Kunz offer to teach us how to make money out of piano-playing before we can feel there is something in it? In any case, Sir Max Pemberton8 offers to teach; his school advertises regularly in your columns. “Who,” asks your Mr. George Orwell, “would buy a bottle of hair restorer from a bald man?” WHO, I ask your Mr. George Orwell, is offering to teach writing yet cannot point to his own published work?

And, finally, Sir, here are two points with which you yourself are directly concerned: (1) My refutation of your Mr. George Orwell’s recent suggestion that all schools of writing are spreading the capitalist idea was recently sent to your advertisement manager in the form of one of my printed course booklets in which I advocate Socialism and I recommend the student to read John Strachey’s The Theory and Practice of Socialism; and I would like to know whether you think it would be fair to publish this fact in your columns? (2) My claims in connection with my Plot Formula have been published in full column advertisements in Tribune, and I would like to know whether you allow your advertisers to offer propositions to your readers which you do not believe to be genuine.

Martin Walter,
Director, British Institute of
Fiction-Writing Science, Ltd.



Orwell responded to Martin Walter in ‘As I Please,’ 51, 8 December 1944; see 2590. Finally, on 19 January 1945, Tribune published this letter from a satisfied customer.


Having read George Orwell’s article on page 10 of your number of November 17, I feel that it is only fair to write and tell you that, from my personal knowledge, the Greeting Card Course sent out by Miss Aida Reubens is both genuine and constructive. I have read this Course, and I know that quite a number of her pupils have actually sold a good many verses while still receiving tuition. I am well aware that many of these so-called “Courses” are quite useless and merely a means of extracting money from a credulous public, but I do not consider that this special Course comes under this category in any way.

I am myself a contributor of poems to The Sunday Times, Country Life, etc., and had one included in Best Poems of 1943, so you will understand that I am not writing this letter from any personal motive. Miss Aida Reubens is genuinely interested in helping struggling poets, and she gives a good deal of time to this object, which could be much more profitably used in her own work, of which she sells a very great deal.

B. R. Gibbs








2580. Review of Last Essays by J. A. Spender; Palestine, Land of Promise by Walter Clay Lowdermilk; Selected Writing by Reginald Moore

Manchester Evening News, 23 November 1944

J. A. Spender, the famous Liberal journalist, editor for many years of the “Westminster Gazette” (which was swallowed in 1928 by the “Daily News”), was born in 1863 and died when the present war was well under way.1 He knew Lloyd George and Lord Grey, he had often talked with Gladstone, he had met Browning and Matthew Arnold, he had seen Disraeli, and at Oxford he had studied under Ruskin.

Inevitably his memories are the most interesting thing about him, but the publishers are justified in claiming on the dust jacket that these essays are “just as applicable to our times as when they first appeared.”

Spender stood for the very best traditions of old-style English journalism—traditions that included not only a most vigilant regard for truthfulness and freedom of expression but also a respect for the intellect, which is not too common to-day.2

There is a little anecdote in the book which unconsciously illustrates this. In the eighties Spender was editing a very obscure provincial newspaper, and Matthew Arnold had been engaged to deliver a lecture to the local literary and philosophical society.

Arnold called on Spender and asked him not to publish a report of the lecture, as if it were unprinted he could sell it elsewhere. Spender assured him that this was useless, since all the other local papers would be certain to report it; and it emerges that his own report was to take up five columns.

One can hardly imagine a lecture by Matthew Arnold, or anyone resembling him, being “news” to that extent to-day!

When he writes of liberty, and especially the liberty of the Press, Spender makes one realise what an advantage it was to have formed one’s dominant ideas in the nineteenth century. Few modern people are able to be so unafraid of the consequences of liberty.

In 1937, when appeasement was in fashion, we find him boldly speaking out against the European dictatorships, and in 1940, when Britain’s situation was desperate, we find him still insisting that it pays to tell the truth and that honest criticism must not be silenced.

Nor was he frightened of taking the unpopular side. One of his last pieces of writing is a defence of Chamberlain. No doubt Chamberlain’s policy was wrong and Spender was mistaken in defending it, but still at that date (November, 1940) it took courage to plunge into print, voluntarily, on such a subject.

This is only a slight book and some of the essays in it were hardly worth reprinting, but it would be worth reading merely for the reminiscences of Gladstone, Grey, Botha, Haig and others. And there are some excellent remarks in it here and there. For instance:


“The saviours of their country are in fact, for the most part, disagreeable and dangerous people. As history shows, it is almost as great a misfortune for a country to be ‘saved’ as to be ruined outright.

“When a country has been saved, the saviour should, like the poet in Plato’s republic, be crowned with garlands and conducted to the frontier.”



An amusing item is a letter to Spender’s nephew, Mr. Stephen Spender, expressing his views (unfavourable) on contemporary poetry. But even there Spender keeps his head and is willing to admit—remembering the reception that some of Browning’s poems had from his contemporaries—that he may be wrong.

Dr. Lowdermilk’s book is a well-documented account of the achievement of the Zionist settlers in Palestine, with some impressive photographs of dense forests and populous cities in places which were desert only 20 years ago.

The author is an American expert on soil conservation. He produces much evidence to show that the desiccation of Palestine in modern times (it was a flourishing province under the Romans) is not due to any change of climate but to the inefficient agricultural methods of the Arabs and to their all-devouring herds of goats.

He favours the setting up of a Jordan Valley authority, similar to the Tennessee Valley authority, and considers that by this means the soil of Palestine could be made to support another four million human beings. This would solve the “Jewish Question” once and for all.

Though not a Jew himself, Dr. Lowdermilk is a warm supporter of Zionism. His book deserves to be read, but with the proviso that applies to all Zionist and pro-Zionist literature—that there is also an Arab viewpoint, and, owing to the fact that the Arabs have little footing in the Press outside their own country, it seldom gets a hearing.

The collection of stories and poems in “Selected Writing” consists mostly of hitherto unpublished material, and is above the average level of present-day anthologies.

Specially deserving of mention are a short story of Army life by Alun Lewis, who was recently killed in Burma; and another by Fred Urquhart, who has a remarkable gift for constructing neat stories with convincing dialogue.

There is an amusing trifle by Maclaren-Ross, a fragment of Alex Comfort’s recently published novel, “The Power House,” and a good Welsh story by Rhys Davies.

The poems selected by J. Tambimuttu3 and prefaced by some cryptic remarks suggesting clique warfare, include contributions from George Barker, Ruthven Todd, Julian Symons, and Kathleen Raine.

[Fee: £8.0.0; 21.11.44]




2581. ‘As I Please,’ 49

Tribune, 24 November 1944

There have been innumerable complaints lately about the rudeness of shopkeepers. People say, I think with truth, that shopkeepers appear to take a sadistic pleasure in telling you that they don’t stock the thing you ask for. To go in search of some really rare object, such as a comb or a tin of boot polish, is a miserable experience. It means trailing from shop to shop and getting a series of curt or actually hostile negatives. But even the routine business of buying the rations and the bread is made as difficult as possible for busy people. How is a woman to do her household shopping if she is working till six every day while most of the shops shut at five? She can only do it by fighting round crowded counters during her lunch hour. But it is the snubs that they get when they ask for some article which is in short supply that people dread most. Many shopkeepers seem to regard the customer as a kind of mendicant and to feel that they are conferring a favour on him by selling him anything. And there are other justified grievances—for instance, the shameless overcharging on uncontrolled goods such as secondhand furniture, and the irritating trick, now very common, of displaying in the window goods which are not on sale.

But before blaming the shopkeeper for all this, there are several things one ought to remember. To begin with, irritability and bad manners are on the increase everywhere. You have only to observe the behaviour of normally longsuffering people like ’bus conductors to realise this. It is a neurosis produced by the war. But, in addition, many small independent shopkeepers (in my experience you are treated far more politely in big shops) are people with a well-founded grievance against society. Some of them are in effect the ill-paid employees of wholesale firms, others are being slowly crushed by the competition of the chain stores, and they are often treated with the greatest inconsiderateness by the local authorities. Sometimes a rehousing scheme will rob a shopkeeper of half his customers at one swoop. In war time this may happen even more drastically owing to bombing and the call-up. And war has other special irritations for the shopkeeper. Rationing puts a great deal of extra work on to grocers, butchers, etc., and it is very exasperating to be asked all day long for articles which you have not got.

But after all, the main fact is that at normal times both the shop assistant and the independent shopkeeper are downtrodden. They live to the tune of “the customer is always right.” In peace time, in capitalist society, everyone is trying to sell goods which there is never enough money to buy, whereas in war time money is plentiful and goods scarce. Matches, razor blades, torch batteries, alarm clocks and teats for babies’ feeding bottles are precious rarities, and the man who possesses them is a powerful being, to be approached cap in hand. I don’t think one can blame the shopkeeper for getting a bit of his own back, when the situation is temporarily reversed. But I do agree that the behaviour of some of them is disgusting, and that when one is treated with more than normal haughtiness it is a duty to the rest of the public not to go to that shop again.

Examining recently a copy of Old Moore’s Almanac, I was reminded of the fun I used to extract in my boyhood from answering advertisements. Increase your height, earn five pounds a week in your spare time, drink habit conquered in three days, electric belts, bust developers and cures for obesity, insomnia, bunions, backache, red noses, stammering, blushing, piles, bad legs, flat feet and baldness—all the old favourites were there, or nearly all. Some of these advertisements have remained totally unchanged for at least thirty years.

You cannot, I imagine, get much benefit from any of these nostrums, but you can have a lot of fun by answering the advertisements and then, when you have drawn them out and made them waste a lot of stamps in sending successive wads of testimonials, suddenly leaving them cold. Many years ago I answered an advertisement from Winifred Grace Hartland (the advertisement used to carry a photograph of her—a radiant woman with a sylphlike figure), who undertook to cure obesity. In replying to my letter she assumed that I was a woman—this surprised me at the time, though I realise now that the dupes of these advertisements are almost all female. She urged me to come and see her at once. “Do come,” she wrote, “before ordering your summer frocks, as after taking my course your figure will have altered out of recognition.” She was particularly insistent that I should make a personal visit, and gave an address somewhere in London Docks. This went on for a long time, during which the fee gradually sank from two guineas to half a crown, and then I brought the matter to an end by writing to say that I had been cured of my obesity by a rival agency.

Years later I came across a copy of the cautionary list which Truth used to issue from time to time in order to warn the public against swindlers. It revealed that there was no such person as Winifred Grace Hartland, this swindle being run by two American crooks named Harry Sweet and Dave Little. It is curious that they should have been so anxious for a personal visit, and indeed I have since wondered whether Harry Sweet and Dave Little were actually engaged in shipping consignments of fat women to the harems of Istanbul.

Everyone has a list of books which he is “always meaning to read,” and now and again one gets round to reading one of them. One that I recently crossed off my list was George Bourne’s Memoirs of a Surrey Labourer.1 I was slightly disappointed with it, because, though it is a true story, Bettesworth, the man it is about, was not quite an ordinary labourer. He had been a farm worker, but had become a jobbing gardener, and his relation with George Bourne was that of servant and master. Nevertheless there is some remarkable detail in it, and it gives a true picture of the cruel, sordid end with which a lifetime of heavy work on the land is often rewarded. The book was written more than thirty years ago, but things have not changed fundamentally. Immediately before the war, in my own village in Hertfordshire, two old men were ending their days in much the same bare misery as George Bourne describes.

Another book I recently read, or rather re-read, was The Follies and Frauds of Spiritualism, issued about twenty years ago by the Rationalist Press Association. This is probably not an easy book to get hold of, but I can equally recommend Mr. Bechhofer Roberts’s book on the same subject. An interesting fact that these and similar books bring out is the number of scientists who have been taken in by spiritualism. The list includes Sir William Crookes, Wallace the biologist, Lombroso, Flammarion the astronomer (he afterwards changed his mind, however), Sir Oliver Lodge,2 and a whole string of German and Italian professors. These people are not perhaps, the topnotchers of the scientific world, but you do not find, for instance, poets in comparable numbers falling a prey to the mediums. Elizabeth Barrett Browning is supposed to have been taken in by the famous medium Home, but Browning himself saw through him at a glance and wrote a scarifying poem about him (Sludge the Medium).3 Significantly, the people who are never converted to spiritualism are conjurors.




2582. Review of A Critical History of English Poetry by Herbert J. C. Grierson and J. C. Smith

The Observer, 26 November 1944

A book of 521 pages, which starts with “Beowulf” and ends with Mr. Henry Treece, necessarily lays the emphasis on history rather than on criticism. This book, which deals at varying lengths with something over 300 English poets, is primarily a work of reference, and as such it will be extremely useful in these days when libraries are scattered and minor classics often unprocurable.

The authors trace the development of English poetry from the Dark Ages onwards, following more or less the usual methods of classification. A few major poets get a chapter to themselves, and Irish and Scottish poetry are given their due share of attention. Poetic drama is adequately dealt with, and even hymns are not despised. But in so inclusive a book it seems a pity that there is almost no mention of comic verse, which till recently often contrived to be a species of poetry, and a species in which the races of the British Isles were pre-eminent. There is no reference to Barham, Thackeray, or Lewis Carroll, for instance, and Calverley only just makes the grade. Mr. Belloc is dismissed with the remark that “some of his sonnets, epigrams, and ‘cautionary’ rhymes are not yet forgotten,” which is, to put it mildly, an understatement. Nor is there any mention of the English nursery rhymes—a pity, not only because some of them are true poems, but because the authors could have done a public service by pointing out the disgraceful fact that no full collection of nursery rhymes has ever been printed.

The purpose for which the average reader consults a book of this kind is to be told something about the lesser-known poets (the fifteenth-century ones, for instance), or about such works as “The Faerie Queene,” which he knows he ought to admire but feels disinclined to read. Necessarily he has to take a good deal on trust. But there is one way in which the critical judgments in such a book can be tested—that is, by seeing what it says about contemporary poetry, on which no established body of opinion yet exists. It is astonishing how badly many anthologies and works of academic criticism emerge from this test. The “Oxford Book of English Verse” is an example. It is a good selection up to the point at which the compiler had to begin using his own judgment, after which it deteriorates noticeably.

Professor Grierson and Dr. Smith, however, have kept well in touch with recent developments, and perhaps even give contemporary verse more space than it deserves. There is, indeed, much in their judgment that one might quarrel with. They confess to a preference for the Georgians (we are told of Mr. Ralph Hodgson, for instance, that “almost all he has written is memorable”), they only mention Hopkins very shortly, and though they give Mr. Eliot a page or two they do not mention the Sweeney poems, and make only a slighting reference to “Prufrock.” Pound is excluded from mention on what appear to be political grounds, and Joyce is not spoken of as a verse-writer, although he wrote the only successful villanelle in English.1 But still, the authors do not share the delusion, only too common with the possessors of great learning, that literature stopped about forty years ago. They are willing to take seriously not merely Auden and MacNeice but even Dylan Thomas and the Apocalyptics. The ordinary reader who is not a scholar can therefore accept what they tell him about (say) Henryson or Traherne or Shenstone with some confidence.

The book’s greatest weakness—perhaps, however, it could not have been avoided without making the book much longer—is that it says only the minimum about the social background of literature. Changes of form, subject-matter, and language are recorded, but only very briefly explained. After the English language has settled into more or less its modern shape—at about the beginning of the sixteenth century, say—the striking thing about English poetry is its diversity and the ebb and flow of certain moods. In one age almost anyone seems capable of writing a passable lyric poem, while in another, perhaps less than a hundred years later, the lyric seems almost to have vanished. Throughout the greater part of the eighteenth century the heroic couplet is almost the only mode, Shakespeare is only doubtfully admired, and Pope’s rewriting of Chaucer is looked upon as an improvement; then, quite suddenly, the classical style of writing seems stilted and even ridiculous, and poetry is governed for more than a hundred years by the wildest romanticism.

Professor Grierson and Dr. Smith do make some attempt to relate such changes as these to major historical events, but on the whole they treat the history of poetry as the history of individuals or of “schools” centring on individuals. This was, perhaps, unavoidable if they were to mention so many poets as they contrive to do, but frequently as one reads one finds oneself wishing for more background information—more explanation of why the English were once the most musical people in Europe and then fell from that position, or why one age should ignore Nature, another worship it, and another find it slightly horrifying. However, the authors no doubt narrowed their field intentionally, and what they set out to do they have done successfully. It is an informative book, and anyone who buys it is likely to keep it.

[Fee: £10.0.0; 24.11.44]




2583. To Gleb Struve

28 November 1944 Typewritten


In ‘As I Please,’ 48, 17 November 1944 (see 2579), Orwell referred to falsifying history by altering dates, a technique he would satirise in Nineteen Eighty-Four. On 19 November, Gleb Struve1 wrote to him giving further examples of this as practised by Soviet Communists. He was prompted, he wrote, to draw Orwell’s attention to


a curious official Soviet publication called “Reference Calendar for 1944” which contains two chronological tables entitled “Principal dates in the history of the USSR” and “Principal dates in modern history”. If you look up the year 1939 in the former you will find that there were no events of note between “the 18th Congress of the Communist Party” (March 10–21) and “the crossing by the Red Army of the Soviet frontier for the defence of the lives and property of the peoples of western Ukraine and western Belorussia” (Sept. 17th). No mention of the Soviet German Pact of August 1939. Nor is it mentioned in the other table where events of international importance are listed. Here you have: “The seizure of Tirana (Albania’s capital) by Italy. The suppression of Albania’s independence” (April 1939) and “Germany’s attack on Poland. The outbreak of war in Europe” (Sept. 1, 1939). There is, of course, no tampering with dates here, but the Soviet-German pact is simply struck out of history: the omission serves a propaganda purpose, though events of lesser national and international importance are mentioned.

In the domestic chronological table there is also the following remarkable entry: “1936, June 18. — The villainous murder of M. Gorky by the Trotskyist-Zinovievist-Bukharinist bandits.”

Should you wish to use this information in print, I would ask you to withhold my name.



Orwell replied:



Tribune

Dear Mr. Struve,

Many thanks for the information. I’ll no doubt have an opportunity to make use of it some time, and, as you ask, I won’t mention your name.2

Yours sincerely,
[Signed] Geo. Orwell
George Orwell




2584. Review of Noblesse Oblige—Another Letter to Another Son by James Agate; Perspective for Poetry by Jack Lindsay

Manchester Evening News, 30 November 1944

Some months ago Sir Osbert Sitwell wrote a little book entitled “A Letter To My Son,”1 which was in effect a plea for the independence, or even the irresponsibility, of the artist. The son (an imaginary son, thought of as an artist or writer) was counselled to regard himself as an Ishmael, and preserve his intellectual integrity at no matter what cost.

Now Mr. James Agate2 has written a vigorous, not to say violent, reply, in which he asserts that the artist is not to be treated as a special kind of being, but has the same obligations as any other citizen.

Much of what Mr. Agate says is justified. It is quite true that the artist cannot exist in a vacuum and that he has an interest in defending our own relatively free society against conquest from without. The plea that writers and artists ought to be exempted from military service has not much to recommend it.

All the same, Sir Osbert Sitwell’s main point is only partly met, and the tone of Mr. Agate’s reply will antagonise many people who might be disposed to agree with him.

In a healthy society everyone would be an artist of sorts. In our own society the artist is an exceptional person, and he has to practise cunning—not, indeed, to keep alive, but to keep his soul his own.

Instead of seeing this as a temporary and evil phenomenon, Mr. Agate chooses to regard it as a law of nature. The average person, he says, is totally unmoved by art or literature, and he implies that this will always be so. “Let me say,” he says, “that I have little or no belief in the power of education.

“So far as I can see, it leads the child out of the darkness of healthy ignorance into the much denser night of soul-destroying commonness,” and he implies all the way through that he sympathises, or partly sympathises, with the average man’s contempt for the arts. There are the usual jeers against “highbrows,” the people who compose “an unintelligible poem” or paint “a picture of three sardines swimming in a top-hat,” while golf, cricket, and other pastimes are declared to have “moved the ordinary man more than all the poets put together.”

What Mr. Agate does not see is that it is exactly this attitude, common enough in the general public and encouraged by people like himself, that makes artists and intellectuals irresponsible. If you treat people as pariahs, they behave like pariahs.

Some of the younger English writers and artists have behaved in an unworthy way in the present war, and a species of individualism, usually calling itself anarchism, is probably on the upgrade. But the solution is not to congratulate the ordinary man on his bad taste. The solution, ultimately, is through the education which Mr. Agate disbelieves in. Sir Osbert Sitwell’s pamphlet deserves a better answer.

Mr Jack Lindsay is a different proposition. He is dealing with almost exactly the same subject—the position of the poet in present-day society—but his short pamphlet contrives also to be a compressed history of the literary movement from the last war onwards, with some backward glances at earlier periods.

It must be one of the ablest pieces of Marxist literary criticism that have been written for some years past. It is not easy reading, partly because the need to squeeze his material into 25 pages causes Mr. Lindsay to write in a sort of shorthand, but it is well worth the effort it entails.

Mr. Lindsay’s thesis is that poetry can only truly flourish in a classless society. In the primitive past there was no conflict between the individual and the group. There was a collective consciousness of the whole tribe, and the poet, who was also a priest, merely expressed in a heightened form what was felt by everybody else. He was an exceptional being, but he was not isolated in the same sense as the modern intellectual.

With the appearance of class distinctions and class conflict, the communal basis of poetry disappeared, and with it the freedom of the poet, who was now necessarily at odds with his environment.

His position will only be fully restored when the classless society is established, but even in our own age he can be relatively free so long as he recognises and accepts the necessary drift of history. He is most truly individual when he surrenders his individuality to the struggle for the classless society.

The various attempts and failures to do this are illustrated by the successive schools of poetry that have flourished in this country in the last 30 years—Housman and the Georgians, the war poets, Mr. Eliot and his followers, the Auden group, and finally Mr. Herbert Read and the young anarchist-pacifist poets who have appeared during the last few years.

In very broad terms there is little doubt that Mr. Lindsay’s theory is correct, but one has to be on one’s guard against his political loyalties.

He does not say but he implies that to throw oneself into the struggle for the classless society means joining the Communist party, or at least being in sympathy with it. There is, however, no strong reason for thinking that the various Communist parties of the world are likely or even anxious to bring a classless society into existence, and Mr. Lindsay’s refusal to countenance any but his own version of Marxism leads him into a false assumption.

He claims that those who reject orthodox Communism do so because they fear discipline and wish to cling to an intellectual liberty which is, in fact, illusory.

No doubt that is the motive in some cases, but certainly not in all. On the whole, the best literary brains of our time have rejected Communism not because it entailed discipline but because it involved them in falsification.

A writer who joins the Communist party is involved, sometimes quite directly, in the sordid game of power politics, and there are various issues on which it is very difficult for him to write what he knows to be the truth. He can, of course, toe the line, but at a fearful intellectual price.

This accounts for the fact—and it ought not to be a fact if Mr. Lindsay’s theory were quite watertight—that over a quarter of a century the whole Communist movement has produced so little worthwhile literature.

But that does not invalidate Mr. Lindsay’s main theory. The poet is most free, least isolated from his fellows, when he is helping the historical process along—that much one can accept while disagreeing with Mr. Lindsay about the exact nature and tempo of the historical process.

This is a good pamphlet, and an effective counterblast against the frank declarations of irresponsibility that have been made by various young poets recently.

[Fee: £8.0.0; 28.11.44; it is not recorded by Orwell in his Payments Book whether he was paid for his rejoinder to Agate, published on 21 December 1944.]


James Agate replied in the Manchester Evening News, 21 December 1944; his reply was published in the same series as Orwell’s reviews (‘Life, People and Books’) and under the heading ‘Agate and Orwell.’


In his review of my book, “Noblesse Oblige—Another Letter to Another Son,” Mr. George Orwell provides yet one more example of the tangled web woven for themselves by those who mistake feeling for thinking. Here is Mr. Orwell:

“Mr. Agate implies all the way through that he sympathises, or partly sympathises, with the average man’s contempt for the arts … while golf, cricket, and other pastimes are declared to have moved the ordinary man more than all the poets put together.”

Consider here this passage from my book:

“To define the flame of ecstasy is to go back to the first principles of all art. Shortly we may allege the passionate quest for beauty, the search for light that never was on sea or land, the expression of all that some mysterious madness has taught the artist to be supremely worth while setting down in word or paint or sound, the effort to perpetuate beyond the grave and in terms of his art that consciousness of the world about him which has been said to be civilised man’s ‘Marvel and treasure.’ ”

How can Mr. Orwell think it possible that a man who has written this can sympathise, or partly sympathise, with contempt for the arts? And is it not a fact that our football stadiums, cricket grounds, boxing rings, and racecourses draw more adherents than the Old Vic?3

Mr. Orwell pretends that I congratulate the ordinary man on his bad taste. This shows how completely he has misread my book. Here in simple words is the argument of noblesse oblige, which is a reply to Sir Osbert Sitwell’s “A Letter to My Son.”

It would be easier perhaps if I tabulate it:

(1) Sir Osbert says that a man should be prepared to fight and die for the flowers of his country’s soil. I say that he should fight for his country’s soil.

(2) Sir Osbert would have all artists exempt from war-service. I say that all artists should be conscripted, leaving it for other judgment to decide whether by continuing in their art they will serve their country better. Examples: William Walton, John Gielgud, Robert Helpmann, Tommy Trinder.4

(3) Sir Osbert maintains that art is more than life’s most exquisite decoration, that it is life’s “finest and most spiritual essence.” I agree, but I also ask whom that finest essence affects and reaches? Obviously it is only those who are capable of appreciating art, say ten per cent of the community. And I contend that just as Shakespeare imparts ecstacy to those capable of understanding Shakespeare, so Alec James5 imparted ecstacy to non-art-lovers. If actors are to be exempt, why not footballers?

(4) War, says Sir Osbert, may kill a budding Shakespeare. Yes, but it may also kill a budding Churchill, Lutyens, Eddington, Horder, Augustus John. Wherefore, if artists are exempt, potentially great men in all kinds must be exempt. It is absurd to exempt a Malcolm Sargent and not a Malcolm Campbell.6

(5) Sir Osbert says that the best way of getting to understand another nation is to understand its works of art.

To which I reply that Englishmen should not let their love of Goethe, Heine, Bach, Beethoven, and Wagner blind them to the German mentality in the matter of war-making.

To conclude, I do not sympathise with the average man’s contempt for the arts. I do not congratulate him on his lack of taste. The last page of my little book contains these words: “I realise that the taste of the Walworth Road is low, and I hold that 95 per cent of it cannot be improved. I may be wrong, but I am putting my case at its strongest. I maintain that it is the duty of the artist to fight for the Walworth Road, however low its taste, as manfully and resolutely as the Walworth Road fights for—heaven forgive me—its betters.”

I cannot understand how a man of Mr. Orwell’s intelligence can take this for sympathy with low taste, or congratulation on its possession.

I deplore the standard of taste in this country. I say that it is the duty of those whose standard is higher to fight for those less happily endowed.

If any reader of the above can find any words into which to put more plainly what I obviously mean, I promise to use them in my little book’s next edition.



Orwell responded in the same issue of the Manchester Evening News:



It would take too long to answer Mr. Agate’s objections one by one, but there are two points that I would like to take up:

1. Contempt for the Artist: Mr. Agate’s little book is sown all the way through with the usual contemptuous asides about “Bloomsbury,” and remarks such as “even intellectuals are thinking beings,” quite obviously with the purpose of enlisting the highbrow-baiting section of the public on his side. In addition he condones or even approves the current lack of taste by stating that the pleasure that the spectators get out of cricket, horse-racing, etc., is of the same nature as the pleasure that can be derived from poetry or music.

“I say that cricket has moved the ordinary man to the top of his spiritual bent, and that all infinities are equal.” This is repeated in various forms over and over again. It follows from this that a good cricketer is just as valuable a being as a good poet. The point Mr. Agate doesn’t meet, however, is that poets are a lot rarer than cricketers, and that what they do has a value, or can have a value, that is not purely ephemeral.

Shakespeare has made life more worth living for ten generations of Englishmen, while W. G. Grace, even granting that his famous stroke which broke the clock in the Lord’s pavilion was somehow the eqivalent of Macbeth or King Lear, is already a fading memory.

In the decay of the Byzantine Empire, who can doubt that Mr. Agate’s then equivalent was pointing out that the mob got much more kick out of the chariot races than out of the verses of Homer? But Homer is still there, while the chariot-drivers are forgotten. And more than this, in looking back we can see the spectacles of the Roman arena for what they were—dope to keep the masses from thinking. Our own commercialised sport will have the same appearance when society regains its mental health.

Isn’t there, therefore, some reason for thinking that poetry, music, and painting, in spite of the hordes of charlatans they admittedly attract, are more important to the human race than cricket, golf, or pugilism?

I fully agree with Mr. Agate—and I said so—that the artist as such has no right to claim exemption from National Service. But I notice that Mr. Agate, while vociferously opposing exemption for poets, is in favour of exempting popular entertainers. “Obviously,” he says, “a wise Government will not put a bayonet into the hands of a William Walton, a Constant Lambert, a Clifford Curzon, a Noel Coward, a John Gielgud, or a Tommy Trinder.”

In practice, of course, the Government does not put bayonets into the hands of people of that kind, but does put them into the hands of writers, painters, etc., if they are young enough. Several of our more promising younger writers have been killed already, and the war of 1914–18 caused a positive slaughter of poets. Looking back, I think it might have been better for the human race if the authorities had seen fit to exempt Wilfred Owen and conscript Horatio Bottomley.

2. Contempt for the Common Man: Although calling the common man, or ordinary man, to his aid on almost every page, Mr. Agate shows his contempt for him by asserting that he not only has not but can never be expected to have any feeling for the arts. “I realise that the taste of the Walworth Road is low, and I hold that 95 per cent of it cannot be improved.” And he firmly declares his disbelief in the power of education. It follows that the ugliness and vulgarity of modern machine civilisation are unalterable, and that the artist, who caters for a tiny minority, is a mere excrescence on society, a producer of “pretty things.”

Sir Osbert Sitwell, it is worth noticing, was less contemptuous of the ordinary man.

The working classes, he said, are less actively hostile to the arts than the comfortable middle classes. But the point Mr. Agate misses is that bad taste is not an ineradicable human characteristic. Shakespeare was a popular writer, the plays of Aristophanes were popular entertainments, and to this day there are primitive peoples among whom good taste is all but universal.

We in this country have bad taste, as we have bad teeth, because of complex but discoverable social causes. It is a thing to be fought against, and an important part of the fight devolves on the artist and the critic. The artist fights against it by preserving his integrity; the critic fights against it by educating the public. And flattery is not a form of education. To assume that the big public is inevitably composed of fools, and then to imply that there is something lovable and even meritorious in being a fool, is less useful and less admirable than retreating to an ivory tower with all the windows barred.




2585. ‘Funny, But Not Vulgar’

1 December 1944; Leader Magazine, 28 July 19451

The great age of English humorous writing—not witty and not satirical, but simply humorous—was the first three-quarters of the nineteenth century.

Within that period lie Dickens’s enormous output of comic writings, Thackeray’s brilliant burlesques and short stories, such as The Fatal Boots and A Little Dinner at Timmins’s, Surtees’s Handley Cross, Lewis Carroll’s Alice in Wonderland, Douglas Jerrold’s Mrs. Caudle’s Curtain Lectures, and a considerable body of humorous verse by Thomas Barham, Thomas Hood, Edward Lear, Arthur Hugh Clough, Charles Stuart Calverley, and others. Two other comic masterpieces, F. Anstey’s Vice Versa and the two Grossmiths’ Diary of a Nobody, lie only just outside the period I have named. And, at any rate until 1860 or thereabouts, there was still such a thing as comic draughtsmanship, witness Cruikshank’s illustrations to Dickens, Leech’s illustrations to Surtees, and even Thackeray’s illustrations of his own work.

I do not want to exaggerate by suggesting that, within our own century, England has produced no humorous writing of any value. There have been, for instance, Barry Pain, W. W. Jacobs, Stephen Leacock,2 P. G. Wodehouse, H. G. Wells in his lighter moments, Evelyn Waugh, and—a satirist rather than a humorist—Hilaire Belloc. Still, we have not only produced no laugh-getter of anything like the stature of Pickwick Papers, but, what is probably more significant, there is not and has not been for decades past, any such thing as a first-rate humorous periodical. The usual charge against Punch, that it “isn’t what it was,” is perhaps unjustified at this moment, since Punch is somewhat funnier than it was ten years ago: but it is also very much less funny than it was ninety years ago.

And comic verse has lost all its vitality—there has been no English light verse of any value within this century, except Mr. Belloc’s, and a poem or two by Chesterton—while a drawing that is funny in its own right, and not merely because of the joke it illustrates, is a great rarity.

All this is generally admitted. If you want a laugh you are likelier to go to a music-hall or a Disney film, or switch on Tommy Handley,3 or buy a few of Donald McGill’s postcards, than to resort to a book or a periodical. It is generally recognised, too, that American comic writers and illustrators are superior to our own. At present we have nobody to set against either James Thurber or Damon Runyan.

We do not know with certainty how laughter originated or what biological purpose it serves, but we do know, in broad terms, what causes laughter.

A thing is funny when—in some way that is not actually offensive or frightening—it upsets the established order. Every joke is a tiny revolution. If you had to define humour in a single phrase, you might define it as dignity sitting on a tintack. Whatever destroys dignity, and brings down the mighty from their seats, preferably with a bump, is funny. And the bigger the fall, the bigger the joke. It would be better fun to throw a custard pie at a bishop than at a curate. With this general principle in mind, one can, I think, begin to see what has been wrong with English comic writing during the present century.

Nearly all English humorists to-day are too genteel, too kind-hearted and too consciously lowbrow. P. G. Wodehouse’s novels, or A. P. Herbert’s verses, seem always to be aimed at prosperous stockbrokers whiling away an odd half hour in the lounge of some suburban golf course. They and all their kind are dominated by an anxiety not to stir up mud, either moral, religious, political or intellectual. It is no accident that most of the best comic writers of our time—Belloc, Chesterton, “Timothy Shy” and the recent “Beachcomber”—have been Catholic apologists; that is, people with a serious purpose and a noticeable willingness to hit below the belt. The silly-ass tradition in modern English humour, the avoidance of brutality and horror of intelligence, is summed up in the phrase funny without being vulgar. ‘Vulgar” in this context usually means “obscene,” and it can be admitted at once that the best jokes are not necessarily dirty ones. Edward Lear and Lewis Carroll, for instance, never made jokes of that description, and Dickens and Thackeray very rarely.

On the whole, the early-Victorian writers avoided sex jokes, though a few, for instance Surtees, Marryatt and Barham, retained traces of eighteenth-century coarseness. But the point is that the modern emphasis on what is called “clean fun” is really the symptom of a general unwillingness to touch upon any serious or controversial subject. Obscenity is, after all, a kind of subversiveness. Chaucer’s “Miller’s Tale” is a rebellion in the moral sphere, as Gulliver’s Travels is a rebellion in the political sphere. The truth is that you cannot be memorably funny without at some point raising topics which the rich, the powerful and the complacent would prefer to see left alone.

I named above some of the best comic writers of the nineteenth century, but the case becomes much stronger if one draws in the English humorists of earlier ages—for instance, Chaucer, Shakespeare, Swift and the picaresque novelists, Smollett, Fielding and Sterne. It becomes stronger, again, if one considers foreign writers, both ancient and modern: for example, Aristophanes, Voltaire, Rabelais, Boccaccio and Cervantes. All of these writers are remarkable for their brutality and coarseness. People are tossed in blankets, they fall through cucumber frames, they are hidden in washing baskets, they rob, lie, swindle, and are caught out in every conceivable humiliating situation. And all great humorous writers show a willingness to attack the beliefs and the virtues on which society necessarily rests. Boccaccio treats Hell and Purgatory as a ridiculous fable, Swift jeers at the very conception of human dignity, Shakespeare makes Falstaff deliver a speech in favour of cowardice in the middle of a battle. As for the sanctity of marriage, it was the principal subject of humour in Christian society for the better part of a thousand years.

All this is not to say that humour is, of its nature, immoral or anti-social. A joke is at most a temporary rebellion against virtue, and its aim is not to degrade the human being but to remind him that he is already degraded. A willingness to make extremely obscene jokes can co-exist with very strict moral standards, as in Shakespeare. Some comic writers, like Dickens, have a direct political purpose, others, like Chaucer or Rabelais, accept the corruption of society as something inevitable; but no comic writer of any stature has ever suggested that society is good.

Humour is the debunking of humanity, and nothing is funny except in relation to human beings. Animals, for instance, are only funny because they are caricatures of ourselves. A lump of stone could not of itself be funny; but it can become funny if it hits a human being in the eye, or if it is carved into human likeness.

However, there are subtler methods of debunking than throwing custard pies. There is also the humour of pure fantasy, which assaults man’s notion of himself as not only a dignified but a rational being. Lewis Carroll’s humour consists essentially in making fun of logic, and Edward Lear’s in a sort of poltergeist interference with common sense. When the Red Queen remarks, “I’ve seen hills compared with which you’d call that one a valley,” she is in her way attacking the bases of society as violently as Swift or Voltaire. Comic verse, as in Lear’s poem The Courtship of the Yonghy-Bonghy-Bò, often depends on building up a fantastic universe which is just similar enough to the real universe to rob it of its dignity. But more often it depends on anti-climax—that is, on starting out with high-flown language and then suddenly coming down with a bump. For instance, Calverley’s lines:


Once, a happy child, I carolled

On green lawns the whole day through,

Not unpleasingly apparelled

In a tightish suit of blue,



in which the first two lines would give the impression that this is going to be a sentimental poem about the beauties of childhood. Or Mr. Belloc’s various invocations to Africa in The Modern Traveller:


O Africa, mysterious land,

Surrounded by a lot of sand,

And full of grass and trees …

Far land of Ophir, mined for gold

By lordly Solomon of old,

Who, sailing northward to Perim,

Took all the gold away with him



And left a lot of holes, etc.4

Bret Harte’s sequel to Maud Muller, with such couplets as—


But the very day that they were mated

Maud’s brother Bob was intoxicated



plays essentially the same trick, and so in a different way do Voltaire’s mock epic, La Pucelle, and many passages in Byron.

English light verse in the present century—witness the work of Owen Seaman, Harry Graham, A. P. Herbert, A. A. Milne and others—has mostly been poor stuff, lacking not only in fancifulness but in intellectuality. Its authors are too anxious not to be highbrows—even, though they are writing in verse, not to be poets. Early-Victorian light verse is generally haunted by the ghost of poetry; it is often extremely skilful as verse, and it is sometimes allusive and “difficult.” When Barham wrote—


Your Callipyge’s injured behind,

Bloudie Jack,

Your de Medici’s injured before,

And your Anadyomene’s injured in so many

Places, I think there’s a score,

If not more,

Of her fingers and toes on the floor



he was performing a feat of sheer virtuosity which the most serious poet would respect. Or, to quote Calverley again, in his Ode to Tobacco:


Thou, who when fears attack,

Bidst them avaunt, and Black

Care, at the horseman’s back

Perching, unseatest;

Sweet when the morn is grey,

Sweet when they’ve cleared away

Lunch, and at close of day

Possibly sweetest!



Calverley is not afraid, it will be seen, to put a tax on his reader’s attention and to drag in a recondite Latin allusion.5 He is not writing for lowbrows, and—particularly in his Ode to Beer—he can achieve magnificent anti-climaxes because he is willing to sail close to true poetry and to assume considerable knowledge in his readers.

It would seem that you cannot be funny without being vulgar—that is, vulgar by the standards of the people at whom English humorous writing in our own day seems mostly to be aimed. For it is not only sex that is “vulgar.” So are death, childbirth and poverty, the other three subjects upon which the best music-hall humour turns. And respect for the intellect and strong political feeling, if not actually vulgar, are looked upon as being in doubtful taste. You cannot be really funny if your main aim is to flatter the comfortable classes: it means leaving out too much. To be funny, indeed, you have got to be serious. Punch, for at least forty years past, has given the impression of trying not so much to amuse as to reassure. Its implied message is that all is for the best and nothing will ever really change.

It was by no means with that creed that it started out.


A letter from Harry Fowler in response to this article was published in Leader Magazine on 11 August 1945. He said: ‘Anybody dealing with humorous writing in our century ought to mention the late Neil Lyons.6 Many of those who have read “Arthurs,” “Sixpenny Pieces,” etc. will urge that Neil Lyons deserves a place alongside, if not above, W. W. Jacobs.’






2586. ‘As I Please,’ 50

Tribune, 1 December 1944

V2 (I am told that you can now mention it in print so long as you just call it V2 and don’t describe it too minutely)1 supplies another instance of the contrariness of human nature. People are complaining of the sudden unexpected wallop with which these things go off. “It wouldn’t be so bad if you got a bit of warning,” is the usual formula. There is even a tendency to talk nostalgically of the days of V1. The good old doodle-bug did at least give you time to get under the table, etc., etc. Whereas, in fact, when the doodlebugs were actually dropping, the usual subject of complaint was the uncomfortable waiting period before they went off. Some people are never satisfied. Personally, I am no lover of V2, especially at this moment when the house still seems to be rocking from a recent explosion, but what most depresses me about these things is the way they set people talking about the next war. Every time one goes off I hear gloomy references to “next time,” and the reflection: “I suppose they’ll be able to shoot them across the Atlantic by that time.”2 But if you ask who will be fighting whom when this universally expected war breaks out, you get no clear answer. It is just war in the abstract—the notion that human beings could ever behave sanely having apparently faded out of many people’s memories.

Maurice Baring, in his book on Russian literature, which was published in 1907 and must have been the means of introducing many people in this country to the great Russian novelists, remarks that English books were always popular in Russia. Among other favourites he mentions The Diary of a Nobody (which, by the way, is reprinted by the Everyman Library, if you can run across a copy).

I have always wondered what on earth The Diary of a Nobody could be like in a Russian translation, and indeed I have faintly suspected that the Russians may have enjoyed it because when translated it was just like Chekov. But in a way it would be a very good book to read if you wanted to get a picture of English life, even though it was written in the ’eighties and has an intensely strong smell of that period. Charles Pooter is a true Englishman both in native gentleness and his impenetrable stupidity. The interesting thing, however, is to follow this book up to its origins. What does it ultimately derive from? Almost certainly, I think, from Don Quixote, of which, indeed, it is a sort of modern anglicised version. Pooter is a high-minded, even adventurous man, constantly suffering disasters brought upon him by his own folly, and surrounded by a whole tribe of Sancho Panzas. But apart from the comparative mildness of the things that befall him, one can see in the endings of the two books the enormous difference between the age of Cervantes and our own.

In the end the Grossmiths have to take pity on poor Pooter. Everything, or nearly everything, comes right, and at the last there is a tinge of sentimentality which does not quite fit in with the rest of the book. The fact is that, in spite of the way we actually behave, we cannot any longer feel that the infliction of pain is merely funny. Nietzsche remarks somewhere that the pathos of Don Quixote may well be a modern discovery. Quite likely Cervantes didn’t mean Don Quixote to seem pathetic—perhaps he just meant him to be funny and intended it as a screaming joke when the poor old man has half his teeth knocked out by a sling-stone. However this may be with Don Quixote, I am fairly certain that it is true of Falstaff. Except possibly for the final scene in Henry V, there is nothing to show that Shakespeare sees Falstaff as a pathetic as well as a comic figure.3 He is just a punching-bag for fortune, a sort of Billy Bunter with a gift for language. The thing that seems saddest to us is Falstaff’s helpless dependence on his odious patron, Prince Harry, whom Sir John Masefield aptly described as a “disgusting beefy brute.” There is no sign, or, at any rate, no clear sign, that Shakespeare sees anything pathetic or degrading in such a relationship.

Say what you like, things do change. A few years ago I was walking across Hungerford Bridge with a lady aged about sixty or perhaps less. The tide was out, and as we looked down at the beds of filthy, almost liquid mud, she remarked:

“When I was a little girl we used to throw pennies to the mudlarks down there.”

I was intrigued and asked what mudlarks were. She explained that in those days professional beggars, known as mudlarks, used to sit under the bridge waiting for people to throw them pennies. The pennies would bury themselves deep in the mud, and the mudlarks would plunge in head first and recover them. This was considered a most amusing spectacle.

Is there anyone who would degrade himself in that way nowadays? And how many people are there who would get a kick out of watching it?

Shortly before his assassination, Trotsky had completed a Life of Stalin. One may assume that it was not an altogether unbiased book, but obviously a biography of Stalin by Trotsky—or, for that matter, a biography of Trotsky by Stalin—would be a winner from a selling point of view. A very well-known American firm of publishers were to issue it. The book had been printed and—this is the point that I have been waiting to verify before mentioning this matter in my notes—the review copies had been sent out when the U.S.A. entered the war. The book was immediately withdrawn, and the reviewers were asked to co-operate in “avoiding any comment whatever regarding the biography and its postponement.”

They have co-operated remarkably well. This affair has gone almost unmentioned in the American Press and, as far as I know, entirely unmentioned in the British Press, although the facts were well known and obviously worth a paragraph or two.

Since the American entry into the war made the U.S.A. and the U.S.S.R. allies, I think that to withdraw the book was an understandable if not particularly admirable deed. What is disgusting is the general willingness to suppress all mention of it. A little while back I attended a meeting of the P.E.N. Club, which was held to celebrate the tercentenary of Areopagitica, Milton’s famous tract on the freedom of the Press. There were countless speeches emphasising the importance of preserving intellectual liberty, even in wartime. If I remember rightly, Milton’s phrase about the special sin of “murdering” a book was printed on the P.E.N. leaflet for the occasion. But I heard no references to this particular murder, the facts of which were no doubt known to plenty of people there.

Here is another little brain-tickler. The following often-quoted passage comes from Act V of Shakespeare’s tragedy, Timon of Athens:


Come not to me again: but say to Athens

Timon hath made his everlasting mansion

Upon the beachèd verge of the salt flood:

Who once a day with his embossed froth

The turbulent surge shall cover.



This passage contains three errors. What are they?


On 22 December 1944, Tribune published this letter from J. T. Price on ‘Mudlarking,’ to which Orwell had referred:


The old lady’s story about the mudlarks of Hungerford Bridge seems to have surprised your columnist, although the episode probably dates back fifty years. It may surprise Mr. Orwell even more to learn that up to quite recent years gangs of boys and youths could be seen any day of the week diving for coins at low tide in the ooze banks down at Portsmouth (or was it Southampton?).4

When I first saw this spectacle I was frankly revolted, and asked a nearby police constable on the quayside if nothing could be done to stop it. “Good gracious, no, sir!” he said. “This is where the local lads begin their apprenticeship before going to sea.” They would completely disappear in a sea of grey slime, and come up a few moments later grasping the treasure in a state of indescribable filth. I believe more recently some London showmen attempted to commercialise this depraved form of entertainment by staging mud bath “all-in” wrestling.

P.S. The Tories will probably revive this latter sport in the near future.








2587. To Frank Barber

5 December 1944      Typewritten

Tribune

Dear Sir,

Apart from what I said in my column,1 the only detail I know personally is that the American firm which was to publish Trotsky’s book was Harper’s. Also that two other books of similar tendency (one of them by an ex-Soviet diplomat named Barmine)2 were withdrawn about the same time.

The people who might be able to tell you more about this are the editors of the “Partisan Review”, 45 Astor Place, New York 3, N.Y., U.S.A. If writing to them you could mention me as they know me. It was in a back number of the Partisan Review that I came upon the fact that the review copies of the book had been sent out. I wanted to be sure of this before mentioning the matter.

Another “murdered” book is Chiang Kai-Shek’s book written a year or two ago, in which I believe he criticises British imperialism very violently.3

Yours truly,
[Signed] Geo. Orwell
George Orwell


Barber, who was assistant editor of the Leeds Weekly Citizen, replied on 8 December.


Thank you for your letter and for the information regarding Trotsky’s suppressed book. Since I wrote to you a friend has told me that he knows of the book, but he insists that it was a life on° Lenin, not Stalin. He is going to try to clear up this point, and as he has gone up to London for the Labour Party conference I am holding up my note for the Citizen until he returns.

A long time ago I heard that a book by Alexander° Barmine was to be published in America, but as I heard nothing more I took it that Barmine had either died or failed to find a publisher.

You may be interested in an experience of ours concerning Barmine. At the beginning of 1938 we published in the Citizen a proclamation by Barmine addressed to the League for the Rights of Man in Paris, in which he gave his record of service for Soviet Russia and expressed his horror at the Moscow trials and some other developments in Russia. Six months later we received a letter from a reader saying he had sent our story to Moscow and asked for explanation. He told us that he received no reply to his first letter, but when he wrote again he received a denial that Barmine ever existed! On this information our reader practically accused us of lying. However, we were able to discover that the Paris correspondent of the Daily Herald had interviewed Barmine and that the New York Times had published three articles by Barmine.



For Orwell’s response, see 15 December 1944, 2591.






2588. To Ralph C. Elsley

5 December 1944      Typewritten

Tribune

Dear Mr. Elsley,1

The vilanelle° I referred to is in “Portrait of the Artist”—the poem beginning “Are you not weary of ardent ways?” It is a true vilanelle and a very good one. They are very hard to do in English because of the lack of rhymes. There is one of John Davidson, but it is not much good.

Yours truly,
[Signed] Geo. Orwell
George Orwell




2589. Review of Bridge into the Future: Letters of Max Plowman

Manchester Evening News, 7 December 1944

One cannot read straight through a book of letters, especially so long a book as this, and for the average reader the main interest of this book will lie round about the years 1918 and 1935–41.

Purely personal things apart, there were two great preoccupations in Max Plowman’s life1—Blake’s poems (which he helped to edit) and pacifism. And it is in the years when war was looming up over the horizon or was actually raging that these letters have their deepest interest.

Even those who disapproved most strongly of Max Plowman’s pacifism were never angered by it, and they often made the rather curious comment that you could forgive him for being a pacifist because he was not a temperamental one. This was true enough, and these letters bring it out strongly.

He was by nature a rather pugnacious man, of strong physique and simple tastes, a lover of cricket and gardening, and in a sense not an intellectual. His pacifism was not bound up with any definite political programme, and indeed his political judgment was far from sound.

Towards the end of this book we find him assuming that Munich has saved the peace, and apparently believing, even as late as August, 1939, that war would be averted.

What he did possess, however, was an immovable sense of right and wrong, and a power of acting upon his convictions. He believed profoundly that—in his own words—“doing and being are more important than thinking,” and he was much more concerned with promoting the cause of peace by concrete actions than by arguments.

The earliest letters in this book show him as a man of nearly thirty, young for his age and naively pleased by the small amount of praise that his first book of poems had won for him. He came of a comfortable middle-class family (his parents were Plymouth Brethren, but this strain in his upbringing does not seem to have left much mark on him), and he followed a business career until he was in his late twenties.

At just about the time when he had begun to find his intellectual feet the war intervened, and in 1916 and 1917 he gathered the material for “A Subaltern on the Somme,” one of the best of the English war books, though not one of the best known.

Early in 1918 he was wounded and invalided home, and it was only after this, when he was in a place of safety, that he came to the conclusion that the killing of human beings can lead to no good result.

He did not reach this conclusion quickly—indeed in his earlier war letters he makes out a clearer case against pacifism than he was afterwards to make out in favour of it—but as soon as he had reached it he acted on it. He wrote to the adjutant of his regiment, stating that he had changed his mind about the war and resigning his commission.

One has got to cast one’s mind back to 1918 to appreciate the courage of this action. It was not merely that war hysteria had reached heights never approached in the present war, and the treatment of conscientious objectors was far more ruthless—a little earlier than this, indeed, the authorities were accused of silencing one poet by threatening to certify him as a lunatic.2

There was also the fact that at that date the unthinking “King and Country” type of patriotism was far more taken for granted than it is now.

Max Plowman had to fight against his upbringing, perhaps even against his feelings. But he did not hesitate when his mind was made up, and though in the event he was not sent to prison, he fully expected to be so when he wrote the fateful letter.

From about 1930 onwards Max Plowman was associated with the “Adelphi,” a magazine which never attained a large circulation but was remarkably enterprising both in encouraging young writers and letting its contributors say what they chose.

A few years later he met Dick Sheppard and Brigadier-General Crozier and by their joint efforts the Peace Pledge Union was founded. Max Plowman was its secretary for some years.

If one tries without evasion to answer the question “What are you going to do about Hitler?” it is difficult not to feel that the Peace Pledge Union is based on a mistaken world-view and that some of its activities have been mischievous. But somehow one cannot feel that any blame attaches to Max Plowman himself.

It is not only that his activities were always entirely unselfish, but that they were eminently practical. His deeds were better than his opinions.

Thus, when the Spanish Civil War broke out, Max Plowman and his group did not support the Spanish Republic very strongly, but on the other hand they took in 50 refugee Basque children and cared for them for a number of years.

Max Plowman approved of the Munich settlement, but in a letter to the “Manchester Guardian” he suggests that the British Government should follow it up by paying compensation to all the Czech refugees from the Sudetenland. And his answer to the problem of the German Jews was to advocate unlimited Jewish immigration into Britain—a plan which was never put into operation, of course, but which might have averted the death or suffering of millions of people.

The later letters in the book are concerned mostly with the Adelphi centre at Langham, in Essex. Having started out as a socialist summer school, this had developed early in the war into an agricultural colony for conscientious objectors.

Both Max Plowman and his friend, Middleton Murry, believed that colonies of this kind could play rather the same part as was played by the Christian monasteries in the Dark Ages—that is, they could be centres of peace in a warring world, and could gradually extend their influence to the rest of society.

This idea is probably a mistaken one. It does not take account of the fact that modern tyrannies are much more thorough than anything that existed in the Dark Ages, and that in a world where such oases were really necessary, they would not be allowed to survive.

But Max Plowman’s favourite saying was “Pacifism is friendship in action,” and he could hardly think of pacifism except in terms of mutual help and manual work done in common.

He did not write easily, and after 30 years largely given up to writing he did not leave many books behind. But he was a good correspondent and, curiously enough, his letters are much more vivid and witty than most of his published works.

Those who knew and loved him, even when they thought him wrongheaded, will be glad that so large a number of his letters have been recovered and put on record.

[Fee: £8.0.0; 6.12.44]




2590. ‘As I Please,’ 51

Tribune, 8 December 1944

For years past I have been an industrious collector of pamphlets,1 and a fairly steady reader of political literature of all kinds. The thing that strikes me more and more—and it strikes a lot of other people, too—is the extraordinary viciousness and dishonesty of political controversy in our time. I don’t mean merely that controversies are acrimonious. They ought to be that when they are on serious subjects. I mean that almost nobody seems to feel that an opponent deserves a fair hearing or that the objective truth matters so long as you can score a neat debating point. When I look through my collection of pamphlets—Conservative, Communist, Catholic, Trotskyist, Pacifist, Anarchist or what-have-you—it seems to me that almost all of them have the same mental atmosphere, though the points of emphasis vary. Nobody is searching for the truth, everybody is putting forward a “case” with complete disregard for fairness or accuracy, and the most plainly obvious facts can be ignored by those who don’t want to see them. The same propaganda tricks are to be found almost everywhere. It would take many pages of this paper merely to classify them, but here I draw attention to one very widespread controversial habit—disregard of an opponent’s motives. The key-word here is “objectively.”

We are told that it is only people’s objective actions that matter, and their subjective feelings are of no importance. Thus, pacifists, by obstructing the war effort, are “objectively” aiding the Nazis: and therefore the fact that they may be personally hostile to Fascism is irrelevant. I have been guilty of saying this myself more than once. The same argument is applied to Trotskyists. Trotskyists are often credited, at any rate by Communists, with being active and conscious agents of Hitler; but when you point out the many and obvious reasons why this is unlikely to be true, the “objectively” line of talk is brought forward again. To criticise the Soviet Union helps Hitler: therefore “Trotskyism is Fascism,” And when this has been established, the accusation of conscious treachery is usually repeated.

This is not only dishonest; it also carries a severe penalty with it. If you disregard people’s motives, it becomes much harder to foresee their actions. For there are occasions when even the most misguided person can see the results of what he is doing. Here is a crude but quite possible illustration. A pacifist is working in some job which gives him access to important military information, and is approached by a German secret agent. In those circumstances his subjective feelings do make a difference. If he is subjectively pro-Nazi he will sell his country, and if he isn’t, he won’t. And situations essentially similar though less dramatic are constantly arising.

In my opinion a few pacifists are inwardly pro-Nazi, and extremist Left-wing parties will inevitably contain Fascist spies. The important thing is to discover which individuals are honest and which are not, and the usual blanket accusation merely makes this more difficult. The atmosphere of hatred in which controversy is conducted blinds people to considerations of this kind. To admit that an opponent might be both honest and intelligent is felt to be intolerable. It is more immediately satisfying to shout that he is a fool or a scoundrel, or both, than to find out what he is really like. It is this habit of mind, among other things, that has made political prediction in our time so remarkably unsuccessful.

The following leaflet (printed) was passed to an acquaintance of mine in a pub:


“LONG LIVE THE IRISH!

“The first American soldier to kill a Jap was Mike Murphy.

“The first American pilot to sink a Jap battleship was Colin Kelly.

“The first American family to lose five sons in one action and have a naval vessel named after them were the Sullivans.

“The first American to shoot a Jap plane was Dutch O’Hara.

“The first coastguardsman to spot a German spy was John Conlan.

“The first American soldier to be decorated by the President was Pat Powers.

“The first American admiral to be killed leading his ship into battle was Dan Callahan.

“The first American son-of-a-bitch to get four new tyres from the Ration Board was Abie Goldstein.”



The origin of this thing might just possibly be Irish, but it is much likelier to be American. There is nothing to indicate where it was printed, but it probably comes from the printing-shop of some American organisation in this country.2 If any further manifestos of the same kind turn up, I shall be interested to hear of them.

This number of Tribune includes a long letter from Mr. Martin Walter, Controller of the British Institute of Fiction-writing Science, Ltd., in which he complains that I have traduced him.3 He says (a) that he did not claim to have reduced fiction-writing to an exact science, (b) that numbers of successful writers have been produced by his teaching methods, and (c) he asks whether Tribune accepts advertisements that it believes to be fraudulent.

With regard to (a). “It is claimed by this Institute that these problems (of fiction-writing) have been solved by Martin Walter, who, convinced of the truth of the hypothesis that every art is a science at heart, analysed over 5,000 stories and eventually evolved the Plot Formula according to which all his own stories and those of his students throughout the world are constructed.” “I had established that the nature of the ‘plot’ is strictly scientific.” Statements of this type are scattered throughout Mr. Walter’s booklets and advertisements. If this is not a claim to have reduced fiction-writing to an exact science, what the devil is it?

With regard to (b). Who are these successful writers whom Mr. Walter has launched upon the world? Let us hear their names, and the names of their published works, and then we shall know where we are.

With regard to (c). A periodical ought not to accept advertisements which have the appearance of being fraudulent, but it cannot sift everything beforehand. What is to be done, for instance, about publishers’ advertisements, in which it is invariably claimed that every single book named is of the highest possible value? What is most important in this connection is that a periodical should not let its editorial columns be influenced by its advertisements. Tribune has been very careful not to do that—it has not done it in the case of Mr. Walter himself, for instance.

It may interest Mr. Walter to know that I should never have referred to him, if he had not accompanied the advertisement he inserted some time ago with some free copies of his booklets (including the Plot Formula), and the suggestion that I might like to mention them in my column. It was this that drew my attention to him. Now I have given him his mention, and he does not seem to like it.

Answer to last week’s problem. The three errors are:

(a) The “who” should be “whom.”

(b) Timon was buried below the high-tide mark. The sea would cover him twice a day, not once, as there are always two high tides within the twenty-four hours.

(c) It wouldn’t cover him at all, as there is no perceptible tide in the Mediterranean.




2591. To Frank Barber

15 December 1944      Typewritten

27B Canonbury Square
Islington
London N 1

Dear Mr. Barber,

Many thanks for your letter of 8th December. I am pretty sure it was a life of Stalin, not Lenin. I had heard of this from other sources, but on looking up again the copy of the “Partisan Review” which is my authority for the recall of the review copies, I find it definitely referred to as a “Life of Stalin.” This number of PR mentions 3 books as having been withdrawn in this way, the Stalin book, Barmine’s book, which was entitled “One who survived”, and “My Year in the USSR,” by G. E. R. Gedye, who used to be Moscow correspondent for the New York Times. I suppose the British Trotskyists could give further confirmation, but I have no contacts with them.

I was very interested in your note about Barmine. In my small way I have been fighting for years against the systematic faking of history which now goes on. I think you will be interested in article° which a friend of mine will publish shortly in “World Review”,1 dealing with some of the lies which have been used against Mihailovich.2 A Russian acquaintance (I can’t give his name3) writes to give me some details of the official Soviet publication “Reference Calendar for 1944.” This consists of chronological tables of important events, and the Russo-German pact of 1939 is not mentioned in it! My attention was first drawn to this deliberate falsification of history by my experiences in the Spanish civil war. One can’t make too much noise about it while the man in the street identifies the cause of Socialism with the USSR, but I believe one can make a perceptible difference by seeing that the true facts get into print, even if it is only in some obscure place.

A person who could probably give you some interesting information along these lines is the veteran (ex) Communist Ruth Fischer,4 who is in America. She can be found care of “Politics,” 45 Astor Place, New York 3, N.Y., U.S.A.

Yours sincerely
[Signed] Geo. Orwell
George Orwell




2592. ‘Oysters and Brown Stout’

Tribune, 22 December 19441

G. K. Chesterton said once that every novelist writes one book whose title seems to be a summing-up of his attitude to life. He instanced, for Dickens, Great Expectations, and for Scott, Tales of a Grandfather.

What title would one choose as especially representative of Thackeray? The obvious one is Vanity Fair, but I believe that if one looked more closely one would choose either Christmas Books, Burlesques, or A Book of Snobs—at any rate, one would choose the title of one of the collections of scraps which Thackeray had previously contributed to Punch and other magazines. Not only was he by nature a burlesque writer, but he was primarily a journalist, a writer of fragments, and his most characteristic work is not fully separable from the illustrations. Some of the best of these are by Cruikshank, but Thackeray was also a brilliant comic draughtsman himself, and in some of his very short sketches the picture and the letterpress belong organically together. All that is best in his full-length novels seems to have grown out of his contributions to Punch, and even Vanity Fair has a fragmentary quality that makes it possible to begin reading in it at almost any place, without looking back to see what has happened earlier.

At this date some of his major works—for instance, Esmond or The Virginians—are barely readable, and only once, in a rather short book, A Shabby Genteel Story, did he write what we should now regard as a serious novel. Thackeray’s two main themes are snobbishness and extravagance, but he is at his best when he handles them in the comic vein, because—unlike Dickens, for instance—he has very little social insight and not even a very clear moral code. Vanity Fair, it is true, is a valuable social document as well as being an extremely readable and amusing book. It records, with remarkable fidelity so far as physical detail goes, the ghastly social competition of the early nineteenth century, when an aristocracy which could no longer pay its way was still the arbiter of fashion and of behaviour. In Vanity Fair, and indeed throughout Thackeray’s writings, it is almost exceptional to find anyone living inside his income.

To live in a house which is too big for you, to engage servants whom you cannot pay, to ruin yourself by giving pretentious dinner parties with hired footmen, to bilk your tradesmen, to overdraw your banking account, to live permanently in the clutches of moneylenders—this is almost the norm of human behaviour. It is taken for granted that anyone who is not halfway to being a saint will ape the aristocracy if possible. The desire for expensive clothes, gilded carriages and hordes of liveried servants is assumed to be a natural instinct, like the desire for food and drink. And the people Thackeray is best able to describe are those who are living the fashionable life upon no income whatever—people like Becky Sharp and Rawdon Crawley in Vanity Fair, or the innumerable seedy adventurers, Major Loder, Captain Rook, Captain Costigan, Mr. Deuceace, whose life is an endless to-and-fro between the card-table and the sponging-house.

So far as it goes, Thackeray’s picture of society is probably true. The types he depicts, the mortgage-ridden aristocrats, the brandy-drinking army officers, the elderly bucks with their stays and their dyed whiskers, the matchmaking mothers, the vulgar City magnates, did exist. But he is observing chiefly externals. In spite of endless musings on the French Revolution, a subject that fascinated him, he does not see that the structure of society is altering: he sees the nation-wide phenomenon of snobbery and extravagance, without seeing its deeper causes. Moreover, unlike Dickens, he does not see that the social struggle is three-sided: his sympathies hardly extend to the working class, whom he is conscious of chiefly as servants. Nor is he ever certain where he himself stands. He cannot make up his mind whether the raffish upper class or the money-grubbing middle class is more objectionable. Not having any definite social, political or, probably, religious convictions, he can hardly imagine any virtues except simplicity, courage and, in the case of women, “purity.” (Thackeray’s “good” women, incidentally, are completely intolerable.) The implied moral of both Vanity Fair and Pendennis is the rather empty one: “Don’t be selfish, don’t be worldly, don’t live outside your income.” And A Shabby Genteel Story says the same thing in a more delicate way.

But Thackeray’s narrow intellectual range is actually an advantage to him when he abandons the attempt to portray real human beings. A thing that is very striking is the vitality of his minor writings, even of things that he himself must have thought of as purely ephemeral. If you dip almost anywhere in his collected works—even in his book reviews, for instance—you come upon the characteristic flavour. Partly it is the atmosphere of surfeit which belongs to the early nineteenth century, an atmosphere compounded of oysters, brown stout, brandy and water, turtle soup, roast sirloin, haunch of venison, Madeira and cigar smoke, which Thackeray is well able to convey because he has a good grip on physical detail and is extremely interested in food.

He writes about food perhaps more often even than Dickens, and more accurately. His account of his dinners in Paris—not expensive dinners, either—in Memorials of Gormandising is fascinating reading. The Ballad of the Bouillabaisse is one of the best poems of that kind in English. But the characteristic flavour of Thackeray is the flavour of burlesque, of a world where no one is good and nothing is serious. It pervades all the best passages in his novels, and it reaches its perfection in short sketches and stories like Dr. Birch and his Young Friends, The Rose and the Ring, The Fatal Boots and A Little Dinner at Timmins’s.

The Rose and the Ring is a sort of charade, similar in spirit to the Ingoldsby Legends; A Little Dinner at Timmins’s is a relatively naturalistic story, and The Fatal Boots is about midway between the two. But in all these and similar pieces Thackeray has got away from the difficulty that besets most novelists and has never been solved by any characteristically English novelist—the difficulty of combining characters who are meant to be real and exist “in the round” with mere figures of fun.

English writers from Chaucer onwards have found it very difficult to resist burlesque, but as soon as burlesque enters the reality of the story suffers. Fielding, Dickens, Trollope, Wells, even Joyce, have all stumbled over this problem. Thackeray, in the best of his short pieces, solves it by making all his characters into caricatures. There is no question of the hero of The Fatal Boots existing “in the round.” He is as flat as an ikon. In A Little Dinner at Timmins’s—one of the best comic short stories ever written, though it is seldom reprinted—Thackeray is really doing the same thing as he did in Vanity Fair, but without the complicating factor of having to simulate real life and introduce disinterested motives. It is a simple little story, exquisitely told and rising gradually to a sort of crescendo which stops at exactly the right moment. A lawyer who has received an unusually large fee decides to celebrate it by giving a dinner party. He is at once led into much greater expense than he can afford, and there follows a series of disasters which leave him heavily in debt, with his friends alienated and his mother-in-law permanently installed in his home. From start to finish no one has had anything from the dinner party except misery. And when, at the end, Thackeray remarks, “Why, in fact, did the Timminses give that party at all?” one feels that the folly of social ambition has been more conclusively demonstrated than it is by Vanity Fair. This is the kind of thing that Thackeray could do perfectly, and it is the recurrence of farcical incidents like this, rather than their central story, that makes the longer novels worth reading.




2593. Review of An Interlude in Spain by Charles d’Ydewalle, translated by Eric Sutton

The Observer, 24 December 1944

Unwilling witnesses are generally accounted the most reliable, and Mr. Charles d’Ydewalle is at least partly an unwilling witness against Franco’s Spain. He is a Belgian journalist (evidently a devout Catholic), and during the Spanish civil war he was a warm partisan of General Franco, in whose territory he appears to have spent some months. When his own country was subjugated by the Germans and he set out on the roundabout journey to England, he was quite confident that Nationalist Spain, whose “crusade” he had supported as best he could, would offer no obstacle. It was therefore with some surprise that he found himself arrested and flung into jail almost as soon as he had set foot on Spanish soil.

This was towards the end of 1941. He was not released until eight months later, and at no time did he discover what offence, if any, he was charged with. Presumably he had been arrested because his flight to England indicated Allied sympathies. He was incarcerated first of all in the Model Prison in Barcelona, which had been built to hold 700 prisoners and at this time was holding 8,000. Later he was placed in a concentration camp among refugees of many different nationalities. Here the conditions were comparatively sympathetic; it was possible to buy small luxuries; one could choose one’s hut mates, and there was international rivalry in the matter of digging tunnels under the barbed wire. It was the Model Prison that opened or partially opened Mr. d’Ydewalle’s eyes to the nature of the regime.

At the end of 1941, nearly three years after the ending of the civil war, people were still being shot, in this prison alone, at the rate of five or six a week. In addition there was torture, presumably for the purpose of extracting confessions, and on occasion the torturer “went too far.” Political prisoners and ordinary criminals were more or less mixed up together, but the majority of the prisoners were left-overs from the civil war, usually serving sentences of thirty years. In many cases, Mr. d’Ydewalle noted, this would take them to the ripe age of ninety-five or so. The shootings were carried out with the maximum of cruelty. No one knew, until the actual morning of execution, whether he was to be shot or not.

Early every morning there would be a trampling of boots and a clanking of bayonets along the corridor, and suddenly this door or that would be thrown open and a name called out. Later in the day the dead man’s mattress would be seen lying outside the cell door. Sometimes a man was reprieved and then shot a day or two later for some different offence. But there were no shootings on Sundays or holidays. The display of religiosity with which the life of the prison was conducted stuck in Mr. d’Ydewalle’s gizzard almost more than the cruelty.

Mr. d’Ydewalle spent only a day or two in Spain as a free man, but in the concentration camp he noted that the wretched Spanish soldiers who guarded them were glad to beg scraps of food from the better-off internees. He does not record things like this with any satisfaction, and is reluctant to draw their full moral. To the end, indeed, he seems to have remained convinced that in the civil war Franco was in the right, and that it was only afterwards that things went wrong. In prison he sometimes comforted himself with the thought that the wretched victims round about him had been doing the same thing to Nationalist sympathisers only a few years before. He reiterates his belief in “red atrocities,” and shows more than a trace of anti-Semitism.

The main impression that the book conveys is one of bewilderment. Why had he been locked up? How could the “glorious crusade” have led to this kind of thing? He even expresses astonishment that a regime calling itself Catholic could lend its support to Hitler and Mussolini: which does seem to be carrying simplicity rather far, since General Franco can hardly be accused of having concealed his political affiliations.

Naturally it is not easy for someone who in good faith supported the Nationalist cause at the time of the civil war to admit that the horrors of the Model Prison were implicit in the Nationalist regime from the beginning. But Mr. d’Ydewalle also had the handicap of coming from a comparatively orderly and well-governed country and therefore not having any preliminary understanding of totalitarianism.

The essential fact about a totalitarian regime is that it has no laws. People are not punished for specific offences, but because they are considered to be politically or intellectually undesirable. What they have done or not done is irrelevant. It took Mr. d’Ydewalle some time to get used to this idea, and, as he observed, there were other Western European prisoners who had difficulty in grasping it as well. When he had been several months in jail some British soldiers, escaped from France, came to join him. He told them about the shootings. At the beginning they flatly disbelieved him, and only gradually, as mattress after mattress appeared outside this cell or that, came to realise that what he said was true: whereupon they commented, not inaptly, “Well, give me England every time.”

This book is a useful footnote to history. The author’s simplicity of outlook is an advantage to him as a narrator. But, if one may make a guess, the next variant of General Franco who appears will not have Mr. d’Ydewalle’s support.

[Fee: £10.0.0; 22.12.44]




2593A. To Daniel George, 28 December 1944: see here




2594. Review of Lovely Is the Lee by Robert Gibbings; The Cup of Astonishment by Vera T. Mirsky

Manchester Evening News, 28 December 1944

It is difficult to be sure how much of Mr. Gibbings’s book to believe. Not that anything in his description of the climate, the flora and fauna, the wayside inns, and the casual conversations of western Ireland rings false—but is the belief in fairies (generally called, with propitiatory intention, “the good people”) really so general as he seems to imply?

“… Castle Hackett is the home of all the fairies in Mayo, as everyone knows. There was a field there that no man had ever ploughed. It was the field of the Battle of Athenry, and in that battle there was 10,000 killed.

“ ‘I don’t give a damn what was fought there,’ said the man. ‘One field is the same as another,’ he said. But his horses were very nervous when he put them to the plough. Well, he started away to turn the sod, and he hadn’t gone two furrows when a small little woman comes up to him. ‘What do you mean by destroying my houseen?’ said she. But, sure, he only laughed at her. And he went on with his work, and he finished the furrow he was on, and he was half-way back on the next when the plough fell out of his hands with the pain that struck him.

“He lay there on the ground and he couldn’t move so much as one toe inside his boot until the neighbours came out and carried him in. With that he got the pneumonia that near killed him. His two horses were dead inside a week. His wife died, and his children were ever ailing, his crops went bad, and the plough is lying to this day half-way down the furrow, and no man will touch it.”

Anecdotes of this kind occur every few pages. It is interesting to notice that though “the good people” are usually identifiable as fairies, they sometimes appear to be confused with ghosts. There are also many references to talking animals, seals which can change into human shape at will, and dreams which reveal the whereabouts of buried treasure.

There are also stories of mysterious horses which come out of the sea and can be caught and made to work, provided that a special kind of halter, made of straw, is used. A charming fancy, but it is hard to believe that the Irish peasants, wringing a livelihood from a stony soil, are much governed by superstitions of this kind.

However, Mr. Gibbings’s book is not exclusively concerned with fairies. It is the story of a visit to the valley of the Lee, in his native County Cork, with some excursions to the islands off the west coast.

“Cork,” says Mr. Gibbings, “is the loveliest city in the world. Anybody who doesn’t agree with me either was not born there or is prejudiced.”

And all allowance for the tenderness that anyone feels towards the countryside in which he spent his boyhood, it does appear that life in western Ireland has a peculiar leisurely charm, not easily found elsewhere in the modern world.

The smell of cows and peat smoke seems to hang about everything, and though nearly everyone works no one is in a hurry—the bus waits patiently at the roadside while an intending passenger does her hair—and fishing and shooting are more important than money.

The people’s speech has an almost poetic vividness. “That evening I asked a man if he could tell me the way to the college. ‘Know the way to the college?’ he said. ‘If I was to take off me two boots and put them on the pavement before me, they’d find their own way there.’ ”

Or here are two market women discussing matrimonial affairs—“But when I says to him, ‘How would she look under a cow?’ sure, that finished him. He never threw a thought to her since … But there’s Mary Ryan is getting married, and him without as much as you’d jink on a tombstone, and that small you could blow him off the palm of your hand.”

On another occasion a peer, with a double-barrelled title, is seen crossing the Market Place. “ ‘Isn’t that Lord Clare and Galway?’ said one farmer to another. ‘It is,’ said the other, ‘and both of them’s drunk.’ ”

Ireland is exceptionally rich in Bronze Age and Stone Age relics, and this book contains much curious information about megaliths and about the lake dwellings, similar to those of Switzerland, which are to be found in Lough Carra and elsewhere. It also contains a good deal of information about birds, about sea fishing, illicit whisky, place names, donkeys (which it seems were almost unknown in Ireland until the 19th century), fresh-water pearls and other out-of-the-way subjects.

There is an interesting digression on St. Brandon’s Isle, the imaginary island far out in the Atlantic, in whose existence the world continued to believe until not much more than a century ago. The text is illustrated with numerous black and white drawings done by the author. This is an attractive book for the odd half-hour, and remarkable for containing no direct mention of the war.

It is a far cry from the lonely lakes and mountains of Ireland to the concentration camps of Continental Europe. The publishers of “The Cup of Astonishment” are mistaken in describing it as a “most unusual book,” since essentially the same story has been told a number of times, but it deserves to be retold from time to time lest it be forgotten.

The author, a White Russian, was living in France at the outbreak of war, and was of doubtful political background—doubtful, that is to say, in the sense that she was known to be anti-Fascist.

As a result, like countless other anti-Fascists, she was promptly arrested and imprisoned without trial by the Daladier Government as soon as the war against Fascism began. The Russo-German pact and the resulting anti-war activities by the French Communists made it possible for the French authorities to claim that all “Reds” were traitors, but this was, of course, merely a pretext for crushing their political enemies.

The camp in which the author was confined contained 600 women, and it was impossible to find a single pro-Nazi among them. The pro-Nazis were at large, while those who had been fighting against Hitler since 1933 were in gaol, or at any rate under deep suspicion.

The author was released in 1940 and managed to get out of France soon after the German invasion of the U.S.S.R. There are tiresome passages in her book, resulting from a too-perfect political orthodoxy, but the description of the physical details of life in the camp, with its boredom, its unbearable overcrowding, and the deterioration of character in enforced idleness, is a valuable addition to prison literature.1




2595. ‘As I Please,’ 52

Tribune, 29 December 1944

I am indebted to an article by Mr. Dwight Macdonald in the September number of Politics, the New York monthly, for some extracts from a book entitled Kill—or Get Killed: a Manual of Hand-to-Hand Fighting by Major Rex Applegate.

This book, a semi-official American publication, not only gives extensive information about knifing, strangling, and the various horrors that come under the heading of “unarmed combat,” but describes the battle schools in which soldiers are trained for house-to-house fighting. Here are some sample directions:


“… Before entering the tunnel, the coach exposes dummy A and the student uses the knife on it. While the student is proceeding from target No. 1 to target No.4, the ‘Gestapo Torture Scene’ or the ‘Italian Cursing’ sequence is played over the loudspeaker … Target No. 9 is in darkness, and as the student enters this compartment the ‘Jap Rape’ sequence is used … While the coach is reloading the student’s pistol, the ‘Get that American son-of-a-bitch’ sequence is used. As the coach and student pass through the curtain into the next compartment, they are confronted by a dummy which has a knife stuck in its back, and represents a dead body. This dummy is illuminated by a green light and is not to be fired at by the student, although practically all of them do.”



Mr. Macdonald comments: “There is one rather interesting problem in operating the course. Although the writer never states so directly, it would seem there is danger that the student’s inhibitions will be broken down so thoroughly that he will shoot or stab the coach who accompanies him … The coach is advised to keep himself in a position to grab the student’s gun arm ‘at any instant’; after the three dummies along the course have been stabbed, ‘the knife is taken away from the student to prevent accident’; and finally: ‘There is no place on the course where total darkness prevails while instructor is near student.’ ”

I believe the similar battle courses in the British army have now been discontinued or toned down, but it is worth remembering that something like this is inevitable if one wants military efficiency. No ideology, no consciousness of having “something to fight for,” is fully a substitute for it. This deliberate brutalising of millions of human beings is part of the price of society in its present form. The Japanese, incidentally, have been experts at this kind of thing for hundreds of years. In the old days the sons of aristocrats used to be taken at a very early age to witness executions, and if any boy showed the slightest sign of nausea he was promptly made to swallow large quantities of rice stained the colour of blood.1

The English common people are not great lovers of military glory, and I have pointed out elsewhere that when a battle poem wins really wide popularity, it usually deals with a disaster and not a victory. But the other day, when I repeated this in some connection, there came into my head the once popular song—it might be popular again if one of the gramophone companies would bother to record it—“Admiral Benbow.” This rather jingoistic ballad seems to contradict my theory, but I believe it may have owed some of its popularity to the fact that it had a class war angle which was understood at the time.

Admiral Benbow, when going into action against the French, was suddenly deserted by his subordinate captains and left to fight against heavy odds. As the ballad puts it:


“Said Kirby unto Wade, ‘We will run, we will run,’

Said Kirby unto Wade, ‘We will run;

For I value no disgrace

Nor the losing of my place,

But the enemy I won’t face,

Nor his guns, nor his guns.’ ”



So Benbow was left to fight single-handed and, though victorious, he himself was killed. There is a gory but possibly authentic description of his death:


“Brave Benbow lost his legs, by chain shot, by chain shot,

Brave Benbow lost his legs, by chain shot:

Brave Benbow lost his legs

And all on his stumps he begs,

‘Fight on, my English lads,

’Tis our lot, ’tis our lot.’

The surgeon dressed his wounds, Benbow cries, Benbow cries,

The surgeon dressed his wounds, Benbow cries;

‘Let a cradle now in haste

On the quarter-deck be placed,

That the enemy I may face

Till I die, till I die.’ ”



The point is that Benbow was an ordinary seaman who had risen from the ranks. He had started off as a cabin boy. And his captains are supposed to have fled from the action because they did not want to see so plebeian a commander win a victory. I wonder whether it was this tradition that made Benbow into a popular hero and caused his name to be commemorated not only in the ballad but on the signs of innumerable public-houses?

I believe no recording of this song exists, but—as I discovered when I was broadcasting and wanted to use similar pieces as five-minute fill-ups—it is only one of a long list of old popular songs and folk songs which have not been recorded. Until recently, at any rate, I believe there was not even a record of “Tom Bowling” or of “Greensleeves,” i.e., the words as well as the music. Others that I failed to get hold of were “A cottage well thatched with Straw,” “Green grow the rushes, O,” “Blow away the morning dew,” and “Come lasses and lads.” Other well-known songs are recorded in mutilated versions, and usually sung by professional singers with such a stale perfunctoriness that you seem to smell the whisky and cigarette smoke coming off the record. The collection of recorded carols is also very poor. You can’t, I believe, get hold of “Minstrels and Maids,” “Like silver lamps in a distant shrine,” or “Dives and Lazarus,” or other old favourites. On the other hand, if you want a record of “Roll out the barrel,” “Boomps-a-daisy,” etc., you would find quite a number of different renderings to choose from.2

A correspondent in Tribune of December 15 expressed his “horror and disgust” at hearing that Indian troops had been used against the Greeks, and compared this to the action of Franco in using Moorish troops against the Spanish Republic.3

It seems to me important that this ancient red herring should not be dragged across the trail. To begin with, the Indian troops are not strictly comparable to Franco’s Moors. The reactionary Moorish chieftains, bearing rather the same relationship to Franco as the Indian Princes do to the British Conservative Party, sent their men to Spain with the conscious aim of crushing democracy. The Indian troops are mercenaries, serving the British from family tradition or for the sake of a job, though latterly a proportion of them have probably begun to think of themselves as an Indian army, nucleus of the armed forces of a future independent India. It is not likely that their presence in Athens had any political significance. Probably it was merely that they happened to be the nearest troops available.

But in addition, it is of the highest importance that Socialists should have no truck with colour prejudice. On a number of occasions—the Ruhr occupation of 1923 and the Spanish civil war, for instance—the cry “using coloured troops” has been raised, as though it were somehow worse to be shot up by Indians or Negroes than by Europeans. Our crime in Greece is to have interfered in Greek internal affairs at all: the colour of the troops who carry out the orders is irrelevant. In the case of the Ruhr occupation, it was perhaps justifiable to protest against the use of Senegalese troops, because the Germans probably felt this as an added humiliation, and the French may have used black troops for that very reason. But such feelings are not universal in Europe, and I doubt whether there is anywhere any prejudice against Indian troops, who are conspicuously well-behaved.

Our correspondent might have made the point that in an affair of this kind it is particularly mean to make use of politically ignorant colonial troops who don’t understand in what a dirty job they are being mixed up. But at least don’t let us insult the Indians by suggesting that their presence in Athens is somehow more offensive than that of the British.

In this issue, Tribune printed a letter from Mrs. O. Grant questioning the value of book reviews. Orwell takes this up, reproducing almost all of her letter, in ‘Books and the People: A New Year Message,’ Tribune, 5 January 1945; see 2598.




2596. Review of Flower of Evil: A Life of Charles Baudelaire by Edwin Morgan

The Observer, 31 December 1944

The general outline of Baudelaire’s life, his debts, his drug-taking, his Negro mistress, his almost infantile attachment to his mother and hatred of his blimpish stepfather, is well known. Except for his brief visit to Mauritius he never travelled further than Belgium, and in a physical sense his life was not adventurous. The two main factors in it were the morass of debts from which he never escaped, and his dependence, both financial and emotional, on his mother. To the last he continued writing to her, discussing all his projects, sending copies of his poems, boasting of future successes, and never once, apparently, arousing in her a flicker of interest in his work or any other reaction than a desire that he should “try to be like other people.” He died in her arms, a worn-out, white-haired old paralytic, at the age of forty-six.

It is impossible to feel that even with the best of luck Baudelaire’s life could have been in the ordinary sense successful. He wrote his own history in the famous line

Ses ailes de géant l’empêchent de marcher,1

and if he had been capable even for a moment of respectability or common sense we should probably never have heard his name. He is the poet of squalor, of perversity, of self-disgust, and of ennui, which Mr. Morgan inadequately translates as “boredom.” (There is no exact English equivalent of this word in the sense in which Baudelaire uses it. Perhaps taedium vitae would be a correct translation.) and it hardly seems worth re-telling his story unless one is willing to recognise the considerable element of moral revolt which his work contains.

Unfortunately, Mr. Morgan’s book is an attempt to build Baudelaire up into a good Catholic—or, at any rate, a “true” Catholic. The grounds for this are Baudelaire’s alleged return to the Church during his last year of life, and the claim that Baudelaire’s writings are essentially Christian, even when, as is often the case, he chooses to turn the Christian ethical code upside down. This claim has been made—and refuted—before. Even the concrete evidence by which Mr. Morgan seeks to prove Baudelaire’s orthodoxy, is very unsatisfactory.

The ultimate conversion seems to rest on the testimony of only two or three people. Did Baudelaire ever make any definite submission to the Church, and if so, was he sane when he made it? He lost the power of speech about a year before his death and does not seem ever to have regained it completely. This is only a short book and does not claim to be an exhaustive biography: still, it calls itself a “life”, and what is one to think of a “life” of Baudelaire which never once mentions that Baudelaire was syphilitic? Possibly Mr. Morgan does not believe that this was so—for it has been disputed—but he should at least have mentioned it and produced some other reason for Baudelaire’s death as a paralytic at forty-six. This is not merely a piece of scandal: it is a point upon which any biographer of Baudelaire must make up his mind. For the nature of the disease has a bearing not only on the poet’s mental condition during his last year but on his whole attitude to life.

Mr. Morgan’s implied claim throughout the book is that in writing of vice, folly, and their after-effects, Baudelaire is displaying a Christian understanding of the vanity of human happiness. He claims Baudelaire, in effect, as a Christian pessimist, and traces his known dislike of liberalism, democracy, and the idea of progress to other-worldliness. But how can anyone who is suffering from such a disease as Baudelaire’s be a disinterested witness on the question of whether earthly happiness is possible? Nor is it easy, on the evidence of Baudelaire’s writings, to feel that he was a Catholic in any other than a cultural or, as one might say, anthropological sense. He sometimes toyed with Satanism, but Satanism is not, as it is often declared to be, the mirror image of Christian belief.

This book gives the impression of having been written as propaganda rather than as either biography or criticism. The literal translations which accompany the many quotations from Les Fleurs du Mal show remarkable insensitivity. They are everywhere inadequate and in places doubtfully correct, and once or twice Mr. Morgan simply omits a phrase without indicating that anything has been left out. He does, however, give due praise to Miss Enid Starkie’s biography; and if that book is brought to the attention of a few new readers, his efforts will not have been wasted.

[Fee: £10.0.0; 29.12.44]




Notes

2379. ‘Mark Twain—The Licensed Jester’

1 See final sentence of the essay. For a short account of this pamphlet and Twain’s writings in a similar vein, see Milton Rugoff, Prudery and Passion: Sexuality in Victorian America (1972), 85–90. See also Orwell’s letter to Leonard Moore, 2 February 1934 (191) for his fruitless offer to write a short biography of Mark Twain.

2380. Review of Spain in Eclipse, 1937–1943 by E. Allison Peers; Behind the Spanish Mask by Lawrence Dundas

1 Also in 1943, under the name of Bruce Truscot, Profesor Peers published, Redbrick University. This included ‘The Nature and Aims of a Modern University,’ which proved influential in post-war British university development.

2 General José Sanjurjo Sacanell (1872–1936), a Nationalist (as was Franco), led a coup against the government of the Second Spanish Republic in August 1932. This failed; he was captured, tried, sentenced, then, in 1934, reprieved. He was killed when a plane sent to bring him from Lisbon to Burgos crashed on take-off. Sabotage was suspected, but the cause was more mundane. The plane, a small Puss Moth, was overloaded because Sanjurjo ‘insisted on taking with him a heavy suitcase, which contained a full-dress uniform for his use as head of the new Spanish State.’ The plane, which had been diverted by the Portuguese authorities to a small outlying airfield, failed to clear the surrounding pine trees. The pilot was injured but thrown clear; Sanjurjo was burned to death ‘—a victim of conformity rather than sabotage’ (Thomas, 254).

2381. To Alex Comfort

1 When Orwell writes on Tribune headed paper—the title is given in block capitals as THE TRIBUNE—only the word Tribune (in italics) is given here; the address, list of directors and officers, and so on are omitted.

2 Talking to India, 18 November 1943; see 2359 and 2360.

2382. To T. S. Eliot

1 Eliot replied on 30 November to say that he had heard Orwell had left the BBC but did not know what job he had taken. He would be very glad to have lunch, but was not free until Tuesday, 16 December. Orwell’s sentence asking Eliot to lunch lacks a question-mark.

2384. ‘Your Questions Answered’: Wigan Pier

1 See the illustration in George Orwell: The Road to 1984, by Peter Lewis, 51, and the English Tourist Board leaflet on Wigan (1988), which advertises a local exhibition, ‘The Way We Were’ (c. 1900) in the ‘Wigan Pier Heritage Centre,’ Wallgate.

2385. ‘As I Please,’ I

1 Orwell’s collection of pamphlets was willed to the British Museum. It is held by the British Library in forty-seven boxes (there is no box 22): call number, 1899 ss 1–21, 23–47 plus an index dated by the Library c. 1950 in box 48; see 3733 for partial contents lists. Orwell wrote to Geoffrey Gorer, 22 January 1946 (see 2870), saying that he was then cataloguing his collection with the secretary he had taken on, probably Siriol Hugh-Jones.

2 Robin Maugham (Robert Cecil Romer Maugham. 2nd Viscount Maugham. 1916–1981). barrister, prose writer, and dramatist, served in the army in World War II until invalided out in 1944. He succeeded his father as Viscount in 1950.

3 Orwell probably had in mind Major-General J. F. C. Fuller. He wrote a pamphlet, Back to Sanity, which was published by the British Union of Fascists in the thirties. He was listed by British Intelligence (MI5) as a prospective Gauleiter if the Germans had successfully occupied Britain (although in 1943 Orwell would not have known that). See 1316, n. 1.

4 The passages will be found on pages 168–69 and 208–9 of the second, corrected, edition of 1888. Orwell has ‘until’ for ‘till’ in the first sentence quotation, and ‘bottomless’ for ‘volcano’ in the last sentence.

5 From Reasons for Anger (1936) by Robert Stephen Briffault (1876–1948), Briffault was a surgeon (he served in France and Gallipoli in the First World War) and author. His books include The Decline and Fall of the British Empire, published in New York 1938, and in German and French respectively in Berlin, 1941, and Paris, 1943.

2386. To Leonard Moore

1 It was to be Animal Farm.

2 Critical Essays (1946) published in the United States as Dickens, Dali and Others: Studies in Popular Culture (1946).

3 Inside the Whale (1940). In his ‘Notes for My Literary Executor,’ 1949 (see 3728), Orwell states that ‘it is very difficult to get hold of, as stocks of the book were destroyed in the blitz.’

2387. To Henry Treece

1 Published in Tribune on 24 December 1943.

2389. Review of Arrival and Departure by Arthur Koestler; Jordan’s Tunis Diary by Philip Jordan

1 Robert Daniel Murphy (1894–1978), diplomat and author, special representative for the United States in North Africa. Jordan was not alone in expressing unease about the political situation there. King George VI wrote to Churchill on 22 February 1943 that he was not ‘at all happy’ about the position. He knew the British had to leave the political side of Operation Torch to the Americans, but he asked if there was not something that could be done to strengthen the hands of Harold Macmillan, Minister Resident at Allied Forces Headquarters, and General Harold Alexander, Commander-in-Chief, British and Allied Forces, Western Desert, in order ‘to make the two French sides come together.’ Churchill (who was ill) replied on the same day to say that although there was much that he would have had done differently, he did not feel seriously disturbed. ‘I am sure that Murphy’s aim is to uphold Giraud and to procure a quiet, tranquil government for the sixteen million people living in French North Africa. In this way alone would he gain any credit.’ Later in the letter he remarked: ‘The irruption of de Gaulle or his agents into this field, especially if forcibly introduced by us, would cause nothing but trouble. It is entirely his fault that a good arrangement was not made between the two French factions’ (The Second World War, II, 656–57; U.S.: The Hinge of Fate, 732–33). Giraud was forced to resign his position as Joint-President of the National Liberation Council in November 1943, King George seemed to have a better sense of the position than Churchill.

2 Admiral Jean François Darlan (1881–1942), a leading member of the Vichy government and Vichy’s Commander-in-Chief in Africa, sided with the Allies when they invaded North Africa. The Allies, in return, made him High Commissioner for North and West Africa. On 24 December 1942, he was assassinated in Algiers, by Bonnier de la Chappelle, who was executed two days later. The widespread disgust felt at the Allies treating with Darlan was well summed up by The Spectator, which asked whether Quislings everywhere could expect to receive ‘most-favoured-traitor treatment’ (quoted by Sagittarius (Olga Katzin), in Quiver’s Choice, 1945, 206). For Orwell’s review of Quiver’s Choice, Tribune, 7 September 1945, see 2744.

3 This was written as two separate items (as the opening of the second review suggests); see Orwell’s Payments Book for 27 November and 8 December 1943, 2831.

2390. To Philip Rahv

1 Orwell’s review of Beggar My Neighbour by Lionel Fielden, Horizon, September 1943; see 2257.

2 See headnote to Orwell’s letter to Macdonald, 11 December 1943, 2392.

3 Animal Farm.

4 Talking to India.

2391. ‘As I Please,’ 2

1 Thomas Edmund Dewey (1902–1971), Governor of New York for three successive terms (1942–54), was Republican Party’s Presidential candidate in 1944 and 1948; he lost both elections. He might well have attracted votes ‘of thoughtful Negroes’ because, as special prosecutor and district attorney, he won seventy-two of seventy-three prosecutions of racketeers involved in organised crime in New York.

2 Burmese Days, Penguin Books, published in May 1944. Orwell was alerted to the provision of an initial capital for ‘Negro’ by Cedric Dover during the proofing of Talking to India. Orwell had returned the proofs of Burmese Days to Penguin Books on 21 November 1943; see Payments Book, 2831, n. 3.

2392. To Dwight Macdonald

1 ‘Looking Back on the Spanish War’; the headnote lists the cuts. See 1421.

2 ‘Grandeur et décadence du roman policier anglais,’ Fontaine, 17 November 1943 (2357).

3 Orwell wrote ‘Raffles and Miss Blandish,’ which appeared in Horizon, October 1944; it was reprinted in Macdonald’s new journal, Politics, the following month with a slightly extended title: ‘The Ethics of the Detective story: from Raffles to Miss Blandish.’

4 Literary editor.

2393. ‘As I Please,’ 3

1 See ‘As I Please,’ 1, 3 December 1943, 2385.

2 Reviewed by Orwell, 9 December 1943; see 2389. Philip Jordan was a well-known war-time correspondent for the News Chronicle.

3 John Lemprière (d. 1824) produced his Bibliotheca Classica in 1788. It was revised many times and became known by the title given it here.

4 That is, against Hitler, not as his ally as in September 1939.

2394. Review of Collected Poems of W. H. Davies

1 Sir Henry Irving (John Henry Brodribb, 1838–1905), the outstanding Shakespearean actor of his time, was famed for his spectacular productions, especially at the Lyceum Theatre, London, which he managed for twenty-four years. He was the first actor to be knighted (1895).

2395. Review of Interglossa by Lancelot Hogben, Mr. Roosevelt by Compton Mackenzie

1 Semantics is a branch of philosophy concerned with the study of the changes in the meaning of words in the way of specialisation or generalisation [Orwell’s note].

2 Reviews and articles in the Manchester Evening News and the Evening Standard sometimes suffer from excessive fragmentation. There can be many more short paragraphs than is customary in Orwell’s writing. Presumably the copy editors thought their readers could manage only a small gobbet of information at one time. Compare the even shorter paragraphs of Orwell’s Paris articles of 1928–29 (see 81) and see the headnote to BBC News Review 30 (1267). No attempt has been made to reparagraph these articles; to do so would introduce even more uncertainties.

3 The original here and thrice later lacks an initial capital for ‘Basic’; this is more probably a copy-editor’s change rather than Orwell’s, for he was familiar with Hogben’s work.

4 See ‘As I Please,’ 9, 28 January 1944, 2412.

2396. ‘As I Please,’ 4

1 Georges Sorel (1847–1922), French philosopher, was an advocate of Direct Action—radical industrial action outside the parliamentary or constitutional framework. He supported syndicalism, not anarchism. T. E. Hulme translated Sorel’s Réflexions sur la violence (1906) as Reflections on Violence (New York, 1914; London, 1916); see James Joll, The Anarchists (2nd ed., 1980, 192–95).

2 Reviewed by Orwell, 9 December 1943, 2389.

3 A Carthaginian peace is one that is extremely harsh on the defeated party, leading to total destruction.

4 Orwell reviewed Reed’s Lest we Regret on 7 November 1943, see 2347, and 2347, n. 1 for a summary of Chesterton’s position.

2397. ‘Can Socialists be Happy?’ by ‘John Freeman’

1 The original has ‘Wells.’ The error may be the compositor’s (though ‘Hells’ would be more likely to give rise to ‘Wells’), but it is probable that this was Orwell’s mistake—a Freudian slip, perhaps.

2 Henry Fitz Gerald Heard (1889–1971), author, broadcaster, and lecturer. Among his many books were The Ascent of Humanity (1929), for which he was awarded a British Academy grant; The Social Substance of Religion (1931); This Surprising World (1932) and Science in the Making (1935), both titles of broadcast series, 1930–34 and 1934 respectively; The Source of Civilisation (1935); The Creed of Christ (1940); and The Riddle of the Flying Saucers (1950). Orwell may be referring to Heard’s Pain, Sex and Time (1939), which concluded with ‘an explanation of how Yoga could help Western men to reach peace within their inner selves’ (Robert Graves and Alan Hodge, The Long Week-End: A Social History of Great Britain 1918–1939 (1940).) Heard taught at U.S. universities in 1946, 1951–52, and 1955–56. See also 2713, n. 2.

3 Thomas Gray, ‘Elegy Written in a Country Churchyard,’ stanza 13.

2398. ‘As I Please,’ 5

1 On 15 December 1943 the Russians tried three Germans and a Ukrainian, whom they accused of the mass killing of Soviet civilians and the use of gas-extermination vans. The men were publicly hanged on 19 December. This was the first war crimes trial.

2 Until, and for some time after, the end of World War II, the 53, 53A, and 153 buses followed the general route north of the Thames now taken by the 159 (and at one time the 59 and 59 A). Thus Orwell would take a 53 from Trafalgar Square (into which The Strand runs, where he worked at Tribune’s offices) along Abbey Road in St John’s Wood, and alight near Alexandra Road. In those days that route passed St John’s Church, near Lord’s Cricket Ground; it has in recent years been diverted down Lisson Grove. The 53 now goes north to Camden Town.

3 Baedeker raids, named after the Baedeker Guide Books, were reprisals for raids by the RAF, especially those on Lubeck, Cologne, and Mainz in mid-1942. Cathedral cities such as Canterbury, York, and Exeter were chosen as the Luftwaffe’s targets. These cities were all of far greater touristic than military significance.

4 Whatever one’s views about the words and sentiments of ‘God Save the King’ (or Queen), the tune has much to recommend it, as musicians from Beethoven to lves have vividly demonstrated. As his choice of music for his broadcasts indicates, Orwell did not have a particularly subtle ear for music.

5 Possibly ‘restrictions’ was intended.

6 The year 4004 B.C. was calculated by a learned, if mistaken, Biblical scholar, James Ussher (1581–1656), Archbishop of Armagh, 1625. His chronology of Biblical events was printed in the margins of some editions of the Bible.

7 The Peace of Amiens, 27 March 1802, brought a temporary cessation in the Napoleonic Wars, 1800–15. Hostilities were resumed in 1803.

2400. Review of Allenby in Egypt by Field-Marshal Viscount Wavell

1 Allenby—A Study in Greatness.

2401. ‘As I Please,’ 6

1 The advertisement (which appeared on page 19) for ‘Tribune Short Story Competition’ offered a first prize of £25, a second prize of £10, and a third of £5. Stories should ‘preferably not exceed 1,500 words’ and ‘must in no case exceed 1,800 words.’ They were to be submitted by 31 March 1944. The advertisement was repeated on 18 and 25 February 1944. The first-prize story was ‘The Belt’ by David Morgan, published in Tribune on 12 May 1944; the second-prize story, ‘Repentence’ by Inez Gibson, was published the following week; and the third, ‘The Answer’ by Anne Dalton, appeared on 26 May 1944.

2 On 14 January 1944, an advertisement in Tribune by the British Institute of Fiction-writing Science, Ltd., Regent House, Regent Street, London, W.1., headed ‘What Is a Plot?,’ quoted the final sentence of this paragraph and suggested, in reply to Orwell, ‘that lack of plot is due not to any inhibition on the part of writers but to lack of knowledge as to what a “plot” is.’ ‘Who has ever defined a plot?’ the advertisement asked, and went on to claim that Martin Walter, Controller of the Institute, had solved this problem, and those who aspired to enter Tribune’s competition or to produce stories ‘for any existing market,’ could obtain Mr. Walter’s ‘Formula and his Scientific System of Fiction-writing’ by sending one guinea to the Institute. Orwell referred to Martin Walter’s advertisements in ‘As I Please,’ 51, Tribune, 8 December 1944; see 2590.

2403. To Leonard Moore

1 The collection was published in England by Seeker & Warburg on 14 February 1946 as Critical Essays, and in the United States by Reynal & Hitchcock, New York, on 29 April 1946 as Dickens, Dali & Others: Studies in Popular Culture. Of the essays mentioned, ‘Gandhi in Mayfair’ and those on Sherlock Holmes, Swift, and Hopkins are not included; not mentioned here, but included are ‘Boys’ Weeklies,’ ‘The Art of Donald McGill,’ and those on Dali, Koestler, and P. G. Wodehouse.

2 See 2357.

3 Animal Farm.

4 The English People.

2404. ‘As I Please,’ 7

1 ‘The Twentieth Century Revolution’ by Dennis Routh, a sixteen-page review of Burnham’s The Managerial Revolution and E. H. Carr’s The Conditions of Peace, Horizon, September 1942. James Burnham (1905–1987) was a professor of philosophy at New York University, 1932–54. His book The Managerial Revolution was published in 1941; a revised edition in 1972. The Machiavellians (1943), The Struggle for the World (1947), The Coming Defeat of Communism (1950), Suicide of the West (1964), and The War We Are In (1967) were among his many publications. He was educated at Princeton University and Balliol College, Oxford, and was co-editor, with Philip E. Wheelwright of The Symposium, 1930–33. From 1933 to about 1939 he was associated with the Trotskyist, Fourth Internationalist group, and, for a time, edited its journal, The New International. Following disagreement with Trotsky, he broke with Trotskyism and pursued what his obituary in The Times (4 August 1987) described as a ‘career of political prophecy and right-wing exaltation which brought him fame.’ He was a founder editor with William F. Buckley, Jr., of The National Review in 1955 and was associated with the journal until his death.

2405. London Letter, 15 January 1944

1 Allied Military Government.

2 Sir Richard Acland (1906–1990) became a Liberal M.P. in 1935; he announced his conversion to Socialism in 1939 and founded, in 1942, a new political party, Common Wealth, of which he became president. He was defeated as a Common Wealth candidate in 1945, then joined the Labour Party and entered Parliament at a by-election in 1947, representing Gravesend until 1955. From 1959 to 1974 he was a senior lecturer at St Luke’s College of Education, Exeter. In 1944 he gave his estates in Devon and Somerset to the nation, because ownership of large estates was a heavy burden on his conscience (SEAC News, South East Asia Command, No. 352, 26 December 1944). The standpoint taken by Common Wealth was Utopian Socialism. It supported the war effort but, with the anti-war Independent Labour Party, formed the only organised Socialist opposition to the political truce and the Churchill government. Acland was one of the most brilliant and effective orators in the country and could fill a large provincial hall despite the blackout. Common Wealth was largely financed and organised by a businessman, Alan P. Good (1906–1953), who mystified many of his colleagues. As he explained himself, he was not a Socialist but believed that Acland’s doctrines were good for industrial relations. However, he certainly made no discernible attempt to influence the party’s policies, and confined himself to organising and providing its finances. For Orwell’s profile of Acland in The Observer, 23 May 1943, see 2095.

3 Presumably in connexion with the programme ‘The Debate Continues.’

4 James Maxton (1885–1946), Independent Labour M.P., 1922–46; Chairman of the Independent Labour Party (ILP), 1926–31, 1934–39.

5 William Gallacher (1881–1965), Communist M.P., 1935–50, was the sole representative of his party in Parliament, 1935–45, but was then joined by Phil Piratin (who also lost his seat in 1950). Gallacher was Chairman of the Clyde Workers’ Committee during World War I and a member of the Communist International from 1920.

6 Regulation 18b, under the Emergency Powers (Defence) Act, enabled aliens to be imprisoned on grounds that they might give aid and comfort to the enemy; see 2467, n. 1.

7 The rumours were to be proved true. V-1 rockets were launched on London on the night of 13–14 June 1944, a week after D-Day. The first V-2 was launched against Paris on 6 September 1944 and on London on 8 September.

2407. Review of The Machiavellians by James Burnham

1 Gaetano Mosca (1858–1941), Italian jurist, Vilfredo Pareto (1848–1923), Italian economist and sociologist, and Robert Michels (1876–1936), German sociologist and economist, were all concerned with defining the nature and functions of political élites. Perhaps the most important work emanating from these theorists was Pareto’s Trattato di sociologia generale (1916), translated as Mind and Society (1935). Italian Fascism drew on Pareto’s theories.

2 For Georges Sorel, see 2396, n. 1.

3 Presumably The Managerial Revolution (see 2404) is intended.

2409. ‘Memories of the Blitz’

1 Barrage balloon, to make dive-bombing impracticable.

2 Metal railings were collected from around parks and gardens to be smelted down to provide raw material for war supplies.

3 A bomb shelter of corrugated iron set into earth, named after the Home Secretary, Sir John Anderson, who authorised its use in November 1938.

2410. ‘As I Please,’ 8

1 Unidentified. It was unlikely to be Shaw, who allowed extracts of his work to be broadcast, or O’Casey, who did a broadcast for Orwell on 5 September 1943 (though no correspondence with him survives from Orwell’s time at the BBC).

2 Orwell probably has the BBC service to India in mind. There was one radio to 3,875 people in India compared with 1 to 5.36 in England then, and broadcasts to India had to be made in several languages; see 892.

3 Orwell’s Albertine (or ‘near-Albertine’) was still flourishing at The Stores, Wallington, Hertfordshire, some fifty years later; see Pam Dajda, ‘Careful restoration of Orwell’s “awful” cottage,’ Cambridge Weekly News, 24 November 1988.

2411. To Dwight Macdonald

1 The essay, ‘Raffles and Miss Blandish,’ was published in England in Horizon, October 1944 (see 2538) and in the United States in Macdonald’s Politics, November 1944. Politics ran from Vol. 1, No. 1 to Vol. 6, No. 1, February 1944-Winter 1949, despite Macdonald’s doubts as to its prospects, expressed in a letter to Orwell, 21 February 1944.

2 Animal Farm.

3 The English People.

2412. ‘As I Please,’ 9

1 Suresh Vaidya had informed the Council for the International Recognition of Indian Independence some eighteen months earlier that ‘he would take his stand on purely political grounds and would never submit to medical examination.’ A campaign was prepared by the Council on this basis, but he did not take his stand on political grounds alone and he did submit to a medical examination. The Council therefore decided that it ‘could not base any public agitation on the case presented by Mr. Suresh Vaidya.’ This led to bitter dissension among groups supporting a campaign for Indian independence, and, in particular, an attack by Fenner Brockway (see 363, n. 4) in a letter which, though marked personal to A. N. Bose, Vice-Chairman of the Council, was circulated by Brockway. This resulted in a strong denunciation of his behaviour by Bose. Bose’s letter was also circulated, and a copy was sent to Orwell by P. B. Seal, the Council’s General Secretary. It is from that letter that the quotations above are taken. Bose also commented on the Indian Section of the BBC:

I should like at this stage to add a word or two about the Indian section of the B.B.C. It is well known that this section of the B.B.C. was organised for the sole purpose of doing propaganda in India, and stimulating war effort there. Therefore, any person who takes part in its programme° cannot at the same time claim that he is against war effort in India. Two kinds of Indians have taken part in its programme. First, there are those who for financial and other personal reasons have taken part in it. Others have spoken for this section of the B.B.C., because, they do support war effort on wider ideological grounds. It is immaterial for our purpose whether a person gives a straight political talk or not. This letter was amongst Orwell’s papers at his death.

2 Paul Potts (author of Dante Called You Beatrice, which includes a moving tribute to Orwell, ‘Don Quixote on a Bicycle’) wrote in defence of Ezra Pound, who was then facing trial for collaboration with the enemy, in Tribune, 28 January 1944. See also, ‘A Prize for Ezra Pound’, May 1949, 3612.

3 See material for ‘The Quick and the Dead,’ 2376, f1 and f17, and explanatory note, 2375. The reason that water in which eggs had been boiled might be used for washing was that, when running hot water was less common than it is today, it could be added to cold water to raise its temperature.

4 Orwell reviewed Interglossa in the Manchester Evening News, 23 December 1943; see 2395.

5 Douglas Goldring (1887–1960), novelist, critic, and travel writer; Lecturer in English, University College of Commerce, Gothenburg, Sweden, 1925–27. Orwell reviewed his Facing the Odds in Tribune, 5 July 1940, describing Goldring as ‘a Socialist with a love of the past,’ (see 650), and The Nineteen-Twenties, 6 January 1946 (see 2843). Orwell included Goldring in his list of Crypto-Communists and Fellow-Travellers (see 3732), describing him as ‘Probably venal. Shallow person.’

2414. To R. S. R. Fitter

1 Richard S. R. Fitter (1913—) published London’s Natural History (1945) and London’s Birds (1949), followed by several more books on birds. His review of J. C. Nevill’s Harriet Martineau appeared in Tribune, 10 March 1944. The review of A Gang of Ten followed on 17 March. On 11 February 1944 his review of The Economist, 1843–1943: A Centenary Volume was published.

2 Harriet Martineau (1802–1876), writer and journalist; her early books were on religious topics but she then turned to political economy. Her book on her visit to the United States (Society in America, 1837) contains remarks upon slavery. She also wrote novels, a wide variety of other work, from Two Letters on Cow-Keeping to guidebooks and England and Her Soldiers. Her autobiography (3 volumes, 1877) is still of considerable interest.

2416. ‘As I Please,’ 10

1 Sir Walter Raleigh (1552?–1618) was imprisoned in the Tower at the accession to the English throne of James VI of Scotland in 1603. Whilst there he began his History of the World, intended for James’s son Prince Henry (who, it is claimed, said, ‘Only my father would keep such a bird in a cage’). The first volume, to 130 BC, was published in 1614. Raleigh was released in 1616 to lead an expedition to Guiana for gold. Against orders, he attacked the Spanish settlement at St. Thomas and on his return was beheaded at the behest of the Spanish ambassador. Whether or not there is truth in Orwell’s anecdote, Raleigh had insufficient time to write much more of his History and, in any case, Prince Henry had died, much mourned, in 1612.

2 The Protocols of the Elders of Zion was a particularly vicious fraud purporting to show how Judaism should spread throughout the world subverting liberalism and Christian societies. Its origins are expertly described by Nicolas Barker in the British Library’s Fake? The Art of Deception, edited by Mark Jones (1990, 70–72), from which these notes are extracted. The fraud is based on two works: an attack on the French Third Empire by a lawyer, Maurice Joly, Dialogue aux enfers entre Montesquieu et Machiavel (Brussels, 1864), and a virulent anti-Semitic tract by the Serb, Osman Bey, Die Eroberung der Welt durch die Juden (Wiesbaden, 1875). The two were (according to Mikhail Lepekhine) written up by Mathieu Golovinski (Daily Telegraph, 19.11.99) in the anti-Semitic newspaper Znamya (St. Petersburg, 1903). Joly’s text was manipulated and a measure of the work’s preposterous nature can be gauged from its proposal that underground railways should join capital cities so that the Elders could quell opposition by using them to blow up the cities should the need arise. This fraudulent work was printed many times in Rusia and after 1917 spread abroad. It was reported in The Times, 8 May 1920, but exposed in August 1921. Nevertheless it is still in print, and Barker reports that it was ‘printed recently in Los Angeles by a body called the Christian Nationalist Crusade.’

3 Each man, woman, and child was given 66 clothing coupons a year. The number of coupons required varied for each of these categories. Thus an overcoat for a man required 16 coupons; for a woman, 14; for a boy, 7, and for a girl, 11. Shoes required 7, 5, 3, and 3 coupons respectively.

4 In writing about humour in verse Orwell discreetly displays a subtle wit of his own. These lines are taken from R. S. Calverley’s ode ‘On a Distant Prospect of Making a Fortune,’ a prospect Orwell might well have understood until Animal Farm proved successful. But the relevance of quoting from this particular example of humorous verse is that Calverley was parodying Thomas Gray’s ‘Ode on a Distant Prospect of Eton College.’ Gray not only wrote of those who ‘from the stately brow / Of Windsor’s heights the expanse below / Of grove, of lawn, of mead survey’ where the schoolboys—‘the little victims’—play, but of that ‘Poverty … That numbs the soul with icy hand, / And slow-consuming Age’ that awaited so many. The lines are again quoted in Orwell’s essay ‘Funny, But Not Vulgar’; see 2585. The allusion to ‘green lawns’ may also have an Eton connexion. It may refer to the ‘Sixth Form Lawn’ upon which only members of that form (of which Orwell became a member) could walk, and play croquet.

5 A letter from H. Jacobs in Tribune, 18 February 1944, asked what gave Orwell the privilege of writing such dogmatic nonsense as ‘Punch is not funny’ and that we had lost our lightheartedness and cruelty about 1860. As for the lack of appropriate cartoonists, had he not (overlooking Orwell’s ‘hardly to be found’) heard of Low? See ‘As I Please,’ 12, 18 February 1944, 2422.

2417. ‘As I Please,’ 11

1 Joshua Trachtenberg’s The Devil and the Jews and Edmond Fleg’s Why I Am a Jew, The Observer, 30 January 1944, 2413.

2 Richard Payne Knight (1750–1824), numismatist, Greek scholar, and mediocre poet, inadvertently set off a literary squabble when he published An Analytical Enquiry into the Principles of Taste, in 1805. The alleged incompetence of some Greek verses in it was savagely attacked in the Edinburgh Review. It was discovered too late in the printing process that these were by Pindar. Byron, in English Bards and Scotch Reviewers (1809), thinking the review was by the historian Henry Hallam (1777–1859), sneered at ‘classical Hallam, much renown’d for Greek’ because of this error of judgement (line 513). Hallam protested that he was not the reviewer, and in a contemptuous note to the second edition of his, poem, Byron said that if Hallam had not reviewed the book he was glad and that if Hallam gave him the reviewer’s name he would substitute it provided it was composed of ‘two orthodox and musical syllables’ in order to fit the verse. Until this day Hallam’s name has stood in Byron’s poem. Trollope says the lines are from The Biliad but gives no author. The editor is indebted to Dr. Martin Davies for tracing the author, and it is hardly surprising that neither Orwell nor his readers knew of him. The Biliad, or, How to Criticize: A Satire was written by Terence McMahon Hughes (1812–1849), an Irishman living in Portugal. The first edition has not been traced, but internal evidence suggests that, like the second and third (augmented), it was published in 1846 by the author himself. The Biliad might have appealed to Orwell. It was a lively and learned attack on ‘the vile and abominable system of illiberal and groundless deprecation of all new authors and their works (a favoured few excepted)’ by the ‘Tomahawk school of criticism.’ His satire was directed at The Athenaeum and its editor in 1845, C. W. Dilke (‘Bilk’ to Hughes), and it concluded with a plea that ‘our litterae’ be made ‘humaniores.’ The lines Orwell quotes are on pages 41 and 42 of the second and third editions. For a comparison of Trollope’s earnings and Orwell’s, see P. Davison, “Orwell: Balancing the Books”, The Library, VI, 16 (1994), 95.

3 In a very unfavourable reference to his Atlas of Post-War Problems, an article in Time and Tide, 8 January 1944, accused Horrabin of, among other things, implying that it had been unfortunate to dismember the Austro-Hungarian Empire after 1918 because of the excellence of its system of transport, and added: ‘As an indictment of the Treaty of Versailles [Horrabin’s] tendentious maps are a free gift to Goebbels.’

4 Among Orwell’s collection of pamphlets in the British Library is a group of freehand maps of Europe drawn by schoolchildren aged 13–17; see 3733, Uncatalogued Box 46.

5 Sydney Horler (1888–1954) began his working life as a journalist but turned with great success to writing thrillers. He published more than 150 books.

6 See Orwell’s essay ‘Anti-Semitism in Britain,’ completed 26 February 1945, 2626; also, David Walton, ‘George Orwell and Antisemitism,’ Patterns of Prejudice, 16, 1982, 19–34.

2418. Review of Martin Chuzzlewit by Charles Dickens

1 This was not a review of a particular edition but a celebration of the hundredth anniversary of the completion of the novel’s publication in twenty (as nineteen) parts from January 1843 to July 1844.

2419. Review of Elisabet Ney by Jan Fortune and Jean Burton

1 Isadora Duncan (1878–1927), innovative American dancer who greatly influenced twentieth-century dance. She was killed when accidentally strangled by her scarf.

2 Orwell’s Payments Book lists two reviews submitted to the Manchester Evening News on 4 January 1944; see 2831. The first must be Wavell’s Allenby in Egypt, printed 6 January (see 2400); the second would seem to be this review.

2421. To Gleb Struve

1 Gleb Struve (1898–1985), born in St. Petersburg, taught at the School of Slavonic and East European Studies, London University, 1932–47, and was Professor of Slavic Languages and Literature, University of California, Berkeley, 1947–65. He was the author of Soviet Literature 1917–50 and Russian Literature in Exile.

2 This is Orwell’s first reference to Nineteen Eighty-Four.

3 Animal Farm.

2422. ‘As I Please,’ 12

1 See ‘As I Please’, 10, 4 February 1944, 2416.

2423. To Dwight Macdonald

1 Aneurin Bevan.

2424. ‘As I Please,’ 13

1 General Post Office.

2 Auxiliary Territorial Service: the women’s army auxiliary corps.

3 The Land Army was composed of women recruited to work on farms.

4 Ministry of Information, the headquarters of which was Senate House of the University of London—Minitru of Nineteen Eighty-Four.

2426. To Rayner Heppenstall

1 Jacob Bronowski, A Man Without a Mask, published in 1943 (revised as William Blake and the Age of Revolution, New York, 1965, London, 1972), was reviewed by Heppenstall in Tribune, 28 April 1944. He reviewed Poetry Scotland, No. 1, 7 April 1944, and Walter de la Mare, Collected Poems & Verses, 7 April 1944.

2426A. To Lydia Jackson

1 Lydia Jackson wrote under the pen-name Elisaveta Fen and all her reviews and articles published in Tribune and referred to in this edition are so signed. See headnote to 534A for biographical details and a brief account of her and Orwell’s relationship. The letter is annotated (not by Orwell) indicating that the book was despatched for review on 27 March. The review was published on 21 April; the publisher was given as Minerva Publishing Co.Ltd.

2427. To C. K. Ogden

1 See 1746, n. 1.

2 An artificial language based on Esperanto, officially Linguo Internaciona di la Delegitaro (Sistema Ido), made public in 1907.

3 See Orwell’s letter to Leonora Lockhart, 18 August 1942, 1393.

4 George Malcolm Young (1882–1959), historian and essayist specialising in Victorian England. His Charles I and Cromwell was published in 1935, and he contributed The Government of Britain to the Britain in Pictures series in 1941.

2428. Review of James Joyce by Harry Levin

1 See 2432.

2429. ‘As I Please,’ 14

1 Newton believed in alchemy, not astrology.

2 Stevie Smith (pseudonym of Florence Margaret Smith, 1902–1971), poet and novelist and a friend of Orwell’s; see Crick, 422–24 and 1582, n. 1.

2431. To Roy Fuller

1 Roy Fuller (1916–), a solicitor, gave his recreation as ‘writing’ in his personal details. Several books of his poems had been published by this time: Poems (1940), The Middle of a War (1942), A Lost Season (1944), the latter two reflecting the war, in which he served in the Royal Navy, 1941–45. He contributed to Tribune, The Listener, and Poetry (Chicago). He published volumes of poetry frequently after the war whilst continuing his profession as solicitor to the Woolwich Building Society. He became Professor of Poetry at Oxford in 1968, the year he was awarded the Duff Cooper Memorial Prize. In 1969 he became Vice-President of the Building Societies Association. He replied to Orwell’s letter on 14 March, saying that he found it particularly regrettable that it should be Tribune that described his story as anti-Semitic. Had any other journal done this, he would have taken a much stronger stand and an apology would long since have been printed. Tribune did not print an apology. See n. 4.

2 Little Reviews Anthology was edited by Denys Val Baker (1917–1984), novelist, short-story writer, and editor. Five numbers appeared, in 1943, 1945, 1946, 1947–48, and 1949. Cedric Dover reviewed Baker’s Little Reviews, 1914–1943 at the same time (‘a useful but pedestrian record’), Tribune, 18 February 1944. Orwell’s review of three of T. S. Eliot’s Four Quartets, which had first appeared in Poetry (London), October-November 1942, was included in the Anthology. For Dover, see 633, n. 1 and 926, n. 1.

3 Cedric Dover had collaborated with Orwell at the BBC and it was he who had suggested to Orwell that it was racialist to print ‘Negro’ without a capital ‘N’ in Talking to India. See also ‘As I Please,’ 2, 10 December 1943, 2391.

4 Dover had written: ‘Roy Fuller’s “Fletcher” is subtle and subtly anti-Semitic: a good example, in fact, of the growing anti-Semitism of which Alec° Comfort complains’—a reference to Alex ‘Comfort’s biting analysis of the “Social Conventions of the Anglo-American Film,”’ which Dover had just mentioned. It is very difficult to understand how the story can be regarded as anti-Semitic. The only reference to Fletcher direct or indirect as Jewish is the statement, ‘Fletcher, a middle-aged bachelor of Jewish ancestry and intellectual tastes….’ He is shown as sensitive and alone. There is loud knocking at his door, and three men enter, ‘quietly enough but with an air of violence and savagery. They held, as they walked, their arms away from their bodies like apes’; they are booted and in uniform. They question him, hit him, and carelessly drop a first edition of Shelley’s poems on the floor. When they have gone, Fletcher goes for a walk and comes across the body of a girl who has been raped and killed. Her dead, ‘brilliant eyes’ meet his—and that is all. Fuller’s story is entirely from the point of view of those who attack the vulnerable, whether they be Jewish or women. Whether or not Comfort was correct in saying ‘I do not know whether the increasing anti-semitism of films here and in America—paralleled very closely in the novel—is significant,’ the words cannot justifiably be related to Fuller’s story.

2432. ‘As I Please,’ 15

1 The Secret Life of Salvador Dali, Dial Press, New York, 1942.

2 In a letter published by Tribune on 24 March 1944, N. and J. A. Turnbull considered that Orwell gave a ‘very misleading picture of Tolstoy,’ particularly with regard to ‘hunting and similar barbarities which Mr. Orwell seems to regard as desirable.’ They also took exception to his statement that ‘the hunting instinct is probably universal in human beings.’ There was, they wrote, a connection between ‘such savage survivals and the bloodstained condition of the earth today—a connection which Tolstoy did not fail to appreciate.’ For Orwell’s review of Leon’s biography, see 2444.

3 Orwell probably had in mind the New York lawyer and patron of the arts John Quinn, who, until his death in August 1924, supported Joyce in various ways, although Joyce ‘did not consider Quinn especially generous’ (Richard Ellmann, James Joyce, New York, 1959, 494; see also 427, 504, 570, 602). Quinn defended the Little Magazine, without a fee, against the charge of obscenity when it printed part of the Nausicaa episode of Ulysses in 1920 (Ellmann, 517—19).

2433. Review of Other Men’s Flowers, selected and annotated by A. P. Wavell

1 ‘London under Bombardment’ by Greta Briggs. It begins: ‘I, who am known as London, have faced stern times before, / Having fought and ruled and traded for a thousand years and more….’

2 Field-Marshal Lord Wavell (1883–1950, 1st Earl Wavell) commanded British forces in North Africa, 1939 to July 1941, when he was transferred to the Far East. He was appointed Viceroy of India in June 1943—the ‘most thankless job in the world.’ See also 712, n. 1.

2434. Rejected Review of Faith, Reason and Civilisation by Harold J. Laskifn1

1 Orwell’s Payments Book notes for 13 March 1944 that a review for the Manchester Evening News had been rejected and no payment was made; see 2831. A typescript has survived, because Orwell, having seen a review of the same book in Politics, thought it might amuse the editor, Dwight Macdonald, and sent him a copy; see 23 July 1944, 2518. Orwell thought the review had been rejected because of its ‘anti-Stalin implications.’ For Macdonald’s response, see 2518, n. 1. Orwell’s typescript has no title, other than that of the author and the book reviewed, and no subheadings. This must mean that titles and sub-headings of Manchester Evening News (and Observer) printings of his work were introduced by sub-editors.

2 Compare ‘On a huge hill, / Cragged, and steep, Truth stands, and hee that will / Reach her, about must, and about must goe,’ Donne, ‘Satyr 3,’ lines 79–81; and Orwell’s later use of the phrase in his review of D. W. Brogan’s The American Problem, 17 September 1944, 2551, with other examples, n. 2.

3 the ] Orwell typed to

2435. ‘As I Please,’ 16

1 The spelling is Inprecor in Homage to Catalonia; see Appendix II, 221 and 228–35. Inprecor’s title varied. It was published from Vienna and Berlin in the 1920s as Internationale Press, Korrespondenz, and French and Swiss versions were issued. Its frequency was at least weekly, but there was some irregularity in its publication. As International Press Correspondence it was published in an English edition in London at least from Vol. 13, No. 11 to Vol. 18, No. 32, 29 September 1927–1 February 1929, and 9 March 1933 to 25 June 1938. Thereafter, from Vol. 18, No. 33 to Vol. 33, No. 50, 2 July 1938 to 19 December 1953, it was published as World News & Views. It was a Communist news-sheet opposed to the POUM when Orwell was in Barcelona.

2436. To Leonard Moore

1 Animal Farm.

2 At the top of this letter to Moore someone has written the names of two more publishers: Eyre & Spottiswoode and Hollis & Carter.

3 In Partisan Review, 63 (1996), William Phillips claimed he was the first person in America to read Animal Farm; he then recommended it to the Dial Press (182–3). See also 2443, 2446, and 2461.

2437. To Victor Gollancz

1 Animal Farm.

2439. Review of The Way of a Countryman by Sir William Beach Thomas

1 William Beach Thomas (1868–1957; Kt., 1920), journalist and author, wrote on country matters from about 1898 until shortly before he died. He was a prolific author, and The Way of a Countryman was his second volume of autobiography, Traveller in News (1925) being the first. He proved an outstanding war correspondent in France for the Daily Mail (for which he had written a column on country life) and published With the British on the Somme in 1917. In 1918 he was sent to the United States and met, among others, President Woodrow Wilson, Theodore Roosevelt, and Henry Ford.

2 R. V. Walton accused Orwell of lacking a knowledge of nature in a letter to the Manchester Evening News, 29 March 1944. To state that farm labourers confused frogs and toads and thought all snakes poisonous and that they stung with their tongues ‘proves beyond doubt that Mr Orwell’s natural history field is very limited.’ He also disagreed that the pheasant was a deadlier enemy to agriculture than the rabbit and pointed out that the pheasant more than made up for the small amount of seed it ate by the large number of insects it consumed.

3 Orwell may have had in mind George Crabbe’s condemnation of thistles, poppies, blue bugloss, slimy mallow, and ‘clasping tares,’ ‘Rank weeds, that every art and care defy, / Reign o’er the land, and rob the blighted rye.’ Crabbe asks of the impoverished peasant, ‘Can poets soothe you’ with ‘tinsel trappings of poetic pride … when you pine for bread?’ The Village (1783), from I, 48–76.

2440. To Leonard Moore

1 Nicholson & Watson.

2 T.S. Eliot at Faber & Faber and Miss C. V. Wedgwood at Cape (see 2453). Daniel George (who reviewed novels for Tribune) was chief reader at Cape (see 2561, n. 2); see also Crick, 454–58.

2441. ‘As I Please,’ 17

1 Military Intelligence [Section] 5: the British internal security service answerable for many years only to the Prime Minister through the Home Secretary. M16, the Secret Intelligence Service, operated outside the United Kingdom and was answerable to the Foreign Secretary.

2 Sir Ernest Benn (1875–1954), publisher; see 913, n. 3.

3 Hermann Rauschning (1887–1982) was described by Orwell in ‘Wells, Hitler and the World State’ (see 837) as among the best authors of the ‘political book.’ Orwell equated him in this respect with Trotsky, Silone, Borkenau, and Koestler among others. William Steinhoff, in George Orwell and the Origins of 1984 (1975), arguing that ‘Orwell understood totalitarianism,’ states that the long dialogue between O’Brien and Winston Smith in Nineteen Eighty-Four ‘demonstrates Orwell’s awareness that implicit in totalitarianism is a desire for expansion—physical, intellectual, spiritual—that, as Rauschning said, recognizes no limits’ (208); Steinhoff lists Rauschning’s The Revolution of Nihilism (London and New York, 1939) in his bibliography. Rauschning also published (in several language versions), Hitler Speaks: A Series of Political Conversations with Adolf Hitler on His Real Aims (1939) and The Conservative Revolution (New York, 1941). From 1948 until his death he lived as a farmer in Oregon. For Peter Drucker, see 2668, n. 2; for James Burnham, 2404, n. 1; and for F. A. Voigt, 513, n. 1 and 604, n. 4.

4 ‘factions’ may be intended. Compare 737, n. 11.

2443. To Leonard Moore

1 Clarence Hatry (1888–1965) is mentioned by Orwell in his London Letter to Partisan Review, Summer 1946 (probably written early in May; see 2990): ‘Hatry, the financial wizard, who went into the book trade after he came out of prison’ was said to be behind a new kind of ‘streamlined, high-powered, slickly got-up, semi-intellectual magazine’ then beginning to appear. Hatry, company promoter, financier, and (in the 1920s) a millionaire, was deeply involved in the collapse through fraudulent dealing of Austin Friars Trust Ltd in 1929. He was sentenced to fourteen years’ penal servitude but released in 1938 because of assistance he had given in clearing up the financial difficulties that arose from the collapse of the Trust. There were those who felt he had been harshly treated. His pamphlet The “Hatry Case”: Eight Current Misconceptions was published in 1938; it listed the names of many distinguished supporters. In 1939 he published Light out of Darkness, subtitled ‘Or the redistribution of populations as a solution of the world’s economic problems.’

2445. ‘As I Please,’18

1 Nurse Edith Cavell (1865–1915), executed by the Germans in Brussels for assisting Allied soldiers to escape from occupied Belgium. A Belgian, Philippe Baucq, who had acted as a guide, was also shot. Her execution was regarded as particularly shameful. A statue to her memory, inscribed with her last words, ‘Patriotism is not enough,’ stands in St Martin’s Place, London, WC2.

2 Heinrich Gotthard von Treitschke (1834–1896; spelt ‘Tretschke’ in ‘As I Please’), German historian and writer on political science, advocated German power politics and believed in the total authority of the state unfettered by a parliament (though he was a member of the Reichstag, 1871–84). He was a prolific writer, though he did not live to complete his major work, a history of Germany. Bernhardi (see n. 3) wrote that, though Treitschke followed a ‘decidedly national tendency,’ he defended him from the charge that he aspired to world dominion [for Germany]. ‘By his inspired and inspiring writing, as well as through the living word of his lectures, Treitschke undoubtedly contributed to the promotion of German consciousness of herself and the fostering of the longing for increased political power; but that he dreamt any dream of German world dominion is a pure invention…’ (The New Bernhardi, 1915, 42–43). Despite—indeed, because of—the war, a collection of his essays, Germany, France, Russia and Islam, was published in England in 1915. These included ‘What we demand of France’ (1870, just before the outbreak of the Franco-Prussian War). Adolf Hausrath’s study, in an English translation, Treitschke: His Doctrine of German Destiny and of International Relations, was published in 1914.

3 Friedrich von Bernhardi (1849–1930), General of Cavalry from 1901; Acting Commanding-General, Posen, 1915; author of several influential books, especially Deutschland und der nächste Krieg (1912) (translated by A. M. Powles as Germany and the Next War, many editions), a direct outcome of the Agadir crisis in Morocco, 1911. This he believed would lead to war with France, Russia, and Britain because Germany’s ‘natural development’ was threatened. He served on the Eastern Front until 1917 and in 1920 published Vom Kriege der Zukunft (The War of the Future in the Light of the Lessons of the World War, translated by F. A. Holt, 1920). He also wrote several books on army organisation, tactics, and the deployment of cavalry. Orwell may have come across his writing through the translations mentioned or The New Bemhardi, “World Power or Downfall,” which was published in English in 1915 (with ‘An Answer’), and was the outcome of articles published in the New York American and the (London) Times. Among other things he pressed the claim for imperial and world power for Germany (especially because Britain had an empire and did not hesitate, in his words, to subjugate and exploit it, 55) and he made much of the way his phrase ‘Weltmacht oder Niedergang’ had been mistranslated as ‘World Dominion or Death’ (instead of ‘World Power or Decline,’ 41). He regarded war as a biological necessity and is credited with the expression ‘Might is Right’ (12). War, he wrote, ‘is a necessity in the life of nations—notwithstanding that it carries in its train unspeakable misery; notwithstanding that it often allows the lower instincts of the human being to assert themselves; for, on the other hand, all the noble characteristics of human nature, most noble of all the unselfish devotion to an ideal, the spirit of self-sacrifice in the service of that ideal, are in war exhibited’ (23). Peter Buitenhuis quotes Gerhard Ritter as saying that although Bernhardi was ‘cited on countless occasions as proof that the German General Staff was systematically fostering war’ he was an outsider and not in the General Staff’s good graces. The Chief of the General Staff, Helmuth von Moltke, described Bernhardi as ‘a perfect dreamer’ (The Great War of Words: Literature as Propaganda 1914–18 and After, 1989, 31–32).

4 “Der Tag” is in quotation marks because, in all probability, it refers to the use of these words as an after-dinner toast to the day when Germany would achieve what Bernhardi called ‘Weltmacht’—‘World Power’ in his own translation (for, as he wrote, ‘I never thought of world dominion by Germany,’ The New Bernhardi, 41). James Barrie (creator of Peter Pan) wrote a propaganda play called Der Tag in 1914. Peter Buitenhuis describes it as almost as great a fiasco as Barrie’s recent lecture tour of the United States (The Great War of Words, 111). It opened at the London Coliseum, 21 December 1914, and was published in New York in 1914 and 1919.

5 The Treaty of Versailles imposed harsh penalties on Germany and demanded formidable reparations. In the Manifesto ‘If War Comes, We Shall Resist,’ The New Leader, 30 September 1938 (see 489A), which Orwell signed, it was stated: ‘The danger of war arises from the injustices of the Treaties which concluded the last war and the imperialist economic rivalries which they embodied.’ Here, however, Orwell points to the harsh treatment the Germans meted out to Russia in the Treaty of Brest-Litovsk, March 1918. The Soviets were forced to recognise the independence of Poland, Estonia, Latvia, Lithuania, Georgia, and the Ukraine; allow German occupation of Belorussia; cede territories to Turkey (Germany’s ally); and were required to pay a heavy indemnity. Trotsky was the chief Soviet negotiator. The treaty was nullified with the cessation of hostilities on the Western Front.

6 It may be no more than coincidence, but Orwell’s placing of ‘Atrocities’ within quotation marks, as he usually did for titles of books, could be significant. What he says—that most atrocity stories (and many of the worst ones, such as shooting babies from cannon) were lies—was well-enough understood when he wrote this article. However, on the back cover of The New Bernhardi (see n. 2) were advertisements for several books, ranging from Is the Kaiser Insane? to Our Regiments and Their Glorious Deeds; the sixth and last was Official Book of the German Atrocities, told by Victims and Eye-Witnesses, being ‘The complete verbatim Report of the Belgian, French, and Russian Commissions of Enquiry. Published by Authority.’

7 Pierre Pucheu, formerly Vichy Minister of the Interior, fled to North Africa and was shot on the orders of General de Gaulle. Further trials followed; General Blanc was condemned to death and Colonel Magnin sentenced to solitary confinement for twenty years.

2446A. To Lydia Jackson

1 Presumably ‘A Soviet Patriot: A Sketch of Serghei Dikovsky,’ published in Tribune, 28 April 1944, signed by Elisaveta Fen. This, and all later letters sent from Tribune, though having the salutation, ‘Dear Lydia,’ were formally addressed to her by her pen-name, Elisaveta Fen.

2448. To Leonard Moore

1 ‘5’ and ‘6’ have been typed one on top of the other, but the letter is marked as having been received and answered by Moore on 6 April.

2 On 3 April 1944, Gollancz wrote to Leonard Moore to thank him for Animal Farm, which, he said, he would read at the earliest possible moment. That he did. He returned the manuscript to Moore on the next day, with a copy of a note he had sent to Orwell. He told Moore that although he was highly critical of many aspects of Soviet policy, he could not publish a general attack such as that in Animal Farm—‘as Blair anticipated.’ The note to Orwell simply said, ‘You were right and I was wrong. I am so sorry. I have returned the manuscript to Moore’ (Crick, 454). Gollancz was not alone in finding Animal Farm inopportune. Crick summarises the book’s publication history of the book (452–62).

2450. ‘As I Please,’ 19

1 The Daily Sketch, first published on 23 December 1908, ceased independent publication on 1 June 1946 and was incorporated in the Daily Graphic (which ceased publication on 3 January 1953).

2 John Reith (1889–1971; baron, Lord Reith of Stonehaven, 1940), was the first general manager of the BBC, 1922, and Director General, 1927–38. He laid down the lines for public-service broadcasting in Britain, and, despite wholesale changes, and considerable disparagement of what he stood for, his influence is still felt. In 1948 the BBC inaugurated a series of lectures bearing his name to mark his achievements.

2452. ‘As I Please,’ 20

1 C. A. Smith was the editor of Controversy, 1936–39, which became Left Forum later and then Left. He published Orwell’s ‘Eye-Witness in Barcelona’ in August 1937; see 382.

2 Sidney Dark (1874–1947), editor of the Church Times, 1924–41; see 2347, n. 2.

3 Musical Banks represent churches in Butler’s Erewhon. Orwell describes them in a broadcast for schools; see 2674.

4 By the late 1980s, the population of England and Wales was nearly 50,000,000.

5 Presumably after Agag of 1 Samuel 15, 32–3, who approached Samuel ‘delicately’ (but was nevertheless hewn in pieces by Samuel).

2453. To Leonard Moore

1 In a letter to The Observer, 23 November 1980, André Deutsch, who was working for Nicholson & Watson in 1944, told how, having been introduced to Orwell in 1943 by George Mikes, he had occasionally been commissioned to write reviews for Tribune for a fee of £1. About Whitsun 1944, Orwell let him read the typescript of Animal Farm, and he was convinced that Nicholson & Watson would be keen to publish Orwell’s book. Unfortunately, though they did not share Gollancz’s political reservations, they lectured Orwell on what they perceived to be errors in Animal Farm. Orwell was calm but depressed; Deutsch, deeply embarrassed. Deutsch was even then hoping to start publishing in his own right, but though Orwell twice offered him Animal Farm, and he would dearly have loved to publish it, he felt himself still a novice and not yet able to start his own firm.

2 Veronica Wedgwood (1910–1989; DBE, 1968), the historian, was then working for Jonathan Cape.

3 T. S. Eliot was working for Faber & Faber, and Herbert Read for Routledge.

2454. London Letter, 17 April 1944

1 time ] times in original

2 ‘Total British coal output dropped by 12 per cent between 1938 and 1944, while German output rose by 7.2 per cent. Even though nearly a third of German coal miners had been drafted into the forces by 1944 and replaced by foreign workers with barely more than half their productivity, German production per wage-earner per annum at 298.7 metric tons remained significantly more impressive than the 1944 British figure of 252.2 tons. In the Ruhr, and despite Allied bombing, total production dropped by only 1.18 per cent from 1938–9 to 1943–4’ (Correlli Barnett, The Audit of War, 1986, 60–61).

3 Edward Hallett Carr (1892–1982), political scientist and historian specialising in the history, politics, and literature of the Soviet Union. He wrote Propaganda in International Politics (1939), The Twenty Years’ Crisis, 1919–39 (1939; New York, 1964), Conditions of Peace (1942), and What is History? (1961; New York, 1962). He also wrote biographies of Dostoievsky (1931), Marx (1934), and Bakunin (1937; New York, 1961). He was assistant editor of The Times, 1941–46. Despite his awareness of the atrocities perpetrated by Stalin, he remained wedded to the role and outcome of the October Revolution.

4 Mission to Moscow (released by Warner Bros., 30 April 1943) was ‘the most extreme example of official attempts to create support [for the Soviet Union] by distorting history.’ It was one of a number of Hollywood films instigated by the U.S. Government to dispel ‘widespread popular distrust of the Soviet Union’ (David Culbert, ‘Our Awkward Ally’, American History/American Film, edited by John E. O’Connor and Martin A. Jackson (New York, 1979), 122. Culbert devotes his chapter to an analysis of the ‘extreme fabrications’ of this ‘Frankenstein monster’.)

5 Here is a sample of the kind of story now told about Montgomery. General Eisenhower is having lunch with the King. “How do you get on with Montgomery?” asks the King. “Very well,” replies Eisenhower, “except that I have a kind of feeling that he’s after my job.” “Oh,” says the King, “I was afraid he was after mine.”6

   Other similar stories are told of Eisenhower or Montgomery interchangeably. For example:

   Three doctors who had just died arrived at the gates of Heaven. The first two, a physician and a surgeon, were refused admittance. The third described himself as a psychiatrist. “Come in!” said St. Peter immediately. “We should like your professional advice. God has been behaving in a very peculiar way lately. He thinks He’s General Eisenhower (or Montgomery)” [Orwell’s footnote].

6 The asterisked paragraph and the first five lines of Orwell’s footnote were reprinted, under the heading ‘Unexpected Effects of Propaganda,’ in the regular feature ‘Through the Press,’ War Commentary—for Anarchism, October 1944. The policy of this periodical was described in the mid-October 1942 issue as being ‘against the war because we are opposed to the governments now at war with each other; because the war is caused by conflicting commercial interests and imperial desires; and because the war is not waged in the interests of the common people anywhere, and acts as an obstacle in the way of social transformation by the nationalist and subservient ideas it brings into being.’

2455. Review of Cricket Country by Edmund Blunden

1 Orwell would have in mind Newbolt’s poem ‘Vitaï Lampada,’ which describes the final moments of a school cricket match: ‘There’s a breathless hush in the Close to-night— / Ten to make and the match to win …’; it includes the line ‘Play up! play up! and play the game!’ later inscribed on the boundary wall of Lord’s Cricket Ground, which advocated an approach to games in sharp contrast to that which now espouses ‘the professional foul.’ The Close referred to is that at Clifton College, Sir Henry Newbolt’s old school.

2456. To W.J. Strachan

1 W. J. Strachan (1903–), poet and translator, taught at Bishop’s Stortford College, 1924–68, where he was Head of Modern Languages. Collections of his poetry include Moments of Time (1947), The Season’s Pause (1950), and Poems (1976). In 1948 he published Apollinaire to Aragon, modern French verse in translation. He has also written several books on sculpture. The Living Curve: Letters to W.J. Strachan 1929–1979, edited by Christopher Hewett (1938–1983; one of Strachan’s pupils), was published in 1984.

2457. ‘As I Please,’ 21

1 This letter, from Frank Preston, follows ‘As I Please,’ 19, 7 April 1944, to which it refers; see 2450.

2 Orwell clearly had an affection for the Cheddar Pink. They featured in his garden at Barnhill, Jura.

2457A. To Lydia Jackson

1 Polish Short Stories; see 2426A, n. 1.

2 Despite the reference to ‘a few weeks’, ‘A Soviet Patriot: A Sketch of Serghei Dikovsky’ was published on 28 April; see 2446A. A compliment note from the Business Manager of Tribune dated 28 April 1944 shows that Lydia Jackson was that day sent a fee of £2 12s 6d. This was more likely to be for an article than a review; see Orwell’s letter to her of 23 May 1944 regarding payment for reviews (2475A).

2459. Correspondence with Antonia White

1 Antonia White (1899–1981), novelist and translator of more than thirty books from the French. In the 1930s she worked as fashion editor for the Daily Mirror and Sunday Pictorial, and as a copyrighter for the J. Walter Thompson advertising agency. She was in the BBC, 1940–43 (her pamphlet The BBC at War was published in 1941) and in the French section of the Political Intelligence Department of the Foreign Office, 1943–45. Her autobiographical novel, Frost in May (see 2838), was published in 1933, and her daughters have published two biographies: Susan Chitty, Now to My Mother: A Very Personal Memoir of Antonia White (1985) and Lyndall Passerini Hopkinson, Nothing to Forgive: A Daughter’s Story of Antonia White (1988). Sonia Orwell, who was a friend of Antonia White’s (they went to the same convent school at Roehampton, though at different times), checked that none of Orwell’s letters to Antonia White survived.

2 The encyclical was Rerum Novarum (‘Of New Things’), 1891, on the abuses of capitalism.

2460. ‘As I Please,’ 22

1 10 September 1940.

2 Local Defence Volunteers. On 13 May 1940, even before the withdrawal of British and Allied forces from the Continent through Dunkirk, Anthony Eden had proposed raising local volunteers for home defence. At the end of June 1940 they were renamed the Home Guard, a title Churchill suggested for such a force as early as October 1939 (The Second World War, II, 147–48; U.S.: Their Finest Hour, 166). They were initially poorly armed, and were even sometimes figures of fun. Though never called upon to face invading forces, they later manned anti-aircraft batteries, including the ‘Z,’ or rocket, batteries, which did see action.

3 Basil Henriques (1890–1961; Kt., 1955) was a distinguished and much-quoted magistrate. Among his books was The Indiscretions of a Magistrate (1950).

2461. To Philip Rahv

1 Of Animal Farm.

2 The review of Harold Laski’s Faith, Reason and Civilisation, rejected by the Manchester Evening News; see 2434

3 Lord Vansittart (1881–1957), chief diplomatic adviser to the Foreign Secretary, 1938–41, and an outspoken critic of Germany and the Germans. In Orwell’s pamphlet collection were several by Vansittart attacking Germany, including his Black Record (1941).

4 Burmese Days. It was not published in the United States until 19 January 1950, a few days before Orwell died.

2462. ‘As I Please,’ 23

1 G. A. Studdert Kennedy (1883–1929), described in G. A. Studdert Kennedy by his Friends (1929) as ‘an Army Chaplain of unconventional manners and speech,’ was ‘an effective platform speaker,’ and also a model parish priest in Worcester (94). His nickname came from his generous distribution of a particular brand of cigarettes, Woodbines, to soldiers in the front line after becoming an army chaplain in December 1915. His Rough Rhymes of a Padre went into several editions (the sixth in 1918) and included poems used by him in his parish services. He was described also as driving ‘straight through the deadening conventionalities of thought and life, as a Tank through barbed wire’ (153).

2 Sir Edmund Gosse (1849–1928), literary scholar with a particular knowledge of Scandinavian literature, did much to promote the work of Ibsen in England. He also wrote prolifically on English literature and published several volumes of poetry. The work for which he is still remembered is Father and Son, published anonymously in 1907, which records his relations with his father, an eminent zoologist and Plymouth Brother. He was cruelly deceived by the ‘Reading Sonnets,’ a forgery produced by T. J. Wise and Harry Buxton-Forman purporting to be an edition of Elizabeth Barrett Browning’s Sonnets from the Portuguese. This, the most outrageous of their skilful forgeries, was sold for a great price when news of its existence was leaked by Gosse.

3 In the section ‘Ourselves,’ Tribune, 28 April 1944, 5, the following announcement was made: ‘George Orwell regrets that even after much overtime he has not completed reading all the entries submitted for the Short Story Competition. It is therefore not possible to publish the winning story in this issue.’ It would appear that Orwell was having to cope with the competition single-handed, and he may have been the only judge.

2463. Review of A Giant in the Age of Steel: The Story of General de Gaulle by Alfred Hessenstein

1 Orwell’s reviews in the Manchester Evening News usually appeared on Thursdays, although there are a few exceptions. This review appeared on a Friday. On the previous day, where Orwell’s review would have appeared (page 2, next to the leader column) was an article by J. H. Newsom, ‘Bread and Butter for the Teacher.’ A notice within a ruled box stated that Orwell’s ‘Life, People and Books’ would appear on the following day. John Newsom (1910–1971; Kt., 1964) was County Education Officer for Hertfordshire, 1940–57.

2 Some of Orwell’s contributions to the Manchester Evening News have very short paragraphs. These are probably a sub-editor’s work. See, for example, 2572, n. 1, 2608, 2615, and 2632, and also headnote to 81.

2464. Review of This Changing World, edited by J. R. M. Brumwell; On Living in a Revolution by Julian Huxley; Reshaping Man’s Heritage by Various Authors

1 A remarkable number of those mentioned in this review are featured in arrangements for broadcasts to India when Orwell was at the BBC, most of them directly with him: Read, Waddington, Bernal, Darlington, Macmurray, Haldane, Drummond—and, if tenuously, Fisher.

2465. To Charles Hamblett

1 Charles Hamblett (1919–), journalist, served in the RAF, 1939–42. He was on the editorial staff of the Daily Herald, 1944–45, and from 1946 was staff feature writer for Illustrated.

2 ’42 to ’44: A Contemporary Memoir upon Human Behaviour During the Crisis of the World Revolution by H. G. Wells. Hamblett’s review was published in Tribune on 28 July 1944. Orwell reviewed Wells’s book, in The Observer, 21 May 1944; see 2474. The review by Michael Foot in the Manchester Evening News on 10 May 1944 was followed by a letter complaining of the prohibitive cost of Wells’s book; hence Orwell’s article in the Manchester Evening News, 1 June 1944; see 2482.

2467. ‘As I Please,’ 24

1 The Habeus Corpus Act, 1679, was designed, among other things to stop people from being imprisoned on grounds of suspicion alone. The Emergency Powers (Defence) Acts enabled many regulations to be brought into force restricting peace-time rights. Thus, Regulation 18 gave the Home Secretary power to control the entry of British subjects into the UK and to forbid their leaving. Regulation 18B enabled aliens to be imprisoned on grounds that they might aid and comfort the enemy. The bitter irony of this was that large numbers of those imprisoned (often in internment camps on the Isle of Man) were those (such as Jews) fleeing persecution in Germany. The acts expired in February 1946, but various transitional acts were passed (against which the Freedom Defence Committee campaigned). However, 18B was abolished.

2471. To Noel Willmett

1 In October 1972, Noel Willmett wrote from Cricklewood, London, to Bernard Crick describing the provenance of Orwell’s letter. He is otherwise unidentified. Willmett was originally given the initials ‘H. J.’, possibly by association with the journalist H. J. Willmott, then working on a Cornish newspaper. Crick discusses the letter, 447–48. The letter has associations with Nineteen Eighty-Four; see ns. 2, 3, 4.

2 For Winston Smith’s seeing four fingers as five at O’Brien’s insistence, see Nineteen Eighty-Four, CW, IX, 270.

3 For Winston Smith’s work on the falsification of history, see especially Part One, Section iv of Nineteen Eighty-Four, CW, IX, 40 ff.

4 ‘If there is hope, wrote Winston, it lies in the proles,’ Nineteen Eighty-Four, CW, IX, 72, and elsewhere.

2472. William Lynch to Tribune

1 Mr. Lynch exaggerated, of course, but there was more than a germ of truth in what he said; see 2454, n. 2. The British Bevin Boys should be distinguished from those similarly named from India; the latter were technical trainees; see 949, n. 2.

2473. ‘As I Please,’ 25

1 Vera Mary Brittain (1896–1970), novelist particularly remembered for her moving account of her experiences as a nurse in World War 1, Testament of Youth (1933), that led to her becoming a pacifist. She also wrote a history of women from Queen Victoria to Queen Elizabeth II, Lady into Woman (1953), was on the Board of Directors of Peace News, of which Middleton Murry was editor, in 1944 and, in 1946, a Vice-President of the National Peace Council.

1a Royal Antediluvian Order of Buffaloes, founded 1822 for social and charitable activities. They are mentioned in A Clergyman’s Daughter, Vol. III P. 35, line 8 up.

2 What Acts of War Are Justifiable? by A. L. Goodhard (1940). Goodhart (1891—1978; Hon. KBE, 1948), born in New York, served in the U.S. Army in World War I. He was at this time Professor of Jurisprudence in the University of Oxford and editor of the Law Quarterly Review. The conclusion to this pamphlet tends to concentrate upon the shortcomings of the Germans. In World War I, Germany’s disregard of international law as recognised by ‘the civilized nations … contributed materially to her ultimate defeat’; in the current war, the Nazis were found guilty of ‘indiscriminate aerial bombardment and unrestricted submarine warfare’ (32). Goodhart argues that the history of the laws of war goes back to the Middle Ages (though he does not mention Augustine); that there was a setback owing to the horrors of the Thirty Years’ War; this led to a new development: Grotius’s De Jure Belli ac Pacis [On the Law of War and Peace] in 1625, which ‘did much to advance this by his attempt to state the general principles in concrete form’ (4). The words quoted by Vera Brittain follow immediately. The tenor of Goodhart’s conclusion (quoted above) does not quite tally with Vera Brittain’s ‘Even in this war …’

3 Hugo Grotius (1583–1645), jurist and scholar, was sentenced to life imprisonment in 1618 for leading opposition to Prince Maurice of Nassau, but he escaped three years later, hidden in a box of books. He wrote De Jure Belli ac Pacis whilst in exile in Paris.

4 The Russians did massacre prisoners; see 2912, n. 1. Miss Brittain would not have known this when she wrote because the Germans were blamed.

5 Arthur ‘Bomber’ Harris (1892–1984; Bt., 1953) pursued a practice of ‘area’ bombing of Germany when head of Bomber Command from 1942. This approach was controversial, for it led to many civilian casualties, and it is significant that he was offered no more than a baronetcy for his wartime labours. It is probably fair to say that to many British people at the time, especially those who had suffered in the Blitz, Harris’s methods seemed justified. Retribution, rather than cold appraisal, proved more appealing. Some sense of how many ordinary people felt can be gauged from a letter sent by the entertainer Joyce Grenfell, to her American mother. Miss Grenfell was a kind and gentle woman and a devoted Christian Scientist, yet she could write on 17 November 1940: ‘Not that hate or reprisals do any good—all the same I’d like to see every single German mown down and exterminated—every bloody one of them! So there. And I wouldn’t be above a nice spot of prolonged torture for the top boys’ (Darling Ma. Letters to Her Mother, 1932–1944). In 1992, almost fifty years after the events, and seemingly reluctantly (and still controversially), a statue was erected in London, opposite St. Clement Danes Church, honouring Harris.

2474. Review of ’42 to ’44: A Contemporary Memoir upon Human Behaviour During the Crisis of the World Revolution by H. G. Wells

1 In an interview with Ian Angus on 2 January 1967, Inez Holden said that Wells wrote to The Observer about this review—information she had from Wells’s daughter-in-law, Margery Wells. The letter was not published, possibly because it referred to Inez Holden, which would have puzzled readers, Wells having convinced himself that she was in some way connected with the adverse review. An indirect result of the review was that Inez Holden had to give up the mews flat of Wells’s house in Hanover Square, where she had lived for three years after being bombed out of her own home in Albany Street. If Orwell took Wells to task, Charles Hamblett, who reviewed the book for Tribune at Orwell’s request (see 2465) was fiercely blunt. He begins by proposing to ‘blow the gaff about Mr. Wells’ and goes on: ‘In a pompous preface he explains the high price and limited circulation (2,000 copies) by referring to his book as his ultimate philosophy, “strong meat for babes,” its contents a long and difficult journey. Rubbish. The journey is neither long nor difficult,’ and in that vein Hamblett continues.

2475. Publication of The English People

1 Air Raid Precautions.

2 The Communist newspaper the Daily Worker was banned from 22 Janury 1941 to 6 September 1942; see Orwell’s War-time Diary, 749, 22.1.41.

3 The British Union of Fascists.

4 Orwell gives an example of bêche-de-mer in the last paragraph of ‘As I Please,’ 80, 4 April 1947; see 3208.

5 As Charles Humana, in Freedom, 18 October 1947, pointed out, The English People was generally very favourably reviewed: ‘Strangely enough, despite the party line of the various journals, they were all unanimous on this occasion. Nationalism had transcended all.’ Humana’s review, whilst not quite coming down hard, did provide the most perceptive comments. He would have preferred to ignore this book, ‘coming so soon after the profundity of Animal Farm, as a natural weakening to temptation despite the promptings of higher reason.’ But, had the reviewers connived or been fooled, and also the editor (W. J. Turner) of this ‘prestige building series’? He went on, ‘Orwell has cleverly produced out of his top hat a definite political pamphlet. The message that goes hand in hand with his carefully compiled lists of virtues and faults of the English people is one that he has been peddling in his more obvious political writings.’ That message was, briefly, ‘that of Britain leading a European bloc in the face of the Russo-American stalemate.’ Nevertheless, Humana thought ‘a little fresh air should be allowed into the stuffy basement’ and invoked Henry Miller. For all the claims to gentleness, not killing one another inordinately, being considerate and peace-loving, one should recall, as did Orwell, ‘the traditional faults of the Englishman … hypocrisy and line shooting.’ We should remember ‘that even a Nigerian bushman will lose his suspicion in the face of kindness and become sullen and unfriendly when exploited.’ Nor, concluded Humana, should we forget ‘the example of progressive writers who, temporarily we hope, fail to remember all this.’ In his notes for his literary executor written in the last year of his life (see 3728), Orwell included The English People among four works not to be reprinted; the others were A Clergyman’s Daughter, Keep the Aspidistra Flying, and The Lion and the Unicorn. The last line is echoed in Nineteen Eighty-Four: ‘If there was hope it must lie in the proles (CW, IX, 72).

2475A. To Lydia Jackson

1 Probably Before the Storm: The Recollections of I. M. Maisky. This was published in Tribune on 18 August 1944. Ivan Mikhailovich Maisky (1884—1975) was Soviet Ambassador in London during the war. He pressed hard for the launching of a Second Front to relieve pressure on the Russians and argued at the Yalta Conference (4–11 February 1945) on Stalin’s behalf that Germany should pay the Soviet Union reparations after the war.

2 Although Orwell continued to use the name ‘George’ when signing-off letters to Lydia Jackson, at least until 1947, he had used the name ‘Eric’ when writing to her before the war (for example, 534A) and he chiefly used the name ‘Eric’ from this date. This signature is a scrawl; it is certainly not ‘George’ but just could be the initials ‘EB.’ However, ‘Eric’ is most likely and this scrawl is so interpreted here and elsewhere. See also 3402A, n. 7.

2476. To Leonard Moore

1 To publish Animal Farm.

2477. To A. S. Umpleby, JP

1 A. S. Umpleby was station-master of Darlington railway station and a local magistrate.

2 C. A. Hinks was a solicitor in Darlington, Yorkshire. His poem, The Summing Up (1943), 1,156 lines, described the trial of Everyman before a jury and judge, the latter summing up the arguments of prosecuting and defending counsel. The case hinged on ‘the central social and psychological dilemma of wishing to remain an idealist, either as a nation or as an individual, in a world governed by purely property values’ (as the publisher’s description explained). No verdict is given; the poem ends with the dismissal of the ‘jury of historians / in the quiet of your peaceful times’ to consider its verdict. The kernel of Hinks’s own verdict is indicated by a plea that ‘For such a high and consecrated purpose / let there arise some commonwealth of citizens, / scorched with devotion to the general health, / uncorrupted and untaught of property …’ (lines 894—97). Heppenstall reviewed the poem with four other books in Tribune, 18 August 1944. One of these was by Umpleby—A Bo’ddin O’Cowls; the others were a collection produced by the Yorkshire Dialect Society, Yorkshire Dialect Poems; W. J. Halliday, History and Aims; and Albert Mackie, Sing a Sang o’ Scotland. (Tribune misspelled Mackie as Mackay and Sang as Song).

2478. ‘As I Please,’ 26

1 In 1927 Orwell went to live at 22 Portobello Road, next door to Ruth Pitter (at number 24), who found him these lodgings; his landlady was Mrs. Edwin Craig. The builder lived at number 20. The three houses are illustrated in Thompson, 23.

2479. To The Royal Literary Fund

1 See 13 May 1943, 2078.

2480. To Leonard Moore

1 No essay on women’s weekly papers was published and no script has survived.

2481. ‘Benefit of Clergy: Some Notes on Salvador Dali’

1 recently-published ] recently published

2 The Secret Life of Salvador Dali (the Dial Press, New York) [Orwell’s footnote].

3 Here then ] Here, then,

4 running ] running,

5 dinner time ] dinner-time

6 occur’ ] occur”,

7 five year ] five-year

8 Then, ] Then

9 civil war ] Civil War

10 salons ] salons

11 war ] War

12 of] if

13 Titles in Critical Essays are roman within quotation marks, and that may represent what was in Orwell’s typescript.

14 well-known ] well known

15 Le Jeu Lugubre ] “Lejeu Lugubre.” Note that Le Chien Andalou in the next paragraph is in italics in both versions.

16 surrealist ] Surrealist

17 enthusiasm: ] enthusiasm.

18 white rows ] rows

19 the ] an

20 highbrow,’… person, J highbrow”—… person—

21 Proust, ] Proust

22 picture: ] picture;

23 position: or ] position; or,

24 And ] And,

25 Dali mentions L’Age d’Or and adds that its first public showing was broken up by hooligans, but he does not say in detail what it was about. According to Henry Miller’s account of it, it showed among other things some fairly detailed shots of a woman defaecating [Orwell’s footnote].

26 up ] up,

27 return ] revert

28 this ] the

29 1913 ] 1914. If this were a deliberate change to 1914 because that was the precise date, it would be expected that ‘about’ would have been cut.

30 this ] this,

31 100, ] 100

32 telephones, ] telephones

33 example ] example,

34 ‘le rossignol,’ ‘une montre’ ] le rossignol, une montre

35 elbow: ] elbow;

36 people ] people,

37 salons ] salons

38 homosexuality ] homosecuality in Saturday Book

2482. ‘Are Books Too Dear?’

1 See also Orwell’s review of the third batch of ten Penguin books, 5 March 1936, 290, especially the first and last paragraphs and for estimates of Orwell’s receipts from publishing, 1928–45, P. Davison, ‘Orwell: Balancing the Books,’ The Library, VI, 16 (1994), 77–98. Orwell’s receipts (after agent’s commission) from sales of the Penguin Down and Out in Paris and London (1940) were probably £91, and from the Penguin Burmese Days (1944), £148. Two guineas in 1944 would be equivalent to about £45 in 1996.

2483. ‘As I Please,’ 27

1 For details of this competition, which Orwell organised for Tribune, see ‘As I Please,’ 6, 7 January 1944, 2401, n. 1.

2484. ‘Survey of “Civvy Street”’

1 In his Payments Book (see 2831), Orwell describes this as an article; it was, however, prompted by The Journey Home by Mass Observation, published for the Advertising Service Guild by John Murray.

2484A. To Lydia Jackson

1 ‘A Tender Bolshevik: A Sketch of A. G. Malyshkin’ was published by Tribune on 18 August 1944.

2485. To Leonard Moore

1 Jonathan Cape wrote to Victor Gollancz on 26 May 1944 to say that he was inclined to publish Animal Farm, and to publish Orwell’s future work. He wished to know whether that would be acceptable to Gollancz. On 1 June, Gollancz wrote to Moore, pointing out that he had a contract dated 1 February 1937 to publish three novels by Orwell, only one of which, Coming Up for Air, had been delivered. He argued that his rejection of Animal Farm did not affect that agreement. Moore then wrote to Orwell—his letter has not been traced—and this is Orwell’s response. See Fredric Warburg, All Authors Are Equal (1973), 47–50, and also Michael Howard, Jonathan Cape, Publisher (1977).

2 This does not mean, of course, that Orwell was not thinking about and planning for what was to become Nineteen Eighty-Four.

3 Against this paragraph is a barely decipherable annotation: ‘Get stuff together. Get Gollancz to agree.’ The paragraph referring to Keep the Aspidistra Flying is scored with two lines in the margin and Coming Up for Air is underlined twice.

4 Penguin Books did not publish Coming Up for Air in Orwell’s lifetime. It was reprinted in the first of Seeker’s Uniform series in May 1948 and next printed in the United States, the first edition in that country, by Harcourt, Brace, in January 1950, the month Orwell died.

2486. ‘As I Please,’ 28

1 In Tribune, 28 April 1944, Koestler had written an article in the form of a letter to a young corporal who had written to ask for advice as to which book reviewers could be taken as reliable guides. Koestler pointed out the dismal standards of criticism prevailing in most of the press.

2488. To Leading Aircraftman C. Hopkins

1 This story has not been traced. A story, ‘It’s a Lovely Day to Die,’ by G. Thurston Hopkins was published in Tribune on 11 August 1944, but, apart from the wrong initials, it seems to be written by a soldier, not by an aircraftman.

2489. Review of Robert Cain by William Russell

1 Perhaps ‘unconvincing’ was intended.

2 William Richard Russell (1915–) published A Wind Is Rising (1946) and Strayhorn (1948). Orwell reviewed his play Cellar in the Manchester Evening News, 20 December 1945 (see 2822). In 1962 Russell published a non-fiction work, Berlin Embassy. Robert Cain was first published in 1942.

2490. ‘As I Please,’ 29

1 ‘The Brains Trust’ was a popular BBC programme, led by Dr C. E. M. Joad (1891–1953), head of the Department of Psychology and Philosophy, Birkbeck College, University of London, with a panel of experts which discussed questions submitted by listeners. Among the panelists there was usually someone less ‘expert’ but supposedly gifted with down-to-earth common-sense. Ruth Pitter (1897–1992), a poet and a friend of Orwell’s when he was struggling to become a writer (see 139, n. 1), was one such. In September 1942, Orwell reported to the BBC Eastern Service Committee that C. E. M. Joad would contribute to its broadcasts (see 1469) and he was later engaged by Orwell.

2 Brendan Bracken (1901–1958; Viscount Bracken, 1952), politician and publisher, entered Parliament as a Conservative in 1929 and was a close associate of Churchill’s in the 1930s and during the war. Among his more important offices of state was that of Minister of Information from 1941. He was one of the three political chiefs of the Political Warfare Executive.

3 Beverley Baxter (1891–1964; Kt., 1954), Canadian-born journalist, author, and critic, entered Parliament in 1935 as a Conservative. He had served in the Canadian army in World War I and in World War II was Controller of Aircraft Factory Cooperation under Lord Beaverbrook (also a Canadian).

4 Sir Arnold Wilson (1884–1940) was a Conservative M.P. who before the war actively supported Hitler and Mussolini. He was also an author, publicist, and administrator. When war was declared, although he held the rank of lieutenant-colonel and was over age for flying duties, he took a commission in the RAF as a pilot officer air gunner. He was killed in action.

5 There was no such paper as the Hitchin Mercury. Orwell has confused the Hertfordshire Mercury and County Press and the Hertfordshire Express and Hitchin, Letchworth and Stevenage Gazette, which, in July 1938, became the Hertfordshire and Bedfordshire Express. The former newspaper had little to do with Orwell’s part of Hertfordshire, which was covered by the second journal. This not only published much of what Wilson said, but also reported highlights of the ILP Summer Schools at Letchworth, 1936–38.

2492. ‘As I Please,’ 30

1 Crainquebille was adapted as a radio play by Orwell and broadcast in the BBC’s Eastern Service on 11 August 1943; see 2230.

2 The ‘Beachcomber’ column in the Daily Express was started by D. B. Wyndham Lewis (1891–1969) and continued from 1924 by J. B. Morton (1893–1979), a fellow Roman Catholic. Wyndham Lewis then contributed a column under the pen-name ‘Timothy Shy’ to the News Chronicle. Both authors produced a fair amount of comic and nonsense writing, but both also wrote biographical studies and Morton wrote fiction. On a number of occasions Orwell made pejorative references to these columnists. In his Wigan Pier Diary, 287, 27.2.36, he refers to ‘the Chesterton-Beachcomber type of writer’ who is ‘always in favour of private ownership and against Socialist legislation and “progress” generally’; and see ‘Politics vs. Literature,’ 3089.

3 William Beveridge (see 1896, n. 6) was the author of the Report on Social Insurance and Allied Services, known as the Beveridge Report (1942), which laid the foundations of the Welfare State in Britain.

4 Neither did.

2493. To Mrs. Gerry Byrne (Amy Charlesworth)

1 Mrs. Gerry Byrne (1904–1945) had written to Orwell as Amy Charlesworth from Flixton, near Manchester, on 6 October 1937; see 384, n. 1. She had married first when young, had two children, and left her husband because he struck here so often. She then trained as a health visitor and remarried (possibly the crime reporter Gerald Byrne).

2494. To Leonard Moore

1 Jonathan Cape wrote to Victor Gollancz on 26 May 1944 to say that he was inclined to publish Animal Farm (see 2485, n. 1). His principal reader, Daniel George, and C. V. Wedgwood, then working for Cape, both strongly urged publication. However, on 16 June 1944, Cape wrote to Leonard Moore to say he would not publish the book. He did have some anxiety about Orwell having to offer his next two works of fiction to Gollancz, but the basis for the rejection was the representation made to him by ‘an important official in the Ministry of Information’ whom he had consulted. He had come to the conclusion that it would be ‘highly ill-advised to publish [it] at the present time,’ partly because it was not a generalised attack on dictatorships but was aimed specifically at the Soviets, and partly because the ‘choice of pigs as the ruling caste’ would be especially offensive. (Crick gives the full text of this letter, with background details, 454–56.) Inez Holden, in a letter to Ian Angus of 27 May 1967, summarised Cape’s reason for the rejection and Orwell’s reaction: ‘He said he couldn’t publish that as he was afraid “Stalin wouldn’t like it”. George was amused at this. I will quote what he said on this: “Imagine old Joe (who doesn’t know one word of any European language) sitting in the Kremlin reading ‘Animal Farm’ and saying ‘I don’t like this’”’. For Daniel George’s response to Orwell’s ‘Confessions of a Book Reviewer’ and for an extract from his report, see 2992.

2 Annotated in Moore’s office: ‘Agreement only states “full-length.”’

2495. Review of The Sociology of Literary Taste by L. L. Schucking

1 It was published in German in Munich in 1923 and in an enlarged edition in Leipzig in 1931.

2495A. To Lydia Jackson

1 The review of Polish Folk-Lore Stories was published in Tribune on 22 September 1944

2496. To T. S. Eliot

1 Of Animal Farm.

2 Presumably from Leonard Moore, reporting on Cape’s 19 June 1944 letter; see 2494.

2498. Review of From One Generation to Another by Hilda Martindale, CBE

1 Hilda Martindale (1875–1952), a civil servant, was born into a great Liberal-Nonconformist family, but her father and one sister (there were three children, not two, as Orwell says; the surviving sister became one of the first women surgeons) died before she was born. She was appointed deputy chief inspector after years of devoted work against opposition and with little support from the magistracy. She also fought for equal opportunities for women in the Civil Service. When, some years after her retirement in 1937, a woman became principal assistant secretary in charge of all general establishment work, she wrote, ‘Now indeed my desire was fulfilled.’ She also did much to establish the Home Office Industrial Museum (DNB).

2 Margaret Bondfield (1873–1953), trade union leader and first woman cabinet minister, as Minister of Labour in Ramsay MacDonald’s second administration, 1929. She was the first woman Privy Councillor.

3 The Truck Acts were passed in 1831, 1887, and 1896 and were designed to stop the practice of paying employees’ wages in goods instead of money.

2499. ‘As I Please,’ 31

1 Writing in his column in Reynold’s News on 9 July 1944, Tom Driberg (see 1931, n. 1) commented that though he always enjoyed Orwell’s column in Tribune, he disagreed strongly with this paragraph. He went on: ‘An intelligent man like Orwell really oughtn’t to talk like a Peace Pledger. There is surely an appreciable difference in principle between these flying bombs, which are necessarily aimed only vaguely and may fall anywhere, and RAF raids, which do kill thousands of civilians incidentally but are aimed primarily—for reasons of economy and strategy if not humanity—at military and industrial targets. Our side [the political left] shouldn’t give such loopholes to the Right.’ The following Sunday, he reported that his comment had ‘excited 24 letters—of which 22 agreed with Orwell, accused me of “hypocrisy” and “peddling official dope.” Well, well …’ The ‘pilotless plane’ was the V-1; see 2501, n. 1.

2500. Contract for ‘Political Theories and European Literature’

1 Joyce Grenfell records that a letter she posted in Burnham in the morning was delivered in Windsor by 5:00 P.M. (Darling Ma, 28 September 1941).

2501. ‘As I Please,’ 32

1 Orwell is describing the V-1 (Vergeltungswaffe-1; Revenge Weapon-1) or ‘buzz-bomb’ or ‘doodlebug,’ as it was nicknamed. These flying bombs had no pilot and carried about 2,000 lbs. (900 kg.) of explosives. Their design was started secretly in 1936. The first was fired on the night of 13–14 June 1944, seven days after the Normandy landings and continued intermittently until the end of March 1945. In all, 9,251 were fired at southern England. Of these, 4,621 were destroyed, 630 being shot down by the RAF. About 5,500 people were killed and some 16,000 injured; damage was considerable but not of a kind to undermine war production. The buzz of the bomb cut out as the bomb lost power and fell silently to earth to explode on impact. They did not circle around as suggested in Orwell’s dialogue. Inez Holden, in her Summer Journal, wrote, ‘I tried to finish the short story I had been writing for L.’s paper. The general conditions are bad for work. Flying bombs produce a mood of frustration and guilt. One stops work as they go over and after the engine has cut out and the explosion is ended, a feeling of guilt follows because one knows that the bomb has “fallen on someone else”’ (Leaves in the Storm: A Book of Diaries … with a Running Commentary, edited by Stefan Schimanski and Henry Treece, 1947, 245). Thompson has an illustration of a V-1 about to crash in Drury Lane, London, 1944. An illustration of the sound-track of the buzz, the ensuing silence, and the explosion was printed in the Evening Standard, 20 November 1944, 5, with a picture of an explosion caused by a V-1. taken from the top of the University of London Senate House (Minitru of Nineteen Eighty-Four).

2 See 1241, n. 4.

3 It is, in fact, from The Uncelestial City by Humbert Wolfe (1885–1940), poet and satirist.

4 Orwell had in mind the reason given by Cape for rejecting Animal Farm; see 2494, n. 1.

5 In response to an anguished request from G. A. Weller, Tribune, 28 July, Orwell gave this answer (though the outward and inward journeys had become two instead of four miles): “The bear was white. The man travelled two miles south, then two miles west, then two miles north, and was back at his house again. In any ordinary locality these movements would have brought him to a spot two miles west of his house. Evidently he lived at the North Pole. Therefore, the bear must have been a polar bear.”

2503. To Rayner Heppenstall

1 Jacques Barzun, Romanticism and the Modern Ego; Orwell reviewed this book for The Observer, 23 July 1944; see 2517. Heppenstall’s review appeared in Tribune on 27 October 1944.

2 Roy Campbell (1901–1957), poet born in South Africa, came to Europe when seventeen. Orwell refers to his supporting Franco during the Spanish civil war as reporter and propagandist. See also 2314, n. 1 and 2511.

3 Sir Arthur Bryant (1899–1985), conservatively-inclined historian, published (among many books). The Spirit of Conservatism (1929) and Stanley Baldwin: A Tribute (1937). He had recently published Unfinished Victory, on Germany, 1918–33 (1940), The Years of Endurance, 1793–1812 (1942), and Years of Victory, 1802–12 (1944; New York, 1945). Of Unfinished Victory, Kenneth Rose said ‘Goebbels himself could not have composed a more ingratiating apologia for the Nazis. Anti-semitism is a recurrent theme,’ yet he received ‘a whole chestful of decorations,’ including a knighthood and the Companion of Honour (Sunday Telegraph, 1 August 1993). See also 2511.

2504. Review of Art and Scientific Thought by Martin Johnson

1 The original has ‘oasis’.

2507. ‘As I Please,’ 33

1 The women’s branches of the armed services: Women’s Auxiliary Air Force, Auxiliary Territorial Service, Women’s Royal Naval Service.

2508. John Middleton Murry to Orwell

1 Dr. Alfred Salter (1873–1945) was for a long time a sponsor of the Peace Pledge Union and for a while its Joint Treasurer. Except for a brief interval, he was Labour M.P. from 1922 until he retired at the 1945 General Election. He had a distinguished career at Guy’s Hospital and London University, then joined the Society of Friends and settled in Bermondsey as a ‘poor man’s doctor.’ He was elected to the London County Council in 1905.

2509. To John Middleton Murry

1 In June 1944 Orwell and his wife had adopted a three-week-old boy, who was christened Richard Horatio Blair. Both Richard and Horatio were Blair family names, but the Richard also referred to Richard Rees. Richard was fetched from Newcastle in the week of 15–21 October (see 2528A headnote).

2511. To Rayner Heppenstall

1 Stephen Hero: Part of the first draft of ‘A Portrait of the Artist as a Young Man,’ edited by Theodore Spencer (1944). Though so titled, it proved not to be the first draft. This took the form of a 2,000-word short story which was submitted to a Dublin journal but rejected and which Joyce then laid aside. It is reproduced in The Workshop of Daedalus: James Joyce and the Raw Materials for A Portrait of the Artist as a Young Man, edited by Robert Scholes and Richard M. Kain (Evanston, 1965), 60–68. Orwell’s ‘which I suppose someone rescued from the w[aste] p[aper] b[asket]’ is indicative of his attitude to his own draft manuscripts. Heppenstall reviewed Stephen Hero in Tribune, 15 September 1944.

2 Of Poetry Scotland, No. 1, edited by Maurice Lindsay, Tribune, 7 April 1944.

2512. To Z. A. Bokhari

1 Z. A. Bokhari, Indian Programme Organiser, under whom Orwell worked at the BBC, first wrote to Orwell on 2 June 1944. He said, ‘Following in your footsteps, in our English programmes to India, we have started a monthly 13½ minute broadcast under the general title “New Writing”’ and asked Orwell if he would like to contribute. He received no answer and wrote again on 14 July specifying 12 September as the date for Orwell’s broadcast. He made a number of specific suggestions. Would Orwell like to discuss “new tendencies, or new books, or the lack of new books—and you know here what I mean by new books? Can real creative work be done while the world consists of partisans? Why haven’t we been able to produce a Rupert Brooke? Why are the creative writers turning into literary commentators? These are just vague suggestions, and I am sure you will be able to improve upon them considerably.”

2513. To Leonard Moore

1 This was to be in association with Paul Potts. Orwell was to pay the printer, and Potts would supply the paper from his quota for the Whitman Press. Potts had actually got so far as travelling twice to Bedford to see the printer. See his Dante Called You Beatrice, 76–77. Although the Lilly Library letters at Indiana University had not then been made public and were therefore not available to him, Crick gives an excellent account in chapter 14 of George Orwell: A Life of the vicissitudes experienced in the publication of Animal Farm.

2 Shelden states that Orwell discussed with David Astor ‘the possibility of borrowing £200 to pay the costs’; Orwell did not explain what the book was about, and Astor did not ask but agreed to make the loan (403–04; U.S., 368); no source is given.

2514. ‘As I Please,’ 34

1 Orwell did not give the answer to this conundrum in a later issue of Tribune. The reason was, of course, that in order to dream of the wreck the watchman must have been asleep on duty.

2515. To Rayner Heppenstall

1 Presumably the book in Orwell’s letter of 17 July 1944; see 2511.

2 For this horoscope, see 2558.

2516. To John Middleton Murry

1 Rudolf Hess (1894–1987), Nazi official, second to Goering as Hitler’s successor, flew to Scotland on 10 May 1941, allegedly bearing peace proposals. He was interned in Britain, and, in 1946, sentenced to life imprisonment by the international war crimes tribunal at Nuremberg. An argument has since raged as to whether this was the genuine Rudolf Hess.

2 Orwell’s review of Lionel Fielden’s Beggar My Neighbour; see 2257.

3 Orwell’s review of Alex Comfort’s No Such Liberty; see 855.

2518. To Dwight Macdonald

1 In the November 1944 issue of Politics (1, No. 10), Macdonald, in his ‘Comment’ column, quoted from Orwell’s letter at length in a section subtitled ‘Russomania in England.’ He said Orwell’s quarrel with Laski is that

Laski shuts his eyes to “purges, liquidations, the dictatorship of a minority, suppression of criticism and so forth.” Orwell also takes to pieces Laski’s phoney analogy of Stalin’s Russia with the early Christian church. That such a review, agreeing with Laski on the main point—the socialist nature of the USSR today—and merely venturing to make the criticisms any honest and intelligent reviewer would have to make of Laski’s book—that such a review should be too hot for a paper like The Manchester Evening News shows how seriously the feats of the Red Army have misled English public opinion about Russia. (It will be recalled that The Manchester Guardian—and the English liberal press in general—was much more honest and critical about the Moscow Trials than our own liberal journals; the Guardian in particular threw its columns open to Trotsky himself.)

   One reason for the present Russomania in British° is, of course, the universal feeling that the Red Army “saved” England—as it probably did—coupled with admiration for Russian military strength. And from such admiration it is a short step to the conclusion that a nation which performs so effectively on the battlefield must be pretty wonderful behind the lines. Another reason is perhaps less obvious: that the English workers and middleclass are fed up with private capitalism and put their post-war hopes in some kind of socialism. In this mood, it is easy to feel sympathetic—from a safe distance—to Russia. Finally, one must add the agreement of both workingclass and big business on a high degree of state intervention into the economic process after the war. The Government’s recent White Paper on Employment Policy opened with the statement “The Government accept as one of their primary aims and responsibilities the maintenance of a high and stable level of employment after the war.” Over here it is not the state which proclaims this responsibility but “private enterprise”, notably the business-financed Committee for Economic Development. Thus if there are less illusions about Russia over here, and more freedom to criticise Stalinism in the general press, this fortunate state of affairs is largely due to the more reactionary temper of public opinion. Such are the paradoxes that arise when the hopes of progressives are pinned, by default, on a great anti-progressive force.

   In England the paradoxes are even more fantastic….

2 Orwell is referring to Padmore’s name in a list of contributors to Politics, May 1944, which stated, ‘George Padmore’s article [‘The New Imperialism, III: Anglo-American Condominium’] originally appeared in the English monthly Left. He is a leading English socialist writer, and a specialist on Africa and other colonial areas.’ Padmore, a West Indian, had been expelled from the Comintern in 1934. This was his first contribution to Politics. His article ‘The Story of Viet Nam,’ Politics, December 1946, the issue in which Orwell’s ‘Catastrophic Gradualism’ appeared (see 2778), attracted long letters from Victor Serge (see 1046, n. 7) and Saul Mendelson in Politics, March-April 1947. Among the points made, Serge expressed surprise that Padmore, ‘an I.L.P. militant of many years’ standing’ had omitted to inform readers of Politics that the Vietnamese leader, Ho Chi Minh, was a Communist and had given ‘only in the vaguest terms Ho Chi Minh’s connection with Moscow.’ In his reply, Padmore argued that the issue in Viet Nam was a struggle for national independence and that ‘Moscow is really very remote from Hanoi.’ He could not see ‘anything but a totalitarian outlook in the French desire to reconquer Viet Nam,’ and it shocked him that there had been ‘no popular manifestation by way of sympathetic strike or mass demonstration on the part of the French workers, who so recently were themselves suppressed under the totalitarian yoke of Nazism. … French workers … tacitly or expressly, condone French totalitarianism.’ Padmore, whose real name was Malcolm Ivan Meredith Nurse, was born in Trinidad in 1903. He joined the Communist Party in the United States in 1927 and went to the Soviet Union in 1939. He founded the Pan-African Federation in 1944 and later became an adviser to Kwame Nkrumah (1909–1972), President of Ghana. He died in London in 1959 of acute dysentery and was buried in Ghana.

2519. London Letter, 24 July 1944

1 This is the date in Orwell’s Payments Book.

2 For D. N. Pritt, see 2393, 3600, n, 10, and Orwell’s list of crypto-Communists and fellow travellers, 3732.

3 For Lord Vansittart, see 758, n. 1 and ‘London Letter’, 1 January 1942, 913 (first section).

4 In the mid nineteenth century there were four classes of railway travel: first, second, third, and parliamentary. In World War II only first and third classes were run. These are now called first and standard.

5 Orwell refers again to conscription into the Home Guard in 2564. It seems very doubtful whether this was applied to those under eighteen, and the experience of those who recall service in the Home Guard suggests that conscription was unknown to them.

6 Ellipsis as in the original: nothing has been left out of this edition.

2520. To Ivor Brown

1 Ivor Brown (1891–1974), editor of The Observer, 1942–48 and its drama critic, 1929–54. See also 1480, n. 2.

2 See 1971, n. 1.

2521. ‘As I Please,’ 35

1 See 598.

2 ‘The Little Apocalypse of Obadiah Hornbooke,’ pseudonym of Alex Comfort, appeared in Tribune, 30 June 1944. ‘Letter to an American Visitor,’ another poem by Comfort under the pseudonym Obadiah Hornbooke appeared in Tribune on 4 June 1943 and was answered by Orwell with ‘As One Non-Combatant to Another’ on 18 June 1943; see 2137 and 2138. Tribune spelt Hornbooke as Hornbrook.

2522. Review of English Diaries of the Nineteenth Century, edited by James Aitken

1 Although the word goes back to 1504, its use in England for the contagious illness which still afflicts us dates from 1743. There were two ‘true influenza’ epidemics in the nineteenth century, 1847–48 and 1889, but the word was used, as nowadays, to describe any serious headcold (OED).

2 Orwell has confused the author Ford Madox Ford (1873–1939) with the painter Ford Madox Brown (1821–1893).

3 Edith J. Morley, The Life and Times of Henry Crabb Robinson, reviewed by Orwell in The Adelphi, October 1935; see 256.

2523. ‘Propaganda and Demotic Speech’

1 There is a good account of newsreel comentators of this period in Anthony Aldgate, Cinema and History: British Newsreels and the Spanish Civil War (1979). For E. V. H. (Ted) Emmett, see especially 32, 41, 122–25, 132–33, and 158–9. Emmett was in the advantageous position of cutting Gaumont’s stories so that picture and commentary always matched – he had himself worked as a film cutter (41).

2 Wallington, near Baldock, Hertfordshire.

3 Army Bureau of Current Affairs and (Women’s) Auxiliary Territorial Service, 1938–48.

4 In spite of this, Common Wealth has adopted the astonishingly feeble slogan: “What is morally wrong cannot be politically right” [Orwell’s footnote].

5 From ‘Sweeney Agonistes: Fragment of an Agon.’ Orwell is probably quoting from memory and the quotation is not quite accurate (see also 2538, n. 21). Eliot’s text reads:


This went on for a couple of months

Nobody came

And nobody went

But he took in the milk and he paid the rent.



2524. To Rayner Heppenstall

1 Not identified; presumably a book Heppenstall had asked Orwell to obtain for him.

2525. To W.J. Strachan

1 Published in Tribune, 3 November 1944.

2526. ‘As I Please,’ 36

1 Orwell’s antipathy toward the Peace Pledge Union brought forth a well-written rebuke from Michael Sorensen, serving on the Ambulance Train based at Godalming Goods Station, Surrey, and dated 6 August 1944. He ironically asked Orwell to continue to vilify the P.P.U. (of which he was a member), so clearing the air for saying what, from a pacifist, ‘would probably be denounced as “mawkish.”’ In addition to making the pacifist case, he argued that Orwell knew that ‘a socialist pacifist is after the same sort of world as you: you know that he breaks with you only regarding the method of attaining it: why, then, the venom?’ The letter was not published, but remained among Orwell’s papers at his death.

2 For some very unaffected comments on receiving evacuees, see Joyce Grenfell’s letters to her mother in Darling Ma, 4 and 18 September and 2 October 1939. There were homes for unbilletable children. Elisaveta Fen (see 534A) records in her A Russian’s England that she was appointed Assistant Matron of such a home in Oxford in June 1941 (465).

2528. Review of The Dragon Beards versus the Blue Prints by Hsiao Ch’ienfn1

1 Hsiao Ch’ien (Xiao Qian) undertook some work for the BBC under Orwell’s aegis early in 1941; see 919, n. 1. In 1995, his translation into Chinese of Joyce’s Ulysses was published.

2528A. Eileen to Lydia Jackson

1 Gwen O’Shaughnessy was Eileen’s sister-in-law. Like her husband, Laurence O’Shaughnessy (killed at Dunkirk), she was a doctor. Florrie has not been identified. She may have been a neighbour at Carlton, Stockton-on-Tees.

2 Mrs Horton was evidently the new tenant of The Stores at Wallington, but see 2712 and 3255A.

3 Lettice Cooper (1897–1994), novelist and biographer, worked during the war at the Ministry of Food and had just resigned her post there. Her novels include The Lighted Room (1925), The Ship of Truth (1930), Private Enterprise (1931), and Black Bethlehem (1947), in which Ann is said to be based on Eileen Blair. In her memoir ‘Eileen Blair,’ Lettice Cooper records, ‘I met Eileen when she joined the Public Relations Division of the Ministry of Food … She came in some months after Dunkirk…. She looked after the Kitchen Front Broadcasts’ (PEN Broadsheet, No. 17 Autumn 1984). A perceptive and touching account of Eileen (and to a lesser extent of her husband) was written by Miss Cooper for the Orwell Archive; it is printed in Orwell Remembered, 162–66; in this she describes how Orwell read each instalment of Animal Farm to her each evening ‘and she used to come in and tell us next morning how it was getting on, she knew at once it was a winner.’ See also Remembering Orwell, 116–17, 130–32, 144–45, and 196–97. Lettice Cooper underwent psychoanalysis and Orwell’s knowledge of the subject may have come from her.

4 Mrs Anderson was one of the Orwells’ neighbours at Wallington; she often looked after their affairs in their absence.

5 Eileen signs off with an indecipherable scrawl. She possibly writes ‘With best wishes/Eilee.’ but it is a little more likely that it is ‘With love/Eilee.’—and the degree of scrawl is indicated by interpretations that see two and three words here. What is clear is that there is no final ‘n’ to ‘Eilee’, which may have been what she was familiarly called at the Ministry of Food.

2529. Review of The Porch and The Stronghold by Richard Church

1 This is the way the title is printed, but it represents two novels which form the first parts of a trilogy: The Porch (1937), The Stronghold (1939), and The Room Within (1940).

2 Richard Church (1893–1972), poet, novelist, and essayist, did make a career in the Civil Service, but later became an adviser to a publisher. A prolific writer, he became President of the English Association. He published three volumes of autobiography, in 1955, 1957, and 1964, and was awarded the Sunday Times Gold Medal in 1955 for the first, which tells how, from modest beginnings (he was a postman’s son), his life was transformed by his love of poetry.

3 By Arthur Koestler, Antoine de Saint-Exupéry, and Ernest Hemingway respectively. The Flight to Arras (1942) is not a novel; it describes author’s experience as a pilot in 1940.

2530. ‘As I Please,’ 37

1 Despite Orwell’s attitude towards pacifists and this disagreement, Orwell and Reynolds (see 560, 2.8.39, n. 4) remained good friends, later collaborating on British Pamphleteers (1948). For Reynolds, see 1061, n. 1.

2 This was Roy Walker; see 2259, n. 1 and 2372. It looks as if Orwell was quoting here from memory. Walker wrote that the ‘Duke of Bedford who really does—I can assure you it is so—understand Hitler, knows he has a good heart, and wants to bring out the best in him—by talking to him in a nice friendly way.’ For the Duke of Bedford, see 913 n. 6 and n. 7.

2531. To John Middleton Murry

1 Orwell reviewed Adam and Eve in the Manchester Evening News, 19 October 1944 (see 2565), and there is a passing reference to the book in ‘As I Please,’ 46, 27 October 1944; see 2568. See also Orwell’s review of Max Plowman’s Letters, Manchester Evening News, 7 December 1944, 2589.

2532. On Branch Street by Marie Paneth

1 This article was headed, presumably by a member of The Observer’s staff, ‘The Children Who Cannot be Billeted.’ See also 2526 and 2526, n. 2.

2533. To Leonard Moore

1 ‘Raffles and Miss Blandish’ was completed on 28 August 1944, according to Orwell’s Payments Book. It was published in Horizon, October 1944 (see 2538), and in Politics, November 1944, with the additional title, ‘The Ethics of the Detective Story.’

2534. ‘As I Please,’ 38

1 On the subject of claiming what seemed to be public as private property, Betty Lilly wrote to Tribune, 1 September 1944, to say that those who lived on the shores of Lake Windermere were charged ten shillings a year for each post which supported the landing pier by the Lonsdale Estate Office. Lord Lonsdale claimed the whole of the lake bottom. When people protested and threatened a lawsuit, ‘the earl briefed every barrister on the Northern Circuit, and so the case was dropped.’

2 A letter from Dorothy V. Carter was published in Tribune on 25 August suggesting that to assist the pacification of the German people, Germans should be forbidden to wear boots. Though her friends laughed at her proposition, she was, she said, serious. ‘To be shod in heavy boots gives anyone a tough feeling…. They shout and tend to bully. They don’t care about quiet, decent living.’ Orwell initiated his ‘campaign against the jackboot’ in ‘As I Please,’ 16, 17 March 1944, see 2435.

2535. Review of Milton: Man and Thinker by Denis Sauratfn1

1 This footnote appeared in The Observer: ‘The first edition of this book was published in French in 1920 and in English in 1925. One section is now published for the first time in English.’

2 From The Marriage of Heaven and Hell, Blake’s ‘Note’ to ‘The Voice of the Devil.’

2535A. To Lydia Jackson

1 Possibly Elementary Russian Grammar (on one sheet) by Dr I. Freiman. Lydia Jackson’s 200-word notice appeared in Tribune on 10 November 1944.

2 The only item that can be identified is her review of Polish Folk-Lore Stories, published on 22 September 1944; see 2495A

2536. Review of South of the Congo by Selwyn James

1 ‘Charity never faileth: but whether there be prophecies, they shall fail,’ 1 Corinthians, 13.8.

2537. ‘As I Please,’ 39

1 Maung Thein Pe; for details of the author and his book see 2236, n. 1. See also Orwell’s note to G. E. Harvey, 18 August 1943, 2240.

2 Orwell wrote an introduction for a reprint of The Position of Peggy Harper late in 1945; this was to be published by Eyre and Spottiswoode but the project was abandoned. For Orwell’s introduction, see 2957.

3 See ‘As I Please,’ 41, 2547, and also n. 2 to the letter to R. S. R. Fitter, 2544. The nature correspondent was William Beach Thomas; see 2439, n. 1.

2538. ‘Raffles and Miss Blandish’

1 See 2518, n. 1.

2 best-known ] best known Pol

3 No Orchids for Miss Blandish was James Hadley Chase’s first book and was written when he was working for a book wholesaler. It was published in May 1939, and by the time Orwell wrote his essay had sold over a million copies. Chase’s real name was René Brabazon Raymond (1906–1985); he wrote some eighty books, using various pseudonyms.

4 Arsène ] Arsene Pol, CrE

5 and, on his level, ] and on his level Hor, CrE

6 by-word ] byword CrE

7 social: ] social; CrE

8 Bunny ] his Bunny Hor; altered in page proofs of CrE

9 Raffles’s ] Raffles’ CrE

10 clubman ] club man CrE

11 Charles Peace (1832–1879), petty criminal and murderer. In 1876 he killed Police Constable Cook, but another man was charged and found guilty of murder. In 1878 he murdered Alfred Dyson. Arrested in the act of burglary, he was tried for Dyson’s murder and found guilty. He confessed to having killed Cook, and the man originally charged, William Habron, was given a free pardon. Peace was executed in 1879. His exploits entered popular myth and he was the subject of an early silent film.

12 Zingari ] properly, I Zingari (Italian, the Gypsies); an exclusive English aicket club founded in 1845 which has no home ground and so travels away to all its matches

13 i.e. ] i.e., Hor, i.e. CrE

14 practised body-line bowling in Australia ] left a trail of broken bones up and down Australia Pol; left … Australia, Hor; altered in page proofs of CrE (in Senhouse’s hand)

15 Had Orwell stayed in Wigan beyond March 1936 he would have realised that cricket is anything but a predominantly upper-class game. The leagues of Lancashire and Yorkshire in particular were not and are not the preserves of the upper classes.

16 burglar ] burglar, Hon. CrE

17 upper-middle-class ] upper-middle class Pol, Hor

18 man-about-town ] man-about-town, Hor man about town, CrE

19 twilight-of-the-gods ] twilight of the gods; a Wagnerian reference (as at XII/97, line 1) Hor, CrE

20 Gentleman Rankers:] Gentleman Rankers, Hor. The title should be hyphenated.

21 A trooper … kept ] Yes, a trooper of the forces—/ Who has kept CrE. These lines, from Barrack-room Ballads (1892 or 1893), should be printed as a single line as as ‘Yes, a trooper of the forces who has run his own six horses,’—no exclamation point. Orwell doubtless quoted (and perhaps ‘corrected’ himself) from memory. Compare 2523, n. 3. ‘cohorts of the damned’ from Gentleman Rankers.

22 Raffles allegedly lived in Albany, Piccadilly, though Hornung locates Albany incorrectly. Albany is often referred to as ‘Paradise in Piccadilly.’ For Raffles at Albany, see Harry Furniss, Paradise in Piccadilly (1925), 163–71, published by John Lane, The Bodley Head, from Albany, whence a decade later he launched Penguin Books. Ernest William Hornung (1866–1921) was a journalist and prolific author. See 600, n. 4.

23 M.C.C. ] Marylebone Cricket Club, then the ruling body of English and international cricket, responsible for the rules of the game and situated at Lord’s Cricket Ground, the ‘headquarters of cricket.’ Membership is restricted.

24 This note originally read: ‘He does once contemplate murdering a blackmailer. It is, however, a fairly well established convention in crime stories that murdering a blackmailer “doesn’t count.”’

25 Arsène ] Arsene Pol. Compare n. 3 added in page proofs of CrE

26 seem to point to definite necrophilia ] centre round macabre practical jokes played with corpses Hor; display an extremely morbid interest in corpses CrE. The Lord Peter Wimsey stories were written by Dorothy L. Sayers (1893–1957).

27 that ] omitted in Hor

28 ransom-money ] ransom money Hor

29 Slim ] Slim, Hor, CrE

30 skyscraper ] sky-scraper CrE

31 is an impudent plagiarism ] bears a very marked resemblance to Hor, CrE; and see 2545. D. Streatfeild, A Study of Two Worlds: Persephone, 1959, offers a psychological analysis of No Orchids for Miss Blandish (and refers also to Animal Farm and Nineteen Eighty-Four). He remarks, ‘William Faulkner’s Sanctuary was published in 1931, eight years earlier than No Orchids, and, unlike as the two works are in many respects, the parallels between them are striking’ (35). There is a comment on Orwell’s essay on No Orchids on 43.

32 récit ] recit Pol; récit Hor

33 language: ] language; CrE

34 redhot ] red-hot Hor, CrE

35 good-nature ] good nature Hor, CrE

36 gobbling ] gobbles Hor

37 vae victis ] væ victis Hor, CrE. ‘Woe to the vanquished.’

38 etc. etc. ] etc., etc. Pol. The omission of the comma was a typical Orwell form.

39 in perhaps ] perhaps in Hor

40 machine-guns ] machine guns Pol The hyphenated form was used by Orwell.

41 pornography ] pornography, Hor, CrE

42 withdrawn ] suppressed Pol. Orwell regarded ‘withdrawn’ as a more accurate explanation: see headnote and 2545.

43 Miss Callaghan comes to Grief] Lady, Don’t Turn Over Pol. Since the page proofs of the first impression of CrE have Miss Callaghan comes to Grief, this change must have been made in the setting copy for CrE. (Glinto’s book-title should have a dash, not a comma, after Lady.)

44 re-issued ] reissued Hor, CrE. Orwell favoured the hyphenated form.

45 time ] time, Hor

46 It too ] It, too, Hor

47 DD&O has ‘Lupin.’ Orwell annotated his copy of this edition giving the correct reading. For another reference to Orwell’s annotations, see headnote to ‘Rudyard Kipling,’ 948.

48 either ] omitted in Hor

49 them, ] them CrE

50 dictators. ] Hor and CrE run on to next paragraph.

51 who kiss the arse of Stalin ] who worship dictators Hor. See headnote and 2550.

52 the minority … nor from ] omitted in Hor. See headnote.

53 admired: ] admired, CrE

54 This idea colours the outlook … could come afterwards. ] This idea colours the outlook of all sympathizers with totalitarianism in any of its forms. Hor. See headnote.

55 Popeye ] Pop-eye CrE

56 Giant Killer ] Giant-killer CrE

57 Dwarf Killer ] Dwarf-killer CrE

58 play ] Play CrE

59 don’t ] Don’t CrE

60 it’s ] It’s CrE

61 Today ] To-day CrE. Orwell regularly used the unhyphenated form.

62 Orchids, ] Orchids Hor, CrE

63 Raffles, A Thief in the Night and Mr. Justice Raffles, by E. W. Hornung. The third of these is definitely a failure, and only the first has the true Raffles atmosphere. Hornung wrote a number of crime stories, usually with a tendency to take the side of the criminal. A successful book in rather the same vein as Raffles is Stingaree [Orwell’s footnote].

64 1945. Actually Raffles does kill one man and is more or less consciously responsible for the death of two others. But all three of them are foreigners and have behaved in a very reprehensible manner. He also, on one occasion, contemplates murdering a blackmailer. It is, however, a fairly well-established convention in crime stories that murdering a blackmailer “doesn’t count” [Orwell’s footnote].24

65 1945. Another reading of the final episode is possible. It may mean merely that Miss Blandish is pregnant. But the interpretation I have given above seems more in keeping with the general brutality of the book [Orwell’s footnote].

66 They are said to have been imported into this country as ballast, which accounted for their low price and crumpled appearance. Since the war the ships have been ballasted with something more useful, probably gravel [Orwell’s footnote].

2539. To Leonard Moore

1 Orwell’s Payments Book shows that at an unspecified date he received £45 royalty from Seeker & Warburg. This would be half £100 less 10% agent’s commission.

2 Orwell’s letter has been annotated, showing that Moore wrote to Seeker & Warburg on 1 September. There is a note to telephone Seeker’s and to check ‘Blair’s last a/c.’ There is also an annotation of Gollancz’s royalty levels, the last part of which cannot be deciphered: ‘Gollancz 10% 2,000 15% 3,000 20% [undecipherable].’

3 The figure one is unclear; Orwell’s address was to be 27B Canonbury Square.

2540. Burma: Interview by G. B. Pittock-Buss

1 It has not been possible to date when Orwell gave this interview or when this issue of New Vision appeared. The British Library date-stamp, 21 May 1945, is well after that for the Winter/Spring 1945 issue (9 April 1945), which was announced in the Autumn issue as due for publication on 19 February. The Autumn issue mentions a debate in the House of Commons on 27 September 1944. It may have been published in December 1944. This interview is not logged in Orwell’s Payments Book.

2 The Montagu-Chelmsford Report, 1918, prepared by Edwin Samuel Montagu, a Liberal MP and Secretary of State for India, 1917–22, and Lord Chelmsford, Viceroy of India, 1916–21, made recommendations for constitutional reform in India. These allowed for limited control by Indians of provincial affairs and were a step towards Indian self-government. Although in 1886 the British had made Burma a part of India (to the great distaste of the Burmans), they refused to apply the Montagu-Chelmsford reforms in Burma. This led to considerable unrest from 1920 until constitutional reforms were enacted in 1923. Orwell served in Burma when unrest was at its height.

2541. ‘As I Please,’ 40

1 Powisle is a district of central Warsaw adjacent to the Old City and fronting the river Vistula; Wola and Zoliborz are two of the seven districts into which Warsaw is divided.

2 After Earl Russell Browder (1891–1973), General Secretary of the U.S. Communist Party, 1930–45. When, in 1936, the Department of State refused to join a diplomatic mediation initiative to end the Spanish civil war, he said, ‘Let us ask Jefferson where he stands on this issue!’ a question still posed from time to time, as it was at the Democratic Convention in New York in 1992. Browder was the Communist Party candidate for President of the United States in 1936 and 1940, but his policies led to his being expelled from the party in 1946.

3 The Russian generals Vatutin, Koniev, and Rokossovsky launched an attack on the Dnieper front in the late summer of 1943. By the end of September they had reached the river from Dnepropetrovsk in the south, and beyond Kiev to the north towards the Pripet. According to Liddell Hart, ‘crossings were quickly made at a wide range of points, and bridgeheads established…. The ease with which crossings had been gained by the Russians was helped by their commanders’ skill and boldness in exploiting the potentialities of space.’ Koniev made crossings at many places simultaneously instead of concentrating efforts at Kremenchug, and ‘similar methods enabled Vatutin to gain a series of footholds north of Kiev that were subsequently linked up’ (515; U.S.: 493). Kiev fell to Vatutin on 6 November 1943.

4 Douglas Goldring (1887–1960), journalist, editor, university teacher, 1925–27, critic, and novelist. In his notes about fellow-travellers, Orwell showed how little respect he had for Goldring, describing him as probably venal; and note Goldring’s reference to Orwell’s ‘exposure of our venality.’ See 3132.

5 It is just possible that Kingsley Martin’s protest took a more formal turn: see Orwell’s letter to Dwight Macdonald, 15 October 1946, 3091, n. 3.

6 The Czech village of Lidice was ‘removed from the map’ and its population shot or moved to concentration camps (where most died) in revenge for the assassination of Reinhard Heydrich, Reich “Protector” in Czechoslovakia. See also Orwell’s War-time Diary, 11.6.42, 1218 and 1218, n. 1, and his Weekly News Review, 13 June 1942, 1219.

7 Julian Symons (1912–1994) poet, novelist, and critic, and later a distinguished crime writer, became one of Orwell’s friends. See 913, n. 5.

2542. Review of Selections from the Works of Gerrard Winstanley, edited by Leonard Hamilton, with an Introduction by Christopher Hill

1 Reg Groves (1908—) is described by Crick as an agitator and author and personally abrasive. He was one of the first British Trotskyists and had immediately preceded Orwell at the Westropes’ bookshop. They had met but did not know each other well. Groves described Homage to Catalonia as ‘the best thing that ever happened to us’ (Crick, 270, 611, 363). He died in the 1980s.

2543. To T. S. Eliot

1 It is not known where Orwell went. It was thought that he paid his first visit to Jura in September 1945 (CEJL, iv, 582), but Eileen’s letter to him of 21 March 1945 (2638) makes it plain that the renting and repair of Barnhill were in train. On 18 August 1945, Orwell told Herbert Read that he would be away from about 10 September to arrange renting Barnhill and to have repairs started (2725). It looks, therefore, as if Orwell made his first visit to Jura in September 1944, not 1945, as was previously thought. David Astor (see 891 n. 1 and 1195, n. 5), realising how exhausted Orwell was by the end of the war, wanted to arrange a holiday for him and he asked Orwell if he would like him to try to ‘get him in’ to stay in the northern part of the Isle of Jura. He recalls in Remembering Orwell, ‘my family had a property in the central part of the island. I used to walk to the northern part. It’s the most beautiful part of the island and certainly the most lonely and remote’; he knew some families there and offered to get in touch with them. Orwell was attracted by the idea; and so Astor wrote to the McKinnon family. At first Janet McKinnon replied that they could not take a guest, but Astor wrote again, and again, and it was agreed. Orwell went north, and at first Astor heard nothing. He then learned that Orwell had found an empty farmhouse—‘an extremely uncomfortable place to live’—and had asked the landowner if he could rent it. The empty farmhouse was Barnhill, owned by Robin Fletcher and his wife, Margaret. ‘For a person in delicate health it was a crazy place to live … but he was very independent … [and] I didn’t know how ill he was’ (160–70); and see 170–74 for a description by Margaret Fletcher Nelson of Orwell’s arrival in May 1946

2 Eliot replied on 15 September. He had not seen Politics but hoped Dwight Macdonald would send him a copy. He asked Orwell to telephone on his return so they could arrange a time when Orwell and Eileen could lunch with him. And he said he was glad Warburg was to publish Animal Farm.

2544. To R. S. R. Fitter

1 Richard Sidney Richmond Fitter (1913–) was at this time a member of the operational research staff of Coastal Command (1942–45) and editor of the London Naturalist (1942–45). He had previously worked for Political and Economic Planning (1936–40) and Mass Observation (1940–42) and later was assistant editor of Countryman (1946–59) and editor of Kingfisher (1965–72). He wrote and edited many nature books.

2 Orwell wrote about this in ‘As I Please,’ 41, 8 September 1944; see 2547.

2545. To Dwight Macdonald

1 Macdonald ignored these proposed changes, and the original version of Orwell’s essay was published in Politics. The changes were made in Horizon and in the essay when printed in book form in England in 1945 and in the United States in 1946. The surviving text has ‘In the end’ not ‘ultimately’; was Orwell writing from memory or referring to a draft version he had retained? For the preference for ‘withdrawn,’ see headnote to 2538.

2 The area of the letter which includes the latter part of the reference to T. S. Eliot and the first part of what Orwell thought of the USSR is ringed and attention drawn to it by a marginal line and arrow. Presumably this was done in Macdonald’s office. The review mentioned was probably that rejected by the Manchester Evening News (of Harold Laski’s Faith, Reason and Civilization); see 2518, n. 1.

2546. ‘How Long is a Short Story’

1 The Manchester Evening News printed these titles as ‘V. S. Pritchett’s sense of humour, Mr. Christopher Isherwood’s farewell to Berlin.’ Synopsis (see n. 4) printed the titles as corrected here.

2 ‘A Slip Under the Microscope’ was adapted for broadcasting by Orwell and transmitted in the BBC’s Eastern Service on 6 October 1943; see 2291.

3 Presumably Notes from Underground (1864), as it is now better known. But the ten sections are hardly ten short stories, though the whole work might be called a novella. The importance of this work for Nineteen Eighty-Four has been pointed out by, among others, William Steinhoff Lyons’s Assignment in Utopia (1937), although not that in Sterne’s Tristram Shandy, a copy of which Orwell owned.

4 Reprinted in full in Synopsis, Winter 1944, with the corrections given in n. 1. No payment for republication is listed by Orwell in his Payments Book.

2547. ‘As I Please,’ 41

1 Sitwell sent Orwell a copy of his book inscribed ‘For George Orwell, with best wishes, even though he might not agree with all the sentiments, from Osbert Sitwell, August 1944’; see 3734. Orwell again discussed A Letter for My Son in ‘As I Please,’ 44; see 2562; see also ‘Authors Deserve a New Deal,’ 2697.

2 The hangings were the result of the first war crimes trial. A Ukrainian was also sentenced to death. See ‘As I Please,’ 5, 31 December 1943, 2398, n. 1.

3 Orwell had asked the name of this plant in ‘As I Please,’ 39, 25 August 1944; see 2537. See also his letter to R. S. R. Fitter, 2544. There are many plants called willowherb—among them yellow loosestrife, members of the Epilobium family (evening primrose), and almost certainly what is intended in this context, the purple-spiked willowherb. This plant was referred to at the time by those unfamiliar with botanical names as ‘the bomb-site plant.’ It now grows prolifically in even famous gardens.

4 Smith refers to the News Chronicle, a morning daily; the Star was one of three London evening papers published each weekday. Both ceased publication on 17 October 1960.

5 Amalgmated Engineering [Trade] Union. Orwell did not refer to the women as whores.

6 The British Broadcasting Corporation; the Ministry of Information; J. Arthur Rank; Entertainments National Service Association (which organised entertainment for the armed forces); Council for the Encouragement of Music and the Arts (which became the Arts Council). Lord Rank (1888–1972), as he became, was an industrialist particularly associated with flour milling who, through his work as a Methodist lay preacher, took an interest in the production of religious films for Methodist Sunday schools. His first commercial film, The Turn of the Tide, was made in 1935 and from that developed his control of two of the three major British cinema chains and a film-producing organisation based on Denham Studios, intended to rival Hollywood, at least in Britain.

2548. ‘Arthur Koestler’

1 good showing ] good-showing F

2 For Silone, see 856, n. 1; Malraux, 210, n. 2 and 856, n. 1; Serge, 1046, n. 7; Franz Borkenau, 628, n. 12; Orwell reviewed his The Spanish Cockpit, 31 July 1937 (see 379), his The Communist International, 22 September 1938 (see 485), and The Totalitarian Enemy, 4 May 1940 (see 620). Professor Gaetano Salvemini (1873–1957) wrote on Italy and against Fascism. Among his books translated into English are The Fascist Dictatorship in Italy (New York, c. 1927), The Fate of Trade Unions under Fascism (with other writers) (New York, 1937), Italian Fascism (published by Victor Gollancz, 1938), Historian and Scientist: An Essay on the Nature of History and the Social Sciences (Cambridge, MA, 1939), The Frontiers of Italy (New York, 1944), and The French Revolution (London, 1954). A pamphlet he published in 1942 (reprinting an article that had appeared in Common Sense) might have interested Orwell particularly: Our Allies Inside Italy: instead of inspiring them, our short-short-wave broadcasts are the laughing stock of Italy. See also 524, n. 1.

3 some ] others F

4 kind ] kind of thing TS

5 textbooks ] text-books CrE (and elsewhere in the essay)

6 seems ] seem F

7 they ] omitted in F

8 guidebooks ] guide-books F; also hyphenated in CrE but with ‘guide-’ at end of line

9 all: ] all; CrE

10 street battles ] street-battles CrE

11 that … not ] that, … not, CrE

12 Conservatism ] conservatism F

13 whose earlier books were written in German ] who usually writes in German (some of his books have been very ably translated by his wife) TS (with passage in parenthesis crossed out, probably by Orwell); whose earlier books were in German F; who usually writes in German DD&O (as TS before amendment)

14 Scum of the Earth ] The Scum of the Earth TS, DD&O

15 civil war ] Civil War F, CrE (and elsewhere). Orwell invariably used lower-case initial letters for this phrase; see headnote.

16 News-Chronicle’s ] News Chronicle’s F, CrE; DD&O follows TS

17 rifle fire ] rifle-fire F

18 newspaperman ] newspaper man CrE

19 Communist ] communist F (and elsewhere)

20 leftwingers ] left-wingers F, CrE (and elsewhere)

21 anti-Fascist ] anti-fascist F. Contrast n. 55.

22 he ] omitted in F

23 Salammbô ] Salammbô TS (and elsewhere); DD&O has Salammbô. As the page proofs show, when first set, CrE left Salammbô unaccented; the proofs were marked to place a circumflex over the first ‘a’; the correct position was introduced in the second impression.

24 about ] in TS, F

25 aware ] certain F

26 southern ] Southern F, CrE

27 executions ] crucifixions F

28 say ] say, F, CrE

29 turning point ] turning-point F, CrE

30 City of the Sun ] Sun City F

31 joins ] joins in F

32 nor on the other hand ] nor, on the other hand, CrE

33 because ] chiefly because F

34 or at least ] or, at least, CrE

35 solved ] resolved F

36 Here however ] Here, however, F, CrE

37 stature ] status TS, F

38 questioning, ] questioning; F

39 state ] State CrE

40 explanations:—] explanations: F, CrE

41 and ] or F

42 commonsense ] common-sense F, CrE

43 Boris Souvarine’s Cauchemar en U.R.S.S. (1937) was reprinted from La Revue de Paris. Souvarine’s The Third International was published in English by the British Socialist Party, probably in 1921. His Stalin: A Critical Survey of Bolshevism was published in New York, 1939, in a translation by C. L. R. James.

44 long ] long since F

45 pince-nez while ] pince-nez, whereas F

46 GPU ] G.P.U. CrE; set in page proofs of CrE as ‘Ogpu’ but marked to be changed to ‘G.P.U.’

47 starting point ] starting-point F, CrE

48 party ] Party F

49 Rakovsky ] Rakovsky, F

50 confess? ] confess F

51 that one ] that that TS, F, and page proofs of CrE, which marked change to ‘that one’

52 so-and-so ] So-and-so CrE

53 life style ] life-style F

54 war, ] war CrE

55 anti-fascist ] anti-Fascist CrE. Contrast n. 21.

56 Government ] government F

57 collaborators ] collaborationists F

58 effort, ] effort; F

59 Doriot ] See 1116, n. 19.

60 concentration camp ] demobilization camps F

61 middle-class Socialists and Communists ] Socialists and Communists TS; socialists and communists F

62 book ] books F

63 almost ] almost completely F

64 historical ] historic TS, F

65 normal healthy ] healthy normal F

66 But ] But, F

67 Socialist ] socialist F (and elsewhere)

68 worthwhile ] worth-while CrE

69 seems ] appears TS, F

70 Anarchists ] anarchists F, CrE

71 hand ] hand, CrE

72 livable ] liveable F, CrE

73 today ] to-day F, CrE. The unhyphenated form is invariably used by Orwell.

74 useless ] hopeless F

75 churches ] Churches F

76 ie. ] i.e. F; i.e. CrE. The typescript’s form is invariably used by Orwell.

2548A. To Lydia Jackson

1 A short notice of G for Genevieve by Flight-Lieutenant Herbert was published in Tribune on 29 December 1944, signed Elisaveta Fen

2549. ‘As I Please,’ 42

1 There was, in fact, a fairly efficient service based on ‘Rest Centres’ (often schools not in use because the children had been evacuated), which tried to deal with the shock felt by those who had been bombed out, to find them somewhere to live, and to provide them with clothes and furniture. Part of the work involved was recovering furniture from bombed houses. However, when raids were intense the service was very badly stretched and the staff, who worked at least twenty-four hours on and twenty-four hours off, became exhausted.

2 Duncan Sandys (1908–1987; Baron Duncan-Sandys, 1974), Conservative politician, served in the army; was wounded, and discharged in 1941. An M.P., 1935–74, he held a number of offices of state. At this time he was chairman of a War Cabinet Committee responsible for defence against flying bombs. He married Winston Churchill’s daughter Diana in 1935; the marriage was dissolved in 1960.

3 For the V-1, or doodlebug, see 2501, n. 1. Each carried about 2,000 pounds of explosive (900 kg).

4 At the Battle of Crécy, 1346, Edward III routed a large French army near Abbeville. His success was a result of tactics perfected against the Scotch and archers armed with longbows (not artillery) capable of firing ten arrows a minute, which could pierce the armour of cavalrymen.

2550. To Dwight Macdonald

1 Macdonald did not make these cuts when ‘Raffles and Miss Blandish’ was published in Politics, though changes and cuts were made to the version in Horizon. See headnote and textual notes to 2538.

2 Compare the change required of ‘copulating’ in The Road to Wigan Pier, CW, V, 228 and 231, 16/16.

3 Macdonald reviewed The Lion and the Unicorn in Partisan Review, March-April 1942. It was, he said, in its virtues and its defects ‘typical of English leftwing political writing.’ Its approach to politics was literary rather than technical, that of the amateur, not the professional.’ That had its advantages, especially Orwell’s ability to deal with much that Marxists had wrongly excluded, and what he described as ‘a human quality to Orwell’s political writing.’ But the defects were, Macdonald thought, also marked. Orwell’s scope was broad but none too deep, he described when he should analyse, he posed questions too impressionistically, used terms vaguely, made sweeping generalisations, and had an appalling innocence of scientific criteria. The passage that Orwell specifically refers to reads: ‘He reacts so violently against the admittedly great defects of the leftwing intellectual tradition of the last two decades as to deny himself as an intellectual…. Orwell is bitterly hostile to both internationalism and intellectualism, preaching the virtues of patriotism and denouncing “Europeanized intellectuals.”’ Macdonald concluded his review by regretting the lack of a Searchlight Series in the United States; it was, he thought, an ideal medium for political pamphleteering.

2551. Review of The American Problem by D.W. Brogan

1 Orwell reviewed The English People anonymously in The Listener, 27 May 1943; see 2099.

2 ‘talking about and about’: although at first sight this might seem like an error in setting, Orwell typed ‘about it and about’ in the typescript of his rejected review of Faith, Reason and Civilisation; see 2434 and 2434, n 2; ‘about it and about’ appears in stanza 27 of Fitzgerald’s The Rubáiyat of Omar Khayyám; see also IV/281, line 11.

2552. ‘Tobias Smollett: Scotland’s Best Novelist’

1 Orwell was on holiday for the second half of September (see letter to T. S. Eliot, 5 September 1944, 2543). There was no ‘As I Please’ for 22 and 29 September, but on the first of these dates he contributed this essay on Smollett.

2 Ian Hay (John Hay Beith) (1876–1952), novelist and dramatist, is probably best remembered for the well-turned light comedies based on his novels: A Safety Match (1911, produced 1921), The Middle Watch (1930, produced 1931), The Midshipmaid (1933, produced 1931), and Housemaster (1936, as novel and play). He wrote a famous ‘unofficial chronicle’ of Kitchener’s Army, The First Hundred Thousand (1915).

2553. London Letter

1 From the way that Orwell expresses this, it would seem that he kept some, at least, of the scripts he wrote for the Eastern Service Newsletters, just as he kept his diaries.

2 Contrast the defeatist (but possibly jocular) undated note at 619.

3 At this point, Orwell’s reference to the V-2 appears to have been censored. See headnote.

4 In the autumn of 1944, strict blackout regulations were relaxed, and a low level of lighting was permitted, since manned bombing flights were then rare. V-1s and V-2s did not depend on direct land sightings

2554. Review of Burma Pamphlets: 1. Burma Background by V. R. Pearn, 2. Burma Setting by O. H. K. Spate, 3. Buddhism in Burma by G. Appleton; Burma by Ma Mya Sein; Wings Over Burma by Kenneth Hemingway; Wingate’s Raiders by Charles J. Rolo

1 American Volunteer Group, popularly known as the Flying Tigers. This force of pilots and supporting mechanics was raised by a retired U.S. Air Force General, Claire Lee Chennault (1890–1958). They had fewer than fifty planes at any one time and only some seventy pilots. Yet, operating in primitive conditions about 150 miles from Rangoon, they proved remarkably effective. From December 1941 to July 1942 they brought down some 300 Japanese planes for certain and destroyed perhaps as many more.

2 General Orde Charles Wingate (1903–1944) led forces deep into Japanese-held Burmese territory in February 1943 and March 1944. His degree of success was bitterly disputed. Traditional military authority was disturbed by his unconventional methods and personal behaviour—eating raw onions as if they were fruit—but he attracted extraordinary devotion and certainly showed that Japanese forces could be beaten in the depths of the jungle. He had made his reputation training Zionist guards during the Arab Revolt in Palestine in 1936 and since then has been held in high regard in Israel. John Keegan and Andrew Wheatcroft conclude his entry in their Who’s Who in Military History (1976) by suggesting ‘he is perhaps best seen as a prophet of doom: his strategic ideas supplied the French … with the germ of the plan for the [disastrous] Dien Bien Phu operation.’ As Orwell suspected he would, he has become a legend.

3 Orwell served at Katha from 23 December 1926 until he left Burma in July 1927. It provided a basis for Kyauktada in Burmese Days.

2556. To Leonard Moore

1 After Orwell and Eileen were bombed out of their flat in Mortimer Crescent, 14 July 1944, they stayed in Inez Holden’s house, 106 George Street, London W.1. The letter has been annotated in Moore’s office: ‘note address’; over that is written, ‘done.’ Orwell also printed CANONBURY in case his handwriting was unclear.

2557. To Stanley Unwin

1 Publishing in Peace & War; see end note to ‘Are Books Too Dear?,’ 2482.

2558. To Rayner Heppenstall

1 The ‘little magazine’ Transformation was edited by Stefan Schimanski and Henry Treece. It appeared annually from 1943 to 1947. Treece was associated with Orwell’s work at the BBC. Three of his poems were read by John Atkins in ‘Voice,’ 1, 11 August 1942. For Schimanski, see 1615, n. 1; for Treece, 1327, n. 1. In the event, Heppenstall did not review Transformation, 2. Presumably, despite his desire for ‘plenty of books’ to review (see n. 2), he did not find it worth reviewing and sent it back. It was reviewed by C. H. (Charles Hamblett?) under the heading ‘Shorter Notices’ on 22 December 1944.

2 Information required so that Richard’s horoscope, which Heppenstall had offered to cast (see 2515), could be prepared. Heppenstall wrote on 14 October enclosing the horoscope. He said, however, that he seemed to have lost the technique and feeling for casting a horoscope and had ‘scarcely bothered with Adam’s’ (his son’s). He asked if Eliot’s Four Quartets was available for review and, indeed, for ‘plenty of books’; also, whether Orwell was doing his (Heppenstall’s) ‘anti-nationalist article.’ Neither Heppenstall nor anyone else reviewed Four Quartets in Tribune in 1944; see also 2563, n. 1.

2559. Review of Four Quartets by T. S. Eliot

1 ‘Burnt Norton’ was first published in Eliot’s Collected Poems, 1936, and ‘East Coker’ in a supplement to New English Weekly, Easter 1940; ‘The Dry Salvages’ and ‘Little Gidding’ were published as pamphlets in 1941 and 1942 respectively.

2 ‘Ash Wednesday’ was published complete in 1930, but three sections had already been published: I in Commerce, Spring 1928; II in Saturday Review of Literature, December 1927; and III in Commerce, Autumn 1929. Each had a title omitted from the complete poem. The passage Orwell quotes is from VI. The original has no punctuation whatsoever, not even a final full-point. It should be ‘the whirling plover’ and that should be followed by two lines: ‘And the blind eye creates / The empty forms between the ivory gates.’ As so often when Orwell gets his quotations wrong, one suspects that it is, paradoxically, because he ‘knows’ the text and quotes from memory, but the lines had not quite perfectly lodged themselves in his memory (as Orwell put it).

3 ‘their’ set as ‘that.’

4 The passage quoted and set as prose is, of course, verse. It is the first eleven lines of part V of ‘East Coker.’ The lines should break after: twenty years—, guerres—, attempt, failure, words, which, venture, inarticulate, deteriorating, feeling. It is extremely unlikely that the compositor would have set as prose what Orwell typed as verse—the section quoted later in the review (from the opening of part III of ‘East Coker’) is not only presented as verse but set in italic. Further, the capital letters for words that start all lines but the first have been set in lower case and, as a final touch, the word ‘twenty,’ given twice, is set in figures. Orwell has, evidently, played a subtle trick on the reader (likely then to be unfamiliar with ‘East Coker’), demonstrating what he argues in the next section of his review, that, printed as prose, one might not know that this was verse so prosaic is the language.

5 From the opening of part III of ‘East Coker.’ The first words should be: ‘O dark dark dark’; the seventh line should read: ‘And dark the Sun and Moon, and the Almanach de Gotha’ with no comma at the end; ‘Directory of Directors’ should be capitalised.

6 From ‘Burnt Norton,’ II and IV. ‘At the still point …’ appears in both sections.

2560. ‘As I Please,’ 43

1 Orwell’s correspondent was Mrs. Ada Dodd who lived near Bridgend, Glamorgan. She had two boys and two girls and, writing on 14 September to thank Orwell for his kind advice, said she did not suppose she would be able to achieve anything by her writing, but ‘as things are today in the mining Industry I see no outlook for the vast majority of miner’s° children other than to be caught in the same vicious circle of poverty, injustice & bitterness, that we, their parents have been caught in.’ She longed to be able to write about the evils of coal mining and in the hope of bettering the future for miners’ children refused to be persuaded by her instructor to write contrary to her beliefs. The ‘well-known school of journalism’ was the London School of Journalism. Ironically, it advertised regularly in Tribune. Its advertisement for 27 October 1944 took as its theme Orwell’s subject of 8 September and 13 October, under the headline ‘Where are the Writers of To-morrow?’ Some wit in Tribune’s magazine make-up department placed one of the School’s advertisements on the same page as ‘As I Please,’ 47, 3 November 1944; see 2573. See also the letter from E. R. Ward about advertisements in Tribune for another writing school, 2579. The London School of Journalism advertised in Tribune on 15 February 1946, a ‘new Course by L. A. G. Strong, the famous author and broadcaster.’ Under the heading, ‘Make Your Writing Pay in 1991,’ the LSJ still advertised in the national press in that year. The advertisement stated that the school had been established in 1920 and offered correspondence and tutorial courses, the latter being recognised by the Home Office. Successful students were awarded the LSJ diploma. The school offered short-story, television, and radio courses for writers.

2 He signed himself J. H. B. Peel.

3 ‘a female ass … by the style’: note ‘while our sons and husbands were fighting the Germans.’

4 The Writer was not defunct: Orwell apologised for his error in ‘As I Please,’ 48 (see 2579).

2561. To Daniel George

1 It is likely that this letter was written in connexion with Orwell’s dudes as literary editor of Tribune. In that case, there was only one Friday, 13, when he was in London whilst in that post—October 1944. Monday was the ninth. The 13th fell on a Friday in July 1945, but on 24 July he wrote to Kathleen Raine that he was not working for Tribune any more, ‘at least for the time being.’

2 Daniel George Bunting (1890–1967), essayist and poet; chief reader for Jonathan Cape. He reported favourably on Animal Farm, although ‘its real purpose is not clear. Publication is a matter of policy. I cannot myself see any serious objection to it’ (Crick, 455, quoting Michael S. Howard, Jonathan Cape, Publisher, 1971, 179). In ‘As I Please,’ 47, 3 November 1944 (see 2573), Orwell, discussing how reviewing is to be reorganised in Tribune, says, ‘Daniel George’s novel reviews will not be affected.’

2561A. To Lydia Jackson

1 All Lydia Jackson’s reviews and articles (signed Elisaveta Fen) published in 1944 and until the end of March 1945 have been identified and allocated to Orwell’s letters requesting reviews except for Stalin and Eternal Russia by Walter Kolarz. No letter survives offering this book for review. It may be referred to here but the review was published by Tribune only two days later, 13 October. Possibly Orwell’s letter of the 11th was intended to be written earlier. If this does not refer to the review of Kolarz’s book, whatever is referred to was not published.

2 As Orwell specifies ‘the Polish Book,’ this presumably refers to G for Genevieve; see 2548A.

2562. ‘As I Please’, 44

1 A Letter to My Son; see ‘As I Please,’ 41, 8 September 1944, 2547, and ensuing correspondence.

2 Public Relations.

3 On 27 October, Tribune published a letter from someone who signed himself ‘Writer’ concerning what he or she took to be the real enemies of promise. They were ‘publishers (“Barabbas was a publisher”), publishers’ readers (often arty-tarty public school “Communists”), the hell of the book-reviewing racket and the society that revolves around it, and the Authors’ Society and the P.E.N. Club!’ Reviewing had reached a new low in wartime, Writer said, and the future for the younger author might be a ‘real Trade Union,’ a new Writers’ Union, or co-operative publishing.

4 ‘The condition upon which God hath given liberty to man is eternal vigilance’, John Philpot Curran, Dublin, 1790.

2563. To Rayner Heppenstall

1 Orwell announced the replanning of the way book reviewing was to be organised in ‘As I Please,’ 47, 3 November 1944 (see 2573), and listed there those who would contribute the kind of reviews described in this letter to Heppenstall. It was a list of ‘first-rate … reviewers’ in addition to those who had written fairly frequently for Tribune in the past. On 3 November, Heppenstall reviewed in Tribune, Selected Poems of Friedrich Hölderlin (translated by J. B. Leisham), The Best Poems of 1943, and Edith Sitwell’s Green Song and Other Poems. He thought Green Song ‘may be first-rate’ and the finest book of verse he had read since the outbreak of war, ‘unless perhaps I have to except Little Chipping° or whatever the last of T. S. Eliot’s long topographical rhapsodies is called.’ On 17 November, Tribune published a letter from W. L. Hutton condemning Heppenstall as a reviewer of poetry: ‘No one who knows anything of prosody could write of stress and classical metres in the slap-happy way that Heppenstall does…. Surely, Heppenstall knows that the quantity of one to two of vowel values of classical verse is not found in English?’ He concluded: ‘George Orwell promises us better reviews and announces his team. Heppenstall’s name is not among them, so I have great hopes of the promise being fulfilled. Heppenstall’s pronouncements are like that of the celebrated James Pigg who, when asked to discover what kind of a night it was, stuck his head in a cupboard and said that it was hellish dark and smelled of cheese. It would be better for Heppenstall to honestly announce his ignorance of poetry in general rather than to flaunt his feigned ignorance of Eliot’s last poem in particular.’ Orwell may have decided that Heppenstall’s silly remark about Four Quartets and Hutton’s letter disqualified Heppenstall from reviewing Eliot’s poem. See. 2558 n. 2.

2564. ‘Home Guard Lessons for the Future’

1 The Home Guard did man many anti-aircraft batteries, especially ‘Z’ (rocket) batteries.

2565. Review of Adam and Eve by John Middleton Murry

1 Orwell had asked John Middleton Murry on 11 August 1944 (see 2531) for a copy of Adam and Eve, saying he might be able to discuss it in ‘As I Please.’ Murry wanted Orwell to read his book because it encapsulated so many of his ideas. In addition to this review, there is some discussion of Adam and Eve in ‘As I Please,’ 46, 27 October 1944; see 2568.

2 Orwell’s son, Richard, would stay with such a Community (Whiteway) in 1949; see 3592, n. 1.

2566. ‘As I Please,’ 45

1 Wingate’s Raiders by Charles J. Rolo, reviewed by Orwell in The Observer, 1 October 1944; see 2554; for Wingate, see 2554, n. 2.

2 See 2557.

3 Many of these typescripts (including some of Orwell’s) are now to be found in the BBC’s Written Archive, Caversham.

2566A. To Lydia Jackson

1 Possibly the short notice (it was of only 200 words) of Elementary Russian Grammar (on one sheet) by Dr I. Freiman; see 2535A. It was published on 10 November.

2567. Unpublished Review of Beyond Personality by C. S. Lewis

1 In ‘As I Please,’ 46, 27 October 1944 (see 2568), Orwell says he had read C. S. Lewis’s Beyond Personality ‘A week or two ago’; that would be very soon after it had been published. He reviewed the book for The Observer, but his review was not published presumably on the advice of Dr Thomas Jones (see 2563B, XX, Appendix 15). The review is printed here from a galley-proof. There is no record in Orwell’s Payments Book that this review was submitted, so it cannot be dated precisely. It is possible that the review was intended for 10 December 1944. From mid-August to 26 November 1944, reviews or articles appear fortnightly, then none until after 24 December; so there is none at 10 December. However, a review appears out of this fortnightly sequence on 31 December; this may have made up Orwell’s quota of reviews and articles, replacing whatever should have appeared on 10 December. Since the date is not known, the review is printed here next to the ‘As I Please’ which refers to Lewis’s book.

2 W. J. Turner, with whom Orwell worked on The English People; see 1743, n. 1.

3 By A. J. Russell, published in 1932. It is an account of the Oxford Group Movement, followers of Frank Buchman (1878–1961), an American-born evangelist. The Movement, also known as Moral Re-Armament, was founded in Oxford in 1921. See also 2571, n. 1.

4 W. H. Mallock (1849–1923), novelist who successfully imitated Peacock (in The New Republic, 1877) and Candide (in The New Paul and Virginia, 1878). His Social Equality (1882) defended inequality and wealth, and for this he was attacked by Bernard Shaw in Socialism and Superior Brains (1910). He also wrote an autobiography, Memoirs of Life and Literature (1920). He was described in 1894 by Percy Russell as ‘one of the pioneers of the contemporary religious novel’ (A Guide to British and American Novels, 197).

5 Properly: salus extra ecclesiam non est—no salvation exists outside the church (St Augustine). Also quoted by Orwell in 2309.

2568. ‘As I Please,’ 46

1 Monsignor Ronald Knox (1888–1957), Roman Catholic priest, essayist, and, unofficially, spokesman for Roman Catholicism in Britain. Orwell wrote of ‘the tittering Knox’ in a review of Medieval Religion by Christopher Dawson in 1934 (see 214).

2 Monsignor Robert Hugh Benson (1871–1914), eminent preacher and prolific author of religious books and novels. Among the latter were The Light Invisible (1903), The King’s Achievement (1905), The Sentimentalists (1906), A Winnowing (1910), The Coward (1912), and Come Rack! Come Rope! (1912); the last of these was reprinted many times.

3 The Reverend Cyril Alington (1872–1955), headmaster of Eton, 1917—33 (when Orwell was there). On retiring from Eton he was appointed Dean of Durham Cathedral. He had been a teacher at Eton, 1899–1908, where he won a very high reputation. He wrote several novels and detective stories, a study of the political party system (Twenty Years, 1921), memoirs, and religious books (including Elementary Christianity, 1927).

4 Orwell’s date is right; Pelagius lived from about 360 to 420. He was excommunicated for heresy in 418.

5 In ‘Politics vs. Literature: An Examination of Gulliver’s Travels’ (see 3089), Orwell likens Swift’s ‘perverse Toryism’ to a position akin to that of the ‘innumerable silly-clever Conservatives’ of his own day, and many of the names he quotes—A. P. Herbert, G. M. Young, Lord Elton, W. H. Mallock, Monsignor Ronald Knox—are referred to there. The indulgence in ‘clean fun’ at the expense of those such as Bertrand Russell, and, by implication, C. E. M. Joad (through the medium of his participation in ‘The Brains Trust’) is also mentioned. These names are annotated at 3089.

6 For Habeas Corpus and the internment regulations (18B), see 2467, n. 1.

7 For Beveridge, representing the Welfare State, see 2492, n. 3.

8 Sir Stafford Cripps (1889–1952), lawyer and politician of unusual rectitude. In 1942 he went on a mission to India (then comprising India and Pakistan) to attempt to obtain total Indian support for the war on the understanding that self-government would follow when the war was over. The mission failed, and Cripps attributed that to the behind-the-scenes work of Mahatma Gandhi. There were those in Britain who were relieved he had not succeeded (for example L. S. Amery).

9 William Empson (1906–1984; Kt., 1979), poet, scholar, critic, was Professor of English Literature at Tokyo University, 1931–34, and at Peking, 1937–39 and 1947–53. He joined the BBC with Orwell; see 845, n. 3.

10 He was appointed Professor of Mediaeval and Renaissance Literature in 1954.

2569. To Mrs. Gerry Byrne (née Charlesworth)

1 Mrs. Gerry Byrne wrote to Orwell in 1937, then as Mrs. Amy Charlesworth; see 384. She had trained to be a health worker, and it may partly have been for that reason that Orwell wanted her to see Richard. It is not known if this visit was made.

2 See Orwell’s comments on rail travel, porters, and carrying luggage in ‘As I Please,’ 43, 6 October 1944, 2560.

3 Wartime regulations controlled movement into and out of employment.

2570. Review of Verdict on India by Beverley Nichols

1 Mother India by Katherine Mayo, an American, was published in New York and London in 1927. It exposed, with great frankness ‘the worst plague spots in the social customs and practices that still prevail behind the purdah’, in particular the way women were treated in India, economic waste, ‘cruelty to animals involved in the worship of the cow’, and ‘poisonously insanitary conditions … in the most sacred shrines and cities’ (Times Literary Supplement, 28 July 1927). Books by at least ten authors were published in reply. In its review of Unhappy India, by Lajpat Ral (Calcutta), and India: Its Character, by J. A. Chapman (Oxford), the TLS said that Miss Mayo’s ‘facts were largely true, but their presentation was sometimes distorted’ (23 August 1928).

2571. To Tom Driberg

1 Thomas Edward Neil Driberg (1905–1976; Baron Bradwell, 1975), journalist and author, was on the editorial staff of the Daily Express, 1928–43. At this time, he was also a contributor to the Labour-inclined Sunday paper Reynold’s News; war correspondent, 1944—45, and in Korea, 1950. An Independent M.P., 1942–45, Labour M.P., 1945–55, 1959–74; and from 1949 a member of the National Executive Committee of the Labour Party. Among his books are studies of the British Fascist leader, Oswald Mosley; Lord Beaverbrook, for whom he worked for many years as the Daily Express columnist ‘William Hickey’; the spy Guy Burgess; the journalist Hannen Swaffer; and Frank Buchman and the Moral Re-Armament Movement. Assertions were made that he conveyed information to the Russians over a long period, and it was also suggested that he was a double agent. No charges were laid.

2 See note to Orwell’s letter to Driberg of 4 November, 2574.

2572. Review of The Warden by Anthony Trollope; Silas Marner by George Eliot; Public Faces by Harold Nicolson; Seducers in Ecuador by V. Sackville-West; Les Dieux ont Soif by Anatole France; Hitler et le Christianisme by Edmond Vermeil

1 The paragraph referring to The Small House at Allington was almost certainly part of the preceding paragraph in Orwell’s typescript. See 2463. n. 2 for the breaking-up of Orwell’s contributions into short paragraphs bv the Manchester Fvenino News

2 Harding played the ’cello.

2573. ‘As I Please,’ 47

1 Fynes Moryson (1566–1630), An Itinerary containing his Ten Yeares Travel through the Twelve Dominions of Germany, Bohmerland, Sweitzerland, Netherland, Denmarke, Poland, Italy, Turky, France, England, Scotland and Ireland (1617).

2 ‘The Garden’; ‘Stumbling on melons, as I pass, / Insnar’d with flow’rs, I fall on grass.’

3 The climate has changed. Temperatures in the middle ages in England were 0.7°C to 1.0°C warmer than the twentieth-century average. See H. H. Lamb, Climate History and the Modern World (1982), 170–71; a map shows the distribution of vineyards in medieval England. Vineyards have, of course, been successfully developed in England in recent years.

4 Although Rayner Heppenstall was not included in this list, Orwell had written to him asking him to be one of this team; see 2563 and 2563, n. 1. Among others Orwell asked was Osbert Sitwell. Orwell’s letter has not been traced, but a reply from Sitwell, dated 29 November 1944, says he would like to write a long review for Tribune although not in the near future. He said he would look out for something appropriate and would telephone when he came to London (he was at Renishaw Hall, near Sheffield). Nothing by Sitwell was published in Tribune under Orwell’s aegis, however.

2574. To Tom Driberg

1 Driberg replied to Orwell’s letter of 30 October on 2 November. The periodical was Counterblast, of which three issues had been published. The editor was Desmond Stewart. Driberg had thought it undesirable to advertise his name in his column ‘as a few of the sillier “intellectual” undergraduates’ seemed to be under his influence. Stewart was ‘a protégé of the extremely undesirable Robert Sencourt (R.C., Fascist).’ Desmond Stirling Stewart (1924–1981), a classical scholar who lived from 1948 in the Near East, became a contributor in the fifties to the monthly The European: A Journal of Opposition (1953–59). This was edited by Diana Mosley and was sympathetic to neo-Fascist ideas. See Philip Rees, Fascism in Britain (1979), 204.

2575. Review of Singapore Goes Off the Air by Giles Playfair Britain and Malaya by Sir Richard Winstedt

1 One of those from whom Orwell might have obtained direct information of orders given to the Malaya Broadcasting Corporation was Eric Robertson (1915–1987), who worked for the Corporation in 1941–42 and was responsible for evacuation arrangements. He then ran the Far Eastern Service of All-India Radio to 1945. He met Orwell at the BBC in London. In 1970 he was appointed Controller of the BBC Overseas Service (verbal communication).

2 General Arthur Ernest Percival (1887–1968), in command of British forces in Malaya from April 1941: He surrendered to the Japanese in Singapore on 15 February 1942.

3 Orwell knew Winstedt at the BBC; see 1669, n. 1. A copy of Winstedt’s ‘little book’ was among the pamphlets Orwell collected, now in the British Library.

2576. Books and the People: The Vicar of Wakefield by Oliver Goldsmith

1 This was the first in the series of longer reviews called Books and the People announced by Orwell in ‘As I Please,’ 47, 3 November 1944; see 2573. Orwell did not write an instalment of ‘As I Please’ for this issue of Tribune. At the end of this 3 November essay, he stated that next week’s Books and the People review would be by Stephen Spender.

2 In line 5, ‘act’ should be ‘art’. This could be a typographic error or Orwell may be quoting from memory. As Orwell had recently compared Eliot’s earlier and later poetic styles (2259), he may have been attracted to the song by Eliot’s parody of it in ‘The Waste Land’: ‘When lovely woman stoops to folly … She smoothes her hair with automatic hand, / And puts a record on the gramophone’ (253, 255–6).

2578. Review of The English Spirit (Essays in History and Literature) by A. L. Rowse; Brendan and Beverley by Cassius (Michael Foot)

1 For Brendan Bracken; see 2490, n. 2; for Beverley Baxter, 2490, n. 3.

2579. ‘As I Please,’ 48

1 ‘As I Please,’ 43, 6 October 1944; see 2560.

2 See Gleb Struve’s letter of 19 November 1944 (2583), in response to Orwell’s statement.

3 Maurice Thorez (1900–1964), Secretary-General of the French Communist Party. Orwell states that Thorez ‘failed to make an appearance’; William Steinhoff says, ‘but once in the army he had almost immediately deserted and fled to the Soviet Union’ (George Orwell and the Origins of 1984, 114). In 1939–40, Germany and the Soviet Union were allied and not at war one with the other. France Today and the People’s Front by Maurice Thorez was the first book published by the Left Book Club (May 1936).

4 This second section of ‘As I Please,’ 48, from ‘One favourite way of falsifying history …’ to ‘… into the history books,’ was reprinted under an item headed ‘Communists Whitewashed’ in the regular feature on the Press (‘Through the Press’) in War Commentary—for Anarchism, 25 November 1944.

5 Perhaps ‘smacks’ or ‘snooks’ is intended. The original copy is perfectly clear.

6 A “blood” is a sensational story, a ‘penny-dreadful.’

7 See 2560, n. 1 for another writing school attacked by Orwell which also advertised in Tribune.

8 Sir Max Pemberton (1863–1950) edited Chums, 1892–93, Cassell’s Magazine, 1896–1906, was author of many novels. He was a director of Northcliffe newspapers, and wrote a memoir of Lord Northcliffe. He founded the London School of Journalism in 1920, the first of what were to be many correspondence courses for would-be authors and journalists. Robert Graves and Alan Hodge thought that, though few people earned large incomes as a result of pursuing such courses, ‘these schools of journalism were not a “racket”, for they did teach their pupils certain journalistic formalities which had to be observed if they were to get anything published at all’ (The Long Week-End: A Social History of Great Britain 1918–1939 (1940), 61–62; U.S.: 51–52).

2580. Review of Last Essays by J. A. Spender; Palestine, Land of Promise by Walter Clay Lowdermilk; Selected Writing by Reginald Moore

1 J. A. Spender died in 1942.

2 The hyphenation of ‘to-day’ here and three paragraphs later is a clear indication of the effect of sub-editing on Orwell’s text. He always wrote and typed ‘today.’ It is highly likely that the punctuation of Orwell’s contributions, especially to the Manchester Evening News, has been made to conform to sub-editors’ style.

3 M. J. Tambimuttu (see 867, n. 1) gave several talks under Orwell’s aegis at the BBC in 1941 and 1942.

2581. ‘As I Please,’ 49

1 George Bourne (pseudonym of George Sturt, 1890–1927) worked for a time as a schoolteacher, but at his father’s death took over his wheelwright’s business. Memoirs of a Surrey Labourer was published in 1907. His Change in the Village (1912) and, especially, The Wheelwright’s Shop (1923) have been particularly admired. Sturt and the world he described influenced some literary critics in the 1930s, particularly the Scrutiny school, who envisaged an ‘organic community’ in contradistinction to the world of mass production and technology.

2 Sir William Crookes (1832–1919), chemist and physicist who discovered thalium and invented the Crookes Tube; Alfred Russel Wallace (1823—1913), botanist and biologist, author ot many scientific and travel books and of Miracles and Modern Spiritualism (1876); Cesare Lombroso (1835–1909), Italian criminologist; Camille Flammarion (1842–1925), French astronomer; Sir Oliver Lodge (1851–1940), physicist who took a special interest in wireless telegraphy, psychic research, and the reconciliation of religion and science. In the original, the ‘n’ is omitted from Flammarion.

3 Daniel Dunglas Home (1833–1886), a popular American medium who recognised that he was the model for Sludge. See Robert Browning: The Poems, edited by John Pettigrew and Thomas J. Collins (1981), Vol. 1, 1163.

2582. Review of A Critical History of English Poetry by Herbert J. C. Grierson and J. C. Smith

1 See Orwell’s letter to Ralph C. Elsley, 5 December 1944, 2588.

2583. To Gleb Struve

1 For Gleb Struve, see 2421, n. 1.

2 See Orwell’s letter to Frank Barber, 15 December 1944, 2591.

2584. Review of Noblesse Oblige—Another Letter to Another Son by James Agate; Perspective for Poetry by Jack Lindsay

1 See ‘As I Please,’ 41, 8 September 1944, 2547, for Orwell’s discussion of Sitwell’s book.

2 James Evershed Agate (1877–1947), a prominent dramatic critic and prolific writer noted for his forceful opinions, worked successively for the Daily Dispatch, Manchester Guardian, Saturday Review, Sunday Times, and the BBC. He published his autobiography in nine parts as Ego, Ego 2, and so on to Ego 9 (1935–48). See James Laver, ‘Critics Who Have Influenced Taste: 28, James Agate,’ The Times, 14 November 1963.

3 It is, of course, a ‘fact’ that football stadiums, cricket grounds, boxing rings, and racecourses, taken together, draw more adherents than the Old Vic, but this is a misleading comparison. Statistics of attendances can be chosen from a vast range of sources, but Agate’s claim can be put into perspective by a glance at one or two figures. The Society of West End Theatres reported that in 1990, despite the recession, the number of seats sold in West End of London theatres was 11,321,000; in the rest of Britain some 13,400,000 seats were sold, giving a total of 24,721,000 (Daily Telegraph, 19 December 1991). Soccer attracts about half a million spectators a week in the United Kingdom. In the 1990–91 season, the total number of those attending Football League matches was some 19,500,000; attendances at the various Cup and international matches would bring that to a total of 22,500,000. Soccer attracts far more spectators than any other sport, and the figure for theatres takes no account of other forms of live entertainment (never mind cinema attendances). Jeremy Paxman, in Friends in High Places (1991), quoted figures showing that in the mid-1980s some 39,000,000 people attended live arts, as compared to 48,000,000 who visited historic houses (34 and note 28). For various reasons (for example, the popularity of music halls), the position in 1944 would be little different for theatre versus soccer. Furthermore, in Britain, football is watched mainly by men, whereas theatre and the arts appeal equally to men and women. It is surprising that so prominent a drama critic as Agate should have helped perpetuate the myth that soccer is so much more popular than the theatre.

4 The thrust of Agate’s examples is indicated by the inclusion of a popular comedian of the music hall (vaudeville), Tommy Trinder (1909–1989) among those representing ‘high art’: William Walton (1902–1983; Kt., 1951), composer; John Gielgud (1904-; Kt., 1953), actor; and Robert Helpmann (1909–1986; Kt., 1968), ballet dancer and actor. When, later, Orwell quotes from Agate’s book, Helpmann is omitted; instead, Agate listed Clifford Curzon (1907–1982; Kt., 1971), concert pianist; and Constant Lambert (1905–1951), composer, conductor, and critic.

5 Alexander James (1901–1953), an outstanding soccer player for Scotland and, especially, Arsenal, 1929–37. He served in the Maritime Anti-Aircraft Regiment, 1939–45, but, since he had by then retired from football, he was not particularly well-chosen as one who deserved to be exempted from military service.

6 Malcolm Sargent (1895–1967; Kt., 1947), organist and orchestral conductor; Malcolm Campbell (1885–1948; Kt., 1931), racing-car driver and first person to exceed a speed of 300 mph in a car. Both men were over age for military service by 1939, so, as for Alec James, they were not, as individuals, good examples for exemption.

2585. ‘Funny, But Not Vulgar’

1 This essay was entered in Orwell’s Payments Book at this date; the fee was £15.0.0. It was published in Leader Magazine under the general heading ‘Personal Notes.’ The article was illustrated with ‘The Learned Fish’ from Hilaire Belloc’s The Bad Child’s Book of Beasts, two cartoons by Thurber, and three from Lilliput, the last with the caption ‘Most Modern Humour Depends On Misunderstanding And The Macabre.’ Orwell probably did not select the illustrations. For the second (and only other) article by Orwell in this series, see ‘Personal Notes on Scientiftction,’ 21 July 1945, 2705.

2 Stephen Leacock (1869–1944), although born in England, emigrated to Canada when he was seven and was educated and worked there. From 1908–36 he was head of the Department of Economics and Political Science at McGill University; he published on these subjects as well as writing many comic books, the first of which was Literary Lapses (1910).

3 Tommy Handley (1894–1949), music-hall comedian who, during the war, starred in a particularly popular radio half-hour comedy show, ‘It’s That Man Again’ (ITMA); this was credited with doing much to raise morale.

4 Belloc’s sister, Marie Belloc Lowndes, wrote to say how delighted she was by this reference; she asked to meet Orwell. See Orwell’s reply to her, 31 July 1945, 2711. In this letter he says he quoted this passage (from ‘a great favourite of mine in my boyhood’) from memory.

5 Calverley refers to Horace, Odes, III, i. 40: ‘Post equitem sedet atra Cura’ (Black Care sits on the horseman’s pillion). The ode contrasts the risks and dangers of those who would exchange the peacefulness of the poet’s secluded valley for wealth, which brings only cares with it. In his ‘Ode to Beer’ Calverley quotes a line in Latin: ‘Dulce est desipere in loco’ (in the proper place it is sweet to set aside one’s learning) (Odes, IV, xii.28). Such references must have taxed the readers of Leader Magazine, and Orwell may have been indulging in a little leg-pulling. (Orwell scored 1,782 marks out of 2,000 for Latin in the examination for entry to the Indian Imperial Police in 1922—his best paper; see 63.) In the first line, ‘fears’ is sometimes given as ‘cares.’

6 A. Neil Lyons (b. 1880), despite Mr. Fowler’s plea, has not survived in the memory as well as W. W. Jacobs. Among his books were Hookey (1902), Arthur’s (1908), Sixpenny Pieces (1909), Robert Blatchford (1910), a biography of the campaigning socialist journalist and editor of Clarion, for which Lyons wrote, Cottage Pie (1911), Kitchener Chaps (1915), and A London Lot (1919).

2586. ‘As I Please,’ 50

1 See headnote to London Letter, Partisan Review, Winter 1944–45, 2553.

2 Precisely, of course, what the development of the intercontinental ballistic missile demonstrated.

3 Reviewing a shortened version of The Merry Wives of Windsor in Time and Tide on 4 January 1941 (see 742), Orwell wrote: ‘Falstaff is fat, and it is well known that fat people have no finer feelings; he is also dishonest and cowardly, and “the cause of wit in others”. But he is nevertheless a highly intelligent man, one of the very few among Shakespeare’s characters who can be described as “intellectuals”. It would be a wonderful thing if some actor would some day recognize this and act Falstaff with as much care as is usually given to Hamlet. Falstaff always speaks in prose, but it is highly poetical prose … the poetry of the Falstaff scenes never gets across, because it is the convention to treat them as very low farce….’ Orwell was reviewing Donald Wolfit as Falstaff. His performance, he wrote, ‘had the usual faults, but much less markedly than usual.’

4 Mudlarking was practised at least until the end of 1939 by young boys diving off one of the bridges crossing the canal that runs through Regent’s Park, London, near the London Zoo. It was also an entertainment offered to tourists by Maori boys in New Zealand, at least until the late 1960s.

2587. To Frank Barber

1 ‘As I Please,’ 50, 1 December 1944, 2586.

2 An editorial note in Partisan Review, March-April 1942, stated: “Three books, either critical or definitely hostile to the present régime in Russia, have been withdrawn from publication after having been publicly announced. Doubleday, Doran has cancelled the publication this spring of One Who Survived, the reminiscences of a former Soviet diplomat, Alexander° Barmine. Harper has withdrawn My Year in the USSR, by the former NY Times Moscow correspondent, G. E. R. Gedye, and also Trotsky’s Life of Stalin. The latter book was actually sent out for review, only to be recalled a few days later (on December 12) by a note signed by President Cass Canfield which concludes, ‘We hope you will co-operate with us in the matter of avoiding any comment whatever regarding the biography and its postponement’.” Alexandre Barmine had been a member of the Arms Export Commission of the Supreme Soviet Defence Council when Marshal Tukhachevsky and other senior Soviet generals were executed on Stalin’s orders on trumped-up charges in May 1937. His One Who Survived was published in New York by Putnam, in 1945, with an introduction by Max Eastman. He also published Memoirs of a Soviet Diplomat (London, 1938) and A Russian View of the Moscow Trials (New York, 1938); Gedye’s book was never published.

3 Generalissimo Chiang Kai-shek (1887–1975) was a prolific speaker and writer and, from as early as a long statement issued in 1926, expressed himself strongly on imperialist interference in China. The book Orwell refers to has not been identified, and Orwell and Barber do not pursue it. Chiang’s 1926 declaration—which begins ‘The imperialists, seeing the opportunity to control our financial arteries, are making desperate efforts to enrich themselves and to lengthen the duration of their hold’—takes six pages of the authorised biography by Hollington K. Tong, Chiang Kai-Shek°, Soldier and Statesman, which (though printed in Shanghai) was published in London in 1938 (1,127–33). Its tone is exemplified by its statement ‘The only aim of the National Revolution is to crush all that pertains to imperialism and militarism and at the same time to establish an independent and free nation’ (1,127–28), reiterated in paragraph six of Chiang Kai-shek’s programme, which demands the end of all ‘unequal treaties’ giving foreign nations extraterritorial rights in China. This book, with this clear statement of Chiang Kai-shek’s aim to end the rights of the British, Americans, and other foreigners in China, was available from 26 November 1938 in, among other places, the London Library. By the time Orwell wrote, the unequal treaties imposed by Britain and the United States on China had been formally abrogated, both nations disclaiming their treaty rights on 11 January 1943, except that Britain retained its claim to the Kowloon territory of Hong Kong. On 11 January, the Chinese government sent the British government a Note in which it recorded its right to reopen the question of Kowloon at some future date—although it would not be Chiang Kai-shek who would be in power to do that (Chiang Kai-Shek: His Life and Times, Keiji Furuya, abridged English edition by Chun-Ming Chan, New York, 1981, 734–36).

2588. To Ralph C. Elsley

1 Ralph Elsley, writing to Bernard Crick, 7 November 1983, enclosed a copy of this letter to him and explained that he had written to Orwell to find out about the villanelle mentioned in The Observer, 26 November 1944; see 2582.

2589. Review of Bridge into the Future: Letters of Max Plowman

1 Max Plowman (1883–1941), journalist and author, worked on The Adelphi with John Middleton Murry, 1929–41, who was joint editor with Sir Richard Rees, 1930–32 (see 95). He was Warden of The Adelphi Centre, 1938–41; an ardent supporter of the Peace Pledge Union from its foundation, 1934, and General Secretary, 1937–38. In addition to the books Orwell mentions, Plowman wrote The Faith Called Pacifism. He encouraged Orwell at the beginning of his writing career. Many of Orwell’s first reviews were published in The Adelphi from 1930 to 1941, as were ‘The Spike’ (April 1931), ‘A Hanging’ (August 1931), and several of Orwell’s poems. Plowman and his wife, Dorothy, remained friends of Orwell’s.

2 Siegfried Sassoon.

2590. ‘As I Please,’ 51

1 Orwell’s collection of pamphlets is in the British Library; see 2385, n. 1 and 3733.

2 A copy of this leaflet survives in the British Library and a photocopy is in the Orwell Archive, University College London.

3 Martin Walter’s letter is printed after ‘As I Please,’ 48, 17 November 1944; see 2579. For Walter’s quotation from ‘As I Please,’ 6, 7 January 1944, see 2401, n. 2.

2591. To Frank Barber

1 “The Truth about Mihailovich” by R. V. Elson, World Review, January 1945.

2 Draža Mihailović (1893?—1946) Yugoslav patriot and military leader of the nationalist guerrilla (Chetnik) forces in Jugoslavia, formed in 1941, when the Germans invaded the country. He later became involved in a struggle for control of the guerrilla movement and was executed by the Tito government. See 1579, n. 2.

3 Gleb Struve; see 2583.

4 Ruth Fischer (1895–1961), former General Secretary of the German Communist Party 1923–26; she was expelled as a Trotskyist. A refugee from Hitler’s Germany, she lived in France and the United States and wrote on political subjects. Her Stalin and German Communism was published in 1948. See 3603 for her correspondence with Orwell.

2592. ‘Oysters and Brown Stout’

1 In place of ‘As I Please.’

2594. Review of Lovely Is the Lee by Robert Gibbings; The Cup of Astonishment by Vera T. Mirsky

1 Orwell’s Payments Book shows, with great regularity, the completion of reviews for the Manchester Evening News and The Observer a day or two before their appearance in print. It is possible to be fairly certain that these pairs of dates correspond because of the gaps between the submission of some items and because of the way the distinction between reviews and articles is recorded. It would have been expected that there would be an entry about 26 December for this review. The last date anything is recorded as submitted to the Manchester Evening News is 6 December 1944. Entries are shown at the beginning of 1945 for 3, 10, 17, 24, and 31 January and 7 Feburary; for all these dates except 17 January, a review appears a day or two later. Whether an entry was missed about 26 December 1944, or that for 17 January 1945 is intended to make good an omitted entry for this review, or whether a review was submitted on 17 January but not printed is unclear, although in the last case it would be unlikely that Orwell would have been paid the £8.0.0 recorded. It is most probable that the entry for 17 January is an afterthought for one that should have been made for 26 December.

2595. ‘As I Please,’ 52

1 For Orwell’s Home Guard lecture on street fighting, see 731.

2 The songs mentioned by Orwell are not listed in the 1944 Catalogue of Recorded Music, a combined, wartime catalogue which included Columbia, Decca, HMV, Parlophone, Regal-Zonophone, and Odeon records. This may have been a result in part of reduced production and stocks owing to the war. ‘Tom Bowling,’ for example, had been finely recorded by Walter Widdop in 1930. The catalogue listed two versions of ‘Boomps-a-daisy’ but, curiously, none of ‘Roll out the barrel.’

3 The letter to which Orwell refers was from E. A. Hope:

Printable words fail me when I try to express the horror and disgust I felt on hearing the B.B.C. broadcast that Indian troops have been used against the Greek forces of democracy.

   I well remember the loathing with which the democratic forces in this country learned that General Franco was using Moorish troops against the Spanish Republicans. We now learn that the British Government—in which the Labour Party participates—is exactly paralleling their action.

   Parties of the extreme Left—I.L.P., Trotskyist, etc.—have consistently proclaimed that a Tory dominated British Government plus capitalist America would be incapable of carrying out a progressive policy in Europe and now we begin to see that there was perhaps more than a grain of truth in their assertions.

   There can be no further shilly-shallying: If the Government do not immediately reverse their policy towards the resistance movements in Greece, Belgium, etc., every Socialist, every Democrat, every Trade Unionist in the country should demand the immediate withdrawal of the Labour Party from the Government and a General Election forthwith.

   I am not, I may add, a member of the Communist Party or even a Communist sympathiser, merely a rank and file Labour Party member.

2596. Review of Flower of Evil: A Life of Charles Baudelaire by Edwin Morgan

1 The poet’s ‘giant wings prevent his walking’ (from ‘L’Albatros’).




Chronology

In the main, Orwell’s publications, except books, are not listed

25 June 1903 Eric Arthur Blair born in Motihari, Bengal, India.



23 Nov 1943 Leaves BBC and joins Tribune as Literary Editor. Leaves Home Guard on medical grounds.

Nov 1943-Feb 1944 Writes Animal Farm.

3 December 1943 First of eighty personal columns, ‘As I Please’, Tribune.

9 Dec 1943 Begins reviewing for The Manchester Evening News.

May 1944 Finishes The English People (published August 1947)

14 May 1944 The Orwells’ son, adopted June 1944, born; christened Richard Horatio Blair.

28 June 1944 The Orwells’ flat bombed; they move to Inez Holden’s flat near Baker Street, London.

Summer 1944 Visits Jura for the first time.

Early Oct 1944 Moves to Canonbury Square, Islington, London.



21 January 1950 Orwell dies of pulmonary tuberculosis, aged 46.




Acknowledgements and Provenances

Specific to Volume XVI

The editor wishes to express his gratitude to the following institutions and libraries, their trustees, curators, and staffs for their co-operation and valuable help, for making copies of Orwell material available, and for allowing it to be reproduced: BBC Written Archives Centre, Caversham; Henry W. and Albert Berg Collection, New York Public Library, Astor, Lenox and Tilden Foundations; British Library, Department of Manuscripts (for the Orwell papers, Add. Mss 49384 and 73083); Tom Driberg papers, Christ Church, Oxford; Elisaveta Fen (Lydia Jackson) papers, Leeds Russian Archive, Brotherton Library, University of Leeds; Lilly Library, Indiana University, Bloomington, Indiana; Royal Literary Fund; Harry Ransom Humanities Research Center, University of Texas at Austin; Dwight Macdonald papers, Manuscripts and Archives, Yale University Library; and the Library of University College London for material in the Orwell Archive.

Gratitude is expressed to George Allen & Unwin Ltd, Faber and Faber Ltd and Victor Gollancz Ltd for making their Orwell material available and, in particular, to Corydon Unwin and Livia Gollancz for their help and valuable information.

I am grateful to Rosemary Davidson, Valerie Eliot and Ralph C. Elsley for making their Orwell letters available. I am also deeply indebted to those whose Orwell letters are available because they donated them or presented copies of them to the Orwell Archive: the Hon David Astor (Editor of The Observer), Frank Barber, Amy Charlesworth, Alex Comfort, R. S. R. Fitter, Roy Fuller, Dwight Macdonald, Frank Ogden, William Phillips and Philip Rahv (Editors of Partisan Review), W. J. Strachan and Gleb Struve. Thanks are due to Brian Alderson for bringing Orwell’s letter to A. S. Umpleby to my notice.

I would like to thank the following publications for permission to reproduce material which first appeared in their pages: The Manchester Evening News, The Nation (New York), The Observer, Partisan Review, and Tribune.

I would like to thank the following for granting me permission to use material whose copyright they own: Peters, Fraser & Dunlop Group Ltd to reprint James Agate’s contribution to “Agate and Orwell” in The Manchester Evening News; Paul Berry, the Literary Executor of Vera Brittain, to reprint a letter by Vera Brittain to Tribune, 23 June 1944, and to quote from an unpublished letter by her to Tribune; James B. Burnham, the Literary Executor of James Burnham, to reprint a letter by James Burnham to Tribune; Lettice Cooper to quote from her recollections of Eileen and Orwell (item 2528A); Bruce Hunter and David Higham Associates Ltd to quote from a letter by Tom Driberg and from his column in Reynold’s News; Valerie Eliot to publish a letter by T. S. Eliot to Orwell; William Empson’s letter to Tribune, 10 November 1944, reproduced with the permission of Curtis Brown Ltd, London, on behalf of the Estate of William Empson. Copyright William Empson, 1944; Polly Bird, the Literary Executor of Douglas Goldring, to reprint two letters by Douglas Goldring to Tribune; Celia Goodman to quote from Inez Holden’s Summer Journal; Robert L. Morris, the Literary Executor of Arthur Koestler, to reprint a letter by Arthur Koestler to Tribune; Charles Osborne to quote from a letter by John Lehmann; Michael C. D. Macdonald to quote from Dwight Macdonald’s contributions to Partisan Review and Politics; The Society of Authors, as the literary representative of the Estate of John Middleton Murry, to quote from three letters by John Middleton Murry; Jean Faulks to reprint a letter by Reg Reynolds to Tribune; Mary Struve to quote from a letter by Gleb Struve; Julian Symons’ letter to Tribune, 15 September 1944, reproduced with the permission of Curtis Brown Ltd, London, on behalf of the Estate of Julian Symons. Copyright ©Julian Symons 1944; Conrad Voss-Bank to reprint a letter by him to Tribune; and the extracts from Antonia White’s letter to Orwell are Copyright Antonia White, reproduced by permission of Curtis Brown Ltd, London.

A number of individual acknowledgements are made in foot and headnotes to those who have provided information in books or verbally that I have quoted or referred to.

The editor and publishers have made every effort to trace copyright holders of the material published in this volume, but in some cases this has not proved possible. The publishers therefore wish to apologise to the authors or copyright holders of any material which has been reproduced without permission and due acknowledgement.

PROVENANCES

The locations of letters and documents printed in this volume are indicated against their item numbers in the list given below. Where there are letters or documents at an item which come from more than one source, this is indicated, e.g. 2494 Lilly, VG, OA.

However, letters and documents which are not listed below should be taken as being available for consultation in the Orwell Archive, University College London, either as originals or in the form of copies. Sonia Orwell gave all the Orwell papers then in her possession to the Orwell Archive at its foundation in 1960. Many friends, relations and associates of Orwell have given their Orwell letters or copies of them to the Orwell Archive. There were in Orwell’s pamphlet collection that Sonia Orwell gave to the British Museum in 1950 some Orwell papers (now in the British Library, Departments of Manuscripts, Add. Mss. 49384 and 73083) and copies of these, at her request, were given by the Director and Principal Librarian of the British Museum to the Orwell Archive in 1965. For simplicity’s sake, the British Library Orwell papers are not indicated as such in the location list, but are regarded as being available for consultation in the form of copies in the Orwell Archive.

KEY TO LOCATIONS



	A & U
	George Allen & Unwin Ltd



	BBC
	BBC Written Archives Centre, Caversham



	Berg
	Henry W. and Albert A. Berg Collection, The New York Public Library, Astor, Lenox and Tilden Foundations



	CC
	Tom Driberg papers, Christ Church, Oxford



	Eliot
	Valerie Eliot



	Elsley
	Ralph C. Elsley



	Faber
	Faber and Faber Ltd



	Leeds
	Elisaveta Fen (Lydia Jackson) papers, Leeds Russian Archive, Brotherton Library, University of Leeds



	Lilly
	Lilly Library, Indiana University, Bloomington, Indiana



	OA
	Orwell Archive, University College London Library



	RLF
	Royal Literary Fund



	Texas
	Harry Ransom Humanities Research Center, University of Texas at Austin



	VG
	Victor Gollancz Ltd



	Yale
	Dwight Macdonald papers, Manuscripts and Archives, Yale University Library




2382 Eliot

2383 Texas

2386 Berg

2387 Texas

2392 Yale

2403 Lilly

2408 Texas

2411 Yale

2423 Yale

2426 Texas

2426A Leeds

2434 Yale

2436 Lilly

2437 VG

2440 Lilly

2442 OA, VG

2443 Lilly

2466 Lilly

2446A Leeds

2447 Lilly

2556 A & U

2558 Texas

2561A Leeds

2448 Lilly

2453 Lilly

2457A Leeds

2466 Lilly

2469 BBC

2475A Leeds

2476 Lilly

2479 RLF

2480 Lilly

2484A Leeds

2485 Lilly, VG

2491 BBC

2494 Lilly, VG, OA

2495A Leeds

2495B BBC

2496 Faber

2497 BBC

2500 BBC

2503 Texas

2508 Berg

2563 Texas

2566A Leeds

2571 CC

2509 Berg

2511 Texas

2512 BBC

2513 Berg

2515 Texas

2516 Berg

2518 Yale

2524 Texas

2527 Berg

2528A Leeds

2531 Berg

2533 Lilly

2535A Leeds

2539 Lilly

2543 Eliot

2545 Yale

2548A Leeds

2550 Yale

2555 Eliot

2556 Berg

2574 CC, OA

2558 Elsley





I BELONG TO THE LEFT
1945



VOLUME SEVENTEEN
IN

THE COMPLETE WORKS OF
George Orwell

Edited by Peter Davison 
Assisted by Ian Angus and Sheila Davison


[image: Penguin Books]







Contents

Titles may be modified and shortened
Correspondence following Orwell’s articles and reviews is not usually listed

Introduction

1945

2597. Review: Conrad Heiden, Der Führer, 4 January 1945

2598. Article: ‘Books and the People: A New Year Message’, 5 January 1945

2599. ‘As I Please’, 53, 5 January 1945

2600. Letter to Sunday Wilshin, 10 January 1945

2601. Review: L. A. G. Strong, Authorship, 11 January 1945

2602. Home Guard Old Comrades’ Association: editorial note

2603. ‘As I Please’, 54, 12 January 1945

2604. Review: “Palinurus”, The Unquiet Grave: A Word Cycle, 14 January 1945

2605. ‘As I Please’, 55, 19 January 1945

2605A. Letter to Lydia Jackson, 23 January 1945

2606. Letter to Gleb Struve, 23 January 1945

2607. Letter to Leonard Moore, 23 January 1945

2608. Review: The Natural Order: Essays on the Return to Husbandry, edited by H. J. Massingham, 25 January 1945

2609. ‘As I Please’, 56, 26 January 1945

2610. Review: H. W. Nevinson, Visions and Memories, 28 January 1945

2611. Animal Farm: Proofs, 31 January 1945

2612. Review: Rhodes Farmer, Shanghai Harvest; Norman Douglas, Fountains in the Sand, 2 February 1945

2613. ‘As I Please’, 57, 2 February 1945

2614. Letter on Orwell’s behalf to W. J. Strachan, 7 February 1945

2615. Review: Halldór Laxness, Independent People, translated by Anderson Thompson, 8 February 1945

2616. ‘As I Please’, 58, 9 February 1945

2617. Talks Booking Form for Broadcasts on Samuel Butler, 14 February 1945: editorial note

2618. Letter to Kay Dick, 15 February 1945

2619. Letter to Leonard Moore, 15 February 1945

2620. Letter to The Royal Literary Fund, 15 February 1945

2621. Letter to Roger Senhouse, 15 February 1945

2622. War Correspondent for The Observer and the Manchester Evening News: editorial note

2623. ‘As I Please’, 59, 16 February 1945

2624. Essay: ‘In Defence of P. G. Wodehouse’, 20 February 1945

2625. P. G. Wodehouse to Orwell: editorial note

2626. Essay: ‘Anti-Semitism in Britain’, 26 February 1945

2627. Article: Inside the Pages in Paris, 28 February 1945

2628. Letter to Roger Senhouse, 28 February 1945

2629. Essay: ‘Poetry and the Microphone’, March 1945

2630. Eileen Blair to Leonard Moore, 2 March 1945

2631. Article: Occupation’s Effect on French Outlook: Different Political Thinking, 4 March 1945

2632. Article: The Political Aims of the French Resistance, 7 March 1945

2633. Article: Clerical Party May Re-emerge in France: Educational Controversy, 11 March 1945

2634. Letter to Sally McEwan, 12 March 1945

2635. Letter to Roger Senhouse, 17 March 1945

2636. Article: De Gaulle Intends to Keep Indo-China: But French Apathetic on Empire, 18 March 1945

2637. Article: The French Believe We Have Had a Revolution, 20 March 1945

2638. Eileen Blair to her husband, 21 March 1945

2639. Eileen Blair to Leonard Moore, 22 March 1945

2640. Eileen Blair to Lettice Cooper, 23 March 1945

2641. Article: Creating Order Out of Cologne Chaos: Water Supplied from Carts, 25 March 1945

2642. Eileen Blair to her husband, 25 March 1945

2643. Eileen Blair’s Will, 25 March 1945

2644. Eileen Blair to Mrs. M. P. Cocking, 25 March 1945

2645. Eileen Blair to Cyril Connolly, 25 March 1945

2646. Eileen Blair to Leonard Moore, 25 March 1945

2647. Eileen Blair to her husband, 29 March 1945

2648. Notes for My Literary Executor, signed 31 March 1945

2649. ‘Possibly reprintable fragments’ [1945–49]

2650. Letter to Lydia Jackson, 1 April 1945

2651. Letter to Leonard Moore, 1 April 1945

2652. Letter to Dwight Macdonald, 4 April 1945

2653. Fredric Warburg to Orwell, 6 April 1945

2654. Article: Future of a Ruined Germany: Rural Slum Cannot Help Europe, 8 April 1945

2655. Nellie Adam (née Limouzin) to Marjorie Dakin, 8 April 1945: editorial note

2656. Letter to Anthony Powell, 13 April 1945

2657. Article: Allies Facing Food Crisis in Germany: Problem of Freed Workers, 15 April 1945

2658. Article: The French election will be influenced by the fact that WOMEN WILL HAVE FIRST VOTE, 16 April 1945

2659. Nellie Adam to Marjorie Dakin, 16 April 1945

2660. Article: Bavarian Peasants Ignore the War: Germans Know They Are Beaten, 22 April 1945

2661. Article: The Germans Still Doubt Our Unity: The Flags Do Not Help, 29 April 1945

2662. Article: Now Germany Faces Hunger, 4 May 1945

2663. Anarchist Trial, 4 May 1945: editorial note

2664. Article: France’s Interest in The War Dwindles: Back to Normal is The Aim 6 May 1945

2665. VE-Day, 8 May 1945

2666. Letter to Lydia Jackson, 11 May 1945

2667. Article: Freed Politicians Return to Paris: T. U. Leader Sees de Gaulle 13 May 1945

2668. Essay: ‘Notes on Nationalism’, 15 May 1945

2669. Article: Danger of Separate Occupation Zones: Delaying Austria’s Recovery, 20 May 1945

2670. Fredric Warburg to Leonard Moore, 24 May 1945

2671. Article: Obstacles to Joint Rule in Germany, 27 May 1945

2672. ‘London Letter’, 5 June 1945

2673. Review: W. P. Crozier, The Fates are Laughing; George Baker, Cry Hylas on the Hills, 7 June 1945

2674. Broadcast Talk: ‘Erewhon by Samuel Butler’, 8 June 1945

2675. Article: Uncertain Fate of Displaced Persons, 10 June 1945

2676. Review: Jacques Maritain, Christianity and Democracy, 10 June 1945

2677. Letter to Fredric Warburg, 13 June 1945

2678. Review: George Sava, Land Fit for Heroes; Leonid Grossman, Death of a Poet, 14 June 1945

2679. Broadcast Talk: ‘ The Way of All Flesh by Samuel Butler’, 15 June 1945

2680. John Morris to Geoffrey Trease, 18 June 1945: editorial note

2681. Review: Kenneth Reddin, Another Shore; Vicki Baum, The Weeping Wood, 21 June 1945

2682. Letter to Leonard Moore, 23 June 1945

2683. Review: Joseph Conrad, The Nigger of the Narcissus, Typhoon, The Shadow Line; Joseph Conrad, Within the Tides, 24 June 1945

2684. Article: Morrison and Bracken Face Stiff Fights: Heavy Poll Expected, 24 June 1945

2685. Unpublished letter to Tribune: Polish Trial, 26[?] June 1945

2686. Letter to Hamish Hamilton, 27 June 1945

2687. Review: Joseph Conrad, The Nigger of the Narcissus, Typhoon, The Shadow Line; Poems of Our Time, 1900–1942, chosen by Richard Church and Mildred M. Bozman, 28 June 1945

2688. Letter to Gerry Byrne, 28 June 1945

2689. Letter to Ronald Boswell, 29 June 1945

2690. Letter to C. E. de Salis, 29 June 1945

2691. “Orwell and the Stinkers”: A Correspondence, 29 June–27 July 1945

2692. Article: Liberal Intervention Aids Labour: ‘Puzzle’ Blocks of Voters, 1 July 1945

2693. Bulletin of the Freedom Defence Committee: editorial note

2694. Letter to Leonard Moore, 3 July 1945

2695. Contract with Polemic, 3 July 1945

2696. Letter to Jack Hilton, 4 July 1945

2697. Article: ‘Authors Deserve a New Deal’, 5 July 1945

2698. Letter to Michael Meyer, 5 July 1945

2699. Review: Honoré de Balzac, Nine Tales from Les Contes Drolatiques, translated by J. Plummer, R. Scutt, and J. P. Collas, illustrated by R. A. Brandt, 8 July 1945

2700. Letter to Maurice Hussey, 10 July 1945

2701. Review: Pierre Maillaud, The English Way; John L. Keenan, A Steel Man in India; Thomas Mann, Joseph the Provider, 12 July 1945

2702. Letter to George Woodcock, 13 July 1945

2703. Preparations for Second Edition of Animal Farm: editorial note

2704. Review: Jose Antonio de Aguirre, Freedom was Flesh and Blood; Personal Landscape: An Anthology of Exile, 19 July 1945

2705. Article: ‘Personal Notes on Scientifiction’, 21 July 1945

2706. Review: Erich Kahler, Man the Measure, 22 July 1945

2707. Letter to Kathleen Raine, 24 July 1945

2708. Essay: ‘World Affairs, 1945’, 24 July 1945

2709. Unpublished Review, Manchester Evening News, 25 July 1945

2710. ‘Funny, But Not Vulgar’, 28 July 1945: editorial note (text at 2585)

2711. Letter to Mrs. Belloc Lowndes, 31 July 1945

2712. Letter to Lydia Jackson, 1 August 1945

2713. Review: Viscount Samuel, Memoirs; Christopher Isherwood, Good-Bye to Berlin; Virginia Woolf, A Room of One’s Own; Chapman Cohen, Thomas Paine, 2 August 1945

2714. Review: Edward Sackville-West, The Rescue, illustrated by Henry Moore, 5 August 1945

2715. Letter to Geoffrey Earle, 8 August 1945

2716. Letter to Leonard Moore, 8 August 1945

2717. Reviews: ‘They Throw New Light on India’, 9 August 1945

2718. Letter to Eric Warman, 11 August 1945: editorial note

2719. ‘London Letter’, 15–16 August 1945

2720. Review: C. S. Lewis, That Hideous Strength; Nerina Shute, We Mixed Our Drinks, 16 August 1945

2721. Publication of Animal Farm, 17 August 1945: editorial note Unpublished Preface: ‘The Freedom of the Press’

2722. Letter to Geoffrey Earle, 17 August 1945

2723. Letter to Roger Senhouse: Corrections to Critical Essays, 17 August 1945

2724. Letter to Leonard Moore, 18 August 1945

2725. Letter to Herbert Read, 18 August 1945

2726. Review: Lionel James, A Forgotten Genius: Sewell of St. Columba’s and Radley, 19 August 1945

2727. Letter to Leonard Moore, 20 August 1945

2728. Reg Reynolds to Orwell, 22 August 1945

2729. Review: Kornei Chukovsky, Chekov the Man, translated by Pauline Rose, 23 August 1945

2730. Letter to Leonard Moore, 23 August 1945

2731. Letter to Leonard Moore, 24 August 1945

2732. Letter to Roger Senhouse, 26 August 1945

2733. Letter to Geoffrey Earle, 29 August 1945

2734. Review: Evelyn Anderson, Hammer or Anvil: The Story of the German Working-Class Movement; Julius Braunthal, In Search of the Millennium, 30 August 1945

2735. E. M. Forster to Orwell; Evelyn Waugh to Orwell, 30 August 1945: editorial note

2736. Letter to Leonard Moore, 1 September 1945

2737. Letter to Gleb Struve, 1 September 1945

2738. V-J Day and the End of World War II, 15 August and 2 September 1945

2739. Review: Una Pope-Hennessy, Charles Dickens, 2 September 1945

2740. Letter to Frank D. Barber, 3 September 1945

2740A. Letter to the Editor, Commentary, 3 September 1945

2741. Jacques Brunius to Orwell, 3 September 1945

2742. Review: Mass Observation, Britain and Her Birth-Rate, 6 September 1945

2743. The Observer to Orwell, 6 September 1945: editorial note

2744. Review: Sagittarius, Quiver’s Choice, 7 September 1945

2745. Untraced article for The Observer, 7 September 1945

2746. Review: W. McCartney, The French Cooks’ Syndicate, 8 September 1945

2747. Letter to Leonard Moore, 8 September 1945

2748. Letter to George Woodcock, 8 September 1945

2749. Julian Symons to Orwell, after 8 September 1945

2750. Letter to S. McGrath, 9 September 1945

2751. Letter to George Woodcock, 9 September 1945

2752. Extract of letter from Malcolm Muggeridge to Orwell, 13 September 1945

2753. Letter to Leonard Moore, 24 September 1945

2754. Letter to Kay Dick, 26 September 1945

2755. Review: Bryan Merryman, The Midnight Court, translated by Frank O’Connor, 27 September 1945

2756. Letter to Leonard Moore, 29 September 1945

2757. Review: Crichton Porteous, The Earth Remains; Leo Kiacheli, Gvadi Bigva, 4 October 1945

2758. Royalties for Talking to India, 6 October 1945: editorial note

2759. Letter to Leonard Moore, 6 October 1945

2760. Review: Fyodor Dostoevsky, The Brothers Karamazov and Crime and Punishment; translated by Constance Garnett, 7 October 1945

2761. Broadcast Talk: ‘Jack London’, 8 October 1945

2762. Letter to Leonard Moore, 10 October 1945

2763. Review: C. E. Vulliamy, Edwin and Eleanor, Elizabeth Taylor, At Mrs. Lippincote’s; Inez Holden, To the Boating, 11 October 1945

2764. Review: Hermon Ould, Freedom of Expression, 12 October 1945

2765. Article: ‘Profile of Aneurin Bevan’, 14 October 1945

2765A. Letter to Arthur Koestler, 17 October 1945: see Vol. XX, p. 316

2766. Letter to Fredric Warburg, 17 October 1945

2767. Letter to Roger Senhouse, 17 October 1945

2768. Review: Rhys Davies, Selected Stories, 18 October 1945

2769. Randolph Churchill to Orwell, 19 October 1945: editorial note

2770. Essay: ‘You and the Atom Bomb’, 19 October 1945

2771. Essay: ‘What is Science?’, 26 October 1945

2772. Letter to Edward R. Ward, 9 January 1946

2773. Review: Kenneth Mellanby, Human Guinea Pigs, 25 October 1945

2774. Review: Sean O’Casey, Drums under the Windows, 28 October 1945

          O’Casey’s response, 29 October 1945

2775. J. S. Collis to Orwell, 29 October 1945

2776. Letter to Eric Warman, 30 October 1945: editorial note

2777. Essay: ‘The British General Election’, November 1945

2778. Essay: ‘Catastrophic Gradualism’, November 1945

2779. Review: Howard Clewes, Dead Ground; Giuseppe Mazzini: Selected Writings, edited by N. Gangulee; The Trial of Jones and Hulten, edited by C. E. Bechhofer-Roberts, 1 November 1945

2780. Essay: ‘Good Bad Books’, 2 November 1945

2781. Introduction to Love of Life and Other Stories by Jack London, October or November 1945

2782. Letter to Roger Senhouse, 6 November 1945

2783. The Amnesty Campaign, 7 November 1945: editorial note

2784. Review: H. G. Wells, Mind at the End of Its Tether, 8 November 1945

2785. Leonard Moore to Roger Senhouse and Senhouse to Moore, 8 and 14 November 1945

2786. Essay: ‘Revenge Is Sour’, 9 November 1945

2787. Letter to Leonard Moore, 9 November 1945

2788. Letter to Miss J. G. Manton, 10 November 1945

2789. Letter to Frank Barber, 10 November 1945

2790. Review: A Harp with a Thousand Strings, compiled by Hsiao Ch’ien, 11 November 1945

2791. Letter to Dudley Cloud, 27 January 1947 (with editorial note)

2792. Essay: ‘The Prevention of Literature’, 12 November 1945

2793. Letter to Leonard Moore, 14 November 1945

2794. Review: Aerian Conan Doyle, The True Conan Doyle, 15 November 1945

2795. Letter to Katharine, Duchess of Atholl, 15 November 1945

2796. Review: D. H. Lawrence, The Prussian Officer, 16 November 1945

2797. Letter to Leonard Moore, 17 November 1945

2798. Review: Robert Louis Stevenson, Novels and Stories, selected with an Introduction by V. S. Pritchett, 18 November 1945

2799. Balraj Sahni to Orwell, 20 November 1945

2800. Review: Brigadier James Hargest, Farewell Campo 12; Sir Evelyn Wrench, Immortal Years; Corn on the Cob: Popular and Traditional Poetry of the U.S.A. selected by A. L. Lloyd, 22 November 1945

2801. Background to ‘Through a Glass, Rosily’, 2 and 16 November 1945

2802. Article: ‘Through a Glass, Rosily’, 23 November 1945

2803. Letter to Fredric Warburg, 24 November 1945

2804. Letter to E. Lyon Young, Latin-American Service, BBC, 24 November 1945

2805. Review: Norman Collins, London Belongs to Me, 29 November 1945

2806. Letter to Leonard Moore, 29 November 1945

2807. Review: Herbert Read, A Coat of Many Colours: Occasional Essays, Winter 1945

2808. Review: Jean-Paul Sartre, Huis Clos; Peter Ustinov, The Banbury Nose; Arthur Koestler, Twilight Bar, 30 November 1945

2808A. Reprint of ‘The Song of the Beasts’, December 1945

2809. Article: ‘Bare Christmas for the Children’, 1 December 1945

2810. Letter to Leonard Moore, 1 December 1945

2811. Review: Cyril Connolly, The Condemned Playground, 2 December 1945

2812. Review: The Saturday Book [5], edited by Leonard Russell, 6 December 1945

2813. Article: ‘Freedom of the Park’, 7 December 1945

2814. Article: ‘The Case for the Open Fire’, 8 December 1945

2815. Essay: ‘Politics and the English Language’, 11 December 1945

2816. Notes for ‘Politics and the English Language’, February to October 1945?

2817. Review: F. C. Weiskopf, The Firing Squad; Lord Dunsany, The Siren’s Wake, 13 December 1945

2818. Essay: ‘The Sporting Spirit’, 14 December 1945

2819. Essay: ‘In Defence of English Cooking’, 15 December 1945

2820. Review: William Bowyer Honey, Science and the Creative Arts, 16 December 1945

2821. W. J. Turner to Orwell, 19 December 1945

2822. Review: William Russell, Cellar, 20 December 1945

2823. Essay: ‘Nonsense Poetry’ (The Lear Omnibus, edited by R. L. Megroz), 21 December 1945

2824. Olaf Stapledon to Orwell, 21 December 1945

2825. Letter to G. H. Bantock, late 1945–early 1946

2826. Negotiations for the U. S. Edition of Animal Farm: editorial note

2827. Article: ‘Banish This Uniform’, 22 December 1945

2828. Payment for Second Rights to ‘Grandeur et décadence du roman policier anglais’, 28 December 1945; text at 2357

2829. Article: ‘Old George’s Almanac by Crystal-Gazer Orwell’, 28 December 1945

2830. Dwight Macdonald to Orwell, 31 December 1945

2831. Appendix: Orwell’s Payments Book, July 1943 to December 1945

Notes

Chronology, 1 January to 31 December 1945

Acknowledgements and Provenances




ABOUT THE BOOK

On 29 March 1945 Orwell’s wife Eileen died, aged 39. Her last, long, very moving letters to her husband are printed here. Less than six months later the novel that she might be said to have nurtured and which gave Orwell world-wide fame, Animal Farm, was published. For a little over three months Orwell worked as a War Correspondent for The Observer and the Manchester Evening News. As well as 74 books specifically reviewed, many others were discussed briefly in essays and in her column ‘As I Please’. ‘Politics and the English Language’, one of Orwell’s most important essays, was immediately reprinted for journalists of The Observer and News of the World as a guide to good writing. His defence of P.G. Wodehouse, printed here, was written at a time when Wodehouse was still under a cloud. Essays and articles he wrote for The Observer, Manchester Evening News and Evening Standard are reprinted; correspondence shows he had written the first twelve pages of Nineteen Eighty-Four. Eileen’s will and Orwell’s first notes for his literary executor are also reproduced. Orwell kept a careful account of what he earned to assist in making his income tax return. Only one such record has survived (for 12 July 1943 to 31 December 1945) and it is reproduced here, fully annotated.




Introduction to Volume XVII

1945: I Belong to the Left

The year 1945 was doubly marked for Orwell. On 29 March Eileen died, aged 39, whilst an anaesthetic was being administered. Her last, long, very moving letters to her husband are printed here for the first time. It is not difficult to see through his often brief letters how deeply he felt her death. Less than six months later, on 17 August 1945, the novel that she might be said to have nurtured and which gave Orwell world-wide fame, Animal Farm, was published (see editorial note preceding its proposed preface, ‘The Freedom of the Press,’ 2721). Animal Farm was then, and has continued to be, misunderstood (as has Nineteen Eighty-Four). The Duchess of Atholl, seeking to enlist Orwell’s support for the League for European Freedom, a body which, he wrote, had ‘nothing to say about British imperialism’, was told on 15 November 1945: ‘I belong to the Left and must work inside it, much as I hate Russian totalitarianism’ (see here). See also Orwell’s letter to Dwight Macdonald, 5 December 1946, with its cryptic reference to Krondstadt (3128, especially n. 4).

For a little over three months Orwell worked as a War Correspondent for The Observer and the Manchester Evening News, writing eighteen despatches about conditions in France, Germany, and Austria. These are now reprinted for the first time. The topics include the effect of the German Occupation on the outlook of the French (2631); the political aims of the French Resistance (2632); de Gaulle’s intention to hold on to Indo-China (2636); chaos in Cologne (2641); the future for a ruined Germany (2654); the food crisis in Germany (2657 and 2662); the effect of French women being allowed to vote for the first time (2658); and the uncertain fate of displaced persons (2675). What he saw of hunger in Germany and the desperate situation of the displaced would motivate his action and writing in the months ahead, for example, ‘The Politics of Starvation’ and its ensuing correspondence (2866, XVIII, 42–48).

It was another year in which Orwell was very active in essay-writing and reviewing. As well as 74 books specifically reviewed, many others were discussed briefly in essays and ‘As I Please’ (of which he wrote another seven contributions before laying this task aside until November 1946). Among the essays was one that is still among his most important: ‘Politics and the English Language’ (2815). Although this was rejected by George Weidenfeld for his new magazine, Contact, it was published by Horizon and immediately reprinted for journalists of The Observer and News of the World as a guide to good writing (a purpose it still serves). With it here are reproduced Orwell’s preliminary notes for the essay. (Other important essays in this volume include ‘Anti-Semitism in Britain’ (2626); ‘Poetry and the Microphone’ (2629); ‘Notes on Nationalism’ (2668); ‘You and the Atom Bomb’ (2770); ‘What is Science?’ (2771); ‘Catastrophic Gradualism’ (2778); ‘Revenge is Sour (2786, and see Orwell’s despatch from Stuttgart, 2661); and ‘The Prevention of Literature’ (2792). His defence of P. G. Wodehouse was written at a time when Wodehouse was still under a cloud and, as the correspondence shows, Orwell gave him practical encouragement when he took Wodehouse and his wife out to dinner in Paris when they were badly in need of a good meal. Wodehouse at the time expressed his admiration for Orwell’s insight into his work but later, after Orwell’s death (as is recounted in the annotations), he castigated Orwell for what he had written (see 2624 and 2625).

The texts of three broadcasts, two on Samuel Butler and one on Jack London, are printed, as are the essays and articles he wrote for The Observer, Manchester Evening News and Evening Standard, one of which, ‘In Defence of English Cooking’ may have led to the commission from the British Council to write a booklet on British cookery, now published for the first time in Volume 18. The essay was one of a number written for the Evening Standard and reprinted in the newspaper produced for servicemen in the Far East (see here). Correspondence shows Orwell working in defence of those whose freedom was threatened and that he had written ‘the first twelve pages of his new novel’ – Nineteen Eighty-Four (see afterword to 2677).

Orwell kept a careful record of what he was paid to assist in the preparation of his income tax return. The only surviving section covers the period 12 July 1943 to 31 December 1945. This is printed, fully annotated, as an appendix and the dates given are used to assist in identifying articles and placing them in chronological order. Eileen’s will (2643) and Orwell’s first notes for his literary executor (2648, and a list of ‘possibly reprintable fragments’ (2649), are also reproduced.

A full General Introduction will be found here
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2597. Review of Der Führer by Conrad Heiden

Manchester Evening News, 4 January 1945

About eight years ago, from the same publishing house as has just produced “Der Führer,”1 there appeared another fat and imposing book about Hitler, entitled, significantly, “Hitler, the Pawn.” Its thesis, then a widely accepted one, was that Hitler was a nonentity, a mere puppet of German big business.

Later events have made that incredible, and Mr. Heiden’s long detailed but very readable book is an attempt to disentangle the extremely complex causes—causes which are intellectual and religious as well as economic and political—that have allowed a semi-lunatic to gain control of a great nation and cause the death of some tens of millions of human beings.

Mr. Heiden ends his story with the June purge of 1934—which, as he points out, is not altogether an arbitrary stopping-point, because with that atrocious deed there began a new historical phase which has not yet ended.

The story starts some time before Hitler’s birth. It starts, to be precise, in 1864, with an illegal and now forgotten pamphlet attacking Napoleon III.

Somewhat later the Czarist secret police were to get hold of this pamphlet and concoct out of it that celebrated forgery, “The Protocols of the Elders of Zion.”2 Their object was to frighten the Czar with tales of a Jewish conspiracy and thus provoke him into violent measures against the Russian Revolutionaries.

Rosenberg, the racial theorist,3 a Baltic Russian, and at the time of the revolution a student in Moscow, brought a copy of the protocols with him when he fled to Germany: and it was from this source that Hitler derived the anti-Semitism that was to be both a cherished delusion and a cunning political device.

Mr. Heiden follows up Hitler’s early history with great minuteness, plugging the gaps in “Mein Kampf” with the statements of a painter named Hanisch, who shared Hitler’s poverty for several years in Vienna.

It appears from Mr. Heiden’s researches that the autobiographical part of “Mein Kampf” is reasonably truthful. Even on his own showing, Hitler was a complete failure, even a ne’er-do-well, until the outbreak of war in 1914. His main characteristics were laziness, an inability to make friends, a hatred of the society which had failed to give him a decent livelihood, and a vague leaning towards painting.

(Many dictators, it is worth noticing, are failed artists—Henry VIII and Frederick the Great both wrote bad verse, and Napoleon and Mussolini wrote plays which nobody would produce.)

The war was Hitler’s great opportunity. He loved every moment of it, and it appears to be true, though it has often been denied, that he served with distinction and was decorated for bravery. He says himself that he wept when the war stopped, and from then onwards to restore the atmosphere of war was his main aim.

In the chaotic Germany of 1918 it was natural for a man of Hitler’s temperament to plunge into conspiratorial politics. He joined the German Workers’ party—later to become the National Socialist party—which at that date consisted of six members and had as its entire equipment a single briefcase and a cigar-box which was used as a cash-box.

The disbanded Reichswehr officers, who were already planning to rebuild the German Army in defiance of the Versailles Treaty, were on the look-out for a political party which could act as a cover for their aims, and the German Workers’ party, with its sham-Socialist programme, seemed to them to have possibilities.

Hitler, therefore, had a measure of support almost from the start, but it was not until some time later, when he was already a political force to be counted with, that the industrialists began to finance him in a big way.

As a politician he had three great assets. One was his complete lack of pity, affection, or human ties of any kind. Another was his bottomless belief in himself and contempt for everybody else. And the third was his powerful and impressive voice, which within a few minutes could make any audience forget his Charlie Chaplin-like appearance.

Within a few years he had talked a formidable movement into existence, pouring out on platform after platform a message—anti-Jewish, anti-Capitalist, anti-Bolshevik, and anti-French—which appealed equally to the unemployed workers, the ruined middle-class, and the officers who were pining for another war.

However, to win supreme power was another matter, and for years the history of the National Socialist party was one of ups and downs. Broadly speaking, when things went badly, Hitler’s star rose; when they went well, it sank. In the prosperous period of the middle twenties, the period of the Dawes Plan,4 the economic recovery in Britain and the U.S.A. and the N.E.P.5 in Russia the National Socialist party seemed likely to disappear.

Then came the great depression, and Hitler rose again like a rocket. We shall never know whether even at that late date he might have been defeated, but at any rate it is a fact that his only real enemies inside Germany, the Communists and the Social Democrats, persisted in fighting one another instead of combining against the common enemy.

Having made use of their dissensions, Hitler destroyed both of them, and finally made quite sure of his position by massacring the Left Wing of his own party. The rest of the story is only too well known.

This book gives useful background information about others besides Hitler—in particular, Hess, Goering, Roehm,6 and Houston Chamberlain7 the strange renegade Englishman who was one of the founders of the Pan-German Movement. It is a valuable book because it neither underrates Hitler nor overrates him. It does not, that is to say, explain him away in narrow economic terms, nor does it pretend that the major problems of the world will be solved by his disappearance. To quote Mr. Heiden’s own words—

“Hitler was able to enslave his own people because he was able to give them something that even the traditional religions could no longer provide—the belief in a meaning to existence beyond the narrowest self-interest. The real degradation began when people realised that they were in league with the devil, but felt that even the devil was preferable to the emptiness of an existence which lacked a larger significance.

“The problem to-day is to give that larger significance and dignity to a life that has been dwarfed by the world of material things. Until that problem is solved, the annihilation of Nazism will be no more than the removal of one symptom of the world’s unrest.”

[Fee: £8.0.0; 3.1.45]




2598. ‘Books and the People: A New Year Message’

Tribune, 5 January 1945

For some months past we have intended to make some kind of explanatory statement about Tribune’s literary policy, present and future, and the first week of the new year seems a suitable time to do it.

Regular readers of Tribune will have noted that during recent months we have printed short stories only intermittently, we have printed less verse than we used to do, and we have altered our system of reviewing, giving a full-length review each week to only one book, and 200-word “shorts” to all the others. The new system of reviewing seems to be giving general satisfaction. By means of it we can cover—including the books in Daniel George’s1 column—anything up to fifteen books a week, and thus can keep more or less abreast of the current output, which was quite impossible before. We can also in this way make some mention of cheap reprints and even a certain number of pamphlets and periodicals. From time to time we are charged by our readers with concentrating on books which the average person cannot afford to buy, but anyone who chooses to look back through our columns, will see that Penguins and other very cheap publications have had their fair share of notice.

The gradual dropping of short stories is deliberate. In future we shall probably abandon short stories almost completely, though we shall not refuse a good short story when we happen to get one. We shall also from time to time, as we have done once or twice already, print detachable excerpts from old books. This seems to us a useful thing to do at a time like the present, when so many standard books are unobtainable.

It was only unwillingly that we decided on the dropping of short stories, but the quality of the stories sent in to me makes them, in much more than nine cases out of ten, simply not worth ink and paper. For long past there had been a volume of justified complaints from readers that Tribune’s stories were “always so gloomy.” The trouble, as anyone who had my job would quickly appreciate, is that one almost never nowadays sees a story with any serious literary pretensions that is not gloomy. The reasons for this are many and complex, but I think literary fashion is one of them. A “happy ending,” or indeed any admission that anything is right with the world anywhere, seems to be as out of date as Dundreary whiskers, and it hardly seems worth diffusing gloom from the final pages of the paper unless exceptional literary distinction goes with it. Many readers have told me, in writing and by word of mouth, how tired they are of the kind of story that begins Marjorie’s husband was to be hanged on Tuesday, and the children were starving, or For seven years no ray of sunlight had penetrated the dusty room where William Grocock, a retired insurance agent, lay dying of cancer; but I don’t fancy they are more tired of them than myself, who have to work my way through round about twenty such stories every week.

By printing less stories we shall have more room for essays and articles on literary or general (i.e., not directly political) subjects. But upon all those readers who complain that we do not have enough articles on music, or painting, or the drama, or radio, or modern educational methods, or psycho-analysis, or what-not, I urge one important consideration: that we have very little space. In most weeks we have well under five pages at our disposal, and we have already been driven into smaller print for the short reviews. It is principally lack of space that has prevented us from undertaking any notes on radio, gramophone records and music generally. We could not do it regularly, and therefore should not be able to keep sufficiently up to date. Nor can we notice concerts, exhibitions, etc., because these occur only in one place, usually London, and Tribune’s readers are spread all over the country.

So far I have been dealing with details. But a more general defence, or at least explanation, of our literary policy is needed, because there are certain criticisms of an adverse kind that come up in varying forms over and over again. Our critics are divisible into two main schools. It would be manifestly impossible to satisfy both, and in practice, I should say, impossible to satisfy either.

The first school accuses us of being lowbrow, vulgar, ignorant, obsessed with politics, hostile to the arts, dominated by back-scratching cliques and anxious to prevent talented young writers from getting a hearing. The other school accuses us of being highbrow, arty, bourgeois, indifferent to politics and constantly wasting space on material that can be of no interest to a working man and of no direct use to the Socialist movement. Both points need meeting, because between them they express a difficulty that is inherent in running any paper that is not a pure propaganda sheet.

Against the first school, we point out that Tribune reaches a large, heterogeneous Left-Wing audience and cannot be turned into a sort of trade paper for young poets, or a tilting-ground on which rival gangs of Surrealists, Apocalyptics and what-not can fight out their battles. We can assume that our public is intelligent, but not that its primary interests are literary or artistic, and still less that all of our readers have been educated in the same way and will know the same jokes and recognise the same allusions. The smaller literary magazines tend to develop a sort of family atmosphere—almost, indeed, a private language unintelligible to outsiders—and, at the risk of offending a contributor now and then, we have made efforts to prevent that kind of thing from being imported into Tribune. We never, for instance, review books written in foreign languages, and we try to cut out avoidable foreign quotations and obscure literary allusions. Nor will we print anything that is verbally unintelligible. I have had several angry letters because of this, but I refuse to be responsible for printing anything that I do not understand. If I can’t understand it, the chances are that many of our readers will not be able to either. As to the charge that we are dominated by cliques (contributions sometimes arrive with a sarcastic enquiry as to whether “someone outside the clique” may put a word in), a quick glance through our back numbers would easily disprove it. The number of our contributors is much larger than is usual in a paper of these dimensions, and many of them are people whose work has hardly appeared elsewhere.

The other school of critics presents a more serious difficulty. Any Socialist paper which has a literary section is attacked from time to time by the person who says: “What is the use of all this literary stuff? Does it bring Socialism any nearer? If not, drop it. Surely our task should be to work for Socialism and not waste our time on bourgeois literature?” There are various quick answers to this person (he is easily quelled, for instance, by pointing out that Marx wrote some excellent criticism of Shakespeare), but nevertheless he has a case. Here it is, put in an extreme form by a correspondent in last week’s issue:


“May I ask if the Book Reviews in your paper contribute largely (if at all) to its upkeep? If not, why is so much precious space taken up each week with descriptions of books which (I guess) few of your readers buy?

“As a Socialist, my aim in life is to destroy Toryism.

“For this purpose I require all the ammunition I can get, and I look to Tribune as the main source of supply.

“You may reply that some of the books would be useful for that purpose, but I think it would be a very small percentage, and in any case I have neither the money to buy nor the time to read them.”



This correspondent, by the way, like many others who write in the same vein, is under the misconception that in order to read books you have to buy them. Actually you could read most of the books mentioned in Tribune without ever buying a book from one year’s end to the other. What else are libraries for—not merely Boots, Smith’s,2 etc., but the public libraries at which anyone who numbers a householder among his acquaintances can get three tickets without any charge whatever? But our correspondent also assumes (a) that a Socialist needs no recreations, and (b) that books are of no use to the Socialist movement unless they consist of direct propaganda. It is this viewpoint that we tacitly challenge when, for instance, we use up a whole column on a poem, or print a popularisation of some little-known dead writer, or give a good review to a book written by a Conservative.

Even the most unpolitical book, even an outright reactionary book, can be of use to the Socialist movement if it provides reliable information or forces people to think. But we also assume that books are not to be regarded simply as propaganda, that literature exists in its own right—as a form of recreation, to put it no higher—and that a large number of our readers are interested in it. This involves, unavoidably, a slight divergence between the political and the literary sections of the paper, Obviously we cannot print contributions that grossly violate Tribune’s policy. Even in the name of free speech a Socialist paper cannot, for instance, throw open its columns to anti-semitic propaganda. But it is only in this negative sense that any pressure is put upon contributors to the literary end of the paper. Looking through the list of our contributors, I find among them Catholics, Communists, Trotskyists, Anarchists, Pacifists, Left-Wing Conservatives, and Labour Party supporters of all colours. All of them knew, of course, what kind of paper they were writing for and what topics were best left alone, but I think it is true to say that none of them has ever been asked to modify what he had written on the ground that it was “not policy.”

This is particularly important in the case of book reviews, in which it is often difficult for the reviewer to avoid indicating his own opinion. To my knowledge, some periodicals coerce their reviewers into following the political line of the paper, even when they have to falsify their own opinions to do so. Tribune has never done this. We hold that the reviewer’s job is to say what he thinks of the book he is dealing with, and not what we think our readers ought to think. And if, as a result, unorthodox opinions are expressed from time to time—even, on occasion, opinions that contradict some editorial statement at the other end of the paper—we believe that our readers are tough enough to stand a certain amount of diversity. We hold that the most perverse human being is more interesting than the most orthodox gramophone record. And though, in this section of the paper, our main aim is to talk about books as books, we believe that anyone who upholds the freedom of the intellect, in this age of lies and regimentation, is not serving the cause of Socialism so badly either.


The correspondent to whom Orwell referred was Mrs. O. Grant. Her letter was taken up by two correspondents in this same issue of Tribune. A. Reid supported Mrs. Grant. Adelaide R. Poole pleaded for book and film reviews to be retained; Tribune’s reviewers were to be trusted. Mrs. Grant responded on 12 January. She had been, she wrote, a ‘greedy reader’ all her life and had derived not only pleasure but a lively social conscience, and ‘a desire to leave the world a little better than I found it. This last not by setting the example of a cultured and broadminded old lady, but (forgive me, Mr. Orwell, I must have a one-track mind) by kicking Tories. When one reaches 60 the path is not only straight and narrow—it is also short.’

A second letter published on 12 January, from Stephen Spender (see 411, n. 2), strongly supported the inclusion in Tribune of reviews and cultural features:


… The fundamental mistake your correspondents make is to separate the “Left-Wing struggle” from all other aims in life and to insist that politics are conducted for the sake of politics and not for the sake of a life which includes writing and reading books and cultivating gardens. The fallacy of thinking and acting entirely in terms of politics is one of the greatest evils of our times, and it is particularly dangerous to the Left, because if Socialism has any meaning at all it should be Socialism-for-the-sake-of-life and not Socialism-for-the-sake-of-Socialism. We have already seen all over the world that Socialism-for-the-sake-of-Socialism soon becomes Socialism-for-the-sake-of-Socialist-politicians, that is to say, for the sake of those excellent Socialist agitators, Mussolini, Laval, Doriot,3 etc. …

No one can hope to keep straight in politics whose ideas are purely political: the only honest politicians are those whose politics are attached to a whole view of life. Directly people are told by their political leaders that there is no time now for a whole view of life and that everything must be converted into “political ammunition,” they are well on their way to that kind of opportunism, propagandist lying and cynicism which makes it so difficult to distinguish between the various totalitarian policies which now dominate the greater part of the world.



Spender’s argument was supported by John Atkins (Orwell’s predecessor as literary editor of Tribune; see 1340, n. 1), in Tribune, 2 February 1945. He maintained that the ‘activity we call politics’ had ‘been moving away from the orbit of common people’s lives’ and that this was due to the attempt ‘to breed a specialised politician.’ He concluded:


Without a knowledge of the noblest achievements of mankind, it is impossible to realise fully how sordid our society is. Because of this the most damning indictment of it has not been made by Socialists, but by two Royalist Catholics, Chesterton and Belloc. This is in spite of their royalism, and because of their spiritual orientation. There is one other example I would like to give. Most political literature today is uninspired and uninspiring. The two men who can still rouse the reader with their political analyses are neither professional politicians nor political journalists, but artists and men of wide cultural experience: J. Middleton Murry and Sean O’Faolain, writing in Adelphi and The Bell respectively.



In its issue for 13 April 1945, Tribune published an appreciative letter about book reviews, and Orwell’s column in particular, from M. E. Farmer, serving in the RAF in South-East Asia:


As a regular reader of your paper for the past year, I would like to say how much I appreciate the amount of space devoted to book reviews. They have proved to be of great value to me when choosing something to read.

I would also like to thank George Orwell for the splendid work he puts into his column; keep it up!

Your correspondent, A. Reid, in your issue of January 5, seems to be of the opinion that everything available should be converted into “political ammunition.” There are, no doubt, a number of people who—politically minded and eager for the success of Socialism—still find time to enjoy a good book.

So I ask you, don’t cut out your reviews from this interesting weekly.








2599. ‘As I Please,’ 53

Tribune, 5 January 1945

I have just been looking through a bound volume of the Quarterly Review for the year 1810, which was, I think, the second year of the Quarterly Review’s existence.1

1810 was not quite the blackest period, from the British point of view, of the Napoleonic war, but it was nearly the blackest. It perhaps corresponded to 1941 in the present war. Britain was completely isolated, its commerce barred from every European port by the Berlin decrees. Italy, Spain, Prussia, Denmark, Switzerland and the Low Countries had all been subjugated. Austria was in alliance with France. Russia was also in an uneasy agreement with France, but it was known that Napoleon intended to invade Russia shortly. The United States, though not yet in the war, was openly hostile to Britain. There was no visible cause for hope, except the revolt in Spain, which had once again given Britain a foothold on the Continent and opened the South American countries to British trade. It is therefore interesting to observe the tone of voice in which the Quarterly Review—a Conservative paper which emphatically supported the war—speaks about France and about Napoleon at this desperate moment.

Here is the Quarterly on the alleged war-making propensities of the French people. It is reviewing a pamphlet by a Mr. Walsh, an American who had just returned from France.

“We doubt the continued action of those military propensities which Mr. Walsh ascribes to the French people. Without at all questioning the lively picture which he has drawn of the exultation excited amongst the squalid and famished inhabitants of Paris at the intelligence of every fresh triumph of their armies, we may venture to observe that such exultation is, everywhere, the usual concomitant of such events; that the gratification of national vanity is something, and that the festivities which victory brings with it may afford a pleasing dissipation to wretches who are perfectly free from any feelings of ambition. Our belief indeed is, that those feelings are, at present, nearly confined to the breast of the great conqueror; and that amongst his subjects, we may almost say among his officers and armies, the universal wish is for PEACE.”

Compare this with the utterances of Lord Vansittart, or, indeed, of the greater part of the Press. The same article contains several tributes to the military genius of Napoleon. But the thing I find most impressive is that this year’s issue of the Quarterly contains numerous reviews of recently-published French books—and they are careful, serious reviews, not different in tone from the rest of its articles. There is, for instance, an article of about 9,000 words on the publication of the French scientific body known as the Société d’Arcueil. The French scientists, Gay-Lussac, Laplace and the rest of them, are treated with the utmost respect, and given their “Monsieur” every time. From reading this article it would be impossible to discover that there was a war on.

Can you imagine current German books being reviewed in the British Press during the present war? No, I don’t think you can. I do not, indeed, remember hearing the name of a single book published in Germany throughout the war. And if a contemporary German book did get mentioned in the Press, it would almost certainly be misrepresented in some way. Looking through the reviews of French books in the Quarterly, I note that only when they are on directly political subjects does any propaganda creep in, and even then it is extremely mild by our standards. As for art, literature and science, their international character is taken for granted. And yet, I suppose, Britain was fighting for existence in the Napoleonic war just as surely as in this one, and relative to the populations involved the war was not much less bloody or exhausting. …2

When Burma comes into the centre of the news again, somebody could do a useful job by evolving a sensible method of spelling Burmese place names. What is the average newspaper-reader to make of names like Taungdwingyi, Myaungmya and Nyaungbinzeik?

When the Japs invaded Burma at the beginning of 1942, efforts were made to get correct pronunciation of Burmese names on the radio.3 The B.B.C. announcers took no notice and went merrily ahead, mispronouncing every name that could be mispronounced. Since then the newspapers have made matters a little worse by supplying their own pronunciations, which are generally wrong.

At present, Burmese names are spelt by transliterating the Burmese characters as nearly as possible. This is a very bad system unless one knows the Burmese alphabet. How is the average person to know that in a Burmese name e spells ay, ai spells eye, gy spells j, ky spells ch, and so on? It should be quite easy to evolve a better system, and the British public, which can now make quite a good stab at pronouncing Dniepropetrovsk, could also learn to pronounce Kyaukse and Kungyangon if it were taught how.

I have been re-reading with some interest The Fairchild Family, which was written in 1813 and was for fifty years or more a standard book for children. Unfortunately I only possess the first volume,4 but even that, in its unexpurgated state—for various pretty-pretty versions, with all the real meat cut out, have been issued in recent years—is enough of a curiosity.

The tone of the book is sufficiently indicated by the sentence: “Papa,” said Lucy (Lucy was aged nine, by the way), “may we say some verses about mankind having bad hearts?” And, of course, Papa is only too willing, and out come the verses, all correctly memorised. Or here is Mrs. Fairchild, telling the children how when she herself was a child she disobeyed orders by picking cherries in company with the servant girl:

“Nanny was given up to her mother to be flogged; and I was shut up in the dark room, where I was to be kept several days upon bread and water. At the end of three days my aunts sent for me, and talked to me for a long time.

“‘You broke the Fourth Commandment,’ said my Aunt Penelope, ‘which is, Remember the Sabbath day to keep it holy: and you broke the Fifth, which is, Honour your parents… You broke the Eighth too, which is, Thou shalt not steal. Besides,’ said my Aunt Grace, ‘the shame and disgrace of climbing trees in such low company, after all the care and pains we have taken with you, and the delicate manner in which we have reared you.’”

The whole book is in this vein, with a long prayer at the end of every chapter, and innumerable hymns and verses from the Bible interspersed through the text. But its chief feature is the fearful visitations from Heaven which fall upon the children whenever they misbehave themselves. If they swing in the swing without leave, they fall out and break several teeth; if they forget to say their prayers they fall into the trough of pig-swill; the theft of a few damsons is punished by an attack of pneumonia and a narrow escape from death. On one occasion Mr. Fairchild catches his children quarrelling. After the usual flogging, he takes them for a long walk to see the rotting body of a murderer hanging on a gibbet—the result, as he points out, of a quarrel between two brothers.

A curious and interesting feature of the book is that the Fairchild children, reared upon these stern principles, seem to be rather exceptionally untrustworthy. As soon as their parents’ backs are turned they invariably misbehave themselves, which suggests that flogging and bread and water are not a very satisfactory treatment after all. It is worth recording, by the way, that the author, Mrs. Sherwood, brought up several children, and at any rate they did not actually die under her ministrations.




2600. To Miss Sunday Wilshin

10 January 1945 Typewritten


On 2 January 1945, Sunday Wilshin,1 who had replaced Orwell in the BBC’s Indian Section, wrote to ask him if he would contribute a talk on the poet Housman in a series entitled ‘Book of Verse,’ which was linked with the syllabuses ‘of the Indian University’—a series of programmes with which Orwell had been deeply associated. She enclosed a script to indicate the general lines of what was being offered (and also sent Orwell’s wife, Eileen, her kindest regards). Orwell replied:



Tribune

Dear Miss Wilshin,

I am very sorry, but I am afraid I cannot possibly do any talks at present. I have to write three articles a week apart from other work, and I cannot take on anything extra.

Yours sincerely,

[Signed] Geo. Orwell

Literary Editor




2601. Review of Authorship (Careers Books No. 2) by L. A. G. Strong

Manchester Evening News, 11 January 1945

It is said to be the practice of the sterner religious orders to discourage proselytes, and Mr. L. A. G. Strong goes on rather the same principle in his advice to aspiring authors. Himself a highly successful writer of novels, short stories and radio scripts and with experience as a teacher in a school of journalism, he makes it clear from the outset that this profession is not an easy one. It has to be learned like any other, it entails endless work, and you are unlikely ever to make very much money out of it.

Indeed, Mr. Strong records that he himself was writing for fifteen years before literature became his main source of livelihood, and of the first forty manuscripts he sent out thirty-nine came back.

Most of the books (and they are numberless) on “How To Become An Author” are quite worthless. They are worthless because they are written by people who regard writing simply as a way of making money. Everything is wrong in this approach.

To begin with, writing is not a lucrative profession (a novelist who made as much as the average country doctor would be doing very well indeed), and even on its lowest levels it has to be practised for its own sake.

And secondly most of the self-styled teachers of journalism are the worst possible guides, even from a commercial point of view, because they are unable to put their own precepts into practice. If they really knew how to make money out of journalism they would be doing it, instead of selling their secret to others.

However Mr. Strong is a very exceptional man, and his advice is well worth listening to. He is a successful writer, but he happens to be such a fast worker that he has time to run journalistic courses as a side-line.

He knows that literature is a trade as well as an art, but, unlike the vast majority of teachers, he also understands the nature of creation and realises that even hack journalism needs sincerity as well as competence. Over and over again he says in different ways, “don’t falsify. Even from a financial point of view it doesn’t pay.”

In his early days one of those kind friends who take it upon them to advise young writers said to him, “Write what they want first. Then, when you have made a name, write what you want.”

Mr. Strong adds, “I repudiated the advice as damnable, and I repudiate it even more passionately to-day … my own experience is all on the side of honesty. Once, for a short time, when I was very hard up, I tried desperately to write what I thought the public wanted.

“The result was a disastrous failure. I never sold a line of it … insincerity is no substitute for talent.

“The sincere writer, however small his gift, has a better chance of success than the faker.”

In these and other similar passages, Mr. Strong is not referring merely to æsthetic faking. There is also the political pressure that is put so strongly upon many journalists to-day. Some topics are practically unmentionable, and the cult of the “happy ending” is mixed up with the desire to present society in the rosiest possible light.

The correspondence tutors employed by schools of journalism frequently warn their pupils that anything “unpleasant” or “controversial” is difficult to sell. Mr. Strong’s comment on all such false counsellors is “tell them to go where they belong.”

But this is not to say that he despises or ignores the business side of the writing profession.

To begin with, every writer, however unusual his gifts may be, must learn to be readable. He must learn, by practice and apprenticeship, how to arrange his material and make his meaning unmistakably clear.

Mr Strong insists, and perhaps over-insists, that in a short article or story it is better to “concentrate on one point only and never attempt to make more.”

Again, a writer must be ready to fall in with the wishes of editors and publishers on any question where his intellectual honesty is not involved. He must submit to having his articles cut when they are too long, and he must realise that one cannot write in the same style for a daily paper, a weekly review, and a technical magazine.

And he must study his market and not, for instance, “send a women’s magazine an article about Rugby football, or a yachting magazine an article on white mice.”

Submissions quite as silly as this are made every day, and many a promising novel has found its way to the dustbin because its author sent it to the wrong kind of publisher and then gave up hope when it came back to him.

Mr Strong gives some useful technical notes on the novel, the article, and the short story, and advises the budding writer not to despise that thankless and ill-paid job, lecturing.

He does, however, discourage the beginner from attempting the play or the film. There is, he considers, not one chance in ten thousand that a play written by a beginner will be produced.

Whereas a publisher risks a few hundred pounds on a book, a theatrical manager has to risk tens of thousands, and naturally he prefers to deal with writers who have already made a name for themselves in some other way.

The films are even more inaccessible. Indeed, the biggest film companies, it seems, make a practice of returning all unsolicited manuscripts unopened.

The radio is a much more promising field for the beginner. Its special technique, different from that of ordinary writing, has to be learned, but the demand for scripts is so large that there is comparatively little prejudice against newcomers.

Mr Strong ends with some notes on literary agents (useful to the writer of books, but less so to the free-lance journalist), schools of journalism, publishers, honest and otherwise, and contracts.

This is a useful little book. No book can teach you to write if you have not the initial gift, but at least you can learn how to use language simply, how to avoid unnecessary technical errors, how to market your writings, and how to dodge the innumerable crooks who haunt the fringes of the literary profession.

Mr. Strong never loses sight of the need to make a living but his advice carries all the more weight because he knows that the desire for money is not the ultimate motive of any writer worth reading.1

[Fee: £8.0.0; 10.1.45]




2602. Home Guard Old Comrades Association


On 11 January, the Chairman of the Committee of Old Comrades Association, 5th County of London Battalion, Home Guard, ‘C’ Company Branch (Frank Samuel), sent prospective members, including Orwell (addressed as ‘Dear Blair’), a circular inviting them to join the Association. The annual subscription was to be 2s 6d and the first meeting was to be held on 24 January 1945 at the Allitsen Road Canteen, at which a presentation was to be made to the Company Sergeant Major. Orwell did not complete the application for membership attached to the circular.






2603. ‘As I Please,’ 54

Tribune, 12 January 1945

Some time back a correspondent wrote to ask whether I had seen the exhibition of waxworks, showing German atrocities, which has been on show in London for a year or more. It is advertised outside with such captions as: HORRORS OF THE CONCENTRATION CAMP. COME INSIDE AND SEE REAL NAZI TORTURES. FLOGGING, CRUCIFIXION, GAS CHAMBERS, ETC. CHILDREN’S AMUSEMENT SECTION NO EXTRA CHARGE.

I did go and see this exhibition a long time ago, and I would like to warn prospective visitors that it is most disappointing. To begin with many of the figures are not life-size, and I suspect that some of them are not even real waxworks, but merely dressmakers’ dummies with new heads attached. And secondly, the tortures are not nearly so fearful as you are led to expect by the posters outside. The whole exhibition is grubby, unlifelike and depressing. But the exhibitors are, I suppose, doing their best, and the captions are interesting in the complete frankness of their appeal to sadism and masochism. Before the war, if you were a devotee of all-in wrestling, or wrote letters to your M.P. to protest against the abolition of flogging, or haunted secondhand bookshops in search of such books as The Pleasures of the Torture Chamber,1 you laid yourself open to very unpleasant suspicions. Moreover, you were probably aware of your own motives and somewhat ashamed of them. Now, however, you can wallow in the most disgusting descriptions of torture and massacre, not only without any sensation of guilt, but with the feeling that you are performing a praiseworthy political action.

I am not suggesting that the stories about Nazi atrocities are untrue. To a great extent I think they are true. These horrors certainly happened in German concentration camps before the war, and there is no reason why they should have stopped since. But they are played up largely because they give the newspapers a pretext for pornography. This morning’s papers are splashing the official British Army Report on Nazi atrocities. They are careful to inform you that naked women were flogged, sometimes spotlighting this detail by means of a headline. The journalists responsible know very well what they are doing. They know that innumerable people get a sadistic kick out of thinking about torture, especially the torture of women, and they are cashing in on this widespread neurosis. No qualms need be felt, because these deeds are committed by the enemy, and the enjoyment that one gets out of them can be disguised as disapproval. And one can get a very similar kick out of barbarous actions committed by one’s own side so long as they are thought of as the just punishment of evil-doers.

We have not actually got to the point of Roman gladiatorial shows yet, but we could do so if the necessary pretext were supplied. If, for instance, it were announced that the leading war criminals were to be eaten by lions or trampled to death by elephants in the Wembley Stadium, I fancy that the spectacle would be quite well attended.

I invite attention to an article entitled “The Truth about Mihailovich?” (the author of it also writes for Tribune, by the way) in the current World Review. It deals with the campaign in the British Press and the B.B.C. to brand Mihailovich as a German agent.2

Jugoslav politics are very complicated and I make no pretence of being an expert on them. For all I know it was entirely right on the part of Britain as well as the U.S.S.R. to drop Mihailovich and support Tito. But what interests me is the readiness, once this decision had been taken, of reputable British newspapers to connive at what amounted to forgery in order to discredit the man whom they had been backing a few months earlier. There is no doubt that this happened. The author of the article gives details of one out of a number of instances in which material facts were suppressed in the most impudent way. Presented with very strong evidence to show that Mihailovich was not a German agent, the majority of our newspapers simply refused to print it, while repeating the charges of treachery just as before.

Very similar things happened during the Spanish civil war. Then, Anarchists, Trotskyists and others who opposed Franco, but also opposed the official political line of the Spanish Republican Government, were accused of being traitors in Fascist pay. Various British newspapers sympathetic to the Republic took up this charge and repeated it with picturesque exaggerations of their own, at the same time refusing to print any kind of reply, even in letter form. They had the excuse that the Spanish Republic was fighting for its life and that to discuss its internecine troubles too frankly was to give a handle to the pro-Fascist Press in this country. Still, they did confuse the issues and make entirely unfounded accusations against innocent people. And, then as now, if you protested you got the answer, first, that the charges were true, and secondly, that perhaps they weren’t true but that these people were politically undesirable and deserved what they got.

I recognise the force of this argument. In fighting against Fascism you cannot always be bound by the Marquess of Queensberry rules, and sometimes a lie is almost unavoidable. There are always unscrupulous opponents on the look-out for damaging admissions, and on some questions the truth is so complex that a plain statement of the facts simply misleads the general public. Still, I think it could be shown from the history of the past twenty years that totalitarian methods of controversy—falsification of history, personal libel, refusal of a fair hearing to opponents, and so forth—have on the whole worked against the interests of the Left.

A lie is a boomerang, and sometimes it comes back surprisingly soon. During the Spanish civil war one Left-wing paper employed a certain journalist3 to “write up” the charges against the Spanish Trotskyists, which he did with considerable unscrupulousness. It was impossible to answer him, at any rate in the columns of this particular paper. Less than three years later this man was being hired by another paper to do the worst kind of “anti-Red” propaganda during the Russian war against Finland. And I suppose that the anti-Russian lies which he told in 1940 carried all the more weight because the pro-Russian lies which he was telling in 1937 had not been exposed.

In the same number of World Review I note that Mr. Edward Hulton4 remarks rather disapprovingly that “the small city of Athens possesses far more daily newspapers than London.” All I can say is, good luck to Athens! It is only when there are large numbers of newspapers, expressing all tendencies, that there is some chance of getting at the truth. Counting evenings, London has only twelve daily papers, and they cover the whole of the South of England and penetrate as far north as Glasgow. When they all decide to tell the same lie, there is no minority Press to act as a check. In pre-war France the Press was largely venal and scurrilous, but you could dig more news out of it than out of the British Press, because every political fraction had its paper and every viewpoint got a hearing. I shall be surprised if Athens keeps its multiplicity of newspapers under the kind of government that we apparently intend to impose.




2604. Review of The Unquiet Grave: A Word Cycle by Palinurus1

The Observer, 14 January 1945

“Palinurus” is the easily penetrable pseudonym of a well-known literary critic, but even without knowing his identity one could infer that the writer of this book is about 40, is inclined to stoutness, has lived much in Continental Europe, and has never done any real work. His book is a kind of diary, or rather journal, interspersed with quotations from Pascal, Lao-Tze, La Rochefoucauld, and others, and having as its dominant note a refined, rather pessimistic, hedonism. In his previous incarnations, the author says, he was “a melon, a lobster, a lemur, a bottle of wine, Aristippus,”2 and the periods in which he lived were the Augustan age in Rome and “then in Paris and London from 1660 to 1740, and lastly from 1770 to 1850. … Afternoons at Holland House, dinners chez Magny.”

With his background of classical culture, religious scepticism, travel, leisure, country houses, and civilised meals, “Palinurus” naturally contemplates the modern world without enthusiasm and even, at moments, with sheer aristocratic disdain: but also—and this is the peculiar mark of our age—with self-accusation and the consciousness of being an end-product, a mere ghost, like the cultivated pagans of A.D. 400. On almost every page this book exhibits that queer product of capitalist democracy, an inferiority complex resulting from a private income. The author wants his comforts and privileges, and is ashamed of wanting them: he feels that he has a right to them, and yet feels certain that they are doomed to disappear. Before very long the mob will rise and destroy its exploiters, but in doing so it will also destroy civilisation:


The English masses are lovable: they are kind, decent, tolerant, practical, and not stupid. The tragedy is that there are too many of them, and that they are aimless, having outgrown the servile functions for which they were encouraged to multiply. One day these huge crowds will have to seize power because there will be nothing else for them to do, and yet they neither demand power nor are ready to make use of it: they will only learn to be bored in a new way. Sooner or later the population of England will turn Communist, and then it will take over. Some form of Communism is the only effective religion for the working class; its coming is therefore as inevitable as was that of Christianity. The Liberal Die-hard then comes to occupy historically the same position as the “good pagan”: he is doomed to extinction.



Throughout the book this is repeated over and over again, in varying forms. The Beehive State is upon us,3 the individual will be stamped out of existence, the future is with the holiday camp, the doodle-bug,4 and the secret police. “Palinurus,” however, differs from most of his similarly placed contemporaries in not acquiescing in the process. He refuses to desert the sinking ship of individualism. To the statement that man “will find fulfilment only through participation in the communal life of an organised group”, he answers “No” seven times over. Yet he sees no escape from the Beehive future. He sees or thinks he sees, ways in which order and liberty, reason and myth, might be combined, but he does not believe that is the turn civilisation will take. Finally, he has no resource except a sort of lonely defiance, as of the last mammoth, or, like Faustus, trying to forget damnation in the embraces of Helen.

This outlook, product of totalitarianism and the perversion of science, is probably gaining ground, and if only for that reason this rather fragmentary book is a valuable document. It is a cry of despair from the rentier who feels that he has no right to exist, but also feels that he is a finer animal than the proletarian. Its error lies in assuming that a collectivist society would destroy human individuality. The ordinary English Communist or “fellow-traveller” makes the same assumption, and yields up his intellectual integrity in a frenzy of masochism. “Palinurus” refuses to yield, but just as blindly as the other he takes “Communism” at its own valuation.

The mechanism is the same in both cases. They are told that the aim of Socialism or Communism is to make men resemble insects: they are conscious that they are privileged people, and that if they resist Socialism their motives must be doubtful: therefore, they look no deeper. It does not occur to them that the so-called collectivist systems now existing only try to wipe out the individual because they are not really collectivist and certainly not egalitarian—because, in fact, they are a sham covering a new form of class privilege. If one can see this, one can defy the insect-men with a good conscience. But certainly it is a lot harder to see it, or at any rate to say it aloud, if one is carrying the burden of an unearned income.

[Fee: £10.0.0; 11.1.45]




2605. ‘As I Please,’ 55

Tribune, 19 January 1945

Last week Henri Béraud, the French journalist, was sentenced to death—later commuted to life imprisonment—for collaboration with the Germans. Béraud used to contribute to the Fascist weekly paper Gringoire, which in its later years had become the most disgusting rag it is possible to imagine. I have seldom been so angered by anything in the Press as by its cartoon when the wretched Spanish refugees streamed into France with Italian aeroplanes machine-gunning them all the way. The Spaniards were pictured as a procession of villainous-looking men, each pushing a handcart piled with jewellery and bags of gold. Gringoire kept up an almost continuous outcry for the suppression of the French Communist Party, but it was equally fierce against even the mildest politicians of the Left. One can get an idea of the moral level at which it conducted political controversy from the fact that it once published a cartoon showing Léon Blum in bed with his own sister. Its advertisement columns were full of ads. for clairvoyants and books of pornography. This piece of rubbish was said to have a circulation of 500,000.

At the time of the Abyssinian war Béraud wrote a violent pro-Italian article in which he proclaimed “I hate England,” and gave his reasons for doing so. It is significant that it was mostly people of this type, who had made no secret of their Fascist sympathies for years beforehand, that the Germans had to make use of for Press propaganda in France. A year or two ago Mr. Raymond Mortimer published an article on the activity of French writers during the war, and there have been several similar articles in American magazines. When one pieces these together, it becomes clear that the French literary intelligentsia has behaved extremely well under the German occupation. I wish I could feel certain that the English literary intelligentsia as a whole would have behaved equally well if we had had the Nazis here. But it is true that if Britain had also been overrun, the situation would have been hopeless and the temptation to accept the New Order very much stronger.

I think I owe a small apology to the twentieth century. Apropos of my remarks about the Quarterly Review for 1810—in which I pointed out that French books could get favourable reviews in England at the height of the war with France—two correspondents have written to tell me that during the present war German scientific publications have had fair treatment in the scientific Press in this country. So perhaps we aren’t such barbarians after all.

But I still feel that our ancestors were better at remaining sane in war time° than we are. If you ever have to walk from Fleet Street to the Embankment, it is worth going into the office of the Observer and having a look at something that is preserved in the waiting-room. It is a framed page from the Observer (which is one of our oldest newspapers) for a certain day in June, 1815. In appearance it is very like a modern newspaper, though slightly worse printed, and with only five columns on the page. The largest letters used are not much more than a quarter of an inch high. The first column is given up to “Court and Society,” then follow several columns of advertisements, mostly of rooms to let. Halfway down the last column is a headline SANGUINARY BATTLE IN FLANDERS. COMPLETE DEFEAT OF THE CORSICAN USURPER. This is the first news of Waterloo!

“To-day there are only eighty people in the United Kingdom with net incomes of over six thousand pounds a year.” (Mr. Quintin Hogg, M.P., in his pamphlet The Times We Live In.)

There are also about eighty ways in the English and American languages of expressing incredulity—for example, garn, come off it, you bet, sez you, oh yeah, not half, I don’t think, less of it or and the pudding! But I think and then you wake up is the exactly suitable answer to a remark like the one quoted above.

Recently I read the biography of Edgar Wallace which was written by Margaret Lane some years ago. It is a real “log cabin to White House” story, and by implication a frightful commentary on our age. Starting off with every possible disadvantage—an illegitimate child, brought up by very poor foster parents in a slum street—Wallace worked his way up by sheer ability, enterprise and hard work. His output was enormous. In his later years he was turning out eight books a year, besides plays, radio scripts and much journalism. He thought nothing of composing a full-length book in less than a week. He took no exercise, worked behind a glass screen in a super-heated room, smoked incessantly and drank vast quantities of sweetened tea. He died of diabetes at the age of 57.

It is clear from some of his more ambitious books that Wallace did in some sense take his work seriously, but his main aim was to make money, and he made it. Towards the end of his life he was earning round about £50,000 a year. But it was all fairy gold. Besides losing money by financing theatres and keeping strings of racehorses which seldom won, Wallace spent fantastic sums on his various houses, where he kept a staff of twenty servants. When he died very suddenly in Hollywood, it was found that his debts amounted to £140,000, while his liquid assets were practically nil. However, the sales of his books were so vast that his royalties amounted to £26,000 in the two years following his death.

The curious thing is that this utterly wasted life—a life of sitting almost continuously in a stuffy room and covering acres of paper with slightly pernicious nonsense—is what is called, or would have been called a few years ago, “an inspiring story.” Wallace did what all the “get on or get out” books, from Smiles’s Self Help1 onwards, have told you to do. And the world gave him the kind of rewards he would have asked for, after his death as well as in life. When his body was brought home—


“He was carried on board the Berengaria… They laid a Union Jack over him, and covered him with flowers. He lay alone in the empty saloon under his burden of wreaths, and no journey that he had ever taken had been made in such quiet dignity and state. When the ship crept into Southampton Water her flag was flying at half-mast, and the flags of Southampton slipped gently down to salute him. The bells of Fleet Street tolled, and Wyndham’s was dark.”2



All that and £50,000 a year as well! They also gave Wallace a plaque on the wall at Ludgate Circus. It is queer to think that London could commemorate Wallace in Fleet Street and Barrie in Kensington Gardens, but has never yet got round to giving Blake a monument in Lambeth.


On 2 February 1945, Tribune published a letter from Quintin Hogg (1907–), Conservative M.P. and later Lord Chancellor; see 512, n. 3. He wrote that it was ‘curious that your commentator did not attribute the statement to its correct source,’ which, he said, was an official statement made by the Chancellor of the Exchequer (Sir Kingsley Wood) in the House of Commons on 30 September 1942. He considered it even more curious that the figures had not been challenged by any of the editors of Tribune, ‘who are almost all Members of the House.’ (Aneurin Bevan, editor and one of the two directors of Tribune, was an M.P.; the other director, George Strauss, was also an M.P.; both represented the Labour Party). He asked whether Orwell had overlooked the source of the information, ‘and that information, in spite of his rude noises, is true?’ Orwell’s response was printed below Hogg’s letter:



The statement was made in Mr. Quintin Hogg’s pamphlet without any reference to its source, but the fact that it originally emanated from Mr.° Kingsley Wood does not necessarily increase its credibility. It is obvious, from the kind of life that is still being lived in expensive hotels, in large country houses, etc., that there are very many people in England whose net expenditure is more than £6,000 a year. By what method they evade taxation is a separate question. The point is that Mr. Hogg’s statement, if taken at its face value, would be highly misleading.


Sir (not Mr) Kingsley Wood (1881–1943; see 1107, n. 2) had been Minister of Air at the outbreak of war. He served in the War Cabinet as Chancellor of the Exchequer under Churchill. He died after a Cabinet meeting, just before he was to make a statement in the House of Commons explaining the principles of Pay As You Earn taxation, which was to be introduced. In praising his achievements, Churchill wrote that he had managed to raise half the cost of the war by taxation and the rest by borrowing at only two per cent.






2605A. To Lydia Jackson

23 January 1945 Typewritten

Tribune


On 11 January 1945, Lydia Jackson sent Orwell a story of some 1,200 words, ‘The Patient’, by Mikhail Zoshchenko1 for publication in Tribune.



Dear Lydia,

I don’t think we can use this. We are practically discontinuing stories – there are just one or two I have to work off, and probably after that we shan’t take any more. But in any case, I can’t take any at present. Sorry!

Yours,

[Signed] George2




2606. To Gleb Struve

23 January 1945 Typewritten

The Tribune,

222, Strand,

London, W.C.2.

Dear Mr. Struve,

We would be delighted to have you do some reviewing for us, especially of books dealing with literary developments. When something important comes along, I’d like you to do the leading review of it. (If you have seen “Tribune” lately, you will have seen that we now divide the reviews into one 1500-word one and a lot of 200-word shorts).

At present we don’t seem to have a single book dealing with the U.S.S.R. in hand. We have a couple dealing with Poland (on mainly political lines). Do you know anything about Poland?

Yours sincerely,

Geo. Orwell




2607. To Leonard Moore

23 January 1945 Handwritten

[No salutation]

Herewith the MS. of the book of essays1 to send to the USA. I am giving Warburg the other copy. This hasn’t any address on it so should have a label attached. I’ll be sending the signed contract in a day or two.

Eric Blair




2608. Review of The Natural Order: Essays on the Return to Husbandry, edited by H. J. Massingham

Manchester Evening News, 25 January 1945

One does not have to be a mediævalist to feel that the modern world has something seriously wrong with it. One glance out of the nearest window, at any rate in any big town, would convince the most cheery optimist that scientific progress has not been an unmixed blessing.

However, most observers are satisfied that the cause of our present ills lies in an outworn economic system which makes it impossible to consume all the goods that are produced and leads inevitably to struggles for markets and hence to Imperialist wars.

Few thoughtful people would agree that machine civilisation is itself the enemy. Use the machine properly, most people would say, and it can set us free from brute labour instead of, as at present, merely fouling our countryside with smoke and wrecking our towns with doodle-bugs.

Ever since the early days of the Industrial Revolution, however, there has been an opposite school of thought—it included such thinkers as Cobbett, Ruskin, Chesterton—which refused to admit that the machine could be the friend of humanity if its products were distributed more evenly. According to this school creative labour is psychologically necessary to the human being.

No one has ever advocated the complete scrapping of mechanical progress, but it is argued that a truly human life—and, consequently, private happiness and international peace—is only possible on a basis of hand labour and wide distribution of property.

The present book is a forcible restatement of this view by a varied collection of writers, some of whom are working agriculturists.

Mr. H. J. Massingham defines the word “husbandry” at considerable length in his introduction, and finds it to mean more than mere cultivation of the soil.

“If we look well into the word ‘husbandry’ we can risk a definition of it, namely, loving management. It means man the head of Nature, but acting towards Nature in a family spirit. Nothing could be farther from its meaning than the modern and scientific ‘conquest of Nature,’ which is not only contrary to the natural law but an absurdity.

“Modern secularism debases man by making him purely the creature1 of earth with no destiny beyond it. At the same time it elevates this reduced animal beyond his station by making him the conqueror of Nature—an altogether childish conception—but loving management exactly defines man’s place in Nature, and so honours the natural law, which regards man as chief of the creatures of earth, but subject, like them, to their Creator.”

Mr. Massingham also contributes an essay on the qualitative approach to work and the difficulty, or impossibility, of combining it with mass production.

Mr. L. F. Easterbrook,2 farming correspondent of the “News Chronicle,” Mr. Philip Mairet, editor of the “New English Weekly,” Mr. Philip Oyler, Mr. C. Howard Jones, and others write of the importance of a well-balanced agriculture and of the need, even from the point of view of self-preservation, to make Britain self-supporting in food.

Lord Northbourne traces the connection between sound farming methods and national health. Mr. Rolf Gardiner contributes a stimulating essay, highly critical of the methods now being adopted in this country, on reafforestation.

Mr. J. E. Hosking writes on the mechanisation of agriculture, its possibilities and its limitations. There is a number of other essays on kindred subjects, and a useful bibliography.

No thinking person would deny that Mr. Massingham and his associates have a strong case.

In England farming can only flourish when the fact of being at war forces us to economise our shipping. What happens is that home agriculture is depressed in order to make way for imported food from Canada, Australia, Argentina, etc., these imports being the return for British exports of manufactured goods, or of capital, and both here and abroad powerful influences are at work to prevent British agriculture from reviving.

Meanwhile, in England the population is more and more driven off the land, while in the primary producing countries huge areas of the earth are converted into dust-bowls by means of “monoculture.”

And the various authors of this book are quite right in insisting that machine civilisation raises deeper problems than that of mere economic security. It is a commonplace that to work in one’s own time and after one’s own fashion at something that needs skill and can be a source of pride is better than to stand eight hours a day beside a conveyor belt, tightening up the same nut over and over again.

As Mr. Massingham points out, the argument usually put forward in defence of machine civilisation—that mechanical work need only occupy a few hours a day and the resulting leisure can be used for creative activities—is probably a fallacy. Man is a working animal, his work is and must be the central factor in his life, and those whose work is soul-destroying tend to seek mechanical, mass-produced amusements (the film and the radio) in their spare time.

This point has never been satisfactorily met by the defenders either of Socialism or of large-scale Capitalism, and the writers of this book are quite right to raise it.

Nevertheless, they do not face up to the fact that, so far as we can see, the machine and the machine civilisation are here and cannot be got rid of.

None of these writers clearly admits that the vast majority of modern men prefer the machine civilisation. So far from wanting to get back to the village, they want to get away from it—a fact which is even more obvious in genuinely agricultural countries such as India than it is in England.

Secondly, the machine culture is inescapable because, in the modern world, any country which remains unindustrialised is helpless in a military sense. A peasant country is inevitably dominated, and usually exploited, by some more highly industrialised country.

And since nationalism3 is immensely powerful one must assume that any country which is in a position to do so will strive to maintain its independence and will be ready to pay the necessary price in ships, guns, aeroplanes, and the complex industrial machinery that those imply.

These are facts, seemingly inescapable at present, working against the world view that Mr. Massingham and his colleagues put forward. What they advocate may be desirable, but it is not going to happen, at any rate not yet. But that is not to say that such books as this are not needed.

On the contrary, they are a useful corrective to the optimism which still flourishes, even amid the bombs. And even those who are contemptuous of the past and refuse to believe in the superiority of the village over the industrial town need to be reminded that such major disasters as soil erosion and de-afforestation are happening all the time.

The book is pleasantly illustrated by Thomas Hennell.4

[Fee: £8.0.0.; 24.1.45]




2609. ‘As I Please,’ 56

Tribune, 26 January 1945

The other night I attended a mass meeting of an organisation called the League for European Freedom. Although officially an all-party organisation—there was one Labour M.P. on the platform—it is, I think it is safe to say, dominated by the anti-Russian wing of the Tory Party.

I am all in favour of European freedom, but I feel happier when it is coupled with freedom elsewhere—in India, for example. The people on the platform were concerned with the Russian actions in Poland, the Baltic countries, etc., and the scrapping of the principles of the Atlantic Charter that those actions imply. More than half of what they said was justified, but curiously enough they were almost as anxious to defend our own coercion of Greece as to condemn the Russian coercion of Poland.1 Victor Raikes,2 the Tory M.P., who is an able and outspoken reactionary, made a speech which I should have considered a good one if it had referred only to Poland and Yugoslavia. But after dealing with those two countries he went on to speak about Greece, and then suddenly black became white, and white black. There was no booing, no interjections from the quite large audience—no one there, apparently, who could see that the forcing of quisling governments upon unwilling peoples is equally undesirable whoever does it.

It is very hard to believe that people like this are really interested in political liberty as such. They are merely concerned because Britain did not get a big enough cut in the sordid bargain that appears to have been driven at Teheran.3 After the meeting I talked with a journalist whose contacts among influential people are much more extensive than mine. He said he thought it probable that British policy will shortly take a violent anti-Russian swing, and that it would be quite easy to manipulate public opinion in that direction if necessary. For a number of reasons I don’t believe he was right, but if he does turn out to be right, then ultimately it is our fault and not that of our adversaries.

No one expects the Tory Party and its press to spread enlightenment. The trouble is that for years past it has been impossible to extract a grown-up picture of foreign politics from the Left-wing press either. When it comes to such issues as Poland, the Baltic countries, Yugoslavia or Greece, what difference is there between the Russophile press and the extreme Tory press? The one is simply the other standing on its head. The News Chronicle gives the big headlines to the fighting in Greece but tucks away the news that “force has had to be used” against the Polish Home Army in small print at the bottom of a column. The Daily Worker disapproves of dictatorship in Athens, the Catholic Herald disapproves of dictatorship in Belgrade. There is no one who is able to say—at least, no one who has the chance to say in a newspaper of big circulation—that this whole dirty game of spheres of influence, quislings, purges, deportations, one-party elections and hundred per cent. plebiscites is morally the same whether it is done by ourselves, the Russians or the Nazis. Even in the case of such frank returns to barbarism as the use of hostages, disapproval is only felt when it happens to be the enemy and not ourselves who is doing it.

And with what result? Well, one result is that it becomes much easier to mislead public opinion. The Tories are able to precipitate scandals when they want to, partly because on certain subjects the Left refuses to talk in a grown-up manner. An example was the Russo-Finnish war of 1940. I do not defend the Russian action in Finland, but it was not especially wicked. It was merely the same kind of thing as we ourselves did when we seized Madagascar. The public could be shocked by it, and indeed worked up into a dangerous fury about it, because for years they had been falsely taught that Russian foreign policy was morally different from that of other countries. And it struck me as I listened to Mr. Raikes the other night that if the Tories do choose to start spilling the beans about the Lublin Committee,4 Marshal Tito and kindred subjects, there will be—thanks to prolonged self-censorship on the Left—plenty of beans for them to spill.

But political dishonesty has its comic side. Presiding over that meeting of the League for European Freedom was no less a person than the Duchess of Atholl.5 It is only about seven years since the Duchess—“the red duchess” as she was affectionately nicknamed—was the pet of the Daily Worker and lent the considerable weight of her authority to every lie that the Communists happened to be uttering at the moment. Now she is fighting against the monster that she helped to create. I am sure that neither she nor her Communist ex-friends see any moral in this.

I want to correct an error that I made in this column last week. It seems that there is a plaque to William Blake, and that it is somewhere near St. George’s church in Lambeth. I had looked for one in that area and had failed to find it. My apologies to the L.C.C.

If one cares about the preservation of the English language, a point one often has to decide is whether it is worth putting up a struggle when a word changes its meaning.

Some words are beyond redemption. One could not, I imagine, restore “impertinent” to its original meaning, or “journal,” or “decimate.” But how about the use of “infer” for “imply” (“He didn’t actually say I was a liar, but he inferred it”), which has been gaining ground for some years?6 Ought one to protest against it? And ought one to acquiesce when certain words have their meanings arbitrarily narrowed? Examples are “immoral” (nearly always taken as meaning sexually immoral), and “criticise” (always taken as meaning criticise unfavourably). It is astonishing what numbers of words have come to have a purely sexual significance, partly owing to the need of the newspapers for euphemisms. Constant use of such phrases as “intimacy took place twice” has practically killed the original meaning of “intimacy,” and quite a dozen other words have been perverted in the same way.

Obviously this kind of thing ought to be prevented if possible, but it is uncertain whether one can achieve anything by struggling against the current usage. The coming and going of words is a mysterious process whose rules we do not understand. In 1940 the word “wallop,” meaning mild beer, suddenly became current all over London. I had never heard it until that date, but it seems that it was not a new word, but had been peculiar to one quarter of London. Then it suddenly spread all over the place, and now it appears to have died out again. Words can also revive, for no very clear reason, after lying dormant for hundreds of years: for example the word “car,” which had never had any currency in England except in high-flown classical poetry, but was resurrected about 1900 to describe the newly invented automobile.

Possibly, therefore, the degradation which is certainly happening to our language is a process which one cannot arrest by conscious action. But I would like to see the attempt made. And as a start I would like to see a few dozen journalists declare war on some obviously bad usage—for example, the disgusting verb “to contact,”7 or the American habit of tying an unnecessary preposition on to every verb—and see whether they could kill it by their concerted efforts.


Tribune for 9 February published three letters in response to this column. ‘Fabian’ gave a further example of what he called Orwell’s ‘justly condemnatory remarks regarding dishonest propaganda,’ a passage from Principles of Prosperity by F. W. Hirst, ‘the well-known Cobdenite-Liberal.’ This, he claimed, gave readers a false impression of the aims of the Fabian Society and Socialist leaders. Hirst alleged that, under them, all great industrial enterprises and the banks would be confiscated; state debts repudiated; and ‘all important journals and printing presses’ would be monopolised by the working class.

The Duchess of Atholl, Interim Chairman of the British League for European Freedom (who later asked Orwell to address the League; see his response, 15 November 1945; 2795), wrote:


I observe that in your issue of January 26 you lament the fact that no one has had the chance to say in a newspaper of big circulation that “quislings, purges, deportations, one-party elections and 100 per cent. plebiscites are morally the same whether they are done by ourselves, the Russians or the Nazis.” I do not know the circulation of your paper, but whatever its extent, I shall be grateful if you will find space for me to make clear that this has always been my view and is precisely the reason why I opposed an unconstitutional dictatorship in Spain that mainly owed its seizure of power to the Nazi dictatorship in Germany, and today equally oppose an unconstitutional “Government” in Poland that, even more than in the Spanish case, owes its position to another foreign Government.

And may I conclude this by saying that the British League for European Freedom has been formed just to combat the above-mentioned evils, and how glad I am to know that the Tribune is protesting so emphatically against the threatened extermination of the brothers-in-arms of the heroes of the Warsaw rising?



Douglas Goldring8 discussed issues affecting Poland, East Prussia, and Czechoslovakia, referred to by Orwell in ‘As I Please’, 56 (2609) and 57 (2613) (and by others), Goldring’s opening quotatation not being from anything Orwell wrote:


“The Lublin Committee is a creature of Russia’s and from all the evidence it had no popular basis among the Poles.” Which Poles? The landlords? Or those Poles who had to go down on their knees to kiss the hem of their masters’ garments before addressing them? According to “evidence,” which has never been contradicted, the Lublin Committee, even before the Russian advance, had begun to break up the big estates and had settled 900,000 peasants on their own land.

The wholesale evacuation of East Prussia, which Mr. Orwell deplores, appears to have been undertaken largely on their own volition by the East Prussians. In any case, it forms a minor part of those enormous migrations and uprootings which have been going on throughout Europe for over five years, and for which not Stalin, but Hitler, is responsible. The assertion that an exchange of populations, if well organised and humanely carried out, necessarily breeds future wars is disproved by the only pre-war example of such a racial resettlement. The transference of the Greek population of Asia Minor to Metropolitan Greece, though it occasioned much temporary suffering, proved a complete success in the long run and led to the establishment of friendly relations between two peoples who had been enemies for centuries.

What Czechoslovakia “should” or should not do in regard to the problem of the Sudeten Germans, at some future date, is surely a matter for the Czechoslovakians to decide. When British Socialists have set an example to the world by insisting on some sort of decency in our relations with India, Burma, Italy, Greece, not to mention Belgium and France, they will be in a position to lecture their Allies but not before.








2610. Review of Visions and Memories by H. W. Nevinson

The Observer, 28 January 1945

In his introduction to this book—it is a collection of occasional essays written over a period of about 30 years—Professor Gilbert Murray suggests that H. W. Nevinson was an outstanding journalist partly because he did not possess the qualities that usually make for success in that profession. “He was too gentle, too passionately revolted by scenes of violence and cruelty, to be mixed up in such things as wars or great oppressions; yet in whatever part of the world such things occurred there was always a cry for Nevinson.” He adds that Nevinson was “a sensitive scholar” and a champion of lost causes: and indeed these two qualities, together with that other one of always happening to be there when the guns are firing, are apparent in nearly every essay in this book.

Most of them are on literary subjects, but it is interesting to see how even in his most violent adventures Nevinson preserves the outlook of a civilised man. In 1897 we find him volunteering to fight for the Greeks against the Turks and suffering fearful hardships in the passes of the Pindus Mountains, but observing his comrades, the Greek irregulars, with a disillusioned eye, and never forgetting the classical associations of the land he is crossing. When, after a three-days march, he staggers to the top of the pass and looks down towards the sea, he thinks promptly of the Battle of Actium and the Empress Theodora. Three years later we find him riding into Pretoria with Roberts’s victorious army, which he had followed from Bloemfontein to Johannesburg “guided by the stench of dead horses and the flights of vultures.” In Pretoria he watches the Union Jack being hoisted and the troops marching past the Commander-in-Chief, and then he notes that in a house nearby “someone of the defeated race was playing Beethoven.” He reflects that the music will be remembered when the victory and the defeat are both forgotten. In Central Africa—


A wild native shot one of my few carriers with a cube of copper through the hand, and the other carriers called on me to execute the criminal. I object to capital punishment, but I set the man in the middle of the circle, and raised my rifle, aiming at his heart, while his black face turned a kind of green with terror. Suddenly three of the carriers rushed upon me, knocked up the rifle, and implored me not to shoot. I was immensely relieved, all the more because I knew the rifle was hopelessly jammed and would rather fly than fire.



Nevinson likes to put in little touches, like that of the jammed rifle, which make him appear a slightly ineffectual person. But it was the combination of “objecting to capital punishment,” and yet habitually getting into the kind of situation where it is sometimes necessary to kill people, that lifted him above the ordinary run of journalists.

Nevinson’s thoughts were never absent very long from classical antiquity, and the two modern writers who meant most to him seem to have been Goethe and Matthew Arnold. The best thing in this book is the description of an encounter, presumably imaginary, between Marcus Aurelius and a Christian saint. But he also had some rather unexpected enthusiasms. The book contains an excellent reminiscence of W. B. Yeats, and a violent defence of Blake’s paintings, which, at the date when it was written (1913), must have been founded on a genuinely independent judgment. A year later, however, Nevinson is writing an equally vigorous defence of Marinetti, the Futurist poet, afterwards to become the official poet of the Fascist regime.1 In this essay Nevinson even borrows for a few pages Marinetti’s vulgar iconoclasm and glorification of bloodshed, and these passages bring out the strain of perversity that undoubtedly existed in Nevinson’s own nature. He was in favour of any cause that was unpopular—his championship of women’s suffrage no doubt was partly explained by this—and Marinetti was certainly not popular in 1914. As Professor Murray says: “He was a fiery partisan with an extraordinary power of understanding the other side,” and when one of his lost causes happened to win after all, he tended to lose interest in it.

Nevinson died towards the end of 1941 at the age of 85. Both Professor Murray and Miss Evelyn Sharp, the editor of the book, remark that it was unbearable to him to have to look on, aged and helpless, at a bigger war, and a war for a clearer purpose, than any he had experienced in his youth. He seems to have kept his mental vigour to the last, however; the last essay is dated only a month before his death. Even if one had never heard of him before, this book would be enough to reveal him as an unusual man. He was at once courageous, civilised, and intellectually honest—a combination that grows rarer and rarer as we move further from the nineteenth century. The book contains a couple of good photographs, and is better bound and printed than is usual in these days.

[Fee: £10.0.0; 25.1.45]




2611. Animal Farm Page Proofs


On 31 January 1945, two sets of page proofs of Animal Farm were sent by Secker & Warburg to Orwell at the offices of Tribune with the original typescript. He was asked to return the marked set.






2612. Review of Shanghai Harvest by Rhodes Farmer; Fountains in the Sand by Norman Douglas

Manchester Evening News, 2 February 1945

Mr. Rhodes Farmer ends his book—it is an account of his experiences as a war correspondent in China between July, 1937, and the end of 1939—with an epilogue written in 1944. Its final words are: “China’s refusal to surrender to Japan was as decisive in world history as Britain’s refusal to surrender to Germany in 1940.” He gives reasons for this statement, pointing out that if China had not stood firm and kept great Japanese armies engaged for five years, the Japanese might have been able to conquer not only Australia but also India; they might even have been able to join hands with the Germans somewhere in the neighbourhood of Egypt, with disastrous consequences for both Britain and the U.S.S.R.

His epilogue is a powerful plea, very badly needed at this moment, for remembrance of China’s important part in the war, both present and future, and her fearful sufferings. The main body of the book illustrates and reinforces his message.

It is a hurriedly written book, and, no doubt, full of minor inaccuracies, but it is lively in every page. In 1937 Mr. Farmer, an Australian newspaperman, was on his way to Shanghai for a holiday. He was not especially anti-Japanese in sentiment—indeed, he chose to make his journey as the sole passenger in a small Japanese cargo boat, and was on excellent terms with the officers. But as soon as he arrived at Shanghai things started happening.

The “China Incident,” as the Japanese liked to call it, suddenly flamed up into total war, and the bombs rained down on the unprotected inhabitants of the Chinese suburbs all round the International Settlement. Mr. Farmer had a ringside view of the fighting, and accepted a post on the staff of the “North China Daily News.” Later he became editorial adviser in the Chinese Ministry of Information, in which he handled most of Generalissimo Chiang Kai-shek’s war messages, and edited and superintended the publication of Madame Chiang’s first book.

After the Chinese forces were driven out of Shanghai, the Chinese defences almost collapsed for some months, and Nanking, the capital, was swiftly captured. It became the scene of one of the most frightful massacres in modern history. Observers on the spot considered that the Japanese put to death about 20,000 military prisoners and 30,000 civilians, many of whom were either burned alive or used for bayonet practice.

Mr. Farmer prints a photograph showing Japanese soldiers bayoneting manacled Chinese prisoners. This photograph is of some historical interest. It was printed in “Picture Post” about the end of 1941, and was then suspected by many people as a forgery. However, Mr. Farmer explains how it, and others like it, came into his possession. These photographs, showing tortures, decapitations, and so forth, were taken by Japanese soldiers, who sometimes sent their films to be developed in the International Settlement at Shanghai. Thence, through the agency of alert Chinese on the spot, copies of them reached the Chinese Ministry of Information.

Mr. Farmer had some of them published in American magazines as early as 1938, and, as he says, they “would really have shocked the world had the victims been Westerners instead of humble Chinese.”

Mr. Farmer travelled over great areas of unoccupied China, and in spite of the confusion, the backwardness, the lack of industrial resources, the displacement of population owing to the bombing of defenceless cities, and the poor equipment of the Chinese armies,1 the main impression left upon him was of China’s invincibility. But he insists that her present plight, since the fresh Japanese offensive of last year, is much more serious than is generally recognised in the West, and that the loss of the South China airfields will make the final conquest of Japan a longer business than it need have been.

It might have been better, he hints, to send to China some of the arms and other materials that were actually sent to the U.S.S.R. or the European resistance movements. In effect China was starved of supplies from 1940 onwards, and “the declaration that more supplies are being flown into China to-day than ever bumped over the Burma Road is a factual misrepresentation.” (So, incidentally, is the current statement that the Burma Road has been “reopened”: it is not effectively open until Rangoon is recaptured.)

“China,” Mr. Farmer concludes, “has been tragedy corner of the Big Four alliance, in which only Stalin, Churchill, and Roosevelt have the cards to deal.”

Mr. Farmer has an unbounded admiration for both Chiang Kai-shek and Madame Chiang, and his tributes to them should be valuable at the present moment when mysterious political disagreements have caused what amounts to a campaign against the Generalissimo in parts of the Press. The book has numerous photographs, some of which are of documentary value.

“Fountains in the Sand” also comes under the heading of travel literature, but it might almost have been written as a corrective to Mr. Farmer’s tale of the miseries of war-torn China.

In 1911, or thereabouts, Mr. Norman Douglas was knocking about in Southern Tunisia, and fetched up for some weeks at the ancient town of Gafsa, much frequented by the Romans for the sake of its medicinal springs, and thousands of years earlier than that by palæolithic men who have left their stone implements behind them in unusual profusion.

Later he visited the oases farther south, and the “Chotts,” the great depressions in the Sahara Desert, which are thought to be the beds of vanished lakes. With the peculiar leisurely charm that belongs to all his travel books, Mr. Douglas discourses on the Arabs, the colonial French, the flint implements, the Roman remains, the date palms, the mineral deposits, the Arab drug known as kiff, the snakes, the scorpions, and other features of Tunisia.

Those who have read “Old Calabria” and “Siren Land” will know Mr. Douglas for one of the most engaging travel writers we have ever produced. It was a useful service on the part of the Penguin Library to reprint the present book which is less known than the other two and has been long out of print.

[Fee: £8.8.0; 31.1.45]




2613. ‘As I Please,’ 57

Tribune, 2 February 1945

I have just been re-reading, with great interest, an old favourite of my boyhood, The Green Curve, by “Ole Luk-Oie.” “Ole Luk-Oie” was the pseudonym of Major Swinton (afterwards General Swinton),1 who was, I believe, one of the rather numerous people credited with the invention of the tank. The stories in this book, written about 1908, are the forecasts of an intelligent professional soldier who had learned the lessons of the Boer War and the Russo-Japanese War, and it is interesting to compare them with what actually happened a few years later.

One story, written as early as 1907 (at which date no aeroplane had actually risen off the ground for more than a few seconds), describes an air raid. The aeroplanes carry eight-pounder bombs! Another story, written in the same year, deals with a German invasion of England, and I was particularly interested to notice that in this story the Germans are already nicknamed “Huns.” I had been inclined to attribute the use of the word “Hun,” for German, to Kipling, who certainly used it in the poem that he published during the first week of the last war.2

In spite of the efforts of several newspapers, “Hun” has never caught on in this war, but we have plenty of other offensive nicknames. Someone could write a valuable monograph on the use of question-begging names and epithets, and their effect in obscuring political controversies. It would bring out the curious fact that if you simply accept and apply to yourself a name intended as an insult, it may end by losing its insulting character. This appears to be happening to “Trotskyist,” which is already dangerously close to being a compliment. So also with “Conchy” during the last war. Another example is “Britisher.” This word was used for years as a term of opprobrium in the Anglophobe American Press. Later on, Northcliffe and others, looking round for some substitute for “Englishman” which should have an Imperialistic and jingoistic flavour, found “Britisher” ready to hand, and took it over. Since then the word has had an aura of gutter patriotism, and the kind of person who tells you that “what these natives need is a firm hand,” also tells you that he is “proud to be a Britisher”—which is about equivalent to a Chinese Nationalist describing himself as a “Chink.”

A leaflet recently received from the Friends’ Peace Committee states that if the current scheme to remove all Poles from the areas to be taken over by the U.S.S.R., and, in compensation, all Germans from the portions of Germany to be taken over by Poland, is put into operation, “this will involve the transfer of not less than seven million people.”

Some estimates, I believe, put it higher than this, but let us assume it to be seven millions. This is equivalent to uprooting and transplanting the entire population of Australia, or the combined populations of Scotland and Ireland. I am no expert on transport or housing, and I would like to hear from somebody better qualified a rough estimate (a) of how many wagons and locomotives, running for how long, would be involved in transporting those seven million people, plus their livestock, farm machinery and household goods; or, alternatively, (b) of how many of them are going to die of starvation and exposure if they are simply shipped off without their livestock, etc.

I fancy the answer to (a) would show that this enormous crime cannot actually be carried through, though it might be started, with confusion, suffering and the sowing of irreconcilable hatreds as the result. Meanwhile, the British people should be made to understand, with as much concrete detail as possible, what kind of policies their statesman are committing them to.

A not-too-distant explosion shakes the house, the windows rattle in their sockets, and in the next room the 1964 class3 wakes up and lets out a yell or two. Each time this happens I find myself thinking, ‘’Is it possible that human beings can continue with this lunacy very much longer?” You know the answer, of course. Indeed, the difficulty nowadays is to find anyone who thinks that there will not be another war in the fairly near future.

Germany, I suppose, will be defeated this year, and when Germany is out of the way Japan will not be able to stand up to the combined power of Britain and the U.S.A. Then there will be a peace of exhaustion, with only minor and unofficial wars raging all over the place, and perhaps this so-called peace may last for decades. But after that, by the way the world is actually shaping, it may well be that war will become permanent. Already, quite visibly and more or less with the acquiescence of all of us, the world is splitting up into the two or three huge super-states forecast in James Burnham’s Managerial Revolution. One cannot draw their exact boundaries as yet, but one can see more or less what areas they will comprise. And if the world does settle down into this pattern, it is likely that these vast states will be permanently at war with one another, though it will not necessarily be a very intensive or bloody kind of war. Their problems, both economic and psychological, will be a lot simpler if the doodle-bugs are more or less constantly whizzing to and fro.

If these two or three super-states do establish themselves, not only will each of them be too big to be conquered, but they will be under no necessity to trade with one another, and in a position to prevent all contact between their nationals. Already, for a dozen years or so, large areas of the earth have been cut off from one another, although technically at peace.

Some months ago, in this column, I pointed out that modern scientific inventions have tended to prevent rather than increase international communication. This brought me several angry letters from readers, but none of them were able to show that what I had said was false. They merely retorted that if we had Socialism, the aeroplane, the radio, etc., would not be perverted to wrong uses. Very true, but then we haven’t Socialism. As it is, the aeroplane is primarily a thing for dropping bombs and the radio primarily a thing for whipping up nationalism. Even before the war there was enormously less contact between the peoples of the earth than there had been thirty years earlier, and education was perverted, history rewritten and freedom of thought suppressed to an extent undreamed of in earlier ages. And there is no sign whatever of these tendencies being reversed.

Maybe I am pessimistic. But, at any rate those are the thoughts that cross my mind (and a lot of other people’s too, I believe) every time the explosion of a V bomb booms through the mist.4

A little story I came upon in a book.

Someone receives an invitation to go out lion hunting. “But,” he exclaims, “I haven’t lost any lions!”




2614. On Orwell’s behalf to W. J. Strachan

7 February 1945 Typewritten

Tribune

Dear Mr. Strachan,

I am keeping the Dunkirk poem and shall try to use it round about the anniversary.1

Yours truly,

[Signed] E. Stafford

p.p. George Orwell




2615. Review of Independent People by Halldor° Laxness, translated from the Icelandic by Anderson Thompson

Manchester Evening News, 8 Feburary 1945

When one reads a book translated from a foreign language the hardest thing to be sure about is its level of probability. Fine shades of meaning are lost in the translation, and one is constantly in danger of mistaking a joke for a serious statement or a wild burlesque for a realistic description of everyday life.

Dickens, for instance, is regarded in some European countries not primarily as a humorist but as a serious social historian.

“Uncle Tom’s Cabin” has a surprisingly high reputation in France, its powerful story being justly admired, while the faint atmosphere of absurdity which an English-speaking reader can perceive in it goes unnoticed.

One ought to keep this consideration in mind when approaching this Icelandic novel, “Independent People.” There is no question that it is an outstanding book. Indeed, it is a great treat to encounter such a book after the things calling themselves novels that we have had to put up with during the past few years.

But is it actually a novel—or is it a sort of pastoral romance with touches of satire? It is a story about Icelandic peasants, the poorest class of peasants, who live by sheep-farming, are in debt from the cradle to the grave, and frequently die of starvation in the winter—but just how realistic it is intended to be is a difficult question to decide.

It is the story of Bjartur of Summerhouses (as in the Highlands of Scotland, these peasants are called by the names of their farms), a crofter, who, after 18 years of servitude on a big estate, has contrived to set up an establishment of his own.

The abandoned croft which he takes over has the disadvantage of being haunted by a demon, a relic of the ancient Viking days, and Bjartur’s life is a long history of calamities, ending with bankruptcy, and including the deaths of several wives and numerous children.

Bjartur, however, is an unusual man and not easily daunted. He will not even make the customary sacrifice to the local demon, which is probably the root cause of his misfortunes, and to be caught 20 miles from anywhere in a mid-winter blizzard, or to swim across an ice-filled river on the back of a wild reindeer, is all in the day’s work to him.

Bjartur has two interests in life—sheep and poetry. All the Icelandic peasants, it seems, are either poets themselves or at least appreciative of poetry; and their taste is not, as one might perhaps expect, for simple songs and ballads, but for a highly elaborate and artificial type of verse, with complex rhyme schemes. Bjartur himself throws off verses of this kind almost continuously.

But sheep are an even more absorbing interest. There is no occasion, either a wedding, a funeral, a christening, or a meeting of the local council, when the conversation does not swiftly revert to sheep and, above all, the various kinds of worms to which sheep are subject.

When Bjartur’s first wife is within a day or two of child-bed he sets out into the mountains in search of a lost lamb which his half-starved wife has, in fact, secretly eaten. When he returns it is to find his wife dead, and a new-born child being kept warm by the sheep-dog. Bjartur goes to seek help at a neighbouring house, but, even so, there is a long conversation about sheep, and the recitation of one or two poems before he gets round to announcing the news.

The newly-born child is not really his own, and it is on his complex relations with this child, a girl, that the book largely turns.

For an English reader its most interesting feature is its revelation of the terrible poverty, made worse by ignorance and superstition, in which the peasants live. Everything depends on keeping the sheep alive through the winter—a late spring, a failure to get enough hay in during the short northern summer, can mean swift ruin, and even starvation. Bjartur for many years does not even possess a cow. One child after another dies for lack of milk, but fodder for the cow would mean less fodder for the all-important sheep.

In the tiny turf-walled huts all ages and sexes sleep huddled together: salt fish is the principal food: ragged clothes and body vermin are taken for granted.

The book takes its title from Bjartur’s wish to be his own master, to owe nothing to anybody. For years he will not even join the peasants’ cooperative, which seems to him to infringe upon his independence.

In the background one can dimly discern the pattern of Icelandic politics—the basis of which is the bondage of the inland farmers to the commercial interests of the seaport towns—and the half-understood effects of world events.

After years of struggling, not completely without success, against hardship and low prices, Bjartur and thousands of others like him are finally ruined by the false prosperity induced by the war of 1914–18. Suddenly the warring nations are in need of fish, wool, oil, and salted mutton, and the peasants find themselves selling their products at unheard-of prices, and even beginning to pay off their debts.

Not grasping that these conditions will not last, they launch out into unwise expenditure, and the after-war slump finds Iceland less prosperous than ever. Finally, the Government is obliged to sell off the island’s only real wealth, its fishing grounds.

Bjartur is ruined because he rashly decides to build a real house, with concrete walls, a tin roof, and glass windows, in place of his turf hut. The house turns out to be cold and uncomfortable and the cost of building it eats up his capital.

On the last page he is setting forth, at the age of about 60, to start all over again on a ruined croft which is the property of his mother-in-law.

This is an unusual book. Perhaps the life of the sheep-farming Icelandic peasants is not precisely as it is here described. Perhaps they are less primitive, less poetic, more like ourselves; perhaps the scenes pictured here only bear the same relation to the real thing as Thomas Hardy’s novels do to contemporary rural England.

But certainly this book “creates a world of its own,” as the saying goes, and no one who reads it is likely to forget it.

It is one more illustration of the lamentable fact that when one does come across a good novel these days it is almost always a translation.1

[Fee: £8.8.0; 7.2.45]




2616. ‘As I Please,’ 58

Tribune, 9 February 1945

Every time I wash up a batch of crockery I marvel at the unimaginativeness of human beings who can travel under the sea and fly through the clouds, and yet have not known how to eliminate this sordid time-wasting drudgery from their daily lives. If you go into the Bronze Age room in the British Museum (when it is open again) you will notice that some of our domestic appliances have barely altered in three thousand years. A saucepan, say, or a comb, is very much the same thing as it was when the Greeks were besieging Troy. In the same period we have advanced from the leaky galley to the 50,000 ton liner, and from the ox cart to the aeroplane.

It is true that in the modern labour-saving house in which a tiny percentage of human beings live, a job like washing-up takes rather less time than it used to. With soap-flakes, abundant hot water, plate racks, a well-lighted kitchen, and—what very few houses in England have—an easy method of rubbish-disposal, you can make it more tolerable than it used to be when copper dishes had to be scoured with sand in porous stone sinks by the light of a candle. But certain jobs (for instance, cleaning out a frying-pan which has had fish in it) are inherently disgusting, and this whole business of messing about with dish mops and basins of hot water is incredibly primitive. At this moment the block of flats I live in is partly uninhabitable: not because of enemy action, but because accumulations of snow have caused water to pour through the roof and bring down the plaster from the ceilings. It is taken for granted that this calamity will happen every time there is an exceptionally heavy fall of snow. For three days there was no water in the taps because the pipes were frozen: that, too, is a normal, almost yearly, experience. And the newspapers have just announced that the number of burst pipes is so enormous that the job of repairing them will not be completed till the end of 1945—when, I suppose, there will be another big frost and they will all burst again. If our methods of making war had kept pace with our methods of keeping house, we should be just about on the verge of discovering gunpowder.

To come back to washing-up. Like sweeping, scrubbing and dusting, it is of its nature an uncreative and life-wasting job. You cannot make an art out of it as you can out of cooking or gardening. What, then, is to be done about it? Well, this whole problem of housework has three possible solutions. One is to simplify our way of living very greatly; another is to assume as our ancestors did, that life on earth is inherently miserable, and that it is entirely natural for the average woman to be a broken-down drudge at the age of thirty; and the other is to devote as much intelligence to rationalising the interiors of our houses as we have devoted to transport and communications.

I fancy we shall choose the third alternative. If one thinks simply in terms of saving trouble and plans one’s home as ruthlessly as one would plan a machine, it is possible to imagine houses and flats which would be comfortable and would entail very little work. Central heating, rubbish chutes, proper consumption of smoke, cornerless rooms, electrically-warmed beds and elimination of carpets would make a lot of difference. But as for washing-up, I see no solution except to do it communally, like laundry. Every morning the municipal van will stop at your door and carry off a box of dirty crocks, handing you a box of clean ones (marked with your initial, of course) in return. This would be hardly more difficult to organise than the daily diaper service which was operating before the war. And though it would mean that some people would have to be full-time washers-up, as some people are now full-time laundry-workers, the all-over saving in labour and fuel would be enormous. The alternatives are to continue fumbling about with greasy dish mops, or to eat out of paper containers.

A sidelight on the habits of book reviewers.

Some time ago I was commissioned to write an essay for an annual scrapbook which shall be nameless. At the very last minute (and when I had had the money, I am glad to say) the publishers decided that my essay must be suppressed.1 By this time the book was actually in process of being bound. The essay was cut out of every copy, but for technical reasons it was impossible to remove my name from the list of contributors on the title page.

Since then I have received a number of press cuttings referring to this book. In each case I am mentioned as being “among the contributors,” and not one reviewer has yet spotted that the contribution attributed to me is not actually there.

Now that “explore every avenue” and “leave no stone unturned” have been more or less laughed out of existence, I think it is time to start a campaign against some more of the worn-out and useless metaphors with which our language is littered.2

Three that we could well do without are “cross swords with,” “ring the changes on,” and “take up the cudgels for.” How lifeless these and similar expressions have become you can see from the fact that in many cases people do not even remember their original meaning. What is meant by “ringing the changes,” for instance? Probably it once had something to do with church bells, but one could not be sure without consulting a dictionary. “Take up the cudgels for” possibly derives from the almost obsolete game of singlestick. When an expression has moved as far from its original meaning as this, its value as a metaphor—that is, its power of providing a concrete illustration—has vanished. There is no sense whatever in writing “X took up the cudgels for Y.” One should either say “X defended Y” or think of a new metaphor which genuinely makes one’s meaning more vivid.

In some cases these overworked expressions have actually been severed from their original meaning by means of a mis-spelling. An example is “plain sailing” (plane sailing). And the expression “toe the line” is now coming to be spelled quite frequently “tow the line.” People who are capable of this kind of thing evidently don’t attach any definite meaning to the words they use.

I wonder whether people read Bret Harte nowadays. I do not know why, but for an hour past some stanzas from The Society upon the Stanislaus have been running in my head. It describes a meeting of an archæological society which ended in disorder:

Then Abner Dean of Angel’s raised a point of order, when

A chunk of old red sandstone took him in the abdomen:

And he smiled a kind of sickly smile, and curled up on the floor,

And the subsequent proceedings interested him no more.

It has perhaps been unfortunate for Bret Harte’s modern reputation that of his two funniest poems, one turns on colour prejudice and the other on class snobbery. But there are a number that are worth re-reading, including one or two serious ones: especially Dickens in Camp, the now almost forgotten poem which Bret Harte wrote after Dickens’s death and which was about the finest tribute Dickens ever had.

On 16 February, Tribune published a letter from Betty Miller stoutly contradicting Orwell on the subject of washing up—especially because his remarks were those of a mere amateur. ‘Of all human occupations (literature not discounted),’ she wrote, ‘dish-washing stands highest in my estimation as the activity most capable of pleasing the senses and gratifying the spirit of the being engaged upon it.’ To rationalise our homes, as Orwell suggested, was ‘a cunning method of self-sabotage.’ Home life, she claimed, was a last resort of self-expression: ‘let the planners beware female energy denied its natural as its practical outlet; let them beware the women thwarted by the machine; beware the housewife “liberated” by Mr. Orwell and the Handy-Gadget Association … the empty sink is as dangerous to the stability of national life as the empty cradle.’ Mrs. Miller’s argument, though seriously put forward, was presented with a light and humorous touch.




2617. BBC Talks on Samuel Butler


On 14 February 1945, Mrs. M. P. (‘Becky’) Cocking initiated a BBC talks booking form for Orwell to give two talks in the BBC Schools’ Programme ‘Talks for Sixth Forms.’ He was booked to discuss Samuel Butler’s Erewhon on 8 June 1945 (see 2674) and his The Way of All Flesh on 15 June 1945 (see 2679). The fee for each twenty-minute talk was £12.12s. Mrs. Cocking’s letter cannot now be traced. On 16 February, Ronald Boswell, Talks Booking Manager (with whom Orwell had been associated in his BBC days), wrote, referring to Mrs. Cocking’s letter and sending a formal contract. The contract was based on the assumption that Orwell would not only write the talks but also take part in them. Should he not be able to participate, Boswell said the fees could be adjusted later. See Eileen’s letter to Mrs. Cocking, 25 March 1945, 2644.






2618. To Kay Dick

15 February 1945 Typewritten

27B Canonbury Square Islington London N 1

Dear Kay,1

I am sorry I have not been able to see you, but have been snowed under with work. I am just leaving for France and expect to be away quite two months. If the proof of the Wodehouse article2 needs correcting, could you be kind enough to send it to my wife? Her address is


Mrs Eric Blair

Greystone

Carlton

Stockton-on-Tees Co. Durham.



If you do send it to her it might be better to send the MS with it. She has full powers to act for me if any difficulty should arise. I hope I’ll see you when I get back.

Yours

[Signed] Geo. Orwell

George Orwell




2619. To Leonard Moore

15 February 1945 Typewritten

Dear Mr Moore,

I am sending back these contracts after some delay as I have been very busy.

I have signed the one relating to Animal Farm, but not the other, and I have struck out references to the second one where they occur in the first. I have spoken to Warburg about this. I have not written any novel and do not know when I shall again, and I don’t quite see what the necessity for this second contract was. But in any case I am still under contract to give Gollancz1 first refusal of two more novels of standard length. When this came up before I asked you to let me know what “standard length” meant, as I was determined that my next two, when written, should be less than that length so that I need not submit them to Gollancz. It seems to me that the contract which I have signed sufficiently covers my dealings with Warburg.

I am just going to France for two months or more,2 so I suppose I shall be away when Animal Farm comes out. I am sending Warburg a list of the people to send complimentary copies and special review copies to. I wonder if you could be kind enough to send my press cuttings and any other communications direct to my wife


Mrs Eric Blair

Greystone

   Carlton

      Stockton-on-Tees Co. Durham.



She has full powers to make decisions for me on any question that may come up.

If the Dial people3 or any other American publishers make an offer for the book of essays, perhaps you could deal with that for me. Warburg has the other copy. He wants me to add to it an essay to appear in the “Windmill” and not yet published. If he asks about this, would you tell him I couldn’t get another copy typed and suggest that he procure a copy of the “Windmill” (it is a quarterly published by Heinemann’s) when it appears. I suppose no new contract will be needed for that book, but it might be well if possible to fix with Warburg a date for its appearance—say, not later than early 1946.

Yours sincerely

Eric Blair




2620. To The Royal Literary Fund

15 February 1945 Typewritten

c/o The Observer,

Tudor Street, E.C.4

Dear Sirs,

I would like to add my recommendation to Mr. Paul Potts’1 application for a grant to enable him to be free to finish his first prose book, which Nicholson & Watson are publishing as soon as he gets it ready.

Mr. Potts is a Canadian poet, who has lived for some years in England. Before the War he published broadsheets and one pamphlet of his poems. He has been discharged from a Commando for reasons of health and has no private means whatsoever.

I hope you will look with favour on his application as judging by his first book of poems, which he will submit with his application, it is obvious that he must be considered to be someone who is trying to be a serious writer.

Yours sincerely,

Geo. Orwell

P.S. I am leaving almost immediately for Paris, but any communication in regard to this matter will reach me if addressed to the OBSERVER’S London office.




2621. To Roger Senhouse

15 February 1945 Typewritten

27B Canonbury Square Islington N 1

Dear Roger,

Herewith the list of people for review copies etc.1 I hope there will be enough to manage all these.

I am leaving today and expect to be away at least two months. If any difficulty arises, would you refer it to my wife, who has full powers to act for me? Her address is


Greystone

Carlton

   Stockton-on-Tees Co. Durham.



I hope Fred2 is going on well.

Yours

George




2622. War Correspondent for The Observer and the Manchester Evening News

15 February–24 May 1945


On 15 February, Orwell went to Paris to begin three months’ service as war correspondent for The Observer and the Manchester Evening News. He stayed, as did many journalists, at the Hotel Scribe.

The Manchester Evening News for 22 February announced at the foot of the feature ‘Life, People and Books,’ that their critic, Mr. George Orwell, had ‘gone to France, and during the next few weeks he will write about the life, people and occasionally about the literature which he knows so well. During his absence Mr. Orwell’s Thursday feature will be written by the well known critic Mr. Daniel George’; see 2561, n. 2. Orwell’s first contribution from Paris to the Manchester Evening News appeared on 28 February. His first contribution for the The Observer was published on 4 March.

Tribune announced on 23 February, ‘George Orwell has gone to France where he will stay for approximately two months.’ ‘As I Please’ was taken over by Jennie Lee. It was not until 8 November 1946 that Orwell again contributed this column.

Jennie Lee (1904–1988; Baroness Lee of Ashridge, 1970), a miner’s daughter from Fife, Scotland, was brought up under the influence of the ILP (particularly as a result of her friendship with James Maxton), but she broke from the party in 1942 over its stand on pacifism. A lawyer, she was elected to Parliament in 1929 and served until 1931 and also in 1945–70. She married Aneurin Bevan in 1934, and later was the first Minister for the Arts.






2623. ‘As I Please,’ 59

Tribune, 16 February 1945

Last week I received a copy of a statement on the future of Burma, issued by the Burma Association, an organisation which includes most of the Burmese resident in this country. How representative this organisation is I am not certain, but probably it voices the wishes of a majority of politically-conscious Burmese. For reasons I shall try to make clear presently, the statement just issued is an important document. Summarised as shortly as possible, it makes the following demands:—

(i) An amnesty for Burmese who have collaborated with the Japs during the occupation. (ii) Statement by the British Government of a definite date at which Burma shall attain Dominion status. The period, if possible, to be less than six years. The Burmese people to summon a Constituent Assembly in the meantime. (iii) No interim of “direct rule.” (iv) The Burmese people to have a greater share in the economic development of their own country. (v) The British Government to make an immediate unequivocal statement of its intentions towards Burma.

The striking thing about these demands is how moderate they are. No political party with any tinge of nationalism, or any hope of getting a mass following, could possibly ask for less. But why do these people pitch their claims so low? Well, I think one can guess at two reasons. To begin with, the experience of Japanese occupation has probably made Dominion status seem a more tempting goal than it seemed three years ago. But—much more important—if they demand so little it is probably because they expect to be offered even less. And I should guess that they expect right. Indeed, of the very modest suggestions listed above, only the first is likely to be carried out.

The Government has never made any clear statement about the future of Burma, but there have been persistent rumours that when the Japs are driven out there is to be a return to “direct rule,” which is a polite name for military dictatorship. And what is happening, politically, in Burma at this moment? We simply don’t know: nowhere have I seen in any newspaper one word about the way in which the reconquered territories are being administered. To grasp the significance of this one has to look at the map of Burma. A year ago Burma proper was in Japanese hands and the Allies were fighting in wild territories thinly populated by rather primitive tribes who have never been much interfered with and are traditionally pro-British. Now they are penetrating into the heart of Burma, and some fairly important towns, centres of administration, have fallen into their hands. Several million Burmese must be once again under the British flag. Yet we are told nothing whatever about the form of administration that is being set up. Is it surprising if every thinking Burmese fears the worst?

It is vitally important to interest the British public in this matter, if possible. Our eyes are fixed on Europe, we forget that at the other end of the world there is a whole string of countries awaiting liberation and in nearly every case hoping for something better than a mere change of conquerors. Burma will probably be the first British territory to be reconquered, and it will be a test case: a more important test than Greece or Belgium, not only because more people are involved, but because it will be almost wholly a British responsibility. It will be a fearful disaster if through apathy and ignorance we let Churchill, Amery1 and Co. put across some reactionary settlement which will lose us the friendship of the Burmese people for good.

For a year or two after the Japanese have gone, Burma will be in a receptive mood and more pro-British than it has been for a dozen years past. Then is the moment to make a generous gesture. I don’t know whether Dominion status is the best possible solution. But if the politically conscious section of the Burmese ask for Dominion status, it would be monstrous to let the Tories refuse it in a hopeless effort to bring back the past. And there must be a date attached to it, a not too distant date. Whether these people remain inside the British Commonwealth or outside it, what matters in the long run is that we should have their friendship—and we can have it if we do not play them false at the moment of crisis. When the moment comes for Burma’s future to be settled, thinking Burmese will not turn their eyes towards Churchill. They will be looking at us, the Labour movement, to see whether our talk about democracy, self-determination, racial equality and what-not has any truth in it. I do not know whether it will be in our power to force a decent settlement upon the Government; but I do know that we shall harm ourselves irreparably if we do not make at least as much row about it as we did in the case of Greece.

When asked, “Which is the wisest of the animals?” a Japanese sage replied, “The one that man has not yet discovered.”

I have just seen in a book the statement that the grey seals, the kind that are found round the coasts of Britain, number only ten thousand. Presumably there are so few of them because they have been killed off, like many another over-trustful animal. Seals are quite tame, and appear to be very inquisitive. They will follow a boat for miles, and sometimes they will even follow you when you are walking round the shore. There is no good reason for killing them. Their coats are no use for fur, and except for eating a certain amount of fish they do no harm.

They breed mostly on uninhabited islands. Let us hope that some of the islands remain uninhabited, so that these unfortunate brutes may escape being exterminated entirely. However, we are not quite such persistent slaughterers of rare animals as we used to be. Two species of birds, the bittern and the spoonbill, extinct for many years, have recently succeeded in re-establishing themselves in Britain. They have even been encouraged to breed in some places. Thirty years ago, any bittern that dared to show its beak in this country would have been shot and stuffed immediately.

The Gestapo is said to have teams of literary critics whose job is to determine, by means of stylistic comparison, the authorship of anonymous pamphlets. I have always thought that, if only it were in a better cause, this is exactly the job I would like to have.

To any of our readers whose tastes lie in the same direction, I present this problem: Who is now writing “Beachcomber’s” column in the Daily Express? It is certainly not Mr. J. B. Morton, who was “Beachcomber” until recently. I have heard that it is Mr. Osbert Lancaster, the cartoonist, but that was merely a piece of gossip, and I have not made any careful examination.2 But I would bet five shillings that the present “Beachcomber,” unlike Mr. Morton, is not a Catholic.




2624. ‘In Defence of P. G. Wodehouse’

Recorded in Payments Book 20 February 1945

The Windmill, No. 2, [July] 1945


Orwell records in his Payments Book the date this essay was completed, 20 February 1945, and that his fee was £10.00. This entry and that for 26 February (‘Anti-Semitism in Britain,’ for Contemporary Jewish Record; see 2626) are entered in reverse chronological order. Orwell went to France on 15 February and made no entries in his Payments Book for March, April, and the first half of May 1945. It is probable, especially as the ink is like that for the May entries, that these entries were made in May after Orwell resumed his practice of entering payments. Since the essay was not printed for several months, it is placed here when it was recorded in Orwell’s Payments Book, which is about the time Orwell met Wodehouse in Paris. The essay was reprinted in Critical Essays (1946) and Dickens, Dali & Others (1946). The text reproduced here is from CrE, which (with DD) has a few sentences not included in The Windmill. The notes indicate substantive changes, and the one variant in DD.



When the Germans made their rapid advance through Belgium in the early summer of 1940, they captured, among other things,1 Mr. P. G. Wodehouse,2 who had been living throughout the early part of the war in his villa at Le Touquet, and seems not to have realised until the last moment that he was in any danger. As he was led away into captivity, he is said to have remarked, “Perhaps after this I shall write a serious book.” He was placed for the time being under house arrest, and from his subsequent statements it appears that he was treated in a fairly friendly way, German officers in the neighbourhood frequently “dropping in for a bath or a party”.3

Over a year later, on 25th June 1941, the news came that Wodehouse had been released from internment and was living at the Adlon Hotel in Berlin. On the following day the public was astonished to learn that he had agreed to do some broadcasts of a “non-political” nature over the German radio. The full texts of these broadcasts are not easy to obtain at this date, but Wodehouse seems to have done five of them between 26th June and 2nd July,4 when the Germans took him off the air again. The first broadcast, on 26th June, was not made on the Nazi radio but took the form of an interview with Harry Flannery, the representative of the Columbia Broadcasting System, which still had its correspondents in Berlin. Wodehouse also published in the Saturday Evening Post an article which he had written while still in the internment camp.

The article and the broadcasts dealt mainly with Wodehouse’s experiences in internment, but they did include a very few comments on the war. The following are fair samples:


“I never was interested in politics. I’m quite unable to work up any kind of belligerent feeling. Just as I’m about to feel belligerent about some country I meet a decent sort of chap. We go out together and lose any fighting thoughts or feelings.”

“A short time ago they had a look at me on parade and got the right idea; at least they sent us to the local lunatic asylum. And I have been there forty-two weeks. There is a good deal to be said for internment. It keeps you out of the saloon and helps you to keep up with your reading. The chief trouble is that it means you are away from home for a long time. When I join my wife I had better take along a letter of introduction to be on the safe side.”

“In the days before the war I had always been modestly proud of being an Englishman, but now that I have been some months resident in this bin or repository of Englishmen I am not so sure. … The only concession I want from Germany is that she gives me a loaf of bread, tells the gentlemen with muskets at the main gate to look the other way, and leaves the rest to me. In return I am prepared to hand over India, an autographed set of my books, and to reveal the secret process of cooking sliced potatoes on a radiator. This offer holds good till Wednesday week.”



The first extract quoted above caused great offence. Wodehouse was also censured for using (in the interview with Flannery) the phrase “whether Britain wins the war or not”, and he did not make things better by describing in another broadcast the filthy habits of some Belgian prisoners among whom he was interned. The Germans recorded this broadcast and repeated it a number of times. They seem to have supervised his talks very lightly, and they allowed him not only to be funny about the discomforts of internment but to remark that “the internees at Trost camp all fervently believe that Britain will eventually win”. The general upshot of the talks, however, was that he had not been ill treated and bore no malice.

These broadcasts caused an immediate uproar in England. There were questions in Parliament, angry editorial comments in the press, and a stream of letters from fellow-authors, nearly all of them disapproving, though one or two suggested that it would be better to suspend judgment, and several pleaded that Wodehouse probably did not realise what he was doing. On 15th July, the Home Service of the B.B.C. carried an extremely violent Postscript by “Cassandra” of the Daily Mirror, accusing Wodehouse of “selling his country”. This postscript made free use of such expressions as “Quisling” and “worshipping the Führer”.5 The main charge was that Wodehouse had agreed to do German propaganda as a way of buying himself out of the internment camp.

“Cassandra’s” Postscript caused a certain amount of protest, but on the whole it seems to have intensified popular feeling against Wodehouse. One result of it was that numerous lending libraries withdrew Wodehouse’s books from circulation. Here is a typical news item:


“Within twenty-four hours of listening to the broadcast of Cassandra, the Daily Mirror columnist, Portadown (North Ireland) Urban District Council banned P. G. Wodehouse’s books from their public library. Mr. Edward McCann said that Cassandra’s broadcast had clinched the matter. Wodehouse was funny no longer.” (Daily Mirror.)



In addition the B.B.C. banned Wodehouse’s lyrics from the air and was still doing so a couple of years later. As late as December 1944 there were demands in Parliament that Wodehouse should be put on trial as a traitor.6

There is an old saying that if you throw enough mud some of it will stick, and the mud has stuck to Wodehouse in a rather peculiar way. An impression has been left behind that Wodehouse’s talks (not that anyone remembers what he said in them) showed him up not merely as a traitor but as an ideological sympathiser with Fascism. Even at the time several letters to the press claimed that “Fascist tendencies” could be detected in his books, and the charge has been repeated since. I shall try to analyse the mental atmosphere of those books in a moment, but it is important to realise that the events of 1941 do not convict Wodehouse of anything worse than stupidity. The really interesting question is how and why he could be so stupid. When Flannery met Wodehouse (released, but still under guard) at the Adlon Hotel in June 1941, he saw at once that he was dealing with a political innocent, and when preparing him for their broadcast interview he had to warn him against making some exceedingly unfortunate remarks, one of which was by implication slightly anti-Russian. As it was, the phrase “whether England wins or not” did get through.7 Soon after the interview Wodehouse told him that he was also going to broadcast on the Nazi radio, apparently not realising that this action had any special significance. Flannery comments:fn1


“By this time the Wodehouse plot was evident. It was one of the best Nazi publicity stunts of the war, the first with a human angle. … Plack (Goebbels’s assistant) had gone to the camp near Gleiwitz to see Wodehouse, found that the author was completely without political sense, and had an idea. He suggested to Wodehouse that in return for being released from the prison camp he write a series of broadcasts about his experiences; there would be no censorship and he would put them on the air himself. In making that proposal Plack showed that he knew his man. He knew that Wodehouse made fun of the English in all his stories and that he seldom wrote in any other way, that he was still living in the period about which he wrote and had no conception of Nazism and all it meant. Wodehouse was his own Bertie Wooster.”



The striking of an actual bargain between Wodehouse and Plack seems to be merely Flannery’s own interpretation. The arrangement may have been of a much less definite kind, and to judge from the broadcasts themselves, Wodehouse’s main idea in making them was to keep in touch with his public and—the comedian’s ruling passion—to get a laugh. Obviously they are not the utterances of a Quisling of the type of Ezra Pound or John Amery,8 nor, probably, of a person capable of understanding the nature of Quislingism. Flannery seems to have warned Wodehouse that it would be unwise to broadcast, but not very forcibly. He adds that Wodehouse (though in one broadcast he refers to himself as an Englishman) seemed to regard himself as an American citizen. He had contemplated naturalisation, but had never filled in the necessary papers. He even used, to Flannery, the phrase, “We’re not at war with Germany”.

I have before me a bibliography of P. G. Wodehouse’s works. It names round about fifty books, but is certainly incomplete. It is as well to be honest, and I ought to start by admitting that there are many books by Wodehouse—perhaps a quarter or a third of the total—which I have not read. It is not, indeed, easy to read the whole output of a popular writer who is normally published in cheap editions. But I have followed his work fairly closely since 1911, when I was eight years old, and am well acquainted with its peculiar mental atmosphere—an atmosphere which has not, of course, remained completely unchanged, but shows little alteration since about 1925. In the passage from Flannery’s book which I quoted above there are two remarks which would immediately strike any attentive reader of Wodehouse. One is to the effect that Wodehouse “was still living in the period about which he wrote”, and the other that the Nazi Propaganda Ministry made use of him because he “made fun of the English”. The second statement is based on a misconception to which I will return presently. But Flannery’s other comment is quite true and contains in it part of the clue to Wodehouse’s behaviour.

A thing that people often forget about P. G. Wodehouse’s novels is how long ago the better-known of them were written. We think of him as in some sense typifying the silliness of the nineteen-twenties and nineteen-thirties, but in fact the scenes and characters by which he is best remembered had all made their appearance before 1925. Psmith first appeared in 1909, having been foreshadowed by other characters in earlier school-stories. Blandings Castle, with Baxter and the Earl of Emsworth both in residence, was introduced in 1915. The Jeeves-Wooster cycle began in 1919, both Jeeves and Wooster having made brief appearances earlier. Ukridge appeared in 1924. When one looks through the list of Wodehouse’s books from 1902 onwards, one can observe three fairly well-marked periods. The first is the school-story period. It includes such books as The Gold Bat, The Pothunters, etc., and has its high-spot in Mike (1909). Psmith in the City, published in the following year, belongs in this category, though it is not directly concerned with school life. The next is the American period. Wodehouse seems to have lived in the United States from about 1913 to 1920, and for a while showed signs of becoming Americanised in idiom and outlook. Some of the stories in The Man with Two Left Feet (1917) appear to have been influenced by O. Henry, and other books written about this time contain Americanisms (e.g. “highball” for “whisky and soda”) which an Englishman would not normally use in propria persona. Nevertheless, almost all the books of this period—Psmith, Journalist; The Little Nugget; The Indiscretions of Archie; Piccadilly Jim and various others—depend for their effect on the contrast between English and American manners. English characters appear in an American setting, or vice versa: there is a certain number of purely English stories, but hardly any purely American ones. The third period might fitly be called the country-house period. By the early nineteen-twenties Wodehouse must have been making a very large income, and the social status of his characters moved upwards accordingly, though the Ukridge stories form a partial exception. The typical setting is now a country mansion, a luxurious bachelor flat or an expensive golf club. The schoolboy athleticism of the earlier books fades out, cricket and football giving way to golf, and the element of farce and burlesque becomes more marked. No doubt many of the later books, such as Summer Lightning, are light comedy rather than pure farce, but the occasional attempts at moral earnestness which can be found in Psmith, Journalist; The Little Nugget; The Coming of Bill; The Man with Two Left Feet and some of the school stories, no longer appear. Mike Jackson has turned into Bertie Wooster. That, however, is not a very startling metamorphosis, and one of the most noticeable things about Wodehouse is his lack of development. Books like The Gold Bat and Tales of St. Austin’s, written in the opening years of this century, already have the familiar atmosphere. How much of a formula the writing of his later books had become one can see from the fact that he continued to write stories of English life although throughout the sixteen years before his internment he was living at Hollywood and Le Touquet.

Mike, which is now a difficult book to obtain in an unabridged form, must be one of the best “light” school stories in English. But though its incidents are largely farcical, it is by no means a satire on the public-school system, and The Gold Bat, The Pothunters, etc., are even less so. Wodehouse was educated at Dulwich, and then worked in a bank and graduated into novel-writing by way of very cheap journalism. It is clear that for many years he remained “fixated” on his old school and loathed the unromantic job and the lower-middle-class surroundings in which he found himself. In the early stories the “glamour” of public-school life (house matches, fagging, teas round the study fire, etc.) is laid on fairly thick, and the “play the game” code of morals is accepted with not many reservations. Wrykyn, Wodehouse’s imaginary public school, is a school of a more fashionable type than Dulwich, and one gets the impression that between The Gold Bat (1904) and Mike (1909) Wrykyn itself has become more expensive and moved farther9 from London. Psychologically the most revealing book of Wodehouse’s early period is Psmith in the City. Mike Jackson’s father has suddenly lost his money, and Mike, like Wodehouse himself, is thrust at the age of about eighteen into an ill-paid subordinate job in a bank. Psmith is similarly employed, though not from financial necessity. Both this book and Psmith, Journalist (1915) are unusual in that they display a certain amount of political consciousness. Psmith at this stage chooses to call himself a Socialist—in his mind, and no doubt in Wodehouse’s, this means no more than ignoring class distinctions—and on one occasion the two boys attend an open-air meeting on Clapham Common and go home to tea with an elderly Socialist orator, whose shabby-genteel home is described with some accuracy. But the most striking feature of the book is Mike’s inability to wean himself from the atmosphere of school. He enters upon his job without any pretence of enthusiasm, and his main desire is not, as one might expect, to find a more interesting and useful job, but simply to be playing cricket. When he has to find himself lodgings he chooses to settle at Dulwich, because there he will be near a school and will be able to hear the agreeable sound of the ball striking against the bat. The climax of the book comes when Mike gets the chance to play in a county match and simply walks out of his job in order to do so. The point is that Wodehouse here sympathises with Mike: indeed he identifies himself with him, for it is clear enough that Mike bears the same relation to Wodehouse as Julien Sorel to Stendhal. But he created many other heroes essentially similar. Through the books of this and the next period there passes a whole series of young men to whom playing games and “keeping fit” are a sufficient life-work. Wodehouse is almost incapable of imagining a desirable job. The great thing is to have money of your own, or, failing that, to find a sinecure. The hero of Something Fresh (1915) escapes from low-class journalism by becoming physical-training instructor to a dyspeptic millionaire: this is regarded as a step up, morally as well as financially.10

In the books of the third period there is no narcissism and no serious interludes, but the implied moral and social background has changed much less than might appear at first sight. If one compares Bertie Wooster with Mike, or even with the rugger-playing prefects of the earliest school stories, one sees that the only real difference between them is that Bertie is richer and lazier. His ideals would be almost the same as theirs, but he fails to live up to them. Archie Moffam, in The Indiscretions of Archie (1921), is a type intermediate between Bertie and the earlier heroes: he is an ass, but he is also honest, kind-hearted, athletic and courageous. From first to last Wodehouse takes the public-school code of behaviour for granted, with the difference that in his later, more sophisticated period he prefers to show his characters violating it or living up to it against their will:

“Bertie! You wouldn’t let down a pal?”

“Yes, I would.”

“But we were at school together, Bertie.”

“I don’t care.”

“The old school, Bertie, the old school!”

“Oh, well—dash it!”

Bertie, a sluggish Don Quixote, has no wish to tilt at windmills, but he would hardly think of refusing to do so when honour calls. Most of the people whom Wodehouse intends as sympathetic characters are parasites, and some of them are plain imbeciles, but very few of them could be described as immoral. Even Ukridge is a visionary rather than a plain crook. The most immoral, or rather un-moral, of Wodehouse’s characters is Jeeves, who acts as a foil to Bertie Wooster’s comparative high-mindedness and perhaps symbolises the widespread English belief that intelligence and unscrupulousness are much the same thing. How closely Wodehouse sticks to conventional morality can be seen from the fact that nowhere in his books is there anything in the nature of a sex joke. This is an enormous sacrifice for a farcical writer to make. Not only are there no dirty jokes, but there are hardly any compromising situations: the horns-on-the-forehead motif is almost completely avoided. Most of the full-length books, of course, contain a “love interest”, but it is always at the light-comedy level: the love affair, with its complications and its idyllic scenes, goes on and on, but, as the saying goes, “nothing happens”. It is significant that Wodehouse, by nature a writer of farces, was able to collaborate more than once with Ian Hay,11 a serio-comic writer and an exponent (vide Pip, etc.) of the “clean-living Englishman” tradition at its silliest.

In Something Fresh Wodehouse had discovered the comic possibilities of the English aristocracy, and a succession of ridiculous but, save in a very few instances, not actually contemptible barons, earls and what-not followed accordingly. This had the rather curious effect of causing Wodehouse to be regarded, outside England, as a penetrating satirist of English society. Hence Flannery’s statement that Wodehouse “made fun of the English”, which is the impression he would probably make on a German or even an American reader. Some time after the broadcasts from Berlin I was discussing them with a young Indian Nationalist who defended Wodehouse warmly. He took it for granted that Wodehouse had gone over to the enemy, which from his own point of view was the right thing to do. But what interested me was to find that he regarded Wodehouse as an anti-British writer who had done useful work by showing up the British aristocracy in their true colours. This is a mistake that it would be very difficult for an English person to make, and is a good instance of the way in which books, especially humorous books, lose their finer nuances when they reach a foreign audience. For it is clear enough that Wodehouse is not anti-British, and not anti-upper class either. On the contrary, a harmless old-fashioned snobbishness is perceptible all through his work. Just as an intelligent Catholic is able to see that the blasphemies of Baudelaire or James Joyce are not seriously damaging to the Catholic faith, so an English reader can see that in creating such characters as Hildebrand Spencer Poyns de Burgh John Hanneyside Coombe-Crombie, 12th Earl of Dreever, Wodehouse is not really attacking the social hierarchy. Indeed, no one who genuinely despised titles would write of them so much. Wodehouse’s attitude towards the English social system is the same as his attitude towards the public-school moral code—a mild facetiousness covering an unthinking acceptance. The Earl of Emsworth is funny because an earl ought to have more dignity, and Bertie Wooster’s helpless dependence on Jeeves is funny partly because the servant ought not to be superior to the master. An American reader can mistake these two, and others like them, for hostile caricatures, because he is inclined to be Anglophobe already and they correspond to his preconceived ideas about a decadent aristocracy. Bertie Wooster, with his spats and his cane, is the traditional stage Englishman. But, as any English reader would see, Wodehouse intends him as a sympathetic figure, and Wodehouse’s real sin has been to present the English upper classes as much nicer people than they are. All through his books certain problems are consistently12 avoided. Almost without exception his moneyed young men are unassuming, good mixers, not avaricious: their tone is set for them by Psmith, who retains his own upper-class exterior but bridges the social gap by addressing everyone as “Comrade”.

But there is another important point about Bertie Wooster: his out-of-dateness. Conceived in 1917 or thereabouts, Bertie really belongs to an epoch earlier than that. He is the “knut” of the pre-1914 period, celebrated in such songs as “Gilbert the Filbert” or “Reckless Reggie of the Regent’s Palace”. The kind of life that Wodehouse writes about by preference, the life of the “clubman” or “man about town”, the elegant young man who lounges all the morning in Piccadilly with a cane under his arm and a carnation in his buttonhole, barely survived into the nineteen-twenties. It is significant that Wodehouse could publish in 1936 a book entitled Young Men in Spats. For who was wearing spats at that date? They had gone out of fashion quite ten years earlier. But the traditional “knut”, the “Piccadilly Johnny”, ought to wear spats, just as the pantomime Chinese ought to wear a pigtail. A humorous writer is not obliged to keep up to date, and having struck one or two good veins, Wodehouse continued to exploit them with a regularity that was no doubt all the easier because he did not set foot in England during the sixteen years that preceded his internment. His picture of English society had been formed before 1914, and it was a naïve, traditional and, at bottom, admiring picture. Nor did he ever become genuinely Americanised. As I have pointed out, spontaneous Americanisms do occur in the books of the middle period, but Wodehouse remained English enough to find American slang an amusing and slightly shocking novelty. He loves to thrust a slang phrase or a crude fact in among Wardour Street English (“With a hollow groan Ukridge borrowed five shillings from me and went out into the night”), and expressions like “a piece of cheese” or “bust him on the noggin” lend themselves to this purpose. But the trick had been developed before he made any American contacts, and his use of garbled quotations is a common device of English writers running back to Fielding. As Mr. John Hayward has pointed out,fn2 Wodehouse owes a good deal to his knowledge of English literature and especially of Shakespeare. His books are aimed, not, obviously, at a highbrow audience, but at an audience educated along traditional lines. When, for instance, he describes somebody as heaving “the kind of sigh that Prometheus might have heaved when the vulture dropped in for its lunch”, he is assuming that his readers will know something of Greek mythology. In his early days the writers he admired were probably Barry Pain, Jerome K. Jerome, W. W. Jacobs, Kipling and F. Anstey, and he has remained closer to them than to the quick-moving American comic writers such as Ring Lardner or Damon Runyan. In his radio interview with Flannery, Wodehouse wondered whether “the kind of people and the kind of England I write about will live after the war”, not realising that they were ghosts already. “He was still living in the period about which he wrote,” says Flannery, meaning, probably, the nineteen-twenties. But the period was really the Edwardian age, and Bertie Wooster, if he ever existed, was killed round about 1915.

If my analysis of Wodehouse’s mentality is accepted, the idea that in 1941 he consciously aided the Nazi propaganda machine becomes untenable and even ridiculous. He may have been induced to broadcast by the promise of an earlier release (he was due for release a few months later, on reaching his sixtieth birthday), but he cannot have realised that what he did would be damaging to British interests. As I have tried to show, his moral outlook has remained that of a public-school boy, and according to the public-school code, treachery in time of war is the most unforgivable of all the sins. But how could he fail to grasp that what he did would be a big propaganda score for the Germans and would bring down a torrent of disapproval on his own head? To answer this one must take two things into consideration. First, Wodehouse’s complete lack—so far as one can judge from his printed works—of political awareness. It is nonsense to talk of “Fascist tendencies” in his books. There are no post-1918 tendencies at all. Throughout his work there is a certain uneasy awareness of the problem of class distinctions, and scattered through it at various dates there are ignorant though not unfriendly references to Socialism. In The Heart of a Goof (1926) there is a rather silly story about a Russian novelist, which seems to have been inspired by the factional struggle then raging in the U.S.S.R. But the references in it to the Soviet system are entirely frivolous and, considering the date, not markedly hostile. That is about the extent of Wodehouse’s political consciousness, so far as it is discoverable from his writings. Nowhere, so far as I know, does he so much as use the word “Fascism” or “Nazism”. In left-wing circles, indeed in “enlightened” circles of any kind, to broadcast on the Nazi radio, to have any truck with the Nazis whatever, would have seemed just as shocking an action before the war as during it. But that is a habit of mind that had been developed during nearly a decade of ideological struggle against Fascism. The bulk of the British people, one ought to remember, remained anæsthetic to that struggle until late into 1940. Abyssinia, Spain, China, Austria, Czechoslovakia—the long series of crimes and aggressions had simply slid past their consciousness or were dimly noted as quarrels occurring among foreigners and “not our business”. One can gauge the general ignorance from the fact that the ordinary Englishman thought of “Fascism” as an exclusively Italian thing and was bewildered when the same word was applied to Germany. And there is nothing in Wodehouse’s writings to suggest that he was better informed, or more interested in politics, than the general run of his readers.

The other thing one must remember is that Wodehouse happened to be taken prisoner at just the moment when the war reached its desperate phase. We forget these things now, but until that time feelings about the war had been noticeably tepid. There was hardly any fighting, the Chamberlain government was unpopular, eminent publicists like Lloyd George and Bernard Shaw13 were hinting that we should make a compromise peace as quickly as possible, trade union and Labour Party branches all over the country were passing anti-war resolutions.14 Afterwards, of course, things changed. The Army was with difficulty extricated from Dunkirk, France collapsed, Britain was alone, the bombs rained on London, Goebbels announced that Britain was to be “reduced to degradation and poverty”. By the middle of 1941 the British people knew what they were up against and feelings against the enemy were far fiercer than before. But Wodehouse had spent the intervening year in internment, and his captors seem to have treated him reasonably well. He had missed the turning-point of the war, and in 1941 he was still reacting in terms of 1939. He was not alone in this. On several occasions about this time the Germans brought captured British soldiers to the microphone, and some of them made remarks at least as tactless as Wodehouse’s. They attracted no attention, however. And even an outright Quisling like John Amery was afterwards to arouse much less indignation than Wodehouse had done.15

But why? Why should a few rather silly but harmless remarks by an elderly novelist have provoked such an outcry? One has to look for the probable answer amid the dirty requirements of propaganda warfare.

There is one point about the Wodehouse broadcasts that is almost certainly significant—the date. Wodehouse was released two or three days before the invasion of the U.S.S.R., and at a time when the higher ranks of the Nazi party must have known that the invasion was imminent. It was vitally necessary to keep America out of the war as long as possible, and in fact, about this time, the German attitude towards the U.S.A. did become more conciliatory than it had been before. The Germans could hardly hope to defeat Russia, Britain and the U.S.A. in combination, but if they could polish off Russia quickly—and presumably they expected to do so—the Americans might never intervene. The release of Wodehouse was only a minor move, but it was not a bad sop to throw to the American isolationists. He was well known in the United States, and he was—or so the Germans calculated—popular with the Anglophobe public as a caricaturist who made fun of the silly-ass Englishman with his spats and his monocle. At the microphone he could be trusted to damage British prestige in one way or another, while his release would demonstrate that the Germans were good fellows and knew how to treat their enemies chivalrously. That presumably was the calculation, though the fact that Wodehouse was only broadcasting for about a week suggests that he did not come up to expectations.

But on the British side similar though opposite calculations were at work. For the two years following Dunkirk, British morale depended largely upon the feeling that this was not only a war for democracy but a war which the common people had to win by their own efforts. The upper classes were discredited by their appeasement policy and by the disasters of 1940, and a social levelling process appeared to be taking place. Patriotism and left-wing sentiments were associated in the popular mind, and numerous able journalists were at work to tie the association tighter. Priestley’s 1940 broadcasts, and “Cassandra’s” articles in the Daily Mirror, were good examples of the demagogic propaganda flourishing at that time.16 In this atmosphere, Wodehouse made an ideal whipping-boy. For it was generally felt that the rich were treacherous, and Wodehouse—as “Cassandra” vigorously pointed out in his broadcast—was a rich man. But he was the kind of rich man who could be attacked with impunity and without risking any damage to the structure of society. To denounce Wodehouse was not like denouncing, say, Beaverbrook. A mere novelist, however large his earnings may happen to be, is not of the possessing class. Even if his income touches £50,000 a year he has only the outward semblance of a millionaire. He is a lucky outsider who has fluked into a fortune—usually a very temporary fortune—like the winner of the Calcutta Derby Sweep. Consequently, Wodehouse’s indiscretion gave a good propaganda opening. It was a chance to “expose” a wealthy parasite without drawing attention to any of the parasites who really mattered.

In the desperate circumstances of the time, it was excusable to be angry at what Wodehouse did, but to go on denouncing him three or four years later—and more, to let an impression remain that he acted with conscious treachery—is not excusable.17 Few things in this war have been more morally disgusting than the present hunt after traitors and Quislings. At best it is largely the punishment of the guilty by the guilty. In France, all kinds of petty rats—police officials, penny-a-lining journalists, women who have slept with German soldiers—are hunted down while almost without exception the big rats escape. In England the fiercest tirades against Quislings are uttered by Conservatives who were practising appeasement in 1938 and Communists who were advocating it in 1940. I have striven to show how the wretched Wodehouse—just because success and expatriation had allowed him to remain mentally in the Edwardian age—became the corpus vile in a propaganda experiment, and I suggest that it is now time to regard the incident as closed. If Ezra Pound is caught and shot by the American authorities, it will have the effect of establishing his reputation as a poet for hundreds of years; and even in the case of Wodehouse, if we drive him to retire to the United States and renounce his British citizenship, we shall end by being horribly ashamed of ourselves. Meanwhile, if we really want to punish the people who weakened national morale at critical moments, there are other culprits who are nearer home and better worth chasing.18




2625. P. G. Wodehouse to Orwell


Among Orwell’s papers were two letters P. G. Wodehouse wrote to him, on 25 July and 1 August 1945, from his flat at 78 Ave Paul Doumer, Paris XVI. He thanked Orwell very warmly for writing about him in the way he had in ‘In Defence of P. G. Woodhouse’ (2624).

In the first of these letters he wrote: ‘I don’t think I have ever read a better bit of criticism. You were absolutely right in everything you said about my work. It was uncanny.’

In the second letter, he said: ‘I want to thank you again for that article. It was extraordinarily kind of you to write like that when you did not know me, and I shall never forget it. … I have been re-reading the article a number of times and am more than ever struck by the excellence of its criticism. It was a masterly bit of work and I agree with every word of it.’

Orwell had evidently taken the Wodehouses for a meal in a restaurant near Les Halles when he was in Paris for The Observer. He had, presumably, wished to follow up the writing of his article with a small, direct, gesture of kindness. The Wodehouses had not been to a restaurant since, but P. G. Wodehouse was anxious to reciprocate if Orwell returned to Paris, for he felt he owed him ‘a Grade A lunch.’

It seems that Orwell replied to Wodehouse’s letter of 25 July and told Wodehouse of Eileen’s death, for in his letter of 1 August Wodehouse wrote with warm sympathy of Orwell’s loss: ‘I am afraid there is nothing much one can say at a time like this that will be any good, but my wife and I are feeling for you with all our hearts, the more so as a year ago we lost our daughter and so can understand what it must be for you.’

In a letter to his friend William Townend, of 29 April 1945, he said that Orwell’s ‘criticism of my stuff was masterly’ and he praised Orwell for writing such an article ‘at a time when it was taking a very unpopular view. He really is a good chap.’ This seems to indicate that Orwell had sent Wodehouse an advance copy of his article, in typescript or proof. After Orwell’s death, Wodehouse wrote to Denis Mackail (biographer of J. M. Barrie) on 11 August 1951 in rather different terms. He described the essay as ‘practically one long roast of your correspondent. Don’t you hate the way these critics falsify the facts in order to make a point?’ His complaint was directed particularly at what Orwell had described as Wodehouse’s out-of-touchness. This, Wodehouse claimed, was caused by his living in America where he couldn’t write American stories and ‘the only English characters the American public would read about were exaggerated dudes.’ These two letters were published in a special feature, ‘Yours, Plum,’ Sunday Telegraph Review, 19 August 1990.






2626. ‘Anti-Semitism in Britain’

Contemporary Jewish Record, April 19451

There are about 400,000 known Jews in Britain, and in addition some thousands or, at most, scores of thousands of Jewish refugees who have entered the country from 1934 onwards. The Jewish population is almost entirely concentrated in half a dozen big towns and is mostly employed in the food, clothing and furniture trades. A few of the big monopolies, such as the I.C.I., one or two leading newspapers and at least one big chain of department stores are Jewish-owned or partly Jewish-owned, but it would be very far from the truth to say that British business life is dominated by Jews. The Jews seem, on the contrary, to have failed to keep up with the modern tendency towards big amalgamations and to have remained fixed in those trades which are necessarily carried out on a small scale and by old-fashioned methods.

I start off with these background facts, which are already known to any well-informed person, in order to emphasize that there is no real Jewish “problem” in England. The Jews are not numerous or powerful enough, and it is only in what are loosely called “intellectual circles” that they have any noticeable influence. Yet it is generally admitted that anti-Semitism is on the increase, that it has been greatly exacerbated by the war, and that humane and enlightened people are not immune to it. It does not take violent forms (English people are almost invariably gentle and law-abiding), but it is ill-natured enough, and in favorable circumstances it could have political results. Here are some samples of anti-Semitic remarks that have been made to me during the past year or two:

Middle-aged office employee: “I generally come to work by bus. It takes longer, but I don’t care about using the Underground from Golders Green nowadays. There’s too many of the Chosen Race travelling on that line.”

Tobacconist (woman): “No, I’ve got no matches for you. I should try the lady down the street. She’s always got matches. One of the Chosen Race, you see.”

Young intellectual, Communist or near-Communist: “No, I do not like Jews. I’ve never made any secret of that. I can’t stick them. Mind you, I’m not anti-Semitic, of course.”

Middle-class woman: “Well, no one could call me anti-Semitic, but I do think the way these Jews behave is too absolutely stinking. The way they push their way to the head of queues, and so on. They’re so abominably selfish. I think they’re responsible for a lot of what happens to them.”

Milk roundsman: “A Jew don’t do no work, not the same as what an Englishman does. ’E’s too clever. We work with this ’ere” (flexes his bicep). “They work with that there” (taps his forehead).

Chartered accountant, intelligent, left-wing in an undirected way: “These bloody Yids are all pro-German. They’d change sides tomorrow if the Nazis got here. I see a lot of them in my business. They admire Hitler at the bottom of their hearts. They’ll always suck up to anyone who kicks them.”

Intelligent woman, on being offered a book dealing with anti-Semitism and German atrocities: ‘Don’t show it me, please don’t show it to me. It’ll only make me hate the Jews more than ever.”

I could fill pages with similar remarks, but these will do to go on with. Two facts emerge from them. One—which is very important and which I must return to in a moment—is that above a certain intellectual level people are ashamed of being anti-Semitic and are careful to draw a distinction between “anti-Semitism” and “disliking Jews.” The other is that anti-Semitism is an irrational thing. The Jews are accused of specific offenses (for instance, bad behavior in food queues) which the person speaking feels strongly about, but it is obvious that these accusations merely rationalize some deep-rooted prejudice. To attempt to counter them with facts and statistics is useless, and may sometimes be worse than useless. As the last of the above-quoted remarks shows, people can remain anti-Semitic, or at least anti-Jewish, while being fully aware that their outlook is indefensible. If you dislike somebody, you dislike him and there is an end of it: your feelings are not made any better by a recital of his virtues.

It so happens that the war has encouraged the growth of anti-Semitism and even, in the eyes of many ordinary people, given some justification for it. To begin with, the Jews are one people of whom it can be said with complete certainty that they will benefit by an Allied victory. Consequently the theory that “this is a Jewish war” has a certain plausibility, all the more so because the Jewish war effort seldom gets its fair share of recognition. The British Empire is a huge heterogeneous organization held together largely by mutual consent, and it is often necessary to flatter the less reliable elements at the expense of the more loyal ones. To publicize the exploits of Jewish soldiers, or even to admit the existence of a considerable Jewish army in the Middle East, rouses hostility in South Africa, the Arab countries and elsewhere: it is easier to ignore the whole subject and allow the man in the street to go on thinking that Jews are exceptionally clever at dodging military service. Then again, Jews are to be found in exactly those trades which are bound to incur unpopularity with the civilian public in war time. Jews are mostly concerned with selling food, clothes, furniture and tobacco—exactly the commodities of which there is a chronic shortage, with consequent overcharging, black-marketing and favoritism. And again, the common charge that Jews behave in an exceptionally cowardly way during air raids was given a certain amount of color by the big raids of 1940. As it happened, the Jewish quarter of Whitechapel was one of the first areas to be heavily blitzed, with the natural result that swarms of Jewish refugees distributed themselves all over London. If one judged merely from these war-time phenomena, it would be easy to imagine that anti-Semitism is a quasi-rational thing, founded on mistaken premises. And naturally the anti-Semite thinks of himself as a reasonable being. Whenever I have touched on this subject in a newspaper article, I have always had a considerable “come-back,” and invariably some of the letters are from well-balanced, middling people—doctors, for example—with no apparent economic grievance. These people always say (as Hitler says in Mein Kampf) that they started out with no anti-Jewish prejudice but were driven into their present position by mere observation of the facts. Yet one of the marks of anti-Semitism is an ability to believe stories that could not possibly be true. One could see a good example of this in the strange accident that occurred in London in 1942, when a crowd, frightened by a bomb-burst nearby, fled into the mouth of an Underground station, with the result that something over a hundred people were crushed to death. The very same day it was repeated all over London that “the Jews were responsible.”2 Clearly, if people will believe this kind of thing, one will not get much further by arguing with them. The only useful approach is to discover why they can swallow absurdities on one particular subject while remaining sane on others.

But now let me come back to that point I mentioned earlier—that there is widespread awareness of the prevalence of anti-Semitic feeling, and unwillingness to admit sharing it. Among educated people, anti-Semitism is held to be an unforgivable sin and in a quite different category from other kinds of racial prejudice. People will go to remarkable lengths to demonstrate that they are not anti-Semitic. Thus, in 1943 an intercession service on behalf of the Polish Jews was held in a synagogue in St. John’s Wood. The local authorities declared themselves anxious to participate in it, and the service was attended by the mayor of the borough in his robes and chain, by representatives of all the churches, and by detachments of RAF, Home Guards, nurses, Boy Scouts and what-not. On the surface it was a touching demonstration of solidarity with the suffering Jews. But it was essentially a conscious effort to behave decently by people whose subjective feelings must in many cases have been very different. That quarter of London is partly Jewish, anti-Semitism is rife there, and, as I well knew, some of the men sitting round me in the synagogue were tinged by it. Indeed, the commander of my own platoon of Home Guards, who had been especially keen beforehand that we should “make a good show” at the intercession service, was an ex-member of Mosley’s Blackshirts. While this division of feeling exists, tolerance of mass violence against Jews, or, what is more important, anti-Semitic legislation, are not possible in England. It is not at present possible, indeed, that anti-Semitism should become respectable. But this is less of an advantage than it might appear.

One effect of the persecutions in Germany has been to prevent anti-Semitism from being seriously studied. In England a brief inadequate survey was made by Mass Observation a year or two ago, but if there has been any other investigation of the subject, then its findings have been kept strictly secret. At the same time there has been conscious suppression, by all thoughtful people, of anything likely to wound Jewish susceptibilities. After 1934 the “Jew joke” disappeared as though by magic from postcards, periodicals and the music-hall stage, and to put an unsympathetic Jewish character into a novel or short story came to be regarded as anti-Semitism. On the Palestine issue, too, it was de rigueur among enlightened people to accept the Jewish case as proved and avoid examining the claims of the Arabs—a decision which might be correct on its own merits, but which was adopted primarily because the Jews were in trouble and it was felt that one must not criticize them. Thanks to Hitler, therefore, you had a situation in which the press was in effect censored in favor of the Jews while in private anti-Semitism was on the up-grade, even, to some extent, among sensitive and intelligent people. This was particularly noticeable in 1940 at the time of the internment of the refugees. Naturally, every thinking person felt that it was his duty to protest against the wholesale locking-up of unfortunate foreigners who for the most part were only in England because they were opponents of Hitler. Privately, however, one heard very different sentiments expressed. A minority of the refugees behaved in an exceedingly tactless way, and the feeling against them necessarily had an anti-Semitic undercurrent, since they were largely Jews. A very eminent figure in the Labor Party—I won’t name him, but he is one of the most respected people in England—said to me quite violently: “We never asked these people to come to this country. If they choose to come here, let them take the consequences.” Yet this man would as a matter of course have associated himself with any kind of petition or manifesto against the internment of aliens. This feeling that anti-Semitism is something sinful and disgraceful, something that a civilized person does not suffer from, is unfavorable to a scientific approach, and indeed many people will admit that they are frightened of probing too deeply into the subject. They are frightened, that is to say, of discovering not only that anti-Semitism is spreading, but that they themselves are infected by it.

To see this in perspective one must look back a few decades, to the days when Hitler was an out-of-work house-painter whom nobody had heard of. One would then find that though anti-Semitism is sufficiently in evidence now, it is probably less prevalent in England than it was thirty years ago. It is true that anti-Semitism as a fully thought-out racial or religious doctrine has never flourished in England. There has never been much feeling against intermarriage, or against Jews taking a prominent part in public life. Nevertheless, thirty years ago it was accepted more or less as a law of nature that a Jew was a figure of fun and—though superior in intelligence—slightly deficient in “character.” In theory a Jew suffered from no legal disabilities, but in effect he was debarred from certain professions. He would probably not have been accepted as an officer in the Navy, for instance, nor in what is called a “smart” regiment in the Army. A Jewish boy at a public school almost invariably had a bad time. He could, of course, live down his Jewishness if he was exceptionally charming or athletic, but it was an initial disability comparable to a stammer or a birthmark. Wealthy Jews tended to disguise themselves under aristocratic English or Scottish names, and to the average person it seemed quite natural that they should do this, just as it seems natural for a criminal to change his identity if possible. About twenty years ago, in Rangoon, I was getting into a taxi with a friend when a small ragged boy of fair complexion rushed up to us and began a complicated story about having arrived from Colombo on a ship and wanting money to get back. His manner and appearance were difficult to “place,” and I said to him:

“You speak very good English. What nationality are you?”

He answered eagerly in his chi-chi accent: “I am a Joo, sir!”

And I remember turning to my companion and saying, only partly in joke, “He admits it openly.” All the Jews I had known till then were people who were ashamed of being Jews, or at any rate preferred not to talk about their ancestry, and if forced to do so tended to use the word “Hebrew.”

The working-class attitude was no better. The Jew who grew up in Whitechapel took it for granted that he would be assaulted, or at least hooted at, if he ventured into one of the Christian slums nearby, and the “Jew joke” of the music halls and the comic papers was almost consistently ill-natured.fn1 There was also literary Jew-baiting, which in the hands of Belloc, Chesterton and their followers reached almost a Continental level of scurrility. Non-Catholic writers were sometimes guilty of the same thing in a milder form. There has been a perceptible anti-Semitic strain in English literature from Chaucer onwards, and without even getting up from this table to consult a book I can think of passages which if written now would be stigmatized as anti-Semitism, in the works of Shakespeare, Smollett, Thackeray, Bernard Shaw, H. G. Wells, T. S. Eliot, Aldous Huxley and various others. Offhand, the only English writers I can think of who, before the days of Hitler, made a definite effort to stick up for Jews are Dickens and Charles Reade. And however little the average intellectual may have agreed with the opinions of Belloc and Chesterton, he did not acutely disapprove of them. Chesterton’s endless tirades against Jews, which he thrust into stories and essays upon the flimsiest pretexts, never got him into trouble—indeed Chesterton was one of the most generally respected figures in English literary life. Anyone who wrote in that strain now would bring down a storm of abuse upon himself, or more probably would find it impossible to get his writings published.

If, as I suggest, prejudice against Jews has always been pretty widespread in England, there is no reason to think that Hitler has genuinely diminished it. He has merely caused a sharp division between the politically conscious person who realizes that this is not a time to throw stones at the Jews, and the unconscious person whose native anti-Semitism is increased by the nervous strain of the war. One can assume, therefore, that many people who would perish rather than admit to anti-Semitic feelings are secretly prone to them. I have already indicated that I believe anti-Semitism to be essentially a neurosis, but of course it has its rationalizations, which are sincerely believed in and are partly true. The rationalization put forward by the common man is that the Jew is an exploiter. The partial justification for this is that the Jew, in England, is generally a small business man—that is to say a person whose depredations are more obvious and intelligible than those of, say, a bank or an insurance company. Higher up the intellectual scale, anti-Semitism is rationalized by saying that the Jew is a person who spreads disaffection and weakens national morale. Again there is some superficial justification for this. During the past twenty-five years the activities of what are called “intellectuals” have been largely mischievous. I do not think it an exaggeration to say that if the “intellectuals” had done their work a little more thoroughly, Britain would have surrendered in 1940. But the disaffected intelligentsia inevitably included a large number of Jews. With some plausibility it can be said that the Jews are the enemies of our native culture and our national morale. Carefully examined, the claim is seen to be nonsense, but there are always a few prominent individuals who can be cited in support of it. During the past few years there has been what amounts to a counterattack against the rather shallow Leftism which was fashionable in the previous decade and which was exemplified by such organizations as the Left Book Club. This counterattack (see for instance such books as Arnold Lunn’s The Good Gorilla or Evelyn Waugh’s Put Out More Flags) has an anti-Semitic strain, and it would probably be more marked if the subject were not so obviously dangerous. It so happens that for some decades past Britain has had no nationalist intelligentsia worth bothering about. But British nationalism i.e. nationalism of an intellectual kind, may revive, and probably will revive if Britain comes out of the present war greatly weakened. The young intellectuals of 1950 may be as naively patriotic as those of 1914. In that case the kind of anti-Semitism which flourished among the anti-Dreyfusards in France, and which Chesterton and Belloc tried to import into this country, might get a foothold.

I have no hard-and-fast theory about the origins of anti-Semitism. The two current explanations that it is due to economic causes, or on the other hand that it is a legacy from the Middle Ages—seem to me unsatisfactory, though I admit that if one combines them they can be made to cover the facts. All I would say with confidence is that anti-Semitism is part of the larger problem of nationalism, which has not yet been seriously examined, and that the Jew is evidently a scapegoat, though for what he is a scapegoat we do not yet know. In this essay I have relied almost entirely on my own limited experience, and perhaps every one of my conclusions would be negatived by other observers. The fact is that there are almost no data on this subject. But for what they are worth I will summarize my opinions. Boiled down, they amount to this:

There is more anti-Semitism in England than we care to admit, and the war has accentuated it, but it is not certain that it is on the increase if one thinks in terms of decades rather than years.

It does not at present lead to open persecution, but it has the effect of making people callous to the sufferings of Jews in other countries.

It is at bottom quite irrational and will not yield to argument.

The persecutions in Germany have caused much concealment of anti-Semitic feeling and thus obscured the whole picture.

The subject needs serious investigation.

Only the last point is worth expanding. To study any subject scientifically one needs a detached attitude, which is obviously harder when one’s own interests or emotions are involved. Plenty of people who are quite capable of being objective about sea urchins, say, or the square root of 2, become schizophrenic if they have to think about the sources of their own income. What vitiates nearly all that is written about anti-Semitism is the assumption in the writer’s mind that he himself is immune to it. “Since I know that anti-Semitism is irrational,” he argues, “it follows that I do not share it.” He thus fails to start his investigation in the one place where he could get hold of some reliable evidence—that is, in his own mind.

It seems to me a safe assumption that the disease loosely called nationalism is now almost universal. Anti-Semitism is only one manifestation of nationalism, and not everyone will have the disease in that particular form. A Jew, for example, would not be anti-Semitic: but then many Zionist Jews seem to me to be merely anti-Semites turned upside-down, just as many Indians and Negroes display the normal color prejudices in an inverted form. The point is that something, some psychological vitamin, is lacking in modern civilization, and as a result we are all more or less subject to this lunacy of believing that whole races or nations are mysteriously good or mysteriously evil. I defy any modern intellectual to look closely and honestly into his own mind without coming upon nationalistic loyalties and hatreds of one kind or another. It is the fact that he can feel the emotional tug of such things, and yet see them dispassionately for what they are, that gives him his status as an intellectual. It will be seen, therefore, that the starting point for any investigation of anti-Semitism should not be, “Why does this obviously irrational belief appeal to other people?” but “Why does anti-Semitism appeal to me? What is there about it that I feel to be true?” If one asks this question one at least discovers one’s own rationalizations, and it may be possible to find out what lies beneath them. Anti-Semitism should be investigated—I will not say by anti-Semites, but at any rate by people who know that they are not immune to that kind of emotion. When Hitler has disappeared a real inquiry into this subject will be possible, and it would probably be best to start not by debunking anti-Semitism, but by marshalling all the justifications for it that can be found, in one’s own mind or anybody else’s. In that way one might get some clues that would lead to its psychological roots. But that anti-Semitism will be definitively cured, without curing the larger disease of nationalism, I do not believe.3




2627. Inside the Pages in Paris

Manchester Evening News, 28 February 1945


Orwell went to France as a war correspondent for The Observer on 15 February 1945. During his time in Paris he stayed at the Hotel Scribe (as did many correspondents). In place of his book reviews for the Manchester Evening News he contributed articles, and was described as that paper’s ‘Correspondent in Paris’ on 28 February, 7 and 20 March, and as ‘“Manchester Evening News” War Correspondent in Germany’ on 4 May. For the five articles in this series there are no entries in the Payments Book. The titles given to the articles published in both newspapers may not be Orwell’s. L’Humanité was printed without the accent supplied here. Where they are missing, accents have been silently supplied. If articles are dated, this is stated.



There are not quite so many newspapers in Paris as there were before the war, but the number is still large by English standards. To be exact, there are 23 daily and evening papers, and another half-dozen will be appearing shortly. Out of this total only four were in existence before the war. The majority were started clandestinely during the occupation.

Several have quite considerable circulations. The Communist “L’Humanité,” with a circulation of 400,000, is well ahead of the rest, but several others have reached 200,000 or thereabouts. Meanwhile, new weeklies and monthlies, some of them of a very high intellectual standard, are popping up like mushrooms.

In spite of all this activity the French Press shows at this moment some discouraging symptoms. A newcomer, trying to find his bearings among the enormous array of newspapers and periodicals spread out in the kiosks, notices two things, one good and the other bad.

The first is that the Paris Press has lost its one-time venality and scurrility. Every kind of paper is sober in tone and reasonably enlightened in outlook. The pre-war Press, especially in Paris, killed itself off by collaborating with the Germans, and the new papers that arose during the occupation are largely run by ardent young Socialists in their early twenties.

Moreover, these papers can be run at very low cost. Nearly all of them consist only of a single sheet, a quarter of which is taken up by advertisements, and their rents and other overheads are not high. They can, therefore, live off their circulations, and the subsidies and straight forward° bribery by which much of the French Press used to support itself are no longer necessary.

The other thing that a newcomer notices is how alike all these papers are. At first sight they seem only to differ in their names, and even those overlap in a bewildering way. Of course, the tiny size of the present-day newspapers does not make for variety, but the basic cause of similarity is censorship, both official and voluntary.

The Government’s censorship is strict, and the French Press sometimes finds itself in the humiliating position of being unable to print items of news which appear in the Paris editions of English and American papers.

The Government is also able to exercise indirect pressure through the reallotment of paper supplies, which takes place at short intervals. But the self-censorship resulting from the general desire for national unity, and for the re-establishment of France as a Great Power, is partly responsible for the timidity of the daily Press in discussing major problems.

It is already being said that the golden age of the French Press was the period when it was illegal. Extraordinary boldness and ingenuity were shown in printing and distributing newspapers under the noses of the Germans. One weekly paper was clandestinely printed in the same building and on the same machines as the German occupation daily, the “Pariser Zeitung.”

Other illegal papers were distributed through the post, the postal charges being avoided by the simple expedient of printing forged stamps. There are countless similar stories, and the files of these illegal papers, starting off as miserable cyclostyled sheets and ending as quite presentable and well-informed newspapers—even illustrated, in some cases—are a fascinating study.

But the underground Press was also in an intellectual and political sense more adventurous than most of the Press is now able to be. It was in opposition to the existing regime, and oppositions are not afraid to discuss large issues. Now, however, the entire Press is substantially in agreement with the status quo, and the level of criticism suffers accordingly.

The weeklies have more freedom of action, but certain subjects seem to be almost barred from the daily Press. No paper will express anything that could be described as opposition to General de Gaulle. No paper will utter any really searching criticism of present-day French foreign policy.fn1 No paper will be overtly anti-British or anti-American, and still less will any paper be anti-Russian.

Necessarily this leads to a certain sameness throughout the Press, and on the other hand to a hullabaloo about secondary matters which actually conceal larger political issues.

Two such questions are food distribution and the “purge” of collaborationists. In each case the problem, seemingly administrative, is really political. But the casual reader, skimming through a score of papers, could be forgiven for imagining that there are now no serious disagreements in France.

He would notice, however, that there is a marked difference in the priority given to news. And if he followed up this clue he would find that the papers which are in fact, though not on the surface, hostile to Britain and the U.S.A., show it in the only way they can by keeping the news from the western front out of the big headlines.

When one looks more closely four main tendencies can be discerned in the Press. First there are the papers that preach unquestioning loyalty to de Gaulle. These include several papers of vaguely conservative colour which have appeared since the liberation and have gained a certain amount of ground against the ex-illegal papers. Then there are the Communist papers, which also follow de Gaulle unswervingly but put their main emphasis on the U.S.S.R.

Then there are various Catholic papers, some of them with syndicalist leanings. And finally there are the Left-wing Socialist papers, which do criticise as boldly as they are able and are sometimes in trouble with the censorship. Much the most interesting and courageous daily papers now running in Paris are the group “Combat,” “Franc Tireur,” “France Soir,” with the weekly paper “Libertés.”

“Combat,” with a circulation of 180,000, is definitely one of the leading Paris papers. And though it does not belong to this group, mention should also be made of Léon Blum’s paper “Le Populaire,” one of the few papers that have survived from pre-war days. Blum,1 immured in some German concentration camp, is still named on its front page as editor-in chief. “Le Populaire,” like the “Combat” group, is relatively outspoken and not afraid to discuss delicate subjects such as Franco-American relations.

It is hard to be sure about the future development of the Paris Press. When the paper shortage ends and freedom of speech becomes easier, several of the tiny sheets now existing are capable of developing into newspapers of the very first rank. But the same conditions might favour the reappearance of heavily capitalised commerical papers of the old type, with which the amateurs who learned their journalism in the cellars of the resistance might not be able to compete.

Rumours are already floating round that one or two of the more recently arrived papers are being financed by foreign Governments, or that some of the discredited papers of pre-war days are going to be revived under new names.

But the experience of the occupation has produced in large numbers a new type of journalist—very young, idealistic and yet hardened by illegality, and completely non-commercial in outlook—and these men are bound to make their influence felt in the post-war Press.

The public, also, has been educated by suffering, and French opinion as a whole has moved decisively to the Left. If any freedom of the Press survives it is difficult to believe that the French people will again tolerate newspapers so stupid, scurrilous, and dishonest as the bulk of those they possessed before 1940.




2628. To Roger Senhouse

28 February 1945 Typewritten

Hotel Scribe1

Rue Scribe

Paris 9e

Dear Roger,

When I sent you that list for review copies etc. of ANIMAL FARM, I forgot to say, would you send a copy to Edmund Wilson at the New Yorker. I dare say he would give it a mention and on a long-term view that might be helpful.

Also, have you got a copy of HOMAGE TO CATALONIA left? If so, could you send it to me at the above address? I want a copy to give to André Malraux when I can contact him.2

I hope all goes well and that Fred is getting better. This town is horribly depressing compared with what it used to be.3

Yours

George




2629. ‘Poetry and the Microphone’

Written Summer 1943?; The New Saxon Pamphlet, No. 3, March 1945


It is probable that this essay was written a year and a half to two years before it was published. It is not listed in Orwell’s Payments Book, July 1943 to December 1945. The opening words, ‘About a year ago,’ refer to the ‘Voice’ broadcasts which Orwell organised and which were concluded in December 1942, which indicates that he was writing no later than December 1943. Later in the essay (paragraph nine), he writes, ‘yet after three years of war,’ which suggests autumn 1942 to summer 1943—thus the probability that the essay was written in the summer of 1943. Orwell may have intended it for Horizon (which published three reviews but no essays of his between February 1942 and October 1944), but it was not accepted—hence it does not appear in his Payments Book for this period.

The New Saxon Pamphlets, Nos. 1–3 and The New Saxon Review, Nos. 4 and 5, March 1944–47, were edited by John Atkins (1916–), literary editor of Tribune before Orwell. He read Treece’s poems in the latter’s absence in ‘Voice,’ 1, broadcast 11 August 1942; see 1373. Atkins’s introductory note to this Pamphlet refers to Troisième Front et Pièces Detachées by E. L. T. Mesens with ‘English translations by Roland Penrose and the author opposite,’ that is, Orwell, whose article begins on the opposite page. However, Orwell had no part in that book; the second translator was Mesens himself.



About a year ago I and a number of others were engaged in broadcasting literary programmes to India, and among other things we broadcast a good deal of verse by contemporary and near-contemporary English writers—for example, Eliot, Herbert Read, Auden, Spender, Dylan Thomas, Henry Treece, Alex Comfort, Robert Bridges, Edmund Blunden, D. H. Lawrence. Whenever it was possible we had poems broadcast by the people who wrote them. Just why these particular programmes (a small and remote outflanking movement in the radio war) were instituted there is no need to explain here, but I should add that the fact we were broadcasting to an Indian audience dictated our technique to some extent. The essential point was that our literary broadcasts were aimed at the Indian university students, a small and hostile audience, unapproachable by anything that could be described as British propaganda. It was known in advance that we could not hope for more than a few thousand listeners at the most, and this gave us an excuse to be more “highbrow” than is generally possible on the air.

If you are broadcasting poetry to people who know your language but don’t share your cultural background, a certain amount of comment and explanation is unavoidable, and the formula we usually followed was to broadcast what purported to be a monthly literary magazine. The editorial staff were supposedly sitting in their office, discussing what to put into the next number. Somebody suggested one poem, someone else suggested another, there was a short discussion and then came the poem itself, read in a different voice, preferably the author’s own. This poem naturally called up another, and so the programme continued, usually with at least half a minute of discussion between any two items. For a half-hour programme, six voices seemed to be the best number. A programme of this sort was necessarily somewhat shapeless, but it could be given a certain appearance of unity by making it revolve round a single central theme. For example, one number of our imaginary magazine was devoted to the subject of war. It included two poems by Edmund Blunden, Auden’s September, 1941,° extracts from a long poem by G. S. Fraser (A Letter to Anne Ridler), Byron’s Isles of Greece and an extract from T. E. Lawrence’s Revolt in the Desert. These half-dozen items, with the arguments that preceded and followed them, covered reasonably well the possible attitudes towards war. The poems and the prose extract took about twenty minutes to broadcast, the arguments about eight minutes.

This formula may seem slightly ridiculous and also rather patronising, but its advantage is that the element of mere instruction, the textbook motif, which is quite unavoidable if one is going to broadcast serious and sometimes “difficult” verse, becomes a lot less forbidding when it appears as an informal discussion. The various speakers can ostensibly say to one another what they are in reality saying to the audience. Also, by such an approach you at least give a poem a context, which is just what poetry lacks from the average man’s point of view. But of course there are other methods. One which we frequently used was to set a poem in music. It is announced that in a few minutes’ time such and such a poem will be broadcast; then the music plays for perhaps a minute, then fades out into the poem, which follows without any title or announcement, then the music is faded [in] again and plays up for another minute or two—the whole thing taking perhaps five minutes. It is necessary to choose appropriate music, but needless to say, the real purpose of the music is to insulate the poem from the rest of the programme. By this method you can have, say, a Shakespeare sonnet within three minutes of a news bulletin without, at any rate to my ear, any gross incongruity.

These programmes that I have been speaking of were of no great value in themselves, but I have mentioned them because of the ideas they aroused in myself and some others about the possibilities of the radio as a means of popularising poetry. I was early struck by the fact that the broadcasting of a poem by the person who wrote it does not merely produce an effect upon the audience, if any, but also on the poet himself. One must remember that extremely little in the way of broadcasting poetry has been done in England, and that many people who write verse have never even considered the idea of reading it aloud. By being set down at a microphone, especially if this happens at all regularly, the poet is brought into a new relationship with his work, not otherwise attainable in our time and country. It is a commonplace that in modern times—the last two hundred years, say—poetry has come to have less and less connection either with music or with the spoken word. It needs print in order to exist at all, and it is no more expected that a poet, as such, will know how to sing or even to declaim than it is expected that an architect will know how to plaster a ceiling. Lyrical and rhetorical poetry have almost ceased to be written, and a hostility towards poetry on the part of the common man has come to be taken for granted in any country where everyone can read. And where such a breach exists it is always inclined to widen, because the concept of poetry as primarily something printed, and something intelligible only to a minority, encourages obscurity and “cleverness.” How many people do not feel quasi-instinctively that there must be something wrong with any poem whose meaning can be taken in at a single glance? It seems unlikely that these tendencies will be checked unless it again becomes normal to read verse aloud, and it is difficult to see how this can be brought about except by using the radio as a medium. But the special advantage of the radio, its power to select the right audience, and to do away with stage-fright and embarrassment, ought here to be noticed.

In broadcasting your audience is conjectural, but it is an audience of one. Millions may be listening, but each is listening alone, or as a member of a small group, and each has (or ought to have) the feeling that you are speaking to him individually. More than this it is reasonable to assume that your audience is sympathetic, or at least interested, for anyone who is bored can promptly switch you off by turning a knob. But though presumably sympathetic, the audience has no power over you. It is just here that a broadcast differs from a speech or a lecture. On the platform, as anyone used to public speaking knows, it is almost impossible not to take your tone from the audience. It is always obvious within a few minutes what they will respond to and what they will not, and in practice you are almost compelled to speak for the benefit of what you estimate as the stupidest person present, and also to ingratiate yourself by means of the balleyhoo known as “personality.” If you don’t do so, the result is always an atmosphere of frigid embarrassment. That grisly thing, a “poetry reading,” is what it is because there will always be some among the audience who are bored or all-but frankly hostile and who can’t remove themselves by the simple act of turning a knob. And it is at bottom the same difficulty—the fact that a theatre audience is not a selected one—that makes it impossible to get a decent performance of Shakespeare in England. On the air these conditions do not exist. The poet feels that he is addressing people to whom poetry means something, and it is a fact that poets who are used to broadcasting can read into the microphone with a virtuosity they would not equal if they had a visible audience in front of them. The element of make-believe that enters here does not greatly matter. The point is that in the only way now possible the poet has been brought into a situation in which reading verse aloud seems a natural unembarrassing thing, a normal exchange between man and man: also he has been led to think of his work as sound rather than as a pattern on paper. By that much the reconciliation between poetry and the common man is nearer. It already exists at the poet’s end of the aether-waves, whatever may be happening at the other end.

However, what is happening at the other end cannot be disregarded. It will be seen that I have been speaking as though the whole subject of poetry were embarrassing, almost indecent, as though popularising poetry were essentially a strategic manoeuvre, like getting a dose of medicine down a child’s throat or establishing tolerance for a persecuted sect. But unfortunately that or something like it is the case. There can be no doubt that in our civilization poetry is by far the most discredited of the arts, the ony art, indeed, in which the average man refuses to discern any value. Arnold Bennett was hardly exaggerating when he said that in the English-speaking countries the word “poetry” would disperse a crowd quicker than a fire hose. And as I have pointed out, a breach of this kind tends to widen simply because of its existence, the common man becoming more and more anti-poetry, the poet more and more arrogant and unintelligible, until the divorce between poetry and popular culture is accepted as a sort of law of nature, although in fact it belongs only to our own time and to a comparatively small area of the earth. We live in an age in which the average human being in the highly-civilized countries is aesthetically inferior to the lowest savage. This state of affairs is generally looked upon as being incurable by any conscious act, and on the other hand is expected to right itself of its own accord as soon as society takes a comelier shape. With slight variations the Marxist, the anarchist and the religious believer will all tell you this, and in broad terms it is undoubtedly true. The ugliness amid which we live has spiritual and economic causes and is not to be explained by the mere going-astray of tradition at some point or other. But it does not follow that no improvement is possible within our present framework, nor that an aesthetic improvement is not a necessary part of the general redemption of society. It is worth stopping to wonder, therefore, whether it would not be possible even now to rescue poetry from its special position as the most-hated of the arts and win for it at least the same degree of toleration as exists for music. But one has to start by asking, in what way and to what extent is poetry unpopular?

On the face of it, the unpopularity of poetry is as complete as it could be. But on second thoughts, this has to be qualified in a rather peculiar way. To begin with, there is still an appreciable amount of folk poetry (nursery rhymes, etc.) which is universally known and quoted and forms part of the background of everyone’s mind. There is also a handful of ancient songs and ballads which have never gone out of favour. In addition there is the popularity, or at least the toleration, of “good bad” poetry, generally of a patriotic or sentimental kind. This might seem beside the point if it were not that “good bad” poetry has all the characteristics which, ostensibly, make the average man dislike true poetry. It is in verse, it rhymes, it deals in lofty sentiments and unusual language—all this to a very marked degree, for it is almost axiomatic that bad poetry is more “poetical” than good poetry. Yet if not actively liked it is at least tolerated. For example, just before writing this I have been listening to a couple of B.B.C. comedians doing their usual turn before the 9 o’clock news. In the last three minutes one of the two comedians suddenly announces that he “wants to be serious for a moment” and proceeds to recite a piece of patriotic balderdash entitled A Fine Old English Gentleman, in praise of His Majesty the King. Now, what is the reaction of the audience to the sudden lapse into the worst sort of rhyming heroics? It cannot be very violently negative, or there would be a sufficient volume of indignant letters to stop the B.B.C. doing this kind of thing. One must conclude that though the big public is hostile to poetry, it is not strongly hostile to verse. After all, if rhyme and metre were disliked for their own sakes, neither songs nor dirty limericks could be popular. Poetry is disliked because it is associated with untelligibility, intellectual pretentiousness and a general feeling of Sunday-on-a-weekday. Its name creates in advance the same sort of bad impression as the word “God,” or a parson’s dog-collar. To a certain extent, popularising poetry is a question of breaking down an acquired inhibition. It is a question of getting people to listen instead of uttering a mechanical raspberry. If true poetry could be introduced to the big public in such a way as to make it seem normal, as that piece of rubbish I have just listened to presumably seemed normal, then part of the prejudice against it might be overcome.

It is difficult to believe that poetry can ever be popularised again without some deliberate effort at the education of public taste, involving strategy and perhaps even subterfuge. T. S. Eliot once suggested that poetry, particularly dramatic poetry, might be brought back into the consciousness of ordinary people through the medium of the music hall; he might have added the pantomine, whose vast possibilities do not seem ever to have been completely explored. Sweeny Agonistes was perhaps written with some such idea in mind, and it would in fact be conceivable as a music-hall turn, or at least as a scene in a revue. I have suggested the radio as a more hopeful medium, and I have pointed out its technical advantages, particularly from the point of view of the poet. The reason why such a suggestion sounds hopeless at first hearing is that few people are able to imagine the radio being used for the dissemination of anything except tripe. People listen to the stuff that does actually dribble from the loudspeakers of the world, and conclude that it is for that and nothing else that the wireless exists. Indeed the very word “wireless” calls up a picture either of roaring dictators or of genteel throaty voices announcing that three of our aircraft have failed to return. Poetry on the air sounds like the Muses in striped trousers. Nevertheless one ought not to confuse the capabilities of an instrument with the use it is actually put to. Broadcasting is what it is, not because there is something inherently vulgar, silly and dishonest about the whole apparatus of microphone and transmitter, but because all the broadcasting that now happens all over the world is under the control of governments or great monopoly companies which are actively interested in maintaining the status quo and therefore in preventing the common man from becoming too intelligent. Something of the same kind has happened to the cinema, which, like the radio, made its appearance during the monopoly stage of capitalism and is fantastically expensive to operate. In all the arts the tendency is similar. More and more the channels of production are under the control of bureaucrats, whose aim is to destroy the artist or at least to castrate him. This would be a bleak outlook if it were not that the totalitarianisation which is now going on, and must undoubtedly continue to go on, in every country of the world, is mitigated by another process which it was not easy to foresee even as short a time as five years ago.

This is, that the huge bureaucratic machines of which we are all part are beginning to work creakily because of their mere size and their constant growth. The tendency of the modern state is to wipe out the freedom of the intellect, and yet at the same time every state, especially under the pressure of war, finds itself more and more in need of an intelligentsia to do its publicity for it. The modern state needs, for example, pamphlet-writers, poster artists, illustrators, broadcasters, lecturers, film producers, actors, song-composers, even painters and sculptors, not to mention psychologists, sociologists, biochemists, mathematicians and what-not. The British government started the present war with the more or less openly declared intention of keeping the literary intelligentsia out of it; yet after three years of war almost every writer, however undesirable his political history or opinions, has been sucked into the various Ministries or the B.B.C., and even those who enter the armed forces tend to find themselves after a while in Public Relations or some other essentially literary job. The Government has absorbed these people, unwillingly enough, because it found itself unable to get on without them. The ideal, from the official point of view, would have been to put all publicity into the hands of “safe” people like A. P. Herbert or Ian Hay: but since not enough of these were available, the existing intelligentsia had to be utilised, and the tone and even to some extent the content of official propaganda have been modified accordingly. No one acquainted with the Government pamphlets, A.B.C.A. lectures,1 documentary films and broadcasts to occupied countries which have been issued during the past two years imagines that our rulers would sponsor this kind of thing if they could help it. Only, the bigger the machine of government becomes, the more loose ends and forgotten corners there are in it. This is perhaps a small consolation, but it is not a despicable one. It means that in countries where there is already a strong liberal tradition, bureaucratic tyranny can perhaps never be complete. The striped-trousered ones will rule, but so long as they are forced to maintain an intelligentsia, the intelligentsia will have a certain amount of autonomy. If the Government needs, for example, documentary films, it must employ people specially interested in the technique of the film, and it must allow them the necessary minimum of freedom; consequently, films that are all wrong from the bureaucratic point of view will always have a tendency to appear. So also with painting, photography, script-writing, reportage, lecturing and all the other arts and half-arts of which a complex modern state has need.

The application of this to the radio is obvious. At present the loudspeaker is the enemy of the creative writer, but this may not necessarily remain true when the volume and scope of broadcasting increase. As things are, although the B.B.C. does keep up a feeble show of interest in contemporary literature, it is harder to capture five minutes on the air in which to broadcast a poem than twelve hours in which to disseminate lying propaganda, tinned music, stale jokes, faked “discussions” or what-have-you. But that state of affairs may alter in the way I have indicated, and when that time comes serious experiment in the broadcasting of verse, with complete disregard for the various hostile influences which prevent any such thing at present, would become possible. I don’t claim it as certain that such an experiment would have very great results. The radio was bureaucratised so early in its career that the relationship between broadcasting and literature has never been thought out. It is not certain that the microphone is the instrument by which poetry could be brought back to the common people and it is not even certain that poetry would gain by being more of a spoken and less of a written thing. But I do urge that these possibilities exist, and that those who care for literature might turn their minds more often to this much-despised medium, whose powers for good have perhaps been obscured by the voices of Professor Joad and Doctor Goebbels.




2630. Eileen Blair to Leonard Moore

2 March 1945 Typewritten

Greystone,

Carlton,

Near Stockton-on-Tees,

Co. Durham.1

Dear Mr. Moore,

Thank you very much for your letter and various press cuttings. I am sorry to have been so dilatory but I had to go to London to complete the adoption of the son that Eric may have told you about and was held up there by illness while my mail waited for me here.

I am afraid I can’t sign the letter on his behalf. If I had been in London while he was getting ready to go I should probably have a power of attorney as before, but as it is I have only the most informal authority. So I have sent the letter on to him and I suppose it will be back in about three weeks. I have had one letter and that took eleven days. I have also written to Warburg about the letter—I know Eric spoke to Frederick° Warburg about it and I imagine there will be no trouble about it, though I quite see that from your point of view these loose ends are very unsatisfactory.

I have no real news from Eric. He wrote the day after arriving in Paris and had seen little except his hotel which seems to be full of war correspondents and quite comfortable—with central heating on. I expect the next letter will be more informative, though it will mostly concern this son we have adopted in whom Eric is passionately interested. The baby is now nine months old and according to his new father very highly gifted—“a very thoughtful little boy” as well as very beautiful. He really is a very nice baby. You must see him sometime. His name is Richard Horatio.

Yours sincerely,

Eileen Blair




2631. Occupation’s Effect on French Outlook: Different Political Thinking

The Observer, 4 March 1945

Paris, March 3

The visit of M. Bidault, French Foreign Minister, to London continues to be keenly discussed, and beneath the warm expressions of Franco-British friendship one can discern in part of the Press a faint uneasiness about the probable Brittsh attitude on the subject of the Rhine frontier.

Nevertheless, so far as one can gather from random conversations, the French are still somewhat in the dark about certain aspects of public opinion in Britain. The two peoples have had a totally different political development over five years, and their future relationship will probably be happier if the points of disagreement are brought into the open as early as possible.

One of the first things that strike a newcomer is that almost any Frenchman has a far tougher attitude towards Germany than almost any Englishman. I have been impressed by this in private conversations even more than in reading the newspapers, and it applies not merely to Communists and 100 per cent. Gaullists, but to Socialists and members of the Left-wing Resistance groups.

There are, of course, individual variations, but there seems hardly to be such a thing as a Frenchman who does not assume that dismemberment of Germany, the dismantling of German war industries, heavy reparations, forced labour and military occupation over a long period are the minimum needs for French security.

The real situation in France would be hard to assess even if internal communications were better. Some of the main forces are not operating on the surface. Irreconcilable enemies are observing a temporary truce, the Press is timid, and great numbers of people are made apathetic by privation.

But so far as the articulate minorities go, the effect of the occupation seems to have been a harshening of political thought and the disappearance of various trends once looked upon as progressive. Pacifism, for instance, seems to have disappeared completely. Not only did some of the leading Pacifists discredit themselves by collaborating, but the desire to see France reappear as soon as possible as a great military power, with a large mechanised army, seems universal.

The ultra Left sects, which were not absolutely negligible in pre-war France, seem also to have vanished. Some groups of Trotskyists do manage to exist and publish an illegal paper, but they evidently have little influence. The nexus of ideas, Army-Fatherland-Glory, seems to have re-established itself to an extent that is surprising when one remembers that it is only a decade or so since French Left-Wingers thought it proper to denounce the Versailles Treaty as an iniquity and to cover such figures as Foch and Clemenceau with abuse.

Anti-imperialist propaganda has faded out of the picture. De Gaulle’s statement that Indo-China, once liberated, would be integrated more closely into the French Empire, without interference from outside powers, was received without comment.

Another phenomenon, not strictly political but symptomatic of the change in the mental climate, is the widespread anxiety about the state of the French birth-rate. Left-Wing newspapers and reviews carry articles discussing the best way to encourage maternity and deploring the practice of deliberate limitation of families—an attitude which is well justified but which would have been considered reactionary only a few years ago.

Since, in the long run, the enforcement of policy depends on the common people, the present divergence of French and British political thought has its dangers. In a way, France is politically to the Left of Britain. The ruling class is largely discredited, and, on the other hand, there is comparatively little overt opposition to such projects as the nationalisation of major industries.

But the internationalist and humanitarian ideas once thought inseparable from Socialism have receded, and respect for democracy has probably been weakened. This has not happened to the same extent in England, and the fact ought to be made clear to the French people. In particular, it ought to be made clear that the British public is very unlikely for any length of time to support a peace settlement that appears vindictive, and certainly will not support any policy that entails a permanent army of occupation.

On the other hand, we ourselves ought to make a better effort to understand the French point of view.

No matter to whom you talk in this country, you are soon brought up against the same fact—that Britain has not known what it is like to be occupied.

It is impossible to discuss the “purge,” for instance, without being reminded of this.

The people who would like to see the “purge” in full swing—and some of them say freely that they believe several thousand executions to be necessary—are not reactionaries and not necessarily Communists: they may be thoughtful, sensitive people whose antecedents are Liberal, Socialist, or non-political.1

Your objections always get much the same answer: “It’s different for you in England. You can do things peacefully because there is no real division within the nation. Here we have to deal with actual traitors. It’s not safe to let them remain alive.” So also with the attitude towards Germany. A highly intelligent Frenchman, brushing aside my suggestion that a Democratic Germany might arise when Hitler is gone, said to me:

“It’s not a question of wanting revenge. It’s merely that after having had them here for four years, I have great difficulty in believing that the Germans are the same kind of people as ourselves.”

Some observers think that the present rather Chauvinist cast of French thought is a superficial symptom, and that quite other tendencies will show themselves when the war is safely won.

Meanwhile, whatever divergencies there may be either in high policy or in public opinion, there appears to be no anti-British feeling in France.

If one may judge by Paris, France has never been more Anglophile, and one is paid quite embarrassing compliments on the subject of Britain’s lonely struggle in 1940 and on the “très correct” bearing of the comparatively few British soldiers who are to be seen in the streets.




2632. The Political Aims of the French Resistance

Manchester Evening News, 7 March 1945


This article is illustrated by a cartoon showing General de Gaulle contemplating a ‘Welcome’ mat outside a doorway marked ‘France.’ This leads to a conference room labelled ‘San Francisco,’ the meeting place where forty-six nations conferred on 25 April to plan the United Nations. De Gaulle, on stilts, is too tall to make his entrance. The caption reads: ‘A Question of Altitude.’ In the event, when the World Security Charter was signed on 26 June, France was elected a permanent member of the Security Council.



Sharp personal criticism of General de Gaulle is impossible in France at this moment, but the French Left is becoming more and more disappointed with his internal policies.

Competent observers consider that there are now five real political forces in France.

First, there are the Conservatives ranging from old-style Nationalists to outright supporters of Pétain.

Secondly, there is the large, well-organised Communist party.

Thirdly, there is General de Gaulle, who is sufficiently powerful and popular to be considered a political force in himself.

Fourthly, there are the old “moderate” parties, including the Socialist party, which are now rapidly reviving and which represent all the middling people who are neither revolutionaries nor Vichyites.

Finally there are the resistance groups, which include in them most of the elements that could be called revolutionary but reject the aims and methods of the Communists.

The aims of the Resistance Movement boil down to democratic Socialism. Their immediate demands are far-reaching measures of nationalisation, and (what is closely bound up with the former) a ruthless purge of collaborators. The Communists are also anxious to continue the purge, and more intermittently have campaigned for nationalisation, but they stand for a regimented and hierarchical form of Socialism which great numbers of Frenchmen are unable to accept.

The great fear of the resistance groups, which they express as openly as they are able, is that the economic and social reforms which were expected to follow the liberation will fail to materialise and that the big trusts and the “Two Hundred Families” will be able to re-establish their power.

At this moment that is the direction in which events are actually moving. The demand for harsher measures against war criminals is not simply a demand for vengeance.

By and large the people who collaborated with the Germans are the people who control the economic life of France and whose power will have to be broken if France becomes a Socialist country.

It is widely felt that the punishment of a few really prominent collaborators (so far, with very few exceptions, the purge has only struck at secondary figures such as journalists and minor officials) would be a sign that radical changes in the social structure are intended.

On the other hand the continued immunity of known war criminals, and the rather vague references that General de Gaulle has made to Government control of industry, are taken as heralding some kind of State capitalism in which the big trusts would still be in control.

Almost all people of “Left” views in France are united in wanting an intensification of the purge.

From our side of the Channel this attitude may appear somewhat distasteful, but one has to remember not only the bitterness resulting from the occupation but the fact that a real political division, amounting almost to latent civil war, has existed in France for decades past.

In the moment of crisis there was open, conscious treachery on a scale that would have been impossible in a well-united country like Britain, and it is probably true that France’s future cannot be safeguarded unless some thousands of people are killed or driven into exile, or in some way rendered harmless.

The veiled struggle that is going on between the forces of the Left and of the Right was already happening during the occupation.

The resistance groups not only had to battle against Vichy, but found themselves to some extent in opposition to the Free French authorities in London, and later Algiers, who viewed them with suspicion and were unwilling to supply them with arms in very large quantities. But the struggle was also developing between the Communists and the rest of the resistance groups, who could collaborate in fighting the Germans but whose ultimate aims were irreconcilable.

The basic difference was on the question of political democracy and the preservation of freedom of speech. This showed itself even in the structure of the various underground military formations, and it now shows itself in endless controversies in the Press.

The writers in the Resistance Press always attack the Communists from the angle of democratic Socialism. The minor Marxist sects, which are lumped together under the name of “Trotskyism,” seem almost to have disappeared for the time being.

It is not yet certain whether the resistance groups will harden into a regular political party; but at any rate they constitute a well-defined political tendency, extremist and yet democratic, and containing some of the more gifted and idealistic people in France.

France’s political future is still very uncertain. The reviving forces of Conservatism and de Gaulle’s powerful personality may stave off any real revolution, or on the other hand the Communists may come to power, legally or otherwise.

Recent statements by the Communist leaders, however, have made it clear that they themselves realise that they could not remain in power without the support of other Left parties. In such circumstances the resistance groups might play an important part, and their steady insistence, after all the bloodshed and illegality of the last five years, on democracy and freedom of speech is an encouraging symptom.




2633. Clerical Party May Re-emerge in France: Educational Controversy

The Observer, 11 March 1945

Paris, March 10

During this week Paris has been discussing a yellow poster which appeared all over the city last Tuesday and which bore a title roughly translatable as “Secularism versus National Unity.”

It was unsigned but obviously emanated from the Catholic Press, and it called for a public demonstration against anti-Clerical intolerance.

The reference was clearly to some remarks made by a Communist speaker in the Assembly on the question of State subsidies to Catholic Schools. The amount of private comment, as well as some guarded but acrimonious remarks in the Press, shows how important the issue is felt to be.

So far as it refers to education, the controversy between Clericals and anti-Clericals is very similar to the one that recently occurred in Britain. Under the Third Republic, education was secularised. Religious instruction in the State schools was voluntary, and though “private” schools (meaning, in the great majority of cases, Catholic schools) were allowed to exist, they received no aid from the State.

The Pétain Government introduced compulsory religious instruction and subsidised the private schools to the extent of 500,000,000 francs a year.1 It now appears, or at least it is generally believed, that the Provisional Government intends to continue with this arrangement. There has been no official statement to this effect, but at any rate the Communist speaker in the Assembly who referred to the continuance of the subsidy was not contradicted.

The Catholics put forward the same argument as their co-religionists in Britain, i.e., that they pay taxes which help to support the State schools, and consequently that State aid for Catholic schools is an elementary act of justice. However, the issue is not merely educational. The Catholics now have a large and fairly vigorous Press, both daily and weekly, and some observers expect the re-emergence in the near future of Clericalism as a political force.

The special importance of this at the present moment is that women have now been given the vote. The Church has far more women than men among its followers, and the appearance of any party which could be identified as the Church Party would be a serious development from the Left-Wing point of view.

Sectarian intolerance has always been fiercer in France than in Britain, even when no obvious political issue was involved. One reason, clearly, is that in France the Reformation failed. Not only did Protestantism cease long ago to be a political force, but there never developed the innumerable gradations of belief which exist in Britain, and which make for tolerance and allow the established Church to survive. In France one had to be Catholic or nothing, and though at this moment bishops, generals, Communists, and Socialists are uneasily collaborating, no one imagines that there is real friendliness between them.

For long past great numbers of people in France have been wholly outside the orbit of the Church—many people prefer to be buried without any religious rite. For instance, some of the legislation of the Third Republic was provocatively anti-clerical. In the Left Wing political parties religious disbelief was almost obligatory, and such figures as, for instance, the late Archbishop of Canterbury or the late George Lansbury2 would have been hard to fit into the French political scene.

The occupation temporarily blurred the picture, because the distinction between resisters and collaborators was partly a distinction of character and cut across political divisions. It was true that the Pétain regime drew much of its support from the Church, and some of the hierarchy made themselves apologists of the Germans, but it could not be said that a Catholic as such was a collaborator or a pro-Fascist.

Individual Catholics everywhere took part in the Resistance Movement, and De Gaulle, the living symbol of France’s will to fight, was himself a Catholic. Nor did the Catholic Press, in the early days of the liberation, strike out any independent line of its own. Now however, it begins to appear as though the old battle between clericals and anti-clericals may reopen.

It was possibly significant that the first protest against the continuation of the subsidy came from a Communist member of the Assembly.

Although it has never succeeded in overcoming the suspicions of the Church, the Communist Party has for the greater part of the last decade been the least anti-Clerical of the Left Wing parties. When the danger presented by Nazi Germany became obvious, the Communists saw that they must come to terms with the Catholics if possible, and they tried hard to do so.

It was in 1936 that Maurice Thorez3 coined the phrase “We hold out our hand to our Catholic comrades,” and the same phrase is repeated—this time with a slightly menacing air—in Communist newspapers of the current week. During much of the intervening time the hand has remained held out, but the expected handshake has never quite happened.

Other topics much discussed in recent weeks have been the attempt of the deputies who voted for Pétain to get themselves reinstated; the campaign of the Parti Social Français (La Rocque’s4 semi-Fascist party) for recognition as a legal party; the appearance of several new newspapers of noticeably Conservative tendency; and various scandals, which do not always get into print, connected with the purge.

These usually tell of the appointment of some notorious collaborator to some important post. From such odds and ends one has to make up one’s picture, but all seem to point in the same direction: that is, to the wearing off of the unreal unity of the liberation period and the re-emergence of several of the political forces which dominated France before the war.




2634. To Mrs. Sally McEwan

12 March 1945 Typewritten

Room 329

Hotel Scribe

Rue Scribe

Paris 9e

Dear Sally,1

I hope you are getting on O.K. I won’t say without me but in my absence. I haven’t had a copy of Tribune yet, thanks to the condition of the posts I suppose. I expect you also got via the Observer some frantic S.O.Ss for tobacco, but at the moment the situation isn’t so bad because I got a friend who was coming across to bring me some. None has arrived by post, needless to say. Our Paris opposite number, Libertés, with whom I want Tribune to arrange a regular exchange, are never able to get the paper commercially but see copies at the Bibliotheque Nationale and frequently translate extracts. I went to a semi-public meeting of their readers and also to the paper’s weekly meeting which was very like Tribune’s Friday meeting but on a higher intellectual level I thought. I don’t know whether Louis Levy2 came and saw Bevan and Strauss about his idea of a continental edition of T., but if that can’t be arranged it would certainly be a good idea if they could manage to send a few copies over here weekly, even say 50. A lot of British and American papers are sold regularly here, and there is a considerable public which would be glad to get hold of T.

I am trying to arrange to go to Cologne for a few days, or, if not Cologne, at any rate some where in occupied territory. After that I fancy I shall go to Toulouse and Lyons, then return to Paris and come back to England towards the end of April. By the time the posts seem to take, I don’t think it would be worth forwarding any letters after about the 10th of April. Otherwise they are liable to arrive here after I have left and then will probably be lost for good. But it’s all right forwarding letters while I am out of Paris because I should come back here to pick up my stuff in any case. I wonder whether you could be kind enough to do one thing for me. I only rather hurriedly saw, before leaving, Stefan Schimanski3 who had had a war diary of mine from which he thought he might like to use extracts in some book or other. I wonder if you could ring him up (I think he is at Lindsay Drummonds°) and impress upon him that if he does want to use such extracts, he must in no case do so without my seeing them beforehand.

I dare say you heard that the court case went off all right and little Richard is now legally mine. I hear that he has 5 teeth and is beginning to move about a bit. I saw the other day a knitted suit in a shop that I thought would be nice for him, so I went in and asked the price and it was Frs. 2500, ie. about £12–10.4 That is what prices are like here. If you take two people out to lunch it costs at least Frs 1000 for the three. However it isn’t me that is paying. I am glad I managed to bring a lot of soap and coffee across with me because you can produce a terrific effect by distributing small quantities of either, also English cigarettes. Luckily it isn’t at all cold. I’ve taken to wearing a beret, you’ll be glad to hear. Please give everyone my love and impress on them again not to expect any silk stockings because there just aren’t such things here. The Americans bought them all up long ago.

Yours

George

P.S. Before being able to send this off, ie. before getting hold of some envelopes which aren’t too plentiful here, I got your letter of March 6th and 2 Tribunes, 2nd and 9th March. It was nice to see Tribune again, and it seems so fat and heavy compared with French papers.




2635. To Roger Senhouse

17 March 1945 Typewritten

Room 329

Hotel Scribe

Rue Scribe

Paris 9e

Dear Roger,

Thanks so much for your letter, and for sending the copy of “Homage to Catalonia.” I didn’t after all give it to André Malraux, who is not in Paris, but to, of all people, Jose Rovira, who was the commander of my division in Spain and whom I met at a friend’s house here.

I don’t know whether “Animal Farm” has definitely gone to press. If it has not actually been printed yet, there is one further alteration of one word that I would like to make. In Chapter VIII (I think it is VIII), when the windmill is blown up, I wrote “all the animals including Napoleon flung themselves on their faces.” I would like to alter it to “all the animals except Napoleon.” If the book has been printed it’s not worth bothering about, but I just thought the alteration would be fair to J.S., as he did stay in Moscow during the German advance.1

I hope Fred will have a good long rest. I know how long it takes to get one’s strength back. I am trying to arrange to go to Cologne for a few days, but there keep being delays. I shall be back in England at the end of April.

Yours

George




2636. De Gaulle Intends to Keep Indo-China: But French Apathetic on Empire

The Observer, 18 March 1945

Paris, March 17

General de Gaulle’s recent broadcast on the fighting in Indo-China aroused much discussion, and the newspapers printed it in full with big headlines, though in many cases without commenting on it.

His earlier statement on Indo-China a few weeks ago had passed almost unnoticed, but the present crisis has set many people talking anew about the half-forgotten problem of the French colonies.

The broadcast included a warm tribute to the courageous fight put up by the French and Indo-Chinese troops, and also included the usual implied criticism of Britain and America, but its main object was evidently to emphasise the importance of France’s part in the Pacific end of the war. De Gaulle is too good a soldier not to realise, better than the majority of his countrymen, that the position of France’s remoter colonies will be precarious, even after Japan is defeated, and doubtless it seems to him good policy to stake out as large a claim as possible in the forthcoming Pacific victory.

Some of what he said was exaggerated and misleading, and he has been able to make similar statements before, precisely because the average Frenchman is only intermittently interested in imperial policy.

This has been especially true since the liberation. Except when something violent happens, the French overseas territories hardly find their way into the French Press. It is only by dipping into quite obscure periodicals that one can learn, for instance, that in Algeria and Morocco the Vichy apparatus is still largely functioning and the local Socialist and Communist Press is fighting for its life against heavily subsidised newspapers of reactionary tendency.

But, even when home affairs were less pressing, the word “Empire” has never aroused the same powerful emotions, for or against, in France as it does in England.

In England the anti-Imperialist tradition of the Labour Party, inherited from the old Liberal Party, is no doubt partly hypocritical, but it exists, and to some extent it influences policy.

In France, even before the disaster of 1940, it was always noticeable that the Left-Wing parties had much less to say on this subject. No doubt this was partly because Frenchmen, as well as foreigners, tended to generalise too freely from the admirable lack of colour prejudice in France itself.

But one has also got to consider the psychological effects of the defeat, which have left so deep a mark on French political thought, even in extreme-Left circles.

It is curious that there is very little awareness here of the strategic dependence of the French Empire on other Powers. Large portions of it would be quite indefensible without American or British help, and Indo-China, in particular, is very unlikely to remain in French possession without the agreement of China as well.

Yet one does not see admissions of this kind made in print or in public speeches, though thoughtful Frenchmen may make them in private. It is apparently more painful to have to admit in France that Madagascar lies within the British orbit, than to admit in England that Jamaica lies in the American orbit.

The shock of the defeat naturally induced in almost everyone a desire to feel strong, and one can see the result in the unrealistic way in which strategic questions are often discussed.

One can see it again in the general tendency to attribute the defeat of 1940 primarily, though not wholly, to deliberate treachery. It is significant that Pétain is often referred to in the Press as Pétain-Bazaine, thus being linked with the other great scapegoat of French history.1

It would probably have made no difference to the outcome of the war of 1870 if the wretched Bazaine had held out in Metz for six weeks longer, but an identifiable traitor on whom to put the blame was no doubt helpful in the recovery of national pride. The recrudescence of the nationalistic outlook, product of defeat, is very marked in France at present, and the equivocal attitude even of Communists and Socialists towards imperialism is one symptom of it.

De Gaulle has not yet made any very comprehensive statement on imperial policy. From what he has said hitherto, his ideas seem to lie towards vigorous economic development, and the raising of the standard of living of the colonial populations, rather than towards an extension of self-government.

One newspaper, reporting Wednesday’s broadcast, stated hopefully that de Gaulle had promised “a new status” to Indo-China, but the text of the broadcast does not seem to bear this out. Indeed, if his various pronouncements on this subject mean anything, they mean that he intends to keep Indo-China inside the French Empire and on as nearly as possible the same footing as before.

His speech aroused great interest, but, as usual, received no genuine criticism in the Press. It is an index of the state of the French Press that not a single paper pointed out that this was a matter on which China might have something to say.

Indeed, when such topics do get any discussion, it is usually not in the daily Press but in little struggling weeklies, whose pages are all too often chequered by blank spaces bearing nothing but the dismal word, Censure.




2637. The French Believe We Have Had a Revolution

Manchester Evening News, 20 March 1945

So far as one can judge from casual conversations and from the Press, Britain’s reputation has never stood higher in France than it does now. The attitude of the average man is not only friendlier than General de Gaulle’s speeches would lead one to suppose but it is also far friendlier than one would infer from what might be called the mechanics of the situation.

For four years France was subjected to a barrage of anti-British propaganda, some of it extremely skilful, and at the same time Britain was driven by military necessity to bomb French cities, sink French ships, and commit other acts of war which the average man could hardly be blamed for resenting at the time when they happened. But on top of this, the invasion and the subsequent campaigns have seriously disrupted the economic life of the country. It is generally agreed that in the later period of the occupation France was better off in a physical sense than she is now, in spite of the huge-scale looting practised by the Germans.

The transport system has not yet recovered from the invasion, and the heaviest fighting took place in some of the best agricultural areas, upsetting first the hay harvest, then the grain harvest, and resulting in enormous losses of livestock. One gets some idea of what this means when one sees butter, almost unobtainable in any legal way, being black-marketed at something over £2 a pound. It is the same with many other foodstuffs, and thanks to the lack of locomotives the fuel situation in the big towns is catastrophic. Paris shivered through the winter of 1940, under the Germans, and shivered again through the winter of 1944, under the Anglo-Americans. Moreover it is realised that the food crisis has been accentuated in recent months by the diversion of Allied shipping to the Pacific.

Yet there seems to be remarkably little resentment. No doubt the forces that supported Vichy are still there, under the surface, but the only body of expressed opinion that could be possibly called anti-British is that of the Communists. The Communists are to some extent politically hostile to Britain because they see in Britain the likeliest leader of the “western bloc” which it is the object of Soviet policy to prevent. The ordinary man is pro-British both personally and politically, and if asked why, he gives two reasons, one rather trivial, the other more serious and possibly containing in it the seeds of future misunderstanding.

The first reason is that the British troops have on the whole been better ambassadors for their country than the Americans. The comparison is not really a fair one, because the British are here in comparatively small numbers. The bulk of the British forces are in Belgium, and the vast majority of the soldiers who throng the streets of Paris are Americans. Most of them have come from several months in the unbearable conditions of the front line, and they have a large accumulation of pay in their pockets and only a few hours in which to spend it. But the other reason for the present friendly attitude of the French towards Britain is a flattering but somewhat exaggerated estimate of British political achievement during the war.

Frenchmen are much impressed not only by the obstinacy with which Britain continued the struggle in 1940 but by the national unity she displayed. They say with truth that in the moment of crisis Britain had no fifth column and not even any great bitterness of feeling between classes. But to a surprising extent they are inclined to mistake the surface changes of war-time Britain for an actual social revolution, accomplished by common consent. The word “revolution” is used again and again in connection with Britain’s present-day development, both in conversation and in print.

Frenchmen who might be expected to take a more cynical view are to be heard saying that class privilege is no longer rampant in England, that large incomes have been taxed out of existence, and that private capitalism has in effect given way to a centralised economy. And they remark with admiration that all this has been achieved without bloodshed, almost without friction, in the middle of a struggle for existence.

To anyone who knows how little real structural change has taken place in Britain during the war, these eulogies are rather disconcerting. Curiously enough they are repeated by Frenchmen who have visited war-time Britain, and perhaps spent several years there. The mistake made, in many cases, seems to be to confuse patriotism with social enlightenment. Without a doubt the general behaviour in Britain during the war has been good. All classes have been willing to sacrifice either their lives or their comfort, rationing has been equitable and efficient, profiteering and black-marketing have never been a major problem, industrial production has soared in spite of every kind of difficulty, and women have flung themselves into the war effort to an unprecedented extent. Frenchmen compare these phenomena with the much more discouraging things that have happened in their own country, and are apt not to realise that the essential social structure of Britain has remained almost unchanged and may reassert itself when the danger has passed.

There are other current misconceptions—in particular, the failure of nearly all Frenchmen to grasp the British attitude towards Germany and the peace settlement. Few Frenchmen realise how unwilling the British people will be to maintain a permanent army of occupation in Germany, or to support any settlement that would make such an army necessary. Not many Frenchmen understand the extent to which Britain’s policy is conditioned by her close association with the U.S.A., and hardly any realise that Britain can never act internationally without considering the Dominions.

The present relations between France and Britain are good, but the possible sources of discord are many, and they could do with more illumination than they are getting at present.

France looks hopefully towards Britain as the land of true democracy, the country that has been able to recover from its past mistakes without civil disturbance, without dictatorship, and without infringing intellectual liberty. This picture is not altogether false, but it could be the cause of serious disappointment, and it would be well if more Frenchmen were able to distinguish between the real social changes that have taken place in Britain and the temporary expedients that have been forced upon a country fighting for its life.




2638. Eileen Blair to her husband

Wednesday 21 March 1945 Typed and handwritten

Greystone,1

Carlton,

Stockton-on-Tees.

Dearest your letter came this morning—the one written on the 7th after you got my first one. I was rather worried because there had been an interval of nearly a fortnight, but this one took 14 days whereas the last one came in 10 so probably that explains it. Or one may have gone astray.

I am typing in the garden. Isn’t that wonderful? I’ve only got a rug for myself and typewriter and the wind keeps blowing the paper down over the machine which is not so good for the typing but very good for me. The wind is quite cold but the sun is hot. Richard is sitting up in his pram talking to a doll. He has the top half of a pram suit on but he took off the rest some time ago and has nothing between himself and the sky below his nappies. I want him to get aired before the sun gets strong so that he’ll brown nicely. That’s my idea anyway. And he is enjoying the preliminaries anyway. I bought him a high chair—the only kind I could get. It sort of breaks in half and turns up its tail like a beetle if you want it to, and then you have a low chair attached to a little table, the whole on wheels. As a high chair it has no wheels and the usual tray effect in front of the chair. He loves it dearly and stretches out his hands to it—partly I’m afraid because what normally happens in the chair is eating. When it is being a low chair Laurence2 takes him for rides round the nursery and down the passage—indeed Laurence wheeled the whole contraption home from the station and I found it very useful myself on the way up as a luggage trolley. I came by night in the end so that George Kopp3 could see me off at King’s X which was very nice, but there were no porters at all at Thornaby or Stockton—and only one at Darlington but I got him. There is no real news about Richard. He is just very well. I was sorry to be away from him for a week because he always stops feeding himself when I don’t act as waiter, but today he did pick up the spoon himself from the dish and put it in his mouth—upside down of course, but he was eating rather adhesive pudding so he got his food all right. I bought him a truck too for an appalling sum of money. I had to forget the price quickly but I think it’s important he should have one.

We’re no longer in the garden now. In fact Richard is in bed and has been for some time. Blackburn4 came and told me all about his other jobs and how Mr. Wilson fished and Sir John once had to go to his office on August 12th but the car went with him full of guns and sandwiches and they got to the moors by 1.30. And Blackburn’s predecessor here shot himself. I think perhaps the general shooting standard was rather lower than at Sir John’s, because this man shot a wood pigeon and tried to pull it out of the bush into which it had fallen with his gun (this might be better expressed but you can guess it). Naturally the bush pulled the trigger and there was another shot in the other barrel and the ass was actually holding the barrel to his belly, so he might as well have been an air raid casualty. This convinced me not that Richard must never have a gun but that he must have one very young so that he couldn’t forget how to handle it.

Gwen rang up Harvey Evers5 and they want me to go in for this operation at once. This is all a bit difficult. It is going to cost a terrible lot of money. A bed in a kind of ward costs seven guineas a week and Harvey Evers’s operation fee is forty guineas. In London I would have to pay about five guineas a week in a hospital but Gwen says the surgeon’s fee would be higher. The absurd thing is that we are too well off for really cheap rates—you’d have to make less than £500 a year. It comes as a shock to me in a way because while you were being ill I got used to paying doctors nothing. But of course it was only because Eric6 was making the arrangements. I suppose your bronchoscopy would have cost about forty guineas too—and I must say it would have been cheap at the price, but what worries me is that I really don’t think I’m worth the money. On the other hand of course this thing will take a longish time to kill me if left alone and it will be costing some money the whole time. The only thing is, I think perhaps it might be possible to sell the Harefield house7 if we found out how to do it. I do hope too that I can make some money when I am well—I could of course do a job but I mean really make some money from home as it were. Anyway I don’t know what I can do except go ahead and get the thing done quickly. The idea is that I should go in next week and I gather he means to operate quickly—he thinks the indications are urgent enough to offset the disadvantages of operating on a bloodless patient; indeed he is quite clear that no treatment at all can prevent me from becoming considerably more bloodless every month. So I suppose they’ll just do a blood transfusion and operate more or less at once.

While I was in London I arranged to take Evelyn’s8 manuscript in to Tribune. I set off with it all right, broke the journey to go to the bank and was taken with a pain just like the one I had the day before coming North, only rather worse. I tried to have a drink in Selfridges’ but couldn’t and all sorts of extraordinary things then happened but after a bit I got myself into the Ministry. I simply could not do any more travelling, so Miss Sparrow9 rang up Evelyn for me and they arranged between them about the transfer of the manuscript. People from Tribune then rang up in the most friendly way, offering to come and look after me, to bring me things and to get you home. I was horrified. But yesterday I had a phase of thinking that it was really outrageous to spend all your money on an operation of which I know you disapprove, so Gwen rang Tribune to know whether they had means of communicating with you quickly and could get your ruling. They hadn’t but suggested she should ring the Observer, which she did and talked to Ivor Brown. He said you were in Cologne now he thought and that letters would reach you very slowly if at all. He suggested that they would send you a message about me by cable and wireless, like their own. Gwen says he couldn’t have been nicer. But I’m not having this done. It’s quite impossible to give you the facts in this way and the whole thing is bound to sound urgent and even critical. I have arranged with Gwen however that when the thing is over she’ll ask the Observer to send you a message to that effect. One very good thing is that by the time you get home I’ll be convalescent, really convalescent at last and you won’t have the hospital nightmare you would so much dislike. You’d more or less have to visit me and visiting someone in a ward really is a nightmare even to me with my fancy for hospitals—particularly if they’re badly ill as I shall be at first of course. I only wish I could have had your approval as it were, but I think it’s just hysterical. Obviously I can’t just go on having a tumour or rather several rapidly growing tumours. I have got an uneasy feeling that after all the job might have been more cheaply done somewhere else but if you remember Miss Kenny’s fee for a cautery, which is a small job, was fifteen guineas so she’d certainly charge at least fifty for this. Gwen’s man might have done cheaper work for old sake’s sake, but he’s so very bad at the work and apparently he would have wanted me in hospital for weeks beforehand—and I’m morally sure I’d be there for weeks afterwards. Harvey Evers has a very high reputation, and George Mason10 thinks very well of him and says Eric did the same, and I am sure that he will finish me off as quickly as anyone in England as well as doing the job properly—so he may well come cheaper in the end. I rather wish I’d talked it over with you before you went. I knew I had a “growth”. But I wanted you to go away peacefully anyway, and I did not want to see Harvey Evers before the adoption was through in case it was cancer. I thought it just possible that the judge might make some enquiry about our health as we’re old for parenthood and anyway it would have been an uneasy sort of thing to be producing oneself as an ideal parent a fortnight after being told that one couldn’t live more than six months or something.

You may never get this letter but of course it’s urgent about the house in the country. Inez11 thinks we might do something together with her cottage near Andover. It’s quite big (6 rooms and kitchen) but it has disadvantages. The 25/–a week rent which she considers nominal I think big considering there is no sanitation whatever and only one tap, no electricity or gas, and expensive travelling to London. She and Hugh12 (incidentally they are more or less parting company at present but they might join up again I think) hire furniture for another 25/–a week which wouldn’t be necessary if we were there, and it might be possible a) to get a long lease for a lower rent and b) to have modern conveniences installed. I am now so confident of being strong in a few months that I’m not actually frightened as I should have been of living a primitive life again (after all when you were ill soon after we were married I did clean out the whole of Wallington’s sanitation and that was worse than emptying a bucket) but it does waste a lot of time. So we can consider that. Then George Kopp has a clever idea. Apparently people constantly advertise in the Times wanting to exchange a house in the country for a flat in London. Most of these, probably all, would want something grander than N.1, but we might advertise ourselves—asking for correspondingly humble country accommodation. In the next few months people who have been living in the country for the war will be wanting somewhere in London and we might do well like that. Meanwhile there is a letter from the Ardlussa factor enclosing the contractor’s estimate for repairing Barnhill—which is £200. I found to my distress that George was not forwarding letters to you, although I gave him the address by telephone the day I got it, because he had not heard from you. I opened one from the Borough and found it was to say that the electricity supply would be cut off as soon as the man could get in to do it. I paid that bill and decided I’d better look at the rest of the mail. There was nothing else quite so urgent except perhaps a letter from the BBC Schools about your two broadcasts for them. They want the scripts as soon as possible! There’s also a contract. I didn’t send anything on at once because I thought you might be moving and in view of Ivor Brown’s news of you I’m not sending them now, but I’ve written to say that you are abroad but expected home next month. The broadcasts aren’t till June after all. If you don’t come next month I’ll have to think again, but there may be a firmer address to write to. I can do nothing with this except send it to the Hotel Scribe and hope they’ll forward it. To get back to Barnhill. I’m going to write to the factor to say that you’re away and I’m ill and will he wait till you get back. He’s very apologetic about having kept us waiting and I’m sure they won’t let the house to anyone else. I think this £200 can be very much reduced, but the house is quite grand—5 bedrooms, bathroom, W.C., H & c° and all, large sitting room, kitchen, various pantries, dairies etc. and a whole village of “buildings”—in fact just what we want to live in twelve months of the year. But we needn’t have all this papered and painted. I put my hopes on Mrs. Fletcher.13 The only thing that bothers me is that if it’s thought worth while to spend £200 on repairs the kind of rent they have in mind must be much higher than our £25–£30, let alone David’s £5.14 Incidentally I had a letter from David who just missed you in Paris.

It’s odd—we have had nothing to discuss for months but the moment you leave the country there are dozens of things. But they can all be settled, or at least settled down, if you take this week’s leave when you get back. I don’t know about Garrigill.15 It depends when you come. But at worst you could come here couldn’t you? If you were here we should stay mainly in my room, indeed I suppose I’ll be there for some time after I get back in any case, and Richard will be available. Mary16 and Laurence both spend a lot of time with me now but they could be disposed of. Laurence by the way has improved out of recognition. He has three passions: farms, fairy tales, Richard. Not in that order—Richard probably comes first. So you ought to get on nicely. He has begun to invent fairy tales now, with magic cats and things in them, which is really a great advance. The pity is that the country isn’t better but almost any country is good round about May and if I’m still at the picturesque stage of convalescence you could go out with Blackburn who knows every inch of the countryside or perhaps amuse yourself with Mr. Swinbank the farmer who would enjoy it I think. Or you could go over to Garrigill for a weekend’s fishing on your own.

I liked hearing about Wodehouse.17 And I’m very glad you’re going to Cologne. Perhaps you may get East of the Rhine before you come home. I have innumerable questions.

I think it’s quite essential that you should write some book again. As you know, I thought Tribune better than the BBC and I still do. Indeed I should think a municipal dustman’s work more dignified and better for your future as a writer. But as I said before I left London, I think you ought to stop the editing soon, as soon as possible, whether or not you think it worth while to stay on the editorial board or whatever it’s called. And of course you must do much less reviewing and nothing but specialised reviewing if any. From my point of view I would infinitely rather live in the country on £200 than in London on any money at all. I don’t think you understand what a nightmare the London life is to me. I know it is to you, but you often talk as though I liked it. I don’t like even the things that you do. I can’t stand having people all over the place, every meal makes me feel sick because every food has been handled by twenty dirty hands and I practically can’t bear to eat anything that hasn’t been boiled to clean it. I can’t breathe the air, I can’t think any more clearly that° one would expect to in the moment of being smothered, everything that bores me happens all the time in London and the things that interest me most don’t happen at all and I can’t read poetry. I never could. When I lived in London before I was married I used to go away certainly once a month with a suitcase full of poetry and that consoled me until the next time—or I used to go up to Oxford and read in the Bodleian and take a punt up the Cher if it was summer or walk in Port Meadow or to Godstow if it was winter. But all these years I have felt as though I were in a mild kind of concentration camp. The place has its points of course and I could enjoy it for a week. I like going to theatres for instance. But the fact of living in London destroys any pleasure I might have in its amenities and in fact as you know I never go to a theatre. As for eating in restaurants, it’s the most barbarous habit and only tolerable very occasionally when one drinks enough to enjoy barbarity. And I can’t drink enough beer. (George Mason took me out to dinner the night after I got to London and gave me to drink just what I would have drunk in peacetime—four glasses of sherry, half a bottle of claret and some brandy—and it did cheer me up I admit.) I like the Canonbury flat but I am suicidal every time I walk as far as the bread shop, and it would be very bad for Richard once he is mobile. Indeed if the worst comes to the worst I think he’d better go to Wallington for the summer, but it would be better to find somewhere with more space because you and Richard would be too much for the cottage very soon and I don’t know where his sister could go. And I think the cottage makes you ill—it’s the damp and the smoke I think.

While this has been in progress I have read several stories to Laurence, dealt with Richard who woke up (he has just stopped his 10 o’clock feed), dealt with Mary who always cries in the evening, had my supper and listened to Mrs. Blackburn’s distresses about Raymond18 who has just got a motor bike. That’s why it’s so long. And partly why it’s so involved. But I should like to see you stop living a literary life and start writing again and it would be much better for Richard too, so you need have no conflicts about it. Richard sends you this message. He has no conflicts. If he gets a black eye he cries while it hurts but with the tears wet on his cheeks he laughs heartily at a new blue cat who says miaow to him and embraces it with loving words. Faced with any new situation he is sure that it will be an exciting and desirable situation for him, and he knows so well that everyone in the world is his good friend that even if someone hurts him he understands that it was by accident and loses none of his confidence. He will fight for his rights (he actually drove Mary off the blue cat today, brandishing a stick at her and shouting) but without malice. Whether he can keep his certainties over the difficult second year I don’t know of course but he’s much more likely to if he has the country and you have the kind of life that satisfies you—and me. I think Richard really has a natural tendency to be sort of satisfied, balanced in fact. He demands but he demands something specific, he knows what he wants and if he gets it or some reasonable substitute he is satisfied; he isn’t just demanding like Mary. I’m not protecting him. That is, he takes the troubles I think proper to his age. He gets no sympathy when his face is washed and very little when he topples over and knocks his head and I expect him to take in good part the slight sort of bumps he gets when the children play with him. But he can be tough only if he knows that it’s all right really.

Now I’m going to bed. Before you get this you’ll probably have the message about this operation and you may well be in England again if you keep what Ivor Brown calls on the move. What a waste that would be.

All my love, and Richard’s.

E.

Mary calls Richard Which or Whicher or Which-Which. I suppose he’ll call himself something like that too. Whicher I find rather attractive. She is better with him now and I must say I am proud to see that she is more apt to be frightened of him than he of her, sad though it is. I actually heard her say to him yesterday “No no Whicher, no hurt Mamie.” She takes things from him but she runs away from him, relying on her mobility; once he can move himself I don’t believe she’ll dare to—she never stays within his reach once she has the thing in her hand. She tries to gain confidence for herself by saying Baby wet all the time—generally with truth because he has now got to the stage of rejecting his pot (this is the usual preliminary to being “trained” and I hope we’ll reach that stage soon though at present I see not the slightest indication of it), but when she dirtied her pants for the second time today I heard this conversation with Nurse: “No cross with Mamie Nurse?” “Yes I am cross this time.” “Iodine no cross?” “Yes, Iodine’s cross too.” “Whicher cross?” “Whicher says he’ll have to lend you some nappies.” “No. … Baby’s.” And she began to cry—so she’s not sure of her superiority even in this. She isn’t so superior either. This has been a bad day, but she never gets through one with dry pants poor little wretch.

Dearest thank you very much for the books—Psmith in the City19 has been making me laugh aloud. By the way, he arrived yesterday and the other three this afternoon although according to your letter you posted the three first. The oranges came too, and the fats.20 I think you’re being too generous but as the oranges have come I’m going to eat them. Blackburn got some the other day and I gave all mine and most of Richard’s to the children so they’re all right for the moment. Richard has the juice of half an orange every other day and Mary has his other half and Laurence a whole one.

This is being typed under difficulties as Mary is on my knee and trying to contribute.

Tomorrow I’m going to Newcastle, primarily to see the man in charge of Welfare Foods for the North of England. So far as I can see I can’t get Richard’s back orange juice as Stockton Food Office has stolen the coupons, but I hope to arrange that they won’t bring off the same coup again. I now have some reason to think that they take orange juice out of stock on these extra coupons and sell it but of course I’m not proposing to mention this theory to Watkins. I’m also going to three food meetings and two infant welfare clinics with Nell.21 If I stay the course. It will be very interesting and I hope profitable because I ought to lay hold of some Ostermilk22 somewhere.

Don’t bother about blankets. I’ve bought two from Binns’ in Sunderland—they cost 22/–each and are more like rugs than blankets but they’ll do quite well. I hope to make one into a frock for myself. They’re dark grey which isn’t I think the colour of choice for blankets but they’ll come in useful one way or another and they’re certainly cheap. I hope you have enough at home and are not economising by leaving out the underblanket because without that you’ll be cold if you have a dozen on top of you.

The playpen has come and all the children are entranced by it. Richard laughed heartily as soon as he was put in and then the others joined him and there was a riot. I don’t know how he’ll take to it when he is left alone but I think he’ll be OK. I have made him some strings of beads which he passionately loves and he will now play by himself quite happily for as long as you like. He’s had more trouble with his teeth but no more are through. He might have another couple by the 21st though. As for his appetite, he ate for his lunch the same food as Mary and very nearly the same quantity, but he didn’t want his milk. I’d just announced that I was going to replace the midday milk by water so this came very aptly. But I’ve had to replace the cereal after his evening bath. I gave him Farex23 for a couple of nights and the last two he has had MOF again made much thinner. When he had just milk he was restless at night and screaming for his late feed by nine o’clock. So I’m just going to risk his getting overweight—he’s still below the average for his age and length I’m sure. He’s beginning to drink cows’ milk instead of Ostermilk but I can’t go ahead with this as fast as I might because I’m terrified that he’ll turn against the Ostermilk and we’ll be dependent on that when we’re in London. The other thing that doesn’t progress well is his drinking. He’s much worse at it since he had the° teeth. But I think part of the trouble is that he can’t manage the mug which he’s supposed to use now. I’ll try to buy one or two cups or mugs in Newcastle (I’m staying the night there and coming back on Friday to fit all these things in).

I’ve been dressed every day since you went away but I’ve done very little else except give Richard most of his food and have him for his social between five and six and play with Mary for half an hour or so after feeding Richard because she’s so jealous of him, quite naturally. This morning

[Handwritten] At this point typing became impossible—I am now in the train but I got your wire last night (Wed). I hope you’ll be able to do the Court24 but of course you mustn’t mess up the French trip.

Could you ring me up on Friday or Saturday evening? It’s quite easy—Stillington, Co. Durham, 29. A trunk call of course—you dial TRU & ask for the number. Then we can talk about the plans. Unless of course you’re coming up this weekend which would be nice. I’ll be home at Greystone on Friday afternoon.

Eileen25




2639. Eileen Blair to Leonard Moore

22 March 1945 Typewritten

Greystone,

Carlton,

Stockton-on-Tees,

Co. Durham.

Dear Mr. Moore,

I have been hoping to establish some reasonable means of communication with my husband, but the opposite has happened. I hear from the Observer that he is now on the move—at this moment he is probably in Cologne. But I can only go on writing to him at the Hotel Scribe in Paris. Letters take a fortnight to get to Paris and I have just had an acknowledgement from him of my first letter. He may possibly have got the Warburg letter before he left Paris but if not it can well follow him round until he gets back to England. I hope the publication of the book won’t be held up, but I suppose there is not much danger of that. Frederick° Warburg really knows quite well what Eric was prepared to sign and that he will sign it. In any case once the book is ready for distribution I expect they will distribute it.

There is another complication now in that I have to go in to hospital next week for an operation. I have been ill for a long time and shall be happy to get it over, but I suppose I shall be out of all running for a week or so as it’s rather a big job. If anything urgent turns up, my sister-in-law will know whether I can be communicated with and she will also know when Eric is expected home—if any of us know. He went for a minimum period of two months, as I expect you know. That will finish on April 16 or so, but he may of course stay longer, particularly if events move. My sister-in-law is Dr. Gwen O’Shaughnessy, 24 Crooms Hill, Greenwich, S.E.10—GRE 0896.

Yours sincerely,

Eileen Blair




2640. Eileen Blair to Lettice Cooper

23 March 1945 ‘or thereabouts’1 Typed and handwritten2

Greystone,

Carlton,

Near Stockton-on-Tees,

Co. Durham.

Dear Lettice,3

I’m sorry about the paper and the typewriter but Mary4 got at both. You practically can’t buy paper here so I can’t waste that and although I could do something about the machine I am bored with it after about twenty minutes spent in collecting the ribbon and more or less replacing it. A typewriter ribbon is the longest thing in the world. It will go round every chair leg in a good sized house. So I’ve just discovered.

Richard was delighted with his coat and it will see him through the summer. He was just getting very short of jackets because he is so large. Mary’s cast-offs will hardly go on, knitted things anyway. He took over her nightgowns the day after she inherited some pyjamas of Laurence’s and even those aren’t at all too big. He’s still backward but has great charm which will be a lot more useful to him than talent. And he is not so stupid as Mogador5 because he found out about pulling trucks by their strings before he was ten months old and is now investigating the principles of using one object to drag nearer or to pick up another. He’s a hard worker.

I really would have written sooner but I came up to London about a fortnight ago to see my dentist so I thought I’d ring you up. Then I got ill and rang no one up and finished with all kinds of dramas at the Ministry. On the way up I went to see a Newcastle surgeon because as Richard’s adoption was through I thought I might now deal with the grwoth° (no one could object to a grwoth°) I knew I had. He found it or rather them without any difficulty and I’m going into his nursing home next week for the removal. I think the question about the hysterectomy is answered because there is hardly any chance that the tumours can come out without more or less everything else removable. So that on the whole is a very good thing. It was worth coming to the north country because there is to be none of the fattening up in hospital before the operation that I was to have in London. London surgeons love preparing their patients as an insurance against unknown consequences. I think they’re all terrified of their knives really—probably they have a subconscious hope that the patient will die before getting as far as the theatre and then they can’t possibly be blamed. In London they said I couldn’t have any kind of operation without a preparatory month of blood transfusions etc.; here I’m going in next Wednesday to be done on Thursday. Apart from its other advantages this will save money, a lot of money. And that’s as well. By the way, if you could write a letter that would be nice. Theoretically I don’t want any visitors, particularly as I can’t get a private room; in practice I’ll probably be furious that no one comes—and no one can because such friends as I have in Newcastle will be away for the school holidays. So if you have time write a letter to Fernwood House, Clayton Road, Newcastle. It’s a mercy George is away—in Cologne at the moment. George visiting the sick is a sight infinitely sadder than any disease-ridden wretch in the world.

[Handwritten] I hate to think that you are no longer at the Ministry & that this will be the last extract from Miss Tomkins’ conversation. I clearly remember the sweetly pretty painting of snowdrops.

Tell me whether the flat materialises. It sounds perfect. Incidentally if you want somewhere to work or to live for that matter, use our flat which is rotting in solitude. Doreen Kopp, who lives at 14A Cannonbury° Square, has the key. Ours is 27B Cannonbury Square. And her telephone number is CAN 4901. She has a son, very large, with the hair and hands of a talented musician. I expected to be jealous but find that I didn’t prefer him to Richard, preferable though he is. To return to the flat, Doreen can tell you whatever you don’t know about its amenities, which don’t include sheets. The last lot have disappeared since I came North. But you could have a peat fire which is a nice thing.

Raymond Blackburn6 is going to Stockton & he must carry this in his hand. It has taken about a week to write …7 But all this time we have been thanking you for Richard’s present, he & I.

Lots of

love Emily8




2641. Creating Order Out of Cologne Chaos: Water Supplied from Carts

The Observer, 25 March 1945

Cologne, March 24

There are still a hundred thousand Germans living among the ruins of Cologne. Most of them, however, are living in the suburbs, where habitable houses are comparatively common.

The whole central part of the city, once famous for its romanesque churches and its museums, is simply a chaos of jagged walls, overturned trams, shattered statues, and enormous piles of rubble out of which iron girders thrust themselves like sticks of rhubarb.

When the Americans first entered, many of the streets were quite impassable until the bulldozers had swept them clear. The town has no piped water, no gas, no transport, and only enough electrical power for certain vital jobs such as keeping the electric ovens of a few bakeries working. However, the Germans appear still to have fairly good stocks of food, and the Military Government—in this area a purely American concern—is tackling the job of reorganisation with praiseworthy energy.

It has arranged a primitive water supply in horse-drawn carts, it has set up a health service, it is issuing a weekly paper in German, and it is about half-way through the considerable labour of re-registering and finger-printing the entire population. This is a necessary preliminary to the issue of new ration books, and it also helps a little in the important task of sifting Nazis from non-Nazis.

In the first day or two of the occupation there was civilian looting on a large scale, and it was obviously necessary to enrol some civil police. Under the control of an experienced American police officer a scratch force of about 150 Germans, unarmed and not in uniform, is already in being. With these and all other employees of the Military Government, the principle followed is never to employ a known Nazi in any capacity whatever.

The new chief of police, for instance, is a Jew, who held the same post until 1933, when the Nazis evicted him. Three separate courts have been set up to try offences ranging from espionage to infringement of traffic regulations. I attended the first sitting of the intermediary court, which deals with comparatively serious offences and has powers of imprisonment up to ten years. A young Nazi of rather unappetising appearance, who had been the local secretary of the Hitler Jugend, was on trial, not for having belonged to this organisation—the Military Government has declared that belonging to the Nazi organisation is not an offence in itself—but for concealing the fact and attempting to withhold the list of members from the American authorities. He was sentenced to seven years’ imprisonment and a fine of 10,000 marks, with an extra day’s imprisonment for every mark that remained unpaid.

This would have seemed tolerably severe if such sentences were ever served in full, but he was obviously guilty, and the fairness of the whole procedure was so impressive that even the German lawyer who defended him remarked on it. All in all the American Military Government seems to have made a very good start, though one may guess that difficulties will arise later when people have got over the bombing and the food situation becomes more acute.

After years of war it is an intensely strange feeling to be at last standing on German soil. The Herrenvolk are all round you, threading their way on their bicycles between the piles of rubble or rushing out with jugs and buckets to meet the water cart.

It is queer to think that these are the people who once ruled Europe from the Channel to the Caspian Sea, and might have conquered our own island if they had known how weak we were. Propaganda, and especially their own propaganda, has taught us to think of them as tall, blond, and arrogant. What you actually see, in Cologne, is smallish, dark-haired people, obviously of the same racial stock as the Belgians across the border, and in no way extraordinary. They are better clothed and, by the look of them, better fed than the people in France and Belgium, and they have newer bicycles and more silk stockings than we have in England: really there is no more to remark.

The servility on which several observers have already commented did not particularly strike me. It is true that some of the inhabitants try to curry favour, hang round the offices of the Military Government at all hours, and, when spoken to, doff their hats with a rather horrifying readiness, but the majority seem aloof and perhaps slightly hostile.

In some of the eyes that met mine I caught a sort of beaten defiance which, if it meant anything, seemed to me to mean that these people are horribly ashamed of having lost the war.

It is not true that all of them deny having ever been Nazis. Some of them admit when making their registration that they have been party members, though they always claim that they were forced to join the party against their will.


Orwell was taken ill in Cologne after filing this report and admitted to hospital. See Crick (473) and Shelden (416; U.S.: 380).






2642. Eileen Blair to her husband

25 March 1945 Handwritten

Greystone,

Carlton,

Stockton-on-Tees.

Dearest I’m trying to get forward with my correspondence because I go into the nursing home on Wednesday (this is Sunday) & of course I shan’t be ready. It’s impossible to write or do anything else while the children are up. I finish reading to Laurence about a quarter to eight (tonight it was five to eight), we have supper at 8 or 8.15, the 9 o’clock news now must be listened to & lasts till at least 9.30 (the war reports the last two nights have been brilliant1) & then it’s time to fill hotwater bottles etc. because we come to bed early. So I write in bed & don’t type. Incidentally I did while explaining the poaching laws as I understand them to Laurence make my will2—in handwriting because handwritten wills are nearly always valid. It is signed & witnessed. Nothing is less likely than that it will be used but I mention it because I have done an odd thing. I haven’t left anything to Richard. You are the sole legatee if you survive me (your inheritance would be the Harefield house which ought to be worth a few hundreds, that insurance policy, & furniture). If you don’t, the estate would be larger & I have left it to Gwen absolutely with a note that I hope she will use it for Richard’s benefit but without any legal obligation. The note is to convince Richard that I was not disinheriting him. But I’ve done it that way because I don’t know how to devise the money to Richard himself. For one thing, there has been no communication from the Registrar General so I suppose Richard’s name is still Robertson. For another thing he must have trustees & I don’t know who you want & they’d have to be asked. For another, if he is to inherit in childhood it’s important that his trustees should be able to use his money during his minority so that he may have as good an education as possible. We must get all this straightened out properly when you come home but I thought I must cover the possibility that you might be killed within the next few days & I might die on the table on Thursday. If you’re killed after I die that’ll be just too bad but still my little testament will indicate what I wanted done. Gwen’s results in child-rearing have not been encouraging so far but after the war she will have a proper house in the country containing both the children & herself, she loves Richard & Laurie adores him. And all the retainers love him dearly. I’m sure he would be happier in that household than with Marjorie though I think Marjorie would take him on. Avril I think & hope would not take him on anyway. That I couldn’t bear.3 Norah & Quartus4 would have him & bring him up beautifully but you’ve never seen either of them. Quartus is in India & I can’t arrange it. So in all the circumstances I thought you would agree that this would be the best emergency measure.

RICHARD HAS SIX TEETH. Also he got hold of the playpen rail when I was putting him in & stood hanging on to it without other support. But he doesn’t really know at all how to pull himself up so don’t expect too much. Yesterday Nurse & I took all three to the doctor for whooping cough injections. He lives about 2½–3 miles away, partly across fields. We got lost & had to cross ploughland. The pram wouldn’t perambulate & neither would Mary. She sat in a furrow & bellowed until carried. Laurence cried to be carried too …5 Laurence however didn’t cry when the needle went in but Mary did and made an enormous pool on the surgery floor. Richard was done last. He played with a matchbox on my knee, looked at the doctor in some surprise when his arm was gripped & then turned to me in astonishment as though to say “Why is this apparently nice man sticking needles into me? Can it be right?” On being told it was he looked up at the doctor again rather gravely—& then smiled. He didn’t make a sound & he was perfectly good all day too, though his arm is sort of bruised. The other two unfortunately remembered that they’d been injected & screamed in agony if either arm was touched. It was a happy day.

But Richard did a terrible thing. He will not use his pot, nearly always goes into a tantrum when put on it & if he does sit on it does nothing more. The tooth upset his inside a bit too. After lunch I sent the other two to bed & left Richard in his playpen while I helped wash up. Then there were cries of agony. He had done what Mary calls tick-tocks for the third time, got his hands in it & put his hands in his mouth. I tried to wash his mouth out, hoping he’d be sick. But no. He seemed to swallow most of the water I poured in, so it was worse than useless. In the end I scoured his mouth with cotton wool, gave him some boiled water & hoped for the best. And he is very well. Poor little boy. And I was sorry for myself too. I was sick. Blackburn however says a lot of children do this every day5

I haven’t had a copy of Windmill6 & I haven’t had a proof. Surely you said they were sending a proof. And I failed to get the Observer one week which must have been the relevant one. I’ve also failed to get today’s but shall get it I hope.

Your letter with the Animal Farm document came yesterday & I’ve sent the enclosure on to Moore. He will be pleased. This is much the quickest exchange we’ve had.

I suppose I’d better go to sleep. By the way the six teeth are 3 top & 3 bottom which gives rather an odd appearance, but I hope the fourth top one will be through soon.

All my love & Richard’s

E.




2643. Eileen Blair’s Will

25 March 1945 Handwritten

This is the last Will & Testament of me Eileen Maud Blair of Greystone, Carlton, Stockton-on-Tees in the County of Durham.

(i) I leave everything of which I may die possessed & any monies or goods that may accrue to my estate after my death to my husband Eric Arthur Blair absolutely.

(ii) In the event of my husband predeceasing me I leave everything of which I may die possessed & any monies or goods of which° may accrue to my estate after my death to my sister-in-law Gwendolen Mary O’Shaughnessy.

I desire that my sister-in-law the said Gwendolen Mary O’Shaughnessy shall apply such monies as she may inherit from me for the benefit of my adopted son Richard Horatio Blair at her own discretion and not being legally accountable either to my aforesaid adopted son or to any other person whatsoever.

Dated this 25th day of March 1945 & signed by me

Eileen Blair

In the presence of [signed] Joyce Pritchard.

       and [signed] Gladys M. Blackburn.1




2644. Eileen Blair to Mrs. M. P. Cocking

25 March 1945 Handwritten

Greystone,

Carlton,

Near Stockton-on-Tees

Co. Durham.

Dear Mrs. Cocking,

On February 14 you wrote to my husband, George Orwell, about his two talks for Schools. I have been up here for months hovering about hospitals, so he arranged for his mail to be forwarded direct from London,1 but when I was up there a few days ago I found that the arrangements had broken down completely & most of the mail was still there—it included your letter & the contract for Ronald Boswell. I am so sorry but there is nothing constructive I can do. George is now moving about & may never get mail that’s sent to him so I haven’t forwarded anything. I have written to him about some of the letters, including yours, on the chance that my letter may reach him. Unfortunately I haven’t a Power of Attorney so I can’t sign the contract. And still less can I write the scripts. George however is due home in the latter half of next month & he is a curiously reliable man.2

Yours sincerely

Eileen Blair




2645. Eileen Blair to Cyril Connolly

25 March 1945 Handwritten

Greystone,

Carlton,

Stockton-on-Tees

Co. Durham.

Dear Cyril,

As I have been up here for months in a ridiculous attempt to avoid an operation, George arranged with a man in London to forward his mail. (I’m assuming you know George himself is in France or Germany, reporting for the Observer.) But he picked a good business man° who thought he should not forward anything until he had the address in writing from George. George of course has never written to him at all & I thought myself pretty admirable because I gave him the address by telephone as soon as I had it. But I’ve just been to London & discovered the whole lot, waiting. I opened one from the Borough which said that the electricity would be cut off as soon as the man succeeded in getting in. The Gas Company’s letter was much the same. So then I opened some more & found a passionate appeal from the BBC who want a contract signed for 2 talks, & the scripts; an extract from some kind of Who’s Who in which George is described as having married me before I was born & some years before he went to Eaton°; & your questionnaire.1 I’m not sure whether I could have helped all this, but you’ll see I can’t now.

I’m so sorry you & Lys (?)2 never saw Richard. I was in bed more than half the time before coming North & never arranged anything without cancelling the arrangement. However I’m going to have my dear operation next week & hope to be back again exceedingly healthy in a month or two. Then perhaps you’ll come to the christening. The adoption is through at last.

Yours,

Eileen Blair.




2646. Eileen Blair to Leonard Moore

25 March 1945 Handwritten

Greystone,

Carlton,

Near Stockton-on-Tees

Co. Durham.

Dear Mr Moore,

Most surprisingly, this letter1 has come back from Eric. The posts are very erratic; this exchange was much quicker than usual. He says that he will pick up mail occasionally in Paris but doesn’t want anything important sent. If on these terms you do want to write to him the address is simply Hotel SCRIBE, rue Scribe, Paris. George Orwell is probably better than Eric Blair for the envelope.

Yours sincerely

Eileen Blair




2647. Eileen Blair to her husband

29 March 1945 Handwritten

Fernwood House

Clayton Road

Newcastle-on-Tyne.

Dearest I’m just going to have the operation, already enema’d, injected (with morphia in the right arm which is a nuisance), cleaned & packed up like a precious image in cotton wool & bandages. When its’ ° over I’ll add a note to this & it can get off quickly. Judging by my fellow patients it will be a short note. They’ve all had their operations. Annoying—I shall never have a chance to feel superior.

I haven’t seen Harvey Evers since arrival & apparently Gwen didn’t communicate with him & no one knows what operation I am having! They don’t believe that Harvey Evers really left it to me to decide—he always ‘does what he thinks best’! He will of course. But I must say I feel irritated though I am being a model patient. They think I’m wonderful, so placid & happy they say. As indeed I am once I can hand myself over to someone else to deal with.

This is a nice room—ground floor so one can see the garden. Not much in it except daffodils & I think arabis but a nice little lawn. My bed isn’t next the window but it faces the right way. I also see the fire & the clock.


The letter ends here. No note was added. Eileen suffered a heart attack and died under the anaesthetic. She was thirty-nine. Orwell was in Paris when he received the news that Eileen had died—but see 2651, n. 1; he got to Greystone on Saturday, 31 March. Eileen was buried in St Andrew’s and Jesmond Cemetery, Newcastle upon Tyne (see Shelden, 418; U.S.: 382). The grave is number 145 in Section B. Orwell took Richard back with him to London, and Doreen Kopp took care of the child when Orwell returned to France; see 2650.






2648. Notes for My Literary Executor

Signed 31 March 1945 Typewritten


These notes were probably drafted before Orwell went to France on 15 February 1945, doubtless in case he should be killed whilst in Europe. He should have signed the document before leaving, but did so only on his return for Eileen’s funeral. The date of the signing might at first suggest that it was prepared then, but there was little time (40–48 hours) between Eileen’s death late on 29 March and the signing of this document, too little time for its preparation even supposing Orwell could concentrate on this task as well as make the funeral arrangements. According to Orwell’s letter to Moore of 1 April 1945 (see 2651), he arrived at Greystone only on Saturday, 31 March.

The typewriter faces of Eileen’s last letter (which has a badly blocked ‘a,’ though that could have been cleaned) and of this document do not seem identical. Crick suggests that Orwell posted the document to Eileen from the Continent (473).

The witnesses were the O’Shaughnessys’ nanny (Joyce Pritchard) and Winifred Hunton, who has not been certainly identified. Hunton was Gwen O’Shaughnessy’s family name. Her father married twice; Winifred might have been the name of his second wife or of one of their children, or she might have been the wife of Gwen’s brother, Arthur Hunton.

In the notes, Orwell refers to the reprinting of ‘bits’ of his ‘As I Please’ columns as well as other periodical pieces. There is a manuscript list in Orwell’s hand (see 2649) suggesting what might be reprintable. It cannot be dated, but the latest date noted is 2 February 1945; there are, however, passages in Biro, which must have been written later.

On at least one and more probably two later occasions Orwell listed and annotated his work. There is a three-page handwritten list, with some facing-page notes, which refers to no work published after the first part of 1947; and there is a detailed typed schedule which includes work published in 1949. The first of these two lists will be found in 3323; the second in 3728.



NOTES FOR MY LITERARY EXECUTOR

1. UNPUBLISHED MSS. I don’t think there is anything at the time of writing except a diary kept in London between May 1940 and November 1942 intermittently. This would be of historical interest by say 1950. Also somewhere among my papers there is an MS “How the Poor Die” which was rejected by “Horizon” and which I did not try elsewhere.1 This contains a truthful account of some experiences in the Hopital Cochin in Paris in 1929 and the bit marked between brackets is worth printing. If I should die suddenly, my agents Christy & Moore should be consulted, as there is always the possibility of some MS being with them.

2. REPRINTS OF BOOKS. Roger Senhouse told me Secker & Warburg wished to issue a uniform edition of my books after the war. I told them I did not wish two novels, A CLERGYMAN’S DAUGHTER and KEEP THE ASPIDISTRA FLYING, to be reprinted.2 These are silly potboilers which I ought not to have published in the first place, and I have already refused to let the second of them to appear as a Penguin. Nor do I think THE LION AND THE UNICORN is worth reprinting (though there have been suggestions of this) and still less a little propaganda book I did for the “Britain in Pictures” series, THE ENGLISH PEOPLE. Of course, after I am dead I do not object to cheap editions of any book which may bring in a few pounds for my heirs, but I told S. & W. that of my books which have appeared up to the present, the only ones I thought worth putting into a uniform edition are:—


DOWN AND OUT IN PARIS AND LONDON

BURMESE DAYS (this should be from the original American edition, published in 1934 by Harper’s and followed in the Penguin edition, NOT the Gollancz version.)

THE ROAD TO WIGAN PIER

HOMAGE TO CATALONIA

COMING UP FOR AIR

ANIMAL FARM (to appear April 1945)

CRITICAL ESSAYS (to appear autumn 1945).



The above list does not include INSIDE THE WHALE because two out of the three essays in that are in the collection of CRITICAL ESSAYS. However the name-essay of the book, which has not been reprinted in England, would be worth reprinting at some time or other—possibly in combination with some longish piece which I may do later.

COMING UP FOR AIR was to have been reprinted by the Albatross Library in Paris3 but this fell through owing to the war. There are some passages early in the book which I think make it worth reprinting. But the one I’m most anxious about is HOMAGE TO CATALONIA, as this book has some historical value. If it ever re-appears, one or two slips about names etc. should be corrected, and it would be well if the book had a preface by someone who knows the Spanish background better than I do.

3. REPRINTS OF PERIODICAL PIECES. Bits of my “As I Please” column in “Tribune” are worth reprinting in some context or other. I think I have a full collection of these, and in any case back numbers can be obtained from the paper.

There are also the “London Letters” which I have done quarterly in the “Partisan Review” (New York) from the beginning of 1941 onwards. I think possibly these could be combined in some kind or book with the diary mentioned above.

Also just conceivably some of the many short critical essays I have done in “Tribune”, the “Observer” the “Manchester Evening News” and elsewhere—though as a rule I don’t think anythi[n]g less than 1000 words is worth reprinting.

Among my papers is a long satyrical poem published in “Tribune” in 1943 by “Obadiah Hornbooke” (Alex Comfort) and a reply in the same vein by myself. Each is 150 lines long, and the two together would be worth reprinting as a pamphlet if Comfort agreed (which he would.)

4. PAMPHLETS AND MISCELLANEOUS PAPERS. I have been collecting pamphlets since 1935 and must have at least 1000. They are only very roughly classified and some are unclassified. One or two of them, especially foreign ones (eg. a little Trotskyist pamphlet published in Paris in 1937 or 1938 about the fate of Kurt Landau4), must be great rarities. My executor must decide whether to give the whole lot to the B.M.5 (who I imagine would be willing to take them, as they don’t get pamphlets as regularly as books) or to put them aside in some damp-proof place for the next few decades. Ditto with many leaflets etc. which will be found among my papers, roughly classified. These things are valueless and mostly uninteresting now, but they might not be so in 1970.

At need I will add to these notes at some future time.



	Signed
	    Eric Blair 31[image: Image]



	Witness
	Winifred Hunton



	Witness
	Joyce Pritchard







2649. ‘Possibly reprintable fragments’

[1945–49] Handwritten


This list, written on two loose sheets of paper, irregularly torn from a book or pad, measuring approximately 22.5 × 17 cm, was almost certainly composed on more than one occasion. ‘Winter (1st) 1945’ refers to a London Letter written in the autumn of 1944 (see 2553 headnote), so the latest specific date is 2 February 1945. It would seem that the list was prepared before Orwell went to France on 15 February 1945, in connection with his Notes for My Literary Executor (see 2648), although that was not signed until 31 March 1945. The list was prepared hastily. ‘Summer 1944’ appears twice and six of the twenty-five dates for issues of ‘As I Please’ are incorrect. If it were argued that ‘Summer 1944’ should be ‘Summer 1945,’ that might mean the list was not prepared until after that letter was written (5 June 1945), but even if Orwell intended 1945, he might well have assumed he would write to Partisan Review following his experiences in Europe. The section devoted to Partisan Review is written in lead pencil, except for two underlines to ‘PR’ which are in blue pencil. The ‘As I Please’ section is written in blue pencil except for the ticks; these are in blue ink.

At some later stage, probably mid-1949, Orwell annotated the list in blue Biro, a kind of pen he seems first to have acquired about February 1946 (see 2904 and his letter to Julian Symons requesting a Biro, 26 December 1947, 3318). The heading ‘Possibly reprintable fragments,’ ‘See also 1945,’ ‘O.P.,’ and the section devoted to poems are written in Biro. ‘O.P.’ was much used by Orwell when writing Nineteen Eighty-Four, it means ‘Over the Page.’ Details of the poems are written on the verso of the second leaf. These details were later typed up by Orwell in his 1949 notes on his books and essays; see 3728. Those notes have a section, ‘Reprintable Essays Etc.’ and against the sub-head ‘London Letters.’ Orwell states that fragments from Partisan Review, 1940–46, and ‘As I Please,’ 1943–47, would be reprintable, and he concludes: ‘See list of possibly usable fragments.’ This could refer to the list reproduced here, but it is likely that this list served as the basis for an up-dated list which has not survived. The blue-ink ticks against all but three of the ‘As I Please’ references may indicate those transferred to such an up-dated list.

These two leaves were not found with the 1945 notes for Orwell’s literary executor, but with those prepared in 1949. It is probable, then, that the two lists of articles were written out in February–March 1945 and used to prepare an updated list in 1949, which has not survived except for the details of the poems that might be reprinted.

Because the bulk of the information reveals what Orwell thought was worth reprinting from these two series of prose contributions when he made these notes early in 1945, the lists have been reproduced here; it should simply be borne in mind that the list of poems was not added until mid-1949.

Lists and instructions for his literary executor prepared, probably, in 1947 or early 1948, and in mid-1949 are reproduced as appendixes to 1947 and 1949; see 3323 and 3728.



Possibly reprintable fragments

[image: image]

[image: image]

Also a few poems: One beginning “A dressed man and a naked man” (Adelphi 1931). Another beginning “Not the pursuit of knowledge” (Tribune 1943 or 1944). Another beginning, “A happy vicar I might have been” (Adelphi 1936).13




2650. To Lydia Jackson

1 April 1945 Typewritten

at Greystone

Carlton

Stockton-on-Tees

Co. Durham

Dear Lydia,1

I do not know whether you will have heard from anyone else the very bad news. Eileen is dead. As you know she had been ill for some time past and it was finally diagnosed that she had a growth which must be removed. The operation was not supposed to be a very serious one, but she seems to have died as soon as she was given the anaesthetic, and, apparently, as a result of the anaesthetic. This was last Thursday. I was in Paris and didn’t even know she was to have the operation till two days before. It was a dreadful shock and a very cruel thing to happen, because she had become so devoted to Richard and was looking forward to living a normal life in the country again as soon as the war was over. The only consolation is that I don’t think she suffered, because she went to the operation, apparently, not expecting anything to go wrong, and never recovered consciousness. It is perhaps as well that Richard wasn’t a bit older, because I don’t think he actually misses her, at any rate he seems in very good spirits as well as health. I am going to bring him back to London when I come, and for the time being he is going to stay with Doreen who lives in the same square and has a baby a month old herself.2 I think we shall be able to find a nurse whom we can share, and when the war stops I can probably get him a nurse of his own and make a proper home for him in the country. It is a shame Eileen should have died just when he is becoming so charming, however she did enjoy very much being with him during her last months of life. Please give my love to Pat. I don’t know about my plans, but I think that if the Observer want me to I shall go back to France for a month or two when I have settled Richard.

Yours

George




2651. To Leonard Moore

1 April 1945 Typewritten

As from 27 B Canonbury Square Islington N 1

Dear Mr Moore,

I am very sorry to have to tell you that my wife is dead. She died under the anaesthetic during an operation which should not in itself have been very serious. It happened on Thursday. I was in Paris at the time1 and could not get here till Saturday morning. This has been a great shock to me, and I think that if the Observer agree I shall go back to France as soon as I have settled everything and do some more reporting for them, as I do not feel that I could settle to any ordinary work at present. I will let you know my movements later, but letters sent to the above address should be forwarded to me.2

I do not know whether my wife had had to transact any business with you during my absence. You refer in your letter to a payment of £23–3–5.3 Could you pay this, and any other sums which may come in while I am abroad, into my bank, which is Barclay’s, Highbury Branch, Highbury Corner, N 5.°

Warburg I think is still ill and I haven’t heard from him or Senhouse recently. I don’t know exactly when ANIMAL FARM is coming out, but as I corrected the proofs a long time ago it should be fairly soon, and perhaps you could get a date from them. I would also like to hear whether any American publisher bit at the book of essays. In the English edition of this Senhouse wanted to reprint the essay on P. G. Wodehouse, published after I had sent them the MS of the book. I hadn’t a copy to send them, but in case Senhouse still hasn’t got one you might tell him the essay is in the last number of the WINDMILL (quarterly) published by Heinemann’s.4

Yours sincerely

[Signed] Eric Blair




2652. To Dwight Macdonald

4 April 1945 Typewritten; handwritten postscript

27 B Canonbury Square

Islington

London N 1

Dear Macdonald,

Many thanks for your letter of February 27th which has only just got here. I had already had a talk with Roger Senhouse and I think also with Warburg about Victor Serge’s memoirs1 and told them it was the kind of book they should get hold of. On political grounds they might be rather funky but I fancy could be prodded into doing it. The big difficulty is likely to be paper. The paper situation as you know is ghastly and S. and W. as small publishers don’t get a big allottment.° So in all probability they wouldn’t bring the book out before 1946. I know they are chartering books for as late as 1947, and many other publishers are doing likewise. I think one can take it as certain they would do it but with a long delay. I should in any case speak to Read2 about it. Read of course would be politically in sympathy but he has to consider Routledge’s interests and I doubt whether they would risk anything overtly Trotskyist. The other possible people are Faber’s and I will also speak to Eliot about the book or write to him, but the trouble with Eliot is that though of course anti-Stalinist he is at heart simply a conservative and doesn’t like fighting against public opinion for the sake of some left fraction3 he feels no sympathy for. When I tried to get Faber’s to do my little anti-Stalin book which S. and W. are doing and which I had such trouble with, he wrote me a rambling sort of letter of which the upshot was that one only ought to publish that kind of thing if politically in sympathy with it, which he was not. (I asked Warburg to send you a copy of that book when it appears by the way.) I look forward to seeing the MS of Serge’s book. If it arrives when I’m in France again I’ll see that it’s sent straight to S. and W. and I’ll remind Roger Senhouse beforehand. There would be no difficulty about arranging a translation.

The wad of comic strips you sent (at least you said some time back you were sending them) never arrived—stopped by the censorship perhaps. I’ll do you another article some time but I can’t start anything now and I think I’m going back to France or rather occupied Germany for another month or two. I was over there for five weeks till last week. I don’t want to bore you with my private affairs, but my wife has just died very suddenly and in particularly distressing circumstances, and it has upset me so that I cannot settle to anything for the time being. As soon as I have fixed up a temporary home for my little boy I want to go back and do some more reporting, and perhaps after a few weeks of bumping about in jeeps etc. I shall feel better.

Yours

[Signed] Geo. Orwell

P.S. Since writing this I’ve seen Senhouse again. He’s interested. S. & W. published one of Serge’s books before.




2653. Fredric Warburg to Orwell

6 April 1945 Typewritten; carbon copy

My dear George,

I heard the terrible news from Tosco1 yesterday and I write immediately to say how sorry I am. This must be a frightful blow to you and I wish I had been able to see you yesterday when you came to the office. There is so little that can be said on these occasions but anyone who has himself suffered losses of a similar kind will know how you must be feeling.

I do not think there is anything worth writing you about while you are in France, since it can all await your return. There is a hitch in the signature of our agreement with you which, however, we shall not allow to hold up the production of ANIMAL FARM. There are certain other matters which Roger may well have discussed with you.

I look forward to seeing you again when you finally get back from Europe.

Yours as ever,

[Initialled] FW




2654. Future of a Ruined Germany: Rural Slum Cannot Help Europe

The Observer, 8 April 1945

As the advance into Germany continues and more and more of the devastation wrought by the Allied bombing planes is laid bare, there are three comments that almost every observer finds himself making.

The first is, “The people at home have no conception of this.” The second is, “It’s a miracle that they’ve gone on fighting.” And the third is, “Just think of the work of building this all up again!”

It is quite true that the scale of the Allied blitzing of Germany is even now not realised in this country, and its share in the breaking-down of German resistance is probably much underrated. It is difficult to give actuality to newspaper or radio reports of air warfare, and the man in the street can be forgiven if he imagines that what we have done to Germany over the past four years is merely the same kind of thing as they did to us in 1940.

But this error, which must be even commoner in the United States, has in it a potential danger, and the many protests against indiscriminate bombing which have been uttered by pacifists and humanitarians have merely confused the issue.

Bombing is not especially inhumane. War itself is inhumane, and the bombing plane, which is used to paralyse industry and transport rather than to kill human beings, is a relatively civilised weapon. “Normal” or “legitimate” warfare is just as destructive of inanimate objects, and enormously more so of human lives.

Moreover, a bomb kills a casual cross-section of the population, whereas the men killed in battle are exactly the ones that the community can least afford to lose. The people of Britain have never felt easy about the bombing of civilians, and no doubt they will be ready enough to pity the Germans as soon as they have definitely defeated them; but what they have still not grasped—thanks to their own comparative immunity—is the frightful destructiveness of modern war and the long period of impoverishment that now lies ahead of the world as a whole.

To walk through the ruined cities of Germany is to feel an actual doubt about the continuity of civilisation. For one has to remember that it is not only Germany that has been blitzed. The same desolation extends, at any rate in considerable patches, all the way from Brussels to Stalingrad. And where there has been ground fighting, the destruction is even more thorough than where there has merely been bombing. In the 300 miles or so between the Marne and the Rhine there is not, for instance, such a thing as a bridge or a viaduct that has not been blown up.

Even in England we are aware that we need three million houses, and that the chances of getting them within measurable time seem rather slender. But how many houses will Germany need, or Poland, or the U.S.S.R., or Italy? When one thinks of the stupendous task of rebuilding Cologne, Essen, Hamburg, Warsaw, Budapest, Kharkov, Odessa, Leningrad, and scores or hundreds of other European cities, great and small—and rebuilding them at the end of six years, during which all available labour has been squandered on war production—one realises that a long period must elapse before even the standards of living of 1939 can be re-established.

We do not yet know the full extent of the damage that has been done to Germany, but judging from the areas that have been overrun hitherto, it is difficult to believe in the power of the Germans to pay any kind of reparations, either in goods or in labour. Simply to rehouse the German people, to set the shattered factories working, and to keep German agriculture from collapsing after the foreign workers have been liberated, will use up all the labour that the Germans are likely to dispose of.

If, as is planned at present, millions of them are to be deported to the victorious countries for reconstruction work, the recovery of Germany itself will be all the slower. After the last war the impossibility of obtaining substantial money reparations—in short, of making the enemy pay for the war—was finally grasped, but it was less generally realised that the impoverishment of any one country reacts unfavourably on the world as a whole. It would be no advantage to turn Germany into a kind of rural slum.1




2655. Nellie Adam (née Limouzin) to Marjorie Dakin

8 April 1945 Handwritten


This is the first of two extremely long letters from Nellie Adam to Marjorie Dakin (see 2659 for the second). Nellie Adam was Orwell’s aunt; she had lived in Paris when Orwell was working there, 1928–29; see 189, n. 1.. Marjorie Dakin was his older sister, married to Humphrey Dakin, a civil servant. The letters were written from 56A Craven Avenue, Ealing, London W5, where Nellie had the upper of two flats in a house belonging to her recently deceased sister (who had lived in the lower flat). The letters are chiefly concerned with Nellie’s own family affairs, in particular her resentment that Humphrey Dakin had come to search for a will that would enable Nellie’s niece, Dorothy, to inherit £2,000 following her mother’s death. Nellie feared that this would enable Dorothy to sell the house, with the result that Nellie would be homeless. The situation is summed up towards the end of the letter:


Now, Marjorie dear, I think you will realise after all I have told you, that my sister being beyond all help, I am not in the least interested in seeing to it that D[orothy] acquires her wealth immediately. To H[umphrey] I am ‘a spiteful old woman,’ but I think in all this I have written you will find a little more to me than that!



Finally, she concludes with this reference to Orwell and the death of Eileen:


I was shocked to hear of poor old Eric’s loss. How wonderful he is—there is his article in the Observer to-day and I know that he had to rush over for Eileen’s funeral & then arrange a temporary haven for little R[ichard]. I could write much more about the situation, which seems to me now a hopeless impasse, but I have loaded enough of my dreadful handwriting on you for the nonce.








2656. To Anthony Powell

13 April 1945 Typewritten

Hotel Scribe

Rue Scribe

Paris 9e

Dear Tony,1

I tried to get in touch with you when I was in London last week, but failed. I don’t know whether you will have heard from some other source about what has happened. Eileen is dead. She died very suddenly and unexpectedly on March 29th during an operation which was not supposed to be very serious. I was over here and had no expectation of anything going wrong, which indeed nobody seems to have had. I didn’t see the final findings of the inquest and indeed don’t want to, because it doesn’t bring her back, but I think the anaesthetic was responsible. It was a most horrible thing to happen because she had had five really miserable years of bad health and overwork, and things were just beginning to get better. The only good thing is that I don’t think she can have suffered or had any apprehensions. She was actually looking forward to the operation to cure her trouble, and I found among her papers a letter she must have written only about an hour before she died and which she expected to finish when she came round. But it was terribly sad that she should die when she had become so devoted to Richard and was making such a good job of his upbringing. Richard I am glad to say is very well and for the moment is provided for. He is staying with his sort of aunt2 who lives in the same square as me and has a young baby of her own, and I hope within a fairly short time to find a good nurse whom I can take on as a permanency. As soon as I can get a nurse and a house I shall remove him to the country, as I don’t want him to learn to walk in London. I just got him settled in and then came straight back here, as I felt so upset at home I thought I would rather be on the move for a bit. I was in Germany for a few days recently and am now going back there for a week or two.

What I partly wrote for was to ask if you know Malcolm Muggeridge’s address. He has left Paris and I have no idea how to get in touch with him. I vaguely heard there had been some kind of row in which l’affaire Wodehouse was mixed up, but have no idea what it is. Letters generally take about a fortnight, but the above address will find me. Please remember me to Violet.3

Yours

George




2657. Allies Facing Food Crisis in Germany: Problem of Freed Workers

The Observer, 15 April 1945

Paris, 14 April

There are more and more reports, official and unofficial, telling of the difficulties now being experienced in dealing with the Allied and neutral deportees in German territory, generally referred to in the British Press as slave labour, but known officially as Displaced Persons.

The Displaced Persons do not include released prisoners of war, who are a separate problem and a somewhat easier one to handle.

When, only a few weeks ago, I visited a camp of 14,000 Displaced Persons in the Rhineland, I was struck by the sensible manner in which the American officers in charge were handling the job, and the obvious delight of the Displaced Persons at getting out of German hands. But at that time the problem was still of manageable proportions.

The extent to which it has swollen since then can be illustrated by a few figures. In France the Allied armies liberated 100,000 Displaced Persons, and in Germany west of the Rhine another 100,000. By the first week in April the number had risen to about 1,000,000, and it is now thought to be round about 2,000,000, with the prospect of many more to come; for there are at least 7,000,000 of these people in Germany and German-held territory, possibly as many as 10,000,000 or 12,000,000, exclusive of war prisoners.

Meanwhile, the number actually rounded up is fewer by several hundred thousand than the number estimated as being in the areas which the Allied armies have occupied. As the German administration collapses, more and more displaced persons simply escape and take to the roads, often with the idea of walking back to their own countries by the shortest route, and the Allied authorities have several difficult problems to solve.

Obviously, before these people can be repatriated, some kind of sorting-out process is needed, both to prevent epidemics and to eliminate the spies and saboteurs who exist among them. This means that even French and Belgian deportees, whose homes are near at hand, have to be detained for several days, while most of the Russians and Poles will probably have to wait for some months before it is practicable to repatriate them.

It is not easy to find accommodation for these vast numbers of people, who include many children born in captivity, and the food problem is likely to become acute within a few months. In principle the responsibility for feeding the Displaced Persons falls on Germany, but this is only a financial measure and does not necessarily mean that actual food will always be forthcoming. Evidently a great deal depends on finishing the war quickly enough to allow this year’s German harvest to be gathered in.

The Germans, who have been plundering all Europe for several years, still have or had recently good stocks of food, but their agriculture is now disorganised by the defeat, all the more so because it depends for labour largely on the Displaced Persons, who are now escaping or being released. Unless it can be set on its feet again by the late summer, the result is likely to be a disastrous food shortage, which will react indirectly on the Allied countries.

The great majority of Displaced Persons remaining under Allied care are Russians, Ukrainians, Poles, and Italians.

The Western European deportees can usually be repatriated after only a short delay. Liaison officers drawn from the various countries concerned are attached to the military government.

It does not yet seem to have been definitely decided whether the return of a displaced person to his country of origin is or is not compulsory, and on this subject there are serious possibilities of disagreement between the Allied Governments.

Apart from stateless persons, of whom there are thousands in the German concentration camps, there is the minority of collaborators whose transference to Germany was voluntary, and the probably larger number of people who cannot be classed as collaborators but have their own reasons for not wanting to go home.

It seems to be admitted that the Germans did not in all cases treat their deportees badly. At any rate, since they needed them for manual labour, they had the wisdom to feed them adequately—much better, it is generally agreed, than they fed their prisoners of war—and they seem often to have deported whole families rather than individuals and to have allowed the deportees to get married while in captivity.

In the circumstances it will not be surprising if some of the Poles, especially those from Eastern Poland, and perhaps some of the Ukrainians as well, make efforts to remain where they are. The Soviet authorities are unlikely to acquiesce, and this awkward point will have to be settled in the near future.

In France this particular difficulty does not arise, but there has been much unfavourable comment on the failure of the Government to organise suitable ceremonies of welcome for returned prisoners and deportees.




2658. The French election will be influenced by the fact that WOMEN WILL HAVE FIRST VOTE

Manchester Evening News, 16 April 1945

No date has yet been fixed for the General Election, but it has been officially stated that the municipal elections will take place at the end of this month provided that the date fixed does not coincide with some great external event, such as the ending of the war. In France the voting at municipal and cantonal elections usually follows party lines, and the forthcoming elections should, therefore, give, for the first time since 1936, a reliable picture of the balance of political forces in France.

Now, six months after the liberation, it is realised that until elections have been held certain urgently necessary decisions cannot be taken. Unavoidably, and very unfortunately, some three million men, prisoners or deportees in Germany, will be missing from the electoral roll. The absence of these men, who are mostly youngish, and include many who were deported for their political activities during the occupation, will tell chiefly against the parties of the Left. This is generally agreed, but there are several unknown factors about which there is much speculation.

It has not yet been decided what method of voting will be followed, i.e., whether proportional representation will be adopted. Nor have the Socialists and Communists yet decided in what manner, if at all, they will pool their candidatures in order to avoid splitting one another’s votes. By far the most important unknown factor is the attitude of the women. In the forthcoming elections women will vote for the first time in French history, and, moreover, they will outnumber the men by ten or fifteen per cent. Since this is their first venture into political life, it has been laid down that women will be allowed to vote even if they have not registered beforehand: very large numbers of women, however, have already registered themselves as voters, especially in strongly Catholic or Communist areas.

Another unknown factor is the attitude of the Church. The old struggle between clericals and anti-clericals cooled down as a result of the occupation, but it has shown signs of flaring up again, the immediate cause of dispute being the continuance by the Provisional Government of State subsidies to Catholic schools. It is possible that the Church may, as in the past, make an authoritative pronouncement against certain political doctrines, especially Communism: in which case the large female vote might be a very serious handicap for the parties of the Left.

There is good reason for thinking that the forces of Conservatism are much stronger in France than they appeared in the first few months after the liberation. At the last general election, that of 1936, the Left-wing parties grouped together in the Popular Front polled something over five and a half million votes, while the parties of the Right polled nearly four and a quarter millions. Thereafter, up till the war, the Left probably lost ground as against the Right.

The follies of the Daladier Government,1 and the discredit brought on the old regime by the defeat and the occupation, changed the picture, but it is admitted that the Pétain Government had popular support in some areas, especially among the peasants. Even now there are parts of the South of France where pro-Pétain literature is circulating illegally.

The Radical-Socialist party is also rapidly reviving, and other moderate parties are reappearing. These parties have at present no very clear-cut policy, but they can make an appeal to the peasants and other middling people who are not strongly opposed to the nationalisation of major industry but are frightened of Communism.

During recent months all the surviving political parties have increased their membership: it is considered that most of them now have more members than they had in 1939. The Communist party is still probably the biggest, and certainly the most cohesive and best organised party in France. Its greatest strength is in the Paris area, but of late, for the first time in its history, it has managed to get a foothold in some rural areas. The Communists are aware that even if they came to power they could hardly govern France single-handed, and they have tried very hard, and not absolutely without success, to come to terms with the Socialists on the one hand and the Catholics on the other. The Socialist party has a large and faithful following in various areas, particularly the industrial districts of Lille and Toulouse in the South. Finally there is the large and vital Resistance Movement, which has not yet crystallised into a definite party but is bound to play an important rôle in the elections, both through its own candidates and by its tendency to push the Socialist party further to the Left.

With so many unknown factors, even Dr. Gallup himself could hardly make an accurate forecast, but at least it seems clear that the impression which prevailed a few months ago, that France was on the edge of revolution, was exaggerated. There is no widespread opposition to certain measures of a semi-Socialistic kind, and all forms of Fascism are discredited: but the tone of the Press and of most public utterances since the liberation have made ordinary Conservatism seem deader than it is. Experienced observers point out that the four million people who voted for the parties of the Right in 1936 have not ceased to exist, and that when the elections come off, an overwhelming victory for the Left is not to be expected.2




2659. Nellie Adam to Marjorie Dakin

16 April 1945 Handwritten

For the background to this letter, see 2655. Only the opening is reproduced:

Thanks for your letter.

First, about Richard; I quite understand now that you did offer help, but must point out that what I wrote to H[umphrey] about it was based on his remark that he was afraid to take R[ichard] in case you would have him permanently fixed with you. That point I understood, although privately I thought that a time-limit could have been set. H[umphrey] did not speak to me of your offer. Eric wrote to me at some length of Eileen’s death and appeared to me to be very grieved about it. It certainly was strange that he didn’t do the same to you. Maybe a letter miscarried (as has occurred to both Mrs Briffa1 and myself lately) or perhaps he deputed A[vril]2 to give you the news. Those days for him must have been pretty strenuous and ghastly ….




2660. Bavarian Peasants Ignore the War: Germans Know They Are Beaten

The Observer, 22 April 1945

Nuremberg, 21 April

To judge by the demeanour of the civilian population in this part of Germany, it is an understatement to say that the Germans now know they are beaten.

Most of them seem to regard the war as something already in the past and its continuation as a lunacy in which they have no part, and for which they need feel no responsibility.

To a surprising extent village life continues as usual, even in the middle of the fighting. The oxen still trudge slowly in front of the harrow while the guns echo from all the surrounding hillsides, and most of the peasants seem more afraid of being attacked by wandering Displaced Persons—freed foreign workers—than of being hit by a stray shell. A day or two ago I entered the little village of Wimmelbach, west of Nuremberg, just after the leading units of the American Twelfth Armoured Division had passed through.

Just outside the village a smashed road-block, a corpse or two, an abandoned tank and an orchard cratered by mortar shells, marked the spot where the Germans had tried to make a stand. The village itself had been shelled. Several houses were burning. Immediately over the next hillside the self-propelled guns and heavy machine-guns had already opened fire on the next village and batches of miserably-dressed German prisoners, their hands locked behind their heads, were being brought in by bored soldiers with carbines.

Amid all this the villagers were almost completely unconcerned. A little knot of elderly people, two women and a man, seemed to be in a state of distress, but as for the others they watched the irruption of the American Army with probably less interest than they would have given to a passing circus. Someone was loading manure into a cart. There was the usual queue at the pump, and two old men were steadily sawing up logs on a trestle. Even the wretched parties of prisoners got hardly a glance of curiosity.

In this area what little civilian resistance there is (usually in the form of sniping) is almost entirely the work of youths between 12 and 20. The other age groups seem indifferent or even friendly and relieved to see secure government established again. In some places German civilians have applied to the military government not merely to protect them against the Displaced Persons, but even to provide anti-aircraft guns to keep the German planes away. The young men, who will obviously be the first source of trouble, are not much in evidence, most of them being in the army.

Almost anyone who is questioned, including prisoners, admits that the war is lost, and adds that resistance only continues because of a handful of fanatical Nazis, which is no doubt true. The decision to defend Nuremberg, for instance, was a political decision taken by the local S.S. commander against the wishes of both the army and the civilians.

This part of Germany has not suffered very greatly from the war, the people, especially the children, have obviously been very well fed, and the blitzing of Bavaria and Württemberg has not been so comprehensive as in the Rhineland and the Ruhr. It is true that with the solitary exception of Heidelberg the big towns have been flattened. Even the ancient university city of Wurzburg is now a mere mass of ruins though, fortunately, its medieval castle was too solid to be completely destroyed. But the villages and the pleasant little country towns, with their massive gateways, their baroque churches, and their cobbled squares, have mostly escaped damage, except when they stood in the direct path of the fighting and did not produce their white flags promptly enough.

Away from the main roads one would hardly know there was a war on if it were not for the occasional group of Displaced Persons who trudge past carrying bundles of rags on their backs and keeping one eye open for stray chickens.

As one drives through this peaceful countryside with its winding roads fringed by cherry trees, its terraced vineyards and its wayside shrines, there is one question that raises itself over and over again. It is: to what extent can these obviously simple and gentle peasants who troop to church on Sunday mornings in decent black be responsible for the horrors of the Nazis?

The Nazi movement actually started in this part of Germany, and there can be no question about the enormity of the crimes it has committed if only because the mass of evidence came in long before the war started.

But if one wants evidence of German cruelty, there is plenty of it here and now in the tales told by escaped prisoners and deportees.

Their condition partly depended on how long they had been prisoners, but the main dividing line was between those who did and those who did not receive Red Cross parcels. This camp contained some thousands of Russians, who were herded together in wretched tents without side flaps and with no covering on the ground, so that they had to make themselves burrows in the sandy soil. Universally they were ragged and filthy, their faces drawn with hunger and misery, and fresh typhus cases were occurring among them every day.

Even the British prisoners had been treated badly enough, most of them having been put to work in the Silesian coal mines and then when the Red Army approached were forced to march on foot all the way to Bavaria.

But they all spoke with indignation of the treatment given to the Russians. Only a few days before at this camp the German guards had opened fire and killed several Russians for crowding up to the wire when British and American prisoners tried to throw food over to them.

A British prisoner described how on his arrival he and his companions had thrown some soap over the wire to the Russians, and the starving Russians had promptly eaten it. Another told me of a camp in Silesia where, when a Russian prisoner died, his comrades would cover his body with a blanket and pretend that he was merely ill so that they could go on drawing his soup ration for a few days longer.

An American prisoner, an officer, summed up the situation by pointing to the scarecrow figures in the Russian encampment, and remarking: “The sole thing that has saved us from being in the same condition as those people there is our parcels from home.”




2661. The Germans Still Doubt Our Unity: The Flags Do Not Help

The Observer, 29 April 1945

With the U.S. Third Army, Stuttgart, 28 April

The morning after the French First Army entered Stuttgart this week, the General commanding the 100th American Division sent a small detachment of tanks and infantry to make contact with them in the eastern suburbs of the town.

On the east bank of the Neckar a column found the French and turned back. It was impossible for vehicles to cross the river, every bridge in the 60 miles between Heilbronn and Tuebingen having been blown up. There was, however, a small footbridge which the Germans had not thought worth a charge of explosive, and two other correspondents and myself who were accompanying the Americans decided to go on foot.

On the other bank of the river groups of Displaced Persons, still delirious after 24 hours of liberty, were careering to and fro in looted cars and trucks, while others who had got hold of rifles were letting fly at pieces of driftwood in the stream.

The central part of the town, or what was left of it, had been thoroughly pillaged. The worst looting generally happens in the first hour or two after resistance collapses and is the work of German civilians and suddenly released prisoners and deportees.

Looting can be prevented, if at all, only by having the apparatus of military government ready before a town is captured, and in this case, no doubt owing to the unexpected suddenness with which Stuttgart collapsed, there was a long delay.

Seventy-two hours after the French entered no proclamations had been posted, and the whereabouts of the military government was undiscoverable, though some harmless-looking elderly men with armbands marked “Polizei” were occasionally to be seen on the streets.

The disorder after the fall of Stuttgart was probably worse than usual because of the large-scale looting of wine. Empty bottles, and even half-full bottles, were littered all over the place. I had entered the town to the sound of rifle shots, and stray shots were still reverberating when I left two days later, though all pockets of resistance had long since been cleared out. The shots were merely an unofficial feu de joie.

Meanwhile, the French, disregarding the deportees and concentrating on the Germans, were combing the town house by house and arresting not only every one in uniform but every male civilian suspected of having belonged either to the Wehrmacht or the Volkssturm. The toll of prisoners was so large that it was difficult to find places to put them in, and numbers of them had to be temporarily housed in the subway under the main railway station.

It is, above all, when one watches German prisoners being rounded up that a gulf seems to open between almost any Anglo-Saxon and almost any Continental European. One may recognise fully the need to destroy the German army and to use no matter what means to do it, but one has to have lived under German rule before one can get an actual pleasure out of these scenes of humiliation.

As the endless lines of prisoners trailed by, the deportees, and even some of the French soldiers, watched them with grins of quite frank delight.

“Just like us in 1940!” was a comment I heard several times. Some of these people even seemed to get a grim satisfaction in contemplating the ruin wrought by the bombs. I could not feel anything of the kind myself. Stuttgart, it is true, is a big town, and parts of it are still intact; but, as usual, it is the ancient central part of the town that has been flattened and the uninteresting residential suburbs which have escaped.

I had been billeted on some middle-class Germans in the suburbs. These people, like most of the Germans I have been able to talk to, were not only eager for the war to end quickly, but even more eager to see as much as possible of Germany occupied by the Americans and British and as little as possible by the Russians and French.

Evidently it is still necessary to make the Germans understand that the Governments of the United Nations are in substantial agreement. At present the idea seems widespread that Russia, France, and Anglo-America are more or less hostile to one another and stand for quite different policies.

It is obviously dangerous to let this idea take root, and the failure to define the zones of occupation in advance, and the practice followed by the various armies of hoisting only their own national flag in the areas they occupy, have done something to encourage it.




2662. Now Germany Faces Hunger

Manchester Evening News, 4 May 1945

It is generally agreed that up to date Allied Military Government has worked with unexpected smoothness in Germany, especially in the rural areas, where the peasants are so heartily sick of war that they often greet the advancing Allied forces as liberators rather than as conquerors.

Some Military Government officers say frankly that the ever-growing bands of escaped prisoners and foreign deportees who roam the country-side are a much bigger problem than the Germans themselves. But it is also recognised that within a fairly short time, probably within six months, the real difficulties will begin to make themselves felt, and that the present docility of the Germans is due to the fact that they are war-weary, that their food situation is still fairly good, and that they look to Anglo-America to protect them against the Eastern European peoples whom they are conscious of having wronged.

In principle Military Government exists only to facilitate the prosecution of the war. It keeps order, attends to food supply, public utilities, and the other needs of the population, and appoints a temporary German administration, merely in the interests of military efficiency and not with any long-term political objective. In practice, however, it is obliged to do things which have political implications and which will leave their mark on any German regime that finally emerges from the war.

One such measure—undesirable in itself but forced upon the occupying authorities by the nature of the Nazi regime—is the closing of schools. At present, apart from six kindergarten opened in Aachen on Tuesday, no schools are open in Allied-occupied Germany.

As early as possible it is hoped to reopen schools up to the fourth grade, but the choice of new teachers and provision of new textbooks are bound to impose a long delay. It would have been impossible to allow the existing educational system to remain in being, because its leading purpose was to disseminate Nazi doctrine. Another step, more doubtfully wise but considered necessary in the interests of military security, is the confiscation of civilian wireless sets. And in issuing German-language newspapers, in deciding which factories to reopen and what agricultural policy to favour, and in picking out politically reliable people as burgomasters and other officials, the Military Government is compelled to do many things that go beyond the narrow function of facilitating the passage of the armies.

However, the immediate and dangerous problem is that of food. Until recently the mass of the German people have been well nourished, they still have fairly large stocks of food, and such of the agricultural land as has not actually been fought over is in good condition. But this state of affairs is rapidly changing. Germany’s war-time food supply depended largely on the plundering of occupied territories which have now been lost, and agriculture had come to depend more and more on war prisoners and deported foreign labourers.

Several millions of these slave workers have already been liberated by the advance of the Allied armies, and on many a farm where there were recently half a dozen sturdy Russian or Polish labourers there is now no one except an aged peasant and his wife.

This year’s harvest has been sown, but whether it will be gathered in will depend on an early end to the war and the prompt return to the land of some millions of young Germans. There are also shortages of suitable seed (this year’s potato crop, it is already calculated, will be much below the average), of fertilisers, of oil for agricultural machinery, and of horses, the peasants in most areas being obliged to use their milch cows as draught animals. Even if the chaos of war is cleaned up with unexpected speed, there is bound to be a severe food shortage this winter.

Apart from the difficulties with our Allies that this will involve—for if the U.S.A. and Britain are to feed Germany it will have to be at the expense of the Western European countries—discontent over the food situation is the likeliest starting-point for German resistance. At present the attitude of the people in occupied territory is friendly and even embarrassingly friendly.

The non-fraternisation order, the wisdom of which is doubted by many of the officers who have to enforce it, already works rather creakily. But there are three or four abnormal factors which probably make the task of governing Germany appear simpler than it is. To begin with, almost all the young men, and especially the active Nazis, are away from home—they are in the army, or have retreated along with the army, or they are already prisoners. Secondly, the German people are for the time being thoroughly well aware that they have lost the war, and in the big towns they are profoundly relieved that the bombing has stopped.

Thirdly, there is a widespread idea, for which the Allies themselves are partly to blame, that the U.S.S.R., France, and Anglo-America are not occupying Germany along prearranged lines, but that each is simply grabbing as much territory as possible. Many or most Germans are so terrified of the French and Russians that they actually welcome British or American occupation. Some of the popularity of Britain and the U.S.A. will probably wear off when it is better realised that the leading Allies are in substantial agreement.

Hitherto there has been surprisingly little sabotage or guerilla activity, although the vast area overrun by the Allied armies is of necessity thinly held. Of strikes, demonstrations, or open opposition of any kind there has been hardly a trace. Hitler’s birthday, for instance, passed off almost without incident,1 and in the big towns there is a surprising lack of wall-chalking, sticky-backs, or other evidences of underground political activity. The “Werewolves” have accomplished little or nothing up to date, and the Volkssturm2 is generally agreed to have been a miserable failure.

The chief concern of its members has been to get rid of their uniforms and disguise themselves as civilians, or, failing that, to surrender as promptly as possible—this in spite of the fact that the Volkssturm was fairly well armed, being supplied in large quantities with the panzerfaust,3 the German equivalent of the bazooka.

But what one has to remember in this connection is that resistance movements and guerilla warfare take a long time to organise. The Germans had occupied France for six moths or more before the French resistance began to make itself felt, and in England it took a year or more to turn the Home Guard into a serious military organisation. Since about the middle of 1944 the Germans have collapsed very suddenly, and they do not appear to have made serious preparations beforehand for fighting on their own soil.

We cannot assume, therefore, that a serious resistance movement, difficult to deal with except by the repugnant method of mass reprisals, will not spring up in the coming winter. The conditions likely to favour it are continuation of war-time chaos, shortage of food, and serious differences, or even the semblances of differences, between the Allies. The present system by which each army administers the territory it has occupied more or less independently, and without even displaying the flags of its Allies, has already created a false impression among the Germans and has in it the seeds of danger.




2663. Anarchist Trial

4 May 1945

On 27 April 1945, three of four anarchists, members of the editorial board of War Commentary, were sentenced by Mr. Justice Birkett to nine months’ imprisonment for offences under the Defence Regulations. On 4 May 1945, Tribune published three letters of protest: one by Herbert Read, Chairman of the Freedom Press Defence Committee, one by George Woodcock, and one jointly signed by nine people, of whom Orwell was one.

Philip Sansom, Vernon Richards and Dr. John Hewetson, three members of the editorial board of War Commentary, were sentenced at the Old Bailey last Thursday1 to nine months’ imprisonment for actions arising out of their editorship of that British bi-monthly political journal. To stress, as the Court repeatedly did, that this was not a political trial and that the freedom of the Press was in no way involved is simply legal hair-splitting.

We concede the right of the Government to try these citizens, but our more serious concern is to emphasise the necessity of the whole body of Socialist opinion in this country to identify itself with these editors as did Herbert Read, an English poet, both in the witness-box and from a political platform, when he so magnificently said, in effect, that if these men were imprisoned, he did not wish to remain unmolested. The jury having returned their verdict of “guilty,” the sentence was politically wise, as the maximum penalty is 14 years, but was it anything else but politics that caused these men to be arrested at this (seemingly unnecessary) moment when soldiers all over Europe are about to lay down their arms?

The things these men did which brought them standing, where thieves and murderers are wont to stand, inside the dock at the Old Bailey, spring from their love of justice and their concern for the victims and the poor. On trial with them were the teachings of Jesus, the philosophy of Peter Kropotkin, the politics of Tom Paine, the poetry of William Blake and the paintings of Van Gogh. No man who accepts these can remain true to them while rejecting the right of these three men to do the things they did.

LAZARUS AARENSON,

YANKEL ADLER,

GEORGE BAKER,

ALEX COMFORT,

NICHOLAS MOORE,

GEORGE ORWELL,

DYLAN THOMAS,

R. E. WATERFIELD,

PAUL POTTS.




2664. France’s Interest In The War Dwindles: Back to Normal Is The Aim

The Observer, 6 May 1945

Paris, 5 May

Looking at the surface aspect of Paris, it is a little difficult to believe that only last week-end a third of its electorate voted Communist, whilst another quarter voted for other extremist parties of the Left.

Paris has brightened up in the spring sunshine. Solid food is no more plentiful than it was when I came here two months ago, but there are lettuces and spring onions, even strawberries if you can pay for them, and it is warm enough to sit at café tables out of doors.

Clothes are still shabby, but the women’s hats are more flamboyant than ever. If it were not for the ever-present American soldiers one would hardly take this for the capital of a country at war. In a little while, no doubt, flags will be flying and bells ringing to celebrate the final victory, but no extra flags have appeared as yet, and though Hitler’s death did cause a certain stir, I could not overhear many spontaneous comments on it. Life goes on pretty much as usual, and the quest for food, fuel, and amusement looms larger for most people than any external event.

And yet one could not truthfully say that there is no political activity. The municipal elections not only showed a nation-wide swing to the Left, but—what was perhaps even more significant—produced a very large poll. And there were also the May Day celebrations, when an enormous crowd of people filed through the streets chanting in unison: “Pétain au Poteau!”1

What is one to make of this seeming combination of apathy and revolutionary sentiment? First of all it is widely agreed that France is far more interested in internal affairs than in the war. France’s principal act of war was the Resistance, which involved only a minority, and even now the number of people directly engaged in the war effort is tiny compared with that in Britain. Everyone wants France to be strong, to have a big army and reappear as a great Power, but the day-to-day detail of the war is not interesting.

Even the repatriated prisoners evoke very little enthusiasm. Every day hundreds of these men, in ragged discoloured uniforms, jolt through the streets in lorries. The authorities give them a warm meal and a ceremony of welcome, but the passing crowds hardly notice them.

International affairs do not arouse the passions that they do in Britain. San Francisco is not much discussed, and neither the Greek nor the Polish issue provoked any very violent controversy. The average Frenchman is interested first of all in France, and though he wants certain political reforms, what he wants above all things is to get back to normal, with enough to eat and better facilities for recreation.

Among the noticeable things in Paris are the long cinema queues and the large proportion of the dwindled Press given over to sport. Not only hunger, but boredom and the longing for a bit of amusement, make up the background of the political scene.

The municipal elections showed a general Leftward slide. Communists won votes from Socialists, Socialists won them from Radicals, and in many areas the parties of the Right were almost obliterated. But one certainly cannot infer from this that France is on the verge of revolution. One has only to glance down any street to see that the people are in no mood for violent effort of any kind. In some ways, in spite of all that has happened, pre-war habits of mind seem to have lingered more strongly than they have in England. Distinctions of wealth are greater, or at any rate they are more obtrusive, and a larger proportion of people are engaged in menial occupations. Fifty per cent. of the electorate have just voted Socialist or Communist, but the haberdashers still display top hats in their depleted windows, and sandwichmen still trudge to and fro bearing advertisements for manicurists. However it may be when France is less hungry, and when political discussion is less hampered by censorship and paper shortage, the general desire at present is for security and normality and not for drastic changes.2

Reading the posters before the elections I was struck by the fact that all parties now promise almost exactly the same things. People, nevertheless, turn their eyes towards the Left because the Left is felt to stand, not for bloody revolution but for security of employment, family allowances, and protection of the rights of labour. The Popular Front Government of 1936,3 which gave France certain elementary reforms it had never before had, is still fairly vividly remembered.

On the other hand, the Right is associated with certain vague but menacing entities called “the trusts,” which are held to be responsible for everything from the defeat of 1940 to the shortage of cigarettes.

The French Communist Party has a big membership as well as a strong hold on the general public, and it contains a nucleus of hardened long-term members who still probably look forward to violent revolution as their ultimate objective. But the mass of its followers do not appear to want any such thing, and certain points even in its declared policy are only doubtfully popular.

To begin with, in spite of “Pétain au Poteau!” it is doubtful whether the French masses wish for such a wholesale and vindictive persecution of collaborationists as the Communists demand. Certainly they are anxious that the biggest culprits shall not escape, but there seems to be a certain uneasiness about the moral aspects of the purge, which, if carried out in a thoroughgoing way, would be all too often the punishment of the guilty by the guilty.

The other feature of Communist policy which probably does not reflect popular opinion is its anti-British orientation. Apart from the Vichyites, who are now lying low, the Communists are the only French political faction who are anti-British (and to a less extent anti-American), and they show it as plainly as is possible in the general muffling of the Press.

This is probably a matter of high policy—Britain being the possible leader of the Western bloc, whose formation the U.S.S.R. opposes—rather than an expression of the sentiments of ordinary French people, working-class or middle-class.




2665. VE-Day

8 May 1945


This day officially marked the end of World War II in Europe.






2666. To Lydia Jackson

11 May 1945 Typewritten

Hotel Scribe

Rue Scribe

Paris 9eme

Dear Lydia,

I just had letters from you and Pat1 about simultaneously. I don’t want to relet the cottage, because for the time being I want to keep it on as a place to go down to for an occasional week end. I can however make either of the following arrangements with you. Either I will lend you the cottage for a month in the summer at any time you choose to name, or else you can continue to use the cottage at all times, but on the understanding that I can come and have it for a week or so any time I want to. In either case I don’t want you to pay me anything. I should be back in London about May 25th and we can make any final arrangements then. You could have it for June or July or really whenever you like provided I know beforehand. At present it seems impossible to get a house in the country and for that reason I want to keep on the cottage so that Richard can get a few days of country air now and then. Eileen and I had hoped that it would not be necessary for him to learn to walk in London, but it seems unavoidable, so I am going to keep on the flat.

Gwen2 says you borrowed a refrigerator of hers. Do you think we could have it back, because it is so hard to keep milk from going sour in the summer months and that makes it so difficult with the children.

I came straight back here after Eileen’s death and have felt somewhat better for being at work most of the time. The destruction in Germany is terrifying, far worse than people in England grasp, but my trips there have been quite interesting. I am making one more trip, to Austria I hope, and then coming back about the end of next week. I get bulletins about Richard from Doreen3 and it seems he is doing very well and had tripled his birth weight at 11 months. The next thing is to find a nurse for him which is next door to impossible at present. I don’t know how long this letter will take getting to you—sometimes they take only 4 days, sometimes about 3 weeks—but if it gets to you before I get back, and you want to go down to the cottage, you can do so. Looking forward to seeing you both.

Yours

George




2667. Freed Politicians Return to Paris: T. U. Leader Sees de Gaulle

The Observer, 13 May 1945

Paris, 12 May

Paul Reynaud, Yvon Delbos, and Leon Jouhaux1 arrived in Paris two days ago. Jouhaux, the former leader of the French Trade Union Movement, has already been called to confer with de Gaulle, but is somewhat cagey about his political future.

He will not say whether he is likely to be offered a post in the present Government. He says he supports the de Gaulle Government, and intends to return to political life immediately. At the coming general election he will stand as an independent candidate.

Reynaud, Premier up to June, 1940, and handed over by Pétain to the Germans after the Allied landings in North Africa in November, 1942, spent the first six months of his captivity in an isolation cell in Oranienburg, but was afterwards removed to a fortress in the Tyrol, where he was incarcerated with other French political leaders.

He was well treated, and spent his time in captivity writing a book on events leading up to the defeat.

There is, of course, a new political factor in the liberation of Herriot,2 Daladier, Reynaud, and Blum. Of these, only Blum has fully maintained his reputation and his commanding position within his own party. Even when he had vanished into some concentration camp of unknown whereabouts, his name was still displayed on the front page of “Le Populaire” as editor-in-chief. Daladier is perhaps discredited for good. The Radicals have tried hard to build him up in recent months, but his internment of the Communist deputies in 1939 is not likely to be forgotten.

Nevertheless, all of these politicians are much better known to the general public than any member of the present Government, except de Gaulle himself, and Daladier and Reynaud share with Blum the prestige of the Riom Trial3 at which they behaved with courage and dignity. By this half-hearted attempt at terrorism the Pétainists did much to rehabilitate the regime they had overthrown and it is thought that at the coming general elections the reappearance of Herriot, Reynaud, and Daladier may do something to revive the fallen fortunes of the Radical Socialist Party.

Those whose memories went back long enough declared that the victory celebrations in Paris “didn’t come up to 1918,” but they were certainly impressive, the more so because the news of the German surrender did not come with dramatic suddenness, but leaked out owing to various indiscretions after having been impatiently expected for weeks.

At least 24 hours before the official announcement everyone in Paris appeared to know the exact hour at which the cease fire would sound, and one evening paper was seized by the police for spilling the news prematurely. Apart from the much discussed misdemeanour of one of the news agencies, the German Radio at Flensburg had made an announcement which was repeated by the French Radio and then contradicted a little while later.

After all this it was hardly surprising that there was an unofficial celebration on Monday night, with songs and processions in the streets and aeroplanes dropping many coloured flares among the chimney-pots. But the real excitement began early on Tuesday morning. Bands of youths and girls marched to and fro in military formation, chanting, “Avec Nous! Avec Nous!” and gradually swelling their numbers until by midday the crowds were so enormous that many of the main streets and squares were quite impassable. They remained so the whole of Tuesday and the whole of Wednesday. Some people did go home for part of Tuesday night, while others subsided on to benches or patches of grass and snatched a few hours’ sleep.

At three o’clock on Tuesday afternoon I managed to force my way near enough to a loudspeaker in the Place de la Concorde to listen to the official announcement.

There had been rumours that the whole thing might have to be postponed. Then came de Gaulle’s voice: “The war is won. This is victory.” The people did not break into a cheer, but listened attentively to the rest of the speech, and then stood in reverent silence while the National Anthems of all the leading Allies were played over.

For several days the newspapers maintained a kind of self-censorship, keeping unpleasant topics in the background as much as possible, but there are certain questions both of home and foreign policy that it is impossible to ignore for any length of time. It cannot be said that present-day French newspapers ever discuss foreign politics with much freedom, but there are obvious signs of discord over the San Francisco Conference and Russian policy generally. The question of the occupation of Germany, and especially of Berlin—who will occupy which areas, and how soon—is also discussed with evident uneasiness.




2668. ‘Notes on Nationalism’

Polemic: A Magazine of Philosophy, Psychology & Aesthetics, No. 1

[October] 19451

Somewhere or other Byron makes use of the French word longueur, and remarks in passing that though in England we happen not to have the word, we have the thing in considerable profusion. In the same way, there is a habit of mind which is now so widespread that it effects our thinking on nearly every subject, but which has not yet been given a name. As the nearest existing equivalent I have chosen the word “nationalism,” but it will be seen in a moment that I am not using it in quite the ordinary sense, if only because the emotion I am speaking about does not always attach itself to what is called a nation—that is, a single race or a geographical area. It can attach itself to a church or a class, or it may work in a merely negative sense, against something or other and without the need for any positive object of loyalty.

By “nationalism” I mean first of all the habit of assuming that human beings can be classified like insects and that whole blocks of millions or tens of millions of people can be confidently labelled “good” or “bad”.fn1 But secondly—and this is much more important—I mean the habit of identifying oneself with a single nation or other unit, placing it beyond good and evil and recognizing no other duty than that of advancing its interests. Nationalism is not to be confused with patriotism. Both words are normally used in so vague a way that any definition is liable to be challenged, but one must draw a distinction between them, since two different and even opposing ideas are involved. By “patriotism” I mean devotion to a particular place and a particular way of life, which one believes to be the best in the world but has no wish to force upon other people. Patriotism is of its nature defensive, both militarily and culturally. Nationalism, on the other hand, is inseparable from the desire for power. The abiding purpose of every nationalist is to secure more power and more prestige, not for himself but for the nation or other unit in which he has chosen to sink his own individuality.

So long as it is applied merely to the more notorious and identifiable nationalist movements in Germany, Japan and other countries, all this is obvious enough. Confronted with a phenomenon like Nazism, which we can observe from the outside, nearly all of us would say much the same things about it. But here I must repeat what I said above, that I am only using the word “nationalism” for lack of a better. Nationalism, in the extended sense in which I am using the word, includes such movements and tendencies as Communism, political Catholicism, Zionism, anti-Semitism, Trotskyism and Pacifism. It does not necessarily mean loyalty to a government or a country, still less to one’s own country, and it is not even strictly necessary that the units in which it deals should actually exist. To name a few obvious examples, Jewry, Islam, Christendom, the Proletariat and the White Race are all of them the objects of passionate nationalistic feeling: but their existence can be seriously questioned, and there is no definition of any one of them that would be universally accepted.

It is also worth emphasising once again that nationalist feeling can be purely negative. There are, for example, Trotskyists who have become simply the enemies of the U.S.S.R. without developing a corresponding loyalty to any other unit. When one grasps the implications of this, the nature of what I mean by nationalism becomes a good deal clearer. A nationalist is one who thinks solely, or mainly, in terms of competitive prestige. He may be a positive or a negative nationalist—that is, he may use his mental energy either in boosting or in denigrating—but at any rate his thoughts always turn on victories, defeats, triumphs and humiliations. He sees history, especially contemporary history, as the endless rise and decline of great power units, and every event that happens seems to him a demonstration that his own side is on the up grade and some hated rival on the down grade. But finally, it is important not to confuse nationalism with mere worship of success. The nationalist does not go on the principle of simply ganging up with the strongest side. On the contrary, having picked his side, he persuades himself that it is the strongest, and is able to stick to his belief even when the facts are overwhelmingly against him. Nationalism is power-hunger tempered by self-deception. Every nationalist is capable of the most flagrant dishonesty, but he is also—since he is conscious of serving something bigger than himself—unshakeably certain of being in the right.

Now that I have given this lengthy definition, I think it will be admitted that the habit of mind I am talking about is widespread among the English intelligentsia, and more widespread there than among the mass of the people. For those who feel deeply about contemporary politics, certain topics have become so infected by considerations of prestige that a genuinely rational approach to them is almost impossible. Out of the hundreds of examples that one might choose, take this question: Which of the three great allies, the U.S.S.R., Britain and the U.S.A., has contributed most to the defeat of Germany? In theory it should be possible to give a reasoned and perhaps even a conclusive answer to this question. In practice, however, the necessary calculations cannot be made, because anyone likely to bother his head about such a question would inevitably see it in terms of competitive prestige. He would therefore start by deciding in favour of Russia, Britain or America as the case might be, and only after this would begin searching for arguments that seemed to support his case. And there are whole strings of kindred questions to which you can only get an honest answer from someone who is indifferent to the whole subject involved, and whose opinion on it is probably worthless in any case. Hence, partly, the remarkable failure in our time of political and military prediction. It is curious to reflect that out of all the “experts” of all the schools, there was not a single one who was able to foresee so likely an event as the Russo-German Pact of 1939.fn2 And when the news of the Pact broke, the most wildly divergent explanations of it were given, and predictions were made which were falsified almost immediately, being based in nearly every case not on a study of probabilities but on a desire to make the U.S.S.R. seem good or bad, strong or weak. Political or military commentators, like astrologers, can survive almost any mistake, because their more devoted followers do not look to them for an appraisal of the facts but for the stimulation of nationalistic loyalties.fn3 And æsthetic judgements, especially literary judgements, are often corrupted in the same way as political ones. It would be difficult for an Indian Nationalist to enjoy reading Kipling or for a Conservative to see merit in Mayakovsky, and there is always a temptation to claim that any book whose tendency one disagrees with must be a bad book from a literary point of view. People of strongly nationalistic outlook often perform this sleight of hand without being conscious of dishonesty.

In England, if one simply considers the number of people involved, it is probable that the dominant form of nationalism is old-fashioned British jingoism. It is certain that this is still widespread, and much more so than most observers would have believed a dozen years ago. However, in this essay I am concerned chiefly with the reactions of the intelligentsia, among whom jingoism and even patriotism of the old kind are almost dead, though they now seem to be reviving among a minority. Among the intelligentsia, it hardly needs saying that the dominant form of nationalism is Communism—using this word in a very loose sense, to include not merely Communist Party members but “fellow travellers” and Russophiles generally. A Communist, for my purpose here, is one who looks upon the U.S.S.R. as his Fatherland and feels it his duty to justify Russian policy and advance Russian interests at all costs. Obviously such people abound in England to-day, and their direct and indirect influence is very great. But many other forms of nationalism also flourish, and it is by noticing the points of resemblance between different and even seemingly opposed currents of thought that one can best get the matter into perspective.

Ten or twenty years ago, the form of nationalism most closely corresponding to Communism today was political Catholicism. Its most outstanding exponent—though he was perhaps an extreme case rather than a typical one—was G. K. Chesterton. Chesterton was a writer of considerable talent who chose to suppress both his sensibilities and his intellectual honesty in the cause of Roman Catholic propaganda. During the last twenty years or so of his life, his entire output was in reality an endless repetition of the same thing, under its laboured cleverness as simple and boring as “Great is Diana of the Ephesians.” Every book that he wrote, every paragraph, every sentence, every incident in every story, every scrap of dialogue, had to demonstrate beyond possibility of mistake the superiority of the Catholic over the Protestant or the pagan. But Chesterton was not content to think of this superiority as merely intellectual or spiritual: it had to be translated into terms of national prestige and military power, which entailed an ignorant idealisation of the Latin countries, especially France. Chesterton had not lived long in France, and his picture of it—as a land of Catholic peasants incessantly singing the Marseillaise over glasses of red wine—had about as much relation to reality as Chu Chin Chow has to every-day life in Baghdad. And with this went not only an enormous over-estimation of French military power (both before and after 1914–18 he maintained that France, by itself, was stronger than Germany), but a silly and vulgar glorification of the actual process of war. Chesterton’s battle poems, such as Lepanto or The Ballad of Saint Barbara, make The Charge of the Light Brigade read like a pacifist tract: they are perhaps the most tawdry bits of bombast to be found in our language. The interesting thing is that had the romantic rubbish which he habitually wrote about France and the French army been written by somebody else about Britain and the British army, he would have been the first to jeer. In home politics he was a Little Englander, a true hater of jingoism and imperialism, and according to his lights a true friend of democracy. Yet when he looked outwards into the international field, he could forsake his principles without even noticing that he was doing so. Thus, his almost mystical belief in the virtues of democracy did not prevent him from admiring Mussolini. Mussolini had destroyed the representative government and the freedom of the press for which Chesterton had struggled so hard at home, but Mussolini was an Italian and had made Italy strong, and that settled the matter. Nor did Chesterton ever find a word to say against imperialism and the conquest of coloured races when they were practised by Italians or Frenchmen. His hold on reality, his literary taste, and even to some extent his moral sense, were dislocated as soon as his nationalistic loyalties were involved.

Obviously there are considerable resemblances between political Catholicism as exemplified by Chesterton, and Communism. So there are between either of these and, for instance, Scottish Nationalism, Zionism, Anti-semitism or Trotskyism. It would be an over-simplification to say that all forms of nationalism are the same, even in their mental atmosphere, but there are certain rules that hold good in all cases. The following are the principal characteristics of nationalist thought:—

OBSESSION. As nearly as possible, no nationalist ever thinks, talks or writes about anything except the superiority of his own power unit. It is difficult if not impossible for any nationalist to conceal his allegiance. The smallest slur upon his own unit, or any implied praise of a rival organisation, fills him with uneasiness which he can only relieve by making some sharp retort. If the chosen unit is an actual country, such as Ireland or India, he will generally claim superiority for it not only in military power and political virtue, but in art, literature, sport, the structure of the language, the physical beauty of the inhabitants, and perhaps even in climate, scenery and cooking. He will show great sensitiveness about such things as the correct display of flags, relative size of headlines and the order in which different countries are named.fn4 Nomenclature plays a very important part in nationalist thought. Countries which have won their independence or gone through a nationalist revolution usually change their names, and any country or other unit round which strong feelings revolve is likely to have several names, each of them carrying a different implication. The two sides in the Spanish civil war had between them nine or ten names expressing different degrees of love and hatred. Some of these names (e.g. “Patriots” for Franco-supporters, or “Loyalists” for Government-supporters) were frankly question-begging, and there was no single one of them which the two rival factions could have agreed to use. All nationalists consider it a duty to spread their own language to the detriment of rival languages, and among English-speakers this struggle reappears in subtler form as a struggle between dialects. Anglophobe Americans will refuse to use a slang phrase if they know it to be of British origin, and the conflict between Latinisers and Germanisers often has nationalist motives behind it. Scottish nationalists insist on the superiority of Lowland Scots, and Socialists whose nationalism takes the form of class hatred tirade against the B.B.C. accent and even the broad A. One could multiply instances. Nationalist thought often gives the impression of being tinged by belief in sympathetic magic—a belief which probably comes out in the widespread custom of burning political enemies in effigy, or using pictures of them as targets in shooting galleries.

INSTABILITY. The intensity with which they are held does not prevent nationalist loyalties from being transferable. To begin with, as I have pointed out already, they can be and often are fastened upon some foreign country. One quite commonly finds that great national leaders, or the founders of nationalist movements, do not even belong to the country they have glorified. Sometimes they are outright foreigners, or more often they come from peripheral areas where nationality is doubtful. Examples are Stalin, Hitler, Napoleon, de Valera, D’Israeli, Poincaré, Beaverbrook. The Pan-German movement was in part the creation of an Englishman, Houston Chamberlain. For the past fifty or a hundred years, transferred nationalism has been a common phenomenon among literary intellectuals. With Lafcadio Hearne the transference was to Japan, with Carlyle and many others of his time to Germany, and in our own age it is usually Russia. But the peculiarly interesting fact is that re-transference is also possible. A country or other unit which has been worshipped for years may suddenly become detestable, and some other object of affection may take its place with almost no interval. In the first version of H. G. Wells’s Outline of History, and others of his writings about that time, one finds the United States praised almost as extravagantly as Russia is praised by Communists today: yet within a few years this uncritical admiration had turned into hostility. The bigoted Communist who changes in a space of weeks, or even days, into an equally bigoted Trotskyist is a common spectacle. In continental Europe Fascist movements were largely recruited from among Communists, and the opposite process may well happen within the next few years. What remains constant in the nationalist is his own state of mind: the object of his feelings is changeable, and may be imaginary.

But for an intellectual, transference has an important function which I have already mentioned shortly in connection with Chesterton. It makes it possible for him to be much more nationalistic—more vulgar, more silly, more malignant, more dishonest—than he could ever be on behalf of his native country, or any unit of which he had real knowledge. When one sees the slavish or boastful rubbish that is written about Stalin, the Red Army, etc. by fairly intelligent and sensitive people, one realises that this is only possible because some kind of dislocation has taken place. In societies such as ours, it is unusual for anyone describable as an intellectual to feel a very deep attachment to his own country. Public opinion—that is, the section of public opinion of which he as an intellectual is aware—will not allow him to do so. Most of the people surrounding him are sceptical and disaffected, and he may adopt the same attitude from imitativeness or sheer cowardice: in that case he will have abandoned the form of nationalism that lies nearest to hand without getting any closer to a genuinely internationalist outlook. He still feels the need for a Fatherland, and it is natural to look for one somewhere abroad. Having found it, he can wallow unrestrainedly in exactly those emotions from which he believes that he has emancipated himself. God, the King, the Empire, the Union Jack—all the overthrown idols can reappear under different names, and because they are not recognized for what they are they can be worshipped with a good conscience. Transferred nationalism, like the use of scapegoats, is a way of attaining salvation without altering one’s conduct.

INDIFFERENCE TO REALITY. All nationalists have the power of not seeing resemblances between similar sets of facts. A British Tory will defend self-determination in Europe and oppose it in India with no feeling of inconsistency. Actions are held to be good or bad, not on their own merits but according to who does them, and there is almost no kind of outrage—torture, the use of hostages, forced labour, mass deportations, imprisonment without trial, forgery, assassination, the bombing of civilians—which does not change its moral colour when it is committed by “our” side. The Liberal News Chronicle published, as an example of shocking barbarity, photographs of Russians hanged by the Germans, and then a year or two later published with warm approval almost exactly similar photographs of Germans hanged by the Russians.fn5 It is the same with historical events. History is thought of largely in nationalist terms, and such things as the Inquisition, the tortures of the Star Chamber, the exploits of the English buccaneers (Sir Francis Drake, for instance, who was given to sinking Spanish prisoners alive), the Reign of Terror, the heroes of the Mutiny blowing hundreds of Indians from the guns, or Cromwell’s soldiers slashing Irishwomen’s faces with razors, become morally neutral or even meritorious when it is felt that they were done in “the right” cause. If one looks back over the past quarter of a century, one finds that there was hardly a single year when atrocity stories were not being reported from some part of the world: and yet in not one single case were these atrocities—in Spain, Russia, China, Hungary, Mexico, Amritsar, Smyrna— believed in and disapproved of by the English intelligentsia as a whole. Whether such deeds were reprehensible, or even whether they happened, was always decided according to political predilection.

The nationalist not only does not disapprove of atrocities committed by his own side, but has a remarkable capacity for not even hearing about them. For quite six years the English admirers of Hitler contrived not to learn of the existence of Dachau and Buchenwald. And those who are loudest in denouncing the German concentration camps are often quite unaware, or only very dimly aware, that there are also concentration camps in Russia. Huge events like the Ukraine famine of 1933, involving the deaths of millions of people, have actually escaped the attention of the majority of English Russophiles. Many English people have heard almost nothing about the extermination of German and Polish Jews during the present war. Their own antisemitism has caused this vast crime to bounce off their consciousness. In nationalist thought there are facts which are both true and untrue, known and unknown. A known fact may be so unbearable that it is habitually pushed aside and not allowed to enter into logical processes, or on the other hand it may enter into every calculation and yet never be admitted as a fact, even in one’s own mind.

Every nationalist is haunted by the belief that the past can be altered. He spends part of his time in a fantasy world in which things happen as they should—in which, for example, the Spanish Armada was a success or the Russian Revolution was crushed in 1918—and he will transfer fragments of this world to the history books whenever possible. Much of the propagandist writing of our time amounts to plain forgery. Material facts are suppressed, dates altered, quotations removed from their context and doctored so as to change their meaning. Events which, it is felt, ought not to have happened are left unmentioned and ultimately denied.fn6 In 1927 Chiang Kai-Shek boiled hundreds of Communists alive, and yet within ten years he had become one of the heroes of the Left. The realignment of world politics had brought him into the anti-Fascist camp, and so it was felt that the boiling of the Communists “didn’t count,” or perhaps had not happened. The primary aim of propaganda is, of course, to influence contemporary opinion, but those who rewrite history do probably believe with part of their minds that they are actually thrusting facts into the past. When one considers the elaborate forgeries that have been committed in order to show that Trotsky did not play a valuable part in the Russian civil war, it is difficult to feel that the people responsible are merely lying. More probably they feel that their own version was what happened in the sight of God, and that one is justified in rearranging the records accordingly.

Indifference to objective truth is encouraged by the sealing-off of one part of the world from another, which makes it harder and harder to discover what is actually happening. There can often be a genuine doubt about the most enormous events. For example, it is impossible to calculate within millions, perhaps even tens of millions, the number of deaths caused by the present war. The calamities that are constantly being reported—battles, massacres, famines, revolutions—tend to inspire in the average person a feeling of unreality. One has no way of verifying the facts, one is not even fully certain that they have happened, and one is always presented with totally different interpretations from different sources. What were the rights and wrongs of the Warsaw rising of August 1944? Is it true about the German gas ovens in Poland? Who was really to blame for the Bengal famine? Probably the truth is discoverable, but the facts will be so dishonestly set forth in almost any newspaper that the ordinary reader can be forgiven either for swallowing lies or for failing to form an opinion. The general uncertainty as to what is really happening makes it easier to cling to lunatic beliefs. Since nothing is ever quite proved or disproved, the most unmistakeable fact can be impudently denied. Moreover, although endlessly brooding on power, victory, defeat, revenge, the nationalist is often somewhat uninterested in what happens in the real world. What he wants is to feel that his own unit is getting the better of some other unit, and he can more easily do this by scoring off an adversary than by examining the facts to see whether they support him. All nationalist controversy is at the debating-society level. It is always entirely inconclusive, since each contestant invariably believes himself to have won the victory. Some nationalists are not far from schizophrenia, living quite happily amid dreams of power and conquest which have no connection with the physical world.

I have examined as best I can the mental habits which are common to all forms of nationalism. The next thing is to classify those forms, but obviously this cannot be done comprehensively. Nationalism is an enormous subject. The world is tormented by innumerable delusions and hatreds which cut across one another in an extremely complex way, and some of the most sinister of them have not yet even impinged on the European consciousness. In this essay I am concerned with nationalism as it occurs among the English intelligentsia. In them, much more often than in ordinary English people, it is unmixed with patriotism and can therefore be studied pure. Below are listed the varieties of nationalism now flourishing among English intellectuals, with such comments as seem to be needed. It is convenient to use three headings, Positive, Transferred and Negative, though some varieties will fit into more than one category’:—

POSITIVE NATIONALISM

(i.) NEO-TORYISM. Exemplified by such people as Lord Elton, A. P. Herbert, G. M. Young, Professor Pickthorne, by the literature of the Tory Reform Committee, and by such magazines as the New English Review and the Nineteenth Century and After. The real motive force of Neo-Toryism, giving it its nationalistic character and differentiating it from ordinary Conservatism, is the desire not to recognize that British power and influence have declined. Even those who are realistic enough to see that Britain’s military position is not what it was, tend to claim that “English ideas” (usually left undefined) must dominate the world. All Neo-Tories are anti-Russian, but sometimes the main emphasis is anti-American. The significant thing is that this school of thought seems to be gaining ground among youngish intellectuals, sometimes ex-Communists, who have passed through the usual process of disillusionment and become disillusioned with that. The Anglophobe who suddenly becomes violently pro-British is a fairly common figure. Writers who illustrate this tendency are F. A. Voigt, Malcolm Muggeridge, Evelyn Waugh, Hugh Kingsmill, and a psychologically similar development can be observed in T. S. Eliot, Wyndham Lewis and various of their followers.

(ii.) CELTIC NATIONALISM. Welsh, Irish and Scottish nationalism have points of difference but are alike in their anti-English orientation. Members of all three movements have opposed the war while continuing to describe themselves as pro-Russian, and the lunatic fringe has even contrived to be simultaneously pro-Russian and pro-Nazi. But Celtic nationalism is not the same thing as Anglophobia. Its motive force is a belief in the past and future greatness of the Celtic peoples, and it has a strong tinge of racialism. The Celt is supposed to be spiritually superior to the Saxon—simpler, more creative, less vulgar, less snobbish, etc.—but the usual power-hunger is there under the surface. One symptom of it is the delusion that Eire, Scotland or even Wales could preserve its independence unaided and owes nothing to British protection. Among writers, good examples of this school of thought are Hugh MacDiarmid and Sean O’Casey. No modern Irish writer, even of the stature of Yeats or Joyce, is completely free from traces of nationalism.

(iii.) ZIONISM. This has the usual characteristics of a nationalist movement, but the American variant of it seems to be more violent and malignant than the British. I classify it under Direct and not Transferred nationalism because it flourishes almost exclusively among the Jews themselves. In England, for several rather incongruous reasons, the intelligentsia are mostly pro-Jew on the Palestine issue, but they do not feel strongly about it. All English people of good will are also pro-Jew in the sense of disapproving of Nazi persecution. But any actual nationalistic loyalty, or belief in the innate superiority of Jews, is hardly to be found among Gentiles.

TRANSFERRED NATIONALISM

(i.) COMMUNISM.

(ii.) POLITICAL CATHOLICISM.

(iii.) COLOUR FEELING. The old-style contemptuous attitude towards “natives” has been much weakened in England, and various pseudo-scientific theories emphasising the superiority of the white race have been abandoned.fn7 Among the intelligentsia, colour feeling only occurs in the transposed form, that is, as a belief in the innate superiority of the coloured races. This is now increasingly common among English intellectuals, probably resulting more often from masochism and sexual frustration than from contact with the Oriental and Negro nationalist movements. Even among those who do not feel strongly on the colour question, snobbery and imitation have a powerful influence. Almost any English intellectual would be scandalised by the claim that the white races are superior to the coloured, whereas the opposite claim would seem to him unexceptional even if he disagreed with it. Nationalistic attachment to the coloured races is usually mixed up with the belief that their sex lives are superior, and there is a large underground mythology about the sexual prowess of Negroes.

(iv.) CLASS FEELING. Among upper-class and middle-class intellectuals, only in the transposed form—i.e. as a belief in the superiority of the proletariat. Here again, inside the intelligentsia, the pressure of public opinion is overwhelming. Nationalistic loyalty towards the proletariat, and most vicious theoretical hatred of the bourgeoisie, can and often do co-exist with ordinary snobbishness in every-day life.

(v.) PACIFISM. The majority of pacifists either belong to obscure religious sects or are simply humanitarians who object to taking life and prefer not to follow their thoughts beyond that point. But there is a minority of intellectual pacifists whose real though unadmitted motive appears to be hatred of western democracy and admiration for totalitarianism. Pacifist propaganda usually boils down to saying that one side is as bad as the other, but if one looks closely at the writings of the younger intellectual pacifists, one finds that they do not by any means express impartial disapproval but are directed almost entirely against Britain and the United States. Moreover they do not as a rule condemn violence as such, but only violence used in defence of the western countries. The Russians, unlike the British, are not blamed for defending themselves by warlike means, and indeed all pacifist propaganda of this type avoids mention of Russia or China. It is not claimed, again, that the Indians should abjure violence in their struggle against the British. Pacifist literature abounds with equivocal remarks which, if they mean anything, appear to mean that statesmen of the type of Hitler are preferable to those of the type of Churchill, and that violence is perhaps excusable if it is violent enough. After the fall of France, the French pacifists, faced by a real choice which their English colleagues have not had to make, mostly went over to the Nazis, and in England there appears to have been some small overlap of membership between the Peace Pledge Union and the Blackshirts. Pacifist writers have written in praise of Carlyle, one of the intellectual fathers of Fascism. All in all it is difficult not to feel that pacifism, as it appears among a section of the intelligentsia, is secretly inspired by an admiration for power and successful cruelty. The mistake was made of pinning this emotion to Hitler, but it could easily be re-transferred.

NEGATIVE NATIONALISM

(i) ANGLOPHOBIA. Within the intelligentsia, a derisive and mildly hostile attitude towards Britain is more or less compulsory, but it is an unfaked emotion in many cases. During the war it was manifested in the defeatism of the intelligentsia, which persisted long after it had become clear that the Axis powers could not win. Many people were undisguisedly pleased when Singapore fell or when the British were driven out of Greece, and there was a remarkable unwillingness to believe in good news, e.g. el Alamein, or the number of German planes shot down in the Battle of Britain. English left-wing intellectuals did not, of course, actually want the Germans or Japanese to win the war, but many of them could not help getting a certain kick out of seeing their own country humiliated, and wanted to feel that the final victory would be due to Russia, or perhaps America, and not to Britain. In foreign politics many intellectuals follow the principle that any faction backed by Britain must be in the wrong. As a result, “enlightened” opinion is quite largely a mirror-image of Conservative policy. Anglophobia is always liable to reversal, hence that fairly common spectacle, the pacifist of one war who is a bellicist in the next.

(ii) ANTISEMITISM. There is little evidence about this at present, because the Nazi persecutions have made it necessary for any thinking person to side with the Jews against their oppressors. Anyone educated enough to have heard the word “antisemitism” claims as a matter of course to be free of it, and anti-Jewish remarks are carefully eliminated from all classes of literature. Actually antisemitism appears to be widespread, even among intellectuals, and the general conspiracy of silence probably helps to exacerbate it. People of Left opinions are not immune to it, and their attitude is sometimes affected by the fact that Trotskyists and Anarchists tend to be Jews. But antisemitism comes more naturally to people of Conservative tendency, who suspect the Jews of weakening national morale and diluting the national culture. Neo-Tories and political Catholics are always liable to succumb to antisemitism, at least intermittently.

(iii.) TROTSKYISM. This word is used so loosely as to include anarchists, democratic Socialists and even Liberals. I use it here to mean a doctrinaire Marxist whose main motive is hostility to the Stalin regime. Trotskyism can be better studied in obscure pamphlets or in papers like the Socialist Appeal than in the works of Trotsky himself, who was by no means a man of one idea. Although in some places, for instance in the United States, Trotskyism is able to attract a fairly large number of adherents and develop into an organised movement with a petty fuehrer of its own, its inspiration is essentially negative. The Trotskyist is against Stalin just as the Communist is for him, and, like the majority of Communists, he wants not so much to alter the external world as to feel that the battle for prestige is going in his own favour. In each case there is the same obsessive fixation on a single subject, the same inability to form a genuinely rational opinion based on probabilities. The fact that Trotskyists are everywhere a persecuted minority, and that the accusation usually made against them, i.e. of collaborating with the Fascists, is obviously false, creates an impression that Trotskyism is intellectually and morally superior to Communism; but it is doubtful whether there is much difference. The most typical Trotskyists, in any case, are ex-Communists, and no one arrives at Trotskyism except via one of the left-wing movements. No Communist, unless tethered to his party by years of habit, is secure against a sudden lapse into Trotskyism. The opposite process does not seem to happen equally often, though there is no clear reason why it should not.

In the classification I have attempted above, it will seem that I have often exaggerated, oversimplified, made unwarranted assumptions and left out of account the existence of ordinarily decent motives. This was inevitable, because in this essay I am trying to isolate and identify tendencies which exist in all our minds and pervert our thinking, without necessarily occurring in a pure state or operating continuously. It is important at this point to correct the oversimplified picture which I have been obliged to make. To begin with, one has no right to assume that everyone, or even every intellectual, is infected by nationalism; secondly, nationalism can be intermittent and limited. An intelligent man may half-succumb to a belief which attracts him but which he knows to be absurd, and he may keep it out of his mind for long periods, only reverting to it in moments of anger or sentimentality, or when he is certain that no important issue is involved. Thirdly, a nationalistic creed may be adopted in good faith from non-nationalist motives. Fourthly, several kinds of nationalism, even kinds that cancel out, can co-exist in the same person.

All the way through I have said “the nationalist does this” or “the nationalist does that”, using for purposes of illustration the extreme, barely sane type of nationalist who has no neutral areas in his mind and no interest in anything except the struggle for power. Actually such people are fairly common, but they are not worth powder and shot. In real life Lord Elton, D. N. Pritt, Lady Houston, Ezra Pound, Lord Vansittart, Father Coughlin and all the rest of their dreary tribe have to be fought against, but their intellectual deficiencies hardly need pointing out. Monomania is not interesting, and the fact that no nationalist of the more bigoted kind can write a book which still seems worth reading after a lapse of years has a certain deodorising effect. But when one has admitted that nationalism has not triumphed everywhere, that there are still people whose judgements are not at the mercy of their desires, the fact does remain that the nationalistic habit of thought is widespread, so much so that various large and pressing problems—India, Poland, Palestine, the Spanish civil war, the Moscow trials, the American Negroes, the Russo-German pact or what-have-you—cannot be, or at least never are, discussed upon a reasonable level. The Eltons and Pritts and Coughlins, each of them simply an enormous mouth bellowing the same lie over and over again, are obviously extreme cases, but we deceive ourselves if we do not realise that we can all resemble them in unguarded moments. Let a certain note be struck, let this or that corn be trodden on—and it may be a corn whose very existence has been unsuspected hitherto—and the most fair-minded and sweet-tempered person may suddenly be transformed into a vicious partisan, anxious only to “score” over his adversary and indifferent as to how many lies he tells or how many logical errors he commits in doing so. When Lloyd George, who was an opponent of the Boer War, announced in the House of Commons that the British communiques, if one added them together, claimed the killing of more Boers than the whole Boer nation contained, it is recorded that Arthur Balfour rose to his feet and shouted “Cad!” Very few people are proof against lapses of this type. The Negro snubbed by a white woman, the Englishman who hears England ignorantly criticised by an American, the Catholic apologist reminded of the Spanish Armada, will all react in much the same way. One prod to the nerve of nationalism, and the intellectual decencies can vanish, the past can be altered, and the plainest facts can be denied.

If one harbours anywhere in one’s mind a nationalistic loyalty or hatred, certain facts, although in a sense known to be true, are inadmissible. Here are just a few examples. I list below five types of nationalist, and against each I append a fact which it is impossible for that type of nationalist to accept, even in his secret thoughts:—

BRITISH TORY. Britain will come out of this war with reduced power and prestige.

COMMUNIST. If she had not been aided by Britain and America, Russia would have been defeated by Germany.

IRISH NATIONALIST. Eire can only remain independent because of British protection.

TROTSKYIST. The Stalin regime is accepted by the Russian masses.

PACIFIST. Those who “abjure” violence can only do so because others are committing violence on their behalf.

All of these facts are grossly obvious if one’s emotions do not happen to be involved: but to the kind of person named in each case they are also intolerable, and so they have to be denied, and false theories constructed upon their denial. I come back to the astonishing failure of military prediction in the present war. It is, I think, true to say that the intelligentsia have been more wrong about the progress of the war than the common people, and that they were wrong precisely because they were more swayed by partisan feelings. The average intellectual of the Left believed, for instance, that the war was lost in 1940, that the Germans were bound to overrun Egypt in 1942, that the Japanese would never be driven out of the lands they had conquered, and that the Anglo-American bombing offensive was making no impression on Germany. He could believe these things because his hatred of the British ruling class forbade him to admit that British plans could succeed. There is no limit to the follies that can be swallowed if one is under the influence of feelings of this kind. I have heard it confidently stated, for instance, that the American troops had been brought to Europe not to fight the Germans but to crush an English revolution. One has to belong to the intelligentsia to believe things like that: no ordinary man could be such a fool. When Hitler invaded Russia, the officials of the M.O.I. issued “as background” a warning that Russia might be expected to collapse in six weeks. On the other hand the Communists regarded every phase of the war as a Russian victory, even when the Russians were driven back almost to the Caspian sea and had lost several million prisoners. There is no need to multiply instances. The point is that as soon as fear, hatred, jealousy and power-worship are involved, the sense of reality becomes unhinged. And, as I have pointed out already, the sense of right and wrong becomes unhinged also. There is no crime, absolutely none, that cannot be condoned when “our” side commits it. Even if one does not deny that the crime has happened, even if one knows that it is exactly the same crime as one has condemned in some other case, even if one admits in an intellectual sense that it is unjustified—still one cannot feel that it is wrong. Loyalty is involved, and so pity ceases to function.

The reason for the rise and spread of nationalism is far too big a question to be raised here. It is enough to say that, in the forms in which it appears among English intellectuals, it is a distorted reflection of the frightful battles actually happening in the external world, and that its worst follies have been made possible by the break-down of patriotism and religious belief. If one follows up this train of thought, one is in danger of being led into a species of Conservatism, or into political quietism. It can be plausibly argued, for instance—it is even probably true—that patriotism is an inoculation against nationalism, that monarchy is a guard against dictatorship, and that organised religion is a guard against superstition. Or again it can be argued that no unbiassed outlook is possible, that all creeds and causes involve the same lies, follies and barbarities; and this is often advanced as a reason for keeping out of politics altogether. I do not accept this argument, if only because in the modern world no one describable as an intellectual can keep out of politics in the sense of not caring about them. I think one must engage in politics—using the word in a wide sense—and that one must have preferences: that is, one must recognize that some causes are objectively better than others, even if they are advanced by equally bad means. As for the nationalistic loves and hatreds that I have spoken of, they are part of the make-up of most of us, whether we like it or not. Whether it is possible to get rid of them I do not know, but I do believe that it is possible to struggle against them, and that this is essentially a moral effort. It is a question first of all of discovering what one really is, what one’s own feelings really are, and then of making allowance for the inevitable bias. If you hate and fear Russia, if you are jealous of the wealth and power of America, if you despise Jews, if you have a sentiment of inferiority towards the British ruling class, you cannot get rid of those feelings simply by taking thought. But you can at least recognize that you have them, and prevent them from contaminating your mental processes. The emotional urges which are inescapable, and are perhaps even necessary to political action, should be able to exist side by side with an acceptance of reality. But this, I repeat, needs a moral effort, and contemporary English literature, so far as it is alive at all to the major issues of our time, shows how few of us are prepared to make it.


On 26 March 1946, George Dilnot, Features Manager, Ministry of Information, wrote to Orwell to confirm ‘one serial use in French and one in the Italian language’ of this essay for a fee of £10.10.0 each, to include a special introduction written by Orwell. On 26 April 1946, J. H. McMillan of the Ministry of Information’s Publications Division, writing chiefly about a digest in German of Orwell’s four Manchester Evening News articles, ‘The Intellectual Revolt’ (24 January–7 February 1946; see 2874), said he was enclosing ‘a further £10.10.0 in respect of the Dutch rights in “Notes on Nationalism”’; presumably the same amount was paid for Finnish rights. The article was slightly abridged, mainly by the omission of detail of particular relevance to British readers, for example, the second half of the fifth paragraph; detail about G. K. Chesterton; some examples in the first pargraph of ‘Indifference to Reality’; and the three lists of names given in ‘Neo-Toryism’ and ‘Celtic Nationalism.’ The word ‘nationalism’ is represented by ‘chauvinisme’ in French and Dutch versions; by ‘sciovinismo’ in the Italian, and by ‘chauvinismi’ and ‘nationalismi’ in Finnish. All the footnotes are omitted. The article was published in:

FRANCE: Écho. Revue Internationale. Écrits, Faits et Idées de Tous Pays, Tome 1, numéro 1, August 1946, pp. 66–74, as ‘Remarques sur le Chauvinisme.’

NETHERLANDS: Internationale Echo: Van Idëën en Gebeurtenissen uit Alle Landen, 1e Jaargang, Nummer 1, August 1946, pp. 96–105, as ‘Het Nieuwe Chauvinisme.’

ITALY: Eco del Mondo: Opere, Fatti, Idee d’Ogni Paese, Volume 1, numero 1, September 1946, pp. 75–82, as ‘Il Nuovo Sciovinismo.’

FINLAND: Parhaat, Number 1, October–November 1946, pp. 4–14 as ‘Chauvinismin Varjo.’

The translated abridgements were preceded by a short introduction. This was based on material supplied by Orwell—the fee included ‘a special introduction’ written by him—but the variations between the different language introductions and the third-person style show that what Orwell wrote was adapted.

Two examples of these introductions are given here. The first is a translation into English of that published in Finnish6 and the second is the French introduction as it was published. The Italian and Dutch introductions are close to that in French.


THE SHADOW OF CHAUVINISM

The following article, which has been reprinted from the British periodical entitled Polemic (London), was written by a most prominent representative of the British intelligentsia. As a man of action, a novelist, a prolific and intelligent journalist, George Orwell is one of the men of the left, even of the extreme left—but, as he himself says, “What I saw in Spain … has given me a horror of politics … I think that the writer can remain honest only if he keeps aside from parties.”

As the writer makes clear, he considers in this article a phenomenon which in his opinion has appeared generally throughout the world but he has restricted himself to its British variant. If this had originally been written for the French or German or American public, the points and names which he has chosen would have been different. Mr Orwell also says that he is not attempting to examine broadly-based national movements but only their subtler forms, whose manifestations can be observed in intellectual circles; because of this he directs his attention to such obviously less important branches of thinking as Trotskyism and pacifism, instead of to the more widely-spread and better known Nazism and Fascism.

REMARQUES SUR LE CHAUVINISME

L’article suivant a été publié dans la revue mensuelle Polemic, de Londres, et est reproduit ici sous une forme quelque peu abrégée. Ainsi qu’il le souligne dans tout l’article, l’auteur étudie un phénomène qui, à son avis, s’étend au monde entier, mais dont toutefois il n’envisage ici que la variété plus particulièrement anglaise. Lorsqu’il parle du catholicisme, du communisme, etc., c’est donc toujours de la variété anglaise de ces doctrines religieuses ou politiques, et surtout de cette variété telle qu’elle est répandue parmi les intellectuels anglais, qu’il entend parler. Si cet article avait été écrit à l’origine pour un public français, allemand ou américain, les noms et les exemples choisis auraient été différents. L’auteur fait également ressortir qu’il ne cherche pas à étudier les mouvements qui s’appuient sur un large public, mais au contraire les formes sublimées qu’ils prennent parmi les intellectuels: d’où l’importance donnée à des courants de pensée apparemment aussi peu importants que le trotskysme ou le pacifisme, plutôt qu’à des maux plus étendus et plus évidents, tels que le nazisme et le fascisme.








2669. Danger of Separate Occupation Zones: Delaying Austria’s Recovery

The Observer, 20 May 1945

In Austria, 19 May

Austria has not been ravaged by war to anything like the same extent as Germany. But for a moment the chaos is even greater, and the scenes accompanying the final round-up of the German Army are all the more fantastic because they occur against a background of snow-streaked mountains, unblitzed villages, and meadows filled with wild flowers.

In some places a newcomer must get the impression that Austria is being occupied not by the Allies but by the Germans.

The Germans are everywhere at every village inn, that knot of grey or green uniforms clustering round the porch, and half the traffic one passes on the roads has the characteristic wavy camouflage markings.

The toll of prisoners has been so enormous that in some cases it has been necessary to deal with them by simply depriving them of arms and then marking off an area on the map within which they are to remain. The other day I drove through an area south of Salzburg where it was estimated that there were 100,000 Germans, though to my eye the number seemed a good deal larger.

Save for its weapons, it was a complete army, seemingly well disciplined and in good shape. For mile after mile I drove past fields full of men sunbathing or laundering in the streams, and past tens of thousands of neatly parked vehicles and hundreds of corpses, cavalry chargers, and little piebald Cossack ponies. There were German military policemen directing the traffic at every crossroad.

Even more fantastic were the encampments of the Displaced Persons, some of them sharing barracks with derelict German soldiers, while others have seized railway trains and are living in the carriages. Every now and again some enterprising Displaced Person manages to get a locomotive running in the hope that if the points are right it may take him nearer to his homeland.

Then there are the camps of Allied prisoners of war now liberated and living under American care, and there are plenty of other prisoners who have grown sick of waiting and are trying to hitch-hike home.

At the moment, what with the glorious summer weather and the general relief that the war is ended, all this chaos seems almost funny, but it is widely realised that the underlying situation is not good. The task of feeding the civilian population and the Displaced Persons was a headache even before the Allies found themselves with several million extra prisoners on their hands, and one has only to glance at the mountainous landscape to see that Austria, even more than Western Germany, cannot be self-supporting in food.

By means of parachutes the Shaef1 authorities are now distributing newspapers and leaflets in four languages, warning prisoners and Displaced Persons that it is in their own best interest to remain where they are, but not unnaturally there are signs of restiveness here and there, and in the rapidly changing situation the weaknesses inherent in military government are coming to light.

Military government was designed simply to keep order and facilitate rapid movement in the rear of fighting armies.

Indeed, military government has from a short-term viewpoint, been strikingly successful. The speed with which a bomb-wrecked city can be restored to some kind of order is often suprising, but military government has suffered from a serious handicap in having no long-term objectives.

Not to have a political policy—except of course the policy of not employing known Nazis—has been a matter almost of pride among officers. When asked any question that appears to touch on politics the stock reply is: “I wouldn’t know.”

To give just one example. I encountered one Military Government officer of the rank of captain who “wouldn’t know” the difference between a Social Democrat and a Christian Socialist. Obviously this kind of thing can lead to trouble when political parties and movements begin to revive. In fact it is already happening. Two new Bavarian political parties have made their appearance, and the struggles now going on in various European countries appear to be raising echoes among the appropriate sections of Displaced Persons.

In an indirect way the administration of Germany and Austria is made harder by ignorant public opinion in Britain and the United States.

It often happens that some step which is an obvious military necessity on the spot would cause misunderstanding if revealed at home, and this works against the thorough thrashing out of major problems. But much the worst feature of the present situation is the arbitrary division of these countries into separate zones of occupation. There is very little contact between the Russians and the Western Allies, the armies being usually separated either by a river or a belt of No Man’s Land, and the meagre reports that come in suggest that the Russians are following a different policy, at any rate in the treatment of prisoners, from that followed by the Anglo-Americans.

If the present rigid division continues it must set back the economic recovery of these countries, and it must lead to a competition for the allegiance of the German and Austrian peoples. This has already started and the new Austrian Government set up by the Russians in Vienna but unrecognised in western Austria is one symptom of it.

At present there cannot be much doubt about the state of popular feeling. The Russians are feared and hated2—and the Vienna Government does not seem to evoke much enthusiasm, though the desire for separation from Germany is evidently strong.

But it would be very rash to assume that this frame of mind will be permanent. If it comes to a political struggle the Russians have several factors not obvious at present working on their side. While the feeling against them is partly a hangover of Nazi propaganda, it is difficult to believe that the administration of Austria and Germany can ever be successful unless it is a generally joint administration. And every day that this is delayed will make the final solution harder.

But the first indispensable necessity is that the United States and British Governments shall decide what they mean to do with the defeated countries and state their purpose clearly.

When that has happened certain dangerous misconceptions under which the Germans and Austrians now labour can be removed and the ordinary military commander or military government officer will have a clear line to go upon when he has to deal with problems which are every day more nakedly political.




2670. Fredric Warburg to Leonard Moore

24 May 1945


Warburg told Moore in this letter that ‘I saw George Orwell this morning just back from Europe and had a short talk with him.’






2671. Obstacles to Joint Rule in Germany

The Observer, 27 May 1945

It is too early to say that a genuinely joint occupation of Germany and Austria is impossible, but it has become obvious in recent weeks that powerful influences are working against it.

This is a disaster, but its worst results may be averted if the facts are faced and the necessary inferences drawn without delay.

Joint occupation, to be real, would imply four things.

First, delegation of as much authority as possible to German and Austrian Governments selected or approved by all the major Allies.

Secondly, an inter-allied controlling body in permanent session.

Thirdly, a clear agreement as to Germany’s future development, political, military, and economic.

Fourthly, no “zoning”—that is, free circulation throughout the occupied countries, and as much intermingling as possible by the troops of the occupying Powers.

At present none of these conditions has been realised, and it is probably fair to say that most of the opposition has come from the Russian side. In the circumstances the Western Allies have only two courses between which to choose. One—which obviously they will not choose—is simply to move out and leave Germany and Austria to undivided Russian control.

The other is to accept the political challenge implied in the present situation and to try to make sure that the mass of the German people looks West and not East for guidance.

It should be realised that the competition for the allegiance of the German people has already started and had started before the fighting came to an end.

The division of the country into watertight “zones” was simply an expression of it: for if the Allies really had a joint policy, what was to prevent them from administering it jointly? And in addition it should be realised that at present most of the cards are in Anglo-American hands.

The majority of Germans dislike very much the prospect of being under Russian control, and have shown it in unmistakable ways. But the comparative popularity of Anglo-America rests on very shaky foundations. To begin with, the food situation is likely to be catastrophic in the coming winter, if not earlier, and it may turn out to be worse in Western Europe than in the mainly agricultural areas controlled by the Russians.

Secondly, the Russians can and probably will introduce much-needed reforms, such as the splitting-up of the East Prussian estates between landless peasants, which it would be difficult for the Western Allies to imitate even if they wanted to. Thirdly, the propaganda problems of the Russians are greatly eased by their exclusion of independent journalists and observers.

At present we have no real knowledge of what is happening in the Russian zone, and when discontent begins to accumulate in the Anglo-American zone the inevitably rosy reports issuing from the other side will have their influence.

At this moment, if the Western Allies chose to imitate the example of the Russians in Vienna and set up a German government by unilateral action, they could get overwhelming support for it.

Not of course, a government of Doenitz and Schacht,1 but any moderately decent government sponsored by the United States and Britain, could be firmly established without any need to fake plebiscites, and the knowledge that it existed would have an immediate influence in the Russian zone. Presumably the governments of Britain and the United States will not take this drastic step, but what they could do, and indeed must do, is to make a prompt and clear declaration of policy.

Up to date the most enormous questions have been left unanswered. Is German industry to be dismantled, or is it to be restored? Are the Ruhr and the Rhineland to be annexed, or are they not? Will the war prisoners be retained as forced labourers, or will they be released as quickly as possible?

Which categories of Germans are to be treated as war criminals? There is not one of these questions to which the inquiring German can get a secure answer. And certain dangerous illusions—for instance, the widespread idea that the U.S.S.R. and the Western Powers will be at war in the near future—have sprung up and need to be contradicted by the highest authorities.

It is also necessary to make the German people realise how bad the prospective food situation is, and how much effort on their own part is needed to retrieve it.

Given some such declaration of policy, the political struggle which has already started would be happening in the open and the average German would know what to expect. At present the evident danger is that he will hope too much from the Western Powers and then, in disappointment, transfer his allegiance to the Russians.

Moreover, we are unlikely to come to a good understanding with the Russians unless we take up their challenge boldly. The present piecemeal occupation of Germany and Austria is exhausting and unsatisfactory to them as much as to us, but they may hope to elbow us out of these countries altogether if they oppose clear policies to feeble or divided ones.

On the other hand, if Anglo-America also produces a plan, and a workable plan, the Russian mood may change and it may be possible to work out the common policy without which this huge problem can hardly be solved.


Orwell’s Payments Book records against 25 May 1945 that £10.3.4 was paid for this article after deduction of income tax. This is the first item to be entered after the absence of entries for March and April.






2672. London Letter, 5 June 1945

Partisan Review, Summer 19451

Dear Editors,

I have spent the last three months in France and Germany, but I must devote this letter to British affairs, because if I touch directly on anything I saw abroad I shall have to submit the letter to SHAEF censorship.

The forthcoming general election is causing a fair amount of excitement, and many Labor Party supporters seem honestly confident that their party will win. Churchill is considered to have decided on an early election because this will probably mean a low poll. Millions of soldiers and others will still be away from home and, though not strictly speaking disenfranchised (the soldiers can vote by proxy, for instance), out of touch with their local political organizations. The votes lost in this way will be mostly potential Labor votes. I have predicted all along that the Conservatives will win by a small majority, and I still stick to this, though not quite so confidently as before, because the tide is obviously running very strongly in the other direction. It is even conceivable that Labor may win the election against the will of its leaders. Any government taking office now is in for an uncomfortable time, and a Left government especially so. Wartime controls will have to be continued and even tightened up, and demobilization will inevitably be slower than the general public expects. Then there is the coal problem, which is simply not soluble until the mines have been nationalized and then renovated by a process that will take several years. For the time being any government, of whatever color, will be obliged both to coerce the miners and to let the public shiver through the winter. There is also the impending show-down with Russia, which the people at the top of the Labor Party no doubt realize to be unavoidable, but which public opinion has not been prepared for. And above all there is India. The Conservatives might be able to stave off an Indian settlement for one more term of office, but a government calling itself Socialist could hardly attempt to do so, while at the same time it is very unlikely that Attlee, Morrison and the rest of them can make any offer that the Indian Nationalists would accept. Some people consider that a government taking office just at this moment does not risk much unpopularity, because the security and semi-prosperity produced by the war will still be operative, and that the really difficult time lies about two years ahead, when there will be full demobilization with consequent unemployment and a calamitous housing shortage. Nevertheless I believe that the fear of responsibility, which always weighs heavily on the Labor Party, will be particularly strong when the prospect ahead is of dragging an exhausted country through another two years of war, and that there will be some pulling of punches when the last-minute struggle begins. Of course one doesn’t know what piece of trickery the Conservatives have in store this time. The election will be more or less a straight fight between Labor and the Conservatives. Both Common Wealth and the Communists are likely to increase their representation, but not to a significant extent, and the comeback which the Liberal Party is attempting is not likely to be much of a success. The Liberals have a big asset in Beveridge, but they no longer represent any definite block of interests or opinions, and they advocate several different policies which cancel out. It is thought that they may win another ten or twenty seats, but that their main achievement will be to split the Labor vote in town areas and the Conservative vote in rural ones.

I have only been home a week, and I cannot make up my mind whether the Russian mythos is as powerful as it was before. A good observer who has been in England throughout the past three months gives me his opinion that pro-Russian feeling is cooling off rapidly and that former sympathisers are much dismayed by Russian foreign policy and by such episodes as the arrest of the 16 Polish delegates.2 Certainly the press is less adulatory than it was before, but this does not necessarily indicate a change in popular feeling. I have always held that pro-Russian sentiment in England during the past ten years has been due much more to the need for an external paradise than to any real interest in the Soviet regime, and that it cannot be countered by an appeal to the facts, even when these are known. A thing that has much struck me in recent years is that the most enormous crimes and disasters—purges, deportations, massacres, famines, imprisonment without trial, aggressive wars, broken treaties—not only fail to excite the big public, but can actually escape notice altogether, so long as they do not happen to fit in with the political mood of the moment. Thus it is possible now to rouse a certain amount of indignation about Dachau, Buchenwald etc., and yet before the war it was impossible to get the average person to take the faintest interest in such things, although the most horrible facts had had abundant publicity. If you could have taken a Gallup poll in 1939 I imagine you would have found that a majority, or at least a very big minority, of adult English people had not even heard of the existence of the German concentration camps. The whole thing had slid off their consciousness, since it was not what they then wanted to hear. So also with the USSR. If it could be proven tomorrow that the Russian concentration camps in the Arctic actually exist, and that they contain eighteen million prisoners, as some observers claim, I doubt whether this would make much impression on the Russophile section of the public. The Warsaw business last year3 went almost unnoticed. And I don’t see why the Russian behavior towards Poland should suddenly begin exciting indignation now.

It may be, however, that public opinion is beginning to alter for other reasons. One thing which, in a small way, probably affects working-class opinion is that latterly there has been more contact than before between British and Russians. From what I can hear, the British prisoners liberated by the Red Army in eastern Germany often bring back anti-Russian reports, and there has been a trickle of similar reports from the crews of the ships which go to Archangel and the air crews which were for a while operating in the USSR. What is probably involved here is the question of relative cultural levels, to which working-class people are usually very sensitive. In Germany I was struck by the attitude of the American G.I.s towards the hordes of Russian forced laborers, and of the British and American prisoners in liberated camps towards their Russian fellow-prisoners. It was not that there was hostility, merely that the western industrial worker, confronted with a Slav peasant, immediately feels him to be less civilized—which he is, according to the western worker’s standards. However, this kind of thing takes effect on the big public very slowly, if at all. Meanwhile, so far as I can judge, pro-Russian sentiment is still strong and will be an appreciable factor in the general election. A lot of people remark that a real stand against Russian aggression in Europe can only be made by a government of the Left, just as, when Germany was to be opposed, it had to be under Conservative leadership.

I was not in England for V[E]-Day, but I am told it was very decorous—huge crowds, but little enthusiasm and even less rowdiness—just as it was in France. No doubt in both cases this was partly due to the shortage of alcohol. The ending of the European part of the war has made extraordinarily little difference to anybody. Even the blackout is almost as black as ever, since few of the street lights have been restored and most people don’t possess any curtains other than blackout curtains. The basic petrol ration has been restored and there is a scramble for cars which are being sold at fantastic prices, but as yet the streets are comparatively empty. Certain wartime amenities, such as British Restaurants4 and the excellent day nurseries at which working mothers can leave their children, are now to be scrapped, or at least there is talk of scrapping them, and already people are signing petitions against this. In general, people of leftwing views are in favour of continuing wartime controls (there were even some murmurs against the discontinuance of 18B),5 while the Right makes play with such slogans as “No more bureaucracy.” The ordinary people in the street seem to me not only to have become entirely habituated to a planned, regimented sort of life, in which consumption goods of all kinds are scarce but are shared out with reasonable fairness, but actually to prefer it to what they had before. Clearly one can’t verify such impressions, but I have believed all along that England has been happier during the war, in spite of the desperate tiredness of some periods. It is usual to say that war simply causes suffering, but I question whether this is so when the casualties are small, as they have been for this country on this occasion. What happens in total war is that the acute suffering—not merely danger and hardship but boredom and homesickness—is pushed on to the armed forces, who may number ten percent of the population, while the rest enjoy a security and a social equality which they never know at other times. Of course there is also bombing, the break-up of families, anxiety over husbands and sons, overwork and lack of amusements, but these are probably much more tolerable than the haunting dread of unemployment against a background of social competitiveness.

Having come back from the continent I can see England with fresh eyes, and I see that certain things—for instance, the pacifist habit of mind, respect for freedom of speech and belief in legality—have managed to survive here while seemingly disappearing on the other side of the Channel. But if I had to say what had most struck me about the behavior of the British people during the war, I should point to the lack of reaction of any kind. In the face of terrifying dangers and golden political opportunities, people just keep on keeping on, in a sort of twilight sleep in which they are conscious of nothing except the daily round of work, family life, darts at the pub, exercising the dog, mowing the lawn, bringing home the supper beer, etc., etc. I remember that during the worst moment of Dunkirk I was walking in a park with a friend,6 and I pointed out to him that in the behavior of the crowds there was absolutely nothing to indicate that anything out of the ordinary was happening. Exactly as usual people were pushing their prams to and fro, young men were chasing girls, games of cricket were being played, etc. He said gloomily, “They’ll behave like this until the bombs start dropping, and then they’ll panic.” Yet they didn’t panic, and, as I noted at the time, they preserved the ordinary pattern of their lives to a surprising extent even amid the disorganization caused by the bombing. As William Empson puts it, “Three fathoms down the sea is always calm.” I think it is well established that this time there has been far less feeling either for or against the war than there was last time. It is true that this time the number of men registering as Conscientious Objectors has about doubled itself, but I don’t think this is significant, because, unless one actually wanted to be a martyr, being a C.O. has not entailed either ill-treatment or social ostracism this time. It has been made easy for C.O.s to choose non-military jobs, and the number refusing all kinds of national service has been tiny. One has to remember that last time the organized labor movement was more or less anti-war for the first two years, there was strong feeling against conscription, and by the end several parts of the country were not far from revolution. There were also military mutinies all over the place as soon as the fighting stopped. This time nothing of the kind has happened, but neither has there been anything like the insane enthusiasm of 1914, which I am old enough to remember, nor has hatred of the enemy gone to the same lengths. This time people haven’t—except in the columns of the newspapers—referred to the Germans as Huns, they haven’t looted German shops or lynched so-called spies in Hyde Park, and children’s papers haven’t been decorated with pictures of Germans wearing the faces of pigs: but on the other hand there has been less protest against the proposals to dismember Germany, make use of forced labor, etc., than there was against the Versailles settlement. Considering what has happened in Europe, I think it is worth noticing that almost no English people have changed sides in this war. At most a few dozen individuals, mostly with a prewar Fascist history, have quislingized. Towards the end of the war literally hundreds of thousands of Russians, Poles, Czechs and what-not were fighting for the Germans or serving in the Todt organization, but no British or Americans at all. It is the same with the development, or rather lack of development, on the home front. Never would I have prophesied that we could go through nearly six years of war without arriving at either Socialism or Fascism, and with our civil liberties almost intact. I don’t know whether this semi-anaesthesia in which the British people contrive to live is a sign of decadence, as many observers believe, or whether on the other hand it is a kind of instinctive wisdom. It may well be that it is the best attitude when you live among endless horrors and calamities which you are powerless to prevent. Possibly we shall all have to develop it if war becomes continuous, which seems to me a likely development in the fairly near future.

I understand that with the ending of the war you are rearranging your foreign contributions, so this will be my last letter in this particular series, which started over four years ago. It doesn’t seem worth making any winding-up remarks, since I did something of the kind in your last issue but one. I would merely like to finish up by telling you and your readers how much I have enjoyed writing these letters. In among the lunatic activities on which I have wasted the war years, they have given me a wonderful feeling of getting my nose above water. And finally, I think you all will agree that a word of praise is due to the censorship department, which has let these letters through with remarkably little interference. All the best.

George Orwell


An Editorial Note followed Orwell’s letter: ‘Mr. Orwell’s London Letter will appear in every third issue of PARTISAN REVIEW as part of a series of letters from several European capitals. From time to time Mr. Orwell will also contribute special articles to the magazine.’






2673. Review of The Fates are Laughing by W. P. Crozier; Cry Hylas on the Hills by George Baker

Manchester Evening News, 7 June 1945

The historical novel—and perhaps most of all when it deals with classical antiquity—raises certain difficult problems which have seldom been solved by any novelist writing in the English language.

One difficulty is to make the characters appear human without giving the impression that they are simply modern people needlessly transferred to a remote setting.

Because of the slang of modern spoken English, this difficulty arises especially in connection with the dialogue. Here is a scrap of conversation taken at random from “The Fates are Laughing.”

“If he’s a philosopher,” whispered Lucius to Metella, “he’s the laughing sort, but that would never go down with Tiberius.”

“He’s on holiday from Tiberius,” Metella replied. “So are Gaius and Drusilla—Isn’t she lovely?—That’s why they’re all so gay. Listen to them.”

“I like your frock, Lollia.” It was Drusilla speaking, “There’s nothing as smart as that down here.”

“I can tell you,” said Gaius, “it will shock the provincials if they see you in it—which, by the way, isn’t difficult, Lollia. You had better not let the Emperor know about it; he’s so severe in these days.”

Can one imagine that these are Romans of A.D. 40 speaking? No, one can’t, and one’s instinctive feeling that ancient Romans would have been more dignified has some foundation, because the language that these people spoke had probably not been debased as ours has been.

On the other hand the old-style historical novel, such as those of Harrison Ainsworth, where all the characters are at home with the second person singular and indulge freely in expressions like “pish” and “tush,” is no better.

It is partly this matter of language that makes French reconstructions of ancient life—for instance, Flaubert’s “Salammbô,” or the Greek scenes in Anatole France’s “The White Stone”—seem more convincing than English ones. In French the spoken and the written tongue are nearer together, and it is easier for dialogue to be dignified without sounding stilted.

In spite of the considerable learning displayed—it would perhaps be fairer to say “implied,” for it is never thrust in the reader’s face—most of the characters in “The Fates are Laughing” give the impression of belonging to our own time.

It is the story of a Roman family in the troubled period of the early empire, and it proceeds against a background of palace intrigue. The sinister but efficient Tiberius is succeeded by the sadistic lunatic Caligula, who is succeeded in turn by Claudius, an enigmatic character who appears to have escaped assassination by systematically pretending to be a fool. … Nero, destined to become the next Emperor, is still a small boy.

The trouble is that the succession does not follow any dynastic principle, but is in each case a coup d’état. One never knows who will be the new Emperor until the old one is dead, and the newcomer always starts his reign by massacring his rivals and their more prominent supporters.

To spot the right claimant beforehand—soothsayers are much employed for this purpose—may make all the difference between losing one’s head and being appointed governor of a province.

The story centres mainly round the adventures of Metella, a young Patrician girl who has taken the dangerous step of marrying the man of her choice and refusing a wealthier suitor who has influence in court circles. Her father, Publius Antonius, is an amiable old senator with a passion for Greek poetry.

He is the owner of a Greek slave named Pericles—one of those learned slaves whom wealthy Romans like to possess—who is always able to cap his quotations and who bears a rather marked resemblance to Mr. P. G. Wodehouse’s “Jeeves.”

During this period the empire was becoming more and more openly a military despotism, the Senate was being reduced to impotence, and the Roman aristocracy, swamped in a new world of money-lenders and adventurers, could only preserve their dignity by keeping out of public life.

All the more thoughtful characters in this book are haunted by the feeling that some disastrous change has overtaken the Roman civilisation and that the old, rustic life of the Republic, with its strict family ties and its austere religion, was better than the wealth and luxury of the empire.

But the beliefs on which the old life was founded cannot be restored, and a spate of new religions from the east, Christianity among them, is rushing in to fill the void. No doubt this was what was happening, but it is difficult not to feel that Mr. Crozier has read the thoughts of twentieth-century people into his characters.

They are too conscious of the historical processes amid which they live, and all but a few of them are lacking in the terrible cruelty which was in fact general in antiquity.

Metella does once order somebody to be flogged, but for the most part her opinions would be appropriate to a member of the Fabian Society. She is humane towards slaves, disbelieves in soothsayers, is in favour of equality of the sexes, disapproves of aggressive wars, and is disgusted by gladiatorial displays.

However, one of the great temptations of novels about ancient Rome, the temptation to make somebody turn Christian and suffer martyrdom, is resisted. The new religion is mentioned and Pontius Pilate, the well-meaning Governor of Judæa, makes a few appearances, but—and given the date, this is no doubt psychologically correct—no one is much interested.

“Cry Hylas on the Hills” is much slighter. The time of the book appears to be a generation or so before the fall of Troy, and the story is an extraordinary mixture of well-known myths and improbable adventures.

The two main characters are called Heracles and Hylas, and many other familiar names appear, but it never becomes completely clear whether or not these are the same people as one reads about in Lempriere’s Classical Dictionary. Here, too, the dialogue is modernised, with effects that are sometimes even more disastrous than in “The Fates are Laughing.”

[Fee: £8.8.0; 6.6.45]




2674. Erewhon by Samuel Butler

BBC Home Service, Talks for Schools, 8 June 1945


This talk was recorded on 6 June 1945. It is noted in Orwell’s Payments Book against 4 June 1945. He was paid a fee of £12.12.0. The source of this text is a fair copy BBC script. The errors and resulting editorial amendments (see notes 1–8 and 10) probably stem from the BBC copy-typist. Reversals of letters have been corrected silently; punctuation has been reprinted as in typescript.



ANNOUNCER: Talks for Sixth Forms. Here is George Orwell to tell you about EREWHON by Samuel Butler.

GEORGE ORWELL: The first thing anyone would notice about EREWHON— which was by Samuel Butler and published round about 1870—is that it’s a stupid title. You can see if you write it down, Erewhon, E.R.E.W.H.O.N. it’s simply an anagram, or rearrangement, of the word “nowhere”. It’s a bad title, because one can’t tell at a glance how it is supposed to be pronounced, a more experienced writer, who would know that people don’t like to go into a library and ask for a book whose name they can’t pronounce, would never have chosen it. This point isn’t altogether unimportant, as I’ll try to show later. However, the title tells you something about the book. It means “nowhere”, and the book is what’s called a Utopia—that is, a story about a country that doesn’t exist. Samuel Butler, lived most of his life in England, but he spent a few years in New Zealand when he was a young man, and he chose to lay the scene of the story in New Zealand, which at that date was largely unexplored. In the story, the hero crosses a range of mountains and unexpectedly finds himself in a country inhabited by highly-civilized people, very similar to ourselves. They receive him hospitably—he is rather astonished to notice that they seem to think all the better of him because he has fair hair and a good complexion—and he soon succeeds in learning their language and settles down among them for several years. Most of the book is an account of their beliefs and customs—which, I don’t need to say, had a considerable bearing on the beliefs and customs of England in Butler’s own day.

All Utopia books are satires or allegories. Obviously if you invent an imaginary country you do so in order to throw light on the institutions of some existing country, probably your own. Erewhon is no exception, and though it won’t, of course, bear comparison with a book like Gulliver’s Travels, it is still one of the most original and penetrating Utopia books in the English language. It is a satire on Victorian society, but it is a very good-tempered satire, and Butler’s aim is constructive rather than destructive. In so far as he is attacking anything, he is attacking the hypocrisy which is supposed to be our great national vice, and which was especially characteristic of that time. For instance, he satirises conventional religion. In Erewhon there are peculiar institutions known as Musical Banks. They are more or less like ordinary banks, with rows of counters, and cashiers sitting behind brass railings, and so on. But there is a solemn atmosphere and music is always playing in them. People go to the Musical Banks from time to time and go through a form of drawing out money, but it is not quite the same as ordinary money and it has no value outside the bank. Everybody claims that he values this special money more highly than ordinary money, but no one makes any attempt to spend it, and indeed a shop-keeper would be angry indeed if you offered him some of it in exchange for real goods. Of course, you can see what is meant here. The Musical Banks are churches and the worthless money represents the beliefs to which a lot of people pay lip-service on Sundays but which they don’t allow to influence their everyday lives.

This is a fairly obvious piece of satire, which a lot of nineteenth century English writers would have been capable of.1 But the queerest thing of all about the people of Erewhon is their attitude towards illness and disease. I have said already that when the hero of the book first arrives in Erewhon he notices that the people seem to admire him because he has a good physique and a clear complexion. A little later than this he catches a slight cold, instead of being pitied and sympathised with, as he naturally expects, he finds that everyone is extremely shocked and seems to feel that even if he does happen to be suffering from a cold he ought to keep quiet about it. He notices that the people of Erewhon are quite exceptionally handsome and healthy looking, and that practically no one is ever ill, or at any rate no one ever admits to being ill. On the other hand he is astonished to find that people admit without any sign of shame the things which we should regard as morally disgraceful.

For example, somebody will say “I stole a pair of socks off a shop counter yesterday”, just as casually as we should say “I had a bad headache yesterday”. A man who has a red nose will be careful to assure everybody that it is due to drunkenness, and spiteful people will say behind his back that it is probably due to indigestion. This state of affairs is taken for granted by everybody and is reflected in the laws of the country. Anyone who is known to have suffered from illness is prosecuted and may be sentenced to a long term of imprisonment, while on the other hand ordinary crime is looked on as something undesirable of course, but in no way disgraceful. As a result every sign of ill health is concealed with the most extraordinary cunning and hypocrisy. In Erewhon, in fact, crime is a disease and disease is a crime.

Now, what is Butler saying here? He is generally taken as meaning—and in part this is certainly what he did mean—that moral evil is simply something like disease, a misfortune due to heredity and mistakes in early training, and though, of course, you have to reform criminals as best we can and protect society against them, you should no more blame them than you should blame an invalid. Crime is simply a problem like smallpox or typhoid fever, which you can only get rid of by completely removing its causes and not by blaming and persecuting individuals. This does not sound very startling now, but it did seem so when Butler said it. A great deal that we realise to be due to bad environment was ascribed2 by our grandparents to simple wickedness. For example, in nineteenth century England there was the most terrible drunkenness. Most of it was really due to the unbearable conditions in which the majority of the people lived: they crowded together in horrible slums, they worked what we should consider impossibly long hours, they had almost no chance for amusement, and great numbers of them could not even read. In such circumstances, it was quite natural that millions of people should get drunk just as often as they could afford it. This chain of cause and effect which seems obvious enough to us now, was not obvious until Samuel Butler and others like him had pointed it out. But when he draws this comparison between crime and disease, Butler is also saying something else. It is something much more personal to himself, but something which you have to grasp if you want to understand Butler’s work as a whole. In Erewhon, people are not only prosecuted for being ill, but for suffering any kind of misfortune. For example, if one man swindled another out of a sum of money the one who is sent to prison is the one who is swindled, and not the swindler. This seems rather a curious idea, but it is bound up with a theory of human personality which is the basis of Butler’s other well-known book, THE WAY OF ALL FLESH. Butler was very interested in the theory of evolution, and he spent a great deal of time and energy in having controversies with Charles Darwin. He believed that evolution takes place through exceptional individuals who have to pay in suffering for the advance which they make possible. He held that, at any given moment, the best representatives of any species, human or animal, are not those who are evolving, but those who have reached a dead end. I shall have a great deal to say about this next week in The Way of all Flesh. It followed that the people Butler most admired were not the brilliant, exceptional people, who might perhaps succeed in lifting society a stage higher, but the healthy, simple, middling people, who don’t suffer misfortunes and who were fitted to enjoy life at its present stage. There is no doubt that Butler’s admiration for the ordinary, healthy, successful, brainless person was exaggerated, partly because he wasn’t at all that type of person himself. He was the other type, the gifted, badly adjusted type, who is capable of thinking of new ideas, but is not capable of making a success of his own life. He had very little worldly wisdom, and he knew it. I pointed out at the beginning of this talk that the title of Erewhon is a bad title, which would be liable to hamper the sale of the book. Now Butler didn’t realise this until after the book was published and that little mistake is typical of his whole life. He had no conception of salesmanship, no business sense, and over his whole life his books, instead of giving him a livelihood, simply represented a dead loss. Except Erewhon itself, none of them ever sold more than a few hundred copies, and he [achieved]3 no reputation until after he was dead. Fortunately he had a small income to live on, but even so he lost a good deal of his money through unwise investments, and through being swindled by a friend whom he ought to have known better than to trust. In his own life he demonstrated the point which he made in Erewhon and elsewhere; that the people society can learn most [from]4 are not usually lucky or happy people. In the sequel, which he wrote years later, Erewhon Revisited, Butler has a lot more to say about the distinction between genius and worldly wisdom, and he touches on the subject again and again in his Notebooks. (By the way, if you read Samuel Butler’s Notebooks, try to get hold of the edition which was published round about 1920:5 there have been more recent editions, but a lot of the best passages are left out of them.) But in Erewhon there is one other idea which is of great importance and has influenced people’s thoughts ever since, although it has the appearance of being pushed into the book for no particular reason. Apart from their curious attitude towards crime and disease, the people of Erewhon have another characteristic, which astonishes the hero very much. This is their hatred, perhaps not hatred, but suspicion of machinery. The hero finds them living comfortably, but at a rather low standard of mechanical efficiency. For instance, they don’t have either railway trains or watches. Then one day he happens to go into a museum and finds to his astonishment that many of the machines used in Europe are preserved there—that they [have been]6 preserved merely as curiosities. In the past people possessed and used these machines, but they have deliberately abandoned them. On enquiry he finds out that it is forbidden by law to make use of any machine invented after a certain stated date. Mechanical progress has been stopped by deliberate intention.

The reason for this is explained in a long essay, which Butler had published the substance [of]7 in a New Zealand paper some years earlier. It is that the people of Erewhon have decided that the machine is the enemy of humanity. If you allow machinery to develop beyond a certain point, it is capable of destroying civilisation, and possibly of wiping out the human race altogether. Now once again, this doesn’t now seem a particularly revolutionary idea. Nowadays we are all well aware that there is tremendous danger in allowing mechanical progress to continue without checking it by any international authority and without stopping to think where it is leading us. We realise this because it has been brought home to us in the8 form of bombs and the frightful destruction of war altogether. However, when Butler wrote Erewhon it did need imagination of a very high order to see that machinery could be dangerous as well as useful. At that date, remember, the railway train was still a novelty, the aeroplane was barely dreamed of, and weapons of war were still almost where they had been a century earlier.9 Butler is not so much concerned with the possible destructiveness of future wars as with the tendency of the machine to rob the human being of any kind of creative function and turn him into an unskilled labourer or even a kind of parasite. As he realised, it would be quite possible to develop machinery to such a point that no human being would need to use his arms or legs. Everything, even things [such]10 as blowing our noses or combing our hair, could be done for us by some kind of machine. But after all, if everything were done for you by machinery, what sort of life would you lead—what purpose or meaning could your life contain? This part of Erewhon needs to be read with care, because Butler chooses to exaggerate his case and gives the impression that he is merely joking. His joking part of the time doesn’t do away with the truth of what he is saying. Unless it is carefully controlled, the machine can be the enemy of human life: and what’s more, in order to control it we may even have to end by doing that fantastic thing which the people of Erewhon did—that is, to put a deliberate stop to mechanical invention. So far as I know, Samuel Butler was the first person to point out the dangers contained in mechanical progress, and he did it at a time when those dangers weren’t actually operative, when in fact they had to be divined by imagination. A lot of what he says seems commonplace now, but it only seems so because his ideas influenced countless other people who pass them on to us. No doubt you’ve heard of the old lady who went to see Hamlet acted, and came away saying: “I didn’t care for it. There are too many quotations in it”. Well it’s rather the same with Samuel Butler and certain other thinkers. Their ideas get popularised so completely that they end by getting no credit for them.

Erewhon is not one of the great books of the world. Except for a collection of letters which he wrote from New Zealand and afterwards printed, it was Butler’s first book, and it is the work of an inexperienced writer. It is clumsily arranged and, as I’ve pointed out already, the device of having anagrammatic names—all the names in the book are anagrams of English names—is extremely tiresome. Also, like many other writers
of Utopia books, Butler doesn’t fully make up his mind whether he is writing pure satire, or whether he is making constructive suggestions. The book has a story, it’s rather an unconvincing story, with a preposterous ending, but essentially it’s a book of essays, and it would probably have been more successful if Butler had presented it simply as that. But it’s still an extremely stimulating book and one of the few books of this type in English that have stood the test of time. Samuel Butler was born in 1835 and died in 1902. He did not write a large number of books, and there are only about five of them that are worth tackling today. I recommend Erewhon—though I don’t recommend the sequel to it, ‘Erewhon Revisited”—and perhaps even more I recommend the Notebooks, which are extremely amusing as well as containing most of what Butler had to say in a shortened form. But far and away his best book, the one he would certainly be remembered by even if all the rest were forgotten, is his autobiographical novel, THE WAY OF ALL FLESH, which I hope to talk to you about next week.

ANNOUNCER: :Today’s talk was by George Orwell.




2675. Uncertain Fate of Displaced Persons

The Observer, 10 June 1945

Facts relating to the problem of the Displaced Persons—that is, the foreign forced labourers imported by the Germans during the war—continue to trickle in, but there has been no comprehensive statement, and, apparently, no official ruling on one or two very important points.

It is very much to be hoped that the relevant facts will be published in the fairly near future. Otherwise a valuable sociological opportunity may be missed, and decisions may be taken which public opinion in the United States and Britain would not tolerate if it knew the facts.

Unrra1 is now at work in 230 camps in Western Germany, and the military authorities in a further number of camps unspecified, on the registration of these uprooted people. They are known to number some 4,500,000 in Germany alone. According to present registrations, the bulk of this figure is made up of 1,500,000 Russians, 1,200,000 Frenchmen, and 600,000 Poles. There were about 100,000 Belgians—now nearly all repatriated—and there are some 100,000 Dutchmen, with smaller groups of Jugoslavs, Czechs, Scandinavians, and Greeks. By last week 1,800,000 had been registered, medically examined and repatriated.

Of the rest the majority are living under the care of the Military Government, which feeds them as best it can and in some cases employs them at road-mending and similar jobs. Great numbers, however, have refused to be rounded up and have endeavoured to walk home, or have simply lived on the countryside by begging and stealing. Others, though probably not many, have remained on the farms where they were working before the Allied invasion.

At the beginning most of the Displaced Persons welcomed their liberators with enormous enthusiasm, but this has been somewhat damped by the unavoidable delays in repatriation and the growing food shortage. It had been laid down in advance that in the matter of food supply the Army came first, the Displaced Persons second, and the Germans third; but in practice it is impossible to allow the Germans to starve, and in some areas the point has already been reached where it is necessary to reduce the rations of the Displaced Persons in order to keep those of the Germans up to subsistence level.

It is easy to imagine the ill-feeling that this causes, and in American-controlled areas it is not made better by the wastage of food which anyone in contact with the troops can observe for himself.

Meanwhile, various extremely interesting facts about the Displaced Persons have come to light. To begin with, the term “slave labour,” habitually used in the British Press, is misleading. Some of these people—it might even be possible to determine the number with reasonable accuracy—were volunteers, and the rest, though they could be described as slaves in the sense that they were deported against their will, do not seem in most cases to have been badly treated.

Those employed on factory work lived in encampments in semi-prison conditions, but those employed on the land, usually on small farms, where all the younger menfolk were away at the war, seem to have fared reasonably well. In many cases they were not only paid wages but were enrolled in the German workers’ insurance scheme, and all observers agree that as a whole the Displaced Persons have been well fed.

We can make only the vaguest guess as to how many of these people changed sides on ideological grounds, how many were mere adventurers, and how many were ignorant peasants to whom serving in one army was very like serving in another. Clearly this whole subject needs investigating for the sake of the light it may cast on the changes now occurring in the structure of nationalism. But the investigation must be made within the next few months or the data will have vanished.

One point that does not seem to have been decided—or at least, no authoritative pronouncement has been made—is whether a Displaced Person who does not wish to go home is obliged to do so. The people most affected here are the Poles. It is known that great numbers of Poles, especially from eastern Poland, want to remain abroad. If the Government of the U.S.S.R. decides that those of them who are now technically Soviet citizens must return, will the British and American Governments feel obliged to repatriate them? Quite obviously this question should not be decided without letting the British and American peoples understand what is happening. Moreover, if the Poles and others who prefer to remain abroad are allowed to do so, what exactly is their status to be?

[Fee: £10.3.4; 8.6.45]




2676. Review of Christianity and Democracy by Jacques Maritain

The Observer, 10 June 1945

M. Maritain is never a very easy writer, and his latest book is especially full of those cloudily abstract passages which seem to be so common in present-day French literature and which do not improve in translation. Here are two sentences picked almost at random:


Democracy is a paradox and a challenge hurled at nature, at that thankless and wounded human nature whose original aspirations and reserves of grandeur it evokes.

Nothing is easier for human weakness than to merge religion with prejudices of race, family or class, collective hatreds, passions of a clan and political phantoms which compensate for the rigours of individual discipline in a pious but insufficiently purified, soul.



Both of these sentences, and the hundreds of others like them that are strewn through this book, have a meaning, but one not only has to dig it out from beneath masses of verbiage, one also has to some extent to infer it from the general tenor of the book and from the known direction of M. Maritain’s own thought. Considerable passages in the book read like the speeches of a non-belligerent statesman: one knows in advance which side he is on, but one would have some difficulty in proving it. An invisible censor hovers over the pages, and to outwit him it is often necessary to avoid using proper names and change concrete words into abstract ones.

What M. Maritain is saying is that Democracy and Christianity are not incompatible—indeed, they are necessary to one another. A Christian life can hardly be lived in an unjust society, while on the other hand a democracy which is purely secular in inspiration always ends by turning into slavery. Moreover, a Christian society is not necessarily a poverty-stricken one. The desire of the working classes not merely for political equality but for higher wages and better working conditions, is justifiable, and it is the needless starvation of this desire that has made possible the rise of atheistic Communism. Christianity, in short, can be reconciled with material progress.

In our ears this hardly sounds the kind of statement that needs to be uttered with circumspection, but M. Maritain has good reasons for his guarded manner of writing. To begin with, these essays were written in the middle of 1942, when the Axis still appeared capable of winning the war and the Pétain regime was not only still in power but was, to a considerable extent, approved of by Catholics outside France. Secondly, the species of Christian Socialism for which M. Maritain stands has only very recently begun to gain ground and is certainly not representative of the Church as a whole. Primarily M. Maritain is writing “at” his fellow-Catholics, and he is well aware of the existing tie-up between Catholicism and reaction. Towards the end of the nineteenth century, he says, “the working classes sought their salvation in the denial of Christianity; the Conservative Christian circles sought theirs in the denial of the temporal exigencies of Justice and love.” The position is no better now, though the defeat of the Axis powers has made it temporarily appear better, and when one remembers the lyrical praises of Fascism that were being uttered by Cardinals and Catholic apologists only a few years ago, it is not surprising if M. Maritain clothes his plea for Christian Socialism in soothing and rather indistinct language.

The thing he does not quite care to admit is the loneliness of his own position. How lonely it is could be seen at the time of the Spanish civil war, when he was one of the tiny handful of prominent Catholics who kept their heads and refused to make propaganda for Fascism. He is able to argue forcibly that democracy and social justice are inherent in Christian doctrine and have even been enjoined by the leaders of the Church, but it is difficult to feel that the people for whom he is specially writing will be much impressed. The fact is that the Catholic humanist is a rare animal, like an albino elephant, and must probably remain so. Humanism assumes that man is the measure of all things, Christian doctrine assumes that this world only has a meaning in reference to the next. On paper a reconciliation is possible, but it always breaks down when any concrete problem arises. M. Maritain sees that the drifting-away of the masses from a reactionary Church is inevitable, and would like to retrieve the situation not by the Fascist expedient of keeping the masses ignorant but by calling the rich to repentance. He is unwilling to admit, or at any rate he does not very clearly say, that religious belief is frequently a psychological device to avoid repentance.

Meanwhile the essential problem remains. Material progress, which is necessary if the average human being is to be anything better than a drudge, has only been achieved at a fearful price. Somehow the religious attitude to life must be restored, and yet the only body of doctrine available to the Western world is one which the great mass of people are obviously less and less willing to accept. M. Maritain makes the usual claim that a just society can only be founded on Christian principles. Before making statements of this kind one ought to reflect that only a quarter of the population of the world is nominally Christian, and that the proportion is constantly dwindling: also that Hindus or Chinese are not noticeably worse people than ourselves. M. Maritain is a voice crying in the wilderness and rather a muffled voice at that. Nevertheless, considering the people he was writing for and the pressures he was probably subjected to, it must have needed much courage to write such a book at such a time.

[Fee: £10.3.4; 1.6.45]




2677. To Fredric Warburg

13 June 1945 Typewritten

27B, Canonbury Square, London N. 1.

Dear Fred,

Thanks for your letter of June 12th. I will send the blurb1 as soon as possible.

As to the contract for a novel, I was in France when the two contracts reached me and I probably did not explain adequately why I did not sign the novel contract and struck out references to it in the other contract. To begin with, the novel referred to did not exist and does not exist yet. Secondly there was the question of my existing contract with Gollancz. I still have a contract to give Gollancz the first refusal of my next two works of fiction, but I have no intention of keeping this as he has not kept his contract with me in spirit nor, I think, in the letter. However, I want to remain within my rights and this involves something which I had explained to Moore but which he had failed to understand. Gollancz was offered “Animal Farm”, which of course I knew in advance he would refuse, and he was only offered it on his own insistence. Having refused it he refused to regard it as one of the two contracted novels on the ground that it was too short. It appeared that these two novels, of which he was to have first refusal, were to be of standard length. I then tried to get Moore to get from Gollancz a statement of what amounted to standard length. Moore failed to see what I was driving at and simply said that standard length is a trade expression meaning about 70,000 words and that 65,000 words could be regarded as a minimum. I then decided that I would make my next two novels, if any, less than 65,000 words, which would get me out of this contract. It was for that reason that I did not want to sign an ordinary novel contract with you, which might give Gollancz the chance to say I was defrauding him. If you like we can draw up another contract worded differently, but in any case you know I will bring you all my books except any which may be written for some special purpose.2

I don’t think the list of review copies needs adding to. I think it is best if you send them out, as your office will be able to do them more systematically than I can. Have you fixed a definite date for publication yet?

Victor Serge now doesn’t want to send his memoirs3 across the Atlantic because it seems he has only one copy and he is frightened of their getting lost or seized on the way. I have written suggesting that he should get another copy typed.

I could have lunch on June 19th as you suggest. I’ll ring up about this between now and then.

Yours,

George


Warburg replied on 15 June, saying, ‘On the whole I think we can regard the second paragraph of your letter as perfectly satisfactory.’ He proposed to discuss the matter further when they had lunch (arranged for the Acropolis Restaurant) on 19 June. On that day he was also meeting Humphrey Slater to discuss Polemic ‘and any relevant matters.’ The carbon copy of the letter is annotated in Warburg’s hand, ‘Why not let Moore break off with VG on your behalf.’ On 25 June they again had lunch together, after which Warburg wrote this ‘Note on George Orwell’:


Further to my letter of June 15th to Orwell the matter was discussed at lunch today, and he is instructing Leonard Moore to obtain his release from V.G. on the grounds that V.G.’s list is now unsuitable for Orwell’s books. If this fails, Orwell has a complicated scheme for non-fulfilment of his contract which I do not fully understand. But in any case, he stands on the sentence of his letter which reads:—

“but in any case you know I will bring you (S.&W.) all my books except any which may be written for some special purpose.”

There is, therefore, no more to be done until we hear from him or Moore, and ANIMAL FARM will be published without an agreement.

George Orwell has written the first twelve pages of his new novel, but, of course, disclaims knowledge of when it will be finished.



The new novel must be Nineteen Eighty-Four. This is the first reference to its having been started. See also 2694, n. 2.






2678. Review of Land Fit for Heroes by George Sava; Death of a Poet, by Leonid Grossman

Manchester Evening News, 14 June 1945

“Land Fit For Heroes”1 is not the kind of phrase that is likely to be used nowadays without irony, and Mr. George Sava’s thesis is that the heroes got a very poor reward last time, and are in danger of faring no better this time.

In general terms his complaints are justified, and it is a pity that he should have chosen a very untypical case to illustrate them.

The story starts with a hideously burned fighter pilot—blind, deprived of speech, his back broken and encased in plaster, unable to communicate with the outer world, except by movements of a bandaged hand—lying on the bed of a cottage hospital and obstinately refusing to die. He has been shot down in flames after unparalleled feats of heroism, and he is a V.C. and a nine-days’ wonder. He is pestered by publicity of every kind, including innumerable offers of marriage from totally unknown women. The bulk of the book consists of his memories, and an account of his rather improbable origins.

The young airman’s name is Raymond Masters. His father had been one of the derelicts of the last war. He had had a brilliant war record, and had received the D. S. O. and the M. C., but he had also been gassed with chlorine, and, being unable to prove this, had received no pension. Raymond is, therefore, born into extreme poverty. His father goes through the usual ex-officer’s progress of losing his savings and his gratuity in ill-judged attempts to start a garage, then trying to earn a living by selling things on commission, then lapsing into unemployment.

Finally he gets a job as caretaker in a small factory, and dies after a few years from the after-effects of the chlorine. Raymond’s mother, Honor, presented at the beginning as a girl who had led “a life of leisure and a monotonous round of dances in the winter and tennis parties in the summer,” becomes a charwoman. Raymond grows up in a slum, but is taught to pronounce his aitches. He is gifted with mechanical ability, and he gets a good start in life by being articled as apprentice in a motor-manufacturing firm—however, this engagement is terminated when he marries his employer’s daughter, a worthless girl, who leaves him almost immediately.

When war breaks out Raymond joins the R.A.F. and serves with distinction for four years before being shot down. On the last page, overcome by the thought that yet another meaningless war may break out in twenty years’ time, he puts an end to his life by throwing himself out of bed.

A good deal in this story is arbitrary and almost incredible. It is quite true that many of the heroes of the last war were swindled out of their gratuities and denied the chance of a decent livelihood, but in actual practice how many officers’ wives ended up as charwomen? And—though such things do happen sometimes—how typical is the experience of a boy of middle-class origin brought up in an East End slum and having to fight with his fists almost daily because his accent is “different”? And how many apprentices in motor firms marry the boss’s daughter?

In so far as this book is intended as social history, incidents of this kind defeat its purpose, and even as a story it wobbles somewhat. There is a peculiarly pointless incident when Raymond’s mother, repelled by her war-worn husband, suddenly goes down to the country and spends two nights with a young farmer who had almost succeeded in seducing her when she was a Land Girl during the war. This escapade has no bearing on the story, since it is emphasised that Raymond, born about a year later, is not the son of the farmer. Mr. Sava has written many other books, but, as the dust jacket informs us, this is his first novel, and he has perhaps underrated the magnitude of the task.

“Death of a Poet” is a spirited and fairly convincing historical novel in which the author has followed the device of writing the fictitious memoirs of a real man. It deals with the death of Pushkin, the famous Russian poet and story-teller, who was killed in a duel in the thirties of the last century, aged ony 37. The memoirs are supposed to be those of the Vicomte D’Archiac, who was an attaché at the French Embassy at St. Petersburg and was the cousin of Georges D’Antes, the young Frenchman by whom Pushkin was killed. D’Archiac, who was a passionate admirer of Pushkin, somewhat unwillingly seconded his cousin in the duel, and afterwards, when the real meaning of the affair had dawned upon him, wrote down a full account of it, which he addressed to Prosper Mérimée.

The author’s thesis is that Pushkin’s untimely death was not simply a meaningless disaster, but was in effect a political assassination. Pushkin, who belongs to roughly the same current of thought as Byron, was looked upon as a Radical, almost a revolutionary, and his European reputation made him especially hateful in the eyes of the reactionary Czar. A plot to get rid of him was therefore hatched by the supporters of the Czar and of the equally reactionary Charles X, who had recently been exiled from France. The young man who did the actual killing was, more or less, innocent in the affair, but had been selected for the purpose and manœuvred into a quarrel with Pushkin because he was known to be a deadly shot with a pistol.

Is this a true interpretation? One would have to know a great deal about the history of the period to give an authoritative answer, but it could be true. Inconvenient people have often been got rid of in a similar manner, and in the struggle between progress and reaction which was then raging almost as fiercely as it is now Pushkin was in the progressive camp, though, like Byron, he was only rather doubtfully in it. On the other hand it is known that Pushkin was of a quarrelsome disposition and had been involved in at least one other duel.

Such incidents were common at that time, an almost equally famous poet, Lermontov, being killed in the same way a few years later. But this is a lively story, and with only a few lapses—just occasionally D’Archiac is made to talk about “The inevitable clash of historical forces” and “the aspirations of the toiling masses,” in the modern Marxist manner—the author has successfully entered into the spirit of his period. So far as one can judge without knowing anything about the original, Miss Edith Bone’s translation is excellent.

[Fee: £8.8.0; 13.6.44]




2679. The Way of All Flesh by Samuel Butler

BBC Home Service, Talks for Schools, 15 June 19451


On 13 June, Mrs. M. P. (Becky) Cocking2 dictated this memorandum to the Director of Schools Broadcasts (signed in her absence by her secretary, J. Carson):


Another that won’t set the Thames on fire, I’m afraid. Mr. Orwell will accept minor alterations but is not, I fear, in a state to cope with rewriting. The virtue’s gone out of him! …

I am uneasy about the references to family history—specific schools—etc. Though much more has been said in books on Butler. I have marked danger points with question marks in the margin. There are two minor points at A. on page 3. I feel “dosing and stuffing” are too close to be happy in this context, and at B. on page 4 it seems to me we should substitute “any other” for “the opposite”.



The words ‘dosing and stuffing’ still appear in the script, but neither ‘any other’ nor ‘the opposite’ occurs on the next page. There seems, therefore, to have been some revision. Presumably details of family history and ‘specific schools’ have also been cut. Roughborough School was based on Shrewsbury School, which Butler attended, and several characters are based on members of his family; Alethea, in character if not in appearance, was suggested by Eliza Mary Anne Savage.



ANNOUNCER: [Blank.]

GEORGE ORWELL: Samuel Butler’s novel, THE WAY OF ALL FLESH—it’s the only novel among the dozen or more books that he wrote—was not published until several years after his death. This was by his own wish. It is an autobiographical novel containing a good deal of family history, and he had good reason for not wanting it to appear until all the people concerned in it were dead. I don’t want, however, to convey the impression that THE WAY OF ALL FLESH is a scandalous book, or even that it is straightforward autobiography, taken directly from life. Actually it is based on Butler’s own life to about the same extent as for instance David Copperfield is based on Charles Dickens’ life. That is to say, it isn’t necessarily relating things that actually happened, and even the real events in it have been altered and rearranged sufficiently to form them into a story. It is the story of a boy, and then a man, named Ernest Pontifex, the son of a country clergyman. But the story doesn’t start with Ernest, it starts two generations back, and Ernest himself does not appear until chapter seventeen. The reason is that Butler understood, better than most of the people of his time, that a human being isn’t simply an individual. A human being is what he is largely because he comes from certain surroundings, and no one ever fully escapes from the things that have happened to him in early childhood. To some extent your character depends on the way your parents have treated you, and their character depends on the way theirs have treated them, and so on. One can’t, of course, follow this process very far, but it is probably true that you can’t give a really revealing history of a man’s life without saying something about his parents and probably his grandparents. In any case part of Butler’s purpose in THE WAY OF ALL FLESH was to study the relationship between parents and children and to show up the stupidity of the educational methods of that time. Well, the Pontifexes were one of those many English families who suddenly grew rich at about the end of the eighteenth century, when world trade was expanding and Britain was developing from a second-rate nation into a powerful and important one. Ernest Pontifex’s great grandfather had been a village carpenter. His grandfather, George Pontifex, had gone into business in London and become a wealthy man. His father, Theobald Pontifex, who was George’s younger son, was a clergyman and had earlier been fellow of a Cambridge college. But it is very important to the story that Theobald hasn’t entered his profession because of having any real vocation for it. He is not drawn towards the life of a clergyman, he doesn’t even—as he would find out if he knew how to analyse his own feelings— really believe in the religious doctrines which he professes to hold.

He has simply been pushed into an unsuitable profession because he is no match for his father, and in those days it was usual in well-to-do families to send one son into the Church. In the same way, when Theobald marries, it isn’t really by any will of his own. Just as he has been trapped into the Church, he is trapped into marrying someone he doesn’t really care about, because the pressure of his parents and of the society round about him is too strong for him to stand up to. People who have been bullied have a way of becoming bullies themselves when they get the chance. As soon as Theobald becomes head of a family he tyrannises over his children in just the same way as his father had tyrannised over him. Ernest doesn’t have a good childhood, though it is not quite as bad as it might be, because he has some good friends among the servants in his father’s household, and also a very intelligent aunt who protects him to some extent while she remains alive. Still, he is bullied and beaten and prayed over—even when he is a tiny child he is beaten because he can’t pronounce certain letters of the alphabet properly—he is dosed with calomel and Epsom Salts and stuffed up with Latin and Greek, until at the age of about twelve his spirit is almost broken already. At this time he is sent to a public school which is called Roughborough in the book. Ernest is just able to keep his feet in school life, but he is not suited to it. He is a rather backward boy, small and not good at games, and though obviously intelligent he3 doesn’t seem able to make any use of his brains. As for the regular curriculum of the school, the Latin and Greek and so forth, he just can’t stomach it, try as he will. He thinks it is wicked to be idle, and yet somehow he goes on idling, by a kind of instinct. He has been taught that if you enjoy doing anything it must be wrong, whereas anything unpleasant—Latin grammar, say, or Epsom salts—must be good for you. He accepts this, because he’s never heard it questioned, but somehow his actions don’t square with it. The way Butler puts it is that Ernest has an inner self which he is only partly conscious of and which warns him against wasting his time on useless learning and against being what his schoolmasters would call a good boy: “You are not strong enough”—I am quoting Butler’s words: this [is]4 Ernest’s unconscious self speaking—“to attend to your bodily growth and to your lessons too. Besides, Latin and Greek are great humbug; the more people know of them the more odious they generally are; the nice people whom you delight in either never knew any at all or forgot what they had learned as soon as they could … Never learn anything until you find you have been made uncomfortable for a good long while by not knowing it; when you find you have occasion for this or that knowledge, or foresee that you will have occasion for it shortly, the sooner you learn it the better, but till then spend your time in growing bone and muscle; these will be much more useful to you than Latin and Greek, nor will you ever be able to make them if you do not do so now.”

The “nice people”—Butler is fond of this phrase— means the middling, healthy, sensible people who get on in the world and are good-natured into the bargain, but are not necessarily clever and above all not priggish. These are the people that Ernest admires in his heart, though as yet he doesn’t understand himself well enough to realise it.

When he is about fourteen his life takes a turn for the better and his health improves, because his aunt comes down to stay near the school and finds ways of encouraging his natural talents and giving him more self-confidence. But about a year later his aunt dies, and after this partly because they happen to catch him out in telling a lie, he falls more under the domination of his parents than ever.

At Cambridge he is happier than he had been at school, but he still seems to have no aim in life and no way of using his talents. His father has decided that Ernest must also become a clergyman. Ernest in fact doesn’t want this, and he is more conscious of not wanting it than Theobald had been when he was in the same situation himself. He does make a few feeble efforts to escape, but his father promptly over-rules him. Even when, at twenty-one, he inherits five thousand pounds, he is still too much of a child in outlook to realise that he could live on the interest of this money and so become independent of his father. He prepares for his career as a clergyman without any real enthusiasm, but also without any active rebellion, and he goes through several violent but rather short-lived fits of piety. He has still not learned a very important lesson, and that is to know what he likes and what he dislikes.

Apart from allowing himself to be pushed into the Church against his real inclination, Ernest is also foolish enough to let a fellow-curate—whom he ought to have been able to recognize at a glance as a scoundrel—swindle him out of his five thousand pounds. But when he has actually been ordained a priest and seems all set for a career which he is totally unsuited to, he is saved by an accident. It is an accident which in any ordinary person’s case would be an appalling disaster, but which in Ernest’s case is a blessing in disguise.

Chiefly through ignorance of the world, he commits a criminal offence. It is not a terribly serious offence, and any really bad man would have had enough common sense to avoid committing it: but it is enough to earn him six months imprisonment. I should add, by the by, that this particular incident is NOT based on Butler’s own life. That, of course, is the end of his career as a clergyman, and curiously enough it is also the point at which he really begins to grow up. His term of imprisonment is the first real education he has ever had. He comes out of prison cured for good of his dependence on his parents and of any respect for their standards or their way of life.

However, he has not altogether learned wisdom yet— perhaps I should say, he has not learned what Butler considered to be wisdom. For example, he does not yet understand the importance of money, a thing on which Butler felt strongly. “Money losses,” Butler says—and he elaborates this at considerable length, money losses “are the hardest to bear of any by those who are old enough to comprehend them.” Ernest has been through the folly of what is called respectability, but now his tendency is to go to the other extreme, and before the end he makes one more big mistake, that is to make a foolish marriage. In prison he has been taught tailoring, and when he comes out he tries—for of course he has now got to start life over again—to find work in a tailor’s shop. He is making efforts to do this when he runs across a servant girl named Ellen who had been dismissed from his parents’ house eight years earlier. Ellen is three years older than himself. She is a good-tempered and pretty girl, but obviously worthless in character. She suggests to him that instead of trying to find work, which is almost impossible for an inexperienced man, he should use the few pounds that he’s got left setting up a second-hand clothes shop. This is a good idea and Ernest jumps at it: unfortunately he also takes it into his head to marry Ellen, and he promptly does so, lives with her for several years and has two children. Ernest is happier in the second-hand clothes shop, at any rate at first, than he had been at school or at Cambridge, but still his marriage was a mistake which he ought to have known better than to make. Ellen turns out to be a drunkard, she keeps him on the verge of ruin by selling the stock and the household goods to buy drink, and incidentally she has another husband still living. Ernest is at a very low ebb when he discovers this fact, and after another year or two with Ellen he would probably have given up hope altogether. However, his escape from her is the turning-point of his life. He has now committed all his mistakes and is fully grown-up at last.

Two years later it turns out that his aunt Alethea, the aunt who had taken an interest in him in his childhood has left him all her money, on the condition that he is not to inherit it or to hear about it until he is twenty-eight. Needless to say the rest of his relatives, who have treated him as an outcast ever since imprisonment, are promptly reconciled to him now that he has become a rich man. Ernest devotes the rest of his life to writing books, and his literary history is very similar to Butler’s own. As for his two children, he puts them out to nurse in the family of a barge-captain, and though he gives them all the money they need, he gives them no education in the sense of book-learning. They will be happier, too, if he himself has little or no contact with them: for all fathers, he says, bully their children, and he himself, if he saw too much of his children, would behave no better towards them than his father had done to him.

So the book ends. You’ll see that it is rather a weak ending, or at least an improbable ending compared with the rest of the book. This is because Butler’s attitude to life, which he is trying to illustrate here, leaves certain things out of account. But just what is it that Butler is trying to say? Well, two things. First of all there is his notion, already set forth in a different form in other books which are not novels, that evolution, or progress, takes place only through individuals who suffer and make mistakes, and that at any given moment the finest specimens are people who are incapable of progressing further. Ernest Pontifex belongs to the type through whom progress can happen. He has no natural wisdom, he makes terrible mistakes and has to be saved by the skin of his teeth, but he is capable of growth. As a contrast to him there is in the book a young man named Towneley whom Ernest has known at Cambridge and who has every quality that Ernest lacks. He is good-looking, healthy, athletic, popular—the kind of person who is born to succeed in life and who has all the intelligence he needs without being troubled by any sort of intellectual curiosity. Ernest looks up to Towneley, well knowing that he can never be like him. But in the end, though he continues to admire him, he says that he doesn’t want to see Towneley any more, nor to mix with his kind of person again. By this time he has got beyond Towneley: he has suffered and made mistakes, and by learning from his mistakes he has acquired a wisdom which is better than natural wisdom.

The unsatisfying ending to the book, which I’ve referred to, comes ultimately from Butler’s lack of interest in politics. He implies in THE WAY OF ALL FLESH, as in various of his other writings, that one condition of living a good life is to inherit enough money to live on. He doesn’t seem to see that this is only possible in a certain kind of society, and then only for a few people. Indeed, although he is trying to alter people’s outlook and behaviour, he seems to assume that the kind of society he knew in the middle and late nineteenth century would last for ever. In that society, simply to live on an inherited income—enjoying yourself and doing no work in return—was looked on as normal, even creditable, and Butler accepts this. In so far as he had any politics he was a kind of Conservative. Ernest, towards the end, takes to writing books, but otherwise the characters who are presented as most admirable—Towneley, Alethea Pontifex, and Mr. Overton, who is supposed to be telling the story—are shown as doing no work and as not feeling the need for work. It is this lack of the sense of duty or function that makes the ending of the book seem inferior to the rest. Somehow the comfortable, irresponsible life which Ernest is shown as leading at the end—not even taking full responsibility for his own children—seems unworthy of the struggles that he has been through. But the other thing that Butler is doing is to satirise religious hypocrisy and the ghastly shams and tyrannies of the middle-class Victorian life. For all its good-temper, THE WAY OF ALL FLESH was a deadly blow at the old conception of parental authority. Books do in the long run influence public opinion, and if the relationship between parents and children is better and easier nowadays than it was a hundred years ago, I think Samuel Butler was partly responsible.

The book also has great value as social history, as what people call a period piece: especially the bits dealing with Butler’s experiences at school and at Cambridge, which are described in some detail.

I am not fond of those dreary lists of the hundred best this and the twenty best that, but if you had to compile a list of the twelve best novels in English I think you would have to include THE WAY OF ALL FLESH. And this in spite of the fact that it has the weakness I have mentioned, and that it sometimes turns aside from the story to branch off into what is really an essay, and that it leaves certain themes right out. For instance, it doesn’t contain what is usually called a love interest. Butler isn’t trying to stir up the reader’s emotions, there are no purple passages in the book, and it isn’t even particularly subtle in a psychological sense.

It is a great book because it gives an honest picture of the relationship between father and son, and it could do that because Butler was a truly independent observer, and above all because he was courageous. He would say things that other people knew but didn’t dare to say. And finally there was his clear, simple, straightforward way of writing, never using a long word where a short one will do, which makes him one of the best English prose writers of the past hundred years and has made his books wear well even when the ideas in them have ceased to seem important.




2680. John Morris to Geoffrey Trease

18 June 1945 Typewritten; carbon copy


On 16 June 1945, at Orwell’s suggestion, Geoffrey Trease1 wrote to John Morris, Far Eastern Service Director (with whom Orwell had worked when serving with the BBC), telling him that he was being stationed in India as a Warrant Officer in the Army Education Corps and inquiring as to the possibility of assisting with English radio programmes there. Morris replied on 18 June. He had run into Orwell on Friday, 15 June—presumably when his Schools Broadcast was being transmitted—and Orwell had told him that Trease would be writing. Morris suggested he make himself known to Professor A. S. Bokhari, Director-General of All India Radio, and Mr. Sayers, Director-General of the Far Eastern Bureau in New Delhi, who organised propaganda broadcasting to the Far East.






2681. Review of Another Shore by Kenneth Reddin; The Weeping Wood by Vicki Baum1

Manchester Evening News, 21 June 1945

It is not the job of a mere book-reviewer to put on airs of snooty superiority, and yet any reviewer is failing in his duty to the public if he does not from time to time point out that the general run of books now appearing is unbelievably bad.

During the past year or two English literature, especially fiction, has achieved what one might describe as a depth record. No doubt the main reason is the war, for it is the same story almost everywhere. Not only in the Fascist countries, but in the countries newly liberated from Fascism, very few books have appeared, either clandestinely or since the liberation, and among those few there is very little of value.

In the U.S.S.R. the literary output is still large, but—to judge from the translations which pour from Messrs. Hutchinson—the emphasis is decidedly on quantity rather than quality. Only in the United States, where there are still leisure, peace of mind and abundant paper, has a certain standard been preserved throughout the war years.

So far as England goes, most of the novels now appearing would be regarded as not worth publishing in peace time, and this lowering of the average level ought to be borne in mind when one sees it stated that this or that book is “good,” “brilliant,” or what-not.

Thus, “Another Shore” is a fairly good book according to the standards now prevailing. That is to say, it is not illiterate. It has a story of sorts and it has been constructed and written with some care.

It is also a thoroughly silly, frivolous book—frivolous in the bad sense, in that it deals with a “whimsical”, escapist, flagrantly impossible theme, which the reader is nevertheless expected to take seriously.

Its central character is a young man named Gulliver Sheils, whose great ambition is to go and live in the South Pacific, preferably on the island of Raratonga. Gulliver has inherited an income of about three pounds a week, but obviously he will need more than this—perhaps another £400 a year or thereabouts—if his dream is ever to be realised. He has, however, thought out a plan for raising the necessary money. He will rescue a rich man who has been the victim of an accident, and the grateful rich man will promptly reward him with a gift of several thousand pounds. With this end in view, Gulliver sits every day for several years on a public seat in St. Stephen’s Green, at a spot where he judges it likely that an accident of some kind may happen. Later he changes his terrain, and stands every day for several months in the doorway of the North British and Mercantile Insurance Company.

In the meantime he has made the acquaintance of an Anglo-Irish girl whom the experienced reader would spot instantly as his future wife. Later the long-expected accident actually happens, and Gulliver is on the point of setting out for the Pacific, but in the end, partly as the result of another accident, he doesn’t go. Instead, he stays at home and marries the Anglo-Irish girl. This, too, would be foreseen by every hardened novel reader.

A story of this kind might succeed as a fantasy in the manner of Evelyn Waugh, but it becomes merely irritating when it is presented as a fragment of real life. We are apparently expected to believe that the hero not only could exist, but is a rather admirable and exceptionally intelligent person. The “love interest” is presented more or less seriously, and there are even some spurious attempts at pathos, not to mention occasional excursions into politics. The result is to make one wonder whether the author has some talent and is deliberately squandering it, or whether he is merely trying to sound clever because he has nothing to say. And yet—such is the pass we have reached—this novel is somewhat better than most that have appeared recently.

Miss Vicki Baum’s novel is about rubber—it is really an understatement to say that it is about rubber—and contains much quotable information for anyone who is not afraid of 500 closely printed pages. Did you know, for example, that the wild rubber-tree was originally native to Brazil and was from there introduced into the East Indies?

Probably you did, but it is less likely that you knew that well back in the eighteenth century the forest Indians were well acquainted with the properties of rubber and used it for making waterproof bags and small syringes with which they squirted one another at festivals. Like quinine, rubber was brought to the attention of the Europeans by a Jesuit missionary, and a pair of rubber boots is said to have been presented to Frederick the Great. Curiously enough, it seems to have been prized for its waterproof qualities rather than its elasticity, and the first large-scale use to which it was put was the making of galoshes.

Miss Vicki Baum follows up the story of rubber from the days when the gum was gathered from scattered trees in the jungle by underpaid Indian labourers, through the period when the seeds were transported to the East Indies, and great plantations, based on coolie labour, were built up in the East Indies, Malaya, and Ceylon, through the development of synthetic rubber, and up to the return of the rubber tree to its native Brazil.

Mainly with the idea of making the U.S. independent of supplies from Asia, Henry Ford and others have opened up plantations on the Amazon, and the labour difficulties and plant diseases which previously made it more practicable to grow rubber in Asia are within sight of being overcome. The various episodes in the history of rubber are strung together upon a sort of plot, but just why a book of this kind should be dressed up as a novel it is hard to see.

The title, by the way, is a translation of the Indian name for the rubber tree, which “weeps” the white latex when its bark is cut.

[Fee: £8.8.0; 20.6.45]




2682. To Leonard Moore

23 June 1945 LMP/SH Typewritten

27B Canonbury Square Islington London N 1

Dear Mr Moore,

Many thanks for your letter of 21st June. I have already written to Warburg explaining about the contract, and I am going to see him and get it fixed on Monday.1 It was a complicated matter which I did not feel equal to dealing with by the very unreliable mails between Britain and France, but I could not sign the contract just as it stood, so I left it unsigned and deleted references to it from the other contract. But I don’t think there will be any further difficulty after I have seen him on Monday. I have already clearly explained by letter that he can have all my work from now on.

A long time ago Britain in Pictures commissioned me to write a short book (15,000 words), and duly passed the synopsis I showed them. When I presented the manuscript there was a certain amount of fuss and Collins’s reader sent in a long report wanting me to make certain modifications, or suggesting that I should do so. I explained clearly to Turner that I could not make the alterations, as they would falsify the book and I had closely followed the synopsis which they had passed. Turner then assured me there was no question of compelling me to alter anything and that the book would go forward. Subsequently I learned that Britain in Pictures were contemplating a companion volume on the same subject (mine was on “The English People”), and that the two were to be published simultaneously or as a single volume. All this was months ago, in fact I sent them the manuscript about a year ago, and I have heard no more of it. I really don’t care whether the book, which was a piece of propaganda for the British Council, gets published or not, but I think they ought in any case to pay me something as they signed a contract promising £50 plus additional royalties. I have lost the contract but they must have a copy. Could you tickle them up about this? The best person to approach would be W. J. Turner, who can be found care of the Spectator. He is the editor of the series.2

Yours sincerely

Eric Blair




2683. Review of The Nigger of the Narcissus, Typhoon, The Shadow Line by Joseph Conrad;1 Within the Tides by Joseph Conrad

The Observer, 24 June 1945

It has been said that a creative writer can only expect to remain at the top of his form for about fifteen years, and the bibliography which is included in the Everyman reprint of Conrad’s short stories seems to bear this out. Conrad’s great period was from 1902 to 1915. Within those years he produced not only “The Secret Agent,” “Chance,” and “Victory,” but a whole string of brilliant short and long-short stories, such as “Youth,” “The End of the Tether,” “Falk,” and “Heart of Darkness.” Also, it is only in this period that stories not dealing with the sea predominate in his work.

Of the tales now reprinted (the Penguin book contains four), only one, TYPHOON, shows Conrad at his best. His name is associated with the sea and with the “romance” of muddy islands in the eastern archipelagoes, and in a time of paper shortage it was no doubt inevitable that the more obviously picturesque of his stories should be selected for re-issue. But even if inevitable it was unfortunate. “The Planter of Malata,” for instance, which occupies nearly half of WITHIN THE TIDES, was not worth reprinting. It simply illustrates the vulgar theatricality which was the reverse side of Conrad’s feeling for noblesse oblige.

“The Partner,” on the other hand, which is included in the same volume, is in essence a very fine story, though it is marred by the queer shyness or clumsiness which made it difficult for Conrad to tell a story straightforwardly in the third person. THE NIGGER OF THE NARCISSUS contains magnificent descriptive passages, but curiously enough the most memorable thing in it are certain irrelevant paragraphs in which Conrad goes out of his way to express his reactionary political and social opinions. In a penetrating essay published some years ago, the sailor writer, George Garratt,2 pointed out that the whole story can probably be traced back to some encounter which Conrad, as an officer, had had with a rebellious seaman. THE SHADOW LINE is a goodish story, not better or worse than about a dozen others that Conrad wrote. TYPHOON, of course, was well worth reprinting, but one cannot help feeling sorry that it was not accompanied either by “Chance” or by “The Secret Agent” and some of the short stories of kindred subjects.

Nearly the whole of Conrad’s charm springs from the fact that he was a European and not an Englishman. This is most obvious in his style of writing, which even at his best, and perhaps especially at his best, has the air of being a translation. It is said that for many years he was obliged to translate his thoughts from Polish into French and from French into English, and when he uses phrases like “his face of a sick goat,” or puts the adjective after the noun (“it was a fate unique and their own”), it is possible to follow the process back at least as far as the French. But Conrad’s romanticism, his love of the grand gesture and of the lonely Prometheus struggling against fate, is also somehow un-English. He had the outlook of a European aristocrat, and he believed in the existence of the “English gentleman” at a time when this type had been extinct for about two generations. As a result he was constantly creating characters in whom a capacity for having adventures, and a capacity for appreciating them, were combined in a way that is impossible in real life. “Lord Jim,” for instance, is an absurdity as a whole, in spite of the brilliant passages describing the scuttling of the ship.3 “The End of the Tether” is an example of a story in which Conrad’s feeling for personal nobility produces a truly moving effect, but probably an Englishman could not have written it. To admire the English as much as Conrad did, one had to be a foreigner, seeing the English with fresh eyes and slightly misunderstanding them.

The other advantage Conrad derived from his European background was a considerable understanding of conspiratorial politics. He had an often-expressed horror of anarchists and nihilists, but he also had a species of sympathy with them, because he was a Pole—a reactionary in home politics, perhaps, but a rebel against Russia and Germany. His most colourful passages may have dealt with the sea, but he is at his most grown-up when he touches dry land.

[Fee: £10.3.4; 22.6.45]




2684. Morrison and Bracken Face Stiff Fights: Heavy Poll Expected

The Observer, 24 June 1945

In all of the half-dozen London constituencies that I have visited up to date it is expected that a high percentage of the registered electorate will vote: otherwise considerable uncertainty reigns, and there are several areas where leading members of the various parties are by no means sure of their seats.

In Lewisham East, for example, Mr. Herbert Morrison has chosen to attack a constituency which had a 7,000 Tory majority in 1935, and the result is likely to be a close thing. In Paddington North Mr. Brendan Bracken is having a tough fight against General Mason-Macfarlane, the Labour candidate. Partly owing to the bombing, the Paddington area has changed its social composition since the last election, and if Mr. Brendan Bracken wins it will quite likely be because Mr. C. Groves, the Socialist Party of Great Britain candidate (this is the sole constituency the S.P.G.B. is contesting) has split the Labour vote.

In Marylebone Captain Cunningham-Reid is fighting against an official Conservative candidate, thus for the first time giving Labour some kind of chance in this strongly Conservative area. In Mile End it is sure to be a close finish between Mr. Dan Frankel, the Labour candidate, and the very energetic and popular Communist candidate, Mr. Phil Piratin. The situation is similar in Hackney South where Mr. William Rust, editor of the “Daily Worker,” faces Mr. H. W. Butler, a Labour candidate, who is a well-known local figure. The only constituency I have visited where the result seemed to me a foregone conclusion is Limehouse, Mr. Attlee’s seat: but even here the youthful Conservative candidate, Mr. Peter Woodard, is putting up a lively fight and is surprisingly confident about his chances.

Part of the present uncertainty arises from the shift of the population and the bad state of the electoral roll. Because of the bombing, in several East End constituencies the electorate has shrunk from about 40,000 to about 16,000. Moreover many votes are “lost.” Some people have returned to their London homes to find that they are registered in the places to which they were evacuated, and would have to make a special journey if they wanted to vote. Others have been registered as living in premises which have been demolished in recent clearance schemes, and it is sometimes impossible to discover their whereabouts. A certain number of workers in special categories have not been registered at all because they still have the old identity cards, and considerable numbers of Service men abroad have failed to register. Hackney, for instance, has five thousand potential Service voters, of whom only two thousand have applied for papers.

Except in areas like Stepney, where the entire population is working class, the mechanical difficulties of the election probably operate in the Conservative interest. The “lost” votes are mostly working-class votes, and the fact that there is now almost no unemployment makes things harder for the Left-wing parties. Canvassing and other organisational work used to be done largely by unemployed men, but it is now very difficult, in a working-class area, to find anyone who has spare time on his hands before six in the evening.

The election is only just “warming up,” and I have not yet overheard a spontaneous remark about it in the street, nor have I seen a single person stopping to look at an election poster. On the other hand the indoor meetings of all parties, though usually not large (the blitzing of many public buildings has had its effect here) are well-attended and lively, and even when there is rowdiness the questions and interruptions are generally to the point. Both speakers and audiences seem anxious to deal with the real issues—that is, nationalisation of industry, and the continuance of Mr. Churchill in office—and to disregard irrelevancies. The anti-Laski campaign for instance, seems to have made very little impression, and even Communist speakers put somewhat more emphasis on housing, old age pensions, etc., than on recriminations about the past. On the other hand there seems to be little interest in the war against Japan, and no feeling that this is an electoral issue.

No one can doubt that in London, at any rate, the political current is still running strongly leftward, and the Conservative meetings are usually the rowdiest. But the violence of feeling varies a good deal from constituency to constituency.

In Lewisham, for instance, the fighting is clean, whereas in Paddington it is distinctly dirty. On Thursday night there were concerted efforts to shout down Mr. Brendan Bracken, who, however, won in the end, because he had a loudspeaker and his interrupters had not. And in Mile End on Friday the Communist speaker was subjected to a certain amount of interruption which had the appearance of being organised. A few party agents have told me that in their opinion gangs of “professional hecklers” are being sent from meeting to meeting, but even among the Conservatives—the worst sufferers from interruption—this view is not general.

Many observers also believe that rowdiness tends to defeat its own purpose in the long run—or even in the short run—for a foolish interruption often gives a quick speaker the chance to score a cheap laugh. Within the next week we shall be able to see whether the big public has grasped the momentousness of this election, or whether the political apathy produced by a ten-years’ Parliament is something that has come to stay. But up to date, among the section of the public that has entered into the struggle, the prevailing attitude is serious and democratic and gives evidence of a great advance in political intelligence.

[Fee: £10.3.4; 23.6.45]




2685. Unpublished letter to Tribune

26[?] June 1945


This letter was set up in type but, according to Orwell’s marginal note on the galley slip, ‘withdrawn because Tribune altered attitude in following week.’



POLISH TRIAL

I read with some disappointment your comment on the trial of the sixteen Poles in Moscow,1 in which you seemed to imply that they had behaved in a discreditable manner and deserved punishment.

Early in the proceedings I formed the opinion that the accused were technically guilty: only, just what were they guilty of? Apparently it was merely of doing what everyone thinks it right to do when his country is occupied by a foreign power—that is, of trying to keep a military force in being, of maintaining communication with the outside world, of committing acts of sabotage and occasionally killing people. In other words, they were accused of trying to preserve the independence of their country against an unelected puppet government, and of remaining obedient to a government which at that time was recognised by the whole world except the U.S.S.R. The Germans during their period of occupation could have brought exactly the same indictment against them, and they would have been equally guilty.

It will not do to say that the efforts of the Poles to remain independent “objectively” aided the Nazis, and leave it at that. Many actions which Left-wingers do not disapprove of have “objectively” aided the Germans. How about E.A.M., for instance?2 They also tried to keep their military force in being, and they, too, killed Allied soldiers—British in this case—and they were not even acting under the orders of a government which was recognised by anyone as legal. But what of it? We do not disapprove of their action, and if sixteen E.A.M. leaders were now brought to London and sentenced to long terms of imprisonment we should rightly protest.

To be anti-Polish and pro-Greek is only possible if one sets up a double standard of political morality, one for the U.S.S.R. and the other for the rest of the world. Before these sixteen Poles went to Moscow they were described in the Press as political delegates, and it was stated that they had been summoned there to take part in discussions on the formation of a new government. After their arrest all mention of their status as political delegates was dropped from the British Press—an example of the kind of censorship that is necessary if this double standard is to be made acceptable to the big public. Any well-informed person is aware of similar instances. To name just one: at this moment speakers up and down the country are justifying the Russian purges on the ground that Russia “had no quislings,” at the same time as any mention of the considerable numbers of Russian troops, including several generals, who changed sides and fought for the Germans is being suppressed by cautious editors. This kind of whitewashing may be due to a number of different motives, some of them respectable ones, but its effect on the Socialist movement can be deadly if it is long continued.

When I wrote in your columns I repeatedly said that if one criticises this or that Russian action one is not obliged to put on airs of moral superiority. Their behaviour is not worse than that of capitalist governments, and its actual results may often be better. Nor is it likely that we shall alter the behaviour of the rulers of the U.S.S.R. by telling them that we disapprove of them. The whole point is the effect of the Russian mythos on the Socialist movement here. At present we are all but openly applying the double standard of morality. With one side of our mouths we cry out that mass deportations, concentration camps, forced labour and suppression of freedom of speech are appalling crimes, while with the other we proclaim that these things are perfectly all right if done by the U.S.S.R. or its satellite states: and where necessary we make this plausible by doctoring the news and cutting out unpalatable facts. One cannot possibly build up a healthy Socialist movement if one is obliged to condone no matter what crime when the U.S.S.R. commits it. No one knows better than I do that it is unpopular to say anything anti-Russian at this moment. But what of it? I am only 42, and I can remember the time when it was as dangerous to say anything pro- Russian as it is to say anything anti-Russian now. Indeed, I am old enough to have seen working class audiences booing and jeering at speakers who had used the word Socialism. These fashions pass away, but they can’t be depended on to do so unless thinking people are willing to raise their voices against the fallacy of the moment. It is only because over the past hundred years small groups and lonely individuals have been willing to face unpopularity that the Socialist movement exists at all.

George Orwell




2686. To Hamish Hamilton

27 June 1945 Typewritten

27B Canonbury Square Islington London N 1

Dear Mr Hamilton,1

Many thanks for your letter of 25.6.45.2

I don’t think the book I have coming out in August is suitable for publication in the USA, as I had already sent a copy to an American agent who said that that kind of thing will not sell over there nowadays.3 However, I have another book coming along about the end of this year, a book of reprinted critical essays. The Dial Press had been urging me for some time to send them something, and I sent them a copy of this one, which will be published over here by Secker & Warburg. If it turns out that the Dial people don’t want it, perhaps Harper’s would like to see it? It is a book of about 50,000 words, I think. I think it might be suitable for the USA because the editor of an American magazine told me that I ought to try and get some of my critical essays reprinted over there.4

Yours sincerely

[Signed] Geo. Orwell

George Orwell




2687. Review of The Nigger of the Narcissus, Typhoon, The Shadow Line by Joseph Conrad;1 Poems of Our Time 1900–1942, chosen by Richard Church and Mildred M. Bozman

Manchester Evening News, 28 June 1945

It was particularly fortunate that the reprinting of three of Conrad’s tales in the Everyman Edition should coincide with the reprinting of four others (“Within the Tides” and other stories) as a Penguin.

Conrad’s books, like nearly everybody else’s books, are largely out of print, and it is a treat to be able to get hold of some of them again at a low price. But whether the present selection is the best that could have been made is a different question: most of Conrad’s admirers would probably answer “Yes,” but the minority who prefer Conrad when he sticks to dry land will answer “No.”

There are two well-marked strains in Conrad. On the one hand he is a writer of stories about the sea and about adventures, sometimes very melodramatic adventures, in remote places at the edges of civilisation. At the time when he was writing there was a tendency for novelists to specialise in local colour and to be associated in their readers’ minds with some particular locality, and it was felt that Conrad “belonged” to the Indian Ocean and the Malay Archipelago, just as Arnold Bennett “belonged” to the Five Towns, W. W. Jacobs to Wapping, Thomas Hardy to Wessex, and Barrie to Scotland.

But the other, less obvious source of Conrad’s subject-matter was his Continental European origin. Although he went to sea early in life and ultimately became English by adoption he was by birth a Pole, a member of the small land-owning aristocracy. Traditionally anti-German and anti-Russian—his father, indeed, had been exiled to Siberia by the Czar.

He had a grasp of European history which an English writer of comparable gifts would probably not have had, and he also had a remarkable understanding of the atmosphere of conspiratorial politics. Politically he was a reactionary, and never pretended to be anything else, but he was also a member of an oppressed race, and he understood just why people throw bombs, even if he disapproved of such activities.

This comes out in several short stories dealing with Russian and Polish themes; but, above all, it comes out in his powerful but underrated novel, “The Secret Agent.” It is very much to be hoped that “The Secret Agent” will be reprinted in the near future, and also “Chance,” which, besides some first-rate passages dealing with the sea, is especially memorable for a portrait of a swindling financier.

The three tales now reprinted all deal with the sea. “Typhoon,” it hardly needs saying, is one of the finest pieces of writing of this kind in English. It describes a ship battling for life in the China Seas, and the drama of the tropical storm is heightened by having for its background the impenetrable stolidity, not to say stupidity, of the captain. Captain MacWhirr, the commander of the “Nan-Shan,” bears out the remark Conrad once made that adventures do not happen to adventurous people, but to ordinary decent people who go where their sense of duty leads them.

“The Nigger of the Narcissus” is a tale of rather the same type, but written earlier in Conrad’s career (it was his third published book), more complex and on the whole, less successful. It is based on a voyage he himself had made between Australia and England as an ordinary seaman.

“The Shadow Line” describes a sailing ship trying to beat its way up the Gulf of Siam in an almost dead calm with the entire crew prostrated by malaria.

Its previous captain had died at about the spot where the ship is becalmed, and the superstitious mate believes that the dead man’s ghost is haunting the ship. What the late captain has actually done, however, is to turn a dishonest penny by selling the whole of the ship’s supply of quinine.

The Everyman Edition contains a bibliography of Conrad’s work, and a short but useful introduction. It appears, by the way, that no definitive2 biography of Conrad has been published, nor any full-length critical study of his work. It is about time that both these needs were met.

“Poems of Our Time” contains, as it was inevitable that it should, a lot of rubbish, but it is a wonderful three shillings’ worth and a good book to have about the house. Within its 310 pages are contained more than seven hundred poems, ranging in point of time from Thomas Hardy, who was born in 1840, to Sidney Keyes, who was born in 1922 and was killed in action at the age of twenty-one.

The aim of an anthology of this kind is to be inclusive rather than selective, and in some cases the choice of poems has not been happy. Mr. T. S. Eliot, for instance, is not represented by any of his best poems except “The Hollow Men.”3 However, the selectors were not quite free agents, since in the interest of variety they were obliged to concentrate on very short poems.

There is also a certain tendency to overplay the Georgian poets at the expense of the less traditional writers who made their appearance from about 1920 onwards.

W. H. Davies, for instance, is represented by fifteen poems, Walter de la Mare by fourteen, Edward Thomas by eleven, and Rupert Brooke by seven, while Eliot only gets four, W. H. Auden three, Cecil Day Lewis six, and Louis MacNeice two.

Still, granted that the selectors’ own tastes probably lie towards Georgian-ism, they have been remarkably open-minded. You can find here poems by very young writers who have only made their appearance during the war years—writers like Alex Comfort, Roy Fuller, Terence Tiller, Dylan Thomas, and George Barker—side by side with Rudyard Kipling, Edward Shanks, Robert Nichols, and Siegfried Sassoon.

The anthology only contains poems written since 1900, but in effect it stretches back into the ‘nineties, and Francis Thompson, Alice Meynell, “A. E.,” and John Davidson are all represented. W. B. Yeats gets the best showing of all, being represented by seventeen poems. The arrangement of the book leaves something to be desired, since it is based—always an unsatisfactory method with poetry—on subject-matter. It would have been better to stick to a chronological arrangement. However, there is a full index, from which one can discover not only the date of each writer’s birth but the titles of the books drawn on and the publishers who have issued them.4

[Fee: £8.8.0; 27.6.45]




2688. To Gerry Byrne

28 June 1945 Typewritten

27B Canonbury Square Islington London N 1

Dear Mr Byrne,1

Many thanks for your letter. I am very sorry to tell you that my wife died three months ago, very suddenly and unexpectedly. She was to have an operation which should not have been very serious in itself and was expected to cure the trouble she suffered from, but she appears to have died as soon as the operation began, as a result of the anaesthetic. No one had anticipated anything going wrong, and I did not even hear she was to have the operation then till the last moment. I was in France at the time and I telegraphed my consent to the operation, only to get another telegram next day telling me she was dead. It was a horrible shock, and after seeing to everything as best I could I went straight back to France for another month or two, as I felt better when I was moving about. The only good thing about the whole business was that I don’t think she herself had any uneasiness about what was going to happen. Also that the child was, I think, just too young to miss her. He is now 13½ months old and is extremely well. He has twelve teeth and is almost able to walk, and without being fat he weighs about 25 pounds, which I believe is pretty good as he started life a 7 pounds baby. I had great trouble finding a suitable nurse, but I have got one now2 and he will come back here on Sunday. At present he is with an aunt at Greenwich.3

I can’t possibly come and speak, because I am up to the eyes in the election myself, apart from other work. I don’t even know of anyone suitable, but Transport House4 would no doubt send down somebody if you applied to them. I am sorry I can’t be more helpful. Please give my best wishes to your wife.

Yours sincerely

Geo. Orwell




2689. To Ronald Boswell

29 June 1945 Typewritten


In a letter that has not been traced, Orwell wrote to Mrs. Rowland, of the BBC Schools Broadcasts Department, to say that he had not been paid for his broadcasts on The Way of All Flesh and Erewhon. Ronald Boswell (Talks Booking) replied on 27 June that Orwell had not been paid because he had not signed the contract dated 16 February; he enclosed a duplicate. Orwell replied:



27B Canonbury Square

Islington

London N 1

Dear Sir,

Herewith the signed copy of contract. I had not previously had a copy of the contract, and the one you refer to probably got mislaid during my absence in France: or it may have been sent on by my wife and lost in the post, which was very unreliable.

Yours faithfully

[Signed] Geo. Orwell

George Orwell


On his return from France until about the time he left for Jura in 1946, Orwell engaged Miss Siriol Hugh-Jones to type articles and letters for him. He was, of course, writing a great deal, and the additional earnings from his freelance work enabled him to finance this secretarial assistance. In this period, letters which have ‘GEORGE ORWELL’ or, less frequently, ‘George Orwell’ below Orwell’s signature are almost certainly Miss Hugh-Jones’s work. (See also 2902, n. 1.) Siriol Hugh-Jones later became a much-loved journalist; she died when quite young. Orwell refers to his employing a secretary in his letter to Geoffrey Gorer, 22 January 1946; see 2870. On 15 August 1944, Orwell told Leonard Moore that he (Orwell) would have to find someone to type ‘Raffles and Miss Blandish’ because he was so busy (2533). The essay was completed on 28 August 1944. It is not known if he engaged a typist then nor, if he did, whether it was Miss Hugh-Jones.






2690. To C. E. de Salis

29 June 1945 Typewritten

27B Canonbury Square Islington London N 1

Dear Sir,

Your letter was sent on to me by the Observer. I am very sorry I made the bad slip of speaking of the scuttling of the ship in “Lord Jim.”1 Of course I meant to say abandonment of the ship, and would probably have corrected this if I had sent the article in early enough to see a proof.

With regard to the other points in your letter. The rest of Lord Jim° seems to me absurd, not because a young man who had behaved in that way would not seek redemption, but because the actual incidents of Jim’s life among the Malays are of a kind I find incredible. Conrad could describe life in the far East from a sailor’s angle, with the emphasis on jungle scenery and the life of seaport towns, but if one has actually lived in one of those countries his descriptions of life inland are not convincing. As a whole, Lord Jim seems to me to be a very distinguished version of the type of book in which the hero is expelled from his club for cheating at cards and goes off to Central Africa to shoot big game. Even the Dorothy Lamour figure2 comes in. When I made that remark about people who could have adventures and also appreciate them, I thought of T. E. Lawrence, whom you mention, but after all how common or typical are such people? Marlow himself seems to me quite incredible. A person like that would not be a sea captain. Conrad himself was perhaps rather like that, but then the point is that he left the sea and took to writing. That way of writing a book also seems to me unsatisfactory, because one is so often brought up by the thought, “No one could possibly talk like this, or at such length.”

The Observer article rather deformed what I meant to say about Conrad, because as so often happens they had to cut out about 300 words from lack of space. I had written a paragraph or two in elaborating the point that with his Polish background Conrad had a remarkable understanding of the atmosphere of revolutionary movements—an understanding which very few Englishmen would have, and certainly no Englishman with anything resembling Conrad’s political outlook. I especially praised “The Secret Agent,” and suggested that this book, which now seems quite difficult to get hold of, should be reprinted.

Yours truly

[Signed] Geo. Orwell

George Orwell




2691. ‘Orwell and the Stinkers’: A Correspondence

Tribune, 29 June-27 July 1945


On 29 June 1945, Tribune published a short review by Subramaniam1 of Million: Second Collection,2 edited by John Singer. This briefly summarised the contents and recommended the collection, but devoted half its length to an essay by J. E. Miller, ‘George Orwell and Our Times,’ which was said to deserve a separate paragraph:


This article, which is as provocative as any of Orwell’s, is analytical, stimulating and almost brilliant. Mr. Miller, however, fails in one respect. He does not give enough importance to the fact that Orwell is one of the few writers who give political writing a literary form. Instead, he seems to be primarily concerned as to how far George Orwell has correlated his beliefs with correct Socialist behaviour and submits a long indictment with several counts. But since I hold a brief for George Orwell I should like to plead in mitigation of sentence that he is one of the best social, political and literary critics of our time, and I heartily concur with J. E. Miller in recommending “Shooting an Elephant in Burma” as an example of Orwell’s vivid style at its best.



A lively correspondence followed, and Tribune clearly played it for all it was worth. Twice letters were given headings as provocative as the argument: ‘Orwell and the Stinkers’ and ‘More Views on Stinkers.’ The first letter, from Paul Potts, was published on 6 July 1945:


When reviewing Million last week Subramaniam mentioned an article on George Orwell by J. E. Miller. In this article Miller reiterates an old libel on Orwell, current at the time “The Road To Wigan Pier” first appeared, that Orwell said somewhere in that book that working-class folks stank. What he did say was that as a schoolboy at Eton he was brought up to believe they did. This error has been pointed out to Mr. Miller, who persists in circulating it. May one remind him that the particular version of socialism that he advocates is in no way aided by a mean untruth?

Mr. Miller has not even bothered to read widely the work he is trying to deprecate, else he would have discovered that “Shooting an Elephant in Burma” is not a part of the novel “Burmese Days” but is an entirely separate work.



This opened the floodgates. First, Gladys Bing wrote (Tribune, 13 July 1945), giving the reason why ‘the people stink’:


George Orwell is able to defend himself. But do not let us confuse the truth of this issue out of silly sentiment. Some thousands of the proletariat do stink—as we in the fresh air of the countryside discovered when the towns evacuated into our midst. Also, in spite of misguided denials in the House at the time, it was established beyond doubt that the proletariat also bred and harboured lice.

But what is not taught at Eton is that it is largely Eton’s fault that the proletariat are thus. This is the point that matters. Eton is the hotbed that breeds the élite of our rulers: those world-famous men who hit the headlines in all our affairs of import. It is they who decree the pay and pensions of the proletariat. Hence the stink. The common phrase “it costs nothing to be clean” is grossly untrue. It costs a good bathroom; a nice little constant hot water boiler in the kitchen, and 4 to 5 cwt. of coke a week at £3 16s. a ton. It costs a wardrobe of at least a dozen shirts, vests and pants, and several changes of outer clothing in order that the stink of sweat be eliminated.

Eton is right. Rub it in. The people stink, as any London tram-ride will prove. And it is chiefly Eton’s fault that they do.



James Miller defended his position in Tribune, 20 July 1945:


While it is true that Mr. Orwell, in Wigan Pier, links his most violent abuse of the working class with the mental climate of his adolescence, there is little to indicate that his attitude has changed much when he states his more “mature” views on the subject. He asks: “Meanwhile, do the ‘lower classes’ smell? Of course, as a whole, they are dirtier than the upper classes. They are bound to be, considering the circumstances in which they live … Besides, the habit of washing yourself all over every day is a very recent one in Europe, and the working classes are generally more conservative than the bourgeoisie.” (The italics are mine, though the implications of this last sentence scarcely need stressing.—J. E. M.)

Mr. Orwell goes on to state that the English people—ninety per cent. constituted by the working class—are getting cleaner, however—“visibly cleaner,” he says—and “we may hope that in 100 years they will be almost as clean as the Japanese.”

The real significance of Mr. Orwell’s conception of a smelly proletariat, however, can only be fully appreciated when we learn of Mr. Orwell’s other prejudices in this direction—that the working classes eat their peas, and their cheese, off knives, for instance; that they make horrible noises eating their soup, and that they are addicted to the foulest language and bawdiest jokes.

A last word. Mr. Orwell says I am reiterating an old libel; in other words, I am not alone in my criticism. In a preface to the Left Book Club edition of Wigan Pier Mr. Victor Gollancz reproached Mr. Orwell for his snobbish attitude. But perhaps one must not attack one’s publishers. That sort of pastime must be reserved for critics and reviewers.



On 27 July 1945, two more readers wrote, and Orwell replied.


Why doesn’t Mr. James E. Miller come out from behind Mr. Gollancz’s skirts and say outright that, in the neatly catalogued list of writers which Mr. Miller and his like love to compile, George Orwell is labelled “Fascist … or as near as doesn’t matter”?

Orwell said, in The Road to Wigan Pier, that the middle class believed that the working class smelled. If Mr. Miller had worked ten hours at a stretch, let us say, in a steel rolling mill, and, on getting home, had to choose between reading the paper and washing himself in sections in a tin bowl he might find it easier to understand how the idea that workers smell got about among the middle classes.

It ought to have dawned on Mr. Miller by this time that the admirable thing about Orwell is that he was not snob enough to stick by his Public school background and that he has not learned since to assimilate that other snobbery which Mr. Miller is trying so hard to palm off as “class consciousness.”

Orwell’s main trouble of late seems to be an irresistible attraction towards unpopular causes for their unpopularity’s sake, but I am certain that he has not collected many ground axes in the course of his literary career, nor has he fallen for the hammer-and-sickly gruel that Mr. Miller believes to be criticism.

David Cole

How futile is this business of—do we stink, as a class! Do we eat peas with a knife—as a class! Must our views of each other—especially Socialist views—always be bedevilled by this labelling of mankind with a group label? He is a miner; he is a Civil Servant; he is a trade unionist; he is a Jew; he is a coloured man. Spoken as though each of these were some particular brand of being. As though one said, “He is a monkey,” or a horse.

It is surely our business and worth the world’s while to insist that first of all we are men. That, given the same type—and type is spread indiscriminately in every group—men placed in certain circumstances will react in certain ways. They are not certain sorts of creatures specially born to be working class, or belted earls, but men who would act just as the others act if they were placed in the other’s circumstances.

This way of talking and thinking of men as though they were not men at all, but some sort of group creatures—stinks, and stinks pretty badly from a Socialist point of view.

E. S. Fayers





ORWELL REPLIES

I can hardly ask you to publish whole chapters of a book in your correspondence columns, but anyone who cares to look up the relevant passages in The Road to Wigan Pier will see that your correspondent, Mr. J. E. Miller, has misrepresented me seriously and, I think, intentionally.

He accuses me of “violently abusing” the working class and of thinking them “smelly,” etc., because of such statements as (a) the working classes as a whole are dirtier than the bourgeoisie; (b) the habit of washing all over is a recent one in Europe and was more recently adopted by the working class; and (c) the English are dirtier than the Japanese. All of these are simply statements of well-known and easily observed facts which it would be merely dishonest to deny. Of course, the working classes, as a whole, are dirtier than the bourgeoisie. How can they be otherwise? The average person in this country still lives in a house where there is not even a bathroom, let alone an adequate water supply. Again, it is perfectly well known that personal cleanliness is only a recently adopted habit in Europe and, like most innovations, reached the poorer classes last. Well within the last ten years I have heard elderly or middle-aged miners and farm labourers maintain that hot baths are “weakening.” And, of course, the English are dirtier than the Japanese or several other Oriental peoples. Thousands of observers would confirm this. Every Indian, for example, washes his teeth elaborately every day. Who would dare to say the same of the English? If I had not made the remarks objected to, while I was discussing the question at all, I should simply have been misstating known facts.

But what I was discussing in this chapter of Wigan Pier was the theory taught to us as children that the working classes are, as it were, smelly by nature. We were taught that the “lower classes” (as it was usual to call them) had a different smell from ourselves, and that it was a nasty smell; we were taught just the same about Jews, Negroes and various other categories of human beings. In the book, I explained elaborately how I was taught this, how I accepted it, and how and why I afterwards got rid of it. Mr. Miller ignores all this and simply picks out isolated sentences which seem to support his thesis, a method by which anybody can be made to say anything.3

Since Mr. Miller has chosen to drag in Mr. Gollancz (no longer my publisher, by the way), I will add that I discussed these passages with Mr. Gollancz before the book was printed, and that he does not “reproach” me in his preface but merely reinforced what I had said: that I had received a thoroughly snobbish education, which had left its mark on me but which I had done my best to struggle against.4 After all, if the book had been simply the anti-working-class tirade that Mr. Miller seems to imply it was, why should it have been selected by the Left Book Club?

George Orwell




2692. Liberal Intervention Aids Labour: ‘Puzzle’ Blocks of Voters

The Observer, 1 July 1945

Election feeling in London has not “hotted up” to the extent that had been expected, and the reactions of large blocks of the people are still unpredictable. The most one can say is that among those who are articulate, the Labour Party is still gaining ground. It also seems to be agreed that the intervention of the Liberals splits the Conservative and not the Labour vote, especially in middle-class areas. But the agents of all parties refuse to make detailed forecasts.

At Wandsworth Central, Mr. Ernest Bevin is fighting a hard and doubtful battle against his Conservative opponent, Brigadier-General Smyth, V.C. Mr. Bevin was returned to this seat unopposed during the war, but the Labour majority at the previous election was less than 500, and since then the electorate has dropped by 6,000 and altered in composition. Islington East is also anybody’s fight. Mrs. Cazalet Keir, the outgoing Conservative member, had a majority of 4,000 at the last election and has won renown as the champion of equal pay for women teachers: on the other hand, her attitude on old age pensions is considered locally to be unsatisfactory, and Dr. Eric Fletcher, her Labour opponent, evidently has a good chance.

At Holborn Captain Max Aitken seems likely to win in a straight fight against Miss Marcousé, the Labour candidate. But even here there is considerable uncertainty because of the difficulty of canvassing in this area, with its mixed and shifting population.

At Hammersmith South a Conservative win by a small majority seems likely. In this constituency it is a straight fight between Labour and Conservative, and most of the blows are landing above the belt. It is distinctly different in Hammersmith North, a penny bus ride away, where the official Labour candidate, Mr. W. H. Church, is contending not only against the Conservative, Major L. Caplan, but against the outgoing member, Mr. D. N. Pritt. This is probably the most interesting as well as the most acrimonious contest now happening in the London area.

Mr. D. N. Pritt has held the seat for a number of years, but was expelled from the Labour Party in 1940. His posters have not made it altogether clear that he is not the Labour candidate, and Mr. Church has been obliged to spend much energy in establishing this point. Locally Mr. Pritt has a good record, and he probably started off with a big advantage, but Mr. Church seems to have been gaining ground during the past week. The situation is a curious one. If Mr. Church and Mr. Pritt run neck and neck, Major Caplan is quite likely to win, since the Labour majority at the last election was only 1,600. But the spirit in which the election has been fought has compelled Major Caplan to turn most of his guns against Mr. Pritt, and on Wednesday night he announced at a large and stormy meeting that he was issuing a writ for alleged libel. If his efforts to demolish Mr. Pritt succeed, the result will probably be a win for Mr. Church. Mr. Pritt and Major Caplan are both barristers and are close neighbours in the Temple.1

There is a somewhat similar situation in Putney, where there are five candidates—Mr. H. N. Linstead, the outgoing Conservative Member, Mr. P. Stewart, the Labour candidate, Sir Richard Acland for Common Wealth, a Liberal, and an Independent who represents the Never Again Association. Putney has always been strongly Tory, and Sir Richard Acland appears to have chosen this unpromising constituency under the impression that Labour was not contesting it. The Liberal and the Independent will capture some Conservative votes, but effectively the struggle is three-sided. Labour is thought to have a block vote of about a quarter of the electorate in the local factories, but Sir Richard Acland seems to be making good progress, and once again the effect of inter-Left rivalry may be to ensure a Conservative victory.2

Except for Hammersmith North and possibly Wandsworth Central, I have not yet seen a Labour seat which I thought the Conservative Party could win. But almost all observers of all parties agree on the impossibility of knowing what the big masses are thinking. Indoor meetings get good audiences, and in spite of some organised rowdiness the level of questions and discussion compares well with the mud-slinging in sections of the Press: but here only minorities are involved, and outdoor meetings, at any rate in the more thickly-populated parts of London, do not seem to be having much success.

More than once I have seen a loud-speaker wasting its efforts on an audience composed entirely of small boys and dogs. Just once during this week I have overheard a spontaneous comment on the election—from a Scotswoman whose sympathies appeared to be with Labour. Direct questioning sometimes elicits this disconcerting answer: “Well, you see, I don’t know anything about politics.” Canvassers in some areas report that “I haven’t made up my mind yet” is a frequent answer. But when the time comes these seemingly uninterested masses will most of them cast their votes, and there is still the possibility that they will be swayed by some last-minute appeal.

The Laski campaign has now definitely failed, and some Conservative agents say frankly that they regard Lord Beaverbrook as a liability. The thing that is likeliest to influence the doubtful votes at the last moment is alarm at the thought of dropping Mr. Churchill, and it is a swing of this kind, possibly precipitated by events abroad, that Labour Party organisers are most afraid of.

[Fee: £10.3.4; 30.6.45]




2693. Bulletin of the Freedom Defence Committee


The first issue of the Bulletin of the Freedom Defence Committee was published from 17 St George Street, London, W. 1, in July 1945. Orwell served as the Committee’s Vice-Chairman, spoke at its meetings, and was generous in supporting it financially. He also drafted its manifesto. See Crick, 497–98; Shelden, 435; U.S.: 399. See also Orwell’s ‘Freedom of the Park,’ Tribune, 7 December 1945, 2813.






2694. To Leonard Moore

3 July 1945 Typewritten

27B Canonbury Square

Islington, London N 1

Dear Mr Moore,

I had a talk with Warburg about the contract position. He is quite satisfied with my assurance that I will bring him all my future work, subject to books of a special nature (eg. that Britain in Pictures book)1 being allowed to go elsewhere. He is not pressing for a hard and fast contract, but he would no doubt prefer to have one when the other business is settled.

The real trouble is with Gollancz. The contract to bring him my next two novels is still extant, and as he refused to regard ANIMAL FARM as working off one of these, it looks as if he wants to keep to it. At the same time I frankly would prefer not to give or offer him any more books if we can get out of it. I have no quarrel with him personally, he has treated me generously and published my work when no one else would, but it is obviously unsatisfactory to be tied to a publisher who accepts or refuses books partly on political grounds and whose own political views are constantly changing. When I wrote ANIMAL FARM for instance, I knew in advance that it would be a very difficult book to find a publisher for, and having to submit it to Gollancz simply meant that much time wasted. This might happen over and over again, and judging by some of the things he has published during the past year or two, I doubt whether I could now write anything that Gollancz would approve of. For instance, I recently started a novel.2 Considering how much work I have to do elsewhere I don’t expect to finish it till some time in 1947, but I am pretty sure Gollancz would refuse it when the time comes, unless by that time his views have altered again. He might say that so far as novels go he does not mind what views they express, but it is a bad arrangement to take novels to one publisher and non-fiction to another. For example, that Spanish war book, which is about the best I have written, would probably have sold more if published by Gollancz, as by that time I was becoming known to the Gollancz public. With Warburg these difficulties don’t arise. He is less interested in propaganda and in any case his views are near enough to mine to prevent serious disagreement. From Gollancz’s own point of view I do not imagine I am a good proposition either. Having me on his list means that from time to time he will publish a book which neither he nor his friends can disapprove° of. It seems to me that if he will agree it would be better to scrap the contract. If he won’t agree I will keep to the strict letter, ie. as regards two more novels, and I have no doubt I can make this all right with Warburg. Perhaps you could approach Gollancz about this. You can quote this paragraph if you wish.

I saw W. J. Turner3 the other day and asked him about the Britain in Pictures book. He said Edmund Blunden4 is writing the companion volume and the two will be published simultaneously. I said that as they had had the MS a year I thought I ought to have some money. The agreed advance was £50 and I suggested they should give me £25 now. He said there would be no objection to this and I told him you would write to him, which you have perhaps done already.

Hamish Hamilton wrote to say Harper’s would like to see something more of mine. I told him about the book of essays,5 and perhaps if the Dial Press people turn it down it might be worth showing it to Harpers,° though I shouldn’t think it is much in their line.

Yours sincerely

Eric Blair




2695. Contract with Polemic

3 July 1945


On 3 July 1945, Orwell entered into a contract with Rodney Phillips to contribute four articles to Polemic: A Magazine of Philosophy, Psychology & Aesthetics, edited by Humphrey Slater. He had already contributed one article—‘Notes on Nationalism’ (see 2668)—to Polemic, 1, for which he had been paid £25. The first manuscript was to be delivered on or before 1 October 1945 and the next three at three-monthly intervals. Orwell was to be paid twenty-five guineas for each article (£26.5.0) and he was to retain copyright. The witness to Phillips’s signature was Celia Mary Kirwan, described as Manager, Rodney Phillips & Co. Celia Kirwan (later Celia Goodman) was the twin of Arthur Koestler’s wife, Mamaine. She was twenty-nine at this time, and she and Orwell became close friends. See Crick, 483–84; Shelden, 442: U.S. 405. See also 3590A

The first article under the terms of the contract was ‘The Prevention of Literature.’ It was not submitted until 12 November 1945 (six weeks late) and was published in Polemic, 2, January 1946; see 2832. The other articles were: ‘Second Thoughts on James Burnham,’ Polemic, 3, May 1946, later reprinted as a pamphlet entitled James Burnham and the Managerial Revolution (see 2989); ‘Politics vs. Literature,’ Polemic, 5, September–October 1946 (see 3089); ‘Lear, Tolstoy and the Fool,’ Polemic, 7, March 1947 (see 3181).

Orwell also wrote the Editorial for Polemic, 3, (2988) and annotated Randall Swingler’s ‘The Right to Free Expression,’ Polemic, 5. (3090)






2696. To Jack Hilton

4 July 1945 Typewritten

27B Canonbury Square Islington London N 1

Dear Mr Hilton,1

Thanks for your letter, just forwarded to me by the Observer. I don’t believe we ever met but we knew each other through Richard Rees2 and others and we were going to have met when I was in Yorkshire in 1936, but it fell through somehow. Why don’t you come in to tea some day at the above? If you are working at Hackney I don’t think it can be far—you take the bus that goes up Balls Pond Road, which leads into St Paul’s Road, which is just near me. I am nearly always at home except on Wednesdays and Fridays and have tea about half past six. You probably didn’t know, but I am sorry to say I lost my wife 3 months ago, and I have a little boy aged 14 months, and I have a nurse-housekeeper who looks after him and me. On the other hand if you’re in the middle of London we can meet for lunch or dinner some day. I can introduce you to the Tribune people, if you don’t know them already, who might be useful to you for a start, also to people on various other papers. Did you know Warburg? I can’t remember whether or not it was he who published that book of yours. If there’s anyone you specially want to meet tell me and I’ll try and fix it.

I’ve now just read the P.S. to your letter giving your times of work. How about coming in to tea this coming Sunday, ie the 8th? If you’re coming from the WC area, the 19 and 30 buses both go to Highbury Corner which is 5 minutes walk from here.

I’ve lost touch with Richard Rees for over a year and the last letter I sent him came back. He was in the Navy. I trust nothing has happened to him, but I think I’d have seen it if it had. I think you knew Jack Common3 too. I sometimes run into him, but I don’t know where he is living at the moment. He is working at films.

Looking forward to seeing you.

Yours sincerely

Eric Blair




2697. ‘Authors Deserve a New Deal’

Manchester Evening News, 5 July 1945

About a year ago Sir Osbert Sitwell published a little book, “A Letter To My Son,” in which he discussed with great vigour—and perhaps also with a certain amount of perversity—the position of the artist in modern society. The result was a series of controversies, some of which turned upon a problem which Sir Osbert had only lightly touched—the economic position of the artist and the question of patronage.1

Now that the war period is ending and numbers of young men are presumably getting ready to start on a literary career this problem is more urgent than ever. For it ought to be realised that the bad state of present-day English literature is in part due to the difficulty of keeping alive simply by writing books.

The majority of full-length books before the war were sold at 7s. 6d., and at present 10s. 6d. would perhaps be an average price. Royalties vary as between the different publishing houses and the rate paid rises as the sales rise, but in general each copy that is sold does not bring the author much more than a shilling.

A novel, or some comparable type of book—that is to say, a book not needing a great deal of research, but on the other hand not written in the slapdash manner of a political pamphlet—generally takes round about a year to write. Sometimes it takes only six or eight months, but few serious writers can average more than one book a year. This means that a writer who devotes his whole time to books must be sure of a sale of 10,000 copies in order to earn a gross income of five or six hundred pounds a year.

But in practice 10,000 copies is far above the average sale. If a book sells 2,000 it has done respectably, and there are plenty of “established” writers whose average sales are round about 5,000. It is true that sales of 100,000 and even a million do sometimes occur, but such things are hardly likelier to happen to any serious writer than winning the Irish sweepstake. The upshot is that it is almost impossible to live simply by writing books—almost impossible, that is to say, to earn enough money to secure the spare time and peace of mind that writing books demands.

And in fact only a few score, or at most a few hundred, people in England do live solely by books, and a proportion even of those have private incomes. The rest earn the major part of their living by journalism or broadcasting or writing scripts for films, or have some alternative profession.

Now look at it from the reader’s point of view. Compared with smoking, drinking, or going to the pictures, how much does reading cost you?

If you buy a book for 10s. 6d., spend three hours in reading it and don’t resell it, you are paying for your amusement at about the same rate as you would pay in one of the more expensive seats at a theatre. But in fact the vast majority of people don’t buy books to any great extent. There are many people who read several books a week but never think of buying a new book, other than a cheap reprint such as a Penguin. They take books out of the lending libraries, paying twopence a time—twopence, that is to say, for three hours’ recreation. Very often, however, they borrow books from the public library, where they pay nothing except an infinitesimally small fraction of the sum they pay in rates.2

Books in the public libraries are in some cases review copies on which the author has received no royalty. If they are popular books they are generally rebound in a stout cover which makes them almost immortal, so that literally hundreds of people can read a book without the author receiving anything except the shilling or so which he had from the original sale.

It would seem that if book-writing is to survive as a means of livelihood the public must somehow be persuaded to spend more money on books. Either books must be made more expensive (this is obviously a bad solution), or people must acquire the habit of buying books rather than borrowing them, or some arrangement must be made by which the author draws his percentage every time a book is borrowed, the library rates being raised correspondingly.

No one demands that authors should receive incomes comparable to those of Chancery lawyers. You do not make a man into a better writer by raising his earnings from £1,000 a year to £5,000. On the other hand it is not to be expected that anyone can live on £4 a week and also produce books.

The present arrangement, by which the writers of books have to make their living mainly out of journalism, is a bad one. Journalism brings in more money, but it also entails a kind of life that requires more money and which makes concentration on one subject and prolonged spells of work very difficult. Good books have been written by people who, like Trollope, or James Joyce, or Joseph Conrad, were earning their living in another way, but for any ordinary person book-writing is a full-time job which it is difficult to combine with such exhausting work as journalism or broadcasting.

Writing, like every other activity, has to have an economic basis, and the writer’s possible patrons are three—rich men, the State, and the big public. As for the first two, their undesirability hardly needs pointing out. But if the writer is to escape from their clutches, then the public which reads his books must pay him enough to give him reasonable security, a comfortable place to work in, and freedom from extraneous jobs—all of which, allowing for the present purchasing-power of money, adds up to not less than £500 a year.

The reading public, in fact, must expect to pay for its books, just as the drinking public expects to pay for its beer. And the fairest—though not, perhaps, the most easily organised—way of bringing this about would be to raise the price of library subscriptions and charge a small fee on books borrowed from the public libraries, passing some of the extra profit on to the author.3

Without doubt there are people who will grow indignant at this suggestion—yet the same people think nothing of spending half-a-crown on a seat at the pictures and two and four-pence on twenty cigarettes. Meanwhile, writers who might be doing good work are driven away from literature or forced to make it a part-time occupation, not because they are attracted elsewhere by “big money” (no one who was after big money would ever choose any branch of literature as a profession), but because books by themselves will not even yield a bare living.

Of late years there has been more and more tendency for the writer to be subsidised, directly or indirectly, by the State, which is primarily interested in propaganda and will not pay for experimental work. The direct support of the big public is a better basis for literature, and an extra twopence on library subscriptions would be the surest way of obtaining it.4

[Fee: £8.8.0; 4.7.45]




2698. To Michael Meyer1

5 July 1945 Typewritten postcard

27B Canonbury Square N 1

Thursday

O.K. The Czarda° Restaurant, Dean Street, Wednesday 11th at 12.30.

George




2699. Review of Nine Tales from Les Contes Drolatiques by Honoré de Balzac, translated by J. Plummer, R. Scutt, and J. P. Collas, illustrations by R. A. Brandt

The Observer, 8 July 1945

“The Contes Drolatiques,” now newly translated, are usually considered to be in the tradition of Rabelais, and indeed are sometimes spoken of as though they were a kind of continuation of Rabelais. Balzac himself, in his Prologue, draws the mantle of “our good master … the prince of all wisdom and all comedy” very closely about him, and here and there attempts an imitation of certain of Rabelais’s mannerisms; but the resemblance, if any, is superficial, and the motive for invoking Rabelais in the first place was probably to give a respectable colour to pornography.

The present collection contains nine tales, and the derivation of seven of them seems to be either from Boccaccio or from the narrative poems attributed to Villon. They turn on the immemorial themes of cuckoldry and the swindling of creditors. “Concerning a Provost who did not recognise things” is an ingenious story in this line. “The Sermon of the Merry Vicar of Meudon” is direct imitation of Rabelais, fairly successful so far as atmosphere goes, but somewhat pointless as a story, and suggesting, together with various remarks dropped here and there in the book, that Balzac thought of Rabelais as primarily a humorist. “The Succubus” is a longer story than the rest and different in character. It purports to be an account of the trial, torture and ultimate burning by the Inquisition of a young woman who was believed to be a demon in disguise. The story gives plenty of opportunities for salaciousness and Balzac takes full advantage of them, but his main purpose seems to have been to make a humanitarian protest against bigotry and superstition. The atmosphere and implied moral outlook of this story recall some of Anatole France’s stories in the Abbé Coignard series.

It is difficult not to feel that in nearly all of these stories Balzac is simply indulging in dirt and making it respectable by a veneer of archaism. Rabelais was probably regarded as a pornographer in nineteenth-century France, as he certainly was in nineteenth-century England. Archdeacon Grantly, it will be remembered, kept his works in “a secret drawer beneath his table,”1 and in a well-known poem of Browning’s a “little edition of Rabelais” is part of the general racketiness of a bachelor’s chambers. To this day, vilely-printed paper-covered editions of Urquhart’s translation are sold together with “Mademoiselle de Maupin” and the “Complete Works of Aristotle.” But for some reason it has always been the fashion to claim that Rabelais’s obscenities are “healthy” and “natural,” and altogether of a different order from those of, say, Sterne or Petronius. The word “Rabelaisian” is habitually used to indicate a sort of earthy coarseness which aims only at being funny, and is in no way demoralising: indeed, Rabelais has often been used as a stick to beat such writers as Swinburne, George Moore or D. H. Lawrence. Actually there are passages in his work that are among the most morbid and disgusting ever written, but since it was agreed that he was “healthy” he could be enjoyed by Puritans, and traces of his influence turn up in unexpected quarters, for instance, Charles Kingsley’s “Water Babies.” In declaring himself a disciple of Rabelais, Balzac was in effect proclaiming that his intentions were harmless, and was then free to go ahead with what as often as not are imitations of Boccaccio or the “Heptameron.”

The trouble was, as one is bound to feel when reading such stories as “How the Chateau d’Azay came to be built” or “The Monk Amador,” that between Balzac and Boccaccio there lay the Reformation. In his Prologue Balzac explains that he has (“regretfully,” he adds) eliminated the “old words” which are now regarded as unprintable. The result, almost all the way through, is an unbearable archness: nearly every paragraph refers to something which the reader understands perfectly well, but which can be mentioned only in a sniggering indirect way. When the “Decameron” was compiled, there was not much that could not be said, but in addition these stories were the product of a civilisation which had become almost pagan. There is naughty-naughtiness here and there in Boccaccio’s tales, but in general their aim is not to be shocking. Religion is guyed in a manner that the most violent anti-clerical would not adopt in our own day. With centuries of Puritanism behind him, Balzac cannot attain the innocence of Boccaccio. He is conscious all the while of how naughty he is being, and how cleverly he is expressing unprintable meanings by innocent-seeming metaphors. The result is a rather laboured, distasteful facetiousness. At a time when many of Balzac’s novels are unobtainable, it seems a pity to have wasted paper on this unsuccessful minor work.

[Fee: £10.0.0; 6.7.45]




2700. To Maurice Hussey

10 July 1945 Typewritten

27B Canonbury Square Islington London N 1

Dear Mr Hussey,1

Many thanks for your letter of 6th July.

I am sorry, but I cannot possibly make any arrangements to lecture. I not only cannot find the time, but it is not at all easy for me to get out of London. Please forgive me.

Yours truly

[Signed] Geo. Orwell

George Orwell




2701. Review of The English Way by Pierre Maillaud; A Steel Man in India by John L. Keenan; Joseph the Provider by Thomas Mann

Manchester Evening News, 12 July 1945

At a time like the present, when the trouble in Syria1 is still making headlines in the French Press, it is pleasant to be reminded that there are some Frenchmen who do not dislike us. But actually, friendly and even over-friendly though it is, M. Maillaud’s book gives a truer picture of the contemporary French attitude towards England than one would gather from the utterances of certain public men.2 Almost any Englishman who has been in France recently would agree that Anglophile feeling has never been so strong, and that now, if ever, is the moment for the two countries to move into closer partnership.

M. Maillaud’s book, which is aimed at the British rather than the French public, is first and foremost a plea for Anglo-French co-operation and for an understanding of what that co-operation would mean.

However, it is also an analysis of English civilization and the English character, of the structure and peculiarities of British political parties, and of the policies and strategies that have been dictated by Britain’s special position as a part of Europe and at the same time the centre of an extra-European empire. M. Maillaud has lived in England for the last fourteen or fifteen years and he knows our country quite exceptionally well. Throughout most of the war he was one of the small but brilliant team of French broadcasters who succeeded in making the B.B.C. the most trusted source of news in occupied France.

Probably the most valuable part of his book is his examination of British foreign policy between the wars. Politically he is himself a Liberal, and the qualities he most admires in England are respect for minorities and the ability to make deep changes without either shedding blood or losing touch with tradition. But with the detachment of a foreigner he is able to see that these qualities spring out of Britain’s insular position, which is also a cause of ignorance and complacency.

British conduct of foreign affairs between 1930 and 1940 is not a thing to be proud of, and M. Maillaud does not spare it. He rightly points out the part played by sheer class feeling in the Conservative party’s appeasement of Fascism, but he also emphasises—what is less popular to mention nowadays—the pacifism of the British working class and the unrealistic outlook of the Left wing° parties who demanded an active foreign policy but were unwilling to back it up with adequate armies.

It is important that as many foreign critics as possible should point this out, for few people are aware of the disastrous effects that were produced in Europe by the Labour party’s opposition to conscription. But M. Maillaud is looking deeper than the surface and he sees that part of the trouble is that nearly all classes in England are guilty of xenophobia. The strip of water which has given them security has also given them a conscious or unconscious contempt for foreigners—especially, M. Maillaud adds, those who are “noisiest and darkest-haired”—which leads to a lack of interest in foreign affairs and a too slow reaction to danger.

The appeasement policy was due partly to the apathy of the masses who, if they paid any attention to Europe at all, were inclined to prefer the Germans to the French. But it was also due in part to the British Government’s need to consider the Dominions, who were none too willing to be mixed up in European quarrels.

The fact that M. Maillaud points this out is sufficient to stamp him as an exceptionally acute observer. Britain’s special relationship with the United States, and the pull it exercises on British policy, is obvious enough, but there are very few Europeans indeed who realise that Australia and Canada are not simply provinces governed from Whitehall and that public opinion in those countries has to be considered when Britain makes any move in Europe.

M. Maillaud ends his book with an urgent plea to Britain to abandon the policy implied in the Teheran agreement (this book appears to have been written early in 1944) and to remember that she is part of Europe and that her main interests lie there. In 1940, he says, all Europe looked up to Britain as the defender of Western civilisation. But the special position then gained could be lost if Britain committed herself to a “Big Four” policy which would tie her to Russia and America and force her to be indifferent to the fate of the smaller nations.

What he would like to see is a federation of all the Western European States—an attractive project, but one which is less likely of realisation now than it may have seemed when the book was written. However, the first step towards it would be a better understanding between Britain and France, and this book should at least help in achieving that.

“A Steel Man in India” justifies the statement on its dust jacket that it is “an unusual book.” Indeed, it would be difficult for a book about India to be freer from the familiar atmosphere and subject matter, although there is plenty of whisky in it, and not a few tigers. It is the story of the building-up of the great Tata steel mills at Jamahedpur, with which Mr. Kennan, a blast furnace engineer, was associated for twenty-five years. Not long before the other war, the Tatas, an extremely enlightened and enterprising family of Parsi business men (incidentally Mr. Saklatvala, for many years Communist M.P. for Battersea,3 was a scion of this family), made up their minds that it was possible to produce steel in India and set to work to do so in face of considerable discouragement from the British. The Tata Steel Works are now the biggest in the British Empire.

As in the case of various other Indian industries, there was obstruction from British business interests which feared the possible competition and the Tatas had to go to America for their machinery and most of their experts. In the first world war, however, the extra steel was of great value to the Allied cause and during the present war the short-sighted policy of impeding the industrialisation of India has been largely abandoned.

Mr. Keenan writes in a slap-dash way, and his occasional comments on Indian politics are very shallow. All he is really interested in is steel and the men who produce it, and so long as he sticks to that subject he is always readable.

“Joseph the Provider” is the fourth and last volume of Thomas Mann’s enormous paraphrase of the Book of Genesis. It runs to 447 pages and disciples of Thomas Mann will no doubt read every word of it, but the average reader may be inclined to ask what is the point of struggling through all this verbiage when one can get the substance of it from fifteen short chapters of the Bible.

[Fee: £8.8.0; 11.7.45]




2702. To George Woodcock

13 July 19451 Postcard; handwritten

I hope you got my wire. I’m awfully sorry about Saturday, but on looking at my diary I found I had someone coming here. I could come next Friday (20th) if that’s any good to you G.O.




2703. Preparations for Second Edition of Animal Farm


Once a publisher had been found for Animal Farm, the chief reason for the delay in its publication was lack of paper caused by wartime shortages. The first edition was to be published on 17 August 1945, but a month earlier than this a second edition was being planned, because it was expected that more paper would become available. A letter of 19 July 1945 from Roger Senhouse, of Secker & Warburg, to Mr. W. Smith, of Morrison & Gibb, Ltd., printers of Tanfield, Edinburgh, refers to several of Secker’s publications, including Animal Farm and Critical Essays:


We have your sample of paper for approval in today—46 rms. 30 × 40. 50-lb. paper from W. Rolandson marked “For ANIMAL FARM and CRITICAL ESSAYS”. Today we have heard from the makers that there is a further 10-cwts. manufactured, this being the increase in the present quota for the current period, and this too I will have sent up to you for one or other of the same titles. Let us take 20 rms. of the 46 now available and use this for a second edition of ANIMAL FARM and we can later decide whether to put the 10 extra cwts. into the CRITICAL ESSAYS, or some other title. I will give Mr. Norrington the order for this reprint tomorrow.

George Orwell will be returning the proofs of his CRITICAL ESSAYS early next week, so that we may get on with this as the next title, after those already in progress.



An indication of how serious was the shortage of paper is given by a reference in the letter to copies of a book required for His Majesty’s Stationery Office:


It was unfortunate that we could not supply sufficient paper for WATER ON THE STEPS—2000 copies for the H.M.S.O. They will be coming before the end of the year.








2704. Review of Freedom was Flesh and Blood by Jose Antonio de Aguirre; Personal Landscape: An Anthology of Exile

Manchester Evening News, 19 July 1945

The Spanish civil war brought forth many strange stories, but few of the things that happened in the war itself can have been stranger than the subsequent adventures of the President of the Basque Republic.

The Basque country was overrun by Franco’s forces, with large-scale Italian aid, early in 1937. From the start it had been isolated from the other territories held by the Republicans, and “non-intervention,” plus Franco’s superiority at sea, made it impossible for it to be supplied with food and weapons. However, Conservative opinion abroad was less hostile to the Basques than to the Central Spanish Government, and Senor Aguirre and some of his colleagues were able to remain in Paris as a Government-in-exile.

They were not even a government without subjects, since about 200,000 people, five per cent of the Basque population, had become refugees. Senor Aguirre had been lucky to escape from Spain with his life, but his real adventures began after the German invasion of May, 1940, which caught him in Belgium.

He and his family were cut off from returning to France, and though they had a front-seat view of the Dunkirk evacuation they failed to get a place on any of the boats. For a while they existed furtively in Brussels in acute danger of being identified by the Gestapo.

The Third Republic had given Senor Aguirre an asylum, but Franco had put a price on his head, and there could be no doubt what would happen if he fell into the hands of either the Germans or the Vichy French. He would be handed over to Franco and then shot, like Companys, the President of the Catalan Republic. Meanwhile all the ways into neutral or Allied territory seemed to be barred.

It then occurred to Senor Aguirre that much the best way out was through Germany. Apparently there is a Basque maxim to the effect that when you see a crowd going in one direction you should go in the other direction, and it was on this principle that he acted.

He grew a heavy moustache and renamed himself “Dr. Alvarez,” a citizen of Panama, while his wife posed as a Venezuelan widow named “Senora Guerra.” This name was chosen because if one of the children blurted out his real surname it would be taken as a mispronunciation. Through various friends at the South American consulates, it was not difficult to get hold of false papers, and after a certain amount of fuss and questioning the permit to enter Germany was given.

Senor Aguirre spent about six months in Germany and was rash enough to keep a diary, which he succeeded in bringing away with him. It was the period of the German victories in Greece and the Balkans, but even at that date the serious economic strain of the war was becoming apparent, and the British air offensive was growing in intensity.

Having once got the Gestapo stamp on their papers, neither Senor Aguirre nor his wife had much trouble with the authorities. The chief danger was the children, who were always liable to begin speaking in Basque.

A little before the German invasion of the U.S.S.R. the whole family managed to reach Sweden, whence they sailed for Rio de Janeiro, with their false papers in perfect order.

This is not a well-written book, but, apart from the interest of the German interlude, it is valuable because it expresses the outlook of a Catholic democrat. Throughout the past twenty years an impression has prevailed that a Catholic, as such, is bound to be pro-Fascist, and during the Spanish Civil War the Catholic press in nearly all countries did its best to give colour to this.

It almost escaped notice that the Basque country was solidly anti-Franco and at the same time one of the most Catholic parts of Spain. The Basque Republic, as Senor Aguirre points out, is the oldest democracy in Europe, and extremist doctrines of either Right or Left have never been able to gain a footing there. About a third of his book is given over to an examination of the issues in the world war and to a sincere but perhaps over-hopeful profession of faith in the future of democracy.

“Personal Landscape,” compiled in Cairo by Robin Fedden, Terence Tiller, Lawrence Durrell, Hugh Gordon Porteous and others, does not profess to represent any group or “school.” Its common denominator is homesickness, and it is not particularly surprising that one of its items should be an essay on “Finnegans Wake” and another an essay on Shakespeare’s Sonnets (incidentally the last-named contribution, by Mr. Gwyn Williams, discusses the interesting theory that the Dark Lady of the Sonnets may have been a negress).

An introductory essay by Mr. Robin Fedden explains how the anthology came to be compiled and analyses the strange and rather unfriendly cultural atmosphere of modern Egypt.

It would seem that much of the valuable literary result of the Middle Eastern campaigns has been the opening-up of contemporary Greek literature to English readers. Contacts between Greek and English writers did exist before the war, but the war itself has naturally produced more of them, and this anthology contains translations from the works of several Greek poets, besides an essay on C. P. Cavafy, the Alexandrian poet, who died in 1933 and of whom most of us had probably not heard.

Most of us had not heard of Elie Papadimitriou either, but it is evident from the translations appearing here that we ought to have done so. The English poets who get the best showing are Terence Tiller, Keith Douglas and Lawrence Durrell. It would be untrue to say that this anthology contains no trivialities, but it is one of the most promising and interesting collections of work by writers in the Services that have yet appeared.

[Fee: £8.8.0; 18.7.45]




2705. ‘Personal Notes on Scientifiction’

Leader Magazine, 21 July 1945


This article, entered in Orwell’s Payments Book at 9 July 1945 (fee: £15) was described in the heading in Leader: ‘Personal Notes. A New Feature by George Orwell.’ The second article to be published, on 28 July 1945, ‘Funny, But Not Vulgar,’ was written much earlier. It is entered in the Payments Book at 1 December 1944 and reprinted in this edition at that date; see 2585. Only these two articles in this ‘new series’ appeared. An announcement in Leader for 4 August 1945, at the bottom of the correspondence column, stated: ‘We are sorry to say that Mr Orwell is not able to continue this feature which we have announced.’ It is not known why Orwell did not continue. His letter to Mrs. Belloc Lowndes, 31 July 1945 (see 2711), states that he had stopped writing for Leader and suggests he might start ‘the column,’ that is, such ‘personal notes,’ in Tribune. He did do so from 12 October 1945. He might also have felt that his Leader notes conflicted with his ‘As I Please’ column, though he did not take that up again until 8 November 1946. The essay ‘Scientifiction’ was illustrated by a reproduction of the cover of an American magazine with the caption ‘10 Cents a Sensation.’ Until 21 October 1944, Leader Magazine had been called The Leader (and was popularly still so known).



Recently a friend in America sent me a batch of ten-cent illustrated papers of the kind which are known generically as “comics” and consist entirely of coloured strip cartoons. Although bearing such titles as Marvel Comics or Famous Funnies, they are, in fact, mainly given over to “scientifiction”—that is, steel robots, invisible men, prehistoric monsters, death rays, invasions from Mars, and such-like.

Seen in the mass these things are very disquieting. Quite obviously they tend to stimulate fantasies of power, and in the last resort their subject matter boils down to magic and sadism. You can hardly look at a page without seeing somebody flying through the air (a surprising number of the characters are able to fly), or somebody socking somebody else on the jaw, or an under-clad young woman fighting for her honour—and her ravisher is just as likely to be a steel robot or a fifty-foot dinosaur as a human being. The whole thing is just a riot of nonsensical sensationalism, with none of the genuine scientific interest of the H. G. Wells stories from which this class of fiction originally sprang.

Who reads these papers is uncertain. Evidently they are intended primarily for children, but the advertisements and the ever-present sex appeal suggest that they are read by adults as well.

What is strange, when one looks at this poisonous rubbish, is to remember that several generations of English children were brought up largely on American children’s books, because on the whole those were the best. At the top of the list came Uncle Tom’s Cabin, Uncle Remus, and Tom Sawyer and Huckleberry Finn: then, more in the nature of girls’ books, there were Louisa M. Alcott’s Little Women, Good Wives and Little Men (the last-named one was a bit too high-minded, however), and James Habberton’s Helen’s Babies: and also—these were definitely girls’ books, but still not to be despised—Rebecca of Sunnybrook Farm and Susan Cooleridge’s “Katy” books. Later in time there were Booth Tarkington’s “Penrod” stories, Ernest Thompson Seton’s Wild Animals I have Known and other similar books, and Jack London’s White Fang and Call of the Wild: not to mention the Buffalo Bill stories and the Buster Brown comic supplements.

From these and kindred sources the English child acquired quite a detailed picture of the American scene. He knew a lot about woodchucks, gophers, chipmunks, raccoon hunting, buggy riding, keeping the woodpile full, prairie dogs, whip-poor-wills, coyotes, covered wagons and the mortgage on the old homestead. The peculiarity of the American books, and especially those written prior to about 1880, was their wholesome, high-spirited atmosphere, and the decent simple civilisation that they implied. The basis of nearly all of them was home life and the Bible. And though a book like Little Women may now seem over-civilised as well as faintly ridiculous, it is still a pleasant patch for one’s memory to linger on.1

It is queer that, after so short an interval of time, the typical juvenile literature of America should be stuff that many English parents would actually hesitate to put into a child’s hands.

Everyone has at least one story about the imbecilities of wartime censorship. My own favourite instance is a War Office pamphlet which I happen to possess, entitled German Infantry Weapons and giving a short account of the rifles, machine guns, etc. in use in the German army. It is marked on the cover: “Not to fall into enemy hands.”

Now that the war, or at least a good part of it, is over, would it not be possible to let up on some of the sillier kinds of restrictions—for example, censorship of letters passing between allied countries? Letters from the United States usually reach me plastered with censor’s stamps, and I know from the time they take to get there my outgoing letters are suffering the same fate.

Throughout the war I have been writing periodical articles for American magazines. All of them, of course, have been opened en route, and not only have a number been tampered with in the most pettifogging way, but in some cases the censors have actually cut passages without letting the recipient know that any deletion has been made.

War is war, and I do not mind this kind of thing very much, but I do mind the delay which trans-Atlantic censorship is still causing. Quite recently, airmail letters from London to New York were liable to take as much as six weeks. They could do the journey quicker than that in a sailing ship.

Another peacetime pleasure I am looking forward to is being able to buy decent maps again. The panic legislation of 1940 forbade the selling of maps larger in scale than one inch to the mile, and at that time even Home Guards trying to buy maps of their own areas had every kind of difficulty put in their way. Possibly the ban has now been lifted, but maps on even the smallest scale are still difficult to get. I wonder when it will again be possible to walk into a stationer’s shop and buy the excellent 25 inch to the mile Ordnance maps, which show every cowshed and almost every tree and on which you can easily mark down a good blackberry bush or a root of sweetbriar with sufficient accuracy to be sure of finding it again the following year?

However, one cannot leave the subject of censorship without remarking that, in England, official censorship is not the only or the worst kind. It is wonderful what a number of good stories fail to get into the newspapers, not because of any official ban, but because they happen to conflict with the orthodoxy of the moment and there is consequently an all-round tacit agreement that it “wouldn’t do” to print them.

For example, I am told that the last speech made to his ministers by Mr. Arciszewsky, the premier of the outgoing London Polish Government, began:

“In the words of a man whom we once trusted, I have nothing to offer you except blood, toil, tears and sweat ….” but I believe none of the papers had the guts to mention it.

As I passed the church door I paused for a moment to listen to the hymn that was being sung inside. The words that floated out to me—not the words as they would have appeared on paper, but as they were actually pronounced and as I transliterated them a few minutes later—were something like this:


Erbide with me farce—falls the yeventide—

Ther darkness deeperns—Lord with me erbide—

When nuther helpers—fail ern comforts flee—

Help pov the helpless so er—bide with me!



And it struck me, not for the first time, that something really ought to be done about modern South-English pronunciation. It is a good general rule that one accent is not intrinsically better or worse than another, but something is clearly wrong when people’s manner of speaking leads to misunderstanding, or when the sounds they make cannot be rendered by the existing methods of spelling.

Most of us now speak in so slovenly a way that if you ask for a threepenny bus ticket you are as often as not given a three-halfpenny one, or vice versa. And how exactly would one write down the mystic formula which any two Londoners invariably utter after concluding a transaction? The nearest you could come to it would be “nkew,” or perhaps simply “N.Q.,” Or take the current pronunciation of such words as “passionate,” “deliberate,” “vegetable,” “actual” or “average.” The closest possible renderings would, I should say, be: “pashnit,” “delibrit,” “vejtbl,” “ackchl,” “avridge.”

In countless words ending in -ion, -ate, -ial and so forth, the vowel sounds have simply slipped out and been replaced by sounds for which there is no equivalent in our alphabet. What is the final vowel sound in “elephant,” for instance? There just isn’t one, the current pronunciation of the word being something like “elefnt”: or at any rate it is certainly nearer to “elephunt” than “elephant.”

All of which suggests that if we are ever to have that rational spelling about which there is talk and controversy from time to time, more will be involved than a good system of phonetics and foolproof rules. The Oxford dictionary can give you an accurate phonetic rendering of a word like “culture,” but it still spells it as though there were a “t” in it and ignores the fact that the current pronunciation is “culcher.”

The spelling reformers will have to make up their minds whether to reform our pronunciation as well, or whether to accept spoken English as past praying for and adjust the written language accordingly.


These ‘Personal Notes’ prompted several letters, all but the last appearing in Leader Magazine on 4 August 1945; the final letter was published on 11 August.


Why does George Orwell in his amusing article this week accuse the Southern English, exclusively, of mispronunciation?

It is common enough all the world over wherever English is spoken and has, I fancy, been always so. I have in mind some correspondence on the subject appearing in the Melbourne Argus about 40 years ago, started by a letter which accused the townspeople of Ballarat of habitually clipping the word “Thank you” to “Ku.”

This brought indignant letters from Ballarat and, a heated correspondence being raged for some days, the matter was finally clinched by a Ballarat man. He, after many years’ residence in that town, was able to assert with confidence that people there neither said “Thank you” nor “Ku.”

H. H. Levy

Mr. George Orwell must have remarkable hearing powers to listen outside a church and be able to say that each member of the congregation was singing “Abide with me” in the slipshod manner as printed in his article. If each person was not singing the same, then Mr. Orwell could not have heard with such precise definition. What he heard was a volume of sound, distorted probably by the acoustics of the building which he was not in, and muffled to some extent by the organ.

Has he listened to people in other parts of the country? Up in the north mispronunciation is glorified by being referred to as a brogue, but it is ungrammatically pronounced English. Maybe if Mr. Orwell listened at a church, again outside, in the north, he might hear something like this—

A = bahd wi’ me = f-asst falls t’eventahd

T’darkness deepens = Lord wi’ me abahd

and so on. Hardly any person speaks the King’s English strictly according to rule. Indeed, I think it would sound pedantic and stilted, except in the case of an oration.

Maybe Mr. Orwell would be surprised if a record of his conversation was made without his knowing and he heard the result and then the same words spoken strictly according to rules of pronunciation.

E. Newton Bungey

Your correspondent, George Orwell, quotes as imbecile a War Office pamphlet on “German Infantry Weapons” because it is marked on the cover “Not to fall into enemy hands.”

As there is still a war on, I feel that readers should be reminded that to guard against giving an enemy an idea of the extent of our knowledge of his own weapons is not imbecile. On the contrary, it is one of the most vital principles of security.

H. I. Parrott

It is plain that Mr. Orwell is confined too much to his study. His paragraph on Censorship is out of date.

Transatlantic censorship ceased some little time ago, and there is nothing to hinder him walking into any booksellers and buying as large a scale map as he wants. He can even get them of the recently most secret coastal areas at H.M. Stationery Office shops, where they are displayed in the windows.

J. R. K. Pirie

I hasten to inform all interested readers that real science-fiction has nothing to do with the lurid stuff mentioned in George Orwell’s article.

I have been a reader of science-fiction for about 18 years and can testify to its high standard. The magazines which are devoted to science-fiction stories are excellent publications of very good literary standard. Scientists and university professors are among the authors whose work appears in these magazines.

The stories often contain much real scientific knowledge in a form made fascinating and understandable to the man in the street.

Norman Burgess








2706. Review of Man the Measure by Erich Kahler

The Observer, 22 July 1945

As its name implies, this enormous book (640 pages, with 30 pages of bibliography) is concerned with the problems of humanism, but it is also an attempt to summarise world history from the Bronze Age onwards. The author is himself a somewhat tentative or uneasy humanist. He sees the gradual elimination of religious belief as something necessary to human emancipation, and he accepts the principle of progress and evolution to the point of denying that there is something called “human nature” which is the same in all ages. Indeed, some of the most interesting passages in his book are those in which he asserts, against Marx and similar thinkers, that motives which we now assume to have almost the status of instincts did not operate until comparatively recently:—


Some modern economists and sociologists have tried to prove that there were traces of capitalism as far back as Babylon. But what they discovered is not capitalism. Capitalism is not identical with wealth and mobile property, it is not identical with money-making and money-lending, not even with a mere productive investment of property. All this is not capitalism in itself, for all this may serve a life principle, alien to economic aims, it may be done for a human end, a human purpose, for something a human being can enjoy.



The context for this passage is a brief biographical sketch of the first real capitalists, the Fuggers, who financed and almost controlled the Hapsburg Empire, but who, unlike the Italian merchant princes, were unable to use their money for any purpose except making more money. In a rather similar passage Mr. Kahler sets out to explain why it was that the physical sciences failed to develop in antiquity. The reason, he says, was not intellectual inferiority or even technical backwardness but simply a different habit of mind:


The Byzantine mathematician and architect, Anthemius … was even completely aware of the technical application of steam pressure. He could easily have invented the steam engine, but he used his knowledge only to organise an artificial earthquake as a jest to frighten his friends. … The prerequisite for the tremendous technical and industrial progress of our era is the modern concept of nature, and what prevented the ancient peoples from forming this concept was religion. … Religion is the one great antagonist of technology and economy.



Throughout most of his book Mr. Kahler maintains that the various epochs of human history have been shaped and governed by the ideas that happened to be inside men’s heads at the time, and not, as it is now more fashionable to assume, that ideas are merely the reflection of external conditions. It follows that any improvement in human affairs will have to be preceded by a change of outlook and will not be brought about by a mere increase in mechanical efficiency. Even the quite simple problem of making sure that everyone has enough to eat cannot be solved without a “fundamental shift in the state of mind of people.”

But at the end of his book Mr. Kahler seems to fall back upon the notion that human beings can learn nothing except through the suffering imposed on them by external events. A sane society, he says, “will not be created by the pure idea, it will be tortured out of men through cruel and bitter necessity—how bitter, coming generations alone may know. The idea of man, the counsel of a new humanism, are certainly the very last things to move the present world to a fundamental change.”

Naturally, much of the later part of the book deals with the rise of totalitarianism. Some of the chapters which discuss this subject suffer from a certain distortion, owing to having been composed, apparently, in 1941 and 1942, when it was none too sure that Germany would be defeated. All the way through, indeed, there is a tendency to claim that all the evils of the modern world originated in Germany, and to discover the causes, even as far back as the days of Arminius.

But in the main this book is intended as history rather than propaganda, and the dilemma of the humanist is finally left unsolved. As long as supernatural beliefs persist, men can be exploited by cunning priests and oligarchs, and the technical progress which is the prerequisite of a just society cannot be achieved. On the other hand, when men stop worshipping God they promptly start worshipping Man, with disastrous results. The humanist has to decide whether what is needed is re-education and a “change of heart,” or whether the indispensable first step is the abolition of poverty. Mr. Kahler hesitates between the two positions, but with a tendency to choose the first. The best sections of this book are the purely historical ones; the learning displayed is prodigious.

[Fee: £10.0.0.; 19.7.45]




2707. To Kathleen Raine

24 July 1945 Typewritten

27 B Canonbury Square

Islington

London N 1

Dear Kathleen,1

Thank you for your letter. No one has taken the French rights of “Animal Farm,” which is supposed to appear in early August. I am going to ring up Warburg’s and ask them to send you a copy. But as they’ve already had to send out a lot of advance copies and we could only print a small number altogether, they may say they have no more to spare. In that case I have one set of proofs myself, also I think a copy of the MS, and could send you that.

I am not working for Tribune any more, at least for the time being. I was abroad for some months for the Observer, and I write for them and the Manchester Evening News, besides other odds and ends. I expect that you know my wife died four months ago. I think you met her once at the Empson’s.2 It was a terrible thing altogether. But happily my little boy now aged nearly 15 months is very well and happy, and I have a good nurse for him.

Yours sincerely

[Signed] Geo. Orwell

George Orwell




2708. World Affairs, 1945

Junior: Articles Stories and Pictures, [1], 19451

The following essay was written before the world at large learned of the existence of the atomic bomb.

Up to the moment of writing, two of these bombs have been dropped.2 The first of them completely wiped out more than four square miles of a Japanese city and is said to have killed about fifty thousand people. It was a bomb weighing less than five hundred pounds, and of a type already described as out of date.

Although atomic energy may prove to be of great value to man, its first introduction to the public has been in the shape of a bomb—and it is hardly necessary to point out what the discovery of this terrible weapon means for the human race. It may be a turning-point in history as important as the invention of the steam engine. At present the process of making the bomb is a secret and is only fully known in the United States, but researches along similar lines have been proceeding elsewhere, and we may be sure that before long at least three nations, probably more, will possess the means of blowing one another to pieces. Only a few hundred such bombs, dropped on great cities and on important industrial areas, could push us back into conditions of primitive savagery.

This is all the more reason why every person who can read and think should interest himself in political affairs. Wars do not happen because of simple wickedness, they result from jealousies and frictions—over markets, over boundaries, over raw materials, over national minorities—which can be removed if we put our minds to it. To understand where the world is going, and what can be done to prevent disaster, is above all the concern of the young, because the future belongs to them. To make sure that there is never another war is even more important to someone who is now sixteen than it is to someone of sixty. The article that follows is an attempt to describe the actual state of the world and the immediate problems that face us. It sets out to show that those problems CAN be solved, but at the same time it emphasises that there is not much cause for optimism in the world to-day.

While I write this the leaders of the Big Three are still conferring in Potsdam,3 and we have not as yet been told anything about the decisions that they may have reached. However, it is possible to make a good guess at what subjects they are discussing. To do so, one has only to stop and think what has happened to the world as a result of six years of war.

The first thing that has happened is that the world, by and large, is very much poorer. Most of its inhabitants are living, and will be living for years to come, at a much lower level of comfort than they enjoyed in 1939. The most obvious cause of this is the actual physical destruction. In Germany every big town that was within reach of the British and American bombers has been wrecked in a way that even we in England, badly bombed though we were, do not find it easy to imagine. Whole areas which once housed hundreds of thousands of people have been reduced to piles of plaster and broken bricks. German industry has perhaps not been smashed beyond repair, but it will certainly need many years of building before the German people have enough houses to live in. And this destruction has not only happened in Germany, but also in Poland, Italy, parts of Austria, Hungary and Greece, and in a large and important area of Soviet Russia. Wherever there has been ground fighting the destruction has been even worse than what was caused by the bombing-planes. Coal mines have been flooded, machinery has been smashed up or looted, locomotives and railway trucks have been destroyed in tens of thousands. One gets some idea of the work of repair that will have to be done if one realises, for instance, that between Paris and Berlin there is hardly a single bridge that has not been blown up.

But perhaps more important than the mere destruction is the fact that in wartime many kinds of necessary work are neglected. Every scrap of steel and every ounce of labour has to be used in the manufacture of weapons, which means not only that it is impossible to supply the public with such things as motor cars, watches, typewriters, refrigerators and wireless sets, but that machinery is not replaced unless it is of a kind to be useful to the war effort. Outside the range of the fighting, the amount of industrial plant may and probably does increase—it has certainly increased to an enormous extent in the United States, for instance—but it is all designed for war purposes and cannot be switched over at a moment’s notice. Factories which were built to make tanks, machine guns, shell-cases and camouflage nets cannot start the next morning to make saucepans, vacuum cleaners, window frames and sewing machines: and meanwhile all of those things are in very short supply. War means taking millions of people away from productive work for years on end, and somehow or other the lost labour has to be made up.

There is also the loss of life, and the huge displacement of populations, which will take years to smooth out. We have no accurate information as to how many people have been killed in battle or in air raids, or have been massacred, or have died in the various famines caused by the war: but it is unlikely that they number less than twenty millions—that is, about one per cent. of the population of the world.4 Besides this, in various parts of Asia and Europe, millions or tens of millions of people have been uprooted from their homes and dumped down somewhere else to begin life anew. The Germans transported at least seven million people, mostly Russians and Poles, in order to use them for forced labour on the land or in industry. Most of them are now finding their way home again, but merely to move them is an enormous undertaking. About two million Germans are in process of being expelled from Czechoslovakia, and millions more have been or will be expelled from East Prussia to make way for the Poles. At the same time large numbers of Poles, previously deported by the Russians, are moving back into Poland, and others are moving out of the eastern provinces of Poland which the U.S.S.R. has now taken over. One must remember that most of these people who have been shifted to and fro are peasants who cannot take their farm machinery and their animals with them when they move. Nearly every European country now has in it masses of homeless, destitute people, and how to feed them is a formidable problem: not only because food is none too plentiful anywhere, but still more because of the shortage of shipping and the all-round damage to communications. So the two countries which have been least damaged by the war—that is, the U.S.A. and Britain—will have to put their main energies to repairing the World.

We know, therefore, without needing to be told, what is the most urgent of the problems now being discussed in Potsdam. It is simply this: how to prevent millions of people in Europe from dying of hunger and cold during this coming winter. And beyond that lies the yet bigger problem of cleaning up the mess. Tens of millions of houses have to be built, hundreds of sunken ships replaced, wrecked coal mines and oil wells put in working order, war industries converted to peaceful purposes, agricultural machinery manufactured and distributed, and trade set flowing again between the continents—and all this after six years of destruction and waste. For several years nearly every country in the world will have to go on living in what are more or less wartime conditions. Industry will still have to be controlled by the state, food and clothes will still have to be rationed, travel will be restricted and long working-hours will be the rule. There is not likely to be much unemployment in the years immediately following the war, because there will be no difficulty in finding markets for such goods as can be produced and transported. Every kind of commodity—coal, oil, cloth, rubber, timber, machinery—is desperately needed by some country or other, and the main difficulties in the way of international trade will be first the lack of transport, and secondly the fact that the countries hardest hit by the war will have no goods to export. Perhaps in five years from the ending of the war with Japan the world will be reasonably prosperous again: and it is then that certain changes which have been happening under the surface from 1939 onwards will begin to make themselves felt.

One thing which the war has proved is that neither small nor large nations can be fully independent. Even when they are able to support themselves in an economic sense, they are utterly unable to defend themselves against an outside attack. During the past six years a whole string of small nations—Belgium, Jugoslavia, Denmark, Iran, Norway and others—have been overrun by some great power, usually after only a few days’ fighting, and even countries of the size of France and Italy were unequal to making war on a big scale. To be able to make war you have to be able to turn out highly complicated weapons such as tanks and aeroplanes in enormous numbers, which means that only those countries which have big reserves of industrial plant, skilled labour and raw materials can be powerful in a military sense. In the nineteenth century wars were still fought with crude weapons which could be manufactured anywhere: military power was therefore a matter of numbers, and ten small nations whose combined populations added up to 100 millions were—at any rate potentially—stronger than one great nation of 50 millions. Today most of the small nations are unable to produce modern weapons, even in small quantities. High-speed aeroplanes, or large-calibre guns, or pieces of armour plate big enough for battleships, can only be produced in the main industrial areas, of which there are about a dozen in the whole world. It follows that every small nation has to live under the protection, and to some extent under the control, of some big nation, usually its nearest neighbour.

Poland or Finland, for instance, cannot remain even partially independent unless they keep on good terms with Russia. Belgium and Holland have to be protected by Britain and France, or both. The South American countries could and would be conquered by the Japanese or by some European power if they were not guarded by the United States. All this was known, in a sort of way, before the guns started firing in 1939, but the war has emphasised it. For the war has not only brought out the weakness of the small powers, it has also changed the attitude of the great powers. Not merely Germany and Japan, but Britain, Russia and the United States have on a number of occasions invaded small countries without provocation, or have interfered in their internal affairs in a way that few people would have approved of ten years ago. They have been compelled to do so, because otherwise these small countries could have been used as bases of attack against themselves. As a result of the war, all of the great powers have become less scrupulous about respecting neutrality, and less inclined to tolerate hostile governments on their borders. The present tendency is for the world to be cut up into what are called “zones of influence,” with one big country all-powerful within each zone.

Therefore, again without being told, we can make a good guess at another of the subjects now being debated in Potsdam. It is: can the three great victors of the war administer the world as a single unit, or must it be permanently split up into three zones of influence? And if so, where are the boundaries of those zones to be drawn?

Before the war there were seven nations which were usually described as “great powers”—the United States, Britain, Soviet Russia, Germany, France, Italy and Japan. Now only the first three of these remain. France has been greatly weakened, and Italy even more so: Germany’s military power has been broken for a long time to come, and Japan’s as well, and China, in spite of its vast hard-working population, is still too backward to exert any power outside its own borders or even to defend itself unaided. India is even more backward than China. For the time being three nations are supreme, and the kind of future that is before us depends on whether they choose to co-operate or to remain rivals.

If we face the facts, we must realise that the chances are against any genuine organisation for world control being set up at this moment. For quite two years all the signs have pointed in the other direction. The three great powers differ very greatly in outlook and tradition, and when they have recovered from the war their material interests will clash as well. By considering the special position of each of the Big Three—its social and economic system, its resources and its weaknesses—one can get a good idea of the difficulties that are likely to arise.

Of the three great powers, Britain is the weakest. Its population is only 46 million, and within its own borders it has no large supply of any raw material except coal. This means that Britain has to live largely on imported goods, which in the long run have to be paid for by exports. But, because for six years it was compelled to use all its energy in producing weapons of war, Britain has lost most of its overseas markets and has failed to modernise its industries. During the period when war damage is being repaired, Britain will be able to sell anything it can produce, but after that it may be unable to compete with the bigger and more efficient industries of the United States. Without a steady flow of imports and exports, Britain could not keep its navy and air force at the necessary level of efficiency, and might not even be able to survive as an independent nation.

But to set against this, Britain has several great advantages. One is the possession of air and sea bases at important strategic spots such as Gibraltar and Aden. Another is the adherence of the English-speaking Dominions, which are not controlled by Britain but linked to it in a sort of permanent alliance. Britain’s colonial possessions in Asia and Africa are a more doubtful asset. They provide a market for manufactured goods and pay for them with valuable products such as rubber, rice and tin, but in time of war they have to be defended, and the natural desire of their inhabitants for independence makes for constant political friction. By far the biggest of Britain’s possessions, India, is likely to become independent in the fairly near future, and after a few years of re-adjustment the results will probably be beneficial to Britain. Britain has another less obvious but still real advantage in its democratic tradition, which allows it to make great changes without bloodshed and gives it a certain moral authority among the western European nations. Of the three great powers, Britain has the most to gain by international co-operation, and above all it cannot afford to quarrel with the United States.

Soviet Russia has the advantages of a huge and growing population and of unlimited resources of every kind of raw material inside its own territories. Its great size and poor communications make it a difficult country to invade successfully, and it is able to place its most important industries in areas where they cannot be bombed. Its economic system, in which everything is planned and controlled by the State, makes it possible to carry through huge reconstruction schemes, such as the first and second Five Year Plans, and to modernise agriculture and create new industries at short notice. It is therefore easy for Soviet Russia to control the governments and the policies of all the countries of Eastern Europe, and of certain Asiatic countries as well. From the point of view of a peasant who is overworked and permanently in debt, the Russian system means a very great improvement, and it is natural for the populations of the poorer European countries to look towards Russia for leadership. At the moment, however, the Russians have been greatly weakened and impoverished by the war. One of their best industrial areas has been devastated, and to get their agriculture on its feet again they will need quantities of tractors and other farm machinery which will have to be procured from the United States.

Alone among the big countries of the world, the United States has not suffered seriously from the war—indeed, has grown vastly stronger because of it. The industrial power of the United States is so enormous that it has been able to take the major share in two wars and at the same time maintain its own people at a standard of living that no other country could dream of. With existing weapons the United States cannot be directly attacked, no other power can build ships or planes in competition with it, and during the war it has acquired new sea and air bases all over the Atlantic and Pacific. The one great disability from which it suffers is the lack of a strong central government, which often allows its policies to be controlled by irresponsible business men. After the last war the Americans threw away their chance of becoming the leaders of the world by refusing to enter the League of Nations: This time they will not make precisely the same mistake, but they may make the equally bad one of refusing to co-operate with other powers in the matter of tariffs or of air transport.

When one considers the existing differences between the three great powers, one sees that it is not easy for them to combine in a single organisation for the reconstruction of the world. But if they do not do so, if they remain as separate, sovereign states, they are bound to be in constant friction with one another. “Zones of influence” are a very poor solution, because zones inevitably overlap. The British, for example, want a secure sea route to India and Australia, and therefore want control of the Mediterranean: the Russians want control of the Dardanelles. And if you look at the map you can see a dozen places at which the interests of the great powers are bound to clash: for example Persia, Afghanistan and Manchuria. If the great states are unready to give up some of their national sovereignty, then they are bound to develop into enemies of one another. That does not mean that there will immediately be another war. No belligerent nation is able or willing to fight another big-scale war at this moment. But it does mean that there will be first a scramble to secure as big a “zone of influence” as possible, and then a tightening-up of frontiers which will make trade and intercommunication on a world-wide scale impossible. The world will split into three camps, and ultimately into two, for Britain, not strong enough to stand alone, will become part of the American system. The smaller nations will be grouped about the bigger ones, on lines which it is already possible to draw with fair accuracy. Something of the kind has already happened in occupied Europe, where the Russian and the Anglo-American zones are divided by a no-man’s land which makes it impossible to exchange either goods or ideas.

The leaders of the Big Three will have been discussing other topics besides those I have raised. They will have been discussing, for example, the war with Japan, and what to do with the German armament factories, and what to demand in the way of reparations. But their two most urgent and most difficult problems will be how to feed Europe and where to draw its frontiers. The answer to the first may affect the lives of millions, but there is not a human being on the face of the earth whose future will not be affected by the answer to the second. The days are gone when the world could consist of a patchwork of small and genuinely independent states. The choice is between a single world organisation and the survival of two or three giant states, all more or less hostile to one another. We do not yet know which alternative will prevail, but we can have a good idea what each of them would mean. The happiness of ordinary people everywhere is bound up with the first, and it is for them to use their votes, their voices and any other influence they have to bring it into being.




2709. Unpublished Review

25 July 1945


Orwell’s Payments Book has an entry for 25 July 1945 noting a review for the Manchester Evening News for which he was paid £8.8.0. This should have appeared on 26 July, but most of the paper is given over to listing the results of the General Election. There is no notice explaining the non-appearance of Orwell’s feature, ‘Life, People and Books,’ and the review does not seem to have been published at a later date.






2710. Funny, But Not Vulgar

Leader Magazine, 28 July 1945


This article was recorded in Orwell’s Payments Book at 1 December 1944 and is reprinted at that point in this edition; see 2585.






2711. To Mrs. Belloc Lowndes

31 July 1945 Typewritten


Mrs. Belloc Lowndes, sister of Hilaire Belloc, wrote to Orwell on 28 July 1945. She apologised for sending a typed letter—‘my writing is almost illegible,’ she said—but she was keen to tell Orwell how touched and delighted she was by his ‘charming paper’ on her brother in The Leader, ‘Funny, But Not Vulgar,’ 28 July 1945; see 2585. She had sent Hilaire Belloc a copy; he was far from well, she wrote, ‘indeed in a sad state.’ He had lost his eldest son in World War I and his youngest in World War II. She said she followed all Orwell’s writing and hoped she could meet him on her return to London early in September.1



27 B Canonbury Square Islington London N 1

Dear Mrs Belloc Loundes,°

Many thanks for your letter of July 28th. I am glad that Mr Belloc should see what I wrote about him in the “Leader”, as I have always admired his work, much as I disagreed with him politically. It is a pity that the book I was quoting (from memory), “The Modern Traveller,” has not been re-printed. It was a great favourite of mine in my boyhood, but I have not seen a copy for years. It is possible that you might be able to lend me (I would promise to return it) a copy of “The Servile State,” which I have also been trying to get hold of. It is a long time since I read it, and I should like to consult it in connection with an essay I am projecting on James Burnham.

I would certainly like to meet you. I shall probably be out of London during the first half of September and back again in the second half. I have stopped writing for the “Leader,” but it is possible I may start the column in “Tribune” again at some later time.

Yours sincerely

[Signed] Geo. Orwell

George Orwell




2712. To Lydia Jackson

1 August 1945 Typewritten

Dear Lydia,

Of course use the cottage second half of August. Even if I did manage to go down there some time, it wouldn’t be then.

I am still trying to take that cottage in the Hebrides. I don’t know if it will materialise, but if it does, I shall send the Wallington furniture there. That wouldn’t be until early next year, however.

I am frightfully busy, but I am glad to say I have got a good nurse who looks after Richard and cooks my meals as well. Richard is extremely well although he is teething rapidly. He is now 14½ months and weighs about 26 pounds. He can stand up without support but doesn’t actually walk yet, and I don’t want to hurry him as I am afraid he may be too heavy for his legs. He isn’t talking yet, ie. he utters word-like sounds, but no actual words. He doesn’t seem to have taken any harm from the many changes in his short life. When you are back, come over and see us both. I am nearly always at home in the afternoons. Richard has his tea about half past four and I have a high tea about seven. My love to Pat.

Yours

Eric




2713. Review of Memoirs by the Right Hon. Viscount Samuel; Good-Bye to Berlin by Christopher Isherwood; A Room of One’s Own by Virginia Woolf; Thomas Paine by Chapman Cohen

Manchester Evening News, 2 August 1945

Lord Samuel is a reasonable man, and reasonable people are not always the most exciting companions. Those who read his Utopia book (“An Unknown Land,” published about three years ago)1 will remember it as a description of a country so well conducted and so faultless in every way that no ordinarily constituted person could bear to live there for even a fortnight.

It is, therefore, not surprising if his memoirs are less valuable as reading matter than as an accurate record of events, against which doubtful points in contemporary history can be checked.

Lord Samuel was born into a wealthy banking family, and was destined for the Bar, but decided very early in life on a political career. The big dock strike of 1889, William Booth’s “In Darkest England,” and some work on behalf of his elder brother in a County Council election in Whitechapel made him aware of the shameful conditions in which millions of English people had to live, and from then onwards he was a faithful supporter of the Liberal party, which until about 1900 was effectively the only party of the Left.

While he was at Oxford he took a lively interest in local politics, and was partly responsible for trade unionism getting a foothold, for the first time, among the downtrodden Oxfordshire farm labourers.

Activities of that kind were less fashionable in those days than they have since become, and Mr. Samuel (as he then was) sometimes had his door screwed up by rowdy undergraduates while celebrities from London were addressing meetings in his rooms. He was adopted as Liberal candidate for South Oxfordshire soon after he went down from Oxford, but failed to win the seat, and did not enter Parliament until 1902.

The part of this book that is certain to be read with most interest are the chapters dealing with the period between 1914 and 1916. Both before and during the war Lord Samuel held office in the Asquith Government, and he is able to give authoritative judgments on such men as Grey, Haldane, Kitchener, and Lloyd George, and to tell from the inside the story of the abrupt change of Government at the end of 1916.

When Lloyd George took over the Premiership he asked Lord Samuel to continue in his post as Home Secretary, which Lord Samuel refused to do, since he objected not only to the composition of the new Government but to the unscrupulous Press campaign by means of which Asquith had been overthrown.

He adds that Lloyd George, in manœuvring himself into power, was undoubtedly acting in what he believed to be the true interests of the country. This part of the book, consisting largely of extracts from a diary Lord Samuel kept at the time, is of great value as a corrective to the account written many years afterwards by Lloyd George himself.

For the rest these memoirs are rather slow going, though Lord Samuel has known every eminent person from 1890 onwards and has anecdotes about many of them.

He is at his best when he is simply discussing the political events of which he has had a front-seat view, and towards the end of the book there are some well-balanced passages on Munich, rearmament, and foreign policy generally.

It would be absurd to pretend that the sketches and stories assembled by Mr. Christopher Isherwood under the title “Good-bye to Berlin” are on the same level as that little masterpiece, “Mr. Norris Changes Trains,” and since they deal with the same subject matter they even derive part of their charm from the memory of the earlier book.

But they are still very brilliant sketches of a society in decay. In a short foreword Mr. Isherwood explains that his original intention had been to write a huge novel about pre-Hitler Berlin—its projected title was “The Lost”—of which these stories were to form part. The best of them is “The Nowaks,”2 which deals with a Berlin working-class family on the edge of destitution and contains a desolating description of a tuberculosis sanatorium in winter.

Reading such tales as this, the thing that surprises one is not that Hitler came to power, but that he did not do so several years earlier. The book ends with the triumph of the Nazis and Mr. Isherwood’s departure from Berlin.

“Frl. Schroeder [his landlady] is inconsolable … It’s no use trying to explain to her, or talking politics. Already she is adapting herself, as she will adapt herself to every new regime. This morning I even heard her talking reverently about ‘Der Fuehrer’ to the porter’s wife. If anybody were to remind her that, at the elections last November, she voted Communist, she would probably deny it hotly, and in perfect° good faith. … Thousands of people like Frl. Schroeder are acclimatising themselves.”

It is a long time since Mr. Isherwood wrote a novel, and during most of that time he has been sitting at the feet of Mr. Gerald Heard3 in California. The reprinting of these sketches is a reminder of how good a writer he used to be, and will make a lot of people wish that he would abandon Hollywood and come back to Europe to have another look at Berlin.

Virginia Woolf’s little book, a long essay, is a discussion of the handicaps which have prevented women, as compared with men, from producing literature of the first order. What she believes to be the main reason is alluded to in the title of the book. If a writer is to do his best, she says, he needs £500 a year and a room of his own, and far fewer women than men have enjoyed these advantages.

But there are other disabilities, and Miss Woolf invents, among other things, a sister for William Shakespeare,4 not less fitted than her brother, but cut off by the very nature of the society she lives in from any chance of using her rights. At times this book rather overstates the drawbacks from which women suffer, but almost anyone of the male sex could read it with advantage.

“Thomas Paine” is a useful short biography of the great English Radical (for he was an Englishman, a fact that Americans are rather apt to forget) who championed the American colonists and the French revolutionaries, and who helped to draw up the Declaration of Independence.

[Fee: £8.8.0; 1.8.45]




2714. Review of The Rescue by Edward Sackville-West; illustrated by Henry Moore; Limited Edition

The Observer, 5 August 1945

Radio programmes are meant to be heard and not read, and Mr. Sackville-West’s Introduction (or “Preamble,” as he prefers to call it) to “The Rescue” is somewhat more worth reading than the play itself. The play does indeed contain passages which were well worth printing, and the directions as to “effects” and fading have a technical interest: but anyone who did not listen to the actual broadcast will get more profit from the “Preamble,” which is one of the few serious attempts that have yet been made to discuss the possibilities and the largely unsolved problems of radio drama.

“The Rescue,” which was broadcast in two parts, each taking forty-five minutes, is a dramatised version of the last few books of the “Odyssey,” sufficiently recast to give it a slightly melodramatic quality. With a few interludes definitely in verse, and a few others in colloquial prose, it is mostly written in a highly stylised language which trembles on the edge of verse and has an almost continuous musical accompaniment. Part I. shows Penelope hard pressed by the suitors, and Part II. culminates in the triumph of Odysseus. As nearly as possible the strict dramatic form is followed, and the dreary figure, the Narrator, is got rid of: his place is taken by Phemius the poet and the goddess Athene, who are able to give the necessary explanations while taking part in the action.

One would have to hear this play broadcast to know how well it “goes over,” but even when one reads the text there are one or two objections. First, it is questionable whether the “Odyssey” lends itself to radio presentation. With so unfamiliar an art-form as the radio play it is probably wise to choose stories which the listener is likely to know already, but one fact which the microphone brings out is that some stories are much more visual than others. In this case, for instance, the scene in which Odysseus shoots down the suitors with his bow cannot be adequately presented: it has to occur “off” and be described to Penelope by Eumaeus. Moreover, it is a great pity that a serious piece of work such as this should be pervaded, even faintly, by official propaganda. The parallel between Ithaca occupied by the suitors and Greece occupied by the Germans, though it is not pressed, is definitely indicated in Part II., and there is even, in one place, what appears to be an identification of Odysseus with King George of the Hellenes.

In his “Preamble” Mr. Sackville-West is discussing chiefly the problems of musical accompaniment, but he also has some interesting things to say about radio drama in general. As he points out, radio has made it possible to revive the soliloquy (no longer tolerable on the realistic stage), and to play tricks with space and time which would be difficult even in a film. On the other hand, the difficulty, in any broadcast involving more than two or three voices, of making the listener understand what is happening where, and who is speaking to whom, has not been fully overcome. It is usually done by means of a Narrator, who ruins the dramatic effect, or by making the characters drop explanatory remarks, which are likely to hold up the action and have to be managed very skilfully if they are to be convincing.

As yet these problems have been very little studied. The basic reason is that in England, as in almost all countries, radio is a monopoly. There is only one source of radio programmes, the B.B.C., which is as though the entire Press, from “Comic Cuts” to the “Hibbert Journal,” had to be contained within the pages of a single newspaper. Obviously very little time can be set aside for “highbrow” programmes, which the bulk of the listening public actively dislike, and because the B.B.C. is a semi-official organisation it is subject to interference from all kinds of busybodies who raise an outcry whenever they overhear a programme which strikes them as too intelligent. There is also the financial difficulty. A radio programme costs a great deal to produce—“The Rescue,” with a cast of nearly 30 voices, must have cost hundreds of pounds—and it goes on the air only once, or at most two or three times. It is therefore impossible to have elaborate rehearsals, and indeed it is very unusual for the actors to know their parts by heart. It is also impossible to pay the script-writer a sum that would justify the weeks or months of work that go into the writing of a stage play. These conditions do not favour experimental work.

Meanwhile it is encouraging to see radio plays printed in book form, and on good quality paper. If they exist in print they are more likely to be revived, and if it became normal for radio programmes to make more than one appearance, it would be easier for those who write them to take them seriously.

[Fee: £10.0.0; 2.8.45]




2715. To Geoffrey Earle

8 August 1945 Typewritten


Geoffrey Earle, a programme assistant in the BBC’s Services Educational Unit, recorded a note on 20 July 1945 that he had tentatively approached Orwell ‘as to the possibility of his writing “Jack London” biography and interview arranged for Thursday, 26 July.’ This is annotated by Earle indicating that on 26 July, Orwell agreed to submit a script. On 27 July, N. E. Wadsley of the Services Educational Unit wrote to Programme Copyright advising them that Orwell was writing a script, to be broadcast on 8 October 1945, which would be ‘embodying two or three voices.’ He asked whether this was sufficient information for the preparation of a contract or whether more details were required. A handwritten note states that these programmes may be relayed by ‘our own networks in Italy and Germany to augment reception.’ A requisition for the programme, with a fee of £15.15.0, is dated 7 August, and on that day, Earle wrote to Orwell to ask him to let him know fairly soon the number and type of voices he would need. He also asked him whether he had thought further ‘along the lines of a dramatised short story.’ Orwell replied on 8 August.



27 B Canonbury Square Islington London N 11

Dear Mr Earle,

With reference to your letter dated August 7th.

I have only rather roughly projected the Jack London script so far, but the way I thought of it was as critical and biographical passages interspersed with fragments from two or three of the stories. The stories I should probably choose would be some or all of the following: “Just Meat,” “A Piece of Steak,” “The Chinago” and “Love of Life.” Any of these could be managed by at most two voices plus narrator. So if we had three voices (capable of being fairly dramatic), that would be enough, and I could manage the critical passages myself, unless you think I am too bad a broadcaster. (I have occasionally broadcast on the Home Service and recently did two talks for the Schools Service.)

As to the dramatised short stories. I enclose a script of one, “Crainquebille.” This was the first we did and not the most successful. I think the most successful was “A Slip under the Microscope” (by H. G. Wells), of which I have lost the script. They would probably have a copy at 200 Oxford Street, and possibly the discs. These broadcasts were done towards the end of 1943.

I should emphasise that these particular stories, besides being very long (half hour programmes), were chosen with an eye to the Indian student audience. I am only sending the enclosed script to show the technique we followed. I think the best of all was a fairy story, “The Emperor’s New Clothes,” which was done as a 15 minute programme and went out on other services besides the Indian. Stories by Kipling, Conan Doyle, Jack London and perhaps Maupassant would lend themselves well to this treatment.

Yours sincerely

[Signed] Geo. Orwell

George Orwell

PS. I’ve just found the script of “The Fox” so am enclosing that too.




2716. To Leonard Moore

8 August 1945 Typewritten

27 B Canonbury Square Islington London N 1

Dear Mr Moore,

Some French publishers are enquiring after the translation rights of BURMESE DAYS and ANIMAL FARM. They have been in communication about this with Warburg, who apparently gave them your name but not your address. Can you send them copies of both books. Their address is:

Editions Nagel Paris

47 Rue Blanche

Paris

FRANCE.

A Penguin copy of BURMESE DAYS would do. If you haven’t a copy I have one I can give you.1

They are also, of course, asking about terms. Please don’t be hard on them, as there is never much money in that kind of thing any way, and it would be a great thing if these books could be translated, especially ANIMAL FARM.2

Yours sincerely

[Signed] Eric Blair

Eric Blair




2717. They Throw New Light on India [book reviews]

Manchester Evening News, 9 August 1945

One of the Penguin books listed as “recent or forthcoming” is “Coolie,” by Mulk Raj Anand,1 who is also the author of “The Village,” “Two Leaves and a Bud,” “The Sword and the Sickle,” and other novels of Indian life.

Mr. Anand is one of the small group of Indian writers who prefers to write in English, and whose appearance during the past twenty years marks an important turning-point in Anglo-Indian relations. Others in this class are Ahmed Ali, Iqbal Singh, Narayana Menon, and the Eurasian novelist, Cedric Dover.2

Some of these writers have probably chosen English as their medium, because they can thus reach a larger audience, but they have made it very much their own, and even show signs of evolving a distinguishable dialect, comparable to Irish-English. Ahmed Ali’s “Morning in Delhi,” for instance, is an exquisite piece of writing, but one would probably know without being told that it had not been written by an Englishman.

The advantage that these writers derive from their double Orientation is that they can bring the real India direct to the British public. The “Sahibs,” who used to loom so large in Anglo-Indian literature, but who in fact make up less than one in a thousand of India’s population, do not dominate their stories.

And in addition to those who write in English, there are others—the short-story writer Prem Chand is an example—who stick to Hindustani but have been influenced by European writers such as Maupassant, and whose stories, when translated, are immediately intelligible to an English reader. From this group of writers one can get a picture of life in the village and the bazaar that one could not get from any English novelist or from any purely Indian source.

Before the time of Kipling the British dominion in India sometimes produced interesting documents such as diaries kept during the Mutiny, but very little imaginative literature.

Kipling seems to have been almost the first English writer to notice, or at any rate to exploit, the picturesqueness of the Indian scene. He is accused, justly enough, of a snobbish and crudely Imperialistic outlook, but what is best in his work derives from the fact that he did not really belong to the Anglo-Indian hierarchy.

As a very young man he was the ill-paid sub-editor of a newspaper in Lahore, and books like “Plain Tales From the Hills” and “Soldiers Three” draw their vitality from that period, and from his childhood memories. But Kipling’s books are essentially about British India. Even “Kim,” which tells—not very convincingly—the story of an Indian boy, is dominated by the godlike figure of a British official.

In writing of Indians, Kipling is never able to escape from a patronising attitude, which degenerates into brutal insensitiveness when any political issue arises. Flora Annie Steel, far less gifted than Kipling and now almost forgotten, made a more serious effort to appreciate the Indian point of view.3

The next milestone after Kipling was E. M. Forster’s “A Passage to India,” which was published in 1924. This still is, and probably will always remain, the best novel written about India by an English writer. It took an accidental circumstance to produce it, for Mr. Forster gathered his experiences not in British India proper but in an Indian State. But the change of outlook that it marks was the product of developments in England.

Belief in white superiority had been deflated to the point at which it was possible to think of an Indian not as a picturesque feudal retainer, nor even as a downtrodden victim, but simply as an individual. The strength of the book lies in the fact that though, in a political sense, Forster sides with the Indians against the British, he does not feel obliged to represent them morally or intellectually superior.

Almost all the characters, English and Indians alike, are shown as corrupted by Imperialism, capable of decent impulses and worthy of pity.

After Forster, “sophisticated” books about India became somewhat commoner. Examples are Edward Thompson’s “An Indian Day.” J. S. Collis’s “Trials in Burma,”4 and a very “light” novel, but displaying a lack of colour-consciousness which would have been impossible a few years earlier—J. R. Ackerley’s “Hindoo Holiday.”

“A Passage to India” will survive as a novel if anything in contemporary literature survives, but what already “dates” it as a social document is its theme. It deals with the impossibility, inside the Imperialist framework, of true friendship between an Indian and an Englishman. At that time (the book was probably conceived round about 1913) this theme was almost forced upon any honest writer who touched the subject of India at all. In the near future, however, it is probable that we shall see novels about India which have a different approach.

For the uneasy relationship that Forster so delicately described is not likely to last much longer. India is bound to win its independence before many years are past, and at the same time a new kind of contact has been established through the presence of hundreds of thousands of British soldiers—not, as in the old days, illiterate mercenaries, but well-educated conscripts—on Indian soil. It is on their experiences that the next batch of Indian novels will probably be founded.

Meanwhile we can learn most about India from the little group of Indians who write in English. They are not very well known to the British public, and they have had almost no encouragement from the British Government, which has never grasped the importance of the English language as a link between Asia and Europe. In a way the most interesting of them is Cedric Dover, author of “Half-Caste,” one of the very few writers who have told the outside world anything about the small but important Eurasian community.

Indeed, the only other books on this subject that come to mind are those of Peter Blundell—“Mr. Podd of Borneo” and others—which are “light” in the extreme, but still quite informative. Penguin Books would do a good service to Anglo-Indian relations if they would follow up “Coolie” with “Half-Caste” and a collection of Ahmed Ali’s sketches of old Delhi.

[Fee: £8.8.0; 8.8.45]




2718. To Eric Warman

11 August 1945


Sotheby’s Catalogue for a sale on 21 February 1978 offers a letter by Orwell from Canonbury Square to Eric Warman, literary editor for the publishing firm Paul Elek. He agrees to write a preface to a volume of Jack London’s stories—‘I am rather a fan of Jack London’s’—and asks for details of the length required and by when it is wanted: ‘I can’t do it if you wanted it, for instance, within the next month.’

It has not proved possible to trace the buyer of this letter. Orwell’s introduction was published in Love of Life and Other Stories by Jack London (November 1946); see 2781.






2719. London Letter, 15–16 August 19451

Partisan Review, Fall 1945

Dear Editors,

I have put off starting this letter until today, hoping that some unmistakeable symptom might indicate what the Labor government intends doing. However, nothing very revealing has happened up to date, and I can discuss the situation only in general terms. In order to see what the Labor Party is up against, one has to consider the background against which it won its victory.

It is fashionable to say that all the causes we fought for have been defeated, but this seems to me a gross exaggeration. The fact that after six years of war we can hold a general election in a quite orderly way, and throw out a Prime Minister who has enjoyed almost dictatorial powers, shows that we have gained something by not losing the war. But still the general outlook is black enough. Western Europe is mostly on the verge of starvation. Throughout eastern Europe there is a “revolution from above,” imposed by the Russians, which probably benefits the poorer peasants but kills in advance any possibility of democratic Socialism. Between the two zones there is an impenetrable barrier which runs slap across economic frontiers. Germany, already devastated to an extent that people in this country can’t imagine, is to be plundered more efficiently than after Versailles, and some twelve million of its population are to be evicted from their homes. Everywhere there is indescribable confusion, mix-up of populations, destruction of dwelling-houses, bridges and railway tracks, flooding of coal mines, shortage of every kind of necessity, and lack of transport to distribute even such goods as exist. In the Far East hundreds of thousands of people, if the reports are truthful, have been blown to fragments by atomic bombs, and the Russians are getting ready to bite another chunk off the carcass of China. In India, Palestine, Persia, Egypt and other countries, troubles that the average person in England has not even heard of are just about ready to boil over.

And Britain’s own situation is none too rosy. We have lost most of our markets and overseas investments, twelve million tons of our shipping have gone to the bottom, much of our industry is hopelessly antiquated, and our coal mines are in such a state that for years it will be impossible to get enough coal out of them. We have ahead of us the enormous job of reconstructing industry and recapturing markets in the teeth of overwhelming competition from the USA, and at the same time we have to build millions of houses and to keep up armed forces larger than we can afford in order to hold on to our precarious supplies of oil. No one, I think, expects the next few years to be easy ones, but on the whole people did vote Labor because of the belief that a Left government means family allowances, higher old age pensions, houses with bathrooms, etc., rather than from any internationalist consideration. They look to a Labor government to make them more secure and, after a few years, more comfortable, and the chief danger of the situation lies in the fact that English people have never been made to grasp that the sources of their prosperity lie outside England. The parochial outlook of the Labor Party itself is largely responsible for this.

I have already written on the election and I do not want to repeat what I said. But I must re-emphasise two points. One—not everyone agrees with me about this, but it is the impression I gathered in the London constituencies—is that the election was fought on domestic issues. Even Russophile feeling was a secondary factor. The other is that the turnover of votes was not enormous. Looking back at the last letter I sent you, I find that I was wrong on several points, and above all in predicting that the Conservatives would win. But everybody else, so far as I know, was also wrong, and even when the Gallup polls indicated that about 46 percent would vote Labor, the newspapers of the Left would go only so far as predicting a stalemate. The anomalies of the English electoral system usually work in favor of the Conservatives, and everyone assumed that they would do so again. Actually they worked the other way, for once, and everyone was stunned with surprise when the results were announced. But I was also wrong in suggesting that the Labor leaders might flinch from power and hence fight the election half-heartedly. It was a genuine enough fight, and it turned on issues that were serious so far as they went. Everyone who took an interest saw that the only chance of getting the Tories out was to vote Labor, and the minor parties were ignored. The twenty candidates put up by the Communists only won about 100,000 votes between them, and the Common Wealth did equally badly.2 I think that the democratic tradition came out of the election fairly well. Tory efforts to turn the whole thing into a sort of plebiscite only excited disgust, and though the big masses appeared uninterested, they did go into the polling booths and vote at the last minute—against Churchill, as it turned out. But one cannot take this slide to the Left as meaning that Britain is on the verge of revolution. In spite of the discontent smouldering in the armed forces, the mood of the country seems to me less revolutionary, less Utopian, even less hopeful, than it was in 1940 or 1942. Of the votes cast in the election, at most 50 percent could be considered as outright votes for Socialism, and about another 10 percent as votes for nationalisation of certain key industries.

A Labor government may be said to mean business if it (a) nationalises land, coal mines, railways, public utilities and banks, (b) offers India immediate Dominion Status (this is a minimum), and (c) purges the bureaucracy, the army, the Diplomatic Service etc., so thoroughly as to forestall sabotage from the Right. The symptoms to watch for are an all-round swapping of ambassadors, the abolition of the India Office and, after Parliament reassembles, a battle with the House of Lords. If these don’t happen, it is a good bet that no really radical economic change is intended. But the success or failure of the government does not depend solely on its willingness to fullfil its promises. It also has to re-educate public opinion at short notice, which to a large extent means fighting against its own past propaganda.

The weakness of all leftwing parties is their inability to tell the truth about the immediate future. When you are in opposition, and are trying to win support for a new economic and political programme, it is your job to make people discontented, and you almost inevitably do it by telling them that they will be better off in a material sense when the new programme is introduced. You probably don’t tell them, what may very well be true, that they won’t experience any benefit immediately, but only after, say, twenty years. The British people have never been warned, i.e. by the Left, that the introduction of Socialism may mean a serious drop in the standard of living. Nearly all left wingers, from Laborites to Trotskyists, would regard it as political suicide to say any such thing. Yet in my opinion it is probably true, at least in the case of a country like Britain, which lives partly by exploiting the colored peoples. To continue exploiting them is incompatible with the spirit of Socialism, while to stop doing so would entail a difficult reconstruction period during which our own standard of living might fall catastrophically. In one form and another this problem comes up again and again, and, except for the minority who have travelled outside Europe, I have never met an English Socialist who would face it. The stock answer is that we should lose nothing by liberating India and the colonies, since they would then develop more rapidly and their purchasing power would increase, which would be to our advantage—all true enough, but overlooking the interim period, which is the crux of the matter. The colored peoples themselves are not to be fobbed off with such easy answers, and indeed they are inclined to think of British prosperity as more dependent on imperialist exploitation than it actually is. When the Beveridge Report was first published, it had to be somewhat soft-pedalled in the news bulletins to India. There was danger that it would cause serious resentment, the likeliest Indian reaction being: “They are making themselves comfortable at our expense.”

Similarly, the calamity of the war, and the impoverishment of the world as a whole, have not been fully brought home to the British people. I think they grasp that the reconversion of industry will be a big job, involving rationing and “direction” of labor over a long period, but are less well aware that the devastation of Europe must react badly on our own economy. It is extraordinary how little protest there has been against the proposal to turn Germany into a sort of overcrowded rural slum. In looking to the future, people think in terms of re-distributing the national income, and don’t pause to reflect that that income is itself dependent on world conditions. They have had the Beveridge Scheme, raising of the school-leaving age, and so forth, whisked in front of their noses, and no one has told them that for a long time to come we may be unable to afford any improvement in our way of life. Sometimes at Labor meetings during the election I tried the experiment of asking at question time: “What is the Labor Party’s policy towards India?” I always got some such perfunctory answer as “Of course the Labor Party is in the completest sympathy with the Indian people’s aspiration towards independence,” and there the subject dropped, neither speakers nor audiences having the faintest interest in it. I don’t think throughout the election I heard a Labor speaker spontaneously mention India, and they rarely mentioned Europe except to make the demagogic and misleading claim that a government of the Left would be able to “come to an understanding with Soviet Russia.” It is easy to see what dangers are contained in this optimism about home affairs and disregard of conditions abroad. The trouble could come to a head in dozens of ways—over India or the colonies, over the need to cut our rations further in order to prevent occupied Germany from starving, over mobility of labor, over the inevitable muddles and failures in re-housing, and so on and so forth. The great need of the moment is to make people aware of what is happening and why, and to persuade them that Socialism is a better way of life but not necessarily, in its first stages, a more comfortable one. I have no doubt they would accept this if it were put to them in the right way: but at present nothing of the kind is being attempted.

Up to date there has been no definite sign of a re-orientation in foreign policy. A Labor government has fewer reasons than a Conservative one for propping up unpopular monarchs and dictators, but it cannot disregard British strategic interests. I think it is an error to suppose, as the public was allowed to suppose during the election, that the Labor leaders will be more subservient to the USSR than the Tories were. After the first few months it will probably be the other way about. Most of them—Laski, for instance, is an exception—have no illusions about the Soviet system, they are involved, as the Tories are not, in the ideological struggle between the eastern and western conceptions of Socialism, and if they choose to stand up to Russia public opinion will support them, whereas Tory motives for opposing Russia were always justly suspect. One probable source of trouble in the near future is Palestine. The Labor Party, and the Left generally, is very strongly committed to support of the Jews against the Arabs, largely because it is only the Jewish case that ever gets a hearing in England. Few English people realize that the Palestine issue is partly a color issue and that an Indian nationalist, for instance, would probably side with the Arabs. As to the long-term aspects of international policy, they are largely governed by geography. Britain, not strong enough to compete singlehanded with Russia or America, has three alternatives. One is to carry on as at present, acquiescing in “spheres of interest” and holding the Empire together as well as possible; another is to move definitely into the orbit of the USA; and the other is to liberate India, cut the links with the Dominions, and form a solid bloc of the western European states and their African possessions. Various observers, including scientists, assure me that the third alternative is technically feasable and that such a bloc could be stronger than either the USA or the USSR. But it seems to me a pipe dream. The centrifugal forces in both France and Britain, the two countries that would matter most, are far too strong.

In spite of the difficulties and dangers I have outlined above, the new government starts off in a very strong position. Unless the Party suffers a major split, Labor is secure in office for at least five years, probably longer. Its one serious opponent, the Conservative Party, is discredited and bankrupt of ideas. Moreover the people who are in power this time are not a gang of easily-bribed weaklings like those of 1929. Like nearly everyone else in England, I know very little about Attlee. Someone who does know him tells me that he is in fact the colorless creature that he appears—one of those secondary figures who step into a leading position because of the death or resignation of somebody else, and hold on to it by being industrious and methodical. He certainly has not the magnetism that a statesman needs nowadays, and the cartoonists of the daily press are frankly puzzled to find some outstanding characteristic (cf. Churchill’s cigar, Chamberlain’s umbrella, Lloyd George’s hair) by which they can popularize him. But the other people in a commanding position in the government, Bevin, Morrison, Greenwood, Cripps, Aneurin Bevan, are tougher and abler than their opposite numbers in the Conservative Party, Churchill’s tendency having been to surround himself with yes-men. The composition of the House has altered greatly. For the first time the bulk of the Labor Party members are not trade union officials but come from the constituency parties. Of the 390 Labor members, about 90 are trade union officials and about another 40 are proletarians of one kind or another. The rest are mostly middle-class, and include large numbers of factory managers, doctors, lawyers and journalists. The salaried and professional middle class has now largely “gone left,” and its votes were an important factor in swinging the election. It is difficult to believe that this government will collapse in the same ignominious way as those of 1929 and 1923. Five years should be long enough to tide over the worst period. Heaven knows whether the government has any serious intention of introducing Socialism, but if it has, I don’t see what there is to stop it.

The news of the Japanese surrender came in yesterday about lunchtime, when I was in Fleet Street. There was quite a bit of jubilation in the streets, and people in upstairs offices instantly began tearing up old papers and throwing them out of the window. This idea occurred to everyone simultaneously, and for a couple of miles my bus travelled through a rain of paper fragments which glittered in the sunlight as they came down and littered the pavements ankle deep. It annoyed me rather. In England you can’t get paper to print books on, but apparently there is always plenty of it for this kind of thing. Incidentally the British War Office alone uses more paper than the whole of the book trade.

The prompt surrender of Japan seems to have altered people’s outlook on the atomic bomb. At the beginning everyone I spoke to about it, or overheard in the street, was simply horrified. Now they begin to feel that there’s something to be said for a weapon that could end the war in two days. Much speculation as to “whether the Russians have got it too.” Also, from some quarters, demands that Anglo-America should hand over the secret of the bomb to Russia, which does seem to be carrying trustfulness a bit far.

George Orwell




2720. Review of That Hideous Strength by C. S. Lewis; We Mixed Our Drinks by Nerina Shute

Manchester Evening News, 16 August 1945

On the whole, novels are better when there are no miracles in them. Still, it is possible to think of a fairly large number of worth-while books in which ghosts, magic, second-sight, angels, mermaids, and what-not play a part.

Mr. C. S. Lewis’s “That Hideous Strength” can be included in their number—though, curiously enough, it would probably have been a better book if the magical element had been left out. For in essence it is a crime story, and the miraculous happenings, though they grow more frequent towards the end, are not integral to it.

In general outline, and to some extent in atmosphere, it rather resembles G. K. Chesterton’s “The Man Who Was Thursday.”

Mr. Lewis probably owes something to Chesterton as a writer, and certainly shares his horror of modern machine civilisation (the title of the book, by the way, is taken from a poem about the Tower of Babel) and his reliance on the “eternal verities” of the Christian Church, as against scientific materialism or nihilism.

His book describes the struggle of a little group of sane people against a nightmare that nearly conquers the world. A company of mad scientists—or, perhaps, they are not mad, but have merely destroyed in themselves all human feeling, all notion of good and evil—are plotting to conquer Britain, then the whole planet, and then other planets, until they have brought the universe under their control.

All superfluous life is to be wiped out, all natural forces tamed, the common people are to be used as slaves and vivisection subjects by the ruling caste of scientists, who even see their way to conferring immortal life upon themselves. Man, in short, is to storm the heavens and overthrow the gods, or even to become a god himself.

There is nothing outrageously improbable in such a conspiracy. Indeed, at a moment when a single atomic bomb—of a type already pronounced “obsolete”—has just blown probably three hundred thousand people to fragments, it sounds all too topical. Plenty of people in our age do entertain the monstrous dreams of power that Mr. Lewis attributes to his characters, and we are within sight of the time when such dreams will be realisable.

His description of the N.I.C.E. (National Institute of Co-ordinated Experiments), with its world-wide ramifications, its private army, its secret torture chambers, and its inner ring of adepts ruled over by a mysterious personage known as The Head, is as exciting as any detective story.

It would be a very hardened reader who would not experience a thrill on learning that The Head is actually—however, that would be giving the game away.

One could recommend this book unreservedly if Mr. Lewis had succeeded in keeping it all on a single level. Unfortunately, the supernatural keeps breaking in, and it does so in rather confusing, undisciplined ways. The scientists are endeavouring, among other things, to get hold of the body of the ancient Celtic magician Merlin, who has been buried—not dead, but in a trance—for the last 1,500 years, in hopes of learning from him the secrets of pre-Christian magic.

They are frustrated by a character who is only doubtfully a human being, having spent part of his time on another planet where he has been gifted with eternal youth. Then there is a woman with second sight, one or two ghosts, and various superhuman visitors from outer space, some of them with rather tiresome names which derive from earlier books of Mr. Lewis’s. The book ends in a way that is so preposterous that it does not even succeed in being horrible in spite of much bloodshed.

Much is made of the fact that the scientists are actually in touch with evil spirits, although this fact is known only to the inmost circle. Mr. Lewis appears to believe in the existence of such spirits, and of benevolent ones as well. He is entitled to his beliefs, but they weaken his story, not only because they offend the average reader’s sense of probability but because in effect they decide the issue in advance. When one is told that God and the Devil are in conflict one always knows which side is going to win. The whole drama of the struggle against evil lies in the fact that one does not have supernatural aid. However, by the standard of the novels appearing nowadays, this is a book worth reading.

“We Mixed our Drinks” is one of those books that are valuable in a different way from what the author intended. It is described on the dust jacket as “The autobiography of an odd, rebellious young woman,” and the phrase conveys well enough the narcissistic atmosphere of the whole book. The authoress likes to refer to herself in the third person and by her surname—“Shute did this” and “Shute did that”—a habit which somehow calls to mind a little girl with a pink bow in her hair posing in front of a looking-glass and remarking: “Aren’t I sweet?”

From a sociological point of view, however, the book has value as a sort of postscript to “Cavalcade,”1 a catalogue of all the fashionable follies from about 1930 onwards. Although earning her living mostly by writing film criticism and publicity for cosmetics, Miss Shute has had time to cast a fleeting glance at very nearly everything and to swallow quite a few political nostrums ranging from Soviet Communism to something called Christian Democracy.

Companionate marriage, Mosley’s New Party, Buchmanism, Nudism, Communism, Balletomania, Surrealism, Common Wealth, and many other topics are given the “once-over,” and the narrative is studded with brief comments on famous writers, some of whose names are incorrectly spelt. It all ends happily with a hard-won divorce, a fresh marriage and the conviction that as a result of the war Britain has been born anew.

This is a silly superficial book, but if you want to know something about Lord Beaverbrook’s luncheon manners, or how many fur coats a film star is expected to possess or what the Archbishop of Canterbury said about the Duke of Windsor, Miss Shute is the person to tell you.

[Fee: £8.8.0; 15.8.45]




2721. Publication of Animal Farm; ‘The Freedom of the Press’

London, 17 August 1945; New York, 26 August 1946


Animal Farm was published in London by Secker & Warburg on 17 August 1945 and in New York by Harcourt, Brace on 26 August 1946. The first English edition was of 4,500 copies. A second impression, of 10,000 copies, was published in November 1945 (see 2766, n. 2); a third, of 6,000 copies, in October 1946. These all sold at 6s 0d per copy. The first cheap edition—5,000 copies at 3s 6d—was published by Secker & Warburg in May 1949. Thus, by the time Orwell died, 25,500 copies of Animal Farm had been issued in Britain. The first American edition comprised 50,000 copies; two impressions, of 430,000 and 110,000 copies, were issued as Book-of-the-Month Club editions; and a separate Canadian edition of 2,000 copies appeared in November 1946. According to Ian Willison’s thesis (1953), the copy in the American Library in London has an additional imprint (Kingsport Press, Kingsport, Tenn.) suggesting a second impression, but Harcourt, Brace, the publishers, advised Willison that they issued only one impression. Willison records translations into Portuguese, Swedish, Norwegian, German (in one Swiss and two German-national versions), Polish, Persian (via the British Central Office of Information), Dutch, French, Italian, Ukrainian, Danish, Estonian, Spanish, Korean, Japanese, Telugu, Icelandic, and Russian by the time Orwell died. Many editions and translations have followed, of which the Penguin edition is probably the most commonly available. The first Penguin edition, of 60,000 copies, was published on 27 July 1951, and a second impression, of 40,000 copies, was issued on 24 October 1952. These sold at 1s 6d and 2s 0d respectively. Secker & Warburg published a corrected edition in the Complete Works series, as Volume VIII, in 1987; a Penguin reprint of that edition was published in 1989.

Orwell wrote a preface for Animal Farm, under the title ‘The Freedom of the Press,’ and space was left for it, as the pagination of the proofs shows. However, it was not included. The typescript was found many years later by Ian Angus and first published in the Times Literary Supplement, 15 September 1972, and then in the New York Times Magazine, 8 October 1972, on each occasion with an introduction by Bernard Crick. In March 1947, Orwell wrote a special preface for the Ukrainian edition of Animal Farm. ‘The Freedom of the Press’ is reproduced here from Orwell’s typescript; for the Ukrainian introduction, see 3198. Full details of the publishing history of these prefaces are given in CW, VIII.

Animal Farm was widely reviewed and has been subject to much comment since. Two contemporary reviews might be mentioned here. Tosco Fyvel, in Tribune, 24 August 1945, called Animal Farm a ‘gentle satire on a certain State and on the illusions of an age which may already be behind us.’ On 7 September, Julian Symons responded:


Is it not pulling punches a little to call George Orwell’s Animal Farm a “gentle satire on a certain State”? Should we not expect, in Tribune at least, acknowledgment of the fact that it is a satire not at all gentle upon a particular State—Soviet Russia? I suggest that it is begging a central question which will certainly be raised elsewhere to view Animal Farm simply as a fairy story: it is in fact a political satire, which cannot be considered without reference to its truth or falsity to facts. It seems to me that (again I would say particularly in Tribune) a reviewer should have the courage to identify Napoleon with Stalin, and Snowball with Trotsky, and express an opinion favourable or unfavourable to the author, upon a political ground. In a hundred years’ time perhaps, Animal Farm, which we can all agree is brilliantly written, may be simply a fairy story: today it is a political satire with a good deal of point.



Simon Watson Taylor, reviewing Animal Farm in Freedom—Through Anarchism, 25 August 1945, though he does not make identifications, does spell out what he calls the grim moral of this ‘delightfully amusing and witty story of a Revolution that Went Wrong,’ that (as anarchists had repeatedly stated), ‘power corrupts all who succeed in achieving it, and no one with power in his hands escapes its taint. Further, not only is this corruption inevitable but it always shows itself on an increasingly virulent scale …. It is this all-important fact which our Tame Communists, living in their two-dimensional world of Party and Leadership, seem utterly unable to realize. … I am prepared to claim on behalf of Mr. Orwell that Animal Farm is of far greater significance than its unassuming title would suggest.’

Despite its great success, Orwell’s earnings from Animal Farm were not as great as these long runs might suggest. On 23 January 1950, shortly after Orwell died, the Evening Standard stated: ‘Animal Farm made for him at least £12,000. This may seem a low figure, but the majority of the sales were at the low prices of the American Book of the Month Club.’ It is not now possible to check the reliability of the figure given by the Evening Standard.



THE FREEDOM OF THE PRESS

This book was first thought of, so far as the central idea goes, in 1937, but was not written down until about the end of 1943. By the time when it came to be written it was obvious that there would be great difficulty in getting it published (in spite of the present book shortage which ensures that anything describable as a book will ‘sell’), and in the event it was refused by four publishers. Only one of these had any ideological motive. Two had been publishing anti-Russian books for years, and the other had no noticeable political colour. One publisher actually started by accepting the book, but after making the preliminary arrangements he decided to consult the Ministry of Information, who appear to have warned him, or at any rate strongly advised him, against publishing it. Here is an extract from his letter:


I mentioned the reaction I had had from an important official in the Ministry of Information with regard to Animal Farm. I must confess that this expression of opinion has given me seriously to think. … I can see now that it might be regarded as something which it was highly ill-advised to publish at the present time. If the fable were addressed generally to dictators and dictatorships at large then publication would be all right, but the fable does follow, as I see now, so completely the progress of the Russian Soviets and their two dictators, that it can apply only to Russia, to the exclusion of the other dictatorships. Another thing: it would be less offensive if the predominant caste in the fable were not pigs.fn1 I think the choice of pigs as the ruling caste will no doubt give offence to many people, and particularly to anyone who is a bit touchy, as undoubtedly the Russians are.



This kind of thing is not a good symptom. Obviously it is not desirable that a government department should have any power of censorship (except security censorship, which no one objects to in war time) over books which are not officially sponsored. But the chief danger to freedom of thought and speech at this moment is not the direct interference of the MOI or any official body. If publishers and editors exert themselves to keep certain topics out of print, it is not because they are frightened of prosecution but because they are frightened of public opinion. In this country intellectual cowardice is the worst enemy a writer or journalist has to face, and that fact does not seem to me to have had the discussion it deserves.

Any fairminded person with journalistic experience will admit that during this war official censorship has not been particularly irksome. We have not been subjected to the kind of totalitarian ‘co-ordination’ that it might have been reasonable to expect. The press has some justified grievances, but on the whole the Government has behaved well and has been surprisingly tolerant of minority opinions. The sinister fact about literary censorship in England is that it is largely voluntary. Unpopular ideas can be silenced, and inconvenient facts kept dark, without the need for any official ban. Anyone who has lived long in a foreign country will know of instances of sensational items of news—things which on their own merits would get the big headlines—being kept right out of the British press, not because the Government intervened but because of a general tacit agreement that ‘it wouldn’t do’ to mention that particular fact. So far as the daily newspapers go, this is easy to understand. The British press is extremely centralised, and most of it is owned by wealthy men who have every motive to be dishonest on certain important topics. But the same kind of veiled censorship also operates in books and periodicals, as well as in plays, films and radio. At any given moment there is an orthodoxy, a body of ideas which it is assumed that all right-thinking people will accept without question. It is not exactly forbidden to say this, that or the other, but it is ‘not done’ to say it, just as in mid-Victorian times it was ‘not done’ to mention trousers in the presence of a lady. Anyone who challenges the prevailing orthodoxy finds himself silenced with surprising effectiveness. A genuinely unfashionable opinion is almost never given a fair hearing, either in the popular press or in the highbrow periodicals.

At this moment what is demanded by the prevailing orthodoxy is an uncritical admiration of Soviet Russia. Everyone knows this, nearly everyone acts on it. Any serious criticism of the Soviet régime, any disclosure of facts which the Soviet government would prefer to keep hidden, is next door to unprintable. And this nation-wide conspiracy to flatter our ally takes place, curiously enough, against a background of genuine intellectual tolerance. For though you are not allowed to criticise the Soviet government, at least you are reasonably free to criticise our own. Hardly anyone will print an attack on Stalin, but it is quite safe to attack Churchill, at any rate in books and periodicals. And throughout five years of war, during two or three of which we were fighting for national survival, countless books, pamphlets and articles advocating a compromise peace have been published without interference. More, they have been published without exciting much disapproval. So long as the prestige of the USSR is not involved, the principle of free speech has been reasonably well upheld. There are other forbidden topics, and I shall mention some of them presently, but the prevailing attitude towards the USSR is much the most serious symptom. It is, as it were, spontaneous, and is not due to the action of any pressure group.

The servility with which the greater part of the English intelligentsia have swallowed and repeated Russian propaganda from 1941 onwards would be quite astounding if it were not that they have behaved similarly on several earlier occasions. On one controversial issue after another the Russian viewpoint has been accepted without examination and then publicised with complete disregard to historical truth or intellectual decency. To name only one instance, the BBC celebrated the twenty-fifth anniversary of the Red Army without mentioning Trotsky. This was about as accurate as commemorating the battle of Trafalgar without mentioning Nelson, but it evoked no protest from the English intelligentsia. In the internal struggles in the various occupied countries, the British press has in almost all cases sided with the faction favoured by the Russians and libelled the opposing faction, sometimes suppressing material evidence in order to do so. A particularly glaring case was that of Colonel Mihailovich, the Jugoslav Chetnik leader. The Russians, who had their own Jugoslav protégé in Marshal Tito, accused Mihailovich of collaborating with the Germans. This accusation was promptly taken up by the British press: Mihailovich’s supporters were given no chance of answering it, and facts contradicting it were simply kept out of print. In July of 1943 the Germans offered a reward of 100,000 gold crowns for the capture of Tito, and a similar reward for the capture of Mihailovich. The British press ‘splashed’ the reward for Tito, but only one paper mentioned (in small print) the reward for Mihailovich; and the charges of collaborating with the Germans continued.1 Very similar things happened during the Spanish civil war. Then, too, the factions on the Republican side which the Russians were determined to crush were recklessly libelled in the English leftwing° press, and any statement in their defence even in letter form, was refused publication. At present, not only is serious criticism of the USSR considered reprehensible, but even the fact of the existence of such criticism is kept secret in some cases. For example, shortly before his death Trotsky had written a biography of Stalin. One may assume that it was not an altogether unbiased book, but obviously it was saleable. An American publisher had arranged to issue it and the book was in print—I believe the review copies had been sent out—when the USSR entered the war. The book was immediately withdrawn. Not a word about this has ever appeared in the British press, though clearly the existence of such a book, and its suppression, was a news item worth a few paragraphs.

It is important to distinguish between the kind of censorship that the English literary intelligentsia voluntarily impose upon themselves, and the censorship that can sometimes be enforced by pressure groups. Notoriously, certain topics cannot be discussed because of ‘vested interests’. The best-known case is the patent medicine racket. Again, the Catholic Church has considerable influence in the press and can silence criticism of itself to some extent. A scandal involving a Catholic priest is almost never given publicity, whereas an Anglican priest who gets into trouble (e.g. the Rector of Stiffkey2) is headline news. It is very rare for anything of an anti-Catholic tendency to appear on the stage or in a film. Any actor can tell you that a play or film which attacks or makes fun of the Catholic Church is liable to be boycotted in the press and will probably be a failure. But this kind of thing is harmless, or at least it is understandable. Any large organisation will look after its own interests as best it can, and overt propaganda is not a thing to object to. One would no more expect the Daily Worker to publicise unfavourable facts about the USSR than one would expect the Catholic Herald to denounce the Pope. But then every thinking person knows the Daily Worker and the Catholic Herald for what they are. What is disquieting is that where the USSR and its policies are concerned one cannot expect intelligent criticism or even, in many cases, plain honesty from Liberal3 writers and journalists who are under no direct pressure to falsify their opinions. Stalin is sacrosanct and certain aspects of his policy must not be seriously discussed. This rule has been almost universally observed since 1941, but it had operated, to a greater extent than is sometimes realised, for ten years earlier than that. Throughout that time, criticism of the Soviet régime from the left could only obtain a hearing with difficulty. There was a huge output of anti-Russian literature, but nearly all of it was from the Conservative angle and manifestly dishonest, out of date and actuated by sordid motives. On the other side there was an equally huge and almost equally dishonest stream of pro-Russian propaganda, and what amounted to a boycott on anyone who tried to discuss all-important questions in a grown-up manner. You could, indeed, publish anti-Russian books, but to do so was to make sure of being ignored or misrepresented by nearly the whole of the highbrow press. Both publicly and privately you were warned that it was ‘not done’. What you said might possibly be true, but it was ‘inopportune’ and ‘played into the hands of’ this or that reactionary interest. This attitude was usually defended on the ground that the international situation, and the urgent need for an Anglo-Russian alliance, demanded it; but it was clear that this was a rationalisation. The English intelligentsia, or a great part of it, had developed a nationalistic loyalty towards the USSR, and in their hearts they felt that to cast any doubt on the wisdom of Stalin was a kind of blasphemy. Events in Russia and events elsewhere were to be judged by different standards. The endless executions in the purges of 1936–8 were applauded by life-long opponents of capital punishment, and it was considered equally proper to publicise famines when they happened in India and to conceal them when they happened in the Ukraine. And if this was true before the war, the intellectual atmosphere is certainly no better now.

But now to come back to this book of mine. The reaction towards it of most English intellectuals will be quite simple: ‘It oughtn’t to have been published.’ Naturally, those reviewers who understand the art of denigration will not attack it on political grounds but on literary ones. They will say that it is a dull, silly book and a disgraceful waste of paper. This may well be true, but it is obviously not the whole of the story. One does not say that a book ‘ought not to have been published’ merely because it is a bad book. After all, acres of rubbish are printed daily and no one bothers. The English intelligentsia, or most of them, will object to this book because it traduces their Leader and (as they see it) does harm to the cause of progress. If it did the opposite they would have nothing to say against it, even if its literary faults were ten times as glaring as they are. The success of, for instance, the Left Book Club over a period of four or five years shows how willing they are to tolerate both scurrility and slipshod writing, provided that it tells them what they want to hear.

The issue involved here is quite a simple one: Is every opinion, however unpopular—however foolish, even—entitled to a hearing? Put it in that form and nearly any English intellectual will feel that he ought to say ‘Yes’. But give it a concrete shape, and ask, ‘How about an attack on Stalin? Is that entitled to a hearing?’, and the answer more often than not will be ‘No’. In that case the current orthodoxy happens to be challenged, and so the principle of free speech lapses. Now, when one demands liberty of speech and of the press, one is not demanding absolute liberty. There always must be, or at any rate there always will be, some degree of censorship, so long as organised societies endure. But freedom, as Rosa Luxembourg° said, is ‘freedom for the other fellow’. The same principle is contained in the famous words of Voltaire: ‘I detest what you say; I will defend to the death your right to say it.’ If the intellectual liberty which without a doubt has been one of the distinguishing marks of western civilisation means anything at all, it means that everyone shall have the right to say and to print what he believes to be the truth, provided only that it does not harm the rest of the community in some quite unmistakable way. Both capitalist democracy and the western versions of Socialism have till recently taken that principle for granted. Our Government, as I have already pointed out, still makes some show of respecting it. The ordinary people in the street—partly, perhaps, because they are not sufficiently interested in ideas to be intolerant about them—still vaguely hold that ‘I suppose everyone’s got a right to their own opinion.’ It is only, or at any rate it is chiefly, the literary and scientific intelligentsia, the very people who ought to be the guardians of liberty, who are beginning to despise it, in theory as well as in practice.

One of the peculiar phenomena of our time is the renegade Liberal. Over and above the familiar Marxist claim that ‘bourgeois liberty’ is an illusion, there is now a widespread tendency to argue that one can only defend democracy by totalitarian methods. If one loves democracy, the argument runs, one must crush its enemies by no matter what means. And who are its enemies? It always appears that they are not only those who attack it openly and consciously, but those who ‘objectively’ endanger it by spreading mistaken doctrines. In other words, defending democracy involves destroying all independence of thought. This argument was used, for instance, to justify the Russian purges. The most ardent Russophile hardly believed that all of the victims were guilty of all the things they were accused of: but by holding heretical opinions they ‘objectively’ harmed the régime, and therefore it was quite right not only to massacre them but to discredit them by false accusations. The same argument was used to justify the quite conscious lying that went on in the leftwing press about the Trotskyists and other Republican minorities in the Spanish civil war. And it was used again as a reason for yelping against habeas corpus when Mosley was released in 1943.

These people don’t see that if you encourage totalitarian methods, the time may come when they will be used against you instead of for you. Make a habit of imprisoning Fascists without trial, and perhaps the process won’t stop at Fascists. Soon after the suppressed Daily Worker had been reinstated, I was lecturing to a workingmen’s college in South London. The audience were working-class and lower-middle class intellectuals—the same sort of audience that one used to meet at Left Book Club branches. The lecture had touched on the freedom of the press, and at the end, to my astonishment, several questioners stood up and asked me: Did I not think that the lifting of the ban on the Daily Worker was a great mistake? When asked why, they said that it was a paper of doubtful loyalty and ought not to be tolerated in war time. I found myself defending the Daily Worker, which has gone out of its way to libel me more than once. But where had these people learned this essentially totalitarian outlook? Pretty certainly they had learned it from the Communists themselves! Tolerance and decency are deeply rooted in England, but they are not indestructible, and they have to be kept alive partly by conscious effort. The result of preaching totalitarian doctrines is to weaken the instinct by means of which free peoples know what is or is not dangerous. The case of Mosley illustrates this. In 1940 it was perfectly right to intern Mosley, whether or not he had committed any technical crime. We were fighting for our lives and could not allow a possible quisling to go free. To keep him shut up, without trial, in 1943 was an outrage. The general failure to see this was a bad symptom, though it is true that the agitation against Mosley’s release was partly factitious and partly a rationalisation of other discontents. But how much of the present slide towards Fascist ways of thought is traceable to the ‘anti-Fascism’ of the past ten years and the unscrupulousness it has entailed?

It is important to realise that the current Russomania is only a symptom of the general weakening of the western liberal tradition. Had the MOI chipped in and definitely vetoed the publication of this book, the bulk of the English intelligentsia would have seen nothing disquieting in this. Uncritical loyalty to the USSR happens to be the current orthodoxy, and where the supposed interests of the USSR are involved they are willing to tolerate not only censorship but the deliberate falsification of history. To name one instance. At the death of John Reed, the author of Ten Days that Shook the World—a first-hand account of the early days of the Russian Revolution—the copyright of the book passed into the hands of the British Communist Party, to whom I believe Reed had bequeathed it. Some years later the British Communists, having destroyed the original edition of the book as completely as they could, issued a garbled version from which they had eliminated mentions of Trotsky and also omitted the introduction written by Lenin.4 If a radical intelligentsia had still existed in Britain, this act of forgery would have been exposed and denounced in every literary paper in the country. As it was there was little or no protest. To many English intellectuals it seemed quite a natural thing to do. And this tolerance or5 plain dishonesty means much more than that admiration of Russia happens to be fashionable at this moment. Quite possibly that particular fashion will not last. For all I know, by the time this book is published my view of the Soviet régime may be the generally-accepted one. But what use would that be in itself? To exchange one orthodoxy for another is not necessarily an advance. The enemy is the gramophone mind, whether or not one agrees with the record that is being played at the moment.

I am well acquainted with all the arguments against freedom of thought and speech—the arguments which claim that it cannot exist, and the arguments which claim that it ought not to. I answer simply that they don’t convince me and that our civilisation over a period of four hundred years has been founded on the opposite notion. For quite a decade past I have believed that the existing Russian régime is a mainly evil thing, and I claim the right to say so, in spite of the fact that we are allies with the USSR in a war which I want to see won. If I had to choose a text to justify myself, I should choose the line from Milton:

By the known rules of ancient liberty.6

The word ancient emphasises the fact that intellectual freedom is a deep-rooted tradition without which our characteristic western culture could only doubtfully exist. From that tradition many of our intellectuals are visibly turning away. They have accepted the principle that a book should be published or suppressed, praised or damned, not on its merits but according to political expediency. And others who do not actually hold this view assent to it from sheer cowardice. An example of this is the failure of the numerous and vocal English pacifists to raise their voices against the prevalent worship of Russian militarism. According to those pacifists, all violence is evil, and they have urged us at every stage of the war to give in or at least to make a compromise peace. But how many of them have ever suggested that war is also evil when it is waged by the Red Army? Apparently the Russians have a right to defend themselves, whereas for us to do [so] is a deadly sin. One can only explain this contradiction in one way: that is, by a cowardly desire to keep in with the bulk of the intelligentsia, whose patriotism is directed towards the USSR rather than towards Britain. I know that the English intelligentsia have plenty of reason for their timidity and dishonesty, indeed I know by heart the arguments by which they justify themselves. But at least let us have no more nonsense about defending liberty against Fascism. If liberty means anything at all it means the right to tell people what they do not want to hear. The common people still vaguely subscribe to that doctrine and act on it. In our country—it is not the same in all countries: it was not so in republican France, and it is not so in the USA today—it is the liberals who fear liberty and the intellectuals who want to do dirt on the intellect: it is to draw attention to that fact that I have written this preface.




2722. To Geoffrey Earle

17 August 1945 Typewritten, with handwritten postscript

27 B Canonbury Square

Islington

London N 1

Dear Mr Earle,

I hope this is the kind of thing you wanted.1 Please excuse the paper; I was out of typing paper and could not buy any more during the holiday.

I make it about 2700 words. If that is too long it [ca]n be cut in the middle. In the two extracts I have followed the text as closely as possible, merely abridging a bit. If you want a copy of the book these stories come from to deal with the copyright people, I can send it you. I am sending back the biography of Jack London separately.

I understand this is to go out some time in October. I am going to be away for the first two or three weeks of September, so if you want to see me in connection with the script, perhaps it would be better if it were before the end of this month.

Yours sincerely

[Signed] Geo. Orwell

George Orwell

PS. I wonder if we could get Laidman Brown° 2 for one of the caste°? He’s always good.




2723. To Roger Senhouse

17 August 19451 Typewritten

27 B Canonbury Square

Islington

London N 1

Dear Roger,

Herewith list of answers to your corrections.2 I suppose you have a carbon of the list you sent (if not I still have it.)

I’ve remarked a correction for p. 85 which I’m not sure whether I made in the corrected proof I sent back to you. I’ve put this in the list with the others.

Yours

George

CORRECTIONS—“CRITICAL ESSAYS”



	P. 7, 1. 12.
	Yes.



	P. 10, 1. 4.
	No. It is correct—ie. destructive, with only the de-italicised.



	P. 23, par. 3, 1. 5.
	No. OED gives “mews” as singular.



	P. 23, next line.
	Yes.



	P. 32, par. 2, 1. 4.
	Yes, “identify himself” is better.



	P. 48,1. 8.
	Yes.



	P. 57, par. 2.
	1. No. “Every” is singular.



	ls.4 & 6.
	2. I feel “contents” has established itself as a singular.



	P. 59, 1. 4.
	Yes.



	P. 84, 1. 12
	As you like.



	from end.
	



	P. 85, par. 3.
	First sentence of this par. should be 2 sentences & should read thus: “Mr Wells, like Dickens, belongs to the non-military middle class. The thunder of guns, the jingle of spurs, the catch in the throat when the old flag goes by, leave him manifestly cold.”



	P. 92, mid-page 4 lines from end of para.
	“anti trade-union” is better.



	P. 101, last 1.
	As you like.



	P. 108, footnote.
	Yes.



	P. 110, 1. 6.
	No. (“Other side of the fence” has the sense of “away from.”)



	P. 112, par. 2, 1. 18.
	Yes.



	P. 113, 6 Is. from end.
	NO! Would sound intolerable pedantry to leave out the “to.” As this is written in English a French phrase imported into it becomes for practical purposes English and must be governed by English grammar rules. Otherwise one would have, for instance, to decline Latin nouns used in English and say “We must find a modum vivendi” or “I consider him the fontem et originem of all the trouble” etc.



	P. 123, 4 Is. from end 1st par. after quote.
	As you like.



	P. 125
	All right, leave the footnote in, but I’d like to verify it if you know anyone who has Miller’s books. It’ll be either, I think, in “Max & the White Phagocytes” or in some periodical.



	P. 156.
	“June 25th 1941” is better, but in that case the other dates in the same par. should be altered accordingly.





The corrections were all made (so far as they can be identified) in Critical Essays except that on p. 92, ‘trade-union’ is printed as ‘Trade Union’ and the dates on p. 156 are given in the form 25th June 1941. The footnote on p. 125 was retained but a reference to Max and the White Phagocytes or some periodical is avoided. The U.S. edition, Dickens, Dali & Others, has these amendments except that ‘Trade Union’ was printed ‘trade union,’ without a hyphen.






2724. To Leonard Moore

18 August 1945 Typewritten

27 B Canonbury Square Islington London N 1

Dear Mr Moore,

I have a copy of “Inside the Whale” I can spare, and I think I can get hold of a copy of “Wigan Pier.” If so I’ll send these under separate cover. I haven’t got a copy of “Homage to Catalonia”, ie. I have only 1 which I don’t wish to part with. Couldn’t you get Warburg to send them one? I have no doubt he has some copies left.1 Of the three, this is the book that would most lend itself to translation. You could perhaps explain to Nagel that two out of the three essays in “Inside the Whale” are going to be reprinted in “Critical Essays.”

I received a duplicate copy of Warburg’s letter to you about the contracts.2 I will see him before I go away for my holiday, which I intend doing in September.

Yours sincerely

Eric Blair




2725. To Herbert Read

18 August 1945 Typewritten

27 B Canonbury Square

Islington

London N 1

Dear Read,

Thanks for your letter.1 I’m glad you liked “Animal Farm.” If you’re going to be back in London about the end of August we could perhaps meet shortly after that, as I would like to talk to you about this Freedom Defence Committee.2 George Woodcock3 asked me to be vice-chairman, which I agreed to, but I haven’t been very active, because I am really not much good at that kind of thing, and it’s all still a bit vague in my mind. I am going away for my holiday about September 10th, but shall be in London till then.

I lost my wife in March. I cannot remember whether you ever met her. It was a beastly, cruel business, however I don’t think she expected to die (it happened during an operation), so perhaps it was not so bad as it might have been. I was in France at the time and only got back after she was dead. My little son is now 15 months. Fortunately he has always had excellent health and I have got a very good nurse who looks after both him and me. I am trying to take a cottage on Jura and am going up to arrange about the rent and repairs in September. If I can fix it up and manage to transfer some furniture there, which is the most difficult thing, I can live there in the summers, and it would be a wonderful place for a child to learn to walk in.

Rayner Heppenstall is out of the army and is working at the BBC. Tribune is going through some changes now that Labour has won the election. Bevan and Strauss4 are severing their official connection with it and Michael Foot5 is going on to the editorial board. It will thus be able to continue as a critical organ and not have to back up the Government all the time. I am probably going to continue my column, or something similar, after I come back from my holiday. I stopped it, of course, while I was in France, and didn’t start again because Bevan was terrified there might be a row over “Animal Farm,” which might have been embarrassing if the book had come out before the election, as it was at first intended to.

Hoping to see you.

Yours

Geo. Orwell




2726. Review of A Forgotten Genius: Sewell of St. Columba’s and Radley by Lionel James

The Observer, 19 August 1945

If Freud did nothing else for humanity, he at least broke people of the habit of relating their dreams at the breakfast table. The diffusion of psychological knowledge has killed a lot of innocence, and if Dr. Sewell, founder of two public schools and headmaster of one, were writing his reminiscences to-day it is doubtful whether he would let slip such a remark as: “To this hour some of the most delightful, touching, blessed associations I have are connected with the Whipping Room at Radley.” Not that this remark tells the whole story about Sewell, who seems to have done somewhat less flogging than was usual in the mid-nineteenth century: but it does typify the complete absence of self-knowledge which was the strength and weakness of so many of the great Victorians.

William Sewell was the founder of St. Columba’s College, near Dublin, and later of Radley, of which he was also headmaster from 1853 to 1861. If he is now forgotten, this book, which is mostly a mass of ill-digested documentation, is not likely to make him less so, but the author does show good reason for thinking that Sewell, as much as, or even more than, Arnold, was responsible for giving the public schools their present character. He was a High Anglican and a strong Tory, with “a passionate conviction of the importance of birth,” but he was also an educational theorist with considerable foresight, and even capable, when planning schools for the aristocracy, of contemplating “the creation and maintenance of analogous institutions for the poor.” St. Columba’s was frankly founded with the idea of breeding up an Anglo-Irish gentry which should be reliably loyal and Protestant, and Sewell, who realised that the language-difference was one of the roots of the trouble in Ireland, showed his originality by making Gaelic a compulsory subject. His Radley activities had a wider influence.

In the early nineteenth century the public schools were in a very bad way, and it was touch and go whether they survived or not. At even the best-known of them the neglect, disorder, squalor, and vice in which the boys lived would be incredible if countless people had not testified to the facts. As a result the number of their pupils was slumping rapidly. Mr. James gives some interesting figures bearing on this. Harrow had only 69 boys in 1844, having had 350 half a century earlier. Westminster dropped from 282 to 67 between 1821 and 1841. At Eton it was for a long time impossible even to keep up the complement of 70 King’s Scholars, and as late as 1841 only two candidates presented themselves for 35 scholarships. Meanwhile the population was growing, the new moneyed class needed schools for their sons, and large day schools which took education seriously were beginning to appear. The older schools might well have vanished altogether if Arnold, Sewell, and a few other gifted men had not saved them by reforming them.

Sewell’s eight years at Radley ended in disaster. “No one,” says Mr. James, “pretends that finance was his strong point,” and the school passed through a period of bankruptcy, thanks to some surprising extravagances. But meanwhile he had left his mark upon it, and his example had influenced other schools. His reforms seem to have been in the direction of stricter supervision, further development of the prefect system, more emphasis on religious teaching, and, above all, encouragement of athletics. He was consciously aiming at the creation of a ruling class, and was one of the first people to realise that it was necessary to train administrators for the newly won Empire. His political outlook was in some ways close to that of Disraeli, and his novel, “Hawkstone,” was dedicated to the romantic aristocrat, Lord John Manners.

Mr. James tries hard, but unsuccessfully, to present Sewell as a sympathetic character. Actually he seems, apart from his financial indiscretions, to have been a circumspect person and rather unpopular with his contemporaries. At Winchester he was one of the seven boys who did not join in the famous rebellion; as a young man he was once engaged to be married, but broke off the engagement for reasons he prefers not to mention; at Oxford he had connections with the Oxford Movement, but neatly extricated himself when the storm broke over Tract 90.1 His Oxford nickname, Suillus (little pig), although a play on his own name, hardly suggests esteem or affection. But Mr. James is justified in claiming that he was in his way an important figure, and that without his efforts compulsory games, the prefect system, and the Whipping Room would probably have played a smaller part in the education of the English upper classes.

[Fee: £10.0.0; 16.8.45]




2727. To Leonard Moore

20 August 19451 Typewritten postcard

Monday.

I’m sending on copies of “Wigan Pier” and “Inside the Whale” separately. Another French publisher has asked to see “Animal Farm.”2 What is the position about this? Would it be right to send him a copy, or should one wait until Nagel has made a decision?

[Unsigned]




2728. Reg Reynolds to Orwell

22 August 1945


One of Orwell’s friends, Reg Reynolds,1 who was then ill, wrote to him with humour and enthusiasm to congratulate him on the success of Animal Farm. ‘It is GREAT—positively the first ANIMAL CLASSIC (no doubt Orwell is a pseudonym for Benjamin). If Fred [Warburg] doesn’t allow you all the paper he’s got for a long dynasty of editions, I’ll never drink with him again.’ After saying he would like to use it to re-educate some of his friends, he went on, ‘Well George, I hand it to you. Wish I’d written it myself, though—not that I believe I could have made anything like such a good job of it. I’ve only one fault to find—”artificial manures” on p. 45.2 Animals, subsistence farming, wouldn’t need such nonsense, so that’s a trap they would have avoided!’ Reynolds’s humour, despite his illness, breaks through in a short sequence of notes crammed into the margins, one of which (if not the venue) does suggest what was to happen in Orwell’s lifetime and thereafter. ‘Wot° price the Soviet Rights?’ he asks. ‘Can’t you DRAMATISE it? (For the Unity Theatre3 … ??)’; and ‘How about the war now, though? Hasn’t NAPOLEON [Stalin] won it?’






2729. Review of Chekov the Man by Kornei Chukovsky; translated by Pauline Rose

Manchester Evening News, 23 August 1945

Perhaps the following story, which has a bearing on the lives of literary men and artists generally, is not too well known to be worth repeating.

Some time in the mid-nineteenth century, when the clown Grimaldi was one of the delights of the London stage, a crushed, gloomy-looking man presented himself at a doctor’s consulting room, and explained that he was suffering from chronic melancholia. The doctor examined him and could find nothing wrong with him.

“What you need,” he said finally, “is something to cheer you up. Why not try and forget your troubles for a little while? Take my advice and go to the pantomime this evening. Go and see Grimaldi.”

“I am Grimaldi,” replied the patient.

A similar contrast exists, in the case of many writers, between the character which they display in private life and the character which seems to emanate from their published works, and Anton Chekov, the Russian playwright and short-story writer, was also—if Mr. Chukovsky is to be believed—a very different person from what most of us had imagined.

This little book is not a biography. It is merely, as its title implies, a study of Chekov’s character. Chekov is known to the world as a delicate rather than a powerful writer, and as a chronicler of futility. He was one of the first short-story writers to break away from the bondage of the “plot,” and to produce stories which were in effect sketches dependent on atmosphere and character rather than on a surprise at the end.

But his outstanding characteristic is that he writes of people who are charming but ineffectual. His last and best-known play, “The Cherry Orchard,” shows a family of small landowners being turned out of their old home, which, because of their general fecklessness, they are no longer able to keep up.

The whole play is a sort of lament for the passing away of the old, semi-feudal rustic society, and the thudding of the axe against the trees, with which it ends, rubs in the impression. Although much of his work is comic, or even farcical, Chekov would strike the casual reader as being a sentimentalist of genius.

But, says Mr. Chukovsky, Chekov was not really that kind of person.

Chekov was not only kindly, generous, and high-spirited, which one might infer from his writings, but was also a man of iron will-power and almost superhuman energy. Much of Mr. Chukovsky’s book is taken up with enumerating the various activities into which he flung himself, and they certainly make an impressive list when one remembers that Chekov died of tuberculosis at a not very advanced age, and that he practised as a doctor as well as producing a large body of writing.

He travelled all over the world, he interested himself in town-planning, he built four schools and founded a library to which he presented 2,000 books, he supported a considerable family from his student days onward, he supervised 25 villages during a cholera epidemic, he helped to compile the all-Russia census, he assisted innumerable struggling writers and not merely made them gifts of money but rewrote their1 stories for them; all this in addition to leading an active social life and practising hospitality on a large scale.

But his most notable, though not his best-known, exploit was his journey to Sakhalin Island to study the conditions in the penal settlement.

Arrived at Sakhalin, Chekov not only made a detailed study of conditions in the prison camps but compiled single-handed a census of the whole island.

The book he wrote about it2 did not bring him much renown, the atmosphere of Czarist Russia not being very friendly to revelations of this kind.

Towards the end of the book Mr. Chukovsky notes that his own estimate of Chekov’s character is different from almost everybody else’s. “I could,” he says, “cover hundreds of pages with quotations from articles and booklets about Chekov, describing him as ‘weak-willed,’ ‘passive,’ ‘characterless,’ ‘inactive’, ‘anæmic,’ ‘inert,’ ‘flabby,’ ‘impotent,’ ‘sluggish.’”

Certainly he answers these charges effectively, but one has all the time a feeling that Chekov’s moral earnestness and social consciousness are being written up a little too strongly. Probably part of Mr. Chukovsky’s purpose is to rehabilitate Chekov as so many of the famous figures of pre-revolutionary Russia have been rehabilitated during the past ten years.

The book ends with a dragged-in reference to Marshal Stalin and the great patriotic war, and Mr. Chukovsky is even careful to insist that Chekov, although born near the Sea of Azov and liking to describe himself as a “Khokol” (Ukrainian) was of pure Muscovite extraction and “typically Russian in all his tastes and habits.” Nevertheless, this is a sympathetic book which proves its main point and will help many readers to approach Chekov’s work with a more understanding eye.

[Fee: £8.8.0; 22.8.45]




2730. To Leonard Moore

23 August 1945 Typewritten postcard

The other French publisher who wanted to see a copy of ANIMAL FARM was Editions de la Jeune Parque. The address1 is

M. Muller, Directeur des Editions de la Jeune Parque, 51 Chaussee° d’Antin, Paris 9eme.

I’m seeing Warburg on the 24th and will let you know what we fix up.2

Eric Blair




2731. To Leonard Moore

24 August 1945 Typewritten

27 B Canonbury Square Islington London N 1

Dear Mr Moore,

I have seen Warburg and it is all right about the contract, which covers ANIMAL FARM and future non-fiction books, but leaves the question of fiction open.

Warburg is sending a cheque for £100 as a further advance on royalties. The first edition of 5000 has sold out and they are doing another of 6000, but I suppose it will take some time to print. I should be obliged if you could send me on the money as soon as possible after deduction of commission etc., as I am going away for a holiday on September 10th and have some expenses to settle before then.1

Yours sincerely

Eric Blair




2732. To Roger Senhouse

26 August 1945 Typewritten

27 B Canonbury Square

Islington

London N 1

Dear Roger,

I’ve just remembered another serious misprint or rather slip in the book of essays. It has been carried forward from “Inside the Whale.” P. 25, lines 10–11 from bottom, “Horace Skimpole” should be “Harold Skimpole.” (The explanation of the original slip was that in the “Gem” there is a character called Horace Skimpole.)1

Yours

George2




2733. To Geoffrey Earle

29 August 1945 Typewritten

27 B Canonbury Square

Islington

London N 1

Dear Mr Earle,

I hope the short biographical passage I have added will do.1 It goes at the place marked A on page 4. I have cut out a corresponding number of words elsewhere. If we find it necessary to cut further, the passage dealing with “The Iron Heel” could be shortened greatly.

I am leaving London on September 10th and shall be away till about the 25th. I have made a note that the broadcast is to go out on October the 8th at 10 am, and that it will probably be rehearsed on Sunday the 7th.

Your sincerely

[Signed] Geo. Orwell

George Orwell




2734. Review of Hammer or Anvil: The Story of the German Working-Class Movement by Evelyn Anderson; In Search of the Millennium by Julius Braunthal

Manchester Evening News, 30 August 1945

These two books, though somewhat different in aim, are complementary to one another. Mrs. Anderson’s book is a short history of the Left-wing movement in Germany,1 with its main emphasis on events subsequent to 1918. “In Search of the Millennium” is less strictly historical and more autobiographical, and its author is an Austrian.

He played a leading part in the Austrian Socialist movement until the Schuschnigg Government drove him into exile in 1935, but he is especially interested in the period between 1905 and the end of the last war. From the two books together one can extract a good picture of the long chain of errors and disasters that culminated in Hitler’s rise.

Before the other war, and throughout most of the nineteen-twenties as well, the German labour movement was by far the most impressive in the world. It was ultimately crushed by Hitler, but, as Mrs. Anderson’s narrative shows, its real collapse had happened earlier, when it found itself in power at the end of the war and failed to put through the necessary reforms. The trouble, as Mrs. Anderson sees it, was that even before 1914 there was a veiled split in the movement.

The great mass of German Social Democrats were “reformist” in outlook, and their leaders were used to manœuvring for parliamentary positions and unready for drastic action.

The extremists, such as Karl Liebknecht and Rosa Luxemburg, had a far better grasp of world politics, but were out of touch with the masses and underrated the importance of trade unionism.

Rosa Luxemburg, however, had a passionate belief in democracy, and as early as 1905 she was struggling against Lenin’s authoritarian conceptions. She and Liebknecht were murdered in a horrible manner early in 1919, and with her death there disappeared the one person who might conceivably have held the German Socialist movement together.

As it was, the Right and Left wings of the movement fought one another almost uninterruptedly until Hitler seized power and then crushed reformists and revolutionaries alike.

Mrs. Anderson recounts the lamentable story in some detail and with great impartiality. Naturally at the end the question arises: how completely have the Socialists, the Communists, and the other forces of the Left been destroyed by 12 years of Nazi terrorism? Mrs. Anderson devotes four chapters to the underground struggle. These were no doubt written before V(E) day, at a time when there was very little real data about internal conditions in Germany, but their general conclusions have been proved correct. Mrs. Anderson emphasises—what, indeed, was widely recognised towards the end—that the “unconditional surrender” terms published by the Allies made things a lot harder for resisters inside Germany.

She concludes that there now exists in Germany a whole generation of young people who are utterly disillusioned with Nazism, but so lacking in definite political ideas that they might develop in almost any direction, according to what leadership they get. Their re-education depends finally on a just peace settlement which will allow Germany to grow prosperous again and not drive it back into revengeful nationalism.

This point is taken up equally strongly by Mr. Braunthal, who notes sadly that the resolutions with which the British Labour party started the war—“There should be no dictated peace. We have no desire to humiliate, to crush, or to divide the German nation. There must be restitutions made to the victims of aggression, but all ideas of revenge and punishment must be excluded”—seem to have become rather dimmed during the past five years.

Mr. Braunthal was born in 1891, of strictly orthodox Jewish parents and was apprenticed to a book-binder when he was 14. That was the year of the abortive revolution in Russia, and it was partly this event that led him to devote his life to the Socialist movement.

In Austria, he says, and especially before the other war, Socialism was a way of life, a moral attitude, and not merely a political and economic theory. Persecution, failure, and exile have merely deepened his feeling that if Socialism does not mean a passionate belief in human brotherhood it means nothing. After being expelled from Austria he spent some time in Palestine, and then came to England.

He has a deep affection for England, and after some bewilderment he developed a respect for its political institutions as well. He ends his book with an earnest plea for the revival of the international outlook, and says truly that acquiescence in such things as the expulsion of 8,000,000 Germans from East Prussia threatens “the entire collapse of everything that Socialism stood for … it signifies the triumph of Machiavellian materialism in morals and politics.”

[Fee: £8.8.0; 29.8.45]




2735. E. M. Forster to Orwell; Evelyn Waugh to Orwell

30 August 1945


E. M. Forster wrote to Orwell asking for guidance in sending boys’ magazines to a friend in France who wished to start a periodical of ‘a sensible type’ for boys of 10–13. He did not have by him the article Orwell had written on boys’ magazines. He also had been asked ‘what “passionant” literature, if any, boys in England read.’ Forster said he was delighted with Animal Farm and had broadcast to India about it on 29 August—paraphrasing, not criticising it, so his talk would not appear in The Listener. He was off to India and asked if there were any young writers he should try to see. Orwell evidently replied (though his letter has not been traced), for on 17 September Forster wrote, thanking him for his information and commenting on Eileen’s death. From his words, it would appear that Orwell was feeling Eileen’s death more severely six months after the event than earlier. Forster wrote, ‘These things do get worse afterwards, at least for a bit. A villager said down here the other day “You don’t cry because people are dead but because you miss them”—awfully true.’ He hoped to see Orwell on his return from India.

Evelyn Waugh wrote to thank Orwell for sending him a copy of his ‘ingenious & delightful allegory,’ which he had been seeking to buy but had found was sold out.






2736. To Leonard Moore

1 September 1945 Typewritten

27 B Canonbury Square

Islington

London N 1

Dear Mr Moore,

Many thanks for your letter of 31st August.

Yes, naturally I am very pleased that World Digest° should featurise “Animal Farm”, and should be obliged if you would go ahead with the arrangements.1

I am going away for a holiday on September 10th, but shall be back in London about the 25th.

Yours sincerely

[Signed] Eric Blair

Eric Blair




2737. To Gleb Struve

1 September 1945 Typewritten

Struve had written to Orwell on 28 August 1945, saying he had found Animal Farm ‘delightful, even though I do not necessarily agree with what one of the reviewers described as your “Trotskyist prejudices.”’ He was teaching in the Russian section of a Summer School at Oxford and students were queuing for the book. He had been very amused ‘by the pudeur’ of those reviewers who had praised the book but had avoided mentioning its real target. He wished to translate Animal Farm, not for the benefit of Russian émigrés, but for Russians abroad who could read the truth about their country only when outside it. He asked Orwell whether he had severed his connection with Tribune; he missed his articles. His own book, on Soviet literature, was soon to be published in French with a special preface emphasising the fact that there was no freedom of expression in the Soviet Union.

27 B Canonbury Square

Islington

London N 1

Dear Mr Struve,

Many thanks for your letter of August 28th.

I will keep in mind your suggestion about translating “Animal Farm,” and naturally, if it could be in any way arranged, I should be highly honoured if it were you who made the translation. The thing is that I don’t know what the procedure is. Are books in Russian published in this country, ie. from non-official sources? At about the same time as your letter a Pole wrote wanting to do the book into Polish. I can’t, of course, encourage him to do so unless I can see a way of getting the book into print and recompensing him for his work, and ditto with yourself. If there is any way of arranging this that would allow a reasonable fee to the translators, I would be most happy to do it, as naturally I am anxious that the book should find its way into other languages. If translations into the Slav languages were made, I shouldn’t want any money out of them myself.1

No, I haven’t severed connection with Tribune, though I have stopped editing for them. I was away in France and Germany between February and May, and my affairs have been disorganised in other ways which obliged me to cut down my journalistic work for some time. However, I am going to start a weekly column again in Tribune in October, but not under the old title.

I am glad your book should be translated into French. My impression in France was that the Soviet mythos is less strong there than in England, in spite of the big Communist party.

I am leaving London shortly for a holiday, but shall be back about the 25th. I would like to meet you if you are in London any time. My phone number is CAN 3751.

Yours sincerely

[Signed] Geo. Orwell

George Orwell




2738. V-J Day and the End of World War II

15 August and 2 September 1945


On 10 August 1945, the Japanese offered to surrender. They accepted the Allied terms on 14 August (15 August), V-J Day. On 2 September, representatives of the Japanese government signed the instrument of capitulation on board the battleship USS Missouri, bringing to a formal conclusion World War II.

Also on 2 September, censorship of the press came to an end in the United Kingdom.






2739. Review of Charles Dickens by Una Pope-Hennessy

The Observer, 2 September 1945

The perfect book on Dickens, that is, a book which would show precisely the relationship between his life and his work, and between his work and his environment, is yet to come, but Dame Una Pope-Hennessy’s book assembles so much material and is written in so fair-minded a spirit that it may make further studies of a purely biographical kind unnecessary.

Most of what is written about Dickens is either violently “for” or violently “against,” according to whether he is being judged as a writer or as a husband. In the long run his reputation has probably been damaged by the fact that Forster’s “Life,”1 suppressed or slurred over various incidents which must have been known to a fairly large circle of people at the time. As a result of this, it was with something of a shock, indeed, with a feeling of having been deceived by Dickens himself, that the public finally learned that this champion of the domestic virtues had at least one mistress, separated from his wife after 22 years of marriage, and behaved in a distinctly tyrannical way towards several of his children. Dame Una’s book falls into the “for” class, but she makes no attempt to cover up the facts, and even adds one or two details which have not seen the light before. On the other counts on which Dickens is sometimes attacked, such as his behaviour over money matters, his treatment of his parents and “in-laws,” and his alleged willingness to pander to public opinion, she defends him, and generally with success.

The two governing facts in Dickens’s make-up were his insecure childhood and his rocket-like rise to fame in very early manhood. He derived, says Dame Una, a “horror of patronage and distrust of the aristocratic system masquerading as representative government” from his very origins, for his grandfather had begun life as a footman and his father was brought up in the servants’ quarters of a country house. But the interlude in his childhood, when his father was in a debtors’ prison and he himself worked in a blacking factory in the Strand, must have been a far bitterer and more formative memory. It is clear from the two accounts which Dickens wrote of this episode that his feelings about it were partly snobbish, but were partly also the grief and loneliness of a child who believes himself to be unloved by his parents. Within a dozen years of leaving the blacking factory, however, he was already brilliantly successful, and after the age of about 25 he never again knew what it meant to be pinched for money. Only for a very brief period could he have been described as a “struggling author,” and he did not pass through the normal development of first writing bitter books and then becoming “mellowed” by success. On the whole his books grew more radical as he grew older. “Little Dorrit,” “Hard Times,” or “Great Expectations” do not attack individual abuses more fiercely than “Oliver Twist” or “Nicholas Nickleby,” but their implied outlook on society is more despondent.

Dame Una is less successful as a critic than as a biographer, and her attempts to summarise various of the novels would not be very helpful to anyone who had not read them already. She does, however, give an adequate account of Dickens’s attitude to life and to society, and rescues him from the distortions which have been forced upon him by earlier critics. Dickens was neither a neo-Catholic, nor a Marxist, nor a time-serving humbug, nor a Conservative. He was a Radical who believed neither in aristocratic government nor in class warfare. His political outlook was summed up in his own statement: “My faith in the people governing is, on the whole, infinitesimal; my faith in the People governed is, on the whole, illimitable”—a statement which, thanks to the ambiguity of the English language, has sometimes been interpreted as meaning that Dickens was an enemy of democracy. Dickens’s private character did undoubtedly deteriorate from about the middle ’fifties onwards, but it would be difficult to show that he ever sold his opinions or lost his tendency to side with the under-dog. The one act of his life which seems to contradict this is his acceptance of a baronetcy: but this was only a few weeks before his death, when he may already have been in an abnormal state.

Dame Una’s narrative seems to show that the change in Dickens’s character dates from his long stay in Paris during the early glittering days of the Second Empire. The society in which he then mingled was far more luxurious and sophisticated than any he had known, and the lymphatic Mrs. Dickens, mother of ten children, must have seemed very out of place in it. There was also the demoralising friendship of Wilkie Collins, and Dickens’s growing interest in the stage, which took him away from home a great deal and threw him into contact with attractive young women. Like Gissing, Dame Una feels that the intense excitement which Dickens felt, and managed to communicate to his audiences, in his public readings, was somehow morbid and was bound up with the decline in his health. She seems, however, to underrate the morbid streak which had been in Dickens from the beginning. Speaking of his meeting with Edgar Allan Poe in 1842, she says that Poe’s macabre stories would hardly have appealed to him “at this time,” although Dickens had already written some intensely horrible scenes in “Oliver Twist,” and also the madman’s tale in “Pickwick,” which might almost be an imitation of Poe.

[Fee: £10.0.0; 30.8.45]




2740. To Frank D. Barber

3 September 1945 Typewritten

27 B Canonbury Square

Islington

London N 1

Dear Mr Barber,

Many thanks for your letter, and thanks for the notice in the Yorkshire Evening News, which I had already seen. I am sorry you have left the Leeds Weekly Citizen,1 as it is so important that there should be some Labour papers which are not taken in by Russian propaganda. However, I think the intellectual atmosphere is changing a bit. I have been surprised by the friendly reception “Animal Farm” has had, after lying in type for about a year because the publisher dared not bring it out till the war was over. I don’t suppose there will be any more copies yet awhile, as the first edition sold out immediately. Warburg is printing a second edition of 6000 copies, but I suppose there will be the usual delays before they appear.

No, I haven’t severed connection with Tribune, though I have given up the literary editorship. I was, of course, obliged to stop the column while I went abroad, but I am going to start doing another weekly article for them in October.

Yours sincerely

[Signed] Geo. Orwell

George Orwell




2740A. To the Editor, Commentary

3 September 1945 Typewritten

27 B Canonbury Square

Islington

London N 1

Dear Sir,

In answer to your letter of August 17th,1 the following is a short outline of my life:—

I was born in 1903 of a middle-class Anglo-Indian family, and was educated at Eton 1917–21. I was only at Eton because I had a scholarship, and I don’t belong to the social stratum of most of the people who are educated there. From 1922 to 1927 I served in the Indian Imperial Police in Burma. This job was totally unsuited to me, and when I came home on leave at the end of 1927 I had already decided to take up journalism. I knew nobody and at first could get no footing. During 1928 and 1929 I lived in Paris, writing a novel which no one would publish and which I afterwards destroyed, and when my money gave out I worked for a time as a dishwasher in a hotel, and afterwards in a Russian restaurant. When I went back to England I worked at various ill-paid jobs. I was a teacher at cheap private schools for two years. Later, when I had begun to make enough to live on out of my books, I was a part-time assistant in a bookshop, and for a little while after I married I had a small grocer’s shop. I was married in 1936, and at the end of that year my wife and I went to Spain. My wife worked in Barcelona and I served in the POUM militia on the Aragon front between December 1936 and June 1937. In the beginning it was chance that I had joined the POUM militia and not another, but afterwards I was glad of it, as it gave me an inside view of political events which I could not otherwise have had. I was wounded by a Fascist sniper near Huesca in early June, and soon afterwards we went back to England. That autumn I was seriously ill and spent some months in a sanatorium, and afterwards we went to Morocco for about 6 months. When war broke out I was rejected by the army (Class D), but I was in the Home Guard for 3 years. I worked 2 years in the Eastern Service of the BBC, organising English-language broadcasts aimed at the Indian students, then took over the literary editorship of “Tribune” for a year at the end of 1943. My wife spent 4 years in the Censorship Department and the Ministry of Food, and was very much overworked, which I am afraid was partly the cause of her death. In June of 1944 we adopted a little boy aged 3 weeks. At the beginning of 1945 I went to France for the “Observer,” and while I was there my wife died suddenly and unexpectedly. I went back to France as soon as I could, and spent some time in Germany just before and just after the surrender. Since coming back I haven’t resumed the literary editorship of “Tribune,” but I am shortly going to start writing a column for them again, and I write regularly for several other papers. I have a housekeeper who looks after me and my little son, who is now nearly 16 months old and very healthy.

I have published 10 or 12 books. The better known ones are: “Down and Out in Paris & London” (1933), “Burmese Days” (1934), “The Road to Wigan Pier” (1937), “Homage to Catalonia” (1938), “Animal Farm” (1945). “Animal Farm,” which is very short, is the first book I had managed to write since 1940. I have recently started another novel,2 but with the pressure of journalistic work, which one has to do in order to stay alive, I don’t expect to finish it before 1947.

You can use any of the above material. I hope this is the kind of thing you wanted.

Yours truly

[Signed] Geo. Orwell

George Orwell




2741. Jacques B. Brunius1 to Orwell

3 September 1945


Orwell (and, it would appear, some other contributors) had not received his complimentary copy of Fontaine, in which ‘Grandeur et décadence du roman policier anglais’ had been published; see 2357. Brunius claimed they had been despatched in May and July, but apparently they had not been delivered. Whilst making these explanations, he asked Orwell if Fontaine could acquire the rights of Animal Farm for publication in French in a series of English novels, beginning in October with Rex Warner’s The Aerodrome, which they were to issue. If Orwell preferred to have one of his earlier books translated for the series, Brunius was prepared to discuss that and he also asked Orwell if he would contribute to a series of talks on English literature for the French Service of the BBC. No reply has been traced, but Orwell must almost certainly have replied: he took up the proposition with Moore on 8 September 1945; see 2747.






2742. Review of Britain and Her Birth-Rate by Mass Observation

Manchester Evening News, 6 September 1945

It is well known—though Mass-Observation’s Report shows that plenty of people are not yet aware of [it]—that Britain’s population is now in danger of a serious decline. The birth-rate has risen slightly during the later war years, but the general curve has been downwards for the past half-century, and the point has been reached, or nearly reached, when deaths will outnumber births.

The comments reported by Mass-Observation show that comparatively few people grasp what this means. It is thought of as meaning merely a smaller population, which is often welcomed on the ground that it would solve the housing problem or even reduce unemployment. Actually, however, what it means is not merely fewer people, but a constantly shrinking population—the economic effects of which are bound to be disastrous—and a rapidly ageing population. Beyond a certain point the vital statistics cannot be predicted, because something may happen to alter the trend, but we do know what will happen if the present trends continue. Thus, if fertility rates continue to fall as fast as they fell during the nineteen-thirties, by A.D. 2015, only 70 years hence, Britain’s population will be about ten and a half million, of whom more than half will be people of over 60 years of age.

Even if the fertility rate should [not]1 fall any further, but remains as it is now, there will still be a catastrophic drop in the population, and by the end of the century nearly a third of the British people will be over 60, while only 11 per cent will be young children.2

With these figures as their background Mass-Observation set out to discover why the birth-rate dwindles and what inducement or what change in the social atmosphere might send it up again. At present the increase that is needed is not enormous. If each family had one extra child the population would be once again at the replacement level: but if that increase does not happen in the very near future a far more drastic rise in the birth-rate will be needed at a later date.

Mass-Observation’s inquiry shows, however, that people not only do not want larger families but are inclined to want smaller ones. Two children—which is below the present average and far below replacement level—is almost universally regarded as the ideal family. On the other hand, deliberately childless marriages are not common.

One fact that the whole survey brings out is that the causes of the dropping birth-rate are not directly economic. The commonest explanation is that people nowadays “can’t afford” to bring up children, but in fact the birth-rate is always highest among the poorest groups. This is true all over the world—the low standard countries are always the fastest breeders—and the enormous increase in the population of Victorian England occurred against a background of unbearable poverty.

A rising standard of living goes with diminishing fertility, partly because there are other attractions—films, radios, and so forth—which compete with children, partly because people learn to expect more from life and women do not wish to be worn-out drudges from the age of 25 onwards. Also, the children themselves are taken more seriously than they used to be. Everyone is anxious to give his own children the best possible education and upbringing, and with families of more than three or four, a certain amount of neglect is unavoidable.

All in all the social pressure against big families is overwhelming, and the mother of 10 children is as much pitied or laughed at, as the childless old maid.

It is therefore very doubtful, the Mass-Observers point out, whether much can be achieved by subsidising maternity. Certain minor improvements, such as more up-to-date and considerate treatment in maternity hospitals would help, but family allowances, day nurseries, baby-minders, the free diaper services and the like may actually accelerate the downward trend of the birth-rate.

All social services of this kind raise the standard of living, directly or indirectly, and hitherto every rise in the standard of living has led to a drop in fertility. The more people are accustomed to comfort and leisure, the less likely they are to surround themselves with hordes of children. On the other hand economic security, in the sense of freedom from unemployment, is favourable to larger families: and at present the housing shortage is a direct cause of childlessness in many cases.

The Mass-Observers’ conclusion is that the situation can only be saved by restoring a belief in the future. People are likelier to have large families if they feel that they are doing children a favour by bringing them into the world—if they believe, that is, that life in 1970 will be better worth living than it is now.

Actually there is no such belief abroad at present. Instead there is a widespread fear that mass unemployment will return, an almost equally widespread fear of another world war within the next generation, and a tendency to suspect that efforts at raising the birth-rate have “cannon fodder” as their real object. It is significant that religious believers, both Catholic and Anglican, have a slightly higher birth-rate than unbelievers.

This survey was presumably compiled before the General Election, and it perhaps over-emphasises the prevalence in Britain of political apathy and cynicism about the future. But its main conclusions, product of hundreds of interviews with middle-class and working-class women, are hard to escape.

People have small families because there is no accepted aim which can outweigh comfort and social prestige, and merely to make them better off in an economic sense will not reverse the trend. Meanwhile a certain amount can be done by minor measures such as rapid rehousing and reduction of infant mortality, and, above all, by educating public opinion.

As the Mass-Observers remark, within a few decades the dwindling and ageing of our population may seem to us the most urgent of all problems. The sooner people realise where they are heading and the sooner they stop believing such monstrous fallacies, as, for instance, that a smaller population means less [un]employment,3 the better. This is a disquieting book, but anyone who can get hold of a copy should read at least the first few chapters.

[Fee: £8.8.0; 5.9.45]




2743. The Observer to Orwell

6 September 1945


On 6 September 1945, Orwell was asked by The Observer whether he wished to review Garcia Lorca by Edwin Honig (Editions Poetry, London). For whatever reason—because he was about to go on holiday; because he was disinclined to review the book—no review was published.






2744. Review of Quiver’s Choice by Sagittarius

Tribune, 7 September 1945

No one is at the top of his form every week, and some of the verses of Sagittarius (who appears under this name in the New Statesman and under others in Tribune and Time and Tide)1 are better than others, but she is the only political versifier of our time who does manage to combine technical skill with intelligent comment. Curiously enough, she is at her best when she makes use of a form of parody which was popular in Victorian days but has rather gone out in later years—the parody not of a writer or a school of writers, but of an individual poem. For example:


It was a peacetime evening,

Old William’s watch was done,

And he before his sandbagged cave

Was polishing his gun;

While by him scavenged on the green

The little war-child, Wavelline.

She rummaged in a refuse pile

And found a rusty tin,

Exclaiming with a thrifty smile,

‘That’s for the salvage bin.’

But he replied. ‘No, little maid,

I’ll use it for a hand-grenade.’



There is another poem on President Inonu,2 modelled on Ernest Dowson, with the refrain “I have been faithful to the Allies in my fashion,” and an exceptionally happy one, after William Allingham, on the Countryside Control recommended by the Scott Commission:


Up the scheduled mountain,

Down the earmarked glen,

The Board of Education

Is fanning out its men—

Urchins of the green belt

Rambling with the schools,

Youth Groups and their leaders,

Rambling by the rules.

Bye-laws on the hillside,

Fences round the heather,

Lovers and their lasses

Marching all together.



By contrast, the more serious poems sometimes have a rather forced air, and the incorporation of foreign names and phrases, unavoidable in verse of this type, is not always very successful. It is rather a pity that these poems were not arranged in chronological order, but even so, ranging as they do from 1935 to 1945, they form quite a comprehensive record of political events. A minor attraction of the book is the game the reader can play with himself, of trying to determine which poems were written for which periodical.

[Fee: £1.1.0; 3.9.45]




2745. Article for The Observer

7 September 1945


Orwell’s Payments Book records an 800-word article for The Observer against the date of completion of 7 September 1945, for which he was paid £10.0.0. This article has not been traced.






2746. Review of The French Cooks’ Syndicate by W. McCartney

Freedom—through Anarchism, 8 September 1945

Mr. McCartney’s pamphlet1 is incidentally a revelation of the dirt, the crowding, the bullying and the overwork that are to be found behind the service doors of almost any hotel or restaurant, but in the main it is a highly expert study of the technique of the lightning strike. Before the other war he and others were instrumental in forming a union of kitchen workers on syndicalist lines (there were no permanent officials, and such officials as existed were unpaid), and managed to form a working agreement with the Waiters’ Union which already existed. They were then ready to stage their first strike. The method was a sudden stoppage of work in the very middle of dinner, and its success depended on secrecy, discipline and accurate timing:


“Five minutes before 6.30 the dinner gong sounded, calling all the well-fed parasitical guests to ‘dine’. They took their seats, ushered by smiling, bowing waiters, who were treated with contempt by the guests. 6.30 p.m. Hors d’Oeuvres were served, then soup, then fish. The entree arrived, and that was the lot. 7 p.m. A stranger walked into the dining room, he wiped his forehead with a white handkerchief—the signal agreed upon at the secret meeting. Waiters stood like statues, except one or two. The kitchen got the ‘wire’ and everyone stopped work at once … The guests are calling for the head waiter, for God, the devil, anyone who will serve them! Never before had the sacred dining room seen such a sight in all its long history. Guests forgot, being only half-fed, that they were gentlemen, and even began swearing. They began to leave the hotel, but had to find their own hats and coats, and call their own cabs or carriages. This reminded me of other hungry, angry men on London’s streets a short time previously, but those were batoned.”



This wallop, literally below the belt, took effect promptly. When the manager discovered that he was up against a big union whose existence he had not suspected, but which included all his own staff, he signed a long list of demands which included T.U. rates for all workers, the abolition of tipping, a forty-eight hour week and a week’s paid holiday every year.

Other successful strikes followed, in spite of a certain amount of blacklegging. The movement had originated among the kitchen workers, who were largely foreign-born, and the blacklegs were to be found mostly among the waiters, who were British. There were thirty-eight such strikes between 1905 and 1914, all of them successful. The immediate aim, of course, was to improve working conditions and put an end to such scandals as, for instance, workers being employed without wages and having to depend on tips; but the ultimate objective was to get rid of profit-making catering firms altogether and establish “the owning and controlling of all catering firms for the benefit of the workers and not for the profit of a few idle parasites.”

The movement was naturally not liked by the leaders of the T. U. C., but it prospered and retained its solidarity until the war of 1914. The war broke it up by effecting a change of personnel throughout the catering trade, and the mass unemployment that followed produced armies of blacklegs. Working conditions were forced down to the level of 1910, and when a new union was formed it followed half-hearted tactics which led to disaster. Mr. McCartney, marked down by the employers’ organisation as a dangerous man, was driven out of the trade, and was ultimately expelled from the General Workers’ Union for a too-revolutionary speech at a May Day demonstration.

I have only had brief glimpses of hotel work, and Mr. McCartney has been in and out of it for fifty years, so what he says hardly needs confirmation from me: but I should like to add that his account of life below stairs, with its heat, dirt, quarrelling and turmoil, exactly agrees with my own experiences as a kitchen porter in Paris in 1929.




2747. To Leonard Moore

8 September 1945 Typewritten

27 B Canonbury Square

Islington

London N 1

Dear Mr Moore,

I understand Scribners of New York have written for “Critical Essays.” I think they would be very good people to tie up with, so if they definitely want the book it would be well to let them have it. I believe the Dial people still have a copy of the MS, but as they have had it for so long without reacting, they presumably don’t want it.

Meanwhile there is the question of “Animal Farm.” I don’t fancy it will be easy to find an American publisher for this book. However I have just given a copy to a Polish-American named Kister who represents a firm called Roy Publications. I believe Warburg had given him a copy earlier on, but at any rate he will send the copy I gave him to his firm in New York. The point about this firm having the book is that if they did decide to do it they might also publish a Polish translation. I am extremely anxious that the book should be translated into one Slav language at least, but this will obviously not be easy to arrange. Various people are anxious to translate it into both Polish and Russian, but the job is to make it financially feasible. If therefore Kister’s firm did decide to take the book and were willing to print a Polish translation, I would much rather they had it than some other firm which might give better terms but would not translate.

Brunius, one of the people who edits “Fontaine”, wrote asking for the rights in “Animal Farm” and also saying “Fontaine” are going to publish translations of a series of English books and wanted to include one of mine. I explained to him that Nagel already had copies of the books which seemed most worth translating. But as presumably Nagel won’t accept all of them, we might possibly get one off onto the “Fontaine” people.1

I am going away on the 10th and shall be back about the 25th.

Yours sincerely

Eric Blair

P.S. If this business of translating “Animal Farm” into the Slav languages comes to anything, I don’t mind about the money side, as there would not be much in it anyway. I want it to exist in those languages if possible.




2748. To George Woodcock

8 September 1945 Typewritten

27 B Canonbury Square

Islington

London N 1

Dear Woodcock,

I found that cutting (from Lady Listowel’s Bulletin1 of 15.8.45.)° It doesn’t say what source the information comes from, but presumably from monitoring some radio or other. Enclosed cutting from Vernon Bartlett’s article2 in todays° News-Chronicle shows that even the News-Chron. has got round to admitting some of the facts.

I am going away on Monday and shall be back about the 25th.

Yours

Geo. Orwell




2749. Julian Symons to Orwell

After 8 September 1945


Kingsley Martin reviewed Animal Farm in The New Statesman & Nation, 8 September 1945. Shortly afterwards, Julian Symons wrote to Orwell and remarked: ‘I admired Animal Farm very much—I thought Kingsley Martin’s review very unjust to you personally, although I suppose the most intelligent review I’ve seen. Which is not saying much.’1






2750. To S. McGrath

9 September 1945 Typewritten

27 B Canonbury Square

Islington

London N 1

Dear Sir,1

I was not certain whether your letter dated 7th August, setting forth the terms for my 20-minute script on Jack London, required an answer, or whether I should await a contract. But if the letter was intended to serve as a contract, then I would like to state that the terms are quite agreeable to me.

Yours faithfully

[Signed] Geo. Orwell

George Orwell




2751. To George Woodcock

9 September 1945 Typewritten

27 B Canonbury Square

Islington

London N 1

Dear Woodcock,

I’ve written an identical letter on Olday’s case to 3 papers, the Herald, News-Chronicle and Manchester Guardian.1 I hope some of them will print it. I couldn’t pitch it very strong because he is evidently guilty on 2 counts, desertion and the false identity card, and in those circumstances all one can say is that this is a hard case and he has been sufficiently punished already.

I thought those were the likeliest papers. The Guardian will nearly always print a letter, and the News-Chron seems to print a fairly large number. It’s no use trying the Times. I’ve been writing letters to them for years and never got one in yet. Tribune would print a letter but that doesn’t get much publicity. Ditto the New Statesman, who probably wouldn’t print a letter coming from me any way.

Yours

Geo. Orwell




2752. Extract of letter from Malcolm Muggeridge to Orwell

13 September 1945

My Dear George,

The enclosed came this evening. It’s slightly self-conscious, and not as good as Johnny’s1 conversation with me on the subject. Even so, I quite like it, and I fancy you will. His enjoyment of “Animal Farm” was quite authentic. I found him in bed with it, very sleepy, but he hadn’t wanted to put out the light. It’s the supreme test of all good allegory that it appeals to children. “Don Quixote” and “Gulliver’s Travels” are obvious examples. We read them as children, and then we read them again but not quite with the same enjoyment ….

Yours

M. M.




2753. To Leonard Moore

24 September 1945 Typewritten

27 B Canonbury Square

Islington

London N 1

Dear Mr Moore,

I enclose a letter from the Dial Press people. I don’t know what they are up to. So far as I know they had a copy of the essays book ages ago and didn’t react in any way. Now they write once again asking for a manuscript. I think it would be much better to tie up with Scribner’s if they are willing to do the essays book. Perhaps you will let me know if anything has come of this.

Someone has written asking leave to translate “Animal Farm” into German. I don’t know whether this is financially feasible in any way. He seems to think publication of books in German will start again soon. I have told him to get in touch with you, so perhaps he will do so if he is really anxious to make the translation. His name is Eugen Brehm.1

Yours sincerely

Eric Blair




2754. To Kay Dick

26 September 1945 Typewritten

27 B Canonbury Square

Islington

London N 1

Dear Kay,

I was very glad to get your letter because I had been trying to get in touch with you. When I rang up John o’ London1 they just said you had left, and I had lost your home address.

I simply haven’t any ideas for a story at this moment, and I don’t want to force one. Later on I don’t know. I did one time contemplate a story about a man who got so fed up with the weeds in his garden that he decided to have a garden just of weeds, as they seem easier to grow. Then of course as soon as he started to do this he would find the garden being overwhelmed with flowers and vegetables which came up of their own accord. But I never got round to writing it.

I note that you will be back in London about the 4th and will get in touch with you after that. I’ll try and not lose your address this time. I wish you would come round here some time and see my little boy, who is now aged nearly 17 months. If you come from Hampstead you have to go to the Angel and then take a bus, or if you come from the City you come on the 4 bus to Highbury Corner. I am almost always at home because I don’t go to an office now. The child goes to bed about 6 and after that I have high tea about 7.

You may be interested to hear that poor old Wodehouse was most pathetically pleased about the article in the Windmill.2 I met him in Paris and afterwards heard from him once or twice.

Looking forward to seeing you,

Yours

[Signed] Geo. Orwell

George Orwell




2755. Review of The Midnight Court by Bryan Merryman; translated from the Irish by Frank O’Connor

Manchester Evening News, 27 September 1945

We have been very much out of touch with Eire during the war years, and Mr. O’Connor’s book is to be welcomed for the light it incidentally casts on present-day Irish letters, as well as for introducing us to a little-known poet of the eighteenth century.

Bryan Merryman was a village schoolmaster in County Clare, a part of the world which, according to Mr. O’Connor, was at that time “as barbarous as any in Europe.” Later he removed to Limerick, where he seems to have lived by teaching mathematics, and died, completely obscure, in 1805. The long poem which Mr. O’Connor has translated is a sort of farcical allegory purporting to be a description of a dream. Perhaps it will be better to summarise the poem first and outline Mr. O’Connor’s explanation of it afterwards.

The poet professes to have fallen asleep one day in the bracken and to have been awakened by the Queen of Fairyland (who does not resemble Titania but is a giantess of extreme ugliness). The Fairy Court is about to try the case of a young woman, married to an old man, who has given birth to a child on the day of her wedding. The case develops into a sort of slanging match between women and men, with the author’s sympathies heavily on the side of the women.

First to speak is a girl who complains bitterly that men nowadays are too cautious to get married, and that property is always preferred to youth and beauty:


A boy in the blush of his youthful vigour,

With a gracious flush and a passable figure,

Finds a fortune the best attraction,

And sires himself off on some bitter extraction,

Some fretful old maid with her heels in the dung

And pious airs and venomous tongue,

Vicious and envious, nagging and whining,

Snoozing and snivelling, plotting, contriving—

Hell to her soul, an unmannerly sow,

With a pair of bow legs and hair like tow,

Went off this morning to the altar,

And here am I without hope of the halter!

Couldn’t some man love me as well?

Amn’t I plump and sound as a bell,

Lips for kissing and teeth for smiling,

Blossomy skin and forehead shining?



She goes on to describe her other attractions with considerable freedom, and ends up with some interesting information about the love philtres which were at that time in favour in Ireland. She is followed by the old man whose wife has deceived him. He delivers a violent tirade against marriage in general and his own wife in particular, and declares that it would be better for the Irish race if it were replenished entirely by bastards. The girl who spoke first defends the errant wife, and denounces clerical celibacy as one of the chief reasons why girls go without husbands. The priests, she says, usually have mistresses, and it would be better if they were compelled to marry. The Queen of Fairyland gives judgment for the women and decrees that men who have deliberately remained unmarried are to be punished. The poet, who is 30 and still single, is sentenced to be flogged, but wakes from his vision just in time.

What is one to make of this strange and, in places, bawdy poem? It is, says Mr. O’Connor, a deliberate attack on Irish puritanism and clericalism, delivered by a man who was in outlook a Continental European and had been influenced by the teaching of Rousseau. Although writing in Gaelic he imitated contemporary English verse, and was, according to Mr. O’Connor, the first Irish poet to get away from mere lyricism.

Before Merryman, Mr. O’Connor says, “of drama, prose, criticism, or narrative poetry there was nothing. Intellectually Irish literature did not exist. What Merryman aimed at was something that had never even been guessed at in Gaelic Ireland; a perfectly proportioned work of art on a contemporary subject, with every detail subordinated to the central theme. The poem is as classical as the Limerick Custom House; and, fortunately, the Board of Works had not been able to get at it.”

Since one is dealing with a translation it is hard to know whether this judgment is correct in strictly literary terms, and the rollicking metre used by Mr. O’Connor does not suggest the traditional smoothness of classical verse.

His statement that “the religious background of ‘The Midnight Court’ is Protestant” should, perhaps, be taken as a reaction against the atmosphere of Catholic Dublin. Clerical celibacy is not a Protestant institution, but neither is sexual libertinism—and, in effect, the poem is a plea for that. The man and the woman who are the principal speakers, though they approach the subject from different angles, are both attacking puritanism, which Ireland apart, is somewhat less rampant in the Catholic countries than in the Protestant ones.

But Mr. O’Connor is probably right in saying that the poem reflects the “enlightenment,” the cult of the “natural man,” which had been preached in their different ways by Rousseau and Voltaire, and which, at the time when Merryman was writing, was about to find political expression in the French Revolution.

Merryman, says Mr. O’Connor, “was writing in an Irish-speaking village in the eighteenth century things which even Yeats himself might have thought twice of writing in English-speaking Dublin of the twentieth,” and we may guess that he only got away with it because of his obscurity.

After “The Midnight Court” he wrote nothing more, but went to teach mathematics in Limerick, where he perhaps hoped to find kindred spirits among the Protestant community. If so he was disappointed, and his attack on puritanism and clericalism was a failure, especially in his chosen city. As Mr. O’Connor puts it:

“Nowhere else in Ireland has Irish puritanism such power. Leaning over the bridge in the twilight, looking up the river at the wild hills of Clare, from which old Merryman came down so long ago, you can hear a Gregorian choir chanting Et expecto resurrectionem mortuorum,fn1 and go back through the street where he walked, reflecting that in Limerick there isn’t much else to expect.”

[Fee: £8.8.0; 9.9.45]




2756. To Leonard Moore

29 September 1945 Typewritten

27 B Canonbury Square

Islington

London N 1

Dear Mr Moore,

Many thanks for your letter.1 The Nagel contract is herewith, duly signed.

I think I wrote personally to a man named Erval in the Nagel firm about this, but could you request of them that whoever does the translation should consult with me about any difficulties that arise, and also let me see either the complete proofs or a complete draft of the translation. I know that difficulties are bound to come up over Burmese words that occur in the text, and over local colour generally. My French is far from perfect, but I should always detect a mistranslation. I am very glad the translation of this book has been arranged, as I always thought it would stand translation.2

I haven’t any more copies of “Animal Farm” either, in fact my own last copy has gone. Warburg is doing a second edition, but I see from the advertisement that this is not expected till Xmas.3

Yours sincerely

Eric Blair




2757. Review of The Earth Remains by Crichton
Porteous; Gvadi Bigva by Leo Kiacheli

Manchester Evening News, 4 October 1945

One more illustration of the fact that almost anything can be described as a novel is provided by “The Earth Remains.” It is simply a series of episodes, singularly pointless if regarded as a story and not working up to any kind of crisis, but redeemed by a few good descriptive passages and numerous scraps of out-of-the-way information.

The hero is a novelist with a passionate love of “the country” and a belief that farm life is the best as well as the most useful of all lives. So far so bad, for novelists ought not to write about novelists, and a sentimental reverence for “nature” and “the soil” is one of the curses of modern English literature.

However, Mr. Porteous does not fall into any of the ordinary traps. He knows a great deal about farming and farm management and he is not inclined to idealise either the land or the men who work on it.

He knows all about the dreariness of hoeing turnips and the coldness of milk churns in the early morning; he can explain why a four-acre smallholding does not pay and can inventory the depressing muddle of the average farmyard; he can even describe a ferreting expedition with a realism that extends to noting that wild rabbits are frequently infested by tapeworms.

Indeed, one can pick up quite a lot of miscellaneous knowledge from his book, especially from the latter part of it, which deals with the war agricultural committees and the competition for man power between the farms and the armed forces.

At the beginning of the book the hero, Grant Scott, is still living the comparatively comfortable life of a literary man, but with the coming of war he feels it his duty to go back to farm work, to which he was bred, and for a while he works on a dairy farm, where he is in charge of the milk round.

Later he gets the chance of a job on the Agricultural Committee, and promptly takes it, though still with an uneasy feeling that his proper place is on the land.

The account of the working of the committee, with its red tape and good intentions, and its endless struggles with the farmers, who are constantly in need of more labour and will resort to almost any dodge to keep their sons out of the army, is obviously taken from life, and is in places exceedingly interesting.

In spite of the great rise in productivity during the war the picture which Mr. Porteous gives of the future of British farming is a gloomy one. The basic fact is the drift away from the land of the young people, who will not put up with village life, and would probably find it no more endurable even if agriculture were the best paid instead of the worst paid industry.

The end of the story, if it can be called a story, finds Grant Scott still convinced that we have a duty towards the English soil, but far from certain whether that duty will be carried out in future.

When one comes upon a book like this, so full of accurate observation and so deficient in narrative power, one feels strongly the need for some kind of recognised art-form which could be a repository for sketches and anecdotes as opposed to stories. A book which in essence is a collection of scraps—some of the works of W. H. Hudson are an illustration of this—is ruined if it has to pretend to be a novel.

The things that are real in “The Earth Remains” are all incidental. Such things as the description of the milk round, the conversations with harassed farmers and slippery conscientious objectors, the ripple of a field of oats with the wind blowing over it, or a glimpse of a pyramid of freshly made cheeses in a farmhouse cellar.

The author feels, quite rightly, that things like this are worth recording, but if he simply set them down without attempting to string them together into a story the resulting collection would not, according to our current ideas, rank as a book. Hence much padding and wastage of talent.

However, this book is always worth reading when the author forgets about the plot.

Many contemporary Russian books have been translated into English during the past five years, but nearly all of them have been the product of Russia proper, and it is interesting to come upon a specimen from one of the minor Soviet nationalities. “Gvadi Bigva,” which is a Stalin Prize novel, deals with Georgia, and is a translation of a Russian translation of the Georgian original.

Gvadi Bigva is a middle-aged peasant with an enlarged spleen, product of malaria, and four motherless children. He is a bit of [a] rogue, but kindly enough at heart.

His attitude towards collectivisation, which has happened fairly recently (the date is probably 1936 or thereabouts), is opportunist though not actually hostile. He will work for the collective farm and pile up a few “labour days” for himself when he is absolutely obliged to, but he prefers to slip away to the nearest market town and do a little private trading, sometimes with stolen goods.

By chance he is brought into contact with some scoundrels of a bigger calibre than himself, the remnants of the local “Kulaks,” who have recently been dispossessed and are still making efforts to sabotage the regime.

The fright that these people give him, and a growing sense of responsibility towards his four children, cause Gvadi to turn over a new leaf, and in the end he wins a glorious reputation for himself by frustrating the burning-down of a sawmill.

As is usual in contemporary Soviet literature, this book does not lack a moral, but it is presented in a good-tempered way, with real humour and with a central character who can be accepted as credible.

One would like to hear more of this remote and sunny corner of the Soviet Union, where the vast changes of the last twenty-five years have not caused the peasants to abandon their picturesque garments or lose their pride of ancestry.

[Fee: £8.8.0; 3.10.45]




2758. Royalties for Talking to India


In his Payments Book for 6 October 1945, Orwell noted a payment of £16.0.0 for royalties for Talking to India from Allen & Unwin.






2759. To Leonard Moore

6 October 1945 Typewritten

27 B Canonbury Square

Islington

London N 1

Dear Mr Moore,

What are the facts about the enclosed? I thought it was Scribners who were doing the book of essays. At need I can think of another title, but would like to be clear just who has got the book.1

Yours sincerely

Eric Blair




2760. Review of The Brothers Karamazov and Crime and Punishment by Fyodor Dostoevsky; translated by Constance Garnett

The Observer, 7 October 1945

Constance Garnett’s translations, now to be re-issued, were the first full translations of Dostoevsky to be made direct from Russian into English, and they appeared in the years immediately preceding the last war. At that date it must have been a wonderful experience to read Dostoevsky. It must have given many readers the feeling that an earlier generation had had from Flaubert and a later one was to get from Joyce—the feeling that here was a country of the mind which one had always known to exist, but which one had never thought of as lying within the scope of fiction. More than almost any novelist, Dostoevsky is able to give his reader the feeling: “He knows my secret thoughts; he is writing about me.” It is hard to think of anything in English fiction to compare, for instance, with the scene near the beginning of CRIME AND PUNISHMENT, in which the drunken official Marmeladov describes how his daughter Sonia has been driven on to the streets to support the rest of the starving family.

In the eyes of an English reader Dostoevsky gained something by his foreignness—Marmeladov’s remark that he got drunk in order to repent afterwards was, as people used to say, “very Russian”—but his basic quality was his enormous capacity for pity. He was sympathetic towards all his characters, even the respectable ones. The breakdown of the hero-villain antithesis, combined with a strict moral code, was something new, and it is not surprising that for a while he seemed a great thinker as well as a great novelist.

At this date, especially when one has just waded through the 800 pages of THE BROTHERS KARAMAZOV, one can see faults which were less apparent thirty years ago. The impression one often gets from Dostoevsky is of looking at a series of pictures which are incredibly lifelike except that they are all in monochrome. In a way, all his characters are the same kind of person, there are no exceptional people, or perhaps it would be truer to say there are no ordinary people. Priests, peasants, criminals, policemen, prostitutes, business men, ladies of fashion, soldiers, all seem to mingle easily in the same world: above all, everybody tells everybody else about the state of his soul. It is worth comparing the conversations that take place in “Crime and Punishment” between Raskolnikov and the police official, Porfiry Petrovitch, with the kind of conversation that might actually take place, in England, between a neurotic university student and an inspector of police. One enormous hurdle which every novelist has to face—the problem of bringing the man of thought and the man of action into the same picture—has been simply by-passed.

Apart from the famous chapter, entitled “The Grand Inquisitor,” “The Brothers Karamazov” is heavy going. Its theme does not seem to justify its vast bulk, about a third of which consists of introductory matter, and passages in it make it easy to believe that Dostoevsky habitually wrote on a corner of the kitchen table and corrected nothing. “Crime and Punishment” is quite another matter. It is an illustration of the extraordinary psychological insight of this book that one takes Raskolnikov’s actions entirely for granted although, before the murder is committed, no sufficient motive for it is indicated. It seems quite credible that an intelligent and sensitive young man should suddenly commit a disgusting and almost purposeless crime: and the reason for this must be that Dostoevsky knew exactly what it feels like to be a murderer. A more conscious piece of artistry, forming a wonderful enclave in the book, is the dream of the dying horse by which Raskolnikov’s crime is foreshadowed.

Messrs. Heinemann intend to re-issue the whole series of Constance Garnett’s translations, and at eight and sixpence a volume they are good value. One volume to look out for—it is one of the less well known of Dostoevsky’s books and not easy to obtain during recent years—is “The House of the Dead”: this describes, under a thin disguise of fiction, Dostoevsky’s own experiences as a prisoner in Siberia, and contains the never-to-be-forgotten short story, “The Husband of Akulka.”

[Fee: £10.0.0; 4.10.45]




2761. ‘Jack London’

Forces Educational Broadcast, Light Programme, BBC, 8 October 1945. 1000–1020


Correspondence in the BBC Archive shows that agreement was reached on 11 September that Orwell should be paid £15.15.0 for the script of ‘Jack London.’ At the rehearsal, it was decided that Orwell would act as Narrator, and on 10 October the Talks Booking Manager was asked to pay an additional fee of £3.3.0; a talks booking form was then issued.

On 1 October, Geoffrey Earle, who was responsible for making the arrangements for the programme, wrote to Orwell to say that the producer and an ‘advisor’ felt strongly that the opening of the script would not broadcast well. Their objections, with which Earle agreed, were:


That there isn’t quite enough of the story to plant it firmly with the listener; that it will not be quite clear to the listener what is happening between Jim and Matt; and that the dramatic value of the extract is in any case too much interrupted by the narrator to make good radio drama. There are several instances where one or other character speaks only one short line before being interrupted by the narrator and thus losing the sequence of it.

What I should like to do, with your consent, is to substitute at the beginning of the programme a reading from the opening of the “The Apostate”, which you mention as being a wonderful story, which will be very effective I think, and which is in fact a description of Jack London’s own boyhood, and I do want to get something of this into the programme.



Earle asked Orwell to discuss this with him on the following day, 2 October. Rehearsals were to be held on 5 October at 3:15 and, if the producer believed it necessary, at 10:00 on Saturday, 6 October, in Studio C, Film House, Wardour Street.

The script reproduced is one prepared by the BBC; Earle was originally to have been the Narrator. It has no markings and has the cast list as originally arranged: READER—Staff Sergeant Wilfred Davidson; Robert Marsden, Stuart Latham, Frank Atkinson; NARRATOR: Geoffrey Earle. At the rehearsal it was decided that Orwell should be the Narrator; on 10 October, the Talks Booking Manager was asked to pay Orwell a fee of £3.3.0 for taking this part in addition to his fee of £15.15.0 for writing the script. The details in Programmes as Broadcast are as above, but with the addition of Orwell, described as ‘Script and reading.’ A 1,331–word extract from ‘The Apostate’ (from When God Laughs and Other Stories, 1910) was reported to have been read. Two effects records were used: DLO 81572, the sound of a pulley, and DLO 81571, the sound of a guillotine. Atkinson was shown to be a member of the BBC Repertory Company. The producer was Captain Royston Morley.

The programme was repeated on the Light Programme on 22 November 1946 in the Forces Educational Service. In Programmes as Broadcast Orwell was listed only as Scriptwriter; the cast was Roger Snowdon, Margot Van Der Burgh, Derick Randall, Martin Lewis, and Preston Lockwood. Lewis and Lockwood were members of the BBC Repertory Company. The producer was George Steedman. The extract from ‘The Apostate’ was counted as 1,400 words. The script was modified to take in the producer’s and the advisor’s suggestion.

Later in the year, Geoffrey Earle asked Orwell to lend him a book of London’s short stories. Orwell did so, and Earle returned the book on 29 November saying, ‘I wanted it because I was using an extract from “A Piece of Steak” in a broadcast on Monday and I should have been very stuck without the book. Again many thanks.’





	ANNOUNCER: (from Violet continuity)
	This is a Forces Educational Broadcast. A programme by George Orwell about Jack London.



	1st VOICE:
	Jack London? The American? When he was a kid of eleven he was selling newspapers to get food for his family.



	2nd VOICE:
	Used to work in a canning factory too—10 hours a day and more—eighteen sometimes.



	3rd VOICE:
	London? He was a pirate when he was 16—and tough! running raids on the oyster beds in ‘Frisco Bay.



	1st VOICE:
	Yeah—He loved the sea. In the fo’cstle of the old Sophie Sutherland he worked his way all over the South Pacific.



	2nd VOICE:
	Seal fisher? You know, I thought he was a tramp.



	3rd VOICE:
	Tramp? Sure he was a tramp! —King of the Hoboes. He jumped freight cars on the railroad, 3,000 miles clear across Canada.



	1st VOICE:
	That’s right. And he was in the Yukon Gold rush too—never found an ounce of gold though.



	2nd VOICE:
	Don’t forget the time when the Japs were fighting the Russians in ’04, Jack London covered that as a reporter. He was a writer then.



	ORWELL:
	He was a writer. Yes. Born at San Francisco on January 14th, 1876, he died at his Californian Ranch in 1916 and by then he had written nearly 50 novels and collections of short stories—a pretty big output in 16 years, for he didn’t publish his first book till he was 25. He came of very poor parents, indeed he never knew for certain who his father was. From his earliest childhood he knew the meaning of insecurity, hunger and hard work.



	
	Before trying to give you any general account of Jack London’s work, I’d like you to listen to a fragment from one of his stories. It’s a picture of his own boyhood—he calls it “The Apostate.”



	READER:
	“If you don’t git up, Johnny, I won’t give you a bite to eat!”



	
	The threat had no effect on the boy. He clung stubbornly to sleep, fighting for its oblivion as the dreamer fights for his dream. The boy’s hands loosely clenched themselves, and he made feeble, spasmodic blows at the air. These blows were intended for his mother, but she betrayed practised familiarity in avoiding them as she shook him roughly by the shoulder.



	
	“Lemme ‘lone!”



	
	It was a cry that began, muffled, in the deeps of sleep, that swiftly rushed upward, like a wail, into passionate belligerence, and that died away, and sank down into an inarticulate whine. It was a bestial cry, as of a soul in torment, filled with infinite protest and pain.



	
	But she did not mind. She was a sad-eyed, tired-faced woman, and she had grown used to this task, which she repeated every day of her life. She got a grip on the bedclothes and tried to strip them down; but the boy, ceasing his punching, clung to them desperately. In a huddle, at the foot of the bed, he still remained covered. Then she tried dragging the bedding to the floor. The boy opposed her. She braced herself. Hers was the superior weight, and the boy and bedding gave, the former instinctively following the latter in order to shelter against the chill of the room that bit into his body.



	
	As he toppled on the edge of the bed it seemed that he must fall head-first to the floor. But consciousness fluttered up in him. He righted himself and for a moment perilously balanced. Then he struck the floor on his feet. On the instant his mother seized him by the shoulders and shook him. Again his fists struck out, this time with more force and directness. At the same time his eyes opened. She released him. He was awake.



	
	“All right,” he mumbled.



	
	She caught up the lamp and hurried out, leaving him in darkness.



	
	‘You’ll be docked,” she warned back to him.



	
	He did not mind the darkness. When he had got into his clothes, he went out into the kitchen. His tread was very heavy for so thin and light a boy. His legs dragged with their own weight, which seemed unreasonable because they were such skinny legs. He drew a broken-bottomed chair to the table.



	
	“Johnny!” his mother called sharply.



	
	He arose as sharply from the chair, and, without a word, went to the sink. It was a greasy, filthy sink. A smell came up from the outlet. He took no notice of it. That a sink should smell was to him part of the natural order, just as it was a part of the natural order that the soap should be grimy with dishwater and hard to lather. Nor did he try very hard to make it lather. Several splashes of the cold water from the running faucet completed the function. He dried himself on a greasy towel, damp and dirty and ragged, that left his face covered with shreds of lint.



	
	“I wish we didn’t live so far away,” she said, as he sat down. “I try to do the best I can. You know that. But a dollar on the rent is such a savin’, an’ we’ve more room here. You know that.”



	
	“A dollar means more grub,” he remarked sententiously. “I’d sooner do the walkin’ an’ git the grub.”



	
	He ate hurriedly, half-chewing the bread and washing the unmasticated chunks down with coffee. The hot and muddy liquid went by the name of coffee. Johnny thought it was coffee—and excellent coffee. That was one of the few of life’s illusions that remained to him. He had never drunk real coffee in his life.



	
	In addition to the bread, there was a small piece of cold pork. His mother refilled his cup with coffee. As he was finishing the bread, he began to watch if more was forthcoming. She intercepted his questioning glance.



	
	“Now, don’t be hoggish, Johnny,” was her comment. “You’ve had your share. Your brothers an’ sisters are smaller’n you.”



	
	A distant whistle, prolonged and shrieking, brought both of them to their feet. She glanced at the tin alarm-clock on the shelf. The hands stood at half-past five. The rest of the factory world was just arousing from sleep. She drew a shawl about her shoulders, and on her head put a dingy hat, shapeless and ancient.



	
	“We’ve got to run,” she said, turning the wick of the lamp and blowing down the chimney.



	
	They groped their way out and down the stairs. It was clear and cold, and Johnny shivered at the first contact with the outside air. The stars had not yet begun to pale in the sky, and the city lay in blackness. Both Johnny and his mother shuffled their feet as they walked. There was no ambition in the leg muscles to swing the feet clear of the ground.



	
	After fifteen silent minutes, his mother turned off to the right.



	
	“Don’t be late,” was her final warning from out of the dark that was swallowing her up.



	
	He made no response, steadily keeping on his way. In the factory quarter, doors were opening everywhere, and he was soon one of a multitude that pressed onward through the dark. As he entered the factory gate the whistle blew again. He glanced at the east. Across a ragged sky-line of housetops a pale light was beginning to creep. This much he saw of the day as he turned his back upon it and joined his work gang.



	ORWELL:
	That was the background of young Jack London. He was almost completely self-educated, but he packed an enormous amount of reading into his short life, and along certain lines, such as the history of the Socialist movement, he could almost have been called a learned man. He made a great deal of money out of his writings, but he spent it or gave it away almost as fast as he got it. He was essentially an active, full-blooded, life-loving sort of man, he had a magnificent physique, and he was passionately interested in boxing, as you might infer from his books. But above all things he was a Socialist. On and off he was an active worker and lecturer in the Socialist movement and the basis of all his best work is a feeling of indignation against the cruel, sordid misery in which the modern world often forces people to live. Some of his best stories spring straight out of the experiences of his childhood. But he doesn’t write tracts: nearly always the story comes first and the “moral”, if you like to call it that, is merely implied. His work falls into three fairly well-defined groups, and I’ll try to mention the most important books in each class.



	
	First of all there are the books by which—unfortunately, because they’re not his best—he is still best known, his animal books, such as White Fang and The Call of the Wild, each of which is the life history of a dog done in a vivid and interesting way. I don’t want to discuss these now.



	
	Secondly there are his directly Socialistic books, such as The Iron Heel, which I’ll come back to in a moment. Another example is The People of The Abyss, a remarkable and horrible book about the London slums, which Jack London had explored systematically. Then there is an extraordinarily readable book, The Road, about his experiences as a tramp in America when he was a very young man. There are some wonderful prison scenes in this book. There are also some excellent prison scenes in another book called The Jacket. In this class you could also place a book called Before Adam, which is an attempt to popularise Darwin. It’s a reconstruction highly incorrect, I’ve no doubt, but extremely vigorous and convincing, of the life of prehistoric man, before the discovery of fire or even of stone implements.



	
	Thirdly there are his novels and short stories, such as The Valley of the Moon, Burning Daylight, The Sea Wolf and—this is the best of all—the collection of short stories published under the title of When God Laughs.



	
	Now let me come back to The Iron Heel. About 1934, when Jack London’s reputation was rather low, there was a sudden search all over Europe for copies of this book, which had become a rarity. The reason was that The Iron Heel, written in 1907, had made what was in some ways a surprisingly accurate forecast of Fascism. It’s a book about the future, about the world revolution which Jack London believed was going to break out quite soon. I don’t want to give the impression that as a whole it’s a truthful prophecy. Much of the detail in it, especially the dates and the geography, is ridiculous, and Jack London doesn’t even mention Russia, the country where revolution did actually break out. But unlike most of the Socialist writers of his time, he argued that the capitalist class would not just let itself be abolished, but would be capable of organising itself, and would stop at nothing in defence of its possessions. He therefore builds up a picture of an appalling, organised reign of terror which at moments has surprising resemblances to the Nazi regime in Germany. Here and there he anticipated very closely the sort of thing that would happen. And I think the reason why he could do so was that he had a Fascist streak, or at any rate a strain of brutality, in himself. This had its disadvantages, but it did help him to understand something that the book-trained Socialist generally fails to understand: that the possessors of great wealth are not simple scoundrels, but that they honestly believe themselves to be the defenders of civilisation, and draw all their strength from that. As a result, the most interesting thing in The Iron Heel is a passage—it’s Chapter XXI of the book—analysing the mentality of the new rulers of the world. It’s one of the best statements of the outlook of a ruling class—of the outlook that a ruling class must have if it’s to survive—that has ever been written.



	
	But finally Jack London’s best works are the novels and short stories in which his Socialist convictions have been digested, so to speak, and are not on the surface. His long novel, The Valley of the Moon, is still worth reading; and so are almost all the stories, such as Smoke Bellew, that he wrote about the Alaskan goldfields. But above all, if you can get hold of them, read the stories collected in When God Laughs. You’ve already heard a bit of “The Apostate,” describing child labour as Jack London had seen it. And there’s another very effective story on a grim and sordid theme called “Just Meat”. It’s about two burglars who’ve got away with a haul of jewellery worth half a million dollars, killing a man in doing it. Each poisons the other in an attempt to get the whole of the swag and the story ends with the two men stretched dead on the floor—“just meat”.



	
	There’s another called “Love of Life” which describes a prospector struggling against starvation somewhere in the Arctic. Day after day, as he plods along the trail, a wolf, also half dead from starvation, is following him, hoping to wear him down. But in the end the man’s stamina turns out to be the greater, and the story ends not with the wolf eating the man but the man eating the wolf. Incidentally, when Lenin was in his last illness, and his wife Krupskaya used to sit at his bedside reading to him, this was the very last story she read.



	
	To end with, here’s a fragment from another story from this collection, called “The Chinago.” Chinago is a nickname used on some of the Pacific islands for a Chinese.



	NARRATOR:
	This story concerns a French island, and some minor officials have received orders to guillotine a Chinese coolie named Ah Chow, C,H,O,W, who has committed a murder. The official who signs the order has had too much to drink, and he leaves out the last letter, with the result that another coolie named Ah Cho, C,H,O, is taken to the place of execution. On the way he keeps trying to explain that he is not Ah Chow, but without success. The guard, a rather stupid policeman called Cruchot—who has charge of him merely laughs at him and tells him not to worry, because the blade of the guillotine won’t hurt: most probably it will only tickle, he says.



	
	When they arrive the overseer, who is also the executioner, is just trying out the hastily erected guillotine on the trunk of a banana tree. Cruchot hands over his prisoner and goes. Ah Cho glanced at the sergeant who was standing by and saw his opportunity.



	AH CHO:
	The honourable judge said that Ah Chow was to have his head cut off.



	NARRATOR:
	The sergeant nodded impatiently. He was thinking of the fifteen-mile ride before him that afternoon, to the windward side of the island, and of Berthe, the pretty half-caste daughter of Lafiere, the pearl trader, who was waiting for him at the end of it.



	AH CHO:
	Well, I am not Ah Chow. I am Ah Cho. The honourable jailer has made a mistake. Ah Chow is a tall man, and you see I am short.



	SERGEANT: (puzzled)
	That’s true! Schemmer! Come here.



	SCHEMMER:
	Is your Chinago ready?



	SERGEANT:
	Look at him. Is he the Chinago?



	SCHEMMER: (pause)
	No, he isn’t. (Pause) Look here, we can’t postpone this affair. I’ve lost three hours work already out of those five hundred Chinagos. I can’t afford to lose it all over again for the right man. Let’s put the performance through just the same. It’s only a Chinago. They’ll blame it on Cruchot—if it’s discovered. But there’s little chance of its being discovered. Ah Chow won’t give it away, at any rate.



	SERGEANT:
	The blame won’t lie with Cruchot, anyway. It must have been the jailer’s mistake.



	SCHEMMER:
	Then let’s go on with it. They can’t blame us. Who can tell one Chinago from another? We can say we merely carried out instructions with the Chinago that was turned over to us. Besides, I really can’t take all those coolies a second time away from their labour.



	NARRATOR:
	They spoke in French, and Ah Cho, who did not understand a word of it, nevertheless knew that they were determining his destiny. He knew also, that the decision rested with the sergeant, and he hung upon that official’s lips.



	SERGEANT:
	All right. Go ahead with it. He’s only a Chinago.



	SCHEMMER:
	I’m going to try out the guillotine once more, just to make sure.



	NARRATOR:
	Schemmer moved the banana trunk forward under the knife, which he had hoisted to the top of the derrick. Ah Cho tried to remember maxims from “The Tract of the Quiet Way.” “Live in Concord”, came to him: but it was not applicable. He was not going to live. He was about to die. Schemmer leant forward to test the drop of the knife. With a quick movement he jerked the cord.



	SERGEANT: (to himself)
	Beautiful! Beautiful, my friend.



	SCHEMMER:
	Come on, Ah Chow.



	AH CHO:
	But I am not Ah Chow—



	SCHEMMER:
	Shut up! If you open your mouth again, I’ll break your head.



	NARRATOR:
	The overseer threatened him with a clenched fist, and he remained silent. What was the good of protesting? He allowed himself to be lashed to the vertical board that was the size of his body. Then he was aware that the board had come to rest, and from muscular pressures and tensions he knew that he was lying on his back. He opened his eyes. Straight above him he saw the suspended knife blazing in the sunshine. He saw the weight which had been added, and noted that one of Schemmer’s knots had slipped. Then he heard the sergeant’s voice in sharp command. Ah Cho closed his eyes hastily. He did not want to see that knife descend. But he felt it—for one great fleeting instant. And in that instant he remembered Cruchot and what Cruchot had said. But Cruchot was wrong. The knife did not tickle. That much he knew before he ceased to know.



	ORWELL:
	I haven’t been able to mention all of Jack London’s work. In his short life he travelled all over the world and had many wild adventures, and—as I’ve said—he wrote an enormous amount. He made a rule of writing a thousand words a day, and he kept to it a great deal of the time. If you write at that speed you don’t always do your best, and much of Jack London’s work is hardly worth bothering with today. But read, if you can get hold of them, The Valley of the Moon, When God Laughs, The Road, The Jacket, The Iron Heel, and Before Adam. If you read those six books, you’ve read the best of Jack London.



	ANNOUNCER: (from Violet Continuity)
	That programme about Jack London was written by George Orwell. The reader of the first story was Staff Sergeant Wilfred Davidson, the narrator was Geoffrey Earle; and parts were played by Robert Marsden, Stuart Latham and Frank Atkinson.







2762. To Leonard Moore

10 October 1945 Typewritten

27 B Canonbury Square

Islington

London N 1

Dear Mr Moore,

The contract is herewith duly initialled at the bottoms of the pages.1 I am very glad Nagel are going to do “Animal Farm” as well. I don’t suppose many difficulties will arise about the translation of this one, but if any do, perhaps whoever is doing the work would consult me, as in the other case.

If Reynal & Hitchcock are going to do “Critical Essays,” a new name will have to be found for the American edition, as they asked for one. I’ll try and think of one within the next week. I suppose they will send me some proofs? I don’t remember whether they had a copy of the MS or a set of the proofs from Warburg, but in either case there might be some minor alterations.

Another person has written asking if he may translate “Animal Farm” into French. I suppose I can tell him that the arrangement with Nagel is definitely fixed?

Yours sincerely

[Signed] Eric Blair

Eric Blair




2763. Review of Edwin and Eleanor by C. E. Vulliamy; At Mrs. Lippincote’s by Elizabeth Taylor; To the Boating by Inez Holden

Manchester Evening News, 11 October 1945

Some years ago Mr. James Laver wrote a history of fashion, in which he showed that almost anything can become elegant after the appropriate lapse of time, which can even be calculated within a few decades.

A garment or a piece of furniture is first “all the rage,” then it is out-of-date, then it is ugly, then ridiculous, then it takes on the charm of antiquity, and, finally, it may even return as a fashion.

The crinoline is now seen to have been a distinctly attractive garment, though perhaps rather an inconvenient one, and the black lacquered furniture inlaid with mother-of-pearl, which our parents threw on to the junk heap, is sought after by collectors. Indeed, nearly every aspect of Victorian life has undergone a revaluation during the past ten or 20 years, and one can no longer get a laugh by the mere mention of pegtop trousers or the Prince Consort as one could when Lytton Strachey wrote “Eminent Victorians.”

This change of viewpoint makes a large and elaborate joke like “Edwin and Eleanor” seem rather pointless. It is a story of Victorian life, ostensibly occurring in the years 1854–56, and told in the form of diaries and letters. Implicit all the way through it is the notion that our grandparents were in some way funnier than ourselves: to anyone who cannot accept this, the book will appear primarily a waste of talent.

It concerns an elopement in what used to be known as “good society.” A rather foolish young couple who seem well enough suited to one another—the husband dabbles in painting, the wife works spasmodically at a romantic novel entitled “Sir Florio Ponsonby”—gradually drift apart, the husband developing sentimental attachments to other women, the wife succumbing to the charms of a young literary dilettante, for whom she finally leaves home.

It is a rather empty story, though in real life it would be rather a painful one. In our own day the seduction would be accomplished more rapidly, otherwise the sequence of events is familiar enough. The joke lies in these events occurring against a background of whiskers, Tennyson’s poetry, and the fashionable fads of the period, such as ornamenting glass jugs with paper patterns stuck on by means of gelatine.

Landseer and other nineteenth-century painters come in for a good deal of guying, and there are some parodies of Tennysonian verse. Some real research has gone into this book, however, and the best things in it are some passing references to the Crimean war, and to the slow, dirty, and dangerous railway trains which were then beginning to be the normal means of travel.

“At Mrs. Lippincote’s” is a waste of talent in a different way. It was written with real distinction, and the author gives the impression of feeling very strongly about something or other, but just what are the meaning and purpose of the book it would be hard to say. It concerns the wife—for the wife is the chief figure—of an R.A.F. officer who has come to join her husband in the rather dreary provincial town where he is stationed, taking a furnished house in order to do so.

Her cousin has come with her and in a rather meaningless way gets mixed up with the local Communist party. The wife, Julia, is represented as unpractical and quarrelsome, and her thoughts often flit vaguely in the direction of infidelity. In the end it turns out that her husband has been unfaithful for some time past, and this, it seems, is much worse than anything that Julia herself has done, or contemplated doing.

In the background there are the enigmatic figures of the Wing Commander, whose peacetime occupation nobody knows, and of Mrs. Lippincote, the owner of the house. There is also Julia’s little boy, aged seven and very precocious. Probably this book means something, but the meaning fails to get through.

Inez Holden1 is an uneven writer, but she is at the top of her form in several of the stories in “To the Boating,” notably “Musical Chairman” and “Theme Song for a Drunken Uncle.” The former story, which is the longest in the book, describes—very convincingly and no doubt from first-hand experience—the working of the Appeals Board at a Labour Exchange.

The Board is extremely conscientious and, in intention, just, but by an unerring instinct it does the wrong thing in every case, because of the inability of comfortably placed people to imagine what a wage-earner’s life is like. There is a rather similar picture of the impersonal cruelty of authority in “Shocking Weather, Isn’t It?” which describes visiting day at a prison. But these stories are not merely “social documents.” Like Miss Holden’s sketches of factory life, they give accurate detail and remarkably lifelike dialogue, but they make a pattern, in some cases by means of a single phrase which recurs like the refrain of a song.

This is one method by which a piece of writing which is in reality only a sketch—a description, for example, of a single person’s character, or of the atmosphere of a house—can be made to stand on its own feet without having to masquerade as an ordinary story with a “denouement.”

Thus, in “Theme Song for a Drunken Uncle,” the recurring motif is the fact that the uncle always accuses everybody else of being drunk, and after his death the story is neatly rounded off by one more accusation contained in his will.

About half a dozen of the stories in the book are constructed on a similar plan: one or two, such as “Soldiers’ Chorus,” are simply descriptive sketches. At the end (these are linguistic curiosities, but one of them is quite a good story in itself) are three very short stories written in basic English.2

[Fee: £8.8.0; 10.10.45]




2764. Review of Freedom of Expression, edited by Hermon Ould

Tribune, 12 October 1945

I have never actually seen a polar bear in boxing gloves trying to pick up a bead of quicksilver, but [I] imagine the spectacle must be very similar to what is usually presented by a so-called “symposium.” A “symposium” (literally a drinking party, but that side of it was scrapped a long time ago) means a discussion, or a series of talks on the same subject, by a circle of people who may be held to represent the various possible viewpoints. It is generally at its vaguest and most evasive when it takes place on the radio, but the talks delivered to the P.E.N. Club a year ago and now printed under the title of Freedom of Expression are certainly remarkable for the way in which they don’t deal with their alleged subject matter. Indeed there seem to have been at least two schools of opinion as to what the P.E.N. conference was about.

The purpose, we are told on the cover, was to “commemorate the tercentenary of the publication of Milton’s Areopagitica.” The Areopagitica, it will be remembered, was a pamphlet written in 1644 in defence of freedom of the press, and the book of collected talks is entitled Freedom of Expression. You might be forgiven, therefore, for imagining that it is mainly concerned with freedom of expression. But not a bit of it! The purpose of the conference, writes Mr. Hermon Ould in the introduction, was “to provide a platform for the untrammelled expression of views and convictions on perhaps the most important subject that can exercise our minds at the present time—‘The Place of Spiritual and Economic Values in the Future of Mankind.’” Just what this has to do with Areopagitica is hard to see: and in fact about half of the thirty or forty speakers left Milton unmentioned.

Of the rest, about a dozen did from time to time utter a remark bearing on the question of liberty, and a few others touched upon it by implication. The statements really relevant to the position of the press at this time and in this country are so few that they can be summarised in a few lines. Thus, Mr. E. M. Forster, in his inaugural address, takes a very mild crack at the M.O.I.1 and the British Council. Mr. Ifor Evans points out that to permit real freedom of the press involves great dangers. Professor J. B. S. Haldane discusses the effects of censorship on radio and the films and mentions the suppression of the Daily Worker. Mr. John R. Baker states that the British press is to some extent censored in the interests of Russian propaganda, and that bodies like the National Council for Civil Liberties have been captured from within by people sympathetic to totalitarianism. Mr. Herbert Read urges that Milton’s plea for unlicensed printing has not lost its relevance. Mr. Mulk Raj Anand denounces the press censorship existing in India. Mr. Harold Laski admits that during the war the British press has enjoyed more freedom than might have been expected. Mr. Kingsley Martin points out that to defend liberty you have to deny liberty to the people who would destroy liberty if they got the chance. Mr. Alec Craig attacks the laws relating to obscenity in literature. That is really about all the relevant matter—relevant, that is, to the issues Milton raised—to be found in nearly 200 closely printed pages.

Now, nearly all of the speakers at this conference, and probably a large part of the audiences, were people directly concerned with the writing trade. Considering the age we live in and the kind of things that have been happening to writers and journalists during the past fifteen years, wouldn’t you expect such a gathering of people to be a bit more vehement and a bit more precise in their accusations? Here are some of the subjects that were not mentioned, or barely mentioned:—The centralised ownership of the British press, with its consequent power to suppress any bit of news that it chooses; the question of who really controls the B.B.C., the buying-up of young writers by film units, the M.O.I., etc.; the methods by which British correspondents in foreign countries are squeezed into telling lies or concealing truths; the corruption of literary criticism by the publishing trade; the vague semi-official pressure that prevents books on unpopular themes from getting published; the spread of totalitarian ideas, mostly emanating from the U.S.S.R., among English intellectuals. One could extend the list, but it is that kind of influence that now menaces all that we have hitherto meant by intellectual liberty. Except in the talk given by Mr. John Baker, and here and there in those given by Mr. Ifor Evans and Professor Haldane, hardly one of these issues received an unmistakable mention.

What is one to think of a gathering of over thirty literary men of whom barely one can say plainly that freedom means the freedom to criticise and oppose, and that in consequence freedom is non-existent in the U.S.S.R., unless one gives the word a totally different meaning from what it held for Milton and for almost every Englishman between his day and ours? Is it not blatantly obvious that if there is freedom of the press in the U.S.S.R., then there is no freedom here, so that all talk about “defending our hard-won liberties” etc., becomes meaningless? Yet hardly a single speaker could point this out, just as hardly a single speaker could give Beaverbrook or Rothermere2 the sort of kick in the pants that they would be likely to feel.

A discussion of this kind, which might have been lively forty years ago, and might be lively now if it were conducted in some obscure periodical by people who have not much to lose, is killed by two separate though interacting influences. On the one hand there is the general drift towards a planned and centralised but not democratic society, in which the writer or journalist tends to become a sort of minor official. On the other hand, there is the pressure of totalitarian propaganda. How many people, making their living out of writing, can afford to insult simultaneously the M.O.I, the B.B.C., the British Council, the press lords, the film magnates, the leading publishing houses and the editors of all the principal newspapers? Yet you have to insult all of those if you want to speak up for the freedom of the press. And how many people have—or had in the late summer of 1944—the courage to utter genuine criticism of Soviet Russia? So, in order to commemorate Milton’s great plea for liberty, you get this vague bumbling, in which the liberty which is supposedly being defended is never clearly defined—in which, indeed, it is not even certain what subject is being discussed. On the whole this is a depressing book.3

[Fee: £5.0.0; 5.10.45]




2765. Aneurin Bevan, Profile

The Observer, 14 October 1945 Anonymous, but chiefly written by Orwell1

This week’s debate on Housing will certainly bring a major speech from the new Minister of Health.2

For several of the war years Aneurin Bevan—“that architect of disloyalty,” as Mr. Churchill once called him in a heated moment—was known as the most turbulent M.P. on the Opposition benches, and it is only sixteen months since3 his own Party came near to expelling him for voting against the Government on a major issue. His weekly paper “Tribune,” whose editorship in-chief he had inherited from Sir Stafford Cripps, also criticised the conduct of the war, and British foreign policy, with a freedom that sometimes bordered on irresponsibility. These activities have tended to stamp him in the public mind as the naughty boy of the Labour Party and to obscure the solid achievements that actually lie behind him. Yet in the job of re-housing Britain his experience in local government and in trade union administration may be as important as the restless energy of his temperament.4

Aneurin Bevan was born in 1897, the son of a coalminer. He himself left school at 13 and went to work in the pit. In spite of his powerful physique he was a shy, bookish boy, left-handed, and troubled by a severe stammer, which still has a slight tendency to return in moments when he is overtired. In such spare time as he could get he read voraciously, making a speciality of books on philosophy. He had the chance to educate himself, he says, quite largely because the Tredegar public library happened to be an exceptionally good one and the librarian took a personal interest in him. As for his stammer and his nervousness, he got rid of them by deliberately involving himself in street-corner meetings and other situations where he knew he would be compelled to speak extempore.

Some years later he was able to leave the pit and study at the Central Labour College. He was only 19 when he was chairman of the largest Miners’ lodge in South Wales, and was still a very young man when he became a member of the local Urban District Council. He was a miners’ disputes agent in 1926, and has held the Ebbw Vale seat since 1929. With this background his natural affinity might seem to be with the trade union end of the Labour Party, but in fact he has until lately been looked on with some suspicion by the chiefs of the T.U.C.

His following, outside his own constituency, has been chiefly among the “intellectuals” of the Party branches and the growing body of middle-class people whose sympathies have turned leftward during the past five or ten years. He was the close associate of Sir Stafford Cripps until Cripps joined the Churchill Government, and he has many foreign refugee Socialists among his friends and advisers. He is more of an extremist and more of an internationalist than the average Labour M.P., and it is the combination of this with his working-class origin that makes him an interesting and unusual figure.

On any issue of domestic policy—on housing, social security, education, public health—Bevan thinks and feels as a working man. He knows how the scales are weighted against anyone with less than £5 a week, and during the war he has defended the right of the workers to strike, even at moments when strikes did or could seriously hamper the war effort. But he is remarkably free—some of his adversaries would say dangerously free—from any feeling of personal grievance against society. He shows no sign of ordinary class consciousness. He seems equally at home in all kinds of company. It is difficult to imagine anyone less impressed by social status or less inclined to put on airs with subordinates. Everyone who has more than a nodding acquaintance with him calls him by his nickname of “Nye.” He has the temperament that used to be called “mercurial”—a temperament capable of sudden low spirits but not of settled pessimism. His boisterous manner sometimes gives casual observers the impression that he is not serious, and his warmest admirers do not claim that punctuality is his strong point. But in fact he has a huge capacity for work and manages to put in a great deal of time at his rather inaccessible constituency.

Some of Bevan’s qualities may be traceable to his Welsh blood. Though only tepidly interested in Welsh Nationalism, he has not lost touch with his origins and retains traces of his Welsh accent. His infrequent holidays are always devoted to climbing in his native hills. He is a typical Celt not only in his quickness of speech and abrupt alternations of mood but in his respect for the intellect. He does not have the suspicion of “cleverness” and anaesthesia to the arts which are generally regarded as the mark of a practical man. Those who have worked with him in a journalistic capacity have remarked with pleasure and astonishment that here at last is a politician who knows that literature exists and will even hold up work for five minutes to discuss a point of style.

Bevan’s campaign against Churchill, in Parliament and in the Press, was very bitter, and sometimes undignified. There were moments when Bevan seemed to be actuated by personal dislike, and Churchill, too, was more easily “drawn” by Bevan than by any other opponent. Some observers have remarked that the two men are natural antagonists “because they are so alike.” In fact, there are points of resemblance. Both men are naturally genial but capable of sudden anger and rough speech, both of them have been held back in their careers by the “cleverness” which did not commend itself to more stolid colleagues. Whether Bevan is fully Churchill’s equal in obstinacy remains to be seen.

The post he now holds, a post in which he is responsible not only for public health but for rehousing, is a thankless and difficult one. In the matter of houses the public expects miracles and is certain to be disappointed at not getting them. Bevan is well aware of this and knows all about the fight with local authorities, with the building trade and with the B.M.A.5 that lies ahead of him. He has clear ideas about what is desirable and what is possible in the matter of housing. His own private preference is for a house and not a flat, and he holds it as a principle that everyone should have the right to choose between the two. But he also realises that if people are to live in big conglomerations they must spread themselves vertically, and he would like, if he can, to popularise the idea of the small town which is a single building—the “skyscraper in open country.”6

He sought out his present job because he feels strongly about slum clearance, about the effects of the housing shortage on the birth-rate, and about the need to put the practice of medicine on a non-commercial basis. Those who know him believe that he can make decisions boldly, will get results, and will soon return to the headlines as a quite different figure from the fiery debater of the last five years.7




2765A. To Arthur Koestler, 17 October 1945: see here




2766. To Fredric Warburg

17 October 1945 Typewritten

27 B Canonbury Square

Islington

London N 1

Dear Fred,

I had some conversation with Frank Horrabin, who told me [he] had shown a copy of “Animal Farm” to David Low,1 and the latter said something suggesting he would like to illustrate it. If he would really do so this would be a winner, and would be a way of placing the book in the USA, which I have not succeeded in doing. (It’s going to be translated into French, by the way.)

The trouble is I don’t know Low and don’t know how to approach him. Do you know him? Horrabin said he had mentioned this idea to you.2

I have had a stinking cold but it is a bit better now. I’ll read that MS and let you have an opinion as soon as possible, but I am very busy as usual. I am sending back the proofs of the essays book separately.

Yours

George




2767. To Roger Senhouse

17 October 1945 Typewritten

27 B Canonbury Square

Islington

London N 1

I have made further corrections on the following pages:—

Title page, both sides (date.) Contents page. 25. 85. 98. 109 (2). 145. 153.

The one on p. 25 is important. I believe I may have misdirected you about this before. It should be definitely HAROLD Skimpole, not Horace.1

Geo. Orwell




2768. Review of Selected Stories by Rhys Davies

Manchester Evening News, 18 October 1945

There is only a small handful of successful short-story writers in England at this moment and Mr. Rhys Davies is one of them. He has lightened the dreary pages of so many a magazine that it seems almost ungrateful to criticise him too closely.

Nevertheless an examination of the stories in his present book brings out once again the peculiar difficulty under which this genre has laboured during the past twenty years or so—the difficulty, that is, of producing something which is a real story with action and development in it, and which at the same time is readable and has a clear connection with real life.

This can be sufficiently illustrated by the subject-matter of Mr. Davies’s stories. Of the ten pieces in his present book two are less definitely stories than the others and are, so to speak, off his usual beat. The other eight deal, like most of his work, with his native Wales.

The first deals with a corpse who comes to life just before burial, to the dismay of her sisters, who have spent a lot of money on the funeral.

The second deals with the refusal of some old women in an alms-house to use a newly installed water-closet.

The third deals with a young miner who has never seen his wife with her clothes off.

The fourth describes a Welsh family squabbling over their father’s belongings while he lies dying upstairs.

The fifth deals with an eccentric old maid who insists on taking her cow to church with her.

The sixth describes an insurance agent whose home life temporarily improves because he is getting tenderer meat for his meals, which is really due to the fact that his wife is having an affair with the butcher.

The seventh deals with a dwarf with a gift for drawing who rapes and murders a girl who has treated him in a heartless way.

The eighth deals with a fatuous poet whose wife ends by chopping up for firewood the oak throne he has won at an Eisteddfod.

Obviously it is unfair to summarise even the shortest story in this manner, but these brief notes perhaps give some idea of the atmosphere which pervades almost all of Mr. Rhys Davies’s work. Almost invariably his themes are grotesque—sometimes in a humorous way, sometimes in a gruesome way, but at any rate with a tendency to avoid the every-day incident and the humdrum character.

As a story-teller Mr. Rhys Davies is nearer to Hans Andersen than to Maupassant. His stories do not actually deal with the supernatural, but they habitually deal with the improbable, and some of them are a kind of prose poem. And after all this is one way in which the writer of short stories can escape from his dilemma. He can preserve form and style by sacrificing credibility.

As every editor and publisher knows, present-day short stories which attempt to deal faithfully with real life are almost invariably dreary and eventless. A lonely woman sits in her maisonette waiting for the telephone to ring; it doesn’t ring. That, spun out to two or three thousand words, is the type of the modern short story.

There appears to be something in this phase of civilisation that makes it very difficult to imagine an incident which is dramatic and at the same time can be thought of as actually happening. In a full-length novel character interest can make up for absence of plot, but in a short story one practically has to choose between the pointless and the abnormal. Mr. Rhys Davies, obviously, is a specialist in the abnormal.

After all, how often does it happen that a dead woman sits up after she has been put in her coffin? And how many people take cows to church with them? These tiny grotesques, like carvings on nut shells, are excellent of their kind, but they have not, and are not meant to have, much to do with everyday life.

The longest story in the book, “Arfon,” the story of the gifted dwarf, deals with an incident that could happen, but in the telling it is turned into a species of poem, and realistic detail is avoided. The story of the cow that went to church illustrates in a slightly different way Mr. Rhys Davies’s instinctive avoidance of the commonplace. The point of the story is that the old lady’s foible had to be tolerated because her contributions to the church funds were too important to be sacrificed.

A generation or more ago Jack London, H. G. Wells, D. H. Lawrence, and others could produce stories which contained action and surprise and yet stuck fairly closely to ordinary life. Somehow that has ceased to be possible and the stories which are most truly stories tend to be exercises in the fantastic. It is a pity, for to specialise in the fantastic inevitably means narrowing one’s range.

[Fee: £8.8.0; 17.10.45]




2769. Randolph Churchill to Orwell

19 October 1945


Randolph Churchill (1911–1968) son of Winston Churchill, returned to Orwell a copy of Animal Farm which he had lent him, with thanks for Orwell’s kindness.






2770. ‘You and the Atom Bomb’

Tribune, 19 October 1945


On 12 October 1945, Tribune published a letter from Miss S. D. Wingate to which it gave the title ‘An Atom Dictatorship?’ This argued that ‘socialists would be well advised to do some serious thinking now about the implications of the discovery of atom-fission for the structure of the future society—if there is one.’ She continued:


For the last century or more real power, potentially at least, was in the hands of the masses. This was true not only in the field of production but also in the military field. During the age of mass, conscript armies, which began at the time of the French Revolution, the basis of military power was the ordinary man with a rifle in his hand. The reflection of this basic fact in the political sphere was the trend towards democracy observable throughout the western world in the century leading up to this war. We are now, however, moving into the atomic age, when neither productive nor military power will be any longer in the hands of the masses, but both will be concentrated in a small group of highly qualified scientists and technicians, with a handful of skilled workers operating under their direction, the latter, moreover, tending to shrink in numbers as the process of discovery goes on.

Logically, the appropriate political organisation for such an age might well be the dictatorship (no doubt “enlightened” from its own point of view) of a small class, highly specialised in its training, and increasingly so, I suggest, in its social origins, tending to feel itself more and more separate from and out of touch with the needs and desires of the common man, with a considerable contempt for his ignorance and prejudices, and without any sanction for a code which would impose on this hierarchy the obligation to respect the rights and liberties of subordinate classes and groups.

If this is a nightmare without any real foundation, what are the grounds for thinking that this time a drastic change in the productive process will not be followed by a corresponding change in the balance of social forces? If, on the other hand, there is at least a probability of the sort of development I have outlined, what do we do about it?



In the next issue of Tribune, 19 October 1945, Mr. J. Stewart Cook responded to this letter, and, either prompted by her letter (if Orwell had seen it before it was published; his essay is dated 11 October in his Payments Book) or coincidentally, Orwell published ‘You and the Atom Bomb.’ On 26 October, Miss Wingate replied to Cook, and Orwell, prompted by Cook’s letter, published a second essay, ‘What is Science?’ Orwell’s essays sparked a considerable correspondence. In order to co-ordinate this material here, the chronology has been disturbed. Randolph Churchill’s letter, 2769, has been placed before ‘You and the Atom Bomb,’ and the review for the Manchester Evening News of 25 October, 2773, has been placed after ‘What is Science?’ and its correspondence. The sequence begins, therefore, with Cook’s response to Miss Wingate’s initial letter and her reply (19 and 26 October respectively), followed by Orwell’s two essays and relevant correspondence, 2770 and 2771.


Miss Wingate is, I suggest, wrong in believing that the number of skilled workers operating scientific or technological processes “tends to shrink in numbers as the process of discovery goes on.” On the contrary, every new development, such as radio, the internal combustion engine, the development of the modern machine tool industry, and many other similar applications of scientific knowledge, have resulted in the formation of a new and growing class of skilled workers who can handle the specialised operations involved, usually with far greater competence and confidence than the scientists themselves could possibly hope to achieve.

The development of atomic energy as a major source of motive power would inevitably result in the creation of an even larger class of skilled workers who were trained in the practical technical work that would have to be carried out on a very wide basis before atomic energy could ever be utilised to any effective extent.

Nevertheless, the danger of the development of a kind of “scientific hierarchy” remains and Miss Wingate is right in asking what we are going to do about it. May I, as a scientist, make one or two suggestions?

Firstly, we must see to it that the attainment of a proper understanding of science is universally accepted by all teachers, schools and universities as a fundamental aim of modern education. By which I mean that every pupil in every school must be taught to understand and appreciate the meaning of science irrespective of whether it is going to help him to earn a living directly or not.

Secondly, a similar purpose must also be accepted by those responsible for adult education, which has hitherto tended to neglect scientific studies in favour of literary, economic and social subjects.

Thirdly, some endeavour should be made by the Labour Movement in particular to give scientists the fullest opportunity of taking part in its affairs, as local Councillors, as M.P.s, as delegates to Party gatherings and in all other ways possible.

These suggestions are all derived from the belief that, if we are to avoid a hierarchy of scientists, the important point to realise is that such a hierarchy would be based on the possession by its members of exclusive knowledge of certain processes. The more we spread knowledge and understanding of science on the one hand and the more we succeed in drawing scientific workers into public affairs on a democratic basis on the other hand, the more likely we are to avoid the sort of thing Miss Wingate fears.

J. Stewart Cook

Mr. Stewart Cook differs from me on the probability that the numbers engaged in producing atom energy will tend to grow less. (I did not, incidentally, suggest that there was any general rule to this effect. I was referring only to the results of atomic-fission; and I should have said that the diminution I expected was relative rather than absolute.)

But on the point I am mainly concerned that we should discuss, the danger of the development of a “scientific hierarchy,” he agrees with me, and goes on to suggest two remedies, firstly, “the attainment of a proper understanding of science as a fundamental aim of modern education,” and, secondly, the encouragement of scientists to take their place in the machinery of democratic government.

It is difficult to see how either of these can do anything to avert the danger in question. The sort of general scientific knowledge which even the best system of education could give, in Mr. Cook’s words, “to every pupil in every school,” while it would enlarge his outlook and enrich his mind, could do nothing to limit the monopoly of power possessed by those whose training fitted them for research into nuclear physics, or even to put the ordinary citizen on a level with the average scientifically trained technician.

As to the second suggestion, that the Labour Movement should invite scientists into the seats of democratic government, local and national, I would say that this is bound to happen anyway. My doubt is whether the government is to remain democratic when the process is finished. If the fundamental nature of the productive process and the structure of class relationships based upon it had undergone a radical change in an antidemocratic direction, I doubt if the consequences could be averted, or democracy artificially maintained, by the fact that Labour had itself invited scientists to take their share in the actual work of government. The question would remain: What is their share? Anything less than one hundred per cent.?

The proposal for a race of eugenically produced supermen to control the production of atomic energy, which Sunday’s papers reported as having been put before the Military Affairs Committee of the American House of Representatives, may be regarded as fantastic at this stage, but it is a pointer to the sort of lines on which the world may develop if it does not first destroy itself.

S. D. Wingate





YOU AND THE ATOM BOMB

Considering how likely we all are to be blown to pieces by it within the next five years, the atomic bomb has not roused so much discussion as might have been expected. The newspapers have published numerous diagrams, not very helpful to the average man, of protons and neutrons doing their stuff, and there has been much reiteration of the useless statement that the bomb “ought to be put under international control.” But curiously little has been said, at any rate in print, about the question that is of most urgent interest to all of us, namely: “How difficult are these things to manufacture?”

Such information as we—that is, the big public—possess on this subject has come to us in a rather indirect way, apropos of President Truman’s decision not to hand over certain secrets to the U.S.S.R. Some months ago, when the bomb was still only a rumour, there was a widespread belief that splitting the atom was merely a problem for the physicists, and that when they had solved it a new and devastating weapon would be within reach of almost everybody. (At any moment, so the rumour went, some lonely lunatic in a laboratory might blow civilisation to smithereens, as easily as touching off a firework.)

Had that been true, the whole trend of history would have been abruptly altered. The distinction between great States and and small States would have been wiped out, and the power of the State over the individual would have been greatly weakened. However, it appears from President Truman’s remarks, and various comments that have been made on them, that the bomb is fantastically expensive and that its manufacture demands an enormous industrial effort, such as only three or four countries in the world are capable of making. This point is of cardinal importance, because it may mean that the discovery of the atomic bomb, so far from reversing history, will simply intensify the trends which have been apparent for a dozen years past.

It is a commonplace that the history of civilisation is largely the history of weapons. In particular, the connection between the discovery of gunpowder and the overthrow of feudalism by the bourgeoisie has been pointed out over and over again. And though I have no doubt exceptions can be brought forward, I think the following rule would be found generally true: that ages in which the dominant weapon is expensive or difficult to make will tend to be ages of despotism, whereas when the dominant weapon is cheap and simple, the common people have a chance. Thus, for example, tanks, battleships and bombing planes are inherently tyrannical weapons, while rifles, muskets, longbows and hand grenades are inherently democratic weapons. A complex weapon makes the strong stronger, while a simple weapon—so long as there is no answer to it—gives claws to the weak.

The great age of democracy and of national self-determination was the age of the musket and the rifle. After the invention of the flint-lock, and before the invention of the percussion cap, the musket was a fairly efficient weapon, and at the same time so simple that it could be produced almost anywhere. Its combination of qualities made possible the success of the American and French revolutions, and made a popular insurrection a more serious business than it could be in our own day. After the musket came the breech-loading rifle. This was a comparatively complex thing, but it could still be produced in scores of countries, and it was cheap, easily smuggled and economical of ammunition. Even the most backward nation could always get hold of rifles from one source or another, so that Boers, Bulgars, Abyssinians, Moroccans—even Tibetans—could put up a fight for their independence, sometimes with success. But thereafter every development in military technique has favoured the State as against the individual, and the industrialised country as against the backward one. There are fewer and fewer foci of power. Already, in 1939, there were only five States capable of waging war on the grand scale, and now there are only three—ultimately, perhaps, only two. This trend has been obvious for years, and was pointed out by a few observers even before 1914. The one thing that might reverse it is the discovery of a weapon—or, to put it more broadly, of a method of fighting—not dependent on huge concentrations of industrial plant.

From various symptoms one can infer that the Russians do not yet possess the secret of making the atomic bomb; on the other hand, the consensus of opinion seems to be that they will possess it within a few years. So we have before us the prospect of two or three monstrous super-States, each possessed of a weapon by which millions of people can be wiped out in a few seconds, dividing the world between them. It has been rather hastily assumed that this means bigger and bloodier wars, and perhaps an actual end to the machine civilisation. But suppose—and really this is the likeliest development—that the surviving great nations make a tacit agreement never to use the atomic bomb against one another? Suppose they only use it, or the threat of it, against people who are unable to retaliate? In that case we are back where we were before, the only difference being that power is concentrated in still fewer hands and that the outlook for subject peoples and oppressed classes is still more hopeless.

When James Burnham wrote The Managerial Revolution it seemed probable to many Americans that the Germans would win the European end of the war, and it was therefore natural to assume that Germany and not Russia would dominate the Eurasian land mass, while Japan would remain master of East Asia. This was a miscalculation, but it does not affect the main argument. For Burnham’s geographical picture of the new world has turned out to be correct. More and more obviously the surface of the earth is being parcelled off into three great empires, each self-contained and cut off from contact with the outer world, and each ruled, under one disguise or another, by a self-elected oligarchy. The haggling as to where the frontiers are to be drawn is still going on, and will continue for some years, and the third of the three super-States—East Asia, dominated by China—is still potential rather than actual. But the general drift is unmistakable, and every scientific discovery of recent years has accelerated it.

We were once told that the aeroplane had “abolished frontiers”; actually it is only since the aeroplane became a serious weapon that frontiers have become definitely impassable. The radio was once expected to promote international understanding and co-operation; it has turned out to be a means of insulating one nation from another. The atomic bomb may complete the process by robbing the exploited classes and peoples of all power to revolt, and at the same time putting the possessors of the bomb on a basis of military equality. Unable to conquer one another, they are likely to continue ruling the world between them, and it is difficult to see how the balance can be upset except by slow and unpredictable demographic changes.

For forty or fifty years past, M[ess]rs. H. G. Wells and others have been warning us that man is in danger of destroying himself with his own weapons, leaving the ants or some other gregarious species to take over. Anyone who has seen the ruined cities of Germany will find this notion at least thinkable. Nevertheless, looking at the world as a whole, the drift for many decades has been not towards anarchy but towards the reimposition of slavery. We may be heading not for general breakdown but for an epoch as horribly stable as the slave empires of antiquity. James Burnham’s theory has been much discussed, but few people have yet considered its ideological implications—that is, the kind of world-view, the kind of beliefs, and the social structure that would probably prevail in a State which was at once unconquerable and in a permanent state of “cold war”1 with its neighbours.

Had the atomic bomb turned out to be something as cheap and easily manufactured as a bicycle or an alarm clock, it might well have plunged us back into barbarism, but it might, on the other hand, have meant the end of national sovereignty and of the highly-centralised police State. If, as seems to be the case, it is a rare and costly object as difficult to produce as a battleship, it is likelier to put an end to large-scale wars at the cost of prolonging indefinitely a “peace that is no peace.”

[Fee: £3.3.0, written over £5.5.0; 11.10.45]


On 26 October 1945, Tribune published this letter from Alex Comfort (see 1195, n. 10):


Orwell puts his finger, as usual, on the wider analytical point when he describes how weapons have tended to produce “democratic” or tyrannical societies, but I feel that another conclusion is possible besides mere resignation to the omnipotence of tyrants equipped with nuclear energy. Not only are social institutions dictated by weapon-power: so are revolutionary tactics, and it seems to me that Orwell has stated the case for the tactical use of disobedience which he has tended to condemn in the past as pacifism.

The conception of resistance, by which any society complex enough to produce atom bombs can be controlled and its rulers defeated, has to become an individual one. Armed revolutions stand less, not more, chance of success in an armed world. To my mind, the efficacy of disobedience as a technique depends not on any mystical argument about its moral force, since moral force never made anyone bullet-proof, but because few if any new techniques have been devised or can be devised to counter it. You cannot use atom-bombs against individuals—they are essentially national rather than ideological weapons. The weapons available to the rulers against the ruled, in the sphere of resistance rather than war, are exactly what they were in 2000 B.C.—terrorism, secret police, wholesale execution, and propaganda. It seems to me that the entire case for “pacifist” action, interpreting that to mean the avoidance of military conflict, is made out in this, even for those who cannot see that any cause which submits itself to military discipline ceases to be a libertarian cause.



The following week, L. R. Borsley wrote:


Mr. George Orwell’s views on the atom bomb, in your issue of October 19, hold water on the assumption that the Soviet Union is nothing more than one of what he calls “two or three monstrous super-States.” It is significant that he quotes Burnham’s The Managerial Revolution in support of his thesis, for Burnham’s main argument is an anti-Soviet one.

With the aid of The Managerial Revolution those who want to can bring themselves to believe the worst. For example, “All the evidence indicates that the autocracy of the Russian regime is the most extreme that has ever existed in human history, not excepting the regime of Hitler” (Pelican edition, p. 43). All the evidence! What simpletons Sidney and Beatrice Webb must have been.

This lurid nonsense seems to boggle some of us. But it isn’t that there is any mystery as to what Burnham was up to when he wrote his book. In the light of Stalin’s obvious success in the building of a Socialist economy, the Trotskyists (of whom Burnham was one) were beginning to realise the inadequacies of Trotskyism as originally formulated (Burnham describes the “theoretical jam,” p. 45). A new anti-Soviet line-up was needed. Burnham supplied it: Accept the fact of Stalin’s success, but deny that his success was Socialism. And, in case of objections, one crushing finality: the Socialist revolution “cannot take place in our time” (p. 185).

If, as Mr. Orwell suggests, Burnham’s main argument is a sound one, then Socialists had better think again. And not only the Soviet Union, but also our own Labour Government, had better consider with Mr. Orwell the “ideological implications” of Burnham’s theory.



‘Orwell and the A-bomb’ was the subject of a letter from Harold T. Bers published on 16 November 1945:


In his article on the atom bomb, Mr. Orwell admits, for a change, that one of his generalities may have exceptions—“that ages in which the dominant weapon is expensive or difficult to make will tend to be ages of despotism, whereas when the dominant weapon is cheap and simple, the common people have a chance.” Starting with Spartacus and continuing through the General Election of 1945 the common people have continuously asserted themselves with such simple weapons as clubs and words and ideas. Yet Mr. Orwell uses this flimsy generality, in which he himself seems to have little faith and which he does little to justify, as superstructure for his article.

Mr. Orwell then theorises about how atomic power concentrated in a few hands makes the cause of oppressed classes still more hopeless. But the fact of the matter is that the atomic secret is at present in the hands of Britain and the United States, which two nations, despite all we can find wrong with them, are the two most democratic big nations in the world and the two great powers least likely to wage a war of aggression for years to come.

Mr. Orwell says patly that radio “has turned out to be a means of insulating one nation from another.” But surely if you were to choose the one tangible thing that did most to keep a tie between the oppressed people of Europe during the war with the forces fighting for their liberation, you must choose the B.B.C.

Mr. Orwell further contends that if the smaller nations could economically produce atom bombs they would have military equality with the larger nations. Let us take an example: should Bulgaria somehow decide to bomb the U.S.S.R. out of existence and should destroy Odessa with one blow—as we know it, the atomic bomb can destroy a city: surely with only one-sixth of the earth at her disposal, the Soviet Union would sue for peace. In, as we say in my homeland, a pig’s eye.



L. R. Borsley’s letter of 2 November on the atom bomb and James Burnham and The Managerial Revolution was taken up in Tribune on 9 November by F. D. Barber,2 who argued that Borsley misrepresented Burnham on three counts; Borsley responded to Barber on 23 November as did R. Mitchell, who maintained that Burnham did not merit such attention; all Burnham did was ‘state glibly a glib thesis.’






2771. ‘What is Science?’

Tribune, 26 October 1945


See headnote to 2770.



In last week’s Tribune, there was an interesting letter from Mr. J. Stewart Cook, in which he suggested that the best way of avoiding the danger of a “scientific hierarchy” would be to see to it that every member of the general public was, as far as possible, scientifically educated. At the same time, scientists should be brought out of their isolation and encouraged to take a greater part in politics and administration.

As a general statement, I think most of us would agree with this, but I notice that, as usual, Mr. Cook does not define Science, and merely implies in passing that it means certain exact sciences whose experiments can be made under laboratory conditions. Thus, adult education tends “to neglect scientific studies in favour of literary, economic and social subjects,” economics and sociology not being regarded as branches of Science, apparently. This point is of great importance. For the word Science is at present used in at least two meanings, and the whole question of scientific education is obscured by the current tendency to dodge from one meaning to the other.

Science is generally taken as meaning either (a) the exact sciences, such as chemistry, physics, &c., or (b) a method of thought which obtains verifiable results by reasoning logically from observed fact.

If you ask any scientist, or indeed almost any educated person, “What is Science?” you are likely to get an answer approximating to (b). In everyday life, however, both in speaking and in writing, when people say “Science” they mean (a). Science means something that happens in a laboratory: the very word calls up a picture of graphs, test tubes, balances, Bunsen burners, microscopes. A biologist, an astronomer, perhaps a psychologist or a mathematician, is described as a “man of science”: no one would think of applying this term to a statesman, a poet, a journalist or even a philosopher. And those who tell us that the young must be scientifically educated mean, almost invariably, that they should be taught more about radioactivity, or the stars, or the physiology of their own bodies, rather than that they should be taught to think more exactly.

This confusion of meaning, which is partly deliberate, has in it a great danger. Implied in the demand for more scientific education is the claim that if one has been scientifically trained one’s approach to all subjects will be more intelligent than if one had had no such training. A scientist’s political opinions, it is assumed, his opinions on sociological questions, on morals, on philosophy, perhaps even on the arts, will be more valuable than those of a layman. The world, in other words, would be a better place if the scientists were in control of it. But a “scientist,” as we have just seen, means in practice a specialist in one of the exact sciences. It follows that a chemist or a physicist, as such, is politically more intelligent than a poet or a lawyer, as such. And, in fact, there are already millions of people who do believe this.

But is it really true that a “scientist,” in this narrower sense, is any likelier than other people to approach non-scientific problems in an objective way? There is not much reason for thinking so. Take one simple test—the ability to withstand nationalism. It is often loosely said that “Science is international,” but in practice the scientific workers of all countries line up behind their own governments with fewer scruples than are felt by the writers and the artists. The German scientific community, as a whole, made no resistance to Hitler. Hitler may have ruined the long-term prospects of German Science, but there were still plenty of gifted men to do the necessary research on such things as synthetic oil, jet planes, rocket projectiles and the atomic bomb. Without them the German war machine could never have been built up.

On the other hand, what happened to German literature when the Nazis came to power? I believe no exhaustive lists have been published, but I imagine that the number of German scientists—Jews apart—who voluntarily exiled themselves or were persecuted by the regime was much smaller than the number of writers and journalists. More sinister than this, a number of German scientists swallowed the monstrosity of “racial Science”. You can find some of the statements to which they set their names in Professor Brady’s The Spirit and Structure of German Fascism.

But, in slightly different forms, it is the same picture everywhere. In England, a large proportion of our leading scientists accept the structure of capitalist society, as can be seen from the comparative freedom with which they are given knighthoods, baronetcies and even peerages. Since Tennyson, no English writer worth reading—one might, perhaps make an exception of Sir Max Beerbohm—has been given a title.1 And those English scientists who do not simply accept the status quo are frequently Communists, which means that, however intellectually scrupulous they may be in their own line of work, they are ready to be uncritical and even dishonest on certain subjects. The fact is that a mere training in one or more of the exact sciences, even combined with very high gifts, is no guarantee of a humane or sceptical outlook. The physicists of half a dozen great nations, all feverishly and secretly working away at the atomic bomb, are a demonstration of this.

But does all this mean that the general public should not be more scientifically educated? On the contrary! All it means is that scientific education for the masses will do little good, and probably a lot of harm, if it simply boils down to more physics, more chemistry, more biology, etc., to the detriment of literature and history. Its probable effect on the average human being would be to narrow the range of his thoughts and make him more than ever contemptuous of such knowledge as he did not possess: and his political reactions would probably be somewhat less intelligent than those of an illiterate peasant who retained a few historical memories and a fairly sound æsthetic sense.

Clearly, scientific education ought to mean the implanting of a rational, sceptical, experimental habit of mind. It ought to mean acquiring a method—a method that can be used on any problem that one meets—and not simply piling up a lot of facts. Put it in those words, and the apologist of scientific education will usually agree. Press him further, ask him to particularise, and somehow it always turns out that scientific education means more attention to the exact sciences, in other words—more facts. The idea that Science means a way of looking at the world, and not simply a body of knowledge, is in practice strongly resisted. I think sheer professional jealousy is part of the reason for this. For if Science is simply a method or an attitude, so that anyone whose thought-processes are sufficiently rational can in some sense be described as a scientist—what then becomes of the enormous prestige now enjoyed by the chemist, the physicist, etc., and his claim to be somehow wiser than the rest of us?

A hundred years ago, Charles Kingsley described Science as “making nasty smells in a laboratory.” A year or two ago a young industrial chemist informed me, smugly, that he “could not see what was the use of poetry.” So the pendulum swings to and fro, but it does not seem to me that one attitude is any better than the other. At the moment, Science is on the up-grade, and so we hear, quite rightly, the claim that the masses should be scientifically educated: we do not hear, as we ought, the counter claim that the scientists themselves would benefit by a little education. Just before writing this, I saw in an American magazine the statement that a number of British and American physicists refused from the start to do research on the atomic bomb, well knowing what use would be made of it. Here you have a group of sane men in the middle of a world of lunatics. And though no names were published, I think it would be a safe guess that all of them were people with some kind of general cultural background, some acquaintance with history or literature or the arts—in short, people whose interests were not, in the current sense of the word, purely scientific.

[Fee: £3.3.0, written over £5.5.0; 18.10.45]


Tribune published a letter from Kenneth Most on 2 November and one from Edward R. Ward on 9 November; Orwell replied on 23 November.


Your correspondent’s writing on the moral responsibility of the world’s scientists for the use of the atom bomb, and Mr. Orwell’s article on the same theme, raise very interesting questions.

A more important subject for discussion, because more immediately related to the present, is the lack of social responsibility which seems to be strongly marked in the scientific hierarchy, and which is related, I feel, to the remark of Mr. Orwell that “those who do not simply accept the status quo are frequently Communists.” The term “science” is, as Mr. Orwell remarks, indicative of a method rather than of a subject, and this is the method of reasoning which works in logical sequence from the known to the unknown, subjecting the results from time to time to whatever proof seems necessary. That the conclusions reached by this method are correct, depends upon whether the premises on which the arguments are based are correct.

But when we come to apply scientific method to the problems of living, whether as individuals or as members of society, or combining the two, we are faced with an entirely different state of affairs. For our workings can only be proved in the light of results: there is no way of making out a pro forma, of having a “trial run.”

We have very few historical laws, the subject being in its infancy, and constantly troubled by the healthy winds of controversy. The codification of living must wait—but upon whom, the scientists or the artists? Here is the crux, and if I may be excused the highly unscientific generality with which I use those two labels, perhaps the matter resolves itself as follows: It is for the scientists to perform the practical tasks and duties of mankind, but only the artists have the vision to show how their accomplishments may best be utilised. We want more poets in Parliament and more scientists on the sewage committee of the Borough Council.

Kenneth Most

Mr. Orwell finds that the invention of the atomic bomb will render null and void all possibilities of overthrowing a despotic social system. This is utterly defeatist and untenable as a product of a scientific analysis of the situation. In Cromwell’s time the feudal knights must have looked upon Oliver’s cannon balls, which sent their impregnable castle walls crashing, as similar agents of perpetual tyranny. But Oliver (after he had overthrown the basis of feudal England and cleared the ground for the new social order) was thrown down in his turn.

Apart from the obvious fact that defence weapons against the atomic bomb will emerge, the possibility exists of developing small individual weapons of a devastating character. More than this; we shall expect their production: to each tyrannical age belongs the appropriate weapon that has caused its disruption. The human race has an uncanny way of saving itself at the last moment, as witness the outcome of the conflict which has just ended.

Mr. Orwell compliments the scientists who refused to participate in atom bomb research and thereby condemns those that did. But if the Allied scientists had refused to participate the Germans or more likely the Japs (with German aid) would at this very moment have been completing their preparations to cast atomic bombs on to our cities. The scientists who took this “insane decision” did so with no ill motives against society, but in the face of stark facts.

Mr. Orwell’s conclusions are remarkable for one feature only, namely, that they have all been reached before by the progressive scientists themselves. Already the scientists are taking action themselves to see that science is taught as a method of thinking, as an approach to the understanding of external reality, and not as a meaningless confusion of isolated facts.

Mr. Orwell would object if I started assessing the contribution that cheap-jack journalists and writers have made to the present “disorder of society,” hence I strongly object when Mr. Orwell takes it upon himself to examine the social relations of science. The scientific hierarchy (including the atom bomb cyclotron wallahs) have been remarkably tolerant about the abuse that has come their way. I think the time has come for a one-day token strike to convince people of their social necessity.

Edward R. Ward





Your correspondent, Mr Edward R. Ward, says: “Mr. Orwell would object if I started assessing the contribution that cheap-jack journalists have made to the present ‘disorder of society,’ hence I strongly object when Mr. Orwell takes it upon himself to examine the social relations of science.”

Why should he think that I would object? The more the folly and dishonesty of present-day journalism are shown up, the better I am pleased. And on the other hand, why should not the layman be allowed to criticise the social relations of science? Since they affect him very nearly, it is his right and duty to have ideas about them. If the physicists decide to blow us all to pieces, are we expected to acquiesce in the process simply because we do not understand the nature of atomic energy?

The rest of Mr. Ward’s letter forces me to reiterate what I said in the article. I am well aware—and I said—that scientists will agree that “science” ought to mean a method of thinking. But when asked, “What do you mean by scientific education?” they usually define it as meaning more training in the exact sciences to the detriment of what used to be called “humane” studies. But, as I also pointed out, even a prolonged training in one of the exact sciences does not necessarily inculcate either political intelligence or, outside certain narrow limits, the power to examine evidence. One could name a long list of scientists who have been the dupes of spiritualists, who have subscribed to Nazi “racial science,” who are Roman Catholics (believers, therefore, in levitating saints, etc.), who swallow Communist propaganda without inquiry, or who are so enmeshed in the English social system that they see no objection to accepting titles.

It is no answer to say that these people are not “real” scientists. They are very much more scientists, in the present sense of the word, than any ordinary member of the public could ever be. Clearly the problem is to get the scientific spirit out of the laboratory and infuse it into journalism, sociology and politics. But in that we must all of us take a hand. It is no use leaving it to the “atom bomb cyclotron wallahs,” who, I fear, are little better than the rest of us.

George Orwell




2772. To Edward R. Ward

9 January 1946 Typewritten


Ward’s response to Orwell’s article had evidently been cut, unknown to Orwell, and Ward complained to Tribune. Orwell sent him a personal letter; this is reproduced here, out of chronological order, for ease of reference.



27 B Canonbury Square Islington N 1.

Dear Mr. Ward,

Your letter has been passed on to me by “Tribune”. I am sorry that in their correspondence columns I should have answered what was really an abridgement of your original letter; but I had not seen the latter, and I did not know that what was printed was a shortened version.

I cannot enter into what might become a prolonged controversy, but I must stick to two of my original points: (a) that many scientists, including some of those you name, appear to adopt an extremely unscientific attitude towards problems in which their emotions and loyalties are involved; and (b) that members of the general public, such as myself, have a right to form and express their own opinions on the relationship between science and society. I do not know in what way your original letter was mutilated, but you did state quite clearly that I, as a journalist, had no right to express an opinion on matters that were the sole concern of scientists. It was this remark in your letter that led me to reply. The theologians make exactly similar claims—for example, that a member of the lay public has no right to air his opinions on such questions as the existence of God—and the one claim seems to me to be about as well founded as the other.

Yours truly,

[Signed] Geo. Orwell

George Orwell




2773. Review of Human Guinea Pigs by Kenneth Mellanby

Manchester Evening News, 25 October 1945

Medical science, which has learned how to deal with such terrible scourges as typhoid fever and bubonic plague, has remained almost helpless before some of the minor illnesses.

Chilblains and the common cold are still almost as mysterious as they were in the days of our grandparents, and though there was talk a year or two ago of a cure for seasickness nothing seems to have come of it. Another minor disease which has long baffled the doctors is scabies, popularly known as “the itch.”

Although not, of course, fatal, scabies is painful, disgusting and, like all skin diseases, profoundly depressing when it is not cured quickly.

Its cause—a mite which burrows under the surface of the skin—is well known, but until recently not much was known about the manner of its dissemination and epidemics of it were very hard to check. Dr. Mellanby’s unpretentious little book is an account of some experiments in the treatment of scabies, conducted in highly unusual circumstances during the war years.

Early in the war, when Dr. Mellanby was investigating the incidence of head-lice among school children, he was struck by the alarming increase in scabies, and managed to get a grant from the Ministry of Health for some experimental work on this subject. Scabies had been growing steadily commoner since about 1926 (its increase was not, as experiments were to show, in any way due to the war) and was causing a perceptible loss of efficiency in the armed Forces.

His first idea was to use horses as “subjects,” but it was obviously more desirable to study the human form of the disease, and it then struck him that he might find willing co-operators among conscientious objectors.

Even those who objected to any form of National Service could justifiably undertake such work as this, which benefited humanity as a whole and was not merely intended to further the war effort; and from Dr. Mellanby’s point of view conscientious objectors had the advantage that they were not liable to be called up or directed to some other work in the middle of an experiment.

In the event he had no difficulty in finding over forty suitable volunteers, who were installed in a large house in Sheffield and cheerfully endured the painful and disagreeable things that were asked of them.

The experiments involved, of course, infecting most of the men with scabies and sometimes allowing the disease to persist long enough to cause unbearable irritation, sleeplessness, and septic infections. At the end several important facts not known before had been established.

One was that scabies is almost invariably contracted by intimate contact with another human being and not, as had previously been believed, from infected clothing or bedding. Another was that the incubation period of the scabies mite is a very long one. And another was that a soldier suffering from scabies could almost invariably be shown to have caught it during a period of leave and not from his fellow soldiers.

The upshot was that the preventive measures then in use in the armed forces—that is, “de-infesting” clothes and bedding by means of heat—were a waste of labour and fuel. To check the spread of the disease it was necessary, wherever a case occurred, to submit the entire family to treatment, including those who seemed uninfected.

How to cure scabies was already known, but the current treatment was so drastic that it was liable to frighten patients away. Dr. Mellanby gives a graphic account of it.

The patient was first rubbed all over with soft soap, then boiled for 20 minutes in a bath as hot as he could bear, then scrubbed with a rough brush, then anointed with sulphur ointment. This nearly always effected a cure, but it was so painful and exhausting that the patient often fainted. It was found that the comparatively mild expedient of painting the body all over with an emulsion of benzyl benzoate was equally effective.

The team of conscientious objectors submitted themselves to other experiments besides those connected with scabies. Most of these were dietetic experiments, and one, the purpose of which was to study the effects of thirst on shipwreck survivors, involved drinking no liquid of any kind for three or four days.

At the end of this book Dr. Mellanby makes the suggestion that the use of “human guinea pigs” might with advantage be greatly extended, and that at the start the volunteers might once again be conscientious objectors. If conscription is to be continued in peace-time there will, he says, presumably be plenty of these. Other people may be willing to offer themselves as “subjects” for short periods, and there may even be some, anxious to serve the cause of science, who would undertake such work as a full-time career.

Dr. Mellanby is not a conscientious objector himself, and he appears to have no strong feelings either “for” or “against” on the subject of compulsory military service.

His work brought him into contact with conscientious objectors in large numbers, and he considers that a proportion of them are naturally aggressive people who are not so much reluctant to shed blood as unwilling to submit to authority. But he is convinced that all but a few are subjectively honest, and that though pacifism may be traceable to a number of different motives, cowardice is very rarely one of them. Those who took part in his experiments were almost without exception willing, reliable, and intelligent.

Although written without much literary grace, this is an interesting book, and it touches on quite a number of controversial questions in its 96 pages. In his preface Dr. Mellanby puts in a word for the independent scientific investigator as against the State-controlled teamwork which is now generally considered to be more desirable. In these days of all-round planning this is a question which is likely to be often debated, and Dr. Mellanby’s experiments on scabies, carried out on his own initiative and with very little official interference, are a strong argument for allowing the scientist, like the artist, to retain his independent status.

[Fee: £8.8.0; 24.10.45]




2774. Review of Drums under the Windows by Sean O’Casey

The Observer, 28 October 1945

W. B. Yeats said once that a dog does not praise its fleas, but this is somewhat contradicted by the special status enjoyed in this country by Irish nationalist writers. Considering what the history of Anglo-Irish relations has been, it is not surprising that there should be Irishmen whose life-work is abusing England: what does call for remark is that they should be able to look to the English public for support and in some cases should even, like Mr. O’Casey himself, prefer to live in the country which is the object of their hatred.

This is the third volume of Mr. O’Casey’s autobiography, and it seems to cover roughly the period 1910 to 1916. In so far as one can dig it out from masses of pretentious writing, the subject matter is valuable and interesting. Mr. O’Casey, younger son of a poverty-stricken Protestant family, worked for years as a navvy, and was at the same time deeply involved in the nationalist movement and the various cultural movements that were mixed up with it. Several of his brothers and sisters died in circumstances of gaunt poverty which would excuse a good deal of bitterness against the English occupation. He was the associate of Larkin, Connolly, the Countess Markievicz, and other leading political figures, and he had a front-seat view of the Easter Rebellion in 1916. But the cloudy manner in which the book is written makes it difficult to pin down facts or chronology. It is all in the third person (“Sean did this” and “Sean did that”), which gives an unbearable effect of narcissism, and large portions of it are written in a simplified imitation of the style of “Finnegans Wake,” a sort of Basic Joyce, which is sometimes effective in a humorous aside, but is hopeless for narrative purposes.

However, Mr. O’Casey’s outstanding characteristic is the romantic nationalism which he manages to combine with Communism. This book contains literally no reference to England which is not hostile or contemptuous. On the other hand, there is hardly a page which does not contain some such passage as this:


Cathleen ni Houlihan, in her bare feet, is singing, for her pride that had almost gone is come back again. In tattered gown, and hair uncombed, she sings, shaking the ashes from her hair, and smoothing out the bigger creases in her dress; she is


Singing of men that in battle array

Ready in heart and ready in hand,

March with banner and bugle and fife

To the death, for their native land.





Or again:


Cathleen, the daughter of Houlihan, walks firm now, a flush on her haughty cheek. She hears the murmur in the people’s hearts. Her lovers are gathering round her, for things are changed, changed utterly: “A terrible beauty is born.”



If one substitutes “Britannia” for “Cathleen ni Houlihan” in these and similar passages (Cathleen ni Houlihan, incidentally, makes her appearance several times in every chapter), they can be seen at a glance for the bombast that they are. But why is it that the worst extremes of jingoism and racialism have to be tolerated when they come from an Irishman? Why is a statement like “My country right or wrong” reprehensible if applied to England and worthy of respect if applied to Ireland (or for that matter to India)? For there is no doubt that some such convention exists and that “enlightened” opinion in England can swallow even the most blatant nationalism so long as it is not British nationalism. Poems like “Rule, Britannia!” or “Ye Mariners of England” would be taken seriously if one inserted at the right places the name of some foreign country, as one can see by the respect accorded to various French and Russian war poets to-day.

So far as Ireland goes, the basic reason is probably England’s bad conscience. It is difficult to object to Irish nationalism without seeming to condone centuries of English tyranny and exploitation. In particular, the incident with which Mr. O’Casey’s book ends, the summary execution of some twenty or thirty rebels who ought to have been treated as prisoners of war, was a crime and a mistake. Therefore anything that is said about it has to pass unchallenged, and Yeats’s poem on the subject, which makes a sort of theme song for Mr. O’Casey’s book, has to be accepted uncriticised as a great poem. Actually it is not one of Yeats’s better poems. But how can an Englishman, conscious that his country was in the wrong on that and many other occasions, say anything of the kind? So literary judgment is perverted by political sympathy, and Mr. O’Casey and others like him are able to remain almost immune from criticism. It seems time to revise our attitude, for there is no real reason why Cromwell’s massacres should cause us to mistake a bad or indifferent book for a good one.


There is no entry for this review in Orwell’s Payments Book. An entry was made for 18 October, but it is scored through and no fee is recorded.

On 29 October 1945, Sean O’Casey wrote from Devon to the Editor of The Observer castigating Orwell’s review. The letter, reproduced here, by kind permission of Shivaun O’Casey, was not then published. O’Casey headed his letter, Orwell and the Green Flag.


It is sad to think that my book filled Mr. Orwell with such fury, so, it isnt° any wonder that he contradicts himself, and makes misstatements. He writes like a spiteful kid when he says that my “life-work is abusing England,” and that she is “the object of my hatred.” What England has he in his troubled mind? Is it the England of poets, painters, scientists, saints, and great warriors, the England of those who till her fields, sail her ships, herd her cattle, carry her transport, weave her textiles, and hew her coal? If this be the England he has in his mind, then, simply, he is libelling me, and he knows it. Does he think that those who ruled so long in Dublin Castle, and those who sent them to rule there, are England, the whole England, and nothing but England? Is this England, his England? Doesnt° he know that “England” is wider than herself, and that within the broader circle are Scotland, Wales, and (by England’s own force and determination) Ireland, too? It is certainly a queer evidence of “hostility to England,” on the part of one who has built up the greater part of his educated view of life on Shakespeare, Marlowe, Webster, Herrick, Milton, Shelley, Keats, Blake, Dickens, the English bible and prayerbook, Hogarth, Gainsborough, Wilson, Turner, Constable, and Crome1 (let Mr. Orwell read Sir Charles Holmes2 to see how some of these great men were treated by his England), Darwin, and Huxley. So leaving out all Welsh poetical tinges and the prose, poetical, and scientific influences of Scotland (Scott, Burns, and James Frazer), and confining my choice to pure English influences, there stands a fair array to show an admiration for England’s achievements that Orwell himself could hardly excel. I’ll venture the statement that I know far and away more about England than he knows about my country. Mr. Orwell complains that in my book that Cathleen ni Houlihan appears in most chapters (he is seemingly unaware that this is a name for Ireland), and that in the book “Sean does this and Sean does that,” which is hardly surprising, since the book is part history of Ireland seen through the vision of this irritating “Sean,” and that the fellow wasnt°, happily, born deaf, dumb, and blind. But a laughable thing is that the name of Cathleen ni Houlihan was forced on us by Mr. Orwell’s England, who, for many centuries, made it a penal thing to write down the name of the country, so her poets were forced to adopt the allegorical ones, one of which so annoys the reviewer. It looks now, if Mr. Orwell has his way, that the use of the name will again become a penal offence once more. In one breath he snarls at O’Casey as “a blatant nationalist,” and in the next tells everyone that “he has managed (managed, mind you!) to combine his nationalism with Communism,” thus telling us (through the term ‘combine’) that the Nationalist is an internationalist, too. The fact is, Mr. Orwell doesnt° know the difference between nationality and nationalism. Again, Irish writers “enjoy no special status” in England: Yeats tells us that he never got more than two hundred pounds a year for his books. Less than Mr. Orwell gets for his reviews, I’ll wager. And what about Joyce? Let Mr. Orwell read James Joyce’s letter to his American publishers, and he will see something about the “status” of this great writer in Orwell’s “England.” How often has° Synge’s plays been performed here? How long ago is it since even The Abbey Theatre has toured his England? Apart from Mr. Bernard Shaw, will Mr. Orwell give us the names of Irish nationalist authors who “enjoy a special status” here? Perhaps, Mr. Orwell thinks we shouldnt° get published at all; or, if we do, then we should be careful not to say what we think; that we should not portray life as we see it, even in our own country; or that we should write to please him. Where, then, is the principle of freedom of thought, which, I daresay, Mr. Orwell holds in honour, like red wax berries in a glass case. As for O’Casey living in England, the plain facts are that he gets near as much from his own country as from England, and much more from America; so that, actually, he has often given back in tax more than he got. But this is an odd thing to be brought to the fore by a critic.

In the end of his article, he quotes from my book an example of what, to him is “blatant nationalism,” but he doesnt° give the sentence that follows—the very last in the book—which shows that what has gone before is meant to be sadly ironical. Why doesnt° he give this last sentence? Because, if he did, it would go to disprove his point. He is out to prove O’Casey a “blatant nationalist” at any cost.

But what are we to think of a critic quoting the poem,


“Singing of men that in battle array …

Marching° with banner and bugle and fife

To the death for their native land,”



as those written by an Irish nationalist, when as a matter of fact they were written by a famous and most respectable poet who was English of the English!3 Well, that’s maudern° English literary criticism for you!








2775. J. S. Collis to Orwell

29 October [1945]


John Steuart Collis (1900–c.1980) was born in Ireland, educated at Rugby and Balliol and worked as an author, lecturer, and journalist. From 1940 until 1945 he worked on the land. Among his books were Following the Plough (he gave his recreations as tennis and ploughing) and An Irishman in England. He wrote to Orwell, addressing him as ‘Dear Orwell’ and starting his letter abruptly—‘About Wodehouse: what I want to know is, is he even funny?’—as if he had already been in correspondence with Orwell. That this might be so is also suggested by Orwell’s confusing John Steuart Collis for Maurice Collis in his survey of books about India; see 2717 and 2717, n. 3).

Collis wrote that he found Dickens exceedingly amusing and recognised that Wodehouse had ‘good phrases’ from time to time, ‘but can a man be seriously funny minus body to his work?’ He wondered whether Wodehouse was not another ‘frightful fake swallowed by the highbrows in exactly the same way as they swallow “dog-fight” as an adequate description of two aeroplanes engaged in combat.’ Unfortunately, no reply by Orwell has been traced.






2776. To Eric Warman

30 October 1945


On 21 February 1978, Sotheby’s sold a letter by Orwell, written from 27B Canonbury Square, to Eric Warman, Literary Editor for the publishing firm Paul Elek. The catalogue summary states that Orwell apologizes ‘for the fact that his introduction to “Jack London” will be about a week late, owing to a recent spell of illness, and offering to let him see the section he has written so far (“… about a quarter of it …”).’ This letter has not been traced. See also 2718.






2777. ‘The British General Election’

Commentary, November 1945

The Labor Party’s victory was overwhelming. It has a clear majority of more than 150 seats over all other parties combined, while the Conservatives and their satellites have lost nearly 200 seats and the minor parties have been simply obliterated. So far as I know, not a soul in England foresaw any such outcome. Before the election began, my own forecast had been a small Tory majority, and after polling day—this as a result of observing the strong leftward swing in the London area—a small Labor majority. Most of the people I know were of the same way of thinking, while the newspapers alternated between giving the Tories a majority of about 50, and predicting a stalemate. The Liberals, who put up 300 candidates, were expected to increase their representation considerably (actually it has dwindled from 18 seats to 10),1 and most of the discussion between polling day and the announcement of the results turned on what would happen if there were a minority government and the Liberals had the casting vote. The belief that the election would be a very near thing, and that we should be left with a weak government which would be forced to form some kind of coalition, was almost universal. Before giving any opinion as to what this landslide means, I should like to record the impressions I picked up while the election was on.

I saw the election only in London, but I followed its developments fairly closely, as I was “covering” the London constituencies for a Sunday paper. The thing that principally struck me, as it struck others who were watching events in the streets and not in the newspapers, was that the masses were not interested. It is true that a high percentage voted (actually higher than it seems, since hundreds of thousands of people were disenfranchised owing to defects in the electoral register), but people always do vote in a general election, as opposed to a by-election, because of the last-minute pressure put upon them by newspapers and radio.

During a fortnight of electioneering, in which most of my waking hours were spent in the streets or in pubs, buses and tea-shops, with my ears pricked all the time, I only twice overheard a spontaneous comment on the election. Outdoor meetings, especially in the more crowded and noisy parts of London, were often a complete failure. Indoors, in church halls, schools and dance-palaces, you had lively and sometimes very turbulent meetings of five hundred or a thousand people, but in the streets the great crowds drifted to and fro as usual, seemingly indifferent to the whole thing and never, in my experience, stopping to look at the election posters which were pasted all over the walls. Nearly all the agents and organizers whom I interviewed remarked on the difficulty of canvassing and the impossibility of finding out what the masses were thinking. Canvassers reported that “I haven’t made up my mind yet” was a frequent answer. There was also a certain amount of feeling that there ought not to have been an election at this time, i.e., when the Japanese end of the war was uncompleted, and both Tory and Labor candidates did their best to transfer the odium of “forcing” the election on to the other party.

On the other hand, among the minority who did take an interest, I was struck by the comparative seriousness and decency with which the whole thing was conducted. The behavior of candidates and audiences seemed to me a good deal better than the behavior of the press. It is so long since we have had a general election in England that people have forgotten the libels and buffooneries that used to be taken for granted, and there were angry protests from some quarters that Britain was presenting an undignified spectacle to Europe. Actually I believe that this election was an exceptionally quiet and an exceptionally clean one, and several party agents with long experience confirmed this. The only real attempt to drag the contest down to the level of 1931 or 1924 was the short-lived campaign of the Beaverbrook press against Professor Laski. This failed even to become an election issue, and was simply one more demonstration of the inability of the big press lords to influence public opinion by direct means. So far as my observation went anti-Semitism was not a factor in the election, and certainly no overt attempt at stirring up anti-Semitism was made in the press, though the Laski affair could obviously have been given some such twist. (Anti-Semitism, although it is probably on the upgrade, isn’t really a political issue at all in England, and can’t be made to appear so when there is no Fascist party functioning. There are Jews in all political parties, though they are distributed a bit thicker in the parties of the left, and there were Jewish candidates on all the tickets. Incidentally, the one new Communist who got in—they now have two seats—was a Jew, but as he was elected in what is practically an all-Jewish quarter of London and his Labor opponent was also a Jew, it’s a bit difficult to see deep significance in this.)

At public meetings, the attempts to shout down the speakers were usually the work of small groups of Communists or near-Communists, who were countered with similar tactics by small groups of Conservatives. All the Labor Party meetings I went to were quiet and serious, and the level of the questions asked was fairly high. Much the worst feature of the election, if one regards it in broad terms, was the exploitation of Churchill’s record and personality by the Conservatives. But in the end this recoiled against themselves, and the leader-worship and ballyhoo were nothing to what goes on in Continental countries. Symptomatically, the photographs of Churchill which were plastered everywhere were only about a quarter the size of the photographs of Stalin, de Gaulle, etc., which are to be seen in the appropriate parts of Europe.

The third thing that struck me was that this election was fought almost wholly on domestic issues. This ought to be emphasized, because such foreign press comments as I have seen hitherto point to [a] serious misconception. Obviously, the Labor Party and the Conservative Party stand for quite different policies, and British policy all over the world will be affected by the change of government: but the mass of the electorate, during the actual struggle, showed no interest in anything outside the British Isles. The war with Japan, foreign policy, relations with the U.S.A., the Dominions, Palestine and India were not election issues. Even relations with the USSR only had an indirect effect because of the widespread vague belief that a Labor government would “get on better with Russia.” The questions on which the election turned were nationalization of industry, social security, demobilization, housing, old age pensions, continuation of wartime controls and also of wartime facilities such as day nurseries, and the raising of the school-leaving age. The Conservatives, unable simply to keep silent about home affairs, were forced to come out openly as the champions of laissez-faire, and did their best to make this policy a little more acceptable by tying Churchill’s name to it. They would have liked to put more emphasis on the Pacific war and the need to recapture Britain’s foreign markets, but their audiences would not let them. Labor candidates sometimes talked as though Britain’s internal prosperity need be in no way affected by the outside world. Significantly, the handbook issued to Labor speakers gives, out of its 218 pages, only a single rather uninformative page to India.

These were my main impressions, and I think many other observers would confirm them. But now one must ask, what did this nationwide swing to the Left actually mean?

The first thing to notice is that in terms of votes the swing was not nearly so big as it looks if one considers it in terms of seats. The English electoral system is capable of producing all kinds of anomalies, and would in theory be capable of giving every single seat in Parliament to a party which had won only 51 per cent of the votes. Over the past twenty-five years—largely because the rural areas, where people used to vote Conservative, were over-represented—the anomalies have worked in the Conservative interest, and it has needed many more votes to elect a Labor man than to elect a Conservative. In the present election the position has been reversed, and it has needed, on average, 46,000 votes to elect a Conservative and only 30,000 to elect a Labor man. The upshot is that though Labor has won 392 seats as against 195 won by the Conservatives, the number of votes won was roughly 12 million as against 9 million. If one takes into account the minor parties which can be lumped with one or other of the two main ones, then the figures are approximately twelve and a half millions and ten millions: which means that the preponderance of votes was in the ratio of six and a half to five, while the preponderance of seats was in the ratio of two to one.

There were various complicating factors which should be mentioned but are not worth discussing in detail, since they probably did not alter the overall result. The most important were the large-scale intervention of the Liberals (who polled over 2 million votes though they only won 10 seats), and the very large number of “lost” votes, nearly all of them working-class votes, due to the bad state of the electoral register and the inadequate facilities for men and women serving overseas. (Men and women in the services could vote either by post or by proxy. Many who had applied to vote by post did not get their voting papers in time, while others had not been adequately informed by their unit commanders about the steps it would be necessary to take beforehand. This may not have been entirely due to carelessness. The non-commissioned ranks in all three services would mostly vote Labor if they voted at all.) According to the very rough calculations that I have been able to make, the wastage of votes on one side and on the other would either cancel out, or would slightly benefit the Conservatives.

Had Proportional Representation been in force in England, the division of votes would have given Labor about 300 seats, the Conservatives and their satellite parties about 250 seats, and the Liberals 55 seats. This is to say that the Labor Party would not have had a reliable working majority: and similarly, on a basis of Proportional Representation, the Conservatives would hardly have had a working majority after the election of 1935. In that election the Conservatives polled something over 10 million votes and the Labor Party something over 8 million. If one compares the figures for 1935 and 1945, it can be seen that a comparatively small turnover of votes may bring about a complete reversal of the political situation. This often means that the House of Commons is not genuinely representative of the electorate, but it does have the advantage of producing governments which are strong enough to act but which can be fairly easily got rid of when their five-years’ term is over.

In the present election, the defeat of the Conservatives is sufficiently accounted for by two things that were bound to happen sooner or later: the penetration of the Labor Party into the rural areas, and the defection of the middle class. Labor members have been returned by rustic constituencies and by prosperous “dormitory suburbs” where only ten years ago it would have been quite hopeless for any leftwing candidate to present himself. But though I have emphasized above that the turnover of votes is not enormous, the general drift in England is leftward, as innumerable observers have pointed out from 1940 onwards. In spite of the general apathy and ignorance, there is a gathering discontent which cannot be fitted into any “ism” but which springs from a desire for more dignity and decency in everyday life, more opportunities for the young, and, above all, more security.

It would be absurd to imagine that Britain is on the verge of violent revolution, or even that the masses have been definitely converted to Socialism. Most of them don’t know what Socialism means, though public opinion is quite ready for essentially socialistic measures such as nationalization of mines, railways, public utilities, and land. Again, it is doubtful whether there is any widespread desire for complete social equality. There is considerable class feeling, which is never quite dormant and sometimes sharpens to acute resentment, but if a plebiscite could be taken, the mass of the people would not vote for rigid equalization of incomes, nor for the abolition of the monarchy, nor even, possibly, for the abolition of hereditary titles. The Labor Party, in the average man’s mind, does not stand for republicanism, and still less does it stand for red flags, barricades and reigns of terror: it stands for full employment, free milk for school-children, old-age pensions of thirty shillings a week, and, in general, a fair deal for the working man.

The same drift towards the Left, not accompanied by any strong revolutionary yearnings or any sudden break-up of class system, can be observed in France. Recently, after the municipal elections in which half the electorate of Paris voted either Communist or Socialist, it appeared to me that Paris was in fact less revolutionary, more pre-1939 in outlook, even than London. People voted for the Left partly because the collaborators had belonged to the Right, but above all because the Left stood for social security. In England the mythos of the USSR and the victories of the Red Army have been helpful to the Labor Party, but there is little real interest in the Soviet system. Russia is dimly thought of as a country where “they” (the upper classes) do not usurp all the privileges and where there is no unemployment. After the experience of the between-wars years, mass unemployment—unemployment against a background of social competitiveness—is the worst horror the English people can imagine, and they have turned towards the Labor Party because, more convincingly than its opponents, it promised a way out.

Meanwhile, unless it suffers a major split, the Labor Party has a completely free hand for five years. Just like any other government at this time, it will have to do unpopular things: it will have to continue with military conscription, to “direct” labor into hated jobs such as coal-mining, to crush sabotage on both Right and Left, to soothe the inevitable disappointments over demobilization and re-housing, and, in general, to clean up the mess left over from the war. But it starts out with great advantages, especially in dealing with foreign affairs. It has no strong motive for backing up such indefensible figures as Franco or King George of Greece, and on the other hand it is not obliged to adopt an appeaser attitude towards the USSR. At some point or another a stand against Russian aggression will have to be made, and when the moment comes a Labor government will be able to unite the country behind it, which a Conservative government for obvious reasons could not. It is, I believe, a mistake to imagine that the new government’s foreign policy will be diametrically opposed to that of the old one.

A Labor government will approach such problems as the occupation of Germany with more common sense than has been shown hitherto, it will look with a friendlier eye on the Italian Socialists and the Spanish Republicans, and it will go somewhat further towards satisfying Jewish aspirations in Palestine: but Britain’s strategic interests, in a world of competing nationalisms, remain the same, whether the government at home is called Socialist or capitalist.

By far the hardest problem for a Labor government—and it is all the harder because the mass of the people never give the subject a thought—is India. The Labor Party will now have to decide, once and for all, whether the promises it has made to India are to be kept or broken. It cannot simply postpone the question as a Conservative government might succeed in doing, because with Labor in power the Indian Nationalists will expect a decision promptly.

Underneath this problem lies the fact I mentioned above—that the election was fought on domestic issues and that the bulk of the British people are almost completely uninterested in foreign or imperial affairs. Immersed in their struggle with the Tories, the Labor leaders have never made clear to their followers the extent to which British prosperity depends on the exploitation of the colored peoples. It has always been tacitly pretended that we could “set India free” and raise our own wages simultaneously. The first task of the Labor government is to make people realize that Britain is not self-contained, but is part of a world-wide network. Even the problem of introducing Socialism is secondary to that. For Britain cannot become a genuinely Socialist country while continuing to plunder Asia and Africa; while on the other hand no amount of nationalization, no cutting-out of profits and destruction of privilege, could keep up our standard of living if we lost all our markets and our sources of raw materials at one blow. It is not yet certain whether the Labor Party will make a genuine effort to introduce Socialism: but if it does, the period of reconstruction will probably be a very uncomfortable one for almost everyone. By its success or otherwise in educating people for that period, in making them see that it has to be faced, just as the war had to be faced, the Labor Party will stand or fall.

The most difficult moment will probably be about two years hence, when the war boom is over and demobilization is complete. But the Labor government has at least five years in hand, and the men at the top of it, as a body, are at least as able and determined as any government we have had for decades past. It is too early to cheer, but a hopeful attitude is justified. As a sign of the vitality of democracy, of the power of the English-speaking peoples to get along without fuehrers, the outcome of this election is a thing to be rejoiced at, even if the men it has brought to power should utterly fail.

Right now Parliament is in recess, and though the ministerial appointments were made some time back, there has not as yet been any statement of policy. The government has addressed a not-too-friendly note to the Greek government, there have been shufflings in Spain which may be partly due to British pressure, and a Secretary of State for India has been appointed, which suggests that the India Office is not to be abolished. Otherwise there is nothing very revealing.

So far as foreign policy goes, no very violent or sudden change should be expected because of Labor’s accession to power. The Labor Party has to play out the hand left to it by its predecessor, and one must remember that the Labor leaders helped to frame, or at any rate concurred in, Churchill’s policy. In the matter of Greece, for instance, the people at the top of the Labor Party are very much less favorable to EAM than the rank and file. So also with Yugoslavia, Poland, the Baltic states, Finland and Turkey. With regard to all these countries there is a sort of left-wing orthodoxy which is accepted unreservedly by the big mass of Labor Party supporters, and which is perhaps best expressed by the Liberal News-Chronicle. One has only to look back two or three years at the earlier speeches and writings of the men who now form the government, to realize that their views on foreign policy are not always what their followers imagine. A Labor government has not the same motive as a Conservative one for automatically backing reaction everywhere, but its first consideration must be to guard British strategic interests, which are the same whatever government is in power. Ernest Bevin, the new Foreign Minister, is a very much tougher person than Anthony Eden.

The one part of the world, outside Britain, in which the Labor government’s policy may diverge sharply from that of its predecessor is Palestine. The Labor Party is firmly committed to the establishment of the Jewish National Home, and indeed almost all shades of radical opinion in England are “pro-Jewish” on the Palestine issue. I think it would be rash, however, to assume that the Labor government will live up to the promises it made when it was in opposition. Left-wing opinion in England is pro-Jewish partly because the Arab case gets no hearing, and it is not always realized that the colored peoples almost everywhere are pro-Arab. Unreserved support of the Jews might have repercussions in the other Arab countries, in Egypt and even in India, of a kind that a newly-elected government could hardly be expected to face.2




2778. ‘Catastrophic Gradualism’

C. W. Review, November 19451

There is a theory which has not yet been accurately formulated or given a name, but which is very widely accepted and is brought forward whenever it is necessary to justify some action which conflicts with the sense of decency of the average human being. It might be called, until some better name is found, the Theory of Catastrophic Gradualism. According to this theory, nothing is ever achieved without bloodshed, lies, tyranny and injustice, but on the other hand no considerable change for the better is to be expected as the result of even the greatest upheaval. History necessarily proceeds by calamities, but each succeeding age will be as bad, or nearly as bad, as the last. One must not protest against purges, deportations, secret police forces and so forth, because these are the price that has to be paid for progress: but on the other hand “human nature” will always see to it that progress is slow or even imperceptible. If you object to dictatorship you are a reactionary, but if you expect dictatorship to produce good results you are a sentimentalist.

At present this theory is most often used to justify the Stalin régime in the USSR, but it obviously could be—and, given appropriate circumstances, would be—used to justify other forms of totalitarianism. It has gained ground as a result of the failure of the Russian Revolution—failure, that is, in the sense that the Revolution has not fulfilled the hopes that it aroused twenty-five years ago. In the name of Socialism the Russian régime has committed almost every crime that can be imagined, but at the same time its evolution is away from Socialism, unless one re-defines that word in terms that no Socialist of 1917 would have accepted. To those who admit these facts, only two courses are open. One is simply to repudiate the whole theory of totalitarianism, which few English intellectuals have the courage to do: the other is to fall back on Catastrophic Gradualism. The formula usually employed is “You can’t make an omelette without breaking eggs.” And if one replies, “Yes, but where is the omelette?”, the answer is likely to be: “Oh well, you can’t expect everything to happen all in a moment.”

Naturally this argument is pushed backward into history, the design being to show that every advance was achieved at the cost of atrocious crimes, and could not have been achieved otherwise. The instance generally used is the overthrow of feudalism by the bourgeoisie, which is supposed to foreshadow the overthrow of Capitalism by Socialism in our own age. Capitalism, it is argued, was once a progressive force, and therefore its crimes were justified, or at least were unimportant. Thus, in a recent number of the New Statesman, Mr. Kingsley Martin, reproaching Arthur Koestler for not possessing a true “historical perspective,” compared Stalin with Henry VIII. Stalin, he admitted, had done terrible things, but on balance he had served the cause of progress, and a few million “liquidations” must not be allowed to obscure this fact. Similarly, Henry VIII’s character left much to be desired, but after all he had made possible the rise of Capitalism, and therefore on balance could be regarded as a friend of humanity.

Now, Henry VIII has not a very close resemblance to Stalin; Cromwell would provide a better analogy; but, granting Henry VIII the importance given to him by Mr. Martin, where does this argument lead? Henry VIII made possible the rise of Capitalism, which led to the horrors of the Industrial Revolution and thence to a cycle of enormous wars, the next of which may well destroy civilization altogether. So, telescoping the process, we can put it like this: “Everything is to be forgiven to Henry VIII, because it was ultimately he who enabled us to blow ourselves to pieces with atomic bombs.” You are led into similar absurdities if you make Stalin responsible for our present condition and the future which appears to lie before us, and at the same time insist that his policies must be supported. The motives of those English intellectuals who support the Russian dictatorship are, I think, different from what they publicly admit, but it is logical to condone tyranny and massacre if one assumes that progress is inevitable. If each epoch is as a matter of course better than the last, then any crime or any folly that pushes the historical process forward can be justified. Between, roughly, 1750 and 1930 one could be forgiven for imagining that progress of a solid measurable kind was taking place. Latterly, this has become more and more difficult, whence the theory of Catastrophic Gradualism. Crime follows crime, one ruling class replaces another, the Tower of Babel rises and falls, but one mustn’t resist the process—indeed, one must be ready to applaud any piece of scoundrelism that comes off—because in some mystical way, in the sight of God, or perhaps in the sight of Marx, this is Progress. The alternative would be to stop and consider (a) to what extent is history pre-determined? and (b) what is meant by progress? At this point one has to call in the Yogi to correct the Commissar.

In his much-discussed essay, Koestler is generally assumed to have come down heavily on the side of the Yogi. Actually, if one assumes the Yogi and the Commissar to be at opposite points of the scale, Koestler is somewhat nearer to the Commissar’s end. He believes in action, in violence where necessary, in government, and consequently in the shifts and compromises that are inseparable from government. He supported the war, and the Popular Front before it. Since the appearance of Fascism he has struggled against it to the best of his ability, and for many years he was a member of the Communist Party. The long chapter in his book in which he criticises the USSR is even vitiated by a lingering loyalty to his old party and by a resulting tendency to make all bad developments date from the rise of Stalin: whereas one ought, I believe, to admit that all the seeds of evil were there from the start and that things would not have been substantially different if Lenin or Trotsky had remained in control. No one is less likely than Koestler to claim that we can put everything right by watching our navels in California.2 Nor is he claiming, as religious thinkers usually do, that a “change of heart” must come before any genuine political improvement. To quote his own words:


Neither the saint nor the revolutionary can save us; only the synthesis of the two. Whether we are capable of achieving it I do not know. But if the answer is in the negative, there seems to be no reasonable hope of preventing the destruction of European civilization, either by total war’s successor Absolute War, or by Byzantine conquest—within the next few decades.



That is to say, the “change of heart” must happen, but it is not really happening unless at each step it issues in action. On the other hand, no change in the structure of society can by itself effect a real improvement. Socialism used to be defined as “common ownership of the means of production,” but it is now seen that if common ownership means no more than centralised control, it merely paves the way for a new form of oligarchy. Centralised control is a necessary pre-condition of Socialism, but it no more produces Socialism than my typewriter would of itself produce this article I am writing. Throughout history, one revolution after another—although usually producing a temporary relief, such as a sick man gets by turning over in bed—has simply led to a change of masters, because no serious effort has been made to eliminate the power instinct: or if such an effort has been made, it has been made only by the saint, the Yogi, the man who saves his own soul at the expense of ignoring the community. In the minds of active revolutionaries, at any rate the ones who “got there,” the longing for a just society has always been fatally mixed up with the intention to secure power for themselves.

Koestler says that we must learn once again the technique of contemplation, which “remains the only source of guidance in ethical dilemmas where the rule-of-thumb criteria of social utility fail.” By “contemplation” he means “the will not to will,” the conquest of the desire for power. The practical men have led us to the edge of the abyss, and the intellectuals in whom acceptance of power politics has killed first the moral sense, and then the sense of reality, are urging us to march rapidly forward without changing direction. Koestler maintains that history is not at all moments predetermined, but that there are turning-points at which humanity is free to choose the better or the worse road. One such turning-point (which had not appeared when he wrote the book), is the Atomic Bomb. Either we renounce it, or it destroys us. But renouncing it is both a moral effort and a political effort. Koestler calls for “a new fraternity in a new spiritual climate, whose leaders are tied by a vow of poverty to share the life of the masses, and debarred by the laws of the fraternity from attaining unchecked power”; he adds, “if this seems utopian, then Socialism is a utopia.” It may not even be a utopia—its very name may in a couple of generations have ceased to be a memory—unless we can escape from the folly of “realism.” But that will not happen without a change in the individual heart. To that extent, though no further, the Yogi is right as against the Commissar.3




2779. Review of Dead Ground by Howard Clewes; Giuseppe Mazzini: Selected Writings, edited and arranged with an introduction by Professor N. Gangulee;1 The Trial of Jones and Hulten, edited and with a foreword by C. E. Bechhofer Roberts

Manchester Evening News, 1 November 1945

The war of 1914–18 produced few, if any, first-rate novels until six or eight years after it was over, and the war of 1939–45 looks like conforming to the same pattern.

Later on we may or may not get something corresponding to the stream of excellent war books that appeared between 1925 and 1930, but, at any rate, no book has been published so far that seems to place the war in its true perspective. The best things have been slight or fragmentary: pieces of “reportage” like “The Scum of the Earth,” anecdotes arising out of isolated incidents like “A Bell for Adano,”2 or studies in loneliness and boredom like the short stories of Alun Lewis and Maclaren Ross.

“Dead Ground” is one of the better English war books to appear so far, and it falls roughly into the same class as “A Bell for Adano”; that is to say, it used a truthful account of Army life as the background for a highly improbable incident, and in spite of a hard-boiled attitude and much realistic detail it does not escape a tinge of whimsiness. Its implied outlook on the war, however, and on the causes for which the war has been fought, is much more disillusioned.

In a small seaport in some unnamed part of England—Yorkshire or Northumberland, perhaps—an old steamship is lying at anchor, with the captain and one engineer on board, waiting to be sunk as a blockship at the harbour mouth if the expected German invasion should come.

It has been lying there, with steam always up, for eighteen months, and the captain, who has been at sea all his life and believes that ships were made to be sailed and not sunk, has reached the point of mutiny. The engineer, who is only doubtfully sane, has reached this point some months earlier and has ever since remained locked in the engine room after posting a manifesto in the local pub.

The story turns upon the efforts of the military authorities to induce the captain to obey orders by allowing his holds to be filled with ballast. In the end, goaded beyond endurance, he sails his ship into the minefield outside and there blows her up. There are various complicating factors, but that is the essential story.

It is the kind of thing that could possibly happen—at any rate, countless human beings, struggling against vast forces that they do not understand, are destroyed in equally stupid and pathetic ways—but it is somewhat vitiated as a story by the amount of sympathy that the captain receives from the other characters.

We are given to understand that nearly every one is on the captain’s side: even among the officers who are supposed to see to the loading of the blockship only the adjutant, a fussing blimp of the old type, is really in favour of getting the job done. The whole notion of sinking a ship across a harbour mouth is made to appear as an absurd manoeuvre which the captain is right to sabotage. It is doubtful, however, whether many people would have taken this view at the time—that is, in 1941.

We know now that the German invasion did not come off, but there was a period of a year or more during which it was hourly expected, and throughout that time defence precautions were taken more seriously than Mr. Clewes seems to suggest. Mr. Clewes is the author of one other novel. He could write a better book than his present one, and he probably will do so: his future works are worth looking out for.

Mazzini was perhaps the greatest of the nineteenth-century Liberal Nationalists. He spent his life struggling for the liberation and unification of Italy, but he did not share the narrow racialism and the dreams of revenge and conquest in which subject peoples are too apt to indulge. He wanted Italy to be not only independent but also republican and anticlerical, and he wanted the other oppressed nations of Europe to be free as well.

Also, though he rejected Marx’s economic interpretation of history, he knew that mere freedom from foreign rule would be valueless unless it was followed by the emancipation of the proletariat. His vision of Europe was of a free federation of socialist republics, Christian in their moral code and, perhaps, even in their beliefs, but owing no allegiance to the Papacy.

There is much in Mazzini’s writings that has a relevance today, but his activities, and those of all others like him, were partly wasted because of the then unperceived fact that nationalism is of its nature a reactionary force.

As long as nationalism meant the struggle of the subject peoples against the Austrian, Russian, and German empires, it appeared to be synonymous with progress; but when the oppressed are set free they have a way of setting up as oppressors on their own account, and Mazzini and his followers3 must bear some of the4 blame for the hideous growth of nationalism in the epoch that followed them.

Some of his books have an all too modern ring—”Place the young at the head of the insurgent masses; you do not know what strength is latent in those young bands, what magic influence the voices of the young have on the crowd …. Youth lives on movement, grows great in enthusiasm and faith. Consecrate them with a lofty mission, inflame them with emulation and praise, spread through their ranks the word of fire, the word of inspiration; speak to them of country, of glory, of power, of great memories.”

Mussolini spoke to the young Italians of just those things, with the results we have seen. The flame of nationalism now burns fiercest in Asia, and Dr. Gangulee, the editor of this book, himself an Indian, remarks in his introduction on the prestige enjoyed by Mazzini’s writings among Indian nationalist students.

Verbatim accounts of trials are often fascinating reading, not only because crime is interesting but because the evidence brings out masses of authentic information about people’s daily lives. But the “Cleft Chin Murder” case, which made something of a stir at the beginning of this year, was a peculiarly sordid and uninteresting crime.

An American deserter and an 18-year-old girl, by profession a strip-tease dancer, robbed and murdered a taxi driver after committing various other violent robberies. If the case has any interest, it is that it illustrates the power of films and cheap fiction to cast a glamour round gangsterism. But the court proceedings were not very dramatic, and most readers will be able to learn as much as they want from the summary which Mr. Bechhofer Roberts gives in his foreword.5

[Fee: £8.8.0; 31.10.45]




2780. ‘Good Bad Books’

Tribune, 2 November 1945

Not long ago a publisher commissioned me to write an introduction for a reprint of a novel by Leonard Merrick. This publishing house, it appears, is going to re-issue a long series of minor and partly-forgotten novels of the twentieth century. It is a valuable service in these bookless days, and I rather envy the person whose job it will be to scout round the threepenny boxes, hunting down copies of his boyhood favourites.

A type of book which we hardly seem to produce in these days, but which flowered with great richness in the late nineteenth and early twentieth centuries, is what Chesterton called the “good bad book”: that is, the kind of book that has no literary pretentions but which remains readable when more serious productions have perished. Obviously outstanding books in this line are Raffles and the Sherlock Holmes stories, which have kept their place when innumerable “problem novels,” “human documents” and “terrible indictments” of this or that have fallen into deserved oblivion. (Who has worn better, Conan Doyle or Meredith?) Almost in the same class as these I put R. Austin Freeman’s earlier stories—The Singing Bone, The Eye of Osiris and others—Ernest Bramah’s Max Carrados, and, dropping the standard a bit, Guy Boothby’s Tibetan thriller, Dr. Nikola, a sort of schoolboy version of Huc’s Travels in Tartary, which would probably make a real visit to Central Asia seem a dismal anti-climax.

But apart from thrillers, there were the minor humorous writers of the period. For example, Pett Ridge—but I admit his full-length books no longer seem readable—E. Nesbit (The Treasure Seekers), George Birmingham, who was good so long as he kept off politics, the pornographic Binstead (“Pitcher” of the Pink ‘Un), and, if American books can be included, Booth Tarkington’s Penrod stories. A cut above most of these was Barrie Pain. Some of Pain’s humorous writings are, I suppose, still in print, but to anyone who comes across it I recommend what must now be a very rare book—The Octave of Claudius, a brilliant exercise in the macabre. Somewhat later in time there was Peter Blundell, who wrote in the W. W. Jacobs vein about Far Eastern seaport towns, and who seems to be rather unaccountably forgotten, in spite of having been praised in print by H. G. Wells.

However, all the books I have been speaking of are frankly “escape” literature. They form pleasant patches in one’s memory, quiet corners where the mind can browse at odd moments, but they hardly pretend to have anything to do with real life. There is another kind of good bad book which is more seriously intended, and which tells us, I think, something about the nature of the novel and the reasons for its present decadence. During the last fifty years there has been a whole series of writers—some of them are still writing—whom it is quite impossible to call “good” by any strictly literary standard, but who are natural novelists and who seem to attain sincerity partly because they are not inhibited by good taste. In this class I put Leonard Merrick himself, W. L. George, J. D. Beresford, Ernest Raymond, May Sinclair, and—at a lower level than the others but still essentially similar—A. S. M. Hutchinson.

Most of these have been prolific writers, and their output has naturally varied in quality. I am thinking in each case of one or two outstanding books: for example. Merrick’s Cynthia, J. D. Beresford’s A Candidate for Truth, W. L. George’s Caliban, May Sinclair’s The Combined Maze, and Ernest Raymond’s We, the Accused. In each of these books the author has been able to identify himself with his imagined characters, to feel with them and invite sympathy on their behalf, with a kind of abandonment that cleverer people would find it difficult to achieve. They bring out the fact that intellectual refinement can be a disadvantage to a story-teller, as it would be to a music-hall comedian.

Take, for example, Ernest Raymond’s We, the Accused—a peculiarly sordid and convincing murder story, probably based on the Crippen case. I think it gains a great deal from the fact that the author only partly grasps the pathetic vulgarity of the people he is writing about, and therefore does not despise them. Perhaps it even—like Theodore Dreiser’s An American Tragedy—gains something from the clumsy, long-winded manner in which it is written; detail is piled on detail, with almost no attempt at selection, and in the process an effect of terrible, grinding cruelty is slowly built up. So also with A Candidate for Truth. Here there is not the same clumsiness, but there is the same ability to take seriously the problems of commonplace people. So also with Cynthia and at any rate the earlier part of Caliban. The greater part of what W. L. George wrote was shoddy rubbish, but in this particular book, based on the career of Northcliffe, he achieved some memorable and truthful pictures of lower-middle class London life. Parts of this book are probably autobiographical, and one of the advantages of good bad writers is their lack of shame in writing autobiography. Exhibition and self-pity are the bane of the novelist, and yet if he is too frightened of them his creative gift may suffer.

The existence of good bad literature—the fact that one can be amused or excited or even moved by a book that one’s intellect simply refuses to take seriously—is a reminder that art is not the same thing as cerebration. I imagine that by any test that could be devised, Carlyle would be found to be a more intelligent man than Trollope. Yet Trollope has remained readable and Carlyle has not: with all his cleverness he had not even the wit to write in plain straightforward English. In novelists, almost as much as in poets, the connection between intelligence and creative power is hard to establish. A good novelist may be a prodigy of self-discipline like Flaubert, or he may be an intellectual sprawl like Dickens. Enough talent to set up dozens of ordinary writers has been poured into Wyndham Lewis’s so-called novels, such as Tarr or Snooty Baronet. Yet it would be a very heavy labour to read one of these books right through. Some indefinable quality, a sort of literary vitamin, which exists even in a book like If Winter Comes, is absent from them.

Perhaps the supreme example of the “good bad” book is Uncle Tom’s Cabin. It is an unintentionally ludicrous book, full of preposterous melodramatic incidents; it is also deeply moving and essentially true; it is hard to say which quality outweighs the other. But Uncle Tom’s Cabin, after all, is trying to be serious and to deal with the real world. How about the frankly escapist writers, the purveyors of thrills and “light” humour? How about Sherlock Holmes, Vice Versa, Dracula, Helen’s Babies or King Solomon’s Mines? All of these are definitely absurd books, books which one is more inclined to laugh at than with, and which were hardly taken seriously even by their authors; yet they have survived, and will probably continue to do so. All one can say is that, while civilisation remains such that one needs distraction from time to time, “light” literature has its appointed place; also that there is such a thing as sheer skill, or native grace, which may have more survival value than erudition or intellectual power. There are music-hall songs which are better poems than three-quarters of the stuff that gets into the anthologies:


Come where the booze is cheaper,

Come where the pots hold more,

Come where the boss is a bit of a sport,

Come to the pub next door!



Or again:


Two lovely black eyes—

Oh, what a surprise!

Only for calling another man wrong,

Two lovely black eyes!



I would far rather have written either of those than, say, The Blessed Demozel° or Love in a Valley. And by the same token I would back Uncle Tom’s Cabin to outlive the complete works of Virginia Woolf or George Moore, though I know of no strictly literary test which would show where the superiority lies.1

[Fee: £3.3.0, written over £5.5.0; 26.10.45]


Two letters in response to this article were printed in Tribune, 9 November 1945, and in the following issue, 16 November, a reader corrected Orwell’s recall of the two songs.


How can you waste space on such mischievous rubbish as George Orwell writes this week? To prefer “Two Lovely Black Eyes” to “Love in a Valley” is simply to write himself down an ass. (He isn’t one, but then why did he do it? If it is a joke, it is a pretty poor one, and certainly calculated to mislead those sincerely in search of literary guidance.)

Again, why condemn novelists (two distinguished ones, Beresford and May Sinclair, among them) for doing exactly what most great novelists do?—taking “seriously the problems of commonplace people,” etc. If “intellectual refinement” is a bar to this, which, of course, it isn’t, then let his “cleverer people” take their cleverness elsewhere than into the pages of novels. They will never be missed.

V. H. Friedlaender

George Orwell, I think, did not follow through to its conclusion his essay on the survival of “bad” books.

The point is really that what might be termed second-rate authors—storytellers pure and simple—often tend to survive because the author was second-rate; he wrote on his own level. And that level is the level of the vast majority of readers to-day.

As George Orwell says, “Uncle Tom’s Cabin” will probably outlast the complete works of Virginia Woolf. The reason? Like most highly intellectual writers, Virginia Woolf wrote on her own intellectual level; the result is that large parts of her works are—to put it mildly—a little bewildering to the average reader. And who can blame the average reader for fighting shy of what he does not understand?

I don’t pretend to offer a solution. But a higher standard of artistic appreciation—that is, the normal critical faculties allowed to develop—might make the second-rate authors less popular. So would a more stable world.

But in any case, it might be better to make all works of art of some temporary substance; those of little worth could then be allowed to die a natural death, while those of genuine value could be deliberately preserved. The only difficulty lies in deciding what is of value and what is not. I would rather leave a question like that to George Orwell.

J. F. Hayes

The reference in George Orwell’s article on Good Bad Books to the Blessed Demosel may be a printer’s error; but in the old-time songs “Come where the boss is a bit of a sport” should be “bit of a joss,” and “Only for calling another man wrong” should be “Only for telling a man he was wrong.”2

W. G. Priest








2781. Introduction to Love of Life and Other Stories by Jack London

October or November 1945


This introduction, written in October or November 1945, was published by Paul Elek in 1946. It exists in typescript and in printed form. There is an obvious error; see n. 1. It is corrected in the typescript, but not by Orwell. The text below is the printed version, checked against the typescript. Orwell entered the fee for this introduction, £21.0.0., in his Payments Book against the date 5 November 1945.



In her little book, Memories of Lenin, Nadezhda Krupskaya relates that when Lenin was in his last illness she used to read aloud to him in the evenings:


Two days before his death I read to him in the evening a tale by Jack London, Love of Life—it is still lying on the table in his room. It was a very fine story. In a wilderness of ice, where no human being had set foot, a sick man, dying of hunger, is making for the harbour of a big river. His strength is giving out, he cannot walk but keeps slipping, and beside him there slides a wolf—also dying of hunger. There is a fight between them: the man wins. Half dead, half demented, he reaches his goal. That tale greatly pleased Ilyich (Lenin). Next day he asked me to read him more Jack London.



However, Krupskaya goes on, the next tale turned out to be “saturated with bourgeois morals,” and “Ilyich smiled and dismissed it with a wave of his hand.” These two pieces by Jack London were the last things that she read to him.

The story, Love of Life, is even grimmer than Krupskaya suggests in her short summary of it, for it actually ends with the man eating the wolf, or at any rate biting into its throat hard enough to draw blood. That is the sort of theme towards which Jack London was irresistibly drawn, and this episode of Lenin’s deathbed readings is of itself not a bad criticism of London’s work. He was a writer who excelled in describing cruelty, whose main theme, indeed, was the cruelty of Nature, or at any rate of contemporary life; he was also an extremely variable writer, much of whose work was produced hurriedly and at low pressure; and he had in him a strain of feeling which Krupskaya is probably right in calling “bourgeois”—at any rate, a strain which did not accord with his democratic and Socialist convictions.

During the last twenty years Jack London’s short stories have been rather unaccountably forgotten—how thoroughly forgotten, one could gauge by the completeness with which they were out of print. So far as the big public went, he was remembered by various animal books, particularly White Fang and The Call of the Wild—books which appealed to the Anglo-Saxon sentimentality about animals—and after 1933 his reputation took an upward bound because of The Iron Heel, which had been written in 1907, and is in some sense a prophecy of Fascism. The Iron Heel is not a good book, and on the whole its predictions have not been borne out. Its dates and its geography are ridiculous, and London makes the mistake, which was usual at that time, of assuming that revolution would break out first in the highly industrialised countries. But on several points London was right where nearly all other prophets were wrong, and he was right because of just that strain in his nature that made him a good short-story writer and a doubtfully reliable Socialist.

London imagines a proletarian revolution breaking out in the United States and being crushed, or partially crushed, by a counter-offensive of the capitalist class; and, following on this, a long period during which society is ruled over by a small group of tyrants known as the Oligarchs, who are served by a kind of S. S. known as the Mercenaries. An underground struggle against dictatorship was the kind of thing that London could imagine, and he foresaw certain of the details with surprising accuracy: he foresaw, for instance, that peculiar horror of totalitarian society, the way in which suspected enemies of the régime simply disappear. But the book is chiefly notable for maintaining that capitalist society would not perish of its “contradictions,” but that the possessing class would be able to form itself into a vast corporation and even evolve a sort of perverted Socialism, sacrificing many of its privileges in order to preserve its superior status. The passages in which London analyses the mentality of the Oligarchs are of great interest:


They, as a class (writes the imaginary author of the book), believed that they alone maintained civilization. It was their belief that, if they ever weakened, the great beast would engulf them and everything of beauty and joy and wonder and good in its cavernous and slime-dripping maw. Without them, anarchy would reign and humanity would drop backward into the primitive night out of which it had so painfully emerged … In short, they alone, by their unremitting toil and self-sacrifice, stood between weak humanity and the all-devouring beast: and they believed it, firmly believed it.

I cannot lay too great stress upon this high ethical righteousness of the whole Oligarch class. This has been the strength of the Iron Heel, and too many of the comrades have been slow or loath to realise it. Many of them have ascribed the strength of the Iron Heel to its system of reward and punishment. This is a mistake. Heaven and hell may be the prime factors of zeal in the religion of a fanatic; but for the great majority of the religious, heaven and hell are incidental to right and wrong. Love of the right, desire for the right, unhappiness with anything less than the right—in short, right conduct, is the prime factor of religion. And so with the Oligarchy … The great driving force of the Oligarchs is the belief that they are doing right.



From these and similar passages it can be seen that London’s understanding of the nature of a ruling class—that is, the characteristics which a ruling class must have if it is to survive—went very deep. According to the conventional left-wing view, the “capitalist” is simply a cynical scoundrel, without honour or courage, and intent only on filling his own pockets. London knew that that view is false. But why, one might justly ask, should this hurried, sensational, in some ways childish writer have understood that particular thing so much better than the majority of his fellow Socialists?

The answer is surely that London could foresee Fascism because he had a Fascist streak in himself: or at any rate a marked strain of brutality and an almost unconquerable preference for the strong man as against the weak man. He knew instinctively that the American business-men would fight when their possessions were menaced, because in their place he would have fought himself. He was an adventurer and a man of action as few writers have ever been. Born into dire poverty, he had already escaped from it at sixteen, thanks to his commanding character and powerful physique: his early years were spent among oyster pirates, gold prospectors, tramps and prizefighters, and he was ready to admire toughness wherever he found it. On the other hand he never forgot the sordid miseries of his childhood, and he never faltered in his loyalty to the exploited classes. Much of his time was spent in working and lecturing for the Socialist movement, and when he was already a successful and famous man he could explore the worst depths of poverty in the London slums, passing himself off as an American sailor, and compile a book (The People of the Abyss) which still has sociological value. His outlook was democratic in the sense that he hated exploitation and hereditary privilege, and that he felt most at home in the company of people who worked with their hands: but his instinct lay towards acceptance of a “natural aristocracy” of strength, beauty and talent. Intellectually he knew, as one can see from various remarks in The Iron Heel, that Socialism ought to mean the meek inheriting the earth, but that was not what his temperament demanded. In much of his work one strain in his character simply kills the other off: he is at his best where they interact, as they do in certain of his short stories.

Jack London’s great theme is the cruelty of Nature. Life is a savage struggle, and victory has nothing to do with justice. In the best of his short stories there is a startling lack of comment, a suspension of judgment, arising out of the fact that he both delights in the struggle and perceives its cruelty. Perhaps the best thing he ever wrote is Just Meat. Two burglars have got away with a big haul of jewellery: each is intent on swindling the other out of his share, and they poison one another simultaneously with strychnine, the story ending with the two men dead on the floor. There is almost no comment, and certainly no “moral.” As Jack London sees it, it is simply a fragment of life, the kind of thing that happens in the present-day world: nevertheless it is doubtful whether such a plot would occur to any writer who was not fascinated by cruelty. Or take a story like The “Francis Spaight.” The starving crew of a waterlogged ship has decided to resort to cannibalism, and have° just nerved themselves to begin when another ship heaves in sight. It is characteristic of Jack London that the second ship should appear after and not before the cabin boy’s throat has been cut. A still more typical story is A Piece of Steak. London’s love of boxing and admiration for sheer physical strength, his perception of the meanness and cruelty of a competitive society, and at the same time his instinctive tendency to accept vae victis as a law of Nature, are all expressed here. An old prizefighter is fighting his last battle: his opponent is a beginner, young and full of vigour, but without experience. The old man nearly wins, but in the end his ring-craft is no match for the youthful resilience of the other. Even when he has him at his mercy he is unable to strike the blow that would finish him, because he has been underfed for weeks before the fight and his muscles cannot make the necessary effort. He is left bitterly reflecting that if only he had had a good piece of steak on the day of the fight he would have won.

The old man’s thoughts all run upon the theme: “Youth will be served.” First you are young and strong, and you knock out older men and make money which you squander: then your strength wanes and in turn you are knocked out by younger men, and then you sink into poverty. This does in fact tell the story of the average boxer’s life, and it would be a gross exaggeration to say that Jack London approves of the way in which men are used up like gladiators by a society which cannot even bother to feed them. The detail of the piece of steak—not strictly necessary, since the main point of the story is that the younger man is bound to win by virtue of his youth—rubs in the economic implication. And yet there is something in London that takes a kind of pleasure in the whole cruel process. It is not so much an approval of the harshness of Nature, as a mystical belief that Nature is like that. Nature is “red in tooth and claw.” Perhaps fierceness is bad, but fierceness is the price of survival. The young slay the old, the strong slay the weak, by an inexorable law. Man fights against the elements or against his fellow man, and there is nothing except his own toughness to help him through. London would have said that he was merely describing life as it is actually lived, and in his best stories he does so: still, the constant recurrence of the same theme—struggle, toughness, survival—shows which way his inclinations pointed.

London had been deeply influenced by the theory of the Survival of the Fittest. His book, Before Adam—an inaccurate but very readable story of prehistory, in which ape-men and early and late Palæolithic men are all shown as existing simultaneously—is an attempt to popularise Darwin. Although Darwin’s main thesis has not been shaken, there has been, during the past twenty or thirty years, a change in the interpretation put upon it by the average thinking man. In the late nineteenth century Darwinism was used as a justification for laissez-faire capitalism, for power politics and for the exploiting of subject peoples. Life was a free-for-all in which the fact of survival was proof of fitness to survive: this was a comforting thought for successful business men, and it also led naturally, though not very logically, to the notion of “superior” and “inferior” races. In our day we are less willing to apply biology to politics, partly because we have watched the Nazis do just that thing, with great thoroughness and with horrible results. But when London was writing, a crude version of Darwinism was widespread and must have been difficult to escape. He himself was even capable at times of succumbing to racial mysticism. He toyed for a while with a race theory similar to that of the Nazis, and throughout his work the cult of the “Nordic” is fairly well marked. It ties up on the one hand with his admiration for prizefighters, and on the other with his anthropomorphic view of animals: for there seems to be good reason for thinking that an exaggerated love of animals generally goes with a rather brutal attitude towards human beings. London was a Socialist with the instincts of a buccaneer and the education of a nineteenth-century materialist. In general the background of his stories is not industrial, nor even civilized. Most of them take place—and much of his own life was lived—on ranches or South Sea islands, in ships, in prison or in the wastes of the Arctic: places where a man is either alone and dependent on his own strength and cunning, or where life is naturally patriarchal.

Nevertheless, London did write from time to time about contemporary industrial society, and on the whole he was at his best when he did so. Apart from his short stories, there are The People of the Abyss, The Road (a brilliant little book describing London’s youthful experiences as a tramp), and certain passages in The Valley of the Moon, which have the tumultuous history of American trade unionism as their background. Although the tug of his impulses was away from civilisation, London had read deeply in the literature of the Socialist movement, and his early life had taught him all he needed to know about urban poverty. He himself was working in a factory at the age of eleven, and without that experience behind him he could hardly have written such a story as The Apostate. In this story, as in all his best work, London does [not]1 comment, but he does unquestionably aim at rousing pity and indignation. It is generally when he writes of more primitive scenes that his moral attitude becomes equivocal. Take, for instance, a story like Make Westing. With whom do London’s sympathies lie—with Captain Cullen or with George Dorety? One has the impression that if he were forced to make a choice he would side with the Captain, who commits two murders but does succeed in getting his ship round Cape Horn. On the other hand, in a story like The Chinago, although it is told in the usual pitiless style, the “moral” is plain enough for anyone who wants to find it. London’s better angel is his Socialist convictions, which come into play when he deals with such subjects as coloured exploitation, child labour or the treatment of criminals, but are hardly involved when he is writing about explorers or animals. It is probably for this reason that a high proportion of his better writings deal with urban life. In stories like The Apostate, Just Meat, A Piece of Steak and Semper Idem, however cruel and sordid they may seem, something is keeping him on the rails and checking his natural urge towards the glorification of brutality. That “something” is his knowledge, theoretical as well as practical, of what industrial capitalism means in terms of human suffering.

Jack London is a very uneven writer. In his short and restless life he poured forth an immense quantity of work, setting himself to produce 1,000 words every day and generally achieving it. Even his best stories have the curious quality of being well told and yet not well written: they are told with admirable economy, with just the right incidents in just the right place, but the texture of the writing is poor, the phrases are worn and obvious, and the dialogue is erratic. His reputation has had its ups and downs, and for a long period he seems to have been much more admired in France and Germany than in the English-speaking countries. Even before the triumph of Hitler, which brought The Iron Heel out of its obscurity, he had a certain renown as a left-wing and “proletarian” writer—rather the same kind of renown as attaches to Robert Tressall, W. B. Traven or Upton Sinclair. He has also been attacked by Marxist writers for his “Fascist tendencies.” These tendencies unquestionably existed in him, so much so that if one imagines him as living on into our own day, instead of dying in 1915, it is very hard to be sure where his political allegiance would have lain. One can imagine him in the Communist Party, one can imagine him falling a victim to Nazi racial theory, and one can imagine him the quixotic champion of some Trotskyist or Anarchist sect. But, as I have tried to make clear, if he had been a politically reliable person he would probably have left behind nothing of interest. Meanwhile his reputation rests mainly on The Iron Heel, and the excellence of his short stories has been almost forgotten. A dozen of the best of them are collected in this volume, and a few more are worth rescuing from the museum shelves and the second-hand boxes. It is to be hoped, too, that new editions of The Road, The Jacket, Before Adam and The Valley of the Moon will appear when paper becomes more plentiful. Much of Jack London’s work is scamped and unconvincing, but he produced at least six volumes which deserve to stay in print, and that is not a bad achievement from a life of only forty-one years.




2782. To Roger Senhouse

6 November 1945 Typewritten

27 B Canonbury Square

Islington

London N 1

Dear Roger,

The Correction in “Critical Essays” is the following:—

Page 7, lines 13–16. Delete “when Lenin was in his last ….. abandon it” and substitute

“towards the end of his life Lenin went to see a dramatised version of The Cricket on the Hearth, and found Dickens’s ‘middle-class sentimentality’ so intolerable that he walked out in the middle of a scene.”

Page 7, line 17. Delete “bourgeois” and substitute “middle-class.”1

I think this only makes a difference of about a line.

Yours George




2783. The Amnesty Campaign

7 November 1945


Issue 2 of the Freedom Defence Committee Bulletin, February–March 1946, reported that on 7 November 1945 the Committee had, with a meeting at the Conway Hall, publicly launched its campaign for the granting of an amnesty to military and political prisoners held under wartime legislation. Fenner Brockway was in the chair and among the speakers were Ernest Silverman and George Orwell. An advertisement in Freedom—Through Anarchism, 20 October 1945, stated that other speakers would include George Padmore and Philip Sansom. One probable result of this campaign was a half-hour adjournment debate in the House of Commons on 28 November 1945. In this the Secretary of State for War announced some mitigation of sentences, so that by 5 November 1945, of 3,156 soldiers under sentence in Britain, nearly 59% had been released, and of 6,751 serving sentences overseas, nearly 37½ had been released.

In an account of the meeting, Freedom—Through Anarchism for 7 November 1945 gave this report of Orwell’s contribution:


George Orwell, the novelist and critic, spoke on non-fraternisation [of British servicemen with Germans], and said that there were still people suffering terms of imprisonment who had been sentenced in the period before the non-fraternisation laws were modified. These laws had been recognised to be ridiculous by all the war correspondents, like himself, who had seen them in operation. Yet although the laws had been relaxed, men sentenced under them were still kept in prison.



Issue 2 also prints a long list of those who sent donations to support the work of the Committee between May and September 1945. Some 230 individual donations are listed, mainly against the initials of the donor, though some of these may have been group donations. By far the majority are of ten shillings or less. Two of the larger donations can be identified: £10 from the singer Peter Pears and £2.2.0 from G.O.—almost certainly Orwell. It is difficult to put a contribution of two guineas into perspective, but it was among the twenty largest contributions. In issue 3, April–May 1946, G.O. donated £10; there was only one larger donation from an individual: £20 from P.W. For 1947, see 3144.






2784. Review of Mind at the End of Its Tether by H. G. Wells

Manchester Evening News, 8 November 1945

Mr. Wells explains in his preface that his new book “Mind at the End of Its Tether” is intended to supersede “’42 to ’44,” a book of essays which was published last year and which had been flung together rather hurriedly, because at that time he did not expect to live much longer.

The present book (it is only 34 pages) brings to a conclusive end the series of essays, memoranda, pamphlets through which the writer has experimented, challenged discussion, and assembled material bearing upon the fundamental nature of life and time. So far as fundamentals go, he has nothing more and never will have anything more to say.

It is, indeed, hard to see how Mr. Wells could add much to his present message, since that message is to the effect that—if his reasoning is correct—life on this planet is now due to come to an end.

“This world,” he says, “is at the end of its tether; and the end of everything we call life is close at hand and cannot be evaded.” It is not completely clear whether this means all life or merely human life, but, at any rate, homo sapiens is doomed.

A series of events has forced upon the intelligent observer the realisation that the human story has already come to an end, and that homo sapiens, as he has been pleased to call himself, is, in his present form, played out. The stars in their courses have turned against him and he has to give place to some other animal better adapted to face the fate that closes in more and more swiftly upon mankind.

One could hardly have anything more final than that. A little later, however, Mr. Wells seems to suggest that the inheriting species may belong to the hominidæ.fn1 A small minority of adaptable human beings may survive if they are capable of turning into something else: the new animal may be an entirely alien strain, or it may arise as a new modification of the hominidæ, and even as a direct continuation of the human phylum,fn2 but it will certainly not be human. There is no way out for man but steeply up or steeply down. Adapt or perish, now as ever, is nature’s inexorable imperative.

In other words, the price of survival is an evolutionary leap so abrupt that the product of it will not be a human being. However, in the last sentence of the book it is once again stated that life itself is coming to an “inevitable end,” so that it hardly seems to matter whether or not a few transformed hominidæ are present at the final death-agony.

The fact is that this is an incoherent book, and, in spite of its shortness, probably unfinished. And yet the issues it raises are interesting. This is not a moment at which one can simply disregard the statement that humanity is doomed. It quite well may be doomed. Mr. Wells does not give his reasons for thinking that life itself is coming to an end, but so far as mankind is concerned he is presumably thinking of the power of modern weapons and our complete failure to produce a social and political organisation capable of controlling them.

It is interesting to learn that he wrote this book before the arrival of the atomic bomb—which, however, he himself prophesied years ago in “The World Set Free.”

It is certainly true that man must either alter his habits quickly or see civilisation blown to pieces—and it may be true, as Mr Wells suggests, that the great mass of mankind is simply unteachable and the necessary change can only happen through an evolutionary change in a chosen minority.

But one is obliged to ask—where is this minority to come from? We ourselves are the only hominidæ on this planet, and there are no great differences between the various races of man—and as for an evolutionary change so drastic that the resulting creature would be definitely “not human,” it is hardly likely to happen in a few generations. So it would seem that the necessary new species is not in sight, in which case life is finished. And yet a faint doubt, not due entirely to wish-thinking, keeps intruding itself.

Are we really done for? If the worst came to the worst and a shower of atom bombs descended on every great city in the world, would that necessarily be the end? The end of machine civilisation—yes, but probably not of human life. It is worth remembering how numerous the human race has become in recent centuries. The population of Europe is probably ten times what it was in Roman times, and that of North America a hundred times what it was in the days of Columbus. One could kill off 95 per cent of humanity, and the world would still be more populous than it was in the Stone Age. The survivors would revert to savagery, but they would probably retain knowledge of the use of metals—and at any rate it would be a long time before they had another chance of monkeying with atomic bombs.

It would be simply dishonest to pretend that this is one of Mr. Wells’s better books.

Indeed, it is hardly a book at all, merely a series of short, disjointed essays which have probably been written with considerable effort between bouts of illness. And yet it has the power that Mr. Wells’s writings have always had—the power of arresting the reader’s attention and forcing him to think and argue. The thesis that it puts forward may be far-fetched, it may even be slightly absurd, but it has a sort of grandeur.

It calls up that world of cooling stars and battling dinosaurs which Mr. Wells has made so peculiarly his own. Mr. Wells is 79 and may not, he thinks, live very much longer. Nevertheless, while writing this book he has been contemplating another, to be entitled “Decline and Fall of Monarchy and Competitive Imperialisms.” Let us hope that he writes it.1 Meanwhile, in spite of its incoherence, the present book is well worth the hour or so that it takes to read it.

[Fee: £8.8.0; 7.11.45]




2785. Leonard Moore to Roger Senhouse, and Senhouse to Moore

8 November 1945 and 14 November 1945


Roger Senhouse had evidently drawn Leonard Moore’s attention to the importance of George Orwell. In his reply, Moore gave as evidence that he had been alive to this long before Senhouse by pointing out ‘that it was I who saved Orwell’s first manuscript [Down and Out in Paris and London] from destruction by the author, and took it personally to Victor Gollancz.’ Senhouse’s reply to Moore reads:


Thank you for your letter of November 8th with the information about Scribner and the French rights in ANIMAL FARM. I must say that it does surprise me that the Americans have cold feet about taking this title, and one would think that its resounding success in this country would overrule their personal prejudice to touch anything that is a dangerous commodity while the Russian situation is so uncertain. You do not tell me whether Roy Publishers are definitely out of the market, and I would like to be certain on this point.1

We will certainly let you have six copies of the second edition of ANIMAL FARM, early in December. In fact, they may be through in the last week in November, but nothing can be guaranteed until the books are actually in this office.

There were a few corrections to be made in the book proofs of CRITICAL ESSAYS, and I would rather that these did not go out for commercial purposes until the corrections are made. I am sending you, however, one copy of the proofs, which have not the author’s final corrections, and will ask you to wait for further copies of this book, which is at present printing.








2786. ‘Revenge Is Sour’

Tribune, 9 November 1945

Whenever I read phrases like “war guilt trials,” “punishment of war criminals,” and so forth, there comes back into my mind the memory of something I saw in a prisoner-of-war camp in South Germany, earlier this year.

Another correspondent and myself were being shown round the camp by a little Viennese Jew who had been enlisted in the branch of the American army which deals with the interrogation of prisoners. He was an alert, fair-haired, rather good-looking youth of about twenty-five, and politically so much more knowledgeable than the average American officer that it was a pleasure to be with him. The camp was on an airfield, and, after we had been round the cages, our guide led us to a hangar where various prisoners who were in a different category from the others were being “screened.”

Up at one end of the hangar about a dozen men were lying in a row on the concrete floor. These, it was explained, were S.S. officers who had been segregated from the other prisoners. Among them was a man in dingy civilian clothes who was lying with his arm across his face and apparently asleep. He had strangely and horribly deformed feet. The two of them were quite symmetrical, but they were clubbed out into an extraordinary globular shape which made them more like a horse’s hoof than anything human. As we approached the group the little Jew seemed to be working himself up into a state of excitement.

“That’s the real swine!” he said, and suddenly he lashed out with his heavy army boot and caught the prostrate man a fearful kick right on the bulge of one of his deformed feet.

“Get up, you swine!” he shouted as the man started out of sleep, and then repeated something of the kind in German. The prisoner scrambled to his feet and stood clumsily to attention. With the same air of working himself up into a fury—indeed he was almost dancing up and down as he spoke—the Jew told us the prisoner’s history. He was a “real” Nazi: his party number indicated that he had been a member since the very early days, and he had held a post corresponding to a general in the political branch of the S. S. It could be taken as quite certain that he had had charge of concentration camps and had presided over tortures and hangings. In short, he represented everything that we had been fighting against during the past five years.

Meanwhile, I was studying his appearance. Quite apart from the scrubby, unfed, unshaven look that a newly captured man generally has, he was a disgusting specimen. But he did not look brutal or in any way frightening: merely neurotic and, in a low way, intellectual. His pale, shifty eyes were deformed by powerful spectacles. He could have been an unfrocked clergyman, an actor ruined by drink, or a spiritualist medium. I have seen very similar people in London common lodging-houses, and also in the Reading Room of the British Museum. Quite obviously he was mentally unbalanced—indeed, only doubtfully sane, though at this moment sufficiently in his right mind to be frightened of getting another kick. And yet everything that the Jew was telling me of his history could have been true, and probably was true! So the Nazi torturer of one’s imagination, the monstrous figure against whom one had struggled for so many years, dwindled to this pitiful wretch, whose obvious need was not for punishment, but for some kind of psychological treatment.

Later, there were further humiliations. Another S.S. officer, a large brawny man, was ordered to strip to the waist and show the blood-group number tattooed on his under-arm; another was forced to explain to us how he had lied about being a member of the S.S. and attempted to pass himself off as an ordinary soldier of the Wehrmacht. I wondered whether the Jew was getting any real kick out of this new-found power that he was exercising. I concluded that he wasn’t really enjoying it, and that he was merely—like a man in a brothel, or a boy smoking his first cigar, or a tourist traipsing round a picture gallery—telling himself that he was enjoying it, and behaving as he had planned to behave in the days when he was helpless.

It is absurd to blame any German or Austrian Jew for getting his own back on the Nazis. Heaven knows what scores this particular man may have had to wipe out: very likely his whole family had been murdered; and, after all, even a wanton kick to a prisoner is a very tiny thing compared with the outrages committed by the Hitler regime. But what this scene, and much else that I saw in Germany, brought home to me was that the whole idea of revenge and punishment is a childish daydream. Properly speaking, there is no such thing as revenge. Revenge is an act which you want to commit when you are powerless and because you are powerless: as soon as the sense of impotence is removed, the desire evaporates also.

Who would not have jumped for joy, in 1940, at the thought of seeing S.S. officers kicked and humiliated? But when the thing becomes possible, it is merely pathetic and disgusting. It is said that when Mussolini’s corpse was exhibited in public, an old woman drew a revolver and fired five shots into it, exclaiming, “Those are for my five sons!” It is the kind of story that the newspapers make up, but it might be true. I wonder how much satisfaction she got out of those five shots, which, doubtless, she had dreamed years earlier of firing. The condition of her being able to get near enough to Mussolini to shoot at him was that he should be a corpse.

In so far as the big public in this country is responsible for the monstrous peace settlement now being forced on Germany, it is because of a failure to see in advance that punishing an enemy brings no satisfaction. We acquiesced in crimes like the expulsion of all Germans from East Prussia—crimes which in some cases we could not prevent but might at least have protested against—because the Germans had angered and frightened us, and therefore we were certain that when they were down we should feel no pity for them. We persist in these policies, or let others persist in them on our behalf, because of a vague feeling that, having set out to punish Germany, we ought to go ahead and do it. Actually there is little acute hatred of Germany left in this country, and even less, I should expect to find, in the army of occupation. Only the minority of sadists, who must have their “atrocities” from one source or another, take a keen interest in the hunting-down of war criminals and quislings. If you ask the average man what crime Goering, Ribbentrop and the rest are to be charged with at their trial, he cannot tell you. Somehow the punishment of these monsters ceases to seem attractive when it becomes possible: indeed, once under lock and key, they almost cease to be monsters.

Unfortunately, there is often need of some concrete incident before one can discover the real state of one’s feelings. Here is another memory from Germany. A few hours after Stuttgart was captured by the French army,1 a Belgian journalist and myself entered the town, which was still in some disorder. The Belgian had been broadcasting throughout the war for the European Service of the B.B.C., and, like nearly all Frenchmen or Belgians, he had a very much tougher attitude towards “the Boche” than an Englishman or an American would have. All the main bridges into the town had been blown up, and we had to enter by a small footbridge which the Germans had evidently made efforts to defend. A dead German soldier was lying supine at the foot of the steps. His face was a waxy yellow. On his breast someone had laid a bunch of the lilac which was blossoming everywhere.

The Belgian averted his face as we went past. When we were well over the bridge he confided to me that this was the first time he had seen a dead man. I suppose he was thirty-five years old, and for four years he had been doing war propaganda over the radio. For several days after this, his attitude was quite different from what it had been earlier. He looked with disgust at the bomb-wrecked town and the humiliations the Germans were undergoing, and even on one occasion intervened to prevent a particularly bad bit of looting. When we left, he gave the residue of the coffee we had brought with us to the Germans on whom we were billeted. A week earlier he would probably have been scandalised at the idea of giving coffee to a “Boche.” But his feelings, he told me, had undergone a change at the sight of “ce pauvre mort” beside the bridge: it had suddenly brought home to him the meaning of war. And yet, if we had happened to enter the town by another route, he might have been spared the experience of seeing even one corpse out of the—perhaps—twenty million that the war has produced.

[Fee: £3.3.0; 2.11.45]


A less sympathetic view of ‘innocent Germany’ was expressed in a letter from Mrs. S. Rose printed in Tribune, 16 November 1945:


Of course everyone knows that revenge can be sour—if too long delayed and too long anticipated. But it can also be sweet if it takes the form of just, sure retribution. Why does Mr. Orwell seek to damp down the just indignation of the still suffering victims of fascism? Is it that he sympathises with it more than he pretends to do with the millions it has outraged? Is he so kind to Germany because he hates Russia and the other Slav countries who won’t let him forget and forgive and so resume his comfortable existence writing for progressive journals?

His poor withers are wrung with pity for innocent Germany because by a “monstrous” peace settlement she is suffering the “crime” of dismemberment. He would not punish her at all for twice in one generation hurling the world into the ruin of world war, because “punishment brings no satisfaction.” The man who can write like this has lost all sense of justice and reality.



On 7 December 1945, Tribune published a response to Mrs. Rose’s letter from H. Duncan Littlechild:


Is it not Mrs. Rose rather than Mr. Orwell who has lost all sense of justice and reality? There are still millions in Spain and Portugal suffering from fascism, and I am certain that Mr. Orwell is at least as disturbed as Mrs. Rose; but disgust with a regime does not entail blood lust.

I would like to remind Mrs. Rose that justice does not mean, as she appears to think, the Mosaic law of an eye for an eye, but rather the socialist interpretation. When justice for miners, or other workers, is called for, it means that their needs should be understood, and, being understood, should be satisfied. It was this failure, twenty-five years ago, to deal justly with the people of Germany that was wholly responsible for the recent holocaust. As for the cry that Germany has twice plunged the world into the ruin of world war, this statement may be convenient to the Tory capitalists, but it is simply not true.

Perhaps Mrs. Rose is not aware that until September, 1939, we were supplying Germany with munitions of war, and Japan long after the date. As one who saw German dead at Passchendaele and in France, I can assure your correspondent that such a sight brings no feeling of exultation. Only a dead fellow human is seen, and that brings angry bitterness and a feeling of nausea for those who still laud the glories of war.

We want peace, and that can only be secured by interpreting justice as Mr. Orwell does, and not by the damnable Mosaic interpretation of Mrs. Rose.



On 31 December 1945, Dwight Macdonald wrote from the United States to tell Orwell that this article made a point which was new to him and very important: ‘when I have been angry with people, I too have felt just the same lack of interest, later, in scoring off them. Stalin, however, apparently is a horse of another color!’






2787. To Leonard Moore

9 November 1945 Typewritten

27 B Canonbury Square

Islington

London N 1

Dear Mr Moore,

Many thanks for your two letters. I have written to Mr Allwood1 and made it clear that any business arrangements must be made through you. I have not here a copy of either “Down & Out” or “Wigan Pier,” but I think there may be copies at my sister’s flat and I hope to find out within the next day or two. I am glad you sent them “Animal Farm” as I fancy this would go well in Sweden if translated.2 Did anything further transpire about a French translation?3

As to the Portuguese translation.4 I see that the publishers are called Livraria Popular de Francisco Franco. Has this any connection with the Spanish (Franco) government? I mean is it either a concern maintained in Portugal by the Spanish government, or is it so named to show sympathy with Franco? Or is the name merely a coincidence? It is important to know, because I could not consider letting the firm have the book if they have any connection with the Spanish fascists. Not to put it on any other ground, it could do me a great deal of harm in this country if it got out, as it would. I know of course that Portugal itself has a semi-fascist regime and censorship of books must be pretty strict there, but it is a different matter to be definitely used as propaganda by Franco’s lot.

I enclose a proof copy of the essays for Reynal & Hitchcock. This is an uncorrected proof, ie. it contains a few printer’s errors, but the two mistakes which it was important not to leave in it have been corrected in ink.

Yours sincerely

Eric Blair




2788. To Miss J. G. Manton

10 November 1945 Typewritten

27 B Canonbury Square

Islington

London N 1

Dear Sir,

With reference to your letter of the 2nd November.1

I could not speak on either of the books you name, as I have not read them and have not been in the USSR and only a very short time in Germany.

Yours truly

[Signed] Geo. Orwell

George Orwell




2789. To Frank Barber

10 November 1945 Typewritten

27 B Canonbury Square

Islington

London N 1

Dear Barber,1

Yes, I did get the pamphlets, for which very many thanks. Please forgive me for not answering earlier. I have been ill, and struggling to keep up with my routine work at the same time.

Look me up if you’re in London any time.

Yours

[Signed] Geo. Orwell

George Orwell




2790. Review of A Harp with a Thousand Strings compiled by Hsiao Ch’ien1

The Observer, 11 November 1945

Mr. Hsiao Ch’ien has no official status and no directly political aim, but the books he has published during the past few years have done their bit towards improving Anglo-Chinese relations. His present book is a mixed anthology of a rather curious kind. It consists partly of translations from Chinese literature and folk lore, partly of appreciations of Chinese life and culture by European writers. The Chinese extracts are mostly from biographies or autobiographies; though there are also poems, proverbs, fairy stories, and samples of popular humour; the European writers deal with subjects as diverse as philosophy and entomology, and range in time between Sir John Mandeville and William Empson.

A large part of Mr. Hsiao’s purpose is to show the variations in the European attitude towards China from the days of Marco Polo onwards. China enters fully into the European consciousness about the end of the seventeenth century, and is the subject of a ferocious attack in “Robinson Crusoe,” some passages from which are quoted here. Defoe had previously written a pro-Chinese pamphlet, but one gets the impression in “Robinson Crusoe” that he is angry and frightened at the thought that there should exist a large, powerful and highly-civilised country which is not Christian. However, as Mr. Spraigue Allen’s essay shows, China gets on the whole a good Press in the eighteenth century; so good, indeed, as to provoke protests from both Wesley and Dr. Johnson.

The conception of the Chinese as both wicked and comic comes later, and is perhaps not unconnected with the Opium Wars and commercial penetration generally. Mr. Hsiao quotes a hostile essay by de Quincey, some mildly disparaging remarks by John Stuart Mill, and also Lamb’s “Dissertation upon Roast Pig,” which expresses the kind of amused patronage which was to be one of the normal attitudes for nearly a hundred years. Lytton Strachey’s attitude in the Chinese passages in his essay on Gordon is essentially the same as Lamb’s. On the other hand, there are Lowes Dickinson’s “Letters from John Chinaman,” whose sentimental praise of China is insulting in a more subtle way. It is only in the last few years that the Chinese have begun to be regarded as human beings, and perhaps the obsolescence of the word “Chinaman” marks the change of outlook.2

There is a pleasant essay on Marco Polo by Miss Eileen Power, two essays on Chinese literature by Mr. Arthur Waley, and a great deal of varied information about musical instruments, porcelain, gardening, butterflies, alligators, and much else. Among the fragments of travel literature, the account of Lord Macartney’s journey to Jehol in 1793 is an exceptionally vivid and readable piece of reporting.

The bulk of the translations from the Chinese are arranged under the headings “The Evolution of Chinese Women” and “The Evolution of Chinese Men.” They start in the third century A.D. and they end in the 1940’s. Among other things they include the surprising story, told by himself, of Sun Yat-sen’s kidnapping at the Chinese Embassy in London in 1896. The most charming piece of all is the story of the married life of the painter Shen Fu in the late eighteenth century, a period when China was peaceful and prosperous and “men strove to be refined and women accomplished.” Other extracts show the clash between the family and the individual, and the baleful influence of the mother-in-law. A poem of the third century, so skilfully translated that the allusions are easy enough to follow, describes the suicide of a young couple who are in effect sacrificed on the altar of filial piety. How hard the fight against the family system has been one can gather from the crudely iconoclastic attitude of some of the later writers.

Although they include an occasional gem like “He who rides a tiger cannot dismount,” the Chinese proverbs are rather disappointing, and many of them would be better described as precepts. They do not have the crude earthy quality of European proverbs, the aim of which is usually to puncture fine attitudes. The book includes a selection of Chinese songs with music, numerous plates illustrating the date marks and symbolic signs on Chinese pottery, and a table showing the landmarks in the development of Chinese culture from Neolithic times onward. It is a scrappy book which will not please the scholarly, but there can be few people who would not get profit by dipping into it here or there.

[Fee: £10.0.0; 8.11.45]




2791. To Dudley Cloud

Proofs of ‘The Prevention of Literature’ 27 January 1947


Orwell records against 12 November 1945 the following article for Polemic and a fee of £26.5.0. A full version of the article was published in Polemic No.2 in January 1946 and an abridged, amended version by The Atlantic Monthly in March 1947. There has also survived most of Orwell’s typescript, as amended for the United States, and proofs of that version, dated 22 January 1947. It might, at first sight, seem appropriate simply to reproduce the full version published by Polemic. However, the changes suggested by the staff of The Atlantic Monthly were in part accepted by Orwell. The proofs also give his responses to proposed modifications, some of which are improvements in expression. See the notes at the end of the essay, 2792.

Orwell returned the proofs to The Atlantic Monthly on 27 January 1947. His covering letter to Dudley Cloud, Managing Editor, has survived and is reproduced here rather than in its chronological place. This discusses in detail his use of the term ‘modern physics’ (see n. 23). Since he indicated what he did not want changed, it is reasonable to assume that the other modifications, whether or not they originated with him, had his approval, though some were made with American readers in mind. Thus, ‘in this country’ is changed to ‘in England’ with Orwell’s approval. However, ‘Although’ and ‘question’ were silently changed to ‘Though’ and ‘matter’ after the proof stage and cannot have had his approval. A short summarising paragraph is omitted from the U.S. version; that may also have been cut with American readers in mind, as was, quite certainly, the omission of a reference to the beginning of the essay, for that looks back to the opening section cut from the U.S. version. The removal of the quotation marks from around ‘reportage’ was resisted by Orwell and agreed only if it was appropriate for U.S. readers. There are changes in spelling and in capitalisation to suit U.S. conventions. The U.S. version is broken down into shorter paragraphs than Orwell used, which were followed in Polemic. The essay was also divided into five numbered sections in The Atlantic Monthly.



Many thanks for your letter of the 24th. There are no errors in the proofs, but I have answered a few queries in the margin. “Physics” is not a misprint and should stand. The point is that the existence of the electronic world, where the ordinary rules of space and time to which we are accustomed appear not to work, is now often used as an argument to show that all our ideas about the macroscopic world are illusions. Thus for example, if I know anything definitely, I know that my inkpot is on the table in front of me. But in fact this is an illusion. The inkpot, the table and myself are not solid objects but merely wavering masses of electrons, and what appear to me as shapes and colours are in fact illusions. The real world, in fact, is something quite other than what it appears to be to our senses. But in that case all our ideas about objective reality are mistaken, and to say that we know that such and such an event happened in such and such a manner is what is called “naive realism.” So that it isn’t a falsification to say (for instance) that Trotsky fought on the side of the Whites in the Russian civil war. I have heard this argument put forward, almost as crudely as that, again and again. I haven’t seen it in print yet, but no doubt it will get there before long. The unpredictability of events in the electronic world is also used as an argument for the freedom of the will, though it seems to me that it could equally well be used to prove the opposite. My point is that we live on the macroscopic plane and must not be argued into denying the evidence of our senses because the sub-microscopic world is in fact different from what our senses tell us.

I am air-mailing these proofs today and hope they will get to you in time. To make sure I will also cable—at least I will if I can do it over the phone, as I have been confined to my bed with ‘flu and don’t want to go out into the snow.

Yours sincerely

Geo. Orwell




2792. ‘The Prevention of Literature’

Polemic, January 1946 The Atlantic Monthly, March 1947


CEJL reprinted ‘The Prevention of Literature’ as it had appeared in Polemic. The version printed here gives the full text of the original but incorporates those changes Orwell specifically or implicitly accepted for the U.S. version apart from those designed to suit American publication. It should be noted that the verbal changes written into Orwell’s typescript are in the hand of the American sub-editor, ‘M.F.M.’ This typescript was returned to Orwell for his approval though without pages 1, 2, and 16, which were cut, and have not survived. It would not be appropriate to follow the shorter paragraphing of the U.S. version, because this would lead to a mixture of styles of paragraphing, Orwell’s original having to be retained for the lengthy sections (totalling about one fifth of the whole essay) cut from the version printed in The Atlantic Monthly. Because one of the numbered sections falls in the middle of a paragraph, and a large portion of the first numbered section is cut, the numbering would be inappropriate here. For the record, section 2 began with ‘The organised lying practised by totalitarian states …’; 3 with ‘Literature has sometimes flourished under despotic regimes …’; 4 with ‘It is not certain whether the effects of totalitarianism upon verse …’; and 5 with ‘Meanwhile totalitarianism has not fully triumphed anywhere.’

Verbal changes are recorded in the notes; differences in spelling, punctuation, capitalisation, and paragraphing are not noted. The reading given first is that reproduced in this text. P = Polemic; AM = The Atlantic Monthly; TS = Typescript; Pf = Proof. Only the origin of a change is usually noted. Thus, if it is indicated that a change has been introduced into TS, then it is implied that it was made in Pf and AM, unless (as in 46) the change is not followed through. Polemic followed TS in its text and style very closely. Thus, Orwell’s lack of initial capitals for ‘civil war’ in ‘Spanish civil war’ and his use of initial capitals for ‘Displaced Persons’ is followed by Polemic; The Atlantic Monthly adopted the opposite practice.

The marked-up typescript, the proof, and the letter to Cloud are reproduced by kind permission of the New York Public Library.

Fifty years after Orwell wrote this essay, ‘the prevention of literature’ at its most extreme was revealed in specific detail in The KGB’s Literary Archive by Vitaly Shentalinsky, translated by John Crowfoot (1995). Some 1,500 writers perished at the hands of the NKVD and thousands of manuscripts were burnt.



About a year ago I attended a meeting of the P.E.N. Club, the occasion being the tercentenary of Milton’s Areopagitica—a pamphlet, it may be remembered, in defence of freedom of the Press. Milton’s famous phrase about the sin of ‘killing’ a book was printed on the leaflets advertising the meeting which had been circulated beforehand.

There were four speakers on the platform. One of them delivered a speech which did deal with the freedom of the Press, but only in relation to India; another said, hesitantly, and in very general terms, that liberty was a good thing; a third delivered an attack on the laws relating to obscenity in literature. The fourth devoted most of his speech to a defence of the Russian purges. Of the speeches from the body of the hall, some reverted to the question of obscenity and the laws that deal with it, others were simply eulogies of Soviet Russia. Moral liberty—the liberty to discuss sex questions frankly in print—seemed to be generally approved, but political liberty was not mentioned. Out of this concourse of several hundred people, perhaps half of whom were directly connected with the writing trade, there was not a single one who could point out that freedom of the Press, if it means anything at all, means the freedom to criticise and oppose. Significantly, no speaker quoted from the pamphlet which was ostensibly being commemorated. Nor was there any mention of the various books that have been ‘killed’ in this country and the United States during the war. In its net effect the meeting was a demonstration in favour of censorship.fn1

There was nothing particularly surprising in this. In our age, the idea of intellectual liberty is under attack from two directions. On the one side are its theoretical enemies, the apologists of totalitarianism, and on the other its immediate, practical enemies, monopoly and bureaucracy. Any writer or journalist who wants to retain his integrity finds himself thwarted by the general drift of society rather than by active persecution. The sort of things that are working against him are the concentration of the Press in the hands of a few rich men, the grip of monopoly on radio and the films, the unwillingness of the public to spend money on books, making it necessary for nearly every writer to earn part of his living by hackwork, the encroachment of official bodies like the M.O.I. and the British Council, which help the writer to keep alive but also waste his time and dictate his opinions, and the continuous war atmosphere of the past ten years, whose distorting effects no one has been able to escape. Everything in our age conspires to turn the writer, and every other kind of artist as well, into a minor official, working on themes handed to [him]1 from above and never telling what seems to him the whole of the truth. But in struggling against this fate he gets no help from his own side: that is, there is no large body of opinion which will assure him that he is in the right. In the past, at any rate throughout the Protestant centuries, the idea of rebellion and the idea of intellectual integrity were mixed up. A heretic—political, moral, religious, or aesthetic—was one who refused to outrage his own conscience. His outlook was summed up in the words of the Revivalist hymn:


Dare to be a Daniel,

Dare to stand alone;

Dare to have a purpose firm,

Dare to make it known.



To bring this hymn up to date one would have to add a “Don’t” at the beginning of each line. For it is the peculiarity of our age that the rebels against the existing order, at any rate the most numerous and characteristic of them, are also rebelling against the idea of individual integrity. “Daring to stand alone” is ideologically criminal as well as practically dangerous. The independence of the writer and the artist is eaten away by vague economic forces, and at the same time it is undermined by those who should be its defenders. It is with the second process that I am concerned here.2

Freedom of speech3 and of the Press are4 usually attacked by arguments which are not worth bothering about. Anyone who has experience in5 lecturing and debating knows them backwards.6 Here I am not trying to deal with the familiar claim that freedom is an illusion, or with the claim that there is more freedom in totalitarian countries than in democratic ones, but with the much more tenable and dangerous proposition that freedom is undesirable and that intellectual honesty is a form of anti-social selfishness. Although7 other aspects of the question8 are usually in the foreground, the controversy over freedom of speech and of the Press is at bottom a controversy over the desirability, or otherwise,9 of telling lies. What is really at issue is the right to report contemporary events truthfully, or as truthfully10 as is consistent with the ignorance, bias and self-deception from which every observer necessarily suffers. In saying this I may seem to be saying that straightforward ‘reportage’11 is the only branch of literature that matters: but I will try to show later that at every literary level, and probably in every one of the arts, the same issue arises in more or less subtilised forms. Meanwhile, it is necessary to strip away the irrelevancies in which this controversy is usually wrapped up.

The enemies of intellectual liberty always try to present their case as a plea for discipline versus individualism. The issue truth-versus-untruth is as far as possible kept in the background. Although the point of emphasis may vary, the writer who refuses to sell his opinions is always branded as a mere egoist. He is accused, that is, either of wanting to shut himself up in an ivory tower, or of making an exhibitionist display of his own personality, or of resisting the inevitable current of history in an attempt to cling to unjustified privileges. The Catholic and the Communist are alike in assuming that an opponent cannot be both honest and intelligent. Each of them tacitly claims that ‘the truth’ has already been revealed, and that the heretic, if he is not simply a fool, is secretly aware of ‘the truth’ and merely resists it out of selfish motives. In Communist literature the attack on intellectual liberty is usually masked by oratory about “petty-bourgeois individualism,” “the illusions of nineteenth-century liberalism”, etc.,12 and backed up by words of abuse such as “romantic” and “sentimental”, which, since they do not have any agreed meaning, are difficult to answer. In this way the controversy is manœuvred away from its real issue. One can accept, and most enlightened people would accept, the Communist thesis that pure freedom will only exist in a classless society, and that one is most nearly free when one is working to bring about13 such a society. But slipped in with this is the quite unfounded claim that the Communist party is itself aiming at the establishment of the classless society, and that in the U.S.S.R. this aim is actually on the way to being realised. If the first claim is allowed to entail the second, there is almost no assault on common sense and common decency that cannot be justified. But meanwhile, the real point has been dodged. Freedom of the intellect means the freedom to report what one has seen, heard, and felt, and not to be obliged to fabricate imaginary facts and feelings. The familiar tirades against “escapism”, “individualism”, “romanticism” and so forth, are merely a forensic device, the aim of which is to make the perversion of history seem respectable.

Fifteen years ago, when one defended the freedom of the intellect, one had to defend it against Conservatives, against Catholics, and to some extent— for in England14 they were not of great importance—against Fascists. To-day one has to defend it against Communists and ‘fellow travellers’. One ought not to exaggerate the direct influence of the small English Communist party, but there can be no question about the poisonous effect of the Russian mythos on English intellectual life. Because of it, known facts are suppressed and distorted to such an extent as to make it doubtful whether a true history of our times can ever be written. Let me give just one instance out of the hundreds that could be cited. When Germany collapsed, it was found that very large numbers of Soviet Russians—mostly, no doubt, from non-political motives—had changed sides and were fighting for the Germans. Also, a small but not negligible proportion of the Russian prisoners and Displaced Persons refused to go back to the U.S.S.R., and some of them, at least, were repatriated against their will. These facts, known to many journalists on the spot, went almost unmentioned in the British Press, while at the same time Russophile publicists in England continued to justify the purges and deportations of 1936–38 by claiming that the U.S.S.R. “had no quislings”. The fog of lies and misinformation that surrounds such subjects as the Ukraine famine, the Spanish civil war, Russian policy in Poland, and so forth, is not due entirely to conscious dishonesty, but any writer or journalist who is fully sympathetic to the U.S.S.R.—sympathetic, that is, in the way the Russians themselves would want him to be—does have to acquiesce in deliberate falsification on important issues. I have before me what must be a very rare pamphlet, written by Maxim Litvinoff in 1918 and outlining the recent events in the Russian Revolution. It makes no mention of Stalin, but gives high praise to Trotsky, and also to Zinoviev, Kamenev, and others. What could be the attitude of even the most intellectually scrupulous Communist towards such a pamphlet? At best, he would take the obscurantist attitude that15 it is an undesirable document and better suppressed. And if for some reason it should be16 decided to issue a garbled version of the pamphlet, denigrating Trotsky and inserting references to Stalin, no Communist who remained faithful to his party could protest. Forgeries almost as gross as this have been committed in recent years. But the significant thing is not that they happen, but that even when they are known,17 they provoke no reaction from the Left-wing intelligentsia as a whole. The argument that to tell the truth would be “inopportune” or would “play into the hands of” somebody or other is felt to be unanswerable, and few people are bothered by the prospect that18 the lies which they condone will get19 out of the newspapers and into the history books.

The organised lying practised by totalitarian states is not, as is sometimes claimed, a temporary expedient of the same nature as military deception. It is something integral to totalitarianism, something that would still continue even if concentration camps and secret police forces had ceased to be necessary. Among intelligent Communists there is an underground legend to the effect that although the Russian government is obliged now to deal in lying propaganda, frame-up trials, and so forth, it is secretly recording the facts20 and will publish them at some future time. We can, I believe, be quite certain that this is not the case, because the mentality implied by such an action is that of a liberal historian who believes that the past cannot be altered and that a correct knowledge of history is valuable as a matter of course. From the totalitarian point of view history is something to be created rather than learned. A totalitarian state is in effect a theocracy, and its ruling caste, in order to keep its position, has to be thought of as infallible. But since, in practice, no one is infallible, it is frequently necessary to rearrange past events in order to show that this or that mistake was not made, or that this or that imaginary triumph actually happened. Then, again, every major change in policy demands a corresponding change of doctrine and a revaluation of prominent historical figures. This kind of thing happens everywhere, but clearly it is21 likelier to lead to outright falsification in societies where only one opinion is permissible at any given moment. Totalitarianism demands, in fact, the continuous alteration of the past, and in the long run probably demands a disbelief in the very existence of objective truth. The friends of totalitarianism in this country22 usually tend to argue that since absolute truth is not attainable, a big lie is no worse than a little lie. It is pointed out that all historical records are biased and inaccurate, or, on the other hand, that modern physics23 has proved that what seems to us the real world is an illusion, so that to believe in the evidence of one’s senses is simply vulgar philistinism. A totalitarian society which succeeded in perpetuating itself would probably set up a schizophrenic system of thought, in which the laws of common sense held good in everyday life and in certain exact sciences, but could be disregarded by the politician, the historian, and the sociologist. Already there are countless people who would think it scandalous to falsify a scientific textbook, but would see nothing wrong in falsifying a historical fact. It is at the point where literature and politics cross that totalitarianism exerts its greatest pressure on the intellectual. The exact sciences are not, at this date, menaced to anything like the same extent. This difference24 partly accounts for the fact that in all countries it is easier for the scientists than for the writers to line up behind their respective governments.

To keep the matter in perspective, let me repeat what I said at the beginning of this essay: that in England the immediate enemies of truthfulness, and hence of freedom of thought, are the Press lords, the film magnates, and the bureaucrats, but that on a long view the weakening of the desire for liberty among the intellectuals themselves is the most serious symptom of all.25 It may seem that all this time I have been talking about the effects of censorship, not on literature as a whole, but merely on one department of political journalism. Granted that Soviet Russia constitutes a sort of forbidden area in the British Press, granted that issues like Poland, the Spanish civil war, the Russo-German pact, and so forth, are debarred from serious discussion, and that if you possess information that conflicts with the prevailing orthodoxy you are expected either to distort it or to keep quiet about it—granted all this, why should literature in the wider sense be affected? Is every writer a politician, and is every book necessarily a work of straightforward ‘reportage’?26 Even under the tightest dictatorship, cannot the individual writer remain free inside his own mind and distil or disguise his unorthodox ideas in such a way that the authorities will be too stupid to recognise them? And27 if the writer himself is in agreement with the prevailing orthodoxy, why should it have a cramping effect on him? Is not literature, or any of the arts, likeliest to flourish in societies in which there are no major conflicts of opinion and no sharp distinctions28 between the artist and his audience? Does one have to assume that every writer is a rebel, or even that a writer as such is an exceptional person?

Whenever one attempts to defend intellectual liberty against the claims of totalitarianism, one meets with these arguments in one form or another. They are based on a complete misunderstanding of what literature is, and how—one should perhaps rather say why29—it comes into being. They assume that a writer is either a mere entertainer or else a venal hack who can switch from one line of propaganda to another as easily as an organ grinder changes30 tunes. But after all, how is it that books ever come to be written? Above a quite low level, literature is an attempt to influence the views31 of one’s contemporaries by recording experience. And so far as freedom of expression is concerned, there is not much difference between a mere journalist and the most ‘unpolitical’ imaginative writer. The journalist is unfree, and is conscious of unfreedom, when he is forced to write lies or suppress what seems to him important news: the imaginative writer is unfree when he has to falsify his subjective feelings, which from his point of view are facts. He may distort and caricature reality in order to make his meaning clearer, but he cannot misrepresent the scenery of his own mind: he cannot say with any conviction that he likes what he dislikes, or believes what he disbelieves. If he is forced to do so, the only result is that his creative faculties dry up. Nor can the imaginative writer32 solve the problem by keeping away from controversial topics. There is no such thing as genuinely non-political literature, and least of all in an age like our own, when fears, hatreds, and loyalties of a directly political kind are near to the surface of everyone’s consciousness. Even a single tabu33 can have an all-round crippling effect upon the mind, because there is always the danger that any thought which is freely followed up may lead to the forbidden thought. It follows that the atmosphere of totalitarianism is deadly to any kind of prose writer, though a poet, at any rate a lyric poet, might possibly find it breathable. And in any totalitarian society that survives for more than a couple of generations, it is probable that prose literature, of the kind that has existed during the past four hundred years, must actually come to an end.34

Literature has sometimes flourished under despotic regimes, but, as has often been pointed out, the despotisms of the past were not totalitarian. Their repressive apparatus was always inefficient, their ruling classes were usually either corrupt or apathetic or half-liberal in outlook, and the prevailing religious doctrines usually worked against perfectionism and the notion of human infallibility. Even so it is broadly true that prose literature has reached its highest levels in periods of democracy and free speculation. What is new in totalitarianism is that its doctrines are not only unchallengeable but also unstable. They have to be accepted on pain of damnation, but on the other hand they are always liable to be altered at a moment’s notice. Consider, for example, the various attitudes, completely incompatible with one another, which an English Communist or ‘fellow traveller’ has had to adopt towards the war between Britain and Germany. For years before September 1939 he was expected to be in a continuous stew about “the horrors of Nazism” and to twist everything he wrote into a denunciation of Hitler;35 after September 1939, for twenty months, he had to believe that Germany was more sinned against than sinning, and the word ‘Nazi’, at least so far as print went, had to drop right out of his vocabulary. Immediately after hearing the 8 o’clock news bulletin on the morning of June 22, 1941, he had to start believing once again that Nazism was the most hideous evil the world had ever seen. Now, it is easy for a politician to make such changes: for a writer the case is somewhat different. If he is to switch his allegiance at exactly the right moment, he must either tell lies about his subjective feelings, or else suppress them altogether. In either case he has destroyed his dynamo. Not only will ideas refuse to come to him, but the very words he uses will seem to stiffen under his touch. Political writing in our time consists almost entirely of prefabricated phrases bolted together like the pieces of a child’s Meccano set.36 It is the unavoidable result of self-censorship. To write in plain, vigorous language one has to think fearlessly, and if one thinks fearlessly one cannot be politically orthodox. It might be otherwise in an ‘age of faith’, when the prevailing orthodoxy has been long established and is not taken too seriously. In that case it would be possible, or might be possible, for large areas of one’s mind to remain unaffected by what one officially believed. Even so, it is worth noticing that prose literature almost disappeared during the only age of faith that Europe has ever enjoyed. Throughout the whole of the Middle Ages there was almost no imaginative prose literature and very little in the way of historical writing: and the intellectual leaders of society expressed their most serious thoughts in a dead language which barely altered during a thousand years.

Totalitarianism, however, does not so much promise an age of faith as an age of schizophrenia. A society becomes totalitarian when its structure becomes flagrantly artificial: that is, when its ruling class has lost its function but succeeds in clinging to power by force or fraud. Such a society, no matter how long it persists, can never afford to become either tolerant or intellectually stable. It can never permit either the truthful recording of facts, or the emotional sincerity, that literary creation demands. But to be corrupted by totalitarianism one does not have to live in a totalitarian country. The mere prevalence of certain ideas can spread a poison37 that makes one subject after another impossible for literary purposes. Wherever there is an enforced orthodoxy—or even two orthodoxies, as often happens—good writing stops. This was well illustrated by the Spanish civil war. To many English intellectuals the war was a deeply moving experience, but not an experience about which they could write sincerely. There were only two things that you were allowed to say, and both of them were palpable lies: as a result, the war produced acres of print but almost nothing worth reading.

It is not certain whether the effects of totalitarianism upon verse need be so deadly as its effects on prose. There is a whole series of converging reasons why it is somewhat easier for a poet than for a prose writer to feel at home in an authoritarian society. To begin with, bureaucrats and other ‘practical’ men usually despise the poet too deeply to be much interested in what he is saying. Secondly, what the poet is saying—that is, what his poem ‘means’ if translated into prose—is relatively unimportant even to himself. The thought contained in a poem is always simple, and is no more the primary purpose of the poem than the anecdote is the primary purpose of a picture. A poem is an arrangement of sounds and associations, as a painting is an arrangement of brush-marks. For short snatches, indeed, as in the refrain of a song, poetry can even dispense with meaning altogether. It is therefore fairly easy for a poet to keep away from dangerous subjects and avoid uttering heresies: and even when he does utter them, they may escape notice. But above all, good verse, unlike good prose, is not necessarily an individual product. Certain kinds of poems, such as ballads, or, on the other hand, very artificial verse forms, can be composed co-operatively by groups of people. Whether the ancient English and Scottish ballads were originally produced by individuals, or by the people at large, is disputed; but at any rate they are non-individual in the sense that they constantly change in passing from mouth to mouth. Even in print no two versions of a ballad are ever quite the same. Many primitive peoples compose verse communally. Someone begins to improvise, probably accompanying himself on a musical instrument, somebody else chips in with a line or a rhyme when the first singer breaks down, and so the process continues until there exists a whole song or ballad which has no identifiable author.

In prose, this kind of intimate collaboration is quite impossible. Serious prose, in any case, has to be composed in solitude, whereas the excitement of being part of a group is actually an aid to certain kinds of versification. Verse—and perhaps good verse of its kind, though it would not be the highest kind—might survive under even the most inquisitorial regime. Even in a society where liberty and individuality had been extinguished, there would still be need either for patriotic songs and heroic ballads celebrating victories, or for elaborate exercises in flattery: and these are the kinds of poetry38 that can be written to order, or composed communally, without necessarily lacking artistic value. Prose is a different matter, since the prose writer cannot narrow the range of his thoughts without killing his inventiveness. But the history of totalitarian societies, or of groups of people who have adopted the totalitarian outlook, suggests that loss of liberty is inimical to all39 forms of literature. German literature almost disappeared during the Hitler regime, and the case was not much better in Italy. Russian literature, so far as one can judge by translations, has deteriorated markedly since the early days of the Revolution, though some of the verse appears to be better than the prose. Few if any Russian novels that it is possible to take seriously have been translated for about fifteen years. In western Europe and America large sections of the literary intelligentsia have either passed through the Communist party or been warmly sympathetic to it, but this whole leftward movement has produced extraordinarily few books worth reading. Orthodox Catholicism, again, seems to have a crushing effect upon certain literary forms, especially the novel. During a period of three hundred years, how many people have been at once good novelists and good Catholics? The fact is that certain themes cannot be celebrated in words, and tyranny is one of them. No one ever wrote a good book in praise of the Inquisition. Poetry might40 survive in a totalitarian age, and certain arts or half-arts, such as architecture, might even find tyranny beneficial, but the prose writer would have no choice between silence and death. Prose literature as we know it is the product of rationalism, of the Protestant centuries, of the autonomous individual. And the destruction of intellectual liberty cripples the journalist, the sociological writer, the historian, the novelist, the critic, and the poet, in that order. In the future it is possible that a new kind of literature, not involving individual feeling or truthful observation, may arise, but no such thing is at present imaginable. It seems much likelier that if the liberal culture that we have lived in since the Renaissance actually comes to an end, the literary art will perish with it.

Of course, print will continue to be used, and it is interesting to speculate what kinds of reading matter would survive in a rigidly totalitarian society. Newspapers will presumably continue until television technique reaches a higher level, but apart from newspapers it is doubtful even now whether the great mass of people in the industrialised countries feel the need for any kind of literature. They are unwilling, at any rate, to spend anywhere near as much on reading matter as they spend on several other recreations. Probably novels and stories will be completely superseded by film and radio productions. Or perhaps some kind of low-grade sensational fiction will survive, produced by a sort of conveyor-belt process that reduces human initiative to the minimum.

It would probably not be beyond human ingenuity to write books by machinery. But a sort of mechanising process can already be seen at work in the film and radio, in publicity and propaganda, and in the lower reaches of journalism. The Disney films, for instance, are produced by what is essentially a factory process, the work being done partly mechanically and partly by teams of artists who have to subordinate their individual style. Radio features are commonly written by tired hacks to whom the subject and the manner of treatment are dictated beforehand: even so, what they write is merely a kind of raw material to be chopped into shape by producers and censors. So also with the innumerable books and pamphlets commissioned by government departments. Even more machine-like is the production of short stories, serials, and poems for the very cheap magazines. Papers such as the Writer abound with advertisements of Literary Schools, all of them offering you readymade plots at a few shillings a time. Some, together with the plot, supply the opening and closing sentences of each chapter. Others furnish you with a sort of algebraical formula by the use of which you can construct your plots for yourself. Others offer packs of cards marked with characters and situations, which have only to be shuffled and dealt in order to produce ingenious stories automatically. It is probably in some such way that the literature of a totalitarian society would be produced, if literature were still felt to be necessary. Imagination—even consciousness, so far as possible—would be eliminated from the process of writing. Books would be planned in their broad lines by bureaucrats, and would pass through so many hands that when finished they would be no more an individual product than a Ford car at the end of the assembly line. It goes without saying that anything so produced would be rubbish; but anything that was not rubbish would endanger the structure of the state. As for the surviving literature of the past, it would have to be suppressed or at least elaborately rewritten.41

Meanwhile totalitarianism has not fully triumphed anywhere. Our own society is still, broadly speaking, liberal. To exercise your right of free speech you have to fight against economic pressure and against strong sections of public opinion, but not, as yet, against a secret police force. You can say or print almost anything so long as you are willing to do it in a hole-and-corner way. But what is sinister, as I said at the beginning of this essay,42 is that the conscious enemies of liberty are those to whom liberty ought to mean most. The public43 do not care about the matter one way or the other. They are not in favour of persecuting the heretic, and they will not exert themselves to defend him. They are at once too sane and too stupid to acquire the totalitarian outlook. The direct, conscious attack on intellectual decency comes from the intellectuals themselves.

It is possible that the Russophile intelligentsia, if they had not succumbed to that particular44 myth, would have succumbed to another of much the same kind. But at any rate the Russian myth is there, and the corruption it causes stinks. When one sees highly educated men looking on indifferently at oppression and persecution, one wonders which to despise more, their cynicism or their short-sightedness. Many scientists, for example, are uncritical45 admirers of the U.S.S.R. They appear to think that the destruction of liberty is of no importance so long as their own line of work is for the moment unaffected. The U.S.S.R. is a large, rapidly developing country which has acute need of scientific workers and, consequently, treats them generously. Provided that they steer clear of dangerous subjects such as psychology, scientists are privileged persons. Writers, on the other hand, are viciously persecuted. It is true that literary prostitutes like Ilya Ehrenburg or Alexei Tolstoy are paid huge sums of money, but the only thing which is of any value to the writer as such—his freedom of expression—is taken away from him. Some, at least, of the English scientists who speak so enthusiastically of the opportunities enjoyed by scientists in Russia are capable of understanding this. But their reflection appears to be: “Writers are persecuted in Russia. So what? I am not a writer”. They do not see that any46 attack on intellectual liberty, and on the concept of objective truth, threatens in the long run every department of thought.

For the moment the totalitarian state tolerates the scientist because it needs him. Even in Nazi Germany, scientists, other than Jews, were relatively well treated, and the German scientific community, as a whole, offered no resistance to Hitler. At this stage of history, even the most autocratic ruler is forced to take account of physical reality, partly because of the lingering-on of liberal habits of thought, partly because of the need to prepare for war. So long as physical reality cannot be altogether ignored, so long as two and two have to make four when you are, for example, drawing the blueprint of an aeroplane, the scientist has his function, and can even be allowed a measure of liberty. His awakening will come later, when the totalitarian state is firmly established. Meanwhile, if he wants to safeguard the integrity of science, it is his job to develop some kind of solidarity with his literary colleagues and not regard it as a matter of indifference when writers are silenced or driven to suicide, and newspapers systematically falsified.

But however it may be with the physical sciences, or with music, painting, and architecture, it is—as I have tried to show—certain that literature is doomed if liberty of thought perishes. Not only is it doomed in any country which retains a totalitarian structure; but any writer who adopts the totalitarian outlook, who finds excuses for persecution and the falsification of reality, thereby destroys himself as a writer. There is no way out of this. No tirades against “individualism” and “the ivory tower”, no pious platitudes to the effect that “true individuality is only attained through identification with the community”, can get over the fact that a bought mind is a spoiled mind. Unless spontaneity enters at some point or another, literary creation is impossible, and language itself becomes ossified. At some time in the future, if the human mind becomes something totally different from what it now is, we may learn to separate literary creation from intellectual honesty. At present we know only that the imagination, like certain wild animals, will not breed in captivity. Any writer or journalist who denies that fact—and nearly all the current praise of the Soviet Union contains or implies such a denial—is, in effect, demanding his own destruction.47




2793. To Leonard Moore

14 November 1945 Typewritten

27 B Canonbury Square

Islington

London N 1

Dear Mr Moore,

I enclose the two contracts duly signed, also the letter from the Portuguese people. From their advertisements I infer they are an ordinary publishing house.

I haven’t another proof copy of the essays, but Warburg must have plenty. As soon as I can find time to go in there I’ll pick up a copy and make the two important corrections before sending it on to you.

Yours sincerely

Eric Blair




2794. Review of The True Conan Doyle by Aerian Conan Doyle; with a Preface by General Sir Hubert Gough

Manchester Evening News, 15 November 1945

The late Sir Arthur Conan Doyle was not a great writer. Indeed, he was not even a writer whom it is possible to take seriously, and yet he did something that no one else in our time has succeeded in doing: he created one of those characters that can escape from the pages and become a household word in the remotest parts of the earth.

And though the Sherlock Holmes stories are by far his greatest achievements, his other books, at least, have the merit of covering an extraordinarily wide range of subjects. He wrote detailed and accurate histories of the Boer War and the war of 1914–18, several lively and well-documented historical romances, an excellent boxing novel, some reminiscences of medical life, and numerous adventure stories, besides devoting many years to psychical research.

Clearly he was a man of unusual mental make-up, and it is interesting to gather some fresh facts about his private life and family history.

This pamphlet, written by his son, is not a biography. It is an “answer” to the recent biography by Mr. Hesketh Pearson,1 and it has the air of pained indignation that such writings are apt to have. One would gather from it that Conan Doyle came nearer to perfection than it is given to ordinary mortals to do, and there are some of his activities—for instance, his spiritualism—which his son is inclined to soft-pedal.

Nevertheless one can dig a lot of facts out of these 23 pages, and there is at least one piece of information which will be cherished by Sherlock Holmes fans all the world over.

Conan Doyle was of Irish stock and was brought up as a Catholic, but he later lapsed from the faith, and it seems to have left curiously little mark on his intellect. He started life as a doctor and his early struggles produced not only the excellent stories in “Round the Red Lamp,” but a book written in diary form which has now become a rarity and which is of great interest. His son is at pains to emphasise that his ancestry was originally noble and that his upbringing was “entirely feudal.”

Even in childhood he was an expert on heraldry (one of his uncles incidentally compiled the “Official Baronetage of England”) and no doubt his early reading partly accounted for his facility in writing historical romances. He was a man of violent temper, quixotically generous, and punctilious in his manners to an almost unheard-of degree.

On one occasion he smashed his son’s pipe to pieces because he had committed the offence of smoking it in the presence of women. On another he took his shoes off and gave them to a tramp. At the age of 70 he set out to thrash with an umbrella someone who had insulted him. And, as is well known, he spent years working for the release of the wrongfully convicted Oscar Slater, refusing to make any profit from his writings on the subject. He also, according to his son, sacrificed a peerage rather than withdraw his public championship of spiritualism.

Conan Doyle was a gigantic, powerful man, of enormous energy, both physical and intellectual. He excelled at many kinds of sport, especially boxing.

There is a story—and it is a story that ought to be true, even if it is not—of an old prize-fighter to whom, on his death-bed Doyle’s “Rodney Stone” was being read aloud by some charitable visitor. At the climax of the big fight the dying man was so excited that he raised himself to a sitting position and exclaimed, “By God, he’s got him.” This tribute, it is said, pleased Conan Doyle more than any praise he ever received from the literary critics.

Doyle was capable of immense bouts of work, and before writing “The White Company” he spent a year reading sixty-five works of reference dealing with the fourteenth century. He was also, although absent-minded, very observant of details, and his son claims that Sherlock Holmes was in the main a self-portrait and not, as is usually thought, based on Dr. Joseph Bell, under whom Doyle had studied in his medical days.

Doyle used even, it appears, to work in a dressing-gown similar to Holmes’s, though it is not recorded that he kept his tobacco in a Persian slipper. One surprising and hitherto unpublished fact which his son reveals is that Dr. Watson was conceived before Holmes. There exists an unprinted draft of “A Study In Scarlet” (its first title was “The Angels of Darkness”) in which Holmes does not appear. It would be worth something to see Watson tackle a mystery single-handed, and it is to be hoped that the manuscript will be printed when paper becomes more plentiful.

It is a pity that Doyle’s activities as a spiritualist, although not actually unmentioned in this pamphlet, are somewhat slurred over. His son is on the defensive when it comes to this subject, and anxious to clear his father of the charge of credulity.

“My father began his investigations,” he says, “as a bitter opponent of any belief in a life after death, and—this is of paramount importance—he refused to pronounce any final judgment before he had devoted thirty-three years to his researches.” Possibly: still, the fact remains that Doyle was sometimes deceived in very crude ways, as in the notorious case of the “fairies,”2 and championed mediums who were almost unmistakable frauds. Combined with his wide knowledge and great acuteness of mind, this blind spot on one subject makes an interesting psychological puzzle, and any serious study of Doyle ought to attempt a solution of it.

Doyle’s many-sided life was well symbolised by the litter of objects on his writing table, among which his son lists—“Boer War medals and Mauser bullets, Greeks coins, dum-dum bullets from a German sniper, the tooth of an ichthyosaurus, an Iron Cross, ancient Egyptian statuettes, a large crystalline growth from the stomach of a whale, pieces of Roman glass and pottery, and a vast coin gripped in the lava that destroyed Pompeii.”

It is evident that he was a very lovable man and he would still seem an interesting one even if he had not written “Sherlock Holmes.” But there is need of a definitive3 biography of him, a biography which would be neither patronising, nor, like the present pamphlet, simply a labour of piety.4

[Fee: £8.8.0; 14.11.45]




2795. To Katharine, Duchess of Atholl

15 November 1945 Typewritten; carbon copy

27 B Canonbury Square

Islington

London N 1

Dear Duchess of Atholl,1

I have only just received your letter dated November 13th.

I am afraid I cannot speak for the League for European Freedom. I could easily get out of it by saying that the date is impossible or—what is quite true—that I know nothing about Jugoslavia, but I prefer to tell you plainly that I am not in agreement with the League’s ultimate objectives as I understand them. I went to the first public meeting, or one of the first, and wrote something about it in “Tribune”2 which you may have seen. Certainly what is said on your platforms is more truthful than the lying propaganda to be found in most of the press, but I cannot associate myself with an essentially Conservative body which claims to defend democracy in Europe but has nothing to say about British imperialism. It seems to me that one can only denounce the crimes now being committed in Poland, Jugoslavia etc. if one is equally insistent on ending Britain’s unwanted rule in India. I belong to the Left and must work inside it, much as I hate Russian totalitarianism and its poisonous influence in this country.

Yours truly

[Unsigned]

George Orwell


The Duchess’s invitation has survived and also her response to Orwell’s letter. Writing on 23 November 1945, she thanked Orwell for his frankness and explained that only one meeting had lacked a Labour speaker and then only because the League was unable to find one. She went on:


I note what you say about the limitation of our work to Europe, but surely, to restore freedom to countries who have enjoyed it and therefore realise how precious it is, is something very different from joining in a task which is already being undertaken by our Government—i.e that of helping the various countries of the British Commonwealth and Empire towards self-government. I want personal freedom before the law for everyone everywhere, but just as I do not think children or young people are ready for a share in self-Government, so I think we have to recognise that there are races in the Empire which are more youthful than our own in these matters, and therefore must be led gradually along the path that leads to self-rule.







2796. Review of The Prussian Officer by D. H. Lawrence

Tribune, 16 November 1945

Reviews ought not to consist of personal reminiscences, but perhaps it is worth recording how I first became acquainted with D. H. Lawrence’s work, because it happened that I read him before I had heard of him, and the qualities which then impressed me were probably the essential ones.

In 1919 I went into my schoolmaster’s study for some purpose, and, not finding him there, picked up a magazine with a blue cover which was on the table. I was then sixteen and wallowing in Georgian poetry. My idea of a good poem would have been Rupert Brooke’s Grantchester. As soon as I opened the magazine I was completely overwhelmed by a poem which describes a woman standing in the kitchen and watching her husband approaching across the fields. On the way he takes a rabbit out of a snare and kills it. Then he comes in, throws the dead rabbit on the table, and, his hands still stinking of rabbit’s fur, takes the woman in his arms. In a sense she hates him, but she is utterly swallowed up in him. More than the sexual encounter, the “beauty of Nature” which Lawrence deeply felt, but which he was also able to turn on and off like a tap, impressed me; especially the lines (referring to a flower):


Then her bright breast she will uncover

And yield her honeydrop to her lover.



But I failed to notice the name of the author, or even of the magazine, which must have been the English Review.1

Four or five years later, still not having heard of Lawrence, I got hold of the volume of short stories now reprinted as a Penguin. Both “The Prussian Officer” and “The Thorn in the Flesh” impressed me deeply. What struck me was not so much Lawrence’s horror and hatred of military discipline, as his understanding of its nature. Something told me that he had never been a soldier, and yet he could project himself into the atmosphere of an army, and the German army at that. He had built all this up, I reflected, from watching a few German soldiers walking about in some garrison town. From another story, “The White Stocking” (also in this collection, though I think I read it later), I deduced the moral that women behave better if they get a sock on the jaw occasionally.

Clearly there is more in Lawrence than this, but I think these first impacts left me with a broadly true picture of him. He was in essence a lyric poet, and an undisciplined enthusiasm for “Nature,” i.e., the surface of the earth, was one of his principal qualities, though it has been much less noticed than his preoccupation with sex. And on top of this he had the power of understanding, or seeming to understand, people totally different from himself, such as farmers, gamekeepers, clergymen and soldiers—one might add coalminers, for though Lawrence himself had worked in the pit at the age of thirteen, clearly he was not a typical miner. His stories are a kind of lyric poem, produced by just looking at some alien, inscrutable human being and suddenly experiencing an intense imaginative vision of his inner life.

How true these visions were is debatable. Like some Russian writers of the nineteenth century, Lawrence often seems to by-pass the novelist’s problem by making all his characters equally sensitive. All the people in his stories, even those to whom he is hostile, seem to experience the same kind of emotions, everyone can make contact with everyone else, and class barriers, in the form in which we know them, are almost obliterated. Yet he does often seem to have an extraordinary power of knowing imaginatively something that he could not have known by observation. Somewhere in one of his books he remarks that when you shoot at a wild animal, the action is not the same as shooting at a target. You do not look along the sights: you aim by an instinctive movement of the whole body, and it is as though your will were driving the bullet forward. This is quite true, and yet I do not suppose Lawrence had ever shot at a wild animal. Or consider the death scene at the end of “England my England” (which is not in the present collection, unfortunately), Lawrence had never been in circumstances remotely similar to those he was describing. He had merely had a private vision of the feelings of a soldier under fire. Perhaps it is true to experience, perhaps not: but at least it is emotionally true, and therefore convincing.

With few exceptions Lawrence’s full-length novels are, it is generally admitted, difficult to get through. In the short stories his faults do not matter so much, because a short story can be purely lyrical, whereas a novel has to take account of probability and has to be cold-bloodedly constructed. In The Prussian Officer there is an extraordinarily good, longish story called “Daughters of the Vicar.” An Anglican clergyman of the ordinary middle-class type is marooned in a mining village where he and his family are half-starved on a tiny stipend, and where he has no function, the mining folk having no need of him and no sympathy with him. It is the typical impoverished middle-class family in which the children grow up with a false consciousness of social superiority dragging upon them like a ball and fetter. The usual problem arises: how are the daughters to get married? The elder daughter gets the chance to marry a comparatively well-to-do clergyman. He happens to be a dwarf, suffering from some internal disease, and an utterly inhuman creature, more like a precocious and disagreeable child than a man. By the standards of most of the family she has done the right thing: she has married a gentleman. The younger daughter, whose vitality is not to be defeated by snobbishness, throws family prestige overboard and marries a healthy young coalminer.

It will be seen that this story has a close resemblance to Lady Chatterley’s Lover. But in my opinion it is much better and more convincing than the novel, because the single imaginative impulse is strong enough to sustain it. Probably Lawrence had watched, somewhere or other, the underfed, downtrodden, organ-playing daughter of a clergyman wearing out her youth, and had a sudden vision of her escaping into the warmer world of the working class, where husbands are plentiful. It is a fit subject for a short story, but when drawn out to novel length it raises difficulties to which Lawrence was unequal. In another story in this book, “The Shades of Spring,” there is a gamekeeper who is presented as a wild natural creature, the opposite of the over-conscious intellectual. Such figures appear again and again in Lawrence’s books, and I think it is true to say that they are more convincing in the short stories, where we do not have to know too much about them, than in the novels (for example, Lady Chatterley’s Lover or The Woman Who Rode Away), where, in order to be set into action, they have to be credited with complex thoughts which destroy their status as unspoiled animals. Another story, “Odour of Chrysanthemums,” deals with the death of a miner in a pit accident. He is a drunkard, and up to the moment of his death his wife has wanted nothing so much as to be rid of him. Only when she is washing his dead body does she perceive, as though for the first time, how beautiful he is. That is the kind of thing Lawrence could do, and in the first paragraph of the story there is a wonderful example of his power of visual description. But one could not make a full-length novel out of such an episode, nor, without other more prosaic ingredients, out of a series of such episodes.

This is not quite the best volume of Lawrence’s short stories, and it is to be hoped that the Penguin Library will follow it up by reprinting England My England. That contains, apart from the name story, “Fannie and Annie,” “The Horse-dealer’s Daughter,” and, above all, “The Fox.” This last story is perhaps the best thing Lawrence ever did, but it has the unusual quality of centring round an idea that might have occurred to anybody, so that one can enjoy the mental exercise of imagining the same story as it might have been told by Tolstoy, Maupassant, Henry James or Edgar Wallace. But the present volume contains at least six stories of the first rank, and only one (“A Fragment of Stained Glass”) that is definitely a failure.

[Fee: £3.3.0; 9.11.45]




2797. To Leonard Moore

17 November 1945 Typewritten

27 B Canonbury Square

Islington

London N 1

Dear Mr Moore,

The following corrections should be inserted in the proof copies of the “Essays:”

Page 7. Second paragraph, lines 13–16. Delete “when Lenin was in his last illness … to abandon it” and substitute: “towards the end of his life Lenin went to see a dramatised version of The Cricket on the Hearth and found Dickens’s ‘middle-class sentiment’ so intolerable that he walked out in the middle of a scene.”

Next line. Delete “bourgeois” and substitute “middle-class.”1

Page 25. First paragraph, line 30. Delete “Horace” and substitute “Harold.”2

Page 109. Third line of footnote. Delete “nine and fifty” and insert “nine and sixty.”3

Yours sincerely

Geo. Orwell




2798. Review of Novels and Stories by Robert Louis Stevenson; selected with an Introduction by V. S. Pritchett

The Observer, 18 November 1945

When one is confronted with a selection, an abridgment or an anthology, it is always difficult not to start off with a complaint. Why, one is tempted to ask, has such a brilliant masterpiece as A been omitted, while something so obviously second-rate as B has been included? And complaints are liable to be particularly bitter in the case of a writer like Stevenson, about whom there are two opposite and even hostile schools of thought, the one regarding him as a serious novelist and the other as a master of burlesque.

The present selection—which is certainly good value so far as bulk goes—includes “The Suicide Club,” “Thrawn Janet,” “Travels with a Donkey,” “Kidnapped,” “The Beach of Falesa,” “The Master of Ballantrae,” and “Weir of Hermiston.” It will be seen that Mr. Pritchett inclines very strongly towards Stevenson’s more serious work, although in his introduction he analyses with some severity Stevenson’s shortcomings as a novelist and a thinker. He has included only one example of the burlesques (it is hard to know just what to call these writings: perhaps highbrow thrillers would be the right expression), and that one, “The Suicide Club,” is only a part of “The New Arabian Nights.” “Treasure Island” is rejected on the ground that it is a boy’s book, and “Dr. Jekyll and Mr. Hyde” because it is “available in a recent edition”—a rather unsatisfactory reason at a time when no book is reliably available. Apart from “The Beach of Falesa” there is nothing from the “Island Nights Entertainments,” though surely any selection from Stevenson should have included “The Bottle Imp”; also, in a less fantastic and more genuinely horrible vein, “The Body Snatcher.” On the other hand it seems doubtful whether “Travels with a Donkey” should come under “novels and stories.”

Mr. Pritchett treats Stevenson primarily as a novelist, and considers that he was always at his best when writing of his native Scotland. He claims, rightly, that Stevenson’s gift for narrative was quite outstanding, and admits that he had irritating tricks of style, though he appears to find them bearable. He also admits that Stevenson’s range of thought was narrow and deeply marked by his puritanical origins. What he does not say, however, is that just this combination of qualities made Stevenson a superb writer of semi-comic melodramas, while making him tiresome and sometimes even morally disagreeable in his serious moments. Stevenson is to be seen at his very worst in his essay on Villon, where thoroughly bad writing and hypocritical indignation are combined. There is a sort of empty strenuousness about him, a temperamental puritanism, not richened by any definite religious belief, which comes out in his laboured manner of writing. He seems to be constantly saying to the reader “Look what an effort I am making!” and the cumulative effect is very trying to anyone who likes his English plain.

In his burlesque[s] Stevenson tends to write in a somewhat plainer manner, but in any case a touch of the baroque does no harm when he is dealing with figures like Mr. Malthus and Prince Florizel. And the horror themes, which answered to some deep need in his nature, set his imagination free and temporarily cured his moralising tendency. Neither “The Bottle Imp” nor “Dr. Jekyll and Mr. Hyde” has any discernible moral, and that is part of their charm.

The more orthodox of Stevenson’s devotees will be glad to get “Kidnapped” and “The Master of Ballantrae” in one volume: the heretics will be chiefly sorry that the whole of “The New Arabian Nights” was not printed, but they will also be thankful for the inclusion of “The Beach of Falesa,” which not only has a sort of poetic touch in its “Tyrolean harps” but contains some shrewd character touches of a kind that Stevenson did not often achieve. The fragment of “Weir of Hermiston” is well worth reading for the portrait of the hanging judge. Mr. Pritchett speculates on the possible ending of the book, and concludes that if Stevenson had finished it he would probably have spoiled it. A more important problem, an answer to which would cast much light on the nature of puritanism, is whether Stevenson does or does not admire the disgusting brute whom he is depicting. Mr. Pritchett decided that this book must be “pure Stevenson” and that he must leave out the various books which were written in collaboration: a pity, for any selection of Stevenson’s best work ought to include “The Ebb Tide,” a powerful and sinister story in which his narrative gift and his equivocal moral attitude are both at their most marked.

[Fee: £10.0.0; 15.11.45]




2799. Balraj Sahni to Orwell

20 November 1945


On 20 November 1945, Balraj Sahni wrote to Orwell from the Theosophical Colony, Juhu, Bombay, sympathising with him on Eileen’s death, about which he and his wife had just learned from Mulk [Raj Anand] (see 905, n. 1). The Sahnis had worked with Orwell at the BBC, particularly in the series with Norman Marshall, ‘Let’s Act It Ourselves’ (see 1639). Balraj Sahni wrote, ‘We saw little of you two but you endeared yourselves to us greatly, through your work and your sincerity. This news has made us very sad indeed.’ He said they were both working in the Indian People’s Theatre movement, ‘work which doesn’t bring us money but a lot of happiness.’ He added that the People’s Theatre had had nearly fifty new plays written for it, which it had performed to audiences totalling more than a million people. He and his wife made their living by acting in films and on the professional stage. For his wife, Damyanti Sahni, see 861, n. 1.






2800. Review of Farewell Campo 12 by Brigadier James Hargest; Immortal Years by Sir Evelyn Wrench; Corn on the Cob: Popular and Traditional Poetry of the U.S.A., selected by A. L. Lloyd

Manchester Evening News, 22 November 1945

Prison stories are almost always readable, and never more so than when they deal with an escape. Even the most pedestrian account of an escape from captivity has its fascinating moments, and one’s sympathy is invariably with the fugitive, even when he is an ordinary criminal whose imprisonment one more or less approves of.

“Farewell Campo 12” is on the pedestrian side. Brigadier Hargest was a New Zealander with a distinguished fighting record both in this war and the last.

After fighting in Greece and Crete he was taken prisoner near Tobruk in the unsuccessful offensive at the end of 1941, and sent to Italy by submarine along with several other senior officers who had been captured about the same time.

Even before leaving African soil, and, indeed, within an hour or two of being captured, his thoughts were running on escape, and he and various brother officers made a whole series of attempts, which were often baulked by their being moved to another camp before their preparations were completed.

His chance finally came when he was moved to the Castello Vincigliata, near Florence, where a number of British generals were incarcerated. He had managed, in spite of being searched countless times, to keep a compass and some money, and about a year later, after months of gruelling work, he and five other generals got away. Four of them were recaptured after a day or two, but Brigadier Hargest got safely to Switzerland, and thence via France and Spain to Gibraltar.

After a few unsuccessful attempts at simply getting over the wall, they realised that the only hope lay in digging a tunnel. In making the castle into a prison the Italians had sealed off parts of it by bricking up the doors, and among the disused parts was a chapel which would evidently make a good place for storing the excavated earth.

To get into the chapel the prisoners had to bore a hole through the side of a lift shaft. This hole they covered up with a sheet of plywood plastered to resemble the rest of the wall.

Once in the chapel they sank a vertical shaft 10 feet deep, then drove a horizontal one towards the outer wall, tunnelling gradually deeper as they went. As the subsoil was largely rock, and their only tools were an ice trowel, a large knife, and some lengths of iron bar, it is not surprising that they were only able to move at the rate of a few feet a week.

By the early months of 1943 they had got well beyond the outer wall and could drive a shaft towards the surface. It was then necessary to wait for a dark and stormy night on which with luck, the sentries posted on the wall would not see them. Finally a suitable night came.

The prisoners left dummies in their beds, broke through the last crust, and climbed to the surface, covering up the hole they had made with a board on which they strewed earth and pine needles.

Among those who got away but were recaptured was the well-known V.C., General Carton de Wiart, hero of Narvik and other places.

As soon as Brigadier Hargest reached Switzerland he surrendered himself to the police and was soon set at liberty by the Swiss authorities.

At the cost of severely tearing himself with barbed wire he managed to cross the French frontier, and then the resistance movement took him under its wing, and the rest of his journey was comparatively plain sailing.

His observations of Vichy France and of Franco Spain, at that time almost openly dominated by the Nazis, are of some interest.

This is an unpretentious book; but at any rate the middle chapters, which describe the detail of the escape, are well worth reading.

Sir Evelyn Wrench has travelled enormously, more widely than Brigadier Hargest, but in a more peaceful style. His book, based on diaries, starts in 1937, but deals mainly with the war years.

In 1940 he went on a lecture tour to the then neutral United States, expecting to be away only four months—actually his travels took him to Mexico, New Zealand, Australia, Malaya, India, and Palestine before he finally got home in 1944.

He had a good chance of observing the struggle between isolationism and pro-British sentiment in the autumn of 1940, and he talked with almost every Indian political leader during the bad period of 1942, when an Axis victory seemed possible and a Japanese invasion of India highly probable.

Probably the Indian interludes are the most interesting in the book. Sir Evelyn believes firmly that Dominion status is the best solution of the Indian problem, and he shows a not unjustified exasperation at the attitude of the Congress Party leaders in the moment of crisis.

This perhaps leads him to overestimate the importance of the Moslem League and the danger of civil war when the British have left.

But it was a great advantage to him that he knew Gandhi personally and could have several interviews with him on a friendly footing.

He came away feeling rather less certain of Gandhi’s saintliness than he had felt at the time of the round table conference 10 years earlier.

In the chapters dealing with Palestine he gives a fair minded account of both sides of the case and is not completely unhopeful of a peaceful settlement.

This is a hastily written book and would be better if it were about half as long, but the student of contemporary history can dig some valuable scraps out of it.

“Corn on the Cob” is unreasonably expensive (3s.6d. for a paper-covered book of about 60 pages), but it is pleasant to be able to get hold of full versions of such half-known songs as “Frankie and Johnny” or “The Big Rock Candy Mountains.”

Songs of this kind have no author and travel from generation to generation, no two versions ever being quite the same. Some of them are extremely ancient in origin; but it is interesting to see that they are still being made up, several in this collection dealing with Hitler and Roosevelt.

Mr. Lloyd contributes a useful introduction, in which he suggests contrary to what is generally believed, that the radio may help to keep popular poetry alive.

[Fee: £8.8.0; 21.11.45]




2801. Background to ‘Through a Glass, Rosily’

Tribune, 2 and 16 November 1945


In its issue for 2 November 1945, Tribune published ‘Report on the State of Austria by a Special Correspondent.’ This sharply criticised the way the Russians, as one of the four occupying powers, were running occupied Austria. The following extracts and the sentences from the angry correspondence that followed in Tribune, 16 November 1945, give some background to Orwell’s essay ‘Through a Glass, Rosily.’



Immediately on arrival in Vienna, one is exposed to a series of shocks. The airport is inside the Russian zone, south-east of the capital, but entirely under R.A.F. control. Here one receives the first impression of emptiness and the absence of life that is the keynote of all Russian-controlled districts.

…

International relations in Austria hinge entirely on Russia. The Red Army was first on the spot, and it holds certain power positions which, so far, it has not relinquished and which dictate the actions also of the other occupying powers. There is no point in beating about the bush: too many people know what has happened. The Russians have between 600,000–800,000 troops in Austria. They live on the land in more senses than that they requisition food and cattle. In the zones they have occupied, they have left behind them a trail of economic and moral devastation. Life is insecure, rations have never yet reached a fraction of the nominal allowance, and looting is rampant.

In Vienna, the number of officially recorded cases of rape within the Russian-controlled zones exceeds 100,000. Few women venture out alone after dark in this area. In Lower Austria, the number of recently infected cases of venereal disease officially reported to the medical officer is above 50,000, and almost entirely confined to women; one adult woman in five is presumed to be thus affected. In Eastern Styria, which was first occupied by the Russians and then by the British, and where British doctors have supervised the inquiry, it has been established that 20,000 women were raped (about 80 per cent. of the total number of adult women) and between 25–40 per cent. have been reported as V.D. cases. This mass assault on women was accompanied by a similar one on property; and this was no mere looting; it frequently took the form of sheer wanton damage to clothing, furniture and houses.

…

The Russian soldier is essentially likeable when one meets him without inhibitions on either side; but he is extraordinarily primitive, naïve and almost childlike, and he was psychologically unprepared for Europe outside Russia. Many a poor Austrian peasant or worker lost his belongings during the Soviet advance because the Russian soldier was told he was a bourgeois; many a British soldier or Austrian Communist suffered almost as great a shock when the reality of the Red Army stood before him—not the propagandist picture.

…

In yet one further way was the Russian impact felt by the people. The nominal Vienna rations are as follows: 300 grams (about 11 oz.) of bread per day; 350 grams of meat, 80 grams of fats, and 400 grams of peas or beans per week; 400 grams of sugar; 200 grams of salt and 125 grams of coffee per month. Children get 250 grams of bread per day and ⅛ litre (about ¼ of a pint) of milk between 3–6 years; ¼ litre for those between 1–3, and ⅜ litre for babies.

Until about six weeks ago, none of these rations was fully distributed. Then, for the first time, the British reached the scale and began to distribute them regularly. The Americans followed; the French still further behind. But in the Russian zone there has never been anything except bread and beans. These are the kind of politics that every housewife understands.

…

The overall picture of Austria is of a country in search of a policy and a nation in search of itself; and, unfortunately, the victorious Allies who have occupied—not liberated—the country seem to be in that same state of uncertainty. The consequences are severe. They have produced estrangement with the Russians on an unprecedented scale and they may produce disaster and disruption for Austria unless the problems are met squarely and with the minimum of delay.


In response, Tom Gittins, who explained that he was not a Communist, said that recent issues of Tribune had touched ‘a new low in anti-Soviet propaganda,’ in particular the ‘Report on the State of Austria.’ This, he said, amounted to ‘a vicious slander on the Red Army’ and was ‘well calculated to increase that Russian “suspiciousness” which [Tribune] so frequently deplore[s].’ It was a ‘tissue of ill-natured, irresponsible racial rubbish’ which was offered as ‘a sober, factual statement of Russian policy and conduct in Austria!’ R. Zerner described himself as ‘disgusted to find nothing but the same old anti-Soviet stuff,’ and F. C. White was ‘amazed that a Left paper should publish such a slander on the Red Army without a single verifiable fact’ and by a correspondent ‘without the courage to sign his or her name.’ A more sympathetic reaction, with an explanation of Russia’s behaviour came from Miss D. H. Spalding, and the Special Correspondent was given space for a rejoinder, both in the issue of 16 November.



According to your correspondent’s report the state of affairs in Austria is deplorable and indefinable; and his moderate and understanding attitude encourages belief in his accuracy.

But, without condoning the conduct of the Russians, may I point out what may be an explanation? For hundreds of years before the revolution in Russia, the “upper” classes, aided and abetted by a degraded church, kept the masses in a state of complete serfdom, illiteracy, ignorance and superstition. Is it not too much to expect a total change-over to western ideas and ideals in little more than 25 years?

The colossal achievements of Lenin and Stalin and their friends in so short a time have perhaps led us to expect miracles.

Our Special Correspondent writes:—

In essence, all my critics who have written to the Editor say in effect two things: What I have written cannot be true because it is a slander on the Red Army: I produce no supporting evidence.

That is just the point that I sought to convey in my article. There are certain facts about the Red Army that are not in harmony with the wartime propaganda picture we were given. The shock when one comes up against this contrast is great—at least I found it so; so did the rank and file of the British troops in Vienna. The evidence is there on the spot. This is not a question of quoting this or that page out of a report but of talking to people, to comrades one has known, to officials who allow access to the day-by-day records that are available. There is no question about the genuineness of the evidence—I spoke to a number of high Russians. They don’t deny the facts—though they seek to explain; and I quoted their explanation in my account of Austria.

The real issue almost unconsciously raised by your correspondents is not my veracity which in any case they are in no position to challenge, what they say in effect is that Tribune should not publish such accounts—even if true—because they bring grist to reactionary mills, because they increase Russian suspicions. But I wonder whether this is not a dangerously short-sighted policy, for the truth is bound to come out and then it will harm not only the reputation of the Red Army but also that of the Left press here who suppressed this knowledge.

What I sought to show is that here is a real problem that needs to be recognised, whatever its explanation or justification; cynical jokes about rape will not help the Russians, nor the Austrians who have suffered it, nor give socialism that standing in Europe which it so urgently needs.


Orwell’s article appeared in the issue following the Special Correspondent’s response.






2802. ‘Through a Glass, Rosily’

Tribune, 23 November 1945

The recent article by Tribune’s Vienna correspondent provoked a spate of angry letters which, besides calling him a fool and a liar and making other charges of what one might call a routine nature, also carried the very serious implication that he ought to have kept silent even if he knew that he was speaking the truth. He himself made a brief answer in Tribune, but the question involved is so important that it is worth discussing it at greater length.

Whenever A and B are in opposition to one another, anyone who attacks or criticises A is accused of aiding and abetting B. And it is often true, objectively and on a short-term analysis, that he is making things easier for B. Therefore, say the supporters of A, shut up and don’t criticise: or at least criticise “constructively,” which in practice always means favourably. And from this it is only a short step to arguing that the suppression and distortion of known facts is the highest duty of a journalist.

Now, if one divides the world into A and B and assumes that A represents progress and B reaction, it is just arguable that no fact detrimental to A ought ever to be revealed. But before making this claim one ought to realise where it leads. What do we mean by reaction? I suppose it would be agreed that Nazi Germany represented reaction in its worst form, or one of its worst. Well, the people in this country who gave most ammunition to the Nazi propagandists during the war are exactly the ones who tell us that it is “objectively” pro-Fascist to criticise the U.S.S.R. I am not referring to the Communists during their anti-war phase: I am referring to the Left as a whole. By and large, the Nazi radio got more material from the British Left-wing press than from that of the Right. And it could hardly be otherwise, for it is chiefly in the Left-wing press that serious criticism of British institutions is to be found. Every revelation about slums or social inequality, every attack on the leaders of the Tory party, every denunciation of British imperialism, was a gift for Goebbels. And not necessarily a worthless gift, for German propaganda about “British plutocracy” had considerable effect in neutral countries, especially in the earlier part of the war.

Here are two examples of the kind of source from which the Axis propagandists were liable to take their material. The Japanese, in one of their English-speaking magazines in China, serialised Briffault’s Decline and Fall of the British Empire. Briffault, if not actually a Communist, was vehemently pro-Soviet, and the book incidentally contained some cracks at the Japanese themselves: but from the Japanese point of view this didn’t matter, since the main tendency of the book was anti-British. About the same time the German radio broadcast shortened versions of books which they considered damaging to British prestige. Among others they broadcast E. M. Forster’s A Passage to India. And so far as I know they didn’t even have to resort to dishonest quotation. Just because the book was essentially truthful, it could be made to serve the purposes of Fascist propaganda. According to Blake,


A truth that’s told with bad intent

Beats all the lies you can invent,1



and anyone who has seen his own statements coming back at him on the Axis radio will feel the force of this. Indeed, anyone who has ever written in defence of unpopular causes or been the witness of events which are likely to cause controversy, knows the fearful temptation to distort or suppress the facts, simply because any honest statement will contain revelations which can be made use of by unscrupulous opponents. But what one has to consider are the long-term effects. In the long run, can the cause of progress be served by lies, or can it not? The readers who attacked Tribune’s Vienna correspondent so violently accused him of untruthfulness, but they also seemed to imply that the facts he brought forward ought not to be published even if true. 100,000 rape cases in Vienna are not a good advertisement for the Soviet regime: therefore, even if they have happened, don’t mention them. Anglo-Russian relations are more likely to prosper if inconvenient facts are kept dark.2

The trouble is that if you lie to people, their reaction is all the more violent when the truth leaks out, as it is apt to do in the end. Here is an example of untruthful propaganda coming home to roost. Many English people of good will draw from the Left-wing press an unduly favourable picture of the Indian Congress Party. They not only believe it to be in the right (as it is), but are also apt to imagine that it is a sort of Left-wing organisation with democratic and internationalist aims. Such people, if they are suddenly confronted with an actual, flesh-and-blood Indian nationalist, are liable to recoil into the attitudes of a blimp. I have seen this happen a number of times. And it is the same with pro-Soviet propaganda. Those who have swallowed it whole are always in danger of a sudden revulsion in which they may reject the whole idea of Socialism. In this and other ways I should say that the net effect of Communist and near-Communist propaganda has been simply to retard the cause of Socialism, though it may have temporarily aided Russian foreign policy.

There are always the most excellent, high-minded reasons for concealing the truth, and these reasons are brought forward in almost the same words by supporters of the most diverse causes. I have had writings of my own kept out of print because it was feared that the Russians would not like them, and I have had others kept out of print because they attacked British imperialism and might be quoted by anti-British Americans. We are told now that any frank criticism of the Stalin regime will “increase Russian suspicions,” but it is only seven years since we were being told (in some cases by the same newspapers) that frank criticism of the Nazi regime would increase Hitler’s suspicions. As late as 1941, some of the Catholic papers declared that the presence of Labour Ministers in the British Government increased Franco’s suspicions and made him incline more towards the Axis. Looking back, it is possible to see that if only the British and American peoples had grasped in 1933 or thereabouts what Hitler stood for, war might have been averted. Similarly, the first step towards decent Anglo-Russian relations is the dropping of illusions. In principle most people would agree to this: but the dropping of illusions means the publication of facts, and facts are apt to be unpleasant.

The whole argument that one mustn’t speak plainly because it “plays into the hands of “ this or that sinister influence is dishonest, in the sense that people only use it when it suits them. As I have pointed out, those who are most concerned about playing into the hands of the Tories were least concerned about playing into the hands of the Nazis. The Catholics who said, “Don’t offend Franco because it helps Hitler” had been more or less consciously helping Hitler for years beforehand. Beneath this argument there always lies the intention to do propaganda for some single sectional interest, and to browbeat critics into silence by telling them that they are “objectively” reactionary. It is a tempting manœuvre, and I have used it myself more than once, but it is dishonest. I think one is less likely to use it if one remembers that the advantages of a lie are always short-lived. So often it seems a positive duty to suppress or colour the facts! And yet genuine progress can only happen through increasing enlightenment, which means the continuous destruction of myths.

Meanwhile there is a curious back-handed tribute to the values of liberalism in the fact that the opponents of free speech write letters to Tribune at all. “Don’t criticise,” such people are in effect saying: “don’t reveal inconvenient facts. Don’t play into the hands of the enemy!” Yet they themselves are attacking Tribune’s policy with all the violence at their command. Does it not occur to them that if the principles they advocate were put into practice, their letters would never get printed?

[Fee: £3.3.0; 16.11.45]




2803. To Fredric Warburg

24 November 1945 Typewritten

27 B Canonbury Square

Islington

London N 1

Dear Fred,

Ref your letter of the 20th. I’m sorry, but I just can’t do any more work. I’m SWAMPED with it. Also that reading of MS takes up such a lot of time and I’m not good at it. Please forgive me.1

Yours

George




2804. To E. Lyon Young, Latin-American Service, BBC

24 November 1945 Typewritten

27 B Canonbury Square

Islington

London N 1

Dear Mr Young,

Many thanks for your letter of November 19th.1 I am afraid I must refuse your offer. I don’t in any case get much spare time, and I have never read Benjamin Franklin’s Autobiography. Please forgive me.

Yours sincerely

[Signed] Geo. Orwell

George Orwell




2805. Review of London Belongs to Me by Norman Collins

Manchester Evening News, 29 November 1945

There are some writers whose line of literary descent is so clear as to remind one of those chapters of the Old Testament which consist entirely of “and so-and-so.” Thus, Cervantes begat Smollett, and Smollett begat Dickens, and Dickens begat Walpole (also several other novelists, of course), and Walpole begat Priestley, and Priestley begat Mr. Norman Collins,1 whose “London Belongs to Me” must be one of the bulkiest novels published in this country in recent years.

Not that it has no qualities apart from its bulk. Mr. Collins is, in fact, superior to his two immediate forerunners, and in comparison with Mr. Priestley, in particular, he scores heavily by not having any strong leaning towards optimism. But readers of both books will at once notice a general resemblance to Priestley’s “Angel Pavement.”

“London Belongs to Me” is just the same kind of large, disorderly book, telling a whole series of stories simultaneously and trying to obtain a cross-section of London life by following up the fortunes of the people who happen to be grouped round one locality.

Both books are mainly humorous in intention and rather over-facetious in detail, and both are founded more or less consciously on the theory that the novel ought to follow Dickens and not, say, Flaubert—that is, that it ought to be long, shapeless, eventful, and crammed with burlesque characters.

The locality Mr. Collins takes as his starting-point is No. 10, Dulcimer-street, in South London, somewhere near Kennington Oval.

It is an “apartments” house, and it contains five sets of lodgers and the landlady. Perhaps the most important is Mr. Josser, who at the age of 65 has just retired from a city clerkship with a pension of £2 a week and who has a worthy but rather masterful wife and two grown-up children.

Then there is Mrs. Boon, whose son Percy works in a garage and is a bit of a rogue, and Mr. Puddy, an elderly widower, whose sole interest in life is food, and Connie, who is cloakroom attendant in a night club, and Mr. Squales, a spiritualist medium, and the landlady, Mrs. Vizzard, who is a bit of a miser but is also interested in spiritualism and ends by becoming infatuated with Mr. Squales.

One could infer in advance the general tone of the book from the slightly fantastic names of the characters. The time covered is from the end of 1938 to the beginning of 1941.

The two main events are a murder—or perhaps it ought really to have been classed as manslaughter—and a breach of promise case. Percy Boon, in whose job the handling of stolen cars is almost a routine matter, ends up by stealing a car himself, and in getting away with it he kills, not quite intentionally, a girl with whom he has been entangled.

His trial, like that of Joseph Smith, of “Brides in the bath” fame, coincides with the opening period of the war, and several of the other characters are involved in the preparation of the defence and of the petition for clemency after Percy has been condemned.

In handling the murder and the trial Mr. Collins is at his best. He knows all about the fees of lawyers and the unfairness of court procedure, and he contrives to leave the impression that Percy, though he has behaved callously enough, is not guilty of the actual deed for which he has been condemned.

Mr. Squales, the medium, is a drifting, worthless creature who has also been a fortune-teller, a phrenologist, and an astrologer, and has failed at everything. He calls himself by the high-sounding name of Professor Qualito. Curiously enough he has real mediumistic powers which come upon him at odd moments and merely seem to him unpleasant and disturbing.

His one remaining hope is to find some woman who will support him, and he makes an easy conquest of Mrs Vizzard. Almost simultaneously, however, he comes across a much more attractive victim, a Mayfair widow of enormous bulk and considerable wealth, and he deserts Mrs. Vizzard when the banns have already been proclaimed three times, afterwards being sued for breach of promise.

By a piece of poetic justice he ends up in the Isle of Man. It turns out that his name is really Qualito and that he is of Italian nationality, and he is duly interned.

These and various other stories are kept going simultaneously by means of short chapters which switch from character to character. The shortness of the episode[s] marks the difference between a book of this kind and the three-decker Victorian novels which it is attempting to emulate.

In Dickens’s most characteristic novels you also have several plots proceeding simultaneously and sometimes almost independently; but each episode is long enough to carry the story a good distance, and the wealth of characters and complication of sub-plots is not solely due to Dickens’s fertility of invention.

In those days it was usual to issue a novel serially in monthly parts, and one way of making sure that subscribers did not drop off was to keep them in continual suspense as to what was going to happen next.

Thus the switch from character to character, each episode raising fresh problems which could not be solved for at least another month, was a method that arose naturally out of the manner of publication. In those of his novels that were not published in monthly parts Dickens tended to stick more closely to a single story.

It is also questionable whether anyone nowadays is genuinely in the mood to write so voluminously and so carelessly as Dickens. Mr. Collins’s book is 300,000 words long—the length of four ordinary novels. It does contrive to give an impression of London’s vastness, and it brings in episodes from an operation for pleural congestion to a raid on a night-club, and from a heavyweight boxing contest to the “blitz” of 1940.

But it contains a lot of dead wood, and has probably been written at high speed. However, the spiritualistic scenes and most of the passages dealing with the murder are excellent, and since the arrangement of the book facilitates skipping, this can be numbered among the few novels published this year that are worth reading.

[Fee: £8.8.0; 28.11.45]




2806. To Leonard Moore

29 November 1945 Typewritten

27 B Canonbury Square

Islington

London N 1

Dear Mr Moore,

I have just heard from Erval of Nagel Paris.1 He says that the contract you drew up for “Animal Farm” provides for publication in not less than a year, and says that this is an impossible condition. The main reason he gives is that it is not usual in France to publish two books by a foreign writer within 18 or 20 months of one another. “Burmese Days” is supposed to appear about February, so “Animal Farm” would clash with it if published in 1946. He also hints that from a political point of view this may not be a happy moment for producing a book like “Animal Farm” and says Nagel Paris would like to be able to judge the right moment. I fancy the second objection is the real one, as they are so short of books of any kind in France at present that the first consideration would not be likely to carry much weight.

I am going to tell him that I leave the matter in your hands. The point is that we don’t want the publication of A.F. put off for 18–20 months if it is at all avoidable. I have no doubt that now such a book would be likely to get a hostile reception in France, but it would in any case be a question of publishing it some time late in 1946, by which time pro-Russian feeling may have worn thin as it seems to be doing here. I don’t fancy the book would be suppressed while Malraux has the Ministry of Information. I met him when in Paris and found him very friendly, and he is far from being pro-Communist in his views. Could we at need take it to another French publisher? The Fontaine people asked for it, you may remember. How does the contract stand with Nagel? Have they an option on all my books? I should be glad to hear what you are doing about this.

I had to make a new will when my wife died, and I am just having it put into proper legal form. It is not that there is likely to be much to leave, but I must think of copyrights and reprints. I am naming Christy & Moore as my literary agents and Sir Richard Rees as my literary executor, and I am leaving it to him to sort out whatever unpublished or reprintable material I may leave behind and decide what is worth preserving. I am also leaving records of anything I publish in periodicals, as there might at any given moment be a good deal that was worth salvaging for some kind of reprint.2 It is just as well to get all this cleared up, what with atomic bombs etc.

Yours sincerely

Eric Blair




2807. Review of A Coat of Many Colours: Occasional Essays by Herbert Read1

Poetry Quarterly, Winter 1945

The essays and reviews in this moderate-sized volume cover such subjects as Anarchism, War Books, Toulouse-Lautrec, Paul Klee, Eric Gill, Havelock Ellis, prose style, Lawrence of Arabia, Gerard Manley Hopkins, Socialist Realism, George Saintsbury, Verlaine, Stendhal, Wordsworth’s Prelude, Marlowe’s Faustus, Chinese painting, Salvador Dali, Kierkegaard and Henry James. Those I have named make up roughly a quarter of the subjects that Herbert Read discusses, and obviously such a book cannot be exhaustively dealt with in a thousand or fifteen hundred words. I prefer to concentrate mainly on one point—the clash between Read’s political beliefs and his æsthetic theory. But the multiplicity of subjects is in itself a point to be noticed. Even if one regards Read simply as a critic of painting the range of his interests and sympathies is very wide, and his open-mindedness has been his strength and weakness as a writer.

Read is an Anarchist, and an Anarchist of an uncompromising kind; he admits that the ideal society cannot be realized at this moment, but he refuses to be satisfied with anything less or to abandon the belief that Man is perfectible. He is also an acceptor of the Machine Age and a defender, on aesthetic grounds, of the products of the machine. In some of the essays in this book, notably ‘Art and Autarky’ and the essay on Eric Gill, he seems to hedge a little, but in general he sticks to it that an anarchistic form of society is compatible with a high level of technical development:


‘Anarchism implies a universal decentralization of authority, and a universal simplification of life. Inhuman entities like the modern city will disappear. But anarchism does not necessarily imply a reversion to handicraft and outdoor sanitation. There is no contradiction between anarchism and electric power, anarchism and air transport, anarchism and division of labour, anarchism and industrial efficiency. Since the functional groups will all be working for their mutual benefit, and not for other people’s profit or for mutual destruction, the measure of efficiency will be the appetite for fullness of living.’



The vague generalization contained in the last sentence avoids the enormous question: how are freedom and organization to be reconciled? If one considers the probabilities one is driven to the conclusion that Anarchism implies a low standard of living. It need not imply a hungry or uncomfortable world, but it rules out the kind of air-conditioned, chromium-plated, gadget-ridden existence which is now considered desirable and enlightened. The processes involved in making, say, an aeroplane are so complex as to be only possible in a planned, centralized society, with all the repressive apparatus that that implies. Unless there is some unpredictable change in human nature, liberty and efficiency must pull in opposite directions. Read will not admit this, and he will not fully admit that the machine has frustrated the creative instincts and degraded æsthetic feeling. Indeed, he takes what looks like a perverse pleasure in praising the things that are mechanically and collectively produced as against the achievement of the individual craftsman:


‘The new æesthetic must be based on the fundamentally new factor in modern civilization—large-scale machine production. That method of production involves certain characteristics which contradict the accepted notion of beauty—they are generally indicated by the word standardisation. In itself, standardisation is not an aesthetic question. If a thing is beautiful you do not diminish that beauty by reproducing it …. Standardised machine products are exact replicas of one another, and if one is beautiful, the rest are beautiful …. We may admit that certain forms of personal expression are not suitable for mechanical reproduction as standardised objects, but we claim that the creative will of the artist can and should be adapted to the new conditions. We draw attention to a certain type of modern art (abstract, non-representational or constructivist art) which, while still remaining a very personal expression of the individual artists who produce it, is nevertheless the prototype of machine art. Such works of art could be reproduced without losing any of their aesthetic qualities.’



At first glance this looks reasonable and the objections likely to be urged against it look sentimental and arty-and-crafty. But just test it by a few concrete examples. ‘If a thing is beautiful you do not diminish that beauty by reproducing it.’ I suppose that ‘Whether on Ida’s shady brow’ is beautiful.2 (If you don’t care for that particular poem, substitute some other that you do care for.) Well, would you like to hear it read aloud five thousand times running? Would it still be beautiful at the end of such a process? On the contrary, it would seem the most hideous collection of words that has ever existed. Any shape, any sound, any colour, any smell becomes odious through too much repetition, because repetition fatigues the senses to which beauty must make its appeal. Read often speaks of beauty as though it were a kind of Platonic Absolute existing somewhere or other in its own right and in no way dependent on human appreciation. If one takes this view, one must assume that the value of, say, a picture resides in the picture itself, and that the method by which it has been produced is irrelevant. It may be produced by machinery, or, like certain surrealist pictures, by accident. But how about books? It is just thinkable that books may some day be written by machinery, and it is quite easy to imagine poems being produced partly by fortuitous means—by some device similar to the kaleidoscope, for instance. And if they were ‘good’ poems I do not see how Read could consistently object to such a process. It is a queer position for an Anarchist to be driven into.

But of course Read is not consistent in his acceptance of the machine. In this book we find him praising the beauties of modern car design, and we find him pointing out that the masses in the industrialized countries have been brought into a state of ‘mental sickness’ by ‘deadening labours and devitalized environment.’ We find him writing sympathetically of Paul Klee and Ben Nicholson, but also of Ruskin and Walter de la Mare. We find him saying ‘personally, I am against the grandiose in art,’ and we find him praising the Pyramids. The fact is, as anyone who has been reviewed by him knows, that Read is too kind a critic. The range of his sympathies, as I pointed out earlier, is very wide, perhaps too wide. The only thing he acutely dislikes is Conservatism, or, to put it more precisely, academicism. He is always on the side of the young against the old. He is in favour of abstract painting and streamlined teapots because the aesthetic Conservatives don’t like them: and he is in favour of Anarchism because the political Conservatives, including the official Left, don’t like that. The contradiction into which this leads him remains unresolved.

It would be difficult to over-praise Read as a popularizer and as a champion of unfashionable causes. I suppose no one in our time has done more to encourage young poets and keep the British public informed about artistic developments in Europe, and no one of equal standing has had the guts to speak out against the Russo-mania of the last ten years. But all the same, wide sympathies have their penalty. It is probably a mistake for any kind of artist, even a critic, to endeavour to ‘keep up’ beyond a certain point. This does not mean that one has to accept the normal academic assumption that literature and art came to an end about forty years ago. Clearly the young and the middle-aged ought to try to appreciate one another. But one ought also to recognize that one’s aesthetic judgment is only fully valid between fairly well-defined dates. Not to admit this is to throw away the advantage that one derives from being born into one’s own particular time. Among people now alive there are two very sharp dividing lines. One is between those who can and those who can’t remember the period before 1914; the other is between those who were adult before 1933 and those who were not. Other things being equal, who is likelier to have the truer vision at this moment, a person of twenty or a person of fifty? One can’t say, though on some points posterity may decide. Each generation imagines itself to be more intelligent than the one that went before it, and wiser than the one that comes after it. This is an illusion, and one should recognize it as such, but one ought also3 to stick to one’s own world-view, even at the price of seeming old-fashioned: for that world-view springs out of experiences that the younger generation has not had, and to abandon it is to kill one’s intellectual roots.

If I apply to Read the simple test, ‘How much of it sticks?’ I find that none of his critical work has left so deep an impression on me as certain passages in his writings about his childhood, and a handful of poems. At this moment I recall particularly a passage describing the making of lead buckshot in a bullet-mould—and the joy of the act, he said, was not in the usefulness of the bullet but in the beauty of the silvery new-minted lead—and a poem written early in this war, ‘The Contrary Experience’. In these and similar writings Read is simply speaking out of his experience: he is not trying to be open-minded, or up-to-date, or cosmopolitan, or public-spirited. In politics Read is an Anarchist, in aesthetic theory he is a Europeanizer, but in his origins he is a Yorkshireman—that is, a member of a small, rustic, rather uncouth tribe whose members secretly believe all the other peoples of the earth to be just a little inferior to themselves. I think his best work comes from the Yorkshire strain in him. I am not decrying his critical activities. They have been a civilizing influence which it would be ungrateful not to acknowledge. But in contrast to his autobiographical writings, and to some of his poems and certain passages in his political pamphlets, his purely critical work has a sort of diffuseness, a wateriness, which comes from being too open-minded, too charitable, too civilized, too anxious to keep abreast of modern thought and remain in touch with all movements simultaneously, instead of giving expression to the vehement likes and dislikes which must be present in his mind, just as much as in any other writer’s.

[Fee: £3.3.0; 30.11.45]


Herbert Read wrote to Orwell from Broom House, Seer Green, Beaconsfield, Bucks, on 19 January 1946:

You know as well as I do that a writer can’t afford the time to acknowledge all the criticism, favourable or otherwise, that he gets, but I find that sometimes, when it is a critic one likes and respects, he may come to the conclusion that the writer has been offended unless he makes some response. Let me hasten to say, therefore that nothing in the review of my Coat in PQ offends me in the least. I like it. But there is one point, your main point, which seems to me to rest on a logical fallacy. You confuse reproduction (a quantitative process) with repetition or reiteration (a qualitative process). The diffusion of the identical product is one thing (whether it is a picture or a book or a coffee-pot). It is not to be confused with the consumption of an identical product (shape, sound or colour, poem or picture). I want to see a million copies of “Animal Farm” diffused by the most efficient mechanical means possible: but I don’t want myself to consume a million copies.

Otherwise, of course, you are right. I would love to retire to Yorkshire and write the kind of things you like and I like, but you know as well as I do that you can’t support a large family on that sort of thing.






2808. Review of Huis Clos by Jean-Paul Sartre; The Banbury Nose by Peter Ustinov; Twilight Bar by Arthur Koestler

Tribune, 30 November 1945

There may be some deep significance in the fact that these three plays, one of them an unworthy squib by a well-known novelist, another a sentimental costume piece by a talented young actor, the third a baffling fantasy by a philosopher, all take leave of probability and of the ordinary laws of space and time. If so, I don’t perceive it, though I suppose it could be plausibly said that many people now tend to write about imaginary worlds, or about the remote past, because existing problems are too much for them. I propose simply to summarise Sartre’s play and let the reader draw his own conclusions. This is perhaps not useless, since we are certainly going to hear more of Sartre, and this and others of his works will be translated into English before long. He is one of the tiny handful of new French writers who made a reputation for themselves during the German occupation, and besides being a novelist and dramatist he is the leading exponent of the Existentialist school of philosophy. The writer generally associated with him is Camus, also a dramatist and for several years the editor of Combat, the best of the Resistance newspapers. If only because we all like to have the illusion of keeping up to date, some advance information about Sartre’s most successful play may be acceptable.

There are only four characters in the play—in effect only three—and the action, as the reader perceives after a page or two, takes place in Hell. Hell, it appears, is a hot and stuffy drawing-room furnished with exceeding ugliness in the style of the Second Empire. There are no windows or looking-glasses in the room, the door is locked on the outside and the bell does not ring. Certain details in the furniture are calculated to increase the sense of boredom and futility: for example, there is a paper knife in the room, but no books or papers to use it on. The climax is reached when the three damned souls about whom the action revolves realise that they are in this room for ever, with no power to alter their condition.

The three people are Ines, a girl who has been a post-office clerk; Estelle, a girl more or less from the fashionable world, and Garcin, a journalist. They have never met while on earth, and it only gradually dawns on them that they have been thrown together because they are by temperament exactly qualified to inflict torture on one another. Once they have grasped their predicament, they are incapable of further development. All their thoughts are turned towards the world they have left, and they are even able to see and hear this world at the moments when people happen to be talking about them.

The actions for which they have been damned are revealed little by little. Ines, who is the most cynical and perhaps the most intelligent of the three, is a homosexual. She has been responsible for the suicide of another woman and indirectly responsible for the death of the latter’s husband. Estelle, when she first appears, puts on airs of innocence, but it later appears that she has had an illegitimate baby which she disposed of by drowning it, as a result of which the child’s father committed suicide. Garcin’s case is more complicated. He is a pacifist journalist who has been shot for continuing with his pacifist activities when his country is at war: to all appearances, therefore, a hero and martyr. He has been damned, as he is well aware, for the cruelties he has inflicted on his wife. He has deliberately tortured her over a period of years, enjoying the process “because it was so easy.” But his real secret is the fact that even his pacifism was partly a sham. When war came he forgot his principles and simply fled to escape military service, and at his execution he behaved in a cowardly fashion. It is not, of course, implied that these three people have been damned for such specific actions as murder or adultery, but because through such actions they have become rotten and irredeemable.

The temperaments of the three people set up a sort of triangle of forces which makes the emergence of any new pattern impossible. Ines, the homosexual, pursues Estelle. Estelle, whose surface delicacy hides a coarse temperament, pursues Garcin. Garcin, in a brutal way and without pretence of affection, is ready to succumb to her, but cannot do so while the jeering Ines is looking on. Lust, jealousy, hatred and remorse go round and round like the tunes in a musical box, and it is implied that this futile repetition must continue for ever. I translate as best I can the closing passage:—


Garcin …. It’s no good; I can’t make love to you while she’s looking on.

Estelle. All right! Then she shan’t look on any longer!

(She picks up the paper knife from the table, flings herself upon Ines and stabs her several times.)

Ines. (Struggling with her and laughing.) What are you doing? Are you mad? You know very well I’m dead.

Estelle. Dead? (She drops the paper knife. A pause. Ines picks up the knife and stabs herself furiously.)

Ines. Dead! Dead! Dead! The knife, poison, the rope—it’s no use. It’s been done already, don’t you understand? And we’re together for ever. (She laughs.)

Estelle. (Bursting out laughing.) For ever! Isn’t it comic? For ever!

Garcin. (Looking at them and laughing.)

(They fling themselves down, each on his own sofa. A long silence. They stop laughing and look at one another. Garcin stands up.)

                (Curtain.)



The question is, what the devil is this all about? Hard though it is to judge anything written in a foreign language, I am certain that this is a powerful play, and remarkable for its economy of method and psychological precision. Whether it has any meaning that is relevant from the point of view of living human beings is more doubtful. It is convincing as a picture of ghosts, that is of creatures unable to develop. But ghosts, so far as we know, do not exist, and human beings continue to develop, or at least to change, up to the moment of death. Or do they? What Sartre is possibly saying is that there is such a condition as living death and that it cannot be escaped if one kills the good that is within oneself. Though there is no “next world,” there may be something analogous to damnation in this one, and when one reaches it one is doomed to repeat the same pattern over and over again. That is the only meaning, of a moral or political or psychological kind, that I can extract from this play: otherwise it is simply a cold and skilful manoeuvre like a series of moves on a chessboard. One must remember that the play was produced in Paris under the German occupation, at a time, presumably, when any writer who wanted to preserve his integrity, and also to get published, had to choose themes remote from every-day life.

Peter Ustinov is a brilliant actor and will no doubt develop into a first-rate dramatist if he sticks to the burlesque themes which really suit him. He is just the man to bring out the enormous latent possibilities of the revue and the pantomime. His present play, though no doubt it went well on the stage, would seem rather empty if it were not enlivened by a trick. The story of a “county” family, the usual Kiplingesque family of soldiers and foxhunters, is told backwards. We see them in their final decay in 1943, and then backwards by successive stages till 1884, with the weight of family tradition warping each generation in turn. At the start each character is almost the opposite of what he is to become later: the youthful poet becomes a blimp, the unbeliever becomes a clergyman, the cynic becomes an idealist. It is fairly convincing, but it is the kind of story that would hardly seem worth telling if it started at the right end.

The drama is not Arthur Koestler’s line. He wrote this play years ago, then had it seized by the Hungarian police, and re-wrote it recently. Two travellers arrive from another planet and announce that the human race is to be exterminated unless it can be shown, before a certain hour, that the happiness existing on earth outweighs the unhappiness. The inhabitants of the earth then make desperate and not altogether successful efforts to be happy. At the end their fate is left in doubt, and it is not even certain that the two travellers are not impostors. No definite conclusion is reached, partly because Arthur Koestler, like most of us, is unable to imagine what happiness would be like if it were attainable. The dialogue is mediocre, and, in general, the play demonstrates the gap that lies between having an idea and working it up into dramatic shape.1

[Fee: £3.3.0; 23.11.45; Orwell lists this as an article, not a review]




2808A. ‘The Song of the Beasts’

Compass: Current Reading, December 1945


‘The Song of the Beasts’ from Animal Farm (CW, VIII, 7–8), was reprinted on page 45 of this journal. No record of payment to Orwell nor of permission being given has been traced.






2809. ‘Bare Christmas for the Children’

Evening Standard, 1 December 1945

The toyshops are not quite so empty as they were this time last year, but that is about the most one can say.

Among the classes of toys that still seem to be completely “out” are rubber and celluloid articles of every kind—no balloons, no swans or goldfish to float in your bath—wax dolls, Meccano sets, and of course, the ingenious clockwork toys that once used to come to us from Germany.

Toy tricycles, if they still exist, are second-hand rarities, though scooters are fairly numerous, and also dolls’ prams of very poor quality. Bows and arrows may still be procurable, but I have not seen any, and even pocket knives are hard to come by.

The rag dolls and the wooden toys—carts, tommy guns and the like—are as badly made and expensive as ever. Rag books seem to have vanished years ago. On the other hand, lead soldiers are fairly common again. They are lead soldiers of the inferior kind, flat and gilded all over, but perhaps they seem thrilling enough to the seven-year-old child who has never seen those realistic models, complete with gasmask and blancoed gaiters, that were on sale before the war.

Fretsaws are also procurable, though spare blades are not easy to get. And you can buy Plasticine once again, and other kinds of modelling wax, and kaleidoscopes; also paint-boxes and brushes of not absolutely bad quality. But good drawing paper is not so easy to find, and it still seems impossible to get hold of a BB pencil.

Here and there you can find those agreeable little grocer’s shops with scales, tin canisters and a wooden counter; and a very welcome feature is the reappearance of chemistry outfits, one of the most absorbing of all toys for an intelligent boy of about 12.

In one London shop I saw quite elaborate sets with test tubes, flasks and spirit lamps—though I admit that when I learned the price I felt as though I had been hit over the head with a rubber club.

It will once again be rather a bare Christmas from the child’s point of view, but one ought to remember that the importance of manufactured toys is exaggerated. Very young children hardly need toys.

It is absurd, for instance, to give a doll to a baby, as people habitually do. To the baby a doll is merely a soft object, in no way superior to a knotted towel, and even at the toddling age it is generally happier with the fire tongs, or a stone inside a tin can, than with anything that comes out of a shop.

Certain toys you can make for yourself if you have the tools. A wooden truck, or even the simpler kind of hobby-horse, is stronger as well as cheaper if you make it yourself, and you can buy the wheels at any wood shop.

Beyond a quite low age children often seem to get their greatest enjoyment out of things that cannot strictly be called toys: for instance, carpentering tools, sewing materials, beads, linoleum for making lino-cuts, china-clay and plaster of paris. It is curious that though carpentering and fretwork have been adapted for play purposes, tin-smithing and black-smithing have not.

From the age of about eight onwards a bright child wants to be either making something or breaking something. A boy of twelve gets almost inexhaustible pleasure out of a catapult, which he makes for himself at the cost of about sixpence.

It was because of this universal passion that the Belisha beacons had to be made out of metal instead of glass.

For children who live in the country, one of the most fascinating toys, during about two-thirds of the year, is a pond-water aquarium, for which one uses a small accumulator jar or a 71b. pickle jar. The creatures that live in it—tadpoles, caddis flies and water fleas—need little attention, and the aquarium is a more interesting object in the middle of the dinner table than a bowl of flowers.

When the toy trade becomes normal again, I hope that several old favourites which had already vanished before the war will come back again. Whip tops are still in fashion, but peg tops seem to have dropped out in recent years. There were two kinds: a coloured one which you threw over your shoulder, and a white one, much harder to handle, which you threw underhand.

One of the greatest joys of my own childhood were those little brass cannons on wooden gun-carriages which are now hardly to be found outside an antique shop. The smallest had barrels the size of your little finger, the largest were six or eight inches long, cost ten shillings and went off with a noise like the Day of Judgment.

To fire them you needed gunpowder, which the shops sometimes refused to sell you, but a resourceful boy could make gunpowder for himself if he took the precaution of buying the ingredients from three different chemists.

One of the advantages of being a child 30 years ago was the lighter-hearted attitude that then prevailed towards firearms. Up till not long before the other war you could walk into any bicycle shop and buy a revolver, and even when the authorities began to take an interest in revolvers, you could still buy for 7s. 6d. a fairly lethal weapon known as a Saloon Rifle. I bought my first Saloon Rifle at the age of 10, with no questions asked.

Normal healthy children enjoy explosions. I think I have heard more explosions—though not such large ones, certainly—since VE Day1 than I heard in the six years preceding it.

Meanwhile you would have difficulty even in buying an airgun, and such as exist are mostly poor things.

Let us hope that this time next year it will be different, and all the rare or unprocurable toys will be back in the shops again; not only airguns, but motorcars with pedals and a chain drive, clockwork mice to frighten your aunt, locomotives with real boilers in them, doll’s sewing machines, wooden bricks square enough to stand on one another, ninepins whose balls are round instead of being egg-shaped, and—not strictly toys, but no child’s upbringing is complete without them—new editions of Struwwelpeter and the Beatrix Potter books, now only obtainable by much searching through the shelves of second-hand book-shops.

[Fee: £20.0.0; 30.11.45]




2810. To Leonard Moore

1 December 1945 Typewritten

27 B Canonbury Square

Islington

London N 1

Dear Mr Moore,

Many thanks for your letter of 30th November. I return the statement of Reynall° & Hitchcock’s payments, and also enclose the biographical notes you asked for in an earlier letter. The only photograph I have is a passport one which is attached. The only big ones I have seem to be copyright. Do R. & H. want a large photo? If so I shall have to have one taken, which is a great bore.

As to this title. I don’t approve of these catchy titles, but I should think TO MAKE A SHORT STORY LONG is a just possible title, not completely unconnected with the subject-matter of the book. THE FACE BEHIND THE PAGE is another possible one and refers to something in the text.1

I suppose they’ll put the titles of some of my previous books on the flyleaf. The ones I should like them to mention are “Down and Out in Paris and London,” “The Road to Wigan Pier,” “Homage to Catalonia” and “Animal Farm.” It is important they should mention the last-named, which they will probably try not to do.2

When the Portuguese translation of A.F. comes out, shall I be able to get some copies?3

Yours sincerely

Eric Blair




2811. Review of The Condemned Playground by Cyril Connolly

The Observer, 2 December 1945

The playground that Mr. Connolly is referring to is the lost world of the nineteen-thirties (some of what he says would apply better to the ‘twenties, perhaps), when literature had not become sodden with politics, and one could play the fool with a good conscience. The pieces reprinted in this book range in date between 1927 and 1944, and though the manner of writing varies remarkably little, the approach becomes more serious and less purely literary as time goes on. Among the earlier pieces are essays on Joyce, Gide, Swift, Sterne, and Chesterfield: among the later, essays on psycho-analysis, Barcelona during the Spanish civil war and the early death of the late Lord Knebworth, and a brilliant article written in 1943 looking back on the achievements of 1843.

In between are some relics of Mr. Connolly’s short and turbulent career as a novel-reviewer, including a blistering parody of Aldous Huxley, entitled “Told in Gath.” “Like most critics,” he says, “I drifted into the profession through a lack of moral stamina … Not that I despise criticism …. But I wish I had been a better critic and that I had not written brightly, because I was asked to, about so many bad books.” He did, however, contrive to speak his mind about some of the bad books, even when he was a regular contributor to a weekly paper. Here are some excerpts from an article entitled “Ninety Years of Novel-Reviewing”:


The reviewing of novels is the White Man’s Grave of journalism; it corresponds, in letters, to building bridges in some impossible tropical climate …. For each scant clearing made wearily among the springing vegetation the jungle overnight encroaches twice as far …. An unpleasant sight in the jungle is the reviewer who goes native. Instead of fighting the vegetation he succumbs to it, and running perpetually from flower to flower, he welcomes each with cries of “genius”!



This is followed by some rather more serious articles on the contemporary English novel, and later in the book there are appreciations of E. M. Forster and Somerset Maugham. Some of Mr. Connolly’s judgments on the English novel are extremely acute. Almost certainly he is right in saying that the rigid English class system, which narrows the range of nearly everyone’s experience, is responsible for the thinness of subject matter in the average novel, and indirectly responsible for the present decadence of the English language. But at this stage of his career Mr. Connolly rather marred his critical writings by an indiscriminate admiration for everything American. “The American novelists, Hemingway, Hammett, Faulkner, Fitzgerald, O’Hara, for instance,” he says, “write instinctively for men of their own age, men who enjoy the same things …. English novels always seem to be written for superiors or inferiors, older or younger people, or for the opposite sex.’

This is too sweeping. To begin with, since he excepts a number of English writers from his general condemnation, Mr. Connolly is in effect comparing the best American novels with the worst English ones. And in any case the violence of American novels, which he seems to admire, means in most cases that the characters are detached from the circumstances in which the average human being has to live. Nor is the sham-simple style, with the word “and” pushed in at every opportunity like the pellets in potted grouse, much more bearable than the “Mandarin” style which Mr. Connolly justly despises.

Several of the essays on novels and novel-reviewing were written in a phase of Anglophobia, and it is interesting throughout this book to follow the ups and downs of Mr. Connolly’s affection for his own country. His relationship with England resembles a marriage in which tears and broken crockery are followed by exhausting reconciliations, but which is bound to end in the divorce court sooner or later. In 1929 he repudiates England altogether, in 1940 he rather admires her, but in 1943 he finds France superior in the things that matter most. Spain is perhaps the country that he loves best of all. Some of what he says is shallow and unfair, and too much coloured by the assumption that civilisation exists in order to produce works of art. But that is the reverse side of the urbane hedonism which makes him so readable a writer. This is an intelligent and amusing book, doubly welcome at a time when high thinking and low writing are the general rule.

[Fee: £10.0.0; 29.11.45]




2812. Review of The Saturday Book, [5], edited by Leonard Russell

Manchester Evening News, 6 December 1945

All lovers of the “Gem” and “Magnet”—and both papers have their followers in tens of thousands, both here and in the Dominions—will be delighted to see that Frank Richards is back on the job and has written a long autobiographical article in this year’s “Saturday Book.”1

We may hope that the “Gem” and “Magnet” themselves, after having been “amalgamated” with other papers for the last five years owing to the paper shortage, will reappear before long.

Frank Richards—so he calls himself when he writes in the “Magnet”: in the “Gem” he is Martin Clifford—is the creator of those imaginary schools, Greyfriars and St. Jim’s, and between 1909 and 1940 he was writing weekly stories about them to the tune of one and a half million words a year.

No one who made their acquaintance in his boyhood will forget Bob Cherry and the rest of the Famous Five at Greyfriars, or Tom Merry and the Honourable Arthur A. D’Arcy at St. Jim’s; but without a doubt the greatest of Mr. Richards’s creations is the fat boy Billy Bunter.

In Bunter—with his vast, spherical form, his spectacles, his endless search for food and his postal orders which never turn up—Mr. Richards has achieved something that is denied to most imaginative writers: he has created a character able to travel outside the bounds of the reading public.

I have known a barrage balloon nicknamed Billy Bunter by its crew and I have known the same name given to a promising porker on a farm.

In neither case, probably, did the people who used the name know its origin. That is fame, and in his interesting article Mr. Richards tells how he achieved it.

However, he also uses a paragraph or two in delivering a rap over the knuckles to me, and I must answer him. Some years ago I wrote, in a monthly magazine, a long article on the “Gem” and “Magnet,” and Mr. Richards answered me vigorously the following month.2 I made the mistake of assuming that Frank Richards’s stories were written by relays of hackwriters, and this seems to have rankled. In “The Saturday Book” he raises the point again.

“What is the use of telling the public that the ‘Magnet’ was ‘specially written’ in a style ‘easily imitated’? How many wretched imitators have tried to imitate it I could not count without going into high figures—but not one ever succeeded.

“The proof of the pudding is in the eating. The stuff sold like hot cakes—Frank Richards was incessantly dunned for twice or thrice as much copy as he could produce …. A good many tried—alternately amusing and exasperating their victim. Not one ever got away with it. George is a very good writer in his own line—but in this matter he simply did not know what he was talking about.”

In reprinting the essay I have corrected the original error,3 but, in case this should reach Mr. Richards’s eyes, I should like to explain how I came to make it. The fact is that it just did not strike me as possible that any one human being could write a long complete story—let alone two or three such stories—every week for 30 years.

In that time Mr. Richards produced something like 45,000,000 words. As a journalist who works fairly hard to produce about 150,000 words a year, I find this just unimaginable. However, it is quite true, as I now know from several sources.

And, incidentally, I also know a comic strip artist who has produced his “piece” without a break six days a week for 29 years.

Mr. Richards adds that one of his ambitions is to write a book on religion. I look forward to that book. Meanwhile, good luck to him and soon may the “Gem” and “Magnet” reappear. Who would not rejoice to hear Bob Cherry’s cheery “Hullo, hullo, hullo” again, or see some disaster happen to Gussy’s top hat?4

All the same, there has been a change in the social atmosphere of this country in the five years since the two papers were suspended. If I were Mr. Richards I would be inclined to introduce a little Left wing ideology into my stories and perhaps even transfer the heroes to some more “advanced” kind of school.

How about turning St. Jim’s into a co-educational establishment, or sending Billy Bunter and the Famous Five to Dartington Hall?

Mr. Richards’s contribution is not of course the whole of “The Saturday Book,” which is as full of unexpected things as ever.

There is an article by A. L. Rowse on All Souls College; a long article by Stephen Spender, explaining the successive stages by which a poem is written; an appreciation of Lombroso, the Italian criminologist, by another criminologist; a study of the Empress Eugenie, by Miss C. V. Wedgwood; short stories by Norah Hoult and J. MacLaren-Ross; an article on the mistakes of historians, by Ernest Newman; and much else.

Two contributions which stand out by reason of their queerness are those of Julian Symons and Mr. Fred Bason. Mr. Bason is a second-hand bookseller who has had a long acquaintance with Somerset Maugham, the novelist and playwright, and here writes his reminiscences of him.

Julian Symons, the brother of the late A. J. A. Symons, provides some astonishing and hitherto unpublished information about the mysterious “Baron Corvo”—author of “Hadrian the Seventh”—to whom A. J. A. Symons devoted so much research.

There are 12 caricatures by Low—of Bertrand Russell, Aneurin Bevan, T. S. Eliot, Sir William Beveridge, and others—and two large sections of the book are given over to photographs. One section, which contains several very beautiful compositions, consists of photographs of furniture and other household appliances.

The other is a panorama of the England of 50 years ago. Here you can see Keir Hardie in his deerstalker, the Prince of Wales (Edward VII) in his high-crowned bowler, Bernard Shaw with only a moderate-sized beard, young women in the first short skirts learning to ride fixed wheel bicycles, Aubrey Beardsley in a check suit, and a whole gallery of actors, politicians, scientists and what-not.

There is also a series of photographs illustrating the evolution of the ballet, and in another part of the book Miss Olive Cook demonstrates with coloured illustrations the interrelation between English and French painting.

This book has a ragged, messy dust-jacket, but otherwise it would make an excellent Christmas present.

[Fee: recorded as £8.0.0—an error for £8.8.0?; 5.12.45]




2813. ‘Freedom of the Park’

Tribune, 7 December 1945

A few weeks ago, five people who were selling papers outside Hyde Park were arrested by the police for obstruction. When taken before the magistrate they were all found guilty, four of them being bound over for six months and the other sentenced to forty shillings’ fine or a month’s imprisonment. He preferred to serve his term, so I suppose he is still in jail at this moment.

The papers these people were selling were Peace News, Forward and Freedom, besides other kindred literature. Peace News is the organ of the Peace Pledge Union, Freedom (till recently called War Commentary) is that of the Anarchists: as for Forward, its politics defy definition, but at any rate it is violently Left. The magistrate, in passing sentence, stated that he was not influenced by the nature of the literature that was being sold: he was concerned merely with the fact of obstruction, and that this offence had technically been committed.

This raises several important points. To begin with, how does the law stand on the subject? As far as I can discover, selling newspapers in the street is technically obstruction, at any rate if you fail to move on when the police tell you to. So it would be legally possible for any policeman who felt like it to arrest any newsboy for selling the Evening News. Obviously this doesn’t happen, so that the enforcement of the law depends on the discretion of the police.

And what makes the police decide to arrest one man rather than another? However it may have been with the magistrate, I find it hard to believe that in this case the police were not influenced by political considerations. It is a bit too much of a coincidence that they should have picked on people selling just those papers. If they had also arrested someone who was selling Truth, or the Tablet, or the Spectator, or even the Church Times, their impartiality would be easier to believe in.

The British police are not like a continental gendarmerie or Gestapo, but I do not think one maligns them in saying that, in the past, they have been unfriendly to Left-wing activities. They have generally shown a tendency to side with those whom they regarded as the defenders of private property. There were some scandalous cases at the time of the Mosley disturbances. At the only big Mosley meeting I ever attended, the police collaborated with the Blackshirts in “keeping order,” in a way in which they certainly would not have collaborated with Socialists or Communists. Till quite recently “red” and “illegal” were almost synonymous, and it was always the seller of, say, the Daily Worker, never the seller of, say, the Daily Telegraph, who was moved on and generally harassed. Apparently it can be the same, at any rate at moments, under a Labour government.

A thing I would like to know—it is a thing we hear very little about—is what changes are made in the administrative personnel when there has been a change of government. Does the police officer who has a vague notion that “Socialism” means something against the law carry on just the same when the government itself is Socialist? It is a sound principle that the official should have no party affiliations, should serve successive governments faithfully and should not be victimised for his political opinions. Still, no government can afford to leave its enemies in key positions, and when Labour is in undisputed power for the first time—and therefore when it is taking over an administration formed by Conservatives—it clearly must make sufficient changes to prevent sabotage. The official, even when friendly to the government in power, is all too conscious that he is a permanency and can frustrate the short-lived Ministers whom he is supposed to serve.

When a Labour Government takes over, I wonder what happens to Scotland Yard Special Branch? To Military Intelligence? To the Consular Service? To the various colonial administrations—and so on and so forth? We are not told, but such symptoms as there are do not suggest that any very extensive reshuffling is going on. We are still represented abroad by the same ambassadors, and B.B.C. censorship seems to have the same subtly reactionary colour that it always had. The B.B.C. claims, of course, to be both independent and non-political. I was told once that its “line,” if any, was to represent the Left wing of the government in power. But that was in the days of the Churchill Government. If it represents the Left Wing of the present Government, I have not noticed the fact.

However, the main point of this episode is that the sellers of newspapers and pamphlets should be interfered with at all. Which particular minority is singled out—whether Pacifists, Communists, Anarchists, Jehovah’s Witness or the Legion of Christian Reformers who recently declared Hitler to be Jesus Christ—is a secondary matter. It is of symptomatic importance that these people should have been arrested at that particular spot. You are not allowed to sell literature inside Hyde Park, but for many years past it has been usual for the paper-sellers to station themselves just outside the gates and distribute literature connected with the open-air meetings a hundred yards away. Every kind of publication has been sold there without interference.

As for the meetings inside the Park, they are one of the minor wonders of the world. At different times I have listened there to Indian nationalists, Temperance reformers, Communists, Trotskyists, the S.P.G.B.,1 the Catholic Evidence Society, Freethinkers, vegetarians, Mormons, the Salvation Army, the Church Army, and a large variety of plain lunatics, all taking their turn at the rostrum in an orderly way and receiving a fairly good-humoured hearing from the crowd. Granted that Hyde Park is a special area, a sort of Alsatia2 where outlawed opinions are permitted to walk—still, there are very few countries in the world where you can see a similar spectacle. I have known continental Europeans, long before Hitler seized power, come away from Hyde Park astonished and even perturbed by the things they had heard Indian or Irish nationalists saying about the British Empire.

The degree of freedom of the press existing in this country is often overrated. Technically there is great freedom, but the fact that most of the press is owned by a few people operates in much the same way as a State censorship. On the other hand freedom of speech is real. On the platform, or in certain recognised open-air spaces like Hyde Park, you can say almost anything, and, what is perhaps more significant, no one is frightened to utter his true opinions in pubs, on the tops of buses, and so forth.

The point is that the relative freedom which we enjoy depends on public opinion. The law is no protection. Governments make laws, but whether they are carried out, and how the police behave, depends on the general temper of the country. If large numbers of people are interested in freedom of speech, there will be freedom of speech, even if the law forbids it; if public opinion is sluggish, inconvenient minorities will be persecuted, even if laws exist to protect them. The decline in the desire for intellectual liberty has not been so sharp as I would have predicted six years ago, when the war was starting, but still there has been a decline. The notion that certain opinions cannot safely be allowed a hearing is growing. It is given currency by intellectuals who confuse the issue by not distinguishing between democratic opposition and open rebellion, and it is reflected in our growing indifference to tyranny and injustice abroad. And even those who declare themselves to be in favour of freedom of opinion generally drop their claim when it is their own adversaries who are being persecuted.

I am not suggesting that the arrest of five people for selling harmless newspapers is a major calamity. When you see what is happening in the world today, it hardly seems worth squealing about such a tiny incident. All the same, it is not a good symptom that such things should happen when the war is well over, and I should feel happier if this, and the long series of similar episodes that have preceded it, were capable of raising a genuine popular clamour, and not merely a mild flutter in sections of the minority press.

[Fee: £3.3.0; 3.12.45]


An abridged version of ‘Freedom of the Park’ was published in Freedom Defence Committee Bulletin, No. 2, February–March 1946.






2814. ‘The Case for the Open Fire’

Evening Standard, 8 December 1945

Before long the period of hurriedly constructed prefabs will be over, and Britain will be tackling on a big scale the job of building permanent houses.

It will then be necessary to decide what kind of heating we want our houses to have, and one can be sure in advance that a small but noisy minority will want to do away with the old-fashioned coal fire.

These people—they are also the people who admire gaspipe chairs and glass-topped tables, and regard labour-saving as an end in itself—will argue that the coal fire is wasteful, dirty and inefficient. They will urge that dragging buckets of coal upstairs is a nuisance and that raking out the cinders in the morning is a grisly job, and they will add that the fogs of our cities are made thicker by the smoking of thousands of chimneys.

All of which is perfectly true, and yet comparatively unimportant if one thinks in terms of living and not merely of saving trouble.

I am not arguing that coal fires should be the sole form of heating, merely that every house or flat should have at least one open fire round which the family can sit. In our climate anything that keeps you warm is to be welcomed, and under ideal conditions every form of heating apparatus would be installed in every house.

For any kind of workroom central heating is the best arrangement. It needs no attention, and, since it warms all parts of the room evenly, one can group the furniture according to the needs of work.

For bedrooms, gas or electric fires are best. Even the humble oilstove throws out a lot of heat, and has the virtue of being portable. It is a great comfort to carry an oilstove with you into the bathroom on a winter morning. But for a room that is to be lived in, only a coal fire will do.

The first great virtue of a coal fire is that, just because it only warms one end of the room, it forces people to group themselves in a sociable way. This evening, while I write, the same pattern is being reproduced in hundreds of thousands of British homes.

To one side of the fireplace sits Dad, reading the evening paper. To the other side sits Mum, doing her knitting. On the hearthrug sit the children, playing snakes and ladders. Up against the fender, roasting himself, lies the dog. It is a comely pattern, a good background to one’s memories, and the survival of the family as an institution may be more dependent on it than we realise.

Then there is the fascination, inexhaustible to a child, of the fire itself. A fire is never the same for two minutes together, you can look into the red heart of the coals and see caverns or faces or salamanders, according to your imagination: you can even, if your parents will let you, amuse yourself by heating the poker red-hot and bending it between the bars, or sprinkling salt on the flames to turn them green.

A gas or electric fire, or even an anthracite stove, is a dreary thing by comparison. The most dismal objects of all are those phoney electric fires which are so constructed as to look like coal fires. Is not the mere fact of imitation an admission that the real thing is superior?

If, as I maintain, an open fire makes for sociability and has an æsthetic appeal which is particularly important to young children, it is well worth the trouble that it entails.

It is quite true that it is wasteful, messy and the cause of avoidable work: all the same things could be said with equal truth of a baby. The point is that household appliances should be judged not simply by their efficiency but by the pleasure and comfort that one gets out of them.

A vacuum cleaner is good because it saves much dreary labour with brush and pan. Gaspipe furniture is bad because it destroys the friendly look of a room without appreciably adding to one’s comfort.

Our civilisation is haunted by the notion that the quickest way of doing anything is invariably the best. The agreeable warming-pan, which warms the whole bed as hot as toast before you jump into it, went out in favour of the clammy, unsatisfying hot-water bottle simply because the warming-pan is a nuisance to carry upstairs and has to be polished daily.

Some people, obsessed by “functionalism,” would make every room in the house as bare, clean and labour-saving as a prison cell. They do not reflect that houses are meant to be lived in and that you therefore need different qualities in different rooms. In the kitchen, efficiency; in the bedrooms, warmth; in the living-room, a friendly atmosphere—which in this country demands a good, prodigal coal fire for about seven months of the year.

I am not denying that coal fires have their drawbacks, especially in these days of dwindled newspapers. Many a devout Communist has been forced against all his principles to take in a capitalist paper merely because the Daily Worker is not large enough to light the fire with.

Also there is the slowness with which a fire gets under way in the morning. It would be a good idea, when the new houses are built, if every open fireplace were provided with what used to be called a “blower”—that is, a removable sheet of metal which can be used to create a draught. This works far better than a pair of bellows.

But even the worst fire, even a fire which smokes in your face and has to be constantly poked, is better than none.

In proof of which, imagine the dreariness of spending Christmas evening in sitting—like the family of Arnold Bennett’s super-efficient hero in his novel The Card—round a gilded radiator!

[Fee: £20.0.0; 6.12.45]


‘The Case for the Open Fire’ was reprinted in SEAC (the South-East Asia Command newspaper for the forces), 2 January 1946. On 23 January, the case against the open fire was made in a letter from Major L. Fermaud. He pointed out that whereas the person sitting close to the fire might be so warm as to have his or her shins burnt, there would be a terrible chill at that same person’s back, and the flowers on the table might be standing in ice. He listed faults of supplementary heating aids—‘Little Joan has fainted in the boxroom which is filled with fumes from her oil heater’—and only in ‘the centrally heated workroom, George is doing his homework in comfort.’ Orwell does not seem to have replied. He must have seen Fermaud’s letter, because the Labour M.P. Tom Driberg (see 1931, n. 1) on 7 February 1946 sent him a cutting from SEAC for 23 January believing it ‘may amuse you.’ SEAC, edited by Frank Owen (see 1141, n. 4), reprinted seven of Orwell’s ten Evening Standard articles between 2 January and 20 April 1946. (The three not reprinted were ‘Bare Christmas for the Children’ (see 2809), ‘Banish This Uniform’ (see 2827), and ‘Just Junk—But Who Could Resist It?’ (see 2842).)






2815. ‘Politics and the English Language’

Payments Book, 11 December 1945; Horizon, April 19461

Most people who bother with the matter at all would admit that the English language is in a bad way, but it is generally assumed that we cannot by conscious action do anything about it. Our civilization is decadent, and our language—so the argument runs—must inevitably share in the general collapse. It follows that any struggle against the abuse of language is a sentimental archaism, like preferring candles to electric light or hansom cabs to aeroplanes. Underneath this lies the half-conscious belief that language is a natural growth and not an instrument which we shape for our own purposes.

Now, it is clear that the decline of a language must ultimately have political and economic causes: it is not due simply to the bad influence of this or that individual writer. But an effect can become a cause, reinforcing the original cause and producing the same effect in an intensified form, and so on indefinitely. A man may take to drink because he feels himself to be a failure, and then fail all the more completely because he drinks. It is rather the same thing that is happening to the English language. It becomes ugly and inaccurate because our thoughts are foolish, but the slovenliness of our language makes it easier for us to have foolish thoughts. The point is that the process is reversible. Modern English, especially written English, is full of bad habits which spread by imitation and which can be avoided if one is willing to take the necessary trouble. If one gets rid of these habits one can think more clearly, and to think clearly is a necessary first step towards political regeneration: so that the fight against bad English is not frivolous and is not the exclusive concern of professional writers. I will come back to this presently, and I hope that by that time the meaning of what I have said here will have become clearer. Meanwhile, here are five specimens of the English language as it is now habitually written.

These five passages have not been picked out because they are especially bad—I could have quoted far worse if I had chosen—but because they illustrate various of the mental vices from which we now suffer. They are a little below the average, but are fairly representative samples. I number them so that I can refer back to them when necessary:

‘(1) I am not, indeed, sure whether it is not true to say that the Milton who once seemed not unlike a seventeenth-century Shelley had not become, out of an experience ever more bitter in each year, more alien (sic) to the founder of that Jesuit sect which nothing could induce him to tolerate.’

Professor Harold Laski (Essay in Freedom of Expression).

‘(2) Above all, we cannot play ducks and drakes with a native battery of idioms which prescribes such egregious collocations of vocables as the Basic put up with for tolerate or put at a loss for bewilder.’

Professor Lancelot Hogben (Interglossa).

‘(3) On the one side we have the free personality: by definition it is not neurotic, for it has neither conflict nor dream. Its desires, such as they are, are transparent, for they are just what institutional approval keeps in the forefront of consciousness; another institutional pattern would alter their number and intensity; there is little in them that is natural, irreducible, or culturally dangerous. But on the other side, the social bond itself is nothing but the mutual reflection of these self-secure integrities. Recall the definition of love. Is not this the very picture of a small academic? Where is there a place in this hall of mirrors for either personality or fraternity?’

Essay on psychology in Politics (New York).

‘(4) All the “best people” from the gentlemen’s clubs, and all the frantic fascist captains, united in common hatred of Socialism and bestial horror of the rising tide of the mass revolutionary movement, have turned to acts of provocation, to foul incendiarism, to medieval legends of poisoned wells, to legalize their own destruction of proletarian organizations, and rouse the agitated petty-bourgeoisie to chauvinistic fervour on behalf of the fight against the revolutionary way out of the crisis.’

Communist pamphlet.

‘(5) If a new spirit is to be infused into this old country, there is one thorny and contentious reform which must be tackled, and that is the humanization and galvanization of the B.B.C. Timidity here will bespeak canker and atrophy of the soul. The heart of Britain may be sound and of strong beat, for instance, but the British lion’s roar at present is like that of Bottom in Shakespeare’s Midsummer Night’s Dream—as gentle as any sucking dove. A virile new Britain cannot continue indefinitely to be traduced in the eyes, or rather ears, of the world by the effete languors of Langham Place, brazenly masquerading as “standard English”. When the Voice of Britain is heard at nine o’clock, better far and infinitely less ludicrous to hear aitches honestly dropped than the present priggish, inflated, inhibited, school-ma’amish arch braying of blameless bashful mewing maidens!’

Letter in Tribune.

Each of these passages has faults of its own, but, quite apart from avoidable ugliness, two qualities are common to all of them. The first is staleness of imagery: the other is lack of precision. The writer either has a meaning and cannot express it, or he inadvertently says something else, or he is almost indifferent as to whether his words mean anything or not. This mixture of vagueness and sheer incompetence is the most marked characteristic of modern English prose, and especially of any kind of political writing. As soon as certain topics are raised, the concrete melts into the abstract and no one seems able to think of turns of speech that are not hackneyed: prose consists less and less of words chosen for the sake of their meaning, and more and more of phrases tacked together like the sections of a prefabricated henhouse. I list below, with notes and examples, various of the tricks by means of which the work of prose-construction is habitually dodged:

Dying metaphors. A newly invented metaphor assists thought by evoking a visual image, while on the other hand a metaphor which is technically ‘dead’ (e.g. iron resolution) has in effect reverted to being an ordinary word and can generally be used without loss of vividness. But in between these two classes there is a huge dump of worn-out metaphors which have lost all evocative power and are merely used because they save people the trouble of inventing phrases for themselves. Examples are: Ring the changes on, take up the cudgels for, toe the line, ride roughshod over, stand shoulder to shoulder with, play into the hands of, no axe to grind, grist to the mill, fishing in troubled waters, [rift within the lute],2 on the order of the day, Achilles’ heel, swan song, hotbed. Many of these are used without knowledge of their meaning (what is a ‘rift’, for instance?), and incompatible metaphors are frequently mixed, a sure sign that the writer is not interested in what he is saying. Some metaphors now current have been twisted out of their original meaning without those who use them even being aware of the fact. For example, toe the line is sometimes written tow the line. Another example is the hammer and the anvil, now always used with the implication that the anvil gets the worst of it. In real life it is always the anvil that breaks the hammer, never the other way about: a writer who stopped to think what he was saying would be aware of this, and would avoid perverting the original phrase.

Operators, or verbal false limbs. These save the trouble of picking out appropriate verbs and nouns, and at the same time pad each sentence with extra syllables which give it an appearance of symmetry. Characteristic phrases are: render inoperative, militate against, prove unacceptable, make contact with, be subjected to, give rise to, give grounds for, have the effect of, play a leading part (role) in, make itself felt, take effect, exhibit a tendency to, serve the purpose of, etc., etc. The keynote is the elimination of simple verbs. Instead of being a single word, such as break, stop, spoil, mend, kill, a verb becomes a phrase, made up of a noun or adjective tacked on to some general-purposes verb such as prove, serve, form, play, render. In addition, the passive voice is wherever possible used in preference to the active, and noun constructions are used instead of gerunds (by examination of instead of by examining). The range of verbs is further cut down by means of the -ize and de- formations, and banal statements are given an appearance of profundity by means of the not un-formation. Simple conjunctions and prepositions are replaced by such phrases as with respect to, having regard to, the fact that, by dint of, in view of, in the interests of, on the hypothesis that; and the ends of sentences are saved from anticlimax by such resounding commonplaces as greatly to be desired, cannot be left out of account, a development to be expected in the near future, deserving of serious consideration, brought to a satisfactory conclusion, and so on and so forth.

Pretentious diction. Words like phenomenon, element, individual (as noun), objective, categorical, effective, virtual, basic, primary, promote, constitute, exhibit, exploit, utilize, eliminate, liquidate, are used to dress up simple statement[s] and give an air of scientific impartiality to biased judgements. Adjectives like epoch-making, epic, historic, unforgettable, triumphant, age-old, inevitable, inexorable, veritable, are used to dignify the sordid processes of international politics, while writing that aims at glorifying war usually takes on an archaic colour, its characteristic words being: realm, throne, chariot, mailed fist, trident, sword, shield, buckler, banner, jackboot, clarion. Foreign words and expressions such as cul de sac, ancien régime, deus ex machina, mutatis mutandis, status quo, gleichschaltung, weltanschauung, are used to give an air of culture and elegance. Except for the useful abbreviations i.e., e.g., and etc., there is no real need for any of the hundreds of foreign phrases now current in English. Bad writers, and especially scientific, political and sociological writers, are nearly always haunted by the notion that Latin or Greek words are grander than Saxon ones, and unnecessary words like expedite, ameliorate, predict, extraneous, deracinated, clandestine, subaqueous and hundreds of others constantly gain ground from their Anglo-Saxon opposite numbers.fn1 The jargon peculiar to Marxist writing (hyena, hangman, cannibal, petty bourgeois, these gentry, lacquey, flunkey, mad dog, White Guard, etc.) consists largely of words and phrases translated from Russian, German or French; but the normal way of coining a new word is to use a Latin or Greek root with the appropriate affix and, where necessary, the -ize formation. It is often easier to make up words of this kind (deregionalize, impermissible, extramarital, non-fragmentary3 and so forth) than to think up the English words that will cover one’s meaning. The result, in general, is an increase in slovenliness and vagueness.

Meaningless words. In certain kinds of writing, particularly in art criticism and literary criticism, it is normal to come across long passages which are almost completely lacking in meaning.fn2 Words like romantic, plastic, values, human, dead, sentimental, natural, vitality, as used in art criticism, are strictly meaningless, in the sense that they not only do not point to any discoverable object, but are hardly even expected to do so by the reader. When one critic writes, ‘The outstanding feature of Mr. X’s work is its living quality’, while another writes, ‘The immediately striking thing about Mr. X’s work is its peculiar deadness’, the reader accepts this as a simple difference of opinion. If words like black and white were involved, instead of the jargon words dead and living, he would see at once that language was being used in an improper way. Many political words are similarly abused. The word Fascism has now no meaning except in so far as it signifies ‘something not desirable’. The words democracy, socialism, freedom, patriotic, realistic, justice, have each of them several different meanings which cannot be reconciled with one another. In the case of a word like democracy, not only is there no agreed definition, but the attempt to make one is resisted from all sides. It is almost universally felt that when we call a country democratic we are praising it: consequently the defenders of every kind of régime claim that it is a democracy, and fear that they might have to stop using the word if it were tied down to any one meaning. Words of this kind are often used in a consciously dishonest way. That is, the person who uses them has his own private definition, but allows his hearer to think he means something quite different. Statements like Marshal Pétain was a true patriot, The Soviet Press is the freest in the world, The Catholic Church is opposed to persecution, are almost always made with intent to deceive. Other words used in variable meanings, in most cases more or less dishonestly, are: class, totalitarian, science, progressive, reactionary, bourgeois, equality.

Now that I have made this catalogue of swindles and perversions, let me give another example of the kind of writing that they lead to. This time it must of its nature be an imaginary one. I am going to translate a passage of good English into modern English of the worst sort. Here is a well-known verse from Ecclesiastes:

‘I returned, and saw under the sun, that the race is not to the swift, nor the battle to the strong, neither yet bread to the wise, nor yet riches to men of understanding, nor yet favour to men of skill; but time and chance happeneth to them all.’

Here it is in modern English:

‘Objective consideration of contemporary phenomena compels the conclusion that success or failure in competitive activities exhibits no tendency to be commensurate with innate capacity, but that a considerable element of the unpredictable must invariably be taken into account.’

This is a parody, but not a very gross one. Exhibit (3), above, for instance, contains several patches of the same kind of English. It will be seen that I have not made a full translation. The beginning and ending of the sentence follow the original meaning fairly closely, but in the middle the concrete illustrations—race, battle, bread—dissolve into the vague phrase ‘success or failure in competitive activities’. This had to be so, because no modern writer of the kind I am discussing—no one capable of using phrases like ‘objective consideration of contemporary phenomena’—would ever tabulate his thoughts in that precise and detailed way. The whole tendency of modern prose is away from concreteness. Now analyse these two sentences a little more closely. The first contains 49 words but only 60 syllables, and all its words are those of everyday life. The second contains 38 words of 90 syllables: 18 of its words are from Latin roots, and one from Greek. The first sentence contains six vivid images, and only one phrase (‘time and chance’) that could be called vague. The second contains not a single fresh, arresting phrase, and in spite of its 90 syllables it gives only a shortened version of the meaning contained in the first. Yet without a doubt it is the second kind of sentence that is gaining ground in modern English. I do not want to exaggerate. This kind of writing is not yet universal, and outcrops of simplicity will occur here and there in the worst-written page. Still, if you or I were told to write a few lines on the uncertainty of human fortunes, we should probably come much nearer to my imaginary sentence than to the one from Ecclesiastes.

As I have tried to show, modern writing at its worst does not consist in picking out words for the sake of their meaning and inventing images in order to make the meaning clearer. It consists in gumming together long strips of words which have already been set in order by someone else, and making the results presentable by sheer humbug. The attraction of this way of writing is that it is easy. It is easier—even quicker, once you have the habit—to say In my opinion it is a not unjustifiable assumption that than to say I think. If you use ready-made phrases, you not only don’t have to hunt about for words; you also don’t have to bother with the rhythms of your sentences, since these phrases are generally so arranged as to be more or less euphonious. When you are composing in a hurry—when you are dictating to a stenographer, for instance, or making a public speech—it is natural to fall into a pretentious, Latinized style. Tags like a consideration which we should do well to bear in mind or a conclusion to which all of us would readily assent will save many a sentence from coming down with a bump. By using stale metaphors, similes and idioms, you save much mental effort, at the cost of leaving your meaning vague, not only for your reader but for yourself. This is the significance of mixed metaphors. The sole aim of a metaphor is to call up a visual image. When these images clash—as in The Fascist octopus has sung its swan song, the jackboot is thrown into the melting pot—it can be taken as certain that the writer is not seeing a mental image of the objects he is naming; in other words he is not really thinking. Look again at the examples I gave at the beginning of this essay. Professor Laski (1) uses five negatives in 53 words. One of these is superfluous, making nonsense of the whole passage, and in addition there is the slip alien for akin, making further nonsense, and several avoidable pieces of clumsiness which increase the general vagueness. Professor Hogben (2) plays ducks and drakes with a battery which is able to write prescriptions, and, while disapproving of the everyday phrase put up with, is unwilling to look egregious up in the dictionary and see what it means. (3), if one takes an uncharitable attitude towards it, [it] is simply meaningless: probably one could work out its intended meaning by reading the whole of the article in which it occurs. In (4), the writer knows more or less what he wants to say, but an accumulation of stale phrases chokes him like tea leaves blocking a sink. In (5), words and meaning have almost parted company. People who write in this manner usually have a general emotional meaning—they dislike one thing and want to express solidarity with another—but they are not interested in the detail of what they are saying. A scrupulous writer, in every sentence that he writes, will ask himself at least four questions, thus: What am I trying to say? What words will express it? What image or idiom will make it clearer? Is this image fresh enough to have an effect? And he will probably ask himself two more: Could I put it more shortly? Have I said anything that is avoidably ugly? But you are not obliged to go to all this trouble. You can shirk it by simply throwing your mind open and letting the ready-made phrases come crowding in. They will construct your sentences for you—even think your thoughts for you, to a certain extent—and at need they will perform the important service of partially concealing your meaning even from yourself. It is at this point that the special connection between politics and the debasement of language becomes clear.

In our time it is broadly true that political writing is bad writing. Where it is not true, it will generally be found that the writer is some kind of rebel, expressing his private opinions and not a ‘party line’. Orthodoxy, of whatever colour, seems to demand a lifeless, imitative style. The political dialects to be found in pamphlets, leading articles, manifestos, White Papers and the speeches of under-secretaries do, of course, vary from party to party, but they are all alike in that one almost never finds in them a fresh, vivid, home-made turn of speech. When one watches some tired hack on the platform mechanically repeating the familiar phrases—bestial atrocities, iron heel, bloodstained tyranny, free peoples of the world, stand shoulder to shoulder—one often has a curious feeling that one is not watching a live human being but some kind of dummy: a feeling which suddenly becomes stronger at moments when the light catches the speaker’s spectacles and turns them into blank discs which seem to have no eyes behind them. And this is not altogether fanciful. A speaker who uses that kind of phraseology has gone some distance towards turning himself into a machine. The appropriate noises are coming out of his larynx, but his brain is not involved as it would be if he were choosing his words for himself. If the speech he is making is one that he is accustomed to make over and over again, he may be almost unconscious of what he is saying, as one is when one utters the responses in church. And this reduced state of consciousness, if not indispensable, is at any rate favourable to political conformity.

In our time, political speech and writing are largely the defence of the indefensible. Things like the continuance of British rule in India, the Russian purges and deportations, the dropping of the atom bombs on Japan, can indeed be defended, but only by arguments which are too brutal for most people to face, and which do not square with the professed aims of political parties. Thus political language has to consist largely of euphemism, question-begging and sheer cloudy vagueness. Defenceless villages are bombarded from the air, the inhabitants driven out into the countryside, the cattle machine-gunned, the huts set on fire with incendiary bullets: this is called pacification. Millions of peasants are robbed of their farms and sent trudging along the roads with no more than they can carry: this is called transfer of population or rectification of frontiers. People are imprisoned for years without trial, or shot in the back of the neck or sent to die of scurvy in Arctic lumber camps: this is called elimination of unreliable elements. Such phraseology is needed if one wants to name things without calling up mental pictures of them. Consider for instance some comfortable English professor defending Russian totalitarianism. He cannot say outright, ‘I believe in killing off your opponents when you can get good results by doing so’. Probably, therefore, he will say something like this:

‘While freely conceding that the Soviet régime exhibits certain features which the humanitarian may be inclined to deplore, we must, I think, agree that a certain curtailment of the right to political opposition is an unavoidable concomitant of transitional periods, and that the rigours which the Russian people have been called upon to undergo have been amply justified in the sphere of concrete achievement.’

The inflated style is itself a kind of euphemism. A mass of Latin words falls upon the facts like soft snow, blurring the outlines and covering up all the details. The great enemy of clear language is insincerity. When there is a gap between one’s real and one’s declared aims, one turns as it were instinctively to long words and exhausted idioms, like a cuttlefish squirting out ink. In our age there is no such thing as ‘keeping out of politics’. All issues are political issues, and politics itself is a mass of lies, evasions, folly, hatred and schizophrenia. When the general atmosphere is bad, language must suffer. I should expect to find—this is a guess which I have not sufficient knowledge to verify—that the German, Russian and Italian languages have all deteriorated in the last ten or fifteen years, as a result of dictatorship.

But if thought corrupts language, language can also corrupt thought. A bad usage can spread by tradition and imitation, even among people who should and do know better. The debased language that I have been discussing is in some ways very convenient. Phrases like a not unjustifiable assumption, leaves much to be desired, would serve no good purpose, a consideration which we should do well to bear in mind, are a continuous temptation, a packet of aspirins always at one’s elbow. Look back through this essay, and for certain you will find that I have again and again committed the very faults I am protesting against. By this morning’s post I have received a pamphlet dealing with conditions in Germany. The author tells me that he ‘felt impelled’ to write it. I open it at random, and here is almost the first sentence that I see: ‘(The Allies) have an opportunity not only of achieving a radical transformation of Germany’s social and political structure in such a way as to avoid a nationalistic reaction in Germany itself, but at the same time of laying the foundations of a co-operative and unified Europe.’ You see, he ‘feels impelled’ to write—feels, presumably, that he has something new to say—and yet his words, like cavalry horses answering the bugle, group themselves automatically into the familiar dreary pattern. This invasion of one’s mind by ready-made phrases (lay the foundations, achieve a radical transformation) can only be prevented if one is constantly on guard against them, and every such phrase anaesthetizes a portion of one’s brain.

I said earlier that the decadence of our language is probably curable. Those who deny this would argue, if they produced an argument at all, that language merely reflects existing, social conditions, and that we cannot influence its development by any direct tinkering with words and constructions. So far as the general tone or spirit of a language goes, this may be true, but it is not true in detail. Silly words and expressions have often disappeared, not through any evolutionary process but owing to the conscious action of a minority. Two recent examples were explore every avenue and leave no stone unturned, which were killed by the jeers of a few journalists. There is a long list of flyblown metaphors which could similarly be got rid of if enough people would interest themselves in the job; and it should also be possible to laugh the not un- formation out of existence,fn3 to reduce the amount of Latin and Greek in the average sentence, to drive out foreign phrases and strayed scientific words, and, in general, to make pretentiousness unfashionable. But all these are minor points. The defence of the English language implies more than this, and perhaps it is best to start by saying what it does not imply.

To begin with, it has nothing to do with archaism, with the salvaging of obsolete words and turns of speech, or with the setting-up of a ‘standard English’ which must never be departed from. On the contrary, it is especially concerned with the scrapping of every word or idiom which has outworn its usefulness. It has nothing to do with correct grammar and syntax, which are of no importance so long as one makes one’s meaning clear, or with the avoidance of Americanisms, or with having what is called a ‘good prose style’. On the other hand it is not concerned with fake simplicity and the attempt to make written English colloquial. Nor does it even imply in every case preferring the Saxon word to the Latin one, though it does imply using the fewest and shortest words that will cover one’s meaning. What is above all needed is to let the meaning choose the word, and not the other way about. In prose, the worst thing one can do with words is to surrender to them. When you think of a concrete object, you think wordlessly, and then, if you want to describe the thing you have been visualizing, you probably hunt about till you find the exact words that seem to fit it. When you think of something abstract you are more inclined to use words from the start, and unless you make a conscious effort to prevent it, the existing dialect will come rushing in and do the job for you, at the expense of blurring or even changing your meaning. Probably it is better to put off using words as long as possible and get one’s meaning as clear as one can through pictures or sensations. Afterwards one can choose—not simply accept—the phrases that will best cover the meaning, and then switch round and decide what impression one’s words are likely to make on another person. This last effort of the mind cuts out all stale or mixed images, all prefabricated phrases, needless repetitions, and humbug and vagueness generally. But one can often be in doubt about the effect of a word or a phrase, and one needs rules that one can rely on when instinct fails. I think the following rules will cover most cases:

(i) Never use a metaphor, simile or other figure of speech which you are used to seeing in print.

(ii) Never use a long word where a short one will do.

(iii) If it is possible to cut a word out, always cut it out.

(iv) Never use the passive where you can use the active.

(v) Never use a foreign phrase, a scientific word or a jargon word if you can think of an everyday English equivalent.

(vi) Break any of these rules sooner than say anything outright barbarous. These rules sound elementary, and so they are, but they demand a deep change of attitude in anyone who has grown used to writing in the style now fashionable. One could keep all of them and still write bad English, but one could not write the kind of stuff that I quoted in those five specimens at the beginning of this article.

I have not here been considering the literary use of language, but merely language as an instrument for expressing and not for concealing or preventing thought. Stuart Chase4 and others have come near to claiming that all abstract words are meaningless, and have used this as a pretext for advocating a kind of political quietism. Since you don’t know what Fascism is, how can you struggle against Fascism? One need not swallow such absurdities as this, but one ought to recognize that the present political chaos is connected with the decay of language, and that one can probably bring about some improvement by starting at the verbal end. If you simplify your English, you are freed from the worst follies of orthodoxy. You cannot speak any of the necessary dialects, and when you make a stupid remark its stupidity will be obvious, even to yourself. Political language—and with variations this is true of all political parties, from Conservatives to Anarchists—is designed to make lies sound truthful and murder respectable, and to give an appearance of solidity to pure wind. One cannot change this all in a moment, but one can at least change one’s own habits, and from time to time one can even, if one jeers loudly enough, send some worn-out and useless phrase—some jackboot, Achilles’ heel, hotbed, melting pot, acid test, veritable inferno or other lump of verbal refuse—into the dustbin where it belongs.




2816. Notes for ‘Politics and the English Language’

February to October 1945?


At the end of the exercise book in which Orwell wrote his Domestic Diary III, 7 May to 8 October 1946 and 4 and 5 January 1947 (3147), are notes for ‘Politics and the English Language.’ They follow immediately the entry for 5 January 1947, but it should not be supposed that because of their position these notes were written after 5 January 1947. Not only are they directly related to ‘Politics and the English Language’ but the entry for 5 January is, exceptionally, on a verso page, facing the list of metaphors. Had that list of metaphors not already been written into the notebook, the entry for 5 January would have been written on the recto page. There is also with the notebook a loose sheet of paper showing a garden layout. The other sketches form part of the notebook and, had there been space available at this point, it would be expected that this loose sketch would have been included here—but see last paragraph below.

Because these notes are so closely related to ‘Politics and the English Language,’ they are reproduced directly following the essay. Some pages in the sequence of notes are blank; to conserve space, blank and partly filled pages are not reproduced as such here. Page breaks are indicated by rows of dots. Question marks in the text are Orwell’s. The notes at the end are editorial. There is much cross-marking between facing pages listing Operators and Cliché Phrases other than metaphors; this cross-marking cannot be represented here exactly. One metaphor, ‘rift within the lute,’ has been included in the essay because it seems to have been omitted by accident from the essay as printed; see 2815, n. 2.

It is not possible to date these notes precisely. However, ‘As I Please,’ 58, 9 February 1945 (2616) refers to ‘worn-out and useless metaphors.’ Orwell there mentions ‘explore every avenue,’ ‘leave no stone unturned,’ ‘ring the changes on,’° ‘take up the cudgels for,’ and the alternative spellings in ‘toe/tow the line’; all are listed in these notes, the first four being the first four given in Orwell’s list. ‘As I Please’ also refers to ‘cross swords with’ and alternative spellings in ‘plain/ plane sailing,’ neither of which is listed here (nor in ‘Politics and the English Language’). This suggests that these notes were started in about February 1945. The cutting from Tribune was published on 31 August 1945, suggesting a concluding date between then and the completion of the article on 11 December 1945.

The entries are written in blue-black and various shades of blue ink; pencil; blue crayon; and, for the ‘Propaganda tricks,’ blue-black Biro and a paler shade of Biro. This section could not have been written until after February 1946, when Orwell ordered a Biro (though the supplier was out of stock at the time; see 2375). The section ‘Propaganda tricks’ is not part of ‘Politics and the English Language.’



Metaphors

[image: image]

Operators (artificial limbs?)

[image: image]

[image: image]

Cliché phrases other than metaphors

[image: image]

Misuses & narrowed meanings

Egregius11

Infer (for imply —but also bad currency in the past)

Element (eg. unreliable elements)

Sex words (misconduct, improper, suggestive, intimate, immoral, interfere with, association, dubious, of a certain nature12) Sensual, sensuous, fraternise, glamour,13 association.14

- - - - - - - -

Jargons

Marxist

Art-criticism

Strayed scientific words

- - - - - - - -

Meaningless words etc

Human (eg. “human values”)

Sentimental

Dead (in art criticism)

Vitality

Classical

Romantic

Values

Plastic (?)

Natural

- - - - - - - -

Words consciously used in variable meanings.

Fascism

Democracy

Socialism

Patriotic

Realistic

Romantic15

God

Good

Bad/Evil

Objective

Freedom/Liberty

- - - - - - - -

Mixed metaphors

- - - - - - - -

Abstract words etc.

Phenomenon

Noun formation in place of verb. Eg. “By the substitution of” for “by substituting”. “The fact that” in place of gerund.

- - - - - - - -

Barnacle adjectives

Undiluted (tripe etc.)

Invert16

Inveterate (hatred)

Veritable (inferno etc.)

- - - - - - - -

Archaisms

Jackboot (& weapons generally)

- - - - - - - -

Loose statements

- - - - - - - -

EXAMPLES

[Cutting from Tribune, 31 August 1945]

GALVANISE THE B.B.C.!


Speaking as one who wished to see Winston Churchill continue in the direction of affairs for the present, and who, therefore, unhesitatingly voted Conservative in the recent election, I freely concede that there are certain undoubted and manifest benefits to be derived from Labour rule.

For example, the real realisation of the hard facts governing the situation in the post-war world must come to millions as an unpleasant dose of medicine. It is well that the doctors administering it should not only have a mandate from the people, but themselves be sprung from the people.

Even so, a new Government must walk warily. I imagine that there is nothing like coming into power in a democratic state for making a man realise how limited are the powers of the princes of this (modern) world. Nevertheless, if a new spirit is to be infused into this old country, there is one thorny and contentious reform which must be tackled, and that is the humanisation and galvanisation of the B.B.C. Timidity here will bespeak canker and atrophy of the soul. The heart of Britain may be sound and of strong beat, for instance, but the British lion’s roar at present is like that of Bottom in Shakespeare’s ‘Midsummer Night’s Dream”—as gentle as any sucking dove. A virile new Britain cannot continue indefinitely to be traduced in the eyes, or rather ears, of the world by the effete languors of Langham Place, brazenly masquerading as “standard English.” When the Voice of Britain is heard at nine o’clock, better far and infinitely less ludicrous to hear aitches honestly dropped than the present priggish, inflated, inhibited, school-ma’amishly arch braying of blamelessly bashful mewing maidens!



George Richards.

Above all, we cannot play ducks & drakes with a native battery of idioms which prescribes such egregius11 collocations of vocables as the Basic put up with for tolerate & put at a loss for bewilder.

(Lancelot Hogben, “Interglossa.”)

I am not, indeed, sure whether it is not true to say that the Milton who once seemed not unlike a seventeenth-century Shelley had not become, out of an experience even more bitter in each year, more alien to the founder of that Jesuit sect which nothing could induce him to tolerate. (53)

Harold Laski (“The Areopagitica of Milton after 300 years”

in “Freedom of Expression” (P.E.N. Club 1945).

- - - - - - - -

Propaganda tricks.



	I.
	“I do not claim that everything (in the USSR etc.) is perfect, but —” Technique. The intention to eulogise is disclaimed in advance, but in no specific instance is it ever admitted that anything is wrong. Thus the writer in effect does what he has declared he will not do—ie. claims that everything is perfect.



	II.
	The balancing technique. When it is intended to eulogise A & denigrate B, anything detrimental which has to be admitted about A is balanced by a dragged-in reference to some scandal about B, while on the other hand unfavourable references to B are not so balanced. Especially common in pacifist literature, in which unavoidable references to Belsen, Buchenwald etc, are always carefully balanced by a mention of the Isle of Man, etc., whereas hostile references to Britain/USA are left unbalanced.



	III.
	“I should be the last to deny that there are faults on both sides” Technique. Where the aim is to whitewash A. & discredit B.,17 admissions are made about both, but the admission made about A. is a damaging one, while the one made about B. is trivial & may even redound to B.’s credit.



	
	Example: the writer will start by saying that the conduct of all of the Big Three leaves much to be desired, & proceed to accuse Britain of imperialist greed, the USA of being dominated by Big Business, & the USSR of “suspicion.”



	
	He will then probably add that Russian suspicions are justified. But in any case, after a preliminary declaration of impartiality, one of the three is accused of a pecadillo, the other two of serious misdeeds.



	IV.
	“Playing into the hands of.”



	
	Technique. If A is opposed to B, & B. is held in general opprobrium, then all who oppose A. are declared to be on the side of B. This is applied only to the actions of one’s opponents, never to one’s own actions.



	
	........



	V.
	Verbal colorations. (Innumerable—write down instances as they occur.)



	VI.
	The unwilling witness.



	
	(Cf. the Daily Worker’s statement that the New Statesman is an “anti-Soviet organ.” In practice the N. S. ‘s reference° to the USSR are almost always favourable, hence the N.S. can be quoted as an unwilling & therefore trustworthy witness.)



	VII.
	Tu quoque, or two blacks make a white.



	VIII.
	Swear words. (Fascist, antisemitic, reactionary, imperialist, etc.)



	IX.
	Transition from the moral to the practical phase, & back again.







2817. Review of The Firing Squad by F. C. Weiskopf; The Siren’s Wake by Lord Dunsany

Manchester Evening News, 13 December 1945

“The Firing Squad” is advertised as “something entirely new in war fiction,” which is, perhaps, an overstatement, but it is certainly an unusual book. It is about war, but not about fighting, and its interest is mainly psychological. It is a tale of occupied territory—most of the action takes place in Prague—told from the point of view of a German.

The least credible thing about the story, which claims to be based on authentic material, is the manner in which it came to be told.

The narrator, a young German soldier who is wounded and a prisoner in Russian hands, is supposedly describing his experiences to a hospital nurse, who is taking them down in writing.

He had previously kept a diary, which he has now lost, and he is trying in this way to replace it. It seems rather strange that any hospital should be able to afford nurses for such a job in wartime, and the expressions of penitence with which the narrative starts off are not very convincing—

“How could you possibly realise what it means to a soldier in the German Wehrmacht to have a friend with him, a friend to whom he can speak openly, at least as far as hints and inflections can be open? That’s what they’ve made of us, thanks to their spying, intimidation, and brutality. They got us to the point where we didn’t dare commune with our own thoughts except in a whisper.…”

It is difficult to imagine anyone talking like this, and it is also difficult to believe that anyone who had been so elaborately spied upon would have risked keeping a diary in which he wrote down his secret thoughts. But the note of exaggerated self-disgust fades out a little later, and for the most part the story is straightforwardly told, with only an occasional generalisation or a paragraph or two in which the reader is reminded of the political and military situation.

In essence it is a story of disintegration. The young man who tells it, Hans Holler, is a Sudeten German. He has been wounded, or rather injured in Yugo-Slavia, and in the winter of 1941 he is posted to a unit in the occupation troops in Czecho-Slovakia.

The other members of his squad are a mixed lot, but most of them are potentially decent enough. They are more interested in having a good time than in oppressing the Czechs, and at the beginning they are frankly disgusted by such jobs as executing saboteurs.

But, somehow, as the war drags on those of them who are not killed—for one man after another is sent away to die in the interminable Russian campaign—go to pieces morally.

One commits suicide, another becomes a spy of the Gestapo, others are shot for real or imaginary offences. All of them become more and more brutalised by looting and “reprisals,” and even family life in untouched parts of Germany seems to be disintegrating under the strain of war.

Hans is forced into marriage with a girl who is about to bear a child which he well knows is not his own, and he has no sooner married her than he finds himself involved in a sordid love affair with her sister. This girl, a mere child and already suffering from a venereal disease, has been corrupted by a period at a Hitler Youth camp.

Hans has more and more the feeling of living in a nightmare. The final touch comes when he sees the face of a Czech girl whom he had loved before the war, and has lost touch with for years, looking out at him from a poster with the caption, “Wanted—dead or alive.”

Three things gradually break down the spirit of the soldiers. One is the quiet, contemptuous hatred of the Czech population, on which neither brutality nor spasmodic attempts to fraternise make any impression. Another is the endlessness of the war and the mounting tide of deaths, in every family.

Another, operating only occasionally but with dramatic effect, is the discovery that the German news bulletins are untruthful. The implication—and no doubt it is true enough—is that it needed military defeat to arouse a sense of guilt in the German people.

The book ends with some fearful but probably authentic descriptions of atrocities in Russia.

At moments, especially at the beginning and towards the end, this book lapses into the cruder kind of propaganda, and becomes psychologically false, but it is above the average level of contemporary war stories.

Lord Dunsany’s book might almost stand as a demonstration of how not to use good material. It is a book of reminscences, covering the period between 1930 and 1942, but so carelessly thrown together as to be almost unreadable.

A good deal happened to Lord Dunsany during those years, especially the last three of them, but he is not content to concentrate on his major experiences. Instead, every page is cluttered up with trivial details and with reprintings of the topical poems which he seems to have produced to meet every possible occasion. One instance of his facility in that line is worth mentioning.

When Yugo-Slavia made its one-day pact with Hitler Lord Dunsany, then in Greece, wrote a denunciatory poem, which was declaimed over the Greek wireless. The next day, after the King’s coup d’etat, he wrote another, praising the heroism of the Yugo-Slavs, which was also broadcast.

About the end of 1940 Lord Dunsany was sent on a mission to Greece. He had to get there by sailing to Capetown and then flying to Egypt, passing on his way over the upper reaches of the Nile, where herds of hippopotami have their baths with crocodiles watching from the bank.

He was not long in Greece before the Germans drove him out again, and he re-crossed the Mediterranean in a bombed and crowded ship, where the passengers were warned in advance that there were only enough lifeboats for the women.

On his way home he visited various other parts of Africa and even made a trip to the battlefield of Modder River, where he had fought in the Boer War. All in all it is an eventful story, and it is a pity that it has not been worked up into a better book.

[Fee: £8.8.0; 12.12.45]1




2818. ‘The Sporting Spirit’

Tribune, 14 December 1945

Now that the brief visit of the Dynamo football team1 has come to an end, it is possible to say publicly what many thinking people were saying privately before the Dynamos ever arrived. That is, that sport is an unfailing cause of ill-will, and that if such a visit as this had any effect at all on Anglo-Soviet relations, it could only be to make them slightly worse than before.

Even the newspapers have been unable to conceal the fact that at least two of the four matches played led to much bad feeling. At the Arsenal match, I am told by someone who was there, a British and a Russian player came to blows and the crowd booed the referee. The Glasgow match, someone else informs me, was simply a free-for-all from the start.2 And then there was the controversy, typical of our nationalistic age, about the composition of the Arsenal team. Was it really an all-England team, as claimed by the Russians, or merely a league team, as claimed by the British? And did the Dynamos end their tour abruptly in order to avoid playing an all-England team? As usual, everyone answers these questions according to his political predilections. Not quite everyone, however. I noted with interest, as an instance of the vicious passions that football provokes, that the sporting correspondent of the Russophile News Chronicle took the anti-Russian line and maintained that Arsenal was not an all-England team. No doubt the controversy will continue to echo for years in the footnotes of history books. Meanwhile the result of the Dynamos’ tour, in so far as it has had any result, will have been to create fresh animosity on both sides.

And how could it be otherwise? I am always amazed when I hear people saying that sport creates goodwill between the nations, and that if only the common peoples of the world could meet one another at football or cricket, they would have no inclination to meet on the battlefield. Even if one didn’t know from concrete examples (the 1936 Olympic Games, for instance) that international sporting contests lead to orgies of hatred, one could deduce it from general principles.

Nearly all the sports practised nowadays are competitive. You play to win, and the game has little meaning unless you do your utmost to win. On the village green, where you pick up sides and no feeling of local patriotism is involved, it is possible to play simply for the fun and the exercise: but as soon as the question of prestige arises, as soon as you feel that you and some larger unit will be disgraced if you lose, the most savage combative instincts are aroused. Anyone who has played even in a school football match knows this. At the international level sport is frankly mimic warfare. But the significant thing is not the behaviour of the players but the attitude of the spectators: and, behind the spectators, of the nations who work themselves into furies over these absurd contests, and seriously believe—at any rate for short periods—that running, jumping and kicking a ball are tests of national virtue.

Even a leisurely game like cricket, demanding grace rather than strength, can cause much ill-will, as we saw in the controversy over body-line bowling and over the rough tactics of the Australian team that visited England in 1921. Football, a game in which everyone gets hurt and every nation has its own style of play which seems unfair to foreigners, is far worse. Worst of all is boxing. One of the most horrible sights in the world is a fight between white and coloured boxers before a mixed audience. But a boxing audience is always disgusting, and the behaviour of the women, in particular, is such that the Army, I believe, does not allow them to attend its contests. At any rate, two or three years ago, when Home Guards and regular troops were holding a boxing tournament, I was placed on guard at the door of the hall, with orders to keep the women out.

In England, the obsession with sport is bad enough, but even fiercer passions are aroused in young countries where games-playing and nationalism are both recent developments. In countries like India or Burma, it is necessary at football matches to have strong cordons of police to keep the crowd from invading the field. In Burma, I have seen the supporters of one side break through the police and disable the goalkeeper of the opposing side at a critical moment. The first big football match that was played in Spain, about fifteen years ago, led to an uncontrollable riot. As soon as strong feelings of rivalry are aroused, the notion of playing the game according to the rules always vanishes. People want to see one side on top and the other side humiliated, and they forget that victory gained through cheating or through the intervention of the crowd is meaningless. Even when the spectators don’t intervene physically, they try to influence the game by cheering their own side and “rattling” opposing players with boos and insults. Serious sport has nothing to do with fair play. It is bound up with hatred, jealousy, boastfulness, disregard of all rules and sadistic pleasure in witnessing violence: in other words it is war minus the shooting.

Instead of blah-blahing about the clean, healthy rivalry of the football field and the great part played by the Olympic Games in bringing the nations together, it is more useful to inquire how and why this modern cult of sport arose. Most of the games we now play are of ancient origin, but sport does not seem to have been taken very seriously between Roman times and the Nineteenth century. Even in the English public schools the games cult did not start till the later part of the last century. Dr. Arnold, generally regarded as the founder of the modern public school, looked on games as simply a waste of time. Then, chiefly in England and the United States, games were built up into a heavily-financed activity, capable of attracting vast crowds and rousing savage passions, and the infection spread from country to country. It is the most violently combative sports, football and boxing, that have spread the widest. There cannot be much doubt that the whole thing is bound up with the rise of nationalism—that is, with the lunatic modern habit of identifying oneself with large power units and seeing everything in terms of competitive prestige. Also, organised games are more likely to flourish in urban communities where the average human being lives a sedentary or at least a confined life, and does not get much opportunity for creative labour. In a rustic community a boy or young man works off a good deal of his surplus energy by walking, swimming, snowballing, climbing trees, riding horses, and by various sports involving cruelty to animals, such as fishing, cock-fighting and ferreting for rats. In a big town one must indulge in group activities if one wants an outlet for one’s physical strength or for one’s sadistic impulses. Games are taken seriously in London and New York, and they were taken seriously in Rome and Byzantium: in the Middle Ages they were played, and probably played with much physical brutality, but they were not mixed up with politics nor a cause of group hatreds.

If you wanted to add to the vast fund of ill-will existing in the world at this moment, you could hardly do it better than by a series of football matches between Jews and Arabs, Germans and Czechs, Indians and British, Russians and Poles, and Italians and Jugoslavs, each match to be watched by a mixed audience of 100,000 spectators. I do not, of course, suggest that sport is one of the main causes of international rivalry; big-scale sport is itself, I think, merely another effect of the causes that have produced nationalism. Still, you do make things worse by sending forth a team of eleven men, labelled as national champions, to do battle against some rival team, and allowing it to be felt on all sides that whichever nation is defeated will “lose face”.

I hope, therefore, that we shan’t follow up the visit of the Dynamos by sending a British team to the U.S.S.R. If we must do so, then let us send a second-rate team which is sure to be beaten and cannot be claimed to represent Britain as a whole. There are quite enough real causes of trouble already, and we need not add to them by encouraging young men to kick each other on the shins amid the roars of infuriated spectators.

[Fee: £3.3.0; 7.12.45]


Orwell’s essay prompted considerable correspondence in Tribune. In the issue for 28 December, E. S. Fayers wrote:


George Orwell is always interesting. But he does write some bilge. Of course, he can’t help that. Like the rest of us, a journalist cannot know everything, and that means he must constantly write about things from the outside. It would take more space than I shall get to deal in general with the picture of “The Sporting Spirit” as delineated by “G.O.” I will say only that it is like a jig-saw puzzle pushed at one corner.

It is obvious from the article that George has never played football for the love of it3—and nobody, except perhaps a few schoolboys and professionals, ever plays for any other reason. Let me assure George that football does not consist of two young men kicking one another’s shins. Nor do the knocks and bruises of a hard game rouse passions of hatred or a vicious desire to atomise some distant fellow-creature. If you have not played and loved football, you are no more competent to talk about it than you are about musical composition if you are ignorant of music and that’s all that need be said.

As to the spectators, with the greatest possible diffidence I suggest that George is in danger of falling into the error of intellectual contempt for the “mob.” These football crowds, if only he got among them, he would find are not great ignorant mobs of sadistic morons. They are a pretty good mixture of just ordinary men. A little puzzled, a little anxious, steady, sceptical, humorous, knowledgeable, having a little fun, hoping for a bit of excitement, and definitely getting quite a lot of enjoyment out of that glorious king of games—football. I’m sorry for George. He’s missed a lot of fun in life.



In Tribune for 4 January 1946, J. A. Mills wrote:


From George Orwell’s article on the tour of the Russian football team in your issue dated December 14, it appears that not only does he have his statements regarding the games concerned on secondhand information, but also that his experience of sport in general is limited. A few games of football in which he himself took part might help to convince him that Atlantic Charters, U.N.O.’s, and what have you, do not and cannot by themselves create the spirit that is necessary if man is to co-operate with men of other countries and creeds.

International sports, even in their present commercially prostituted form, are a potential source of vast streams of good-will, provided they are not polluted by ill-informed outpourings of politicians and intellectuals. Orwell’s informant on the “Dynamo” games might also have told him that the cheers of the vast crowds that gathered to witness them were given impartially to their own teams and to the Russians—often, indeed, to the latter’s advantage, while the players engaged in the “miniature warfare” were no less sporting and no rougher than those to be found on the village-green games praised by Mr. Orwell.



Tribune for 18 January 1946 had two letters on the subject:


The letter from E. S. Fayers seems to have dealt rather superficially with Orwell’s article on “The Sporting Spirit” (Tribune, 14.12.45). Quite a lot of evidence piles up in favour of Orwell’s view, as well as support from competent psychologists and sociologists.

Dr. W. A. Brend, in his book Foundations of Human Conflict (A Study in Group Psychology) deals at length with the competitiveness in games and sports generally. He refers to the “encouragement of sport in which the competitive element predominates,” and in schools “of the keen desire of the teams to triumph over each other,” p. 31. “In the larger world, interest in sport has been sedulously fostered. Organisations have been formed to govern the different sports; newspapers devote much of their space to recording the results of matches; football clubs pay large sums to secure the services of the best players, and masses of people identify themselves with one or other of the teams, wear their colours, travel long distances, and are elated or chagrined according to the fortunes of their champion. Real bitterness may be aroused; fights may occur between the rival teams, referees may be attacked and crowds may show their hostility by ‘barracking.’

The very use of the word ‘beat’ in an athletic contest is notable. The original meaning of the words ‘to beat’ is ‘to strike repeatedly,’ yet the word is now applied to actions from which in theory all elements of deliberate hurting have been excluded. The exceptional meaning attached to the word ‘good’ in the phrase ‘a good sportsman’ is also significant. These words do not connote one who excels at a particular sport—he may indeed be quite the reverse—but one who can be relied upon not to adopt illegitimate methods to win a game, and who will accept defeat without showing resentment, i.e., will keep under control the real hostility he is assumed to possess.”

Playing the game to win, and not for its own sake, is the dominating motive in sport today, as any accurate observation will reveal. As Brend continues, “When we see how strongly the group spirit can be canalised into maintaining a competitive activity in a matter of so little intrinsic importance as sport, we shall have no difficulty in realising the part it may be made to play in the hands of skilful men in arousing the emotions of patriotism, national aggression and religious or other antagonisms.”

Thos. Wm. Brown

I wish to thank George Orwell for his article on “The Sporting Spirit,” the most intelligently written on the subject I have read. Such a reply as that of E. S. Fayers was altogether too obvious and to be expected. The fallacy, that one who has not played and enjoyed football is incompetent to talk about it, should not require exposition. Football as an exercise, or simply a game, is all right for those who enjoy trying to manœuvre a leather enclosed sphere of air between two posts against the efforts of people trying to do the same thing in the opposite direction, but the type of interest and spirit which George Orwell wrote about are indeed to be deplored. For an illustration, I recommend to friend Fayers a visit to Glasgow and a study of the relations existing in general between the respective supporters of Rangers and Celtic.4

Re the patronising remark that George has missed a lot of fun in life, this is pointless, as George may say the same of Fayers, in other respects. It is an elementary fact in psychology that behaviour is the result of instincts basically the same but differently developed and modified in every individual. Football provides an outlet for those with well developed or little modified instincts of self-assertiveness and aggressiveness; in other words, for the less civilised!

J. M.



Finally, on 25 January 1946, E. S. Fayers was allowed to reply:


I plead guilty, of course, Mr. Brown. Yet I stated very clearly in my letter that in the space available no answer was possible to the broad contentions of George Orwell’s article; with which, indeed, in some superficial respects, I agree. I wished merely to say something in defence of football and football “fans.” Despite strong temptation I again refrain from tackling the larger issue. No adequate reply is possible in a short letter.

A word to “J. M.” Orwell is well able to take care of himself and it is absurd to regard myself as patronising him. He scourged football players and spectators pretty energetically and his humour will not turn sour at a gentle gibe from the scourgees. I have not the good fortune to be a psychologist. And, sticking to my last, I am very sure I am not competent to pronounce upon the findings of psychologists nor upon the satisfactions enjoyed by them in the pursuit of their interest. But it does sometimes seem that the devotees of the various schools of psychology carry on their disharmonies with almost the exacerbation of football fans. This leads me to the confident hope that in time psychology will add as much to the richness of living as football itself has. In the meantime it seems already to have enabled friend “J. M.” to decide what one had thought, until now, to be in some doubt—who is and isn’t civilised.








2819. ‘In Defence of English Cooking’

Evening Standard, 15 December 1945

We have heard a good deal of talk in recent years about the desirability of attracting foreign tourists to this country. It is well known that England’s two worst faults, from a foreign visitor’s point of view, are the gloom of our Sundays and the difficulty of buying a drink.

Both of those are due to fanatical minorities who will need a lot of quelling, including extensive legislation. But there is one point on which public opinion could bring about a rapid change for the better: I mean cooking.

It is commonly said, even by the English themselves, that English cooking is the worst in the world. It is supposed to be not merely incompetent, but also imitative, and I even read quite recently, in a book by a French writer, the remark: “The best English cooking is, of course, simply French cooking.”

Now that is simply not true. As anyone who has lived long abroad will know, there is a whole host of delicacies which it is quite impossible to obtain outside the English-speaking countries. No doubt the list could be added to, but here are some of the things that I myself have sought for in foreign countries and failed to find.

First of all, kippers, Yorkshire pudding, Devonshire cream, muffins and crumpets. Then a list of puddings that would be interminable if I gave it in full: I will pick out for special mention Christmas pudding, treacle tart and apple dumplings. Then an almost equally long list of cakes: for instance, dark plum cake (such as you used to get at Buszard’s before the war), shortbread and saffron buns. Also innumerable kinds of biscuit, which exist, of course, elsewhere, but are generally admitted to be better and crisper in England.

Then there are the various ways of cooking potatoes that are peculiar to our own country. Where else do you see potatoes roasted under the joint, which is far and away the best way of cooking them? Or the delicious potato cakes that you get in the north of England? And it is far better to cook new potatoes in the English way—that is, boiled with mint then served with a little melted butter or margarine—than to fry them, as is done in most countries.

Then there are the various sauces peculiar to England. For instance, bread sauce, horseradish sauce, mint sauce, and apple sauce, not to mention red currant jelly, which is excellent with mutton as well as with hare, and various kinds of sweet pickle, which we seem to have in greater profusion than most countries.

What else? Outside these islands I have never seen a haggis, except one that came out of a tin, nor Dublin prawns, nor Oxford marmalade, nor several other kinds of jam (marrow jam and bramble jelly, for instance), nor sausages of quite the same kind as ours.

Then there are the English cheeses. There are not many of them, but I fancy that Stilton is the best cheese of its type in the world, with Wensleydale not far behind. English apples are also outstandingly good, particularly the Cox’s Orange Pippin.

And finally, I would like to put in a word for English bread. All bread is good, from the enormous Jewish loaves flavoured with caraway seeds to the Russian rye bread which is the colour of black treacle. Still, if there is anything quite as good as the soft part of the crust from an English cottage loaf (how soon shall we be seeing cottage loaves again?), I do not know of it.

No doubt some of the things I have named above could be obtained in continental Europe, just as it is possible in London to obtain vodka or bird’s nest soup. But they are all native to our shores, and over huge areas they are literally unheard of.

South of, say, Brussels, I do not imagine that you would succeed in getting hold of a suet pudding. In French there is not even a word that exactly translates “suet.” The French, also, never use mint in cookery, and do not use black currants except as the basis of a drink.

It will be seen that we have no cause to be ashamed of our cookery, so far as originality goes, or so far as the ingredients go. And yet, it must be admitted that there is a serious snag from the foreign visitor’s point of view. This is, that you practically don’t find good English cooking outside a private house. If you want, say, a good, rich slice of Yorkshire pudding, you are more likely to get it in the poorest English home than in a restaurant, which is where the visitor necessarily eats most of his meals.

It is a fact that restaurants which are distinctively English, and which also sell good food, are very hard to find. Pubs, as a rule, sell no food at all, other than potato crisps and tasteless sandwiches. The expensive restaurants and hotels almost all imitate French cookery and write their menus in French, while if you want a good cheap meal you gravitate naturally towards a Greek, Italian or Chinese restaurant.

We are not likely to succeed in attracting tourists while England is thought of as a country of bad food and unintelligible by-laws. At present one cannot do much about it, but sooner or later rationing will come to an end, and then will be the moment for our cookery to revive. It is not a law of nature that every restaurant in England should be either foreign or bad, and the first step towards an improvement will be a less long-suffering attitude in the British public itself.

[Fee: £20.0.0; 13.12.45]


Reprinted in SEAC, 9 March 1946, under the heading ‘Bird’s Nest Soup? George Orwell Speaks Up For Our English Delicacies.’ Compare Orwell’s unpublished booklet on ‘British Cookery’ (see 2954), which may have been commissioned as a result of the publication of this essay.






2820. Review of Science and the Creative Arts by William Bowyer Honey

The Observer, 16 December 1945

During the last few years a number of writers have attempted, in no case very satisfactorily, to bring about a reconciliation between the scientist and the artist. The controversy is obscured by all kinds of jealousies and misunderstandings, and vitiated from the start by the fact that modern men can neither stop worshipping Science nor imagine a genuinely scientific civilisation. Mr. Honey attacks the problem from several angles, but, though he says some useful things incidentally, he appears to contradict himself, and ends up with what is almost a surrender to the scientific attitude which he starts out by attacking.

The first and longest essay in the book is devoted to showing that human nature contains a large irrational streak with which Science is not competent to deal. The very existence of Art, especially the most “useless” arts, poetry and music, proves this. Art serves no discoverable biological purpose, it cannot be satisfactorily related to the struggle for survival, and, above all, works of art cannot be produced synthetically. It is easy enough to explain away the artistic impulse in Freudian or Marxian terms, but this brings us no nearer to understanding the difference between a good work of art and a bad one. The difference is perceived, as it were, instinctively, and the only practical test that can be applied is that of survival. In other words, aesthetic feeling is extra-logical, and the failure of the scientist to explain or control it weakens his claim to be a legislator for mankind. Most people who are capable of being moved by poetry, music, or the plastic arts would agree with this, though it is a pity that this essay should be written largely “at” Dr. C. H. Waddington,1 who can hardly be accused of scientific arrogance or philistinism.

The second essay is entitled “Science and Ethics,” and here Mr. Honey is on much more shaky ground. Ethical values, he says, are as irrational as aesthetic ones, and cannot be explained as the product of the evolutionary process:


Energy may be rewarded, like intelligence and the power of planning, but (the other moral virtues) are positive handicaps in the struggle for existence. Nature puts a premium on treachery and cunning, not on trustworthiness or fair dealing; on aggressive and possessive self-assertion, not unselfishness, compassion, and love for our fellow-men; on predatory competitiveness and a ruthless destruction of our rivals, not tolerance and disinterested service. If Science is to say that it cannot accept any standard of value not discoverable in nature and the process of evolutionary advance, then these must be the values in question.



It is very doubtful whether this is true. Even in the animal world, the gregarious and peaceful creatures are usually the most successful. The sheep will outlive the wolf. Among human beings, almost every quality looked on as “good” is a quality tending to make it possible for men to live together in communities: or else it is a relic of some earlier attitude which was once supposed to have a utilitarian purpose, such as warding off the vengeance of jealous gods. In this section of the book Mr. Honey does not make out a satisfactory case, and he is inclined to overplay the duality of matter and spirit.

The final essay is called “Science and the Arts in a new social order,” and the words “new social order” bring with them their usual implication. We are to have a planned, rationalised world with no wastage, no exploitation, no disorder, no poverty, no gross inequalities—in short, the sort of world that we all want and may even get if the atom bombs do not blow us to pieces first. But at the same time “the State is not to be an end in itself,” and there is to be the most complete freedom of thought so long as it does not issue in open rebellion.

It is perhaps rather hopeful to expect that intellectual liberty will exist in a highly-organised society: but, what is more to the point, in this context, is that the artistic impulse must suffer, or at least must change, if the machine triumphs as completely as Mr. Honey wants it to do. He is rightly contemptuous of those who idealise the past, but he does not seem to see that, by destroying the creative element in ordinary labour, the machine has altered the status of the artist. In a fully mechanised age, art must either cease to be an individual activity, or it must finally sever its connection with usefulness. Presumably the machine has come to stay, and presumably Art in some form will survive. The question is how it will survive, and it is just there, where the real problem begins, that Mr. Honey stops. The outlook implied in this final essay is not easy to reconcile with that of the first one. This is an inconclusive book, and in places none too readable, but it raises some good talking points.

[Fee: £10.0.0; 13.12.45]




2821. W. J. Turner to Orwell

19 December 1945


W. J. Turner, editor of ‘Britain in Pictures,’ wrote to Orwell from the offices of The Spectator to say that he had waited in vain for Orwell on that day for their lunch appointment at Vaiani Desio, 8 Charlotte St., London, W1 (listed as a café, rather than a restaurant, in Kelly’s Directory). He suggested they make another appointment, after Christmas.






2822. Review of Cellar, a play in three acts, by William Russell

Manchester Evening News, 20 December 1945

Just recently rather a large number of plays have been published in book form. For example, Edward Sackville-West’s radio play, “The Rescue”; a not very successful little fantasy by Arthur Koestler, entitled “Twilight Bar”; and a more workmanlike piece, “The Banbury Nose,” by Peter Ustinov, which has already appeared on the stage. “Huis Clos,” a powerful play by Jean-Paul Sartre,1 one of the small handful of French writers who have made a reputation for themselves during the war years, was also published recently in this country in French, and will probably appear in an English version before long.

It is a curious fact that plays, although primarily written for the stage, are often at least as readable in book form as the average novel. Bernard Shaw used to publish his plays in book form with such elaborate stage directions as practically to turn them into novels. Sir James Barrie, with “The Admirable Crichton,” did the same.

It is questionable whether this is necessary or desirable. The stage directions in a Shaw play inevitably contain a great deal that cannot be brought out by the actors, and the effect after reading the book is often the feeling that something has been left out. It is probably better to publish a play in the form in which it would be used by the producer.

William Russell may be remembered as the author of “Robert Cain,” a rather unusual novel published about a year ago,2 and dealing with the colour problem in the Southern States of America. In his present play the colour theme is again important, though not completely dominant. There are only five characters, and all the action occurs in the same place, the cellar of an empty house where five men are hiding from the police. They have just made their escape in a gaol mutiny, and they are waiting for an accomplice who is supposedly coming with a truck to carry them to safety, but who never turns up.

In breaking out of the gaol one of the men has killed a warder, and another, Johnson, a negro, has been seriously wounded. He has a bullet in his side and is suffering tortures of thirst as well as pain. A point is finally reached when it becomes clear that if help is not brought for Johnson he will die.

By this time the characters of the various men have become clear. One of them, Ted, is an ordinary gangster. Another, Archie, a bank clerk, is by nature gentle and thoughtful. Another, Sidney, the one who has been responsible for the death of the warder, is merely a scoundrel and loafer.

There is also a young boy, Leslie, who is capable of developing according to the influences he meets with; and there is the wounded man, Johnson, who is a southern negro, and pathetically conscious that people like himself are not regarded as full human beings.

The central action of the play is a struggle between Ted and Archie. Ted, contemptuous of “niggers,” as he calls them, would simply let Johnson die. It would also be impossible for the fugitives to fetch help without betraying their whereabouts.

Sidney, of course, sides with Ted. Leslie at first sides with Archie but is later won over by Ted. The governing fact is that Archie, the only one of the gang who is capable of a decent impulse, is also a coward.

When dawn comes on the morning of the third day Johnson is seen to be lying dead in a corner of the cellar. The four survivors crawl out through the grating to escape as best they can. They have sacrificed Johnson’s life without gaining more than a very slender advantage.

The implication—again not definitely stated—is that all of them, even Archie, would have been willing to take a risk for Johnson’s sake if he had not happened to be a negro. Archie’s last reflection is that though we may escape from physical prisons we all continue to be the prisoners of our temperament and upbringing.

This play has weak spots, but it is decidedly readable and a good deal more mature than “Robert Cain.” The Unity Theatre or some similar organisation might well give it a trial.

[Fee: £8.8.0; 19.12.45]




2823. Nonsense Poetry: The Lear Omnibus edited by R. L. Megroz

Tribune, 21 December 1945

In many languages, it is said, there is no nonsense poetry, and there is not a great deal of it even in English. The bulk of it is in nursery rhymes and scraps of folk poetry, some of which may not have been strictly nonsensical at the start, but have become so because their original application has been forgotten. For example, the rhyme about Margery Daw:


See-saw, Margery Daw,

Dobbin shall have a new master

He shall have but a penny a day

Because he can’t go any faster.

Or the other version that I learned in Oxfordshire as a little boy:

See-saw, Margery Daw.

Sold her bed and lay upon straw.

Wasn’t she a silly slut

To sell her bed and lie upon dirt?



It may be that there was once a real person called Margery Daw, and perhaps there was even a Dobbin who somehow came into the story. When Shakespeare makes Edgar in King Lear quote “Pillicock sat on Pillicock hill,” and similar fragments, he is uttering nonsense, but no doubt these fragments come from forgotten ballads in which they once had a meaning. The typical scrap of folk poetry which one quotes almost unconsciously is not exactly nonsense but a sort of musical comment on some recurring event, such as “One a penny, two a penny, Hot-Cross buns,” or “Polly put the kettle on, we’ll all have tea.” Some of these seemingly frivolous rhymes actually express a deeply pessimistic view of life, the churchyard wisdom of the peasant. For instance:


Solomon Grundy,

Born on Monday,

Christened on Tuesday,

Married on Wednesday,

Took ill on Thursday,

Worse on Friday,

Died on Saturday.

Buried on Sunday,

And that was the end of Solomon Grundy



which is a gloomy story, but remarkably similar to yours or mine.

Until Surrealism made a deliberate raid on the Unconscious, poetry that aimed at being nonsense, apart from the meaningless refrains of songs, does not seem to have been common. This gives a special position to Edward Lear, whose nonsense rhymes have just been edited by Mr. R. L. Megroz, who was also responsible for the Penguin edition a year or two before the war. Lear was one of the first writers to deal in pure fantasy, with imaginary countries and made-up words, without any satirical purpose. His poems are not all of them equally nonsensical; some of them get their effect by a perversion of logic, but they are all alike in that their underlying feeling is sad and not bitter. They express a kind of amiable lunacy, a natural sympathy with whatever is weak and absurd. Lear could fairly be called the originator of the Limerick, though verses in almost the same metrical form are to be found in earlier writers, and what is sometimes considered a weakness in his Limericks—that is, the fact that the rhyme is the same in the first and last lines—is part of their charm. The very slight change increases the impression of ineffectuality, which might be spoiled if there were some striking surprise. For example:


There was a young lady of Portugal,

Whose ideas were excessively nautical;

She climbed up a tree

To examine the sea,

But declared she would never leave Portugal.



It is significant that almost no Limericks since Lear’s have been both printable and funny enough to seem worth quoting. But he is really seen at his best in certain longer poems, such as “The Owl and the Pussy-cat” or “The Courtship of the Yonghy-Bonghy-Bo”:


On the Coast of Coromandel,

Where the early pumpkins blow,

In the middle of the woods

Lived the Yonghy-Bonghy-Bo.

Two old chairs, and half a candle—

One old jug1 without a handle—

These were all his worldly goods:

In the middle of the woods,

These were all the worldly goods,

Of the Yonghy-Bonghy-Bo,

Of the Yonghy-Bonghy-Bo.



Later there appears a lady with some white Dorking hens, and an inconclusive love affair follows. Mr. Megroz thinks, plausibly enough, that this may refer to some incident in Lear’s own life. He never married, and it is easy to guess that there was something seriously wrong in his sex life. A psychiatrist could no doubt find all kinds of significances in his drawings and in the recurrence of certain made-up words such as “runcible.” His health was bad, and as he was the youngest of twenty-one children in a poor family, he must have known anxiety and hardship in very early life. It is clear that he was unhappy and by nature solitary, in spite of having good friends.

Aldous Huxley, in praising Lear’s fantasies as a sort of assertion of freedom, has pointed out that the “They” of the Limericks represents commonsense, legality and the duller virtues generally. “They” are the realists, the practical men, the sober citizens in bowler hats who are always anxious to stop you doing anything worth doing. For instance:


There was an Old Man of Whitehaven,

Who danced a quadrille with a raven:

But they said, “It’s absurd

To encourage this bird!”

So they smashed that Old Man of Whitehaven.



To smash somebody just for dancing a quadrille with a raven is exactly the kind of thing that “They” would do. Herbert Read has also praised Lear, and is inclined to prefer his verse to that of Lewis Carroll, as being purer fantasy. For myself, I must say that I find Lear funniest when he is least arbitrary and when a touch of burlesque or perverted logic makes its appearance. When he gives his fancy free play, as in his imaginary names, or in things like “Three Receipts for Domestic Cookery,” he can be silly and tiresome. “The Pobble who has no Toes” is haunted by the ghost of logic, and I think it is the element of sense in it that makes it funny. The Pobble, it may be remembered, went fishing in the Bristol Channel—


And all the sailors and Admirals cried,

When they saw him nearing the further side—

“He has gone to fish, for his Aunt Jobiska’s

Runcible Cat with crimson whiskers!”



The thing that is funny here is the burlesque touch, the Admirals. What is arbitrary—the word “runcible,” and the cat’s crimson whiskers—is merely rather embarrassing. While the Pobble was in the water some unidentified creatures came and ate his toes off, and when he got home his aunt remarked—


“It’s a fact the whole world knows,

That Pobbles are happier without their toes,”



which once again is funny because it has a meaning, and one might even say a political significance. For the whole theory of authoritarian government is summed up in the statement that Pobbles were happier without their toes. So also with the well-known Limerick:


There was an Old Person of Basing,

Whose presence of mind was amazing;

He purchased a steed,

Which he rode at full speed,

And escaped from the people of Basing.



It is not quite arbitary. The funniness is in the gentle implied criticism of the people of Basing, who once again are “They,” the respectable ones, the right-thinking, art-hating majority.

The writer closest to Lear among his contemporaries was Lewis Carroll, who, however, was less essentially fantastic—and, in my opinion funnier. Since then, as Mr. Megroz points out in his Introduction, Lear’s influence has been considerable, but it is hard to believe that it has been altogether good. The silly whimsiness of present-day children’s books could perhaps be partly traced back to him. At any rate, the idea of deliberately setting out to write nonsense, though it came off in Lear’s case, is a doubtful one. Probably the best nonsense poetry is produced gradually and accidentally, by communities rather than by individuals. As a comic draughtsman, on the other hand, Lear’s influence must have been beneficial. James Thurber, for instance, must surely owe something to Lear, directly or indirectly. With large numbers of Lear’s own illustrations, and an informative Introduction, this book should make a first-rate Christmas present.

[Fee: £3.3.0; 14.12.45]


Reprinted in an abridged form in The Literary Digest, Autumn 1948, this review was preceded by this note: ‘The lively author of “Animal Farm” makes a Commonsense assessment of a Master of Nonsense finding that if “the sober citizens in bowler hats” had not invaded the Coromandel Coast they at least had reached Whitehaven.’ Orwell gave permission for this reprinting in a letter to the editor, John Gawsworth, 2 June 1947; see 3234.






2824. Olaf Stapledon to Orwell

21 December 1945

Olaf Stapledon’s1 letter praising Animal Farm has a postscript which shows how Orwell came to write to G. H. Bantock (see 2825); it also enables that letter to be approximately dated.

Dear George Orwell,

I have just read Animal Farm, and feel I must say how much I enjoyed it. Every page is delightful. The social satire is devastating, and the animal characters stick in the memory. I don’t myself believe that Russia is as bad as all that, but there’s that side to Russia, and of course a corresponding element here in this country.

Congratulations!

Yours sincerely

Olaf Stapledon

By the way, a friend of mine, G. H. Bantock,2 is doing a biography of L. H. Myers,3 You knew Leo fairly well, I think. I forget whether Bantock has been in touch with you already, but I am sure you could help him by telling him how you reacted to Leo. I knew Leo well, and greatly admired him.




2825. To G. H. Bantock

Late 1945–early 1946 Typewritten


These extracts are from a letter Orwell wrote to G. H. Bantock (1914–), who was then doing research for his L. H. Myers: A Critical Study, published in 1956.



I was staying with him when war broke out. He spoke with the utmost bitterness of the British ruling class and said that he considered that many of them were actually treacherous in their attitude towards Germany. He said, speaking from his knowledge of them, that the rich were in general very class-conscious and well aware that their interests coincided with the interests of the rich in other countries, and that consequently they had no patriotism—“not even their kind of patriotism,” he added. He made an exception of Winston Churchill ….

… I didn’t see Leo very frequently during the war. I was in London and he was generally in the country. The last time I saw him was at John Morris’s flat.1 We got into the usual argument about Russia and totalitarianism, Morris taking my side. I said something about freedom and Leo, who had got up to get some more whisky, said almost vehemently, “I don’t believe in freedom.” (NB. I think his exact words were “I don’t believe in liberty.”) I said, “All progress comes through heretics,” and Leo promptly agreed with me. It struck me then, not for the first time, that there was a contradiction in his ideas which he had not resolved. His instincts were those of a Liberal but he felt it his duty to support the USSR and therefore to repudiate Liberalism. I think part of his uncertainty was due to his having inherited a large income. Undoubtedly in a way he was ashamed of this. He lived fairly simply and gave his money away with both hands, but he could not help feeling that he was a person who enjoyed unjustified privileges. I think he felt that because of this he had no right to criticise Russia. Russia was the only country where private ownership had been abolished, and any hostile criticism might be prompted by an unconscious desire to protect his own possessions. This may be a wrong diagnosis, but that is the impression I derived. It was certainly not natural for such a sweet-natured and open-minded man to approve of a regime where freedom of thought was suppressed.2




2826. Negotiations for the U.S. Edition of Animal Farm


Frank Morley, of Harcourt, Brace and Company, Inc., met Fredric Warburg on 21 December 1945 with Leonard Moore, Orwell’s agent. On the following day, Morley wrote to Warburg setting out the terms for the book rights for Animal Farm in the USA: an advance of £100 against a straight 10% royalty on the understanding that Harcourt, Brace’s publication would be sold at not more than $2.00. It was assumed by Morley that Warburg would ‘wish to control Canada,’ though Harcourt, Brace would be glad to have that market. He did ask that if Animal Farm were chosen by a recognised book club—‘an off-chance’—the club should have the ‘right of entry into Canada for their edition.’ He asked for copies of Animal Farm to secure United States copyright and concluded: ‘As you know I have been very much interested in Orwell’s work and I want to launch him properly in America. Animal Farm seems to provide that opportunity. But my interest extends beyond that. Whether we ring the bell or not with this book, I want to have the chance at future ones. I understand about Scribner & the critical essays°; but I shall hope to prove that we are the right firm for at any rate the bulk of Orwell’s future work.’

Warburg acknowledged Morley’s letter on 27 December 1945 and said he had put the Harcourt, Brace offer to Christy & Moore. He was sending to New York three copies of Animal Farm together with a selection of the best reviews and some promotional material. Warburg’s letter of the same day to Leonard Moore is also extant. This conveys the terms and repeats the last paragraph of Morley’s letter (quoted here). Moore acknowledged Warburg’s letter on 31 December 1945. He thought the proposals for the entry to the Canadian market seemed confused, especially in the matter of copyright. He also pointed out that Critical Essays would be published by Reynal & Hitchcock, not Scribner’s, and that they would have an option on Orwell’s next work.

Animal Farm was published very successfully in the United States, particularly in the Book-of-the-Month Club edition. The Harcourt, Brace edition came out on 26 August 1946. Some copies of the Book-of-the-Month Club edition were made available for members in Canada. The Canadian publisher, Saunders, also distributed some copies of the Secker & Warburg edition, and then printed its own edition of 2,000 copies in November 1946. When it sold out, in September 1947, instead of reprinting its own edition, some 1,500 copies of the Book-of-the-Month Club edition were purchased for sale in Canada. By April 1953 that stock had not been exhausted, according to Willison.






2827. ‘Banish This Uniform’

Evening Standard, 22 December 1945

A few weeks ago I received a dinner invitation (it was for some kind of public function) marked with the words “Informal Dress.”

At a time like the present, when “informal” would be a very polite term for such clothes as most of us have left, these words might seem superfluous; but what they really meant, of course, was, “You don’t have to wear a dinner jacket.”

Already, therefore, there are people who need to be told this—even, perhaps, people who would actually welcome the chance of buckling themselves into boiled shirts again. It is easy to foresee that I shall soon get another invitation marked “Evening Dress Optional,” and then it will only be a short step before the dreary black-and-white uniform will be just as compulsory at theatres, dances and expensive restaurants as it was seven years ago.

At this moment no one—no man, that is to say—would buy himself a complete evening outfit. Without bootleg clothing coupons, it would be impossible to do so. But not all the pre-war “dress” suits have been devoured by moths or cut down into two-piece suits for ladies, and some of them are beginning to emerge from their obscurity again.

This is the moment, therefore, to decide once and for all whether evening dress for men is to revive, and if so, in what form.

In principle, evening clothes are a civilised institution. To change into special garments before going to a friend’s house, or to some kind of recreation, freshens you up and cuts the evening off from the working part of the day.

But evening clothes, as they existed before the war, were only satisfactory from the feminine point of view. A woman chooses an evening dress with the object of beautifying herself, and, if possible, of being different from other women. She can do this with comparative cheapness, so that for many years past female evening dress extended to nearly every social level.

For men, on the other hand, evening clothes have always been a nuisance and even their devotees have valued them chiefly for snobbish reasons.

To begin with, men’s evening clothes are fantastically expensive. To buy yourself the complete outfit—tails, dinner jacket, black overcoat, patent-leather shoes and all—would have cost £50 at the least, even at pre-war prices.

And because these clothes were expensive, and were also supposedly uniform, they were hedged round with all kinds of petty conventions, which you could only disregard at the price of being made to feel uncomfortable. To wear a white waistcoat with a dinner jacket or a soft shirt with tails, to have two studs in your shirt-front when other people were wearing only one, even to have too broad or too narrow a stripe of braid down your trouser-leg was enough to make you into an outcast.

Even the correct tying of an evening tie needed years of practice before one could master it. The whole thing was a snobbish ritual which terrified the inexperienced and repelled anyone of democratic outlook.

Secondly, men’s evening clothes are far from comfortable. A boiled shirt is a misery, and for dancing one could hardly have a less suitable neckwear than a high, stiff collar which becomes a sodden rag half-way through the evening.

And lastly, these clothes are quite unnecessarily ugly. They are all in black and white, a colour scheme which only suits an ash blond or an exceptionally dark negro. But it must be admitted that the green or purple dinner jackets in which a few bold spirits sometimes made their appearance were not much better. The change of colour could not do away with the ugly lines which are common to most of the clothes worn by modern men.

Our clothes are ugly, and have been so for nearly a hundred years, because they are a mere arrangement of cylinders and do not either follow the lines of the body or make use of the flow of draperies. The least ugly clothes are usually those that are functionally designed, such as a boiler suit or a reasonably well-fitting battledress.

Could we not, then, evolve a style of evening dress which it would be a pleasure to put on, and which at the same time would have no snobbish implications?

It is no use saying “Let everyone wear what he chooses.” Men in order to feel comfortable have to feel that they are not strikingly different from other men. Our imaginary evening dress would have to be truly national, like battledress, which is practically the same for all ranks from general to private. Secondly, it would have to be cheap. Thirdly, it would have to be comfortable—that is to say, definitely more comfortable, more suited to relaxation, than the clothes worn in the daytime.

And finally it would have to be decorative, which is not in the least incompatible with cheapness, as one can see in any Eastern country, where the poorest peasant is a pleasanter object to look at, so far as his clothes go, than the most expensively-dressed European.

If we are ever to escape by conscious effort from the ugliness of modern masculine attire, now—when existing stocks are near rock bottom—is surely the time to do it. But if we can’t design a new and agreeable form of evening dress at least let us see to it that the old one, with its vulgarity, its expensiveness and its attendant misery of hunting for lost collar studs under the chest of drawers, does not come back.

[Fee: £20.0.0; 20.12.45]


On 28 December 1945, the Evening Standard published a letter from Francis G. Bennett, M.A., in which he said: ‘Evening dress need not be uncomfortable, and is certainly the reverse of ugly. I don’t know who George Orwell is, but, to my mind, he is lacking in knowledge of the things that count. His article will meet with the ridicule it deserves.’






2828. Payment for Second Rights to ‘Grandeur et décadence du roman policier anglais’

28 December 1945


Against 28 December 1945 in his Payments Book (see 2831) Orwell recorded a payment of £3.3.0 for ‘Second Rights’ from the Ministry of Information for reprinting his essay from Fontaine, ‘Grandeur et décadence du roman policier anglais;’ 2357. The second appearance of this essay has not been traced despite an exhaustive search through Ministry of Information foreign periodicals. It may have been for a Russian translation. In an annotated handwritten list of his articles, probably prepared about mid-1947 to early 1948 (see 3323), Orwell noted against this article, ‘Russian translation.’






2829. ‘Old George’s Almanac1 by Crystal-Gazer Orwell’

Tribune, 28 December 1945

Some weeks ago Tribune accepted an advertisement from Lyndoe, the world-famous astrologer. The advertisement was for Lyndoe’s book of forecasts for 1946. It struck me at the time that it would be interesting at the end of the year to go through the book and test Lyndoe’s predictions against the reality: and, if I should be spared until that date, I intend to do so. But it seems fairer all round to utter my own prophecies for the coming year at the same time. They will not be so comforting nor, probably, so detailed as Lyndoe’s, but here they are for what they are worth:—

International Relations. The conference of Foreign Ministers now proceeding in Moscow will be a flop, leading only to high-sounding statements and an all-round increase of ill-will. Thereafter the international situation will continue to deteriorate, though with a few deceptive intervals when things seem to improve. The governing facts will be that no one intends to surrender sovereignty and no one is yet ready for another war, and the general tendency will always be towards “zones of influence” and away from co-operation. After much delay, work will be half-heartedly started on the building of the United Nations Organisation, but no one will believe that the U.N.O. is actually going to amount to anything. As the year goes on there will be more and more tendency for the U.S.A. and the U.S.S.R. to do a deal at the expense of Britain, the general terms of the bargain being American non-interference in Europe and the Middle East in return for Russian non-interference in China and Japan. Nevertheless the armaments race between Russia and America will continue without a check. There will be violent diplomatic battles over such strategic points as the Kiel Canal, Tangier, the Suez Canal and Formosa, but in each case the real control of the disputed area will remain with the power that happens to be nearest. The Dardanelles will pass under Russian control. Trieste will be declared an international port and later (probably not in 1946) annexed by Italy or Yugoslavia.

The Atomic Bomb. The Americans will continue to guard the secret, and the clamour for its revelation will continue. If at any moment it appears that some scientist or body of scientists is about to spill the beans, the cry will then be that the secret must be revealed only to the U.S.S.R. and not to the world at large. Towards the end of the year there will be strong rumours that the Russians have the bomb already. There will then be other rumours to the effect that the real subject of dispute is not the bomb itself but a rocket capable of carrying it several thousand miles. Attempts to apply atomic energy to industry will get nowhere, but the piling-up of bombs will continue. Professor Joad and others will sign manifestoes demanding that the bomb be put under international control, and many pamphlets will be published pointing out that atomic energy, properly used, could be “a boon to mankind.” Unsuccessful efforts will be made to persuade the Government to dig shelters 500 feet deep. In all countries the general public will gradually lose interest in the subject.

And here are my forecasts for individual countries, or such of them as I have space for:—

The U.S.A. For some months an all-round orgy of spending, followed by a sudden economic crisis and huge-scale unemployment, complicated by over-rapid demobilisation. Growth of a formidable fascist movement, probably under military leadership, and, parallel with and hostile to this, growth of a Negro fascist movement, affiliated to kindred movements in Asia. All-round increase in anti-British feeling, which will be the one point on which all American factions will be in agreement. Increase—simultaneously and in the same people—in isolationism and in imperialist sentiment.

The U.S.S.R. Continued mobilisation and armaments production on a huge scale, with resulting privation for the people at large. Starvation and homelessness throughout the devastated areas. Serious trouble with military deserters and returned prisoners, large numbers of whom will end by being deported to Siberia. Increase in Pan-Slav feeling, and, simultaneously with this, a reversion to more revolutionary slogans for export purposes. Publication of new decrees guaranteeing freedom of speech and of the press. Continued exclusion of foreign observers, other than stooges.

Britain. No improvement in the conditions of daily life. Growing discontent over continuation of controls, slowness of demobilisation, and shortage of houses. Slight increase in antisemitism, growth of anti-American feeling, gradual waning of pro-Russian feeling. Renewed stew about the birth-rate, leading to proposals—neither of which will be carried out—to subsidise maternity heavily and to encourage immigration from Europe. Chronic coal shortage, numerous unofficial strikes, and savage battles, unintelligible to the ordinary man, over the reconversion of industry. Towards the end of the year the Opposition will begin to gain ground in by-elections, but there will be no come-back by the Conservatives. Instead there will appear a small but fairly active fascist movement, manned largely by ex-officers, and there will be symptoms of a serious split in the Labour Party.

Germany. Stagnation enlivened by banditry. At some time in the year the Allies will decide that Germany is a liability and begin a drive to restore the industrial plant which they have previously dismantled. The Czechs will also re-admit some of the Germans whom they have expelled. A powerful Resistance movement will grow up, led at first by ex-Nazis but drawing into it former anti-Nazis of every colour. By the end of the year the majority of Germans will look back on the Nazi regime with regret. There will be renewed rumours that Hitler is alive.

France. Slow economic recovery, intellectual stagnation. Growth in the power of the Catholics as against the other factions. Increasing estrangement between Socialists and Communists. All-round growth of xenophobia. The one great political issue will be the question of the Western Bloc, but the forces will be so perfectly balanced that no decision will be reached.

India. One deadlock after another. Rioting, civil disobedience, derailment of trains, assassination of prominent Europeans, but no large-scale revolt. Sporadic fighting in Burma which will be attributed to dacoits and bands of uncaptured Japanese. Famine or near-famine conditions in South India, Malaya and parts of the Indonesian Archipelago. Appearance all over Asia of fascist movements proclaiming the racial superiority of the coloured peoples. Within a few months Nehru will announce that the Labour Party is worse than the Conservative Party.

I could go on, but space is running out. Gazing into my crystal, I see trouble in China, Greece, Palestine, Iraq, Egypt, Abyssinia, Argentina and a few dozen other places. I see civil wars, bomb outrages, public executions, famines, epidemics and religious revivals. An exhaustive search for something cheerful reveals that there will be a slight improvement in the regimes of Spain and Portugal and that things will not go too badly in a few countries too small or remote to be worth conquering.

Messages for the New Year are supposed to sound a note of uplift and encouragement, and it may be objected that my forecasts are unduly gloomy. But are they? I fancy it will turn out that I have been over-optimistic rather than the contrary. And to those who just can’t face the future without a cheer-up message to aid them, I present this consideration: that even if everything I have predicted comes to pass—yes, and a lot of other horrors that I didn’t get round to mentioning—1946 will still be appreciably better than the last six years.

[Fee: £3.3.0; 20.12.45]




2830. Dwight Macdonald to Orwell

31 December 1945


Macdonald wrote to congratulate Orwell on Animal Farm, which he thought ‘absolutely superb,’ and to comment on his essay ‘Revenge Is Sour’ (see 2786). In Animal Farm, Macdonald wrote, ‘The transposition of the Russian experience into farm equivalents is done with perfect taste and skill, so that what might have been simply a witty burlesque becomes something more—really a tragedy. The pathos of the Russian degeneration comes out more strongly in your fairy tale than in anything I’ve read in a long time. The ending is not a letdown, as I should have thought it would have had to be, but is instead one more triumph of inventiveness. Congratulations on a beautifully done piece of writing.’

He thought 200 to 300 copies might be sold to readers of Politics, ‘perhaps more—depends on the price.’ He asked Orwell to inquire of Secker & Warburg the terms for the sale of 200 copies. ‘I want,’ he wrote, ‘to do what I can to help distribute the book.’






Appendix

2831. Orwell’s Payments Book

July 1943 to December 1945


Orwell kept a record of the articles he submitted and of royalties due; when payment was received, he noted this. He also gave the approximate number of words of the articles and books listed. Although this served as a record of what he had written and what payments he was due, the chief purpose of this log was to enable Orwell and his accountants, Harrison, Son, Hill & Co (see 2901), to complete his tax returns. That this is so is clearly shown by the omission from the total of amounts received in May and June 1945 from The Observer, from which tax had been deducted at source (see note following 25.5.45). (The basic rate of tax in 1943 until October 1945 was 50%; it was then reduced to 45%.)

The Payments Book measures 17.2 by 10.7 cm; the pages are feint-ruled, ten squares to the square inch. The book was originally Eileen’s, for it contains two pages (see last page here) recording items received in the Censorship Department in Whitehall, where she worked from shortly after the start of the war until about April 1941—dates ironically and coincidentally bounded by Orwell’s two brushes with censorship. The first, early in August 1939, was when detectives called at The Stores and took away ‘forbidden books’ from Obelisk Press, in Paris (Shelden, 345–47; U.S.: 316–17) and the censorship on 21 April 1941 of his second letter to Partisan Review (see 787, n. 1 and Shelden, 365–66; U.S.: 334–35). On the cover Orwell wrote ‘ ARTICLES’ and the right-hand pages were ruled by him in the manner reproduced here. On the facing, verso, pages he added explanatory notes; these have been taken into the text, as indicated by the asterisks and the figure one that he used. The entries are written in variously coloured inks—blue-black, greenish-blue, royal blue—and some in pencil. At the foot of each page Orwell totalled, rather inaccurately, the amounts received and, on all but the first page, the number of words written. Editorial additions, notes, and corrections to Orwell’s figures are in square brackets. Six longer notes, follow the transcription of the Payments Book. When giving dates in 1945, Orwell included the year—e.g. 3.1.45; the ‘45’ has been omitted here. Some of his entries are slightly out of chronological order.

The record is not complete. For example, the cheque for the first royalty for Talking to India (see 2368) is not recorded, nor is whatever payment he received from Commentary (see 2777). The Payments Book does not list Orwell’s salary as literary editor of Tribune (which, presumably, included the writing of his column, ‘As I Please’); tax was presumably deducted at source.

Collation of the dates in the Payments Book and dates of publication of articles and reviews for Tribune, The Observer, and the Manchester Evening News indicates that the dates in the Payments Book were those when such items were completed. A check against correspondence indicates that dates against royalties and other payments were those on which payment was received. Internal evidence shows that Orwell later added the amounts paid him for items submitted.

This is the only Payments Book to have survived; Mrs. Sonia Orwell, with the help of Orwell’s accountants, failed to trace others in the early sixties. Orwell may not have kept an income-tax record of his freelance writing before July 1943, perhaps because he wrote less frequently for newspapers and journals when earning an income from the BBC which attracted high tax; note his use of ‘earlier’ in the 1943 date column. He certainly kept such a log in 1946, as his notes ‘See book for 1946’ and ‘See 18.4.46’ (written in a different ink, presumably the one he was using in April 1946) demonstrate. Of course, it would have been sensible of him to keep such an account, and the books may well have been passed to his accountants and not been returned, having served their prime purpose.

Apart from enabling a number of Orwell’s articles to be traced (for example, ‘Can Socialists be Happy?’, written under the name John Freeman, see 2397) and giving an indication of his free-lance earnings, the Payments Book offers a number of pointers about Orwell. It can be seen that his willingness to contribute a carefully thought-out article was not dictated by the size of his fee. It is noticeable how many important articles were written for very modest fees, among them the London Letters for Partisan Review, ‘Catastrophic Gradualism,’ ‘You and the Atom Bomb,’ and ‘Good Bad Books.’ It is clear that Orwell was anxious (notwithstanding his arithmetical errors) to make an accurate return to the Inland Revenue for tax purposes. Some articles were apparently rejected, and at 28.12.45 there is a curious break in the sequence of articles for the Evening Standard. It also looks as if Orwell was negotiating with George Weidenfeld to contribute to his new journal, Contact (see 2815, n. 1).

The first four columns of the transcript printed here reproduce Orwell’s manuscript with, for readers’ convenience, his facing-page notes included in the columns. The fifth and sixth columns are editorial additions. These give the item numbers of each entry and brief details—authors’ names, short titles, references—to assist in identification of what is reviewed or written about. When several books are discussed in the same review, the topic is given.

SUMMARY OF WORD COUNTS AND RECEIPTS:

[image: image]

Word counts do not include the 59 ‘As I Please’ columns written in this period; these amounted to some 80,000 words. A further 5,400 words were excluded from the totals (see n. 2 below). The poem (2409) is not counted. Including Animal Farm (as did Orwell), this brings the number of words written, according to Orwell’s calculations, to some 330,000.

Payments do not include the first royalty (of an undisclosed amount) for Talking to India (2368), nor the fees for which tax was deducted at source totalling £100 before tax was deducted. No fee is recorded for the article published by Commentary (2777).



 

ARTICLES etc
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[Register of Items Received, Censorship Department, Whitehall]
31 August 1940–6 September 1940

These tables, in Eileen’s handwriting, occupy pages 40 verso and 41 recto of the notebook used by Orwell to record payments received by him from 12 July 1943 to 31 December 1945.
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Notes

1945

2597. Review of Der Führer by Conrad Heiden

1. Victor Gollancz, Ltd.

2. For a brief account of this forgery, see 2416, n. 2.

3. Alfred Rosenberg (1893–1946), born in Estonia; his Der Mythus des 20 Jahrhunderts (The Myth of the Twentieth Century) (1930), served as a quasi-scientific basis for Hitler’s racial policy. He was hanged following conviction at Nuremberg as a war criminal.

4. The Dawes Plan was devised in 1924 by a commission headed by Charles Gates Dawes (1865–1961), American lawyer, financier, statesman, who was the first director of the U.S. Bureau of the Budget, 1921. The plan sought to reduce the amount of reparations payable by Germany following her defeat in World War I and attempted to stabilize the country’s finances. Dawes, later, was U.S. Vice-President, 1925–29, Ambassador to Great Britain, 1929–32, and co-recipient, with Sir Austen Chamberlain, of the Nobel Peace Prize, 1925.

5. The New Economic Policy introduced by Lenin in March 1921 following the Tenth Congress of the Bolshevik Party. It was designed to restore levels of production by allowing some private business to develop. Though opposed by hard-line Communists, it proved effective, and by 1927 production in the Soviet Union had reached the level achieved in 1913. The policy came to an end under Stalin in 1929.

6. Ernst Roehm (1887–1934), leader of the Nazi ‘Brownshirts’ (SA), was executed, along with more than eighty others, by Himmler’s ‘Blackshirts’ (SS) during the weekend 29 June–2 July 1934 (‘The Night of the Long Knives’).

7. Houston Stewart Chamberlain (1855–1927), British political philosopher and racial ideologist, exemplified by his Foundations of the Nineteenth Century (1899). In the summer of 1923—before Hitler’s attempted putsch in Munich, November 1923—Hitler visited Wahnfried, the home of the Wagner family in Bayreuth. Alan Bullock writes of this occasion that Hitler ‘impressed Winnifried Wagner and captivated the aged Houston Stewart Chamberlain, who had married one of Wagner’s daughters and who wrote to him afterwards: “My faith in the Germans had never wavered for a moment, but my hope, I must own, had sunk to a low ebb. At one stroke you have transformed the state of my soul”’ (Hitler: A Study in Tyranny, revised edition, 1962); the passage quoted by Bullock is from Konrad Heiden, Der Führer (1944, 198).

2598. ‘Books and the People: A New Year Message’

1. For Daniel George, see 2561, n. 1.

2. Boots the Chemists, and W. H. Smith, newspaper and magazine retailers and stationers. Both then ran large-scale subscription lending libraries.

3. Jacques Doriot (1898–1945) was originally a Communist but, having been expelled from the party in 1934 as a Trotskyist, drifted to the extreme right. He founded the Parti Populaire Français and collaborated with the German occupying powers during World War II. He was killed in Germany when his car was strafed by a plane. See also 662, n. 4.

2599. ‘As I Please,’ 53

1. Publication of the Quarterly Review began with the February 1809 issue.

2. The marks representing an ellipsis are in the original; nothing has been cut from this reprinting.

3. For Orwell’s effort in attempting to have Burmese words pronounced correctly at the BBC, see his letter to M. Myat Tun, 10 April 1942, 1097, which has a list of names with suggested pronunciations.

4. The History of the Fairchild Family: or The Child’s Manual, being a collection of stories calculated to show the importance and effects of a religious education, Mrs. Mary Sherwood (1775–1851), (3 vols., 1818–47). She also wrote The History of Henry Milner (4 vols., 1822–37), and Little Henry and His Bearer Boosy (1832) for children, as well as many other books. Orwell asked Brenda Salkeld whether she had read The Fairchild Family when recommending books to her in his letter of Sunday, [September 1932]; see 142.

2600. To Miss Sunday Wilshin

1. Sunday Wilshin (so named because she was born on a Sunday—26 February 1905) made her stage debut at ten, and from then on had a continuous stage and film career; she first appeared on the New York stage in 1926. She joined the BBC, as an actress, in 1938, and later worked as a producer. W. Macqueen-Pope, discussing Charlot’s Show of 1926, in which she appeared, described her as ‘one of the beauties of the period’ (The Footlights Flickered, 1959, 162). In Remembering Orwell, she describes her meetings with him at the BBC. He had, she said, ‘many ideas for programmes, and he could write scripts, but when it came to actually being in the studio, he needed someone to guide his hand.’ He had, for example, no understanding of the use of effects (125–26).

2601. Review of Authorship (Careers Books No. 2) by L. A. G. Strong

1. Reprinted, unabridged, in Synopsis, vol. 6, no. 1, Spring 1945.

2603. ‘As I Please,’ 54

1. By John Swain, first published in 1931 and often reprinted.

2. For Mihailović, see 1579, n. 2 and 2721, n. 1.

3. Not positively identified, but Orwell may have in mind John Langdon Davies (sometimes hyphenated; 1897–1971; MBE), a journalist who earned Orwell’s contempt for his reporting of the Barcelona uprising in 1937, in particular his reports to the News Chronicle that this was ‘A Trotskyist Revolt’ by the POUM; see 519, News Chronicle, May 10, and n. 16. He published Behind the Spanish Barricades (1937) and in 1940 reported on the Soviet attack on Finland and wrote Finland: The First Total War (1940; in U.S. as Invasion in the Snow, Boston, 1941). He was Commandant of the South-Eastern Army Fieldcraft School, 1941–44, and in that time wrote several books on Home Guard training.

4. Edward Hulton (1906–88; Kt., 1957), lawyer and magazine editor of liberal views; see 2852, n. 1.

2604. Review of The Unquiet Grave: A Word Cycle by Palinurus

1. Palinurus was the pilot of Aeneas’s ship in the Aeneid (Books V and VI), and his name was taken by Cyril Connolly as his nom de plume.

2. Aristippus, a pupil of Socrates, regarded pleasure as the only absolute good in life, but because some pleasures caused pain, it was essential to be selective in pursuing pleasure.

3. ‘It is usual to speak of the Fascist objective as the “beehive state”, which does a grave injustice to bees,’ The Road to Wigan Pier, CW, V, 200 (and see 194).

4. Properly the V-1 (see 2501, n. 1), but possibly used loosely by Orwell for the V-2; see 2553, headnote and also, for example, 2608, paragraph 3.

2605. ‘As I Please,’ 55

1. Self-Help by Samuel Smiles (1812–1904) was published in 1859 and was given subtitles such as ‘with illustrations of character and conduct’ and ‘with illustrations of conduct and perseverance,’ perseverance being a word dear to Smiles’s heart and suggested to him by the engineer George Stephenson (whose life he wrote). Smiles himself thought the title ‘unfortunate.’ In a preface to the 1866 edition he said he wished to make it plain that he did not aim to promote selfishness: ‘the duty of helping one’s self in the highest sense involves the helping of one’s neighbours.’ The book was enormously successful (and often misrepresented). By 1953 it had gone through seventy-one impressions, and in 1958 Asa Briggs wrote a long introduction to a centenary edition.

2. Edgar Wallace (1875–1932) had been manager of Wyndham’s Theatre, Charing Cross Road, London; his The Ringer was presented there in 1926.

2605A. To Lydia Jackson

1. Mikhail Zoshchenko (1895–1958) was a popular Soviet satirical writer. Martin Seymour-Smith compares him to Swift (Guide to Modern World Literature, 1061) and it might have been this characteristic that Lydia Jackson thought would appeal to Orwell. She, presumably, had translated the story from Russian. The story was not published in Tribune.

2. The letter is annotated (in Lydia Jackson’s hand), ‘@ Tribune, Monday, Tuesday & Friday.’ There is no further correspondence between Orwell and Lydia Jackson concerning Tribune.

2607. To Leonard Moore

1. This volume of essays was first mentioned by Orwell in correspondence on 9 January 1944; see 2403. It was published as Critical Essays by Secker & Warburg on 14 February 1946 and as Dickens, Dali & Others: Studies in Popular Culture by Reynal & Hitchcock, New York, on 29 April 1946. Orwell noted in his Payments Book for 1 February 1945, ‘S. & Warburg Book (45,000)*’ with no sum recorded in payment and the asterisk explained by ‘Not to be published till autumn 1945 or spring 1946.’

2608. Review of The Natural Order: Essays on the Return to Husbandry, edited by H. J. Massingham

1. creature ] creative in Manchester Evening News

2. L. F. Easterbrook broadcast under Orwell’s aegis at the BBC; see 1241, n. 1.

3. nationalism ] nationalisation in Manchester Evening News

4. The very short paragraphs of this review and of some others published by the Manchester Evening News (e.g. 2615 and 2632) are not typical of Orwell; they may be a sub-editor’s work. See Orwell’s remark that very short paragraphs ‘insult the reader’, 2463.

2609. ‘As I Please,’ 56

1. For a later comment by Orwell on the Russian/Polish and the British/Greek relationships, see his unpublished letter to Tribune, 26[?] June 1945, 2685.

2. H. Victor Raikes (1901–1986); Kt., 1953), barrister, first elected to Parliament in 1931, served in the RAF during the war and was elected for Wavertree, Liverpool in 1945, and, when that constituency disappeared under redistribution, for Garston, 1950–57. By 1957 he had become an Independent Conservative.

3. The Teheran Conference, 28 Nov–1 Dec 1943, was attended by Churchill, Roosevelt, and Stalin in order to co-ordinate the Allied landings in France and a renewed Soviet offensive against Germany. It failed to agree on the post-war government of Poland.

4. On 18 January 1945, a Soviet-backed puppet government of Poland was installed in Lublin under President Boleslaw Bierut. Its first actions were to demand the rounding-up of what it called irresponsible members of the Home Army and those following the London Polish government in exile. It condemned General Bor-Komorowski, who had led the Warsaw uprising, and maintained that that rising was ‘provocative’ and the surrender of those who had fought the Germans against desperate odds had actually aided the Germans. The purge of all non-Communists followed.

5. Katharine Stewart-Murray, Duchess of Atholl (1874–1960), devoted her life to public service, becoming the second woman, and first Conservative, to hold ministerial office. Orwell reviewed her Searchlight on Spain (1938) twice; see 466 and 469. For fuller biographical details, see 466, n. 1. See also 2795.

6. The idea that ‘infer’ used to mean ‘imply’ (rather than to reason one thing from another) attracts this comment in the Revised OED: ‘This use is widely considered to be incorrect, esp. with a person as the subject,’ but it goes on to cite examples of such usage, with a person as subject, from the seventeenth century.

7. Note Orwell’s use of ‘contact’ in his letter to Roger Senhouse, 28 February 1945, 2628.

8. Douglas Goldring, novelist, critic, and travel writer; see 2412, n. 4; 2541, n. 4 and 3732 where he is included in Orwell’s list of crypto-Communists and fellow-travellers.

2610. Review of Visions and Memories by H. W. Nevinson

1. Filippo Tommaso Marinetti (1876–1944), Italian poet, dramatist, and author of ‘The Futurist Manifesto,’ published in Paris, 20 February 1909, and, in 1912, of ‘The Technical Manifesto of Futurist Literature.’ He advocated scientific modernity, technology and the machine, and was an early supporter of Mussolini (see his Futurismo e Fascismo, 1924). He supported fascism until his death.

2612. Review of Shanghai Harvest by Rhodes Farmer; Fountains in the Sand by Norman Douglas

1. Orwell’s article was illustrated by a photograph of a Chinese soldier captioned, ‘No longer ragged, badly armed, and no match for the Japanese, the 1945 Chinese soldier, like this warrior, has automatic weapons, first-class training and a fighting man’s equipment’.

2613. ‘As I Please,’ 57

1. Major-General Sir Ernest Dunlop Swinton (1868–1951), Professor of Military History, Fellow of All Souls College, Oxford. In addition to his stories, he wrote and translated a number of military histories. As Ole (Old) Luk-Oie he published The Green Curve (1909) and The Great Tab Dope (1915).

2. Ironically, the twentieth-century use of ‘Hun’ derives from a speech by Kaiser Wilhelm II to German troops sailing for China in 1900. Kipling is cited by the OED as referring to the ‘shameless Hun’ in The Times, 22 December 1902. Kipling’s poem, ‘For all we have and are’ (1914), has as its fourth line, ‘The Hun is at the gate!’

3. ‘1964 class’ is presumably a reference to Richard, Orwell’s adopted son, then nine months old, who would be twenty in 1964, the age of a graduating class.

4. This section includes several ideas developed in Nineteen Eighty-Four.

2614. On Orwell’s behalf to W. J. Strachan

1. The poem was printed, and on 1 August, Strachan wrote to ask why he had not been paid. John Peck, literary editor, replied on 3 August to apologise: ‘I am afraid it was the departure of George Orwell that was responsible for your not having had a cheque for your poem. Not that it was his fault—I simply did not know what arrangement he had made with you for payment and whether any third person entered into this.’ He arranged to send Strachan one guinea (£1.1.0). For Strachan, see 2456, n. 1.

2615. Review of Independent People by Halldor° Laxness, translated from the Icelandic by Anderson Thompson

1. Halldór Laxness (pseudonym of Halldór Kiljan Gudjónsson; 1902–) was awarded the Nobel Prize for Literature in 1955. Independent People was published in Icelandic in 1934–35 and in an English translation in 1945.

2616. ‘As I Please,’ 58

1. ‘Benefit of Clergy: Some Notes on Salvador Dali’ was intended for The Saturday Book, No. 5; see 2481, headnote.

2. All these worn-out metaphors except ‘cross swords with’ and the alternative spelling ‘plain/ plane’ in the next paragraph but one appear on the first page of Orwell’s notes for ‘Politics and the English Language,’ see 2816. For ‘creates a world of its own’ see the penultimate paragraph of 2615.

2618. To Kay Dick

1. Kay Dick (1915–) wrote under the names Edward Lane (see n. 2 below) and Jeremy Scott. Under the former, By the Lake (1949) and The Uncertain Element: An Anthology of Fantastic Conceptions (1950) were published; under the latter, The Mandrake Root: An Anthology of Fantastic Tales (1946).

2. ‘In Defence of P. G. Wodehouse,’ published in The Windmill, No. 2, [July] 1945; see 2624. The Windmill was edited by Reginald Moore and Edward Lane (Kay Dick). Twelve numbers were published, 1944–48.

2619. To Leonard Moore

1. Victor Gollancz (1893–1967; Kt., 1965) had published seven of Orwell’s books, including his first, between 1933 and 1940. See 132, n. 1. He rejected Homage to Catalonia and Animal Farm on political grounds.

2. As war correspondent for The Observer and the Manchester Evening News.

3. Publishers of the literary magazine, The Dial, 1840–1944. Contributors in its later years included T. S. Eliot, Pablo Picasso, Ezra Pound, and William Carlos Williams.

2620. To The Royal Literary Fund

1. For Paul Potts (1911–1990), see 1971, n. 1. The British Library Catalogue does not record any prose book by Paul Potts published in Orwell’s lifetime. His Instead of a Sonnet (8 + 45 pages) was published in 1944 by Editions Poetry as Ballad Book No. 2.

2621. To Roger Senhouse

1. Of Animal Farm.

2. Fredric Warburg, of Secker & Warburg, was then ill.

2623. ‘As I Please,’ 59

1. L. S. (Leo) Amery (1875–1955), Conservative Party politician, was particularly associated in office with British colonies and dominions: Colonial Secretary, 1924–29; Dominions Secretary, 1925–29; Secretary of State for India and for Burma, 1940–45. He had supported Italy in its attack on Abyssinia, 1935, and denounced the League of Nations. After the failure of the Norwegian campaign in 1940, he was among those who opposed Chamberlain, concluding a speech against him with Cromwell’s words addressed to the Rump of the Long Parliament in April 1653: ‘Depart, I say, and let us have done with you. In the name of God, go!’

2. Richard Boston’s Picture of Osbert Lancaster (1989) does not have an index entry for Beachcomber and there seems to be no reference in the text. Boston records that Lancaster returned to England in 1946 after spending eighteen months in Greece, so it is unlikely that the gossip Orwell had heard was correct.

2624. ‘In Defence of P. G. Wodehouse’

1. they captured … things, ] one of their captures was W

2. P. G. Wodehouse (1881–1975), author, dramatist, and lyricist. Although best remembered for his outstanding series of humorous novels (of which those featuring Jeeves are probably the best examples of his fantasy, language, wit, and story construction), he also had considerable success in the theatre on both sides of the Atlantic, collaborating with, among others, Jerome Kern and Ira and George Gershwin, and wrote scripts for some two dozen films. Oxford University awarded him a D. Litt. in 1939. A year later, when France was overrun by the Germans, he was interned. In the summer of 1941 he gave an interview in Berlin for the CBS network to be broadcast to the United States (then neutral), and recorded five talks which were broadcast to the United States and to Britain (see n. 4 below). He was immediately vilified in Britain as a traitor. As Iain Sproat explains in Wodehouse at War (1981), the campaign was led by the Ministry of Information under Duff Cooper against the advice of the Governors of the BBC. Duff Cooper overruled them and insisted that a vitriolic attack be broadcast by the popular journalist William Connor, ‘Cassandra’ of the Daily Mirror (105). It is now remarkable that the content of these broadcasts should have caused such anger, though, given the circumstances in which Britain was then placed, it is not surprising that Wodehouse’s motives were suspect. A full analysis, with the MI5 (secret service) report of 28 September 1944, which ‘found no acceptable evidence of Wodehouse’s guilt,’ is given in Wodehouse at War (12). When Orwell wrote his essay, he did not have access to the MI5 report. The texts of the broadcasts were published by Encounter, reprinted in Performing Flea: A Self-Portrait in Letters (Penguin Books, 1961), which also includes details of his time as an internee, ironically titled, ‘Wodehouse in Wonderland,’ and by Sproat. After the war Wodehouse lived in virtual self-exile in the United States, but his work remained very popular, even during the war (Sproat, 28). In 1975, six weeks before he died, he was knighted. For Wodehouse’s immediate and later reactions to Orwell’s defence, see 2625.

3. Wodehouse denied this; see Sproat, 42–43.

4. The BBC provided Major E. J. P. Cussen, the MI5 officer who interrogated Wodehouse, with the details known to them of the broadcasts. The interview with Flannery was broadcast to the United States from Berlin on 27 June 1941, and it was in June that Wodehouse recorded his five talks. The first was broadcast to America on 28 June, repeated to the Far East on 1 July and again to America the next day. Talks two to five were broadcast from 9 July to 6 August 1941. The five talks were broadcast to Britain from 9 to 14 August 1941 (Sproat, 160). Orwell’s uncertainty here is indicative of the general lack of knowledge of precisely what had happened.

5. This postscript … the Führer”. ] not in W

6. In addition … trial as a traitor ] not in W

7. In an interview with a British journalist, Hubert Cole (Illustrated, 7 December 1946), Wodehouse maintained that this statement, which appeared in his interview, was written by Flannery: ‘He wrote the whole script, including the words you mention, and I read them without realising their intention. I did not even notice them at the time’ (Sproat, 58).

fn1 Assignment to Berlin, by Harry W. Flannery. (Michael Joseph, 1942) [Orwell’s footnote].

8. John Amery (1912–1945), right-wing politician and son of Leo Amery, who was a Conservative and patriotic M.P. and Secretary of State for India 1940–45. John Amery, an ardent admirer of Hitler, broadcast from Germany during the war urging British subjects in captivity to fight for Germany against England and Russia, and also made public speeches throughout occupied Europe on behalf of the German regime. He was executed for treason by the British in December 1945.

9. farther ] further W

10. a step up, morally as well as financially. ] a step up. W

11. Ian Hay (John Hay Beith, 1876–1952), novelist and dramatist; see 2552, n. 2. Wodehouse and Hay collaborated on the plays A Damsel in Distress (1928) and Baa, Baa, Black Sheep (1929).

12. consistently ] constantly DD

fn2 P. G. Wodehouse, by John Hayward. (The Saturday Book, 1942) I believe this is the only full-length critical essay on Wodehouse [Orwell’s footnote].

13. like Lloyd George and Bernard Shaw ] set in page proof, 1945, but marked for omission (from a passage not found in Windmill; see no. 14). The excision was probably due to in-house censorship, for fear of libel. Lloyd George, World War I Prime Minister, died in 1945, but George Bernard Shaw did not die until 1950, and until his death a libel action could have been launched. It seems likely that Orwell intended these words to be included, and so they have been restored.

14. eminent publicists … antiwar resolutions ] not in W (and see no. 13)

15. And even an outright Quisling … had done. ] not in W. Examples of interviews with Allied soldiers captured in April 1941 after the failure of the campaign in Greece, with their photographs, can be found in Signal (1940–45), the German propaganda magazine circulated outside Germany. See Hitler’s Wartime Picture Magazine, edited by S. L. Mayer (1976), for examples; and also ‘The Road to Dunkerque: On the Structure of English Society’, by Dr Ernst Lewalter, illustrated with drawings appropriate to a Wodehouse story. (Its pages are not numbered.)

16. Priestley’s 1940 broadcasts … at that time. ] not in W

17. For thirty-five years, successive British governments kept Wodehouse’s file under seal as an ‘official secret.’ This included the M15 interrogation report. The suspicion of Wodehouse’s treachery was allowed to stand unanswered authoritatively (Sproat, 104).

18. When Evelyn Waugh reviewed Critical Essays, he referred to Wodehouse’s ‘pacifist strain.’ This prompted Orwell to look up ‘a rare early book,’ The Gold Bat (1904), where he found passages suggesting that ‘Wodehouse had had some kind of connection with the Liberal Party, about 1908, when it was the anti-militarist party.’ (Orwell has slightly mistaken the date.) He told Waugh in his letter to him of 16 May 1948 (see 3401), ‘I will add a footnote to this effect if I ever reprint the essays.’ Orwell died before the essays were reprinted, so this reference has been added here.

2626. ‘Anti-Semitism in Britain’

1. Orwell’s Payments Book lists this essay as completed on 26 February 1945 and his fee as £30.00. Although published quite shortly afterwards, and so not meriting placement here on the grounds of a delay between completion and publication, it does merit this juxtaposition with the essay in defence of P. G. Wodehouse in that both are concerned with prejudice and ‘unpopular causes.’

2. At Bethnal Green underground station on 3 March 1943, a woman with a small child tripped at the first of a flight of twenty steps as an air-raid siren sounded. Her baby and 177 others were killed in the ensuing crush. The mother survived. No bombs had fallen by then. There was no ‘Jewish dimension’ to this sad accident.

fn1 It is interesting to compare the “Jew joke” with that other standby of the music halls, the “Scotch joke,” which superficially it resembles. Occasionally a story is told (e.g., the Jew and the Scotsman who went into a pub together, and both died of thirst) which puts both races on an equality, but in general the Jew is credited merely with cunning and avarice while the Scotsman is credited with physical hardihood as well. This is seen, for example, in the story of the Jew and the Scotsman who go together to a meeting which has been advertised as free. Unexpectedly there is a collection, and to avoid this the Jew faints and the Scotsman carries him out. Here the Scotsman performs the athletic feat of carrying the other. It would seem vaguely wrong if it were the other way about [Orwell’s footnote].

3. See Tosco Fyvel, George Orwell: A Personal Memoir (1982), 63, 178–82 (and see 2653, n. 1); and David Walton, ‘George Orwell and Antisemitism,’ Patterns of Prejudice, 16 (1982), 19–34.

2627. Inside the Pages in Paris

fn1 Since Mr. Orwell’s dispatch was sent “Combat” has declared that “after so many disillusioning experiences it is up to France to achieve that organisation of liberty which other nations, too, are expecting—and which some expect from us.” [Footnote printed in Manchester Evening News.]

1. León Blum (1872–1950). Socialist politician, was Prime Minister, 1936–37, 1938, and 1946–47. For a succinct recent account of Blum, especially his not seeing what he did not want to see, and his disinclination to take difficult decisions, see Eugen Weber, The Hollow Years: France in the 1930s (1995), 161–63.

2628. To Roger Senhouse

1. The Hotel Scribe, from which this letter was sent, was used to house war correspondents.

2. The letter is date-stamped as being received by Secker & Warburg on 7 March 1945. An annotation indicates that a copy of Homage to Catalonia was sent that same day ‘per Min. of Inf[ormation].’ Malraux had been suggested as an appropriate person to write an introduction to the French edition of Homage to Catalonia (see CW, VII, 251–52). See also Orwell’s correspondence with Yvonne Davet, 13 January and 7 April 1947, 3151 and 3209. In the event, Orwell did not give the copy to Malraux; see 2635. Note the use of ‘contact’ and compare Orwell’s strictures against this verb in ‘As I Please,’ 56; see 2609.

3. Roger Senhouse acknowledged Orwell’s letter on 8 March. He said Edmund Wilson’s name had been added to the free list; that a copy of Homage to Catalonia was being sent via the Ministry of Information; that Warburg was improving and would be back at the end of March; and that he wanted to see Orwell in Paris for a couple of days. There is also a description of a reading by Louis Aragon of three of his poems at Cyril Connolly’s rooms: ‘It was a moving experience, especially to see that old eagle, T. S. Eliot, blinking and occasionally closing his eyes for long periods, and to hear the resonance of a gifted French declamation.’ He found the rhythms more exciting than the content but ‘it was enough to see him in person and to realise through his voice, more closely than before, something of what the Occupation means to the great majority of his countrymen. …’

2629. ‘Poetry and the Microphone’

1. The Army Bureau of Current Affairs organised lectures for servicemen on topical issues, for example, the Welfare State, the Atom Bomb.

2630. Eileen Blair to Leonard Moore

1. Greystone was the house Eileen’s sister-in-law, Gwen O’Shaughnessy, had taken when her children were evacuated from London when the flying-bomb raids began. It was the O’Shaughnessy family home. Eileen, who was in very poor health, had gone to stay there. Richard (born 14 May 1944), went there when the Blairs were bombed out of their flat at 10A Mortimer Crescent in Maida Vale on 28 June 1944. He was looked after by the O’Shaughnessys’ nanny, Joyce Pritchard. Horatio was a Blair family name. The letters written by Orwell to Eileen whilst he was abroad have not been traced.

2631. Occupation’s Effect on French Outlook: Different Political Thinking

1. The taking of revenge by French men and women on their own people after the Occupation was particularly savage. David Pryce-Jones in his Paris in the Third Reich: A History of the German Occupation, 1940–1944 (1981) quotes Robert Aron’s conservative estimate that after the liberation there were between 30,000 and 40,000 summary executions; but Adrien Tixier, the post-war Minister of Justice, stated that there were 105,000 such executions between June 1944 and February 1945 throughout France; the journal Historia (No. 41) records apparently one million arrests, of which 100,000 were in the Paris area, between 21 August and 1 October 1944 (Pryce-Jones, 206). The Germans deported 75,721 Jews from France, though this must be taken as ‘the minimum number’; about one-third were French nationals; about 3,000 survived (144). Pryce-Jones concludes: ‘the number of Frenchmen killed by other Frenchmen, whether through summary execution or rigged tribunals akin to lynch mobs or court-martials° and High Court trials, equaled° or even exceeded the number of those sent to their death by the Germans as hostages, deportees, and slave laborers’ (207). These figures exaggerate and underestimate. Officially, some 10,000 people were ‘executed,’ although Professor M. R. D. Foot has suggested to the editor that that number should be about 20,000. The Mémorial des Martyrs et de la Déportation in Paris commemorates 200,000 French men, women, and children deported to their deaths in Germany.

2633. Clerical Party May Re-emerge in France: Educational Controversy

1. In 1945, 500,000,000 francs was about £2,500,000 or $10,000,000 (there were then approximately four dollars to the pound sterling).

2. William Temple (1881–1944), Archbishop of Canterbury, 1942–44. George Lansbury (1859–1940), leader of the Labour Party, 1931–35. He was a pacifist and resigned the leadership on that issue.

3. Maurice Thorez (1900–1964), leader of the French Communist Party; see 2579, n. 3.

4. Colonel François de la Rocque, a leading figure of the extreme right in France who led the Croix de Feu, an anti-Marxist and anti-capitalist group before the war. It was banned but reconstituted as the Parti Social Français. See Orwell’s Morocco Diary, 511, 10.12.38, and his Diary of Events Leading Up to the War, 562, 6.8.39, Party Politics, 4.

2634. To Mrs. Sally McEwan

1. Sally McEwan was working on Tribune; when Orwell was literary editor, she was his secretary. The opening line of the letter suggests a close relationship.

2. Louis Levy was editor of Libertés.

3. Stefan Schimanski (d. 1950), journalist and editor (for example, of the annual Transformation, with Henry Treece, 1943–47). He and Treece edited Leaves in the Storm: A Book of Diaries (published by Lindsay Drummond, 1947). Orwell’s diaries were not included. In an editorial to World Review (which Schimanski assisted its owner, Edward Hulton, to produce), new series, no. 16, June 1950, in which he published extracts from two of Orwell’s diaries in an issue devoted to Orwell, Schimanski said they had been omitted in 1947 because the time was not propitious. Schimanski was killed when the plane in which he was travelling on an assignment to Korea for Picture Post to cover the war, exploded. See Tom Hopkinson, Of This Our Time (1982), 278–81.

4. This amount (in today’s currency, £12.50) might conveniently be compared with a case reported in the Manchester Evening News alongside Orwell’s review of Independent People by Halldór Laxness on 8 February 1945; see 2615. The article concerned the rights of those who had been called into the armed forces or civil defence units to get their jobs back on demobilisation. An employer had offered a man 35 shillings per week after five years of military service—that being his pay on leaving his firm for war service. An official Reinstatement Committee decided the man must be employed at £4 per week. The knitted suit was equivalent to three weeks’ pay at that rate.

2635. To Roger Senhouse

1. In the margin there is an annotation: ‘p 73 1 5.’ See CW, VIII, 691. 22 and Textual Note on 20.2. Orwell’s letter was received at Secker & Warburg on 3 April 1945. The source of this change is almost certainly Orwell’s meeting in Paris with Joseph Czapski, a survivor of Starobielsk, and of the series of massacres of Polish prisoners carried out by the Russians and associated especially with that at Katyn. See Orwell’s letter to Arthur Koestler, 5 March 1946, 2919, in connection with their attempt to publish an English version of his pamphlet describing his experiences at the hands of the Soviets.

2636. De Gaulle Intends to Keep Indo-China: But French Apathetic on Empire

1. Achille-François Bazaine (1811–1888), Marshal of France, capitulated with his army of 140,000 men at Metz, 27 October 1870, during the Franco-Prussian War. For this he was tried for treason in 1873 and sentenced to degradation and death. The sentence was commuted to twenty years’ imprisonment by the President of France, Marshal MacMahon, who, ironically, had suffered severe defeat at Sedan on 1 September whilst attempting to relieve Metz. Bazaine escaped abroad and died in poverty in Madrid.

2638. Eileen Blair to her husband

1. Greystone was the O’Shaughnessy family home. Joyce Pritchard, the O’Shaughnessys’ nanny, told Ian Angus in a letter of 27 September 1967 that Eileen visited Greystone frequently between July 1944 (when the children were taken there) and March 1945.

2. Laurence (born 13 November 1938) was the son of Gwen and Laurence O’Shaughnessy, both doctors. Eileen was the sister of the elder Laurence, who was familiarly called Eric, derived from his second name, Frederick. He was killed at Dunkirk; see 632, n. 1. Joyce Pritchard (in a letter to Ian Angus, 27 September 1967) said that Eileen typed out a story Laurence dictated to her, dated 2 March 1945, a copy of which she still had.

3. George Kopp, Orwell’s commander in Spain, married Gwen O’Shaughnessy’s half-sister Doreen Hunton, see 359, n. 2 and 1395, n. 1. See Shelden, 298–301 (U. S.: 272–74), for his suppositions regarding Eileen’s relationship with Kopp, and 413–14 (U. S.: 378) for Kopp’s taking Eileen to Kings Cross station. He and Doreen lived a few doors away from the Orwell’s in Cannonbury Square (see 2640), so he had not got far to go to collect the mail, which he failed to forward (see below).

4. Raymond Blackburn was gardener and odd-job man at Greystone.

5. Harry Evers was Eileen’s surgeon.

6. Gwen O’Shaughnessy’s husband; see n. 2.

7. Eileen owned a house, Ravensden, at Harefield, Middlesex; this was let. See her letter of 25 March 1945, 2642, and for a reference to its disposal, 11 January 1946, 2856.

8. Evelyn Anderson, foreign editor of Tribune. She came to England as a refugee, having studied at Frankfurt. Orwell had ‘volunteered Eileen’s help … in correcting her English for a book’ (Crick, 446). This was Hammer or Anvil: The Story of the German Working-Class Movement (Gollancz, 1945), reviewed by Orwell in the Manchester Evening News, 30 August 1945; see 2734.

9. Presumbly Miss Sparrow was a secretary at the Ministry of Food, where Eileen had worked until June 1944.

10. George Mason was a surgeon and one-time colleague of Laurence O‘Shaughnessy.

11. For Inez Holden (1904–1974), author and journalist, see 1326, n. 1. She was at the time working on the Continent as a reporter. ‘Behind the Barbed Wire,’ a report on conditions in which German prisoners-of-war were held by the British, Manchester Evening News, 9 April 1945, by ‘A Special Correspondent,’ was probably by Inez Holden.

12. Hugh (Humphrey) Slater (1906–1958) founded Polemic (which published Orwell) in 1945; see 2314, n. 1. Crick states, ‘He became an intimate friend of Inez Holden,’ making another of several links with Orwell (footnote on 398).

13. Margaret Fletcher (1917—; later Mrs. Nelson) went to Jura with her husband, Robin, when he inherited the Ardlussa Estate, on which stood Barnhill. See Crick, 465–66; and Orwell Remembered for a transcript of an interview she gave the BBC (225–29).

14. See 2543, n. 1 for how Orwell came to be interested in Jura.

15. Garrigill is a village near Alston, Cumbria, about midway between Penrith and Hexham.

16. Catherine Mary, Gwen O’Shaughnessy’s adopted daughter, who was known as Mary until her cousin, Mary Kopp was born, when she took Catherine as her first name. She was also known as ‘Mamie.’

17. Orwell had taken P. G. Wodehouse and his wife to a small restaurant near Les Halles in Paris.

18. Raymond Blackburn, son of Mrs. Blackburn, the housekeeper.

19. Psmith in the City, a novel by P. G. Wodehouse (1910) is discussed in ‘In Defence of P. G. Wodehouse’; see 2624.

20. Oranges were unobtainable for most of the war and fats were severely rationed. A special allowance of concentrated orange juice was made available to children as a Welfare Food.

21. Not identified with certainty, but probably Nell Heaton, a friend of Eileen’s. They met when they worked together at the Ministry of Food. In 1947 Nell Heaton published The Complete Cook, the foreword of which states: ‘I owe a debt of gratitude … to George Orwell and Emily Blair, to whose sympathy and encouragement I owe so much.’ Eileen was known as Emily at the Ministry of Food (Lettice Cooper [see 2640, n. 3] in Remembering Orwell, 130).

22. Ostermilk is a proprietary brand of milk powder for babies.

23. Farex is a proprietary brand of food for newly weaned babies.

24. This may possibly mean attend Court in connection with the final formalities for Richard’s adoption, although Eileen, in her letter to Lettice Cooper, says ‘Richard’s adoption was through’; see 2640. An alternative possibility is the kind of Court Orwell refers to later in 2641.

25. The signature is an indecipherable scrawl.

2640. Eileen Blair to Lettice Cooper

1. The date is given as ‘23.3.45 or thereabouts.’

2. Crick refers to this letter (476), as does Shelden (413–14; U.S.: 378–79).

3. Lettice Cooper (1897–1994), novelist and biographer, worked during the war at the Ministry of Food with Eileen and had just resigned her post there. See 2528A, n. 3.

4. Catherine Mary O’Shaughnessy; see 2638, n. 16.

5. Unidentified, but possibly a grand form of ‘Moggie’ and therefore the blue cat Eileen refers to in her letter of 21 March 1945; see 2638.

6. For Raymond Blackburn, see 2638, ns. 4 and 18.

7. As in the original; nothing has been omitted.

8. ‘Emily’ was the name by which Eileen was known at the Ministry of Food.

2642. Eileen Blair to her husband

1. On 23 March, Operation Plunder, the offensive across the Rhine, began; it may be reports of this that Eileen means.

2. For Eileen’s will, see 2643.

3. After Orwell had also died, it was Avril who took care of Richard, and he was very happy with her. Eileen’s fears proved completely unfounded.

4. Neither has been identified.

5. Nothing has been deleted at either of these points: the stops and dashes are Eileen’s.

6. The journal Windmill, in which ‘In Defence of P. G. Wodehouse’ was to appear; see 2624.

2643. Eileen Blair’s Will

1. The witnesses were the O’Shaughnessy nanny and housekeeper; see 2638, ns. 1 and 4. In the margin of the first of the two pages of the will are Orwell’s signature (as E. A. Blair) and John Bunden’s, a Commissioner for Oaths, made during the application for probate.

2644. Eileen Blair to Mrs. M. P. Cocking

1. By George Kopp; see Shelden, 412–13; U.S.: 377. He lived at 14A Canonbury Square; the Orwells, at 27A.

2. Becky Cocking replied on 27 March. She was sorry that Eileen had been worried, hoped she would have frequent news from her husband, and said that as long as she heard from him before May was out, she would be content.

2645. Eileen Blair to Cyril Connolly

1. Concerning ‘The Cost of Letters’; Orwell’s response was published in Horizon, September 1946; see 3057.

2. Lys Lubbock, ‘the handsome young wife of a struggling actor and schoolteacher’ (Michael Shelden, Friends of Promise, 69). Her marriage was breaking up, and she and Connolly fell in love. She was then twenty-two and Connolly thirty-seven. She lived with him from 1941 until mid-1950, not always on the best of terms. Connolly then married Barbara Skelton his second wife. Lys Lubbock settled in New York, working as an assistant editor for Doubleday. In 1955 she married Sigmund Koch, a psychologist who became a professor at Duke University, in North Carolina (Friends of Promise, especially 222–28). A photograph of her with Sonia Brownell in the Horizon office is reproduced by Crick (plate 27) and Shelden.

2646. Eileen Blair to Leonard Moore

1. Presumably ‘the Animal Farm document’ (a contract?) to which Eileen refers in her letter to her husband of this same day; see 2642.

2648. Notes for My Literary Executor

1. ‘How the Poor Die’ was published in Now, November 1946; see 3104.

2. Orwell’s reluctance to have these two novels reprinted may be explained in part by his recognition of their weaknesses, but may stem much more from their troubled publishing histories, in particular the degree of in-house censorship they suffered. To Orwell, both would seem ‘garbled,’ to use his word for an author’s text which had suffered from editorial interference (see Nineteen Eighty-Four, CW, IX, 44–45). See Textual Notes to these novels in the Complete Works series and also the Note on the Text to each volume in the Penguin Twentieth-Century Classics series, 1989 and 1990 respectively.

3. For the attempt to publish Coming Up for Air in the Albatross Library, see correspondence with Leonard Moore from 4 August 1939, 561; for the Albatross Library, 561, n. 1. For Orwell’s contract, see 566.

4. Kurt Landau is described by Hugh Thomas in The Spanish Civil War as a German Trotskyist (1081) and as an Austrian socialist who, like other international sympathisers of the POUM, died in mysterious circumstances in the months following the murder of Andrés Nin in June 1937 (705–06). In Orwell’s pamphlet collection (now in the British Library) is Le Stalinisme en Espagne by Katia Landau (1937).

5. Orwell’s pamphlet collection was given to the British Museum, with certain other papers; it is now held in the British Library at 1899 ss 1–21, 23–47; there is an index, dated c. 1950 by the British Library at 1899 ss 48. However, the index probably dates from 1946. There is no Box 22. For an earlier, classified, list of 335 pamphlets, made by Orwell, see 3733.

2649. ‘Possibly reprintable fragments’

1. ‘Diary’ is an expansion of what looks very like ‘Dig.’ Orwell’s first London Letter to Partisan Review concluded with ‘a few extracts’ from his diary and this was preceded by comment on air-raids comprising about a paragraph and a half of the whole Letter; see 740. This was, indeed, ‘a fragment.’ What Orwell marked up here and elsewhere is not known. A question mark follows ‘Diary Extract’ but Orwell crossed it out.

2. ‘1945’ refers to the winter at the end of 1944 and beginning of 1945; see 2553.

3. Possibly intended as 1945, but see headnote.

4. All ‘As I Please’ dates are preceded by a tick in blue ink except 4.2.44, 1.8.44, and 12.1.45. For the possible significance of these ticks, see headnote.

5. Incorrectly dated; should be 25.2.44.

6. The second leaf begins with this item, hence repetition of ‘passage marked.’

7. Incorrectly dated; should be 1.9.44.

8. Incorrectly dated; should be 15.9.44.

9. Incorrectly dated; should be 6.10.44.

10. Incorrectly dated; should be 20.10.44.

11. Incorrectly dated; should be 27.10.44. There are no ditto marks here, nor for the last two items.

12. Over the Page; see headnote.

13. ‘A dressed man and a naked man’ was published by The Adelphi in October 1933; see 182. ‘Not the pursuit of knowledge’ was published by Tribune, 21 January 1944, as ‘Memories of the Blitz’; see 2409. ‘A happy vicar I might have been’ was published in The Adelphi, December 1936; see 335.

2650. To Lydia Jackson

1. Lydia Jackson (1899–1983), psychologist, writer and translator (using the pen-name Elisaveta Fen), was born in Russia and came to England in 1925. She met Eileen in 1934 at University College London, and they remained friends. Lydia Jackson was sharing Orwell’s cottage at Wallington with a friend, Patricia Donahue. See 534A.

2. Doreen Kopp lived at 14A Canonbury Square; see Eileen’s letter to Lettice Cooper, 2640. Her baby was a boy, called Quentin.

2651. To Leonard Moore

1. The impression is usually given that Orwell was in Cologne when he heard that Eileen had died. He had certainly been in hospital there at about the time she was admitted to hospital in Newcastle. See Crick, 473, and Shelden, 416; U.S.: 380.

2. Orwell’s letter is annotated to indicate that Moore wrote privately to Orwell on 4 April 1945.

3. There is no record of this payment in Orwell’s Payments Book.

4. The page proofs of the first impression of Critical Essays do not include ‘In Defence of P. G. Wodehouse’ in the list of Contents nor in the note on the verso on sources of the essays. The details are added to the proof in what looks like Senhouse’s hand. See Critical Essays, 14 February 1946, 2898.

2652. To Dwight Macdonald

1. Victor Serge (1889–1947), writer and journalist, Russian by parentage, French by adoption, settled in 1941 in Mexico. For a fuller account, see 1046, n. 7.

2. Herbert Read (1893–1968), poet, critic, and a director of Routledge’s, broadcast to India under Orwell’s aegis; see 1006.

3. ‘fraction’ may be intended; see 2441, n. 4.

2653. Fredric Warburg to Orwell

1. Tosco Fyvel (1907–1985), writer, editor, journalist, and broadcaster, first met Orwell in January 1940 (see 660, n. 1) and they became good friends. They jointly edited the Searchlight Series, of which Orwell’s The Lion and the Unicorn (1941) was the first to be issued. He was literary editor of Tribune and later of the Jewish Chronicle—he lived in Palestine in the late twenties and developed expert knowledge of Jewish-Arab affairs—and was one of those involved in the founding of Encounter. In 1982 he published George Orwell: A Personal Memoir, an affectionate and percipient study. As his obituary in The Times (25 July 1985) put it, ‘Probably, aside from family, Fyvel knew and understood Orwell better than anyone else.’ In his memoir Fyvel says ‘that Eileen’s death was a blow to [Orwell] from which in his personal life he never fully recovered’ (134). See also 3325, n. 4.

2654. Future of a Ruined Germany: Rural Slum Cannot Help Europe

1. The last three paragraphs were reprinted in Forward, 21 April 1945, under the title ‘Europe’s Homeless Millions.’ It is a word-for-word reprint as far as ‘… will be all the slower’ in the last paragraph. The rest of what Orwell wrote is summarised (probably to fit the space available) as: ‘and its capacity both as a market and a source of manufactured goods correspondingly reduced.’ In attributing the reprint to Orwell and The Observer, there is no indication that the text has been modified. Forward was the weekly paper of the Glasgow Labour Party. George Woodcock said it published ‘Live criticism of political affairs, lately somewhat tamed owing to support of Labour govt. 2d weekly,’ in his ‘London Letter,’ Politics, October 1946.

2656. To Anthony Powell

1. Anthony Powell (1905–; CH, 1988), novelist, whose twelve-volume sequence A Dance to the Music of Time was published 1951–75. He served from 1939 to 1945 in the Welch Regiment and Intelligence Corps.

2. Doreen Kopp, half-sister of Dr. Gwen O’Shaughnessy, and wife of George Kopp, Orwell’s POUM commander in Spain.

3. The Lady Violet Powell; Anthony Powell married The Lady Violet Pakenham, third daughter of the 5th Earl of Longford, in 1934.

2658. The French election will be influenced by the fact that WOMEN WILL HAVE FIRST VOTE

1. Edouard Daladier (1884–1970) was three times Premier of France: 1933, 1934, and 1938–40; it is to his last term of office that Orwell refers. He signed the Munich pact in 1938 and fell from office after the defeat of Finland by the Soviet Union, being replaced on 21 March 1940 by Paul Reynaud (in whose cabinet he served). He was interned when France fell and released in 1945, when he returned to politics. See also 2667.

2. Elections to the National Assembly were held in October 1945. The Left won three-quarters of the seats: Communists 142; Socialists 140; Mouvement Républicain Populaire (the Catholic Left) 133. For the Municipal election results, see 2664.

2659. Nellie Adam to Marjorie Dakin

1. Unidentified; the name is uncertain.

2. Avril: Orwell’s and Marjorie’s younger sister.

2662. Now Germany Faces Hunger

1. Hitler’s birthday was 20 April 1889; by the time this article was published, Hitler had committed suicide (30 April 1945). The surrender document was signed by German representatives on 7 May 1945.

2. The Werewolves were intended to be a guerrilla force; they were led by General Hans Pretzmann and proved ineffective. The Volksturm, a Home Guard, was formed in September 1944.

3. Anti-tank gun.

2663. Anarchist Trial

1. 27 April was a Friday; Herbert Read gives the date of sentencing as 27 April in his letter.

2664. France’s Interest In The War Dwindles: Back to Normal Is The Aim

1. In this context, poteau is the stake to which a person about to be executed by firing squad is tied.

2. This sentence is reproduced as in the original

3. Léon Blum (see 2627, n. 1) led reformist Popular Front governments in 1936 and 1938. Daladier (see 2658, n. 1) was Minister of War in Blum’s 1936 cabinet and became Premier later in 1938.

2666. To Lydia Jackson

1. Patricia Donoghue shared Orwell’s cottage at Wallington with Lydia Jackson (Elisaveta Fen).

2. Gwen O’Shaughnessy, Orwell’s sister-in-law.

3. Doreen Kopp was taking care of Richard.

2667. Freed Politicians Return to Paris: T. U. Leader Sees de Gaulle

1. Paul Reynaud (1878–1966), politician, held many government posts, including, for a short time that of premier during the fall of France; see 2658, n. 1. He participated in French political life from his release from captivity until losing his seat in 1962. Yvon Delbos (1885–1956), French journalist and politician. In 1936 and 1937–38 he served as Foreign Minister; in 1940 he was Minister of Education. He refused to agree to France’s capitulation and was opposed to giving Pétain special powers. He returned to office in 1947. Léon Jouhaux (1879–1954), socialist trade union leader. He played a negotiating role between the Caballerista and Negrinista factions of the UGT, the Spanish socialist trade union in the autumn of 1936 (Thomas, 782, n. 5).

2. Edouard Herriot (1872–1957), leader of the Radical Socialists, presided over the National Assembly, 1947–54. See 1538, n. 1.

3. In 1942 the Vichy government put on trial at the small town of Riom a number of France’s political and military leaders, including Blum and Daladier, for having caused France to enter World War II without due preparation. The defendants turned successfully on their accusers, and the trial was postponed indefinitely.

2668. ‘Notes on Nationalism’

1. Nos. 1–8 of Polemic, 1945–47, were edited by Humphrey Slater; see 731, n. 1; 2314, n. 1; 2955, n. 4. Orwell’s Payments Book indicates that this was completed on 15 May 1945, and that he was paid a fee of £25.0.0.

fn1 Nations, and even vaguer entities such as the Catholic Church or the proletariat, are commonly thought of as individuals and often referred to as “she”. Patently absurd remarks such as “Germany is naturally treacherous” are to be found in any newspaper one opens, and reckless generalisations about national character (“The Spaniard is a natural aristocrat” or “Every Englishman is a hypocrite”) are uttered by almost everyone. Intermittently these generalisations are seen to be unfounded, but the habit of making them persists, and people of professedly international outlook, e.g. Tolstoy or Bernard Shaw, are often guilty of them [Orwell’s footnote].

fn2 A few writers of conservative tendency, such as Peter Drucker,2 foretold an agreement between Germany and Russia, but they expected an actual alliance or amalgamation which would be permanent. No Marxist or other left-wing writer, of whatever colour, came anywhere near foretelling the Pact [Orwell’s footnote].

2. Peter F. Drucker (1909–), author and university teacher. Born in Vienna, he emigrated to the United States 1937. He published books in German in the early thirties, but Orwell probably had in mind The End of Economic Man: A Study of the New Totalitarianism (1939) and The Future of Industrial Man: A Conservative Approach (New York, 1942; Toronto and London, 1943), which Orwell recommended to readers of the Manchester Evening News on 3 January 1946; see 2838. Of Drucker’s more than twenty books, another that might later have attracted Orwell’s attention was The Concept of Corporation (New York, 1946).

fn3 The military commentators of the popular press can mostly be classified as pro-Russian or anti-Russian, pro-blimp or anti-blimp. Such errors as believing the Maginot Line impregnable, or predicting that Russia would conquer Germany in three months, have failed to shake their reputation, because they were always saying what their own particular audience wanted to hear. The two military critics most favoured by the intelligentsia are Captain Liddell Hart and Major-General Fuller,3 the first of whom teaches that the defence is stronger than the attack, and the second that the attack is stronger than the defence. This contradiction has not prevented both of them from being accepted as authorities by the same public. The secret reason for their vogue in left-wing circles is that both of them are at odds with the War Office [Orwell’s footnote].

3. For Captain B. H. Liddell Hart, see 556, 16.7.39, n. 1; for Major-General J. F. C. Fuller, see 1316, n. 1.

fn4 Certain Americans have expressed dissatisfaction because “Anglo-American” is the normal form of combination for these two words. It has been proposed to substitute “Americo-British” [Orwell’s footnote].

fn5 The News Chronicle advised its readers to visit the news film at which the entire execution could be witnessed, with close-ups. The Star published with seeming approval photographs of nearly naked female collaborationists being baited by the Paris mob. These photographs had a marked resemblance to the Nazi photographs of Jews being baited by the Berlin mob [Orwell’s footnote].

fn6 An example is the Russo-German Pact, which is being effaced as quickly as possible from public memory. A Russian correspondent informs me that mention of the Pact is already being omitted from Russian year books which table recent political events [Orwell’s footnote].4

4. The correspondent was Gleb Struve; see 2583.

fn7 A good example is the sunstroke superstition. Until recently it was believed that the white races were much more liable to sunstroke than the coloured, and that a white man could not safely walk about in tropical sunshine without a pith helmet. There was no evidence whatever for this theory, but it served the purpose of accentuating the difference between “natives” and Europeans. During the present war the theory has been quietly dropped and whole armies manœuvre in the tropics without pith helmets. So long as the sunstroke superstition survived, English doctors in India appear to have believed in it as firmly as laymen [Orwell’s footnote].5

5. Orwell discussed the convention of wearing pith helmets in ‘As I Please,’ 45, 20 October 1944; see 2566.

6. The translation from Finnish into English was made by Dr. John Screen, Librarian of the School of Slavonic and East European Studies, University of London.

2669. Danger of Separate Occupation Zones: Delaying Austria’s Recovery

1. Supreme Headquarters, Allied Expeditionary Force.

2. See ‘Through a Glass, Rosily,’ 23 November 1945, 2802.

2671. Obstacles to Joint Rule in Germany

1. Karl Doenitz (1891–1980) commanded the German submarine fleet until 1943, when he became chief of naval operations. He was named by Hitler as his successor, and almost immediately after becoming Führer, on Hitler’s death, ordered the unconditional surrender of German forces. Tried at Nuremberg as a war criminal, he was sentenced to ten years’ imprisonment. He was released in 1956. Hjalmar Horace Greeley Schacht (1877–1970), President of the Reichsbank, 1923–30 and 1934–39, was dismissed for disagreeing with Hitler. His skill in managing the German economy had done much to stabilize the currency and to enable Germany to rearm. He was not a member of the Nazi Party and participated in the plot to kill Hitler in 1944, which led to his being imprisoned in a concentration camp. He was acquitted of war crimes at the Nuremberg trials and in 1953 established his own bank.

2672. London Letter, 5 June 1945

1. Orwell’s Payments Book dates this 5 June 1945; his fee was £2.10.0.

2. See 2685.

3. The Warsaw Uprising, August–October 1944. The Russians were accused of deliberately holding back their advance in order that many of the Poles who had risen against the Nazis in Warsaw might be killed. See ‘As I Please,’ 40, 1 September 1944, 2541, and ensuing correspondence.

4. British Restaurants were established by the government during the war to provide adequate, well-balanced meals for the general public at reasonable prices.

5. In May and June 1940, under Regulation 18B, the government interned (chiefly on the Isle of Man) aliens, and British Fascists and Communists, whom it regarded as a threat to security and so liable to give aid to Germany. Some 30,000 Germans were interned; these were mainly those who had fled Nazi Germany in fear of their lives. A large number were held throughout the war.

6. Cyril Connolly; see 628, 30.5.40.

2674. Erewhon by Samuel Butler

1. capable of. ] capable of it.

2. ascribed ] an editorial conjecture for the typescript’s surprised

3. achieved ] editorial addition

4. from ] editorial addition

5. Despite the date of 1920, Orwell probably refers to the edition prepared by Henry Festing Jones, published in 1912. Orwell reviewed Further Extracts from the Note-Books, compiled by A. T. Bartholomew (1934) in The Adelphi, April 1934; see 197. Bartholomew also published a series of selections in 1930.

6. have been ] editorial addition

7. of ] editorial addition

8. the ] editorial addition

9. a century earlier ] a century years earlier actually. The typist may have confused a draft and a final version of the talk. This suggests that the typescript was produced as a fair-copy for BBC records after Orwell had given his talk using a rather untidy script.

10. such ] editorial addition

2675. Uncertain Fate of Displaced Persons

1. United Nations Relief and Rehabilitation Administration.

2677. To Fredric Warburg

1. For Animal Farm.

2. Against this sentence Warburg has written ‘v good.’

3. See 2652.

2678. Review of Land Fit for Heroes by George Sava; Death of a Poet, by Leonid Grossman

1. ‘A Land Fit for Heroes’ is the commonly-used form of what Lloyd George (1863–1945) seemed to promise returning servicemen when, as Prime Minister, he spoke at Wolverhampton on 24 November 1918. What he actually said was: ‘What is our task? To make Britain a fit country for heroes to live in.’ That ‘promise’ contrasted bitterly with the years of deprivation and unemployment that soon followed in the twenties and thirties.

2679. The Way of All Flesh by Samuel Butler

1. Orwell’s Payments Book records that this script was completed on 11 June 1945; his fee is given as £12.12.0. The text is printed from a BBC fair copy. This is more accurately typed than was the first talk; see 2674, headnote. Obvious errors are noted below; one or two typing slips have been corrected silently.

2. See Eileen’s letter to Mrs. Cocking, 25 March 1945, 2644.

3. though obviously intelligent he ] typescript has though he obviously intelligent he

4. is ] editorial addition

2680. John Morris to Geoffrey Trease

1. Geoffrey Trease (1909–), author, many of whose books were written for children. Orwell wrote to him on 1 May 1940 in connexion with writing for children, and in particular the possibility of there being newspapers for children; see 618.

2681. Review of Another Shore by Kenneth Reddin; The Weeping Wood by Vicki Baum

1. ‘Vicki’ in the heading and the text was printed as ‘Vicky.’

2682. To Leonard Moore

1. See 2677.

2. A cryptic annotation made in Moore’s office suggests that the publishers of ‘B in P’ (Collins) were contacted on 26 June 1945. Orwell noted in his Payments Books against 22 May 1944 that his contribution to the series ‘Britain in Pictures,’ The English People, had been completed. He asterisked the entry and recorded, ‘Payment to be made later.’ On 3 July 1945 Orwell wrote to Moore (see 2694), saying that he had seen W.J. Turner, the editor of the series, and he had agreed that an advance of £50 should be paid, £25 immediately. In his Payments Book for 14 July, Orwell records receiving £20 (not the £25 agreed). The English People (eventually published in August 1947), is reproduced here at the date of its completion, 22 May 1944; see 2475. W.J. Turner (1889–1946) was a poet, novelist, editor, and music critic; see 1743, n. 1.

2683. Review of The Nigger of the Narcissus, Typhoon, The Shadow Line by Joseph Conrad; Within the Tides by Joseph Conrad

1. Also reviewed in the Manchester Evening News; see 2687.

2. Orwell met George Garratt when he travelled north in 1936; see 287, n. 2. Orwell wrote out a passage from this article in his last literary note-book; see 3725

3. In his letter to C. E. de Salis, 29 June 1945 (see 2690), Orwell expressed regret that he had referred to the scuttling, rather than the abandonment, of the Patna. He also explains that, owing to lack of space, some 300 words had been cut from this review in which, among other things, he particularly praised The Secret Agent.

2685. Unpublished letter to Tribune

1. The British had called for a meeting of the leaders of the Polish underground to discuss the implementation of the Yalta decisions on the formation of a Polish Government of National Unity. The preliminary meeting was to be held in Moscow and a further meeting was planned for London. However, when the Poles reached Moscow they were put on trial.

2. E. A. M. (Ethnikon Apeleftherotikon Metopon), the National Liberation Front, was formed in Greece in 1941 after the German invasion. It started as a true resistance movement with nearly the whole population as members. By early 1942 it was discovered that it was in fact a Communist-organised movement. A national guerrilla army was then formed to fight the Germans, but found itself also fighting the E.A.M. When the British returned to Greece in 1945, they also found themselves fighting the E.A.M.

2686. To Hamish Hamilton

1. Hamish Hamilton (1900–1988), barrister but distinguished as a publisher, was born in Indianapolis, brought up in Scotland, and educated in England at Rugby and Cambridge. After running the London office of Harper & Brothers, he established his own company in 1931, at first using the sign of the green bay tree (a reference to Psalm 34: ‘I myself have seen the ungodly in great power: and flourishing like a green bay-tree’), but later adopted the oak. He was seconded to the American Division of the Ministry of Information, 1941–45. He built up an impressive list of authors, many of whom were American, but sold his publishing house in the 1960s.

2. Hamish Hamilton wrote to Orwell on that date to tell him that ‘Cass Canfield, the head of Harpers, whom you may remember meeting some years ago shortly after the publication of DOWN AND OUT IN PARIS, LONDON AND NEW YORK,° was in London during the week-end on his way back to America after running the Paris office of The O[ffice of] W[ar] I[nformation] for some months. He asked me to write and let you know that he had been greatly impressed by your Observer articles and that he hopes he will some day have the pleasure of publishing something else of yours in the U.S.’

3. Animal Farm.

4. Orwell’s letter is annotated (by Hamilton ?): ‘Pl. ack, saying we feel sure Harpers wd. like to see—and inform Miss Fiske.’ Hamilton wrote to Orwell on 28 June to tell him that he felt sure Harpers would like to see his volume of essays if it should not be accepted by Dial Press. A letter from Hamilton to Miss D. B. Fiske of Harpers survives in the Harry Ransome Humanities Research Center, University of Texas, Austin, in a section of which Orwell’s reply to Canfield’s request is copied. He said that arrangements would be made to forward the book ‘if it comes in.’ Neither Dial nor Harpers published Critical Essays.

2687. Review of The Nigger of the Narcissus, Typhoon, The Shadow Line by Joseph Conrad; Poems of Our Time 1900–1942, chosen by Richard Church and Mildred M. Bozman

1. Also reviewed in The Observer, 24 June 1945; see 2683.

2. definitive ] printed as ‘definite’; the error may be Orwell’s; compare 2794, n. 2.

3. Besides ‘The Hollow Men,’ ‘A Song for Simeon,’ ‘Gerontion,’ and ‘La Figlia che Piange’ were chosen.

4. Nothing by Orwell was included in this anthology.

2688. To Gerry Byrne

1. Gerry Byrne, second husband of Amy Charlesworth, with whom Orwell had corresponded in 1937 and 1944; see 384, n. 1 and 2569. Writing to Orwell on 6 October 1937, she had said she was thirty-three and ‘a bittock’—Scots for a small bit of a person—had been married at sixteen, ‘when far too young to know anything about it.’ In 1937, her children were a girl of sixteen and a boy of ten. She had separated from her first husband in 1929 because ‘He hit me rather too often.’ In 1937 she was ‘on the way to earning a modest livelihood’ as a health worker. She asked Orwell to tell her whether, in revealing these personal details, he was ‘revolted by [her] frankness.’

2. Susan Watson (1918–) was Orwell’s housekeeper from early summer 1945 to autumn 1946, caring also for Richard. She had married a Cambridge mathematician, but they were then in process of being divorced. She had a seven-year-old daughter, who was at boarding school. See her specially written memoir in Orwell Remembered, 217–25, and also Remembering Orwell, 156–62, 175–78.

3. Gwen O’Shaughnessy.

4. Transport House was at this time the headquarters of the Labour Party and was synonymous with the leadership of the party.

2690. To C. E. de Salis

1. This was in a review by Orwell published on 24 June 1945; see 2683.

2. Dorothy Lamour (Dorothy Kaumeyer, 1914–) was first dressed by Hollywood in a sarong-like garment in The Jungle Princess, 1936, and came to typify exotic beauty, and especially so dressed in the ‘Road’ films to the point of self-parody. The film Typhoon, 1940, in which she appeared, had nothing to do with Conrad’s novel of that title. Orwell very briefly reviewed her Moon over Burma, 5 July 1941 (see 828), but devoted more attention to an elephant and a cobra than to Miss Lamour.

2691. ‘Orwell and the Stinkers’: A Correspondence

1. Unidentified.

2. Million ran for three issues. It was undated; they are assigned to 1943–45. It was published in Glasgow and carried one of two subtitles: ‘New Left Writing’ or ‘The People’s Review.’

3. Orwell wrote, ‘That was what we were taught—-the lower classes smell’; see CW, V, 119; the italics are in the original. He then discussed this proposition on the following four pages. It was Maugham who unequivocally stated that the working man stank. Orwell quoted a dozen lines from Somerset Maugham’s On a Chinese Screen, the only book, Orwell said, he knew in which this issue ‘is set forth without humbug.’ Maugham wrote, and Orwell quoted, ‘I do not blame the working man because he stinks, but stink he does.’ Orwell concluded his discussion by saying, ‘Actually people who have access to a bath will generally use it. But the essential thing is that middle-class people believe that the working class are dirty’ (VI, 122). Arnold Bennett, who had intimate experience of the world he describes in his novels set in the Potteries, refers in Clayhanger (1910) to the ‘steamy whiff of humanity’ as the Sunday School procession passes Edwin (Book 2, chapter 10, section 2), and to the smell of those attending a union meeting as ‘nauseating’ (Book 2, chapter 20, section 3).

4. Gollancz’s Foreword is reprinted as an appendix to the Complete Works edition, Volume V. Although he thought Orwell was ‘exaggerating violently,’ he went on, ‘I know, in fact, of no other book in which a member of the middle class exposes with such complete frankness the shameful way in which he was brought up to think of large numbers of his fellow men. This section will be, I think, of the greatest value to middle-class and working-class members of the Left Book Club alike. …’

2692. Liberal Intervention Aids Labour: ‘Puzzle’ Blocks of Voters

1. D. N. Pritt (1887–1972) won the election as an Independent Socialist, but lost his seat in 1950.

2. Sir Richard Acland (1906–1990) lost the election, and his Common Wealth Party fared disastrously. It won only one of 23 seats contested and 16 candidates lost their deposits. For Orwell’s ‘Profile’ of Acland, 23 May 1943, see 2095; see also 2405, n. 2.

2694. To Leonard Moore

1. The English People; see 2475.

2. Nineteen Eighty-Four, see 2677, n. 4.

3. See 2682, n. 2 for Turner and for the matter of the advance.

4. Edmund Blunden (1896–1974; CBE), poet, editor, man of letters; see 1401, n. 1. He worked with Orwell on broadcasts to India on English literature for the BBC. He contributed English Villages as No. 11 in the Britain in Pictures series, 1941.

5. Critical Essays (Dickens, Dali & Others in the United States).

2696. To Jack Hilton

1. John (Jack) Hilton (1900–1983), author, born in Oldham, Lancashire, was the son of a general labourer. He published Caliban Shrieks (1935), Champion (1938), English Ways (1940), Laugh at Polonius (1942), and English Ribbon (1950), contributed to Authors Take Sides on the Spanish War (1937) and Seven Shifts (edited by Jack Common; 1938), and wrote for The Adelphi, 1934–39. Orwell reviewed Caliban Shrieks (see 240) and English Ways (see 647). He met Hilton several times in 1945. See Clive Fleay, ‘“Voices in the Gallery.” George Orwell and Jack Hilton,’ Middlesex Polytechnic History Journal, 2 (Spring 1985), 55–81.

2. Sir Richard Rees (1900–1970), joint editor of The Adelphi, was Orwell’s literary executor (with Sonia Orwell), and author of George Orwell: Fugitive from the Camp of Victory (1961). He gave Orwell much encouragement in his early days as a writer and remained a friend throughout Orwell’s life. For a fuller note, see 95.

3. Jack Common (1903–1968), a Tyneside working-class man who worked on The Adelphi, 1932–36, wrote a number of books. He took Orwell’s cottage in Wallington when Orwell was in Marrakech, and they remained friends until Orwell’s death. See also 295, n. 1, 1086, n. 1.

2697. ‘Authors Deserve a New Deal’

1. For Orwell’s discussion of A Letter to My Son, see ‘As I Please,’ 41, 2547, and 44, 2562.

2. The Manchester Evening News gave details of ‘Manchester’s Book Bill’ in a box within the text of Orwell’s article:

Last year Manchester Corporation bought 72,000 books (7,000 for the reference libraries, 61,000 for the Central and district lending libraries, and the remainder for hospitals, prison libraries, etc.). These books and binding charges cost £25,000.

Three years ago, when costs were not so high, the same amount of money would have bought 100,000 volumes. The number of books withdrawn as worn out or out of date last year was 62,000, leaving a net increase to the libraries of only 10,000.

Out of a total estimated income of £138,000 the Libraries’ Committee propose to spend £26,000 this year on books and binding.

3. The law now allows that writers may receive a royalty based on the number of times their books are borrowed from public libraries.

4. The final two paragraphs are reproduced as printed in the Manchester Evening News, but it may be that they should be read in the reverse order.

2698. To Michael Meyer

1. Michael Meyer was at the Operational Research Section of an R.A.F. station in High Wycombe; see 2008, n. 1.

2699. Review of Nine Tales from Les Contes Drolatiques by Honoré de Balzac, translated by J. Plummer, R. Scutt, and J. P. Collas, illustrations by R. A. Brandt

1. In Anthony Trollope’s The Warden (1855), Archdeacon Grantly (not ‘Grantley’, as in The Observer), makes ceremonial preparations for writing a sermon, locks the door of his study, takes ‘a volume of Rabelais’ from a secret drawer, and passes the morning by amusing himself with the ‘witty mischief of Panurge’ (chapter 8).

2700. To Maurice Hussey

1. Maurice P. Hussey (1925–) was, at this time, honorary secretary to the Doughty Society, Downing College, Cambridge. This invitation may have arisen from Dr. F. R. Leavis’s suggestion that Orwell should have been asked to speak at Downing (8 January 1944); see 2402. Hussey later edited and wrote a number of educational and academic books, including a modernised version of the Chester Mystery Plays (1957), an edition of Jonson’s Bartholomew Fair, and a collection of essays, Jonson and the Cavaliers (both 1964); and he wrote The World of Shakespeare and His Contemporaries (1971).

2701. Review of The English Way by Pierre Maillaud; A Steel Man in India by John L. Keenan; Joseph the Provider by Thomas Mann

1. In 1945, Syria sought independence from French control. In May there were clashes between local people and French troops, and the French bombarded Damascus. The British, who, as a result of World War II, had forces in Syria, intervened. France was forced to evacuate its troops from Syria and Lebanon in 1946.

2. At the head of this review were reproduced photographs of ten prominent Frenchmen, each with a two-word description: Charles Boyer (actor), ‘Latin romance’; Edouard Herriot (radical socialist politician), ‘stubby provincial’; General Charles De Gaulle, ‘rigid dignity’; Paul Reynaud (politician and prime minister), ‘intellectual subtlety’; Maurice Chevalier (actor and singer), ‘saucy wit’; Marshal Pétain, ‘the Ancien regime’; Edouard Daladier (politician and premier), ‘smooth shrewdness’; Jean Borotra (tennis champion), ‘wiry vigour’; Georges Bidault (resistance leader and foreign minister), ‘keen-eyed strength’; General De Lattre de Tassigny, ‘ironic nonchalance.’ These were probably not Orwell’s descriptions.

3. Shapurji Saklatvala (1874–1936), a wealthy Parsee who was born in Bombay, represented Battersea North as Independent Labour M.P., 1922–23 and 1924–29, but supported by the Labour Party. Then he stood for the Communist Party on a number of occasions, but was opposed by Labour and was not again elected. One of the British companies of the International Brigade in the Spanish civil war (commanded by Tom Wintringham) was named after him.

2702. To George Woodcock

1. The message is undated, but the card was posted on 13 July 1945. It reproduces ‘A Café in the Faubourg Montmartre’ by Edgar Degas. Orwell sent Lydia Jackson a similar card on 31 March 1936; see 542A, n. 1.

2705. ‘Personal Notes on Scientifiction’

1. Orwell developed these reflections on American writing for children in ‘Riding Down from Bangor,’ Tribune, 22 November 1946, 3123.

2707. To Kathleen Raine

1. Kathleen Raine (1908–), poet, scholar, critic, and translator from the French. In Orwell’s lifetime she published Stone and Flower (1943), Living in Time (1946), The Pythoness (1949). Her many books written since include a number of memoirs, most recently Autobiographies, (1991). She had written to Orwell from the British Council in an undated letter to say that Editions de la Jeune Parque, Paris, had asked ‘anxiously’ for a copy of Animal Farm and she suggested that, if Orwell were interested, he should have Secker & Warburg send them a copy. See also 1526, n. 3.

2. William Empson (1906–1984) and his wife. Empson, poet, critic, and academic, had been one of Orwell’s colleagues at the BBC. He had taught at Tokyo and Peking Universities before the war and was Professor of English Literature at Sheffield, 1953–71. See 845, n. 3 and 2568, n. 9.

2708. World Affairs, 1945

1. Junior was published by Children’s Digest Publications, Ltd., London. Orwell’s Payments Book shows that he was paid £13.2.6 for the article and it is dated 24 July 1945. It is placed at that date here, since it is not known when this number of Junior was issued. The introduction in italic must have been added after the main article was written, for it refers to the two atomic bombs dropped on Japan. As Orwell writes with only specific (if sketchy) knowledge of the first bomb, it is likely that the introduction was written soon after 9 August 1945. A search made of the files of Junior by Peter Tucker has not revealed any more articles by Orwell. In the Foreword to the issue in which Orwell’s article appeared, there is this biographical note: ‘GEORGE ORWELL has been a schoolmaster, a civil servant in Burma and fought in the Spanish civil-war. He has written many novels and is a great lover of Dickens. He is a journalist, and has visited Europe during and since the War. Is careless about his clothes and rolls his own cigarettes.’

2. Hiroshima was devastated on 6 August 1945; Nagasaki, three days later. Although usually thought of as bringing the war to an end, the entry of the Soviet Union into the war with Japan on 8 August (one result of the Potsdam Conference) and the invasion of Manchuria by Russian forces were also influential. Japan did not immediately surrender, even after the second atom bomb fell. It took the intervention of Emperor Hirohito to persuade a divided Japanese cabinet to agree to surrender five days later on 14 August 1945.

3. The Potsdam Conference was the last of the World War II meetings of the ‘Big Three’ (at that time, the United States, the Soviet Union, and Britain). It was held from 17 July to 2 August 1945, in Potsdam, Germany. It was hoped at this meeting to carry on the wartime collaboration into the years of peace and was attended principally by President Harry S Truman and Secretary of State James F. Byrnes; Premier Stalin and Foreign Secretary V. M. Molotov; and, initially, Prime Minister Churchill and Foreign Secretary Anthony Eden. The results of the British General Election were announced during the course of the conference, and to Stalin’s evident surprise, and Churchill’s chagrin, the new, Labour, Prime Minister, Clement Attlee, and his Foreign Secretary, Ernest Bevin, replaced Churchill and Eden. The conference discussed, among other things, final operations against Japan (with the use of the atom bomb in the offing, to which Britain had given agreement in principle on 4 July), large-scale reparations demanded by Stalin (and agreed), Soviet demands for certain territorial oversights (which were not all agreed), the removal of Franco (which was refused), the division of Germany into four zones of occupation, the western border of Poland (to be along the Oder-Neisse line), and the trial of war criminals (all three agreed). Treatment of Italy was noticeably more lenient than that meted out to Germany. The Chinese Nationalist leader, General Chiang Kai-shek, was co-opted (by radio) by Truman and Churchill to demand the unconditional surrender of Japan. The Potsdam Declaration was made public on 26 July 1945.

4. About fifty-five million people were killed, over 80% of whom were non-combatants.

2711. To Mrs. Belloc Lowndes

1. Offset on Orwell’s letter, in Mrs. Lowndes’s very distinctive handwriting, is the draft of an invitation to dine with her at the Queensborough Club at 6:45 P.M. on Sunday, the seventeenth. The seventeenth is crossed through, probably because, if this was written in September, the seventeenth was a Monday. The next Sunday, 17, was in February 1946. It is not certain that this invitation was intended for Orwell, though it seems likely, and it is not known whether he then met Mrs. Lowndes. For Hilaire Belloc, see 214, n. 1 and 2309, n. 2.

2713. Review of Memoirs by the Right Hon. Viscount Samuel; Good-Bye to Berlin by Christopher Isherwood; A Room of One’s Own by Virginia Woolf; Thomas Paine by Chapman Cohen

1. Reviewed by Orwell anonymously in The Listener, 24 December 1942, 1768.

2. Orwell wrote to John Lehmann on 12 June 1936, to say how much he had enjoyed this story when it was first published in New Writing; see 317.

3. For Gerald Heard, see 2397, n. 2; for Orwell’s description ‘the yogis of California’—Heard, Aldous Huxley, and Isherwood—see ‘Looking Back on the Spanish War,’ 1421, n. 8. The review following Tosco Fyvel’s of Animal Farm in Tribune, 24 August 1945, was of Heard’s A Preface to Prayer. The ‘hot sun of California’ had not only hatched out Auden’s For the Time Being and Aldous Huxley’s Time Must Have a Stop, but also this, ‘the most unrestrained of the mystical works of Mr. Gerald Heard.’ Heard, it was said, described flagellation ‘in succulent detail,’ and the reviewer asked, ‘What is the difference between flagellation practised by religious men [as described by Heard] and the flagellation paid for in brothels, recorded by Krafft-Ebing?’ Since Orwell was no longer Tribune’s literary editor, he may not have seen this review in advance of publication. However, if the reviewer’s initials, R. H., are those of Rayner Heppenstall, he may well have been reminded of Heard by Heppenstall.

4. Shakespeare had four sisters but three died in infancy. The sole survivor, the second to be given the name Joan, married William Hart; they had four children. Hart died on 17 April 1616, one week before Shakespeare. Shakespeare provided well for Joan in his will, and she outlived him by thirty years. See Samuel Schoenbaum, William Shakespeare: A Documentary Life (1975), 25. Because she lived for the rest of her life in the western wing of the double house Shakespeare left her in Henley Street, her grandson Thomas coming into possession of both wings of the house in due time, she might be said to have had at least a part of the wherewithal to enable her to write had she wished to do so.

2715. To Geoffrey Earle

1. Orwell usually gives his telephone number at Canonbury Square—CAN 3751—at the head of his letters. This is not reproduced from here on.

2716. To Leonard Moore

1. The letter has been annotated in Moore’s office: ‘have we?’ and ‘our file copy sent to “Nagel” Paris.’

2. Nagel published Burmese Days (as Tragédie Birmane), 31 August 1946, but did not take Animal Farm.

2717. They Throw New Light on India [book reviews]

1. For Mulk Raj Anand, see 905, n. 1.

2. For Ahmed Ali, see 1103, n. 3; Narayan Menon, 1118, n. 1; Cedric Dover, 633, n. 1.

3. Especially On the Face of the Waters (1896), a novel of the Indian Mutiny from British and Indian viewpoints.

4. Orwell was mistaken. Trials in Burma (1938; New York, 1945) is by Maurice Collis; the error possibly arose because Orwell seems to have been in correspondence with J. S. Collis about this time (see 2775). Maurice and John Steuart Collis were both born in Killiney, County Dublin, and both were educated at Rugby and Oxford. Maurice Collis (1889–1973), historian, biographer, and novelist, served in Burma, 1912–36, on much the same basis as did Orwell, became in 1930 District Magistrate, Rangoon. After his retirement from the Indian Civil Service, he became, like Orwell, a writer, achieving considerable success. Trials in Burma, an autobiography, was reviewed by Orwell in The Listener, 9 March 1938 (see 429); Orwell also reviewed his account of Ma Saw, She Was a Queen, in the Manchester Evening News, 6 April 1944 (see 2449).

2719. London Letter, 15–16 August 1945

1. Orwell’s Payments Book states that he was paid £2.10.0 for this article, and he dates it 11 August 1945. That date probably applies to the bulk of the article, but the penultimate paragraph states that ‘news of the Japanese surrender came in yesterday about lunchtime.’ Japan surrendered on 14 August, but the news was not announced in Britain until 0045 on the 15th (by the Prime Minister, Clement Attlee, in a BBC broadcast). The President of the United States, Harry S Truman, gave a simultaneous press conference. The 15th and 16th were declared public holidays in Britain, and the scenes Orwell describes are consonant with 15 August; that suggests a date of 16 August for the completion of this Letter. However, Orwell’s reference to lunchtime must refer to the 14th, before the news was announced. The headline of the News Chronicle on the 15th was ‘The World War is Over,’ so by lunchtime on that date the news was hardly fresh. On the 14th, newspapers were reporting unofficially that the Japanese were said to be negotiating with the U.S. Commander of the Pacific Fleet, Admiral Chester W. Nimitz. It may be that Orwell heard of the surrender twelve hours in advance of the announcement by Attlee and Truman; if so, that suggests the date for the completion of this Letter should be the 15th.

2. Labour won 394 seats; Conservatives 188; Independents 14; Liberal National 13; Liberals 12; Ulster Unionists 9; ILP 3; Communists 2; Irish Nationalists 2; Nationalists 2; Common Wealth 1; Total: 640

2720. Review of That Hideous Strength by C. S. Lewis; We Mixed Our Drinks by Nerina Shute

1. Cavalcade, a patriotic chronicle play by Noël Coward telling the story of a family from 1899 to 1930, was performed at Drury Lane, with great success, in 1931, with a very large cast; a film version was made in 1933.

2721. Publication of Animal Farm; ‘The Freedom of the Press’

fn1 It is not quite clear whether this suggested modification is Mr …’s own idea, or originated with the Ministry of Information; but it seems to have the official ring about it [Orwell’s footnote].

1. General Draža Mihailović (1893?–1946) led the Chetnik guerrillas against the Axis during World War II. He and Tito failed to agree, and Tito won Allied support. After the war, Mihailović was tried for treason and executed. See also 1579, n. 2.

2. The Reverend Harold Davidson, when Rector of Stiffkey, Norfolk, though commended by the Bishop of London for his missionary work, was defrocked by Norwich Consistory Court for immoral practices. The case proved a field-day for the popular press. Davidson thereafter made a living by entertaining cinema audiences and then appearing in a barrel as an attraction at Blackpool Pleasure Beach. ‘In the end, like the early Christians, he was thrown to the lions’ (Malcolm Muggeridge, The Thirties, 1940, 1971 ed., 172): he was exhibited in 1937 in a circus cage of lions but was mauled and killed.

3. ‘Liberal’ is given a capital ‘L’ throughout the typescript.

4. There is no evidence that such a ‘garbled’ edition was issued by the British Communist Party or anyone else. Orwell may be confusing the attempt by the News Chronicle to serialise Ten Days that Shook the World in 1937 to mark the twentieth anniversary of the Russian Revolution. This the Party would only permit if all references to Trotsky were removed. See The New Leader, 19 November 1937 and Evening Standard, 12 November 1937. (Information from Clive Fleay and Mike Sanders.) See also Orwell’s fourth annotation to Randall Swingler’s ‘The Right to Free Expression,’ Polemic, 5, September–October 1946, 3090.

5. or ] possibly of

6. Compare the first two lines of the epigram from Euripedes’ The Suppliants on the title-page of Milton’s Areopagitica (1644): ‘This is true Liberty when free born men / Having to advise the public may speak free.’

2722. To Geoffrey Earle

1. N. E. Wadsley, Administrative Assistant in the BBC’s Services Educational Unit, acknowledged the script, on Jack London (see 2715), on 20 August; Earle, absent on leave, was to be back on 27 August. Wadsley suggested that Orwell ring, so that he and Earle could discuss the script on 27 August. Orwell entered this script in his Payments Book for 17 August 1945; the fee was £15.15.0.

2. Laidman Browne (1896–1961) made his debut in 1925, had much experience as a Shakespearian actor, and joined the BBC Repertory Company in September 1939. He did not take part in this broadcast.

2723. To Roger Senhouse

1. Received by Secker & Warburg on the date written, according to their date stamp.

2. Orwell’s letter is annotated (in Senhouse’s hand?) with the name ‘Salammbô’ and ‘pp 51, 132, 133.’ This gives the name as spelt in Critical Essays and was presumably either a note to correct it or to check this spelling.

2724. To Leonard Moore

1. Although only 1,500 copies were printed in 1938, they had not all been sold by the time a second (Uniform) edition was printed in 1951.

2. See letter to Moore, 24 August 1945, 2731.

2725. To Herbert Read

1. Herbert Read (see 522, n. 1) wrote to Orwell on 13 August, to say that he had read an advance copy of Animal Farm ‘at a sitting with enormous enjoyment.’ His son of 7½ had insisted on having a chapter read him each evening and had enjoyed it ‘innocently as much as I enjoy it maliciously. It thus stands the test which only classics of satire like Gulliver survive.’ Read was particularly impressed by its rare quality of completeness. ‘The cap fits all round the head—everything is there & yet there is no forcing of the story—it is all completely natural & inevitable. I do most heartily congratulate you.’ Read was anxious to meet Orwell when he, Read, returned from holiday in Scotland. He knew much had happened to Orwell since they had last met but was ‘only vaguely informed about the tragic side of it.’ He hoped Orwell had come through to some peace of mind and that his health was better.

2. The Freedom Defence Committee was founded in 1945. It was originally formed in 1944 as the Freedom Press Defence Committee—with Herbert Read as its chairman—to fight a court case affecting the editors of the Freedom Press. After the trial it was decided to enlarge the Committee and rename it. It was then that Orwell was asked to join, and he became vice-chairman on the understanding that it would not involve him in ‘office work.’ Read was still chairman; George Woodcock was secretary. The Committee fought innumerable cases of infringement of civil liberties, and many of these were reported in its Bulletin. The Committee was active until 1949. (Details from George Woodcock in a letter to Howard Fink, 8 May 1963.) The FDC was not connected with the National Council for Civil Liberties, established following the passing of the Disaffection Act (known as the Sedition Act) in 1934, of which E. M. Forster was the first president. By 1945 the NCCL was Communist-dominated.

3. George Woodcock (1912–1995), author, Anarchist, editor of Now, 1940–47, and later Professor of English at the University of British Columbia. After his controversy with Orwell (see 1270), they corresponded and remained friends until Orwell’s death. His books included The Crystal Spirit: A Study of George Orwell (1967) and Orwell’s Message: 1984 and the Present (1984).

4. Aneurin (Nye) Bevan (1897–1960), Labour M.P., and Minister of Health, 1945–50, was one of England’s greatest orators and the symbol of the Socialist aspirations of the Left. As a director of Tribune he had given Orwell complete freedom to write as he pleased, however unpopular or inexpedient his anti-Soviet line might be with the official Left. See 565, 28.8.39, n. 11; 1064, n. 3; for Orwell’s Profile of him in The Observer, see 2765. George Russell Strauss (1901–; Baron Strauss, 1979), politician and, at this time, a co-director with Bevan of Tribune, had been Labour M.P., 1929–31, but was expelled from the Labour Party for supporting the Popular Front (a Communist-inspired, anti-Fascist alliance), 1939–40. In 1968 he introduced the Theatres Bill for the abolition of stage censorship.

5. Michael Foot (1913–), politician, writer, and journalist, on the extreme Left of the Labour Party. Labour MP for Devonport 1945–55. From 1960 until 1992 (when he retired) Labour MP for Ebbw Vale, the constituency formerly held by Bevan, whose official biography he wrote and whose close friend he had been. He was assistant editor of Tribune, 1937–38, editor, 1948–52 and 1955–60, and one of the ablest debaters in the post-war House of Commons. He was Leader of the Labour Party, 1980–83.

2726. Review of A Forgotten Genius: Sewell of St. Columba’s and Radley by Lionel James

1. Number ninety was the last tract published by the Tractarians (or Oxford Movement), 1841. Its subject was the Thirty-Nine Articles of the Church of England; it was written by John Henry Newman (1801–1890) and caused uproar among Anglicans because it pointed to the essential Catholicism of the Articles. Newman converted to Roman Catholicism and in 1879 was made a cardinal.

2727. To Leonard Moore

1. The card has been stamped in Moore’s office as having been received on 21 August and answered on 22nd. There is a very clearly visible post-franking mark, but this carries no date. Instead, in celebration of victory, the frank shows two bells suspended from a bold ‘V’ and the five wavy lines are broken to give the equivalent in Morse code: … —

2. This request was transmitted to Orwell in an undated letter from Kathleen Raine. She asked if she could have an advance copy for Les Editions de la Jeune Parque, if the rights were still available. See his letter to her on this matter, 24 July 1945, 2707, and n. 1 for Kathleen Raine.

2728. Reg Reynolds to Orwell

1. Reg Reynolds (1905–1958), journalist and author. Though a Quaker and a pacifist, he and Orwell were good friends. See 1060, n. 1 and 3206.

2. CW, VIII, 42, line 20.

3. The Unity Theatre Club was formed in London in 1936 and offered left-wing drama in opposition to the conventional drama of the West End theatres. One of its best-known productions was Waiting for Lefty by Clifford Odets, but it produced some notable satirical revues and political pantomimes, as well as introducing the ‘Living Newspaper’ technique into British theatre, for example in John Allen’s Busmen, 1938. Animal Farm would have proved suitable for the Unity Theatre had it been politically compatible with the theatre management.

2729. Review of Chekov the Man by Kornei Chukovsky; translated by Pauline Rose

1. their ] typeset as the

2. Ostrov Sakhalin (Sakhalin Island), 1894.

2730. To Leonard Moore

1. The address is not given in Kathleen Raine’s letter asking about rights; see 2727, n. 2. Secker & Warburg wrote to Leonard Moore on 29 October 1945 indicating that yet another French publisher, Gallimard, might publish Animal Farm, as a result of André Gide’s interest in the book, ‘even to the extent of translating it himself.’ In the event, none of these three French publishers took Animal Farm. See 2787, n. 3.

2. Warburg’s diary at Secker & Warburg noted that he was to discuss the Animal Farm agreement.

2731. To Leonard Moore

1. Warburg and Moore paid up before Orwell went on holiday. His Payments Book for 1 September 1945 records the sum of £87.16.4 from Secker & Warburg for royalties—the £100 less £12.3.4 agent’s commission. The usual agent’s commission is 10%; why Moore should have charged 12.125% is not known, nor whether he regularly charged so much. See also 2736, n. 1.

2732. To Roger Senhouse

1. This correction was made. The Gem was a periodical for boys. It was published as The Gem Library, 1907–29, and then as The Gem, to 1939, when it was incorporated in Triumph.

2. In a letter to John Carter at Scribner’s, New York, 11 September 1945, Senhouse said, ‘I have passed your letter [untraced] to George — Or Eric as we used to call him, though he has now become his pseudonym and even his friends call him George ….’ This was hardly new to Senhouse, so presumably it was Carter who had referred to Orwell as Eric Blair. John Carter (1905–1975), bibliographer and bookman, would have known Orwell as Eric Blair at Eton; both were King’s Scholars and they overlapped for nearly three years. (Senhouse was also at Eton, overlapping with Orwell for a year; see 375, n. 2). Carter worked at the Ministry of Information, 1939–43, and the British Information Service, New York, 1944–45; was Managing Director, Charles Scribner’s Sons Ltd., London, 1946–53, and Sandars Lecturer in Bibliography, University of Cambridge, 1947. Among his books were Taste and Technique in Book-Collecting (1948), the often-reprinted ABC for Book-Collectors (1952), and, with Percy H. Muir, Printing and the Mind of Man (1967). With Graham Pollard, he exposed the bibliographic forgeries of T. J. Wise in the nineteen-thirties.

2733. To Geoffrey Earle

1. This was an addition to the script of his broadcast on Jack London, 8 October 1945. It may well be the first paragraph, which Orwell himself speaks. Earle acknowledged Orwell’s letter on 3 September.

2734. Review of Hammer or Anvil: The Story of the German Working-Class Movement by Evelyn Anderson; In Search of the Millennium by Julius Braunthal

1. Orwell had ‘volunteered Eileen’s help’ in correcting Evelyn Anderson’s English for this book (Crick, 446). Eileen completed her work not long before she died. For Evelyn Anderson, see 2638, n. 8. The Manchester Evening News gave the title of the book incorrectly as Hammer of Anvil.

2736. To Leonard Moore

1. World Digest published the abridgement in January 1946, pages 83 to 94; see 2833. The text was accompanied by an illustration by D. L. Ghilchik. In his Payments Book at 8 December 1945, Orwell recorded a payment of £14.15.5 for ‘Second Rights’ from L. P. Moore. He noted that this was for the World Digest abridgement of Animal Farm. If the fee paid by World Digest was £16.16 (16 guineas), and Moore deducted a commission of 12.125% (see 2731, n. 1), that would account for such a curious payment as £14.15.5.

2737. To Gleb Struve

1. Gleb Struve did translate Animal Farm into Russian, in conjunction with M. Kriger, as Skotskii Khutor. It first appeared as a serial in Possev (Frankfurt-am-Main), Nos. 7–25, 1949, and then in two book versions, one on ordinary paper for distribution in Western Europe and one on thin paper for distribution behind the Iron Curtain. See 3590A.

2739. Review of Charles Dickens by Una Pope-Hennessy

1. The Life of Charles Dickens (3 volumes, 1872–74) by John Forster, a friend of Dickens’s; it was revised and abridged in 1903 by George Gissing, whom Orwell mentions later in his review. Orwell owned the two-volume edition of 1927 (see 3734).

2740. To Frank D. Barber

1. See 2587 for correspondence with Barber when he was assistant editor of the Leeds Weekly Citizen.

2740A. To the Editor, Commentary

1. Presumably in connexion with the article ‘The British General Election,’ which Orwell was to contribute to the first issue of Commentary, November 1945; see 2777.

2. Nineteen Eighty-Four. He can have made little progress for, writing to Humphrey Slater, 26 September 1946 (see 3084), he said he had by then completed only fifty pages. See also 2677, n. 4.

2741. Jacques B. Brunius to Orwell

1. Jacques B. Brunius was London correspondent of Fontaine: Revue mensuelle des lettres françaises et de la littérature internationale. Among Orwell’s collection of pamphlets was a copy of Idolatry and Confusion by Brunius and E. L. T. Mesens (1944).

2742. Review of Britain and Her Birth-Rate by Mass Observation

1. The omission of ‘it’ in the first sentence, and the almost certain omission of ‘not’ here are surprising instances of error in what is generally very accurate typesetting of these reviews. See also n. 3.

2. According to the Office of Population Censuses and Surveys, on the basis of the 1981 census, over-55s account for 14.8 million of the population, or one quarter. By the end of the century, 55–65-year-olds will have remained much the same in number, but over 75s will have increased by 25%. Although the proportion of older people will not be very greatly less than that suggested in 1945 (which speaks of over 60s), the population will be almost six times as great as that forecast.

3. In the original the negative prefix is mistakenly omitted.

2744. Review of Quiver’s Choice by Sagittarius

1. Sagittarius, the pseudonym of Olga Katzin (1896–1987), wrote under this pseudonym in The New Statesman & Nation; in Time and Tide, she was Fiddlesticks; and in Tribune, Roger Service. Many of her parodies are brilliant, and they can still be read to advantage, giving an ironic twist to political and war news fifty years later, for example, ‘Cherchez La Femme’ on the Fall of France (152–53) and ‘The Passionate Profiteer to his Love’ (190–91). Her Sagittarius Rhyming was published in 1940. She visited Orwell at Cranham Sanatorium with the Fyvels in 1949 (then as Olga Miller; see Tosco Fyvel, George Orwell, 162).

2. Ismet Inönü (formerly Ismet Paza; 1884–1973), Turkish soldier and Chief of Staff to President Atatürk in the war against Greece, 1919–22 (twice defeating the Greeks at Inönü), was Prime Minister of Turkey, 1923–24 and 1925–37, and President, 1938–50. He kept Turkey out of World War II until 1 March 1945, when war was declared on Germany and Japan.

2746. Review of The French Cooks’ Syndicate by W. McCartney

1. This little pamphlet was sold for only threepence (not much more than 1p in current coinage). Orwell’s review was boldly headlined as ‘A Review by the Author of “Down and Out in Paris and London.”’ Orwell entered the review in his Payments Book for 12 August 1945 and gave the journal’s name as War Commentary—predecessor of Freedom—through Anarchism— which became simply Freedom. His entry is marked with an asterisk and ‘Unpaid.’

2747. To Leonard Moore

1. A note written in Moore’s office indicates that the Nagel copy of Burmese Days be sent to Fontaine.

2748. To George Woodcock

1. Judith Listowel (née de Marffy-Mantuaro; b. Budapest, 1904) married the Earl of Listowel in 1933; the marriage was dissolved in 1945. He was Labour Whip in the House of Lords, 1940–44, and Deputy Leader, 1944–45. Thereafter, he held various offices under Labour including that of Secretary of State for Burma, 1947–48. Her bulletin was variously titled SEEC Bulletin (Seven East European Countries), East Europe and Soviet Russia, and Soviet Orbit, from 1945 onwards, the titles accurately indicating its concerns. Only Nos. 43 and 44 were called Listowel’s Bulletin, the issue of 15.8.45 being No. 43. Most of pages 12 and 13 deal with Poland, and the last of 13 topics is concerned with ‘Return of Soviet Troops.’ It is this that probably interested Orwell, for it is only this subject that coincides with one item in Bartlett’s report (see n. 2). Bartlett states that in spite of the efforts of their officers, ‘the behaviour of the men leaves much to be desired.’ People living in the areas through which the Soviet troops are marching home are ‘instructed to evacuate all their belongings and cattle and to hide their women.’

2. Bartlett’s report, which is on the front page of the News Chronicle, is mainly devoted to the efforts of Mikolajczk, the Polish Vice-Premier, and Witos, a veteran leader of the old Polish Peasant Party, to revive that party in opposition to the one set up by the Lublin administration. It aimed to replace the secret police by a constitutional force, give freedom to the press, establish land reform that would not develop into collectivisation, and mitigate the severest forms of nationalisation, as proposed by Lublin. He reported also that those who had fought in the Polish Home Army were having the confidence to come out of hiding in the forests. The last two paragraphs were devoted to ‘the ruthlessness with which Soviet troops help themselves to Polish produce and possessions on their way home.’ The ‘rapid deterioration of discipline in the Red Army’ in Germany and in East European countries was becoming a ‘grave handicap to Soviet policy in Eastern Europe’ and a strain on good relations with the Allies. See also ‘Through a Glass, Rosily,’ 2802.

2749. Julian Symons to Orwell

1. Not a great deal of love was lost between Martin and Orwell. Crick records that when Orwell was lunching at the Little Akropolis with Malcolm Muggeridge he asked Muggeridge to change seats with him. ‘Kingsley Martin had come in and Orwell said that he could not bear to have to look at “that corrupt face” all through a good meal’ (500). For Martin, see 424 and 496, n.9.

2750. To S. McGrath

1. S. McGrath worked in the BBC Copyright Department.

2751. To George Woodcock

1. John Olday (A. W. Oldag) was described in Freedom Defence Committee Bulletin, No. 3, April–May 1946, as ‘a militant anti-Nazi’ who had ‘served sentences’ in Germany before 1939 for political activities. He served in the Pioneer Corps in the British army during the war but deserted in 1943 because ‘he felt he was not serving the anti-fascist cause by remaining in the forces.’ He was arrested in December 1944 and sentenced to a year’s imprisonment in January 1945 for ‘stealing by finding an Identity Card.’ After serving eight months in Brixton Prison, he was charged in a military court with desertion and, despite already having served a prison term, was given two years’ detention. The Freedom Defence Committee made representations to the War Office on 9 January and 28 February 1946 and was advised in the middle of April that Olday had had his sentence suspended and had been released. None of Orwell’s letters was published.

2752. Extract of letter from Malcolm Muggeridge to Orwell

1. Muggeridge’s son, John, had presumably written, or drawn something suggested by Animal Farm. Muggeridge wrote on Daily Telegraph headed paper (and perhaps from Fleet Street, hence ‘The enclosed came this evening’).

2753. To Leonard Moore

1. Brehm did not translate Animal Farm. A German translation was made by N. O. Scarpi (Fritz Bondy) and published as Farm der Tiere, October 1946.

2754. To Kay Dick

1. John o’ London’s Weekly was a popular literary journal, founded in 1919.

2. Kay Dick, under the name Edward Lane, was a co-editor of The Windmill; see 2618, n. 1.

2755. Review of The Midnight Court by Bryan Merryman; translated from the Irish by Frank O’Connor

fn1 ‘I expect the resurrection of the dead’ [Orwell’s, or newspaper sub-editor’s, footnote].

2756. To Leonard Moore

1. Orwell records in his Payments Book against 29 September 1945 the payment of royalties from L. P. Moore of £5.17.9.

2. Tragédie Birmane, translated by Guillot de Saix, was published by Nagel, in Paris, 31 August 1946, in a run of 7,800 copies.

3. A second edition of 10,000 copies was published in November 1945.

2759. To Leonard Moore

1. The letter has been annotated in Moore’s office: ‘See letter from Jones 27/9/4 <5> attached.’ Reynal & Hitchcock published Critical Essays, as Dickens, Dali & Others; see Orwell’s letter of 10 October 1945, 2762.

2762. To Leonard Moore

1. Annotated in Moore’s offices: ‘Dealt with.’

2763. Review of Edwin and Eleanor by C. E. Vulliamy; At Mrs. Lippincote’s by Elizabeth Taylor; To the Boating by Inez Holden

1. Inez Holden was one of Orwell’s friends; see 1326, n. 1.

2. Basic English (the review should have a capital ‘B’ for ‘basic’) was devised in 1929–30 by C. K. Ogden; see 1746, n. 1. Its vocabulary was restricted to 850 words. These can conveniently be found in David Crystal, The Cambridge Encyclopedia of Language (1987), 356.

2764. Review of Freedom of Expression, edited by Hermon Ould

1. Ministry of Information, which was based for much of the war in Senate House, University of London, a combination which suggested Minitrue in Nineteen Eighty-Four.

2. Two of the press lords to whom Orwell refers later: Lord Beaverbrook (1879–1964), associated especially with the Daily Express, and Minister of Supply and of Production, 1941–42; and Lord Rothermere (1868–1940), associated especially with the Daily Mail.

3. See the ‘Prevention of Literature’ (2792) which begins by discussing this meeting of the P.E.N. Club.

2765. Aneurin Bevan, Profile

1. Orwell’s major contribution to this Profile was attested by David Astor. There is no record in Orwell’s Payments Book in October 1945 which might refer to it, but Orwell does list £10.0.0 for an article in The Observer against 7 September which has not otherwise been traced; it might therefore refer to this Profile. The bulk of the Profile was reprinted in English Digest, Vol. 20, No. 3, January 1946; paragraphs 1 and 7, and the last sentence of paragraph 8 were omitted and some minor style changes were made. The article was included in Observer Profiles, with an introduction by Ivor Brown (1948); authorship of Profiles is not given. The verbal changes then made are given in the notes below. For a short biographical note on Bevan, see 2725, n. 4.

2. The first paragraph is omitted from Observer Profiles (as OP hereafter).

3. it is only sixteen months since ] at one time OP

4. Yet in the job of re-housing Britain … energy of his temperament ] omitted OP

5. British Medical Association: the general practitioners’ ‘trade union.’

6. and knows all about… in open country” ] omitted OP

7. return … five years ] be more than just a fiery debater in the public eye OP; the last two paragraphs are combined as one in OP

2766. To Fredric Warburg

1. David Low (1891–1963; Kt., 1962), outstanding political cartoonist, was born in New Zealand and began work in London in 1919. His cartoons were published in many countries but banned in Germany from 1936. In England, his left-wing-orientated work was published in the right-wing Evening Standard and the liberal-inclined Manchester Guardian. Many collections of his cartoons were published but, at the time Orwell wrote, the most remarkable were his ‘cartoon histories,’ published by Penguin: Europe Since Versailles (1940), Europe at War (1941), and The World at War (1942), comprising 220 cartoons with facing-page narratives.

2. Warburg replied on 18 October, saying he knew of Low’s reaction to Animal Farm and quoting Low’s letter to Horrabin in full: ‘I have had a good time with ANIMAL FARM—an excellent bit of satire. As you say, it would illustrate perfectly.’ Low could not have given concrete consideration to illustrating the book, however, since ‘he could have no information as to whether we were anxious for an illustrated edition.’ Warburg and Senhouse were in favour of an illustrated edition: ‘it is the timing … that presents the problem.’ He hoped to discuss this with Orwell and Low at a lunch in the New Year. A second edition, of 10,000 copies, of Animal Farm was promised for delivery in December, in time for Christmas; this might last ‘through to the spring, though this is doubtful.’ This second edition actually appeared earlier, in November. Orwell was evidently suffering from a cold, and Warburg warned him to be careful during the winter (as he must also be). Warburg also sought a report ‘on Fitzgerald’s novels’ when Orwell had time. No report of this has been traced. An edition illustrated by Low was not published but one illustrated by the cartoonist, Ralph Steadman, was published by Secker & Warburg in 1995 to celebrate the fiftieth anniversary of the first edition of Animal Farm.

2767. To Roger Senhouse

1. These corrections are to Critical Essays. Orwell had already written to Senhouse about the Horace/Harold change two months before; see 2732. The correction, to Harold, was made in the text. One of the changes to be made to p. 109 (‘nine and sixty’ for ‘nine and fifty,’ in line 3 of the footnote) is specified in Orwell’s letter to Moore of 17 November 1945; see 2797.

2770. ‘You and the Atom Bomb’

1. Although Bernard Baruch, U.S. financier, is often credited with coining this phrase on 16 April 1947, and Walter Lippman with giving it wider currency (e.g., by The Fontana Dictionary of Modern Thought, edited by Alan Bullock and Oliver Stallybrass (1977), 110) in the title, The Cold War: A Study of U.S. Foreign Policy (1947), Orwell is cited by OED as being the first to use it, in this essay.

2. For F. D. Barber, see 2587, and 2789.

2771. ‘What is Science?’

1. Possibly a slight modification is demanded here. One author whom Orwell certainly thought ‘worth reading’ (whatever reservations he had about him) was Rudyard Kipling. In May 1917 Stanley Baldwin sent a message to Kipling that he might have ‘any honour he will accept’ but he replied he would accept none. Later he warned Bonar Law that ‘it must not be’ that he be knighted and he twice declined to be appointed a Companion of Honour. See Charles Carrington, Rudyard Kipling: His Life and Work (1955, 1970), 526–27.

2774. Review of Drums under the Windows by Sean O’Casey

1. John Crome (1768–1821), landscape painter influenced by Constable; he and John Sell Cottman were the major figures of the Norwich School of landscape painting.

2. Sir Charles J. Holmes (1868–1936), editor of Burlington Magazine, 1903–09; Director of the National Gallery, 1916–28, wrote a number of books, several on the National Gallery’s collections, but O’Casey may have had in mind Constable and his Influence on Landscape Painting (1902).

3. These lines are from ‘A passionate ballad gallant and gay, / A martial song like a trumpet’s call!’ sung by Maud in Tennyson’s poem of that name, lines 169–72. ‘March’ in line 171 (as in the review) is the correct reading, not ‘Marching.’ O’Casey gives the source in his chapter ‘Rebel Orwell’ in his autobiography, Sunset and Evening Star (1954), 124–42. This is largely a swingeing attack on Orwell, seemingly prompted by Orwell’s review. Thus: ‘Self-preservation was the first law of nature to Orwell as well as to all the sorts of men. And Orwell had quite a lot of feeling for himself; so much, that, dying, he wanted the living world to die with him’ (126).

2777. ‘The British General Election’

1. Liberals dwindled from seventeen in 1935 to twelve; for accurate figures of party representation, see 2719, n. 2.

2. This article, which appeared in the first issue of Commentary, was not entered in the Payments Book (see 2831) in which Orwell listed articles written and payments received for them. At the top of the first column of the article this note about Orwell was printed: ‘George Orwell is recognized as one of the most acute observers of the British scene today. An intellectual and a man of action, the writer joined the POUM militia during the Spanish civil war, served with the British Home Guard and worked for the B.B.C. during the recent conflict, and has been literary editor of the independent labor London Tribune. As a literary critic, he is a frequent contributor to the English magazine Horizon. Since 1928 Mr. Orwell has published 10 or 12 books, of which the better known are Burmese Days, Inside the Whale, a volume of critical essays, The Road to Wigan Pier and Homage to Catalonia. He is now at work on a new novel.’ The new novel upon which Orwell was working was, presumably, Nineteen Eighty-Four.

2778. ‘Catastrophic Gradualism’

1. The ‘C. W.’ stood for Common Wealth. Arthur Koestler’s ‘The Yogi and the Commissar,’ the title-essay of a volume of essays published in 1945, was reviewed in C. W. Review by Orwell and Reg Bishop in parallel. The pair of reviews was headed ‘Which Way to Heaven?’ and was introduced by a boldly-displayed editorial statement: ‘Koestler’s “The Yogi and The Commisar” has excited violent controversy. The Yogi and the Commissar are philosophical and political opposites. The Commissar “believes in Change from Without, and the end justifies all means.” To the Yogi, “the Means alone count: all Change must come by the individual from Within.” Which is Right?’ Orwell’s review, headed ‘Catastrophic Gradualism,’ started on the left-hand page of the opening; Bishop’s, titled ‘The Liberty of Anarchy,’ began on the facing right-hand page. Bishop’s stance was that of hard-line Soviet Communism of the period, so much so that he concludes by accusing Koestler of rolling the ammunition for fascism, a statement that incensed at least one reader, Peter Harris, whose protest was published in a later issue of C. W. Review. Bishop had been the Daily Worker correspondent in Moscow, 1934–35 and had edited Russia To-day; at this time he was Secretary of the Russia Today Society and Chairman of the Trade and Periodicals Branch of the National Union of Journalists. With Dr. John Lewis he had just completed Philosophy of Betrayal.

2. For Isherwood and Heard and others whom Orwell regarded as contemplating their navels in California, see 2397, n. 2 and 2713, n. 2.

3. Orwell’s Payments Book recorded a fee of £2.12.6 for this article against 21 October 1945. The essay was reprinted in Politics, September 1945. The versions are identical except that in the fifth sentence Politics has ‘this is’ for ‘these are.’ In a box within the article is this note about its author: ‘GEORGE ORWELL is 42 and spent 5 years in the Indian Imperial Police. He fought in the P.O.U.M. militia in the Spanish Civil War and was wounded in 1937. Has been school teacher and bookseller, lived in France, and was recently the “Observer’s” Special Correspondent in Paris. Author of a number of books, the latest of which is “Animal Farm,” a political fantasy.’

2779. Review of Dead Ground by Howard Clewes; Giuseppe Mazzini: Selected Writings, edited and arranged with an introduction by Professor N. Gangulee; The Trial of Jones and Hulten, edited and with a foreword by C. E. Bechhofer Roberts

1. Dr. Nagendranath Gangulee had worked with Orwell at the BBC in the series ‘In Your Kitchen’ in 1943. He had been Professor of Agriculture and Rural Economics at the University of Calcutta and was active in the ‘Free India’ Movement in England. He was a son-in-law of Rabindranath Tagore. See also 1861, n. 1.

2. The Scum of the Earth, by Arthur Koestler, was reviewed by Orwell within his essay ‘Arthur Koestler,’ written September 1944; published in Focus, 2, 1946; see 2548; A Bell for Adano, by John Hersey (1944; as a film, 1947).

3. followers ] ‘fellows’ in printed text

4. the ] their in printed text

5. Orwell discussed the implications of this case in ‘Decline of the English Murder,’ 2900.

2780. ‘Good Bad Books’

1. An abridged version of this essay was published in World Digest, February 1946.

2. ‘The Blessed Damozel’ is a poem by Dante Gabriel Rossetti (1850; many times revised). ‘Love in the Valley’ (not ‘a’) is a poem by George Meredith (1851). Both music-hall songs were once immensely popular. The third line of the second song should be ‘Only for telling a man he was wrong’; Orwell, as so often, quotes from memory. The song was first sung by Charles Coburn in 1886 and was a parody of the Christy Minstrel favourite ‘My Nellie’s Blue Eyes.’ It was an incredible success. Coburn sang it at the Trocadero in London in a two-week engagement which, because of the song’s appeal, was extended to fourteen months. The other correction is not quite accurate. It should be ‘Come where the boss is a deuce of a joss,’ but ‘deuce’ was usually softened in Victorian times and the original word has almost been lost to memory. ‘Joss’ is a colloquialism for ‘boss.’ This song was also very popular, and Queen Victoria enjoyed the tune without knowing what the song was called. She heard it played by a military band at Windsor Castle and asked its name. An equerry is said to have informed her, with an absolutely straight face (Christopher Pulling, When They Were Singing, 1952, 133).

2781. Introduction to Love of Life and Other Stories by Jack London

1. ‘not’ is omitted from the typescript and printed texts.

2782. To Roger Senhouse

1. These changes were made.

2784. Review of Mind at the End of Its Tether by H. G. Wells

fn1 HOMINIDAE: A family of mammals represented by the single genus Homo (man) [Orwell’s footnote].

fn2 PHYLUM: A race of organisms descended from common ancestral form [Orwell’s footnote].

1. H. G. Wells died nine months later, on 13 August 1946. Mind at the End of Its Tether was his last book.

2785. Leonard Moore to Roger Senhouse, and Senhouse to Moore

1. Roy Publishers was ‘out of the market.’

2786. ‘Revenge Is Sour’

1. For Orwell’s despatch from Stuttgart (dated 28 April 1945) see 2661.

2787. To Leonard Moore

1. Unidentified.

2. The Swedish translation of Animal Farm, Djurfarmen: saga, was translated by Nils Holmberg, who also translated Nineteen Eighty-Four, and was published on 8 March 1946 in a run of 2,000 copies by Albert Bonniers Förlag, Stockholm, in their Panache series of foreign ‘avant-garde’ works (Willison).

3. The French translation of Animal Farm, Les Animaux Partout!, was translated by Sophie Dévil, with a Preface by Jean Texcier, a pseudonymous Resistance writer, and published by Editions Odile Pathé, Paris, on 15 October 1947. ‘Napoleon’ was translated as ‘César.’ The publication of a French translation was the subject of considerable correspondence and delay (Willison).

4. The Portuguese translation of Animal Farm, O Porco Triunfante, was translated by Almirante Albert Aprá and published by Livraria Popular de Francisco Franco, Lisbon, [February] 1946. The publisher described the book as ‘um livro hilariante’ (a very funny book), a response to Animal Farm repeated on the soft card cover, which showed comically, but not satirically, a ‘pig with umbrella and briefcase, and civil decoration hanging over [a] prominent stomach’ (Willison).

2788. To Miss J. G. Manton

1. The letter was signed ‘Jo Manton.’ Orwell, evidently uncertain as to the writer’s sex, replied formally. Miss Manton was an assistant in the School Broadcasting Department of the BBC. Orwell had been asked to discuss Virgin Soil Upturned (1932; translation, 1935) by Mikhail Sholokhov (1905–1984) and Little Man, What Now? (1932; translation, 1933) by Hans Fallada (pseudonym of Rudolf Ditzen; 1893–1947).

2789. To Frank Barber

1. Frank D. Barber was at one time an assistant editor of the Leeds Weekly Citizen; see 2587; see also 2740 and 2770.

2790. Review of A Harp with a Thousand Strings compiled by Hsiao Ch’ien

1. Hsiao Ch’ien had given talks for Orwell in the Far Eastern Service of the BBC; see 919 and 919, n. 1.

2. For Orwell’s comments on the shift from ‘Chinaman’ to ‘Chinese,’ see ‘As I Please,’ 2, 10 December 1943, 2391.

2792. ‘The Prevention of Literature’

fn1 It is fair to say that the P.E.N. Club celebrations, which lasted a week or more, did not always stick at quite the same level. I happened to strike a bad day. But an examination of the speeches (printed under the title Freedom of Expression [see 2764]) shows that almost nobody in our own day is able to speak out as roundly in favour of intellectual liberty as Milton could do 300 years ago—and this in spite of the fact Milton was writing in a period of civil war [Orwell’s footnote].

1. [him] ] omitted from P; this section not reproduced in AM nor found in TS

2. From the start of the essay to… I am concerned here. is omitted from Pf, AM; first two pages of TS were not returned to Orwell as, with first two-thirds of p. 3, they were omitted from AM (and surviving p. 3 is so marked for omission). These two pages of TS, and p. 16 (see note 41) appear now to be lost.

3. speech ] thought P; revision written into TS

4. are ] The sub-editor of AM notes on TS, ‘should be a singular verb,’ referring back to Freedom. Orwell evidently had in mind the silent repetition of Freedom before of the Press. Suggestion not taken up.

5. in ] of P; revision written into TS

6. backwards ] off backwards P; revision marked in TS

7. Although ] Though AM; Pf has Although

8. question ] matter AM; Pf has question

9. otherwise ] Pf suggests undesirability which Orwell rejected

10. truthfully ] AM sub-editor notes on TS; ‘noun instead of adverb needed?’ Ignored.

11. ‘reportage’ ] TS suggests omission of quotation marks; Pf shows them as set but marked for omission with query; Orwell comments, ‘I should leave “reportage” in quotes unless this has ceased to be a technical expression in the U.S.A. G.O.’ They were omitted from AM. See also n. 26.

12. etc. ] TS suggests ‘and so forth as elsewhere?’ Ignored.

13. bring about such a society ] bring such a society about P; transposition marked in TS

14. in England ] followed importance in P; transposition suggested in TS and Pf; accepted by Orwell, Pf

15. at best… that ] the obscurantist attitude of saying that P; revision written into TS

16. should be ] were P; revision written into TS

17. known. ] known about P; revision written into TS

18. that ] of P; revision written into TS

19. will get ] getting P; revision written into TS

20. facts ] true facts P; omission suggested in TS and marked in Pf

21. clearly it is ] is clearly P; revision marked into TS

22. this country ] England AM; need to specify ‘which country?’ suggested in TS and England written into TS

23. modern physics ] TS and Pf both have a sub-editor’s note, ‘Author, do you mean “modern physics”? Whose physics? Physics is usually thought of as one of the “exact sciences.”’ Orwell replied, on Pf only, ‘Yes, I mean “physics”. See letter. I have also cabled about this. G.O.’ For Orwell’s letter, see 2791; the cable may not have been sent.

24. This difference ] This P; difference written into TS

25. To keep the matter in perspective … most serious symptom of all. ] cut marked in TS and passage omitted from Pf, AM

26. ‘reportage’ ] TS amended from single to double quotes (presumably by AM sub-editor); Pf has “reportage”; AM has reportage; see also n. 11

27. And ] And, in any case, P; cut marked in TS

28. distinctions ] distinction P; plural suggested in TS, Pf; Orwell’s acceptance noted in Pf

29. why ] WHY TS; bold in P; TS marked for italic, which AM prints

30. changes ] changing P; revision written into TS

31. views ] viewpoints P; revision written into TS

32. the imaginative writer ] he P; revision written into TS

33. tabu ] taboo Pf, AM; tabu written into TS; TS (and P) gave Orwell’s spelling, taboo (which appears in Burmese Days)

34. come to an end ] bold in P; TS marked for italic; italic in AM

35. The AM sub-editor queried the date of the Soviet-Nazi Pact, giving ‘August 23’ [1939]. Orwell did not follow this suggestion. It was signed in Moscow by Molotov and Ribbentrop on 23 August 1939 and made public on 24/25 August. However, its Secret Protocol, which dealt with the division of Eastern Europe between the Soviet Union and Germany, was kept secret until discovered by the Americans in Nazi archives at the end of the war; it was not officially published until 1948. Soviet judges at the Nuremberg Trials refused to admit as evidence anything that referred to this Secret Protocol. Another Secret Protocol was signed by the Soviet Union and Germany on 28 September 1939; that settled Germany’s eastern frontier. The American sub-editor was right to point out that changes in attitudes of western communists and fellow travellers should date from 23 August, but evidently Orwell thought September 1939 more clearly represented to general memory the communist change of line.

36. TS is here annotated ‘OK,’ presumably by sub-editor and probably referring to Meccano set

37. a poison ] a kind of poison P; revision written into TS

38. poetry ] poem P; revision written into TS

39. all ] bold in P; marked for italic in TS; italic in AM

40. might ] bold in P; marked for italic in TS; italic in AM

41. Of course, print will continue to be used … at least elaborately rewritten. ] omitted from Pf, AM; p. 16 removed from text, also pp. 1 and 2, when TS returned to Orwell for checking and top two-thirds of p. 17 marked for omission. At the end of this cut, ‘accepted’ has been written, possibly by Orwell.

42. , as I said at the beginning of this essay, ] marked to be cut from TS and omitted from Pf, AM. This refers back to the penultimate sentence of the opening passage dropped from AM.

43. public ] big public P; cut marked in TS

44. that particular ] the Russian AM; no change shown in TS, Pf

45. uncritical ] the uncritical P; revision marked in TS

46. any ] ANY TS; bold in P; TS marked for italic but Pf has ANY; change to italic made in AM

47. Pf, AM have: ‘English novelist and critic, George Orwell served as a volunteer in the Spanish Civil War, and in fighting against Franco came to detest tyranny, whether of Communist or Fascist origin. His latest novel, Animal Farm, was a sweeping success last autumn, and in it, as in this vigorous essay, he derides the captivity of the Party line.’ Against this in Pf is written, ‘Facts OK?,’ against which is written ‘O.K.,’ presumably by Orwell.

2794. Review of The True Conan Doyle by Aerian Conan Doyle; with a Preface by General Sir Hubert Gough

1. Orwell’s review prompted Hesketh Pearson to write the following letter, which the Manchester Evening News published on 27 November 1945:

‘In an article which appeared in your issue of November 15 Mr. George Orwell implied that my biography of Conan Doyle was “patronising.” He also stated that Doyle “was not even a writer whom it is possible to take seriously.” But as I took Doyle quite seriously as a writer in my book it seems to me that Mr. Orwell’s attitude is patronising, not mine.’

2. In 1920 Doyle (and many others) was deceived that two teenage girls at Cottingley, near Bradford, had been photographed with fairies in their garden. One of them, Elsie Wright, admitted the hoax in 1983.

3. definitive ] set as ‘definite.’ The error may be Orwell’s—compare 2687, n. 2.

4. The sections of this review were separated by small representations of three Sherlock Holmes deerstalker hats and three pipes, used alternately.

2795. To Katharine, Duchess of Atholl

1. The Duchess of Atholl (1874–1960), a Unionist M.P., 1923–38, became in 1924 one of the first two women to be a minister in a British government. She was known as ‘The Red Duchess’ for her very strong anti-Franco feelings during the Spanish civil war. Her book Searchlight on Spain was published as a Penguin Special (1938); for Orwell’s review of it, see 469. Throughout her life she campaigned for various ‘causes.’

2. See ‘As I Please,’ 56, 26 January 1945, 2609.

2796. Review of The Prussian Officer by D. H. Lawrence

1. The couplet is from D.H. Lawrence’s ‘Cruelty and Love.’ Lawrence’s early poems were published in The English Review. This poem was included in Love and Other Poems (1913) but retitled, ‘Love on the Farm’ in Collected Poems of D.H. Lawrence (volume 1, 1928).

2797. To Leonard Moore

1. See letter to Roger Senhouse, 6 November 1945, 2782.

2. See letter to Senhouse, 17 October 1945, 2767.

3. The letter to Senhouse of 17 October 1945 refers to two corrections on p. 109. All these corrections were made.

2802. ‘Through a Glass, Rosily’

1. From Auguries of Innocence. Blake continues, ‘It is right it should be so; / Man is made for Joy & Woe …’.

2. See also 2748, ns. 1 and 2.

2803. To Fredric Warburg

1. The manuscript has not been identified. On 18 October, Warburg refers to a report he seeks from Orwell ‘on Fitzgerald’s novels’; see 2766, n. 2.

2804. To E. Lyon Young, Latin-American Service, BBC

1. Young’s letter was less perfunctory than were the usual BBC letters, suggesting, perhaps, Orwell’s closer, more personal relationship with the Latin-American section than with other departments. Young wrote that Orwell’s ‘name is well known in Latin America and your broadcasts have been so much appreciated by listeners.’ He hoped Orwell would write a fifteen-minute script on Franklin’s Autobiography; the script would be ‘very carefully translated into Spanish so as not to lose the style’; it would be broadcast in January 1946.

2805. Review of London Belongs to Me by Norman Collins

1. Orwell had crossed swords with Norman Collins when the latter worked for Victor Gollancz Ltd at the time Keep the Aspidistra Flying was prepared for the press in the early months of 1936. They had a slightly edgy relationship when both worked for the BBC during the war. For a biographical note on Collins, see 236, paragraph 5. Orwell reviewed Priestley’s Angel Pavement in The Adelphi, October 1930 (98).

2806. To Leonard Moore

1. See 2727 and 2730, n.1.

2. See 2648.

2807. Review of A Coat of Many Colours: Occasional Essays by Herbert Read

1. The typescript of this review survives. The printed version follows the typescript in word, spelling, and capitalisation precisely, except for the addition of ‘also’, in footnote 3.

2. The first line of Blake’s ‘To the Muses.’

3. ‘also’ does not appear in the typescript.

2808. Review of Huis Clos by Jean-Paul Sartre; The Banbury Nose by Peter Ustinov; Twilight Bar by Arthur Koestler

1. Orwell, with Richard (then eighteen months old), spent Christmas 1945 with the Koestlers at Bwylch Ocyn near Blaenau Ffestiniog. Celia Kirwan, Mamaine Koestler’s twin sister, was also present. Arthur Koestler and Orwell managed to avoid recriminations over his recent castigation of Koestler’s play—which says much for both men. Koestler recalled the occasion in an interview he gave Ian Angus, 30 April 1964. He said the episode was typical of Orwell’s ‘uncompromising integrity.’ Koestler asked Orwell, ‘jocularly why, though it was a lousy play, he couldn’t have softened the review just a little.’ Orwell replied that that hadn’t occurred to him. At the end of the weekend, when Koestler was driving Orwell to the station, Orwell said, ‘Yes, perhaps it had been a bit too severe’ and he thought he ought to have softened the review slightly in some way.

2809. ‘Bare Christmas for the Children’

1. Victory in Europe Day, 8 May 1945, marking the end of hostilities in Europe.

2810. To Leonard Moore

1. The U.S. title of Critical Essays was at issue. The title chosen was Dickens, Dali & Others: Studies in Popular Culture.

2. All four were listed by R[eynal] & H[itchcock].

3. In Orwell’s Payments Book against 1 December 1945 is noted the receipt of £77.1s.0d for royalties. A note on the facing page states, ‘American edition of “Critical Essays” & Portuguese rights of “Animal Farm.”’

2812. Review of The Saturday Book, [5], edited by Leonard Russell

1. The Saturday Book, 5, was the annual immediately following that for 1944, from which Orwell’s essay ‘Benefit of Clergy: Some Notes on Salvador Dali,’ was excised at the last moment—indeed, after the book was in print and the title listed on the Contents page; see 2481.

2. The article was ‘Boys’ Weeklies,’ Horizon, March 1940 (abridged); see 598. Frank Richards’s reply, with this correction, was published in Horizon, May 1940; see 599, n. 7.

3. Orwell added a footnote acknowledging his error when the essay was printed in Critical Essays (1945); see 598.

4. The Gem was incorporated in Triumph in 1939 and The Magnet in Knock-Out in 1940. Neither regained its independence and the comics into which they were incorporated were themselves subsumed in others.

2813. ‘Freedom of the Park’

1. The Socialist Party of Great Britain, a Marxist organisation having no connection with the Labour Party.

2. The French edition of Down and Out in Paris and London (1935) had a footnote by Orwell explaining Alsatia. This read (translated into English): ‘A name once given to the district of Whitefriars, which was, in the seventeenth century, a regular refuge for all kinds of wrongdoers by virtue of a right of sanctuary which was finally abolished in 1697’. See CW, I, 171 and 228, note to that page.

2815. ‘Politics and the English Language’

1. Orwell records against 11 December 1945 in his Payments Book that this article would be entered in his Payments Book for 1946; see 2831. Unfortunately, this and any later books have not been traced. Later he added the note ‘See 18.4.46,’ presumably when he knew Horizon for April 1946 had appeared. Although he replied to the questionnaires on ‘The Cost of Letters’ (September 1946; see 3057) and ‘The Three Best Books of 1947’ (December 1947; see 3311), this was to be Orwell’s last major article for Horizon. The article has been reprinted many times. On 9 April 1946, the publisher Stanley Unwin wrote congratulating him on the essay and saying he hoped it would be included in a volume of Orwell’s essays. The first two reprintings were private. The Observer Foreign News Service published it (as ‘What Do You Mean?’) and the News of the World reprinted it as an undated pamphlet (using Orwell’s title) for the benefit of their staffs. A preliminary note in the OFNS reprint stated: ‘We reproduce it for private circulation—without insinuation or apology—among those who write in The Observer and O.F.N.S.’ It appeared, abridged, in The New Republic, 17 and 24 June 1946, and, more severely cut, in World Digest, August 1946 (as ‘Do You Use Prefabricated Phrases?’). It was included in Modern British Writing, edited by Denys Val Baker (New York, 1947), and, as Politics and the English Language (abridged), was printed as three Christmas Keepsakes (Evansville, Indiana, 1947): one was for Herbert W. Simpson (100 copies), another for the Typophiles (320 copies), and one ‘For the Friends of Paul Bennett’ (50 copies): see 3077, n. 1. The version used was that published by The New Republic and it carried the line ‘The author has obliged with his consent from Scotland.’ Whether Orwell realised that three separate printings were involved, not one, is unclear. As Unwin had hoped, the essay was included in the next collection of Orwell’s essays, Shooting an Elephant (1950). Since then it has been included in many selections of Orwell’s essays and in collections of essays compiled by others. The version reproduced here is that published in Horizon.

At the end of the exercise book in which Orwell wrote his Domestic Diary for 1946 are sixteen pages of notes which are clearly related to this essay. They cannot be dated precisely, but the first is a cutting from Tribune dated 31 August 1945. For convenience of comparison with the essay, these notes follow as the next item (2816).

Orwell’s Payments Book indicates that this article was at first intended for Contact. He crossed through Contact and substituted Horizon; see 2831, 11.12.45. Contact was founded and edited by George Weidenfeld (1919—); seventeen numbers were published between 1946 and 1949, and four more from May to December 1950 as Contact: The Magazine of Pleasure. Orwell and Weidenfeld met when both were working at the BBC at 200 Oxford Street. Since they worked on different floors and in different services—Weidenfeld worked in the Monitoring and the Empire & North American services, 1939–46—they did not come to know each other well, though Weidenfeld recalls ‘a very agreeable luncheon,’ probably at Bertorelli’s, with Orwell and Tosco Fyvel. Philip Toynbee (1916–1981), literary editor of Contact, was briefed by Weidenfeld to commission a series of articles by distinguished writers, keeping rigidly to the modes and canons of ‘reportage’; what was wanted for this part of Contact were factual narratives and investigative articles. It was Weidenfeld who ‘committed the sacrilegious mistake of asking Philip to turn it [Orwell’s article] down on these grounds,’ as he himself put it in a letter to the editor, 6 May 1992. In his autobiography, Weidenfeld explained that the article ‘did not fit in with the purist formula’ he had evolved for Contact (Remembering My Good Friends (1995), 129). See also 2990, n. 2. Weidenfeld founded the publishing house of Weidenfeld & Nicolson in 1948 and has ever since been its chairman. His The Goebbels Experiment was published in 1943. He was knighted in 1969, and in 1976 created a life peer as Baron Weidenfeld of Chelsea.

2. ‘rift within the lute’ is given after ‘fishing in troubled waters’ in Orwell’s list of Metaphors in his notes; see 2816. Not all the metaphors in this list are in the essay, but in his next sentence Orwell asks ‘what is a “rift”, for instance?’ He must have intended to include this metaphor, since his question does not make sense without it; it has therefore been added here in square brackets. The line comes from Tennyson’s Idylls of the King, ‘Merlin and Vivien.’ Vivien sings to Merlin a song she heard Sir Launcelot once sing. It includes these two stanzas, which make the meaning plain:


It [want of faith] is the little rift within the lute,

That by and by will make the music mute,

And ever widening slowly silence all.

The little rift within the lover’s lute,

Or little pitted speck in garner’d fruit,

That rotting inward slowly moulders all. [Lines 388–93]



fn1 An interesting illustration of this is the way in which the English flower names which were in use till very recently are being ousted by Greek ones, snapdragon becoming antirrhinum, forget-me-not becoming myosotis, etc. It is hard to see any practical reason for this change of fashion: it is probably due to an instinctive turning-away from the more homely word and a vague feeling that the Greek word is scientific [Orwell’s footnote].

3. Neither ‘non-fragmentary’ nor ‘deregionalize’ appear in the 1991 edition of the Oxford English Dictionary, though ‘regionalize’ and ‘deruralize’ do.

fn2 Example: ‘Comfort’s catholicity of perception and image, strangely Whitmanesque in range, almost the exact opposite in aesthetic compulsion, continues to evoke that trembling atmospheric accumulative hinting at a cruel, an inexorably serene timelessness …. Wrey Gardiner scores by aiming at simple bullseyes with precision. Only they are not so simple, and through this contented sadness runs more than the surface bitter-sweet of resignation’ (Poetry Quarterly) [Orwell’s footnote].

fn3 One can cure oneself of the not un- formation by memorizing this sentence: A not unblack dog was chasing a not unsmall rabbit across a not ungreen field [Orwell’s footnote].

4. Stuart Chase (1888–1985), economist who investigated the U.S. meat-packing industry and served with the Labor Bureau Inc. Orwell probably refers to his The Tyranny of Words (1938). He also wrote, Men and Machines (1929), The Economy of Abundance (1934), and Rich Land, Poor Land (1936).

2816. Notes for ‘Politics and the English Language’

1. The diagonal crosses are Orwell’s.

2. Marked to be placed in left-hand column.

3. This group of four lines is ringed and marked for insertion in the list of clichés.

4. Ringed and marked for inclusion in the list of clichés.

5. The two upright crosses are placed indefinitely above and below ‘Development.’

6. Ringed, probably with ‘Development,’ and marked for inclusion in the list of clichés.

7. Ringed for inclusion in the list of clichés.

8. Ringed for inclusion in the list of operators.

9. Crossed through.

10. Ringed and marked to follow ‘All hell was let loose.’

11. Seemingly so written (twice) but ‘Egregious’ may be intended. Orwell makes particular reference to this word in his article.

12. ‘of a certain nature’ crossed through.

13. ‘glamour’ marked to precede ‘fraternise.’

14. ‘association’ crossed through.

15. Crossed through.

16. Crossed through (possibly a false start for ‘Inveterate’).

17. Orwell should, presumably, have written ‘Where the aim is to whitewash B. & discredit A.’

2817. Review of The Firing Squad by F. C. Weiskopf; The Siren’s Wake by Lord Dunsany

1. This is, as usual, given as being 800 words long in Orwell’s Payments Book, but it is over fifty percent longer. The Manchester Evening News allowed for the greater length by using particularly small type (newsprint then being severely rationed).

2818. ‘The Sporting Spirit’

1. The Moscow Dynamos, a Russian soccer team, toured Britain in the autumn of 1945 and played a number of leading British clubs. ‘Guest players’ were allowed into teams at this time because of wartime conditions, but, even allowing for that, it was claimed that Britain’s Arsenal team had been unduly strengthened.

2. The editor was present at Ibrox Park, Glasgow, for this match. There was an enormous crowd, and memory suggests that it was orderly and that the game was not unduly ‘robust’—but Orwell was pointing accurately to the way sport, especially international contact sport, would develop.

3. Orwell had, of course, played football (and the Wall Game) with some success and with evident enjoyment, especially at Eton; see 40 for his poem ‘Wall Game’—a parody of Kipling’s ‘If’ and 40, n. 1 for a brief account of his prowess. For his own experience of ‘international football,’ see the first paragraph of ‘Shooting an Elephant,’ 326, describing the animosity between Burmese and British players and the attitude of spectators. Orwell played football for the police in Burma so he had personal experience of games between British and local players.

4. Glasgow Rangers and Glasgow Celtic are divided on religious lines, Protestant and Catholic, with rare exceptions, even half a century later. Violence erupts from time to time at these games. J.M. wrote from Scotland

2820. Review of Science and the Creative Arts by William Bowyer Honey

1. C. H. Waddington (see 993, n. 1) gave talks under Orwell’s aegis at the BBC. Orwell included one of his broadcasts in Talking to India; see 2359.

2822. Review of Cellar, a play in three acts, by William Russell

1. Orwell reviewed these three plays in their printed form in Tribune, 30 November 1945; see 2808.

2. This was reviewed by Orwell in the Manchester Evening News, 15 June 1944; see 2489.

2823. Nonsense Poetry: The Lear Omnibus edited by R. L. Megroz

1. ‘jug’ was set as ‘pug.’

2824. Olaf Stapledon to Orwell

1. William Olaf Stapledon (1886–1950) was a writer and lecturer. Among his books were Latter-Day Psalms (1914), A Modern Theory of Ethics: A Study of the Relations of Ethics and Psychology (1929), Last and First Men: A Story of the Near and Far Future (1930; New York, 1931), New Hope for Britain (1939), Beyond the ‘isms,’ a Searchlight Book, the series Orwell and Tosco Fyvel jointly initiated and edited (1942), and a pamphlet, The Seven Pillars of Peace (1944). His Old Man in New World, a P.E.N. Book (1944), was advertised in Tribune (for example, 16 June 1944) as ‘A brilliant fantasy of the future. A World Federation has been achieved and we witness the great pageant in celebration of the New World Order.’ He attended the Cultural and Scientific Conference for World Peace in New York, May 1949; see 3610, n. 2.

2. See 2825.

3. L. H. Myers (1881–1944), poet and novelist, had secretly funded Orwell’s visit to Marrakech in 1938–39; see 449. His books include The Orissers (1922), The ‘Clio,’ (1925), Strange Glory (1936). He began publishing a sequence of quasi-historical novels (he disclaimed their historicity) in 1929; these were collected in one volume, The Near and the Far (1940). They were set in sixteenth-century India in order, he explained in his Preface, to ‘give prominence to certain chosen aspects of life, and illustrate their significance.’ See G. H. Bantock, L. H. Myers: A Critical Study (1956). When Arnold Bennett met Myers in 1924, he described him as ‘a thin dark man, silencieux, un peu précieux, but apparently of a benevolent mind’; the last quality was exemplified by his kindness to Orwell. (The Journals of Arnold Bennett, edited by Frank Swinnerton, 1954, 358.)

2825. To G. H. Bantock

1. John Morris was one of Orwell’s colleagues at the BBC. Their relations were rather sour; see 1965, n. 1 and 2373, n. 1. For an unfavourable account of Orwell by Morris, see his ‘Some Are More Equal than Others,’ Penguin New Writing, No. 40 (1950); as ‘That Curiously Crucified Expression,’ in Orwell Remembered, 171–76, and Crick’s comments thereon, 419–20.

2. The last sentence was crossed through and then marked ‘stet.’ No signature survives at the end of the extracts.

2829. ‘Old George’s Almanac by Crystal-Gazer Orwell’

1. The essay title is a play on a cheap almanac, known as Old Moore’s, still on the market. It derives from one first published in 1699 by Francis Moore (1657–1715), who offered weather predictions for the year as a way of publicising the pills he manufactured. It has had many successors related only in name to the original and offering predictions on a wide range of social and political aspects of life. It is, by the more sophisticated at least, taken as a joke (if they have even come across it). Lyndoe was a rather more serious astrologer, whose work was published regularly in popular newspapers.


Appendix

2831. Orwell’s Payments Book

1. Includes 4,000 words for the Focus article, 11.9.44, which Orwell included.

2. Excludes 18.10.45 (700 words), item 2777 (3,800), and 28.12.45 (900); if included, these would bring the total to 112,150. The poem (2409) and Orwell’s interview on Burma (2540) have been disregarded in these counts.

Articles

1. The two Partisan Review entries for 15.9 and ‘earlier’ present an unresolved problem. They might seem to refer to the two London Letters published in 1943 (issues of March–April and July–August), but the date for the submission of copy, 15 September, cannot refer to either of these issues. An article sent on 15 September would normally be published in the November–December issue—the London Letter published in November–December 1942 is dated 29 August 1942—but there is no contribution from Orwell in November–December 1943. The next Letter appears in Spring 1944; entered by Orwell in his Payments Book on 15 January 1944. It looks as if, owing to editorial changes at Partisan Review, which included Dwight Macdonald’s resignation, Orwell’s Letter sent on 15 September was not published; hence Orwell’s recording that he was not paid for that Letter. Payment was very small; Arthur Koestler described his being London correspondent of Partisan Review as ‘a non-paying job bequeathed to me by George Orwell’ (Stranger on the Square, edited by Harold Harris, 1984, 49).

2. If correctly described as a royalty, this could only apply to the Penguin edition of Down and Out in Paris and London, published 18 December 1940. However, it is improbable that a royalty would produce a round-figure sum: if Orwell’s agent had taken 10% the sum paid by Penguin Books would have been £50, though there is evidence that Moore sometimes took 12⅛%. It is more likely that this is an advance against the publication by Penguin Books of Burmese Days, May 1944. The date, 6 December 1943, was probably that on which Orwell returned proofs. In ‘As I Please,’ 2, 10 December 1943, 2391, Orwell refers to his ‘going through the proofs of a reprinted book’; the context makes it clear that this is Burmese Days.

3. This annotation was written by Orwell on the facing verso. The ‘bottom of the next page’ refers to the last entry for 1944, the royalty of £45 from Secker & Warburg.

4. The total, 81,550, includes 30,000 for Animal Farm and 15,000 for The English People. Orwell’s figure of 67,250 (if allowance is made for the 600 difference in the number brought down) ought to be 80,320 if both are included, but 50,320 if Animal Farm is omitted, 65,320 if The English People is omitted, and 35,320 if both are omitted. Despite the inexplicable nature of Orwell’s calculation, it does seem that he intended to include Animal Farm and The English People.

5. Orwell’s Payments Book shows, with great regularity, the completion of reviews and articles for Tribune, The Observer, and the Manchester Evening News a day or two before their appearance in print. There is no appropriate entry for the review which appeared in the Manchester Evening News on 28 December 1944 (2594). There is, however, an entry against 17 January 1945 for which no review has been traced. It is likely, therefore, that the entry at 17 January refers to the review published on 28 December.

6. When Julian Symons took over Orwell’s column in 1946, though he was less well established than Orwell, the fee was increased to £9. (Julian Symons to the editor, 19 January 1993.)




Chronology

In the main, Orwell’s publications, except books, are not listed

25 June 1903 Eric Arthur Blair born in Motihari, Bengal, India.



15 February–end Mar 1945 War correspondent for The Observer and The Manchester Evening News in France and Germany.

29 March 1945 Eileen Blair dies.

31 March 1945 Signs first of his instructions for his literary executor.

8 May 1945 VE-Day: end of war in Europe.

8 April–24 May 1945 Returns as war correspondent to France, Germany and Austria.

7 June 1945 Continued writing regularly for The Observer and Manchester Evening News.

25 June 1945 Warburg reports that Orwell ‘has written the first twelve pages of his new novel’ [Nineteen Eighty-Four]

Orwell told that the head of Harper Brothers and of the OWI’s Paris Office, was ‘greatly impressed’ by Orwell’s Observer articles from the Continent.

3 July 1945 Agrees to write four long articles for Polemic.

Summer 1945–Dec 1948 Works on Nineteen Eighty-Four

August 1945 Elected Vice-Chairman of the Freedom Defence Committee.

15 August 1945 VJ-Day: end of war with Japan.

17 Aug 1945 After many rejections, Animal Farm published by Secker & Warburg. Published by Harcourt, Brace, New York, 1946, and made American Book of the Month Club choice. By the time Orwell died, Animal Farm had been published in Portuguese, Swedish, Norwegian, German, Polish, Persian, Dutch, French, Italian, Gujarati, Ukrainian (with Orwell’s Introduction, November 1947), Danish, Estonian, Spanish, Korean, Japanese, Telugu, Indonesian, Icelandic, Papiamento, and Russian editions.

10–22 Sep 45 Stays in fisherman’s cottage, Jura.

12 October 1945 Continued writing for Tribune.



21 January 1950 Orwell dies of pulmonary tuberculosis, aged 46.
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ABOUT THE BOOK

Journalism took a heavy toll of Orwell in the first months of 1946. Despite this unremitting pressure, he produced a major sequence of articles on ‘The Intellectual Revolt’. He wrote one of his finest short essays, ‘Some Thoughts on the Common Toad’. He reviewed Zamyatin’s We, wrote two radio plays for the BBC, The Voyage of the Beagle, and a version of ‘Red Riding Hood’ for Children’s Hour, and a pamphlet for the British Council, British Cookery; these three are printed here for the first time. 

The complex history of ‘How the Poor Die’ is unravelled, as is the problem posed by his passports giving his date of birth incorrectly, something that would prove significant in the writing of Nineteen Eighty-Four. Orwell renewed contact with Yvonne Davet; he corresponded with Ihor Szewczenko; he tried to get Victor Serge’s memoirs published in English and, with Arthur Koestler, to expose Soviet responsibility for the massacre of the Poles by arranging for a translation of Joseph Czapski’s Souvenirs de Starobielsk to be published. 

Despite all this, Orwell did get away to Jura with his son, Richard. He was able to relax and even fish, as his Domestic Diary (published for the first time) shows; and he wrote fifty pages of Nineteen Eighty-Four.
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Introduction to Volume XVIII

1946: Smothered Under Journalism

Journalism took a heavy toll of Orwell in the first months of 1946; this, combined with illness and his efforts to help others, whether through the Freedom Defence Committee, or through contacts, led to his determining to take a complete break. He told Dorothy Plowman that he was ‘constantly smothered under journalism—at present I am doing 4 articles every week—and I want to write another book which is impossible unless I can get 6 months quiet’ (2903).

Despite this unremitting pressure, he produced a major sequence of articles (reprinted here for the first time) on ‘The Intellectual Revolt’ (2874–78); these were translated into German and for that publication he contributed an ‘Afterword,’ here given in English for the first time (2879). He wrote one of his finest short essays, ‘Some Thoughts on the Common Toad’ (2970). This perfectly exemplified his aim ‘to make political writing into an art’, as he put it in ‘Why I Write’, also published in 1946 (3007). Among the other important essays published in this year were ‘The Prevention of Literature’ and ‘Politics and the English Language’ (both written in 1945 and printed in Volume XVII, 369–81 and 421–32, at the dates they were completed). ‘The Politics of Starvation’ was published in January (2866) in which Orwell again took up the problem of the severe shortage of food in continental Europe (in June bread would be rationed in Britain, though that had not proved necessary during the war, to provide grain for Germany: see 3045, n. 3 and, for rationing in general, 3017, n. 3). Among other major essays to appear in 1946 were ‘Decline of the English Murder’ (2900), another study in social criticism; ‘Words and Henry Miller,’ with its ensuing correspondence (2906 and 2907); ‘Confessions of a Book Reviewer,’ with Daniel George’s response (2992); and ‘Politics vs. Literature: An Examination of Gulliver’s Travels’ (3089). Orwell wrote only one London Letter for Partisan Review in 1946 (2990) but that was followed by a lengthy correspondence with Konni Zilliacus and others about ‘underground Communists’ and ‘fellow travellers,’ all of which is printed here. In May, his ‘Second Thoughts on James Burnham’ was published and that was also published as a pamphlet, James Burnham and the Managerial Revolution (2989). Orwell’s detailed annotations to Randall Swingler’s ‘The Right to Free Expression’ are printed with Swingler’s article (3090). His advocacy of Leonard Merrick’s work is shown by his introduction to The Position of Peggy Harper (2957).

Orwell continued writing popular articles for the Evening Standard, some of which, such as ‘A Nice Cup of Tea’ (2857), were reprinted in SEAC, the newspaper for servicemen in the Far East. Although these are journeyman pieces, they often have interesting aspects. Orwell’s imaginary perfect pub, ‘The Moon Under Water,’ has actually been adopted as a name for pubs fifty years later (see 2894, n. 1); passages from ‘Just Junk—But Who Could Resist It?’ appear in Nineteen Eighty-Four (see 2842, nn. 2,3, and 5). On 8 November Orwell started his column in Tribune, ‘As I Please’, again. He also continued to review books; one was a long account of Yevgeny Zamyatin’s We under the title ‘Freedom and Happiness’ (2841).

Before getting away to Jura for six months, he wrote two radio plays for the BBC, The Voyage of the ‘Beagle’ (2953), preceded by an article for Radio Times on Darwin’s voyage (2939), and a version of ‘Red Riding Hood’ for Children’s Hour (3032), an outcome of his interest in fairy stories, as betokened by the sub-title to Animal Farm. He also wrote a pamphlet for the British Council, British Cookery (2954); this was not published, probably because it was thought inappropriate to advocate food at a time of such severe rationing. Among the notes and annotations is a detailed account tracing the history of ‘How the Poor Die’. This brings to light that for many years Orwell had travelled under a wrongly-dated passport, something which almost certainly influenced the false dating which proves significant in Nineteen Eighty-Four (see especially 3103).

The correspondence for this year is particularly interesting and much of it has not previously been published. Orwell renewed contact with Andrew S. F. Gow, his classical tutor at Eton, and with Yvonne Davet in France. That led to her translation of Homage to Catalonia, which, although not published until five years after his death, included corrections not found in the English text until the Complete Works edition of 1986; Orwell’s letters are given in their original French versions and in translation. He corresponded with Ihor Szewczenko about the latter’s reading of Animal Farm to Ukrainian ‘Displaced Persons’ in Germany; that led to the Ukrainian translation for which Orwell wrote a special introduction. (Szewczenko in time became Professor of Byzantine Studies at Harvard.) Orwell tried to get Victor Serge’s memoirs published in English and, with Arthur Koestler, to expose Soviet responsibility for the massacre of Poles—the ‘Katyn Massacres’—by arranging for translation of Joseph Czapski’s Souvenirs de Starobielsk to be published, but no British publishers would risk offending the Soviets (or the British Government). Czapski had suggested to Orwell an important change to Animal Farm. He, like the Ukrainian Displaced Persons, understood the significance of Animal Farm more clearly than did some intellectuals, as an important letter to Dwight Macdonald (the ‘Kronstadt’ letter) reveals (3128).

Despite all this, Orwell did find time to organise a move to Barnhill, Jura (see 2943 for details of the arrangements with Pickfords and for the costs involved). He spent several happy months in Jura with his son, Richard, although he was constantly faced by the problems of living in so remote a place, without a proper road nearer than seven miles away from Barnhill. As he told Rayner Heppenstall on 19 September, ‘Transport is really the only big problem here’ (3074). He was able to relax, to develop his smallholding, to fish, and enjoy Richard, as his Domestic Diary (published for the first time) shows. Orwell’s drawings showing current and proposed layouts for his garden are reproduced here. There is a specially-drawn map of ‘Orwell’s Jura’ here.

By 26 September he could tell Humphrey Slater ‘I’ve only done about 50 pages [of Nineteen Eighty-Four] and God knows when it will be finished’ (3084).

A full General Introduction will be found here
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2832. ‘The Prevention of Literature’

Polemic, 2. January 1946


‘The Prevention of Literature’ is reproduced at the date given for it in Orwell’s Payments Book, 12 November 1945; see 2792.






2833. Condensation of Animal Farm

World Digest, January 1946


On 1 September 1945, Orwell wrote to Leonard Moore thanking him for arranging for a condensation of Animal Farm to be published in World Digest; see 2736. The condensation (not made by Orwell) amounted to some 7,000 words and was drawn from all parts of the book. Orwell’s Payments Book shows, against 8 December 1945, that he received £14.15.5d for second rights in payment for this condensation: a fee of £16.16.0 (16 guineas) minus Moore’s commission of 12.125%; see 2736, n. 1.

The condensation, which was said to be ‘by permission of the author,’ was preceded by a drawing made by D. L. Ghilchik and this introduction:


One of today’s sincerest writers, Mr. Orwell does not hesitate to criticize persons and things of which he disapproves. He censures injustice, humbug and falsification of ideals; gibes at appeasement, popular eulogy of the second-best, and the bleating in unison of the yes-men. Dictatorship with its inevitable abuse of power is always an evil. And this evil is the theme of Animal Farm, a political allegory, which he calls a fairy story, about the progress of a revolution.

Inspired by a dream of Utopian kingdom-come when “the beasts of England” shall inherit the earth, the animals on a farm decide to organize, drive out the human owner and toil for themselves alone. But the revolt against the old tyranny does not lead to the fulfilment of the dream. A new tyranny rises from among their own ranks. Under a ruthless leader the cleverest animals, imposing themselves on the rest, betray the revolution by their reactionary rule.

While the whole story, outlined in our condensation, conforms in many respects to the Russian revolution of 1917 and afterwards, it contains many parallels for readers to find and is an attack, in entertaining guise, on totalitarianism whether it emanates from the Left or the Right.








2834. Roger Senhouse to Orwell

1 January 1946

My dear George,1

It was good to have that conversation with you on the telephone yesterday and to know that you had spent a pleasant and interesting Christmas.

I find on enquiry that CRITICAL ESSAYS has already been printed and, therefore, we cannot make any alterations whatever. We can, of course, put in an errata slip, and when you have thoroughly digested what it is you want to alter in the KOESTLER Essay we could devise a three or four line slip. I seem to remember crossing out the THE before SCUM OF THE EARTH but here again I cannot be certain as the proof copy is still with the Printers and I have not thought it worth while to ask for it back. Instead, I send our latest proof copy so that you can mark the passage with your alterations.

Fred tells me that I must lunch with him next Wednesday at a Publishers’ Meeting and so I am wondering whether Thursday or Friday would suit you as well next week?2 Either date is good for us.




2835. To B.J. Brooke

2 January 1946 Typewritten

27B Canonbury Square

Islington,

London, N.1.

Dear Mr. Brooke,1

I am no longer Literary Editor of ‘Tribune’, but I am sending your poems on to the present editor.

Yours sincerely,

[Signed] Geo. Orwell

George Orwell




2836. To Arthur Koestler

2 January 1946 Typewritten

27B Canonbury Square,

Islington,

London N.1.

Dear Arthur,

I enclose the draft I promised to make.1 It is a rough one and not well expressed, but it contains more or less what I mean and I think it is roughly along these lines that one ought to present the matter to anyone who is hearing about it for the first time.

I have arranged to have lunch with Tom Hopkinson and Barbara Ward2 about a week hence and talk this over with them. That is as far as I have got. I haven’t yet found out much about the League of the Rights of Man. I ought to have written earlier but I put it off till I should have prepared this draft. I enclose also your bottle-opener, knowing how scarce they are. Celia3 tells me that she brought back Richard’s spoon which I left behind.

I rang up Warburg’s and told them about the minor corrections in the article,4 which they are going to make if the printing of the book is not too far advanced.

Please give my love to Mamaine.5 It was so nice seeing you again. Don’t fail to let me know well in advance when you are coming up to London.

Yours,

George




2837. Arthur Koestler to Orwell

9 January 1946


Koestler replied on 9 January that he liked Orwell’s draft. He proposed to discuss ‘a few addenda’ when he was in London about 25 January. He had had a long talk with Bertrand Russell about their proposal. Russell thought it was too late for any sort of ethical movement, because war would soon be upon them, and that more direct political action was necessary. He proposed a conference of experts representing different regions of the world and various disciplines. He did not wish to be the convener but would read a paper. Russell was, said Koestler, ‘tired and overworked … he is frightened of the burden of work but at the same time very anxious to do something.’ Koestler thought such a conference could be fitted into their plans, and that those attending might well favour ‘initiating an organisation on our lines.’ … He thought a possible name might be ‘Magna Carta League,’ but that would confine its implications to Britain. Alternatively he suggested ‘Renaissance—A League for the Defense° and Development of Democracy.’

Koestler also told Orwell that Russell had read Animal Farm, had liked it, and was anxious to meet Orwell. He had told Russell that Orwell would be willing to go to Cambridge to meet him, and that Orwell would write to suggest a date.

Ignazio Silone (see 2870, n. 3) was coming to London, Koestler had heard, and he hoped Orwell would meet him and discover his reactions. He asked for the outcome of Orwell’s meeting with Tom Hopkinson and Barbara Ward. (See Orwell’s reply, 10 January 1946, 2852).

Orwell wrote to Russell, but his letter has not been traced. Russell replied on 18 January to say he would like to meet Orwell and suggesting lunch in London on 12 February. He thought Koestler’s proposal ‘a little premature’ and preferred a meeting of a small group ‘to discuss the possible programme for the world.’






2838. ‘£3.13s Worth of Pleasure’

Manchester Evening News, 3 January 1946

It is a common practice about the end of December or the beginning of January for reviewers to “look back” and make a list of the outstanding books that they have dealt with during the year.

However, even the sunniest optimist would hardly deny that 1945 has been a poor year for books, and I think it may be more useful if I furnish a list of books which I have not reviewed but which I happen to have read during this year and especially enjoyed—books, in fact, which I have enjoyed sufficiently to make me want to say to everyone, “Do read this.”

Apart from Penguins and Pelicans, I list below a dozen books which I have either borrowed or bought second-hand during the year. None of them is a very recent book, but with two exceptions none of them was published as much as 20 years ago, and nearly all of them are books that could be borrowed from any good public library. Or they could be tracked down in the second-hand bookshops; in aid of which I name the publisher and date of publication in each case.

Antonia White’s Brilliant Novel—Frost in May (Desmond Harmsworth, I933).1

This is an acid, but, I believe, essentially truthful account of life in a fashionable convent school. It leaves one wondering whether the feeling aroused by the Catholic Church ought to be admiration or merely alarm. The shrewdness of the nuns is as surprising as their narrow-mindedness, and their educational methods are an extraordinary mixture of intense intellectuality and refined spiritual bullying.

After Puritanism, by Hugh Kingsmill (Duckworth, 1929).

Four excellent essays on Dean Farrar, Samuel Butler, Frank Harris, and W. T. Stead. The one on Samuel Butler is especially good.

How to Write Short Stories, by Ring Lardner (Chatto and Windus, 1926).

For some reason Ring Lardner, one of the funniest of the American short-story writers—in my opinion quite as good, in his slightly different way, as Damon Runyan—has not been reprinted in England for some time past. There are ten of his stories in this book (the best are “Champion” and “Some Like Them Cold”), but you can find a larger number in another collection, “Round-Up,” published at about the same date.

The Future of Industrial Man, by Peter Drucker (Heinemann, 1943).

Drucker,2 who is an American, belongs to what might be called the pessimistic conservative school of sociologists. He disbelieves in all Utopias, and maintains that only a “mixed society” can be the guardian of our liberties. He is always stimulating, however much one may disagree with him.

Memories of Lenin, by Nadeshda Krupskaya (Lawrence and Wishart abridged edition, 1942).

Krupskaya was Lenin’s wife, and this book is about the friendliest, simplest record of him that exists. It tells one about Lenin’s love of dogs, his fondness for hunting, and his simple literary tastes, as well as telling the tale of his political struggles and his periods of exile in England and Siberia.

Liza of Lambeth, by W. Somerset Maugham (Heinemann collected edition).

This book was Mr. Maugham’s first novel. It describes slum life in the nineties—a period when vast areas of every great town were dirty, dangerous, and poverty stricken to an extent that we can now hardly imagine. Mr. Maugham started his career as a doctor, and this short and simply told story, which starts with a dance round the barrel-organ and ends with a death in childbed, is based on his early experiences.

The Savage Pilgrimage, by Catherine Carswell (Chatto and Windus, 1932).

This is about the most sympathetic and understanding biography of D. H. Lawrence, written by a fellow-writer who was his near-contemporary and knew him over many years.

The Old School, compiled by Graham Greene (Jonathan Cape, 1934).

A critical account of their schooldays, written by 18 different people, the schools in question including Eton, St. Paul’s, Greshams, Bedales, a council school in Salford, Kettering Grammar School, and three girls’ schools.

English Messiahs, by Ronald Matthews (Methuen, 1936).

Well-documented but readable accounts of Joanna Southcott, James Nayler, and other religious maniacs who have appeared in this country at different times between the seventeenth and twentieth centuries.

Tales of Mean Streets and A Child of the Jago by Arthur Morrison (Methuen, 1906 and 1911).3

These are the only two books on my list that might be difficult to get hold of. Arthur Morrison is an extraordinary figure. He appears to have been extremely popular in the nineties and the early years of this century, and then to have dropped right out of sight for about 30 years—for he only died in 1945. He is now beginning to come into his own again, and some of his books are to be reprinted. They are remarkably powerful and moving stories of life in the frightful squalor of the late-Victorian slums. I particularly recommend “A Child of the Jago.”

The Life of Cæsar, by Guglielmo Ferrero (Allen & Unwin, 1933).

I have not yet finished this book, but I have read far enough to have realised that Ferrero, who also wrote “The Greatness and Decline of Rome,” is in the front rank of historians. He has a combination of qualities that is very rare—an understanding of the economic base of history, and on top of this a sense of style and a feeling for personality and the picturesque.

Of the Penguins and Pelicans that I have bought during 1945, I recommend especially “The Managerial Revolution,” by James Burnham, “The Iron Heel” (Jack London’s prophecy of Fascism, written in 1909), “The Diary of a Nobody,” by George and Weedon Grossmith, and “Some Tales of Mystery and Imagination,” by Edgar Allan Poe. This last is not a very satisfactory selection, but every selection from Poe leaves out something good, and it is time that a cheap edition of his complete works was published.

Finally, there are the King Penguins. I am not certain of the dates of these, and I may have bought some of them in earlier years, but I give especially good marks to “Edible Fungi,” “Poisonous Fungi,” “British Shells,” and “Fishes of Britain,” the last-named being more than worth the 2s for the plates alone.

One of the above-named books was borrowed, but I bought all the rest, and a financial note may be of interest. The combined cost to me of the various books I have mentioned was £3 13s., which is not a high price to pay for a great many hours of enjoyment.




2839. To Dwight Macdonald

3 January 1946 Typewritten

27 B Canonbury Square

Islington

London N 1

Dear Dwight,

Many thanks for your letter of December 31st. I’m so glad you read “Animal Farm” and liked it.1 I asked Warburg to send you a copy, but knowing how desperately short he was of copies of the first edition, I wasn’t sure whether you would get one. Neither he nor I now have a copy of that edition. A month or two back the Queen sent to Warburg’s for a copy (this doesn’t mean anything politically: her literary adviser is Osbert Sitwell who would probably advise her to read a book of that type), and as there wasn’t one left the Royal Messenger had to go down to the Anarchist bookshop run by George Woodcock, which strikes me as mildly comic. However now a second edition of 10 thousand has come out, also a lot of translations are being done. I have just fixed up to have it done in the USA by a firm named Harcourt & Brace who I believe are good publishers. I had a lot of difficulty to place it in the USA. The Dial Press who had been pestering me for some time for a book rejected it on the ground that “the American public is not interested in animals” (or words to that effect.) I think it will get a bit of pre-publicity in the USA as “Time” rang up saying they were going to review it and asking me for the usual particulars. I also had an awful fight to get it into print over here. No one except Warburg would look at it, and W. had to hold it up for a year for lack of paper. Even as it is he has only been able to print about half as many copies as he could have sold. Even the MOI horned in and tried to keep it out of print. The comic thing is that after all this fuss the book got almost no hostile reception when it came out. The fact is people are fed up with this Russian nonsense and it’s just a question of who is first to say “The Emperor has no clothes on.”2

I feel very guilty that I still haven’t done you that article on the “comics.” The thing is that I am inconceivably busy. I have to do on average 4 articles a week and have hardly any energy left over for serious work. However I have roughly sketched out an article which I shall do some time. I am going to call it “An American Reverie” and in it I shall contrast these papers with the American books and papers which I, like most people about my age, was partly brought up on.3 I noticed with interest that the G.Is in Germany were mostly reading this kind of stuff, which seems to be aimed at children and adults indifferently.

I have another book coming out in the USA shortly, a book of reprinted articles, and I have included that one on “Miss Blandish” which you printed. I’m afraid I didn’t ask your permission, but I didn’t suppose you’d mind. I have made the usual acknowledgements.

Did you see “Polemic,” the new paper Humphrey Slater has started? I dare say it didn’t get to you as they only did 3000 of the first number. The second number will be 5000 and then they hope to work up to 8000, but they can only become a monthly by stealth. One is not allowed to start new periodicals, but you can get hold of a little paper if you call yourself a publisher, and you have to start off by pretending that what you are publishing is a book or pamphlet. The first number was rather dull and very badly got-up, but I have great hopes of it because we have great need of some paper in which one can do long and serious literary-political articles.

David Martin4 is over in Canada and was going to look you up if he is in New York. He has great schemes for starting an international review in several languages. Arthur Koestler is also very anxious to start something like what the League for the Rights of Man used to be before it was stalinised. No doubt you will be hearing from him about this.

All the best and thanks for writing.

Yours

Geo. Orwell




2840. Fredric Warburg to Frank Morley

3 January 1946


Frank Morley, who represented Harcourt, Brace, was visiting England ‘to see what readers were currently interested in.’ He worked for some days in Bowes & Bowes bookshop in Cambridge. Customers repeatedly asked for Animal Farm, which had sold out. ‘He left the counter, read the single copy left in the postal orders’ department, left for London, and bought the U.S. rights. “Which publisher is it?” bellowed the deaf [Leonard] Moore down the phone to Warburg in Morley’s hearing: “All the best ones have turned it down.” ’ Morley was met ‘by a far from enthusiastic reception’ in New York, but attitudes changed when it was selected by the Book-of-the-Month Club (Crick, 487).

On 3 January 1946, Warburg wrote to Morley (at the Green Park Hotel in London) indicating that he was ‘really becoming somewhat irked by acting as go-between in this matter,’ not so much because of the work involved but because, at the end of the day, he feared being ‘in the black books of Christy & Moore and of yourselves.’ He asked for certain assurances about Secker’s Canadian rights and asked for the position regarding President Roosevelt’s proclamation, made during the war, giving foreign authors the full benefit of U.S. copyright, without formalities, until a further proclamation should end this arrangement.






2841. ‘Freedom and Happiness’

Tribune, 4 January 1946

Several years after hearing of its existence, I have at last got my hands on a copy of Zamyatin’s We, which is one of the literary curiosities of this book-burning age. Looking it up in Gleb Struve’s 25 Years of Soviet Russian Literature, I find its history to have been this:

Zamyatin, who died in Paris in 1937, was a Russian novelist and critic who published a number of books both before and after the Revolution.1 We was written about 1923, and though it is not about Russia and has no direct connection with contemporary politics—it is a fantasy dealing with the twenty-sixth century A.D.—it was refused publication on the ground that it was ideologically undesirable. A copy of the manuscript found its way out of the country, and the book has appeared in English, French and Czech translations, but never in Russian. The English translation was published in the United States, and I have never been able to procure a copy: but copies of the French translation (the title is Nous Autres) do exist, and I have at last succeeded in borrowing one.2 So far as I can judge it is not a book of the first order, but it is certainly an unusual one, and it is astonishing that no English publisher has been enterprising enough to re-issue it.

The first thing anyone would notice about We is the fact—never pointed out, I believe—that Aldous Huxley’s Brave New World must be partly derived from it. Both books deal with the rebellion of the primitive human spirit against a rationalised, mechanised, painless world, and both stories are supposed to take place about six hundred years hence. The atmosphere of the two books is similar, and it is roughly speaking the same kind of society that is being described, though Huxley’s book shows less political awareness and is more influenced by recent biological and psychological theories.

In the twenty-sixth century, in Zamyatin’s vision of it, the inhabitants of Utopia have so completely lost their individuality as to be known only by numbers. They live in glass houses (this was written before television was invented), which enables the political police, known as the “Guardians,” to supervise them more easily. They all wear identical uniforms, and a human being is commonly referred to either as “a number” or “a unif” (uniform). They live on synthetic food, and their usual recreation is to march in fours while the anthem of the Single State is played through loudspeakers. At stated intervals they are allowed for one hour (known as “the sex hour”) to lower the curtains round their glass apartments. There is, of course, no marriage, though sex life does not appear to be completely promiscuous. For purposes of love-making everyone has a sort of ration book of pink tickets, and the partner with whom he spends one of his allotted sex hours signs the counterfoil. The Single State is ruled over by a personage known as The Benefactor, who is annually re-elected by the entire population, the vote being always unanimous. The guiding principle of the State is that happiness and freedom are incompatible. In the Garden of Eden man was happy, but in his folly he demanded freedom and was driven out into the wilderness. Now the Single State has restored his happiness by removing his freedom.

So far the resemblance with Brave New World is striking. But though Zamyatin’s book is less well put together—it has a rather weak and episodic plot which is too complex to summarise—it has a political point which the other lacks. In Huxley’s book the problem of “human nature” is in a sense solved, because it assumes that by pre-natal treatment, drugs and hypnotic suggestion the human organism can be specialised in any way that is desired. A first-rate scientific worker is as easily produced as an Epsilon semi-moron, and in either case the vestiges of primitive instincts, such as maternal feeling or the desire for liberty, are easily dealt with. At the same time no clear reason is given why society should be stratified in the elaborate way that is described. The aim is not economic exploitation, but the desire to bully and dominate does not seem to be a motive either. There is no power-hunger, no sadism, no hardness of any kind. Those at the top have no strong motive for staying at the top, and though everyone is happy in a vacuous way, life has become so pointless that it is difficult to believe that such a society could endure.

Zamyatin’s book is on the whole more relevant to our own situation. In spite of education and the vigilance of the Guardians, many of the ancient human instincts are still there. The teller of the story, D-503, who, though a gifted engineer, is a poor conventional creature, a sort of Utopian Billy Brown of London Town, is constantly horrified by the atavistic impulses which seize upon him. He falls in love (this is a crime, of course) with a certain I-330 who is a member of an underground resistance movement and succeeds for a while in leading him into rebellion. When the rebellion breaks out it appears that the enemies of The Benefactor are in fact fairly numerous, and these people, apart from plotting the overthrow of the State, even indulge, at the moment when their curtains are down, in such vices as smoking cigarettes and drinking alcohol. D-503 is ultimately saved from the consequences of his own folly. The authorities announce that they have discovered the cause of the recent disorders: it is that some human beings suffer from a disease called imagination. The nerve-centre responsible for imagination has now been located, and the disease can be cured by X-ray treatment. D-503 undergoes the operation, after which it is easy for him to do what he has known all along that he ought to do—that is, betray his confederates to the police. With complete equanimity he watches I-330 tortured by means of compressed air under a glass bell:


She looked at me, her hands clasping the arms of the chair, until her eyes were completely shut. They took her out, brought her to herself by means of an electric shock, and put her under the bell again. This operation was repeated three times, and not a word issued from her lips.

The others who had been brought along with her showed themselves more honest. Many of them confessed after one application. Tomorrow they will all be sent to the Machine of the Benefactor.



The Machine of the Benefactor is the guillotine. There are many executions in Zamyatin’s Utopia. They take place publicly, in the presence of the Benefactor, and are accompanied by triumphal odes recited by the official poets. The guillotine, of course, is not the old crude instrument but a much improved model which literally liquidates its victim, reducing him in an instant to a puff of smoke and a pool of clear water. The execution is, in fact, a human sacrifice, and the scene describing it is given deliberately the colour of the sinister slave civilisations of the ancient world. It is this intuitive grasp of the irrational side of totalitarianism—human sacrifice, cruelty as an end in itself, the worship of a Leader who is credited with divine attributes—that makes Zamyatin’s book superior to Huxley’s.

It is easy to see why the book was refused publication. The following conversation (I abridge it slightly) between D-503 and I-330 would have been quite enough to set the blue pencils working:


“Do you realise that what you are suggesting is revolution?”

“Of course, it’s revolution. Why not?”

“Because there can’t be a revolution. Our revolution was the last and there can never be another. Everybody knows that.”

“My dear, you’re a mathematician: tell me, which is the last number?”

“What do you mean, the last number?”

“Well, then, the biggest number!”

“But that’s absurd. Numbers are infinite. There can’t be a last one.”

“Then why do you talk about the last revolution?”



There are other similar passages. It may well be, however, that Zamyatin did not intend the Soviet regime to be the special target of his satire. Writing at about the time of Lenin’s death, he cannot have had the Stalin dictatorship in mind, and conditions in Russia in 1923 were not such that anyone would revolt against them on the ground that life was becoming too safe and comfortable. What Zamyatin seems to be aiming at is not any particular country but the implied aims of industrial civilisation. I have not read any of his other books, but I learn from Gleb Struve that he had spent several years in England and had written some blistering satires on English life. It is evident from We that he had a strong leaning towards primitivism. Imprisoned by the Czarist Government in 1906, and then imprisoned by the Bolsheviks in 1922 in the same corridor of the same prison, he had cause to dislike the political regime he had lived under, but his book is not simply the expression of a grievance. It is in effect a study of the Machine, the genie that man has thoughtlessly let out of its bottle and cannot put back again. This is a book to look out for when an English version appears.


In Tribune, 25 January 1946, Gleb Struve amplified Orwell’s remarks on We and Zamyatin.


May I add a few observations and facts to George Orwell’s article about Zamyatin’s We (Tribune, January 4) which, though, I agree, not a great book, is certainly both an important and an interesting work deserving to be known in this country?

There is no doubt that Zamyatin had in mind, in his Utopian satire, the Soviet Union which, even in 1922, was a single-party dictatorship, and it was because it was understood to be aimed at the Soviet State that the book was refused publication. Although never published in the original (and I do not know whether the Russian manuscript of it has been preserved) the book was at one time freely commented upon by Soviet critics. It is, of course, possible that some features of Zamyatin’s State of the future were suggested by Mussolini’s incipient Fascist order. Conditions of life in Zamyatin’s “Single State” may differ in important particulars from those actually prevailing in the U.S.S.R. at the time the book was written, but the aspects on which Zamyatin dwelt were those which seemed to him to be the inevitable logical outcome of modern totalitarianism. Had the book been written after Hitler’s advent to power it might have been allowed to see the light of day and even hailed as a powerful invective of the Nazi State. It is important just because it is even more prophetic than topical.

On the other hand Orwell is right in saying that the book was also meant as a protest against the dominant spirit of our machine age. Zamyatin saw modern civilisation heading for an impasse and at times even looked forward to the emergence of a new Attila as the only salvation for humanity. It is curious that Zamyatin himself was by profession a shipbuilding engineer, and it was as an expert in the construction of icebreakers that he came to this country towards the end of the 1914–18 war on a mission from the Russian Government. His mathematical training is strongly reflected in all his work. The satire on England which Orwell refers to is a longish short story called The Islanders, a bitingly satirical picture of English smugness and philistinism. So far as I know it was translated into English but was turned down by publishers because of its “anti-English” bias.

Zamyatin’s other works include a satirical play, The Fires of St. Dominic, generally believed to have been aimed at the Soviet Cheka. The action, however, is set in Spain in the times of the Inquisition, and, unlike We, the play was allowed to appear in print. As a result of writing We, and of his general unorthodox attitude, Zamyatin fell under a cloud, was proclaimed an “inside émigré” and eventually forced (or allowed) to emigrate (in 1930, I think). His last book, written in Paris, had Attila for its subject. At one time Zamyatin, as a master of his craft, had a great influence on younger Soviet writers and held the post of Chairman of the Association of Soviet Writers.

Gleb Struve








2842. ‘Just Junk—But Who Could Resist It?’

Saturday Essay,1 Evening Standard, 5 January 1946

Which is the most attractive junk shop in London is a matter of taste, or for debate: but I could lead you to some first-rate ones in the dingier areas of Greenwich, in Islington near the Angel, in Holloway, in Paddington, and in the hinterland of the Edgware-road. Except for a couple near Lord’s—and even those are in a section of street that happens to have fallen into decay—I have never seen a junk shop worth a second glace in what is called a “good” neighbourhood.

A junk shop is not to be confused with an antique shop. An antique shop is clean, its goods are attractively set out and priced at about double their value and once inside the shop you are usually bullied into buying something.

A junk shop has a fine film of dust over the window, its stock may include literally anything that is not perishable, and its proprietor, who is usually asleep in a small room at the back, displays no eagerness to make a sale.

Also, its finest treasures are never discoverable at first glimpse; they have to be sorted out from among a medley of bamboo cake-stands, Britannia-ware dish-covers, turnip watches, dog-eared books, ostrich eggs, typewriters of extinct makes, spectacles without lenses, decanters without stoppers, stuffed birds, wire fire guards, bunches of keys, boxes of nuts and bolts, conch shells from the Indian Ocean, boot trees, Chinese ginger jars and pictures of Highland cattle.

Some of the things to look out for in the junk shop are Victorian brooches and lockets of agate or other semi-precious stones.2

Perhaps five out of six of these things are hideously ugly, but there are also very beautiful objects among them. They are set in silver, or more often in pinchbeck, a charming alloy which for some reason is no longer made.

Other things worth looking for are papier maché snuffboxes with pictures painted on the lid, lustre-ware jugs, muzzle-loading pistols made round about 1830, and ships in bottles. These are still made, but the old ones are always the best, because of the elegant shape of the Victorian bottles and the delicate green of the glass.

Or, again, musical boxes, horse brasses, copper powder-horns, Jubilee mugs (for some reason the 1887 Jubilee produced much pleasanter keepsakes than the Diamond Jubilee ten years later), and glass paper-weights with pictures at the bottom.

There are others that have a piece of coral enclosed in the glass, but these are always fantastically expensive.3 Or you may come across a scrap book full of Victorian fashion-plates and pressed flowers or even, if you are exceptionally lucky, the scrap book’s big brother, a scrap screen.

Scrap screens—all too rare nowadays—are simply ordinary wooden or canvas screens with coloured scraps cut out and pasted all over them in such a way as to make more or less coherent pictures. The best were made round about 1880, but if you buy one at a junk shop it is sure to be defective, and the great charm of owning such a screen lies in patching it up yourself.

You can use coloured reproductions from art magazines, Christmas cards, postcards, advertisements, book jackets, even cigarette cards. There is always room for one more scrap, and with careful placing anything can be made to look congruous.

Thus, merely in one corner of my own scrap screen,4 Cézanne’s card-players with a black bottle between them are impinging on a street scene in medieval Florence, while on the other side of the street one of Gauguin’s South Sea islanders is sitting beside an English lake where a lady in leg-of-mutton sleeves is paddling a canoe. They all look perfectly at home together.

All these things are curiosities, but one does find useful things in the junk shop as well.

In a shop in Kentish Town, since blitzed, I once bought an old French sword-bayonet, price sixpence, which did four years’ service as a fire-poker. And during the last few years the junk shop has been the only place where you could buy certain carpentering tools—a jack plane for instance—or such useful objects as corkscrews, clock keys, skates, wine glasses, copper saucepans, and spare pram wheels.

In some shops you can find keys to fit almost any lock, others specialise in pictures and are therefore useful when you need a frame. Indeed, I have often found that the cheapest way of buying a frame is to buy a picture and then throw away the picture.5

But the attraction of the junk shop does not lie solely in the bargains you pick up, nor even in the aesthetic value which—at a generous estimate—5 per cent of its contents may possess. Its appeal is to the jackdaw inside all of us, the instinct that makes a child hoard copper nails, clock springs, and the glass marbles out of lemonade bottles. To get pleasure out of a junk shop you are not obliged to buy anything, nor even to want to buy anything.

I know a shop in Tottenham-Court road where I have never, over a period of many years, seen anything that was not offensively ugly and another, not far from Baker-street, where there is nearly always something tempting. The first appeals to me almost as strongly as the second.

Another shop, in the Chalk Farm area, sells nothing but rubbishy fragments of old metal. For as long as I can remember the same worn-out tools and lengths of lead piping have been lying in the trays, the same gas stoves have been mouldering in the doorway. I have never bought anything there, never even seen anything that I contemplated buying. Yet it would be all but impossible for me to pass that way without crossing the street to have a good look.




2843. Review of The Nineteen- Twenties by Douglas Goldring

The Observer, 6 January 1946

The nineteen-twenties are now far enough away for any dispassionate and painstaking book about them to have historical value, even if it consisted merely of personal reminiscences. The ’twenties were an interesting period. The political crimes and errors which were then committed led to the rise of totalitarianism and to the second World War, but there was also a brief burst of prosperity during which personal liberty flourished and the arts were taken seriously as they are not likely to be again in our lifetime. Anyone who lived in Paris in the late ’twenties and knew Ford Madox Ford, Harold Monro, D. H. Lawrence, and the Sitwell family ought to be able to make an interesting book.

Unfortunately, Mr. Goldring is not content either to write a documented history of the period or to fill up the gaps in the biographies of the various eminent men whom he has known. Instead of sticking to a time scheme his book consists, in effect, of a series of essays on such subjects as the General Strike, the “new morality,” the League of Nations, or life on the Riviera, and he is liable at any moment to break into a long tirade which is only doubtfully connected with his ostensible subject-matter. The two main targets of his invective are the Conservative Party and the United States, and his unwillingness to miss a chance of taking a crack at either of them leads him into many a digression.

The most valuable part of the book deals with the 1917 Club, which during the later part of the last war became the rallying point for the holders of every kind of unorthodox opinion, and was frequented by men as diverse as Ramsay MacDonald, H. W. Nevinson, H. G. Wells, Aldous Huxley, Francis Birrell, Clement Attlee, and E. D. Morel. Mr. Goldring knew Morel over a period of years and supplies some interesting facts about this heroic but rather forgotten man. The first President of the 1917 Club was Ramsay MacDonald, who was also, according to Mr. Goldring, its most eminent bore. Mr. Goldring claims that he was never at any time taken in by MacDonald—a claim which has been made by so many people from 1931 onwards as to make one wonder how it was that MacDonald ever rose to be leader of the Labour Party and Prime Minister.

Part of the trouble with Mr. Goldring’s book is that certain of his views have changed since 1920, and he is over-anxious to show that he is guilty of no inconsistency—and more, that views which he now considers to have been wrong were, in fact, the right views at the moment when he held them. He appears to have been in favour of a compromise peace in 1917, and, when the war was over, to have been violently opposed to a vindictive peace settlement, with annexations, indemnities, and the fastening of a “war guilt” clause upon Germany.

Now, on the other hand, he is in favour of annexations, indemnities, and drastic punishment of war criminals, and is even inclined to feel that the Versailles settlement was not so bad as it seemed at the time. Thousands of English intellectuals have gone through a similar development, but the conventional Left-wing outlook of 1920 and that of to-day are not compatible, and cannot be made to appear so without warping the fact, at some point or other. Mr. Goldring’s solution is to lay all the blame for both past and present ills on the Conservative Party and the “old school tie” mentality. The Tories strangled the Weimar Republic and nourished Hitler, and they have simultaneously discouraged internationalism and put the interests of their class above those of their country. No doubt this is part of the truth, perhaps even three-quarters of the truth, but at this date it hardly seems worth saying, and it blinks the fact that Conservative policies, both internal and external, were accepted by the mass of the British people until the results of them became flatly intolerable.

Mr. Goldring’s chapter on America, entitled “Those United States,” is frankly an outburst of Americophobia, but it contains some worth-while comments on the lack of contact between ordinary British and American citizens and on the practical disappearance of British books from the United States market. The section on “Art and Letters” rescues the names of a few half-forgotten magazines from oblivion, but the critical passages are shallow, even when Mr. Goldring is dealing with those writers who were his contemporaries and whom he might be expected to understand best. This is a scrappy, unsatisfying book, and it does not even have an index.




2844. To John Beavan

7 January 1946 Typewritten

27B Canonbury Square,

Islington,

London, N.1.

Dear Beavan,1

Thank you for your letter. I am reviewing the two books you sent me this week. Do you want me to start the four special articles2 this week or later? I can’t remember whether you wish those articles to be of the same length as my usual reviews or somewhat longer, and I should be obliged if you would let me know.

Yours sincerely,

[Signed] Geo. Orwell

George Orwell




2845. To Philip Rahv

7 January 1946 Typewritten

27B Canonbury Square,

Islington,

London, N.1.

Dear Rahv,

We seem to have got rather out of step with these London letters, and I am afraid I lost the instructions you sent me about the date on which you wanted them. Could you tell me if you want another, and if so, at what date? The air mail seems to have improved, so I could arrange to post it about a week before the date mentioned.

Meanwhile an Australian news agency has written asking whether the articles I do for you could be also published by them.1 I suppose they intend simultaneous publication, and therefore would want me to send them copies of the stuff at the same time as I send them to you. Or possibly they simply mean to reprint after the letters have appeared in the “Partisan Review”. Would you have any objection to this? I myself don’t mind one way or the other, and if you don’t care to have the stuff duplicated, I will tell them so. I suppose the “Partisan Review” has a public in Australia. You might let me know what you feel about this.

Yours sincerely,

[Signed] Geo. Orwell

George Orwell




2846. To Kay Dick

7 January 1946 Typewritten

27B Canonbury Square,

Islington,

London, N.1.

Dear Kay,

I am afraid I have rather delayed in sending you the proofs of an article which I was charged to send you some time ago. The reason was that my little boy got hold of the proofs, and after much searching I had to send for another copy. This is an article giving some hitherto unpublished facts about Rainer Maria Rilke. It was accepted by the “New English Review” and then for some reason was not printed. Malcolm Muggeridge thought it might interest you for the “Windmill”, and asked me to send it on to you.1

I believe you rang me up one day when I was away. I wonder if you could have lunch or dinner with me one day? I seem to be very full up this week and the next, but, for instance, how about Monday 21st or Thursday 24th?

Yours sincerely,

[Signed] Geo. Orwell

George Orwell




2847. To Gleb Struve

7 January 1946 Typewritten

27B Canonbury Square,

Islington,

London, N.1.

Dear Mr. Struve,

Many thanks for your letter of January 3rd. I am very glad to hear that someone is likely to issue a new edition of “We”. I shall be much interested to get the facts that you mention about Pilnyak1 and the others, and will do my best to give them such publicity as I can. You understand of course that in this kind of matter one has to act strategically and pick the right moment.

I can’t manage a day this week for a meeting, but I am comparatively free for the week beginning Sunday 13th. Do you come up to London at all, and if so could you, for instance, have lunch with me on Thursday 17th.?

Yours sincerely,

[Signed] Geo. Orwell

George Orwell




2848. To Leonard Moore

9 January 1946 Typewritten

27B Canonbury Square

Islington

London N.1.

Dear Mr. Moore,

I thought that that might happen with Nagel. Fontaine definitely asked for the book before, but if they still want it I think one ought to make sure that they will tie themselves down to doing it within a year.1 I don’t suppose they will be so frightened as Nagel on political grounds, but my information is that they are extremely incompetent. One won’t in any case get much money out of them, but I am not much concerned with that, because I am chiefly anxious that the book should exist in these foreign languages.

A propos of that, I think I told you that a Polish woman was making a translation in the hope that General Anders’s publishers in Italy would take it up. She tells me that they have agreed to do so, and to pay her an adequate fee for the translation. This is still all somewhat in the air, but I have definitely told her, and told her to tell them, that I do not want any money out of it myself. It seems too mean to take anything from these wretched exiles.2

At the same time as approaching Fontaine, it might be worth while making enquiries among a few other French publishers.

Yours sincerely,

[Signature cut out of original]

George Orwell




2849. To Gleb Struve

9 January 1946 Typewritten

27B Canonbury Square

Islington

London N.1.

Dear Mr. Struve,

Do you think you could meet me for lunch on the 17th at the Elysee° Restaurant,1 which is in Percy Street, off the Tottenham Court Road? It is on the left, a little before you get to the White Tower. If I don’t hear from you to the contrary, I will expect you about one o’clock. I will get a table, so if you ask for me they will bring you to me.

Yours sincerely,

[Signed] Geo. Orwell

George Orwell




2850. To Edward R. Ward

9 January 1946


This letter, arising from Orwell’s remarks in Tribune on the relationship of science and society, is reproduced out of chronological order as 2772.






2851. Review of The Crater’s Edge by Stephen Bagnall;1 Born of the Desert by Malcolm James

Manchester Evening News, 10 January 1946

There is a widespread belief—it is difficult to see how it can ever be satisfactorily verified—that a drowning man sees a vision of his past life in the few seconds before death.

The publishers of “The Crater’s Edge” suggest that the same thing may happen in other forms of death besides drowning and the book takes this theory as its starting point. It consists, in fact, simply of the disjointed memories of a dying man, and it both begins and ends on a note of uncertainty.

A young man, aged about 28, is lying helpless in a shell crater—or perhaps it is a bomb crater: he is not certain which. We are not told in what campaign he has been fighting, nor can he remember the circumstances in which he was wounded. He does not even know in what part of his body he has been wounded, though he does know that he has lost the use of his legs.

Much of the time he is trying to remember, or to infer from the circumstances in which he finds himself, whether he simply fell here or whether he was placed here by stretcher bearers who may later come back. Gradually he comes to the conclusion that they are not coming back and that he is dying, though we never learn with certainty whether he actually dies. The rest, between bouts of unconsciousness and pain, consists of his memories.

These memories do not come to him in strict chronological order, but out of them we can construct his life history. Until the war breaks into it it has not been a sensational history.

He is a youth with a passion for music and some faint literary ambitions who has been pressed by his parents—not protesting very hard, perhaps—into some humdrum profession about which we are not told much. But what he is really thinking about as he lies helpless are his relations with three people whom he has deeply loved, and his intermittent struggles to find a form of religious belief that does not offend his intellect.

He has been in love, in the ordinary sense of the word, twice, and has also had a friendship that seems perfect precisely because it is buried in the remote past and is unlikely ever to be renewed. One of the girls he has loved turns out to be worthless, but it is the other who has inflicted the deepest pain upon him.

The great love of his life has been Elizabeth, a girl nine years younger than himself whom he first saw when she was only eight years old. When she is sixteen he meets her again.

She tells him that she has secretly worshipped him ever since first seeing him. He adopts a protective, almost fatherly attitude towards her, to be rewarded by a letter which begins—

“Dearest Simon, I really do not know how to tell you what I have to tell you, but perhaps I had better get it over with quickly. You told me once that if I ever met anyone I loved more than you I was to tell you, and you would understand. This is what has happened.…’

It is rather difficult to sympathise with Simon over this incident, which he has only too plainly brought upon himself by a too-chivalrous attitude. His trouble throughout life has been to be over-burdened by a moral sense which he cannot relate to any definite philosophy, and by æsthetic feelings which cannot find their outlet in continuous creative activity.

The book is almost as much concerned with his religious difficulties as with his human relationships. The Anglican Church seems to him to be dead, and though in a way he respects the Catholic Church its political record seems to him to stamp it as evil: he cannot love his enemies—at any rate, he cannot love Hitler—and he only somewhat doubtfully believes in God.

Only at the last, when his strength is finally ebbing out of him, do his doubts seem to slip away: “Imperceptibly all the tensions snapped and sagged, and he lay dry and exhausted with an intense clarity of mind. He had grown older and wise and calm. There was someone he could tell. Someone he had never told before without reservations like “next week, maybe,” or “ when I’ m forty or so.” He knew why he was being given such a long time to die in and how he had wasted the time. But he wasn’t going to waste any more of it. He began to pray.

That is the ending of the book. It is a slight story, and it perhaps makes too much of Simon’s feelings of remorse over his relatively blameless life, but within its narrow compass it succeeds, and it has the merit of being simply written.

About the end of 1941, when the war was just about at its worst, the Special Air Service was formed in the Western Desert with the aim of carrying out long-distance raids against enemy communications. Captain Malcolm James served as Medical Officer with the unit during 1942 and 1943, and “Born of the Desert” tells the story of his adventures.

The most usual objective of the Special Air Service was enemy airfields. Small bodies of men who were either parachuted or travelled across the desert in jeeps made surprise attacks on isolated fields and destroyed the planes on the ground by means of “sticky bombs.” They had to work out the technique for themselves, and at the beginning they received little encouragement from the higher authorities.

Captain James had to slash his way through much red tape to procure the drugs he needed, and there was even a long struggle before the unit could get hold of an aeroplane to practice parachute jumping from.

The raids were by no means always successful; conditions in the desert were appalling and casualties were heavy. Captain James considered himself lucky when he had a cave in the rocks as his dressing station—more often he had to operate under a blazing sun and amid a cloud of flies, with enemy planes swooping so low that even the whiteness of a bandage was liable to attract their attention.

Captain James spent one or two brief periods of leave in Cairo, and he speaks with some bitterness of the smartly uniformed “base details” who gazed with cold disapproval at the bearded faces and general dirtiness of the Special Air Service. Perhaps the most interesting feature of the book is a careful description of the training in parachute jumping. Every detail of the process is so unnerving as to make one feel that the ultimate leap from a real plane must be almost a relief after what has gone before.




2852. To Arthur Koestler

10 January 1946 Typewritten

27 B Canonbury Square

Islington

London N 1

Dear Arthur,

I saw Barbara Ward and Tom Hopkinson today and told them about our project. They were both a little timid, chiefly I think because they realise that an organisation of this type would in practice be anti-Russian, or would be compelled to become anti-Russian, and they are going through an acute phase of anti-Americanism. However they are anxious to hear more and certainly are not hostile to the idea. I said the next step would be to show them copies of the draft manifesto, or whatever it is, when drawn up. I wonder if you have seen Bertrand Russell, and if so, what he said. I have no doubt these two would help to the extent of passing our ideas on to others, but at some stage it might be more useful to contact Hulton1 personally, which I could do. I haven’t found out anything significant about the League for the Rights of Man. No one seems to have much about it in their files. All I can discover is that it is still in existence in France, and that it did exist in Germany up to Hitler, so it must have been an international organisation. There is something about it in Wells’s “Crux Ansata”2 (which I can’t get hold of), so it is possible that it drew up the Declaration of the Rights of Man which Wells is always burbling about. But I am certain that some years before the war it had become a Stalinist organisation, as I distinctly remember that it refused to intervene in favour of the Trotskyists in Spain: nor so far as I remember did it do anything about the Moscow trials. But one ought to verify all this.

I hope you are all well. I am very busy as usual. I had lunch with Negrin3 the other day, but couldn’t get much information out of him. I never manage to see him quite alone. But I still feel fairly sure that he is not the Russians’ man, as he was credited with being during the civil war. However I don’t suppose it makes much difference, as I am afraid there is not much chance of Negrin’s lot getting back when Franco moves out. I am also having lunch with Beaverbrook next week. If I get a chance to speak to him on equal terms at all I shall ask him about Stalin, whom after all he has seen at close quarters a number of times.

The French publisher who had signed a contract to translate “Animal Farm” has got cold feet and says it is impossible “for political reasons.” It’s really sad to think a thing like that happening in France, of all countries in the world. However I dare say one of the others will risk it. Did I tell you I had fixed an American edition?

The book of essays is printing and they say they can’t make alterations in the text, but we are going to put in an erratum slip, at any rate about the German-English business.4

Please give my love to Mamaine. Richard is very well. Celia came to tea on Tuesday and saw him have his bath.

Yours

George

P.S. I don’t think I ever thanked you for our stay. I have a sort of inhibition about that, because as a child I was taught to say “Thank you for having me” after a party, and it seemed to me such an awful phrase.




2853. Hsiao Ch’ien to Orwell

10 January 1946


When orwell was at the BBC he arranged for Hsiao Ch’ien to give some talks; see 919. On 10 January 1946, Hsiao Ch’ien wrote to Orwell (at the Manchester Evening News office in London) asking him if he would contribute a 2,000-to-3,000-word article on Hong Kong to Takungpao (‘The Impartial’), to be published in the newspaper’s Chungking, Shanghai, and Tientsin editions. He added a personal note asking Orwell if they could meet ‘in London’—he evidently assumed Orwell was working in Manchester—before his return to China in March 1946 after seven years in Britain. Orwell reviewed Hsiao Ch’ien’s The Dragon Beards versus the Blue Prints in The Observer, 6 August 1944 (see 2528) and A Harp with a Thousand Strings, in The Observer, 11 November 1945 (see 2190). Hsiao Ch’ien’s autobiography, Traveller without a Map, was published in 1990. It is not known whether Hsiao Ch’ien and Orwell did meet.






2854. ‘Pleasure Spots’

Tribune, 11 January 1946

Some months ago I cut out of a shiny magazine some paragraphs written by a female journalist and describing the pleasure resort of the future. She had recently been spending some time at Honolulu, where the rigours of war do not seem to have been very noticeable. However, “a transport pilot … told me that with all the inventiveness packed into this war, it was a pity someone hadn’t found out how a tired and life-hungry man could relax, rest, play poker, drink, and make love, all at once, and round the clock, and come out of it feeling good and fresh and ready for the job again.” This reminded her of an entrepreneur she had met recently who was planning a “pleasure spot which he thinks will catch on tomorrow as dog-racing and dance halls did yesterday.” The entrepreneur’s dream is described in some detail:—


His blue-prints pictured a space covering several acres, under a series of sliding roofs—for the British weather is unreliable—and with a central space spread over with an immense dance floor made of translucent plastic which can be illuminated from beneath. Around it are grouped other functional spaces, at different levels. Balcony bars and restaurants commanding high views of the city roofs, and ground-level replicas. A battery of skittle alleys. Two blue lagoons: one, periodically agitated by waves, for strong swimmers, and another, a smooth and summery pool, for playtime bathers. Sunlight lamps over the pools to simulate high summer on days when the roofs don’t slide back to disclose a hot sun in a cloudless sky. Rows of bunks on which people wearing sun-glasses and slips can lie and start a tan or deepen an existing one under a sunray lamp.

Music seeping through hundreds of grills connected with a central distributing stage, where dance or symphonic orchestras play or the radio programme can be caught, amplified, and disseminated. Outside, two 1,000-car parks. One, free. The other, an open-air cinema drive-in, cars queueing to move through turnstiles, and the film thrown on a giant screen facing a row of assembled cars. Uniformed male attendants check the cars, provide free air and water, sell petrol and oil. Girls in white satin slacks take orders for buffet dishes and drinks, and bring them on trays.



Whenever one hears such phrases as “pleasure spot,” “pleasure resort,” “pleasure city,” it is difficult not to remember the often-quoted opening of Coleridge’s Kubla Khan:—


In Xanadu did Kubla Khan

A stately pleasure-dome decree:

Where Alph, the sacred river, ran

Through caverns measureless to man

Down to a sunless sea.

So twice five miles of fertile ground

With walls and towers were girdled round:

And there were gardens bright with sinuous rills.

Where blossomed many an incense-bearing tree;

And here were forests ancient as the hills,

Enfolding sunny spots of greenery.



But it will be seen that Coleridge has got it all wrong. He strikes a false note straight off with that talk about “sacred” rivers and “measureless” caverns. In the hands of the above-mentioned entrepreneur, Kubla Khan’s project would have become something quite different. The caverns, air-conditioned, discreetly lighted and with their original rocky interior buried under layers of tastefully-coloured plastics, would be turned into a series of tea-grottos in the Moorish, Caucasian or Hawaiian styles. Alph, the sacred river, would be dammed up to make an artificially-warmed bathing pool, while the sunless sea would be illuminated from below with pink electric lights, and one would cruise over it in real Venetian gondolas each equipped with its own radio set. The forests and “spots of greenery” referred to by Coleridge would be cleaned up to make way for glass-covered tennis courts, a bandstand, a roller-skating rink and perhaps a nine-hole golf course. In short, there would be everything that a “life-hungry” man could desire.

I have no doubt that, all over the world, hundreds of pleasure resorts similar to the one described above are now being planned, and perhaps are even being built. It is unlikely that they will be finished—world events will see to that—but they represent faithfully enough the modern civilised man’s idea of pleasure. Something of the kind is already partially attained in the more magnificent dance halls, movie palaces, hotels, restaurants and luxury liners. On a pleasure cruise or in a Lyons Corner House1 one already gets something more than a glimpse of this future paradise. Analysed, its main characteristics are these:—

(a) One is never alone.

(b) One never does anything for oneself.

(c) One is never within sight of wild vegetation or natural objects of any kind.

(d) Light and temperature are always artificially regulated.

(e) One is never out of the sound of music.

The music—and if possible it should be the same music for everybody—is the most important ingredient. Its function is to prevent thought and conversation, and to shut out any natural sound, such as the song of birds or the whistling of the wind, that might otherwise intrude. The radio is already consciously used for this purpose by innumerable people. In very many English homes the radio is literally never turned off, though it is manipulated from time to time so as to make sure that only light music will come out of it. I know people who will keep the radio playing all through a meal and at the same time continue talking just loudly enough for the voices and the music to cancel out. This is done with a definite purpose. The music prevents the conversation from becoming serious or even coherent, while the chatter of voices stops one from listening attentively to the music and thus prevents the onset of that dreaded thing, thought. For


The lights must never go out.

The music must always play,

Lest we should see where we are,

Lost in a haunted wood,

Children afraid of the dark

Who have never been happy or good.2



It is difficult not to feel that the unconscious aim in the most typical modern pleasure resorts is a return to the womb. For there, too, one was never alone, one never saw daylight, the temperature was always regulated, one did not have to worry about work or food, and one’s thoughts, if any, were drowned by a continuous rhythmic throbbing.

When one looks at Coleridge’s very different conception of a “pleasure dome,” ones see that it revolves partly round gardens and partly round caverns, rivers, forests and mountains with “deep romantic chasms”—in short, round what is called Nature. But the whole notion of admiring Nature, and feeling a sort of religious awe in the presence of glaciers, deserts or waterfalls, is bound up with the sense of man’s littleness and weakness against the power of the universe. The moon is beautiful partly because we cannot reach it, the sea is impressive because one can never be sure of crossing it safely, Even the pleasure one takes in a flower—and this is true even of a botanist who knows all there is to be known about the flower—is dependent partly on the sense of mystery. But meanwhile man’s power over Nature is steadily increasing. With the aid of the atomic bomb we could literally move mountains: we could even, so it is said, alter the climate of the earth by melting the polar ice-caps and irrigating the Sahara. Isn’t there, therefore, something sentimental and obscurantist in preferring bird-song to swing music and in wanting to leave a few patches of wildness here and there instead of covering the whole surface of the earth with a network of Autobahnen flooded by artificial sunlight?

The question only arises because in exploring the physical universe man had made no attempt to explore himself. Much of what goes by the name of pleasure is simply an effort to destroy consciousness. If one started by asking, What is man? What are his needs? How can he best express himself? one would discover that merely having the power to avoid work and live one’s life from birth to death in electric light and to the tune of tinned music is not a reason for doing so. Man needs warmth, society, leisure, comfort and security: he also needs solitude, creative work and the sense of wonder. If he recognised this he could use the products of science and industrialism eclectically, applying always the same test: does this make me more human or less human? He would then learn that the highest happiness does not lie in relaxing, resting, playing poker,3 drinking and making love simultaneously. And the instinctive horror which all sensitive people feel at the progressive mechanisation of life would be seen not to be a mere sentimental archaism, but to be fully justified. For man only stays human by preserving large patches of simplicity in his life, while the tendency of many modern inventions—in particular the film, the radio and the aeroplane—is to weaken his consciousness, dull his curiosity, and, in general, drive him nearer to the animals.




2855. Philip Rahv to Orwell

11 January 1946


Philip Rahv wrote to say that because the Spring issue of Partisan Review would be devoted to French writing, Orwell’s next London Letter would be published in the Summer issue; his deadline would be 12 June 1946. It was possible, he said, that in 1947 the journal would become either a monthly or a bimonthly, and a new basis for Orwell’s London Letters would be arranged.






2856. Hancock & Scott, Solicitors, to Orwell

11January 1946


In two letters to her husband written shortly before she died, 21 and 25 March 1945, Eileen referred to a house she owned in Harefield (in northeast Middlesex); see 2638 and 2642. In the second letter, she wrote, ‘your inheritance would be the Harefield house which ought to be worth a few hundreds, that insurance policy, & furniture.’ On 11 January 1946, Hancock & Scott, who were evidently dealing with the probate of Eileen’s estate, wrote to Orwell to say that Canada Life Assurance wanted Orwell to sign a Form of Identity in connexion with the Bond which described ‘your late Wife … as “Eileen Blair” (without any mention of her second Christian name).’ This was, presumably, the insurance policy Eileen mentioned. The sale of ‘Ravensden’ (the house at Harefield; see 2901) had been held up because of the recent death of the Mortgagee, Mr. J. R. Wheldon. When his will had been proved, the sale of the house to Mrs. Yearsley could be completed and that was proposed for 15 February. Up to the date of completion, Mrs. Yearsley would pay Orwell rent. The property is referred to again in the letter of 15 February from Orwell’s accountants, Harrison, Son, Hill & Co.; see 2901.






2857. ‘A Nice Cup of Tea’

Saturday Essay, Evening Standard, 12 January 1946

If you look up “tea” in the first cookery book that comes to hand you will probably find that it is unmentioned; or at most you will find a few lines of sketchy instructions which give no ruling on several of the most important points.

This is curious, not only because tea is one of the mainstays of civilisation in this country, as well as in Eire, Australia and New Zealand, but because the best manner of making it is the subject of violent disputes.

When I look through my own recipe for the perfect cup of tea, I find no fewer than 11 outstanding points. On perhaps two of them there would be pretty general agreement, but at least four others are acutely controversial. Here are my own 11 rules, every one of which I regard as golden:

First of all, one should use Indian or Ceylonese tea. China tea has virtues which are not to be despised nowadays—it is economical, and one can drink it without milk—but there is not much stimulation in it. One does not feel wiser, braver or more optimistic after drinking it. Anyone who uses that comforting phrase, “a nice cup of tea,” invariably means Indian tea.

Secondly, tea should be made in small quantities—that is, in a teapot. Tea out of an urn is always tasteless, while Army tea, made in a cauldron, tastes of grease and whitewash. The teapot should be made of china or earthenware. Silver or Britannia-ware pots produce inferior tea and enamel pots are worse: though curiously enough a pewter teapot (a rarity nowadays) is not so bad.

Thirdly, the pot should be warmed beforehand. This is better done by placing it on the hob than by the usual method of swilling it out with hot water.

Fourthly, the tea should be strong. For a pot holding a quart, if you are going to fill it nearly to the brim, six heaped teaspoons would be about right. In a time of rationing this is not an ideal that can be realised on every day of the week, but I maintain that one strong cup of tea is better than 20 weak ones. All true tea-lovers not only like their tea strong, but like it a little stronger with each year that passes—a fact which is recognized in the extra ration issued to old age pensioners.

Fifthly, the tea should be put straight into the pot. No strainers, muslin bags or other devices to imprison the tea. In some countries teapots are fitted with little dangling baskets under the spout, to catch the stray leaves, which are supposed to be harmful. Actually one can swallow tea-leaves in considerable quantities without ill effect, and if the tea is not loose in the pot it never infuses properly.

Sixthly, one should take the teapot to the kettle, and not the other way about. The water should be actually boiling at the moment of impact, which means that one should keep it on the flame while one pours. Some people add that one should only use water that has been freshly brought to the boil, but I have never noticed that this makes any difference.

Seventhly, after making the tea, one should stir it or, better, give the pot a good shake, afterwards allowing the leaves to settle.

Eighthly, one should drink out of a breakfast cup—that is, the cylindrical type of cup, not the flat, shallow type. The breakfast cup holds more, and with the other kind one’s tea is always half cold before one has well started on it.

Ninthly, one should pour the cream off the milk before using it for tea. Milk that is too creamy always gives tea a sickly taste.

Tenthly, one should pour tea into the cup first. This is one of the most controversial points of all; indeed in every family in Britain there are probably two schools of thought on the subject.

The milk-first school can bring forward some fairly strong arguments, but I maintain that my own argument is unanswerable. This is that, by putting the tea in first and then stirring as one pours, one can exactly regulate the amount of milk whereas one is liable to put in too much milk if one does it the other way round.

Lastly, tea—unless one is drinking it in the Russian style—should be drunk without sugar. I know very well that I am in a minority here. But still, how can you call yourself a true tea-lover if you destroy the flavour of your tea by putting sugar in it? It would be equally reasonable to put [in] pepper or salt.

Tea is meant to be bitter, just as beer is meant to be bitter. If you sweeten it, you are no longer tasting the tea, you are merely tasting the sugar: you could make a very similar drink by dissolving sugar in plain hot water.

Some people would answer that they don’t like tea in itself, that they only drink it in order to be warmed and stimulated, and they need sugar to take the taste away. To those misguided people I would say: Try drinking tea without sugar for, say, a fortnight, and it is very unlikely that you will ever want to ruin your tea by sweetening it again.

These are not the only controversial points that arise in connection with tea-drinking, but they are sufficient to show how subtilised the whole business has become.

There is also the mysterious social etiquette surrounding the teapot (why is it considered vulgar to drink out of your saucer, for instance?)1 and much might be written about the subsidiary uses of tea leaves, such as telling fortunes, predicting the arrival of visitors, feeding rabbits, healing burns and sweeping the carpet.

It is worth paying attention to such details as warming the pot and using water that is really boiling, so as to make quite sure of wringing out of one’s ration the 20 good, strong cups that two ounces, properly handled ought to represent.2




2858. Review of The Collected Stories of Katherine Mansfield

The Observer, 13 January 1946

Katherine Mansfield was only thirty-four when she died, and, what is perhaps more important, she had always expected to die young. This must have affected her attitude towards her work, and was no doubt the reason why she stuck to short stories instead of embarking on a novel which she might never live to finish. Two longish stories in this collection, “Prelude” and “At the Bay,” have the appearance of being fragments of a projected novel, and there are other pieces, in essence sketches rather than stories, which suffer by having a dénouement thrust upon them, whereas they would succeed well enough if they were merely passages in a full-length book.

It is customary to describe Katherine Mansfield’s work as “slight” and to say that it has not worn well. Actually her output was respectable—about sixty completed stories of various lengths, apart from juvenilia—and in their texture the best of her stories do not “date.” The character-touches seem as exquisite as ever. In “The Daughters of the Late Colonel,” the two crushed, elderly spinsters are suffering under the presence of the nurse who has attended their father’s death-bed, and who is “simply fearful about butter”:


Josephine could hardly bear that. But “I think those things are very extravagant,” was all she said.

“But whey?” asked Nurse Andrews, beaming through her eyeglasses. “No one, surely, would take more buttah than one wanted—would one?”

“Ring, Con,” cried Josephine. She couldn’t trust herself to reply.

And proud young Kate, the enchanted princess, came in to see what the old tabbies wanted now. She snatched away their plates of mock something or other and slapped down a white, terrified blancmange.



There are many other passages equally good. To pick out “terrified” as the exact epithet for a blancmange, to sum up a lifetime of middle-class womanhood in the phrase “fearful about butter,” was just what Katherine Mansfield could do. What has not worn so well is the subject-matter of her stories, or one should perhaps say, the underlying mood. She writes nearly always about hopeless, decaying people, or about children and young people who want something from life without knowing what it is that they want: at any rate, not about people who have a definite purpose and are acting on it. It is implied throughout her work that the one great virtue is sensitiveness, and some of her best stories, such as “Marriage à la Mode,” are simply the record of a tiny spiritual failure, a lapse into vulgarity. Inevitably, some of the disasters she describes seem less important now than they did twenty years ago, and the almost complete lack of social criticism—even implied criticism—throughout her work is very striking. All the interest centres on the individual and on tiny gradations of conduct. Mixed up with this is the feeling that if possible one should avoid growing up—a feeling which sometimes leads to a sort of pretty-prettiness, as in “Something Childish but very Natural.”

The emphasis on sensibility was fairly general among the writers of Katherine Mansfield’s time, and no doubt she herself was much influenced by Chekov. But the consciousness of having only a short time before her probably contributed towards narrowing her range, and caused her at times to over-write—not in the sense of producing purple patches but in the sense of straining after an immediate effect. In a way it is a fault of her work that there are no dull passages in it; everything is on the top note. Towards the end, when she had almost given up hope of regaining her health, she abandoned writing for a while; she wanted to write again, she said, but “differently—far more steadily.” The “different” books of which she spoke were never written, but we may guess that they would have been longer, wider in range and less intense.

This collection contains some unfinished stories, and also notes for stories, one or two of which are little works of art in themselves. But it hardly seems fair to Katherine Mansfield to have included the set of stories entitled “In a German Pension”, which she wrote when she was 19 and afterwards suppressed. As Mr. Middleton Murry explains in his Introduction, she refused a number of times to republish the book, but finally, on his insistence, agreed to do so if she could add a preface. She never wrote the preface, and one would think that this would have been a sufficient reason for not re-issuing the book. It is true, however, that these early stories are much better than she seems to have thought them. This is a well-produced book, and by current standards, very good value for fifteen shillings.




2859. To John Hampson

14 January 1946 Typewritten


John Hampson1 wrote to Orwell on 11 January asking permission to quote about two hundred words from ‘Raffles and Miss Blandish’ in an article he was writing on ‘the underground’ in the modern novel, for Penguin New Writing. He suggested paying Orwell a nominal fee of a guinea for this privilege.



27B Canonbury Square

Islington

London N. 1.

Dear Mr. Hampson,

Many thanks for your letter of the 11th. You may use the passage referred to, but I would be grateful if you could mention that this essay is being reprinted in a book, “Critical Essays”, which I have coming out shortly.

Yours sincerely,

[Signed] Geo. Orwell

George Orwell




2860. To Kay Dick

14 January 1946 Typewritten

27B Canonbury Square

Islington

London N.1.

Dear Kay,

I think you said that either Monday 21st or Thursday 24th would suit you. Malcolm Muggeridge1 says he could do Thursday 24th, so could we come that evening? Please let me know and also let me know about what time would suit you.

Yours,

George




2861. Memorandum from Fredric Warburg to Roger Senhouse

14 January 1946

Lunch with George Orwell

1. George Orwell does not seem set on carrying through the Nursery Rhymes project on his own, but apparently wants to get it well started, then to co-operate with an expert, possibly Eric Partridge,1 in editing a worth while° edition, or I gather he might drop out altogether at a later stage.

2. George Orwell plans to throw up his journalism from the beginning of May until November, and to retire to the Hebrides for six months to write a novel, which he has clearly in mind. He is anxious about his financial position and that he should earn during that period the equivalent of what he would earn by journalism. I gather from what he told me that this was some £300.2 I told him that I would consult you about it, but that it did not seem to me particularly out of the way for us to advance on signature, or on delivery, or half and half, some where° round that sum in return for a contract. No action need be taken but presumably the matter will be raised by George, or his agent, during the next few months. Thus you have been warned!




2862. Review of The Condition of the British People, 1911–1945 by Mark Abrams

Manchester Evening News, 17 January 1946

Statistics by themselves are not lively reading, but Mr. Abrams’s little book, in which comparative lists of figures take up almost as much space as the letterpress, manages to give a remarkably interesting and convincing picture of developments in Britain during the past generation.

This study was prepared for the Fabian Society, and the dates, 1911–1945, were not chosen at random. This period coincides with a set of processes which Mr. Abrams calls the Edwardian Revolution, and which have now, he considers, finally run their course.

The Edwardian Revolution started early in this century with such events as the passing of the National Insurance Act, the introduction of Old Age Pensions and the beginning of rehousing on a big scale.

Its more or less conscious aim was to ameliorate the conditions of the poorer classes without upsetting existing property relations, and the method it followed was generally in the direction of redistributing the national income rather than increasing the gross total of the nation’s wealth. The war has set a whole series of new processes going, and Mr. Abrams’s main purpose is to compare the conditions of 1938 with those of 1911. Even without his explanations the sets of figures that he gives make clear the pattern of national life during these years.

If one had to sum up the development in one phrase, one might do it by saying that Britain has become suburbanised. To begin with, there has been a steady movement of population away from the old industrial areas of Scotland, Wales, and the North of England and towards London and the Home Counties.

In London and in nearly every big town there has been a movement away from the centre into newly built and relatively convenient houses on the edge of the country. There has been a decline of the old staple industries such as coal and cotton, and a corresponding growth in the new light industries, mostly situated in the South of England.

There has been a startling decline in the birth-rate with a corresponding fall in the size of the average family. And though the actual increase of wealth has not been very great, the standard of living of the working-class, especially if one takes the shorter working hours into consideration, has risen notably. In 1938, Mr. Abrams considers the average person in this country was approximately 20 per cent better off than he had been in 1911.

Apart from the rising standards of the working class proper, the developments of the inter-war years brought into being a new class whose existence had not been foreseen in the nineteenth century. This class consists of the salaried white-collar workers who cannot be accurately classified either as bourgeois or proletarian. Mr. Abrams considers in any case that this classification is becoming obsolete.

Apart from the tendency to even out incomes by means of taxation—at this moment, in theory, even a millionaire has not an income of much more than £4,000 a year—there has been a tendency for more and more of the population to become property owners through the agency of building societies.

These societies were not active in a large way until about 1924. Now, however, there are about four million people in England who own their own houses—a block of the population potentially as important as the owner-peasants of a European country.

In general the picture is one of rising standards and diminishing class-distinctions, but it is by no means all rosy. To begin with, the economic system was never able to eliminate mass-unemployment, nor to save a quite considerable section of the population—ten per cent to be exact—from acute poverty. The atrocious over-crowding and filthy living-conditions which used to exist in all big towns have improved in very recent years, because the population has not risen rapidly, while there was very extensive building of new houses in the last five years before the war.

But malnutrition persisted to such an extent that approximately 20 per cent of working-class children were born into families which could not afford the British Medical Association’s minimum diet. Throughout the inter-war years there was always an average of from one to two million people unemployed, and the rates of benefit paid were such that the family of an unemployed man was inevitably under-nourished.

The other equally disquieting symptom of this period was the drop in the birth-rate. This appears to have been due partly to the general rise in standards and the greater regard paid to children, with consequent unwillingness on the part of parents to bring into the world a large brood of children who would necessarily start off in dire poverty.

Hitherto the dropping birth-rate has tended to benefit the average family, because it meant that wages and household accommodation had to be divided among fewer people; but the future effects on industry of a falling off in the number both of consumers and of young adaptable workers may be very serious. During the war years the birth-rate has risen steadily, but it is not yet certain whether this represents a real change of trend.

In 1938 the national “real” income was about 20 per cent higher than it had been in 1911. The effect of the destruction and wasted labour of the war has been to push it back almost to the 1911 level. This of itself is sufficient to indicate the magnitude of the task we have ahead of us.

Writing just before the General Election, Mr. Abrams concludes: “To-day it is clear that the methods of the Edwardian Revolution, even when pushed to their limits, are by themselves inadequate to accomplish all its purposes. The step that has been missed so far is the development of an overall economic strategy, designed to provide full employment and to raise substantially the productivity of British industry.”

In his postscript, written just after the election, he appears hopeful that the Labour Government will do what half a dozen preceding Governments have failed to do, and we may trust that he is right. The book has an interesting introductory chapter comparing the conditions of life in 1913 with those of to-day, and also a short foreword by G. D. H. Cole.




2863. To John Beavan

17 January 1946 Typewritten

27 B Canonbury Square

Islington

London N 1

Dear Beavan,

I will be sending the first of the four special articles this coming week, and I give below a synopsis, or rather a list of the writers whose ideas and tendencies I propose to deal with.1 This is probably not quite the same as the synopsis I sent you before, but it is how the subject-matter seems to me to work out. I haven’t yet got hold of anything of Mannheim’s, but from what I can find out about him he seems to fit into category 3, and I hope I may have been able to look into him before getting round to that. I shall have to put an introductory note in the first essay, explaining the scope of the series—ie. explaining that many serious thinkers are dissatisfied both with laissez-faire capitalism and the Russian form of Socialism, and that these are the various responses—but will try to make it as short as possible.

i. The pessimistic writers (tendency towards Conservatism.) “Planned societies must lead either to chaos or tyranny.” F. A. Voigt, Peter Drucker, Max Eastman, Hugh Kingsmill, Malcolm Muggeridge, Professor Hayek, Karl Polanyi, perhaps Hermann Rauschning. Some what° different from the others, but belonging essentially in this category, James Burnham.

ii. The democratic Socialists (tendency towards Trotskyism.) “Our task is to build a planned society which is also democratic.” Arthur Koestler, Ignazio Silone, James Farrell, John dos Passos. More doubtfully, Andre° Malraux, Franz Borkenau, Andre° Gide.

iii. The Christian reformers (tendency usually towards Distributism.) “Any society which sacrifices the individual to the State will perish.” Christopher Dawson, Jacques Maritain, Bernanos, Barbara Ward. With a different emphasis, T. S. Eliot. Again with a different emphasis, Conrad Noel, Sidney Dark and other leftists within the Church of England and with yet another emphasis, Professor Macmurray, Reinhold Niebuhr.

iv. The pacifists (tendency towards Anarchism). “We must get away both from the state and from the concept of a high standard of living.” Aldous Huxley, Gerald Heard, John Middleton Murry, Herbert Read and a number of younger writers such as Alex Comfort.

Obviously there are considerable divergences between those in each group, but I think these are the main tendencies.

I hope all goes well with you and that you aren’t as cold there as we are here.

Yours

Geo. Orwell




2864. To John G. Pattisson

17 January 1946 Typewritten

27B Canonbury Square

Islington

London N.1.

Dear Pattisson,1

I don’t think there are any individual people I can think of to whom it is specially desirable to send copies of the Essays. I would like it, however, if you could make a point of not missing out any of the papers I write for—for instance, the Evening Standard and the Manchester Evening News; and on the other hand, not missing out the obscure literary papers which are likely to give a book of this type a fairly serious review. I mean, for instance, “Now”, “Poetry Quarterly”, “Polemic”, “Transformation”, “Gangrel” and “Scrutiny”, if the latter is still going.2

Yours sincerely,

[Signed] Geo. Orwell

George Orwell




2865. Biotechnic Press to Orwell

17 January 1946


On behalf of Biotechnic Press, D. Eastmond wrote to Orwell on 17 January to ask him if he would contribute articles or reviews of about 4,000 to 5,000 words to a new quarterly to be called Work Democracy. It would have a printing of 5,000. Copies of three articles and an introduction to appear in the first issue were sent to Orwell for his inspection. George Woodcock was said to have already mentioned the journal to Orwell. Payment at £1.1.0 per thousand words was offered. This journal has not been traced and presumably was not published.






2866. ‘The Politics of Starvation’

Tribune, 18 January 1946

A few days ago I received a wad of literature from the “Save Europe Now” committee, which has been attempting—without much encouragement from the Government or help from the Press—to increase the supply of food from this country to Europe. They quote a series of statements from authoritative sources, which I will come back to in a moment, and which go to show that whereas we are reasonably well off and the United States is enjoying an orgy of over-eating, a good part of Europe is lapsing into brute starvation.

In the Observer of January 13, however, I have just read a signed article by Air Chief Marshal Sir Philip Joubert,1 expressing the contrary opinion:—


To one returning from overseas in this seventh winter of war (writes Sir Philip), the appearance of the British people is tragic. They seem morose, lacking in spring; and laughter comes with difficulty. The children look pallid and suety—fat but not fit. They compare very ill with the rosy-cheeked youngsters of Denmark, who have all the meat and fat they need, with plenty of fruit in season.



His main thesis is that we need more meat, fats and eggs—i.e. more of the rationed foods—and less starch. The official figures showing that, in fact, we are healthier than we were before the war convey a false impression: first—this is a quite extraordinary argument—because health and nutrition were admittedly in a bad way before the war, so that the present improvement is nothing to write home about; secondly because the drop in the death-rate merely means a “greater expectation of existence” and one must not “confuse existence with life.” Unless we can attain “liveliness, vitality, vigour,” for which meat, fat, fruit and cane sugar are required, we cannot make the effort needed for the task of reconstruction. Sir Philip ends his article:—


As for those who would cut our present ration further so as to give more to the Germans, there must be many who would reply to their demands, “I would sooner that my children, brought up in freedom and good-will towards men, should enjoy full vigour than the Germans, who may be using their strength to make war on the world again in another generation.”



It will be seen that he is assuming (a) that any further export of food means a cut in rations here, and (b) that it is only proposed to send food to Germany. And in fact that is the form in which the big public has heard of this project, although those responsible have emphasised from the start that they were only proposing a voluntary surrender of certain foodstuffs, by those sections of the population to whom it would do no harm, and were not proposing it for the sole benefit of Germany.

Now here are a few facts from the latest bulletin of the “Save Europe Now” Committee. In Budapest, in November, the chemists were closing down for lack of supplies, the hospitals had neither windows, fuel nor anæsthetics, and it was calculated that the town contained 30,000 stray children, some of whom had formed themselves into criminal bands. In December, “independent observers” considered that unless fresh food supplies were brought quickly, a million people would die of starvation in Hungary this winter. In Vienna (November) “the food for hospital surgeons consists of unsweetened coffee, a very thin soup and bread. Less than 500 calories in all,” while the Austrian Secretary of State, in December, described the thickly populated areas of eastern Austria as being menaced by “boundless misery, epidemics, crime, physical and moral decline.” In Czechoslovakia, in November, the Foreign Minister appealed to Britain and the U.S.A. to send fats and meat to save 700,000 “very badly fed children, of whom 50 per cent. already have tuberculosis.” In Germany, the Saar children are “slowly starving.” In the British zone, Field-Marshal Montgomery said that he was “entirely dependent on imports of wheat if he was to maintain the present ration scales for the German people, ranging from 1,200 to 1,500 calories.” This was in November. About the same time General Eisenhower, speaking of the French zone, said that “the normal ration of 1, 100 calories a day for the average consumer was consistently not met.” And so on. Meanwhile it appears that our own average consumption is about 2,800 or 2,900 calories a day, while the most recent figures of deaths from tuberculosis, and of deaths of mothers in childbirth and of children of all ages up to five, are the lowest ever recorded. As for the U.S.A., consumption of butter has just risen largely and meat rationing has come to an end. The Secretary of Agriculture estimates that “the lifting of rationing will make meat available for civilians at the rate of 165 lb. annually—the prewar supply was in the neighbourhood of 125 lb.”

Even if the above figures do not convey much impression, who has not seen the photographs of skeleton-like children in Greece and other places—children to whom no one would think of applying Sir Philip Joubert’s term, “suety”? Yet there has undoubtedly been considerable resistance to the idea that we should send more food to Europe. The “Save Europe Now” Committee, though they are now pursuing more limited aims, started off with the suggestion that those who felt inclined should sacrifice their points, or some of their points,2 and that the Government should forward the food so saved to the famine-stricken areas. The scheme was discouraged officially, but it also had a cold reception from many private persons. People who would have been in a position to give it good publicity were frankly frightened of it, and the general public was allowed to imagine that what was proposed was to take food from British housewives in order to give it to German war criminals. Indeed, the whole manner in which this business has been discussed, illustrates the curious dishonesty that infects every political issue nowadays.

There are two things that make what one might call the official Left, Labour or Communist, nervous of any scheme which might mean sending extra food to Germany. One is fear of the working-class reaction. The working classes, so it is said, would resent even a voluntary arrangement which meant, in effect, that people in the higher income groups, who buy unrationed foods and eat some of their meals in restaurants, should give up their surplus. The average woman in the fish queue, it is feared, would answer: “If there’s really any food to spare, let us have it. Or why not give it to the coal miners?” I don’t know whether this would really be the reaction, if the issues were fully explained. I suspect that some of the people who argue thus have in mind the sordid consideration that if we are to sacrifice food in sufficient quantities to make any difference, it would mean not merely giving up points but curtailing restaurant feeding. In practice, whatever it may be in intention, our rationing system is thoroughly undemocratic, and an all-round row on the subject of the export of food might draw attention to this fact. That is part of the reason, I think, why this question has not been fully discussed in print.

But another consideration, even less mentionable, also enters. Food is a political weapon, or is thought of as a political weapon. The hungriest areas are either in the Russian zone or in the parts of Europe that are divided between the U.S.S.R. and the Western Allies. Many people calculate that if we send more food to, say, Hungary, British or American influence in Hungary will increase: whereas if we let the Hungarians starve and the Russians feed them, they are more likely to look towards the U.S.S.R. All those who are strongly Russophile are therefore against sending extra food to Europe, while some people are probably in favour of sending food merely because they see it as a way of weakening Russian prestige. No one has been honest enough to avow such motives, but you have only to look through the lists of those who have—and of those who haven’t—supported the “Save Europe Now” campaign to see how the land lies.

The folly of all such calculations lies in supposing that you can ever get good results from starvation. Whatever the ultimate political settlement in Europe may be, it can only be worse if it has been preceded by years of hunger, misery, banditry and ignorance. Air Marshal Joubert advises us to feed ourselves rather than feed German children who will be fighting against us a generation hence. This is the “realistic” view. In 1918 the “realistic” ones were also in favour of keeping up the blockade after the Armistice. We did keep up the blockade, and the children we starved then were the young men who were bombing us in 1940. No one, perhaps, could have foreseen just that result, but people of good will could and did foresee that the results of wantonly starving Germany, and of making a vindictive peace, would be evil. So also with raising our own rations, as we shall perhaps be doing before long, while famine descends on Europe. But if we do decide to do this, at least let the issues be plainly discussed, and let the photographs of starving children be well publicised in the press, so that the people of this country may realise just what they are doing.


In Tribune, 8 February 1946, a letter from Victor Gollancz, Chairman, ‘Save Europe Now,’ was published explaining what was being done and soliciting support. A letter was also published in that issue which took exception to helping Germans; Gollancz’s reply to that was published the following week.


A deputation from “Save Europe Now” (which has just been formally constituted, with the Master of Balliol, Dr. Sidney M. Berry, the Bishop of Chichester, Dr. Gilbert Murray and Earl Russell as sponsors), recently waited upon the Minister of Food and suggested various methods by which the widespread desire to contribute food, on a voluntary basis, for European relief might be made effective. All were rejected, and so was a proposal that people who eat in restaurants should be required to surrender “points”; we are glad to record, however, that 90,000 tons of surplus stores, “thrown up” in the change-over to peace conditions, have been sent by the Minister to Central Europe.

But while the 60,000 men and women who have offered to give up part of their rations will not, for the time being at least, be allowed to do so, we wish to call attention to a method by which they can achieve the same result.

The allocation of food to the various British relief organisations working in Europe has now been increased, and their activities have been extended to include the civilian populations of Germany and Austria. These were among the proposals which we urged when we went on deputation to the Minister of Food. But in order that the additional quantities of food may be taken up, a sum of approximately £100,000 will have to be raised by public subscription: and we most urgently beg that contributions should immediately be sent to the Food Relief Fund COBSRA (Council of British Societies for Relief Abroad), 75, Victoria Street, London S.W.1. We suggest that everyone who was prepared to surrender “points” should refrain from using them, and should send the money so saved to the fund.

There are several other ways, small but important, in which individuals can help the various countries. They have been detailed in a memorandum, which will be sent to any inquirer on receipt of a postcard at the address below [Gollancz’s office].

Victor Gollancz




In the eight-page pamphlet which was sent to me last year from the “Save Europe” committee, not more than 30 words were used in regard to the sufferings of any country other than Germany. Readers of that pamphlet could only conclude that Germany was the one country which needed help, and for which the committee was pleading.

Mr. Orwell states that the sponsors of the appeal were only proposing a voluntary surrender of certain foodstuffs. In the pamphlet, readers were asked to send postcards saying they would gladly have further cuts made in their rations, in order to send more food to Germany. (The whole context of the pamphlet was on food for Germany). If enough favourable postcards had been received by the committee they would undoubtedly have used them in order to hound the Minister of Food to cut the general rations of the whole population, regardless of whether others were willing or not. And this was at the time when we were limited to one ounce of cooking fat a week, and two ounces of cheese.

Mr. Orwell’s suggestion that those who, like myself and all my friends, objected to this plan to help Germans at our expense, were influenced by our feeling for or against Russia, is fantastic. Beyond feeling the greatest admiration for Russia for its magnificent war effort, we have no feeling for her except some fear of her intentions in the future. None of us had any thought of Russia in our objection to this scheme. If we had, I should have been “honest enough,” in Mr. Orwell’s words, to acknowledge it.

He again brings up the subject of the post-war German suffering in 1919. I am sick and tired of all the pity lavished on the German children after the last war. No one, not even Mr. Orwell, has a word of pity for the starving children of France, Serbia, Belgium, all through the last war, not just six months in 1919. Lord Keynes in his book Great Illusion, almost tearfully quoted German writers on the pitiful plight of German children, but nowhere did he mention the children of the Allied countries, and what they suffered during the war. Yet no one suggests that because of the suffering of that generation the children of those countries grew up as fiends and wolves, ravening through other countries, and bombing Britain. On the contrary, those children of France, Serbia and Belgium grew up to prefer almost any terms of humiliation rather than face war again.

Adelaide R. Poole




Miss Adelaide R. Poole writes at the beginning of her rather hysterical letter: “In the eight-page pamphlet which was sent to me last year from the ‘Save Europe’ committee, not more than 30 words were used in regard to the sufferings of any country other than Germany. Readers of that pamphlet could only conclude that Germany was the one country which needed help, and for which the committee was pleading.” The implication is wholly false.

Miss Poole is perhaps referring to the leaflet circulated last summer, in which the Press appeal for a voluntary sacrifice of rations was reprinted. As an addendum to this appeal, the articles by the Berlin Correspondents of the News-Chronicle and the Daily Herald, describing the shameful scenes in Berlin when the women and children turned out from their homes in the West arrived there, were reproduced.

Emphasis was at that time placed by us, and rightly placed, on the sufferings of these countless refugees, who were quite literally dying of starvation, because their need was the greatest and the most immediate. We were glad to think that the movement then initiated may have done a little towards improving the position; gradually there has been an approach, but only an approach, to the Potsdam proviso that these expulsions should be carried out in an “orderly and humane” manner.

But “Save Europe Now” is concerned, not with Germany, but with all the countries of Europe (including Germany) which are suffering. The only printed leaflet issued by us, other than that to which Miss Poole is presumably referring, is the current Distress in Europe: this deals with conditions in Austria, Czechoslovakia, Germany, Hungary, Poland and Yugoslavia. In our latest series of mimeographed Press cuttings (which are distributed to contacts all over the country) Germany occupies four pages out of eighteen, the other countries covered (after a section “Europe in General”) being Austria, Greece, Hungary, Italy, Poland and Yugoslavia.

At the moment, the worst suffering is probably to be found in Hungary and parts of Austria: and accordingly we recently circulated a special memorandum devoted to Hungary alone, for our rule is to call special attention from time to time to those countries whose needs are at the moment the greatest. If, therefore, there should be a return in Germany to the conditions of last summer—and even now the suffering of “housewives” in many German towns is appalling—we should again concentrate on Germany without the smallest apology. It is a measure of the flight everywhere from international (the only true) Socialism to National Socialism that I should have to insist on the point when replying to (presumably) a Socialist writing in the leading Socialist paper.

Victor Gollancz








2867. The ‘Cat-and-Mouse’ Case: Campaign for Philip Sansom

18 January 1946


Orwell was a signatory to the following letter, which was circulated by the Freedom Defence Committee to the press and published on 18 January 1946 by the Manchester Guardian, Peace News, and Tribune; on 21 January by the Daily Herald; on 26 January by Freedom—through Anarchism and New Leader, and in the February–March issue of the Freedom Defence Committee Bulletin. Fenner Brockway added his signature to the list after the letter was published on 21 January.


May we beg the courtesy of your columns to draw attention to what seems to us a serious injustice in a matter of public interest. It concerns Philip Sansom, who was prosecuted at the Old Bailey in April last on a charge of alleged conspiracy to disaffect members of the Armed Forces. The prosecution’s case rested mainly on articles published quite openly in a newspaper, and because it seemed a great threat to Freedom of Expression, we therefore associated ourselves with the Defence. Mr. Justice Birkett drew attention to their evident sincerity and idealism when he sentenced Sansom and two other defendents to nine months’ imprisonment.

On the day prior to his release from Wormwood Scrubs prison Sansom was presented with a notice to attend for medical examination for the Army on the following day at 9 a.m., that is, within one hour of being released from prison. The Committee of which we are sponsors, took up the matter with the Minister of Labour, pointing out that Sansom had just served a nine months’ sentence for alleged intention to disaffect H.M. Forces and that it was unreasonable, particularly at this stage, to call up such a man for service with the armed forces. This plea was rejected, however, and Sansom charged at Acton Police Court with failure to present himself for medical examination. Although full facts were explained to the Bench, he was sentenced to six month’s further imprisonment.

In view of Sansom’s previous conviction and known principles, to call him up for military service in this way amounts to provocation. Such cat-and-mouse treatment was disavowed and strongly deprecated by the Home Secretary in time of war. That such procedure should be followed in peace-time, makes this case even more disquieting, and we trust that the Ministers responsible will use their powers to right this manifest injustice.

Arthur Ballard, Gerald Brenan, Vera Brittain, Fenner Brockway, Alex Comfort, Cyril Connolly, Rhys J. Davies, M.P., Bob Edwards, Laurence Housman, Augustus John, H.J. Laski, Stuart Morris. George Orwell, S. Vere Pearson, R. S. W. Pollard, Herbert Read, F. A. Ridley, Harry Roberts, D. S. Savage, Clare Sheridan, J. Allen Skinner, Dinah Stock, Julian Symons, Michael Tippett, Wilfred Wellock, George Woodcock.



Morris’s first name was sometimes printed as ‘Stewart’ (for one, in Tribune). On 22 February, Tribune printed the following letter from Philip Sansom:


It has been said that the price of Freedom is eternal vigilance and it is certainly true that if ever vigilance was responsible for any man’s freedom it is for mine at the present moment. For it is clearly as a direct result of the protest made by the Freedom Defence Committee in the form of a letter published by you (Jan. 18. 1946), that the Home Secretary ordered my immediate release from prison last week (Feb. 11).

I am therefore writing to you to thank you for giving space to the publication of the disturbing circumstances surrounding my prosecution and to ask to be allowed to express through your columns my heartfelt gratitude to the Committee and the twenty-six signatories of the letter for so willingly giving their support in my defence.








2868. ‘Songs We Used to Sing’

Saturday Essay, Evening Standard, 19 January 1946

A fascinating game, which can be played equally well in one’s bath or on top of a bus, is to sort out and range in their right order all the popular songs one can remember.

Usually one can date the prime favourites within a year or two, and it is interesting to notice that they fall into a sort of pattern, more or less corresponding to the history of our times.

The earliest song I can remember, which must have been in 1907 or 1908, was “Rhoda had a pagoda.” It was an inconceivably silly song, but it was certainly popular. After that, until the arrival of ragtime, there comes a vague period of about four years during which I cannot tie the prevailing songs down to a definite date.

Some of them were, “Every nice girl loves a sailor,” “My little grey home in the West,” “Oh, stop your tickling, Jock,” “Jones of the Lancers” (or was that a Victorian song revived?) and “Pop goes the weasel.”

I also think that—

“Oh, lucky Jim!

“’Ow I envy ’im!”

—that favourite of ventriloquists’ dummies—must belong to that time. About 1912 came the American ragtime songs. There was about a year during which one was never out of the sound of—

“Everybody’s doing it, doing it, doing it:

Everybody’s doing it. Doing what? Turkey trot.”

and others at about the same mental level. On the whole the songs of that overfed, restless period before 1914, the period of the hobble skirt and the women’s suffrage agitation, were exceptionally silly.

In 1913 or 1914 there came a spate of Irish songs. One of them was “Tipperary,” which was to be sung all over the world in a thousand different accents because the first British troops to land in France happened to be singing it, just as in other years they might have happened to be singing “Daisy, Daisy” or “Roll out the barrel.” To 1914 also belongs “Gilbert the filbert, the knut with the ‘K’”; and, I think, “Good-bye, little girl, goodbye.”

The earlier World War One songs were patriotic. Besides the recruiting song, “We don’t want to lose you,” there were “Pack up your troubles in your old kit-bag,” “When we’ve wound up the watch on the Rhine,” and “Keep the home fires burning.”

Later, about 1917, came more nostalgic ones: “If you were the only girl in the world” and various songs from “Chu Chin Chow.” The war songs petered out with “K-k-k-Katie,” “The wild, wild women,” and, a sort of rock bottom of silliness:

“I don’t wanna get well,

“I don’t wanna get well,

“I’m in love, with a bee-yoo-tiful nurse!”

After the war the songs looked up, and in 1920, or 1921, there came the lively “Where do the flies go in the winter time?” and “Coal black mammy.”

To that time, also, belongs “I’m forever blowing bubbles.”

I think the best popular songs of our time belong to the middle twenties. I cannot give exact dates to “Ma, he’s kissing me,” “Why did I kiss that girl?” and “Maggie! Yes, Ma? Come right upstairs!” but they all belong round about 1925.

But the three great smash-hits were: “Yes, we have no bananas” (1923), “’Tain’t gonna rain no more” (1924) and “Show me the way to go home” (1925). The first two of these, at any rate, went round the world like an influenza epidemic and were sung even by primitive tribes in the remotest forests of Asia and South America.

A bit later, and almost equally popular, were: “When it’s night-time in Italy,” “Chick, chick, chick, chick, chicken” and “I’m gonna take a watermelon to my girl to-night.”

“Yes, sir, that’s my baby” and “I want to be happy” must, I think, be earlier—perhaps about 1924. All of these songs were American, and in their gaiety and their rather charming silliness they were a perfect expression of a period when war was far away.

Between these songs and 1930 I remember nothing except “Bye-bye, blackbird” (1927).

In 1930 and 1931, more or less coinciding with the slump, there was a run of mournful, nostalgic songs: “Dannie boy,” “I’m dancing with tears in my eyes,” “The bells are ringing for Sally, but not for Sally and me.”

“River stay away from my door” also belongs to 1930.

Since about 1930 there has been no real smash-hit—no song that all the nations were singing simultaneously. In this country, I should say, the most popular were “Wheezy-Anna” (1932), “Roll out the barrel” (1939), and “Boomps-a-Daisy” (1940).

During the last two years of war the greatest favourite among the soldiers, British and American as well as German, was probably the sentimental “Lili Marlene.” With the doubtful exception of “There’ll always be an England,” there has been no English war song that was both overtly patriotic and genuinely popular.

But there have been several songs in recent years whose words seemed to be a reflection of the existing political situation. “You can’t do that there ’ere” (1935) was perhaps a half-conscious response to Hitler, and “Wishing will make it true”1 (1938) expressed only too well the mood of a large part of the population at that time.2




2869. To John Beavan

21 January 1946 Typewritten

27B Canonbury Square

Islington

London N.1.

Dear Beavan,

I’ve finished the first of the four articles, and will shove it into the office as usual on Wednesday. It is about 1,200 words. I am sending it with some trepidation, because I don’t know yet whether it is precisely the kind of thing you wanted. I would like it if you could let me know about this, and whether I ought to mention more books or fewer, or any other criticism. I had to put in about a page of introductory matter, which makes the first essay shorter in itself than the others would be.

Yours sincerely,

[Signed] Geo. Orwell

George Orwell




2870. To Geoffrey Gorer

22 January 1946 Typewritten

27 B Canonbury Square

Islington

London N 1

Dear Geoffrey,1

It was too good of you to send all those things. They were greatly appreciated here, especially by Richard, who had a big whack of the plum pudding and seemed none the worse afterwards. I was amused by the “this is an unsolicited gift” on the outside, which I suppose is a formula necessitated by people over here writing cadging letters. I had quite a good Christmas. I went to Wales to stay with Arthur Koestler for a few days while the nurse went away with her own kid.2 Richard went out to a lot of parties where he was the only child, and except for occasionally dirtying his trousers (I still can’t get him house-trained) behaved with great aplomb and sat up to table in an ordinary chair. But of course the travelling just before and just after Xmas was fearful. To leave London you had to queue up 2 hours before the train left, and coming back the train was 4 hours late and landed one in town about half an hour after the undergrounds had stopped. However, fortunately Richard enjoys travelling, and I think when you are carrying a child you have a slightly better chance with porters.

It is foully cold here and the fuel shortage is just at its worst. We only got a ton of coal for the whole winter and it’s almost impossible to get logs. Meanwhile the gas pressure is so low that one can hardly get a gas fire to light, and one can only get about 1½ gallons of lamp oil a week. What I do is to light the fires with a little of the coal I have left and keep them damped down all day with blocks of wet peat of which I happen to have a few. It’s so much easier in the country where if you’re absolutely forced to you can go out and scrounge firewood. Otherwise things aren’t bad here. Food is about the same as ever. Yesterday I took Sillone3 and his wife out to dinner. They were only here for a few days and were still in a state of being astonished at the food, all the English in Rome having told them we were starving over here. I am always ashamed when people come to England for the first time like that, and say to them “Don’t think England is like this in peacetime,” but the S.s. said that for cleanness and state of repair London was a dream compared with Rome. They said that in Rome you could get anything if you had enough money, but an overcoat, for instance, cost the equivalent of £120.

Didn’t you tell me you met Dennis Collings4 in Malaya? He was an anthropologist, and I think latterly was curator of the museum in Singapore. I used to know him very well. He got home recently and I heard from him the other day. He had been captured in Java and appeared not to have had absolutely too bad a time, having been a camp interpreter.

I forget if I’d started doing weekly articles for the Evening Standard before you left. In spite of—by my standards—enormous fees it doesn’t do me much good financially, because one extra article a week just turns the scale and makes it necessary for me to have a secretary.5 However, even with the extra article she takes a certain amount of drudgery off me, and I am using her to arrange and catalogue my collection of pamphlets.6 I find that up to date I have about 1200, but of course they keep on accumulating. I have definitely arranged I am going to stop doing the Evening Standard stuff and most other journalism in May,7 and take six months off to write another novel. If the Jura place8 can be put in order this year I shall go there, otherwise I shall take a furnished house somewhere in the country, preferably by the sea, but anyway somewhere I can’t be telephoned to. My book of reprints ought to be out soon and the American title is “Dickens, Dali and others.” Scribners9 are doing that one, and Harcourt Brace (I think that is the name) are doing “Animal Farm.” I don’t fancy that one will sell in the USA, though of course it might sell heavily, as with most books in America it seems you either sell 100,000 copies or nothing. I have arranged a lot of translations of A.F., but the French publishers who signed the first contract have already got cold feet and say it’s impossible at present “for political reasons.” I think it’s sad to think of a thing like that happening, in France of all countries.

I must knock off now as this is Susan’s day off and I have to go out and do the shopping. Richard has been trying to help me with the typing of this letter. He is now 20 months old and weighs about 32 lbs. He still doesn’t talk but is very alert in other ways and extremely active, in fact you can’t keep him still for a moment. Three times in the last month he got all the radiants out of the gas fire and smashed them to bits, which is a nuisance because they’re very difficult to buy. I think he could talk if he wanted to, but he hardly needs to as he can usually get what he wants by making an inarticulate noise and pointing—at least he does not exactly point but throws both arms out in the general direction of the thing he wants.

Let me hear how you are getting on and how things are in the USA. I hear they hate us more than ever now.

Yours

George




2871. To Leonard Moore

22 January 1946 Typewritten

27 B Canonbury Square

Islington

London N 1

Dear Mr Moore,

You might tell the American publishers that title is all right for the essays.1 I suppose by the way the publication of these two books by two different publishers won’t clash? “Time” rang me up to get a sort of interview appropos° of “Animal Farm” which they said they were going to do a piece on, but whether in connection with the forthcoming American edition or not, I didn’t gather.2 The man who rang up seemed very inquisitive about my private life so I suppose it’s possible they may do something very unfriendly, but I don’t think it matters, because I suppose any kind of publicity is helpful. Has anything been settled about the “Fontaine” translation?3

Yours sincerely

[Signed] Eric Blair

Eric Blair




2872. Contract for Radio Script of The Voyage of the Beagle

23 January 1946


On 22 January, B. H. Dickinson, Assistant to the Copyright Director, BBC, wrote to Orwell setting out the terms of his contract to write a script for a forty-five-minute programme in the series ‘Voyages of Discovery.’ This was to be concerned with Charles Darwin in the South Seas and entitled The Voyage of the Beagle. A contract was enclosed; this Orwell signed on 23 January 1946.

Orwell was paid forty-five guineas (£47.5.0d) for writing the script and for one performance thereof; a further £5.5.0d was paid for additional research. If the programme were broadcast in the Overseas Service, there would be an additional fee payable of £15.15.0d and the same amount would be paid ‘to cover broadcasting once in each language in each foreign transmission of the Overseas Service,’ if translations were called for.






2873. To Leonard Moore

23 January 1946 Typewritten


On 22 January 1946, Moore sent Orwell details of his arrangements with Secker & Warburg for the publication of Critical Essays.


CRITICAL ESSAYS, running as they do to over 50,000 words, do not come under the agreement with Secker & Warburg for ANIMAL FARM. That agreement covers only books under 50,000 words. I have, therefore, been discussing with Warburg terms for CRITICAL ESSAYS and, subject to your approval, we have agreed that they shall pay:

         15% royalty on the first 5,000 copies,

         17½% on the next 5,000,

         20% on all copies sold thereafter,

with £100 advance on the signing of the agreement, and on the day of publication any sum in excess of that £100 which the royalties on copies subscribed may amount to.

The terms for ANIMAL FARM were:

         12½% on the first 5,000,

         15% on the next 5,000,

         17½% thereafter,

with £100 advance, but no payment of excess on copies subscribed.



Orwell replied on the following day:



27B Canonbury Square

Islington

London N.1.

Dear Mr. Moore,

The terms for “Critical Essays” are quite alright, and in fact very satisfactory.1

Yours sincerely,

[Signed] Geo. Orwell

George Orwell




2874. ‘The Intellectual Revolt’

Four articles, Manchester Evening News, 24, 31 January, 7, 14 February 1946


Although these four articles were published over a period of a month, Orwell apparently conceived of the series as a single entity. He certainly agreed to have them abridged and translated into German as a long essay of some 5,500 words, and added an ‘Afterword,’ which was published in Neue Auslese. He seems, if mistakenly, to have believed that the four articles were issued in pamphlet form. No such pamphlet has been traced and none was published by the Manchester Evening News. He may have been confused by one issued by the Socialist Book Centre, James Burnham and the Managerial Revolution (see 2989), or he may have had in mind the German abridgement of this one in Neue Auslese.

Therefore, and especially because the time span is short, the articles are printed here in continuous sequence, followed by the ‘Afterword,’ written in April 1946, given here in English for the first time. An account of the arrangements that led to the German version, with the original Nachwort, follow; see 2879. Orwell’s English original of the Nachwort has not survived; the version given here has been translated into English from the German.

Orwell had reviewed a number of the books to which he refers; the notes for the next four items, 2875 to 2878, indicate where these may be found.

In his list of reprintable articles, Orwell included this sequence, but he noted that ‘The Intellectual Revolt’ was not his title; see 3323.






2875. ‘1. The Intellectual Revolt’

24 January 1946

During recent years it has become more and more obvious that old-style, laissez-faire capitalism is finished.

Far back in the nineteenth century this fact had been grasped by various clear-sighted individuals, and it was later made apparent to millions by the disaster of the 1914–18 war, by the success of the Russian revolution, and by the rise of the Fascist regimes, which were not strictly capitalist and could solve problems before which the old democracies, such as Britain or the United States, remained helpless.

The events of the last six years have merely underlined the lesson. Unmistakably, the drift everywhere is towards planned economies and away from an individualistic society in which property rights are absolute and money-making is the chief incentive.

However, simultaneously with this development there has happened an intellectual revolt which is not simply the uneasiness of property-owners who see their privileges menaced. If not a majority, at any rate a large proportion of the best minds of our time are dismayed by the turn of events and doubtful whether mere economic security is a worthwhile objective.

There is a widespread disappointment with the Russian form of Socialism, and, lying deeper than this, a mistrust of the whole machine of civilisation and its implied aims. Naturally, this intellectual revolt takes almost as many forms as there are individual thinkers, but there are certain main tendencies, which can be grouped as follows:—

1. The Pessimists.—Those who deny that a planned society can lead either to happiness or to true progress.

2. The Left-wing Socialists.—Those who accept the principle of planning, but are chiefly concerned to combine it with individual liberty.

3. The Christian Reformers.—Those who wish to combine revolutionary social change with adherence to Christian doctrine.

4. The Pacifists.—Those who wish to get away from the centralised State and from the whole principle of government by coercion.

Of course, there is an overlap between these different schools of thought, and some of them also overlap with ordinary Conservatism on the one side or with orthodox Socialism on the other.

Still, a large number of distinguished and representative thinkers can be accurately grouped under these headings. In the first of these four essays I deal with those I have labelled “Pessimists.”

Perhaps the best expression of the pessimistic viewpoint, at any rate in English and in recent years, is F. A. Voigt’s “Unto Cæsar,” which was published about 1938.1 This heavily documented book is in the main an examination of Communism and Nazism, written round the thesis that societies which set out to establish the “earthly paradise” always end in tyranny.

Voigt assumes throughout his book that Russian Communism and German Fascism are for practical purposes the same thing and have almost the same objective. This is certainly an over-simplification and is unable to explain all the known facts. Nevertheless Voigt makes out a very strong case for narrowing down the scope of politics and not expecting too much from political action.

His basic argument is quite simple. A statesman who aims at perfection, and thinks that he knows how to reach it, will stop at nothing to drive others along the same road, and his political ideals will be inextricably mixed up with his desire to remain in power. Perfection, in practice, is never attained, and the terrorism used in pursuit of it simply breeds the need for fresh terrorism. Consequently the attempt to establish liberty and equality always ends in the police state: whereas more limited aims, based on the realisation that man’s nature is full of evil, may lead to a fairly decent society.

Approximately the same line is taken by the American writer, Peter Drucker, author of “The End of Economic Man” and “The Future of Industrial Man.”2 Drucker was one of the very small handful of publicists who foretold the Russo-German Pact of 1939. Particularly in the second of the above-named books, he argues the need for what he calls a “Conservative revolution” meaning not a return of capitalism, but the revival of the idea of a “mixed society” in which there is a system of checks and balances which make it impossible for any one section of the community to become all-powerful.

This, Drucker argues, was the real aim of the eighteenth-century leaders of the American revolution. Other writers who have advanced rather similar arguments against perfectionism are Michael Roberts (in his book on T. E. Hulme), Malcolm Muggeridge (“The Thirties”)3 and Hugh Kingsmill in “The Poisoned Crown.” The last-named book consists of four studies of Queen Elizabeth, Cromwell, Napoleon, and Abraham Lincoln—it is perhaps a somewhat perverse book, but it contains some penetrating remarks on dictatorship.4

The whole problem of Utopian aims, and their tendency to end in tyranny, is discussed by Bertrand Russell in a number of books, particularly “The Scientific Outlook,” “Freedom and Organisation,” and “Power: a New Analysis.”5 Russell has held very different political views at different periods of his life, but his vision of the future has been almost uniformly pessimistic, and he is inclined to think that liberty and efficiency are of their nature incompatible.

The planned, centralised State has also been attacked on the ground that, even in terms of its own objectives, it does not work. Perhaps the ablest exposition of this viewpoint is Professor Hayek’s “The Road to Serfdom,” which was published in 1944 and raised a great deal of discussion, especially in the United States.6

Hayek argues that centralism and detailed planning not only destroy liberty but are incapable of affording as high a standard of living as laissez-faire capitalism. He claims that before Hitler came to power his essential work had been done for him by the German Social-Democrats and Communists, who had succeeded in breaking down the average German’s desire for liberty and independence.

His main argument is that a centralised economy necessarily gives great power to the bureaucrats at the centre, and that people who want power for its own sake will gravitate towards the key positions. A rather similar line is taken in “Contempt of Freedom,” by Professor Michael Polanyi of Manchester University, who studied conditions in the U.S.S.R. over a number of years and subjected the Webb’s famous book, “Soviet Communism—a New Civilisation?” to some searching criticism. The biologist James Baker has also argued (“Science and the Planned State”) that scientific research cannot flourish under the rule of a bureaucracy.7

Finally, one can number among the “pessimists” James Burnham, whose book “The Managerial Revolution”8 made such a stir when it was published five years ago. More particularly in his next published book, “The Machiavellians,”9 Burnham argues that neither Socialism nor full democracy are attainable aims, and that the most we can do is to establish safeguards— for example, autonomous trade unions and a free press—against the abuse of power.

He goes much further than the other writers I have named, in that he denies even the possibility of decent political behaviour and merely advocates that we should use political trickery for limited ends instead of extravagant ones; but at many points his world-view coincides with that of the others.

The term “pessimist” fits all of these writers in so much that they refuse to believe in the possibility of an earthly Utopia, while most of them also do not believe in a “next world” in which this one will be put right. Except perhaps for Drucker and Burnham, who wish to guide the existing trend rather than oppose it, the weakness of all of them is that they are not advocating any policy likely to get a large following.

Hayek’s able defence of capitalism, for instance, is wasted labour, since hardly anyone wishes for the return of old-style capitalism. Faced with the choice between serfdom and economic insecurity the masses everywhere would probably choose outright serfdom, at least if it were called by some other name. Most of the others are putting forward what is in essence a religious view of life without the consolations of orthodox religion.

If one were obliged to give the writers of this school a political label one would have to call them Conservatives—but in most cases theirs is a romantic Conservatism, which fights against irreversible facts. But that is not to deny that they and other writers of kindred tendency have uttered much useful criticism of the folly and wickedness of the Totalitarian age.




2876. ‘2. What Is Socialism?’

31 January 1946

Until the twentieth century, and indeed until the nineteen-thirties, all Socialist thought was in some sense Utopian. Socialism had nowhere been tested in the physical world, and in the mind of almost everyone, including its enemies, it was bound up with the idea of liberty and equality.

Only let economic injustice be brought to an end and all other forms of tyranny would vanish also. The age of human brotherhood would begin, and war, crime, disease, poverty, and overwork would be things of the past. There were some who disliked this objective, and many who assumed that it would never be reached, but that at least was the objective.

Thinkers as far apart as Karl Marx and William Morris, Anatole France and Jack London, all had a roughly similar picture of the Socialist future, though they might differ violently as to the best way of getting there.

After 1930 an ideological split began to appear in the Socialist movement. By this time “Socialism” was no longer a mere word evoking a dream. A huge and powerful country, Soviet Russia, had adopted a Socialist economy and was rapidly reconstructing its national life, and in nearly all countries there was an unmistakable swing towards public ownership and large-scale planning. At the same time for the word “Socialism” [there grew up in Germany the]1 monstrosity of Nazism, which called itself Socialism and did have certain quasi-Socialist features, but embodied them in one of the most cruel and cynical regimes the world has ever seen. Evidently it was time for the word “Socialism” to be re-defined.

What is Socialism? Can you have Socialism without liberty, without equality, and without internationalism? Are we still aiming at universal human brotherhood, or must we be satisfied with a new kind of caste society in which we surrender our individual rights in return for economic security?

Among recent books, perhaps the best discussion of these questions is to be found in Arthur Koestler’s book “The Yogi and the Commissar,” published about a year ago.

According to Koestler, what is now needed is, “a synthesis of the saint and the revolutionary.” To put it in different words—revolutions have to happen, there can be no moral progress without drastic economic changes, and yet the revolutionary wastes his labour if he loses touch with ordinary human decency. Somehow the dilemma of ends and means must be resolved. We must be able to act, even to use violence, and yet not be corrupted by action. In specific political terms, this means rejection of Russian Communism on the one hand and of Fabian gradualism on the other.

Like most writers of similar tendency, Koestler is an ex-Communist, and inevitably his sharpest reaction is against the developments that have appeared in Soviet policy since about 1930. His best book is a novel, “Darkness at Noon,” dealing with the Moscow sabotage trials.2

Other writers who can be placed roughly in the same category are Ignazio Silone, André Malraux, and the Americans John Dos Passos and James Farrell.

One might add André Gide, who only arrived at Communism, or indeed at political consciousness, late in life, but, having done so, passed almost at once into the ranks of the rebels. One can also add the French Trotskyist, Victor Serge, and the Italian, Gaetano Salvemini, the historian of Fascism. Salvemini is a Liberal rather than a Socialist, but he resembles the others in that his main emphasis is anti-totalitarian, and he has been deeply involved in the internal struggles of the Left.

In spite of the superficial resemblance that appears at certain moments, there is no real affinity between dissident Socialists like Koestler or Silone, and enlightened Conservatives like Voigt or Drucker. Silone’s book of political dialogues, “The School for Dictators,”3 may seem on the surface as pessimistic, and as critical of the existing Left Wing parties as “Unto Cæsar,” but the underlying world-view is very different.

The point is that a Socialist or Communist, as such—and perhaps this applies most of all to the one who breaks with his own party on a point of doctrine—is a person who believes the “earthly paradise” to be possible. Socialism is in the last analysis an optimistic creed and not easy to square with the doctrine of original sin.

A Socialist is not obliged to believe that human society can actually be made perfect, but almost any Socialist does believe that it could be a great deal better than it is at present, and that most of the evil that men do results from the warping effects of injustice and inequality. The basis of Socialism is humanism. It can co-exist with religious belief, but not with the belief that man is a limited creature who will always misbehave himself if he gets half a chance.

The emotion behind books like “Darkness at Noon,” or Gide’s “Return from the U.S.S.R.,” or Eugene Lyons’s “Assignment in Utopia,”4 or others of similar tendency, is not simply disappointment because the expected paradise has not arrived quickly enough. It is also a fear that the original aims of the Socialist movement are becoming blurred.

It is certainly true that orthodox Socialist thought, either reformist or revolutionary, has lost some of the messianic quality that it had 30 years ago. This results from the growing complexity of industrial life, from the day-to-day needs of the struggle against Fascism, and from the example of Soviet Russia. In order to survive the Russian Communists were forced to abandon, at any rate temporarily, some of the dreams with which they had started out.

Strict economic equality was found to be impracticable; freedom of speech, in a backward country which had passed through civil war, was too dangerous; internationalism was killed by the hostility of the capitalist powers.

From about 1925 onwards Russian policies, internal and external, grew harsher and less idealistic, and the new spirit was carried abroad by the Communist parties of the various countries. The history of these Communist parties can be conveniently studied in Franz Borkenau’s book “The Communist International.”5

In spite of much courage and devotion the main effect of Communism in Western Europe has been to undermine the belief in democracy and tinge the whole Socialist movement with Machiavellianism. It is not only the writers I have named who are in revolt against these tendencies. There is a whole host of others, great and small, who have gone through a similar development. To name only a few: Freda Utley, Max Eastman, Ralph Bates, Stephen Spender, Philip Toynbee, Louis Fischer.

Except, perhaps, for Max Eastman none of these writers could be said to have reverted towards Conservatism. They are all aware of the need for planned societies and for a high level of industrial development. But they want the older conception of Socialism, which laid its stress on liberty and equality and drew its inspiration from the belief in human brotherhood, to be kept alive.

The viewpoint that they are expressing exists in the Left Wing of the Socialist movement everywhere, or at least in the more advanced countries, where a high standard of living is taken for granted. In more primitive countries political extremism is more likely to take the form of anarchism. Among those who believe in the possibility of human progress a three-cornered struggle is always going on between Machiavellianism, bureaucracy, and Utopianism.

At this moment it is difficult for Utopianism to take shape in a definite political movement. The masses everywhere want security much more than they want equality, and do not generally realise that freedom of speech and of the Press are of urgent importance to themselves. But the desire for earthly perfection has a very long history behind it.

If one studied the genealogy of the ideas for which writers like Koestler and Silone stand, one would find it leading back through Utopian dreamers like William Morris and mystical democrats like Walt Whitman, through Rousseau, through the English diggers and levellers, through the peasant revolts of the Middle Ages, and back to the early Christians and the slave rebellions of antiquity.

The pamphlets of Gerrard Winstanley,6 the digger from Wigan, whose experiment in primitive Communism was crushed by Cromwell, are in some ways strangely close to modern Left Wing literature.

The “earthly paradise” has never been realised, but as an idea it never seems to perish in spite of the ease with which it can be debunked by practical politicians of all colours.

Underneath it lies the belief that human nature is fairly decent to start with and is capable of indefinite development. This belief has been the main driving force of the Socialist movement, including the underground sects who prepared the way for the Russian revolution, and it could be claimed that the Utopians, at present a scattered minority, are the true upholders of Socialist tradition.

Freda Utley: “The Dream We Lost.”7 Max Eastman: “Since Lenin Died,” “Artists in Uniform.” Louis Fischer: “Men and Politics.”8 Arthur Koestler: “The Gladiators,” “Scum of the Earth.” Ignazio Silone: “Fontamara,” “Bread and Wine,” “The Seed Beneath the Snow.” André Malraux: “Storm Over Shanghai,” “Days of Hope.” Gaetano Salvemini: “Under the Axe of Fascism.” Gerrard Winstanley: “Selections.”




2877. ‘3. The Christian Reformers’

7 February 1946

The belief in life after death and the desire for earthly happiness are not irreconcilable, but they pull in opposite directions. If there is a life beyond the grave our chief purpose must be to prepare for that life, and the necessary spiritual discipline may lie in pain, sorrow, poverty, and all the other things that the social reformer wants to get rid of.

In any case, the idea of submission to the will of God, and the idea of increasing human control over nature, are felt to be inimical. On the whole, therefore, the Christian churches—and especially the Catholic, Orthodox, Anglican, and Lutheran churches, each of them bound up with a well-established social order—have been hostile to the idea of progress and have resisted any political theory tending to weaken the institution of private property.

However, one cannot equate Christian belief with Conservatives. Even in the Middle Ages there were already heretical sects which preached revolutionary political doctrines, and after the Reformation there was a close connection between Radicalism and Protestantism. The roots of the English Socialist movement lie partly in Nonconformity.

In our own time, however, there has has been a more far-reaching development in the attempt to reconcile orthodox, other-worldly, Christian belief with revolutionary Socialism. Catholic Socialist parties have appeared all over the Continent. The Russian Orthodox Church, or an important part of it, has made its peace with the Soviet Government, and corresponding currents of thought have shown themselves in the Church of England.

There is more than one reason for this development, but it would not have happened if individual Christians, both priests and laymen, had not become more and more convinced of the inherent wickedness of capitalist society. It would not do, as in the past, to preach that God made rich and poor and that what mattered was the saving of souls.

As Pastor Niemöller put it, the conditions of poverty in a great city were such as to make a Christian life impossible. Perhaps the teachings of Christ pointed the way to pure Communism. At any rate, they evidently demanded a radical redistribution of property.

During the last 20 years the most distinguished religious thinkers have not been political reactionaries in the ordinary sense: that is, they have not been defenders of laissez-faire capitalism. There are many gradations of opinion among them, but it is possible to sort out three main tendencies.

First, there are those who simply identify Christianity with Communism and lay their main emphasis on the political and economic implications of the Gospel. Some, of whom the Dean of Canterbury is the best known, consider Soviet Russia to be the nearest existing approach to a truly Christian Society.

Professor John Macmurray (“The Clue to History”1) goes almost as far along this road as the Dean of Canterbury, and holds that the anti-religious bias of the Soviet regime is simply an error which can and should be rectified. Professor Macmurray, however, rejects the doctrine of personal immortality, so that he can hardly be considered an orthodox believer.

Another Anglican writer who has made utterances more or less in the same sense, though with much more emphasis on the sanctity of the individual, is Sydney Dark (“I Sit and I Think and I Wonder”), the one-time editor of the “Church Times.” In spite of some recent efforts in France, there has never been any sign of a real reconciliation between Russian Communism and the Catholic Church. Within the Church of England, however, Left Wing sympathies seem to be strongest among the Anglo-Catholics who are doctrinally nearest to Rome.

Secondly, there are those who accept Socialism as the inevitable and even the desirable next step in human history, but are chiefly concerned to Christianise the new Socialist society and prevent it from cutting its spiritual links with the past. The two most distinguished writers in this school are the French Bergsonian writer, Jacques Maritain, and the Russian émigré writer, Nicolai Berdyaev.

Maritain, whose “Christianity and Democracy”2 was published in this country last year, is a very subtle thinker and deeply respected in the Catholic world, and he has done great service to the cause of Socialism by managing to reconcile the idea of social progress with strict Catholic orthodoxy. During the war he used all the weight of his intellectual authority against the Pétain regime, and during the Spanish Civil War he refused to be stamped into acclaiming Franco as the champion of Christendom.

The Catholic novelist Georges Bernanos (“The Diary of a Country Priest” and “A Diary of My Times”) took a similar stand, but in a more vehement way. As a thinker, however, Bernanos should probably be placed in the third of these groups I am considering. The nearest English equivalent to Maritain is the Catholic historian Christopher Dawson. Berdyaev’s case is different from that of the others in that he started as a Marxian Socialist and only later became a religious believer.

He left Russia at the time of the Revolution, but, though extremely hostile to Bolshevism, he has written of it with more understanding and respect than most of its opponents, and his remarks on the connection between the primitive faith of the Russian peasant and the violence of the Revolution are of great interest.

All the writers in this group would admit that if the Church has lost the support of the masses it is largely by tolerating social injustice. The political expression of this new viewpoint is Christian Socialism, which has already reached impressive proportions in France.

Finally—and in a way this is the most interesting group—there are those who admit the injustice of present-day society and are ready for drastic changes but reject Socialism and, by implication, industrialism. As long ago as 1911 Hilaire Belloc wrote his very prescient book “The Servile State,” in which he foretold that capitalist society would soon degenerate into something resembling what afterwards came to be called Fascism.

Belloc’s remedy was the splitting-up of large property and a return to a peasant proprietorship. Belloc’s friend, G. K. Chesterton, made this idea the basis of a political movement which he called Distributism. Chesterton, a convert to Catholicism, had the mental background of a nineteenth-century radical, and his desire for a simpler form of society was combined with an almost mystical belief in democracy and the virtues of the common man.

His movement never gained a large following, and after his death a few of his disciples drifted into the British Union of Fascists, while others looked for a remedy in currency reform. Nevertheless, his doctrines reappear, essentially unchanged, in T. S. Eliot’s idea of a Christian society. The significance of Chesterton is that he expresses in a simplified—indeed, a caricatured—form, certain tendencies that exist in every Christian reformer.

The specifically Christian virtues are likeliest to flourish in small communities, where life is simple and the family is a natural unit. Therefore the tug of Christian thought, even in those who admit the necessity for planning and centralised ownership, is always away from a highly complex, luxurious society, and towards the mediæval village. Even a writer like Professor Macmurray, who can accept Russian Communism almost without reservations, wants people to live in what he calls “a workaday world,” where life will not be too easy.

Mediævalism, as it is presented by Chesterton, or even by Eliot, is not serious politics. It is merely a symptom of the malaise which any sensitive person feels before the spectacle of machine civilisation.

But Christian thinkers who are more realistic than Chesterton still have to face an unsolved problem. They claim, rightly, that if our civilisation does not regenerate itself morally it is likely to perish—and they may be right in adding that, at least in Europe, its moral code must be based on Christian principles. But the Christian religion includes, as an integral part of itself, doctrines which large numbers of people can no longer be brought to accept.

The belief in personal immortality, for instance, is almost certainly dwindling. If the Church clings to such doctrines it cannot attract the great mass of the people—but if it abandons them it will have lost its raison d’être and may well disappear.

This is merely to say over again, in different words, that Christianity is of its nature “other-worldly,” while Socialism is of its nature “this worldly”. Nearly all religious discussion, in our time, revolves round this problem, but no satisfying answer has been found.

Meanwhile, the fact that writers and thinkers of the stature of Maritain, Eliot, Reinhold Niebuhr, and Christopher Dawson have been forced not only to take an interest in contemporary politics but to come down on what is loosely called the “progressive” side, helps to counteract the too-easy optimism and the ill-thought-out materialism which are among the weaknesses of the left-wing movement.

Dean of Canterbury “Marxism and the Individual” (pamphlet). Jacques Maritain, “True Humanism,” “Science and Wisdom,” “The Rights of Man.” Nicolas Berdyaev, “Christianity and Class War,” “Russian Religious Psychology and Communist Atheism.” E. Lampert, “Nicolas Berdyaev and the New Middle Ages.” Christopher Dawson, “Beyond Politics,” “The Judgment of the Nations.” Reinhold Niebuhr, “Moral Man and Immoral Society.”




2878. ‘4. Pacifism and Progress’

14 February 1946

“Pacifism” is a vague word, since it is usually taken as expressing a mere negative, that is, a refusal to perform military service or rejection of war as an instrument of policy.

This does not of itself carry any definite political implication, nor is there any general agreement as to what activities a war-resister ought to accept or refuse.

The majority of conscientious objectors are merely unwilling to take life and are ready to do some kind of alternative job, such as agricultural work, in which their contribution to the war effort is indirect instead of direct.

On the other hand, the really uncompromising war-resisters, who refuse every form of national service and are ready to face persecution for their beliefs, are often people who have no theoretical objection to violence, but are merely opponents of the Government which happens to be waging the war.

Hence there were many Socialists who opposed the war of 1914–18 and supported that of 1939–45, and, granting their premises, there was no inconsistency in this.

The whole theory of pacifism, if one assumes it to mean outright renunciation of violence, is open to very serious objections. It is obvious that any Government that is unwilling to use force must be at the mercy of any other Government, or even of any individual, that is less scrupulous—so that the refusal to use force simply tends to make civilised life impossible.

However, there are people describable as pacifists who are quite intelligent enough to see and admit this and who still have an answer. And though, of course, there are differences of opinion among them, their answer is something like this:

Of course, civilisation now rests upon force. It rests not only on guns and bombing planes, but on prisons, concentration camps, and the policeman’s truncheon. And it is quite true that if peaceful people refuse to defend themselves, the immediate effect is to give more power to gangsters like Hitler and Mussolini. But it is also true that the use of force makes real progress impossible. The good society is one in which human beings are equal and in which they co-operate with one another willingly and not because of fear or economic compulsion.

This is what Socialists, Communists and Anarchists, in their different ways, are all aiming at. Obviously it cannot be reached in a moment, but to accept war as an instrument is to take a step away from it.

The waging of war, and the preparation for war, make necessary the centralised modern state, which destroys liberty and perpetuates inequalities. Moreover, every war breeds fresh wars. Even if human life is not wiped out altogether—and this is quite a likely development, considering the destructiveness of present-day weapons—there can be no genuine advance while the process continues.

Probably there will be actual degeneration, because the tendency is for each war to be more brutal and degrading than the last. At some point or another the cycle must be broken. Even at the cost of accepting defeat and foreign domination, we must begin to act pacifically and refuse to return evil for evil.

The seeming result of this, at the start, will be to make evil stronger but that is the price we have to pay for the barbarous history of the past 400 years. Even if it is still necessary to struggle against oppression we must struggle against it by non-violent means. The first step towards sanity is to break the cycle of violence.

Among the writers who can be roughly grouped as pacifists, and who would probably accept what I have said above as a preliminary statement of their views, are Aldous Huxley, John Middleton Murry, the late Max Plowman, the anarchist, poet, and critic, Herbert Read, and a number of very young writers such as Alex Comfort and D. S. Savage.

The two thinkers to whom all of these writers are in some degree indebted are Tolstoi and Gandhi. But one can distinguish among them at least two schools of thought—the real point at issue is the acceptance or non-acceptance of the State and of mechanical civilisation.

In his earlier pacifist writings, such as “Ends and Means,” Huxley stressed chiefly the destructive folly of war, and rather overplayed the argument that one cannot bring about a good result by using evil methods. More recently he seems to have arrived at the conclusion that political action is inherently evil, and that, strictly speaking, it is not possible for society to be saved—only individuals can be saved, and then only by means of religious exercises which the ordinary person is hardly in a position to undertake.

In effect this is to despair of human institutions and counsel disobedience to the State, though Huxley has never made any definite political pronouncement. Middleton Murry arrived at pacifism by way of Socialism, and his attitude to the State is somewhat different. He does not demand that it should be simply abolished, and he realises that machine civilisation cannot be scrapped, or at any rate is not going to be scrapped.

In a recent book, “Adam and Eve,”1 he makes the interesting though disputable point that, if we are to retain the machine, full employment is an objective that should not be aimed at. A highly developed industry, if it is working full time, will produce an unusable surplus of goods, and hence lead to the scramble for markets, and the competition in armaments, whose natural end is war.

What is to be aimed at is a decentralised society, agricultural rather than industrial, and prizing leisure more highly than luxury. Such a society, Murry thinks, would be inherently peaceful, and would not invite attack, even from aggressive neighbours.

Herbert Read, curiously enough, although as an anarchist he regards the State as something to be repudiated utterly, is not hostile to the machine. A high level of industrial development would, he thinks, be compatible with the complete absence of central controls. Some of the younger pacifist writers, such as Comfort and Savage, do not offer any programme for society as a whole, but lay their emphasis on the need to preserve one’s own individuality against the encroachment either of the State or of political parties.

It will be seen that the real problem is whether pacifism is compatible with the struggle for material comfort. On the whole, the direction of pacifist thought is towards a kind of primitivism. If you want a high standard of living you must have a complex industrial society—but that implies planning, organisation, and coercion—in other words, it implies the State, with its prisons, its police forces, and its inevitable wars. The more extreme pacifists would say that the very existence of the State is incompatible with true peace.

It is clear that if one thinks along these lines it is almost impossible to imagine any complete and rapid regeneration of society. The pacifist and anarchist ideal can only be realised piecemeal, if at all. Hence the idea, which has haunted anarchist thought for 100 years past, of self-contained agricultural communities, within which the classless, non-violent society can exist, as it were, in small patches.

At different times such communities have actually existed in various parts of the world—in nineteenth-century Russia and America, in France and Germany during the between-war years, and in Spain for a brief period during the Civil War.

In Britain, also, small groups of conscientious objectors have attempted something of the kind in recent years. The idea is not simply to escape from society—it is rather to create spiritual oases like the monasteries of the dark ages, from which a new attitude towards life can gradually diffuse itself.

The trouble with such communities is that they are never genuinely independent of the outside world, and that they can only exist so long as the State, which they regard as their enemy, chooses to tolerate them. In a wider sense the same criticism applies to the pacifist movement as a whole.

It can only survive where there is some degree of democracy, and in many parts of the world it has never been able to exist at all. There was no pacifist movement in Nazi Germany, for instance.

The tendency of pacifism, therefore, is always to weaken those Governments and social systems that are most favourable to it. During the ten years before the war there is little doubt that the prevalence of pacifist ideas in Britain, France, and the U.S.A. encouraged Fascist aggression. And even in their subjective feelings, English and American pacifists often seem to be more hostile to capitalist democracy than to totalitarianism.2 But in a negative sense their criticism has been useful.

They have rightly insisted that present-day society, even when the guns do not happen to be firing, is not peaceful, and they have kept alive the idea—somewhat neglected since the Russian Revolution—that the aim of progress is to abolish the authority of the State and not to strengthen it.

Aldous Huxley, “Grey Eminence,” “What Are You Going to Do About It?” I and II, (pamphlets); Max Plowman, “Bridge Into the Future” (letters);3 Herbert Read, “Poetry and Anarchism”; Alex Comfort, “No Such Liberty”;4 D. S. Savage, “The Personal Principle”; Leo Tolstoi, “What, Then, Must We Do?”; Wilfred Wellock, “A Mechanistic or a Human Society?” (pamphlet); Roy Walker, “The Wisdom of Gandhi” (pamphlet).




2879. ‘Afterword’

April 1946


The translation of this Nachwort was not straightforward. Hinrich Siefken and Ian Angus made separate translations (with alternative readings); comments were invited from Ian Willison, Peter Tucker, Marie Sorge, and Elizabeth Oliver. The editor is responsible for the final text given here. The German translation of Orwell’s original follows. Comparison of the four articles printed above with their German translations shows that the German was, quite properly, fairly free and idiomatic: see the comparison in n. 3. Thus, a strictly literal translation might do less than justice to Orwell and could even be misleading. The version given here tries to take account of such problems.



What writers, artists, scientists and philosophers say today is indicative of future rather than current developments.

The growing power of the State produces, as we have seen, considerable dismay, particularly amongst those for whom only ten or twenty years ago Socialism was the guarantee of progress. But this idea has so far only gained hold of a section of the public. The magic which concepts like centralisation and planning possess today, and the idea that almost everything else can be sacrificed for economic security, still hold the masses under a spell, and their power will probably increase. It is still considered heresy to reject the materialistic version of Socialism just as thirty years ago Socialism was itself a heresy.

The antitotalitarian tendencies described are not evenly distributed among the intellectuals. Writers and artists reject the centralised State much more decisively than do scientists and engineers. We have eminent scientists who admire Soviet Russia unreservedly and even submit to the discipline of the Communist Party, while writers of both the Right and the Left do not as a rule follow the party line.

They distrust any restriction on their liberty by the State even when they are dependent on the State for economic support. On the other hand, the majority of scientists rely on the State for support of their work, which depends less on the individual and which, moreover, society regards as useful. The fact that authors like Gide, Malraux, Maritain, Koestler, and Bertrand Russell, each in his own way remains sceptical about Russian Communism and the values of the Machine Age would not of its own produce a political movement, not even if these authors were agreed among themselves. For a political movement must be not just the expression of an idea, it has also to represent the material interests of part of the population, without which no political organisation can be created. In England, where there are only two parties of any consequence, the Labour Party and the Conservative Party, attempts to found new parties have always failed because they only represented sectional interests. Even the Communist Party has never enjoyed much of a following, despite its Soviet-Russian aura, although it has at times exercised considerable influence.

One must, however, allow for the time factor. Fifty years ago a Socialist was seen here as a follower of a cause which had no chance of success, as an odd man out or a rebel, despised by the leaders of society and almost ignored by the masses. And yet today the principle of public ownership is accepted by almost everyone, including many who call themselves Conservatives. It proved acceptable because it seemed appropriate to the structure of an industrialised country and because it brought advantages for the majority of the people which unrestrained capitalism had denied them. Today the whole world is moving towards a tightly planned society in which personal liberty is being abolished and social equality unrealised. This is what the masses want, for to them security is more important than anything else. But why should this last any longer than the trend established about 1900 when private profit was the thing that mattered most? There will be a change of direction once centralisation and bureaucracy come into conflict with the interests of large groups.

Those intellectuals who today are rebels do not suffer economic hardship because almost every intellectual is better off than before. As soon as his most urgent needs are met he discovers that it is not so much money and status he lacks as liberty and a world not wrecked and made soulless by the machine: those are the things that really matter. In seeking such things, he is of course swimming against the tide. The question is, will the masses ever rebel in this way? Will the man in the street ever feel that freedom of the mind is as important and as much in need of being defended as his daily bread?1

No convincing answer springs to mind, but there is one hopeful sign: the modern State, whether it wants it or not, needs constantly to raise the general level of education. Even the totalitarian State needs intelligent citizens to ensure that it is not at a disadvantage in the struggle for military and industrial supremacy. On the other hand they must be loyal and obedient and must not risk contamination by undesirable doctrines. But is it possible to educate people without at the same time exposing them to unorthodox ideas? The more educated people are—assuming that education does not just mean training in technological skills—the more they become aware of their individuality and the less will the structure of society be organised like a beehive.2

Which set of ideas will gain the upper hand cannot be discussed here, but all intellectuals, whether they are opposed to centralisation and planning, or approve of a society so ordered, want to give it a more human face3—whether they are believers who think genuine reform is only possible on the basis of orthodox Christian teaching or are against the whole machine of government and want only to pursue a simple, natural life—all hold one thing in common: opposition to the tyranny of the State. That so many minds in so many countries agree on this leads one to conclude that centralisation and bureaucratic controls, however much they may thrive today, will not be permitted unlimited growth.4




2879A. Der Aufstand der Intellektuellen

Abridgement of ‘The Intellectual Revolt,’ with Afterword Neue Auslese aus dem Schrifttum der Gegenwart, 8 [August 1946]


On 25 April 1946, J. H. McMillan of the Publications Division of the Ministry of Information thanked Orwell for supplying a concluding section—the Afterword (see 2879)—to add to the four Manchester Evening News articles to be published in abridged form. From the correspondence that survives, it is apparent that the intention was to relate the publication of this abridgement to what McMillan called ‘the article on Chauvinism’—Orwell’s ‘Notes on Nationalism,’ which originally appeared in Polemic in October 1945 (see 2668). McMillan explained to Orwell that the latter could not be published until June and therefore the abridgement of ‘The Intellectual Revolt’ could not be used for the time being except in German (presumably because it had been decided not to publish ‘Notes on Nationalism’ in German). Translations of ‘Notes on Nationalism’ were published in Dutch and French in August 1946; in Italian in September 1946; and in Finnish in October–November 1946; see 2668. ‘The Intellectual Revolt’ appeared only in German. Either or both of the articles may have been published in the Greek monthly digest which transliterates as Eklogi, but no run of the magazine has been located in the United Kingdom, Greece, or the United States.

Orwell was paid £5.5.0 for the German serial rights of the Afterword, and McMillan proposed that he be paid £10.10.0 for all rights other than English-language rights for this section; that was at a rate of £7.7.0 per 1,000 words, the highest rate the Ministry paid for commissioned articles. He had arranged, he said, for a cheque for £10.10.0 to be sent to Orwell, with a further £10.10.0 for the Dutch rights of ‘Notes on Nationalism.’

The abridgement was made by the Ministry of Information. It follows the original fairly closely, and the cutting seems straightforward (2876, n. 1 will enable a comparison to be made). The short reading lists at the ends of articles were omitted. One cut deserves mention. Near the end of the final article, the last part of the paragraph maintaining that pacifism can survive only ‘where there is some degree of democracy’ was omitted, as were the statements that ‘in many parts of the world [pacifism] has never been able to exist at all. There was no pacifist movement in Nazi Germany, for instance.’ However, the sentence in the next, and penultimate, paragraph stating that ‘there is little doubt that the prevalence of pacifist ideas in Britain, France, and the U.S.A. encouraged Fascist aggression’ was retained.

Orwell presumably wrote the Afterword in April 1946, and it was published four months later, but this, rather than chronological order, is a more appropriate place to reprint the German text.



NACHWORT

Was Schriftsteller, Künstler, Wissenschaftler und Philosophen heute sagen, zeigt eher künftige als gegenwärtige Bewegungen an. Die wachsende Macht des Staates ruft, wie wir sehen, beträchtliche Bestürzung hervor, ganz besonders bei denen, für die Sozialismus noch vor 10 oder 20 Jahren die Garantie des Fortschritts bedeutete. Aber diese Idee hat erst einen Kreis des Publikums erfasst; noch hält der Zauber, der heute von Begriffen wie Nationalisierung und Planung ausgeht, die Vorstellung, dass der ökonomischen Sicherheit fast alles andere aufgeopfert werden muss, die grosse Masse im Bann, und er wird sich wohl noch erhöhen. Ablehnung der materialistischen Version des Sozialismus gilt noch immer als Ketzerei, genau wie der Sozialismus selbst vor 30 Jahren eine Ketzerei war.

Die geschilderten antitotalitären Tendenzen sind nicht gleichmässig unter den Intellektuellen verteilt. Schriftsteller und Künstler lehnen den totalen Staat viel entschiedener ab als Naturwissenschaftler und Techniker. Wir haben Wissenschaftler ersten Ranges, die Russland vorbehaltlos bewundern und sich sogar der kommunistischen Parteidisziplin unterwerfen, während in der Regel Schriftsteller von wirklicher Bedeutung sowohl auf der Rechten wie auf der Linken nicht linientreu sind. Sie stehen jeder staatlichen Bevormundung, selbst wenn sie auf wirtschaftliche Beihilfe durch den Staat angewisen sind, misstrauisch gegenüber; die Mehrzahl der Naturwissenschaftler dagegen darf sich vom Staat Erleichterung ihrer Arbeit versprechen, die überdies weniger auf die Einzelperson gestellt ist und von der Gesellschaft als nutzbringend angesehen wird. Dass sich Autoren wie Gide, Malraux, Maritain, Koestler, Bertrand Russell, etc., jeder auf seine Art dem russischen Kommunismus und den Wertungen des Maschinenzeitalters gegenüber skeptisch verhalten, würde an sich noch keine politische Bewegung ins Leben rufen, auch dann nicht, wenn sich diese Autoren in Einklang miteinander befänden. Denn eine politische Bewegung darf nicht nur der Ausdruck einer Idee sein, sie muss auch die materiellen Interessen eines Teiles der Bevölkerung repräsentieren, sonst lässt sich keine Organisation aufbauen. In England, wo es nur zwei Parteien von Bedeutung gibt, die Arbeiterpartei und die Konservative Partei, sind die Versuche von Neugründungen stets fehlgeschlagen, weil sie nur Teilinteressen vertraten; selbst die Kommunistische Partei hat trotz des sowjet-russischen Nimbus’ niemals grosse Gefolgschaft gewonnen, wiewohl sie zu Zeiten beträchtlichen Einfluss ausgeübt hat.

Nun muss jedoch auch der Zeitfaktor in Rechnung gestellt werden. Vor 50 Jahren erschien ein Sozialist hier als der Anhänger einer aussichtlosen Sache, ein Eigenbrödler oder Rebell, von den Führern der Gesellschaft missachtet und von den Massen beinahe ignoriert. Und doch wird heute das Prinzip der Verstaatlichung von fast jedermann—unter ihnen viele, die sich konservativ nennen—anerkannt. Es konnte sich durchsetzen, weil es der Struktur eines Industrielandes gemäss ist und der Masse Vorteile bringt, die der freie Kapitalismus ihr vorenthielt. Die ganze Welt bewegt sich heute einer strikt kontrollierten Gesellschaftsform entgegen, in der die Freiheit aufgehoben, die soziale Gleichheit hingegen keineswegs verwirklicht wird. So wollen es die Massen, denen eben Sicherheit über alles geht. Warum aber soll diese Tendenz länger vorhalten als die um 1900, wo es um Privatprofite ging? Die Richtung wird sich ändern, sobald Zentralisierung und Bürokratie mit den Interessen weiter Kreise in Konflikt geraten werden.

Jene Intellektuellen, die heute aufständisch sind, leiden nicht unter wirtschaftlicher Not; fast jeder geistige Arbeiter ist jetzt besser gestellt als in früheren Zeiten; sobald seine dringendsten Bedürfnisse befriedigt sind, entdeckt er, dass nicht so sehr Geld und Ansehen als Freiheit und eine Welt, die nicht von der Maschine entseelt und verunstaltet ist, die eigentlich erstrebenswerten Dinge sind. Damit schwimmt er natürlich gegen den Strom. Die Frage ist nun wird auch die Masse jemals so rebellieren? Wird auch der Durchschnittsmensch jemals fühlen, dass geistige Freiheit ebenso nötig und wert ist, verteidigt zu werden wie das tägliche Brot?

Eine gültige Antwort ist unmöglich; aber eine Aussicht eröffnet sich, wenn man bedenkt, dass der moderne Staat, ob er will oder nicht, das allgemeine Bildungsniveau dauernd heben muss. Auch der totalitäre Staat braucht intelligente Bürger, damit er im Kampf um die militärische und industrielle Vorherrschaft nicht ins Hintertreffen gerate; andrerseits will er sie gehorsam und stur, damit sie nicht von unerwünschten Lehren angesteckt werden. Aber ist es möglich, Menschen zu bilden, ohne sie zugleich unorthodoxen Ideen auszusetzen? Je gebildeter aber die Menschen sind—wobei unter Bildung nicht nur technische Schulung zu verstehen ist—umsomehr werden sie sich ihrer Individualität bewusst, und umso weniger wird ihnen eine Gesellschaftsform von der Art des Bienenstaates zusagen.

Welche Ideenfolge den Vorrang haben wird, lässt sich hier nicht erörtern; aber alle diese Intellektuellen, ob sie Gegner jeder Verstaatlichung und Planung sind, oder ob sie eine solche Gesellschaft bejahen, sie aber vermenschlichen wollen, ob Gläubige, die eine wirkliche Reform nur auf Grund der christlich orthodoxen Lehren für möglich halten, oder ob sie Feinde jedes Regierungsapparats und Anhänger eines einfachen, natürlichen Lebens sind—ihnen alien ist eins gemeinsam: den Widerstand gegen die Tyrannei des Staates. Und dass so viele Geister in so vielen Ländern in diesem Punkt übereinstimmen, lässt darauf schliessen, dass Verstaatlichung und Bürokratismus, so sehr sie heute auch gedeihen, nicht in den Himmel wachsen werden.




2880. To Gleb Struve

24 January 1946 Typewritten

27B Canonbury Square

Islington

London N. 1.

Dear Struve,

You did tell me the name of the publisher who is going to re-issue Zamyatin’s “We”, but I have forgotten it. I would be obliged if you would let me know, as someone was enquiring about it.

Could you tell me the facts about John Reed’s book, “Ten Days That Shook the World”? I have got hold temporarily of a copy of the 1932 edition. Do you know whether there was an earlier one, and whether the 1932 edition is definitive? It has frequent rows of dots which might indicate omissions. Also was there any subsequent edition? As you know, the copyright of the book belongs to the Communist Party, who have seen to it that it has become a rarity. But I had an idea that they had subsequently issued the book in a garbled form. I should like to know about this, because while I have a copy of the earlier edition it would be interesting to make a comparison and see where the garbling comes in.1

Yours sincerely,

[Signed] Geo. Orwell

George Orwell




2881. ‘On Housing’

Tribune, 25 January 1946

The much-discussed Reilly Plan for rehousing is in itself merely an effort to get rid of the waste, noise, drudgery and loneliness which are usual in any ordinary town or built-up area, without altogether sacrificing cultural continuity or the desire of the average human being to have “a home of your own.” This book [The Reilly Plan by Lawrence Wolfe], written by an enthusiastic supporter of the Plan, develops its social and psychological implications. Sir Charles Reilly, who confesses that he did not originally foresee the far-reaching consequences deduced by his disciple—indeed he has slightly the air of a man who has mounted a hobby-horse which turns out to be a unicorn—contributes an Introduction.

In the Reilly Plan, the majority of the houses are not built along roads but round greens. A Reilly “unit” consists of about 250 houses grouped round five or six greens: most of the greens are roughly oval in shape, and the number of houses surrounding them will vary from 30 to 60. Each unit has its own Community Centre, nursery school, shopping centre, restaurant and meals service, and is self-contained to the extent that no main traffic roads run through it. The houses run round the greens in long blocks; behind each house there is a small garden, but the front door gives straight on the green. They are warmed by “area heating,” there is continuous hot water, and rubbish removal is done by suction. Some of the houses or flats have kitchens, some not. If you prefer to live in a kitchenless house, you can have all your meals delivered from the meals centre in thermos containers which are left on the doorstep like the milk, the dirty dishes being afterwards removed by the same agency. A town can be built up of as many Reilly “units” as there is need and space for. Of course, any large town will have its central shopping and administrative area, but the main idea of the plan is to split the town up into self-contained communities, practically villages, of about 1,000 people each.

Supposing that it could actually be put into operation—and, according to Mr. Wolfe, this method of rehousing is cheaper and quicker than the normal methods—the advantages of the plan are obvious. The proper provision of day nurseries near at hand, the “area heating,” the ability to get cheap meals at the Community Centre whenever you wanted them, the absence of noise and of anxiety about traffic (with towns so planned, there would be no danger of small children straying on to the motor roads), would take an immense load of unnecessary work off the housewife. Living round a green would almost certainly promote sociability, and it is an important detail that each of the Community Centres would only be serving about 1,000 people, all of whom might be expected to know one another by sight. The green spaces, the easily accessible playing fields, the absence of smoke, and the ever-running hot water would make for health and cleanliness, and the children would grow up in the constant society of others of the same age instead of being alternately nagged and coddled at home. Mr. Wolfe is probably within his rights in claiming that in such communities there would be less drudgery, less disease, less ignorance, earlier marriages, a higher birth-rate, less crime and fewer neuroses than we have at present. And yet—!

Mr. Wolfe uses the Reilly Plan as the occasion for an almost non-stop attack on what he calls “isolationism”: meaning not only the chaos and aimlessness of life in great cities, but the whole English tradition of having a home of your own and keeping yourself to yourself. He is probably right in saying that this has increased in recent years, and certainly right in saying that house-ownership, stimulated by the building societies (just before the war no less than 4 million people in Britain owned or were buying their houses), encourages it. Life in little family units, with few communal facilities, naturally increases the drudgery of household work, and the average woman is middle-aged at thirty, thanks to the labour of preparing six or seven meals a day in an inconvenient kitchen and looking after, say, two children. Mr. Wolfe proceeds to build up a picture of Britain which would suggest that it is the most overworked, poverty-stricken, crime and disease-ridden country under the sun. What he does not say is that most of the social change of the present century has been in the direction which he advocates.

Life in Britain may be more “isolationist” than it was, but it is also very much more comfortable and less laborious. As against thirty years ago, people are larger and heavier, live longer, work shorter hours, eat more, spend more on amusements, and have household facilities which their parents would have found unimaginable. By most of the standards which Mr. Wolfe is applying, the mass of the people were far better off in 1939 than they had been in 1909, and though the war has diminished national “real” income, it has also tended to produce greater equality. These facts are known to anyone whose memories go far back enough, but they can be checked by figures. A book to study side by side with Mr. Wolfe’s is The Condition of the British People, 1911–45, by Mark Abrams, recently published by Gollancz.1 This shows unmistakably the physical improvement that has taken place. It also shows, so far as one can draw an inference from its figures, that we have not grown any happier or any more conscious of a reason for living. The slump in the birth-rate, which Mr. Wolfe rightly deplores, has coincided with the rise in material standards. The recent Mass Observation book, Britain and Her Birth Rate,2 seems to show that the two phenomena are directly connected.

Evidently what is needed to change the existing trend is the growth of a sense of purpose, and it is not certain that this will happen merely because people are removed from their old-fashioned, isolated homes and resettled in labour-saving colonies where they will lose much of their privacy. Naturally Mr. Wolfe claims that he has no wish to break up the family, but various of the innovations that he favours would tend to have that effect. He is remarkably enthusiastic about the kitchenless house and “the abolition of the muddlesome, costly and wasteful apparatus of the kitchen.” The family that dispenses with its kitchen, he says, “has a more attractive and comfortable home.” The food is delivered in a thermos container “shaped like a medium suitcase” which “will keep the contents hot for several hours, even in cold weather, and even if left on the doorstep.” When you feel hungry just open the door, and there the stuff is. It is not stated whether you can choose what meals you will have, but presumably you cannot. You are, of course, using other people’s crockery all the time, but it doesn’t matter because it is sterilised in between-whiles.

It is perhaps hardly necessary to dwell on the objections to this kind of thing. What is more to the point is that nearly everyone, including the overworked housewives whom Mr. Wolfe pities, would recoil from such a prospect. Comparatively few people, as a Gallup poll has just shown, even want their houses centrally heated. Furthermore, for the moment the main preoccupation is to get houses built and not sacrifice any that are still habitable.

Yet, sooner or later the replanning of whole areas will be possible, and then it will be necessary to decide once and for all whether the old style of house, and the old manner of arranging houses, is to survive. The question has not been properly thrashed out, and people have to fall back on instincts which may be partly perverted. They want to live near their work, but they want to live in houses and not in flats. They want day nurseries and welfare clinics, but they also want privacy. They want to save work, but they want to cook their own meals and not eat meals chosen by other people and delivered in thermos containers. A deep instinct warns them not to destroy the family, which in the modern world is the sole refuge from the State, but all the while the forces of the machine age are slowly destroying the family. So they look on while our culture perishes, and yet irrationally cling to such fragments of it as the whitened doorstep and the open fireplace.

Even in the Reilly Plan a chunk of the old culture, in the form of a church, survives in each unit: and to judge from the sketches in this book, the churches are to be in the Gothic style. A question not asked by Mr. Wolfe, and seldom asked by anybody, is why we are on earth at all, and, leading out of this, what kind of lives we want to live. Yet till we have an answer to this question we shall never solve our housing problem and are merely making it rather more likely that the atom bombs will solve it for us.


Lawrence Wolfe, in Tribune for 1 February, and Mary Bubb, in the issue for 8 February 1946, responded to Orwell’s review:


I find it disturbing that George Orwell should have misrepresented most of the factual details of “The Reilly Plan,” but still more disturbing that, being George Orwell, he should have responded to the impact of real planning ideas with the cataleptic conservatism of a Corporal Blimp.

If Orwell will take the trouble to read my book, he may realise that his satisfaction over the improvements of the last 30 years is the same drug that is causing a Socialist Government to stick to negative planning and to do their best to consolidate a capitalist way of life. A capitalist way of life where half of the nation’s ability, intellect and labour power is to continue to go down the sink, though it is to be an improved sink; where children are to go on being killed on the roads, though the figures are to be improved; where juvenile delinquency is to go on, though with improved reformatory institutions: where, in brief, the family is to be improved out of existence, as it has been during Orwell’s glorious decades.

The Reilly Plan is the only positive plan that has seen the light of day so far and the only plan that could introduce a Socialist way of life, with an equal chance for everyone “to live out his life, from the womb to the grave, to the best advantage of both himself and the community.” It does not conflict with any sound English tradition concerning the family and the home. On the contrary, the chief aim of the Reilly plan is to help to restore and strengthen those traditions by making the private part of the home really private, while at the same time lifting the curse of isolationism which, as Orwell ought to know, was laid on the British people by the Industrial Revolution, and is not inherent in the British character.

“A deep instinct warns them not to destroy the family,” writes Orwell in connection with my catering proposals (which he has not read). This is the voice of Corporal Blimp. I could name several English duchesses who do their own shopping, cooking and washing up only if and when they like and whose families are nevertheless not “destroyed.” What sane reason is there to believe that if Mrs. Brown were given the same option, her family would be “destroyed”?

I do urge Orwell to read my book properly and think again. It is an important book. It contains even part of the answer to his problem of purpose: that the question of “why we are on earth at all” is a futile question, without any spiritual content, unless it is posed on a plateau of material well-being and not in a depression paved with “improvements.”

And the second edition of “The Reilly Plan” will also reassure him as to his crockery. It will explain the arrangements that are actually being made to enable Orwell not only always to eat off his very own crockery, but to have crockery of his own design if he likes.

Lawrence Wolfe




I do feel George Orwell’s review “On Housing” (January 25) is unnecessarily depressing and, in a way, misleading. It is hardly fair to express such views without any reference to the work done at Peckham Health Centre before the war. The Peckham Experiment (published 1943) gives good reason to think that it is isolationism that is destroying the family, not the rising standard of living. This conclusion does seem to be confirmed by the work of other social workers also, and Mr. Wolfe’s enthusiasm is caused by the belief that when people are given the chance of escaping sometimes from their privacy and making pleasant social contacts they do regain what I suppose Mr. Orwell would call a sense of purpose.

At any rate they become happier, more enterprising and more responsible both as parents and citizens. Surely that is what Socialists want, and it seems frivolous to object to a plan of this kind on the grounds that a supply of ready cooked meals—optional—is an invasion of privacy and a threat to family life. I seem to remember that Mr. Orwell himself dislikes washing up and I daresay he would dislike it more if he had to do it three times a day every day of the year. Drudgery for its own sake doesn’t do anyone (or the family) any good.

Mary Bubb








2882. ‘But Are We Really Ruder? No’

Saturday Essay, Evening Standard, 26 January 1946

The news that the Mayor of Hendon, Middlesex, is despatching 15,500 letters to children in his borough, urging them to be more courteous, raises once again the question of whether English manners have deteriorated since the war.

The Mayor thinks they have, and attributes the present day lack of courtesy to imitation of the “tough-guy training of soldiers.” He is anxious that children should give up their seats to elderly people in buses, make themselves useful in the home by cleaning shoes and running errands, and enrol themselves in a “Guild of Courtesy” for which 15,000 membership buttons are being prepared.

The first criticism anyone might make is that it seems rather unfair to put the blame on the Army. Soldiers, no doubt, have to be trained in toughness, but when it is not fighting the British Army is the best-mannered in the world.

It has been impossible to travel in Europe recently without being greeted with almost embarrassing compliments on the “correct” bearing of the British troops. They have, indeed, been more successful ambassadors for their country than other people who are more highly paid for the job.

And when one considers the way in which it was customary for British soldiers to behave not so very long ago, in India, for instance, or even as near home as Malta or Gibraltar, it is difficult not to feel that we have grown rapidly more civilised in the years before the wars.

I do not think I have ever been in a country where a blind man or a foreigner asking the way gets more attention than he does in England, or where fewer quarters of big towns are unsafe at night, or where people are less inclined to shove you off the pavement or grab your place on a bus or train.

Even in the present overcrowded state of the railways, you can leave your overcoat on the seat and come back ten minutes later to find your place still empty. The other passengers will have respected your prior right to it, even though by this time the corridor is jammed with people. As for queueing-up, during the past five or ten years it has become what the psychologists call a conditioned reflex. If you put a dozen English people together, they form themselves into a queue almost instinctively.

At the end of the other war, when the transport shortage was about as bad as it is now, there was no queueing for buses. It was every man for himself, and the person with the sharpest elbows and the fewest scruples got on board first.

It is quite true that a certain number of children, generally suffering from the effects of evacuation, have run wild and turned into little savages, and that in everyone the accumulating discomforts of war have produced a nervous tension which occasionally shows itself in meaningless outbursts of temper.

When I recall the breaches of manners which I have met with—or committed, for that matter—during the war years, I find that it is nearly always the same picture: a sudden explosion of rage against some total stranger who has not in fact committed any real offence.

The rudest people of all are shopkeepers, especially fishmongers and tobacconists. But most shopkeepers are harassed and overworked, and it is only natural that they should want to get their own back after years of enforced servility.

My own fishmonger conducts himself like an oriental monarch of the old school. He only opens his shop for three hours a day, frequently arriving half an hour late, and the few kippers that he distributes seem like largesse except that you don’t get them free.

Many of his customers address him as “Sir.” But after all, between 1919 and 1939 he was probably calling other people “Sir,” and who shall blame him if he makes the most of his brief moment of power?1

If one considers, not simply the war years, but the last two or three decades, there is not the slightest doubt that there has been an all-round softening of manners, as well as a considerable evening-out of class distinctions. Many things have contributed to it—films, radio, slum clearance, the mass production of cheap clothes, and the improvement in elementary education.

In a strictly æsthetic sense, no doubt, our manners have not improved. A certain vulgarity is inherent in industrial civilisation, and when it comes to such things as gestures, movements and the wearing of clothes, any European, from a professor of philosophy to a costermonger, is inferior to an Indian or Chinese peasant.

But the general development of our age, with more and more people every year living in houses with bathrooms, getting used to eating in public, learning to speak the dialect of the B.B.C. and modelling their appearance on film stars, has been away from uncouthness. And together with the surface improvement I should say that there has been an increase in true civility and considerateness.

Much of the effort of the war, especially the smooth running of such things as rationing and fire-watching, would have been impossible without it.

Meanwhile, if our manners sometimes seem to lack polish, I do not think the Mayor of Hendon need worry.

To wait 20 minutes for a bus in leaky shoes, and then come home to find that the gas fire is not working, does not make for urbanity. More fuel, more transport, warmer clothes, better-lighted streets and a less monotonous diet—these things will be found to have a greater civilising influence than wearing the badge of the Guild of Courtesy in your buttonhole.2




2883. Review of Horned Pigeon by George Millar

The Observer, 27 January 1946

The late war has already produced a number of “escape” books, and though they are not all alike—Mr. Millar’s book, indeed, includes about three times as much violence and sensationalism as the average book—they have common features which seem to make possible certain generalisations on this subject. To begin with, war prisoners seem to be far more intent on escaping, and to have a far better chance of doing so, than ordinary criminals, in spite of the enormous handicap of being in a foreign and hostile country. Secondly, officers seem to escape relatively more often than “other ranks.” Thirdly, the escape almost never succeeds at the first attempt, and is often finally brought off by some unpremeditated act such as jumping from a train.

Mr. Millar was taken prisoner by Rommel’s Army in Libya in the autumn of 1942, handed over to the Italians, and later transferred to Germany when Italy went out of the war. He escaped early in 1944, worked his way through France and Spain to England, then was sent back to France to take part in the Resistance movement (this is described in his earlier book, “Maquis”), and fetched up in the spring of 1945 as a “Daily Express” correspondent in the same part of Germany from which he had made his escape.

The story is mixed up with domestic complications which it would, perhaps, have been better to leave out of a book of this type: but the most fascinating part of it is the description of his earlier, unsuccessful attempts to escape, and of the conditions in the Italian camps when it had not yet become obvious that the Axis must lose the war. There was filth, vermin, starvation and misery of every description, and Mr. Millar considers that in the transit camps in North Africa the prisoners were deliberately reduced to the condition of scarecrows so that they could be exhibited in Italy as samples of British “degeneracy.” He himself, for some time after his capture, was suffering from dysentery and from malnutrition, but when he reached Padua in Italy, and began to get his strength back on somewhat better food, he started organising his escape.

The most obvious way of getting out of a prison is to dig a tunnel. War prisoners, especially officers, are able to do this, because they have a great deal of time on their hands, and if they are imprisoned in a fortress, there is usually a cellar in which to store the removed earth. Consequently the same features appear in all these stories: the fearful struggles underground with home-made tools, the confederates outside who raise distractions at critical moments, the civilian clothes made out of blankets or altered uniforms and dyed with ink or wine, and the dummies placed in the beds on the night of departure. But these attempts are seldom successful.

Another way is to use bluff or bribery. Mr. Millar and two comrades made an exceedingly bold attempt to walk out of the front gate dressed in Italian uniforms, and were only frustrated by a piece of bad luck. Having been recaptured they were beaten up in an atrocious manner, and later sent to a punishment camp. Here there was further tunnelling, and later, when Italy surrendered and the Germans seized the camp, Mr. Millar and others attempted to hide themselves on the premises, with the idea of escaping when the rest of the prisoners had been removed. On the way into Germany a few people jumped off the train, and most of them were shot by the guards. When Mr. Millar finally made his escape it was by jumping from a train: but by that time the Nazi regime was beginning to crumble, and there existed a network of underground organisations from which an escaped prisoner could get aid.

The latter part of the book is concerned with his journey across France and Spain, ending up in the British Consulate at Barcelona. The book is perhaps overstuffed with detail, but it contains much that is of historical value, and has the advantage of not being coloured by any strong political predilection. Thus, Mr. Millar notes that some of the French deportees who sheltered him in Munich, and who were doing all they could to sabotage the German war machine, were nevertheless supporters of Pétain, whose Government they considered to be a good one. Of great interest, too, are his descriptions of the Russian prisoners who used to climb the barbed wire of their compound, tearing their hands to pieces in the process, in order to have a meal of bread and jam in the British compound, which they paid for by singing songs. Although in places it is written in a tiresome and egotistical way, so far as its material goes this is one of the best war books that have yet appeared.




2884. To Leonard Moore

28 January 1946 Typewritten on headed notepaper1



	Canonbury 3751
	27b, CANONBURY SQUARE, ISLINGTON LONDON, N.1.




Dear Mr. Moore,

It is quite O.K. about the photograph. I should like to secure a copy of the pamphlet in which it appears if possible.2

Yours sincerely,

[Signed] Geo. Orwell

George Orwell




2885. To the Manchester Guardian

28 January 1946


This letter, written by Orwell to the Manchester Guardian on 28 January 1946, was published three days later. It summarises a report which an Indian student, Ramaswami Das, had sent to Orwell. The report also carries the name M. Lall, and the address, Veda Vegetarian Restaurant, 133 Drummond Street, London, N.W.1.



Sir.—I have just received a report on the treatment of Indian passengers on board the s.s. Strathmore, which reached Southampton from India on January 14.

It appears that there were 40 Indians, students, Government officials, and others, on board, and that though there were ostensibly no classes and all passengers paid the same fare all the better accommodation was in fact reserved for Europeans. The Europeans were placed in well-ventilated cabins where they had comfortable beds and were not crowded, whereas the Indians were placed on a separate deck and so overcrowded that in some cases six or more people were using a cabin intended for two. The sole Indian to be placed among the European cabins was an Indian Christian named Thomas. The people responsible for allotting the berths had presumably been misled by his name into thinking him a European.

This complaint has been sent to me by a group of Indian students. It seems to me that it should be made known to the public, because if this sort of thing can happen on one ship it is presumably happening on others, and it is hard to think of a more foolish way of creating ill-will than by petty colour-distinctions of this kind.


Two details from the original report (in the British Library) might be noted. Whereas the Europeans’ beds were supplied with 6-inch-thick cushion mat-tresses, the Indians had coconut-fibre mattresses. Second, the allocation of Mr. Thomas was seen as having its comic aspects: ‘The Discrimination was not without its funny side….’

On 4 February, a reply was published from J. C. Healey:


Sir,—Mr. Orwell’s letter in your issue of to-day, complaining about the treatment of Indian officials and students during a recent voyage by the s.s. Strathmore from Bombay to Southampton, seems to be based on a garbled version of the actual facts and should be corrected.

I was a passenger in the ship, and although I share Mr. Orwell’s distaste for colour discrimination, I could see no grounds for complaint by the Indians on this occasion. The Strathmore had about 4,000 passengers, practically a full troopship complement for a vessel of her size, and Mr. Orwell knows little of troopships if he thinks that the use of a two-berth cabin by six passengers represents abnormal overcrowding. It is true that the best cabins were occupied by women, children, and senior Service officers, but quite untrue that the Indians “were placed on a separate deck”; in point of fact, Service officers, Service women, and a number of British civilians shared the same deck and occupied similarly crowded cabins.

It does not seem to have occurred to the Indians to compare their lot with that of passengers less favourably treated than themselves—the British junior officers, for whom there was no cabin accommodation at all (ninety of us occupied a small converted saloon not more than ten times the size of a two-berth cabin), and the British “other ranks,” who lived in the miserable and unhealthy congestion of the “troop-decks.” The truth is that the Indians shared the second-best accommodation on the ship, and were better fed and more comfortably quartered than at least 80 per cent of the ship’s complement of passengers.



Ramaswami Das and another Indian student, F. V. Badami, replied to Mr. Healey on 5 February, but their letter was not published. It read:


Mr. J. C. Healey did not care to verify what he believed as facts before he tried to correct, what he thought to be, the garbled version of the facts in Mr. Orwell’s letter. It is obvious from his letter that he has no idea of the type of accommodation given to us. Nine, and not six, were put in some of the small cabins intended for two, and if one realises that with each passenger two fairly large boxes go into the cabin, the overcrowding can well be imagined. And this sort of congestion did not extend to the non Indian cabin passengers.

In our dire need for accommodation we were least disposed to find discrimination where it was not intended and we very much wish we could say there was no discrimination at all. But, how can we believe there was no discrimination when we could get only the “second-best accommodation”, as admitted by Mr. Healey, while a number of British civilians outside the category of women and children, were given the very best accommodation, though all paid just the same (£62)? His advice to us to compare our lot with that of passengers “less favourably treated”, is misplaced, since it cannot be lack of fellow-feeling if we happen to pay for Cabin class accommodation and not derive comfort from the worse discomforts of the troop-deck passengers.

However, we are thankful to him that he shares Mr. Orwell’s distaste for “colour discrimination”. We do not mind the physical inconvenience caused, what we most resent is the spirit of discrimination.



In a covering note sent by Mr. Das with an advance copy of this letter, Orwell was invited to meet some of those involved at Mr. Lall’s restaurant.






2886. To William Phillips, Partisan Review

31 January 1946 Typewritten

27b, CANONBURY SQUARE, ISLINGTON, LONDON, N.1.

Dear Mr. Philips,º

Animal Farm is being published by Harcourt Brace. The Dial Press refused it, and I rather suspect from their letter that they were under the impression that it was a bona fide book about animals.1 The other book (the American title of this is Dickens, Dali and Others,) is being published by Raynall and Hitchcock.2 I don’t know quite what the nature of my arrangement with them is, because my agent handles all that, but I don’t think I have any agreement with them to cover any more than this one book. They also refused Animal Farm, but on political grounds. I don’t know when either book is appearing, but I think the essays will be along very shortly.

Yours sincerely,

[Signed] Geo. Orwell

George Orwell




2887. ‘The Cost of Radio Programmes’

Tribune, 1 February 1946

In last week’s Observer, Mr. W. E. Williams, discussing the recent raising of radio licences from ten shillings to a pound, made the pertinent remark that “the trouble with British broadcasting is that it is far too cheap.” It seems to me that his remark is worth expanding, because the relationship between the amount of money brought in by a radio programme, and the amount of work that can be put into it, is not generally grasped. Nor is it realised that the badness of many radio programmes is due to the fact that to write and produce them better would be impossibly expensive.

Radio-listening costs at most a few pence a day, and if you like you can keep your radio turned on for the whole twenty-four hours. As it is what might be called a low-pressure entertainment, not giving you nearly such acute pleasure as you get from watching a film or drinking a glass of beer, most people feel that they pay quite a high enough price for it. Actually, the tiny price that they pay, measured against the heavy cost of the mechanical side of broadcasting, makes for a dull, cut-off-the-joint type of programme, and discourages innovation and experiment. This is best illustrated by plays, features and short stories, because it is especially in this type of programme that the vast possibilities of radio have remained unrealised.

The writer of a play or feature which is to take 30 minutes is usually paid about 30 guineas. He may get rather more if he is a “name,” and he may get a small extra fee if his piece is re-broadcast: but, in general, 30 guineas is the most he can expect,1 and he may get much less, since many programmes of this type are written by salaried employees who turn out several of them a week. Even if he is not a salaried employee, he is not likely to have much choice about his subject or his manner of treating it. The need to produce fresh programmes every day means that schedules have to be produced months in advance, and nothing can be accepted unless it fits in with some predetermined series. If you get a good idea for a novel or magazine article you can sit down and write it without consulting anyone else, and if you make a good job of it you can probably sell it. It would be no use going on this principle with a radio programme. Either it fits in somewhere or other, or it is unsaleable, however good it may be in itself.

When this play, story or whatever it may be, is ready, it will in all probability go on the air only once. It is, therefore, impossible to spend much time and money in producing it. What actually happens is that it is broadcast by a company of stock actors who are taking part in several totally different programmes every week. They may be given copies of their parts a day or two before they go on the air, but quite often they arrive in the studio without even having heard the name of the programme in which they are to take part. In any case, there is no question of their learning their parts by heart: they simply read them from the typewritten script. The rehearsals, for a 30-minute programme, will probably take four, or at most, six hours. There is no time for more, and to do more on any one day would simply exhaust the actors and producer to no purpose. Finally the programme goes on the air, and there is an end of it. If it is ever re-broadcast, it will probably not be by a fresh performance, in which the actors might improve on their first effort, but by a mechanical recording of the first one.

Now compare this with what happens in the case of a stage play. Writing a play is speculative. Most plays fail to reach the stage, and many of those that do get acted are a flop. Still, anyone who writes a play hopes that it will run for months and bring him several hundred pounds: also, he can choose his theme, and within limits he can even vary the length to suit himself. Even on a one-act play, therefore, he will probably do weeks or months of work, and he will shed a drop of sweat on every semi-colon. Before the play opens there will be weeks of careful rehearsal, and the actors will not only be word-perfect, but will have studied their parts and done their best to pack the utmost significance into every speech. Produced in this manner, the play can be acted, whereas the average radio programme is merely read. Yet how would it be possible to take all this trouble with a programme which is to be broadcast only once, and which the public pays for at a much lower rate than it pays for drinking water?

Criticism of the B.B.C., both in the press and by the general public, is usually unfavourable, but what most people appear to demand is simply a better version of the programmes they are getting already. They want better music, funnier jokes, more intelligent discussions, more truthful news. What is much less often pointed out is that the radio as a medium of literary expression has been very little studied. The microphone is a new instrument, and it ought to call into being a new attitude towards verse, drama and stories. Actually very little thought has been given to this subject, and still less concrete experiment. When an experimental programme does get broadcast, it is usually because there happens to be inside the B.B.C. some imaginative person who can pull the necessary wires and overcome bureaucratic opposition. There is nothing to tempt a free-lance writer into trying innovations.

If a radio play, for instance, could be performed night after night for months, like a stage play, it would be possible to spend more money and do more work on it; and the radio play, as an art-form, might then begin to be taken seriously. However, there is an obvious reason why the same programme cannot be broadcast over and over again. This being so, serious work along certain lines is only possible if commercial considerations are ignored. This means, first of all, setting aside one wavelength for uncompromisingly “highbrow” programmes.2 It is curious how strongly this idea is resisted, and by what people. Even Frederick Laws, of the News-Chronicle, one of the best radio critics we have, has pronounced against it. Yet it is difficult to see how any genuinely new idea can be tested if every programme that goes on the air has to make an immediate appeal to millions, or at any rate, hundreds of thousands of people. There is enough fuss already over the meagre periods devoted to broadcasting poetry. In the long run, no doubt, anything that is good becomes popular; but any innovation, in any of the arts, needs protection during its experimental stage. It is significant that during the war the most intelligent—though not the most technically efficient—broadcasting has been done on the overseas’ services, where no commercial consideration entered and, in many cases, a large audience was not aimed at.

The other thing that is needed is more facilities for experiment—not experiment in the technical side of radio, of which there is no doubt plenty already, but experiment on the problem of adapting existing literary forms to the air. Various difficulties which may in reality be quite simple have never yet been overcome. To name just one (it is discussed in the introduction to Edward Sackville West’s radio play, The Rescue): no one has yet discovered how to present a play or dramatised story in such a way that the audience can discover what is happening, without the use of a “narrator” who ruins the dramatic effect. To solve such problems it would be necessary to make use of closed circuits and to employ teams of musicians, actors and producers—in other words, it would be necessary to spend a lot of money. But then oceans of money are spent already, and nearly all of it on rubbish.

The sort of competition that would be presented by “sponsored” radio is not likely to have a beneficial effect on the B.B.C. It might tend to keep the B.B.C. up to the mark in the matter of brightness and efficiency, but people who are broadcasting in order to advertise Bile Beans or Player’s Cigarettes are not going to aim at the minority public. If the possibilities latent in radio are ever realised, it will be because the people who have ideas get a chance to test them and are not choked off by being told that this or that “would not fit in” or “would not have a wide enough appeal.” Also, it should be possible to produce a radio programme with the same care and seriousness as is devoted to a stage play, and the writer should receive a large enough fee to encourage him to spend sufficient time on the work. All of which demands money, and might even, lamentable though that would be, mean raising the price of a radio licence by a few shillings more.


The following week, Tribune published an article entitled ‘B.B.C. and the Listener’ by R. C. Churchill (whom Orwell had brought in as a reviewer for Tribune at the suggestion of F. R. Leavis; see 2402). This reluctantly came to the conclusion that the B.B.C. was not ‘all that good.’ For example, ‘Saturday Night Theatre’ was ‘exclusively concerned with the kiss-my-arse doings (to quote Dryden) of that unimportant section of the population which owns cocktail-shakers and week-end bungalows on the Thames,’ and asked why those invited to participate in the Brains Trust were almost exclusively drawn from the upper classes.

Churchill did give full praise for talks in the series ‘Travellers’ Tales’ (which, in their published form, he took as the starting point for his article), but the main burden of the first part of what he had to say took Orwell to task:


Radio may be a blessing to the aged, but from another point of view it is certainly the curse of the age. Orwell has recently written that he knows families who keep the radio playing all through a meal and at the same time continue talking just loudly enough for the voices and the music to cancel out. He has also written in these pages that, whenever he hears the Brains Trust percolating from any wireless, he turns that wireless off.

This is all very well, but in that section of society which is seldom mentioned by Etonian Left Wingers, or by Mass-Observers educated at Harrow, the lower-middle-class, forming roughly 70 per cent. of the population, his action would be considered rude in the extreme. Not that Orwell or anyone else could possibly perform such a feat, for if the majority of the family, or the one who wears the trousers, wants to listen to Campbell and Joad,3 then any person who doesn’t want to listen to Campbell and Joad can go out and roam the streets or, alternatively, go to bed.

That is the position, since the invention of the loud-speaker, in millions of homes in the colder weather. The radio and the fire are in the living-room, and you can either take both—or leave both. It is not music so much that irritates the unwilling listener, if I am any sample of that misjudged species; I have found that, with a fortnight’s extensive training, one can read, write or do anything within reason, to the accompaniment of Carroll Gibbons, the Wigan Pier Brass Band or even Charlie Shadwell, though admittedly the crooners get on an unwilling listener’s nerves.

But what proportion of evening radio is straight or croonered music? Orwell forgets that there are millions of families in this country who put the wireless on for the six o’clock news and listen to it till ten or eleven. Very occasionally, if there is nothing in any programme but highbrow stuff or swing, the father or mother will give the set a rest; but usually they can find something in the Radio Times or the daily paper which either they listen to regularly or which they are willing to try for a change. Because, as they argue with truth but not often with action suiting the word, “we can always switch off if we don’t like it.”








2888. ‘“Bad” Climates are Best’

Evening Standard, 2 February 1946

The time was when I used to say that what the English climate needed was a minor operation, comparable to the removal of tonsils in a human being.

Just cut out January and February, and we should have nothing to complain about.

Now, however, I feel that I would not remove even those two months, supposing that I had the power.

This is not entirely an academic question, for, if our popular scientific writers are to be believed, we are within sight of being able to control the climate. By the use of atomic energy, it seems, we could melt the polar ice caps, irrigate the Sahara, divert the Gulf Stream, move chains of mountains from one place to another, and, in short, alter the planet out of recognition.

And if the day ever comes when Britain has to decide what kind of climate it is to have (it will be done by plebiscite, I suppose, or on the basis of a Gallup Poll), I hope we opt for what is called a “bad” climate and not what is miscalled a “perfect” one.

The great thing about the English climate is its variation. It is not merely that you never know what the weather is going to do to-morrow, but that each season of the year, and indeed each month, has its own clear-cut personality, like an old friend—or, in the case of two or three months, an old enemy.

In very many parts of the world this is not so. In most Eastern lands there are only three seasons, the hot weather, the cold weather and the rains, and in each of those three periods one day is just like another day.

In very hot climates there is not even anything corresponding to spring or autumn; there are always flowers in bloom, the trees are evergreen, the birds are nesting all the year round. Down near the Equator even the length of the day barely alters, so that you never have the pleasure of a long summer evening or of breakfasting by artificial light.

I am going to try the experiment of running through the months of the year and seeing what associations they automatically call up.

They will not all be pleasant ones, but I think it will be found that they are sharply differentiated from one another. I will start off with March.

March.—Wallflowers (especially the old-fashioned brown ones). Icy winds sweeping round street corners and blowing grit into your eyes. Hares having boxing matches in the young corn.

April.—The smell of the earth after a shower. The pleasure of hearing the cuckoo punctually on the fourteenth; also of seeing the first swallow—which, in fact, is usually a sand-martin.

May.—Stewed rhubarb. The pleasure of not wearing underclothes.

June.—Cloud-bursts. The smell of hay. Going for walks after supper. The back-breaking labour of earthing up potatoes.

July.—Going to the office in shirt sleeves. The endless pop-pop-pop of cherry stones as one treads the London pavements.

August.—Midges. Plums. Sea bathing. Beds of geraniums, painful to look at. The dusty smell of water-carts.

September.—Blackberries. The first leaves turning. Heavy dew in the early mornings. The pleasure of seeing a fire in the grate again.

October.—Utterly windless days. Yellow elm trees looming up out of the mist, with all their leaves dead and none fallen.

November.—Raging gales. The smell of rubbish fires.

December.—Owls hooting. Cat ice1 on the puddles. Roast chestnuts. The sun hanging over the roof-tops like a crimson ball which one can study with the naked eye.

Those are merely my own associations. Anyone else’s, I suppose, would be different, but they would probably be just as varied.

I cannot believe that in, say, California or New Zealand, or in the pleasure resorts of the Riviera, the months have so individual a flavour.

But how about January and February? February, I admit, is a particularly detestable month, with no virtue except its shortness. But in fairness to our climate one ought to remember that if we did not have this period of damp and cold, the rest of the year would be quite different.

The flavour of our fruits and vegetables depends on the rain-sodden soil and the slow coming of the spring. With the doubtful exception of the banana and the pineapple, no fruit worth eating grows in a hot country. Even the orange and the lemon come from fairly temperate lands like Spain or Palestine, and the characteristic tropical fruits—mangoes, paw-paws, custard apples—are watery, tasteless things.

Fruits like apples and strawberries all need a period of frost and heavy rain, and never attain their best flavour in countries where the summer is really hot. The most attractive flowers also need a cold winter. In the plains of India, for instance, it is easy enough to grow zinnias or petunias, but the most skilful gardener alive could not grow a primrose or a wallflower or a daffodil.

If we want to make January and February less unpleasant than they are, we might start by building our houses more intelligently.

For instance, it would not be a bad idea to arrange the water pipes so that they do not burst every time there is a hard frost.

But that is a different question. What we shall have to decide, if this notion of changing the climate ever becomes practicable, is whether we want a dead level of continuous sunshine, or a few exquisite days paid for with fog, mud and sleet. When Shakespeare, describing this time of year, wrote:


When all aloud the wind doth blow

And coughing drowns the parson’s saw.

When birds sit brooding in the snow

And Marion’s nose looks red and raw2



he was describing rather disagreeable phenomena, and yet there is a kind of affection in the lines, a perception that everything has its place.

There is a time to sit in the garden in a deck chair, and there is a time to have chilblains and a dripping nose. Perhaps five days out of seven our climate gives us cause to curse it, but there are also days, especially in spring and autumn, when even the streets of London take on a beauty that is not to be found in sunnier lands.3




2889. To Balachandra Rajan

Early February? and 6 February 1946


On 5 February 1946, Rajan wrote to Orwell thanking him for returning proofs of his article ‘Arthur Koestler,’ for Focus, 21. It was, he said, a pity that its appearance in Critical Essays would anticipate its appearance in Focus, 2, by about five months (by ten months, in fact), but that was the publisher’s fault, ‘and I hope it will teach him to be quicker off the mark.’ He asked Orwell if he would contribute an article on Graham Greene. He was interested in a discussion of Greene’s décor and whether Christian principles could be involved in it.

Orwell must have replied at once, for Rajan wrote again on 7 February thanking him for agreeing to write on Greene and suggesting a November 1946 deadline. He wished to circulate the typescript and make it a basis for a discussion for Focus, 4. He asked Orwell to confirm that he would take on this article. These letters have not survived.

Orwell did not write on Greene for Focus.






2890. To Mary Treadgold

6 February 1946 Typewritten


On 4 February, Mary Treadgold wrote on behalf of the BBC’s African Service Director to ask Orwell if he would contribute a talk on ‘Criticism Today’ for a series called ‘Review of the Arts.’ The talk was to run for 13½ minutes and be broadcast on 17 March but recorded in the preceding week. Orwell replied:



27b, CANONBURY SQUARE, ISLINGTON, LONDON, N.1.

Dear Miss Treadgold,

I am frightfully sorry but I simply cannot undertake to do anything. I have to write four newspaper articles a week and I have already contracted to do various outside jobs, including a long feature for the Home Service, without knowing how I am going to find time for it. Please forgive me.

Yours sincerely,

[Signed] Geo. Orwell

George Orwell




2891. To Dwight Macdonald

7 February 1946 Typewritten

27b, CANONBURY SQUARE, ISLINGTON, LONDON, N. I.

Dear MacDonald,

I saw Ignazio Silone several times when he was over here recently, and I taxed him about that statement in Avanti which you quote in Politics for May 1945.1 It was not a very satisfactory conversation, because I had not a copy of the paper with me, and we were at a crowded dinner-table, and could only talk to each other in French. However, both Silone and his wife denied most emphatically that he had said anything to just that effect, and he assured me that he had been working specifically against the fusion of the Italian Socialist and Communist parties. I feel sure that there must be some mistake somewhere. I gathered from him that there was a moment after the liberation when it was necessary for all the Left-wing parties to form some kind of popular front against the re-appearance of Fascism, and it is possible that what he said in support of that may have been twisted in some way. At any rate, he assured me that he was never at any time in favour of fusion of the two parties.

I thought possibly the following quotation might do for one of your fill-ups. I can’t send the cutting because I want to keep it in my own archives, but I will quote word for word. I should tell you that this comes from the Liberal News Chronicle, which has been on the whole an extremely pro-Russian paper (more so than any definitely Labour paper), and is written by the columnist A. J. Cummings,2 who reported the Moscow trials and has been the best of friends to the U.S.S.R. in this country:—

“An Englishman who has held semi-official appointments in two of the occupied German zones and has spent some time in all of them, tells me that the Russian zone is the most efficiently administered.

“The Russians, he says, regard themselves consciously as conquerors and the Germans with contempt and dislike. Fraternization is frowned upon; and there is very little of it, though this does not mean that Russian soldiers have no sex relations with German women. Such relations, however, rarely lead to any form of social companionship.”

I should think “Efficiency” would make a good heading.3

All the best.

Yours,

Geo. Orwell




2892. ‘Books v. Cigarettes’

Tribune, 8 February 1946

A couple of years ago a friend of mine, a newspaper editor, was fire-watching with some factory workers. They fell to talking about this newspaper, which most of them read and approved of, but when he asked them what they thought of the literary section, the answer he got was: “You don’t suppose we read that stuff, do you? Why, half the time you’re talking about books that cost twelve and sixpence! Chaps like us couldn’t spend twelve and sixpence on a book.” These, he said, were men who thought nothing of spending several pounds on a day trip to Blackpool.

This idea that the buying, or even the reading, of books is an expensive hobby and beyond the reach of the average person is so widespread that it deserves some detailed examination. Exactly what reading costs, reckoned in terms of pence per hour, is difficult to estimate, but I have made a start by inventorying my own books and adding up their total price. After allowing for various other expenses, I can make a fairly good guess at my expenditure over the last fifteen years.

The books that I have counted and priced are the ones I have here, in my flat. I have about an equal number stored in another place, so that I shall double the final figure in order to arrive at the complete amount. I have not counted oddments such as proof copies, defaced volumes, cheap paper-covered editions, pamphlets, or magazines, unless bound up into book form. Nor have I counted the kind of junky books—old school textbooks and so forth—that accumulate in the bottoms of cupboards. I have counted only those books which I have acquired voluntarily, or else would have acquired voluntarily, and which I intend to keep. In this category I find that I have 442 books, acquired in the following ways:—

[image: image]

Now as to the method of pricing. Those books that I have bought, I have listed at their full price, as closely as I can determine it. I have also listed at their full price the books that have been given to me, and those that I have temporarily borrowed, or borrowed and kept. This is because book-giving, book-borrowing and book-stealing more or less even out. I possess books that do not strictly speaking belong to me, but many other people also have books of mine: so that the books I have not paid for can be taken as balancing others which I have paid for but no longer possess. On the other hand I have listed the review and complimentary copies at half price. That is about what I would have paid for them secondhand, and they are mostly books that I would only have bought secondhand, if at all. For the prices I have sometimes had to rely on guesswork, but my figures will not be far out. The costs were as follows:—

[image: image]

Adding the other batch of books that I have elsewhere, it seems that I possess, altogether nearly 900 books, at a cost of £165 15s.1 This is the accumulation of about fifteen years—actually more, since some of these books date from my childhood: but call it fifteen years. This works out at £11 1s. a year, but there are other charges that must be added in order to estimate my full reading expenses. The biggest will be for newspapers and periodicals, and for this I think £8 a year would be a reasonable figure. Eight pounds a year covers the cost of two daily papers, one evening paper, two Sunday papers, one weekly review and one or two monthly magazines. This brings the figure up to £19 1s., but to arrive at the grand total one has to make a guess. Obviously one often spends money on books without afterwards having anything to show for it. There are library subscriptions, and there are also the books, chiefly Penguins and other cheap editions, which one buys and then loses or throws away. However, on the basis of my other figures, it looks as though £6 a year would be quite enough to add for expenditure of this kind. So my total reading expenses over the past fifteen years have been in the neighbourhood of £25 a year.

Twenty-five pounds a year sounds quite a lot until you begin to measure it against other kinds of expenditure. It is nearly 9s. 9d. a week, and at present 9s. 9d. is the equivalent of about 83 cigarettes (Players): even before the war it would have bought you less than 200 cigarettes. With prices as they now are, I am spending far more on tobacco than I do on books. I smoke six ounces a week, at half-a-crown an ounce, making nearly £40 a year. Even before the war, when the same tobacco cost 8d. an ounce, I was spending over £10 a year on it: and if I also averaged a pint of beer a day, at sixpence, these two items together will have cost me close on £20 a year. This was probably not much above the national average. In 1938 the people of this country spent nearly £10 per head per annum on alcohol and tobacco: however, 20 per cent. of the population were children under 15 and another 40 per cent. were women, so that the average smoker and drinker must have been spending much more than £10. In 1944, the annual expenditure per head on these items was no less than £23. Allow for the women and children as before, and £40 is a reasonable individual figure. Forty pounds a year would just about pay for a packet of Woodbines everyday and half a pint of mild six days a week—not a magnificent allowance. Of course, all prices are now inflated, including the price of books: still, it looks as though the cost of reading, even if you buy books instead of borrowing them and take in a fairly large number of periodicals, does not amount to more than the combined cost of smoking and drinking.

It is difficult to establish any relationship between the price of books and the value one gets out of them. “Books” includes novels, poetry, textbooks, works of reference, sociological treatises and much else, and length and price do not correspond to one another, especially if one habitually buys books secondhand. You may spend ten shillings on a poem of 500 lines, and you may spend sixpence on a dictionary which you consult at odd moments over a period of twenty years. There are books that one reads over and over again, books that become part of the furniture of one’s mind and alter one’s whole attitude to life, books that one dips into but never reads through, books that one reads at a single sitting and forgets a week later: and the cost, in terms of money, may be the same in each case. But if one regards reading simply as a recreation, like going to the pictures, then it is possible to make a rough estimate of what it costs. If you read nothing but novels and “light” literature, and bought every book that you read, you would be spending—allowing eight shillings as the price of a book, and four hours as the time spent in reading it—two shillings an hour. This is about what it costs to sit in one of the more expensive seats in the cinema. If you concentrated on more serious books, and still bought everything that you read, your expenses would be about the same. The books would cost more, but they would take longer to read. In either case you would still possess the books after you had read them, and they would be saleable at about a third of their purchase price. If you bought only secondhand books, your reading expenses would, of course, be much less: perhaps sixpence an hour would be a fair estimate. And on the other hand if you don’t buy books, but merely borrow them from the lending library, reading costs you round about a halfpenny on hour: if you borrow them from the public library, it costs you next door to nothing.

I have said enough to show that reading is one of the cheaper recreations: after listening to the radio, probably the cheapest. Meanwhile, what is the actual amount that the British public spends on books? I cannot discover any figures, though no doubt they exist. But I do know that before the war this country was publishing annually about 15,000 books, which included reprints and schoolbooks. If as many as ten thousand copies of each book were sold—and even allowing for the schoolbooks, this is probably a high estimate—the average person was only buying, directly or indirectly, about three books a year. These three books taken together might cost £1, or probably less.

These figures are guesswork, and I should be interested if someone would correct them for me.2 But if my estimate is anywhere near right, it is not a proud record for a country which is nearly 100 per cent, literate and where the ordinary man spends more on cigarettes than an Indian peasant has for his whole livelihood. And if our book-consumption remains as low as it has been, at least let us admit that it is because reading is a less exciting pastime than going to the dogs, the pictures or the pub, and not because books, whether bought or borrowed, are too expensive.3




2893. Michael Foot to Orwell

8 February 1946


About mid to late January 1946, Orwell wrote to the Labour M.P. Michael Foot1 to ask him if he could obtain permission for Karl Schnetzler to visit Germany. Schnetzler had been born in Germany in 1906 but had worked in England as an electrical research engineer from 1935 until 1939, when he was interned (although a refugee from Germany) until 1943. He continued to work in England from 1943 to 1956, and became a naturalised British subject in 1948.2 He had been introduced to Eileen at a party at her brother’s house in Greenwich, and he visited the Orwells at their cottage in Wallington on a number of occasions. He also accompanied Eileen when she visited Orwell at Preston Hall Sanatorium, Aylesford, Kent, in 1938. Elisaveta Fen claims in her autobiography, A Russian’s England (1976) that Karl Schnetzler was in love with Eileen (417–18). David Astor, who knew Schnetzler well, maintains that his relationship with Eileen was no more than that of a friend: ‘he respected her very highly.’ Schnetzler was ‘high principled and scrupulous’ and admired Orwell ‘tremendously as a writer and as a human being.’ (Letter to the editor, 25 October 1995.)

On 8 February, Foot wrote to Orwell to say that his intervention had proved unsuccessful. He enclosed a letter from John Hynd, a senior official in the Control Office for Germany and Austria, which explained that there were many Germans in England anxious to make visits home, but lack of transport made this difficult to arrange.

Schnetzler wrote to Orwell on 18 February from Cambridge to tell him that he would make his own arrangements for getting to Heidelberg by travelling first to Switzerland. He had business friends in Switzerland who visited Heidelberg from time to time and who would probably be prepared to take him there by car. He wondered if Foot or Orwell would now write to Hynd explaining how the transport problem could be overcome. He was also anxious to know, because he was ‘getting into the most difficult position,’ how long Hynd thought he might have to wait for a permit.

None of Orwell’s letters to Schnetzler or any written on his behalf have been traced.






2894. ‘The Moon Under Water’

Saturday Essay, Evening Standard, 9 February 1946

My favourite public-house, the Moon Under Water, is only two minutes from a bus stop, but it is on a side-street, and drunks and rowdies never seem to find their way there, even on Saturday nights.

Its clientele, though fairly large, consists mostly of “regulars” who occupy the same chair every evening and go there for conversation as much as for the beer.

If you are asked why you favour a particular public-house, it would seem natural to put the beer first, but the thing that most appeals to me about the Moon Under Water is what people call its “atmosphere.”

To begin with, its whole architecture and fittings are uncompromisingly Victorian. It has no glass-topped tables or other modern miseries, and, on the other hand, no sham roof-beams, ingle-nooks or plastic panels masquerading as oak. The grained woodwork, the ornamental mirrors behind the bar, the cast-iron fireplaces, the florid ceiling stained dark yellow by tobacco-smoke, the stuffed bull’s head over the mantelpiece—everything has the solid, comfortable ugliness of the nineteenth century.

In winter there is generally a good fire burning in at least two of the bars, and the Victorian lay-out of the place gives one plenty of elbow-room. There are a public bar, a saloon bar, a ladies’ bar, a bottle-and-jug for those who are too bashful to buy their supper beer publicly, and, upstairs, a dining-room.

Games are only played in the public, so that in the other bars you can walk about without constantly ducking to avoid flying darts.

In the Moon Under Water it is always quiet enough to talk. The house possesses neither a radio nor a piano, and even on Christmas Eve and such occasions the singing that happens is of a decorous kind.

The barmaids know most of their customers by name, and take a personal interest in everyone. They are all middle-aged women—two of them have their hair dyed in quite surprising shades—and they call everyone “dear,” irrespective of age or sex. (“Dear,” not “Ducky”: pubs where the barmaid calls you “ducky” always have a disagreeable raffish atmosphere.)

Unlike most pubs, the Moon Under Water sells tobacco as well as cigarettes, and it also sells aspirins and stamps, and is obliging about letting you use the telephone.

You cannot get dinner at the Moon Under Water, but there is always the snack counter where you can get liver-sausage sandwiches, mussels (a speciality of the house), cheese, pickles and those large biscuits with caraway seeds in them which only seem to exist in public-houses.

Upstairs, six days a week, you can get a good, solid lunch—for example, a cut off the joint, two vegetables and boiled jam roll—for about three shillings.

The special pleasure of this lunch is that you can have draught stout with it. I doubt whether as many as 10 per cent of London pubs serve draught stout, but the Moon Under Water is one of them. It is a soft, creamy sort of stout, and it goes better in a pewter pot.

They are particular about their drinking vessels at the Moon Under Water, and never, for example, make the mistake of serving a pint of beer in a handleless glass. Apart from glass and pewter mugs, they have some of those pleasant strawberry-pink china ones which are now seldom seen in London. China mugs went out about 30 years ago, because most people like their drink to be transparent, but in my opinion beer tastes better out of china.

The great surprise of the Moon Under Water is its garden. You go through a narrow passage leading out of the saloon, and find yourself in a fairly large garden with plane trees, under which there are little green tables with iron chairs round them. Up at one end of the garden there are swings and a chute for the children.

On summer evenings there are family parties, and you sit under the plane trees having beer or draught cider to the tune of delighted squeals from children going down the chute. The prams with the younger children are parked near the gate.

Many as are the virtues of the Moon Under Water, I think that the garden is its best feature, because it allows whole families to go there instead of Mum having to stay at home and mind the baby while Dad goes out alone.

And though, strictly speaking, they are only allowed in the garden, the children tend to seep into the pub and even to fetch drinks for their parents. This, I believe, is against the law, but it is a law that deserves to be broken, for it is the puritanical nonsense of excluding children—and therefore, to some extent, women—from pubs that has turned these places into mere boozing-shops instead of the family gathering-places that they ought to be.

The Moon Under Water is my ideal of what a pub should be—at any rate, in the London area. (The qualities one expects of a country pub are slightly different.)

But now is the time to reveal something which the discerning and disillusioned reader will probably have guessed already. There is no such place as the Moon Under Water.

That is to say, there may well be a pub of that name, but I don’t know of it,1 nor do I know any pub with just that combination of qualities.

I know pubs where the beer is good but you can’t get meals, others where you can get meals but which are noisy and crowded, and others which are quiet but where the beer is generally sour. As for gardens, offhand I can only think of three London pubs that possess them.

But, to be fair, I do know of a few pubs that almost come up to the Moon Under Water. I have mentioned above ten qualities that the perfect pub should have and I know one pub that has eight of them. Even there, however, there is no draught stout, and no china mugs.

And if anyone knows of a pub that has draught stout, open fires, cheap meals, a garden, motherly barmaids and no radio, I should be glad to hear of it, even though its name were something as prosaic as the Red Lion or the Railway Arms.2


This article was reprinted in SEAC, abridged, on 20 April 1946. It was Orwell’s last contribution to the Evening Standard. On 25 February 1946, Maurice Wiggin, features editor, wrote to Orwell to say, ‘The fact that your latest article did not meet with approval’—the above or a later contribution that has not survived—‘is surely no reason why a profitable and co-operative relationship should be interrupted,’ and he hoped Orwell would resume his regular Saturday Essays, letting Wiggin have ‘an article during this week on some subject not quite out of contact with the week’s news.’ The last dozen words suggest that the Evening Standard was seeking a news commentary but that Orwell wished to write ‘as he pleased.’ The Payments Book at 28.12.45 (see 2831) suggests (but does not prove) some conflict between Orwell and the Evening Standard. Orwell evidently submitted his article for that date, but nothing appeared on the 29th. It might be that the article (‘Just Junk’) was postponed until 5 January, but the crossing out of the entry at 28 December suggests rejection rather than transfer to the (now lost) Payments Book for 1946. On 2 November 1946, Orwell wrote to Moore telling him that ‘In writing for papers like the “Evening Standard,” I have had things not merely cut but actually altered….’ See Orwell’s letter to the Reverend Henry Rogers, 2896, for a reference to The Observer’s cutting out ‘a sentence or two’ from his review of Brogan’s The Democrat at the Supper Table, 2895.






2895. Review of The Democrat at the Supper Table by Colm Brogan1

The Observer, 10 February 1946

Narcissism is a normal motive of novelists, including some of the best novelists. To act with firmness and daring in moments of danger, to right injustices, to be a dominating personality, to exercise fascination on the opposite sex and to horsewhip one’s private enemies—these things are more easily achieved on paper than in real life, and it is an unusual novel that does not contain somewhere or other a portrait of the author, thinly disguised as hero, saint, or martyr. This is particularly noticeable in conversational novels, to which class Mr. Brogan’s book belongs. Without actually imitating Chesterton, Mr. Brogan has obviously been influenced by him, and his central character has a Father Brown-like capacity for getting the better of an argument, and also for surrounding himself with fools and scoundrels whose function is to lead up to his wisecracks.

The action—or rather the series of discussions of which the book consists—takes place in a private hotel. The “I” of the story describes himself as a Democrat, and also appears to be a Catholic: sharing the supper-table with him are a Jewish Communist, a schoolmaster of advanced views, an Indian Nationalist, a business man, a poet, and the proprietress of the hotel. The three first-named are frankly stooges. The business man, on the other hand, is allowed to show occasional gleams of common sense, while the poet is an enigmatic character, inclined at times to take sides with the narrator, and the proprietress is the typical Chestertonian female, a being devoid of logic but possessing a wisdom which goes beyond that of the mere male. As the arguments turn chiefly upon the questions of free enterprise versus State control and the extension of the school-leaving age, the experienced reader can foresee in advance a good deal of what each of the debaters will say.

Nevertheless, when one compares this book with its predecessors of ten or twenty years ago, one cannot help being struck by the retreat that Conservatism—using this word in a wide sense—has already had to make. Mr. Brogan is defending capitalism, and he expends considerable ingenuity in showing that Britain would have a better chance of recapturing her share of the world markets with a “free” economy than with nationalised industries. He does not, like Chesterton, pretend that it would be possible to step back into the Middle Ages and that great blocks of the people are yearning to do so. He even defends mass production and is ready to accept the principle of social insurance, though he is opposed to making it compulsory. He opposes a unitary educational system and the raising of the school-leaving age, but on the other hand he wants to spend more money on the infant schools, and he does not say, as similar thinkers would have said a little while ago, that parents should have the right to decide whether their children are to be educated or not. In effect the book is a rearguard action—a defence of the past, but inspired by a consciousness that there is not very much left to defend.

However, the conversations follow the usual pattern. The Communist is a bad-blooded creature who drags references to Soviet Russia into almost every sentence. The schoolmaster is a windbag. The Indian is a mass of vague uplift and imaginary grievances, and even the business man, hard-headed in his own line, is taken in by the Dean of Canterbury’s sermons. As for the narrator, he is a paragon of wit, learning, intellectuality, broad-mindedness, and common sense, and if he finally fails to convert the others to his point of view it is because their minds have already been rotted by the follies of modern education.

The trouble with all books of this kind is a sort of querulousness that arises from not really having a practical programme to offer. Mr. Brogan is probably aware that there will be no return to laissez-faire capitalism, just as Chesterton must have been aware, at moments, that there would be no return to peasant proprietorship. Probably, too, he is aware that it is not much use telling people that compulsory education, compulsory social insurance, control of investments, and direction of labour add up to slavery, since, even if it is true, the great mass of the people would far rather have slavery than the alternative.

The world is going in a certain direction that he does not like, but he is unable to think of any other direction in which it could actually be induced to go. So he takes the essentially defensive line of pointing out the absurdities and monstrosities of “advanced” thought—which, after all, is not very difficult. But it is not by these methods that anyone who is not in agreement with him already will be brought to think twice about Communism, feminism, atheism, pacifism, or any of the other -isms that Mr. Brogan dislikes.




2896. To the Reverend Henry Rogers

18 February 1946


On 10 February, the Reverend Henry Rogers, Chaplain of St Mungo’s School, Barkskimming, Mauchline, Ayrshire, wrote to Orwell about this review. He believed he had given more attention to Orwell’s work than Orwell had given to Brogan’s. (Brogan was Rogers’s brother-in-law.) Orwell, he said, had complained that ‘Brogan is actuated by a Narcissist motive’ whereas Brogan ‘has already scourged this type of criticism in his “Who are the People?”, describing it as the normal left-wing reaction to unpalatable argument.’ He summed up ‘his counts’ against Orwell: ‘you begin by poisoning readers’ minds against the author, you omit all mention of what the author particularly wants to say and then complain that he has nothing particular to say, you say his job was easy, but futile, and nowhere do you say what the job really was. Your eye has been on Mr. Brogan, not on his book. So much in common you have with him, that it annoys you to find him reaching conclusions so like your own from premises which you cannot accept.’ He argued that Orwell had not shown how even one idea had been derived from Chesterton. The tone of the book was querulous, according to Orwell, when it was only that the book had made Orwell querulous. He wished the two men could exchange ideas, for that might have an excellent effect on Brogan and Orwell, ‘and maybe eventually on public life.’



Dear Mr. Rogers,

I only received your letter of the 10th about three days ago. I cannot answer it in detail, but will take up two main points.

First, as to Brogan’s derivation from Chesterton. I assumed that the kind of person I was writing for would know more or less what Chesterton stood for—i.e. for a return to a peasant society with a wide distribution of private property. Even in Chesterton’s lifetime, it was perfectly obvious that this was a hopeless programme in the sense that no large number of people effectively wanted it, and after Chesterton’s death the movement which he had tried to found disintegrated. In Brogan’s case you have once again a defence of private property, but on a slightly more realistic level. Brogan is now arguing in favour of laissez-faire capitalism and against planning, social insurance and State interference generally. This is not strictly Chesterton’s position, but it is as near as one could get to Chesterton’s position now without being simply laughed down. Chesterton’s line was “no Government interference of any kind”. He even, for instance, was against State protection for children neglected by their parents, on the ground that the children’s welfare was the parents’ concern. Brogan knew that this attitude would be hopeless nowadays, so his line is “as little interference as possible”. He is therefore not openly against social insurance or extension of the school leaving age, but is against making them compulsory. This attitude sounds Liberal, but when a real choice has to be made, the people who take it always end up by siding with Fascism as being a little nearer to their views than Socialism. Chesterton, you will remember, ended up as an admirer of Mussolini.

Secondly, as to the whole of this kind of writing being essentially defensive and negative. The Observer cut out of my review a sentence or two in which I pointed out that ever since W. H. Mallock’s “New Republic” there has been a continuous stream of what one might call “clever Conservative” books, opposing the current trend without being able to offer any viable programme in its place. If you look back twenty years, you will find people like Ronald Knox, Cyril Alington,1 Chesterton himself and his many followers, talking as though such things as Socialism, Industrialism, the theory of evolution, psycho-therapy, universal compulsory education, radio, aeroplanes and what-not could be simply laughed out of existence. At any given moment it is always very easy to be funny about the “advanced” ideas of the moment. But the fact is that the world is going in a certain direction which is broadly discernible and one has to recognise this as the starting-point for any serious thought. I don’t myself feel at all certain that this civilization will survive, but if it does survive I think it is quite obvious that it will not revert again towards economic chaos and individualism. Whether we like it or not, the trend is towards centralism and planning and it is more useful to try to humanise the collectivist society that is certainly coming than to pretend, like Brogan, that we could revert to a past phase. It is arguable that the Nineteenth Century° economic system was more satisfactory than the present one, but the point is that no significant number of people wish to revert to it. I think that Brogan realises this and that the consciousness of not having an answer makes him take refuge in the very easy game of poking fun at parlour Communists, the Brains Trust etc. I applied the term Narcissistic both to this book and to Chesterton’s because the kind of book which consists of conversations where the person whom the author agrees with has the best of it is quite obviously a way of revenging the conversational defeats which one suffers in real life. I can hardly think of an instance in Brogan’s book, and I certainly cannot think of one in any of Chesterton’s, where it is not the Catholic who makes the wise and witty retort. But have you noticed in real life that Catholics as such are better conversationalists than other people?

Yours sincerely,

[Signed] Geo. Orwell

George Orwell




2897. To Arthur Koestler

11 February 1946 Typewritten

27b, CANONBURY SQUARE, ISLINGTON, LONDON, N.1.

Dear Arthur,

I sent a copy of the draft,1 which is herewith, to Michael Foot, who suggests only two alterations. One: at the bottom of page one, he thinks that the use of the words “the masses” suggests that the signatories have nothing to do with these people, and that it would be better to say “great numbers of people” or words to that effect. Secondly, on page two, he thinks (I had made this suggestion to him myself) that it would be better to delete the suggestion about becoming victims of aggression. I am seeing Russell to-morrow, and will let you know what he says.

Yours,

George




2898. Publication of Critical Essays


Critical Essays was published by Secker & Warburg on 14 February 1946; 3,028 copies were bound and sold at 8s 6d each. A second impression, of 5,632 copies, (already ordered before publication day), but with a number of corrections (see the individual essays), was issued in May 1946. Reynal & Hitchcock published the volume in New York on 29 April 1946 as Dickens, Dali & Others: Studies in Popular Culture; the edition was of 5,000 copies, sold at $2.50; on 1 January 1952 the price was raised to $2.75.

A set of page proofs of the first impression has survived and is in the Orwell Archive, University College London. These show that the intention was to publish the volume in 1945, but it would not then have included the essay ‘In Defence of P. G. Wodehouse.’ Orwell’s letter to Moore, 1 April 1945 (see 2651), indicates that it was Roger Senhouse who proposed the inclusion of this essay. In the page proofs, the list of contents and the note on the verso of the Contents (reproduced below) omitted reference to this essay; publishing details were added in ink, almost certainly in Senhouse’s hand. Orwell supplied two typescripts for printing this collection of essays, one for the English edition and one for the American (see letter to Moore, 23 January 1945, 2607). These two editions were therefore separately produced, which explains some of the variants between them (see, for example, the headnote to ‘Arthur Koestler,’ 2548). For this edition, the second impression has served as copy-text, except for ‘Arthur Koestler,’ For that, the typescript, which has, uniquely, survived, has been used, but amended according to changes made for Critical Essays. (Variants between the essays as first published and as in the collected volume are noted at the end of each essay.) It is not possible to tell whether all the changes made are Orwell’s; some probably stem from Secker & Warburg, most probably from Senhouse. Although the page proofs in the Orwell Archive are said to be annotated by Orwell, and one or two marks may be his, whole phrases are clearly not in his hand and are probably attributable to Senhouse (who may, of course, have been carrying out Orwell’s wishes).

On the last verso page of the page proofs is a mass of pencilled notes. Most seem to refer to a BBC broadcast, or series of broadcasts, produced by Francis Dillon. Among the broadcasters mentioned are Watson Watt, Florey, Hindle, Holly, Bernal, and Darlington. Possibly the intention was to publish the talks after the manner of Talking to India or Dillon’s Country Magazine: Book of the BBC Programme (1950). Bernal and Darlington had been associated with Orwell in his BBC days, and it is possible that Senhouse discussed the project with Orwell. No book was published.

Orwell’s Note appeared on the verso of the Contents pages (as page 6). The reference to ‘In Defence of P. G. Wodehouse’ was omitted from the page proofs for the first impression.



NOTE

Most of these essays have appeared in print before, and several of them more than once. “Charles Dickens” and “Boys’ Weeklies” appeared in my book, Inside the Whale. “Boys’ Weeklies” also appeared in Horizon, as did “Wells, Hitler and the World State”, “The Art of Donald McGill”, “Rudyard Kipling”, “W. B. Yeats” and “Raffles and Miss Blandish”. The last-named essay also appeared in the New York monthly magazine, Politics. A shortened version of “The Art of Donald McGill” appeared in the Strand Magazine. “Arthur Koestler” was written for Focus, but will probably not have appeared there before this book is published. “In Defence of P. G. Wodehouse” appeared in The Windmill. “Benefit of Clergy” made a sort of phantom appearance in the Saturday Book for 1944. The book was in print when its publishers, Messrs Hutchinsons, decided that this essay must be suppressed on grounds of obscenity. It was accordingly cut out of each copy, though for technical reasons it was impossible to remove its title from the table of contents. To the other periodicals which have allowed me to reprint my contributions, the usual acknowledgments are due.

These essays have been left almost exactly as they were first written. A few very small changes have been made, mostly corrections of misquotations, and a few footnotes have been added. The latter are dated. The phrase “Great War”, when it occurs in the earlier essays, refers to the war of 1914–18. It still seemed great in those days.

G. O.


Evelyn Waugh’s review in The Tablet, 6 April 1946, was particularly interesting. He found the volume of ‘absorbing interest,’ ‘The Art of Donald McGill’ being the masterpiece of the book. The essays represented ‘the new humanism of the common man’ at its best, and he likened Orwell’s work to what Edmund Wilson was doing in the United States; the same link was made by Eric Bentley. Waugh thought that ‘the essential difference between this and previous critical habits is the abandonment of the hierarchic principle.’ Whereas the ‘Mandarins’ of hierarchic criticism had failed by presumptuously attempting ‘to insert cranks and charlatans into the ranks of the immortals,’ the weakness of the new humanists was that they tended ‘to concentrate entirely on the base and ephemeral.’ When Orwell wrote on Yeats, he did so less happily, in Waugh’s opinion. Waugh saw in Orwell two main weaknesses: he betrayed ‘the unreasoned animosity of a class-war in which he has not achieved neutrality’; and, although he had an unusually high moral sense and respect for justice and truth, ‘he seems never to have been touched at any point by a conception of religious thought and life.’ Finally, bearing in mind that he was writing ‘in a journal largely read by the religious,’ he pointed out that ‘Some Notes on Salvador Dali’ had been suppressed in a previous publication on grounds of obscenity but, concluded Waugh, ‘there is nothing in [Orwell’s] writing that is inconsistent with high moral principles.’ See also Orwell’s letter to Edmund Wilson, 3January 1948, 3328, n. 3, for extracts from Wilson’s review in The New Yorker and 2864, n. 2 for details of other reviews.






2899. To Dwight Macdonald

14 February 1946 Typewritten

27b, CANONBURY SQUARE, ISLINGTON, LONDON, N.1.

Dear Dwight,

In writing the other day, I forgot to say—what about that book of memoirs of Victor Serge’s?1 Couldn’t he get a copy to us somehow? Warburg declared himself interested some time back and paper is getting a little bit easier here.

I hope they are sending you Polemic. The second number came out last week, and the printing difficulties have been somewhat overcome. It hopes to become a monthly in a few months’ time.2

Yours,

[Signed] Geo. Orwell

George Orwell




2900. ‘Decline of the English Murder’

Tribune, 15 February 1946

It is Sunday afternoon, preferably before the war. The wife is already asleep in the armchair, and the children have been sent out for a nice long walk. You put your feet up on the sofa, settle your spectacles on your nose, and open the News of the World. Roast beef and Yorkshire, or roast pork and applesauce, followed up by suet pudding and driven home, as it were, by a cup of mahogany-brown tea, have put you in just the right mood. Your pipe is drawing sweetly, the sofa cushions are soft underneath you, the fire is well alight, the air is warm and stagnant. In these blissful circumstances, what is it that you want to read about?

Naturally, about a murder. But what kind of murder? If one examines the murders which have given the greatest amount of pleasure to the British public, the murders whose story is known in its general outline to almost everyone and which have been made into novels and re-hashed over and over again by the Sunday papers, one finds a fairly strong family resemblance running through the greater number of them. Our great period in murder, our Elizabethan period, so to speak, seems to have been between roughly 1850 and 1925, and the murderers whose reputation has stood the test of time are the following: Dr. Palmer of Rugely, Jack the Ripper, Neill Cream, Mrs. Maybrick, Dr. Crippen, Seddon, Joseph Smith, Armstrong, and Bywaters and Thompson. In addition, in 1919 or thereabouts, there was another very celebrated case which fits into the general pattern but which I had better not mention by name, because the accused man was acquitted.

Of the above-mentioned nine cases, at least four have had successful novels based on them, one has been made into a popular melodrama, and the amount of literature surrounding them, in the form of newspaper write-ups, criminological treatises and reminiscences by lawyers and police officers, would make a considerable library. It is difficult to believe that any recent English crime will be remembered so long and so intimately, and not only because the violence of external events has made murder seem unimportant, but because the prevalent type of crime seems to be changing. The principle cause célèbre of the war years was the so-called Cleft Chin Murder, which has now been written up in a popular booklet;1 the verbatim account of the trial was published some time last year by Messrs. Jarrolds with an introduction by Mr. Bechhofer Roberts.2 Before returning to this pitiful and sordid case, which is only interesting from a sociological and perhaps a legal point of view, let me try to define what it is that the readers of Sunday papers mean when they say fretfully that “you never seem to get a good murder nowadays.”

In considering the nine murders I named above, one can start by excluding the Jack the Ripper case, which is in a class by itself. Of the other eight, six were poisoning cases, and eight of the ten criminals belonged to the middle class. In one way or another, sex was a powerful motif in all but two cases, and in at least four cases respectability—the desire to gain a secure position in life, or not to forfeit one’s social position by some scandal such as a divorce—was one of the main reasons for committing murder. In more than half the cases, the object was to get hold of a certain known sum of money such as a legacy or an insurance policy, but the amount involved was nearly always small. In most of the cases the crime only came to light slowly, as the result of careful investigations which started off with the suspicions of neighbours or relatives; and in nearly every case there was some dramatic coincidence, in which the finger of Providence could be clearly seen, or one of those episodes that no novelist would dare to make up, such as Crippen’s flight across the Atlantic with his mistress dressed as a boy, or Joseph Smith playing “Nearer, my God, to Thee” on the harmonium while one of his wives was drowning in the next room. The background of all these crimes, except Neill Cream’s, was essentially domestic; of twelve victims, seven were either wife or husband of the murderer.

With all this in mind one can construct what would be, from a News of the World reader’s point of view, the “perfect” murder. The murderer should be a little man of the professional class—a dentist or a solicitor, say—living an intensely respectable life somewhere in the suburbs, and preferably in a semi-detached house, which will allow the neighbours to hear suspicious sounds through the wall. He should be either chairman of the local Conservative Party branch, or a leading Nonconformist and strong Temperance advocate. He should go astray through cherishing a guilty passion for his secretary or the wife of a rival professional man, and should only bring himself to the point of murder after long and terrible wrestles with his conscience. Having decided on murder, he should plan it all with the utmost cunning, and only slip up over some tiny, unforeseeable detail. The means chosen should, of course, be poison. In the last analysis he should commit murder because this seems to him less disgraceful, and less damaging to his career, than being detected in adultery. With this kind of background, a crime can have dramatic and even tragic qualities which make it memorable and excite pity for both victim and murderer. Most of the crimes mentioned above have a touch of this atmosphere, and in three cases, including the one I referred to but did not name, the story approximates to the one I have outlined.

Now compare the Cleft Chin Murder. There is no depth of feeling in it. It was almost chance that the two people concerned committed that particular murder, and it was only by good luck that they did not commit several others. The background was not domesticity, but the anonymous life of the dance-halls and the false values of the American film. The two culprits were an eighteen-year-old ex-waitress named Elizabeth Jones, and an American army deserter, posing as an officer, named Karl Hulten. They were only together for six days, and it seems doubtful whether, until they were arrested, they even learned one another’s true names. They met casually in a teashop, and that night went out for a ride in a stolen army truck. Jones described herself as a strip-tease artist, which was not strictly true (she had given one unsuccessful performance in this line), and declared that she wanted to do something dangerous, “like being a gun-moll.” Hulten described himself as a big-time Chicago gangster, which was also untrue. They met a girl bicycling along the road, and to show how tough he was Hulten ran over her with his truck, after which the pair robbed her of the few shillings that were on her. On another occasion they knocked out a girl to whom they had offered a lift, took her coat and handbag and threw her into a river. Finally, in the most wanton way, they murdered a taxi-driver who happened to have £8 in his pocket. Soon afterwards they parted. Hulten was caught because he had foolishly kept the dead man’s car, and Jones made spontaneous confessions to the police. In court each prisoner incriminated the other. In between crimes, both of them seem to have behaved with the utmost callousness: they spent the dead taxi-driver’s £8 at the dog races.

Judging from her letters, the girl’s case has a certain amount of psychological interest, but this murder probably captured the headlines because it provided distraction amid the doodle-bugs and the anxieties of the Battle of France. Jones and Hulten committed their murder to the tune of V1, and were convicted to the tune of V2.3 There was also considerable excitement because—as has become usual in England—the man was sentenced to death and the girl to imprisonment. According to Mr. Raymond, the reprieving of Jones caused widespread indignation and streams of telegrams to the Home Secretary: in her native town, “She should hang” was chalked on the walls beside pictures of a figure dangling from a gallows. Considering that only ten women have been hanged in Britain in this century, and that the practice has gone out largely because of popular feeling against it, it is difficult not to feel that this clamour to hang an eighteen-year-old girl was due partly to the brutalising effects of war. Indeed, the whole meaningless story, with its atmosphere of dance-halls, movie-palaces, cheap perfume, false names and stolen cars, belongs essentially to a war period.

Perhaps it is significant that the most talked-of English murder of recent years should have been committed by an American and an English girl who had become partly Americanised. But it is difficult to believe that this case will be so long remembered as the old domestic poisoning dramas, product of a stable society where the all-prevailing hypocrisy did at least ensure that crimes as serious as murder should have strong emotions behind them.




2900A. To W. Wood, Secretary, Revolutionary Communist Party1

15 February 1946 Handwritten

27b, CANONBURY SQUARE, ISLINGTON, N.1.

Dear Comrade,

Copy is signed herewith,2 but you haven’t got nearly enough people on the list you are circularising. I am making out & sending separately a list of suggestions—even if they won’t all sign, some will, & the more the better.

Yours

Geo. Orwell

Nuremberg and the Moscow Trials


During the Moscow political trials of 1936 and 1937, many references were made to an alleged association between Leon Trotsky and other[s] of the accused on the one hand and the Nazi Government and Gestapo on the other. For example, the Indictment of the January (1937) trial states, inter alia:—

“The investigation has established that L. D. Trotsky entered into negotiations with one of the leaders of the German National Socialist Party with a view to waging a joint struggle against the Soviet Union. “As testified by the accused Pyatakov, L. D. Trotsky, in his conversation with the accused in December 1935, informed him that as a result of these negotiations he had concluded an agreement with the said leader of the National-Socialist Party in the following terms:

(1) ‘To guarantee a generally favourable attitude towards the German Government and the necessary collaboration with it in the most important questions of an international character;

(2) ‘To agree to territorial concessions;

(3) ‘To permit German industrialists, in the form of concessions (or some other forms) to exploit enterprises in the U.S.S.R. which are essential auxiliaries to German economy…. ;

(4) ‘To create in the U.S.S.R. favourable conditions for the activities of German private enterprises;

(5) ‘In time of war to carry on extensive diversionist activities in war industry enterprises and at the front. These diversionist activities are to be carried on under Trotsky’s instructions, in agreement with the German General Staff.

“The principles of this agreement, as Trotsky related, were finally elaborated and adopted during Trotsky’s meeting with Hitler’s deputy, Hess.”



(Verbatim report of the trial. Moscow, 1937.)

................

Following the Moscow trials a Commission of Enquiry, initiated by the American Committee for the Defence of Leon Trotsky and having the mandate of similar organisations in other countries, was set up. Meeting in America, it acted under the Chairmanship of Dr. John Dewey, eminent liberal publicist and educationist, was served as Secretary by Suzanne LaFollette, author and journalist, and as Cou[n]sel by John P. Finerty, famous as counsel for Sacco and Vanzetti and for Tom Mooney. The remainder of the commission was composed of well-known public figures—socialists, educationists, editors, journalists, authors. In the voluminous Report subsequently issued by the Commission, the Commissioners describe themselves as “… holding widely divergent political and social opinions, and none of them being a political adherent of Leon Trotsky …” Their findings in regard to the charges of collaboration with the Nazis were:—

“We find that Trotsky never instructed any of the accused or witnesses in the Moscow Trials to enter into agreements with foreign powers against the Soviet Union. On the contrary, he has always uncompromisingly advocated the defence of the U.S.S.R. He has been a most forthright ideological opponent of the fascism represented by the foreign powers with which he is accused of having conspired.

“On the basis of all the evidence, we find that Trotsky never recommended, plotted or attempted the restoration of capitalism in the U.S.S.R. On the contrary, he has always uncompromisingly opposed the restoration of capitalism in the Soviet Union and its existence anywhere else.

In conclusion the Commission found “… the Moscow Trials to be frame-ups” and “… Trotsky … not guilty.”

The conclusion reached by the Commission at the end of the section of their Report dealing with “Agreements with Foreign Powers” is that “We therefore hold the charge of conspiracy with foreign powers to be not only not proved but preposterous.” (Report of Trotsky Commission.)

....................

In 1936 and 1937, when the trials in Moscow took place and in 1937 when the Commission of Enquiry was held, it was not, of course, possible for either side to check the allegations of collusion between Trotsky and the Nazis by reference to Nazi sources. Now, however, the position is different. The whole of the Gestapo records are in the hands of the Allied Powers and Hess—the only Nazi named in the Moscow indictment—is available at Nuremberg for public questioning. The opportunity thus presented for an investigation aimed at the establishment of historical truth and bearing upon the political integrity of figures and tendencies of international standing is invaluable.

We therefore suggest the following:—

1. That Hess be interrogated at Nuremberg in regard to his alleged meeting with Trotsky.

2. That an accredited representative of Natalia Sedov-Trotsky (Leon Trotsky’s widow) be invited to attend this session of the Nuremberg trial with authority to cross examine the accused and witnesses.

3. That the Allied experts examining Gestapo records be instructed to state whether there are any documents proving or disproving liaison between the Nazi party or state and Trotsky or the other old Bolshevik leaders indicted at the Moscow trials and if so to make them available for publication.

[Signed] Geo. Orwell 15.2.46




2900B. To W. Wood, Secretary, Revolutionary Communist Party1

16 February 1946

27b, CANONBURY SQUARE, ISLINGTON, LONDON, N. 1.

Here are some suggestions for other signatories, as I said in my other letter:

Edward Hulton (Picture Post.)

Vernon Bartlett (?) (News-Chronicle.)

Gilbert Murray (Care of “Save Europe Now.”)

Professor Michael Polanyi (Manchester University).

Professor R. H. Tawney (London School of Economics?)

Stephen Spender (13 Loudon Road NW 8.)

Dr C. H. Waddington (Cambridge?)

Dr J. C. Flugel (London University?)

John McGovern M.P.

Eleanor Rathbone M.P.2

The above might all be considered in varying degrees “left.” If you want to include Conservatives, I should add Viscountess Rhonddha and F. A* Voigt. You could also probably get a quite good selection of bishops etc. by looking down the list of signatories of the “Save Europe Now” memorial to the government, circularised recently.

Geo. Orwell




2901. Orwell’s Income Tax, 1943–44 and 1944–45


Two letters survive from Harrison, Son, Hill & Co, Chartered Accountants, Chalfont Court, 236 Baker Street, London, NW1, dated 15 and 22 February 1946 summing up Orwell’s tax liabilities for the financial years 1943–44 and 1944–45. It was expected that he would have to pay in the region of £200 on his earnings for the year ending 5 April 1945. In the later letter, Orwell was advised that the Inspector of Taxes had decided that for the year 1943–44 (the year before Pay As You Earn started, when tax was deducted by the employer at source), Orwell was due a refund of £41.14.8d. That was to be deducted from tax due for the year 1945–46, part of which had become due. One ground for this refund was an amount of £58.12.6d stated to have been deducted from Orwell’s BBC pay between 1 November 1943 and 5 April 1944. The accountant had no details and offered to write to the BBC for confirmation.

The letter of 15 February stated that the accountant had written to the Inspector ‘about the Demand Note for tax on the Harefield property’ (Ravensden), but as no reply had been received he was sending a reminder. See 2856.

See 2831, Appendix 1 to 1945, for Orwell’s Payments Book, kept to assist in making his Income Tax return.






2902. To Sidney Billson, Peace Pledge Union

18 February 1946 Typewritten

27b, CANONBURY SQUARE, ISLINGTON, LONDON, N.1.

Dear Mr. Billson,

Many thanks for your letter of the 16th. I am very sorry but I am afraid I cannot possibly arrange to speak for you. I did speak for the Freedom Defence Committee with which I am personally associated, but it is extremely difficult for me to find time1 for work of this kind, as I am almost constantly occupied with journalism. Please forgive me.2

Yours sincerely,

[Signed] Geo. Orwell

George Orwell




2903. To Dorothy Plowman

19 February 1946 Typewritten

27b, CANONBURY SQUARE, ISLINGTON, LONDON, N.1.

Dear Dorothy,1.

I enclose cheque for £150 as a first instalment of repayment of that £300 anonymously lent to me in 1938—it’s a terribly long time afterwards to start repaying, but until this year I was really unable to. Just latterly I have started making money. I got your address from Richard Rees.2 It’s a long time since I heard from you, and I do not think I even wrote to you when Max died.3 One does not know what to say when these things happen. I reviewed Max’s book of letters4 for the Manchester Evening News, which you may have seen. My book “Animal Farm” has sold quite well, and the new one, which is merely a book of reprints,5 also seems to be doing well. It was a terrible shame that Eileen didn’t live to see the publication of “Animal Farm,” which she was particularly fond of and even helped in the planning of. I suppose you know I was in France when she died. It was a terribly cruel and stupid thing to happen. No doubt you know I have a little boy named Richard whom we adopted in 1944 when he was 3 weeks old. He was ten months old when Eileen died and is 21 months old now. Her last letter to me was to tell me he was beginning to crawl. Now he has grown into a big strong child and is very active and intelligent, although he doesn’t talk yet. I have a nurse-housekeeper who looks after him and me, and luckily we are able to get a char as well. He is so full of beans that it is getting difficult to keep him in the flat, and I am looking forward to getting him out of London for the whole summer. I am not quite certain where we are going. I am supposed to be the tenant of a cottage in the Hebrides,6 but it’s possible they won’t have it in living order this year, in which case I shall probably take him to the east coast somewhere. I want a place where he can run in and out of the house all day with no fear of traffic. I am anxious to get out of London for my own sake as well, because I am constantly smothered under journalism—at present I am doing 4 articles every week—and I want to write another book which is impossible unless I can get 6 months quiet. I have been in London almost the whole of the war. Eileen was working for 4 or 5 years in government offices, generally for 10 hours a day or more, and it was partly overwork that killed her. I shall probably go back to the country in 1947, but at present it’s impossible to get hold of unfurnished houses and so I daren’t let go of my flat.

Richard Rees is living in Chelsea and has kept his beard, although demobilised. Rayner Heppenstall7 has a job in the BBC and seems to be quite liking it. It’s funny that you should be at Royston, so near where we used to live.8 I have got to go down some time to the cottage I still have there, to sort out the furniture and books, but I have been putting it off because last time I was there it was with Eileen and it upsets me to go there. What has become of Piers?9 I hope all goes well with you both.

Yours

Eric Blair




2904. Orwell’s Request for a Biro

February 1946


In the first half of February 1946, Orwell tried to obtain a Biro ball-point pen from David Low (Booksellers) Ltd., 17 Cecil Court, Charing Cross Road, London WC2. The firm wrote him a note on 19 February to say they had none in stock but would let him know when they had some.

The invention of this form of ball-point pen by László Biró (1899–1985), so unusual in 1946 that the cartoonist David Low called it a ‘BIRO fountain Pen,°’ proved such a commercial success that in its early days it, and its refills, could be difficult to obtain. When Orwell had the use of a Biro is important because it enables some of his writing to be given a terminus a quo; see, for example, 2649. In his letter to Julian Symons of 26 December 1947, Orwell asked Symons if he could buy him a Biro; the one he was using was running out and whilst it was being refilled he would not have one with which to write. He expected a new Biro to cost about £3.00.






2905. Notice of Orwell’s Illness

Manchester Evening News, 21 February 1946


This notice appeared on the book page: ‘Owing to the illness of Mr. George Orwell the usual Thursday feature, “Life, People and Books,” does not appear today.’






2906. ‘Words and Henry Miller’

Tribune, 22 February 1946

It is a pity that some publisher cannot take his courage in his hands and re-issue Tropic of Cancer. About a year later he could recoup his losses by publishing a book entitled What I Saw in Prison, or words to that effect, and meanwhile a few copies of the forbidden text would have reached the public before the entire edition was burned by the public hangman, or whoever it is that has the job of burning banned books in this country. As it is, Tropic of Cancer must be one of the rarest of contemporary books—though it is said that a pirated edition was circulating in America two or three years ago—and even Black Spring is not easily procurable. Fragments of Henry Miller’s writings are printed all over the place, while the parts that are worth anything remain inaccessible. In criticising him one has to rely on memory, and since the person who reads the criticism may never get a chance to read the books, the whole process is rather like taking a blind man to see a firework display.

The present selection1 includes the short story—it is perhaps rather a sketch than a story—“Max,” the excellent autobiographical sketch “Via Dieppe-Newhaven,” three chapters, heavily blue-pencilled, from Black Spring, a scenario for a surrealist film, and a number of critical essays and fragments. The book closes with a biographical note which is probably truthful in its main outlines, and which ends like this:—


“I want to be read by less and less people; I have no interest in the life of the masses, nor in the intentions of the existing governments of the world. I hope and believe that the whole civilised world will be wiped out in the next hundred years or so. I believe that man can exist, and in an infinitely better, larger way, without ‘civilisation.’ ”



To compare “Via Newhaven-Dieppe” with, for instance, the fragment from Hamlet, the enormous book of letters which Miller wrote in collaboration with Michael Fraenkel, is to get a good idea of what Miller can and cannot do. “Via Newhaven-Dieppe” is a truthful and even moving piece of writing. It records an unsuccessful attempt by Miller to pay a short visit to England in 1935. The immigration officials nosed out the fact that he had very little money in his pockets, and he was promptly clapped into a police-court cell and sent back across the Channel on the following day, the whole thing being done with the maximum of stupidity and offensiveness. The only person who showed a spark of decency in the whole affair was the simple police constable who had to guard Miller through the night. The book in which this sketch occurs was published in 1938, and I remember reading it just after Munich and reflecting that, though the Munich settlement was not a thing to be proud of, this little episode made me feel more ashamed of my country. Not that the British officials at Newhaven behaved much worse than that kind of person behaves everywhere. But somehow the whole thing was saddening. A couple of bureaucrats had got an artist at their mercy, and the mixture of spite, cunning and stupidity with which they handled him made one wonder what is the use of all this talk about democracy, freedom of the press, and what-not.

“Via Newhaven-Dieppe” is in the same vein as Tropic of Cancer. For forty years or more Miller had led an insecure, disreputable kind of life, and he had two outstanding gifts, both of which could perhaps be traced back to a common origin. One was a complete lack of ordinary shame, and the other was an ability to write a bold, florid, rhythmical prose of a kind that had hardly been seen in English for twenty years past. On the other hand he had no power of self-discipline, no sense of responsibility, and perhaps not much imagination, as opposed to fancy. He was therefore best equipped as an autobiographical writer, and liable to dry up when the material drawn from his past life came to an end.

After Black Spring it was to be expected that Miller would descend into charlatanism of one kind or another, and in fact a great deal of his later writing is simply a banging on the big drum—noise proceeding from emptiness. Let anyone read the two essays in this book. “The Universe of Death” (a criticism of Proust and Joyce) and “An Open Letter to Surrealists Everywhere.” In nearly 70 pages, it is astonishing how little he says, and how impressively he says it. The arresting but in fact almost meaningless phrase “universe of death” strikes a characteristic note. One of Miller’s tricks is to be constantly using apocalyptic language, to sprinkle every page with phrases like “cosmological flux,” “lunar attraction” and “interstellar spaces” or with sentences like “The orbit over which I am travelling leads me farther and farther away from the dead sun which gave me birth.” The second sentence in the essay on Proust and Joyce is: “Whatever has happened in literature since Dostoievski has happened on the other side of death.” What rubbish it is, when you think it out! The key words in this kind of writing are “death,” “life,” “birth,” “sun,” “moon,” “womb,” “cosmic” and “catastrophe,” and by free use of them the most banal statement can be made to sound picturesque, while what is outright meaningless can be given an air of mystery and profundity. Even the title of this book, The Cosmological Eye, doesn’t actually mean anything, but it sounds as though it ought to mean something.

When one digs them out from beneath the flamboyant language, Miller’s opinions are mostly commonplace, and often reactionary. They boil down to a sort of nihilistic quietism. He disclaims interest in politics—at the beginning of this book he announces that he has “become God” and is “absolutely indifferent to the fate of the world”—but in fact he is constantly making political pronouncements, including flimsy racial generalisations about the “French soul,” the “German soul,” etc. He is an extreme pacifist and on the other hand has a yearning for violence, provided that it is happening somewhere else, thinks life wonderful but hopes and expects to see everything blown to pieces before long, and talks a good deal about “great men” and “aristocrats of the spirit.” He refuses to bother about the difference between Fascism and Communism, because “society is made up of individuals.” This has come to be a familiar attitude nowadays, and it would be a respectable one if it were carried to its logical conclusion, which would mean remaining passive in the face of war, revolution, Fascism or anything else. Actually, those who talk in the same vein as Miller always take care to stay inside bourgeois-democratic society, making use of its protection while disclaiming responsibility for it: on the other hand, when a real choice has to be made, the quietist attitude never seems to survive. At bottom, Miller’s outlook is that of a simple individualist who recognises no obligations to anyone else—at any rate, no obligations to society as a whole—and does not even feel the need to be consistent in his opinions. Much of his later work is merely a statement of this fact in more resounding words.

As long as Miller was simply an outcast and vagabond, having unpleasant experiences with policemen, landladies, wives, duns, whores, editors and such-like, his irresponsible attitude did no harm—indeed, as a basis for a book like Tropic of Cancer, it was the best attitude. The great thing about Tropic of Cancer was that it had no moral. But if you are going to utter judgements on God, the universe, war, revolution, Hitler, Marxism and “the Jews,” then Miller’s particular brand of intellectual honesty is not enough. Either one must genuinely keep out of politics, or one must recognise that politics is the science of the possible. Here and there in Miller’s later writing there is a slab of unpretentious autobiography—“Via Newhaven-Dieppe” is one example, and there are comparable passages even in the unreadable Hamlet book—and then once again the old magic reappears. Miller’s real gift is his power of describing the under side of life, but probably he needs misfortune to prod him into using it. However, it seems that his life in California during the past five or six years has not been all jam, and perhaps one of these days he will stop writing empty sentences about death and the universe and revert to the thing that he is really fitted to do. But he must give up “being God,” because the only good book that God ever wrote was the Old Testament.

Meanwhile this selection will give new readers a not too misleading impression of Miller’s work. But as it was found possible to print three chapters of Black Spring, with asterisks here and there, it was a pity not to do the same with Tropic of Cancer, parts of which are not markedly obscene and could easily be made presentable with an occasional row of dots in the right places.




2907. Correspondence following ‘Words and Henry Miller’

Tribune, 1 and 15 March 1946


A response to Orwell’s essay from Herman Schrijver was published on 1 March.


As a book reviewer, Mr. George Orwell is entitled to express his own views about any book in question. But he is not entitled to make entirely misleading statements of fact.

Mr. Orwell said (Tribune, February 22) that: “One of Miller’s tricks is to be constantly using apocalyptic language, to sprinkle every page with phrases like ‘cosmological flux,’ ‘lunar attraction’ and ‘interstellar spaces.’ …” Would it be possible for Mr. Orwell to mention ten pages (out of 351) on which these phrases appear?

“Even the title of this book, the Cosmological Eye,” said Mr. Orwell, “doesn’t actually mean anything, but it sounds as though it ought to mean something.” Any dictionary would give Mr. Orwell the meaning of the word “cosmological.”



Orwell’s reply was published on 15 March 1946.



With reference to Mr. Herman Schrijver’s letter. I only said that Miller uses phrases like “cosmological flux,” etc., and I made those phrases up for purposes of illustration; though “cosmological flux” does occur (p. III), and no doubt the others do as well, if one bothered to look for them. The book is peppered with this kind of phraseology throughout most of its length. Here are a few specimen sentences:—

The great female principle of surrender produces an equilibrium which keeps the cosmos perpetually cosmogenic and cosmologic.

A man lives with dead suns inside him or goes out like a flame and lives the life of the moon.

They bring to the surface a lunar plasm which is the logical fruit of that drive towards the dead slag of the ego which Dostoievski heralded and which D. H. Lawrence was the first to have pointed out in precise language.

With the former we enter the twilight zone of the mind, a realm shot through with dazzling splendours, but always the pale lucidity, the insufferable, obsessional lucidity of the mind.

His work, like his life, was a biological continuum punctuated by the meaningless interruption of statistical death.

I don’t say that the book consists only of that kind of thing, but I could quote pages more in the same vein if I wanted to. There is only one word that fully describes this type of writing. It has five letters, and the compositors would refuse to set it up.

As to “cosmological eye.” Mr. Schrijver urges me to consult a dictionary. Strange to say I did this before writing the review. The Shorter Oxford gives the meaning of “cosmological” as “of or pertaining to cosmology,” which is (among other less relevant things) “the theory of the universe as an ordered whole.” In other words the phrase is meaningless. “Cosmic eye” might perhaps mean something. If Miller had a reason for choosing the longer word, I imagine that it was simply that it sounded more impressive.


Orwell’s essay also prompted two letters from the novelist Rebecca West.1 In the first, 22 February 1946, she claimed (without being offensive) that she thought she understood Miller far better than did Orwell, having known him since 1933, and that ‘a childhood spent in extreme poverty’ had left her ‘with an eye for the real thing and the counterfeit.’ He had written his book on D. H. Lawrence on the misconception that Lawrence was ignored in England and that, very properly (although Anaïs Nin had asked her to help get it sold in England), English publishers, to their credit, refused to handle it. He had married ‘a hard trollop,’ who led him astray and into trouble with Western Union for whom he worked and had become a Vice-President. He saw the way out as ‘to write obscene literature as an expatriate in Paris.’ Indeed, he had thought that plan out ‘quite coolly.’ She denied absolutely that from the moment he got into touch with a circle of friends in France, including Anaïs Nin (‘the only real genius I have known in my life’), that ‘he had a moment’s anxiety about food, clothing, or shelter.’ He was a German-American in origin and upbringing, very anti-English, and she doubted the background to ‘the “via Newhaven-Dieppe” adventure,’ and if a policeman was rude to him, it was because he had been very unpleasant to the policeman. He was, ‘beyond all possible doubt, a humbug’ though not an unpleasant humbug, and if he stopped being a humbug, he might become ‘quite a valuable writer.’ She concluded by expressing her admiration for the ‘completeness’ of Animal Farm: ‘every sentence was on the very highest level,’ and she thought a suggestion she had heard that Disney make it a film would produce ‘a really contemporary work of art on° the cinema.’

On 27 February, Rebecca West wrote again to Orwell, because she didn’t think she’d made herself quite clear when she wrote that Miller had said to himself, ‘I will write obscene books and make a good business thing out of that.’ He had ‘got out on a limb through some sort of complicated ongoings connected with his wife’ and he addressed the future in a businesslike way ‘and decided to make a good thing out of being the writer of obscene books.’ She described the way American men lived on the French Riviera on stipends paid by women, until ‘the depression of 1929’ and said Miller was remarkable in keeping that technique going ‘after the depression and with obscene literature.’ Orwell was wrong to think writing books would be ‘dreadful, deadly labour’ for him; that was so only if one had something to say and one believed it of enormous importance to say it, as she thought applied to Orwell (and, indeed, herself). Miller wrote ‘as a commercial joke’ and all that needed was the physical vitality, which he had. She added a postscript inviting him to walk, if he wished, in the very agreeable valley where she lived (Ibstone, near High Wycombe), and come for lunch ‘or whatever meal was indicated.’

On 11 February 1966, Rebecca West wrote to Ian Angus about this correspondence:

I had read an article by George Orwell on Henry Miller which had amused me quite a lot. I was then visited by someone, and I cannot remember who it was with whom I spoke about this article. His response was that he was glad that I had mentioned the article because George Orwell was ill and was being bothered by Henry Miller to do something for him. I can’t remember if this was to get a book published or a magazine started, it was at any rate something that needed more effort than Orwell was capable of at that moment.

I said, but Henry Miller isn’t really a lone man in need of help, he is surrounded by friends. My visitor said, Oh but Orwell is convinced that he is a man who has come through great poverty and that it would be heartless not to help him. I said, Oh this is a lot of humbug, and my visitor said I wish you would write and tell him so. That is the reason I wrote the letter dated February 22nd, 1946, of which you sent me a photostat. I would rather like a statement to that effect—perhaps a copy of this letter appended to the one of February 22nd—for otherwise it seems as if I was gunning for Henry Miller in a rather peculiar way. It was in fact several years since I had seen Henry Miller, and I would not have been likely to write out of the blue, attacking him.…

I remember that my visitor requested me not to mention his name in the letter, which is extremely unfortunate, because I think that the anecdote shows George Orwell as a kindly person anxious to do service to a writer whom he believed to be unfortunate, and my visitor obviously knew a lot about the circumstances. If I should recall the name I will write it to you.

Rebecca West intended to send Ian Angus photocopies of Orwell’s letters, having promised the originals to Yale University; unfortunately, she did not do so. Neither Yale nor Tulsa, between which institutions her papers have been divided, can trace Orwell’s letters to her. Her visitor’s name is not known.






2908. To Leonard Moore

23 February 1946 Typewritten

27 B Canonbury Square

Islington

London N 1

Dear Mr Moore,

Many thanks for the cuttings from the Sydney Morning Herald,1 which I return herewith. I think they are quite good, but I don’t think they are quite the kind of thing that would be worth incorporating in a book if it were ever decided to do an illustrated edition of “Animal Farm.” I’ll talk this over with Warburg again. I suppose the book will be re-issued some time, and certainly it would be nice to have it illustrated. There was some vague idea of Low2 doing it, as according to Horrabin3 he (Low) once remarked he would like to do it. But I don’t suppose that will come to anything, and I dare say some time I’ll run across some young artist whose style would be suitable.

I enclose also the Italian contract, duly signed. If later it should turn out that there is any difficulty about the sterling, ie. for the advance, don’t press them. It is important that the book should be translated into Italian, and if they found they could only pay in lire I could always find ways of spending the money in Italy. In that case I would re-imburse you for your commission. I am very glad to hear about the projected Norwegian and Danish translations. The woman who is doing the Polish one has I believe completed it. It is some Polish publisher in Glasgow who is issuing it. A Russian woman who wrote to me is also trying to interest some Russian publishers who exist in New York. I have told her, as in the Polish case, that I don’t want any money for it, but curiously enough, if they take the book up, it ought to be possible to dispose of quite a few copies of a Russian translation, because of the hordes of D.Ps and other nondescript Russians now at large in Germany and France. The write-up in “Time” was very good4 and ought to help the American edition if the latter appears fairly soon. I suppose the publishers are alive to this. You mentioned in your last letter something about giving Harcourt Brace an option on future books. It’s a bit premature as I have no book in preparation yet, but I should think Harcourt Brace would be the people to tie up with, as they had the courage to publish “Animal Farm.” But of course they may be put off the idea if the book flops in the USA, as it well may. I am not sure whether one can count on the American public grasping what it is about. You may remember that the Dial Press had been asking me for some years for a manuscript, but when I sent them the MS of “A.F.” in 1944 they returned it, saying shortly that “it was impossible to sell animal stories in the USA.” Just recently they wrote saying that “there had been some mistake” and that they would like to make another offer for the book. I rather gather they had at first taken it for a bona fide animal story. So I suppose it might be worth indicating on the dust-jacket of the American edition what the book is about. However, Harcourt Brace would be the best judges of that.

I am going to drop all journalism for six months as from the end of April and get on with another book. I don’t suppose I shall finish one in that time but I shall break the back of it. It is to be a novel,5 but I don’t care to say more than that about it at present.

Yours sincerely

Eric Blair




2909. Review of The Story of Burma by F. Tennyson Jesse; Burma Pamphlets No. 7. The Burman: an Appreciation by C. J. Richards; Burma Pamphlets No. 8. The Karens of Burma by Harry I. Marshall

The Observer, 24 February 1946

Burmese history is legendary until the eleventh century and remains hazy until the mid-eighteenth century, when the Burmese finally overcame the original inhabitants of the country, the Talaings. Miss Tennyson Jesse’s book is not intended to be primarily a chronicle of events, and she rightly skates over the earlier period and concentrates on the real turning-point in modern Burmese history—the annexation of Upper Burma in 1885. The mistakes then made, she thinks, were responsible for the failure of the British to build up a sound and popular administration, and hence were partly to blame for the collapse of 1942.

The behaviour of the British in Burma has perhaps not been so blameless as Miss Tennyson Jesse makes it appear, but it is certain that if the Burmese had not lost their independence to the British they would have lost it to some other Power, probably France. Geographically, Burma is an isolated country, and for centuries the Burmese had remained exceptionally ignorant of the outside world. It is curious to reflect that in 1820, or thereabouts, a Burmese army was sent to invade India, with orders to bring back the Governor-General in chains, and, if necessary, to march on and capture London. Once Lower Burma had been annexed, Upper Burma was bound to follow sooner or later, but even so the drunken King Thibaw and his wife Supayalat made every mistake that it was possible to make. British and Indian traders were insulted in unbearable ways, while Thibaw’s periodical massacres of his own subjects—he celebrated his accession to the throne by executing his brothers, to the number of 80 or thereabouts—dismayed even the British anti-imperialists. When the invasion finally happened, Thibaw’s regular army dispersed without fighting, though bands of guerrillas kept up the struggle for years afterwards.

The great error, Miss Tennyson Jesse thinks, was to abolish the monarchy. Thibaw had to be deposed, but another prince should have been put upon the throne. As it was, the symbol of authority to which the Burmese had been accustomed for centuries was destroyed, and indirectly the power of the priesthood, on which the moral life of the country depended, was greatly weakened. The old order was broken up, and Burma was burdened with a system of law, administration, and education which was alien to the country and which never took root. As a result, violent crime flourished, the priesthood took to politics, the universities turned out an unemployed intelligentsia which became the backbone of the Nationalist movement, and the entire lower ranks of the administration were incurably corrupt. At the same time Burma remained in many ways very backward, and practically all large-scale trade remained in the hands of the British, or of Indians and Chinese. Even the armed forces were recruited mainly from non-Burmese peoples. Naturally, resentment mounted up, and though the Japanese invaders may not have enjoyed very much active support, loyalty to the British regime was hardly a factor in the situation, so far as the Burmese proper were concerned.

Miss Tennyson Jesse’s views are shared by other observers sympathetic to Burma, and no doubt they contain part of the truth. She implies, however, that it would have been better to encourage Burma to emerge only very slowly from the Middle Ages, and that, above all, we should have tried to preserve the Buddhist religion in its full purity. Underlying this is probably the belief that if we had not tactlessly forced Western institutions on Burma, an anti-British Nationalist movement would never have grown up. This seems very questionable. National consciousness, which in the circumstances could only be anti-British, was bound to develop by one route or another, and it was the promise to modernise the country that gave Japanese propaganda much of its appeal. Miss Tennyson Jesse seems everywhere to minimise the importance of Asiatic nationalism and colour-consciousness. She puts the number of the Burmese fifth column during the 1942 campaign at 5,000, which must surely be a serious under-estimate. This book is a useful popular survey provided that the reader bears in mind that it is written from the angle of what might be called benevolent imperialism and, while genuinely affectionate towards the Burmese, is decidedly over-charitable towards the British.

No. 8 in the Burma Pamphlets is an informative though naïvely-written study of the Karens, the largest minority of Burma and the chief source of Christian converts. No. 7 is a well-meant tribute to the Burmese character, but it is difficult to believe that any Burmese would enjoy reading it. One gets the impression that the creatures being described are some kind of charming but unreliable animal. And is it not about time to drop the word “Burman,” which has a faintly patronising air, in favour of “Burmese”?




2910. To F. Tennyson Jesse

4 March 1946


Miss F. Tennyson Jesse1 took great exception to Orwell’s review of her book; see 2909.



Dear Miss Tennyson Jesse,

You ask what is my knowledge of Burma. It is out of date, but it is quite good of its kind. I was in the Imperial Police in Burma from 1922 to 1927, so that I know from the inside a little about the work of governing a country of that kind. I also know how the Europeans used to behave, and from what I could learn from Burmese and English acquaintances, they had not improved greatly in more recent years. In your book you said nothing about our economic exploitation of the country, the way in which, for instance, we could get oil and other raw materials at a fraction of what they would have cost if Burma were an independent country, and though you did mention it, you soft-pedalled the social misbehaviour of the British and the friction to which it has led over a long period. As to the figures for the Burmese fifth column, I simply can’t accept 5,000 as anywhere near the truth, though I can well believe that the number was smaller than was reported at the time. The figure of 5,000 being official doesn’t make it any more credible—rather the opposite, as naturally those responsible for the administration would minimise the amount of opposition. Ever since 1931 sporadic guerilla fighting had been happening in Burma, involving much larger numbers of people than that, and it was admitted during the 1942 campaign that enough Burmese were operating with the Japs to affect the military issue to some extent. I had accounts from one or two people who were in Burma at the time. The whole administration of the country simply folded up in the face of a serious threat, and it had been possible to foresee years beforehand that this would happen. We have treated Burma better than we have treated some countries, but on the whole it is a sordid story and one ought to begin any book about Burma by saying so. Did you ever read my novel about Burma (“Burmese Days”)? I dare say it’s unfair in some ways and inaccurate in some details, but much of it is simply reporting of what I have seen.

Yours sincerely,

George Orwell




2911. From F. Tennyson Jesse

7 March 1946



Dear Mr Orwell,

You still don’t answer my letter. I asked you to quote any passage from my book which showed that I thought the behaviour of the British in Burma had been blameless. You don’t do so, for the very simple reason there is no such passage. It is ourselves that I do blame. I soft-pedalled nothing. Your remark that: “The figure of 5000 being official doesn’t make it any more credible—rather the opposite, as naturally those responsible for the administration would minimise the amount of opposition.” is the sort of thing that, if you go around saying too much, might draw the attention of the Special Branch upon you.

Why should one begin any book about Burma by saying that on the whole our treatment of Burma is a sordid story? Why should I not begin with a description of one of the loveliest of lands? You are not, I imagine, trying to teach my trade of writing? It is implicit throughout the book that mostly the mistakes made were made by us, and if you have studied Furnival, the great economist, as I have—and he is, believe me, the ultimate authority on the subject—you will find that, like my humbler self, he too thinks it is a bad thing for the finances of any country to be in foreign hands. I see that I have been in Burma later than you: I was there in ’25 and ’26, but naturally I realised how out of date my knowledge was and devoted three years of study and writing to this book. It is as accurate as it is possible to be in a world where, unless a certain individuality of opinion is allowed, we shall soon be regimented out of our lives. You say that: “The whole administration of the country simply folded up in the face of a serious threat.” We ourselves absolved, as I say in my book, all our Burmese officers from any duty except to themselves and their families and their country when we left.

Politically I can assure you that I am correct everywhere. World politics happen to be one of my specialities as I have lived—not as a tourist—all over the world, and I wrote (and I expect you to take my word for this) at the time that Vichy allowed the Japanese into French Indo-China that Burma was bound to fall. It is easy enough to be wise after the event.

What makes you think that it would not have been better to encourage the Burmese monarchy and why do you think the word “Burman” has a faintly patronising air? I have learnt my trade well and in a book in which the word Burmese has to occur on nearly every page, one has to vary it occasionally. I am aware that when you make this remark you are reviewing Burma Pamphlets No. 7, but it applies equally well to my book. Personally I always put “English” on my passport instead of “British”: I prefer it.

I still ask you to quote anything from my book proving that I have made out that the behaviour of the British in Burma is blameless.

It is not my custom to write to critics and had I not enjoyed your work so much and had not my accuracy been impugned I would not have done so in this case. I merely saw your notice accidentlyº because I take the Observer as well as the Sunday Times.

I don’t know whether you met U. Tin Tut when he was in London with Ba Maw? I did. A very clever man, if ever there were one. He is now in Delhi with us.

Unless you are prepared to substantiate your remarks from my text, which it is quite impossible for you to do, I think this unedifying correspondence might now cease. When I reviewed for the Times Literary Supplement I took infinite care to read every word of every book given to me, and my self-imposed rule was: (1) What is the author getting at? (2) Has he succeeded in putting his idea across? It isn’t a bad rule, but it does mean you have to read the books sent you with great care.

Yours sincerely,

F. Tennyson Jesse



Orwell replied on 14 March 1946:



Dear Miss Tennyson Jesse,

I am ill in bed, which is why I haven’t answered earlier, and even now I cannot write a proper letter.

I think you have missed my point. It isn’t what you did say about the British in Burma, but what you didn’t say. No one would infer from your book that the British had done anything worse than be a little stupid and sometimes follow mistaken policies. Nothing about the economic milching of the country via such concerns as the Burma Oil Company, nor about the disgusting social behaviour of the British till very recently. I do know something about this. Apart from my own time there I have family connections with the country over three generations. My grandmother lived forty years in Burma and at the end could not speak a word of Burmese—typical of the ordinary Englishwoman’s attitude.

Your sincerely,

George Orwell




2912. Yvonne Davet to Orwell

2 February 1946


On 2 February, Yvonne Davet, who had corresponded with Orwell before the war, renewed their acquaintanceship by writing to him from Paris. She had translated some of his work into French on her own initiative in the hope of having it published in France (see 389, n. 1). Her translation of Homage to Catalonia, though begun in 1938, was only published five years after Orwell had died.1

This letter to Orwell and his reply are given with translations made by Janet Percival. Orwell used a typewriter without accents and, when adding these later, some were overlooked; they have been added silently, here and in later letters.


Cher Monsieur Orwell,

J’ai été heureuse d’avoir, après la tourmente, de vos nouvelles – par Melle Thèvenet (l’employée de la librairie de Melle Mounier) qui vous a vu à Londres, je crois, à Noël. Nouvelles bien sommaires, du reste. Aussi, si quelque jour vos occupations vous permettaient de consacrer un petit instant à m’écrire, cela me ferait vraiment grand plaisir de savoir un peu mieux ce que vous devenez, ce que vous avez publié ou écrit, ce que vous avez en train en ce moment– si ce n’est pas indiscret!

J’ai été coupée longtemps de toutes nouvelles–et ne suis de retour à Paris que depuis quelques mois.

Je travaille en ce moment à ma grande étude littéraire (sur André Gide) qui me tient fort à cœur.

Je porte toujours un vif intérêt à la littérature anglaise (mais la disparition de la librairie anglaise de Sylvia Beach, rue de l’Odéon,2 est bien gênante!)– et garde le goût de faire des traductions.

Continuez-vous d’être requis toujours par les questions politiques et sociales? ou plus exactement: faites-vous du journalisme? ou bien écrivez-vous de nouveau des romans?

Veuillez croire, cher Monsieur, à mon souvenir de bien sincère sympathie.

Y. Davet

Translation

Dear Mr Orwell,

I was delighted to hear news of you after all the troubles– from Mademoiselle Thèvenet (who works in Mademoiselle Mounier’s bookshop), who saw you in London at Christmas, I think. Not very detailed news, though. So if one day your commitments give you a moment to write to me, I should be really pleased to know a bit more about what you are doing now, what you’ve published or written, what you are working on at the moment– if that isn’t being too inquisitive!

I’ve been cut off from all news for a long time, and only returned to Paris a few months ago.

At the moment I’m working on my large-scale literary study (on André Gide), which is very dear to my heart.

I continue to be interested in English literature (but it really is annoying that Sylvia Beach’s English bookshop in the Rue de l’Odéon2 has gone!)– and always enjoy doing translations.

Are you still involved in political and social matters? Or, to be more precise, are you writing journalism, or are you writing novels again?








2913. To Yvonne Davet

24 February 1946 Typewritten

27 B Canonbury Square

Islington

London N 1

Chère Madame Davet,

J’étais enchanté de recevoir votre lettre. Je ne savais pas que Mlle Thevenet° vous connaissait, autrement j’aurais demandé votre adresse quand j’étais à Paris il-y-a une année (j’ai passé quelques mois en France et en Allemagne comme correspondant d’un journal anglais au commencement de 1945.)1

J’espère que vous n’avez pas trop souffert pendant la guerre. Ici nous étions assez confortables. J’ai travaillé pendant presque toute la guerre ou comme journaliste ou pour le BBC, mais j’ai publié trois ou quatre livres pendant ces dernières années. Il y a une année j’avais un très grand malheur, j’ai perdu ma femme, qui est morte très subitement quandj’étais à Paris. J’ai un petit fils qui a presque 22 mois. Heureusement j’ai trouvé une bonne nourrice pour lui et il est de très bonne santé. Actuellement je fais toujours le journalisme, mais è la fin d’avril je vais couper tous mes engagements et passer l’etéeº dans la compagne pour écrire encore un roman. En tous cas ça sera meilleur pour mon petit garçon, qui marche maintenant très bien et qui ne doit pas rester à Londres pendant l’etée.° Au moment on est en train de traduire deux de mes livres en français. Nagel Paris vont publier mon roman “Burmese Days,” que j’ai écrit en 1932, mais ils ont refusé la conte féerique, “Animal Farm,” que j’ai publiée dernièrement, pour des raisons politiques. C’est une conte satirique contre Staline, et deux ou trois éditeurs français l’ont refusé pour la même raison. A la fin j’ai réussi a trouver un éditeur français à Monaco! On fait aussi des traductions en 6 ou 8 autres langues européennes. Il y a deux ou trois semaines j’ai aussi publié “Critical Essays,” qui n’est qu’une collection des critiques que j’ai écrites depuis 1939. Jusqu’au present je n’ai pas trouvé un éditeur français. Il me semble en tous cas que la plupart des sujets sont trop liés à l’Angleterre pour valoir la peine de faire une traduction.

Est-ce que vous connaissiez Georges Kopp2 avant la guerre? Il s’est échappé de la France en 1943. Je l’ai recontré pour la première fois en Espagne pendant le guerre. Maintenant il est un parent des miens—c’est à dire, il s’est marié avec la soeur de la belle-soeur de ma femme. Ils habitent en Ecosse et ils ont un enfant d’une année.

J’espère avoir encores° des nouvelles de vous. Veuillez recevoir, Madame, l’expression de mes meilleurs sentiments.

Geo. Orwell

Translation

Dear Madame Davet,

I was delighted to receive your letter. I didn’t know that Mademoiselle Thèvenet knew you, or I’d have asked for your address when I was in Paris a year ago (I spent some months in France and Germany as a correspondent for an English newspaper at the beginning of 1945).1

I hope you didn’t suffer too much during the war. Here, things weren’t too uncomfortable. I worked for most of the war, either as a journalist or for the BBC, but I have published three or four books in the last few years. A year ago I had the great misfortune to lose my wife, who died very suddenly while I was in Paris. I have a young son who is nearly 22 months old. Luckily I have found a good nurse for him and he is very healthy. At the moment I’m still doing journalism, but at the end of April I’m going to cancel all my commitments and spend the summer in the country to write another novel. In any case that will be better for my little boy, who walks very well now, and who shouldn’t stay in London all summer. At the moment two of my books are being translated into French. Nagel Paris will publish my novel Burmese Days, which I wrote in 1932, but they turned down the fairy tale Animal Farm which I published recently, for political reasons. It’s a satirical story against Stalin, and two or three French publishers have turned it down for the same reason. Finally I managed to find a French publisher in Monaco! Translations are also being made into 6 or 8 other European languages. Two or three weeks ago I also published Critical Essays, which is only a collection of the criticism I have written since 1939. Up to now I haven’t found a French publisher. Anyway I think that most of the subject matter is too English for it to be worth translating.

Did you know Georges Kopp2 before the war? He escaped from France in 1943. I first met him in Spain during the war. Now he’s a relative of mine—that is he has married my wife’s sister-in-law’s sister. They live in Scotland, and have a one-year-old child.

I look forward to hearing more of your news.




2914. Nuremberg and the Moscow Trials

Letter to Socialist Appeal, dated 25 February 1946; published March 1946


The draft letter Orwell signed on 15 February 1946 (2900A) was published, dated 25 February 1946, in Socialist Appeal, March 1946. The only significant difference was that the reference to ‘Report of the Trotsky Commission’ was changed to ‘Report of the Dewey Commission.’ It was signed:

H. G. WELLS

CAPT. JOHN BAIRD, M.P.

FRED LONGDEN, M.P.

PETER FREEMAN, M.P.

GEORGE ORWELL

F. A. RIDLEY

DR. C. A. SMITH

A. A. BALLARD

PAUL POTTS

JULIAN SYMONS

PROFESSOR C. E. M. JOAD

ARTHUR KOESTLER

HENRY SARA

GEORGE PADMORE

J. F. HORRABIN

The letter was abridged in Forward, 16 March 1946, and was also issued by Socialist Appeal as a handbill, the letter being printed on the recto with, on the verso, small illustrations of twenty-four leaders of the Russian Revolution, with their fates: other than Stalin, all but one were either executed, dead, disappeared, or imprisoned. The abridged version in Forward did not include Fred Longden and Peter Freeman, both Labour M.P.s. A public meeting was organised by British Trotskyists at Conway Hall, London, on 10 April 1946, under the title ‘Leon Trotsky—Not Guilty.’ The editorial of Socialist Appeal, mid-October 1946, headed ‘Stalinism and Nuremberg,’ noted that not one word had been uttered at Nuremberg about Trotsky and his alleged connection with the Nazis. ‘This has served to expose once and for all the character of the Moscow Trials of 1936, 1937, and 1938.’ (Information from Clive Fleay.)

Orwell wrote in the margin of the press cutting of the Forward version: ‘Circulated widely to British press. Published only (I think) in “Forward” & “M.G.”’ It did not, in fact, appear in the Manchester Guardian, but j. Moreau, of Le Mouvement Socialiste, publishers of Les Cahiers Socialistes, Brussels, told Orwell, in a letter dated 20 March, that they were publishing a translation of this letter. (His main reason for writing was to ask if his organisation might publish a French translation of Animal Farm; see also 2942.)

Time & Tide devoted a paragraph to this matter in its March 1946 issue under the heading ‘Trotsky & Hess’:


The interesting suggestion has been made that advantage should be taken of the presence in the dock at Nuremberg of Hess and other Nazi leaders to check up on allegations which were made during the Moscow political trials of 1936 and 1937. It will be remembered that at the 1937 trial it was stated that “the investigation has established that L. D. Trotsky entered into negotiations with one of the leaders of the German National Socialist Party with a view to waging a joint struggle against the Soviet Union”. Again, in the verbatim report of the trial, it was stated that this agreement was “finally elaborated and adopted during Trotsky’s meeting with Hitler’s deputy, Hess”.

The accused, who were all convicted, made full confessions, and, though most of them were Jews, declared that there had been negotiations with the Nazis to which they were a party. It would be reasonable to suppose that some trace exists of these important negotiations in the Nazi documents which have fallen into Allied hands. If there is no documentary evidence, it would be quite easy for the Russian prosecutor at Nuremberg to cross-examine Hess on the subject. In this way a matter which has continued to be the subject of controversy could be cleared up once and for all. Mr Pritt and others have been insistent that Soviet judicial procedure at the trials was beyond reproach. An excellent opportunity now offers to vindicate this opinion. It will be a great pity if advantage is not taken of it.








2915. To Roger Senhouse

25 February 1946 Typewritten

27b, CANONBURY SQUARE, ISLINGTON, LONDON, N.1.

Dear Roger,

I don’t think any more slips or misprints have been noted in the Essays, so I will just repeat the corrections that we decided on before.1 First of all, the book referred to as The Scum of the Earth should be Scum of the Earth. Secondly, on page 131, five lines from the bottom, the words “he is a Hungarian who usually writes in German” should read “whose earlier books were written in German.”

I think this was all.

Yours,

George




2916. To Arthur Koestler

27 February 1946 Typewritten

27B Canonbury Square

Islington

London N.1.

Dear Arthur,

Here is another copy of the draft,1 with the two amendments suggested by Michael Foot. Will you be able to get the duplicating done?

I’ll expect your ring on Sunday 3rd.

Yours,

George




2917. Review of Black Boy by Richard Wright; Of Many Men by James Aldridge; The Cross and the Arrow by Albert Maltz

Manchester Evening News, 28 February 1946

The colour problem in the United States is not insoluble, but it cannot be solved in a single generation, even by the most far-reaching reforms. The trouble lies not only in the arrogance of the whites but in the mental attitudes that have developed among the negroes themselves, and it is chiefly round this fact that Mr. Richard Wright’s “Black Boy” is written.

“Black Boy” is the story of a negro childhood in a Southern State. It is a story of extreme poverty, but the material conditions it describes are not worse than those that exist in the poorer parts of Europe—perhaps not even worse than can be found here and there in the English slums.

The essential thing is not that the negro is ragged and ill-fed, but that he is conscious of having no rights. Growing up in what is almost an all-negro society, the author—for the book is more or less straightforward autobiography—only gradually becomes aware of the separate existence of the so-called white people.

At first the distinction is puzzling to him, since his grandmother, technically a negro, is in fact white in appearance. By degrees he comes to realise that “they,” directly or indirectly, control every detail of his behaviour, and that all rebellion is futile, since “they” can do anything they choose. The law is no protection. If a negro breaks the unwritten code—if he makes advances to a white woman, for instance, or is “saucy,” or is merely suspected of holding undesirable opinions—he can be simply killed, and frequently is killed. There is no redress, since the police and the judges are all white.

Whether or not the negro gets any education depends largely oh the financial status of his parents. Many Southern negroes are unable even to read.

But even a well-educated negro can be kept out of skilled or highly paid jobs by means of intimidation. Above all, every negro must learn from earliest years to swallow insults, to conceal his true feelings, to flatter the vanity of the white race. The most horrible fact of all is that the majority of negroes accept their status. However much they hate the whites—and in practice the majority of negroes hate all whites, even those who wish them well—they know that they can only stay alive by behaving like inferiors.

Negroes will inform on one another, take sides with white against black, deliberately play comic tricks in order to make themselves appear stupid and win a sort of tolerance as specimens of the “old-fashioned darky.” At one of the places where he works Richard is egged on by the whites to fight another negro boy for five dollars a side.

The two boys have no quarrel, no rivalry of any kind, but the spectacle would amuse the whites, and in the end they fight and batter one another savagely.

Any kind of decent relationship with a white man is impossible. Even when Richard encounters a Northerner, whose attitude is different from that of the local population, he reacts to him simply as a white man, and feels that his attempts to be friendly must be some kind of sham. Anti-Semitism is general among the negroes, and even small children are taught to shout insults at Jews. It is the one opportunity they have of getting their own back on a member of the white race.

There are only two possible escapes from all this. One is to save enough money to get away to the Northern States. The other is religion. Most of Richard’s older relatives are fervently pious and he himself is “saved” at the age of about fifteen, but the effects wear off soon afterwards.

In the end, partly by means of a burglary, he manages to scrape together the fare to Memphis, and, after a period of comparatively well-paid work, leaves for Chicago, where a new kind of life can begin. This book is a valuable addition to the literature of the colour problem. The period it covers is roughly 1910–1930, and we may hope that the visit of hundreds of thousands of coloured soldiers to Europe will have produced some improvement in the conditions it describes.

Both “Of Many Men” and “The Cross and the Arrow” are war novels. “Of Many Men” is a not very good imitation of Hemingway and concerns a young man who has some unexplained job which allows him to travel about the world as he wishes and drop in at Helsinki, El Alamein, Stalingrad, Singapore, Port Moresby, or any other spot where decisive events are happening at the moment.

“The Cross and the Arrow” is a more serious piece of work and has a good central idea. At a camouflaged German war factory a worker is caught signalling to the British bombers which pass overhead every night and which have hitherto left the factory alone. He has been shot in the intestines by the S.S. patrol, and is unconscious. If his signal has been seen, the factory will probably be bombed within twenty-four hours. Meanwhile the problem for the factory managers, and for the Gestapo, is why he signalled.

Was he acting on a momentary, individual impulse? Or is he an agent of the British intelligence service? Or does an underground anti-Nazi cell exist in the factory? If so, who are his confederates? The Gestapo must find out quickly, so as to be on their guard against organised sabotage when the bombing starts; but the man is still unconscious, and it is not certain whether he will be able to speak intelligibly even when he comes round.

The story consists in the gradual unravelling of the tangled motives of the wounded man himself, the doctor who treats him, a Lutheran pastor, exinmate of a concentration camp, who is working in the factory, and various others. The time covered is less than twelve hours. This is a very readable book. One small point of criticism. A swastika figures as part of the cover design: would one not expect, more than twelve years after Hitler came to power, that the directors of a leading publishing house would know which way round a swastika goes?




2918. To Anne Popham

[Late February or early March 1946] Typewritten

27b, CANONBURY SQUARE, ISLINGTON, LONDON, N.1.

Dear Miss Popham,1

I was sorry I did not discover earlier that you were back, as there was something I had wanted to say to you. If you are going back tomorrow you must be very busy today, but I wonder if you could look in for ten minutes some time and see Richard. Perhaps you could come and have a cup of tea about four o’clock—or any time that suited you, really. I shall be in all day.

Yours

Geo Orwell




2919. To Arthur Koestler

5 March 1946 Typewritten


This letter lacks a strip torn off down the right-hand side. The missing words, conjecturally reconstructed, are given here in square brackets.



27 B Canonbury Square

Islington

London N 1

Dear Arthur,

It’s funny you should send me Czapsky’sº1 pamphlet, which I have been trying for some time [to get] someone to translate and publish. Warburg wouldn’t do it b[ecause] he said it was an awkward length, and latterly I gave it t[o the] Anarchist (Freedom Press) group. I don’t know what decisi[on they’ve] come to. I met Czapskyº in Paris and had lunch with him.2 T[here is] no doubt that he is not only authentic but a rather exce[ptional] person, though whether he is any good as a painter I do[n’t know. He] is the person who made to me a remark which I may or ma[y not have] retailed to you—I forget. After telling me something [of the priv-]ation and his sufferings in the concentration camp, he [said some-]thing like this: “For a while in 1941 and 1942 there w[as much] defeatism in Russia, and in fact it was touch and go [whether the] Germans won the war. Do you know what saved Russia at [that time? In] my opinion it was the personal character of Stalin—I [put it down to] the greatness of Stalin. He stayed in Moscow when the [Germans nearly] took it, and his courage was what saved the situation.3 [Considering] what he had been through, this seemed to me sufficie[nt proof of] Czapsky’s reliability. I told him I would do what I [could about the] pamphlet here. If the Freedom Press people fall thro[ugh, what about] Arthur Ballard, who is now beginning to publish pamp[hlets? He might] take it.4 Do you want this copy back? The Anarchists [have mine] and it’s a rather treasured item of my collection.

The Observer say, will you write for them some [reviews. I am] scouting round for people to do the main review, wh[ich must be done] by the same person every week—I do it every other [week and will] be stopping at the end of April. Apart from the mai[n review I] intend quite soon to start having essays of about 8[oo words on the] middle page under the main article. You would get a [good fee, I] think, for either of these jobs.

I’d love to come up to your place, but I dou[bt whether I can] get away. I have such a lot to do winding everythi[ng up, arranging for] the furniture to be sent and all sorts of things t[o do, almost like] stocking up a ship for an arctic voyage. Love to Ma[maine.]

Yours

George




2920. Arthur Koestler to Orwell

c. 6 March 1946

Dear George,

Do keep czapski’s pamphlet for your collection; and if you get your own copy back send it to me.1

If your attempts to get it published fall through, let me know and I will tell Peters2 who is first-rate at selling difficult books to get steam behind it.

About the Observer, I am in two minds. I don’t want to do any journalism; on the other hand, being buried in my psychology book I am beginning to feel that I am getting donnish and losing contact with topical reality. The best thing would be if you would ask them to make me a hard offer for two monthly pieces if they feel like it, and then we can see. I mention two monthly pieces because if at all the thing would only be worth while for me if there is a certain regularity about it.

There is another thing. I had long talks with Desmond McCarthy and Margaret Storm Jameson,3 who both feel that the PEN Club will peter out or become a club for old hags if it does not take up an active fighting attitude against totalitarianism—as it did against Nazism. They are anxious to get you on the executive committee and, if you showed some active interest, to make you president (it was Storm Jameson’s idea, not mine). I know your aversion against the whole thing. At present the PEN4 is a caricature but its name still means a tradition and if we could revive it and make it a fighting organisation it would be worth while. Let me know your reaction and if it is positive I will tell Margaret and they will approach you.




2921. To Leonard Moore

6 March 1946 Typewritten

27 B Canonbury Square

Islington

London N 1

Dear Mr Moore,

Herewith are the two contracts duly signed.1

I suppose the French publishers (I forget their name) have already chosen a translator? There is a young man named d’Harcourt whom I don’t know but whom friends of mine know, and who I understand was very anxious to make the translation. He actually wanted to do it for France Soir (the evening paper) which it seems has recently started publishing and approached me about the book, but was also willing to do it for anyone else. I am told he is competent. It might be worth finding out from them whether they have picked anyone yet.

Yours sincerely

Eric Blair




2922. Review of We Who Teach by Jacques Barzun

Manchester Evening News, 7 March 1946

Education is an enormous subject, and Mr. Jacques Barzun’s is a bulky book—or would be if the print were larger.

It is a discursive book, and there are sections of it that deal with purely American problems, but anyone who is interested in education, even to the extent of wondering why no modern child ever seems to have decent handwriting, will find something provocative in nearly every chapter.

Mr. Barzun is writing of the United States, a country where the number of people who receive a university training is, even relatively, very much higher than it is here, and his main emphasis is on the university student.

He discusses current practice in the teaching of history, mathematics, languages, literature, and the sciences and has much to say on such subjects as intelligence tests (which he thinks are mostly nonsense), discussion groups, the relationship between teacher and pupil, the pressures put upon teachers to prevent them uttering “subversive” opinions, and what-not.

A good deal of what he says refers to the practical detail of teaching. For example, why is it that in war-time it is possible to teach difficult languages like Russian or Japanese quite quickly to officers selected for special jobs, whereas a schoolchild struggles for five or ten years with an easy language like French and is unable to speak it at the end?

Is there really such a thing as a “non-mathematical” mind or are people merely given a nervous horror of mathematics by the way in which it is taught? Is an “ear for music” innate or acquired? Ought one to encourage children to read good books or let them read what they like? And so on.

However, although he travels rather inconsequently from subject to subject, Mr. Barzun has a central purpose which is discernible if not very clearly stated. This is to protest against the increasing specialisation of modern education and its over-emphasis on knowledge to the detriment of intellectual curiosity and what is loosely called “culture.”

Mr. Barzun has some rather sharp things to say about the present-day teaching of science, which tends to aim not at implanting a scientific attitude but at filling the student up with a mass of facts which may not even be of any use to him in later life, and which may actually prevent him from learning to use his mind for more general purposes.

Considered in the mass, he says: “Science teachers may be said to contribute the greatest proportion of backward-looking, anti-intellectual, mechanic-minded members of the faculty, while in general the student who ‘takes science’ goes to swell the ranks of the two great classes of modern men—the single-track expert and the scientific ignoramus.”

The fault, at any rate in the United States, lies partly outside the teaching academies, in the requirements of business and in the attitude of the public, which has been led to believe that the exact sciences constitute the only kind of knowledge that matters. A young man with a scientific degree stands a better chance of getting a job, and since the exact sciences are now the dominant subjects at many universities, there is a tendency to write off such subjects1 as literature and even history as useless and unpractical

The classical languages have been almost completely killed. The Bachelor of Science degree, a dean of Harvard remarked, “does not guarantee that the holder knows any science, but it does guarantee that he does not know any Latin.”

Mr. Barzun, suggesting in another context that in fact there is something to be said for learning Latin, refers to it as “L-t-n,” to indicate that it is now a sort of forbidden language, mention of which has become almost obscene.

Allied to the neglect of general culture in favour of specialised information is the decadence of language. Mr. Barzun gives some samples of the kind of English that is habitually written in academic circles and communicated from teachers to pupils. Here is one:

In the proposed study I wish to describe and evaluate representative programmes in these fields as a means of documenting what seems to me a trend of increasing concern with the role of higher education in the improvement of interpersonal and intergroup relations and of calling attention in this way to outstanding contributions in practice.

This kind of thing results partly from the invasion of ordinary speech by scientific diction, partly from the widespread belief that long words are more elegant than short ones. Indeed, it is a strange and ironical fact that Latin and Greek took their firmest hold on the English language at just about the time they lost their dominant position as school subjects.

Another subject on which Mr. Barzun makes some valuable comments is the use of libraries, and the unhelpful attitude of nearly all public libraries towards students. How many libraries are there in which one can work in peace and privacy, or in which the student can “roam from shelf to shelf, tracking down an idea?”

Most American university libraries, he says, are obsessed by the fear that books may be stolen, whereas they ought to regard the stealing of books by students as a rather good symptom if it is kept within reasonable bounds. Mr. Barzun also has a useful chapter on teaching the young to read—that is, not merely what to read, but how to read attentively, and how to skip. This chapter, incidentally, brings out the fact that the Americans are even more niggardly buyers of books than ourselves. At normal times, only about one per cent of the paper used in the U.S.A. goes in the printing of books.

The final chapters of the book do not deal with education in the narrow sense but with the life of the intellect generally. There are some good remarks on the need of intellectual workers for peace and quiet, on the impudent manners of European lecturers in the U.S.A., and on the piling-up of useless learning and the lack of encouragement for unorthodox thinkers. In spite of its mainly American emphasis, this is a useful book, with something entertaining on nearly every page.2




2923. ‘Do Our Colonies Pay?’

Tribune 8 March 1946

I have before me a copy of Socialist Commentary, the organ of the Socialist Vanguard Group, and another of Bulletin, the organ of the (American) Council on Jewish-Arab Co-operation. From the first I take the following sentences:—


“The balance sheet between Britain and India gives little support to the hypothesis that Britain is exploiting India.... A merely ‘moral’ approach (to colonial problems) is insufficient, so long as many persons are hoodwinked into believing that [the] British economy is largely ‘dependent’ upon the possession of India and other colonies.”



From the second I take the following:—


“British Governments pledged to maintain the Empire have shown and can show no deviation in foreign policy regardless of political denomination.… The British standard of living depends on the Empire, and the Empire must have permanent military installations in the Far East.’



Here, therefore, you have one writer in a Left-wing paper flatly stating that British living standards are dependent on colonial exploitation, and another writer in another Left-wing paper stating equally definitely that they are not so dependent. For the moment I am not concerned with the question of which of them is right, but with the fact that they can differ in this way. It is probably not important that one paper is British and the other American, since the writer in the British paper is an American, as it happens.

It should be noticed that the question of whether we are exploiting India, and the question of whether our prosperity depends on India, are separate. It may well be that we are exploiting India, but for the profit of a small minority, without benefit to the nation as a whole. And of these two questions, the second is the more immediately important. If it is really true that our comparative comfort is simply a product of imperialism, that such things as the Beveridge Scheme, increased Old Age Pensions, raising of the school-leaving age, slum clearance, improved health services and what-not are luxuries which we can only afford if we have millions of oriental slaves at our command—that, surely, is a serious consideration. For, as Socialists, we want an improved standard of living for our own people, and, again as Socialists, we want justice for the colonial peoples. Are the two things compatible? Whatever the rights and wrongs of the matter may be, one would at least think that this question could be authoritatively answered. The facts, which are chiefly statistical facts, must be ascertainable. Yet no agreed opinion exists. Those two flatly contradictory statements which I quoted above are typical of hundreds of others which I could collect.

I know people who can prove to me with pencil and paper that we should be just as well off, or perhaps better, if all our colonial possessions were lost to us; and I know others who can prove that if we had no colonies to exploit our standard of living would slump catastrophically. And curiously enough this division of opinion cuts right across political parties. Thus, all Tories are imperialists, but whereas some Tories assert that without our empire we should be ruined economically as well as militarily, others assert that the empire is a non-paying concern and that we only maintain it from motives of public spirit. Socialists of the extreme Left, such as the I.L.P., usually take it for granted that Britain would be plunged into the blackest poverty if she stopped looting the coloured peoples, while others not far to the Right of them declare that if only the coloured peoples were liberated, they would develop more rapidly and their productive power would increase, which would be to our own advantage. Among Asiatic nationalists the same division of opinion exists. The most violently anti-British ones declare that when India is lost the British will all starve to death, while others argue that a free and friendly India would be a much better customer for British goods than a hostile and backward dependency. And yet, as I said above, this is quite obviously not an insoluble question. The figures that would settle it once and for all must exist, if one knew where to look for them.

However, it is not necessarily the case that either of the two current opinions is the right one. The person who says, “Yes, Britain depends on India” usually assumes that if India were free, British trade with India would cease forthwith. The person who says, “No, Britain doesn’t depend on India” usually assumes that if India were free, British-Indian trade would proceed as before, with no period of dislocation. My own view has always been (a) that over a long period we have definitely exploited, i.e. robbed, our colonial possessions, (b) that to some extent the whole British nation has benefited from this, in an economic sense, and (c) that we cannot make restitution to the colonial peoples without lowering our own standard of living for several years at the least. The really essential thing, almost never mentioned when this subject is raised, is the time factor. Quite likely it would be to our advantage to make an end of imperialism, but not immediately. There might be a long and uncomfortable transition period first. This is a bleak thought, and I believe that it is a half-conscious avoidance of it that makes almost all discussions of this question curiously unreal.

At the General Election, for instance, the avoidance of imperial issues was quite astonishing. When foreign affairs were mentioned at all, the reference was almost invariably to the U.S.S.R. or the United States. I don’t think I ever heard any speaker on any platform mention India spontaneously. Once or twice, at Labour meetings, I tried the experiment of asking a question about India, to get an answer which sounded something like this: “The Labour Party is, of course, in fullest sympathy with the aspiration of the Indian people towards independence, next question, please.” And there the matter dropped, with not a flicker of interest on the part of the audience. The handbook issued to Labour speakers contained 200 pages, out of which one not very informative page was devoted to India. Yet India has nearly ten times the population of Britain! The subjects which, in my experience, roused real passion were housing, full employment and social insurance. Who could have guessed, from the manner in which they were discussed, that these subjects were in any way bound up with our possession of colonies which give us raw materials and assured markets?

In the long run an evasion of the truth is always paid for. One thing that we are gradually paying for now is our failure to make clear to the British people that their prosperity depends partly on factors outside Britain. Extremists of both Right and Left have grossly exaggerated the advantages of imperialism, while the optimists who stand between them have talked as though military control over your markets and sources of raw material were of no importance. They have assumed that a liberated India would still be our customer, without considering what might happen if India passed under control of a foreign power, or broke up into anarchy, or developed a closed economy, or were ruled over by a Nationalist government which made a policy of boycotting British goods. What we ought to have said throughout these last twenty years is something like this: “It is our duty as Socialists to liberate the subject peoples, and in the long run it will be to our advantage as well. But only in the long run. In the short run we have got to count with the hostility of these peoples, with the chaos into which they will probably fall, and with their frightful poverty, which will compel us to give them goods of various kinds in order to put them on their feet. If we are very lucky our standard of living may not suffer by the liberation of the colonies, but the probability is that it will suffer for years, or even for decades. You have got to choose between liberating India and having extra sugar. Which do you prefer?”

What would the average woman in the fish queue say if it were put to her like that? I am not certain. But the point is that it never has been put to her like that, and if she plumps for the extra sugar—as she may—when the moment of crisis comes, it will be because the issues have not been fully discussed beforehand. Instead, we have had such contradictory statements as I quoted above, both in the last analysis untrue, and both, in their different ways, tending to perpetuate imperialism.


Two letters appeared in Tribune for 22 March on this subject:


In considering the question of the exploitation of Empire and the subject peoples, we must not overlook the part played by bank capital. This plays a very large part in the financing of, and drawing of dividends from, “colonial enterprises,” and the scope of overseas money-making has vast international ramifications as well, in foreign as well as Empire countries. Direct shareholding in concerns exporting to, and deriving raw materials, etc., from, Empire countries is only part of the huge, complex system of modern imperialism. Availability and price of consumer-goods are only one other aspect.

Bank capital also largely finances domestic activities, and what it loses on the home swings, with comparatively high wages, taxation for social services, and comparatively low prices, it must do its best to make on the Empire roundabouts, with low wages and a generally low level of standard of living for the working class. To see who benefits, we must also ask whence bank capital is derived. Besides the “passing the buck” process, there is also the drawing of dividends on deposit accounts. Most of us take some indirect part in the exploitation of Empire—decent ordinary individuals, benevolent and religious societies, etc., all are inescapably involved in the indecent, inhuman operation of this foul thing, the capitalist system.

George Orwell (Tribune, 8/3/46) summarises very clearly a main aspect of the choice we have to make in regard to Empire liberation. The moral and ethical question also rings loud: “What shall it profit a man if he gains the whole world, and loses his soul?”

John Jennings




Mr. George Orwell is evasive in his attempt to answer his own question. Of course Colonies pay. Many of the raw materials which are so necessary for the industrial life of Europe are derived from the Colonies. Coming from a British Colony I give below a few examples of the raw materials that flow into Britain from the Colonies:—

Iron ore and diamonds from Sierra Leone; gold, diamonds, manganese ore from the Gold Coast; tin, bauxite, columbite from Nigeria; copper from Northern Rhodesia.

What is equally important is that these mineral resources are “owned” by absentee British shareholders whose annual dividends vary from 50% to 90%. The excess profits tax and income tax go to the coffers of the British Exchequer, not to the people of the Colonies. Moreover, these profits are made at the expense of the Colonial workers who are paid starvation wages from 4d. to 9d. a day in order to create an artificially high standard of living in Britain.

Where would the margarine and fat rations be were it not for the palm oil, kernels, ground-nuts, shea butter of West Africa? What would the housewife do about her sugar but for the sugar canes of the West Indies? Where would British children get their delicious chocolates and cocoa if the Gold Coast and Nigerian farmers were not compelled to sell their cocoa beans to the British cocoa monopoly? There would not be much coffee in the hotels and restaurants were it not for the coffee from Kenya and Uganda. The Lancashire mills would be idle but for the cotton from Nigeria and Tanganyika. The basic petrol ration would have been less without the oil from Trinidad.

Surely it is an elementary fact in capitalist economics that a business cannot be incurring losses indefinitely without becoming bankrupt? If the Colonies have been such a colossal loss to Britain over a period extending from 80 to over 150 years, why not get out of the Colonies and do profitable business at home? No amount of whitewashing of imperialism by so-called Socialists will deceive any Colonials. All we ask is for a chance to manage the Colonies in our own way; maybe we might make them pay. Let us practise what we preach!

Bankole Akpata








2924. F. V. Morley to Fredric Warburg

8 March 1946


On 8 March 1946, F. V. Morley, of Harcourt, Brace and Co., in New York, wrote to Fredric Warburg, of Secker & Warburg Ltd, saying (among other matters) that ‘ANIMAL FARM is in the works. We expect to publish about the 25th of July. I think we shall have a good deal of excitement. I’ll try to keep you posted. Let me know of any news from your side which might be helpful to us.’

Warburg replied on 13 March:


I am glad you are going ahead with ANIMAL FARM and hope to get it out in July. I have little doubt that in view of the current world situation there will be plenty of excitement when the book appears, and I think you will earn a lot of money for yourselves and for the author. I am delighted that it should appear on your list. There is not much news on this title from our side, it continues to sell well and we are now nearing 20,000 copies, which is not unsatisfactory. I think we could have sold a good many more if it had not been out of print for some months.



Publication in the United States took place on 26 August 1946; 50,000 copies were released at $1.75 each.






2925. Review of Charity Main by Mark Benney

The Observer, 10 March 1946

It is questionable whether Mr. Mark Benney’s book should be described as a novel, though it is cast in fiction form. Perhaps a documentary novel, counterpart of the documentary film, would be the right name for it. It is a study of war-time conditions in the coalfields, with the main emphasis on the complicated hereditary struggle between miners and owners.

In 1944 Francis Johnson, an Industrial Relations Officer in the Ministry of Fuel, arrives at a small mining village and takes a room in a miner’s cottage. He is fairly well received by the men, is made free of the Club and the Welfare Institute, acclimatises himself to local customs and even tries the experiment—a truly heroic one for anyone not bred to the trade—of occasionally doing a day’s work at the coal face.

Mr. Benney describes faithfully the cramped underground world where the feeble beams of the Davy-lamps lose themselves in the clouds of coal dust, and where the “travelling,” which is a mere preliminary of work, means walking a mile, two miles—perhaps three or even more—through galleries four or five feet high. If anything he rather underemphasises the strain of the miner’s job: his hero, having reached the coal face, retains enough strength to do a little work there, which is more than most middle-aged Civil Servants would be capable of doing. Various types of mine are described, including some of the older ones where there is no shaft, but merely an enormous stone staircase descending into the mountain side. But this is merely background, as is the history of a typical mining village given in a separate chapter towards the end of the book. The essential subject is the embittered atmosphere of the coal industry as a whole, and the part played in it by the psychology of the miners themselves.

As this is wartime, the trouble in the coalfields is not over-production and unemployment, but under-production and absenteeism. Three things especially impress themselves upon Johnson. One is that the British coalmines are so hopelessly antiquated that working conditions cannot be made tolerable in any short space of time, and modernisation cannot be tackled at all until the mines are nationalised. The second is that the bad state of the industry is due to the shortsighted greed of the mine-owners, who have been efficient only in marketing their coal and have treated their employees like animals as long as it was safe to do so. And the third is that the mentality the miners have developed in their age-long struggle makes it impossible to introduce any large-scale improvement except by strategy.

Early in his investigations he discovers with a shock that the miners are not always strictly honest in their dealings. They will, for instance, put forward what is really a claim for higher payment and disguise it as a demand for increased safety precautions. Or they will cling to grievances which have ceased to be justified—for example, he finds them believing that the royalties which were nationalised in 1938 are still being paid in 1944. Then again they are suspicious of strangers and hostile to innovations, and will tolerate monstrous abuses, such as being made to pay for their own lamps, if these are sanctified by local custom. But, by degrees, the picture falls into perspective. The miner, he realises, has learned from centuries of experience and tradition that the only safe tactic is always to oppose the boss, or, when the Government steps into the bosses’ place, to oppose the Government.

This attitude has almost hardened into an instinct. The miner well knows that every advantage he enjoys—the right to organise, co-operative stores, safety regulations, pit-head baths—has been won by his own efforts against bitter opposition. Where a decent building exists in the desolate mining villages, it has usually been paid for by the miners themselves. And the isolation of mining communities, the almost communal life in which everyone knows everyone else’s earnings, makes for group activity and hence for a militant outlook.

In the end Francis Johnson is sacked from his job for an indiscretion. Before leaving he submits a report containing certain recommendations which no doubt are Mr. Benney’s own. The immediate need, he thinks, is for an investigation by a team of trained and independent observers into the causes of mining unrest. He ends by stating that while the coal-owners must in no circumstances be allowed to remain in control of the industry the miners are not capable of running it either. The Government must take over, and must be fully aware beforehand of the sort of opposition it will have to meet. Hence the special importance of understanding the psychology produced by living in small, close-knit communities and doing hard, dangerous, and ill-paid work. This is a very readable as well as an informative book.




2926. To Fredric Warburg

11 March 1946 Typewritten

27 B Canonbury Square

Islington

London N 1

Dear Fred,

I’ve at last heard from Victor Serge about his memoirs.1 He says:—

1. He would like to send you a copy of the MS, which is in French. (You have, I think, seen translated fragments in “Politics.” If not I think I could lend you the numbers with them in.)

2. In case of your not wanting the book he would like to have the MS. back in a fairly short time.2

3. He wants to know, how does he get his money if the book is published over here? You have some way of arranging that, I suppose, as you frequently re-issue American books.

4. He would want to keep the US and Canadian rights, which I suppose is usual.

He adds that a novel of his on the fall of France (“Les Derniers Temps”) is appearing in French and English this year, I suppose in the US.

Could you tell Roger I found another misprint (a bad one) in the Essays, but I suppose it’s too late to do anything about it. It is on p. 47, line 5. “Certain” is printed as “cert.” I don’t know how I let it by me.3

Yours

George

PS. Serge’s address is V. Paderewski

              Hermosillo 19

              Dep. 5

              MEXICO DF.

He says it is important that letters to him should be registered, which I imagine is a not unreasonable precaution.




2927. Notice of Orwell’s Illness

Manchester Evening News, 14 March 1946


The book page carried a notice stating: ‘Owing to the illness of Mr. George Orwell his usual book article does not appear this week.’

O. M. Green deputised on the 14th; there was no article by Orwell or anyone else on 21 March 1946.






2928. To Victor Serge

14 March 1946


Victor serge wrote to Orwell from Mexico on 4 March 1946, in English, to say that he had heard from Dwight Macdonald that Secker & Warburg might be interested in publishing his memoirs. Orwell took up the proposal with Warburg on 11 March; see 2926. Prompted by Orwell’s ‘London Letters’ to Partisan Review, Serge asked whether anyone in England might care to publish such letters from Mexico about Latin America.

He also commented on Animal Farm and Orwell’s ‘London Letter’ of December 1944: ‘I have heard of your success with a wonderful novel about a zoological revolution.… Your letters to PR were true models of the honest and thoughtful information. I was particularly happy to read the letter containing your “confession of errors”, so full of humor and sane philosophy. If the militants of leftist movements had a little of this spirit, the rev. leftism of to day would not be in this painful state of sclerosis.’

Serge wrote again on 21 March, in French, and acknowledged a letter from Orwell of 14 March; this has not been traced. He expected to send Orwell his manuscript—‘un gros livre’—in a few days’ time, and he hoped Orwell would write a preface in order to introduce the book to English readers. He also mentioned Les Derniers temps (published in Montreal in 1946; in Paris, c. 1951) and said he would like to talk to Orwell about a major novel set in Moscow in 1938 which he proposed to write.






2929. To the Secretary, Freedom Defence Committee (George Woodcock)

14 March 1946 Handwritten

27B Canonbury Square

Islington N.1.

Dear George,

I am still sick in bed, but somewhat better. I enclose those papers I told you about, ie. from the man who has married a German woman & wants to get her back to England.1

I don’t know whether we can do anything, & I didn’t write to him in too encouraging a strain, but I told him:

a. That we would forward his application to the proper quarter, &

b. That we would find out for him how the ruling now stands about German-born wives of British soldiers.

I suppose we shall be able to do this much?

Please excuse handwriting—I’m still more or less lying down.

Yours

Geo. Orwell




2930. Classics reviewed: The Martyrdom of Man

Tribune 15 March 1946

If one were obliged to write a history of the world, would it be better to record the true facts, so far as one could discover them, or would it be better simply to make the whole thing up? The answer is not so self-evident as it appears. The purpose of anyone who writes the history of any large epoch must necessarily be to impose a pattern on events, or at least to discover a pattern, and for that purpose a sound general theory, or even an instinctive grasp of probability, might be more useful than a mountain of learning. A history constructed imaginatively would never be right about any single event, but it might come nearer to essential truth than a mere compilation of names and dates in which no one statement was demonstrably untrue.

One feels this strongly with that queer, unhonoured masterpiece, Winwood Reade’s The Martyrdom of Man.1 Not, of course, that Reade was simply making his history up. In a way, indeed, he was reasserting the value of empirical knowledge as against tradition and authority, since his main aim was to attack current religious beliefs, and his method of doing so was to insist on the known facts, including New Testament texts which orthodox believers prefer to forget about. Again, he was ready to take over large blocks of information from specialists in various fields, and in his preface to the book he indicates some of his sources, stating plainly that “there is scarcely anything in this work which I can claim as my own. I have taken not only facts and ideas, but phrases and even paragraphs, from other writers.” And yet his book is essentially a work of imagination and not merely a record of events. He did not, perhaps, start out with a preconceived idea of the pattern of history, but by his reading and his travels he believes that he has found the pattern, and once it is found the details drop into place. The book is a kind of vision, or epic, inspired by the conception of progress. Man is Prometheus: he has stolen the fire and been terribly punished for it, but in the end he will turn the gods out of heaven and the reign of reason will begin.

In spite of its clear and powerful writing, The Martyrdom of Man is not a well-arranged book. It is somewhat uncouthly divided into four main parts, headed War, Religion, Liberty and Intellect, which are supposed to summarise the main stages of human development, and the fourth section partly recapitulates what has been said earlier. And of course it is inclined to be lopsided, as any attempt at universal history probably always must be. For a European it is almost impossible not to think of “the world” as meaning the fringes of the Mediterranean and the Atlantic, and neither India nor China enter[s] much into Reade’s scheme of things. Neither do England, Russia or South America. The centre of the world, as he sees it, is Egypt and the countries of the Middle East, and he is at his best in dealing with the slave empires of antiquity and the rise of the Semitic religions. Take this typical passage:


“Rome lived upon its principal till ruin stared it in the face. Industry is the only true source of wealth, and there was no industry in Rome. By day the Ostia road was crowded with carts and muleteers, carrying to the great city the silks and spices of the East, the marble of Asia Minor, the timber of the Atlas, the grain of Africa and Egypt; and the carts brought out nothing but loads of dung. That was their return cargo.”



In the mingled qualities of this passage—its irony, its air of assured knowledge, its insistence on the importance of economic processes, and alongside with this its retention of picturesqueness—one can see, I think, the reason for Reade’s popular appeal. People felt that for once they were getting history from someone who knew all the facts and yet was not a professor—not a hanger-on of the upper classes and the Established Church. Reade has no resemblance to the dry-as-dust “economic historian.” The romantic, pageant-like side of history, the swelling sails of the Phoenician galleys, the brass shields of the Roman soldiers, the knights, the castles, the tournaments, and the resounding names—Caesar, Alexander, Hannibal, Nebuchadnezzar, Charlemagne—it is all present in his work, but somehow with a new slant, as though he were saying all the while: “Just look at it like this, and it all falls into place.” An outstanding quality of the book is its masterly handling of time. History is made to flow: great epochs are summarised in a paragraph, Egyptians merge into Persians, Persians into Greeks, Greeks into Romans, barbarism fades into feudalism, feudalism into capitalism, in such a way that one seems to see it streaming past like a panorama, with its essential principles laid bare and yet with its colour and much of its detail retained.

In the introduction to the Thinker’s Library edition (Watts, 2/6) Mr. J. M. Robertson points out that The Martyrdom of Man is remarkable


“at once for its continuous impact on two generations of readers and for its steady success in the face of a bitterly or contemptuously hostile literary and newspaper press. Without a word of respectable literary approval, without an advertisement by the publishers, it made its way from the year of publication, and it has gone on selling for more than sixty years, edition following edition up to the present.”



The book is, as it were, unofficial history. Reade was aiming at the emancipated, at people not frightened of the truth, but his book was essentially a popular one, repudiating almost from its first pages the values of bourgeois society. One may guess that its deepest appeal, as well as the reason for the hostility of the Press, lay in its humanist interpretation of Christianity. In 1872, when the book was published, it needed courage to take this line, but it still seemed a revolutionary book forty or fifty years later. I well remember its effect on me when I first read it at the age of about seventeen. When I came upon Reade’s description of the typical Hebrew prophet, and saw the words “As soon as he received his mission he ceased to wash,” I felt profoundly, ‘’This man is on my side.” Then I went on and read Reade’s examination of the character of Jesus. It was a curiously liberating experience. Here was somebody who neither accepted Jesus as the Son of God, nor, as was the fashion at that time, as a Great Moral Teacher, but simply presented him as a fallible human being like any other—a noble character on the whole, but with serious faults, and, in any case, only one of a long line of very similar Jewish fanatics. Not till a century after his death, said Reade, did various pagan legends belonging to Osiris and Apollo become attached to him.

Was this a true explanation? I did not know then, and do not know now. One would have to be a specialist to give an opinion. But at least Reade’s account of the life of Jesus could be a true one, whereas the version that was thrust upon me by my schoolmasters outraged common sense. Reade was an emancipating writer because he seemed to speak as man to man, to resolve history into an intelligible pattern in which there was no need for miracles. Even if he was wrong, he was grown-up.

Although it is inspired by the concept of progress, and although it has influenced the Left-Wing movement over two generations, one ought not to regard The Martyrdom of Man as a Socialist book. Reade had been much influenced by the Darwinian theory of the struggle for survival, and in some ways his outlook is distinctly reactionary. He explicitly declares his disbelief in Socialism, is convinced of the valuable effects of commercial competition, thinks that imperialism should be encouraged, and seems to regard orientals as natural inferiors. He also toys with the dangerous idea that there are different orders of truth and that a false belief should sometimes not be exploded if it is socially valuable. But he says some very prescient things—he says, for instance, that Communism, if established, might harden into a caste system, which was a penetrating remark to make in 1871—and he sees clearly that human equality cannot be realised except at a high level of mechanical civilisation. His objectives are such as most Socialists would accept, although his attitude towards existing society is not. He is a sort of irregular ally of the Socialist movement, fighting chiefly on the religious front. Many thousands of working-class readers must have disagreed with some of his conclusions and yet felt that they had a good friend in this scholar who had turned against the priests, and so could make the past not only intelligible but also alive.




2931. To Anne Popham

15 March 1946 Typewritten

27 B Canonbury Square

Islington N 1

Dear Andie,1

I call you that because it is what I have heard other people call you—I don’t know what you like to be called, really. It must be nearly a fortnight since you left. I would have written earlier, but I have been ill all this week with something called gastritis. I think a word like that tells you a lot about the medical profession. If you have a pain in your belly it is called gastritis, if it is in your head I suppose it would be called cephalitis and so on. Any way it is quite an unpleasant thing to have, but I am somewhat better and got up for the first time today. Richard has been quite offensively well and prancing all over the place. I have at last got one of those pens that don’t have any ink in them,2 so I have been able to suppress the inkpot, which he had got hold of three times in the last week or two. He has got a new waterproof cape in which he looks quite dashing, and when we go away for the summer he is going to have his first pair of boots.

I wonder what sort of journey you had and how bearable it is in Germany now. I think in that sort of life a lot depends on having a vehicle of your own and being able to get away from the others a bit. Write and tell me what it is like and any bits of gossip you hear about what the Germans are saying about us now. I think you said you would be back in England in July. I’m not sure where we shall be by then—I intend to get out of London for the whole summer, but we haven’t yet fixed where. I have definitely arranged to drop all journalistic work for 6 months and am pining for that time to start. I’ve still got a few ghastly jobs, ie. outside my routine, ones, hanging over my head, and being ill like this puts everything back. The rubbishy feature I was writing for the BBC got finished at last, but I now have to write a pamphlet for the British Council on English cookery. I don’t know why I was such a fool as to let myself in for it—however it will be quite short so I can probably knock it off in a week.3 After that I haven’t any actual tripe to write. When I get away I am going to start on a novel. It is 6 years or so since I wrote any such thing and it will probably be an awful job to start, but I think with six clear months I could break the back of it.

I wonder if you were angry or surprised when I sort of made advances to you that night before you went away. You don’t have to respond—what I mean is, I wouldn’t be angry if you didn’t respond. I didn’t know till you told me about your young man.41 thought you looked lonely and unhappy, and I thought it just conceivable you might come to take an interest in me, partly because I imagined you were a little older than you are. But I fully realise that I’m not suited to someone like you who is young and pretty and can still expect to get something out of life. There isn’t really anything left in my life except my work and seeing that Richard gets a good start. It is only that I feel so desperately alone sometimes. I have hundreds of friends, but no woman who takes an interest in me and can encourage me. Write and tell me what you think about all this. Of course it’s absurd a person like me wanting to make love to someone of your age. I do want to, but, if you understand, I wouldn’t be offended or even hurt if you simply say no. Any way, write and tell me what you feel.

I wonder if there is anything I can do for you or send you. Are there any books you want? Or any papers? Would you like to be sent “Tribune,” for instance? I should think some of your brother officers wouldn’t approve of it much. Talking of books I have been able to get some of Henry Miller’s books again—they seem to be reprinting them in Paris and a few copies get into this country illegally. I don’t know what else of interest has appeared lately. Nearly all the books I get to review are such trash one doesn’t know what to say about them. Would you like to be sent “Polemic?” The third number is supposed to appear towards the end of April, but lord knows whether it will, as there is always some mess-up about the printing. They now have some wild scheme of printing it in Eire, but then one might bump up against the censorship. Write to me soon and tell me whether there is anything you would like, and how you are getting on, and what you feel about things.

Yours

Geo. Orwell

P.S. I am not sure how to stamp this letter, but I suppose threepence is right?




2932. To Arthur Koestler

16 March 1946 Typewritten

27 B Canonbury Square

Islington

London N 1

Dear Arthur,

I have been very ill all this week (something vaguely called gastritis, which means something wrong with your belly—I suppose if it was your head they would call it cephalitis and so on), and have only just got out of bed. While I was still in bed an American called Henson1 came to see me and tell me about an American organisation along partly the same lines as our own, with which we obviously should be affiliated. I enclose herewith a sheet of their notepaper, on which you can see who is sponsoring it, and also a copy of a memorandum on Anglo-American relations which he left with me. The purpose of the International Rescue and Relief Committee,2 as I understand it, is to assist victims of totalitarianism, particularly in such matters as giving relief to destitute people, helping politica[l] refugees to get out of totalitarian territory, etc. He impressed upon me that this is very definitely a non-Stalinist organisation, that they know all about the Stalinists’ ways and are keeping them out of it, and that the organisation is anti-Stalinist to the extent that the people they assist are largely Trotskyists etc. They appear to have considerable funds at their disposal and are therefore able to help people in a solid way. The organisation to which the other enclosed draft refers, the UDA,3 is, I gather, in some sort of loose tie-up with the IRRC, but I understood him to say that Stalinists or fellow-travellers have not been completely excluded from that one.

He asked me about our organisation, and I told him how far it had got and who was associated with it. He will be very interested to get any particulars about our meeting at Easter.4 He was going to see various people in the Labour Party before proceeding to Paris. I gather that he will be in Paris for some time and can be written to at the address he has written on the attached (Blvd. des Capucines). Obviously these are the sort of people we should keep in close touch with, as it is all more or less up the same street.

I told him that as soon as we had anything definite to go upon we should circularise suitable American intellectuals and publicists, and he gave me two addresses which I did not know. One is Bertram Wolfe,5 whose pamphlets you have perhaps seen. Another is Bert Jolis,6 whom you probably don’t know but who is very much of our way of thinking. I add the address of Victor Serge from whom I heard recently. I suppose you or somebody is beginning to file suitable addresses. Obviously we should have comprehensive lists of sympathisers in all countries.

Bertram Wolfe

68 Montague Street

Brooklyn, New York.

Bert Jolis

270 West End Avenue

New York City.

Victor Serge

V. Paderewski

Hermosillo 19

Dep. 5

Mexico D.F.

I won’t write more now because I still feel a bit sick.7

Yours

George




2933. Dwight Macdonald to Orwell

17 March 1946

Dear George—

Thanks for your letter of Jan. 3 [see 2839], with its interesting sidelights on “Animal Farm.” The enclosed, sent in by a reader, will interest you.1 The paper is some small-town sheet, never heard of it. Shows the fame of your books has even penetrated the provinces. Don’t bother to return clip.… Of course it’s OK for you to include Miss Blandish in your book.… I do hope you find time to do “An American Reverie”—idea of contrasting comics with your own boyhood’s American books is a good one.2 But I can sympathise with your busy-ness,º since I myself am absurdly overburdened.… I didn’t get #1 of Polemic, but #2 came (we are now exchanging regularly); your piece much best thing in it;3 shall wait for other issues before venturing any general opinion.… I’ve got a review of “Animal Farm” in next issue, by the way.… David Martin4 did call, but found me out, and we never did make connections. Sorry.… I liked your review of the Yogi and the Commissar in “Commonwealth Review”;5 point you made about the idea of Progress closely parallels something I’m developing at length in “The Root Is Man”6—this notion of Progress more and more seems to me the cause of much bad thinking (and worse acting) on the left today.

Regards to you,

[Unsigned]




2934. To Leonard Moore

20 March 1946 Typewritten

27 B Canonbury Square

Islington

London N 1

Dear Moore,

It seems that Monsieur d’Harcourt’s address (I don’t by the way know his Christian name) is

              52 Avenue de Saxe

              Paris I5eme.

It might be worth getting in touch with him just in case a further translation is made at any time.1 I suppose by the way that I shall see proofs of these French translations that are being made? From the correspondence I had with the man translating “Burmese Days” I could see that his English was not perfect, and I notice that there are mistakes in the Portuguese translation of “Animal Farm,” though not anything to matter. I can’t of course judge style in a foreign language, but I would probably not let a mistranslation past me in French, so I might as well see the proofs if it can be arranged.

Metro Goldwyn Mayer have sort of made overtures to me and I am going to see their representative on Friday. I don’t suppose it will come to anything. I would not want to write anything for the films, but of course I don’t object to letting them have options on books if they are willing to pay for it. If they make any kind of offer I will put them in touch with you.

Is it possible to arrange to get the press cuttings on the American editions when they come out?

Yours sincerely

Eric Blair




2935. To Alan Moray Williams

20 March 1946 Typewritten

27 B Canonbury Square

Islington

London N 1

Dear Moray Williams,1

I certainly think you are a suitable applicant for the Atlantic Award, and if my recommendation is of any use, you are welcome to it. I have watched your work during the past two years or more and considered that what you were doing, in translating Russian verse and bringing little-known Russian writers to the attention of the British public, was of the greatest value. I also well know that work of that description is not well paid, and it is in my mind that when I was sub-editing “Tribune” we could only afford to pay you ten shillings for the poems you used to translate. One can’t keep alive on that kind of thing, and you are clearly the sort of person who deserves financial help during the early part of his career. I hope your application will come to something.

Yours sincerely

[Signed] Geo. Orwell

George Orwell




2936. To the Secretary, Freedom Defence Committee (George Woodcock)

20 March 1946 Typewritten

27 B Canonbury Square

Islington

London N 1

Dear George,

Thanks for yours. I enclose a further communication from the chap in Germany.1 It seems I got it wrong—it isn’t that he wants to bring his wife back but wants leave to marry her. However as it must have been in his letter I suppose you forwarded the application correctly.

The other day I discovered with some dismay that I am speaking next Tuesday (26th) at the anti-Franco meeting.2 I hadn’t known this. Was it you who arranged this show? I merely want to know what aspect I am supposed to deal with (there are several speakers) and how long I am to go on for.

Yours

Geo. Orwell




2937. John Middleton Murry to Orwell

20 March 1946


Dear George Orwell,

While the war was on I didn’t feel it was right to embarrass you by asking you to write for The Adelphi. But now I feel free to do so again. Or at any rate the embarrassment is no longer ideological: simply and straightforwardly financial. You can get twenty times as much for anything you write for The Adelphi from other quarters.

Nevertheless, I think you are one of the few people who will not let that make any difference. After reading your “Critical Essays” twice, I feel it would be lamentable if I could not persuade you to resume writing for The Adelphi1—if only because our fundamental values are the same.

I don’t want to press you to do anything you can’t afford to do. But could you not write something for The Adelphi every six months: i.e. in every other issue?2

Yours ever

J. Middleton Murry

P.S. I agreed with you that Koestler’s last novel showed a falling-off: or rather an unresolved conflict. But it didn’t seem to me that you justified your criticism of his “fundamental hedonism”. I don’t say it isn’t true. But you didn’t demonstrate that it was. And the conclusion of the essay struck me as an over-simplification. Since it was the only one that left me in a condition of vague dissatisfaction—as though I had been cheated—I thought it worth saying.






2938. George Kopp to Orwell

20 March 1946


George Kopp, Orwell’s former commander in Spain (and to whom he was now indirectly related following Kopp’s marriage to Doreen O’Shaughnessy, half-sister to Dr. Gwen O’Shaugnessy, widow of Eileen Blair’s brother), invited Orwell (with or without Richard and Susan Watson) to spend some time at his farm, Toftcombs, Biggar, Lanarkshire, in a letter dated 20 March 1946. He could make a Jeep available and ‘I could give you some rabbit shooting (legal now), and any amount of poaching, inclusiveº trout and salmon in the Tweed.…’






2939. ‘The Voyage of the “Beagle”’

Radio Times, 22 March 1946


George Orwell, writer of the script, introduces the second programme in the series ‘Voyages of Discovery,’ to be broadcast on Friday evening at 9.30 in the Home Services.



Towards the end of 1831 the little H. M.S. Beagle, a ten-gun brig of some 240 tons, sailed from Plymouth for South America on a five-years voyage, during which she was to survey the coasts of Patagonia and Chile, and make a chain of chronometric readings round the world. It had been decided to include a naturalist in the expedition and the choice had fallen on Charles Darwin, then a young man of twenty-three and later to become world-famous by reason of the evolutionary theory he put forward in The Origin of Species.º

Darwin’s account of the voyage—the title he gave to it is A Naturalist’s Voyage Round the World—has long been a favourite among travel books and has often been reprinted. More recently his unpublished letters and notebooks have been edited by his granddaughter, Lady Barlow,1 and besides giving us fresh information about his character and background they throw important light on his intellectual development. Friday’s programme is based largely on these letters.

It is now known that Darwin’s evolutionary theory had formed in his mind many years earlier than he committed it to print, and that his experiences on board the Beagle played an important part in giving it shape. The fact specially brought out by Lady Barlow’s researches is the effect on Darwin of his association with Captain Fitzroy, the commander of the ship. Fitzroy was in his way almost as unusual a man as Darwin. He was what we should now call a fundamentalist—that is, a believer in the literal truth of the entire Scriptures—and part of his purpose in making the voyage was to gather scientific evidence which would, as he hoped, confirm the account of the Creation contained in the Book of Genesis. Up to that time Darwin had not seen any reason for questioning the accepted religious beliefs of his time—indeed, he intended to enter the Church after returning from the voyage—and it seems likely that it was his conversations with Fitzroy that sowed the first doubts in his mind.

The two men formed a strange friendship which lasted, in spite of frequent quarrels, throughout life. Fitzroy violently disapproved of Darwin’s opinions, and his own beliefs grew more rigid as the years went on. Even during the voyage they had some bitter quarrels, for Fitzroy was at no time an easy man to get on with. But they respected and admired one another, and it was due to Fitzroy’s obligingness, as well as his fine seamanship, that Darwin was able to visit places where few Europeans at that date had set foot.

As the Beagle cruised slowly up and down the coasts of South America, Darwin spent many months in expeditions on shore—in the Brazilian forests, on the pampas of Argentina and Uruguay, in the stony deserts of Patagonia, and on the slopes of the Andes. He describes the wild Gauchos of the pampas, the degraded savages of Tierra del Fuego, the llamas, the ostriches, the armadillos, the vampire bats, the enormous tortoises of the Galapagos Islands. In spite of its rather clumsy style of writing, A Naturalist’s Voyage Round the World is one of the most engaging of travel books, partly because South America was at that date almost an unknown continent, but still more because of Darwin’s eager, almost childlike cast of mind. He is interested in everything he sees, human or animal, and even in the most unpromising subjects—as in his well-known book on earthworms—he manages to pass his enthusiasm on to the reader.

But the most interesting feature of A Naturalist’s Voyage is the gradual growth of his evolutionary theory, which one can observe especially in the later chapters. He himself said years afterwards that the voyage of the Beagle had been the foundation of his whole career. In the radio programme the intellectual struggle and the physical adventure are woven together, and the strange, unhappy Captain Fitzroy gets due recognition for his share in Darwin’s development.




2940. In Front of Your Nose

Tribune, 22 March 1946

Many recent statements in the press have declared that it is almost, if not quite, impossible for us to mine as much coal as we need for home and export purposes, because of the impossibility of inducing a sufficient number of miners to remain in the pits. One set of figures which I saw last week estimated the annual “wastage” of mineworkers at 60,000 and the annual intake of new workers at 10,000. Simultaneously with this—and sometimes in the same column of the same paper—there have been statements that it would be undesirable to make use of Poles or Germans because this might lead to unemployment in the coal industry. The two utterances do not always come from the same sources, but there must certainly be many people who are capable of holding these totally contradictory ideas in their heads at a single moment.

This is merely one example of a habit of mind which is extremely widespread, and perhaps always has been. Bernard Shaw, in the preface to Androcles and the Lion, cites as another example the first chapter of the Gospel of Matthew, which starts off by establishing the descent of Joseph, father of Jesus, from Abraham. In the first verse, Jesus is described as “the son of David, the son of Abraham,” and the genealogy is then followed up through fifteen verses: then, in the next verse but one, it is explained that as a matter of fact Jesus was not descended from Abraham, since he was not the son of Joseph. This, says Shaw, presents no difficulty to a religious believer, and he names as a parallel case the rioting in the East End of London by the partisans of the Tichborne Claimant, who declared that a British working-man was being done out of his rights.1

Medically, I believe, this manner of thinking is called schizophrenia: at any rate, it is the power of holding simultaneously two beliefs which cancel out. Closely allied to it is the power of ignoring facts which are obvious and unalterable, and which will have to be faced sooner or later. It is especially in our political thinking that these vices flourish. Let me take a few sample subjects out of the hat. They have no organic connection with each other: they are merely cases, taken almost at random, of plain, unmistakable facts being shirked by people who in another part of their mind are aware of those facts.

Hong Kong. For years before the war everyone with knowledge of Far Eastern conditions knew that our position in Hong Kong was untenable and that we should lose it as soon as a major war started. This knowledge, however, was intolerable, and government after government continued to cling to Hong Kong instead of giving it back to the Chinese. Fresh troops were even pushed into it, with the certainty that they would be uselessly taken prisoner, a few weeks before the Japanese attack began. Then war came, and Hong Kong promptly fell—as everyone had known all along that it would do.

Conscription. For years before the war, nearly all enlightened people were in favour of standing up to Germany: the majority of them were also against having enough armaments to make such a stand effective. I know very well the arguments that are put forward in defence of this attitude; some of them are justified, but in the main they are simply forensic excuses. As late as 1939, the Labour Party voted against conscription, a step which probably played its part in bringing about the Russo-German pact and certainly had a disastrous effect on morale in France. Then came 1940, and we nearly perished for lack of a large, efficient army, which we could only have had if we had introduced conscription at least three years earlier.

The Birth Rate. Twenty or twenty-five years ago, contraception and enlightenment were held to be almost synonymous. To this day, the majority of people argue—the argument is variously expressed, but always boils down to more or less the same thing—that large families are impossible for economic reasons. At the same time, it is widely known that the birth-rate is highest among the low-standard nations, and, in our own population, highest among the worst-paid groups. It is also argued that a smaller population would mean less unemployment and more comfort for everybody, while on the other hand it is well established that a dwindling and aging population is faced with calamitous and perhaps insoluble economic problems. Necessarily the figures are uncertain, but it is quite possible that in only 70 years our population will amount to about eleven millions, over half of whom will be Old Age Pensioners. Since, for complex reasons, most people don’t want large families, the frightening facts can exist somewhere or other in their consciousness, simultaneously known and not known.

U.N.O. In order to have any efficacy whatever, a world organisation must be able to override big States as well as small ones. It must have power to inspect and limit armaments, which means that its officials must have access to every square inch of every country. It must also have at its disposal an armed force bigger than any other armed force and responsible only to the organisation itself. The two or three great States that really matter have never even pretended to agree to any of these conditions, and they have so arranged the constitution of U.N.O. that their own actions cannot even be discussed. In other words, U.N.O.’s usefulness as an instrument of world peace is nil. This was just as obvious before it began functioning as it is now. Yet only a few months ago millions of well-informed people believed that it was going to be a success.

There is no use in multiplying examples. The point is that we are all capable of believing things which we know to be untrue, and then, when we are finally proved wrong, impudently twisting the facts so as to show that we were right. Intellectually, it is possible to carry on this process for an indefinite time: the only check on it is that sooner or later a false belief bumps up against solid reality, usually on a battlefield.

When one looks at the all-prevailing schizophrenia of democratic societies, the lies that have to be told for vote-catching purposes, the silence about major issues, the distortions of the press, it is tempting to believe that in totalitarian countries there is less humbug, more facing of the facts. There, at least, the ruling groups are not dependent on popular favour and can utter the truth crudely and brutally. Goering could say “Guns before butter,” while his democratic opposite numbers had to wrap the same sentiment up in hundreds of hypocritical words.

Actually, however, the avoidance of reality is much the same everywhere, and has much the same consequences. The Russian people were taught for years that they were better off than everybody else, and propaganda posters showed Russian families sitting down to abundant meals while the proletariat of other countries starved in the gutter. Meanwhile the workers in the western countries were so much better off than those of the U.S.S.R. that non-contact between Soviet citizens and outsiders had to be a guiding principle of policy. Then, as a result of the war, millions of ordinary Russians penetrated far into Europe, and when they return home the original avoidance of reality will inevitably be paid for in frictions of various kinds. The Germans and the Japanese lost the war quite largely because their rulers were unable to see facts which were plain to any dispassionate eye.

To see what is in front of one’s nose needs a constant struggle. One thing that helps towards it is to keep a diary, or, at any rate, to keep some kind of record of one’s opinions about important events. Otherwise, when some particularly absurd belief is exploded by events, one may simply forget that one ever held it. Political predictions are usually wrong, but even when one makes a correct one, to discover why one was right can be very illuminating. In general, one is only right when either wish or fear coincides with reality. If one recognises this, one cannot, of course, get rid of one’s subjective feelings, but one can to some extent insulate them from one’s thinking and make predictions cold-bloodedly, by the book of arithmetic. In private life most people are fairly realistic. When one is making out one’s weekly budget, two and two invariably make four. Politics, on the other hand, is a sort of subatomic or non-Euclidean world where it is quite easy for the part to be greater than the whole or for two objects to be in the same place simultaneously. Hence the contradictions and absurdities I have chronicled above, all finally traceable to a secret belief that one’s political opinions, unlike the weekly budget, will not have to be tested against solid reality.




2941. To Arthur Koestler

22 March 1946 Typewritten, with handwritten postscript

27 B Canonbury Square

Islington

London N 1

Dear Arthur,

The manchester evening News want to know whether, when I stop my reviewing for them (ie. end of April), you would like to take over my job for 6 months. I told them I didn’t think it was awfully likely you would, but that I would ask you. It’s rather hackwork, but it’s a regular 8 guineas a week (that is what they pay me—I expect you could get a bit more out of them) for about 900 words, in which one can say more or less what one likes. The chief bore is reading the books; on the other hand one gets out of this from time to time by doing general articles or dealing with reprints which one knows already. One retains the second rights. You might let me know as soon as possible if this idea has any attraction for you, as otherwise they will have to scout round for someone else.

Love to Mamaine.

Yours

George

P.S. I’ve contacted Malory Brown1 who thinks he will probably be able to come up at Easter. I’m going to have lunch with him on April 3rd & talk it over. Meanwhile could you let me know exactly what date he should come up to your place?


Koestler replied on 23 March. He decided not to take on the work for the Manchester Evening News—‘for once I shall let puritanism get the upper hand over hedonism (dig),’ a reference to Orwell’s statement that there is ‘a well-marked hedonistic strain in his writings’ in the penultimate paragraph of Orwell’s essay on Koestler. Koestler assumed that Celia Kirwan (twin sister of Mamaine, Koestler’s wife) had told Orwell ‘of the latest developments on the Humphrey-Rodney front.’ (Humphrey Slater edited Polemic; Rodney Phillips was its financial backer.) These developments had led to the withdrawal of financial support for the proposed Easter conference, so that Koestler had had to cancel the rooms that had been booked. He had wired Manès Sperber (1905–1984) not to come, for otherwise Koestler and Orwell would have ‘had to fork out about £100.’ If there were to be any progress in getting their organisation off the ground, they must win the support of Hulton and Gollancz.

In a letter to the TLS, 24January 1992 (p. 15), Dan Sperber said that his father, ‘though raised in a Hassidic family, refused to do his Bar Mitzvah at the age of thirteen, went to Alfred Adler when Freud was the fashion in Vienna, became a Communist against Adler’s insistence, left the Communist Party [which he had joined in 1927] in 1937 when this meant for him ostracism and destitution, became an active left-wing anti-Communist at a time when the Left in France was dominated by the Communists, and anti-Communism was dominated by the Right, and, shortly before his death, again went against the current by attacking the pacifists in his Frankfurt Peace Prize Acceptance speech.’ Sperber’s novel, The Burned Bramble (New York, 1951; in England, The Wind and the Flame) was described by Time as belonging to ‘the select company of those novels which have best explained why and how the good Communists became dead ones’ and likened it to Koestler’s Darkness at Noon and Victor Serge’s The Case of Comrade Tulayev. It was the first of a trilogy; the second novel, To Dusty Death (1952), was dedicated to Koestler. He also wrote The Achilles Heel (1959), much of which was concerned with ‘The Police Conception of History,’ and an autobiography, All Our Yesterdays (3 vols.; in German, 1974–77; in English, 1987–91).






2942. To Leonard Moore

22 March 1946 Typewritten

27 B Canonbury Square

Islington

London N 1

Dear Moore,

Some people in Brussellsº have written asking whether they can publish “Animal Farm,” ie. a translation, as a “feuilleton” in a monthly review.1 I think you said in another letter that those French publishers only have the rights for the translation in book form, so possibly this might be worth following up. I don’t suppose they have much money, though. They seem to be connected with “Les Cahiers Socialistes,” which so far as I remember is a very obscure paper. I have given them your address and if they are still interested they will write to you. The name and address of the man who wrote to me are

            J. Moreau

            11 Avenue Brillat-Savarin

            Brussels.

Yes, it was only proofs of French translations that I wanted to see, unless later anything of mine is done into Spanish. I know how bad French translations generally are, and I could probably cut out a number of mistakes. It doesn’t matter so much with “Animal Farm,” but they are sure to make a lot of mistakes with the other two.

I saw the Metro Goldwyn-Mayerº people, but it was all very tentative. I told them which of my books I thought might be filmable. When their agent is back in England in the autumn I am going to see her again, and by that time I may have a wad of another novel to show her, but I didn’t wish to talk about this book2 before starting on it.

Yours sincerely

Eric Blair




2943. To Pickfords, Furniture Removers & Storers

23 March 1946


On 26 March 1946, Pickfords, of 17a Cheapside, Luton, Bedfordshire, acknowledged a letter from Orwell of 23 March, which has not been traced. They said that their representative would call at The Stores, Wallington, between 10 and 13 April to assess what was to be removed from there to Jura. On 23 April they collected items from Orwell’s flat in London and went on to Wallington to pick up furniture, china, books, and other items to be conveyed to Craighouse, Jura. The goods were valued at £250. Orwell paid Pickfords £65 and the railway company £42 for the packing and transport as far as Craighouse; he also paid £7.3.8 for insuring his goods as far as Barnhill, making a total of £114.3.8d (plus the cost of conveyance from Craighouse to Barnhill)—more than half the cost of the value of the goods.






2944. Review of The Clash by Arturo Barea

The Observer, 24 March 1946

The third and final volume of Arturo Barea’s autobiography covers the period, 1935–39, and is therefore largely a story of civil war. His private struggle and the failure of his first marriage cannot be separated from the general social tension of which the war was a result; and in his second marriage, which took place about the end of 1937, personal and political motives are even more closely intermingled. The book starts off in a Castilian village and ends up in Paris, but its essential subject is the siege of Madrid.

Mr. Barea was in Madrid from the very start of the war, and remained there almost continuously until vague but irresistible political pressures drove him out of the country in the summer of 1938. He saw the wild enthusiasm and chaos of the early period, the expropriations, the massacres, the bombing and shelling of the almost helpless city, the gradual restoration of order, the three-sided struggle for power between the common people, the bureaucracy, and the foreign Communists. For about two years he held an important post in the Foreign Press Censorship, and for a while he delivered the “Voice of Madrid” broadcasts, which scored a considerable success in Latin America. Before the war he had been an engineer employed in the Patent Office, a would-be writer who had not actually written anything, a believing Catholic disgusted by the Spanish Church, and a temperamental Anarchist with no close political affiliations. But it is most of all his peasant origin that fits him to describe the war from a specifically Spanish point of view.

At the beginning fearful things happened. Mr. Barea describes the storming of the Madrid barracks, the flinging of live people out of upper windows, the revolutionary tribunals, the execution ground where the corpses lay about for days. Earlier, in describing the condition of the peasants and the behaviour of the landlords in the little village where he used to spend his week-ends, he has indicated part of the reason for these barbarities. His work in the Censorship Department, although he realised it to be useful and necessary, was a struggle first against red tape and then against backstairs intrigues. The censorship was never watertight, because most of the embassies were hostile to the Republic, and the journalists, irked by stupid restrictions—Mr. Barea’s first orders were not to let through “anything which did not indicate a Government victory”—sabotaged in every way they could. Later, when the Republic’s prospects temporarily improved, there was further sabotage of the news at the editorial end, Italian prisoners being tactfully described as “Nationalists” in order to keep up the fiction of non-intervention. Still later the Russians tightened their grip on the Republic, the bureaucrats who had fled when Madrid was in danger came back, and the position of Mr. Barea and his wife was gradually made impossible.

At this period of the war there was a general elbowing-out of those who had borne the brunt in the early months, but there was the added trouble that Mr. Barea’s wife was a Trotskyist. That is to say, she was not a Trotskyist, but she was an Austrian Socialist who had quarrelled with the Communists, which, from the point of view of the political police, came to much the same thing. There were the usual episodes: sudden incursions by the police in the middle of the night, arrest, reinstatement, further arrest—all the peculiar, nightmare atmosphere of a country under divided control, where it is never quite certain who is responsible for what, and even the heads of the Government cannot protect their own subordinates against the secret police.

One thing that this book brings home is how little we have heard about the Spanish civil war from Spaniards. To the Spaniards the war was not a game, as it was to the “Anti-Fascist Writers” who held their congress in Madrid and ate banquets against a background of starvation. Mr. Barea had to look on helplessly at the intrigues of the foreign Communists, the antics of the English visitors and the sufferings of the Madrid populace, and to do so with a gradually growing certainty that the war was bound to be lost. As he says, the abandonment of Spain by France and Britain meant in practice that Nationalist Spain was dominated by Germany and Republican Spain by the U.S.S.R.: and as the Russians could not then afford to provoke open war with Germany, the Spanish people had to be slowly bombed, shelled and starved into a surrender which could be foreseen as early as the middle of 1937.

Mr. Barea escaped into a France where foreigners got black looks and the man in the street heaved a sigh of relief at the Munich settlement; finally he left France for Britain on the eve of the larger war. This is an exceptional book, and the middle section of it must be of considerable historical value.




2945. To Leonard Moore

25 March 1946 Typewritten

27 B Canonbury Square

Islington

London N 1

Dear Moore,

Could you please tell me the name and address of the French publisher who is translating “Animal Farm.” I have forgotten it.

Years ago a Frenchwoman whom I don’t think you know called Madame Davet made, on spec, a translation of “Homage to Catalonia.”1 She now writes to me suggesting that, as Spain is in the news, this might be a possible moment to get it off,2 and asking who is doing “Animal Farm.” It’s a very slender chance but I suppose it’s worth trying. I have never met her nor seen the translation, but she once translated an article of mine and it was not bad.3

Yours sincerely

Eric Blair




2946. Spanish Anti-Fascists

Public Meeting, 26 March 1946


On 15 March 1946, Tribune carried an advertisement for a public meeting to be held at Holborn Hall, London, on Tuesday, 26 March at 7:30 P.M. to demand the release of 226 Spanish Republicans interned in a POW camp at Adlington, near Chorley, Lancashire. According to Freedom Defence Committee Bulletin, No. 2, February–March 1946, ‘These men had taken refuge in France after Franco’s victory and had been detained by the British and American Military Authorities soon after the “liberation” of France. In spite of their anti-Fascist record, they had been taken to Britain and held as prisoners for eighteen months.’ The meeting was also advertised in Freedom—through Anarchism on 9 March 1946. The chairman of the meeting was Fenner Brockway, and the speakers included Orwell, Victor Gollancz, Mrs. E. (Bessie) Braddock, M.P., H. Leicester (sometimes given as Lester) Hutchinson, M.P., ‘and others.’

The Freedom Defence Committee, which had organised the meeting, gave a detailed account of the internment of the Spaniards in its Bulletin, No. 2. The Government intended to send them to France, where many had been used as slave labour by the Nazis during the Occupation and who had, it was claimed, been badly treated by the French government. To make matters worse, Mr. Lawson, the Secretary of State for War, claimed that because the men were wearing German uniforms when arrested, they had been willingly working for the Germans; in fact, they had fought against fascism and were wearing their own clothes, ‘tattered by years of wear in concentration camps.’ The meeting was intended to persuade the British government to permit those who wished to do so to stay in England and allow those who wanted to return to France to leave.

In this, as Bulletin, No. 4, August–September 1946, reported, it was successful. In August 1946 the last forty-two Spaniards at Chorley were allowed to remain in England after ‘some seven and a half years, in French and English concentration camps.’ Work was found for thirty-three in Manchester and for the remainder near Chorley, and friends found them accommodation. For a probable later reference, see 3112, n. 1.

Mrs. Braddock and Leicester Hutchinson had been elected to Parliament in 1945, for Liverpool Exchange and Manchester Rusholme respectively. Hutchinson was expelled from the Labour Party in July 1949 for criticising the party’s foreign policy, and he lost his seat in 1950 when he stood as an Independent Labour candidate.

What Orwell said is not known.






2947. To Leonard Moore

26 March 1946 Typewritten

27 B Canonbury Square

Islington

London N 1

Dear Moore,

A young frenchman has written suggesting that he might translate “Critical Essays.” I cannot remember what the position is about this.1 Did Nagel have a copy of it, or did they only have a copy of “Inside the Whale”? I have given him your address, so I suppose he will communicate with you if still interested.

The woman from Metro-Goldwyn-Mayer whom I saw had not heard of “Animal Farm;” I indicated it to her as a book which might possibly make a film. She said that they have file copies of all books published and that she would get hold of it. But I don’t think there’s any chance of any big film company taking such a book up at this stage. The chance would come if the American edition made a big sale, but even so a book of that kind would be no use as a film unless done intelligently. It would make a Disney film, or better still a puppet film, but that needs intelligent direction and fabulous sums of money. I suppose it is very hard to press anything on the attention of the Disney people. Two or three years ago I sent them the discs of a radio feature (a fairy story)2 which I had written, and which would I think have made a film, but I didn’t even get an acknowledgement.

Yours sincerely

Eric Blair




2948. Francis A. Henson to Orwell

26 March 1946


Henson (See 2932, n. 1), a representative of the International Rescue and Relief Committee in Europe, wrote to Orwell initially to inveigh against ‘a stupid review … if I ever saw a stupid review’ of Orwell’s Critical Essays in The Socialist Review, but primarily to outline plans for distributing food from the United States through German trade-union organisations. He was endeavouring to ensure that those who might help facilitate this work—such as Orwell, Cyril Connolly, and Humphrey Slater, and, among politicians, Jennie Lee, Dennis Healey, and Michael Foot—should know what was being done and would then give what help they could. Food and money could not be sent out of England at this time; Dalton, the Chancellor of the Exchequer, was opposed to giving more financial help. Sheba Strunsky, the Executive Secretary, said that Koestler had been helped by the Committee when he was in Marseilles. Henson wished to know whether Koestler would undertake a lecture tour in the United States under the Committee’s auspices.

Henson’s letter was sent from Paris on the letterhead of the Committee’s ‘Bureau en France.’ On the Comité de Patronage were Pablo Casals, André Gide, and Edmond Vermeil.






2949. Yvonne Davet to Orwell

22 March 1946


Cher Monsieur Orwell,

Le plaisir que j’ai éprouvé à recevoir une lettre de vous a été bien attristé en apprenant le grand malheur qui vous a frappé. Je suis heureuse qu’un petit enfant soit là pour vous être une joie, sinon une consolation. Il est à un âge exquis et bien intéressant et doit bien vous occuper.

Heureuse qu’on publie en France “Burmese Days”.

Ce que vous me dites des éditeurs français ne me surprend pas — et je pense qu’il est inutile, n’est-ce pas? que j’aille voir Nagel en sujet de “Hommage à la Catalogne”? Je crains bien qu’aucun éditeur français ne consente à se compromettre en publiant un livre où il est dit du mal des communistes!

C’est dommage! Je viens de remettre la main sur une copie de ma traduction; je suis en train de la relire et de la corriger à nouveau. Ce récit mériterait d’être publié, et en ce moment où la question de l’Espagne revient au premier plan de l’actualité, ne devrions-nous pas tenter encore une fois notre chance? Et si nous nous adressions à cet éditeur — courageux! — de Monaco? Quel est son nom, son adresse? Ou peut-être vaudrait-il mieux que ce soit vous qui lui en glissiez d’abord un mot? Qu’en pensez-vous? Il faudrait se dépêcher, pendant que l’Espagne est à l’ordre du jour.

Est-ce que vous réservez la traduction de tous vos livres à venir au traducteur de “Burmese Days”?

Vous me ferez plaisir en me faisant connaître vite le roman que vous écrivez cet été.

Pour l’instant, je suis très occupée par la préparation d’un livre que m’a confiée André Gide.

Mais ensuite, je traduirais volontiers — de préférence un roman — ou plus exactement: une œuvre belle littérairement et par la vérité de l’observation. Je n’ai plus envie de traduire rien de politique.

Parce que la politique à présent m’assomme et me dégoûte. Je viens de connaître de février 42 à juin 45 vingt-sept mois, hors de France,1 de vie de brute et d’horreurs. J’ai envie à présent de respirer-d’admirer et de servir ce qui est beau et justifie l’existence de l’humanité —en attendant les effets de la seconde bombe atomique! Quant à m’enrégimenter dans un parti, ah! non!

Avez-vous lu le livre de Koestler, “Darkness at noon” je crois, publié en France sous le titre “Le Zéro et l’infini” — Je trouve ce livre remarquable à tous points de vue. Je suis en train de lire son “Spartacus” — Je regrette de n’avoir pas lu son “Testament espagnol” — mais ce livre est introuvable à présent, je pense.

Les bonnes nouvelles que vous me donnez de Georges Kopp m’ont fait plaisir aussi. Oui, je l’ai connu à Paris — et j’ai gardé de lui un bon souvenir, bien que nous nous soyons chamaillés à la fin!! Il fait dire que j’étais bien nerveuse à cette époque et, vivant trop seule, peu sociable!

Avec mes sentiments sincères d’amitié.

Y. Davet




Translation

The pleasure I felt in receiving a letter from you turned to sadness when I learnt the great misfortune which has overtaken you. I am glad you have a young child to be a joy if not a consolation to you. He is at a delightful and very interesting age, and must keep you busy.

I am glad they are going to publish Burmese Days in France.

I’m not surprised at what you say about French publishers, and I think it’s useless for me to go and see Nagel about Homage to Catalonia, isn’t it? I am afraid that no French publisher will agree to compromise himself by publishing a book which speaks ill of the Communists!

It is a pity! I have just found a copy of my translation; I’m now reading it through again and correcting it once more. The narrative would be worth publishing, and at the moment, when the question of Spain is coming back into the headlines, why shouldn’t we try our luck once again? Shouldn’t we approach the (brave) publisher in Monaco? What is his name and address? Or perhaps it would be better for you to whisper a word in his ear first? What do you think? We’ll have to hurry, while Spain is still in the news.

Are you reserving the translation of all your future books for the translator of Burmese Days?

I’d very much like you to tell me quickly about the novel you are writing this summer.

For the moment, I’m very busy preparing a book André Gide gave me. But after that I’d like to do some translating—preferably a novel, or, to be more precise, a work which is good in its style and in the truth of its observation. I don’t want to translate anything political any more.

That’s because today’s politics bore and disgust me. I’ve just been through twenty-seven months from February 1942 to June 1945, away from France,1 living like an animal amidst the horrors. Now I need to breathe—to admire and serve whatever is beautiful, and justifies the existence of humanity—while waiting for the effects of the second atomic bomb! As for enrolling in a party—not on your life! Have you read Koestler’s book, Darkness at Noon? It was published in French, I think, as Le Zéro et l’infini. I find this book admirable in every way. I’m just reading his Spartacus. I’m sorry I haven’t read Testament espagnol but I don’t think I’d be able to find a copy now.

The good news of Georges Kopp pleased me too. Yes, I knew him in Paris—and I remember him with affection, although we finished up by squabbling. I have to admit that in those days I was very jumpy, and not very sociable because I’d lived alone too much.






2950. To Yvonne Davet

27 March 1946 Typewritten

27 B Canonbury Square

Islington

London N 1

Chère1 Madame Davet,

Il parait que l’éditeur qui va publier la traduction françhise de “Animal Farm” s’appelle


      Editions et Scenarii Odile Pathé

      13 Rue Florestine

      Monaco.



C’est un éditeur dont je n’avais jamais entendu le nom, mais il parait que les livres qui sont dangereux de point de vue politique paraissent toujours a Monaco ces jours-ci. Peut-être il vous vaudrait la peine de lui écrire en disant que vous avez déjà faite un traduction de “Homage to Catalonia.”

Très amicalement

Geo. Orwell

Translation

It seems that the publisher who is going to publish the French translation of Animal Farm is called


      Editions et Scenarii Odile Pathé

      13 Rue Florestine

      Monaco.



It’s a publisher I have never heard of, but it appears that politically dangerous books always appear in Monaco these days. It might be worth your while writing to them saying you had already translated Homage to Catalonia.




2951. Review of The Secret Dream by J. B. Priestley; Selected Stories by Norah Hoult; Selected Stories by Fred Urquhart; Selected Stories by John Brophy

Manchester Evening News, 28 March 1946

Mr. Priestley’s booklet, sub-titled “An Essay on Britain, America, and Russia,” has the laudable aim of making the three great Powers understand and like one another better. But it must be admitted that Mr. Priestley chooses a curious way of going about it. To begin with, he seems to praise each country for some quality which it has rather conspicuously not got.

Taking as his text the famous motto of the French Revolution he claims that the most cherished ideal of the British people is liberty, that of the Americans equality, and that of the Russians fraternity. If this is so one can only say that all three peoples disguise their ideals very successfully.

There is not much liberty in Britain, and not much desire for it. On the other hand, there is a good deal of fraternity, if fraternity means goodwill, lack of nationalist feeling, and the power to co-operate peacefully.

In the United States there is hardly even the pretence of equality—consider, for instance, that 7,000,000 negroes are disenfranchised—but there is very much more liberty than exists in most countries.

In the U.S.S.R. there is a basic economic equality that hardly exists elsewhere, but, on the other hand, neither the methods of the N. K. V. D. nor Russian foreign policy during the past 15 years seems to be good examples of fraternity. In short, the parts seem to have got swapped round.

Reading further, one discovers that the real object of Mr. Priestley’s essay is to “write up” the U.S.S.R. at the expense of the United States, and to urge that the Russians would be less suspicious of us if we were more conciliatory. It may be so.

It is certainly true that for about 20 years we gave them every reason for disliking us. But it is also true that for another five years we carried conciliation to unheard-of lengths and got no perceptible results.

One is left feeling that this well-meant essay will achieve nothing except perhaps a little confusion, and that the real trouble between the great Powers does not arise from mistaken methods of propaganda but from sordid economic and strategic considerations, which Mr. Priestley never gets round to mentioning.

The Hour Glass Library, which made a good start with Mr. Rhys Davies’s Welsh short stories, promises to keep up a high standard. All or most of the stories in Miss Norah Hoult’s volume have appeared in book form before, but not at all recently, and there are at least three of them with which it is a pleasure to renew acquaintance.

Most of Mr. Fred Urquhart’s stories, and some of Mr. Brophy’s, are the product of the war years, and have been rescued from periodical publication.

As a short-story writer Mr. Urquhart has faults, but sooner or later he is liable to write a superlative novel. For though his stories often lack plot—a fault which is more tolerable in a full-length story than in a short one—few people now writing are able to handle dialogue more skilfully.

Let anyone examine, in his present volume, “The Prisoner’s Bike,” or—an even better example of his special gift—“Dirty Linen.”

The first-named story does end with a surprise, though not a very breathtaking surprise; in the second there is almost no development—it is simply a pack of women quarrelling and talking scandal round the tubs in the municipal washhouse.

Yet it is curiously absorbing. One seems to hear the sharp Scottish voices rising and falling all the time as one reads, and when two of the women quarrel over the ownership of a garment which, in fact, belongs to neither of them, the abuse they hurl at one another becomes almost poetic.

Another skilful story, which has appeared in book form before, is “I Fell for a Sailor”—the story of a shop-girl’s afternoon out, ending rather pathetically, “all I got to remember him by was his photograph and a scare.” Other stories have Italian prisoners, transplanted Polish soldiers, and the Women’s Land Army as their subject-matter. The blurb on the dust-jacket informs us that Mr. Urquhart is now working on a full-length novel with a Scottish background, and it is a book which discriminating readers will await with interest.1

Miss Norah Hoult is less skilful with dialogue than Mr. Urquhart. Her strong point is her power of depicting squalor and saving it from being merely disgusting by her insistence that nearly every human being has a point of honour, even an ideal of some kind.

The first and perhaps the best story in the book describes a prostitute who is decidedly past her youth, and, in addition, is suffering from the after-effects of ’flu, trailing unsuccessfully round the West End of London.

Another good one, “Bridget Kiernan,” is simply a day in the life of a down-trodden Irish maid-servant, chased to and fro by a mean-minded mistress and simultaneously nagged at by a secret fear that she is going to have a baby.

“Nine Years is a Long Time” describes a middle-aged woman growing gradually certain that her lover—she did not care about him very much as a lover, but he helped her with money and his attentions were good for her self-respect—had deserted her.

The sense of character in this story is outstanding. The three people who play the chief parts in it are barely described, and yet one seems to feel a long, complex life-history behind each of them.

But Miss Hoult seems to understand women and the petty disasters that happen to women better than she understands men, and the two stories in the book which revolve round male characters are less successful than the others.

Mr. John Brophy’s stories are not quite in the same class as those in the other two volumes, but they are readable enough. “Peep-Show” is a neat little story, and two others, “Half a Crown,” and “Death of an Actor,” display some feeling for character.

For the most part, however, these stories have the characteristic modern fault of falling between two stools. They have not quite enough point to be successful anecdotes and are not quite well written enough to stand on their feet as sketches.

Eight further volumes are promised in this series, including several by well-known writers, and two by Frank O’Connor and Malachi Whitaker, who are less well known than they deserve to be.




2952. Review of Acton: The Formative Years by David Mathew

Tribune, 29 March 1946

Popularisations, selections, anthologies, and critical biographies, treacherous and misleading as they frequently are, are necessary if one wants to be reasonably well informed. One cannot read everything, and to be aware even of the extent of one’s own ignorance means accepting a great deal at second or third hand. One of the writers whom I have for many years been “going to” read is Acton, the nineteenth-century Catholic historian, and I approached Dr. Mathew’s recent book with some interest, hoping that it would provide me with some useful potted information. Unfortunately the book is of a peculiar kind. Subtitled “The Formative Years,” it assumes that the reader knows the main facts about Acton already, and is concerned chiefly with the family and educational influences to which he was subjected in youth. It therefore faces the average reader with a sort of detective problem. Finally, what did Acton stand for? With such a background, what kind of man must he have been?

I do not want to pretend that I started out in complete ignorance. I did know a few things about Acton. I knew that he was of fabulous learning but that the History of Liberty which he projected was never finished. I knew that he was a Catholic, a “born” Catholic and not a convert, and that he was disliked by Cardinal Manning—facts which, taken together, probably meant that he was an opponent of ultramontanism. I also knew that the never-to-be-forgotten saying, “Power corrupts; absolute power corrupts absolutely; great men are always bad” is attributed to him, and that he did not say it—or rather, that he did say something of the kind, but that he phrased it in a more cautious and qualified way. That was the total of my information.

Now for the evidence that can be extracted from Dr. Mathew’s book. Although it is readable enough, and contains some good passages of imaginative reconstruction, it is not a well-arranged book or a successful piece of exposition. The author is excessively aware of Acton’s aristocratic origin and is at his best when retailing barely relevant scraps of social history. For example (from a description of life in the ’seventies):

“In the country, lamps were universal, lit by paraffin and burning in a globe of white ground glass. The incandescent gas was still confined to the town houses…. Far off down the long stone corridors the bells would jangle in the servants’ hall. The silver shone; it was the time of massive trophies. As one passed through the green baize door towards the servants’ quarters and moved beyond the smell of metal polish, the air was heavy-laden with beer and porter…. In the reception rooms the great fires roared, and in the bedrooms firelight played about the whitewashed ceilings and the new beds without curtains, and lay on the large china jugs and basins and the shining soap-dishes and sponge-trays.”

The soap-dishes, and even the several chapters devoted to Acton’s ancestry, do not get us much further, and the picture that emerges from all this is a confused one. Although a Catholic, Acton seems to have felt that his affinities were with the Whig aristocracy. His mother was French, his education mainly German. Born in 1834, he was just young enough to be excluded from an English university on religious grounds.1 Culturally and perhaps politically he was pro-German and anti-French, but his loyalty was to South Germany and not to Prussia. He was the editor of various learned reviews, sat in Parliament for a while but did not get on well there, and despised the typical English politicians, such as Palmerston, for their superficiality and obsession with sport. He had no knowledge of or interest in the new urban proletariat, but, with his Continental background, he did not have the English aristocrat’s contempt for the middle classes. He became a follower, almost a disciple, of Gladstone, and strongly approved of Gladstone’s Irish policy and the settlement after Majuba.2 On the other hand he seems to have been opposed to the extension of the franchise.

It is difficult to draw any clear inference from all this. However, Dr. Mathew does, of course, utter many incidental generalisations about Acton’s character and intellect, and quotes various of his own sayings, and others that he may be supposed to have approved of. He claims that Acton, more almost than anyone else of his time, foresaw the dangers of modern nationalism and racialism, and that his greatest power was that of grasping the genealogies of ideas—that is, of seeing where any doctrine must ultimately lead, and what political theories, seemingly unconnected, are actually related to one another. Here are some quotations:


All liberty consists in radice in the preservation of an inner sphere exempt from State power…. Liberty has grown out of the distinction (separation is a bad word) of Church and State.—Acton.

The divergence between any two systems that result in arbitrary power cannot be so great as that between either of them and a system which subjects the sovereign in law.—Acton.

The great misfortune of France is the preference of equality to liberty.—Tocqueville.

Of all communities in the world, those which will always be least able to escape permanently from absolute government are precisely the communities in which aristocracy has ceased to exist and can never exist again.—Tocqueville.

I believe that, in proportion as a man is a deep, sincere and consistent lover of social, civil and religious liberty, he will be a deep, sincere and consistent hater of pure democracy as averse to all three.—Shaftesbury.

When Burke says that a man has a right to the fruits of his labour, he gets behind the north wind, and accepts the Revolution.—Acton.

Conscription is not tolerated by a people that understands and loves freedom.—Acton.

Revolution is the great enemy of reform: it makes a wise and just reform impossible.—Acton.

The co-existence of several nations under the same State is a test, as well as the best security, of its freedom. It is also one of the chief instruments of civilisation…. The greatest adversary of the rights of nationality is the modern theory of nationality. By making the State and the nation commensurate with each other in theory, it reduces practically to a subject condition all other nationalities that may be within the boundary…. The theory of nationality, therefore, is a retrograde step in history.—Acton.

Excepting Froude, I think (Carlyle) the most detestable of historians. The doctrine of heroes, the doctrine that will is above the law, comes next in atrocity to the doctrine that the flag covers the goods … The Germans love him because he is an echo of their own classic age.—Acton.

Power tends to corrupt, and absolute power corrupts absolutely. Great men are almost always bad men, even when they exercise influence and not authority.—Acton.



What is one to make of this strange mixture of liberal and illiberal sentiments? Men ought to be free, and yet the majority of them ought to be deprived of political rights: the State is at best a necessary evil, to be regarded with suspicion, and yet the only thing that can keep the State in check—a wide diffusion of political power—is equally undesirable. Apparently, if we are to judge from the remark about Burke, the majority of people ought not even to possess economic rights. One must remember that some of this sounded less strange then than it does now. Shaftesbury’s remark, quoted above, reads now like a deliberate paradox, but he was only echoing Disraeli and hundreds of others. At no point in his book does Dr. Mathew fully explain what Acton means by “liberty.” But what seems to emerge from such statements as I have quoted is the old, almost forgotten, aristocratic conception of liberty—the idea that liberty and equality are incompatible, that men are most free in a hierarchical society where everyone “knows his place,” and where absolutism cannot develop because there are many different seats of authority, each of which has come through long habit to be accepted unquestioningly. So far as I can gather from this book, what Acton stands for—in so far as he is a social theorist and not merely a historian—is a kind of moralised feudalism. Yet his remarks about nationality—made in the mid-nineteenth century, when progress and national self-determination were held to be almost synonymous—suggest that there was much more in him than that, and on the next wet Sunday when I have the right books available, I will look deeper.




2953. The Voyage of the ‘Beagle’

BBC Home Service, 29 March 1946


This script, written by Orwell, was broadcast, as No. 2 in the ‘Voyages of Discovery’ series, from 9:30 to 10:15 P.M. (Programmes as Broadcast erroneously gives the time as 2100–2212½). It was produced by Rayner Heppenstall. PasB also gives the following additional information:


Cast: Darwin, William Fox; Fitzroy, John Laurie; Huxley, Carlyle, J. Hubert Leslie; Widow, Gladys Young; Woman, Violeta Marquesita; Officer, Massimo Coen; Fuegian, Eddy Reed; Wilberforce, Victor Fairley; Narrator, Philip Cunningham. Research by George Orwell. Copyright Material Used: Quotation of 120 words and short pieces of Dialogue from the collection of letters of Darwin edited by Lady Barlow. Commercial Records Used: Andante from Italian Symphony (Pt 1) Mendelssohn Parlophone E11125 (2′21″); Calm Sea & Prosperous Voyage (Pts 1 & 3) Mendelssohn London Symphony Orchestra HMV DB 1671/2 (35″); Symphony No 3 (‘Scotch’) (Pt 1) Mendelssohn Royal Philharmonic Orchestra Columbia 9890 (2′ 37″). Effects Used: Brazilian Cariama 2 B 29; Birds DLO 9285.



The text has been reproduced from a script prepared by the BBC and is one of a number of stencilled copies used in the production. There is a preliminary page and 31 pages of text. The text has been slightly cut, and there are a few verbal changes and additions. These are in a hand not unlike Orwell’s but it is not his (compare the way ‘the’ is written). The preliminary page of this script gives the series and play title, Orwell’s and Heppenstall’s names, date and time of performance, and where it was to take place (Studio 8). Rehearsal details were given as 28 March, 2:30–5:00 P.M., Conference Room, Rothwell House, and 29 March, 10:30—transmission, Studio 8. The cast was shown (with doublings and an omission) as: Darwin, Huxley, (no name); Fitzroy, Carlyle, John Laurie; Woman, 4, Rita Vale; Officer, 3, Massimo Coen; Fuegian, 5, Eddy Reed; Wilberforce, 2, 6; Victor Fairley, Narrator, Alan Howland.

Presenting a script that was cut, added to, and amended in a way that is readable whilst showing at least the major characteristics of the version as originally completed and that broadcast is not without problems. In order that what was cut from what Orwell submitted should not be tucked away in notes, Orwell’s script has been presented fully; areas cut from the broadcast are enclosed within square brackets; additions are enclosed within square half brackets; substitutions and complicated areas are given as broadcast, with notes to explain what has been done. Directions are printed in italic within round brackets. The typescript makes liberal use of capitals for directions but they have here been set in upper and lower case. Consequential changes and corrections of typing errors have been made silently. The numbering of the scenes is erratic. There is no 19 or 76; and 64, 65, 97, and 98 have been duplicated. In the light of the duplication of numbers, and there being no breaks in the sense (especially between 75 and 77), these omissions are presumably oversights. In this way a clear reading text is presented showing those sections cut from the script and those added for the broadcast.





	1. NARRATOR:
	At the beginning of 1832—the year of the first Reform Bill, when railways were seven years old, lucifer matches were an expensive novelty and cigarettes had just been introduced into England by Spanish political refugees—a small British warship was sailing south-westward for the Cape Verde Islands and Rio de Janeiro. She was H.M.S. Beagle, and she had been sent out on a three years’ voyage—a five years’ voyage, it turned out to be—to make a new survey of the southernmost coasts of South America, and then to sail on westward and make a chain of chronometrical readings right away round the world. The Beagle was described as a ten-gun brig, which sounds impressive enough: actually she was only of about 240 tons—a good deal smaller than the pleasure steamers which ply up and down the Thames. She carried six officers, about sixty men, and one of the strangest collections of passengers that can have been seen aboard a warship. One of them was [an artist, another] a missionary, and three were wild Indians from Tierra del Fuego whom the captain had brought home on a previous voyage with the object—it was not a great success, as it turned out—of making them into Christians. The fifth passenger was the famous naturalist, Charles [Robert] Darwin, who did more than any other one man, except perhaps Karl Marx, to overturn the accepted beliefs of nineteenth-century society. At this date it is not easy to imagine the shock of surprise—and on the whole of dismay—that Darwin’s theory of evolution caused among our grandparents. [The theory implied, to begin with, that the history of life on this planet, including the appearance of new species, could be explained by blind chance. It also implied that human beings might ultimately evolve into something non-human. But that was not what troubled the average man. The really upsetting thing was the suggestion, which had never been widely entertained before that time, that human beings were descended from animals. Darwin himself did not roundly say this until he published “The Descent of Man” in 1871, but it was a conclusion which clearly followed from his earlier book, “The Origin of Species” which appeared in 1859. To very many people the idea that they might be the offspring of mere brute beasts seemed to rob life of all dignity, and even of meaning.]




In every educated home.



	2. 
(fade in)
	Descended from animals! 
    (Tea cups) 
From monkeys, I understand him to say. Creatures with tails! No decent mind could entertain such a notion for a moment. It’s unscriptural. 
    (Pouring of tea)



	3.
	[It’s ungentlemanly.]



	4.
	Of course you can believe it when you look at some people. Sugar? 
    (Fade)



	5. 
(fade in)
	I must say that, little as I like the idea, the evidence that this man Darwin produces is certainly very impressive.



	6.
	I am not interested in the evidence. I prefer to trust in my own sense of decency. Have you considered what the effects of this doctrine must be? If men once come to think of themselves as animals, they will behave like animals. What motive would they have for doing otherwise? Eh? Tell me that. 
    (Fade)



	7. NARRATOR:
	[And on the whole that was the accepted view, at any rate among the older generation.] Even Thomas Carlyle, in his own way a fiercer rebel than Darwin, [saw it in the same light.]



	8. CARLYLE: 
(Scots accent, 
slight echo)
	Ay, ay. And this is what we have got to. All things from frog spawn: the gospel of dirt the order of the day. The older I grow—and I now stand upon the brink of eternity—the more comes back to me the sentence in the Catechism which I learned when a child, and the fuller and deeper its meaning becomes: “What is the chief end of man? To glorify God, and enjoy Him for ever.” No gospel of dirt, teaching that men have descended from frogs through monkeys can ever set that aside.



	9. NARRATOR:
	At a meeting of the British Association in1 Oxford, two years after the Origin of Species was published, Darwin was fiercely attacked, and equally strongly defended [by his disciples, William Hooker and Thomas Huxley.] 
    (Murmur on echo) 
The Bishop of Oxford Samuel Wilberforce, (nicknamed Soapy Sam) attacked [Thomas] Huxley with a stupid jibe which he evidently believed to be exceedingly crushing, and got an answer which is still remembered as an example of the superiority of seriousness and dignity to mere wit. 
    (Murmur up and sharply off)



	10. WILBERFORCE: 
(half echo)
	Professor Huxley, may I ask whether it is upon your grandfather’s or your grandmother’s side2 that you claim to be descended from a monkey? 
    (Titters)



	11.
	Phew! That’s a stinger.



	12.
	Careful, Soapy.



	13. HUXLEY:
	I should not be ashamed to be descended from a monkey, sir, but I should be ashamed to be a man of first-rate capabilities and attainments, who chose to use his gifts in order to darken the truth. 
    (Applause. Indrawing of breath)



	14.
	That’s one in the eye for Sam. 
    (Fade)



	15. WIDOW:
	But that was in 1861, and the story starts nearly 30 years earlier when the little Beagle was rolling across the South Atlantic with my husband-to-be on board. [His position was a semi-official one.] My voice, by the way, is that of Emma Wedgewood, later Mrs. Darwin—if you will be so kind as to accept the convention—my real purpose being, of course, to give the narrator a rest. Charles was in 1832 a young man of 23,3 [but immensely eager, industrious and observant. He had a passion for natural history from his early childhood onwards, and he had been] trained in [medicine] at Edinburgh and [classics] at4 Cambridge, though in a rather sketchy way. At the wish of his father he had agreed to study for the Church: indeed, he would probably have become a clergyman if the offer of the job on board the Beagle had not turned up, or even if the voyage had been a shorter one.



	16. NARRATOR:
	[Darwin published his history of the voyage in 1839, though it was not given its present title—A Naturalist’s Voyage Round the World—till many years later. We also possess now the diaries and letters on which the book is founded. It is typical of]5 Darwin that he has filled several notebooks with observations long before South America is even reached. We see him suffering torments of seasickness as the ship wallows in the Bay of Biscay, and rearranging his tiny cabin so as to be able to stretch his legs out straight at night; but we also see him, at every moment when the ship is calm, trailing his nets overboard, bringing up specimens of every kind which he pickles in spirits of wine, and at all the tiny islets where the ship anchors to make an observation, we see him hurrying ashore, with his geological hammer in his hand and his notebook in his pocket, to catalogue the flora and fauna. Everything goes into Darwin’s notebook—the geological strata, the lichens on the rocks, the marine worms, the crustacea, the fish, the sea-birds, the insects that live on the sea-birds and the spiders that live on the insects. But it is perhaps the most endearing of Darwin’s characteristics that [the landscape and] the sunset always gets mentioned as well. [His aesthetic sense and his scientific curiosity are not separable from one another. You feel, as you do not feel with most men, that his whole life is a single activity, and that when he sits down to describe some natural object, whether it is a mountain or a flower or a bird, his aim is just as much literary as scientific.]



	17. WIDOW:
	Not that Charles was a facile writer. [He had great difficulty in writing.] “There seems to be a sort of fatality in my mind,” he once said, “leading me to put at first my statement or proposition in a wrong or awkward form.” You will notice that even in that sentence he has put the phrase “at first” in the wrong place. He wrote in a curious stilted manner, at once6 clumsy and over-dignified—there is a distinct eighteenth-century flavour in Darwin’s style,—don’t you find?—and yet [the more you read it the more it grows on you, because of the solid information that it conveys, and because of] you can feel the eagerness7 behind it. [Here is a typical fragment of Charles’s prose—typical, because of the way in which scientific observation and mere love of Nature are mixed up.
(HMV DB 1671 A290, and/or any good record of tropical birds or cicadae)]

He is describing an evening in Brazil, 
    (Music and/or birdsong up and behind)



	18. DARWIN:
	After the hotter days, it was delicious to sit quietly in the garden and watch the evening pass into night. Nature, in these climes, chooses her vocalists from more humble performers than in Europe. A small frog, of the genus Hyla, sits on a blade of grass about an inch above the surface of the water, and sends forth a pleasing chirp; when several are together they sing in harmony on different notes. I had some difficulty in catching a specimen of this frog. The same genus Hyla has its toes terminated by small suckers, and I found this animal could crawl up a pane of glass, when placed absolutely perpendicular. Various cicadae and crickets at the same time keep up a ceaseless shrill cry. [but which,] Softened by the distance, [it] is not unpleasant. Every evening after dark this great concert commenced, and often have I sat listening to it until my attention has been drawn away by some curious passing insect. [That? Ah yes, cariama the crested screamer—a long legged fellow—like a secretary bird.]8 

(C/F HMV DB 1671 A290 and conclude)




	20. NARRATOR:
	Long before they had reached South America Darwin’s specimens of fish and seaweed and insects and infusoria were overflowing from the little cabin. The ship’s officers nicknamed him “the philosopher” or “the flycatcher”, and pretended that his “collections of damned rubbish”, [as they called them,] were a great nuisance; but they all loved him, and several of them remained his friends throughout life. [But perhaps] The most formative influence of the whole voyage was Darwin’s association with the ship’s commander, Captain Fitzroy. [In his own way, Fitzroy was as unusual a man as Darwin. He was hardly older than Darwin, but he was a magnificent seaman and navigator, and he had previously made another long surveying voyage in the South Pacific.]



	21. WIDOW:
	Robert Fitzroy?—9 a strange mixture—[a fine gentleman in outward appearance, handsome, courageous and extravagant in money matters, and yet stern, moody and rather quarrelsome.] A savage disciplinarian, thinking nothing of having his sailors flogged, and yet seeing to it that they were fed on the best tinned meat and vegetables—they already had tinned food in 1832—and doctoring them with dried apples and lemon juice to keep off scurvy. When they first met, Charles10 had been completely overcome by Fitzroy’s aristocratic manners and his obvious ability. “Fitzroy is my beau ideal of a Captain”, he says, and Fitzroy was hardly less enthusiastic about Charles. Later on, their attitude towards one another became a good deal more guarded. [and in fact they had several violent quarrels, though they were always reconciled in the end.]



	22. NARRATOR:
	[It seems probable that at least part of the trouble was their difference of outlook on religious as well as scientific questions.] Fitzroy was not only a fervently pious man, he was what we should call a fundamentalist—a believer in the literal truth of the Scriptures [—and it was probably not long before he began to be perturbed by what would seem to him, Darwin’s unorthodoxy]. He had a secondary purpose in making his voyage to South America: it was a very strange purpose[, and Darwin must have been somewhat startled when Fitzroy first announced it]. 

(Pilgrim’s March. Side 1. 130)

It is early in the voyage. Fitzroy strolls along the deck to where Darwin stands at the rail with his telescope glued to his eye. They are in mid-Atlantic.
    (Music up and out)



	23. FITZROY:
	I’m glad to see you’re well over your sea-sickness, Darwin. What is it you’re gazing at so earnestly?



	24. DARWIN:
	Do you see those curious red streaks on the water, about half a mile away? As though the water were muddy?



	25. FITZROY:
	Ah, that stuff. Sometimes I’ve sailed through it for miles on end. Sea sawdust is what the sailors call it. It’s some kind of spawn, I believe.



	26. DARWIN:
	Not spawn, I think. It’s an animalcula—a tiny marine creature a twentieth of an inch long, or less. I examined some of them under the microscope yesterday. But what puzzles me is how those little creatures keep together in compact masses. Why do they not float away in every direction?



	27. FITZROY:
	I must say for you, Darwin, that you always seem to have something to interest you. When it isn’t animalculae it’s porpoises, and when it isn’t porpoises it’s volcanic dust on the rigging. At sea or on shore, it’s all the same to you.



	28. DARWIN:
	I’m afraid perhaps I bore you sometimes with my scientific chatter?



	29. FITZROY:
	Far from it. I know something of natural history myself, though mathematics is my particular line. But there is another reason—I’ve never spoken to you of this before, Darwin—why I am especially glad to have a naturalist such as yourself on board. I had a double purpose when I accepted this command. You know that we are sailing to [areas which are almost completely unexplored—] areas where almost every islet that I mark on this chart, and every bird you describe in your notebook, will be a new discovery. [There is no doubt that your observations and mine will make a great contribution to human knowledge.] And I am hoping—I may say I am expecting, Darwin—that this new evidence that we gather will give support for what I regard as the main aim of my life. Do you know what that is?



	30. DARWIN:
	No. What?



	31. FITZROY:
	It is the confirmation, by scientific means, of the literal, fundamental truth of the account of the Creation contained in the Book of Genesis.



	32. DARWIN:
	The literal, verbal truth! Now, just in what sense do you mean that, Captain Fitzroy?



	33. FITZROY:
	I understand that you intend taking orders when this voyage is over?



	34. DARWIN:
	Well … My father intends that I shall take orders.



	35. FITZROY:
	And you are convinced of the truthfulness of the Scriptures, of course?



	36. DARWIN:
	Oh, in a broad sense, certainly. I am quite satisfied that this world of ours is a product of design and not of chance. Besides, I read Paley’s “Evidences” at the University and was much impressed by it.



	37. FITZROY:
	Now, what would your views be on the antiquity of the earth, for instance?



	38. DARWIN:
	It’s not known.11 All you can say is that the world is very ancient. Millions of years—hundreds of millions.



	39. FITZROY:
	Of course, the dates given in the Scriptures are not completely exact. But have you read Lenglet du Fresnoy’s Chronological Tables? He places the creation of the earth—very persuasively, I must say—in the year four thousand and four B.C.



	40. DARWIN:
	Four thousand and four! Let me see—1832—why, it adds up to less than six thousand years! Completely unthinkable! Why, if you consider merely the growth of a coral island, creeping up from the ocean bottom, many years for every foot, you must see that such a figure as that is—well, I can only say ridiculous. And the coral islands, I suppose, are the newest formations of all.



	41. FITZROY:
	I am sorry, Darwin. It seems there are matters on which you and I are seriously in disagreement. We’ll discuss this again some day. Meanwhile, may I lend you Lenglet du Fresnoy? You would find him very convincing, I believe.



	42. DARWIN:
	Naturally I shall be delighted to read the book, Captain Fitzroy, though I cannot be sure … 
    [(Fade)



	43. NARRATOR:
	There must have been many such conversations, gradually bringing home to the two men the profound difference in their outlook, though without destroying the respect and admiration which they felt for one another. Darwin had grown up in a fairly liberal home, and his prolonged contact with the fundamentalist Fitzroy must have had its effect upon his mental development. The arguments in which he was necessarily involved must have led him to examine, earlier than he would otherwise have done, various beliefs which he had grown up with and accepted unthinkingly. But the process was an intermittent one, and it was not fully completed even when “The Voyage of a Naturalist” was written down.]
(Pilgrim’s March. Side 1. 220)

[Meanwhile,] At the end of February, the Beagle reached Bahia, in Brazil, and a fortnight later sailed south for Rio de janiero. 
    (Music up and behind.)



	44. WIDOW:
	Charles’s delight at being in Brazil is beyond all description. [At last he’s within sight of a tropical forest—a spectacle that he has dreamed of all his life, rather as an Egyptologist might dream of setting eyes on the Pyramids.] The landscape, he says, “so completely surpasses in magnificence all that the European has ever beheld in his own country, that he knows not how to express his feelings.” He can never cease marvelling at the luxuriance of the vegetation—the mimosas, [the cabbage palms,] the orchids, [the enormous creepers dangling from the tree,] the groves of mangoes and breadfruit, and the camphor, pepper, cinnamon and clove trees that keep the air perpetually aromatic [and “the glorious orange"]. He even finds beauty in the [ugly] banana tree, with its huge tattered leaves. [The insects are an even greater thrill than the plants.] He is enthusiastic over the fireflies and the butterflies, is “disappointed” as he calls it, by the beetles, and writes long descriptions of [the habits of the local spiders and] the savage tropical ants which march through the forest like columns of soldiers, killing everything in their path. 
    (Music out)



	45. NARRATOR:
	However, there was one thing in Brazil that didn’t please Darwin [and that was the institution of slavery. At that date the work of the country was done largely by negro slaves, and Darwin could not ignore this fact as the average traveller would have done. He was not only tender-hearted but an exceptionally observant man, capable of seeing the significance of very small incidents, and he reverts to this business of slavery over and over again, always either with disapproval or with outright horror. It was Darwin’s outspoken dislike of slavery that led to the first, or one of the first, of his serious quarrels with Captain Fitzroy].



	46. DARWIN: 
(fade in)
	No, sir! No, sir. Nothing will persuade me that slavery has any redeeming features. Perhaps you are hardly aware of the kind of thing that happens in this country. Do you know—I saw an instance of this only the other day, at a Brazilian estate I visited—that it is quite usual for a slave-owner to break up a family [that has been together for years,] and sell the man in one place, the woman in another, and the children in a third, as if12 they were animals.



	47. FITZROY:
	It happens occasionally, no doubt. But don’t forget, Darwin, that it is in the slave-owner’s interest to treat his slaves well. A slave is better off than a hired labourer, in my opinion. Why should his master maltreat him or underfeed him? He would be depreciating his own property.



	48. DARWIN:
	I know that argument very well, but it doesn’t satisfy me. A man’s horse is his own property, but plenty of men ill-treat their horses, and even starve them to death. But it’s not only physical cruelty.13 I was crossing the river yesterday14 and the negro who rowed the ferry boat was an exceptionally stupid man. I couldn’t get him to land me at the spot I wanted, and in trying to make him understand I spoke rather loudly and made a gesture with my hand close to his face. Instantly he dropped both his hands to his sides and stood quite still, with a frightened look on his face and his eyes half shut. Do you realise what that meant?



	49. FITZROY:
	Yes. He was waiting for you to strike him.



	50. DARWIN:
	Exactly. He had been trained, not merely never to return a blow, but never even to ward one off; simply to stand still and endure any brutality that might be committed upon him. Doesn’t that seem to you horrible, in a human creature similar to ourselves?



	51. FITZROY:
	They are not very similar to ourselves. These blacks have been accustomed to slavery for hundreds of years—perhaps since the beginning of time. Some people are destined to be slaves. So far as I know there is not a word against it in the Scriptures.



	52. DARWIN: 
(angry)
	Then so much the worse for the Scriptures. 
    (Pause)



	53. FITZROY: 
(very quietly)
	I think you will wish later you had not said that. 
    (Shorter pause) 
But listen.15 A week ago I was the guest of a large estate-owner not far from here. I admit that, like you, I have had moments when I doubted the justification of slavery, and I hinted something of the kind to my host. He said, “You shall judge for yourself.” He then proceeded to call in all his slaves, male and female, and he asked each of them the same question: “Are you happy? Do you wish to be free?” Do you know what the answer was? Every single slave, without exception, declared that he was perfectly happy and had no wish to be free.



	54. DARWIN:
	Of course he did! What else could the poor wretches answer in their position? Do you suppose I could be influenced by such a tale as that?



	55. FITZROY:
	Are you doubting my word?



	56. DARWIN:
	Certainly not. I am doubting your judgement.



	57. FITZROY:
	That is a most improper remark. May I remind you that I am the commander of the ship on which you are sailing?



	58. DARWIN:
	We are not on board the ship at this moment.



	59. FITZROY:
	No sir! And you shall not return on board. If you cannot accept my authority, it is better that we should part. May I ask you to remove your baggage as early as possible?



	60. DARWIN:
	As you wish, Captain Fitzroy. You are the commander, not I. 
    (Half fade)



	61. WIDOW:
	These men! However, the quarrel was made up the same day. Fitzroy was generous as well as hot-tempered, and a few hours later he apologised handsomely. But this was not the only quarrel, and the fact that Fitzroy was a difficult man to get on with probably influenced Charles’s movements and made him spend more time on shore than he would otherwise have done. The Beagle was cruising slowly up and down the coast, and it was now possible for him16 to leave the ship for [several] weeks at a stretch and then rejoin it at some pre-arranged spot. In all, the Beagle spent two years in surveying the south-eastern coast of South America, and during this time Charles made many trips inland into the wild pampas of Argentina and Uruguay. [His longest single journey was from Bahia Blanca to Buenos Ayres, a distance of about four hundred miles across the pampas. He amassed an immense quantity of information about the local birds and mammals, and] [He] collected such quantities of fossil bones that he had to make special arrangements to send them home from Buenos Ayres. Nevertheless he found the human beings of this remote, pastoral country even more interesting than the animals, [and it is his picture of the primitive Argentine society that makes these chapters the most fascinating in the book.



	62. NARRATOR:
	It is very much the same kind of society that W. H. Hudson was to describe fifty years later in “The Purple Land”.] These17 patriarchal millionaires who count their cattle by hundreds of thousands of heads, yet they live in rough, mud-floored farm-houses and eat18 at the same trestle table. A land of interminable grassy plains where no one has built a road or used a plough, and where no one travels even fifty yards except on horseback. The Gauchos, the herdsmen employed on the great estates, are bold, handsome, barely civilised people, magnificent horsemen, great fighters and gamblers, but courteous and hospitable, never servile and never ill-bred. Their two great faults are ignorance and laziness. Darwin records that at Mercedes he asked two men why they did not work. One answered that he was too poor, the other that the days were too long. He describes the endless warfare of the Spaniards against the Indians, and the wild [roaming] armies of General Rosas [the dictator of Argentina, roaming across the plains, scores of miles every day, driving before them huge herds of mares which are the soldiers’ only food. He describes his own journeys with the Gauchos—journeys of weeks at a stretch, in completely uncharted territory with no provisions except a little maté (a bitter drink rather resembling tea) and a little tobacco]. The Gauchos seldom or never eat any food except meat, and they have no need to take meat with them. Every night they simply kill a cow, cut off as much as they need and leave the carcase to the vultures. Sometimes they don’t even use cooking pots: the beef is roasted in its own leather—carne con cuero is the Spanish name for it. Darwin is filled with envy by the horsemanship of the Gauchos, and their skill with the lasso and the bolas,19 the characteristic weapon of South America.



	63. DARWIN: 
(fade in)
	The bolas[, or balls,] are of two kinds; the simplest, which is used chiefly for catching ostriches, consists of two round stones, covered with leather and united by a thin plaited thong, about eight feet long. The other kind has20 three balls [united by the thongs to a common centre.] The Gaucho holds the smallest [of the three] in his hand, and whirls the other two round and round his head; then, taking aim, sends them like chain shot revolving through the air. The balls no sooner strike any object, than, winding round it, they cross each other, and become firmly hitched. [The main difficulty in using either lasso or bolas is to ride so well as to be able at full speed, and while suddenly turning about, to whirl them so steadily round the head, as to take aim: on foot any person would soon learn the art.] One day, as I was amusing myself by galloping and whirling the balls round my head, by accident the free one struck a bush, and its revolving motion being thus destroyed, it immediately fell to the ground, and like magic caught one hind leg of my horse. Luckily he was an old practiced animal, and knew what it meant; otherwise he would probably have kicked till he had thrown himself down. The Gauchos roared with laughter; they cried out that they had seen every kind of animal caught, but had never before seen a man caught by himself. 
    (Fade)






	64. NARRATOR:
	Darwin [is full of praise for the kindness and hospitality with which he was everywhere treated, and the respect he enjoyed as a foreigner and a man of science. He] was described on his passport as “El Naturalista, Don Carlos”, and this description acted like a talisman wherever he went. But the people were in many ways extremely backward, and though they respected Science, they had only very dim notions as to what it was. Darwin records some extraordinary questions that were asked of him by passing strangers, or by officers at the frontier posts [where his passport was examined].



	65. ARGENTINE OFFICER: 
(fade in)
	I have stamped your passport, Senor. It is all in order. I am delighted to be of service to you. I understand that you are the naturalist Don Carlos, the foreign gentleman who breaks stones with a little hammer and catches beetles and keeps them in a wooden box. All the countryside is talking about you. A Gaucho told me that you paid him a silver dollar to catch some mice for you. But they had to be a special kind of mouse, with long ears. And I asked myself, could that be true?



	64.° DARWIN:
	Yes, sir, it is quite true. You see, in my country—in England, that is—there is a place called the Natural History Museum—



	65.° OFFICER:
	England? England is in London, is it not?



	66. DARWIN:
	Well … the two places are very near together.



	67. WOMAN:
	England is a part of North America. It is near New York.



	68. OFFICER:
	And this Gaucho told me a very strange thing. He said that you carry a needle in your pocket, and by means of this needle you find your way across the pampas. Now, sir, how is that possible?



	69. DARWIN:
	A needle? Ah, of course! My compass. I believe I have it on me—yes, here it is, you see.



	70. WOMAN:
	It moves! It moves! The needle moves of its own accord.



	71. DARWIN:
	Exactly. It points towards the north. Now, here is my map. You see, I lay the compass on the map, and swing it round till the needle lies along that arrow there. Then, if I want to find the direction of Buenos Ayres, for instance—there, north-eastward.



	72. OFFICER:
	Quite right. That is precisely the direction of Buenos Ayres.



	73. DARWIN:
	And you, sir—how do you determine the direction of Buenos Ayres?



	74. OFFICER:
	Ah, that is different. We were born on the pampas. We can find our way without any needles to direct us.



	75. WOMAN:
	He carries fire in his pockets as well. When he wishes to light a fire, he does not use flint and steel like everybody else. He has a little wooden stick, and on the end of it there is a glass ball—



	77. DARWIN:
	My matches. Promethean21 matches, we call them. Now, you see this small glass bulb at the end of the stick. It contains sulphuric acid. If I break the glass 
    (A faint pop)



	78. VOICES:
	Fire! Fire! He made fire all in a moment. No scratching, no blowing, just by pressing his thumb and finger together.



	79. OFFICER:
	Now truly, that is a marvellous invention! Would you—I hardly care to ask such a thing—but would you be willing to sell me one of these matches, as you call them? I would gladly pay22 five dollars for such a curiosity as that.



	80. DARWIN:
	No, sir. But I shall be very happy to give you a couple of them, as a small token of the friendship between your country and mine.
(C/F to Col 9890 side 7 beginning and behind)




	81. NARRATOR:
	After she had surveyed the estuary of the River Plate, the Beagle sailed south to latitude 50, and Darwin journeyed23 in the dreary, stony deserts of Patagonia[, where he added largely to his stock of fossils and catalogued the local fauna with24 his usual enthusiasm]. 
    (Music out) 
For25 example, he records that the usual way of hunting the guanaco—the wild llama of the plains—is to lie on your back and kick your legs in the air; whereupon the guanaco is overcome with curiosity and approaches within gunshot range. [This method, he says, “had the advantage of allowing several shots to be fired, which were all taken as part of the performance.”] It is difficult to connect that picture with the portraits of Darwin as a venerable professor with a flowing gown and an enormous forehead which we are accustomed to seeing.
(Col 9890 side 7 105 and behind)

From Patagonia the Beagle sailed eastward to the dismal, rain-swept Falkland Islands, which at that date were hardly inhabited except by runaway criminals and which had recently been seized by Britain, chiefly because no one else wanted them. Then she turned west again to Tierra del Fuego, the almost unexplored territory at the extreme tip of South America, south of the Straits of Magellan. 
    (Music up and out) 
Tierra del Fuego was inhabited by a few tribes of miserable Indians, living mostly along the seashore in tiny wigwams made of branches. [and going almost naked in the constant rain and cold. Some of them spoke a few words of English, but] They had so little contact with Europeans that most of them did not even understand the use of firearms. Darwin describes an attempt to drive off a group of hostile Indians by firing pistols over their heads. They were merely puzzled by the explosions, and were unable to grasp that the bullets flying over their heads were dangerous.



	82. DARWIN: 
(fade in)
	It was without exception the most curious and interesting spectacle I ever beheld: I could not have believed how wide was the difference between savage and civilised man: it is greater than between a wild and a domesticated animal.… These Fuegians in the canoe were quite naked, and even one full-grown woman was absolutely so. It was raining heavily, and fresh water, together with the spray, trickled down her body. In another harbour not far distant, a woman, who was suckling a recently-born child, came one day alongside the vessel, and remained there out of mere curiosity, while sleet fell and thawed on her naked bosom, and on the skin of her naked baby! These poor wretches were stunted in their growth, their hideous faces bedaubed with white paint, their skins filthy and greasy, their hair entangled, their voices discordant, and their gestures violent … At night five or six human beings[, naked and scarcely protected from the wind and rain of this tempestuous climate,] sleep on the wet ground coiled up like animals. Whenever it is low water, winter or summer, night or day, they must rise to pick shellfish from the rocks; and the women must either dive to collect sea-eggs, or sit patiently in the canoes, and with a baited hair-line without any hook, jerk out little fish …. And such miserable food is assisted by a few tasteless berries and fungi. I have not yet seen them eat mud, as earlier travellers reported, but … Phew … ! I say! Fitzroy!



	[83.] FITZROY:
	Eh?



	84. DARWIN:
	What’s that dreadful-looking stuff they’ve got? Some kind of blubber, isn’t it?26 The smell is terrible! Surely they can’t be intending to eat it?



	85. FITZROY:
	Where is that fellow who speaks English? Boy! What are those men carrying?



	86. FUEGIAN:
	Carry dead whale. Gale blow many days, very big storm—no can fish. No fish, eat whale.



	87. DARWIN:
	But where do you get this whale-meat from?



	88. FUEGIAN:
	Sometime whale he die, come27 on shore. Then bury under sand. Gale blow many days—dig up whale.



	89. DARWIN:
	And how long is this stuff under ground before you eat it?



	90. FUEGIAN:
	[Don’t know.] Moons—many moons.



	91. DARWIN:
	But sometimes in winter the gale blows for months together. What do you do then?



	92. FUEGIAN:
	Gale blow many days—no fish, no whale. Eat women.



	93. DARWIN:
	Women!



	94. FUEGIAN:
	Eat old women first, then young women. No fish, no whale—what else to eat?



	95. DARWIN:
	But you all have dogs! Why don’t you eat the dogs?



	96. FUEGIAN:
	Dogs useful. Dogs catch otters. Old women not catch otters. Better eat women first.



	97. DARWIN:
	Disgusting!



	98. FITZROY:
	Can you wonder, Darwin, at my wishing to bring the gospel to these poor degraded creatures?



	97.° DARWIN:
	I wonder whether the gospel will do them much good. [I suppose they are happy, after their fashion; and in these surroundings perhaps they could not be much other than they are.] At least they can survive in this miserable desert, which no other people could.



	98.° FITZROY:
	Wait till the mission is established, Darwin[, and they have learned something of the gospels. You’ll be astonished at the difference]. 
    (Fade)



	99. NARRATOR:
	As we have already pointed out, Captain Fitzroy’s efforts at converting the Tierra del Fuegians were not a success. The little mission which he planted near Ponsonby Sound was promptly attacked and plundered, and Mr. Matthews, the missionary, was so put in fear of his life that he had to be taken on board the ship again within a fortnight. The three Christian Fuegians were left on shore, and seem to have reverted to savagery.
(Col. 9890 side 7. beginning and behind)

The Beagle sailed through the Strait of Magellan and up the coast of Chile, where it spent some months in surveying the Island of Chiloe and the almost uninhabited islets of the Chonos Archipelago. Darwin left the ship at Valparaiso and travelled several hundred miles up the coast on horseback. He crossed the Andes by one of the high passes, and tried the experiment of boiling [some] potatoes at the top of the pass. They were still as hard as ever after being in the pot for some hours, thanks to the low temperature at which water boiled at that altitude. He rejoined the ship at Copiapo, and they sailed on to Lima, in Peru, before turning westward to cross the Pacific, [already loaded with … the evidence? Mice, megatheria, giant armadilloes. …] 
    (Music up and out) 
[The Beagle still had thousands of miles to travel—half way round the world, indeed—and at no point on the journey did Darwin’s enthusiasm falter. His account of the geology and of the flora and fauna of Chile is even more detailed than that of Argentina. But so far as he was concerned, the most significant part of the journey—and perhaps the turning-point of his whole life—was that period of nearly two years that he spent on the eastern coast of South America, between the River Plate and Cape Horn. He had started out with a semi-religious feeling for Nature but with no general scientific theories, and it is probable—for we know that he did not resist his father’s desire that he should enter the Church—that he accepted the creationist theory which was general at that time. But as he moved southward, the constant shading-off of one or other kind of animal into some allied and yet strictly different kind, set him wondering whether some process were not at work by which species were gradually modified. Above all there were the fossils of extinct beasts, of which he collected or observed immense quantities in Argentina and Patagonia. These fossils not only brought home to him the enormous age of the earth, but forced on his attention the evident relationship between extinct creatures and living ones. You can see him puzzling it out in Chapter VIII of “The Voyage of a Naturalist”, where he comes near to stating a definite evolutionary theory. Darwin’s collection of fossils, which ranged all the way from the bones of mice to those of megatheria and giant armadilloes, must have been a serious nuisance on the tiny ship. Captain Fitzroy pretended to regard them as rubbish, though he was well aware of their value and importance, and they were a kind of joke between the two men, as well as a subject of serious discussion.]



	100. FITZROY: 
(fade in)
	What! Surely you aren’t bringing more of that stuff on board, Darwin? Why, you’ll sink the ship! What are those enormous bones those fellows are carrying? You aren’t asking me to transport the skeleton of a whale back to England, I hope?



	101. DARWIN:
	Not a whale, Fitzroy, but a large enough creature of its kind. Those are the ribs of a mastodon. I dug them out of a cliff near the Rio Tercero. Unfortunately I couldn’t secure the skull. It was rotten, and it broke up under the pickaxe.



	102. FITZROY:
	Well, let’s be thankful for that. I must find somewhere to stow them, I suppose. Are there any more coming?



	103. DARWIN:
	Yes, quite a quantity, though not so large as those. I’ve made a very fine collection this trip. Toxodons, Giant sloths, ant-eaters, tapirs, peccaries—in this country the extinct species are actually more numerous than the living ones. Doesn’t it strike you as very strange, Fitzroy, that such monstrous creatures as that mastodon could exist in a country like this, where all the modern animals are small? And they were alive comparatively recently. What caused them to disappear?



	104. FITZROY:
	Human beings destroyed them, I imagine. Or some sudden catastrophe. Earthquakes, volcanic action—perhaps the Deluge.



	105. DARWIN:
	I can’t believe that. There are cliffs beside the rivers here where one can follow up the whole process in the beds of fossils. It all seems to have happened step by step, over enormous periods of time.



	[105a. FITZROY:
	Eh?]28 
Even a change of climate wouldn’t explain it altogether. If the vegetation dwindled, huge brutes like mastodons might die of starvation, but what about rats and mice? There are countless species of extinct mice in this country.



	[105b. FITZROY:
	Well] 
And what is strangest of all is the way in which every modern animal has its prototype among the extinct ones. I’ve even found the bones of a creature, a kind of camel—Machrauchenia is its correct name, I believe—which is quite obviously a relative of the guanaco. One can think of reasons why the old species should disappear. But how do the new ones arise? That is what puzzles me.



	106. FITZROY:
	Special creation, Darwin: the direct intervention of Providence. It’s the only thinkable explanation.



	107. DARWIN:
	So we are told. I wonder. Look, Fitzroy, here is something that seems to me even stranger than the bones of that mastodon. It’s a very small thing—I have it in my waistcoat pocket. Look, what do you29 make of that?



	108. FITZROY:
	That? It looks uncommonly like a horse’s tooth.



	109. DARWIN:
	It is a horse’s tooth. Not quite the same horse as exists now—it is more curved than any modern horse’s tooth, I believe—but still undoubtedly a horse. I found it in the same deposits in which I found the teeth of the mastodon and the toxodon. It must have existed at the same period as them. Does not that seem very strange to you?30



	110. FITZROY:
	Why so?



	111. DARWIN:
	You know that there was no horse in this country when the Spaniards came. All these countless herds that exist on the pampas are the descendants of a few that were brought here three hundred years ago. The Indians had never heard of such an animal. The horse multiplied, then vanished, then multiplied again. Can one imagine any conscious creative principle that would operate in such a way? And on the other hand mere environment couldn’t explain it. Why should the horse die out in a country that obviously suits it? There is a sort of blindness about the whole business. And yet everything must have its reason. When one considers this endless appearance and disappearance of species, and the enormous periods of time involved..… I wonder. 
    [(C/F to Pilgrim’s March—side 1 275 peak and out)]



	112. NARRATOR:
	The Beagle sailed from South American waters in the autumn of 1835. She visited the Galapagos Islands, where the birds are so tame that you can knock them down with a stick, and where the astonishing differences between the fauna of one island and another set Darwin speculating anew about the origin of species. He watched with interest the enormous tortoises for which the islands are famous—huge brutes weighing several hundred pounds, which inhabit waterless areas where they live on cactuses, and a few times a year waddle off to the springs to have a drink, making a march of several days in order to do so. He timed the movements of one tortoise, and notes that it marched at the speed of 60 yards in 10 minutes, or roughly four31 miles a day. He adds—and once again it isn’t easy to connect this picture with that majestic marble statue [of Darwin in the South Kensington Natural History Museum].



	113. DARWIN: 
(fade in)
	I frequently got on their backs, and then, giving a few raps on the hinder part of their shells, they would rise up and walk away, but I found it very difficult to keep my balance, [very difficult]. 
    (C/F to Pilgrim’s March side 2 245 and behind)



	114. NARRATOR:
	From the Galapagos Islands the Beagle sailed south to Tahiti, where Darwin watched the Polynesian islanders making fire by rubbing a pointed stick against a block of wood, and was very proud when he achieved the trick successfully himself. The Beagle’s voyage still had nearly a year to run, but so far as Darwin was concerned the most significant part of it was over [—though, of course, he made his usual voluminous notes at all the other places they visited]. They touched at New Zealand and Australia, crossed the Indian Ocean, sailed round the Cape of Good Hope into the Atlantic, and then made a final trip to Bahia in Brazil—which had been their first port of call—so as to complete the chronometric measurement of the world. 
    (Music out) 
[Darwin did not bring away a good impression from his last visit to Brazil. He was discourteously treated there—the first time, he says, that this had happened during nearly five years of wandering.] His last word on Brazil is: “I thank God that32 I shall never again visit a slave country.” And he began to look forward to33 the familiar Shropshire landscape which had never been long out of his mind.



	115. DARWIN: 
(fade in)
	What reasonable person can wish for great ill-proportioned mountains two or three miles high? No, no; give me the Brythen or some such compact little hill. And then as to your plains and impenetrable forests, who would compare them with the green fields and oak woods of England? People are pleased to talk of the ever smiling sky of the tropics: must not this be precious nonsense? Who admires a lady’s face who is always smiling? England is not one of your insipid beauties; she can cry, and frown, and smile all by turns. In short I am convinced it is a most ridiculous thing to go round the world, when by staying quietly the world will go round with you. 
    (Fade)



	116. WIDOW:
	Charles never went far afield again. His health deteriorated, and for most of the rest of his life he was something of a recluse, more and more immersed in his work [—he knew now that it was going to shake the world—] and hardly caring to stir far outside his own garden. We married, [lived for three and a half years in Gower Street, and then] settled at Down House in Kent….



	117. NARRATOR:
	It is now a research centre. The house is preserved just as it was in your lifetime.



	118. WIDOW:
	[Yes? Ah, well, that’s where we lived for forty years, but Charles was always in more or less poor health. Some of his early enthusiasms deserted him. He ceased to care for music, I’m afraid, and—he used to complain of this—lost interest in poetry which had meant much to him when he was a young man. But he never lost his half-religious feeling for Nature, and his strange friendship with Captain Fitzroy persisted.] Fitzroy attained the rank of vice-admiral and became a Member of Parliament for Durham. He took Charles’s34 lessons on slavery to heart. For, when he became Governor of New Zealand, his policy favoured the natives to such a degree that the Government recalled him. All the same, as the years went on, Fitzroy became more and more convinced of the literal truth of the Biblical account of the Creation, and—in Charles’s own words—“was very indignant with me for having published so unorthodox a book as ‘The Origin of Species’ ”. At the meeting of the British Association, [in 1861,] when Hooker and Huxley defended Charles against Bishop Wilberforce’s attack, Fitzroy was present. He rose and recorded his disapproval. He regretted the publication of Mr. Darwin’s book, he said, and denied Professor Huxley’s statement that it was a logical presentation of facts. Yet he refers warmly to Charles in his own history of the voyage[, and later on, when he was leaving England on a long journey from which he was not certain to return, they parted affectionately]. 
Charles kept Fitzroy’s portrait in his room throughout the rest of his life. [Directly and indirectly the debt to him was very great.] Thanks to Fitzroy’s fine seamanship and constant helpfulness, Charles had been able to visit places which few travellers at that time could hope to reach. The voyage [had not only set new ideas running in his head, it] had also completed35 his training as a naturalist; [for he had not profited very much by his years at Edinburgh and Cambridge, and there were large gaps in his knowledge. And even] the36 prolonged discomfort of living in a ship, and a very small ship at that, had schooled him to habits of method and tidiness which were not natural to him, but which he afterwards found to be invaluable [in his scientific work]. Fitzroy might not—indeed, he did not,—approve of the final result, but Charles is justified in the verdict which he uttered towards the end of his life:— “The voyage of the Beagle was by far the most important event of my life, and determined my whole career.”



	119. NARRATOR:
	The Letters37 in which he confirms that have38 just been made public.



	120. WIDOW: 
(slight echo)
	Really?39 So people are still interested?



	121. NARRATOR:
	Indeed they are. Only yesterday ….



	122. WIDOW: 
(full echo)
	I am glad. I am very glad. And so that little ship creeping along the South American coast so many years ago ….



	123. NARRATOR:
	I think we may say that the course it steered during those five years changed the general direction of man’s thoughts.40
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2954. ‘British Cookery’

Unpublished booklet for the British Council


On 3 January 1946 Orwell discussed with Geoffrey Belton Cobb,1 of the British Council, a commission to write a booklet on ‘Food in Britain’ for the Council’s series ‘Britain Advances.’ This presumably arose as a result of Orwell’s ‘In Defence of English Cooking,’ 15 December 1945 (see 2819). The next day Cobb sent Orwell a formal invitation. The length was to be between 4,500 and 5,500 words; the fee would be £31.10.0, and copyright would be assigned to the Council. Delivery was to be by the end of March, or earlier if possible. Cobb advised Orwell not to write down to his prospective readers simply because they were foreigners: ‘You certainly must not say in effect “Now you poor benighted foreigners, just gather round and I will explain this in words of one syllable.”’ Cobb had not realised, he said, that Orwell was the author of Down and Out in Paris and London. Had he done so, he would have been even more pleased that Orwell was writing this booklet.

Orwell presumably wrote the text in March. By 3 May ‘a seemingly stupid situation’ had arisen over his manuscript. L. (or possibly ‘Juta’) Sykes (the first name cannot be deciphered; the typist’s reference is ‘ls/smb’) of the British Council’s Publications Department, wrote to Orwell on that day to say that Kathleen Raine would have told Orwell of Sykes’s doubts ‘on such a treatment of the painful subject of Food in these times’ (when there was such severe rationing). However, because he had been commissioned to write on those lines, Orwell had but done what had been asked of him. One or two minor criticisms apart, Sykes thought the essay was excellent but that it would be unwise to publish it for a continental reader at this time. The manuscript was therefore returned, with a cheque for £31.10.0, and the Council surrendered its claim to copyright. Sykes concluded: ‘I hope you will understand how sorry (and angry!) I am about this, and that you will write for us in the future—starting off on the right foot!’ Orwell did not write for the British Council again.

The text that follows is reproduced from Orwell’s typescript; this had passed to Tom Hopkinson, who kindly donated it to the Orwell Archive at University College London. The few comments written on the typescript are given in the notes at the end. These, presumably, are Sykes’s ‘minor criticisms.’ Notes 4 and 5 suggest that Sykes was a Scot. Orwell’s footnotes, all marked by asterisks, refer to the recipes he provided and which he gave at the end of his essay. The typing shows Orwell’s characteristics: e.g., page slippage and crossing out with capital X’s.



When Voltaire made his often-quoted statement that the country of Britain has “a hundred religions and only one sauce,” he was saying something which was untrue and which is equally untrue today, but which might still be echoed in good faith by a foreign visitor who made only a brief stay and drew his impressions from hotels and restaurants. For the first thing to be noticed about British cookery is that it is best studied in private houses, and more particularly in the homes of the middle-class and working-class masses who have not become Europeanised in their tastes. Cheap restaurants in Britain are almost invariably bad, while in expensive restaurants the cookery is almost always French, or imitation French. In the kind of food eaten, and even in the hours at which meals are taken and the names by which they are called, there is a definite cultural division between the upper-class minority and the big mass who have preserved the habits of their ancestors.

Generalising further, one may say that the characteristic British diet is a simple, rather heavy, perhaps slightly barbarous diet, drawing much of its virtue from the excellence of the local materials, and with its main emphasis on sugar and animal fats. It is the diet of a wet northern country where butter is plentiful and vegetable oils are scarce, where hot drinks are acceptable at most hours of the day, and where all spices and some of the stronger-tasting herbs are exotic products. Garlic, for instance, is unknown in British cookery proper: on the other hand mint, which is completely neglected in some European countries, figures largely. In general, British people prefer sweet things to spicy things, and they combine sugar with meat in a way that is seldom seen elsewhere.

Finally, it must be remembered that in talking about “British cookery” one is referring to the characteristic native diet of the British Isles and not necessarily to the food that the average British citizen eats at this moment. Quite apart from the economic differences between the various blocks of the population, there is the stringent food rationing which has now been in operation for six years. In talking of British cookery, therefore, one is talking of the past or the future—of dishes that the British people now see somewhat rarely, but which they would gladly eat if they had the chance, and which they did eat fairly frequently up to 1939.

First of all, then, breakfast. Ideally for nearly all British people, and in practice for most of them even now, this is not a snack but a serious meal. The hour at which people have their breakfast is of course governed by the time at which they go to work, but if they were free to choose, most people would like to have breakfast at nine o’clock. In principle the meal consists of three courses, one of which is a meat course. Traditionally it starts with porridge, which is made of coarse oatmeal, sodden and then boiled into a spongy mass: it is eaten always hot, with cold milk (better still, cream) poured over it, and sugar.2 Breakfast cereals, which are ready-cooked preparations of wheat or rice, taken cold with milk and sugar, are often eaten instead of porridge. After this comes either fish, usually salt fish, or meat in some form, or eggs in some form. The best and most characteristically British form of salt fish is the kipper, which is a herring split open and cured in wood-smoke until it is a deep brown colour. Kippers are either grilled or fried. The usual breakfast meat dishes are either fried bacon, with or without fried eggs, grilled kidneys, fried pork sausages, or cold ham. British people favour a lean, mild type of bacon or ham, cured with sugar and nitre rather than with salt. At normal times it is not unusual to eat grilled beaf steaks or mutton chops at breakfast, and there are still old-fashioned people who like to start the day with cold roast beef. Eggs are cooked in a variety of ways: the commonest, probably, is to scramble them with milk and butter and serve them on toasted bread. In some parts of the country, for instance in East Anglia, it is usual to eat cheese at breakfast.

After the meat course comes bread, or more often toast, with butter and orange marmalade. It must be orange marmalade, though honey is a possible substitute. Other kinds of jam are seldom eaten at breakfast, and marmalade does not often appear at other times of day. For the great bulk of the British people, the invariable breakfast drink is tea. Coffee in Britain is almost always nasty, either in restaurants or in private houses; the majority of people, though they drink it fairly freely, are uninterested in it and do not know good coffee from bad. Of tea, on the other hand, they are extremely critical, and everyone has his favourite brand and his pet theory as to how it should be made. Tea in Britain is always drunk with milk, and it is usual to brew it very strong, about one spoonful of dry tealeaves° being allowed for each cup.3 Most people prefer Indian tea to Chinese tea, and they like to put sugar in it. Here, however, one comes upon a class distinction, or more exactly a cultural distinction. Virtually all British working-people put sugar in their tea, and indeed will not drink tea without it. Unsweetened tea is an upper-class or middle-class habit, and even in those classes it tends to be associated with a Europeanised palate. If one made a list of the people in Britain who prefer wine to beer, one would probably find that it included most of the people who prefer tea without sugar.

After this solid breakfast—and even now, in a time of rationing, it is usual to eat a fairly large bulk of food, chiefly bread, at breakfast—it is natural that the midday meal should be somewhat lighter than it is in many other countries. Before one can discuss the midday meal, however, it is necessary to explain away the mysteries of “lunch,” “dinner” and “high tea.” The actual diet of the richer and poorer classes in Britain does not vary very greatly, but they use a different nomenclature and time their meals differently, because certain habits adopted from France during the past hundred years have not yet reached the great masses.

The richer classes have their midday meal at one-thirty in the afternoon and call it “luncheon;” at about half-past four in the afternoon they have a cup of tea and perhaps a piece of bread-and-butter or a slice of cake, which they call “afternoon tea;” and they have their evening meal at half-past seven or eight, and call it “dinner.” The others, perhaps ninety percent of the population, have their midday meal somewhat earlier—usually about half-past twelve—and call it “dinner;” they have their main evening meal at about half-past six and call it “tea;” and before going to bed they have a light snack—for instance cocoa and bread-and-jam—which they call “supper.” The distinction is regional as well as social. In the North of England, Scotland and Ireland many well-to-do people prefer to follow the working-class time scheme, partly because it fits in better with the working day, and partly, perhaps, from motives of conservatism: for our ancestors of a century ago also had their meals at approximately these hours.

But though the name and the hour may differ, every British person’s idea of the midday meal is approximately the same. We are not here concerned with the quasi-French meals that are served in hotels, but solely with British cookery, and therefore we can leave both soups and hors d’oeuvres out of account. Most British people are inclined to despise both, and do not care for them in the middle of the day. British soups are seldom good,4 and there is hardly a single one that is peculiar to the British Isles, while even the word “hors d’oeuvre” has no equivalent in the English language. The British midday meal consists essentially of meat, preferably roast meat, a heavy pudding, and cheese. And here one comes upon that central institution of British life, the “joint:” that is, a large piece of meat—round of beef or leg of pork or mutton—roasted whole with its potatoes round it, and preserving a flavour and a juiciness which meat cooked in smaller quantities never seems to attain.

Most characteristic of all is roast beef, and of all the cuts of beef, the sirloin is the best. It is always roasted lightly enough to be red in the middle: pork and mutton are roasted more thoroughly. Beef is carved in wafer-thin slices, mutton in thick slices. With beef there nearly always goes Yorkshire puddingfn1, which is a sort of crisp pancake made of milk, flour and eggs and which is delicious when sodden in gravy. In some parts of the country suet pudding (see below) is eaten with roast beef instead of Yorkshire pudding. Sometimes instead of roasted fresh beef there is boiled salt beef, which is always eaten with suet dumplings and carrots or turnips.

It is necessary here to say something about the specifically British ways of cooking potatoes. Roast meat is always served with potatoes “cooked under the joint,” which is probably the best of all ways of cooking them. The potatoes are peeled and placed in the pan all round the roasting meat, so that they absorb its juices and then become delightfully browned and crisp all over. Another method is to bake them whole in their jackets, after which they are cut open and a dab of butter placed in the middle. In the North of England delicious potato cakes are made of mashed potatoes and flour: these are rolled out into small round pancakes which are baked on a girdle and then spread with butter. New potatoes are generally boiled in water containing a few leaves of mint and served with melted butter poured over them.

Here also we may mention the special sauces which are so regularly served with each kind of roast meat as to be almost an integral part of the dish. Hot roast beef is almost invariably served with horse-radish sauce, a very hot, rather sweet sauce made of grated horse-radish, sugar, vinegar and cream. With roast pork goes apple sauce, which is made of apples stewed with sugar and beaten up into a froth. With mutton or lamb there usually goes mint sauce, which is made of chopped mint, sugar and vinegar. Mutton is frequently eaten with red currant jelly, which is also served with hare and with venison. A roast fowl is always accompanied by bread sauce, which is made of the crumb of white bread and milk flavoured with onions, and is always served hot.

It will be seen that British sauces have a tendency to be sweet, and some of the pickles that are eaten with cold meat are almost as sweet as jam. The British are great eaters of pickles, partly because the predilection for large joints means that in a British household there is a good deal of cold meat to finish up. In using up scraps of food they are not so imaginative as the peoples of some other countries, and British stews and “made-up dishes”—rissoles and the like—are not particularly distinguished. There are, however, two or three kinds of pie or meat-pudding which are peculiar to Britain and are good enough to be worth mentioning. One is steak-and-kidney pudding, which is made of chopped beef-steak and sheep’s kidney, encased in suet crust and steamed in a basin. Another is toad-in-the-hole, which is made of sausages embedded in a batter of milk, flour and eggs and baked in the oven. There is also the humble cottage pie, which is simply minced beef or mutton, flavoured with onions, covered with a layer of mashed potatoes and baked until the potatoes are a nice brown. And finally there is the famous Scottish haggis, in which liver, oatmeal, onions and other ingredients are minced up and cooked inside the stomach of a sheep.

There are not many methods of cooking birds which are peculiar to Britain. The British regard as inedible many birds—for instance, thrushes, larks, sparrows, curlews, green plovers and various kinds of duck—which are valued in other countries. They are also inclined to despise rabbits, and rabbit-rearing for the table has never been extensively practiced in Britain. On the other hand they will eat young rooks, which are shot in May and baked in pies. They are especially attached to geese and turkeys, which (at normal times) are eaten in immense quantities at Christmas, always roasted whole, with chestnut stuffing in the case of turkeys, and sage and onion stuffing and apple sauce in the case of geese.

Fish in Britain is seldom well cooked. The sea all round Britain yields a variety of excellent fishes, but as a rule they are unimaginatively boiled or fried, and the art of seasoning them in the cooking is not understood.5 The fish fried in oil to which the British working classes are especially addicted is definitely nasty, and has been an enemy of home cookery, since it can be bought everywhere in the big towns, ready cooked and at low prices. Except for trout, salmon and eels, British people will not eat fresh-water fish. As for vegetables, it must be admitted that, potatoes apart, they seldom get the treatment they deserve. Thanks to the rain-soaked soil, British vegetables are nearly all of excellent flavour, but they are commonly spoiled in the cooking. Cabbage is simply boiled—a method which renders it almost uneatable—while cauliflowers, leeks and marrows are usually smothered in a tasteless white sauce which is probably the “one sauce” scornfully referred to by Voltaire. The British are not great eaters of salads, though they have grown somewhat fonder of raw vegetables during the war years, thanks to the educational campaigns of the Ministry of Food. Except for salads, vegetables are always eaten with the meat, not separately.

In the second half of the midday meal we come upon one of the greatest glories of British cookery—its puddings. The number of these is so enormous that it would be impossible to give an exhaustive list, but, putting aside stewed fruits, British puddings can be classified under three main heads: suet puddings, pies and tarts, and milk puddings.

Suet crust, which appears in innumerable combinations, and enters into savoury dishes as well as sweet ones, is simply ordinary pastry crust with chopped beef suet substituted for the butter or lard. It can be baked, but more often is boiled in a cloth or steamed in a basin covered with a cloth. Far and away the best of all the suet puddings is plum pudding*, which is an extremely rich, elaborate and expensive dish, and is eaten by everyone in Britain at Christmas time, though not often at other times of the year. In simpler kinds of pudding the suet crust is sweetened with sugar and stuck full of figs, dates, currants or raisins, or it is flavoured with ginger or orange marmalade, or it is used as a casing for stewed apples or gooseberries, or it is rolled round successive layers of jam into a cylindrical shape which is called roly-poly pudding, or it is eaten in plain slices with treacle poured over it. One of the best forms of suet pudding is the boiled apple dumpling. The core is removed from a large apple, the cavity is filled up with brown sugar, and the apple is covered all over with a thin layer of suet crust, tied tightly into a cloth, and boiled.

British pastry is not outstandingly good,6 but there are certain fillings for pies and tarts which are excellent, and which are hardly to be found in other countries. Treacle tartfn2 is a delicious dish, and the large or small mince pies which are eaten especially at Christmas, but also fairly frequently at other times, are almost equally good. The mince-meat with which they are filled is a mixture of various kinds of dried fruits, chopped fine, mixed up with sugar and raw beef suet, and flavoured with brandy. Other favourite fillings are jams of various kinds, lemon curd—a preparation of lemon juice, yolk of egg and sugar—and stewed apples flavoured with lemon juice or cloves. An apple pie is often given an exceptionally fine flavour by including one quince among about half a dozen apples.

The other main category of puddings—milk puddings—is the kind of thing that one would prefer to pass over in silence, but it must be mentioned, since these dishes are, unfortunately, characteristic of Britain.7 They are preparations of rice, semolina, barley, sago or even macaroni, mixed with milk and sugar and baked in the oven. The one made with barley is somewhat less bad than the others: the one made with macaroni is intolerable to any civilized palate. As all of these puddings are easy to make, they tend to be a stand-by in cheap hotels, restaurants and apartment houses, and they are one of the chief reasons why British cookery has a bad name among foreign visitors.

There are, of course, countless other sweet dishes, including the whole range of jellies, blancmanges, custards, soufflés, ice puddings, meringues and what-not, which are much the same in all European countries. A few oddments which do not fit into any of the above categories are pancakes—British pancakes are thinner than those of most countries, and are always eaten with lemon juice,—batter pudding, which is made of much the same ingredients as Yorkshire pudding, but is steamed instead of being baked and is eaten with treacle, and baked apples. The apples are cored but not peeled, filled up with butter and sugar, and cooked in the oven: it is important that they should be served in the dish in which they are cooked. With cooked fruit of any kind British people always eat cream, if they can get it. In the West of England a particularly delicious kind of clotted cream is made by slowly simmering large pans of milk and skimming off the cream as it comes to the surface.

If the midday meal ends with cheese, that cheese will probably be foreign. Some of the cheeses native to Britain are very good, but they are not produced in large quantities and are mostly consumed locally. The best of them is Stilton, a cheese of rather the same kind as Roquefort or Gorgonzola, but stronger-tasting and closer in the grain. Wensleydale, a similar but milder cheese, is also very good.

When one has described the midday meal one has also described, in its broadest outlines, the evening meal of the minority who call that meal “dinner.” Of course luncheon and dinner are not quite the same. Dinner is a more elaborate meal, and would always consist of at least three courses, since it would start with either soup or hors d’oeuvre. But there is no luncheon dish that is definitely not a dinner dish, or vice versa, and the enormously long dinner menus which were fashionable in the nineteenth century have been obsolete for two decades or thereabouts. Even before the war, a fairly elaborate dinner would normally consist of four or at most five courses. Very few meals included more than one meat course, and the practice of eating a “savoury,” usually a preparation of cheese or salt fish, after the sweet, was rapidly going out. On the other hand it is usual to drink more alcohol with the evening meal. Few British people drink much in the middle of the day—for those who drink at all, half a pint of beer would probably be the average—and still fewer drink wine, even if they can afford it. Port wine, traditionally associated with Britain and still imported in considerable quantities, is almost purely an after-dinner drink. Gin is drunk before meals, whisky afterwards. After dinner it is usual to drink one or two small cups of coffee: coffee is drunk after lunch as well, but probably a great majority of British people prefer to end that meal with a cup of tea.

As has been pointed out already, the bulk of the British people call their main evening meal “tea”, not “dinner,” and have it at about half-past six—at any rate, they have it as soon as the bread-winner of the family returns from work. So far as food values go, “tea” is not necessarily very different from “dinner,” but the lay-out of the meal is different. “Tea,” also commonly called “high tea,” is a large, comfortable, informal meal, designed for people who are tired from work and have had nothing to eat for six or seven hours. It has to consist, therefore, of something that can be got ready quickly, and it is usual to place all the dishes on the table at once.

High tea, if it is a good specimen of its kind, consists of one hot dish, bread and butter and jam, cakes, salad or water-cress if they are in season, and—at normal times when such things are easily procurable—tinned fruit. Sometimes the main dish is cold ham, tinned salmon or shellfish, but usually it is something hot: it may be some kind of toasted cheese, such as the delicious Welsh rarebitfn3, or fried bacon, or sausages, or kippers, or perhaps stewed beef or cottage pie. No tea would be considered a good one if it did not include at least one kind of cake. Cakes are one of the specialities of British—more particularly of Scottish—cookery, and, like puddings, they are too numerous to be listed exhaustively: one can merely indicate a few that are outstandingly good. The best, and the most characteristic of Britain, is the rich, heavy plum cakefn3 which is so impregnated with spices and chopped fruits as to be almost black in colour. In their fullest glory these cakes are studded all over with blanched almonds, and at Christmas time they are made even richer by being covered with a layer of almond paste and then coated all over with icing sugar. There are, of course, many other varieties of plum cake—a “plum” cake simply means one that has currants or sultanas in it—ranging down to quite plain and inexpensive ones. The richest plum cakes, which contain rum or brandy, improve with keeping, and it is usual to make them some weeks or months before it is intended to eat them. Another rich variety of cake contains crystallised cherries instead of currants, and a much plainer kind, which is always better when home-made, is flavoured with carraway seeds. British gingerbread—very dark in colour, and containing black treacle—is also nearly always better when made at home. Shortbread—a sort of very rich biscuit containing a great deal of butter—is seen at its best in Scotland. There are countless varieties of small cake: sponge cakes, macaroons, doughnuts—different from the better-known American variety in that they have a dab of jam in the middle,—jam tarts, which are commonly eaten hot, and buns of various kinds which are only slightly sweetened and are intended to be split open, toasted and eaten with butter. Scones, which are tiny round cakes made of flour, milk and cooking fat, are commonly baked just before teatime and eaten so hot that the butter melts when it is spread on them. A particularly delicious kind of tea cake, also made to be toasted and buttered, is the crumpet, which is unsweetened and is eaten with salt. Crumpets, which are of very strange appearance—they are white, and full of holes like a Gruyere cheese—are made by a process that is known to very few people. As well as cakes, biscuits are much eaten at tea-time. British biscuits are exceptionally good, but they are seldom successfully made at home, since they need very carefully regulated temperatures which are only possible under factory conditions.

For the overwhelming majority of people, tea is the invariable drink at the evening meal. It is very unusual to drink any alcohol at this meal. British working-people, in any case, do not often drink alcohol in their own homes. They like to bring home a few bottles of beer for midday dinner on Sundays, but for the most part their drinking is done in the public house, which serves as a kind of club. Many people drink yet another cup of tea with the final snack which is taken just before going to bed. This snack probably consists of cake, biscuits or bread-and-jam, though in the big towns, where the fried fish shops stay open till a late hour, it is common to end the day with fried fish and chipped potatoes.

It will be seen that British cookery displays more variety and more originality than foreign visitors are usually ready to allow, and that the average restaurant or hotel, whether cheap or expensive, is not a trustworthy guide to the diet of the great mass of the people. Every style of cookery has its peculiar faults, and the two great shortcomings of British cookery are a failure to treat vegetables with due seriousness, and an excessive use of sugar. At normal times the average consumption of sugar per head is very much higher than in most countries, and all British children and a large proportion of adults are over-much given to eating sweets between meals. It is, of course, true that sweet dishes and confections—cakes, puddings, jams, biscuits and sweet sauces—are the especial glory of British cookery, but the national addiction to sugar has not done the British palate any good. Too often it leads people to concentrate their main attention on subsidiary foods and to tolerate bad and unimaginative cookery in the main dishes. Part of the trouble is that alcohol, even beer, is fantastically expensive and has therefore come to be looked on as a luxury to be drunk in moments of relaxation, and not as an integral part of the meal. The majority of people drink sweetened tea with at least two of their daily meals, and it is therefore only natural that they should want the food itself to be excessively sweet. The innumerable bottled sauces and pickles which are on sale in Britain are also the enemies of good cookery. There is reason to think, however, that the standard of British cookery—that is, cookery inside the home—has gone up during the war years, owing to the drastic rationing of tea, sugar, meat and fats. The average housewife has been compelled to be more economical than she used to be, to pay more attention to the seasoning of soups and stews, and to treat vegetables more as a serious foodstuff and less as a neglected sideline.

At the end there will be found half a dozen recipes of characteristic British dishes which have already been shortly mentioned. In addition it is worth listing the foodstuffs, natural or prepared, which are especially good in Britain and which any foreign visitor should make sure of sampling.

First of all, British apples, one or other variety of which is obtainable for about seven months of the year. Nearly all British fruits and vegetables have a good natural flavour, but the apples are outstanding. The best are those that ripen late, from September onwards, and one should not be put off by the fact that most British varieties are dull in colour and irregular in size. The best are the Cox’s Orange Pippin, the Blenheim Orange, the Charles Ross, the James Grieve and the Russett. These are all eaten raw. The Bramley’s Seedling is a superlative cooking apple.

Secondly, salt fish, especially kippers and Scottish haddocks. Thirdly, oysters—very large and good, though artificially expensive. Fourthly, biscuits, both sweetened and unsweetened, especially those that come from the four or five great firms whose names are a trade-mark. Fifthly, jams and jellies of all kinds. These are usually best when home-made, with the exception of strawberry jam, which is nearly always better as a manufactured product.8 Some varieties not often seen outside Britain are black-currant jelly, bramble jelly (made of blackberries,) marrow jam with ginger, and damson cheese, an especially stiff kind of jelly which can be cut in slabs. In addition, no one who has not sampled Devonshire cream, Stilton cheese, crumpets, potato cakes, saffron buns, Dublin prawns, apple dumplings, pickled walnuts, steak-and-kidney pudding9 and, of course, roast sirloin of beef with Yorkshire pudding, roast potatoes and horse-radish sauce, can be said to have given British cookery a fair trial.

The only alcoholic drinks which are native to Britain, and are at all widely drunk, are beer, cider and whisky. The cider is fairly good (that brewed in Herefordshire is the best), the beer very good. It is somewhat more alcoholic and very much bitterer than the beers of most other countries, all save the mildest and cheapest kinds being strongly flavoured with hops. Its flavour varies greatly from one part of the country to another. The whisky exported from Britain is mostly Scottish, but the Irish kind, which is sweeter in taste and contains more rye, is also popular in Britain itself. One excellent liqueur, sloe gin, is widely made in Britain, though not often exported. It is always better when home-made. It is of a beautiful purplish-red colour, and rather resembles cherry brandy, but is of a more delicate flavour.

Finally, a word in praise of British bread. In general it is a close-grained, rather sweet-flavoured bread, which remains good for three or four days after being baked. It is seen at its best in the kind of double loaf, shaped like a figure of eight, which is known as a cottage loaf. Rye bread and barley bread are hardly eaten in Britain, but the wholemeal wheat bread is extremely good. The great virtue of British bread is that it is baked in small batches, in a rather primitive way, and therefore is not at all standardised. The bread from one baker may be quite different from another down the street, and one can range about from shop to shop until one is suited. It is a good general rule that small, old-fashioned shops make the best-flavoured bread. Throughout a great deal of the North of England the women prefer to bake their bread for themselves.

RECIPES.

WELSH RAREBIT.

Ingredients:

1 ounce butter.

4 ounces cheese (coarsely grated).

1 tablespoonful milk or beer.

½ teaspoonful made mustard

Pepper and salt.


Method. Melt butter in a saucepan. Add the milk, salt, mustard and cheese. Heat and stir until the cheese has melted. Pour on to slices of hot buttered toast which have been prepared beforehand. Serve immediately.



YORKSHIRE PUDDING.

Ingredients:

4 ounces flour

1 or 2 eggs

¼ teaspoonful salt

½ pint milk (or milk and water.)


Method. Put the flour into a basin with the salt. Make a well in the centre, break in the eggs; beat well, adding the milk to make a thin batter; allow this to stand for 2 hours. Melt some dripping in a baking-tin and when quite hot pour in the batter. Bake for half an hour in a hot oven.



TREACLE TART.

Ingredients:

12 ounces short crust pastry.

Golden syrup.

2 ounces breadcrumbs.

A pinch of ginger or a little lemon juice.


Method. Make the pastry crust in the proportion of eight ounces of flour to five ounces of butter, with a pinch of salt, and mix with cold water. Line a flat metal dish with the pastry. Cover with a layer of bread crumbs, then pour in the golden syrup. Sprinkle lemon juice or ginger over the syrup and cover with the remainder of the crumbs. Bake for 30 minutes in a hot oven.



ORANGE MARMALADE.10

Ingredients:

8 Seville oranges

2 sweet oranges

2 lemons

8 lbs of preserving sugar

8 pints of water.


Method. Wash and dry the fruit. Halve them and squeeze out the juice. Remove some of the pith, then shred the fruit and rinds finely. Tie the pips in a muslin bag. Put the fruit pulp, strained juice, rind and pips into the water and allow to soak for 48 hours. Place in a large pan and simmer for about 1½ hours until the rind is tender. Leave to stand overnight, then add the sugar and let it dissolve before bringing to the boil. Boil rapidly until a little of the mixture will set into a jelly when placed on a cold plate. Pour into jars which have been heated beforehand, and cover with paper covers.



PLUM CAKE.

Ingredients:

¾ lb butter

½ lb sugar

4 eggs

¾ lb flour

¼ lb crystallised cherries

¼ lb raisins

¼ lb sultanas

¼ lb chopped almonds

¼ lb mixed candied peel

The grated rind of 1 lemon and 1 orange

½ teaspoonful of mixed spice

A pinch of salt

1 glass of brandy


Method. Beat the butter and sugar to a cream; add each egg separately and beat until the mixture is stiff and uniform. Sift the flour with the mixed spice and the salt, stir well into the creamed mixture, add the raisins (stoned beforehand,) the cherries cut in halves, and the sultanas, the candied peel cut into small pieces, the grated lemon and orange rind, and the brandy. Mix thoroughly, put into a round tin lined with greased paper, put into a hot oven for 10 to 15 minutes, then reduce the heat and bake slowly for 3½ hours.11



CHRISTMAS PUDDING.

Ingredients:

1 lb each of currants, sultanas & raisins

2 ounces sweet almonds

1 ounce bitter almonds

4 ounces mixed peel

½ lb brown sugar

½ lb flour

¼ lb breadcrumbs

½ teaspoonful salt

½ teaspoonful grated nutmeg

¼ teaspoonful powdered cinnamon 6 ounces suet

The rind and juice of 1 lemon

5 eggs

A little milk

⅛ of a pint of brandy, or a little beer.


Method. Wash the fruit. Chop the suet, shred and chop the peel, stone and chop the raisins, blanch and chop the almonds. Prepare the breadcrumbs. Sift the spices and salt into the flour. Mix all the dry ingredients into a basin. Beat the eggs, mix them with the lemon juice and the other liquids. Add to the dry ingredients and stir well. If the mixture is too stiff, add a little more milk. Allow the mixture to stand for a few hours in a covered basin. Then mix well again and place in well-greased basins of about 8 inches diameter. Cover with rounds of greased paper. Then tie the tops of the basins over [with] the floured cloths if the. puddings are to be boiled, or with thick greased paper if they are to be steamed. Boil or steam them for 5 or 6 hours. On the day when the pudding is to be eaten, re-heat it by steaming it for 3 hours. When serving, pour a large spoonful of warm brandy over it and set fire to it.

In Britain it is usual to mix into each pudding one or two small coins, tiny china dolls or silver charms which are supposed to bring luck.






2955. To Arthur Koestler

31 March 1946 Typewritten

27 B Canonbury Square

Islington

London N 1

Dear Arthur,

I enclose a letter from The° IRRC1 people, about whom I wrote to you before, and a copy of their bulletin. The part of [it] about Jennie Lee and Michael Foot2 is rather vague and I am not sure what it is he wants me to do, but I hope to see Jennie Lee tomorrow and will speak to her about it. Michael is in Teheran, I think.

I am seeing Malory° Brown on Wednesday and will tell him the Easter conference is off. Has anyone told Michael?

I think my Jura cottage is going to be ready by May and I am arranging to send my furniture up about the end of April and then, if all is well, go up there early in May. If anything falls through I shall go somewhere else, but in any case I shall leave London and do no writing or anything of the kind for two months. I feel desperately tired and jaded. Richard is very well and active but still not talking.

I have at last got hold of a book by that scientist I spoke to you of, John Baker.3 He is evidently one of the people we should circularise when we have a draft proposal ready. He could probably also be useful in telling us about other scientists who are not totalitarian-minded, which is important, because as a body they are much more subject to totalitarian habits of thought than writers, and have more popular prestige. Humphrey4 got Waddington,5 who is a borderline case, to do an article for Polemic, which I think was a good move, as it will appear in the same number as our opening volley against the Modern Quarterly.6 Unfortunately it was a very bad article.

Love to Mamaine. It is beautiful spring weather at last and daffodils out all over the place. Each winter I find it harder and harder to believe that spring will actually come.

Yours

George




2956. Arthur Koestler to Orwell

3 April 1946


Koestler thanked Orwell for the enclosure from the IRRC (which seemed to Orwell to be ‘rather vague’). He had not heard from Miss Strunsky. He repeated his invitation to come up to North Wales and he sent Orwell ‘a letter and two pamphlets from a Polish officer who survived [the] Katyn [Massacre]’ (actually Starobielsk; see 2919, n. 1). This was Joseph Czapski about whom Koestler and Orwell had recently corresponded (see 2919, 2920). Koestler was anxious that Orwell should use some of the material in an article in Tribune or possibly get Secker & Warburg to publish something. It proved impossible to interest any publisher, and Orwell probably held back from contributing short articles, hoping to have the massacres treated fully in book form; and, of course, he was just about to give up writing for journals in order to concentrate on Nineteen Eighty-Four.

Czapski’s letter (of 26 March 1946, in French) speaks of there being only 78 survivors of some 4,000 Polish officers at the Starobielsk prison camp. He also enclosed for Koestler his ‘Lettre Ouverte’ which dealt with the attitude of the Soviets ‘au moment de la catastrophe de Varsovie’—the Warsaw Uprising.

Czapski, Koestler, and Orwell were anxious that Western governments should reveal the truth about Katyn. The British government in 1946 and for over forty years thereafter, covered up the true perpetrators of the atrocities committed against the Poles, but, as a letter to The Times, 8 August 1988, from Count Zygmunt Zamoyski pointed out, their participation in a ‘conspiracy of silence’ continued long after and extended to other British institutions. In 1976, Zamoyski claimed, James Callaghan, at the time Labour’s Secretary of State for Foreign and Commonwealth Affairs and as Prime Minister, ‘forbade any serving British officer to attend in uniform the unveiling of the Katyn memorial at Gunnersbury Cemetery in London’ and ‘the Church of England authorities would not allow the date (1940) of the massacres to appear on the memorial, when an application was first made to them to erect it in a disused Chelsea graveyard.’ Almost half a century after the event, a Conservative British government, through its spokesman Lord Glenarthur, still maintained, in July 1988, that there was ‘no conclusive evidence of responsibility for these murders.’ Louis Fitzgibbon, honorary secretary of the Katyn Memorial Fund, 1971–77, and the author of several books on Katyn, has stated that between 1 March and 5 June 1940, the Soviet NKVD individually shot 4,254 Polish officers at Katyn; but also 3,481 at Dergachi and 6,376 at Bologoye (Independent, 27July 1988). The unanimity of British governments of different political persuasion might, or might not, lend support to the notion that, as Goldstein put it in Nineteen Eighty-Four, ‘Ignorance is Strength.’ Only on 27 July 1988 did the Foreign Office Minister, Lord Glenarthur, in a written parliamentary reply, state, ‘There is indeed substantial circumstantial evidence pointing to Soviet responsibility for the killings. We look to the Soviet-Polish Commission on Katyn to settle the question once and for all.’ By an ironic coincidence, a correspondent in the Independent, Ormond Uren, wrote on 28 July 1988 that earlier in the month he had bought in London a copy of Literaturnaya Gazeta which included a full-page instalment of a new Russian translation of Nineteen Eighty-Four and a ‘largely favourable article on Orwell.’ In 1990 the Russian Federation accepted responsibility for the massacres.






2957. Introduction to The Position of Peggy Harper

End of February or March 1946?


Graham Greene,1 then a Director of Eyre & Spottiswoode (Publishers) Ltd., wrote Orwell several letters in the summer and autumn of 1945 about books that might be suitable for republication and for which Orwell might write introductions. Greene’s letter of 27 August 1945 indicates that Orwell had suggested books by Barry Pain, Richard Marsh (particularly The Beetle), W. L. George (whose recent work Greene thought ‘pretty poor stuff’ but he would look at Caliban), Guy Boothby (whom Greene considered to be ‘dropping a little too low’), and Hornung (whom Greene thought ‘too homosexually sentimental’ apart from his ‘Raffles’ books).

In ‘As I Please,’ 39, 25 August 1944 (see 2537), Orwell had briefly discussed the work of Leonard Merrick, and on 4 September 1945, Greene asked Orwell to send him a copy of Merrick’s The Position of Peggy Harper (1911), and promised to let him know whether it could be included in the Century Library series. On 16 October Greene commissioned Orwell to write a 1,200-word introduction for a fee of £10.10.0. This was to introduce Merrick’s work in general, emphasising Peggy Harper but not being devoted exclusively to this novel.

On 10 February 1946, Leonard Merrick’s son, Lesley Merrick, wrote to Orwell as a result of inquiries Orwell had made about Leonard Merrick. He said he was delighted to learn that Orwell was to write an introduction; he had admired everything he had read of Orwell’s and was very willing to help. He suggested they meet at Merrick’s club, the Sesame Imperial and Pioneer Club, 49 Grosvenor Street, London, W.1, on Wednesday or Thursday of the following week or the week thereafter (13, 14, or 20, 21 February).

This proved to be the only introduction Orwell wrote for the series, and the book itself was not published. The precise date of the composition of this Introduction is not known, but it could hardly have been completed much before the end of February 1946 if Orwell was then still collecting biographical information. Its placement here is conjectural. The text is reproduced from a page proof.



Leonard Merrick died in 1939, but during the later part of his life he wrote, or at any rate published, nothing but short stories. Except for one early and now forgotten book, Violet Moses, his full-length novels all belong to the period between 1900 and 1914. There are about a dozen of them in all, and their general level is so high that, though it would be fairly easy to pick out six of them as being better worth reprinting than the rest, it is not easy to narrow the choice down to a single volume.

Merrick has the peculiarity that, though he is by no means a “highbrow” writer, the background of his stories is almost invariably one or other of the arts. Among his full-length novels, the only exceptions to this rule are The Worldlings, a story of imposture founded on the Tichborne case, and One Man’s View, which is a partial exception in so much that the central character is a lawyer. Otherwise the people he habitually writes about are novelists, poets, painters and, most characteristically of all, actors. If there is one thing above all others for which he deserves to be remembered, it is his extraordinarily convincing and glamourless picture of stage life; and this, perhaps, justifies the reprinting of The Position of Peggy Harper rather than of, say, Cynthia or The Worldlings, which are equally good in their different way.

Although nearly all of Merrick’s books are about writers or artists, they can be divided fairly sharply into two classes. One class, by which unfortunately he is best known, are his Paris books, mostly collections of short stories, such as A Chair on the Boulevard. These stories describe a kind of Bohemianism which Merrick had not experienced from the inside and which only doubtfully exists; the atmosphere they are trying to reproduce is that of Trilby, or even, at their worst, that of W. J. Locke’s Aristide Pujol. Where Merrick describes his own adventures in Paris, as he obviously does in certain chapters in Cynthia, for instance, it is quite a different story. Picturesqueness disappears, and in its place there enters that dreadful thing which he understood so well, poverty against a background of gentility. Merrick’s shabby-genteel novels are the ones that matter: the best of them, apart from those that have been mentioned already, are The Man Who was Good, The Actor Manager, The House of Lynch, and The Quaint Companions. Conrad in Quest of His Youth, one of Merrick’s most successful books, deals partly with stage life, but differs from the others in that poverty is not a leading theme in it.

Money is always a fascinating subject, provided that only small sums are involved. Brute starvation is not interesting, and neither are transactions involving thousands of millions of pounds; but an out-of-work actor pawning his watch-chain and wondering whether next week the watch will have to follow it—that is interesting. However, Merrick’s book[s] are not simply concerned with the difficulty of making a living. His theme is rather the humiliation which a sensitive and honest person feels when he is forced into contact with people whose standards are commercial. Christopher Tatham, the hero of Peggy Harper, writes a melodrama which scores a thunderous success while the comedies into which he has put his real work grow dog-eared on their journey from agent to agent. It is an interesting detail—a reminder that, after all, the status of the literary man has risen during the past thirty or forty years—that the sum Tatham receives for his five-act melodrama is fifteen pounds! But the fact that he is underpaid is socially less significant than the fact the he is isolated. Until it is almost too late, he simply does not have the opportunity of making contact with people in any way similar to himself. His silly, snobbish mother, and his prosperous uncle who is “associated with hops,” are somewhat further from understanding his point of view than the vulgar actor-manager who buys his melodrama. The foolish engagement into which he enters is the direct result of isolation. When he first meets Peggy Harper, at the age of twenty-one or thereabouts, he probably does not know—never having had the chance to find out—that there exist women who are both attractive and intelligent. Until he has made his mark by individual effort, society has no place for him. The dull commercial world of his family and the vulgar, down-at-heel world of the touring companies are equally hostile to him, and it is largely luck that the one or the other does not swallow him up for good.

Merrick is not consciously, or at any rate not overtly, a “writer with a purpose.” The commercialism and Philistinism of the English-speaking civilization is something that he inveighs against but assumes to be unchangeable, like the English climate. And there are many of the accepted values of his time that he does not even question. In particular, he everywhere takes for granted the superiority of a “gentleman” to a “bounder” and of a “good accent” to Cockney; and in most of his books there are passages which if they were written today would be called snobbish. Actually, Merrick is not a snobbish writer—if he were he would probably write about wealthy or titled people instead of concentrating on the shabby-genteel—but he is too honest to disguise his instinctive preferences. He feels strongly that good manners and delicate sensibilities are important, and that one of the worst horrors of poverty is having to take orders from ill-bred, coarse-fibred people. A beautiful little scene in Peggy Harper illustrates the kind of servitude that an educated man in a low-class touring company must be ready to put up with. The word “menace” has occurred in the script of the play that is being rehearsed, and the ignoramus of a stage manager insists that it should be pronounced “menace”:


“What’s that—what d’ye call it? ‘Menace!’ Rats! That’s extant, that’s altogether extant.” He evidently relished his discovery of “extant” which he seemed to believe was a scholarly synonym for “out of date.” He looked round for Tatham. “Isn’t ‘menace’ extant, eh?” he enquired.

“Quite,” said Tatham.



Peggy Harper, like most of Merrick’s books (the outstanding exception is The Man Who was Good), has a “happy ending,” but it is implied all the way through that decency and intelligence are very serious handicaps. In Cynthia, which is a story about a novelist, the clash between honesty and bread and butter is even more painful. Cynthia is a book which it would not be altogether absurd to mention in the same sentence as George Gissing’s New Grub Street, but its theme is one that a good many different writers have handled. The special thing that Merrick could do, and which no one else seems to have done, is to reproduce the atmosphere of low-class theatrical life: the smell of greasepaint and fish and chips, the sordid rivalries, the comfortless Sunday journeys, the lugging of suitcases through the back streets of unfamiliar towns, the “professional” lodgings presided over by “Ma,” the poky bedrooms with the rickety washhand-stand and the grim white chamber-pot under the bed (does Merrick ever mention the chamber-pot? Probably not. One just seems to imagine it), and the trudging up and down the Strand on worn-out boot-soles, the agents’ offices where women in dyed frocks sit waiting their turn, the forlorn collection of press cuttings, the manager who bolts in the middle of the tour with all the takings.

Although Merrick was fairly successful, especially towards the end of his life, as a short-story writer, his full-length novels never “sold” in this country. About 1918 Messrs. Hodder and Stoughton issued a uniform edition of his works with introductions by H. G. Wells, G. K. Chesterton, W. D. Howells and other well-known writers who admired him and felt that he was underrated.fn1 The introduction to Peggy Harper was written by Sir Arthur Pinero. The uniform edition, however, was no more successful than earlier editions had been—a fact which is all the more puzzling because throughout his life Merrick’s books sold relatively well in the United States. The obvious explanation of his unpopularity is that he chose to write about artists, whereas the big public, as he himself often remarked, would sooner read about politicians or business-men; also that his books are what people call “grey,” or “gloomy,” or “too like real life.” It is quite true that the majority of Merrick’s books are far from being cheer-up stories. They are lightly written, and for the sake of preserving the comedy form they usually have a “happy ending,” but their underlying mood is a bitter one. But it is still not clear why Merrick should have been more popular in America. The American public is presumably no more inclined than the British to take sides with the artist against society: nor did Merrick make any special concessions to American readers, for the subject-matter and the whole atmosphere of most of his books is intensely English.

Possibly, from the American point of view, the Englishness was an exotic attraction, while the kind of poverty and failure that Merrick was describing were not quite the kind that Americans are afraid of. At any rate, Merrick’s steady refusal to see silver linings where none existed must have had something to do with his unpopularity. It is perhaps significant that Conrad in Quest of His Youth, the hero of which is wealthy, was about the most successful of his books. Now that the fear of poverty is a less urgent emotion, and the demand for sunshine stories less insistent, he seems overdue for revival.

LEONARD MERRICK, 1864–1939. Born in London of Jewish parentage he changed his name, originally Miller, by deed-poll. He was educated at Brighton College and private schools and was originally intended for the Law. Family reverses, however, sent him to South Africa when he was eighteen, where he had a varied career. Back in England he became for a short period an actor, and he began to write, unsuccessfully, towards the end of the century. He had a hard struggle; his work was reissued in 1918, when some of the most famous modern writers wrote introductions.

The Man Who Was Good, 1892; This Stage of Fools, 1896; Cynthia: A Daughter of the Philistines: One Man’s View, 1897; The Actor-Manager, 1898; The Worldlings, 1900; Conrad in Quest of His Youth: The Quaint Companions, 1903; Whispers About Women, 1906; The House of Lynch: The Call from the Past and Other Stories, 1907; Lynch’s Daughter: The Man Who Understood Women, 1908; The Position of Peggy Harper: All the World Wondered and Other Stories, 1911; When Love Flies Out o’ the Window, 1914; While Paris Laughed, 1918; The Chair on the Boulevard, 1921; The Little Dog Laughed (Tales), 1930.2




2958. ‘Politics and the English Language’

Horizon, April 1946


This essay is placed at 11 December 1945 (see 2815), the date Orwell entered it in his Payments Book.






2959. ‘Planning and Freedom’

Public meeting, 1 April 1946


Tribune for 29 March 1946 carries an advertisement for a public meeting at the Conway Hall at which Orwell was advertised as leading a discussion or giving a talk on ‘Planning and Freedom.’ Orwell’s precise role is not clear, but he is the only individual named in what is described as an ‘open discussion.’ This would seem to be linked with the Afterword he wrote for his series of essays on ‘The Intellectual Revolt.’ On 25 April 1946 Orwell was thanked by J. H. McMillan of the Ministry of Information for providing a concluding section for the German version of these essays. See 2879 and 2879A.






2960. Review of The Revolution in Warfare by B. H. Liddell Hart

Manchester Evening News, 4 April 1946

Captain Liddell Hart’s book was written before the dropping of the first atomic bomb, but, as he says in his postscript, the appearance of this new weapon merely reinforces his earlier remarks about the gradual triumph of the mechanical over the human element in warfare, and also about the folly of war as a way of settling disputes.

The book has two main themes. One is the development in the technique of warfare, from the spear to the rocket bomb, and the other is the alternation from one age to another between “limited” war and “total” war.

The two subjects are interconnected, but the type of war that is waged at any given period is not necessarily governed by the weapons that happen to be available.

There have been periods, such as classical antiquity, when the weapons were primitive, but wars were fought with the utmost cruelty and thoroughness, and others, such as the mid-nineteenth century, when men disposed of considerable powers of destruction but used them fairly humanely. The governing factor is the prevailing outlook of the age, which depends on the presence or absence of strong tribal loyalties or violent ideological differences.

On the technical side Captain Liddell Hart shows how the structure of armies and their power of mobility and surprise have been affected by new inventions—gunpowder, the machine-gun, the tank, the bombing plane—and by the social relations and general technical level of the period.

He insists that even now, with the complete mechanisation of war, the defence enjoys an advantage over the attack, and he argues persuasively that the day of large infantry armies is over and that we shall be in error if we continue with conscription in peace-time.

He considers that the potentialities of rocket projectiles have been much underrated: on the other hand he himself seems rather to play down the importance of the aeroplane—he hardly mentions airborne troops and does not mention parachutists—in part, perhaps, because the bombing of civilians seems to him morally indefensible.

As to the conduct of war, his main thesis is that war is humane, or as nearly humane as it can be, when the opponents are fairly similar to one another and are fighting for limited, material ends. The worst barbarities occur when people believe themselves to be fighting for some sacred cause in defence of which anything is justifiable.

There has been no steady progress towards more cruelty or more restraint, but a to-and-fro movement in different centuries. Thus, the barbarities of the Thirty Years War were followed by the fairly humane wars of the eighteenth century; the French Revolutionary wars were “ideological” in character, and the new spirit was marked by the decree of the Convention that English troops were to be given no quarter; most of the nineteenth century wars were conducted according to recognised rules; in our own age war has again taken on the character of a crusade, and is conducted with horrible cruelty.

At various times attempts have been made, not always unsuccessfully, to limit war by codes internationally agreed upon. In connection with the code drawn up by Vattel in 1758 Captain Liddell Hart quotes some interesting remarks by the Italian historian Ferrero:

“Vattel had so great a fear of the effects of passion that he forbade belligerents to believe in the justice of their cause. If two enemies go to war in the belief that they are defending right and justice against a foe who respects nothing they will hate each other and fight so furiously that they will not agree to any compromise. But since 1792 these wise doctrines have been neglected. … Hatred and mistrust inflamed political considerations in both camps and gradually everything became affected, diplomacy as well as strategy, until the combatants no longer knew why they were fighting. They fought because they hated each other, and they hated each other because they were fighting.”

Even our own age, however, has not descended to some of the practices of the past. It is no longer customary to massacre prisoners, and, as Captain Liddell Hart points out, in the recent war there were not many cases of individual atrocities against civilians. The great crimes were committed by the Governments concerned, and the political police they employed, rather than by the fighting men.

There was, however, one quite new and especially horrifying development—mass bombing of civilians. Captain Liddell Hart feels strongly about this, and his disapproval of our own bombing policy seems at times to lead his judgment astray.

To begin with, he argues that the bombing of Germany did not damage German war industries sufficiently to affect the outcome, while on the other hand it drew upon us counter-bombing by which our own war industries were seriously hampered.

He also argues that we started the process, that the German raids were merely a justified reprisal for our own previous attacks, and that the Germans tried several times to limit the bombing by mutual agreement. This is a very shaky claim. The first act of the war—some hours before any declaration of war was made—was the bombing of Warsaw, and years earlier the Germans had made heavy raids on quite defenceless civilians in Madrid and Barcelona.

They attempted to come to some sort of bombing agreement with Britain, because they were aware that the American factories could outbuild them, and that the process would end, as it did, by Germany being reduced to a mass of ruins.

But when it was a question of bombing Poles, Spaniards, Dutch or Serbs, they showed themselves entirely merciless. The behaviour of the Japanese in China was similar.1

Captain Liddell Hart is aware of the impossibility—perhaps even from some points of view, the undesirability—of preventing war, but he thinks that it might be possible once again to limit it. The book ends with a discussion of this rather nebulous hope, and with a plea that the British Army of the future shall be relatively small, composed of volunteers, and directed by men who have been scientifically trained.




2961. Review of Prelude to the Russian Campaign by Grigore Gafencu

Tribune, 5 April 1946

Some time before the war, when the Russian purges were still continuing and the newspapers of Germany and the U.S.S.R. were covering one another with barely-printable abuse, a Russian friend astonished me by remarking: “Don’t you think this probably means that Germany and Russia are going to come to an agreement?” When I asked why, he answered: “I have noticed that when Stalin intends to do something he often accuses his enemies of doing it beforehand. He is saying now that the Trotskyists want to come to an understanding with Germany: I think it’s quite likely that that is what he’s planning to do himself.”

The interesting point is that this correct prediction—literally the only prophecy of the Russo-German pact that I myself ever heard made—was based on a chancy piece of character-reading and not on any solid political consideration. Political observers, Right, Left or Centre, were unable to foresee the pact of 1939—afterwards, of course, half the political journalists in London claimed to have “known it all along,” but curiously enough they had failed to mention the fact in print—because they were ideologically involved in the struggle and had therefore been taken in by the propaganda which represented Communism and Fascism as opposites. As soon as the pact was announced, the short-term advantages which each partner derived from it were so obvious that one wondered how one could ever have expected anything else. On the other hand, Hitler’s reasons for finally violating the pact are still a subject for speculation, and this book, by someone who had a front-line view of events over the crucial period, is absorbingly interesting.

Mr. Grigore Gafencu, a former Rumanian foreign minister, was ambassador in Moscow from August, 1940—that is, soon after the Russian seizure of Bessarabia—until the outbreak of the Russo-German war. Towards the end of 1940, there happened to come into his hands a report which Saint-Julien, the Austrian Minister of St. Petersburg, had sent to Metternich in 1811. The situation it described was so startlingly similar to that of 1940 that Mr. Gafencu sent the report as it stood to his own Government, basing on it the prediction that Germany would soon attack Russia and that the Russians, whatever they might say, were expecting this. A good deal of his book is devoted to tracing the parallels between the two periods and showing that both Hitler and Napoleon, although their Russian campaigns were in a sense a foolish gamble, were driven into this course by the facts of geography.

Hitler, like Napoleon, could not reign securely in Europe without conquering Britain, and in order to conquer Britain he needed Russian economic help to offset the naval blockade. The pact of 1939 ensured this, and also brought with it what appeared to be enormous military and political advantages for both partners. The U.S.S.R. secured the frontiers of 1914, plus immunity from attack: Germany secured the rest of Europe, plus Russian neutrality while Britain was finished off. But unfortunately each partner mistrusted the other, with excellent reason. To conquer Britain, even if the United States could be kept out, was a big job, which might leave Germany seriously weakened, and Hitler was well aware that behind his back the Red Army was growing stronger all the while. On the other hand the German conquest of the Balkans, which was no part of the original agreement, was a very serious threat to Russian security. After the Germans entered Rumania, relations between Germany and the U.S.S.R. deteriorated, although the Russians made strenuous last-minute efforts to stave off the attack, and, exactly as they had done in 1811, cold-shouldered Britain in order to give an impression of good faith.

Finally the determining factor was food. “In order to conquer Great Britain,” says Mr. Gafencu, “Hitler had been forced to conquer Europe; to remain master of Europe, he had to feed it; to feed it, he must be master of Russia.” It was true that the conquest of Russia might not bring him much immediate benefit. Just as Caulaincourt besought Napoleon not to undertake the Russian campaign, so Hitler’s advisers urged upon him that he would get more from a friendly neutral than from a country devastated by war. The Russians had in fact been very prompt with their deliveries of grain, oil and raw materials, and after Molotov’s visit to Berlin in November of 1940, the economic relations between the two countries became closer than ever. But the trouble was that the Russian deliveries of goods were voluntary and had to be paid for in manufactured products which went to strengthen the Red Army. At some moment of crisis Stalin might turn nasty and cut off supplies, or, in the general exhaustion following on a long war, he might use Russian economic power to gain political control of Europe. From Hitler’s point of view it was safer if the wheat of the Ukraine and the oil of the Caucasus were under his own control, even if those territories became unproductive for the time being. So the two signatories of the non-aggression pact were pushed into a struggle which they had genuinely wished to avoid. By buying off the Russians Hitler had made them stronger and whetted their appetite for conquest: by encouraging the Germans to attack Britain, Stalin had made sure that sooner or later they would need to conquer the Ukraine. If one alters a few names and transposes a few dates, the whole story of Napoleon is reproduced, step by step. Even the day chosen for the invasion—June 22— was the same in both cases.

Like Napoleon, Hitler was destroyed partly by his own reputation. If the U.S.S.R., Britain and America were all involved in the war, and if their alliance held together, Germany could not win, even with Japanese help. Thoughtful Germans must have been aware of this. It was therefore a question of making a quick conquest of either Britain or Russia. Either step, however, meant making concessions which were not compatible with the pretentions of a semi-divine conqueror. In order to turn all his forces against Britain, Hitler would have had to be completely sure of Russian friendship, and the price of this was to hand over eastern Europe. On the other hand, to finish with Russia it would have been necessary to make peace with Anglo-America, and if this were possible at all, it could only have been done by agreeing to liberate France, Norway, etc., to break the alliance with Japan and drop all claims in Africa. In other words, in order to survive Hitler had to compromise, and if he compromised he would at once shrink into a quite different and less impressive kind of figure.

What is most striking in the story as Mr. Gafencu tells it is its unrelieved moral squalor. Apparently at no moment does either honesty, generosity, gratitude or even, if one takes a wide view, common sense ever enter into the foreign policy of any country, at least of any large country. Nothing operates except the determination to secure more power and more territory, which is taken for granted on all sides as a natural appetite, like the sex instinct or the desire for food. The bulk of Mr. Gafencu’s book was written between the winter of 1941 and the late summer of 1942. Even at that date he was able to foresee that the Germans would not win the war and that Russian intentions towards Europe were at best equivocal. Later, in a postscript added in 1943, he is somewhat more hopeful, Stalin having announced in November of 1942 that the aims of the United Nations are “the equality of nations and the inviolability of their territories; the liberation of subject nations and the re-establishment of their sovereign rights; their right to establish the form of government they desire,” and other things which read somewhat ironically to-day. Writing as a citizen of a small country, Mr. Gafencu is able to see that the “realistic” policy of chopping up small States as though they were chunks of meat leads infallibly to war. There is no workable way of dividing Europe into “zones of influence,” because until one reaches the Atlantic Ocean there is no real frontier. Either there must be a genuine effort or international co-operation, which implies decent treatment of minorities, or the whole of Europe must be conquered by a single State. Since the first solution will probably not be tried, and the second will probably be resisted, another and a larger massacre seems the likeliest outcome.




2962. Review of Letters from John Chinaman and Other Essays by G. Lowes Dickinson; The Englishman’s Country edited by W. J. Turner1

The Observer, 7 April 1946

“Letters from John Chinaman” is to-day much the best-known of Lowes Dickinson’s writings, but it does not compare well with some of his other essays on China, such as those that were reprinted recently in “A Harp with a Thousand Strings.” In the present selection it is interesting to compare the rather hysterical enthusiasm of the title-piece with the much more balanced judgment on China which Dickinson uttered a dozen years later, after he had actually visited the country. The “Letters” were published in 1901, and the driving force behind them was indignation at the barbarities which had just been committed in the crushing of the Boxer Rebellion. The later piece was published in 1913, together with two other essays on India and Japan.

Although he greatly underestimates the power of Asiatic nationalism, some of Dickinson’s later observations are extremely shrewd. In the “Letters” he speaks of Chinese civilisation as though it were something static and well-nigh perfect, its greatest virtue being its refusal of the machine and of the values of commercialism: by 1913 he has grasped that the ancient cultures of the Oriental countries are in fact rapidly disintegrating, and that it is only by adopting industrialism that these countries can save themselves from foreign conquest. Curiously enough, of the three essays, the one that seems to show the most insight is that on India, a country which Dickinson did not like and professed not to understand. He has some particularly good remarks on the sudden collapse of aesthetic standards which always follows the introduction of European manufactured products, and suggests that the perfect natural taste which nearly all orientals seem to possess, so long as they are left to themselves, may be no more than a petrified traditionalism. His account of the effects, especially in India, of Western education is also very penetrating, particularly since the problem of the unemployed intelligentsia had not become acute at that date.

From this kind of thing it is curious to turn to the “Letters,” with their monotonous insistence on the superiority of Chinese civilisation:


Among such a people there is no room for fierce indecent rivalries. None is master, none servant; but equality, concrete and real, regulates and sustains their intercourse. Healthy toil, sufficient leisure, frank hospitality, a content born of habit and undisturbed by chimerical ambitions, a sense of beauty fostered by the loveliest Nature in the world, and finding expression in gracious and dignified manners where it is not embodied in exquisite works of art—such are the characteristics of the people among whom I was born…. When I review my impressions of the average English citizen, impressions based on many years’ study, what kind of man do I see? I see one divorced from Nature, but unreclaimed by Art; instructed, but not educated; assimilative, but incapable of thought…. His religion is conventional; and, what is more important, his morals are as conventional as his creed. Charity, chastity, self-abnegation, contempt of the world and its prizes—these are the words on which he has been fed from his childhood upwards. And words they have remained, for he has neither anywhere seen them practised by others, nor has it ever occurred to him to practise them himself. Their influence, while it is strong enough to make him a chronic hypocrite, is not so strong as to show him the hypocrite he is.



The whole essay is psychologically interesting and may be compared with the writings of Carlyle, Lafcadio Hearn, and other Englishmen and Americans who have developed an emotional attachment to more or less imaginary foreign countries. However, unlike some of the others, Dickinson did grow out of his allegiance and come to realise that all generalisations purporting to show that this country is “good” and that country is “bad” are false. Of the other essays in this book, the best is a discussion of human immortality. Modestly, but persuasively, Dickinson argues that there is a certain amount of reason for thinking that the soul is immortal, and that on the whole life after death is to be desired. Rather surprisingly, he ends by suggesting that the claims of spiritualism deserve serious examination.

“The Englishman’s Country,” a composite book, written by Edmund Blunden, John Betjeman, and others, gives a pleasing, though perhaps rather too idyllic, picture of life in Britain outside the great towns. By far its best features are its coloured illustrations, of which there are many. Particularly good reproductions are of two water-colours by Turner (one of them of Oxford, in a curious lurid evening light), another water-colour by Constable, and two lithographs, one of Liverpool in 1846 and the other of Dawlish in 1817.




2963. To Yvonne Davet

8 April 1946 Typewritten

27 B Canonbury Square

Islington

London N 1

Chère madame davet,

Je viens de recevoir votre lettre du sixième. II y a deux ou trois jours j’ai recontré Mile. Odile Pathé, l’éditeur qui va publier “Animal Farm.” Je ne savais pas qu’elle était à Londres, mais elle m’a telephoné. Je lui ai expliqué que vous aviez traduit “Homage to Catalonia” et que vous aviez envoyé la traduction à elle, mais je suppose qu’elle ne sera de retour en France que la prochaine semaine. Elle m’a semblé avoir beaucoup plus de courage que le plupart des éditeurs, et elle m’a expliqué que, étant à Monaco, elle a moins à craindre que les autres, sauf du point de vue du papier.1 En tous cas “Homage to Catalonia” est un livre beaucoup moins dangereux que “Animal Farm.” II parait que maintenant les Communistes exercent une censure directe sur les éditeurs français (on me dit qu’ils ont “défendu” Gallimard de publier “For Whom the Bell Tolls” de Hemingway), et pour sûr ils ne laisseraient passer “Animal Farm” si il y avait moyen de le supprimer. C’est à dire qui si Mile. Pathé ose publier l’un, elle oserait publier l’autre si il lui semblait valoir la peine de point de vue financier.

Quant aux essais, je vous expliquerai la position. En 1940 j’ai publié un livre, “Inside the Whale,” qui ne s’est pas vendu très bien, et un peu plus tard presque tous les exemplaires du livre étaient détruits pendant le blitz. Ce livre que j’ai publié dernièrement contient deux des essais originels (il n’y avait que trois), et huit autres que j’avais publiés dans les révues pendant les dernières cinq années. Un, ou peut-être deux, ont un intérêt purement anglais. (L’un est sur les journaux hebdomadaires pour les jeunes garçons l’autre sur les cartes postales comiques—qui sont dailleursº assez semblables en France). Actuellement Nagel Paris ont un exemplaire de “Inside the Whale,” qu’ils avaient demandé avant la publication de “Critical Essays.” Justement je ne peux pas me rapeller si on a envoyé un exemplaire de “Critical Essays” à un éditeur français,2 mais je vais demander de mon agent. Si il s’agissait de traduire l’un ou l’autre, naturellement il serait meilleur de choisir “Critical Essays.” En tous cas je vous enverrai un exemplaire le plus tôt possible, mais au moment je n’en ai pas un seul. La première édition est épuisée, et la deuxième édition n’est pas parue. On pourrait facilement publier le livre sans les essais d’intérêt purement local. En tous cas l’essai sur Dickens me semble valoir une traduction.

Dernièrement j’ai reçu des lettres de Victor Serge qui est à Mexique et qui va m’envoyer le manuscrit de ses mémoires. J’espère que mon éditeur, Warburg, les publiera.

A la fin d’Avril je vais quitter Londres et passer six mois en Écosse, mais je ne suis pas sûr à quelle date je m’en irai, car il y aura pour sûr des grands ennuis en envoyant les meubles. La maison est dans les Hebrides, et j’espère être assez tranquille pour pouvoir commencer un nouveau roman. Pendant ces dernière[s] années j’ai écrit trois articles chaque semaine, et je suis horriblement fatigué. Le petit garçon va très bien. Ci-inclus une photographie de lui et moi ensemble. On dirait que j’étais en train de lui donner une bonne fessée, mais en réalité j’étais en train de changer ses pantalons.3 Avant de partir je vous enverrai ma nouvelle adresse.

Très amicalement

Geo. Orwell

Translation

I have just received your letter of the 6th. Two or three days ago I met Mademoiselle Odile Pathé, the publisher who is going to bring out Animal Farm. I didn’t know she was in London, but she rang me up. I told her you had translated Homage to Catalonia, and that you had sent her the translation, but I suppose she won’t be back in France until next week. She seemed to me to have a lot more courage than most publishers, and she explained that because she is in Monaco, she has less to fear than the others, except for the paper.1 In any case Homage to Catalonia is a much less dangerous book than Animal Farm. It seems that the Communists now exert direct censorship on French publishers (I have heard they have ‘prohibited’ Gallimard publishing Hemingway’s For Whom the Bell Tolls), and it’s quite clear that they wouldn’t let Animal Farm get through if they could find a way of suppressing it. If Mademoiselle Pathé has the courage to publish one book, she would have the courage to publish the other, if it seemed worth her while financially.

As for the essays, let me explain how things stand. In 1940 I published a book, Inside the Whale, which didn’t sell very well, and shortly afterwards nearly all the copies were destroyed in the blitz. The book I’ve just published contains two of the original essays (there were only three), and eight others that I’d published in magazines in the last five years. One, or perhaps two, have a purely English interest. (One is on boys’ weeklies, the other on comic postcards—which are after all pretty similar in France.) At the moment Nagel Paris have a copy of Inside the Whale—they asked for it before the publication of Critical Essays. I can’t quite remember whether a copy of Critical Essays was sent to a French publisher,2 but I’ll ask my agent. If there was a question of translating one or the other, naturally it would be better to choose Critical Essays. Anyway, I’ll send you a copy as soon as possible, but I haven’t got one at the moment. The first edition is out of print, and the second edition hasn’t come out. One could easily publish the book without the essays of purely local interest. I certainly think the essay on Dickens is worth translating.

Recently I had a letter from Victor Serge, who is in Mexico, and who is going to send me the manuscript of his memoirs. I hope my publisher, Warburg, will publish them.

At the end of April I’m going to leave London to spend six months in Scotland, but I’m not sure precisely when I’m going, as there will certainly be problems in sending on the furniture. My house is in the Hebrides, and I hope to be fairly quiet so that I can start a new novel. In the last few years I’ve been writing three articles a week, and I’m dreadfully tired. My little boy is very well. I’m sending a photograph of the two of us. It looks as if I’m giving him a good spanking, but really I’m changing his trousers.3 Before I go I’ll send you my new address.




2964. To Leonard Moore

8 April 1946 Typewritten

27 B Canonbury Square

Islington

London N 1

Dear Moore,

Do you remember what happened about French translations of “Critical Essays?” If I remember rightly, a copy of “Inside the Whale” was sent to Nagel, but I cannot remember whether anyone had a copy of the essays. Madame Davet, whom I wrote to you of before, has written asking for a copy, which I will send her when I can get one. But I would like to be able to tell her whether it has been submitted to any publisher. If it was a case of translating one book or the other, it would be better to do the essays, which contain much more.

I saw Mlle. Pathé, who is doing “Animal Farm,” last week and told her that Madame Davet had made a translation of “Homage to Catalonia” and was sending her the manuscript. She seemed quite interested and possibly it might come to something. Evidently being in Monaco she is not frightened of political censorship, and in any case “Homage to Catalonia” is a less dangerous book than the other, and the chief thing about it is people being fed up with the whole subject. From what I can hear the unofficial censorship of books is awful in France now, and I hope and trust they will not interfere with the other politically innocuous ones which are being translated.

I saw Taylor, from Reynallº and Hitchcock,1 last week, as he rang me up from the Dorchester. I didn’t realise when I went that there was this business about the option, but when I heard what it was I told him I must leave it to you. The quarrel between them and Harcourt Brace seems very complicated and one or both of them seems to have behaved in a very slippery way.

Yours sincerely

Eric Blair




2965. To Inez Holden

9 April 1946 Typewritten

27 B Canonbury Square

Islington

London N 1

Dear Inez,

I’m sorry I didn’t answer your earlier letter. I’ve been smothered under work as usual. Your second one, dated March 31st, reached me yesterday. You seem to be having quite an eventful time. I’m glad you got over your illness—I always say that being ill is part of the itinerary in a trip like that. It’s due to draughts or the change of diet or something. I have wondered several times whether I detected some of your stuff in the Observer—or are you only collecting stuff to write when you come back? I thought you’d probably notice more about what people were eating and so on than the average observer, and I thought perhaps you had done part of “Peregrine”1 one week.

Not a great deal has happened here. I expect to go away about the end of the month, but there’s still a lot of nightmares about repairs to the house and sending furniture.2 It’s unfortunate that Susan has been ill and may have to go into hospital. If she does I shall have to park Richard at a nursery school for a couple of months, because I can’t manage him singlehanded for that length of time and anyway I want to go up and get the Jura house livable as soon as the repairs are done. I’m going down to Wallington tomorrow to sort out the furniture and books, and then I hope Pickford’s man will come along and tell me when he can remove the stuff. I’ve also got to buy a lot of stuff. This kind of thing is a complete nightmare to me, but I’ve no one I can shove it on to.

It’s been quite nice spring weather here, on and off. Richard is extremely well, but is still not talking. He learned to blow a whistle lately, which was rather an affliction for a few days, however luckily he got tired of it. “Animal Farm” is being translated into 9 languages altogether and one or two of the translations have arrived. It is due to come out in the USA soon. I met the person who is publishing it in France, who turns out to be a woman who has her establishment in Monte Carlo, where she is a little safer than she would be in France. It seems the unofficial censorship in France itself is awful now.

I’ll write and tell Karl3 about his parents. I haven’t seen him since you left. He was very down in the mouth about not being allowed to go back to Germany—at the same time, of course, other people who don’t want to go back to their own countries are being made to. You didn’t say when you are coming back. As soon as we have the Jura house running I hope you’ll come and stay. I think it could be very nice there in the summer once the house is in proper trim.

With love

George

P.S. Isn’t it strange, we got a vacuum cleaner recently and Richard is terrified of it. He starts yelling as soon as he sees it, even before it is turned on, and in fact we can’t use it when he is in the house. My theory is that he gets some kind of vibration from it which gives him an electric shock.




2966. To Philip Rahv

9 April 1946 Typewritten

27 B Canonbury Square

Islington

London N 1

Dear Rahv,

Thanks for your letter of April 4th. I note that you want the next London Letter by about May 20th, and I will despatch it early in May. I am going to drop all my journalistic work here and go to Scotland for 6 months as from about the end of April, but I haven’t definitely fixed the date of leaving yet. As soon as I do I’ll send you my new address, but any way letters sent to the above would get to me.

Yes, I saw the article in “Time,”1 which was a bit of good luck. I have no doubt the book2 will be subject to some boycotting, but so far as this country is concerned I have been surprised by the unfriendly reactions it didn’t get. It is being translated into 9 languages. The most difficult to arrange was French. One publisher signed a contract and then said it was “impossible” for political reasons, others made similar answers—however, I have fixed it with a publisher who is in Monte Carlo and thus feels a bit safer. She is a woman, Odille Pathé, and worth keeping in mind for people who have unpopular books to translate, as she seems to have courage, which is not common in France these last few years. I have no doubt what Camus said was quite true. I am told French publishers are now “commanded” by Aragon3 and others not to publish undesirable books (according to my information, Hemingway’s “For Whom the Bell Tolls” was one such). The Communists have no actual jurisdiction in the matter, but it would be in their power, eg., to set fire to a publisher’s buildings with the connivance of the police. I don’t know how long this kind of thing will go on. In England feeling has undoubtedly been growing against the C.P. In France a year ago I got the impression that hardly anyone cares a damn any longer about freedom of the press etc. The occupation seemed to me to have had a terrible crushing effect even upon people like Trotskyists: or maybe a sort of intellectual decadence had set in years before the war. The only Frenchman I met at that [time]4 to whom I felt I could talk freely was a man named Raimbaud, a hunchback, who was one of the editors of the little near-Trotskyist weekly “Libertés.” The queer thing is that with all this moral decay there has over the past decade or so been much more literary talent in France than in England, or than anywhere else, I should say.

I don’t know whether you have seen “Polemic,” the new bi-monthly review. In the third number I have a long article on James Burnham which I shall reprint afterwards as a pamphlet.5 He won’t like it—however, it is what I think.

Yours

Geo. Orwell




2967. To Roy Campbell

9 April 1946 Typewritten


On 9 April, Roy Campbell,1 wrote to Orwell asking him if he would like to co-operate in a literary magazine, ‘Books and Authors,’ which was to be broadcast in the Light Programme of the BBC. These discussion programmes would run for twenty minutes, Orwell would be expected to speak for seven or eight minutes, and they would be transmitted weekly from 14 May. In a written postscript2 Campbell asked Orwell, irrespective of this proposal, whether he would lunch with him on 18 April. Orwell’s reply is dated 9 April; he may have received Campbell’s letter on the same day it was written, or one of the letters may have been misdated.



27 B Canonbury Square

Islington

London N 1

Dear Campbell,

I’ll be delighted to have lunch with you on Thursday the 18th and will call for you at B.H.3 at 12.30.

I am sorry I can’t do a talk in your series, at any rate in this session. I expect to leave London about the end of April and to be away 6 months. I don’t like to arrange to do anything before then, because I have to wind everything up and have a lot of stuff on hand.

Yours

[Signed] Geo. Orwell

George Orwell




2968. Review of The Ingoldsby Legends by R. H. Barham

Manchester Evening News, 11 April 1946

When “The ingoldsby Legends” were first published in 1837 they were subtitled “Mirth and Marvels,” a title which gives due emphasis to a side of them that has been rather forgotten. The Legends are no longer as well known as they used to be, and as they still deserve to be, but in so far as they are remembered it is as comic poems. Actually they are more than that.

They belong essentially to the romantic revival, to the impulse that gave us Scott’s novels and the Gothic Houses of Parliament, and they draw most of their charm from their author’s love of the Middle Ages and his detailed knowledge of magic and witchcraft.

Nearly all of them are comic, but at least half of them are also Macabreº in their subject matter, and one of the prose tales, “A Singular Passage in the Life of the Late Henry Harris,” is horrible enough to have been written by Edgar Allan Poe.

Probably the only one of the Legends that is still widely remembered and quoted is “The Jackdaw of Rheims,” in which, it will be recalled, a cardinal’s ring disappeared, and the curse which the cardinal thereupon uttered took prompt effect upon a jackdaw. Others which are as good or better are “A Lay of St. Dunstan,” “The Bagman’s Dog,” “Nell Cook,” and, perhaps the best of all, “Bloudie Jacke of Shrewsberrie,” which is a retelling of the story of Bluebeard in an English setting.

Barham has been justly praised for the ingenuity of his rhymes, in which he is far superior to W. S. Gilbert or, indeed, to any other English writer.

There is almost no colloquial phrase which he cannot somehow fit into a line of verse, and no word to which he cannot find a plausible rhyme. When Browning rhymes “Manchester” with “haunches stir,” or “jasmine” with “alas mine,” one is conscious of improbability as well as awkwardness: but when Barham rhymes “isinglass” with “pies in glass,” or “vocative” with “blockhead if,” or “leveret” with “never ate,” the words seem perfectly at home in their context.

And at times, over and above mere ingenuity, there is a real grace of versification, as in


The Callipyge’s injured behind,

Bloudie Jacke!

The De Medici’s injured before;

And the Anadyomene’s injured in so many places, I think there’s a score,

If not more,

Of her fingers and toes on the floor.



or in


The Lady Jane was tall and slim,

The Lady Jane was fair,

And Sir Thomas, her lord, was stout of limb,

But his cough was short, and his eyes were dim,

And his hat was remarkably broad in the brim,

And he wore green “specs” with a tortoiseshell rim,

And she was uncommonly fond of him,

And they were a loving pair!



But Barham’s greatest power is that of evoking a slightly spurious but charming Middle Ages, in which saints, demons, and witches are the principal inhabitants. When one reads such opening lines as:


In Good King Dagobert’s palmy days,

When Saints were many and sins were few,

or,

St. Dunstan stood in his ivied tower,

Alembic, Crucible, all were there,



one knows that one is in for a good story, picturesque as well as comic, and at times Barham produces a scrap of pastiche that might really be of mediæval origin, as in the well-known lines:


A Franklyn’s dogge leped over a style,

And hys name was littel Byngo;

B with a Y—Y with an N—

N with a G—G with an O—

They call’d him littel Byngo!



Like nearly all the Victorian comic writers, Barham has in him a streak of sentimentality and a love of horrors. He also has—what was less common among his contemporaries—a slight leaning towards impropriety. It has often been pointed out that our own age has produced very little comic verse of any value, whereas within the first three-quarters of the nineteenth century there flourished Barham himself, Hood, Calverley, Edward Lear, Lewis Carroll, and one might add Thackeray, who wrote one or two excellent comic poems; indeed, if one were making a list of comic poems one might add Byron’s “Vision of Judgment.”

It seems certain that what is wrong with modern comic verse is that it is genteel, over-restrained, and deliberately lowbrow—the idea being, apparently, that in order to be funny one must avoid serious subjects.

The best Victorian writers did not have this approach. They were not afraid either of seeming morbid or sentimental or of forcing their readers to think, and at its best, as in Calverley’s “Ode to Tobacco” or Clough’s “How Pleasant it is to Have Money” their verse succeeds in being poetic as well as funny.

Barham was a learned antiquarian, and he did not hesitate to assume considerable knowledge in his readers, to drag in out-of-the-way historical references and pepper his lines with fragments of Latin; he would probably have been less amusing if he had made more effort to “write down” and to preserve a light touch at all costs.

About half a dozen of the Legends are in prose. Apart from “The Late Henry Harris,” the best are “The Spectre of Tappington,” which has rather the same atmosphere as Thackeray’s lighter writings, and “The Leech of Folkestone,” in which Barham makes admirable use of his learning on the subject of sympathetic magic. Much of his writing centres about the Kentish countryside in which he had been born and spent his youth, and in some cases, as in “Nell Cook,” he is recording a still-extant local legend.

Some of the Legends were illustrated by Cruikshank and Leech1 and an edition published in 1889 by Frederick Warne, and containing about twenty of these illustrations, can sometimes be picked up in a second-hand bookshop.




2969. Ihor Szewczenko1 to Orwell

11 April 1946


This letter, sent from Quackenbrück, Northern Germany, urges the need for a translation of Animal Farm for the benefit of refugees, and particularly for those from the Ukraine, and vividly describes readings the writer gave in his own translation for Soviet refugees.



Dear Mr. Orwell,

About the middle of February this year I had the opportunity to read ‘Animal Farm’. I was immediately seized by the idea, that a translation of the tale into Ukrainian would be of great value to my countrymen.

Quite apart from the benefit it would bring to our intelligentsia, only too incidentally acquainted with modern English literary life, a condition due partly to a certain remoteness from the West, such a translation would have a broader ‘moral’ influence which cannot be too much stressed. It is a matter of fact, that the attitude of the Western World in many recent issues roused serious doubts among our refugees. The somewhat naïve interpretation of this attitude oscillated between two poles. For many it looked something like the famous ‘tactics’, a miscalculated and disastrous device, dictated subconsciously by fear. It seemed to be miscalculated, because the other side is much stronger in this sort of tactics. It was deemed disastrous, because it would lead to a disappointment on the part of the European masses, only too willing to identify the democratic principles with democratic acts.

By the others this attitude was attributed to the perfect skill with which English public opinion is influenced from outside, to the misconception of the Soviet state and institutions being to a great extent like those of the West, to the inability to penetrate a deliberately created state of confusion, caused by a lack of adequate information, or to something like this.

Whatever the roots of this alleged attitude might be, the predominance of such an opinion has had a disintegrating influence. The refugees always tend to ‘lean against’ and to localise their best hopes and their idea of what they consider ‘moral perfection’. Such object lacking or failing to justify the expectations, purposelessness and cyni[ci]sm ensue.

This partº of our emigrants who found themselves in exile moved not purely by nationalistic considerations but by what they vaguely felt to be a search for ‘human dignity’ and ‘liberty’ were by no means consoled if some right-wing intellectual raised the so called warning voice. They were especially anxious to hear something of this sort from the Socialist quarters, to which they stood intellectually nearer. They wondered how it were possible that nobody ‘knew the truth’. The task then was to prove that this assumption of the ‘naïveté’ was at least only partially true. Your book has solved the problem. I can judge it from my own feelings I had after having read it. I daresay the work can be savoured by an ‘Eastern’ reader in a degree equal to that accessible to an Englishman, the deformation a translation is bound to bring about being outweighed by the accuracy with which almost every ‘traceable’ sentence of the tale can be traced down to the prototype. For several occasions I translated different parts of ‘Animal Farm’ ex abrupto. Soviet refugees were my listeners. The effect was striking. They approved of almost all of your interpretations. They were profoundly affected by such scenes as that of animals singing ‘Beasts of England’ on the hill. Here I saw, that in spite of their attention being primarily drawn on detecting ‘concordances’ between the reality they lived in and the tale, they very vividly reacted to the ‘absolute’ values of the book, to the tale ‘types’, to the underlying convictions of the author and so on. Besides, the mood of the book seems to correspond with their own actual state of mind.

For these and similar reasons I ask you for an authorisation to translate ‘Animal Farm’ into Ukrainian, a task which is already begun.

I hear from Mr. Jeleński2 that his mother3 has already talked over with you the delicate question of publishing the translation in present conditions.4 I must ask you therefore not to mention my name overmuch and to consider the whole business unofficial for the present.

Reading this kind of book one is often tempted to speculate about the ‘real’ opinions of the author. I myself confess to having indulged in this sort of guessing, and I have many questions to put to you, mainly related to your appreciation of certain developments in the USSR, but also many of more technical character, such as the translation of proper names. But this requires a separate letter. For the meantime I apologise for the long delay in addressing you. I was away in South Germany and your letter to Mme Jeleńska had not reached me until now.

Yours sincerely

Ihor Szewczenko

c/o K. A. Jeleński

P40–OS, B.A.O.R.




2970. ‘Some Thoughts on the Common Toad’

Tribune, 12 April 1946

Before the swallow, before the daffodil, and not much later than the snowdrop, the common toad salutes the coming of spring after his own fashion, which is to emerge from a hole in the ground, where he has lain buried since the previous autumn, and crawl as rapidly as possible towards the nearest suitable patch of water. Something—some kind of shudder in the earth, or perhaps merely a rise of a few degrees in the temperature—has told him that it is time to wake up: though a few toads appear to sleep the clock round and miss out a year from time to time—at any rate, I have more than once dug them up, alive and apparently well, in the middle of the summer.1

At this period, after his long fast, the toad has a very spiritual look, like a strict Anglo-Catholic towards the end of Lent. His movements are languid but purposeful, his body is shrunken, and by contrast his eyes look abnormally large. This allows one to notice, what one might not at another time, that a toad has about the most beautiful eye of any living creature. It is like gold, or more exactly it is like the gold-coloured semi-precious stone which one sometimes sees in signet rings, and which I think is called a chrysoberyl.

For a few days after getting into the water the toad concentrates on building up his strength by eating small insects. Presently he has swollen to his normal size again, and then he goes through a phase of intense sexiness. All he knows, at least if he is a male toad, is that he wants to get his arms round something, and if you offer him a stick, or even your finger, he will cling to it with surprising strength and take a long time to discover that it is not a female toad. Frequently one comes upon shapeless masses of ten or twenty toads rolling over and over in the water, one clinging to another without distinction of sex. By degrees, however, they sort themselves out into couples, with the male duly sitting on the female’s back. You can now distinguish males from females, because the male is smaller, darker and sits on top, with his arms tightly clasped round the female’s neck. After a day or two the spawn is laid in long strings which wind themselves in and out of the reeds and soon become invisible. A few more weeks, and the water is alive with masses of tiny tadpoles which rapidly grow larger, sprout hind-legs, then fore-legs, then shed their tails: and finally, about the middle of the summer, the new generation of toads, smaller than one’s thumb-nail but perfect in every particular, crawl out of the water to begin the game anew.

I mention the spawning of the toads because it is one of the phenomena of Spring which most deeply appeal to me, and because the toad, unlike the skylark and the primrose, has never had much of a boost from the poets. But I am aware that many people do not like reptiles or amphibians, and I am not suggesting that in order to enjoy the Spring you have to take an interest in toads. There are also the crocus, the missel thrush, the cuckoo, the blackthorn, etc. The point is that the pleasures of Spring are available to everybody, and cost nothing. Even in the most sordid street the coming of Spring will register itself by some sign or other, if it is only a brighter blue between the chimney pots or the vivid green of an elder sprouting on a blitzed site. Indeed it is remarkable how Nature goes on existing unofficially, as it were, in the very heart of London. I have seen a kestrel flying over the Deptford gasworks, and I have heard a first-rate performance by a blackbird in the Euston Road. There must be some hundreds of thousands, if not millions, of birds living inside the four-mile radius, and it is rather a pleasing thought that none of them pays a halfpenny of rent.

As for Spring, not even the narrow and gloomy streets round the Bank of England are quite able to exclude it. It comes seeping in everywhere, like one of those new poison gases which pass through all filters. The Spring is commonly referred to as “a miracle,” and during the past five or six years this worn-out figure of speech has taken on a new lease of life. After the sort of winters we have had to endure recently, the Spring does seem miraculous, because it has become gradually harder and harder to believe that it is actually going to happen. Every February since 1940 I have found myself thinking that this time Winter is going to be permanent. But Persephone, like the toads, always rises from the dead at about the same moment. Suddenly, towards the end of March, the miracle happens and the decaying slum in which I live is transfigured. Down in the square the sooty privets have turned bright green, the leaves are thickening on the chestnut trees, the daffodils are out, the wallflowers are budding, the policeman’s tunic looks positively a pleasant shade of blue, the fishmonger greets his customers with a smile, and even the sparrows are quite a different colour, having felt the balminess of the air and nerved themselves to take a bath, their first since last September.

Is it wicked to take a pleasure in Spring and other seasonal changes? To put it more precisely, is it politically reprehensible, while we are all groaning, or at any rate ought to be groaning, under the shackles of the capitalist system, to point out that life is frequently more worth living because of a blackbird’s song, a yellow elm tree in October, or some other natural phenomenon which does not cost money and does not have what the editors of Left-wing newspapers call a class angle? There is no doubt that many people think so. I know by experience that a favourable reference to “Nature” in one of my articles is liable to bring me abusive letters, and though the key-word in these letters is usually “sentimental,” two ideas seem to be mixed up in them. One is that any pleasure in the actual process of life encourages a sort of political quietism. People, so the thought runs, ought to be discontented, and it is our job to multiply our wants and not simply to increase our enjoyment of the things we have already. The other idea is that this is the age of machines and that to dislike the machine, or even to want to limit its domination, is backward-looking, reactionary and slightly ridiculous. This is often backed up by the statement that a love of Nature is a foible of urbanised people who have no notion what Nature is really like. Those who really have to deal with the soil, so it is argued, do not love the soil, and do not take the faintest interest in birds or flowers, except from a strictly utilitarian point of view. To love the country one must live in the town, merely taking an occasional week-end ramble at the warmer times of year.

This last idea is demonstrably false. Medieval literature, for instance, including the popular ballads, is full of an almost Georgian enthusiasm for Nature, and the art of agricultural peoples such as the Chinese and Japanese centres always round trees, birds, flowers, rivers, mountains. The other idea seems to me to be wrong in a subtler way. Certainly we ought to be discontented, we ought not simply to find out ways of making the best of a bad job, and yet if we kill all pleasure in the actual process of life, what sort of future are we preparing for ourselves? If a man cannot enjoy the return of Spring, why should he be happy in a labour-saving Utopia? What will he do with the leisure that the machine will give him? I have always suspected that if our economic and political problems are ever really solved, life will become simpler instead of more complex, and that the sort of pleasure one gets from finding the first primrose will loom larger than the sort of pleasure one gets from eating an ice to the tune of a Wurlitzer. I think that by retaining one’s childhood love of such things as trees, fishes, butterflies and—to return to my first instance—toads, one makes a peaceful and decent future a little more probable, and that by preaching the doctrine that nothing is to be admired except steel and concrete, one merely makes it a little surer that human beings will have no outlet for their surplus energy except in hatred and leader-worship.

At any rate, Spring is here, even in London N. 1, and they can’t stop you enjoying it. This is a satisfying reflection. How many a time have I stood watching the toads mating, or a pair of hares having a boxing match in the young corn, and thought of all the important persons who would stop me enjoying this if they could. But luckily they can’t. So long as you are not actually ill, hungry, frightened or immured in a prison or a holiday camp, Spring is still Spring. The atom bombs are piling up in the factories, the police are prowling through the cities, the lies are streaming from the loudspeakers, but the earth is still going round the sun, and neither the dictators nor the bureaucrats, deeply as they disapprove of the process, are able to prevent it.2


Orwell received a charming thank-you from E. S. Fayers, printed in Tribune, 19 April 1946.


Thank you, George Orwell. Shakespeare, of course, in lines too hackneyed to be quoted, noticed the toad’s eye, as he did everything else.3 Toads are not frogs, we know, but that entirely delightful poem by T. E. Browne, “Sunset at Chagford,” has a few lines on the frog’s eye which to me are quite perfect. I think I cannot pay “G.O.” a greater compliment than by associating them with his essay.

“… Or on the frog, whose eyes

You may have noticed full of bright surprise—

Or have you not? Ah, then,

You only think of men!”



On 18 April 1946, John Betjeman wrote to Orwell to say he thought he was ‘one of the best living writers of prose’ and he wished him to know how very much he had ‘enjoyed & echoed every sentiment’ of Orwell’s thoughts on the common toad.






2971. To John Middleton Murry

12 April 1946 Typewritten

27 B Canonbury Square

Islington

London N 1

Dear Murry,

Thanks very much, I’ll be there on April 24th at 7.15.1

Yours

Geo. Orwell




2972. To Andrew S. F. Gow

13 April 1946 Typewritten

27 B Canonbury Square

Islington

London N 1

Dear Mr Gow,1

It was very nice to hear from you after all this time. I heard almost simultaneously from M. D. Hill,2 who wrote to me appropos of the Gem and Magnet,3 and George Lyttleton,4 who is now editing a series for Home & Van Thal and wanted me to write something. To my sorrow I had to say no, at any rate for the time being, because I am just on the point of dropping all journalism and other casual work for six months. I may start another book during the period, but I have resolved to stop hackwork for a bit, because I have been writing three articles a week for two years and for two years previous to that had been in the BBC where I wrote enough rubbish (news commentaries and so on) to fill a shelf of books. I have become more and more like a sucked orange and I am going to get out of it and go to Scotland for six months to a place where there is no telephone and not much of a postal service.

A lot has happened to me since I saw you. I am very sorry to say I lost my wife a little over a year ago, very suddenly and unexpectedly although her health had been indifferent for some time. I have a little adopted son who is now nearly 2 and was about 10 months old when his mother, ie. my wife, died. He was 3 weeks old when we adopted him. He is a splendid child and fortunately very healthy, and is a great pleasure to me. I didn’t do much in the war because I was class IV, having a disease called bronchiectasis and also a lesion in one lung which was never diagnosed when I was a boy. But actually my health has been much better the last few years thanks to M and B.5 The only bit of war I saw apart from blitzes and the Home Guard was being a war correspondent for a little while in Germany about the time of the collapse, which was quite interesting. I was in the Spanish war for a bit and was wounded through the neck, which paralysed one vocal cord, but this doesn’t affect my voice. As you gathered I had a difficult time making a living out of writing at the start, though looking back now, and knowing what a racket literary journalism is, I see that I could have managed much better if I had known the ropes. At present the difficulty with all writers I know is that whereas it is quite easy to make a living by journalism or broadcasting, it is practically impossible to live by books. Before the war my wife and I used to live off my books, but then we lived in the country on £5 a week, which you could do then, and we didn’t have a child. The last few years life has been so ghastly expensive that I find the only way I can write books is to write long essays for the magazines and then reprint them. However all this hackwork I have done in the last few years has had the advantage that it gets me a new public, and when I do publish a book it sells a lot more than mine used to before the war.

You mentioned Freddie Ayer.6 I didn’t know you knew him. He is a great friend of mine. This new magazine, “Polemic,” has only made two appearances so far, but I have great hopes that it will develop into something good. Bertrand Russell is of course the chief star in the constellation. It was a bad job Bobby Longden7 getting killed. I believe Wellington became very enlightened while he was there. A boy whom you may know called Michael Meyer,8 who was in the RAF and is now I think back at Cambridge again, was at Wellington under Bobby and has a great regard for him.

I will certainly come and see you next time I am at Cambridge, but I don’t quite know when that will be. I thought of you last time I was there about 2 years ago when I was lecturing to the London School of Economics which was evacuated there. About my name. I have used the name Orwell as a pen-name for a dozen years or more, and most of the people I know call me George, but I have never actually changed my name and some people still call me Blair. It is getting to be such a nuisance that I keep meaning to change it by deed poll, but you have to go to a solicitor etc. which puts me off.

Yours

Eric Blair

P.S. You couldn’t be expected to read all the books your ex-pupils have produced, but I wonder whether you saw my last book but one, “Animal Farm?” If not I’d be happy to send you a copy. It is very short and might amuse you.




2973. To Arthur Koestler

13 April 1946 Typewritten

27 B Canonbury Square

Islington

London N 1

Dear Arthur,

I return stephen King-Hall’s memorial,1 which I read with interest.

I have passed on to David Astor2 your suggestion that you might do two pieces a month for the Obs. I should think they would jump at that. I suggested to David that someone from the Obs. should now write to you.

As to the P.E.N. I have just had a routine letter from Desmond McCarthy3 asking me to join it. He actually has the cheek to refer to that dreadful book “Freedom of Expression” which they published last year. I am going to send him a cutting of the review I did of the book at the time.4 Even if they asked me to become something on the Executive Committee, I cannot do that kind of work. It is just throwing one’s time and abilities down the drain. In any case as you know I am going away for the whole summer and cutting loose from all this. Everyone keeps coming at me wanting me to lecture, to write commissioned booklets, to join this and that etc.—you don’t know how I pine to get free of it all and have time to think again.

Love to Mamaine.

Yours

George




2974. To G. R. Barnes

17 April 1946 Typewritten

27 B Canonbury Square

Islington

London N 1

Dear Barnes,

Many thanks for your letter of the 15th.1 You suggested the 29th or 30th for lunch. I could manage the 29th, and provisionally I have put this down in my diary—ie., the Oriental Club, April 29th, 1 pm. If I don’t hear from you again I will assume that this is O.K.

I am going away early in May and expect to be out of London for 6 months.

Yours sincerely

[Signed] Geo. Orwell

George Orwell




2975. To Roger Senhouse

17 April 1946 Typewritten

27 B Canonbury Square

Islington

London N 1

Dear Roger,

Thanks very much for sending on the cuttings. I had already seen some of the drawings, as the Sydney Morning Herald sent advance copies to Moore. I thought you knew they were serialising the book,1 or part of it—I mean I thought Moore would have arranged this with you. I suppose it doesn’t infringe our arrangement? In some cuttings I saw of the serialisation, I was interested to note that it had been bowdlerised slightly, though you wouldn’t think there was much occasion for this.

I don’t myself think the drawings are very suitable, though they’re less bad than they might be. As Mr Hesling wrote to you and not to me direct, I wonder if you could write to him on my behalf and make some kind of noncommittal answer. For instance you could say that at present we haven’t any ideas about an illustrated edition, but at any rate it was kind of him to think of sending me a copy and I enjoyed seeing them.

I’ve just heard from Victor Serge again who says he has despatched his memoirs (to me, apparently) by ordinary registered mail. I trust they’ll reach me before I leave for Scotland, which should be about the 10th of May. As soon as they come I’ll read them and then shove them on to you with my ideas.

I saw Taylor2 a week or two ago, also Mlle. Pathé, who is publishing the French translation of Animal Farm. The latter book seems to have had several advance reviews both in France and USA. I have received copies of one or two of the translations into other languages, also a request to allow an unofficial and I suppose clandestine translation into Ukrainian to be made in Germany. Is the second edition of the Essays out yet?3 I want some more copies.

Yours

George




2976. Review of Cass Timberlane by Sinclair Lewis

Manchester Evening News, 18 April 1946

In the past Mr. Sinclair Lewis has written books which it was possible to take seriously—if not as novels, at any rate as sociological documents—and with “Babbitt,” “Main Street,” “Elmer Gantry,” and others in one’s memory one cannot help a feeling of astonishment that he should be capable of anything so purposeless and so inept as his present book.

The story is laid in Grand Republic, a Middle-western town of about 100,000 inhabitants, and the time covered is from 1941 to 1944 or 1945, though one would hardly infer from anything that happens in the book that a war was in progress at that time.

Cass Timberlane, the central character, is a judge (in Britain he would probably be called a stipendiary magistrate), who is verging on middle age and has recently divorced his wife. He falls in love with a somewhat flighty girl very much younger than himself, and marries her: she develops diabetes, gives birth to a baby which dies, runs away with one of his oldest friends, almost dies herself, recovers, and comes back to her husband. So far as the main action of the story goes, that is literally all that happens.

Of course, other things happen incidentally. Mr. Lewis is aware of his role as a social historian, and throughout the book he reverts to his old device of thrusting into the story little vignettes which are not organically connected with it, but which are meant to give the impression that one is reading about a community and not merely about an individual.

One of these fragments—an account of a suicide pact—does come off, and is almost the only valuable thing in the book, but for the most part they merely emphasise the general pointlessness.

It is very difficult to feel that Cass Timberlane is in any way significant. Babbitt, the go-getting business-man in rimless spectacles, is essentially an object of satire. Mr. Lewis had a pitying affection for him, but he knew that he was an ass, and said so in the teeth of considerable popular disapproval. Elmer Gantry, the revivalist preacher, was an even more outrageous caricature.

On the other hand Cass Timberlane, whose æsthetic stands and social activities do not differ markedly from those of the others, is presented to us as a person to admire. The trouble is partly that Mr. Lewis, like so many another rebel, has ended up by praising what he used to abuse.

The futile, vulgar life of the American bourgeoisie, with its wanton luxury, its mixture of uncouthness and snobbishness, and its lack of any sense of purpose, is now treated as though it were something interesting and even admirable. Cass Timberlane’s “problem”—the problem of living happily with a woman younger than yourself—is also presented as something that can be taken seriously: as though the endless swapping of wives in hopes of finding the perfect “soul mate” were a tragic theme and not merely a subject for ridicule. The book does, however, have some value as social history, in that it unconsciously supplies a picture of American upper-class society at war.

In Mr. Lewis’s earliest books, “Free Air” and “Our Mr. Wrenn” it was easy to see that his quarrel with American society was not irreconcilable. He attacked his fellow-Americans because they were crude, silly and vulgar, and his implied standard of comparison was a Europe where nearly everyone was cultured, intelligent and romantic. But Europe was not really like that, as Mr. Lewis was bound to discover sooner or later. And having discovered it, it was only natural that he should fly to the opposite extreme and decide that the “regular guy,” the solid philistine business-man who votes Republican and has a hundred thousand dollars in safe investments, is an admirable figure after all.

“Cass Timberlane,” like “Dodsworth,” is in essence a rewriting of “Babbitt” from a sympathetic angle. But as people of that kind do not deserve sympathy, or at any rate do not deserve admiration, any book that tries to take them seriously necessarily gives the impression of being a fuss about nothing.

As Mr. Lewis no longer feels strongly about any of the social tendencies, his characters all talk and act in so similar a way that it is difficult to sort them out. Since “It Can’t Happen Here,” published about ten years ago, his books have shown a falling-off, but this is the first time that he has succeeded in being unreadable.




2977. To Leonard Moore

18 April 1946 Typewritten

27 B Canonbury Square

Islington

London N 1

Dear Moore,

I am so glad to hear about the Book of the Month Club selection.1 The Disney letter is enclosed.2 I expect to leave London3 about the 10th May, but I can’t fix a definite date because of the inevitable delays in moving furniture etc. As soon as it is all fixed up I will let you have my new address.

Yours sincerely

Eric Blair




2978. To Anne Popham

18 April 1946 Typewritten, with handwritten postscript

27 B Canonbury Square

Islington

London N 1

Dear Andy,

I must have got your letter about the 7th, and I have thought over it a long time, as you can see by the date. I wonder if I committed a sort of crime in approaching you. In a way it’s scandalous that a person like me should make advances to a person like you, and yet I thought from your appearance that you were not only lonely and unhappy, but also a person who lived chiefly through the intellect and might become interested in a man who was much older and not much good physically. You asked me what attracted me to you in the first place. You are very beautiful, as no doubt you well know, but that wasn’t quite all. I do so want someone who will share what is left of my life, and my work. It isn’t so much a question of someone to sleep with, though of course I want that too, sometimes. You say you wouldn’t be likely to love me. I don’t see how you could be expected to. You are young and fresh and you have had someone you really loved and who would set up a standard I couldn’t compete with. If you still feel you can start again and you want a handsome young man who can give you a lot of children, then I am no good to you. What I am really asking you is whether you would like to be the widow of a literary man. If things remain more or less as they are there is a certain amount of fun in this, as you would probably get royalties coming in and you might find it interesting to edit unpublished stuff etc. Of course there is no knowing how long I shall live, but I am supposed to be a “bad life.” I have a disease called bronchiectasis which is always liable to develop into pneumonia, and also an old “non-progressive” tuberculous lesion in one lung, and several times in the past I have been supposed to be about to die, but I always lived on just to spite them, and I have actually been better in health since M and B. I am also sterile I think—at any rate I have never had a child, though I have never undergone the examination because it is so disgusting. On the other hand if you wanted children of your own by someone else it wouldn’t bother me, because I have very little physical jealousy. I don’t much care who sleeps with whom, it seems to me what matters is being faithful in an emotional and intellectual sense. I was sometimes unfaithful to Eileen, and I also treated her very badly, and I think she treated me badly too at times, but it was a real marriage in the sense that we had been through awful struggles together and she understood all about my work, etc. You are young and healthy, and you deserve somebody better than me: on the other hand if you don’t find such a person, and if you think of yourself as essentially a widow, then you might do worse—ie. supposing I am not actually disgusting to you. If I can live another ten years I think I have another three worth-while books in me, besides a lot of odds and ends, but I want peace and quiet and someone to be fond of me. There is also Richard. I don’t know what your feelings are about him. You might think all this over. I have spoken plainly to you because I feel you are an exceptional person. And I wish when you come back you would come and stay on Jura. I think I should have made the house fairly comfortable by then, and Richard and Susan, and perhaps other people, will be there as chaperons. I am not asking you to come and be my mistress, just to come and stay. I think you would like it. It is a beautiful place, quite empty and wild.

I don’t think there’s much news here. It’s been beautiful spring weather and the chestnut trees in the square are full out, ie. the leaves, such a vivid green as you don’t expect to see in London. I am alone because Susan and Richard have gone down into the country for the Easter weekend. I stayed behind because I want to polish off odds and ends of work and to pack the stuff before sending it to Jura. Last week I went down to the cottage in Hertfordshire to sort out the furniture and books there before Pickfords came for it. I had been putting it off because I hadn’t been down there since Eileen died and expected it to be horribly upsetting but actually it wasn’t so bad except when I kept coming on old letters. I am sending what furniture I have there, but have also had to buy innumerable things, almost like stocking up a ship. Pickfords are supposed to remove everything next week, about the 25th, and they think it will take at least 10 days to get there, after which it has to travel to the house by lorry, so it’s unlikely that I shall leave London before about May 10th, if then. Of course this move costs something fabulous—on the other hand, once it’s accomplished and the house got into running order, there is a nice summer residence at almost no rent. I particularly want it for Richard, because he’s really getting too big to stay in a flat in the summer. It is a job now to keep him inside the garden, because he knows in principle how to open the gate and sometimes manages to do it. Next winter when we come back I shall send him to the nursery school. It’s funny he doesn’t seem to want to talk—he is so intelligent in every other way. He tries now to put on his own shoes and socks, and he knows how to drive in a nail, though he can’t actually do it without hammering his fingers. He is still terrified of the vacuum cleaner and we can’t use it while he is about.

You asked about a book of mine about France—I suppose “Down and Out in Paris and London.” I literally don’t possess a copy, even of the Penguin edition. I suppose it will be re-issued some time. I think the American edition of the essays has just come out, and my other American publisher cabled to say “Animal Farm” had been chosen by something called the Book of the Month Club. I think that must mean a sale of at least 20,0001 and that even after paying the taxes at both ends, and even if I’ve signed a disadvantageous contract, which I probably did, it should bring in enough to keep me in idleness for several months. The only thing is that they won’t publish it till the autumn and there’s many a slip etc.

I wonder if you have heard the cuckoo. I think I did dimly hear it when I was in Germany this time last year, between Lili Marlene2 and the roaring of trucks and tanks. The year before that I was so tied to London I never heard a cuckoo at all, the first year in my life that this had happened to me, ie. in London. I haven’t heard it this year yet because I was down in Wallington a few days too early, but I think I saw one sitting on a telegraph wire as I came back in the train. You often see them a few days before you hear them. After writing my article on toads for Tribune I went up to the little disused reservoir in the village where we used to catch newts, and there were the tadpoles forming as usual. It was rather sad. We used to have a small aquarium made of a 7 pound pickle jar each year and watch the newts grow from little black blobs in the spawn to full-grown creatures, and we also used to have snails and caddis flies.

I shall have to stop because I have to wash up the breakfast things and then go out to lunch. Take care of yourself. I hope you’re better. It’s beastly being ill in those circumstances, so lonely and comfortless. You didn’t say whether you want to be sent magazines or anything. And write as soon as you can. I hope you will come and stay on Jura. It would be wonderful walking over to the west side of the island which is quite uninhabited and where there are bays of green water so clear you can see about 20 feet down, with seals swimming about. Don’t think I’ll make love to you against your will. You know I am civilized.

With love

George

P.S. I’m taking you at your word & only putting 1½d on this, because it’s goodº Friday & these are all the stamps I can find.3




2979. George Gissing


A typed list of thirteen of George Gissing’s novels, dated 17 April 1946, was among Orwell’s papers with his collection of pamphlets. It gives the publishers’ names, the edition referred to if not the first, and dates of publication from 1892 to 1907. The typing is not Orwell’s. The list is preceded by six sheets dated 18 April 1946.






2980. Review of Plea for Liberty by Georges Bernanos

The Observer, 21 April 1946

When Georges Bernanos’s “Letters to the English” were first written, about the beginning of 1941, no translation of them was published, and they were not easy to obtain in the original French. In the present book they are supplemented by a “Letter to the Americans” and a “Letter to the Europeans,” both written a little while before the United States entered the war.

The original “Letters” were a direct reaction to the French defeat of 1940, and their message, if not actually irrelevant, seems less stirring now than it must have seemed then. A tendency towards rhetoric—that is, a tendency to say everything at enormous length and at once forcibly and vaguely—seems to be a common failing with present-day French writers, and Monsieur Bernanos is not free from it. Indeed, one might read his 80 vehement pages and come away having learned no more than that the author is on the one hand a Catholic and on the other an opponent of Marshal Pétain. However, that is in itself a complicated position, and it must be said in Monsieur Bernanos’s favour that he is not trying simply to do propaganda but to explain why France had collapsed and how it had been possible for fairly well-meaning people to collaborate in her ruin.

In the main the “Letters” are an onslaught on the French bourgeoisie, using the word more or less in its accepted economic sense. The bourgeoisie, with its commercial mentality, knew that war does not pay, could imagine no policy except appeasement, and, given the opportunity, might have brought off the same kind of sell-out in 1918 as it did in 1940. Even if some kind of miracle or accident—an outbreak of disease in the German Army, for instance—had suddenly reversed the fortune of war, the bourgeoisie would have made the same use of victory as it actually made of defeat: that is, its one object would have been to restore order, safeguard private property, and put the common people in their place:


The Bourgeoisie despises the people, but it fears them…. The trouble with the French bourgeoisie to-day is that while it is rich and powerful enough to render useful service to the community, its origins are too base for it to rise to a conception of disinterested service, one that doesn’t pay. It makes a great to-do about all the precious “values” which it sets out to defend, always naïvely using the possessive pronoun. It says OUR Law and Order, OUR Property, OUR Justice. … Because I write as I do, the intellectuals in the pay of the bourgeoisie try to make out that I am a demagogue. In fact, I am a man of Old France, or rather, of France; for a thousand years of history are not to be wiped out by a hundred and fifty years of wretched fumbling.… “There are no more privileges—there are only duties.” That was the ruling principle of the French popular monarchy, which still claims my loyalty.



In denouncing the French bourgeoisie, Monsieur Bernanos does not claim that they were merely crooks. “Our élites,” he says, “had principles, they crawled with principles as a corpse with maggots.” But they had lost their traditions and had become—in spite of the fact that on the whole clericalism and reaction were in alliance—non-Christian. On the other hand the common people had remained both patriotic and Christian without knowing it. “The people no longer go to Mass … but the image they bear within them, deep in their very souls, without knowing it, is of a society which never actually existed, but for whose unbelievable advent their ancestors waited, century after century: the city of true accord, under the seal of brotherhood.”

There is a good deal in Monsieur Bernanos’s romantic royalism with which it would be easy to quarrel. He is inclined to see in 1789 the source of all the ills from which France suffers, and, while believing in the common people, is a disbeliever in democracy. No doubt it is true that the French Revolution was essentially the victory of a commercial middle class, but it is also true that the Revolution established certain principles which Pétain and his followers were consciously bent on destroying. Indeed, one fact this book brings out is that the division in French society was far greater than anything existing in Britain; over several generations, important sections of the nation had refused to accept the regime under which they lived. M. Bernanos wants to see the Catholics, the royalists, and the proletariat on one side, and the republicans, the business-men, and the Fascists on the other—an improbable constellation, which is only credible at all because he himself happens to combine honesty and pugnacity with a love of the past. His political principles, followed to their conclusions, are probably nearer to those of Pétain than to those of Mandel or Blum: but his hatred of lies and tyranny necessarily leads him—as it had led him in 1937, when most of his fellow-Catholics were acclaiming Franco’s “crusade”—in the opposite direction.

In reading this book one must not forget the date at which it was written and the equivocal attitude of millions of Catholics both in Europe and in the Americas. Much that it says needed saying at that time, and the pity is that it was not translated into English five years earlier.




2981. To Enid Houghton

24 April 1946 Typewritten

27 B Canonbury Square

Islington

London N 1

Dear Miss Houghton,

Many thanks for your letter. I am going away shortly and am going to drop all journalism for six months. I’ll think over your idea for an article on Freemasonry. I’ve always thought that it ought to be looked into but that to find out all about it one would have to become a Mason which seems a bit extreme. I’m told that in England it is essentially a business and professional racket and does not have any strong political slant, as it used to have in some continental countries. When I was in Mandalay I remember a friend of mine becoming a Mason, and it turned out that there were two lodges, one for Europeans and the other for Asiatics. No doubt it is true that a working man cannot in practice become a Mason. An applicant has to be passed as suitable, and there must be some kind of financial qualification. I’ll try to find out more about it some time.1

Yours sincerely

[Signed] Geo. Orwell

George Orwell




2982. To Leonard Moore

24 April 1946 Typewritten

27 B Canonbury Square

Islington

London N 1

Dear Moore,

Many thanks for your letter of the 23rd. No doubt you have had my wire re. the “Life” business.1

I received Morley’s letter this morning.2 Naturally I was very pleased to hear what the sales would be. He says: “We can pay you your share, in whole or in part, either at the moment we receive it or at any time later which may suit your convenience. It is worth taking a little thought as to how you would prefer payments to be made—whether in a lump, or whether spread out.”

Perhaps you could arrange with them about this when the time comes. I don’t quite know what is involved—ie. what difference it makes how the money is paid. I assume there is no way of dodging the income tax this end, and I suppose on a sum of this size a good proportion will be liable to super-tax. It would be well to consult with my income tax people,3 who are


Harrison, Son, Hill & Co.

Chartered Accountants,

Chalfont Court

236 Baker Street NW 1.



They could no doubt advise how we can pay as little as possible.

I have sent off my luggage to Scotland and shall be leaving London about May 10th, but I will let you have the exact date later. My address will be Barnhill, Isle of Jura, Argyllshire, Scotland.4

Your sincerely

Eric Blair




2983. Review of The Ragged-Trousered Philanthropists by Robert Tressall1

Manchester Evening News, 25 April 1946

When “The Ragged-Trousered Philanthropists,” which was reprinted as a Penguin about a year ago, was first published the term “proletarian literature” had hardly been coined. In the last 15 years, on the other hand, we have heard rather too much of it and usually in a specialised and unsatisfactory sense.

A “proletarian” book has come to mean not necessarily a book written by a member of the working class, and still less the kind of book that the average working man would willingly read, but the kind of book which in the opinion of middle-class intellectuals every right-minded worker ought to read. “Proletarian literature” means books about industrial life written from an orthodox Marxist angle, and its most successful practitioners are people who have either never done any manual work or have long since abandoned it.

“The Ragged-Trousered Philanthropists” seldom gets a mention when this school of literature is discussed, though it has been reprinted often enough to make it describable as a popular book.

Robert Tressall, its author, was a house painter, who died prematurely (he is said to have committed suicide) in 1914 before his book was published.2 He thus never left the ranks of the working class, and it is interesting to speculate whether he would have wished to do so if he had lived on with the opportunity of becoming a successful writer.

Although his book is cast in story form it is in effect a day-to-day account of life in the building trade at a time (1913 or thereabouts) when sevenpence an hour was an accepted wage for a skilled man. One cannot say that it is a strictly “objective” book—it does indeed contain a good deal of Socialist propaganda of a naïve idealistic kind—but it is essentially an honest book and valuable above all for the exactness of its observation.

Without sensationalism and almost without plot it sets out to record the actual detail of manual work and the tiny things almost unimaginable to any comfortably situated person which make life a misery when one’s income drops below a certain level.

Here is a typical extract—a description of a workman stripping the walls and ceiling of a room before distempering it.

Although it was only a small room Joe had to tear into the work pretty hard all the time, for the ceiling seemed to have had two or three coats of whitewash which had never been washed off, and there were several thicknesses of paper on the walls. The difficulty of removing these papers was increased by the fact that the dado had been varnished. In order to get this off it had been necessary to soak it several times with strong soda water, and, although Joe was as careful as possible, he had not been able to avoid getting some of this stuff on his fingers. The result was that his nails were all burnt and discoloured and the flesh round them cracked and bleeding. However, he had got it all off at last and he was not sorry, for his right arm and shoulder were aching from the prolonged strain and in the palm of his right hand there was a blister as large as a shilling caused by the handle of the stripping knife.

It is pedestrian enough, and yet the accumulation of authentic details of this kind produces in the long run an extraordinarily vivid effect. Tressall is especially good at bringing out the importance of very small disasters.

He knows, for instance, all about the loss of sleep that can be entailed by not possessing a clock. But he also has another kind of realism which makes his book especially interesting and marks it off sharply from the “proletarian literature” of to-day.

In the last twenty years or so books written from a Left-wing angle have usually idealised the working class. Tressall, although he pities his fellow-workers, also despises them and says so plainly. The word “philanthropists” in the title of the book is ironical. The workers are “philanthropists” because they are fools enough to support—out of charity, as it were—a worthless class of property-owners. They not only accept their fate like cattle but “oppose and ridicule any suggestion of reform.” This last is the main theme of the book.

All the way through the thoughtful Socialistic workman Frank Owen (who is, no doubt, a portrait of Tressall himself) is shown arguing with his mates trying to make them see that the capitalist system is responsible for their miseries and being met not merely with apathy and ignorance but with downright ill-will.

With few exceptions they regard the social system as reasonably just and the division into rich and poor as inevitable, believe unemployment to be due to “this here labour-saving machinery,” and are resentful when someone proposes—as they see it—to rob them of their chance of making a fortune by private enterprise.

Although the likeliest end for all of them is to die in the work-house, their outlook is essentially capitalistic, and Owen’s private comment on them is, “No wonder the rich despised them and looked upon them as dirt. They were despicable. They were dirt.”

The unfortunate Owen, discouraged by their ignorance and hostility, assails them with arguments taken out of penny tracts, using pedantic language, which irritates them all the more. These conversations make very pathetic reading. They remind one of the years of patient, unrewarded work by obscure people that has to be done before any new idea can get a footing among the great masses.

The pathos lies in the fact that nearly everything Owen says would now be regarded as a commonplace. When he says that machinery increases wealth and does not diminish it or that money is merely a token which has no value in itself he is greeted with jeers. To-day such ideas are accepted by almost everyone, thanks precisely to the efforts of thousands of unhonoured people like Owen himself.

Although the book ends with Owen, who is suffering from tuberculosis and sees no hope for his wife and child after he is gone, contemplating murder and suicide its effect is in some sense encouraging. For, after all, the particular kind of folly against which he struggled so unsuccessfully is no longer dominant. The “Conservative working man” is almost a vanished type.

Tressall died before completing the book and the manuscript was afterwards put in order by Miss Jessie Pope. It is a book that everyone should read. Quite apart from its value as a piece of social history it leaves one with the feeling that a considerable novelist was lost in this young working-man whom society could not bother to keep alive.


This was Orwell’s last review for the Manchester Evening News until that published on 7 November 1946. On 2 May 1946, the newspaper printed this notice: ‘Mr. George Orwell, who has been conducting the Life, People—and Books feature in the Manchester Evening News for the past two and a half years, has decided to take a rest from journalism for six months. He is retiring to a house he has taken in the Hebrides for this purpose.’ Orwell’s place was taken by Carl R. Fallas, a writer of short stories and articles, from 2 May until 31 October.






2984. To Stafford Cottman

25 April 1946 Typewritten

27 B Canonbury Square

Islington

London N 1

Dear Staff,1

It was very nice to hear from you. I didn’t realise you were still in the RAF. Be sure and look me up if you’re in London when I’m here (if I am the above telephone number2 will always get me), but I’m shortly going away for 6 months. I’ve been doing too much hack journalism for several years past and have decided to drop it for a bit—for two months I mean to do nothing at all, then maybe I shall start another book, but any way, no journalism until next autumn. I have written three articles a week for two years, in addition to all the bilge I had to write for the BBC for two years before that. I have given up the cottage in Hertfordshire and taken another in the island of Jura in the Hebrides, and hope to go up there about May 10th if my furniture has arrived by that time. It’s in an extremely un-get-atable place, but it’s a nice house and I think I can make it quite comfortable with a little trouble, and then I shall have a nice place to retire to occasionally at almost no rent. My little boy whom I think you have never seen is now nearly 2 and extremely active, which is one of the reasons why I am anxious to get out of London for the summer. He was 10 months old when Eileen died. It was an awful shame—she had been so overworked for years and in wretched health, then things just seemed to be getting better and that happened. The only good thing was that I don’t think she expected anything to go wrong with the operation. She died as a result of the anaesthetic almost as soon as they gave it her. I was in France at the time, as neither of us had expected the operation to be very serious. The child I think was just too young to miss her, and he has done very well in health and everything else. I have a good housekeeper who looks after him and me.

The other day I ran into Paddy Donovan in the Edgware Road.3 He has a job cleaning windows and he said he would ring me up, but he hasn’t done so yet. He was wounded in Germany about the time of the crossing of the Rhine. Don’t forget to ring me up if you’re in town this coming autumn.

Yours

Eric Blair




2985. ‘A Good Word for the Vicar of Bray’

Tribune, 26 April 1946

Some years ago a friend took me to the little Berkshire church of which the celebrated Vicar of Bray was once the incumbent. (Actually it is a few miles from Bray, but perhaps at that time the two livings were one.) In the churchyard, there stands a magnificent yew tree which, according to a notice at its foot, was planted by no less a person than the Vicar of Bray himself. And it struck me at the time as curious that such a man should have left such a relic behind him.

The Vicar of Bray, though he was well equipped to be a leader-writer on the Times, could hardly be described as an admirable character. Yet, after this lapse of time, all that is left of him is a comic song and a beautiful tree, which has rested the eyes of generation after generation and must surely have outweighed any bad effects which he produced by his political quislingism.

Thibaw, the last King of Burma, was also far from being a good man. He was a drunkard, he had five hundred wives—he seems to have kept them chiefly for show, however—and when he came to the throne his first act was to decapitate seventy or eighty of his brothers. Yet he did posterity a good turn by planting the dusty streets of Mandalay with tamarind trees which cast a pleasant shade until the Japanese incendiary bombs burned them down in 1942.

The poet, James Shirley, seems to have generalised too freely when he said that “Only the actions of the just Smell sweet and blossom in their dust.” Sometimes the actions of the unjust make quite a good showing after the appropriate lapse of time. When I saw the Vicar of Bray’s yew tree it reminded me of something, and afterwards I got hold of a book of selections from the writings of John Aubrey and re-read a pastoral poem which must have been written some time in the first half of the seventeenth century, and which was inspired by a certain Mrs. Overall.

Mrs. Overall was the wife of a Dean and was extensively unfaithful to him.1 According to Aubrey she “could scarcely denie any one,” and she had “the loveliest Eies that were ever seen, but wondrous wanton.” The poem (the “shepherd swaine” seems to have been somebody called Sir John Selby) starts off:


Downe lay the Shepherd Swaine

So sober and demure

Wishing for his wench againe

So bonny and so pure

With his head on hillock lowe

And his arms akimboe

And all was for the losse of his

Hye nonny nonny noe.…

Sweet she was, as kind a love

As ever fetter’d Swaine;

Never such a daynty one

Shall man enjoy again.

Sett a thousand on a rowe

I forbid that any showe

Ever the like of her

Hye nonny nonny noe.



As the poem proceeds through another five2 verses, the refrain “hye nonny nonny noe” takes on an unmistakably obscene meaning, but it ends with the exquisite stanza:


But gone she is the prettiest lasse

That ever trod on plaine.

What ever hath betide of her

Blame not the Shepherd Swaine.

For why? She was her owne Foe.

And gave herself the overthrowe

By being so franke of her

Hye nonny nonny noe.



Mrs. Overall was no more an exemplary character than the Vicar of Bray, though a more attractive one. Yet in the end all that remains of her is a poem which still gives pleasure to many people, though for some reason it never gets into the anthologies. The suffering which she presumably caused, and the misery and futility in which her own life must have ended, have been transformed into a sort of lingering fragrance like the smell of tobacco-plants on a summer evening.

But to come back to trees. The planting of a tree, especially one of the long-living hardwood trees, is a gift which you can make to posterity at almost no cost and with almost no trouble, and if the tree takes root it will far outlive the visible effect of any of your other actions, good or evil. A year or two ago I wrote a few paragraphs in Tribune about some sixpenny rambler roses from Woolworth’s which I had planted before the war. This brought me an indignant letter from a reader who said that roses are bourgeois, but I still think that my sixpence was better spent than if it had gone on cigarettes or even on one of the excellent Fabian Research Pamphlets.

Recently, I spent a day at the cottage where I used to live, and noted with a pleased surprise—to be exact, it was a feeling of having done good unconsciously—the progress of the things I had planted nearly ten years ago. I think it is worth recording what some of them cost, just to show what you can do with a few shillings if you invest them in something that grows.

First of all there were the two ramblers from Woolworth’s, and three polyantha roses, all at sixpence each. Then there were two bush roses which were part of a job lot from a nursery garden. This job lot consisted of six fruit trees, three rose bushes and two gooseberry bushes, all for ten shillings. One of the fruit trees and one of the rose bushes died, but the rest are all flourishing. The sum total is five fruit trees, seven roses and two gooseberry bushes, all for twelve and sixpence. These plants have not entailed much work, and have had nothing spent on them beyond the original amount. They never even received any manure, except what I occasionally collected in a bucket when one of the farm horses happened to have halted outside the gate.

Between them, in nine years, those seven rose bushes will have given what would add up to a hundred or a hundred and fifty months of bloom. The fruit trees, which were mere saplings when I put them in, are now just about getting in their stride. Last week one of them, a plum, was a mass of blossom, and the apples looked as if they were going to do fairly well. What had originally been the weakling of the family, a Cox’s Orange Pippin—it would hardly have been included in the job lot if it had been a good plant—had grown into a sturdy tree with plenty of fruit spurs on it. I maintain that it was a public-spirited action to plant that Cox, for these trees do not fruit quickly and I did not expect to stay there long. I never had an apple off it myself, but it looks as if somebody else will have quite a lot. By their fruits ye shall know them, and the Cox’s Orange Pippin is a good fruit to be known by. Yet I did not plant it with the conscious intention of doing anybody a good turn. I just saw the job lot going cheap and stuck the things into the ground without much preparation.

A thing which I regret, and which I will try to remedy some time, is that I have never in my life planted a walnut. Nobody does plant them nowadays—when you see a walnut it is almost invariably an old tree. If you plant a walnut you are planting it for your grandchildren, and who cares a damn for his grandchildren? Nor does anybody plant a quince, a mulberry or a medlar. But these are garden trees which you can only be expected to plant if you have a patch of ground of your own. On the other hand, in any hedge or in any piece of waste ground you happen to be walking through, you can do something to remedy the appalling massacre of trees, especially oaks, ashes, elms and beeches, which has happened during the war years.

Even an apple tree is liable to live for about 100 years, so that the Cox I planted in 1936 may still be bearing fruit well into the twenty-first century. An oak or a beech may live for hundreds of years and be a pleasure to thousands or tens of thousands of people before it is finally sawn up into timber. I am not suggesting that one can discharge all one’s obligations towards society by means of a private re-afforestation scheme. Still, it might not be a bad idea, every time you commit an anti-social act, to make a note of it in your diary, and then, at the appropriate season, push an acorn into the ground.

And, if even one in twenty of them came to maturity, you might do quite a lot of harm in your lifetime, and still, like the Vicar of Bray, end up as a public benefactor after all.




2986. To Leonard Moore

26 April 1946 Typewritten

27 B Canonbury Square

Islington

London N 1

Dear Moore,

Thanks for your letter. I haven’t fixed a date, as it depends on when my luggage gets there, but provisionally I am arranging to leave London on May 10th, and shall probably be away till October. I have arranged with all the papers I write for to do no journalism during that time, and I intend to do nothing at all for two months. After that I may get started on another book.

I think the English Digest paid something, but probably only to “Tribune.” I remember “Tribune” ringing me up to ask if something could be reprinted.1 I do know however that on other occasions these people have reprinted things without permission.

If you have occasion to write to me while I am on Jura, I think one should allow for a letter taking about a week, as there is only a postal delivery twice weekly. I don’t think a telegram would get there much quicker than a letter.2

Yours sincerely

Eric Blair




2987. To Marjorie Dakin

30 April 1946 Typewritten

27 B Canonbury Square

Islington

London N 1

Dear Marj,

I have only just heard from Avril about your illness. Naturally I only got a brief account from her, but she said it was pernicious anaemia. I do hope you are going on all right and are being properly treated. I am sending simultaneously with this a few books, some of which I hope you may not have read.

I am just on the point of going away to Jura for 6 months. The furniture has gone, but it’s likely to take a long time getting there owing to the sea journey. I am letting this flat furnished, or rather am lending it to someone,1 as we’re not supposed to sublet. When the furniture arrives I shall go on ahead and get the house in order, and then bring Richard up later. Susan has to go into hospital for a treatment which will take about a month, and during that time I am going to park him in a nursery school. It seems rather ruthless, but I can’t look after him singlehanded for that length of time, and he is such a social child that he is bound to get on all right. We intend to stay on Jura till about October and I am dropping all casual journalism during that time, though I hope to get started on another book once I’ve got the house straight. The move is of course very expensive, but once it’s done we shall have a nice summer residence for almost no rent, and it will be a lovely place for children to stay.

Richard is extremely well and getting quite big. He weighs about 37 pounds and keeps growing out of his clothes. He will be 2 on the 14th of May. He doesn’t speak, but is very forward in other ways and very enterprising. He loves tools and already understands how to do such things as hammering in nails. He also goes downstairs on his own initiative and tries to put on his own shoes and socks. I shall be very glad to get him into the country for the summer because he’s getting too active for a flat. We have a garden here, but it’s not possible to leave him alone in it because he gets out into the street.

Don’t bother answering this. I am also writing to Humphrey. I am not certain what date I shall be leaving London (probably about May 10th), but my Jura address will be Barnhill, Isle of Jura, Argyllshire.

Love

Eric




2988. Editorial

Polemic, 3. May 1946


This is unsigned but listed by Orwell among his writings.



The december number of the Modern Quarterly1 devotes one paragraph of its editorial to an attack upon Polemic, which, it seems, is guilty of “persistent attempts to confuse moral issues, to break down the distinction between right and wrong.” It is perhaps of some significance that Polemic—and not, shall we say, Truth, the Tablet or the Nineteenth Century and After—is the only periodical that the Communist-controlled Modern Quarterly singles out for attack. But before dealing with this point, it is worth casting a glance at the moral code whose champion the Modern Quarterly sets out to be.

The above-quoted statement implies that there are two definite entities called “right” and “wrong,” which are clearly distinguishable from one another and are of a more or less permanent nature. Without some such assumption, it has no meaning. In the next paragraph of the editorial we find the statement that “the whole basis of ethics needs re-examination”—which implies, of course, that the distinction between right and wrong is not obvious and unchallengeable, and that to break it down, or to define it in a new way, may well be a duty. Later in the same number, in an essay entitled Belief and Action, we find Professor J. D. Bernal2 in effect claiming that almost any moral standard can and should be scrapped when political expediency demands it. Needless to say, Professor Bernal does not put it quite so plainly as that, but if his words mean anything, that is what they mean. Here is one of various passages in which his doctrine is set forth. The emphasis is ours:


A radical change in morality is in any case required by the new social relations which men are already entering into in an organised and planned society. The relative importance of different virtues are bound to be affected. Old virtues may even appear as vices and new virtues instituted [sic]. Many of the basic virtues—truthfulness and good fellowship—are, of course, as old as humanity and need no changing, but those based on excessive concern with individual rectitude need reorienting in the direction of social responsibility.



Put in plain English, the passage emphasised means that public spirit and common decency pull in opposite directions; while the paragraph as a whole means that we must alter our conception of right and wrong from year to year, and if necessary from minute to minute. And there can be no doubt that Professor Bernal and his fellow-thinkers have shown great alacrity in doing this. During the past five or six years right and wrong have changed into one another at dizzying speed, and it is even probably true that actions which were wrong at one moment have afterwards become retrospectively right, and vice versa. Thus, in 1939, the Moscow radio denounced the British naval blockade of Germany as an inhuman measure which struck at women and children, while, in 1945, those who objected to some ten million German peasants being driven out of their homes were denounced by the same radio as pro-Nazis. So that the starvation of German women and children had changed from a bad action into a good one, and probably the earlier starvation had also become good with the passage of time. We may assume that Professor Bernal was in agreement with the Moscow radio on both occasions. Similarly, in 1945, the German invasion of Norway was a treacherous attack upon a defenceless neutral while, in 1940, it was a well-justified counter to a previous invasion by the British. One could multiply such examples indefinitely. But it is evident that from Professor Bernal’s point of view any virtue can become a vice, and any vice a virtue, according to the political needs of the moment. When he makes a specific exception of “truthfulness,” he is presumably actuated by mere prudence. The implication of the whole passage is that telling lies might also be a virtue. But that is not the kind of thing that it pays to put in print.

A little later in the essay we read: “Because collective action in the industrial and political field is the only effective action, it is the only virtuous action.” This contains the doctrine that an action—at any rate in political and industrial affairs—is only right when it is successful. It would be unfair to take this as meaning that every action which is successful is right, but the general tone of the essay does not leave much doubt that power and virtue are inextricably mixed up in Professor Bernal’s mind. Right action does not lie in obeying your conscience, or a traditional moral code: right action lies in pushing history in the direction in which it is actually going. And what is that direction? Naturally, the direction of the classless society which all decent people desire. But, though that is where we are going, it needs effort to get there. And precisely what kind of effort? Well, of course, close co-operation with the Soviet Union—which, as any Communist would and must interpret it, means subservience to the Soviet Union. Here are some bits from Professor Bernal’s peroration:


The war has been won and the world is about to enter the hard but glorious period of recovery and reconstruction.… The great alliance of the United Nations which has been achieved through the bitter needs of the war has now become even more important as a guarantee against future wars which might be far worse than that through which we have passed. To maintain that alliance and to guard it against its open enemies and the more subtle disseminators of mutual suspicion will require constant vigilance and continued efforts to reach ever-closer understanding.… To the degree to which we can see things in the same light we can go forward together in fellowship and hope.



What exactly does Professor Bernal mean by “fellowship” and “ever-closer understanding” between Britain and USSR? Does he mean, for instance, that independent British observers in large numbers should be allowed to travel freely through Soviet territory and send home uncensored reports? Or that Soviet citizens should be encouraged to read British newspapers, listen to the BBC and view the institutions of this country with a friendly eye? Obviously he doesn’t mean that. All he can mean, therefore, is that Russian propaganda in this country should be intensified, and that critics of the Soviet regime (darkly referred to as “subtle disseminators of mutual suspicion”) should be silenced. He says much the same thing in several other places in his essay. So that, if we reduce his message to its essentials, we get the following propositions:

Apart from “truthfulness and good fellowship,” no quality can be definitely labelled good or bad. Any action which serves the cause of progress is virtuous.

Progress means moving towards a classless and scientifically-planned society.

The quickest way to get there is to co-operate with the Soviet Union.

Co-operation with the Soviet Union means not criticising the Stalin regime.

To put it even more shortly: any thing is right which furthers the aims of Russian foreign policy. Professor Bernal would probably not admit that this is what he means, but it is in effect what he is saying, though it takes him fifteen pages to do so.

A thing that is especially noticeable in Professor Bernal’s article is the English, at once pompous and slovenly, in which it is written. It is not pedantic to draw attention to this, because the connection between totalitarian habits of thought and the corruption of language is an important subject which has not been sufficiently studied. Like all writers of his school, Professor Bernal has a strong tendency to drop into Latin when something unpleasant has to be said. It is worth looking again at the passage italicised in the first of the quotations given above. To say, “party loyalty means doing dirt on your own conscience,” would be too crude: to say “(virtues) based on excessive concern with individual rectitude need reorienting in the direction of social responsibility,” comes to much the same thing, but far less courage is required in saying it. The long, vague words express the intended meaning and at the same time blur the moral squalor of what is being said. A remark that occurs in F. Anstey’s Vice Versa, “Drastic measures is Latin for a whopping,” illustrates well enough the essential principle of this style of writing. But there is another characteristic of writers friendly to totalitarianism which has been less noticed. This is a tendency to play tricks with syntax and produce un-buttoned-up or outright meaningless sentences. It will be seen that one of the sentences quoted from Professor Bernal has had to be given a “sic” to show that there is no misprint, and there are other and more extreme instances. In the Partisan Review for the winter of 1944, the American critic Edmund Wilson makes some interesting remarks on this subject, apropos of the film Mission to Moscow.3

Mission to Moscow was founded on a book by Joseph E. Davies, who had been United States ambassador in Moscow during the period of the purges. In the book he expressed grave doubts about the justice of the verdicts in the sabotage trials, whereas, in the film (in which he figures as a character) he is represented as feeling no doubts whatever. By the time when the film was made the USA and the USSR were allies, and part of its object was to “build up” the Russian purges as a fully-justified extermination of traitors. The first version even contained “shots” of Trotsky engaged in secret negotiations with Ribbentrop: these were afterwards cut out, perhaps in deference to the feelings of the Jewish community, or possibly because they were too like the real photographs of Ribbentrop negotiating with Stalin. Davies gave his imprimatur to the film, which was in effect a falsification of what he had said. Discussing this, Wilson gives some samples of Davies’s prose, for the sake of the light that they probably cast on his mentality. Two extracts will do:


The peace of Europe, if maintained, is in imminent danger of being a peace imposed by the dictators, under conditions where all of the smaller countries will speedily rush in to get under the shield of the German aegis, and under, conditions where, even though there be a concert of power, as I have predicted to you two years ago, with “Hitler leading the band.”

Here is Mr. Davies on the subject of Eugen Onegin:

Both the opera and the ballet were based on Pushkin’s works, and the music was by the great Tchaikovsky. The opera was Eugen Onegin, a romantic story of two young men of position whose friendship was broken up over a misunderstanding and lovers’ quarrel, which resulted in a duel in which the poet was killed. It was significant of Pushkin’s own end and, oddly enough, was written by him.



The confusion in this passage is such that it takes several minutes to sort out the various errors. But here is Professor Bernal:


Our British democracy, from long practice, does enable us to secure without coercion or bloodshed, but clumsily, far too slowly and with a heavy bias on ancient privilege.



What word, or phrase, is missing here? We do not know, and probably Professor Bernal does not either, but at any rate the sentence is meaningless. And curiously enough a rather similar kind of English turns up in the editorial:


If science has much to teach us which we still have to learn, science must also be aware that it is fiercely assailed to-day by those who fear that man has power at his disposal beyond his moral capacity to control it. This is precisely one of those glib and pretentious ideas that is in need of ruthless criticism.



One non-sequitur, one tautological phrase and two grammatical errors, all in sixty words. And the writing of the editorial nowhere rises far above this level. It is not suggested, of course, that the causes of slovenly or meaningless writing are the same in every case. Sometimes “Freudian errors” are to blame, sometimes sheer mental incompetence, and sometimes an instinctive feeling that clear thought is dangerous to orthodoxy. But there does seem to be a direct connection between acceptance of totalitarian doctrines and the writing of bad English, and we think it important that this should be pointed out.

To return to the Modern Quarterly’s attack on Polemic. We have shown that Professor Bernal teaches, and the editorial seems to endorse, the doctrine that nearly anything is right if it is politically expedient. Why then do they simultaneously charge Polemic with “confusing moral issues,” as though “right” and “wrong” were fixed entities which every decent person knows how to distinguish already? The reason can only be that they are a little nervous about the reactions of their more tender-minded readers, and think that their real aims should not be stated too bluntly. So, also, with their claim that they will give a hearing to all viewpoints, or very many viewpoints:fn1


There is (says the editorial) wide scope for differences of opinion within our terms of reference. A certain speculative freedom and adventurousness of presentation is not only allowable but eminently desirable. No one should be deterred by feeling that his views may shock any kind of orthodoxy, left or right, from stating his case. On the other hand, if the holiest canons seem to be unwisely and ignorantly challenged, there is always a remedy—instant and effective reply.



It would be interesting to subject this statement to a few tests. Would the Modern Quarterly, for instance, print a full history of the arrest and execution of Ehrlich and Alter, the Polish Socialist leaders? Would it reprint any extract from the Communist Party’s “stop the war” pamphlets of 1940? Would it publish articles by Anton Ciliga4 or Victor Serge? It would not. The above-quoted statement, therefore, is simply a falsehood, the aim of which is to make an impression of broad-mindedness on inexperienced readers.

The reason for the Modern Quarterly’s hostility to Polemic is not difficult to guess. Polemic is attacked because it upholds certain moral and intellectual values whose survival is dangerous from the totalitarian point of view. These are what is loosely called the liberal values—using the word “liberal” in its old sense of “liberty-loving.” Its aim, before all else, is to defend the freedom of thought and speech that has been painfully won during the past four hundred years. It is only natural that Professor Bernal and others like him should regard this as a worse offence than the setting-up of some rival form of totalitarianism. According to Professor Bernal:


The liberal, individualistic, almost atomic philosophy started in the Renaissance and grew to full stature with the French Revolution. It is a philosophy of the “rights of man,” of “liberty, equality, and fraternity,” of private property, free enterprise, and free trade. We have known it in such a debased form, so unrelated to the pattern of the needs of the times, that only lip service is paid to it, and honest but ignorant minds have preferred even the bestialities of fascism to its unreal and useless tenets.



We have to contend here with the usual cloudy language and confusion of ideas, but if the last sentence means anything, it means that Professor Bernal considers fascism to be slightly preferable to liberalism. Presumably the editors of the Modern Quarterly are in agreement with him about this. So we arrive at the old, true, and unpalatable conclusion that a communist and a fascist are somewhat nearer to one another than either is to a democrat. As to the special accusation levelled against us, of “breaking down the distinction between right and wrong,” it arose particularly out of the fact that one of our contributors objected to the disgusting gloating in the British press over the spectacle of dangling corpses. We think we have said enough to show that our real crime, in the eyes of the Modern Quarterly, lies in defending a conception of right and wrong, and of intellectual decency, which has been responsible for all true progress for centuries past, and without which the very continuance of civilised life is by no means certain.




2989. ‘Second Thoughts on James Burnham’

Polemic, 3. May 1946, as James Burnham and the Managerial Revolution, when published as a pamphlet, 1946

James Burnham’s book, The Managerial Revolution, made a considerable stir both in the United States and in this country at the time when it was published, and its main thesis has been so much discussed that a detailed exposition of it is hardly necessary. As shortly as I can summarise it, the thesis is this:—

Capitalism is disappearing, but Socialism is not replacing it. What is now arising is a new kind of planned, centralised society which will be neither capitalist nor, in any accepted sense of the word, democratic. The rulers of this new society will be the people who effectively control the means of production: that is, business executives, technicians, bureaucrats, and soldiers, lumped together by Burnham under the name of “managers.” These people will eliminate the old capitalist class, crush the working class, and so organise society that all power and economic privilege remain in their own hands. Private property rights will be abolished, but common ownership will not be established. The new “managerial” societies will not consist of a patchwork of small, independent states, but of great super-states grouped round the main industrial centres in Europe, Asia, and America. These super-states will fight among themselves for possession of the remaining uncaptured portions of the earth, but will probably be unable to conquer one another completely. Internally, each society will be hierarchical, with an aristocracy of talent at the top and a mass of semi-slaves at the bottom.

In his next published book, The Machiavellians,1 Burnham elaborates and also modifies his original statement. The greater part of the book is an exposition of the theories of Machiavelli and of his modern disciples, Mosca, Michels, and Pareto:2 with doubtful justification, Burnham adds to these the syndicalist writer, Georges Sorel.3 What Burnham is mainly concerned to show is that a democratic society has never existed and, so far as we can see, never will exist. Society is of its nature oligarchical, and the power of the oligarchy always rests upon force and fraud. Burnham does not deny that “good” motives may operate in private life, but he maintains that politics consists of the struggle for power, and nothing else. All historical changes finally boil down to the replacement of one ruling class by another. All talk about democracy, liberty, equality, fraternity, all revolutionary movements, all visions of Utopia, or “the classless society,” or “the Kingdom of Heaven on earth,” are humbug (not necessarily conscious humbug) covering the ambitions of some new class which is elbowing its way into power. The English Puritans, the Jacobins, the Bolsheviks, were in each case simply power-seekers using the hopes of the masses in order to win a privileged position for themselves. Power can sometimes be won or maintained without violence, but never without fraud, because it is necessary to make use of the masses, and the masses would not co-operate if they knew that they were simply serving the purposes of a minority. In each great revolutionary struggle the masses are led on by vague dreams of human brotherhood, and then, when the new ruling class is well established in power, they are thrust back into servitude. This is practically the whole of political history, as Burnham sees it.

Where the second book departs from the earlier one is in asserting that the whole process could be somewhat moralised if the facts were faced more honestly. The Machiavellians is subtitled Defenders of Freedom. Machiavelli and his followers taught that in politics decency simply does not exist, and, by doing so, Burnham claims, made it possible to conduct political affairs more intelligently and less oppressively. A ruling class which recognised that its real aim was to stay in power would also recognise that it would be more likely to succeed if it served the common good, and might avoid stiffening into a hereditary aristocracy. Burnham lays much stress on Pareto’s theory of the “circulation of the élites.” If it is to stay in power a ruling class must constantly admit suitable recruits from below, so that the ablest men may always be at the top and a new class of power-hungry malcontents cannot come into being. This is likeliest to happen, Burnham considers, in a society which retains democratic habits—that is, where opposition is permitted and certain bodies such as the press and the trade unions can keep their autonomy. Here Burnham undoubtedly contradicts his earlier opinion. In The Managerial Revolution, which was written in 1940, it is taken as a matter of course that “managerial” Germany is in all ways more efficient than a capitalist democracy such as France or Britain. In the second book, written in 1942, Burnham admits that the Germans might have avoided some of their more serious strategic errors if they had permitted freedom of speech. However, the main thesis is not abandoned. Capitalism is doomed, and Socialism is a dream. If we grasp what is at issue we may guide the course of the managerial revolution to some extent, but the revolution is happening, whether we like it or not. In both books, but especially the earlier one, there is a note of unmistakable relish over the cruelty and wickedness of the processes that are being discussed. Although he reiterates that he is merely setting forth the facts and not stating his own preferences, it is clear that Burnham is fascinated by the spectacle of power, and that his sympathies were with Germany so long as Germany appeared to be winning the war. A more recent essay, Lenin’s Heir, published in the Partisan Review about the beginning of 1945, suggests that this sympathy has since been transferred to the USSR. Lenin’s Heir, which provoked violent controversy in the American left-wing press, has not yet been reprinted in England, and I must return to it later.

It will be seen that Burnham’s theory is not, strictly speaking, a new one. Many earlier writers have foreseen the emergence of a new kind of society, neither capitalist nor Socialist, and probably based upon slavery: though most of them have differed from Burnham in not assuming this development to be inevitable. A good example is Hilaire Belloc’s book, The Servile State, published in 1911. The Servile State is written in a tiresome style, and the remedy it suggests (a return to small-scale peasant ownership) is for many reasons impossible: still, it does foretell with remarkable insight the kind of things that have been happening from about 1930 onwards. Chesterton, in a less methodical way, predicted the disappearance of democracy and private property, and the rise of a slave society which might be called either capitalist or Communist. Jack London, in The Iron Heel (1909) foretold some of the essential features of Fascism, and such books as Wells’s The Sleeper Awakes (1900), Zamyatin’s We (1923), and Aldous Huxley’s Brave New World (1930), all described imaginary worlds in which the special problems of capitalism had been solved without bringing liberty, equality, or true happiness any nearer. More recently, writers like Peter Drucker4 and F. A. Voigt5 have argued that Fascism and Communism are substantially the same thing. And indeed, it has always been obvious that a planned and centralised society is liable to develop into an oligarchy or a dictatorship. Orthodox Conservatives were unable to see this, because it comforted them to assume that Socialism “wouldn’t work,” and that the disappearance of capitalism would mean chaos and anarchy. Orthodox Socialists could not see it, because they wished to think that they themselves would soon be in power, and therefore assumed that when capitalism disappears, Socialism takes its place. As a result they were unable to foresee the rise of Fascism, or to make correct predictions about it after it had appeared. Later, the need to justify the Russian dictatorship and to explain away the obvious resemblances between Communism and Nazism clouded the issue still more. But the notion that industrialism must end in monopoly, and that monopoly must imply tyranny, is not a startling one.

Where Burnham differs from most other thinkers is in trying to plot the course of the “managerial revolution” accurately on a world scale, and in assuming that the drift towards totalitarianism is irresistible and must not be fought against, though it may be guided. According to Burnham, writing in 1940, “managerialism” has reached its fullest development in the USSR, but is almost equally well developed in Germany, and has made its appearance in the United States. He describes the New Deal as “primitive managerialism.” But the trend is the same everywhere, or almost everywhere. Always laissez-faire capitalism gives way to planning and State interference, the mere owner loses power as against the technician and the bureaucrat, but Socialism—that is to say, what used to be called Socialism—shows no sign of emerging:


Some apologists try to excuse Marxism by saying that it has ‘never had a chance.’ This is far from the truth. Marxism and the Marxist parties have had dozens of chances. In Russia a Marxist party took power. Within a short time it abandoned Socialism; if not in words, at any rate in the effect of its actions. In most European nations there were during the last months of the first world war and the years immediately thereafter, social crises which left a wide-open door for the Marxist parties: without exception they proved unable to take and hold power. In a large number of countries—Germany, Denmark, Norway, Sweden, Austria, England, Australia, New Zealand, Spain, France, the reformist Marxist parties have administered the governments, and have uniformly failed to introduce Socialism or make any genuine step towards Socialism.… These parties have, in practice, at every historical test—and there have been many—either failed Socialism or abandoned it. This is the fact which neither the bitterest foe nor the most ardent friend of Socialism can erase. This fact does not, as some think, prove anything about the moral quality of the Socialist ideal. But it does constitute unblinkable evidence that, whatever its moral quality, Socialism is not going to come.



Burnham does not, of course, deny that the new “managerial” regimes, like the regimes of Russia and Nazi Germany, may be called Socialist. He means merely that they will not be Socialist in any sense of the word which would have been accepted by Marx, or Lenin, or Keir Hardie, or William Morris, or indeed, by any representative Socialist prior to about 1930. Socialism, until recently, was supposed to connote political democracy, social equality, and internationalism. There is not the smallest sign that any of these things is in a way to being established anywhere, and the one great country in which something described as a proletarian revolution once happened, i.e., the USSR, has moved steadily away from the old concept of a free and equal society aiming at universal human brotherhood. In an almost unbroken progress since the early days of the Revolution, liberty has been chipped away and representative institutions smothered, while inequalities have increased and nationalism and militarism have grown stronger. But at the same time, Burnham insists, there has been no tendency to return to capitalism. What is happening is simply the growth of “managerialism,” which, according to Burnham, is in progress everywhere, though the manner in which it comes about may vary from country to country.

Now, as an interpretation of what is happening, Burnham’s theory is extremely plausible, to put it at the lowest. The events of, at any rate, the last fifteen years in the USSR can be far more easily explained by this theory than by any other. Evidently the USSR is not Socialist, and can only be called Socialist if one gives the word a meaning different from what it would have in any other context. On the other hand, prophecies that the Russian regime would revert to capitalism have always been falsified, and now seem further than ever from being fulfilled. In claiming that the process had gone almost equally far in Nazi Germany, Burnham probably exaggerates, but it seems certain that the drift was away from old-style capitalism and towards a planned economy with an adoptive oligarchy in control. In Russia the capitalists were destroyed first and the workers were crushed later. In Germany the workers were crushed first, but the elimination of the capitalists had at any rate begun, and calculations based on the assumption that Nazism was “simply capitalism,” were always contradicted by events. Where Burnham seems to go most astray is in believing “managerialism” to be on the up-grade in the United States, the one great country where free capitalism is still vigorous. But if one considers the world-movement as a whole, his conclusions are difficult to resist; and even in the United States the all-prevailing faith in laissez-faire may not survive the next great economic crisis. It has been urged against Burnham that he assigns far too much importance to the “managers,” in the narrow sense of the word—that is, factory bosses, planners, and technicians—and seems to assume that even in Soviet Russia it is these people, and not the Communist Party chiefs, who are the real holders of power. However, this is a secondary error, and it is partially corrected in The Machiavellians. The real question is not whether the people who wipe their boots on us during the next fifty years are to be called managers, bureaucrats, or politicians: the question is whether capitalism, now obviously doomed, is to give way to oligarchy or to true democracy.

But curiously enough, when one examines the predictions which Burnham has based on his general theory, one finds that in so far as they are verifiable, they have been falsified. Numbers of people have pointed this out already. However, it is worth following up Burnham’s predictions in detail, because they form a sort of pattern which is related to contemporary events, and which reveals, I believe, a very important weakness in present-day political thought.

To begin with, writing in 1940, Burnham takes a German victory more or less for granted. Britain is described as “dissolving,” and as displaying “all the characteristics which have distinguished decadent cultures in past historical transitions,” while the conquest and integration of Europe which Germany achieved in 1940 is described as “irreversible.” “England,” writes Burnham, “no matter with what non-European allies, cannot conceivably hope to conquer the European continent.” Even if Germany should somehow manage to lose the war, she could not be dismembered or reduced to the status of the Weimar Republic, but is bound to remain as the nucleus of a unified Europe. The future map of the world, with its three great super-states is, in any case, already settled in its main outlines: and “the nuclei of these three super-states are, whatever may be their future names, the previously existing nations, Japan, Germany, and the United States.”

Burnham also commits himself to the opinion that Germany will not attack the USSR until after Britain has been defeated. In a condensation of his book published in the Partisan Review of May–June 1941, and presumably written later than the book itself, he says:


As in the case of Russia, so with Germany, the third part of the managerial problem—the contest for dominance with other sections of managerial society—remains for the future. First had to come the death blow that assured the toppling of the capitalist world order, which meant above all the destruction of the foundations of the British Empire (the keystone of the capitalist world order) both directly and through the smashing of the European political structure, which was a necessary prop of the Empire. This is the basic explanation of the Nazi-Soviet Pact, which is not intelligible on other grounds. The future conflict between Germany and Russia will be a managerial conflict proper; prior to the great world-managerial battles, the end of the capitalist order must be assured. The belief that Nazism is “decadent capitalism” … makes it impossible to explain reasonably the Nazi-Soviet Pact. From this belief followed the always-expected war between Germany and Russia, not the actual war to the death between Germany and the British Empire. The war between Germany and Russia is one of the managerial wars of the future, not of the anti-capitalist wars of yesterday and to-day.



However, the attack on Russia will come later, and Russia is certain, or almost certain, to be defeated. “There is every reason to believe … that Russia will split apart, with the western half gravitating towards the European base and the eastern towards the Asiatic.” This quotation comes from The Managerial Revolution. In the above-quoted article, written probably about six months later, it is put more forcibly: “the Russian weaknesses indicate that Russia will not be able to endure, that it will crack apart, and fall towards east and west.” And in a supplementary note which was added to the English (Pelican) edition, and which appears to have been written at the end of 1941, Burnham speaks as though the “cracking apart” process were already happening. The war, he says, “is part of the means whereby the western half of Russia is being integrated into the European super-state.”

Sorting these various statements out, we have the following prophesies:


1. Germany is bound to win the war.

2. Germany and Japan are bound to survive as great states, and to remain the nuclei of power in their respective areas.

3. Germany will not attack the USSR until after the defeat of Britain.

4. The USSR is bound to be defeated.



However, Burnham has made other predictions besides these. In a short article in the Partisan Review, in the summer of 1944, he gives his opinion that the USSR will gang up with Japan in order to prevent the total defeat of the latter, while the American Communists will be set to work to sabotage the eastern end of the war. And finally, in an article in the same magazine in the winter of 1944–45, he claims that Russia, destined so short a while ago to “crack apart,” is within sight of conquering the whole of Eurasia. This article, which was the cause of violent controversies among the American intelligentsia, has not been reprinted in England. I must give some account of it here, because its manner of approach and its emotional tone are of a peculiar kind, and by studying them one can get nearer to the real roots of Burnham’s theory.

The article is entitled Lenin’s Heir, and it sets out to show that Stalin is the true and legitimate guardian of the Russian Revolution, which he has not in any sense “betrayed” but has merely carried forward on lines that were implicit in it from the start. In itself, this is an easier opinion to swallow than the usual Trotskyist claim that Stalin is a mere crook who has perverted the Revolution to his own ends, and that things would somehow have been different if Lenin had lived or Trotsky had remained in power. Actually there is no strong reason for thinking that the main lines of development would have been very different. Well before 1923 the seeds of a totalitarian society were quite plainly there. Lenin, indeed, is one of those politicians who win an undeserved reputation by dying prematurely.fn1 Had he lived, it is probable that he would either have been thrown out, like Trotsky, or would have kept himself in power by methods as barbarous, or nearly as barbarous, as those of Stalin. The title of Burnham’s essay, therefore, sets forth a reasonable thesis, and one would expect him to support it by an appeal to the facts.

However, the essay barely touches upon its ostensible subject-matter. It is obvious that anyone genuinely concerned to show that there has been continuity of policy as between Lenin and Stalin, would start by outlining Lenin’s policy and then explain in what way Stalin’s has resembled it. Burnham does not do this. Except for one or two cursory sentences he says nothing about Lenin’s policy, and Lenin’s name only occurs five times in an essay of twelve pages: in the first seven pages, apart from the title, it does not occur at all. The real aim of the essay is to present Stalin as a towering, superhuman figure, indeed a species of demigod, and Bolshevism as an irresistible force which is flowing over the earth and cannot be halted until it reaches the outermost borders of Eurasia. In so far as he makes any attempt to prove his case, Burnham does so by repeating over and over again that Stalin is “a great man”—which is probably true, but is almost completely irrelevant. Moreover, though he does advance some solid arguments for believing in Stalin’s genius, it is clear that in his mind the idea of “greatness” is inextricably mixed up with the idea of cruelty and dishonesty. There are curious passages in which it seems to be suggested that Stalin is to be admired because of the limitless suffering that he has caused:


Stalin proves himself a “great man,” in the grand style. The accounts of the banquets, staged in Moscow for the visiting dignitaries, set the symbolic tone. With their enormous menus of sturgeon, and roasts, and fowl, and sweets; their streams of liquor; the scores of toasts with which they end; the silent, unmoving secret police behind each guest; all against the winter background of the starving multitudes of besieged Leningrad; the dying millions at the front; the jammed concentration camps; the city crowds kept by their minute rations just at the edge of life; there is little trace of dull mediocrity or the hand of Babbitt. We recognise, rather, the tradition of the most spectacular of the Tsars, of the Great Kings of the Medes and Persians, of the Khanate of the Golden Horde, of the banquet we assign to the gods of the Heroic Ages in tribute to the insight that insolence, and indifference, and brutality on such a scale remove beings from the human level.… Stalin’s political techniques show a freedom from conventional restrictions that is incompatible with mediocrity: the mediocre man is custom-bound. Often it is the scale of his operations that sets them apart. It is usual, for example, for men active in practical life to engineer an occasional frame-up. But to carry out a frame-up against tens of thousands of persons, important percentages of whole strata of society, including most of one’s own comrades, is so far out of the ordinary that the long-run mass conclusion is either that the frame-up must be true—at least “have some truth in it”—or that power so immense must be submitted to—is a “historical necessity,” as intellectuals put it.… There is nothing unexpected in letting a few individuals starve for reasons of state; but to starve by deliberate decision, several millions, is a type of action attributed ordinarily only to gods.



In these and other similar passages there may be a tinge of irony, but it is difficult not to feel that there is also a sort of fascinated admiration. Towards the end of the essay Burnham compares Stalin with those semi-mythical heroes, like Moses or Asoka, who embody in themselves a whole epoch, and can justly be credited with feats that they did not actually perform. In writing of Soviet foreign policy and its supposed objectives, he touches an even more mystical note:


Starting from the magnetic core of the Eurasian heartland, the Soviet power, like the reality of the One of Neo-Platonism overflowing in the descending series of the emanative progression, flows outward, west into Europe, south into the Near East, east into China, already lapping the shores of the Atlantic, the Yellow and China Seas, the Mediterranean, and the Persian Gulf. As the undifferentiated One, in its progression, descends through the stages of Mind, Soul, and Matter, and then through its fatal Return back to itself; so does the Soviet power, emanating from the integrally totalitarian centre, proceed outwards by Absorption (the Baltics, Bessarabia, Bukovina, East Poland), Domination (Finland, the Balkans, Mongolia, North China and, to-morrow, Germany), Orienting Influence (Italy, France, Turkey, Iran, Central and southº China …), until it is dissipated in MH ON, the outer material sphere, beyond the Eurasian boundaries, of momentary Appeasement and Infiltration (England, the United States).



I do not think it is fanciful to suggest that the unnecessary capital letters with which this passage is loaded are intended to have a hypnotic effect on the reader. Burnham is trying to build up a picture of terrifying, irresistible power, and to turn a normal political manœuvre like infiltration into Infiltration adds to the general portentousness. The essay should be read in full. Although it is not the kind of tribute that the average Russophile would consider acceptable, and although Burnham himself would probably claim that he is being strictly objective, he is in effect performing an act of homage, and even of self-abasement. Meanwhile, this essay gives us another prophecy to add to the list: i.e., that the USSR will conquer the whole of Eurasia, and probably a great deal more. And one must remember that Burnham’s basic theory contains, in itself, a prediction which still has to be tested—that is, that whatever else happens, the “managerial” form of society is bound to prevail.

Burnham’s earlier prophecy, of a German victory in the war and the integration of Europe round the German nucleus, was falsified, not only in its main outlines, but in some important details. Burnham insists all the way through that “managerialism” is not only more efficient than capitalist democracy or Marxian Socialism, but also more acceptable to the masses. The slogans of democracy and national self-determination, he says, no longer have any mass appeal: “managerialism,” on the other hand, can rouse enthusiasm, produce intelligible war aims, establish fifth columns everywhere, and inspire its soldiers with a fanatical morale. The “fanaticism” of the Germans, as against the “apathy” or “indifference” of the British, French, etc. is much emphasised, and Nazism is represented as a revolutionary force sweeping across Europe and spreading its philosophy “by contagion.” The Nazi fifth columns “cannot be wiped out,” and the democratic nations are quite incapable of projecting any settlement which the German or other European masses would prefer to the New Order. In any case, the democracies can only defeat Germany if they go “still further along the managerial road than Germany has yet gone.”

The germ of truth in all this is that the smaller European states, demoralised by the chaos and stagnation of the pre-war years, collapsed rather more quickly than they need have done, and might conceivably have accepted the New Order if the Germans had kept some of their promises. But the actual experience of German rule aroused almost at once such a fury of hatred and vindictiveness as the world has seldom seen. After about the beginning of 1941 there was hardly any need of a positive war aim, since getting rid of the Germans was a sufficient objective. The question of morale, and its relation to national solidarity, is a nebulous one, and the evidence can be so manipulated as to prove almost anything. But if one goes by the proportion of prisoners to other casualties, and the amount of quislingism, the totalitarian states come out of the comparison worse than the democracies. Hundreds of thousands of Russians appear to have gone over to the Germans during the course of the war, while comparable numbers of Germans and Italians had gone over to the Allies before the war started: the corresponding number of American or British renegades would have amounted to a few scores. As an example of the inability of “capitalist ideologies” to enlist support, Burnham cites, “the complete failure of voluntary military recruiting in England (as well as the entire British Empire) and in the United States.” One would gather from this that the armies of the totalitarian states were manned by volunteers. Actually, no totalitarian state has ever so much as considered voluntary recruitment for any purpose, nor, throughout history, has a large army ever been raised by voluntary means.fn2 It is not worth listing the many similar arguments that Burnham puts forward. The point is that he assumes that the Germans must win the propaganda war as well as the military one, and that, at any rate in Europe, this estimate was not borne out by events.

It will be seen that Burnham’s predictions have not merely, when they were verifiable, turned out to be wrong, but that they have sometimes contradicted one another in a sensational way. It is this last fact that is significant. Political predictions are usually wrong, because they are usually based on wish-thinking, but they can have symptomatic value, especially when they change abruptly. Often the revealing factor is the date at which they are made. Dating Burnham’s various writings as accurately as can be done from internal evidence, and then noting what events they coincided with, we find the following relationships:—

In The Managerial Revolution Burnham prophesies a German victory, postponement of the Russo-German war until after Britain is defeated, and, subsequently, the defeat of Russia. The book, or much of it, was written in the second half of 1940—i.e., at a time when the Germans had overrun Western Europe and were bombing Britain, and the Russians were collaborating with them fairly closely, and in what appeared, at any rate, to be a spirit of appeasement.

In the supplementary note added to the English edition of the book, Burnham appears to assume that the USSR is already beaten and the splitting-up process is about to begin. This was published in the spring of 1942 and presumably written at the end of 1941; i.e., when the Germans were in the suburbs of Moscow.

The prediction that Russia would gang up with Japan against the USA was written early in 1944, soon after the conclusion of a new Russo-Japanese treaty.

The prophecy of Russian world-conquest was written in the winter of 1944, when the Russians were advancing rapidly in Eastern Europe while the Western Allies were still held up in Italy and northern France.

It will be seen that at each point Burnham is predicting a continuation of the thing that is happening. Now the tendency to do this is not simply a bad habit, like inaccuracy or exaggeration, which one can correct by taking thought. It is a major mental disease, and its roots lie partly in cowardice and partly in the worship of power, which is not fully separable from cowardice.

Suppose in 1940 you had taken a Gallup Poll, in England, on the question “Will Germany win the war?” You would have found, curiously enough, that the group answering “Yes” contained a far higher percentage of intelligent people—people with I.Q. of over 120, shall we say—than the group answering “No”. The same would have held good in the middle of 1942. In this case the figures would not have been so striking, but if you had made the question “Will the Germans capture Alexandria?” or “Will the Japanese be able to hold on to the territories they have captured?”, then once again there would have been a very marked tendency for intelligence to concentrate in the “Yes” group. In every case the less-gifted person would have been likelier to give a right answer.

If one went simply by these instances, one might assume that high intelligence and bad military judgment always go together. However, it is not so simple as that. The English intelligentsia, on the whole, were more defeatist than the mass of the people—and some of them went on being defeatist at a time when the war was quite plainly won—partly because they were better able to visualise the dreary years of warfare that lay ahead. Their morale was worse because their imaginations were stronger. The quickest way of ending a war is to lose it, and if one finds the prospect of a long war intolerable, it is natural to disbelieve in the possibility of victory. But there was more to it than that. There was also the disaffection of large numbers of intellectuals, which made it difficult for them not to side with any country hostile to Britain. And deepest of all, there was admiration—though only in a very few cases conscious admiration—for the power, energy, and cruelty of the Nazi regime. It would be a useful though tedious labour to go through the left-wing press and enumerate all the hostile references to Nazism during the years 1935–45. One would find, I have little doubt, that they reached their high-water mark in 1937–8 and 1944–5, and dropped off noticeably in the years 1930–42—that is, during the period when Germany seemed to be winning. One would find, also, the same people advocating a compromise peace in 1940 and approving the dismemberment of Germany in 1945. And if one studied the reactions of the English intelligentsia towards the USSR, there, too, one would find genuinely progressive impulses mixed up with admiration for power and cruelty. It would be grossly unfair to suggest that power-worship is the only motive for Russophile feeling, but it is one motive, and among intellectuals it is probably the strongest one.

Power-worship blurs political judgement because it leads, almost unavoidably, to the belief that present trends will continue. Whoever is winning at the moment will always seem to be invincible. If the Japanese have conquered South Asia, then they will keep South Asia for ever; if the Germans have captured Tobruk, they will infallibly capture Cairo; if the Russians are in Berlin, it will not be long before they are in London: and so on. This habit of mind leads also to the belief that things will happen more quickly, completely, and catastrophically than they ever do in practice. The rise and fall of empires, the disappearance of cultures and religions, are expected to happen with earthquake suddenness, and processes which have barely started are talked about as though they were already at an end. Burnham’s writings are full of apocalyptic visions. Nations, governments, classes, and social systems are constantly described as expanding, contracting, decaying, dissolving, toppling, crashing, crumbling, crystallising, and, in general, behaving in an unstable and melodramatic way. The slowness of historical change, the fact that any epoch always contains a great deal of the last epoch, is never sufficiently allowed for. Such a manner of thinking is bound to lead to mistaken prophecies, because, even when it gauges the direction of events rightly, it will miscalculate their tempo. Within the space of five years Burnham foretold the domination of Russia by Germany and of Germany by Russia. In each case he was obeying the same instinct: the instinct to bow down before the conqueror of the moment, to accept the existing trend as irreversible. With this in mind one can criticise his theory in a broader way.

The mistakes I have pointed out do not disprove Burnham’s theory, but they do cast light on his probable reasons for holding it. In this connection one cannot leave out of account the fact that Burnham is an American. Every political theory has a certain regional tinge about it, and every nation, every culture, has its own characteristic prejudices and patches of ignorance. There are certain problems that must almost inevitably be seen in a different perspective according to the geographical situation from which one is looking at them. Now, the attitude that Burnham adopts, of classifying Communism and Fascism as much the same thing, and at the same time accepting both of them—or, at any rate, not assuming that either must be violently struggled against—is essentially an American attitude, and would be almost impossible for an Englishman or any other western European. English writers who consider Communism and Fascism to be the same thing, invariably hold that both are monstrous evils which must be fought to the death: on the other hand, any Englishman who believes Communism and Fascism to be opposites will feel that he ought to side with one or the other.fn3 The reason for this difference of outlook is simple enough and, as usual, is bound up with wish-thinking. If totalitarianism triumphs and the dreams of the geopoliticians come true, Britain will disappear as a world power and the whole of western Europe will be swallowed by some single great state. This is not a prospect that it is easy for an Englishman to contemplate with detachment. Either he does not want Britain to disappear—in which case he will tend to construct theories proving the thing that he wants—or, like a minority of intellectuals, he will decide that his country is finished and transfer his allegiance to some foreign power. An American does not have to make the same choice. Whatever happens, the United States will survive as a great power, and from the American point of view it does not make much difference whether Europe is dominated by Russia or by Germany. Most Americans who think of the matter at all would prefer to see the world divided between two or three monster states which had reached their natural boundaries and could bargain with one another on economic issues without being troubled by ideological differences. Such a world-picture fits in with the American tendency to admire size for its own sake and to feel that success constitutes justification, and it fits in with the all-prevailing anti-British sentiment. In practice, Britain and the United States have twice been forced into alliance against Germany, and will probably, before long, be forced into alliance against Russia: but, subjectively, a majority of Americans would prefer either Russia or Germany to Britain, and, as between Russia and Germany, would prefer whichever seemed stronger at the moment.fn4 It is, therefore, not surprising that Burnham’s world-view should often be noticeably close to that of the American imperialists on the one side, or to that of the isolationists on the other. It is a “tough” or “realistic” world-view which fits in with the American form of wish-thinking. The almost open admiration for Nazi methods which Burnham shows in the earlier of his two books, and which would seem shocking to almost any English reader, depends ultimately on the fact that the Atlantic is wider than the Channel.

As I have said earlier, Burnham has probably been more right than wrong about the present and the immediate past. For quite fifty years past the general drift has almost certainly been towards oligarchy. The ever-increasing concentration of industrial and financial power; the diminishing importance of the individual capitalist or shareholder, and the growth of the new “managerial” class of scientists, technicians, and bureaucrats; the weakness of the proletariat against the centralised state; the increasing helplessness of small countries against big ones; the decay of representative institutions and the appearance of one-party regimes based on police terrorism, faked plebiscites, etc.: all these things seem to point in the same direction. Burnham sees the trend and assumes that it is irresistible, rather as a rabbit fascinated by a boa constrictor might assume that a boa constrictor is the strongest thing in the world. When one looks a little deeper, one sees that all his ideas rest upon two axioms which are taken for granted in the earlier book and made partly explicit in the second one. They are:

(a) Politics is essentially the same in all ages.

(b) Political behaviour is different from other kinds of behaviour.

To take the second point first. In The Machiavellians, Burnham insists that politics is simply the struggle for power. Every great social movement, every war, every revolution, every political programme, however edifying and Utopian, really has behind it the ambitions of some sectional group which is out to grab power for itself. Power can never be restrained by any ethical or religious code, but only by other power. The nearest possible approach to altruistic behaviour is the perception by a ruling group that it will probably stay in power longer if it behaves decently. But curiously enough, these generalisations only apply to political behaviour, not to any other kind of behaviour. In everyday life, as Burnham sees and admits, one cannot explain every human action by applying the principle of cui bono? Obviously, human beings have impulses which are not selfish. Man, therefore, is an animal that can act morally when he acts as an individual, but becomes unmoral when he acts collectively. But even this generalisation only holds good for the higher groups. The masses, it seems, have vague aspirations towards liberty and human brotherhood, which are easily played upon by power-hungry individuals or minorities. So that history consists of a series of swindles, in which the masses are first lured into revolt by the promise of Utopia, and then, when they have done their job, enslaved over again by new masters.

Political activity, therefore, is a special kind of behaviour, characterised by its complete unscrupulousness, and occurring only among small groups of the population, especially among dissatisfied groups whose talents do not get free play under the existing form of society. The great mass of the people—and this is where (b) ties up with (a)—will always be unpolitical. In effect, therefore, humanity is divided into two classes: the self-seeking, hypocritical minority, and the brainless mob whose destiny is always to be led or driven, as one gets a pig back to the sty by kicking it on the bottom or by rattling a stick inside a swill-bucket, according to the needs of the moment. And this beautiful pattern is to continue for ever. Individuals may pass from one category to another, whole classes may destroy other classes and rise to the dominant position, but the division of humanity into rulers and ruled is unalterable. In their capabilities, as in their desires and needs, men are not equal. There is an “iron law of oligarchy,” which would operate even if democracy were not impossible for mechanical reasons.

It is curious that in all his talk about the struggle for power, Burnham never stops to ask why people want power. He seems to assume that power-hunger, although only dominant in comparatively few people, is a natural instinct that does not have to be explained, like the desire for food. He also assumes that the division of society into classes serves the same purpose in all ages. This is practically to ignore the history of hundreds of years. When Burnham’s master, Machiavelli, was writing, class divisions were not only unavoidable, but desirable. So long as methods of production were primitive, the great mass of the people were necessarily tied down to dreary, exhausting manual labour: and a few people had to be set free from such labour, otherwise civilisation could not maintain itself, let alone make any progress. But since the arrival of the machine the whole pattern has altered. The justification for class distinctions, if there is a justification, is no longer the same, because there is no mechanical reason why the average human being should continue to be a drudge. True, drudgery persists; class distinctions are probably re-establishing themselves in a new form, and individual liberty is on the downgrade: but as these developments are now technically avoidable, they must have some psychological cause which Burnham makes no attempt to discover. The question that he ought to ask, and never does ask, is: why does the lust for naked power become a major human motive exactly now, when the dominion of man over man is ceasing to be necessary? As for the claim that “human nature,” or “inexorable laws” of this and that, make Socialism impossible, it is simply a projection of the past into the future. In effect, Burnham argues that because a society of free and equal human beings has never existed, it never can exist. By the same argument one could have demonstrated the impossibility of aeroplanes in 1900, or of motor cars in 1850.

The notion that the machine has altered human relationships, and that in consequence Machiavelli is out of date, is a very obvious one. If Burnham fails to deal with it, it can, I think, only be because his own power-instinct leads him to brush aside any suggestion that the Machiavellian world of force, fraud, and tyranny may somehow come to an end. It is important to bear in mind what I said above: that Burnham’s theory is only a variant—an American variant, and interesting because of its comprehensiveness—of the power-worship now so prevalent among intellectuals. A more normal variant, at any rate in England, is Communism. If one examines the people who, having some idea of what the Russian regime is like, are strongly Russophile, one finds that, on the whole, they belong to the “managerial” class of which Burnham writes. That is, they are not managers in the narrow sense, but scientists, technicians, teachers, journalists, broadcasters, bureaucrats, professional politicians: in general, middling people who feel themselves cramped by a system that is still partly aristocratic, and are hungry for more power and more prestige. These people look towards the USSR and see in it, or think they see, a system which eliminates the upper class, keeps the working class in its place, and hands unlimited power to people very similar to themselves. It was only after the Soviet regime became unmistakably totalitarian that English intellectuals, in large numbers, began to show an interest in it. Burnham, although the English Russophile intelligentsia would repudiate him, is really voicing their secret wish: the wish to destroy the old, equalitarian version of Socialism and usher in a hierarchical society where the intellectual can at last get his hands on the whip. Burnham at least has the honesty to say that Socialism isn’t coming; the others merely say that Socialism is coming, and then give the word “Socialism” a new meaning which makes nonsense of the old one. But his theory, for all its appearance of objectivity, is the rationalisation of a wish. There is no strong reason for thinking that it tells us anything about the future, except perhaps the immediate future. It merely tells us what kind of world the “managerial” class themselves, or at least the more conscious and ambitious members of the class, would like to live in.

Fortunately the “managers” are not so invincible as Burnham believes. It is curious how persistently, in The Managerial Revolution, he ignores the advantages, military as well as social, enjoyed by a democratic country. At every point the evidence is squeezed in order to show the strength, vitality, and durability of Hitler’s crazy regime. Germany is expanding rapidly, and “rapid territorial expansion has always been a sign, not of decadence … but of renewal.” Germany makes war successfully, and “the ability to make war well is never a sign of decadence but of its opposite.” Germany also “inspires in millions of persons a fanatical loyalty. This, too, never accompanies decadence.” Even the cruelty and dishonesty of the Nazi regime are cited in its favour, since “the young, new, rising social order is, as against the old, more likely to resort on a large scale to lies, terror, persecution.” Yet, within only five years this young, new, rising social order had smashed itself to pieces and become, in Burnham’s usage of the word, decadent. And this had happened quite largely because of the “managerial” (i.e., undemocratic) structure which Burnham admires. The immediate cause of the German defeat was the unheard-of folly of attacking the USSR while Britain was still undefeated and America was manifestly getting ready to fight. Mistakes of this magnitude can only be made, or at any rate they are most likely to be made, in countries where public opinion has no power. So long as the common man can get a hearing, such elementary rules as not fighting all your enemies simultaneously are less likely to be violated.

But, in any case, one should have been able to see from the start that such a movement as Nazism could not produce any good or stable result. Actually, so long as they were winning, Burnham seems to have seen nothing wrong with the methods of the Nazis. Such methods, he says, only appear wicked because they are new:


There is no historical law that polite manners and “justice” shall conquer. In history there is always the question of whose manners and whose justice. A rising social class and a new order of society have got to break through the old moral codes just as they must break through the old economic and political institutions. Naturally, from the point of view of the old, they are monsters. If they win, they take care in due time of manners and morals.



This implies that literally anything can become right or wrong if the dominant class of the moment so wills it. It ignores the fact that certain rules of conduct have to be observed if human society is to hold together at all. Burnham, therefore, was unable to see that the crimes and follies of the Nazi regime must lead by one route or another to disaster. So also with his newfound admiration for Stalinism. It is too early to say in just what way the Russian regime will destroy itself. If I had to make a prophecy, I should say that a continuation of the Russian policies of the last fifteen years—and internal and external policy, of course, are merely two facets of the same thing—can only lead to a war conducted with atomic bombs, which will make Hitler’s invasion look like a tea-party. But at any rate, the Russian regime will either democratise itself, or it will perish. The huge, invincible, everlasting slave empire of which Burnham appears to dream will not be established, or, if established, will not endure, because slavery is no longer a stable basis for human society.

One cannot always make positive prophecies, but there are times when one ought to be able to make negative ones. No one could have been expected to foresee the exact results of the Treaty of Versailles, but millions of thinking people could and did foresee that those results would be bad. Plenty of people, though not so many in this case, can foresee that the results of the settlement now being forced on Europe will also be bad. And to refrain from admiring Hitler or Stalin—that, too, should not require an enormous intellectual effort. But it is partly a moral effort. That a man of Burnham’s gifts should have been able for a while to think of Nazism as something rather admirable, something that could and probably would build up a workable and durable social order, shows what damage is done to the sense of reality by the cultivation of what is now called “realism.”6


James Burnham and the Managerial Revolution was the title of the article when published as a pamphlet by the Socialist Book Centre, Summer 1946. It was given the title ‘James Burnham’ when published in Chicago University’s University Observer: A Journal of Politics, Vol. 1, No. 2, Summer 1947. Two letters survive from Arthur Ballard, one of the two directors of the Socialist Book Centre, Ltd (Publishing Department), 40 Surrey Street, Strand, London WC2 (the other was Frank Horrabin), negotiating the right to reprint this essay as a pamphlet. In the first, 8 April 1946, Ballard says they have read through the galleys of the essay and propose a twenty-page pamphlet with a two-colour cover, to sell at one shilling. If that was agreeable to Orwell, he would be offered a royalty of 7½% up to 3,000 copies and 10% thereafter. They wished to have an alternative title. On 10 April, Ballard wrote agreeing to ‘James Burnham and the Managerial Revolution,’ though they had fancied ‘A Reply to James Burnham’s Managerial Revolution.’ They proposed to go ahead with setting immediately; galleys were expected by the end of April; publication in June. The essay took pages 3–19 of the pamphlet. On the back cover was an advertisement by Secker & Warburg of Animal Farm, Critical Essays, The Lion and the Unicorn, and Homage to Catalonia. The text here has been reproduced from ‘Second Thoughts on James Burnham,’ as given in Polemic, but whereas that printing uses caps and small caps for names, they have been reduced to upper and lower case here. Collation with the pamphlet shows no verbal differences, though there are a few stylistic changes (for example, the pamphlet adds full points to USSR, and on two occasions ‘regime’ is given an acute accent in Polemic, omitted here in line with the practice elsewhere in that version). According to Roger Senhouse, about 3,000 copies of the pamphlet were issued (Willison, 79).






2990. London Letter, [early May 1946?]

Partisan Review, Summer 1946

Dear Editors,

It is unfortunate that in order to get this letter off in time I must write it before any definite result has emerged from the negotiations in India, and before the battle over Communist affiliation to the Labour Party is fully joined. The big masses are not alive to the importance of the Indian issue, and until something dramatic happens it will be difficult to judge what their feelings about Indian independence really are. The Communist issue arouses perceptibly more interest. It is not yet certain whether the Communists will have another try at affiliation, and, if they do, the move will probably be defeated by one means or another at the forthcoming Labour Party conference. But, owing to the anomalies in the constitution of the Labour Party, it is just thinkable that they might bring it off, with disastrous results. The leaders of the Labour Party evidently regard the danger as serious and have been denouncing the Communists in no uncertain terms. It is a complicated issue, but I think I can make it clearer if I first sketch in the general political background.

First of all, as to the standing of the Labour government with the nation as a whole. There is no question in my mind that this continues to be good, and all evidence in the form of local elections and public opinion polls confirms this. At the same time we have as yet had no solid advantage from the change of the government, and people in general are aware of this. For anyone outside the armed forces, life since the armistice has been physically as unpleasant as it was during the war, perhaps more so, because the effects of certain shortages are cumulative. The clothing shortage, for instance, becomes less and less tolerable as our clothes become more and more completely worn out, and during last winter the fuel situation was worse than it had been at any time during the war. Food is as dull as ever, the queues do not get any shorter, the contrast between the wealthy person who eats in restaurants and the housewife who has to make do on her rations is as glaring as it always was, and every kind of privation seems more irritating because there is no war to justify it. Black Market activities are said to have increased since the war stopped. Then, again, the housing situation does not improve, and is unlikely to do so for a long time to come, and there is already an appreciable amount of unemployment. On the other hand there is resentment against long hours and bad working conditions, which has shown itself in a series of “unofficial” strikes. When you listen to the conversations in the fish queue you can hardly doubt that the average working-class person is discontented, feels that the ending of the war ought to have brought him more comfort and amusement, and does not see why our loaves should be made smaller or our beer reduced in order to prevent Europe from starving.

And yet there seems to be extraordinarily little hostile criticism on strictly political grounds. One cannot get a true idea of the general reaction from the British press, because the big newspapers are mostly owned by Tories while part of the minority press is under Communist influence. I have heard almost endless grumbling because “they” are not providing new houses quickly enough, or because “they” won’t let you have enough coal to last through the winter, or because of bad travelling conditions, income tax, slowness of demobilisation, the expensiveness of vegetables, the smallness of the milk ration, and I do not know what else: but what I have not heard any ordinary person say is that the government has not made any perceptible step towards the introduction of Socialism. Even allowing for the fact that everything takes time, it is astonishing how little change seems to have happened as yet in the structure of society. In a purely economic sense, I suppose, the drift is towards Socialism, or at least towards state ownership. Transport, for example, is being nationalised. The railway shareholders are being bought out at prices they would hardly get in the open market: still, the control of the railways is being taken out of private hands. But in the social set-up there is no symptom by which one could infer that we are not living under a Conservative government. No move has been made against the House of Lords, for example, there has been no talk of disestablishing the Church, there has been very little replacement of Tory ambassadors, service chiefs or other high officials, and if any effort is really being made to democratise education, it has borne no fruit as yet. Allowing for the general impoverishment, the upper classes are still living their accustomed life, and though they certainly dislike the Labour government, they don’t appear to be frightened of it. All this fits in with the British preference for doing things slowly and not stirring up class hatred—still, I think almost any observer would have expected a greater change in the social atmosphere when a Labour government with a crushing majority had been in power for eight months.

But it is not on these grounds that the average person expresses discontent. In so far as they bother with politics, people still feel that they won a great victory last summer—as indeed they did—and though the deeds of the new government are perhaps somewhat uninspiring, there is no competing ideology in sight. The Conservative Party is bankrupt of ideas, as even its own publicists admit. All it can do is to yap against “state interference” and “bureaucracy,” which the ordinary person may slightly dislike but far prefers to economic insecurity. A good many Tories now believe that their best hope lies in the Communists, who might succeed in splitting the Labour Party and forcing the right-wing Labour leaders to form another coalition. I don’t myself believe that this will happen, but it is a fact that the Communists are at present the main danger to the government, and might become a real political force if some calamity abroad—for instance, large-scale fighting in India—made the government’s foreign policy acutely unpopular.

The actual number of Communists and “fellow travellers”1 is still only a few score thousands, and has no doubt dwindled over the past year. But while they have somewhat lost ground with the general public, they have now succeeded in capturing the leadership of several important unions, and in addition, there is the group of “underground” Communist M.Ps—that is, M.Ps elected as Labour men but secretly members of the C.P. or reliably sympathetic to it. The number of these is uncertain, but I should say there are twenty or thirty of them, out of a total of something over 300 Labour M.Ps. Their tactic, needless to say, is to clamour inside and outside Parliament for a policy of appeasement towards the USSR, and at the same time to try to group the Left elements in the country round them by playing on domestic discontent. At present they have rather isolated themselves by making their aims too obvious, and expressions like “infiltration” and “crypto-Communist” are now being bandied about by people who had hardly heard of such things a year ago. When Bevin had a show-down with the Parliamentary Labour Party on the question of his foreign policy, only six M.Ps would actually vote against him, though others abstained. Considering that the USSR is and must be implacably hostile to a social-democratic government of the British type, it is clear that a combination of open Communists like Arthur Homer at the head of big trade unions, “underground” Communists like Zilliacus2 in Parliament, and “sympathisers” like Priestley in the popular press, could be very dangerous. But the difficulty for these people is that they cannot lay their main emphasis on domestic grievances. They are tied to the defence of Russian foreign policy, which the ordinary person feels to be simply indefensible. From reading the minority left-wing press you might get the idea that the Labour Party is seething with revolt and that the rank-and-file Labour supporter is full of enthusiasm for the Russian actions in Iran, Rumania etc., and is also pining to hand over the secrets of the atomic bomb without getting any military information in return. It is certain, however, that this is not so. The public opinion polls taken by the News-Chronicle showed that Bevin’s popularity went sensationally up after his battle with Vishinsky,3 and went up most of all among Labour Party supporters. I doubt even whether there is widespread feeling against Bevin’s policies in Greece and Indonesia, in so far as these are still live issues. But as for the USSR, it is hardly denied even by Russophiles that the popular enthusiasm of a year or two ago has worn very thin. If there were no other symptoms at all, I could infer this merely from my own postbag. As open apologists of the Stalin regime, the Communists are now playing on a losing wicket. And yet if they could get inside the Labour Party as an organised body, they might be able to do enormous mischief. Even the worst kind of split could hardly result in a Communist-controlled government, but it might bring back the Conservatives—which, I suppose, would be less dangerous from the Russian point of view than the spectacle of a Labour government making a success of things.

Politically there is not much else happening. There has been some slight activity on the part of the Mosleyites and other Fascist groups, but there is no sign that they have any mass following. The intellectual struggle between Stalinists and anti-Stalinists goes on and on, with frequent sensational defections from one side or the other. Wyndham Lewis, I am credibly informed, has become a Communist or at least a strong sympathiser, and is writing a book in praise of Stalin to balance his previous books in favor of Hitler. All who bother about politics are immersed in the day-to-day struggle over Trieste, Palestine, India, Egypt, the nationalisation of steel, the American loan, re-housing, the Health Service bill, and I do not know what else, but no thoughtful person whom I know has any hopeful picture of the future. The notion that a war between Russia and America is inevitable within the next few decades, and that Britain, in its unfavorable geographical position, is bound to be blown to pieces by atomic bombs, is accepted with a sort of vague resignation, rather as people accept the statement that sooner or later the sun will cool down and we shall all freeze to death. The general public seems to have forgotten about the atomic bomb, which seldom figures in the news. Everyone is intent on having a good time, so far as our reduced circumstances permit. Football matches are attended by enormous crowds, pubs and picture-houses are always packed, and motoring has revived to a surprising extent considering that petrol is still theoretically rationed, the “basic” ration being only five gallons a month. Secondhand cars sell for fantastic prices,4 and extraordinary objects, some of them twenty or thirty years old, are to be seen puffing along on the roads. The forgery of petrol coupons is said to have reached such a pitch that the authorities may actually give up rationing in despair. With some difficulty you can now buy a vacuum cleaner, but I still haven’t seen a refrigerator for sale, and it would be impossible to furnish a house in even the barest way without spending hundreds of pounds and having to make do with a great deal of ugly and ill-made stuff. There is still, for instance, no crockery except the hideous “utility” ware or secondhand sets at impossible prices. The general scarcity makes everyone competitive about small possessions, and when you succeed in buying something like a wristwatch or a fountain pen you boast of it for weeks afterwards. The snob note is definitely returning to the advertisements, and in spite of the all-round shabbiness one can feel a sort of quiet pressure to make people dress in a more formal manner again. The other day when I was passing St. Paul’s some kind of ceremony was going on, and I was interested to see top hats in fairly large numbers, for the first time in six years or more. But they were rather mangy-looking top hats, and the aspect of the crowd was such that I could not tell whether the function was a wedding or a funeral.

Very little to report on the literary front. The newspapers are still at their reduced size and likely to remain so for some time to come, but there are constant rumours of the starting of two or three new evening papers and of a new weekly political review of the type of the New Statesman or Tribune. Books are as scarce and easy to sell as ever. Most of the time I can’t even buy copies of my own books. Scissors-and-paste anthologies and miscellanies continue to appear in great numbers, and since I wrote to you last a whole lot more literary monthlies and quarterlies have come into being. Most of these are poor little things and unlikely to live long, but the kind of streamlined, high-powered, slickly got-up, semi-intellectual magazine which you are familiar with in the USA is now beginning to appear here also. Two recent examples are Future and Contact. Hatry, the financial wizard, who went into the book trade after he came out of prison, is said to be behind some of these new ventures.5 Thoughtful people watch these developments with dismay, but it is clear that you can only get a large circulation for the kind of magazine in which the letterpress exists round the edges of photographs, and which gives the average reader the feeling of being “advanced” without actually forcing him to think. It is also well known that a great part of the British periodical press is hopelessly antiquated, and that if it does not modernise itself it may be suddenly supplanted by any magazines which the Americans may decide to start over here. The “digest” type of magazine is more and more popular, and even the Central Office of Information (previously the M.O.I.) runs magazines of this type in numerous languages for distribution in Europe. In the BBC what may possibly turn out to be an important change is taking place. After years of struggle it has been decided to set aside one wavelength for intelligent programmes. One of the great troubles of broadcasting in this country has been that no programme is regarded as economic unless it can appeal to millions of people, and that anything in the smallest degree highbrow provokes storms of indignation from ordinary radio users, who claim that the time they pay for is being wasted on stuff that can only appeal to a small minority. Also, as the BBC is a chartered corporation and, during the war, has been heavily subsidised by the government, it is subject to a great deal of ignorant and hostile criticism in Parliament, of which its directors are terrified. If the highbrow stuff is isolated in the separate wavelength where the average listener who keeps his radio tuned in to the Home Service for twenty-three hours a day need not be bored by it, much of the criticism will drop off and the more intelligent people inside the BBC may get a free hand. As I well know, there are in the BBC, mostly in its lower ranks, many gifted people who realise that the possibilities of radio have not yet been explored and cannot be explored unless one is content with a minority audience. However, although it is claimed that the “C” programmes (ie. those on the separate wavelength)6 will be highly experimental and almost completely uncensored, the people ultimately in charge of them are still high-up permanent officials of the BBC, so it may be that no real change is contemplated.

I can’t think of any more news. It is a beautiful spring, with everything in bloom very early. The railings round the parks have not been restored, but the statues are returning to their pedestals. London looks as shabby and dirty as ever, but even after an interval of a year the cessation of the blackout is still an acute pleasure.

George Orwell


About six months after this London Letter appeared in Partisan Review, the left-wing Labour M.P., Konni Zilliacus, was sent a copy of the journal, and the following correspondence ensued in Tribune, starting with Zilliacus’s letter and Orwell’s reply, 17 January 1947.


Communists and Democrats

A friend in the U.S.A. has sent me a copy of the Partisan Review (Vol. XIII, No. 3, Summer, 1946), containing a “London letter” by Mr. George Orwell, in which he expresses his alarm and indignation at the damage that may be done to Mr. Bevin’s glorious foreign policy by the opposition of what he calls “‘underground’ Communist M.P.s—that is, M.P.s elected as Labour men, but secretly members of the C.P. or reliably sympathetic to it.” Later he writes of “‘underground’ Communists like Zilliacus in Parliament and ‘sympathisers’ like Priestley in the press.”

It would be a shabby thing even for a Tory to slander Labour Members of Parliament in the American press, for that indirectly traduces Parliament itself. It seems to me a quite despicable thing for Mr. Orwell to do, as he is supposed to be a supporter of the Labour Party.

Since he has seen fit publicly to slander the Labour opponents of the Bevin-Churchill foreign policy in general, and myself in particular, I hope you will allow me to expose him by drawing attention to his article and asking him a few questions.

Does Mr. Orwell contend that I am secretly a member of the C.P., although I have the honour to be a Labour M.P.? I am not a member of the C.P., never have been a member of the C.P., and would consider it a disgraceful thing to do, to be secretly a member of any party or organisation, membership of which was not compatible with membership of the Labour Party. I am proud of the fact that I joined the Labour Party when I was demobilised after the first world war nearly 28 years ago, and have stuck to it and worked for it ever since, in good times and bad.

As for my being “reliably sympathetic” to the C.P., readers of Tribune may remember how bitterly I denounced the C.P. ’s going into opposition against the war (also my criticism of the Soviet-German treaty of friendship and non-aggression, when I still think I was right, and my strong hostility to the U.S.S.R. in the Soviet-Finnish war, when I now believe I was wrong).

Or does Mr. Orwell claim that my present views on foreign policy are inconsistent with the foreign policy on which the Labour Party won the general election, or with my own election address and election campaign? Because, if so, he is wrong there too. Consistency is not necessarily a virtue. But it is a fact that I have been consistent on this issue.

Or finally, is Mr. Orwell trying to make out that I am in some way dishonest in these matters, not speaking and writing on foreign affairs—which so far as I am concerned are the medium in which I have lived and moved and had my being for most of my adult life—to the best of my knowledge and judgment and according to my conscience, but with some unavowed ulterior motive? For that also is untrue.

In short, can Mr. Orwell suggest any explanation not wholly discreditable to himself, for having uttered the silly and offensive falsehood in an American publication that Labour M.P.s who feel it their duty to oppose the Bevin-Churchill under-the-counter coalition in foreign policy, are “secretly members of the C.P.”?

K. Zilliacus, M.P.





If you strip Mr. Zilliacus’s letter of its abusive words (“disgraceful,” “despicable,” etc.), the substance of it boils down to this: that he says he is not a “crypto-Communist.” But of course he does! What else could he say? A pickpocket does not go to the races wearing a label “pickpocket” on his coat-lapel, and a propagandist does not describe himself as a propagandist. The whole effectiveness of Mr. Zilliacus and his associates depends on their not being branded as Communists.

I do not think Mr. Zilliacus’s past record is evidence. He himself admits that he has changed some of his views, a fact which I noticed several years ago. Nor do I care whether he has a Communist Party ticket or any direct connection with the C.P. What I believe, and will go on believing until I see evidence to the contrary, is that he and others like him are pursuing a policy barely distinguishable from that of the C.P., that they are in effect the publicity agents of the U.S.S.R. in this country, and that when Soviet and British interests appear to them to clash, they will support the Soviet interest. I could not prove this in a court of law, any more than I could have proved before the war that the Catholic Church was sympathetic to Fascism. I merely infer it from the speeches, writings and other political acts of Mr. Zilliacus and his group, and in particular their persistent efforts to persuade the public of this country that the puppet regimes of eastern Europe are democracies. If Mr. Zilliacus is not “reliably sympathetic” to the C.P., let him show it by his actions. This letter of his, I should say, somewhat supports my thesis. For if what I have suggested is obviously untrue, why does he get so hot and bothered about it? Recently I found myself described by an American paper as a Fascist. I did not write a letter denouncing this as a “slander,” because no one whose opinion mattered would pay any attention to it. Why does not Mr. Zilliacus feel himself equally able to disregard the suggestion that he himself is a “crypto”?

Mr. Zilliacus misrepresents what I said in the Partisan Review, making it appear that I am an uncritical supporter of Bevin’s foreign policy and that I look on it, and perhaps even have described it, as “glorious.” Actually I made only a short mention of foreign policy in the article referred to, and the main point I was making was that if the “cryptos” succeeded in splitting the Labour Party, the beneficiaries would be the Tories. Mr. Zilliacus also appears to think that it is “shabby,” “despicable” and so forth to make accusations against a British M.P. in the Press of a foreign country. Why? An M.P. is a public figure on whom the electorate have every right to comment, and I should have been shirking my duty in my “London Letters” to the Partisan Review if I had not said exactly what I thought about the leading men of this country. In his present letter Mr. Zilliacus alleges a “Bevin-Churchill under-the-counter coalition.” Would he hesitate to repeat this accusation in New York, or for that matter in Moscow? And if not, why should I refrain from speaking my mind about the group known as the “cryptos”? Looking back through four years of “London Letters,” I find references at least equally hostile to Attlee, Churchill, Beaverbrook, Halifax, etc., but on those occasions I did not see Mr. Zilliacus springing to the rescue on the ground that I was “traducing Parliament.” Does he imagine that he and the little group who think like him ought to be specially exempted from criticism? Or is he under the impression that he can frighten me into silence? Let him be sure that I shall continue my efforts to counter totalitarian propaganda in this country. On the other hand, if at any time he changes his views and becomes once again a supporter of democracy, I shall probably be one of the first to notice it, and certainly I shall be very ready to acknowledge it.7

George Orwell


On 24 January, in Tribune, Paul Winterton supported Orwell, and Zilliacus replied to Orwell’s letter.


I do not see how any student of Mr. Zilliacus’s recent public utterances—particularly those he made during his adulatory tour of Communist-controlled Eastern Europe last autumn—can fail to agree with Mr. Orwell when he says “Mr. Zilliacus and others like him are pursuing a policy barely distinguishable from that of the Communist Party, are in effect the publicity agents of the U.S.S.R. in this country, and when Soviet and British interests appear to them to clash, will support the Soviet interest.”

During his Eastern tour, Mr. Zilliacus seems to have given blanket approval to everything he found there. In the Soviet zone of Germany, he discovered “democracy in the full sense of the word, in the sense that Lincoln defined it” (Soviet Monitor, 12.10.46). In a speech in Poland (Soviet Monitor, 6.10.46) he said “Poland has a democracy in the full sense of the word. As a Member of the British Parliament, I wish to point out that the public in my country and all Poland’s well-wishers fully understand and approve the new principles of her foreign policy.”

In an interview given in Bulgaria (Soviet Monitor, 14.9.46), Mr. Zilliacus said “Our Conservatives and Right-Wing Labourites … see a real revolution in the changes which occurred in your country, in Poland, Czechoslovakia, Yugoslavia and elsewhere. They are against these changes. They represent counter-revolution.”

Mr. Zilliacus thinks it “despicable” when Mr. Orwell criticises Labour “fellow travellers” in the American press. Apparently it is quite proper when he himself calls his Labour colleagues “counter-revolutionaries” to a Bulgarian journalist! Or was Mr. Zilliacus misreported in Eastern Europe? It does happen, there as elsewhere.

Paul Winterton




Mr. Orwell either cannot grasp or will not admit that there is a difference between disagreeing with a man’s opinions and impugning his honesty.

In his “London Letter” in the Partisan Review he informed the American public that the Labour M.P.s (among whom he mentioned me by name) who deplore the Government’s failure to put into practice the foreign policy on which Labour was elected, are “‘underground’ Communist M.P.s—that is, M.P.s elected as Labour men, but secretly members of the C.P.”

That is not only a lie, but when uttered of a Member of Parliament who is mentioned by name is technically a libel and even a breach of privilege.

Mr. Orwell’s spluttering rejoinder answers none of my questions and leaves me in doubt as to whether he withdraws or repeats the lie. But it doesn’t much matter, for I daresay Tribune readers have already taken Mr. Orwell’s measure.

What does matter is the growing habit of Labour folk of not addressing their minds to the real issues in foreign affairs; not trying to find out what is happening and what we ought to do about it, but instead pinning their reason to one simple canon of judgment, rooted in hysteria rather than based on reason, namely anti-Communism.

It really is high time the Labour Party made up its mind whether it wants to co-operate with the workers of Europe and the Soviet Union, whether it wants to help or to fight the social revolution in Europe, and whether it believes in the foreign policy on which we won the general election (i.e., the report on The International Post- War Settlement summarised in Let Us Face the Future), and particularly the statement that Socialism is essential to remove the causes of war, put an end to Fascism and all forms of political tyranny, provide social security, full employment and a rising standard of living, and to promote the spread of democracy and political freedom in Europe.

Having made up our minds as to where we stand on these issues and what we want, I suggest further that Labour folk should face the fact that in post-war Europe the Communist Parties are so great a part of working-class leadership that Socialist reconstruction, the defeat of reaction, and the establishment of democracy over most of Europe is impossible against or even without them. On the other hand, the Communists of 1946 are very different from those of 1917, and are becoming, as a result of their share in the resistance movements, the responsibilities of power, and the dissolution of the Third International, more and more identified with the working-class and influenced by the national characteristics of their respective countries.

In this country there is no proportional representation. The Labour Party is solidly grounded in the working-class through the politically affiliated membership of the Trades Unions, and has shown that it can get itself returned to power and govern without the help of any other Party. Therefore we can rightfully claim that there is no need for the existence of the Communist or any other working-class party here, that “unity” must come in through the Labour Party, and that the latter, of course, decides on what terms it admits outsiders. Our democracy is old and well-established; it has not been broken either by war or slump; we have not been occupied by the enemy; our propertied classes have never been collaborators, Quislings or Fascists (only appeasers).

On the Continent the situation is wholly different, and the extent of the difference can be measured by the importance and character of the Communist and Socialist Parties and their mutual relations. The Labour Party should approach the European workers as friends and comrades, Pan-Europeans, not as Eberts and Scheidemanns.8

K. Zilliacus, M.P.






Orwell replied to Zilliacus on 31 January, and Geoffrey Ashe wrote in defence of Zilliacus.



The only definite question asked in Mr. Zilliacus’s long letter is: Did I in my previous letter repeat or withdraw my charge, previously made in the Partisan Review, that he and various others associated with him are “cryptos”?

I should have thought I made it as plain as I could well do that I repeated it. But lest there should be any further doubt, I will say it over again, in slightly different words. In the original article in the Partisan Review I referred to “underground” Communists, naming Mr. Zilliacus among them and defining them as “M.Ps elected as Labour men but secretly members of the C.P. or reliably sympathetic to it.” I neither know nor greatly care whether Mr. Zilliacus has a C.P. ticket. I believe that he is reliably sympathetic to the Communist Party and can be counted on to support its policies in all major issues: I believe that his main allegiance is to the U.S.S.R., and that when Soviet and British interests appear to clash, he will support the Soviet interest.

As I said before, I could not prove this in a court of law. I merely infer it from a long series of public utterances made both in this country and abroad. Such judgments are tested by prediction. I predict that in all issues of importance Mr. Zilliacus will continue to support and justify Soviet policy, whatever that policy may be and whatever changes it may go through. The one thing that could prove me wrong would be the spectacle of Mr. Zilliacus showing himself independent of Russian propaganda on a major issue. Until that happens I shall hold to my belief. What he says in his own favour is not evidence. At this stage I cannot prove that he is lying, but I see no reason for believing that he is telling the truth.

The rest of Mr. Zilliacus’s letter is in effect a repetition of what he has said rather frequently in your columns before. But I have still had no answer to a perfectly plain one that I asked. It was this: If the suggestion I made was obviously silly, an obvious lie which any thinking person could see through—if it was all this, why does Mr. Zilliacus seem so disturbed by it?

George Orwell



George Orwell is one of our best literary critics and one of our best writers of expository English. We owe him a debt; but in my view we owe him also a warning, and his dispute with Mr. Zilliacus has led me finally to set down my view on paper. It is absurd, of course, to call Mr. Orwell a Fascist; his record of opposition to Fascism is as sound as anybody’s. But he is doing the work of Fascism just as surely as, in his eyes, the Labour rebels are doing the work of Communism. No one questions his right to grumble, or the fact that there is plenty to grumble at. But he never does anything except grumble, and his grumbling has grown more and more corrosive. Ten years ago, he seemed to think that the people were tolerably good, and their leaders bad or futile. Now he scarcely disguises his contempt for the people; if anything he thinks their leaders are better, at least in this country.

I cannot conveniently lay my hands on the last few numbers of Tribune, but I remember very clearly Mr. Orwell’s attack on the Government for not playing the missionary to the benighted British working man over such questions as Polish labour; and only a few weeks ago he sneered at us for “getting the press we deserve,” and supported his view with a misleading table of circulation figures. I do not claim to be familiar with all his writing; but I have tried honestly to recall a clear case of his giving credit where credit was due, and apart from Victor Gollancz and a few “cultural” instances, notably that of the man who draws vulgar postcards, I can’t do it.

This sort of social carping, carried on by a writer of great literary gifts, is just the thing that will weaken faith at all points and deliver us to evil. It suggests the gloomy dehumanised Eastern Christianity of the Byzantine era, which beat the ground flat for the charge of Islam.

If Mr. Orwell were right, he would be right to go on as he does. Judged purely by results, however, he is largely wrong. I have seen only three or four copies of Partisan Review, dating from the last months of the war, but these contained talk about the failure of Labour leadership, with forecasts (1) that Labour would not contest the Election, (2) that Labour would not try to win it, (3) that Labour would not win it. This does not speak highly for Mr. Orwell’s capacity to sum up a situation; the Gallup Poll knew better than he.

A year ago he forecast for 1946 (for 1946, be it noted; there can be no appeal to a further future) the rise of Fascist movements in Britain and America; Nazi rebellion in Germany; virtual failure of peace talks; and total deadlock in India. Nehru was scheduled to say that the Labour Government was worse than the Tories. Again, it is not a question of opinion; Mr. Orwell was wrong, and he has not the defence that no one else was right.

The crypto-Communist business is another instance. Last summer, when the offending London Letter was written, it did perhaps look as if the rebels were playing Moscow’s game. But since then they have shown their hands, and most of them are not playing Moscow’s game—at least, not intentionally. Although there are several shades of opinion among them (which is noteworthy in itself), their official complaint is that Mr. Bevin is discrediting democratic Socialism and thus driving European workers into the arms of the Communists. Now if the vicar says to a woman, “Be nicer to your husband or you’ll drive him to drink,” does that make him a crypto-brewer?

If Mr. Orwell cares to show proof (say from Partisan Review) that I have been unfair to him, I shall be genuinely glad to see it. My respect for him as an author so far outruns my dislike for him as a commentator that it would be a pleasure to tone down the latter.

Geoffrey Ashe



In Tribune for 7 February, a third letter was published from Zilliacus; a Labour Member of Parliament, Donald Bruce,9 argued against substituting epithet for argument; and Orwell discussed an aspect from Ashe’s letter: ‘this business of political prediction.’


If Mr. Orwell had confined himself to the remarks quoted by Mr. Winterton I should not have accused him of doing anything improper. It was the libel to which I objected.

I have not seen the reports from the Soviet Monitor of my interviews in Eastern Europe that Mr. Winterton quotes. What I actually said in both the Soviet zone of Germany and Poland was that what I had seen was not parliamentary democracy as we knew it in the West, which was the most mature and highly developed form of democracy, but revolutionary democracy, democracy in the primitive and original sense of Abraham Lincoln’s great definition of “government of the people, by the people, for the people.”

It is difficult to judge from Mr. Winterton’s brief extracts how full and “balanced” the Soviet Monitor’s reports actually were. As the extracts stand, I think they are a little misleading, even taking into account telegraphic summarising. But I have had worse treatment in British and American Press reports.

What I told the Bulgarians about Right Wing Labourites adopting an attitude toward Communists and so to the social revolution in Europe (for the two are inseparable over most of the Continent) that is indistinguishable from that of Churchill and clearly counter-revolutionary, is true and I stick to it. After all, Mr. Churchill keeps on expressing his agreement with and patting the Government on the back for what he calls its “manly anti-Communism,” which, he says, has such “salutary effects abroad.” Mr. Churchill’s meat is Labour’s poison. It is high time we realised how wholly disastrous are the effects abroad of the pan-European anti-Communist fanaticism of Transport House and Mr. Bevin that Mr. Churchill finds so “salutary.”

By the way, the concluding sentence of my last letter should read: “The Labour Party should approach the European workers as friends and comrades, not as pan-European Eberts and Scheidemanns.”

K. Zilliacus, M.P.

The letters from Konni Zilliacus and George Orwell on “underground” and “crypto” Communists are very timely, if only to secure the ventilation of what many Socialists believe to be a very undesirable political trend—that of substituting epithet for argument.

One of the greatest tragedies of the European Socialist movement prior to the war lay in the bitter and acute hostility existing between the various Communist and Social Democrat Parties.

The Communist Parties were largely, though by no means exclusively, responsible for this state of affairs. If a Socialist questioned the omnipotence of the Communist International, he became posted neatly into the slot of “Infantile Leftist”; if he expressed doubt of some of the less obvious objectives of Soviet Communism he was ticketed off as a “Trotskyist”; and if he happened to be a Social Democrat or a member of the Labour Party his title often became “Social Fascist.” Mr. Orwell sums up this tendency most cogently in his book The Road to Wigan Pier:

… “when I listen to these people talking, and still more when I read their books, I get an impression that, to them, the whole Socialist movement is no more than [a kind of] exciting heresy-hunt—a leaping to and fro of frenzied witch-doctors to the beat of the tom-toms and the tune of ‘Fee, fi, fo, fum, I smell the blood of a Right-wing deviationist’.” [CW, V, 206]

If one today substitutes the term “crypto-Communist” or “fellow traveller” for “Right-wing deviationist,” and places so-called official Labour Party orthodoxy in the position of those “orthodox” Marxists to which Mr. Orwell was referring, one is presented with a pretty accurate picture of what is happening in some sections of the British Labour movement at this time.

The Labour Party has fortunately within its ranks a large number of international Socialists. From time to time many of them find it necessary to question many aspects of foreign policy. If, therefore, you are in quite legitimate disagreement with them, but you are not quite sure where you stand, then the uncertainty can be best resolved not by a detailed examination of their views or a careful formulation of your own, but by a contemptuous dismissal of them as “crypto-Communists.”

Great Britain has to play what many of us believe to be a decisive rôle in world affairs, in demonstrating to mankind that democratic Socialism is the only final basis for world government. The policies put into effect will be the result of much argument and discussion in a Party whose strength is derived exactly from the wide facilities for this to take place—both in Parliament and outside. In these healthy controversies the slick dismissal of Mr. Zilliacus as a “crypto-Communist” or the suggestion that Mr. Bevin is a “crypto-Tory” are likely to prove just as irrelevant as they are inaccurate.

Donald Bruce, M.P.





Guess or Prediction

There is one point in Mr. Geoffrey Ashe’s letter that is worth discussing, and that is this business of political prediction.

It is quite true that I was very wrong in my forecasts about the General Election, but it is misleading to imply that others were right. Until near the time of the election, few if any people forecast a Labour victory, and there was a strong campaign for a United Front of all Left parties, without which it was declared that the defeat of the Tories would be impossible. No one foretold the enormous preponderance of Labour seats, which indeed only happened owing to the anomalies in the British electoral system, and some of the earlier Gallup polls were far from correct in their figures. As to the semi-comic prophecies which I published in Tribune at the beginning of 1946, though wrong in many details, they seem to me to have been substantially right in their main lines, except that I foretold that the U.S.S.R. would succeed in driving a wedge between Britain and the U.S.A.

Political forecasts are usually wrong in detail, as one can see by looking back through the press, but a commentator can always keep his reputation if he tells people what they want to hear. The resilience of military experts, for instance, is quite astonishing. If Mr. Ashe chose to look through my writings from about 1935 onwards he would find many predictions that were wrong and a proportion that were right. I will give one instance and have done with it. I believe I was the only journalist sympathetic to the Spanish Republic to prophesy as early as 1937 that Franco would win the Spanish civil war.10 Mr. Ashe would, no doubt, answer that I ought not to have made this prophecy, which would come under the heading of “social carping” or “weakening faith,” but it is just this attitude which makes a rational approach to politics impossible. In one of my last “London Letters” to the Partisan Review I went through my “Letters” of the four preceding years, pointing out where I had been wrong and where right, and trying to determine the reasons. My conclusion was that though one is bound to be wrong in detail, one should be able to foresee broad developments correctly if one excludes wish-thinking and fear-thinking. This involves saying a great deal that is unpopular, and in a world like the present one it involves being almost consistently pessimistic. You were unpopular in 1938, for instance, if you said that war was coming shortly, although the fact had been unmistakable for several years past. You are unpopular now if you say that another war is coming up over the horizon: but that seems to me the balance of probability, and I shall not be deterred from saying it by the charge that I am “doing the work of Fascism.”

One other point. Mr. Ashe accuses me of publishing a “misleading table” of newspaper circulation figures. The list of circulations which I gave, and which I had had to make from guesswork, was slightly wrong, but I afterwards got the right figures from a reliable source and published a correction two weeks later.11 Incidentally, the revised list emphasised yet more strongly what I had said before—that the stupidest papers are the most popular.

George Orwell




2991. Randall Jarrell to Orwell

[April-May 1946?]


An undated letter from Randall Jarrell (1914–1965), American poet, novelist, and critic, asked Orwell if he would review or write a short article for The Nation. He said he had enjoyed Orwell’s new book, Dickens, Dali & Others, which had been sent to Wylie Sypher for review. Sypher reviewed the book in The Nation, 25 May 1946.






2992. ‘Confessions of a Book Reviewer’

Tribune, 3 May 1946

In a cold but stuffy bed-sitting room littered with cigarette ends and half-empty cups of tea, a man in a moth-eaten dressing gown sits at a rickety table, trying to find room for his typewriter among the piles of dusty papers that surround it. He cannot throw the papers away because the wastepaper basket is already overflowing, and besides, somewhere among the unanswered letters and unpaid bills it is possible that there is a cheque for two guineas which he is nearly certain he forgot to pay into the bank. There are also letters with addresses which ought to be entered in his address book. He has lost his address book, and the thought of looking for it, or indeed of looking for anything, afflicts him with acute suicidal impulses.

He is a man of 35, but looks 50. He is bald, has varicose veins and wears spectacles, or would wear them if his only pair were not chronically lost. If things are normal with him he will be suffering from malnutrition, but if he has recently had a lucky streak he will be suffering from a hangover. At present it is half past eleven in the morning, and according to his schedule he should have started work two hours ago; but even if he had made any serious effort to start he would have been frustrated by the almost continuous ringing of the telephone bell, the yells of the baby, the rattle of an electric drill out in the street, and the heavy boots of his creditors clumping up and down the stairs. The most recent interruption was the arrival of the second post, which brought him two circulars and an income tax demand printed in red.

Needless to say this person is a writer. He might be a poet, a novelist, or a writer of film scripts or radio features, for all literary people are very much alike, but let us say that he is a book reviewer. Half hidden among the pile of papers is a bulky parcel containing five volumes which his editor has sent with a note suggesting that they “ought to go well together.” They arrived four days ago, but for 48 hours the reviewer was prevented by moral paralysis from opening the parcel. Yesterday in a resolute moment he ripped the string off it and found the five volumes to be Palestine at the Cross Roads, Scientific Dairy Farming, A Short History of European Democracy (this one is 680 pages and weighs four pounds), Tribal Customs in Portuguese East Africa, and a novel, It’s Nicer Lying Down, probably included by mistake. His review—800 words, say—has got to be “in” by mid-day tomorrow.

Three of these books deal with subjects of which he is so ignorant that he will have to read at least 50 pages if he is to avoid making some howler which will betray him not merely to the author (who of course knows all about the habits of book reviewers), but even to the general reader. By four in the afternoon he will have taken the books out of their wrapping paper but will still be suffering from a nervous inability to open them. The prospect of having to read them, and even the smell of the paper, affects him like the prospect of eating cold ground-rice pudding flavoured with castor oil. And yet curiously enough his copy will get to the office in time. Somehow it always does get there in time. At about nine p.m. his mind will grow relatively clear, and until the small hours he will sit in a room which grows colder and colder, while the cigarette smoke grows thicker and thicker, skipping expertly through one book after another and laying each down with the final comment, “God, what tripe!” In the morning, blear-eyed, surly and unshaven, he will gaze for an hour or two at a blank sheet of paper until the menacing finger of the clock frightens him into action. Then suddenly he will snap into it. All the stale old phrases—“a book that no one should miss,” “something memorable on every page,” “of special value are the chapters dealing with, etc., etc.”—will jump into their places like iron filings obeying the magnet, and the review will end up at exactly the right length and with just about three minutes to go. Meanwhile another wad of ill-assorted, unappetising books will have arrived by post. So it goes on. And yet with what high hopes this down-trodden, nerve-racked creature started his career, only a few years ago.

Do I seem to exaggerate? I ask any regular reviewer—anyone who reviews, say, a minimum of 100 books a year—whether he can deny in honesty that his habits and character are such as I have described. Every writer, in any case, is rather that kind of person, but the prolonged, indiscriminate reviewing of books is a quite exceptionally thankless, irritating and exhausting job. It not only involves praising trash—though it does involve that, as I will show in a moment—but constantly inventing reactions towards books about which one has no spontaneous feelings whatever. The reviewer, jaded though he may be, is professionally interested in books, and out of the thousands that appear annually, there are probably fifty or a hundred that he would enjoy writing about. If he is a top-notcher in his profession he may get hold of ten or twenty of them: more probably he gets hold of two or three. The rest of his work, however conscientious he may be in praising or damning, is in essence humbug. He is pouring his immortal spirit down the drain, half a pint at a time.

The great majority of reviewers give an inadequate or misleading account of the book that is dealt with. Since the war publishers have been less able than before to twist the tails of literary editors and evoke a paean of praise for every book that they produce, but on the other hand the standard of reviewing has gone down owing to lack of space and other inconveniences. Seeing the results, people sometimes suggest that the solution lies in getting book-reviewing out of the hands of hacks. Books on specialized subjects ought to be dealt with by experts, and on the other hand a good deal of reviewing, especially of novels, might well be done by amateurs. Nearly every book is capable of arousing passionate feeling, if it is only a passionate dislike, in some or other reader, whose ideas about it would surely be worth more than those of a bored professional. But, unfortunately, as every editor knows, that kind of thing is very difficult to organize. In practice the editor always finds himself reverting to his team of hacks—his “regulars,” as he calls them.

None of this is remediable so long as it is taken for granted that every book deserves to be reviewed. It is almost impossible to mention books in bulk without grossly over-praising the great majority of them. Until one has some kind of professional relationship with books one does not discover how bad the majority of them are. In much more than nine cases out of ten the only objectively truthful criticism would be, “This book is worthless,” while the truth about the reviewer’s own reaction would probably be: “This book does not interest me in any way, and I would not write about it unless I were paid to.” But the public will not pay to read that kind of thing. Why should they? They want some kind of guide to the books they are asked to read, and they want some kind of evaluation. But as soon as values are mentioned, standards collapse. For if one says—and nearly every reviewer says this kind of thing at least once a week—that “King Lear” is a good play and The Four Just Men is a good thriller, what meaning is there in the word “good”?

The best practice, it has always seemed to me, would be simply to ignore the great majority of books and to give very long reviews—1,000 words is a bare minimum—to the few that seem to matter. Short notes of a line or two on forthcoming books can be useful, but the usual middle-length review of about 600 words is bound to be worthless even if the reviewer genuinely wants to write it. Normally he doesn’t want to write it, and the week-in, week-out production of snippets soon reduces him to the crushed figure in a dressing gown whom I described at the beginning of this article. However, everyone in this world has someone else whom he can look down on, and I must say, from experience of both trades, that the book reviewer is better off than the film critic, who cannot even do his work at home, but has to attend trade shows at eleven in the morning and, with one or two notable exceptions, is expected to sell his honour for a glass of inferior sherry.1


On 17 May, Tribune published a reply to Orwell’s essay by Daniel George, ‘Clothed and in My Right Mind.’ George reviewed regularly for Tribune and was chief reader for Jonathan Cape, for whom he had reported on Animal Farm.2 These four extracts comprise about one-fifth of George’s article.


… Here I thought, I shall find both comfort and counsel. I even hoped I might pick up a tip for composing the kind of review for which George Orwell is famous. That clarity of exposition, that judicial summing-up, that merciful sentence, must, I had imagined, be the result of patient, dog-at-a-bone reading followed, after prolonged meditation, by writing in tranquillity. Instead of which—well, look, to begin with, at the picture he paints, look at the creature he puts forward as a typical reviewer, more than half hinting that it is a self-portrait. What comfort, what counsel, what encouragement here? …

… “I ask any regular reviewer,” says George Orwell, “anyone who reviews, say, a minimum of one hundred books a year, whether he can deny in honesty that his habits and character are such as I have described.” Having the necessary qualifications, I deny that in any one particular I resemble his lamentable figure of fun.

Here and there I review well over a hundred books a year and they are very far from being all fiction.3 And I read more new books than I review. I probably read more new publications of every kind than anyone else in the country. I even read some for pleasure. And look at me. If you could, you would see an amiable man, washed and shaved, fully-clothed, sitting in reasonable comfort at a strong oak table on which the papers—well, I admit they do look untidy at the moment but they will all be cleared away before I go to bed (it is now 10.15 p.m.)….

… I would not attempt, as George Orwell’s dummy is about to do, to review books about Palestine, Dairy Farming, or Tribal Customs in Portuguese East Africa, though I should rather like to see the last. But no editor of my acquaintance would be fool enough to send me such a mixed bundle, I do not go in for “indiscriminate reviewing” on such a scale. If I did, if anyone did, it would, I agree, be “a quite exceptionally thankless, irritating and exhausting job.”

The truth, of course, is that the type of reviewer described by George Orwell does not exist—not the type, though there may, I agree, be one or two individuals who through biting off more than they can chew have grown tired of mastication. The reviewers I know are, most of them, gentle, urbane, methodical, conscientious, scholarly creatures, of orderly habits, clean about the house, reasonably honest. They do not look harassed or overworked, not even the youngest of them. Why should they? I must say, I like them. A finer body of men and women you would not meet on a day’s march. …

Would I advise anyone to take up reviewing as a full-time occupation? No; there’s no future in it; or if there is, probably George Orwell has faithfully read it.








2993. To Rayner Heppenstall and Secker & Warburg

Postcards postmarked 3 May 1946 Typewritten

As from May 15th my address will be


Barnhill

Isle of Jura

Argyllshire

SCOTLAND



[Signed] Geo. Orwell

George Orwell




2994. To Fredric Warburg

4 May 1946 Typewritten

27 B Canonbury Square

Islington

London N 1

Dear Fred,

I am sending under separate cover on Monday Trotsky’s Life of Stalin and Victor Serge’s memoirs, which I received yesterday. I have only looked at the latter to the extent of seeing that it is an untidy manuscript, but if it is up to the extracts which were printed in “Politics” it should be a worth-while book. I thought it better to send it straight on because I might not get time to read it. I have been called out of London at rather short notice. I am sorry to say one of my sisters has died unexpectedly,1 and I have to go up to Nottingham on Monday. However I’ll be back in London before finally leaving about next Friday, and I hope to see you and Roger then.

As to the Trotsky book.2 I haven’t read all of it, but I have read a good deal of it, mostly the bits dealing with Stalin’s childhood, with the civil war and with the alleged murder of Lenin. With regard to the reason for its previous withdrawal by Harper’s, an editorial note in the Partisan Review for March–April 1942 states:


Three books, either critical or definitely hostile to the present regime in Russia, have been withdrawn from publication after having been publicly announced … also Trotsky’s Life of Stalin. The latter book was actually sent out for review, only to be recalled a few days later (on December 12) by a note signed by President Cass Canfield which concludes, “We hope you will cooperate with us in the matter of avoiding any comment whatever regarding the biography and its postponement.”



I think it is clear, especially having regard to the date (a week after the USA entered the war) that the reason for withdrawal must have been to avoid offending Russian sentiment and not, as subsequently alleged, because of objections raised by the Trotskyists. If there had been any of the latter I should have heard of them, especially as I have once or twice referred in print to the existence of this suppressed book. And in any ease, if Harper’s previously withdrew the book because the Trotskyists objected, why are they re-issuing it now?

As to the book’s intrinsic value. I should think it would be well worth publishing if you could buy sheets for say 1000 copies and bind them up. To produce it anew would, I suppose, be very expensive and would use up a lot of paper for a rather specialised book. It seems to me that it is quite a bona fide book in the sense of being either Trotsky’s own work or, in the uncompleted passages, the kind of thing that he would have said. It was unfinished when he was murdered and was completed by the translator. The earlier parts are almost completely Trotsky, but towards the end there are long passages written almost completely by the translator. Wherever it is not Trotsky this is indicated by square brackets, and one could presumably verify from Trotsky’s widow and others near to him that the emendation has been done honestly. I found the earlier parts, referring to Stalin’s childhood and early history as a revolutionary, particularly interesting because they demonstrate the difficulty of establishing any fact about a public figure who has become a subject for propaganda. I think all this part, and that referring to the civil war, successfully brings out, what can hardly be said too often, that Stalin was a secondary figure until about 1925 and the picture now presented of him as Lenin’s right-hand man etc. is a fabrication. The passages referring to the inner politics of the party are to me somewhat tedious, but I suppose they can have an interest for specialists. By and large I should say that the book has historical value and, though of course it is not unprejudiced, is grown-up compared with what is written about similar subjects on the other side. The whole history of the Russian revolution has to be pieced together from fragments lying here and there among huge mounds of lies, and the more unofficial first-hand documents that get into print, the better. As for the suggestion that Stalin was responsible for Lenin’s death, Trotsky does not claim to be able to prove it but merely puts it forward as something inherently probable and presents a certain amount of supporting evidence. It seems to me the sort of inference that a historian ought to be allowed to draw, even if one does not agree with it. Stalin, after all, did have Trotsky assassinated.

This is not the sort of book that I myself would want to read in toto for its own sake, but I think it is the sort of book that ought to be in print. If one were adding an introduction for the English edition, it might be worth trying to get a little more information about the circumstances of Trotsky’s assassination, which may have been partly decided on because of the knowledge that he was writing this very book. There had been an earlier attempt on his life, and one might be able to infer something from knowing the date of this.

If you are not inclined to publish the book, I believe Arthur Ballard3 is anxious to do so, ie. if he can get sheets from Harper’s at an economic price.4

Yours

George




2995. Review of Of Ants and Men by Caryl P. Haskins

The Observer, 5 May 1946

Physically, ants are about as unlike men as they could well be, but in their behaviour they present a sort of parody of human activities, and their social organisation is so much more efficient than our own that it can be used not merely for purposes of analogy but as an object-lesson by means of which we can criticise our own institutions. Dr. Haskins’s book does in passing supply a great deal of information about the habits of ants, but his main aim is to decide whether any real parallel exists between ants and human beings. Can we profitably “go to the ant,” as Solomon advised? Does the physical and social evolution of the ant cast any light on the probable direction of our own development?

His book is full of strange and—from the point of view of the ordinary, insect-hating person—rather horrible things. Some of the facts which he casually mentions are stranger than anything in human society—stranger in the sense that the institutions of ants are so much more various and more fully developed. For example, whereas man has domesticated perhaps fifty species of birds and animals, ants have domesticated some three thousand species of insects. Then, again, there is the extraordinary differentiation of function in ants, showing itself not only in the division into sexed and sexless types, but most sensationally of all in the variation in size. Sometimes, in the same nest, the queen or soldier may be several hundred times the bulk of the ordinary worker. These creatures, having the same size-relation to one another as a dog and a mouse, co-operate in apparent amity, each being perfectly specialised for its own job. Thus, the famous “parasol” ants live by cultivating a species of fungus which they grow in a compost of chewed leaves. The cutting and carrying of the leaves is done by relatively large ants, but the gardens are attended to by tiny “minims.”

There are grain-storing ants, whose hoards have sometimes been so large as to become the subject of human litigation, carnivorous ants, slave-making ants—these have perhaps the most astonishing habits of all—and there are also exceptionally adaptable ants which appear to have changed their way of life in a quite short space of time and replaced more conservative species over large areas of the earth. But there are strange gaps in the horrible efficiency of the ants, and one of these is their toleration of parasites. Apart from the many kinds of aphid which the ants keep as “cows,” there are other insects which manage to live a robber existence inside their nests, and others which are apparently kept as pets possibly because they give off a pleasant smell. Sometimes these become so numerous that the whole economy of the nest is upset and the ants die off together with their guests.

Dr. Haskins comes to no definite conclusions as to whether we can or cannot anticipate our own development by observing that of the ants; but he is inclined to consider that, so far as ants go, totalitarianism represents an advance on democracy. The more primitive, less successful ants are comparatively democratic in their social structure, whereas the wonderfully organised communities of the more highly-developed species have much in common with both Fascism and Communism. But it remains true, as he admits throughout, that ants are individually so different from ourselves as to make any comparison only doubtfully valid. Ants live in a different world from ourselves, and it is questionable whether they are conscious, as we understand consciousness. Each ant comes out of its cocoon knowing what it needs to know, and then, without any attempt at independent activity, repeats a pattern which in some cases has been repeated for millions of years. Sometimes the stupidity revealed is almost unbelievable. Take the habits of the parasitic ant, Bothriomyrmex decapitans:—


Shortly after having gained entry into populous formicaries of the host colony, the queens of this species seek out the brood mothers of the communities, considerably larger than themselves. Mounting the backs of the rightful owners, the Bothriomyrmex females spend the next several days in sawing off, from the top, the heads of these brood queens. As soon as the heads drop, the impostors are adopted by their foster-workers.



Similar manoeuvres are attempted in human politics, but they are not tolerated so easily, and it is difficult not to feel that we have more control over our own destiny than even the most gifted kinds of ant. Still, when one considers their boldness, their fecundity, their power of living in almost any climate and on almost any kind of food, and above all their unquestioning loyalty to their own kind, one is left thinking that it is a good job that ants are not larger.


This was Orwell’s last review in The Observer before his departure for Jura. He contributed a review on 10 November after his return to London and helped David Astor write a profile of Krishna Menon, 30 November 1947, but did not take up regular reviewing again for The Observer until 1 February 1948.






2996. Domestic Diary

7 May 1946–5 January 1947


Orwell’s third Domestic Diary, which he called ‘Vol. Ill,’ was written in a hundred-leaf exercise book, 8 x 7 inches (Denbigh Commercial Books, D.34/100). The diary is written almost entirely on recto pages (1 to 182, as numbered by the editor). Following it are garden plans (reproduced here) and lists of metaphors, clichés, and so on (see 2816), which Orwell assembled when preparing ‘Politics and the English Language’ (2815). The entries cover the period 7 May to 8 October 1946. Orwell left Jura for London on 9 October (see 3095). He went back to Jura early in January 1947 and made two more entries, for 4 and 5 January 1947. The diary is in manuscript only, in Orwell’s hand, and he did not, as he did for earlier diaries, type it up. Assistance in identifying some of the people mentioned was provided by a list prepared by Avril Dunn.

Details of places mentioned by Orwell are given in notes, but a brief general description of Jura and the location of Barnhill might be useful here. Jura, an island of the Inner Hebrides, lies roughly in line with Edinburgh and Glasgow. It is approximately twenty-six miles in length and varies in width from about eight miles to some three miles at Barnhill, which is about three miles south of the northern tip of the island. Its population in 1946 was about 250, but over the next thirty years it increased to about 400. The Sound of Jura, which separates the island from the mainland, is about four miles wide at Barnhill; the crossing, which can be affected by severe Atlantic swells, takes longer farther south. From Tarbert, on the mainland (actually West Tarbert), to Craighouse is about thirty miles, and the crossing then took about two to two and a half hours. Craighouse, where Orwell collected his rations, had the island’s only shop and doctor; there was also a telephone there. As the crow flies, it is twenty-three miles south of Barnhill, but with ‘declivities’ (see 2.6.46) it is, perhaps, twenty-seven miles. Because of the rough ground, journeys were much longer than a direct measurement on the map indicates. When Orwell lived at Barnhill, a ship called at Jura from the mainland three times a week. From Barnhill to Ardlussa was given by Orwell variously as six or seven and a half miles; the latter is more accurate. He gives Kinuachdrachd (which he always spelt without the final ‘d’) as one and a half miles to the north of Barnhill, but it is slightly less as the crow flies. A made-up road, the A846, runs round the southern tip of the island, then north via Craighouse and Tarbert to a little south of Ardlussa, whence it declines to a track. Ordance Survey Landranger Map 61, ‘Jura & Colonsay,’ 1987, marks Barnhill.






2997. Domestic Diary

7.5.46: (London)—Making notes now for purposes of comparison later with Edinburgh & Jura.

Last two days spent in neighbourhood of Newark,1 returning by car Nottingham—Amersham.

Vegetation in Nottinghamshire seems ahead of London area. Most trees full out. Oaks about half out. Leaves of latter are yellowish, as in autumn. Leaves of copper beech much paler than when full out. Chestnuts in bloom. Apples in full bloom, or almost so, everywhere. A few have even shed their blossom. Hawthorn well out—some bushes almost covered with it. Bluebells in full bloom. Ditto Honesty (? tall purplish-red weed.) Tulips at their best, ditto wallflowers, aubretia, arabis. Lilac pretty well out. Stone crop not blooming yet. General appearance of the countryside very green & forward, in spite of beastly cold of last few days. Did not see a swallow or hear a cuckoo.

Grass on chalk areas appears paler than on clay soil.




2998. To Humphrey Dakin

8 May 1946 Typewritten

27 B Canonbury Square

Islington

London N 1

Dear Humphrey,

If you could be kind enough to send those books along at sometime when opportunity arises, the best arrangement I think would be to address them to someone in this building. The address is

            Miss Ruth Beresford

            26 A Canonbury Square

            Islington N 1.

She is the girl who lives in the flat below me.1 I have explained to her about the books, and if they arrive any time in the next few months she will see they get to my flat and don’t follow me to Jura, which my ordinary mail will.

After I got back I found some photos of Richard and I enclose one. It was taken about 2 months ago. It is quite like him but not very characteristic, ie. he generally does not look so well-behaved as that.

I had a very nice drive back with your sister2 and was glad to make her acquaintance again after all these years. One can’t really say anything about Marjorie’s death. I know what it is like and how it sinks in afterwards. But it was nice seeing all the kids so healthy, apparently making a good start in life. I’ve forgotten you[r] address again so I am sending this to Avril to forward.

Yours

Eric




2999. Domestic Diary

14.5.46: Nr. Edinburgh—Trees pretty well out, but flowers much behind those of Nottingham area & London. Those now at their best are tulips, saxifrage, aubretia, bluebells, wild forget-me-nots. Lilacs budding, but no colour in them yet. Peonies in green bud. Apples barely in blossom, except sheltered spots. Gorse well out. Rabbits very numerous here, in contrast to s. of England since the war. Black geese seem fairly numerous. Curlews mating have warbling cry quite different from what they make in winter. Drought here has been greater than in s. of England, & pools etc. very low & clear. In this area1 “corn” means oats. Estimated average yield of oats, 12 cwt. per acre.

16.5.46: Shot a black rabbit yesterday (young one.) Very black, under side grey. They seem to be common about here.

Field of oats (1¾ acres) was ploughed, disced & sown in two days. It was a grass field & still very rough after being ploughed & then disced twice. Seed was broadcast, which it seems is still usual here with small plots. The sower has what is called a “sowing sheet”, consisting of a kidney-shaped basket of canvas on a wooden frame. This fits against his belly & is slung to his shoulders with straps. He marches up & down, spraying the seed in both directions with either hand alternately. It is scattered pretty evenly, the grains being generally about 3 inches apart. He sowed the 1¾ acres in a short afternoon. At least one other person is required, however, to follow him up & down with a bucket & keep him supplied with seed. Also someone with a gun to keep the rooks off. Amount of seed supplied was 3 bags containing (I think) 12 bushels in all, but the field took only 2½ bags. Today the ground was rolled. The discing, which was due for the second time after sowing, covers the seed up fairly well.

The goat which kidded 3 days ago is giving so much milk that her two kids are overfed & have bad diarrhea.º She has to be milked fairly strenuously—about 3 pints a day in addition to what the kids are taking.

Note the variation in feeding habits of goats. These two are in a grass paddock with no access to foliage. They graze peacefully, making no attempt to get out, though the fence is a low one. Snow on nearby hill (2700 feet)2 this afternoon.




3000. Freedom Defence Committee Letter to President Truman

Freedom—through Anarchism, 18 May 1946


The April-May 1946 issue of the Freedom Defence Committee Bulletin (No. 3) reported on its ‘Amnesty Campaign for U.S. Conscientious Objectors.’ It had cabled a letter direct to President Truman at the White House, and it encouraged others to support its action. The letter, with signatories’ names, was published in Freedom—through Anarchism. Orwell was a signatory.



We view with concern the continued imprisonment under heavy sentences of 3,000 Conscientious Objectors in your country, and wish to associate our names with the petitions which we understand are being sent to you by American organisations and citizens.

We would ask respectfully if it is not possible now that the war is ended for the remainder of the sentences imposed on these men to be commuted by a general amnesty and would point out, in support of our request, that almost all Conscientious Objectors have now been released from British prisons.

Although affairs in your country may not strictly concern us, we feel obliged to express our views on what seems to us a harsh treatment of these men, and have no doubt that you will be glad to be informed of opinions on this matter in countries other than your own.

Gerald Brenan, Benjamin Britten, Fenner Brockway, Alex Comfort, Rhys J. Davies, M.P., T. S. Eliot, Faringdon, E. M. Forster, B. H. Liddell Hart, Laurence Housman, C. E. M. Joad, Augustus John, Arthur Koestler, Ethel Mannin, John Middleton Murry, George Orwell, Bertrand Russell, G. Bernard Shaw, Edith Sitwell, Osbert Sitwell, Michael Tippett, Gamel Woolsey.




3001. Domestic Diary

22.5.46: May only about half out in most places.

Made a scarecrow on Saturday (18th). Rooks frightened of it at first, but by Monday night already feeding within 20 yards of it.

Polyantha roses on E’s grave1 have all rooted well. Planted aubretia, miniature phlox, saxifrage, a kind of dwarf broom, a house-leek of some kind, & a miniature dianthus. Plants not in very good condition, but it was rainy weather, so they should strike.

Weather wetter, but no really heavy rain. Today fine but not very warm.

Crossing Gourochº—Craighouse.



	Left Gourochº about
	9.30 am (Glasgow 8 am)



	Dunoon about
	10.



	Rothesay
	10.35



	Colintraive
	11.10



	Tigh-na-bruaich
	11.30



	Tarbert East
	12.30 (v. late).



	Tarbert East—Tarbert West
	5 miles of road



	Left Tarbert W.
	1.40 (50 mins. late)







3002. To Michael Meyer

23 May 1946 Handwritten

Barnhill

Isle of Jura

Argyllshire

Dear Michael,1

Thanks so much for your efforts.2 No, I haven’t a licence3 (there’s no policeman on this island!) so don’t worry about the black powder. I made some which is not as good as commercial stuff but will do. If you could get the percussion caps I’d be much obliged. Tell them the largest size they have, i.e. something about this size [image: image].

I’m just settling in here—up to my eyes getting the house straight, but it’s a lovely house. Richard isn’t coming till the end of June, because Susan has to have a minor operation & I couldn’t cope with him singlehanded, so I’ve had to board him out. However the reports are that he is getting on well. Only difficulties at present are (a) that I can’t yet get a jeep (hope to get one at the end of the month) & am having to make do with a motor bike which is hell on these roads, & (b) owing to the drought there’s no water for baths, though enough to drink. However one doesn’t get very dirty here. Come & stay sometime. It’s not such an impossible journey (about 48 hours from London) & there’s plenty of room in this house, though of course conditions are rough.

All the best

George




3003. Domestic Diary

23.5.46: Jura. Still very dry & hot. Owing to the prolonged drought, streams which are normally quite considerable torrents have dried up. Not only bush fruits but apples seem to do quite well here if they get a little shelter. Azaleas do well, rhododendrasº become almost a weed, fuchsias grow into huge woody bushes & also (I think) grow wild. Plenty of trees here but very gnarled & not large. Deer very tame. Rabbits very numerous but the grown-up ones rather timid. Too busy settling house to do much outside, but shot a rabbit in the garden (young one). No vegetables except haricot beans. Shall try the experiment of stewing him with pickled onions.

Bluebells in profusion everywhere. Primroses still full out, also thrift (on rocks almost in the sea.) Wild iris just coming into flower. These grow within a few yards of the high-tide mark. In spite of the drought, grass very green where it is not overwhelmed by rushes, which are about the worst weed here, worse even than bracken. Hoodie crows1 here all summer, not merely in winter as in East Anglia. Oyster catcher fairly common.

Fishing, ie. in the sea, has been very poor so far this year. Said to be due to the dry weather & east wind.

24.5.46: Started digging garden, ie. breaking in the turf. Back-breaking work. Soil not only as dry as a bone, but very stony. Nevertheless there was a little rain last night. As soon as I have a fair patch dug, shall stick in salad vegetables. This autumn shall put in bushes, rhubarb & fruit trees if possible, but it will need a very high & strong fence to keep the deer off them. Shot at a rabbit in the dusk & missed him. Keep seeing at the end of the garden a young very light-coloured rabbit, a sort of fawn colour so light as to be almost white in some lights. Have never seen one of this colour before. As always when one sees an animal with some peculiarity like this, one is made aware of how often one sees the same animal over & over again.

Saw a seal close inshore. Slowly rising up & sinking down, with nose almost perpendicular, like a periscope.

Donald Darroch2 tells me last month two heifers died of bracken poisoning—this was the vet’s diagnosis. One would think that if bracken is poisonous to them, either they would have the sense to let it alone, or no cattle could survive in such a place.

26.5.46: Weather more overcast the last two days, but still very hot & dry. When digging in garden it is more comfortable to be half naked. Sowed lettuces, radishes, spring onions, cress. Will do nothing until there is rain. Ground is dry as a bone down to 8 inches.

Today came on a fully-gorged tick which I suppose had just dropped off a cow. It was slightly larger than a pea, but of oval shape, about the size of a small dried haricot bean. Skin grey, shiny & fairly tough. Cut it open & found it full of dark viscous blood.

27.5.46: Some rain in the night & this morning, but it has not gone even an inch into the soil. All today very blowy, & generally overcast. Wind shifting round to all quarters. Clouds extremely low at times, but still not raining.

Dug some more. Only a small part of the garden can be broken in straight off, the rest will have to be sodium chlorated to kill the rushes, & then preferably ploughed.

Saw what I think was an eagle, but it was some way off & I am not very familiar with the large birds of prey, so perhaps it was some kind of buzzard. Rock doves here as well as wood pigeons.

28.5.46: Rain, heavier than yesterday, for about an hour & a half this evening. This time it has gone in a little way. Rain always seems to have the effect of calming the sea.

Yesterday made a trestle for sawing logs. Making anything out of timber one cuts in the woods is a curious job because the trees are so gnarled that it is hard to get a straight piece. Today made a sledge—primitive substitute for wheelbarrow—out of driftwood & some old match-boarding. One can drag quite a load if one steers for the smooth places. They use sledges here for dragging things up steep hills, but probably quite a different pattern. Started building incinerator out of stone. Very tedious job because of the difficulty of finding flat pieces of stone. Found the peat beds & shall try digging some tomorrow if the weather is fine. It is usual to dig it in May or not later than the first week in June—reason, that in middle summer the grass gets long & the peat does not get a chance to dry. It is usual to lay the blocks out in rows, then, when the top side is dry, build them up into little pyramids for further drying, then cart them home. In exceptionally dry weather they will dry in 3 weeks. If an average family depends wholly on peat, it means roughly a month’s work a year.

The highland cattle are definitely a small breed. The herd I saw here & took for half-grown heifers are 3 years old. Their milk is said to be rich, but not large in quantity. A few are black. This is a reversion to the original breed, which used to be called the “black cattle.”

“Corn” is habitually sown broadcast here. It nevertheless tends to come up in rows, because the furrows from the ploughing persist even after harrowing, & the grains tend to roll down into the furrows. Ditto in Morocco, where they not only sow broadcast, but don’t even harrow, merely ploughing the ground over & over.

29.5.46: Late last night distinctly cold. All today very blowy & mostly overcast. Wind changing round to all quarters. Black-backed gulls coming in-land,º & at times a bit of a sea getting up in the straits. Still no rain, however. Last night’s rain did temporarily fill the ditch full enough for some water to come through into the tank, but today it is almost dry again.

Finished digging patch under window. Cleared out a few thistles, put up shelves. Did not do much else as I felt very tired & slept for 2 or 3 hours in the afternoon.

This evening missed a large rabbit, sitting, at 35 yards! Partly because this gun has a harder pull than I am accustomed to.

30.5.46: Very hot, dry & still all day. Sea like glass. Late this evening literally a few drops of rain for about 5 minutes.

Saw 3 of the fawn-coloured rabbits—of different sizes & in different places, so there must be a breed of them about here.

Started digging the patch by the railing. Soil here is deeper & less stony. Dug out about 100 blocks of peat & set them out in rows. Surprised by the easiness of the operation: to dig 100 blocks or more took me less than an hour. Notice that the peat does not necessarily lie in very deep beds. Up to 1 spit down it was pure peat, then I came on some paler stuff which looked like sandy soil, rather sodden.

Put up more shelves, covered stool.

Tits evidently have a nest in the gatepost (iron),º as I see them coming out of the hole occasionally. Two days ago one got momentarily stuck in the hole when I was approaching & shrieked with terror.




3004. To Celia Kirwan

31 May 1946 Handwritten

Barnhill

Isle of Jura

Argyllshire

Dear Celia,

I enclose cheque for £1–12–0, which I believe was the amount I was to pay.

How are things? I tried to ring up several times before I came away, & then was distressed to hear you had jaundice, which I know is a lousy thing to have.

I’ve been at the above about a week & have been very busy putting up shelves etc., but I’ve got it quite nice now & am starting on the garden. It’s been incredible weather, so much so that the stream which supplies my cistern has dried up so I can’t have a bath until it rains. My sister & a friend1 are coming up today, & I hope Susan & Richard will be coming at the end of June. I had to board Richard out temporarily because Susan is in hospital, but he seemed to settle down quite soon & I have had good reports of him since.

Give everyone my love & say I think the 3rd number2 is much improved in appearance.

With love

George




3005. To an unknown person

31 May 1946 Handwritten


On 31 May 1946, Orwell wrote declining an invitation to speak. The addressee is not known. The letter was sold by Kingston Galleries in November or December 1969. It has not been possible to trace the owner of this letter.






3006. Domestic Diary

31.5.46: A light shower in the afternoon.

Shot one of the fawn-coloured rabbits (a doe.) A quite striking, almost reddish fawn pelt. Shall try to cure it.




3007. ‘Why I Write’

Gangrel, [No. 4, Summer] 19461

From a very early age, perhaps the age of five or six, I knew that when I grew up I should be a writer. Between the ages of about seventeen and twenty-four I tried to abandon this idea, but I did so with the consciousness that I was outraging my true nature and that sooner or later I should have to settle down and write books.

I was the middle child of three, but there was a gap of five years on either side, and I barely saw my father before I was eight. For this and other reasons I was somewhat lonely, and I soon developed disagreeable mannerisms which made me unpopular throughout my schooldays. I had the lonely child’s habit of making up stories and holding conversations with imaginary persons, and I think from the very start my literary ambitions were mixed up with the feeling of being isolated and undervalued. I knew that I had a facility with words and a power of facing unpleasant facts, and I felt that this created a sort of private world in which I could get my own back for my failure in everyday life. Nevertheless the volume of serious—i.e. seriously intended—writing which I produced all through my childhood and boyhood would not amount to half a dozen pages. I wrote my first poem at the age of four or five, my mother taking it down to dictation. I cannot remember anything about it except that it was about a tiger and the tiger had ‘chair-like teeth’—a good enough phrase, but I fancy the poem was a plagiarism of Blake’s ‘Tiger, Tiger’. At eleven, when the war of 1914–18 broke out, I wrote a patriotic poem which was printed in the local newspaper, as was another, two years later, on the death of Kitchener. From time to time, when I was bit older, I wrote bad and usually unfinished ‘nature poems’ in the Georgian style. I also, about twice, attempted a short story which was a ghastly failure. That was the total of the would-be serious work that I actually set down on paper during all those years.

However, throughout this time I did in a sense engage in literary activities. To begin with there was the made-to-order stuff which I produced quickly, easily and without much pleasure to myself. Apart from school work, I wrote vers d’occasion, semi-comic poems which I could turn out at what now seems to me astonishing speed—at fourteen I wrote a whole rhyming play, in imitation of Aristophanes, in about a week—and helped to edit school magazines, both printed and in manuscript. These magazines were the most pitiful burlesque stuff that you could imagine, and I took far less trouble with them than I now would with the cheapest journalism. But side by side with all this, for fifteen years or more, I was carrying out a literary exercise of a quite different kind: this was the making up of a continuous “story” about myself, a sort of diary existing only in the mind. I believe this is a common habit of children and adolescents. As a very small child I used to imagine that I was, say, Robin Hood and picture myself as the hero of thrilling adventures, but quite soon my “story” ceased to be narcissistic in a crude way and became more and more a mere description of what I was doing and the things I saw. For minutes at a time this kind of thing would be running through my head: ‘He pushed the door open and entered the room. A yellow beam of sunlight, filtering through the muslin curtains, slanted on to the table, where a matchbox, half open, lay beside the inkpot. With his right hand in his pocket he moved across to the window. Down in the street a tortoiseshell cat was chasing a dead leaf,’ etc., etc. This habit continued till I was about twenty-five, right through my non-literary years. Although I had to search, and did search, for the right words, I seemed to be making this descriptive effort almost against my will, under a kind of compulsion from outside. The ‘story’ must, I suppose, have reflected the styles of the various writers I admired at different ages, but so far as I remember it always had the same meticulous descriptive quality.

When I was about sixteen I suddenly discovered the joy of mere words, i.e. the sounds and associations of words. The lines from Paradise Lost—


So hee with difficulty and labour hard

Moved on: with difficulty and labour hee,2



which do not now seem to me so very wonderful, sent shivers down my backbone; and the spelling ‘hee’ for ‘he’ was an added pleasure. As for the need to describe things, I knew all about it already. So it is clear what kind of books I wanted to write, in so far as I could be said to want to write books at that time. I wanted to write enormous naturalistic novels with unhappy endings, full of detailed descriptions and arresting similes, and also full of purple passages in which words were used partly for the sake of their sound. And in fact my first completed novel, Burmese Days, which I wrote when I was thirty but projected much earlier, is rather that kind of book.

I give all this background information because I do not think one can assess a writer’s motives without knowing something of his early development. His subject-matter will be determined by the age he lives in—at least this is true in tumultuous, revolutionary ages like our own—but before he ever begins to write he will have acquired an emotional attitude from which he will never completely escape. It is his job, no doubt, to discipline his temperament and avoid getting stuck at some immature stage, or in some perverse mood: but if he escapes from his early influences altogether, he will have killed his impulse to write. Putting aside the need to earn a living, I think there are four great motives for writing, at any rate for writing prose. They exist in different degrees in every writer, and in any one writer the proportions will vary from time to time, according to the atmosphere in which he is living. They are:

(i) Sheer egoism. Desire to seem clever, to be talked about, to be remembered after death, to get your own back on grown-ups who snubbed you in childhood, etc., etc. It is humbug to pretend that this is not a motive, and a strong one. Writers share this characteristic with scientists, artists, politicians, lawyers, soldiers, successful business men—in short, with the whole top crust of humanity. The great mass of human beings are not acutely selfish. After the age of about thirty they abandon individual ambition—in many cases, indeed, they almost abandon the sense of being individuals at all—and live chiefly for others, or are simply smothered under drudgery. But there is also the minority of gifted, wilful people who are determined to live their own lives to the end, and writers belong in this class. Serious writers, I should say, are on the whole more vain and self-centred than journalists, though less interested in money.

(ii) Aesthetic enthusiasm. Perception of beauty in the external world, or, on the other hand, in words and their right arrangement. Pleasure in the impact of one sound on another, in the firmness of good prose or the rhythm of a good story. Desire to share an experience which one feels is valuable and ought not to be missed. The aesthetic motive is very feeble in a lot of writers, but even a pamphleteer or a writer of textbooks will have pet words and phrases which appeal to him for non-utilitarian reasons; or he may feel strongly about typography, width of margins, etc. Above the level of a railway guide, no book is quite free from æsthetic considerations.

(iii) Historical impulse. Desire to see things as they are, to find out true facts and store them up for the use of posterity.

(iv) Political purpose—using the word ‘political’ in the widest possible sense. Desire to push the world in a certain direction, to alter other people’s idea of the kind of society that they should strive after. Once again, no book is genuinely free from political bias. The opinion that art should have nothing to do with politics is itself a political attitude.

It can be seen how these various impulses must war against one another, and how they must fluctuate from person to person and from time to time. By nature—taking your ‘nature’ to be the state you have attained when you are first adult—I am a person in whom the first three motives would outweigh the fourth. In a peaceful age I might have written ornate or merely descriptive books, and might have remained almost unaware of my political loyalties. As it is I have been forced into becoming a sort of pamphleteer. First I spent five years in an unsuitable profession (the Indian Imperial Police, in Burma), and then I underwent poverty and the sense of failure. This increased my natural hatred of authority and made me for the first time fully aware of the existence of the working classes, and the job in Burma had given me some understanding of the nature of imperialism: but these experiences were not enough to give me an accurate political orientation. Then came Hitler, the Spanish civil war, etc. By the end of 1935 I had still failed to reach a firm decision. I remember the last three stanzas of a little poem that I wrote at that date, expressing my dilemma:


I am the worm who never turned,

The eunuch without a harem;

Between the priest and the commissar

I walk like Eugene Aram;

And the commissar is telling my fortune

While the radio plays,

But the priest has promised an Austin Seven,

For Duggie always pays.

I dreamed I dwelt in marble halls,

And woke to find it true;

I wasn’t born for an age like this;

Was Smith? Was Jones? Were you?3



The Spanish war and other events in 1936–7 turned the scale and thereafter I knew where I stood. Every line of serious work that I have written since 1936 has been written, directly or indirectly, against totalitarianism and for democratic Socialism, as I understand it. It seems to me nonsense, in a period like our own, to think that one can avoid writing of such subjects. Everyone writes of them in one guise or another. It is simply a question of which side one takes and what approach one follows. And the more one is conscious of one’s political bias, the more chance one has of acting politically without sacrificing one’s aesthetic and intellectual integrity.

What I have most wanted to do throughout the past ten years is to make political writing into an art. My starting point is always a feeling of partisanship, a sense of injustice. When I sit down to write a book, I do not say to myself, ‘I am going to produce a work of art’. I write it because there is some lie that I want to expose, some fact to which I want to draw attention, and my initial concern is to get a hearing. But I could not do the work of writing a book, or even a long magazine article, if it were not also an aesthetic experience. Anyone who cares to examine my work will see that even when it is downright propaganda it contains much that a full-time politician would consider irrelevant. I am not able, and I do not want, completely to abandon the world-view that I acquired in childhood. So long as I remain alive and well I shall continue to feel strongly about prose style, to love the surface of the earth, and to take a pleasure in solid objects and scraps of useless information. It is no use trying to suppress that side of myself. The job is to reconcile my ingrained likes and dislikes with the essentially public, non-individual activities that this age forces on all of us.

It is not easy. It raises problems of construction and of language, and it raises in a new way the problem of truthfulness. Let me give just one example of the cruder kind of difficulty that arises. My book about the Spanish civil war, Homage to Catalonia, is, of course, a frankly political book, but in the main it is written with a certain detachment and regard for form. I did try very hard in it to tell the whole truth without violating my literary instincts. But among other things it contains a long chapter, full of newspaper quotations and the like, defending the Trotskyists who were accused of plotting with Franco. Clearly such a chapter, which after a year or two would lose its interest for any ordinary reader, must ruin the book.4 A critic whom I respect read me a lecture about it. ‘Why did you put in all that stuff?’5 he said. ‘You’ve turned what might have been a good book into journalism.’ What he said was true, but I could not have done otherwise. I happened to know, what very few people in England had been allowed to know, that innocent men were being falsely accused. If I had not been angry about that I should never have written the book.

In one form or another this problem comes up again. The problem of language is subtler and would take too long to discuss. I will only say that of late years I have tried to write less picturesquely and more exactly. In any case I find that by the time you have perfected any style of writing, you have always outgrown it. Animal Farm was the first book in which I tried, with full consciousness of what I was doing, to fuse political purpose and artistic purpose into one whole. I have not written a novel for seven years, but I hope to write another fairly soon. It is bound to be a failure, every book is a failure, but I do know with some clarity what kind of book I want to write.

Looking back through the last page or two, I see that I have made it appear as though my motives in writing were wholly public-spirited. I don’t want to leave that as the final impression. All writers are vain, selfish and lazy, and at the very bottom of their motives there lies a mystery. Writing a book is a horrible, exhausting struggle, like a long bout of some painful illness. One would never undertake such a thing if one were not driven on by some demon whom one can neither resist orº understand. For all one knows that demon is simply the same instinct that makes a baby squall for attention. And yet it is also true that one can write nothing readable unless one constantly struggles to efface one’s own personality. Good prose is like a window pane. I cannot say with certainty which of my motives are the strongest, but I know which of them deserve to be followed. And looking back through my work, I see that it is invariably where I lacked a political purpose that I wrote lifeless books and was betrayed into purple passages, sentences without meaning, decorative adjectives and humbug generally.




3008. Domestic Diary

1.6.46. Treated the rabbit skin according to the recipe in the other diary,1 but uncertain whether I got the fat off completely enough. NB. to examine it about 15.6.46.

Overcast, & a little drizzling rain, but not cold.

Came on a raven on the cliff which must have been asleep or something of the kind—at any rate it had difficulty in struggling through the bracken before it could get on the wing.

Large hovering hawk of some kind—in style of flight somewhat like a larger edition of a kestrel, but flaps its wings more slowly—always about behind the house. Presumably some kind of buzzard. Turned up medium-sized brown-coloured bird in the wood, which had all the appearance of being a woodcock. I thought they did not stay the summer here. Black game fairly numerous. When one sees them in pairs, both seem the same colour—thought the hen (called “grey hen”) would be lighter.

The stonecrop with reddish leaves, so common on the rocks here, is out. Pinky-white flowers. Tried transplanting a small piece of it, tho’ it is probably rather late to do so.

2.6.46. All day very hot and dry, until the evening, when a light drizzle. Crossed over from Kinuachdrach to Glentrosdale 2—about 3½ miles as the crow flies, but about 5 allowing for declivities. Time going, 2 hours: returning, 1¾ A hours.

Killed a snake. Brown colour, about 18" long, some kind of zigzag marking on its back. Again uncertain whether an adder, but resolved to kill all snakes close to the house, to be on safe side with R. In killing it, cut it in half. Then picked up, as I thought, the safe end to examine it, but it was the head, which promptly tried to bite me. Had previously seen another snake, but only momentarily.

Saw 3 wild goats. They were about 400 yards away, & at that distance looked definitely black. Somewhat heavy movements, compared with the deer.

Saw (I think) a gold-crested wren.




3009. George Allen & Unwin Ltd to Orwell

3 June 1946


Allen & Unwin had published Talking to India and on several occasions Stanley Unwin wrote to Orwell expressing approval of his articles. On 3 June 1946, a letter from Allen & Unwin congratulated Orwell on his article in Horizon, ‘Politics and the English Language,’ and the writer—no name is given; the reference is PU/MJS—suggested that Orwell might write for them ‘a work of criticism on modern faults and tendencies of written English.’ In a postscript the writer adds ‘a personal word’:

‘I was very interested to find that your first two Bad Examples were extracts from two of our leading authors! I had sometimes wondered whether my own deep dislike of their style (apart from their matter) was due to a defect in my own education but I now feel reassured!’

Despite the reference, which is to Philip Unwin, the letter bears the hallmark of Stanley Unwin.






3010. Domestic Diary

3.6.46. This morning overcast & a little drizzle, rest of day dry but windy. Said to have been some rain in the night.

Sowed cress, radishes, spring onions, lettuces. Cress & another seed (I think lettuce) both sowed 26.5.46, now showing.

Two young cuckoos, not yet quite firm on the wing, sitting on the fence. Swallow has nest in the big byre.




3011. To David Astor

4 June 1946 Handwritten

Barnhill

Isle of Jura

Argyllshire

Dear David,

I thought you’d like to know how I am settling in after being here nearly a fortnight. The house1 is running pretty well & we’ve had marvellous weather up till today, much too marvellous for the crops etc. I still haven’t got the hot water running, probably owing to an air-lock in a pipe, & I’m still in a precarious state for a vehicle. I couldn’t after all get a jeep, ie. one that could be relied on not to need unprocurable spare parts, so I’m going to get a Ford 10 h.p. van, & hope to go to Glasgow & pick it up in about 10 days. Meanwhile I’ve nothing but a ghastly motor bike. When I passed your place coming up, I didn’t stop to pass the time of day, solely because I was afraid of stopping the engine of the bike. However I trust that will right itself. The garden had gone back to rushes, but I’m getting a small patch under [control] & hope to be able to get some sodium chlorate to deal with the rushes, after which I can get the whole thing ploughed & stick in fruit bushes etc. Food’s still a bit of a problem, but I manage to bump off a rabbit occasionally, & soon I shall have a boat, so that we can get fish from time to time. I get plenty of milk etc. from the Darrochs.2 My sister is here with another friend3 of mine, & I hope Susan & Richard will come up at the end of June. No doubt all sorts of other people will drop in. Do come across if you’re ever at Tarbert. There’s plenty of room here tho’ still a bit rough (eg. no sheets on the beds!) I am getting the Observer the day after it comes out, which isn’t bad.

Please remember me to your wife.

Yours

George




3012. To Rayner Heppenstall

4 June 1946 Handwritten

Barnhill

Isle of Jura

Argyllshire

Dear Rayner,

I only had yours dated 29.5.46 yesterday.1

I’m going to be here for 6 months, ie. till October, and don’t want to enter into any engagements before then. If you’d like to put me down for something in your series in November or December, O.K., but I don’t want to undertake anything earlier. I am definitely doing no work till the end of June, & if I do any after that it will be part of a book.

Do come any time you like. You understand it’s rough. Probably not so rough as all that, because by that time I’ll probably have the bathroom functioning properly (at present there’s cold water but no hot) & also have a proper vehicle. At present I’ve nothing except a moribund motor bike. There’s always a certain shortage of food here, so if you do come bring some food with you. But there’s plenty of room in the house, which is quite la[rge], & the walks are wonderful.

Yours

Eric.




3013. To Leonard Moore

4 June 1946 Handwritten

Barnhill

Isle of Jura

Argyllshire

Dear Moore,

Herewith the Danish contract, signed. I was sent recently a Danish paper containing a review of the book, so I suppose it must have appeared there.1

Harper’s wrote & cabled me recently asking me to do a bi-monthly feature for them. I didn’t want to undertake it, as I don’t want to enter into any engagements at present, but in my reply I suggested that they might think aº re-issuing “Burmese Days” (it was they who first published it) after “Animal Farm” has appeared in the Book of the Month edition. I don’t know whether Harper’s do cheap reprints, but I should think the book would be sure to sell a bit after the appearance of the other one.2

Yours sincerely

Eric Blair




3014. Domestic Diary

4.6.46. Quite heavy rain all day until about 5.30 pm, after which fine. Pleasant mild weather in evening, with some sun. Sea roughish in morning, calming down rapidly in evening.

Radishes (sown 26.5.46) are up. Put soot round all seeds showing. Slugs awful.

5.6.46. Very blustery all day. Wind from west. Rain occasionally stopped, but wind continues. Considerable sea running.

Too wet to do much out of doors. Cleared up the big barn to make room for coal etc. Floor deeply covered with very dry dung which was coated with a white deposit, I suppose nitre. Got about half a load of manure thus.

Two enormous birds of hawk tribe, which I think must have been eagles, circling quite close to house, sometimes only 20 or 30 yards from the ground. Crows hawking at them, sometimes almost perching on their backs. Went out for walk & only saw one rabbit. Perhaps they do not venture out in very windy weather. Again turned up a woodcock.

6.6.45. Fine all day, with only one or two very light showers of a few minutes. Sea fairly calm.

Last night late shot another fawn-coloured rabbit. Cured skin. NB. to examine about 20.6.46. Quite a high proportion, perhaps as many as one in ten, of the rabbits round here are of this colour. Nevertheless it must have a poor survival value as they are much more conspicuous. Could see this one in almost complete darkness when I could not have seen an ordinary rabbit.

Mattock arrived, so started digging the rushes out of the back yard. Comparatively easy job with this tool.

Broached 40 gallon drum of paraffin. If we use 2 gallons a week (shall test this accurately later), should last us till nearly end of October.

7.6.46. Fine all day. Walked to Glengarrisdale1 & back. Exactly 3 hours each way, but probably increased if not choosing the best ground. Distance as crow flies about 10 miles, but by the route one has to take, about 14 (ie. in all.) Saw flock of wild goats. They are definitely shyer than the deer. Most of them quite black, but some have white patches. At the distance at which one can see them, ie. about 300 yards, they appear very large, so that one could almost mistake them for cattle. Probably due to shagginess of coats.

Old human skull, with some other bones, lying on beach at Glengarrisdale. Said to be survivor from massacre of the McCleansº by the Campbells,2 & probably at any rate 200 years old. Two teeth (back) still in it. Quite undecayed.

Although lobsters round here are numerous & good, crabs are seldom large & not considered worth sending away. Two lobsters fairly frequently taken in one creel. Current market price of lobsters 2/11½ a lb. Yesterday cooked two lobsters by boiling them alive—only practicable way of killing them. They appeared to remain alive (at any rate struggling) for some seconds after being put in the boiling water. Nevertheless parts of their shells begin to turn red the instant they are put in.

Half gallon of paraffin fills Aladdin lamp, standard lamp & 1 wall lamp pretty full, & another wall lamp about ½ full. This should be lighting for about 2 days. Allowing the oil stove to use ½ gallon a week, paraffin consumption should be about 2½ galls a week, or say 3 gallons if another small stove is used for drying. So that 40 galls of paraffin should last till end of August.

8.6.46. Fine all day. Warm but not very sunny. Sea calm. Elder coming into flower (late, I think?). Rowan trees have been well in flower for some time. Cress sown on 3.6.46 already germinating. No sign of first lot of onions. Wagtail has nest in barn. Very busy carrying tufts of moss to & fro. Have noticed that one does not see thrushes or blackbirds round here. Also finches, even sparrows, very scarce—in fact I do not think we have seen a sparrow since coming here. Ditto starlings. Larks are to be seen, but not very common. Field mice are common. No house mice or rats round this house as yet.

Price of some goslings aged (I think) 6 weeks, 25/– each. Actually not very expensive for nowadays, if one considers that during most of their life they will feed chiefly on grass.

9.6.46. Fine but overcast till about 5 pm, then rain. Sea calm. Deer have trampled on a good deal of the peat we laid out to dry. Probably due to laying it out not on the grass but in the peat-bed itself, which the deer use as a stamping ground.

A.3 found what was evidently a young rat dead near gate. Hitherto no rats or mice (ie. other than field mice) round this house.

10.6.46. Raining all morning, fine all afternoon. Strongish wind from west some of afternoon, & not particularly warm. Sea calm.

Sowed lettuces. Second lot (sown 3.6.46) are up. Onions sown 26.5.46 are just showing. Put soot round the seeds that are up.

Outboard motor boat (ie. small rowing boat with outboard) makes the journey from Ardlussa to Glengarrisdale (said to be 15 m. but I should have said more)4 in 2–3 hours, sometimes as little as 2 hours, on 1½ gallons of petrol. Consumption would be about 8 m. to the gallon. Outboard can be put on to any boat, even flat-bottomed.

Evidently the fish referred to as “lithe” is a pollack, but sometimes this is referred to as though it were a variety of “saythe” (the phrase “rock saythe” is used), the “saythe’s” other name being, I think, cole-fish.fn1 It is some time since I have seen either but I do not believe these fish are of the same family.

15.6.46. Have been away at Biggar & Glasgow for several days.

Today warm & overcast. A little drizzling rain this afternoon.

Sowed carrots, beetroot, spinach, French beans, turnips, swedes, cress—small quantities of most of these. Lettuces sown 10.6.46 already showing. Radish seedlings had been eaten by something. Suspected slugs & put more soot, but shortly afterwards saw a very young rabbit, one of a family which lives in the garden, browsing near the salad bed, so suppose the rabbit was to blame. Would have expected it to attack the lettuce seedlings first. Put strands of wire netting loosely over bed—hope will be enough to keep the rabbits out.

Brought home the geese. Now aged 2 months. Fully fledged &, I should say, weighing 8–10 lb each. Perhaps owing to upset of move, they have not wandered about as I expected but spent most of day huddling round the back door & not grazing much.

Three kestrels sitting on the fence together today. Presumably young birds which have recently learned to fly.

The corn sowed at Biggar has come up well, with a pretty even distribution. If anything it appears to be thickest in the corner where the rooks were the worst. So possibly the rooks are maligned & only come for insects.




3015. To Rayner Heppenstall

16 June 1946 Handwritten

Barnhill

Isle of Jura

Argyllshire

Dear Rayner,

Do come about July 14th if that date suits you.1 Try & let me have a week’s notice, so as to arrange about meeting you, as posts here are somewhat infrequent. There are boats to Jura on Mondays, Wednesdays & Fridays. The itinerary is this (but better check it with the L.M.S.2 in case any time is altered):—

8 am leave Glasgow Central Station for Gourock (GOUROCK)

Join boat at Gourock

Arrive East Tarbert about 12 noon

Travel to West Tarbert by bus (runs in conjunction with boat)

Join boat at West Tarbert

Arrive Jura about 3 pm.

You can book right [through] from Glasgow, or pay your fare on each boat.

Fare Gourock–Jura is about £1. Bring any food you can manage, & bring a towel. You’ll need thick boots & a raincoat.

Looking forward to seeing you

Yours

Eric




3016. Domestic Diary

16.6.46. Overcast all day, raining pretty steadily from about 11.30 onwards.

Walked over to the W-shaped bays1 next to Glentrosdale. About an hour & a half walking each way. Saw a snake—adder, I think. Failed to kill it, not having a suitable stick. Twelve or more seals in one of the bays. About half a dozen of them sitting out on the rocks. On seeing us, swam towards the shore, seemingly from curiosity. Have not seen a young one yet—at least, not knowingly. Young ones are said to be white.

The unidentified bird I saw last night may have been a phalarope.2 Long beak like a snipe’s, fairly stout body, shortish wings, & a cry that sounded like cheep—cheep. Size a bit bigger than a thrush.

Onions sown 3.6.46. are just showing.

Lady’s bedstraw now out all over the place. Bluebells not quite over. A few primroses still blooming here & there. Foxgloves about at their best.

17.6.46. Fine all day. Sowed leeks, lupins, delphiniums, pansies, aubretia, stonecrop, saxifrage, cheddar pinks.

18.6.46. Fine & warm. Sowed turnips.

In afternoon started cutting rushes from road. To clear 200 yards of road, ie. where the rushes are almost continuous, is about 2½ hours work. Could make no impression on them with the scythe & had to use the sickle. Note that the small heavy type of sickle, without a back, can be used back-handed as well as forehanded.

Put such peat as remains into “threes.” Still very damp on under side. About 100–150 blocks, another 100 or so having been trampled by the deer. However, enough for experimental purposes. Note that one must always lay it out to dry on the grass onº not in the peat bed, where, apart from the deer coming & trampling it, the under side stays much wetter. It is said here one should not cut it after the first week in June, as after that the grass gets tall & it has no chance to dry.

Cured another rabbit skin (ordinary one). NB. to examine about beginning of July.

19.6.46. A couple of showers in the early morning, otherwise fine & warm all day.

In the morning walked to Ardlussa. Time exactly 2¼ hours, so the distance cannot be 9 miles as commonly said. Possibly 9 miles to Kinuachdrach, & about 7½ to Barnhill.

Swallows in the barn have evidently hatched as I found a hatched egg.

20.6.46. A bit of rain in the morning, otherwise fine & rather windy.

Lettuces sown 25.5.46 are almost ready to transplant. The geese still tend to hang round the back door, apparently liking to sit on the stones, & will go into any of the barns if these are left open. They graze a good deal but will not go far afield, & if driven out into the field behind the house seem terrified & want only to get back. They are not being given much beyond house scraps but seem well & fat. Their habit of staying in one place makes one realise what huge quantities of dung they produce. The 6 of them, judging by the amount we scrape up & put on the manure heap, must produce a pound or two every day.

Saw last night one unidentified bird of prey hawking over the sea shore. It was whitish & its flight was that of an owl, but so far as I could see (2–300 yards away) it had a black & white colouring on head & neck such as I have never seen on an owl.

21.6.46. Fine but overcast all day till about 9 pm, after which there was a thick “Scotch mist”, enough to drench one to the skin.

Planted out about a dozen lettuces. Very small, so put sacking to protect them. Cured another rabbit skin (to be opened about 5.7.46).




3017. To Rayner Heppenstall

22 June 1946 Typewritten

Barnhill

Isle of Jura

Argyllshire

Dear Rayner,

Do come on or about July 9th.1 The boats sail for Jura on Mondays, Wednesdays and Fridays. So you could come on the 10th, which is a Wednesday. I think Susan is coming up about then, and I will try to arrange it so that you and she travel on the same day. I am fetching Richard myself about a week earlier. But I’m not fully certain that she will come that day because there may be difficulties about transport. Any wayº if she does you will perforce meet on the train from Glasgow to the boat.

I think I gave the itinerary in my last letter, but will repeat it:

  Leave Glasgow 8 am for Gourock.

  Join boat at Gourock and travel to East Tarbert.

  Bus to West Tarbert.

  Join boat at West Tarbert and travel to Jura.

  Hired car to Ardlussa, where I will meet you.

I hope and trust it won’t so turn out, but it might be that you have to walk the last 7 miles. In that case I’ll arrange about the transport of your luggage. But I hope that our van, which is at present hors de combat,2 will be running again by then. In any case it’s not an unpleasant walk if it isn’t actually pouring.

You want some thick boots and a raincoat. As to food. The machinery of local government is distinctly rusty here and it’s hopeless trying to get emergency cards for short periods.3 So could you try to bring one week’s rations. The important things are fats and sugar. We get a fair amount of butter here, but if people come of course it helps if they bring some fat, especially as we have to make bread part of the time. Also if you could bring a bit of tea and a pot of jam it would help. Just in case it should arise don’t worry about eggs as we get plenty.

I think we can make you reasonably comfortable. Except for the transport headache we’ve got things running pretty well now. I’m afraid I haven’t a French dictionary here. I forget if I remembered to say, bring a towell.º We’re rather short of them. Looking forward to seeing you. Yours

Eric




3018. To Leonard Moore

22 June 1946 Typewritten

Barnhill

Isle of Jura

Argyllshire

Dear Moore,

I have just had rather a disturbing letter from Warburg. He says that Harcourt Brace have been granted the right to sell the Book of the Month Club edition of “Animal Farm” in Canada, whereas by the contract I signed the Canadian rights are vested in Secker and Warburg. I suppose he will have communicated with you about this already. Could you please regulate this and let me know what is happening. I am telling Warburg that I am in your hands in business matters and must leave it to you, but you will understand that I am most anxious that Warburg should not be unfairly treated or robbed of possible profits. Apart from other considerations, it was he who had the courage to publish the book when nobody else would, and he cannot have made a very large sum out of the English edition. On the other hand Harcourt Brace can expect to make a great deal of money, and the comparatively few copies they would sell in Canada are not of paramount importance to them. I would like in any case to know just how my contract with Warburg stands in the matter of Canadian sales.1

Yours sincerely

[Signed] Eric Blair

Eric Blair




3019. To Fredric Warburg

22 June 1946 Typewritten

Barnhill

Isle of Jura

Argyllshire

Dear Fred,

I was much disturbed by your letter. I have to leave these things to Moore by the terms of our contract, but I have written to him fairly strongly telling him (a) to let me know what is happening, (b) to tell me just how my contract with you stands as to Canadian rights, and (c) that I am very anxious, apart from not wishing to break an agreement, that you should not be exposed to loss of possible profits. As far as I can see it won’t make much difference to me who sells A.F. in Canada, and it won’t make a great deal to Harcourt Brace, who can expect to make a large sum out of the U.S. edition. The only loser would be you. I will do what I personally can to prevent this, but of course I have no idea how the legal position stands about sale in Canada of books published in the U.S.A.1

I am having a splendid time. I have done no work, ie. writing, for nearly two months. I may start working in July but am not tying myself down even to that. I’ve been very busy getting this house running, beginning to break in the garden, etc. My sister is here and cooks for me, and Richard and my housekeeper are coming up in about a fortnight. This is a nice house with 5 bedrooms and bathroom, and I am getting it properly furnished by degrees. The only great difficulty is transport—we are 7 miles from anywhere and 25 from a shop. However we get plenty of eggs, milk, butter, rabbits and lobsters, and my sister makes bread when we run out of it. I have got a few geese which we shall eat off by degrees, and I am getting a boat, so that soon I hope we shall have fish as well. I don’t expect to get back to London till October, and by that time I hope I shall have this place running as a nice summer residence with a good bit of ground under cultivation.

Give my love to Roger and keep me posted about how this nasty business goes.

Yours

George




3020. Domestic Diary

22.6.46. Fine & warm from about noon onwards. At the same time dense mists rolling off the sea very suddenly. Sea like glass. Sowed carrots. Planted another row of lettuce. Turnips sown 15.6.46 are up, & swedes sown the same day just showing.

23.6.46. Drizzling rain most of the day. In the evening it cleared up, but dense mists kept rolling up & down, sometimes lying very low, so that the coast of the mainland was invisible while higher ground many miles inland stood out quite clearly.

Too wet to do much out of doors. Took sacking off lettuces, which look as if they will do all right if I can keep the slugs & rabbits off them. Turnips sown 18.6.46 are up.

The common wild rose of these parts is now coming into blossom. A white flower with tendency to pink at the edges. Bud large & very beautiful, with bright pink tip. Leaves have a faint sweetbriar smell. Evidently this is the “Scotch” or “burnet” rose (rosa spinosissima). Some of the stems are very spiny, but they vary. Do not know whether one can bud onto this rose.

Geese getting somewhat more enterprising. Today enjoying the rain & bathing themselves in puddles. As a result they look draggled & filthy, the opposite of what one would expect.

24.6.46. Fine & warm most of the day. Beetroots (sown 15.6.46) just showing.

In the evening spent about 2 hours trying to get a cow out of a bog. She had fallen into a narrow ditch beside the road & was sunk in the mud about up to her neck. Would probably have sunk altogether if the ditch had not been very narrow, so that the sides held her up. Another man & myself made efforts to drag her out & lever her out with lengths of board, but it would evidently need 5 or 6 men at least to do this. She was ultimately dragged out by the lorry. I heard she was none the worse for it, though she must have been there for at least 5 hours.

The electric fence, supposed to keep the herds of cattle separate, is evidently not working. They have not only broken through it & jumped over it, but D.D. states that he saw one of the Highland cattle scratching its back against the wire.

25.6.46. Fine till evening, when rain started. Boat arrived this morning, but too wet & sea too rough to fish. Varnished boat & prepared rollers. It is extremely difficult to find straight pieces of timber here. Even when cutting pieces for stool legs, I find that any sizeable & strong branch has a kink in it.

Another rose, this time a pink one, is out. I suppose this is the dog rose, but it looks a bit different from the English kind—much more stunted, & stems more spiny—& seems to have a faint sweetbriarish scent in both flowers & leaves. I don’t think it can be the sweetbriar, which so far as I know never has a flower.1

There is catmint or peppermint all over the place down by the sea. Foxgloves now almost past their best. Today found a mushroom—a “true” mushroom, I think.

Thinned out radishes & lettuces. All lettuces doing well so long as I can keep the rabbits & slugs off them. Set some more peat into “threes.” Total amount we have cut would not be more than 2 cwt.

[On facing page]

Fuchsia cuttings. July–August. 4" long, from side shoots. Cut with a heel, remove lower leaves, trim heel. Plant in sandy soil. Keep moist & shelter from midday sun, but do not shade all the time.

Escallonia ditto, but in late summer.

26.6.46. Fine most of the day but very windy. Sea roughish but calm in the bay. Went fishing about 10 pm. 2 saythe, taken on the red [r]ee]2. Might have had more, but had to come in as boat was taking in water. About 11 pm, a shoal of fish jumping out of the water like dace.

27.6.46. Very stormy & heavy rain till about 8 pm. Sea very rough, but calmed down somewhat in the evening. Too wet to do much out of doors. Wind in S.E.

Carrots (sown 15.6.46) now showing. Spinach sown same day just showing. Rabbits again eating lettuces etc. Put more wire over them.

Have ordered one dozen each red currants, black currants, gooseberries, 1 dozen roots rhubarb, 2 dozen raspberry canes, 4 dozen strawberries, 6 apple trees; but probably shall not get all of them.

Shot 2 rabbits—the first time I have got two in one day, in spite of the enormous numbers of them. Spots in the corn which rabbits most frequent are nibbled down almost like mown grass.

Saw another mushroom. A. found two ripe whortleberries (very early?)

28.6.46. Very blowy all day (wind SW), but not much rain after about 2 pm. Sea still rough, Roads not as mucky as I would have expected.

Cured rabbit skin (white one). To be opened about July 12th. Started breaking in new patch. This one to be manured, so that it will be suitable for planting strawberries or raspberries. Am using the dung scraped off the floor of the big barn, which is literally years old, mixed into a little goose dung & ashes. Soil here probably needs lime.

Got drum of petrol, 40 galls. Unless we get extra allotment, this should last until about end of October (allowance for the 2 vehicles3 is 8½ galls a month, but there is only ½ gall due for the motor bike in June). Shall note all amounts taken out of drum. Today took 1 gallon.

French beans coming up.

M. McKechnie4 says rabbit wire has to be 4 ft. high. They can get over anything lower than that.




3021. To Terence Cooper

29 June 1946 Typewritten

Barnhill

Isle of Jura

Argyllshire

Dear Sir,

With reference to your letter dated 22nd June.1

I am afraid I cannot undertake to do anything for your series. I do not know much about either of the authors you mention, and in any case I have a good deal to do and cannot take on any commitments in the near future. Please forgive me.

Yours truly

[Signed] Geo. Orwell

George Orwell




3022. Domestic Diary

20.6.46. Stormy, but part of the day fine. Sea still rather rough. Revarnished boat & caulked what looked like two bad seams. Planted a few more lettuces. Shortened oars of boat 6" each.




3023. To Leonard Moore

30 June 1946 Typewritten

Barnhill

Isle of Jura

Argyllshire

Dear Moore,

I received the proofs of the French translation of “Burmese Days” two days ago. The letter was dated June 13th and Nagel-Paris were anxious that I should send the proofs back at the earliest possible moment, so I wrote to Erval at once saying I would return them in a few days.1 On beginning to go through them I find that as far as I can judge the translation is a very bad one.2 Of course I cannot judge style in French, but on every page I have to mark some error which shows that the translator does not really know English and has simply looked words up in the dictionary with sometimes ludicrous results. To give you the worst example I have come on hitherto, Bloody Mary (sister of Queen Elizabeth) is translated as the Virgin Mary. Obviously I shall have to go through the thing carefully and put the worst errors right.

Could you therefore write to Nagel-Paris and ask them if they can hold up publication till this is done. I don’t know what is my status once the contract has been signed, but if I have any say in the matter I don’t want the book to go out over my name in its present condition.3

Do you think you could send me three copies of the American edition of the essays and keep the other three for me? I might want one or two here to give to people.4

I don’t know whether pamphlets sell to any extent in the United States. The essay on James Burnham which I wrote in the May number of “Polemic” is being reprinted as a shilling pamphlet by Arthur Ballard (the Socialist Bookshop.) As Burnham is an American writer it might be possible to sell copies of the pamphlet over there or arrange an American edition. If you think this is worth following up perhaps you could get in touch with Ballard about it.5

Yours sincerely

Eric Blair




3024. Domestic Diary

30.6.46. Fine but still blowy. Breakers on sea most of day. Sowed swedes. Spinach showing but not very well up. Soil near fence much deeper than near house. Am manuring it & shall put strawberries at that end of second patch, if plants obtainable. Just room in that patch for 4 dozen strawberries, 2 dozen raspberries, & a bed of rhubarb which can go on the bad soil.

To make cultivated parts rabbit proof will need 100 yards of wire & about 50fn1 stakes.

[on facing page]




3025. Avril Blair to Humphrey Dakin

1 July 1946 Handwritten

Barnhill

Isle of Jura

Argyllshire

Dear Humph

Glad to hear you & the family are progressing satisfactorily. Congratulate Henry1 for me when next you write.

This is a lovely place. Why don’t you come up for a bit if you are feeling browned off. The only snag is—no beer, so bring your own if you want any.

This is a very nice farmhouse with five bedrooms & bathroom, two sittingrooms & huge kitchen larders dairies etc. The house faces south & we have a lovely view over the Sound of Jura with little islands dotted here & there. Eric has bought a little boat & we go fishing in the evening which is the time the fish rise. They are simply delicious fresh from the sea. In fact, on the whole we live on the fat of the land. Plenty of eggs & milk & ½ lb butter extra weekly on to our rations. Our landlord2 gave us a large hunk of venison a short while ago which was extremely good. Then there are local lobsters & crabs. Also the ubiquitous rabbit. Our nearest neighbours are a mile away. Then there is a strip of wild & remote country for eight miles to Ardlussa where our landlord the local estate owner & family live. This is a so calledº village, but no shop. The only shop on the island is at Craighouse,3 the port where the ship calls three times a week. We go to fetch our letters from Ardlussa twice a week in a very delapidatedº Ford Van that E has bought. The roads are appalling.

I am really enjoying it all imenseley,º including cooking on a range, with which I had a tremendous battle at first. But having removed two buckets of soot from the flues it now cooks & heats the water a treat. One couldn’t compare this place with Middlesmoor4 as it is quite different but next to it Middlesmoor seems like Blackpool. The country is lovely with rocky coastline & mountains all down the centre of the island. I am making a serious collection of pressed wild flowers. We have a friend of E’s one Paul Potts staying here. He takes all my shafts of scintillating wit quite seriously & suffers from fits of temperament but I think I am welding him into a more human shape.5

With love

Avril




3025A. Arthur Koestler to Orwell, 2 July 1946: See here




3026. To Rayner Heppenstall

3 July 1946 Handwritten lettercard

[London], Wed.

Dear Rayner,

I’m in Town on a flying visit to pick up Richard. I’m afraid you’ll have to walk the last 7–8 miles next Wednesday, so try to manage with portable luggage—say a rucksack and a haversack. We’ll carry some of it for you (I dare say actually I can take it all on the back of my motor bike1) but we can’t transport heavy stuff. When you get to Craighouse, ask for McKechnie’s stores & say you want the hired car to take you to ARDLUSSA, where we’ll meet you.

Yours Eric


Orwell posted this lettercard before receiving a letter from Heppenstall dated 1 July in which he said he had not heard whether he and Susan Watson were to travel north together; see 3017. He now intended travelling overnight to Glasgow on 9 July and expected to reach Jura at 3.00 the following day. He asked Orwell to pacify Paul Potts before his arrival. Potts had written an ‘Imaginary Conversation’ between William Blake and Tom Paine. Heppenstall said he had told Potts that though he would like to read his script, he could not commission it. There was also a misunderstanding arising from Heppenstall’s having asked what lay behind an urgent note Potts had sent him. Heppenstall had thought this was to do with Potts’s suggestion for a radio programme (which Heppenstall thought excellent), but Potts had intended it to be a reference to his financial position. Heppenstall said he was writing to Potts, also on 1 July, but did not know whether or not that would soothe him.

In the event, Heppenstall did not leave on 9July. On the 6th, he sent Orwell a telegram cancelling his visit. On 8 July he wrote to explain why. He was ‘feeling so extremely fragile’ that he could not face the journey; he could not endure the ‘prospect that lay before me of fruitless arguments with Potts’ arising from the latter’s belief that the world was divided into those who were for and those who were against Potts. All he wanted was good radio scripts. He then went on to other matters: had Orwell more ideas for more radio programmes, such as his favourite Canterbury Tale? Could Heppenstall commission the ‘Imaginary Conversation’ between parliamentary candidates? He had heard of the success of Animal Farm in America and realised this meant Orwell could ‘take a really substantial break from Journalism.’ Then, finally, the journey north again, but not his—Susan Watson’s. He hoped she had managed ‘with no more than reasonable discomfort and fatigue and that Richard is well.’

Orwell did not reply, so Heppenstall wrote again on 30 August. He was disturbed not to have had his letter of 8 July acknowledged—‘some note to say “pity you can’t come, but it doesn’t matter.”’ He hoped seeds of discord had not been sown. He asked ‘the odds on your now doing one of those Imaginary Conversations’ and suggested that the Darwin-Fitzroy clash (stemming from Orwell’s dramatisation ‘The Voyage of the Beagle’) be taken a little deeper: ‘Darwin’s later neurosis seems to have been very interesting.’






3027. To Sally McEwan

5 July 1946 Typewritten

Barnhill

Isle of Jura

Argyllshire

Dear Sally,1

So looking forward to seeing you on the 22nd. But I’m very sorry to say you’ll have to walk the last 8 miles because we’ve no conveyance. However it isn’t such a terrible walk if you can make do with rucksack luggage—for instance a rucksack and a couple of haversacks. I can tote that much on the back of my motor bike (only conveyance I have), but not heavy suitcases. Send the food on well in advance so that it is sure to arrive before you. For instance if you sent it off about Monday 15th it would get here on the Friday previous to your arrival. I think I’ve given you all the directions for the journey. Don’t miss the train at Glasgow—it now leaves at 7.55, not 8. When you get to Jura, ask for the hired car at McKechnie’s shop if it doesn’t meet you on the quay. It will take you to Ardlussa where we will meet you. I may be able to arrange for it to take you another 3 miles to Lealt, but sometimes they won’t take their cars past Ardlussa. Yesterday I brought Richard and Susan back (I rang you up when in town but it was your day at the printers), and in that case managed to bribe the driver to go within 2 miles of Barnhill, but he was appalled by the road and I don’t think he’d do it again. I then carried Richard home from there and their luggage was brought on in the crofter’s cart. It’s really a quite pleasant walk if one takes it slowly. You don’t need a great deal in the way of clothes if you have a raincoat and some stout boots or shoes. I hope by that time we shall have a spare pair of gum boots for use in the boat. I don’t know what you’ll do on the train, but on the boats from Gourock and Tarbert it pays to travel 3rd class because there’s no difference in the accomodationº and the food is filthy any way.

With love

George




3028. To Sir Richard Rees

5 July 1946 Typewritten; handwritten postscript

Barnhill

Isle of Jura

Argyllshire

Dear Richard,

Thanks for your letter of the 1st. I have sometimes thought over the point you raise. I don’t know if I would, as it were, get up to the point of having anything biographical written about me, but I suppose it could happen and it’s ghastly to think of some people doing it. All I can say is, use your discretion and if someone seems a B.F., don’t let him see any papers. I am going to include among my personal papers, in case of this happening, some short notes about the main events in my life, chiefly dates and places, because I notice that when people write about you, even people who know you well, they always get that kind of thing wrong. If I should peg out in the next few years, I don’t really think there’ll be a great deal for you to do except deal with publishers over reprints and decide whether or not to keep a few miscellaneous documents. I have named you as literary executor in my will, which has been properly drawn up by a lawyer, and Gwen O’Shaughnessy, who will be Richard’s guardian if anything happens to me, knows all about it. Richard, I hope and trust, is well provided for. I had managed to save a little over the last year or two, and having had this stroke of luck with the American Book of the Month people, I can leave that money untouched, as it is so to speak over and above my ordinary earnings.

I have been up here since the middle of May and am now well settled in. I haven’t done a stroke of work for two months, only gardening etc. My sister is here and does the cooking, and Susan and Richard came up a few days ago. I suppose I shall have to start work again soon, but I’m not going to do any journalism until October. This is a nice big farmhouse with a bathroom and we are making it quite comfortable. The only real snag here is transport—everything has to be brought over 8 miles of inconceivable road, and I’ve no transport except a motor bike. However it’s only necessary to do the journey once a week, to fetch bread and the rations. We’re well off for food. We get milk in any quantity and a fair amount of eggs and butter from a nearby crofter, our only neighbour within 6 miles, and we catch quantities of fish in the sea and also shoot rabbits. I’ve also got a few geese which we shall eat off by degrees. The house hadn’t been inhabited for 12 years and of course the garden has gone back to wilderness, but I am getting it under by little and little,1 and this autumn I shall put in fruit bushes etc. Getting the house running has cost a bit, but the rent is almost nothing and it’s nice to have a retreat like this to which one can disappear when one likes and not be followed by telephone calls etc. At present it’s about a 2-day journey from London, door to door, but one could do it in a few hours if one flew to the neighbouring island (Islay), which we shall be able to do another time because we shall leave clothes and so forth here. If you’d like to come and stay in for instance September we’d love to have you here. If so let me know and I’ll tell you about how to do the journey.fn1 It isn’t really a very formidable one except that you have to walk the last 8 miles.

Yours

Eric




3029. Domestic Diary

7.7.46. Away in London for several days till day before yesterday.1 Weather in London unbearably hot. Here it has been raining most of the time up till yesterday when it was fine though not very warm. From about Glasgow onwards hay is nearly all cut & some of it in cocks. Not cut in Jura yet.

Note that starlings, never seen up this end of the island, are quite common at Craighouse.2 Yesterday saw a blackbird—almost a rare bird here.

Have planted out more lettuce. All seeds well up except spinach, which seems to have almost failed to germinate—presumably bad seed. Cut some cress yesterday—first fruits of the garden, which was started in virgin meadow about 20.5.46.

Having been out fishing about half a dozen times, we have never had a blank day, though one day (when we went out about 8pm) we only caught 1 fish. Best catch (twice) 15 fish, 14 saythe & 1 pollock. Last night A. caught a mackerel, but in picking it off the hook it got back into the water. Mackerel fishing proper starts in August. The fish always seem to bite round about dusk, ie. now about 11 pm. There is a period of about 10 minutes when one is pulling them in for all one is worth, then they suddenly stop.

Petrol: took out 3 gallons (a bit less) for motor bike

                2 gallons for car3

                2 gallons borrowed by Ardlussa.4

Total amount taken hitherto 8–2 gallons (6 if the borrowed 2 are returned).

Have definitely ordered the following:

   ½ doz apple trees including 2 espaliers

   ½ doz other fruit trees including 2 espalier morellos

   1 doz black currant

   1 doz red currant

   1 doz gooseberry

   2 doz raspberry

   4 doz strawberry

   1 doz rhubarb.

Strawberries arrive in September. Preparing ground now; dunging it fairly heavily with old stuff from the floor of the byre. Other plants will not arrive till late November, so possible difficulty about planting. Lupins up, also pansies.

Trying to get permit for 100 yards rabbit wire.5 Rabbits not so bad lately, no doubt because I shoot at them so frequently.




3030. To Fredric Warburg

8 July 1946 Typewritten

Barnhill

Isle of Jura

Argyllshire

Dear Fred,

I’m glad it all seems to have blown over.1 Do come some time in September if you can. You’ll have to walk the last 8 miles (possibly only the last 5 miles), so can you make do with rucksack luggage, say a rucksack and a couple of haversacks. But it isn’t really a very formidable walk, and if you manage with light luggage I can transport it on the back of a motor bike. You don’t need a great amount of clothes here so long as you have a raincoat and stout boots. If you’ll let me know a date nearer the time I’ll give you full details of the journey.

I haven’t done any work yet but am contemplating starting. I needed 2 months of complete idleness and it has done me good. I brought Richard and my housekeeper up a few days ago, and the place is now more or less running. I hope Roger is having a good rest.

Yours

George




3031. Domestic Diary

8.7.46. Fine most of day, but thick mists, & a little rain in the evening. Last night caught 25 saythe & 1 pollock.




3032. ‘Little Red Riding Hood’

Broadcast, BBC Home Service, Children’s Hour, 9 July 1946

On 13 June 1946, May Jenkin1 asked the Programme Copyright Department to arrange a fee for Orwell for a dialogue story running about twenty minutes based on ‘Little Red Riding Hood.’ This was to be broadcast on 9 July. Copyright wrote to Orwell (at Tribune) on 17 June offering a fee of £10.10s plus an additional £3.10 if the programme was also transmitted in the Overseas Service. Orwell signed this contract on 22 June 1946, and on 27 June Miss Jenkin was advised that Orwell had accepted the contract.

Orwell’s letters, his adaptation of ‘The Emperor’s New Clothes’ for radio when working for the BBC’s Eastern Service, the subtitle of Animal Farm—A Fairy Story—and this adaptation show Orwell’s fascination with this genre. Writing to Rayner Heppenstall on 25 January 1947, he said he was interested in adapting fairy stories for radio and remarked that Cinderella ‘is the tops as far as fairy stories go’; see 3163. Roger Senhouse was evidently collecting details of nursery rhymes for him; see 2982, n. 2. Orwell was even prepared to set aside time from his precious holiday at Barnhill to prepare this adaptation.

At least three different typed versions of this script survive. The text is identical in the two later ones (B1 and B2) and the earliest surviving script (A) has almost identical dialogue. Script A has a list of characters; B1 and B2 have the names of the actors. The lists in B1 and B2 are identical except that in B1 Little Red Riding Hood is to be read by either Jenny Simpson or Ruth Trouncer. In B2 the actress is named as Natasha Wills, and Programmes as Broadcast show that she read this role, which establishes the order of the scripts. There are one or two slight differences in the typing of B1 and B2—a misspelling of ‘tongue’ as ‘tougue’ in B2, slightly different spacing of some directions, an omitted underline, for example—but to all intents and purposes, they are the same.

B1 and B2 have been fully prepared for broadcasting; thus, the direction ‘FLICK’ appears, whereas not used in A. B1 has, written into it, diamond shapes wherever music is to be played, suggesting that this copy was used by the sound engineer responsible for bringing in the music. The most interesting difference between A and the other two is the treatment of music. A shows Orwell’s original thinking for the use of music; B1 and B2 simply indicate that music should be played at those same points. Orwell’s suggestion for music was less sophisticated than that broadcast; the PasB details indicate that different music was chosen. In A, the music was to be ‘Sur le pont d’Avignon’ and Little Red Riding Hood was also to hum and sing this tune. For the broadcast, the music was ‘Le Coq d’Or Suite,’ Part 1, by Rimsky-Korsakov (HMV, C3013), played by the London Symphony Orchestra. One minute of the Introduction and Prologue was used and 45 seconds of the conclusion. (In addition, effects records 19 E 3, felling trees; 23 C6, wind; and 2 B10, wolf howling, were used.) One or two passages in A are not fully dramatised—for example, the cries of the two woodcutters when they force an entry—and these are formalised in B1 and B2. The later scripts show one or two interesting amendments—a contemporary reference to food being rationed, for example—and the sound effect of ripping open the wolf was omitted in production.

The rehearsal took place on 9 July from 2:30 to 4:40 P.M., just before the broadcast at 5:00. Against the rehearsal time, B1 has typed in, ‘PE and 2JPE’s Studio 3’; this is omitted from B2.

Because it is closer to the way Orwell envisaged his little play, the earlier script, A, is reproduced here. Like B1 and B2, it was not typed by him. All significant changes made in B1 and B2 are noted except for the much simpler directions for the use of music, the numbering of speeches, and a few technical expressions. It is possibly only chance, but it may be a mark of the interest Orwell had in this kind of subject, that this early script was among the papers with his collection of pamphlets that went to the British Library.

[image: image]

Produced by May Jenkin

Written by George Orwell

(R) Member of BBC Repertory Company



	
	Start off with a bar or two of “Sur le Pont d’Avignon”, which is then drowned by a loud whistling of wind in which the distant howl of a wolf can be faintly heard. The howl rises and grows much louder, then dies away into the wind and then into “Sur le Pont d’Avignon”, which fades out into the Narrator’s voice. The whole should take about 30 seconds.



	NARRATOR:
	     It was a cold, snowy winter, and every night the wolves came howling round the villages, but in the daytime they hid themselves in the depths of the forest for fear of the woodcutters with their guns and their sharp axes. Now in one village, in a clearing in the forest, there lived a little girl about seven years old, named Little Red Riding Hood. That was not the name that she had been christened by, of course, but no one ever called her anything else, because she used to wear a bright red cloak with a hood that went over her head, and it suited her so well that she wore it nearly all the year round. Her father was dead, and she lived alone with her Mother, who was devoted to her: so was her Grandmother, who lived in the next village. One winter morning, Little Red Riding Hood was playing in the snow, when her Mother called her into the house to send her on an errand.



	MOTHER:
	Little Red Riding Hood! Where are you?



	L.R.R.H.
MOTHER:
	Here I am, Mother.
Come in, child. Have you got your clogs on? That’s right. Now, I want you to do something for me. You see this little basket with the napkin over the top? I want you to take it along to your Granny’s. She’s been ill, poor old thing, and I’ve baked her some nice shortbread. I know she’s fond of that. There’s a little jar of butter as well, so don’t you go and upset the basket. You know the way, don’t you?



	L.R.R.H.
MOTHER:
	Yes, Mother.
It’s less than a mile; it won’t take you twenty minutes to get there. But remember, keep to the path the whole way. Don’t go straying off into the forest, because if you did you might meet a w - -, that’s to say, don’t go off the path, because the snow’s six feet deep in some places. You remember what I told you the last time I sent you to Granny’s?



	L.R.R.H.
MOTHER:
	Yes, Mother: not to speak to strangers—that was what you said.
That’s right. Don’t speak to anybody. Go straight there and come straight back. Now run along, and you’ll be back in time for dinner.



	NARRATOR:
	So Little Red Riding Hood ran along, and for a few moments her Mother stood at the cottage door, watching the scarlet cloak get smaller and smaller down the snowy path.



	MOTHER:
(to herself)
	I wonder if I ought to have told her about the wolves? No! Where’s the sense of frightening the child? She can’t come to any harm so long as she keeps on the path.
------




	
	(At this point, bring up “Sur le Pont d’Avignon” and play it very faintly behind the Narrator’s voice, until the introduction of the wood-chopping sound below.)
------




	NARRATOR:
	And Little Red Riding Hood was keeping2 to the path. She picked her way through the snow, planting her little wooden shoes in the footprints somebody else had made, and taking great care not to upset the basket. It was a beautiful clear, sunny morning, with not a cloud in the sky and not a breath of wind stirring. The icicles sparkled in the sun, and every bough had a load of dry snow on it that made you long to take a stick and shake it off.
------




	
	(SOUND OF WOOD-CHOPPING, tick-tock, tick-tock, tick-tock, getting a little louder, and then fading out during Little Red Riding Hood’s next speech).



	L.R.R.H.
(Humming)
	Sur le Point d’Avignon—3
That’s the woodcutters. They’re cutting a tree down somewhere. Oh, I must stop and watch that! But I won’t speak to them. Mother said I mustn’t speak to strangers. (Singing) Sur le Pont d’Avignon—



	NARRATOR:
	But look! What’s that? What’s that queer-looking dark shape a little way further down the path, half hidden by a bush? Whose are those big wicked-looking eyes peering round the bush—and that great ugly mouth full of sharp white teeth, with that long red tongue licking hungrily round it? It’s a wolf: Yes, it was an old grey shaggy wolf, the fiercest and most cunning wolf in the whole forest. He was crouching behind the bush watching Little Red Riding Hood come nearer and nearer, and his mouth was watering at the very sight of her.



	WOLF:
	(SNARLING NOISE, followed by SMACKING OF LIPS, WHEN HE IS SPEAKING NATURALLY, THE WOLF HAS A VERY DEEP, HOARSE VOICE.) That’s a nice little girl, now. Round about seven years old, I should say. Just the age I like them, before they begin to get tough. But I mustn’t eat her here. Oh, no, that wouldn’t do. I’ve a feeling those interfering woodcutters are somewhere round. I’ll wait till I can get her in some nice quiet place where nobody can come to the rescue, and then— (SAVAGE SNARLING AND SMACKING OF CHOPS).4 But the first thing is to find out where she’s going. I must make friends with her. She’s too young to be frightened of me. Here she comes!



	NARRATOR:
	And suddenly the great grey wolf bounded out on to the path and frisked round Little Red Riding Hood like a huge dog. He was looking very friendly—or, at least, he was trying to—and his wicked old face was screwed up into what he intended to be a smile.



	WOLF:
	(IN A CRACKED FALSETTO VOICE). Good morning, my dear! Where are you going to, my dear? It’s a fine morning for the time of year, isn’t it, my dear?



	NARRATOR:
	Little Red Riding Hood was astonished, but she wasn’t frightened, for she had no idea who it was that was speaking to her.



	L.R.R.H.
WOLF:
	Who are you?
Me? Oh, I’m nobody in particular, my dear.



	L.R.R.H.
WOLF:
	I know, you’re a dog!
That’s right, my dear, I’m a dog. Just a faithful old doggie. Watch me wag my tail.



	NARRATOR:
	And the Wolf actually wagged his tail—though, as he had never done such a thing in his life before, he did it in a very stiff and awkward way.5



	WOLF:
	I can bark, too. Listen. (IMITATES THE BARKING OF A DOG, ENDING UP WITH A FEROCIOUS SNARL.)



	L.R.R.H.
	I think I ought to be going on. Mother said I wasn’t to speak to strangers.



	WOLF:
	You wouldn’t call a dog a stranger, would you, dear? Where are you going to with that nice little basket, my dear?



	L.R.R.H.
	I’m taking some shortbread and a jar of butter to my Granny who lives in the next village.



	WOLF:
	And whereabouts in the village is your Granny’s house, my dear?



	L.R.R.H.
	It’s the first house when you come into the village, and it’s got a thatched roof and green shutters. It’s outside the village, really. There isn’t another house for two hundred yards.



	WOLF:
	No other house for two hundred yards? That’s good, that’s very good. And a thatched roof and green shutters, you say? I’ll remember that. Now I tell you what, my dear. Perhaps I’ll see you at your Granny’s house (INADVERTENTLY BREAKS INTO A SNARL AND PASSES IT OFF AS A COUGH). We’ll have a little race and see who can get there first. You go your way and I’ll go mine. And I’ll give you two minutes start. Now off you go. Good-bye, my dear—au revoir, I ought to say.



	L.R.R.H.
WOLF:
	Good-bye.6

(In his own voice).7 She’s gone. A thatched roof and green shutters—I can’t miss it. But I must take care to get there first. If she tells her grandmother what she’s seen, I’ll have the whole village after me. But I’ll settle the Grandmother! (SNARLING NOISES).8 Two hundred yards from the nearest house—it’s too far to hear a scream. Off we go!



	NARRATOR:
	The Wolf bounded off the path and into the depths of the forest, and galloped away through the snow. Little Red Riding Hood was still keeping to the path, which led straight to the village, and perhaps if she had not stopped she might have got there first. But just round the next bend of the path (BRING UP THE TICK-TOCK, TICK-TOCK, AND KEEP IT GOING BEHIND THE NARRATOR’S VOICE THROUGHOUT THIS PASSAGE) she came up with the woodcutters, whom she had heard earlier. There were two of them—an old man with a big white beard, and a handsome young man with a curly brown beard, and they were felling a huge pine tree. Little Red Riding Hood could not help stopping. She told herself that she would watch for just one minute. The flashing axes bit deeper and deeper into the tree, (TICK-TOCK, TICK-TOCK LOUDER), and showers of white chips flew out into the snow, and the smell of resin floated over to where Little Red Riding Hood was standing. And as she stood watching, the minute she had promised herself stretched out into three minutes, and then into five, and then into nearly ten, before she remembered what her Mother had said, and went on her way again. (TICK-TOCK OUT).9 As she turned to go, the young woodcutter, who had stopped to wipe his brow, looked after her.



	1st W-C.
2nd W-C.
	That child oughtn’t to be out alone.
She’ll come to no harm if she keeps on the path.



	1st W-C.
2nd W-C.
	I heard a wolf howl this morning. The brutes get so bold at this time of year; they come almost into the villages.
Get going, now. We must have this tree down before we stop for our bite of dinner.
(TICK-TOCK, TICK-TOCK LOUDER, THEN FADING OUT).



	NARRATOR:
	Little Red Riding Hood was hurrying to make up for the time she had lost, but the old Wolf got there first, as he had known he would. At the edge of the forest he stopped short and peeped cautiously out from behind a bush. There was not a soul in sight. And there stood Grandmother’s little white cottage, with its thatched roof buried under a foot of snow, and the green shutters that you couldn’t mistake, and a thin wisp of smoke coming out of the chimney. It stood quite alone. The nearest house was hidden by a clump of trees.



	WOLF:
	There’s a fire burning. She’s at home. And the coast’s clear!



	NARRATOR:
	And at one bound the Wolf was across the snow and up the path, and was tapping at the door.10
(TAP, TAP.)11



	GRANDMOTHER:
	Who’s there?



	WOLF:
	(FALSETTO). It’s Little Red Riding Hood, Grandmamma. I’ve brought you some nice shortbread that Mother baked for you.



	GRANDMOTHER:
	Come in, child; come in. I’ve had a bad cold, and I don’t want to get out of bed. (FUMBLING NOISES). Push up the latch and then the door’ll open. Why, it must be a month since I’ve set eyes on you, child.



	WOLF:
	(VOICE A LITTLE DEEPER). YOU shall set eyes on me in another moment, Grandmamma.



	NARRATOR:
	The Wolf pushed up the latch with his snout, (DOOR OPENS, CREAKS, SHUTS.) And now he’s in the room, and now he’s round the corner of the bed, and—



	GRANDMOTHER:
	Mercy on us! Mercy on us! It’s a wolf.



	WOLF:
	(IN HIS OWN VOICE). It’s a wolf! Ha! Ha! (THIS MERGES INTO A SAVAGE SNARL. SCREAM FROM GRANDMOTHER. LOUDER SNARL FROM THE WOLF. A FAINTER SCREAM, THEN TEARING, SNARLING, WORRYING NOISES MIXED UP WITH SCREAMS, WHICH GROW FAINTER AND TAIL OUT. END UP WITH WOLF SMACKING HIS CHOPS SEVERAL TIMES).12



	NARRATOR:
	In less time than it takes to tell, the Wolf had sprung upon the poor old woman and eaten her up. He swallowed her down to the very last scrap, flannel nightgown and all—there was nothing left of her except her lace nightcap lying on the mat. Then he licked his lips and lay down before the fire for a moment to digest his meal.



	WOLF:
	(SMACKS HIS CHOPS.) Not bad. On the tough side, but not bad. It can’t be long now before she comes.13 (SMACKS HIS CHOPS AGAIN). That snack has given me quite an appetite. (GIVES A SHORT SNARL). What’s that? I heard a twig snap.14 She’s coming!



	NARRATOR:
	The wolf tiptoed across to the window and peeped through a chink in the shutter. Sure enough, there was the small scarlet figure approaching across the snow. His mouth watered, and he looked round him for a good place to hide.



	WOLF:
	I’ll wait for her behind the door. No, I know! I’ll get into the bed. That’s better. She’ll think I’m Grandmamma. Quick!15 Where’s that nightcap?



	NARRATOR:
	The wolf pulled Grandmamma’s nightcap on to his head, jumped into bed, and drew the clothes up to his chin. He lay listening with one ear poking over the edge of the clothes, as Little Red Riding Hood came up the path. (HEAVY BREATHING AND A FAINT SNARL OR TWO. CROSSFADE INTO “SUR LE PONT D’AVIGNON” (FAINTLY) AND PLAY A BAR OR TWO).



	L.R.R.H.
	Oh! Look at those great big footprints in the snow. They’re a dog’s. So that dog got here first, after all. I wonder—
(TAP, TAP).16



	WOLF:
L.R.R.H.
	(IN A VERY CRACKED VOICE). Who’s there?
It’s Little Red Riding Hood, Grandmamma. I’ve brought you a basket of shortbread and a jar of butter. But oh! Grandmamma, how hoarse your voice sounds!



	WOLF:
	I’ve had a little cold, my dear. My throat is a little sore. (COUGHS SEVERAL TIMES). Push up the latch and the door will open. You’d never guess how glad your old Granny is to see you, my dear! (DOOR OPENS, CREAKS, SHUTS).



	NARRATOR:
	Little Red Riding Hood went in. She had been in this room many times before. But why did it seem somehow different? What was it that had changed? She came round the corner of the big wooden bed. The Wolf had snuggled so deep under the bedclothes that there was nothing of him to be seen except his eyes and the tip of his nose and his big ears sticking out under the nightcap. Little Red Riding Hood came towards the bed—but rather slowly. For it seemed to her that her Grandmother looked strange—very strange—though she could hardly see her.
(IN THE FOLLOWING DIALOGUE, THE WOLF’S VOICE SHOULD GROW DEEPER AT EACH SPEECH TILL IT IS HIS OWN VOICE IN THE FINAL ONE).



	L.R.R.H.
WOLF:
	You look different, Grandmamma!
You’re not used to seeing me in my nightcap, my dear!



	L.R.R.H.
WOLF:
	But what great big ears you’ve got, Grandmamma!
All the better to hear you with, my dear!



	L.R.R.H.
WOLF:
	And what big eyes you’ve got, Grandmamma!
All the better to see you with, my dear!



	L.R.R.H.
WOLF:
	But what big arms you’ve got, Grandmamma!
All the better to hug you with, my dear!



	L.R.R.H.
	But what great big teeth you’ve got, Grandmamma!



	WOLF:
	All the better to eat you with, my dear!
(THIS ENDS IN A FEROCIOUS SNARL, AND THE NARRATOR’S VOICE SHOULD FOLLOW WITHOUT ANY PAUSE).



	NARRATOR:
	And as he spoke the Wolf sprang out of the bed (SNARL, SCREAM, SNARL) and in no more than ten seconds (SNARLING, TEARING, WORRYING NOISE MIXED UP WITH SCREAMS WHICH GROW FAINTER AND FADE OUT)17 he had gobbled up Little Red Riding Hood just as he had done with her18 Grandmother, and not a sign of her was left except her wooden shoes lying side-by-side on the hearth-rug and the basket of shortbread beside them. Then the Wolf took off the nightcap, which had become a little crooked in the struggle, and lay down in front of the fire.



	WOLF:
	(SMACKS HIS LIPS REMINISCENTLY). Good, very good. It’s not often that I get a two-course meal these days.19 A lot tenderer than the old one, she was. All that good food has made me feel quite sleepy. I’ve a good mind to have forty winks. But better bolt that door first. (BOLT SHOOTS, THEN A SUDDEN SHARP SNARL). What’s that? What’s that? Did I hear a footstep or did I not?



	NARRATOR:
	The wolf put his ear to the crack beneath the door and listened intently, with his lips writhing back from his teeth in a wicked snarl. He was almost certain that he had heard the faint sound of footfalls in the snow.



	WOLF:
	Yes! There’s somebody coming! I must get out of this at once. (SNARL). They’re coming this way! (SNARL).



	WOODCUTTERS:
	This way! They’re in here!20 There’s a wolf in the house! Be ready with your axe.21 This way, quick! (SOUND OF FEET AND OF A GATE BANGING).22



	WOLF:
	It’s the woodcutters! They’re after me! (SNARL). The window! No use, it’s barred! (SNARL. SOUND OF BANGING ON THE DOOR, AND A SHOUT “BREAK IT DOWN”).23 They’re coming in! The chimney! Up the chimney! It’s my last hope. (SNARLING. BANGING ON THE DOOR CONTINUES).



	NARRATOR:
	The Wolf leapt frantically from side to side in his terror, then made a rush at the fireplace and tried to climb up the chimney. But he couldn’t do it. Before, perhaps, he might just have managed to creep up the chimney; but now, after swallowing Little Red Riding Hood and her Grandmother, he was much too big. He fell back into the room. And just at this moment the door gave way under the blows of axes, and the woodcutters burst in.
(LOUD BANGING ON THE DOOR. SAVAGE SNARLS FROM THE WOLF. A shout of “It’s giving way”, another bang, and the sound of the door falling. Another outburst of snarls, a shout of “Look out!”; the sound of a blow. The snarl changes into a howl which dies away).24



	1st W-C.
2nd W-C.
	That’s done for him.
But it’s too late! Where are they gone? The brute, he’s eaten the pair of them. Look at the old woman’s nightcap and the child’s shoes lying there on the floor. That’s all that’s left of them. He’s swallowed them bones and all.



	1st W-C.
	No, no, it’s not too late. I know a way to save them. Give us your clasp knife, quick! (SOUND OF CLASP-KNIFE BEING OPENED).25



	NARRATOR:
	The young woodcutter with the curly brown beard knelt down beside the dead wolf, and in three seconds (A LONG TEARING SOUND AS OF CANVAS BEING RIPPED)26 he had slit him right open. And, sure enough, out came the Grandmother in her flannel nightgown, and Little Red Riding Hood in her scarlet cloak. Both of them were a little cramped and glad to stretch themselves; but otherwise they were none the worse. And Little Red Riding Hood put on her wooden shoes and thanked the woodcutters for their kind action.



	L.R.R.H.
	Oh, thank you, sir! I don’t know what we should have done if you hadn’t come in just then. Oh, Granny, isn’t it nice to be able to stretch out straight again?



	GRANDMOTHER:
	Nice for you, I dare say. I don’t care for this kind of thing at my time of life. Now what’s become of my nightcap? I’m going straight back to bed before I catch my death of cold. And you, child, it’s time you were getting home, else you’ll be late for your dinner.



	NARRATOR:
	So the Grandmother found her nightcap, and got back into bed, and the woodcutters departed after Little Red Riding Hood had thanked them once again. They slung the dead Wolf on a pole and took him away with them, promising to cure the skin and make it into a hearth-rug for Little Red Riding Hood’s mother. And Little Red Riding Hood gave her Grandmother the basket of shortbread and the jar of butter, and was just leaving, when her Grandmother stopped her at the door.



	GRANDMOTHER:
	Now remember, child, let this be a lesson to you. When you go out alone, don’t speak to strangers.



	
	(BRING UP “SUR LE PONT D’AVIGNON” FAINTLY BEHIND THE NARRATOR’S VOICE).27



	NARRATOR:
	Little Red Riding Hood remembered her Grandmother’s words all the way home. Indeed, she not only did not speak to anybody, she never even stopped. And when a shepherd’s dog came running over the snow and wagged his tail at her, she never gave him a glance, but kept straight on, looking neither to right nor left, and was home for dinner just in time.



	
	(“SUR LE PONT D’AVIGNON” LOUDER AND FADE OUT).28



	
	E N D.29





The reading of A is given before the square bracket; that in B1 & 2 is given after the square bracket, unless indicated otherwise.






3033. Domestic Diary

9.7.46. Beautiful fine hot day. Turned chilly rather suddenly in the evening. Saw some hazel nuts half formed. A. has found one or two more mushrooms. A certain amount of flea on the turnips. Watered them with soapy water.

Only 3 saythe.

10.7.46: Cured a rabbit skin (ordinary one). To be opened about 25. 7.46.

Only 4 saythe last night. Movements of these fish quite unpredictable, but presumably they are following the shoals of fry or whitebait. The things one finds in their stomachs look like tiny eels, about 1½″ long.

11.7.46: 8 saythe last night. Fish jumping all over the place.

Hot all day, striking rather chilly in the evening, & wind veering round to west, but no rain.

While stalking a rabbit, I saw a stoat playing on the big stones near the gate. It was only a few feet away from me, but it appeared almost unafraid, & sometimes simply sat on the rock & looked at me. My impression was that it was darker in colour (more chocolate-coloured) than the stoats one sees in England. I notice that the animals of this family, normally shy enough, seem to have moments when they lose all fear of man.

No result from rabbit snares hitherto (have 12 out.) Probably it needs long practice before one can get them exactly right. One or two of mine have been disturbed, however, showing that the rabbits do not in all cases actually avoid the run where a snare is. D.D.1 says one should collect any rabbits that are caught early in the morning, otherwise the gulls have them.

Today saw a few primroses in bloom in shady places. Another spotted orchis is coming up, this time a dark mauve one. The other was light mauve, almost white. A. says it is the same flower, but must surely be a sub-variety. Eggs & bacon still out all over the place. A little rather pretty flower called Eyebright out in the grass in the garden. Self Heal everywhere.

Of the flower seeds I sowed on 7.6.46, only lupins, pansies & cheddar pinks have shown yet. The spinach has definitely failed to germinate & I shall use the ground for something else.

The so-called wild cat is in fact not very wild. I have seen it quite close to on various occasions. It always gives the appearance of stalking in a very amateurish way, & in any case it is a sign of the great quantities of game here that an animal so conspicuously marked (brilliant tortoise-shell) can subsist at all.

12.7.46. 24 saythe last night. These were all caught in about 20 minutes, after which we packed up, not wanting to waste fish. We could have caught 50 if we had wanted them. The sea was alive with the creatures, jumping all round the boat. On weighing one or two, we find that the biggest we catch are about 11–12 ounces. But they are uniform in size & I should think not many are below 6 ounces. They are delicious eating. Trying to find out exactly the method by which people here dry them for the winter.

The geese are moulting a bit, probably because of poor feeding. I don’t think they ought to moult before August.

13.7.46. Very hot & dry all yesterday. Sea like glass. Horse flies awful.

In the night a few drops of rain. This morning wet & misty, wind in west. Yesterday thinned out first lot of turnips, sowed more leeks. In the evening, about 10.30, by the new stable, saw 3 otters together, running across the grass about 30 yards away. They looked almost black in the half light.

This morning for the first time caught a rabbit in a wire. Went down to get the wires in, taking the gun as I thought a rabbit or two might be out. Saw one sitting about 40 yards away & shot & killed it, to find it was already caught in the snare (round the neck.)

Notice in skinning these rabbits the great difference between old & young ones. In the young ones the skin comes off like a glove, whereas some of the older ones are quite difficult to skin. Also, when cured, the pelts of the younger ones remain much suppler. Have now cured six or seven skins; no sign of their going bad yet, but must keep them some months to test. Then must find out how to make them supple (pretty stiff at present.)2

Cleared up for a bit in the afternoon, rain again at night. The very low tides continue, in fact the water never seems to come within 20 yards of the high tide mark. However A. McK.3 says the spring tides will begin soon.

In the afternoon a tremendous column of water suddenly shot up just outside the bay. A. said a “whale thrasher”, or granpus.° Know nothing about these creatures—not even quite certain whether they are mammals or not.

A. bought a lobster creel which we have put out. Another to arrive next week. Think I put it too near inshore. As we had plenty of food in hand we went out intending to catch only 1 fish to bait the creel with, but they immediately started biting so fast that we found ourselves with 8 or 9 by the time we had the creel ready.

Coal almost finished (1 ton, beginning about May 25th.). I.e. a ton of coal lasts about 6 weeks. More coming shortly. Meanwhile collecting & cutting up wood, which, if one uses nothing else, means about 2 hours work a day for 2 people.

Made handle for sledge hammer out of a bough of mountain ash. Shall be interested to see whether it is strong enough. Almost impossible here to get hold of a piece of timber which is either straight or without a flaw in it. Cured a rabbit skin—to be opened at end of July.

14.7.46. Some rain in the night. This morning very blowy (wind from west) with alternate rain & sunny intervals.

Pulled first radishes, sown 25.5.46. Fair, but would probably have been better ones if I had sown one of the short kinds. Spring onions in a week or so, lettuces in 10 days or a fortnight.

Took up creel. A crab (usual edible kind) was in it, but he did not seem big enough to be worth keeping, so threw him back. Almost all the crabs here are smallish & only worth keeping if one has 2 or 3, so we must institute a storage box.

15.7.46. Rain in night, fairly heavy & continuous rain this morning, & decidedly cold.

Later part of day alternate rain & sun, but pretty blowy. Wind shifting round to S.E. at times.

Did not fish or inspect creel. Boat riding well at anchor, but the tides have suddenly changed, the water coming quite far in, so that she was too far out & we could not get to her at high tide. Made box for fish, but decided it was too big & clumsy so shall use it as a storage box for crabs.

Thinned first lot of swedes, ditto carrots & beetroots. Shall sow more lettuces as they grow so fast this year that if sown now they should be ready before the end of September. Have taken netting off the beds as I think I have temporarily scared the rabbits off & have wiped out the family that was living actually in the garden.

Stags now have very large horns, but still velvety. Mother wagtail sitting on fence feeding young one. This breed4 left the nest about 3 days ago, so they evidently go on feeding them for some days after they can fly.

19.7.46. Diary not kept up for several days owing to pen being mislaid.

Until yesterday weather has been mostly rainy, & generally blowy as well. Yesterday evening it cleared up & is still fine. Wind generally in west. Sea calm.

Fishing has gone off. Only 2 fish, ie. saythe (we generally catch one or two pollock as well) last night, & 7 the night before last. No fish jumping now. Last night A. hooked a mackerel & again lost him as he was being lifted into the boat.

Creel is lost, after only about 3 nights’ use. I suppose I put it too near the channel, or else did not weight it sufficiently, & it drifted.

Tides now very much higher. Much adjustment needed to anchor the boat so that we can get to her when the water is high, without having to drag her a long distance when it is low.

Have cured 2 rabbit skins, to be opened about beginning of August.

Saw a number of the rabbits with white collars round Kinuachdrach. They are never seen here, not much more than a mile away, whereas the fawn-coloured ones, common here, are never seen up that end.

Peat has been brought in & is being used, though still rather damp. About 150 blocks.

Found blueberries ripe yesterday. Large numbers of hazel nuts round Kinuachdrach. Said to get ripe about beginning of September. Black currants now ripe, or mostly.

D. D. & his sister5 doing terrific job thinning their turnips—about a quarter of an acre. The turnips are now 8″ high or so, & are thinned by hand. D.D. will not use a hoe as he says that if one does so one cannot single out the strongest plants. Actually one can hoe roughly first & then single each clump. However, it is the custom here not to use the hoe. It takes days of work to thin this area of turnips.

The D. s will be lifting a few potatoes soon, which is just as well for us as we are now running out.




3034. To Dwight Macdonald

20 July 1946 Typewritten

Barnhill

Isle of Jura

Argyllshire

Scotland

[No salutation]

I daresay you’ve seen this article in “Polemic,” but I thought you might like a copy of the pamphlet.1 I am trying through my agent to arrange to sell a few copies in the USA.

I am at the above until October, having a complete holiday from journalism. I am contemplating starting another book but haven’t done so yet. It is pretty primitive here and you have to catch or grow a good deal of your own food, but it does me good after almost six years unbroken in London. I passed on the MS of Victor Serge’s memoirs to Warburg just before I came away, but I don’t know what W. has done about them, and as they only arrived just before I left London I didn’t get time to read them.

Geo. Orwell




3035. Domestic Diary

20.7.46. Not much rain during the day, but overcast, blowing & decidedly cold. Thinned second lot of turnips.

Rabbit wire arrived, 100 yards of 3 ft. Shall need about 30 stakes, difficult to procure here as there is no straight wood. Sodium chlorate is coming, 1 cwt., of which, however, the F.s1 want to borrow half. Half cwt. should be enough to cover the whole area here in pretty strong solution, but I would like to give 2 applications.

Took out ½ gall. petrol. Up to date, 8½ – 22 galls, taken out.

New ton of coal started today. The first ton has therefore lasted about 8 weeks, but this is with the use of a great deal of wood & a little peat. So 6 tons a year is none too much for this house.3

Sowed radishes.

Shot one of the rabbits with white neck. The white marking is only round the neck & nose, & these rabbits are extremely local, only seen in two small areas.

Fishing has definitely gone off for the time being. Only 3, ie. saythe, last night, & 2 the night before that. Last night suddenly saw a creel at the point & sprang to the conclusion it was our lost one. When hauling it up found it was not ours, but it may have been the other that I. & A.4 promised to leave for us. A sizeable crab in it, which I kept. Tremendous struggle to get him out as he clung to the netting & I had to prize his claws apart at risk of being pinched.

The F.s have already lifted a field of potatoes & presumably somewhat prematurely as all their people have now run out of potatoes.

Tides much higher. Strong current in the sea, but surface still calm.

Cured 2 rabbit skins (open about 3.8.46).

21.7.46. Miserable weather. Rain not heavy but almost continuous all day.

Cold enough to make one want a fire in every room. Too wet to do much out of doors. Set creel & lengthened rope of storage box, but did not fish, as there was a nasty swell on the water.

22.7.46. Went down to Craighouse. Violent rain that end of the island, this end not quite so bad.

Notice that down that end chaffinches are quite common—they do exist up here, but one does not see them frequently.

Tried to fish, but great difficulty in landing & beaching boat. Fairly strong sea & very strong current. Caught several pollack in about 5 minutes, then they suddenly stopped biting. No saythe except a very tiny one. Nothing in creel.

23.7.46. Rain most of day, which became torrential in the evening. Streams overflow their banks & roads turn into rivers after only an hour or two of rain of this kind. Too rough to fish, but took up creel (empty), getting wetted to the waist in landing the boat. Wind shifting round to south.

Shot two rabbits in one shot, which does not often happen, ie. with adult rabbits.

24.7.46. Violent storm for part of night, calming down this morning. Some thunder.

Went down to inspect boat & found that though riding secure at her anchor she had been swamped by a heavy sea & the gratings etc. washed overboard. However recovered everything. Boat has a bad crack forward, & when putting her in the water found she was taking in water badly—not enough to make it quite impossible to use her, but badly enough to make it necessary to bale every quarter of an hour or so. Turned her over, worked plasticine into the crack, caulked up one or two seams, & varnished thickly. Shall test whether this waterproofs her sufficiently as soon as the sea is calm, but she really needs a new board forward—actually 2 boards.

Wind still in south most of day. Some rain in the morning, sunny & warm most of the afternoon.

Forgot to note, took out another gallon of petrol on 22.7.46, ie. 9½ – 2 galls.

For a week or so past terns very busy & noisy over the little island at the mouth of the harbour at Kinuachdrach. They keep making darts at the ground almost as they do over the sea when fishing. Presumably feeding families of young ones (terns lay late in the year, I think). I note some of them darting at the tree that grows on the island, so possibly there are nests in the branches as well as on the ground.

I hardly see any of the fawn-coloured rabbits now, though I have certainly not shot all that were here—I think I have shot 8, to be exact, & they were quite common in May–June. Now there is only one that I see, always round about the same place. Presumably, being so conspicuous, they are the first to fall to hawks & perhaps owls. They are almost certainly not a separate breed, ie. merely a sport tending to recur in one locality, like black rabbits, & it will be interesting to see whether they are equally common next year. The rabbits with white markings are extremely local. I see them in 3 places, & nowhere else. When one sees identifiable animals like this, one realises how restricted a rabbit’s movements are.

Otters it appears catch not only sea fish, but lobsters. They are said to catch bigger lobsters than are ever caught by human beings, ie. those that are too big to get into the creel. Ditto salmon—a 40 lb. salmon partly devoured by an otter is said to have been found here, no human being ever having caught one of such a size on this island.

25.7.46. Rather rainy in morning, clearing in afternoon. Sea roughish. Walked over to Glengarrisdale. Getting there took 2¾ hours, coming back about 2 hours & 40 minutes, so the route we now use is evidently an improvement (3 hours each way last time). Sea on the Atlantic side calmer than here, to my surprise. Found some fresh mussel shells, though no mussels actually on the rocks. They seem not to exist on this side of the island.

Saw an almost white hind—white patches more or less covering back, but brown on belly. Saw no stags all day, though literally hundreds of hinds. Evidently they separate at this time of year, but it is a puzzle where the stags go to.

Saw a flock of chaffinches, so they are commoner this end of the island than I thought.

Again saw an eagle mobbed by hoodie crows.

26.7.46. Fine & warm, sea calmer, though wind has gone round to west again. Large crab in the creel, which this time was baited with rabbit. Painted entire bottom of boat with red under-paint—shall follow up with white, & paint her green inside. She does not now take in water so badly.

27.7.46. Fine all day, though not particularly hot. Lobster in creel (our first). Fixed rollers on rope to make a continuous chain of them on which the boat can be dragged up, & shall put them in place tomorrow when the tide is low. Tonight only 3 saythe—12 last night. Last night we twice hooked a mackerel & lost it when drawing it into the boat, making 4 times that this has happened. The reason seems to be that as the mackerel is a fighter, it generally makes a last-minute dash which causes it to bang against the boat or one of the other rods. One really wants a landing net.

Rabbits have been in the garden again & done some damage. The worst seem to be the families of very young rabbits. Saw another of the whitey-coloured ones yesterday.

Ian McKechnie says that the lobster’s “scissors claw” is not always on the same side: it is as though some lobsters were right-handed & some left-handed.

28.7.46. Rain almost continuous all day. In the afternoon wind in south & sea quite violent, calming down very rapidly later.

Put rollers in position, but probably have not weighted them sufficiently to prevent the tide shifting them. Too wet to fish.




3036. Yvonne Davet

29 July 1946 Typewritten

Barnhill

Isle of Jura

Argyllshire

Scotland

Chère Madame Davet,

Naturellement je serai très content si “Homage to Catalonia” soit accepté par M. Chariot.1 Dans ce cas il-y-a plusieurs erreurs (fautes typographiques etc.) qu’il faudra corriger et que je vous signalerai. Il me semble aussi qu’il serait meilleur d’ajouter une introduction par quelqu’un (un Espagnol si possible) qui connaît bien l’Espagne et la politique espagnolle.° Quand ce livre sera ré-imprimé en Angleterre, j’ai l’idée d’enlever une ou peut-être deux chapitres et les mettre à la fin du livre en forme d’appendix. Il s’agit surtout de la chapitre qui discute minutieusement les “jours de Mai,” avec des citations des journaux etc. Celle-ci a une valeur historique, mais elle serait ennuyeuse pour un lecteur qui ne s’intéresse pas spécialement à la guerre d’Espagne, et on la pourrait mettre à part sans déformer la texte.2 Quant au titre, sans doute il serait meilleur de la changer. Même en Anglais ce titre n’est pas grande chose. Mais peut-être vous avez des idées sur ce sujet vous-même. Choisir un titre dans une langue étrangère me semble impossible.3

Malheureusement je n’ai pas un roman à offrir à M. Charlot. “Burmese Days,” “Animal Farm” et “Coming Up for Air” sont tous les trois en train d’être traduits, et il n’y a pas d’autres.4 C’est à dire j’ai bien écrit deux autres romans, mais je n’en suis pas très fier et j’ai decidé il y a longtemps de les supprimer. Quant au roman que je commence maintenant, il sera fini peut-être en 1947. Je ne l’ai que commencé. Pendant presque trois mois je n’ai fait rien du tout, c’est à dire, je n’ai rien écrit. Après des années où j’ai fait trois articles chaque semaine, je me suis trouvé terriblement fatigué et j’avais grand besoin d’une longue vacance. Ici en écosse° on vit d’une façon tres primitive, et on se trouve assez occupé en chassant les lapins, prenant les poissons, etc., pour avoir assez à manger. Justement j’ai commencé à écrire un long article pour “Polemic,”5 et après avoir fini cela j’espère travailler deux mois à mon roman avant de retourner à Londres en Octobre. En Octobre je recommence le journalisme, mais si j’ai écrit au moins quelques chapitres du roman je serai peut-être capable de le finir tôt ou tard. Le difficile est de commencer un nouveau livre quand on se trouve occupé cinq ou six jours par sémaine.

Je reste ici jusqu’au commencement d’Octobre, ou peut-être quelques semaines plus tard. Après cela mon adresse à Londres sera comme toujours. L’adresse de mon éditeur (pour “Homage to Catalonia”) est:

      Messrs. Secker and Warburg

      Publishers

      7 John Street

      LONDON WC I

Très amicalement

[Signed] Geo. Orwell

George Orwell

P.S. Ci-inclus une exemplaire de mon pamphlet “James Burnham and the Managerial Revolution,” qui a paru d’abord comme article en “Polemic” sous le titre de “Second Thoughts on James Burnham.” Je suppose que c’est possible qu’une des révues mensuelles le trouverait digne d’une traduction.5

Translation

I would, of course, be very pleased if Homage to Catalonia were accepted by M. Chariot.1 If it is, there are several mistakes (typographical errors etc.) which need correcting and which I’ll point out to you. I also think that it would be better to add an introduction by someone (a Spaniard, if possible) who has a good knowledge of Spain and Spanish politics. When the book is reprinted in England, I plan to take out one or perhaps two chapters and put them at the end of the book as an appendix. It specially concerns the chapter giving a detailed picture of the May fighting, with quotations from the newspapers etc. It has a historic value, but it would be tedious for a reader with no special interest in the Spanish Civil War, and it could go at the end without damaging the text.2 As for the title, it would probably be better to alter it. Even in English the title doesn’t mean much. But perhaps you have some thoughts on the subject. I think it’s impossible to choose a title in a foreign language.3

Unfortunately, I have no novel to give to M. Chariot. Burmese Days, Animal Farm and Coming Up For Air are all being translated,4 and there aren’t any more. That is, I did write two other novels, but I’m not very proud of them, and I made up my mind a long time ago to suppress them. As for the novel I’m beginning now, that will possibly be finished in 1947. I’ve only just started it. For nearly three months I’ve done nothing at all, that is, I’ve written nothing. After years of writing three articles a week, I was dreadfully tired, and I very much needed a long holiday. Here in Scotland we are living in a very primitive fashion, and we’re quite busy shooting rabbits, catching fish etc. to get enough to eat. I’ve just started writing a long article for Polemic,5 and after I’ve finished that, I hope to work on my novel for two months before I go back to London in October. In October I’ll start doing journalism again, but if I’ve written at least a few chapters of the novel I’ll probably be able to finish it sooner or later. The difficult thing is starting a new book when you’re busy for five or six days a week.

I’m staying here till the beginning of October, or perhaps a few weeks later. After that my address in London will be as usual. The address of my publishers (for Homage to Catalonia) is

      Messrs. Secker and Warburg

      Publishers

      7 John Street

      London W.C.1.

P.S. I enclose a copy of my pamphlet James Burnham and the Managerial Revolution, which first appeared as an article in Polemic with the title “Second thoughts on James Burnham.” I suppose it is possible that one of the monthlies might think it worth translating.6




3037. To Leonard Moore

29 July 1946 Typewritten

Barnhill

Isle of Jura

Argyllshire

Dear Moore,

Herewith the agreements duly signed. I am glad to hear about the serial publication in Canada.1

Arthur Ballard wrote recently and said you had been in communication with him about the James Burnham pamphlet. I think they would prefer to sell copies of their own in the USA rather than dispose of the rights to an American publisher, supposing that any American publisher is interested in it. I told them to negotiate direct with you. No doubt you will know what is the best method of disposing of the pamphlet: but, other things being equal, I would prefer to let the Socialist Book Centre sell their own copies over there, which I suppose would be more profitable to them and would act as a slight advertisement for their series of pamphlets. I don’t know how the pamphlet has sold in this country, but I imagine that only small sums of money will be involved in any case.

Yours sincerely

[Signed] Eric Blair

Eric Blair




3038. Domestic Diary

20.7.46. Some rain, but finer. The tide had Hung the rollers all over the place & it took me about an hour to disentangle them & put them back. In the evening, after another tide, they had not moved much. Evidently they want weighting all the way up the row. But when in place they save a great deal of labour.

In the evening 6 saythe & 1 pollock. Only a medium sized crab in the creel, which I killed & left there to serve as bait. It appears that when there is a crab in the creel, & one does not intend to keep him, one should kill him, as otherwise he will eat the remainder of the bait. A lobster, once finding himself caught, does not continue eating the bait—or so it is said.

Lifted some of D.D’s potatoes. Very poor crop, in spite of the good haulm.1 I should say on average 5 or 6 potatoes on plant. Reason given, ground was not manured.

30.7.46. Continuous driving rain till evening. About 5 pm it began to clear, with violent wind & some sun. Today & yesterday the wind has been veering about between west & south, & the sea in the bay shows the effects almost at once. The water is always reasonably calm, ie. inshore, when the wind is in the west. Did not take up creel. Too wet to do anything out of doors. Began repairing wheelbarrow.

31.7.46. Beautiful fine day, & quite hot. Sea very calm in bay, but a ground swell outside. Water very clear & blue, very low tide. Found the lost creel, which, as A.M.2 predicted, showed itself when the water was at its lowest. I had tangled the rope, shortening it by about 6 feet, which is evidently a thing to beware of when setting the creel. Painted the boat green & white. Schedule of digging for July only just finished on time. I notice that when the grass is cleared away from the various currant & gooseberry bushes which the deer have grazed down, they do not look so bad, & may bear again if protected this winter. Several of the currant bushes have layered themselves, forming small bushes which I shall transplant later.

Set one creel, not having bait for the other.

Took out 1½ galls petrol. (Altogether 11 – 2 galls).

1.8.46. Fine till about 10 pm, when a drizzle set in, turning later into heavy rain. Caught (ie. landed) the first mackerel of the year.




3039. To P. G. Walford, Copyright Department, BBC

2 August 1946 Typewritten

Barnhill

Isle of Jura

Argyllshire

Dear Sir,

With reference to your letter dated July 29th.1

I am certainly willing for you to send a copy of the script of the ‘Voyage of the Beagle’ to the Swiss broadcasting authorities. I am also ready to give permission for copies of any other programmes I write for the BBC to be disposed of to overseas broadcasting corporations without further reference to myself. I should like to know what the arrangements are about payment, however. In the case of a foreign company re-broadcasting a programme of mine, do I get paid anything, or does the BBC hold all the second rights?

Yours truly

Eric Blair2

George Orwell




3040. Domestic Diary

2.8.46. Showers, but fine most of the day. Wind all the time veering about west—south, & sea roughish. It is almost always difficult to launch the boat when the wind is in the south.

Saw a family of young pheasants, about 6 or 8 of them very forward for August & flying strongly.

Cured a rabbit skin (fawn-coloured). To be opened about middle of August.

Set both creels, baiting with rabbit.

3.8.4.6. Fine all day, strongish wind from west, sea fairly calm in-shore.

Cut more fence posts. Rabbits have been in the garden again. Curiously enough they seem to attack the radishes before anything else.

Green blackberries forming, some rowan berries almost ripe, scabius budding.

4.8.46. Very stormy in morning, clearing up in afternoon, but wind still strong. Opened a hazel nut. Only pith inside. Evidently there is going to be a large crop of hazel nuts.

5.8.46. Less wind. Some showers, but fine on the whole. Finished wheelbarrow (very flimsy, owing to lack of suitable timber) & marked out third bed. I now have enough fence posts to start putting up the wire. Just calm enough to launch the boat. Rollers had been flung all over the place again & it is clear that each one will have to be anchored down individually. Six saythe, but we hooked & lost about as many as we caught. A large crab with no claws in one of the creels. It appears they can survive without claws. I had not noticed before that a lobster has a small claw on one of its legs just behind the main claw. It uses this chiefly for feeding, the big ones being weapons. When putting a lobster in the box after it has been out of the water for some time, one should be careful not to drown it. The way to avoid this is to dip it in water a number of times before finally dropping it in. A lobster needs a cubic foot of fresh sea water every 24 hours, so that the box must be well aerated.




3041. To Leonard Moore

6 August 1946 Typewritten

Barnhill

Isle of Jura

Argyllshire

Dear Moore,

Many thanks for your letter with the cuttings, and for paying the money into my bank.

I never received any letter asking whether I would do reviews in the “New Yorker.” I suppose a certain number of letters will have gone astray owing to my removal here. As to visiting the USA, I have never had the slightest idea of doing so, and I don’t know how the rumour can have got about. However, I would certainly like to review for the “New Yorker” occasionally if they want me to, and I suppose my doing so isn’t contingent on my being over there? I have sometimes done reviews for the New York “Nation,” and there wasn’t generally a great deal of delay. Perhaps you could handle this for me as they have approached you?

I sent a copy of the James Burnham pamphlet to Dwight Macdonald, the editor of “Politics,” (45 Astor Place, New York 3), and Arthur Ballard tells me he has also sent one. I know it would be up his street, and if nothing else materialises it might be feasible to sell a few hundred copies via “Politics.” This isn’t a thing which would sell largely in any case, but we might as well get off as many as possible.1

I am in communication with Mrs Jelenska, the Polish woman who translated “Animal Farm,” about a further translation. The people she works for don’t want “Burmese Days,” as it is too specialised a subject, and are talking of making a sort of selection of various essays and passages out of several books. I think I had better hammer it out with them myself, as there are some things I don’t want taken out of their context.

Do you know whether the corrections I sent were put right in the French translation of “Burmese Days?”2

Yours sincerely

Eric Blair




3042. To Vernon Richards

6 August 1946 Typewritten

Barnhill

Isle of Jura

Argyllshire

Dear Richards,1

I enclose the copy of the Nunn May petition, which I have signed,2 not without slight misgivings. I think it is right to petition, (a) because the sentence was too long and (b) because the less spy-hunting that is indulged in the better, but I can’t help feeling privately that the petition as worded doesn’t state the facts quite correctly. It seems pretty clear that Nunn May’s3 motive was simply to hand over a military secret to the USSR and not to the world at large. He did not publish his information, but on the contrary handed it over secretly to an intelligence agent and, according to the evidence at the first hearing, also made a rendezvous to meet some other agent later in London. I certainly don’t think he wanted or expected to be paid, but as the Russians did pay him something they evidently considered that they were simply buying a piece of information, and he must have known what kind of people he was dealing with. I should have thought the strongest point to make was the date. I forget what date it was, but didn’t this happen after the war was over?

My best regards to Marie Louise.4 I expect to be back in London in October. I have had several glorious months doing no work whatever. Richard is very well and beginning to talk a little.

Yours sincerely

[Signed] Geo. Orwell

George Orwell




3043. Domestic Diary

6.8.46. Rain, on & off. Started new bed, prepared fence posts. Pruned bushes, which do not now look absolutely hopeless. Lettuces just ready to cut (sown 28.5.46.). Rabbits have been in the garden again & have even been scratching in the beds. Have not been able to shoot a rabbit for 2 or 3 days past. They seem to alternate between extreme shyness & the opposite. Put 2 lobsters in the box. They had been out of the water about 6 hours, so we shall see whether they drown when put back after this interval.

Nothing in the creels, which we shall put over the other side of the bay next time. Fear that this bay may have been cleared out1 for the time being by the lobster boats from the mainland.

Ian says when one gets a conger eel in the creel, it is important to kill it while inside & not let it out, or it will work havoc. One should kill it by cutting through its backbone.

Forgot to mention that I killed another snake (small one) the day before yesterday. Again not completely sure it was an adder, but prefer not to take chances anywhere near the house.

In tying up a lobster’s claws, one should tie the “scissor” claw first.

I was stung by a wasp today—hitherto we have not seen any.

Boat again swamped by the fairly heavy sea that was running as a result of the south wind this morning. If properly tied bow & stern she does not shift from her anchor, but one cannot prevent seas breaking over her & therefore has to remove anything liable to be washed away, such as the gratings.




3044. To Lydia Jackson

7 August 1946 Typewritten

Barnhill

Isle of Jura

Argyllshire

Dear Lydia,1

Thanks for your letter. If you’d like to come up here, there would be room in the house in the second half of August, say any time between the 15th and September 1st. Somebody else is coming on the latter date, I think. The steamers leave for Jura on Mondays, Wednesdays and Fridays and leave Jura for the mainland on Tuesdays, Thursdays and Saturdays. The itinerary is as follows:

7.55 am leave Glasgow Central Station for Gourock.

Join boat at Gourock.

12 noon arrive Tarbert East.

Travel from Tarbert East to Tarbert West by bus (buses run in conjunction with the boats.)

Join boat at Tarbert West.

Arrive Craighouse (Jura) about 3.30 pm.

Hired car to Ardlussa.

Walk to Barnhill (about 6 miles.)2

You don’t need a great amount of clothes so long as you have a raincoat and stout boots. But could you bring some bread and/or flour. We are fairly well off for other foodstuffs but chronically short of cereals since the bread rationing.3 I can carry a certain amount of luggage for the last part of the journey, which is the only part that really presents difficulties, on the back of my motor bike. For instance, I could carry in that way a large rucksack, or a fairly large cardboard box, but preferably not anything as large as a suitcase, because it is an unspeakable road. One can travel up from Euston by a night train, reaching Glasgow about 6 am, which just gives one time for a cup of tea before leaving for Gourock, or come the day before and sleep in Glasgow. In that case it’s well to book accommodation, and one might try either the Central Hotel (Central Station), or the Beresford, or the Royal, both of which are in Sauchiehall Street. You can get breakfast on one boat and lunch in the other, but it’s a very poor meal in both cases, so it’s well to have a sandwich or something with you. It’s a good idea to travel 3rd class on the boats because it’s much the same accommodation anyway. Try and give me several days notice, won’t you, so that I can arrange about hiring the car. I think Susan’s little girl is coming up on Friday the 16th, in which case I shall go to Glasgow to meet her, but it’s not certain yet.

Thanks so much for sending on the boots.4 We need all the footwear we can get here because of course one is constantly getting wet, especially when we go fishing. Latterly the weather has been foul but whenever it’s decent we go out at night and catch a lot of fish which helps the larder.

As to the repairs. As I am supposed to be the tenant, it might be best if you sent Keep’s bill on to me and let me pay it, and I will then send the receipted bill to Dearman5 and see what I can get out of him. I don’t suppose we’ll get the whole amount, but anyway we can square up afterwards. I don’t suppose Keep will charge an enormous amount from what I know of him.

Love to Pat.6

Yours

Eric




3045. To Anne Popham

7 August 1946 Typewritten

Barnhill

Isle of Jura

Argyllshire

Dear Andy,

You see this time it’s me who delays weeks or is it months before answering. You didn’t have to be so apologetic—I know only too well how difficult it is to answer a letter and how they rise up and smite one day after day.

I thought over your letter a lot, and I expect you’re right. You’re young and you’ll probably find someone who suits you. Any way° let’s say no more about it.1 I hope I shall see you when I am back in London (probably about October). I heard from Ruth2 about a week ago, as she kindly took in and is looking after some books which were being sent and which I didn’t want to follow me up here. We’re all flourishing here and Richard is beginning to talk a little though he’s still far more interested in doing things with his hands and is becoming very clever with tools. My sister is here and does the cooking, and Susan looks after Richard and looks after the house, while I do the gardening and carpentering. For two months I did no writing at all, then last month I did write an article,3 and I may begin a novel before returning to London but I’m not tying myself down. I had to have a good rest after years of hackwork, and it has done me a lot of good. So far I haven’t even had a cold while here, in spite of getting wet to the skin several times a week. We have to catch or shoot a lot of our food, but I like doing that and as a matter of fact we feed better than one can do in London now. This is a nice big house, and if I can get a long lease which would make it worth while to furnish it more completely and instal an electric light plant, one could make it really comfortable. In any case I’m going to plant fruit trees this autumn and hope I shall be here to get the benefit of them. It’s also a great treat to be in a place where Richard can run in and out of the house without being in any danger of getting run over. The only danger for him here is snakes, but I kill them whenever I see one anywhere near the house. This winter I shall send him to the nursery school if there is a vacancy.

Let me hear from you again if you can get round to writing.

Yours

George




3046. Domestic Diary

7.8.46. Fine & very blowy all day till evening, when some light rain fell. Put up about three quarters of rabbit wire. Most places it is sunk about 2″, which is said to be sufficient.

Sea rough, calming somewhat in the evening.

8.8.46. Rain almost continuous till evening, but not heavy, rather a succession of drizzling showers. Wind mostly south & sea quite rough in morning calming a little in evening. Too wet to do much out of doors. Killed the first of the geese. It was the one with the deformed wings—not the biggest, but not the smallest. After drawing, weight 7½ lb, so live weight would be 8 or 9 lb. Age 3½–4 months, so I suppose some will be 10 lb or more before we eat them. Struck by the enormous size & extreme toughness of the gizzard.

Today given a stag’s liver. Very large, very dark & on the tough side.

9.8.46. Very heavy rain in the night. Tried to fish last night, but too rough to launch the boat. Anchor rope had broken & boat was attached only by the shore rope, but fortunately undamaged. NB. that one wants a bit of chain for the last few feet to the anchor.

Soil here evidently wants lime. The bed up against the wall has done all right (probably has had some lime from lumps of mortar), but in the bed nearest the fence the soil seems very sour & none of the seeds in it have done very well. Incidentally about half the flower seeds I had from Carters’1 have completely failed to germinate.

Raining all this morning, & sea rough. In the afternoon it suddenly cleared up, & there was a beautiful still evening, with the sea like a mirror & a splendid moon. All afternoon busy unblocking a blocked water pipe (only partially successful.) Recovered anchor. Caught 8 saythe, some of them quite large ones. There were shoals of little ones, about 4″ long, following the baits & snapping at them, & from time to time one cannot help catching these tiny creatures, which, however, can generally be got off the hook undamaged & thrown back. Set creels in a new place.

10.8.46. Very fine day, except for a very light shower of a few minutes in the afternoon. Experimentally applied a small quantity of sodium chlorate to nettles, at the rate of 1 lb to the gallon & about 1 gallon to 10 square yards. If this kills them, I shall apply in the same strength to the rushes.

One lobster (medium-sized) in creel. Tied his claws, I hope satisfactorily, but I had no string & had to unpick a strand of rope. Tied scissor claw first, making a slip knot & pulling it tight before winding round, holding him down with my foot while doing so.

Today saw lizard (brown one)—the first time that I have seen one here. In digging, accidentally killed a toad which was buried a few inches deep in the earth. At this time of year, I think this must have been a toad which had failed to wake up for the spring. They would hardly begin hibernating again yet.

Wind in north much of day.

Ian took out (I think) about 2 galls. petrol, making 13 – 2 galls.

11.8.46. Very fine & still day, except for a sharp shower of about a quarter of an hour in the afternoon, & another lighter one later. Sea had some waves on it in the morning; in the afternoon so still that we could see the reflection of the lighthouse.

Ate the goose—good flavour but not fat (entirely grass-fed.)

Began preparing stakes for trees & bushes. Red hot pokers, of which I find there are a few here, are almost out. Nettles treated with sodium chlorate bleached & wilting. Saw a robin, not a very common bird here. Tried the “insect repellant”, which seems to work but has to be renewed pretty often.




3047. To Leonard Moore

12 August 1946 Typewritten

Barnhill

Isle of Jura

Argyllshire

Dear Moore,

Thank you for your letter of the 7th. Yes, will you follow Harrison & Hill’s1 advice about the remitting of the money from America? I have always found them very helpful and pains-taking° about my income tax affairs, and if they say that it is better to draw all the money in one go, they are probably right.

Yours sincerely

Eric Blair




3048. To George Woodcock

12 August 1946 Typewritten

Barnhill

Isle of Jura

Argyllshire

Dear George,

Many thanks for your letter of the 3rd. I’m glad you had a nice time in Switzerland. Yes, of course put my name down as a future contributor to “Now,”1 if you want to, though God knows when I’ll write anything. You know how it is about spare time.

I shall not be back in London till October, probably about the 10th or 15th, so I could not arrange to attend any meeting of the Defence Committee earlier than the middle of October. I’ve just started another novel2 which I dare say might get finished some time in 1947. I did literally no work for three months, a holiday which I sorely needed, and only got round to starting work again a week or so ago, so I have only written a few pages. However I hope to get in a good six weeks at it and thus come back with enough written to encourage me to go on with it in the intervals of journalism. I shall also have to have about 10 days before coming away to tidy up the garden, build a shelter for the boat, put up rabbit netting and generally leave this place tidy for the winter. After October I suppose I shall be back on the journalistic treadmill again.

Give my love to Inge.3

Yours

Geo. Orwell




3049. Domestic Diary

12.8.46. Not so fine as yesterday. A few showers, & looks as though it would be wet tonight. Applied sodium chlorate to some of the rushes. On one patch applied at the same rate as for the nettles, ie. 1 lb to a gallon & about 1 gallon to 10 sq. yards, & on another tried the experiment of scattering the sodium chlorate dry, trusting to the rain to wash it in.

Wind in west.

Yesterday saw another fawn-coloured rabbit (baby one.) Put away half dozen of the cured rabbit skins in a drawer, considering that they had dried sufficiently. Shall put moth balls with them, & see what they look like next year. One would, I think, only get on average an oblong of 8″ by 4″ or 5″ inches out of each pelt, so that one would need about 100 to make a good bed rug. On the other hand a bout 4 or perhaps 6 should make a pair of bedroom slippers.




3050. To Michael Meyer

14 August 1946 Typewritten

Barnhill

Isle of Jura

Argyllshire

Dear Michael,

Many thanks for your letter. Do you think it would be possible for you to come here after staying with your friends in Glasgow, because at the end of August and beginning of September we shall have 7 or 8 people in the house, which is about our full capacity. Actually we have 8 beds, but there’s also the question of food, particularly bread. But up to about 7 people we can manage all right. If you’re at or near Glasgow it isn’t a formidable journey, and I’ll give you the full itinerary. Boats leave for Jura on Mondays, Wednesdays and Fridays, and you travel as follows:

7.55 am leave Glasgow Central station for Gourock.

Join boat at Gourock.

Arrive Tarbert East about 12 noon.

Travel by bus (buses run in conjunction with boats) to Tarbert West.

Join boat at Tarbert West.

Arrive Craighouse (Jura) about 3.30 pm.

Hired car to Ardlussa.

Walk to Barnhill (about 6 miles.)

You can get breakfast on one boat and lunch on the other, both very bad I needn’t say. The final walk can’t generally be avoided, but I can take some of your luggage on the carrier of my motor bike, so if you can manage with, say, a rucksack and a haversack, you wouldn’t need to carry anything. You don’t need a lot of clothes here so long as you have a raincoat and stout boots. Don’t bother about gum boots because we have several pairs. But if you do come can you bring some food, especially—if possible—some flour. We’re chronically short of bread and flour, and frequently not too well off for cooking fats and sugar, but as to other foodstuffs we generally don’t do badly. It’s lovely here when the weather is at all bearable. For the last few weeks it was foul but it seems to have changed for the better again just lately. Richard is very well and active, and is beginning to talk a little, though he’s still more interested in doing things. I did no work at all for 3 months, then recently I’ve started on another book and hope to have completed a few chapters before coming back to London in October. Lord knows when it will be finished, perhaps some time in 1947 or 48, but the great thing is to get it started, which I couldn’t when I was writing three articles a week.

I hope you can manage the date I suggest, or some time about then. I’m sorry about putting you off from the one that would have been more convenient to you, but, as I say, the house would be about full up then.

Yours

George




3051. To Celia Kirwan

17 August 1946 Typewritten

Barnhill

Isle of Jura

Argyllshire

Dearest Celia,

How marvellous of you to get the brandy and send it off on your own initiative. I enclose cheque for £9–15–0. I hope you weren’t put to any other expense about it—if so please let me know.

I forgot to say, I think one or two of the titles (of pamphlets and so on) in the Swift essay1 are incorrect, as I was quoting them from memory, but so long as I see a galley proof it will be easy to put this right.

I am sorry you are pining away in London. It must be lousy being there at this time of year, especially if you have been having such marvellous weather as we have had here for the last week or two. I still haven’t done any work to speak of, there always seems to be so much to do of other kinds, and the journeys one makes are quite astonishing. Susan’s child came up here yesterday, and I was supposed to go to Glasgow to meet her. I set out the day before yesterday morning, but punctured my motor bike on the way and thus missed the boat. I then got a lift first in a lorry, then in a car, and crossed the ferry to the next island in hopes there would be a plane to Glasgow, however the plane was full up, so I took a bus on to Port Ellen, where there would be a boat on Friday morning. Port Ellen was full to the brim owing to a cattle show, all the hotels were full up, so I slept in a cell in the police station along with a lot of other people including a married couple with a perambulator. In the morning I got the boat, picked the child up and brought her back, then we hired a car for the first 20 miles and walked the last five home. This morning I got a lift in a motor boat to where my bike was, mended the puncture and rode home—all this in 3 days. I think we are going to get a motor boat, ie. a boat with an outboard engine, as it is the best way of travelling here when the weather is decent. At present we have only a little rowing boat which is good for fishing but which you can’t go far out to sea in. We go fishing nearly every night, as we are partly dependent on fish for food, and we have also got two lobster pots and catch a certain number of lobsters and crabs. I have now learned how to tie up a lobster’s claws, which you have to do if you are going to keep them alive, but it is very dangerous, especially when you have to do it in the dark. We also have to shoot rabbits when the larder gets low, and grow vegetables, though of course I haven’t been here long enough to get much return from the ground yet, as it was simply a jungle when I got here. With all this you can imagine that I don’t do much work—however I have actually begun my new book and hope to have done four or five chapters by the time I come back in October. I am glad Humphrey2 has been getting on with his—I wonder how “The Heretics”3 sold? I saw Norman Collins4 gave it rather a snooty review in the Observer.

Richard now wears real shorts, which another child had grown out of, and braces, and I have got him some real farm labourer’s boots. He has to wear boots here when he goes far from the house, because if he has shoes he is liable to take them off, and there are snakes here. I think you would like this place. Do come any time if you want to. But if you do, try and let me know in advance (it means writing about a week in advance, because we only get letters twice a week here), so that I can arrange about hiring a car. Also, don’t bring more luggage than, say, a rucksack and a haversack, but on the other hand do bring a little flour if you can. We are nearly always short of bread and flour here since the rationing. You don’t want many clothes so long as you have a raincoat and stout boots or shoes. Remember the boats sail on Mondays, Wednesdays and Fridays, and you have to leave Glasgow about 8 am. I expect to be here till about the 10th of October.

With love

George

PS. You might ask Freddie5 from me, now that he has a chair in Mental Philosophy, who has the chair in non-mental philosophy.




3052. Domestic Diary

18.8.46. Diary not filled up for some days owing to journeys etc.

Last 5 or 6 days very fine weather, sunny & windy, with an occasional brief shower but one or two days with no rain whatever. Roads dried up almost completely in this period. Today very dirty again, with south wind & rough sea.

Visited Islay for the first time. Note that jackdaws are common there—have never seen one on this island.

Yesterday travelled to Ardlussa in outboard motor boat. Time from Barnhill to Ardlussa almost exactly 1 hour.1 Distance by land is about 7½ miles but presumably somewhat less by sea. We had the tide with us, but on the other hand there were 4 people in the boat, & 6 dozen lobsters, which would weigh about as much as another person.

Have caught two more lobsters & one or two crabs. Have now mastered the trick of tying a lobster’s claws. Much the hardest part of the operation is getting them out of the creel, especially in the case of crabs, which cling to the netting.

Concentration of sodium chlorate which kills nettles & grass makes no impression on rushes. Tried at a strength of 2 lb. to 1½ galls water—again no impression. This concentration appears to kill bracken, however. For the moment shall confine myself to killing off all the nettles, bracken & ragwort.

Sowed spring cabbage a few days ago. Planted out some cuttings of perennial cabbage. Planted out some cheddar pink seedlings, & brought in a few clumps of thrift to see whether they can be acclimatised. If so it would be a good rockery plant, but this may be the wrong time of year for transplanting.

Fishing is variable. One night we got 22 fish & could have got many more if we had not been preoccupied with baling the boat. Another night only 1—a mackerel. There seem to be very few mackerel about this year, & we have not caught any on the spinner.

Method of salting saythe—gut them, cut their heads off, then pack them in layers in rough salt, a layer of salt & a layer of fish, & so on. Leave for several days, then in dry sunny weather, take them out & hang them on a line in pairs by their tails until thoroughly dry. After this they can be hung up indoors & will keep for months.

A. procured some specimens of edible seaweed—dulse, not carragheen. She is drying it. Directions for preparing & cooking it vary somewhat, but it is said, when cooked in milk, to make a pudding rather like blanc mange.°

19.8.46. Very dirty weather all yesterday. Heavy seas out in the strait. Dragged up boat, which had shipped a wave again. Too wet to do much out of doors. Applied some more sodium chlorate, throwing it on dry & trusting to the rain to wash it in. Sodium chlorate applied earlier does now seem to be attacking the rushes, but more slowly than in the case of nettles etc.

The D.s are now salting & drying saythe. They should be dried till they are as hard as a board. Before using they are soaked to get the salt out.

Fine & blowy all day today. Wind in west. Sea calm in the bay, but still some breakers in the strait.

20.8.46. Beautiful day all yesterday. In the afternoon when lifting the creels saw a shoal of small fish jumping out of the water, evidently pursued by mackerel. Got out the rods & rowed through the place, without result. In the evening, however, caught 8 mackerel as well as 8 saythe, so the mackerel have started. Nothing in creels (second time running, so shall change the place.)

Started cylinder of Calor gas. If, as intended, we only use it for breakfast & for occasional odd kettles of water, it should last about 6 weeks & should therefore come to an end about the end of September. Have 2 cylinders. Time elapsing between ordering cylinders & receiving them, 17 days. Should always have at least 1 cylinder in reserve, so NB. to order more gas about middle of September.

Forgot to mention the F.s borrowed another 2 galls of petrol,2 making 15 – 4 galls taken out (ie. about 25 gallons remaining.)

21.8.46. This morning fine & warm. Showers began about 4 pm, & this evening the weather turned dirty, wind going round to south & sea getting up somewhat. Some difficulty in launching the boat to set creels.

D. D. struggling to get his hay in. A good deal of the hay on the island is now in, or at any rate is in the small cocks into which it is built up before being taken indoors. D’s hay very poor & short, partly owing to rain having come at the wrong times. D. says that when a field has been left unmown, like this one, for several years, it is hard to cut, because of old & young grass being mixed up.

Rushes treated with sodium chlorate turning an extraordinary yellow colour, almost pink.

Saythe should be kept in the salt a day & a night. In default of dry weather it can be dried indoors. In the days of peat fires it was usually dried indoors.

Several ravens flying overhead today. Not usually seen in this part of the island. Found a dead rabbit in the lane, newly killed, with the back of its neck torn out & backbone exposed. Probably hoodie crows. Came on the “wild” cat again today. It did not attempt to run a way until I was two or three yards from it.

N.B. to remind F.s we had 2 lobsters from Ian & Angus, weight 7 lb. the two.

22.8.46. Fine & windy. Sea calm. Killed another goose (not the largest). Again 7½ lb. after drawing.

Applied more sodium chlorate, put soot round spring cabbages (just up), thinned second lot of carrots & radishes.

Only 5 saythe (N.B. it seems that the correct spelling is SAITHE.) Meanwhile at Kinuachdrach they got 200—all saithe, no mackerel.




3053. To Fredric Warburg

23 August 1946 Typewritten

Barnhill

Isle of Jura

Argyllshire

Dear Fred,

Thanks for your letter. I’m sorry you can’t come—however, another year, perhaps. We have now made ourselves reasonably comfortable here, and I have had a good rest and I think stored up a considerable reserve of health and energy. I have not, of course, done much work, and did not come here intending to do much. I have literally started another book, but haven’t got far with it, as I only started working again in July. God knows when it will be finished, but some time in 1947, I hope. By the time I get back to London I hope to have done a quarter of the rough draft, which would be enough to encourage me to go on during my odd moments on the treadmill. I found that it was quite impossible to start anything while buried under weekly journalism. I think it will work out a long book, and it is a complicated one to organise, so don’t expect me to be very prompt with it.

Richard is very well and is beginning to talk a little. Please give my love to Roger. I expect to be back in London about October 12th.

Yours

George




3054. Domestic Diary

23.8.46. Overcast & rather cold. Intermittent rain from early afternoon onwards. Sea mostly roughish. Too wet to do much out of doors. Painted bicycle.

D.D’s turnips, sown I think about end of May, already larger than cricket balls. Devil’s Bit (previously wrongly referred to as scabius°) now full out.1 It is darker than a scabius. Some bracken turning. Brown owls hooting the last few nights. One does not seem to hear them hooting earlier in the summer.

24.8.46. Continuous heavy rain until about 4 pm. Evidently there had been much rain in the night, as the road to Ardlussa was simply a running stream for much of the way. Evening beautiful & still, with sea glassy. Nevertheless caught only 1 fish—a saithe.

Pricked out lupins from seed bed. 25 plants, which is enough if they all take root. Perennial cabbage cuttings look as if they are rooting all right.

25.8.46. Some rain in the morning, otherwise a beautiful warm day, with sea like glass. Many gulls & cormorants in the bay, so during the afternoon when setting the creels tried the mackerel spinner—No mackerel, but one large saythe & a few small ones. In the evening, 5 mackerel, 4 saythe.

Planted fuchsia cuttings. Uncertain whether I have done it rightly.

Geese got into the garden for only a few minutes & ate every lettuce to the ground. Other plants mostly not damaged, fortunately.




3055. To Leonard Moore

26 August 1946 Typewritten

Barnhill

Isle of Jura

Argyllshire

Dear Moore,

Many thanks for your letter and the press cuttings. Would you please close with the New Yorker’s offer and try to find out from them when they are likely to want me to do the first book. It is simply a question of where the books are to be sent. I expect to be here until about October 10th, and even if a package is airmailed it would have to be sent about a week earlier if sent to me here, as we have only two deliveries a week here. We shall also have to make sure that they don’t send any books to this address after I have returned to London, otherwise they might be held up for weeks.

I think I would close with the offer of 300 dollars. It is much more than I am used to getting, and I don’t think it pays to be too grasping.

Of course you are handling this job for me, so if you make a contract with the New Yorker, please write in the usual clause about all monies being paid to you.1

Yours sincerely

[Signed] Eric Blair

Eric Blair




3056. Domestic Diary

26.8.46. A few showers in the afternoon, otherwise a beautiful day. Sea very calm. D.D. struggling to get his hay in, but when the breeze drops the midges were so bad as to make it almost impossible to work. Tried to help him, but driven out of the field after about half an hour. D.D. ditto. One is actually breathing them into one’s nostrils, & the irritation is maddening. Forgot to mention I was yesterday stung by a wasp—almost the first I have seen this year.1

Incredible quantities of slugs—black ones of enormous size. Yesterday A., I.2 & myself, coming back from Kinuachdrach, decided to see how many slugs we could tread on without leaving the path. Between the spring & this house, ie. about a mile, the number was 102.

Last night 27 fish, including 2 mackerel & 5 pollock. A. is trying the experiment of salting some saithe.

A very strange crab in one of the creels yesterday. Body round & very flat, with serrated edge in front, cross section of claws (he had only one) & legs surprisingly flat. Colour a dull reddish with green stripes on legs. Size across the body was about 4 inches.

27.8.46. Beautiful day all day. Sea so still that we could see the reflection of the lighthouse. Set fire to some of the rushes which I think have been killed by the sodium chlorate. Shall try to kill & burn the whole of this patch so as to get it more or less bare before autumn. Only 4 fish this evening, all mackerel. Again lost a creel. It disappeared within a few minutes of being dropped. May be able to get it back at low tide.

28.8.46. This morning raining. A fine interval in the afternoon, then heavy rain & thunder. Evening dull & wet. Sea calmer in afternoon. Applied more sodium chlorate to the patch I am trying to clear. Otherwise all afternoon trying to mend puncture in motor bike. Transplanted a few pansies & cheddar pinks.

29.8.46.3 Beautiful day except for a very light shower about 1 pm. Recovered the lost creel, with a large lobster in it. Evidently the correct time to look is slack water, ie. slack water on the low, because then the rope stands upright. About half an hour beforehand A. was out in the boat & saw the cork about 6 ft. below, apparently not recoverable. Yet when I arrived it was on the surface.

D.D. struggling to get in the oats as well as the hay, as the former are being “laid”. He has about 5 acres of oats all together. After scything the sheaves are gathered up & bound by hand, by the process of twisting about half a dozen stalks round them & turning the ends in. One can thus only gather up a rather thin sheaf, ie. thin enough to allow for its being encircled by a stalk of oats. The sheaves are built up into cocks in eights. In the Lowlands, D.D. says, they are built up in sixes. Probably because in those parts the reeper° & binder is not quite unheard of, & when used would make somewhat thicker sheeves. °

Constructed a tide table up to 15.9.46, assuming (a) that it was low tide at 1.15 yesterday, & (b) that there is 1½ hours difference every day. Can test accuracy of this in about a week.

Tonight s mackerel, 6 saythe & a pollock.

When setting a scythe, one should so fix the blade that the blade itself, the length of handle up to the lower grip, & the space between the lower grip & the tip of the blade, form an equilateral triangle. Fix with a piece of fence wire, which should be bent in the fire to avoid hammering on the blade, & then peg the ring.

[On facing page]

[image: image]
Wrong. See 12.9.46


30.8.46. Beautiful day except for a light shower or two. Sowed onions (Ailsa Craig) & lettuces for next year.

In the evening 20 saythe.

31.8.46. Evidently some rain in the night, but a beautiful day. Road to Ardlussa still very bad. A good deal of the corn now in stooks. Nothing in creels. Caught 11 mackerel & 4 saithe. I am nearly certain that one catches more when one has new flies. Boat is letting water badly.




3057. ‘The Cost of Letters’

Horizon, September 1946


George Orwell’s answers to a questionnaire on “The Cost of Letters” in Horizon, September 1946, in which several writers were asked:


	How much do you think a writer needs to live on?

	Do you think a serious writer can earn this sum by his writing, and if so, how?

	If not, what do you think is the most suitable second occupation for him?

	Do you think literature suffers from the diversion of a writer’s energy into other employments or is enriched by it?

	Do you think the State or any other institution should do more for writers?

	Are you satisfied with your own solution of the problem and have you any specific advice to give to young people who wish to earn their living by writing?





1. At the present purchasing value of money, I think £10 a week after payment of income tax is a minimum for a married man, and perhaps £6 a week for an unmarried man. The best income for a writer, I should say—again at the present value of money—is about £1,000 a year. With that he can live in reasonable comfort, free from duns and the necessity to do hackwork, without having the feeling that he has definitely moved into the privileged class. I do not think one can with justice expect a writer to do his best on a working-class income. His first necessity, just as indispensable to him as are tools to a carpenter, is a comfortable, well-warmed room where he can be sure of not being interrupted; and, although this does not sound much, if one works out what it means in terms of domestic arrangements, it implies fairly large earnings. A writer’s work is done at home, and if he lets it happen he will be subjected to almost constant interruption. To be protected against interruption always costs money, directly or indirectly. Then again, writers need books and periodicals in great numbers, they need space and furniture for filing papers, they spend a great deal on correspondence, they need at any rate part-time secretarial help, and most of them probably benefit by travelling, by living in what they consider sympathetic surroundings, and by eating and drinking the things they like best and by being able to take their friends out to meals or have them to stay. It all costs money. Ideally I would like to see every human being have the same income, provided that it were a fairly high income: but so long as there is to be differentiation, I think the writer’s place is in the middle bracket, which means, at present standards, round about £1,000 a year.

2. No. I am told that at most a few hundred people in Great Britain earn their living solely by writing books, and most of those are probably writers of detective stories, etc. In a way it is easier for people like Ethel M. Dell1 to avoid prostitution than it is for a serious writer.

3. If it can be so arranged as not to take up the whole of his time, I think a writer’s second occupation should be something non-literary. I suppose it would be better if it were also something congenial. But I can just imagine, for instance, a bank clerk or an insurance agent going home and doing serious work in his evenings; whereas the effort is too much to make if one has already squandered one’s energies on semi-creative work such as teaching, broadcasting or composing propaganda for bodies such as the British Council.

4. Provided one’s whole time and energies are not used up, I think it benefits. After all, one must make some sort of contact with the ordinary world. Otherwise, what is one to write about?

5. The only thing the State could usefully do is to divert more of the public money into buying books for the public libraries. If we are to have full Socialism, then clearly the writer must be State-supported, and ought to be placed among the better-paid groups. But so long as we have an economy like the present one, in which there is a great deal of State enterprise but also large areas of private capitalism, then the less truck a writer has with the State, or any other organized body, the better for him and his work. There are invariably strings tied to any kind of organized patronage. On the other hand, the old kind of private patronage, in which the writer is in effect the dependant of some individual rich man, is obviously undesirable. By far the best and least exacting patron is the big public. Unfortunately the British public won’t at present spend money on books, although it reads more and more and its average of taste, I should say, has risen greatly in the last twenty years. At present, I believe, the average British citizen spends round about £1 a year on books,2 whereas he spends getting on for £25 on tobacco and alcohol combined. Via the rates and taxes he could easily be made to spend more without even knowing it—as, during the war years, he spent far more than usual on radio, owing to the subsidizing of the B.B.C. by the Treasury. If the Government could be induced simply to earmark larger sums for the purchase of books, without in the process taking over the whole book trade and turning it into a propaganda machine, I think the writer’s position would be eased and literature might also benefit.

6. Personally I am satisfied, i.e. in a financial sense, because I have been lucky, at any rate during the last few years. I had to struggle desperately at the beginning, and if I had listened to what people said to me I would never have been a writer. Even until quite recently, whenever I have written anything which I took seriously, there have been strenuous efforts, sometimes by quite influential people, to keep it out of print. To a young writer who is conscious of having something in him, the only advice I can give is not to take advice. Financially, of course, there are tips I could give, but even those are of no use unless one has some kind of talent. If one simply wants to make a living by putting words on paper, then the B.B.C., the film companies, and the like are reasonably helpful. But if one wants to be primarily a writer, then, in our society, one is an animal that is tolerated but not encouraged—something rather like a house sparrow—and one gets on better if one realizes one’s position from the start.3




3058. To George Woodcock

2 September 1946 Typewritten

Barnhill

Isle of Jura

Argyllshire

Dear George,

Thanks ever so for the tea—it came just at the right moment because this week the whole of the nearest village is being brought here in lorries to get in the field of corn in front of our house, and of course tea will have to flow like water while the job is on.1 We have been helping the crofter who is our only neighbour with his hay and corn, at least when rain hasn’t made it impossible to work. Everything is done here in an incredibly primitive way. Even when the field is ploughed with a tractor the corn is still sown broadcast, then scythed and bound up into sheaves by hand. They seem to broadcast corn, ie. oats, all over Scotland, and I must say they seem to get it almost as even as can be done by a machine. Owing to the wet they don’t get the hay in till about the end of September or even later, sometimes as late as November, and they can’t leave it in the open but have to store it all in lofts. A lot of the corn doesn’t quite ripen and is fed to the cattle in sheaves like hay. The crofters have to work very hard, but in many ways they are better off and more independent than a town labourer, and they would be quite comfortable if they could get a bit of help in the way of machinery, electrical power and roads, and could get the landlords off their backs and get rid of the deer. These animals are so common on this particular island that they are an absolute curse. They eat up the pastures where there ought to be sheep, and they make fencing immensely more expensive than it need be. The crofters aren’t allowed to shoot them, and are constantly having to waste their time dragging carcases of deer down from the hill during the stalking season. Everything is sacrificed to the brutes because they are an easy source of meat and therefore profitable to the people who own them. I suppose sooner or later these islands will be taken in hand, and then they could either be turned into a first-rate area for dairy produce and meat, or else they would support a large population of small peasants living off cattle and fishing. In the 18th century the population here was 10,000—now less than 300.

My love to Inge. I hope to be back in London about October 13th.

Yours

George




3059. To Rayner Heppenstall

5 September 1946 Typewritten

Barnhill

Isle of Jura

Argyllshire

Dear Rayner,

I’m sorry I didn’t write.1 I cannot get round to writing letters. Of course I was sorry you couldn’t come, but perhaps you will next year. The journey really isn’t so formidable as it sounds on paper, in fact you can do it door to door in 24 hours if you want to. It’s only that one has to walk the last 5 miles, and maybe next year we shall have a vehicle that works. Also at any normal time food wouldn’t be much of a difficulty because one could lay in stocks. Bread rationing has hit us rather, but we get by on oatcakes and porridge. One has to catch and shoot a good deal of one’s food, but I rather like doing that. Again of course at normal times one could have hens and a cow, which one can’t now because of fodder. All we are able to keep this year are geese which practically don’t need feeding.

I’ll do a programme for you with pleasure, but I don’t want to tie myself down to anything until I get back to London, about October 12th, and definitely re-enter into servitude. I hardly do any work here, because I really did need a rest and some fresh air. I am also starting another book. I have hardly done anything to it, but I want to get enough done before coming back to give me courage to go on while writing articles etc.2

I don’t know much about Darwin’s later life. What about a defence of Pontius Pilate, or an imaginary conversation between P.P. and, say, Lenin (one could hardly make it J.C.) How is the C programme going? Is it really going to be nothing barred? I had a talk about it with George Barnes3 shortly before coming away, and he told me it was going to be completely uncensored but flinched visibly whenever I suggested anything. Are you in touch with anyone who is dealing with plays or featurised stories on this programme? Don’t forget I would like to do a featurised version of “Boule de Suif.”4

Yours

Eric




3060. To Leonard Moore

5 September 1946 Typewritten

Barnhill

Isle of Jura

Argyllshire

Dear Moore,

A Mr August Rei, who I understand was once Prime Minister of Estonia and is now a refugee in Sweden, has written asking for permission to have “Animal Farm” translated into Estonian for serial publication in some review run by the refugees there. I referred him to you, because I thought it just possible that the Swedish publishers might hold the translation rights for the minor Baltic languages.1 So long as the rights are free, would you please tell him that he may have the translation made and that no fee will be charged. I do not wish to take money from these wretched refugees, and there is of course not the slightest chance of a translation being published in Estonia itself. I imagine Mr Rei will write to you. His address is:

      Vadmalsvägen 25

      Riksby

      Stockholm

       Sweden.

I expect to be back in London on October 13th.

Yours sincerely

[Signed] Eric Blair

Eric Blair




3061. To Miss Shaw

5 September 1946 Typewritten

Barnhill

Isle of Jura

Argyllshire

Dear Miss Shaw,1

Many thanks for your letter. I haven’t a copy of the essay on Henry Miller, or I would lend you one, but you might get it from a lending library. It was in my book “Inside the Whale,” which was published in 1940 and consisted of that essay and two others which are reprinted in the book you read. What I said there was that Miller had written one or perhaps two quite outstanding books, but would afterwards probably descend into charlatanism, which I think has probably happened. His later writings seem to me to be bunk. You are quite right about the disgusting subject matter of much of Miller’s writing, and the narrowing-down of vision that this implies, but I suggested in the essay that this is the necessary price of expatriation and of losing one’s roots. In “Tropic of Cancer” and “Black Spring” (the extracts from this in “The Cosmological Eye” are heavily bowdlerised) I think Miller was being true to experience, but it was experience of a limited and unsatisfactory kind. When you are in a foreign country, unless you are there because you are obliged to work there, you do not live fully and you do not usually mix with ordinary people. You tend to spend your time in cafes or brothels or picture galleries rather than in ordinary homes, and if you are also short of money your experiences will be more sordid than they would be in your own country. Miller was writing about derelict people, mostly would-be artists of some kind, on the fringes of society. Such people do not make very good subject matter, but I think in those two books he wrote truthfully about them. “Tropic of Cancer” is the one to read if you can get hold of it. (Don’t let them fob you off with “Tropic of Capricorn,” which is no good.) Again I can’t lend you a copy, because mine has been “borrowed”, the third copy to which this has happened, but it is possible to buy it at a price of about two guineas, as more copies have been printed in Paris since the liberation. It is a disgusting book, but it is not pornographic. I think the distinction Miller makes between obscenity and pornography is sound. Pornography is something intended to arouse sexual desire, which a description of a sexual incident doesn’t necessarily do—very often quite the contrary.

Yours sincerely

[Signed] Geo. Orwell

George Orwell




3062. Domestic Diary

5.9.46. Diary not entered up for some days.

Until yesterday very fine weather, though always with a light shower or two at some time during the day. Heavy rain during last night, & this morning raining & dark. Bracken is definitely turning. A few blackberries ripe, but not enough to be worth an expedition. Great numbers coming on. Rowan trees at their best. Some have reddish leaves, so that in the distance it looks as though the tree were entirely covered with berries. Hazel nuts do not seem to be ripe yet. Have pulled first carrots. A few turnips almost ready to pull.

Have caught more mackerel lately, & not many saithe. Great numbers of very small saithe which are rather a nuisance as they snap at the hook all the time & deteriorate the flies. We now put on new flies about every 3 or 4 days. 1 am almost certain one catches more fish when one has new files. Yesterday when rowing round to bait the creels, some large dogfish, nearly 2 feet long, swimming after the boat, a foot or so below the surface. They appeared pinkish in colour, but this must be due to their being seen through water. They would not pay any attention to the mackerel spinner, which we trailed in front of them. If one could catch them (probably on a lump of fish), they would solve the bait problem. No more lobsters recently, but one or two crabs. Some of these are as large as those one sees in the shops, but in general they run small here & are never sent to market. A. now has about 2 dozen saithe salted. Mackerel are said not to be satisfactory when salted, but we intend to try smoking some like kippers.

When removing a crab from the creel, one should haul him out with the boat hook. If he is prodded with this he will often grip hold of it, & can then be dragged out. Cannot accurately test tide table yet. It appears to be wrong, but not much wrong.

Some fine intervals today, but mostly wet. Caught 21 mackerel, our largest catch hitherto, ie. of mackerel. No saithe except small ones. Lobster in one creel. Did not lift the other as it is in deep water & has to be lifted at low tide.




3063. To Yvonne Davet

6 September 19461 Typewritten

Barnhill

Isle of Jura

Argyllshire

Scotland

Chère2 Madame Davet,

Je viens de reçevoir votre lettre du 29 Août.

Quant au roman que je suis en train d’écrire. Je ne l’ai que commencé (je suis venu en Écosse surtout pour me reposer et je n’ai pas beaucoup travaillé pendant les derniers quatre ou cinq mois), et je n’ai pas I’espoir de le finir avant 1947, probablement le° fin de 1947. Je ne suis pas sûr si un des autres éditeurs français qui sont en train de publier d’autres livres des miens a pris I’option sur mon prochain livre, ou non. Mon agent saura pour sûr, et le meilleur serait si M. Amrouche se mettrait en communication avec lui. Son adresse est:

      Christy & Moore

      Literary Agents

      The Ride Annexe

      Dukes Wood Avenue

      Gerrards Cross

      Bucks, England.

Mon agent pourra aussi vous fournir avec des exemplaires de “Homage to Catalonia” et “Critical Essays” (si I’édition anglaise est épuisée, il vous enverra une exemplaire de I’édition américaine. Le titre de ce dernier est “Dickens, Dali and Others,” mais le texte est le même.) Je vais lui écrire en expliquant toutes ces affaires, mais il serait meilleur si vous lui écriviez aussi pour demander les livres. Quand vous aurez une exemplaire du texte anglais nous pourrons tout arranger.

“Animal Farm” n’est pas encore paru en France, mais je crois qu’il va paraître bientôt. Le titre français sera probablement “Ménagerie.” On avait d’abord choisi “U.R.S.A.” (Union des Républiques Socialistes Animales), mais on l’a changé pour ne pas trop offenser au Stalinistes, ce qui me paraît dommage.

J’ai eu une bonne vacance ici et mon petit garçon va très bien et commence a parler un peu. Je resterai ici jusqu’au 9 Octobre, et puis je serai comme toujours at° 27 B Canonbury Square.

Très amicalement

Geo. Orwell

Translation

I have just received your letter of 29 August.

As for the novel I am writing, I have only just begun it (above all I came to Scotland for a rest and I haven’t done very much work in the last four or five months). I don’t expect to finish it until 1947, probably the end of 1947. I’m not sure if any of the French publishers who are publishing other books of mine have taken an option on my next book or not. My agent would know for sure, and the best thing would be for M. Amrouche to write to him. His address is

      Christy & Moore

      Literary Agents

      The Ride Annexe

      Dukes Wood Avenue

      Gerrards Cross

      Bucks, England.

My agent could also supply you with copies of Homage to Catalonia and Critical Essays (if the English edition is out of print, he will send you a copy of the American edition. Its title is Dickens, Dali and Others, but the text is the same). I will write to him to explain everything, but it would be best for you to write to him too, asking for the books. When you have a copy of the English text we can sort everything out.

Animal Farm hasn’t yet appeared in France, but I think it will be coming out soon. The French title will probably be Ménagerie. First they chose ‘URSA’ (Union des Républiques Socialistes Animales) [Union of Socialist Animal Republics] but they changed it to avoid offending the Stalinists too much, which I think is a pity.

I have had a good holiday here and my little boy is very well and is beginning to talk a little. I shall stay here until 9 October, then I’ll be at 27B Canonbury Square, as usual.




3064. To Leonard Moore

6 September 1946 Typewritten

Barnhill

Isle of Jura

Argyllshire

Dear Moore,

Madame Yvonne Davet, who made a French translation of “Homage to Catalonia” some years ago,1 says that she has now arranged its publication with J. Amrouche, who hopes to bring it out in the autumn of 1947. I told her to ask Mr Amrouche to communicate with you. Meanwhile she no longer has a copy of the English text, and also wants a copy of “Critical Essays.” I can’t remember whether we were trying the essays on any French publisher but if not would you send her a copy along with one of “Catalonia.” (An American copy would do if there are none of the others.) I think she will write direct to you.

She says Amrouche wants an option on the novel I am now writing. This is a bit speculative because I have only begun it and have no expectation of finishing it much before the end of 1947, if I recommence journalism as I suppose I shall. In any case, has any other French publisher an option on my next book?2 She didn’t indicate that Amrouche made this a condition of publishing “Catalonia,” so I suppose he didn’t. If not, I wouldn’t give him the option unless he offers extremely good terms for “Catalonia.” I don’t know what kind of publisher he is—I have never heard of him before.

If you succeed in fixing up a contract with Amrouche, perhaps you could indicate at the same time that I would like to see a copy of the translation well before publication. I have not seen Madame Davet’s translation, but judging by an article of mine she once translated, she might make mistakes, and in any case the English text has some slips that should be corrected. I also want if possible to have two chapters of the book printed as an appendix,3 and it would help if the book could have an introduction by some qualified person, preferably a Spaniard. Madame Davet I know would agree to all this, but it would be well to fix everything with the publisher in advance if possible.

Yours sincerely

[Signed] Eric Blair

Eric Blair




3065. Domestic Diary

6.9.46. Miserable day. Road to Ardlussa is a morass. Wind mostly in south & sea rough. Saw 5 stags all together—latterly have not been seeing stags at all, other than the one that haunts the corn field. Too rough to fish.

7.9.46. Filthy weather. Sea a bit calmer. Large crab in one creel. When putting him into the box, found that the crab put in the other day had eaten one of the lobsters, although the latter’s claws were not tied up. It was, however, a smallish lobster & a very large crab. Making another box so as not to put crabs & lobsters together. Trying experiment of kippering a few mackerel over a wood fire. Using oak logs as these are said to be best, though probably it does not make much difference.

Caught 7 mackerel. No saithe at all.

8.0.46. Weather better, with much wind & no rain to speak of. Went over to the W. bay. Many seals on the rocks, as usual, & others diving about in the sea a few yards from the shore, apparently in play. When they are on the rocks it is possible to get within about 30 yards of them. In the water they look black, but are quite light-coloured, & spotty, when dry. They seem to be of two distinct colours, some brownish & some greyish.




3066. To Michael Meyer

9 September 1946 Typewritten

Barnhill

Dear Michael,

I received your letter dated the 4th on the 6th, and could not answer it until today as there are only 2 posts a week here. This letter therefore can’t get to you before the 11th, which is too late for the purpose of answering your query, ie. whether you could come on the 10th or 11th. Do come whenever you like—I merely wanted notice so as to make sure about arranging a car for you, and also meeting you. But if you simply turn up at Craighouse, ask for the Stores (which is just near the quay), and say you want a hired car to go to Lealt,1 it will no doubt be all right. But there are two or three things to remember. First, boats only come to Jura on Mondays, Wednesdays and Fridays. Secondly, you’ll have to walk the last 4 or 5 miles, and as my motor bike is badly punctured I can’t take any stuff on it at present, so don’t bring a suitcase. It’s all right so long as one has one’s stuff in a rucksack or haversacks. Thirdly, if I know you’re coming I can meet you, otherwise you have to hump all your stuff the last 4 miles or so singlehanded. (But you don’t want much stuff anyway.)

Now as to the journey. I think I told you all about trains from Glasgow. When you get to Craighouse you take the hired car, which is supposed to go only as far as Ardlussa or perhaps as far as Lealt. Actually we generally persuade the driver to go as far as a spot known as the old stable (actually a ruin where there was once a stable) about 4 miles from Barnhill. Don’t discuss this with the driver in front of Mr M’Kechnie at the Stores, as he doesn’t like his car taken beyond Lealt, and if I am not there to meet you, tip the driver 5/–. (The car hire goes on to my account.) If the road is in a simply awful state he may refuse to go much beyond Lealt, in which case you’d have to walk about 5 or 6 miles. When you leave the car, if I’m not there, simply follow the road (there’s only one), and after a couple of miles or so you’ll come to a tin hut. About a mile beyond that you will see Barnhill lying in the hollow below you. You can’t miss it because there is only one road and one house. You’ll probably get to the stable about 5.30 and to Barnhill about 7. It’s wise to carry a sandwich or two in case you miss a meal anywhere on the way. If you can give notice beforehand, do, so as not to have to do the last lap alone. But turning up unexpectedly won’t inconvenience us, because there are plenty of beds, and so long as you bring a bit of flour there’s plenty of food. Looking forward to seeing you.

Yours

George

P. S. If you’re trying to give me notice, remember a telegram doesn’t get here any quicker than a letter.




3067. Domestic Diary

9.9.46. A light shower or two, but mostly fine & windy. Saw immense herd of deer near the new stable—probably between 50 & 100 animals, including one or two stags & some fawns. Only 3 saithe. Smoked mackerel (they had been in salt for about 36 hours, then smoked over wood fire for about 20 hours) very good.

10.9.46. Filthy day. Rain continuous. Wind mostly in south & sea rough. Planted 4 dozen strawberries (Royal Sovereign). Good plants & seemingly in good condition, though they had been 4 days travelling. Soil where they are planted not very good—rather lumpy & weedy, & appears to want lime, as moss was growing on it after lying fallow only a month or two. Too wet to do anything else out of doors. Made box for lobsters.

11.9.46. Beautiful day all day. Very hot sun in afternoon. Turned a bit coldish in evening, but no rain & no wind. Sea very smooth, & clear down to a depth of 20 or 30 ft. Wonderful harvest moon. Rollers washed away by yesterday’s rough weather.

Two lobsters (small ones) in one creel. 24 mackerel. One of these succeeded in breaking a hook. New lobster box floats too high in water because too much perforated, which makes it into a mere wooden frame, & hence fairly buoyant, instead of a box. Have weighted with stones, but nb. that these must be tied down, otherwise they will shift about & damage the lobsters.

Tobacco pouch lost. Made makeshift one of a rabbit skin, lined with inner tube. 1 small skin about large enough for a pouch. Made mustard spoon out of deer’s bone.

Still large herds of deer near the old stable, mostly hinds with a few stags & fawns among them. Was within 20 yards of 2 stags. No doubt they are all over this side because they are shooting over on the Glengarrisdale side.

12.9.46. Dreadful weather. In the morning sea calm & not much wind, though it was raining a little. All afternoon violent rain & raging wind from south & southwest. Sea very heavy. Fear the boat may have been bashed about, but it would probably have been impossible to take her in even if the weather had encouraged one to go out of doors. Took up creels in morning. One crab, fair sized.

Too wet to do much out of doors. Re-set scythe according to D.D’s instructions. NB. that these were wrongly stated in an earlier entry. The rule is that the blade of the scythe, a length of the handle equal to the blade of the scythe, & the distance between the upper extremity of this length & the tip of the blade, should form an equilateral triangle. The blade is held in place with a thick piece of wire, eg. fencing wire, which passes through the hole under the cutting edge, then curves over the other side. One has to get it red hot to hammer it into shape, otherwise one is liable to break the blade by hammering on it.

[On facing page]

[image: image]
Let socket of scythe blade be A & tip of blade B. Measure AB. Mark off from bottom of handle a length AC equal to AB. Then set blade at such an angle that BC also equals AB.



Made mustard spoon out of bone & salt spoon out of deer’s antler. Bone is better.

D.D. sharpens his scythe blade along the whole length, & does not give what is called a “quick sharpen”—ie. a sharpening only of the edge. He holds the stone (carborundum) almost parallel with the blade & sharpens a width of half an inch or an inch all the way up the blade.

13.9.46. Some fine intervals in the morning, but rain all afternoon, & violent wind, mostly from west. Sea calmer. Boat has been badly stove in—3 boards gone. Possibly repairable, but not here. Evidently the anchor had shifted in the storm. One lobster box washed away. The other may be recoverable from the shore at low tide. Creels not recoverable. At present too wet & rough to fish, but when the weather improves & the wind is off-shore shall try from the point, throwing the fly with my large fly-rod. K.D. 1says that when her father fished from the shore, he used to throw in fragments of boiled potato to attract the fish. Limpets are more usual, & they are generally boiled first—reason given, that they are then easier to get out of the shells.

Tried scythe. With it as it is now, I can get a little grass off, & might improve with practice.

A good many ravens about. Pigeons in the cornfields, but impossible to get near enough for a shot.

14.0.46. Dreadful day on the whole. A bright interval of about 20 minutes in the early evening, otherwise raining most of the time. Road to Ardlussa is a running stream most of the way. Near Ardlussa jetty the road surface has been washed right away & channels in some places two feet deep scooped out of the running water. Had to fetch the rations on push bikes. Barnhill to Ardlussa (unloaded), about 2 hours, return journey about 3 hours. It was, however, too dark to ride much for the last 2 miles of the journey, so with better conditions one could do it in about 2½ hours. D.D. does it with a bigger load in about 1½ hours.




3068. Vogue Spotlight by Allene Talmey1

Vogue (New York), 15 September 1946

George Orwell

Although George Orwell is famous in England now—a new fame incidentally—he is comparatively unknown in this country. Back in 1939 he had some reputation among the avant-gardists but no popular following. But with the publication of Animal Farm a year ago in England after two years of difficulty in finding any publisher at all, and its subsequent translation into French, German, and even Portuguese, Orwell has become a literary mark. Undoubtedly much of its success came from the fortunate choice of a subject—dictatorship, on Communist lines, at the very moment when the policies and philosophies of Soviet Russia are the worry of the capitalist world. In Animal Farm, a lucid satire, pointed as a pin, Orwell takes a group of farmyard animals led into revolution and so to a circle of subjection by some mighty smart pigs. Orwell is a plain speaker, a direct writer whose true brilliance is set off far better in his Dickens, Dali and Others, a series of critical essays, than in Animal Farm.

Nowadays, Orwell lives in a top-floor flat in London, with his twenty-odd-months-old son. The stuff around his rooms—a Burmese sword, a Spanish peasant lamp, the Staffordshire figures, show something of his foreign life, his strong English solidity. Educated at Eton, Orwell has since then had the kind of picaresque life that is so superb in English autobiographies—life as a young officer of the Indian police in Burma, a militia man with a Socialist column in the Spanish Civil War (his Homage to Catalonia is an account of his impressions) and during World War II, as a war correspondent during the invasion of Germany. Fairly much a leftist, George Orwell is a defender of freedom, even though most of the time he violently disagrees with the people beside whom he is fighting.




3069. Domestic Diary

15.9.46. Somewhat better. Very blowy, but bright, & with only one or two showers. Heavy shower of hail about 8 am this morning. Wind still in south & sea rough.

Tried some hazel nuts. Not ripe yet, though the shells are almost full. Should be ripe in about 10 days.

Thinned out spring cabbages. Turnips sown (15.6.46.) just large enough to pull. Onions sown for next year are well up. Ditto lettuces, but chaffinches had some of them as soon as they appeared.




3070. To Philip Rahv

16 September 1946 Typewritten

Barnhill

Isle of Jura

Argyllshire

Dear Rahv,

Many thanks for your letter of the 8th. As to someone who might continue the London letters. Did you consider Julian Symons, who I think has written for PR once or twice? He is youngish (about 35), somewhat more pro-Russian and anti-British than I am, but on the other hand mixes a good deal with Trotskyists and Anarchists—he was an orthodox Trotskyist at one time, I think. A possibility is Humphrey Slater, who is now editing “Polemic.” He was for many years a Communist and is now violently anti. Or you might consider some of the group surrounding “Tribune,” for instance Evelyn Anderson,1 the working editor, who is a very gifted woman. Her interests are almost purely political, however, and she doesn’t write awfully well. There is a whole number of politically intelligent journalists who revolve about “Tribune,” the “Observer” and one or two other papers, but the trouble is that they are nearly all foreigners, and I suppose you would prefer an English person to do the English stuff. (Evelyn Anderson is an Austrian, though naturalised.)

I would be delighted to contribute to your symposium.2 If you’ll send me the statement, so that I can know just what is being discussed, I could let you have the stuff before the date you name.

I expect to be back in London, at the old address, as from October 13th.

Yours

[Signed] Geo. Orwell

George Orwell




3071. Domestic Diary

16.9.4.6. Violent wind in the night. This morning even more stormy, tremendous wind from south, seas heavier than I have ever seen them. Overcast, & a few drops of rain from time to time.

About noon the Ardlussa lorry arrived with 10 or 20 people, in hopes of getting in D.D’s second field of oats. Quite hopeless. Rain started by the time the reaper had been round the field about twice, & continued almost without a break all day. Terrific wind all the time, but it was all from west & south & had no drying effect even when it was not actually raining.

Watched the estate carpenter putting in a new sash cord in D.D’s house. NB. that one has to start by taking out the side strips which hold the lower half of the window in place, then those which hold the upper half, but it is not necessary to take out the top & bottom pieces.




3072. To Leonard Moore

17 September 1946 Typewritten

Barnhill

Isle of Jura

Argyllshire

Dear Moore,

Many thanks for your two letters. Madame Davet’s address is

            Hotel Lhomond

            2 Rue Lhomond

            Paris 5, FRANCE.

As to the business of putting two chapters into the form of an appendix. My idea was, as you say, that the two chapters should be lifted out in their entirety and placed at the end. One could put a footnote at the appropriate places, explaining that this has been done. I don’t insist on this arrangement, but merely think it would make the book more acceptable to the general reader who is not interested in the political detail of the Spanish civil war. When writing the book I deliberately localised the political parts with that idea in mind. On the other hand I think it would be a pity simply to omit these chapters (which could be done without much deforming the text), because especially the one discussing the fighting in Barcelona in May 1937 has some historical value. Again I don’t insist on the introduction but I think it would help.1

Could you please send a copy of “Animal Farm,” or get Harcourt Brace to send a copy, to

              The Librarian

              Seton Hospital Library

              Riverdale, 63, New York, USA.

It is a TB sanatorium which has no book fund, and I would like to be sure that they got the copy they asked me for.2 I haven’t got one to send them myself.

Harrison, Son, Hill & Co have just written saying you have informed them that you have received payment on the Book of the Month Club edition. They say they have asked you to let them see the agreement. Will you please give them all facilities, as they handle all my income tax affairs and I have always found them helpful and efficient.

Yours sincerely

[Signed] Eric Blair

Eric Blair




3073. Domestic Diary

17.0.46. Somewhat Better. Wind still in south & very violent, but not much rain, & some sunny intervals. Shot at a curlew, but missed him. The first time I have been near enough to one here to get a shot.

Have bought carcase of deer from the F.’s as arranged. Don’t know price yet, but the market price is about 10d. a lb. dead weight (ie. without guts but with hide & antlers), & this one should be 150 lb. or more, so price will probably be round about £6. He was left at the new stable (shot yesterday), & D.D. brought him back this morning. The usual complications. The tractor, which is remaining here until it is possible to cut the fields, had been backed into the stable in front of D.D’s cart, & as he could not get it started, he could not get his cart out to fetch the stag. Had to drag it on a hurriedly-constructed sledge which broke when he was still about a quarter of a mile from home. This afternoon watched him skinning it. We shall each have a haunch, then put the rest into brine for the winter. It is important to clean out the carcase thoroughly, split it open right down the front & wedge it open, remove the windpipe & lungs, & cut off the portions of flesh along the edges of the belly, which become soiled when the animal is first gutted. After skinning it is hoisted into the air (without pulleys this needs all the strength of 4 people), & hangs for 24 hours before being cut up. There was more fat on the carcase than I would have expected to find in a wild animal. Took about half the hide, as much as I thought I had curing materials for, & shall cure it in the same manner as the rabbit skins. A whole skin would make a nice large hearth rug. D.D. cut off the ears & was careful to put them in a place where the dogs could not get at them. It is something to do with taxation—at any rate, the ears of every deer shot have to be produced for inspection at need.

Tonight raining again, on & off.

18.9.4.6. Some rain in night. This morning cold & overcast, but wind has dropped. Sea calmer.

Afternoon on the whole fine & sunny. A few drops of rain in the afternoon, a sharp shower about 6, & a little more rain in the night.

Tried fishing off the rock, without success, although with the wind almost in the north I could cast at least 40 feet out & into places where we sometimes catch fish. Of course if you are stationary you are dependent on the shoal happening to come that way.

The deer is to be “broken up” tonight or tomorrow, before the flies get at it. Cured about half the hide, all I had curing mixture for, in the same manner as the rabbit skins. NB. to open about 3rd. October.

D.D. very busy scything his second field & binding & stooking the sheaves with K.D’s help. He is anxious to get as much as possible done before the Ardlussa party come back with the reaper. He says they made a dreadful mess of the little bit they cut 3 days ago. The sheaves were too large, & all tied round at the top. When wet they are almost too heavy to lift, & most of the stooks made that day have fallen down.




3074. To Rayner Heppenstall

19 September 1946 Typewritten

Barnhill

Isle of Jura

Argyllshire

Dear Rayner,

The version of “Boule de Suif” I was projecting would be a featurisation of the story, with a narrator but no critical talk or biographical material, so I suppose it would be “drama.” If you can interest the relevant person, you might say that the way I would want to do it would be the way in which we did various stories for the Eastern Service in 1943, and also that version of “Little Red Riding Hood” which you kindly placed for me. In my experience the BBC, although making a minimum of 6 copies of everything, can never find a back number of a script, but the stories I would like to draw attention to are “Crainquebille” (Anatole France,) “The Fox” (Silone,) and “A Slip Under the Microscope” (H. G. Wells.) We did all these in featurised form sticking to the text of the story as closely as possible and not mucking it up with meaningless patches of music, but dramatising all the dialogue and using a number of different voices. If anyone is interested enough to look up these scripts, you might tell him I had to write them in desperate haste, as I was overwhelmed with administrative work, and in each case could give only a day to the job. I could do it better if I were doing it for the Home Service and had a bit more time.1

As to Pontius Pilate, I am not pining to write a script about him, but I have always felt he has had a raw deal and thought one might make a good dialogue out of it somehow. “Boule de Suif” is a test of whether the C programme2 is really nothing barred. Incidentally I don’t believe it has ever been well translated into English (at least the only translation I have seen was damnable).

I expect to be back in London on October 13th. The weather here has been shocking for about a fortnight past and they are having a fearful job to get the harvest in. We stove in the bottom of our boat in the recent stormy weather. However we had had a good season’s fun out of it and a lot of fish and lobsters, and next year I shall get a bigger one with a motor on it, which will help solve our transport problem. Transport is really the only big problem here, and wouldn’t be a problem in normal times when one could lay in several months’ stores at one go. Even as it is we have done better in food and fuel than one can in London, but at the expense of a good deal of labour and some terrifying journeys. Hoping to see you in town. My love to Margaret.3

Yours

Eric




3075. Domestic Diary

19.9.46. Some showers about breakfast time.

Most of the day blowy & coldish, but with a fair amount of sunlight & not much rain. Sea calmer, though wind shifted to the south for a bit. D.D’s field finished, ie. the cutting, by the reaper, which then came on to do the Barnhill field. Prevented by various complications. First the knife was left behind at Kinuachdrach, then the tractor would not start, then it could not be driven over the boggiest part of the field. Finally after cutting a quarter of the field or less, it was decided to come again tomorrow, cut the corn but not stook it or tie it into sheaves, but leave it in “swathes”, gathering it into the barn later, like hay. Apparently it is feasible to do this if one is not going to thrash the corn. Corn extremely wet & much “laid”, but where the rabbits have left it alone it does not seem a bad crop.

Recovered creels & 1 lobster box. The other had been smashed to bits. The bigger one had not actually been broken up, but had shifted its moorings, & the lobsters had got out owing to lid becoming loosened. Nothing in creels. Great difficulty in hauling them up as they were embedded in huge masses of seaweed. Vast deposits of weed on the beach after the storm. Examined boat again. Actually it is repairable, but it wants 5 boards, which of course is not a job that can be done on the beach. However, it has easily repaid its original cost (£10) in fish, & next year we will keep whatever boat we have at Kinuachdrach.

20.9.46. This morning fine & sunny, though cold. Little wind, & sea calm.

A light shower about 4 pm., otherwise fine, sunny & coldish all day. Great flocks of gulls very busy out in the sound, presumably after shoals of mackerel.

Corn in Barnhill field is cut & lying in swathes. They say that when harvested in this way it does not need turning but will get dry as it is.

The sea trout the F.s brought us yesterday was full of roe—very large globules, reddish yellow. Did not know they had it at this time of year.

A good many blackberries, but they are not full as yet. Hazel nuts definitely not ripe.

Calor gas cylinder has been running for a month today. When this gives out, it will not be quite an accurate test of how long they last, as some gas was lost owing to a leak. Forgot to mention we started 5 gall drum of paraffin (the right stuff this time) on 16.9.46. We are using it for 3 double burner lamps, & to some extent for a Valor stove, a Beatrice stove,1 & storm lanterns. Probably will not last more than 2 weeks, but NB. to note date when it gives out.

Some coal, about ¾ ton delivered today. It will about see us through till our departure on October 9th, leaving 2¼ tons for next year (ie. till June next year). Allowance for this house is 6 tons a year. Since about 25th May, ie. nearly 4 months, we have used almost exactly 3 tons. We have also used a good deal of wood, & no fire except the kitchen one has been burning regularly. We have also used Calor gas to some extent during the past month. So that if one2 was here all the year round, one would need quite 10 tons of coal yearly. Of course this heats the water & allows to° kitchen to be used as a living room, besides doing the cooking.

The stag is now cut up & in the brine, less the haunches, which the D.s & ourselves are eating fresh. Paid for the stag £8.8.0. He was estimated to weigh 14 stone, of which 2 stone are deducted for the head & feet, & the market price is now 1/– a pound. After removal of the hide there would probably be 10 stone (140 lb) of meat including bone. As we are halving it with the Darrochs, we shall each have about 70 lb. of meat, of which about 50 lb. has been salted. This is almost equal to one person’s meat ration for a year.3




3076. To Leonard Moore

21 September 1946 Typewritten

Barnhill

Isle of Jura

Argyllshire

Dear Moore,

A Mr A. G. Avakumovic has written suggesting a translation of “Animal Farm” into Serbian.1 I referred him to you, and I expect he will write to you. His address is 104 Cranmer Court, Sloane Avenue, SW 3. I have already told him that, as in the case of other Russian-occupied countries where translations can only be made by refugees, I do not want any payment; but in the event of a translation being decided on, it would be well to have a regular contract, and you could perhaps find out in a delicate way what organisation, if any, he represents.

I shall be leaving here on October 9th. Posts are slow here and I am not very sure about letters being forwarded, so it would be well if any communication after October 1st were sent to my London address.2

Yours sincerely

[Signed] Eric Blair

Eric Blair




3077. To Herbert W. Simpson

21 September 1946 Typewritten

Barnhill

Isle of Jura

Argyllshire

Scotland

Dear Sir,

I have only just received your letter dated July 14th. I suppose it has been forwarded a number of times. If it is not too late, I have no objection to your reprinting my article, “Politics and the English Language.” (I have not seen the number of the “New Republic” in which it appeared. I believe they published only an abridgement of the original article.) I must point out, however, that the credit line you quote contains a small error. The magazine in which the article originally appeared should be “Horizon,” not “New Horizon.”1

Yours truly

[Signed] Geo. Orwell

George Orwell




3078. Domestic Diary

21.9.46. Awful day. Violent wind from the south, & a good deal of rain. After about 9 pm rain grew much heavier, & wind was raging all night.

Finished mending, ie. heeling, army boots. Seems quite easy to do, but one needs a grindstone & heelball to finish off with.

Stags roaring. I think this is the first time I have heard them this year. Large flights of rooks. I did not know we had them here, & when seeing a single black bird of that family, not a hoodie, have usually set it down as a raven. These however were almost certainly rooks. Qy. where they nest, as there are no tall trees here.1

22.9.46. Weather a very little better. Wind blew itself out in the night & the morning was fairly fine. Afternoon raining on & off. Sea calming down. Stags roaring all over the place.




3079. To Yvonne Davet

23 September 1946


Among the letters from Orwell to Mme Davet which she had kept was an envelope addressed to her from him dated 23 September 1946 and with a Scottish postmark (compare 3063, n. 1). The letter it carried has not been traced.






3080. Domestic Diary

23.9.46. Better on the whole. Most of day fine, blowy & rather cold, but not much rain until about 6 pm, when there was about an hour’s continuous rain. Some more showers in the night. Wind from south & south west very violent, & sea still rough.

Cylinder of calor gas gave out. That is a month & 3 days—say 5 weeks, allowing for the fact that there had been some wastage. Have ordered more cylinders. The new one I have put on should well see us out till we leave in October.

Had big bonfire & burnt up much of the rubbish. Have been meaning to do this for weeks but this was the first day when it was dry enough.




3081. To [K.A.G.S. Lane],1 Christy & Moore

24 September 1946 Typewritten

Barnhill

Isle of Jura

Argyllshire

Dear Sir,

Many thanks for your letter of the 19th September. As requested, I am sending back the cuttings, ie. the full-length reviews, referring to the American edition of “Animal Farm.” There are only a few of these (and incidentally several of them not very friendly), but these are dated about the day when the book came out, so I suppose there will be more later. I wonder if I could ultimately have back any cuttings I send you, as I try to keep all the longer ones.

Yours faithfully

[Signed] Eric Blair

Eric Blair

P.S. I think I informed Mr Moore that I am leaving here in early October, so that any communications after October 1st should be sent to my London address.




3082. Domestic Diary

24.9.46. Much better day. Fine, with a drying wind & barely a shower all day. Burnt out the patch which has been treated with sodium chlorate. It burnt well & there is hardly a rush left, though possibly the roots of some of them are still alive. Impossible to deal with the other large patch of rushes unless I can get the drum of sodium chlorate down from the stable fairly soon.

D.D. very busy stacking. One stack completed, but not thatched, today. He will have about 5. He builds small round stacks, tapered to a pretty sharp point at the top, & thatched with rushes. One stack appears to mean about 6 cartloads, or about an acre of corn. The stuff was still very damp & one has to select what sheaves one will cart, building the others up into stooks again, to get dry some more. It does not so much matter putting damp ones at the top of the stack. In tapering off, D.D. makes use of the very small sheaves, ie. very short ones, in which there is hardly any straw, generally owing to their having been rabbit-eaten. These are put aside & used last, when the stack begins to taper. He says a round stack stands up to the wind better than the other shape.

Today put on underclothes for the first time.

25.9.46. Fine & blowy till about 4 pm, after which some rain. Wind still in south & sea rough. Began clearing bed under window, transplanted seedlings of perennial cabbage (these seem to have formed roots all right) & some spring cabbage seedlings. The latter are poor plants, probably owing to their having been merely thinned out & not pricked out into a nursery bed. Soil in this bed quite different (much darker) from that in the other beds, only about 5 yards away. Turf dug in about the end of May has just about rotted down. One therefore has to allow about 4 months before one can dig at all deeply in soil where one has dug turf in.

An eagle flew over the house today. It always seems to be in very windy weather that we see them down this end. One of D.D’s dogs killed a hare (mountain hare) on the “tops” today. D.D. says they are not so very uncommon. He says definitely that this variety turns white in winter, ditto the stoats (or perhaps weasels). As there is not much snow here this may partly account for the scarcity of hares.

Dobbies1 have no bush roses, so am ordering 6 ramblers & 12 polyanthas. Do not know whether they will be able to spare so many. Tulip bulbs not arrived yet.




3083. To Helmut Klöse

26 September 1946 Typewritten

Barnhill

Isle of Jura

Argyllshire

Dear Klöse,1

I can’t thank you enough for those lovely plums, which arrived in exactly the right condition, just at the moment when the flesh comes away from the stone with no adhesion. They were thoroughly appreciated by everybody including Richard. We are always glad of fruit here, as we haven’t any of our own at present, though I hope to have some in future years. You are wrong, by the way, in thinking fruit trees don’t grow here. They do quite well if one can protect them from the winds, which are liable to blow all the blossom off. This house I have here had not been inhabited for 12 years and has literally no garden at all. Everything that was in it had been grazed down to the ground by the deer and the rabbits, and the garden had gone back to meadow, or worse than meadow, as it had become overgrown with rushes, which are the prevailing weed here, worse even than the bracken. However I’ve managed to break in a small patch during the summer, and on another patch I have killed the rushes with sodium chlorate and my crofter neighbour is going to plough it for me during the winter. On the patch I have broken in I am going to plant gooseberries and black currants, which do well here, and a few fruit trees. I’ve also put in some strawberries, rather optimistically, as I don’t think they’ll ripen here unless one gets a sunny summer. It is not a cold climate here, actually the mean temperature is probably warmer than in England, but there is not much sun and a great deal of rain. We have been so to speak camping in this house all through the summer, but it is a good big house with a bath room and a good water supply, and we are gradually getting it quite nice. The only real difficulty is transport, as we are seven miles from the nearest spot to which provisions can be delivered, but one could manage this well enough at normal times when one can lay in large stocks. There is only one inhabited house within five miles, a croft from which we get milk and sometimes eggs and a little butter. At normal times I would have a cow and some hens, but the problem is to feed them. The crofter only has just enough hay and corn for his own cows, and they are having the most ghastly job getting the harvest in. The only animals I could keep this year were some geese which we simply turned out to grass and ate from time to time when meat ran short. But the sea here is full of fish and lobsters, and there are plenty of rabbits, so we haven’t done badly. This winter I am going to send up more furniture, and, if they are not too expensive and I can transport them here, instal a forge and an oil engine to run a circular saw. If one had good stocks of fuel and grain one could be self-supporting here for several years, which one might be glad of when the atomic war starts, and in any case it’s a nice place to spend the summers in.

I am leaving here in early October and shall be back in London about the 13th. Don’t fail to look me up if you are in town—you know the address, 27 B Canonbury Square, and the phone number, CAN 3751. I don’t know whether you’re in touch with Karl.2 I wrote to him recently, but I had lost his Slough address and sent the letter to the Cambridge address, trusting that it would be forwarded. Au revoir and thanks so much again for the plums.

Yours

Geo. Orwell




3084. To Humphrey Slater

26 September 1946 Typewritten

Barnhill

Isle of Jura

Argyllshire

Dear Humphrey,

Can you come to lunch at the flat on Sunday October 13th, and if possible bring one of our mutual friends with you? I am getting back to town that morning, but my sister is arriving with Richard a day or two earlier. I think there’ll be a goose for lunch, unless it somehow goes astray on the journey. We shall have one goose left when we leave, which we shall take with us or send on ahead, and if so we’ll need someone to help eat it.

I sent the documents to Cyril1 as requested in your wire, and hope he got them in time, but I couldn’t send them very promptly because of the difficulty of there only being two posts a week here and a telegram not moving any faster than a letter once it gets on to the island. I hope he makes good use of them. It is all pretty tough but only what you would expect. I thought the most interesting feature was what you too pointed out—the ambivalence all the way through, the writers constantly complaining that literature is dull and unimaginative and then wanting to cure this by clipping the artist’s wings a little shorter.

I haven’t really done any work this summer—actually I have at last started my novel about the future, but I’ve only done about 50 pages and God knows when it will be finished. However it’s something that it is started, which it wouldn’t have been if I hadn’t got away from regular journalism for a while. Soon I suppose I shall be back at it, but I am dropping some of it and am going to try and do mostly highly-paid stuff which I needn’t do so much of. I have arranged to do some book reviewing for the New Yorker which of course pays well. Please give everyone my love. Looking forward to seeing you. If you can’t come please reply to the flat, as it’s possible a letter might miss me here.

Yours

George




3085. Domestic Diary

26.9.46. Very stormy during last night. Today a vile day. Not actually raining, though overcast, till about midday, after which it rained most of the time, sometimes very heavily. Sea rough.

Could not do much out of doors. Finished clearing bed under window & made the place for the first espalier tree. It will be difficult to fix them onto these walls as one cannot drive nails into the stone.

Trying to note how many meals we get of half a deer. Up to date we have had 7 meals (for anything from 2–6 people) off the preliminary parts, ie. the liver, heart & tongue, & the joint one eats fresh. Also about a pound of suet & a large bowl of dripping.

Dobbie’s° have no lime. It will be a calamity if I cannot get some from somewhere.

27.9.46. Much better day. Very stormy last night, & this morning almost continuous rain till about 1 pm. Then it cleared up & became very warm & still, with no rain. A beautiful calm evening, with the sun showing a little. Sea calmed down very suddenly. Midges start up again the instant the wind drops.

Extended bed under the wall up to the porch, & made place for rose bush. Weeded & lightly dug over the empty portion of the strawberry patch. Soil is very sodden. Up near the porch the soil is no good, so shall transplant some wild foxgloves & primroses there. Pruned & manured the surviving fruit bushes.

This morning a large seagull, this year’s bird by its plumage, hanging round the house & feeding with the geese. Probably they get especially hungry in stormy weather owing to being unable to fish.

Bracken has now almost all turned brown. Trees showing just a little sign of turning. Picked some hazel nuts. Pretty well ripe, but about half of them are rotten, no doubt owing to its being such a wet year. A lot of blackberries now but they are not really good this year, most of them looking a bit spotty.




3086. To Leonard Moore

28 September 1946 Typewritten

Barnhill

Isle of Jura

Argyllshire

Dear Moore,

Have I an American agent, ie., is your firm affiliated with some American firm? I have just had a letter from Mclntosh & Otis, who say:

“We understand from Harcourt Brace that you have no American agent and it occurs to us that you might be interested in representation here.… I don’t know whether or not chapters from ‘Dickens, Dali & Others’ were placed in magazines here—if so, I did not happen to see them—but some of them should certainly have been presented to the Harper’s, Atlantic Monthly Group.”

I have not the slightest wish to take business away from you and give it to some American firm, but I think this letter suggests a possibility. I recently arranged with the “New Republic” to send them carbon copies of my “Tribune” articles at the same time as I submit them to “Tribune,” so that they can make use of any they think suitable. It might be worth doing something of the kind with the much longer articles I write for “Polemic” and occasionally for “Horizon” and other magazines. I have an agreement with “Polemic” to write them 4 articles of about 6000 words each every year, and I have done four up to date. Only one (the one on James Burnham which was reprinted as a pamphlet) has been tried in the USA, but I should think some of the others might also have been worth trying there—for instance an essay on Swift which is to appear in the next issue of “Polemic.” The difficulty that arises is about acknowledgement. The “New Republic” will state that anything they take is reprinted from “Tribune,” but not everyone might be willing to make this arrangement, and the editors of “Polemic” might just conceivably object, though I don’t think they would, to my simultaneously submitting articles to them and to some American paper. If we decide to do this we shall need a regular channel through which to do it, hence my query about your American representation.

Somebody has just written asking permission to translate my books into German. I gave him a list of the ones I thought most suitable, but pointed out the difficulty of publishing in German at present. I referred him to you and gave him your address, so I suppose if he is still interested he will write.

I shall be back in London on the 13th of October. I understand you have been having a holiday, and I hope you have had a good time.

Yours sincerely

Eric Blair




3087. To George Woodcock

28 September 1946 Typewritten

Barnhill

Isle of Jura

Argyllshire

Dear George,

I was quite stunned on hearing from you about Colletts1 taking over the S.B.C.2 How could it have happened? I thought they were doing quite well. And what happens about their publications, for instance the pamphlets they were issuing from time to time? There was one of mine they published a few months back,3 and I don’t even know how many copies it sold. It is simply calamitous if there isn’t one large leftwing bookshop not under CP control. However, I shouldn’t say it would be impossible to set up a successful rival, because any CP bookshop must be hampered as a shop by being unable to stock “the wrong” kind of literature. We must talk it over when I get back. I have no idea what capital you need to set up a well-stocked bookshop, but I fancy it is several thousand pounds. It is not inconceivable that one might dig the money out of some well-intentioned person like Hulton,4 if he saw his way to not making a loss on it. The thing is to have a shop which apart from selling all the leftwing stuff is a good bookshop, has a lending library and is managed by someone who knows something about books. Having worked in a bookshop I have got ideas on the subject, which I’ll tell you about when I get back.

Of course it’s very flattering to have that article in “Politics.”5 I haven’t a copy of “Keep the Aspidistra Flying.” I picked up a copy in a secondhand shop some months back, but I gave it away. There are two or three books which I am ashamed of and have not allowed to be reprinted or translated, and that is one of them. There is an even worse one called “A Clergyman’s Daughter.” This was written simply as an exercise and I oughtn’t to have published it, but I was desperate for money, ditto when I wrote “Keep the A.” At that time I simply hadn’t a book in me, but I was half starved and had to turn out something to bring in £ 100 or so.

I’m leaving here on the 9th and shall reach London on the 13th. I’ll ring you up then. Love to Inge. Richard is blooming.

Yours

George




3088. Domestic Diary

28.9.46. Beautiful day. Slightly misty, very warm, & not a breath of wind. Sea like glass & beautiful pale blue. Road has already dried up a good deal. Getting to Ardlussa took 1 hour 55 minutes, returning, less time for lunch, 2 hours 25 minutes. This time not carrying such a heavy load as usual, however.

Two stags standing close together near the old stable, about 100 yards from the road, & roaring in a very bellicose manner, apparently at me. When not roaring they were grazing quite amicably side by side. So apparently they do not necessarily fight when they meet, though this is supposed to be the mating season.

Planted 2 roots of large plants (I forget their name) which M.F. 1gave me, also some wild foxgloves in the corner where the soil is poor. In a dark spot saw a foxglove still trying to flower—they were flowering in late May when I came here.

29.9.46. Beautiful day. Quite hot in early afternoon. More wind than yesterday, however, & sea rough, though the wind was in the north some of the time. Wind tonight is quite violent.

Made pit for compost heap, burned out more rushes, brought in bits of fence to put round cherry trees. A. brought home some nuts which were on the ground, presumably blown off by the recent gales. They appeared ripe, but were mostly rotten. Evidently no good this year.

30.9.46. Raining this morning, but cleared up in the afternoon & was calm & still, with some sun. Sea calmer. Went down to shore. No fresh drift. D.D. went to the W. bay2 yesterday to see what drift the gales had brought in, but apparently nothing interesting.

Cut & sharpened stakes for trees, finished 3rd patch, scythed plot for trees & put cuttings into the compost pit, & prepared places for 2 trees. They will be about 8 ft. apart each way, which is enough for dwarf trees. Manure will be just about enough for these trees, & no more.

For the first time, saw the deer that frequents the place down by the shore, just outside the deer fence. A hind. She was grazing not more than 5 yards from me, with her head down in the iris plants, & did not see or hear me till I deliberately made a noise to disturb her.

Last of the 5 gallons of oil used up tonight—will run the lamps for about 1 day more, or at least a couple of them. Started on (I think) 16.9.46, so will have run about a fortnight. If one were also using a heating stove at all frequently (we have used the heating stoves, but not much), one would have to allow for a total consumption of quite 3 galls a week, probably 3½.


Facing the entries for 30 September to 3 October on three successive verso folios are diagrams which Orwell drew to show how he planned the development of his plot. The first four words of the first line at the top of the first facing recto are also written at the top of the first drawing but crossed through. It would seem likely that Orwell began these drawings on 30 September. A fourth layout of the garden was drawn on a loose sheet of paper tucked into the diary. All four drawings are reproduced successively here for the reader’s convenience. See also 3147, 4.1.47, for the layout of bushes planted on his return to Barnhill on 2 January 1947. The last two pages of the book have two lists, one giving what is to be done before leaving, with ‘(October)’ in parentheses, and the second with a list of things needed for Barnhill. As these were presumably drawn up about this time, they are placed after the drawings.

The layout opposite is approximately the same size as the original; that at the top of p. 414 (1947?) is 73% the size of the original and the layout below it (which Orwell marked ‘1948?’) is 60% the size of the original. The layout on p. 415 is 72% the size of the original.



Present layout of the garden3
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[Drawn in blue-black Biro on loose sheet of paper]

[image: image]

Before going away (October):4

Inspect deer fence. Mend gate.

Close gap in back garden (2 beans5 sufficient.)

Prepare places for fruit trees, ditto rose bushes.

Cut stakes (about 12 for trees, 6 or 8 for wire netting, 1 doz. small for rose bushes).

Put wire netting round bed near house.

Clear beds.

Square off edges.

Plant cabbages, lupins, pansies, cheddar pinks, primroses(?), tulips(?).

Lime as much of soil as possible.

Drag up boat.

Make cover for ditto (corrugated iron?)

Grease tools (& bring in). (bike)

Measure stairs & passage.

Put stones on lid of tank

Collect seaweed / leaf mould.

Wanted for Barnhill:6

4 small carpets (about 14’ by 6’)

1 good hearth-rug

4 small ditto (bedside mats)

About 15 yards stair carpet

About 10 yards passage matting

Piece of lino, about 12’ by 6’.

5 tables, various sizes (mostly kitchen tables).

2 armchairs.

About half-dozen upright chairs.

Several fenders.

Pillow cases (1 doz.)

Cups, plates, cutlery (incl. carving knife & fork).

4 table cloths, checked.

Mincing machine. Irons. Radio. Sewing machine?



Tools. Mowing machine, hay rake, large vice, planes various, chisels various, hammers & mallets various, oil cans, paint brushes, paint, tar, cement, rope, chain.

Hand cultivator. Telescope.

Outboard motor (& boat).

Hand cart.




3089. ‘Politics vs. Literature: An Examination of Gulliver’s Travels’

Polemic, 5. September–October 1946

In Gulliver’s Travels humanity is attacked, or criticised, from at least three different angles, and the implied character of Gulliver himself necessarily changes somewhat in the process. In Part I he is the typical eighteenth-century voyager, bold, practical and unromantic, his homely outlook skilfully impressed on the reader by the biographical details at the beginning, by his age (he is a man of forty, with two children, when his adventures start), and by the inventory of the things in his pockets, especially his spectacles, which make several appearances. In Part II he has in general the same character, but at moments when the story demands it he has a tendency to develop into an imbecile who is capable of boasting of ‘our noble Country, the Mistress of Arts and Arms, the Scourge of France’, etc., etc., and at the same time of betraying every available scandalous fact about the country which he professes to love. In Part III he is much as he was in Part I, though, as he is consorting chiefly with courtiers and men of learning, one has the impression that he has risen in the social scale. In Part IV he conceives a horror of the human race which is not apparent, or only intermittently apparent, in the earlier books, and changes into a sort of unreligious anchorite whose one desire is to live in some desolate spot where he can devote himself to meditating on the goodness of the Houyhnhnms. However, these inconsistencies are forced upon Swift by the fact that Gulliver is there chiefly to provide a contrast. It is necessary, for instance, that he should appear sensible in Part I and at least intermittently silly in Part II, because in both books the essential manoeuvre is the same, i.e. to make the human being look ridiculous by imagining him as a creature six inches high. Whenever Gulliver is not acting as a stooge there is a sort of continuity in his character, which comes out especially in his resourcefulness and his observation of physical detail. He is much the same kind of person, with the same prose style, when he bears off the warships of Blefuscu, when he rips open the belly of the monstrous rat, and when he sails away upon the ocean in his frail coracle made from the skins of Yahoos. Moreover, it is difficult not to feel that in his shrewder moments Gulliver is simply Swift himself, and there is at least one incident in which Swift seems to be venting his private grievance against contemporary Society. It will be remembered that when the Emperor of Lilliput’s palace catches fire, Gulliver puts it out by urinating on it. Instead of being congratulated on his presence of mind, he finds that he has committed a capital offence by making water in the precincts of the palace, and


I was privately assured, that the Empress, conceiving the greatest Abhorrence of what I had done, removed to the most distant Side of the Court, firmly resolved that those buildings should never be repaired for her Use; and, in the Presence of her chief Confidents, could not forbear vowing Revenge.



According to Professor G. M. Trevelyan (England under Queen Anne), part of the reason for Swift’s failure to get preferment was that the Queen was scandalised by the Tale of a Tub—a pamphlet in which Swift probably felt that he had done a great service to the English Crown, since it scarifies the Dissenters and still more the Catholics while leaving the Established Church alone. In any case no one would deny that Gulliver’s Travels is a rancorous as well as a pessimistic book, and that especially in Parts I and III it often descends into political partisanship of a narrow kind. Pettiness and magnanimity, republicanism and authoritarianism, love of reason and lack of curiosity, are all mixed up in it. The hatred of the human body with which Swift is especially associated is only dominant in Part IV, but somehow this new preoccupation does not come as a surprise. One feels that all these adventures, and all these changes of mood, could have happened to the same person, and the inter-connection between Swift’s political loyalties and his ultimate despair is one of the most interesting features of the book.

Politically, Swift was one of those people who are driven into a sort of perverse Toryism by the follies of the progressive party of the moment. Part I of Gulliver’s Travels, ostensibly a satire on human greatness, can be seen, if one looks a little deeper, to be simply an attack on England, on the dominant Whig party, and on the war with France, which—however bad the motives of the Allies may have been—did save Europe from being tyrannised over by a single reactionary power. Swift was not a Jacobite nor strictly speaking a Tory, and his declared aim in the war was merely a moderate peace treaty and not the outright defeat of England. Nevertheless there is a tinge of quislingism in his attitude, which comes out in the ending of Part I and slightly interferes with the allegory. When Gulliver flees from Lilliput (England) to Blefuscu (France) the assumption that a human being six inches high is inherently contemptible seems to be dropped. Whereas the people of Lilliput have behaved towards Gulliver with the utmost treachery and meanness, those of Blefuscu behave generously and straightforwardly, and indeed this section of the book ends on a different note from the all-round disillusionment of the earlier chapters. Evidently Swift’s animus is, in the first place, against England. It is ‘your Natives’ (i.e. Gulliver’s fellow-countrymen) whom the King of Brobdingnag considers to be ‘the most pernicious Race of little odious Vermin that Nature ever suffered to crawl upon the surface of the Earth’, and the long passage at the end, denouncing colonisation and foreign conquest, is plainly aimed at England, although the contrary is elaborately stated. The Dutch, England’s allies and target of one of Swift’s most famous pamphlets, are also more or less wantonly attacked in Part III. There is even what sounds like a personal note in the passage in which Gulliver records his satisfaction that the various countries he has discovered cannot be made colonies of the British Crown:


The Houyhnhnms, indeed, appear not to be so well prepared for War, a Science to which they are perfect Strangers, and especially against missive Weapons. However, supposing myself to be a Minister of State, I could never give my advice for invading them.… Imagine twenty thousand of them breaking into the midst of an European army, confounding the Ranks, overturning the Carriages, battering the Warriors’ Faces into Mummy, by terrible Yerks from their hinder Hoofs …



Considering that Swift does not waste words, that phrase, ‘battering the warriors’ faces into mummy’, probably indicates a secret wish to see the invincible armies of the Duke of Marlborough treated in a like manner. There are similar touches elsewhere. Even the country mentioned in Part III, where ‘the Bulk of the People consist, in a Manner, wholly of Discoverers, Witnesses, Informers, Accusers, Prosecutors, Evidences, Swearers, together with their several subservient and subaltern Instruments, all under the Colours, the Conduct, and Pay of Ministers of State’, is called Langdon, which is within one letter of being an anagram of England. (As the early editions of the book contain misprints, it may perhaps have been intended as a complete anagram.) Swift’s physical repulsion from humanity is certainly real enough, but one has the feeling that his debunking of human grandeur, his diatribes against lords, politicians, court favourites, etc., has mainly a local application and springs from the fact that he belonged to the unsuccessful party. He denounces injustice and oppression, but he gives no evidence of liking democracy. In spite of his enormously greater powers, his implied position is very similar to that of the innumerable silly-clever Conservatives1 of our own day—people like Sir Alan Herbert, Professor G. M. Young, Lord Elton,2 the Tory Reform Committee or the long line of Catholic apologists from W. H. Mallock3 onwards: people who specialise in cracking neat jokes at the expense of whatever is ‘modern’ and ‘progressive’, and whose opinions are often all the more extreme because they know that they cannot influence the actual drift of events. After all, such a pamphlet as An Argument to prove that the Abolishing of Christianity, etc. is very like ‘Timothy Shy’ having a bit of clean fun with the Brains Trust,4 or Father Ronald Knox exposing the errors of Bertrand Russell.5 And the ease with which Swift has been forgiven—and forgiven, sometimes, by devout believers—for the blasphemies of A Tale of a Tub demonstrates clearly enough the feebleness of religious sentiments as compared with political ones.

However, the reactionary cast of Swift’s mind does not show itself chiefly in his political affiliations. The important thing is his attitude towards Science, and, more broadly, towards intellectual curiosity. The famous Academy of Lagado, described in Part III of Gulliver’s Travels, is no doubt a justified satire on most of the so-called scientists of Swift’s own day. Significantly, the people at work in it are described as ‘Projectors’, that is, people not engaged in disinterested research but merely on the look-out for gadgets which will save labour and bring in money. But there is no sign—indeed, all through the book there are many signs to the contrary—that ‘pure’ science would have struck Swift as a worth-while activity. The more serious kind of scientist has already had a kick in the pants in Part II, when the ‘Scholars’ patronised by the King of Brobdingnag try to account for Gulliver’s small stature:


After much Debate, they concluded unanimously that I was only Relplum Scalcath, which is interpreted literally, Lusus Naturae; a Determination exactly agreeable to the modern philosophy of Europe, whose Professors, disdaining the old Evasion of occult Causes, whereby the followers of Aristotle endeavoured in vain to disguise their Ignorance, have invented this wonderful Solution of all Difficulties, to the unspeakable Advancement of human Knowledge.



If this stood by itself one might assume that Swift is merely the enemy of sham science. In a number of places, however, he goes out of his way to proclaim the uselessness of all learning or speculation not directed towards some practical end:


The Learning of (the Brobdingnagians) is very defective, consisting only in Morality, History, Poetry, and Mathematics, wherein they must be allowed to excel. But, the last of these is wholly applied to what may be useful in Life, to the Improvement of Agriculture, and all mechanical Arts; so that among us it would be little esteemed. And as to Ideas, Entities, Abstractions, and Transcendentals, I could never drive the least Conception into their Heads.



The Houyhnhnms, Swift’s ideal beings, are backward even in a mechanical sense. They are unacquainted with metals, have never heard of boats, do not, properly speaking, practise agriculture (we are told that the oats which they live upon ‘grow naturally’), and appear not to have invented wheels.fn1 They have no alphabet, and evidently have not much curiosity about the physical world. They do not believe that any inhabited country exists beside their own, and though they understand the motions of the sun and moon, and the nature of eclipses, ‘this is the utmost Progress of their Astronomy’. By contrast, the philosophers of the flying island of Laputa are so continuously absorbed in mathematical speculations that before speaking to them one has to attract their attention by flapping them on the ear with a bladder. They have catalogued ten thousand fixed stars, have settled the periods of ninety-three comets, and have discovered, in advance of the astronomers of Europe, that Mars has two moons—all of which information Swift evidently regards as ridiculous, useless and uninteresting. As one might expect, he believes that the scientist’s place, if he has a place, is in the laboratory and that scientific knowledge has no bearing on political matters:


What I … thought altogether unaccountable, was the strong Disposition I observed in them towards News and Politics, perpetually enquiring into Public Affairs, giving their judgments in Matters of State, and passionately disputing every Inch of a Party Opinion. I have, indeed, observed the same Disposition among most of the Mathematicians I have known in Europe, though I could never discover the least Analogy between the two Sciences; unless those People suppose, that, because the smallest Circle hath as many Degrees as the largest, therefore the Regulation and Management of the World require no more Abilities, than the Handling and Turning of a Globe.



Is there not something familiar in that phrase ‘I could never discover the least analogy between the two sciences’? It has precisely the note of the popular Catholic apologists who profess to be astonished when a scientist utters an opinion on such questions as the existence of God or the immortality of the soul. The scientist, we are told, is an expert only in one restricted field: why should his opinions be of value in any other? The implication is that theology is just as much an exact science as, for instance, chemistry, and that the priest is also an expert whose conclusions on certain subjects must be accepted. Swift in effect makes the same claim for the politician, but he goes one better in that he will not allow the scientist—either the ‘pure’ scientist or the ad-hoc investigator—to be a useful person in his own line. Even if he had not written Part III of Gulliver’s Travels, one could infer from the rest of the book that, like Tolstoy and like Blake, he hates the very idea of studying the processes of Nature. The ‘Reason’ which he so admires in the Houyhnhnms does not primarily mean the power of drawing logical inferences from observed facts. Although he never defines it, it appears in most contexts to mean either common sense—i.e. acceptance of the obvious and contempt for quibbles and abstractions—or absence of passion and superstition. In general he assumes that we know all that we need to know already, and merely use our knowledge incorrectly. Medicine, for instance, is a useless science, because if we lived in a more natural way, there would be no diseases. Swift, however, is not a simple-lifer or an admirer of the Noble Savage. He is in favour of civilisation and the arts of civilisation. Not only does he see the value of good manners, good conversation, and even learning of a literary and historical kind, he also sees that agriculture, navigation and architecture need to be studied and could with advantage be improved. But his implied aim is a static, incurious civilisation—the world of his own day, a little cleaner, a little saner, with no radical change and no poking into the unknowable. More than one would expect in anyone so free from accepted fallacies, he reveres the past, especially classical antiquity, and believes that modern man has degenerated sharply during the past hundred years.fn2 In the island of sorcerers, where the spirits of the dead can be called up at will:


I desired that the Senate of Rome might appear before me in one large Chamber, and a modern Representative in Counterview, in another. The first seemed to be an Assembly of Heroes and Demy-Gods, the other a Knot of Pedlars, Pick-pockets, Highwaymen, and Bullies.



Although Swift uses this section of Part III to attack the truthfulness of recorded history, his critical spirit deserts him as soon as he is dealing with Greeks and Romans. He remarks, of course, upon the corruption of imperial Rome, but he has an almost unreasoning admiration for some of the leading figures of the ancient world:


I was struck with profound Veneration at the Sight of Brutus, and could easily discover the most consummate Virtue, the greatest Intrepidity and Firmness of Mind, the truest Love of his Country, and general Benevolence for mankind, in every Lineament of his Countenance.… I had the Honour to have much Conversation with Brutus, and was told, that his Ancestor Junius, Socrates, Epaminondas, Cato the younger, Sir Thomas More, and himself, were perpetually together: a Sextumvirate, to which all the Ages of the World cannot add a seventh.



It will be noticed that of these six people, only one is a Christian. This is an important point. If one adds together Swift’s pessimism, his reverence for the past, his incuriosity and his horror of the human body, one arrives at an attitude common among religious reactionaries—that is, people who defend an unjust order of Society by claiming that this world cannot be substantially improved and only the ‘next world’ matters. However, Swift shows no sign of having any religious beliefs, at least in any ordinary sense of the words. He does not appear to believe seriously in life after death, and his idea of goodness is bound up with republicanism, love of liberty, courage, ‘benevolence’ (meaning in effect public spirit), ‘reason’ and other pagan qualities. This reminds one that there is another strain in Swift, not quite congruous with his disbelief in progress and his general hatred of humanity.

To begin with, he has moments when he is ‘constructive’ and even ‘advanced’. To be occasionally inconsistent is almost a mark of vitality in Utopia books, and Swift sometimes inserts a word of praise into a passage that ought to be purely satirical. Thus, his ideas about the education of the young are fathered on to the Lilliputians, who have much the same views on this subject as the Houyhnhnms. The Lilliputians also have various social and legal institutions (for instance, there are old age pensions, and people are rewarded for keeping the law as well as punished for breaking it) which Swift would have liked to see prevailing in his own country. In the middle of this passage Swift remembers his satirical intention and adds, ‘In relating these and the following Laws, I would only be understood to mean the original Institutions, and not the most scandalous Corruptions into which these people are fallen by the degenerate Nature of Man’: but as Lilliput is supposed to represent England, and the laws he is speaking of have never had their parallel in England, it is clear that the impulse to make constructive suggestions has been too much for him. But Swift’s greatest contribution to political thought, in the narrower sense of the words, is his attack, especially in Part III, on what would now be called totalitarianism. He has an extraordinarily clear prevision of the spy-haunted ‘police State,’ with its endless heresy-hunts and treason trials, all really designed to neutralise popular discontent by changing it into war hysteria. And one must remember that Swift is here inferring the whole from a quite small part, for the feeble governments of his own day did not give him illustrations ready-made. For example, there is the professor at the School of Political Projectors who ‘shewed me a large Paper of Instructions for discovering Plots and Conspiracies’, and who claimed that one can find people’s secret thoughts by examining their excrement:


Because Men are never so serious, thoughtful, and intent, as when they are at Stool, which he found by frequent Experiment: for in such Conjunctures, when he used meerly as a Trial to consider what was the best Way of murdering the King, his Ordure would have a Tincture of Green; but quite different when he thought only of raising an Insurrection, or burning the Metropolis.



The professor and his theory are said to have been suggested to Swift by the—from our point of view—not particularly astonishing or disgusting fact that in a recent State trial some letters found in somebody’s privy had been put in evidence. Later in the same chapter we seem to be positively in the middle of the Russian purges:


In the Kingdom of Tribnia, by the Natives called Langdon…the Bulk of the People consist, in a Manner, wholly of Discoverers, Witnesses, Informers, Accusers, Prosecutors, Evidences, Swearers…. It is first agreed, and settled among them, what suspected Persons shall be accused of a Plot: Then, effectual Care is taken to secure all their Letters and Papers, and put the Owners in Chains. These papers are delivered to a Sett of Artists, very dexterous in finding out the mysterious Meanings of Words, Syllables, and Letters.… Where this Method fails, they have two others more effectual, which the Learned among them call Acrostics and Anagrams. First, they can decypher all initial Letters into political Meanings: Thus, N shall signify a Plot, B a Regiment of Horse, L a Fleet at Sea: Or, Secondly, by transposing the Letters of the Alphabet in any suspected Paper, they can lay open the deepest Designs of a discontented Party. So, for Example, if I should say in a Letter to a Friend, Our Brother Tom has just got the Piles, a skilful Decypherer would discover that the same Letters, which compose that Sentence, may be analysed in the following Words: Resist—a Plot is brought Home—The Tour.fn3 And this is the anagrammatic Method.



Other professors at the same school invent simplified languages, write books by machinery, educate their pupils by inscribing the lesson on a wafer and causing them to swallow it, or propose to abolish individuality altogether by cutting off part of the brain of one man and grafting it on to the head of another. There is something queerly familiar in the atmosphere of these chapters, because, mixed up with much fooling, there is a perception that one of the aims of totalitarianism is not merely to make sure that people will think the right thoughts, but actually to make them less conscious. Then, again, Swift’s account of the Leader who is usually to be found ruling over a tribe of Yahoos, and of the ‘favourite’ who acts first as a dirty-worker and later as a scapegoat, fits remarkably well into the pattern of our own times. But are we to infer from all this that Swift was first and foremost an enemy of tyranny and a champion of the free intelligence? No: his own views, so far as one can discern them, are not markedly liberal. No doubt he hates lords, kings, bishops, generals, ladies of fashion, orders, titles and flummery generally, but he does not seem to think better of the common people than of their rulers, or to be in favour of increased social equality, or to be enthusiastic about representative institutions. The Houyhnhnms are organised upon a sort of caste system which is racial in character, the horses which do the menial work being of different colours from their masters and not interbreeding with them. The educational system which Swift admires in the Lilliputians takes hereditary class distinctions for granted, and the children of the poorest class do not go to school, because ‘their Business being only to till and cultivate the Earth … therefore their Education is of little Consequence to the Public’. Nor does he seem to have been strongly in favour of freedom of speech and the Press, in spite of the toleration which his own writings enjoyed. The King of Brobdingnag is astonished at the multiplicity of religious and political sects in England, and considers that those who hold ‘opinions prejudicial to the public’ (in the context this seems to mean simply heretical opinions), though they need not be obliged to change them, ought to be obliged to conceal them: for ‘as it was Tyranny in any Government to require the first, so it was Weakness not to enforce the second’. There is a subtler indication of Swift’s own attitude in the manner in which Gulliver leaves the land of the Houyhnhnms. Intermittently, at least, Swift was a kind of anarchist, and Part IV of Gulliver’s Travels is a picture of an anarchistic Society, not governed by law in the ordinary sense, but by the dictates of ‘Reason’, which are voluntarily accepted by everyone. The General Assembly of the Houyhnhnms ‘exhorts’ Gulliver’s master to get rid of him, and his neighbours put pressure on him to make him comply. Two reasons are given. One is that the presence of this unusual Yahoo may unsettle the rest of the tribe, and the other is that a friendly relationship between a Houyhnhnm and a Yahoo is ‘not agreeable to Reason or Nature, or a Thing ever heard of before among them’. Gulliver’s master is somewhat unwilling to obey, but the ‘exhortation’ (a Houyhnhnm, we are told, is never compelled to do anything, he is merely ‘exhorted’ or ‘advised’) cannot be disregarded. This illustrates very well the totalitarian tendency which is implicit in the anarchist or pacifist vision of Society. In a Society in which there is no law, and in theory no compulsion, the only arbiter of behaviour is public opinion. But public opinion, because of the tremendous urge to conformity in gregarious animals, is less tolerant than any system of law. When human beings are governed by ‘thou shalt not’, the individual can practise a certain amount of eccentricity: when they are supposedly governed by ‘love’ or ‘reason’, he is under continuous pressure to make him behave and think in exactly the same way as everyone else. The Houyhnhnms, we are told, were unanimous on almost all subjects. The only question they ever discussed was how to deal with the Yahoos. Otherwise there was no room for disagreement among them, because the truth is always either self-evident, or else it is undiscoverable and unimportant. They had apparently no word for ‘opinion’ in their language, and in their conversations there was no ‘difference of sentiments’. They had reached, in fact, the highest stage of totalitarian organisation, the stage when conformity has become so general that there is no need for a police force. Swift approves of this kind of thing because among his many gifts neither curiosity nor good-nature was included. Disagreement would always seem to him sheer perversity. ‘Reason,’ among the Houyhnhnms, he says, ‘is not a Point Problematical, as with us, where men can argue with Plausibility on both Sides of a Question; but strikes you with immediate Conviction; as it must needs do, where it is not mingled, obscured, or discoloured by Passion and Interest.’ In other words, we know everything already, so why should dissident opinions be tolerated? The totalitarian Society of the Houyhnhnms, where there can be no freedom and no development, follows naturally from this.

We are right to think of Swift as a rebel and iconoclast, but except in certain secondary matters, such as his insistence that women should receive the same education as men, he cannot be labelled ‘Left’. He is a Tory anarchist, despising authority while disbelieving in liberty, and preserving the aristocratic outlook while seeing clearly that the existing aristocracy is degenerate and contemptible. When Swift utters one of his characteristic diatribes against the rich and powerful, one must probably, as I said earlier, write off something for the fact that he himself belonged to the less successful party, and was personally disappointed. The ‘outs’, for obvious reasons, are always more radical than the ‘ins’.fn4 But the most essential thing in Swift is his inability to believe that life—ordinary life on the solid earth, and not some rationalised, deodorised version of it—could be made worth living. Of course, no honest person claims that happiness is now a normal condition among adult human beings; but perhaps it could be made normal, and it is upon this question that all serious political controversy really turns. Swift has much in common—more, I believe, than has been noticed—with Tolstoy, another disbeliever in the possibility of happiness. In both men you have the same anarchistic outlook covering an authoritarian cast of mind; in both a similar hostility to Science, the same impatience with opponents, the same inability to see the importance of any question not interesting to themselves; and in both cases a sort of horror of the actual process of life, though in Tolstoy’s case it was arrived at later and in a different way. The sexual unhappiness of the two men was not of the same kind, but there was this in common, that in both of them a sincere loathing was mixed up with a morbid fascination. Tolstoy was a reformed rake who ended by preaching complete celibacy, while continuing to practise the opposite into extreme old age. Swift was presumably impotent, and had an exaggerated horror of human dung: he also thought about it incessantly, as is evident throughout his works. Such people are not likely to enjoy even the small amount of happiness that falls to most human beings, and, from obvious motives, are not likely to admit that earthly life is capable of much improvement. Their incuriosity, and hence their intolerance, spring from the same root.

Swift’s disgust, rancour and pessimism would make sense against the background of a ‘next world’ to which this one is the prelude. As he does not appear to believe seriously in any such thing, it becomes necessary to construct a paradise supposedly existing on the surface of the earth, but something quite different from anything we know, with all that he disapproves of—lies, folly, change, enthusiasm, pleasure, love and dirt—eliminated from it. As his ideal being he chooses the horse, an animal whose excrement is not offensive. The Houyhnhnms are dreary beasts—this is so generally admitted that the point is not worth labouring. Swift’s genius can make them credible, but there can have been very few readers in whom they have excited any feeling beyond dislike. And this is not from wounded vanity at seeing animals preferred to men; for, of the two, the Houyhnhnms are much liker to human beings than are the Yahoos, and Gulliver’s horror of the Yahoos, together with his recognition that they are the same kind of creature as himself, contains a logical absurdity. This horror comes upon him at his very first sight of them. ‘I never beheld,’ he says, ‘in all my Travels, so disagreeable an Animal, nor one against which I naturally conceived so strong an Antipathy.’ But in comparison with what are the Yahoos disgusting? Not with the Houyhnhnms, because at this time Gulliver has not seen a Houyhnhnm. It can only be in comparison with himself, i.e. with a human being. Later, however, we are to be told that the Yahoos are human beings, and human society becomes insupportible to Gulliver because all men are Yahoos. In that case why did he not conceive his disgust of humanity earlier? In effect we are told that the Yahoos are fantastically different from men, and yet are the same. Swift has over-reached himself in his fury, and is shouting at his fellow-creatures; ‘You are filthier than you are!’ However, it is impossible to feel much sympathy with the Yahoos, and it is not because they oppress the Yahoos that the Houyhnhnms are unattractive. They are unattractive because the ‘Reason’ by which they are governed is really a desire for death. They are exempt from love, friendship, curiosity, fear, sorrow and—except in their feelings towards the Yahoos, who occupy rather the same place in their community as the Jews in Nazi Germany—anger and hatred. ‘They have no Fondness for their Colts or Foles, but the Care they take, in educating them, proceeds entirely from the Dictates of Reason.’ They lay store by ‘Friendship’ and ‘Benevolence’, but ‘these are not confined to particular Objects, but universal to the whole Race’. They also value conversation, but in their conversations there are no differences of opinion, and ‘nothing passed but what was useful, expressed in the fewest and most significant Words’. They practise strict birth control, each couple producing two offspring and thereafter abstaining from sexual intercourse. Their marriages are arranged for them by their elders, on eugenic principles, and their language contains no word for ‘love’, in the sexual sense. When somebody dies they carry on exactly as before, without feeling any grief. It will be seen that their aim is to be as like a corpse as is possible while retaining physical life. One or two of their characteristics, it is true, do not seem to be strictly ‘reasonable’ in their own usage of the word. Thus, they place a great value not only on physical hardihood but on athleticism, and they are devoted to poetry. But these exceptions may be less arbitrary than they seem. Swift probably emphasises the physical strength of the Houyhnhnms in order to make clear that they could never be conquered by the hated human race, while a taste for poetry may figure among their qualities because poetry appeared to Swift as the antithesis of Science, from his point of view the most useless of all pursuits. In Part III he names ‘Imagination, Fancy, and Invention’ as desirable faculties in which the Laputan mathematicians (in spite of their love of music) were wholly lacking. One must remember that although Swift was an admirable writer of comic verse, the kind of poetry he thought valuable would probably be didactic poetry. The poetry of the Houyhnhnms, he says—


must be allowed to excel (that of) all other Mortals; wherein the Justness of their Similes, and the Minuteness, as well as exactness, of their Descriptions, are, indeed, inimitable. Their Verses abound very much in both of these; and usually contain either some exalted Notions of Friendship and Benevolence, or the Praises of those who were Victors in Races, and other bodily Exercises.



Alas, not even the genius of Swift was equal to producing a specimen by which we could judge the poetry of the Houyhnhnms. But it sounds as though it were chilly stuff (in heroic couplets, presumably), and not seriously in conflict with the principles of ‘Reason’.

Happiness is notoriously difficult to describe, and pictures of a just and well-ordered Society are seldom either attractive or convincing. Most creators of ‘favourable’ Utopias, however, are concerned to show what life could be like if it were lived more fully. Swift advocates a simple refusal of life, justifying this by the claim that ‘Reason’ consists in thwarting your instincts. The Houyhnhnms, creatures without a history, continue for generation after generation to live prudently, maintaining their population at exactly the same level, avoiding all passion, suffering from no diseases, meeting death indifferently, training up their young in the same principles—and all for what? In order that the same process may continue indefinitely. The notions that life here and now is worth living, or that it could be made worth living, or that it must be sacrificed for some future good, are all absent. The dreary world of the Houyhnhnms was about as good a Utopia as Swift could construct, granting that he neither believed in a ‘next world’ nor could get any pleasure out of certain normal activities. But it is not really set up as something desirable in itself, but as the justification for another attack on humanity. The aim, as usual, is to humiliate Man by reminding him that he is weak and ridiculous, and above all that he stinks; and the ultimate motive, probably, is a kind of envy, the envy of the ghost for the living, of the man who knows he cannot be happy for the others who—so he fears—may be a little happier than himself. The political expression of such an outlook must be either reactionary or nihilistic, because the person who holds it will want to prevent Society from developing in some direction in which his pessimism may be cheated. One can do this either by blowing everything to pieces, or by averting social change. Swift ultimately blew everything to pieces in the only way that was feasible before the atomic bomb—that is, he went mad—but, as I have tried to show, his political aims were on the whole reactionary ones.

From what I have written it may have seemed that I am against Swift, and that my object is to refute him and even to belittle him. In a political and moral sense I am against him, so far as I understand him. Yet curiously enough he is one of the writers I admire with least reserve, and Gulliver’s Travels, in particular, is a book which it seems impossible for me to grow tired of. I read it first when I was eight—one day short of eight, to be exact, for I stole and furtively read the copy which was to be given me next day on my eighth birthday—and I have certainly not read it less than half a dozen times since. Its fascination seems inexhaustible. If I had to make a list of six books which were to be preserved when all others were destroyed, I would certainly put Gulliver’s Travels among them. This raises the question: what is the relationship between agreement with a writer’s opinions, and enjoyment of his work?

If one is capable of intellectual detachment, one can perceive merit in a writer whom one deeply disagrees with, but enjoyment is a different matter. Supposing that there is such a thing as good or bad art, then the goodness or badness must reside in the work of art itself—not independently of the observer, indeed, but independently of the mood of the observer. In one sense, therefore, it cannot be true that a poem is good on Monday and bad on Tuesday. But if one judges the poem by the appreciation it arouses, then it can certainly be true, because appreciation, or enjoyment, is a subjective condition which cannot be commanded. For a great deal of his waking life, even the most cultivated person has no aesthetic feelings whatever, and the power to have aesthetic feelings is very easily destroyed. When you are frightened, or hungry, or are suffering from toothache or sea-sickness, King Lear is no better from your point of view than Peter Pan. You may know in an intellectual sense that it is better, but that is simply a fact which you remember: you will not feel the merit of King Lear until you are normal again. And aesthetic judgment can be upset just as disastrously—more disastrously, because the cause is less readily recognised—by political or moral disagreement. If a book angers, wounds or alarms you, then you will not enjoy it, whatever its merits may be. If it seems to you a really pernicious book, likely to influence other people in some undesirable way, then you will probably construct an aesthetic theory to show that it has no merits. Current literary criticism consists quite largely of this kind of dodging to and fro between two sets of standards. And yet the opposite process can also happen: enjoyment can overwhelm disapproval, even though one clearly recognises that one is enjoying something inimical. Swift, whose world-view is so peculiarly unacceptable, but who is nevertheless an extremely popular writer, is a good instance of this. Why is it that we don’t mind being called Yahoos, although firmly convinced that we are not Yahoos?

It is not enough to make the usual answer that of course Swift was wrong, in fact he was insane, but he was ‘a good writer’. It is true that the literary quality of a book is to some small extent separable from its subject-matter. Some people have a native gift for using words, as some people have a naturally ‘good eye’ at games. It is largely a question of timing and of instinctively knowing how much emphasis to use. As an example near at hand, look back at the passage I quoted earlier, starting ‘In the Kingdom of Tribnia, by the Natives called Langdon’. It derives much of its force from the final sentence: ‘And this is the anagrammatic Method.’ Strictly speaking this sentence is unnecessary, for we have already seen the anagram deciphered, but the mock-solemn repetition, in which one seems to hear Swift’s own voice uttering the words, drives home the idiocy of the activities described, like a final tap to a nail. But not all the power and simplicity of Swift’s prose, nor the imaginative effort that has been able to make not one but a whole series of impossible worlds more credible than the majority of history books—none of this would enable us to enjoy Swift if his world-view were truly wounding or shocking. Millions of people, in many countries, must have enjoyed Gulliver’s Travels while more or less seeing its anti-human implications: and even the child who accepts Parts I and II as a simple story gets a sense of absurdity from thinking of human beings six inches high. The explanation must be that Swift’s world-view is felt to be not altogether false—or it would probably be more accurate to say, not false all the time. Swift is a diseased writer. He remains permanently in a depressed mood which in most people is only intermittent, rather as though someone suffering from jaundice or the after-effects of influenza should have the energy to write books. But we all know that mood, and something in us responds to the expression of it. Take, for instance, one of his most characteristic works, The Lady’s Dressing Room: one might add the kindred poem, Upon a Beautiful Young Nymph Going to Bed. Which is truer, the viewpoint expressed in these poems, or the viewpoint implied in Blake’s phrase, ‘The naked female human form divine’? No doubt Blake is nearer the truth, and yet who can fail to feel a sort of pleasure in seeing that fraud, feminine delicacy, exploded for once? Swift falsifies his picture of the world by refusing to see anything in human life except dirt, folly and wickedness, but the part which he abstracts from the whole does exist, and it is something which we all know about while shrinking from mentioning it. Part of our minds—in any normal person it is the dominant part—believes that man is a noble animal and life is worth living: but there is also a sort of inner self which at least intermittently stands aghast at the horror of existence. In the queerest way, pleasure and disgust are linked together. The human body is beautiful: it is also repulsive and ridiculous, a fact which can be verified at any swimming pool. The sexual organs are objects of desire and also of loathing, so much so that in many languages, if not in all languages, their names are used as words of abuse. Meat is delicious, but a butcher’s shop makes one feel sick: and indeed all our food springs ultimately from dung and dead bodies, the two things which of all others seem to us the most horrible. A child, when it is past the infantile stage but still looking at the world with fresh eyes, is moved by horror almost as often as by wonder—horror of snot and spittle, of the dogs’ excrement on the pavement, the dying toad full of maggots, the sweaty smell of grownups, the hideousness of old men, with their bald heads and bulbous noses. In his endless harping on disease, dirt and deformity, Swift is not actually inventing anything, he is merely leaving something out. Human behaviour, too, especially in politics, is as he describes it, although it contains other more important factors which he refuses to admit. So far as we can see, both horror and pain are necessary to the continuance of life on this planet, and it is therefore open to pessimists like Swift to say: ‘If horror and pain must always be with us, how can life be significantly improved?’ His attitude is in effect the Christian attitude, minus the bribe of a ‘next world’—which, however, probably has less hold upon the minds of believers than the conviction that this world is a vale of tears and the grave is a place of rest. It is, I am certain, a wrong attitude, and one which could have harmful effects upon behaviour; but something in us responds to it, as it responds to the gloomy words of the burial service and the sweetish smell of corpses in a country church.

It is often argued, at least by people who admit the importance of subject-matter, that a book cannot be ‘good’ if it expresses a palpably false view of life. We are told that in our own age, for instance, any book that has genuine literary merit will also be more or less ‘progressive’ in tendency. This ignores the fact that throughout history a similar struggle between progress and reaction has been raging, and that the best books of any one age have always been written from several different viewpoints, some of them palpably more false than others. In so far as a writer is a propagandist, the most one can ask of him is that he shall genuinely believe in what he is saying, and that it shall not be something blazingly silly. Today, for example, one can imagine a good book being written by a Catholic, a Communist, a Fascist, a pacifist, an anarchist, perhaps by an old-style Liberal or an ordinary Conservative: one cannot imagine a good book being written by a spiritualist, a Buchmanite or a member of the Ku Klux Klan. The views that a writer holds must be compatible with sanity, in the medical sense, and with the power of continuous thought: beyond that what we ask of him is talent, which is probably another name for conviction. Swift did not possess ordinary wisdom, but he did possess a terrible intensity of vision, capable of picking out a single hidden truth and then magnifying it and distorting it. The durability of Gulliver’s Travels goes to show that, if the force of belief is behind it, a world-view which only just passes the test of sanity is sufficient to produce a great work of art.


Orwell’s essay prompted an article by George Woodcock. Woodcock’s response was to the statements from ‘Gulliver’s master is somewhat unwilling to obey … in exactly the same way as everyone else,’ in the paragraph beginning ‘To begin with.’ It was published in Freedom—through Anarchism, 28June 1947, and was preceded by a note explaining that it had been accepted by Polemic on 31 October 1946. On inquiry, Woodcock found that Polemic had no plans to publish it in the near future. He had been unable to discover why an article of ‘a certain urgency’ had been pigeon-holed, ‘but your guess is as good as mine.’ Woodcock considered that the passage referred to gave ‘a wholly erroneous view of the anarchist idea of society.’ It was based on a misinterpretation of Swift, who had never declared himself an anarchist or pacifist; to quote his ideas ‘as typical of either of these social theories is illogical and misleading.’ Woodcock also thought that Orwell confused the issue by identifying anarchist with pacifist. ‘Many anarchists believe in violence … many pacifists admit the need for law and coercion on a lower level than that of war.’ His most important objection arose from what he thought was Orwell’s ‘superficial acquaintance with anarchist writings.’ Anarchists, wrote Woodcock, did not believe in the rule of public opinion any more than in that of law. Anarchists ‘stressed the need for the unlimited exercise of private judgment.’ Anarchists had consistently attacked the idea of imposing the will of the majority. Apart from Godwin in his earlier period, few anarchists claimed that men should be governed by ‘reason’ or ‘love’: ‘Most anarchists have based their conception of society on the idea of mutualism, the reciprocal interplay of personal interests to produce a natural and balanced social order in which men would act decently towards each other.… ’ He considered the problem posed by crime and how it should be dealt with: 90% arose from ‘the institution of property’ and most of the rest from maladjustment due to a ‘faulty society.’ He contested Orwell’s statement that ‘the law is in fact less restrictive than public opinion.’ He contrasted the rigidly lawful Sparta with the creative eccentricity of Athens and concluded that he would rather fight against public opinion than the law invested with all the power of the state.






3090. Randall Swingler, ‘The Right to Free Expression,’ Annotated by George Orwell

Polemic, 5, September–October 1946


Orwell’s eight lengthy annotations to Swingler’s article were printed in very small type in the margins of Polemic. Their positions are shown here in Swingler’s text by superior reference numbers but Orwell’s comments are printed in full-size type after Swingler’s article.



In Polemic 2, George Orwell put forward a thesisfn1 of which his own essay was so startling an illustration that I am still in doubt whether it was not due to deliberate and over-subtle intention of the author. He remains throughout so singularly independent of factual evidence, that it is only by induction that one can guess who are the writers by whom Orwell feels himself persecuted.

‘The Catholic and the Communist are alike in assuming that an opponent cannot be both honest and intelligent.’ That is about the clearest statement we get by way of a clue to Orwell’s enemies of literature.

What Orwell is trying to say, through a fog of vagueness and a hailstorm of private hates, I take to be this (and I agree with it): that writers must earn the right to intellectual freedom, without which they cannot function as researchers into human consciousness: that the writer, like the scientist, requires the right to publish his findings, whatever they may be: but that some writers today are destroying their own claim, and the claim of literature, to that right, by the conscious suppression or distortion of truth in the publication of their findings.

Now I, as a Communist, entirely agree with this thesis and I hope I have not misrepresented it. I also agree with Orwell when he says ‘ There is no such thing as genuinely non-political literature’, in as far as all writing must contain an element of persuasion, if it is only towards ‘The suspension of disbelief’ through imaginative suggestion. That is why the writer must earn his place, like the research scientist, in the intellectual laboratory by his integrity and perspicacity and his passion for truth. It is just as dangerous to allow an incompetent writer to muck about with words and ideas in the columns of the Press, as it would be to allow an incompetent enthusiast to muck about with chemicals in a laboratory.

During a war, a premium is put upon applied science and applied literature at the expense of objective research. And it is only right that as soon as the immediate pressure of war necessity is lifted, the rights and principles of objective research should be re-established.

‘What is really at issue is the right to report contemporary events truthfully,’ says Orwell, sidestepping the main track of his argument. Nobody now would expect this right to be upheld in the millionaire Press: so the implication is that it is not being upheld in the Left-wing Press either. But here, the point at issue is not the right to report truthfully, but the will and the capacity.

Truth is a relation between the sum of available evidence and the capacity for apprehension of it in humans at any particular point in their development. The truth of history is always relative in this way and is perpetually being modified by the unearthing of new facts. What was true in science for Newton and Locke is no longer true for Professors Blackett or Bemal. I believe certain fundamental laws of development have been laid bare by scientific research which can be regarded as absolutely true, in that further extension of human consciousness itself depends upon their validity. These laws also govern the general character of the process of historical change, but in any part of the pattern of their working out, it is improbable that absolute truth can ever be established because of the incapacity of a single individual at any time to comprehend every fact involved.

It therefore seems to me that in any contemporary report, or historical thesis, the truth can only be measured by the proportion of available facts accounted for in that thesis, and falsity by the proportion rejected. This relativity of truth places a tremendous responsibility upon the writer, and a fearfully dangerous power. His job in relation to the reading public (his social function, if you like—though perhaps I am begging a question in supposing that he has one!) is less to present established conclusions than to show people how to deal with evidence. Even the lyric-writer and the poet are providing a method of dealing with evidence, the evidence of unconscious experience, the unrealised evidence of the senses. No social function is so vital in Britain today, where everybody is suffering in some sort from the unconscious effects of an experience which they have not yet understood. It is vital that we do understand what has happened to us, and are not left at the mercy of its unconscious forces. It is in the power of the writer to play upon this field of ‘unredeemed instinct’, as the clever Nazi propagandists did, or to help to redeem it into conscious control. The writer can even, like the Nazis, exploit the concept of the relativity of truth to increase his power over people. The Nazis explained to their people that since all truth was relative, it was impossible to know or understand anything: all writing and speech was propaganda: but German propaganda was good for Germans, foreign propaganda was bad. This apparent frankness was very convincing: it absolved the ordinary man from the effort to understand and at the same time gave him a consciousness of disillusioned honesty. Many British soldiers when talking to Nazi prisoners were puzzled by this bland admission that ‘it was all propaganda’: it seemed so pleasant and guileless, and of course it fitted in with their experience of their own side.

It is an entirely misleading idea that science has made the world smaller to man’s consciousness. It has become much larger. The bewildering mass of revealed fact overwhelms understanding: there is so much more we have to know before we can begin to understand. It is this, more than anything else, that restricts the honest writer’s liberty of function: gone are the days when he was free to produce bright ideas on all subjects under the sun and serve them up as truth. The open plain of intelligence has given way to close-set jungle through which he must hack a path for us, perpetually checking up on his direction with compass, map and instruments (imagination, tradition, reasoning). ‘Freedom of the intellect means the freedom to report what one has seen, heard and felt, and not to be obliged to fabricate imaginary facts and feelings.’ Yes, it means just that, and involves much more. For it involves the responsibility of the writer to his reader to report that he has seen, heard or felt these things, and who he is and what, in fact, is the subjective element in the truth relation. If he does not, then he is guilty of bullying—‘I have seen it, and therefore it is so’—the familiar ‘take-it-from-me’ attitude of the political liar which goes hand-in-hand with ‘if I could reveal all I knew’.1

I will give an illustration of what I mean from one of the only two factual instances quoted in the whole of Orwell’s essay. ‘When Germany collapsed it was found that very large numbers of Soviet Russians—mostly no doubt from non-political motives—had changed sides and were fighting for the Germans.’ Notice first the structure of the sentence—‘It was found that…’—not ‘very large numbers of Soviet Russians were found …’ Very good, a quite definite political fact was found: we are not told by whom, or what is the authority for stating the discovery so flatly as an objective fact.’ Very large numbers’— a relative computation which might mean anything from 2000 (if they were found by a British platoon) to two million—‘had changed sides’, in other words reversed their national and political allegiance: ‘and were fighting’; in other words, they were making a voluntary effort for the Nazi cause.

I am not going to contest Orwell’s statement (I cannot, because he gives me no particulars of place, time or identity by which it can be verified). But I am going to parallel it with two first-hand experiences of my own, to show how this method of using words and presenting evidence can produce a direct lie.

Towards the end of the Italian campaign, one of the German units on the Adriatic coastal sector was a Turkmenian division. When this division surrendered we found that it contained very large numbers of Turkmenians, in a thoroughly wretched state, but that all officers and N.C.O.s were S.S. men. There was no evidence that they had done any fighting, but abundant evidence both from their appearance and from Italian civilians that they had been treated with the greatest brutality.

Similarly on the collapse of the Axis forces in Tunisia, a division fell into our hands which was made up of political and other prisoners from concentration camps. These men had been put into the line with minefields front and rear of them and S.S. machine guns trained on them from the flanks. What would have been Orwell’s justifiable indignation if I had reported that these anti-Fascists had changed sides and were fighting for Nazism?

But watch carefully the process of Orwell’s argument: having dressed up his dubious evidence in a false implication, he proceeds from that false implication to another. ‘These facts… went almost unmentioned in the British Press.’ The facts did not, the implications did. I myself read it reported quite widely in the British Press that many ex-Red Army men had been found in German uniforms. But it is necessary to Orwell’s argument that a sinister atmosphere of suppression should be generated, in order to proceed from it to the next and crucial point: ‘… while at the same time Russophile publicists in England continued to justify the purges and deportations of 1936–38 by claiming that the U.S.S.R. “had no quislings”.’2

Right, by an ingenious little chain of false implications we have ‘proved’ that the U.S.S.R. had very large numbers of quislings, that therefore there was no justification for the ‘purges and deportations of 1936–38’, and that the British Press generally was in a conspiracy to keep this quiet. And just to give a more sweeping authority to this ‘proof’ we are told that this is ‘just one instance out of the hundreds that could be cited’. That is true and that is why it has been worth analysing. This kind of writing, of which Orwell is a particularly adept exponent, is the commonest feature of political journalism today. And I think Orwell is right again when he says ‘today one has to defend it against Communists and “fellow travellers”.’ Only he calls it ‘the freedom of the intellect’.3

With his second instance, Orwell becomes bolder, and throwing probability even to the winds, builds an impregnable tower of argument on a hypothesis of wild fantasy. He begins with the mention of an ephemeral pamphlet by Litvinov written in 1918 about the recent events of the Russian Revolution. It makes no mention of Stalin … gives high praise to Trotsky. ‘What could be the attitude of even the most intellectually scrupulous Communist towards such a pamphlet?’ Orwell, who knows the kind of people these Communists are, answers for them, ‘at best … an undesirable document … better suppressed’. So there we have it established that Communists are always advocating suppression: in a minute, Orwell will be using this suggestion as factual evidence for further conclusions. It is also implied that a pamphlet rushed out by somebody not on the spot to meet an immediate need as best it can, has more authority and accuracy than a sober history compiled from reports from all available sources and at a time sufficiently removed from events for a balanced judgment to be made.

‘And if for some reason it were decided to issue a garbled version…’ this kind of thing, we are to suppose, is quite usual in the U.S.S.R. ‘Even when they are known about they provoke no reaction from the Left-wing intelligentsia as a whole.’ Once again the method is the wily weaving together of insubstantial implications to lead to dogmatic conclusions. First of all we are shown a pamphlet, rare because its usefulness has been superseded and its account of events modified by subsequent histories of wider authenticity (but this rarity is like a poker-hand for Orwell—if you could only see my cards!). We are then to imagine a garbled version of this pamphlet published, and on the basis of this imagination we are to conclude that Communists are doing this kind of thing every day. ‘Forgeries almost as gross as this have been committed in recent years.’4 Then why not quote one of these, instead of simply imagining such a fantastic improbability?

From this point onwards, Orwell throws aside all pretence of scruple or honesty, and becomes the huntsman for the whole anti-Soviet pack. His bluff seems so blatant that you suspect, as you are intended to, a double bluff. He tries to beat the reader into submission with a flail-like use of dogmatic and utterly unauthenticated generalisations, and the bludgeon of intellectual snobbism. ‘Writers (in the U.S.S.R.) are viciously persecuted.’ ‘Russian literature … has deteriorated markedly since the early days of the Revolution, though some of the verse appears to be better than the prose’ (this carries peculiar suggestive force because it is the exact opposite of what all other critics of Soviet literature have said).’ ‘The whole leftward movement has produced extraordinarily few books worth reading.’ Of the Spanish war, ‘there were only two things that you were allowed to say and both of them were palpable lies’—the war produced ‘almost nothing worth reading’. ‘The big public… too sane and too stupid …’ ‘the quite unfounded claim that the Communist Party is itself aiming at the establishment of the classless Society…’ This is not writing, it is intellectual swashbucklery. ‘How many people have been at once good novelists and good Catholics?’ Dare one whisper, Balzac?5 One daren’t, any more than one dare risk the thundering accusation of demanding one’s own destruction by not immediately signing on for the great anti-Soviet crusade. For this is what has happened: almost before we know where we are, by an ambiguous use of words like ‘totalitarian’6 (listed by Orwell in Horizon, April, 1946, among ‘words used in variable meanings, in most cases more or less dishonestly’), the defence of intellectual liberty has become synonymous with full-scale attack on the U.S.S.R.

This is not a political controversy. I am concerned only with Orwell’s method of using language and argument, methods which because of the spurious authority which the printed word takes on under present restricted conditions of publishing, seem almost criminal. There are three major crimes which the writer can commit against the right of intellectual freedom: first, dogmatic statement without factual authentication: second, distortion or misrepresentation of factual evidence: third, specious argument drawn from unauthenticated fact or false implication by subtle arrangement of exceptional fact.

The writer should be our guardian against political insanity. He poses questions in theory which can only be answered in action. It is right that he should give reason no rest, should accept the finality of no conclusion, should probe, analyse and challenge at his will. This is the right and the extent of his freedom which any sane political regime would allow him. But to demand the licence to step beyond the boundaries of his proper function, to use his powers of persuasion and suggestion to coerce the people into some tunnel of unauthenticated belief, to lend himself to the dictation of a dominating neurosis, is to bring hatred and contempt on his profession and destroy the ground of his whole claim to any freedom of exercise at all.

What in heaven is Orwell really worried about? He appears at the moment to be getting more space than any other journalist to report truthfully. Or are we to assume that he is being compelled to write lies by all the editors who offer him their columns? We are not, I am sure.7 The whole of his attack, after swiftly by-passing ‘monopoly and bureaucracy’, the natural enemies of literature, becomes concentrated upon ‘all the current praise of the Soviet Union’ and the political regime of the U.S.S.R. itself. Leaving aside the inappropriateness of the moment for such an attack—for there is precious little praise to be found in print just now, and torrents of the sort of stuff that Orwell is writing—how does it come about that a writer so acute as George Orwell, so vehement and accurate in dissection of the writer’s predicament, should turn with such irrational savagery, to break all his own canons of writing, in attack on the only system of thought or political organisation which has ever claimed to give the writer the full opportunity to develop his literary powers and to adhere to objective truth? It is not the implementation of that claim, which he has never examined, and I suspect never could bring himself to examine, which angers Orwell, but the claim itself.

Great play is being made now among writers with a title to intellectual ability, with the so-called ‘Russian myth’ (or mythos). It has never been defined, nor its authors named. But I take it to be in general the depiction of the Soviet Union as a promised land where every man’s frustrations are dissipated, the life of the individual is perfectly ‘free’, and the people live in ease and plenty. Nothing could be more different from the pictures painted by people who appear to have taken very considerable trouble to verify their facts and have spent some time in the country, such as Beatrice and Sidney Webb or the Dean of Canterbury, or Alexander Werth, or Pat Sloan, or for that matter the Soviet writers themselves. One gets an impression of a whole people engaged in tremendous struggles to develop themselves and their country, performing incredible feats of construction and education, making mistakes, admitting them, learning from them, criticising themselves and each other ruthlessly, and making amazing headway in social growth against odds commensurate with their aims. A country in which there are perpetual conflicts, out of which is resolved their growth. A changing, growing, living people of enormous variety.

Who then, are the authors of the ‘myth’? As far as I can trace, they are people who are now writing in the same vein as George Orwell and Arthur Koestler, and I think from the same motives. They are people who once hoped that the Russian Revolution was the Second Coming, or thought that it ought to have been, and that the new Soviet Russia was the saviour who would redeem the world from capitalism. They are people whose aggressive internationalism was content to overlook their own national struggle and ‘leave it to Russia’; ‘Socialists’ who always preferred the crisis of the fight to be as far from home as possible. When the thesis of Karl Marx concerning the uneven development of the class struggle in different countries and the non-exportability of Socialism was confirmed by developing historical events, these people felt themselves to have been personally betrayed: they had given up everything to go forth and meet their Saviour, and the Saviour had stayed home and minded his own affairs. The myth was proved a legend and a lie.8

It is a characteristic neurotic tendency to project the pattern of the neurotic manifestation into its opposite in order to attack it. And this obsession with the Soviet myth is a neurosis under whose compulsion the writer commits all those faults which he has been most assiduous in condemning (cf. with Orwell, Arthur Koestler’s denunciation in ‘The Yogi and the Commissar’ of pseudo-scientific jargon, with which his own subsequent pages are increasingly clotted). By application, one of the most apposite criticisms of Orwell’s, ‘Prevention of Literature’, is contained in his admirable essay in Horizon, April, 1946, ‘Politics and the English Language’. A further symptom of this neurosis common to a number of such writers today is the sense of martyrdom and the glorification of passive suffering. They must hold before the world the face of the man eternally betrayed, in danger of persecution. There must be no hope, otherwise the writer will be seen as a clown, rather than as a tragic figure. In effect, in both Orwell’s and Koestler’s case, this does land them in a position of some absurdity. Both must know that on their present political tack they will qualify for the big money from the Hearst Press and similar combines nearer home. There is always plenty of printing space available for attacks on the Soviet Union, while the answers to them have to be published through specialised channels less easily available to the reading public. Orwell’s posture of lonely rebel hounded by monstrous pro-Soviet monopolists has a somewhat crocodile appearance.

The extent of the artist’s or writer’s or scientist’s social responsibility, the means of establishing his freedom of research, are increasingly in debate today, as the necessity for a planned society becomes more urgent and more obvious in every nation of the world. The dilemma of the established writer has been expressed with great honesty by E. M. Forster in a recent broadcast. What is at issue is a philosophic understanding of the nature of individuality, the fundamental conflict between social man and personality. This conflict is the integral quality of the development of social consciousness, and it should be the aim of social planning not to eliminate it, which must necessarily lead to human extinction, but to clear the field, to eliminate the lower and inhibiting conflicts of economic existence. The writer who is really concerned for the proper exercise of his function, and not for the preservation of his present pose in face of the world, has nothing to fear from a society which he can do more than anyone else to plan.

But in order that we may find our way to that humanly planned society through the confounding jungle of contradictory fact, irrational opinion, uncontrolled forces, physical and psychological, which the war has released, and the confusion of issues which once seemed clear, we need writers who know how to use their instruments and will use them disinterestedly to hold us to our direction, and not falsify their findings to lead us off on some wild and infinitely perilous bear-hunt of their own devising.


A note at the end of the original printing stated: ‘Attention is drawn to the fact that all the notes in this article are by George Orwell.’ These are Orwell’s notes:



1. In the foregoing passage Mr. Swingler first states that all truth, or nearly all truth, is relative, then that the relativity of truth is a concept that can be exploited by clever propagandists, and ends up with the obvious truism that every statement has a subjective element. Of course it has! Any report that one makes of any event must depend on the evidence of one’s own senses, because there is no way of getting outside one’s own body. What is at issue is the right to report what one believes to be the truth on all occasions, and not merely at such moments as it happens to suit some higher authority. I notice with interest that whereas Mr. Swingler attacks me violently for my essay in Polemic, he also speaks approvingly of a recent essay of mine in Horizon. It apparently does not occur to him that the same person, with the same motives, biases, and so forth, was responsible for both articles, and that my title to speak is no higher or lower in one case than in the other. In effect, where he happens to approve of my conclusions, he says to me, ‘Go ahead! You are quite right to follow your own judgment’: where he disapproves, he says, ‘Do you realise that you are only a single fallible human being and that you have no right to put your own views forward as if they were gospel truth?’ To some extent this happens to the writer everywhere, but above all it happens wherever totalitarian habits of thought prevail. The writer is called a reporter, but is treated as a megaphone. So long as his conclusions are desirable, he is bidden to trust the evidence of his own senses, but as soon as he reveals something that the authorities dislike, he is reminded that all truth is relative, that what appear to be solid objects are merely masses of whirling electrons, etc., etc. By this dual system of thought the past can be altered whenever necessary. It can be shown that Lenin played a prominent part in the Russian Revolution, because this is what the records reveal, and that Trotsky did not play a prominent part, because no records are reliable. My point, not met by Mr. Swingler, is that this habit of thought is only partly dominant in Britain, and that it is intellectuals rather than bureaucrats and millionaires who are consciously anxious to make it prevail. Take, for instance, the case of a writer who disapproved of the late war. In the U.S.S.R. his choice would have lain between remaining silent and telling lies about his own feelings. In this country he could express his opposition to the war: he was not encouraged to do so, but still he could do it. The bureaucrats, etc., who could have silenced him left him alone, except in a few extreme instances. Many Left-wing intellectuals, on the other hand, would have silenced him, just as Mr. Swingler would silence me if he could. According to Mr. Swingler, ‘It is just as dangerous to allow an incompetent writer to muck about with words and ideas in the columns of the Press, as it would be to allow an incompetent enthusiast to muck about with chemicals in a laboratory.’ And who decides whether a writer is competent? Obviously, higher authority—meaning, in Mr. Swingler’s case, the Communist Party. And on what grounds is his competence to be judged? Presumably on his agreement or disagreement with the ‘party line’. And if he happens to know of some fact, or to experience some subjective feeling, which conflicts, with the ‘line’, then it is his duty either to tell lies or shut up. The main question raised in my essay is whether it is possible to produce a worth-while literature along these lines. Perhaps understandably, Mr. Swingler has left it more or less undiscussed.

2. Let me give one example. In May, 1945, I visited a large prisoner-of-war camp not far from Munich. Prisoners were passing through it from day to day, but at a given moment the number there was about 100,000. According to the American officers in charge, the prisoners were on average 10 per cent non-German, mostly Russians and Hungarians. The Russians were being sorted by asking the simple question, ‘Do you want to go back to Russia or not?’ A respectable proportion—of course, I have no exact figures—answered ‘not’, and these were regarded as Germans and kept in the camp, while the others were released. I saw numbers of them: some were from the Todt organisation, others from the Wehrmacht. A few days earlier the camp had even contained a renegade Russian general who had since been passed on to higher authorities. To my knowledge this camp was visited by several other journalists besides myself, but so far as I know it received no mention in the Press, though it had features that made it well worth a paragraph. In general, the fact that considerable numbers of Soviet citizens were found to be serving in the German forces received very little advertisement in the Press at the time of the collapse: nor was there much mention, at that time, of the very large numbers of Russian Displaced Persons who did not want to go back to the U.S.S.R.

Since then there have been a few published statements about the D.P.s. For example, a few months ago it was unobtrusively announced that General Eisenhower had ordered the forcible repatriation of Russian D.P.s to be stopped. After this order took effect, there still remained in the American Zone some 20,000 D.P.s (I per cent of the original total) who refused to go home: at least some thousands, therefore, must previously have been repatriated against their will. More recently there have been occasional reports of mass attempts at suicide by Russians who were about to be deported. Clearly, this kind of thing points to the existence of at least some disaffection—much more than existed in Britain during the war, for instance. Mr. Swingler claims that the Russians found in German uniforms were simply slave labourers kept obedient by terrorism. Supposing that one can usefully employ prisoners in this way, and then trust them with weapons in their hands, why was this done to Russian prisoners and not to British or Americans? And how many British or American prisoners or D.P.s have refused to return home? On the other hand plenty of Indians went over to the Japanese, and this has been quite rightly interpreted as a reflection on British rule in India.

I did not and do not suggest that there is very widespread opposition to the Stalin regime. In a sentence Mr. Swingler forgets to quote, I gave my opinion that most of the Russians in the German forces were there for non-political reasons. What I protest against is the dishonesty of those who wish to conceal or explain away all evidence of disaffection, and then present us with the spectacle of a completely united nation as an argument in favour of terrorism.

3. Anyone in the journalistic world knows that for at least four years news items unfavourable to the U.S.S.R. were kept out of the Press and the public seriously misled, particularly with regard to the Russian attitude towards ourselves. Reports from British prisoners liberated by the Red Army, air crews stationed in the U.S.S.R., etc., were kept out of print, and the public was told little or nothing about the frankly hostile Russian attitude, the playing-down of the British war-effort in the Soviet Press, the non-mention of British and American aid in food and war materials, and the refusal to allow free movement to British military attachés and correspondents. Similarly, great efforts were made in the Press to erase the memory of the Russo-German pact and the pro-Nazi behaviour of the European Communist parties during the earlier part of the war. Sometimes this even extended to the alteration of dates. For example, when Thorez returned from Russia, at least one newspaper gave it out that he had gone there in 1938, whereas in fact he went there, as a military deserter, after the war started. Mr. Swingler seems to imply that I am guilty of some kind of dishonesty in drawing attention to this kind of thing. I pointed out that in the last fifteen years or so it has been necessary to defend the freedom of the intellect against Catholics, Conservatives, Fascists and Communists. All of them, with minor variations, have waged the same kind of war against journalistic honesty, and the struggle against all of them has revolved round the right of the individual to report what he believes to be the truth. Does Mr. Swingler want to associate himself with all my other opponents? Or does he merely mean that a lie is justified if it serves Soviet interests? If so, why not say so plainly?

4. In the early months of the war the German Communist party issued a manifesto which stated, although in a guarded way, that the Nazi regime was to be preferred to that of Britain. The British Communist Party re-issued this document with omissions which radically altered its sense, without indicating that anything had been deleted. The full text, with the omitted passages italicised, can be found in The Betrayal of the Left (published by Gollancz, 1941). Another instance: in 1938 the News Chronicle wished to serialise Ten Days that Shook the World, described by Lenin as accurate, and for some years a very rare book. They were told by the Communist Party, as holders of the copyright, that they could serialise the book if they deleted all references to Trotsky. It was this last action that I had in mind when I said that the Litvinov pamphlet would, at need, be re-issued in a garbled version.fn2

5. Exactly, Balzac! Also Huysmans and one or two others. But who else? I asked, ‘How many people have been at once good Catholics and good novelists?’ Even in France this combination has been exceptional, and in England, where Catholicism is self-conscious and on the defensive, it is almost unknown. My point was that monomania and the fear of uttering heresies are not friendly to the creative faculties.

6. In the article referred to, I listed ‘totalitarian’ among the words that are dishonestly used, precisely because of the way in which it is applied, or not applied, to the U.S.S.R. ‘Totalitarian’ is a new word and not well defined, but in general a country is considered to be totalitarian when it is governed by a one-party dictatorship which does not permit legal opposition and crushes freedom of speech and the Press. Obviously the U.S.S.R. has these characteristics, but we are constantly told that it is ‘not totalitarian’ by people who would accept the definition I have given. In much the same spirit people will tell you that they loathe all Jews but are not anti-semitic. A person who is not simply ignorant and who claims that the U.S.S.R. is not ‘totalitarian’ is giving the word a private definition in his own mind and allowing his hearer to think that he means something different. That is to say, he is using the word dishonestly.

7. It is quite true that I have had great freedom to say what I wished, but I have only had it because I have not only ignored the pressures that are put on a writer by editors and publishers, but also public opinion inside the literary intelligentsia. Whenever I have had something that I especially wanted to say, I have always found that to say it at that moment was ‘undesirable’ and ‘inopportune’, and I have received the most solemn warnings against printing, sometimes from people whose opinion I respected. Mr. Swingler seems to think that it is rather profitable to be known as a hostile critic of the U.S.S.R. It may become so in the future, but during the last ten years it has been nothing of the kind, and during the past four or five years it has been extremely difficult even to get anything of anti-Russian tendency into print. My book Animal Farm, for instance, had to be peddled round from publisher to publisher over a period of a year or so, just as had happened earlier with my novel Burmese Days, which attacked another vested interest, British imperialism. Because I committed the crime known in France as lese-Staline I have been obliged at times to change my publisher, to stop writing for papers which represented part of my livelihood, to have my books boycotted in other papers, and to be pursued by insulting letters, articles similar to the one which Mr. Swingler has just written, and even threats of libel actions. It would be silly to complain of all this, since I have survived it, but I know that other thinner-skinned people often succumb to similar treatment, and that the average writer, especially the average young writer, is terrified of offending against the orthodoxy of the moment. For some years past, orthodoxy—at least the dominant brand of it—has consisted in not criticising Stalin, and the resulting corruption has been such that the bulk of the English literary intelligentsia has looked on at torture, massacre and aggression without expressing disapproval, and perhaps in the long run without feeling it. This may change, and in my opinion probably will change. In five years it may be as dangerous to praise Stalin as it was to attack him two years ago. But I should not regard this as an advance. Nothing is gained by teaching a parrot a new word. What is needed is the right to print what one believes to be true, without having to fear bullying or blackmail from any side.

8. Not a good diagnosis. I could never be disappointed by the Stalin regime, because I never expected any good to come of it. I don’t ask Mr. Swingler to undertake the labour of examining my published works of the last 15 years, but I can assure him that he would not find anywhere in them a single word suggesting the messianic hope and consequent disappointment of which he speaks. I do not believe in the possibility of benevolent dictatorship, nor, in the last analysis, in the honesty of those who defend dictatorship. Of course, one develops and modifies one’s views, but I have never fundamentally altered my attitude towards the Soviet regime since I first began to pay attention to it some time in the nineteen-twenties. But so far from disappointing me, it has actually turned out somewhat better than I would have predicted fifteen years ago. Nor was I ever strongly internationalist, nor—supposing I had had the power—anxious to interfere with the U.S.S.R.’s internal affairs. I merely object to Russian interference here. As to the Russian ‘myth’, I was referring—as I think Mr. Swingler knows—to those glowing prospectuses presented to us day after day and week after week by Messrs. Pat Sloan, the Dean of Canterbury, Ivor Montagu and all the other paid and unpaid apologists of totalitarianism in this country.fn3




3091. To [K.A.G.S. Lane], Christy & Moore

1 October 1946 Typewritten

Barnhill

Isle of Jura

Argyllshire

Dear Sir,

Many thanks for your letter of 26th September. With regard to your query, my London address will be 27 B Canonbury Square as before.

I am glad the Persian translation of “Animal Farm” is being arranged. Please do not press them for a higher fee, as it is important that this translation should go through, but please make sure in the agreement that I get one or more copies of the Persian version. I should think translations into Turkish or Chinese would be a possibility, but I have no idea whom one should approach.

Yours faithfully

Eric Blair


At the foot of Orwell’s letter, someone in Moore’s office has written: ‘Indian vernac[ular] language Serb-Croat° Japanese Cent[ral] O[ffice] of Inf[ormation].’ The arrangements for a Persian translation of Animal Farm were made by the Central Office of Information, but it probably had no hand in the publication itself; the records are no longer available. This was not a complete version, but a series of abstracts selected by Ali Javāherkalām, director of the newspaper Hoor. The selection was titled Enqelāb Hayvānāt (The Revolution of the Animals) and published in February 1947.

A Japanese translation, Dōbutsu nōjō (Animal Farm) was published in May 1949. It was translated by Keisuke Nagashima and had a preface by Iwao Ayusawa, a writer on labour affairs. The publisher was Ōsaka Kyōiku Tosho K.K., Ōsaka. The preface ‘compares Orwell with Cervantes and Swift, and commends the book to Japanese readers because of its relevance for the contradictions and abuses of post-war Japanese society’ (Ian Willison, 70). A Telugu translation was published in September 1949. It was titled Pasuvuladivā-nam: Ūhākalpitamaina peddakatha (Animal Farm: A fairy tale) and translated by Janaman̄ci Rāmakrisna and printed by the Lodrha Press, Madras.






3092. Domestic Diary

1.10.46. Nice warm day, sometimes overcast, but mostly sunny & with not much wind. This evening about 9.30 pm a sudden torrential downpour of rain, which went on for about 5 minutes & was followed by light rain.

The Ardlussa people arrived this morning to make another attempt at getting in the corn. Raked it over, then tossed it with forks, the idea being that by the afternoon it would be dry enough to cart. Much of it was still damp, however, so it was racked up into heaps about 5 ft. high, in hopes that it could be carted tomorrow (it is to be stored in our byre). Tonight’s rain will presumably have wetted it through again.

Extended bed under wall, prepared place for another fruit tree & some ramblers, planted azaleas & a root of some kind of geranium (blue I think) which M.F. gave me. In the evening went up to Kinuachdrach with the F’s rifle to try & get a shot at the deer which comes into D.D’s corn. He did not turn up. A difficult job to get a shot, as he comes at night & about 8 pm it is too dark to shoot.

D.D. has one stack thatched, another made but not thatched, & another about halfway up—ie. round about half his corn is in. It appears that he does not cut into the stacks when he wants corn, but takes them into the barn one after the other as he needs them, & serves out the corn from there. An awful double labour, caused by his not having enough barn space.

Undid the cured deer skin. Seems all right (ie. it does not smell), but very damp, & the paper it was done up in had become mildewy & stuck to the skin in places. Have no alum or saltpetre left, but rubbed it with salt again before hanging it up to dry.

2.10.46. Very damp, still & dark all day, but no rain. Light was already failing by 6.15 pm.

Cut fence posts, prepared 6 more places for trees, collected leaf mould (for the trees), brought in about a dozen wild primroses & planted them. The latter not easy to find at this time of year, as the leaves go limp & the grass covers them. Soil where some of the fruit trees are to go is very poor—very sticky & clayey, with a rock subsoil so near the surface that the stakes will not hold firm & will have to be propped.

No sign of the deer. When buying potatoes from the D’s, they showed me one which D.D. had weighed, & it was just I lb. (Great Scott—supposed not to be a first class potato, but they are well-shaped & hence easy to peel as well as large).

Yesterday started the new (40 gall.) drum of paraffin. Shall send 5 galls to London by rail, as it is very difficult to get there. Allowing for that & for a week’s consumption now & another week in November, we have a reserve for about 2 months next year. Ditto of coal—ie. about 2 tons or rather over. Of Calor gas there should be 2 week’s° supply in the cylinder, & two cylinders, ie. about 9 weeks’ supply, to come. So we should be O.K. for the first 2 months next year.

3.10.46. Cold & overcast all day. One or two very light showers in the evening. Sea moderately calm.

Planted out lupins (25 plants), pansies (about 50 plants) & some cheddar pinks—the latter not very good, & I doubt whether this limeless soil suits them. Put fence round the 2 places for trees outside the garden, prepared the holes, & put wire netting here & round the flower bed. Not very rabbit proof, but should deter them to some extent. Started clearing first bed. Radishes which have been left unpulled are already about 8″long and I″thick. Some of the swedes sown 15.6.46 just big enough to eat.

Forgot to mention A. saw a mouse in the byre yesterday. Had previously seen signs of them, ie. chewed-up paper, but had never seen one in the house & always hoped they were only field mice (qu. do these also make nests of chewed paper?) Rats, hitherto non-existent here, are bound to come when the corn is put into the byre.

4.10.46. Damp, overcast, rather windy, but not cold. A few light showers. D. D. getting in some more corn all the same, & hoping to finish the third stack today. Repaired deer fence & gate at the bottom of the field. Not very good job, but it is better than it was before. Started digging first bed. The turf has just about rotted down & the soil is in much nicer condition than when it was first broken.




3093. To [K.A.G.S. Lane], Christy & Moore

5 October 1946 Typewritten; handwritten postscript

Barnhill

Isle of Jura

Argyllshire

Dear Sir,

Many thanks for your letter dated 30th September.

With regard to the reprinting of “Politics and the English Language,” I heard simultaneously from “Horizon,” who said that Harcourt Brace had asked them for a cabled answer. As far as “Horizon” goes, there will be no objection, but I do not know what serial rights are held by the “New Republic.” In all probability they would not object to its being reprinted in book form, but obviously one must find out. I asked “Horizon,” if cabling to Harcourt Brace, to say “please contact New Republic ascertain what rights they hold,” or words to that effect, and perhaps you could write in the same sense. There is one other point. I do not know which version of the article Harcourt Brace propose to print, but if possible it would be better if they reprinted the “Horizon” version and not the shortened version which appeared in the “New Republic.”1

I fancy you have some copies of the pamphlet “James Burnham and the Managerial Revolution,” which Mr Moore was trying to negotiate in the USA. If so, would you please send a copy2 with my compliments to

            Adam de Hegedus

            357 Ninth Street

            Brooklyn 15 N.Y.

            USA.

And possibly you could find out for me how things stand about this pamphlet.3 It was published (as a reprint of an article in “Polemic,”) by the Socialist Book Centre, which began publishing on its own account some months back. I understand that the S.B.C. has now been taken over by Colletts,° but I don’t know what is happening about the publishing end of the business. If Colletts° have taken that over as well, they would certainly let my pamphlet drop, and it would be well to get hold of at any rate some of the unsold stocks of it.

Yours truly

[Signed] Eric Blair

Eric Blair

P.S. Incidentally the S.B.C. have not paid me anything on the pamphlet—however, it would only be a very small sum.




3094. Domestic Diary

5. 10.46. Some rain in the night. Today overcast & blowy, but only one or two light showers.

Mowing machine (“New British”—fairly light & presumably cheap make) arrived today. Cut the grass, ie. as much of it as is in a condition to be cut. Does not look bad, & will be quite good after another good cut next spring. Planted tulips (50 mixed, but whether late or early I do not know). NB. tulips are in two clumps, one in front of espalier apple tree, the other in front of the water pipe. Must not put roses on top of them. Paid for 50 bulbs 16/3, ie. about 4d. each.

Tomorrow if possible:

Remove holly tree & re-turf the place.

Finish digging first patch. morning.1

Prop fruit tree stakes (1 doz. stakes)

Collect a little leaf mould

Bring in some more wild foxgloves

Dig one more place for rambler & put wire round the Other.

If this is done, the garden is actually finished for this year, ie. it is up to schedule.

Today tried killing individual docks with very strong solution of sodium chlorate, dipping a spike into this & digging it into their roots.

6.10.46. First day of G.M.T 2

Beautiful day. Sunny & clear, almost no wind, sea calm & a beautiful rather pale blue. It turned cold, however, as soon as the sun was behind the hill. It was dark today before 7 pm.

Removed holly bush & began re-turfing the place. Cleared out some of the undergrowth from round the fuchsia bush, & removed dead branches.

7.10.46. Again a beautiful day, but somewhat colder & more windy than yesterday. Wireless said there was frost in the night (not here, I think). Some mist this morning & mainland almost invisible. Wind veering about from one quarter to another & sea rather rough.

Brought in some more wild foxgloves. Nothing left to do now except prop fruit tree stakes &, if possible, collect a little manure to put on top of the compost heap & assist rotting.

D.D. has got all his corn in—this although today & yesterday he has had a bad cold & sore throat. The last load was coming in & the fifth stack was half way up when I arrived there this afternoon. Only the first stack is thatched as yet.

Four pheasants pecking about in DD’s field as I went past. The deer has never reappeared, ie. in daytime.

8.10.46. Fine & dry, but colder, & a lot of wind, mostly in south. Sea rougher. Saw a black cock close to in the wood. It looked enormous—definitely bigger than a pheasant. I thought it must be a capercailzie, but as it had white on its wings I suppose it was a black cock.

All day clearing up etc. Brought in a few roots of thrift & stuck them in, as the other root I brought in has taken. Propped fruit tree stakes, finished turfing bare patch. Garden is now finished, ie. is up to schedule.

We are leaving tomorrow & I expect to return & plant the trees about mid-November.3




3095. To Rayner Heppenstall

13 October 1946 Typewritten

27 B Canonbury Square

Islington

London N I

Dear Rayner,

I got back only this morning.1 Re. Boule de Suif, you might tell Features & Drama or whoever is responsible to look up Daniel V, 27.2 As to the other thing,3 I’ll ring up as soon as possible and make an appointment with you. It’s not an easy job and a lot will have to be decided beforehand.

Yours

Eric




3096. To Controller, European Service, BBC

14 October 1946 Typewritten


On 2 October 1946, in a letter addressed to Orwell at Barnhill, Sir Ian Jacob, Controller, BBC European Service, asked Orwell to contribute to a new series then being initiated. It was proposed that an authoritative writer should broadcast a short study of 1,000–1,200 words on some major problem underlying the current news. These would be translated and broadcast in several European languages. Orwell was asked to speak on ‘Two Conceptions of Democracy’— one based on Parliament, free speech, and Habeus Corpus, and that applying in the Soviet Union and ‘Soviet-sponsored regimes in Eastern Europe.’



27 B Canonbury Square

Islington

London N 1

Dear Sir,

Many thanks for your letter dated October 2nd, which I only received a few days ago and could not answer immediately because I was in process of transferring my household to London.

I am afraid I cannot undertake to write anything, and especially not anything that would have to be ready by October 21st. I am just taking up my work again and have already a lot of commitments. Please forgive me.

Yours truly

[Signed] Geo. Orwell

George Orwell




3097. To Dwight Macdonald

15 October 1946 Typewritten

27 B Canonbury Square

Islington

London NI

Dear Dwight,

Thanks for your letter,1 which I got just before leaving Jura (I’m at the above again until about April of next year.) I’m awfully sorry about not sending you anything as promised, but part of the reason is that I have written almost nothing for 5 months. I went to Scotland largely with that end in view, because I was most desperately tired and felt that I had written myself out. While there I did write one article2 and just started a new book (lord knows when it will be finished—perhaps by the end of 1947), but that was all. Now I’m starting up again, but I am going to do my best to keep out of ordinary daily and weekly journalism, except for “Tribune.” As to the “New Republic,” I gave them the reprint of that article because they cabled and asked for it. I would have gladly given it to you, but it didn’t occur to me as a thing that would particularly interest you. Shortly after that the “New Republic” wrote asking whether they could take their pick of any articles I write for “Tribune,” with which they have a reciprocal arrangement for the exchange of articles. I told them they could, but I expect they won’t often avail themselves of it, because when I start writing for “Tribune” again I shall probably take over the “As I Please” column, which is mostly topical English stuff. I am well aware that the N.R. people are Stalino-Liberals, but so long as they have no control over what I write, as they wouldn’t under this arrangement, I rather like to have a foot in that camp. Their opposite numbers over here, the “New Statesman,” won’t touch me with a stick, in fact my last contact with them was their trying to blackmail me into withdrawing something I had written in “Tribune” by threats of a libel action.3 Meanwhile I think I am going to write rather more for American papers when I start writing at all. I am going, I think, to do occasional book reviews for the “New Yorker,” and some agents called McIntosh and Otis are very anxious for me to send copies of all my articles, a number of which they say they could market in the U.S. I have already arranged with “Polemic” that when I send them anything I shall simultaneously send a copy to the USA. Of course the agents’ idea is to sell them to big-circulation magazines, but when there is anything that seems up your street I’ll see that it gets to you first.

I suppose these letters aren’t now opened by snoopers, and I want to ask you to do me a favour which I believe involves illegality (on my part, not yours.) Do you think you could get me some shoes? Or is it the same about clothes in the US as well? Even if you have the clothes coupons, which I never have, you simply can’t get shoes in my size (twelves!) here. The last new pair I had were bought in 1941 and you can imagine what they are like now. I don’t care what they cost, but I like stout heavy walking shoes and I would like two pairs if it’s at all possible. I believe the American sizes are the same as the English.4 Could you let me know whether you think you can do this and what it will cost? I can get the money to you because I have or shall have some dollars in the USA. Even if you can manage to get them it will need strategy to send them because things like that get pinched in the docks. I’ll tell you about that later. I suppose this black-market business seems very sordid to you, but I have been almost ragged for years, and in the end it becomes irritating and even depressing, so I am doing my best to get hold of a few clothes by one route and another.

I was very flattered to learn that George Woodcock is writing an article on me for you. He wrote asking me for a copy of one of the books I have suppressed.5 He was also very indignant about something I said about anarchism in “Polemic” and is writing a reply.6 “Polemic” is making rather a speciality of “reply” articles. I think it is now shaping better, and it is doing quite well from a circulation point of view. You’ll be glad to hear that “Animal Farm” has been or is being translated into 10 languages besides various clandestine translations or ones made abroad by refugees from the occupied countries. All the best.

Yours

Geo. Orwell




3098. To Leonard Moore

17 October 1946 Typewritten

27 B Canonbury Square

Islington

London N 1

Dear Moore,

Many thanks for your letter of the 16th.

I enclose two copies of “Polemic” containing the articles I thought might be saleable in the USA. The first one, “The Prevention of Literature,” has been translated into (I think) Italian, but neither has been reprinted in English. There was an earlier article, “Notes on Nationalism,” which has been translated into a number of languages and seems to me worth reprinting, but it was eighteen months ago or thereabouts, and perhaps it would be better to let it lie until it can appear in book form, if I do another collection of essays later. If you can’t do anything with the essays, perhaps you could let me have the copies of “Polemic” back, as they are not easy to get hold of.

I did have some kind of agreement with Arthur Ballard about the pamphlet, and my impression was that there was a written contract. I was to get (I think) a royalty of 2½d on each copy sold.1

The “New Yorker” has not sent me any books yet. Apart from jobs like that, and also “Tribune,” I have made arrangements not to do any regular journalism after about November. I do not know when this novel I have started will get finished, but I suppose it might get finished some time in 1947 if I can avoid getting tied up with too much journalism.

Yours sincerely

Eric Blair




3099. To Leonard Moore

18 October 1946 Typewritten

27 B Canonbury Square

Islington

London N 1

Dear Moore,

Many thanks for your letter of 17th October. I am glad to hear about the Norwegian serialisation1 of “Animal Farm.” You sent me recently some copies of the German edition, and it occurred to me that if the book sells well there may be some royalties over and above the amount Amstutz2 paid in advance. If so, is there any way by which I could leave some francs in Switzerland? Everyone who comes back from there tells me about how easy it is to buy clothes in Switzerland, and after years of rationing I am in such desperate straits for shirts, underclothes etc. that I should like to be able to buy a few odds and ends. Or is one obliged to bring all foreign exchange back to this country? This matter isn’t urgent, as even if extra royalties do accrue they won’t be due for some months. But I should be glad to know how the position stands. With regard to possible future earnings in the USA, Mr Harrison explained to me that by becoming a chartered company in the USA I could leave money there if I wished to, and so long as it was spent there and not here it would only be liable to American income tax. I told him I should like to do this, as if I ever go to the USA—I don’t want to do so now, but I might some time in 1948—it would be convenient to have some money there and I might as well avoid the higher tax.

He also said that he was going to Hollywood, and could he make any attempt on my behalf to negotiate film rights. I told him to get in touch with you, and I suppose he did this before leaving.

Yours sincerely

Eric Blair




3100. To Leonard Moore

23 October 1946 Typewritten

27 B Canonbury Square

Islington

London N 1

Dear Moore,

Many thanks for your letter of the 22nd. It doesn’t matter sending those two copies of “Polemic” to America. I can get others. The great rarity is the first number, of which only a very few battered copies exist.

As you know Warburg wants some time to do a uniform edition of my books, and would like in any case to re-issue one of the old ones some time in 1947, as I am not likely to have a new book ready for publication before 1948. The question therefore arises about copyright. To date, the books worth reprinting are—


Homage to Catalonia

Animal Farm

Critical Essays

Down & Out

Burmese Days

Coming Up for Air.1



The first three were originally published by Warburg himself, the other three by Gollancz. How does it stand about the re-issue of these three? Are the copyrights mine? My impression is that the copyrights reverted to me after two years, and I know that the copyright of the American edition of “Burmese Days” (actually the first edition of that book) is mine. The question arises first about “Coming Up for Air,” which has not been reprinted and which Warburg thinks it would be best to start with. Could you get in communication with him so that an agreement can be negotiated.

I think you were keeping for me some copies of the American edition of the Essays.2 If so I should be glad if you could send me them, as I have no copies of that book. Perhaps you could at the same time let me know the address of Harcourt Brace, to whom I want to write recommending a novel by a friend of mine which has been published here but not in the USA.

Yours sincerely

Eric Blair




3101. BBC Pamphlets, Nos. 2 and 3

29 October 1946


In December 1942 it was suggested that the Indian Branch of the Oxford University Press should publish some of the talks broadcast to India by the BBC’s Eastern Service. It was intended that six pamphlets be published and material for these was provided. Only three pamphlets were issued. In May 1944, 9,000 copies of India and the Four Freedoms were published at one rupee (then about 1s 6d) each; 7,346 were sold. The second pamphlet, Books and Authors, included talks by E. M. Forster, George Sampson, Edmund Blunden, D. Nichol Smith, W. J. Turner, and Orwell. This was published on 29 October 1946 at 12 annas a copy (there were 16 annas to a rupee). Of 2,500 copies printed, only 397 were sold by February 1949. The third pamphlet, Landmarks in American Literature, of which 1,500 copies were published at the same price as No. 2 and on the same day, included talks by Herbert Read, T. S. Eliot, Geoffrey Grigson, V. S. Pritchett, Rayner Heppenstall, and Orwell. Only 316 copies were sold by February 1949. Remaining stocks were then destroyed (information from Oxford University Press, Bombay, 22 June 1964). See also 1804.

The talks for pamphlets Nos. 2 and 3 were selected from those Orwell had organised when he worked at the BBC. His contributions were, respectively, his talk on George Bernard Shaw’s Arms and the Man, broadcast 22 January 1943 (see 1838), and ‘Jack London,’ recorded 1 March and broadcast 5 March 1943 (see 1916).

Both pamphlets were edited by T. O. Beachcroft and Laurence Brander, according to the publisher. Each contained short biographies, which they (and perhaps Orwell) prepared. These have been drawn on for notes printed in earlier volumes of this edition at the time BBC booking arrangements were made by Orwell. The note for Orwell included in each pamphlet read: ‘George Orwell (born 1903) is the pen-name of a former member of the Indian Police who served in Burma. He is best known for his semi-autobiographical novels Burmese Days and Down and Out in Paris and London, and for his political and critical writings. During the war of 1939–45 he worked in the Indian Section of the B.B.C.’






3102. To Harcourt, Brace & Co., Inc.

30 October 1946 Typewritten

27 B Canonbury Square

Islington

London N 1

Dear Sirs,

I wonder if I may be allowed to draw your attention to a novel which has had some success in England but which has not been published in the United States, and which might interest you.

This is “The Heretics” by Humphrey Slater. It is a novel in two parts: the first dealing with the children’s crusade and the persecution of the Albigensians during the Middle Ages, and the second part dealing with the Spanish Civil War. The parallelism which the novel brings out and the light it throws on totalitarianism are extremely interesting, and the book is written in a simple, straightforward way which I, for one, found very readable.

I am, of course, no judge of what would sell in the United States, but I should think a book like this should have a chance at a time when the international situation has set people thinking again about this whole problem. I am arranging for the publishers, Secker and Warburg, to send you a copy at the same time as this.

Yours truly,

[Signed] Geo. Orwell

George Orwell


Fredric Warburg wrote to Donald Brace on 22 October 1946 recommending The Heretics, which Secker’s had published in April 1946. He said Orwell would also write to him. Warburg did not conceal the fact that the novel had been turned down by a number of American publishers,‘—so, of course, was ANIMAL FARM.’ The book-jacket blurb for The Heretics stated that it began ‘in the dry ponderous style of a school history book,’ but then shifted suddenly to tell, in the first part, the story of three children during Innocent III’s suppression of heresy in southern France, concluding with the Children’s Crusade, 1212; and then, in the second part, the adventures of three people with the same names during the Spanish civil war. The connection between the two parts was ‘analogical, not mystical,’ showing the conflict between ‘real people (who, being individual are naturally heretics)’ and ‘the fanatical demand for conformity at all costs,’ demands made by ‘synthetic abstractions like “The Church,” “The State,” or “The Party.”’ Harcourt, Brace published The Heretics in 1947.






3103. Background to ‘How the Poor Die’


This essay describes Orwell’s experience in the Hôpital Cochin, rue Faubourg Saint-Jacques, Paris, where he spent two weeks when taken ill with ‘une grippe’ in March 1929. It is not known when the article was written. Professor Crick refers to it as Orwell’s ‘essay of 1946’ (194), but that is only a publication date. According to Orwell’s Notes for My Literary Executor, signed 31 March 1945, but probably drafted in January or February (see 2648), ‘How the Poor Die’ was intended for Horizon, but was rejected. He did not try, he said, to place it elsewhere. It contained, he wrote, ‘a truthful account of some experiences in the Hopital° Cochin in Paris in 1929, and the bit marked between brackets is worth printing.’ The reference to ‘a passage marked between brackets’ also occurs in the manuscript list of articles which might (and which should not) be reprinted, which Orwell put together in 1947–48; see 3323. In this list, ‘How the Poor Die’ is said never to have been printed, but that is crossed through and ‘“Now” 1946’ added.

When Orwell agreed on 12 August 1946 to allow George Woodcock, editor of Now, to put his name down as a future contributor, he added, ‘though God knows when I’ll write anything’; see 3048. He wrote only one article during the summer at Barnhill, probably ‘Politics vs. Literature’ see (3089), according to his letter to Dwight Macdonald of 15 October 1946, 3097. He had evidently forgotten he had, somewhere among his papers in Canonbury Square, a typescript of ‘How the Poor Die.’ On his return to London from Jura on 13 October, he must have been pressed by Woodcock for an article and then remembered the article rejected by Horizon. Although time was short between then and publication, as Arthur Ballard’s arrangements for publication of the pamphlet James Burnham and the Managerial Revolution show (see 2989, n.1), (and Now may not have come out until the end of November), setting and proofreading in that short a time was quite practicable in those days.

The earliest that ‘How the Poor Die’ could have been written is obviously 1929. It may, as an editorial note to Shooting an Elephant (1950), states, have been written—at least initially—between 1931 and 1936; these dates have the backing of Richard Rees, who discussed the publication of Shooting an Elephant with Sonia Orwell shortly after Orwell’s death. It is strange that ‘How the Poor Die’ was not offered to The Adelphi, nor to John Lehmann, who frequently pressed Orwell for articles and who resorted to republishing ‘Shooting an Elephant’ (first published in 1936) when starting up Penguin New Writing in 1940. Nor did Orwell offer him ‘How the Poor Die’ when Lehmann wrote on 20 January 1944 requesting an article (see 2408). Whatever version of ‘How the Poor Die’ was written between 1931 and 1936, it looks as if it failed to satisfy its author and required revision.

The latest date for the completion of ‘How the Poor Die’ must be about December 1944 or January 1945 to give time for its rejection by Horizon, as noted by Orwell in his Notes for My Literary Executor. However, a glance at the list of longer articles Orwell contributed to Horizon might suggest an earlier date of completion:

[image: image]

From August 1941, when Orwell joined the BBC, he was exceptionally busy, but the second half of 1940 and the first half of 1941 had been a dead time for Orwell. He was vainly seeking vital war work but could find no more to do than serve in the Home Guard and write reviews. In his letter to Lehmann of 6 July 1940 (see 652), he says he had begun something but ‘then the war started to get serious’ and he found himself unable to complete it. (The war might be said to have ‘got serious’ early in April 1940, when the Germans invaded Denmark and Norway and, a month later, Holland, Belgium, and France.) This may have been ‘New Words’ (see 605, headnote), ‘How the Poor Die,’ or something that has not survived, or both those essays. George Woodcock told Ian Angus (11, 26 February, and 21 March 1991) that he understood from Orwell that Connolly had rejected the article on medical advice which had claimed that the essay was highly exaggerated and a libel on the medical profession. It is a little surprising that Connolly should have found such reasons convincing, but Orwell, with Eileen’s brother’s death at Dunkirk in mind, might well have been more sympathetic to such objections. A more likely reason for the article’s exclusion is that with German bombers killing thousands of civilians in the autumn and winter of 1940, what readers in Britain least wanted was an essay on ‘How the Poor Die’: they well knew at first hand. That would also explain why Orwell did not attempt to place the article until after the war was over. Then with Sir William Beveridge’s proposals for a Welfare State (published 1 December 1942) about to be given effect by the new Labour government—the National Health Service was inaugurated after much negotiation on 5 July 1948—‘How the Poor Die’ had a new significance.

When Connolly rejected ‘How the Poor Die,’ he might have been left short of an essay, and that could explain the appearance in Horizon for December 1940 of the extract from Orwell’s forthcoming book. The extract takes six pages of Horizon; the article as printed in Now takes eight pages. Were those six/eight pages the ‘passage marked between brackets’ to which Orwell referred in March 1945? (The manuscript Orwell sent Woodcock had been newly typed and not marked with brackets; it looked as if it had been handled by one or two people, according to Woodcock in 1991.)1 This, however, may be too neat an explanation, especially since the extract from The Lion and the Unicorn chimes in well with what Connolly was writing in his Comment column in the July, September, November, and December issues of Horizon: Orwell’s ‘The Ruling Class’ excerpt could have attracted Connolly in its own right.

There is much conjecture and uncertainty here, but a reasonably convincing history for ‘How the Poor Die’ might be that it was written between 1931 and 1936 (very much in accord with Orwell’s writing at that time on the unemployed, tramps, and beggars—note the reference to the workhouse in the first sentence of paragraph two); deemed by Orwell to be unsatisfactory; reworked between summer 1940 and spring 1941; submitted to Horizon but rejected; a section (the bracketed portion) retyped and published in Now in November 1946. Because the date of composition is so uncertain, it has been judged least misleading to place the article about its date of publication.

There is one other matter of some importance associated with ‘How the Poor Die’ that demands discussion. The admission details on Orwell at the Hôpital Cochin state that he was born, not in 1903, but 1902, and he declared himself to be an ‘étudiant.’ Such a description might loosely be applied to someone working at becoming a writer (perhaps with a touch of wry humour), but the incorrect date of birth is odd. It might seem to be an error by the hospital administration—a product of the ‘third-degree at the reception desk’ of which Orwell complains and associates with Latin countries. However, on his marriage certificate, 9June 1936, his age is given as 33 (signifying a date of birth in 1902), although he only became 33 on 25 June 1936, just over a fortnight later. Orwell’s ‘immatriculation’ at the British Consulate in Marrakech, 17 September 1938 (see 480), shows that he gave (in his own handwriting) his date of birth as 25 June 1902. In his letter to A. H. Joyce, 12 February 1938 (see 426), Orwell stated that he was born in 1903 but ‘by mistake this has been entered as 1902 on my passport.’ If his passport gave his date of birth as 1902, it is understandable that Orwell would ensure that his registration with the British Consul also stated 1902.

Examination of the records at the United Kingdom Passport Agency reveals discrepancies in the dates recorded for Orwell’s birth. Applications for passports are kept for only eleven years, so reliance must be placed upon the Agency’s register, and that does not record an application for a passport for Orwell’s stay in France in 1928–29. A second search by the Agency for this application has also proved fruitless. Orwell’s first passport (in the name of Eric Blair) was issued on 19 October 1922 (No. 280033), eight days before he sailed for Burma from Liverpool; the register gives his date of birth correctly: 25 June 1903. The next passport in the Agency’s records is No. 157953; it was issued on 8 December 1936, three weeks before Orwell left to fight in Spain; it shows his date of birth as being 25 June 1902. A third passport, No. 1243051, was issued on 10 May 1949, at the time when, though very ill, he was thinking of going abroad for the winter (see his letter to Anthony Powell, 11 May 1949, 3622). That passport has his correct date of birth.

Orwell should have had a passport to enable him to travel to France in 1928–29, because, since passports then lasted only five years and were not renewable, his first passport had expired, on 18 October 1927. It was certainly possible to enter France between the wars without a passport, most easily from countries having land borders with France than from Britain, though it was then customary to check and even to stamp entry at immigration. In Down and Out in Paris and London Orwell writes: ‘Many of the waiters had slipped into France without passports, and one or two of them were spies’ (CW, I, 72). One cannot take as totally factual all that is written in Down and Out in Paris and London, despite the fact that, according to the copy of the book he marked for Brenda Salkeld (see 157), much of it was as accurate as he could make it. Nevertheless, there is no reason to doubt Orwell’s account of his attempt to pawn his and Boris’s overcoats and his need for his passport (chapter VII, especially 40). This supports what is in any case highly probable, that he went to France in early 1928 with a passport, his second. Since there is no record of an application for a second passport at the UK Passport Agency, it must be assumed that Orwell had a second passport issued in Burma before he left for home, in case he decided to spend longer in France on his journey home than, in fact, he did. Burmese records are not now available. His admission to the Hôpital Cochin would, without doubt, have been supported by his presentation of his passport (as was done then in hotels). When his first passport was issued, in 1922, it was not against the law to give a false age, but it was so by 1928, when he must have applied for his second (Criminal Justice Act, 1925, 15 and 16 Geo. 5, c. 86). There is no conceivable reason why Orwell should have wished to show himself one year older than he was, even were there no legal penalties.

It is therefore as certain as such things can be that Orwell had a passport when he went to France in 1928; that it was his second passport; and that, like his third passport, it showed his date of birth as 1902, not 1903. It is also extremely unlikely that on two occasions, presumably involving two different clerks, Orwell was erroneously issued passports showing his date of birth as 1902, instead of 1903, and Orwell’s figure two is readily distinguishable from his three. How, then, was it that Orwell had two passports issued successively with his date of birth given as 1902?

A clerk may have made the first error, in the passport it is assumed was issued in Burma in 1927. When Orwell applied to go to Spain in December 1936, there may have been sufficient urgency that he did not have with him the necessary documentation to show that he was really born in 1903, and therefore he gave his birth-year in accord with his 1928 passport. (Any change in personal details must be supported by documents, according to the Passport Agency.) Moreover, when Orwell wrote to A. H. Joyce at the India Office in 1938, he took care to explain that a mistake had been made in his passport, for the India Office had—indeed, still has—a record of his correct date of birth.

Whatever the source of the error, Orwell was not, of course, in doubt about the year of his birth, despite the error (of a few days) in representing his age on his marriage certificate in 1936. In the preface to the French edition of Down and Out in Paris and London (May 1935), he said he was born in 1903; and he told Kunitz and Haycraft, editors of Twentieth Century Authors, that that was the year of his birth (17 April 1940, 613). His second marriage certificate, in 1949, gives his correct age. This would be no more than a curious, if repeated, aberration were it not that Orwell is so exercised about the falsification of history by means of altering the years when things happen. This occurs in fact—the covering up of the year Maurice Thorez, the French Communist leader fled France to avoid being called up into the army (see ‘As I Please,’ 48, 17 November 1944, 2579 and point 3 of Orwell’s annotation to Randall Swingler’s ‘The Right to Free Exression,’ 3090)—and in fiction—see Nineteen Eighty-Four, CW, IX, 81.






3104. ‘How the Poor Die’

Now, [n.s.] No. 6, [November 1946]

In the year 1929 I spent several weeks in the Hospital X, in the fifteenth Arrondissement of Paris.1 The clerks put me through the usual third-degree at the reception desk, and indeed I was kept answering questions for some twenty minutes before they would let me in. If you have ever had to fill up forms in a Latin country you will know the kind of questions I mean. For some days past I had been unequal to translating Reaumur into Fahrenheit, but I know that my temperature was round about 103, and by the end of the interview I had some difficulty in standing on my feet. At my back a resigned little knot of patients, carrying bundles done up in coloured handkerchiefs, waited their turn to be questioned.

After the questioning came the bath—a compulsory routine for all newcomers, apparently, just as in prison or the workhouse. My clothes were taken away from me, and after I had sat shivering for some minutes in five inches of warm water I was given a linen nightshirt and a short blue flannel dressing-gown—no slippers, they had none big enough for me, they said—and led out into the open air. This was a night in February and I was suffering from pneumonia.2 The ward we were going to was 200 yards away and it seemed that to get to it you had to cross the hospital grounds. Someone stumbled in front of me with a lantern. The gravel path was frosty underfoot, and the wind whipped the nightshirt round my bare calves. When we got into the ward I was aware of a strange feeling of familiarity whose origin I did not succeed in pinning down till later in the night. It was a long, rather low, ill-lit room, full of murmuring voices and with three rows of beds surprisingly close together. There was a foul smell, faecal and yet sweetish. As I lay down I saw on a bed nearly opposite me a small, round-shouldered, sandy-haired man sitting half naked while a doctor and a student performed some strange operation on him. First the doctor produced from his black bag a dozen small glasses like wine glasses, then the student burned a match inside each glass to exhaust the air, then the glass was popped on to the man’s back or chest and the vacuum drew up a huge yellow blister. Only after some moments did I realise what they were doing to him. It was something called cupping, a treatment which you can read about in old medical textbooks but which till then I had vaguely thought of as one of those things they do to horses.

The cold air outside had probably lowered my temperature, and I watched this barbarous remedy with detachment and even a certain amount of amusement. The next moment, however, the doctor and the student came across to my bed, hoisted me upright and without a word began applying the same set of glasses, which had not been sterilised in any way. A few feeble protests that I uttered got no more response than if I had been an animal. I was very much impressed by the impersonal way in which the two men started on me. I had never been in the public ward of a hospital before, and it was my first experience of doctors who handle you without speaking to you, or, in a human sense, taking any notice of you. They only put on six glasses in my case, but after doing so they scarified the blisters and applied the glasses again. Each glass now drew out about a dessert-spoonful of dark-coloured blood. As I lay down again, humiliated, disgusted and frightened by the thing that had been done to me, I reflected that now at least they would leave me alone. But no, not a bit of it. There was another treatment coming, the mustard poultice, seemingly a matter of routine like the hot bath. Two slatternly nurses had already got the poultice ready, and they lashed it round my chest as tight as a strait jacket while some men who were wandering about the ward in shirt and trousers began to collect round my bed with half-sympathetic grins. I learned later that watching a patient have a mustard poultice was a favourite pastime in the ward. These things are normally applied for a quarter of an hour and certainly they are funny enough if you don’t happen to be the person inside. For the first five minutes the pain is severe, but you believe you can bear it. During the second five minutes this belief evaporates, but the poultice is buckled at the back and you can’t get it off. This is the period the onlookers most enjoy. During the last five minutes, I noted, a sort of numbness supervenes. After the poultice had been removed a waterproof pillow packed with ice was thrust beneath my head and I was left alone. I did not sleep, and to the best of my knowledge this was the only night of my life—I mean the only night spent in bed—in which I have not slept at all, not even a minute.

During my first hour in the Hopitalº X I had had a whole series of different and contradictory treatments, but this was misleading, for in general you got very little treatment at all, either good or bad, unless you were ill in some interesting and instructive way. At five in the morning the nurses came round, woke the patients and took their temperatures, but did not wash them. If you were well enough you washed yourself, otherwise you depended on the kindness of some walking patient. It was generally patients, too, who carried the bedbottles and the grim bedpan, nicknamed la casserole. At eight breakfast arrived, called army-fashion la soupe. It was soup, too, a thin vegetable soup with slimy hunks of bread floating about in it. Later in the day the tall, solemn, black-bearded doctor made his rounds, with an interne and a troop of students following at his heels, but there were about sixty of us in the ward and it was evident that he had other wards to attend to as well. There were many beds past which he walked day after day, sometimes followed by imploring cries. On the other hand if you had some disease with which the students wanted to familiarise themselves you got plenty of attention of a kind. I myself, with an exceptionally fine specimen of a bronchial rattle, sometimes had as many as a dozen students queuing up to listen to my chest. It was a very queer feeling—queer, I mean, because of their intense interest in learning their job, together with a seeming lack of any perception that the patients were human beings. It is strange to relate, but sometimes as some young student stepped forward to take his turn at manipulating you he would be actually tremulous with excitement, like a boy who has at last got his hands on some expensive piece of machinery. And then ear after ear—ears of young men, of girls, of negroes—pressed against your back, relays of fingers solemnly but clumsily tapping, and not from any one of them did you get a word of conversation or a look direct in your face. As a non-paying patient, in the uniform nightshirt, you were primarily a specimen, a thing I did not resent but could never quite get used to.

After some days I grew well enough to sit up and study the surrounding patients. The stuffy room, with its narrow beds so close together that you could easily touch your neighbour’s hand, had every sort of disease in it except, I suppose, acutely infectious cases. My right-hand neighbour was a little red-haired cobbler with one leg shorter than the other, who used to announce the death of any other patient (this happened a number of times, and my neighbour was always the first to hear of it) by whistling to me, exclaiming “Numero 43!” (or whatever it was) and flinging his arms above his head. This man had not much wrong with him, but in most of the other beds within my angle of vision some squalid tragedy or some plain horror was being enacted. In the bed that was foot to foot with mine there lay, until he died (I didn’t see him die—they moved him to another bed), a little weazened man who was suffering from I do not know what disease, but something that made his whole body so intensely sensitive that any movement from side to side, sometimes even the weight of the bedclothes, would make him shout out with pain. His worst suffering was when he urinated, which he did with the greatest difficulty. A nurse would bring him the bedbottle and then for a long time stand beside his bed, whistling, as grooms are said to do with horses, until at last with an agonised shriek of “Jepisse!” he would get started. In the bed next to him the sandy-haired man whom I had seen being cupped used to cough up blood-streaked mucus at all hours. My left-hand neighbour was a tall, flaccid-looking young man who used periodically to have a tube inserted into his back and astonishing quantities of frothy liquid drawn off from some part of his body. In the bed beyond that a veteran of the war of 1870 was dying, a handsome old man with a white imperial, round whose bed, at all hours when visiting was allowed, four elderly female relatives dressed all in black sat exactly like crows, obviously scheming for some pitiful legacy. In the bed opposite me in the further row was an old baldheaded man with drooping moustaches and greatly swollen face and body, who was suffering from some disease that made him urinate almost incessantly. A huge glass receptacle stood always beside his bed. One day his wife and daughter came to visit him. At sight of them the old man’s bloated face lit up with a smile of surprising sweetness, and as his daughter, a pretty girl of about twenty, approached the bed I saw that his hand was slowly working its way from under the bedclothes. I seemed to see in advance the gesture that was coming—the girl kneeling beside the bed, the old man’s hand laid on her head in his dying blessing. But no, he merely handed her the bedbottle, which she promptly took from him and emptied into the receptacle.

About a dozen beds away from me was Numero 57—I think that was his number—a cirrhosis of the liver case. Everyone in the ward knew him by sight because he was sometimes the subject of a medical lecture. On two afternoons a week the tall, grave doctor would lecture in the ward to a party of students, and on more than one occasion old Numero 57 was wheeled on a sort of trolley into the middle of the ward, where the doctor would roll back his nightshirt, dilate with his fingers a huge flabby protuberance on the man’s belly—the diseased liver, I suppose—and explain solemnly that this was a disease attributable to alcoholism, commoner in the wine-drinking countries. As usual he neither spoke to his patient nor gave him a smile, a nod or any kind of recognition. While he talked, very grave and upright, he would hold the wasted body beneath his two hands, sometimes giving it a gentle roll to and fro, in just the attitude of a woman handling a rolling-pin. Not that Numero 57 minded this kind of thing. Obviously he was an old hospital inmate, a regular exhibit at lectures, his liver long since marked down for a bottle in some pathological museum. Utterly uninterested in what was said about him, he would lie with his colourless eyes gazing at nothing, while the doctor showed him off like a piece of antique china. He was a man of about sixty, astonishingly shrunken. His face, pale as vellum, had shrunken away till it seemed no bigger than a doll’s.

One morning my cobbler neighbour woke me by plucking at my pillow before the nurses arrived. “Numero 57!”—he flung his arms above his head. There was a light in the ward, enough to see by. I could see old Numero 57 lying crumpled up on his side, his face sticking out over the side of the bed, and towards me. He had died some time during the night, nobody knew when. When the nurses came they received the news of his death indifferently and went about their work. After a long time, an hour or more, two other nurses marched in abreast like soldiers, with a great clumping of sabots, and knotted the corpse up in the sheets, but it was not removed till some time later. Meanwhile, in the better light, I had had time for a good look at Numero 57. Indeed I lay on my side to look at him. Curiously enough he was the first dead European I had seen. I had seen dead men before, but always Asiatics and usually people who had died violent deaths. Numero 57’s eyes were still open, his mouth also open, his small face contorted into an expression of agony. What most impressed me however was the whiteness of his face. It had been pale before, but now it was little darker than the sheets. As I gazed at the tiny, screwed-up face it struck me that this disgusting piece of refuse, waiting to be carted away and dumped on a slab in the dissecting-room, was an example of “natural” death, one of the things you pray for in the Litany. There you are, then, I thought, that’s what is waiting for you, twenty, thirty, forty years hence: that is how the lucky ones die, the ones who live to be old. One wants to live, of course, indeed one only stays alive by virtue of the fear of death, but I think now, as I thought then, that it’s better to die violently and not too old. People talk about the horrors of war, but what weapon has man invented that even approaches in cruelty some of the commoner diseases? “Natural” death, almost by definition, means something slow, smelly and painful. Even at that, it makes a difference if you can achieve it in your own home and not in a public institution. This poor old wretch who had just flickered out like a candle-end was not even important enough to have anyone watching by his deathbed. He was merely a number, then a “subject” for the students’ scalpels. And the sordid publicity of dying in such a place! In the Hopital X the beds were very close together and there were no screens. Fancy, for instance, dying like the little man whose bed was for a while foot to foot with mine, the one who cried out when the bedclothes touched him! I dare say “Je pisse!” were his last recorded words. Perhaps the dying don’t bother about such things—that at least would be the standard answer: nevertheless dying people are often more or less normal in their minds till within a day or so of the end.

In the public wards of a hospital you see horrors that you don’t seem to meet with among people who manage to die in their own homes, as though certain diseases only attacked people at the lower income levels. But it is a fact that you would not in any English hospitals see some of the things I saw in the Hopital X. This business of people just dying like animals, for instance, with nobody standing by, nobody interested, the death not even noticed till the morning—this happened more than once. You certainly would not see that in England, and still less would you see a corpse left exposed to the view of the other patients. I remember that once in a cottage hospital in England a man died while we were at tea, and though there were only six of us in the ward the nurses managed things so adroitly that the man was dead and his body removed without our even hearing about it till tea was over. A thing we perhaps underrate in England is the advantage we enjoy in having large numbers of well-trained and rigidly-disciplined nurses. No doubt English nurses are dumb enough, they may tell fortunes with tealeaves, wear Union Jack badges and keep photographs of the Queen on their mantlepieces; but at least they don’t let you lie unwashed and constipated on an unmade bed, out of sheer laziness. The nurses at the Hopital X still had a tinge of Mrs. Gamp about them, and later, in the military hospitals of Republican Spain, I was to see nurses almost too ignorant to take a temperature. You wouldn’t, either, see in England such dirt as existed in the Hopital X. Later on, when I was well enough to wash myself in the bathroom, I found that there was kept there a huge packing case into which the scraps of food and dirty dressings from the ward were flung, and the wainscotings were infested by crickets.

When I had got back my clothes and grown strong on my legs I fled from the Hopital X, before my time was up and without waiting for a medical discharge. It was not the only hospital I have fled from, but its gloom and bareness, its sickly smell and, above all, something in its mental atmosphere stand out in my memory as exceptional. I had been taken there because it was the hospital belonging to my arrondissement, and I did not learn till after I was in it that it bore a bad reputation. A year or two later the celebrated swindler, Madame Hanaud, who was ill while on remand, was taken to the Hopital X, and after a few days of it she managed to elude her guards, took a taxi and drove back to the prison, explaining that she was more comfortable there. I have no doubt that the Hopital X was quite untypical of French hospitals even at that date. But the patients, nearly all of them working-men, were surprisingly resigned. Some of them seemed to find the conditions almost comfortable, for at least two were destitute malingerers who found this a good way of getting through the winter. The nurses connived because the malingerers made themselves useful by doing odd jobs. But the attitude of the majority was: of course this is a lousy place, but what else do you expect? It did not seem strange to them that you should be woken at five and then wait three hours before starting the day on watery soup, or that people should die with no one at their bedside, or even that your chance of getting medical attention should depend on catching the doctor’s eye as he went past. According to their traditions that was what hospitals were like. If you are seriously ill, and if you are too poor to be treated in your own home, then you must go into hospital, and once there you must put up with harshness and discomfort, just as you would in the army. But on top of this I was interested to find a lingering belief in the old stories that have now almost faded from memory in England—stories, for instance, about doctors cutting you open out of sheer curiosity or thinking it funny to start operating before you were properly “under”. There were dark tales about a little operating-room said to be situated just beyond the bathroom. Dreadful screams were said to issue from this room. I saw nothing to confirm these stories and no doubt they were all nonsense, though I did see two students kill a sixteen-year-old boy, or nearly kill him (he appeared to be dying when I left the hospital, but he may have recovered later) by a mischievous experiment which they probably could not have tried on a paying patient. Well within living memory it used to be believed in London that in some of the big hospitals patients were killed off to get dissection subjects. I didn’t hear this tale repeated at the Hopital X, but I should think some of the men there would have found it credible. For it was a hospital in which not the methods, perhaps, but something of the atmosphere of the nineteenth century had managed to survive, and therein lay its peculiar interest.

During the past fifty years or so there has been a great change in the relationship between doctor and patient. If you look at almost any literature before the later part of the nineteenth century, you find that a hospital is popularly regarded as much the same thing as a prison, and an old-fashioned, dungeon-like prison at that. A hospital is a place of filth, torture and death, a sort of antechamber to the tomb. No one who was not more or less destitute would have thought of going into such a place for treatment. And especially in the early part of the last century, when medical science had grown bolder than before without being any more successful, the whole business of doctoring was looked on with horror and dread by ordinary people. Surgery, in particular, was believed to be no more than a peculiarly gruesome form of sadism, and dissection, possible only with the aid of bodysnatchers, was even confused with necromancy. From the nineteenth century you could collect a large horror-literature connected with doctors and hospitals. Think of poor old George III, in his dotage, shrieking for mercy as he sees his surgeons approaching to “bleed him till he faints”! Think of the conversations of Bob Sawyer and Benjamin Allen, which no doubt are hardly parodies, or the field hospitals in La Debâcle and War and Peace, or that shocking description of an amputation in Melville’s Whitejacket! Even the names given to doctors in nineteenth-century English fiction, Slasher, Carver, Sawyer, Fillgrave and so on, and the generic nickname “sawbones”, are about as grim as they are comic. The anti-surgery tradition is perhaps best expressed in Tennyson’s poem, The Children’s Hospital, which is essentially a pre-chloroform document though it seems to have been written as late as 1880.3 Moreover, the outlook which Tennyson records in this poem had a lot to be said for it. When you consider what an operation without anæsthetics must have been like, what it notoriously was like, it is difficult not to suspect the motives of people who would undertake such things. For these bloody horrors which the students so eagerly looked forward to (“A magnificent sight if Slasher does it!”) were admittedly more or less useless: the patient who did not die of shock usually died of gangrene, a result which was taken for granted. Even now doctors can be found whose motives are questionable. Anyone who has had much illness, or who has listened to medical students talking, will know what I mean. But anæsthetics were a turning point, and disinfectants were another. Nowhere in the world, probably, would you now see the kind of scene described by Axel Munthe in The Story of San Michele, when the sinister surgeon in top hat and frock coat, his starched shirtfront spattered with blood and pus, carves up patient after patient with the same knife and flings the severed limbs into a pile beside the table. Moreover, national health insurance has partly done away with the idea that a working-class patient is a pauper who deserves little consideration. Well into this century it was usual for “free” patients at the big hospitals to have their teeth extracted with no anæsthetic. They didn’t pay, so why should they have an anæsthetic—that was the attitude. That too has changed.

And yet every institution will always bear upon it some lingering memory of its past. A barrack-room is still haunted by the ghost of Kipling, and it is difficult to enter a workhouse without being reminded of Oliver Twist. Hospitals began as a kind of casual ward for lepers and the like to die in, and they continued as places where medical students learned their art on the bodies of the poor. You can still catch a faint suggestion of their history in their characteristically gloomy architecture. I would be far from complaining about the treatment I have received in any English hospital, but I do know that it is a sound instinct that warns people to keep out of hospitals if possible, and especially out of the public wards. Whatever the legal position may be, it is unquestionable that you have far less control over your own treatment, far less certainty that frivolous experiments will not be tried on you, when it is a case of “accept the discipline or get out”. And it is a great thing to die in your own bed, though it is better still to die in your boots. However great the kindness and the efficiency, in every hospital death there will be some cruel, squalid detail, some thing perhaps too small to be told but leaving terribly painful memories behind, arising out of the haste, the crowding, the impersonality of a place where every day people are dying among strangers.

The dread of hospitals probably still survives among the very poor, and in all of us it has only recently disappeared. It is a dark patch not far beneath the surface of our minds. I have said earlier that when I entered the ward at the Hopital X I was conscious of a strange feeling of familiarity. What the scene reminded me of, of course, was the reeking, pain-filled hospitals of the nineteenth century, which I had never seen but of which I had a traditional knowledge. And something, perhaps the black-clad doctor with his frowsy black bag, or perhaps only the sickly smell, played the queer trick of unearthing from my memory that poem of Tennyson’s, The Children’s Hospital, which I had not thought of for twenty years. It happened that as a child I had had it read aloud to me by a sick-nurse whose own working life might have stretched back to the time when Tennyson wrote the poem. The horrors and sufferings of the old-style hospitals were a vivid memory to her. We had shuddered over the poem together, and then seemingly I had forgotten it. Even its name would probably have recalled nothing to me. But the first glimpse of the ill-lit, murmurous room, with the beds so close together, suddenly roused the train of thought to which it belonged, and in the night that followed I found myself remembering the whole story and atmosphere of the poem, with many of its lines complete.




3105. To Leonard Moore

2 November 1946 Typewritten

27 B Canonbury Square

Islington

London N 1

Dear Moore,

Many thanks for your letter dated 1st November.

I have read through the “New Yorker’s” proposals carefully, and I do not think there is anything to object to. Only two doubtful points arise, ie. the point referred to by them as (c), reprinting of articles of mine in books issued by the “New Yorker,” and the question of “editing” my reviews. I am not much concerned about reprints of this type of article because they would be strictly book reviews and would not be much more than 1500 words, if that. I would never reprint in book form anything of less than 2000 words, so I don’t particularly mind if they choose to include things of mine in collections of snippets. When one has anything included in a book of this type, as one does from time to time, one never seems to get more than a few pounds out of it, and I don’t see how anything else can be expected, since the royalties obviously have to be split up among the various contributors. I don’t think it is worth asking the “New Yorker” to depart from its usual practice in this matter. The question of “editing” might be more difficult. In my experience one can never be sure that one’s stuff will get to press unaltered in any daily or weekly periodical. The “Observer,” for instance, habitually cuts my articles without consulting me if there is a last-minute shortage of space. In writing for papers like the “Evening Standard,” I have had things not merely cut but actually altered, and of course even a cut always modifies the sense of an article to some extent. What really matters here is whether or not one is dealing with a civilized and intelligent paper. The “New Yorker” would be bound to make cuts occasionally, and would not as a rule have time to consult me, but I don’t fancy they would alter my articles in any way I strongly objected to. So all in all I think we can accept their proposition as it stands.

Could you please let me know the exact address of Odile Pathé, who is issuing the French translation of “Animal Farm,” and also the name and address of the Italian publishers who are issuing the Italian translation.1 Some friends of mine want to get hold of copies for distribution as soon as they appear. These are people who recently took photos of me,2 one of which was reproduced in the American “Vogue.” They took a much better photo which has not been reproduced, and I am going to get them to make a number of copies of this, some of which I will send to you against future occasions when we want photos.

I enclose the contract for the Persian edition,3 duly signed. I will send the document relating to American income tax as soon as possible, but at the moment I have no one here to witness it.

Yours sincerely

Eric Blair




3106. To The Copyright Director, BBC

6 November 1946 Typewritten

27 B Canonbury Square,

Islington, N.1.

Dear Sir,

I enclose the contract duly signed.1

As to the use of the book—there will be no trouble, but I will make all arrangements with the publishers.

Yours faithfully,

[Signed] Geo Orwell

George Orwell




3107. Review of A Foolish Wind by Francis Askham; The Breaking of the Seals by Francis Ashton; The Tricolour Flies Again by Sven Auren

Manchester Evening News, 7 November 1946


This review was introduced by a note stating that ‘Life, People—Books is written this week by George Orwell who has returned as guest critic.’



“A Foolish Wind” is an unusual book, and with the art of novel writing at its present low ebb almost a book to become excited about. It has the curious quality of telling a good story and yet possessing a central theme which is seldom directly mentioned and which hardly needed a story of this kind to illustrate it.

Perhaps it is better to outline the story first.

Immediately after the ending of the war a middle-aged Englishman in charge of a cultural mission arrives in a recently liberated country which is named “Morelia,” but which seems to be either Yugoslavia or Albania.

His job—one would like to believe that the British Government really does finance this kind of research—is to gather information about an obscure Morelian poet who has just died, leaving nothing behind except a bundle of unpublished manuscripts.

It turns out that the poet, when a student, took part in the assassination of the late king of the country, and did not discover until after the deed was done that the king was his own father. Tacked on to this romantic tale is another, more subtle and probable.

The Englishman, Hugh Percheron, a dried-up scholarly bachelor with a small private income, is helped in his inquiries by a young sempstress who has taken part in the resistance movement and as a punishment has been branded on the forehead by the Germans.

For a moment he becomes her lover, and he has the wild idea of marrying her and taking her back to England. He even makes preparations to do so, although he is instinctively aware that such a scheme is bound to come to nothing.

The girl, as it happens, is a member of a group of terrorists, and when the new king returns from exile to take over his liberated country she unsuccesfully flings a bomb under his carriage, committing suicide a few hours afterwards. This part of the story is convincing and even moving, but the essential theme of the book is conveyed by its atmosphere, and the melodramatic events are not strictly necessary.

This theme is the chasmic, unbridgeable difference between fairly rich, stable countries like Britain and countries which have never known political or economic security. The gulf between the two ways of life is symbolised by the abortive love affair between the highly intelligent but still conventional Englishman and the also highly intelligent but unmoral and irresponsible girl—a love affair which is an almost continuous series of misunderstandings and which is obviously doomed to end unhappily.

But the best things in the book are minor episodes. The conversation of some half-starved and corrupted children; a middle-aged Government official suddenly begging for an extra spoonful of beans at a boarding-house dinner table; a British deserter who has lived for years on the black market and almost lost his sense of nationality—it is by this kind of thing that the all-pervading misery, insecurity, and disintegration are best conveyed.

“Morelia” has not only suffered poverty and internal discord, it has also been occupied for years by a foreign power, and the half-criminal, half-savage children, already inured to prostitution at the age of about eight, are perhaps the most horrible product of the occupation.

In some ways the political background of the story is left vague. There is no indication of the struggles between the Allies or of the totalitarian regimes which have in fact been established in all the Balkan countries, or of the political police who would, in real life, have dogged the footsteps of anyone carrying out so improbable a mission as Hugh Percheron’s.

But the general atmosphere of hunger, nervous strain, sordid rivalries and ill-defined fear is rightly conceived, and the quiet, even style in which the book is written is well fitted to the subject matter. Francis Askham (is it possible that this is a pseudonym covering the identity of a woman?)1 had only published one novel before this one; his, or her, future books will be worth looking out for.

“The Breaking of the Seals” is, comparatively speaking, poor stuff, though not absolutely a bad book by current standards. The thesis is that man has lived on this planet longer than is generally supposed, and that high civilisations, subsequently wiped out by floods and other calamities, were in existence as long as a quarter of a million years ago.

The hero, under expert treatment from a psychiatrist, is induced to remember one of his past existences, and most of the action of the book takes place in a sinister, priest-ruled society where human sacrifice is practiced and the moon is worshipped as a god. By the strangest coincidence the heroine was alive at the same time, and in fact was the hero’s wife. The resulting story is better than “The Princess of Mars,”2 but that is about the most that can be said for it.

“The Tricolour Flies Again” is a rather pedestrian account by a Swedish journalist of life in Paris during the year following the liberation. As a neutral the author has also been in Paris during the German occupation, and it is a pity that he does not tell us more about his experiences during that period, of which our knowledge is necessarily sketchy.

As it is, his book consists almost entirely of the kind of gossip which every Paris correspondent was sending home at that time—the coal shortage, the expensiveness of everything, the black market, the bicycle taxis, the behaviour of the American troops, the purge of collaborators.

The most interesting feature of post-liberation France, the three-cornered political struggle between Communists, Catholics, and Socialists, which was in full swing almost from the moment when the Germans were driven out, is practically ignored. The author was an eye-witness of the trials of Pétain and Laval, and his descriptions of what he saw there are much the best part of the book.




3108. ‘As I Please,’ 60

Tribune, 8 November 19461

Someone has just sent me a copy of an American fashion magazine which shall be nameless. It consists of 325 large quarto pages, of which no fewer than 15 are given up to articles on world politics, literature, etc. The rest consists entirely of pictures with a little letterpress creeping round their edges: pictures of ball dresses, mink coats, step-ins, panties, brassieres, silk stockings, slippers, perfumes, lipsticks, nail varnish—and, of course, of the women, unrelievedly beautiful, who wear them or make use of them. I do not know just how many drawings or photographs of women occur throughout the whole volume, but as there are 45 of them, all beautiful, in the first 50 pages, one can work it out roughly.

One striking thing when one looks at these pictures is the overbred, exhausted, even decadent style of beauty that now seems to be striven after. Nearly all of these women are immensely elongated. A thin-boned, ancient-Egyptian type of face seems to predominate: narrow hips are general, and slender non-prehensile hands like those of a lizard are everywhere.2 Evidently it is a real physical type, for it occurs as much in the photographs as in the drawings. Another striking thing is the prose style of the advertisements, an extraordinary mixture of sheer lushness with clipped and sometimes very expressive technical jargon. Words like suave-mannered, custom-finished, contour-conforming, mitt-back, innersole, backdip, mid-riff, swoosh, swash, curvaceous, slenderize and pet-smooth are flung about with evident full expectation that the reader will understand them at a glance. Here are a few sample sentences taken at random:

“A new Shimmer Sheen colour that sets your hands and his head in a whirl.” “Bared and beautifully bosomy.” “Feathery-light Milliken Fleece to keep her kitten-snug!” “Others see you through a veil of sheer beauty, and they wonder why!” “Gentle discipline for curves in lacy lastex pantie-girdle.” “An exclamation point of a dress that depends on fluid fabric for much of its drama.” “Suddenly your figure lilts … lovely in the litheness of a Foundette pantie-girdle.” “Lovely to look at, lovelier to wear is this original Lady Duff gown with its shirred cap sleeves and accentuated midriff.” “Supple and tissue-light, yet wonderfully curve-holding.” “The miracle of figure flattery!” “Moulds your bosom into proud feminine lines.” “Isn’t it wonderful to know that Corsees wash and wear and whittle you down … even though they weigh only four ounces!” “The distilled witchery of one woman who was forever desirable … forever beloved … Forever Amber.” And so on and so on and so on.

A fairly diligent search through the magazine reveals two discreet allusions to grey hair, but if there is anywhere a direct mention of fatness or middle-age I have not found it. Birth and death are not mentioned either: nor is work, except that a few recipes for breakfast dishes are given. The male sex enters directly or indirectly into perhaps one advertisement in twenty, and photographs of dogs or kittens appear here and there. In only two pictures, out of about three hundred, is a child represented.

On the front cover there is a coloured photograph of the usual elegant female standing on a chair while a grey-haired, spectacled, crushed-looking man in shirt-sleeves kneels at her feet, doing something to the edge of her skirt. If one looks closely one finds that actually he is about to take a measurement with a yard-measure. But to a casual glance he looks as though he were kissing the hem of the woman’s garment—not a bad symbolical picture of American civilisation, or at least of one important side of it.

One interesting example of our unwillingness to face facts and our consequent readiness to make gestures which are known in advance to be useless, is the present campaign to Keep Death off the Roads.

The newspapers have just announced that road deaths for September dropped by nearly 80 as compared with the previous September. This is very well so far as it goes, but the improvement will probably not be kept—at any rate, it will not be progressive—and meanwhile everyone knows that you can’t solve the problem while our traffic system remains what it is. Accidents happen because on narrow, inadequate roads, full of blind corners and surrounded by dwelling houses, vehicles and pedestrians are moving in all directions at all speeds from three miles an hour to sixty or seventy. If you really want to keep death off the roads, you would have to replan the whole road system in such a way as to make collisions impossible. Think out what this means (it would involve, for example, pulling down and rebuilding the whole of London), and you can see that it is quite beyond the power of any nation at this moment. Short of that you can only take palliative measures, which ultimately boil down to making people more careful.

But the only palliative measure that would make a real difference is a drastic reduction in speed. Cut down the speed limit to twelve miles an hour in all built-up areas, and you would cut out the vast majority of accidents. But this, everyone will assure you, is “impossible.” Why is it impossible? Well, it would be unbearably irksome. It would mean that every road journey took twice or three times as long as takes at present. Besides, you could never get people to observe such a speed limit. What driver is going to crawl along at twelve miles an hour when he knows that his engine would do fifty? It is not even easy to keep a modern car down to twelve miles an hour and remain on° high gear—and so on and so forth, all adding up to the statement that slow travel is of its nature intolerable.

In other words we value speed more highly than we value human life. Then why not say so, instead of every few years having one of these hypocritical campaigns (at present it is “Keep Death off the Roads”—a few years back it was “Learn the Kerb Step”), in the full knowledge that while our roads remain as they are, and present speeds are kept up, the slaughter must continue?

A sidelight on bread rationing. My neighbour in Scotland this summer was a crofter engaged on the enormous labour of reclaiming a farm which has been derelict for several years. He has no helper except a sister,3 he has only one horse, and he possesses only the most primitive machinery, which does not even include a reaper. Throughout this summer he certainly did not work less than fourteen hours a day, six days a week. When bread rationing started he put in for the extra ration, only to find that, though he could, indeed, get more bread than a sedentary worker, he was not entitled to the full agricultural labourer’s ration. The reason? That within the meaning of the act he is not an agricultural labourer! Since he is “on his own” he ranks as a farmer, and it is assumed that he eats less bread than he would do if he were working for wages for somebody else.

When I was talking to some friends the other night, a question came up which we could none of us answer and which I should like someone to elucidate for me. The question is: on what principle are jurymen chosen? The theory is, I believe, that they are chosen at random from the whole population. At any rate, that is what trial “by your peers” ought to mean in a democracy. But I have a strong impression—and my friends thought the same—that no one strictly describable as a working-man normally finds his way on to a jury. The people summoned as jurors always seem to be small business or professional men. Is there perhaps some property qualification which is not mentioned but is merely applied? I should like to know, because if the facts are what I think they are—that is, that juries are drawn from the middle class while the accused in criminal cases often belong to the working class—they deserve more publicity than I have ever seen them get.


Orwell’s ‘strong impression’ about the composition of juries was followed up in Tribune, 15 November 1946, by a letter from Jessie E. Dryer:


I was pleased to note Mr. Orwell’s curiosity about qualifications for jury service in Tribune (November 8). The same question was discussed in our home recently when my father (a small business-man and local councillor) was notified that his name had been marked as a person liable to serve on juries.

We, like many other people, were under the impression that jurymen were chosen at random from the electoral register, or at least that there was no property qualification. To our surprise we find that that is just what there is. The official notification form states:—

“A registered elector is qualified for jury service if he or she is under sixty-five years of age and possesses certain other qualifications of which the principal one is that of being a householder rated in respect of premises the net annual value of which is not less than £20, or in London or Middlesex £30.”

Special jurors must have even higher property qualifications.

Perhaps we are too complacent about our much-vaunted legal system and the facts, as Mr. Orwell remarks, deserve more publicity than they are getting or have ever had.



In the next issue of Tribune 22 November, in which Orwell again took up the subject of jury selection, in ‘As I Please,’ 62, (see 3124), ‘a Socialist Barrister’ contributed an article on ‘Property and British Juries.’ Among other things he wrote:


In a recent issue of Tribune George Orwell described how he and his friends had “the strong impression” that Juries in criminal cases were always “small business or professional men.” He went on to say that if there was a property qualification for jury service that fact deserved more publicity than it seemed to get.

The astonishing, but quite incontrovertible answer to Orwell’s query is that English law expressly provides for the exclusion from the jury in criminal trials (and indeed in civil cases also) of all who do not possess a definite interest in property of a prescribed minimum amount.

This is described without any ambiguity or pretence as a property qualification. The minimum financial interest as set out in Act of Parliament is (1) ownership of land or tenements worth £10 per year or of long leaseholds worth £20 per year; or (2) occupation of a house rated at £20 per year (in Middlesex £30). Occupation of a house with 15 windows or more will also qualify!

“Trial by one’s Peers” is thus an almost meaningless doctrine of historical origin which finds practical effect only in this, that hereditary peers are entitled in cases of treason or felony to be tried by the House of Lords and conversely all others, i.e. “Commoners,” may be sure that even if the jury which tries them consists of city stockbrokers none of them will be “of ennobled blood.” …

No one outside a lunatic asylum (or No. 16 King St.)4 would seek to introduce the hysterical and grossly unjudicial atmosphere of the “People’s Court” into the British system, and no one advocates juries composed of members of the working class alone or of one political party. But it is surely high time that the ideal that a man should be tried by his equals should find expression in legal actuality, and that juries should cease to be selected from one class.

The essential justice of the proposal for reform is self-evident. As always in such cases, the advocates of the status quo will fall back upon a purely technical difficulty—that jurors are unpaid and that no workman could afford the time for a duty whose performance operates as a substantial hardship even for a shopkeeper. That objection need not detain us for one moment. Mr. Justice Humphries,5 the doyen of the English Criminal Judges, has time and time again denounced the failure to pay a jury a reasonable allowance for their loss of time, and has pointed out the trivial cost which such a provision would entail. A measure of reform which has been publicly demanded by a judge of the High Court is likely to be neither premature nor utopian.6








3109. Review of Politics, Economics and Men of Modern Spain, 1808–1946 by A. Ramos Oliveira

The Observer, 10 November 1946

Mr. Oliveira indicates his main thesis by putting the word “modern” and the date “1808” side by side in his title. Spain has undergone changes since the Spanish people rose against Joseph Bonaparte, but certain root problems have persisted unsolved through every kind of regime, and the almost innumerable civil wars are, as Mr. Oliveira says, “only one civil war.” The book lives up to its title and has many useful chapters of background material, and sketches of outstanding personalities alternating with other chapters of straight history. The Second Republic of 1931 only makes its appearance about half way through, and Franco’s insurrection only receives seven chapters out of a total of 45.

Early in the book Mr. Oliveira notes that Spain suffered 43 military pronunciamentos, 11 of them successful, between 1814 and 1923. A little later he tabulates the various regimes which have flourished throughout his whole period, classifying them as “R” for revolutionary or reformist, or “C” for counter-revolutionary or conservative. Not only have “R” and “C” alternated as regularly as night and day, but except during the “Restoration” period (1874–1931) no one faction has succeeded in remaining in office for more than 10 years. This pendulum movement was almost more disastrous in its results than an unbroken despotism would have been. Every attempt at reform was certain to be undone a few years later, and no progressive government ever had time to get the real levers of power into its own hands. Thus, the central problem of Spain, the agrarian problem, has remained almost untouched for more than a hundred years.

Spain is an agricultural country in which 1 per cent, of the population owns, or did own till very recently, 50 per cent, of the land. The attempted Liberal reforms in the early nineteenth century actually had the effect of increasing the number of landless labourers. Mr. Oliveira gives an interesting survey of the Spanish agricultural system, in which he shows that the main stronghold of the land-owning aristocracy is the wheat and olive-growing areas. These people (referred to all the way through as “the oligarchy”) have not only clung to their land and their political power through every vicissitude, but have deformed the whole economy of the country in their own favour, discouraging every other kind of agriculture and preventing the development of industry. The bankers have managed to make their peace with the aristocracy, but the industrial entrepreneurs have been almost as much an oppressed class as the workers, and Spain’s rich mineral resources have either been neglected or have been controlled by foreign capital. In such circumstances a strong, coherent middle class could not grow up, and the great mass of the people, illiterate and half-starved, either remained apathetic or expressed themselves by outbreaks of violence. Convents and churches were already being burned by the populace as early as the eighteen-thirties.

The characteristic Spanish movement of the Left was Anarchism, which shaded off into Utopianism at one end and into sheer banditry at the other. The “oligarchy” knew no way of dealing with discontent except by crushing it, and the Liberals did nothing, either because they could not, or because they were frightened by the prospect of red revolution, or because the stifling intellectual atmosphere made them waste their energies on secondary issues such as anti-clericalism. So the history of Spain continued to be stagnation punctuated by rifle shots, while political, military, and economic power always remained in the same hands.

Mr. Oliveira’s chapters dealing with the recent civil war are perhaps less satisfactory than the rest of the book. They give only a brief account of the first six months of the war, in many ways its most interesting period, and devote rather too much space to the putsch by Colonel Casado, which overthrew the Negrin government and led to the capitulation.1 Mr. Oliveira, who was, and still is, a close associate of Dr. Negrin, is generous enough not to emphasise very strongly the foolish and sordid part played in the war by British policy, but the figures he has given earlier, of British capital holdings in Spain, tell their own tale. This is a valuable book, and it assembles information, especially about Spanish industry and agriculture, which it would probably not be easy to find elsewhere.




3110. To Miss D. Ross

11 November 1946 Typewritten

27 B Canonbury Square

Islington

London N 1

Dear Miss Ross,

Many thanks for your letter of the 7th November.1

The fee proposed for the re-broadcast is quite agreeable to me. I do not remember, however, whether this programme was recorded at the time of transmission. If not, do I have to take part in it again?

Yours truly

[Signed] Geo. Orwell

George Orwell




3111. To Julian Symons

11 November 1946 Typewritten

27 B Canonbury Square

Islington

London N1

Dear Julian,

Thanks for your letter. I can’t manage any day this week because I have a lot to do and I have had to make 3 lunch engagements as it is. But how about having lunch next Friday, ie. the 23rd. It’s just thinkable I might have to be out of town that day (I’ve got to go up to Jura for a week some time and it might just cover that date), but if so I’d be able to let you know and cancel the date some days in advance.

I’m so glad about the M.E. News, and I hope you’ll be able to take over pretty soon.1 I’ll ask them about this when I deliver my article on Wednesday. I’m already getting smothered under work again and I do want to get away from reviewing for a bit. Would you like me to send you a few cuttings of my M.E. News articles? Not that they would want you to imitate me or that I want to suggest anything of the kind, but it would give you an idea of the sort of intellectual level they expect. They’re just faintly frightened of being “high-brow” and you have to do just a little popularisation when it is a case of reviewing something by, say, Eliot. I don’t know if the Editorship has changed yet. John Beavan,2 the editor, was going to the Guardian, but he may not have gone yet. He is just a little Stalinist (not CP but thinks the Russians are marvellous) and one has to watch that occasionally.

Looking forward to seeing you. I hope the other thing comes off.

Yours

George




3112. Review of Arch of Triumph by Erich Maria Remarque; Lords of Life: An Anthology of Animal Poetry, edited by Derek Gilpin Barnes; Five Great French Composers by Donald Brook

Manchester Evening News, 14 November 1946

It is a good many years since Remarque, author of the famous “All Quiet on the Western Front,” has published a novel, and evidently he has developed in the intervening time. Not only has he torn himself away from his painful memories of the 1914–18 war—subject of most, if not all, of his earlier books— but his manner of approach has also altered, taking on a greater subtlety and, perhaps, a certain cynicism that was not there before.

This time he is writing not about war but about the life of stateless refugees in France in the dismal period before and after Munich.

The story has several intertwined themes—a love affair, a murder, poverty, prostitution, homesickness—which are handled with some skill, but it is chiefly interesting as a revelation of the huge impersonal stupidity of the modern national state.

The central character, a German who calls himself Ravic (his real name, Fresenburg, is not revealed till near the end, and he has had so many aliases that he has almost forgotten it), is by profession a surgeon. He has been existing in France without papers or status of any kind since 1933.

From time to time he is caught and bundled over the Swiss frontier with the threat of deportation to Germany if he comes back. But as he always comes back under a new name and the French police are too inefficient to identify him nothing worse happens to him than a month or two in prison.

But meanwhile he has got to keep alive. In theory he is not allowed to practise as a surgeon, and would not be allowed to do so even if he possessed a passport and a carte d’identite,º because the French Government does not recognise foreign medical diplomas.

In reality, however, he does practise clandestinely, because many French doctors are only too glad to use the services of a clever surgeon who will undertake difficult and dangerous cases.

At the risk of heavy penalties if anything goes wrong Ravic performs the operations, while the doctors who employ him take the credit and pocket the greater part of the fee. The irony of his position—which presumably was the position of hundreds or even thousands of doctors exiled by the Nazis—is brought out by several neatly arranged incidents.

On one occasion he finds himself removing the gall bladder—and, somewhat against his will, saving the life—of the minister who deals with refugees and is largely responsible for his, Ravic’s, sufferings. On another occasion he sees a woman injured in the street and applies a tourniquet in a manner that reveals him to the onlookers as a doctor; this causes him to be once again arrested and deported.

The book is less successful as a story than as “reportage.”

Ravic is involved in a love affair, which is not completely convincing, and he commits a murder which is credible enough so far as his part in it is concerned, but which has a somewhat incredible victim. In 1933, in Germany, he has been horribly tortured by a Gestapo official, and has determined to get even with him if possible. The man occasionally visits Paris, and in the end Ravic manages to entrap him and then murder him in a cold-blooded and efficient way. It is quite easy to believe in an age like our own, that a sensitive and intelligent man could do such a deed, but it is not easy to believe that a high official of the Gestapo would be quite such a fool as he is represented here, or would travel with so little protection.

However, the book is well worth reading for its hospital scenes and for its sidelights on refugee life. The story ends, of course, with Ravic and all the other anti-Fascist refugees being swept into a French concentration camp the moment war breaks out. It is sad to think that eight years later the problem of the stateless person is still unsolved and potentially useful lives are being wasted in almost exactly the same manner.1

The poems in “Lords of Life” belong largely to the “Georgian” period—between 1910 and 1920, that is to say—and to look through them is to realise how very little that is good has been written about animals, at any rate in verse. Among the poets selected are John Masefield, Siegfried Sassoon, Wilfred Wilson Gibson, Sir John Squire, Harold Monro, John Drinkwater, W. H. Davies, and D. H. Lawrence.

It is curious how Lawrence’s poems stand out from the others. He was too hasty and undisciplined to be at his best as a writer of verse, but, whether in verse or prose, he was at his best when he was writing about animals, because he grasped the elementary truth that animals are not human. When he looked at an animal he tried to imagine what its brute consciousness was like, whereas most of the other writers here represented are either enthusing about the “beauties of Nature” or reading human thoughts into the animal mind.

There is, for instance, a dreadful piece of sentimentality by John Galsworthy, containing such lines (“he” here refers to man) as—


And though he withers from remorse

When he refuses duty’s call.

He cuts the tail of every horse

And carves each helpless animal.



The book is nicely produced, however, and the numerous woodcuts by Miss Kathleen Gardiner are much superior to the letterpress. For anyone who suffers from the English animal neurosis this would be a good Christmas present.

Can the lives of composers be interesting to non-musical readers? They can, at any rate, when they are as tumultuous as the life of Berlioz, who needed enormous orchestras for his compositions, and consequently was involved in an endless struggle for money and in bitter warfare with the critics and with the Academy of Fine Arts.

The other composers dealt with—César Franck, Saint-Saëns, Debussy, and Ravel—were somewhat less unfortunate, though in almost every case there is a tale of intrigue, jealousy, and obscurantist opposition to new ideas. One thing this book brings out is the disadvantage that a serious musician—as opposed to, say, a writer—suffers in being partly dependent on official support. It is written in a popular style, but at the end of each essay it gives an account of the principal works of the composer in question, with some technical details.




3113. To Leonard Moore

14 November 1946 Typewritten

27 B Canonbury Square

Islington

London N 1

Dear Moore,

Could you please send, or get Harcourt Brace to send, a copy of “Animal Farm” to

       The Director

       The University of Wisconsin School for Workers

       1214 W. Johnson Street

       Madison 5

       Wisconsin

with the author’s compliments.1 This is in response to a request for a copy. They want to review it in some kind of college magazine, and I dare say this would have the effect of selling a few copies.

It is right, is it not, that “Animal Farm” is the only one of my books being translated into Spanish?2 A Madame Ocampo, who runs some magazine in Buenos Ayres, wants to translate some of my stuff, starting with one or two articles which would go in her magazine, but perhaps books later. I told her that except for this one book everything was free.

Do you know what is happening about the French translation of A.F.? Madame Ocampo, who has just come from France,3 said she thought the Communists had been able to apply enough pressure to prevent its publication. It’s not impossible, especially after the recent election, and I would like to know whether you have heard anything.4

Yours sincerely

Eric Blair




3114. To an Untraced Addressee

14 November 1946 Typewritten; reproduced from catalogue entry1

Dear Sir,

I have only just received your letter dated October 11, which had to be forwarded to me. Since you ask for a copy of my signature here it is.

Yours truly,

Geo. Orwell




3115. ‘As I Please,’61

Tribune, 15 November 1946

As the clouds, most of them much larger and dirtier than a man’s hand, come blowing up over the political horizon, there is one fact that obtrudes itself over and over again. This is that the Government’s troubles, present and future, arise quite largely from its failure to publicise itself properly.

People are not told with sufficient clarity what is happening, and why, and what may be expected to happen in the near future. As a result, every calamity, great or small, takes the mass of the public by surprise, and the Government incurs unpopularity by doing things which any government, of whatever colour, would have to do in the same circumstances.

Take one question which has been much in the news lately but has never been properly thrashed out: the immigration of foreign labour into this country. Recently we have seen a tremendous outcry at the T.U.C. conference against allowing Poles to work in the two places where labour is most urgently needed—in the mines and on the land.

It will not do to write this off as something “got up” by Communist sympathisers, nor on the other hand to justify it by saying that the Polish refugees are all Fascists who “strut about” wearing monocles and carrying brief-cases.

The question is, would the attitude of the British trade unions be any friendlier if it were a question, not of alleged Fascists but of the admitted victims of Fascism?

For example, hundreds of thousands of homeless Jews are now trying desperately to get to Palestine. No doubt many of them will ultimately succeed, but others will fail. How about inviting, say, 100,000 Jewish refugees to settle in this country? Or what about the Displaced Persons, numbering nearly a million, who are dotted in camps all over Germany, with no future and no place to go, the United States and the British Dominions having already refused to admit them in significant numbers? Why not solve their problem by offering them British citizenship?

It is easy to imagine what the average Briton’s answer would be. Even before the war, with the Nazi persecutions in full swing, there was no popular support for the idea of allowing large numbers of Jewish refugees into this country: nor was there any strong move to admit the hundreds of thousands of Spaniards who had fled from Franco to be penned up behind barbed wire in France.

For that matter, there was very little protest against the internment of the wretched German refugees in 1940. The comments I most often overheard at the time were “What did they want to come here for?” and “They’re only after our jobs.”

The fact is that there is strong popular feeling in this country against foreign immigration. It arises partly from simple xenophobia, partly from fear of undercutting in wages, but above all from the out-of-date notion that Britain is overpopulated and that more population means more unemployment.

Actually, so far from having more workers than jobs, we have a serious labour shortage which will be accentuated by the continuance of conscription, and which will grow worse, not better, because of the ageing of the population.

Meanwhile our birth-rate is still frighteningly low, and several hundred thousand women of marriageable age have no chance of getting husbands. But how widely are these facts known or understood?

In the end it is doubtful whether we can solve our problems without encouraging immigration from Europe. In a tentative way the Government has already tried to do this, only to be met by ignorant hostility, because the public has not been told the relevant facts beforehand. So also with countless other unpopular things that will have to be done from time to time.

But the most necessary step is not to prepare public opinion for particular emergencies, but to raise the general level of political understanding: above all, to drive home the fact, which has never been properly grasped, that British prosperity depends largely on factors outside Britain.

This business of publicising and explaining itself is not easy for a Labour Government, faced by a press which at bottom is mostly hostile. Nevertheless, there are other ways of communicating with the public, and Mr. Attlee and his colleagues might well pay more attention to the radio, a medium which very few politicians in this country have ever taken seriously.

There is one question which at first sight looks both petty and disgusting but which I should like to see answered. It is this. In the innumerable hangings of war criminals which have taken place all over Europe during the past few years, which method has been followed—the old method of strangulation, or the modern, comparatively humane method which is supposed to break the victim’s neck at one snap?

A hundred years ago or more, people were hanged by simply hauling them up and letting them kick and struggle until they died, which might take a quarter of an hour or so. Later the drop was introduced, theoretically making death instantaneous, though it does not always work very well.

In recent years, however, there seems to have been a tendency to revert to strangulation. I did not see the news-film of the hanging of the German war criminals at Kharkov,1 but the descriptions in the British press appeared to show that the older method was used. So also with various executions in the Balkan countries.

The newspaper accounts of the Nuremberg hangings were ambiguous. There was talk of a drop, but there was also talk of the condemned men taking ten or twenty minutes to die. Perhaps, by a typically Anglo-Saxon piece of compromise, it was decided to use a drop but to make it too short to be effective.

It is not a good symptom that hanging should still be the accepted form of capital punishment in this country. Hanging is a barbarous, inefficient way of killing anybody, and at least one fact about it—quite widely known, I believe—is so obscene as to be almost unprintable.2

Still, until recently we did feel rather uneasy on the subject, and we did have our hangings in private. Indeed, before the war public execution was a thing of the past in nearly every civilised country. Now it seems to be returning, at least for political crimes, and though we ourselves have not actually reintroduced it as yet, we participate at secondhand by watching the news films.

It is queer to look back and think that only a dozen years ago the abolition of the death, penalty was one of those things that every enlightened person advocated as a matter of course, like divorce reform or the independence of India. Now, on the other hand, it is a mark of enlightenment not merely to approve of executions but to raise an outcry because there are not more of them.

Therefore it seems to me of some importance to know whether strangulation is now coming to be the normal practice. For if people are being taught to gloat not only over death but over a peculiarly horrible form of torture, it marks another turn on the downward spiral that we have been following ever since 1933.

Quotation wanted.

A character in one of Chekov’s stories, I forget which, remarks: “As Shakespeare says, ‘Happy is he who in his youth is young.’” I have never been able to find this line, nor does it sound like Shakespeare. Possibly the translator re-translated it from the Russian instead of looking up the original. Can anybody tell me where it occurs?3




3116. To Sheila Hodges, Victor Gollancz Ltd

15 November 1946 Typewritten


On 7 November 1946, Dr. W. M. C. Harrowes, of Edinburgh, wrote to Victor Gollancz Ltd following his reading of a review of Animal Farm in The New Yorker, 7 September 1946, by Edmund Wilson. Wilson praised Animal Farm highly (it ‘even seems creditable if we compare it with Voltaire and Swift’) and suggested that Orwell was ‘now likely to emerge as one of the ablest and most interesting writers that the English have produced in this period.’ He went on to suggest that Burmese Days should be republished ‘with a more striking and appropriate title.’ It was, he concluded, ‘illuminating as a picture of Burma and distinguished as a work of literature.’ In parenthesis he said that he understood that Burmese Days had only been allowed to appear in England ‘in a text that had been modified under pressure of the India Office.’

Dr. Harrowes asked for Gollancz’s comment on the suggestion of India Office pressure and suggested that Burmese Days be republished with a new title.

Miss Hodges (Gollancz’s secretary and author of Gollancz: The Story of a Publishing House, 1928–1978, 1978), passed the letter to Orwell, who replied to her and Dr. Harrowes on the same day. The text of the letter to Dr. Harrowes is from the carbon copy Orwell sent to Miss Hodges; see 3117.



27 B Canonbury Square

Islington

London N 1

Dear Miss Hodges,

Many thanks for your letter dated the 11th, forwarding a letter from Dr. W. M. C. Harrowes. I have answered his query as best I can, and enclose herewith a carbon copy of the letter I sent him.

Yours sincerely

[Signed] Geo. Orwell

George Orwell




3117. To Dr. W. M. C. Harrowes

15 November 1946 Typewritten; carbon copy

27 B Canonbury Square

Islington

London N 1

Dear Mr Harrowes,

Your letter to Victor Gollancz, dated November 7, was forwarded to me. Mr Gollancz is abroad, and in any case I probably remember the complications over “Burmese Days” better than he would, as it is only one out of hundreds or thousands of books he has published.

What Wilson said in the “New Yorker” is an overstatement—there was not actually any pressure by the India Office—but is not seriously misleading. What actually happened was this:—

I finished the book about the end of 1933 and submitted it to Victor Gollancz, who had published my previous book. Mr Gollancz, or his lawyer, feared that if the book were published the India Office might intervene and get it suppressed, or on the other hand that there might be libel actions by individuals who believed themselves to have been caricatured. I then tried the book on Jonathan Cape, who also refused it, and then arranged with the American firm of Harper’s, who had published the American edition of my previous book, to bring it out in the USA. Harper’s asked me to make some small alterations—I don’t remember very clearly what these were, but I think the chief one was to change a few characters from government servants into business men so as to make the book less directly an attack on British imperialism. They then published the book in 1934, on the understanding (printed on the jacket if I remember rightly) that it was not to be sold inside the British Empire.1 I don’t think this was observed strictly, as I know copies got into Burma and Malaya. About a year later Mr Gollancz told me he was sorry he had not published the book, and asked me to produce a slightly bowdlerised version. The main alteration was to give the leading Oriental characters names which, because of the construction of the language, could not be the names of real persons. For example, in the English edition the chief Oriental character is called “U Po Sing,” which is not a possible Burmese name. This edition was issued in 1935. The American edition of 1934 is therefore the true first edition and the better version. In 1943 the book was re-issued as a Penguin, and the American version was followed. The publication of the book never led to trouble of any kind, and in fact the India Office would not have had the power to suppress it in any direct way, even if it had wanted to. Very likely, however, it was at one time banned from sale in India—I don’t remember whether it was or not. The danger of libel actions was a real one, because the whole top-rank official community in Burma, British and Oriental alike, only amounted to a few thousand persons and it would be natural to look for caricatures. There was also the complicating fact that there are very few Burmese names, innumerable people bearing the same name. Thus if you had as a character a Burmese magistrate bearing a genuine Burmese name, such as “Maung Ba,” there would inevitably be scores or hundreds of magistrates bearing this name, and any one of them might claim he had been libelled.

I hope this clears the matter up.2

Yours truly

[Unsigned]

George Orwell




3118. To Helmut Klöse

18 November 1946 Typewritten

27 B Canonbury Square

Islington

London N I

Dear Klöse,

Thanks so much for your letter of a week ago. I should have answered it earlier, but I have been swamped under work all this week. I couldn’t really have arranged a meeting this week, much as I would have liked to see you again (I had hoped you were coming in that evening Karl1 came here.) If you get up to town again some time, give me a ring, and even if I’m not at home there’s generally somebody here who knows where I am. Meanwhile I’ll give what advice I can about your friend.

I don’t know how the position now stands about publishing books inside Germany, or even sending books into Germany. But supposing that this new publishing house at Dusseldorf° is allowed to get under way, it should not be very difficult for them to get all the literature they need either direct from British publishers or (better) through one of the book-distributing firms. I suppose their three chief requirements would be (a) some kind of list of the outstanding books published in Britain since 1933, especially books of a liberal and “left” tendency, (b) some means of keeping up with current output of books, and (c) the names of the best periodicals. As to (a), I couldn’t myself draw up a complete list, but I could name, say, a dozen significant writers who should be translated if possible. As to (b), there are trade periodicals which list the whole output of books, but probably the best source of information is the weekly “Times Literary Supplement”, which mentions the greater number of books that appear and gives informative reviews of the more important ones. One also can hardly help discovering what are the most worth-while of contemporary books if one studies the ordinary literary weeklies and monthlies, such as, for instance, the “New Statesman.” As to (c), there are about a dozen weekly, monthly and quarterly magazines that are worth reading. I could give you a list of these, with addresses, at need. I imagine it would be possible for your friend to take out subscriptions or perhaps secure the papers on some kind of exchange basis.

You see that I can’t give very precise advice because I am not actually in the book trade. Would you like me, as a next step, to approach Herbert Read, who is in a publishing firm and knows much more about how to deal with book-distributors etc.? In any case, if you think it worth while, I could make out for you my own list of books and authors, which you could send on to your friend. I know how desperately one country has been cut off from another these last 15 years. When I was in France 18 months ago I found nobody had heard of any British writer except John Galsworthy, Charles Morgan and Rosamund Lehmann, and they were drawing their ideas of British life and literature from these three.

Any way, let me know if I shall do this as a start.

Yours

Geo. Orwell

Orwell, then or later, sent Klöse three lists. (Orwell’s mistakes have been retained.)

VERSE.

W. B. Yeats (died 1939). Poems.

T. S. Eliot. The Waste Land. Ash Wednesday. The Family Reunion. Murder in the Cathedral. Four Quartets. etc.

W. H. Auden. The Dog Beneath the Skin. For the Time Being. etc.

Louis Macneice.°

Stephen Spender.

Dylan Thomas.

Roy Campbell. Adamastor. The Georgiad. etc.

PROSE.

E. M. Forster. Howards End. A Room with a View. A Passage to India. Where Angels Fear to Tread. etc. (novels)

Aldous Huxley. Those Barren Leaves. Point Counterpoint. etc. (novels) Grey Eminence (biography.)

Virginia Woolf. The Waves. To the Lighthouse. etc. (novels.)

Graham Greene. Brighton Rock. The Power and the Glory. The Confidential Agent. etc. (novels.)

Osbert Sitwell. Before the Bombardment. (novel.)

Christopher Isherwood. Mr Norris Changes Trains. Good-bye to Berlin. (novels.)

Cyril Connolly. The Rock Pool. (novel.) Enemies of Promise. (autobiography.)

Henry Green. Pack My Bag. Caught. etc. (novels.)

Rayner Heppenstall. The Blaze of Noon. (novel.)

Alun Lewis (died 1943.) Short Stories.

Herbert Read. The Green Child. (Autobiography). Various Critical Works.

Arthur Koestler.2 Darkness at Noon. Arrival and Departure. Spartacus. (novels.) The Scum of the Earth. (autobiographical.) The Yogi and the Commissar. (essays.)

Hugh Kingsmill. After Puritanism. (essays.)

George Orwell. Burmese Days. Animal Farm. (novels.) Critical Essays. (literary criticism.)

Antonia White. Frost in May. (novel.)

Mulk Raj Anand (Indian who writes in English). Coolie. Two Leaves and a Bud. (novels.)

Alex Comfort. The Power House. (novel.)

American.


John dos Passos (novels.)

Ernest Hemingway (novels.)

John Steinbeck (novels.)

John O’Hara (novels & short stories.)

James Farrell (novels.)

Henry Miller (novels.)

William Carlos Williams (verse.)

Edmund Wilson (criticism.)

Mary McCarthy (novels.)

Randall Jarrel° (verse.)

William Faulkner (novels.)






3119. To Graham Greene

20 November 1946 Typewritten

27 B Canonbury Square

Islington

London N I

Dear Graham,

The attached letter explains why this copy of “Now”1 didn’t get to you. It was a secretary’s mistake.

Looking forward to seeing you next Friday.

Yours

Geo. Orwell




3120. To Leonard Moore

20 November 1946 Typewritten

27 B Canonbury Square

Islington

London N I

Dear Moore,

As to the pamphlet. The SBC will not, I imagine, make any further efforts to sell it, and it is hardly worth bothering about further. You might some time collect from them what they owe us. There is no point in buying up the stock as they suggest. Could you send me the 50 copies you have whenever convenient to you?1 If you are writing to them, could you ask whether I have an outstanding account there, and whether some pamphlets which I asked Arthur Ballard to put aside for me until I came back from Scotland were actually kept.

I rang up Korp, of the Anglo-French Literary Agency, about the same time as I wrote to you, and asked him to try to find out from Mlle. Pathé what was happening about “Animal Farm.” It should have been out before this, and I think it quite likely that there has been some kind of trouble. Mlle. Pathé had already been made to change the title of the translation. But even if she is prevented from publishing it for the time being, I don’t think it matters, as it has had a good deal of advance publicity and no doubt we shall get it into print sooner or later.2

Yours sincerely

Eric Blair




3121. To Fredric Warburg

Wed. [20 November 1946] Typewritten

[No address]

Dear Fred,

9 clothing coupons herewith. Reference your letter of the 18th. I still have the nursery rhyme collection in mind, and would be much obliged if you could get and send me those two books. No doubt we should find something that I had forgotten in them.

Would you ask Roger, did I give him the little book with the collection I had begun to make? If not it will be among my papers here, and I will look for it.1

Yours

George




3122. Review of What Would Nelson Do? by Hannen Swaffer; Running Commentary by Reginald Pound; Dunkerley’s by Howard Spring

Manchester Evening News, 21 November 1946

Nelson, Mr. Hannen Swaffer explains in the first chapter of his book, had always been one of his especial heroes, and he was, therefore, somewhat dismayed when innumerable letters from naval ratings, written to him in his capacity as a columnist in the “People,” contained such phrases as “Why can’t they let Nelson die?” “The Nelson touch has spoilt our existence,” and “It is high time that Nelson was buried and things brought up to date.”

He decided to look more deeply into the matter. As he well knew, Nelson had been by the standards of his own day a humane commander, who stood up for the rights of his men and tried to alleviate the harshness of their existence. Would he altogether have approved of the things that are now done in his name?

The result is a book based partly on letters from serving seamen, partly on Parliamentary debates and Admiralty statements. After touching in his column on the problem of naval recruitment, Mr. Swaffer received nearly 1,000 letters, mostly from ratings, but in some cases from officers, all emphasising the unbearable living conditions of the lower deck. Making all allowance for the “browned off” feeling which is natural at the end of a long war, and for the fact that it is the discontented and not the contented person who bothers to write letters to the newspapers, it is still a very bad state of affairs that is revealed.

The strongest and most numerous complaints are against the over-crowding, which is often literally worse than anything that would be inflicted on animals. Thus, in a new destroyer—commissioned in 1945—20 men have to eat, sleep, and spend their leisure time in a space as large as an “average civilian living-room.” In another ship 70 men are accommodated in a space measuring 30 ft. by 15 ft.; in another, 80 men in a space measuring 35 ft. by 17 ft., and so on.

It is normal for the hammocks to be so close together that the men are touching one another as they sleep. Washing and laundering facilities are usually bad and sometimes disgraceful. Letter after letter refers to the filthy atmosphere in which the writer has to sleep and eat, and to the enormous contrast provided by the officers’ quarters.

To some extent this overcrowding is the result of recent technical developments. Ships have had to be fitted with Radar and other devices which take up a great deal of space and need extra crew. But it is made clear in one letter after another that the ratings are cramped together partly because the officers, even in small ships, have more space than they need. Thus, one Petty Officer comments, “If you say 20 officers have more living space than 50 ratings you are about correct.”

Conditions are often little better in naval barracks ashore. On the other hand, American warships of corresponding size are enormously better in nearly every particular. The sailors have more living space, they do not have to eat their meals in the rooms in which they sleep, they sleep in bunks instead of hammocks, they are far better fed, and they have proper washing and laundering facilities.

There are many minor complaints, but the chief grievance, apart from dirty and overcrowded living conditions, is the harsh, antiquated discipline. There is an immense social gulf, accentuated by the methods of recruitment, between officers and men, and a stupid, or selfish, or tyrannical officer has endless opportunities of inflicting injustice, while the ratings have little power of redress and no channel through which they can make collective grievances known.

Clearly one urgent need is to make it easier for gifted men to rise out of the ranks, and to prevent naval officers from being a closed caste recruited into their profession in early boyhood.

Mr. Swaffer might be suspected of exaggeration were it not that official figures support him. At the end of the war 50 per cent of the temporary officers volunteered to continue service in the Navy, while the corresponding number of ratings was less than 2 per cent. It has, in fact, come to be more difficult to recruit for the Navy than for either the Army or the R.A.F. The main cause is no doubt the disgraceful living conditions, both ashore and afloat, that Mr. Swaffer’s correspondents describe.

This book hardly pretends to be more than a hurried pamphlet, but it deserves to be widely read.1

Mr. Pound’s day-to-day record of events—his book, although it does not contain dates, is a diary covering the period 1939–42—seems somewhat uneventful compared with Mr. Swaffer’s revelations.

A journalist by profession, Mr. Pound spent part of the war in the B.B.C., and worked for a while on Radio Newsreel, one of the B.B.C.’s major wartime successes. He also, at his home in the south of England, had a front-line view of the Battle of Britain, and he appears to be acquainted with every celebrity from Winston Churchill to James Agate, and from Tom Mix to Lord Kemsley.

The best things in the book are the records of the tiny war-time irritations that are already half-forgotten—for instance, the painful experience of walking into a lamp post in the black-out. But a good deal of it, though it might seem acceptable in a gossip column, was hardly worth printing in book form.

‘Dunkerley’s’ (the name of the book is the name of an imaginary weekly paper) is a queer, unconvincing, but not uninteresting novel. Its action takes place in the nineties, and it deals with a group of people who have suddenly risen from slum life to considerable wealth by means of cheap journalism.

The central theme seems to be the difficulty of escaping from one’s past, but this is demonstrated by incidents which are highly improbable, ending up with a meaningless suicide. One gets the impression that what Mr. Howard Spring really wants to write about is the romance of popular journalism (as exemplified by “Answers,” “Tit Bits,” etc), and that his book would have been better if it were not pretending to be a novel.

This, however, is the second of a trilogy of novels, and the characters in it might perhaps seem more credible if one had previously read “Hard Facts,” the first of the series.2




3123. ‘Riding Down from Bangor’

Tribune, 22 November 1946

The reappearance of Helen’s Babies,1 in its day one of the most popular books in the world—within the British Empire alone it was pirated by twenty different publishing firms, the author receiving a total profit of £40 from a sale of some hundreds of thousands or millions of copies—will ring a bell in any literate person over 35. Not that the present edition is an altogether satisfactory one. It is a cheap little book with rather unsuitable illustrations, various American dialect words appear to have been cut out of it, and the sequel, Other People’s Children, which was often bound up with it in earlier editions, is missing. Still, it is pleasant to see Helen’s Babies in print again. It had become almost a rarity in recent years, and it is one of the best of the little library of American books on which people born at about the turn of the century were brought up.

The books one reads in childhood, and perhaps most of all the bad and good-bad books, create in one’s mind a sort of false map of the world, a series of fabulous countries into which one can retreat at odd moments throughout the rest of life, and which in some cases can even survive a visit to the real countries which they are supposed to represent. The pampas, the Amazon, the coral islands of the Pacific, Russia, land of birch-tree and samovar, Transylvania with its boyars and vampires, the China of Guy Boothby, the Paris of du Maurier—one could continue the list for a long time. But one other imaginary country that I acquired early in life was called America. If I pause on the word “America,” and, deliberately putting aside the existing reality, call up my childhood vision of it, I see two pictures—composite pictures, of course, from which I am omitting a good deal of the detail.

One is of a boy sitting in a whitewashed stone schoolroom. He wears braces and has patches on his shirt, and if it is summer he is barefooted. In the corner of the schoolroom there is a bucket of drinking water with a dipper. The boy lives in a farmhouse, also of stone and also whitewashed, which has a mortgage on it. He aspires to be President, and is expected to keep the woodpile full. Somewhere in the background of the picture, but completely dominating it, is a huge black Bible. The other picture is of a tall, angular man, with a shapeless hat pulled down over his eyes, leaning against a wooden paling and whittling at a stick. His lower jaw moves slowly but ceaselessly. At very long intervals he emits some piece of wisdom such as “A woman is the orneriest critter there is, ’ceptin’ a mule,” or “When you don’t know a thing to do, don’t do a thing”; but more often it is merely a jet of tobacco juice that issues from the gap in his front teeth. Between them those two pictures summed up my earliest impression of America. And of the two, the first—which, I suppose, represented New England, the other representing the South—had the stronger hold upon me.

The books from which these pictures were derived included, of course, books which it is still possible to take seriously, such as Tom Sawyer and Uncle Tom’s Cabin, but the most richly American flavour was to be found in minor works which are now almost forgotten. I wonder, for instance, if anyone still reads Rebecca of Sunnybrook Farm, which remained a popular favourite long enough to be filmed with Mary Pickford in the leading part. Or how about the “Katy” books by Susan Cooleridge (What Katy Did at School, etc.), which, although girls’ books and therefore “soppy,” had the fascination of foreignness? Louisa M. Alcott’s Little Women and Good Wives are, I suppose, still flickeringly in print, and certainly they still have their devotees. As a child I loved both of them, though I was less pleased by the third of the trilogy, Little Men. That model school where the worst punishment was to have to whack the schoolmaster, on “this hurts me more than it hurts you” principles, was rather difficult to swallow.

Helen’s Babies belonged in much the same world as Little Women,2 and must have been published round about the same date. Then there were Artemus Ward, Bret Harte, and various songs, hymns and ballads, besides poems dealing with the Civil War, such as Barbara Frietchie (“‘Shoot if you must this old grey head, But spare your country’s flag,’ she said”)3 and Little Gifford of Tennessee. There were other books so obscure that it hardly seems worth mentioning them, and magazine stories of which I remember nothing except that the old homestead always seemed to have a mortgage on it. There was also Beautiful Joe, the American reply to Black Beauty, of which you might just possibly pick up a copy in a sixpenny box. All the books I have mentioned were written well before 1900, but something of the special American flavour lingered on into this century in, for instance, the Buster Brown coloured supplements, and even in Booth Tarkington’s “Penrod” stories, which will have been written round about 1910.4 Perhaps there was even a tinge of it in Ernest Thompson Seton’s animal books (Wild Animals I Have Known, etc.), which have now fallen from favour but which drew tears from the pre-1914 child as surely as Misunderstood had done from the children of a generation earlier.

Somewhat later my picture of nineteenth-century America was given greater precision by a song which is still fairly well known and which can be found (I think) in the Scottish Students’ Song Book. As usual in these bookless days I cannot get hold of a copy, and I must quote fragments from memory. It begins:


Riding down from Bangor

On an Eastern train,

Bronzed with weeks of hunting

In the woods of Maine—

Quite extensive whiskers,

Beard, moustache as well—

Sat a student fellow,

Tall and slim and swell.



Presently an aged couple and a “village maiden,” described as “beautiful, petite,” get into the carriage. Quantities of cinders are flying about, and before long the student fellow gets one in his eye: the village maiden extracts it for him, to the scandal of the aged couple. Soon after this the train shoots into a long tunnel, “black as Egypt’s night.” When it emerges into the daylight again the maiden is covered with blushes, and the cause of her confusion is revealed when—


There suddenly appeared

A tiny little ear-ring

In that horrid student’s beard!



I do not know the date of the song, but the primitiveness of the train (no lights in the carriage, and a cinder in one’s eye a normal accident) suggests that it belongs well back in the nineteenth century.

What connects this song with books like Helen’s Babies is first of all a sort of sweet innocence—the climax, the thing you are supposed to be slightly shocked at, is an episode with which any modern piece of naughty-naughty would start—and, secondly, a faint vulgarity of language mixed up with a certain cultural pretentiousness. Helen’s Babies is intended as a humorous, even a farcical book, but it is haunted all the way through by words like “tasteful” and “ladylike,” and it is funny chiefly because its tiny disasters happen against a background of conscious gentility. “Handsome, intelligent, composed, tastefully dressed, without a suspicion of the flirt or the languid woman of fashion about her, she awakened to the utmost my every admiring sentiment”—thus is the heroine described, figuring elsewhere as “erect, fresh, neat, composed, bright-eyed, fair-faced, smiling and observant.” One gets beautiful glimpses of a now-vanished world in such remarks as: “I believe you arranged the floral decorations at St. Zephaniah’s Fair last winter, Mr. Burton? ’Twas the most tasteful display of the season.” But in spite of the occasional use of “’twas,” and other archaisms—“parlour” for sitting-room, “chamber” for bedroom, “real” as an adverb, and so forth—the book does not “date” very markedly, and many of its admirers imagine it to have been written round about 1900. Actually it was written in 1875, a fact which one might infer from internal evidence, since the hero, aged twenty-eight, is a veteran of the civil war.

The book is very short, and the story is a simple one. A young bachelor is prevailed on by his sister to look after her house and her two sons, aged five and three, while she and her husband go on a fortnight’s holiday. The children drive him almost mad by an endless succession of such acts as falling into ponds, swallowing poison, throwing keys down wells, cutting themselves with razors, and the like, but also facilitate his engagement to “a charming girl, whom, for about a year, I had been adoring from afar.” These events take place in an outer suburb of New York, in a society which now seems astonishingly sedate, formal, domesticated and, according to current conceptions, un-American. Every action is governed by etiquette. To pass a carriage full of ladies when your hat is crooked is an ordeal; to recognise an acquaintance in church is ill-bred; to become engaged after a ten-days’ courtship is a severe social lapse. We are accustomed to thinking of American society as more crude, adventurous and, in a cultural sense, democratic than our own, and from writers like Mark Twain, Whitman and Bret Harte, not to mention the cowboy and Red Indian stories of the weekly papers, one draws a picture of a wild anarchic world peopled by eccentrics and desperadoes who have no traditions and no attachment to one place. That aspect of nineteenth-century America did of course exist, but in the more populous eastern states a society similar to Jane Austen’s seems to have survived longer than it did in England. And it is hard not to feel that it was a better kind of society than that which arose from the sudden industrialisation of the later part of the century. The people in Helen’s Babies or Little Women may be mildly ridiculous, but they are uncorrupted. They have something that is perhaps best described as integrity, or good morale, founded partly on an unthinking piety. It is a matter of course that everyone attends church on Sunday morning and says grace before meals and prayers at bedtime: to amuse the children one tells them Bible stories, and if they ask for a song it is probably “Glory, glory Hallelujah.” Perhaps it is also a sign of spiritual health in the light literature of this period that death is mentioned freely. “Baby Phil,” the brother of Budge and Toddie, has died shortly before Helen’s Babies opens, and there are various tear-jerking references to his “tiny coffin.” A modern writer attempting a story of this kind would have kept coffins out of it.

English children are still Americanised by way of the films, but it would no longer be generally claimed that American books are the best ones for children. Who, without misgivings, would bring up a child on the coloured “comics” in which sinister professors manufacture atomic bombs in underground laboratories while Superman whizzes through the clouds, the machine-gun bullets bouncing off his chest like peas, and platinum blondes are raped, or very nearly, by steel robots and fifty-foot dinosaurs? It is a far cry from Superman to the Bible and the woodpile. The earlier children’s books, or books readable by children, had not only innocence but a sort of native gaiety, a buoyant, carefree feeling, which was the product, presumably, of the unheard-of freedom and security which nineteenth-century America enjoyed. That is the connecting link between books so seemingly far apart as Little Women and Life on the Mississippi. The society described in the one is subdued, bookish and home-loving, while the other tells of a crazy world of bandits, gold mines, duels, drunkenness and gambling hells: but in both one can detect an underlying confidence in the future, a sense of freedom and opportunity.

Nineteenth-century America was a rich, empty country which lay outside the main stream of world events, and in which the twin nightmares that beset nearly every modern man, the nightmare of unemployment and the nightmare of State interference, had hardly come into being. There were social distinctions, more marked than those of today, and there was poverty (in Little Women, it will be remembered, the family is at one time so hard up that one of the girls sells her hair to the barber), but there was not, as there is now, an all-prevailing sense of helplessness. There was room for everybody, and if you worked hard you could be certain of a living—could even be certain of growing rich: this was generally believed, and for the greater part of the population it was even broadly true. In other words, the civilisation of nineteenth-century America was capitalist civilisation at its best. Soon after the Civil War the inevitable deterioration started. But for some decades, at least, life in America was much better fun than life in Europe—there was more happening, more colour, more variety, more opportunity—and the books and songs of that period had a sort of bloom, a childlike quality. Hence, I think, the popularity of Helen’s Babies and other “light” literature, which made it normal for the English child of thirty or forty years ago to grow up with a theoretical knowledge of raccoons, woodchucks, chipmunks, gophers, hickory trees, water-melons and other unfamiliar fragments of the American scene.5




3124. ‘As I Please,’62

Tribune, 22 November 1946

The query I raised two weeks ago, about the methods used in selecting jurymen, is answered authoritatively by a contributor in this week’s issue.1 It also brought in a considerable stream of letters, nearly all of them enclosing a copy of a recently issued Government form which has to be filled in by anyone claiming exemption from jury service. I had received a copy of this myself through the usual channels, and had immediately flung it into the wastepaper basket, but actually it contains most of the information that I wanted. Reading it through, I note with interest the qualifications needed by “special jurors,” whatever “special jurors” may be. They have to be read to be believed:


The following jurors are qualified to be special jurors: Persons legally entitled to be called an “Esquire” and persons of higher degree; bankers and merchants; occupiers of private dwelling-houses the net annual value of which is not less than £100 in towns containing, according to the last census, 20,000 inhabitants and upwards or £50 elsewhere; occupiers of premises other than a farm the net annual value of which is not less than £100; occupiers of farms the net annual value of which is not less than £300.



Study this paragraph in detail, and you will see that it has been worded, and very carefully worded, so as to exclude everyone who does not belong socially as well as financially to the Upper Crust. This form is being circulated after a Labour Government with a crushing majority has been in office for fifteen months.

Several of the people who wrote to me stated that, so far as their own knowledge goes, manual workers are not in practice excluded from jury service, or are not always excluded. One correspondent, chairman of a Labour Party branch, adds that the trouble is not that manual workers are actually debarred from jury service, but that they dodge it whenever they can, for financial reasons. Jurors are not paid, so that serving on a jury means losing a day or two’s wages. Incidentally, the fact that they are not paid gives them a strong motive for getting the job done as hurriedly as possible, and must have been responsible for many a wrong verdict.

How easy it would be to put this right by paying every juryman a reasonable fee—£1 a day, say—to compensate him for loss of time.

I notice that among the various categories of people exempted from jury service are “Apothecaries certificated by the Court of Examiners of the Apothecaries Company,” and pharmaceutical chemists generally. There seems to be an echo from Pickwick Papers here. At the hearing of Mrs. Bardell’s breach of promise case, it will be remembered, a chemist who is being sworn in for service on the jury remarks that “there’ll be murder before this trial’s over,” adding after he has taken the oath: “I’ve left nobody but an errand boy in my shop. He’s a very nice boy, my Lord, but he is not much acquainted with drugs; and I know that the prevailing impression on his mind is, that Epsom salts means oxalic acid; and syrup of senna, laudanum. That’s all, my Lord.” Could it be, I wonder, that chemists earned their exemption as a result of some imaginative official happening to read this passage?2

I wonder whether the Ministry concerned has ever turned its thoughts towards peat as a source of domestic fuel. At this moment my coal cellar is empty, and judging by experiences last winter it will remain empty for a long time, but I am writing this beside a peat fire which warms the room comfortably enough. In London peat is fantastically expensive, but that is merely a racket which can be practiced because the price is not controlled and because people will pay anything sooner than freeze. I imagine that the natural price of peat would be somewhat less than that of coal, weight for weight.

There are enormous quantities of peat in Scotland, and it occurs in Wales and in a few parts of England. In Scotland it is dug in a very primitive way. The people scoop it out in small blocks with a kind of spade, and lay the blocks out on the grass to dry. When they are dry on one side they are placed upright in threes, then a little later they are built up into small piles, then into larger piles, and finally are carted home about two months after they are dug. All this has to be done in the spring and early summer, because at other times of year there is either too much rain, or the grass is too long, for the peat to get dry. I believe it used to be reckoned that if a family used no other fuel, it would mean a month’s work, including drying and carting, to get a year’s supply.

Of course, if peat were being dug in a big way, there would be no need to use these crude methods or to depend on fine weather for drying. People who are not accustomed to peat are sometimes put against it because they do not know the right way to light it, or do not realise that it must be stored in a dry place, but with a few simple instructions it should be easy to popularise it as a domestic fuel. It gives out less heat than coal, but it is cleaner and easier to handle, and, unlike wood, it is suitable for small fireplaces. A few million tons of it a year would make a lot of difference if, as seems likely, we are never going to have quite enough coal again.3

In current discussions of the Royal Commission that is to inquire into the Press, the talk is always of the debasing influence exerted by owners and advertisers. It is not said often enough that a nation gets the newspapers it deserves. Admittedly, this is not the whole of the truth. When the bulk of the Press is owned by a handful of people, one has not much choice, and the fact that during the war the newspapers temporarily became more intelligent, without losing circulation, suggests that the public taste is not quite so bad as it seems. Sitll, our newspapers are not all alike; some of them are more intelligent than others, and some are more popular than others. And when you study the relationship between intelligence and popularity, what do you find?

Below I list in two columns our nine leading national daily papers. In the first column these are ranged in order of intelligence, so far as I am able to judge it: in the other they are ranged in order of popularity, as measured by circulation. By intelligence I do not mean agreement with my own opinions. I mean a readiness to present news objectively, to give prominence to the things that really matter, to discuss serious questions even when they are dull, and to advocate policies which are at least coherent and intelligible. As to the circulation, I may have misplaced one or two papers, as I have no recent figures, but my list will not be far out. Here are the two lists:—



	INTELLIGENCE
	POPULARITY



	1. Manchester Guardian.
	1. Express.



	2. Times.
	2. Herald.



	3. News-Chronicle.
	3. Mirror.



	4. Telegraph.
	4. News-Chronicle.



	5. Herald.
	5. Mail.



	6. Mail.
	6. Graphic.



	7. Mirror.
	7. Telegraph.



	8. Express.
	8. Times.



	9. Graphic.
	9. Manchester Guardian.




It will be seen that the second list is very nearly—not quite, for life is never so neat as that—the first turned upside down. And even if I have not ranged these papers in quite the right order, the general relationship holds good. The paper that has the best reputation for truthfulness, the Manchester Guardian, is the one that is not read even by those who admire it. People complain that it is “so dull.” On the other hand countless people read the Daily —— while saying frankly that they “don’t believe a word of it.”4

In these circumstances it is difficult to foresee a radical change, even if the special kind of pressure exerted by owners and advertisers is removed. What matters is that in England we do possess juridical liberty of the Press, which makes it possible to utter one’s true opinions fearlessly in papers of comparatively small circulation. It is vitally important to hang on to that. But no Royal Commission can make the big-circulation Press much better than it is, however much it manipulates the methods of control. We shall have a serious and truthful popular Press when public opinion actively demands it. Till then, if the news is not distorted by business-men it will be distorted by bureaucrats, who are only one degree better.


Two correspondents, in Tribune, 6 December 1946, took up Orwell on the subject of newspapers:


I wish to suggest that Mr. Orwell’s attitude to the methods of news reporting in the Press is unwarrantably complacent, and should be disturbed.

First, a critique of his Intelligence–Popularity lists.

(1) The least “popular” paper costs 2d., has a local name, local adverts, and local news emphasis.

(2) The two next least appreciated papers both cost more than 1d., a factor adverse to popularity, which is irrelevant to the “intelligence” question.

In view of these special circumstances these three papers should be omitted from the analysis. Among the penny papers that remain, there is still a fairly satisfactory touchstone of “intelligence” in the News-Chronicle.

Of the six penny papers then (since the Daily Worker was excluded from consideration—is its intelligence immeasurable?) it is significant that in the two lowest intelligences one tops the list, the other is at the bottom; and that the most intelligent stands about the middle of the list.

It seems to me that, in these circumstances, a conclusion that there is a clear inverse relation between quality and responsibility of news reporting and its popularity is not well-founded, and hasty. Popular aversion is not solely a function of intelligence, nor appreciation, of irresponsibility.

Any means, however meagre, which fate, or the N.U.J., may place in our hands, for producing ripples of criticism on the surface of public complacency as to the news-service it gets, should be welcomed and fully used.

P. R. Lawton




The dropping of bombs very close to the N.C.L.C. office in Hampstead has given me an opportunity of studying the Scottish newspapers. May I therefore suggest that George Orwell should have added the Scotsman to the list of dailies that rank very high for intelligence. Its circulation is about the same, I should think, as the Manchester Guardian’s.

J. P. M. Millar



Orwell responded in Tribune, 13 December 1946:



I believe the list of circulations of newspapers which I made by guesswork was slightly wrong. The Mirror should have been placed above the Herald, and the Mail above the News-Chronicle. I am not sure about the position of the Graphic, i.e., whether it is merely bottom of the penny papers, or bottom of the whole lot. But leaving the Graphic out of account, the order of popularity of the penny papers runs Express, Mirror, Herald, Mail, News-Chronicle.

I cannot accept Mr. Lawton’s suggestion that people are put off the more intelligent papers merely because they are expensive. Look at the national expenditure on beer, cigarettes, seats at the pictures, etc. Besides, the Sunday papers are all the same price, and in their case the relationship between popularity and intelligence which I pointed out still holds good.

I did not include the Daily Worker because its circulation is small and it is doubtful whether it is a newspaper in quite the same sense as the others. At any rate I do not know of anyone who takes in the Worker as his sole daily paper. But if it is to be included, it rather bears out my contention. I should put it fairly high in the list for intelligence, say about the level of the Telegraph, whereas it comes bottom in popularity.


P. R. Lawton responded to Orwell’s amendments in a letter published by Tribune on 3 January 1947:


Mr. Orwell’s amendments to the order in his list of newspaper circulations pretty well answers the published part of my criticism, and establishes that the order of popularity is inversely proportional to “intelligence” in nearly every case.

My chief concern, however, is over the further conclusion he drew that “the public gets the newspaper it deserves.” Hence a Royal Commission was a waste of time since it would not affect the fundamental cause—public taste.

In 30 years’ time, after an improved and extended schooling has educated a public more nearly equal to the level of its problems and responsibilities, we shall have the facts to begin a discussion on the shape of taste in a free community.

Meanwhile we have to hold the ring, and try to persuade the spectators to refrain from throwing nuclear-fissile missiles. In this period, the exact degree to which the British people are able to make rational and informed choices of policy may profoundly affect the chances of the world of 1970 being more, and not less, civilised than today.

If that seems to be a desirable aim, I think it is worthwhile taking some trouble and thought to find ways of improving sources of public information, and arousing criticism of present standards.








3125. To Edward R. Ward

26 November 1946 Typewritten1

27B Canonbury Square,

Islington, N.1.

Dear Mr Ward,

Many thanks for your letter dated the 23rd. I will try to get hold of the article you name, as I am rather interested in this subject of peat.2 I spent this summer in the Hebrides and hope to spend future summers there as well. Economically they are in a very bad way, with the indigenous peasantry almost dying out, but at the same time there is potentially the basis for a thriving community in that area, and the sale of peat might make a great difference to their position. But there are certain difficulties about digging and collection of peat on a large scale, and I would be interested to learn what kind of cheap and portable machinery has been devised for this, if any. I believe they dig it in a big way in Southern Ireland and process it afterwards, ditto in Germany.

I will pass on your suggestion about more scientific articles in “Tribune.” Of course I am merely a contributor and have no influence over editorial policy. Personally I would like to see articles of that kind included as a regular feature. But they are not easy to organise, especially when one has limited space and one’s readers expect regular attention to films, plays and radio as well as books.

Yours sincerely

[Signed] Geo. Orwell

George Orwell




3126. ‘As I Please,’63

Tribune, 29 November 1946

Here is an analysis of the front page of my morning newspaper, on an ordinary, uneventful day in November, 1946.

The big headline goes to the U.N. conference, at which the U.S.S.R. is putting forward demands for an inquiry into the strength of Anglo-American forces in ex-enemy or allied countries. This is obviously intended to forestall a demand for inspection of forces inside the U.S.S.R., and it is plain to see that the resulting discussion will lead to nothing except recriminations and a prestige victory for this side or that, with no advance, and no attempt at any advance, towards genuine international agreement.

The fighting in Greece is growing more serious. The constitutional opposition is swinging more and more towards support of the rebels, while the Government is alleging that the so-called rebels are in fact guerillas operating from across the frontier.

There is further delay in calling the Indian Constituent Assembly (this column has a footnote: “Blood-bath in India: Page Two”), and Mr. Gandhi has starved himself into a condition which is causing anxiety.

The American coal strike is continuing, and is likely to “have disastrous effects on world grain supplies.” Owing to other recent strikes, the United States has cancelled delivery of two million tons of steel to Britain, which will further complicate the British housing problem. There is also an unofficial “go slow” movement on the Great Western Railway.

Another bomb has gone off in Jerusalem, with a number of casualties. There is also news of various minor unavoidable calamities, such as a plane crash, the likelihood of floods all over England, and a collision of ships in the Mersey, with the apparent loss of 100 head of cattle, which I suppose would represent one week’s meat ration for about 40,000 people.

There is no definitely good news at all on the front page. There are items, such as a rise in British exports during October, which look as if they might be good, but which might turn out to be bad if one had sufficient knowledge to interpret them. There is also a short statement to the effect that the occupying powers in Germany “may” shortly reach a better agreement. But this is hardly more than the expression of a pious wish, unsupported by evidence.

I repeat that this pageful of disasters is merely the record of an average day, when nothing much is happening: and incidentally it occurs in a newspaper which, rather more than most, tries to put a good face on things.

When one considers how things have gone since 1930 or thereabouts, it is not easy to believe in the survival of civilisation. I do not argue from this that the only thing to do is to abjure practical politics, retire to some remote place and concentrate either on individual salvation or on building up self-supporting communities against the day when the atom bombs have done their work. I think one must continue the political struggle, just as a doctor must try to save the life of a patient who is probably going to die. But I do suggest that we shall get nowhere unless we start by recognising that political behaviour is largely non-rational, that the world is suffering from some kind of mental disease which must be diagnosed before it can be cured. The significant point is that nearly all the calamities that happen to us are quite unnecessary. It is commonly assumed that what human beings want is to be comfortable. Well, we now have it in our power to be comfortable, as our ancestors had not. Nature may occasionally hit back with an earthquake or a cyclone, but by and large she is beaten. And yet exactly at the moment when there is, or could be, plenty of everything for everybody, nearly our whole energies have to be taken up in trying to grab territories, markets and raw materials from one another. Exactly at the moment when wealth might be so generally diffused that no government need fear serious opposition, political liberty is declared to be impossible and half the world is ruled by secret police forces. Exactly at the moment when superstition crumbles and a rational attitude towards the universe becomes feasible, the right to think one’s own thoughts is denied as never before. The fact is that human beings only started fighting one another in earnest when there was no longer anything to fight about.

It is not easy to find a direct economic explanation of the behaviour of the people who now rule the world. The desire for pure power seems to be much more dominant than the desire for wealth. This has often been pointed out, but curiously enough the desire for power seems to be taken for granted as a natural instinct, equally prevalent in all ages, like the desire for food. Actually it is no more natural, in the sense of being biologically necessary, than drunkenness or gambling. And if it has reached new levels of lunacy in our own age, as I think it has, then the question becomes: what is the special quality in modern life that makes a major human motive out of the impulse to bully others? If we could answer that question—seldom asked, never followed up—there might occasionally be a bit of good news on the front page of your morning paper.

However, it is always possible, in spite of appearances, that the age we live in is not worse than the other ages that have preceded it, nor perhaps even greatly different. At least this possibility occurs to me when I think of an Indian proverb which a friend of mine once translated:—


In April was the jackal born,

In June the rain-fed rivers swelled:

“Never in all my life,” said he,

“Have I so great a flood beheld.”1



I suppose the shortage of clocks and watches is nobody’s fault, but is it necessary to let their prices rocket as they have done in the last year or two?

Early this year I saw ex-Army watches exhibited in a showcase at a little under £4 each. A week or two later I succeeded in buying one of them for £5. Recently their price seems to have risen to £8. A year or two ago, alarm clocks, which at that time could not be bought without a permit, were on sale at 16 shillings each. This was the controlled price, and presumably it did not represent an actual loss to the manufacturer. The other day I saw precisely similar clocks at 45 shillings—a jump of 180 per cent. Is it really conceivable that the cost price has increased correspondingly?

Incidentally, for 45 shillings you can, if you are on the phone, arrange for the telephone operator to call you every morning for nearly 18 months, which is a lot longer than the life of the average alarm clock.

Under the heading, “The Return of the Jews to Palestine,” Samuel Butler records in his Note-Books:


A man called on me last week and proposed gravely that I should write a book upon an idea which had occurred to a friend of his, a Jew living in New Bond Street.… If only I would help, the return of the Jews to Palestine would be rendered certain and easy. There was no trouble about the poor Jews, he knew how he could get them back at any time; the difficulty lay with the Rothschilds, the Oppenheims and such; with my assistance, however, the thing could be done.

I am afraid I was rude enough to decline to go into the scheme on the ground that I did not care twopence whether the Rothschilds and Oppenheims went back to Palestine or not. This was felt to be an obstacle; but then he began to try and make me care, whereupon, of course, I had to get rid of him.



This was written in 1883. And who would have foreseen that only about sixty years later nearly all the Jews in Europe would be trying to get back to Palestine of their own accord, while nearly everybody else would be trying to stop them?




3127. To Helmut Klöse

29 November 1946 Typewritten

27B Canonbury Square,

Islington, N.1.

Dear Klöse,

Herbert Read says he is usually in London on Tuesdays and Thursdays, but he could manage a Wednesday if that suited you better. Could you write direct to him and propose a date for a meeting?1 His business address is


George Routledge & Sons

Publishers

Broadway House

68–74 Carter Lane

London EC 4,



and I suppose he would see you there. If you want to write to him at his home address, it is


Broome House

Sere° Green

Beaconsfield

Bucks.



I hope something will come of this. No answer from Gollancz yet (he may be still in Germany.)

Yours

Geo. Orwell




3128. To Dwight Macdonald

5 December 1946 Typewritten


Dwight Macdonald wrote to Orwell on 2 December 1946.1 He was still anxious to have something from Orwell for Politics, the circulation of which was dropping enough (from 5,500 in spring 1946 to its present 5,000) to cause a financial crisis because of rising costs. He referred to George Woodcock’s article on Orwell in the latest number of Politics—‘neither flattering nor the reverse,’ which was how he imagined Orwell would like his work considered.2 He had bought shoes for Orwell, at $8.95, which showed how the price had gone ‘way up of late.’ He wanted to know how they should be packed and whether Orwell needed shirts or sweaters, for example, into which they could be bundled and labelled as ‘old clothes’ to avoid pilfering. If they fitted, he would get him another pair; he feared American and English size twelves were not the same.3 He also reported that anti-Stalinist intellectuals of his acquaintance claimed that the parable of Animal Farm meant that revolution always ended badly for the underdog, ‘hence to hell with it and hail the status quo.’ He himself read the book as applying solely to Russia and not making any larger statement about the philosophy of revolution. ‘I’ve been impressed with how many leftists I know make this criticism quite independently of each other—impressed because it didn’t occur to me when reading the book and still doesn’t seem correct to me. Which view would you say comes closer to your own intentions?’



27B Canonbury Square,

Islington, N.1.

Dear Dwight,

I can’t thank you enough about the shoes. I’ve written at once to my agent to see about getting the money to you. I suppose it would be better to see whether the first pair fits, though I think the American sizes are the same. Probably it would be all right if you did them up as old clothes as you said. But someone did tell me it was a good idea to send shoes in two separate parcels, then it’s not worth anyone’s while to pinch them, unless there happened to be a one-legged man on the dock.

Re. your query about “Animal Farm.” Of course I intended it primarily as a satire on the Russian revolution. But I did mean it to have a wider application in so much that I meant that that kind of revolution (violent conspiratorial revolution, led by unconsciously power-hungry people) can only lead to a change of masters. I meant the moral to be that revolutions only effect a radical improvement when the masses are alert and know how to chuck out their leaders as soon as the latter have done their job. The turning-point of the story was supposed to be when the pigs kept the milk and apples for themselves (Kronstadt.4) If the other animals had had the sense to put their foot down then, it would have been all right. If people think I am defending the status quo, that is, I think, because they have grown pessimistic and assume that there is no alternative except dictatorship or laissez-faire capitalism. In the case of Trotskyists, there is the added complication that they feel responsible for events in the USSR up to about 1926 and have to assume that a sudden degeneration took place about that date. Whereas I think the whole process was foreseeable—and was foreseen by a few people, eg. Bertrand Russell—from the very nature of the Bolshevik party. What I was trying to say was, “You can’t have a revolution unless you make it for yourself; there is no such thing as a benevolent dictat[or]ship.”

I am at present struggling with a radio version of the book, which is a ghastly difficult job and will take a long time. But after that I shall get back to a long article I am doing for Polemic, and possibly it might interest you for Politics. Any way I’ll see that a copy gets to you first. It’s on Tolstoy’s essay on Shakespeare, which I expect you have read. I dare say you won’t approve of what I say. I don’t like Tolstoy, much as I used to like his novels. I believe George Woodcock is writing an attack on me for something I wrote in Polemic about Tolstoy, Swift and anarchism.5

I’m sorry about the circulation of Politics. You ought to be able to dispose of more copies over here, but I don’t know how one sets about the distribution. Did I previously send you lists of possible subscribers? One thing I found when trying to circularise the Partisan Review was that people don’t know whether there is a regular channel for paying for American magazines, so if you are canvassing people you ought to make this clear to them. Of course everyone has felt the draught a bit. Tribune’s circulation has dropped over the past year, and I must say that during the last six months it has deserved to. However they’ve now got more paper and Kimche is back as editor, so I expect it will improve. The trouble was that with Labour in office they couldn’t make up their minds whether to attack the government or not, especially as there are several Labour M.Ps on the board of directors. Also the paper had been given its main emphasis by Bevan who can now have nothing to do with it. By the way what you said about Tribune’s attitude to the squatters was not fair. Of course they didn’t want squatters shot, but one must realise that that kind of action simply interferes with re-housing. The later part of the squatting campaign, ie. siezure° of flats, was “got up” by the Communists in order to make trouble and also in hopes of winning popularity for the coming municipal elections. They therefore led on a lot of unfortunate people, representing to them that they could get them houses, with the result that all these people lost their places in the housing queue. I imagine the heavy defeat the CP had in the municipal elections was partly a result of this.

I have stopped sending my things to the New Republic, because what I am now doing is mostly topical English stuff that wouldn’t interest them. I seldom see the N.R. and am not sure how far it is a fellow-traveller paper. From their frequently swapping articles with Tribune, and being anxious to have my stuff, I thought they couldn’t be very much so, but I was rather taken aback when I heard Wallace had become editor in chief.6

Yours

George




3129. To Leonard Moore

5 December 1946 Typewritten

27B Canonbury Square,

Islington, N.1.

Dear Moore,

Someone has just bought a pair of shoes for me in America, which I have been intriguing for for a long time. I now don’t know how to get the money to him. The sum is 8 dollars 95, so I suppose 10 dollars would amply cover postage. Is there anyone in America whom you could get to transfer ten dollars on my behalf? The person I want it paid to is Dwight McDonald, c/o Politics, 45, Astor Place, New York 3, N.Y.

I have received an account from Harcourt Brace for 13 dollars 51 for purchase of books. Could you arrange about paying this somehow?1

Yours,

Eric Blair




3130. To Sir Stanley Unwin

5 December 1946 Typewritten

27B Canonbury Square,

Islington, N.1.

Dear Sir Stanley,

Very many thanks for the copy of “The Truth About Publishing.” I have read it with interest, and shall keep it by me as a useful work of reference. I have also made a short mention of it in my column in “Tribune.”1

Yours sincerely,

[Signed] Geo. Orwell

George Orwell




3131. ‘As I Please,’ 64

Tribune, 6 December 1946

With great enjoyment I have just been re-reading Trilby, George du Maurier’s justly popular novel,1 one of the finest specimens of that “good bad” literature which the English-speaking peoples seem to have lost the secret of producing. Trilby is an imitation of Thackeray, a very good imitation and immensely readable—Bernard Shaw, if I remember rightly, considered it to be better than Thackeray in many ways—but to me the most interesting thing about it is the different impressions one derives from reading it first before and then after the career of Hitler.

The thing that now hits one in the eye in reading Trilby is its anti-semitism. I suppose, although few people actually read the book now, its central story is fairly widely known, the name of Svengali having become a by-word, like that of Sherlock Holmes. A Jewish musician—not a composer, but a brilliant pianist and music-teacher—gets into his power an orphaned Irish girl, a painter’s model, who has a magnificent voice but happens to be tone deaf. Having hypnotised her one day to cure an attack of neuralgia, he discovers that when she is in the hypnotic trance she can be taught to sing in tune.

Thereafter, for about two years, the pair of them travel from one European capital to another, the girl singing every night to enormous and ecstatic audiences, and never even knowing, in her waking life, that she is a singer. The end comes when Svengali dies suddenly in the middle of a concert and Trilby breaks down and is booed off the stage. That is the main story, though of course there is much else, including an unhappy love affair and three clean-living English painters who make a foil for Svengali’s villainy.

There is no question that the book is anti-semitic. Apart from the fact that Svengali’s vanity, treacherousness, selfishness, personal uncleanliness and so forth are constantly connected with the fact that he is a Jew, there are the illustrations. Du Maurier, better known for his drawings in Punch than for his writings, illustrated his own book, and he made Svengali into a sinister caricature of the traditional type. But what is most interesting is the divergence of the anti-semitism of that date—1895, the period of the Dreyfus case—and that of today.

To begin with, du Maurier evidently holds that there are two kinds of Jew, good ones and bad ones, and that there is a racial difference between them. There enters briefly into the story another Jew, Glorioli, who possesses all the virtues and qualities that Svengali lacks. Glorioli is “one of the Sephardim”—of Spanish extraction, that is—whereas Svengali, who comes from German Poland, is “an Oriental Israelite Hebrew Jew.” Secondly, du Maurier considers that to have a dash of Jewish blood is an advantage. We are told that the hero, Little Billee, may have had some Jewish blood, of which there was a suggestion in his features, and “fortunately for the world, and especially for ourselves, most of us have in our veins at least a minim of that precious fluid.” Clearly, this is not the Nazi form of anti-semitism.

And yet the tone of all the references to Svengali is almost unconsciously contemptuous, and the fact that du Maurier chose a Jew to play such a part is significant. Svengali, who cannot sing himself and has to sing, as it were, through Trilby’s lungs, represents that well-known type, the clever underling who acts as the brains of some more impressive person.

It is queer how freely du Maurier admits that Svengali is more gifted than the three Englishmen, even than Little Billee, who is represented, unconvincingly, as a brilliant painter. Svengali has “genius,” but the others have “character,” and “character” is what matters. It is the attitude of the rugger-playing prefect towards the spectacled “swot,” and it was probably the normal attitude towards Jews at that time. They were natural inferiors, but of course they were cleverer, more sensitive and more artistic than ourselves, because such qualities are of secondary importance. Nowadays the English are less sure of themselves, less confident that stupidity always wins in the end, and the prevailing form of anti-semitism has changed, not altogether for the better.

In last week’s Tribune Mr. Julian Symons2 remarked—rightly, I think—that Aldous Huxley’s later novels are much inferior to his earlier ones. But he might have added that this kind of falling-off is usual in imaginative writers, and that it only goes unnoticed when a writer is, so to speak, carried forward by the momentum of his earlier books. We value H. G. Wells, for example, for Tono-Bungay, Mr. Polly, The Time Machine, etc. If he had stopped writing in 1920 his reputation would stand quite as high as it does: if we knew him only by the books he wrote after that date, we should have rather a low opinion of him. A novelist does not, any more than a boxer or a ballet dancer, last for ever. He has an initial impulse which is good for three or four books, perhaps even for a dozen, but which must exhaust itself sooner or later. Obviously one cannot lay down any rigid rule, but in many cases the creative impulse seems to last for about 15 years: in a prose writer these 15 years would probably be between the ages of 30 and 45, or thereabouts. A few writers, it is true, have a much longer lease of life, and can go on developing when they are middle-aged or even old. But these are usually writers (examples: Yeats, Eliot, Hardy, Tolstoy) who make a sudden, almost violent change in their style, or their subject-matter, or both, and who may even tend to repudiate their earlier work.

Many writers, perhaps most, ought simply to stop writing when they reach middle age. Unfortunately our society will not let them stop. Most of them know no other way of earning a living, and writing, with all that goes with it—quarrels, rivalries, flattery, the sense of being a semi-public figure—is habit-forming. In a reasonable world a writer who had said his say would simply take up some other profession. In a competitive society he feels, just as a politician does, that retirement is death. So he continues long after his impulse is spent, and, as a rule, the less conscious he is of imitating himself, the more grossly he does it.3

Early this year I met an American publisher who told me that his firm had just had a nine-months lawsuit from which it had emerged partially victorious, though out of pocket. It concerned the printing of a four-letter word which most of us use every day, generally in the present participle.

The United States is usually a few years ahead of Britain in these matters. You could print “b——” in full in American books at a time when it had to appear in English ones as B dash. Recently it has become possible in England to print the word in full in a book, but in periodicals it still has to be B dash. Only five or six years ago it was printed in a well-known monthly magazine, but the last-minute panic was so great that a weary staff had to black the word out by hand.4

As to the other word, the four-letter one, it is still unprintable in periodicals in this country, but in books it can be represented by its first letter and a dash. In the United States this point was reached at least a dozen years ago. Last year the publishing firm in question tried the experiment of printing the word in full. The book was suppressed, and after nine months of litigation the suppression was upheld. But in the process an important step forward was made. It was ruled that you may now print the first and last letters of the word with two asterisks in between, clearly indicating that it had four letters. This makes it reasonably sure that within a few years the word will be printable in full.

So does progress continue—and it is genuine progress, in my opinion, for if only our half-dozen “bad” words could be got off the lavatory wall and on to the printed page, they would soon lose their magical quality, and the habit of swearing, degrading to our thoughts and weakening to our language, might become less common.




3132. To Leonard Moore

7 December 1946 Typewritten

27B Canonbury Square,

Islington, N.1.

Dear Moore,

Herewith is the account from Harcourt Brace.1 I haven’t a copy of “Coming Up for Air,” but I believe my sister has one, and if I can get hold of it I will send it along.

I hear from France that the delay over “Animal Farm” was not for the reason I thought but because Mile. Pathé was dissatisfied with the translation and wanted some alterations in it.

Many thanks for fixing up about the 10 dollars to Macdonald.

Yours sincerely

[Signed] Eric Blair

Eric Blair




3133. To Miss M. C. Plummer

9 December 1946 Typewritten

27B Canonbury Square,

Islington, N.1.

Dear Miss Plummer,1

Herewith the extract from a radio script which I want typed, and which I think Mr Warburg has spoken to you about.

I want it started at the place marked on here, ie. at “shall go down to the quarry and collect another load of stone.” In the fair copy this should be page 59. It should come to 15 or 20 pages. I will collect it on Wednesday afternoon.2

Yours sincerely

[Signed] Geo. Orwell

George Orwell




3134. ‘As I Please,’65

Tribune, 13 December 1946

A correspondent writes:


“I would be so pleased if you could draw attention to the problem which seems to be in danger of becoming completely neglected. Do M.P.s, or any other people in authority, realise the immense amount of time, energy and nervous force that many citizens have to lose through the appalling insufficiency of laundries?”



I do not know whether M.P.s, as such, are aware of the present state of our laundry service, but anyone who has to fetch his washing for himself, at any rate in my district of London, will agree with every word that my correspondent says. Merely to get yourself “taken on” by a laundry is a difficult feat, not to be achieved until you have lived several months in the district and practised a good deal of intrigue and flattery into the bargain. Then there are the slowness and irregularity of deliveries, the dreary waiting in queues on rainy winter mornings, the lost articles, the inefficient checking system, the smashed buttons, the handkerchiefs which come back hardly whiter than they went. And worst of all, perhaps, the difficulty of getting your own washing back when you are sent somebody else’s by mistake, because it is always due to some shortcoming “down at the works,” and the bored young woman behind the counter knows nothing about it.

All this is only too true. But my correspondent goes on:


“If M.P.s considered the people, would not one of their first tasks be to nationalise the laundries? The laundry should be as smooth-running as the postal service. Is it fantastic to suggest that everything which makes for the easier running of the home should be a prime concern of a people’s government?”



Unfortunately, nationalisation would not of itself make the laundries more efficient, any more than nationalising my typewriter would make it easier to write this article. Nationalisation is a long-term measure which in most cases does not affect an improvement but merely prepares the way for an improvement. Nationalising the coal mines, for instance, makes possible the heavy expenditure and the centralised control which are necessary before the mines can be brought up to date. But it will not for several years produce any more coal or make the lot of the miner any more bearable.

If the laundries were nationalised tomorrow they would have to carry straight on with the same personnel and equipment, and their efficiency would not greatly increase while the present shortages continue. The laundries are in a bad way because they lack soap, fuel, machinery, transport and, above all, labour. If they were given priority in any of these things, some other public utility would have to suffer. Everything leads back to the shortage of labour, which is made worse, in our present exhausted state, by the absence of any incentive to work long hours. We have entered on an uncomfortable reconstruction period which may last for years, and I wish the spokesmen of the Government would say so more boldly. Otherwise great numbers of people may lose all enthusiasm for nationalisation, having looked forward to it as a sort of panacea, and then found that it makes no immediate difference.1

But I do agree that when life becomes livable again, the laundry system needs thorough reorganisation. It is a disgrace, for instance, that there has never really been a way of getting babies’ clothes washed outside the house. Before the war there existed—it may recently have started up again—a diaper service which delivered twelve clean “nappies” daily. Only a few people could afford this luxury, and babies’ clothes other than “nappies” always had to be washed at home, because no laundry was cheap or rapid enough to deal with the vast quantity of pants, cot sheets and so forth that the average baby works its way through. What must have been the effect on our birth-rate of that endless struggle with piles of dirty baby-linen in draughty stone-floored sculleries or in the tiny bathrooms of flats?

Recently I received a copy of Sir Stanley Unwin’s interesting and useful book, The Truth about Publishing, which has appeared in a number of editions from 1926 onwards, and has recently been expanded and brought up to date. I particularly value it because it assembles certain figures which one might have difficulty in finding elsewhere. A year or so ago, writing in Tribune on the cost of reading matter, I made a guess at the average yearly expenditure on books in this country, and put it at £1 a head. It seems that I was pitching it too high. Here are some figures of national expenditure in 1945:—

[image: images]

In other words the average British citizen spends about 2d. a week on books, whereas he spends nearly 10 shillings on drink and tobacco.2 I suppose this noble figure of 2d. would include the amount spent on school textbooks and other books which are bought, so to speak, involuntarily. Is it any wonder that when recently a questionnaire was sent out by Horizon,3 asking twenty-one poets and novelists how they thought a writer could best earn his living, not one of them said plainly that he might earn it by writing books?

When one reads the reports of Uno conferences, or international negotiations of any kind, it is difficult not to be reminded of L’Attaque and similar war games that children used to play,4 with cardboard pieces representing battleships, aeroplanes and so forth, each of which had a fixed value and could be countered in some recognised way. In fact, one might almost invent a new game called Uno, to be played in enlightened homes where the parents do not want their children to grow up with a militaristic outlook.

The pieces in this game are called the proposal, the démarche, the formula, the stumbling block, the stalemate, the deadlock, the bottleneck and the vicious circle. The object of the game is to arrive at a formula, and though details vary, the general outline of play is always much the same. First the players assemble, and somebody leads off with the proposal. This is countered by the stumbling block, without which the game could not develop. The stumbling block then changes into a bottleneck, or more often into a deadlock or a vicious circle. A deadlock and a vicious circle occurring simultaneously produce a stalemate, which may last for weeks. Then suddenly someone plays the démarche. The démarche makes it possible to produce a formula, and once the formula has been found the players can go home, leaving everything as it was at the beginning.5

At the moment of writing, the front page of my morning paper has broken out into a pink rash of optimism. It seems that everything is going to be all right after all. The Russians will agree to inspection of armaments, and the Americans will internationalise the atomic bomb. On another page of the same paper are reports of events in Greece which amount to a state of war between the two groups of powers who are being so chummy in New York.

But while the game of deadlocks and bottlenecks goes on, another more serious game is also being played. It is governed by two axioms. One is that there can be no peace without a general surrender of sovereignty: the other is that no country capable of defending its sovereignty ever surrenders it. If one keeps these axioms in mind one can generally see the relevant facts in international affairs through the smoke-screen with which the newspapers surround them. At the moment the main facts are:—

(i) The Russians, whatever they may say, will not agree to genuine inspection of their territories by foreign observers.

(ii) The Americans, whatever they may say, will not let slip the technological lead in armaments.

(iii) No country is now in a condition to fight an all-out major war.

These, although they may be superseded later, are at present the real counters in the real game, and one gets nearer the truth by constantly remembering them than by alternately rejoicing and despairing over the day-to-day humbug of conferences.




3135. To Grace Wyndham Goldie

13 December 1946 Typewritten

27B Canonbury Square,

Islington, N.1.

Dear Mrs. Goldie,

Many thanks for your letter of the 11th.1 I don’t think I can undertake to do the criticism for the third week of January. I am not fully certain that I shall be in London, and also I am, as you perhaps know, a very poor broadcaster.

Yours sincerely,

[Signed] Geo. Orwell

George Orwell




3136. To Paul Tabori

13 December 1946 Copy of typed original

27B Canonbury Square,

Islington, N.1.

Dear Mr. Tabori,1

With reference to your letter in Tribune. I would certainly like to help, and perhaps you could let me have some information as to how to go about it. I enclose a stamped addressed envelope.

Yours sincerely,

[Signed] Geo. Orwell

George Orwell




3137. ‘As I Please,’ 66

Tribune, 20 December 1946

An advertisement in my Sunday paper sets forth in the form of a picture the four things that are needed for a successful Christmas. At the top of the picture is a roast turkey; below that, a Christmas pudding; below that, a dish of mince pies; and below that, a tin of ——’s Liver Salt.1

It is a simple recipe for happiness. First the meal, then the antidote, then another meal. The ancient Romans were the great masters of this technique. However, having just looked up the word vomitorium2 in the Latin dictionary, I find that after all it does not mean a place where you went to be sick after dinner. So perhaps this was not a normal feature of every Roman home, as is commonly believed.

Implied in the above-mentioned advertisement is the notion that a good meal means a meal at which you over-eat yourself. In principle I agree. I only add in passing that when we gorge ourselves this Christmas, if we do get the chance to gorge ourselves, it is worth giving a thought to the thousand million human beings, or thereabouts, who will be doing no such thing. For in the long run our Christmas dinners would be safer if we could make sure that everyone else had a Christmas dinner as well. But I will come back to that presently.

The only reasonable motive for not overeating at Christmas would be that somebody else needs the food more than you do. A deliberately austere Christmas would be an absurdity. The whole point of Christmas is that it is a debauch—as it was probably long before the birth of Christ was arbitrarily fixed at that date. Children know this very well. From their point of view Christmas is not a day of temperate enjoyment, but of fierce pleasures which they are quite willing to pay for with a certain amount of pain. The awakening at about 4 a.m. to inspect your stocking; the quarrels over toys all through the morning, and the exciting whiffs of mincemeat and sage-and-onions escaping from the kitchen door; the battle with enormous platefuls of turkey, and the pulling of the wishbone; the darkening of the windows and the entry of the flaming plum-pudding; the hurry to make sure that everyone has a piece on his plate while the brandy is still alight; the momentary panic when it is rumoured that Baby has swallowed the threepenny bit; the stupor all through the afternoon; the Christmas cake with almond icing an inch thick; the peevishness next morning and the castor oil on December 27th—it is an up and-down business, by no means all pleasant, but well worth while for the sake of its more dramatic moments.

Teetotallers and vegetarians are always scandalised by this attitude. As they see it, the only rational objective is to avoid pain and to stay alive as long as possible. If you refrain from drinking alcohol, or eating meat, or whatever it is, you may expect to live an extra five years, while if you over-eat or over-drink you will pay for it in acute physical pain on the following day. Surely it follows that all excesses, even a once-a-year outbreak such as Christmas, should be avoided as a matter of course?

Actually it doesn’t follow at all. One may decide, with full knowledge of what one is doing, that an occasional good time is worth the damage it inflicts on one’s liver. For health is not the only thing that matters: friendship, hospitality, and the heightened spirits and change of outlook that one gets by eating and drinking in good company are also valuable. I doubt whether, on balance, even outright drunkenness does harm, provided it is infrequent—twice a year, say. The whole experience, including the repentance afterwards, makes a sort of break in one’s mental routine, comparable to a weekend in a foreign country, which is probably beneficial.

In all ages men have realised this. There is a wide consensus of opinion, stretching back to the days before the alphabet, that whereas habitual soaking is bad, conviviality is good, even if one does sometimes feel sorry for it next morning. How enormous is the literature of eating and drinking, especially drinking, and how little that is worth while has been said on the other side! Offhand I can’t remember a single poem in praise of water, i.e. water regarded as a drink.3 It is hard to imagine what one could say about it. It quenches thirst: that is the end of the story. As for poems in praise of wine, on the other hand, even the surviving ones would fill a shelf of books. The poets started turning them out on the very day when the fermentation of the grape was first discovered. Whisky, brandy and other distilled liquors have been less eloquently praised, partly because they came later in time. But beer has had quite a good press, starting well back in the Middle Ages, long before anyone had learned to put hops in it. Curiously enough, I can’t remember a poem in praise of stout, not even draught stout, which is better than the bottled variety, in my opinion. There is an extremely disgusting description in Ulysses of the stout-vats in Dublin. But there is a sort of back-handed tribute to stout in the fact that this description, though widely known, has not done much towards putting the Irish off their favourite drink.

The literature of eating is also large, though mostly in prose. But in all the writers who have enjoyed describing food, from Rabelais to Dickens and from Petronius to Mrs. Beeton, I cannot remember a single passage which puts dietetic considerations first. Always food is felt to be an end in itself. No one has written memorable prose about vitamins, or the dangers of an excess of proteins, or the importance of masticating everything thirty-two times. All in all, there seems to be a heavy weight of testimony on the side of over-eating and over-drinking, provided always that they take place on recognised occasions, and not too frequently.

But ought we to over-eat and over-drink this Christmas? We ought not to, nor will most of us get the opportunity. I am writing in praise of Christmas, but in praise of Christmas 1947, or perhaps 1948. The world as a whole is not exactly in a condition for festivities this year. Between the Rhine and the Pacific there cannot be very many people who are in need of——’s Liver Salt. In India there are, and always have been, about 100 million people who only get one square meal a day. In China, conditions are no doubt much the same. In Germany, Austria, Greece and elsewhere, scores of millions of people are existing on a diet which keeps breath in the body but leaves no strength for work. All over the war-wrecked areas from Brussels to Stalingrad, other uncounted millions are living in the cellars of bombed houses, in hide-outs in the forests, or in squalid huts behind barbed wire. It is not so pleasant to read almost simultaneously that a large proportion of our Christmas turkeys will come from Hungary, and that the Hungarian writers and journalists—presumably not the worse-paid section of the community—are in such desperate straits that they would be glad to receive presents of saccharine and cast-off clothing from English sympathisers.4 In such circumstances we could hardly have a “proper” Christmas, even if the materials for it existed.

But we will have one sooner or later, in 1947, or 1948, or maybe even in 1949. And when we do, there may be no gloomy voices of vegetarians or teetotallers to lecture us about the things that we are doing to the linings of our stomachs. One celebrates a feast for its own sake, and not for any supposed benefit to the lining of one’s stomach. Meanwhile Christmas is here, or nearly. Santa Claus is rounding up his reindeer, the postman staggers from door to door beneath his bulging sack of Christmas cards, the black markets are humming, and Britain has imported over 7,000 crates of mistletoe from France. So I wish everyone an old-fashioned Christmas in 1947, and meanwhile, half a turkey, three tangerines, and a bottle of whisky at not more than double the legal price.5




3138. To John Gawsworth, Editor of The Literary Digest

20 December 1946 Typewritten

27B Canonbury Square


This letter was auctioned by Sotheby’s on 15 December 1980. It was bought by Quaritch, who sold it to another bookseller. The catalogue entry, 353, states that the letter, to the editor of The Literary Digest,1 says, ‘I am willing to have the article you refer to reprinted,2 but you don’t say anything about terms of payment.’ It is signed ‘Geo. Orwell.’ The whereabouts of this letter have not been traced.






3139. To Dmitrii Fedotoff-White

20 December 1946 Typewritten


On 2 December 1946, Dr. Dmitrii Nikolaevich Fedotoff-White wrote to Orwell from Philadelphia, Pennsylvania. He was the author of Soviet Philosophy of War (New York, 1936), a pamphlet reprinting an article in Political Science Quarterly, 51,1936; Survival through War and Revolution in Russia (Philadelphia and London, 1939); and The Growth of the Red Army (Princeton, 1944), based on his Columbia University doctoral dissertation. He had read Orwell’s Dickens, Dali & Others and had enjoyed it. He wrote regarding Orwell’s interpretation of the Soviet film Chapayev (see the penultimate paragraph of ‘Boys’ Weeklies,’ 598). Orwell said, he wrote, that ‘In the Russian version the Reds are angels and the Whites are demons,’ whereas in a Hollywood film the ‘Whites would probably be angels and the Reds demons.’ He could not agree with this. He had fought throughout the civil war on the side of the Whites, and he had gone to see the film several times with friends of different political groupings, but all of whom had fought for the Whites. They all agreed that ‘the film is as fair as could be hoped for. The Red side is dressed up, true enough, but the White side is just as it was.’ He thought one particular attack was very similar to one he had been engaged in and which he had described in his Survival. This civil war was different from other civil wars, he believed, because of the ‘motley character of the Whites.’ One infantry division, the fifteenth, composed of industrial workers ‘treated the Reds with a greater cruelty than the other troops [did].’ He concluded that the film’s ‘Hollywood character was a necessary part of creating a true historical atmosphere and only incidentally resulting in structural similarity with the American product.’



27B Canonbury Square,

Islington, N.1.

Dear Mr. White,

Many thanks for your letter of the 2nd. I was much interested to hear from someone who had actually taken part in the events on which the film was based, or at any rate in very similar events. Looking back to my memories of the film, which I have not seen for some years, I think you are right in saying that it treated the Whites as fairly as could be expected. But the point I was making in the essay was not so much that the film was biassed° against the Whites as that its general atmosphere was not so very unlike that of an ordinary adventure film, and that therefore it would be possible to construct films which would be acceptable to children but which would have a quite different political orientation from what is usual. I still think that the one outstanding thing about the film, making it different from an ordinary commercial film, was the performance of the White officer, the one with pince-nez. This man’s character changed so much during the course of the story, and yet in so convincing a way, that this episode seemed very much subtler than the rest of the film, and I could not help thinking that it was probably a piece of gagging on the part of the actor.

Yours truly,

[Signed] Geo. Orwell

George Orwell




3140. ‘As I Please,’67

Tribune, 27 December 1946

Somewhere or other —I think it is in the preface to Saint Joan—Bernard Shaw remarks that we are more gullible and superstitious today than we were in the Middle Ages,1 and as an example of modern credulity he cites the widespread belief that the earth is round. The average man, says Shaw, can advance not a single reason for thinking that the earth is round. He merely swallows this theory because there is something about it that appeals to the twentieth-century mentality.

Now, Shaw is exaggerating, but there is something in what he says, and the question is worth following up, for the sake of the light it throws on modern knowledge. Just why do we believe that the earth is round? I am not speaking of the few thousand astronomers, geographers and so forth who could give ocular proof, or have a theoretical knowledge of the proof, but of the ordinary newspaper-reading citizen, such as you or me.

As for the Flat Earth theory, I believe I could refute it. If you stand by the seashore on a clear day, you can see the masts and funnels of invisible ships passing along the horizon. This phenomenon can only be explained by assuming that the earth’s surface is curved. But it does not follow that the earth is spherical. Imagine another theory called the Oval Earth theory, which claims that the earth is shaped like an egg. What can I say against it?

Against the Oval Earth man, the first card I can play is the analogy of the sun and moon. The Oval Earth man promptly answers that I don’t know, by my own observation, that those bodies are spherical. I only know that they are round, and they may perfectly well be flat discs. I have no answer to that one. Besides, he goes on, what reason have I for thinking that the earth must be the same shape as the sun and moon? I can’t answer that one either.

My second card is the earth’s shadow: when cast on the moon during eclipses, it appears to be the shadow of a round object. But how do I know, demands the Oval Earth man, that eclipses of the moon are caused by the shadow of the earth? The answer is that I don’t know, but have taken this piece of information blindly from newspaper articles and science booklets.

Defeated in the minor exchanges, I now play my queen of trumps: the opinion of the experts. The Astronomer Royal, who ought to know, tells me that the earth is round. The Oval Earth man covers the queen with his king. Have I tested the Astronomer Royal’s statement, and would I even know a way of testing it? Here I bring out my ace. Yes, I do know one test. The astronomers can foretell eclipses, and this suggests that their opinions about the solar system are pretty sound. I am therefore justified in accepting their say-so about the shape of the earth.

If the Oval Earth man answers—what I believe is true—that the ancient Egyptians, who thought the sun goes round the earth, could also predict eclipses, then bang goes my ace. I have only one card left: navigation. People can sail ships round the world, and reach the places they aim at, by calculations which assume that the earth is spherical. I believe that finishes the Oval Earth man, though even then he may possibly have some kind of counter.

It will be seen that my reasons for thinking that the earth is round are rather precarious ones. Yet this is an exceptionally elementary piece of information. On most other questions I should have to fall back on the expert much earlier, and would be less able to test his pronouncements. And much the greater part of our knowledge is at this level. It does not rest on reasoning or on experiment, but on authority. And how can it be otherwise, when the range of knowledge is so vast that the expert himself is an ignoramus as soon as he strays away from his own speciality? Most people, if asked to prove that the earth is round, would not bother even to produce the rather weak arguments I have outlined above. They would start off by saying that “everyone knows” the earth to be round, and if pressed further, would become angry. In a way Shaw is right. This is a credulous age, and the burden of knowledge which we now have to carry is partly responsible.

Opinions may differ about the verdict in Professor Laski’s libel case.2 But even if one feels that the verdict was technically justified, I think it should be remembered that Professor Laski took this action—in effect—on behalf of the Labour Party. It was an incident in the General Election—a reply, felt at the time to be necessary, to the anti-red propaganda of part of the Conservative Press. It will therefore be extremely unfair if he is left to pay the very heavy costs unaided. May I remind everyone again that contributions should be sent to Morgan Phillips, Secretary, Labour Party, Transport House.

The Laski case will presumably lead to further discussions about the composition of juries, particularly Special Juries, but I wish it would have the incidental effect of drawing people’s attention once again to the present state of the law of libel.

I believe the libel trade, like some other trades, went through a slack period during the war, but a few years before that the bringing of frivolous libel actions was a major racket and a nightmare to editors, publishers, authors and journalists alike. Some people used to declare that it would be better if the libel laws were abolished altogether, or at any rate greatly relaxed, so that newspapers had as much latitude as they used to have, for instance, in pre-war France. I cannot agree with this Innocent people have a right to protection against slander. The racket arose not so much because the law is unduly strict as because it is possible to obtain damages for a libel from which one has not suffered any pecuniary loss.

The sufferers are not so much the big newspapers, which have fleets of retained lawyers and can afford to pay damages, as publishers and small periodicals. I do not know the exact provisions of the law, but from interviews with terrified solicitors which I have sometimes had before a book went to press, I gather that it is almost impossible to invent a fictitious character which might not be held to be a portrait of a real person. As a result, a blackmailing libel action is an easy way of picking up money. Publishing houses and periodicals are often insured against libel up to a certain sum, which means that they will pay a smallish claim sooner than fight an action. In one case I have even heard of collusion being practised. A arranged to libel B, B threatened an action, and the pair of them split the proceeds.

It seems to me that the way to put this right is to make sure that a libel action cannot be profitable. Except where it can be shown that actual loss has been suffered, let no damages be paid. On the other hand, where a libel is proved, the guilty party should make a retraction in print, which at present does not usually happen. Big newspapers would be much more frightened of that than of paying out £10,000 damages, while, if no money payments were made, the motive for blackmailing actions would have disappeared.

A correspondent has sent me a copy of one of the disgusting American “comics” which I referred to a few weeks ago.3 The two main stories in it are about a beautiful creature called The Hangman, who has a green face, and, like so many characters in American strips, can fly. On the front page there is a picture of what is either an ape-like lunatic, or an actual ape dressed up as a man, strangling a woman so realistically that her tongue is sticking four inches out of her mouth. Another item is a python looping itself round a man’s neck and then hanging him by suspending itself over a balustrade. Another is a man jumping out of a skyscraper window and hitting the pavement with a splash. There is much else of the same kind.

My correspondent asks me whether I think this is the kind of thing that should be put into the hands of children, and also whether we could not find something better on which to spend our dwindling dollars.

Certainly I would keep these things out of children’s hands if possible. But I would not be in favour of actually prohibiting their sale. The precedent is too dangerous. But meanwhile, are we actually using dollars to pay for his pernicious rubbish? The point is not completely unimportant, and I should like to see it cleared up.




3141. To [Dwight Macdonald]

[c. 27 December 1946] Handwritten

[Undated]

[No salutation]

Herewith the essay I spoke to you of, in case you can use it—its fearfully long (about 6000 words).1

G.O.




3142. To Leonard Moore

27 December 1946 Typewritten

27B Canonbury Square,

Islington, N.1.

Dear Moore,

I enclose a statement from Harcourt, Brace. I don’t quite know what it is, but evidently it is something that I owe to them.

I enclose also a letter that was sent on to me by Secker & Warburg from somebody who wants to make a German translation of “Animal Farm”, apparently in the French Zone of Germany. I don’t quite know how the position stands about this. I presume that the German translation made in Switzerland is on sale in that country only, but that they would sell it in Germany if they could see a way of doing so. On the other hand, if they are not going to try to get copies of their edition into Germany I would be very glad to see another translation made, although in the circumstances I could not expect to get any money out of it. I also don’t know how the position stands about the copyright, held by Messrs. Amstedt.1 Do you think you could communicate with this woman2 and tell her how the matter stands and also let me know what is happening?

I note that the New Yorker may be expecting to send me a book within the next few weeks. I suppose I shall have to air mail my reviews to them as promptly as possible, but I shall let you know whenever I send anything. We spoke before about allowing payments for articles in the New Yorker to remain in America. For the time being I would like to do this with any monies accruing to me over there, because I don’t need any money at present and would like to accumulate some dollars. There was also that business I talked over with Harrison, Son, Hill & Co., about paying only American Income Tax on earnings in the United States. I don’t know whether they have gone forward with that.3

I’ve forgotten whether I told you that a radio version of Animal Farm is being broadcast on January 14th; that is, unless anything goes wrong in the meantime.4

Yours sincerely,

[Signed] Eric Blair

Eric Blair




3143. To Gleb Struve

27 December 1946 Typewritten

27B Canonbury Square,

Islington, N.1.

Dear Struve,

Last time I saw you you told me that you thought some English publisher was going to reprint the English translation of Zamyatin’s “We”. Can you tell me whether anything came of this? I still think it should be published in England, and if by any chance the other venture fell through I should like to try and interest Secker & Warburg in it. Also, could you tell me who was the American publisher who originally did it? The first step would be to get hold of a copy of the book, which quite likely would not be easy.1

Yours sincerely,

[Signed] Geo. Orwell

George Orwell




Notes

1946

2834. Roger Senhouse to Orwell

1. This is reproduced from a carbon copy. After the salutation is written, in Senhouse’s hand, ‘alias Gloomy old Boswell.’ Whether that also appeared on the copy Orwell received is not known.

2. The Wednesday was, presumably, the ninth, not the second, and he was suggesting 10 or 11 January for their lunch.

2835. To B.J. Brooke

1. B. J. Brooke (Jocelyn Brooke, 1908–1966) served in the Royal Army Medical Corps during the war in North Africa and Italy. His first volume of verse, December Spring, was published in 1946. Among books that followed were The Military Orchid (1948), The Scapegoat (1948), The Wonderful Summer (1949), The Wild Orchids of Britain (1950), and The Goose Cathedral (reminiscences) (1950). He later wrote on Elizabeth Bowen (1952), Ronald Firbank (1954), and Aldous Huxley (1954).

2836. To Arthur Koestler

1. In late 1945 both Orwell and Koestler felt that the decline in democratic feeling throughout the world called for an international organisation, similar to the pre-war League for the Rights of Man. Its aims were to protect the individual, in no matter which country, against arbitrary arrest and imprisonment without trial, deportation from his homeland or restriction of movement within it, the promotion of freedom of speech and of the press, and the right of each individual to nominate and vote for the candidate of his choice. Suggested names for the new organisation were: League for the Defence and Development of Democracy and League for the Freedom and Dignity of Man. For Koestler’s reply, see 2837.

2. Tom Hopkinson (1905–1990; Kt., 1978), author and journalist, was associated particularly with Picture Post, which he helped launch and edited, 1940–50. He also edited Lilliput, 1941–46, was features editor of News Chronicle, 1954–56, and editor of The Drum Magazine, 1958–61; taught journalism at British and American universities, 1967–75, and wrote the British Council pamphlet on Orwell (1953). Of his two autobiographies, Of This Our Time (1982) and Under the Tropic (1984), the former is concerned with the period in which Orwell was working. From 1930–1938 he was married to the novelist Antonia White (1899–1981) (see 2838). Barbara Ward (1914–1981; DBE, 1974; Baroness Jackson of Lodsworth, 1976), economist and writer on politics, was assistant editor of the Economist, 1939–57. A Governor of the BBC, 1946–50; Visiting Scholar, Harvard University, 1957–68; Professor of International Economic Development, Columbia University, 1968–73, she was known for her concern for everything related to individual freedom and civil rights.

3. Celia Kirwan, née Paget (1916–), now Mrs. Arthur Goodman, the twin sister of Mamaine Koestler (see n.5). She and Orwell met for the first time when travelling to North Wales to spend Christmas with the Koestlers. See 3298, n. 1 and 3590A.

4. These were to be made to Orwell’s essay on Arthur Koestler, to be included in Critical Essays, in particular making it clear that Koestler’s early books had been written in German. Because the book had already been printed, an erratum slip was added. In the second impression, issued May 1946, the text itself was changed (paragraph 3, fourth sentence). See letter to Koestler, 10 January 1946, 2852.

5. Mamaine Koestler, née Paget (1916–1954), Arthur Koestler’s wife.

2838. ‘£3.13s Worth of Pleasure’

1. For Antonia White and her correspondence with Orwell in April 1944, see 2459.

2. Though an American citizen, Drucker was born in Vienna and emigrated in 1937; see 2668, n.2.

3. Both books were first published rather earlier: Tales of Mean Streets in 1894; A Child of the Jago in 1896.

2839. To Dwight Macdonald

1. Macdonald had written to Orwell on 31 December 1945: ‘ “Animal Farm” … is absolutely superb. The transposition of the Russian experience into farm equivalents is done with perfect taste and skill, so that what might have been simply a witty burlesque becomes something more—really a tragedy. The pathos of the Russian degeneration comes out more strongly in your fairy tale than in anything I’ve read in a long time. The ending is not a letdown, as I should have thought it would have had to be, but is instead one more triumph of inventiveness. Congratulations on a beautifully done piece of writing.’ He asked if the book were to be published in America; he thought two or three hundred copies could be sold to readers of Politics. He commented also on Orwell’s essay ‘Revenge Is Sour’ (see 2786): it ‘made a point which is new to me and which is very important; when I have been angry with people, I too have felt just the same lack of interest, later, in scoring off them. Stalin, however, apparently is a horse of another color!’

2. Macdonald reprinted the section of Orwell’s letter from ‘A month or two back’ to ‘has no clothes on’ in Politics, March 1946, and then continued: ‘What struck me about Animal Farm, in addition to the literary tact with which it is done so that it never becomes either whimsical or boringly tendentious, was that I had rarely been made so aware of the pathos of the whole Russian experience. This fairy tale about animals, whose mood is reflective rather than indignant, conveys more of the terrible human meaning of Stalinism than any of the many serious books on the subject, with one or two exceptions. It is as good in its way as the chapters on Russia in Koestler’s The Yogi and the Commissar are good as a journalistic summary, based on solid research, of the case against the Stalin regime in every department of Russian life. Some publisher should bring out the two in a single small cheap volume. It would be the perfect thing to put into the hands of those who still nourish honest illusions about the Soviet Union of today.’

3. ‘An American Reverie’ was not published and no manuscript has been traced.

4. David Martin (1914–) was a Canadian airman whom Orwell befriended. See Orwell’s letter to Philip Rahv, 14 October 1943; 2314. He wrote at least two articles for Tribune: ‘The Strange Case of French Quebec,’ 25 August 1944; and ‘U.S.A. and Canada,’ 27 October 1944. A letter in Tribune, 29 December 1944, from Bernard J. Riley asked that it be made plain ‘that the serious and well-informed political articles of its contributor David Martin, Canada’s celebrated commentator on current affairs, are not the work of a BBC script-writer, one of whose chosen nom-de-plume° happens also to be “David Martin.” ’ See also Orwell to Woodcock, 19 April 1947, 3219. Martin called on Macdonald, but Macdonald was out (see 2933).

2841. ‘Freedom and Happiness’

1. Yevgeny Zamyatin (1884–1937), naval engineer and satirical author, was arrested in 1905 following his participation in the unsuccessful revolution against the Russian government; he was exiled but, in 1913, amnestied. We was written in 1920 (not 1923), but its publication was forbidden in Soviet Russia. An English translation was published in New York in 1924, with Zamyatin’s consent, and it was published outside Russia, in Russian, by a White Russian émigré journal in 1927. For that, Zamyatin was attacked by the Association of Proletarian Writers in 1929. He was allowed to leave Russia in 1931 and settled in Paris, where he died. See the excellent short introduction by Sophie Fuller and Julian Sacchi to their translation of his stories, Islanders and The Fisher of Men (1984), the first of which is set in England, where it was written in 1917 whilst he supervised the construction of icebreakers for Russia in the northeast of England and Scotland.

2. The journalist Alan Moray Williams (1915–) lent Orwell a copy of the French translation of We (Nous Autres). Williams wrote to Ian Angus on 30 September 1976 to say that he had briefly mentioned We in an article, ‘What is Socialist Realism?,’ in Tribune, 16 June 1944: ‘Genius always breaks rules. Presumably a rebel genius could find a printer or send his manuscript abroad (like Zamyatin with his We) even in the U.S.S.R.’ Orwell had expressed interest, and Williams lent him his copy a week or two later. He did not discount the possibility that Orwell may have heard of the book before that: he himself might have referred to it, or Orwell could have come across it when he lived in Paris. However, Williams was sure that Orwell had not read We in any language until 1944.

2842. ‘Just Junk—But Who Could Resist It?’

1. Series title intermittently used by the Evening Standard; see 2888, n. 3.

2. This essay has points in common with the description of Mr Charrington’s shop in Nineteen Eighty-Four. For this paragraph, compare ‘Only on a small table in the corner was there a litter of odds and ends—lacquered snuff-boxes, agate brooches and the like—which looked as though they might include something interesting’ (CW, IX, 98).

3. The description of the paperweight is closely followed in Nineteen Eighty-Four. Winston Smith asks what is the ‘strange, pink, convoluted object that recalled a rose or a sea anemone’ and is told, ‘That’s coral, that is.… It must have come from the Indian Ocean. They used to kind of embed it in the glass.’ It would once have been expensive: ‘that would have fetched eight pounds … it was a lot of money.’ Winston paid four dollars ‘and slid the coveted thing into his pocket’ (CW, IX, 99).

4. Orwell’s screen can be seen in some of the photographs showing him with Richard. Just the top is visible in Crick, plate 23; rather more is visible, much out of focus, in Lewis, 105; and it is to be seen more clearly in plate 69 of The World of George Orwell, edited by Miriam Gross (1971).

5. The floor-space of Charrington’s shop ‘was very restricted, because all round the walls were stacked innumerable dusty picture-frames’ (Nineteen Eighty-Four, CW, IX, 98).

2844. To John Beavan

1. John Cowburn Beavan (1910–1994; Baron Ardwick of Barnes, 1970) was at this time editor of the Manchester Evening News, a paper he had joined in 1930. From 1940 to 1942 he worked for the London Evening Standard, and was news editor of The Observer, 1942–43, when he returned to the MEN. From 1943 to 1955 he was a director of the Manchester Guardian and Evening News and London editor of the former, 1946–55. He edited the Daily Herald, 1960–62, was political adviser to the Daily Mirror Group, 1962–76, and member of the European Parliament, 1975–79. He was a Founder Trustee of the Orwell Archive. Orwell, writing to Julian Symons, 11 November 1946, described Beavan as ‘a little Stalinist’; see 3111.

2. On ‘The Intellectual Revolt,’ published weekly from 24 January; see 2863 and 2874–79.

2845. To Philip Rahv

1. On 2 January 1946, the London editor of the Australian Consolidated Press, C. S. McNulty, wrote to Orwell to tell him that the editor of the Sunday Telegraph of Sydney was interested in publishing Orwell’s London Letters. Orwell replied on 17 January in a letter that has not been traced, and McNulty replied on the following day. He said he would ‘advise the Editor of the Sunday Telegraph accordingly’ and pointed out that as Australia was ‘so limited in population’ it was ‘not a large remunerative market.’ He asked Orwell to suggest a fee for the publication of the letters in Sydney. Philip Rahv, in his letter to Orwell of 11 January 1946, said the Australians were welcome to reprint the Letters and Orwell could make whatever financial arrangements he liked; Partisan Review wanted, however, to maintain priority of publication. A thorough search of every issue of the Australian Sunday Telegraph, Daily Telegraph, and the Saturday ‘Magazine,’ apart from the issues for the Sundays 28 July and 18 August (which were missing) revealed nothing. (Information from John Bernard, Sydney, 23 January 1992.) It is likely, therefore, that this proposal came to nothing.

2846. To Kay Dick

1. The Windmill had started up again (Nos. 1–12, 1944–48) and was then edited by Reginald Moore and Edward Lane (pseudonym of Kay Dick; see 2754, n. 2). There is no article about Rilke in this series of The Windmill.

2847. To Gleb Struve

1. Boris Pilnyak (Boris Andreyevich Vogau, 1894–1938/41?) was a Russian author whose work mirrored the changes and disorders associated with the 1917 Revolution and the ensuing civil war. He came to fame with The Naked Year (1922; translated 1928), but was constrained to apologise for a short story and then to rewrite Mahogany (1927; translated 1965) as The Volga Falls into the Caspian Sea (1930, translated 1931). He then spent a short time in the United States, attacking the American way of life in O-Key (1932) and visited Japan. In 1937 he was accused of Trotskyism and of spying for Japan, imprisoned and, at some uncertain date, murdered. He and his work began to be rehabilitated and appreciated afresh in the USSR in the late 1960s and 1970s.

2848. To Leonard Moore

1. A French translation of Animal Farm was not published until October 1947 (as Les Animaux Partout), by Editions Odile Pathé. It was translated by Sophie Dévil.

2. An edition in Polish, Folwark Zwierzecy, was published in December 1946 by the League of Poles Abroad. It was translated by Teresa Jeleńska and illustrated by Wojciecha Jastrzebowskiego. It was printed by F. C. Charters Ltd. It was Orwell’s policy not to accept royalties from refugee organisations.

2849. To Gleb Struve

1. Illustrated in Thompson, 112.

2851. Review of The Crater’s Edge by Stephen Bagnall; Born of the Desert by Malcolm James

1. A box within this review gave this information: ‘Mr. Stephen Bagnall, whose novel “The Crater’s Edge” is reviewed here, is a young Manchester bank clerk living in Didsbury. He was educated at Manchester Grammar School and has spent most of his life in Manchester.’

2852. To Arthur Koestler

1. Edward Hulton (1906–1988); Kt., 1957), lawyer, magazine publisher of liberal views, proprietor of Picture Post at this time. His The New Age was published in 1943 and reviewed by Orwell in The Observer, 15 August 1943; see 2237.

2. Crux Ansata: An Indictment of the Roman Catholic Church (Penguin Special, 1943). Orwell had got the wrong Penguin Special, however. In May 1940 Penguin Books published H. G. Wells’s The Rights of Man, Or, What Are We Fighting For? Chapter X discussed a Complément à la Déclaration des Droits de l’homme, which had been passed by a congress of the Ligue des Droits de l’homme at Dijon in July 1936. Wells said this document was ‘more plainly feminist and less simply equalitarian in sexual matters’ than what was proposed in his book, and it made ‘a distinction between “travail” and “loisirs” which we do not recognise.’ He then gave the text.

2. Dr. Juan Negrín (1889–1956), Socialist Prime Minister of Spain from September 1936 for much of the civil war. He left Spain for France in 1939 and set up a Spanish government in exile; he resigned from its premiership in 1945 in the hope of uniting all exiles. See Thomas, 949–50.

4. See 2836, n. 4.

2854. ‘Pleasure Spots’

1. The caterers J. Lyons & Co (still active) ran many tea-shops at this time and also ‘Corner Houses’—complexes of large restaurants and small cafés, offering different styles of menu—at Marble Arch, Coventry Street, and the junction of Tottenham Court Road and Oxford Street. The restaurants were on several floors, and live orchestras or small groups played music at various times of the day and evening. The Corner Houses were immensely popular in the 1930s to 1950s. The Strand Corner House is illustrated in Thompson, 113.

2. From ‘September 1, 1939’ by W. H. Auden. Orwell omits three lines from between the second and third: ‘All the conventions conspire / To make this fort assume / The furniture of home;’ (Another Time, 3rd impression, 1946).

3. See 3590B, n. 15.

2857. ‘A Nice Cup of Tea’

1. In ‘Some Are More Equal than Others,’ Penguin New Writing, 40, 1950, John Morris (see 1965, n. 1) described how, in the crowded BBC canteen, Orwell ‘poured his tea into a saucer and began to drink it with a loud, sucking noise.’ He looked at Morris with ‘a slightly defiant expression.… The two doorkeepers who were also occupying our table looked somewhat scandalised, and after a few minutes got up and left.’ (Reprinted in Orwell Remembered, 1973.)

2. This essay was reprinted, abridged, in SEAC, 14 February 1946. The version in the Evening Standard was spaced out by a drawing of three teapots in three places.

2859. To John Hampson

1. John Hampson (pseudonym of George Hampson Simpson), author of a number of novels, including Saturday Night at the Greyhound and The Sight of Blood (1931) and O Providence (1932). As a journalist he contributed to a number of literary magazines. His article, ‘Movements in the Underground,’ appeared in two parts. The reference to ‘Raffles and Miss Blandish’ comes in Part I (Penguin New Writing, 27, Spring 1946), and, as requested, is attributed to Critical Essays, although in quoting ‘In borrowing from William Faulkner’s Sanctuary, Chase only took the plot’ to ‘This idea colours the outlook of all sympathisers with totalitarianism’ (a little over one page), he used the cut text from Horizon (see 2538, n. 54). In Part II (Penguin New Writing, 28, Summer 1946) there is a page describing Dorothy’s adventures in A Clergyman’s Daughter.

2860. To Kay Dick

1. Malcolm Muggeridge (1903–1990), author and journalist. In 1930, after three years as a lecturer at the Egyptian University, Cairo, he joined the Manchester Guardian and was its Moscow correspondent, 1932–1933 (see his Winter in Moscow, 1934), then assistant editor, Calcutta Statesman, 1934–35; editorial staff, Evening Standard, 1935–36. He served throughout the war (Major, Intelligence Corps) and afterwards was Daily Telegraph Washington correspondent, 1946–47, and its deputy editor, 1950–52, and from 1953 to 1957, editor of Punch. His book The Thirties (1940) is a useful account of that decade. Chronicles of Wasted Time (2 vols, 1972, 1973) is autobiography, and Like It Was (1981), his diaries. Orwell reviewed The Thirties twice; see 604 and 615. He and Orwell were friends, and in 1955 he accepted Sonia Orwell’s invitation to write the biography of Orwell, but he never produced it. This prompted a story in the Evening Standard’s gossip column, ‘The Londoner’s Diary,’ 2 March 1955, in which Muggeridge was asked if he shared ‘Orwell’s Communist leanings.’ Since Muggeridge described only his own response to Soviet Communism (he was no longer an ‘enthusiastic admirer of the regime’), and failed to correct the description of Orwell, Sonia Orwell wrote a letter to the Editor (Evening Standard, 7 March 1955) succinctly outlining her husband’s political stance: ‘Unlike many other left-wing intellectuals of the Thirties, he was never at any time a Communist, a Fellow Traveller, or inspired by “Communist leanings.” Nor, like many of them, did he ever later repudiate his left-wing beliefs. The force of his work came from a lifelong belief in liberty and justice and not from a disappointment in “a god that failed.”’

2861. Memorandum from Fredric Warburg to Roger Senhouse

1. Eric Partridge (1894–1979) took a special interest in language, especially slang, bawdy, clichés, colloquialisms. Among his books were Shakespeare’s Bawdy (1947), A Dictionary of the Underworld, British and American (1950), A Dictionary of Slang and Unconventional Usage (rev. ed., 1970), and Origins: An Etymological Dictionary of English (1958). He did not write a book on nursery rhymes, and nothing came of Orwell’s proposal.

2. £300 for six months might be contrasted with the £500 alleged to have been advanced to Orwell by Gollancz in 1936 to enable him to write The Road to Wigan Pier. See 341, where it is suggested that figure is incorrect. Orwell did not exaggerate his likely earnings; in the last six months of 1945 reviews and articles alone earned him more than £500.

2863. To John Beavan

1. The series, ‘The Intellectual Revolt,’ was published on 24 and 31 January, and 7 and 14 February 1946; see 2575, 2876, 2877, 2878; also 2879.

2864. To John G. Pattisson

1. Of Secker & Warburg.

2. Critical Essays was reviewed in Scrutiny by T. R. Barnes; in the Evening Standard, 14 February, by G. Malcolm Thomson; The New Statesman and Nation, 16 February, V. S. Pritchett; The Observer, 17 February, Daniel George; Adelphi, July–September 1946, John Middleton Murry; Spectator, 8 March, Stuart Hampshire; Socialist Leader, 20 July, Paul Potts; and The Times Literary Supplement, 23 February, anonymously, as was then the normal practice. It was not reviewed in the Manchester Evening News. For some other reviews, see end note to 2898.

2866. ‘The Politics of Starvation’

1. Air Chief Marshal Sir Philip Joubert de la Ferté (c. 1883–1965) served throughout World War I and was awarded the DSO and six times was mentioned in dispatches. He was Commander in Chief Coastal Command, 1941–43, then became Inspector General of the RAF and afterwards Deputy Chief of Staff responsible for Information and Civil Affairs, South-East Asia Command, 1943–45; and Director, Public Relations, Air Ministry, 1946–47.

2. When food was rationed during and after the war, basic commodities (such as meat, margarine, and butter) were allocated against coupons, but luxuries such as tinned meat and tinned fruit were allocated by a system of points. Everyone was given a specific number of points each month and such products required varying numbers of points depending upon their scarcity rather than their monetary value.

2868. ‘Songs We Used to Sing’

1. ‘true’ should be ‘so.’

2. This article was reprinted, abridged, in SEAC, 25 March 1946. See also Orwell’s Second Literary Notebook (3515) for his lists of popular songs.

2870. To Geoffrey Gorer

1. Geoffrey Gorer (1905–1985), social anthropologist, was then working in the United States (and so in a position to send Orwell a food parcel). His books included The Revolutionary Ideas of the Marquis de Sade (1934), African Dances (1935), The American People (1948), and Exploring English Character (1955). He met Orwell in the 1930s (see 257, n. 6); they remained friends until Orwell’s death.

2. Susan Watson; see 2688, n. 2.

3. Ignazio Silone (Secondo Tranquilli) (1900–1978), author and politician, was one of the founders of the Italian Communist Party but by the time of his exile in Switzerland after Mussolini’s rise to power he had distanced himself from its aims but remained strongly anti-Fascist. He was at this time editor of Avanti, the organ of the Italian Socialist Party, but he resigned in July 1946. See 2891, n. 1 for a note on this and on his political position vis à vis the Communist Party. His books include Fontamara (1933), Bread and Wine (1934), The Seed Beneath the Snow (1943), A Handful of Blackberries (1954), and Emergency Exit (1965). For Orwell’s adaptation of Silone’s ‘The Fox,’ see 2270.

4. Dennis Collings (1905–), a friend of Orwell’s since 1921, when they both lived at Southwold, was an anthropologist. He joined the Colonial Service in 1934 and became assistant curator at the Raffles Museum, Singapore. He married Eleanor Jaques, another of Orwell’s friends; see 109, n. 1.

5. Siriol Hugh-Jones; see 2689, endnote. Her letters are almost certainly those with ‘George Orwell’ or ‘Eric Blair’ typed below Orwell’s signature.

6. From 1935 onwards, Orwell had collected pamphlets representing minority views (see 2648). These he left to the British Museum, and they are now in the British Library. There is a partial catalogue, which the Library dates c.1950, but it is probably based on Siriol Hugh-Jones’s and Orwell’s work mentioned here. The Library’s call number is 1899 ss 1–21, 23–48; the catalogue is in box 48. Box 22 seems to be missing. What is evidently an earlier list of 366 pamphlets, in Orwell’s writing, is reproduced at 3733.

7. Warburg’s memorandum of 14 January (see 2861) states that Orwell had told him that he intended giving up journalism from May to November; in any case, Orwell was dissatisfied with the way his articles were altered by the Evening Standard (see endnote to 2894). Orwell lunched with Beaverbrook (who owned the Evening Standard) about this time (see letter to Koestler, 2852), but it is not known whether the matter of his contributions to the Standard was discussed. Crick notes that Orwell was asked to dinner but ‘pleaded the lack of a dinner jacket and was asked to lunch instead. Nothing is recorded of what was said, although Orwell told Koestler beforehand that he wanted to talk to Beaverbrook about Stalin, whom Beaverbrook had met’ (493).

8. As a result of David Astor’s inquiries, Orwell was able to rent Barnhill, a house that had been empty for several years, on the island of Jura, Inner Hebrides. It was there that he would write Nineteen Eighty-Four. For Orwell’s first visit to Jura and the renting of Barnhill, see 2543, n. 1.

9. A curious error: Critical Essays was published in New York by Reynal & Hitchcock (as Dickens, Dali & Others); the arrangements had all been completed in 1945, and Orwell had been kept informed about them.

2871. To Leonard Moore

1. Critical Essays was called Dickens, Dali & Others: Studies in Popular Culture by the U.S. publisher, Reynal & Hitchcock, New York.

2. Time published an article on 4 February 1946. It was prompted by the English edition of Animal Farm; the U.S. edition was not published until August 1946.

3. According to 2848, Animal Farm was being considered by Fontaine; however, the annotation to 2947 (see n. 1) indicates that Critical Essays was also offered to them. Fontaine took neither book, and no French translation of Critical Essays was published in Orwell’s lifetime.

2873. To Leonard Moore

1. Orwell’s letter was annotated in Moore’s office to indicate that Reynal & Hitchcock were cabled on 23 January, the date of Orwell’s letter. For his book of essays, Inside the Whale, six years earlier, Gollancz had given Orwell an advance of £20; Orwell explained to Geoffrey Gorer that that small sum was because essays were harder to sell than novels (3 April 1940; see 607).

2875. ‘1. The Intellectual Revolt’

1. F. A. Voigt (1892–1957), journalist, early recognised the true nature of Nazism; see 513, n. 1. Orwell refers to him in the same ‘Notes on the Way’ in which he discussed Malcolm Muggeridge’s The Thirties; see n. 3 below.

2. The Future of Industrial Man was reviewed by Orwell in the Manchester Evening News, 3 January 1946 (see 2838).

3. The Thirties, reviewed in ‘Notes on the Way,’ Time and Tide, 6 April 1940 (604) and in New English Weekly, 25 April 1940 (615). For Malcolm Muggeridge, see 2860, n. 1.

4. The Poisoned Crown, reviewed in The Observer, 23 April 1944 (2458).

5. Power: A New Social Analysis, reviewed in The Adelphi, January 1939 (520).

6. The Road to Serfdom, reviewed in The Observer, 9 April 1944 (2451).

7. Orwell intended John R. Baker; see 2377, n. 1.

8. See ‘As I Please,’ 7, 14 January 1944, 2404; and ‘As I Please,’ 57, 2 February 1945 (2613).

9. The Machiavellians, reviewed in the Manchester Evening News, 20 January 1944 (2407).

2876. ‘2. What Is Socialism?’

1. The words within square brackets are not found in the original in the Manchester Evening News; they come from the German version: ‘Zur gleichen Zeit wuchs in Deutschland eine Massenbewegung an, die sich nationaler Sozialismus nannte und gewisse quasi-sozialistische Zuge aufwies, aber das grausamte und zynischte Regime verkörperte, das die Welt je gesehen hat.’ Literally translated, this reads: ‘At the same time there grew up in Germany a mass movement which called itself National Socialism and exhibited certain quasi-Socialist features, but embodied them in one of the most cruel and cynical regimes the world has ever seen.’

2. Darkness at Noon, reviewed in The New Statesman and Nation, 4 January 1941 (741); The Yogi and the Commissar, reviewed in C. W. Review, November 1945 (2778); see also, for that book and for The Gladiators and Scum of the Earth, Orwell’s essay ‘Arthur Koestler,’ Focus, 2, 1946, and in Critical Essays (1946), (2548).

3. The School for Dictators, reviewed in New English Weekly, 8 June 1939 (547).

4. Assignment in Utopia, reviewed in New English Weekly, 9 June 1938 (451).

5. The Communist International, reviewed in New English Weekly, 22 September 1938, (485).

6. Selections from the Works of Gerrard Winstanley, reviewed in The Observer, 3 September 1944 (2542). In the reading list at the end of the essay, this was said to be edited by Christopher Hill, but Hill provided an introduction; the selection was edited by Leonard Hamilton.

7. Orwell spelt ‘Utley’ as ‘Uttley’ on each occasion. The Dream We Lost: Soviet Russia Then and Now was published in New York in 1940; copies were evidently not readily available in England: the British and London Libraries have none. She translated V. Astrov, An Illustrated History of the Russian Revolution (1928) and described her experiences in Russia in Lost Illusions (1949), which had an introduction by Bertrand Russell. Freda Utley also wrote about political events in China and Japan in the 1930s and in particular on the relationship of Lancashire to the Far East.

8. Men and Politics, reviewed in Now and Then, Christmas 1941 (908).

2877. ‘3. The Christian Reformers’

1. Orwell reviewed The Clue to History in The Adelphi, February 1939 (531).

2. Christianity and Democracy, reviewed in The Observer, 10 June 1945 (2676).

2878. ‘4. Pacifism and Progress’

1. Adam and Eve, reviewed in the Manchester Evening News, 19 October 1944 (2565).

2. An editorial comment in Peace News, 1 March 1946, quoted Orwell’s statement that English and American pacifists often seemed more hostile to capitalist democracy than to totalitarianism. In refuting him, it claimed that Peace News had ‘a clean record in this matter’ and thought ‘it may be that Orwell is deceived by appearances.’ It argued that ‘totalitarianism is a remedy—worse, indeed, than the disease—for the failure of capitalist democracy. But to understand totalitarianism is not to sympathize with, still less to support it.’

3. Bridge into the Future, reviewed in the Manchester Evening News, 7 December 1944 (2589).

4. No Such Liberty, reviewed in The Adelphi, October 1941 (855).

2879. ‘Afterword’

1. Writing to Dr. David Jones on 7 June 1944, in the context that the threat from Soviet totalitarianism was as serious as that from the totalitarianism of the right in the 1930s (‘a novel idea in the period 1944–45, when admiration for Uncle Joe and all his works was at its height’), David Astor said: ‘Orwell’s view on this is that soon all countries will have state planning and therefore a more or less degree of state ownership of property. The old Marxist struggle will thus be played out. The new struggle will be for more or less freedom within the planned state’ (Richard Cockett, David Astor and ‘The Observer,’ 114). David Jones (1870–1955) served as deputy secretary to the Cabinet from the end of World War I to 1930 and instigated the setting up of what became the Arts Council of Great Britain.

2. The German word Bienenstaat implies to a German reader not simply beehive but a labour-orientated society with strict hierarchies which reflect the allocation of tasks and duties. Whether this summarised what Orwell wrote at greater length in the English original, and whether he used the word ‘beehive,’ cannot be ascertained.

3. For ‘give it a more human face,’ the German has ‘sie aber vermenschlichen wollen’; this might be more literally rendered, ‘wishing rather to humanise it.’

4. For ‘will not be permitted unlimited growth,’ the German text has ‘nicht in den Himmel wachsen werden’—an image of trees not being allowed to grow too tall heavenwards. This is commonly used as an idiom to express the curbing of overweening ambition. ‘Himmel’ effectively concludes a sequence translated here as heresy, soulless, undesirable doctrines, unorthodox ideas, believers, and orthodox Christian teaching. To what extent Orwell’s original used such language is not known.

2880. To Gleb Struve

1. Struve replied on 26 January 1946. The publisher who hoped to issue We was John Westhouse. He said Reed’s book was first issued in England in 1926 by Modern Books and reprinted by Martin Lawrence in 1934. He did not know which edition was ‘definitive’ but presumed that the 1926 edition was unexpurgated. He referred Orwell again to Philip Grierson’s Books on Soviet Russia 1917–1942: A Bibliography and a Guide to Reading (1943), and a sequel which was to be published in The Slavonic Review. John Reed (1887–1920) was a journalist, educated at Harvard and active in organizing the Communist Party in the United States. Though from a wealthy family, he devoted himself to revolutionary causes, writing first hand about those in Mexico, Eastern Europe, and Russia for Metropolitan Magazine and the Masses. When in 1919 the Communist Party in the United States split, he led what was called the Communist Labor Party. Under threat of indictment, he fled to the Soviet Union, where he actively supported the Bolsheviks. Back home, he wrote Ten Days That Shook the World (1919). He died of typhus in Russia in 1920 and was buried in the Kremlin wall, indicative of the regard Soviet leaders had for him. He also wrote Insurgent Mexico (1914) and The War in Eastern Europe (1916), among other books, and published volumes of poetry.

2881. ‘On Housing’

1. Reviewed by Orwell in the Manchester Evening News, 17 January 1946; see 2862.

2. Reviewed by Orwell in the Manchester Evening News, 6 September 1945; see 2742.

2882. ‘But Are We Really Ruder? No’

1. On Thursday, 31 January, the Evening Standard printed a letter from J. L. Davidson, General Director, Council of Retail Distributors, headed, ‘Not ALL rude’ which claimed that, in effect, Orwell had said all shopkeepers were rude. It went on: ‘If any person were to say or write “All Germans are Nazis” or “All Trotskyites have hoarse voices and beards” Orwell would immediately, and rightly, compose a well reasoned article saying that such a statement was a perfect example of loose thinking and political ignorance. Really, Mr. Orwell!’

2. Reprinted, abridged, in SEAC, 13 April 1946.

2884. To Leonard Moore

1. This letter was typed on notepaper with a printed heading. This is not mentioned hereafter but the use of this paper can be identified by the lower-case ‘b,’ instead of a capital, in ‘27b.’ The telephone number is not repeated hereafter.

2. The letter has been annotated in Moore’s office to indicate that the ‘BC’ will send one; that enables the booklet to be identified. It is Henry Reed’s The Novel since 1939, published for the British Council by Longmans Green & Co. (1946). There is a photograph of Orwell facing page 21. The booklet—43 pages—was number 4 in the series ‘The Arts in Britain.’

2886. To William Phillips, Partisan Review

1. See 2839.

2. Orwell’s lack of knowledge of his publisher is indicated by his misspelling of ‘Reynal.’

2887. ‘The Cost of Radio Programmes’

1. Orwell was paid £47 5s. for his 45-minute script for The Voyage of the ‘Beagle,’ with £5 5s. for ‘additional research.’ See 2872.

2. A ‘Third Programme’ for just this purpose was introduced by the BBC on 29 September 1946. The then Director-General of the BBC, Sir William Haley, said, ‘Its whole content will be devoted to an audience that is not of one class but that is perceptive and intelligent’ (‘Breaking New Grounds in Radio,’ The Listener, 26 September 1946, Supplement, i), and, in another context, designed for the upper reaches of a community seen ‘as a broadly based cultural pyramid slowly aspiring upwards’ (The Responsibilities of Broadcasting, 10). See B. Paulu, British Broadcasting in Transition (1961), 148–50. A letter to Orwell which opposes a ‘highbrow’ wavelength is included in 2892, n. 2.

3. Commander Campbell and Professor C. E. M. Joad were very frequent members of the ‘Brains Trust.’ Campbell, despite his rank, was featured because he was a down-to-earth, rather bluff seaman (at least, as he stereotyped himself) and did not quite fit Churchill’s description of those who appeared on the programme as sounding as if they were in a combination-room at an Oxford or Cambridge college. See also 2490, n. 1.

2888. ‘“Bad” Climates are Best’

1. Cat-ice (or cat’s ice) is thin ice, milky-white in appearance, which has formed over a shallow puddle, the water having receded.

2. From the song that concludes Love’s Labour’s Lost. ‘When birds’ should be ‘And birds’ and ‘Marion’ should be ‘Marian.’

3. This essay was published without the heading ‘Saturday Essay.’ It was reprinted, abridged, in SEAC, 23 February 1946, under the heading ‘I Don’t Mind What the Weatherman Says,’ with the sub-heading ‘George Orwell Asks What Climate You Would Choose?’

2889. To Balachandra Rajan

1. Focus was edited by Balachandra Rajan (1920–) and Andrew Pearse. Five issues were produced from 1945 to 1950; a sixth was advertised but did not appear. Rajan was then at Trinity College Cambridge. He later became a distinguished critic, especially of Milton, and Professor of English at the University of Western Ontario.

2891. To Dwight Macdonald

1. Politics for May 1945 carried a long note on ‘Silone and the Communists’ (for Silone, see 2870, n. 3). This stated that, although the article they were including by Silone in that issue was admirable in its central thesis, he had himself, as one of the leaders of the Italian Socialist Party, acceded to a united front with the Communists. Politics quoted from an article by Silone in Avanti (organ of the Italian Socialist Party), 31 October 1944, which included the statement: ‘For countries like Italy, unity of action is a matter of both domestic and foreign policy. One of the most urgent present-day problems is to give organic and permanent form to the collaboration of Western democratic socialism with Soviet Russia.’ This, Politics averred, was ‘a shocking statement coming from the author of The Seed Beneath the Snow and the coiner of the phrase “Red Fascism.”’ To consider what Stalin had created in Russia, with its terror, forced labour camps, denial of liberty, etc., as ‘a variant of socialism is to strip the latter of any meaning.’ Politics did not include a reference to Orwell’s correction of this assessment of Silone. Later in 1946, Silone resigned from the editorship of Avanti. He explained his reasons in the French newspaper Combat on 18 July 1946. This was summarised and commented upon by George Woodcock in Freedom—through Anarchism, 10 August 1946; this article was reprinted in Politics, October 1946. Silone maintained that it was useless to fight monopoly in the economic order in the cause of socialism if socialists allowed totalitarian tendencies to dominate their own structures. Mass parties, he said, fall into the hands of ‘a few leaders, linked to each other by the solidarity of gangster chiefs towards the outside world.’

2. A. J. Cummings (1882–1957), a leading political commentator who had his own column in the News Chronicle, of which he was political editor and for whom he worked for thirty-five years. He had, in particular, reported the ‘Moscow trials’ of a number of British engineers employed by Metropolitan-Vickers who were working in the USSR. They were charged in 1933 with military and political sabotage. All but one were found guilty. Only two were imprisoned, and they were released shortly afterwards. Cummings professed himself ‘on the whole satisfied that [the trial] was correctly conducted,’ according to Malcolm Muggeridge (The Thirties, 207).

3. This item was not used in Politics.

2892. ‘Books v. Cigarettes’

1. Orwell’s books at his death are listed at 3734. There are (excluding the Quarterly Review), 524 titles, of which 131 cannot certainly be attributed as his, leaving 393 that are definitely Orwell’s. Some titles have more than one volume. Arithmetic was not Orwell’s forte (see CW, V, 230). The totals should be £82 18s 6d and £165 17s.

2. Joyce A. Sharpey-Shafer (possibly related to the Professor of Physiology, Edinburgh University, b.1850) took up Orwell’s invitation to correct his figures in an unpublished letter dated 11 February 1946. She had found that she could not buy the books she wished to read at the low secondhand prices he quoted, and the average reader did not receive review and complimentary copies. Further, although women and children ‘don’t appear to need beer and cigarettes as much as men,’ did that mean he implied they did not need books either? Even as a non-smoker and non-drinker, she found indulging in books a very expensive hobby. She also commented on his suggestion in ‘The Cost of Radio Programmes’ (see 2887) that a special wavelength be devoted to ‘highbrow’ radio programmes. This, she wrote, was ‘horribly smug,’ because it would appeal to only a minority. She read Orwell’s articles ‘with great pleasure, but I think you have a wrong idea of what the average citizen of to-day has to spend on him or herself.’

3. An abridged version of this article was published in English Digest, May 1946.

2893. Michael Foot to Orwell

1. For Michael Foot, see 2725, n. 5.

2. Information provided by Karl Schnetzler in Munich in a letter to Ian Angus, 14 June 1967.

2894. ‘The Moon Under Water’

1. A public house called the ‘Moon under Water’ opened in Leicester Square, London, in the 1990s. It should not be confused with Orwell’s ideal pub—and the barmen had not heard of George Orwell when the editor made inquiries. A pub at 423 Lordship Lane, Tottenham, London N.22, was also for a time called the ‘Moon under Water.’ It has since (in 1995) been renamed ‘The Poacher’s’, but still retains on its signboard a portrait of Orwell. (Information from Trevor Sargeant.)

2. One response was found among Orwell’s collection of pamphlets. It was from a self-styled Yorkshire exile, a civil servant, who thought the Mason’s Arms, Maddox St., London W. 1 would suit Orwell. This pub still survives, though now rather prettified.

2895. Review of The Democrat at the Supper Table by Colm Brogan

1. For a sentence or two cut from this review by The Observer, see letter to Rogers, 2896.

2896. To the Reverend Henry Rogers

1. Monsignor Ronald Arbuthnot Knox (1888–1957), classical and Biblical scholar, Catholic apologist, prolific writer and wit. He became a Catholic convert and priest in 1917, after having been a clergyman of the Church of England. The Very Reverend Cyril Alington (1872–1955), scholar, writer, headmaster of several schools and, from 1916 to 1933, of Eton (when Orwell was there).

2897. To Arthur Koestler

1. See 2836, n. 1.

2899. To Dwight Macdonald

1. Victor Serge (pseudonym of Viktor Kilbat chiche; 1890–1947), Russian by parentage, Belgian by birth, French by adoption; revolutionary, prolific writer, and a leading intellectual associated with the Russian Revolution. He edited the individualist anarchist weekly Anarchire in Paris, but was imprisoned from 1912 to 1917 because of his political activities. When released, he took part in street demonstrations in Barcelona, but returned to France to enlist in the Russian army so that he might be repatriated in order to participate in the February/March 1917 revolution. He was interned instead and got to Russia only in 1919. He became a member of the organising committee of the Communist International and joined the Bolsheviks in the summer of 1919. He worked with the International Secretariat until 1921, when disillusionment and the Krondstadt incident of 1921 (see 3128, n. 4) led him to abandon politics for some months. He then worked in Berlin and Vienna for the Comintern as editor of the Communist International journal. In 1926 he returned to the Soviet Union and allied himself with Trotsky. Expelled from the party in 1928, he and his family suffered persecution until, in 1933, he was internally exiled to Orenburg. He was expelled from the Soviet Union in 1936 and went to France. He worked as Paris correspondent of the POUM during the Spanish civil war, and in 1941 settled in Mexico, where he died, impoverished. His score of books included polemic, history, memoirs, and novels, notably Villa Conquise. His The Case of Comrade Tulayev was published as a Penguin Modern Classic. His Memoirs did not appear (in French) until 1951; the English version, translated and edited by Peter Sedgwick, was published as Memoirs° of a Revolutionary 1901–1941 in 1963. Panaït Istrati, who wrote a preface for the French translation of Down and Out in Paris and London (La vache enragée, 1935), provided a preface for Serge’s Les hommes dans la prison (1930). Politics, Winter 1948, wrote warmly of Serge when announcing his death. He was praised for his integrity, his breadth of culture, and for struggling all his life ‘against monstrous social institutions without himself becoming a monster’ (56). (Much of this information supplied by David Cotterill.) See also 1046, n. 7.

2. It did not become more than an occasional publication; eight numbers were issued between 1945 and 1947.

2900. ‘Decline of the English Murder’

1. The Cleft Chin Murder by R. Alwyn Raymond.

2. See 2779 for Orwell’s review.

3. doodle-bugs, VI, and V2 were German flying bombs; for details see 2501, n. 1 and 2553, headnote.

2900A. To W. Wood, Secretary, Revolutionary Communist Party

1. Name taken from a copy of a letter Wood wrote to other possible signatories on 21 February. The document circulated with that letter included Orwell’s name as a signatory and those of H. G. Wells, Captain John Baird, M.P., Professor C. E. M. Joad, Arthur Koestler, Henry Sara, F. A. Ridley, Dr. C. A. Smith, A. A. Ballard, Paul Potts, and Julian Symons. The letter was probably addressed to Oscar Chapman, Swansea, whose signature has been written below the typed list of signatories at the end of the document. The Revolutionary Communist Party was a British Trotskyist Party. The date is derived from that on which Orwell signed the document.

2. ‘Nuremberg and the Moscow Trials’; the document follows.

2900B. To W. Wood, Secretary, Revolutionary Communist Party

1. For source of addressee, see 2900A, n. 1. This letter is dated but the date has been crossed through.

2. The names of Bartlett, Tawney, Spender, and McGovern have been ticked in ink and Eleanor Rathbone’s name crossed through, presumably in the office of the Revolutionary Communist Party. Also in ink, Julian Huxley (whose name is ticked) and Chris Pallis have been added at the foot of the page.

2902. To Sidney Billson, Peace Pledge Union

1. The words ‘for me to find time’ are typed twice in the letter. Since this is one of the letters at this time which has Orwell’s name typed below his signature, it is almost certainly the work of a secretary (see 2689, endnote). When he worked at the BBC and had his letters typed for him he often—perhaps almost always—wrote out what he wanted typed.

2. Sidney Billson, Secretary to the Peace Pledge Union, had written on 16 February asking Orwell if he would address the Central London Group of the PPU on ‘the trend in Russian policy,’ preferably on 5 April 1946. In the event, Commander Stephen King-Hall spoke on ‘Russia and the West’ at the Kingsway Hall. Meetings were given at lunch-time on the first Friday of the month, sponsored by the National Peace Council.

2903. To Dorothy Plowman

1. Dorothy Plowman (1887–1967), widow of Max Plowman (1883–1941), journalist and author who worked on The Adelphi, 1929–41, where he had met Orwell as a young contributor. He encouraged Orwell in his early writing and, with his wife, remained friends with him. In the summer of 1938 when Orwell was advised by his doctors to winter in a warm climate, L. H. Myers (1881–1944), a novelist, gave Dorothy Plowman £300 to enable him to do so. She had never told Orwell the source of the money, although he realised she had acted as an intermediary on behalf of someone else.

2. Sir Richard Rees, Bt. (1900–1970), painter, author, and critic whose writings include George Orwell: Fugitive from the Camp of Victory and Simone Weil. From 1930 to 1936 he edited The Adelphi and met Orwell as a young contributor. They remained close friends until Orwell’s death. Throughout the years Rees was constant in his devotion, help, and encouragement. See also 95.

3. He did write then; see 817.

4. Orwell reviewed Bridge into the Future: Letters of Max Plowman in the Manchester Evening News, 7 December 1944; see 2589.

5. Critical Essays.

6. Barnhill, Jura, where he and Richard went in late May 1946.

7. Rayner Heppenstall (1911–1981), novelist, poet, and critic whose works include The Blaze of Noon and Four Absentees, met Orwell in the spring of 1935 through Richard Rees and had remained friends with him.

8. At Wallington in Hertfordshire, where Orwell rented a cottage from 1936 to 1947.

9. The Plowmans’ son.

2906. ‘Words and Henry Miller’

1. The Cosmological Eye by Henry Miller.

2907. Correspondence following ‘Words and Henry Miller’

1. Rebecca West (1892–1983; DBE, 1958; C.Lit., 1968), novelist, critic, and essayist. Her real name was Cicily Isabel Andrews; her pen-name was taken from Ibsen’s heroine in Rosmersholm, a part she played in her early career as an actress. She was active in the suffragette movement, especially as a journalist. Her first novel, The Return of the Soldier (1918), highlighted the effects of shell-shock. Her first book was Henry James (1915), and she also wrote D. H. Lawrence (1930) and McLuhan and the Future of Literature (1969). But it is her novels for which she will be especially remembered, including The Judge (1922), Harriet Hume (1929), The Thinking Reed (1936), The Fountain Overflows (1957), and The Birds Fall Down (1966). Her continued concern with political affairs led to The Meaning of Treason (1949, on the trial of William Joyce) and The Vassall Affair (1963). See also 1094, n. 1.

2908. To Leonard Moore

1. Animal Farm was serialised in the Sydney Morning Herald on 9, 11, 12, 13, 14, and 15 February 1946.

2. David Low was the outstanding political cartoonist of his time. Though politically on the left, he worked for many years for the right-wing Evening Standard. Penguin Books published three influential collections of his cartoons during the war; see 2766, n. 1. In 1956 Secker & Warburg produced a trial issue of Animal Farm illustrated by John Driver, but it was abandoned. The Folio Society published an edition in 1984 illustrated by Quentin Blake. In 1995 Secker & Warburg published a Fiftieth Anniversary edition illustrated by Ralph Steadman.

3. J. F. Horrabin (1884–1962), left-wing journalist and illustrator who had worked and given talks for Orwell in the Overseas Service of the BBC; see 952, n. 1.

4. Animal Farm was reviewed, unsigned, in Time, 4 February 1946.

5. This would become Nineteen Eighty-Four.

2910. To F. Tennyson Jesse

1. Fryniwyd Marsh Tennyson Jesse (Mrs. H. M. Harwood; 1889–1958), novelist and journalist, also collaborated with her husband in writing plays and London Front: Letters to America, August 1939-July 1940 (London, 1940; New York, 1941) and While London Burns: Letters written to America July 1940-June 1941 (London, 1942).

2912. Yvonne Davet to Orwell

1. La Catalogne Libre (Gallimard, Paris, 1955); republished as Hommage à la Catalogne (Editions Champ Libre, Paris, 1984). Yvonne Davet’s translation, among other changes requested by Orwell, transfers two chapters to the end of the book as appendixes, something not accomplished in English-language editions until 1986; see Textual Note to CW, VI, 251–53. She began the translation in the summer of 1938 and by 11 September Orwell had corrected the first six chapters.

2. Sylvia Beach (1887–1962) was a minister’s daughter from New Jersey; Woodrow Wilson and his family attended her father’s church. She ran her bookshop, Shakespeare and Company, in Paris for twenty years, published the first edition of James Joyce’s Ulysses in 1922, and wrote her memoir, Shakespeare and Company (1959). When the Germans occupied Paris she behaved with remarkable courage. She refused to flee, protected her Jewish friend, and kept her shop open until threatened with the confiscation of its contents; she then cleared everything, books and fittings, in two hours. She was interned for six months. Although she lived in Paris until she died, she did not reopen her bookshop. See Toby Allan, An American in Paris (1977), especially 70–71, 81–3, 197–99 (which includes good illustrations of Sylvia Beach with James Joyce at Shakespeare and Company).

2913. To Yvonne Davet

1. Orwell was back in London after his visit to the Continent on 24 May 1945. Since Madame Davet returned to Paris only ‘a few months ago,’ it is unlikely that they would have been there at the same time.

2. For Georges Kopp, see 359, n. 2 and 535, n. 1.

2915. To Roger Senhouse

1. These corrections were made in the second edition of Critical Essays, May 1946, but did not appear in the U.S. edition (Dickens, Dali and Others).

2916. To Arthur Koestler

1. See 2836, n. 1. Koestler wrote to Orwell on 12June 1946 enclosing ‘a few copies of our draft which I had at last roneoed.’ He said he had heard a rumour that Animal Farm was to be a Book of the Month Club choice.

2918. To Anne Popham

1. Anne Popham studied the history of art and later joined the staff of the Arts Council. She married Virginia Woolf’s nephew, Quentin Bell, in 1952 and, as Anne Olivier Bell, edited Virginia Woolf’s Diaries 1915–41 with Andrew McNeillie (5 vols., 1977–85). In 1946 she had a flat on the floor below Orwell’s. She described the meeting referred to in this letter (dated somewhat later by Crick, 484–85), Orwell’s proposal, his wish to exchange letters with her when she returned to Germany (where she worked for the Control Commission), and her sense of unease, in Remembering Orwell, 165–67. She concludes: ‘I was never at ease with him. He was more than a dozen years older than me. My field was the visual arts. My knowledge and understanding of literature and politics was superficial, if willing, and I felt considerable awe and respect for someone so committed to both, though I didn’t find his person or his personality attractive. But his letters to me are, I think, very moving, interesting, and illuminating about his state of mind and feeling at that period.’ For the first such letter, see 2931.

2919. To Arthur Koestler

1. Joseph Czapski (1896–?), wrote to Orwell on 11 December 1945 at the suggestion of ‘mon ami Poznanski’ because he thought Orwell could find an English publisher for his pamphlet (a quite sizeable booklet) Souvenirs de Starobielsk. This had originally been published in Polish as Wspomnienia Slarobielskia in 1944; Italian and French translations followed in 1945. Czapski, a Polish painter and author, but born in Prague, studied in St. Petersburg, 1912–17, and witnessed the Russian Revolution; in 1920 he returned to Poland and from 1924 to 1931 he studied and worked as a painter in Paris, being shown there and in Geneva. He fought with the 8th Polish Lancers against the Germans and then the Russians in 1939, and was taken prisoner by the Soviets. He was one of 78 of nearly 4,000 prisoners at Starobielsk prison camp transferred to a prison camp at Gryazovets. He spent twenty-three months in these camps. When the Germans invaded Russia, he was allowed to join other Polish prisoners, many of whom had suffered terrible privations, in a Polish Army under General Anders to fight the Germans. Anders commissioned him to try to discover what had happened to prisoners at Starobielsk and Kozelsk. He spent a year on this with no success. He later graphically described how the news of what had been perpetrated was given to Colonel, later General, Berling, who commanded Polish forces in Russia after Anders. When Berling was told by Beria, head of the Secret Police, and Mierkulov that the Poles, whatever their politics, could serve in this army, Berling said, ‘We have an excellent nucleus for this army in the camps of Starobielsk and Kozelsk,’ Mierkulov replied, ‘No, not those men. In dealing with them we have been guilty of a gross error (bolshuyu oshibku).’ Czapski so advised Anders, realising that ‘gross error’ meant the massacre of these men. Anders, after some reflection, said, as if to himself, ‘I think of them all as comrades and friends whom we have lost in action’ (Joseph Czapski, The Inhuman Land, 1951, 163–64). Czapski died at Maisons Lafitte, France. See also 2956, endnote. It is known that some 15,700 Poles were murdered by the Russians at Katyn and other camps (Czapski’s figures, Souvenirs de Starobielsk, 1945, 18). A further 7,000 from camps in the Komi Republic were packed into barges which were deliberately sunk in the White Sea, causing their deaths by drowning (The Inhuman Land, 35–36).

2. Orwell went to Paris as a war correspondent on 15 February 1945. He must have met Czapski shortly afterwards, for there can be little doubt that he was the source of the change to the text of Animal Farm which Orwell sent to Senhouse on 17 March; see n. 3 below.

3. On 17 March 1945, Orwell wrote to Roger Senhouse (see 2635) about a late alteration he wished to be made to Animal Farm: ‘… when the windmill is blown up, I wrote “all the animals including Napoleon flung themselves on their faces.” I would like to alter it to “all the animals except Napoleon.” If the book has been printed it’s not worth bothering about, but I just thought the alteration would be fair to J[oseph]. S[talin]., as he did stay in Moscow during the German advance.’ The reference to Stalin staying in Moscow here and in his letter to Koestler link this alteration closely with Orwell’s meeting with Czapski. For the passage in Animal Farm, see CW, VIII, 69, line 22. Orwell explains in this letter to Koestler what convinced him that Czapski was trustworthy; Koestler had accepted Czapski’s reliability because he had been vouched for in a letter ‘from von Ranke, former commisar° of the Thaelmann Brigade in Spain.’ (Orwell had probably known von Ranke under the name Moritz.) The Thaelmann Brigade, composed of German Communists, was named after Ernst Thaelmann (1886–1944), leader of the Communists in Germany in the late 1920s. He was imprisoned in a concentration camp in Germany at the time of the Spanish civil war and was murdered there in 1944.

4. Orwell and Koestler were unsuccessful. Despite the booklet’s having what Czapski called ‘une certaine actualité’ in the light of what was being presented in evidence at the Nuremberg Trial of War Criminals, Souvenirs de Starobielsk was not then translated into English and has never been published in Britain. The massacres of Poles at Katyn and other camps by the Russians remained officially attributed to the Nazis until very recently, Western governments deliberately conniving at this deception; see 2956.

2920. Arthur Koestler to Orwell

1. Orwell had sent his copy to the Freedom Press; see 2919. His collection of pamphlets in the British Library (1899 ss 1–21, 23–47) has two copies (boxes 23 and 47), perhaps Orwell’s own and Koestler’s. The British Library does not have a copy in its main collection, but the London Library catalogued its copy on 30 July 1945.

2. A. D. Peters, the literary agent.

3. Desmond MacCarthy (1878–1952; Kt., 1951), critic and essayist, was literary editor and dramatic critic of the New Statesman and from 1928 until his death wrote each week for the Sunday Times. (Margaret) Storm Jameson (1897–1986), author of forty-eight novels, an autobiography (Journey from the North, 1969–70), and non-fiction—notably Parthian Words (1971), on the sorry state of the novel. She read English at Leeds University and was the first of its graduates to be awarded a first-class degree in English. Of her novels, Cousin Honoré (1940), is generally the best regarded, but her work is too often undervalued. She did much to help refugee writers, which resulted in her being elected President of the English Centre of PEN throughout World War II (see her book The Writer’s Situation, 1947, 1950).

4. PEN, ‘Poets, Playwrights, Editors, Essayists, Novelists,’ is an international association founded 1921 to foster friendship among writers and to defend freedom of expression.

2921. To Leonard Moore

1. These would be for translations of Animal Farm, but it is not known for which. A Portuguese translation was published in February 1946—the first translation to be published—and a Swedish translation on 8 March 1946 (at 4:25 p.m.!); contracts for these should already have been signed. The next two translations to be published were the Norwegian and German (published in Switzerland), both in October 1946; of course, publication dates may not have followed the order of the signing of contracts. The contracts could not refer to the French translation or Orwell would have known the publisher’s name from the contract. This was published by Pathé, 15 October 1947, and translated by Sophie Dévil.

2922. Review of We Who Teach by Jacques Barzun

1. ‘such subjects’ was set as ‘such subjects such,’ which looks more like a compositor’s repetition than Orwell’s intention.

2. This review was illustrated by a rather large picture showing ‘A modern rural school in America.’

2926. To Fredric Warburg

1. For Victor Serge, see 2899, n. 1; for a summary of the interchange of letters, see 2928.

2. Item 2 of Orwell’s letter has had the words ‘fairly short time’ underlined in Warburg’s office and a cross has been marked in the margin at this point; a question mark has been written in the margin against item 4.

3. The word was printed as ‘cert’—without a full-point; the correction was made in the second impression.

2929. To the Secretary, Freedom Defence Committee (George Woodcock)

1. Gunner L. J. Nichols wished to marry a German woman, Ilse Probst. (Orwell corrected the statement he gives here in a letter to Woodcock on 20 March; see 2936.) He was demobilised on 19 June, and the Home Office then wrote to the Freedom Defence Committee to say that he was free to marry Fraulein Probst. It was up to Nichols to provide a statement saying he wished to marry, and she should then apply for an exit permit.

2930. Classics reviewed: The Martyrdom of Man

1. William Winwood Reade (1838–1875), described by Sir Paul Harvey as a ‘traveller, novelist, and controversialist,’ was the novelist Charles Reade’s nephew. He explored West and South-West Africa and was a special correspondent for The Times during the Ashanti War. Among his other books are The Veil of Isis: or The Mysteries of the Druids (1861), Savage Africa (1863), The African Sketch-Book (1873), and The Outcast (1875, 1933). Orwell (or the compositor) spelled his name ‘Windwood.’

2931. To Anne Popham

1. Anne Popham (see 2918, n. 1) was working in Germany with the Control Commission; see Crick, 484–86; Shelden 440–41; U.S.: 403–05.

2. A Biro; see 2904.

3. See 2954.

4. He had been killed serving in the RAF (Crick, 485).

2932. To Arthur Koestler

1. Francis A. Henson (d. 1963), one of the International Rescue and Relief Committee’s representatives in Europe. In 1949 he was Education Director of the United Automobile Workers; see 2948.

2. The letterhead indicates that the committee was registered with the President’s War Relief Control Board. The Honorary Chairman was Charles A. Beard and the Chairman was L. Hollingsworth Wood; the Executive Secretary was Sheba Strunsky. The national committee included among its members, Stuart Chase, John Dewey, Reinhold Niebuhr, John Dos Passos, Victor Reuther, Upton Sinclair, and Dorothy Thompson.

3. Union for Democratic Action.

4. This was the meeting Bertrand Russell had suggested in connection with the organisation which Orwell had outlined in draft to Koestler, 2 January 1946; see 2836. Easter Sunday in 1946 fell on 21 April. Although Koestler in his reply of 19 March said that he had booked rooms, the conference, owing to a number of difficulties, did not take place.

5. Bertram David Wolfe (1895–1977), American scholar and left-wing writer. His books include The Trotsky Opposition (1928), Diego Rivera, His Life and Times (1939), and Three Who Made a Revolution (on Lenin, Trotsky, and Stalin) (1948, later published by Penguin Books). Orwell had a copy of Wolfe’s pamphlet The Civil War in Spain (Workers’ Age Publications, 1937) in his collection of pamphlets; see Crick, 633–34.

6. Bert Jolis has not been identified.

7. When he replied to Orwell on 19 March, Koestler invited him to stay with him at Bwlch Ocyn, Manod, Blaenau Ffestiniog, North Wales.

2933. Dwight Macdonald to Orwell

1. The cutting has not been traced.

2. Orwell did not write ‘An American Reverie.’

3. ‘The Prevention of Literature,’ Polemic, January 1946; see 2792.

4. The Canadian airman who Orwell told Macdonald was going to look him up; see 2839.

5. ‘Catastrophic Gradualism,’ CW Review, November 1945; see 2778. It was reprinted in Politics, September 1946.

6. Published in Politics, April and July 1946, and then, with an earlier essay, ‘The Responsibility of Peoples’ (Politics, March 1945) in a book titled The Root Is Man in 1953.

2934. To Leonard Moore

1. M. d’Harcourt had been put forward as a translator of Orwell’s work (see 2921). Christy & Moore wrote to him, on 21 March. He did not translate anything of Orwell’s in Orwell’s lifetime. It is a little surprising that Orwell should have shown such interest in keeping d’Harcourt’s name on file given that Madame Davet was anxious for work and had translated for him; see 2945.

2935. To Alan Moray Williams

1. For Moray Williams, see 2841, n. 2.

2936. To the Secretary, Freedom Defence Committee (George Woodcock)

1. See 2929.

2. See 2946.

2937. John Middleton Murry to Orwell

1. Orwell had made more than forty contributions to The Adelphi between 1930 and 1941.

2. It is inconceivable that Orwell failed to reply to this letter, even though his plans (in particular his wish to stop journalism in order to concentrate on writing Nineteen Eighty-Four) might have led to his saying ‘no’ to Murry. However, no reply to this letter has been traced. He did contribute one more review to the many he had written for The Adelphi: of Great Morning by Osbert Sitwell, July–September 1948 (see 3418), and he arranged to meet Murry on 24 April 1946 (see 2971).

2939. ‘The Voyage of the “Beagle”’

1. Charles Darwin and the Voyage of the ‘Beagle.’ Edited with an introduction by Nora Barlow. (Pilot Press, 15s.)

2940. In Front of Your Nose

1. Roger Charles Tichborne (1829–1854), heir to a large estate in Hampshire, was lost at sea in 1854. His mother refused to accept that her son was dead and, when she learned that a butcher working in Wagga Wagga, Australia, claimed to be the heir, she recognised his claim. This led to a trial in 1871–72, marked by conflicting evidence, which resulted in his being declared an impostor. His true identity was said to be Arthur Orton, of Wapping (a dockland area of London). In 1874 he was found guilty of perjury and imprisoned. He was released in 1884 and died a pauper in 1898. At first he won great popular support, but eventually became, literally, a ‘music-hall joke.’ Harry Relph (1867–1928), a music-hall comedian, was required to change his stage name and called himself ‘Little Tich,’ a nickname he had been given as a child owing to his facial likeness to Orton, but being diminutive in size, this led to the word ‘tich,’ for a small person, being introduced into the language.

2941. To Arthur Koestler

1. Mallory Browne was then the London editor of the Christian Science Monitor. On 22 October 1944 he contributed ‘The New Order in France’ to The Observer.

2942. To Leonard Moore

1. Les Cahiers Socialistes; see 2914.

2. Nineteen Eighty-Four. Orwell did not start work on the novel in earnest until he stayed at Barnhill, Jura, in the summer of this year; see his letter to George Woodcock, 12 August 1946, 3048.

2945. To Leonard Moore

1. See 2912, n. 1.

2. For Madame Davet’s letter of 22 March, see 2949.

3. Orwell had completely forgotten that he had read sections of this translation. The article was ‘Eye-Witness in Barcelona,’ August 1937; see 382.

2947. To Leonard Moore

1. Someone in Moore’s office has underlined ‘position’ and written in the margin ‘Fontaine have declined the vol rights & so have Heinemann & Zsolnay.° May I please have instructions.’ Critical Essays was sent to Aux Portes de France; see 2964, n. 1. ‘Zsolnay’ should be Szolnay.

2. Probably ‘The Emperor’s New Clothes,’ broadcast 18 November 1943; see 2361.

2949. Yvonne Davet to Orwell

1. In discussion with the editor in 1982, Madame Davet (whose memory was a trifle uncertain) said that she had had to escape to the south of France from Paris: she most certainly said she spent the war in France. However, she had clearly suffered privation and been in danger; her son did not return home after the fall of France, nor did she again see her husband (from whom she had separated just before the war). It is probable that ‘away from France’ (‘hors de France’) should be ‘away from Paris’ (‘hors de Paris).’

2950. To Yvonne Davet

1. Orwell added no accents to this letter.

2951. Review of The Secret Dream by J. B. Priestley; Selected Stories by Norah Hoult; Selected Stories by Fred Urquhart; Selected Stories by John Brophy

1. Fred Urquhart (1912–96) was literary editor of Tribune in 1946. He had published a full-length novel before the war (Time Will Knit, 1938). The novel, referred to here could be what is, perhaps, his best novel, Jezebel’s Dust (1951).

2952. Review of Acton: The Formative Years by David Mathew

1. From 1581, Oxford University required those who matriculated to assent to the Thirty-Nine Articles of the Church of England; Cambridge University allowed those who did not assent to be educated there but, from 1616, they might not take a degree. This effectively debarred Roman Catholics, Dissenters, and Jews from Oxford and Cambridge until the abolition of this requirement following the passing of the Universities Tests Act, 1871. Two new universities were founded in England just before Acton (1834–1902) was born. One, Durham, applied religious tests; the other, London (University College), did not, so Acton, had he wished to remain in England, could have attended that very young institution.

2. After the ignominious defeat of a British force of some 600 men by the Boers under Commandant-General Petrus Joubert at Majuba Hill in February 1881, a settlement was reached between British and Transvaalers in August 1881 (the ‘Pretoria Convention’). This recognised the Boers’ right to self-government in the Transvaal subject to the suzerainty of Queen Victoria. The convention proved abhorrent to the British of South Africa. It held until the discovery of gold on the Witwatersrand six years later.

2953. The Voyage of the ‘Beagle’

1. in ] at

2. Typescript originally read: May I ask, Professor Huxley, whether it is upon your mother’s or your father’s side.

3. My voice … of 23, ] Typed (using a machine different from that used for the rest of the script) on a slip pasted over the Widow’s original speech.

4. at ] editorial addition

5. It is typical of ] crossed through erroneously

6. at once ] a manner which is both

7. you can feel the eagerness ] the eagerness you can feel

8. crustata rather written in margin

9. Robert Fitzroy?—] He was

10. Charles ] Darwin (and in next sentence)

11. It’s not known. ] Ah, that’s a large question. When you consider the structure of the rocks … But my geology was rather scamped at Edinburgh, to tell you the truth.

12. as if] with no more consideration than if

13. it’s not only physical cruelty ] I’m not so much concerned with physical cruelty as with the degradation of character that slavery brings with it. Let me tell you something that happened to me yesterday. It was a small thing, and yet it shocked me to the heart.

14. yesterday ] Not crossed out in passage given in n. 13 and marked to be transferred here

15. listen ] now let me tell you an experience of my own

16. him ] Charles, if he chose,

17. These ] A society of

18. yet they live in rough, mud-floored farm-houses and eat ] but live in rough, mud-floored farm-houses where master and servants all sit down before a huge lump of roast beef

19. bolas, ] bolas. The bolas is

20. has ] differs only in having

21. Promethean ] Lucifer

22. pay ] give

23. journeyed ] made many expeditions

24. with ] Editorial addition; a space was allowed in the typescript but the sense was left incomplete.

25. An incomplete sentence, with space allowed for omitted words, precedes For: Darwin never mind telling stories which made him look ridiculous.

26. I have not yet seen … isn’t it? ] (Fade) / 83. NARRATOR: However, the Tierra del Fuegians were comparatively well off when they had shellfish and berries. Darwin did not actually discover that they ate mud, as earlier travellers had reported, but he discovered that they ate other things which would be almost worse from a European point of view. He had the facts from several sources, including one of the English-speaking Fuegians. / 84. DARWIN: Fitzroy, do you see that dreadful-looking stuff these men are carrying. It’s some kind of blubber, isn’t it?

27. come ] cast

28. Eh? and Well ] Handwritten additions to Darwin’s speech; they are not given to Fitzroy in the typescript, but that must be the intention.

29. you ] Omitted from typescript, probably by the copy-typist when inserting a fresh sheet of paper.

30. very strange to you ] to you very strange

31. four ] found; but the calculation is closer to five in a twenty-four-hour period.

32. His last word on Brazil is: “I thank God that ] “I thank God,” he added, “that

33. And he began to look forward to the ] He had immensely enjoyed the voyage, but he was also unaffectedly glad to be home again and to see the

34. Charles’s ] Darwin’s

35. had also completed ] Crossed out in typescript, presumably erroneously

36. the ] cap T written over lower-case t.

37. Letters ] letter

38. confirms that have ] says that has

39. There is a large caret after Really? but nothing has been added.

40. general direction of man’s thoughts. ] whole outlook of man.

2954. ‘British Cookery’

1. Geoffrey Belton Cobb (1892–1971), novelist specialising in detective stories and books for boys. He contributed to such publications as Chatterbox and The Boys All-Round Book, and wrote plays for the BBC. He was a member of PEN Club.

2. ‘and sugar’ has been ringed by the annotator, presumably Sykes, perhaps querying the addition of sugar. This might have been because sugar was rationed or out of deference to the Scottish custom of adding salt, not sugar.

3. Marginal comment: ‘rather strong!’; an interlinear annotation suggests that one spoonful of tea for each person is intended, not one per cup. However, in ‘A Nice Cup of Tea’ (see 2857), Orwell says, ‘Fourthly, the tea should be strong. For a pot holding a quart, if you are going to fill it nearly to the brim, six heaped teaspoons would be about right,’ though he appreciated that because tea was then rationed that ideal could not always be realised. Two quarts is roughly six cups—thus, one teaspoon per cup. When Julian Symons visited Orwell in University College Hospital in 1949, Orwell told him, ‘I like Ceylon tea, very strong’ (Crick, 578).

4. Marginal comment: ‘Scotch broth is a staple diet.’

fn1 See recipes at end [Orwell’s footnote].

5. Marginal note: ‘Herrings covered in oatmeal and fried.’

6. ‘not outstandingly good’ is underlined and in the margin is written, ‘Disagree!’

fn2 See recipes at end.

7. In the margin, against the first sentence of this paragraph, is an emphatically written ‘No!’; below that is written, ‘rice can be superb!’

fn3 See recipes at end.

8. ‘nearly always better as a manufactured product’ is underlined and in the margin is written, ‘shame!’

9. Against this list is written in the margin, ‘gooseberry tart?’

10. This recipe has written against it, ‘Bad recipe!’ The comments made state, ‘too much sugar & water,’ and ‘no’ is written against the use of sweet oranges and lemons, and against the instruction to halve the fruit, squeeze out the juice, and remove some of the pith. There is a note against the last instruction, ‘use it all!’

11. Orwell has omitted to mix in the chopped almonds.

2955. To Arthur Koestler

1. International Rescue and Relief Committee; see 2956.

2. Jennie Lee (1904–1988; Baroness Lee of Ashridge, 1970), Member of Parliament, on the left wing of the Labour Party, 1929–31,1945–70. In 1965 she became Joint Parliamentary Under-secretary of State, Department of Education and Science, Britain’s first ‘Minister for the Arts.’ She was married to Aneurin Bevan. Michael Foot (1913–), politician, writer, and journalist, for much of his life on the extreme left of the Labour Party, was M.P. for Devonport, 1945–55; for Ebbw Vale, 1960–92, the constituency once held by Aneurin Bevan, whose friend he was and whose biography he wrote (2 vols., 1962, 1973). For Tribune he was assistant editor, 1937–38; Managing Director, 1945–74; editor, 1948–52, 1955–60; among other journalistic appointments he was political columnist for the Daily Herald, 1944–64. He was also Leader of the Labour Party (in Opposition), 1980–83. His many books include Guilty Men (with Frank Owen and Peter Howard, 1940), Brendan and Beverley (1944), Guilty Men 1957: Suez and Cyprus (with Mervyn Jones, 1957), The Pen and the Sword (1957), The Politics of Paradise (1988).

3. John Randal Baker (1900–1984), Reader in Cytology, Oxford University, 1955–67; joint editor of the Journal of Microscopical Science, 1946–64; Professorial Fellow, New College Oxford, 1964–67. He received the Oliver Bird Medal for researches into chemical contraception in 1958. His books include The Scientific Life (1942), Science and the Planned State (1945), Principles of Biological Microtechnique (1958), and Race (1974). Orwell wrote to Baker, who replied on 10 April 1946 suggesting that, ‘as our opinions seem to be similar,’ they should try to meet in Oxford. For Orwell’s reference to ‘Bakerism,’ see 2377, n. 2.

4. Hugh (Humphrey) Slater (1905–1958), painter, author, political journalist, and ex-Communist, fought for the Republicans in Spain (see 737, n. 1). He edited Polemic, 1945–47, a magazine of philosophy, psychology, and aesthetics, for which Orwell was writing five long essays.

5. Conrad Hal Waddington (1905–1975) was Buchanan Professor of Animal Genetics, University of Edinburgh. His publications include Organisation and Genes (1940), The Scientific Attitude (1941), Principles of Embryology (1956), The Ethical Animal (1960). He also wrote ‘Science and Wisdom’ for the series ‘The World in 1984,’ The New Scientist, 1964. Orwell, while at the BBC, engaged him to broadcast talks to India; see 993, n. 1.

6. The Modem Quarterly, founded 1938, aimed at contributing to a realistic, social revaluation of the arts and sciences, devoting special attention to studies based upon the materialistic interpretation of the universe. It lapsed during the war and was revived in December 1945, with Dr. John Lewis as editor. Marxist in outlook, with many eminent scientists as contributors, it attacked, among other things, what it called “persistent attempts to confuse moral issues,” for example, Orwell’s “sophistries” in “Notes on Nationalism” in Polemic (2668).

2957. Introduction to The Position of Peggy Harper

1. Graham Greene (1904–1991) joined the staff of The Times in 1926, on coming down from Oxford and worked there until 1930. He worked at the Foreign Office, 1941–1944, and then became a director of Eyre & Spottiswoode and later of Bodley Head. By 1946 he had already written several of his best-known books and ‘entertainments’: Stamboul Train (1932), A Gun for Sale (1936), Brighton Rock (1938), The Confidential Agent (1939), The Power and the Glory (1940), and The Ministry of Fear (1943). The last title might have influenced Orwell in writing Nineteen Eighty-Four.

fn1 The American uniform edition was issued by Messrs. E. P. Dutton, who also issued a limited edition. [Orwell’s Footnote.]

2. It is not known whether Orwell wrote this biographical note.

2960. Review of The Revolution in Warfare by B. H. Liddell Hart

1. See ‘As I Please’, 33, 14 July 1944, 2507; this, published coincidentally on the day Orwell was himself bombed out of his flat in Mortimer Street, discusses the systematic bombing of civilians, especially in the light of ‘Vera Brittain’s anti-bombing pamphlet.’

2962. Review of Letters from John Chinaman and Other Essays by G. Lowes Dickinson; The Englishman’s Country edited by W. J. Turner

1. W. J. Turner was editor of the Britain in Pictures volume for which Orwell wrote the text, The English People (inconsistently advertised on the back cover of that volume as The British People). The Englishman’s Country was in the Guinea Books series of Britain in Pictures. These were omnibus volumes containing the texts of six volumes in the ordinary series and a full selection of illustrations (usually 48 in colour and some 150 in black and white).

2963. To Yvonne Davet

1. See 2848 and 2950.

2. Three publishers were tried: see 2947, n. 1.

3. Presumably the photograph reproduced as plate 69 in The World of George Orwell, edited by Miriam Gross (1971).

2964. To Leonard Moore

1. Reynal & Hitchcock were the U.S. publishers of Critical Essays (as Dickens, Dali & Others). In his reply of 11 April, Moore said there wasn’t ‘any sort of quarrel’ between the two publishers, and he explained the nature of the options open to them. Moore also expressed nervousness at having translators work on books before publication had been agreed. Critical Essays had been declined by Heinemann & Szolnay and was with Aux Portes de France; see 2947. No answer had been received from Nagel about Inside the Whale.

2965. To Inez Holden

1. A gossip column.

2. For details of Orwell’s move to Jura, see 2943.

3. Karl Schnetzler, for whom Orwell, through Michael Foot, M.P., had interceded in his attempt to go to Germany; see 2893.

2966. To Philip Rahv

1. The article appeared in Time, 4 February 1946, and was prompted by the publication of Animal Farm in England. Publication in the United States was more than six months later.

2. Animal Farm.

3. Louis Aragon (1897–1983), novelist, poet, journalist, and Communist activist, was a leading figure in the Surrealist school; see his first volume of poems, Feu de Joie (1920), and his first novel Le Paysan de Paris (1926; English translation, The Night-Walker, 1950). He became a Communist following a visit to Russia in 1930 and he edited the Communist weekly Les Lettres Françaises, 1953–72.

4. ‘time’ is a conjectural insertion; presumably Orwell refers to being in France ‘a year ago’ when working as a correspondent for The Observer and the Manchester Evening News.

5. ‘Second Thoughts on James Burnham,’ Polemic, 3, May 1946; see 2989.

2967. To Roy Campbell

1. Roy Campbell (1901–1957), South African poet. His flamboyant nature expressed itself in his way of life and in his writing. He was for a time a professional bullfighter in the South of France; his outspoken views expressed in Voorslag, a journal he co-edited, led to his leaving South Africa; he fought on Franco’s side in the Spanish civil war, was wounded, yet enlisted to fight in World War II, but was invalided out. His satires, Wayzgoose (1928) and The Georgiad (1931) were well received, if not by their victims (the South African establishment and the Georgian-style literary world). He also wrote on the philosophy and technique of bullfighting in Taurine Provence (1932), on Portugal (the country in which he was killed in a car crash), and made a critical study of Lorca’s poetry. He was a skilled translator.

2. This postscript appears only on the top copy of Campbell’s letter; the carbon copy, which is in the BBC Archive, shows no evidence of this addition. Although few letters have such postscripts which are unnoted on copy-letters, the fact that an original may differ from a copy has always to be borne in mind, especially when the record of Orwell’s BBC career relies so much upon carbon copies.

3. Broadcasting House.

2968. Review of The Ingoldsby Legends by R. H. Barham

1. Orwell’s essay is illustrated by one of Leech’s drawings for ‘The Jackdaw of Rheims’: ‘That’s Him!’ cry the monks when they see the thieving jackdaw.

2969. Ihor Szewczenko to Orwell

1. Ihor Szewczenko was, in April 1946, commuting between Munich (where his then wife and mother-in-law, both Soviet-Ukrainian refugees, and he lived) and Quackenbrück in the British Zone of Germany, where a daily newspaper for the Second Polish, the Maczek, Division was published. Szewczenko, who was then twenty-five, had been ‘found’ after the war by one of its editors, André de Vincenz (a school friend from Warsaw), and, though Ukrainian, given work on the newspaper. He was engaged to survey the British Press and paid particular attention to Tribune (picking out ‘As I Please’). Another editor, Konstanty (‘Kot’) Jeleński, put him in touch, through his mother, with Orwell in order that he might ask permission to publish the Ukrainian translation of Animal Farm, upon which he worked every day after lunch in Quackenbrück and in the evenings in Munich. See Orwell’s letters to Szewczenko, 13 and 21 March 1947,3187 and 3197. Szewczenko later emigrated to the United States (where he modified the spelling of his surname to Ševčenko) and became Professor of Byzantine Studies at Harvard. The information upon which this note and details of K. Jeleński and Mme Jeleńska are based was provided by Professor Ševčenko, 13 August 1992, who also kindly gave permission to publish this letter, explaining that his English was self-taught (assisted by the BBC’s ‘English by Radio’ programme).

2. Konstanty A. Jeleński was the son of a Polish diplomat. In April 1946 he held the rank of lieutenant. He was familiar with the English literary scene and later achieved some prominence in Paris, where he contributed to Épreuves and the important Polish monthly Kultura, which published four of Orwell’s articles in Polish. The first three were translated by Teresa Jeleńska (see n. 3) and the fourth by Teresa Skórzewska all ‘with the author’s authority.’ Kutura, 4, 1948, published ‘England Your England’ from The Lion and the Unicorn (referred to in Polish as ‘The Lion and the Rhinoceros’). The first two paragraphs of section one and the last part of section five were omitted; in section three, paragraph eight, ‘Churchill’ has been erroneously substituted for ‘Chamberlain’ in the first sentence. Kultura, 5, 1948, published ‘The Prevention of Literature’ (from the Polemic text) but omitted the last two sentences of the penultimate paragraph. Kultura, 9–10, 1948, published ‘Raffles and Miss Blandish,’ omitting the Larwood reference, four examples of American slang, three sporting idioms, and sixteen sentences after Orwell’s reference to his first reading D. H. Lawrence to just before the allusion to Lincoln. Kultura, 1/27, 1950, published ‘The Art of Donald McGill,’ omitting ten sentences at various points. In Kultura, 4/30, April/May 1950, Wiktor Weintraub (who had reviewed The English People in Kultura, 2–3, 1947, 165–66, in an article on contemporary English writing) made Orwell the lead subject of ‘Kronika kulturalna’ (87–92). No correspondence with Orwell about these translations, nor the giving of his authorisation, has been traced. Jeleński and Szewczenko became close friends; Jeleński died about 1989.

3. Mme Teresa Jeleńska, Konstanty Jeleński’s mother, was the intermediary who on Szewczenko’s behalf broached with Orwell the possibility of the publication of a Ukrainian translation. No correspondence between her and Orwell has been traced. Professor Ševčenko explained in his letter to the editor, 13 August 1992, how it came about that a Polish diplomat’s wife came to sponsor a Ukrainian translation of Animal Farm, apart from her position as ‘grande dame’ in Italo-English literary circles and her connections with Orwell: ‘Those post-war days … combined with the Soviet domination of Poland, witnessed a rapprochement between left-wing or liberal Polish intellectuals and their (few) Ukrainian counterparts—for both sides realised that they had been gobbled up by the same animal. Hence the cooperation on the venture which would bring the message of an Anti-Stalinist Western left-wing author to the Ukrainians.’ Mme Jeleńska made a translation into Polish of Animal Farm and that, with illustrations by Wojciecha Jastrzebowskiego, was published by the League of Poles Abroad, London, under the title Folwark Zwierzecy, in December 1946. (A proposal for another Polish translation was made to Orwell by Maria Rothert, Polish Forces 606, CMF, on 1 May 1946.)

4. The translation into Ukrainian was published in Munich in November 1947; the translator’s name was given as Ivan Cherniatync’kyï, and the title as Kolhosp Tvaryn. It was intended for displaced persons. For Orwell’s special Preface for this version, see 3198.

2970. ‘Some Thoughts on the Common Toad’

1. On 10 August 1946 Orwell records that he accidentally killed a toad when he was digging (3046).

2. This essay was reprinted in The New Republic, 20 May 1946, as ‘Thoughts on the Common Toad’; and abridged in World Digest, March 1947, as ‘The Humble Toad.’

3. In Romeo and Juliet, Juliet mentions the tradition that the lark exchanged its beautiful eyes for those of the toad: ‘Some say the lark and loathèd toad changed eyes’ (3.5.31).

2971. To John Middleton Murry

1. Where the meeting took place is not known; but see 2937 for Orwell’s relationship with Murry at this time.

2972. To Andrew S. F. Gow

1. Andrew S. F. Gow (1886–1978), classical scholar, Assistant Master at Eton College, 1914–25, was Orwell’s classical tutor. A Fellow of Trinity College, Cambridge, he went to live there permanently in 1925. Not long before Orwell died, when his son, Richard, was seeing him for the last time, a little while before Orwell’s proposed journey to Switzerland in the hope of restoring his health, Gow chanced to visit him in University College Hospital, on the pretext of having really come to see a former Trinity student; (Crick, 577). See 35, n. 2.

2. M. D. Hill was a master at Eton in Orwell’s time.

3. ‘Boys’ Weeklies,’ Horizon, 1940; see 598.

4. The Honorable George Lyttleton, a master at Eton who was also in correspondence with Orwell at this time. He was no longer at Eton and wrote to Orwell on 9 April 1946 to thank him for replying to an earlier letter and to invite him to write one of the biographies of great writers he was editing for Home & Van Thal. He said he suspected Orwell was ‘committed kneedeep’ but thought it worth asking. A year or two earlier, at £50 down and a royalty of 15% for 30,000 words, it might have been a chance to be seized. In a postscript he wrote, ‘I am very glad you put in a word for that foolish old Wodehouse. The discovery made by all our patriots that, because he made an ass of himself in the war, none of his books was really at all funny was very absurd—& very English.’ (Wodehouse was not educated at Eton but at Dulwich College, so this was not written in defence of a former pupil.)

5. May & Baker, drug manufacturers. Orwell is probably referring to a treatment for pneumonia; see his later references at 3223, n. 2 and 3349, n. 2.

6. Alfred Jules Ayer (1910–1989; Kt., 1970), philosopher. His Language, Truth and Logic (1936) was a revolutionary work, the first extensive presentation of Logical Positivism in English. He had been a scholar at Eton College and then at Christ Church, where he was Lecturer in Philosophy, 1932–35, and Research Scholar, 1935–44. From 1946 to 1959 he was Grote Professor of the Philosophy of Mind and Logic, University College London; then Wykeham Professor of Logic in the University of Oxford, 1959–78; Fellow of Wolfson College, 1978–83. He served in the Welsh Guards during the war and was an attaché at the British Embassy in Paris, 1945.

7. Robert P. (‘Bobbie’) Longden, a contemporary of Orwell at Eton, had a brilliant academic career, became headmaster of Wellington, and was killed in 1940 by a German stray bomb that hit the school. Orwell’s comment about Wellington becoming ‘very enlightened while [Longden] was there’ may reflect on his memories of the short time he spent at the school before going to Eton: he ‘did not like Wellington at all. He found the militaristic spirit of this famous army school abhorrent’ (Crick, 96).

8. Michael Leverson Meyer (1921–), writer, critic, and distinguished translator and biographer of Ibsen and Strindberg. He had written what he described as a ‘timid letter’ to Orwell when Orwell was at the BBC and had a friendly response (13 April 1943; see 2008) and they became friends. He had served in Bomber Command, 1942–45, and was Lecturer in English Literature, Uppsala University, Sweden, 1947–50. See also 3590B, n. 4.

2973. To Arthur Koestler

1. Commander Stephen King-Hall (1893–1966) retired from the navy in 1929 after a distinguished career. He was an Independent-National M.P., 1939–44, and started the K.-H. News Service Letter, 1936, which became the National News Letter in 1941. Right-wing and outspoken, he was highly regarded as a political commentator for his individual interpretation of events. It is not known what was the subject of King-Hall’s memorial or ‘confidential memoir’ (so described by Koestler in his covering note of 12 April) to which Orwell refers here.

2. The Honorable David Astor (1912–), foreign editor of The Observer, 1946–47, editor from 1948. He met Orwell at the beginning of the war, and they remained friends until Orwell’s death. See 891, n. 1.

3. Desmond MacCarthy (see 2920, n. 3), man of letters, one of the most enlightened, delightful, and generous-hearted of critics. For many years literary editor of The New Statesman and Nation, he later contributed weekly to the Sunday Times. At this time he was President of the English P.E.N.

4. Orwell reviewed Freedom and Expression edited by Hermon Ould, in Tribune, 12 October 1945 (see 2764) and his essay ‘The Prevention of Literature’ (see 2792) was triggered by it.

2974. To G. R. Barnes

1. G. R. Barnes, Assistant Controller, Talks Division, BBC, had written to Orwell on 15 April; he had ‘several projects’ he wished to talk over. See also letter to Rayner Heppenstall, 5 September 1946, 3059.

2975. To Roger Senhouse

1. Animal Farm was serialised in the Sydney Morning Herald.

2. Of Reynal & Hitchcock; see 2964.

3. This did not appear until May 1946.

2977. To Leonard Moore

1. The selection of Animal Farm by the Book-of-the-Month Club; see 2982, n. 2.

2. The letter has not been traced; it concerned the making of a cartoon version of Animal Farm.

3. For Jura, in the Hebrides.

2978. To Anne Popham

1. The first printing for the Book-of-the-Month Club was of 430,000 copies and the second of 110,000.

2. ‘Lilli Marlene’ was a song popular with both German and Allied servicemen. It was played by chance by a German-operated station in Yugoslavia and heard, and enjoyed, by men of the British Eighth Army and Rommel’s troops in North Africa. It tells of a woman waiting for her soldier-lover, and it was used by the British for propaganda purposes, the girl waiting in vain for a soldier lost on the Russian front. It was made the subject of a propaganda film (with the same title) directed by Humphrey Jennings (1944).

3. This was the correct amount for Forces’ mail. Post Offices closed on Good Friday.

2981. To Enid Houghton

1. There is no evidence to indicate that Orwell investigated the possibility of writing about Freemasonry. However, the evocative juxtaposition of darkness and light in Nineteen Eighty-Four when Winston dreams that he walked through a pitch-dark room and heard a voice (which he later identified as O’Brien’s) say, ‘We shall meet in the place where there is no darkness’ (CW, IX, 27) might conceivably have sprung from such an inquiry. This relationship of light and dark can have many sources, of course, biblical and literary; Crick suggests the final chapter of G. K. Chesterton’s The Man Who Was Thursday (1908), which Orwell had read; see his annotated edition of Nineteen Eighty-Four (Oxford, 1984), 435, n. 33. If Orwell did pursue this line of inquiry, he might have been struck by the way the Brotherhood of Freemasons (an organisation banned in the USSR, and other countries) initiated prospective Masons. In the course of this ceremony, the initiate is blindfolded (in the dark) and later the blindfold is swiftly removed to reveal the brothers in the full glare of light. When Winston has been accepted by O’Brien, each says ‘In the place where there is no darkness’ is where they will meet. (185). That place will, of course, be a place of torture. The timing of an inquiry into Freemasonry to produce such an allusion would fit in well with the composition of the novel.

2982. To Leonard Moore

1. On 23 April, Fredric Warburg, in his letter asking Orwell to give a reader’s report on Trotsky’s book on Stalin (see 2994), asked Orwell to telephone him ‘about a mysterious enquiry I have had from Life about a digest of ANIMAL FARM.’ On 26 April, William S. Schlamm, writing from the Time & Life London office to confirm a lunch meeting with Orwell arranged by Alfred Wright, on Wednesday, 1 May, enclosed a long memorandum about a new magazine Time Inc. proposed to publish. He had come to Europe ‘to discuss matters with authors who can help us to realise our dream.’ He had read Orwell’s contributions ‘to various magazines within my reach’ and he knew ‘with great certainty’ that he wanted Orwell’s co-operation. He asked Orwell to read the description of the proposed magazine.

2. It was Frank V. Morley who was responsible for Harcourt, Brace’s publishing Animal Farm and he wrote to tell Orwell of its selection by the Book-of-the-Month Club ‘as part of a dual selection for August or perhaps September or October.’ That would ensure a minimum circulation of between 400,000 and 500,000 copies, apart from the normal distribution through bookstores. The royalty paid by the Club was twenty cents per copy, with an advance of $75,000 against the royalty. These sums were split 50–50 between Harcourt, Brace and Orwell. By law, Harcourt, Brace had to withhold United States income tax of thirty percent. Orwell was advised to consider how he would like payment—in a lump sum or spread over time. Morley was asking Moore whether he, Morley, might handle film rights, ‘about which we are already beginning to be besieged,’ but he warned that the motion-picture business was ‘quite unpredictable.’ His only regret was that he had missed meeting Orwell when he visited London. In 1946, the dollar stood, on average, at 4.03 to the pound. Half of $75,000 in pounds was therefore £9,305; after deduction of U.S. tax, Orwell could expect to receive just over £6,500 of the advance royalty. That would be subject to British tax; the basic wartime rate of fifty percent was reduced to forty-five on 23 October 1945, on top of which, as Orwell mentions, was the supertax, which could take most of the rest. £6,500 was ten times Orwell’s annual pay at the BBC, which was itself about double the average wage in 1945. What else Orwell would receive depended upon sales. The $75,000 advance would be earned when 375,000 copies of Animal Farm had been sold. According to Roger Senhouse, after a first impression of 430,000 copies, a second printing of 110,000 was ordered. Some of these were distributed to Canadian members of the Club, and the Canadian publisher, Saunders, bought the balance of the ‘Canadian stock’—1,500 copies—when its own edition sold out. This arrangement led to disagreement with Christie & Moore. Donald Brace, of Harcourt, Brace, wrote to Warburg on 29 May 1946 reminding him that the Book Club could send copies to its Canadian members and suggesting that ‘your representative in Toronto, S. J. Reginald Saunders’ should be so advised. The letter was annotated in Warburg’s office: ‘Christie & Moore kick up row & demand a share of Canadian swag.’ Senhouse, in a letter to Orwell, 24 April 1946, advising him of Morley’s telegram announcing that Animal Farm had been chosen by the BOM Club, also said, ‘I am accumulating a further stock of Sourceº books on Nursery Rhymes, and hope that you will be able to come in and look at them before you go North.’ Warburg initialled the first page of Senhouse’s letter.

3. A marginal note made in Moore’s offfice says that letters were sent on 25 April and 6 June 1946.

4. A marginal note made in Moore’s office states that the new address had been card-indexed.

2983. Review of The Ragged-Trousered Philanthropists by Robert Tressall

1. The newspaper’s title for this review was ‘Legacy from a House Painter’; the book’s title and author were not in display type.

2. Robert Tressall’s real name was Robert Noonan. He was born in 1870 and died of tuberculosis in 1911. Jessie Pope’s edition was abridged. The complete text was not published until 1955, edited by F. C. Ball (New York 1962).

2984. To Stafford Cottman

1. Stafford Cottman (1918–) had been a clerk in local government before he joined the ILP contingent in Spain. He was Orwell’s youngest colleague and escaped with him from Spain into France on 23 June 1937. See Cottman’s account of the journey in Remembering Orwell, 95–96. At this time he was a sergeant in the RAF. He remained a loyal friend of Orwell’s. See also Orwell Remembered, transcript of BBC Arena interview, 148–55.

2. Orwell’s telephone numbers have not been reprinted. His was CAN 3751.

3. John (Paddy) Donovan (1905–), a labourer who had served in World War I and was one of Orwell’s colleagues in Spain. He, with Cottman and a number of others, had signed Orwell’s refutation of F. A. Frankford’s allegations in the Daily Worker against the ILP contingent (see Crick, 346–47). Orwell was later to give him some work digging his Hertfordshire garden when Donovan was out of work (Crick, 354). The Edgware Road runs for some ten miles from Marble Arch to Edgware, northwest London.

2985. ‘A Good Word for the Vicar of Bray’

1. John Overall (1560–1618) was Regius Professor of Theology, University of Cambridge, 1596–1607, and Dean of St. Paul’s Cathedral, 1602. Oliver Lawson Dick in his Aubrey’s Brief Lives (1949) notes that ‘He was not given to preaching, because he found he had spoken Latin so long as it was troublesome to him to speak English in a continued oration.’ His wife Aubrey described as ‘not more beautifull than she was obligeingº and kind … the loveliest Eies that were ever seen, but wondrous wanton.’ The Dean ‘knew well enough that he was horned’ but loved her infinitely ‘in so much that he was willing she should enjoy what she had a mind to.’ This was Orwell’s favourite ‘life,’ as he told Anthony Powell when sent a complimentary copy of Powell’s edition; see 6 June 1949, 3641. Powell had evidently considered omitting it. It has not been possible to identify the source of Orwell’s text. Powell’s follows that of Andrew Clark (1898, vol. 2, 116–18). Orwell’s differs from these, and from Dick’s, in capitalisation, although it retains most of the seventeenth-century spellings. Orwell may have known Clark’s edition, but most probably Powell had sent him a typed copy of this ‘life’ when deciding whether or not to include it. See also 3641, n. 1.

2. Orwell miscounted the verses; his text has six. In Clark’s, Powell’s, and Dick’s editions there are eight stanzas, of which Orwell reproduces the first, third, and eighth.

2986. To Leonard Moore

1. This presumably refers to ‘You Too Can Own a Library. Book-collecting is as cheap as smoking,’ English Digest, May 1946, abridged from ‘Books v. Cigarettes,’ Tribune, 8 February 1946, 2892.

2. The last three lines of this letter have been heavily underscored in Moore’s office, and in the margin is written, ‘Noted AKE.’

2987. To Marjorie Dakin

1. Mrs. Miranda Wood (then Miranda Christen). See her memoir, 3735.

2988. Editorial

1. Modem Quarterly, ns., Vols. 1–8, No. 4, December 1945–Autumn 1953, edited by John Lewis.

2. Professor John Desmond Bernal (1901–1971), physicist and crystallographer, Marxist, and author of books on science and sociology, including The Freedom of Necessity (1949). Orwell invited him to contribute to one of his series of BBC talks for India in March 1942; see 1005. He at first accepted, but later withdrew.

3. For Mission to Moscow, see 2454, n. 4.

fn1 Professor Bernal was asked to write for the first and second Polemics. He is now invited to contribute to the next. [Orwell’s footnote. Bernal did not accept the invitation.]

4. In his review of pamphlet literature, 9 January 1943 (see 1807), Orwell described The Kronstadt Revolt by Anton Ciliga (b. 1898), published in Paris 1938, and in 1942 by the Freedom Press, as an ‘Anarchist pamphlet largely an attack on Trotsky’; his Classified List of Pamphlets categorises it as Trotskyist, not Anarchist; see 3733. For the significance of Krondstadt to an understanding of Animal Farm, see Orwell’s letter to Dwight Macdonald, 5 December 1946, 3128, especially n. 4. In a letter to Macdonald of 15 April, 1947 (see 3215), Orwell recommends Ciliga’s The Russian Enigma as giving a good account of concentration camps.

2989. ‘Second Thoughts on James Burnham’

1. See Orwell’s review of The Machiavellians, Manchester Evening News, 20 January 1944, 2407; ‘As I Please,’ 7, 14 January 1944; 34, 21 July 1944; and 57, 2 February 1945 (2404, 2514, 2613); and ‘You and the Atom Bomb,’ Tribune, 19 October 1945, 2770.

2. For Gaetano Mosca, Robert Michels, and Vilfredo Pareto, see 2407, n. 1.

3. For George Sorel, see 2396, n. 1.

4. For Peter Drucker, see 2668, n. 2.

5. For F. A. Voigt, see 513, n. 1.

fn1 It is difficult to think of any politician who has lived to be eighty and still been regarded as a success. What we call a “great” statesman normally means one who dies before his policy has had time to take effect. If Cromwell had lived a few years longer he would probably have fallen from power, in which case we should now regard him as a failure. If Petain had died in 1930, France would have venerated him as a hero and patriot. Napoleon remarked once that if only a cannon ball had happened to hit him when he was riding into Moscow, he would have gone down to history as the greatest man who ever lived. [Orwell’s footnote.]

fn2 Great Britain raised a million volunteers in the earlier part of the 1914–18 war. This must be a world’s record, but the pressures applied were such that it is doubtful whether the recruitment ought to be described as voluntary. Even the most “ideological” wars have been fought largely by pressed men. In the English civil war, the Napoleonic wars, the American civil war, the Spanish civil war, etc., both sides resorted to conscription or the press gang. [Orwell’s footnote.]

fn3 The only exception I am able to think of is Bernard Shaw, who, for some years at any rate, declared Communism and Fascism to be much the same thing, and was in favour of both of them. But Shaw, after all, is not an Englishman, and probably does not feel his fate to be bound up with that of Britain. [Orwell’s footnote.]

fn4 As late as the autumn of 1945, a Gallup poll taken among the American troops in Germany showed that 51 per cent, “thought Hitler did much good before 1939.” This was after five years of anti-Hitler propaganda.

The verdict, as quoted, is not very strongly favourable to Germany, but it is hard to believe that a verdict equally favourable to Britain would be given by anywhere near 51 per cent, of the American army. [Orwell’s footnote.]

6. Orwell’s pamphlet was reviewed by Gerald Vaughan in Freedom—through Anarchism, 21 September 1946. Vaughan said that no one, so far as he was aware, had been able to explain ‘why Burnham’s prophecies turned out wrong and what was the weakness in his reasoning.’ This Orwell had done ‘with consumate skill; furthermore, Orwell had avoided the ‘very great temptation to score debating points for the sheer fun of doing so.’

2990. London Letter, [early May 1946?]

1. The term ‘fellow traveller’ often has pejorative connotations, but it was coined by Communists for those sympathetic to them though not members of the party. It is the English equivalent of the Russian poputchik, a word Trotsky used to describe writers who, though not party members, supported the Revolution. Willi Münzenberg, chief of agitprop for the Comintern in Western Europe, is credited with inventing the term. See 3732, n. 1.

2. Konni Zilliacus (1894–1967), politician, pamphleteer, and writer of some seventeen books on political subjects. Left-wing Labour M.P., 1945–50 and 1955–67. He was frequently in trouble with the Labour Party because of his extreme pro-Soviet attitude and was expelled in 1949 for persistent criticism of the Labour government’s foreign policy. He then stood as an independent candidate at the 1950 election but lost, though attracting more than 5,000 votes. He was born in Japan of a Swedish-Finnish father and an American-Scottish mother, and educated in England and at Yale University, where he graduated ‘First of the Year.’ He spoke eight languages.

3. Ernest Bevin (1881–1951), trade union leader and Labour politician. General Secretary of the Transport and General Workers Union, 1921–40; Minister of Labour in the wartime coalition cabinet and Foreign Minister in two Labour Governments, 1945–51. Andrey Vyshinsky (1883–1951), Soviet lawyer, chief public prosecutor at the Great Purge trials, 1936–38. Soviet delegate to the United Nations, 1945–49 and 1953–54; Soviet Foreign Minister, 1949–53. In the autumn of 1945, Bevin strongly opposed recognition of the Soviet-dominated Balkan States. Cynthia Gladwyn (1898–1990), wife of Gladwyn Jebb (1900–1996; 1st Baron Gladwyn, 1960), knew Bevin well and thoroughly enjoyed his company. She met him and Vyshinsky when both attended the Conference of Allied Powers in Paris in October 1945 to settle the peace treaties that would bring the war to an end. (Her husband was then Assistant Under-Secretary of State with responsibility for the treaties.) In her diary she interestingly contrasts the two men: ‘I never met Molotov, but Vyshinsky several times. He had a most amiable smile and manner, but the coldest, flintiest eyes. I tried to get out of him … whether conditions in Russian villages were like those in our Suffolk village, where there is no running water in any house. Mr Bevin had once said to me that the Labour Government would see to it that every house in the country had a tap, and I’m sure he meant it. But here was Mr Vyshinsky telling me in the cold light of day that everywhere in Russia there was plumbing. I fear he must have misunderstood, or wilfully misled me. He drank not a thing and made off back to his work as soon as he could.’ (The Diaries of Cynthia Gladwyn, edited by Miles Jebb, 1995, p. 27.)

4. Some new cars were available. From 24 June 1946 Morris 2-door cars cost £270 and 4-door cars, £290.

5. For Hatry, see 2443, n. 1. George Weidenfeld states in his autobiography that Orwell was here ‘taking his revenge’ on Contact because Weidenfeld and his literary editor, Philip Toynbee, had rejected ‘Politics and the English Language’ (see 2815, n. 2). However, Weidenfeld writes as if Orwell had referred specifically to Contact and not, more generally, to a batch of new ventures. He says Hatry did not finance Contact: ‘I had never heard of, let alone met, the man’ (Remembering My Good Friends, p. 129).

6. This would become the Third programme, which started on 29 September 1946.

7. See last paragraph of ‘In Defence of Comrade Zilliacus,’ 3254.

8. Friedrich Ebert (1871–1925), Social Democrat, first President of the German Republic, 1919–25. The Spartacist (Communist) and other radical parties were brutally suppressed by his Minister of Defence, Gustav Noske (1868–1946). Philip Scheidemann (1865–1939), Social Democrat, Chancellor of the German Republic; he resigned in 1919 as a protest at the terms of the Treaty of Versailles. See correction to this sentence in Zilliacus’s last letter.

9. Donald W. T. Bruce (1912-; Baron Bruce of Donington, 1974), M.P., 1945–50. He was Parliamentary Private Secretary to Aneurin Bevan (one of the Directors of Tribune) and was narrowly defeated in the 1950 election. During the war he served on General Eisenhower’s staff at Supreme Headquarters. He was a Member of the European Parliament, 1975–79. From 1979 to 1991 he served on the Opposition Front Bench in the Lords as economics spokesman.

10. In the first part of ‘Spilling the Spanish Beans,’ 29 July 1937 (see 378), Orwell wrote, ‘It is now almost certain that the war will end with some kind of compromise’; in his letter to Amy Charlesworth, 30 August 1937 (see 393), he told her, ‘I doubt indeed whether the war can now be won unless France intervenes’; in the second part of ‘Spilling the Spanish Beans’, 2 September 1937, 378, he says, ‘A deadlock seems the likeliest thing.’ However, by 11 December 1937, reviewing E. Allison Peers’s Catalonia Infelix (see 414), he states, Peers ‘believes that the war may last for years, that Franco is likely to win, and that there is no hope of democracy in Spain when the war is over … the first two are quite probably correct and the last is most assuredly so.’

11. See ‘As I Please,’ 62, 22 November 1946, 3124.

2992. ‘Confessions of a Book Reviewer’

1. Orwell’s article was reprinted unchanged in The New Republic, 5 August 1946. It was illustrated by a Thurber cartoon from The New Yorker depicting a scene in a book-lined room. Two women face each other, obviously deep in conversation; a sour-faced man is seated with his back turned ostentatiously towards them. One woman says to her companion: ‘He doesn’t believe a single word he’s read in the past ten years.’

2. Daniel George concluded his report on Animal Farm (which he had urged Jonathan Cape to publish; see 2494, n. 1), ‘There is no doubt that it would find many appreciative readers, though these might not be of the class of which the author publicly approves, and its real purpose is not made clear. Publication of it is a matter of policy. I cannot myself see any serious objection to it’ (Crick, 454–55). It is remarkable that a perceptive left-wing reader such as Daniel George should have missed Animal Farm’s ‘real purpose,’ whereas ordinary readers anxious to have the book translated, especially into Slav languages, should see its point so clearly. See also Orwell’s explanation for Dwight Macdonald’s uncertainty, in his letter of 5 December 1946, 3128.

3. In twenty years of reviewing, Orwell reviewed just over 700 books, plays, and films. His busiest year was 1940 when he reviewed 135 books, plays, and films in 67 reviews (plus a brief mention of The Great Dictator, which he reviewed fully later).

2994. To Fredric Warburg

1. His elder sister, Marjorie Dakin, died of kidney disease, 3 May 1946, aged forty-eight. See Orwell’s letter to her, 30 April 1946, 2987. Orwell attended her funeral at Nottingham before leaving for Jura (Crick, 508).

2. Warburg had sent Orwell Trotsky’s study of Stalin on 23 April 1946 and asked for a reader’s report, for which a ‘suitable fee shall be paid.’ Warburg had read a substantial portion and he recalled that Orwell had praised the book several times in the past few years. He pointed to ‘the sensational accusation of something approximating to murder of Leninº directed by the author against Stalin.’ In the same letter he suggested Orwell come in for a talk unless Senhouse had fixed up everything to Orwell’s satisfaction. However, he wished in any case to discuss ‘a mysterious enquiry I have had from Life about a digest of ANIMAL FARM’; see 2982, n. 1. Warburg wrote again on 1 May 1946 pressing Orwell for his report by Monday, 6 May; Orwell wrote on the preceding Saturday. Trotsky’s Stalin: An Appraisal of the Man and His Influence was edited and translated by Charles Malamuth and first published by Harper & Brothers (New York, 1941). A second edition was published in 1946, and it is this that was offered to Warburg. He rejected it, and it was issued by Hollis & Carter (November 1947).

3. Arthur Ballard was one of the two directors of the Socialist Book Centre. For his part in the publication of the pamphlet James Burnham and the Managerial Revolution, see 2989, endnote.

4. Orwell’s letter has been annotated (probably by Warburg), ‘This is all very faint praise,’ and the words ‘if you could buy sheets for say 1000 copies and bind them’ and ‘specialised’ (in the next sentence) have been underlined.

2997. Domestic Diary

1. Orwell went for the funeral of his sister Marjorie, Humphrey Dakin’s wife. The funeral probably took place on 6 May 1946. See 2998.

2998. To Humphrey Dakin

1. Ruth Beresford shared the flat with Orwell’s friend Anne Popham; see 2918, n. 1; see also 3045.

2. Called, as was Orwell’s sister, Marjorie Dakin. She had taught Orwell’s younger sister, Avril, to read and write (Crick, 50–51).

2999. Domestic Diary

1. ‘This area’ was Biggar, some thirty miles southwest of Edinburgh and thirty-five miles southeast of Glasgow. Georges and Doreen Kopp had taken a farm there, and Orwell stayed with them for a week. (Doreen was Gwen O’Shaughnessy’s half-sister; see 2638, n. 3). Orwell did not have Richard with him at Biggar; see 3002.

2. The ‘nearby hill’ was presumably either Broad Law, 2,723 feet, or Dollar Law, 2,681 feet, both about a dozen miles southeast of Biggar. The hills close to Biggar are 1,200 to 1,400 feet in height.

3001. Domestic Diary

1. Orwell visited Eileen’s grave in St. Andrew’s and Jesmond Cemetery, two or three miles north of Newcastle upon Tyne, whilst at Biggar. The return journey by road would be a little over two hundred miles.

3002. To Michael Meyer

1. Michael Meyer (1921–), author and translator; see 2008, n. 1.

2. Presumably Orwell was seeking ammunition for his gun. Meyer’s father, a timber merchant, had obtained some wood for Orwell to make bookshelves ‘towards the end of the war’ (Remembering Orwell, 137), but that would seem to have been too long in the past for these thanks.

3. To carry firearms.

3003. Domestic Diary

1. The hooded crow (Corvus cornix).

2. Donald Darroch and his sister Katie had a croft a mile or so from Barnhill, at Kinuachdrachd. Orwell went there every day for milk until he bought a cow. He and Donald, who worked on a profit-sharing basis with Orwell’s laird, Robin Fletcher (see 3025, n. 2), were very friendly.

3004. To Celia Kirwan

1. The reference to ‘a friend’ here and to ‘another friend’ in Orwell’s letter to David Astor, 4 June 1946 (see 3011), leaves it uncertain whether Orwell is referring to the same person on each occasion or two different friends. Among those who visited Barnhill about this time were Paul Potts (see 1971, n. 1, and 2620, n. 1) and Karl Schnetzler (see 2893). Relations between Potts and other visitors were sometimes strained; see Crick, 512–14. Heppenstall’s letter of 8 July, quoted in 3026, endnote, also suggests causes of problems. However, in his Dante Called You Beatrice, Potts describes Orwell’s kindness to him when he had every right to be thoroughly exasperated (85). For Susan Watson’s arrival and departure, see Crick, 513–16 (which refers also to David Holbrook’s short and unhappy visit), and Shelden, 449–53; U.S.: 411–15.

2. Of Polemic, in which ‘Second Thoughts on James Burnham’ appeared and for which Orwell had written the Editorial; see 2988. Celia Kirwan was working for Polemic as an editorial assistant.

3007. ‘Why I Write’

1. Gangrel, Nos. 1–4, January 1945–1946; the editors, J. B. Pick and Charles Neill, asked a number of authors to explain why they wrote. Orwell’s response was placed second.

2. Lines 1021–22 of Book II of Paradise Lost. ‘He’ is Satan, ‘Sin and Death amain / Following his track.’ Orwell gave his copy of Milton’s Poems to Guinever Buddicom in August 1921. This carried an inscription (see 36) in which Orwell complained that he had been ‘compelled to / Squander three & sixpence / On this nasty little book.’

3. These are the last three stanzas of the nine making up ‘A happy vicar I might have been,’ The Adelphi, December 1936; see 335. Punctuation has been amended in four places to conform with 335. This essay was reprinted in World Digest, January 1947, in an abridged form, and these verses were omitted. It was reprinted several times after Orwell’s death in different publications. In most, the full poem was printed (as in CEJL, i, 27–28); in another abridgement of the essay, in Selected Writings, edited by G. Bott (1958), the stanzas were omitted.

4. Orwell asked that various changes be made to Homage to Catalonia and that chapters five and eleven be removed from the body of the book and made into appendixes. About six months before he died, he sent a marked copy of the text to Roger Senhouse and asked him to ensure that the changes were made. Senhouse ignored this request, and the marked book was sold with his effects. Some of the changes were made independently by Madame Davet in her French translation, published by Gallimard in 1955. For details of what Orwell required, see the Textual Note to CW, VI, which makes the chapters specified into appendixes.

5. The critic has not been identified. Cyril Connolly springs to mind, but Geoffrey Gorer is also a possibility.

3008. Domestic Diary

1. Several of Orwell’s diaries have not been traced, including the one referred to here.

2. Glentrosdale is on the west coast of Jura; it is about two miles as the crow flies from Kinuachdrachd (Orwell always omitted the final ‘d’).

3011. To David Astor

1. ‘The house looked more spacious than it was. On the ground floor there was a large kitchen-breakfast-room with a separate pantry and laundry room, and a large dining- or sitting-room. Upstairs were four small bedrooms, all much the same size, one of which Orwell used as a study-bedroom in winter, though he tended to work downstairs in summer if there were no visitors.… There were some outbuildings, and a single field separated the house from the sea.… There was land for a vegetable garden and also two fields which were farmed from Kinuachdrach’ (Crick, 511–12). Orwell said there were five bedrooms in his letter to Fredric Warburg, 22 June 1946, 3019, as did Avril in her letter to Humphrey Dakin of 1 July 1946, 3025.

2. Donald Darroch and his sister, Katie, who kept house for Astor at Kinuachdrachd (Crick, 516).

3. Sally McEwan told Ian Angus in January 1984 that this was Karl Schnetzler; see 3004, n. 1.

3012. To Rayner Heppenstall

1. Heppenstall had asked Orwell when a script would be ready for the BBC’s ‘Imaginary Conversations’ between a group of Parliamentary candidates ‘stating in a moment of truth their real aims.’ He also asked if Paul Potts had revealed ‘unexpected delight in house-work’ and whether Orwell would be visitable during the last fortnight of July; he claimed he had become quite a handyman in recent years.

3013. To Leonard Moore

1. The Danish edition of Animal Farm was not published until 3 December 1947, so the review must have been of the English edition. It was published as Kammerat Napoleon by Vilhelm Priors Forlag, Copenhagen, translated by Ole Brandstrup and attractively illustrated by Sys Gaugin.

2. On 28 June 1946, and in an identical letter of 2 July 1946 (evidently typed up from shorthand notes in error), Cass Canfield, of Harper & Brothers, wrote in reply to Orwell’s proposal. Orwell had made the suggestion to Frederick Allen, but Canfield explained that Allen dealt only with magazine matters. He said that ‘American publishers do not ordinarily bring out their own cheap editions, as in England, because of the enormous distribution problem in the States,’ but he would approach a number of cheap-edition publishers to see what could be arranged. It was, he wrote, a bad mistake that ‘Harpers’ had not taken the opportunity offered them to publish Animal Farm and he hoped that they might once again one day be Orwell’s publishers. On 20 September 1946, Canfield wrote to Orwell to tell him that it had not been possible to interest any reprint publisher in issuing Burmese Days in cloth or paper. Harper had considered republishing it themselves but had decided they could not market it successfully.

3014. Domestic Diary

1. Glengarrisdale Bay is on the western side of Jura, about four miles from the north tip of the island and 3½ miles as the crow flies due west of Barnhill.

2. This is one of a number of less well-known massacres perpetrated by the Campbells; not that of the Macdonalds at Glencoe, some fifty miles to the north, in 1692.

3. Avril, Orwell’s sister.

4. About fifteen miles is correct.

fn1 coal fish [Orwell’s footnote. The lythe (as it is usually spelt) is a dusky, green-backed fish of the cod family. It is also known as the saithe and pollack. At 22.8.46 Orwell notes that the correct spelling is ‘saithe,’ though his spelling still varies thereafter and has been left as he gave it. The final ‘e’ is sometimes dropped.]

3015. To Rayner Heppenstall

1. Heppenstall had written on 11 June 1946, saying he was pleased Orwell would do something in the ‘Imaginary Conversations’ series in November or December. He expected to arrive in Jura about 14 July and would try to help with food: ‘The comparative roughness does not in the least appal me.’ He hoped Orwell’s health was improving and looked forward to seeing him ‘very beefy.’

2. Between 1923, when many individual railway companies were ‘grouped,’ and 31 December 1947, when the system was nationalised (as British Rail until its break up in the 1990s), there were four main companies, of which the London, Midland & Scottish was one.

3016. Domestic Diary

1. The coastline north and south of Glentrosdale Bay is indented. Orwell presumably has in mind the bay to the north of Glentrosdale, Bagh Gleann num Muc, and that to the south, Bàgh Uamh Mhor.

2. A wading bird with coot-like feet.

3017. To Rayner Heppenstall

1. Heppenstall wrote on 18 June; he now proposed coming on 9 July. He asked for as much factual information as possible about Orwell’s ‘food trouble’ and ‘what it really is that you would like me to bring.’ He also asked for directions as to how to reach Jura and whether Orwell had a French dictionary at Barnhill. (Heppenstall was deeply interested in French literature and affairs.)

2. This was, presumably, the very unsatisfactory lorry that George Kopp sold to Orwell when he visited Kopp’s farm at Biggar, near Edinburgh; see Diary, 14.5.46, 2999, n. 1. Crick records that ‘Kopp sold Orwell an old lorry, the condition of which, when it was finally collected and driven to Jura, proved a source of some tension between them’ (509).

3. At the end of the war, the basic weekly food ration included 4 oz. of bacon, 8 oz. of butter, margarine, and lard, 3 oz. of cheese (three times the 1940 ration), 2 oz. of tea, and 1s 2d-worth of meat (some as corned beef). ‘Luxury foods’ such as tinned fruit and meat were rationed by a points system, and the average person could expect about three eggs a month. Although the tea ration had been increased to 2½ oz. in July 1945, circumstances became worse, in part because of the need to provide food for Germans and displaced people who faced starvation. March 1946 proved desperate; even though bananas were imported once again in that month, the fat ration was reduced to 7 oz. per week (and see 3044, n. 3). Such food shortages, coupled with clothes rationing (see 3121, n. 1) aroused bitterness, since rations were worse than when, because of the German submarine offensive, there were clear reasons for a lack of supplies. By the time Orwell died, such foods as bread and potatoes were no longer rationed, but it was not until July 1954, nine years after the war, that meat was derationed. Those needing to be away from their usual suppliers had to obtain ‘emergency’ food-ration cards, though on an island such as Jura, where, as Orwell says, butter and eggs could be obtained above the ration, it would not be possible to meet ‘emergency’ demands. This shortage of food is part of the background to the writing of Nineteen Eighty-Four, contrast the meat available on Jura according to diary entry, 20 September 1946, 3075. Petrol for cars was also rationed, at five gallons a month (see 2990); but see 3020, n. 3 and, for coal ration, 3035, n. 3.

3018. To Leonard Moore

1. The Canadian publishers, Saunders, first imported a few copies of the English edition and then, with Secker’s approval, printed a Canadian edition of Animal Farm. This was published in November 1946 in a run of 2,000 copies. These had sold out by September 1947. Canadian members of the Book-of-the-Month Club obtained their copies via that Club (see 2982, n.2). Saunders bought the balance of the Book-of-the-Month Club copies assigned to Canada, 1,500 copies, and distributed those as their edition instead of reprinting. Copies were still available in April 1953, by which time permission had been given to import the Penguin edition from England (Willison, 52).

3019. To Fredric Warburg

1. See 2982, n. 2.

3020. Domestic Diary

1. The sweetbriar (or eglantine), rosa rubiginosa, does have single pink flowers, strong thorns, and a pleasant scent. The word ‘briar’ (or ‘brier’) can also be given to the wild, or dog, rose (rosa canina), which also has a single pink flower.

2. ‘red reel’ looks like ‘redeel’ in manuscript.

3. The two vehicles were, presumably, the lorry bought from Kopp and the motor-bike. In his entry for 7 July, Orwell seems to refer to a car—the word is not clear—but he had no car. See 3029, n. 3 and compare 3026, n. 1.

4. Malcolm M’Kechnie, headman at Ardlussa; he had ten children. Orwell sometimes spells his name, as here, ‘McKechnie.’

3021. To Terence Cooper

1. Terence Cooper had written to Orwell on 22 June asking if he would write a script of about 1,500 words on either Jack Lindsay or Mazo de la Roche for the Latin American Service of the BBC. The series was to start in July and Cooper wanted an answer as soon as possible.

3023. To Leonard Moore

1. Annotated in Moore’s office: ‘not sent to us.’ See also 3041.

2. In his letter to Heppenstall of 22 June 1946, Orwell said he had no French dictionary with him at Barnhill, so he corrected the French proofs without the help of a French dictionary.

3. Annotated in Moore’s office: ‘Done 3–7–46.’

4. Annotated in Moore’s office: ‘By Air Mail’ and linked to the annotation ‘Done 3–7–46.’

5. Annotated in Moore’s office: ‘Dodd’ (U.S. publisher). This letter also bears an annotation in another hand from those which made the annotations so far listed: ‘How long did A.F. take?’ ‘A.F.’ is uncertain; it could be ‘A.G.’—but if it is ‘A. F.,’ that might mean Animal Farm or even Air Freight.

3024. Domestic Diary

fn1 25 (of which 6 thick ones)

3025. Avril Blair to Humphrey Dakin

1. Avril’s nephew, son of Humphrey and Marjorie Dakin.

2. Robin Fletcher, formerly an Eton housemaster; he inherited the Ardlussa Estate, which included Barnhill. He and his wife, later Margaret Nelson, set about restoring the estate and developing crofting. Mrs. Nelson’s interview with Nigel Williams for the BBC programme ‘Arena’ in 1984 is reproduced in Orwell Remembered, 225–29. She gives Orwell’s arrival at Barnhill as April 1947.

3. Craighouse is about sixteen miles south of Ardlussa and about three miles from the southern tip of Jura. It was therefore about twenty-three miles south of Barnhill as the crow flies, but Margaret Nelson gives the distance as twenty-seven miles (Orwell Remembered, 226). Orwell relied on Craighouse for a shop, a doctor, and a telephone.

4. A remote village in Nidderdale, Yorkshire, some fourteen miles west of Ripon as the crow flies. The Dakins had a country cottage there, described by Marjorie as ‘a magic cottage’ that would hold ‘an unlimited amount of people’ in her letter to Eileen Blair and Orwell, 3 October 1938; see 492.

5. See 3004, n. 1 and 3027, n. 1; ‘welding’ may seem a slightly unusual word here, but Avril had been a metal-worker during the war.

3026. To Rayner Heppenstall

1. Writing of Orwell’s independence, Paul Potts described how the furniture had had to be manhandled seven miles to Barnhill when Orwell moved in: ‘Some very rich people, friends of Orwell’s, who had a hunting lodge on the other side of the island, had a whole garage full of brakes and station waggons and jeeps—five I believe. Yet he refused to borrow the use of one for a few hours’ (Dante Called You Beatrice, 73).

3027. To Sally McEwan

1. Sally McEwan had been a secretary at Tribune. She came to Barnhill with her child but, according to Crick’s account, with no food. Since she was a vegetarian, and much of the Barnhill diet had, perforce, to rely upon meat, this presented difficulties. She and Avril were united in dislike of Paul Potts. He left suddenly in the night, either because told to do so by Avril or because he chanced to see something hurtful about him written by Sally McEwan in a letter (Crick, 512–14). This account was corrected by Sally McEwan and Susan Watson, interviewed by Ian Angus in February 1984. She did, in fact, take food, and Susan Watson confirmed that Sally McEwan had not left anything hurtful about Paul Potts where he might read it. The reason for Potts’s sudden departure was quite different. There was no newspaper left with which to get the fire started, so Susan Watson used some pages of what she took to be scrap paper. Unfortunately, this turned out to be a draft of something Potts was writing; that caused him to leave Barnhill. Shelden records that over forty years later Sally McEwan still had happy memories of the time she spent at Barnhill (449; U.S.: 411).

3028. To Sir Richard Rees

1. ‘by little and little’ means gradually; ‘He that contemneth small things shall fall by little and little,’ Ecclesiasticus, xix, 1. For another such Orwellism, ‘about it and about,’ see 2434 and 2434, n.2.

fn1 P.S. You might find it rather paintable here.2 The colours on the sea are incredible but they change all the time. You could do some studies of real Highland cattle. They’re all over the place, just like in Landseer’s pictures!3

2. Rees was living in Edinburgh at the time and painting. He made several oil paintings at Barnhill including one of Orwell’s bedroom (now in the Orwell Archive, University College London).

3. Sir Edwin Landseer (1802–1873) was best known for his pictures of dogs and deer; his ‘Monarch of the Glen’ (1851) was highly regarded in its time. Although his pictures have now become more popular, they were less appreciated when Orwell referred to them. He also sculpted the lions at the foot of Nelson’s column (1867) in London. Orwell mentions them in Nineteen Eighty-Four, when Winston and Julia meet in Victory Square (120).

3029. Domestic Diary

1. Orwell went to London to collect his son, Richard; see 3026.

2. Craighouse is about twenty-three miles south of Barnhill.

3. This reads like ‘care’; Orwell had no car, but ‘care’ does not make sense. Perhaps he contributed two gallons of petrol (bearing in mind that petrol was rationed) to the car owner who ferried visitors to Barnhill. See the instructions to Sally McEwan, 3027, in which she is advised to ‘ask for the hired car at McKechnie’s shop.’ Orwell also mentions bribing the driver to carry on along a very poor road; the ‘bribe’ may not always have been in cash (in writing to Michael Meyer he suggests 5s 0d; see 3066), but possibly in petrol.

4. Borrowed by the Fletchers; see 3052, 20.8.46.

5. A permit was required to purchase materials in short supply.

3030. To Fredric Warburg

1. Probably a reference to the trouble over the distribution of Animal Farm in Canada; see 2982, n. 2 and 3019.

3032. ‘Little Red Riding Hood’

1. Mary Elizabeth (May) Jenkin (1892–1979) worked in Naval Intelligence during World War 1; joined the BBC in 1927, and was Head of Children’s Hour, 1952–53, when she retired.

2. was keeping ] did keep

3. Red Riding Hood does not hum or sing in B1 & 2.

4. SAVAGE … CHOPS ] he snarls and smacks his chops

5. And the Wolf … awkward way. ] omitted

6. Good-bye ] (going) Good-bye

7. (In his own voice). ] omitted

8. (SNARLING NOISES). ] omitted

9. Directions in this speech replaced in B1 & 2 by Bring in wood-chopping during the above and stop at end of speech.

10. NARRATOR: And at one bound … at the door. ] as One bound and I’ll be tapping at the door after And the coast is clear! as part of Wolf’s previous speech

11. TAP, TAP. ] Gentle tap at door

12. (THIS MERGES … SEVERAL TIMES) ] GRANDMOTHER: A Wolf! A wolf! (Music)

13. she comes ] Red Riding Hood comes

14. a twig snap ] something snap

15. Quick! ] Now

16. (TAP, TAP). ] Oh well here’s Grannie’s house.

17. The directions in this speech are omitted from B1 & 2.

18. her ] Omitted

19. these days ] these days of rations

20. WOODCUTTERS: … in here! ] 1st w-c: … in here!

21. There’s a wolf … axe] 2nd w-c: … axe

22. This way, quick! … BANGING. ] 1st w-c: … quick! (Sound of a gate banging)

23. AND … DOWN ] omitted

24. A shout of … dies away). ] 1st w-c: It’s giving way!/(Door falls in. Wolf snarls)/2nd w-c: Look out! (The sound of a blow. Wolf’s snarl/changes into a howl which/dies away)

25. direction omitted B1 & 2

26. direction omitted B1 & 2

27. direction omitted B1 & 2

28. direction omitted B1 & 2

29. END] omitted B1 & 2. Adding THE END to a novel or essay was a favourite practice of Orwell’s.

3033. Domestic Diary

1. Donald Darroch.

2. Perhaps Orwell had at the back of his mind the disastrous outcome of Flory’s attempt to have a leopard skin cured for Elizabeth in Burmese Days (CW, II, 224–27).

3. Angus M’Kechnie, who lived in Ardlussa.

4. Possibly ‘brood’ is intended, but the double ‘e’ is clearly so written.

5. Donald and Katie Darroch.

3034. To Dwight Macdonald

1. ‘Second Thoughts on James Burnham’ (see 2989) issued as a pamphlet with the title ‘James Burnham and the Managerial Revolution.’ Macdonald replied on 10 September 1946. He was pleased to hear Serge’s ms had arrived and wished to know soon if Secker & Warburg would publish it. (They did not do so.) He had seen the pamphlet, but thought he’d made ‘pretty much the same points about friend B’ in his 1942 review in Partisan Review. Burnham’s ideas were no longer taken seriously in the United States, though he understood they were in England. Only the phrase ‘managerial revolution’ had survived. He asked Orwell why he didn’t write for Politics any more: “Why give that very nice job you did on political language to the New Republic instead of to Politics,’ which had a better audience?

3035. Domestic Diary

1. Robin and Margaret Fletcher, Orwell’s landlords; see 3025, n. 2.

2. The total of 8½ gallons (and on the 24th of 9½ gallons) minus two is to represent the two gallons borrowed by Ardlussa; see 3029. Orwell’s concern was not, of course, that the two gallons had not been paid back, but to estimate accurately how his ration of petrol was lasting.

3. Like much else, coal was rationed. Six tons would have been the allowance for a year.

4. Ian and Angus M’Kechnie. Ian was an estate worker at Ardlussa and lived at Inverlussa; Angus was a lobster fisherman and, unlike Ian and Malcolm M’Kechnie, was not on the Astors’ payroll.

3036. Yvonne Davet

1. Chariot evidently saw the French translation of Homage to Catalonia through the press; see 3216 and 3184.

2. See 3007, n. 4.

3. The French edition (1955) simply translated the title Homage to Catalonia into French. For the changes made for the French edition, and Orwell’s additional notes, see CW, VI, Textual Note.

4. The proposed translation of Coming Up for Air may be a reference to La fille de l’air; see headnote to 2357; also 3728.

5. ‘Politics vs. Literature: An Examination of Gulliver’s Travels,’ Polemic, No. 5, September-October 1946; see 3089.

6. Orwell’s typewriter did not have accent keys and when adding accents by hand after having typed this letter, one or two were overlooked (though added to the same words elsewhere in the letter), for example, Chère, peut-être, s’intéresse, spécialement, déformer, écosse, écrire, éditeur, and espagnole was given an additional ‘1.’ Orwell was, of course, writing without the aid of a French dictionary; see 3017. Accents have been added silently when missed by Orwell, though Orwell’s errors in the use of accents are not silently corrected.

3037. To Leonard Moore

1. Serial publication of Animal Farm in Canada was in the Montreal Standard. The agreements signed have not been identified; they were probably for translation rights of Animal Farm.

3038. Domestic Diary

1. Stems, usually of straw but applicable to plants in general.

2. Angus M’Kechnie; see 3035, n. 3.

3039. To P. G. Walford, Copyright Department, BBC

1. Walford’s was a pro-forma letter, of which only the carbon copy has been traced. It gives no more information than can be deduced from Orwell’s reply about the Swiss request. Walford replied on 6 August 1946. He did not know what the Swiss would pay if they took the script, but he thought Orwell could be assured they would offer ‘their standard rate.’ As for the re-broadcasting of a BBC programme, according to the standard talks contract (which Orwell had signed) the BBC retained rights in the script in the language in which it was written and the right to translate and broadcast the script in all other languages. The BBC would not charge foreign broadcasting stations a fee, and nothing would be payable to the author of a talk.

2. Orwell’s given and pen names conflict here; at the BBC he was known as Eric Blair. Walford addressed him as Orwell in both his letters.

3041. To Leonard Moore

1. A marginal note written in Moore’s office against this paragraph states: ‘copy also with Reynal & H[itchcock],’ publishers of Dickens, Dali & Others.

2. Notes written in Moore’s office at the foot of the letter say: ‘Proofs not returned through us’; ‘Wrote Nagel 16.8.46.’; ‘Wrote E. Blair 14.10.46.’ See also 3023. It would probably have been too late to have changes made at this stage if they had not already been made. Nagel issued Tragédie Birmane on 31 August 1946. They printed 7,800 copies for sale initially at 150 francs and in 1950 at 300 francs. The translator was Guillot de Saix. In his notes for his literary executor, Orwell condemns it as a ‘VERY BAD translation.’

3042. To Vernon Richards

1. Vernon Richards (Vero Ricchione; 1915–), Soho-born, civil engineer, journalist, Anarchist, edited Spain and the World and its successor, Revolt!, 1936–39; frequently edited War Commentary (later Freedom—through Anarchism and then simply Freedom), 1939–49, and served on its editorial board, 1936–66. According to Nicolas Walter, Orwell met Richards through the milieu of the International Anti-Fascist Solidarity Committee, to which Emma Goldman had introduced Orwell in 1938 (‘Orwell and the Anarchists,’ Freedom, 30 January 1981). About 1946 Richards took a number of photographs of Orwell with Richard in the flat at Islington and of Orwell working at carpentry.

2. The petition was signed by Orwell and dated 6.8.46; this copy was sent to him by George Woodcock and is now in the Orwell Archive, University College London.

3. Alan Nunn May (1911–), nuclear physicist, was employed with Klaus Fuchs (1912–1988) on top-secret research and passed information to the Soviets, thereby probably hastening the Russian development of the atom bomb. He was arrested in March 1946 and charged with communicating information contrary to the Official Secrets Act 1911 on a day between 1 January and 30 September 1945 for a purpose prejudicial to the safety and interest of the State. He was sentenced on 1 May 1946 to ten years’ penal servitude which, between 1853 (when it replaced transportation) and 1948 (when it was abolished by the Labour government) involved imprisonment with hard labour. He was released in December 1952. The Freedom Defence Committee Bulletin for August-September 1946 states that the FDC had prepared this petition and it prints letters from Fenner Brockway, B. H. Liddell Hart, Laurence Housman, and C. E. M. Joad on this case, but there is no record of the petition’s having been presented. Several of these letters expressed reservations about the strength of Nunn May’s case, indicating that Orwell’s doubts were shared by others. It is possible therefore that the petition was not presented.

4. Marie-Louise Richards (1918–1949), daughter of the distinguished Italian Anarchist Camillo Berneri, who was killed by the Communists in Barcelona in early May 1937; wife of Vernon Richards. She was a continuous contributor to Spain and the World and editor, from time to time during the 1940s, of Freedom. Her death clearly came as a sad blow to her colleagues, and she is very fully remembered in Freedom (for example, 30 April and 28 May 1949). In a long obituary, J[ohn] H[ewetson] said she was the principal theoretical influence behind War Commentary and Freedom and she was particularly praised for her Freedom Press pamphlet, Workers in Stalin’s Russia (1944). Her autobiography, Journey Through Utopia, was published in 1950, and a selection of her writings, Neither East nor West, in 1952.

3043. Domestic Diary

1. ‘cleaned out’ would be more usual, but the manuscript is fairly certainly ‘cleared out.’

3044. To Lydia Jackson

1. Lydia Jackson, whose pen-name was Elisaveta Fen (see 534A, headnote), had taken The Stores, Wallington, as Orwell’s sub-tenant. See his letter to her, 28 July 1947, 3250.

2. It was closer to seven miles.

3. The shortage of grain for bread grew worse during 1946 (partly because grain was needed for those near starvation in Continental Europe). The wheat content of bread was reduced in March 1946; in April the sizes of loaves were reduced, and there was a 15% cut in grain for brewing beer; in June bread was rationed despite the fact that that had not proved necessary throughout the war. See also 3017, n. 3. Near the opening of Nineteen Eighty-Four (CW, IX, 7), Winston Smith finds he has only ‘a hunk of dark-coloured bread’ to eat but that had to be saved for the next morning’s breakfast. The draft manuscript is even more specific for it is there described as ‘a single slab of bread three centimetres thick’ (Facsimile, 15). The dark colour was that of bread in 1946; the manufacture of white bread was forbidden.

4. See 3121, n. 1.

5. Orwell rented The Stores at Wallington from a Mr. Dearman; see Shelden, 260–62; U.S.: 236–37). Keep was, presumably, a local builder.

6. Patricia Donohue, Lydia Jackson’s flat-mate; she also stayed at The Stores.

3045. To Anne Popham

1. For Anne Popham’s reminiscences of this exchange, see Remembering Orwell, 166–67.

2. Ruth Beresford, who shared the flat in Canonbury Square with Anne Popham immediately below Orwell’s flat; see 2998.

3. Possibly ‘Politics vs. Literature’; see 3051.

3046. Domestic Diary

1. A leading firm of seedsmen.

3047. To Leonard Moore

1. Orwell’s accountants. The letter has been annotated in Moore’s office: ‘Write Harcourt Brace. 16.8.46.’ See 2982, n. 2 for Harcourt, Brace’s question about payment of royalties.

3048. To George Woodcock

1. Now, Nos. 1–7, 1940–41; new series, Nos. 1–9, 1943–July–August 1947, issued irregularly, was edited by George Woodcock. Orwell contributed ‘How the Poor Die’ to No. 6, November 1946; see 3103.

2. As early as June 1945, Fredric Warburg reported that Orwell had written the first twelve pages of his new novel (2677, n. 4). Writing to the editor of Commentary, 3 September 1945 (2740A), he said he had started on another novel. These references must be to Nineteen Eighty-Four. It looks as if Orwell is here referring to making a fresh start on Nineteen Eighty-Four. See also 3044, n. 3.

3. Ingeborg Rosskelly, then Secretary to the Freedom Defence Committee. Woodcock and she (then Ingeborg Linzer) married in 1949.

3051. To Celia Kirwan

1. ‘Politics vs. Literature’, Polemic (for which Celia Kirwan worked as an editorial assistant), No. 5, September–October 1946; see 3089.

2. Humphrey Slater, then editor of Polemic; see also 731, n. 1, 2314, n. 1, and 2955, n. 4.

3. Orwell had written a reader’s report for Fredric Warburg on The Heretics. It was published in April 1946. The report does not appear to have survived.

4. Norman Collins (1907–1982), writer, journalist, and broadcaster, was deputy chairman of Victor Gollancz Ltd, 1934–41 (when he and Orwell crossed swords), and then joined the BBC Overseas Service (see 846, n. 3), where relations between Collins and Orwell were uneasy. His best-known novel, London Belongs to Me (published in the United States as Dulcimer Street), was reviewed by Orwell, 29 November 1945; see 2805. He became Controller of the BBC Light Programme in 1946 and was later a leading figure in commercial television.

5. A. J. Ayer, who had just been appointed Grote Professor of the Philosophy of Mind and Logic, University College London., See also 2972, n. 6.

3052. Domestic Diary

1. Orwell originally wrote 1¾ hours.

2. The Fletchers.

3054. Domestic Diary

1. Scabiosa succisa.

3055. To Leonard Moore

1. Annotated in Moore’s office: ‘Wrote N. Yorker 30/8.’

3056. Domestic Diary

1. Orwell records that he was stung by a wasp – ‘hitherto we have not seen any’ – on 6 August; see 3043.

2. ‘A’ and ‘I’: possibly Avril (or Angus) and Inez Holden.

3. Orwell wrote this date as 29.6.46.

3057. ‘The Cost of Letters’

1. See Keep the Aspidistra Flying for Gordon Comstock’s views of Ethel M. Dell, CW, IV, 9–11.

2. For a later, much lower, estimate of 2d per week, see ‘As I Please,’ 65, 3134.

3. Reprinted in Current British Thought, No. 1, 1947. George Woodcock pursued this investigation in Freedom—through Anarchism, 19 October 1946. Horizon’s investigation would have been worthwhile, he wrote, had it been ‘an objective study of the undoubtedly bad economic plight of many writers and the startling differences of income within this occupation. Unfortunately … the questionnaire and the majority of its answers seemed to regard the economic needs of the writer as something different from the needs of the people as a whole. In too many replies one saw the vision of a parasitic existence for the writer, elevated on a baloon° of state or private patronage above the rest of the workers and consequently detached from their lives.’ Some writers had protested—he singled out for praise Alex Comfort and D. S. Savage—but others thought they should be paid like high-income company directors: he mentioned Elizabeth Bowen (£3,500 a year) and Cyril Connolly (£5 a day); most who mentioned money suggested £1,000 or upwards, free of tax. He then offered a detailed analysis of earnings and expectations. ‘A fortunate writer,’ he said, ‘will earn between £250 and £300 for a book which takes him more than a year to write.’ He hoped to get £150 for a recent book.

3058. To George Woodcock

1. In his study of Orwell, The Crystal Spirit, Woodcock explains this gift of tea and comments on Orwell’s description of life on Jura: ‘Knowing Orwell’s passion for tea, my wife and I, coffee drinkers, would save up our rations and every now and again send him a packet of Typhoo Tips, which produced the dark, strong brew he liked. One of these packets … evoked a letter in which Orwell described existence on Jura; it reflected the intense interest he always took in the concrete aspects of life—particularly rural life—and also in its social overtones’ (36). The tea ration was then 2½ ounces per week per adult (see 3017, n. 3).

3059. To Rayner Heppenstall

1. After Heppenstall had called off his visit to Jura at the last moment, he was dismayed to hear nothing from Orwell and feared seeds of discord had been sown; see 3026, endnote.

2. He probably wrote, and typed up, some fifty pages comprising Goldstein’s Testament for Nineteen Eighty-Four, of which thirty-eight pages survive (see Facsimile). He may also have drafted the opening of the novel; see 3044, n. 3.

3. Assistant Controller, Talks Division; see 2974. In his reply of 12 September, Heppenstall commented: ‘It is very odd, this theoretical barring of any holds coupled with visible flinching at concrete suggestions. I am afraid I wince myself at the mention of Pontius Pilate though of course I have no idea how you would do it. I suppose when it came to the point anything which became a debunking of the figure of Christ would be thought impossible as indeed it would in a paper like “The Observer”, but perhaps this is not what you intend.’ Programme C, the Third Programme, began transmission on 29 September 1946.

4. Heppenstall told Orwell in his letter of 12 September 1946 that if ‘Boule de Suif’ were straightforwardly dramatised it would come under Drama at the BBC, but if it contained critical comment or biographical matter it would be the concern of Features. He asked Orwell what kind of treatment he had mind.

3060. To Leonard Moore

1. An Estonian edition was published by Meie Tee in 1947. The Swedish edition, Djurfarmen: saga, was published by Albert Bonniers Förlag, Stockholm, 8 March 1946. It was translated by Nils Holmberg, who also translated Nineteen Eighty-Four into Swedish. The Norwegian (1946), Danish (1947), and Icelandic (1949) editions of Animal Farm were produced independently by different publishing houses.

3061. To Miss Shaw

1. Not identified, but see 3650.

3063. To Yvonne Davet

1. The envelope in which this letter was kept was dated 23 September 1946 and postmarked ‘Gerrard’s Cross’—where Leonard Moore lived. It looks as if the letter was sent by Orwell to Moore with his letter to him of 6 September and then posted by Moore.

2. This letter has no accents; they have been added editorially; see 3036, n. 5.

3064. To Leonard Moore

1. See correspondence between Orwell and Madame Davet, 19 May to 11(?) September 1938, 442, 449, 474, 477, 479.

2. In the margin is an annotation made in Moore’s office: ‘option granted BEGH on next work after Dickens Dali & others.°’ Homage to Catalonia did not appear in French until 1955, five years after Orwell’s death. It was translated by Yvonne Davet and published by Gallimard, Paris.

3. As Orwell requested, the fifth and eleventh chapters were transferred to the end of the book as appendixes in the French edition and certain other changes were made; see CW, VI, 251–54. Roger Senhouse was asked to make these transfers, and other modifications, but Orwell’s request was ignored in editions other than the French edition until the Complete Works edition, 1986.

3066. To Michael Meyer

1. Lealt is on the east coast of Jura, about two miles north of Ardlussa; see 3027.

3067. Domestic Diary

1. Katie Darroch, Donald Darroch’s sister. In Remembering Orwell, 174–75, she briefly describes Orwell. He loved her baking; although ill, he never complained and ‘was cheery and happy in his own way’; he was a good neighbour and would always help. Her brother ‘was very friendly with him.’

3068. Vogue Spotlight by Allene Talmey

1. Allene Talmey was feature editor of the American Vogue. Also in this item were thumbnail sketches of Benjamin Britten and Arthur Koestler. The article included a good illustration of Orwell in his London flat.

3070. To Philip Rahv

1. Evelyn Anderson (see 2638, n. 8) worked on Tribune from 1943. When Aneurin Bevan and George Strauss left Tribune to join the Labour government in 1945, she and Jon Kimche were appointed joint editors. When Michael Foot took over from Kimche in 1948, she continued as co-editor.

2. Probably ‘Toward European Unity,’ fourth in a series called ‘The Future of Socialism,’ which appeared in Partisan Review, July–August 1947. See 3243 and 3244

3072. To Leonard Moore

1. For the restructuring of Homage to Catalonia, see 3007, n. 4. In 1939 Yvonne Davet suggested that George Kopp, Orwell’s commander in Spain, should write an introduction; in 1947, she suggested André Malraux. In the event, neither the English reprint nor French translation was given an introduction. Lionel Trilling wrote an introduction for the U.S. edition. See CW, VI, 251–54.

2. This paragraph was annotated in Moore’s office indicating that a copy was sent on 23 September 1946. It is usual for the cost of such copies to be deducted from an author’s royalties.

3074. To Rayner Heppenstall

1. On Rayner Heppenstall’s behalf, June Seligmann sent Orwell’s suggestion to Laurance Gilliam, Director of Features, on 24 September 1946. The memorandum is annotated, ‘ “Glutton for Life”, H. S. Audrey Lucas / MacNeice.’ Gilliam sent on the suggestion to the Drama Department on 30 September. His memorandum is annotated, ‘Sorry—no can do!’ and the answer is marked for Heppenstall’s attention.

2. What was to become the Third Programme of the BBC, now Radio 3. Laurence Brander, the BBC’s Intelligence Officer for India when Orwell worked for the BBC, wrote in 1954 that Orwell ‘was the inspiration of that rudimentary Third Programme which was sent out to the Indian student’ (George Orwell, 8–9).

3. Mrs. Rayner Heppenstall.

3075. Domestic Diary

1. Trade names of paraffin heaters.

2. In this sentence, ‘one,’ on each occasion, might be ‘we.’

3. For details of the meat ration, see 3017, n. 3.

3076. To Leonard Moore

1. There are two different translations of Animal Farm into Serbian held by the Orwell Archive, University College London. These are dated 1979 and 1984. Neither is by Mr. Avakumovic.

2. The last paragraph has been annotated in Moore’s office: ‘Noted A.K.E.’ Against Orwell’s reference to his London address another hand has written: ‘What is it?’ and in what looks like A.K.E.’s hand: ‘Ask.’ AKE was a secretary in Christy & Moore’s office. For ‘KAL,’ see 3081, n. 1.

3077. To Herbert W. Simpson

1. ‘Politics and the English Language,’ Horizon, April 1946 (2815), was reprinted, abridged, in The New Republic, 17 and 24 June 1946. Herbert W. Simpson (of Evansville, Indiana) evidently (from the surviving materials at Columbia University Library, New York) wished to print the article as a Christmas Keepsake. It appears from a letter from Herman Cohen, 3 June 1968, that there were three Keepsakes. One, of which fifty copies were printed, ‘For the Friends of Paul Bennett’; a second with, below the title, ‘Printed as a Christmas Keepsake for the Typophiles’ in two different settings, of which 320 copies were printed; and third, 100 copies for Simpson’s use. It is not known whether Orwell was aware of all these versions.

3078. Domestic Diary

1. In Scotland, in places where there are no trees, rooks and hooded crows nest on the ground, usually among heather.

3081. To [K.A.G.S. Lane], Christy & Moore

1. Lane as the addressee is indicated by the reference given by Orwell on this letter: KAL/EMB. Kenneth Lane (or Kag Lane, as he was known) worked at Christy & Moore in the 1940s; he left (to take up hand-weaving in Scotland, with considerable success) a little before Nineteen Eighty-Four was published. He dealt with some of Orwell’s business affairs and collected translations of Animal Farm, including one not otherwise recorded, for publication in Curaçao in Papiamento, a Creole language related to Spanish and Dutch (information provided by John Smith, formerly of Christy & Moore, to Ian Angus, February 1981).

3082. Domestic Diary

1. An Edinburgh nurseryman who sold by mail order. In 1996, still advertises, as Dobies, but from Torquay. Orwell’s spelling is retained.

3083. To Helmut Klöse

1. Helmut Klöse is described in Orwell’s letter to Vernon Richards of 10 March 1949 as ‘the German anarchist who was on the same part of the front as me in Spain and was imprisoned for a long time by the Communists.’ He visited Orwell at Cranham Sanatorium in 1949. See Orwell’s letter to him, 18 November 1946, 3118. Orwell usually omits the umlaut; this has been added silently. Helmut is sometimes given in other references as ‘Helmuth.’

2. Karl Schnetzler; see 2893 and 3004, n.1.

3084. To Humphrey Slater

1. Possibly Cyril Connolly, perhaps in connection with the ‘Cost of Letters’ (3057).

3087. To George Woodcock

1. Collet’s bookshop specialised in Communist publications. It was still active in the early nineties with an ‘International Bookshop,’ a ‘Chinese Bookshop and Gallery,’ and a Penguin Bookshop, but was no longer listed in the London telephone directory in 1995.

2. Socialist Book Centre.

3. James Burnham and the Managerial Revolution; see 2989.

4. Edward Hulton (1906–1988; Kt., 1957), magazine publisher of liberal views, at the time proprietor of Picture Post. See 2852, n. 1.

5. ‘George Orwell, Nineteenth Century Liberal,’ by George Woodcock, Politics, December 1946. For a brief summary, see 3160, n. 3. The essay forms chapter 7 of Woodcock’s The Writer and Politics (1948).

3088. Domestic Diary

1. Margaret Fletcher.

2. Presumably ‘the W-shaped bays next to Glentrosdale’; see 3016, n. 1.

3. ‘Present layout of the garden’ and ‘See next page’ are in Orwell’s hand.

4. All items are ticked except ‘Square off edges’ and ‘Grease tools … bike),’ which are unmarked; ‘Lime as much of soil as possible’ and ‘Collect seaweed / leaf mould,’ against each of which is a cross; and ‘Make cover … iron?)’ and ‘Drag up boat,’ which are crossed through. All the question marks are Orwell’s.

5. ‘beans’ presumably means bean poles. Orwell makes the letter ‘m’ quite clearly on this page so it is unlikely that ‘beams’ is intended.

6. ‘Radio’ and ‘Mowing machine’ are ticked. The question mark is Orwell’s.

3089. ‘Politics vs. Literature: An Examination of Gulliver’s Travels’

1. For an earlier attack on ‘silly-clever Conservatives,’ mentioning many of the same people, see ‘As I Please,’ 46, 2568.

2. Sir Alan P. Herbert (1890–1971; Kt., 1945), humorist, novelist, dramatist, represented Oxford University as an Independent M.P., 1935–50 (when such constituencies were abolished); see also 1526, n. 2. G. M. Young (1882–1959), civil servant until his resignation after World War I; then author, historian, and editor; see 1293, n. 2. Godfrey Elton, 1st Baron Elton (1892–1977), educated at Eton, prisoner-of-war for two years in Asiatic Turkey during World War I, author and broadcaster, unsuccessfully contested elections in 1924 and 1929 on behalf of the Labour Party; expelled from the party for supporting Ramsay MacDonald (whose biography he wrote, 1939); member of the Ullswater Committee on the future of broadcasting, 1935, and of the Archbishop’s Commission on Evangelism, 1944; gave a series of broadcasts entitled ‘It Occurs to Me,’ 1937–38, published under that title in 1939.

3. W. H. Mallock (1849–1923), author of The New Republic (1877) and The New Paul and Virginia (1878); see 2567, n. 4.

4. ‘Timothy Shy’ was D. B. Wyndham Lewis, who wrote this column in the News Chronicle; see ‘As I Please,’ 30, 2492, and its n. 2. ‘The Brains Trust’ was a popular BBC programme in which a panel discussed questions submitted by listeners. Orwell commented on the attitude of ‘blimps’ and intellectuals to the Brains Trust in ‘As I Please,’ 29 (see 2490, n. 1) and referred specifically to one of its leading participants, C. E. M.Joad (see 1469, n. 1) as the object of such ‘clean fun.’ An attempt was made by the BBC to revive the Brains Trust on television in 1996.

5. Monsignor Ronald Knox (1888–1957), Roman Catholic priest and, for many people, an unofficial spokesman for that church. In one of his earliest reviews, Orwell had written of ‘the tittering of Knox’; (see 214). Bertrand Russell (1872–1970; 3rd Earl Russell, 1931), philosopher and mathematician, joint author, with A. N. Whitehead, of Principia Mathematica (1910–13). A pacifist during World War I (he was imprisoned for six months), he renounced pacifism in 1939 because of the growth of Fascism. He was awarded the Nobel Prize for Literature in 1950. Among the many causes he championed, nuclear disarmament was, perhaps, the one with which he was particularly widely associated. See also 3513, n. 3.

fn1 Houyhnhnms too old to walk are described as being carried in ‘sledges’ or in ‘a kind of vehicle, drawn like a sledge’. Presumably these had no wheels. [Orwell’s footnote. He had seen sledges so used in Jura; for example, see,3003, 28.5.46 and 3073, 17.9.46.]

fn2 The physical decadence which Swift claims to have observed may have been a reality at that date. He attributes it to syphilis, which was a new disease in Europe and may have been more virulent than it is now. Distilled liquors, also, were a novelty in the seventeenth century and must have led at first to a great increase in drunkenness. [Orwell’s footnote.]

fn3 Tower. [Orwell’s footnote.]

fn4 At the end of the book, as typical specimens of human folly and viciousness, Swift names “a Lawyer, a Pickpocket, a Colonel, a Fool, a Lord, a Gamester, a Politician, a Whore-master, a Physician, an Evidence, a Suborner, an Attorney, a Traitor, or the like”. One sees here the irresponsible violence of the powerless. The list lumps together those who break the conventional code, and those who keep it. For instance, if you automatically condemn a colonel, as such, on what grounds do you condemn a traitor? Or again, if you want to suppress pickpockets, you must have laws, which means that you must have lawyers. But the whole closing passage, in which the hatred is so authentic, and the reason given for it so inadequate, is somehow unconvincing. One has the feeling that personal animosity is at work. [Orwell’s footnote. ]

3090. Randall Swingler, ‘The Right to Free Expression,’ Annotated by George Orwell

fn1 In ‘The Prevention of Literature.’ [See 2792]

fn2 In the introduction intended for Animal Farm, ‘The Freedom of the Press’ (see 2721), Orwell also suggested that the Communist Party attempted to suppress references to Trotsky in a reprint of Ten Days That Shook the World, and that a garbled version was published. From information provided to Clive Fleay, arising from his research and that of Mike Sanders, the fact that the Communist Party would allow a reprinting only if references to Trotsky were deleted is correct, but there is no evidence that any British edition of the book, complete or garbled, was published between the mid-1930s and 1961, when it was republished by Lawrence and Wishart.

fn3 George Woodcock recalled, in a letter to Ian Angus, September 1963, that Orwell told him when they met on a bus that ‘squabbling fiercely on paper did not have to pass over to personal relationships.’ However, Orwell did not always keep ‘consistently to that laudable ideal, for I remember his being very annoyed indeed when Randall Swingler tried to shake hands with him after having attacked him on paper. But Swingler was a Communist and I wasn’t, and I suppose that made all the difference.’ Randall Swingler (1909–1967) published several volumes of poetry between 1933 and 1953. He contributed to the first issue of the Communist-dominated Left Review (October 1934) and was its last editor, July 1937-May 1938; he was involved in editing Our Time, 1941–49 (though not continuously), and was a joint editor of Arena, 1949–51, and Circus, 1950.

3093. To [K.A.G.S. Lane], Christy & Moore

1. Lower two-thirds of this paragraph annotated ‘copy’ by someone in Moore’s office.

2. Annotated in Moore’s office: ‘Sent 16/10/46.’

3. Marked in Moore’s office, ‘P.T.O.’ and on verso of letter: ‘Collets say “We are managing the S.B.C. on behalf of the Directors of the S.B.C.” They have a stock of 1,000 (approx) pamphlets of “James Burnham …” & are putting 50 copies aside for Mr Orwell in case he wishes to buy them.’

3094. Domestic Diary

1. ‘morning’ was initially bracketed against the first three tasks but it was crossed through to enclose only the first two. There are ticks beside tasks 1, 2, 5, and 6.

2. Greenwich Mean Time; clocks would have been put back one hour from Summer Time—hence dark before 7 p.m. instead of 8 p.m.

3. Orwell did not return until 2 January 1947.

3095. To Rayner Heppenstall

1. This was the day Orwell had expected to be back in London; he had asked Humphrey Slater to join him for lunch; see 3074 and 3084. According to Orwell’s Diary entry for 8.10.46 he was to leave ‘tomorrow’—9 October; see 3094.

2. Heppenstall had written to Orwell on 4 October 1946 to tell him that his proposal for a dramatised version of ‘Boule de Suif’ had been rejected by the Drama Department. The passage Orwell refers to in Daniel describes a hand writing the judgement on Belshazzar, King of the Chaldeans, ‘TEKEL; Thou art weighed in the balances, and art found wanting.’

3. Heppenstall wrote again on 9 October 1946 to tell Orwell that a dramatised version of Animal Farm had been commissioned. Orwell signed the contract on 31 October 1946 and was paid a fee of £105. Full details of the arrangements, and the script, will be found in CW, 8, Appendix III. Only Orwell’s letters are reproduced in this sequence.

3097. To Dwight Macdonald

1. Dwight Macdonald wrote on 10 September 1946 with particular reference to Orwell’s article on James Burnham. He thought Orwell’s points were akin to those Macdonald had made in his review of Burnham in 1942 and that Burnham was no longer taken seriously in America. He asked Orwell why he didn’t write for Politics any more, and in particular why he had let The New Republic have ‘Politics and the English Language.’ He proposed to reprint Orwell’s review of Arthur Koestler’s ‘The Yogi and the Commissar,’ which had been published in C.W. Review, November 1945 (‘Catastrophic Gradualism,’ 2778). This appeared in the September issue of Politics.

2. Presumably ‘Politics vs. Literature: An Examination of Gulliver’s Travels’; see 3089.

3. It is possible that Orwell is referring to the response (especially Kingsley Martin’s) to ‘As I Please,’ 40 (see 2541), in which he discussed the Warsaw Uprising and the reaction to it of the press and intellectuals. The letter from Martin, editor of The New Statesman and Nation, protested that. Orwell was not justified in including that journal among those which had ‘licked the boots of Moscow.’ It is possible that there was more to Martin’s protest than his letter. For a brief summary of Woodcock’s article on Orwell, see 3160, n. 3.

4. They are not the same. English 12 is U.S. 12½.

5. Keep the Aspidistra Flying. Woodcock’s article was ‘George Orwell, Nineteenth Century Liberal,’ Politics, December 1946. See also letter to Woodcock, 28 September 1946, 3087.

6. See afterword to 3089 for a summary of Woodcock’s article.

3098. To Leonard Moore

1. This paragraph has been annotated in Moore’s office; in the left margin is written ‘Delivered’; at the end of the paragraph, ‘1/– per copy’ (one shilling being the retail selling price of the pamphlets).

3099. To Leonard Moore

1. In addition to a serialisation in Norwegian, a cheap edition was published in October 1946 as Diktatoren by Brann Forlag, Oslo. It was translated by Sigrid Munthe Mossige. Only a small number of the 5–6,000 copies printed were sold, and when Brann Forlag was taken over, the new owners reduced the price (1948). They explained that the book had been cheaply presented and paperbound, whereas most books then sold in Norway were hard-cover editions (Willison, 57).

2. Verlag Amstutz, Herdeg & Co, Zürich, publishers of the German translation, Farm der Tiere, October 1946.

3100. To Leonard Moore

1. Annotations made in Moore’s office show that a letter was sent to Gollancz about the last three books on 29 October 1946. In the left-hand margin has been written ‘R/R R/R their letter 21/4/43’ against Down & Out and Burmese Days; and ‘R.R. their 22/xi/41 letter’ against Coming Up for Air. ‘R/R’ is also written in the margin against the reference to the American edition of Burmese Days. Almost certainly, ‘Rights Reverted’ is intended. Gollancz’s production records date when rights reverted (and that is the expression used). Thus those for Down and Out in Paris and London are given as 12 December 1938. Although the rights for Keep the Apidistra Flying reverted on 20 May 1944, those for A Clergyman’s Daughter and The Road to Wigan Pier did not revert until 8 July 1950, six months after Orwell’s death.

2. In the left-hand margin has been written ‘3 copies.’

3103. Background to ‘How the Poor Die’

1. In his letter to Ian Angus of 21 March 1991, George Woodcock mentioned that some time after the publication of ‘How the Poor Die’ Orwell sent him ‘quite a large donation (for that period) … to help in keeping the magazine alive.’

3104. ‘How the Poor Die’

1. The admission records of the Hôpital Cochin show that Orwell was admitted to the Salle Lancereaux ‘pour une grippe’ on 7 March 1929 and discharged on 22 March. This essay, therefore, though based on experience, is not strictly autobiographical. See n. 2. (Information supplied to Sonia Orwell by le Directeur-Adjoint. Hôpital Cochin, 25 November 1971.)

2. Orwell was evidently seriously ill with a bad attack of influenza—une grippe—rather than pneumonia; and the month was March, not February. Had Orwell been ill with pneumonia he would hardly have recovered in two weeks after the treatment he described—if he recovered at all. The essay, as indicated in n. 1, is a literary rather than a documentary account.

3. Tennyson’s ‘In the Children’s Hospital: Emmie’ was published in 1880. Tennyson said it was ‘A true story told me by Mary Gladstone.’ Had Orwell a category of ‘Good Bad Poems’ as well as ‘Good Bad Books’ it would fit perfectly therein. Although the reader is aware that his or her feelings are being manipulated (especially because the poem is concerned with the death of a little child), and the poem is undeniably sentimental, it is an extraordinarily moving poem, and essential reading to a full understanding of ‘How the Poor Die.’

3105. To Leonard Moore

1. The Italian version of Animal Farm was titled La Fattoria degli Animali and published by Mondadori in October 1947. It was translated by Bruno Tasso and a preface was included by Giorgio Monicelli (who translated and wrote a preface to Mondadori’s edition of Homage to Catalonia, December 1948).

2. Marie Louise Berneri and Vernon Richards, who had contacts in Italy and France. See 3042, n. 1 and n. 4.

3. See 3091, n. 1.

3106. To The Copyright Director, BBC

1. Orwell signed the contract for the dramatisation of Animal Farm on 31 October 1946. Mrs. B. H. Dickinson of the Copyright Department advised Rayner Heppenstall, the BBC producer responsible for broadcasting the adaptation, on 9 November that she had paid Orwell half the fee due on his signing the contract—£52. 10s.

3107. Review of A Foolish Wind by Francis Askham; The Breaking of the Seals by Francis Ashton; The Tricolour Flies Again by Sven Auren

1. Orwell suspected correctly. Francis Askham did not reveal her sex in The Author’s and Writer’s Who’s Who & Reference Guide, compiled by Edward Martell and L. G. Pine, in Orwell’s lifetime; she merely stated that she was born in 1910 and married. Her correct name was Julia Eileen Courtney Greenwood (1900–).

2. A Princess of Mars by Edgar Rice Burroughs, creator of Tarzan (Chicago, 1917), and many times reprinted and translated into several languages.

3108. ‘As I Please,’ 60

1. Orwell had last contributed his column, ‘As I Please,’ to the issue of 16 February 1945. He was followed by Jennie Lee (1904–1988), who had been re-elected as an M.P. in 1945 and later was a distinguished Minister for the Arts, 1967–70. She was married to Aneurin Bevan. At the suggestion of Tosco Fyvel, literary editor of Tribune (and Orwell’s collaborator on the Searchlight Books in the early years of the war), Orwell took over with this issue of Tribune. The first section of this column was reprinted under the title ‘It Looks Different from Abroad,’ in The New Republic, 2 December 1946.

2. Orwell’s comments on the women depicted in this American fashion magazine were picked up by two London daily papers: the Daily Express, 6 December 1946, and the Daily Mail, 11 December 1946. Although Orwell’s article had been published in London, both newspapers selected passages from the section starting ‘One striking thing’ to ‘are everywhere’ (not quite accurately) and printed them: in the Express, in its anonymous ‘American column’ (by C. V. R. Thompson), and in the Mail, in Don Iddon’s New York Diary. Orwell’s remarks were directed at the kind of women depicted in fashion photographs, but the Express generalised what he said, introducing its quotations with ‘After studying American fashions British author George Orwell says about the American girl …’

3. Donald and Katie Darroch; see 3003, n. 2

4. Headquarters of the Communist Party.

5. Sir Travers Humphreys (1867–1956) had participated in many important trials, including those of Oscar Wilde, Horatio Bottomley, Roger Casement, and the murderers Crippen, Bywaters and Thompson, and Haigh. He was much respected and famously maintained that ‘a jury, rightly directed, is always right.’

6. No property qualification is now required. The law was changed in 1972. Jurors are selected from the electoral register and are entitled to travelling and subsistence allowances and some compensation for loss of earnings. If the need arise, even passers-by on the street can be summoned for jury service.

3109. Review of Politics, Economics and Men of Modern Spain, 1808–1946 by A. Ramos Oliveira

1. Colonel Lopez Casado (1893–1968), Commander of the Army of the Centre, met Dr. Juan Negrín (1889–1956), Prime Minister and Minister of Defence, in February 1939 to persuade him that the civil war must be brought to an end. Negrín was, secretly, trying to come to terms with Franco, but Casado and others were impelled by the hopelessness of their position and the desperate situation of Madrid. Negrín and his colleagues were forced into exile. Casado, in turn, failed to secure more satisfactory terms from Franco than had Negrín, and at the end of March sailed into exile aboard HMS Galatea. See Thomas, 883–915, and for biographical notes on Negrín, 560, 2.8.39, n. 3 and 2852, n. 3.

3110. To Miss D. Ross

1. Miss D. Ross, of the BBC’s Copyright Department, had written to Orwell on 7 November seeking permission to rebroadcast his programme on Jack London in the Services Educational service on 23 November 1946. A repeat fee of £15.15s was offered. The programme was first broadcast on 8 October 1945. Orwell was the Narrator then, but was listed only as scriptwriter for the repeat. See 2761, headnote.

3111. To Julian Symons

1. Julian Symons (1912–1994) took over as guest critic on the Manchester Evening News from 28 November 1946. Orwell had two more reviews published in the paper after writing this letter, on 14 and 21 November. Symons edited Twentieth Century Verse (1937–39) and Anthology of War Poetry (1942), wrote several critical books and biographies, among them Charles Dickens (1951), Thomas Carlyle (1952), Horatio Bottomley (1955), and became a prolific writer of detective stories for which he won several awards. His Bloody Murder: From the Detective Story to the Crime Novel (1972) won the Edgar Allan Poe Award. When Orwell died, he contributed a personal memoir to Tribune, 27 January 1950, 23.

2. See 2844, n. 1.

3112. Review of Arch of Triumph by Erich Maria Remarque; Lords of Life: An Anthology of Animal Poetry, edited by Derek Gilpin Barnes; Five Great French Composers by Donald Brook

1. Orwell probably has in mind the Spaniards who had taken refuge from Franco in France and were detained by British and American authorities after the liberation of France as pro-German, despite many of them having fought in the French Resistance; 226 were held near Chorley in Lancashire. The Freedom Defence Committee devoted much attention to their plight. The last internees were released in August 1946. See 2946.

3113. To Leonard Moore

1. An annotation written in the left-hand margin opposite the address states, ‘Wrote Harcourt Brace 18.11.46.’

2. Guillermo Kraft Ltda, Buenos Aires, published Animal Farm in Castilian, 30 July 1948, as Rebelion en La Granja. It was translated by Dr. Abraham Scheps and well illustrated by Lino Palacio; 10,200 copies were printed (Willison).

3. An annotation, written in Moore’s office, indicates that Madame Ocampo had come from the Principality of Monaco, not France.

4. A note, written in Moore’s office, at the foot of the letter states, ‘James Burnham £10.’ This could be a royalty due from the pamphlet issued by the Socialist Book Centre. Without allowing for agent’s commission, this would represent 960 copies. See 3120.

3114. To an Untraced Addressee

1. This letter was described in a catalogue issued by R. A. Gekoski in 1983 (item 124), and the text is reproduced from the catalogue entry by kind permission of Mr. Gekoski. The original envelope in which the letter had been sent was also sold and that, presumably, bore the addressee’s name, but it has not been traced.

3115. ‘As I Please,’61

1. On 19 December 1943, three Germans were found guilty of atrocities in the first ‘war crimes trial’ at Kharkov and hanged. See ‘As I Please,’ 5, 2398, n. 1. A Ukrainian was also hanged.

2. This paragraph and the three preceding paragraphs were reprinted as a single paragraph within a box headed ‘Hanging To-day’ in the journal The Plebs, June 1947. The penultimate word of the first of these paragraphs, ‘very,’ was omitted. The ‘obscene fact’ to which Orwell is probably referring is defecation and, in men, ejaculation, on death. For Orwell’s essay ‘A Hanging,’ The Adelphi, August 1931, see 108.

3. The line does not appear in Shakespeare, though possibly the first two lines of Sonnet 37 lie behind the quotation: ‘As a decrepit father takes delight / To see his active child do deeds of youth.…’ The word ‘happy’ does not occur until the last line of the sonnet.

3117. To Dr. W. M. C. Harrowes

1. The indication that the book might not be sold within the British Empire did not in all probability arise from fear that its contents prove unacceptable, but from the common book-trade arrangement whereby the world is divided into areas in which publishers hold rights to sell. That was probably arranged by Leonard Moore.

2. For details of how the Gollancz edition of Burmese Days came to be published and the changes made, see Textual Note to CW, II.

3118. To Helmut Klöse

1. Probably Karl Schnetzler see 2893 and 3083.

2. After ‘Koestler,’ Orwell added a cross and a written footnote: ‘Hungarian who writes in English.’

3119. To Graham Greene

1. Although this issue of Now included ‘How the Poor Die’ (see 3104), it was being sent because Woodcock wanted Greene to see the article that followed Orwell’s—Woodcock on Graham Greene. The occasion of Orwell’s meeting with Greene is not known.

3120. To Leonard Moore

1. Annotated in left-hand margin in Moore’s office: ‘Sent 26/11/46.’

2. The French translation of Animal Farm did not appear until 15 October 1947. It was translated by Sophie Dévil and had a preface by Jean Texcier (pseudonym of a Resistance writer), and was titled Les animaux partout! The publisher, Odile Pathé issued 5,000 copies at 150 francs (about 6s 6d); a reprint was issued in 1948 in the magazine Réalités Littéraires at the reported price of 6 francs—about one old penny (Willison).

3121. To Fredric Warburg

1. This letter is annotated: ‘I have phoned Mr Orwell re: this, & told him the shoes & books will be forthcoming & we will let him know when they arrive. MCP 22/11/46.’ (MCP = Miss Plummer; see 3133.) The letter is rubber-stamped as having been received on 21 November 1946 (a Thursday). Clothes were rationed as well as food even after the war (see 3017, n. 3 and 3044, n. 3). Nine coupons would probably be required for a pair of shoes in 1946. Some years earlier, shoes and boots required seven coupons of the 66 allowed per year. Lydia Jackson had sent boots to Orwell at Jura in August 1946 (see 3044), but those were probably a pair Orwell already possessed. He had large feet, and, especially during rationing, he sometimes had difficulty obtaining the right size; see letters to Dwight Macdonald, 3097 and 3128. On 28 November, Warburg wrote to Orwell and enclosed a copy of Scottish Nursery Rhymes by Norah Montgomerie. He also said he would give proper consideration to Miss [Elisaveta] Fen’s novel. Elisaveta Fen was the pen-name of Lydia Jackson; see 534A.

3122. Review of What Would Nelson Do? by Hannen Swaffer; Running Commentary by Reginald Pound; Dunkerley’s by Howard Spring

1. Swaffer’s account of lower-deck conditions was later thoroughly supported by Anthony Carew in The Lower Deck of the Royal Navy 1900–39: The Invergordon Mutiny in Perspective (1981). Although taking the shabby talc only to 1939, conditions were little better during and immediately after the war.

2. This was Orwell’s last review for the Manchester Evening News. Julian Symons replaced him; see 3111.

3123. ‘Riding Down from Bangor’

1. Helen’s Babies by John Habberton (1842–1921) was first published in 1876.

2. Little Women by Louisa M. Alcott (1832–1888) was published in 1868; Good Wives, described as ‘being a sequel to Little Women,’ in 1869. They were published in a single volume in 1871 and since then they have been published together and separately, in England Good Wives as Nice Wives (1879) and Little Women Wedded (1937). The combined Little Women and Good Wives was followed by Little Men (1871) and Jo’s Boys (1886), as the second and third volumes of a trilogy.

3. The text has ‘Fritchie’; the quotation should read: ‘Shoot, if you must, this old gray head.…’

4. Penrod was published in 1914.

5. This essay, slightly cut, was reproduced under the title ‘The World of “Helen’s Babies”’ in The Literary Digest, April 1947. The first and last two sentences of the first paragraph and all of the penultimate paragraph were reproduced in italic within decorative rules, each with ‘George Orwell’ printed within the box.

3124. ‘As I Please,’62

1. See the last paragraph of ‘As I Please,’ 60, 3108, and the ensuing correspondence. See also 3108, n. 6 regarding changes to the selection of jurors and their payment. For a use of special jurors, see ‘As I Please,’ 67, 27 December 1946 (3140).

2. The list of those exempted is quite long and, in addition to many legal and semi-legal officials, included not only chemists but also medical practitioners and dentists at the time Orwell was writing. Dickens’s chemist, Thomas Groffin, makes his unsuccessful plea in chapter 34 of Pickwick Papers.

3. See Orwell’s letter to Edward R. Ward, 26 November 1946, 3125.

4. Orwell’s two lists, with extracts from the preceding and following paragraphs, were printed in English Digest, February 1947, under the heading ‘Dullness is Truth …’.

3125. To Edward R. Ward

1. This letter was typed on paper with a printed heading set in capitals and small capitals and with a full-stop after ‘SQUARE.’ To avoid the address appearing too prominently, it has been set here in upper and lower case and with a comma after ‘Square.’ The use of this paper can be recognised in this edition from its punctuation, which Orwell rarely typed. The heading is not again mentioned.

2. See ‘As I Please,’ 62, 3124. Ward corresponded with Orwell in Tribune concerning ‘What Is Science?’ on 9 November 1945 (see 2771), and personally on 9 January 1946 (2772).

3126. ‘As I Please,’63

1. In ‘As I Please,’ 70, 24 January 1947 (see 3158), Orwell wrote: ‘A few weeks ago I quoted an Indian proverb in this column, and erroneously said that it had been translated by a friend of mine. Actually the verse I quoted comes from Kipling. This illustrates something I have pointed out elsewhere—that Kipling is one of those writers whom one quotes unconsciously.’ Orwell is presumably referring to ‘Rudyard Kipling,’ Horizon, February 1942 (see 948), where he remarks that a vulgar thought, vigorously expressed is ‘there … ready made and, as it were, waiting for you. So the chances are that, having once heard this line, you will remember it.’ The instance he quotes is: ‘He travels the fastest who travels alone.’

3127. To Helmut Klöse

1. Orwell had suggested to Klöse that he might find it useful to meet Herbert Read; see 3118.

3128. To Dwight Macdonald

1. This date is as given on Macdonald’s letter (though it is slightly overtyped). The month of ‘Dec.’ and the 2 are quite plain. Either Macdonald misdated the letter or else it crossed the Atlantic remarkably swiftly.

2. Woodcock described Orwell’s reaction to this article in his study of Orwell, The Crystal Spirit (1967). He met Orwell in the Freedom Bookshop just as Orwell had bought this number of Politics and he felt apprehensive because on some points the essay was very critical and he had ‘got into trouble with London literary friends over much less critical comments on their work.’ That evening, Orwell telephoned him; ‘he liked the essay and thought it was as good a first study as any writer could expect.’ He objected only to Woodcock’s accusation of political opportunism for arguing that conscription could not be avoided in wartime but thereafter must be ended because it infringed the liberties of the individual. ‘But even here his protest took a surprisingly mild form. “I have my reasons for arguing like that,” he said, but he never explained them’ (38–39).

3. American size 12 = English size 11½. The shoes did prove to be too small; see letter acknowledging their arrival, 26 February 1947, 3175; see also 3121, n. 1.

4. Kronstadt, a naval base guarding the approach to St Petersburg, a few miles from Finland, was established by Peter the Great in 1704. The turning point in Animal Farm is related to events that took place there early in 1921. Food shortages and a harsh regime prompted a series of strikes in Leningrad; in March the strikers were supported by sailors at the Kronstadt naval base. This was the first serious uprising not only by supporters of the Revolution against their government but by a city and by naval personnel particularly associated with ensuring the success of the 1917 Revolution. Trotsky and Mikhail Tukhachevsky (1893–1937) put down the rebellion, but the losses sustained by the rebels were not in vain. A New Economic Policy was enunciated shortly after which recognised the need for reforms. Tukhachevsky was made a Marshal of the Soviet Union in 1935, but two years later he was executed in one of Stalin’s purges. The fact that Macdonald missed the significance of the ‘turning-point’ in Animal Farm may be the reason why Orwell strengthened this moment in his adaptation for radio, the script of which he was to deliver in a week or so. See last sentence of Scene 259 and Scenes 260–62 (CW, VIII, 153), which are not in the novel. Unfortunately, Rayner Heppenstall cut these from the script as broadcast.

5. Woodcock’s short essay is summarised at 3089, endnote.

6. Henry Wallace (1888–1965); see 3215, n. 1.

3129. To Leonard Moore

1. An annotation written in Moore’s office states: ‘Wrote F. Morley (H Brace) 11.12.46.’This is bracketed against both paragraphs.

3130. To Sir Stanley Unwin

1. Unwin had sent Orwell a copy of his book, one of a number of revisions of a work first published in 1926, on 26 November 1946. Orwell mentions it in ‘As I Please,’ 65, 13 December 1946, 3134.

3131. ‘As I Please,’ 64

1. Trilby (3 vols., 1894) by George du Maurier (1834–1896) was first published in Harper’s Magazine.

2. Julian Symons reviewed for Tribune; he had recently taken over from Orwell as regular guest reviewer for the Manchester Evening News (see 3111). The reference is to his article ‘Aldous Revisited,’ Tribune, 29 November 1946.

3. This paragraph was reprinted in The Literary Digest, Winter 1947.

4. In ‘I had to go sick’ by J. Maclaren Ross, the word ‘bugger’ was printed when the story was published in Horizon, August 1942, 126. In most copies it was then blacked out. A copy in Ian Angus’s possession was missed. (Information from Diana Witherby and Janetta Parladé, who had to black out the offending word.)

3132. To Leonard Moore

1. Probably a statement of monies owing by Orwell; see 3142.

3133. To Miss M. C. Plummer

1. Miss M. C. Plummer, Warburg’s secretary. She annotated 3121.

2. Rayner Heppenstall commissioned Orwell to adapt Animal Farm for radio in a letter of 9 October 1946. The passage to be typed begins at scene 456. See text of the script and editorial introduction, CW, VIII, 115–203. and 3152.

3134. ‘As I Please,’65

1. Orwell’s comments on nationalisation—that it did not itself effect improvements but prepared the way for them, and that many people would lose their enthusiasm for nationalisation when it was found that it had made no immediate difference—were picked up in the Comment column of The Observer, 22 December 1946, under the heading ‘“The Skin Game”—Set to Music.’ Orwell was said to be ‘cooling off the comrades.’ Orwell, of course, wrote at a time when domestic washing machines were not available.

2. In Tribune, 14 February 1947, Bernard Denvir, reviewing a selection of Honoré Daumier’s work, referred to readers who objected to Tribune’s reviewing high-priced books—the Daumier cost £2.2.0. Among the reasons he gave for so doing was that Orwell had ‘several times pointed out in our columns, the total spent by the nation on books is still absurdly small—compared with the weekly volume of expenditure at the cinema and theatre.’ In addition to Orwell’s comments here, he also discussed this topic in ‘Books v. Cigarettes,’ Tribune, 8 February 1946; see 2892.

3. See 3057 for Orwell’s response to the questionnaire.

4. These games, dating from about the time of World War I, from the illustrations used for early sets (so that Orwell might have played L’Attaque, the army game, or Dover Patrol, the naval equivalent), were still on sale forty years after Orwell made this comparison with the United Nations Organisation and international negotiations.

5. The two paragraphs ‘When one reads the reports of Uno…’ to ‘… leaving everything as it was at the beginning’ were reprinted under the heading ‘Let’s Play Uno’ in World Review, February 1947.

3135. To Grace Wyndham Goldie

1. Orwell was asked by Grace Wyndham Goldie (1900–1986) of the BBC Home Talks Department to contribute to a series of programmes in which independent critics discussed the dramatic productions broadcast by the Third Programme. He was asked to broadcast on Friday, 24 January, for fifteen minutes; that week three plays by George Bernard Shaw were to be transmitted. Mrs. Goldie did not expect an immediate ‘yes’ or ‘no’ and invited Orwell to lunch to discuss the proposal.

3136. To Paul Tabori

1. Paul Tabori (1908–1974) was born in Budapest and wrote to Tribune (13 December 1946) as secretary of the Hungarian Group of the PEN Club. His letter was written on behalf of writers in Hungary, ‘most of whom are in great distress … many are literally starving, ragged and unable to buy the simplest necessities.’ The Hungarian Group was anxious to start what it called a ‘foster-parent’ organisation. It sought a hundred people who would ‘form a personal connection with a Hungarian writer, correspond with him (or her), send a little saccharine, medicine, vitamins, used clothes, international reply coupons, etc. A little personal touch is far better than impersonal charity.’ No reply from Tabori has been traced, neither have any other letters to him from Orwell, but Orwell referred to the needs of Hungarian writers in ‘As I Please,’ 66, 20 December 1946, 3137. At the time, Tabori was a feature writer for Atlas Despatches and a scriptwriter for Alexander Korda (having been a film critic for the Daily Mail, 1943–44).

3137. ‘As I Please,’ 66

1. Andrews° Liver Salts, a powder making an effervescent drink with purgative properties.

2. A vomitorium was a door or opening giving access to a large building in Roman times enabling large crowds to enter or leave readily. Aldous Huxley had erroneously used it in Antic Hay, chap xviii (1923) as meaning a place where Romans at a feast went to be sick. Huxley taught Orwell at Eton and he taught his pupils rare and strange words and a taste for words and their accurate and significant use (Crick, 117, quoting Steven Runciman and John Grotrian).

3. Orwell had probably forgotten Horace’s ode to the Bandusian spring (III, 13), which would have been likely to come his way as a classical specialist at Eton.

4. See 3136, n. 1.

5. For Orwell’s earlier celebrations of Christmas, see ‘Voice’, 6, 29 December 1942 (1778) and ‘Can Socialists be Happy,’ 24 December 1943 (2397).

3138. To John Gawsworth, Editor of The Literary Digest

1. John Gawsworth (pseudonym of Terence Ian Fytton Armstrong, 1912–1971), poet, story writer, and editor, was founder-editor of the English Digest, July 1939–41; edited Poetry Review, 1945–52, Salamander (with John Cromer), 1941–c. 1947, and The Literary Digest, from 1946.

2. Presumably ‘Riding Down from Bangor,’ Tribune, 22 November 1946 (see 3123), reprinted, abridged, in The Literary Digest, April 1947.




3140. ‘As I Please,’67

1. Presumably Orwell has in mind the section from the Preface to St Joan, ‘Credulity, Modern and Medieval,’ and, in particular, ‘Today, when the doctor has succeeded to the priest, and can do practically what he likes with parliament and the press through the blind faith in him which has succeeded to the far more critical faith in the parson … Our credulity is grosser than that of the Middle Ages, because the priest had no such direct pecuniary interest in our sins as the doctor has in our diseases …’ (Penguin edition, 1946, 49).

2. Professor Harold J. Laski, former Chairman of the National Executive of the Labour Party, had sued the Newark Advertiser for libel. He claimed that its account of his speech at Newark on 20 June 1945, in support of the local Labour candidate, was damaging because it implied that he had advocated revolution by violence. The court rejected his claim and ruled for the defendants. On 2 December 1945, Morgan Phillips, Secretary of the Labour Party opened a fund to help Laski with the very considerable costs of the legal action. For Laski, see 1241, n. 4.

3. In ‘Riding Down from Bangor’, see 3123.

3141. To [Dwight Macdonald]

1. The essay was ‘Lear, Tolstoy and the Fool,’ Polemic, March 1947 (see 3181 and also 3128).

3142. To Leonard Moore

1. This publisher’s name is Amstutz; it was written in the margin in Moore’s office and ticked through.

2. Against this line a name was written in Moore’s office, presumably that of the woman who wished to make a translation for the French Occupied Zone of Germany. It has been partially obscured by being struck through with a heavy tick, but it looks like Buroun, the second letter being the most uncertain. Nothing more is known about this person or the proposal.

3. In the margin, in two different hands, was written ‘N. Yorker’ and ‘31/12/46.’ Orwell’s first article for The New Yorker was his review of Lady Gregory’s journals, 19 April 1947; see 3218.

4. In the margin here, ‘Radio,’ in the same hand as the other annotations, except the date, has been ticked through.

3143. To Gleb Struve

1. For Orwell’s interest in Zamyatin and We, see his essay ‘Freedom and Happiness,’ Tribune, 4 January 1946, 2841 and see 2841, n. 1. E. P. Dutton published We in New York in 1924; the translation was made by Gregory Zilboorg. Dutton issued a second printing in 1925, a copy of which Struve annotated heavily where he thought the translation was unsatisfactory. This copy is now owned by Daniel Leab, Washington, CT.





Chronology

In the main, Orwell’s publications, except books, are not listed

25 June 1903 Eric Arthur Blair born in Motihari, Bengal, India.



14 Feb 1946 Critical Essays published by Secker & Warburg. Published in New York as Dickens, Dali & Others, by Reynal & Hitchcock, 29 April 1946; as Ensayos Críticos, Buenos Aires, July 1948.

April 1946 ‘Politics and the English Language’ published in Horizon.

Mid April 1946 Gives up journalism for six months to concentrate on writing Nineteen Eighty-Four.

3 May 1946 Death of Marjorie Dakin, Orwell’s sister.

23 May–13 Oct 1946 Rents Barnhill on the Isle of Jura, Scotland.

July 1946 James Burnham and the Managerial Revolution published as a pamphlet by the Socialist Book Centre, London. (Originally, ‘Second Thoughts on James Burnham’, Polemic, No 3, May 1946).

8 July 1946 Writes that he contemplates starting on Nineteen Eighty-Four.

26 Sep 1946 ‘I’ve only done about fifty pages’ of Nineteen Eighty-Four.

14 Oct 1946–10 Apr 1947 At Canonbury Square, Islington.

29 Oct 1946 BBC Pamphlet no 2: Books and Authors (containing Orwell’s talk, ‘Bernard Shaw’s Arms and the Man’), and BBC Pamphlet No 3: Landmarks in American Literature (containing Orwell’s talk, ‘Jack London’), published by Oxford University Press, Bombay.

November 1946 Jack London’s Love of Life and Other Stories, with Introduction by Orwell (written November 1945), published by Paul Elek.

November 1946 ‘How the Poor Die’ published in Now.



21 January 1950 Orwell dies of pulmonary tuberculosis, aged 46.
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ABOUT THE BOOK

Much of 1947 and 1948 was taken up with Orwell’s struggle to complete Nineteen Eighty-Four and his fight against illness. He wrote ‘Arthur Koestler’, ‘Lear, Tolstoy and the Fool’, and his last contribution to Tribune, his eightieth ‘As I Please’. The second half of 1948 was spent at Jura where, by a supreme effort, and often in great pain, he managed to complete Nineteen Eighty-Four. He was admitted to hospital and continued to work on ‘Such, Such Were the Joys’; among the essays he wrote were ‘Towards European Unity’, ‘Profile of Krishna Menon’, ‘Writes and Leviathan’, ‘Britain’s Left-Wing Press’, ‘George Gissing’, ‘Britain’s Struggle for Survival: The Labour Government after Three Years’, and ‘Marx and Russia’; and he continued to review.

Changes made in the course of the production of Orwell’s radio version of Animal Farm are listed; his second Literary Notebook is reproduced and his third series of notes for his literary executor. This volume is rich in previously unpublished correspondence and includes Fredric Warburg’s and David Farrer’s reports on Nineteen Eighty-Four. Orwell’s attempt to secure justice for those unfairly treated is also well illustrated.
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Introduction to Volume XIX

1947–1948: It is What I Think

Much of these years was taken up with Orwell’s struggle to complete Nineteen Eighty-Four and his fight against illness. He spent the autumn and winter of 1946–47 in London. In that period he wrote ‘Lear, Tolstoy and the Fool’ (3181), and his last contribution to Tribune, his eightieth ‘As I Please’, published on 4 April 1947. He returned to Jura on 11 April 1947 to work on his last novel. He was often ill, and although he did not realise it, he would never return to his flat in Canonbury, London, again. In December 1947 he was admitted to Hairmyres Hospital, Glasgow, and left only at the end of July 1948. The rest of 1948 was spent at Jura where, by a supreme effort, and often in great pain, he managed to complete Nineteen Eighty-Four. He left Jura about the 2nd January 1949 and was admitted to Cranham Sanatorium in the Cotswolds; his remaining months were spent there and, later, at University College Hospital, London. Although he relinquished his leases of his cottage at Wallington (September 1947), and his Canonbury flat (December 1948), he lived to the end in the belief that he would continue to be able to write. Thus, he only suspended his series of ‘As I Please’.

Orwell continued to work on ‘Such, Such Were the Joys’ (3409), even though he knew it could not, for fear of libel, be published in his lifetime, probably completing it about May 1948 when he was in hospital (see 3408 for identification of typewriters used and those involved in the typing). Among the essays he wrote were ‘Toward European Unity’ (3244), ‘In Defence of Comrade Zilliacus’ (3254), which was not published at the time, a Profile of Krishna Menon (with David Astor, 3309), ‘Marx and Russia’ (3346), ‘Writers and Leviathan’ (3364), ‘Britain’s Left-Wing Press’ (3366), ‘George Gissing’ (3406), and ‘Britain’s Struggle for Survival: The Labour Government after Three Years’ (3462); most are printed here with Orwell’s preparatory notes as adjacent items. He continued to review, though less frequently than in the past. In November 1947 a Ukrainian translation of Animal Farm was published for which Orwell wrote a special preface (3198). Unfortunately the collaboration of the US Military Government with the USSR led to most of those copies of Animal Farm being handed over to the Soviets so ensuring that they could not be read by those for whom they were intended in the Soviet Zone of Germany and points east.

On 17 January 1947, Orwell’s adaptation of Animal Farm was broadcast in the BBC Third Programme directed by his friend, Rayner Heppenstall. The full script is given in Collected Works, VIII, showing changes made in the course of broadcasting. A summary is given at 3152. The most interesting change was that prompted by Dwight Macdonald’s letter of 5 December 1946 (3128). Orwell added a few lines of dialogue at a crucial moment in the novel but Heppenstall failed to see the point and cut them out (see n. 4 to 3128 and VIII, 153, scenes 259–62). For Orwell’s response to the broadcast, see 3163. An extract from The Road to Wigan Pier was broadcast in Sweden on 11 September 1947 (3270), and the BBC Home Service broadcast ‘Shooting an Elephant’ on 12 October 1948 (3472).

In November 1948, the first volume of British Pamphleteers, for which Orwell wrote an introduction, was published (see editorial note, 3487). He continued to take issue with James Burnham; his ‘Burnham’s View of the Contemporary World Struggle’ was published in March 1947 (3204). A few months earlier he had told Philip Rahv that Burnham wouldn’t like it: ‘However, it is what I think’ (XVIII, 232). This characteristic remained constant to the end.

This volume is rich in previously unpublished correspondence, some of which shows how he was pestered—almost hounded—to write for a left-wing journal, the New York New Leader, despite his being so ill. Some of Orwell’s proposed corrections to Homage to Catalonia, which he sent to Yvonne Davet for the French translation, and which he would later send to Roger Senhouse for the English edition, are published in his letter in French to Mme Davet with an English translation. She arranged for these to be made (the translation appeared in 1955) but Senhouse ignored them and it was not until 1986 that Orwell’s wishes could be carried out in English in Complete Works, VI. The volume includes Fredric Warburg’s and David Farrer’s reports on Nineteen Eighty-Four (3505 and 3506). Details are given of Orwell’s successful attempts to get justice for those as diverse as Poles threatened with forcible return to Soviet rule, and a railwayman with thirty-nine years of service, sacked without a pension for picking up a few pence worth of coal from the track during an especially bitter winter. This was ‘what I think’ in practice.

Orwell’ Second Literary Notebook is reproduced (3515); his third series of notes for his literary executor (3323); his Domestic Diary (arranged chronologically); and his sister Avril’s briefer record kept from 27 December 1947 to 10 May 1948 whilst her brother was in hospital (3319 and, as an appendix, 3514). Orwell’s Domestic Diary records, laconically, the near-disaster that struck Orwell and his family in the Corryvreckan whirlpool, north of Jura, on 19 August 1947, and a note explains the circumstances and the confusion over the newspaper reports. On p. xvii is a specially-drawn map of ‘Orwell’s Jura.’

A full General Introduction will be found here
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3144. Freedom Defence Committee Appeal

1947


Issues 5 and 6 of the Freedom Defence Committee Bulletin, July–August 1947 and Spring 1948, gives lists of those who responded to the appeal for funds in 1947. Some 200 people or groups contributed sums varying between 2s. 8d and £10.10s (in the main, around £1). There were five who contributed more: one, £50; one, £25; two £20, and Orwell, £30 (£20 in the first six months of the year and £10 in the second six months). The £50 was contributed by V. G., almost certainly Victor Gollancz; the £25 came from E. M. F., Cambridge, and must be E. M. Forster. The other two sets of initials, C. I., Stockport, and M. B., Tyldesley, have not been identified. See also 2783.






3145. Orwell at Jura

January 1947


Orwell arrived at Barnhill, Jura, on 2January 1947. He should have arrived on 31 December 1946, but he missed the boat and had to spend two nights in Glasgow; see Domestic Diary, 3147, 4.1.47. He had returned to Canonbury Square, London, by 9 January.






3146. ‘As I Please,’68

Tribune, 3 January 19471

Nearly a quarter of a century ago I was travelling on a liner to Burma. Though not a big ship, it was a comfortable and even a luxurious one, and when one was not asleep or playing deck games one usually seemed to be eating. The meals were of that stupendous kind that steamship companies used to vie with one another in producing, and in between times there were snacks such as apples, ices, biscuits and cups of soup, lest anyone should find himself fainting from hunger. Moreover, the bars opened at ten in the morning, and, since we were at sea, alcohol was relatively cheap.

The ships of this line were mostly manned by Indians, but apart from the officers and the stewards they carried four European quartermasters whose job was to take the wheel. One of these quartermasters, though I suppose he was only aged forty or so, was one of those old sailors on whose back you almost expect to see barnacles growing. He was a short, powerful, rather ape-like man, with enormous forearms covered by a mat of golden hair. A blond moustache which might have belonged to Charlemagne completely hid his mouth. I was only twenty years old2 and very conscious of my parasitic status as a mere passenger, and I looked up to the quartermasters, especially the fair-haired one, as godlike beings on a par with the officers. It would not have occurred to me to speak to one of them without being spoken to first.

One day, for some reason, I came up from lunch early. The deck was empty except for the fair-haired quartermaster, who was scurrying like a rat along the side of the deck-houses, with something partially concealed between his monstrous hands. I had just time to see what it was before he shot past me and vanished into a doorway. It was a pie dish containing a half-eaten baked custard pudding.

At one glance I took in the situation—indeed, the man’s air of guilt made it unmistakable. The pudding was a left-over from one of the passengers’ tables. It had been illicitly given to him by a steward, and he was carrying it off to the seamen’s quarters to devour it at leisure. Across more than twenty years I can still faintly feel the shock of astonishment that I felt at that moment. It took me some time to see the incident in all its bearings: but do I seem to exaggerate when I say that this sudden revelation of the gap between function and reward—the revelation that a highly-skilled craftsman, who might literally hold all our lives in his hands, was glad to steal scraps of food from our table—taught me more than I could have learned from half a dozen Socialist pamphlets?

A news item to the effect that Yugoslavia is now engaged on a purge of writers and artists led me to look once again at the reports of the recent literary purge in the U.S.S.R., when Zoschenko, Akhmatova3 and others were expelled from the Writers’ Union.

In England this kind of thing is not happening to us as yet, so that we can view it with a certain detachment, and, curiously enough, as I look again at the accounts of what happened, I feel somewhat more sorry for the persecutors than for their victims. Chief among the persecutors is Andrei Zhdanov, considered by some to be Stalin’s probable successor.4 Zhdanov, though he has conducted literary purges before, is a full-time politician with—to judge from his speeches—about as much knowledge of literature as I have of aerodynamics. He does not give the impression of being, according to his own lights, a wicked or dishonest man. He is truly shocked by the defection of certain Soviet writers, which appears to him as an incomprehensible piece of treachery, like a military mutiny in the middle of a battle. The purpose of literature is to glorify the Soviet Union; surely that must be obvious to everyone? But instead of carrying out their plain duty, these misguided writers keep straying away from the paths of propaganda, producing non-political works, and even, in the case of Zoschenko, allowing a satirical note to creep into their writings. It is all very painful and bewildering. It is as though you set a man to work in an excellent, up-to-date, air-conditioned factory, gave him high wages, short hours, good canteens and playing-grounds, a comfortable flat, a nursery-school for his children, all-round social insurance and music while you work—only to find the ungrateful fellow throwing spanners into the machinery on his very first day.

What makes the whole thing somewhat pathetic is the general admission—an honest admission, seeing that Soviet publicists are not in the habit of decrying their own country—that Russian literature as a whole is not what it ought to be. Since the U.S.S.R. represents the highest existing form of civilisation, it is obvious that it ought to lead the world in literature as in everything else. “Surely,” says Zhdanov, “our new Socialist system, embodying all that is best in the history of human civilisation and culture, is capable of creating the most advanced literature, which will leave far behind the best creations of olden times.” Izvestia (as quoted by the New York paper, Politics), goes further: “Our culture stands on an immeasurably higher level than bourgeois culture …. Is it not clear that our culture has the right not to act as pupil and imitator but, on the contrary, to teach others the general human morals?” And yet somehow the expected thing never happens. Directives are issued, resolutions are passed unanimously, recalcitrant writers are silenced: and yet for some reason a vigorous and original literature, unmistakably superior to that of capitalist countries, fails to emerge.

All this has happened before, and more than once. Freedom of expression has had its ups and downs in the U.S.S.R., but the general tendency has been towards tighter censorship. The thing that politicians are seemingly unable to understand is that you cannot produce a vigorous literature by terrorising everyone into conformity. A writer’s inventive faculties will not work unless he is allowed to say approximately what he feels. You can destroy spontaneity and produce a literature which is orthodox but feeble, or you can let people say what they choose and take the risk that some of them will utter heresies. There is no way out of that dilemma so long as books have to be written by individuals.

That is why, in a way, I feel sorrier for the persecutors than for the victims. It is probable that Zoschenko and the others at least have the satisfaction of understanding what is happening to them: the politicians who harry them are merely attempting the impossible. For Zhdanov and his kind to say, “The Soviet Union can exist without literature,” would be reasonable. But that is just what they can’t say. They don’t know what literature is, but they know that it is important, that it has prestige value, and that it is necessary for propaganda purposes, and they would like to encourage it, if only they knew how. So they continue with their purges and directives, like a fish bashing its nose against the wall of an aquarium again and again, too dim-witted to realise that glass and water are not the same thing.

From The Thoughts of the Emperor Marcus Aurelius:


In the morning when thou risest unwillingly, let this thought be present—I am rising to the work of a human being. Why then am I dissatisfied if I am going to do the things for which I exist and for which I was brought into the world? Or have I been made for this, to lie in the bed-clothes and keep myself warm?—But this is more pleasant—Dost thou exist then to take thy pleasure, and not at all for action or exertion? Dost thou not see the little plants, the little birds, the ants, the spiders, the bees working together to put in order their several parts of the universe? And art thou unwilling to do the work of a human being, and dost thou not make haste to do that which is according to thy nature?



It is a good plan to print this well-known exhortation in large letters and hang it on the wall opposite your bed. And if that fails, as I am told it sometimes does, another good plan is to buy the loudest alarm clock you can get and place it in such a position that you have to get out of bed and go round several pieces of furniture in order to silence it.




3147. Domestic Diary

4.1.47. Have been here since 2.1.47. Was to arrive two days earlier, but missed boat on 30th & had to hang about for 2 days in Glasgow. Rough crossing from Tarbert, & was very sick. Did not take tablets until on the point of being sick—on the return journey shall take them before embarking. It took the boat about half an hour to tie up at Craighouse pier, as with the sea that was running she could not get in close. After tying up she could only keep in position for a minute or two, in spite of the cables, & the passengers had only just time to nip across the gangway.

The day I arrived here was a beautiful sunny day, like April. Yesterday raining most of the time & the wind so violent that it was difficult to stay on one’s feet. Today somewhat better—cold & overcast, but not much wind.

All the small plants I put in–pansies, lupins, cheddar pinks & cabbages—have completely disappeared, evidently owing to rabbits. The rabbits had also grubbed up & eaten the few turnips that were still in the ground, but had not touched the carrots. What is worse is that they have destroyed most of the strawberries. A few are all right, but most of them have disappeared—however, if the crowns are still there they may revive in the spring. The wire round the flower bed was not pegged down & the rabbits have got under it. Am setting traps before leaving. Round the vegetable patch it is sunk a few inches & there was no sign that they had got under it, so they must have climbed over (3 ft. wire), which they are said to be able to do.

Today planted 1 doz fruit trees, 1 doz red currants, 1 doz black currants, 1 doz gooseberries, 1 doz rhubarb, 1 doz roses (6 ramblers & climbers). Shall plant raspberries tomorrow.


On the verso page facing the entry for 4 January 1947, Orwell drew a plan to show the layout of his fruit trees; see here. To the left of the house on the plan: two morello cherry trees. Ten trees are shown on the plan below the outline of the house, five in each of two columns. Against the first tree of the left-hand column is a question mark; the three below are Allington Pippin, Ribston Pippin, and Lord Derby; the fifth is unnamed. The right-hand column lists Golden Spire, Ellison’s Orange, one unnamed, James Grieve, and Lady Sudeley.



5.1.47. Much wind in night. This morning wind still strong, & sea rough.

Sunny but cold.

Planted raspberries (2 dozen, not very good plants).

Set 2 traps

Tulips fairly well up.

NB. That when returning we have in store:

About 30 galls paraffin (about 8 weeks supply).

2 cylinders Calor Gas (about 9 weeks supply).

2 tons coal (at Ardlussa) (about 2 months supply).


This completed the entries to Volume III of Orwell’s Domestic Diary. Volume IV begins 12 April 1947. At the end of the Domestic Diary III notebook are Orwell’s notes for his essay ‘Politics and the English Language;’ see 2816.






3148. To Leonard Moore

9 January 1947 Typewritten

27B Canonbury Square,

Islington, N.1.

Dear Moore,

Many thanks for several letters. I got them all together today, as I have been away in Scotland for 10 days and it was impossible to forward letters.

I note that you have paid in another £3433–14–11 on behalf of further royalties on A.F. Have Harrison & Hill been informed about this? I would like them to do the income tax business as before, ie. let me know what sum must be laid aside for income tax purposes. I don’t know whether Harrison is back from the US—at any rate I haven’t heard so. I understood from him that it was possible to pay only US income tax on sums which one left in that country, if one made oneself into a limited liability company for that purpose. I did not wish to leave all American earnings there, but I thought I might do so with certain sums, eg. anything I get from the New Yorker, because I might have occasion to go to the US some time. In that case it would be useful to have a few hundred dollars lying there, and one might as well pay as little tax as possible.

[image: Images]

As to the Dutch publication of A. F.1 I enclose a rather alarming letter from the publishers, which you might perhaps deal with. I am sure I don’t know what arrangements we made about serialisation, but if anything irregular is happening, do please try and put a stop to it. As to the paper which is serialising it being “reactionary,” I don’t know that we can help that. Obviously a book of that type is liable to be made use of by Conservatives, Catholics etc.

As to a Serbian translation of A.F.2 I think it is [a] waste of time to attempt doing it in Jugoslavia, but did that Mr Amakumovic communicate with you? He came here recently and saw me, and was then going to see Warburg and find out whether it would be possible to make arrangements about the printing of a Serbian edition in this country. He said that if the book could actually be produced—the difficulty would chiefly be paper, and also composition in a foreign language, though he says they can use Roman script—he thought that about 5000 copies might be smuggled into Jugoslavia. I believe also that a clandestine Ukrainian translation is being done in the American Zone in Germany.3 I had some correspondence about it with a Ukrainian D.P., who said that so many of his countrymen were marooned there that the book could have quite a wide circulation. He seemed to know English very well. I don’t know whether this translation has actually appeared, but I gathered from him that the work of translating it had been done. Of course I can’t officially know anything about that, nor about the Serbian translation, and the less said about either of them the better. But if it ever became possible to make such translations legally, they would not be prejudiced by a previous clandestine appearance, because the latter would only involve a few thousand copies at most. It is important not to say too much about this, because I suppose all printing in the American zone must be controlled by AMG,4 and I don’t suppose they would encourage a book of this type. For that reason I didn’t say anything to you about this earlier.

I presume the printing of 15 pages from “Burmese Days” wouldn’t prejudice any later re-issue of the book in the US, so could you tell the University of Chicago to go ahead.5

I am arranging about copies of the script of the radio version of A.F. But it’s possible that I shall only be able to secure one copy. I haven’t a copy of my own script and shall have to send you one of the BBC’s° ones—which, I suppose, will as usual be very different from the version I sent to them.6

Yours sincerely

[Signed] Eric Blair

Eric Blair




3149. To Helmut Klöse

10 January 1947 Typewritten

27B Canonbury Square,

Islington, N.1.

Dear Klose,°

Did I not write to you forwarding Gollancz’s suggestions?1 He did reply to my letter, and suggested several sources, one of which was, I think, Chatham House,2 but I now cannot find his letter and don’t remember at all well what he said in it. At need we shall have to make further enquiries, but at any rate don’t let your friend get the impression that Gollancz took no interest.

Yours,

[Signed] Geo. Orwell

George Orwell




3150. To Gleb Struve

10 January 1947 Typewritten

27B Canonbury Square,

Islington, N.1.

Dear Struve,

I have just received a letter from your wife, who told me that she had forwarded my previous letter to you but thought it would be better if I wrote to you again in America.

What I wanted to know was whether that proposed English edition of Zamyatin’s “We” has come to anything. Because if it hasn’t, and if we could get hold of a copy of the American edition or even of the French edition, I think that Warburg might be interested. Mrs. Struve said that you had been in communication with Zamyatin’s widow, and that she had sent you some other books of his. The one that you refer to in your “History of Soviet Literature”, the satire on England,1 always sounded to me the sort of book that ought to be translated.

I hope to see you again when you get back.

Yours sincerely,

[Signed] Geo. Orwell

George Orwell




3151. To Yvonne Davet

13 January 1947 Typewritten

27B Canonbury Square,

Islington, N.1.

Chère Madame Davet,

Je n’ai reçu votre lettre qu’il-y-a deux jours, parce que je viens de passer quinze jours1 en Ecosse.

Quant à CRITICAL ESSAYS, j’ai une idée qu’un autre éditeur français est déjà en train de faire une traduction. Je n’en suis pas sûr, mais je vais demander de mon agent. Quant à HOMAGE TO CATALONIA, il y a quelques fautes typographiques etc. qu’il faut corriger et dont je vous donne une liste ci-dessous:—

Pp. 3–4. “Tipping was forbidden … a lift boy.” Il serait peut-être meilleur de supprimer2 cette phrase, vu qu’en réalité les pourboires avaient étés supprimés depuis le temps de Primo de Rivera.

P. 7. (et peut-étre ailleurs.) “Puron.” Doit être “Poron.”

P. 29.3 “but occasionally … (red-yellow-purple.)” Je ne suis pas complètement sûr que les Fascistes se servaient du drapeau republicain, mais je crois qu’ils l’employaient quelquefois avec un swastika surimposé. Il y a aussi une allusion au même sujet aux pages 193–4. C’est une question qu’on pourrait peut-être vérifier.

P. 156. “26 mm.” Doit être “.26 inch.”

P. 159 (deux fois.) “Roldan.” Doit être “Roldan Cortada.”

P. 272. “Wallowed.” Doit être “walloped.”

P. 298. “El colonel.” Doit être “el coronel.”

En addition j’ai déjà fait suggestion qu’il serait meilleur de soulever deux chapitres et les mettre à la fin du livre, en forme d’appendice. Ces deux chapitres sont V et XI. Ils traitent de la politique intérieure de la révolution espagnole et il me semble que le lecteur ordinaire les trouverait ennuyeux. Mais au même temps ils ont un valeur historique, surtout le chapitre XI, et il serait dommage de les supprimer. En écrivant le livre j’ai tâché de concentrer mes réflections politiques dans ces deux chapitres, et on les peut mettre à la fin sans interrompre le récit.4

Il me semble aussi que le livre a besoin d’une introduction écrite par quelqu’un qui comprend bien les affaires espagnoles.

Je resterai à Londres jusqu’à Avril, et puis nous allons passer l’été en Ecosse. Au moment je suis assez occupé avec le journalisme, mais en fèvrier ou mars j’espére retourner au roman que j’ai commencé le dernier année. J’espère le finir avant la fin de 1947, mais ça est le meilleur que je peux promettre. Je demanderai de mon agent ce qu’il a fait avec CRITICAL ESSAYS—c’est à dire, si il l’a déjà offert à un éditeur français—et je vous signalerai sa reponse.

Très amicalement

[Signed] Geo. Orwell

George Orwell

Translation

I only received your letter two days ago, because I have just spent a fortnight1 in Scotland.

As for Critical Essays, I have the feeling that another French publisher is already having a translation done. I’m not sure, but I’ll ask my agent. As for Homage to Catalonia, there are a few typographical errors etc. that need correcting. Here is a list of them.

Pp. 3–4. “Tipping was forbidden … a lift boy.” It would probably be better to take out2 this sentence, as in actual fact tipping had been forbidden since the time of Primo de Rivera.

P. 7. (and perhaps elsewhere.) “Puron.” Should be “Poron.”

P. 29.3 “but occasionally … (red-yellow-purple.)” I’m not quite sure whether the Fascists used the Republican flag, but I think they sometimes used it with a swastika superimposed on it. There is also an allusion to the same subject on pages 193–4. That’s something that could perhaps be checked.

P. 156. “26 mm.” Should be “.26 inch.”

P. 159 (twice.) “Roldan.” Should be “Roldan Cortada.”

P. 272. “Wallowed.” Should be “walloped.”

P. 298. “El colonel.” Should be “el coronel.”

Besides this, I’ve already suggested that it would be better to take out two chapters and put them at the end of the book in the form of an appendix. These are chapters V and XI. They deal with the internal politics of the Spanish revolution and I feel the ordinary reader would find them tedious. But at the same time they do have historical value, especially chapter XI, and it would be a pity to cut them out altogether. In writing the book I tried to concentrate my political remarks in these two chapters, and they can go at the end without interrupting the narrative.4

I also think that the book needs an introduction written by someone with a good understanding of Spanish affairs.

I am staying in London till April, then we shall spend the summer in Scotland. At the moment I’m fairly busy with journalism, but in February or March I hope to come back to the novel I started last year. I hope to finish it before the end of 1947, but that’s the best I can promise. I’ll ask my agent what he did with Critical Essays—that is, whether he has already offered it to a French publisher—and I’ll tell you what he says.




3152. Radio Adaptation of Animal Farm

14 January 1947


Orwell’s own adaptation of Animal Farm was broadcast by the BBC Third Programme on 14January 1947; it was repeated live the following evening, and a recording of the first broadcast was transmitted on 2 February 1947. Orwell’s script, with production amendments and a short editorial introduction, is reproduced as Appendix III to CW, VIII.

It was thought that the typescript Orwell had submitted to the BBC (see his letter of 9 January 1947 to Leonard Moore, 3148) had not survived, but thirty-three pages, erroneously marked ‘Part of Adaptation by Peter Duval Smith, transmitted 3/3/1952’ have been identified by Guido Bonsaver as part of the version submitted to the BBC. The editor is grateful to Mr. Bonsaver for drawing this to his attention. This typescript is held in the Orwell Archive, University College London (G. 15899). The surviving pages are 29–46, 50–54, and 56–65: scenes 281–456, end of 475 to 503, and the latter part of 506 to 561. This numbering is derived from the script as prepared for production by the BBC; the original typescript submitted was not numbered.

Despite the fears Orwell expressed to Moore that the BBC’s production script would be very different from the version he sent them, the dialogue, and even many of the directions, are almost the same in both versions. As would be expected, what Orwell submitted was modified in the course of production and all those changes are shown in the version reproduced in CW, VIII. The chief differences between what Orwell submitted and what was typed up as a production script by the BBC (based on amendments written into Orwell’s script, almost certainly by Rayner Heppenstall, the producer) are as follows.

Orwell’s script has been worked over to clarify which of several undifferentiated voices would speak which lines—thus, for ‘A Pig,’ ‘The Pig,’ or ‘Voices,’ Heppenstall specified ‘Pig 1,’ or ‘Pig 2’, etc. Directions have been further developed and effects have been indicated, and these, and all speeches, numbered. (These numbers, used also in CW, VIII, are given for reference here, but it should be understood that they do not appear in the script submitted by Orwell.) The most important differences are a few single lines or words cut from the script he submitted (by scoring through); two typing errors, one of which, though not its cause, is noted in CW, VIII; and short passages which, it was suggested in the introduction to the version printed in CW, VIII, had been pasted over in the BBC script. These can now be recovered. There are some insignificant typing errors in the typescript submitted by Orwell which the BBC production script silently corrects (e.g., ‘riles’ is corrected to ‘tiles’ in 397); these are not noted here.

Orwell’s adaptation was shortened considerably in the course of production. Of the 2,200 lines of the script as typed by the BBC, some 490 lines were cut. (See CW, VIII, 119–20 for full details.) It can be seen from the typescript submitted to the BBC that Orwell originally wrote a very much longer version. The script has been typed on at least two machines. These were not the ones used for correspondence about this time (and that which he had used for typing the first section of Nineteen Eighty-Four reproduced in the Facsimile edition). These machines have a different ‘j’ from that which appears in correspondence about this time and they do not feature the slightly offset dot over the main body of the ‘i’ to be found in the script for Animal Farm. Thirty-one of the surviving pages are typed on one or possibly two machines of the same make; these are from the final version of Orwell’s adaptation. Two pages, typed in a larger fount, were orginally numbered 73 and 74, but these numbers have been x-ed out and page numbers in the new sequence, 58 and 59, have been typed on a machine of the kind which produced the majority of the surviving pages. Three more of the surviving pages, all typed in the smaller fount (though not necessarily on the same machines), have also been renumbered: 56 has become 45; 57 has become 45; and a renumbered page 46 appears to have originally been 60 the ‘6’ and ‘0’ are incorrectly aligned (the ‘0’ is higher than the ‘6’). Precisely the same misalignment is found in the regularly numbered page 60 and is probably the result of a less-than-professional typist operating the key shift before striking the o/O key. It rather looks as if, in order to get the script to Heppenstall in some haste, more than one person typed up the fair copy and that, when he could, Orwell incorporated pages from an earlier draft. However, there can be no doubt that these surviving pages are from the text which Orwell submitted to the BBC.

Below, in three groups, are listed differences in dialogue between the text Orwell submitted and that typed as the production script upon which the broadcast was based. Changes in speech headings (that is, the subdivision and identification of undifferentiated speeches) and directions are not listed. TS = Orwell’s version submitted to the BBC.

1. Passages pasted over in production script

Some sections of the text were obliterated by pasting new copy over them (see CW, VIII, 119). These can now be recovered:

348: Before ‘Even Boxer was vaguely troubled’ Orwell originally had ‘The animals were taken aback. Some of them might have protested if they could have thought of the right arguments.’ See footnote to CW, VIII, 160.

445 and 445a: Where the BBC script has Napoleon says, in a ‘terrible voice,’ ‘Has any other animal anything to confess?’ and the Narrator begins, ‘Three hens came forward …’, TS has the Narrator say: ‘The dogs promptly tore out the throats of the four pigs, and in a terrible voice Napoleon demanded whether any other animal had anything to confess. / At this three hens came forward… ’. The line ‘They, too, were immediately slaughtered. Then …’ which precedes ‘a goose came forward and confessed …’ in TS was pasted over in the BBC script and ‘a’ was capitalised.

Where the BBC script has ‘Two sheep confessed …’ TS had ‘Then two sheep confessed ….’

At the end of 445a, after ‘the smell of blood,’ which concludes the production script version, TS had ‘the smell of blood, which had been unknown there since the expulsion of Jones. / When it was all over, the remaining animals, except the pigs and the dogs, crept away in a body, frightened and miserable. They did not know which to think more dreadful—the treachery of the animals who had leagued themselves with Snowball, or the cruel retribution they had just witnessed.’ See footnotes to CW, VIII, 173.

2. Omitted in error by BBC typist

495: At the end of this speech, as found in the BBC script, TS goes on, ‘Those were his very last words—“Napoleon is always right.”’ The last three words are repeated immediately below one another in TS, so the BBC copy-typist’s eyes have almost certainly skipped and caused her to omit this final sentence.

507: ‘It may happen in the lifetime …’ is given correctly in TS as ‘It may not happen in the lifetime ….’ The omission of ‘not’ is almost certainly a typing error; ‘not’ appears in the novel, and see first footnote, CW, VIII, 185.

3. Passages scored through in typescript submitted to BBC

This is probably Heppenstall’s work, but it is just possible that one or two omissions (such as 395 and the first of those in 397) were made by Orwell.

318: In TS, 318–36 were typed as a single ‘speech’ with the speech-heading ‘VOICES.’ This, presumably, Heppenstall divided among the characters available. It was probably not until this stage of the production that it was known how many actors and actresses would be engaged. The ‘speech’ began with ‘Look! Dogs! Dogs! Huge dogs!’, which was scored through in TS and thus not copied by the BBC copy-typist.

336: ‘Look out!’ was ‘But look out!’ in TS.

395: After ‘The animals were tired but happy,’ TS has ‘They had had a hard year, and so much of their time had been spent in carting loads of stones that’ and ‘some’ begins the next sentence as ‘Some.’

397: After ‘Towards morning’ TS has ‘there was a tremendous crash that woke all the animals simultaneously.’ After the ‘Sound of masonry falling’ TS has the Narrator say, ‘All the animals rushed out of their stalls together. And—’

Between 414 and 415: TS has ‘NARRATOR: The animals were stupefied. This was a wickedness far outdoing Snowball’s destruction of the windmill. But—’.

422: For ‘I remember’ TS has ‘I do remember’.

431: After ‘to Napoleon’s feet,’ TS has ‘The tumult died down, and.’

438: After Pig 4’s ‘And I,’ TS has another pig repeat ‘And I.’

513: After 513, TS has ‘NARRATOR: The animals all rushed into the yard in a body. And—.’

523: For ‘The sheep kept this up for several minutes,’ TS has ‘The sheep kept up their bleating of “Four legs good, two legs better” for several minutes.’

According to Programmes as Broadcast, the ‘orchestra’ (so described) which played the music specially composed by Anthony Hopkins comprised one flute doubling piccolo, one trumpet and percussion. Hopkins himself played tubular bells for ten seconds. The singing was by sixteen members of the BBC Variety Chorus.






3153. ‘As I Please,’ 69

Tribune, 17 January 1947

The Daily Herald for January 1, 1947, has a headline MEN WHO SPOKE FOR HITLER HERE, and underneath this a photograph of two Indians who are declared to be Brijlal Mukerjee and Anjit Singh, and are described as having come “from Berlin.” The news column below the photograph goes on to say that “four Indians who might have been shot as traitors” are staying at a London hotel, and further describes the group of Indians who broadcast over the German radio during the war as “collaborators.” It is worth looking a bit more closely at these various statements.

To begin with, there are at least two errors of fact, one of them a very serious one. Anjit Singh did not broadcast on the Nazi radio, but only from Italian stations, while the man described as “Brijlal Mukerjee” is an Indian who has been in England throughout the war and is well known to myself and many other people in London.1 But these inaccuracies are really the symptom of an attitude of mind which comes out more clearly in the phraseology of the report.

What right have we to describe the Indians who broadcast on the German radio as “collaborators”? They were citizens of an occupied country, hitting back at the occupying power in the way that seemed to them best. I am not suggesting that the way they chose was the right one. Even from the narrow point of view which would assume that Indian independence is the only cause that matters, I think they were gravely wrong, because if the Axis had won the war—and their efforts must have aided the Axis to some extent—India would merely have had a new and worse master. But the line they took was one that could perfectly well be taken in good faith, and cannot with fairness or even with accuracy be termed “collaboration.” The word “collaboration” is associated with people like Quisling and Laval. It implies, first of all, treachery to one’s own country, secondly, full co-operation with the conqueror, and thirdly, ideological agreement, or at least partial agreement. But how does this apply to the Indians who sided with the Axis? They were not being traitors to their own country—on the contrary, they were working for its independence, as they believed—and they recognised no obligation to Britain. Nor did they co-operate in the same manner as Quisling, etc. The Germans allowed them a separate broadcasting unit on which they said what they liked and followed, in many cases, a political line quite different from the Axis one. In my opinion they were mistaken and mischievous, but in moral attitude, and probably in the effects of what they did, they were quite different from ordinary renegades.

Meanwhile one has to consider the effect of this kind of thing in India. Rightly or wrongly, these men will be welcomed as heroes when they get home, and the fact that British newspapers insult them will not go unnoticed. Nor will the slovenly handling of the photographs. The caption “Brijlal Mukerjee” appears under the face of a totally different person. No doubt the photograph was taken at the reception which the repatriated Indians were given by their fellow-countrymen in London, and the photographer snapped the wrong man by mistake. But suppose the person in question had been William Joyce. In that case, don’t you think the Daily Herald would have taken good care that it was photographing William Joyce and not somebody else? But since it’s only an Indian, a mistake of this kind doesn’t matter—so runs the unspoken thought. And this happens not in the Daily Graphic, but in Britain’s sole Labour newspaper.

I hope everyone who can get access to a copy will take at least a glance at Victor Gollancz’s recently published book, In Darkest Germany (Gollancz, 8/6). It is not a literary book, but a piece of brilliant journalism intended to shock the public of this country into some kind of consciousness of the hunger, disease, chaos and lunatic mismanagement prevailing in the British zone. This business of making people conscious of what is happening outside their own small circle is one of the major problems of our time, and a new literary technique will have to be evolved to meet it. Considering that the people of this country are not having a very comfortable time, you can’t, perhaps, blame them for being somewhat callous about suffering elsewhere, but the remarkable thing is the extent to which they manage to remain unaware of it. Tales of starvation, ruined cities, concentration camps, mass deportations, homeless refugees, persecuted Jews—all this is received with a sort of incurious surprise, as though such things had never been heard of before but at the same time were not particularly interesting. The now- familiar photographs of skeleton-like children make very little impression. As time goes on and the horrors pile up, the mind seems to secrete a sort of self-protecting ignorance which needs a harder and harder shock to pierce it, just as the body will become immunised to a drug and require bigger and bigger doses.

Half of Victor Gollancz’s book consists of photographs, and he has taken the wise precaution of including himself in a good many of them. This at least proves that the photographs are genuine and cuts out the routine charge that they have been obtained from an agency and are “all propaganda.” But I think the best device in the book, after innumerable descriptions of people living on “biscuit soup,” potatoes and cabbage, skim milk and ersatz coffee, was to include some menus of dinners in the messes provided for the Control Commission. Mr. Gollancz says that he slipped a menu card into his pocket whenever he could do so unobserved, and he prints half a dozen of them. Here is the first on the list:

Consommé in cups

[image: Images]

Fried Soles in Butter

Fresh potatoes

[image: Images]

Dutch Steak

Mashed Potatoes

Cauliflower

[image: Images]

Raspberry Cream

[image: Images]

Cheese

[image: Images]

Coffee.2

These accounts of starvation in Europe seem to link up with a paragraph, headed “This Week’s Hint for Dog-lovers,” which I cut out of the Evening Standard just before Christmas:


Your dog may also have that “after Christmas hangover” feeling if you have been indulging him with too many titbits. Many owners like to give their pets “a taste of everything,” regardless of the fact that many of the items of Christmas fare are unsuitable for dogs.

No permanent harm may be done, but if the dog seems dull, the tongue loses colour and the breath becomes offensive, a dose of castor oil is indicated.

Twelve hours rest from food, followed by a light diet for a few days, usually effects a speedy cure—and from eight to twelve grains of carbonate of bismuth may be given three times a day. The dog should be encouraged to drink barley water rather than plain water.



Signed by a Fellow of the Zoological Society.

Looking through what I have written above, I notice that I have used the phrase “a totally different person.” For the first time it occurs to me what a stupid expression this is. As though there could be such a thing as a partially different person! I shall try to cut this phrase (and also “a very different person” and “a different person altogether”) out of my vocabulary from now onwards.

But there are other words and phrases which obviously deserve to go on the scrapheap, but which continue to be used because there seems to be no convenient substitute. An example is the word “certain.” We say, for instance, “After a certain age one’s hair turns grey,” or “There will probably be a certain amount of snow in February.” In all such sentences, “certain” means uncertain. Why do we have to use this word in two opposite meanings? And yet, unless one pedantically says “after an uncertain age,” etc., there appears to be no other word which will exactly cover the required meaning.




3154. To Leonard Moore

17 January 1947 Typewritten

27B Canonbury Square,

Islington, N.1.

Dear Moore,

Many thanks for your letter of the 15th.1 Yes, a Penguin edition of “Burmese Days” will do perfectly well for the uniform edition, as the Penguin version was taken from the American edition which was the right one.

Do you think that Lane’s2 would give us another copy of “Down and Out”? They must have one, and the book doesn’t seem to be procurable any other way. As for “Coming up° for Air”, this is the one that Warburg especially wants because he himself has not read it. I thought that my sister had a copy, but it turns out that she has not. As it was never in a cheap edition it will be a very difficult book to get hold of, but I am going to get Simmonds to advertise for it.

I enclose herewith four copies of the script of the radio version of “Animal Farm”. This was the script as I wrote it, but I need not say that it was very much altered before it got on to the air. In particular, it was cut down considerably as it was too long. However, if you succeed in selling it anywhere I suppose they can do their own cutting.

Yours sincerely,

[Signed] Geo. Orwell

George Orwell




3155. To Fredric Warburg

17 January 1947 Typewritten

27B Canonbury Square,

Islington, N.1.

Dear Fred,

Thanks so much for your letter.1 It is very awkward about copies of these books. I made sure that I had a copy of “Coming Up for Air” at my sister’s flat, but when we got there there doesn’t appear to be one. I know that Moore sent off his last copy for the French translation, and it is most unlikely that Gollancz has one. I think the only thing to do will be to try an advertisement. I am going to get Simmonds of Fleet Street to insert an advertisement in the “Clique”, and I suppose we shall get a copy that way. “Down and Out” and “Burmese Days” should be more easily procurable because of having been in the Penguins. I am writing to Moore to ask if he can get Penguin editions of them.

I have not yet paid you for those shoes, and I can’t now remember what it was. Could you just let me know and I will send you a cheque. I also owed your Miss Bullock° something for that typing she did for me.2

Yours,

[Signed] Geo. Orwell

George Orwell




3156. To and from Konni Zilliacus

17, 24, 31 January and 7 February 1947


Konni Zilliacus belatedly read Orwell’s London Letter in Partisan Review for Summer 1946; see 2990. He wrote to Tribune to complain about Orwell’s reference to him, and Orwell responded. Their letters were published on 17, 24, 31 January and 7 February 1947. They are reproduced following 2990.






3157. Central Office of Information to Secker & Warburg

23 January 1947


On 23 January 1947, Katherine Clutton, Copyright Section, Publications Division of the Central Office of Information, wrote to Fredric Warburg asking for his comments on a proposal for the publication of Animal Farm ‘in a cheap English edition in Hungary.’ He advised her the following day to write to Leonard Moore. No further correspondence has been traced, and there does not seem to have been a Hungarian edition published in English or Hungarian in Orwell’s lifetime. Ian Willison records that an English version of Animal Farm was broadcast by the European Service of the BBC in 1948–49; he was not able to find a script.






3158. ‘As I Please,’ 70

Tribune, 24 January 1947

Recently I was listening to a conversation between two small business-men in a Scottish hotel.1 One of them, an alert-looking, well-dressed man of about forty-five, was something to do with the Federation of Master Builders. The other, a good deal older, with white hair and a broad Scottish accent, was some kind of wholesale tradesman. He said grace before his meals, a thing I had not seen anyone do for many a year. They belonged, I should say, in the £2,000-a-year and the £1,000-a-year income groups respectively.2

We were sitting round a rather inadequate peat fire, and the conversation started off with the coal shortage. There was no coal, it appeared, because the British miners refused to dig it out, but on the other hand it was important not to let Poles work in the pits because this would lead to unemployment. There was severe unemployment in Scotland already. The older man then remarked with quiet satisfaction that he was very glad—“varra glad indeed”—that Labour had won the general election. Any government that had to clean up after the war was in for a bad time, and as a result of five years of rationing, housing shortage, unofficial strikes and so forth, the general public would see through the promises of the Socialists and vote Conservative next time.

They began talking about the housing problem, and almost immediately they were back to the congenial subject of the Poles. The younger man had just sold his flat in Edinburgh at a good profit and was trying to buy a house. He was willing to pay £2,700. The other was trying to sell his house for£1, 500 and buy a smaller one. But it seemed that it was impossible to buy houses or flats nowadays. The Poles were buying them all up, and “where they get the money from is a mystery.” The Poles were also invading the medical profession. They even had their own medical school in Edinburgh or Glasgow (I forget which) and were turning out doctors in great numbers while “our lads” found it impossible to buy practices. Didn’t everyone know that Britain had more doctors than it could use? Let the Poles go back to their own country. There were too many people in this country already. What was needed was emigration.

The younger man remarked that he belonged to several business and civic associations, and that on all of them he made a point of putting forward resolutions that the Poles should be sent back to their own country. The older one added that the Poles were “very degraded in their morals.” They were responsible for much of the immorality that was prevalent nowadays. “Their ways are not our ways,” he concluded piously. It was not mentioned that the Poles pushed their way to the head of queues, wore bright-coloured clothes and displayed cowardice during air raids, but if I had put forward a suggestion to this effect I am sure it would have been accepted.

One cannot, of course, do very much about this kind of thing. It is the contemporary equivalent of anti-semitism. By 1947, people of the kind I am describing would have caught up with the fact that anti-semitism is discreditable, and so the scapegoat is sought elsewhere. But the race hatred and mass delusions which are part of the pattern of our time might be somewhat less bad in their effects if they were not reinforced by ignorance. If in the years before the war, for instance, the facts about the persecution of Jews in Germany had been better known, the subjective popular feeling against Jews would probably not have been less, but the actual treatment of Jewish refugees might have been better. The refusal to allow refugees in significant numbers into this country would have been branded as disgraceful. The average man would still have felt a grudge against the refugees, but in practice more lives would have been saved.

So also with the Poles. The thing that most depressed me in the above-mentioned conversation was the recurrent phrase, “let them go back to their own country.” If I had said to those two business-men, “Most of these people have no country to go back to,” they would have gaped. Not one of the relevant facts would have been known to them. They would never have heard of the various things that have happened to Poland since 1939, any more than they would have known that the over-population of Britain is a fallacy or that local unemployment can co-exist with a general shortage of labour. I think it is a mistake to give such people the excuse of ignorance. You can’t actually change their feelings, but you can make them understand what they are saying when they demand that homeless refugees shall be driven from our shores, and the knowledge may make them a little less actively malignant.3

The other week, in the Spectator, Mr. Harold Nicolson4 was consoling himself as best he could for having reached the age of sixty. As he perceived, the only positive satisfaction in growing older is that after a certain point you can begin boasting of having seen things that no one will ever have the chance to see again. It set me wondering what boasts I could make myself, at forty-four, or nearly. Mr. Nicolson had seen the Czar, surrounded by his bodyguard of enormous Cossacks, blessing the Neva. I never saw that, but I did see Marie Lloyd5 already almost a legendary figure, and I saw Little Tich6—who, I think, did not die till about 1928, but who must have retired at about the same time as Marie Lloyd—and I have seen a whole string of crowned heads and other celebrities from Edward VII onwards. But on only two occasions did I feel, at the time, that I was seeing something significant, and on one of those occasions it was the circumstances and not the person concerned that made me feel this.

One of these celebrities was Pétain.7 It was at Foch’s8 funeral in 1929. Pétain’s personal prestige in France was very great. He was honoured as the defender of Verdun, and the phrase “They shall not pass” was popularly supposed to have been coined by him. He was given a place to himself in the procession, with a gap of several yards in front of and behind him. As he stalked past—a tall, lean, very erect figure, though he must have been seventy years old or thereabouts, with great sweeping white moustaches like the wings of a gull—a whisper of “ Voilà Pétain!” went rippling through the vast crowd. His appearance impressed me so much that I dimly felt, in spite of his considerable age, that he might still have some kind of distinguished future ahead of him.

The other celebrity was Queen Mary.9 One day I was walking past Windsor Castle when a sort of electric shock seemed to go through the street. People were taking their hats off, soldiers springing to attention. And then, clattering over the cobbles, there came a huge, plum-coloured open carriage drawn by four horses with postillions. I believe it was the first and last time in my life that I have seen a postillion. On the rear seat, with his back to the carriage, another groom sat stiffly upright, with his arms folded. The groom who sat at the back used to be called the tiger. I hardly noticed the Queen, my eyes were fixed on that strange, archaic figure at the back, immobile as a waxwork, with his white breeches that looked as though he had been poured into them, and the cockade on his top hat. Even at that date (1920 or thereabouts) it gave me a wonderful feeling of looking backwards through a window into the nineteenth century.

Some scraps of literary intelligence:—

A few weeks ago I quoted an Indian proverb in this column,10 and erroneously said that it had been translated by a friend of mine. Actually the verse I quoted comes from Kipling. This illustrates something I have pointed out elsewhere—that Kipling is one of those writers whom one quotes unconsciously.

The Partisan Review, one of the best of the American highbrow magazines—rather like a synthesis of Horizon and Polemic—is to be published in London from February onwards.

Zamyatin’s novel We, about which I wrote an article in Tribune a year or so ago,11 is to be reissued in this country. A fresh translation is being made from the Russian. Look out for this book.




3159. To Mamaine Koestler

24 January 1947 Typewritten

27B Canonbury Square,

Islington, N.1.

Dear Mamaine,

I Can’t thank you enough for the tea.1 We always seem to drink more than we can legally get, and are always slightly inclined to go round cadging it, but I don’t want to give you the impression that the shortage is calamitous.

As to books, I have only got a very little way with a novel which I hope to finish about the end of 1947, if too many things don’t intervene. I don’t really know how I stand about contracts with French publishers. Several books of mine are now being translated or have recently been translated, and I don’t know whether I have exclusive agreements with any of the publishers. In any case, I don’t like making arrangements before a book is written because I think it puts a hoodoo on it.

I have just read “Thieves in the Night”,2 which I could not get hold of before. I enjoyed reading it, but you know my views, or at any rate Arthur knows my views about this terrorism business. You might just tell Arthur from me that his ideas about the prevalence of circumcision are quite incorrect. So far from stamping anyone as Jewish, this practice used at any rate to be so common, especially among the richer classes, that a boy at a public school felt embarrassed at swimming pools and so forth if he was not circumcised. I believe it is getting less common now, but is also commoner among the working classes. I have a good mind to put a piece about this in my column some time.

I am glad you liked the radio version of “Animal Farm.” Most people seemed to, and it got quite a good press. I had the feeling that they had spoilt it, but one nearly always does with anything one writes for the air.

Richard is very well, and is talking distinctly more.

With love,

George




3160. To Dwight Macdonald

24 January 1947 Typewritten

27B Canonbury Square,

Islington, N.1.

Dear Dwight,

Thanks so much for your letter of the 18th.1 I am sorry you have not had the money for the shoes. I thought I had asked my agent to get it transferred to you, but anyway I have written to him again to do so.

As to the Tolstoy article, I have no objection to its being cut so long as there is some indication that there has been a cut. I think there is something in what you say about Tolstoy’s denunciation of Shakespeare not being worth answering, but I had in any case to make an exposition of it because it is now a very rare pamphlet which few people have read. I know this because some years ago when I wanted a copy I had the greatest difficulty in procuring it.

As to the stuff from “Tribune”, the position is a bit awkward. Some months ago the New Republic, which occasionally reprints my stuff—they have some kind of reciprocal arrangement with Tribune—wrote and asked me, when I re-started the “As I Please” column, to send them carbons so that when they wished they could print the stuff almost as soon as it appeared in Tribune. I agreed to do this, and I did send them the carbons for the first week or so, but I then stopped because it seemed to me that this column would largely be topical British stuff which could not interest them. But as I did give the undertaking, I suppose they might feel they still had a prior claim here, and might be annoyed if you reprinted a piece of it in Politics. For all I know, they have from time to time reprinted items from the column.2 I know they did in one case, but I would not necessarily know in every case until they paid me, because they don’t usually send copies of the paper. Do you by any chance know anyone on the staff in a friendly way? If so, we could get this thrashed out. I’d really much rather be printed by you than by them, and there is the added difficulty that I am politically even less in their camp than yours, so that what they picked out would probably be mostly trivialities.

I enclose a short list of possible subscribers for Politics. Of course, for all I know some of them may be on your list already. If you are circularising any of them I should send a copy of the paper if possible. It is very difficult to buy here.

I followed your controversy with the Editors of P.R. closely. I thought that in polemical terms you had the better of it, but on the whole I agree with them because I think it is about time to get the wider public conscious of the meaning of fellow-travellerism and quislingism generally. Where you reproach them for not saying plainly that they would be willing to make war if necessary, I think you are right. It seems to me that if one expresses oneself as being against appeasement, one is saying that in certain circumstances one is willing to go to war and one ought to admit this quite plainly. Before the war, for example, all the talk about a United Front of the peace-loving nations and so forth was humbug. The issue was between having a war and letting Germany dominate Europe up to the Urals. On the other hand, if one expresses oneself as being against war in all circumstances, I think one ought to realise that one means appeasement and say that at need one is willing to give away anything rather than shed blood. Just in passing, I may say that I don’t think war will be averted, though it probably won’t happen within ten or twenty years.

I think Woodcock’s article3 was extremely good—much the most serious criticism I have had. His book on Godwin4 seems to be doing quite well here. At any rate, it has had very good reviews everywhere.

Yours,

Geo. Orwell




3161. To Leonard Moore

24 January 1947 Typewritten

27B Canonbury Square,
 
Islington, N.1.

Dear Moore,

Many thanks for your letter of the 23 rd. I am so glad that you managed to get so good a price for the article from the “Atlantic Monthly.” I have no objection to their cutting it. I assume that they will do so in a manner that doesn’t deform it.

I have just heard from my friend Dwight Macdonald that he has sent me the pair of shoes I asked him to get, so do you think you could arrange for whoever it is to transfer ten dollars to him? In case I did not give it to you before, his address is “Politics”, 45 Astor Place, New York, 3, N.Y.1

Yours sincerely,

[Signed] Geo. Orwell

George Orwell

P. S. By the way, Mme. Davet said something about having procured a copy of Critical Essays from Warburg, and taking it round to French publishers. I had the impression that someone was translating it already. I gave her a caveat, and said I would find out from you how matters stood. If somebody is translating it, do you think you could send her a line to that effect?2




3162. To Fredric Warburg

24 January 1947 Typewritten

27B Canonbury Square,

Islington, N. 1.

Dear Fred,

I enclose a cheque for £4–12–6d. I am sorry about the delay in sending this, but I kept forgetting it. You won’t forget to pay Miss Plummer (I don’t know why I remembered her name wrong) and debit it to me, will you?

I have advertised for a copy of “Coming Up for Air” but whether that will come to anything, Lord knows. I suppose at the worst we might pinch one from a library or something. I have just secured a copy of “Burmese Days”, but that edition is now very rare and Moore says that he has a Penguin copy, which is the same so far as the text goes, so if possible I would prefer this copy not to be broken up.1

Yours sincerely,

[Signed] George

George Orwell




3163. To Rayner Heppenstall

25 January 1947 Typewritten

27B Canonbury Square,

Islington, N.1.

Dear Rayner,

Thanks for your letter. Re. Animal Farm.1 I had a number of people here to listen to it on the first day, and they all seemed to think it was good, and Porteous,2 who had not read the book, grasped what was happening after a few minutes. I also had one or two fan letters and the press notices were good except on my native ground, ie. Tribune. As to what I thought myself, it’s hard to get a detached view, because whenever I write anything for the air I have the impression it has been spoiled, owing to its inevitably coming out different to one’s conception of it. I must say I don’t agree about there being too much narrator. If anything I thought there should have been more explanation. People are always yearning to get rid of the narrator, but it seems to me that until certain problems have been overcome you only get rid of the narrator at the expense of having to play a lot of stupid tricks in order to let people know what is happening. The thing is to make the narrator a good turn in himself. But that means writing serious prose, which people don’t, and making the actors stick to it instead of gagging and trying to make everything homey and naturalistic.

I can’t write or promise to write anything more at present, I am too busy. I’ve still got ideas about fairy stories. I wish they would dig up and re-b’cast my adaptation of the Emperor’s New Clothes. It was done on the Eastern and African services, but in those days I wasn’t well-connected enough to crash the Home. I expect the discs would have been scrap[p]ed, however. I had them illicitly re-recorded at a commercial studio, but that lot of discs got lost. I’ve often pondered over Cinderella, which of course is the tops so far as fairy stories go but on the face of it is too visual to be suitable for the air. But don’t you think one could make the godmother turn her into a wonderful singer who could sing a higher note than anyone else, or something of that kind? The best way would be if she had a wonderful voice but could not sing in tune, like Trilby, and the godmother cured this. One could make it quite comic with the wicked sisters singing in screeching voices. It might be worth talking over some time. Give my love to Margaret.3

Yours

Eric




3164. To Dudley Cloud

27 January 1947 Typewritten


Orwell’s letter to Dudley Cloud, managing editor of The Atlantic Monthly, in which he explains his use of the term ‘modem physics,’ is reproduced as 2791. The article to which it refers, ‘The Prevention of Literature,’ which was reprinted in The Atlantic Monthly, in an abridged form, in March 1947, is 2792.






3165. Freedom Defence Committee to the Public

Freedom, Peace News, Tribune, and Forward 29 January 1947

The Freedom Defence Committee was founded in 1945 to deal with cases of the infringement of the civil liberties of any citizens within the British Empire, and since its foundation it has intervened successfully in a considerable number of cases, which have been duly reported in its Bulletin. The impression that the need for such a committee has ceased with the advent of peace is an illusion: on the contrary, new cases are brought to our attention almost daily. But this impression has been responsible for a crippling decrease in our resources and, unless immediate support is forthcoming, we must close down.

At the end of 1946 we had a deficit of about £50. We need an immediate sum of £250 if we are to maintain an office and a typist-organiser, and in order to carry on efficiently we need a regular income of at least £500 per annum. This sum is ridiculously small in relation to the value of the work we are doing. You have not space for a recitation of all the cases of unjust imprisonment, excessive sentences, racial discrimination and other infringements of elementary civil liberties which we have handled in the past, but we would be glad to supply any of your readers who may be willing to support us, with such information.

We need five hundred regular subscribers at a guinea a year: even more urgently we need the lump sum already mentioned (£250) to enable us to pay our debts and keep our office open.

Subscriptions should be sent to The Treasurer, Freedom Defence Committee, 8, Endsleigh Gardens, London, W.C.1.

Herbert Read, Chairman

George Orwell, Vice-Chairman

George Woodcock, Secretary

H. B. Gibson, Treasurer


The letter was typed in two paragraphs, the second comprising the last three lines. Tribune (7 February) re-paragraphed the letter as printed here (and also capitalised ‘committee” in the second sentence); Forward (15 February) split the letter into two paragraphs, the second beginning, ‘You have not space …’; Freedom (1 February) printed the letter as a single paragraph; and Peace News (7 February) arranged it in six paragraphs.

An original of the letter, dated 29 January 1947 and signed by Read, Orwell, Woodcock, and Gibson, sent to Politics, is in Yale University Library. Among the forty-three members of the Committee were Mulk Raj Anand, Arthur Ballard, Vera Brittain, Benjamin Britten, Fenner Brockway, Alex Comfort, Cyril Connolly, Michael Foot, E. M. Forster, B. H. Liddell Hart, Julian Huxley, Augustus John, Ethel Mannin, Henry Moore, J. Middleton Murry, Peter Pears, Bertrand Russell, Osbert Sitwell, Graham Sutherland, and Michael Tippett. Politics did not publish the letter, but in George Woodcock’s ‘London Letter,’ Politics, March–April 1947, he devoted a long paragraph to the plight of pacifist, socialist, libertarian, anarchist, and ‘protective’ organisations (such as the Freedom Defence Committee). He gave a number of reasons for the lack of financial and individual support. People had less money, the cost of living had risen, the sense of solidarity during the war had died away leaving only a core of those supporting each movement, many thought the advent of a Labour government would do away with the need for many such organisations (though not the anarchists), and many organisations had compromised or left uncertain their stance during the war. He also thought that, generally speaking, ‘none of the minority groups has any longer a reliable basis among the workers.’






3166. To Fredric Warburg

30 January 1947 Typewritten

27B Canonbury Square,

Islington, N.1.

Dear Fred,

Many thanks for your letter of the 28th. I am still in pursuit of a copy of COMING UP FOR AIR, but have not come upon one yet. As to the order in which these books are reprinted, in my opinion it would be better to start off with COMING UP FOR AIR because that is the least available of the lot, and the other two I should say have definitely appeared too recently in the Penguin edition.1 I suppose it is not impossible that the Penguins might re-issue those two, as they only did wartime editions of about 35,000 and those were sold out. I believe they do make fresh printings of back numbers occasionally.2 I suppose we should have to make sure how the matter stands, so that their appearance as Penguins might not cut across your uniform edition. If I remember rightly, there are one or two misprints in COMING UP FOR AIR which I would like to put right before it is reprinted.3


Signature cut off and sent to Allen Lane, Penguin Books, 23 July 1951.






3167. ‘As I Pleased,’° 71

Tribune, 31 January 1947

One’s relations with a newspaper or a magazine are more variable and intermittent than they can be with a human being. From time to time a human being may dye his hair or become converted to Roman Catholicism, but he cannot change himself fundamentally, whereas a periodical will go through a whole series of different existences under the same name. Tribune in its short life has been two distinct papers, if not three, and my own contacts with it have varied sharply, starting off, if I remember rightly, with a rap on the knuckles.

I did not learn of the existence of Tribune till some time in 1939. It had started early in 1937, but of the thirty months that intervened before the outbreak of war I spent five in hospital and thirteen abroad. What first drew my attention to it, I believe, was a none too friendly review of a novel of mine. During the period 1939–42 I produced three or four books and reprints, and I think it is true that I never had what is called a “good” review in Tribune until after I became a member of the staff. (The two events were unconnected, needless to say.) Somewhat later, in the cold winter of 1939, I started writing for Tribune, though at first, curiously enough, without seeing it regularly or getting a clear idea of what kind of paper it was.

Raymond Postgate,1 who was then editor, had asked me to do the novel reviews from time to time. I was not paid (until recently it was unusual for contributors to left-wing papers to be paid), and I only saw the paper on the somewhat rare occasions when I went up to London and visited Postgate in a bare and dusty office near London Wall. Tribune (until a good deal later everyone called it “the” Tribune) was at that time in difficulties. It was still a threepenny paper aimed primarily at the industrial workers and following more or less the Popular Front line which had been associated with the Left Book Club and the Socialist League. With the outbreak of war its circulation had taken a severe knock, because the Communists and near-Communists who had been among its warmest supporters now refused to help in distributing it. Some of them went on writing for it, however, and the futile controversy between “supporters” and “opposers” of the war continued to rumble in its columns while the German armies gathered for the spring offensives.

Early in 1940 there was a large meeting in a public hall, the purpose of which was to discuss both the future of Tribune and the policy of the left wing of the Labour Party. As is usual on such occasions nothing very definite was said, and what I chiefly remember is a political tip which I received from an inside source. The Norway campaign was ending in disaster, and I had walked to the hall past gloomy posters. Two M.P.s, whom I will not name, had just arrived from the House.

“What chance is there,” I asked them, “of this business getting rid of Chamberlain?”

“Not a hope,” they both said. “He’s solid.”

I don’t remember dates, but I think it can only have been a week or two before Chamberlain was out of the Premiership.

After that Tribune passed out of my consciousness for nearly two years. I was very busy trying to earn a living and write a book amid the bombs and the general disorganisation, and any spare time I had was taken up by the Home Guard, which was still an amateur force and demanded an immense amount of work from its members. When I became aware of Tribune again I was working in the Eastern Service of the B.B.C. It was now an almost completely different paper. It had a different make-up, cost sixpence, was orientated chiefly towards foreign policy, and was rapidly acquiring a new public which mostly belonged, I should say, to the out-at-elbow middle class. Its prestige among the B.B.C. personnel was very striking. In the libraries where commentators went to prime themselves it was one of the most sought-after periodicals, not only because it was largely written by people who knew something at first hand about Europe, but because it was then the only paper of any standing which criticised the Government. Perhaps “criticised” is an over-mild word. Sir Stafford Cripps had gone into the Government, and the fiery personality of Aneurin Bevan gave the paper its tone. On one occasion there were some surprisingly violent attacks on Churchill by someone who called himself Thomas Rainsboro’.2 This was obviously a pseudonym, and I spent a whole afternoon trying to determine the authorship by stylistic evidence, as the literary critics employed by the Gestapo were said to do with anonymous pamphlets. Finally I decided that “Thomas Rainsboro’” was a certain W——. A day or two later I met Victor Gollancz, who said to me:

“Do you know who wrote those Thomas Rainsboro’ articles in Tribune? I’ve just heard. It was W——.”

This made me feel very acute, but a day or two later I heard that we were both wrong.3

During this period I occasionally wrote articles for Tribune, but only at long intervals, because I had little time or energy. However, towards the end of 1943 I decided to give up my job in the B.B.C., and I was asked to take over the literary editorship of Tribune, in place of John Atkins,4 who was expecting call-up. I went on being literary editor, as well as writing the “As I Please” column, until the beginning of 1945. It was interesting, but it is not a period that I look back on with pride. The fact is that I am no good at editing. I hate planning ahead, and I have a psychical or even physical inability to answer letters.5 My most essential memory of that time is of pulling out a drawer here and a drawer there, finding it in each case to be stuffed with letters and manuscripts which ought to have been dealt with weeks earlier, and hurriedly shutting it up again. Also, I have a fatal tendency to accept manuscripts which I know very well are too bad to be printed. It is questionable whether anyone who has had long experience as a freelance journalist ought to become an editor. It is too like taking a convict out of his cell and making him governor of the prison. Still, it was “all experience,” as they say, and I have friendly memories of my cramped little office looking out on a back yard, and the three of us who shared it huddling in the corner as the doodle-bugs came zooming over, and the peaceful click-click of the typewriters starting up again as soon as the bomb had crashed.

Early in 1945 I went to Paris as correspondent for the Observer. In Paris Tribune had a prestige which was somewhat astonishing and which dated from before the liberation. It was impossible to buy it, and the ten copies which the British Embassy received weekly did not, I believe, get outside the walls of the building. Yet all the French journalists I met seemed to have heard of it and to know that it was the one paper in England which had neither supported the Government uncritically, nor opposed the war, nor swallowed the Russian myth. At that time there was—I should like to be sure that it still exists—a weekly paper named Libertés, which was roughly speaking the opposite number of Tribune and which during the occupation had been clandestinely produced on the same machines as printed the Pariser Zeitung.

Libertés, which was opposed to the Gaullists on one side and the Communists on the other, had almost no money and was distributed by groups of volunteers on bicycles. On some weeks it was mangled out of recognition by the censorship; often nothing would be left of an article except some such title as “The Truth About Indo-China” and a completely blank column beneath it. A day or two after I reached Paris I was taken to a semi-public meeting of the supporters of Libertés, and was amazed to find that about half of them knew all about me and about Tribune. A large working-man in black corduroy breeches came up to me, exclaimed “Ah, vous êtes Georges Orrvell!” and crushed the bones of my hand almost to pulp. He had heard of me because Libertés made a practice of translating extracts from Tribune. I believe one of the editors used to go to the British Embassy every week and demand to see a copy. It seemed to me somehow touching that one could have acquired, without knowing it, a public among people like this: whereas among the huge tribe of American journalists at the Hotel Scribe, with their glittering uniforms and their stupendous salaries, I never encountered one who had heard of Tribune.

For six months during the summer of 1946 I gave up being a writer in Tribune and became merely a reader, and no doubt from time to time I shall do the same again; but I hope that my association with it may long continue, and I hope that in 1957 I shall be writing another anniversary article. I do not even hope that by that time Tribune will have slaughtered all its rivals. It takes all sorts to make a world, and if one could work these things out one might discover that even the——6 serves a useful purpose. Nor is Tribune itself perfect, as I should know, having seen it from the inside. But I do think that it is the only existing weekly paper that makes a genuine effort to be both progressive and humane—that is, to combine a radical Socialist policy with a respect for freedom of speech and a civilised attitude towards literature and the arts: and I think that its relative popularity, and even its survival in its present form for five years or more, is a hopeful symptom.


A ‘Tribune Who’s Who?’ was printed in a ruled-off section of Orwell’s article.



TRIBUNE

Who’s Who?


Sir Stafford Cripps, M.P., President of the Board of Trade: Founder of Tribune, Chairman Board of Directors and Editorial Board, 1937–1940. Resigned when appointed British Ambassador to Moscow.

Aneurin Bevan, M.P., Minister of Health: Founder of Tribune, Director and Editorial Board, 1937–1945. Resigned on appointment as Minister of Health.

Ellen Wilkinson, M.P., Minister of Education: Founder of Tribune, Director until May, 1940. Resigned on appointment as Under-Secretary, Ministry of Pensions.

G. R. Strauss, M.P., Under-Secretary, Ministry of Transport: Founder of Tribune, Director, 1937–1945; Editorial Board, 1937–1942. Resigned from Editorial Board on appointment as P.P.S. to Sir Stafford Cripps in 1942; resigned as Director on appointment to present office in 1945.

William Mellor: Editor and Founder of Tribune. Died 1942.

Raymond Postgate: Editor, 1940–1941.

Victor Gollancz: Director and Editorial Board, 1938–1942.

Mrs. Patricia Strauss, L.C.C.: Director, 1945—

Jennie Lee, M.P.: Director, 1945—

Michael Foot, M.P.: Editorial Staff Tribune, 1937–1938; Director, 1945—






3168. ‘Help Poles in Germany’ Memorandum

February 1947


Tadeusz Katelbach, secretary General of the ‘Help Poles in Germany’ Polish Social Committee (35, Cambridge Gardens, London, W 10) sent Orwell (among others) a lengthy memorandum about the pressures being placed on Poles in Germany to accept repatriation against their will. In the British, American, and French zones of Germany, it was claimed that there remained about 400,000 Poles who were refusing to return to Poland. Of this number, about 15,000 were former political prisoners who had been incarcerated in German concentration camps; about 80,000 were former prisoners of war; over 200,000 were former forced labourers who had been taken to Germany to serve the German war machine; and many were Poles who had escaped from Poland as a result of political persecution by the current Warsaw government. It was claimed that the United Nations Relief and Rehabilitation Administration was attempting by ‘perfidious methods’ to force these Poles back to Poland. In particular, UNRRA, it was claimed, accused the Poles of being unwilling to work and simultaneously did its utmost to prevent their finding work in Germany or emigrating overseas. The report had been sent to Trygve Lie, Secretary-General of the United Nations. This document was still among Orwell’s papers at his death.






3169. ‘As I Please,’ 72

Tribune, 7 February 1947

Recently I have been looking through Mr. Peter Hunot’s Man About the House, published a month or two back by the Pilot Press. Books telling you how to do household repairs are fairly numerous, but I think this is about the best I have seen. The author gathered his experience the hard way, by taking over a nearly derelict house and making it habitable with his own hands. He thus concentrates on the sort of difficulties that do actually arise in real life, and does not, like the author of another book in my possession, tell you how to mend Venetian blinds while ignoring electrical fittings. I looked up all the domestic calamities that I have had to deal with during the past year, and found all of them mentioned, except mice, which perhaps hardly come under the heading of decorations and repairs. The book is also simply written and well illustrated, and takes account of the difficulty nowadays of getting hold of tools and materials.

But I still think that there is room for a very large, comprehensive book of this type, a sort of dictionary or encyclopedia with every conceivable household job tabulated under alphabetical headings. You would then be able to look up Tap, how to stop a dripping, or Floorboards, causes of squeaking in, with the same certainty of getting the right answer as when you look up madeira cake or Welsh rarebit in Mrs. Beeton’s cookery book. The time was when the amateur handyman, with his tack hammer and his pocketful of rawlplugs, was looked on as a mere eccentric, a joke to his friends and a nuisance to his women-folk. Nowadays, however, you either do your repairs yourself or they don’t get done, and most of us are still remarkably helpless. How many people even know how to replace a broken sash cord, for instance?

As Mr. Hunot points out, much of the tinkering that now goes on would be unnecessary, or would be much easier, if our houses were sensibly built. Even so simple a precaution as putting fuse boxes in get-at-able places would save a lot of nuisance, and the miserable business of putting up shelves could be greatly simplified without any extra materials or radical change in methods. I hear rumours that the new houses now being built will have the pipes so placed that they will not freeze, but surely this cannot be true. There will be a snag somewhere, and the annual freeze-up will happen as usual. Burst water-pipes are a part of the English winter, no less than muffins or roasted chestnuts, and doubtless Shakespeare would have mentioned them in the song at the end of Love’s Labour’s Lost, if there had been water-pipes in those days.

It is too early to cheer, but I must say that up to date the phenomena of the freeze-up have been less unpleasant than those of 1940.1 On that occasion the village where I lived was not only so completely snowed up that for a week or more it was impossible to get out of it, or for any food vans to get in, but every tap and pump in the village froze so hard that for several days we had no water except melted snow. The disagreeable thing about this is that snow is always dirty, except just after it has fallen. I have noticed this even in the high peaks of the Atlas mountains,2 miles from human habitation. The everlasting snow which looks so virginal, is in fact distinctly grimy when you get close to it.

About the time when Sir Stafford Cripps came back from India, I heard it remarked that the Cripps offer had not been extended to Burma because the Burmese would have accepted it. I don’t know whether any such calculation really entered into the minds of Churchill and the rest. It is perfectly possible: at any rate, I think that responsible Burmese politicians would have accepted such an offer, although at that moment Burma was in process of being overrun by the Japanese. I also believe that an offer of Dominion Status would have been gladly accepted if we had made it in 1944 and had named a definite date. As it is, the suspicions of the Burmese have been well roused, and it will probably end by our simply getting out of Burma on the terms least advantageous to both countries.

If that happens, I should like to think that the position of the racial minorities could be safeguarded by something better than promises. They number ten to twenty per cent. of the population, and they present several different kinds of problem. The biggest group, the Karens, are a racial enclave living largely within Burma proper. The Kachins and other frontier tribes are a good deal more backward and more different from the Burmese in customs and appearance. They have never been under Burmese rule—indeed, their territories were only very sketchily occupied even by the British. In the past they were well able to maintain their independence, but probably would not be able to do so in the face of modern weapons. The other big group, the Shans, who are racially akin to the Siamese, enjoyed some faint traces of autonomy under British rule. The minority who are in the most difficult position of all are the Indians. There were over a million of them in Burma before the war. Two hundred thousand of them fled to India at the time of the Japanese invasion—an act which demonstrated better than any words could have done their real position in the country.

I remember twenty years ago a Karen remarking to me, “I hope the British will stay in Burma for two hundred years.”—“Why?”—“Because we do not wish to be ruled by Burmese.” Even at the time it struck me that sooner or later this would become a problem. The fact is that the question of minorities is literally insoluble so long as nationalism remains a real force. The desire of some of the peoples of Burma for autonomy is genuine, but it cannot be satisfied in any secure way unless the sovereignty of Burma as a whole is interfered with. The same problem comes up in a hundred other places. Ought the Sudan to be independent of Egypt? Ought Ulster to be independent of Eire? Ought Eire to be independent of Britain? And so on. Whenever A is oppressing B, it is clear to people of good will that B ought to be independent, but then it always turns out that there is another group, C, which is anxious to be independent of B. The question is always how large must a minority be before it deserves autonomy. At best, each case can only be treated on its merits in a rough and ready way: in practice, no one is consistent in his thinking on this subject, and the minorities which win the most sympathy are those that have the best means of publicity. Who is there who champions equally the Jews, the Balts, the Indonesians, the expelled Germans, the Sudanese, the Indian Untouchables and the South African Kaffirs? Sympathy for one group almost invariably entails callousness towards another.

When H. G. Wells’s The Island of Doctor Moreau was reprinted in the Penguin Library, I looked to see whether the slips and misprints which I remembered in earlier editions had been repeated in it. Sure enough, they were still there.3 One of them is a particularly stupid misprint, of a kind to make most writers squirm. In 1941 I pointed this out to H. G. Wells, and asked him why he did not remove it. It had persisted through edition after edition ever since 1896. Rather to my surprise, he said that he remembered the misprint, but could not be bothered to do anything about it. He no longer took the faintest interest in his early books: they had been written so long ago that he no longer felt them to be part of himself. I have never been quite sure whether to admire this attitude or not. It is magnificent to be so free from literary vanity. And yet, what writer of Wells’s gifts, if he had had any power of self-criticism or regard for his own reputation, would have poured out in fifty years a total of ninety-five books, quite two-thirds of which have already ceased to be readable?




3170. To Leonard Moore

11 February 1947 Typewritten

27B Canonbury Square,

Islington, N.1.

Dear Moore,

I am writing to you on behalf of my friend Paul Potts,1 whom I think you might be able to help in your capacity as literary agent. A year or two ago he received a contract from Nicholson & Watson to write a book for them, and the manuscript was accepted for publication in October 1946. It appears that within the last week or two it has been sent to the printer. He has now received a letter from them saying that owing to the paper shortage they are obliged to cut down their lists, and that his book cannot be published. He has had some money from them in advance on the manuscript, but not the full amount mentioned in the contract.

There is a complicating factor in the fact that the book was to have been published by “Poetry London,” which is a sort of offshoot of Nicholson and Watson, but the contract was signed by the latter, and the letter announcing the scrapping of the book also comes from them. It appears to me that at the least he should receive the balance not yet paid in the form of an advance, and it would be at any rate equitable, though I don’t know how the legal position stands, if he also received something to recompense him for the delay. I don’t imagine it is any use trying to force N. and W. to publish the book against their will, and what is needed is to get the manuscript back from them, and, if possible, some money with it. You could also perhaps handle the book for him and advise him about another publisher.

He will send you the relevant documents and give you his address, and you can perhaps ask him for any further information you need.

Yours sincerely

[Signed] Eric Blair

Eric Blair




3171. ‘As I Please,’ 73

Tribune, 14 February 1947

Here are some excerpts from a letter from a Scottish Nationalist.1 I have cut out anything likely to reveal the writer’s identity. The frequent references to Poland are there because the letter is primarily concerned with the presence of exiled Poles in Scotland:


The Polish forces have now discovered how untrue it is to say “An Englishman’s word is his bond.” We could have told you so hundreds of years ago. The invasion of Poland was only an excuse for these brigands in bowler hats to beat up their rivals the Germans and the Japs, with the help of Americans, Poles, Scots, Frenchmen, etc., etc. Surely no Pole believes any longer in English promises. Now that the war is over you are to be cast aside and dumped in Scotland. If this leads to friction between the Poles and Scots so much the better. Let them slit each other’s throats and two problems would be thereupon “solved.” Dear, kind little England! It is time for all Poles to shed any ideas they may have about England as a champion of freedom. Look at her record in Scotland, for instance. And please don’t refer to us as “Britons.” There is no such race. We are Scots and that’s good enough for us. The English changed their name to British; but even if a criminal changes his name he can be known by his fingerprints. … Please disregard any anti-Polish statement in the John O’Groat Journal.2 It is a boot-licking pro-English (pro-Moscow you would call it) rag. Scotland experienced her Yalta in 1707 when English gold achieved what English guns could not do. But we will never accept defeat. After more than two hundred years we are still fighting for our country and will never acknowledge defeat whatever the odds.



There is a good deal more in the letter, but this should be enough. It will be noted that the writer is not attacking England from what is called a “left” standpoint, but on the ground that Scotland and England are enemies as nations. I don’t know whether it would be fair to read race-theory into this letter, but certainly the writer hates us as bitterly as a devout Nazi would hate a Jew. It is not a hatred of the capitalist class, or anything like that, but of England. And though the fact is not sufficiently realised, there is an appreciable amount of this kind of thing knocking about. I have seen almost equally violent statements in print.

Up to date the Scottish Nationalist movement seems to have gone almost unnoticed in England. To take the nearest example to hand, I don’t remember having seen it mentioned in Tribune, except occasionally in book reviews. It is true that it is a small movement, but it could grow, because there is a basis for it. In this country I don’t think it is enough realised—I myself had no idea of it until a few years ago—that Scotland has a case against England. On economic grounds it may not be a very strong case. In the past, certainly, we have plundered Scotland shamefully, but whether it is now true that England as a whole exploits Scotland as a whole, and that Scotland would be better off if fully autonomous, is another question. The point is that many Scottish people, often quite moderate in outlook, are beginning to think about autonomy and to feel that they are pushed into an inferior position. They have a good deal of reason. In some areas, at any rate, Scotland is almost an occupied country. You have an English or Anglicised upper-class, and a Scottish working-class which speaks with a markedly different accent, or even, part of the time, in a different language. This is a more dangerous kind of class division than any now existing in England. Given favourable circumstances it might develop in an ugly way, and the fact that there was a progressive Labour Government in London might not make much difference.

No doubt Scotland’s major ills will have to be cured along with those of England. But meanwhile there are things that could be done to ease the cultural situation. One small but not negligible point is the language. In the Gaelic-speaking areas, Gaelic is not taught in the schools. I am speaking from limited experience, but I should say that this is beginning to cause resentment. Also, the B.B.C. only broadcasts two or three half-hour Gaelic programmes a week, and they give the impression of being rather amateurish programmes. Even so they are eagerly listened to. How easy it would be to buy a little goodwill by putting on a Gaelic programme at least once daily.

At one time I would have said that it is absurd to keep alive an archaic language like Gaelic, spoken by only a few hundred thousand people. Now I am not so sure. To begin with, if people feel that they have a special culture which ought to be preserved, and that the language is part of it, difficulties should not be put in their way when they want their children to learn it properly. Secondly, it is probable that the effort of being bi-lingual is a valuable education in itself. The Scottish Gaelic-speaking peasants speak beautiful English, partly, I think, because English is an almost foreign language which they sometimes do not use for days together. Probably they benefit intellectually by having to be aware of dictionaries and grammatical rules, as their English opposite numbers would not be.

At any rate, I think we should pay more attention to the small but violent separatist movements which exist within our own island. They may look very unimportant now, but, after all, the Communist Manifesto was once a very obscure document, and the Nazi Party only had six members when Hitler joined it.3

To change the subject a bit, here is an excerpt from another letter. It is from a whisky distiller:


We regret we are reluctantly compelled to return your cheque as owing to Mr. Strachey’s failure to fulfil his promise to release barley for distilling in Scotland we dare not take on any new business. … When you have difficulty in obtaining a drink it will be some consolation to you to know that Mr. Strachey has sent 35,000 tons of barley to NEUTRAL Eire for brewing purposes.



People must be feeling very warmed-up when they put that kind of thing into a business letter which, by the look of it, is almost a circular letter. It doesn’t matter very much, because whisky distillers and even their customers don’t add up to many votes. But I wish I could feel sure that the people who make remarks like the one I overheard in the greengrocer’s queue yesterday—“Government! They couldn’t govern a sausage-shop, this lot couldn’t!”—were equally few in numbers.

Skelton is not an easy poet to get hold of, and I have never yet possessed a complete edition of his works. Recently, in a selection I had picked up, I looked for and failed to find a poem which I remember reading years ago. It was what is called a macaronic poem—part English, part Latin—and was an elegy on the death of somebody or other. The only passage I can recall runs:


Sepultus est among the weeds,

God forgive him his misdeeds,

With hey ho, rumbelo,

Rumpopulorum,

Per omnia saecula,

Saecula saeculorum.4



It has stuck in my mind because it expresses an outlook totally impossible in our own age. Today there is literally no one who could write of death in that light-hearted manner. Since the decay of the belief in personal immortality, death has never seemed funny, and it will be a long time before it does so again. Hence the disappearance of the facetious epitaph, once a common feature of country churchyards. I should be astonished to see a comic epitaph dated later than 1850. There is one in Kew, if I remember rightly, which might be about that date. About half the tombstone is covered with a long panegyric on his dead wife by a bereaved husband: at the bottom of the stone is a later inscription which reads, “Now he’s gone, too.”

One of the best epitaphs in English is Landor’s epitaph on “Dirce,” a pseudonym for I do not know whom. It is not exactly comic, but it is essentially profane. If I were a woman it would be my favourite epitaph—that is to say, it would be the one I should like to have for myself. It runs:


Stand close around, ye Stygian set,

With Dirce in the boat conveyed,

Lest Charon, seeing her, forget

That he is old and she a shade.



It would almost be worth being dead to have that written about you.




3172. ‘As I Please,’ 74

Manchester Evening News, for Tribune, 21 February 1947


For the third and fourth weeks of February 1947, the national weekend reviews and many trade papers were suspended from publication by government order because of the severe shortage of fuel and the consequent power cuts. To help out during the crisis, The Observer, the Manchester Evening News, and the Daily Herald offered Tribune the hospitality of their columns. Orwell refers to the suspension and the loss of revenue for Tribune in his letter to Dwight Macdonald of 26 February 1947; see 3175. See also ‘As I Please,’ 78, 3196.

The following is an extract from George Orwell’s page, “As I Please,” included each week in “Tribune.”



The news that, for the second time in the last few months, a play banned from the stage is to be broadcast by the B.B.C. (which will probably enable it to reach a much bigger public than it would if it were acted) brings out once again the absurdity of the rules governing literary censorship in Britain.

It is only stage plays and films that have to be submitted for censorship before they appear. So far as books go you can print what you like and take the risk of prosecution. Thus, banned plays like Granville Barker’s “Waste”1 and Bernard Shaw’s “Mrs. Warren’s Profession” could immediately appear in book form with no danger of prosecution, and no doubt sell all the better for the scandal that had happened beforehand. It is fair to say that, if they are any good, banned plays usually see the light sooner or later. Even “Waste,” which brought in politics as well as sex, was finally allowed to appear thirty years after it was written, when the topicality which gave it a good deal of its force had vanished.

The trouble with the Lord Chamberlain’s censorship of plays is not that it happens, but that it is barbarous and stupid—being, apparently, done by bureaucrats with no literary training. If there is to be censorship, it is better that it should happen beforehand, so that the author may know where he stands. Books are only very rarely banned in Britain, but the bannings that do happen are usually quite arbitrary. “The Well of Loneliness,”2 for example, was suppressed, while other books on the same theme, appearing round about the same time, went unnoticed.

The book that gets dropped on is the one that happens to have been brought to the attention of some illiterate official. Perhaps half the novels now published might suffer this fate if they happened to get into the right hands. Indeed—though the dead are always respectable—I doubt whether Petronius, or Chaucer, or Rabelais, or Shakespeare would remain un-bowdlerised if our magistrates and police were greater readers.




3173. To Leonard Moore

21 February 1947 Typewritten

27B Canonbury Square,

Islington, N.1.

Dear Moore,

With reference to your two letters of the 18th and the 19th.

I don’t think the offer to dramatise “Animal Farm” sounds very promising, in fact I don’t see what we get out of it except that there would then be a dramatic version existing, which I suppose would make it slightly more likely to reach the stage. But we would also be tied down to that particular adaptor, at least for a year, and somebody else might make a more inviting offer in the mean time, though I am bound to say I do not think it is a suitable book to adapt for stage production. One doesn’t, of course, know what sort of version he and his collaborator would make, but from the fact of his referring to the book as “The” Animal Farm I assume he has not read it very attentively. I don’t think I should close with him.1

I have meanwhile received a cable from some people in New York enquiring about film rights. I hope I shall have got you on the phone before this letter reaches you, but if not I will send the cable on with another letter.

As to Warburg. I want Warburg to become my regular publisher, because, although he may not sell the books so largely, I can trust him to publish whatever I write. At the same time we must settle this business about the uniform edition, as I don’t see much point in simply re-issuing, in different formats, various books which have already appeared and therefore can’t be expected to sell large numbers straight off. I had understood that what was intended was to produce all the books involved as paper became available in a uniform binding and at rather a low price—though I suppose not always the same price as some are much longer than others. But as to the variation in length, it is in most cases only between about 80,000 and about 50,000. The exception is Animal Farm (30,000), but I suppose he wouldn’t work round to this till last, and one might put something else with it to bring it up to the right length. As to your query about cheap editions, I am not quite sure what is involved there. Is it a question of whether Warburg has all rights for cheap editions as well? I imagine the only reprint firm likely to do any of my books is the Penguin Library, which has already done two. I presume Warburg wouldn’t object to a book being Penguinised, as I shouldn’t think this cuts across ordinary sales much.

Do you think you could get this fixed up with Warburg as soon as possible[?] Tell him that I am fully ready for him to be my regular publisher, but that I want the following conditions:

(i) That though he may, if he wishes, issue ordinary editions of any books, he will also undertake to do a uniform edition which will include the six books we have agreed on and any suitable future books.

(ii) That though I will give him first refusal of all full-length books, I can if I choose do odd jobs for other publishers, such as introductions, contributions to miscellanies, etc.

Even if we can’t draw up a full agreement immediately, I would like some settlement to be made as soon as possible about “Coming Up for Air.” Warburg proposed to do this as the first of the re-issues, and he says that if the matter can be settled quickly he might get it onto his March paper quota. I would like this to happen, because I shall not have anything ready to be published before 1948 and it would not be a bad idea to have something appearing this year. Also I think that book was rather sunk by appearing just before the outbreak of war, and it is now very completely out of print.

Yours sincerely

[Signed] Eric Blair

Eric Blair
 

Moore wrote to Warburg on 27 February 1947 quoting much of this letter. The sections quoted began with ‘I want Warburg …’ to ‘… it up to the right length’; and ‘Tell him’ to the end of condition ii. The rest of Orwell’s letter is summarised with the slightly surprising omission of Orwell’s statement that he could trust Warburg to publish whatever he wrote. Moore’s letter concludes with a reminder that Gollancz has an option on Orwell’s next two novels: ‘It may be, however, we can make some arrangement regarding this.’ This was eventually agreed. See letters to Warburg, 28 February 1947, 3179, and to Gollancz, 14 March 1947, 3191.






3174. To Leonard Moore

23 February 1947 Handwritten

27B Canonbury Square,

Islington, N.1.

Dear Moore,

Here is that cable I mentioned in my previous letter.1 I have cabled back asking them to get in touch with you.

Yours sincerely

E. A. Blair




3175. To Dwight Macdonald

26 February 1947 Typewritten

27B Canonbury Square,

Islington, N.1.

Dear Dwight,

Thanks awfully for sending the shoes which arrived today. I trust they have sent you the money for them—I wrote to my agent to remind him to do this and he said he had done so. I am sorry to say they were too small after all,1 however it doesn’t matter because I recently managed to get another pair owing to somebody who takes the same size ordering a pair about a year ago and not wanting them when done. I shall send this pair on to Germany where doubtless they will be appreciated.

I wanted to ask, when you print the excerpt from the Tolstoy article,2 if you’re paying for it, could you pay the money to my American agents, McIntosh & Otis. I’m trying to let any money I earn in the USA pile up over there in case I ever make a visit there. I don’t know whether I shall do so, but even if I don’t, I’m not short of money at present and might as well let it lie there as pay British income tax on it.

It’s been a lousy winter here what with the fuel breakdown and this unheard-of weather. I suppose conditions here are now what would be normal postwar winter conditions in, say, Paris. “Polemic” were very pleased with the long note you gave them in “Politics.” I think the paper is now taking shape a bit, and it is doing fairly well from the point of view of circulation, though hampered by the usual organisational difficulties. I have now joined the editorial board, but I probably shan’t do much on it as I am going back to Scotland in April and shall go on with a novel which I am doing and hope to finish by the end of 1947. While in London I have been snowed up with hackwork as usual. This two-weeks’ closure of the weeklies3 has meant an awful lot of nuisance and incidentally lost Tribune a lot of money it can ill afford.

Yours

George




3176. ‘As I Please,’ 75A

Daily Herald for Tribune, 27 February 1947


The extracts from Tribune were preceded by this statement: ‘The Daily Herald has again allotted space to “Tribune”, the Socialist weekly, which has had to suspend publication because of the power cuts.’ The space allotted on 20 February was not devoted to anything by Orwell, nor does anything of his appear on any other day during this period. A different section of ‘As I Please,’ 75, was published by the Manchester Evening News on 28 February; see 3177.



Recently I was looking through a child’s illustrated alphabet, published this year. It is what is called a “travel alphabet.” Here are the rhymes accompanying three of the letters, J, N and U:


J for the Junk which the Chinaman finds

Is useful for carrying goods of all kinds.

N for the Native from Africa’s land.

He looks very fierce with his spear in his hand.

U for the Union Jacks Pam and John carry

While out for a hike with their nice Uncle Harry.



The “native” in the picture is a Zulu dressed only in some bracelets and a fragment of leopard skin. As for the Junk, the detail of the picture is very small, but the “Chinamen” portrayed in it appear to be wearing pigtails.

Perhaps there is not much to object to in the presence of the Union Jack. This is an age of competing nationalisms, and who shall blame us if we flourish our own emblems along with all the rest? But is it really necessary, in 1947, to teach children to use expressions like “native” and “Chinaman”?

The last-named word has been regarded as offensive by the Chinese for at least a dozen years. As for “native,” it was being officially discountenanced even in India as long as twenty years ago.

It is no use answering that it is childish for an Indian or an African to feel insulted when he is called a “native.” We all have these feelings in one form or another. If a Chinese wants to be called a Chinese and not a Chinaman, if a Scotsman objects to being called a Scotchman, or if a Negro demands his capital N, it is only the most ordinary politeness to do what is asked of one.1

The sad thing about this alphabet-book is that the writer obviously has no intention of insulting the “lower” races. He is merely not quite aware that they are human beings like ourselves. A “native” is a comic black man with very few clothes on; a “Chinaman” wears a pigtail and travels in a junk—which is about as true as saying that an Englishman wears a top hat and travels in a hansom cab.

This unconsciously patronising attitude is learned in childhood and then, as here, passed on to a new generation of children. And sometimes it pops up in quite enlightened people, with disconcerting results; as for instance at the end of 1941, when China officially became our Ally, and at the first important anniversary the B.B.C. celebrated the occasion by flying the Chinese flag over Broadcasting House, and flying it upside-down.




3177. ‘As I Please,’ 75B

Manchester Evening News for Tribune, 28 February 19471

One thing one notices in these days when typewriters have become so scarce is the astonishing badness of nearly everyone’s handwriting.

A handwriting which is both pleasant to look at and easy to read is now a very rare thing. To bring about an improvement we should probably have to evolve a generally accepted “style” of writing such as we possessed in the past and have now lost.

For several centuries2 in the Middle Ages the professional scribes wrote an exquisite script, or rather a series of scripts, which no one now living could equal. Then handwriting declined, reviving in the nineteenth century after the invention of the steel pen. The style then favoured was “copperplate.” It was neat and legible, but it was full of unnecessary lines and did not fit in with the modern tendency to get rid of ornament wherever possible. Then it became the fashion to teach children script, usually with disastrous results. To write script with real neatness one practically has to learn to draw, and it is impossible to write it as rapidly as a cursive hand. Many young or youngish people now make use of an uneasy compromise between script and copperplate, and indeed there are many adult and fully literate people whose handwriting has never properly “formed.”

It would be interesting to know whether there is any connection between neat handwriting and literary ability. I must say that the modern examples I am able to think of do not seem to prove much. Miss Rebecca West has an exquisite handwriting, and so has Mr. Middleton Murry. Sir Osbert Sitwell, Mr. Stephen Spender, and Mr. Evelyn Waugh all have handwritings which, to put it as politely as possible, are not good. Professor Laski writes a hand which is attractive to look at but difficult to read. Arnold Bennett wrote a beautiful tiny hand over which he took immense pains. H. G. Wells had an attractive but untidy writing. Carlyle’s writing was so bad that one compositor is said to have left Edinburgh in order to get away from the job of setting it up. Mr. Bernard Shaw writes a small, clear but not very elegant hand. And as for the most famous and respected of living English novelists, his writing is such that when I was at the B.B.C. and had the honour of putting him on the air once a month there was only one secretary in the whole department who could decipher his manuscripts.3




3178. To Emilio Cecchi

28 February 1947 Typewritten

27B Canonbury Square,

Islington, N.1.

Dear Mr. Cecchi,1

Very many thanks for the cutting from the “Corriere della Sera”. It was very kind of you to give me such a long review.2 I hope we shall meet again some time.3

Yours sincerely,

[Signed] Geo. Orwell

George Orwell




3179. To Fredric Warburg

28 February 1947 Typewritten

27B Canonbury Square,

Islington, N.1.

Dear Fred,

I said I would write to you following on our telephone conversation. I wrote to Moore some days back, asking him to expedite the business of COMING UP FOR AIR and if possible to get the whole contract settled. I told him that I wanted you to be my regular publisher and to have first refusal of all my books, but there were some conditions, none of which I imagine are of a kind you would object to. One was that you should publish a uniform edition. The second was that I should have the right to do odd jobs for other publishers such as, for instance, introductions or contributions to miscellaneous publications, and the other was that you would not object to certain classes of cheap editions being done elsewhere, for instance, Penguins. Some of my books have been done as Penguins, and I suppose this might arise again.

Moore has just written again raising the point about my previous contract with Gollancz. Gollancz is still supposed to have an option on two works of fiction, though in my opinion it should be only one as he refused ANIMAL FARM and then claimed that it was not a work of fiction of standard length. Moore is anxious to get this settled. I must say I was inclined to leave it hanging, because actually I can think of ways to evade the contract with Gollancz. However, if it must be settled it would probably be better if I saw Gollancz personally.1 But meanwhile, need we let this hold up the republication of COMING UP FOR AIR, the copyright of which is, I suppose, my own?2

Your sincerely,

[Signed] Geo. Orwell

George Orwell




3180. To the Secretary, Freedom Defence Committee (George Woodcock)

28 February 1947 Typewritten

27B Canonbury Square,

Islington, N.1.

Dear Sir,

This letter follows on the previous one I had about the Polish fugitive in the British zone.1 It clears up the point about his position, i.e. he is not in custody but is wandering about, presumably living with civilians.

Yours sincerely,

[Signed] Geo. Orwell

George Orwell




3181. ‘Lear, Tolstoy and the Fool’

Polemic, 7. March 1947

Tolstoy’s pamphlets are the least-known part of his work, and his attack on Shakespearefn1 is not even an easy document to get hold of, at any rate in an English translation. Perhaps, therefore, it will be useful if I give a summary of the pamphlet before trying to discuss it.

Tolstoy begins by saying that throughout life Shakespeare has aroused in him ‘an irresistible repulsion and tedium’. Conscious that the opinion of the civilized world is against him, he has made one attempt after another on Shakespeare’s works, reading and re-reading them in Russian, English and German; but ‘I invariably underwent the same feelings; repulsion, weariness and bewilderment’. Now, at the age of seventy-five, he has once again re-read the entire works of Shakespeare, including the historical plays, and


I have felt with even greater force, the same feelings—this time, however, not of bewilderment, but of firm, indubitable conviction that the unquestionable glory of a great genius which Shakespeare enjoys, and which compels writers of our time to imitate him and readers and spectators to discover in him non-existent merits—thereby distorting their aesthetic and ethical understanding—is a great evil, as is every untruth.



Shakespeare, Tolstoy adds, is not merely no genius, but is not even ‘an average author’, and in order to demonstrate this fact he will examine King Lear, which, as he is able to show by quotations from Hazlitt, Brandes and others, has been extravagantly praised and can be taken as an example of Shakespeare’s best work.

Tolstoy then makes a sort of exposition of the plot of King Lear, finding it at every step to be stupid, verbose, unnatural, unintelligible, bombastic, vulgar, tedious and full of incredible events, ‘wild ravings’, ‘mirthless jokes’, anachronisms, irrelevancies, obscenities, worn-out stage conventions and other faults both moral and aesthetic. Lear is, in any case, a plagiarism of an earlier and much better play, King Leir, by an unknown author, which Shakespeare stole and then ruined. It is worth quoting a specimen paragraph to illustrate the manner in which Tolstoy goes to work. Act III, Scene 2 (in which Lear, Kent and the Fool are together in the storm) is summarized thus:


Lear walks about the heath and says words which are meant to express his despair: he desires that the winds should blow so hard that they (the winds) should crack their cheeks and that the rain should flood everything, that lightning should singe his white head, and the thunder flatten the world and destroy all germs ‘that make ungrateful man’! The fool keeps uttering still more senseless words. Enter Kent: Lear says that for some reason during this storm all criminals shall be found out and convicted. Kent, still unrecognized by Lear, endeavours to persuade him to take refuge in a hovel. At this point the fool utters a prophecy in no wise related to the situation and they all depart.



Tolstoy’s final verdict on Lear is that no unhypnotized observer, if such an observer existed, could read it to the end with any feeling except ‘aversion and weariness’. And exactly the same is true of ‘all the other extolled dramas of Shakespeare, not to mention the senseless dramatized tales, Pericles, Twelfth Night, The Tempest, Cymbeline, Troilus and Cressida’.

Having dealt with Lear Tolstoy draws up a more general indictment against Shakespeare. He finds that Shakespeare has a certain technical skill which is partly traceable to his having been an actor, but otherwise no merits whatever. He has no power of delineating character or of making words and actions spring naturally out of situations, his language is uniformly exaggerated and ridiculous, he constantly thrusts his own random thoughts into the mouth of any character who happens to be handy, he displays a ‘complete absence of aesthetic feeling’, and his words ‘have nothing whatever in common with art and poetry’. ‘Shakespeare might have been whatever you like,’ Tolstoy concludes, ‘but he was not an artist.’ Moreover, his opinions are not original or interesting, and his tendency is ‘of the lowest and most immoral’. Curiously enough, Tolstoy does not base this last judgment on Shakespeare’s own utterances, but on the statements of two critics, Gervinus and Brandes. According to Gervinus (or at any rate Tolstoy’s reading of Gervinus) ‘Shakespeare taught … that one may be too good’, while according to Brandes ‘Shakespeare’s fundamental principle … is that the end justifies the means’. Tolstoy adds on his own account that Shakespeare was a jingo patriot of the worst type, but apart from this he considers that Gervinus and Brandes have given a true and adequate description of Shakespeare’s view of life.

Tolstoy then recapitulates in a few paragraphs the theory of art which he had expressed at greater length elsewhere. Put still more shortly, it amounts to a demand for dignity of subject matter, sincerity, and good craftsmanship. A great work of art must deal with some subject which is ‘important to the life of mankind’, it must express something which the author genuinely feels, and it must use such technical methods as will produce the desired effect. As Shakespeare is debased in outlook, slipshod in execution and incapable of being sincere even for a moment, he obviously stands condemned.

But here there arises a difficult question. If Shakespeare is all that Tolstoy has shown him to be, how did he ever come to be so generally admired? Evidently the answer can only lie in a sort of mass hypnosis, or ‘epidemic suggestion’. The whole civilized world has somehow been deluded into thinking Shakespeare a good writer, and even the plainest demonstration to the contrary makes no impression, because one is not dealing with a reasoned opinion but with something akin to religious faith. Throughout history, says Tolstoy, there has been an endless series of these ‘epidemic suggestions’—for example, the Crusades, the search for the Philosopher’s Stone, the craze for tulip-growing which once swept over Holland,1 and so on and so forth. As a contemporary instance he cites, rather significantly, the Dreyfus case, over which the whole world grew violently excited for no sufficient reason. There are also sudden shortlived crazes for new political and philosophical theories, or for this or that writer, artist or scientist—for example, Darwin, who (in 1903) is ‘beginning to be forgotten’. And in some cases a quite worthless popular idol may remain in favour for centuries, for ‘it also happens that such crazes, having arisen in consequence of special reasons accidentally favouring their establishment, correspond in such a degree to the views of life spread in society, and especially in literary circles, that they are maintained for a long time’. Shakespeare’s plays have continued to be admired over a long period because ‘they corresponded to the irreligious and immoral frame of mind of the upper classes of his time and ours’.

As to the manner in which Shakespeare’s fame started, Tolstoy explains it as having been ‘got up’ by German professors towards the end of the eighteenth century. His reputation ‘originated in Germany, and thence was transferred to England’. The Germans chose to elevate Shakespeare because, at a time when there was no German drama worth speaking about and French classical literature was beginning to seem frigid and artificial, they were captivated by Shakespeare’s ‘clever development of scenes’ and also found in him a good expression of their own attitude towards life. Goethe pronounced Shakespeare a great poet, whereupon all the other critics flocked after him like a troop of parrots, and the general infatuation has lasted ever since. The result has been a further debasement of the drama—Tolstoy is careful to include his own plays when condemning the contemporary stage—and a further corruption of the prevailing moral outlook. It follows that ‘the false glorification of Shakespeare’ is an important evil which Tolstoy feels it his duty to combat.

This, then, is the substance of Tolstoy’s pamphlet. One’s first feeling is that in describing Shakespeare as a bad writer he is saying something demonstrably untrue. But this is not the case. In reality there is no kind of evidence or argument by which one can show that Shakespeare, or any other writer, is ‘good’. Nor is there any way of definitely proving that—for instance—Warwick Deeping is ‘bad’.3 Ultimately there is no test of literary merit except survival, which is itself merely an index to majority opinion. Artistic theories such as Tolstoy’s are quite worthless, because they not only start out with arbitrary assumptions, but depend on vague terms (‘sincere’, ‘important’ and so forth) which can be interpreted in any way one chooses. Properly speaking one cannot answer Tolstoy’s attack. The interesting question is: why did he make it? But it should be noticed in passing that he uses many weak or dishonest arguments. Some of these are worth pointing out, not because they invalidate his main charge but because they are, so to speak, evidence of malice.

To begin with, his examination of King Lear is not ‘impartial’, as he twice claims. On the contrary, it is a prolonged exercise in misrepresentation. It is obvious that when you are summarizing King Lear for the benefit of someone who has not read it, you are not really being impartial if you introduce an important speech (Lear’s speech when Cordelia is dead in his arms) in this manner: ‘Again begin Lear’s awful ravings, at which one feels ashamed, as at unsuccessful jokes.’ And in a long series of instances Tolstoy slightly alters or colours the passages he is criticizing, always in such a way as to make the plot appear a little more complicated and improbable, or the language a little more exaggerated. For example, we are told that Lear ‘has no necessity or motive for his abdication’, although his reason for abdicating (that he is old and wishes to retire from the cares of State) has been clearly indicated in the first scene. It will be seen that even in the passage which I quoted earlier, Tolstoy has wilfully misunderstood one phrase and slightly changed the meaning of another, making nonsense of a remark which is reasonable enough in its context. None of these mis-readings° is very gross in itself, but their cumulative effect is to exaggerate the psychological incoherence of the play. Again, Tolstoy is not able to explain why Shakespeare’s plays were still in print, and still on the stage, two hundred years after his death (before the ‘epidemic suggestion’ started, that is); and his whole account of Shakespeare’s rise to fame is guesswork punctuated by outright mis-statements.° And again, various of his accusations contradict one another: for example, Shakespeare is a mere entertainer and ‘not in earnest’, but on the other hand he is constantly putting his own thoughts into the mouths of his characters. On the whole it is difficult to feel that Tolstoy’s criticisms are uttered in good faith. In any case it is impossible that he should fully have believed in his main thesis—believed, that is to say, that for a century or more the entire civilized world had been taken in by a huge and palpable lie which he alone was able to see through. Certainly his dislike of Shakespeare is real enough, but the reasons for it may be different, or partly different, from what he avows; and therein lies the interest of his pamphlet.

At this point one is obliged to start guessing. However, there is one possible clue, or at least there is a question which may point the way to a clue. It is: why did Tolstoy, with thirty or more plays to choose from, pick out King Lear as his especial target? True, Lear is so well known and has been so much praised that it could justly be taken as representative of Shakespeare’s best work; still, for the purpose of a hostile analysis Tolstoy would probably choose the play he disliked most. Is it not possible that he bore an especial enmity towards this particular play because he was aware, consciously or unconsciously, of the resemblance between Lear’s story and his own? But it is better to approach this clue from the opposite direction—that is, by examining Lear itself, and the qualities in it that Tolstoy fails to mention.

One of the first things an English reader would notice in Tolstoy’s pamphlet is that it hardly deals with Shakespeare as a poet. Shakespeare is treated as a dramatist, and in so far as his popularity is not spurious, it is held to be due to tricks of stagecraft which give good opportunities to clever actors. Now, so far as the English-speaking countries go, this is not true. Several of the plays which are most valued by lovers of Shakespeare (for instance, Timon of Athens) are seldom or never acted, while some of the most actable, such as A Midsummer Night’s Dream, are the least admired. Those who care most for Shakespeare value him in the first place for his use of language, the ‘verbal music’ which even Bernard Shaw, another hostile critic, admits to be ‘irresistible’. Tolstoy ignores this, and does not seem to realize that a poem may have a special value for those who speak the language in which it was written. However, even if one puts oneself in Tolstoy’s place and tries to think of Shakespeare as a foreign poet it is still clear that there is something that Tolstoy has left out. Poetry, it seems, is not solely a matter of sound and association, and valueless outside its own language-group: otherwise, how is it that some poems, including poems written in dead languages, succeed in crossing frontiers? Clearly a lyric like ‘Tomorrow is Saint Valentine’s Day’ could not be satisfactorily translated, but in Shakespeare’s major work there is something describable as poetry that can be separated from the words. Tolstoy is right in saying that Lear is not a very good play, as a play. It is too drawn-out and has too many characters and sub-plots. One wicked daughter would have been quite enough, and Edgar is a superfluous character: indeed it would probably be a better play if Gloucester and both his sons were eliminated. Nevertheless, something, a kind of pattern, or perhaps only an atmosphere, survives the complications and the longueurs. Lear can be imagined as a puppet show, a mime, a ballet, a series of pictures. Part of its poetry, perhaps the most essential part, is inherent in the story and is dependent neither on any particular set of words, nor on flesh-and-blood presentation.

Shut your eyes and think of King Lear, if possible without calling to mind any of the dialogue. What do you see? Here at any rate is what I see: a majestic old man in a long black robe, with flowing white hair and beard, a figure out of Blake’s drawings (but also, curiously enough, rather like Tolstoy), wandering through a storm and cursing the heavens, in company with a Fool and a lunatic. Presently the scene shifts, and the old man, still cursing, still understanding nothing, is holding a dead girl in his arms while the Fool dangles on a gallows somewhere in the background. This is the bare skeleton of the play, and even here Tolstoy wants to cut out most of what is essential. He objects to the storm, as being unnecessary, to the Fool, who in his eyes is simply a tedious nuisance and an excuse for making bad jokes, and to the death of Cordelia, which, as he sees it, robs the play of its moral. According to Tolstoy, the earlier play, King Leir, which Shakespeare adapted


terminates more naturally and more in accordance with the moral demands of the spectator than does Shakespeare’s: namely, by the King of the Gauls conquering the husbands of the elder sisters, and by Cordelia, instead of being killed, restoring Leir to his former position.



In other words the tragedy ought to have been a comedy, or perhaps a melodrama. It is doubtful whether the sense of tragedy is compatible with belief in God: at any rate, it is not compatible with disbelief in human dignity and with the kind of ‘moral demand’ which feels cheated when virtue fails to triumph. A tragic situation exists precisely when virtue does not triumph but when it is still felt that man is nobler than the forces which destroy him. It is perhaps more significant that Tolstoy sees no justification for the presence of the Fool. The Fool is integral to the play. He acts not only as a sort of chorus, making the central situation clearer by commenting on it more intelligently than the other characters, but as a foil to Lear’s frenzies. His jokes, riddles and scraps of rhyme, and his endless digs at Lear’s high-minded folly, ranging from mere derision to a sort of melancholy poetry (‘All thy other titles thou hast given away; that thou wast born with’), are like a trickle of sanity running through the play, a reminder that somewhere or other, in spite of the injustices, cruelties, intrigues, deceptions and misunderstandings that are being enacted here, life if going on much as usual. In Tolstoy’s impatience with the Fool one gets a glimpse of his deeper quarrel with Shakespeare. He objects, with some justification, to the raggedness of Shakespeare’s plays, the irrelevancies, the incredible plots, the exaggerated language: but what at bottom he probably most dislikes is a sort of exuberance, a tendency to take—not so much a pleasure, as simply an interest in the actual process of life. It is a mistake to write Tolstoy off as a moralist attacking an artist. He never said that art, as such, is wicked or meaningless, nor did he even say that technical virtuosity is unimportant. But his main aim, in his later years, was to narrow the range of human consciousness. One’s interests, one’s points of attachment to the physical world and the day-to-day struggle, must be as few and not as many as possible. Literature must consist of parables, stripped of detail and almost independent of language. The parables—this is where Tolstoy differs from the average vulgar puritan—must themselves be works of art, but pleasure and curiosity must be excluded from them. Science, also, must be divorced from curiosity. The business of science, he says, is not to discover what happens, but to teach men how they ought to live. So also with history and politics. Many problems (for example, the Dreyfus case) are simply not worth solving, and he is willing to leave them as loose ends. Indeed his whole theory of ‘crazes ’ or ‘epidemic suggestions’, in which he lumps together such things as the Crusades and the Dutch passion of tulip-growing, shows a willingness to regard many human activities as mere antlike rushings to and fro, inexplicable and uninteresting. Clearly he could have no patience with a chaotic, detailed, discursive writer like Shakespeare. His reaction is that of an irritable old man who is being pestered by a noisy child. ‘Why do you keep jumping up and down like that? Why can’t you sit still like I do?’ In a way the old man is in the right, but the trouble is that the child has a feeling in its limbs which the old man has lost. And if the old man knows of the existence of this feeling, the effect is merely to increase his irritation: he would make children senile, if he could. Tolstoy does not know, perhaps, just what he misses in Shakespeare, but he is aware that he misses something, and he is determined that others shall be deprived of it as well. By nature he was imperious as well as egotistical. Well after he was grown up he would still occasionally strike his servant in moments of anger, and somewhat later, according to his English biographer, Derrick Leon, he felt ‘a frequent desire upon the slenderest provocation to slap the faces of those with whom he disagreed’. One does not necessarily get rid of that kind of temperament by undergoing religious conversion, and indeed it is obvious that the illusion of having been reborn may allow one’s native vices to flourish more freely than ever, though perhaps in subtler forms. Tolstoy was capable of abjuring physical violence and of seeing what this implies, but he was not capable of tolerance or humility, and even if one knew nothing of his other writings, one could deduce his tendency towards spiritual bullying from this single pamphlet.

However, Tolstoy is not simply trying to rob others of a pleasure he does not share. He is doing that, but his quarrel with Shakespeare goes further. It is the quarrel between the religious and the humanist attitudes towards life. Here one comes back to the central theme of King Lear, which Tolstoy does not mention, although he sets forth the plot in some detail.

Lear is one of the minority of Shakespeare’s plays that are unmistakably about something. As Tolstoy justly complains, much rubbish has been written about Shakespeare as a philosopher, as a psychologist, as a ‘great moral teacher’, and what-not. Shakespeare was not a systematic thinker, his most serious thoughts are uttered irrelevantly or indirectly, and we do not know to what extent he wrote with a ‘purpose’ or even how much of the work attributed to him was actually written by him. In the Sonnets he never even refers to the plays as part of his achievement, though he does make what seems to be a half-ashamed allusion to his career as an actor. It is perfectly possible that he looked on at least half of his plays as mere pot-boilers and hardly bothered about purpose or probability so long as he could patch up something, usually from stolen material, which would more or less hang together on the stage. However, that is not the whole story. To begin with, as Tolstoy himself points out, Shakespeare has a habit of thrusting uncalled-for general reflections into the mouths of his characters. This is a serious fault in a dramatist, but it does not fit in with Tolstoy’s picture of Shakespeare as a vulgar hack who has no opinions of his own and merely wishes to produce the greatest effect with the least trouble. And more than this, about a dozen of his plays, written for the most part later than 1600, do unquestionably have a meaning and even a moral. They revolve round a central subject which in some cases can be reduced to a single word. For example, Macbeth is about ambition, Othello is about jealousy, and Timon of Athens is about money. The subject of Lear is renunciation, and it is only by being wilfully blind that one can fail to understand what Shakespeare is saying.

Lear renounces his throne but expects everyone to continue treating him as a king. He does not see that if he surrenders power, other people will take advantage of his weakness: also that those who flatter him the most grossly, i.e. Regan and Goneril, are exactly the ones who will turn against him. The moment he finds that he can no longer make people obey him as he did before, he falls into a rage which Tolstoy describes as ‘strange and unnatural’, but which in fact is perfectly in character. In his madness and despair, he passes through two moods which again are natural enough in his circumstances, though in one of them it is probable that he is being used partly as a mouthpiece for Shakespeare’s own opinions. One is the mood of disgust in which Lear repents, as it were, for having been a king, and grasps for the first time the rottenness of formal justice and vulgar morality. The other is a mood of impotent fury in which he wreaks imaginary revenges upon those who have wronged him. ‘To have a thousand with red burning spits Come hissing in upon ’em!’, and:


‘It were a delicate stratagem to shoe

A troop of horse with felt: I’ll put’t in proof;

And when I have stol’n upon these sons-in-law,

Then kill, kill, kill, kill, kill!’



Only at the end does he realize, as a sane man, that power, revenge and victory are not worth while:


‘No, no, no, no! Come, let’s away to prison …
 
………….. and we’ll wear out

In a wall’d prison, packs and sects of great ones

That ebb and flow by the moon.’



But by the time he makes this discovery it is too late, for his death and Cordelia’s are already decided on. That is the story, and, allowing for some clumsiness in the telling, it is a very good story.

But is it not also curiously similar to the history of Tolstoy himself? There is a general resemblance which one can hardly avoid seeing, because the most impressive event in Tolstoy’s life, as in Lear’s, was a huge gratuitous act of renunciation. In his old age he renounced his estate, his title and his copyrights, and made an attempt—a sincere attempt, though it was not successful—to escape from his privileged position and live the life of a peasant. But the deeper resemblance lies in the fact that Tolstoy, like Lear, acted on mistaken motives and failed to get the results he had hoped for. According to Tolstoy, the aim of every human being is happiness, and happiness can only be attained by doing the will of God. But doing the will of God means casting off all earthly pleasures and ambitions, and living only for others. Ultimately, therefore, Tolstoy renounced the world under the expectation that this would make him happier. But if there is one thing certain about his later years, it is that he was not happy. On the contrary, he was driven almost to the edge of madness by the behaviour of the people about him, who persecuted him precisely because of his renunciation. Like Lear, Tolstoy was not humble and not a good judge of character. He was inclined at moments to revert to the attitudes of an aristocrat, in spite of his peasant’s blouse, and he even had two children whom he had believed in and who ultimately turned against him—though, of course, in a less sensational manner than Regan and Goneril. His exaggerated revulsion from sexuality was also distinctly similar to Lear’s. Tolstoy’s remark that marriage is ‘slavery, satiety, repulsion’ and means putting up with the proximity of ‘ugliness, dirtiness, smell, sores’, is matched by Lear’s well-known outburst:


‘But to the girdle do the gods inherit,

Beneath is all the fiends’

There’s hell, there’s darkness, there’s the sulphurous pit,
 
Burning, scalding, stench, consumption’, etc., etc.



And though Tolstoy could not foresee it when he wrote his essay on Shakespeare, even the ending of his life—the sudden unplanned flight across country, accompanied only by a faithful daughter, the death in a cottage in a strange village—seems to have in it a sort of phantom reminiscence of Lear.

Of course, one cannot assume that Tolstoy was aware of this resemblance, or would have admitted it if it had been pointed out to him. But his attitude towards the play must have been influenced by its theme. Renouncing power, giving away your lands, was a subject on which he had reason to feel deeply. Probably, therefore, he would be more angered and disturbed by the moral that Shakespeare draws than he would be in the case of some other play—Macbeth, for example—which did not touch so closely on his own life. But what exactly is the moral of Lear? Evidently there are two morals, one explicit, the other implied in the story.

Shakespeare starts by assuming that to make yourself powerless is to invite an attack. This does not mean that everyone will turn against you (Kent and the Fool stand by Lear from first to last), but in all probability someone will. If you throw away your weapons, some less scrupulous person will pick them up. If you turn the other cheek, you will get a harder blow on it than you got on the first one. This does not always happen, but it is to be expected, and you ought not to complain if it does happen. The second blow is, so to speak, part of the act of turning the other cheek. First of all, therefore, there is the vulgar, commonsense moral drawn by the Fool: ‘Don’t relinquish power, don’t give away your lands.’ But there is also another moral. Shakespeare never utters it in so many words, and it does not very much matter whether he was fully aware of it. It is contained in the story, which, after all, he made up, or altered to suit his purposes. It is: ‘Give away your lands if you want to, but don’t expect to gain happiness by doing so. Probably you won’t gain happiness. If you live for others, you must live for others, and not as a roundabout way of getting an advantage for yourself.’

Obviously neither of these conclusions could have been pleasing to Tolstoy. The first of them expresses the ordinary, belly-to-earth selfishness from which he was genuinely trying to escape. The other conflicts with his desire to eat his cake and have it—that is, to destroy his own egoism and by so doing to gain eternal life. Of course, Lear is not a sermon in favour of altruism. It merely points out the results of practising self-denial for selfish reasons. Shakespeare had a considerable streak of worldliness in him, and if he had been forced to take sides in his own play, his sympathies would probably have lain with the Fool. But at least he could see the whole issue and treat it at the level of tragedy. Vice is punished, but virtue is not rewarded. The morality of Shakespeare’s later tragedies is not religious in the ordinary sense, and certainly is not Christian. Only two of them, Hamlet and Othello, are supposedly occurring inside the Christian era, and even in those, apart from the antics of the ghost in Hamlet, there is no indication of a ‘next world’ where everything is to be put right. All of these tragedies start out with the humanist assumption that life, although full of sorrow, is worth living, and that Man is a noble animal—a belief which Tolstoy in his old age did not share.

Tolstoy was not a saint, but he tried very hard to make himself into a saint, and the standards he applied to literature were other-worldly ones. It is important to realize that the difference between a saint and an ordinary human being is a difference of kind and not of degree. That is, the one is not to be regarded as an imperfect form of the other. The saint, at any rate Tolstoy’s kind of saint, is not trying to work an improvement in earthly life: he is trying to bring it to an end and put something different in its place. One obvious expression of this is the claim that celibacy is ‘higher’ than marriage. If only, Tolstoy says in effect, we would stop breeding, fighting, struggling and enjoying, if we could get rid not only of our sins but of everything else that binds us to the surface of the earth—including love, in the ordinary sense of caring more for one human being than another—then the whole painful process would be over and the Kingdom of Heaven would arrive. But a normal human being does not want the Kingdom of Heaven: he wants life on earth to continue. This is not solely because he is ‘weak’, ‘sinful’ and anxious for a ‘good time’. Most people get a fair amount of fun out of their lives, but on balance life is suffering, and only the very young or the very foolish imagine otherwise. Ultimately it is the Christian attitude which is self-interested and hedonistic, since the aim is always to get away from the painful struggle of earthly life and find eternal peace in some kind of Heaven or Nirvana. The humanist attitude is that the struggle must continue and that death is the price of life. ‘Men must endure. Their going hence, even as their coming hither: Ripeness is all’—which is an un-Christian sentiment. Often there is a seeming truce between the humanist and the religious believer, but in fact their attitudes cannot be reconciled: one must choose between this world and the next. And the enormous majority of human beings, if they understood the issue, would choose this world. They do make that choice when they continue working, breeding and dying instead of crippling their faculties in the hope of obtaining a new lease of existence elsewhere.

We do not know a great deal about Shakespeare’s religious beliefs, and from the evidence of his writings it would be difficult to prove that he had any. But at any rate he was not a saint or a would-be saint: he was a human being, and in some ways not a very good one. It is clear, for instance, that he liked to stand well with the rich and powerful, and was capable of flattering them in the most servile way. He is also noticeably cautious, not to say cowardly, in his manner of uttering unpopular opinions. Almost never does he put a subversive or sceptical remark into the mouth of a character likely to be identified with himself. Throughout his plays the acute social critics, the people who are not taken in by accepted fallacies, are buffoons, villains, lunatics or persons who are shamming insanity or are in a state of violent hysteria. Lear is a play in which this tendency is particularly well-marked. It contains a great deal of veiled social criticism—a point Tolstoy misses—but it is all uttered either by the Fool, by Edgar when he is pretending to be mad, or by Lear during his bouts of madness. In his sane moments Lear hardly ever makes an intelligent remark. And yet the very fact that Shakespeare had to use these subterfuges shows how widely his thoughts ranged. He could not restrain himself from commenting on almost everything, although he put on a series of masks in order to do so. If one has once read Shakespeare with attention, it is not easy to go a day without quoting him, because there are not many subjects of major importance that he does not discuss or at least mention somewhere or other, in his unsystematic but illuminating way. Even the irrelevancies that litter every one of his plays—the puns and riddles, the lists of names, the scraps of reportage like the conversation of the carriers in Henry IV, the bawdy jokes, the rescued fragments of forgotten ballads—are merely the products of excessive vitality. Shakespeare was not a philosopher or a scientist, but he did have curiosity: he loved the surface of the earth and the process of life—which, it should be repeated, is not the same thing as wanting to have a good time and stay alive as long as possible. Of course, it is not because of the quality of his thought that Shakespeare has survived, and he might not even be remembered as a dramatist if he had not also been a poet. His main hold on us is through language. How deeply Shakespeare himself was fascinated by the music of words can probably be inferred from the speeches of Pistol. What Pistol says is largely meaningless, but if one considers his lines singly they are magnificent rhetorical verse. Evidently, pieces of resounding nonsense (‘Let floods o’erswell, and fiends for food howl on’, etc.) were constantly appearing in Shakespeare’s mind of their own accord, and a half-lunatic character had to be invented to use them up. Tolstoy’s native tongue was not English, and one cannot blame him for being unmoved by Shakespeare’s verse, nor even, perhaps, for refusing to believe that Shakespeare’s skill with words was something out of the ordinary. But he would also have rejected the whole notion of valuing poetry for its texture—valuing it, that is to say, as a kind of music. If it could somehow have been proved to him that his whole explanation of Shakespeare’s rise to fame is mistaken, that inside the English-speaking world, at any rate, Shakespeare’s popularity is genuine, that his mere skill in placing one syllable beside another has given acute pleasure to generation after generation of English-speaking people—all this would not have been counted as a merit to Shakespeare, but rather the contrary. It would simply have been one more proof of the irreligious, earthbound nature of Shakespeare and his admirers. Tolstoy would have said that poetry is to be judged by its meaning, and that seductive sounds merely cause false meanings to go unnoticed. At every level it is the same issue—this world against the next: and certainly the music of words is something that belongs to this world.

A sort of doubt has always hung round the character of Tolstoy, as round the character of Gandhi. He was not a vulgar hypocrite, as some people declared him to be, and he would probably have imposed even greater sacrifices on himself than he did, if he had not been interfered with at every step by the people surrounding him, especially his wife. But on the other hand it is dangerous to take such men as Tolstoy at their disciples’ valuation. There is always the possibility—the probability, indeed—that they have done no more than exchange one form of egoism for another. Tolstoy renounced wealth, fame and privilege; he abjured violence in all its forms and was ready to suffer for doing so; but it is not so easy to believe that he abjured the principle of coercion, or at least the desire to coerce others. There are families in which the father will say to his child, ‘You’ll get a thick ear if you do that again,’ while the mother, her eyes brimming over with tears, will take the child in her arms and murmur lovingly, ‘Now, darling, is it kind to Mummy to do that?’ And who would maintain that the second method is less tyrannous than the first? The distinction that really matters is not between violence and non-violence, but between having and not having the appetite for power. There are people who are convinced of the wickedness both of armies and of police forces, but who are nevertheless much more intolerant and inquisitorial in outlook than the normal person who believes that it is necessary to use violence in certain circumstances. They will not say to somebody else, ‘Do this, that and the other or you will go to prison,’ but they will, if they can, get inside his brain and dictate his thoughts for him in the minutest particulars. Creeds like pacifism and anarchism, which seem on the surface to imply a complete renunciation of power, rather encourage this habit of mind. For if you have embraced a creed which appears to be free from the ordinary dirtiness of politics—a creed from which you yourself cannot expect to draw any material advantage—surely that proves that you are in the right? And the more you are in the right, the more natural that everyone else should be bullied into thinking likewise.

If we are to believe what he says in his pamphlet, Tolstoy had never been able to see any merit in Shakespeare, arid was always astonished to find that his fellow-writers, Turgenev, Fet and others, thought differently. We may be sure that in his unregenerate days Tolstoy’s conclusion would have been: ‘You like Shakespeare—I don’t. Let’s leave it at that.’ Later, when his perception that it takes all sorts to make a world had deserted him, he came to think of Shakespeare’s writings as something dangerous to himself. The more pleasure people took in Shakespeare, the less they would listen to Tolstoy. Therefore nobody must be allowed to enjoy Shakespeare, just as nobody must be allowed to drink alcohol or smoke tobacco. True, Tolstoy would not prevent them by force. He is not demanding that the police shall impound every copy of Shakespeare’s works. But he will do dirt on Shakespeare, if he can. He will try to get inside the mind of every lover of Shakespeare and kill his enjoyment by every trick he can think of, including—as I have shown in my summary of his pamphlet—arguments which are self-contradictory or even doubtfully honest.

But finally the most striking thing is how little difference it all makes. As I said earlier, one cannot answer Tolstoy’s pamphlet, at least on its main counts. There is no argument by which one can defend a poem. It defends itself by surviving, or it is indefensible. And if this test is valid, I think the verdict in Shakespeare’s case must be ‘not guilty’. Like every other writer, Shakespeare will be forgotten sooner or later, but it is unlikely that a heavier indictment will ever be brought against him. Tolstoy was perhaps the most admired literary man of his age, and he was certainly not its least able pamphleteer. He turned all his powers of denunciation against Shakespeare, like all the guns of a battleship roaring simultaneously. And with what result? Forty years later, Shakespeare is still there, completely unaffected, and of the attempt to demolish him nothing remains except the yellowing pages of a pamphlet which hardly anyone has read, and which would be forgotten altogether if Tolstoy had not also been the author of War and Peace and Anna Karenina.
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On 18 January 1947, Dwight Macdonald wrote to Orwell to say that he would like to use a shortened form of this article; see 3160, n. 1. A copy was sent to him with this undated handwritten covering note: ‘Herewith the essay I spoke to you of in case you can use it—its° fearfully long (abt 6000 words). G.O.’ Macdonald wrote to Orwell on 9 April 1947 explaining that he would not be able to use it until at least the ‘next fall’ see 3215. In the event, Macdonald did not use it.

Tolstoy’s essay was published in 1906 in The Fortnightly Review and then in Tolstoy on Shakespeare, translated by V. Tchertkoff (New York, 1907). It is included in Shakespeare in Europe, edited by Oswald LeWinter (Cleveland, Ohio, 1963; Harmondsworth, 1970).






3182. ‘As I Please,’ 76

Tribune, 7 March 1947

One of the great faults of the present Government is its failure to tell the people what is happening and why. That is so generally agreed that in itself it is hardly worth saying over again. However, with the wartime machinery of propaganda largely scrapped, and the Press under control of private owners, some of whom are none too friendly, it is not easy for the Government to publicise itself. Posters—at any rate, posters like the present ones—will not achieve much, films are expensive, pamphlets and White Papers are not read by the big public. The most obvious means of publicity is the radio, and we are up against the difficulty that politicians in this country are seldom radio- conscious.

During the recent crisis, people were to be heard remarking that the Minister of this or that ought to “come to the microphone” more frequently. But it is not much use coming to the microphone unless what you say is listened to. When I worked in the B.B.C., and frequently had to put eminent people on the air, I was struck by the fact that few professional politicians seemed to realise that broadcasting is an art that has to be learned, and that it is quite different from platform speaking. A first-rate performer in one medium may be hopeless in the other, unless re-trained. Ernest Bevin, for instance, is a good platform speaker but a poor broadcaster. Attlee is better, so far as his voice goes, but does not seem to have a gift for the telling phrase. Churchill’s wartime broadcasts were good of their Corinthian kind, but Churchill, unlike most of the others, gives the impression of having studied microphone technique.

When a speaker is invisible, he not only cannot make use of his personal charm, if any, he also cannot make gestures to emphasise his points. He cannot act with his body, and therefore has to act much more elaborately with his larynx. A good exercise for anyone trying to improve his microphone delivery is to have one of his speeches recorded, and then listen to it. This is an astonishing and even shocking experience. Not only does one’s voice, heard externally, sound completely different from what it sounds like inside one’s skull, but it always sounds much less emphatic. To sound natural on the air one has to have the impression, internally, that one is overacting. If one speaks as one would in everyday life, or on a platform, one always sounds bored. That, indeed, is the impression that the majority of untrained broadcasters do give, especially when they speak from scripts: and when the speaker sounds bored, the audience is apt to follow suit.

Some time ago a foreign visitor1 asked me if I could recommend a good, representative anthology of English verse. When I thought it over I found that I could not name a single one that seemed to me satisfactory. Of course there are innumerable period anthologies, but nothing, so far as I know, that attempts to cover the whole of English literature except Palgrave’s Golden Treasury and, more comprehensive and more up-to-date, the Oxford Book of English Verse.

Now, I do not deny that the Oxford Book is useful, that there is a great deal of good stuff in it, and that every schoolchild ought to have a copy, in default of something better. Still, when you look at the last 50 pages, you think twice about recommending such a book to a foreigner who may imagine that it is really representative of English verse. Indeed, the whole of this part of the book is a lamentable illustration of what happens to professors of literature when they have to exercise independent judgement. Up to 1850, or thereabouts, one could not go very wrong in compiling an anthology, because, after all, it is on the whole the best poems that have survived. But as soon as Sir Arthur Quiller-Couch reached his contemporaries, all semblance of taste deserted him.

The Oxford Book stops at 1900, and it is true that the last decades of the nineteenth century were a poor period for verse. Still, there were poets even in the ’nineties. There was Ernest Dowson2—Cynara is not my idea of a good poem, but I would sooner have it than Henley’s “England, My England”—there was Hardy, who published his first poems in 1898, and there was Housman, who published A Shropshire Lad in 1896. There was also Hopkins, who was not in print or barely in print, but whom Sir Arthur Quiller-Couch must have known about. None of these appears in the Oxford Book. Yeats, who had already published a great deal at that date, does appear shortly, but he is not represented by his best poems: neither is Kipling, who, I think, die write one or two poems (for instance, “How far is St. Helena”)3 which deserve to be included in a serious anthology. And on the other hand, just look at the stuff that has been included! Sir Henry Newbolt’s Old Cliftonian keeping a stiff upper lip on the North-West Frontier;4 other patriotic pieces by Henley and Kipling; and page after page of weak, sickly, imitative verse by Andrew Lang, Sir William Watson, A. C. Benson, Alice Meynell5 and others now forgotten. What is one to think of an anthologist who puts Newbolt and Edmund Gosse in the same volume with Shakespeare, Wordsworth and Blake?

Perhaps I am just being ignorant and there does already exist a comprehensive anthology running all the way from Chaucer to Dylan Thomas and including no tripe. But if not, I think it is time to compile one, or at least to bring the Oxford Book up to date by making a completely new selection of poets from Tennyson onwards.6

Looking through what I have written above, I see that I have spoken rather snootily of Dowson’s Cynara. I know it is a bad poem, but it is bad in a good way, or good in a bad way, and I do not wish to pretend that 1 never admired it. Indeed, it was one of the favourites of my boyhood. I am quoting from memory:


I have forgot much, Cynara, gone with the wind,

Flung roses, roses riotously with the throng

Dancing, to put thy pale lost lilies out of mind;

But I was desolate and sick of an old passion—

Yea, all the time, because the dance was long—

I have been faithful to thee, Cynara, in my fashion.



Surely those lines possess, if not actual merit, at least the same kind of charm as belongs to a pink geranium or a soft-centre chocolate.




3183. To Leonard Moore

7 March 1947 Typewritten

27B Canonbury Square,

Islington, N.1.

Dear Moore,

I enclose the contract for “Homage to Catalonia,” duly signed. I am so glad you managed to bring this off. I suppose the publishers know about the minor alteration I suggested—at any rate I think Madame Davet knows about it.1

Could you let me have a copy of the contract for “Coming Up for Air.” I think I had better see Gollancz before I go away, and I want to know just where I stand with him, in particular with regard to this particular book. So far as I remember the rights in it reverted to me after two years. If avoidable I don’t want the re-issue of this book held up, because I shall not have anything else coming out this year, ie. in book form.2

I have just rung up the Anglo-French Literary Agency about “Animal Farm.” They say the French edition is not coming out till the middle of the year (which I suppose means later)3 but that the hold-up was not political but was genuinely because Mlle. Pathé was dissatisfied with the translation.

Yours sincerely

Eric Blair




3184. To Leonard Moore

7 March 1947 Typewritten

27B Canonbury Square,
 
Islington, N.1.

Dear Moore,

I forgot in the other letter to give you the biographical details asked for by Charlot.1

Born 1903 in India.

Educated Eton (King’s Scholar) 1917–21.

Served in Indian Imperial Police (Burma) 1922–27.

Lived in Paris 1928–29.

School-teacher from 1930–33.

Worked in a bookshop 1934–35.

Fought in Spanish civil war (POUM militia) 1937.

Visited French Morocco 1938–39.

Worked in BBC (Eastern Service) 1941–43.

Literary editor of Tribune 1943–44.

“Observer” correspondent in Paris and Germany 1945.

Widower with one son aged nearly 3.

If they want a photograph I have plenty now.

Yours sincerely

[Signed] Eric Blair

Eric Blair




3185. To George Woodcock (as Secretary, Freedom Defence Committee)

7 March 1947 Typewritten

27B Canonbury Square,

Islington, N.1.

Dear George,

Following on our telephone conversation, here is that address.


  The Refugees’ Defence Committee

  5 Victoria Street.1



What I am not certain is whether it is actually in being yet. I read about it in a magazine called the Baltic Review which said that Lord Beveridge “has accepted an invitation to become chairman” of it. Other people associated are Michael Foot, Vernon Bartlett and Sir Arthur Salter, so I suppose it is all right. Any way they are people to establish contact with.

Yours

George




3186. To The New Leader (New York)

12 March 1947

HAVE AIRMAILED ARTICLE FIVE THOUSAND

ORWELL


The cable refers to ‘Burnham’s View of the Contemporary World Struggle,’ a review of Burnham’s book The Struggle for the World. The review was published by The New Leader on 29 March 1947; see 3204. With the typescript Orwell sent a covering note:



I hope this was the kind of thing you wanted. It should be a little under 5000 words. Could you be kind enough to make payment to my literary agents—


   McIntosh & Otis Inc.
 
   18 East 41st Street
 
   New York 17 N.Y.

G. O.




On 19 March. S. M. Levitas, executive editor of The New Leader, wrote acknowledging the receipt of Orwell’s article. He was convinced, he said, that ‘we see eye to eye on all important problems’ and he hoped this review would be the beginning of closer relations with each other. He hoped also that Orwell would find time to write more often for The New Leader. (Orwell made two further contributions, 19 June 1948 and 14 May 1949; the former was reprinted from Politics and Letters.) Levitas told Orwell that ‘The Communists have already opened up their guns against Jimmie [Burnham] and a battle royal is in prospect.’ He also explained that The New Leader had been in existence for twenty-two years and had ‘constantly devoted its pages to combatting totalitarian forces.’

On the same day, Levitas sent a cheque for $25.00 in payment for the article to McIntosh & Otis, as Orwell had requested. In a letter to The New Leader, also of 19 March, Elizabeth R. Otis explained that this firm was handling Orwell’s magazine work in the United States.






3187. From Ihor Szewczenko to Orwell


On 7 march 1947, Ihor Szewczenko.1 wrote to Orwell under some pressure from the publisher of the Ukrainian translation of Animal Farm (see 2969) for a preface by Orwell. The Ukrainian translation had been given to the publisher in the early autumn of 1946. Now, in a letter of 19 February 1947, the publisher had requested a preface for this version, regarding it as absolutely essential to the satisfactory reception of Animal Farm in Ukrainian. Szewczenko explained that delays had arisen because he had moved from Münich to Belgium (where the book was being printed), although he still worked in Germany, and because of difficulties in sending letters to Germany. Although the printer and publisher of Animal Farm had been licensed by the occupying powers, Szewczenko did not know whether a licence to publish Animal Farm had been applied for by them. If Orwell could not send a preface, he was asked to provide biographical notes.

Szewczenko then set out the political background of the publishers of the Ukrainian version of Animal Farm, who were, he said, ‘genuinely interested’ in the story. They were, in the main, Soviet Ukrainians, many of them former members of the Bolshevik Party, but afterwards inmates of Siberian camps. They were the nucleus of a political group. They ‘stand on the “Soviet” platform and defend the “acquisitions of the October revolution”, but they turn against the “counter-revolutionary Bonapartism” [of] Stalin and the Russian nationalistic exploitation of the Ukrainian people; their conviction is, that the revolution will contribute to the full national development. Britain’s socialistic effort (which they take literally) is of foremost interest and importance, they say. Their situation and past, causes them to sympathise with trotskyites, although there are several differences between them. Their theoretical weapon is marxism, unfortunately in a somewhat vulgarised (Soviet) edition. But it could not be otherwise. These are men formed within the Soviet regime.’ He concluded his first letter by saying that to ‘unveil’ them as dissatisfied, regional, party elements would be a quarter-truth—‘AF is not being published by Ukrainian Joneses.’






3188. To Ihor Szewczenko

13 March 1947 Typewritten

27B Canonbury Square,
 
Islington, N.1.

Dear Mr Szewczenko,

Many thanks for your letter of the 7th, which I received today.

I am frightfully busy, but I will try to send you a short introduction to A.F. and to despatch it not more than a week from hence. I gather that you want it to contain some biographical material, and also, I suppose, an account of how the book came to be written. I assume that the book will be produced in a very simple style with no illustrations on the cover, but just in case it should be wanted I will send a photograph as well.

I was very interested to hear about the people responsible for translating A.F., 1 and encouraged to learn that that type of opposition exists in the USSR. I do hope it will not all end by the Displaced persons° being shipped back to the USSR or else mostly absorbed by Argentina. I think our desperate labour shortage may compel us to encourage a good many D.Ps to settle in this country, but at present the government is only talking of letting them in as servants etc., because there is still working-class resistance against letting in foreign workers, owing to fear of unemployment, and the Communists and “sympathisers” are able to play on this.

I have noted your new address and presume you will be there till further notice. I shall be at the above address until April 10th, and after that at the Scottish address. I think you have this, but in case you have not I will give it you:


    Barnhill

    Isle of Jura

    Argyllshire, SCOTLAND.



Yours sincerely
 
[Signed] Geo. Orwell
 
George Orwell




3189. Freedom Defence Committee and Driver Stowe

13 March 1947


Orwell appears to have been involved in correspondence connected with the case of Driver Stowe, which the Freedom Defence Committee took up, though none of his letters has been traced. Driver Stowe had had thirty-nine years of service with the London & North Eastern Railway and its antecedents before the grouping of the railways in 1923. He had been dismissed after picking up coal which had dropped onto the track, valued at 1s 10d, with the loss of all pension rights, despite the case being thrown out by the magistrates. A mitigating circumstance was the exceptionally cold weather and shortage of fuel. He was, however, reinstated on appeal, though that might have been due, largely or in part, to reports in the press. One of the documents (dated 13 March 1947) is marked ‘Orwell informed.’1






3190. ‘As I Please,’ 77

Tribune, 14 March 1947

I have not yet read more than a newspaper paragraph about Nu Speling,1 in connection with which somebody is introducing a Bill in Parliament, but if it is like most other schemes for rationalising our spelling, I am against it in advance, as I imagine most people will be.

Probably the strongest reason for resisting rationalised spelling is laziness. We have all learned to read and write already, and we don‘t want to have to do it over again. But there are other more respectable objections. To begin with, unless the scheme were rigidly enforced, the resulting chaos, with some newspapers and publishing houses accepting it, others refusing it, and others adopting it in patches, would be fearful. Then again, anyone who had learned only the new system would find it very difficult to read books printed in the old one, so that the huge labour of re-spelling the entire literature of the past would have to be undertaken.2 And again, you can only fully rationalise spelling if you give a fixed value to each letter. But this means standardising pronunciation, which could not be done in this country without an unholy row. What do you do, for instance, about words like “butter” or “glass,” which are pronounced in different ways in London and Newcastle? Other words, such as “were,” are pronounced in two different ways according to individual inclination, or according to context.

However, I do not want to pre-judge the inventors of Nu Speling. Perhaps they have already thought of a way round these difficulties. And certainly our existing spelling system is preposterous and must be a torment to foreign students. This is a pity, because English is well fitted to be the universal second language, if there ever is such a thing. It has a large start over any natural language and an enormous start over any manufactured one, and apart from the spelling it is very easy to learn. Would it not be possible to rationalise it by little and little, a few words every year? Already some of the more ridiculous spellings do tend to get killed off unofficially. For instance, how many people now spell “hiccup” as “hiccough?”

Another thing I am against in advance—for it is bound to be suggested sooner or later—is the complete scrapping of our present system of weights and measures.3

Obviously you have got to have the metric system for certain purposes. For scientific work it has long been in use, and it is also needed for tools and machinery, especially if you want to export them. But there is a strong case for keeping on the old measurements for use in everyday life. One reason is that the metric system does not possess, or has not succeeded in establishing, a large number of units that can be visualised. There is, for instance, effectively no unit between the metre, which is more than a yard, and the centimetre, which is less than half an inch. In English you can describe someone as being five feet three inches high, or five feet nine inches, or six feet one inch, and your hearer will know fairly accurately what you mean. But I have never heard a Frenchman say, “He is a hundred and forty-two centimetres high”; it would not convey any visual image. So also with the various other measurements. Rods and acres, pints, quarts and gallons, pounds, stones and hundredweights, are all of them units with which we are intimately familiar, and we should be slightly poorer without them. Actually, in countries where the metric system is in force a few of the old measurements tend to linger on for everyday purposes, although officially discouraged.

There is also the literary consideration, which cannot be left quite out of account. The names of the units in the old system are short homely words which lend themselves to vigorous speech. Putting a quart into a pint pot is a good image, which could hardly be expressed in the metric system. Also, the literature of the past deals only in the old measurements, and many passages would become an irritation if one had to do a sum in arthmetic when one read them, as one does with those tiresome versts4 in a Russian novel.


The emmet’s inch5 and eagle’s mile
 
Make lame philosophy to smile:



fancy having to turn that into millimetres!

I have just been reading about a party of German teachers, journalists, trade union delegates and others who have been on a visit to this country. It appears that while here they were given food parcels by trade unions and other organisations, only to have them taken away again by the Customs officials at Harwich. They were not even allowed to take out of the country the 15 lb. of food which is permitted to a returning prisoner of war. The newspaper reporting this adds without apparent irony that the Germans in question had been here “on a six weeks’ course in democracy.”

I wonder whether it would be possible, before the next bout of cold weather comes along, to do something about the racket in firewood? Last week I paid fifteen shillings for a hundred logs. They were very small logs, weighing I should say a pound to a pound and a half each, so that weight for weight they will have been twice or three times as expensive as coal. A day or two later I heard of logs being sold at a pound or thirty shillings a hundred. In any case, much of the wood that is hawked round the streets in cold weather is full of sap and almost unburnable.

Incidentally, does not the weather we have just been through reinforce my earlier plea for better use of our peat resources? At the time various people said to me: “Ah, but you see, English people aren’t used to peat. You’d never get them to use it.” During the last two weeks, most of the people known to me have used anything, not despising the furniture as a last resort. I kept going for a day myself on a blitzed bedstead, and wrote an article by its grateful warmth.

The other day I had occasion to write something about the teaching of history in private schools,6 and the following scene, which was only rather loosely connected with what I was writing, floated into my memory. It was less than fifteen years ago that I witnessed it.7

“Jones!”

“Yessir!”

“Causes of the French Revolution.”

“Please, sir, the French Revolution was due to three causes, the teachings of Voltaire and Rousseau, the oppression of the nobles by the people and—”

At this moment a faint chill, like the first premonitory symptom of an illness, falls upon Jones. Is it possible that he has gone wrong somewhere? The master’s face is inscrutable. Swiftly Jones casts his mind back to the unappetising little book, with the gritty brown cover, a page of which is memorised daily. He could have sworn he had the whole thing right. But at this moment Jones discovers for the first time the deceptiveness of visual memory. The whole page is clear in his mind, the shape of every paragraph accurately recorded, but the trouble is that there is no saying which way round the words go. He had made sure it was the oppression of the nobles by the people; but then it might have been the oppression of the people by the nobles. It is a toss-up. Desperately he takes his decision—better to stick to his first version. He gabbles on:

“The oppression of the nobles by the people and—”

“JONES!”

Is that kind of thing still going on, I wonder?

To forestall a flood of letters:—

(a) As I have found out since writing my column last week, there are already several inclusive anthologies which deal with modern verse more satisfactorily than the Oxford Book; and

(b) “Ernest Dawson” (for “Dowson”) was a misprint.8




3191. To Victor Gollancz

14 March 1947 Typewritten

27B Canonbury Square,
 
Islington, N.1.

Dear Gollancz,

I believe Leonard Moore has already spoken to you about the contract which I still have with you and about my wish to be released from it.1 I believe that the contract that still subsists between us is the one made for KEEP THE ASPIDISTRA FLYING in 1937, which provided that I would give you the first refusal of my next three novels. COMING UP FOR AIR worked off one of these, but you did not accept ANIMAL FARM, which you saw and refused in 1944, as working off another. So that by the terms of the contract I still owe you the refusal of two other novels.

I know that I am asking you a very great favour in asking that you should cancel the contract, but various circumstances have changed in the ten years since it was made, and I believe that it might be to your advantage, as it certainly would be to mine, to bring it to an end. The position is that since then you have published three books of mine2 but you have also refused two others on political grounds,3 and there was also another which you did not refuse but which it seemed natural to take to another publisher.4 The crucial case was ANIMAL FARM. At the time when this book was finished, it was very hard indeed to get it published, and I determined then that if possible I would take all my future output to the publishers who would produce it, because I knew that anyone who would risk this book would risk anything. Secker & Warburg were not only ready to publish ANIMAL FARM but are willing, when paper becomes available, to do a uniform edition of such of my books as I think worth reprinting, including some which are at present very completely out of print. They are also anxious to reprint my novel COMING UP FOR AIR in an ordinary edition this year, but, not unnaturally, they are only willing to do all this if they can have a comprehensive contract giving them control of anything I write.

From my own point of view it is clearly very unsatisfactory to have to take my novels to one publisher and at the same time to be obliged, at any rate in some cases, to take non-fiction books elsewhere. I recognise, of course, that your political position is not now exactly what it was when you refused ANIMAL FARM, and in any case I respect your unwillingness to publish books which go directly counter to your political principles. But it seems to me that this difficulty is likely to arise again in some form or other, and that it would be better if you are willing to bring the whole thing to an end.

If you wish to see me personally about this, I am at your disposal. I shall be at this address until about April 10th.

Yours sincerely,
 
[Signed] Geo. Orwell
 
George Orwell




3192. To A. S. B. Glover, Penguin Books

19 March 1947 Typewritten

27B Canonbury Square,
 
Islington, N.1.

Dear Sir,

Many thanks for your letter of the 14th. I have the impression that I came across two or three misprints in the Penguin edition of THE ISLAND OF DR. MOREAU, but there is only one which I can track down straight off, and I have not time to search right through the book again.1 This one is:

Penguin edition, p. 84, paragraph 2, line 9, “Beast flash” (should be “flesh”). This is the misprint which I pointed out to Wells. It is a very stupid one and should be put right.

As to slips, the one that struck me in re-reading the book is this. Dr. Moreau says that the yacht in which he and his assistant came to the island was stolen and lost. The assistant is nevertheless shown as travelling to the mainland on a steamer, to pick up new supplies of animals. Obviously, if they were on an island away from the shipping lanes and had no boat of their own, they would have had no way of arranging for any ship to pick them up. I have no doubt that this was a slip on Wells’s part, but it is hardly the kind of thing that one could put right without the author’s agreement.

Yours truly,
 
[Signed] Geo. Orwell
 
George Orwell




3193. To Leonard Moore

19 March 1947 Typewritten

27B Canonbury Square,
 
Islington, N.1.

Dear Moore,

I am today airmailing the article, 1500 words, to the New Yorker.1

I have written to Gollancz asking him to release me from the contract and explaining the reasons, but have not yet had an answer.

Yours sincerely,
 
[Signed] Geo. Orwell
 
George Orwell
 



3194. To Emilio Cecchi

20 March 1947 Typewritten

27B Canonbury Square,

Islington, N.1.

Dear Mr Cecchi,1

Many thanks for your letter of the 19th.

Would it be possible for you to come round here after dinner, as you did before, on Sunday evening (23rd)? Perhaps you could come here about 8 to half past? You know the way here now. You might ring me some time before then and confirm this.

Yours sincerely

[Signed] Geo. Orwell

George Orwell




3195. To Brenda Salkeld

20 March 1947 Typewritten

27B Canonbury Square,

Islington, N.1.

Dearest Brenda,1

I tried to phone you last night but couldn’t get any sense out of the phone.

In case this reaches you in time on Friday morning. I’m afraid Friday is hopeless for me. I’m going out to lunch, and, little as I want to, I believe I have got to go out to dinner as well. I shall be at home during the morning up to about 12.30, and during the afternoon. So ring if you get the chance.

I have now literally no fuel whatever. However it isn’t quite so stinkingly cold, in fact we’ve distinctly seen the sun on more than one occasion, and I heard some birds trying to sing the other morning. I’ve been frantically busy but have now cleared off the more urgent stuff. I’ve only one more job to do and hope to get that out of the way before we leave for Barnhill, as I do so want not to have to take any bits and pieces of work with me. We have arranged to leave on April 10th, and if I can fix the tickets are going to fly from Glasgow to Islay, which ought to cut out about 6 hours of that dismal journey. Richard has had a nasty feverish cold and he had a temperature two days, but I think he’s all right now. Do make sure to see me before we go, and try and fix up about coming to stay at Barnhill. I think after this stinking winter the weather ought to be better this year.

Take care of yourself and try and give me a ring tomorrow. Perhaps you could look in for a cup of tea, say about 3 or 4 in the afternoon?

Much love

Eric




3196. ‘As I Please,’ 78

Tribune, 21 March 1947

The atomic bomb is frightening, but to anyone who wants to counteract it by a different kind of fright I recommend Mr. Mark Abrams’s book, The Population of Great Britain, published in 1945. This can be read in conjunction with the Mass Observation survey, Britain and Her Birth-rate, published about the same time, and other recent books on the same subject. They all tell more or less the same story, and it has very unpleasant implications for anyone who expects to be alive in 1970.

At present, as Mr. Abrams’s figures show, the age composition of our population is favourable, if one thinks in terms of labour units. We still have the benefit of the relatively high birth-rate just before and just after the 1914–18 war, so that well over half our population is of working age. But the trouble is that we can’t freeze the figures at this point. The working population grows older all the time, and sufficient children are not being born. In 1881, when our total population was only about two-thirds of what it is now, the number of babies (under four) was actually larger by about half a million, while the number of old people (over 65) was less by something over three millions. In 1881 more than a third of the population was under 14: today the corresponding figure is less than a quarter. If there had been an Old Age Pension in 1881, less than 5 per cent. of the population would have been eligible for it: today more than 10 per cent. are eligible for it. To see the full significance of this one has to look forward a bit.

By 1970, Mr. Abrams calculates, the number of people over 55 may well be 14 millions—this in a population which may be smaller than the present one. That is to say that about one person in three will be almost past work: or, to put it differently, that every two able-bodied people will be supporting one old person between them! When Mr. Abrams produced his book, the birth-rate had been rising during the later war years, and I believe it has again risen during 1946, but not to anywhere near replacement level: in any case the sudden jump in births may have happened merely because, owing to the war, people have been marrying earlier. The downward trend has been happening for more than half a century, and some of its effects cannot be escaped from, but the worst would be avoided if the birth-rate reached and stayed at the point where the average family was four children, and not, as at present, a little over two. But this must happen within the next decade; otherwise there will not be enough women of child-bearing age to restore the situation.

It is curious how little dismay the dropping birth-rate caused until very recently. Even now, as the Mass Observation report brings out, most people merely think that it means a smaller population and do not realise that it also means an ageing population. Thirty years ago, even ten or fifteen years ago, to advocate smaller families was a mark of enlightenment. The key phrases were “surplus population” and “the multiplication of the unfit.” Even now there is strong social pressure against large families, not to mention the crude economic consideration. All writers on this subject seem to agree that the causes of the decline are complex and that it may not be possible to reverse the trend merely by family allowances, day nurseries, etc. But clearly there must be some financial inducement, because, in an industrialised society which is also socially competitive, a large family is an unbearable economic burden. At the best it means making sure that your children will start off with a poorer chance in life than you had yourself.

Over the past twenty-five years, what innumerable people must have kept their families down from directly economic motives! It is a queer kind of prudence if you consider the community and not the individual. In another twenty-five years the parents of today will be past work, and the children they have not had will not be there to support them. I wonder if the Old Age Pension will stay at the equivalent of £ 1 a week when one person in three is in receipt of it?

I wonder if there exists—indeed I am sure something of the kind must exist—a short and simple textbook from which the ordinary citizen can get a working knowledge of the laws he lives under? Recently I had occasion to refer in this column to the rules governing the selection of juries. No doubt it was very ignorant on my part not to know that juries are picked out on a system that tends to exclude the working class; but evidently thousands of other people did not know it either, and the discovery came as a shock. Every now and again this kind of thing happens. By some chance or other—for instance, by reading the reports of a murder case—one finds out how the law stands on a certain subject, and it is frequently so stupid or so unfair that one would not have believed it if one had not seen it in black and white.

For instance, I have just been reading the Government White Paper dealing with the confession made by David Ware in the Manchester murder case. Walter Rowland, since hanged, had been convicted of the murder, and Ware afterwards made a confession which Rowland’s counsel attempted to use as evidence at the appeal. After reading the White Paper I have not the slightest doubt that the confession was spurious and that it was right to disregard it. But that is not the point. It came out in the appeal proceedings that the judges had no power to hear evidence of that kind. True or false, the confession could not be admitted as evidence. An innocent man might be convicted, the real criminal might make an unmistakeably genuine confession, and the innocent man might still be hanged, unless the Home Secretary chose to intervene. Did you know that that is how the law stands? I certainly didn’t, and the incident shows how rash it is to try to infer what the law would be on any given subject, using common sense as a starting-point.

Here is another instance, but in this case my ignorance is probably less excusable. In a recent cause célèbre, in which the accused was acquitted, it came out that the very heavy costs of the defence were paid by a Sunday paper. I confess that I had not realised until then that when you are found not guilty on a criminal charge, you still have to pay your own costs. I had vaguely imagined that when the Crown is discovered to be in the wrong, it pays up, like the unsuccessful claimant in a civil suit. However, it seems that if you are actually indigent, the Crown will provide you with counsel, but it takes care not to be seriously out of pocket by doing so. In this case, it is stated, the leading counsel briefed by the Sunday paper received about £500, whereas if briefed by the Crown he would have received less than £20. Apply that to an ordinary burglary or embezzlement case, where there is not much notoriety to be won, and see what it means to an indigent person’s chance of getting the best possible defence.

What an outcry there has been over the suspension of the weekly papers!1 Even the Smallholder protested, and there was a very sharp editorial comment in Practical Engineering. The Universe, if I remember rightly, said that this was the prelude to the imposition of Press censorship. And in general the idea seems to have seeped round that there was some kind of political motive for the suspension—the motive, presumably, being to prevent comment on the Government’s mistakes.

A well-known writer said to me that the banning of weekly papers was much the same kind of thing as the “co-ordination” of the Press in totalitarian countries. This seems to me the point at which suspicion turns into folly. Obviously there was no idea of silencing criticism, since the daily papers were left alone. The Beaverbrook Press, for instance, is far more hostile to the Government than any weekly paper of standing, besides having an enormously larger circulation. How much ignorant abuse Shinwell2 might have escaped, if during the crisis he had made even one public appearance to explain what he was doing!




3196A. Arthur Koestler

21 March 1947 Typewritten

27B Canonbury Square,
 
Islington, N.1.

Dear Arthur,

Thanks for your letter. Ref. the Freedom Defence Committee. It is a very small organisation which does the best it can with inadequate funds. The sum they were appealing for on this occasion was £250, and they got somewhat more than that. Naturally they want an assured income to pay for premises and staff, and regular legal assistance. What they actually have at present is some small premises and one secretary, and the (I imagine) rather precarious aid of one lawyer who does not demand much in the way of fees. Of course one can do very little on such a tiny establishment, but they can hardly make it larger unless people do give them money. I think up to date they have done a certain amount of good. They have certainly taken up quite a few cases and bombarded secretaries of state etc. with letters, which is usually about all one can do. The point is that the N.C.C.L. became a Stalinist organisation, and since then there has been no organisation aiming chiefly at the defence of civil liberties. Even a tiny nucleus like this is better than nothing, and if it became better known it could get more money, and so become larger. I think sooner or later there may be a row about the larger aims of the Committee, because at present the moving spirits in it are anarchists and there is a tendency to use it for anarchist propaganda. However, that might correct itself if the organisation became larger, because most of the new supporters would presumably be people of ordinary liberal views. I certainly think the Committee is worth £5 a year. If 9 other people have guaranteed the same sum, £50 a year assured is quite a consideration. It would cover stationary, for example.

I am going back to Jura in April and hope then to get back to the novel I started last year. While in London I’ve been swamped with footling jobs as usual. The weather and the fuel shortage have been unbearable. For about a month one did nothing except try to keep warm. Richard is well and is talking rather more – in all other ways he seems fairly forward. Please give my love to Mamaine.

Yours

George




3197. To Ihor Szewczenko

21 March 1947 Typewritten

27B Canonbury Square,

Islington, N.1.

Dear Mr Szewczenko,

I enclose the preface herewith, and I hope it is the kind of thing you wanted. You are at liberty to cut out as much as you wish, and to add any notes you think necessary. I also enclose a photograph in case it should be wanted.

Yours sincerely

[Signed] Geo.

Orwell George Orwell


On 25 March 1947, Szewczenko acknowledged receipt of the preface and photograph. He thanked Orwell warmly: the preface was just what was wanted to ‘dissipate possible misunderstandings as to your standpoint.’ Although a reader ought, he admitted, to be able to understand the book without a preface, many of its prospective readers were former inmates of displaced persons camps, peasants or workers, or half-educated nationalists, ‘but they all read eagerly. In such circumstances it is better to say things twice.’ It was hoped to smuggle some copies to Soviet soldiers occupying Germany, but that involved risks for both sides.

Szewczenko, making ‘usage of the liberty you have granted me,’ proposed to omit all the first page and the first two lines of the second. This he identifies as ‘I have never visited USSR … with a citizen of the USSR’; or only, ‘When Stuttgart was captured … with a citizen of the USSR.’ Although ‘I have never visited Russia’ appears in the translation back into English of the Ukrainian as printed (see CW, VIII, 111, line 32), it seems that the second omission was made and that sentence transferred to later in the preface. Szewczenko explained: First, about half the prospective readers were Western Ukrainians who were Polish citizens until 1939; second, the others were ‘extremely self-conscious and sensitive, especially as far as the contacts with the West or Westerners are concerned. … They often are poor people with strained nerves.’ Szewczenko was grateful for the photograph, but did not know if it would be practical to reproduce it.

He also suggested that Orwell discuss the fate of the Socialist anthem, the ‘Internationale,’ in ‘As I Please.’ He wondered if it was still sung at meetings in Britain.1 He explained that the song ‘had for me a great emotional appeal, increased 1939–45 by fear etc. After the armistice I no sooner realised that it was no longer forbidden, than it occurred to me that it no longer had “much sense.”’ This was a reaction of many of those he knew, and in the preceding two and a half years he had never heard it sung.

Orwell’s original English version of this preface has not been found; the English version reproduced here (see 3198) was translated from the Ukrainian text by Amrai Ettlinger and Ian Willison. In a letter to the editor of 13 August 1992, Professor Ševčenko says he cut some sentences from Orwell’s preface and so committed ‘an unpardonable sin against literature,’ but he was then only twenty-five and could not know ‘what the future had in store for Orwell.’ He also said that he had deposited in the Houghton Library, at Harvard, a corrected copy of his translation of Animal Farm.






3198. Preface to the Ukrainian Edition of Animal Farm

[March 1947]1

I have been asked to write a preface to the Ukrainian translation of Animal Farm. I am aware that I write for readers about whom I know nothing, but also that they too have probably never had the slightest opportunity to know anything about me.

In this preface they will most likely expect me to say something of how Animal Farm originated but first I would like to say something about myself and the experiences by which I arrived at my political position.

I was born in India in 1903. My father was an official in the English administration there, and my family was one of those ordinary middle-class families of soldiers, clergymen, government officials, teachers, lawyers, doctors, etc. I was educated at Eton, the most costly and snobbish of the English Public Schools.fn1 But I had only got in there by means of a scholarship; otherwise my father could not have afforded to send me to a school of this type.

Shortly after I left school (I wasn’t quite twenty years old then) I went to Burma and joined the Indian Imperial Police. This was an armed police, a sort of gendarmerie very similar to the Spanish Guardia Civil or the Garde Mobile in France. I stayed five years in the service. It did not suit me and made me hate imperialism, although at that time nationalist feelings in Burma were not very marked, and relations between the English and the Burmese were not particularly unfriendly. When on leave in England in 1927, I resigned from the service and decided to become a writer: at first without any especial success. In 1928-9 I lived in Paris and wrote short stories and novels that nobody would print (I have since destroyed them all). In the following years 1 lived mostly from hand to mouth, and went hungry on several occasions. It was only from 1934 onwards that I was able to live on what I earned from my writing. In the meantime I sometimes lived for months on end amongst the poor and half-criminal elements who inhabit the worst parts of the poorer quarters, or take to the streets, begging and stealing. At that time I associated with them through lack of money, but later their way of life interested me very much for its own sake. I spent many months (more systematically this time) studying the conditions of the miners in the north of England. Up to 19301 did not on the whole look upon myself as a Socialist. In fact I had as yet no clearly defined political views. I became pro-Socialist more out of disgust with the way the poorer section of the industrial workers were oppressed and neglected than out of any theoretical admiration for a planned society.

In 1936 I got married. In almost the same week the civil war broke out in Spain. My wife and I both wanted to go to Spain and fight for the Spanish Government. We were ready in six months, as soon as I had finished the book I was writing. In Spain I spent almost six months on the Aragon front until, at Huesca, a Fascist sniper shot me through the throat.

In the early stages of the war foreigners were on the whole unaware of the inner struggles between the various political parties supporting the Government. Through a series of accidents I joined not the International Brigade like the majority of foreigners, but the POUM militia—i.e. the Spanish Trotskyists.

So in the middle of 1937, when the Communists gained control (or partial control) of the Spanish Government and began to hunt down the Trotskyists, we both found ourselves amongst the victims. We were very lucky to get out of Spain alive, and not even to have been arrested once. Many of our friends were shot, and others spent a long time in prison or simply disappeared.

These man-hunts in Spain went on at the same time as the great purges in the USSR and were a sort of supplement to them. In Spain as well as in Russia the nature of the accusations (namely, conspiracy with the Fascists) was the same and as far as Spain was concerned I had every reason to believe that the accusations were false. To experience all this was a valuable object lesson: it taught me how easily totalitarian propaganda can control the opinion of enlightened people in democratic countries.

My wife and I both saw innocent people being thrown into prison merely because they were suspected of unorthodoxy. Yet on our return to England we found numerous sensible and well-informed observers believing the most fantastic accounts of conspiracy, treachery and sabotage which the press reported from the Moscow trials.

And so I understood, more clearly than ever, the negative influence of the Soviet myth upon the western Socialist movement.

And here I must pause to describe my attitude to the Soviet regime.

I have never visited Russia and my knowledge of it consists only of what can be learned by reading books and newspapers. Even if I had the power, I would not wish to interfere in Soviet domestic affairs: I would not condemn Stalin and his associates merely for their barbaric and undemocratic methods. It is quite possible that, even with the best intentions, they could not have acted otherwise under the conditions prevailing there.

But on the other hand it was of the utmost importance to me that people in western Europe should see the Soviet régime for what it really was. Since 1930 I had seen little evidence that the USSR was progressing towards anything that one could truly call Socialism. On the contrary, I was struck by clear signs of its transformation into a hierarchical society, in which the rulers have no more reason to give up their power than any other ruling class. Moreover, the workers and intelligentsia in a country like England cannot understand that the USSR of today is altogether different from what it was in 1917. It is partly that they do not want to understand (i.e. they want to believe that, somewhere, a really Socialist country does actually exist), and partly that, being accustomed to comparative freedom and moderation in public life, totalitarianism is completely incomprehensible to them.

Yet one must remember that England is not completely democratic. It is also a capitalist country with great class privileges and (even now, after a war that has tended to equalise everybody) with great differences in wealth. But nevertheless it is a country in which people have lived together for several hundred years without major conflict, in which the laws are relatively just and official news and statistics can almost invariably be believed, and, last but not least, in which to hold and to voice minority views does not involve any mortal danger. In such an atmosphere the man in the street has no real understanding of things like concentration camps, mass deportations, arrests without trial, press censorship, etc. Everything he reads about a country like the USSR is automatically translated into English terms, and he quite innocently accepts the lies of totalitarian propaganda. Up to 1939, and even later, the majority of English people were incapable of assessing the true nature of the Nazi régime in Germany, and now, with the Soviet régime, they are still to a large extent under the same sort of illusion.

This has caused great harm to the Socialist movement in England, and had serious consequences for English foreign policy. Indeed, in my opinion, nothing has contributed so much to the corruption of the original idea of Socialism as the belief that Russia is a Socialist country and that every act of its rulers must be excused, if not imitated.

And so for the past ten years I have been convinced that the destruction of the Soviet myth was essential if we wanted a revival of the Socialist movement.

On my return from Spain I thought of exposing the Soviet myth in a story that could be easily understood by almost anyone and which could be easily translated into other languages. However, the actual details of the story did not come to me for some time until one day (I was then living in a small village) I saw a little boy, perhaps ten years old, driving a huge cart-horse along a narrow path, whipping it whenever it tried to turn. It struck me that if only such animals became aware of their strength we should have no power over them, and that men exploit animals in much the same way as the rich exploit the proletariat.

I proceeded to analyse Marx’s theory from the animals’ point of view. To them it was clear that the concept of a class struggle between humans was pure illusion, since whenever it was necessary to exploit animals, all humans united against them: the true struggle is between animals and humans. From this point of departure, it was not difficult to elaborate the story. I did not write it out till 1943, for I was always engaged on other work which gave me no time; and in the end I included some events, for example the Teheran Conference, which were taking place while I was writing. Thus the main outlines of the story were in my mind over a period of six years before it was actually written.

I do not wish to comment on the work; if it does not speak for itself, it is a failure. But I should like to emphasise two points: first, that although the various episodes are taken from the actual history of the Russian Revolution, they are dealt with schematically and their chronological order is changed; this was necessary for the symmetry of the story. The second point has been missed by most critics, possibly because I did not emphasise it sufficiently. A number of readers may finish the book with the impression that it ends in the complete reconciliation of the pigs and the humans. That was not my intention; on the contrary I meant it to end on a loud note of discord, for I wrote it immediately after the Teheran Conference which everybody thought had established the best possible relations between the USSR and the West. I personally did not believe that such good relations would last long; and as events have shown, I wasn’t far wrong.

I don’t know what more I need add. If anyone is interested in personal details, I should add that I am a widower with a son almost three years old, that by profession lama writer, and that since the beginning of the war I have worked mainly as a journalist.

The periodical to which I contribute most regularly is Tribune, a socio-political weekly which represents, generally speaking, the left wing of the Labour Party. The following of my books might most interest the ordinary reader (should any reader of this translation find copies of them): Burmese Days (a story about Burma), Homage to Catalonia (arising from my experiences in the Spanish Civil War), and Critical Essays (essays mainly about contemporary popular English literature and instructive more from the sociological than from the literary point of view).




3199. To Leonard Moore

25 March 1947 Typewritten

27 B Canonbury Square

Islington

London N11

Dear Moore,

I wrote a week or two ago to Gollancz asking him to cancel our contract, and have had a reply from him saying he is not anxious to do so but does not absolutely refuse. I am going to write again telling him that I would much rather terminate the contract. I know this trouble will come up again, and it is better to sever the connection if he can be got to agree.

Could you please fix up the contract for Warburg’s reprinting of “Coming Up for Air” as soon as possible. I would like it if the book could re-appear this year, as I shan’t have anything new coming out.

I am going back to Jura about April 1oth. but will let you have the exact date later.

Yours sincerely

[Signed] Eric Blair

Eric Blair




3200. To Victor Gollancz

25 March 1947 Typewritten

27 B Canonbury Square

Islington

London N 1

Dear Gollancz,

I must thank you for your kind and considerate letter, and I have thought it over with some care. I nevertheless still think, if you are willing to agree, that it would be better to terminate our contract. It is not that anything in the book I am now writing is likely to lead to trouble, but I have to think of the over-all position. Neither Warburg nor anyone else can regard me as a good proposition unless he can have an option on my whole output, which is never very large in any case. It is obviously better if I can be with one publisher altogether, and, as I don’t suppose I shall cease writing about politics from time to time, I am afraid of further differences arising, as in the past. You know what the difficulty is, ie., Russia. For quite 15 years I have regarded that regime with plain horror, and though, of course, I would change my opinion if I saw reason, I don’t think my feelings are likely to change so long as the Communist party remains in power. I know that your position in recent years has been not very far from mine, but I don’t know what it would be if, for instance, there is another seeming raprochement° between Russia and the West, which is a possible development in the next few years. Or again in an actual war situation. I don’t, God knows, want a war to break out, but if one were compelled to choose between Russia and America—and I suppose that is the choice one might have to make—I would always choose America. I know Warburg and his opinions well enough to know that he is very unlikely ever to refuse anything of mine on political grounds. As you say, no publisher can sign blind an undertaking to print anything a writer produces, but I think Warbug is less likely to jib than most.

I know that I am asking a great deal of you, since after all we have a contract which I signed freely and by which I am still bound. If you decide that the contract must stand, of course I shall not violate it. But so far as my own feelings go I would rather terminate it. Please forgive me for what must seem like ungraciousness, and for causing you all this trouble.

Yours sincerely

Geo. Orwell




3201. ‘As I Please,’ 79

Tribune, 28 March 1947

I have been reading with interest the February–March bulletin of Mass-Observation, which appears just ten years after this organisation first came into being. It is curious to remember with what hostility it was greeted at the beginning. It was violently attacked in the New Statesman, for instance, where Mr. Stonier1 declared that the typical Mass-Observer would have “elephant ears, a loping walk and a permanent sore eye from looking through keyholes,” or words to that effect. Another attacker was Mr. Stephen Spender.2 But on the whole the opposition to this or any other kind of social survey comes from people of Conservative opinions, who often seem to be genuinely indignant at the idea of finding out what the big public is thinking.

If asked why, they generally answer that what is discovered is of no interest, and that in any case any intelligent person always knows already what are the main trends of public opinion. Another argument is that social surveys are an interference with individual liberty and a first step towards totalitarianism. The Daily Express ran this line for several years and tried to laugh the small social survey unit instituted by the Ministry of Information out of existence by nicknaming it Cooper’s Snoopers.3 Of course, behind much of this opposition there lies a well-justified fear of finding that mass sentiment on many subjects is not Conservative.

But some people do seem sincerely to feel that it is a bad thing for the Government to know too much about what people are thinking, just as others feel that it is a kind of presumption when the Government tries to educate public opinion. Actually you can’t have democracy unless both processes are at work. Democracy is only possible when the law-makers and administrators know what the masses want, and what they can be counted on to understand. If the present Government paid more attention to this last point, they would word some of their publicity differently. Mass-Observation issued a report last week on the White Paper on the economic situation. They found, as usual, that the abstract words and phrases which are flung to and fro in official announcements mean nothing to countless ordinary citizens. Many people are even flummoxed by the word “assets,” which is thought to have something to do with “assist”!

The Mass-Observation bulletin gives some account of the methods its investigators use, but does not touch on a very important point, and that is the manner in which social surveys are financed. Mass-Observation itself appears to keep going in a hand-to-mouth way by publishing books and by undertaking specific jobs for the Government or for commercial organisations. Some of its best surveys, such as that dealing with the birth-rate, were carried out for the Advertising Service Guild. The trouble with this method is that a subject only gets investigated if some large, wealthy organisation happens to be interested in it. An obvious example is anti-semitism, which I believe has never been looked into, or only in a very sketchy way. But anti-semitism is only one variant of the great modern disease of nationalism. We know very little about the real causes of nationalism, and we might conceivably be on the way towards curing it if we knew more. But who is sufficiently interested to put up the thousands of pounds that an exhaustive survey would cost?

For some weeks there has been correspondence in the Observer about the persistence of “spit and polish” in the Armed Forces. The last issue had a good letter from someone who signed himself “Conscript,” describing how he and his comrades were forced to waste their time in polishing brass, blacking the rubber hoses on stirrup pumps with boot polish, scraping broom handles with razor blades, and so on. But “Conscript” then goes on to say:


When an officer (a major) carried out routine reading of King’s Regulations regarding venereal disease, he did not hesitate to add: “There is nothing to be ashamed of if you have the disease—it is quite natural. But make sure that you report for treatment at once.”



I must say that it seems to me strange, amid the other idiocies mentioned, to object to one of the few sensible things in the army system, i.e., its straightforward attitude towards venereal disease. We shall never be able to stamp out syphilis and gonorrhea until the stigma of sinfulness is removed from them. When full conscription was introduced in the 1914–1918 war it was discovered, if I remember rightly, that nearly half the population suffered or had suffered from some form of venereal disease, and this frightened the authorities into taking a few precautions. During the inter-war years the struggle against venereal disease languished, so far as the civilian population went. There was provision for treatment of those already infected, but the proposal to set up “early treatment centres,” as in the Army, was quelled by the puritans. Then came another war, with the increase in venereal disease that war necessarily causes, and another attempt to deal with the problem. The Ministry of Health posters are timid enough, but even these would have provoked an outcry from the pious ones if military necessity had not called them into being.

You can’t deal with these diseases so long as they are thought of as visitations of God, in a totally different category from all other diseases. The inevitable result of that is concealment and quack remedies. And it is humbug to say that “clean living is the only real remedy.” You are bound to have promiscuity and prostitution in a society like ours, where people mature sexually at about fifteen and are discouraged from marrying till they are in their twenties, where conscription and the need for mobility of labour break up family life, and where young people living in big towns have no regular way of forming acquaintanceships. It is impossible to solve the problem by making people more moral, because they won’t, within any foreseeable time, become as moral as all that. Besides, many of the victims of venereal disease are husbands or wives who have not themselves committed any so-called immoral act. The only sensible course is to recognise that syphilis and gonorrhea are merely diseases, more preventable if not more curable than most, and that to suffer from them is not disgraceful. No doubt the pious ones would squeal. But in doing so they might avow their real motives, and then we should be a little nearer to wiping out this evil.

For the last five minutes I have been gazing out of the window into the square, keeping a sharp look-out for signs of spring. There is a thinnish patch in the clouds with a faint hint of blue behind it, and on a sycamore tree there are some things that look as if they might be buds. Otherwise it is still winter. But don’t worry! Two days ago, after a careful search in Hyde Park, I came on a hawthorn bush that was definitely in bud, and some birds, though not actually singing, were making noises like an orchestra tuning up. Spring is coming after all, and recent rumours that this was the beginning of another Ice Age were unfounded. In only three weeks’ time we shall be listening to the cuckoo, which usually gives tongue about the fourteenth of April. Another three weeks after that, and we shall be basking under blue skies, eating ices off barrows and neglecting to lay up fuel for next winter.

How appropriate the ancient poems in praise of spring have seemed these last few years! They have a meaning that they did not have in the days when there was no fuel shortage and you could get almost anything at any time of year. Of all passages celebrating spring, I think I like best those two stanzas from the beginning of one of the Robin Hood ballads. I modernise the spelling:


When shaws be sheen and swards full fair,

And leaves both large and long,

It is merry walking in the fair forest

To hear the small birds’ song.

The woodwele sang and would not cease,

Sitting upon the spray,

So loud he wakened Robin Hood

In the greenwood where he lay.



But what exactly was the woodwele? The Oxford Dictionary seems to suggest that it was the woodpecker, which is not a notable songster, and I should be interested to know whether it can be identified with some more probable bird.


In Tribune, 18 April 1947, on behalf of Mass Observation, Tom Harrisson and H. D. Willcock took up points made in earlier issues by Orwell and R. C. Churchill. One of Orwell’s ‘sympathetic remarks,’ they said,


included one about the difficulty of financing solid long-term social research. This difficulty is very real. Social research of a virile and realistic nature is not always or entirely suitable for the university atmosphere; Government departments and commercial organisations generally want research of an ad hoc nature and do not want it published. It has been a constant struggle for ten years to maintain the independence of M.-O. and only to do work on which we preserve the copyright. We hope we have done some useful stuff. But we could have done much more had we had a reasonable annual grant, without any strings attached.

The whole present system for supporting the social sciences is hopelessly inadequate.



In the issue for 4 April 1947, R. H. Geare answered Orwell’s question, ‘what exactly was the woodwele?’


In answer to George Orwell’s question, as to what exactly was the woodwele, the following remarks may be of interest.

In Chaucer’s Romance of the Rose we read:


“And he (Cupid) was all with birds covered,

With popinjay, with nightingale,

With chalaundrye, and with wodewale.”



where Skeat explains Wodewale by “green woodpecker.” Mayhew and Skeat, in their Concise Dictionary of Middle English, give under Wodewale “the name of a bird also called Witwall.”

In British Nesting Birds, Westell gives the following local names still in use: Great Spotted Woodpecker: Witwall, Woodall. Green Woodpecker: Witwall, Woodwall, Popinjay.

Now Chaucer’s popinjay and Wodewale are obviously different birds. If the popinjay is the Green Woodpecker, his Wodewale must be another bird; otherwise it could be either woodpecker. But the Woodwele, which wakened Robin Hood, was apparently a small bird which sang sitting upon the spray. The woodpeckers in question are neither small birds nor songsters, nor do they sit upon the spray.

It is at least interesting to note that the Woodlark, only six and a half inches in length, and famous as a songster, has the local name Woodwell, and fulfils all the conditions.

Another possibility is suggested from the thirteenth century poem, The Owl and the Nightingale, where the Wudewale accompanies Thrush and Throstle. Professor Morris derives Wudewale from the Anglo-Saxon Wudu and Wealh with the meaning “woodstranger.”

The Wood Warbler is a summer migrant to the British Isles, where it especially favours beech woods. This small bird might well have been the stranger whose loud and persistent song wakened Robin Hood.



R. H. Geare wrote from Wallington, the name of the village in Hertfordshire where Orwell had lived just before the war. However, there is a Wallington in Hampshire and another in Northumberland.






3202. To Leonard Moore

28 March 1947 Typewritten

27b Canonbury Square

N.1

Dear Moore,

I enclose the contract herewith. I have again written to Gollancz saying that I would much rather be released from the contract, but that if he holds me to it I shall, of course, not violate it. I had previously seen Warburg and talked it over, and I imagine that so far as COMING UP FOR AIR goes, they will get that swinging fairly soon. At the same time, I have no doubt they would very much rather get this other business settled first, as there is not very much point in wasting paper on a reprint unless it is part of a larger programme.

Yours sincerely,

[Signed] Geo. Orwell

George Orwell




3203. To Secker & Warburg

28 March 1947 Typewritten postcard

From George Orwell.

As from april 8th my address will be:


   Barn Hill,

   Isle of Jura,

   Argyllshire,

   Scotland.1



[Unsigned]




3204. ‘Burnham’s View of the Contemporary World Struggle’

The New Leader (New York), 29 March 1947

One fallacy left over from the nineteenth century and still influencing our thoughts is the notion that two major wars cannot happen within a few years of one another. The American Civil War and the Franco-Prussian War, it is true, occurred almost simultaneously, but they were fought in different continents and by different people. Otherwise the rule seemed to hold good that you can only get people to fight when everyone who remembers what the last war was like is beyond military age. Even the gap between the two World Wars—twenty-one years—was large enough to ensure that very few men took part in both of them as common soldiers. Hence the widespread vague belief, or hope, that a third world war could not break out before about 1970, by which time, it is hopefully argued, “all sorts of things may have happened.”

As James Burnham points out,fn1 the atomic bomb has altered all that. His book is, in effect, a product of atomic weapons: it is a revision, almost an abandonment of his earlier world-picture, in the light of the fact that great nations are now in a position actually to annihilate one another. When weapons have reached this level of deadliness, one cannot take the risk of letting the enemy get his blow in first, so that as soon as two hostile nations possess atomic bombs, the explosion will follow almost immediately. In Burnham’s opinion, we have perhaps ten years, but more probably only five, before the third world war, which has been raging unofficially ever since 1944, enters its open phase.

No doubt it is not necessary to say what powers this war will be between. Burnham’s main aim in writing his book is to urge the United States to seize the initiative and establish what amounts to a world empire now, before Communism swallows the whole of Eurasia. The actual continuity of civilisation, he says, is threatened by the existence of atomic weapons, and there is no safeguard except to make sure, that only one nation possesses them. Ideally, atomic energy would be controlled by an international authority, but no such thing exists or is likely to exist for a long time to come, and meanwhile the only serious competitors for world power are the United States and the USSR. However, the struggle is not merely between Western democracy and Communism. Burnham’s definition of Communism is central to the book, and it is worth stopping to examine it.

He does not accept the now widely-spread belief that Communism is simply Russian imperialism. In its way, it is a genuinely international movement, and the USSR is merely the base, or nucleus, from which it expands, sucking one territory after another into its system. Even if the system covered the whole earth, the real center of power and government would no doubt continue to be the Eurasian “heartland”; but world Communism does not so much mean conquest by Russia as conquest by a special form of social organization. Communism is not in the ordinary sense a political movement: it is a world-wide conspiratorial movement for the capture of power. Its aim is to establish everywhere a system similar to that which prevails in Soviet Russia—that is, a system which is technically collectivist, but which concentrates all power in a very few hands, is based on forced labor, and eliminates all real or imaginary opponents by means of terrorism. It can expand even outside the striking range of the Red Army, because in every country there are a few people who are its devoted adherents, others, more numerous, who are in some degree deceived, and yet others who will more or less accept Communism so long as it seems to be winning and they are offered no alternative. In every country which they are unable to dominate, the Communists act as a Fifth Column, working through cover organizations of every kind, playing on working-class aspirations and the ignorance of well-meaning liberals, always with the object of sowing demoralization against the day when war breaks out. All Communist activities are really directed towards this war. Unless Communism can be forced back upon the defensive, there is no chance of the war being averted, since the inevitability of a “final struggle” is part of the Leninist mythology and is believed in as an article of faith.

After discussing the nature of Communism and of Soviet foreign policy, Burnham examines the strategic situation. “Communism”—that is to say, the USSR with its satellite nations and Fifth Columns—has enormous advantages in manpower, in natural resources, in the inaccessibility of the Eurasian “heartland,” in the quasi-religious appeal of the Communist myth, and above all, perhaps, in the quality of its leadership. The supreme commanders of the Communist movement are men who have no aim in life except to capture power and who are not troubled by scruples nor obliged to take much account of public opinion. They are both experts and fanatics, whereas their opponents are bungling, half-hearted amateurs. On the other hand, “Communism” is technologically backward and suffers from the disadvantage that its mythology is most easily swallowed by people who have not seen Russian rule at close quarters. The United States is relatively weak in manpower and its geographical position is none too strong, but in industrial output and technique it is far ahead of all rivals, and it has potential allies all over the world, especially in western Europe. The greatest handicap of the United States, therefore, is the lack of any definite world-view: if the American people understood their own strength, and also the danger that threatens them, the situation would be retrievable.

Burnham discusses what ought to be done, what could be done, and what probably will be done. He writes off pacifism as a practical remedy. In principle it could solve the world’s ills, but since significant numbers of people cannot be induced to adopt it, it can only provide salvation for scattered individuals, not for societies. The real alternatives before the world are domination by Communism and domination by the United States. Obviously the latter is preferable, and the United States must act swiftly and make its purpose unmistakably clear. It must start off by proposing a union—not an alliance, but a complete fusion—with Britain and the British Dominions, and strive to draw the whole of Western Europe into its orbit. It must ruthlessly extirpate Communism within its own borders. It must frankly set itself up as the world’s champion against Communism, and conduct unremitting propaganda to the people of the Russian-occupied countries, and still more to the Russian people themselves, making clear to them that not they but their rulers are regarded as the enemy. It must take up the firmest possible attitude towards the USSR, always understanding that a threat or gesture not backed by military force is useless. It must stick by its friends and not make gifts of food and machinery to its enemies. And above all, the United States must have a clear policy. Unless it has a definite, intelligible plan for world organization it cannot seize the initiative from Communism. It is on this point that Burnham is most pessimistic. At present, the American people as a whole have no grasp of the world situation, and American foreign policy is weak, unstable and contradictory. It must be so, because—quite apart from the sabotage of “fellow-travelers” and the intrusion of home politics—there is no general, over-riding purpose. In outlining a policy for the United States, Burnham says, he is only pointing out what could be done. What probably will happen is yet more confusion and vacillation, leading in five or ten years to a war which the United States will enter at grave disadvantage.

That is the general outline of Burnham’s argument, though I have slightly re-arranged the order in which he presents it. It will be seen that he is demanding, or all but demanding, an immediate preventive war against Russia. True, he does not want the war to happen, and he thinks that it may possibly be prevented if sufficient firmness is shown. Still, the main point of his plan is that only one country should be allowed to possess the atomic bombs: and the Russians, unless crippled in war, are bound to get hold of them sooner or later. It will also be seen that Burnham is largely scrapping his earlier world-picture, and not merely the geographical aspect of it. In The Managerial Revolution, Burnham foretold the rise of three super-states which would be unable to conquer one another and would divide the world between them. Now the super-states have dwindled to two, and, thanks to atomic weapons, neither of them is invincible. But more has changed than that. In The Managerial Revolution it was implied that all three super-states would be very much alike. They would all be totalitarian in structure: that is, they would be collectivist but not democratic, and would be ruled over by a caste of managers, scientists and bureaucrats who would destroy old-style capitalism and keep the working class permanently in subjection. In other words, something rather like “Communism” would prevail everywhere. In The Machiavellians, Burnham somewhat toned down his theory, but continued to insist that politics is only the struggle for power, and that government has to be based on force and fraud. Democracy is unworkable, and in any case the masses do not want it and will not make sacrifices in defense of it. In his present book, however, Burnham is in effect the champion of old-style democracy. There is, he now decides, a great deal in Western society that is worth preserving. Managerialism, with its forced labor, deportation, massacres and frame-up trials, is not really the unavoidable next stage in human development, and we must all get together and quell it before it is too late. All the available forces must rally immediately under the banner of anti-Communism. It is essentially a conservative program, making its appeal to the love of liberty and ordinary decency, but not to international sentiment.

Before criticizing Burnham’s thesis, there is one thing that must be said. This is that Burnham has intellectual courage, and writes about real issues. He is certain to be denounced as a warmonger for writing this book. Yet if the danger is as acute as he believes, the course he suggests would probably be the right one: and more than this, he avoids the usual hypocritical attitude of “condemning” Russian policy while denying that it could be right in any circumstances to go to war. In international politics, as he realizes, you must either be ready to practice appeasement indefinitely, or at some point you must be ready to fight. He also sees that appeasement is an unreal policy, since a great nation, conscious of its own strength, never really carries it through. All that happens is that sooner or later some demand is felt to be intolerable, and one flounders into a war that might have been avoided by taking a firm attitude earlier. It is not fashionable to say such things nowadays, and Burnham deserves credit for saying them. However, it does not follow that he is right in his main argument. The important thing is the time factor. How much time have we got before the moment of crisis? Burnham, as usual, sees everything in the darkest colors and allows us only five years, or at most ten. If that were right, an American world empire would probably be the only hope. On the other hand, if we have twenty years in which to maneuver, there are other and better possibilities which ought not to be abandoned.

Unless the signs are very deceiving, the USSR is preparing for war against the Western democracies. Indeed, as Burnham rightly says, the war is already happening in a desultory way. How soon it could break out into full-scale conflict is a difficult question, bringing in all kinds of military, economic and scientific problems on which the ordinary journalist or political observer has no data. But there is one point, very important to Burnham’s argument, which can be profitably discussed, and that is the position of the Communist parties and the “fellow-travelers” and the reliance placed on them by Russian strategy.

Burnham lays great stress on the Communist tactic of “infiltration.” The Communists and their associates, open and secret, and the liberals who play heir game unknowingly, are everywhere. They are in the trade unions, in he armed forces, in the State Department, in the press, in the churches, in cultural organizations, in every kind of league or union or committee with ostensibly progressive aims, seeping into everything like a filter-passing virus. For the moment they spread confusion and disaffection, and presently, when the crisis comes, they will hit out with all their strength. Moreover, a Communist is psychologically quite different from an ordinary human being. According to Burnham:


The true Communist … is a “dedicated man.” He has no life apart from his organization and his rigidly systematic set of ideas. Everything that he does, everything that he has, family, job, money, belief, friends, talents, life, everything is subordinated to his Communism. He is not a Communist just on election day or at Party headquarters. He is a Communist always. He eats, reads, makes love, thinks, goes to parties, changes residence, laughs, insults, always as a Communist. For him, the world is divided into just two classes of human beings: the Communists, and all the rest.



And again:


The Moscow Show Trials revealed what has always been true of the Communist morality: that it is not merely the material possessions or the life of the individual which must be subordinated, but his reputation, his conscience, his honor, his dignity. He must lie and grovel, cheat and inform and betray, for Communism, as well as die. There is no restraint, no limit.



There are many similar passages. They all sound true enough until one begins applying them to the Communists whom one actually knows. No doubt, Burnham’s description of the “true Communist” holds good for a few hundred thousand or a few million fanatical, dehumanized people, mostly inside the USSR, who are the nucleus of the movement. It holds good for Stalin, Molotov, Zhdanov, etc., and the more faithful of their agents abroad. But if there is one well-attested fact about the Communist parties of almost all countries, it is the rapid turnover in membership. People drift in, sometimes by scores of thousands at a time, and presently drift out again. In a country like the United States or Britain, a Communist Party consists essentially of an inner ring of completely subservient long-term members, some of whom have salaried jobs; a larger group of industrial workers who are faithful to the party but do not necessarily grasp its real aims; and a shifting mass of people who are full of zeal to start with, but rapidly cool off. Certainly every effort is made to induce in Communist Party members the totalitarian mentality that Burnham describes. In a few cases this succeed, permanently, in many others temporarily: still, it is possible to meet thinking people who have remained Communists for as much as ten years before resigning or being expelled, and who have not been intellectually crippled by the experience. In principle, the Communist parties all over the world are Quisling organizations, existing for the purpose of espionage and disruption but they are not necessarily so efficient and dangerous as Burnham make out. One ought not to think of the Soviet Government as controlling in ever country a huge secret army of fanatical warriors, completely devoid of fear of scruples and having no thought except to live and die for the Workers. Fatherland. Indeed, if Stalin really disposed of such a weapon as that, one would be wasting one’s time in trying to resist him.

Also, it is not altogether an advantage to a political party to sail under false colors. There is always the danger that its followers may desert it at some moment of crisis when its actions are plainly against the general interest. Let me take an example near at hand. The British Communist Party appears to have given up, at any rate for the time being, the attempt to become a mass party, and to have concentrated instead on capturing key positions, especially in the trade unions. So long as they are not obviously acting as a sectional group, this gives the Communists an influence out of proportion of their numbers. Thus, owing to having won the leadership of several important unions, a handful of Communist delegates can swing several million votes at a Labor Party conference. But this results from the undemocratic inner working of the Labor Party, which allows a delegate to speak on behalf of millions of people who have barely heard of him and may be in complete disagreement with him. In a parliamentary election, where the individual votes on his own behalf, a Communist candidate can as a rule get almost no support. In the 1945 general election, the Communist Party won only 100,000 votes in the country as a whole, although in theory it controls several million votes merely inside the trade unions. When public opinion is dormant, a great deal can be achieved by groups of wire-pullers, but in moments of emergency, a political party must have a mass following as well. An obvious illustration of this was the failure of the British Communist Party, in spite of much trying, to disrupt the war effort during the period 1939–41. Certainly the Communists are everywhere a serious force, above all in Asia, where they have, or can plausibly present themselves as having, something to offer to the colonial populations. But one should not assume, as Burnham seems to do, that they can draw their followers after them, whatever policy they choose to adopt.

There is also the question of the “fellow-travelers,” “cryptos” and sympathizers of various shades who further the aims of the Communists without having any official connection with them. Burnham does not claim that these people are all crooks or conscious traitors, but he does seem to believe that they will always continue in the same strain, even if the world situation deteriorates into open warfare. But after all, the disillusioned “fellow-traveler” is a common figure, like the disillusioned Communist. The important thing to do with these people—and it is extremely difficult since one has only inferential evidence—is to sort them out and determine which of them is honest and which is not. There is, for instance, a whole group of MP’s in the British Parliament (Pritt, Zilliacus, etc.) who are commonly nicknamed “the cryptos.” They have undoubtedly done a great deal of mischief, especially in confusing public opinion about the nature of the puppet regimes in Eastern Europe; but one ought not hurriedly to assume that they are all equally dishonest or even that they all hold the same opinions. Probably some of them are actuated by nothing worse than stupidity. After all, such things have happened before.

There was also the pro-Fascist bias of British Tories and corresponding strata in the United States in the years before 1939. When one saw British Conservative MP’s cheering the news that British ships had been bombed by Italian aeroplanes in the service of Franco, it was tempting to believe that these people were actually treacherous to their own country. But when the pinch came, it was found that they were subjectively quite as patriotic as anyone else. They had merely based their opinions on a syllogism which lacked a middle term: Fascism is opposed to Communism; therefore it is on our side. In left-wing circles there is the corresponding syllogism: Communism is opposed to capitalism; therefore it is progressive and democratic. This is stupid, but it can be accepted in good faith by people who will be capable of seeing through it sooner or later. The question is not whether the “cryptos” and “fellow-travelers” advance the interests of the USSR against those of the democracies. Obviously they do so. The real question is, how many of them would continue on the same lines if war were really imminent? For a major war—unless it is a war waged by a few specialists, a Pearl Harbor with atomic bombs—is not possible until the issues have become fairly clear.

I have dwelt on this question of the Communist fifth columns inside the democratic countries, because it is more nearly verifiable than the other questions raised by Burnham’s book. About the USSR itself we are reduced to guesswork. We do not know how strong the Russians are, how badly they have been crippled by the war, to what extent their recovery will depend on American aid, how much internal disaffection they have to contend with, or how soon they will get hold of atomic weapons. All we know with certainty is that at present no great country except the United States is physically able to make war, and the United States is not psychologically prepared to do so. At the one point where some kind of evidence is available, Burnham seems to me to overstate his case. After all, that is his besetting sin. He is too fond of apocalyptic visions, too ready to believe that the muddled processes of history will happen suddenly and logically. But suppose he is wrong. Suppose the ship is not sinking, only leaking. Suppose that Communism is not yet strong enough to swallow the world and that the danger of war can be staved off for twenty years or more: then we don’t have to accept Burnham’s remedy—or, at least, we don’t have to accept it immediately and without question.

Burnham’s thesis, if accepted, demands certain immediate actions. One thing that it appears to demand is a preventive war in the very near future, while the Americans have atomic bombs and the Russians have not. Even if this inference is unjustified, there can be no doubt about the reactionary nature of other points in Burnham’s program. For instance, writing in 1946, Burnham considers that, for strategic reasons, full independence ought not to be granted to India. This is the kind of decision that sometimes has to be taken under pressure of military necessity, but which is indefensible in any normal circumstances. And again, Burnham is in favor of suppressing the American Communist Party, and of doing the job thoroughly, which would probably mean using the same methods as the Communists, when in power, use against their opponents. Now, there are times when it is justifiable to suppress a political party. If you are fighting for your life, and if there is some organization which is plainly acting on behalf of the enemy, and is strong enough to do harm, then you have got to crush it. But to suppress the Communist Party now, or at any time when it did not unmistakably endanger national survival, would be calamitous. One has only to think of the people who would approve! Burnham claims perhaps rightly, that when once the American empire had been established, it might be possible to pass on to some more satisfactory kind of world organization. But the first appeal of his program must be to conservatives, and if such an empire came into being, the strongest intellectual influence in it would probably be that of the Catholic Church.

Meanwhile there is one other solution which is at any rate thinkable, and which Burnham dismisses almost unmentioned. That is, somewhere or other—not in Norway or New Zealand, but over a large area—[how] to make democratic Socialism work. If one could somewhere present the spectacle of economic security without concentration camps, the pretext for the Russian dictatorship would disappear and Communism would lose much of its appeal. But the only feasible area is western Europe plus Africa. The idea of forming this vast territory into a Socialist United States has as yet hardly gained any ground, and the practical and psychological difficulties in the way are enormous. Still, it is a possible project if people really wanted it, and if there were ten or twenty years of assured peace in which to bring it about. And since the initiative would have to come in the first place from Britain, the important thing is that this idea should take root among British Socialists. At present, so far as the idea of a unified Europe has any currency at all, it is associated with Churchill. Here one comes back to one of the main points in Burnham’s program—the fusion of Britain with the United States.

Burnham assumes that the main difficulty in the way of this would be national pride, since Britain would be very much the junior partner. Actually there is not much pride of that kind left, and has not been for many years past. On the whole, anti-American feeling is strongest among those who are also anti-imperialist and anti-military. This is true not only of Communists and “fellow-travelers” who are anxious to make mischief, but of people of good will who see that to be tied to America probably means preserving capitalism in Britain. I have several times overheard or taken part in conversations something like this:

“How I hate the Americans! Sometimes they make me feel almost pro-Russian.”

“Yes, but they’re not actually our enemies. They helped us in 1940, when the Russians were selling oil to the Germans. We can’t stand on our own feet much longer, and in the end we may have to choose between knuckling under to Russia or going in with America.”

“I refuse to choose. They’re just a pair of gangsters.”

“Yes, but supposing you had to choose. Suppose there was no other way out, and you had to live under one system or the other. Which would you choose, Russia or America?”

“Oh, well, of course, if one had to choose, there’s no question about it—America.”

Fusion with the United States is widely realized to be one way out of our difficulties. Indeed, we have been almost a dependency of the United States ever since 1940, and our desperate economic plight drives us in this direction all the faster. The union desired by Burnham may happen almost of its own accord, without formal arrangement and with no plan or idea behind it. A noisy but, I believe, very small minority would like Britain to be integrated into the Soviet system. The mass of the British people would never accept this, but the thinking ones among them do not regard the probable alternative—absorption by America—with enthusiasm. Most English left-wingers at present favor a niggling policy of “getting along with Russia” by being strong enough to prevent an attack and weak enough to disarm suspicion. Under this lies the hope that when the Russians become more prosperous, they may become more friendly. The other way out for Britain, the Socialist United States of Europe, has not as yet much magnetism. And the more the pessimistic world-view of Burnham and others like him prevails, the harder it is for such ideas to take hold.

Burnham offers a plan which would probably work, but which is a pis aller and should not be accepted willingly. In the end, the European peoples may have to accept American domination as a way of avoiding domination by Russia, but they ought to realize, while there is yet time, that there are other possibilities. In rather the same way, English Socialists of almost all colors accepted the leadership of Churchill during the war. Granted that they did not want Britain to be defeated, they could hardly help themselves, because effectively there was no one else, and Churchill was preferable to Hitler. But the situation might have been different if the European peoples could have grasped the nature of Fascism about five years earlier. In that case the war, if it happened at all, might have been a different kind of war, fought under different leaders for different ends.

The tendency of writers like Burnham, whose key concept is “realism”, is to overrate the part played in human affairs by sheer force. I do not say that he is wrong all the time. He is quite right to insist that gratitude is not a factor in international politics; that even the most high-minded policy is no use unless you can show a practical way of putting it into effect, and that in the affairs of nations and societies, as opposed to individuals, one cannot hope for more than temporary and imperfect solutions. And he is probably right in arguing from this that one cannot apply to politics the same moral code that one practices or tries to practice in private life. But somehow his picture of the world is always slightly distorted. The Managerial Revolution, for instance, seemed to me a good description of what is actually happening in various parts of the world, i.e., the growth of societies neither capitalist nor socialist, and organized more or less on the lines of a caste system. But Burnham went on to argue that because this was happening, nothing else could happen, and the new, tightly-knit totalitarian state must be stronger than the chaotic democracies. Therefore, among other things, Germany had to win the war. Yet in the event Germany collapsed at least partly because of her totalitarian structure. A more democratic, less efficient country would not have made such errors in politics and strategy, nor would it have aroused such a volume of hatred throughout the world.

Of course, there is more in Burnham’s book than the mere proposal for the setting-up of an American empire, and in detail there is much with which one can agree. I think he is mainly right in his account of the way in which Communist propaganda works, and the difficulty of countering it, and he is certainly right in saying that one of the most important problems at this moment is to find a way of speaking to the Russian people over the heads of their rulers. But the central subject of this book, as of almost everything that Burnham writes, is power. Burnham is always fascinated by power, whether he is for it or against it, and he always sees it a little larger than life. First it was Germany that was to swallow the world, then Russia, now perhaps America. When The Managerial Revolution was published, I for one derived the impression that Burnham’s sympathies were on the whole with Germany, and at any rate that he was anxious that the United States should not throw good money after bad by coming to the rescue of Britain. The much-discussed essay, Lenin’s Heir, which was a dissertation—a rhapsody, rather—on the strength, cunning and cruelty of Stalin, could be interpreted as expressing either approval or disapproval. I myself took it to be an expression of approval, though of a rather horrified kind.

It now appears that this was wrong. Burnham is not in favor of Stalin or Stalinism, and he has begun to find virtues in the capitalist democracy which he once considered moribund. But the note of fascination is still there. Communism may be wicked, but at any rate it is big: it is a terrible, all-devouring monster which one fights against but which one cannot help admiring. Burnham thinks always in terms of monsters and cataclysms. Hence he does not even mention, or barely mentions, two possibilities which should at least have been discussed in a book of this scope. One is that the Russian regime may become more liberal and less dangerous a generation hence, if war has not broken out in the meantime. Of course, this would not happen with the consent of the ruling clique, but it is thinkable that the mechanics of the situation may bring it about. The other possibility is that the great powers will be simply too frightened of the effects of atomic weapons ever to make use of them. But that would be much too dull for Burnham. Everything must happen suddenly and completely, and the choice must be all or nothing, glory or bust:


It may be that the darkness of great tragedy will bring to a quick end the short, bright history of the United States—for there is enough truth in the dream of the New World to make the action tragic. The United States is called before the rehearsals are completed. Its strength and promise have not been matured by the wisdom of time and suffering. And the summons is for nothing less than the leadership of the world, for that or nothing. If it is reasonable to expect failure, that is only a measure of how great the triumph could be.



It may be that modern weapons have speeded things up to the point at which Burnham would be right. But if one can judge from the past, even from such huge calamities as the fall of the Roman Empire, history never happens quite so melodramatically as that.




3205. To Leonard Moore

29 March 1947 Typewritten

27 B Canonbury Square

Islington

London N 1

Dear Moore,

Many thanks for the royalty statement on “Dickens, Dali & Others.” I enclose Reynall° & Hitchcock’s account.

Looking through my books, I cannot find any record of their earlier payment to me. I remember they paid me an advance, which must have been some time in 1946, but I cannot remember the amount and therefore cannot work out how many copies the book has sold. If you have a record of it I should be obliged if you would let me know1. This last sale has been something over 1100 copies, and if the advance they paid me was £100 I suppose the total sales would be something between 2000 and 3000.

Yours sincerely

[Signed] Eric Blair

Eric Blair




3206. Introduction to British Pamphleteers, Volume I, edited by George Orwell and Reginald Reynolds1

Written Spring 1947?; published 15 November 1948

The present collection of pamphlets contains twenty-five specimens, reproduced either in whole or in part. They have been chosen for their representativeness as well as for their literary merit, and between them they cover the two centuries between the Reformation, with which English pamphleteering may be said to have started, and the War of American Independence. Later it is planned to issue a second series which will carry the history of the pamphlet down to our own times.

Mr. Reginald Reynolds, who has compiled and arranged this book, had to make his selection from a vast amount of material, as can be seen from the fact that 22,000 pamphlets and tracts of various kinds circulated in London merely between 1640 and 1661. The difficulty in a job like this is not merely to pick out the best pieces, but also to decide what is and what is not a pamphlet. To ask ‘What is a pamphlet?’ is rather like asking ‘What is a dog?’ We all know a dog when we see one, or at least we think we do, but it is not easy to give a clear verbal definition, nor even to distinguish at sight between a dog and some kindred creature such as a wolf or a jackal. The pamphlet is habitually confused with other things that are quite different from it, such as leaflets, manifestoes, memorials, religious tracts, circular letters, instructional manuals and indeed almost any kind of booklet published cheaply in paper covers. The true pamphlet, however, is a special literary form which has persisted without radical change for hundreds of years, though it has had its good periods and its bad ones. It is worth defining it carefully, even at the risk of seeming pedantic.

A pamphlet is a short piece of polemical writing, printed in the form of a booklet and aimed at a large public. One cannot lay down rigid rules about length, but evidently a leaflet containing nothing but the words DOWN WITH MUSSOLINI would not be a pamphlet, and neither would a book of the length of Candide or The Tale of a Tub. Probably a true pamphlet will always be somewhere between five hundred and ten thousand words, and it will always be unbound and obtainable for a few pence. A pamphlet is never written primarily to give entertainment or to make money. It is written because there is something that one wants to say now, and because one believes there is no other way of getting a hearing. Pamphlets may turn on points of ethics or theology, but they always have a clear political implication. A pamphlet may be written either ‘for’ or ‘against’ somebody or something, but in essence it is always a protest.

As Mr. Reynolds points out, pamphleteering can only flourish when it is fairly easy to get one’s writings printed, legally or illegally. Probably a slight flavour of illegality is rather beneficial to the pamphlet. When there is genuine freedom of speech and all points of view are represented in the press, part of the reason for pamphleteering disappears, and on the other hand, if one is obliged to break the law in order to write at all, one is less afraid of uttering libels. Violence and scurrility are part of the pamphlet tradition, and up to a point press censorship favours them. It will be seen that a number of the pamphlets in this collection are anonymous, or were printed abroad and then smuggled into England. This was normal in the sixteenth and seventeenth centuries, when almost all governments were both oppressive and inefficient. No one, when in power, would allow his adversaries a fair hearing, but at the same time there was no police force worth bothering about, and illegal literature could circulate freely. In a modern totalitarian state, pamphleteering after the seventeenth-century manner would be impossible. Clandestine printing, if it can be practised at all, is so desperately dangerous that no one who undertakes it has much time for literary graces. The baroque English of the seventeenth-century pamphlets does not give the impression of coming from people who were frightened for their skins. Here are a couple of sentences from the anonymous Tyranipocrit. Notice the profusion of adjectives:


But tell me thou proposturous impious world, if thou canst, who hath taught thee to punish the transgressors of the second Table of God’s Commandments more than the first? Who hath taught thee to hang poore artlesse theeves and to maintain tyrants, and rich artificiall, proud, hypocritical, partial theeves, in their impious practices?



And here is the Digger Gerrard Winstanley, who was bankrupted by the Civil War and meanly persecuted under the Commonwealth:


And you zealous preachers and professors of the City of London, and you great officers and soldiery of the army, where are all your victories over the Cavaliers, that you made such a blaze in your land, in giving God thanks for, and which you begged in your fasting days and morning exercises? Are they all sunk into the Norman power again and must the old prerogative laws stand?… Oh, thou City, thou hypocritical City! Thou blindfold, drowsy England, that sleeps and snorts in the bed of covetousness, awake, awake! The enemy is upon thy back, he is ready to scale the walls and enter possession, and wilt thou not look out?

Who would bother to use language like that when political controversy has to be carried on by means of stickybacks and chalkings on pavements?

Good pamphlets are likely to be written by men who passionately want to say something and who feel that the truth is being obscured but that the public would support them if only it knew the facts. If one had not a certain faith in democracy, one would not write pamphlets, one would try to gain one’s ends by intriguing among influential people. This is another way of saying that pamphleteering will flourish when there is some great struggle in which honest and gifted men are to be found on both sides. The pamphlets in this collection have been chosen to cover the period as completely as possible, but it will be noticed that only four of them belong to the years between 1714 and 1789: and of those only one (Paine’s Common Sense) deals with English internal affairs. Mr. Reynolds remarks on this ‘interval’ in political controversy, and points out the reason. During that period—after the Protestant Succession had been secured and before the outbreak of revolution in France—there was no clash of ideologies. The political struggle had ended with the complete victory of one faction, the wars against France were not wars for survival, and the controversies over Negro slavery or the exploits of the East India Company only touched minorities. In the two preceding centuries it had been different. Issues were being fought out which affected every thinking person, and in which each side genuinely felt the other to be sinning against the light. In its broad outlines the intellectual situation was curiously similar to that of our own day.

All the pamphlets in Mr. Reynolds’s collection, up to and including Swift’s, are really volleys in a single great battle. It is the battle of Catholic against Protestant, Feudalism against Capitalism. At the beginning the struggle is between England and Spain, then between King and Parliament, then between Whig and Tory: and mixed up with this—growing out of it, one should perhaps say—is the struggle of the victorious Parliamentary party against its own left wing. Looking back at the main encounter, it is easy to see that the forces represented by Cromwell deserved to win, since they at least offered a hope for the future, whereas their adversaries did not. But, as some observers realised at the time, their victory brought no actual benefit, but merely the promise of one. Its outcome was the rise of modern capitalism, which can only be regarded as a progressive event in so much that it has made possible another change which has not yet happened. If one judges capitalism by what it has actually achieved—the horrors of the Industrial Revolution, the destruction of one culture after another, the piling-up of millions of human beings in hideous ant-heaps of cities, and, above all, the enslavement of the coloured races—it is difficult to feel that in itself it is superior to feudalism. At the time of the Civil War, the long-term effects of a Parliamentary victory could not be foreseen, but the war was hardly over before it became clear that the causes for which the rank and file had believed themselves to be fighting were largely lost. The old tyranny had been overthrown, but neither liberty of opinion nor social equality had been brought much nearer.

To-day the whole process seems familiar, like one of the classic openings at chess. It is as though history, while not actually repeating itself, were in the habit of moving in spirals, so that events of hundreds of years ago can appear to be happening at one’s elbow. Certain figures, arguments and habits of mind always recur. There is always the visionary, like Winstanley, who is equally persecuted by both parties. There is always the argument that one must go forward or go back, and the counter-argument that the first necessity is to consolidate the position that has been won. There is always the charge that the revolutionary extremist is really an agent of the reactionaries. And once the struggle is well over, there is always the conservative who is more progressive than the radicals who have triumphed. It is fitting that the last pamphlet in the series dealing with the Catholic-Protestant struggle should be A Modest Proposal, in which Swift—not a Catholic and not a Jacobite, but certainly an adherent of the losing side—puts in a word for the downtrodden Irish.

The most encouraging fact about revolutionary activity is that, although it always fails, it always continues. The vision of a world of free and equal human beings, living together in a state of brotherhood—in one age it is called the Kingdom of Heaven, in another the classless society—never materialises, but the belief in it never seems to die out. The English Diggers and Levellers, represented by three pamphlets in this series, are links in a chain of thought which stretches from the slave revolts of antiquity, through various peasant risings and heretical sects of the Middle Ages, down to the Socialists of the nineteenth century and the Trotskyists and Anarchists of our own day. One thing that can be detected here and there in these pamphlets is a half-belief that the ideal society has existed at some time in the past, so that a true revolution would really be a return. In Winstanley’s pamphlets the word ‘Norman’ recurs over and over again. Everything that is oppressive and unjust—the King, the laws, the Church, the aristocracy—is ‘Norman’: by which Winstanley implies that the common people of England were once free and that the bondage in which they live is a foreign thing which has been forced upon them comparatively recently. In less crude forms, this belief still survives in our own time. Living before the machine age, Winstanley and his associates necessarily thought in terms of primitive peasant communes, and did not foresee that man might be freed from brute labour as well as from inequality. Their programme, unless one thinks a low standard of living desirable in itself, is out of date. But their essential predicament is that of any intelligent democratic Socialist to-day.

One ought not to press the analogy between the seventeenth and the twentieth centuries too hard, because the factors now involved are more complicated and the mental atmosphere has been altered by the coming of the machine and the decay of religious belief. Still, the general similarity is striking, and therefore the question arises: why has our own age not been to the same extent an age of pamphleteering?

It should be noticed that this is a pamphleteering age, so far as mere bulk of output goes. Pamphlets are published in such a haphazard way that it would be impossible to discover how many are appearing at any given moment, but during the fifteen years or so since Hitler came to power, the number has certainly been enormous. All through those years, however bad the paper situation might be, Conservatives, Socialists, Communists, Anarchists, Pacifists, Trotskyists, currency reformers, vegetarians, opponents of vivisection, trade unions, employers’ associations, minor political parties or fractions within parties, religious bodies ranging from the Catholic Church to the British Israelites, miscellaneous research groups and, of course, official and semi-official organisations of all kinds were pouring forth pamphlets in an unending stream. The figure mentioned by Mr. Reynolds, of 22,000 pamphlets circulating in London between 1640 and 1661, is impressive, but the contemporary rate of output is probably faster. I know no way of checking this, but it seems likely that between 1935 and 1945 (the flood appears to have slackened in the past year or two) pamphlets were being issued in Britain at the rate of several thousands a year. And yet in all those acres of print there has been very little that was either worth reading for its own sake or had any noticeable effect. There have been short books, such as Guilty Men,2 which have had a wide circulation and have influenced public opinion, but these are hardly pamphlets, if one accepts the definition I have given above. As for pamphlets possessing any literary merit, they are no longer to be found. The pamphlet survives, it even flourishes if one judges merely by numbers, but something has happened to it, and it is worth enquiring the reason.

One thing one must take notice of first of all is the decay of the English language. This is all the more important because pamphlets are intended as propaganda and are not normally produced by people who are writers first and foremost. In any age one can write fairly good prose if one takes the trouble, but a purely political kind of literature is likely to be better when the language which lies ready to hand is uncorrupted. As an illustration, here are a couple of extracts, one from Mr. Victor Gollancz’s recent pamphlet, Leaving them to their Fate, the other from John Aylmer’s Harborowe for Faithfull and Trewe Subjectes. They are similar enough in subject-matter to allow of a comparison. Both writers are engaged (though not from the same motives) in pointing out that the people of England are better off than those of Germany. Leaving them to their Fate is more simply and vigorously written than the majority of modern pamphlets, so that the comparison is not an unfair one. Here is the twentieth century:

So that is the situation at the moment of writing on March 30th. The people of Germany are eating seed potatoes, and policemen, I am informed, are falling at their posts. The ration is to be maintained at about 1000 calories for the month of April. This is being achieved partly by raiding the very last reserves, and partly by the diversion of small shipments on their way to Britain, against a guarantee of very early replacement from supplies that would otherwise go to Germany. What will happen in May is anybody’s guess … During the whole period of which I have been writing the average daily calories of the British people, according to repeated official statements, have been 2850, as against the 2650 stipulated by UNRRA as necessary for full health and working efficiency. On March 11th, after the cut in fats and dried egg, the figure was actually given by Dr. Summerskill as 2900. And the stocks of food and feeding stuffs in this country owned and controlled by the Minister of Food, exclusive of stocks on farms or held by secondary wholesalers and certain manufacturers, were estimated to total on the last day of March this year no less than a round four million tons.



Here is the sixteenth century (I am modernising the spelling):


Now compare (the Germans) with thee: and thou shalt see how happy thou art. They eat herbs: and thou beef and mutton. They roots: and thou butter, cheese and eggs. They drink commonly water: and thou good ale and beer. They go from the market with a salad: and thou with good flesh fill thy wallet. They likely never see any sea fish: and thou hast thy belly full of it. They pay till their bones rattle in their skin: and thou layest up for thy son and heir. Thou art twice or thrice in thy lifetime called upon to help thy country, with a subsidy or contribution: and they pay daily and never cease. Thou livest like a Lord, and they like Dogs. God defend us from the feeling of their misery.



I am not claiming that the second extract is in all ways better than the first. The modern way of writing has its virtues, which are due partly to the spread of the scientific outlook. Evidently the sixteenth-century writer, even if he had heard of such things as calories, would never bother with the kind of precise statement that is attempted in the first extract. One thing that strikes one all through the earlier pamphlets in this collection is the lack of any reasoned argument: very seldom is there anything more than assertion backed up by doubtful authority. In the last century or two we have grown to have a better idea of what is meant by evidence and proof, and language itself has grown more precise and capable of a wider range of meaning. Still, who could read those two passages one after the other and not feel that an enormous deterioration has happened? What has fallen is the average level of prose, the phraseology that one uses when one is not picking one’s words for aesthetic reasons. ‘Thou hast thy belly full of it’—‘pay till their bones rattle in their skin’—‘God defend us from the feeling of their misery’—that is not the kind of language that would come naturally to the compilers of White Papers or the publicists of the Fabian Society. So much the less chance that any purely political writing will be art as well as propaganda.

But the modern pamphlet suffers another serious disadvantage in the fact that the public is not, so to speak, pamphlet-conscious. Unlike a novel or a book of verse, a pamphlet has no assured channel by which it can reach the readers most likely to appreciate it. The pamphlets of Milton, Swift, Defoe, Junius and others were literary events, and they were also a recognised part of the political life of the period. Nowadays this would probably not be the case, even if pamphlets of comparable power were appearing. Indeed, because of the manner in which pamphlets are distributed, it would be possible for a first-rate piece of work to pass almost unnoticed, even if the author of it were already known as a writer of books or newspaper articles.

Pamphlets are not only produced in great numbers, but some of them sell tens or scores of thousands of copies. However, their circulation is as a rule largely spurious. The majority of them are produced by political parties or groups, which make use of them, along with posters, leaflets, processions, pavement-chalking and what-not, as part of their general propaganda drive. At public meetings they are forced on members of the audience, who buy them as a way of paying for their seats; or they are circulated to party branches and zealous individuals who give a standing order for all the literature of the party they support; or they are given away free or sent through the post to M.P.s and other public men. In all cases many or most of the copies disposed of simply lie about unread, or go straight into the waste-paper basket. Moreover, even if one is interested in getting hold of a particular pamphlet, it is often very difficult to do so. Pamphlets are issued by a multitude of different organisations, including many which disappear or change their names soon after they have come into being. No bookseller stocks or even attempts to stock all of them, they are nowhere listed in any comprehensive way, and only a small proportion of them are ever noticed in the press. Even the keenest collector of pamphlets could not hope to keep track of anywhere near the whole output. It can be seen that a pamphlet is always liable to miss its potential public, and, although appearing as a separate booklet, to have less effect and receive less attention than it would if it were published as an article in a monthly magazine.

Of course, most pamphlets do not deserve attention. Most of them are rubbish. This must have been true at all times, but there are reasons, apart from those I have mentioned already, that work against even the occasional appearance of good pamphlets in our own day. Pamphlet literature has come to be thought of not only as propaganda, but essentially as party propaganda. It expresses not the outlook of an individual but the ‘line’ of some organised movement, or group, or committee, and even the actual writing is not necessarily done in its entirety by any one person. Pamphleteering after the old style, when some independent writer with a grievance to air, or a plan to propose, or a rival to attack, would take his manuscript to the printer, perhaps a clandestine printer, and then hawk the product round the streets at a few pence a time, is almost unheard of. Few people would know how to set about doing it, and the very occasional pamphleteer who does publish at his own expense is usually some uninteresting kind of crank or outright lunatic. On the other hand commercial publishers seldom interest themselves in pamphlets, i.e., political pamphlets. If one wants to write in this particular form one is practically obliged to do it under the wing of some organised body, with all the sacrifices of spontaneity and even of honesty that that implies.

There are five anonymous pamphlets in Mr. Reynolds’s collection. Of the other twenty, nineteen—and, in Mr. Reynolds’s opinion, probably the twentieth as well—are the work of individual persons. And in a less definable way they all, when compared with modern political writing, give an impression of individuality, which comes out in their language and in a certain exuberance of argument. Until quite recently there was no accepted political jargon. Even a venal writer, hired like a lawyer to turn black into white, chose his diction for himself, and probably also chose the line that he would take in building up his case. Look for instance at the extract from Royal Religion, in which Daniel Defoe has been commissioned to ‘write up’ William III as a model of piety. We may assume that Defoe’s motives were not very lofty ones and that he did not undertake this pamphlet because he was burning with zeal to say just that particular thing. And yet how lively he manages to make it! It is like a volley of custard pies, every one of them bang on the target. A modern political hack, boosting some doubtful cause, would be very unlikely to show the same humour and ingenuity, because he could never allow his imagination to range so freely. Party orthodoxy would not only take all the colour out of his vocabulary, but would dictate the main lines of his argument in advance.

In Some Cautions for Choice of Members of Parliament the Marquis of Halifax attacks the party system, which was beginning to govern political life by the end of the seventeenth century. Since then, various of the evils he mentions have swollen vastly, and fresh ones have appeared. If one thinks out what is involved, it is difficult to see how the growth of the party system could have been avoided in England, but there can be no doubt about the deadening effect that it has had on political thought and writing. It must be so, because collective action demands a sort of gregarious thinking, while literature has to be produced by individuals. It follows that, except by some kind of accident, good pamphlets cannot appear when this class of literature is under the control of closely organised groups. The typical modern pamphlet is either a predigested version of some longer work on sociology or economics, or it is a handbook intended to provide speakers with talking-points and quotable figures, or it is simply an extended slogan. Good pamphlets will begin to appear again when the pamphlet is looked upon as a means of getting a hearing for individual opinions, and when it seems normal, if you have something that you urgently want to say, to print and distribute it yourself without much expectation of profit.

Whether a literary form survives or perishes may be determined by mechanical factors which have nothing to do with its intrinsic merits. The three-volume novel, for instance, went out partly because the lending libraries decided against it, and it is probably for economic reasons that the ‘long-short’ story, called in French a nouvelle (the story of from fifteen to thirty thousand words, say), has not flourished in England. The pamphlet, I have suggested, has decayed partly because it has been captured by professional politicians, and hence has ceased to be taken seriously or to attract gifted writers. It is hard to imagine Swift or Milton, or even Defoe or Tom Paine, bothering to write pamphlets if they were alive now. The sort of public that they would aim at would have to be reached in some other way. The pity is that in a pamphlet one can do things that are possible in no other medium. The pamphlet is a one-man show. One has complete freedom of expression, including, if one chooses, the freedom to be scurrilous, abusive and seditious; or, on the other hand, to be more detailed, serious and ‘highbrow’ than is ever possible in a newspaper or in most kinds of periodical. At the same time, since the pamphlet is always short and unbound, it can be produced much more quickly than a book, and in principle, at any rate, can reach a bigger public. Above all, the pamphlet does not have to follow any prescribed pattern. It can be in prose or in verse, it can consist largely of maps or statistics or quotations, it can take the form of a story, a fable, a letter, an essay, a dialogue or a piece of ‘reportage’. All that is required of it is that it shall be topical, polemical and short. How great a variation is possible can be seen even in the twenty-five specimens assembled here, ranging as they do from earnest argument through satire and rhetoric to sheer abuse.

The great function of the pamphlet is to act as a sort of foot-note or marginal comment on official history. It not only keeps unpopular viewpoints alive, but supplies documentation on events that the authorities of the day have reason to falsify. A good example in this collection is the description of the trial of Penn the Quaker, The People’s Ancient and Just Liberties Asserted, which has the appearance of being truthful and gives an interesting picture of nascent totalitarianism. Outrages of this kind, and indeed all minor controversial events, such as plots, real or imaginary, riots, massacres and assassinations are likely to be documented in pamphlet form or not at all. It is a job that needs doing in all ages, and surely never more than in the present one.

Introducing Anthony Benezet’s Caution and Warning, Mr. Reynolds remarks that in the middle years of the eighteenth century such issues as Negro slavery ‘at least gave the pamphleteers something to write about’. In our century, dearth of subject-matter is not one of the things that a pamphleteer suffers from. Probably there never was an age that so cried out for his activities. Not only are the ideological hatreds bitterer than ever, but minorities are suppressed and truth perverted in a way never before dreamed of. Wherever one looks one sees fiercer struggles than the Crusades, worse tyrannies than the Inquisition, and bigger lies than the Popish Plot. It might be argued that in England, with its free and reasonably varied press, there is not much scope for the pamphleteer; but this will not be endorsed by anyone who has ever tried to get a hearing for a genuinely unpopular cause. Certainly the British press has juridical freedom, which is not a sham but a very real blessing, and in the modern world an increasingly rare one. But it is not true that the British press adequately represents all shades of opinion. Nearly always it is safe to put one’s political opinions on paper, but to get them into print, and still more to get them to a big public, is not so easy. Because of the way in which newspapers are owned and operated, not only can minority opinions—and even majority opinions, when they are not backed by some influential group—go almost unheard, but events of the utmost importance can pass unnoticed or can reach the public only in some shrunken and distorted form. At any given moment there is a sort of all-prevailing orthodoxy, a general tacit agreement not to discuss some large and uncomfortable fact. Take one recent example out of the scores that could easily be assembled: the expulsion of some twelve million Germans from their homes in East Prussia, the Sudetenland, etc. How much mention has this deed, for which Britain must be held at least partly responsible, received in the British press? How strongly has the British public reacted to it? Indeed, if the necessary enquiries could be made, would it be surprising to find that a majority of adult British citizens have not even heard of it?

It is true, of course, that events of this kind do not go altogether undocumented in pamphlet form. As I have said, the actual number of modern pamphlets is very large. But they are poor things, not much read and seldom deserving to be read—mere fragments of party orthodoxy describing a short parabola from printing-press to waste-paper basket. In general they are not written by people who are primarily writers, because no one who feels deeply about literature, or even prefers good English to bad, can accept the discipline of a political party. It would be difficult to name a single eminent English writer who has produced a pamphlet during the last fifteen years. There is no Swift or Defoe living to-day, but even those who are nearest to them never bother to write pamphlets. In order that they should begin doing so, it is necessary that people should once again become aware of the possibilities of the pamphlet as a method of influencing opinion, and as a literary form: in other words, that the prestige of the pamphlet should be restored. It is hoped that this collection and the one that will follow it, quite apart from being worth reading for their own sakes, will contribute towards that end.




3207. To Leonard Moore

2 April 1947 Typewritten

27 B Canonbury Square

Islington

London N 1

Dear Moore,

Some people in Holland have written asking for leave to broadcast a Dutch version of “Animal Farm.” They are called Vereniging Van Arbeiders Radio Amateurs and write from Hilversum. I have given them your address and asked them to get in touch with you.1

Yours sincerely

[Signed] Eric Blair

Eric Blair




3208. ‘As I Please,’80

Tribune, 4 April 1947

The royal Commission on the Press is now getting to work, after mysterious delays. Presumably it will be a long time before it reaches any definite conclusions, and still longer before its findings are acted upon. Nevertheless, it seems to me that now is the time to start discussing the problem of preserving a free Press in a socialised economy. Because, unless we become aware of the difficulties before they are actually upon us, the ultimate condition of the Press in this country will be worse than it need be.

During the fuel crisis I remarked to several people on the badness of Government publicity, to be met each time with the answer that the present Government has hardly any organs of expression under its control. That, of course, is true. I then said, “Why not take over the Daily——and run it as a Government organ?” This suggestion was always greeted with horror. Apparently to nationalise the Press would be “Fascism,” while “freedom of the Press” consists in allowing a few millionaires to coerce hundreds of journalists into falsifying their opinions. But I pass over the question of how free the British Press is at present. The point is, what will finally happen if the present trend towards nationalisation continues?

Sooner or later, it seems to me, the Press is certain to be nationalised, so far as its major organs go. It could hardly continue to exist as a huge patch of private enterprise, like a sort of game reserve, in the middle of a collectivised economy. But does that mean that all channels of expression will ultimately be under the control of bureaucrats? Some such thing could quite easily happen if the people most concerned are indifferent to their fate. One can quite well imagine newspapers, periodicals, magazines, books, films, radio, music and the drama all being lumped together and “co-ordinated” under the guidance of some enormous Ministry of Fine Arts (or whatever its name might be). It is not a pleasant prospect, but I believe it can be averted if the danger is realised in advance.

What is meant by freedom of the Press? The Press is free, I should say, when it is easy and not illegal to get minority opinions into print and distribute them to the public. Britain is luckier in this respect than most countries, and it is fair to say that this is partly due to the variations that exist in the big commercial Press. The leading daily papers, few though they are, contain more shades of difference than a Government-controlled Press would be likely to do. Still, the main guardians of minority opinion are the small independent weekly and monthly papers, and the book-publishing houses. It is only through those channels that you can make sure of getting a hearing for any opinion that does not express a libel or an incitement to violence. Therefore, if the big Press is certain to be nationalised any way, could not this principle be laid down in advance: that nationalisation shall only apply to so much of the Press as comes under the heading of “big business,” while small concerns will be left alone?

Obviously the proprietor of a chain of a hundred newspapers is a capitalist. So is a small publisher or the owner-editor of a monthly magazine, strictly speaking. But you are not obliged to treat them both alike, just as in abolishing large-scale ownership of land you are not obliged to rob the smallholder or market gardener of his few acres. So long as a minority Press can exist, and count on continued existence, even in a hole and corner way, the essential freedom will be safeguarded. But the first step is to realise that nationalisation is inevitable, and lay our plans accordingly. Otherwise the people specially concerned, the journalists, artists, actors, etc., may have no bargaining power when the time comes, and that unappetising Ministry of Fine Arts may engulf the whole lot of them.

Recently I was talking to the editor of a newspaper with a very large circulation,1 who told me that it was now quite easy for his paper to live on its sales alone. This would probably continue to be true, he said, until the paper situation improved, which would mean reverting to pre-war bulk, at enormously greater expense. Until then, advertisements would be of only secondary importance as a source of revenue.

If that is so—and I believe many papers could now exist without advertisements—is not this just the moment for an all-out drive against patent medicines? Before the war it was never possible to attack patent medicines in a big way, because the Press, which would have had to make the exposure, lived partly off advertisements for them. As a start, some enterprising publisher might track down and reprint the two volumes of that rare and very entertaining book, Secret Remedies. This was issued, if I remember rightly, by the British Medical Association—at any rate, by some association of doctors—the first volume appearing about 1912 and the second during the nineteen-twenties. It consisted simply of a list of existing proprietory medicines, with a statement of their claims, an analysis of their contents, and an estimate of their cost. There was very little comment, which in most cases was hardly necesary. I distinctly remember that one “consumption cure” sold to the public at thirty-five shillings a bottle was estimated to cost a halfpenny.

Neither volume made much impact on the public. The Press, for reasons indicated above, practically ignored both issues, and they are now so rare that I have not seen a copy for years. (Incidentally, if any reader has a copy I would gladly buy it—especially the second volume, which I think is the rarer.) If reissued, the book would need bringing up to date, for the claim to cure certain diseases is now forbidden by law, while many new kinds of rubbish have come on to the market. But many of the old ones are still there—that is the significant point. Is it not possible that the consumption of patent medicines might decrease if people were given a clearer idea of the nature and the real cost of the stuff they are pouring down their throats?2

A few weeks back a correspondent in Tribune asked why we are not allowed to grow and cure tobacco for our own use,3 In practice, I think, you can do so. There is a law against it, but it is not strictly enforced—at any rate, I have certainly known people who grew their own tobacco, and even prepared it in cakes like the commercial article. I tried some once, and thought it the perfect tobacco for a non-smoker. The trouble with English tobacco is that it is so mild that you can hardly taste it. This is not, I believe, due to the lack of sun but to some deficiency in the soil. However, any tobacco is better than none, and a few thousand acres laid down to it in the south of England might help us through the cigarette shortage which is likely to happen this year, without using up any dollars or robbing the State of any revenue.

I have just been reading about the pidgin English (or “bêche-la-mar”°) used in the Solomon and New Hebrides Islands in the South Pacific. It is the lingua franca between many islands whose inhabitants speak different languages or dialects. As it has only a tiny vocabulary and is lacking in many necessary parts of speech, it has to make use of astonishing circumlocutions. An aeroplane, for instance, is called “lanich (launch) belong fly allsame pigeon.” A violin is described thus: “One small bokkis (box) belong whiteman all he scratch him belly belong him sing out good fella.” Here is a passage in what seems, judging by the other extracts given, to be very high-class pidgin. It announces the Coronation of King George VI:


King George, he dead. Number one son, Edward, he no want him clothes. Number two son he like. Bishop he make plenty talk along new King. He say: “You look out good along all the people?” King he talk: “Yes.” Then bishop and plenty Government official and storekeeper and soldier and bank manager and policeman, all he stand up and sing and blow him trumpet. Finish.



There are similar pidgins, most of them not quite so bad, in other parts of the world. In some cases the people who first formed them were probably influenced by the feeling that a subject race ought to talk comically. But there are areas where a lingua franca of some kind is indispensable, and the perversions actually in use make one see what a lot there is to be said for Basic.4 Orwell left for Jura on 10 April. He ‘dropped the Tribune° column,’ as he put it in his letter of 15 April 1947 to Frank D. Barber (see 3214), in order to get on with writing Nineteen Eighty-Four. It proved to be his last contribution to Tribune.




3209. To Yvonne Davet

7 April 1947 Typewritten

27 B Canonbury Square

Islington

London N I

Chère Madame Davet,

J’ai reçu votre lettre il y a une sémaine,° mais je viens de passer quelques jours au lit (la grippe). Au jour d’hui° ça va un peu mieux. Nous avons eu un hiver complètement insupportable, et même maintenant il fait froid comme on ne pourrait pas imaginer. Nous partons en Ecosse le 10 avril, et j’espère y trouver du meilleur temps. En tous cas en obtient le charbon et le bois plus facilement là qu’ici.

Je crois que j’ai déjà signé le contrat avec Charlot pour la traduction de “Homage to Catalonia.” Quant au titre, comme je vous ai déjà dit, il me semble impossible de choisir un titre dans une langue étrangére, mais “Dignité de l’homme” me semble très bon. Naturellement je serais très content si Malraux voudrait écrire une préface, mais, même si il a assez de loisir à present, il le trouverait peut-étre un peu embarassant de point de vue politique.1 II se souviendra peut-être du livre, car je lui ai donné un exemplaire il y a deux ans. Je ne peux pas dire que je le connais, mais je l’ai rencontré une fois chez un ami.

Quant au drapeau républicain (pages 29 et 293–4 du texte anglais). Vu que je ne suis pas sûr, il serait meilleur de supprimer ces deux allusions, ce qu’on peut facilement faire en corrigeant les épreuves.

Reste une petite chose. J’ai deux ou trois fois écrit le mot espagnol poron (sorte de vaisseau à boire) comme puron. Je ne suis pas sûr si je vous ai déjà signalé cet erreur.

Je resterai six mois en Ecosse. J’espère finir mon roman avant la fin de 1947, mais on tous cas je le pourrai continuer, ce qui semble impossible à Londres, où je ne peux jamais échapper d’un tas de journalisme. Mon petit garçon va très bien. Il aura trois ans en mai. Vous avez, je crois, mon adresse écossaise. Je vais adresser ceci à Nice.

Très amicalement

Geo. Orwell

Translation

I received your letter a week ago, but I have been in bed for several days (influenza). Today I’m a bit better. We have had a quite unendurable winter, and even now it is colder than you could imagine. We are going to Scotland on April 10th, and I hope to find better weather there. At least we can get coal and wood more easily there than here.

I think I have already signed the contract with Charlot for Homage to Catalonia. As for the title, as I said before, I don’t think I can possibly choose a title in a foreign language, but Dignité de l’Homme [Dignity of Man] sounds very good. Of course I should be very pleased if Malraux wanted to write a preface, but even if he had time just now, he would perhaps find it politically rather embarrassing.1 He will perhaps remember the book, as I gave him a copy two years ago. I can’t say I know him, but I met him once at a friend’s house.

As for the Republican flag (pages 29 and 293–4 of the English text), because I am not sure, it would be better to take out these two allusions. This can easily be done when the proofs are corrected.

There is one more thing. I wrote the Spanish word poron (a kind of drinking vessel) two or three times as puron. I am not sure if I have already told you about this mistake.

I shall stay in Scotland for six months. I hope to finish my novel before the end of 1947, but in any case I shall be able to get on with it, which seems impossible in London, where I can never escape from a mountain of journalism. My little boy is very well. He will be three in May. I think you’ve got my Scottish address. I am sending this to Nice.




3210. To George Woodcock

9 April 1947 Typewritten

27B Canonbury Square

Islington, N.I

Dear George,

As I think you know, I am going away to Scotland tomorrow, 10th. I had wanted to get in touch with you, but I have been ill in bed for a week. I have just had a letter about the Annual General Meeting on May 16th.1 I cannot possibly come down for it, because to get there and back would mean something like a week’s journey. Do you think that would be all right, and that I could see the Agenda beforehand?

I think you know my Scottish address, but in case not it is Barn Hill,° Isle of Jura, Argyllshire. If you and Ingie would like to come up any time, I shall be there continuously till October, and I think it is safe to say there would always be beds, but just let me know about a week beforehand because the posts are infrequent and one has to make arrangements about the journey.

Yours,

George




3211. To Victor Gollancz

9 April 1947 Typewritten; copy

27B Canonbury Square

Islington, N.I

Dear Gollancz,

I should have written several days earlier, but I have been ill in bed. Very many thanks for your generous action.1

Yours sincerely,

George Orwell




3212. To Sonia Brownell

12 April 1947 Handwritten

Barnhill

Isle of Jura

Argyllshire

Dearest Sonia,1

I am handwriting this because my typewriter is downstairs. We arrived O.K. & without incident yesterday. Richard was as good as gold & rather enjoyed having a sleeper to himself after he had got over the first strangeness, & as soon as we got into the plane at Glasgow he went to sleep, probably because of the noise. I hadn’t been by plane before & I think it’s really better. It costs £2 or £3 more, but it saves about 5 hours & the boredom of going on boats, & even if one was sick its° only three quarters of an hour whereas if one goes by sea one is sick for five or six hours, ie. if it is bad weather. Everything up here is just as backward as in England, hardly a bud showing & I saw quite a lot of snow yesterday. However it’s beautiful spring weather now & the plants I put in at the new year seem to be mostly alive. There are daffodils all over the place, the only flower out. I’m still wrestling with more or less virgin meadow, but I think by next year I’ll have quite a nice garden here. Of course we’ve had a nightmare all today getting things straight, with Richard only too ready to help, but it’s more or less right now & the house is beginning to look quite civilized. It will be some weeks before we’ve got the transport problem fully solved, but otherwise we are fairly well appointed. I’m going to send for some hens as soon as we have put the hen house up, & this year I have been also able to arrange for alcohol so that we have just a little, a sort of rum ration, each day. Last year we had to be practically T.T. I think in a week everything will be straight & the essential work in the garden done, & then I can get down to some work.

I wrote to Genetta2. asking her to come whenever she liked & giving instructions about the journey. So long as she’s bringing the child, not just sending it, it should be simple enough. I want to give you the complete details about the journey, which isn’t so formidable as it looks on paper. The facts are these:

There are boats to Jura on Mondays, Wednesdays & Fridays. You have to catch the boat train at Glasgow at 8 am, which means that it’s safer to sleep the preceding night at Glasgow, because the all-night trains have a nasty way of coming in an hour or two hours late, & then one misses the boat train. The times & so on are as follows:

8 am leave Glasgow Central for GOUROCK.

Join boat for Tarbert (TARBERT) at Gourock.

About 12 noon arrive East Tarbert.

Travel by bus to West Tarbert (bus runs in conjunction with the boats).

Join boat for CRAIGHOUSE (Jura) at West Tarbert.

About 3.30 pm arrive Craighouse.

Take hired car to LEALT, where we meet you.

If you want to go by plane, the planes run daily (except Sundays I think), & they nearly always take off unless it’s very misty. The itinerary then is: 10.30 arrive at Scottish Airways office at St. Enoch Station, Glasgow (the air office is in the railway station).

10.40 leave by bus for RENFREW.

11.15 leave by plane for ISLAY. (Pronounced EYELY).

12 noon arrive Islay.

Hire a car (or take bus) to the ferry which leads to Jura.

About 1 pm cross ferry.

Hired car to LEALT.

It’s important to let us know in advance when you are coming, because of the hired car. There are only 2 posts a week here, & only 2 occasions on which I can send down to Craighouse to order the car. If you come by boat, you could probably get a car all right by asking on the quay, but if you come by air there wouldn’t be a car at the ferry (which is several miles from Craighouse) unless ordered beforehand. Therefore if you proposed coming on, say, June 15th, it would be as well to write about June 5th because, according to the day of the week, it may be 4 or 5 days before your letter reaches me, & another 3 or 4 days before I can send a message. It’s no use wiring because the telegrams come by the postman.

You want a raincoat & if possible stout boots or shoes—gum boots if you have them. We may have some spare gum boots, I’m not sure—we are fairly well off for spare oilskins & things like that. It would help if you brought that week’s rations, because they’re not quick at getting any newcomer’s rations here, & a little flour & tea.

I am afraid I am making this all sound very intimidating, but really it’s easy enough & the house is quite comfortable. The room you would have is rather small, but it looks out on the sea. I do so want to have you here. By that time I hope we’ll have got hold of an engine for the boat, & if we get decent weather we can go round to the completely uninhabited bays on the west side of the island, where there is beautiful white sand & clear water with seals swimming about in it. At one of them there is a cave where we can take shelter when it rains, & at another there is a shepherd’s hut which is disused but quite livable where one could even picnic for a day or two. Anyway do come, & come whenever you like for as long as you like, only try to let me know beforehand. And meanwhile take care of yourself & be happy.

I’ve just remembered I never paid you for that brandy you got for me, so enclose £3. I think it was about that wasn’t it? The brandy was very nice & was much appreciated on the journey up because they can’t get alcohol here at all easily. The next island, Islay, distills whisky but it all goes to America. I gave the lorry driver a large wallop, more than a double, & it disappeared so promptly that it seemed to hit the bottom of his belly with a click.

With much love

George




3213. Domestic Diary

12 April–1 1 September 1947


Volume IV of Orwell’s Domestic Diary is written in ink on ninety-five recto pages and six verso pages of a notebook measuring 7½ x 6½ inches with twenty-two ruled lines to a page. Before the first entry, Orwell has written ‘VOL. IV’ and below that, ‘Diary (cont. from previous volume).’ Volume V continues from 12 September 1947 in a different notebook. Most of the people mentioned are noted in annotations to Orwell’s 1946 Diary, and the headnote to it (see 2996) gives a brief description of Jura and the relative positions of the places mentioned. Therefore only brief personal and topographical cross-references are given here. Although this diary is so much taken up with the frustrations and pleasures of what had become for Orwell something akin to his ‘golden country,’ where he intended making his main home, he was during all this time writing Nineteen Eighty-Four. Orwell underlines in his manuscript totals of gallons of petrol used. These amounts are given in roman type here.
 


12.4.47 Barnhill. Arrived yesterday evening. Fine yesterday & today, but coldish. Everything extremely backward. Grass has not started to grow, ditto rushes, birds on trees hardly visible. Daffodils just coming out, snowdrops barely over—a few still in bloom. Flying from Glasgow saw many streaks of snow still on high ground. There was about 6 weeks frost on Jura, then rain, & ground is still very sodden. Many lambs & calves lost during the winter. Reason given, the sheep & cows had not enough milk.

The trees & bushes I planted all seem to be alive. The two cordon trees against the south wall budding well. Onions etc. that I saved & which were well up in January have practically all disappeared in the frost. Most of the stawberries seem to have survived, but are very tiny. Rhubarb is coming up well. Tulips well up.

They have caught no sea fish yet. Rabbits said to be scarce this year.

Beautiful day all day, striking chilly about 5 pm. Saw one primrose blooming in a sheltered spot, otherwise no wild flowers. Stone crop just beginning to sprout, wild irises & bluebells coming up. Grass still completely wintry in appearance. Saw a few rabbits. Pigeons towering up with a loud rattle of wings—their courting night, I think. Sea very calm. No seals about.

Sowed dwarf peas. NB. to sow a second batch about 25.4.47. Pruned roses drastically. Several have no buds showing at all, so cannot yet tell whether they are alive. Ground in bad state & impossible to sow small seeds. Covered rhubarb with manure. D.1 has ploughed roughly the patch I asked him to do. Shall hoe it over enough to get some sort of tilth & then sow potatoes when I can get some. It ought to be properly dug over, but[,] after all[,] this much cultivation is all that a field crop gets.

Compost put in pit last autumn has not properly rotted down yet.

13.4.47. Fine all day, but colder than yesterday. A good deal of wind, from west & south. Sea rougher.

Put up sectional henhouse. Wretched workmanship, & will need a lot of strengthening & weighting down to make it stay in place. Two of the wheels arrived broken. Before the war these were easily obtainable, but probably not now. Planted 4 dozen gladiolus bulbs (pink & yellow). Soil somewhat better after the wind, so it may be possible to sow small seeds tomorrow.

I4.4.47. Much rain in the night. Today fine, with fair sun, but again cold & windy. Sea moderate. Raven in the distance dancing about, evidently courting.

Put up stakes for wire round hen-run. Sowed marigolds. Could not do much outside as R. fell this morning & gashed his forehead extremely badly. Hope to get him to the doctor tomorrow—impossible today, as no conveyance.

Opened bottle of brandy. With a small ration each daily, we2 hope to make one bottle last a week.

DBST3 started yesterday. Three different times are observed on this island.




3214. To Frank D. Barber

15 April 1947 Typewritten

Barnhill

Isle of Jura

Argyllshire

Dear barber,1

Many thanks for your letter of the 9th. I am up here for 6 months trying to get on with a novel, which is why I have dropped the Tribune column. I didn’t see the Daily Graphic’s effort, but I suppose I shall get the press cutting.2 The whole Kemsley press is a disgusting phenomenon, but it is comforting to think that the Graphic has by far the lowest circulation of the gutter papers, and I think less than some of the serious papers. I think I am also right in saying that it has dropped heavily in the last few years.

The weather here is as disgusting as in England, but it isn’t quite so cold and a little easier to get fuel. I don’t know if you have ever been in these parts. I spent last summer here and intend to spend all my summers here as far as possible. These islands are one of the most beautiful parts of the British Isles and largely uninhabited. This island, which is as large as a small county, only has 300 people on it. Of course it rains all the time, but if one takes that for granted it doesn’t seem to matter.

Yours sincerely

[Signed] Geo. Orwell

George Orwell




3215. To Dwight Macdonald

15 April 1947 Typewritten


Orwell’s letter is in reply to one from Macdonald of 9 April 1947. Macdonald said that since his last letter to Orwell he had decided to devote the May–June issue of Politics to the USSR and the issue after that to France. There would therefore be no room for even an abridged version of Orwell’s ‘Lear, Tolstoy and the Fool’ until September–October at the earliest. He would hold on to the article but would give it to someone else if Orwell wished. It was not published in Politics. He asked Orwell for help in compiling a reading list of 50–60 books and articles ‘which might be called the basic ones for the layman if he wants to understand Russia today.’ Had Orwell any ‘pet discoveries’? What ten books would he recommend to a friend ignorant of Russia but seeking enlightenment? He also wanted another 50–60 titles of more specialized books on the best in Soviet art, movies, literature. He said he had no friendly contacts with the higher editors of The New Republic. His friends were being ‘weeded out at a great rate,’ and he guessed that Orwell’s column ‘As I Please’ would not be published now that ‘the mag has become well-vulgarized by the Wallace crowd.’ He suggested Orwell ask his agents to approach The Nation. Macdonald had airmailed his profile of Henry Wallace,1 because, since Wallace was now in England, Orwell might care to tell his readers about it. He confirmed that he had received payment for the shoes he had obtained for Orwell (but which, unfortunately, proved too small).



Barnhill

Isle of Jura

Argyllshire

Dear Dwight,

Many thanks for your very interesting and informative article on Wallace, which reached me yesterday—unfortunately a few days after I’d left London for the summer. I’ve sent it on to Tribune, as I should think they could well use parts of it, at least as background material. I left London the day before W. had his big public meeting at the Albert Hall, but I heard him say a few words of welcome on arrival and got the impression that he meant to be very conciliatory and not make the sort of remarks about “British imperialism” which he has been making in the USA. His visit here has been timed to do the maximum of mischief, and I was somewhat surprised by the respectful welcome given to him by nearly everyone, incidentally including Tribune, which has given him some raps over the knuckles in the past.

It doesn’t matter about the Tolstoy article. If you feel you do want to use a piece of it sooner or later, hang on to it until then. Otherwise, could you be kind enough to send it on to my agents, McIntosh & Otis, explaining the circumstances. It’s possible they might be able to do something with it, though as they failed with another Polemic article (one on Swift), perhaps this one is no good for the American market either.

As to books on the USSR. It’s very hard to think of a good list, and looking back, it seems to me that whatever I have learned, or rather guessed, about that country has come from reading between the lines of newspaper reports. I tried to think of “pro” books, but couldn’t think of any good ones except very early ones such as Ten Days that Shook the World2 (which I haven’t read through but have read in, of course.) The Webbs’ Soviet Communism,3 which I have not read, no doubt contains a lot of facts, but Michael Polanyi’s little essay4 on it certainly convicted the W.s of misrepresentation on some points. A nephew of Beatrice Webb5 whom I know told me she admitted privately that there were things about the USSR that it was better not to put on paper. For the period round about the Revolution, Krupskaya’s Memories of Lenin has some interesting facts. So does Angelica Balabanov’s My Life as a Rebel.6 The later editions of Krupskaya’s book have been tampered with a little, at any rate in England. Of the same period, Bertrand Russell’s Theory and Practice of Bolshevism (a very rare book which he will not bother to reprint) is interesting because he not only met all the tops but was able to foretell in general terms a good deal that happened later. Rosenberg’s History of Bolshevism is said to be good and unprejudiced, but I haven’t read it and his book on the German Republic seemed to me rather dry and cagey. A book that taught me more than any other about the general course of the Revolution was Franz Borkenau’s The Communist International. This of course is only partly concerned with the USSR itself, and it is perhaps too much written round a thesis, but it is stuffed with facts which I believe have not been successfully disputed. As for books of “revelations,” I must say I was doubtful of the authenticity of Valtin’s book, but I thought Krivitsky’s book7 genuine although written in a cheap sensational style. In one place where it crossed with my own experiences it seemed to me substantially true. Kravchenko’s book8 is not out in England yet. For the concentration camps, Anton Ciliga’s The Russian Enigma9 is good, and more recently The Dark Side of the Moon10 (now I think published in the USA) which is compiled from the experiences of many exiled Poles. A little book by a Polish woman, Liberation, Russian Style,11 which appeared during the war and fell flat, overlaps with The Dark Side and is more detailed. I think the most important of very recent books is the Blue Book on the Canadian spy trials,12 which is fascinating psychologically. As for literature, Gleb Struve’s Twenty-five Years of Soviet Russian Literature is an invaluable handbook and I am told very accurate. Mirsky’s Russian Literature 1881–1927 (I think that is the title) takes in the earlier part of post-revolutionary literature. There is also Max Eastman’s Artists in Uniform. You’ve probably read everything I have mentioned except perhaps the Blue Book. If you haven’t read the latter, don’t miss it—it’s a real thriller.

I am up here for 6 months. Last year I was just taking a holiday after six years of non-stop journalism, but this year I am going to get on with a novel. I shan’t finish it in six months but I ought to break its back and might finish it at the end of the year. It is very hard to get back to quiet continuous work after living in a lunatic asylum for years. Not that conditions are now any better than during the war—worse in many ways. This last winter has been quite unendurable, and even now the weather is appalling, but one is a little better off up here where it is a bit easier to get food and fuel than in London.

Yours

George




3216. To Leonard Moore

15 April 1947 Typewritten

Barnhill

Isle of Jura

Argyllshire

Dear Moore,

am sorry if I did wrong in asking Miss Otis to collect that money for me.1 I thought it was the natural way of going to work—ie. that the papers concerned would not be bothered to keep it for me.

As to the introduction for the French translation of “Homage to Catalonia,” I think there is a slight mistake. The English edition had no introduction. When Madame Davet first translated it, on spec, she got my old friend Georges Kopp to write an introduction as she was then in touch with him and he and I had been in Spain together. It was not a very suitable one and in any case would have no point now, as she herself recognizes. But evidently she has sent it along to the publisher along with the body of the book, and he has assumed that it was present in the English edition. I have no objection at all to the book having an introduction by someone especially acquainted with Spain—in fact I suggested this to Madame Davet. She thought it possible that André Malraux might do one. If he would, of course it would be splendid, and it’s just thinkable, as he may have read the book—at any rate I gave him a copy a couple of years ago.2

I heard from Gollancz that he was willing to terminate the contract, so I suppose everything can be fixed up with Warburg. I suppose there will be long delays before they can produce “Coming Up for Air,” but when it does go to press I should like to be sure of seeing a proof. I definitely remember one misprint in the original edition, of a kind that would probably be copied, and I suppose there may be new ones when they re-set it.

Yours sincerely

[ Signed] Eric Blair

Eric Blair




3217. Domestic Diary

15.4.47. RAINING ALMOST ALL DAY, very windy & rather cold. Did nothing in garden etc., as was taking R. to be treated by the doctor. Two stitches put in. NB. to be removed about a week hence (not more than 10 days.)

16.4.47. Cold, overcast & rather windy. Somewhat finer in late evening, £ sea calmer.

Impossible to sow seeds. Spread lime (not very well slaked), put roofíng felt on hen-house.

Saw one of the whitish rabbits this evening (in the distance, but seemingly a full-grown one).

17.4.47. Much better day. Some wind, but sunny & fairly warm. Began digging the ploughed patch. Not bad—will do for potatoes. Sowed turnips carrots, cress, lettuces (NB. next sowing about the 27th), clarkias, godetias Also sowed a few of the potatoes we bought for eating, no seed potatoe having turned up yet. They all had eyes so should come up all right.

Tried the RAF rubber dinghy. Very buoyant, & seemingly has no tendency to turn over, but hardly navigable at all. Evidently it will only be useful for getting out to the other boat.

A dead deer down by our bay. Rather unpleasant as it is too heavy to drag away.

A few more primroses out, & one or two celandine. Brought home a root or two of primroses. It is remarkable what a difference it makes when there is no bracken—ie. the relative easiness of walking everywhere. No midges yet. Cormorants swimming in the bay, so presumably there are some fish about.

18.4.47. Cold, blowy & overcast. A little sun during the afternoon, then light rain. Sea moderate.

Dug a little more of the ploughed patch, put in posts for gate of hen-run.

While digging the ploughed patch, dug up a nest of 3 young rabbits—about 10 day’s° old, I should say. One appeared to be dead already, the other two I killed. The nest was only a few inches below the surface. It was evidently reached by a hole outside the garden, about 10 yards away.

Saw a number of ordinary green plovers. I do not think I remember seeing these birds here before. Brought in some frog spawn in a jar. Should be hatched out in a week or 10 days.




3218. Review of Lady Gregory’s Journals, edited by Lennox Robinson

The New Yorker, 19 April 1947

Lady Gregory is one of the central figures in the Irish literary revival. It would be difficult to think of her without also thinking of Yeats and the Abbey Theatre, just as one could hardly hear the phrase “the nineties” without having at least a fleeting vision of Beardsley and the Yellow Book. But the associations that her name calls up are not all of them pleasant ones. She is also the subject of a memorable sneer, in “Ulysses,” which is worth quoting because, cruel and probably unfair though it is, it does help to bring this unfortunate, good-hearted old woman into truer perspective. In “Ulysses,” Joyce has Buck Mulligan say, “Longworth is awfully sick … after what you wrote about that old hake Gregory. O you inquisitional drunken jew jesuit! She gets you a job on the paper and then you go and slate her drivel to Jaysus. Couldn’t you do the Yeats touch?”

Was that really how Yeats and the rest of them thought of her? Was she simply an old fool to be blarneyed and made use of? Evidently, it was not so crude as that; besides, in her old age—always at her wits’ end for rent and taxes, riding to and fro in buses, lunching off tea and bread and butter—she was hardly worth sponging on. But Joyce’s words are perhaps true at the evel of caricature. Something of that kind is always partly true of the enlightened aristocrat, the person who wants to be an artist as well as a patron, especially when, as in this case, there is a difference of race and religion and culture on top of the simple class distinction.
 
Augusta Gregory (her maiden name was Persse) was born into the landed gentry of Ireland—the people who lived in tumbledown mansions with hordes of servants, streamed across the countryside in pink coats, and, partly because of poverty and remoteness, kept up a claret-drinking, Horace-quoting eighteenth-century refinement that their English counterparts had lost. They called themselves Irish, and politically they were often the worst enemies that England had, but they were generally Protestants and, as their names show, largely English in extraction. “Lady Gregory’s Journals,” which has been edited by Lennox Robinson and published by Macmillan, covers the fourteen years from 1916 to 1930, and rambles across a multitude of subjects, some of them very trivial ones. Mr. Robinson has rearranged the journals by what is probably the best system; that is, he has taken half a dozen dominant themes and grouped the entries around them, so one passes the same dates over and over again. The most important of these themes are Coole Park (the country place, celebrated by Yeats, that Lady Gregory inherited from her husband), the Abbey Theatre, the Terror and the Civil War, and the long, complicated battle over Sir Hugh Lane’s collection of pictures. In most of these contexts, Lady Gregory was fighting against the British government, but in all of them, in a less direct, less conscious way, she was fighting against the native Irish, whom she loved and championed but by no means resembled.

The ambiguity of Lady Gregory’s position comes out particularly in the period of the “troubles.” She was in sympathy with the agrarian revolution, she planned to sell her land to the government and remain in Coole Park only as a tenant, and in any case she and her husband had had a good record as landlords, but none of this stopped the peasants from constantly prowling around her dwindled demesne, cutting down the young trees in the plantations, stealing the fruit that she was always ready to give away, and making blackmailing demands for “subscriptions.” She was on their side, but they were not altogether on hers, and it is queer to watch her torn one way politically and the other way emotionally, approving the breakup of the great estates and yet yearning to keep the beloved house and gardens for her grandchildren. Even her horror of the Black and Tans,1 the banditti let loose by the British government in 1919, was colored by class feeling. On hearing that fifteen officers of the Guards had volunteered to join this force, Lady Gregory remarked, “I say … it would be an improvement to have at leas gentlemen.” She wrote articles in the British press denouncing the Black and Tans, but—once again with an eye on her grandchildren—left the article unsigned, because she wanted to preserve Coole unburned.

Lady Gregory’s son, Robert, had been killed in Italy in the first World War fighting for the British government.2 Even after the Easter Rising, it stil seemed natural to her to send her grandson to Harrow and to defend the English public-school system against Bernard Shaw. Politically, she was always for Ireland against England—even, to some extent, for the Republicans against the Free State government—but instinct and trainin pulled her in the other direction. So far as the Abbey Theatre went, it wa chiefly the puritanism and hypocrisy of the Catholic Irish that had to be fought against. When O’Casey’s “The Plough and the Stars” was first performed, the audience stormed the stage because members of the Citizen Army were shown carrying their flag into a public house. There were also objections to the inclusion of a prostitute among the characters, on the ground that there were no prostitutes in Dublin. How ready Lady Gregory was to put her own feelings aside, and how close her ties were with the fashionable English world, is revealed in the struggle over the Lane pictures. Her nephew, Sir Hugh Lane, had amassed an extremely valuable collection of paintings, which he left in his will to the National Gallery, in London. Later, shortly before being drowned in the sinking of the Lusitania, he added a codicil leaving them to the city of Dublin instead. It was evident that he meant them to go to Dublin, but the codicil, not having been witnessed, was not legal, and the incident ended with the British government’s keeping the pictures, or most of them. Intermittently for years, right through every kind of public and private disaster, Lady Gregory was pulling wires in London—a shabby old figure with dripping umbrella, but able because of her family connections to get the ear of a surprising variety of influential people. She did not care what their political color might be if there was any chance that they would help her to recover the Lane pictures. She even contemplated trying the Royal Family, and was told that “the King would be no use … the Queen might possibly do something.” Oddly enough, the British politician who backed her up most strongly was the vicious reactionary and Unionist Sir Edward Carson, who had armed the Ulster Volunteers in 1912 and prosecuted Casement in 1916.

There was almost no English or Irish literary man of her day, nor were there many people distinguished in other fields, whom Lady Gregory did not know or at least meet, and her diaries contain a considerable amount of informative gossip about Shaw, Yeats, Kipling, Cosgrave, De Valera, Michael Collins, and many another. She herself almost never makes a witty or illuminating remark, but she gives the impression of being a good observer and a truthful reporter, and her account, for instance, of John Dillon’s comments on the Easter Rising probably has real historical value. These diaries cover only the fag end of her enormous life. She was born in 1852 and married in 1880 a man much older than herself. At the date when the diaries start, her husband had been dead a quarter of a century, her son had only two years to live, the hardest part of the struggle for the Abbey Theatre was over, and the chance of a decent settlement between England and Ireland had passed away. It was certainly a heroic life, and probably it was a useful one. Without her, Yeats might have written less, and it is conceivable that O’Casey would never have been heard of. In 1930, aged seventy-eight, with cancer of the breast and with not much money, she could be on the whole contented: “I used long ago to say I should like, I thought, to live until Richard’s 21st birthday. And it comes tomorrow. … It is a contrast to Robert’s coming-of-age, with the gathering of cousins and the big feast and dance for the tenants—Coole no longer ours. But the days of landed property have passed. It is better so. Yet I wish someone of our blood would after my death care enough for what has been a home so long, to keep it open.”

However, no one could keep Coole open, for it was demolished after Lady Gregory’s death. Roxboro’, the house where she was born, had been burned down years earlier, during the “troubles.” Since then, the Anglo-Irish gentry have vanished or turned into fossils, the priests have tightened their grip, and the Irish literary movement has not lived up to its promise. The tensions that produced it have been resolved and the special type represented by Lady Gregory—the conqueror who identifies himself with the subject race—has no longer much function.




3219. To George Woodcock

19 April 1947 Typewritten

Barnhill

Isle of Jura

Argyllshire

Dear George,

Thanks for your letter which I got yesterday.

Certainly the University Observer can reprint the article if they want to.1

We are here till early October, so if you feel like coming drop in any time before then. But try and give me good notice (it’s best to write quite 10 days ahead because of slowness of posts), because of arranging about meeting you. There are boats to Jura on Mondays, Wed.s and Fridays, so one can travel up to Glasgow by the night train, but it’s safer to sleep the preceding night in Glasgow because sometimes the night trains are late and then you miss the boat train. The itinerary is:

8 am leave Glasgow Central for Gourock. Join boat at Gourock.

About 1 pm reach East Tarbert.

Travel to West Tarbert by bus (runs in conjunction with boat). Join boat at

West Tarbert.

Reach Craighouse (Jura) about 3.30 pm.

Hired car to Lealt, where we meet you.

They have had an awful winter here and everything is very backward. The weather is still cold now, but it’s been a bit better the last day or two and I’ve managed to get a few seeds in. Richard had a bad accident a few days ago—he feel off a chair on to a jug which broke under him and cut his forehead very badly. However we got him to the doctor and it was stitched up neatly, so don‘t think there will be a very bad scar. There have been no after-effects, and he didn’t seem worried by it after the first few minutes.

David Martin has just sent me a copy of his book on the Tito–Mihailovich business (publishers Prentice-Hall.)2 You ought to notice it in “Freedom” if you can—I don’t suppose it will get much publicity in the British press. Love to Ingie.3

Yours

George




3220. Domestic Diary

19.4.47. A better day. Sunny & not much wind, though not very warm. Evening blowy & cold, with some rain. Sea roughish outside the bay.

Dug some more of patch, weeded & limed strawberries. These do not now look so bad, & there are fewer gaps than I thought. Unlikely to give much fruit this year, however.

Only one of the roses is still showing no buds (an American pillar1). One by the gate (Alberic Barbier2), which I thought dead, has a tiny bud down near the root, so I cut it down to just above the end. Made 2 cement blocks, about 1 ft. square & 2″ deep (or even less), reinforced with wire netting. Will do as part of path. NB. for 2 square feet of cement block, 5 fire shovels of sand & one of cement needed—more if it is to be at least 2″ thick, as it should be.

20.4.47. Very violent gale all last night, & much rain. Today till about 5 pm blowing hard, mostly from south, cold & usually raining. Sea very rough, breaking right over the point. This evening calmer, some interludes of sunshine, but still far from warm.

Could not do much out of doors. Shot a rabbit, the first this year. I notice that when rabbits are shy the ones one succeeds in shooting are almost invariably gravid females. I never fancy eating these. I suppose it is partly because the pregnant ones are less in a hurry about running away, but last year females preponderated so greatly among the rabbits I shot as to make me wonder whether they are actually more numerous than the males.

Alastair & the D.s3 in a great state with the sheep. They are lambing in such a state of weakness that they have no milk, sometimes actually refuse to take their lambs, & even now that the grass is coming on, some of them are too weak to graze. The D.s say the gulls & hoodies attack weak sheep, & yesterday took the eye out of one of them.

21.4.47. Awful weather. Violent gale all last night, & still more so this morning, at times so strong that one could hardly stay on one’s feet. Chicken-house blown off its base–fortunately not damaged. Shall have to fix it down with guy ropes. Rain most of day. About 4 pm finer & some sun, but wind not abating. Sea rough.

Bottle of brandy lasts A. & me i week, with a fairly good peg each (a bit less than a double) once a day.

Did nothing out of doors.

22.4.47. A better day. Wind still high, but not much rain, some interludes of sun, & somewhat warmer. Sea calming down a little.

Still not feeling well enough to do much out of doors. A. finished digging the first plot in the ploughed patch. Room there for 4 rows of potatoes (about 10 lb. of seed). Am going to use some of D. D’s seed–Great Scott I think.

Took down the corrugated iron at the side of the house. Will be enough to cover hen-house, & the frame it was on will make a gate for the run. Impossible to finish this job till the wind drops. Cut sticks for dwarf peas. Began cutting bean sticks. The lone sheep in the field has lambed. Does not take much notice of the lamb, & walks on whenever the latter begins to suck. Nevertheless she made a demonstration when I picked the lamb up with the idea of taking it indoors. Lamb fairly strong, though it only seemed to me to weigh a pound or two.

Many more birds round the house owing to chaff in the yard. Still no sparrows, but flocks of chaffinches almost as numerous as sparrows. Qy. whether these also attack peas & beetroots.

Fruit bushes now mostly budding fairly well.

D.D. says the cuckoo is usually heard here earlier than this. Swallows, on the other hand, do not usually appear till about May 12th.

Cannot be sure, but I think we are using quite 4 galls of paraffin a week—if so, the current barrel will give out about the end of May (have another in stock). The reason is the cold weather & consequent use of Valor stoves. One of these uses quite ½ gall a day if burning all the time.

Some rain after about 7 pm.

To be ordered for next year (better order early this time.)

3 cooking apple trees

4 plums

1 damson

1 greengage

1 quince

6 cherries (eating)

2 doz bush roses

1 doz° peony roots (red & pink)

200 tulip bulbs

Strawberries? [crossed through] 3 loganberries [written in lighter ink]

[On facing page]

NB. Order also:

6 roses (2 climbing, 4 bush)

6 gooseberries.

23.4.47. Dreadful weather till about 4 pm. Violent wind, continuous rain, & very cold. After that somewhat better, mostly raining but a few intervals of sun. In the evening very still, rain still falling. Sea calms down with surprising speed.

The lamb born yesterday died this morning. A. found it in a moribund condition & brought it in. It was oozing blood from the mouth, & according to Alastair had been attacked by gulls or hoodies. The mother seems quite strong & well, but she more or less ignored the lamb from the start, so presumably she has no milk.

R. very poorly with feverish cold & cough, which started last night. However his forehead is making a good job of healing. The doctor took the stitches out today, & there were no complications & does not look as if there would be much of a scar. Seed potatoes (Great Scott) arrived yesterday. Can sow as soon as ground dries a little.

Some more primroses out. Gorse well out. Otherwise no wild flowers except a very occasional celandine.

Wind today strong enough to blow off some sticks of young rhubarb. Tulips not damaged, but they are more sheltered. All roses now budding except one.

24.4.47. Morning fine, windy & cold. In the afternoon rainstorms & showers alternating with sun. Some hail about 5.30pm. Cold all day, &wind strong until evening. Fined up the new patch with hoe & cultivator, but it will have to dry a bit before it is even possible to put potatoes in it. Began cutting bean sticks.

R. slightly better, but feverish again this evening.

Have ordered trees etc. for next year.

All apple trees now budding except the James Grieve, which looks rather as if it were dead. No buds on raspberries yet. I think all the other fruit bushes are budding. NB. the Jas. Grieve was the one with the broken root.

25.4.47. Vile weather. Very cold, rain almost continuous, & strong wind from about midday onwards. Mud worse than ever. Did nothing out of doors. R’s cough still bad, & temperature high during most of day.

Saw in the distance a bird which might have been a martin.

Violent, driving rainstorms during the evening.

26.4.47. A much better day. Fine, windy & less cold. Ground drying up nicely, but still not quite fit for the potatoes. Dug a little more of the ploughed patch, sowed spring onions (White Lisbon), began cutting grass between fruit trees. Patches of this can be cut with the mower, but one has to take the clumps of old grass off with the scythe or sheers.° The second cutting could be done with the mower.

R. seems better—hardly any temperature at 6pm, & the rash, which was over most of him including his legs a few hours earlier, had temporarily disappeared.

A. heard the cuckoo this morning.

They have now finished ploughing the field in front of the house. A bout 4½ acres, & yesterday & today I should say they were on it about 8 hours in all, including two occasions when the tractor was bogged. They have taken in a bit more than last year, which will mean fewer rushes.

A. saw a mountain hare, still almost white! Presumably when they change colour is determined simply by the temperature.

It is now definitely established that R. has measles. He will have to be in bed another week & stay indoors for a week after that.

27.4.47. Violent rain all night, or almost all night. Huge pools everywhere this morning.

Morning rainy & cold. Afternoon mostly sunny & windy, with some rainstorms. Net effect of day has probably been to dry the ground slightly.

Did nothing out of doors. Made frame for gate of hen-run. Very heavy, & it will be difficult to hinge it, as I not only have no hinges of that size, but the piece it will hang on is not straight. The gate will have to rest on the ground, in which case the best way to hinge it is probably with ropes or wires. Ideally one would put wheels at the bottom of the gate, but I think skids (bottom of barrel) will do if I level the ground.

R. better. Tried to make jigsaw puzzle for him, but can only cut pieces with straight edges as my only coping-saw blade is broken.

A. yesterday saw unidentified duck-like birds—probably some kind of diver.

Saw a swallow (or martin—only a glimpse.)

28.4.47. Rain in the night (& hail, according to K.D.) Most of today blowy & overcast, with rain showers & fair patches alternating. Evening still & fine. Cold all day. This evening is about the first time the wind has dropped in a week or more. I do not think it has shifted away from the west all that time.

Set up gate on its skid, which seems fairly satisfactory.

Heard the cuckoo (first time). Primroses now comparatively numerous, buds getting fairly thick on the hazels, wild irises about 6″ to 1′ high. No sign of bracken growing yet.

29.4.47. Seemingly no rain during last night. Rain began about 10 am & fell almost continuously (not very heavy) till about 8 pm, when it cleared somewhat.

Everything is again a morass. There has been much less wind than yesterday.

Could not do anything out of doors. Cemented crack in larder wall. We are using up oil very fast, owing to having two Valor stoves going all day. Impossible to get hold of dry firewood in this weather. Even in the barn, which is quite watertight, it stays damp, & I notice that cement takes days to get dry.




3221. To Janama[image: Images]ci Rāmakrisna

30 April 1947 Copy; reproduced from Telugu edition1

Barnhill, Isle of Jura

Argyllshire,

Scotland

Dear Mr. Ramakrishna,°

Many thanks for your letter of March 22nd, which only got to me last week.

I should be delighted for “Animal Farm” to be translated into Telugu.2 The copyright is mine, so you can deal with me directly. I do not want any payment, but I should be obliged if you could send me two or three copies of the translation when it is published.

Yours truly,

(Sd.) George Orwell




3222. To Miss Sunday Wilshin

30 April 1947 Typewritten

Barnhill

Isle of Jura

Argyllshire

Dear Miss Wilshin,1

Many thanks for your letter of the 23 rd.

I am afraid I cannot undertake any talks at present. I am trying to write a book and do not want to do anything else, and in any case I shall be up here until October. Please forgive me.

Yours sincerely

[Signed] Geo. Orwell

George Orwell




3223. Domestic Diary

30.4.47. A MUCH BETTER day, though very cold. No rain, sun shining all day, & a raging wind from the north which has dried things up considerably.

Peas, lettuces & turnips have all just appeared, but the chaffinches have pulled up, I think, all the lettuce seedlings, & at any rate many of the turnips. They were also starting on the peas. Re-sowed lettuces & covered seeds with wire, which I should have done at the beginning. Three gooseberry bushes still not budding. Some of the raspberries budding down near the roots—I should probably have cut the canes off short when I put them in. Jas. Grieve still has no signs of buds. Weeds are now getting started.

Dug a little more, finished cutting the grass between fruit trees, staked the peas. Next time this grass can be cut entirely with the machine, & the holes where I dug out rushes can be filled & re-sown or turfed. Started new cylinder of Calor Gas today (nb. to order 2 more). Should last till first week in June. There is less paraffin than I thought (1–2 weeks supply, I should say). However we have a barrel in hand.

1.5.47. Fine day. No rain, though it looked threatening for about half an hour in the afternoon. Otherwise sunny all day. Less wind than yesterday, but still cold.

Sowed potatoes (Great Scott), 5 rows, about 15 lb. of seed, or perhaps nearer 20 lb. Rooted up old gooseberry bushes. With help of Neal McArthur & Duggie Clark,1 got hen house on to base. Trust it will not be blown down again before I can fix bolts.

Killed a mouse in the larder. A. came out to tell me there was one there behaving in a very bold way. Went in & found it eating something on the floor & paying no attention to either of us. Hit it with a barrel stave & killed it. It is curious how the tameness of animals varies from one day to another.

Gooseberries & currants forming on the old plants—however there are very few of these, & I can hardly expect my own bushes to fruit this year.

2.5.47. Fine all day. Warmer than yesterday & very little wind. Overcast for a while in the afternoon & literally a few drops of rain.

Put corrugated iron on chicken house. Should stay on, I think, but it still remains to anchor the house down. I cannot bolt it to the floor because I have no bolts long enough. Examined how DD’s henhouse is wired down. Huge rocks are placed at either side of the house & a piece of fence wire wound round them double. Then a double strand of wire passed round the wire on the stones, & over the roof. This wire is then tightened up by twisting. I think this is the normal method here.

For the first time this year, saw one or two youngish rabbits. Chaffinches etc. still flocking to roost, so they cannot have nests yet. The chaffinches have evidently destroyed all the turnips, so I shall have to re-sow.

Paraffin barrel feels as if it will only last a few more days—ie. about 1 month instead of 2 as I anticipated. However there may have been less in it than I thought when we left last year.

R. came downstairs for first time today. Also had his bandage off for the first time. Scar has healed beautifully & is not very conspicuous.

3.5.47. Cold & overcast nearly all day. Light rain during much of afternoon. Evening somewhat finer, but cold. Sea rough.

Could not do much out of doors. Dug a little more, made seed-protector, re-sowed turnips. NB. that even with wire netting over them the chaffinches still go for the seeds. They are not afraid to go under the netting.

The last rose has a bud, so there are no dead ones. Some of the new currant bushes which are in fairly full leaf have currants on them, though of course not very many.

4.5.47. Fine all day, except for a very few spots of rain for a few minutes in the evening. Not very sunny, but warmer than yesterday. Sea still rough in the morning, calming down in the evening.

Dug a little more, finished cutting grass between beds of fruit bushes, sowed clarkia, marigolds, Shirley poppies, candytuft.

Frogspawn failed to hatch out, probably owing to not adding fresh water, which I did not think to be necessary before the tadpoles hatched.

A few strawberries showing flower buds.

Chaffinches still going for the turnip seed, in spite of wire & cottons. Shot one & left its body on the bed. Probably the effect of this will only last for a day or two.

Looking down towards the sea, over the wood, hardly a green leaf to be seen anywhere.

Drum of paraffin almost at an end—almost 5 weeks less than I thought. But there may have been less in it than I imagined to start with.

Sending for 2 cylinders of calor gas. (Have sent empties).

5.5.47. Mostly overcast, with a few sunny intervals & some wind. A few short showers.

Dug a little more, cut bean sticks, staked cherry trees, pegged down henhouse—very amateurish job, but probably enough for the summer winds.

Many primroses now out. Stonecrop barely visible & has not started growing. They have not heard the cuckoo at Ardlussa yet.

They sowed & harrowed the field in front of the house today. The seed was sown first on to the raw ploughed soil (broadcasting about 4½ acres only seemed to take about 2 hours), then the field was harrowed twice over afterwards. Did not know it was possible to do it this way round, & would have thought it meant burying the corn at very uneven depths & for the most part much too deeply, as where raw sods have been turned up you get a furrow quite 8" deep. It has the advantage that the seed all rolls down into the furrows & thus comes up in rows, but it tends to do this any way, as even after harrowing a trace of the furrows remains.

Drum of paraffin gave out today.

D’s trap killed an enormous rat in the byre.

6.5.47. Some rain in the morning, sunny & windy in the afternoon. Somewhat warmer.

Dug a little more, retrained cherry trees & one of the espalier apples. These last have masses of blossom coming, but not much of it is likely to stay on, also it may not get fertilised if the other apples do not blossom.

Bracken fronds now coming up.

7.5.47. Very still all day, & mostly overcast. A little very light rain in the morning. Sea calm.

Sowed peas (Daisy, 2nd early, 1½ ft) & lettuces. A few of the first lot of lettuces seem to have survived the chaffinches.

Several of the rhubarb plants have died—reason, probably, that they were young tender plants & I put too much cow manure on top of them. Raspberries are now mostly budding round the roots. Three gooseberries still not budding & I am afraid they are dead.

Began new drum of paraffin today. Should last to end of July at least, but NB. to start agitating for a new drum some time in June.

One or two of the primroses I transferred beginning to flower.

8.5.47. Morning still & overcast. Some rain during afternoon. Fairly warm.

Began putting wire round hen-run.

9.5.47. Beautiful, warm, still day, sunny till evening. The first day since we have been here when it was pleasant to sit about out of doors. Sea very calm.

Not well enough to do much. Cut grass in front of house (a lot of ragwort etc., but this can be easily kept down by frequent cutting). Inspected peat beds. Peat now dry enough to cut. Made tousling fork. Lit rubbish fire.

Gladioli (planted 13.4.47) showing here & there.

Saw violets in bloom (first I have seen this year, but A. had seen them earlier.)

Another dead deer up not far from the ruined hut. They say a lot have died this winter.

Saw a swallow sitting on the ground, which I think is unusual.

An hour or two’s rain in late evening.

12.5.47. In bed last 3 days. 8 tablets M&B.2 on 10.5.47. Very sick until this morning. Got up for some hours this afternoon. Still shaky.

A thunderstorm & heavy rain for an hour or two on the evening of10.5.47, otherwise all these days warm & still. Vegetation jumping remarkably.

Wild cherries covered with blossom. One or two tulips out. Shirley poppies sown 4.5.47 are up. A good many gladioli now showing.

13.5.47. Better. Went out a little, but did not do anything.

Beautiful day. Vegetation all jumping.

They sowed the field with rye-grass today. This comes up later than the oats & is not much affected by the reaping of the latter. The following year it can be harvested as hay, but in this case will be left as pasture at least the first year. The seed is sown with a “spinner,” which shoots it out in all directions—being so light, it would be difficult to broadcast in the ordinary way. By operating a small lever, some of the seed comes out of the bag onto a tin disc divided into sections, which can rotate rapidly. The sower walks along slowly, with the apparatus hanging round his neck, & rotates the disk by working a bow to & fro. One sack did whole field (4½ acres.)

Outboard has arrived at Ardlussa. Can fetch boat next week, when car is running.

Have ordered hens—8 28 week old pullets, preferably R.I.R. X W.L.3 crosses. They have to come from Yorkshire, a long journey.

14.5.47. Blowy & overcast in morning, but fairly warm. Rain a good deal of afternoon.

Somewhat better. Put some more of the wire round the hen run. Will need a good deal of pegging down.

Cast a plug for bathroom basin out of lead. There is something in this operation that I do wrong. Although it lies quite smooth in the melting pot, the lead always boils & splutters when poured into the mould, & one does not seem to be able to get a cast free from flaws. Q. because of differences of temperature. In that case ought one to heat the mould?

R. is 3 years old today.

Cylinder of Calor gas gave out, after only a fortnight! Gas from new cylinder difficult to light because pressure appears too strong. Perhaps the filling of these things is irregular.

15.5.47. Morning blowy & rather cold. Some showers in afternoon, then fine & warm. Evening pleasant & still. Sea calm.

Went on with wire netting. Nearly finished, apart from pegging down etc. Cut sticks for gladioli (first bed are now all up.)

Went over to Kinuachdrach for first time in about 10 days. A few bluebells out. Some blackthorn just budding (I remember that we did not find any sloes last year.) Hazels barely leafing. Saw the brown flies one finds on cowdung for the first time this year. Bluebottles getting fairly common.

K.D. says last night’s wireless announced no poultry were to be sent from England to Scotland, to prevent spread of some disease or other. There is certainly some order about not importing poultry into the U.K. from abroad. Shall perhaps hear next mail from the dealer to whom I wrote.

Lettuces sown 7.5.46° are up, but not the onions sown a few days earlier.

16.5.47 Fine & sunny all day, but wind rather chilly at times.

Finished putting wire up (still needs pegging down.)

Cleaned strawberry bed & trimmed edges, cut down raspberries. Weeds now getting very rampant.

Onions coming up.

17.5.47. Overcast, but not very cold. Rain or drizzle all afternoon & evening.

Sowed parsley, cut more gladiolus sticks (now have enough.) Slugs getting more numerous. Trying tobacco powder round lettuces.

A. saw some kind of whale crossing the bay this morning. Perhaps a grampus,4 like last year.

Saw one of the white-collared rabbits, in the same place as usual. First time this year.

Stonecrop at last starting to grow on the rocks. Wild irises a foot or eighteen inches high.

18.5.47. Evidently a good deal of rain in the night. This morning blowy & overcast, with some rain. Afternoon sunny, but coldish all day.

Dug a little more (still cannot dig much), cut out place for marrow bed, pegged down wire (one or two corners still a bit sketchy.)

Tulips we bought as mixed are nearly all yellow.




3224. To Secker & Warburg

19 May 1947


Only a record that this letter existed in the files of Secker & Warburg has been traced. It was addressed to David Farrar, Publicity Manager.






3225. Domestic Diary

19.5.47. Beautiful sunny day. Sea calm.

Sowed Marrows (bush) out of doors under pots, ie tins with hole in the bottom. NB. to look in about a week & see if they have germinated. Sticked gladioli, hoed turnips, began thinning second bed. Pruned roses some more, as they seem to need it.

One or two other apple trees now budding. Those on the cordon trees are now opening & probably will not get fertilised. One or two blossoms coming on the cherry trees.

20.5.47. Beautiful, hot, still day.

Prepared ground for beetroots. Cut bean sticks. Some strawberries setting fruits. A good many apple blossoms open. Corn in field in front of house well up. Large king-cups in marshy places. Primroses out everywhere.

Reflections of the lighthouses on the islands visible today, which is said locally to be a sign that rain is coming.

If weather is fine, we intend bringing the boat home on Sunday (25th).




3226. To Leonard Moore

21 May 1947 Typewritten
 
Barnhill

Isle of Jura

Argyllshire

Dear Moore,

Many thanks for your letter, and the account.

I am glad “Animal Farm” is to be broadcast in New Zealand and South Africa. As you say, it would be better to see the proposed alterations, but it doesn’t matter so much if it is only cuts.

As to the Swiss magazine. At another time I would like to take up their offer but I don’t want to do so now. I am struggling with this book1 which I may finish by the end of the year—at any rate I shall have broken its back by then so long as I can keep well and keep off journalistic work until the autumn. I am therefore trying to make no commitments before then. You could perhaps be kind enough to explain this in replying to them?

I have never written anything you could properly call a short story. I have written sketches. Of course I have no copies here at all, but I could tell you some suitable ones in case you can get hold of copies, which is never easy now:

“Shooting an Elephant” (“New Writing” 1936, and reprinted a number of times.)

“A Hanging” (the “Adelphi” 1931, reprinted in the “Savoy” 1947.)
 
“Looking Back on the Spanish War” (“New Road”, published by the Grey Walls Press, 1943 or 1944—1943 I think.)2

“How the Poor Die” (“Now” 1947.)3

Yours sincerely

Eric Blair




3227. Domestic Diary

21.5.47. Still day, overcast in morning, sunny most of afternoon. Sea very calm, rather misty.

Began cutting peat. Cut 200 blocks, which takes 2 people 2 hours, including stripping off the turf beforehand. Slung a rope round them, which I hope may keep the deer & cattle off. We hope to cut not less than 1000 blocks in all.

Put tobacco dust on apple trees. NB. to wash off tomorrow. Four of the trees, ie. of those in the grass, have quite a lot of blossom coming, but it will probably not coincide with the espalier trees.

Thrift flowering.

So many cormorants always in the bay that I think there must be a colony of nests down there, as at this time of year they could not be constantly at a long distance from their nesting places.

22.5.47. Overcast, but not cold. Very little wind. Light rain most of afternoon. Sea calm.

Sowed beetroots & turnips.

Hens have arrived, ie. at Ardlussa. Will presumably get here on Saturday.

Don’t yet know what kind (ordered crosses if possible, failing that pure R.I.Rs.)

23.5.47. Beautiful warm day. Sea calm.

Moved wire from round fruit patch, cut grass in front of house, began cutting among fruit trees. Applied sodium chlorate to some of the rushes & nettles.

Some of the leaves of apple trees still do not look too good.

Cow bogged last night. When dragged out, she was too weak to stand, & had to be given gruel which A. made.

24.5.47. Not so warm as yesterday, & more blowy. Wind changing round to all quarters. Sea rather rough.

Brought in bits of stonecrop which I want to attempt acclimatising. Thrift stuck in last year has taken pretty well.

Hens have arrived (Rhodes). They have been waiting at Ardlussa since the 21st, during which time they laid 6 eggs. By the look of them all or most are coming into lay.

The F.s1 yesterday got a lot of gulls eggs, of which however a good many were already sat-on, so it is evidently now too late. Mem. that about the 15th-20th must be the proper date. But they also got a lot of good ones & gave us 16. Surprisingly large eggs, as large as hens’ eggs. Perhaps of the black-backed gull or herring gull. These could not be sold as counterfeit for plovers eggs, as I think used to be done with some gulls’ eggs.

Slugs are eating marigolds. Trying tobacco powder.

25.5.47. Fine, but windier than yesterday. Went over to Ardlussa with the idea of bringing the boat back, but the sea seemed too rough.
 
Everything at Ardlussa more forward than here.
 
Hens laid no eggs.


 

3228. To George Woodcock

26 May 1947 Typewritten; handwritten postscript

Barnhill

Isle of Jura

Argyllshire

Dear George,

Thanks for your letter of the 18th.

I don’t know if anything has transpired about the French edition of “Animal Farm.” The edition which Pathé are doing ought to be out by now. Do you think it would be possible for M. Prunier to write to my agents who have all the dope. Their address is: Christy & Moore, The Ride Annexe, Dukes Wood Avenue, Gerrards Cross, Bucks.

I can’t write anything now. I’ve read, or read in, David Martin’s book on Mihailovich, but it’s a subject on which I am far from being an expert, and in any case I am struggling with this book of mine and trying not to do any journalism. I shan’t finish the book by the end of the year, but I hope to break its back, which I shan’t do if I undertake other jobs.

It’s just possible the Observer would give Inge some kind of nominal assignment for Germany. They’d at any rate be glad to consider anything she wrote while there, and if she seemed to them a promising correspondent I suppose they could give her some kind of status. It’s a pity I’m not in London, but what I would advise is, ring up the Observer and ask to see Mr Tomlinson,1 the news editor. About Tuesday or Wednesday is the best day. When Inge sees him she should mention my name and say I thought the proposition would interest them. Rub it in that she speaks German and can get some secure news from the Russian zone. Or I suppose Tribune might do. You probably know either Fyvel or Evelyn Anderson.2 In their case you can say more plainly that what she really wants is the status of a correspondent.

The weather has cheered up after being filthy for weeks, and things are growing at last. Richard is blooming after all his calamities. The place on his forehead has healed up nicely, though of course it has left a scar. We have just started cutting peat, which I think is really less work than cutting wood. We hope to see you both here some time.

Yours

George

P.S. Do you know if Kravchenko’s book3 (the American title was “I chose Freedom”) has come out yet? If so, do you think the Freedom Bookshop could get & send me a copy? I asked Simmonds to get me one but he hasn’t done so.




3229. Domestic Diary

26.5.47. Fine & very blowy. Sea rough, calming somewhat towards evening.

Cut more peat (150 blocks), continued cutting grass between trees.

I potato showing, from second lot. The others (sown 17.4.47) still not up, but they are germinating, as I uncovered one or two to see.

Some showers in late evening.

No eggs.

27.5.47. Still & fairly warm. Overcast a good deal of the time. Sea fairly calm.

Cut peat (150 blocks) & put the first lot into threes. Thinned clarkia (slugs have eaten some of them), put sodium chlorate on docks in back yard.

With A. & myself working together, cutting peat seems to work out pretty regularly at 100 blocks an hour. If one doubles this, to allow for the time taken up in turning, stacking & carting, it would take about 40 hours work (for 2 people) to bring in a ton of peat. No doubt practiced diggers can do it immensely faster, & also it would be easier if there were 3 or 4 people, which saves changing from one operation to another.

28.5.47. Fine day, mostly windy. Sea roughish till evening, when it calmed down.

Did nothing out of doors, as I was busy making a post-box.

Turnips sown 22.5.47 are up.

Still no eggs. Janet McK.1 said the hens they got from England went off lay for a week after arriving.




3230. To Leonard Moore

29 May 1947 Typewritten

Barnhill

Isle of Jura

Argyllshire

Dear Moore,

I see from the enclosed account that Penguin Books still seem to be selling copies of “Burmese Days.” In that case do you think it would be possible to get a few copies from them? Last time I asked they said they had none left, and I have only one copy of the book in the world.1

Yours sincerely

[Signed] Eric Blair

Eric Blair




3231. Domestic Diary

29.5.47 Some rain in night. Light rain & rolling mists a good deal of the day. Sea calmer.

Sowed alyssum (annual), thinned first lot of turnips. The Jas. Grieve apple is evidently not dead. The deaths therefore —from about 90 plants excluding the strawberries—are 3 gooseberries, 1 blackcurrant, 3 roots of rhubarb, about ½ dozen raspberries. Not bad considering late planting & very bad weather conditions.

2 eggs (the first we have had).

A good many potatoes up from first lot.

30.5.47. Still & warm.

Ian1 brought boat round last night, as they were going round to Glengarrisdale to collect drift. Took her round to Kinuachdrach. Some trouble in starting (plug not very good.)

This afternoon landed on island at mouth of harbour to see if the terns are nesting yet. Had not started, but found one gull’s egg.

A. saw some more fawn-coloured rabbits.

Bluebells about in full swing.

No eggs.




3232. To Fredric Warburg

31 May 1947 Typewritten

Barnhill

Isle of Jura

Argyllshire

Dear Fred,

Many thanks for your letter. I have made a fairly good start on the book and I think I must have written nearly a third of the rough draft. I have not got as far as I had hoped to do by this time, because I have really been in most wretched health this year ever since about January (my chest as usual) and can’t quite shake it off. However I keep pegging away, and I hope that when I leave here in October I shall either have finished the rough draft or at any rate broken its back. Of course the rough draft is always a ghastly mess having very little relation to the finished result, but all the same it is the main part of the job. So if I do finish the rough draft by October I might get the book done fairly early in 1948, barring illnesses. I don’t like talking about books before they are written, but I will tell you now that this is a novel about the future—that is, it is in a sense a fantasy, but in the form of a naturalistic novel. That is what makes it a difficult job—of course as a book of anticipations it would be comparatively simple to write.

I am sending you separately a long autobiographical sketch1 which I originally undertook as a sort of pendant to Cyril Connolly’s “Enemies of Promise,” he having asked me to write a reminiscence of the preparatory school we were at together. I haven’t actually sent it to Connolly or Horizon, because apart from being too long for a periodical I think it is really too libellous to print, and I am not disposed to change it, except perhaps the names. But I think it should be printed sooner or later when the people most concerned are dead, and maybe sooner or later I might do a book of collected sketches. I must apologise for the typescript. It is not only the carbon copy, but is very bad commercial typing which I have had to correct considerably—however, I think I have got most of the actual errors out.

Richard is very well in spite of various calamities. First he fell down and cut his forehead and had to have two stitches put in, and after that he had measles. He is talking a good deal more now (he was three a week or two ago.) The weather has cheered up after being absolutely stinking, and the garden we are creating out of virgin jungle is getting quite nice. Please remember me to Pamela and Roger.2

Yours

George




3233. Domestic Diary

31.5.47. Evidently a good deal of rain last night. Today still & warm, mostly not very sunny. Sea calm.

Finished cutting grass between trees, thinned clarkia & poppies. Beetroots (sown 22.5.47) are up. One marrow just poking through the earth.
 
2 eggs. Have started the hens on Karswood.1

We have started on the 50 gallon drum of petrol (which has to last till end of August). A. took out 9 galls.

1.6.47. Thunder & heavy rain during the night. Today mostly fine & warm, but misty, after a sharp shower in the morning.

Went over to Scarba.2 About 1/2 hour’s run in the boat (3–4 miles). When we returned the engine would not start (probably defective plug) & we were obliged to row. A stiff job, taking about 2 hours. Scarba much barer than Jura. Almost no trees, good grass. While there killed a very large snake.
 
Sowed lettuces.

1 egg.




3234. To John Gawsworth, Editor of The Literary Digest

2 June 1947 Typewritten

Barnhill

Isle of Jura

Argyllshire

Dear Sir,1

Many thanks for your letter of May 20th, which was forwarded to me here.

You may reprint the article on nonsense poetry from “Tribune.” 2

Yours faithfully

[Signed] Geo. Orwell

George Orwell




3235. Domestic Diary

2.6.47. Beautiful warm, still day, with some mist. Sea very calm. Cut peat (200 blocks). Applied more sodium chlorate.

2 eggs (a third hen is now in lay.)

2 roses now have buds. All except two apple trees have now blossomed. Second lot of gladioli have not come up well (only about half have appeared).

D.D. gave me a load of manure.

Cuckoos all over the place. Qy. whether they really change their note in June or merely become more irritating as they cease to be a novelty.

3.6.47. Still, cloudy & warm. No rain, though it looked like rain several times. Sea very smooth. Milk sours quickly this weather.

Finished preparing ground for beans. Greased outboard motor, cut petrol feed as I. M’K.1 suggested, & put in new plug. This was taken from the Austin & appeared to me as bad as the old one—however, have sent for new ones. Could not try engine as the boat was out of reach. Shall take the RAF dinghy round to Kinuachdrach as soon as the engine is running.

A. & B.D.2 went fishing last night—again nothing. Apparently there are only tiddlers about.

Blossom on the old pear tree in the hedge. However, when I arrived here last year (& everything was weeks earlier), I had the impression it had blossomed, but it gave no fruit. Alyssum is coming up. Rowan trees coming into blossom. Oaks in full leaf.

3. eggs. (10)

4.6.47. A good deal of rain in the night. Rain & “Scotch mist” almost all day. Ground very sodden.

Impossible to sow beans. Began sticking peas, fixed bolt on barn door, trimmed lamps.

Found a columbine in the garden (the old-fashioned purple kind). It must have survived here from the time when the house was last inhabited, about 12 years ago. The other flowers to survive are daffodils, snowdrops (both of these in great numbers), red hot pokers, monkshood.

Paraffin consumption at present only 1–2 gallons a week.

4 eggs (I think 5 hens are laying.) (14).




3236. Sir Edward Marsh: Talk on George Orwell

BBC French Service, 5 June 1947


On 5 June 1947, Sir Edward Marsh1 gave a talk in the French Service of the BBC on George Orwell. This included 1,230 words of Orwell’s ‘Politics and the English Language,’ for which a royalty of £2.2.0 was paid.






3237. Domestic Diary

5.6.47. Overcast, coldish, & raining lightly most of day. Clearing somewhat in evening. Sea calm.

Sowed beans (dibbed them, as the ground was very sticky) & sticked them. Made another attempt to get the engine started—no use. Cannot be sure till the new plugs arrive, but I am afraid the trouble may be the magneto, which I do not understand.

While with D.D. in the boat he landed on the island.

No terns’ eggs yet, but they appear to be making their nests (ie. scooping hollows). D.D. found a nest with two fledged chicks, dark & striped, about the size of a day-old chick. Probably oyster-catchers, as two of these are always round there.

A lot of water in the boat—however, this was probably mostly rainwater. No eggs.

6.6.47. Windy, mostly fine but some intervals of mist & light rain. Cut more grass. B.D. & D.D. caught one fish (small saythe) last night.

4 eggs (18).

7.6.47. Blowy, mostly fine. Coldish in morning. Sea rougher.

Last night shot a very young rabbit in the garden. Threw the corpse into the trench, whence it had disappeared this morning—presumably cats. NB. to put up the rest of the wire soon.

Put new plug in the motor-boat engine and, on the advice of Ian M’K. increased the proportion of petrol in the tank. The boat was high & dry, so I fitted the engine on the stern to try it, the propellor being clear of the ground. It started almost at once, & then would not stop, probably owing to throttle wire sticking. So it was running for about 5 minutes without water, & by the time the petrol in the carburettor gave out the grease in the gear box was sizzling. Trust no harm done. Tap of petrol barrel tends to drip.

Took out about a gallon, making 10 gallons.

3 eggs (21).

Received cwt. of maize yesterday from the F.s.

8.6.47. Blowy, coldish, raining on & off throughout the day. Wind mostly from west. Sea rough.

Another rabbit in the garden last night. Shot at him but missed him.

Sowed sweet peas (a few) & anchusas. Took up tulips & the 3 dead gooseberry bushes. From the look of the roots of one of these I thought it possible that it was not dead.

Drip from petrol drum seems to be about a pint in the 24 hours. If one lost one-tenth of this by evaporation, the loss would be about 1 gallon in 2 ½ months, which I suppose is not excessive.

2 eggs (23).




3238. To Leonard Moore

9 June 1947 Typewritten
 
Barnhill

Isle of Jura

Argyllshire

Dear Moore,

Many thanks for sending the two copies of “Burmese Days.” I wonder if you could arrange for copies of the following books to be sent with the author’s compliments. I have been asked for copies and have none here.
 
To M. J. Arquer,14 Rue de l’Ancienne Comedie, Paris 6eme.

“ Homage to Catalonia ”

“ Animal Farm.”

To Benedetto Croce.
 
“ Animal Farm. ”2

I suppose there are copies available. I have no idea of Croce’s address, except that he is in Italy, but as he is more or less a public figure (he was in the Italian government but I don’t think he is now) it should not be difficult to find it out.

I enclose the exemption certificates duly signed.

Yours sincerely

[Signed] Eric Blair

Eric Blair

P.S. A friend writes to say that the Italian publishing house Casa Editrice A. Mondadori, Via Corridoni 39, Milan, is anxious to buy the rights of all my books. I really don’t know how we stand about Italian translations and am asking them to communicate with you. 3




3239. To George Woodcock

9 June 1947 Typewritten

Barnhill

Isle of Jura

Argyllshire

Dear George,

I enclose cheque for £5–13–0, 13/– for a subscription to “Now” and £5 for the fund.1

All goes well here. My book is getting on very slowly but still it is getting on. I hope to finish it fairly early in 1948. The weather was wonderful for some weeks but has now turned rather nasty again. Richard is very well .We haven’t started catching any fish yet, but we have got a few hens and managed to wangle a bit of corn for them, so the food situation is fairly good. Please give my love to Inge. I hope it came to something about her visit to Germany.

Yours

George




3240. Domestic Diary

9.6.47. Fine warm day. Sea calm. Little wind.

Put up rest of wire netting (only gate uncovered now), cleared raspberry & rhubarb beds. Shot another young rabbit trying to get into garden.

In the evening tried to take the RAF dinghy round to Kinuachdrach, towing it behind the boat. Fearful job as the engine stopped half way (probably over-oiling) & we had to row, leaving the dinghy at old Kinuachdrach harbour until we can pick it up.

Saw an owl (first I have seen this year). It appeared to be definitely black & white.1

3 eggs (26).

10.6.47. Overcast all day, light rain most of the time. Little wind. Sea calm.

Cut grass in front. Made hens’ drinking trough. 5 roses now budding. No ramblers budding yet.

4 eggs (30).

NB. Petrol drip. This is put in a bottle & poured into car2 from time to time. Must keep note of amount used up in this way. To date, 3 pints.

11.6.47. Beautiful, still, hot day, about the best day we have had this year. Sea like glass.

Thinned carrots.
 
Took dinghy to Kinuachdrach. One cannot satisfactorily propel oneself by poling, so the best method will be to use a rope to pull oneself out by. Tried engine with more petrol in the mixture. It started at once, so over-oiling must have been the trouble.

Parsley (sown 17.5.47) just showing.

Petrol drip 4 pints.

4 eggs (34).

12.6.47. Beautiful still day, more misty than yesterday, but about equally hot in the afternoon. Sea very calm.

Cut peat (150 blocks) & put the rest into “threes.” The deer have been on it, but not seriously. Sowed parsnips.

Cotton grass out all over the place. Rowans in full bloom. Their flowers have the same smell as hawthorn or elder, but even more oppresive.° Cherries forming on the wild cherry trees (also on the little morello trees, but most of these will probably drop off.) All but 2 or 3 potatoes now through.

Saw the buzzard carrying a rat or something about that size in its claws. The first time I have seen one of these birds with prey.

Five rats (2 young ones, 2 enormous) caught in the byre during about the last fortnight. These rats seem to let themselves be caught very easily. The traps are simply set in the runs, unbaited & almost unconcealed. Also no precautions taken about handling them. I hear that recently two children at Ardlussa were bitten by rats (in the face, as usual.)

Petrol drip 5 pints.

5 eggs (39).

13.6.47. Evidently a good deal of rain in the night. Overcast all day, light drizzle a good deal of the time. Very still. Sea calm. Everything very sodden.

Foxgloves budding (in garden). Last year they were full out long before this.

Think hens have lice, applied DDT. Found what appeared to be the white of an egg in one nest, but no signs of shell. Possibly some kind of accident & not egg-eating.

Petrol drip 6 pints.

5 eggs (44).

14.6.47. Fine & still, but not so warm as the day before yesterday. Sea somewhat less calm.

Hoed potatoes, thinned turnips, gave strawberries liquid manure.

This evening two rabbits not only in the garden, but actually taking refuge under the house. There is a drain or something of the kind behind one of the apple trees, which D.D. warned me they went into during winter. The trouble is it probably leads out into the back yard, so that they have a way of circumventing the wire netting. Probably it is they & not slugs which have been eating down the clarkia. Closed hole with a slate jammed in place by a stone. NB. to put wire on gate.

A. & B.D. caught 16 fish last night (smallish).

Petrol drip 7 pints. To be on safe side better call it a gallon, making 11 gallons.

Fuchsia nearly in flower (last year in flower at end of May). 3 eggs (47).

15.6.47. Some rain in the night. Today sunny & windy, not very warm. Sea fresher. No breakers.

Got both the rabbits that were sheltering in the hole under the house, by pushing a trap inside the hole & then re-blocking it. Both young ones. As they both tried to get out this way, there cannot be any outlet the other end.
 
D.D. says the hole is only a ventilator.

Put a long rope from the shore to the anchor buoy, so that when the boat is out of reach one can get to her with the dinghy.

Took out 3 galls of petrol, making 14 galls.

Big drip, 1 ½ pints (drip worse after using tap.)

5 eggs (52).

Several raspberries I thought dead are sprouting.

Earthed up first lot of potatoes.

A. & B.D. caught 31 fish last night.

16.6.47. There may perhaps have been a little rain in the night. Most of day overcast, blowy & coldish. In the late afternoon strong wind from south, & a little rain. Sea rough, with heavy breakers outside. Seemed all right in Kinuachdrach harbour, the wind being in the south.

Sowed peas (last lot).

Having reset the trap in the hole under the house, caught a rat in it, (small one). So there may be a way through to the back for rats, though there evidently is not for rabbits.

Some wild irises out. D.D is sowing turnips, 2 acres. It will be a ghastly job thinning this quantity by hand.

Petrol drip, 3 pints.

6 eggs (58).

17.6.47. Pelting rain late last evening & some rain in night. This morning overcast, then clearing up for a few hours. More rain & wind this evening. Sea rough.

Baled out boat, which was full of water. Put wire over gate. Ditto round gooseberry bushes, to prevent R. getting at them.

Eggs & bacon3 just coming out. Some strawberries about the size of acorns.

A. starts waterglassing eggs today.4

Petrol drip 4 pints (not quite so bad now.)

5 eggs (63).




3241. To George Woodcock

18 June 1947 Typewritten

Barnhill, Isle of Jura, Argyllshire1

Dear George,

Yes, certainly the people in Munich may reprint the piece from “Now.”2

I’m glad you are managing to do some work, and that you contemplate writing something on Wilde. I’ve always been very pro-Wilde. I particularly like “Dorian Grey,” absurd as it is in a way. I just recently read Hesketh Pearson’s life of him—only the ordinary hack biography, but I found bits of it quite interesting, especially the part about Wilde’s time in prison. I don’t think I’d read a life of Wilde before, though years ago I read some reminiscences by Frank Harris,3 obviously untruthful, and part of a book by Sherard,4 answering Harris’s biography. I should like to read a more detailed account of the two trials. I was amused by that woman’s remarks in the American magazine you sent me.5 What an ass! The weather here has turned filthy again after being nice for a week or two.

Yours

George




3242. Domestic Diary

18.6.47. Evidently a good deal of rain in the night. Dense mists this morning, clearing off about 2 pm. Afternoon sunny & moderately warm, with little wind.

Earthed up second lot of potatoes. Thinned beetroots. Began turfing up holes in grass among fruit trees. A. applied sodium chlorate to rushes in side garden. Thinned marrows.

One rambler roses° has flower buds coming. The trees have set quite a lot of apples between them, but of course not many will stay on.

Big petrol drip (better today) 3½ pints.

No. of eggs now in waterglass, 9.

4 eggs (67).

19.6.47. A little rain in the night. Today a few brief showers, but mostly fine & still, moderately warm. Sea calm.

Tried outboard engine again. Ran perfectly at first, then, after stopping, refused to re-start. Landed on island. Found 3 terns’ eggs (not worth taking). Found dead tern. Struck by brilliant scarlet colour of its beak & legs. Oyster catchers which frequent the island evidently live almost exclusively on limpets. Struck by luxuriance of grass & wildflowers (thrift & stonecrop) on the island, which is about 40 yards long by 5–10 wide. Some deer living there. Apparently a deer swam out to it when being chased.

Saw two sheld-duck in the nearer bay. Eyebright in flower. Killed a green wasp (A. killed one some time ago.) D. D. rolled the oats in front of the house today. They are about 6” high, which I suppose is the right height to roll them at. Young wagtail being fed on the ground by parents. Afraid one hen is already broody.

Big petrol drip, 4 pints.

5 eggs (72).
 
20.6.47. (filling this in on 21.6.47).

Dense mist most of day, & a few light showers. Very still till evening, wind springing up about 6 pm & veering about. Sea calm. Went to Ardlussa by boat, car being punctured. Each way the journey Barnhill-Ardlussa took about 1¼ hours, with wind & sea against us. Hugged shore as close as possible. Engine runs all right if the mixture is exact, but still difficult starting.

Saw an eagle, sitting on ground, later taking to the wing, near the shore about half way between the new stable & the old stable.

Big petrol drip 5½ pints (worse when it is opened up). Took out a gallon, making 15 gallons.

4 eggs (76).

Cylinder of Calor Gas giving out. It was started on 15.5.47, so has run 5 weeks as scheduled. The previous cylinder must have been defective.

Some stonecrop beginning to flower on the rocks. Sea pinks past their best.

21.6.47. Dry, sunny & windy, not very warm. Wind in north in morning, later changing to west. Sea calm inshore, breakers in strait part of day.

Cut peat (150 blocks) & set up last lot. Cows had been over it, but not much damage. That completes the 1000 blocks. If dry weather should continue, it could be put into small piles in about a week, & into a single pile about a fortnight after that.

Weeded & hoed small seedlings, which get droopy in the dry wind. Slugs have eaten one of the two marrow plants—may possibly recover.

Shot a gull (kittiwake) for the tail feathers. Not very large or stiff. A goose’s wing feathers are definitely the best.

Caught another rat under the house (young one).

Started new cylinder of Calor Gas. Should run to nearly end of July.

Big petrol drip, 6 pints.

5 eggs (81).

22.6.47. Dry, warm & still. Sea calm.

A good many runner beans showing. Some sweet peas showing. Fuchsia almost out (last year out towards end of May), mallow out. A lot of roses coming on one or two of the plants.

Last night a deer (hind) in the corn. Don’t know where it got in, as gate was shut.

Forgot to mention yesterday killed a very large snake in the yard. It was lying on the coal-heap.

Big petrol drip 6½ pints.

6. eggs (87).

23.6.47. Overcast all day & raining most of the time. Clearing up a little in the evening. Sea variable, but part of the day roughish in the bay.

First peas have a flower or two. Gave them liquid manure. Slugs have destroyed one of the two marrow plants. Ought not to have thinned them out so early. Last lot of peas just showing.

Big petrol drip, 7 pints.

Eggs now in water glass, 12.

6 eggs (93).

Amount of paraffin in drum now about 20 galls (probably). NB. to order new drum soon.

24.6.47. Rain almost continuous all day. Coldish & blowy, wind mostly from SW. Sea rough.

Began clearing strawberry bed. It is time they were strawed up. There seem to be a fair number of strawberries coming, but very small.

Herd of cows came down from Lealt & have been on the peat, but hitherto not very badly.

Big petrol drip, 7¼ pints, say 1 gall, making 16 gallons.
 
Eggs now in waterglass, 17.

5 eggs (98). It is a month today since hens arrived, in which time they have averaged about 2 doz. a week.

25.6.47. Sunny & windy in the morning, looking like rain but not actually raining—Afternoon drier & a great deal warmer. Evening clouding over again.

Strawed strawberries (not enough straw.)

Two hens now broody, & 6 laying.

5 eggs (103).

26.6.47. Blowy & cold. A little sun in the afternoon, but not warm. No rain, but a damp feeling in the air. Evening overcast & looking like rain. Sea rough.

Sowed carrots & a few radishes.

A. & B.D. fished last night—nothing. It was decidedly rough, & last year when it was rough we generally did not catch anything except a few pollock. However, we never had an actually blank day in the Barnhill bay.

An eagle flew over the house yesterday.

Big petrol drip (including yesterday) ½ pint.

Eggs now in waterglass, 20.

3 eggs (106).

27.6.47. Overcast, warm & close. Strongish wind during part of afternoon, but most of day still. Once or twice it looked like rain, but no rain fell.

Set out to take boat down to the beach near Lealt & collect drift. As usual, boat started well at the beginning, then would not re-start after stopping at Barnhill to take A. & R. aboard. It took half an hour to get her started again, so ran back to Kinuachdrach. A. landed on island. About a dozen terns’ eggs—not worth taking as they are very tiny. 3 gulls’ eggs, which we took.fn1

Spotted orchis out in great numbers & very fine. Really well worth acclimatising if we could identify the bulbs in autumn. A. found one butterfly orchis. A good many wild irises now out.

Big petrol drip, 1 pint.

Took out ½ gall., making 16½ galls.

Parsnips still not up—perhaps bad seed.

5 eggs (111).

28.6.47. Close, warm & still. Overcast most of time, but some sun. Sea calm.

Set remaining peat up into “threes.” Cows had been on it, but not very badly. Some of what is undisturbed is very dry. Could be built up into small piles if we had two or three dry days running.

A few parsnips showing, but not very good.

Balancer meal arrived today, evidently 12 lb., 1 month’s ration.

An egg had been eaten in one of the boxes—no doubt accidently broken. In addition to this, 4 eggs (115)

29.6.47. Some rain in the night. This morning close & warm, afternoon somewhat colder, with a little more wind. Overcast all day. A few drops of rain occasionally. Sea roughish in morning, calming somewhat by evening.

Cut front grass. Transplanted a few lettuces. Slugs have had the last marrow—it may survive, but they have eaten the growing point out. Found a monstrous slug at it last night, in spite of a ring of soot & sand.

Went fishing last night,—nothing, though we did see one fish jump.

5 eggs (120).

30.6.47. Very still, overcast & damp all day. Rather close, getting cooler in evening. Light drizzling rain & dense mist all afternoon. Everything very sodden. Sea like glass.

Impossible to do much out of doors. Netted strawberries. Last night tried putting out bran mixed with Meta1 for slugs. A good many dead this morning—not certain, however, whether the net effect of this is not to attract slugs to the neighbourhood of plants one wants to protect.

Sweet peas well up, but there are only a very few of them—about 1 doz. seeds from each packet.

4 eggs (124).




3243. Background to ‘Toward European Unity’


Partisan Review had invited a number of well-known authors to contribute to a series to be called ‘The Future of Socialism.’ Orwell’s essay was the fourth (see 3070). Orwell’s title was probably ‘Towards European Unity.’ The U.S. text of Nineteen Eighty-Four changes his every use of ‘towards’ to ‘toward’ in that novel he wrote ‘toward’ only once. See CW, IX, 329. The series was translated into French, Italian, Dutch, and German and published under these titles:

‘L’avenir du socialisme,’ Echo, Tome 3, numero 15, November 1947;

‘L’avvenire del socialismo,’ Eco del Mondo, Volume 3, numero 15, November 1947;

‘De toekomst van het socialisme,’ Internationale Echo, 3e Deel, Nummer 15, Nov/Dec 1947;

‘Ein sozialistisches Europa,’ Stuttgarter Rundschau, Volume 2, 1947.

The translations into French, Italian, and Dutch were commissioned by the Central Office of Information and were preceded by a short editorial introduction. That in French is reproduced at the end of this headnote; the other two were very similar.

The introduction explains that the editors of Partisan Review had sent an explanatory note to each of the contributors (also printed as a preface to the first of the series) which drew attention to the uncertain foundation of socialism after the war, the confusion that existed in many minds between socialism and communism, and the fact that several countries of Western Europe which had adopted a socialist policy had not succeeded in freeing themselves from a narrow nationalism nor realising a fresh, authentic, and creative political approach. Contributors were asked to consider whether socialism had suffered a temporary setback or a more permanent check to its progress and to consider what was the way forward. Readers were reminded that Orwell’s ‘Notes on Nationalism’ (Polemic, 1, October 1945; see 2668) had been published in the first volume of Écho. (Unlike that essay, which had been abridged, this was given in full.) Orwell’s approach was described as typically pessimistic and provocative.


Il y a quelques mois, la Partisan Review invita plusieurs écrivains célèbres à apporter leur contribution à une série d’articles sur l’avenir du socialisme. Dans une note adressée à chacun des collaborateurs et ultérieurement imprimée en guise de préface au premier article de la série, la rédaction attirait l’attention sur les bases incertaines du socialisme d’après guerre, sur la confusion qui règne dans beaucoup d’esprits entre le socialisme et le communisme, sur le fait que plusieurs pays d’Europe occidentale, bien qu’ayant adopté une politique socialiste, n’ont pas réussi à se libérer des idées nationalistes, ni à manifester des tendances politiques authentiquement nouvelles et créatrices. La rédaction demandait à ses collaborateurs s’il convenait de considérer la position actuelle du socialisme comme marquant un recul temporaire ou comme indiquant au contraire un échec définitif—s’il fallait remplacer par d’autres certains principes socialistes dont la valeur est contestée—et enfin par quels moyens le véritable socialisme pourrait devenir une réalité.

Parmi les divers articles de cette série, nous avons choisi celui de George Orwell, dont les Réflexions sur le chauvinisme, publiées dans le premier numéro d’ÉCHO, ont soulevé un vif intérêt. Dans cet article, George Orwell traite de l’avenir du socialisme, du point de vue de la politique internationale, à sa manière typiquement pessimiste et provocante, et exprime sans ménagements les opinions et conclusions auxquelles il est personnellement parvenu. Bien des lecteurs seront en désaccord avec lui sur bien des points; mais, comme les Réflexions sur le chauvinisme, les pages qu’on va lire pourront amorcer la discussion.








3244. ‘Toward European Unity’

Partisan Review, July-August 1947

A socialist today is in the position of a doctor treating an all but hopeless case. As a doctor, it is his duty to keep the patient alive, and therefore to assume that the patient has at least a chance of recovery. As a scientist, it is his duty to face the facts, and therefore to admit that the patient will probably die. Our activities as socialists only have meaning if we assume that socialism can be established, but if we stop to consider what probably will happen, then we must admit, I think, that the chances are against us. If I were a bookmaker, simply calculating the probabilities and leaving my own wishes out of account, I would give odds against the survival of civilization within the next few hundred years. As far as I can see, there are three possibilities ahead of us:

1. That the Americans will decide to use the atomic bomb while they have it and the Russians haven’t. This would solve nothing. It would do away with the particular danger that is now presented by the USSR, but would lead to the rise of new empires, fresh rivalries, more wars, more atomic bombs, etc. In any case this is, I think, the least likely outcome of the three, because a preventive war is a crime not easily committed by a country that retains any traces of democracy.

2. That the present “cold war” will continue until the USSR, and several other countries, have atomic bombs as well. Then there will only be a short breathing-space before whizz! go the rockets, wallop! go the bombs, and the industrial centers of the world are wiped out, probably beyond repair. Even if any one state, or group of states, emerges from such a war as technical victor, it will probably be unable to build up the machine civilization anew. The world, therefore, will once again be inhabited by a few million, or a few hundred million human beings living by subsistence agriculture, and probably, after a couple of generations, retaining no more of the culture of the past than a knowledge of how to smelt metals. Conceivably this is a desirable outcome, but obviously it has nothing to do with socialism.

3. That the fear inspired by the atomic bomb and other weapons yet to come will be so great that everyone will refrain from using them. This seems to me the worst possibility of all. It would mean the division of the world among two or three vast superstates, unable to conquer one another and unable to be overthrown by any internal rebellion. In all probability their structure would be hierarchic, with a semidivine caste at the top and outright slavery at the bottom, and the crushing out of liberty would exceed anything that the world has yet seen. Within each state the necessary psychological atmosphere would be kept up by complete severance from the outer world, and by a continuous phony war against rival states. Civilizations of this type might remain static for thousands of years.

Most of the dangers that I have outlined existed and were forseeable long before the atomic bomb was invented. The only way of avoiding them that I can imagine is to present somewhere or other, on a large scale, the spectacle of a community where people are relatively free and happy and where the main motive in life is not the pursuit of money or power. In other words, democratic socialism must be made to work throughout some large area. But the only area in which it could conceivably be made to work, in any near future, is western Europe. Apart from Australia and New Zealand, the tradition of democratic socialism can only be said to exist—and even there it only exists precariously—in Scandinavia, Germany, Austria, CzechoSlovakia, Switzerland, the Low Countries, France, Britain, Spain, and Italy. Only in those countries are there still large numbers of people to whom the word “socialism” has some appeal and for whom it is bound up with liberty, equality, and internationalism. Elsewhere it either has no foothold or it means something different. In North America the masses are contented with capitalism, and one cannot tell what turn they will take when capitalism begins to collapse. In the USSR there prevails a sort of oligarchical collectivism which could only develop into democratic socialism against the will of the ruling minority. Into Asia even the word “socialism” has barely penetrated. The Asiatic nationalist movements are either fascist in character, or look toward Moscow, or manage to combine both attitudes: and at present all movements among the colored peoples are tinged by racial mysticism. In most of South America the position is essentially similar, so is it in Africa and the Middle East. Socialism does not exist anywhere, but even as an idea it is at present valid only in Europe. Of course, socialism cannot properly be said to be established until it is world-wide, but the process must begin somewhere, and I cannot imagine it beginning except through the federation of the western European states, transformed into socialist republics without colonial dependencies. Therefore a socialist United States of Europe seems to me the only worth-while political objective today. Such a federation would contain about 250 million people, including perhaps half the skilled industrial workers of the world. I do not need to be told that the difficulties of bringing any such thing into being are enormous and terrifying, and I will list some of them in a moment. But we ought not to feel that it is of its nature impossible, or that countries so different from one another would not voluntarily unite. A western European union is in itself a less improbable concatenation than the Soviet Union or the British Empire.

Now as to the difficulties. The greatest difficulty of all is the apathy and conservatism of people everywhere, their unawareness of danger, their inability to imagine anything new—in general, as Bertrand Russell put it recently, the unwillingness of the human race to acquiesce in its own survival. But there are also active malignant forces working against European unity, and there are existing economic relationships on which the European peoples depend for their standard of life and which are not compatible with true socialism. I list what seem to me to be the four main obstacles, explaining each of them as shortly as I can manage:

1. Russian hostility. The Russians cannot but be hostile to any European union not under their own control. The reasons, both the pretended and the real ones, are obvious. One has to count, therefore, with the danger of a preventive war, with the systematic terrorizing of the smaller nations, and with the sabotage of the Communist parties everywhere. Above all there is the danger that the European masses will continue to believe in the Russian myth. As long as they believe it, the idea of a socialist Europe will not be sufficiently magnetic to call forth the necessary effort.

2. American hostility. If the United States remains capitalist, and especially if it needs markets for exports, it cannot regard a socialist Europe with a friendly eye. No doubt it is less likely than the USSR to intervene with brute force, but American pressure is an important factor because it can be exerted most easily on Britain, the one country in Europe which is outside the Russian orbit. Since 1940 Britain has kept its feet against the European dictators at the expense of becoming almost a dependency of the USA. Indeed, Britain can only get free of America by dropping the attempt to be an extra-European power. The English-speaking Dominions, the colonial dependencies, except perhaps in Africa, and even Britain’s supplies of oil, are all hostages in American hands. Therefore there is always the danger that the United States will break up any European coalition by drawing Britain out of it.

3. Imperialism. The European peoples, and especially the British, have long owed their high standard of life to direct or indirect exploitation of the colored peoples. This relationship has never been made clear by official socialist propaganda, and the British worker, instead of being told that, by world standards, he is living above his income, has been taught to think of himself as an overworked, down-trodden slave. To the masses everywhere “socialism” means, or at least is associated with, higher wages, shorter hours, better houses, all-round social insurance, etc., etc. But it is by no means certain that we can afford these things if we throw away the advantages we derive from colonial exploitation. However evenly the national income is divided up, if the income as a whole falls, the working-class standard of living must fall with it. At best there is liable to be a long and uncomfortable reconstruction period for which public opinion has nowhere been prepared. But at the same time the European nations must stop being exploiters abroad if they are to build true socialism at home. The first step toward a European socialist federation is for the British to get out of India. But this entails something else. If the United States of Europe is to be self-sufficient and able to hold its own against Russia and America, it must include Africa and the Middle East. But that means that the position of the indigenous peoples in those countries must be changed out of recognition—that Morocco or Nigeria or Abyssinia must cease to be colonies or semicolonies and become autonomous republics on a complete equality with the European peoples. This entails a vast change of outlook and a bitter, complex struggle which is not likely to be settled without bloodshed. When the pinch comes the forces of imperialism will turn out to be extremely strong, and the British worker, if he has been taught to think of socialism in materialistic terms, may ultimately decide that it is better to remain an imperial power at the expense of playing second fiddle to America. In varying degrees all the European peoples, at any rate those who are to form part of the proposed union, will be faced with the same choice.

4. The Catholic Church. As the struggle between East and West becomes more naked, there is danger that democratic socialists and mere reactionaries will be driven into combining in a sort of Popular Front. The Church is the likeliest bridge between them. In any case the Church will make every effort to capture and sterilize any movement aiming at European unity. The dangerous thing about the Church is that it is not reactionary in the ordinary sense. It is not tied to laissez-faire capitalism or to the existing class system, and will not necessarily perish with them. It is perfectly capable of coming to terms with socialism, or appearing to do so, provided that its own position is safeguarded. But if it is allowed to survive as a powerful organization, it will make the establishment of true socialism impossible, because its influence is and always must be against freedom of thought and speech, against human equality, and against any form of society tending to promote earthly happiness.

When I think of these and other difficulties, when I think of the enormous mental readjustment that would have to be made, the appearance of a socialist United States of Europe seems to me a very unlikely event. I don’t mean that the bulk of the people are not prepared for it, in a passive way. I mean that I see no person or group of persons with the slightest chance of attaining power and at the same time with the imaginative grasp to see what is needed and to demand the necessary sacrifices from their followers. But I also can’t at present see any other hopeful objective. At one time I believed that it might be possible to form the British Empire into a federation of socialist republics, but if that chance ever existed, we lost it by failing to liberate India, and by our attitude toward the colored peoples generally. It may be that Europe is finished and that in the long run some better form of society will arise in India or China. But I believe that it is only in Europe, if any where, that democratic socialism could be made a reality in short enough time to prevent the dropping of the atom bombs.

Of course, there are reasons, if not for optimism, at least for suspending judgment on certain points. One thing in our favor is that a major war is not likely to happen immediately. We could, I suppose, have the kind of war that consists in shooting rockets, but not a war involving the mobilization of tens of millions of men. At present any large army would simply melt away, and that may remain true for ten or even twenty years. Within that time some unexpected things might happen. For example, a powerful socialist movement might for the first time arise in the United States. In England it is now the fashion to talk of the United States as “capitalistic,” with the implication that this is something unalterable, a sort of racial characteristic like the color of eyes or hair. But in fact it cannot be unalterable, since capitalism itself has manifestly no future, and we cannot be sure in advance that the next change in the United States will not be a change for the better.

Then, again, we do not know what changes will take place in the USSR if war can be staved off for the next generation or so. In a society of that type, a radical change of outlook always seems unlikely, not only because there can be no open opposition but because the regime, with its complete hold over education, news, etc., deliberately aims at preventing the pendulum swing between generations which seems to occur naturally in liberal societies. But for all we know the tendency of one generation to reject the ideas of the last is an abiding human characteristic which even the NKVD will be unable to eradicate. In that case there may by 1960 be millions of young Russians who are bored by dictatorship and loyalty parades, eager for more freedom, and friendly in their attitude toward the West.

Or again, it is even possible that if the world falls apart into three unconquerable superstates, the liberal tradition will be strong enough within the Anglo-American section of the world to make life tolerable and even offer some hope of progress. But all this is speculation. The actual outlook, so far as I can calculate the probabilities, is very dark, and any serious thought should start out from that fact.




3245. Domestic Diary

1.7.47. Morning very still, with dense mists which cleared up later. Rather close. Evening cooler, with a little more wind & some light drizzling rain from about 6 pm onwards. Sea very calm.

Went down to the bay I noticed on the way to Ardlussa, & collected about 4 cwt. of drift. A lot more still there, including pit props & large planks. Coming back, dropped A. &R. & the wood at Barnhill, then petrol ran out about half way to Kinuachdrach, so had to come back after a hard row. We had started out with about,¾ gall., evidently not enough for this journey, which would be about half the run to Ardlussa, ie. as a return journey about 8 miles. One must allow quite 1½ galls, for the run to Ardlussa. NB. that the engine stops when there is still about ½″ of petrol in the tank. Starting now much better.

Gave liquid manure to one or two roses about to come into flower.

Young cormorants swimming in the sea with their mother—behaviour very similar to families of ducks. Four wild ducks (mallard) flying together—qy. whether two of them this year’s birds. Two small birds I could not identify in the garden, one of them quite impressive, with reddish-brown rump, black head & a white spot on top of this.fn1 The others seemed very interested in the strawberries, in spite of the pea-guards over them—Wild rose (white, but qy. whether not ordinary briar) in bloom. A good many of first peas in bloom.

Took out ½ gall petrol, making 17 galls. Drip is now negligible.

2 eggs (126).

2.7.47. Dense mist in the morning, clearing somewhat in afternoon. Rain at about 5 Pm. Fairly warm & very still. Sea very calm.

Some turnips (sown 17.4.47.) almost ready to pull.

Wild roses out. Took out 2 galls, petrol, making 19 galls.

A. & B.D. fished last night—2 fish.

R.R.,1 crossing from Tarbert today, saw a large shark in the strait.

3 eggs (129).

3.7.47. Filthy day till about 8 pm. Mist & rain, sometimes only a drizzle, sometimes fairly heavy. Evening clearer. Sea calm.

A few strawberries reddening.

Afraid we ha ve an egg-eater among the hens. If so & I can detect her, shall kill her.

Petrol dripped about ¾ gall. owing to my leaving the tap pointing downwards. Put this into the car. Call it one gallon, making 20 galls.

3 eggs (132).

4.7.47. Filthy day. Blowy, overcast, coldish & raining on & off, quite heavily at times. Sea choppy.

Lealt herd have been down again (the reason for their coming here is no doubt the Highland bull) & trampled the peat, but not badly. Set up what they had knocked over. A lot of it is fairly dry. If there were about 3 good days it could be set up into small piles.

Could not do much out of doors. Gave liquid manure to some more roses. All except 3 roses now have flower buds coming.

Wild duck with young ones (could not see what kind, but did not look like sheld-duck) swimming in bay near Kinuachdrach.

A. & B.D. fished last night—again nothing. The lobster fishermen from Luing2 say it is possible to catch some fish about 1 am.

2 eggs. Afraid there must be an egg-eater at work. (134).

5.7.47. Better day. Blowy & windy all day (wind in west), & mostly sunny though coldish. No rain except for a short shower about 2 pm. Sea choppy, with breakers in the sound.

Went over to Ardlussa to return the pony. Walked most of way, as it was too tiring sitting on the pony with no saddle, D.D. riding Prince. Had pony shod, then borrowed saddle & rode on to Tarbert. Only 6 miles, but somewhat sore after being on a horse for the first time in many years.

Saw a mountain hare near Tarbert. Definitely smaller than the brown hare, long legs, a lot of white round the rump. Saw several lots of skuas—the first time I have seen them, though I believe they are common here.

Roses full out at Ardlussa, some lupins already seeding, a red hot poker already in bloom.

Planted out 25 broccolifn2 seedlings which arrived yesterday by post. Not good weather for planting, especially after they have been out of the ground for several days.

2 eggs (136).

Took out I gall petrol making 21 galls.

6.7.47. Fine, blowy, not very warm. Some black clouds occasionally, but no rain.

A. fell & dislocated her shoulder. R.R. has taken her down to Craighouse. to the doctor.3

Put new ropes on creels. Tacked down loose rib on boat & put on a small patch of paint. Thinned runner beans. Put net over “wild” red currants. Some strawberries reddening. One rose showing colour (pink). A little honeysuckle out, including some growing on the rocks almost in the sea.

Took out 4 galls petrol, making 25 gallons. Provided we have recorded takings-out correctly, & there has been no appreciable wastage, there should be 25 galls left, which has to last till the end of August. That is, our consumption from now on should not average more than 3 galls a week. The run to Ardlussa, by either boat or car, takes about 1½ galls for the return journey, so we should manage.

5 eggs (141).




3246. To Leonard Moore

7 July 1947 Typewritten

Barnhill, Isle of Jura, Argyllshire

Dear Moore,

Many thanks for your letter of the 30th. I don’t know M. David Rousset,1 but I assume the publishers know who is a suitable person to write the introduction for “Homage to Catalonia,” and I am quite happy to accept their choice. Actually in the present situation I don’t think it would have been very wise to get Malraux to do it, even if he had been willing.2

Yours sincerely

[Signed] Eric Blair

Eric Blair




3247. Domestic Diary

7.7.47. Coldish, blowy, overcast, some rain. Sea roughish.

As the doctor could not set A’s arm, D.D., R.R. &B.D. took her across to Crinan in the boat. They returned on the tide about 11 pm. Evidently a nasty trip. A’s arm was set at Lochgilphead & is evidently now all right.1

Too busy with R. etc. to do anything out of doors.2

Took out 1¾ galls. petrol, say 2 galls, making, 27 gallons.

2 eggs (143).

8.7.47. Most of day rather cold & overcast, with showers. Some rain during last night. This evening fine & pleasant. Sea calm.

Picked literally a handful of strawberries, the first fruits of the garden, barring gooseberries. Carrots sown 26.6.47 are up.

Many lettucesfn1 coming up among the oats in the field. This was over-sown with rye-grass, which would come up after the corn has been cut & form hay next year. Qy. whether wrong seed was used (rye-grass is very small seed) or merely impure seed.

Deer in the field again—Must stop up hole.

4 eggs (147).

9.7.47. Fine, sunny & blowy. Not very warm. Sea calm. Everything has dried up a great deal.

Stacked peat into small piles. A good deal of it is pretty dry, especially the small blocks (NB. to cut thinner blocks next year.) Took up tulip bulbs.

2 eggs (149).

10.7.47. Overcast nearly all day, but no rain. Not very warm. Sea calm, & this evening glassy.

Pulled first turnips.

A. went fishing last night—6 saythe, 2 lithe.

Set creels (first time this year). The netting is old & may give, but they have new ropes on, so the frame-work should not be lost.

Paraffin getting very low. Another drum is ready for us, but it is questionable when it will arrive.

Drink gave out today—just 3 months for 12 bottles.3 No more has arrived yet.

2 eggs(151).

11.7.47. Finer. A little rain during last night. Very faint drizzle for a few minutes during the day. Not much wind. Sea calm.

Took up creels—nothing. One, I now notice, is damaged near the bottom, & a lobster could have crawled out. Put meta° round strawberries, which slugs are eating badly.

Several roses have buds opening—no white ones, lam glad to say. Picked a bunch of wild roses this afternoon. Three definitely different kinds of rose. One pink, apparently the ordinary briar, except that it had a smell, which I thought the briar did not. One a little rather frail white rose which I think is the “white rose of Scotland.” Another also white, with more robust growth—I think—blunter leaves. Both these last have something like the sweet briar smell.

Took out 1 gall petrol, making 28 galls. Managed to get the air-hole at the top open & measured the petrol. Cask seems almost half full, so my records have probably been about correct.

2 eggs (153).

12.7.47. Overcast most of day, with a few sunny intervals. In the evening a very few spots of rain, & stronger wind. Sea calm till evening, then roughening somewhat.

R. has trampled on two of the cauliflowers. The others appear to have rooted all right. The first rose is out (salmon pink).

7 eggs (5 laid out) (160).

13.7.47. Some rain in the night, I think. Drizzle in the morning, clearing up to a beautiful, still, sunny afternoon & evening. Sea calm.

Had to put prop for bough of one apple tree, because already weighted down with fruit. Got a small picking of strawberries, less than ½ lb. More coming. Many runners. Evidently they do well here, so shall try to put in some more this autumn if I can get the ground ready.

2 eggs (162).

 



3248. To Leonard Moore

14 July 1947 Typewritten

Barnhill, Isle of Jura, Argyllshire

Dear Moore,

I wonder if you could get in touch with the “Britain in Pictures” people and find out what they are doing about a booklet, “The British People,” which I wrote for them 3 or 4 years ago. The history of it was this.1

In 1943 W. J. Turner,2 who was editing the series, told me that they had had books on British scenery, British railways, etc., but none on the British people, and that they would like me to do one. I was not very keen on the idea, but as it was to be a short book (15,000) and Turner promised me I should have a free hand, I agreed. Before going to work I submitted a detailed synopsis, which was approved. I then wrote the book, and it was no sooner sent in than the reader for Collins’s, who were publishing the series, raised a long series of objections which amounted, in effect, to a demand that I should turn the book into a much cruder kind of propaganda. I pointed out that I had closely followed the agreed synopsis, and said I was not going to change anything. Turner backed me up, and the matter seemed to be settled. About a year later, nothing having happened, I met Turner in the street and told him I thought I ought to have some money for the book, on which I had been promised an advance of £50. He said he could get me £25, and did so. About this time he told me it had been decided to get someone else to do a companion volume to mine, on the same subject, so as to give as it were two sides to the picture. They first got Edmund Blunden,3 who made such a mess of it that his copy was unprintable, so there was another delay. They afterwards got someone else, I forget whom, to do the companion volume. Turner and his assistant, Miss Shannon, several times told me that the objections to my book had been over-ruled and that it would appear in due course. About a year ago I was sent the proofs and corrected them. I was told then, or shortly afterwards, that they were choosing the illustrations, and if I remember rightly Miss Shannon told me what the illustrations would be. During last winter Turner died suddenly, and Miss Shannon wrote to say that this would impose another short delay, but that the book would appear shortly. Since then nothing has happened. I think it must be more than 4 years since I submitted the manuscript.

I haven’t the faintest interest in the book nor any desire that it should appear in print. It was simply a wartime book, part of a series designed to “sell” Britain in the USA. At the same time I obviously ought to have some more money out of them, at least the other half of the £50 advance. £50 was incidentally rather a small advance, since these books, when once on the market, usually sold largely. Unfortunately I have not my copy of the contract, as this was one of the documents that were destroyed when my flat was bombed in 1944.4 However, I suppose that wouldn’t matter, and I am sure Miss Shannon, if she is still helping to run the series, would be co-operative.

Yours sincerely

[Signed] Eric Blair

Eric Blair


Orwell’s report of Blunden’s failure in the Britain in Pictures series is surprising, for Blunden had already written English Villages for the series and it was published in 1941. Listed on the dust-jacket of Rose Macaulay’s Life Among the English were two forthcoming books, both entitled The British People, one by George Orwell, the other by Edmund Blunden. Her volume was published in 1942 (the British Library copy is date-stamped 23 October 1942). Two other books dated 1942, John Piper’s British Romantic Artists (reviewed in TLS, December 1942) and the Bishop of Chichester’s The English Church (reviewed in TLS, August 1942) advertise The British People by Sir John Squire—no mention of Orwell or Blunden. Squire’s book is advertised in 1943 on Noel Sabine’s The British Colonial Empire. On Neville Cardus’s English Cricket (1945), Orwell’s and Blunden’s books are said to be in preparation, but in 1946 and 1947 only Orwell’s book is advertised—still as The British People—on a number of jackets. Orwell refers to the book as ‘Britain in Pictures’ (the title of the series) in his Payments Book. Two things are clear: the title must have been changed to The English People just before publication; and the publisher made three tries at getting two different books published, but only Orwell’s appeared. Orwell’s book was included in the section devoted to ‘Social Life and Character.’ See Peter Eads, ‘Britain in Pictures,’ The Private Library, 3rd Series, Vol. 9, No. 3 (Autumn 1986), 119–31 The English People is volume 100 of 132 issued.






3249. Domestic Diary

14.7.47. Warm, some wind from south, overcast part of the time, but no rain. Sea calm.

Went down to collect drift. Boat ran well. Great difficulty in getting her afloat again on a stony beach, the tide having gone down a little while we were collecting drift. NB. with a boat as heavy as this one should always leave her anchored in fairly deep water.

Another rose out (dark red polyantha). Thinned apples.

Petrol drip, 2 pints.

4 eggs (166).

15.7.47. Beautiful sunny day, one of the best we have had. Hardly any win d. Sea very calm.

Stacked up peat. It makes a stack 4’ by 5’. Most of it now pretty dry.

A. went fishing last night—nothing. Apparently they are catching hardly anything at Ardlussa either.

Picked a very few strawberries.

3 eggs (169).

16.7.47. A filthy day. Rain almost continuous until about 7 pm. Evidently some rain during last night as well. Sea calm.

Thinned first carrots (final thinning).

3 eggs (172).

17.7.47. Warm, rather close, overcast some of the time but no rain. Sea calm.

Thinned radishes, put netting round third° peas (no more sticks).1 Another rose coming out. Candytuft budding, ditto poppies.

Petrol drip ¾ gall. (owing to changing taps), plus, 1 quart previously, 1 gall, making 29 galls.

2 eggs, (174).

18.7.47. Close, still day, overcast much of the time but not actually raining till 6 pm, when there was a heavy shower. Sea like glass. This morning so still that when a cormorant rose from the sea I could hear its wings flapping from my room (distance about 400 yards).

Sowed perennial alyssum. Cut front grass & scattered sand on it.

Took out 1 gall. petrol, making 30 galls. This leaves 20 galls to last us to end of August, ie. about 3 galls a week, but we have the prospect of another 7 galls.

3 eggs (177).

19.7.47. Some fairly heavy rain during last night. Today very warm & close, overcast a good deal of the time, but no rain. Sea less calm. Horseflies (“cligs”) very bad.

Dug a few of the first lot of potatoes (3 months in the ground)—much too small, must be left another 3 weeks or so. Picked a few strawberries, less than ½lb.

Began making path.

Currants changing colour. Perhaps about 1 lb. in all in this garden. The third rose to come out is apparently the same as the first one. Of the dozen roses I had last year, only about 3 are bushes, the rest all polyantha, ramblers or climbers. May get some better ones this time as they are getting less scarce.

3 eggs (180).

Cylinder of Calor gas gave out today. Only 4 weeks this time. Put on the last one. NB. to send for more as soon as possible.

20.7.47. Some rain in the night. Today warm & overcast, no rain till about 7pm when there was a light shower. Sea not very calm.

Started removing elder trees from place where gate will come.

Another rose out (dark red polyantha, like the other).

Petrol drip 1 quart.

3 eggs (183).

21.7.47. Rain almost continuous till about 5 pm, after which it cleared & a strong wind began blowing from S. or SE. Sea rough all day, increasingly so in the evening.

Could not do much out of doors. Thinned parsnips.

Some hens moulting. Today a double egg, supposed to be a bad sign, as it is said to be the last of the clutch so far as that particular hen is concerned.

4 eggs (187).

An eagle over the field today, soaring high up. It is always in windy weather that one sees them here.

22.7.47. A very few drops of rain about 10 am, otherwise dry & windy, quite warm in afternoon. Sea rough.

Finished path but could not sow it as it was too windy.

Eagle over field again today. Crows mobbing him appeared to succeed in forcing him down to the ground. Peat pretty dry in spite of yesterday’s rain. Two or three more windy days, & it would be dry enough to bring in, after which a couple of weeks in the bam would finish it.

Petrol drip ½ gall (put this into car).

3 eggs (190).

23.7.47. Rain almost continuous all day. Some mist in the morning. Strongish wind, mostly from south, in afternoon. Sea calm.

Tried to set creels, but impossible to get boat out, as the tide was very low. Have set one buoy nearer to the anchor.

A. & B.D. caught 11 fish last night.

D.D. has started to mow the field behind the house, but impossible to continue in the rain.

Picked the last of the strawberries. In all about 1 to 2 lb. —perhaps not bad for first year.

3 eggs (193).

24.7.47. Rain most of morning. Afternoon fairly fine, but not much sun. Some wind most of day, dropping in the evening. Sea calm.

Sowed path (rather thin one end as there was not quite enough seed.)

A. now picking second lot of turnips (sown 22.5.47). First peas ready to pick in about a week.

Mended lobster box. Transferred the wood R.R. has cut to the stable. NB. to see whether it stays drier there.

I note one hen is steadily laying a pullet-sized egg. I think it must be a hen that was broody & has come off. Two hens went broody almost at once, when they can only have laid a very small clutch. One may have gone broody before she had finished her pullet eggs, & therefore is still laying the small ones.

Candytuft flowering. Two more polyantha roses almost out (lighter red than the others).

4 eggs (197.)

25.7.47. Beautiful day. Morning overcast, warm & still, afternoon sunny. Hardly a breath of wind. Sea very calm.

Removed straw from straw berry bed. Pegged down one or two runners to fill up gaps.

Hay cut in the field behind the house already in the small heaps. Not good hay, half of it rushes.

A. fished last night—nothing.

Some carrots ready to pull. Currants nearly ripe.

Today saw a pair of bullfinches. The cock very striking. Only the second time I have seen them here.

Petrol drip ¾ gall.

4 eggs (201). This makes almost exactly 200 in 2 months, or 2 doz. a week. If this was an average for 8 hens it will be all right, but of course they will go off when they begin to moult.

26.7.47. Warm, very still day, but not very sunny. Sea calm.

Part of the field behind the house has hay already in the small stacks, called here ricks, about 8 ft. high. Each of these appears to use up the hay of 400 or 500 square yards, ie. where the hay is poor, as here. Apparently, given good weather, the procedure is as follows. Soon after the hay is cut, perhaps 24 hours after, it is raked up into lines. These are then raked up into heaps about 2 ft. high. Next day these are scattered again. The hay is again raked into lines. Then it is raked together into a circle containing enough hay for a rick. Two people with pitchforks stand inside the circle & build the rick, which is tapered off when it has reached 5 or 6 feet. The sides are combed with the rake to get out the loose bits. Then a rope is strained over the top & tied to a thick twist of hay at the bottom on both sides (more usually 2 ropes, & some people weight them with stones). Given good weather, this whole process need only take about 3 days, but the hay has to dry in the rick for some days more before being stacked.

Pulled first carrots today.

Killed very large snake. As soon as it saw us it showed fight, turning round & hissing. I have not seen them do this before.

4 eggs (205).

27.7.47. Beautiful hot day. No wind. Sea like glass.

Planted 3 lupins—not very suitable weather or time of year for doing so. Took up creels. 1 lobster, 1 crab. First lobster of the year. Lobster box is unsatisfactory, as it has too many apertures in it & therefore does not submerge properly. Could not reset creels, as we had no bait.

3 eggs (208).




3250. To Lydia Jackson

28 July 1947 Typewritten; copy

Barnhill, Isle of Jura, Argyllshire

Dear Lydia,

I have just received notice to quit the Wallington Cottage.1 It was bound to happen sooner or later, and of course as it is only a weekly tenancy they can do it on very short notice. However the date given on the notice is August 4th, so that in theory your furniture ought to be removed by that date. I wrote off at once to the Solicitors explaining that you could hardly be expected to get out at such short notice, as you must find somewhere to put your furniture. If you want to write to them direct they are Balderston Warren & Co, Solicitors, Baldock, Herts. I have no doubt you could get more time, but of course if ordered to get out we have to do so, especially as I, the theoretical tenant, am not using the cottage at all, and you are only using it for week ends. I believe actually on a weekly tenancy they are supposed to give six week° notice. I am very sorry this should have happened.

If you’d like to come and stay any time, please do,2 I shall be here till October, and there are always beds here. Just give me good notice, so that I can arrange about meeting you. The weather has been filthy but has lately turned nice again. Love to Pat.

Yours,

George




3251. To Leonard Moore

28 July 1947 Typewritten

Barnhill, Isle of Jura, Argyllshire

Dear Moore,

Herewith the proofs.1 It seems quite a good translation, so far as I am able to judge. I have made a few corrections, but mostly of punctuation etc.

Many thanks for your offices in connection with the Britain in Pictures book.

I am getting on fairly well with the novel, and expect to finish the rough draft by October. I dare say it will need another six months° work on it after that, but I can’t say yet when it is likely to be finished because I am not sure of my movements. I have to come back to London in October and shall probably stay at any rate a month, but we are thinking of spending most of the winter up here because I think it is not quite so cold here and fuel is a bit easier to get. If I do stay here I shall no doubt get on with the rewriting of the novel faster than if I am in London and involved in journalism. At any rate I have some hopes of finishing it fairly early next year.

Yours sincerely

[Signed] Eric Blair

Eric Blair




3252. Domestic Diary

28.7.47. A dreadful day. About 8 am a violent thunderstorm & extremely heavy rain, going on for some hours. The burns immediately turned into large torrents & flowed across the fíelds. Surface of the road washed a way in some places. Wooden bridge near Kinuachdrach washed away. Two drills of D.D’s turnips destroyed. In the middle of the day it cleared up slightly, but there was more thunder & heavy rain during most of the afternoon. Dense “Scotch mist” in the evening. Everything in the garden looks battered & splashed with mud.

In the afternoon tried fishing in the Lealt,1 as we had to go to meet J.2 Only I very small trout. There were more there, but without a boat it was impossible to get to the place where they were rising.

5 eggs (213).

29.7.47. Fine sunny day, with some wind from the west. Sea calm.

Made 1 lobster box. There will have to be two, as I have no box big enough to divide into compartments.

D.D. turning hay over again, but what was lying out is too wet to be built up into ricks. Picked a few roses—the first picking. Afraid grass-seed has been washed away from the path, but it is difficult to make sure.

3 eggs (216).




3253. Publication of The English People

August 1947


The english people was commissioned by Collins for its Britain in Pictures series. For a summary of the history of its writing and publication, see 3248. The text is reproduced at 22 May 1944 (see 2475), the date it was handed in to the publisher. According to Michael Carney, Collins printed 23,118 copies; 18,275 were sold, 316 remaindered, and the rest unsold (Britain in Pictures: A History and Bibliography (1995), 107). The plates were possibly scrapped in 1952. A Danish translation, Det engelske Folk, was published by Hasselbalch, 11 February 1948 (2,350 copies) and a German translation, Die Engländer, by Schlösser, December 1948 (5,000 copies). Mondadori bought the Italian rights, but these were cancelled in 1952 (Willison).

W. J. Turner, the series editor, chose the illustrations, and these are of a high order. Eight are in colour and seventeen in black-and-white. Among the artists are Walter Sickert, Lucien Pissarro, Graham Bell, Henry Lamb, Henry Moore, Laura Knight, John Minton, Edward Ardizzone, L. S. Lowry, and Feliks Topolski.

Although in its day it was only the sixty-first most popular of the 126 volumes published (James Fisher’s The Birds of Britain was the most popular selling 84,218 copies), it is currently the mostly costly volume secondhand (Carney, 37, 65, and 121–23).






3254. ‘In Defence of Comrade Zilliacus’

August–September? 1947; intended for Tribune but not published1

George Orwell

Barnhill

Isle of Jura, Argyll

Some weeks ago Mr K. Zilliacus2 addressed a long and, as usual, abusive letter to Tribune, in which he accused it of having no definite and viable foreign policy, but of being in effect an anti-Russian paper while keeping up a show of hostility to Ernest Bevin. Bevin, he said, was far more realistic than Tribune, since he grasped that to oppose Russia it was necessary to rely on America and “bolster up Fascism,” while Tribune was merely sitting on the fence, uttering contradictory slogans and getting nowhere.

I am not often in agreement with Mr Zilliacus, and it is therefore all the more of a pleasure to record my agreement with him on this occasion. Granting him his own special terminology, I think his accusation is fully justified. One must remember, of course, that in the mouths of Mr Zilliacus and his associates, words like democracy, Fascism or totalitarianism do not bear quite their normal meanings. In general they tend to turn into their opposites, Fascism meaning unfaked elections, democracy meaning minority rule, and so on. But this does not alter the fact that he is dwelling on real issues—issues on which Tribune has consistently, over a period of years, failed to make its position clear. He knows that the only big political questions in the world today are: for Russia—against Russia, for America—against America, for democracy—against democracy. And though he may describe his own activities in different words from what most of us would use, at least we can see at a glance where he stands.

But where does Tribune stand? I know, or think I know, what foreign policy Tribune favours, but I know it by inference and from private contacts. Casual readers can, and to my knowledge do, draw very different impressions. If one had to sum up Tribune’s apparent policy in a single word, the name one would have to coin for it would be anti-Bevinism. The first rule of this “ism” is that when Bevin3 says or does something, a way must be found of showing that it is wrong, even if it happens to be what Tribune was advocating in the previous week. The second rule is that though Russian policy may be criticised, extenuating circumstances must always be found. The third rule is that when the United States can be insulted, it must be insulted. The effect of framing a policy on these principles is that one cannot even find out what solution Tribune offers for the specific problems it most discusses. To take some examples. Is Tribune in favour of clearing out of Greece unconditionally? Does Tribune think the USSR should have the Dardanelles? Is Tribune in favour of unrestricted Jewish immigration into Palestine? Does Tribune think Egypt should be allowed to annex the Sudan? In some cases I know the answers, but I think it would be very difficult to discover them simply by reading the paper.

Part of the trouble, I believe, is that after building Bevin up into Public Enemy Number One, Tribune has found out that it is not genuinely in disagreement with him. Certainly there are real differences over Palestine, Spain and perhaps Greece, but broadly, I think, he and Tribune stand for the same kind of policy. There are, it is generally agreed, only three possible foreign policies for Great Britain. One is to do as Mr Zilliacus would have us do, ie., to become part of the Russian system, with a government perhaps less servile than that of Poland or Czechoslovakia, but essentially similar. Another is to move definitely into the orbit of the United States. And another is to become part of a federation of western European Socialist republics, including if possible Africa, and again if possible (though this is less likely) the British dominions. Tribune, I infer—for it has never been clearly stated—favours the third policy, and so I believe does Bevin, that is to say, the Government. But Tribune is not only involved in its personal feud with Bevin; it is also unwilling to face two facts—very unpopular facts at the moment—which must be faced if one is to discuss a Western union seriously. One is that such a union could hardly succeed without a friendly America behind it, and the other is that however peaceful its intentions might be, it would be bound to incur Russian hostility. It is exactly here that Tribune has failed as an organ of opinion. All its other equivocations, I believe, spring from a dread of flouting fashionable opinion on the subject of Russia and America.

One very noticeable thing in Tribune is the pretence that Bevin’s policy is exclusively his own. Apparently he is a sort of runaway horse dragging an unwilling Cabinet behind him, and our policy would have been quite different—above all, our relations with the USSR would have been better—if only we had had a more enlightened foreign secretary. Now it is obvious that this cannot be so. A minister who is really thwarting the will of the rest of the government does not stay in office for two years. Why then the attempt to put all the blame on one person? Was it not because otherwise it would have been necessary to say a very unpopular thing: namely that a Labour Government, as such, is almost bound to be on bad terms with the government of the USSR? With a government headed by Pritt and Zilliacus we could no doubt have excellent relations, of a kind, with Russia, and with a government headed by Churchill and Beaverbrook we could probably patch up some kind of arrangement: but any government genuinely representative of the Labour movement must be regarded with hostility. From the point of view of the Russians and the Communists, Social Democracy is a deadly enemy, and to do them justice they have frequently admitted it. Even such controversial questions as the formation of a Western union are irrelevant here. Even if we had no influence in Europe and made no attempt to interfere there, it would still be to the interest of the Russian government to bring about the failure of the British Labour government, if possible. The reason is clear enough. Social Democracy, unlike capitalism, offers an alternative to Communism, and if somewhere or other it can be made to work on a big scale—if it turns out that after all it is possible to introduce Socialism without secret police forces, mass deportations and so forth—then the excuse for dictatorship vanishes. With a Labour government in office, relations with Russia, bad already, were bound to deteriorate. Various observers pointed this out at the time of the General Election, but I do not remember Tribune doing so, then or since. Was it not because it was easier, more popular, to encourage the widespread delusion that “a government of the Left can get on better with Russia” and that Communism is much the same thing as Socialism, only more so—and then, when things didn’t turn out that way, to register pained surprise and look round for a scapegoat?

And what, I wonder, is behind Tribune’s persistent anti-Americanism? In Tribune over the past year I can recall three polite references to America (one of those was a reference to Henry Wallace) and a whole string of petty insults. I have just received a letter from some students at an American university. They ask me if I can explain why Tribune thinks it necessary to boo at America. What am I to say to these people? I shall tell them what I believe to be the truth—namely that Tribune’s anti-Americanism is not sincere but is an attempt to keep in with fashionable opinion. To be anti-American nowadays is to shout with the mob. Of course it is only a minor mob, but it is a vocal one. Although there was probably some growth of ill-feeling as a result of the presence of the American troops, I do not believe the mass of the people in this country are anti-American politically, and certainly they are not so culturally. But politico-literary intellectuals are not usually frightened of mass opinion. What they are frightened of is the prevailing opinion within their own group. At any given moment there is always an orthodoxy, a parrot cry which must be repeated, and in the more active section of the Left the orthodoxy of the moment is anti-Americanism. I believe part of the reason (I am thinking of some remarks in Mr G. D. H. Cole’s last 1143-page compilation4) is the idea that if we can cut our links with the United States we might succeed in staying neutral in the case of Russia and America going to war. How anyone can believe this, after looking at the map and remembering what happened to neutrals in the late war, I do not know. There is also the rather mean consideration that the Americans are not really our enemies, that they are unlikely to start dropping atomic bombs on us or even to let us starve to death, and therefore that we can safely take liberties with them if it pays to do so. But at any rate the orthodoxy is there. To speak favourably of America, to recall that the Americans helped us in 1940 when the Russians were supplying the Germans with oil and setting on their Communist parties to sabotage the war effort, is to be branded as a “reactionary.” And I suspect that when Tribune joins in the chorus it is more from fear of this label than from genuine conviction.

Surely, if one is going to write about foreign policy at all, there is one question that should be answered plainly. It is: “If you had to choose between Russia and America, which would you choose?” It will not do to give the usual quibbling answer, “I refuse to choose.” In the end the choice may be forced upon us. We are no longer strong enough to stand alone, and if we fail to bring a western European union into being, we shall be obliged, in the long run, to subordinate our policy to that of one Great Power or the other. And in spite of all the fashionable chatter of the moment, everyone knows in his heart that we should choose America. The great mass of people in this country would, I believe, make this choice almost instinctively. Certainly there is a small minority that would choose the other way. Mr Zilliacus, for instance, is one of them. I think he is wrong, but at least he makes his position clear. I also know perfectly well what Tribune’s position is. But has Tribune ever made it clear?

How subject we are in this country to the intellectual tyranny of minorities can be seen from the composition of the press. A foreign observer who judged Britain solely by its press would assume that the Conservative party was out and away the strongest party, with the Liberals second, the Communists third and the Labour party nowhere. The one genuine mass party has no daily paper that is undisputedly its own, and among the political weeklies it has no reliable supporter. Suppose Tribune came out with a plain statement of the principles that are implicit in some of its individual decisions—in its support of conscription, for instance. Would it be going against the main body of Labour party opinion? I doubt it. But it would be going against the fashionable minority who can make things unpleasant for a political journalist. These people have a regular technique of smears and ridicule—a whole specialised vocabulary designed to show that anyone who will not repeat the accepted catchwords is a rather laughable kind of lunatic. Mr Zilliacus, for instance, accuses Tribune of being “rabidly anti-Russian” (or “rabidly anti-Communist”—it was one or the other.) The key-word here is rabid. Other words used in this context are insensate, demented, “sick with hatred” (the New Republic’s phrase) and maniacal. The upshot is that if from time to time you express a mild distaste for slave-labour camps or one-candidate elections, you are either insane or actuated by the worst motives. In the same way, when Henry Wallace is asked by a newspaper interviewer why he issues falsified versions of his speeches to the press, he replies: “So you are one of these people who are clamouring for war with Russia?” It doesn’t answer the question, but it would frighten most people into silence. Or there is the milder kind of ridicule that consists in pretending that a reasoned opinion is indistinguishable from an absurd out-of-date prejudice. If you do not like Communism you are a red-baiter, a believer in Bolshevik atrocities, the nationalisation of women, Moscow Gold, and so on. Similarly, when Catholicism was almost as fashionable among the English intelligentsia as Communism is now, anyone who said that the Catholic Church was a sinister organisation and no friend to democracy, was promptly accused of swallowing the worst follies of the No-Popery organisations, of looking under his bed lest jesuits should be concealed there, of believing stories about babies’ skeletons dug up from the floors of nunneries, and all the rest of it. But a few people stuck to their opinion, and I think it is safe to say that the Catholic Church is less fashionable now than it was then.

After all, what does it matter to be laughed at? The big public, in any case, usually doesn’t see the joke, and if you state your principles clearly and stick to them, it is wonderful how people come round to you in the end. There is no doubt about whom Tribune is frightened of. It is frightened of the Communists, the fellow-travellers and the fellow-travellers of fellow-travellers. Hence its endless equivocations: a paragraph of protest when this of our friends is shot—silence when that one is shot, denunciation of this one faked election—qualified approval of that one, and so on. The result is that in American papers I have more than once seen the phrase “the Foot-Zilliacus group” (or words to that effect.) Of course Foot5 and Zilliacus are not allies, but they can appear so from the outside. Meanwhile, does this kind of thing even conciliate the people it is aimed at? Does it conciliate Mr Zilliacus, for instance? He has been treated with remarkable tenderness by Tribune. He has been allowed to infest its correspondence columns like a perennial weed, and when a little while ago Tribune reviewed a book of his, I looked in vain in that review6 for any plain statement of what he is or whose interests he is serving. Instead there was only a mild disagreement, a suggestion that he was perhaps a little over-zealous, a little given to special pleading—all this balanced by praise wherever possible, and headed by the friendly title, “The Fighting Propagandist.” But is Mr Zilliacus grateful? On the contrary, only a few weeks later he turns round and without any provocation delivers a good hard boot on the shins.

It is hard to blame him, since he knows very well that Tribune is not on his side and does not really like him. But whereas he is willing to make this clear, Tribune, in spite of occasional side-thrusts, is not. I do not claim for Mr Zilliacus that he is honest, but at least he is sincere. We know where he stands, and he prefers to hit his enemies rather than his friends. Of course it is true that he is saying what is safe and fashionable at this moment, but I imagine he would stick to his opinions if the tide turned.




3255. Domestic Diary

1.8.47. Last 3 days at Glengarrisdale.1 Marvellous weather all the time. Sea very calm. Journey either way 2 hours or a little under, or somewhat less than I gall, petrol. Going, we timed it so as to pass Kinuachdrach ½ hour before high tide, & coming back so as to leave Glengarrisdale about an hour before low tide.

Fished yesterday in Loch nan Eilean.2 Six good-sized trout & some tiddlers. The two biggest fish were about ½ lb, the rest 5 or 6 ounces. Mostly taken on a claret-coloured fly. Lost about as many as I caught, owing to difficulty of using the landing net when single-handed.

Enormous quantities of puffins on the west side of the island—seldom seen round this side.

A small patch of the garden appears to have been struck by lightning in the storm on Monday. The day after it happened I noticed that the potatoes seemed to be withering up. Now, over a patch about 5 yards square, nearly all the potatoes, most of the runner beans, some turnips & radishes, some young peas, & even some weeds, are frizzled up & dying, as though a flame had passed over them. It must be something to do with the storm, & I do not think the rush of water can have washed any bad substance into the bed. What is impressive is that all the damaged plants are in one patch, the rest of the garden being untouched. It is true, however, that within this patch there is one row of peas that does not seem affected.

Eggs from 30th onwards (3 days) 7 (223).

2.8.47. Warm & overcast. A few drops of rain about midday, light drizzle in the evening. Sea calm.

Picked some peas (first picking, sown 12.4.47).

Forgot to mention, took out 3 galls, petrol before the trip to Glengarrisdale, making 33 galls. Think I have forgotten to enter some, so say 35 galls. Have secured a slightly larger allocation as from September. Hayfield now largely cut. About a dozen of the “ricks” now up. Today what was spread out had to be put in small heaps in expectation of rain.

2 eggs (225).

3.8.47. Evidently a good deal of rain in the night. This morning misty & drizzling. Afternoon warm, still & sunny. Sea calm.

Took up creels—nothing. Prepared the two new creels & took over the new lobster boxes. The lobster in the store box was dead, probably owing to the fresh water washed down by the storm. The crab all right. Thinned carrots.

The blasted patch in the garden cannot actually have been struck by lightning, but I suppose that it is imaginable that a flash of lightning may pass through a sheet of rain on its way down, so that it reaches the ground heavily charged with electricity. At any rate, as the withering-up effect appeared the day after the storm, & has affected only one patch of the garden, it must be in some way connected with the storm.

Forgot to mention A. took out 1 gall. of petrol day before yesterday, making 36 galls.

Killed a small snake in the hayfield yesterday. D. D. killed one there the day before.

Another egg eaten today.

3 eggs. (228).

4.8.47. Beautiful sunny day till evening. A fair amount of wind. Mist coming off the hill in the evening. Sea calm.

The hayfield behind the house now cut, & about half of it in “ricks. ” It appears there will be 28 or 30 of these, which will make up into 3 stacks. So presumably a stack equals about 10 ricks. To build a rick, once the hay is more or less gathered together, takes 3 people about 20 minutes. One stands on top & builds up, while the others fork the hay to him.

Marigolds out. Ditto the pink flower (don’t know name) which M. F.3 gave us.

4 eggs (232).

5.8.47. Scotch mist till about 4 pm. After that somewhat clearer, but no sun. Very close & still most of the day. Sea calm.

Put out creels (all 4). Although it was almost low tide, nearly lost one of them, as there is evidently a hole about 200 yards along to the left from the harbour.

Some young seagulls (brown plumage) flying about.

R.R. began bringing in the peat, which is fairly dry but will have to dry off in the barn for some weeks.

3 eggs (235).

6.8.47. Overcast all day, but no rain, & quite warm most of day. A fair amount of wind from west & north. Sea calm.

Made nursery bed & pricked out wallflowers, sweet Williams, lupins, canterbury bells & a few other flowers, which A. had sown. Started clearing one of the beds. Garden now in a bad state after being almost untouched for a week.

Another rose out (pale pink). Rambler by gate just coming out (crimson).

2 eggs (237).




3255A. To Lydia Jackson

7 August 1947 Typewritten

Barnhill Isle of Jura, Argyllshire

Dear Lydia,

I have received letters from various solicitors about the Wallington cottage. Your solicitor says you have told him you are my regular tenant and therefore cannot be evicted by Dearman. Dearman’s solicitor threatens me with court proceedings – for what, I am not certain, but presumably because I ought not to have sublet unfurnished without getting Dearman’s permission. I have written to both telling them that so far as my intentions went the arrangement between you and me was certainly not a regular tenancy. There was no kind of lease or written agreement between us. It was simply a friendly arrangement which incidentally left me slightly out of pocket, as over a period of years I was paying the rates as well as the rent, and merely recouping the rent from you. It is possible, however, that Dearman has latterly been paying the rates, as I do not remember getting a rates demand during the past year.

Obviously you ought to leave the cottage if Dearman wants it. You merely use it for weekends, whereas he wants to live in it. It would also be extremely unpleasant to have court proceedings which either you or I, whoever is the defendant, is bound to lose, as we have no sort of standing in the matter if the owner wants the house for himself.

Yours

[Signed] George




3255B. Domestic Diary

7.8.47. Beautiful, sunny, warm day. Little wind. Sea calm & very blue.

Took up creels. All 4 completely empty. Tried anchoring the boat in a new place. Not sure whether we can get to her there at high tide, but if so will save the misery of dragging her up & down.

Cut grass in front. Scythed down ragwort in hen-run.

4 eggs. 2 of these laid out, including one which looked as if it had been laid some days. Also another which had got broken in the house, perhaps owing to insufficient chaff in the nesting boxes. (241).

8.8.47. Beautiful sunny day. A good deal of wind from south. Sea slightly less calm.

Set creels. Place where we tried anchoring the boat is not good as one cannot get to it at high tide. Tried anchoring in front of slip, but about 5 yards further out, with a long shore rope, along which one could work the dinghy at high tide.

Took runners off strawberries, except two which I have allowed to root to fill up gaps.

A., J. & B.D. caught 39 fish last night, including 8 mackerel (first this year.)

One or two clarkia beginning to flower.

3 eggs, also another Richard broke. Shells are very thin—NB. to get more shell grit. (244).




3256. To George Woodcock

9 August 1947 Typewritten

Barnhill, Isle of Jura, Argyllshire

Dear George,

I at last get round to answering your letter of 25th July. I am, as you,° say in principle prepared to do an article in the series you mention, but “in principle” is about right, because I am busy and don’t want to undertake any more work in the near future. I am struggling with this novel which I hope to finish early in 1948.I don’t even expect to finish the rough draft before about October, then I must come to London for about a month to see to various things and do one or two articles I have promised, then I shall get down to the rewriting of the book which will probably take me 4 or 5 months. It always takes me a hell of a time to write a book even if I am doing nothing else, and I can’t help doing an occasional article, usually for some American magazine, because one must earn some money occasionally.

I think probably I shall come back in November and we shall spend the winter here. I can work here with fewer interruptions, and I think we shall be less cold here. The climate, although wet, is not quite so cold as England, and it is much easier to get fuel. We are saving our coal as much as possible and hope to start the winter with a reserve of 3 tons, and you can get oil by the 40 gallon drum here, whereas last winter in London you had to go down on your knees to get a gallon once a fortnight. There are also wood and peat, which are a fag to collect but help out the coal. Part of the winter may be pretty bleak and one is sometimes cut off from the mainland for a week or two, but it doesn’t matter so long as you have flour in hand to make scones. Latterly the weather has been quite incredible, and I am afraid we shall be paying for it soon. Last week we went round in the boat and spent a couple of days on the completely uninhabited Atlantic side of the island in an empty shepherd’s hut—no beds, but otherwise quite comfortable. There are beautiful white beaches round that side, and if you do about an hour’s climb into the hills you come to lochs which are full of trout but never fished because too unget-atable. This last week of course we’ve all been breaking our backs helping to get the hay in, including Richard, who likes to roll about in the hay stark naked. If you want to come here any time, of course do, only just give me a week’s notice because of meeting. After September the weather gets pretty wild, though I know there are very warm days even in mid winter.

I got two copies of the FDC1 bulletin. I am not too happy about following up the Nunn May case, ie, building him up as a well-meaning man who has been victimised. I think the Home Secretary can make hay of this claim if he wants to. I signed the first petition, not without misgivings, simply because I thought 10 years too stiff a sentence (assuming that any prison sentence is ever justified.) If I had had to argue the case, I should have pointed out that if he had communicated the information to the USA he would probably have got off with 2 years at most. But the fact is that he was an ordinary spy—I don’t mean that he was doing it for money—and went out to Canada as part of a spy ring. I suppose you read the Blue Book2 on the subject. It also seems to me a weak argument to say that he felt information was being withheld from an ally, because in his position he must have known that the Russians never communicated military information to anybody. However, in so far as the object is simply to get him out of jail somewhat earlier, I am not against it.

Yours

George

 



3257. Domestic Diary

9.8.47. Dry, warm, windy day. Wind veering about, mostly south & east. Breakers on the sea in the morning, calm in afternoon & evening.

Weeded raspberries. Burnt some of the grass in the side patch.
 
Two snakes killed in the hayfield yesterday. Large slowworm (about 1 ft. long) in the garden today.

Took out 2½ galls petrol, making 38½ galls (ie. about 10–12 galls left till end of August, but we have some supplementary coupons.1)

3 eggs (247).

10.8.47. Dry & warm, somewhat less sunny, very little wind. Sea very calm.

Went down to the near bay, next beyond Barnhill, to collect driftwood. A good deal there, including a large block which would do for a small anvil.

Everything in garden very dried up. Seedlings in nursery bed have to be watered every evening, & even so I think some of the wallflowers have died. A few runner beans trying to flower (sown 5.6.47). Dug some more of the first lot of potatoes, sown nearly 4 months ago. Now quite good, but of course not good as “new” potatoes as they are not an early kind. The others will I am afraid come to nothing after their blasting.

Took out ½ gall petrol, making 39 galls.

2 eggs (249).

11.8.47. Mostly overcast, less warm than yesterday. Sea calm. Sowed turnips & a few swedes (probably not too late as a last sowing.) Gave liquid manure to runner beans, which, even apart from the blasted ones, are not very good.

Another rambler coming out (pink).

Berries on rowan trees getting red. Hazel nuts pretty large.

4 eggs (253).

12.8.47. Warm, dry, fairly sunny, some wind. Sea calm. Earth now very dried up.

A. & the others fishing last night—about 30 fish, including 1 mackerel.

Brought home oar to make mast for boat.

2 eggs (255).

13.8.47. Blazing hot day. Sea calm.

Made mast for boat (6½ feet high, ie. six & a half after clearing the gunwhale.)

New drum of paraffin arrived.

4 eggs (259).

14.8.47. Blazing hot day, about the hottest we have had. Sea like glass.

Tried to raise creels—no use as the tide was not low enough. After this fished, but only 2 saithe.

One or two godetias coming out.

Took out 1½ galls. petrol, making 40½ galls.

5 eggs (264).

Rats in byre very bad. Reset traps, caught one rat.

15.8.47. Similar day to yesterday.

Everything very dried up. Water in tank very low—about 2 days’ supply, I should say, unless it rains.

New barrel of oil arrived yesterday, but the old one is not quite finished yet. It was started on 6.5.47. Supposing it to last 2 weeks more, as I should think it would by the weight of it, our average summer consumption (40 galls in about 14–15 weeks) is less than 3 galls a week.

Started cylinder of Calor Gas today. The last, which gave out yesterday, was started on 19.7.47, so has run less than 4 weeks.

4 eggs (268).

16.8.47. Fine hot day, little wind. Sea very calm.

Went over to Crinan to buy oatmeal. About 1 hour 10 minutes going (probably about 8 miles), more coming back, owing to aiming too far south & being swept down the sound by the tide.

Took out ¾ gall petrol, making about 41½ galls.

Last night saw the northern lights for the first time. Long streaks of white stuff, like cloud, forming an arc2 in the sky, & every now & then an extraordinary flickering passing over them, as though a searchlight were playing upon them.

3 eggs (271).

19.8.47. Since 17.8.47. at Glengarrisdale. Fine weather all the time. Sea calm. Water supply has dried up & will not begin again until it rains. Well in field fairly good water.

Time to Glengarrisdale about 1 hour 45 minutes. On return journey today ran into the whirlpool3 & were all nearly drowned. Engine sucked off by the sea & went to the bottom. Just managed to keep the boat steady with the oars, & after going through the whirlpool twice, ran into smooth water & found ourselves only about 100 yards from Eilean Mór,4 so ran in quickly & managed to clamber ashore. H.D.5 jumped ashore first with the rope, then the boat overturned spilling L.D.,6 R. & myself into the sea. R. trapped under the boat for a moment, but we managed to get him out. Most of the stuff in the boat lost including the oars. Eilean Mór is larger than it looks—I should say 2 acres at least. The whole surface completely undermined by puffins’ nests. Countless wild birds, including many young cormorants learning to fly. Curiously enough it has a considerable pool of what appears to be fresh water, so there must be a spring. No wood whatever on the island, as there is no place where drift could fetch up. However we managed to get my cigarette lighter dry & made a fire of dead grass & lumps of dry peat, prised off the surface, at which we dried our clothes. We were taken off about 3 hours later by the Ling° fishermen who happened to be bringing picknickers round. We left Glengarrisdale at about 10.30, which was about 2 hours after high tide, & must have struck Corryvreckan at about 11.30, ie. when the tide had been ebbing about 3 hours. It appears this was the very worst time, & one should time it so as to pass Corryvreckan on slack water. The boat is all right. Only serious loss, the engine & 12 blankets.

Yesterday fished Loch nan Eilean & a Bhùrra.7 12 trout, mostly small. There are a lot of fish in a Bhùrra but I could not catch anything over about 5 ounces. It is very shallow, with a sandy or shingly bottom.

Took out 1½ galls. petrol making 43 galls.

Eggs for last 3 days 15 (286).

20.8.47. Weather as before. Sea very calm. The house has now had no water for about 4 days.

Caulked boat as best I could, not having either tar or proper caulking twine, & being very short of plasticine. She was not much damaged, merely a grating & one seat gone, & a little sprung near the bows, which I think I have tightened up.

Godetias now well in flower. All except one rose have now flowered. Marrow has a good many fruits coming but no flowers out yet.

Yesterday put in an L. T. battery in the wireless. They are supposed to last 2 months, the H.T. batteries 4 months, so we shall need one of each about 20th October. NB. to write about 10th October.

5 eggs (291).

21.8.47. Weather as before. Sea a little less calm.

Cleared strawberry bed. Runners still growing very fast. Some gladioli now have flower buds. One or two raspberries fruiting (only one or two berries).

5 eggs (296).

22.8.47. More overcast than yesterday, still very hot. Sea less calm.

Started trying to make new back seat for boat.

Some red hot pokers have buds. Turnips sown 11.8.47 are up in places. Honeysuckle almost over. Dead shrew on the path. Corn ripening in places. Candytuft almost over. Seedlings in nursery bed still alive in spite of drought.

8 eggs (4 laid out) (304).

Old drum of paraffin about at an end. Begun 7.5.47. Ie. 40 galls, has lasted 14–15 weeks, so that summer expenditure averages less than 3 galls. a week.

23.8.47. Warm & dry, a good deal of wind (W.) at times, no sign of rain. Sea calm.

Planted 25 sprouting broccoli on place where I had taken the peas up. Not very good weather for planting, & they had been several days in the post as well.

5 eggs (309).

24.8.47. Weather much as before. Heavy low mist late last night & early this morning, but no sign of rain. Sea very calm.

Cut grass in front. Took up the potatoes, as they had withered up—would not make any more growth. Slightly better than I had expected, as they had only been planted 3 months when blasted. About 100 lb. from 5 rows (about 25 lb. of seed), & perhaps 10–20 pounds had been dug before. The seed was Great Scott, & with normal growth I think one might expect 2¾ cwt. from this amount of seed.

4 eggs (313).




3258. To Leonard Moore

25 August 1947 Typewritten

Barnhill, Isle of Jura, Argyllshire

Dear Moore,

I don’t think it is worth doing an article I don’t especially want to do, for thirty-five dollars. Could you be kind enough to tell the Saturday Review people that I can’t do reviews at these rates.1

Yours sincerely

[Signed] Eric Blair

Eric Blair




3259. To William Phillips, Partisan Review

25 August 1947 Typewritten

Barnhill, Isle of Jura, Argyllshire

Dear Phillips,

Many thanks for your letter of July 16th (only just reached me.) I’ll write something for you when I can,1 but I’m struggling with a novel which I don’t expect to get finished till some time next spring. I am trying not to do anything else, which is partly why I am staying in Scotland and not going back to London. All this time you have very kindly kept me on your free list, but please don’t do so any more as I am taking out a subscription to the English edition.

I expect to be in London for a little while in November, otherwise the above address will find me.

 Yours

 [Signed] Geo. Orwell

 George Orwell




3260. Domestic Diary

25.8.47. Weather as before. Sea less calm this morning, but glassy again in the afternoon.

Finished mending boat. Seat not good. Very difficult job putting it in unless one has good timber & a vice to shape it in.

One or two gladioli out (pink). A few rowan berries ripe.

Started new drum of paraffin. Should last at least to middle of November.

7 eggs (320).

26.8.47. Weather as before. Sea very calm.

Dug over patch where potatoes had been. Ground very dry & lumpy. Perpetual spinach to go here. Should have been sown 2–3 weeks ago. Sowed grass seed in bare patches on path.

A. tried the boat last night—still letting in water badly. More caulking needed near bows.

R.R. saw a grampus (or something of the kind) in the sound today.

3 eggs (323).

27.8.47. As before. A little less warm. Sea calm.

Caulked boat some more & applied a little tar. Difficult to apply as I had no brush.

Cylinder of Calor Gas gave out today. Put on new one. The last has gone only for 12 days. However we have used nothing else for cooking & heating water for over a week, as until there is water in the tanks it is dangerous to light the fire.

Runner beans & late peas very poor, no doubt owing to drought.

5 eggs (328).

28.8.47. As before. Very warm in afternoon.

Sowed perpetual spinach. Should have been sown about 3 weeks ago, but I had not the ground ready.

D.D. started cutting corn. Seemingly much better than last year, with more & better straw.

Honeysuckle over, most rowan berries ripe, loosestrife about over, some blackberries red, a good many hazel nuts, but not ripe yet. A good many corn marigolds about—A. says she did not see any last year. Dews now very heavy, which is the salvation of turnips in the garden.

4 eggs (332).

29.8.47. As before. Very hot in afternoon. Sea glassy.

Tried boat on water. Does not seem to take in quite as badly. Watered sprouting broccoli, which look very sorry for themselves.

Have sent for Calor Gas.

4 eggs (336).

30.8.47. As before. A little less warm. Sea calm.

Tried fishing in the Lealt again. It is dried up into a series of disconnected shallow pools in which actually there are a good many fish, but all very small. Could not catch anything even as large as ¼ lb. Also when the water is so shrunken the fish can see you & will not rise unless you hide yourself while casting.

Yellow gladioli out. One or two sweet peas beginning to flower.

4 eggs (346).

31.8.47. Somewhat less warm. Overcast & sometimes misty. Sea calm.

Most of afternoon trying to mend typewriter. Removed more strawberry runners. Started on new balancer meal.

1 egg (341).




3261. To Leonard Moore

1 September 1947 Typewritten

Barnhill, Isle of Jura, Argyllshire

Dear Moore,

Many thanks for your letter of the 26th August.

I have signed the book and sent it on to the Sino-Internationale people. I shouldn’t have thought it was necessary to write to them, beyond sending the book.1

A friend of mine in Paris has just written to tell me that someone called Jean Texcier, whom I had not heard of, has been engaged to write a foreword to the French edition of “Animal Farm.”2 Texcier wants some biographical details, which I will send him, and he also wants copies of “Down & Out” and “Wigan Pier.” I don’t know whether any of these are available (I suppose a Left Book Club copy of W.P. would be), but if you have any, and there is no mistake about the matter, I should be obliged if you would send him them. The only thing is that I have the impression that you told me they had engaged someone else to do the preface. Perhaps you could confirm this with Odile Pathé.

We have had wonderful weather here for 6 weeks or more, in fact we are now suffering from a severe drought, which is not a common complaint in these parts. I expect to be in London during November and then return here for the winter.

Yours sincerely

Eric Blair




3262. To Brenda Salkeld

1 September 1947 Typed and handwritten

Barnhill, Isle of Jura, Argyllshire

Dearest Brenda,

At last I get round to answering your letter. We have had unheard-of weather here for the last six weeks, one blazing day after another, and in fact at present we’re suffering from a severe drought, which is not a usual complaint in these parts. There has been no water in the taps for nearly a fortnight, and everyone has had to stagger to and fro with buckets from a well about 200 yards away. However there have been plenty of people to do it as the house was very full with people staying. We made several expeditions round to Glengarrisdale and slept a couple of nights in the shepherd’s cottage—no beds, only blankets and piles of bracken, but otherwise quite comfortable. Unfortunately on the last expedition we had a bad boat accident on the way back and 4 of us including Richard were nearly drowned. We got into the whirlpool, owing to trying to go through the gulf at the wrong state of the tide, and the outboard motor was sucked off the boat. We managed to get out of it with the oars and then got to one of the little islands, just rocks covered with sea birds, which are dotted about there. The sea was pretty bad and the boat turned over as we were getting ashore, so that we lost everything we had including the oars and including 12 blankets. We might normally have expected to be there till next day, but luckily a boat came past some hours later and took us off. Luckily, also, it was a hot day and we managed to get a fire going and dry our clothes. Richard loved every moment of it except when he went into the water. The boat which picked us up put us off at the bay we used to call the W bay,1 and then we had to walk home over the hill, barefooted because most of our boots had gone with the other wreckage.2 Our boat luckily wasn’t damaged apart from the loss of the engine, but I’m trying to get hold of a bigger one as these trips are really a bit too unsafe in a little rowing boat. I went fishing in the lochs near Glengarrisdale both times (I’ve got to continue in pen because the wire of the typewriter has slipped) & caught quite a lot of trout. Several of these lochs are full of trout but never fished because however you approach them it’s a day’s expedition to get there.

We’re going to spend the winter up here, but I shall be in London roughly for November—I haven’t fixed a date because it partly depends on when I finish the rough draft of my novel. I’ll let you know later just when I am coming up.

Love

Eric




3263. To Fredric Warburg

1 September 1947 Typewritten

Barnhill, Isle of Jura, Argyllshire

Dear Fred,

Many thanks for your letter of the 27th August.

I expect to be in London roughly for November. I am not at any rat coming up before then, unless something unexpected happens. I have to come then, because there are one or two things to be seen to, and also stupidly let myself in for giving a lecture early in November.1 I hope to finish the rough draft of the novel some time in October, and I should think the rewriting would take quite four or five months. It is an awful mess at present but I think has possibilities. I can work quietly here, and I think we shall be more comfortable for the winter here than in London, as the fuel situation is decidedly better. We have had quite incredible weather for the last six weeks or so, one blazing day after another. We are even suffering from a severe drought, which is not a common complaint in these parts, and have had no water in our taps for 10 days. Richard is very well, growing enormous and talking a good deal more. If you are coming back in October I expect I shall see you when I come up.

I suppose everyone is loading you with commissions to execute in the USA, but if you do happen to have about 20 dollars loose I wish you would buy me a pair of shoes. You could send them by post and I can repay you at this end. Some time back I got a friend in New York to send me a pair size 12, but it appears the American sizes are different and they were too small. But I know that shoes that fit you fit me. Don’t do it if it puts you out at all, just if it crosses your mind and you see a pair of stout walking shoes that would fit.

Please give my love to Pamela.

Yours

George




3264. Domestic Diary

1.9.47. Much as before. Sea calm.

They have started cutting D.D.’s field with the reaper & binder. This makes much larger sheaves, which I think are somewhat easier to build into stooks. Saw a grampus1 momentarily.

1 egg & 1 laid out (343).

2.9.47. Cooler, & distinctly chilly in evening. Wind from W. & heavy low cloud a good deal of the time, but still no rain. Sea calm. Fire in sitting room for first time today.

Weeded between blackcurrants etc. with help of G.,2 & lit a bonfire in hopes of getting some ash to spread. All that patch of ground is obviously very sour & I think needs potash as well as lime. Shall try to get some Kainit.3 D.D. ’s corn now all cut & stooked (binder was here today.)

2 eggs (345).

3.9.47. Cold & overcast, with low clouds. A very few spots of rain, not enough to wet the ground. More rain coming, by appearances. Wind from S. Sea rougher.

Felt unwell, did nothing out of doors. The field in front cut & stooked today, in spite of various mishaps to binder (string breaking etc.) About half a dozen rabbits killed. Three hens now broody.

Finished up cask of petrol.

1 egg (346).

4.9.47. Evidently a very little rain in the night. Fairly persistent but very thin drizzle most of day. Stream to tank still dry, soil only wetted about I " deep.

Sea less calm.

New wheelbarrow arrived (rather too small.) Began manuring patch for spring cabbages. Retied one or two apple trees. At least 3 hens now broody.

1 egg (347).

5.9.47.4 Somewhat more rain, but clearing up again this afternoon. Stream to tank still not affected. This evening very clear, with some sun. Sea fairly calm.

Unwell (chest), hardly went outside. Turnips sown 11.8.47 want thinning.

1 egg (348).

6.9.47. Some rain, including one or two heavyish showers. Tomorrow we intend taking the top off the tank to get some water direct if it rains. Ought to have done this earlier. Little rain & midges awful. Sea calm.

Thinned carrots & turnips, weeded between gooseberries, transplanted alyssum to nursery bed, ditto one or two rooted strawberry runners. Gooseberries very poor & have hardly made any growth this year. Presumably sour soil, though it had a fairly good liming this spring. If obtainable shall apply Kainit to make up the potash, then more lime in spring. Dug in 1 lb. of Epsom salts under the apple tree which I think has magnesium deficiency.

1 egg (349).

7.9.47. Drizzle most of day. A few patches of sun. Water in taps now, but none in hot tank. Sea calm. Ground still very dry a few inches down.

Started making pen for ducklings. Am ordering 6. (3 weeks).

Cylinder of Calor Gas gave out. Cannot light kitchen fire till water in hot tank.

Ate first cabbage today (planted 5.7.47).

1 egg (350).




3265. To Leonard Moore

8 September 1947 Typewritten

Barnhill
 
Isle of Jura

Argyllshire

Dear Moore,

The contracts are herewith, duly signed.

The Britain in Pictures people1 only sent me one copy of “The English People.” I forget how the contract stood, but I suppose the usual six copies were allowed. If not, I wonder if you could procure me two or three extra copies. I should like some to give away.

Yours sincerely
 
[Signed] Eric Blair

Eric Blair




3266. To Stanley Unwin

8 September 1947 Typewritten

Barnhill, Isle of Jura, Argyllshire

Dear Sir Stanley,

Many thanks for your letter of September 2nd.1

I am very flattered that you should think me a suitable person to write the book on “How Democracy works,” but I am afraid I simply cannot undertake it, because I have not the time. I am struggling with a novel which I hope to finish by the spring, and I am trying to do nothing else meanwhile. I hope you will forgive me.

By the way, I rather think I neglected to answer a letter from your firm, giving me some information about the rare book “Secret Remedies”, and the reason why it was not reprinted.2 I was glad to get some more facts on the subject, and am sorry that I should have failed to answer, but I have no secretary here and often get behind with my correspondence.

Yours sincerely

[Signed] Geo. Orwell

George Orwell




3267. To Anthony Powell

8 September 1947 Typewritten

Barnhill, Isle of Jura, Argyllshire

Dear Tony,1

Thanks so much for your postcard which I think was rather lucky to get here—at any rate I think the crofter who brings the post the last seven miles might have suppressed it if he had seen it.2 I am coming down to London about the beginning of November, but probably only for about a month. We are planning to spend the winter here, because I can get on with my work without constantly getting bogged down in journalism, and also I think it will be a bit more comfortable here in spite of the mud and isolation. One is better off for fuel here, and on the whole better off for food. The worst privation really is bread rationing, and the new petrol cut, as we unavoidably have to make a car journey once a week to fetch groceries etc. We have got the house quite comfortable now, except that of course we are still using oil lamps for lighting, and I have got a bit of garden round. We have had incredible weather, indeed a severe drought, with the result that there was no water in the taps for about a fortnight, during which time nobody had a bath. Theoretically one can bathe in the sea, but I find it much too cold at my time of life and have never been in it except once or twice involuntarily. Recently four of us including Richard were all but drowned in the famous whirlpool of Corrievrechan° which came into a film called “I know where I’m going.”3 There was a very incorrect account of the disaster in the Daily Express.4 It was very unpleasant while it lasted, and it ended by our being literally wrecked on a desert island where we might have been stranded for a day or two, but very luckily some lobster fishermen saw the fire we lit for a signal and got us off. Richard loved every moment of it except when he was actually in the water. He is getting enormous and talking a good deal more. He had a bad fall earlier in the year and scarred his forehead, but I imagine the scar will disappear after a year or two. I am getting on with my novel and hope to finish it in the spring if I don’t do anything else. I know that if I return to London and get caught up in weekly articles I shall never get on with anything longer. One just seems to have a limited capacity for work nowadays and one has to husband it. Mrs Christen5 says you sent me a book—I think a reprint of some Victorian novels to which you wrote an introduction6—but she hasn’t sent it on yet. Many thanks any way. I’ll ring you up as soon as I return to London. Please give my love to Violet.7

Yours

George




3268. To George Woodcock

8 September 1947 Typewritten

Barnhill, Isle of Jura, Argyllshire

Dear George,

Thanks ever so for the tea, which was most welcome. I hope you could really spare it.1 I am coming up to London for November, but shall probably only stay about a month. I think the winter here will be a bit more bearable than in London, in spite of the mud and the isolation, so we are going to try wintering here. I am getting on fairly well with the novel, which I hope to finish by the spring if I don’t do anything else. We have had incredible weather, six weeks without rain, resulting in a severe drought which is almost unheard of in these parts. We had no water in our taps for more than a fortnight, during which nobody had a bath, but they’re beginning to trickle again after the recent rain. Thanks to the good weather they got the hay and oats in quickly. Some years the harvest is an absolute nightmare here, and you have to go round the stooks feeling the sheaves and taking them in hastily as soon as they are dry. I hope you have a nice time in Switzerland. No doubt there is plenty to eat there, anyway. All the best to Inge.

Yours

George




3269. Domestic Diary

8.9.47. Raining on & off through the day, with sunny patches. Rain at times fairly heavy. Little wind. Sea calm. Put up place for ducklings. Sweet peas fairly well out. Soil still extremely dry.

No eggs. (350).

9.9.47. Raining all or most of last night. Violent rain during much of the day, & very violent wind from S. & W. Sea very rough till evening, when it calmed somewhat. Water in taps now normal. Spinach germinating.

1 egg (351).

10.9.47. Rain a good deal of the day. Little wind till evening. Sea fairly calm.

No eggs (351).




3270. BBC Contract for Excerpt from The Road to Wigan Pier

Broadcast 11 September 1947


On 3 September 1947, T. Jungstedt, a Swedish Programme Assistant in the BBC Overseas Service, wrote to Miss B. H. Alexander of the BBC Copyright Department asking her to clear his use of some 130 lines of the Swedish translation of The Road to Wigan Pier (‘reading time about 10 minutes’) for use in a broadcast to be transmitted on 11 September. Miss Alexander wrote to Orwell (at Canonbury Square) on 4 September, sending him a contract. Part of this document is missing, including the area where Orwell would have signed. The contract bears a date stamp, 15 September 1947, indicating it was returned.






3271. Domestic Diary

11.9.47. Light rain most of the morning, clearing up in evening. Little wind. Sea fairly calm.

Picked the first bunch of sweet peas. Everything very flattened out by the wind & rain. Clarkia & godetias about over.

No eggs. (351).

The last double opening of Domestic Diary IV was used by Orwell for various notes. The question marks and ticks reproduced are as in the manuscript.


On verso:

Before going away.

   Take up all crops.

   Weed all patches.

   Spread manure.

   Put wire across gap.

   Get in stakes.

   Put barbed wire round cherry trees.

   Cut grass.

   Dig patch for spring vegetables.

   Mark places for fruit trees etc.

   Plant tulip bulbs & peonies (?)

   Plant perennial flowers (if any).

   Make bottom of gate rabbit-proof.

   Weight down hen-house.

   Drag up & cover boat.

   Prune bush roses (?)

   Make sure fruit trees properly tied.

   Make sure wood etc. is in dry place.

   Oil / calor gas.

   Engine?1

   Grease tools.

   Manure fruit trees & bushes √

Wanted

   Fence wire

   Barbed wire

   Wire netting2

   Staples (large)

   Stakes (for barbed wire)

   Angle irons.

   Wheelbarrow √

   Tarpaulins.



On recto:




	“Coming Up”
	not later than
	30.4.48



	“Burmese Days”
	not later than
	31.10.48



	“Down & Out”
	not later than
	30.4.493



	“Homage to Catalonia”
	
	



	“Critical Essays”
	
	when original edit.s



	“Animal Farm”
	
	out of print






12.11.47 —lecture, Working Men’s College, Crowndale Rd. NW. 1. time? (lecture 45–60 mins.)4

November —introduction (Borough Librarian. St. Pancras. Town Hall, Euston Rd. TER 7070)

£7,826–8–7 (19–6.47) (£250) (£150)5






3272. Domestic Diary


Volume V of Orwell’s Domestic Diary (as he described and numbered it) runs on immediately from Volume IV. It continues, with two major breaks and a period entered by Orwell’s sister, Avril, until 24 December 1948. The first part of the Diary—to 10 May 1948—is written on thirty-three recto and three verso pages of a notebook measuring 9¾ x 7¾ in., with twenty-six printed lines to a page. Orwell broke off entries at 29 October 1947, and Avril continued from 27 December 1947 to 10 May 1948. Orwell re-opened the diary after seven months’ absence in hospital (as he put it) on 31 July 1948 and continued until 24 December 1948, when he had just completed Nineteen Eighty-Four. This second part of the diary is written on a further twenty-five pages of the notebook, on fifteen of which are written notes (usually brief) on the versos. Orwell’s entries are reproduced chronologically. Avril’s entries are reproduced by kind permission of her husband, William Dunn. The four for 27–30 December 1947 are placed together, chronologically; those from 1 January to 10 May 1948 have been gathered together as an Appendix to 1948.



12.9.47. Raining a good deal of the day. Strong wind, mostly from S. till evening. Sea rough.

Applied chicken manure to the place for the new black currants.° Had to stake some of the raspberries, which were being loosened at the root. NB. to put wires next year.

9 eggs (laid out.) (360).

13.9.47. Fine but overcast most of day. Little wind. A few spots of rain in the evening. Not very warm. Breakers on sea most of day.

Planted about 50 spring cabbage.

Put on new cylinder of Calor Gas.

9 eggs (laid out.) (369.)

14.9.47. Driving rain most of day till evening, when it cleared up somewhat. Violent wind from SW, dropping a little in the evening. Sea very rough most of day.

No eggs (369).

15.9.47. Rain part of day. Violent wind from S. in afternoon. Sea rough.

Took the 3 broodies out of the henhouse & let them loose in the back yard, in hopes this may cure them.

Most of afternoon opening up drain from kitchen sink, which was blocked.

15 galls petrol arrived (supposed to last to end of October.) About 2 tons of coal delivered.

1 egg (370).

16.9.47. Raining till about 5 pm.

Gave the grass path its first cut, chiefly to keep down dandelions etc.

9 eggs (laid out). (379).

17.9.47. Finer. Only a few drops of rain. Sunny most of day, but not very warm. Little wind. Sea fairly calm.

Put broodies back. Re-covered drain, provisionally. Edged off path, which now looks fairly good.

6 eggs (4 laid out). (385).

18.9.47. Only a drop or two of rain, about 5 pm. Otherwise fine autumnal weather, sunny but not very warm. Little wind sea calm.

Tarred bottom of boat, ie. as thoroughly as I could, as there was only a little tar left.

D.D. is building a stack in the field behind the house. Some of his own hay already stowed away in the barn.

Picked about ½lb. of nuts, more or less ripe. A. picked about 1lb. blackberries (the first this year). R. R. found some mushrooms, not very many but large & good.

2 eggs (387).




3273. To Helmut Klöse

19 September 1947 Typewritten

Barnhill, Isle of Jura, Argyllshire

Dear Klose,

I am sure it was you who sent us a box of beautiful apples last week. I can’t thank you enough—we are always so glad to get hold of fruit here, where there isn’t much to be had except blackberries. I have got a few apples° trees of my own now, which I put in during the winter, but of course they are very tiny trees and I can’t hope for much off them for another year or two.

I wonder how you are getting on. I am assuming that you are still at the same place. We have made ourselves quite comfortable here now and have got a bit of garden broken in, and we intend spending the winter here, though I shall be in London during November. Although it doesn’t seem as though it would be so if you look at the map, I think the winters here are less cold, and one is certainly better off as regards fuel. On the whole one is also better off for food, as one can keep hens and so forth. The croft on which this house stands has been derelict, but it is beginning to be cultivated again, and I rather want if it can be arranged to share a tractor with the man who intends to take it over. I was going to write asking your advice any way, because I remember that it was you who first told me about a very light tractor, about 6 hp., called an Iron Horse. Do you know whether a machine of this type is powerful enough to [be] used in the field, and at the same time manoeuvrable enough to use in the garden. For my own use I want something with which one could plough up small patches between fruit trees etc, but also I would like to know whether a thing of this type will take attachments such as a harrow or hay- cutter, and whether it would have a pulley-wheel off which one could run an electric light plant or a small saw. Also whether any of these small tractors run off paraffin or whether they are all petrol. I would be much obliged if you could give me some advice about this.

We had a marvellous summer, so much so that there was quite a severe drought for several weeks. My little boy is now nearly three and a half and is getting enormous. I am busy on a novel which I hope to finish about May, which is part of the reason for staying the winter here, as I don’t want to get involved in journalism at present. With many thanks again for the apples.

Yours

Geo. Orwell




3274. Domestic Diary

19.9.47. Weather much as yesterday. No rain. Little or no wind. Sea fairly calm.

Applied wood ash (& peat ash) to gooseberries.

B.D. bought 22 lambs, presumably about 6 months old, price 43/6d each.

Took out 2 galls petrol. 2 galls.
 
3 eggs (390).




3275. To Arthur Koestler

20 September 1947 Typewritten

Barnhill, Isle of Jura, Argyllshire

Dear Arthur,

I think a Ukrainian refugee named Ihor Sevcenko1 may have written to you—he told me that he had written and that you had not yet answered.

What he wanted to know was whether they could translate some of your stuff into Ukrainian, without payment of course, for distribution among the Ukrainian D.Ps, who now seem to have printing outfits of their own going in the American Zone and in Belgium. I told him I thought you would be delighted to have your stuff disseminated among Soviet citizens and would not press for payment, which in any case these people could not make. They made a Ukrainian translation of “Animal Farm” which appeared recently, reasonably well printed and got up, and, so far as I could judge by my correspondence with Sevcenko, well translated. I have just heard from them that the American authorities in Munich have siezed° 1500 copies of it and handed them over to the Soviet repatriation people, but it appears about 2000 copies got distributed among the D.Ps first. If you decide to let them have some of your stuff, I think it is well to treat it as a matter of confidence and not tell too many people this end, as the whole thing is more or less illicit. Sevcenko asked me simultaneously whether he thought Laski2 would agree to let them have some of his stuff (they are apparently trying to get hold of representative samples of Western thought.) I told him to have nothing to do with Laski and by no means let a person of that type know that illicit printing in Soviet languages is going on in the allied zones, but I told him you were a person to be trusted. I am sure we ought to help these people all we can, and I have been saying ever since 1945 that the DPs were a godsent opportunity for breaking down the wall between Russia and the west. If our government won’t see this, one must do what one can privately.

I shall be in London during November but am going to spend the winter up here because I think it will be easier to keep warm (more coal etc.) and because I want to get on with the novel I am doing. I hope to finish it about next spring, and I am not doing much else in the meantime. I have been in wretched health a lot of the year—my chest as usual—starting with last winter. But we are quite comfortable here and better off for food than in London. Richard is getting enormous. Love to Mamaine.

Yours

George




3275A. To Christy & Moore

20 September 1947 Typewritten

Barnhill, Isle of Jura, Argyllshire

Dear Sir,

Many thanks for your letter of the 15th.

1. I have no objection to the date of writing being omitted from the French version of “Animal Farm.” (Incidentally the date given was 1943–44, not 1941–42, but I do not suppose this would make any difference.)

2. I would be much obliged if copies could be sent to the following: Andre Gide, Malraux, Mauriac, Jean-paul° Sartre, Albert Camus, Paul Mounier (“Esprit,”) Simone de Beauvoir, Julian Green, Jules Romains.1

Yours faithfully

[Signed] Eric Blair

Eric Blair




3276. Domestic Diary

20.9.47. Fairly heavy rain in the morning. Rest of day overcast, still, fairly warm. Sea calm. Little wind till evening.

Took up last lot of peas.

Took out I gall petrol. 3 galls.

It is now pretty dark at 8 pm.

3 eggs (393).

21.9.47. Beautiful clear day, not very warm. A very few light drops of rain. Sea calm.

2 eggs (395).

22.9.47. Violent rain & wind almost continuous all day, clearing slightly in the evening. Wind mostly from S. Sea very rough.

2 eggs (397).

23.9.47. Squally, with some sun & fairly sharp showers of rain. Sea roughish.

Went fishing in Lussa river.1 Hooked a salmon (3–4 lb. by his appearance) but lost him almost immediately. Cast did not break so presumably he was only lightly hooked.

Took out 2½ galls petrol. 5½ galls.

4 eggs (401).

24.9.47. Raining lightly most of morning, clearing in afternoon. Wind mostly from N. or N. W. Sea roughish in morning, calming in afternoon.

R.R. picked a considerable quantity of mushrooms.

Took runners off strawberries (this must be the 4th or 5th time).

2 eggs (403).

25.9.47. Beautiful clear day, sunny most of the time. Sea calm.

Picked first marrow (the only one & very poor.)

Apples came from Rankin.2 About 15–20 lb. of eating apples, ditto of cookers, & some pears.

3 eggs (406).

26.9.47. Beautiful clear day till late evening, when a little rain. Fairly warm. Sea calm.

Field in front “hutted,” ie. put up into small stacks, today.

2 eggs (408).

27.9.47. Horrible day. Thin driving rain all day, wind from W. Sea variable, sometimes quite rough.

Worked out area of Barnhill croft as accurately as I could from the 6" map. Exclusive of the garden & the marshy field it appears to me to be just over 16 acres.

Started sack of wheat (140 lb) today. Three hens now moulting. One broody.

3 eggs (411).

28.9.47. Alternative rain & sun all day. Rather cold. Sea fairly calm. Bracken mostly going brown.

Took out 2 galls petrol. 7½ galls.

1 egg (412).




3277. To David Astor

29 September 1947 Typewritten

Barnhill, Isle of Jura, Argyllshire

Dear David,

I wonder how things are going with you and the family. I am going to be in London for November to see to some odds and ends of business, but after that we intend spending the winter here. I think it will be easier to keep warm here, as we are better off for coal etc., also I am struggling with this novel and can work more quietly here. I hope to finish it some time in the spring. I have got on fairly well but not so fast as I could have wished because I have been in wretched health a lot of the year, starting with last winter. We have got the house a lot more in order and some more garden broken in, and I am going to send up some more furniture this winter. I think the Barnhill croft is going to be farmed after all, which eases my conscience about living here. A chap I don’t think you have met named Bill Dunn, who lost a foot in the war, has been living with the Darrochs all the summer as a pupil, and in the spring he is going to take over the Barnhill croft and live with us. Apart from the land getting cultivated again, it is very convenient for us because we can then share implements such as a small tractor which it [is] not worth getting for the garden alone, and also have various animals which I have hitherto hesitated to get for fear a moment should come when nobody was here. We have had a marvellous summer here, in fact there was a severe drought and no bath water for ten days. Four of us including Richard were nearly drowned in Corrievrechan,° an event which got into the newspapers even as far away as Glasgow.1 Richard is getting enormous and unbelievably destructive, and is now talking a good deal more. I expect your baby will have grown out of recognition by this time. I don’t know if you’re going to be up here any time in the winter but if so do look in here. There’s always a bed and food of sorts, and the road is I think slightly better as it’s being drained in places. Your friend Donovan came over riding on Bob and bearing incredible quantities of food, evidently sure he would find us starving. Actually we do very well for food here except bread, because we buy huge hunks of venison off the Fletchers whenever they break up a deer, also lobsters, and we have a few hens and can get plenty of milk.

Please remember me to your wife.

Yours

George

P.S. Do you want Bob wintered again by any chance? I got hay for him last year and he seemed to me in pretty good condition when I took him back, though I’m no judge. Till the day I took him back I had never mounted him, because the Darrochs had built up a picture of him as a sort of raging unicorn, and I was in such poor health I felt I was getting past that sort of thing Actually he was as good as gold even when ridden bareback.




3278. Domestic Diary

29.9.47. A nasty day. Patches of sun, but mostly thin driving rain, & decidedly cold. Wind from W. & N. Sea fairly calm in daytime.

1 egg (413).

30.9.47. Somewhat better day. Some light showers. Sea fairly calm.

3 eggs (416).




3279. What Is the English Character?

World Digest, October 1947


Except for its last paragraph, this extract draws from all but paragraphs 1, 2, and 13 of the first section of The English People, ‘England at First Glance.’ The last paragraph reads, ‘But … the outstanding and, by contemporary standards, highly original quality of the English is their habit of not killing one another.’ This is drawn from the first word and second sentence of the third paragraph of the book’s final section, ‘The Future of the English People,’ italics included.






3280. Proposal to Re-issue Down and Out in Paris and London in the United States


On 1 October 1947, ‘June,’ on behalf of Barrows Mussey, wrote to Frank S. MacGregor of Harper & Brothers inquiring whether, following the success of Animal Farm, consideration had been given to re-issuing Down and Out in Paris and London. Harper had published 1,750 copies in June 1933; 383 copies were remaindered; the type was distributed, 13 February 1934 (Willison). It may have, the letter said, ‘dated in a way that would kill it. Then again, it may not. It was a very good book.’ Macgregor replied to Mr. Barrows Mussey on 21 October 1947, but addressing the letter to June, that this had been considered but it had seemed that the chances of its being worthwhile were not good enough for Harper to undertake it.

On 20 August 1947, Leonard Moore had written to Harper & Brothers asking them to confirm that the copyrights of Down and Out in Paris and London and Burmese Days were legally vested in the author. Dorothy B. Fiske, of Harper’s Copyright Department, replied on 8 September 1947 that Down and Out in Paris and London was copyrighted in the name of Eric Blair on 30 June 1933, Registration Number A–63479; and Burmese Days similarly on 25 October 1934, Registration Number A–75972.






3281. Domestic Diary

1.10.47. Overcast. Only a few drops of rain. Sea calm.

A few godetias & shirley poppies, & a good many marigolds still blooming, ditto red-hot pokers. Picked the first parsnips today—very poor.

1 egg (417).

2.10.47. Beautiful still day. Overcast part of time, but sunny & quite hot in the afternoon. Sea like glass.

D.D. now has all his corn stacked.

Picked a few blackberries. Still not a great number ripe.

2 eggs (419).

3.10.47. Beautiful still day. Not very warm. Sea calm.

3 eggs (422).




3282. To Leonard Moore

4 October 1947 Typewritten

Barnhill, Isle of Jura, Argyllshire

Dear Moore,

The “Books for Germany” people, of which I am a sponsor, have issued a list of the books they want immediately, and of my own they want “Animal Farm”1 and “Coming Up for Air.” I imagine the latter is completely unobtainable, but could you please send them a copy of A.F. I suppose you have some of the American edition. If you have a copy of the German translation to spare, perhaps you could send that as well. The address is:


   A.I.R.G.

   Foreign Office

   German Section

   48 Princes Gardens

   LONDON SW 7.



Yours sincerely

[Signed] Eric Blair

Eric Blair




3283. Domestic Diary

4.10.47. Beautiful day. Mist from about 4 pm, thickening from then onwards. Not very warm. Sea calm.

Took up bean sticks. Cleared parsnips (very poor).

Took out about 2 galls petrol. 9½galls. There seems to be hardly any left in the cask (supposed to be 15 gallons.)

3 eggs (425).

5.10.4.7. Thick mist last night. Still, overcast day with occasional sun. Not very warm. Sea calm.

Removed dandelions from grass path (already very numerous).

A. picked considerable quantities of blackberries. Saw two eagles over the house.

3 eggs (428).

6.10.47. Still day, mostly overcast, but no rain. Not very warm. Sea calm.

Manured all fruit bushes (NB. I think the black currant° bushes could do with a bit more.)

Still some runners on strawberries, which I removed. One or two recently-ripened raspberries, so I think these must be an autumn kind.

3 eggs (431).

7.10.47. Still, overcast, light rain during much of the afternoon. Sea rougher.

The corn in the front field brought into the byre today (very damp). Window of stable mended. Sent for Calor Gas.

4 eggs (435).

8.10.47. Rough night. Sea very rough this morning, calming by evening. This morning windy & rainy, this afternoon better, with sunny intervals & drizzle.

Started clearing out shrubs for tulip bed.

4 eggs (439).




3284. To Julian Symons

9 October 1947 Typewritten

Barnhill, Isle of Jura, Argyllshire

Dear Julian,1

I’m going to be in London for November, arriving about the 5th I think, and hope we can meet. I’ll ring or write nearer the time.

You gave me much too kind a review of that silly little “English People” book in the M. E. News.2 The only real excuse for it was that I was almost physically bullied into writing it by Turner.3 It was written about the beginning of 1944, but this didn’t appear from the text, as last year the proof-reader hurriedly went through it shoving in a remark here and there to show the general election had happened in the mean time.

I am very busy with a novel which I hope to finish some time next year. I have to do various bits of business in town, but we are going to spend the winter up here because I can be quieter and also it’s a bit easier to get food and fuel up here, and actually the climate is a bit warmer. We’ve got this house quite comfortable now, except that we haven’t electric light, and got a bit of a garden going and a few hens—cow and pigs later when we can wangle food for them. We have also been able to make an arrangement by which the derelict croft on which this house stands is to be farmed after all, so I shan’t have bad conscience about keeping someone else off cultivable land. Richard is getting enormous and talking a lot more. He has had quite an eventful summer including having measles and cutting an enormous chunk out of his forehead on a broken jug, also being wrecked on a desert island and nearly drowned. The weather on the whole has been marvellous. We had six consecutive weeks without rain, in fact even no water in the taps for a week or two. Later it has rained a good deal, but they got the harvest in with less agony than last year.

Please remember me to your wife.

Yours
 
Geo. Orwell




3285. Domestic Diary

9.10.47. Nasty morning & sea rough. Clearer in afternoon, with occasional sun, & sea calmer.

Cleared out fuchsia stump.

Started new cylinder of Calor Gas. Last cylinder has gone less than a month, but has been used a good deal.

2 eggs (441)

10.10.47. Mostly fine, though overcast. A short light shower about 1 pm. Sea fairly calm.

Began preparing tulip bed.

3 eggs (444).

11.10.47. Filthy day, raining most of time, with nasty driving wind from S. in the afternoon. Sea roughish.

4 eggs (445).1




3286. To D. F. Boyd, BBC Talks Department

12 October 1947 Typewritten

Barnhill, Isle of Jura, Argyllshire

Dear Mr Boyd,

Many thanks for your letter of the 7th.

I’m afraid I cannot possibly undertake a talk on November 12th. I shall probably be in London by that date, but shall be travelling just beforehand. I am in any case very much occupied at present and don’t want to undertake any more work. Please forgive me.

Yours sincerely
 
[Signed] Geo. Orwell

George Orwell


D. F. Boyd, Chief Producer, Talks Department, BBC Home Service, had written to Orwell on 7 October to tell him that in November the BBC was celebrating its jubilee and the anniversary of the Third Programme. A number of important talks were to be transmitted on the theme of broadcasting. Orwell was asked to make one of the ‘chief contributions,’ a half-hour talk on ‘broadcast speech and its effect.’ Boyd said that Orwell had perhaps already had a message from Andrew Stewart about this proposal [not traced]. The broadcast was to be given on 12 November, originally at 8:00 P.M., changed on 9 October to 7:00 P.M.






3287. Domestic Diary

12.10.47. Very stormy last night & sea rough this morning. Raining a good deal of the day, but wind dropping by afternoon. Sea fairly calm by evening. Slight cold, did not go out of doors.

4 eggs (449).

13.10.47. Beautiful clear day. Sun quite hot for part of the morning. Sea calm.

Unwell, did not go out.

2 eggs (451 ).

14.10.47. Mostly fine, some showers. Sea calm. Began digging tulip bed.

3 eggs (454).1

15.10.47. Nasty day. Overcast & rather cold, with mist & thin driving rain most of time. Wind from W. Sea calm inshore, roughish outside.

4 eggs (458).

16.10.47. Beautiful clear day, sunny but not very warm. No wind. Sea calm.

Finished tulip bed (will take about 150 bulbs), began clearing bed under window.

Two Golden Spire apples ripe, which we ate. Quite good crisp apples, lemony flavour.

Stags roaring all night. Have only been hearing them for about the last 10 days.

D.D. taking in the last of his hay today (from the field behind the house). B.D. put his sheep up on the hill as they should be there before the frosts begin.

4 eggs, but I think 1 other had been broken & eaten. (462).

17.10.47. Nasty damp day, but not actually much rain, & no wind. Sea calm.

Paraffin running rather low (started about 6 weeks ago). Have ordered another drum.

Took out 1 gall petrol. 10½ galls. Only a little left in cask.

2 eggs (464).

18.10.47. Dull, still day. Hardly any rain. Sea calm.

Began clearing flower bed.

3 eggs (467).

19.10.47. Dull, overcast day, no rain, not cold. Some wind in afternoon. Sea roughish, especially in morning.

Went on clearing flower bed, spread a little manure (very short of this.)

New oil cooker used for first time today (Valor).

The swallows I think have gone. The last time I saw one was a week or 10 days ago. Chaffinches flocking.

4 eggs (471).

20.10.47. Fine, sunny, windy day. Chilly in morning & evening. Sea roughish.

Planted tulips (the new bulbs, about 100–150). Gave them a very little potassium sulphate. Finished clearing flower bed.

New oil cooker seems to use about 1 pint an hour for each burner (one burner works oven).

One hen still almost naked from moulting, & the others persecuting her a bit. Qy. whether to segregate her as she is probably not getting enough to eat.

3 eggs (474).




3288. S. M. Levitas to Orwell

21 October 1947


MR. Levitas, the editor of The New Leader (New York), wrote to say how ‘very uncomfortable’ he was to learn that Orwell had asked his agents, McIntosh & Otis, New York, to take out a year’s subscription to The New Leader because Orwell felt ‘uneasy’ about being on the free list. Levitas could not understand why Orwell had asked for this to be done. He was eager to have Orwell read The New Leader regularly and to contribute frequently: ‘three or four articles from you during the year would be very important for all concerned.’ He enclosed proofs of an article by James Burnham on the rebirth of the Comintern, and asked Orwell for 1,000 to 1,500 words on it. Levitas’s letter arrived when Orwell had become seriously ill and he did not reply until 4 June 1948, after Levitas had written again on 25 May; see 3410.






3288A. To Arthur Koestler, 21 October 1947: see here




3289. Domestic Diary

21.10.47. Fine day, sunny with some mist, rather cold. Sea fairly calm. Planted Madonna lilies (6 I think).

3 eggs (477).




3290. To Roger Senhouse

22 October 1947 Typewritten

Barnhill, Isle of Jura, Argyllshire

Dear Roger,

I’m returning the proofs of “Coming Up for Air.”

There are not many corrections. In just one or two cases I’ve altered something that had been correctly transcribed, including one or two misprints that existed in the original text. I note that on p. 46 the compositor has twice altered “Boars” to “Boers,” evidently taking it for a misprint. “Boars” was intentional, however (a lot of people used to pronounce it like that.)1

What about dates? On the title page it says “1947,” but it isn’t going to be published in 1947. And should there not somewhere be a mention of the fact that the book was first published in 1939?

Did you know by the way that this book hasn’t got a semicolon in it? I had decided about that time that the semicolon is an unnecessary stop and that I would write my next book without one.2

I’m coming up to London on November 7th and shall be there for about a month. I have various time-wasting things to do, lectures and so on. I hope before I arrive to have finished the rough draft of my novel, which I’m on the last lap of now. But its° a most dreadful mess and about two-thirds of it will have to be rewritten entirely besides the usual touching up. I don’t know how long that will take—I hope only 4 or 5 months but it might well be longer. I’ve been in such wretched health all this year that I never seem to have much spare energy. I wonder if Fred will be back by November.3 I hope to see you both then.

Yours

George




3291. Domestic Diary

22.10.47. Fine, clear, coldish day till about 8 pm, when it began raining. Sea fairly calm.

Planted more tulips (about 120) & transplanted one or two sweet williams.

3 eggs (480).




3292. To Anthony Powell

23 October 1947 Typewritten

Barnhill, Isle of Jura, Argyllshire

Dear Tony,

Re. the Gissing book1—I’d love to do it, but I’m really afraid I must say no. The thing is I’m not only struggling with this book of mine but shall also be pretty busy while in London. I’ve got all manner of time-wasting things to do, and in addition I’ve been landed with another long article which I can’t dodge out of.2 I hope to at any rate break, the back of it while in London, but that means not undertaking anything else. I’m sorry—I’d much rather have done the Gissing article.

I’m coming up on the 7th and will ring you up. Winter is setting in here, rather dark and gloomy. Already we light the lamps at about half past five. However, we’ve got a lot more coal here than we should have in London, and this house is a lot more weather proof than my flat, where the water was coming through the roof in twelve places last winter. Please give my love to Violet.

Yours

George




3293. Domestic Diary

23.10.47. Evidently fairly heavy rain in the night. Today dull, overcast, still, with occasional rain & mist. Sea very calm.

Planted crocuses, supposed to be 200 but I think not so many. Very poor bulbs, & not enough of them. Must order about 100 more. NB. to order some scillas as well.

4 eggs (484).


On the facing page against 23.10.47 Orwell has written and ticked, implying he had placed the following order:



Order crocuses.

24.10.47. Clear, fine day, quite warm in the morning. Sea roughish.

Today a burst water pipe, a great nuisance but fortunately in the scullery & not upstairs. Nobody knows where the main cock is, as it is somewhere underground, near the door of the byre probably. The only way of cutting off the water is to disconnect the pipe from the tank, at the point where it crosses the stream. This soon empties the cistern & thus stops the water running, but of course while one is doing the mend the water is running out of the tank, & in dry weather it might not be easy to get it full again. NB. that one cannot disconnect the pipe without a large monkey wrench which we have not got.

3 eggs (487).


On the facing page against this date Orwell has written:



Order monkey wrench.




3294. To Leonard Moore

25 October 1947 Typewritten

Barnhill, Isle of Jura, Argyllshire

Dear Moore,

Fenner Brockway,1 who is helping to edit a new magazine called “World Opinion”,2 wrote asking me whether they could reprint in it an excerpt of about 1500 words from “The English People.” He says they have approached the editorial committee of Britain in Pictures, who refused them leave to reprint. Do you know what the position is and whose the copyright is? I really don’t mind one way or the other, but so far as it lies with me I have no objection to their reprinting.3

My friend George Woodcock is looking for a literary agent and asked me to ask you whether you would care to handle his work. I think he will also write to you himself. He recently published a book on William Godwin, and I think has published others, and is now at work on some commissioned books. He says he wants an agent because the business side of his work is getting rather beyond him, and also because he expects to be in Ireland part of next year. His address is 24 Highgate West Hill, N. 6.4

 Yours sincerely

 [Signed] Eric Blair

 Eric Blair




3295. To Julian Symons

25 October 1947 Typewritten

Barnhill, Isle of Jura, Argyllshire

Dear Julian,

I can’t resist taking up a point of pedantry. Kid Lewis may have been a welter-weight, but I think he was a light-weight.1 At any rate he wasn’t a heavy or a light-heavy, and I’ll tell you how I remember. He fought Carpentier, a sort of grudge battle, Lewis having challenged Carpentier, whom he declared to be overrated. At first Carpentier (a light-heavy weight) said that he refused to fight someone who was below his own weight. In the end they fought and Lewis was knocked out, his supporters claiming that he had been fouled. This was about 1922. (Perhaps later).

He was a supporter of Mosley2 in the New Party, and stood for Whitechapel in the election—I suppose it was 1931—in which the New Party had its fiasco. I think he must have stuck to Mosley a bit longer and after M. started calling himself a Fascist, because I remember Boothroyd (“Yaffle” of Reynolds’s)3 telling me about an affray at a public meeting, about 1932, in which Lewis was involved. I believe Mosley at the beginning had a regular bodyguard of Jewish prizefighters. Fascism was not then thought of as anti-semitic, and Mosley did not take up anti-semitism until about 1933 or 1934.

Looking forward to seeing you.

Yours

George




3296. To George Woodcock

25 October 1947 Typewritten

Barnhill, Isle of Jura, Argyllshire.

Dear George,

I am writing to my agent, and will tell him you would like to deal with him. You might also care to communicate with him yourself. The address is:


   Christy & Moore

   Literary Agents

   The Ride Annexe

   Dukes Wood Avenue

   Gerrards Cross, Bucks.



I don’t know whether they are actually the best agents (I believe Watt’s are supposed to be good), but I have always dealt with them. They are partly lecturing agents, and somewhat lowbrow in tendency, but do a certain amount of high-class business, and have good connections here and in the USA. I think you will find Moore (he is the active partner) will want you to sign a contract engaging to do all your business through him. Of course this inevitably means that one is often paying the agent his 10 percent commission when one has in fact done all the negotiations oneself, but it is worth it, because an agent with his connections can fix up translations, American editions and so forth which one could never do for oneself. For instance Moore fixed up 15 or more translations of “Animal Farm” whereas I don’t suppose I could have arranged more than two or three myself, as I would not have known how to go about it. Also an agent will screw better terms out of publishers and take all the misery of contracts and so forth off one’s back. But when signing any agreement with Moore I would make sure that it refers only to books and not journalism. It is most tiresome if one has to handle magazine and newspaper articles through an agent. At the same time, even if one has a clause of that kind in the agreement, they’ll be quite ready to negotiate individual articles, eg. ones that you think might be saleable in America.

I’m coming up to London on November 7th and shall stay for a few weeks. I’ve about finished the rough draft of my novel, so should get it done by about next summer. I haven’t got on as fast as I should because I’ve been in such wretched health this year. Yes, we did nearly get drowned, and ended up by managing to scramble ashore on a tiny islet after losing both the engine and the oars from the boat, so that we couldn’t get off again. Very luckily some lobster fishermen happened to pass and saw the fire we had lit, so we got away after only a few hours. Richard enjoyed every minute of it except when he was in the water. Please give my love to Inge. I look forward to seeing you both.

 Yours

 George




3297. Domestic Diary

25.10.47. Beautiful, clear, windless day. Sea somewhat calmer.

Pruned gooseberry bushes (old ones). Applied sulphate of potash to fruit bushes & strawberries, & the two espalier apple trees.

Put new batteries in radio. NB. we shall need H.T. battery about 25.2.48 & L. T. battery about 25.12.47. Order 10 days beforehand.

Saw a piece of honeysuckle in bloom yesterday, in a bush that had ripe berries. One or two flowers on the thrift, must be second blooming. Forgot to mention, saw some starlings about a week ago.

3 eggs (490).


Against this date on the facing page Orwell has written:



Order H.T. battery 15.2.48.

Order L.T. battery 15.12.47.

26.10.47. Still day, more overcast than yesterday, but no rain. Sea calm.

Gave manure to apple trees. The scion of the James Grieve appeared to have rooted. Cut the rootlets through—not certain whether this is the right thing to do.

5 eggs (495).




3298. To Celia Kirwan

27 October 1947 Typewritten

Barnhill, Isle of Jura, Argyllshire

Dearest Celia,1

How nice to get your letter (dated 14th but didn’t get here till about 3 days ago.)

I can’t possibly write anything at present. I am smothered under work. I am struggling with this2 novel which I am supposed to finish some time in the spring, and shortly I have to go up to London and waste the better part of a month doing all kinds of time-wasting things. I have been in lousy health most of this year, my chest as usual, so I haven’t got on with the novel so fast as I should have. Richard is getting enormous and is full of vigour in spite of having measles and now, I am afraid, sickening for whooping cough, as he spent some time with some children who developed whooping cough immediately afterwards. He talks a good deal more but is still rather backward that way. Early in the spring he fell down and cut his forehead very badly, but it healed up nicely and I don’t think the scar will show after a year or two. We had a marvellous summer, six weeks without a drop of rain, and we went for some wonderful picnics on the other side of the island, which is quite uninhabited but where there is an empty shepherd’s cottage one can sleep in. It is a beautiful coast, green water and white sand, and a few miles inland lochs full of trout which never get fished because they’re too far from anywhere. We had intended to go back to London for the winter, but we decided to stay here because I think it will be a little easier to keep warm. There is rather more fuel, and also the winter is not quite so cold as in the south of England, though it is very wet.

I will write for you when I can. I certainly would like some French francs. I have translations of various books coming out, but my books never sell in France, and in one case recently I must say I didn’t wonder when I saw what the translation was like.

I haven’t heard from Inez3 for some months, but of course I shall look her up as soon as I am in town. I had hoped she was going to come and stay up here in the autumn but it fell through for some reason.

With love

George

P.S. Do you know the inner story of what happened to Polemic?4 I merely had a line from Humphrey saying they were packing up. Did Rodney Phillips get sick of spending money on it, or was there a quarrel? I’m going to send this to “Occident” as you didn’t give the arrondissement of your address.




3299. Domestic Diary

27.10.47. Fine still day, not much sun, no wind. Sea fairly calm.

New gate & tomato house have arrived. Also ½ ton hay, barrel of paraffin, calor gas. Gateposts 8 ½ long, must be cut down, as in this soil it would be almost impossible to sink them deep enough.

1 egg. (496).

28.10.47. Fine still day, not much sun, little wind, coldish. Sea calm.
 
Started clearing stable. NB. order large stiff broom.

Began new drum of paraffin. Allowing that we use 5 galls a week, this should last to 28.12.47. Important not to run out at Xmas time. Order another drum at beginning of December.

3 eggs (499).


Against this date on the facing page Orwell has written:



Order yard broom.

Order paraffin about 1.12.47.

29.10.47. Fine clear day, not very warm, with some sun. Sea roughish.

A. & B.D. continued clearing stable. Mowed lawn (last time this year).

3 eggs (& 1I think eaten). 502.

After this entry, Orwell ceased to write his diary, owing to becoming seriously ill. His letters from here on and well into 1948 were handwritten from bed.




3300. To Leonard Moore

31 October 1947 Handwritten

Barnhill, Isle of Jura, Argyllshire

Dear Moore,

I am writing this in bed (inflammation of the lungs), so I shan’t be coming up to London in early November as planned. I shall try to come up later in the month, but certainly it will be several weeks before I can travel. Harcourt Brace have just written expressing interest in the novel I am now writing & in the idea of reprinting various earlier ones, ie. those Warburg is reprinting. Warburgs has° sent them proofs of “Coming up for Air,” apparently.

I am not sure how we stand with Harcourt & Brace on the one hand, & Reynall° & Hitchcock on the other? Is it not the latter who have the first refusal of new work? But how about reprints? I would certainly like to see “ Burmese Days ” (which H.B mention) reprinted in the USA.1

If writing to H.B. could you ask them to forgive me for not writing—explain I am ill—particularly sorry not writing as they exerted themselves about getting a pair of shoes for me. Might also tell Secker & Warburg & Miss Otis2 that I am ill.

Yours sincerely

Eric Blair




3301. Ukrainian Translation of Animal Farm

November 1947


According to Willison, the Ukrainian translation of Animal Farm was published by Prometheus, in Münich, in November 1947. It was translated by Ivan Cherniatync’kyi (Ihor Szewczenko) and printed in Belgium. It was distributed through a displaced persons organisation in Münich. A large number of the 5,000 copies printed were handed to the Soviets by the American occupying power in Germany. See 2969, 3187, 3188, 3197, 3198 and especially 3304 for the possible effect of a change of American policy in Germany.






3302. Subscription to International P.E.N. English Centre

1947–48


Early in September 1947, members of the International P.E.N. English Centre were advised of an increase in the subscription. Among Orwell’s papers was a reminder, perhaps dating from November 1947, that he had not signed a revised banker’s order for the payment of his subscription at the new rate of £2.2.0 (instead of £1.6.0). He was asked to pay the difference (16s. 0d) and arrange for his bank to pay £2.2.0 from 1 October 1948. see 3355.






3303. To Leonard Moore

7 November 1947 Handwritten

Barnhill, Isle of Jura, Argyllshire

Dear Moore,

Thanks for your letter of the 30th October. I shall be very pleased to have “Burmese Days” translated into Hungarian.

With ref. to your other letter—no, I only did one review for the New Yorker.1 They have not sent me any more books.

I have been very unwell & intend to stay in bed for some weeks & try & get right again, so I probably shan’t be coming up to London, unless for a very short business trip. I have finished the rough draft of my novel, so I ought to get the book done by about May or June unless this illness drags out. I can’t work in my present state—constant high temperature etc.

Yours sincerely

Eric Blair
 



3304. To Leonard Moore

8 November 1947 Handwritten

Barnhill, Isle of Jura, Argyllshire

Dear Moore,

Many thanks for your letter of the 3rd. I would be very glad to see a German translation of A.F. circulating in Germany & don’t mind if the financial return is small. I think this is the right moment, as the USA is altering its policy in Germany & doing more vigorous anti-Russian propaganda, but it wouldn’t surprise me to see them drop that line again quite soon. No doubt Amstutz1 appreciates that point.

Yours sincerely

Eric Blair
 



3305. To Roger Senhouse

14 November 1947 Handwritten

Barnhill, Isle of Jura, Argyllshire

Dear Roger,

I enclose the draft blurb, with slight emendations. I must say I don’t think the tone of it is quite right, but I suppose it’s in the blurb tradition.

As to your other corrections, I’m keeping the list, but I can’t give any opinion on the doubtful ones without a copy of the proofs.1

I think I sent a message saying I am ill. I’m still in bed & very weak. I don’t suppose I’ll be in London much before the end of the month.

Yours

George
 



3306. To Arthur Koestler

24 November 1947 Handwritten

Barnhill, Isle of Jura, Argyllshire

Dear Arthur,

I’m very ill in bed (chest as usual) & trying to get well enough to travel up to London & see a specialist. I dare say I’ll have to spend a month or so in a nursing home then. I’ve really been very bad for several months tho’ I didn’t take to my bed till about 3 weeks ago.

I can’t take part in any committees etc. I quite agree about French translations, they are sometimes quite shameful. They entirely ruined one book of mine in translation.1 But I think it’s because French publishers won’t pay decent fees for translations. I should have said English translations of French books were generally fairly good.

Thanks for offer of house, but I don’t think we could, ie. as a family, come away, & as a matter of fact we’re fairly comfortable here—good sound house, hot water & plenty of food, tho’ no electric light certainly. Love to you both.

George
 



3307. To Frederick Tomlinson, The Observer

24 November 1947 Handwritten

Barnhill, Isle of Jura, Argyllshire

Dear Tomlinson,1

Many thanks for your letter of the 18th.2 I can’t really give you any answer now, because I have been seriously ill for some weeks & am still merely trying to get well enough to make the journey to London & see a specialist. It is my chest as usual, & even if I don’t need any special treatment I think I shall have to stay in a nursing home for a month or so in order to be nursed. I can’t tell how long it will all take, & therefore I don’t really know about my movements. I am just half way through a book which I am supposed to finish in the spring or early summer, but which of course I can’t touch till I’m well again. I’ll let you know later how I go on.

Yours

George Orwell




3308. To Anthony Powell

29 November 1947 Handwritten

Barnhill, Isle of Jura, Argyllshire

Dear Tony,

Thanks so much for your letter. I’m still on my back, but I think really getting better after many relapses. I’d probably be all right by this time if I could have got to my usual chest specialist, but I dare not make the journey to the mainland while I have a temperature. It’s really a foul journey in winter even if one flies part of the way. However I’ve arranged for a man to come from Glasgow & give me the once-over, & then maybe I’ll get up to London later, or perhaps only as far as Glasgow. I think I’ll have to go into hospital for a bit, because apart from treatment there’s the X-raying etc., & after that I might have a stab at going abroad for a couple of months if I can get a newspaper assignment to some where° warm. Of course I’ve done no work for weeks—have only done the rough draft of my novel, which I always consider as the halfway mark. I was supposed to finish it by May—now, God knows when. I’m glad the Aubrey book1 is coming along at last. I think in these days besides putting the date of publication in books one also ought to put the date of writing. In the spring I’m reprinting a novel which came out in 19392 & was rather killed by the war, so that makes up a little for being late with my new one.

Apparently Mrs Christen3 has just sailed. What I partly wrote about was this: have you got, or do you know anyone who has got, a saddle for sale? Good condition doesn’t matter very much so long as it has a sound girth & stirrups. It’s for a horse only about 14 h. but on the stout side, so very likely a saddle belonging to a big horse would do. It’s the sort of thing someone might have kicking round, & you can’t buy them for love or money. The farm pony we have here is ridden for certain errands to save petrol, & it’s so tiring riding bareback. I am ready to pay a reasonable price.

Richard is offensively well & full of violence. He went through whooping cough without noticing that he had it. My love to everyone. I hope to see you all some day.

Yours

George




3309. Profile of Krishna Menon. By David Astor in consultation with Orwell1

The Observer, 30 November 1947

One man to whom the Exhibition of Indian Art, just open at Burlington House, will bring quiet pride is Mr. V. K. Krishna Menon,2 High Commissioner in London for the Dominion of India. His new post and the Exhibition are both tokens of a sympathetic intercourse between Britain and India which in earlier life he can scarcely have expected. People here used to think of Mr. Menon as the arch-rebel, working in their midst against the British Raj. For years they watched him conducting his political activities from 165 Strand, the old office of the India League.

Menon came to this country in 1924, a young man of twenty-six. From Mrs. Annie Besant,3 his political guru, he had heard much about Britain; his study of Burke, Mill, and Shakespeare had given him a great wish to see the strange land which had such titles to fame and could yet keep millions of his own people in subjugation. His intention, then, was to return to India in six months. Instead, he stayed on and has been here ever since, rarely visiting India and then only for short periods.

This tall, severe-looking man with classical features is by nature an ascetic: he neither drinks nor smokes, has never married, and is a strict vegetarian. Before moving a few months ago into that magnificent edifice in Aldwych called India House, he used to live in a small bed- and-breakfast room in one of the side-streets of Camden Town. From 1934 up to his recent appointment he sat for Labour on the St. Pancras Borough Council. He had been active in the Labour movement even earlier, working closely with Ellen Wilkinson4 in the grim “hunger- march” days.

In 1939 he was chosen as parliamentary Labour candidate for Dundee, but resigned from the party over its India policy during the war years. Then, as always with him, India came first. He rejoined in 1945, after the Labour Party conference had passed its famous “Independence for India” resolution against the advice of the executive.

Even as a boy, wandering in the streets of Calicut, the land of black pepper and coco-nuts where trains pass through gardens and gardens touch the sea, Menon dreamt of freedom for India. Defiance runs in his family. His father, a lawyer, had little respect for British-made laws; his eldest sister fought her way against sex discrimination into a secondary school hitherto reserved for boys.

Soon after graduating from the Presidency College, Madras, Menon was drawn into Mrs. Besant’s “Home Rule” agitation, and she promptly chose him as one of her young volunteers. For five years he lived and worked in the Besant community, leaving only to come to England.

His first job here was teaching history at St. Christopher’s School, Letchworth. At the same time he took evening classes at the London School of Economics, graduating with first-class honours and also gaining the London University Diploma in Education. After a period of research in the psychological laboratory of University College, which brought him his M.A., he returned to the L.S.E., where he became one of Professor Laski’s favourite pupils and added the M. Sc (Economics) to his remarkable bag of academic distinctions.

His inclination, however, was towards an independent profession rather than a teaching post; his next step was to qualify as a barrister of the Inner Temple. He practised at the Bar, but was not a great success; perhaps because law is a jealous mistress, and his first love has always been politics. A fluent speaker, he soon became known in Labour circles as an authority on India. In 1929 he was elected General Secretary of the India League, then not much more than a club where Left-wing sympathisers such as Lansbury, Lee Smith, and Pethick-Lawrence met to discuss Indian problems with earnest young Indians. Menon made the League a political force; before long the Congress leaders recognised it as their chief mouthpiece in Europe.

In 1935 Pandit Nehru came to London; he was impressed by Menon’s work, and the friendship then formed between the two men has never waned. It was certain that as Nehru’s star rose Menon’s would rise with it. When last year Nehru became Vice-President of the Indian Interim Government he at once made Menon his personal envoy in Europe, and later sent him to the United Nations General Assembly as a member of the Indian delegation. Finally, when Nehru became Prime Minister, Menon was appointed to represent his country at the Court of St. James’s.°

However, it would be quite wrong to think of Menon as merely a client of Nehru. He is a self-made man with an arresting personality who would in any event have carved out a notable career for himself, very possibly in Parliament. He writes English as well as he speaks it, is the author of several books and innumerable pamphlets, and was the first editor of the Pelican Series and the Twentieth Century Library, a most unusual distinction for an Indian.

In personal life Menon is difficult to know. He has an immense range of acquaintances, but not many friends. People either admire or condemn him; they rarely get an opportunity to break through his armour of reserve. He is sensitive to the reactions of others and tries to take them into his confidence, but he is seldom able to lower his guard. Only with children does he find it easy to unbend.

To his subordinates Menon often seems a hard taskmaster; he has an almost Curzonian passion for detail and likes to keep the strings of authority in his own hands. Tireless himself, he is often at his desk by 8 a.m., and is apt to work eighteen hours a day. But he has seen enough of the ups and downs of life to appreciate the difficulties of others; his judgments are more generous than his manner usually allows him to show. Very few have ever suffered at his hands, though more than a few have tried to damage his reputation.

Because of his critical role in the past many people imagine that Menon does not like the British. Nothing could be further from truth. In fact, it is inconceivable that he would ever feel at home now in any other country. He has lived with the British so long and has known them so well that he has grown genuinely fond of them. With Lord and Lady Mountbatten he has established lately a firm friendship: for his character and integrity they have a high regard. We can be sure that the former rebel will do his utmost to strengthen the new alliance—the free alliance he has always wanted—between his country and ours.
 



3310. To Leonard Moore

30 November 1947 Handwritten

Barnhill, Isle of Jura, Argyllshire

Dear Moore,

Many thanks for your letters. I enclose the Hungarian contract, duly signed.1
 
I am still on my back but I think I am now really getting better. I have got a chest specialist coming from Glasgow to see me next week, & I dare say in a little while I’ll be able to make the journey to either London or Glasgow. But I am bound to be incapacitated for some time, & I dare say after that they will tell me to go to a hot climate for a month or two, if I can get a newspaper assignment to somewhere hot.2 Of course I’ve done no work for weeks. I had done the rough draft of my novel, after which I usually consider there is 4–5 months’ work to do—now, I can’t say when I’ll get back to it. I must get well first, & then get strong again.

Settle it between Harcourt Brace & Reynal & Hitchcock as you think fit,3 &, if you will, apologise on my behalf for not writing, & impress on them that I am & have been seriously ill. If R. & H.—who, so far as I remember, really had the right to my next book—are generously willing to withdraw, I think it would be better to stick to H.B. But do make them understand that thanks to this illness I am bound to be late with the new book. H.B. speak in their letter about reprinting “Burmese Days” etc. I am of course most anxious that this should happen, but—though they would know best—I should think it would be better to reprint any of these books after the new novel has appeared, not before. The time to reprint “Burmese Days” was immediately after “Animal Farm”. I urged Harper’s to do it then, but they wouldn’t.

I’ll tell you how I go on after I’ve seen the doctors. If they tell me that I’ve got to go into a sanatorium for a year,4 or something like that, I suppose I’ll be able to arrange it so that I can do some work there.

Yours sincerely
 
Eric Blair




3311. Questionnaire: The Three Best Books of 1947

Horizon, December 1947


Horizon asked a number of people—those whose responses were published on the same page as Orwell’s were Kingsley Martin, Raymond Mortimer, Harold Nicolson, William Plomer, and Alan Pryce-Jones—to give the titles of three books published in 1947 (if possible, not reprints) which they had read with great interest and enjoyment. Orwell replied:



Writing this in bed—very unwell. Have read a lot this year but nothing of any value except old books, mostly in cheap reprints. I enjoyed especially, i.e. among books I had not read before:


Under Western Eyes. Joseph Conrad

The Aspern Papers. Henry James

Framley Parsonage. Anthony Trollope



No new English books of any value published in 1947, so far as I know. Quite willing to be convinced I am wrong in this, but shall need evidence.




3312. To Celia Kirwan

7 December 1947 Handwritten

Barnhill, Isle of jura, Argyllshire

Dearest Celia,

How nice it was to get your letter. Unfortunately I can’t reply at any length, because I’m really very ill. As to your query about Inez.1 I haven’t actually heard from her, but when I found I couldn’t go up to London (because of this illness) I wrote asking her to ring up & inform various friends, which she did, so she’s about, anyway.

I’ve been in bed 6 weeks, & was feeling unwell some time before that. I kept trying to get just well enough to make the journey to London—finally I brought a chest specialist here. He says I have got to go into a sanatorium, probably for about 4 months. It’s an awful bore, however perhaps it’s all for the best if they can cure me. I don’t think living in Jura has had a bad effect on my health—in any case the sanatorium I’m going to is near Glasgow, which is the same climate. Actually we’ve had marvellous weather this year & very dry. Even now I’m looking out on what might be a spring day if the bracken was green.

Richard is ever so well & getting very solid & heavy. I’ll let you know the address of the sanatorium when I get there, & I’ll also try to write you a better letter, that is if they let you sit up there. I would love to see you some time—but heaven knows when that will happen.

With much love
 
George




3313. To Leonard Moore

7 December 1947 Handwritten

Barnhill, Isle of Jura, Argyllshire

Dear Moore,

Thanks for your letter of the 1st. I have of course no objection to the arrangement with the F.O.1 about “A.F.” I had already written to the U.S. Information Service to tell them they could broadcast it free of charge.

I have seen a chest specialist, &, as I feared, I am seriously ill. As soon as there is a bed vacant, I think in about 10 days, I shall have to go into a sanatorium—for how long I don’t know of course, but I gather probably something like 4 months. It’s T.B., as I suspected. They think they can cure it all right, but I am bound to be hors de combat for a good while. Could you inform all the publishers etc. concerned. Could you also thank very kindly Harcourt Brace for getting & sending me a pair of shoes (just arrived) & find out from Fred Warburg who paid for them, ie. whom I should repay. I believe Warburg paid.

Yours sincerely

Eric Blair

P. S. I’ll send you the address of the hospital as soon as I’m there, but any way this address will find me.
 



3314. To Leonard Moore

17 December 1947 Handwritten

Barnhill, Isle of Jura, Argyllshire

Dear Moore,

Thank you for your two letters. I expect to move into hospital at the end of this week,1 & so far as I know the address is: Hairmyres Hospital, East Killbride,° near Glasgow. But if this is incorrect I can give you the exact address later.

I’m not surprised about the Czech version of A.F. What did surprise me was anyone accepting it in that country.2 If they question you again, please say that A. F. is intended as a satire on dictatorship in general, but of course the Russian Revolution is the chief target. It is humbug to pretend anything else. It doesn’t any way make much odds because I don’t think the book could be openly published in any iron curtain country until the map changes a good deal. Do you know what’s happened to the French version?3 It’s well over a year since I was shown the translation.

The German publisher could have “Inside the whale”° if he likes. You might explain to him the other two essays are also in the other book. With the Dickens & Koestler essays it should make about 3 5,000 words, & if he liked he could have two from “Polemic,” “Politics vs. Literature” (on Swift), & “Lear, Tolstoy & the Fool.” Unfortunately “Polemic” has wound up & I haven’t a copy of the second essay here. I have one of the Swift essay, I think.

I shan’t be able to see “Coming up° for Air” through the press. You will see to it, won’t you, that they don’t bring it out as a new book but definitely as the first in a uniform series, in some sort of modest cover which can be reproduced in others of the series.4

Yours sincerely
 
Eric Blair
 



3315. To Frederick Tomlinson, The Observer

23 December 1947 Handwritten

Ward 3

Hairmyres Hospital

East Kilbride

Nr. Glasgow
 
[Telephone] East Kilbride 325

Dear Tomlinson,

I’m afraid it’s all off about Africa so far as I’m concerned, much as I’d like to have done the trip. As you see I’m in hospital & I think likely to remain here 3–4 months. After being really very ill for about 2 months I got a chest specialist to come from the mainland, & sure enough it was T.B. as I feared. I’ve had it before, but not so badly. This time it’s what they call “extensive” but they seem confident they can patch me up in a few months. For some time I’ve been far too ill even to attempt any work, but I’m beginning to feel somewhat better, & I was wondering whether the Obs. would like to start letting me have some books to review again. I suppose this isn’t your department, but perhaps you could be kind enough to shove the suggestion along to Ivor Brown.1

I haven’t heard from David2 so don’t know if he’s back yet. Please give all the best to everybody from me.

Yours
 
Geo. Orwell




3316. BBC Copyright Department to Orwell

23 December 1947


The copyright department of the BBC (in the person of Miss B. H. Alexander, from the reference) wrote to Orwell at his London address on 23 December 1947 apologising that Christopher Marsden, Producer of ‘London Calling Europe’ had overlooked obtaining permission to broadcast extracts from The English People ‘totalling 3/4 minutes.’ They hoped Orwell would give retrospective authority and offered a fee of £3. No reply has been traced.






3317. To Leonard Moore

26 December 1947 Handwritten


 
Ward 3

Hairmyres Hospital

East Kilbride
 
Nr. Glasgow

Dear Moore,

Many thanks for the copy of the French version of “Animal Farm.” When the others come, would you keep them for me, as if sent on here they’ll only get lost or something.

The above is my correct address & I gather I’ll be here for some months. The treatment is to put the affected lung out of action so that it can heal, which is presumably a slow process. I can’t do any serious work in bed, but I’ve felt slightly better in the last week or two, so I may start doing some book-reviewing soon, just to keep my hand in.

Yours sincerely
 
Eric Blair




3318. To Julian Symons

26 December 1947 Handwritten

Ward 3
 
Hairmyres Hospital
 
East Kilbride

Nr. Glasgow

Dear Julian,

I wonder if you’d do me a great favour & buy me a Biro pen. Mine is just coming to an end—I can have it refilled but meanwhile I should have nothing to write with. I forget what they cost, but enclose £3.1

As you see, I’ve landed up in hospital & am likely to be here some months. It is T.B., as I had feared. I’ve had this before, but not so badly. I think this bout really started in the cold of last winter. I thought early in the year I was seriously ill but rather foolishly decided to stave it off for a year as I’d just started writing a book. Of course what happened was that I half finished the book, which is much the same as not starting it, & then was so ill I had to take to my bed. For 2–3 months I’ve really been very sick indeed & have lost 1½ stone in weight, & have of course not done a stroke of work. However since getting to hospital I’ve felt better & don’t have quite so much temperature & sickness, so I am planning soon to start some book reviewing, as I might as well earn some money while on my back. With luck I’ll be all right by the summer. They seem confident of being able to patch me up. It’s a good hospital, & everyone is extraordinarily nice to me. I think all the same I’ll spend next winter in a warm climate if possible.

Please remember me to your wife. Richard is getting enormous. It was a calamity “Polemic” stopping, wasn’t it, & I think “Tribune” gets worse & worse.

Yours
 
George
 



3319. Avril Blair’s Barnhill Diary


Whilst Orwell was away from barnhill, Avril kept up his Domestic Diary, from 27 December 1947 to 10 May 1948. Orwell re-opened the Diary on 31 July 1948. Except for the five consecutive entries below (all those from 1947), Avril’s entries form Appendix 1 to 1948, 3514. See headnote to 3272.



27.12.47. Very high wind & rough sea. Occasional showers of rain & sleet. Brilliant moonlit night.

Hens started to lay again. One egg, the first since last entry in diary. (503).

28.12.47. Beautiful morning with light sun & no wind. Overcast in afternoon turning to heavy showers of rain. Wind rising in the evening.

2 eggs (505).

29. 12.47. Very slight fall of snow in the night. Melted by 10 am & followed by sleet showers on & off all day.

2 eggs (507)

30.12.47. Occasional sleet showers. Cat ice on the puddles in the early morning, quickly melting. No snow on surrounding hills. Mt Scarba1 heavily covered. Not very cold.

1 egg (508). Bill2 sowing fertilizer on front field.

Dougie Clark brought up the hay from Craighouse.3

31.12.47. Light powdering of snow in the morning, gone in the afternoon. Not much wind. Sea calm. cold. °

1 egg (509). Bill finished the field.




3320. To David Astor

31 December 1947 Handwritten

Ward 3
 
Hairmyres Hospital
 
East Kilbride
 
Lanarkshire

Dear David,

I have to continue this in pencil as my Biro pen is giving out. I was so glad to get your letter and know you were back. I’d love it if you did come and see me some time—don’t put yourself out of course, but if you had to visit these parts anyway. I came by car, so I’m not certain how far out of Glasgow this is, but I think about 20 minutes drive. They don’t seem to be very lavish with visiting hours. The official hours are: Sundays, Weds. & Sats., 2.30 to 3.30 pm, Tuesdays 6–7 pm.

As to what you say about Richard, he’s in Jura with my sister at present, but later in the year I might be very glad to take advantage of your offer and dump him on you for a few weeks. The thing is that I don’t know about my movements. The treatment they are giving me is one that must take a long time, and even if I get well enough to get out of bed and even leave the hospital, I imagine I should have to stay for some months in London or Glasgow or somewhere and go once a week for a “refill”, which means having air pumped into one’s diaphragm. My sister is going up to London for a short while in january or Feb. to do shopping etc., and she will leave R. with friends in Edinburgh. I am going to have him X-rayed then, though I must say of his appearance he doesn’t look very T.B. I kept him away from me as best we could after I knew what was wrong with me, and we are getting a T.T. cow so as to make sure of his milk. We boil all his milk, but of course one can forget sometimes. Although he is still backward about talking, he is getting very big and rowdy, and loves working round the farm. I think he much prefers machinery to animals. One has to keep him off anything that can be taken to pieces. He even succeeded in uncoupling the trailer from the Fletchers’ tractor. This is the first Christmas that he has more or less understood what it is all about, so I was very glad to get away just beforehand and not be a skeleton at the Christmas dinner. There were 4 of them there so I dare say they had quite a good time.

I’m writing to I.B.1 suggesting that I should do an article once a fortnight, as I did before. I think I’ll try and fix another article with somebody else, as I think I’m probably up to doing one a week now, and I might as well earn some money while I’m on my back. Of course I’ve done no work at all for 2– 3 months, and indeed haven’t been out of bed during that time. I’ve lost a stone and a half of weight, and still feel deadly sick and so forth all the time, but I think I’ve been better the last week or two. The treatment they are giving me is to put the affected lung out of action, which is supposed to give it a better chance to heal. I suppose this takes a long time, but they say it generally works. It is a nice hospital and everyone is extraordinarily kind to me.

Hoping to see you some time,
 
Yours, George.

P.S. You don’t want to sell Bob,2 I suppose? You know we have been wintering him again. He seems very good and tractable, and McIntyre seemed glad to get rid of him for the winter, as he said they had “plenty to winter already” Bill Dunn rides him when he goes to round up the sheep, but we did plan also to use him in the trap when the car goes to be overhauled, also for dragging wood etc.




3321. To Ivor Brown

31 December 1947 Handwritten

Ward 3
 
Hairmyres Hospital
 
East Kilbride
 
Nr. Glasgow

Dear Ivor Brown1

Many thanks for your letter, & please excuse pencil.

If it were convenient to you, could I do you a review once a fortnight, as I used to do before? I’d be very happy to do them sometimes for the leader page, as you suggest. As to type of books, I prefer the sociological ones, or else literary criticism.

I’m afraid I shall have to send in my stuff in handwriting, but I’ll try to make it legible & won’t use pencil. It is just that my pen has given out at present.

I expect to be here some months. The treatment takes a long time, but in any case I don’t think I’ll be strong enough to get out of bed for a couple of months or two.°

Yours sincerely
 
Geo. Orwell




3322. To Tosco Fyvel

31 December 1947 Handwritten

Ward 3
 
Hairmyres Hospital
 
East Kilbride
 
Lanarkshire

Dear Tosco,1

Thanks so much for your letter. I’d love it if you did come & see me some time. Don’t put yourself out, of course, but if it was convenient. They don’t seem very lavish with their visiting hours, though. The official hours are: Sundays, Weds. & Sats., 2.30–3.30 pm, Tuesdays 6–7 pm. This is a long way to come. I came by car, so I’m not sure how far out of Glasgow it is, but I think about 20 minutes drive.

I’ve only been in the hospital about 10 days, but I’ve been deadly sick for about 2–3 months & not very well the whole year. Of course I’ve had this disease before, but not so seriously. I was very well last year, & I think this show really started in that beastly cold of last winter. I was conscious early this year of being seriously ill & thought I’d probably got T.B. but like a fool I decided not to go to a doctor as I knew I’d be stuck in bed & I wanted to get on with the book I was writing. All that happened is that I’ve half written the book, which in my case is much the same as not starting it. However, they seem pretty confident they can patch me up, so I might be able to get back to some serious work some time in 1948. I am going shortly to start a little book-reviewing for the Observer. I might as well earn a bit of money while on my back, & I’ve felt somewhat better the last week or so. The treatment is to put the affected lung out of action, which is supposed to give it a better chance to heal. It is a slow job, I suppose, but meanwhile it does one good to have proper nursing here. It is a nice hospital & everyone is very kind to me. The next thing is to prevent Richard getting this disease, though I must say of his physique he doesn’t look much like it at present. He is developing into a regular tough & loves working on the farm & messing about with machinery. I kept him away from me as best I could after I knew what was wrong with me, & we are getting a T.T. cow so as to feel a bit surer about his milk. We have been boiling his milk, but of course one can forget sometimes. Early in the year when my sister goes up to London for shopping, etc., I am going to have him X-rayed just to make sure.

I should think it would be quite nice living at Amersham. It’s beautiful country round there. I remember we went on Home Guard2 manoeuvres on Berkhampstead common,° and everywhere there were wild cherry trees weighted down with fruit. That night we were billeted in a barn, and early in the morning I woke up and was seriously alarmed to hear a lion roaring. Of course we were near Whipsnade,3 which I didn’t know.

Please give my love to Mary4 and all the others. I don’t know if it is much use now worrying about Palestine or anything else.5 This stupid war is coming off in about 10–20 years, and this country will be blown off the map whatever else happens. The only hope is to have a home with a few animals in some place not worth a bomb.

Hoping to see you some time.

Yours,
 
George




Appendix

3323. List of Reprintable and Not Reprintable Works
 
1947?


Orwell prepared four sets of notes, each marked specifically for his literary executor or listing his writings that he thought were reprintable. The first two sets date, in the main, from early 1945 (one is signed 31 March 1945); see 2648 and 2649. The third set is reproduced below. For the last set see 3728.

It is not possible to date this set with precision. The inclusion of items up until the end of March 1947 on the last page, and a date, 1947, on the first page, suggest that the notes were prepared some time in or after the summer of 1947, but possibly even in early 1948, when Orwell was in Hairmyres Hospital. ‘How the Poor Die’ was initially marked ‘Never printed,’ with the note ‘Perhaps filed in my papers,’ and the instruction, ‘passage marked between brackets’ (as being appropriate for publication); these words are crossed through and ‘ “Now” 1946’ added. This suggests that ‘How the Poor Die’ was first listed before October 1946 and the listing amended after publication in November 1946. Perhaps in listing ‘How the Poor Die’ Orwell automatically copied much of what he had included in his early 1945 list (where it appears as unpublished) and then realised that the essay had been published. That would suggest that the list was made up some time after November 1946 (when the publication of the essay would be fresh in his mind); it might even suggest that he made up the list when he was not well. One other factor to be considered is Orwell’s note that ‘Lear, Tolstoy and the Fool’ was to be reprinted, abridged, in Politics. Dwight Macdonald did not reprint it, and Orwell compiled this list whilst still expecting the article to appear. (The last number of Politics was for Winter 1948–49.) It is likely, therefore, that this list was completed late in 1947 or early in 1948.

The list is written on three openings of a notebook measuring 8⅞ × 6[image: Images] inches. The entries are written in three columns (with some overlap) of recto pages and there are a number of notes on the facing versos. In printing the list, the disposition of the entries has not been precisely maintained; the facing-page notes have been placed immediately after the entries to which they refer, using Orwell’s superscript references, except for two facing-page notes stipulating what should not be published: these are placed after all the other entries. Words crossed out by Orwell have been set within half square brackets. Editorial notes are indicated by superscript letters to avoid confusion with Orwell’s references.
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3324.To Gwen O’Shaughnessy

1 January 1948 Handwritten

Ward 3
 
Hairmyres Hospital
 
East Kilbride
 
Nr. Glasgow

DearGwen,1

I thought you’d like to hear how I was getting on. I believe Mr Dick2 sent you a line about my case. As soon as he listened to me he said I had a fairly extensive cavity in the left lung, & also a small patch at the top of the other lung—this, I think, the old one I had before. The X-ray confirms this, he says. I have now been here nearly a fortnight, & the treatment they are giving me is to put the left lung out of action, apparently for about 6 months, which is supposed to give it a better chance to heal.3 They first crushed the phrenic nerve, which I gather is what makes the lung expand & contract, & then pumped air into the diaphragm, which I understand is to push the lung into a different position & get it away from some kind of movement which occurs automatically. I have to have “refills” of air in the diaphragm every few days, but I think later it gets down to once a week or less. For the rest, I am still really very ill & weak, & on getting here I found I had lost 1½ stone, but I have felt better since being here, don’t sweat at night like I used & have more appetite. They make me eat a tremendous lot. At present I am not allowed out of bed because apparently one has to get adjusted to having the extra air inside. It is a nice hospital & everyone is extremely kind to me. I have also got a room to myself, but I don’t know whether that will be permanent. I have of course done no work for 2–3 months, but I think I may be equal to some light work soon & I am arranging to do a little book-reviewing.

Richard was tremendously well when I came away. After I was certain what was wrong with me I tried to keep him out of my room, but of course couldn’t do so entirely. When Avril goes up to London in Jan. or Feb. to do some shopping I am going to take the opportunity of having Richard thoroughly examined to make sure he is O.K. We boiled his milk ever since you warned us, but of course one can forget sometimes. I am trying to buy a T.B.-tested cow, & I think we are on the track of one now. With Bill Dunn4 in the house it is easier about animals, as he is going to pay part of his board by looking after our cows, which means that at need we can go away. I must say Richard doesn’t look very T.B, but I would like to be sure. I think they had quite a good Christmas at Barnhill. There were 4 of them including Richard, & there was a nice goose we bought off the Kopps.5 I was glad to get away before Xmas so as not to be a death’s head. I am afraid I didn’t write any Xmas letters or anything & it’s now a bit late even for New Year wishes. I hope by the summer I shall be well enough to go back to Barnhill for a bit & you & the kids will come again. Maybe there’ll be a pony to ride this time—we have got one at present but he is only borrowed. They had a New Year party for the patients here, all the beds dragged into one ward & there were singers & a conjuror. I hope you had a good Christmas. Love to the kids.

Yours
 
George




3325. To Julian Symons

2 January 1948 Handwritten

Ward 3
 
Hairmyres Hospital
 
East Kilbride

Lanarkshire

Dear Julian,

Thanks ever so for sending the pen, which as you see I’m using. Of course it’ll do just as well as a Biro & I prefer the colour of the ink. My other was just on its last legs & you can’t use ink in bed.

I think I’m getting a bit better. I don’t feel quite so deathlike & am eating a lot more. They stuff food into me all the time here. I don’t know whether my weight is going up, because I’m kept strictly in bed at this stage of the treatment. They have put the affected lung out of action, which involves pumping air into one’s diaphragm. I have this done every few days. It’s a nice hospital & everyone is very kind to me. I was recommended to come here by my London chest specialist, & did so rather than go to London simply to avoid the long journey. It wasn’t much fun coming even here in that state, but I could do most of it by car. It’s funny you always think Scotland must be cold. The west part isn’t colder than England, & the islands I should think decidedly warmer on average, though probably the summer isn’t so hot. When I’m well enough to leave hospital I shall have to continue with this air- pumping business, so shall stay either in Glasgow or London for some months & just dodge up to Jura when I can. I have arranged things fairly well there. We, ie. my sister & I, have the house, & a young chap who lost a foot in the war1 & is taking up farming lives with us & farms the croft. Another friend of mine acts as a sort of sleeping partner,2 financing the croft & coming to help at the busy times. So I don’t have bad conscience about living in a farmhouse & keeping someone else off the land, & at the same time can go away whenever I want to as our animals will be looked after in our absence. I’m just going to embark on cows, just one or two, because I’m in terror of Richard getting this disease & the safest thing is to have a T.T cow. I’m also going to get him thoroughly examined when my sister goes up to London. Of course I kept him off me once I was certain what was wrong with me, but he has certainly been exposed to infection. He has got such a splendid physique & I don’t want him to wreck it.

About book reviewing. I had no thoughts of going back to the M.E. News. I am merely arranging to do a review once a fortnight for the Observer, & I think I shall try & fix one once a fortnight for someone else, as I’m probably up to doing one article a week now. I think that shows I’m better, as I couldn’t have contemplated that a few weeks ago. I can’t do any serious work—I never can do in bed, even when I feel well. I can’t show you the part-finished novel. I never show them to anybody, because they are just a mess & don’t have much relationship to the final draft. I always say a book doesn’t exist until it is finished. I am glad you finished the life of your brother.3 It is such a ghastly effort ever to finish a book nowadays.

I agree with you about Tribune, though I think it’s probably Fyvel rather than Kimche4 who is responsible for the over-emphasis on Zionism. They would have done better when Labour got in to label themselves frankly a government organ, a. because in all major matters they are in agreement with the government, b. because Labour has no weekly paper definitely faithful to it & is in fact on the defensive so far as the press goes. The evil genius of the paper has I think been Crossman,5 who influences it through Foot6 & Fyvel. Crossman & the rest of that gang thought they saw an opening for themselves in squealing about foreign policy, which in the circumstances was bound to go badly, & so Tribune has been in the position of coming down on the side of the government whenever there is a major issue, eg. conscription, & at the same time trying to look fearfully left by raising an outcry about Greece etc. I really think I prefer the Zilliacus lot, since after all they do have a policy, ie. to appease Russia. I started writing an open letter to Tribune about this, but was taken ill before I finished it.7 I particularly hate that trick of sucking up to the left cliques by perpetually attacking America while relying on America to feed & protect us. I even get letters from American university students asking why Tribune is always going for the USA & in such an ignorant way.

Well, this is quite a long letter. So my thanks again for sending the pen. I’ll send my old Biro sometime when I’ve got a bit of paper & perhaps you’d be kind enough to get it refilled. My best respects to your wife.

Yours
 
George




3326. To Humphrey Dakin

3 January 1948 Handwritten

Ward 3
 
Hairmyres Hospital
 
East Kilbride

Lanarkshire

Dear Humphrey,

Have you killed another pig or are you planning to kill one? If you have any bacon to sell I am in the market.

I have been ill for about 2 months & was removed to this hospital about a fortnight ago. It’s T.B., the left lung. Of course I’ve had this coming to me for years. I imagine I’ll be here several months, as it’s a slow treatment, & in any case I am fearfully pulled down. I hope I’ll be back in Jura in the good part of the summer & perhaps the kids will come & get shipwrecked again, then perhaps I’ll go somewhere warm next winter if I can fix it. Richard was blooming when I came away, but I’m going to have him thoroughly examined as he has undoubtedly been exposed to infection.

Yours
 
Eric




3327. To Leonard Moore

3 January 19481 Handwritten

Ward 3
 
Hairmyres Hospital
 
East Kilbride
 
Lanarkshire

Dear Moore,

Perhaps you can be kind enough to answer this2 for me. I don’t feel I can cope with it. You could tell him I’m not answering letters much at present, perhaps.

I wrote to my sister to look out the number of “Polemic” containing the essay on Swift,3 & she says she can’t find it. I am afraid it is either lost or in London. I don’t know if another would be procurable. The magazine has stopped & is already rather a rarity.

Yours sincerely
 
Eric Blair




3328. To Edmund Wilson

3 January 1948 Handwritten

Ward 3
 
Hairmyres Hospital

East Kilbride

Lanarkshire

Dear Mr Wilson,1

You’ll remember me, I dare say. I am writing to ask if you could be kind enough to help me to get a couple of books, unprocurable here. One is your own book “The Triple Thinkers”. I’ve been trying for some time to get it—I particularly want to read your essay on “The Turn of the Screw.” The other was a book I’ve searched for intermittently for years & was reminded of by your mentioning it recently in the New Yorker, Van Wyck Brooks’s “The Ordeal of Mark Twain” (wasn’t it “The Tragedy of M.T.’ by the way?)2 One simply can’t get books in this country. It is infuriating. Nothing has been reprinted for years. If one wants anything in the least bit out of the common one has to go to the British Museum, & they put every difficulty in your way even then. In this place I can’t ever get books sent from the libraries because they won’t send them to infectious places. I would be awfully obliged if you could get me those two books, & if you let me know what it costs I’ll see you’re paid. Of course if your own book is out of print I don’t want to rob you of a copy.

I’ve been very ill for several months & am likely to be in this hospital several months more. It is T.B., very unpleasant, but they seem confident of patching me up all right. I took the liberty of writing to you because apart from frequently reviewing one another3 I remember we did have lunch together once about 1944.

Yours sincerely

Geo. Orwell


Wilson replied on 10 January. He sent Orwell Brooks’s book on Mark Twain and also The World of Washington Irving, ‘the best volume of his literary history of the United States.’ Both books were in Orwell’s library at his death, as were several by Wilson: Axel’s Castle, To the Finland Station, and The Triple Thinkers. In his letter, Wilson does not mention that he is sending any of his books, but it is plain that at least one of his letters is lost, for, according to Orwell’s letter of 12 February (see 3343), Wilson had said he was sending a carbon copy of an essay on Henry James, but that is not mentioned in the letter of 10 January. See also Orwell’s letter of 14 February, 3345, which takes up Wilson’s 10 January request for Keep the Aspidistra Flying. Probably the letters from Wilson arrived out of chronological order. Wilson remonstrated mildly with Orwell about his assumption in The English People that all insects in America ‘are indiscriminately known as “bugs.”’ He said he had tried to disabuse Orwell of that misunderstanding when they had met in London. Orwell replies to this on 14 February. Wilson also comments on the use of ‘womanize,’ which he has seen in highbrow English journalism, seemingly as a derogatory word used of ‘men who have a sexual interest in women’ (Edmund Wilson, Letters on Literature and Politics, 1912–72, edited by Elena Wilson, New York, 1977, 450–51).






3329. To George Woodcock

4 January 1948 Handwritten

Ward 3

Hairmyres Hospital
 
East Kilbride

Lanarkshire

Dear George,

I’d been meaning to write for some time to explain I wouldn’t be coming down to London after all. As I feared, I am seriously ill, T.B. in the left lung. I’ve only been in the hospital about a fortnight, but before that I was in bed at home for about 2 months. I’m likely to be here for some time, because the treatment, which involves putting the lung out of action, is a slow one, & in any case I’m so pulled down & weak that I wouldn’t be able to get out of bed for a couple of months or so. However, they seem confident they can patch me up all right, & I have felt a bit less like death since being here. It’s a nice hospital & everyone is very kind. With luck I may be out for the summer & then I think I’ll try & get a correspondent’s job somewhere warm next winter. I have [had] this disease before, but not so badly, & I’m pretty sure it was the cold of last winter that started me off.

I hope the F.D.C.1 is doing something about these constant demands to outlaw Mosley & Co. Tribune’s attitude I think has been shameful, & when the other week Zilliacus wrote in demanding what amounts to Fascist legislation & creation of 2nd-class citizens, nobody seems to have replied. The whole thing is simply a thinly-disguised desire to persecute someone who can’t hit back, as obviously the Mosley lot don’t matter a damn & can’t get a real mass following. I think it’s a case for a pamphlet, & I only wish I felt well enough to write one. The central thing one has comes2 to terms with is the argument, always advanced by those advocating repressive legislation, that “you cannot allow democracy to be used to overthrow democracy—you cannot allow freedom to those who merely use it in order to destroy freedom”. This of course is true, & both Fascists & Communists do aim at making use of democracy in order to destroy it. But if you carry this to its conclusion, there can be no case for allowing any political or intellectual freedom whatever. Evidently therefore it is a matter of distinguishing between a real & a merely theoretical threat to democracy, & no one should be persecuted for expressing his opinions, however anti-social, & no political organisation suppressed, unless it can be shown that there is a substantial threat to the stability of the state. That is the main point I should make any way. Of course there are many others.

I’ve done no work whatever for 2–3 months. In this place I couldn’t do serious work even if I felt well, but I intend shortly to start doing an occasional book review, as I think I’m equal to that & I might as well earn some money. Richard was blooming when I came away, but I’m going to have him thoroughly examined, as he has of course been subjected to infection. All the best to Inge.

Yours

George




3330. To Helmut Klöse

12 January 1948 Handwritten

Ward 3

Hairmyres Hospital

East Kilbride

Lanarkshire

Dear Klöse,

I am ashamed I have not written earlier to thank you for those apples you sent, also for your long letter of advice about the tractors. But as I dare say you know I have been seriously ill for about 3 months. It is TB of the left lung. I was brought to this hospital some weeks ago, & I am glad to say I am feeling definitely better. Of course I’m frightfully weak & have lost a great deal of weight, but I don’t feel sick & giddy all the time as I did at first, & have got some appetite back. I imagine I shall be under treatment for a long time, as it is a slow cure which involves disabling the defective lung so as to let it heal without having to work. However they seem quite confident of being able to patch me up, & they say this disease is not so dangerous at my age as if I was younger. Of course I’ve done not a stroke of work for months past, but I am going to start doing a little book-reviewing soon.

In your letter you were inclined to think the BMB was the best light tractor. However, after getting all the specifications from a firm which deals in these tractors, I finally decided on the one you told me of first, the Iron Horse. From the photographs I thought it was a bit more solidly constructed than the other, which would be an advantage in a place like Jura, & also you can hitch horse-drawn implements on to it, which would be a great help because one could then use it for cutting the hay & even the oats. It also has a 5-cwt trailer which would be useful for potatoes, manure & so on. I am getting a circular saw, but I believe at present it’s almost impossible to get blades. I will take your advice & not try to run a dynamo off the tractor. Actually we find we can light the house quite satisfactorily with paraffin lamps. We use the Tilly incandescent lamps which are very powerful & don’t use much oil.

Karl1& David Astor came & visited me here yesterday, bringing loads of food with them. It was very kind of them to make the long uncomfortable journey. The weather has turned absolutely filthy, snow & fog alternating, making me quite glad to be in bed. There was marvellous weather in Jura all the time before I came away, brilliant sunshine on the snow & the sea as blue & smooth as the Mediterranean. The average winter temperature there is very mild & the grass seems to be quite nourishing up till about Christmas. The blackfaced sheep remain out all the winter without being fed, & the highland cattle can get through the winter without feeding, though of course it’s better to feed them.

My little boy, now 3½, is getting enormous. We are trying to get hold of an attested cow so as to make sure that he doesn’t get this disease of mine. I hope I shall see you again some time.

Yours

Geo. Orwell




3331. To Mary Fyvel

16 January 1948 Handwritten

Ward 3

Hairmyres Hospital

East Kilbride

Lanarkshire

Dear Mary,

You really oughtn’t to have sent me all that stuff—but any way, thanks awfully for it. I do hope you could spare it.1 I think I am getting better. It’s a slow process, but I feel somewhat better & they seem to think the X rays show signs of improvement. I have air pumped into my diaphragm once a week, & later shall have it pumped between the ribs as well. Richard was blooming when I came away. He is now 3½ or a little over. He is still backward about talking, partly I think because he doesn’t see enough of other children, but very bright & self-reliant in other ways. He is out helping with the farm work all day long, getting himself covered with mud from head to foot. He has had measles & whooping cough this year, but they made very little impression on him, & I am sorry to say he also fell down & cut his forehead & had to have stitches put in. However I think the scar will disappear in a year or two. Shortly my sister is going up to London to do shopping, & then we will take the opportunity to have Richard thoroughly examined. I must say he doesn’t look like a TB case, but it’s as well to be sure as he has been exposed to infection. We’re also negotiating for a TT cow as the milk in Scotland is a bit suspect. It’s a shame I shan’t be able to see him for some months, not till I am non-infectious.

I hope you like your new house. Tosco gave me the impression it was somewhere near Amersham, but I don’t think it can be if it’s in Bucks?2 I hope you’re O.K. for fuel this winter. That’s one advantage in Jura, we can wangle almost all the coal & oil we want, & of course there is wood & peat if one can be bothered. I believe that what started me off this time was that awful cold last winter. Love to Tosco & the kids, & thank you so much again.

Yours

George




3332. To Celia Kirwan

20 January 1948 Handwritten

Ward 3
 
Hairmyres Hospital

East Kilbride
 
Lanarkshire

Dearest Celia,

How delightful to get your nice long letter. I’ve been here about a month after being ill for about two months at home. I thought I’d told you what was wrong with me. It is TB, which of course was bound to get me sooner or later, in fact I’ve had it before, though not so badly. However I don’t think it is very serious, & I seeming° to be getting better slowly. I don’t feel so death like as I did a month ago, & I now eat quite a lot & have started to gain weight slowly, after losing nearly 2 stone. Today when I was X-rayed the doctor said he could see definite improvement. But I’m likely to be here a long time, as it’s a slow treatment, & I don’t think I shall even be fit to get out of bed for about 2 months. Richard is tremendously well & growing enormous. Of course I’m going to have him thoroughly examined when Avril takes him up to London shortly, but by the look of him I don’t think he’s caught this disease. I was very glad to be able to get away just before Christmas, so as not to be a death’s head. There were 4 of them at Barnhill & a nice fat goose & plenty to drink, so I expect they had quite a good Christmas. This is the second Christmas I’ve spent in hospital.1 It’s always rather harrowing, with the “parties” they have—all the beds dragged into one ward, & then a concert & a Christmas tree. This is a very nice hospital & everyone is most kind to me, & I have a room to myself. I’m starting to attempt a very little work, ie. an occasional book review, after doing nothing for 3 months.

Yes, I remember the Deux Magots.2 I think I saw James Joyce there in 1928, but I’ve never quite been able to swear to that because J. was not of very distinctive appearance. I also went there to meet Camus who was supposed to have lunch with me, but he was ill & didn’t come. I suppose Paris has cheered up a bit since I was there at the beginning of 1945. It was too gloomy for words then, & of course it was almost impossible to get anything to eat & drink, & everybody was so shabby & pale. But I can’t believe it is what it used to be. It’s lucky for you you’re too young to have seen it in the ‘twenties, it always seemed a bit ghostlike after that, even before the war. I don’t know when I’ll see France again, as at present one can’t travel because of this currency business,3 but if one of my books did strike it lucky I’d get them to keep some of the francs in France so that I could go & spend them. If I’m cured & about by then as I assume I shall be, I am going to try & wangle a correspondent’s job this winter so as to winter in a warm place. The winter of 1946–7 in London was really a bit too thick, & I think it was probably what started me on this show. In Jura it’s a bit better, because it isn’t quite so cold & we get more coal, also more food, but it’s a bit awkward if one needs medical attention at a time when one can’t get to the mainland. Early last year my sister dislocated her arm & was nearly drowned going across to the doctor in a tiny motor boat. Inez4 exaggerated our later adventure a bit, but we did have a very nasty accident in the famous whirlpool of Corrievrechan (which comes into a film called “I know where I’m going”) & were lucky not to be drowned. The awful thing was having Richard with us, however he loved every moment of it except when we were in the water. I think Jura is doing him good except that he doesn’t see enough of other children & therefore is still very backward in talking. Otherwise he is most enterprising & full of energy, & is out working on the farm all day long. It’s nice to be able to let him roam about with no traffic to be afraid of. Write again if you get time. I love getting letters.

With much love

George




3333. To Anthony Powell

25 January 1948 Handwritten

Ward 3

Hairmyres Hosp.

East Kilbride

Lanarkshire

Dear Tony,

Thanks so much for your letter. It doesn’t matter about the saddle.1 We’re supposed to have one coming, but if you do chance to run across another I’ll always buy it because it wouldn’t hurt to have two. The petrol situation is so calamitous that one has to use horses for certain purposes, & also the chap who lives with us & farms the croft lost a foot in Italy2 & it’s easier for him to round up cattle etc. on horseback. No, I don’t think one could use a side saddle. It would be like shooting a fox sitting or something. I must say in the days when I used to ride I sometimes secretly thought I’d like to try a side saddle, because I believe it’s almost impossible to fall off.

I’ve been here 5 or 6 weeks & I think I’m getting better. I don’t feel nearly so deathlike & they say the X rays are beginning to show progress, though very slight. I’d done about half my novel & shan’t touch it again till I’m well, but I’m starting to do a very little light work, ie. book reviews. I’ve just done one3 & feel I’ve broken a spell as I hadn’t even contemplated working for 3 months. My handwriting is so bad because my right arm is half crippled. I’ve had trouble in it for some time & it’s probably of a tuberculous nature, which it seems doesn’t matter much but is hellish painful for the time being. I’d like to do something for the TLS, but if I do it’ll have to be handwritten, because even if I had a typewriter here I can’t at present get my hand into that position. Did I tell you I was starting a uniform edition, as everyone seems to be doing, a sign of approaching senility I think. I am starting off with one called “Coming Up for Air” which was published in 1939. This is a very nice hospital & everyone is very good to me. I imagine I’ll be in bed for months yet, & even when I get out will have to go on being an out-patient, as the treatment lasts about 6 months. In that case I’ll have to stay in Glasgow & get down to London or up to Jura for a few days when I can. Of course I can’t see Richard till I’m non-infectious. He’s growing into a real tough. I’m going to have him examined for TB when my sister goes up to London shortly, but I can’t believe there’s anything wrong with him.

All the best to Violet. I hope to see you within a few months anyway.

Yours

George




3334. BBC Copyright Department to Orwell

26 January 1948


Miss B. H. Alexander, of the BBC Copyright Department, wrote to Orwell on 26 January 1948 (to his London address) saying she had not had a reply from him to her letter of 23 December 1947 asking for retroactive authority for quoting from The English People in a European Service broadcast; see 3316. She repeated details of the fee offered and also asked if he would ‘give us blanket authority to broadcast your works subject to payment of the appropriate fee under the Standard Terms Agreement.’ The carbon copy of this letter in the BBC Archive is marked: ‘16 Feb Still no reply.’






3335. To Eugene Reynal

28 January 1948 Handwritten; copy

Ward 3

Hairmyres Hospital

East Kilbride

Lanarkshire, Scotland

Dear Mr. Reynal,1

I must thank you very kindly for the food parcel which you so kindly sent me & which reached me here about a week ago. It was a very pleasant surprise. I was particularly thrilled to find in it a tin of olive oil, a thing we have not seen for years.

I expect Leonard Moore told you I was ill, as I asked him to let anyone in the USA with whom I had any connections know I should be out of action for some months. It is TB of the left lung. I have been ill for three months or more, but actually I think ever since that vile winter of 1946–47. I feel better & I think I have just about turned the corner, but the cure is a slow one at best. Of course I can’t do any serious work till I’m in good health, but I am beginning to do just a little journalism. After months of idleness, I’m afraid my handwriting is getting a bit funny, but that is because I have my right arm in plaster & haven’t got used to this yet.

Thank you so much again.

Yours sincerely,

George Orwell




3336. Review of India Called Them by Lord Beveridge

The Observer, 1 February 1948

Lord Beveridge’s biography of his parents is primarily, as he says, a study of their characters, but most readers will probably value it more as a picture of British India in the forgotten decades between the Mutiny and Kipling’s Plain Tales from the Hills.

Both the Beveridges, Henry and Annette, came from a commercial middle-class background, Scottish in the one case, Yorkshire in the other. They went out to India with an intense interest in Oriental affairs but with no imperialist traditions or connections. Henry had passed top into the Indian Civil Service in 1857, one of the very first batch of “competition wallahs.”1 He was the best type of Scottish intellectual, agnostic, mildly but obstinately radical, ambitious, but not supple enough to succeed in an official career. Throughout life he never seems to have budged from an opinion because of outside pressure, and his views on India were exactly the wrong ones to hold at that date. He knew that India could not yet be independent, but he held that the aim of British rule should be “to prepare for its own extinction,” and that the first step towards this—the Indianisation of the services—should be greatly accelerated.

A generation earlier these views would have seemed reasonable to Macaulay: a generation later, much of what Henry Beveridge advocated was within sight of happening. But the period covered by his career, 1858–1893, was a bad period in Indian-British relations. Among the British, imperialist sentiment was stiffening and an arrogant attitude towards “natives” was becoming obligatory. The greatest single cause was probably the cutting of the Suez Canal. As soon as the journey from England became quick and easy the number of Englishwomen in India greatly increased, and for the first time the Europeans were able to form themselves into an exclusive “all white” society. On the other side the Nationalist movement was beginning to gather bitterness. Henry Beveridge supported unpopular reforms, wrote indiscreet magazine articles, and in general stamped himself as a man of dangerous views. As a result he was repeatedly passed over for promotion and spent most of his career in subordinate jobs on fever-stricken islands of the Ganges delta.

Annette, his wife, was first and foremost his intellectual companion, but her development was very different. Coming out to India under Indian sponsorship to run a school for Bengali girls, she started out with much more vehemently pro-Indian views than her husband, but in the end swung round to a position that could almost be called Conservative. Part of the reason was that she was repelled by the Indian attitude towards women. In her old age, in England, she was to be a local secretary of the National Women’s League for Opposing Woman Suffrage.

After retirement the two of them had what almost amounted to a second lifetime of thirty-five years, filled up with heavy literary labours. Annette translated Persian fairy tales and learned Turki at 60: Henry spent twenty years in translating the Persian history of Akbar. Toward the end Annette grew so deaf that they could only communicate in writing. They died in 1929, within a few months of each other. Besides some good photographs, the book contains a fascinating table setting forth the exact composition of an Anglo-Indian household in the ’eighties. From this one learns just why it was necessary for the Beveridges—a couple with three children, living very modestly by European standards—to have thirty-nine servants.




3337. To David Astor

1 February 1948 Handwritten

Ward 3

Hairmyres Hospital

East Kilbride

Lanarkshire

Dear David,

Thanks so much for your letter. Before anything else I must tell you of something Dr Dick has just said to me.

He says I am getting on quite well, but slowly, & it would speed recovery if one1 had some streptomycin (STREPTOMYCIN).2 This is only obtainable in the USA, & because of dollars the B.O.T.3 (or whoever it is) won’t normally grant a licence. One can however buy it there if one has some dollars. He suggested that you with your American connections might arrange to buy it & I could pay you. He wants 70 grammes, & it costs about £1 a gramme. I would be awfully obliged if you could put this transaction through for me, as no doubt you can do it quicker than I could myself. There is no twist or illegality about this, Dr Dick says, & the stuff is not difficult to send. I suppose it will mean paying out about 300 dollars. If you want to be repaid in dollars, I think I have enough, as I had started building up a reserve of dollars in the US, otherwise I can pay you in sterling. I must in either case pay you, as it is a considerable sum & of course the hospital can’t pay it.

I received from McIntyre4 a parcel of butter & eggs, & he told me you had instructed him to send this weekly. It is awfully kind, but I am going to ask him not to send the eggs, as I can’t use them in those numbers & I expect the hens aren’t laying too well now. I know ours at Barnhill are still doing very badly. I feel we ought to pay for Bob5 if we have him 10 months of the year—however. He only gets hay in the winter—of course he’d get oats if he were doing harder work—but he was in excellent condition when I came away. Our new cow has just arrived & my sister can’t leave until it has calved. I’m afraid my writing is awful, but I have my arm in plaster. It’s much better that way, as it doesn’t hurt but it is awkward for certain purposes such as writing & eating. I also have to shave left-handed. Dr Dick says he will write to you. I suppose it will be best to have the drug sent to him. His correct designation is Mr Bruce Dick.

Yours

George




3338. To Philip Rahv

4 February 1948 Handwritten

Ward 3

Hairmyres Hospital

East Kilbride

Lanarkshire

Scotland

Dear Rahv,

As you see the writer of the enclosed1 asks me to take up his affair with you, & I’m sending the letter on as I really don’t remember what it’s all about. I imagine he asked me if he could translate some of my P.R. articles, in which case I will have told him that it was all right so far as I was concerned but that he must ask you. Do let him if you can. They’re simply starved of reading matter & of course they can’t pay anything for serial rights.

As you see I’m in hospital. It’s T.B. of the left lung, & at the moment I’ve also got my right arm in plaster. I’ve been in bed 3 months or more & haven’t really been well since the beginning of 1947. I think it was really that awful winter of 1946–47 that started it off. However the cure is going on all right & I’m going to have some new drug called streptomycin. I suppose I’ll be out & about by the summer—about a year wasted in all. Of course I can’t do any serious work when I am like this.

Till recently you’ve still been very kindly sending me P.R. I meant to tell you please don’t, as I’ve had a subscription to the English edition for some time. A friend of mine2 has just written you a furious letter about Arthur Koestler’s London Letters. I must say I rather agree with him & was meaning to take it up with Arthur when next I see him. It’s disgraceful to keep on squealing about petty discomforts like petrol rationing that don’t touch the mass of the people.

Please remember me to the others.

Yours

Geo. Orwell




3339. To Fredric Warburg

4 February 1948 Handwritten

Ward 3

Hairmyres Hospital

East Kilbride

Lanarkshire

Dear Fred,

Thanks so much for your letter.1 As you inferred, my beginning to do articles in the Observer is a sign of partial revival, though even that is an effort, especially as I now have my right arm in plaster. I can’t attempt any serious work while I am like this (1½ stone under weight) but I like to do a little to keep my hand in & incidentally earn some money. I’ve been definitely ill since about October, & really, I think, since the beginning of 1947. I believe that frightful winter in London started it off. I didn’t really feel well all last year except during that hot period in the summer. Before taking to my bed I had finished the rough draft of my novel all save the last few hundred words, & if I had been well I might have finished it by about May. If I’m well & out of here by June, I might finish it by the end of the year—I don’t know. It is just a ghastly mess as it stands, but the idea is so good that I could not possibly abandon it. If anything should happen to me I’ve instructed Richard Rees, my literary executor, to destroy the MS. without showing it to anybody, but it’s unlikely that anything like that would happen. This disease isn’t dangerous at my age, & they say the cure is going on quite well, though slowly. Part of the cure is to put the affected lung out of action for six months, which gives it a better chance to heal. We are now sending for some new American drug called streptomycin which they say will speed up the cure.

Richard is getting enormous & is very forward in everything except talking. I’m going to have him thoroughly examined when my sister goes up to town, but I really don’t think he’s T.B. to judge by the look of him. It’s sad that I can’t see him again till I’m non-infectious. Please remember me to Pamela and Roger.

Yours

George




3340. To Fredric Warburg

4 February 1948

PLEASE DO STOP DELIGHTED TO SEE YOU1 GEORGE




3341. To Leonard Moore

5 February 1948 Handwritten

Ward 3

Dear Moore,

Thanks for your letter. Yes, I’ve started to do a few book reviews, but that’s about all I can do. I am still very weak, & I don’t imagine I shall get up for some months. However I’m going to have a new drug called streptomycin, when we can get it from the USA, which they say will speed up the cure.

I’ll remember about the MS. of the novel,1 when it gets done. I can’t touch it till I am well, & I generally look on the revision as taking about 5 months.

Yours sincerely

Eric Blair




3342. To David Astor

Monday, [9 February 1948]1 Handwritten

Dear David,

Just a hurried note to say thanks awfully your seeing about the streptomycin. Meanwhile you’ll have had a telegram2 which crossed your letter & which I hope you didn’t bother to answer. Just having heard I got time to ring up last night, & as you were down in the country I then wired, as I did think it conceivable my original letter hadn’t gone off. We get them posted in a rather sketchy way here.

Of course I must pay you for the stuff. But I’ll try & think of something else you’d like, or your little girl.

I’ve just heard the Darrochs3 are “definitely leaving” Kinuachdrach, but I still can’t find out what the row was about. It’s a sad business after D.D. has broken his back reclaiming the farm, & awkward for the Fletchers4 too. However, they’ll have to get another tenant if only to look after their cattle.

All well here. They pump me so full of air once a week that I feel like a balloon for two days afterwards.

Yours,

George




3343. To Edmund Wilson

12 February 1948 Handwritten

Ward 3

Hairmyres Hospital

East Kilbride

Lanark. Scotland

Dear Wilson,

Many thanks for your letter received a week or two back. What I am really writing to say is:1 you said you would send a carbon of the Henry James essay, but if you have not already done so, don’t bother, because I have just got hold of the essay in an anthology called “American harvest.”

I’d love it if you could find me a copy of the Van Wyck Brooks book,2 ie. the early version—I didn’t know he had dolled it up later. I’ll send you a copy of a novel I am having reprinted this year.3 It came out in 1939 & was rather killed by the war, & has been very thoroughly out of print because the stocks were blitzed. It’s not much good but bits of it might interest you.

I am getting on O.K. but rather slowly. I am going to have something called streptomycin which it seems is wonderful. Please excuse handwriting, my arm is in plaster.

Yours sincerely

Geo. Orwell




3344. To David Astor

Saturday, [14 February 1948]1 Handwritten

Dear David,

Did you really not want the pens? They’re very useful, as my Biro was out of action & also lost, & my Rollball not functioning very well. This is yours I’m writing with.

The Van Gogh exhibition apparently begins on the 21st.

I’d certainly love to come down to your Abingdon place in the summer for a weekend, if I’m about by then. It would be lovely having the river at your door. Probably in June or July there’d be good fishing, dace & chub. The Thames fishing can be quite good. I caught some good fish at Eton, but hardly anybody outside College knew the place, as it was in the backwater joining on College field.

I still haven’t got to the bottom of the row at Kinuachdrach, but I gather it was between Bill & Donald. I assume Donald won’t leave immediately. The Fletchers are advertising for another tenant. They’ll have to have someone to look after their herd of Highlands.

By the way, I think you said poor old Niel° Darroch might want to sell his boat—do you remember whether it was petrol or paraffin?

Yours

George




3345. To Edmund Wilson

14 February 19481 Handwritten

Ward 3

Hairmyres Hospital

East Kilbride

Lanark. Scotland

Dear Wilson,

Thanks so much for your letter of Jan 10th, which must have crossed one of mine. I’ve told you I’ll send you a copy of “Coming Up for Air” when reprinted,2 & if there are still copies I’ll get Warburg to send you a copy of “Homage to Catalonia” my Spanish war war° book. Of course everyone is long ago fed up with that subject, but actually the book has some historical value, I think. “Keep the Aspidistra Flying” is one of several books that I have suppressed. I didn’t let it be reprinted, & it is pretty thoroughly out of print. That dreadful little “English People” book was written before I had that conversation with you about the American vocabulary.3 It was meant as a piece of war propaganda which I was almost physically bullied into writing by W. J. Turner, the poet, now dead.4 The publishers held it up for years because they thought it bad propaganda, then produced it in 1947 with a few sentences stuck in to show that the war had ended in the mean time.

Thanks so much for sending the books. I read your essay on James with great interest, but I must say I think you’re wrong about “The Turn of the Screw”. Please excuse handwriting. I have to write at such an awkward angle.

Yours sincerely

Geo. Orwell




3346. ‘Marx and Russia’

The Observer, 15 February 1948


This essay was prompted by the publication of What is Communism? by John Petrov Plamenatz (1912–1975), published by National News-Letter, associated with Commander Stephen King-Hall’s News-Letter Service (founded in 1936). King-Hall (1893–1966) contributed an introduction. Notes made in the preparation of this review and for several other articles published in 1948 are in Orwell’s Second Literary Notebook; see 3515. Relevant notes have been abstracted and placed directly following the review or essay to which they refer. Notes concerning Orwell’s stay at Hairmyres, found in this Notebook as well, have also been abstracted and placed at appropriate points in the chronological arrangement. All such notes are indicated as being from the Second Literary Notebook.



The word “Communism,” unlike “Fascism,” has never degenerated into a meaningless term of abuse. Nevertheless, a certain ambiguity does cling to it, and at the least it means two different things, only rather tenuously connected: a political theory, and a political movement which is not in any noticeable way putting the theory into practice. On the face of it, the deeds of the Cominform might seem more important than the prophecies of Marx, but, as Mr. John Plamenatz reminds us in his recently-published booklet, the original vision of Communism must never be forgotten, since it is still the dynamo which supplies millions of adherents with faith and hence with the power to act.

Originally, “Communism” meant a free and just society based on the principle of “to each according to his needs.” Marx gave this vision probability by making it part of a seemingly inevitable historical process. Society was to dwindle down to a tiny class of possessors and an enormous class of dispossessed, and one day, almost automatically, the dispossessed were to take over. Only a few decades after Marx’s death the Russian Revolution broke out, and the men who guided its course proclaimed themselves, and believed themselves, to be Marx’s most faithful disciples. But their success really depended on throwing a good deal of their master’s teaching overboard.

Marx had foretold that revolution would happen first in the highly industrialised countries. It is now clear that this was an error, but he was right in this sense, that the kind of revolution that he foresaw could not happen in a backward country like Russia, where the industrial workers were a minority. Marx had envisaged an overwhelmingly powerful proletariat sweeping aside a small group of opponents, and then governing democratically, through elected representatives. What actually happened, in Russia, was the seizure of power by a small body of classless professional revolutionaries, who claimed to represent the common people but were not chosen by them nor genuinely answerable to them.

From Lenin’s point of view this was unavoidable. He and his group had to stay in power, since they alone were the true inheritors of the Marxist doctrine, and it was obvious that they could not stay in power democratically. The “dictatorship of the proletariat” had to mean the dictatorship of a handful of intellectuals, ruling through terrorism. The Revolution was saved, but from then onwards the Russian Communist party developed in a direction of which Lenin would probably have disapproved if he had lived longer.

Placed as they were, the Russian Communists necessarily developed into a permanent ruling caste, or oligarchy, recruited not by birth but by adoption. Since they could not risk the growth of opposition they could not permit genuine criticism, and since they silenced criticism they often made avoidable mistakes: then, because they could not admit that the mistakes were their own they had to find scapegoats, sometimes on an enormous scale.

The upshot is that the dictatorship has grown tighter as the regime has grown more secure, and that Russia is perhaps farther from egalitarian Socialism to-day than she was 30 years ago. But, as Mr. Plamenatz rightly warns us, never for one moment should we imagine that the original fervour has faded. The Communists may have perverted their aims, but they have not lost their mystique. The belief that they and they alone are the saviours of humanity is as unquestioning as ever. In the years 1935–39 and 1941–44 it was easy to believe that the U. S. S. R. had abandoned the idea of world revolution, but it is now clear that this was not the case. The idea has never been dropped: it has merely been modified, “revolution” tending more and more to mean “conquest.”

No doubt unavoidably in so short a book, Mr. Plamenatz confines himself to one facet of his subject, and says very little about the role and character of the Communist parties outside the U.S.S.R. He also barely touches on the question of whether the Russian regime will, or indeed can, grow more liberal of its own accord. This last question is all-important, but for lack of precedents one can only guess at the answer.

Meanwhile, we are faced with a world-wide political movement which threatens the very existence of Western civilisation, and which has lost none of its vigour because it has become in a sense corrupt. Mr. Plamenatz concludes bleakly that though the U.S.S.R. will not necessarily precipitate an aggressive war against the West, its rulers regard a struggle to the death as inevitable, and will never come to any real agreement with those whom they regard as their natural enemies. Evidently, as Commander Stephen King- Hall says in his Introduction, if we want to combat Communism we must start by understanding it. But beyond understanding there lies the yet more difficult task of being understood, and—a problem that few people seem to have seriously considered as yet—of finding some way of making our point of view known to the Russian people.




3347. Notes for ‘Marx and Russia’

Second Literary Notebook

“What is communism?”1

C. unlike “Fascism”, means something.

Nevertheless—significant Mr L.2 can only discuss one3 aspect in short volume.

3 aspects—historical, role of C.P. in USSR, ditto in foreign countries (put less loosely).

Mr L. chooses chiefly historical—at first sight least urgent, but really important because original dream always present as motive force.

Kingdom of heaven—Marx’s schematization—fully accepted by Russian Bolsheviks—thrown over board° completely in revolution—(had to be because Marx wrong & Lenin right—Lenin saw opportunity)—dictatorship over proletariat—party’s greatest aim always to cling to power—resulting structure & methods—tendency to be self-perpetuating.

But—dream & self-justification always there. Fanaticism not affected by inconsistency.

Other important questions, i. Is there any mechanism by which the Russian régime can become more liberal? ii. Would the character of the foreign C. parties change if they became real mass parties?

Mr L. barely touches—but useful reminder—unchanged mentality when real objectives changed.




3348. To Helmut Klöse

15 February 1948 Handwritten

Ward 3

Hairmyres Hospital

East Kilbride

Lanarkshire

Dear Klöse,

Thanks ever so much for the apples, which arrived yesterday. It’s wonderful to have apples in such fine condition as late as this. I have been here 2 months & am getting on quite well. They say I am only improving rather slowly, but we are sending to America for a new drug called streptomycin which they say will speed things up. We have got our T.T. cow & she is due to calve about this week. I quite agree with you about goats. My wife & I kept them for years & found them most productive. Only, as we have almost unlimited grazing & it doesn’t cost much to feed an animal, we might as well have cows, as it [is] nice to be able to make butter. I think we shall be able to keep the milch cows free from infection, as they will have a stall (or byre as it is called in Scotland) to themselves & won’t mix much with the other cattle. The beef cattle are generally kept out of doors the whole year round. The light tractor we ordered is supposed to arrive soon, but I imagine there will be all sorts of delays about various of the attachments. I hope it isn’t too difficult to get spare parts. Provided we can keep the tractor in running order it should be most useful. I ordered among other things a disc harrow, which is almost unheard of in these parts but which should be useful in cutting up the clods. Everything in Jura, & even on the mainland in the Highlands, is done in the most primitive way. Oats are always broadcast, mowing is largely done with the scythe, & the sheaves are nearly always bound up by hand, which is a miserable wet job & very tiring. Turnips are thinned out by hand & potatoes lifted with the fork. However we’re getting a potato lifter with the tractor.

My sister is going up to London shortly & will then have my little boy medically examined, but I’ve no doubt he is all right. There can’t be much wrong with him by the speed with which he grows out of his clothes, & the amount of noise he makes.

Thanks so much again,

Yours

Geo. Orwell




3349. To David Astor

Monday [16 February 1948]1 Handwritten

Dear David,

I’ve had 2 letters from you today. I’ll take the business one first. I’m perfectly willing to do the reviews for the U.S., in fact I’d like it, as they will probably want them rather longer than yours, & I prefer that. I presume that they will be for papers more or less on a level with the Observer & similar in tone. The only caveat is, that I might have a relapse or something, & any way I can only do about 2 hours work each day. They will be starting with the streptomycin soon, & though I don’t suppose so, it may have unpleasant effects, like M. & B.2 But anyway, up to capacity I’ll certainly do the reviews.

As to the streptomycin. Thanks awfully for getting it on the wing so quickly.3 I suppose it will get here in only a few days. If you really don’t want to be paid for it O.[K.],4 I won’t press it. But I really could easily have paid, not only in £s but even in dollars, because I remember now, I have at least 500 lying by in New York. I don’t need tell you I am grateful. Let’s hope it does its stuff. I gather they aren’t very satisfied with my case at present. I haven’t gained weight for 2 weeks, & I have a feeling I am getting weaker, though mentally I am more alert. Dr Dick seems anxious to start in with the strepto as early as possible.

I’m sorry A.K.5 has blown up. He’s a bit temperamental. I thought his fi[rst] despatch from France was very good. The London Letters he has been doing in P.R. are shocking & I have been meaning to have a row with him about them—just one long squeal about basic petrol6 etc.

I’ll let you know how the strepto goes.

Yours

George




3350. To John Middleton Murry

20 February 1948 Handwritten

Ward 3

Hairmyres Hospital

East Kilbride

Lanarkshire

Dear Murry,

I know I have treated you badly by promising an article & not doing it, but I don’t know if you have heard I have been ill for a long time—in bed since about last November, but really, I think, I have been ill since the beginning of 1947. It is T.B., the disease which was bound to claim me sooner or later, &I think that horrible winter of 1946–7 started me off. This is a nice hospital & everyone is very kind to me, & they seem fairly confident of being able to patch me up. I’ve just started on a new drug called streptomycin which works wonders in some cases & may do so in mine. But in any case I don’t suppose I’ll be out & about before June. I can’t do any real work now, I am too weak & pulled down, but I do a little light work such as book reviews. Please do send me a copy of the book.1 I’m sure to read it with interest, though whether I’d get round to writing about it is a different question.

Yours sincerely

Geo. Orwell




3351. To Fredric Warburg

20 February 1948 Handwritten

Ward 3

Hairmyres Hospital

East Kilbride

Lanarkshire

Dear Fred,

I’d love it if you came to see me1—don’t put yourself out of course. Visiting hours are: Wed.s, Saturdays & Sundays, any time after 2 pm, Tuesdays any time after 4 pm. Actually they aren’t at all strict about the hours. I’ve started having the streptomycin—impossible to tell for some weeks whether it is doing its stuff.

Please remember me to everyone.

Yours

George




3352. Hairmyres Hospital Timetable1

Secondary Literary Notebook

Time table at this hospital (times all approximate)

* 12 midnight—injection

5.30 am—noise (people going to & fro, water being drawn, etc.) begins.

6.30 am—called, with hot water.

7 am—temperature taken

7.30 am—breakfast

* 8 am—injection

8. 15 am—cleaning begins (continues on & off for about 2 hours)

9am—bed made

.. medicine

10 am—temperature taken

10.30 am—doctors come round

11–12 noon—during this time, though of course not every day, one goes to be X-rayed, “refilled”, etc.

12 noon—lunch

2 pm—temperature taken

3 pm—tea

* 4 pm—injection

6 pm—temperature taken

6.30 pm—supper

10 pm—temperature taken lights out

NB. that the injections are a temporary feature.




3353. To Fredric Warburg

22 February 1948 Handwritten

Ward 3

Hairmyres Hospital

East Kilbride

Lanarkshire

Dear Fred,

I forgot to say, if we have any copies left, could you please send a copy of “Homage to Catalonia” to Edmund Wilson (care of the New Yorker, I suppose) with my compliments.

I’ve started on the streptomycin, but of course we can’t tell for some weeks1 whether it’s doing its stuff. Any way it doesn’t seem to have any side-effects.

Yours

George




3353A. To Lydia Jackson

25 February 1948 Handwritten

Ward 3

Hairmyres Hospital

East Kilbride

Lanarkshire

Dear Lydia,

Thanks so much for 2 letters which reached me simultaneously. I shan’t be out of here by Easter, but do go up to Barnhill if you feel like it. Quite likely it will be nice weather by then. Only give Avril plenty of notice because of meeting you.

I don’t expect to be out of here much before the summer. I’ve really been very ill since about November, & in fact I wasn’t really well all last year. I think it was that beastly winter of 1946–7 that started me off. I’ve been in this hospital 2 months, & for some time I didn’t seem to get better, but I’m now having the new drug streptomycin, & I think it’s already doing me good, though they can’t judge for about a month whether it’s really doing its stuff. Even when I get out of here I imagine I’ll have to stay in Glasgow for a bit to continue treatment as an out-patient, but I shall be able to run up to Jura or down to London for short periods. Of course I can’t do any serious work. I did nothing for about 3 months, but latterly I’ve started doing a few book reviews, to keep my hand in & earn a little money.

Avril is in London this week to do some shopping, & Richard is going to stay with Gwen.1 I believe you kindly got some honey for us from Titley,2 & I asked A. to pick it up & pay you for it.

Please remember me to Pat.3

With love

Eric




3354. To Gleb Struve

25 February 1948 Handwritten

Ward 3

Hairmyres Hospital

East Kilbride

Lanarkshire

Scotland

Dear Struve,1

I’m sorry to say that I haven’t been able to do anything with these sketches2—a pity, but as you know we’re not well off for magazines in England now, & also I’m incapacitated by being tied to my bed. I’ve been ill since about last November. It is T.B., not, I imagine, very dangerous, but enough to keep me very sick & helpless for a long time. I’m now having the new drug streptomycin, which it appears is marvellous for this disease, so I hope I may be out & about again by the summer. Of course I have done almost no work for 3 months or more.

You asked about “Burmese Days”. If obtainable at all, it would be in the Penguin edition.3 I can never get hold of a copy myself, but the Penguin people occasionally send me an account, so I suppose the book is in print. It’s not being reissued in England till 1949, but I believe Harcourt Brace are going to reissue it in the USA, when, I’m not quite certain.4 They were asses not to do so immediately after I’d had that bit of luck with “Animal Farm” but American publishers don’t seem to like doing reprints.

If I can manage to get hold of “We”5 when it comes out I’ll try to do a long review of it for somebody.

The above address will find me for the time being, but my permanent addresses are the London one & Barnhill, Isle of Jura, Argyllshire.

Yours sincerely

Geo Orwell




3355. To Hermon Ould

28 February 1948 Handwritten

Ward 3

Hairmyres Hospital

East Kilbride

Lanarkshire

Dear Mr Ould,1

Herewith the banker’s order for my subscription etc. to the P.E.N.

Yours truly

Geo Orwell




3356. Review of The Atlantic Islands by Kenneth Williamson

The Observer, 29 February 1948

The Faeroe Islands, to judge by Mr. Kenneth Williamson’s photographs, are almost completely treeless. They are volcanic islands rising in perpendicular cliffs out of cloudy, stormy seas, with their cultivable soil distributed in such narrow pockets that the farmer cannot even use a plough, but has to do everything with a clumsy handleless spade. They have no natural wealth except their fisheries. Nevertheless, whereas most of the island groups fringing Britain are being rapidly depopulated, these others, even poorer and barer, have quadrupled their population in the last hundred years.

Perhaps this is partly because the Faeroese have succeeded in remaining owner-peasants, with no landlord class and no very great differences of wealth. Most of the land is cultivated on the primitive strip system, and the grazing grounds are owned communally. Mr. Williamson, who was stationed in the Faeroes for several years during the war, found the Faeroese a tough, simple, rustic people, but by no means uncultivated, for the local schools are fairly good and a proportion of the children are sent to Denmark to finish their education. They are of pure Viking stock and still speak their ancient Norwegian dialect, only rather unwillingly using Danish for official purposes. Except perhaps in the folk-lore (there is a story of a seal-wife which seems to have an Irish sound) the original Celtic inhabitants have left hardly any traces.

How essentially poor the islands are can be seen from the local diet, which consists quite largely of whale meat and sea birds. With scanty soil and rather chilly summers it is not worth growing grain, and the chief crops are hay and potatoes, which means that not many sheep or cattle can be kept through the winter. Apart from mutton dried in the wind like biltong, the people’s animal food has to come out of the sea. The annual massacre of the whales—schools of them are driven into the harbour of Thorshavn, the capital, and there slaughtered with bill-hooks, turning the sea crimson in their death- struggles—is an important event; the hunting of the sea birds is even more so. The Faeroese eat not only gannets, which are eaten in some other places, but guillemots, gulls, cormorants, and above all, puffins. Mr. Williamson is an enthusiast for Faeroese cookery, but most of the dishes he describes are slightly horrible to read about. Their key-note seems to be the combination of fishy and greasy meat with sweet sauces.

The Faeroese are exceedingly hospitable. Any stranger arriving at a farmhouse, Mr. Williamson says, is assumed to be dying of starvation, and has to act accordingly. It must be a little difficult to respond when one is offered boiled puffins with strawberry jam.

Nationalism is not yet strong in The Faeroes,1 and only a very few of the inhabitants objected to the islands being occupied by Britain during the war. Moreover, The Faeroes were our most reliable source of fish throughout the war, and at one time were responsible for three-quarters of the British supply. All through the dark days of 1940 and 1941, when the Iceland boats refused to sail without air escorts which Britain could not provide, the tiny Faeroese boats plied to and fro, their sole armament one Bren gun each. They were bombed, machine-gunned, blown up by mines and even torpedoed. But they also made a good deal of money, which has been employed in bringing the fishing fleet up to date, on the assumption that the trade with Britain will continue. One would like to learn for certain, from some authoritative source, that this hope is not being disappointed.




3357. To Emilio Cecchi

3 March 1948 Handwritten

Ward 3

Hairmyres Hospital

East Kilbride

Lanarkshire

Scotland

Dear Mr Cecchi,1

Thanks so much for your letter of the 15th February, which I have just received (my flat in London has been empty for six months). As you see by the above address, I am in hospital. I have been ill with tubercolosis° since about November last—actually, I think, since earlier. However, I [am]2 getting better, & hope I may be up & about again by the summer. Of course this has upset all my plans & work. I would have liked very much to have met you if I had been in London. I had planned to spend part of the winter there.

Thank you so much for writing me up in the Corriere della Sera. I have just been trying to puzzle out what you said. I think Italian must be less like Latin than Spanish, which I can generally manage to read.

I am afraid I shall probably be here till about June, but I may not be in bed all that time. Any way, if you are in England any time, please drop me a line, just in case it should be possible to meet. The above address will find me for some time, but my most permanent address is Barnhill, Isle of Jura, Argyllshire.

Yours sincerely

Geo. Orwell




3358. To John Middleton Murry

5 March 1948 Handwritten

Ward 3

Hairmyres Hospital

East Kilbride

Lanarkshire

Dear Murry,

Thanks very much for the book,1 which I read with interest. I agree with your general thesis, but I think that in assessing the world situation it is very rash to assume that the rest of the world would combine against Russia. We have a fearful handicap in the attitude towards us of the coloured races, & the under-privileged peoples generally (eg. in S. America), which we possibly don’t deserve any longer but which we have inherited from our imperial past. I also think it is rash to assume that most orientals, or indeed any except a few westernised ones, would prefer democracy to totalitarianism. It seems to me that the great difficulty of our position is that in the coming show-down we must have the peoples of Africa & the Middle East—if possible of Asia too, of course—on our side, & they will all look towards Russia unless there is a radical change of attitude, especially in the USA. I doubt whether we can put things right in Africa, at least in some parts of it, without quite definitely siding with the blacks against the whites. The latter will then look [to] the USA for support, & they will get it. It can easily turn out that we & America are alone, with all the coloured peoples siding with Russia. Perhaps even then we could win a war against Russia, but only by laying the world in ruins, especially this country.

I’m sorry to hear about your illness. My own seems to be getting better rapidly. They can’t say yet whether the streptomycin is doing its stuff, but I certainly have been a lot better the last week or so. I imagine however that I shall be in bed for another month or two, & under treatment at any rate until the summer. The lung has been collapsed, which is supposed to give it a better chance to heal, but of course it takes a long time, & meanwhile they have to keep on pumping air into one’s diaphragm. Fortunately this is a very nice hospital & very well run. Everyone is extraordinarily kind to me. It is sad I cannot see my little boy until I am non-infectious, however he will be able to come & visit me when I am allowed out of doors. He is getting on for 4 & growing enormously, though he is a bit backward about talking, because we live in such a solitary spot that he doesn’t see enough of other children. I have got our place in Jura running pretty well now. I myself couldn’t farm the land that went with the house, but a young chap who was wounded in the war lives with us & farms it. We are pretty well found there, & better off for fuel & food than one is in London. The winters also are not quite so cold, funnily enough. The chief difficulties are that in bad weather one is sometimes cut off from the mainland, & that one is chronically short of petrol. However one can use a horse if one is obliged to. Of course I have to go up to London occasionally, but the journey only takes 24 hours, less if one flies. I was half way through a novel when I took to my bed. It ought to have been finished by May—possibly I might finish it by the end of 1948 if I get out of here by the summer.

Please remember me to your wife.

Yours sincerely

Geo. Orwell




3359. To Dwight Macdonald

7 March 1948 Handwritten

Ward 3

Hairmyres Hospital

East Kilbride

Lanarkshire

Scotland

Dear Dwight,

Thanks so much for sending me your book on Wallace, which I have read with the greatest interest. Have you done anything about finding an English publisher? In case you haven’t, I am writing to Victor Gollancz bringing the book to his attention.1 If you’re not already in touch with some other publisher, I would write to Gollancz & send him a copy. In spite of the awful paper shortage etc., the book should find a publisher here, as people are naturally interested in Wallace, as the man who is likely to cause “our” candidate to lose the election.2 (It’s difficult to keep up with American politics here, but it does look as though Wallace is making great strides lately. I’m afraid he may get the whole anti-war vote, as Chamberlain did before the war.) And I think Gollancz is your man, as he is politically sympathetic & is able to bring a book out quickly, as Warburg, for instance, can’t. I suppose you know his address—17 Henrietta St. Covent Garden, London WC.2. The book might do with some minor modifications for the English public, but you could fix all that with G.

There’s another instance of Wallace’s habit of issuing garbled versions of his speeches, which might be worth putting in. When he was over here, Wallace of course played down the Palestine issue, or at least didn’t make mischief about it. He was no sooner in France than he referred to the Jewish terrorists as a “maquis” fighting against a British occupation. This appeared in French reports of his speech, but not in any English-language paper (except one, I think the Christian Science Monitor, which somehow got hold of it), presumably having been cut out from versions issued to them. The “Manchester Guardian” documented the facts at the time.

As you see I’m in hospital. It’s T.B., a disease I’ve had hanging over me all my life, but I think that damnable winter of 1946–7 in London started me off. I’ve been in bed since about November. However they’ve got the thing well in hand & I expect to be out & about by the summer. I’m having streptomycin, which is an almost complete novelty in this country. It’s all a great bore—nearly a year’s work lost. I did nothing at all for 3 months, & even now can only do light jobs like book reviews. I can’t touch anything serious till I’m out of bed & a great deal stronger. However, I’m starting my uniform edition this year & shall start off by reprinting a novel which was published in 1939 & rather killed by the war.3 I believe Harcourt Brace are going to reprint my Burma novel.4 They were BFs not to do so immediately after having that bit of luck with “Animal Farm.”

What’s happened to “Politics?” I haven’t seen it for months. I told my agent in New York to take out a subscription for me, but she seemed rather reluctant to do so, evidently thinking I ought to get all the American papers free.

Isn’t it funny how surprised everyone seems over this Czechoslovakia business?5 Many people seem really angry with Russia, as though at some time there had been reason to expect different behaviour on the Russians’ part. Middleton Murry has just renounced his pacifism & written a book (practically) demanding a preventive war against the USSR!6 This after writing less than 10 years ago that “Russia is the only inherently peaceful country.”

Excuse bad handwriting

Yours

Geo. Orwell




3360. To Anthony Powell

8 March 1948 Handwritten

Ward 3

Hairmyres Hospital

East Kilbride

Lanarkshire

Dear Tony,

Thanks so much for your letter. I’m already doing another book for the TLS (a rather dreadful anthology of recent American stuff called “Spearhead”),1 & I’ve put in for a novel which I know is coming along some time, so I don’t suppose they’d send me the Mark Twain book.2 (By the way, after many years of trying I have at last got hold of a very rare book, Van Wyck Brooks’s “The Tragedy of Mark Twain”,3 which he afterwards called in & re-issued in a garbled version.) I am a lot better. I am having a drug called streptomycin, which is a novelty in this country but is thought to be very good. It appears to be doing its stuff, though it’s too early for them to say for certain. The doctor says that my lung is healing up fast & that I ought to be out & about by the summer. Of course I should probably have to continue having treatment, but in that case I could take rooms in Glasgow & get up to Jura or down to London for a week at a time.

Richard has been down to London recently, & I had him X rayed—nothing wrong with him, as I had known beforehand, but one likes to be sure. I’m keeping on my flat as a pied a terre,° but I have sent most of the furniture up to Jura. We’ve got the Jura place running pretty well now, the only snag is transport, as at present they’re giving us 6 gallons a month for a car that, on a highland road, only does 10 miles to the gallon. However, one can use a horse (I got a saddle by the way, but I’m always in the market for another), & I’m trying to get a motor boat that runs off paraffin.

I’ve arranged to bring out my uniform edition at the rate of 1 volume a year, & at present I have got six books to go in it, as I have suppressed several.4 I hope there’ll be others later. Of course this is a lousy time to start, because the whole idea is to have all the books uniform in format & price, & at present you have to charge 10/6 for a book that just makes you ashamed to look at it. I had always wanted to have something very sort of chaste but solid in blue buckram for about 5/–. I notice both Evelyn Waugh’s & Graham Greene’s uniform editions are very cheap-looking. They don’t seem to be able to make a book now with covers that don’t bend. It makes one very envious to see American books.

Please give everyone my love.

Yours

George




3361. Review of My Caves by Norbert Casteret, translated by R. L. G. Irving

The Observer, 14 March 1948

How many people in Great Britain would know without consulting a dictionary that spelaeology has something to do with caves? Probably not many, for though “pot-holing” has its Pennine enthusiasts, cave-exploration has never ranked as a widely popular pastime. Even the vocabulary of the full-time spelaeologist is full of words like “siphon” and “chatière,” which have no exact equivalent in English.

It is otherwise in France, which is exceptionally rich in caves, especially in the Pyrenees and the Dordogne. Some of them extend for stupendous distances underground, though France does not contain any single cavern as large as the one near Trieste, into which it would be possible to put the Roman church of St. Peter’s, dome and all. Before one can even start exploring some of the larger caves, it is often necessary to climb, or be lowered, down a perpendicular pothole which may descend as much as 1,000 or 2,000 feet. Once at the bottom one may find an underground stream on which it is possible to travel for miles at a stretch in a rubber boat, but often one has to crawl—much use is made of the technical term “reptation,” meaning a worm-like movement—down galleries barely wider than one’s body, with slimy mud or sharp stalagmites underneath one.

Much of the travelling has to be done in complete darkness, for all kinds of lighting apparatus are awkward to carry and liable to be damaged by water. Often a promising exploration is cut short by a “siphon,” that is, a point at which the roof of a cave descends below the surface of the stream that flows through it. There is no way of passing a “siphon” except by diving underneath it, without knowing in advance whether the ledge of rock extends for a few feet or 50 yards.

Mr. Casteret, a lifelong spelaeologist, naturally insists on the scientific and practical value of his chosen pastime. It has led to the discovery of important new reserves of water, it has taught us much of what we know about palaeolithic man, and it has also increased our knowledge of the habits of bats. But it is clear enough from his descriptions of his adventures that the true spelaeologist is not moved by any utilitarian consideration, but by a mysterious urge to get as deep under ground as possible and to penetrate to places where no human being has ever been before. Some of these places, with their monstrous stalactites like cathedral pillars, are astonishingly beautiful, as the photographs in Mr. Casteret’s book show. In some of the more accessible caves, on the other hand, life is made horrible by evil-smelling clouds of bats, creatures which it is difficult to love, though Mr. Casteret defends them warmly.

The equipment used in exploring caves is extremely elaborate and ingenious. Ladders are made of steel wire so delicate that a yard of ladder weighs only about three ounces. Rubber boats which will support a man can be carried, when deflated, in a rucksack. For very deep descents the spelaeologist is strapped into parachute harness and lowered on a wire to which a telephone is attached. The kind of clothes that are worn are also important, not only because it is desirable to keep dry but even more because it is important not to get stuck. More than one spelaeologist has died of starvation because his coat rucked up when he was trying to force his way through a narrow “cat run.” There are, of course, other dangers, not to mention such discomforts as having to swim across underground rivers whose temperature is only a degree or two above freezing. However, human beings vary in their notion of what constitutes pleasure, and spelaeology is no more dangerous and uncomfortable than mountaineering, and is perhaps more useful. The photographs in this book, all of them taken by magnesium flash in circumstances of the utmost difficulty, are excellent.




3362. To Leonard Moore

19 March 1948 Handwritten

Ward 3

Hairmyres Hospital

East Kilbride

Lanarkshire

Dear Moore,

Thank you for your letter. I didn’t object to the jacket, & it had “Uniform Edition” on it, which I wanted to make sure of. But I did think the light green cover was unsuitable & asked Warburg whether he could manage to change the cloth for something darker.1 I favour dark blue, or any dark colour except red, which always seems to come off on one’s fingers. I thought the format was all right. Of course the price is fearful for a reprint, but I suppose subsequent volumes need not be so expensive.

I see that “Burmese Days” is supposed to come out in the same edition only a few months later. I believe the Penguin edition is still in print, as you sent me an account of sales recently. I suppose the Penguin people won’t print many more, otherwise it may damage the Warburg edition.

Warburg suggested that I should bring out another volume of essays in the fairly near future. I think it would be better not to do this for another 2–3 years, as people feel rather cheated if they buy a book & finds° it contains things which they have read in magazines only a year or so earlier.

Yours sincerely

Eric Blair




3363. To Julian Symons

21 March 1948 Handwritten

Ward 3

Hairmyres Hospital

East Kilbride

Lanarkshire

Dear Julian,

I’ve at last found a box to put this pen in, so I’d be much obliged if you could get me a refill. No hurry, of course. Herewith also postal order for 3/6 which I found among my papers. I forget what the refills cost.

I thought you’d like to hear that I am getting a lot better. I have been having the streptomycin for about a month, & evidently it is doing its stuff. I haven’t gained much weight, but I am much better in every other way, & longing to get up, which of course they won’t let me do for ages yet. I can really only do light work still, ie. book reviews. I did write two longer articles,1 but I find my fingers are all thumbs as soon as I attempt anything serious. However, the doctor is very pleased with the way I am going on & says I should be up & about by the summer. I may have to continue with periodical treatment for some months after that, but in that case I shall get a room in Glasgow & run up to Jura or down to London between treatments. Apparently even after they have killed off the germs they often keep the lung collapsed until they consider it is healed.

Richard is very well, &, so far as I can judge from photographs, growing rapidly. I can’t see him till I am non-infectious, which is rather annoying. Various people have been to see me, including Fred Warburg who brought a blank of my uniform edition which we are starting this year. I was rather dismayed to find he had chosen a light green cover, but maybe he’ll be able to get hold of some darker stuff. I think a uniform edition should always be very chaste looking & preferably dark blue.2 I read your article on George Eliot in the Windmill3 with interest, but I must say I’ve never been able to read G. E. herself. No doubt I’ll get round to it someday. Recently I read one or two of the minor novels of Charlotte Bronte which I hadn’t read before—was astounded by how sexy they were. I’ve just read Mauriac’s “Thérèse”, not so good as “A Woman of the Pharisees”, I thought, but it started me thinking about Catholic novelists, & after reading Heppenstall’s article in P[artisan] R[eview] I am trying to get hold of Léon Bloy whom I have never read.4 The “Politics & Letters”5 people sent me a copy of their magazine & I wrote a piece for the “Critic & Leviathan” series, though, as I say, I really can’t write long articles now. I was quite well impressed by the magazine, which I hadn’t seen before, & maybe it will develop into the sort of thing we need so badly. The trouble always is that you must have an angel or you can’t keep the magazine alive. “Politics” is evidently already tottering—it’s become a quarterly which is usually a very bad symptom. Dwight Macdonald sent me a copy of a little book on Wallace which he has just published—very good, & I am urging Gollancz to publish it over here. I am afraid W. may well cause “our” man to lose the election, & then Lord knows what may happen. However, whichever way one looks the news is really too depressing to talk about.

Write if you get time, & please remember me to your wife. I do hope I’ll be about in the summer & will be able to see everybody again.

Yours

George




3364. ‘Writers and Leviathan’

Politics and Letters, Summer 19481


The preparatory notes Orwell made for this article are reproduced as 3365.



The position of the writer in an age of State control is a subject that has already been fairly largely discussed, although most of the evidence that might be relevant is not yet available. In this place I do not want to express an opinion either for or against State patronage of the arts, but merely to point out that what kind of State rules over us must depend partly on the prevailing intellectual atmosphere: meaning, in this context, partly on the attitude of writers and artists themselves, and on their willingness or otherwise to keep the spirit of Liberalism alive. If we find ourselves in ten years’ time cringing before somebody like Zdhanov, it will probably be because that is what we have deserved. Obviously there are strong tendencies towards totalitarianism at work within the English literary intelligentsia already. But here I am not concerned with any organised and conscious movement such as Communism, but merely with the effect, on people of good will, of political thinking and the need to take sides politically.

This is a political age. War, Fascism, concentration camps, rubber truncheons, atomic bombs, etc., are what we daily think about, and therefore to a great extent what we write about, even when we do not name them openly. We cannot help this. When you are on a sinking ship, your thoughts will be about sinking ships. But not only is our subject-matter narrowed, but our whole attitude towards literature is coloured by loyalties which we at least intermittently realise to be non-literary. I often have the feeling that even at the best of times literary criticism is fraudulent, since in the absence of any accepted standards whatever—any external reference which can give meaning to the statement that such and such a book is ‘good’ or ‘bad’—every literary judgement consists in trumping up a set of rules to justify an instinctive preference. One’s real reaction to a book, when one has a reaction at all, is usually ‘I like this book’ or ‘I don’t like it’, and what follows is a rationalisation. But ‘I like this book’ is not, I think, a non-literary reaction; the non-literary reaction is ‘This book is on my side, and therefore I must discover merits in it’. Of course, when one praises a book for political reasons one may be emotionally sincere, in the sense that one does feel strong approval of it, but also it often happens that party solidarity demands a plain lie. Anyone used to reviewing books for political periodicals is well aware of this. In general, if you are writing for a paper that you are in agreement with, you sin by commission, and if for a paper of the opposite stamp, by omission. At any rate, innumerable controversial books—books for or against Soviet Russia, for or against Zionism, for or against the Catholic Church, etc.—are judged before they are read, and in effect before they are written. One knows in advance what reception they will get in what papers. And yet, with a dishonesty that sometimes is not even quarter-conscious, the pretence is kept up that genuinely literary standards are being applied.

Of course, the invasion of literature by politics was bound to happen. It must have happened, even if the special problem of totalitarianism had never arisen, because we have developed a sort of compunction which our grandparents did not have, an awareness of the enormous injustice and misery of the world, and a guilt-stricken feeling that one ought to be doing something about it, which makes a purely aesthetic attitude towards life impossible. No one, now, could devote himself to literature as single-mindedly as Joyce or Henry James. But unfortunately, to accept political responsibility now means yielding oneself over to orthodoxies and ‘party lines’, with all the timidity and dishonesty that that implies. As against the Victorian writers, we have the disadvantage of living among clear-cut political ideologies and of usually knowing at a glance what thoughts are heretical. A modern literary intellectual lives and writes in constant dread—not, indeed, of public opinion in the wider sense, but of public opinion within his own group. As a rule, luckily, there is more than one group, but also at any given moment there is a dominant orthodoxy, to offend against which needs a thick skin and sometimes means cutting one’s income in half for years on end. Obviously, for about fifteen years past, the dominant orthodoxy, especially among the young, has been ‘left’. The key words are ‘progressive’, ‘democratic’ and ‘revolutionary’, while the labels which you must at all costs avoid having gummed upon you are ‘bourgeois’, ‘reactionary’ and ‘Fascist’. Almost everyone nowadays, even the majority of Catholics and Conservatives, is ‘progressive’, or at least wishes to be thought so. No one, so far as I know, ever describes himself as a ‘bourgeois’, just as no one literate enough to have heard the word ever admits to being guilty of anti-semitism. We are all of us good democrats, anti-Fascist, anti-imperialist, contemptuous of class distinctions, impervious to colour prejudice, and so on and so forth. Nor is there much doubt that the present-day ‘left’ orthodoxy is better than the rather snobbish, pietistic Conservative orthodoxy which prevailed twenty years ago, when the Criterion and (on a lower level) the London Mercury were the dominant literary magazines. For at the least its implied objective is a viable form of society which large numbers of people actually want. But it also has its own falsities which, because they cannot be admitted, make it impossible for certain questions to be seriously discussed.

The whole left-wing ideology, scientific and utopian, was evolved by people who had no immediate prospect of attaining power. It was, therefore, an extremist ideology, utterly contemptuous of kings, governments, laws, prisons, police forces, armies, flags, frontiers, patriotism, religion, conventional morality, and, in fact, the whole existing scheme of things. Until well within living memory the forces of the left in all countries were fighting against a tyranny which appeared to be invincible, and it was easy to assume that if only that particular tyranny—capitalism—could be overthrown, Socialism would follow. Moreover, the left had inherited from Liberalism certain distinctly questionable beliefs, such as the belief that the truth will prevail and persecution defeats itself, or that man is naturally good and is only corrupted by his environment. This perfectionist ideology has persisted in nearly all of us, and it is in the name of it that we protest when (for instance) a Labour government votes huge incomes to the King’s daughters or shows hesitation about nationalising steel. But we have also accumulated in our minds a whole series of unadmitted contradictions, as a result of successive bumps against reality.

The first big bump was the Russian Revolution. For somewhat complex reasons, nearly the whole of the English left has been driven to accept the Russian régime as ‘Socialist’, while silently recognising that its spirit and practice are quite alien to anything that is meant by ‘Socialism’ in this country. Hence there has arisen a sort of schizophrenic manner of thinking, in which words like ‘democracy’ can bear two irreconcilable meanings, and such things as concentration camps and mass deportations can be right and wrong simultaneously. The next blow to the left-wing ideology was the rise of Fascism, which shook the pacifism and internationalism of the left without bringing about a definite restatement of doctrine. The experience of German occupation taught the European peoples something that the colonial peoples knew already, namely, that class antagonisms are not all-important and that there is such a thing as national interest. After Hitler it was difficult to maintain seriously that ‘the enemy is in your own country’ and that national independence is of no value. But though we all know this and act upon it when necessary, we still feel that to say it aloud would be a kind of treachery. And finally, the greatest difficulty of all, there is the fact that the left is now in power and is obliged to take responsibility and make genuine decisions.

Left governments almost invariably disappoint their supporters because, even when the prosperity which they have promised is achievable, there is always need of an uncomfortable transition period about which little has been said beforehand. At this moment we see our own government, in its desperate economic straits, fighting in effect against its own past propaganda. The crisis that we are now in is not a sudden unexpected calamity, like an earthquake, and it was not caused by the war, but merely hastened by it. Decades ago it could be foreseen that something of this kind was going to happen. Ever since the nineteenth century our national income, dependent partly on interest from foreign investments, and on assured markets and cheap raw materials in colonial countries, had been extremely precarious. It was certain that, sooner or later, something would go wrong and we should be forced to make our exports balance our imports: and when that happened the British standard of living, including the working-class standard, was bound to fall, at least temporarily. Yet the left-wing parties, even when they were vociferously anti-imperialist, never made these facts clear. On occasion they were ready to admit that the British workers had benefited, to some extent, by the looting of Asia and Africa, but they always allowed it to appear that we could give up our loot and yet in some way contrive to remain prosperous. Quite largely, indeed, the workers were won over to Socialism by being told that they were exploited, whereas the brute truth was that, in world terms, they were exploiters. Now, to all appearances, the point has been reached when the working-class living-standard cannot be maintained, let alone raised. Even if we squeeze the rich out of existence, the mass of the people must either consume less or produce more. Or am I exaggerating the mess we are in? I may be, and I should be glad to find myself mistaken. But the point I wish to make is that this question, among people who are faithful to the left ideology, cannot be genuinely discussed. The lowering of wages and raising of working hours are felt to be inherently anti-Socialist measures, and must therefore be dismissed in advance, whatever the economic situation may be. To suggest that they may be unavoidable is merely to risk being plastered with those labels that we are all terrified of. It is far safer to evade the issue and pretend that we can put everything right by redistributing the existing national income.

To accept an orthodoxy is always to inherit unresolved contradictions. Take for instance the fact, which came out in Mr. Winkler’s essay in this series, that all sensitive people are revolted by industrialism and its products, and yet are aware that the conquest of poverty and the emancipation of the working class demand not less industrialisation, but more and more. Or take the fact that certain jobs are absolutely necessary and yet are never done except under some kind of coercion. Or take the fact that it is impossible to have a positive foreign policy without having powerful armed forces. One could multiply examples. In every such case there is a conclusion which is perfectly plain but which can only be drawn if one is privately disloyal to the official ideology. The normal response is to push the question, unanswered, into a corner of one’s mind, and then continue repeating contradictory catchwords. One does not have to search far through the reviews and magazines to discover the effects of this kind of thinking.

I am not, of course, suggesting that mental dishonesty is peculiar to Socialists and left-wingers generally, or is commonest among them. It is merely that acceptance of any political discipline seems to be incompatible with literary integrity. This applies equally to movements like Pacifism and Personalism, which claim to be outside the ordinary political struggle. Indeed, the mere sound of words ending in -ism seems to bring with it the smell of propaganda. Group loyalties are necessary, and yet they are poisonous to literature, so long as literature is the product of individuals. As soon as they are allowed to have any influence, even a negative one, on creative writing, the result is not only falsification, but often the actual drying-up of the inventive faculties.

Well, then, what? Do we have to conclude that it is the duty of every writer to ‘keep out of polities’? Certainly not! In any case, as I have said already, no thinking person can or does genuinely keep out of politics, in an age like the present one. I only suggest that we should draw a sharper distinction than we do at present between our political and our literary loyalties, and should recognise that a willingness to do certain distasteful but necessary things does not carry with it any obligation to swallow the beliefs that usually go with them. When a writer engages in politics he should do so as a citizen, as a human being, but not as a writer. I do not think that he has the right, merely on the score of his sensibilities, to shirk the ordinary dirty work of politics. Just as much as anyone else, he should be prepared to deliver lectures in draughty halls, to chalk pavements, to canvass voters, to distribute leaflets, even to fight in civil wars if it seems necessary. But whatever else he does in the service of his party, he should never write for it. He should make it clear that his writing is a thing apart. And he should be able to act co-operatively while, if he chooses, completely rejecting the official ideology. He should never turn back from a train of thought because it may lead to a heresy, and he should not mind very much if his unorthodoxy is smelt out, as it probably will be. Perhaps it is even a bad sign in a writer if he is not suspected of reactionary tendencies to-day, just as it was a bad sign if he was not suspected of Communist sympathies twenty years ago.

But does all this mean that a writer should not only refuse to be dictated to by political bosses, but also that he should refrain from writing about politics? Once again, certainly not! There is no reason why he should not write in the most crudely political way, if he wishes to. Only he should do so as an individual, an outsider, at the most an unwelcome guerrilla on the flank of a regular army. This attitude is quite compatible with ordinary political usefulness. It is reasonable, for example, to be willing to fight in a war because one thinks the war ought to be won, and at the same time to refuse to write war propaganda. Sometimes, if a writer is honest, his writings and his political activities may actually contradict one another. There are occasions when that is plainly undesirable: but then the remedy is not to falsify one’s impulses, but to remain silent.

To suggest that a creative writer, in a time of conflict, must split his life into two compartments, may seem defeatist or frivolous: yet in practice I do not see what else he can do. To lock yourself up in the ivory tower is impossible and undesirable. To yield subjectively, not merely to a party machine, but even to a group ideology, is to destroy yourself as writer. We feel this dilemma to be a painful one, because we see the need of engaging in politics while also seeing what a dirty, degrading business it is. And most of us still have a lingering belief that every choice, even every political choice, is between good and evil, and that if a thing is necessary it is also right. We should, I think, get rid of this belief, which belongs to the nursery. In politics one can never do more than decide which of two evils is the less, and there are some situations from which one can only escape by acting like a devil or a lunatic. War, for example, may be necessary, but it is certainly not right or sane. Even a general election is not exactly a pleasant or edifying spectacle. If you have to take part in such things—and I think you do have to, unless you are armoured by old age or stupidity or hypocrisy—then you also have to keep part of yourself inviolate. For most people the problem does not arise in the same form, because their lives are split already. They are truly alive only in their leisure hours, and there is no emotional connection between their work and their political activities. Nor are they generally asked, in the name of political loyalty, to debase themselves as workers. The artist, and especially the writer, is asked just that—in fact, it is the only thing that politicians ever ask of him. If he refuses, that does not mean that he is condemned to inactivity. One half of him, which in a sense is the whole of him, can act as resolutely, even as violently if need be, as anyone else. But his writings, in so far as they have any value, will always be the product of the saner self that stands aside, records the things that are done and admits their necessity, but refuses to be deceived as to their true nature.




3365. Preparatory Notes for ‘Writers and Leviathan’

Second Literary Notebook

Corruption of aesthetic standards by political motives.1

All art purposive (world-view)

Impossibility of enjoying what is dangerously inimical

Does not this concede that only subject & purpose are important?

But: 1. Craftsmanship


2. Not all good books deliver same message

3. Matter of experience (eg. what is the moral of most of Shakespeare’s comedies?)

4. Spontaneity must always enter at some point.



Disentangling motives.

Justification for emphasising the propagandist side of literature at this moment, because this is an age in which political feelings are always near the surface of consciousness. The following things have happened to make political feelings crowd out aesthetic ones:


1. Everyone frightened (continuity of liberal culture threatened).

2. Compunction (over economic inequality).

3. “Enlightened” people have passed from opposition to power.



Effects of Russian revolution & rise of Fascism. Sense of responsibility, difficulty of taking irresponsible extremist attitudes.

[image: Images]

Above all, always an orthodoxy, incumbent on all within any intellectual group.

(Orthodoxy sometimes entails contradictions—must not be thought out. (eg. all militarism evil—Red Army.))

As soon as orthodoxy accepted, intellectual honesty impossible, (unless clear distinction drawn between political & aesthetic worlds.)

Example: antisemitism. Unsympathetic Jewish character in novel.

Compare the sincere approach. Emphasise intellectual freedom consists in freedom to report truthfully & no essential difference between position of journalist & creative writer (internal reporting).

Quote Soviet directive. Note (against R. W.) 2 important thing is not tying literature down to a low level but implied command to tell lies. This destroys faculties (subjective truth).

Conclusion: must engage in politics. Must keep issues separate. Must not engage in party politics as a writer. Recognition of own prejudices only way of keeping them in check.




3366. ‘Britain’s Left-Wing Press’

Progressive (Madison, Wisconsin), June 19481


The preparatory notes Orwell made for this article are reproduced as 3367.



The outstanding peculiarity of the British press as a whole is its extreme concentration; there are relatively few papers, and the bulk of them is owned by a small ring of people. This is partly due to the small size of the country, which makes it possible for the London daily papers to be on sale in the early morning as far north as Glasgow.

A few first-class provincial papers, such as the Manchester° Guardian, do indeed exist, but none of them has a large circulation, and in effect the whole country up to and beyond the Scottish border is covered by eight London dailies. As for weekly reviews and monthly magazines, nothing of any importance is published outside London.

This special structure of the British press has existed for 30 years. Thus by the time an independent left-wing press became politically possible, it was already financially impossible. To start a new paper that could compete with the existing ones would need a capital of several million pounds, and no new daily or evening paper, apart from the tiny Daily Worker, has been launched in London since 1918. The following figures, which are necessarily approximate, will give some idea of how readership is distributed in a country which has recently been voting predominantly Labor.

If one considers only papers with a definite political orientation, and leaves the provincial press out of account, the total weekly circulation of the British press is something over 100 millions. Of this, about 23 millions are accounted for by papers that could be described as “Left.”2 But this includes the Liberal News-Chronicle, which is certainly “enlightened,” or “progressive,” but would not in all circumstances be a reliable supporter of a Labor Government. If one counts only papers having a definite affiliation with a left-wing party, then the figure is about 14 millions, or less than one-seventh of the total. At present there are in Britain only six left-wing papers of any consequence. These six papers are:

THE DAILY HERALD. Circulation over two millions, the third highest among British daily papers. The Herald can be regarded as the official Labor Party paper, but it represents essentially the trade-union (and more conservative) end of the party. It was founded in 1914,3 and for the next 15 years, with a policy and attitude very much more radical than it displays today, it floundered along under a series of editors, always on the verge of bankruptcy. Even when its circulation touched 400,000 it could not be made to pay its way, because at that time commercial advertisers were unwilling to patronize a left-wing paper.

In 1929 The Herald was re-organized, its stock divided half-and-half between the Trade Union Congress and Odham’s, a big publishing firm which owns several low-class weeklies. In the process The Herald was transformed into an ordinary popular paper, so far as tone and make-up go, but it was agreed that Odham’s should have no control over its political policy, which should be directed by the Labor Party.

This agreement has been kept. Although it sometimes has good foreign correspondents, The Herald is a very dull paper, much inferior as reading matter to several other papers of the same stamp. It has, nevertheless, kept a steady circulation of two millions for more than a dozen years, partly, no doubt, because it gives full information on trade-union affairs. Its public is almost entirely working-class.

REYNOLD’S NEWS. Sunday paper, circulation about 700,000. (This is a small circulation as British Sunday papers go. One of them claims seven millions!) Reynold’s is sometimes referred to in the American press as “a fellow travelers’ paper,” but this is not strictly true. Officially it is the paper of the Cooperative Party, which is the political organ of the cooperative movement and is now more or less completely merged with the Labor Party. There is, however, a strong Communist influence in Reynold’s, affecting even its book reviews. It sometimes gives the impression of being three papers in one—partly Cooperative, partly Communist, and in part an ordinary Sunday paper devoted to sports, crime, and the Royal Family. Reynold’s sometimes has intelligent articles, but on the whole it is an unsatisfactory paper, combining a sectarian atmosphere with the faults of the gutter press.

THE NEW STATESMAN AND NATION. Weekly review, circulation about 80,000. The New Statesman was founded in 1913, and since then has “incorporated” three rival papers of similar stamp: it is now by far the most influential of British political weeklies. Once again, it is usual to describe The New Statesman as “fellow-traveling,” and once again this is not strictly true, though in this case I should say that it is substantially true.

On occasion The New Statesman has turned definitely against the Communist line, as for instance during the Russo-German pact, and it may perhaps do so again if Russian aggression in Europe goes much further. But over a period of about 20 years The New Statesman has probably done more than any one thing—certainly more than any one periodical—to spread an uncritically Russophile attitude among the British intelligentsia, all the more so because it has no connection with the Communist Party and preserves an ostensibly detached attitude towards the U.S.S.R.

Apart from H. Kingsley Martin, its editor, many well-known left-wing publicists are or have at some time been associated with it: Leonard Woolf, H. N. Brailsford, John Strachey, Harold Laski, J. B. Priestley, R. H. S. Crossman, and others.

On technical grounds The New Statesman deserves its pre-eminence. Over many years it has remained at a high journalistic level and has preserved, if not a completely consistent policy, at any rate a distinctive attitude. The whole of the “enlightened” pinkish middle class reads it as a matter of habit. Its position corresponds fairly closely to that of The New Republic in America, but it is, I should say, a somewhat more adult paper.

TRIBUNE. Weekly review, circulation uncertain, but probably about 20,000. Tribune was founded a year or two before the war, and was at that time a rather vociferous paper costing threepence (five cents), with a mainly working-class circulation. It was controlled by Sir Stafford Cripps, who had recently been disciplined by the Labor Party for forming a fractional organization, the Socialist League. The Communists, who were then in their Popular Front phase, regarded Tribune with approval and helped to distribute it.

After the Russo-German pact and the outbreak of war this support fell away, and Tribune’s circulation, which had never been large, dropped to 2,000. In 1941, when Cripps had joined the Government and had therefore been obliged to sever his connection with the paper, it was taken over by Aneurin Bevan, the present Minister of Health.

Bevan reorganized it as a sixpenny paper of roughly the same stamp as The New Statesman, and during the remainder of the war it was probably the best, and certainly by far the most independent, of left-wing periodicals. It was, indeed, the only English paper which, while maintaining a responsible attitude and supporting the war effort, was radically critical of the Churchill Government. It was also the only paper on the Left which made any effort to counter Soviet Russian propaganda.

After the 1945 general election Bevan joined the Government, and Tribune became the organ of a group of young Labor MP’s of whom Michael Foot is probably the best known. This group (not to be confused with the crypto-Communists) supports the Government’s program in the main but is critical of its foreign policy, especially in regard to Greece and Palestine.

Unavoidably, Tribune has lost some of its vigor since Labor took office. It suffers from the embarrassment that always besets rebels when their own side has won, and in addition, its attacks on Ernest Bevin’s foreign policy have been somewhat unreal, since on the all-important issue of standing up to Russia it is not genuinely in opposition. A few Communists and fellow-travelers occasionally write for Tribune, but all of those who have anything to do with determining its policy are extremely anti-Communist. In spite of surface appearances, it is much the most reliable supporter that the present Government has among weekly papers. Its public, most of which it gained during the war, is probably middle-class in the main, since it is generally accepted that the British working class will not pay more than threepence for a weekly paper.

FORWARD. Weekly review of essentially working-class type, published in Glasgow. Forward could hardly be called an influential paper, and its circulation is probably small, but it is interesting as an expression of the old-style, rebellious, maximalist version of socialism which still flourishes on the banks of the Clyde. It is almost always in disagreement with the Government, but its policy is extremely erratic: it is pro-Russian wherever possible, but on the other hand it is anti-Communist and is a strong defender of the freedom of speech and press. Forward is directed by Emrys Hughes, a rather turbulent back-bench Labor MP. Well-known writers such as Bernard Shaw, Bertrand Russell, and Sean O’Casey write for it occasionally.

THE DAILY WORKER. Circulation uncertain, but probably reaches 100,000 at times. The Daily Worker was founded in 1929 and was suppressed for about two years during the war for defeatist activities. Since its early days it has improved considerably, and sometimes has good scientific articles and book reviews, but it has remained a propaganda sheet rather than a newspaper. On the other hand, compared with the continental or even the American Communist press, The Daily Worker is not a very scurrilous paper. It is kept going partly by voluntary subscriptions from sympathizers. Recent attempts to finance it by selling shares to the general public were only partially successful.

These six papers that I have enumerated are all that Britain possesses—that is, all that is of the slightest importance—in the way of a left-wing press. Beyond this there are only obscure sheets dealing with trade-union intelligence or purely local affairs, and thin little magazines which hardly pretend to be aimed at the big public, and one or two periodicals devoted to direct Soviet propaganda and not having much bearing on British politics.

Of the small sectarian magazines, the Communist Labor Monthly probably has the widest circulation. Considering the smallness of their resources, the Communists are a great deal more enterprising than the Labor Party. They issue innumerable pamphlets, and they even own or control a chain of bookshops in which, naturally, their own publications are to the fore. They also, for some years before and during the war, exercised considerable influence on the Liberal News-Chronicle (circulation about one and a half millions).

But of course it is not Communist competition that is really important from the Labor Party’s point of view. The essential fact is that the Government which undoubtedly represents the mass of the people is daily attacked and misrepresented by a huge and on the whole efficient Tory press, while not having any asset of its own except a single daily paper. As for the British Broadcasting Company,4 which is an independent corporation, it is neither a friend nor an enemy. Its foreign services are under government supervision, but in home politics it could fairly be described as neutral.

For more than a year a commission appointed by the Government has been inquiring—rather gingerly, and in the face of some opposition—into the state of the British press. Whatever its findings, they are not likely to lead to any very drastic changes, since the press is not one of the industries marked down for nationalization in the near future. But it is probable that something will be done to limit the multiple ownership of newspapers. At present it can happen—does happen in one or two cases—that a single press lord owns or controls as many as 100 periodicals of one kind or another, and dictates the policy of all of them.

It is also probable that a new London evening paper will be launched in conjunction with The Daily Herald.5 The Left obviously needs better publicity, but in a still mainly capitalist country, with a public that has been used for decades to reading the same papers, it is not easy for a left-wing press to grow up unless it is heavily subsidized.

The whole question has been much discussed during the past two years, without any very definite conclusion being reached. On the one hand, the majority of British journalists would be delighted to see the press lords overthrown: on the other hand, all journalists of whatever color are alarmed at the prospect of a state-controlled or party-controlled press. The Labor Party, with its huge membership and steady flow of funds, could certainly afford to publicize itself a great deal better than it does at present. But whether any political party, having subsidized a press of its own, would then have the imagination to conduct it in a non-totalitarian manner, remains to be seen.
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Orwell’s rough workings on facing verso:
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3368. To Leonard Moore

23 March 1948 Handwritten

Ward 3

Hairmyres Hospital

East Kilbride

Lanark

Dear Moore,

Thanks for your letter of the 19th. I don’t think I’ll do the article for the “Writer,” though thanks for the offer. I am doing about one book review a week for one paper or another, & it is about all I can manage. Just tell them I am ill & can’t undertake a great deal, could you. It amuses me that they should approach me for an article, as when I was with Tribune I had some very acrimonious correspondence with them when I showed up one of their phoney “schools of Journalism.” Perhaps it is a different editor now.1

Yours sincerely

Eric Blair




3369. To George Woodcock

23 March 1948 Handwritten

Ward 3

Hairmyres Hospital

East Kilbride

Lanarkshire

Dear George,

Thanks so much for the 3 pamphlets, & for your own poems.1 I intend to write to you at greater length about the latter, but first, two points.

1. There’s a slip in your introduction to Tolstoy’s pamphlet. He didn’t die in 1901. I think he died in 1912—any way he was over 80,2 & I imagine he wrote a good many pamphlets after this one.

2. Is the Freedom Defence Committee taking up any position about this ban on Communists & Fascists?3 (It’s only important at this moment in relation to Communists, & is aimed only at them.) It’s not easy to have a clear position, because, if one admits the right of governments to govern, one must admit their right to choose suitable agents, & I think any organisation, eg. a political party, has a right to protect itself against infiltration methods. But at the same time, the way in which the government seems to be going to work is vaguely disquieting, & the whole phenomenon seems to me part of the general breakdown of the democratic outlook. Only a week or two ago the Communists themselves were shouting for unconstitutional methods to be used against Fascists, now the same methods are to be used against themselves, & in another year or two a pro-Communist government might be using them against us. Meanwhile the general apathy about freedom of speech etc. constantly grows, & that matters much more than what may be in the statute books. It seems to me a case for a pamphlet—but, at any rate, the F.D.C. ought to declare .its attitude, I think.4

More later. I hope the Canada business comes off.5 It would be an interesting change. I believe there’s incredible fishing in Canada, if you care about that.

Yours

George




3370. To Celia Kirwan

24 March 1948 Handwritten

Ward 3

Hairmyres Hospital

East Kilbride

Lanarkshire

Dearest Celia,

I was delighted to get your two letters dated the 7th & the 18th. I don’t know why the one addressed to the Observer had been unforwarded for so long. The other was probably lying about at Barnhill while my sister was away. She has been down in London shopping while Richard stayed with relatives.1 I do hope your bronchitis is better. I know what a misery it is & how depressed it leaves one afterwards. Did they give you M & B? I used to have that, & though it’s vile to take it certainly did its stuff. I believe the new sorts are not so lethal as M & B 693.2 I am much better, though it will evidently be a good long time before I am out of bed. I am having streptomycin, the new anti-T.B. drug & am about half way through the course of injections. It has made a wonderful difference, except that I haven’t gained much weight yet. But I feel better & have a good appetite, & can even do a little work of sorts, ie. book reviews. The doctor thinks I may be able to get out of hospital some time in the summer. I may have to attend for some time as an out-patient, but in that case I can take a room in Glasgow & go up to Jura or down to London between treatments. They are all flourishing at home. I had Richard Xrayed° & there is nothing wrong with him. I didn’t suppose there was, but I liked to make sure as he had been exposed to infection. I can’t, unfortunately, see him till I am non-infectious, but I had him photographed recently. He is getting enormous. He is still backward in talking, which, as you say, is probably due to not seeing enough of other children. However, even at Barnhill he does see others about once a week, & sometimes somebody with a child comes to stay. I suppose he’ll be going to school about the end of 1949. I have now sent most of my furniture & books to Barnhill & shall keep on the London flat only as a pied à terre. I must, of course, be in London part of the time, but I think I shall make our permanent home in Jura. It’s a good place for Richard to grow up in, especially if the bombs start dropping before long. We have got the place running pretty well now, everything except electric light which is impossible while petrol is scarce. A friend lives with us & runs the farm, which means we can go away when we want to & our animals are looked after. The chief headache really is petrol, also tyres, as we have to fetch our stores once a week.

I’m glad you liked “Burmese Days”. I’m starting my uniform edition this year & starting off with a novel called “Coming Up for Air” which was published in 1939. I’ll send you a copy when it comes out. Fred Warburg was up here the other day & showed me the binding he had chosen for the edition—it was pretty awful, actually, but one can’t choose nowadays. The French edition of “Animal Farm” came out recently3 & I saw one or two reviews, but of course I don’t know how it sold. I have never yet had a good sale with a book in France. The translation of “Burmese Days” which came out last year4 must have fallen quite flat, which it deserved to, as it was a most damnable translation. It’s sad to be just reprinting old books instead of getting on with my new one—however, I shan’t be in here for ever, & I dare say really this illness may have done me good. I had felt so desperately tired ever since about 1945. I must say that I am now getting a bit fed up with lying in bed, now that spring is starting, & longing to get home & go fishing. I wish I was with you in Paris, I wonder if they have put Marshal Ney’s statue back outside the Closerie des Lilas—but I dare say the Germans melted him down to get the bronze.5

Write again some time.

With much love

George




3371. To Fredric Warburg

Friday, [26 March; or 2 April 1948]1 Handwritten

[Hairmyres Hospital]

Dear Fred,

I agree with you,2 I’m against illustrations for a book of this kind. These illustrations in particular, though they have some very clever touches in them, are too elaborate. Some that appeared in one or two of the foreign translations were better, actually. But I think it’s better to leave the whole idea alone.

I read Michael’s MS3 and was rather well impressed by it. Meanwhile I haven’t sent it back yet because of not getting a big enough bit of brown paper. But I will soon.

It’s lovely weather here & I have just received the first lot of daffodils from Jura.

Yours,

George




3372. To Ivor Brown

27 March 1948 Handwritten

Ward 3

Hairmyres Hospital

East Kilbride

Lanarkshire

Dear Ivor Brown,1

I have been through the Joad book (“Decadence”)2 & I must say I didn’t find it very stimulating. What about my doing a piece on Oscar Wilde’s “The Soul of Man under Socialism,” which has just been reprinted as a pamphlet? I have a copy here.3 It raises some quite interesting points.

It was very nice seeing you last week. I think I am going on well, & today I was allowed up for half an hour, for the first time.

Yours sincerely

Geo. Orwell




3373. To Sally McEwan

27 March 1948 Handwritten

Ward 3

Hairmyres Hospital

East Kilbride

Lanarkshire

Dear Sally,1

It seems literally years since I have heard from you, or of you? How are things going? I am going to send this to the Nature Clinic, hoping they’ll forward it if you aren’t still there. How is your young man? Are you married? And how is little Sally? Excuse this filthy pen. It is all I have, as my other one is being refilled.

I dare say you heard I am suffering from T.B. I have been ill since last November, but really, I think, since the beginning of 1947. It was that vile winter of 1946–72 that started me off. Of course we had a lovely summer during which I wrote about half of a novel, but finally I had to take to my bed & when I got a specialist from the mainland to come & see me he at once said that one lung was badly infected. I am going on pretty well & during the past six weeks or so have been very much better. I am now allowed out of bed for ½ an hour a day, which is a great treat. They think I may get out of hospital some time during the summer, but I may have to go on being an out-patient for a while. I am having streptomycin, which is evidently doing its stuff, but I shall come to the end of that in a few weeks’ time. The most annoying thing about all this is that it means losing about a year’s work. My novel was supposed to be finished this May, but of course I can’t touch it until I get out of here & am much stronger.

Richard is in tremendous form. I can’t see him again till I am non-infectious, but I had him photographed recently, & could see how he had grown even in 2½ months since I had seen him. He will be 4 in May. He is still rather backward about talking, but quite forward in every other way & terrifyingly energetic. I had him X-rayed to make quite sure he had not caught this disease off me, but of course he was O.K. He had measles & whooping cough during last summer, but they didn’t worry him & in fact we were hardly able to keep him in bed. He also cut his forehead very badly & had to have 3 stitches put in it, but I think the scar will disappear after a year or two.

We have got more furniture at Barnhill now, & the place is running quite well. Transport is still the chief difficulty. We have got a car now, but the headache is tyres, apart from the everlasting petrol difficulty. However, we also have a horse which can be used in moments of emergency. A friend now lives with us & farms the croft, which is a good arrangement, because we don’t then feel guilty about occupying land & not using it, & also when we like we can go away, because there is someone to look after our animals. We have got a cow now, also of course hens, & am thinking of pigs. We’ve also got more of a garden now, & have made an end of all those awful rushes. I have planted a lot of fruit trees & bushes, but I am not sure yet whether trees will do much good in such a windy place.

Write some time & let me know how everything is going. The above address will find me for some time, I am afraid.

Yours

George




3374. Diary

Second Literary Notebook

30.3.48. When you are acutely ill, or recovering from acute illness, your brain frankly strikes work & you are only equal to picture papers, easy crossword puzzles etc. But when it is a case of a long illness, where you are weak & without appetite but not actually feverish or in pain, you have the impression that your brain is quite normal. Your thoughts are just as active as ever, you are interested in the same things, you seem to be able to talk normally, & you can read anything that you would read at any other time. It is only when you attempt to write, even to write the simplest & stupidest newspaper article, that you realise what a deterioration has happened inside your skull.1 At the start2 it is impossible to get anything on to paper at all. Your mind turns away to any conceivable subject rather than the one you are trying to deal with, & even the physical act of writing is unbearably irksome. Then, perhaps, you begin to be able to write a little, but whatever you write, once it is set down on paper, turns out to be stupid & obvious. You have also no command of language, or rather you can think of nothing except flat, obvious expressions: a good, lively phrase never occurs to you. And even when you begin to re-acquire the habit of writing, you seem to be incapable of preserving continuity. From time to time you may strike out a fairly good sentence, but it is extraordinarily difficult to make consecutive3 sentences sound as though they had anything to do with one another. The reason for this is that you cannot concentrate for more than a few seconds, & therefore cannot even remember what you said a moment ago. In all this the striking thing is the contrast between the apparent normality of

[image: Images]

your mind, & its helplessness when you attempt to get anything on to paper. Your thoughts, when you think them, seem to be just like your thoughts at any other time, but as soon as they are reduced to some kind of order they always turn out to be badly-expressed platitudes.

What I would like to know is whether enough is known about the localisation of brain functions to account for this kind of thing. It would seem natural enough if4 the effect of illness were simply to stop you thinking,5 but that is not what happens. What happens is that your mind is just as active as usual, perhaps more so, 6 but always to no purpose. You can use words, but always inappropriate words,7 & you can have ideas, but you cannot fit them together, If mental activity is determined, for instance, by the supply of blood to the brain, it looks as though when you are ill there is enough blood to feed8 the areas9 that produce stupid thoughts, but not the ones that produce intelligent thoughts.




3375. To David Astor

31 March 1948 Handwritten

Ward 3

Hairmyres Hospital

East Kilbride

Lanarkshire

Dear David,

Do you ever see this paper?1 It’s not wonderful, but deserves encouragement, I think, especially after “Polemic” died an untimely death.

I received last week a parcel containing the incredible gift of a 7 lb. bag of sugar. It came from Jamaica, & it now occurs to me it must have been from your wife. But there was no address on it. It also contained a slab of guava cheese which I sent home because I knew Richard would love it. I’d like to know where I could write & thank your wife for so kindly thinking of me.

I’ve been rather under the weather the last few days with a beastly sore throat—it isn’t important, of course, but very painful & annoying. Otherwise I am getting on O.K. I now get up for half an hour a day, & I expect shortly I shall be wheeled out in the grounds occasionally. I have also got my arm out of the plaster, which is a great treat, though I can’t straighten it yet.

Everything is all right at Barnhill. I put enquiries on foot about Neil’s boat, but I hear in a roundabout way that he doesn’t want to sell it. However, something else will turn up. It appears that Bob2 doesn’t like the new cow & chases her round, however before long he’ll have a more congenial companion as Bill is getting another horse. He was reshod again recently, & Bill says he is in very good condition, although he’s had nothing but hay through the winter.

I hope your little girl is all right. Richard has grown even since I saw him, to judge by his photographs.

Yours

George




3376. To Mrs. David Astor

5 April 1948 Handwritten

Ward 3

Hairmyres Hospital

East Kilbride

Lanarkshire

Dear Mrs Astor,

I believe it was you who sent me a 7 lb. bag of sugar from Jamaica, also a tin of pears & some guava jelly. It was extremely kind of you to think of it. I was especially delighted to get the sugar, which my sister will use for making jam. I have been getting on pretty well, but just this last week have been feeling rather bad with a sore throat & various other minor ailments which are probably secondary effects of the streptomycin I am having. I think they are probably going to stop the injections for a few days & then go on again when when° these effects have worn off.1

I haven’t seen Richard, my little boy, since before Christmas, as I can’t see him while I am infectious. However I have had him photographed & can see that he is growing fast & is in good health. My sister says he is learning to talk better. I had been rather worried about that, though he is not backward in any other way.

Please forgive bad handwriting. My writing is bad enough at the best of rimes, but whatever is wrong with me has affected my fingernails & it is difficult to hold on to the pen. With many thanks again.

Yours sincerely

Geo. Orwell




3377. To David Astor

Wed., [7 April 1948] Handwritten

Dear David,

Thanks ever so much for sending the reading rest. It’s a most ingenious thing, & ever so light on one’s body. I can’t write much as I am in a lousy state with this sore throat, rash all over me etc. If they definitely decide it is due to the streptomycin they will knock that off for a few days to let the other symptoms subside. Otherwise am O.K. & put on 3 lb last week. Thanks so much again.

Yours

George

P.S. I’ve just this moment received your letter. I wouldn’t come & see me when I’m like this. I’m just a misery to myself & everyone else. Re books. I sent back Gallacher’s book & the Joad book1 (delay owing to difficulty of making up a parcel here). I haven’t any other books belonging to the Obs. at present. The arrangement was that I was to do a short piece on O. Wilde’s “Soul of Man under Socialism,” which I think is an interesting subject & want to do when I am fit for anything again. But I have a copy of my own.




3378. Diary Entry


This entry is taken from Orwell’s last (not his Second) Literary Notebook. Although written a year after the treatment it describes, it is placed here because Orwell started a fifty-day course of treatment with streptomycin on 19 or 20 February 1948; fifty days later would be 8 or 9 April.



24.3.49. Before I forget them it is worth writing down the secondary symptoms produced by streptomycin when I was treated with it last year. Streptomycin was then almost a new drug & had never been used at that hospital before. The symptoms in my case were quite different from those described in the American medical journal in which we read the subject up beforehand.

At first, though the streptomycin seemed to produce an almost immediate improvement in my health, there were no secondary symptoms, except that a sort of discoloration appeared at the base of my finger & toe nails. Then my face became noticeably redder & the skin had a tendency to flake off, & a sort of rash appeared all over my body, especially down my back. There was no itching associated with this. After abt 3 weeks 1 got a severe sore throat, which did not go away & was not affected by sucking penicillin lozenges. It was very painful to swallow & I had to have a special diet for some weeks. There was now ulceration with blisters in my throat & on the insides of my cheeks, & the blood kept coming up into little blisters on my lips. At night these burst & bled considerably, so that in the morning my lips were always stuck together with blood & I had to bathe them before I could open my mouth. Meanwhile my nails had disintegrated at the roots & the disintegration grew, as it were, up the nail, new nails forming beneath meanwhile. My hair began to come out, & one or two patches of quite white hair appeared at the back (previously it was only speckled with grey.)

After 50 days the streptomycin, which had been injected at the rate of 1 gramme a day, was discontinued. The lips etc. healed almost immediately & the rash went away, though not quite so promptly. My hair stopped coming out & went back to its normal colour, though I think with more grey in it than before. The old nails ended by dropping out altogether, & some months after leaving hospital I had only ragged tips, which kept splitting, to the new nails. Some of the toenails did not drop out. Even now my nails are not normal. They are much more corrugated than before, & a great deal thinner, with a constant tendency to split if I do not keep them very short.

At that time the Board of Trade would not give import permits for streptomycin, except to a few hospitals for experimental purposes. One had to get hold of fit by some kind of wire-pulling. It cost £1 a gramme, plus 60 % Purchase Tax.




3379. To David Astor

[14 April 1948]1 Handwritten

Dear David,

I thought you’d like to hear that Bobbie is making himself useful. Part of the field behind the house was too steep a slope for the small tractor, so they harnessed Bobbie into the harrow & he behaved “like a lamb,” Bill says. So perhaps now they can use him in the trap, which is as well, as the car needs new wheels as well as tyres.

They’ve stopped the streptomycin for a few days & the unpleasant symptoms have practically disappeared. Shortly they will continue with the strepto, which has about 3 weeks to go. It’s evidently doing its stuff as my last 3 tests were “negative,” ie no TB germs. Of course that doesn’t necessarily mean they’re all dead, but at any rate they must have taken a pretty good beating. I have felt better the last day or two & have nearly finished the article I promised for the Obs.2 The weather has at last improved, & I’m longing to go out, which I think they may soon let me do, in a chair, of course.

Yours

George




3380. Review of Spearhead: Ten Years’ Experimental Writing in America, edited by James Laughlin

Times Literary Supplement, 17 April 19481


The preparatory notes Orwell made for this review are reproduced as 3381.



The exchange of literary intelligence between country and country is still far from brisk, even where there is no political obstruction. Only the other day a critic in a French weekly review could remark that, so far as he was aware, the United States had not produced any new writers since 1939. We ourselves, not being dependent on translations, are able to be a little better informed, but even so it is a fact that most of the younger American writers are only known to this country because of stray contributions to magazines. Few of them have yet appeared here in book form. Spearhead, Mr. James Laughlin’s anthology of recent American prose and verse, is therefore useful, although, as he admits himself, it is not fully representative.

An anthology of this kind is not, of course, intended to give a picture of the American literary scene as a whole. Mr. Laughlin has explicitly confined himself to experimental and “non-commercial” writing, and most of the contents are drawn from such magazines as the Kenyon Review and the Partisan Review, or from his own annual miscellany, New Directions. Even so, the selection is less interesting than it might have been, since it consists almost entirely of “creative” writing—that is, poems and stories—while much of the best and liveliest American writing of the past ten years has been done by literary critics and political essayists. An anthology based mainly on the “little reviews” ought not to leave out Lionel Trilling, Dwight Macdonald, Clement Greenberg and Nicola Chiaramonte: one might also have expected to find Edmund Wilson, Mary McCarthy and Saul Bellow. However, this book does introduce to the English reader a number of young writers who are less known here than they deserve to be—for example, Paul Goodman, Karl Shapiro, Delmore Schwarz and Randall Jarrell. There are also, of course, contributions from various “established” writers (William Carlos Williams, E. E. Cummings, Henry Miller and others), and even from such veterans as Ezra Pound and Gertrude Stein.

One fact this book brings out is that American literary intellectuals are still very much on the defensive. There is evidently much more feeling that the writer is a hunted heretic and that “avant garde” literature, as it is rather solemnly called, is totally different from popular literature, than exists in England. But one cannot help noticing, while reading Mr. Laughlin’s introduction and then the items that follow it, that this feeling of isolation is largely unjustified. To begin with, the “avant garde” and the “commercial” obviously overlap, and are even difficult to distinguish from one another. A number of the stories in this book, notably those of jack Jones, Robert Lowry and Tennessee Williams, would fit easily into dozens of big-circulation magazines. But in addition, it is doubtful whether American literature has had during the past ten or fifteen years the “experimental” character that Mr. Laughlin claims for it. During that period literature has extended its subject matter, no doubt, but there has been little or no technical innovation. There has also been surprisingly little interest in prose as such, and an all-round tolerance of ugly and slovenly writing. Even in verse it could probably be shown that there has been no real innovator since Auden, or even since Eliot, to whom Auden and his associates admittedly owed a great deal.

No English prose-writer in the immediate past has played with words as Joyce did, nor on the other hand has anyone made a deliberate attempt to simplify language as Hemingway did. As for the sort of cadenced “poetic” prose that used to be written by, for instance, Conrad, Lawrence or Forster, no one nowadays attempts anything of the kind. The most recent writer of intentionally rhythmical prose is Henry Miller, whose first book was published in 1935, when he was already not a young man. A striking thing about the prose-writers in Mr. Laughlin’s collection is how like one another they all are in manner, except when they drop into dialect. The Anarchist Paul Goodman, for instance, certainly has unusual subject-matter for his stories, but his manner of approach is conservative enough. So also with the stories—again, unusual in theme—by H. J. Kaplan and John Berryman. No one to-day could produce a book of parodies corresponding to Max Beerbohm’s A Christmas Garland: the differences between one writer and another, at any rate the surface differences, are not great enough. It is true, however, that the contemporary lack of interest in the technique of prose has its good side, in that a writer who is not expected to have a “style” is not tempted to practise affectations. This reflection is forced on one by the most noticeably mannered writer in the collection, Djuna Barnes, who seems to have been disastrously influenced by Rabelais, or possibly by Joyce.

The verse in this anthology is very uneven, and a better selection would have been possible. Randall Jarrell, for instance, is represented by five poems, including the excellent “Camp in the Prussian Forest” but his tiny masterpiece, “The Ball Turret Gunner,” which ends with the memorable line, “When I died they washed me out of the turret with a hose,” is not there. Perhaps the best poem in the book is by E. E. Cummings. He is an irritating writer, partly because of his largely meaningless typographical tricks, partly because his restless bad temper soon provokes a counter-reaction in the reader, but he has a gift for telling phrases (for instance, his often-quoted description of Soviet Russia—“Vicariously childlike kingdom of slogan”), and, at his best, for neat, rapidly moving verse. In this collection he is at the top of his form in a short poem in praise of Olaf, a conscientious objector, which has slightly the air of being a pastiche of Struwwelpeter. Olaf’s barely printable punishments at the hands of the military are first described, and then:—


Our president, being of which

assertions duly notified

threw the yellowsonofabitch

into a dungeon, where he died

Christ (of His mercy infinite)

i pray to see; and Olaf, too

preponderatingly because

unless statistics lie he was

more brave than me; more blond than you.2



Throughout this anthology the best poems, almost without exception, are the ones that rhyme and scan in a more or less regular manner. Much of the “free” verse is simply prose arranged in lines of arbitrary length, or sometimes in highly elaborate patterns, with the initial word moving this way and that across the page, apparently on the theory that a visual effect is the same thing as a musical rhythm. If one takes passages of this so-called verse and rearranges them as prose, it becomes actually indistinguishable from prose, except, in some cases, by its subject-matter. A couple of examples will be enough:

It was an icy day. We buried the cat, then took her box and set match to it in the back yard. Those fleas that escaped earth and fire died by the cold. (William Carlos Williams.)

The old guy put down his beer. Son, he said (and a girl came over to the table where we were: asked us by Jack Christ to buy her a drink). Son, I am going to tell you something the like of which nobody ever was told. (Kenneth Patchen.)

Kenneth Rexroth’s long poem, “The Phoenix and the Tortoise,” which again looks like prose if rearranged as prose, is perhaps in a different category. Such a passage as this, for instance:—


The institution is a device

For providing molecular

Process with delusive credentials.

“Value is the reflection

Of satisfied appetite,

The formal aspect of the tension

Generated by resolution

Of fact.” Over-specialization,

Proliferation, gigantism.



is not verse in the ordinary sense, but this is probably due not to sheer slovenliness but to the notion, perhaps derived from Ezra Pound or from translations of Chinese poems, that poetry can consist of lapidary statements without any rhythmical quality. The weakness of this method of writing is that it sacrifices not only the musical appeal of verse but also its mnemonic function. It is precisely the fact of having recognizable rhythms, and usually rhyme as well, that makes it possible for verse, unlike prose, to exist apart from the printed page. An enormous amount of “free” verse has been produced during the past thirty or forty years, but only so much of it has survived, in the sense of being remembered by heart, as contained cadences of a kind impossible in prose. The chief reason, at any rate in England and America, for breaking away from conventional verse-forms was that the English language is exceptionally poor in rhymes; a deficiency already obvious to the poet of the nineties who wrote:—


From Austin back to Chaucer,

My wearied eyes I shove,

But never came across a

New word to rhyme with love.



This shortcoming naturally had a cumulative effect, and by the Georgian period it had led to an unbearable staleness and artificiality. The way out was through the total or partial abandonment of rhyme, or through double rhymes and the use of colloquial words which would previously have been considered undignified, but which allowed the stock of available rhymes to be extended. This, however, did not do away with the need for rhythm but, if anything, increased it. Indeed, successful rhymeless poems—for example, Auden’s Spain, or many passages in Eliot’s work—tend to be written in strongly accented, non-iambic metres. Recently, as one can see even in this anthology, there has been a tendency to return to traditional stanza forms, usually with a touch of raggedness that is a legacy from “free” verse. Karl Shapiro, for instance, is very successful in handling what is really an adaptation of the popular ballad, as in his poem “Fireworks”:—


In the garden of pleistoscene flowers we wander like Alice

Where seed sends a stalk in the heavens and pops from a pod

A Blue blossom that hangs in the distance and opens its chalice

And falls in the dust of itself and goes out with a nod.

How the hairy tarantulas crawl in the soft of the ether

Where showers of lilies explode in the jungle of creepers;

How the rockets of sperm hurtle up to the moon and beneath her

Deploy for the eggs of the astral and sorrowful sleepers!



Of the short stories in this anthology perhaps the best is John Berryman’s “The Imaginary Jew”; it describes a young man who goes to a political meeting, full of generous sentiments and disgusted by anti-semitism, and then suddenly gains a much deeper insight into the Jewish problem through the accident of being mistaken for a Jew himself. Paul Goodman’s story, “A Ceremonial,” which supposedly takes place “not long after the establishment among us of reasonable institutions”—that is, after the Anarchist revolution—is a spirited attempt to describe happiness, a feat which no writer has ever quite accomplished. H. J. Kaplan’s longish story, “The Mohammedans,” is the kind of which one feels inclined to say that it shows great talent but one is not certain what it is about. Georg Mann’s satire on Communism, “Azef Wischmeier, the Bolshevik Bureaucrat,” would have been funny if it had been a dozen pages long instead of nearly fifty. There is a long extract from Henry Miller’s Tropic of Capricorn. Like all of its author’s earlier writings, it contains some fine passages, but it would have been better to pick a chapter from the less exagéré Tropic of Cancer, which remains Miller’s masterpiece, and which is still a very rare book, so successfully has it been hunted down by the police of all countries.

Apart from the written pieces, the anthology includes two sets of fairly good but not outstanding photographs. One set, taken by Walker Evans, accompanies a piece of “reportage” on the southern cotton farmers by James Agee.3 The other set, by Wright Morris, consists of photographs of buildings, mostly ruinous, each accompanied by a long caption in the form of a sort of prose poem. These captions are nothing very much in themselves, but the idea is a good one and might be profitably followed up. The other chief curiosity of the book is a collection, compiled by Mr. Laughlin, of the poems of Samuel Greenberg, a Jewish youth, son of very poor parents, who died about 1918, aged less than twenty. They are queer poems, full of misspellings and neologisms, and sometimes more like growing embryos than completed writings, but they show considerable power. Mr. Laughlin demonstrates by parallel quotations that Hart Crane lifted numerous lines from Greenberg without acknowledgment.

All in all, this book is useful, in that it introduces about forty American writers, of whom more than half are unknown or barely known in England; but it would have been a good deal better if it had been compiled expressly for an English audience. Actually it is a book designed for America, evidently imported into this country in sheets (Henry Miller’s favourite verb has been laboriously blacked out by hand, over a stretch of fifty pages), and it is likely to give English readers a somewhat lopsided impression. It should be repeated that where American writing particularly excels at this moment is in literary criticism and in political and sociological essays. This, no doubt, is largely because in the United States there is more money, more paper and more spare time. The magazines are fatter, the “angels” are richer, and, above all, the intelligentsia, in spite of its sense of grievance, is numerous enough to constitute a public in itself. Long, serious controversies, of a kind extinct in England, can still happen; and, for instance, the battles that raged round the question of “supporting” the late war, or round the ideas of James Burnham or Van Wyck Brooks, produced material that would have been better worth reprinting, and more representative, than much of the contents of Spearhead. Moreover, the book suffers from the fact that it is neither uncompromisingly “highbrow,” nor, on the other hand, is it a cross-section of current American literature. It leaves out several of the best living American writers on the ground that they are not avant garde, while at the same time it includes Kay Boyle and William Saroyan. It also—but perhaps this is unavoidable in any bulky anthology compiled from contemporary work—includes one or two pieces of sheer rubbish. The editors of the Falcon Press are to be congratulated for their enterprise, but another time they would do better to choose their material for themselves and to cast the net more widely.




3381. Preparatory Notes for Review of Spearhead

Second Literary Notebook

“Spearhead”

Cut off from USA—useful reminder—not altogether representative.

Short survey of contents—(NB. position of US intelligentsia—multiplication of “little reviews”.)1

Not altogether representative—critical writing.

On the defensive. McL. on “experimental” writing. NB. no real experimentation in prose in past dozen years (partial exception Henry Miller.) Cf. Paul Goodman. Note also disappearance of “style” (good thing on the whole.) Max Beerbohm’s parodies. Verse? Doubtful if real development after Eliot. Eliot (Pound) partly re-introduced European outlook, but partly driven in that direction by lack of rhymes in English. One way out double rhymes (Hopkins—grotesqueness—Karl Shapiro). No rhyme. But E. always rhythmical (if set up as prose—example K. Rexroth2 merely clipped form of prose.) Meanwhile slight tendency to return to traditional forms—in USA, pastiche of popular ballad.
More about contents.




3382. To Leonard Moore

17 April 1948 Handwritten

Ward 3

Hairmyres Hospital

East Kilbride

Lanarkshire

Dear Moore,

Many thanks for your letter of the other day. It was kind of Miss Otis,1 but, if you are writing to her, you might tell her that there honestly isn’t anything I need. I am quite well cared for here.

I wonder if you could get me a copy of a book called L’UNIVERS CONCENTRATIONNAIRE, by David ROUSSET2 (at any rate that is the author’s name, but I am not completely sure of the book). It’s published in Paris, but I don’t know what publisher. I would have written to somebody to get it for me, but I don’t know what is the correct manner of paying, when one isn’t supposed to send currency out of the country.3 Could we do it for instance through one of the publishers who are doing translations of various books of mine?

I am a lot better. I have had a bad time with the secondary effects of the streptomycin, but the TB. seems definitely better, & I begin to hope I shall be out of hospital some time in the summer. They tell me, however, that I shall have to go very slow for about a year, so far as physical exertion goes.

Yours sincerely

Eric Blair




3383. To Philip Rahv

17 April 1948 Handwritten

Ward 3

Hairmyres Hospital

East Kilbride

Lanarkshire

Dear Rahv,

Many thanks for your letter.1 I think Slater2 would undertake the London Letter readily enough. If he won’t, or isn’t satisfactory, it is not very easy to suggest suitable people. Perhaps Mark Benney,3 whose work you perhaps know, might suit you.

I’ll write you something when I can. I am still pretty sorry for myself, especially as I have just finished a course of streptomycin. I hope I may get out of hospital some time during the summer, but they tell me I shall have to go very slowly for about a year. I was about half way through a novel when I was taken ill, & expected to finish it this spring. As it is I can’t touch it till I get out of bed & am a lot stronger. Even now I am more than a stone below weight, & very weak. I do book reviews etc., but that’s about all I’m equal to. Please remember me to everyone.

Yours sincerely

Geo. Orwell




3384. Diary

Second Literary Notebook

18.4.48. How memory works, or doesn’t.1 Last night, as I was settling down after the lights had been turned out, I suddenly, for no apparent2 reason remembered something that had happened during the war. This was that at some time or other3—when, I did not know, but it was evidently a good long time back—I was shown a document which was so secret that the Minister concerned, or his secretary (I think it was his secretary), apparently had orders not to let it pass out of his own hand. I therefore had to come round to his side of the desk & read it over his shoulder. It was a short

[image: Images]

pamphlet or memorandum printed on good quality white paper & bound with green silk thread. But the point is that though I remembered the scene vividly—especially the secretive way in which he held the page for me to read it, as though there were danger of some4 other unauthorised person getting a glimpse of it—I had no memory whatever as to what the document was.

This morning I thought it over, & was able to make some inferences. The only Minister I was in touch with during the war was Cripps, in 1942 & 1943, after his mission to India. The document must have had something to do with India or Burma, because it was in this connection (when I was working in the Indian Section at the BBC) that I occasionally saw Cripps. The person who showed me the document must have been David Owen, Cripps’s secretary. I then remembered that after reading it I made some such comment as, “I should think you would keep a thing like that secret,” which made it all the more likely that the document had something to do with India. In the afternoon I mentioned the matter to Richard Rees, & then later I remembered a little more, but in a doubtful way. I think—but I remember this much less well than I remember the style of print & paper—that the document was a memorandum on our post-war treatment of Burma, then occupied by the Japanese, saying that Burma would have to revert to “direct rule” (meaning martial law) for several years before civil government was restored. This, of course was a very

[image: Images]

different tale from what we were giving out in our propaganda. And I think (but any memory I have of this is very vague indeed) that on the strength of it I may have dropped a hint to one of the Burmese in London, warning him not to trust the British government too far.

If I did drop any such hint, this would have amounted to a breach of trust, & perhaps that was why I had preferred to forget the whole5 incident. But then why did I suddenly remember it again? What impresses me even more than my having remembered6 the scene without remembering what the document was about, is7 that it was, so to speak, quite a new memory.8 The moment the episode came back to me, I was aware that it had never crossed my mind for years past. It had suddenly9 popped up to the surface, after lying forgotten for—I think—quite five10 years.




3385. To Roger Senhouse

19 April 1948 Handwritten

Ward 3

Hairmyres Hospital

East Kilbride

Lanarkshire

Dear Roger,

Thanks so much for your letter. I’ll duly correct & send back the proofs.1 I’m glad you followed the Penguin edition—I didn’t know you were going to print so soon & was going to write & say to use the Penguin version, which is the best.

I’ve been having a lousy time with the secondary effects of the streptomycin. However, it’s all over now & evidently the drug has done its stuff. It’s rather like sinking the ship to get rid of the rats, but worth it if it works. The doctor is pleased with my case, & seems to think I shall get out some time in the summer, but I shall have to go very quietly for about a year, & for some months I may have to attend for periodical treatment. In that case I suppose I’ll have to stay most of the time in Glasgow, or perhaps Edinburgh, which is pleasanter & not far away. I’ll have to go up to Jura & down to London occasionally, but they tell me to avoid travel as much as possible. I was about half way through my novel when I was taken ill. I might have finished it by May—as it is, I don’t know. If I get out of here in the summer, I suppose I might finish it by the end of the year. Fred wanted me to publish another book of reprinted essays, but I think it would be a mistake. It’s much better to let them lie a few years.

Richard Rees was here to see me yesterday. He’s got lots of room in his flat, he says, & indeed I may go & stay with him when I come out. I hardly know Edinburgh, but he says it’s very nice.

By the way, when in Paris could you get me a copy of a book called (I think) L’UNIVERS CONCENTRATIONNAIRE by David ROUSSET? I asked Moore to get me one,2 but I dare say he’ll get it wrong somehow. I don’t know what it costs, but you can let me know afterwards. I am glad the Prebble book3 is going well.

Yours sincerely

George




3386. To Julian Symons

20 April 1948 Handwritten

Ward 3

Hairmyres Hospital

East Kilbride

Lanark.

Dear Julian,

Thanks so much for sending the pen, & prospectively for some chocolate1you mentioned. I am so glad to hear you are going to have a baby. They’re awful fun in spite of the nuisance, & as they develop one has one’s own childhood over again. I suppose one thing one has to guard against is imposing one’s own childhood on the child, but I do think it is relatively easy to give a child a decent time nowadays & allow it to escape the quite unnecessary torments that I for instance went through. I’m not sure either that one ought to trouble too much about bringing a child into a world of atomic bombs, because those born now will never have known anything except wars, rationing etc., & can probably be quite happy against that background if they’ve had a good psychological start.

I am a lot better, but I had a bad fortnight with the secondary effects of the streptomycin. I suppose with all these drugs it’s rather a case of sinking the ship to get rid of the rats. However they’ve stopped the strepto now & evidently it has done its stuff. I am still fearfully weak & thin, but they seem pleased with my case & I think I may get out some time during the summer. If I do, I imagine I shall have to stay in Glasgow, or at any rate somewhere near, so as to come in about once a fortnight & be examined & “refilled” (with air). No doubt I shall be able between times to get down to London & up to Jura, though they tell me I shall have to travel as little as possible, & in any case to take things easy for about a year. It’s better to keep on with the treatment at this hospital, as its a very good hospital & they know my case. I am longing to get up to Jura at any rate for a few days, to see Richard & see how the farm work is going, but I should have to be careful not to do much. I’m afraid that even when completely cured I shall be not much good physically for the rest of my life—I never was strong or athletic, but I don’t like an altogether sedentary life, & I shall have to readjust my habits so that I can get about without making too much muscular effort, no more digging or chopping wood, for instance.

It’s funny you should have mentioned Gissing. I am a great fan of his (though I’ve never read “Born in Exile”, which some say is his masterpiece, because I can’t get hold of a copy), & was just in the act of re-reading two reprints, which I promised to review for Politics & Letters.2 I think I shall do a long article on him, for them or someone else. I think “The Odd Women” is one of the best novels in English. You asked about my uniform edition. They’re starting with a novel called “Coming Up for Air”, which was published in 1939 & rather killed by the war, & doing “Burmese Days” later in the year. I just° corrected the proofs of the latter, which I wrote more than 15 years ago & probably hadn’t looked at for 10 years. 3It was a queer experience—almost like reading a book by somebody else. I’m also going to try & get Harcourt Brace to reprint these two books in the USA but even if they do so they’ll probably only take “sheets”, which never does one much good. It’s funny what BFs American publishers are about re-prints. Harcourt Brace have been nagging me for 2 years for a manuscript, any kind of manuscript, & are now havering with the idea of doing a series of reprints, but when I urged them to reprint “Burmese Days” immediately after they had cleaned up on “Animal Farm”, they wouldn’t do so. Nor would the original publishers of “B.D”, though they too were trying to get something out of me. Apparently reprints in the USA are done mostly by special firms which only take them on if they are safe for an enormous sale.

Yes, I thought the last number of “Politics” quite good, but I must say that in spite of all their elegies I retain dark suspicions about Gandhi,4 based only on gossip, but such a lot of gossip that I think there must be something in it.

Please remember me to your wife.

Yours

George




3387. To Gleb Struve

21 April 1948 Handwritten

Ward 3

Hairmyres Hospital

East Kilbride

Lanarkshire (Scotland)

Dear Struve,

I’m awfully sorry to have to send this1 back, after such a long delay, having finally failed to find a home for it. But as you see by the above, I am in hospital (tuberculosis), & at the time of receiving your letter I wasn’t able to do very much. I am better now, & hope to get out of here some time during the summer, but of course the treatment of this disease is always a slow job.

I have arranged to review “We” for the Times Lit. Supp., when the English translation comes out.2 Did you tell me that Zamyatin’s widow is still alive & in Paris? If so, & she can be contacted, it might be worth doing so, as there may be others of his books which some English publisher might be induced to take, if “We” is a success. You told me that his satire on England, “The Islanders,” had never been translated, & perhaps it might be suitable.3

I hope you will forgive me for my failure to find an editor for Mandelstam’s sketches. There are so few magazines in England4 now. “Polemic” died of the usual disease, & the other possible one “Politics & Letters,” was no good.

You asked about my novel, “Burmese Days.” I think it is still in print as a Penguin, but there won’t be many copies left. It is being reprinted about the end of this year, as I am beginning a uniform edition, & that is second on the list. I may succeed in getting some of these books reprinted in the USA as well.

Yours sincerely

Geo. Orwell

P.S. This address will find me for some months, I’m afraid.5




3388. To George Woodcock

24 April 1948 Handwritten

Ward 3

Hairmyres Hospital

East Kilbride

Lanark.

Dear George,

I haven’t written earlier because I’ve been having a bad time for a fortnight or so with the secondary effects of the streptomycin. I have read your poems with attention. I liked best the long poem at the end, “Waterloo Bridge”, & after that I think “Ancestral Tablet”, “The Agitator”, & “The Island”. I think you get your best effects with 10-syllable lines whch are a bit irregular so as to give a sort of broken-backed movement, like “And again, I am thinking of the angels & William Blake” or “This is the preposterous hour when Caesars rise”. But, I think you need to make up your mind a bit better on the subject of rhyme. Part of the time you use ordinary rhymes, but a good deal of the time assonances1 like thought-white, hours-fears, etc. I must say I am against this kind of rhyme, which seems to me only, as it were, an intellectual rhyme, existing on the paper because we can see that the final consonant is the same. The lack of rhymes in English is a very serious difficulty & gets more serious all the time, as familiar rhymes get more & more hackneyed, but I have always felt that if one is to use imperfect rhymes, it would be better to make the vowel sound & not the consonant the same. Eg. open-broken, fate-shape, sound to me more like rhymes than eyes-voice, town-again, & so forth. However, I’m no judge of such things.

I did a short article—not actually a review but one of those articles they have on the leader page—for the Observer on Wilde’s “Soul of Man under Socialism”, which may help it a little. Charles Davy, one of the sub-eds, asked me if I could do a short article, when they have a pretext for it, on the Freedom Defence Committee, its aims & scope. I will do so, of course,2 & no doubt it would bring in a few contributions. I suppose I should be correct in saying that there is not now any other organisation having just those aims (except of course the N.C.C.L.,3 which I might be able to give a quiet kick at in passing.)?

I am a lot better. The streptomycin had in the end some very nasty effects, however it’s all over now, & the drug has I think done its stuff. I don’t know if it’s killed all the germs, but it must have given them a nasty knock, as they haven’t been able to find any in me lately. I hope I may get out of hospital some time during the summer, but even when I do I shall have to stay most of the time within reach of this hospital, perhaps in Edinburgh, which is fairly near & pleasanter than Glasgow. No doubt I can get up to Jura or down to London for short periods, but if I have to come here once a fortnight or so for treatment, I must be in the neighbourhood most of the time, otherwise it means too much travelling. I shall evidently have to avoid all physical effort for about a year. Actually they are anxious to prevent me from going up to Jura at all, as they think I should immediately start chopping wood, etc., but I really don’t think I should when I am as short of breath as at present. I am very anxious when I am up to go there for at any rate a week, not only to see Richard but to see how the farm work is getting on. Richard is getting enormous to judge by his photos. Of course when I am out I can have him to stay with me, but he can’t come & see me here in the infectious part of the hospital.

I wonder how your plan of going to Canada is working out. I think it’s the sort of country that could be quite fun for a bit, especially if you like fishing! Please give all the best to Inge.

Yours

George

P.S. I’ve lost your new address—I’m going to send this care of the F.D.C.4




3389. To Leonard Moore

26 April 1948 Handwritten

Ward 3

Hairmyres Hospital

East Kilbride

Lanarkshire

Dear Moore,

Many thanks for your letter & the account. Warburg’s statements are herewith. As to the copies of “Coming Up for Air. ” Do you think you could send me one here,1 & one to my sister at Barnhill, Jura & in addition send off some presentation copies for me with a slip saying “with the author’s compliments”, or words to that effect? I suppose I shall want some extra copies as usual. I ought really to sign some of these, but it’s such a fag sending off books from here, as I can’t get hold of brown paper etc. so I’d rather you did it for me, if you don’t mind. The people I want them sent to are:—

Edmund Wilson, care of the New Yorker.

Dwight Macdonald, care of “Politics”, 45 Astor Place, New York 3, N.Y.

R. G. Fletcher, Ardlussa, Isle of Jura, Argyllshire.

Anthony Powell, 1 Chester Gate, London N.W.1

Sir Osbert Sitwell, care of Macmillans, publishers.

Mrs Celia Kirwan, Hotel Crystal, Rue St. Benoît, Paris 6eme

I think that makes 2 extra copies to date.

Yours sincerely

Eric Blair




3390. To John Middleton Murry

28 April 1948 Handwritten

Ward 3

Hairmyres Hospital

East Kilbride

Lanarkshire

Dear Murry,

Thank you for your letter. I’m very sorry to hear the Adelphi is coming to an end.1 At any rate it’s had a long run for its money, longer than most magazines. I could do you a review, but I’m not keen on doing the Joad book. I looked at it recently, & it didn’t seem to me to be about anything. How about the third volume of Osbert Sitwell’s autobiography,2 which has come out recently & which I think is very good in a way? You wouldn’t need send a copy, as I have one already. It would be better to do more than 1000 words if you have the space. I note that you want the copy by May 15, but perhaps you could let me know whether you think this a suitable book.

I am a lot better. The streptomycin had some very unpleasant secondary effects, but they have mostly disappeared, & I think it has done its stuff. I hope to get out some time this summer, but I gather that I shall have to go very slowly for about a year, & shall have to continue periodical treatment as an out-patient for some time. In that case I shall stay in Glasgow or Edinburgh & go up to Jura for short trips when I can. They are very busy on the farm now, ploughing up land which has not been touched since 1915, & will be stocking up with cattle soon. Of course I don’t actually have to be there, but I would like to see what is going on, also to see my little boy, whom I haven’t seen since Christmas for fear of infection. I get photographs of him, & he is evidently growing enormous.

Yours

Geo. Orwell




3391. To Leonard Moore

1 May 1948 Handwritten

Ward 3

Hairmyres Hospital

East Kilbride

Lanarkshire

Dear Moore,

Many thanks for sending the book,1 & for managing to get hold of a copy so promptly.

I don’t think it’s worth bothering about signatures, really.2 Most of them are only complimentary copies to people I hardly know. But I wonder if you could be kind enough to procure & send one more copy to someone I forgot. This is Julian Symons, 16 St John’s Park, Blackheath S.E.3.

Yours sincerely

Eric Blair




3392. To Dwight Macdonald

2 May 1948 Typewritten


Until this letter, all Orwell’s letters that have survived since that to Leonard Moore of 31 October 1947 had been handwritten, owing to his being ill in bed. On 10 May, Orwell told Julian Symons he had ‘organised a typewriter at last’; see 3397.



Ward 3

Hairmyres Hosp.

East Kilbride

Lanarkshire

Dear Dwight,

Thanks so much for your letter, and prospectively for sending the books.1 Yes, I got Politics, as a matter of fact 2 copies, as you sent one to me direct here. It set me thinking again about Gandhi, whom I never met but whom I know a certain amount about. The funny thing is that though he was almost certainly used by the British for their own ends over a long period, I’m not certain that in the long run he failed. He was not able to stop the fight[ing] between Moslems and Hindus, but his major aim of getting the British out of India peacefully did finally come off. I personally would never have predicted this even five years ago, and I am not sure that a good deal of the credit should not go to Gandhi. Of course a Conservative government would never have got out without a fight, but the fact that a Labour government did so might indirectly be due to Gandhi’s influence. One might say that they only agreed to dominion status because they knew they couldn’t hold on to India much longer, but this doesn’t apply for instance to Burma, a country which was extremely profitable to us and easy enough to hold down. I think, pace tua, that Gandhi behaved abominably, or at any rate stupidly, in 1942 when he thought the Axis had won the war, but I think also that his prolonged effort to keep the Indian struggle on a decent plane may have gradually modified the British attitude.

Incidentally, this business of assassinating important individuals2 is something one has to take account of. In the same number I see you note regretfully that Walter Reuther3 has a bodyguard, but I also see that he has just been seriously wounded—the second attempt, I believe. I notice also that you speak more or less approvingly of the Esprit4 crowd. I don’t know if you know that some at any rate of these people are fellow travellers of a peculiarly slimy religious brand, like Macmurray5 in England. Their line is that Communism and Christianity are compatible, and latterly that there is no choice except Communism or Fascism and one must therefore regretfully choose the former. But this is all right, because Communism will presently shed certain unfortunate characteristics such as bumping off its opponents, and if Socialists join up with the CP they can persuade it into better ways. It’s funny that when I met Mounier6 for only about 10 minutes in 1945 I thought to myself, that man’s a fellow traveller. I can smell them. I believe Sartre has been latterly taking the same line.

I’m sorry Gollancz fell through.7 I don’t know if it’s any use trying Warburg. He read the book and was impressed by it, but of course he is chronically short of paper and takes years to get a book out. The binding is the real trouble here. I must say I feel envious when I see American books now, their solidity and so on. The way British books are printed now makes one ashamed to be associated with them. I asked them to send you a copy of the first book in my uniform edition, coming out in a fortnight or so. I must say I wish I could have started this edition at a time when one could get hold of decent bindings. I feel that a uniform edition which in any case is a sign of approaching senility ought to be very chaste-looking in buckram covers. Have you got an agent over here, or an agent with connections here? It’s worth while I think.

Yes, I think Lanarkshire was where Owen8 flourished. It’s. rather an unpleasant industrial county with a lot of coal mines, and its chief ornament is Glasgow. Out here it’s quite pleasant though. I am longing to go out of doors, having barely done so for six months. They now let me up an hour a day and I think they would let me out a little if it were warmer. It’s been a horrible spring, however not so bad as last year.

I’m in sympathy with the Europe-America leaflet you sent,9 but I don’t know if there’s anything I personally can do about it. Thanks for your query, but there is honestly not anything I want. We are well cared for here and people have been very kind about sending me food etc.

Yours

George




3393. To Roger Senhouse

3 May 1948 Typewritten

[No address]

Dear Roger,

I had managed to get a copy of L’Univers Concentrationnaire from another source and have read it in conjunction with your translation.1 I’m not sure whether your approach is right. I don’t know French well enough to judge, but Rousset’s style doesn’t seem to be a particularly unusual or lyrical one—at any rate, not beyond the first chapter. In many cases I would have used a simpler phrase than you do, and often more literal. For instance I would translate the first sentence of the book as “The great lonely city of Buchenwald.” A little further down, “Squalid sheds squatting in a semicircle” etc. I don’t see any alliteration in the French to correspond to squalid-squatting, and you seem to me to alter the sense of some words, eg. “haute” translated gaunt. I would have translated the first part of the sentence: Helmstedt: sheds grouped in a circle and camouflaged by the seeping of their own filth, uncovered stacks of cases containing bombs and torpedoes, fields of wheat and mustard, and, across the plain, the tall black silhouettes of pit shafts. (I take it from you that “puits” means that. It sounds as if it ought to mean the actual hole in the ground, but it can’t in the context, and I suppose it must mean the winding gear above the shaft.) I may be wrong, but my instinct is simplicity every time. The “dramatic present” is a great difficulty. Personally I am against it except when it is used for generalisation, ie. describes something typical. I think in genuine narration one should avoid it. One great difficulty also is that there is no proper English equivalent for “concentrationnaire.” Obviously one can’t say “concentrationary.” One can use “concentration-camp” as an adjective, but it is very cumbersome. In the extracts in an American magazine in which I first came across this book, the expression used was “K.Z.” which I think stands for something or other in German.2 In the title, if you try to translate the original, I think I’d avoid “universe” if possible and use “world.”

I rather think I missed out one correction in that list I sent you with the proof of “Burmese Days.” Page 97, line 13 from top: “of blue rings of hills.” Should be “by blue rings of hills.” Perhaps you could add this?3

I am getting up for an hour a day now and beginning to put on a few clothes. They haven’t let me out yet, but I think they would if it was warmer. I’ll send back the MS separately, because I must get hold of a bit of string. Please give all the best to Fred.4

Yours

George




3394. To David Astor

4 May 1948 Typewritten

Ward 3

Hairmyres Hosp.

Dear David,

I wonder how you are getting on. I was a bit under the weather last time I wrote because of the secondary effects of the streptomycin. My skin is still peeling off in places and my hair coming out, but otherwise it’s all gone and I am a lot better. They let me up for an hour a day now and let me put a few clothes on, and I think they might let me out if only it was a bit warmer. I suppose it’s too early to say whether the streptomycin has done its stuff but any way they’ve had 4 negative reactions running, so the germs must have taken a pretty good knock. Mr Dick has made no definite pronouncement yet, but I gather I shall get out some time in the summer and then have to continue with “refills” once a week for a long time. In that case I’ll stay in Edinburgh where I can share Richard Rees’s flat, and get up to Jura or down to London when I can. I must stay somewhere near the hospital, otherwise I should be travelling the whole time.

They seem to be very busy at Barnhill. They’v[e] broken about 4 acres of new land and sown the oats and potatoes. The new miniature tractor is evidently a success and Bob has been working well. It’s funny that if he doesn’t mind harrowing he doesn’t like going in the trap, but possibly they have been trying him without blinkers in which case he may be frightened of the shafts. However Bill is getting another horse, an Irish one I think, of about the same size as Bob, to pull the cart. I think I told you I looked at the photos in the livestock book and Bob is definitely a “garron,”1 with the points very well marked. According to the book the breed was originally produced by crossing a percheron with a Shetland pony, which must have been a shocking sight. The Darrochs are leaving about now and a Pole2 is coming to Kinuachdrach. I didn’t gather from Robin Fletcher’s letter whether he is married or not. Richard is evidently flourishing. He will be 4 shortly. Another year and I suppose I shall have to start thinking about his schooling. I suppose it is almost time to direct his attention towards the alphabet, but I’m not going to hurry him, because I do not think he will ever be what they call “a one for book learning,” and I remember the miseries I went through because of the then-prevalent idea that you were half-witted if you couldn’t read before you were six.

It’s foully cold here and raining most of the time. We were having snow and frosts a day or two ago. Apparently in Jura they’ve had good weather. The parcels you so kindly arranged have evidently arrived at Barnhill, and my sister says one of them included a piece of cloth large enough to make an overcoat, which I’ll be very glad of.

Yours

George




3395. Review of The Soul of Man under Socialism by Oscar Wilde

The Observer, 9 May 1948


The preparatory notes Orwell made for this review are reproduced as 3396.



Oscar Wilde’s work is being much revived now on stage and screen, and it is well to be reminded that Salome and Lady Windermere were not his only creations. Wilde’s “The Soul of Man under Socialism,” for example, first published nearly 60 years ago,1 has worn remarkably well. Its author was not in any active sense a Socialist himself, but he was a sympathetic and intelligent observer; although his prophecies have not been fulfilled, they have not been made simply irrelevant by the passage of time.

Wilde’s vision of Socialism, which at that date was probably shared by many people less articulate than himself, is Utopian and anarchistic. The abolition of private property, he says, will make possible the full development of the individual and set us free from “the sordid necessity of living for others.” In the Socialist future there will not only be no want and no insecurity, there will also be no drudgery, no disease, no ugliness, no wastage of the human spirit in futile enmities and rivalries.

Pain will cease to be important: indeed, for the first time in his history, Man will be able to realise his personality through joy instead of through suffering. Crime will disappear, since there will be no economic reason for it. The State will cease to govern and will survive merely as an agency for the distribution of necessary commodities. All the disagreeable jobs will be done by machinery, and everyone will be completely free to choose his own work and his own manner of life. In effect, the world will be populated by artists, each striving after perfection in the way that seems best to him.

To-day, these optimistic forecasts make rather painful reading. Wilde realised, of course, that there were authoritarian tendencies in the Socialist movement, but he did not believe they would prevail, and with a sort of prophetic irony he wrote: “I hardly think that any Socialist, nowadays, would seriously propose that an inspector should call every morning at each house to see that each citizen rose up and did manual labour for eight hours”—which, unfortunately, is just the kind of thing that countless modern Socialists would propose. Evidently something has gone wrong. Socialism, in the sense of economic collectivism, is conquering the earth at a speed that would hardly have seemed possible 60 years ago, and yet Utopia, at any rate Wilde’s Utopia is no nearer. Where, then, does the fallacy lie?

If one looks more closely one sees that Wilde makes two common but unjustified assumptions. One is that the world is immensely rich and is suffering chiefly from maldistribution. Even things out between the millionaire and the crossing-sweeper, he seems to say, and there will be plenty of everything for everybody. Until the Russian Revolution, this belief was very widely held—“starving in the midst of plenty” was a favourite phrase—but it was quite false, and it survived only because Socialists thought always of the highly developed Western countries and ignored the fearful poverty of Asia and Africa. Actually, the problem for the world as a whole is not how to distribute such wealth as exists but how to increase production, without which economic equality merely means common misery.

Secondly, Wilde assumes that it is a simple matter to arrange that all the unpleasant kinds of work shall be done by machinery. The machines, he says, are our new race of slaves: a tempting metaphor, but a misleading one, since there is a vast range of jobs—roughly speaking, any job needing great flexibility—that no machine is able to do. In practice, even in the most highly-mechanised countries, an enormous amount of dull and exhausting work has to be done by unwilling human muscles. But this at once implies direction of labour, fixed working hours, differential wage rates, and all the regimentation that Wilde abhors. Wilde’s version of Socialism could only be realised in a world not only far richer but also technically far more advanced than the present one. The abolition of private property does not of itself put food into anyone’s mouth. It is merely the first step in a transitional period that is bound to be laborious, uncomfortable, and long.

But that is not to say that Wilde is altogether wrong. The trouble with transitional periods is that the harsh outlook which they generate tends to become permanent. To all appearances this is what has happened in Soviet Russia. A dictatorship supposedly established for a limited purpose has dug itself in, and Socialism comes to be thought of as meaning concentration camps and secret police forces. Wilde’s pamphlet and other kindred writings—“News from Nowhere,”2 for instance—consequently have their value. They may demand the impossible, and they may—since a Utopia necessarily reflects the aesthetic ideas of its own period—sometimes seem “dated” and ridiculous; but they do at least look beyond the era of food queues and party squabbles, and remind the Socialist movement of its original, half-forgotten objective of human brotherhood.




3396. Preparatory Notes for Review of The Soul of Man under Socialism

Second Literary Notebook

Wilde (Soul of Man under Socialism) (1891)

“Every man must be left quite free to choose his own work.”

“There is only one class in the community that thinks more about money than the rich, & that is the poor.”

“With the abolition of private property, marriage in its present form must disappear.” (Prec. sentence: “Socialism annihilates family life, for instance. ”)

“Individualism, then, is what through Socialism we are to attain to.”

“When private property is abolished there will be no necessity for crime, no demand for it; it will cease to exist.” (Above: “The less punishment, the less crime. ”)

“All work of that [degrading]1 kind should be done by a machine. ” (“And I have no doubt that it will be so. ”) (“On mechanical slavery, the slavery of the machine, the future of the world depends. ”)

[Socialism would relieve us of the] “sordid necessity of living for others. ”




3397. To Julian Symons

10 May 1948 Typewritten

Ward 3

Hairmyres Hospital

East Kilbride Lanark

Dear Julian,

Thanks ever so much to yourself and your wife for the chocolate and the tea and rice, which got here last week. I’d been meaning to write. You see I’ve organised a typewriter at last. It’s a bit awkward to use in bed, but it saves hideous misprints in reviews etc. caused by my handwriting. As you say, the ball-bearing pen is the last stage in the decay of handwriting, but I’ve given mine up years ago. At one time I used to spend hours with script pens and squared paper, trying to re-teach myself to write, but it was no use after being taught copperplate and on top of that encouraged to write a “scholarly” hand. The writing of children nowadays is even worse than ours used to be, because they will teach them this disconnected script which is very slow to write. Evidently the first thing is to get a good simple cursive script, but on top of that you have to teach hand control, in fact learning to write involves learning to draw. Evidently it can be done, as in countries like China and Japan anyone who can write at all writes more or less gracefully.

I am glad E and S1 are pleased with the biography, but don’t let them get away with “The Quest for AJA Symons” as a title. It is true that if a book is going to sell no title can kill it, but I am sure that is a bad one. Of course I can’t make suggestions without seeing the book, but if they insist on having the name, something like “A.J.A. Symons: a Memoir” is always inoffensive.2

“Coming Up for Air” isn’t much, but I thought it worth reprinting because it was rather killed by the outbreak of war and then blitzed out of existence, so thoroughly that in order to get a copy from which to reset it we had to steal one from a public library.3 Of course you are perfectly right about my own character constantly intruding on that of the narrator. I am not a real novelist anyway, and that particular vice is inherent in writing a novel in the first person, which one should never do. One difficulty I have never solved is that one has masses of experience which one passionately wants to write about, eg. the part about fishing in that book, and no way of using them up except by disguising them as a novel. Of course the book was bound to suggest Wells watered down. I have a great admiration for Wells, ie. as a writer, and he was a very early influence on me. I think I was ten or eleven when Cyril Connolly and I got hold of a copy of Wells’s “The Country of the Blind” (short stories) and were so fascinated by it that we kept stealing it from one another. I can still remember at 4 o’clock on a midsummer morning, with the school fast asleep and the sun slanting through the window, creeping down a passage to Connolly’s dormitory where I knew the book would be beside his bed. We also got into severe trouble (and I think a caning—I forget) for having a copy of Compton Mackenzie’s “Sinister Street.”4

They now tell me that I shall have to stay here till about August. The germs are evidently liquidated, but the actual healing of the lung and build-up of strength takes a long time. I’m still terribly short of breath and I suppose shall continue to be as long as they keep the lung collapsed, which might be a year or more. However it’s worth it to get a good mend. They now let me out of doors for a little each day, and I feel so much better that I think I shall be able to do a little serious work again. What chiefly worries me is Richard, whom I haven’t seen for 4 or 5 months. However I may be able to arrange for him to have a short stay in Glasgow, and then he can come and visit me. I don’t know who put that par in the Standard5—someone who knew me, though there were the usual mistakes. I don’t think they ought to have given my real name.

Please remember me to your wife.

Yours

George




3398. To Leonard Moore

12 May 1948 Typewritten

Ward 3

Hairmyres Hospital

East Kilbride

Lanarkshire

Dear Moore,

On going through my books I see that I wrote an introduction for a book of collected pamphlets for Allan Wingate more than a year ago. I don’t know why the book hasn’t come out,1 but I think it is time they paid me for the introduction. If I remember rightly, I was promised £50 and was paid £10 in advance: or it may have been that I was promised £40—anyway, I think £40 is the sum involved. Perhaps you could communicate with them about it.

I am a lot better and the infection has evidently been quelled, but the doctors think I should remain here till about August. However, I feel so much better that I think I can get back to a little serious work and am starting on the second draft of my novel.2 I don’t know how far I shall [get] as it is awkward working in bed, but if I can get well started before leaving hospital I should get the book done before the end of the year.

Yours sincerely

Eric Blair




3399. To Roger Senhouse

Thursday, [13 or 2oMay 1948]1 Handwritten

[No address]

Dear Roger,

I’m awfully sorry about the delay in sending this back. I trust it will arrive all right.

I’ve already got Rousset’s “Les Jours de Notre Mort”,2 but haven’t read it yet. The trouble with this concentration-camp literature is that there is such a lot of it. I wanted to read Rousset because from extracts I had seen I thought he had more grasp than most of the people who have written on the subjects.° The point is that these forced-labour camps are part of the pattern of our time, & are a very interesting though horrible phenomenon. What is wanted now is for someone to write a scholarly work on concentration & forced-labour camps, drawing on Rousset & all the others.

I’ve started revising the novel,3 but I do only a very little, perhaps an hour’s work each day. However at that rate I should get through several chapters before leaving hospital. I am still not certain when this will happen, nor whether I shall have to continue out-patient treatment after leaving. Richard Rees is up at Jura, or has been for the weekend. I imagine they must have had lovely weather. Please remember me to Fred.

Yours

George




3400. To Leonard Moore

15 May 1948 Typewritten

Ward 3

Hairmyres Hospital

East Kilbride

Lanarkshire

Dear Moore,

I wonder whether you could be kind enough to send a copy of “Coming Up for Air” to Evelyn Waugh, care of Chapman & Hall, with my compliments.1

Yours sincerely

[Signed] Eric Blair

Eric Blair




3401. To Evelyn Waugh

16 May 1948 Typewritten

Ward 3

Hairmyres Hospital

East Kilbride

Lanarkshire

Dear Mr Waugh,

Very many thanks for sending the copies of “Black Mischief” and “A Handful of Dust.” I was particularly glad to get the latter book, as for some reason I have never read it. I am starting a uniform edition myself, and I have told my agents to send you a copy of a novel of mine called “Coming Up for Air.”

I am indebted to you for a very good and sympathetic review in the “Tablet” of my book of essays.1 In discussing the one on P. G. Wodehouse, you mentioned the “pacifist strain” in his writings. This started me thinking about him again, and on looking up a rare early book called “The Gold Bat”2 I found passages which suggested that Wodehouse had had some kind of connection with the Liberal Party, about 1908, when it was the anti-militarist party. I will add a footnote to this affect if I ever reprint the essays.3

I am here being treated for tuberculosis, but they seem to have made a good job of my case, and I hope to get out some time during the summer.

Yours sincerely

[Signed] Geo. Orwell

George Orwell




3402. Diary

Second Literary Notebook

21.5.48. 9.45 a.m. The following noises now happening simultaneously. A radio. A gramaphone.° Vacuum cleaner running intermittently. Orderly singing intermittently. Noise of hammering from outside. Usual clatter of boots & trolleys, whistling, cries of rooks & gulls, cackling of hens in the distance, taps running, doors opening & shutting, intermittent coughing.


Immediately below on the same page is written:



Things not foreseen in youth as part of middle age.

Perpetual tired weak feeling in legs, aching knees. Stiffness amounting to pain in small of back & down loins. Discomfort in gums. Chest more or less always constricted. Feeling in the morning of being almost unable to stand up. Sensation of cold whenever the sun is not shining. Wind on the stomach (making it difficult to think). Eyes always watering.

As painful as a grapestone under a dental plate

As noisy as a mouse in a packet of macaroni

As haughty as a fishmonger




3402A. To Lydia Jackson

24 May 1948 Handwritten

Ward 3

Hairmyres Hospital

East Kilbride

Lanarkshire

Dear Lydia,

Thanks so much for your letter. I am so glad to hear that you have handed in your thesis & expect to get your doctorate all right.1 I know so well that feeling that one must accomplish something which perhaps has not much material value but has become an end in itself.

I am ever so much better & now get up for 2 hours a day, & go out in the grounds for short walks when it is fine. I can only walk at a snail’s pace, because I am still extremely short of breath, but that will improve. They still haven’t told me definitely when I shall get out, probably in August, but there is good news in so much that when I do get out I may not have to continue with treatment, at any rate weekly treatment. Hitherto they have been pumping air into my diaphragm once a week, but they have now stopped & will probably not start again. If they don’t, I can go back to Barnhill when I come out. If I do have to attend for treatment, I am arranging to stay in Edinburgh, which is not far away & very much more civilized than Glasgow.2

They’re evidently all well at Barnhill & very busy. We have got another cow & Bill has started buying his own cattle. Everyone says Richard is coming on fast, & that he has not forgotten me. I am trying to arrange for him to be brought here some time next month, so that I can at least see him for one afternoon. I haven’t seen him since before Christmas – it was impossible to bring him here, because of the danger of infection. However, I don’t think I’m infectious any longer, & in any case I can go out of doors now. From his photographs he is evidently growing enormous. Avril says that he is now frightened of boats. I hope this won’t last, but it is an interesting development. Previously he wasn’t at all frightened in a boat, indeed not enough so, & liked to hang over the side in the most dangerous way. When we were nearly drowned in Corrievrechan,3 he seemed to take the whole experience in his stride, but I think his present fear may be a delayed reaction to that.

I hope the Chekhov plays go all right. I suppose, as always nowadays, it will be years before the book appears.4 My uniform edition has at last started, & the first book was reprinted, I mean appeared, last week. In bed I can’t do much, but I generally get in one or two hours’ work a day & have begun to tinker with the novel5 a little again. I hope to get it finished by the end of this year, but in that case it wouldn’t appear much before the end of 1949, such are the bottlenecks nowadays. Otherwise all I do is a few book reviews to bring in a bit of money. I tried to get a copy of “The Possessed”6 to replace your copy that I seem to have lost, but haven’t secured one yet.

I don’t know when I’ll be in London, though after I get out I shall have to go down at least once. Do you think you could even come up here for a week-end, or at any rate a day or two? Now that I could get out we could go for a little stroll together, & in June, at any rate, the weather ought to be decent. There are places near here where you could stay, & if it isn’t too delicate a suggestion to make, I could pay your expenses. I would love to see you again. The other night I was wishing very much that you were with me. At any rate, tell me what you think. And please remember me to Pat.

With love

George7




3403. To George Woodcock

24 May 1948 Typewritten

[No address]

Dear George,

I received another letter from Charles Davey,1 drawing my attention to the fact that E. M. Forster has resigned from the NCCL. I then sat down, or sat up rather, with the idea of writing that article on the F.D.C., but on second thoughts I really don’t think I can do it. To begin with I have two long articles on hand2 and I can’t do much yet, but what is more to the point, I don’t know enough factually about the FDC for the purpose. Do you think you could do the article? I think you said Davey had written to you. Perhaps you could ring him up. I don’t know if you know him—he is a very nice chap. I don’t know exactly what they want, but I assume they would want an account of the Committee and its activities, in general terms, with some remarks on the threat to individual liberty contained in the modern centralised state. I don’t like shoving this off on to you, on the other hand if they are willing for you to write the article they’ll pay you quite well for it.3

I hadn’t yet thanked you for the copy of the book of essays. Of course I was delighted to see the one on myself appearing in book form.4 I liked the one on Bates5 whose book I read years ago. All nineteenth-century books about S. America have a wonderful Arcadian atmosphere, though I think I was always more attracted by the pampas than by the forest. I suppose you’ve read “The Purple Land.” And the one on hymns, which I’d always been meaning to write something about myself. I think you’re wrong in saying that people respond to a hymn like Abide with me (by the way shouldn’t it be “the darkness deepens,” not “gathers”)6 chiefly because of wars, unemployment etc. There is a great deal of inherent sadness and loneliness in human life that would be the same whatever the external circumstances. You don’t mention two of the best hymns, “praise° to the holiest” and “Jerusalem my happy home”—this one, I think, however, must be a great deal earlier than the other groups you were studying. In Ancient and Modern7 if I remember rightly it’s heavily expurgated to get the Catholic imagery out.

I am much better and now get up for two hours a day, and even go out a little when it is warm. They haven’t told me definitely when I can leave hospital, but probably about August. They now seem to think that I won’t have to continue with treatment when I leave, which would be a great blessing as it would mean I could go back to Jura instead of having to hang about in Glasgow or Edinburgh. Richard is by all accounts extremely well and growing enormous. Of course I haven’t seen him for months, but I am trying to arrange for him to be brought here for at any rate an afternoon, now that I can go out of doors and can see him in the grounds.

Please give all the best to Inge. I’ve gone and lost your new address, but I will think of someone to send this care of. I will write to Charles Davey about the article.

Yours

George




3404. To Michael Kennard

25 May 1948 Handwritten

Ward 3

Hairmyres Hospital

East Kilbride

Lanarkshire

Dear Michael,1

The boats to Jura run on Mondays, Wednesdays & Fridays, so your best plan is to travel to Glasgow on Sunday & take the Monday boat. The itinerary is:

8 am leave Glasgow Central Station for GOUROCK

Join boat at Gourock

About 1 pm reach EAST TARBERT

Take bus to WEST TARBERT

Join boat at West Tarbert

About 4 pm reach CRAIGHOUSE (Jura)

Take hired car to ARDLUSSA, where we meet you.

My sister knows you are coming some time, & all you have to do is to send her a line letting her know well in advance when you are coming, so that she can arrange about meeting you & about the hired car to meet you at Craighouse. You must write a fortnight or so before the date, because the posts are slow. Her address is Miss Blair, Barnhill, Isle of Jura, Argyllshire. If there’s any calamity such as the car being out of order, you might have to travel the last few miles on a pony or something like that, but we generally manage the journey all right. I hope you get decent weather. I should take either some gum boots or other thick boots with you, as it’s often muddy if the weather isn’t dry. I’m afraid I shall not be back by then, as I’m not likely to get out of here till about August, though I am a great deal better. But the others expect you & will like having you there. Please give everyone my love.

Yours

George




3405. To Celia Kirwan

27 May 1948 Handwritten

Ward 3

Hairmyres Hospital

East Kilbride

Lanarkshire

Dearest Celia,

Thanks ever so much for your letter. I must say, anything to do with UNESCO sounds pretty discouraging. Any way, I should knock all the money you can out of them, as I don’t suppose they’ll last much longer.

I am ever so much better & for some time past they have not been able to find any germs in me. They are now having a last try, & if they don’t find any this time we can presumably regard the germs as quelled, though of course the healing-up process takes a long time. I am still frightfully weak & thin, but I get up for 2 hours every day & go outside a little. I still can’t write a great deal, but I get a little done each day. They haven’t said definitely when I shall leave hospital, but probably about August, & what is very good news, they now seem to think I shan’t have to continue with out-patient treatment, which means I can go back to Jura instead of having to hang about in Glasgow or Edinburgh. They seem to have been having marvellous weather in Jura & are very busy with the farm work, Richard included. I haven’t seen him since before Christmas, for fear of infection, but I could see him now if I can fix for him to be brought here for a day or two. He is getting enormous & is evidently learning to talk more. He had his fourth birthday this month.

How I wish I were with you in Paris, now that spring is there. Do you ever go to the Jardin des Plantes? I used to love it, though there was really nothing of interest except the rats, which at one time overran it & were so tame that they would almost eat out of your hand. In the end they got to be such a nuisance that they introduced cats & more or less wiped them out. The plane trees are so beautiful in Paris, because the bark isn’t blackened by smoke the way it is in London. I suppose the food & so on is still pretty grisly, but that will improve if the Marshall plan1 gets working. I see you have to put a 10 franc stamp2 on your letter, which gives one an idea of what meals must cost now.

I can’t help feeling that it’s a bit treacherous on Arthur’s part if he does settle down in the USA.3 He was talking about doing it before. I suppose he is furious about what is happening in Palestine, though what else was to be expected I don’t know. His lecture tour seems to have been quite a success. I wonder if he has got back yet, & what he will do about his place in Wales. It seems a pity to start sending roots down somewhere & then tear them up again, & I can imagine Mamaine not liking it.

It seems years since I have seen you, & in fact it must be 15 months. It’s funny to think I haven’t been out of Scotland for over a year, though I could have been if I had stayed well. This business has put my work back frightfully. The book I am at work on was to be finished at the beginning of this year—now it can’t be finished before the end of the year, which means not coming out till the end of 1949. However it’s something to be capable of working again. Last year before they brought me here I really felt as though I were finished. Thank Heaven Richard looks as if he is going to have good health. We have got 2 tested cows now, so at any rate he won’t get this disease through milk, which is the usual way with children. Take care of yourself & write to me again some time.

With love

George




3405A. To Lydia Jackson

31 May 1948 Handwritten

Ward 3

Hairmyres Hospital

East Kilbride

Lanarkshire

Dear Lydia,

Thanks so much for your letter. If you come on the 3rd July that will be fine. I hope by then I may be getting up a bit more (at present 2 hours a day) & it may be better weather. I don’t know if I can book accommodation, but could you try writing to the Torrance Hotel, East Kilbride, which I believe is bearable, or else Mathieson’s Cafe, Eaglesham. And let me know what all this is going to cost. Don’t bother to bring anything with you. I am honestly very well off for food, as people keep sending me stuff from America.

It’s nasty weather most of the time at present. I go out for a little each day when it’s not too cold, & can now walk a fair distance, but I have to go at a snail’s pace & rest frequently, as my breathing is still very bad. On Jura they’ve been having a heat wave & a severe drought, & Avril says the water supply was dried up, which is an awful bore, though of course it doesn’t last for ever. They have got another cow, besides some bullocks, & a pig, or else they are going to get a pig shortly. I hope Richard grows up liking animals. At any rate at present he doesn’t show signs of being frightened of them. I remember the geese we had when he was only 2, and the way he stood up to them & drove them off with a stick, though they were taller than he was.

Please remember me to Pat.

With love

Eric.




3406. ‘George Gissing’

May–June 1948?


The preparatory notes Orwell made for this article are reproduced as 3407.

Orwell’s essay on George Gissing was intended for Politics and Letters, but that journal did not survive long enough to publish it. The typescript was discovered by one of the editors, Clifford Collins, in the summer of 1959 and published for the first time in the London Magazine, June 1960.

Collins, on 1 August 1959, in a letter to Orwell’s widow, Sonia, at that time married to Michael Pitt-Rivers, said that in 1947 he had asked Orwell to write a review article on Gissing for Politics and Letters. Giving a precise date for its completion (and for that of ‘Such, Such Were the Joys’) is probably impossible. In his letter to Julian Symons, 21 March 1948 (see 3363), Orwell says he had written ‘two longer articles. ’ It has been suggested that these are almost certainly ‘Writers and Leviathan,’ 3364, and ‘Britain’s Left-Wing Press,’ 3366; see 3363, n. 1. Writing to George Woodcock, on 24 May 1948, Orwell says, ‘I have two long articles on hand’; see 3403. Although it is argued here (see 3408) that ‘Such, Such Were the Joys’ was completed whilst Orwell was at Hairmyres, it is more probable that the two articles Orwell had in mind when writing to Woodcock were those on Gissing and ‘The Labour Government After Three Years,’ due according to Orwell’s Second Literary Notebook by 20 July (though not published in Commentary until October 1948; see 3462), precisely one month after he recorded that the Gissing article and ‘Britain’s Left-Wing Press’ were due. When Orwell wrote to Julian Symons on 20 April 1948 (see 3386), he said he was ‘just in the act of re-reading two reprints [of books of Gissing], which I promised to review for Politics and Letters.° I think I shall do a long article on him, for them or someone else. ’ Orwell may have had, for a time, two articles in mind, a review of the two reprints and a longer essay. What he wrote was an amalgam of the two, though leaning in the direction of an essay.

The typescript that survives of the Gissing essay has at its head Orwell’s address at Hairmyres Hospital. Orwell did not begin typing letters—so far as the extant evidence shows—until 2 May 1948. The machine on which the essay was typed is not that which Orwell had at Barnhill. The Hairmyres machine has, for example, a wide ‘W,’ a light comma, a tiny dot over the ‘i,’ and a small top serif to figure one, all in contradistinction to the Barnhill typewriter. The letters typed at Hairmyres seem to have been done on this same machine (as would be expected). It is difficult to be certain, but the typing seems to have characteristics associated with Orwell’s work. There is some x-ing through (with capital X’s), a little over-typing, but no slippage. Whereas Orwell may not have felt well enough to retype forty-six pages of ‘Such, Such Were the Joys’ (see 3408–9), he may have felt up to nine pages of ‘George Gissing. ’ Too much weight should not be placed on typewriter-identification, however; it would not have been impossible for machines at Barnhill and Hairmyres to be exchanged.

There is a final clue to the dating of this essay. At the top of the first page is written (not in Orwell’s hand), ‘P&L 4 5 10pt. Plantin.’ This indicates that the essay was intended for either issue 4 or 5 of Politics and Letters and was to be set in 10 point Plantin (that journal’s type-face). The ‘4’ might have been an error: Orwell already had ‘Writers and Leviathan’ in that issue. Issue 5 never appeared.

The typescript is reproduced with the few significant alterations listed in the notes.



In the shadow of the atomic bomb it is not easy to talk confidently about progress. However, if it can be assumed that we are not going to be blown to pieces in about ten years’ time, there are many reasons, and George Gissing’s novels are among them, for thinking that the present age is a good deal better than the last one. If Gissing were still alive he would be younger than Bernard Shaw, and yet already the London of which he wrote seems almost as distant as that of Dickens. It is the fog-bound, gas-lit London of the ’eighties, a city of drunken puritans, where clothes, architecture and furniture had reached their rock-bottom of ugliness, and where it was almost normal for a working-class family of ten persons to inhabit a single room. On the whole Gissing does not write of the worst depths of poverty, but one can hardly read his descriptions of lower-middle class life, so obviously truthful in their dreariness, without feeling that we have improved perceptibly on that black-coated, money-ruled world of only sixty years ago.

Everything of Gissing’s—except perhaps one or two books written towards the end of his life—contains memorable passages, and anyone who is making his acquaintance for the first time might do worse than start with In the Year of the Jubilee. It was rather a pity, however, to use up paper in reprinting two of his minor worksfn1 when the books by which he ought to be remembered are and have been for years completely unprocurable. The Odd Women, for instance, is about as thoroughly out of print as a book can be. I possess a copy myself, in one of those nasty little red-covered cheap editions that flourished before the 1914 war, but that is the only copy I have ever seen or heard of. New Grub Street, Gissing’s masterpiece, I have never succeeded in buying. When I have read it, it has been in soup-stained copies borrowed from public lending libraries: so also with Demos, The Nether World and one or two others. So far as I know, only The Private Papers of Henry Ryecroft, the book on Dickens, and A Life’s Morning, have been in print at all recently. However, the two now reprinted are well worth reading, especially In the Year of the Jubilee, which is the more sordid and therefore the more characteristic.

In his introduction Mr William Plomer remarks that “generally speaking, Gissing’s novels are about money and women,” and Miss Myfanwy Evans says something very similar in introducing The Whirlpool. One might, I think, widen the definition and say that Gissing’s novels are a protest against the form of self-torture that goes by the name of respectability. Gissing was a bookish, perhaps over-civilized man, in love with classical antiquity, who found himself trapped in a cold, smoky, Protestant country where it was impossible to be comfortable without a thick padding of money between yourself and the outer world. Behind his rage and querulousness there lay a perception that the horrors of life in late-Victorian England were largely unnecessary. The grime, the stupidity, the ugliness, the sex-starvation, the furtive debauchery, the vulgarity, the bad manners, the censoriousness—these things were unnecessary, since the puritanism of which they were a relic no longer upheld the structure of society. People who might, without becoming less efficient, have been reasonably happy chose instead to be miserable, inventing senseless tabus with which to terrify themselves. Money was a nuisance not merely because without it you starved; what was more important was that unless you had quite a lot of it—£300 a year, say—society would not allow you to live gracefully or even peacefully. Women were a nuisance because even more than men they were the believers in tabus, still enslaved to respectability even when they had offended against it. Money and women° were therefore the two instruments through which society avenged itself on the courageous and the intelligent. Gissing would have liked a little more money for himself and some others, but he was not much interested in what we should now call social justice. He did not admire the working class as such, and he did not believe in democracy. He wanted to speak not for the multitude, but for the exceptional man, the sensitive man, isolated among barbarians.

In The Odd Women there is not a single major character whose life is not ruined either by having too little money, or by getting it too late in life, or by the pressure of social conventions which are obviously absurd but which cannot be questioned. An elderly spinster crowns a useless life by taking to drink; a young pretty girl marries a man old enough to be her father; a struggling schoolmaster puts off marrying his sweetheart until both of them are middle-aged and withered; a good-natured man is nagged to death by his wife; an exceptionally intelligent, spirited man misses his chance to make an adventurous marriage and relapses into futility: in each case the ultimate reason for the disaster lies in obeying the accepted social code, or in not having enough money to circumvent it. In A Life’s Morning an honest and gifted man meets with ruin and death because it is impossible to walk about a big town with no hat on. His hat is blown out of the window when he is travelling in the train, and as he has not enough money to buy another, he misappropriates some money belonging to his employer, which sets going a series of disasters. This is an interesting example of the changes in outlook that can suddenly make an all-powerful tabu seem ridiculous. Today, if you had somehow contrived to lose your trousers, you would probably embezzle money rather than walk about in your under-pants. In the ’eighties the necessity would have seemed equally strong in the case of a hat. Even thirty or forty years ago, indeed, bareheaded men were booed at in the street. Then, for no very clear reason, hatlessness became respectable, and today the particular tragedy described by Gissing—entirely plausible in its context—would be quite impossible.

The most impressive of Gissing’s books is New Grub Street. To a professional writer it is also an upsetting and demoralising book, because it deals among other things with that much-dreaded occupational disease, sterility. No doubt the number of writers who suddenly lose the power to write is not large, but it is a calamity that might happen to anybody at any moment, like sexual impotence. Gissing, of course, links it up with his habitual themes—money, the pressure of the social code, and the stupidity of women.

Edwin Reardon, a young novelist—he has just deserted a clerkship after having a fluky success with a single novel—marries a charming and apparently intelligent young woman, with a small income of her own. Here, and in one or two other places, Gissing makes what now1 seems the curious remark that it is difficult for an educated man who is not rich to get married. Reardon brings it off, but his less successful friend, who lives in an attic and supports himself by ill-paid tutoring jobs, has to accept celibacy as a matter of course. If he did succeed in finding himself a wife, we are told, it could only be an uneducated girl from the slums. Women of refinement and sensibility will not face poverty. And here one notices again the deep difference between that day and our own. Doubtless Gissing is right2 in implying all through his books that intelligent women are very rare animals; and if one wants to marry a woman who is intelligent and pretty, then the choice is still further restricted, according to a well-known arithmetical rule. It is like being allowed to choose only among albinos, and left-handed albinos at that. But what comes out in Gissing’s treatment of his odious heroine, and of certain others among his women, is that at that date the idea of delicacy, refinement, even intelligence, in the case of a woman, was hardly separable from the idea of superior social status and expensive physical surroundings. The sort of woman whom a writer would want to marry was also the sort of woman who would shrink from living in an attic. When Gissing wrote New Grub Street that was probably true, and it could, I think, be justly claimed that it is not true today.

Almost as soon as Reardon is married it becomes apparent that his wife is merely a silly snob, the kind of woman in whom “artistic tastes” are no more than a cover for social competitiveness. In marrying a novelist she has thought to marry someone who will rapidly become famous and shed reflected glory upon herself. Reardon is a studious, retiring, ineffectual man, a typical Gissing hero. He has been caught up into an expensive, pretentious world in which he knows he will never be able to maintain himself, and his nerve fails almost immediately. His wife, of course, has not the faintest understanding of what is meant by literary creation. There is a terrible passage—terrible, at least, to anyone who earns his living by writing—in which she calculates the number of pages that it would be possible to write in a day, and hence the number of novels that her husband may be expected to produce in a year—with the reflection that really it is not a very laborious profession. Meanwhile Reardon has been stricken dumb. Day after day he sits at his desk: nothing happens, nothing comes! Finally, in panic, he manufactures a piece of rubbish; his publisher, because Reardon’s previous book had been successful, dubiously accepts it. Thereafter he is unable to produce anything that even looks as if it might be printable. He is finished.

The desolating thing is that if only he could get back to his clerkship and his bachelorhood, he would be all right. The hardboiled journalist who finally marries Reardon’s widow sums him up accurately by saying that he is the kind of man who, if left to himself, would write a fairly good book every two years. But, of course, he is not left to himself. He cannot revert to his old profession, and he cannot simply settle down to live on his wife’s money: public opinion, operating through his wife, harries him into impotence and finally into the grave. Most of the other literary characters in the book are not much more fortunate, and the troubles that beset them are still very much the same today. But at least it is unlikely that the book’s central disaster would now happen in quite that way or for quite those reasons. The chances are that Reardon’s wife would be less of a fool, and that he would have fewer scruples about walking out on her if she made life intolerable for him. A woman of rather similar type turns up in The Whirlpool in the person of Alma Frothingham. By contrast there are the three Miss Frenches in In the Year of the Jubilee, who represent the emerging lower-middle class—a class which, according to Gissing, was getting hold of money and power which it was not fitted to use—and who are quite surprisingly coarse, rowdy, shrewish and unmoral. At first sight Gissing’s “ladylike” and “unladylike” women seem to be very different and even opposite kinds of animal, and this seems to invalidate his implied condemnation of the female sex in general. The connecting link between them, however, is that all of them are miserably limited in outlook. Even the clever and spirited ones, like Rhoda in The Odd Women (an interesting early specimen of the New Woman), cannot think in terms of generalities, and cannot get away from readymade standards. In his heart Gissing seems to feel that women are natural inferiors. He wants them to be better educated, but, on the other hand, he does not want them to have freedom, which they are certain to misuse. On the whole the best women in his books are the self-effacing, home-keeping ones.

It is very much to be hoped that a complete edition of Gissing’s works will be published when paper becomes more plentiful. There are several of his books that I have never read, because I have never been able to get hold of them, and these unfortunately include Born in Exile, which is said by some people to be his best book. But merely on the strength of New Grub Street, Demos and The Odd Women I am ready to maintain that England has produced very few better novelists. This perhaps sounds like a rash statement until one stops to consider what is meant by a novel. The word “novel” is commonly used to cover almost any kind of story—The Golden Asse, Anna Karenina, Don Quixote, The Improvisatore, Madame Bovary, King Solomon’s Mines or anything else you like—but it also has a narrower sense in which it means something hardly existing before the nineteenth century and flourishing chiefly in Russia and France. A novel, in this sense, is a story which attempts to describe credible human beings, and—without necessarily using the technique of naturalism—to show them acting on everyday motives and not merely undergoing strings of improbable adventures. A true novel, sticking to this definition, will also contain at least two characters, probably more, who are described from the inside and on the same level of probability—which, in effect, rules out novels written in the first person. If one accepts this definition, it becomes apparent that the novel is not an art-form in which England has excelled. The writers commonly paraded as “great English novelists” have a way of turning out either to be not true novelists, or not to be Englishmen. Gissing was not a writer of picaresque tales, or burlesques, or comedies, or political tracts: he was interested in individual human beings, and the fact that he can deal sympathetically with several different sets of motives, and make a credible story out of the collision between them, makes him exceptional among English writers.

Certainly there is not much of what is usually called beauty, not much lyricism, in the situations and characters that he chooses to imagine, and still less in the texture of his writing. His prose, indeed, is often disgusting. Here are a couple of samples:

Not with impunity could her thought accustom itself to stray in regions forbidden, how firm soever her resolve to hold bodily aloof. (The Whirlpool).

The ineptitude of uneducated English women in all that relates to their attire is a fact that it boots not to enlarge upon. (In the Year of the Jubilee.)

However, he does not commit the faults that really matter. It is always clear what he means, he never “writes for effect,” he knows how to keep the balance between récit and dialogue and how to make dialogue sound probable while not contrasting too sharply with the prose that surrounds it. A much more serious fault than his inelegant manner of writing is the smallness of his range of experience. He is only acquainted with a few strata of society, and, in spite of his vivid understanding of the pressure of circumstance on character, does not seem to have much grasp of political or economic forces. In a mild way his outlook is reactionary, from lack of foresight rather than from ill-will. Having been obliged to live among them, he regarded the working class as savages, and in saying so he was merely being intellectually honest; he did not see that they were capable of becoming civilized if given slightly better opportunities. But, after all, what one demands from a novelist is not prophesy, and part of the charm of Gissing is that he belongs so unmistakeably to his own time, although his time treated him badly.

The English writer nearest to Gissing always seems to me to be his contemporary, or near-contemporary, Mark Rutherford. If one simply tabulates their outstanding qualities, the two men appear to be very different. Mark Rutherford was a less prolific writer than Gissing, he was less definitely a novelist, he wrote much better prose, his books belong less recognizably to any particular time, and he was in outlook a social reformer and, above all, a puritan. Yet there is a sort of haunting resemblance, probably explained by the fact that both men lack that curse of English writers, a “sense of humour. ” A certain low-spiritedness, an air of loneliness, is common to both of them. There are, of course, funny passages in Gissing’s books,3 but he is not chiefly concerned with getting a laugh—above all, he has no impulse towards burlesque. He treats all his major characters more or less seriously, and with at least an attempt at sympathy. Any novel will inevitably contain minor characters who are mere grotesques or who are observed in a purely hostile spirit, but there is such a thing as impartiality, and Gissing is more capable of it than the great majority of English writers. It is a point in his favour that he had no very strong moral purpose. He had, of course, a deep loathing of the ugliness, emptiness and cruelty of the society he lived in, but he was concerned to describe it rather than to change it. There is usually no one in his books who can be pointed to as the villain, and even when there is a villain he is not punished.4 In his treatment of sexual matters Gissing is surprisingly frank, considering the time at which he was writing. It is not that he writes pornography or expresses approval of sexual promiscuity, but simply that he is willing to face the facts. The unwritten law of English fiction, the law that the hero as well as the heroine of a novel should be virgin when married, is disregarded in his books, almost for the first time since Fielding.

Like most English writers subsequent to the mid-nineteenth century, Gissing could not imagine any desirable destiny other than being a writer or a gentleman of leisure.5 The dichotomy between the intellectual and the lowbrow already existed, and a person capable of writing a serious novel could no longer picture himself as fully satisfied with the life of a businessman, or a soldier, or a politician, or what-not. Gissing did not, at least consciously, even want to be the kind of writer that he was. His ideal, a rather melancholy one, was to have a moderate private income and live in a small comfortable house in the country, preferably unmarried, where he could wallow in books, especially the Greek and Latin classics. He might perhaps have realised this ideal if he had not managed to get himself into prison immediately after winning an Oxford scholarship: as it was he spent his life in6 what appeared to him to be hackwork, and when he had at last reached the point where he could stop writing against the clock, he died almost immediately, aged only about forty-five. His death, described by H. G. Wells in his Experiment in Autobiography, was of a piece with his life. The twenty novels, or thereabouts, that he produced between 1880 and 1900 were, so to speak, sweated out of him during his struggle towards a leisure which he never enjoyed and which he might not have used to good advantage if he had had it: for it is difficult to believe that his temperament really fitted him for a life of scholarly research. Perhaps the natural pull of his gifts would in any case have drawn him towards novel-writing sooner or later. If not, we must be thankful for the piece of youthful folly which turned him aside from a comfortable middle-class career and forced him to become the chronicler of vulgarity, squalor and failure.




3407. Preparatory Notes for ‘George Gissing’

Second Literary Notebook

Geo. Gissing1

Gissing’s novels are among the things that make one feel the world has improved (emphasise gloom.)

These particular books—note out of print condition of G.

Indicate plots—point out that they contain G’s habitual subjects—money, disagreeable women, squalor.

Always something interesting in G’s books (except some later ones). Always something squalid. Redefine preoccupations named by Plomer etc.—not so much money & women, as unnecessary dreariness caused by anachronistic puritanism.

“Men & women who could” etc. Note it is less money that° an attitude towards money, which goes with an attitude towards life in general. “The Odd Women”—lives of all major character’s° ruined. “A Life’s Morning”—loss of a hat. Best of all, “New Grub Street. ” Difficulty of marriage. Reardon & his wife. Almost literally done to death. Would not need to be the same nowadays. (Perhaps the hat here.)

Gissing’s place. A high one, because true novelists rare in Eng. lit.

Great virtue, no sense of humour. Not an elegant writer (bad period), but has the basic literary qualities a novelist has to have. Not much social vision, & the characteristic modern writer’s fault of not being able to imagine a worth-while life, except as a writer. Rather dreary ideal—£500 a year & Greek scholarship. But truthful. Sex. Compare with contemporaries, Meredith, Stevenson. (?)




3408. Background to ‘Such, Such Were the Joys’


It is well-nigh impossible to assign a date—or dates—to the composition and completion of Orwell’s essay on his time at St Cyprian’s preparatory school. Its position here is dictated by the belief that the essay was finally revised by about midsummer 1948. The facts and the consequential conjectures are as follows.

Orwell attended St Cyprian’s, Eastbourne, from September 1911 to December 1916. The essay refers to ‘All this’ being ‘thirty years ago or more,’ suggesting that he was writing between 1941 and 1946, or later. Since his statement comes immediately after his reference to having left St Cyprian’s, his ‘thirty years ago or more’ might reasonably imply 1946 to 1948. It could also—and probably did—refer only to the final revision of the essay.

Orwell must have written the essay after 1938, the year Cyril Connolly’s Enemies of Promise was published, and to which, he told Fredric Warburg, it was ‘a sort of pendant’; see 3232. When Orwell wrote that, on 31 May 1947, a version of the essay had been completed, but the surviving typescript shows that it was subjected to further revision.

Orwell described the typescript he sent to Fredric Warburg as very bad commercial typing, much emended. Warburg wrote on 6June 1947: ‘I have read the autobiographical sketch about your prep. school and passed it to Roger [Senhouse].’ Orwell’s next extant letter to Warburg, 1 September 1947, does not mention the essay.

In 1946 and 1947, whilst Orwell was in Jura, Mrs. Miranda Wood (then Mrs. Miranda Christen) stayed in Orwell’s London flat (see 3735). Anthony Powell had introduced Mrs. Wood to Orwell; she was technically a German citizen who had spent the war years in Java and was awaiting a divorce and a passage to Singapore—both long-drawn-out processes. She has left a private memoir of her association with Orwell; see 3735. In the summer of 1947 she undertook to do some typing for Orwell, using the machine she found in Orwell’s flat. In the main she typed a draft of Nineteen Eighty-Four, of which a single page, numbered 239, has survived (see Facsimile, 183), but she also typed a fair copy of ‘Such, Such Were the Joys. ’ She has described the copy from which she was to type as ‘a bleary typescript’ that ‘looked as if it had been lying around for a considerable time.’ This could have been the top copy of the carbon sent to Warburg; or it may have been the actual copy sent to Warburg if Warburg returned that to Orwell in, say, June 1947. What is plain is that the typescript sent to Mrs. Wood had been around for some time and that what she typed could not have been the bad commercial typing sent to Warburg. Orwell expected to ‘get down to some work’ only about 19 April 1947 (see 3212), and it is inconceivable that ‘Such, Such Were the Joys’ would have taken precedence over Nineteen Eighty-Four. Further, it was some little time after taking up residence in Orwell’s flat that batches of the manuscript of Nineteen Eighty-Four started to arrive at fortnightly intervals and it was later on that the typescript of ‘Such, Such Were the Joys’ was included as ‘a separate sheaf of papers in the package’ of Nineteen Eighty-Four material.

A typescript of ‘Such, Such Were the Joys’ survives. This has a number of emendations in Orwell’s hand; a very few literals and an omitted word are written in another hand. This typescript is not of a piece: it is made up of two different typings. Pages 1–17 are typed on a different machine from pages 18–63 (contrast ‘i,’ ‘r,’ ‘t’ and fount size). Mrs. Wood positively identified page 239 in the Facsimile of Nineteen Eighty-Four as her work of that summer of 1947 (and she was able to examine the original when the Facsimile Edition was being prepared). Pages 1–17 correspond to the typewriter-face and style of that page (239). Pages 18–63 correspond to the typewriter-face, but not the style of the typed section of the drafts of Nineteen Eighty-Four comprising Facsimile pages 196–209 (Goldstein’s Testament). Those Nineteen Eighty-Four pages are typical of Orwell’s typing: there are x-ings through, overtypings, and four of the eleven pages show the last line of the page running away as the sheet slips out of the grip of the roller (a fault typical of the non-professional typist and never found in the work of a professional). The typing of pages 18–63 of ‘Such, Such Were the joys’ does show an occasional overtyping, some erasure, one or two x-ings through, but no last lines running off the page. Its particular characteristic is the omission of spaces between words, something which Orwell does (as do most typists) occasionally, but nothing like in the quantity found here. Although the page has a reasonably professional look, it would seem that the typist was either not too experienced or that he/she found the space-bar sluggish to the touch. (The characteristics associated with Orwell’s typing mentioned here are also those found in the typing of his letters over many years.) Its seems, therefore, that pages 1–17 are all that remain of Mrs. Wood’s typing of ‘Such, Such Were the Joys.’ and that 18–63 were typed by someone else on Orwell’s machine at Jura but not by Orwell himself. Did a visitor to Jura in the autumn of 1947 or at some time in 1948 type those pages for Orwell? It is impossible to show conclusively who might have done this. Dr. Gwen O’Shaughnessy and Lucy and Jane Dakin visited Barnhill in 1947, and there were many other visitors. One, Richard Rees, had run a magazine and written books and he was the kind of person who would have helped out. Perhaps the most likely person to come to Orwell’s aid was Lydia Jackson (the writer Elisaveta Fen). In his letter to her of 31 May 1948 (3405A) Orwell writes of her coming to see him on 3 July; his letter of 30 June (3416A) suggests she comes ‘after lunch on Sunday,’ presumably 4 July. Earlier in the year, Avril’s Diary (3514) records that she arrived at Barnhill on 26 March 1948 and left on 2 April having ridden Bill Dunn’s horse hard and ‘played chamber music on the battery wireless set’—perhaps as she typed? It is inconceivable that she passed through Glasgow on the way to Jura earlier in the year without calling to see Orwell, and she probably visited him also on the return journey. No correspondence survives to show she then visited Hairmyres. However, it is suggested that she did call to see Orwell; that he gave her an amended typescript of ‘Such, Such Were the Joys’—the typescript Mrs. Wood had made—and that she retyped pages 18–63 at Jura, using Orwell’s machine, and either bringing the completed text back to him on her way through Glasgow or posting it to him. Orwell then made a few manuscript amendments. Most of Orwell’s emendations are in his usual firm, clear hand. Two, possibly three—‘draughty,’ ‘tines,’ and perhaps ‘Hastings’—are noticeably shakier. It would be unwise to make too much of this, but they are consonant with someone writing in bed. A number of the corrections—for example, ‘draughty’ for ‘dreadful’ and ‘servile’ for ‘senile’—are consonant with the typist’s misreading of Orwell’s handwriting.

Although it cannot be proved, it looks as if ‘Such, Such Were the Joys’ was not completed until May or June 1948.

So much for facts and conjectures. They do nothing to indicate when the work was written though they take its completion to a little later in Orwell’s life. The most likely time for the writing of a first draft must be 1939–40, when the motivation to write his ‘pendant’ to Enemies of Promise would be strongest, and especially the empty months of 1940. Professor Crick adduces a number of references which suggest such a period (587–88). As he suggests, Orwell’s reference in ‘As I Please,’ 77, 14 March 1947 (3190) to having ‘The other day … had occasion to write something about the teaching of history in private schools’ is compatible with revision and does not need to imply that the essay was being put down in writing for the first time.

Orwell described the typescript he sent Warburg as commercially typed and badly done (see 3232). This could not be Mrs. Wood’s typing on chronological grounds and because she was far too experienced a typist to produce work of that description. She had been a secretary to Duckworth, the publishers, before the war and then worked at the Oxford University Press in India. Orwell was too poor to pay for commercial typing in 1939–40, when, in any case, he had time to do his own typing. He did engage a typist to do some of his work in 1945–46, when the amount of work he was doing at least allowed him the luxury of paying someone to type for him (see 2689, endnote). It is possible, then, that the poor-quality typescript sent to Warburg was produced in 1945 or 1946, time enough, coupled with the move to Jura, for the typescript to become ‘bleary.’

There are few certainties here, but it seems possible that ‘Such, Such Were the Joys’ was drafted in 1939–40; revised and typed commercially in 1945–46, perhaps with an eye to publication, but put aside because of the risk of causing too much personal offence; dug out again in the spring of 1947 (hence the reference in ‘As I Please,’ 77), and taken up to Jura; sent to Warburg, 31 May 1947 (see 3232), and then, probably later in the summer, to Mrs. Wood for retyping; further revised, necessitating the retyping of pages 18–63 on the machine Orwell had at Barnhill, possibly by Lydia Jackson at the end of March 1948; and, finally, subjected to a few handwritten corrections, made by Orwell at Hairmyres Hospital, bringing the completion of the essay to May or June 1948. The text here (3409) is reproduced from this typescript. The essay was first published in Partisan Review, September–October 1952. Partisan Review omitted the last five sentences, from ‘But it is a fact that. … ’

This degree of revision, especially at a time when Orwell was much preoccupied with writing Nineteen Eighty-Four, given that he was well aware that ‘it is really too libellous to print’ (see 3232) indicates how important this essay was to him. He realised it could not be published until some of those most concerned were dead. It would seem that ‘Such, Such Were the joys’ had for Orwell comparable importance to Nineteen Eighty-Four—which is not to say (as have some critics) that the two works are related in content and attitude.

Earlier printings of ‘Such, Such Were the joys’ have shown changes of names to avoid giving offence to those then living. The text given here is that revised by Orwell but with the original names. It is hoped that, after all this time, no hurt will be sustained by anyone mentioned.

See Crick, 58–80; Shelden, 26–53, 58–62, U.S.: 25–49, 53–57; Stansky and Abrahams, I, 38–83; and three essays by Robert Pearce: ‘Truth and Falsehood: George Orwell’s Prep School Woes,’ Review of English Studies, n.s., XLIII (1992), 367–86; ‘The Prep School and Imperialism: The Example of Orwell’s St. Cyprian’s,’ Journal of Educational Administration and History (January 1991), 42–53; ‘Orwell and the Harrow History Prize,’ Notes & Queries, 235 (ns 37) (December 1990), 442–43. For reminiscences, see Cyril Connolly, Enemies of Promise, chapter 19, ‘White Samite’; Orwell Remembered, 32–36 (which includes an excerpt from Connolly); Remembering Orwell, 4–11 (which includes John Wilkes, the headmaster).






3409. ‘Such, Such Were the Joys’

1939?—June 1948?

Soon after I arrived at St. Cyprian’s (not immediately, but after a week or two, just when I seemed to be settling into the routine of school life) I began wetting my bed. I was now aged eight, so that this was a reversion to a habit which I must have grown out of at least four years earlier.

Nowadays, I believe, bed-wetting in such circumstances is taken for granted. It is a normal reaction in children who have been removed from their homes to a strange place. In those days, however, it was looked on as a disgusting crime which the child committed on purpose and for which the proper cure was a beating. For my part I did not need to be told it was a crime. Night after night I prayed, with a fervour never previously attained in my prayers, “Please God, do not let me wet my bed! Oh, please God, do not let me wet my bed!”, but it made remarkably little difference. Some nights the thing happened, others not. There was no volition about it, no consciousness. You did not properly speaking do the deed: you merely woke up in the morning and found that the sheets were wringing wet.

After the second or third offence I was warned that I should be beaten next time, but I received the warning in a curiously roundabout way. One afternoon, as we were filing out from tea, Mrs Wilkes, the headmaster’s wife, was sitting at the head of one of the tables, chatting with a lady of whom I know nothing, except that she was on an afternoon’s visit to the school. She was an intimidating, masculine-looking person wearing a riding habit, or something that I took to be a riding habit. I was just leaving the room when Mrs Wilkes called me back, as though to introduce me to the visitor.

Mrs Wilkes was nicknamed Flip, and I shall call her by that name, for I seldom think of her by any other. (Officially, however, she was addressed as Mum, probably a corruption of the “Ma’am” used by public schoolboys to their housemasters’ wives.) She was a stocky square-built woman with hard red cheeks, a flat top to her head, prominent brows and deepset, suspicious eyes. Although a great deal of the time she was full of false heartiness, jollying one along with mannish slang (“Buck up, old chap!” and so forth), and even using one’s Christian name, her eyes never lost their anxious, accusing look. It was very difficult to look her in the face without feeling guilty, even at moments when one was not guilty of anything in particular.

“Here is a little boy,” said Flip, indicating me to the strange lady, “who wets his bed every night. Do you know what I am going to do if you wet your bed again?” she added, turning to me. “I am going to get the Sixth Form to beat you.”

The strange lady put on an air of being inexpressibly shocked, and exclaimed “I-should-think-so!” And here there occurred one of those wild, almost lunatic misunderstandings which are part of the daily experience of childhood. The Sixth Form was a group of older boys who were selected as having “character” and were empowered to beat smaller boys. I had not yet learned of their existence, and I mis-heard the phrase “the Sixth Form” as “Mrs Form”. I took it as referring to the strange lady—I thought, that is, that her name was Mrs Form. It was an improbable name, but a child has no judgement in such matters. I imagined, therefore, that it was she who was to be deputed to beat me. It did not strike me as strange that this job should be turned over to a casual visitor in no way connected with the school. I merely assumed that “Mrs Form” was a stern disciplinarian who enjoyed beating people (somehow her appearance seemed to bear this out) and I had an immediate terrifying vision of her arriving for the occasion in full riding kit and armed with a hunting whip. To this day I can feel myself almost swooning with shame as I stood, a very small, round-faced boy in short corduroy knickers, before the two women. I could not speak. I felt that I should die if “Mrs Form” were to beat me. But my dominant feeling was not fear or even resentment: it was simply shame because one more person, and that a woman, had been told of my disgusting offence.

A little later, I forget how, I learned that it was not after all “Mrs Form” who would do the beating. I cannot remember whether it was that very night that I wetted my bed again, but at any rate I did wet it again quite soon, Oh, the despair, the feeling of cruel injustice, after all my prayers and resolutions, at once again waking between the clammy sheets! There was no chance of hiding what I had done. The grim statuesque matron, Margaret by name, arrived in the dormitory specially to inspect my bed. She pulled back the clothes, then drew herself up, and the dreaded words seemed to come rolling out of her like a peal of thunder:

“REPORT YOURSELF to the headmaster after breakfast!”

I put REPORT YOURSELF in capitals because that was how it appeared in my mind. I do not know how many times I heard that phrase during my early years at St. Cyprian’s. It was only very rarely that it did not mean a beating. The words always had a portentous sound in my ears, like muffled drums or the words of the death sentence.

When I arrived to report myself, Flip was doing something or other at the long shiny table in the ante-room to the study. Her uneasy eyes searched me as I went past. In the study Mr Wilkes, nicknamed Sambo, was waiting. Sambo was a round-shouldered, curiously oafish-looking man, not large but shambling in gait, with a chubby face which was like that of an overgrown baby, and which was capable of good-humour. He knew, of course, why I had been sent to him, and had already taken a bone-handled riding-crop out of the cupboard, but it was part of the punishment of reporting yourself that you had to proclaim your offence with your own lips. When I had said my say, he read me a short but pompous lecture, then seized me by the scruff of the neck, twisted me over and began beating me with the riding crop. He had a habit of continuing his lecture while he flogged you, and I remember the words “you dir-ty lit-tle boy” keeping time with the blows. The beating did not hurt (perhaps, as it was the first time, he was not hitting me very hard), and I walked out feeling very much better. The fact that the beating had not hurt was a sort of victory and partially wiped out the shame of the bed-wetting. Perhaps1 I was even incautious enough to wear a grin on my face. Some small boys were hanging about in the passage outside the door of the ante-room.

“D’you get the cane?”

‘’It didn’t hurt,” I said proudly.

Flip had heard everything. Instantly her voice came screaming after me:

“Come here! Come here this instant! What was that you said?’

“I said it didn’t hurt,” I faltered out.

“How dare you say a thing like that? Do you think that is a proper thing to say? Go in and REPORT YOURSELF AGAIN!”

This time Sambo laid on in real earnest. He continued for a length of time that frightened and astonished me—about five minutes, it seemed—ending up by breaking the riding crop. The bone handle went flying across the room.

“Look what you’ve made me do!” he said furiously, holding up the broken crop.

I had fallen into a chair, weakly snivelling. I remember that this was the only time throughout my boyhood when a beating actually reduced me to tears, and curiously enough I was not even now crying because of the pain. The second beating had not hurt very much either. Fright and shame seemed to have anaesthetised me. I was crying partly because I felt that this was expected of me, partly from genuine repentance, but partly also because of a deeper grief which is peculiar to childhood and not easy to convey: a sense of desolate loneliness and helplessness, of being locked up not only in a hostile world but in a world of good and evil where the rules were such that it was actually not possible for me to keep them.

I knew that the bed-wetting was (a) wicked and (b) outside my control. The second fact I was personally aware of, and the first I did not question. It was possible, therefore, to commit a sin without knowing that you committed it, without wanting to commit it, and without being able to avoid it. Sin was not necessarily something that you did: it might be something that happened to you. I do not want to claim that this idea flashed into my mind as a complete novelty at this very moment, under the blows of Sambo’s cane: I must have had glimpses of it even before I left home, for my early childhood had not been altogether happy. But at any rate this was the great, abiding lesson of my boyhood: that I was in a world where it was not possible for me to be good. And the double beating was a turning-point, for it brought home to me for the first time the harshness of the environment into which I had been flung. Life was more terrible, and I was more wicked, than I had imagined. At any rate, as I sat snivelling on the edge of a chair in Sambo’s study, with not even the self-possession to stand up while he stormed at me, I had a conviction of sin and folly and weakness, such as I do not remember to have felt before.

In general, one’s memories of any period must necessarily weaken as one moves away from it. One is constantly learning new facts, and old ones have to drop out to make way for them. At twenty I could have written the history of my schooldays with an accuracy which would be quite impossible now. But it can also happen that one’s memories grow sharper after a long lapse of time, because one is looking at the past with fresh eyes and can isolate and, as it were, notice facts which previously existed undifferentiated among a mass of others. Here are two things which in a sense I remembered, but which did not strike me as strange or interesting until quite recently. One is that the second beating seemed to me a just and reasonable punishment. To get one beating, and then to get another and far fiercer one on top of it, for being so unwise as to show that the first had not hurt—that was quite natural. The gods are jealous, and when you have good fortune you should conceal it. The other is that I accepted the broken riding crop as my own crime. I can still recall my feeling as I saw the handle lying on the carpet—the feeling of having done an ill-bred clumsy thing, and ruined an expensive object. I had broken it: so Sambo told me, and so I believed. This acceptance of guilt lay unnoticed in my memory for twenty or thirty years.

So much for the episode of the bed-wetting. But there is one more thing to be remarked. This is that I did not wet my bed again—at least, I did wet it once again, and received another beating, after which the trouble stopped. So perhaps this barbarous remedy does work, though at a heavy price, I have no doubt.

ii.

St. Cyprian’s was an expensive and snobbish school which was in process of becoming more snobbish, and, I imagine, more expensive. The public school with which it had special connections was Harrow, but during my time an increasing proportion of the boys went on to Eton. Most of them were the children of rich parents, but on the whole they were the un-aristocratic rich, the sort of people who live in huge shrubberied houses in Bournemouth or Richmond, and who have cars and butlers but not country estates. There were a few exotics among them—some South American boys, sons of Argentine beef barons, one or two Russians, and even a Siamese prince, or someone who was described as a prince.

Sambo2 had two great ambitions. One was to attract titled boys to the school, and the other was to train up pupils to win scholarships at public schools, above all at Eton. He did, towards the end of my time, succeed in getting hold of two boys with real English titles. One of them, I remember, was a wretched, drivelling little creature, almost an albino, peering upwards out of weak eyes, with a long nose at the end of which a dewdrop always seemed to be trembling.3 Sambo always gave these boys their titles when mentioning them to a third person, and for their first few days he actually addressed them to their faces as “Lord So-and-so.” Needless to say he found ways of drawing attention to them when any visitor was being shown round the school. Once, I remember, the little fair-haired boy had a choking fit at dinner, and a stream of snot ran out of his nose onto his plate in a way horrible to see. Any lesser person would have been called a dirty little beast and ordered out of the room instantly: but Sambo and Flip laughed it off in a “boys will be boys” spirit.

All the very rich boys were more or less undisguisedly favoured. The school still had a faint suggestion of the Victorian “private academy” with its “parlour boarders”, and when I later read about that kind of school in Thackeray I immediately saw the resemblance. The rich boys had milk and biscuits in the middle of the morning, they were given riding lessons once or twice a week,4 Flip mothered them and called them by their Christian names, and above all they were never caned. Apart from the South Americans, whose parents were safely distant, I doubt whether Sambo ever caned any boy whose father’s income was much above £2,000 a year. But he was sometimes willing to sacrifice financial profit to scholastic prestige. Occasionally, by special arrangement, he would take at greatly reduced fees some boy who seemed likely to win scholarships and thus bring credit on the school. It was on these terms that I was at St. Cyprian’s myself: otherwise my parents could not have afforded to send me to so expensive a school.

I did not at first understand that I was being taken at reduced fees; it was only when I was about eleven that Flip and Sambo began throwing the fact in my teeth. For my first two or three years I went through the ordinary educational mill: then, soon after I had started Greek (one started Latin at eight, Greek at ten), I moved into the scholarship class, which was taught, so far as classics went, largely by Sambo himself. Over a period of two or three years the scholarship boys were crammed with learning as cynically as a goose is crammed for Christmas. And with what learning! This business of making a gifted boy’s career depend on a competitive examination, taken when he is only twelve or thirteen, is an evil thing at best, but there do appear to be preparatory schools which send scholars to Eton, Winchester, etc. without teaching them to see everything in terms of marks. At St. Cyprian’s the whole process was frankly a preparation for a sort of confidence trick. Your job was to learn exactly those things that would give an examiner the impression that you knew more than you did know, and as far as possible to avoid burdening your brain with anything else. Subjects which lacked examination-value, such as geography, were almost completely neglected, mathematics was also neglected if you were a “classical”, science was not taught in any form—indeed it was so despised that even an interest in natural history was discouraged—and even the books you were encouraged to read in your spare time were chosen with one eye on the “English paper.” Latin and Greek, the main scholarship subjects, were what counted, but even these were deliberately taught in a flashy, unsound way. We never, for example, read right through even a single book of a Greek or Latin author: we merely read short passages which were picked out because they were the kind of thing likely to be set as an “unseen translation.” During the last year or so before we went up for our scholarships, most of our time was spent in simply working our way through the scholarship papers of previous years. Sambo had sheaves of these in his possession from every one of the major public schools. But the greatest outrage of all was the teaching of history.

There was in those days a piece of nonsense called the Harrow History Prize, an annual competition for which many preparatory schools entered. It was a tradition for St. Cyprian’s to win it every year, as well we might, for we had mugged up every paper that had been set since the competition started, and the supply of possible questions was not inexhaustible. They were the kind of stupid question that is answered by rapping out a name or a quotation. Who plundered the Begums?5 Who was beheaded in an open boat? Who caught the Whigs bathing and ran away with their clothes? Almost all our historical teaching was on this level. History was a series of unrelated, unintelligible but—in some6 way that was never explained to us—important facts with resounding phrases tied to them. Disraeli brought peace with honour. Hastings7 was astonished at his moderation. Pitt called in the New World to redress the balance of the Old. And the dates, and the8 mnemonic devices! (Did you know, for example, that the initial letters of “A black Negress was my aunt: there’s her house behind the barn” are also the initial letters of the battles in the Wars of the Roses?) Flip, who “took” the higher forms in history, revelled in this kind of thing. I recall positive orgies of dates, with the keener boys leaping up and down in their places in their eagerness to shout out the right answers, and at the same time not feeling the faintest interest in the meaning of the mysterious events they were naming.

“1587?”

“Massacre of St. Bartholomew!”

“1707?”

“Death of Aurangzeeb!”

“1713?”

“Treaty of Utrecht!”

“1773?”

“Boston Tea Party!”9

“1520?”

“Oo, Mum, please, Mum—”

“Please, Mum, please, Mum! Let me tell him, Mum!”

“Well! 1520?”

“Field of the Cloth of Gold!”

And so on.

But history and such secondary subjects were not bad fun. It was in “classics” that the real strain came. Looking back, I realise that I then worked harder than I have ever done since, and yet at the time it never seemed possible to make quite the effort that was demanded of one. We would sit round the long shiny table, made of some very pale-coloured, hard wood, with Sambo goading, threatening, exhorting, sometimes joking, very occasionally praising, but always prodding, prodding away at one’s mind to keep it up to the right pitch of concentration, as one might keep a sleepy person awake by sticking pins into him.

“Go on, you little slacker! Go on, you idle, worthless little boy! The whole trouble with you is that you’re bone and horn idle. You eat too much, that’s why. You wolf down enormous meals, and then when you come here you’re half asleep. Go on, now, put your back into it. You’re not thinking. Your brain doesn’t sweat.”

He would tap away at one’s skull with his silver pencil, which, in my memory, seems to have been about the size of a banana, and which certainly was heavy enough to raise a bump: or he would pull the short hairs round one’s ears, or, occasionally, reach out under the table and kick one’s shin. On some days nothing seemed to go right, and then it would be: “All right, then, I know what you want. You’ve been asking for it the whole morning. Come along, you useless little slacker. Come into the study.” And then whack, whack, whack, whack, and back one would come, red-wealed and smarting—in later years Sambo had abandoned his riding crop in favour of a thin rattan cane which hurt very much more—to settle down to work again. This did not happen very often, but I do remember, more than once, being led out of the room in the middle of a Latin sentence, receiving a beating and then going straight ahead with the same sentence, just like that. It is a mistake to think such methods do not work. They work very well for their special purpose. Indeed, I doubt whether classical education ever has been or can be successfully carried on without corporal punishment.10 The boys themselves believed in its efficacy. There was a boy named Hardcastle, with no brains to speak of, but evidently in acute need of a scholarship. Sambo was flogging him towards the goal as one might do with a foundered horse. He went up for a scholarship at Uppingham, came back with a consciousness of having done badly, and a day or two later received a severe beating for idleness. “I wish I’d had that caning before I went up for the exam,” he said sadly—a remark which I felt to be contemptible, but which I perfectly well understood.

The boys of the scholarship class were not all treated alike. If a boy were the son of rich parents to whom the saving of fees was not all-important, Sambo would goad him along in a comparatively fatherly way, with jokes and digs in the ribs and perhaps an occasional tap with the pencil, but no hair-pulling and no caning. It was the poor but “clever” boys who suffered. Our brains were a gold-mine in which he had sunk money, and the dividends must be squeezed out of us. Long before I had grasped the nature of my financial relationship with Sambo, I had been made to understand that I was not on the same footing as most of the other boys. In effect there were three castes in the school. There was the minority with an aristocratic or millionaire background, there were the children of the ordinary suburban rich, who made up the bulk of the school, and there were a few underlings like myself, the sons of clergymen, Indian civil servants, struggling widows and the like. These poorer ones were discouraged from going in for “extras” such as shooting and carpentery,° and were humiliated over clothes and petty possessions. I never, for instance, succeeded in getting a cricket bat of my own, because “Your parents wouldn’t be able to afford it.” This phrase pursued me throughout my schooldays. At St. Cyprian’s we were not allowed to keep the money we brought back with us, but had to “give it in” on the first day of term, and then from time to time were allowed to spend it under supervision. I and similarly-placed boys were always choked off from buying expensive toys like model aeroplanes, even if the necessary money stood to our credit. Flip, in particular, seemed to aim consciously at inculcating a humble outlook in the poorer boys. “Do you think that’s the sort of thing a boy like you should buy?” I remember her saying to somebody—and she said this in front of the whole school; “You know you’re not going to grow up with money, don’t you? Your people aren’t rich. You must learn to be sensible. Don’t get above yourself!” There was also the weekly pocket-money, which we took out in sweets, dispersed by Flip from a large table. The millionaires had sixpence a week, but the normal sum was threepence. I and one or two others were only allowed twopence. My parents had not given instructions to this effect, and the saving of a penny a week could not conceivably have made any difference to them: it was a mark of status. Worse yet was the detail of the birthday cakes. It was usual for each boy, on his birthday, to have a large iced cake with candles, which was shared out at tea between the whole school. It was provided as a matter of routine and went on his parents’ bill. I never had such a cake, though my parents would have paid for it readily enough. Year after year, never daring to ask, I would miserably hope that this year a cake would appear. Once or twice I even rashly pretended to my companions that this time I was going to have a cake. Then came teatime, and no cake, which did not make me more popular.

Very early it was impressed upon me that I had no chance of a decent future unless I won a scholarship at a public school. Either I won my scholarship, or I must leave school at fourteen and become, in Sambo’s favourite phrase “a little office boy at forty pounds a year.” In my circumstances it was natural that I should believe this. Indeed, it was universally taken for granted at St. Cyprian’s that unless you went to a “good” public school (and only about fifteen schools came under this heading) you were ruined for life. It is not easy to convey to a grown-up person the sense of strain, of nerving oneself for some terrible, all-deciding combat, as the date of the examination crept nearer—eleven years old, twelve years old, then thirteen, the fatal year itself! Over a period of about two years, I do not think there was ever a day when “the exam”, as I called it, was quite out of my waking thoughts. In my prayers it figured invariably: and whenever I got the bigger portion of a wishbone, or picked up a horse-shoe, or bowed seven times to the new moon, or succeeded in passing through a wishing-gate without touching the sides, then the wish I earned by doing so went on “the exam” as a matter of course. And yet curiously enough I was also tormented by an almost irresistible impulse not to work. There were days when my heart sickened at the labours ahead of me, and I stood stupid as an animal before the most elementary difficulties. In the holidays, also, I could not work. Some of the scholarship boys received extra tuition from a certain Mr Knowles,11 a likeable,12 very hairy man who wore shaggy suits and lived in a typical bachelor’s “den”—booklined walls, overwhelming stench of tobacco—somewhere in the town. During the holidays Mr Knowles used to send us extracts from Latin authors to translate, and we were supposed to send back a wad of work once a week. Somehow I could not do it. The empty paper and the black Latin dictionary lying on the table, the consciousness of a plain duty shirked, poisoned my leisure, but somehow I could not start, and by the end of the holidays I would only have sent Mr Knowles fifty or a hundred lines. Undoubtedly part of the reason was that Sambo and his cane were far away. But in term-time, also, I would go through periods of idleness and stupidity when I would sink deeper and deeper into disgrace and even achieve a sort of feeble, snivelling defiance, fully conscious of my guilt and yet unable or unwilling—I could not be sure which—to do any better. Then Sambo or Flip would send for me, and this time it would not even be a caning.

Flip would search me with her baleful eyes. (What colour were those eyes, I wonder? I remember them as green, but actually no human being has green eyes. Perhaps they were hazel.) She would start off in her peculiar, wheedling, bullying style, which never failed to get right through one’s guard and score a hit on one’s better nature.

“I don’t think it’s awfully decent of you to behave like this, is it? Do you think it’s quite playing the game by your mother and father to go on idling your time away, week after week, month after month? Do you want13 to throw all your chances away? You know your people aren’t rich, don’t you? You know they can’t afford the same things as other boys’ parents. How are they to send you to a public school if you don’t win a scholarship? I know how proud your mother is of you. Do you want to let her down?”

“I don’t think he wants to go to a public school any longer,” Sambo would say, addressing himself to Flip14 with a pretence that I was not there. “I think he’s given up that idea. He wants to be a little office boy at forty pounds a year. ”

The horrible sensation of tears—a swelling in the breast, a tickling behind the nose—would already have assailed me. Flip would bring out her ace of trumps:

“And do you think it’s quite fair to us, the way you’re behaving? After all we’ve done for you? You do know what we’ve done for you, don’t you?” Her eyes would pierce deep into me, and though she never said it straight out, I did know. “We’ve had you here all these years—we even had you here for a week in the holidays so that Mr Knowles could coach you. We don’t want to have to send you away, you know, but we can’t keep a boy here just to eat up our food, term after term. I don’t think it’s very straight, the way you’re behaving. Do you?’

I never had any answer except a miserable “No, Mum,” or “Yes, Mum,” as the case might be. Evidently it was not straight, the way I was behaving. And at some point or other the unwanted tear would always force its way out of the corner of my eye, roll down my nose, and splash.

Flip never said in plain words that I was a non-paying pupil, no doubt because vague phrases like “all we’ve done for you” had a deeper emotional appeal. Sambo, who did not aspire to be loved by his pupils, put it more brutally, though, as was usual with him, in pompous language. “You are living on my bounty” was his favourite phrase in this context. At least once I listened to these words between blows of the cane. I must say that these scenes were not frequent, and except on one occasion they did not take place in the presence of other boys. In public I was reminded that I was poor and that my parents “wouldn’t be able to afford” this or that, but I was not actually reminded of my dependent position. It was a final unanswerable argument, to be brought forth like an instrument of torture when my work became exceptionally bad.

To grasp the effect of this kind of thing on a child of ten or twelve, one has to remember that the child has little sense of proportion or probability. A child may be a mass of egoism and rebelliousness, but it has no accumulated experience to give it confidence in its own judgements. On the whole it will accept what it is told, and it will believe in the most fantastic way in the knowledge and powers of the adults surrounding it. Here is an example.

I have said that at St. Cyprian’s we were not allowed to keep our own money. However, it was possible to hold back a shilling or two, and sometimes I used furtively to buy sweets which I kept hidden in the loose ivy on the playing-field wall. One day when I had been sent on an errand I went into a sweetshop a mile or more from the school and bought some chocolates. As I came out of the shop I saw on the opposite pavement a small sharp-faced man who seemed to be staring very hard at my school cap. Instantly a horrible fear went through me. There could be no doubt as to who the man was. He was a spy placed there by Sambo! I turned away unconcernedly, and then, as though my legs were doing it of their own accord, broke into a clumsy run. But when I got round the next corner I forced myself to walk again, for to run was a sign of guilt, and obviously there would be other spies posted here and there about the town. All that day and the next I waited for the summons to the study, and was surprised when it did not come. It did not seem to me strange that the headmaster of a private school should dispose of an army of informers, and I did not even imagine that he would have to pay them. I assumed that any adult, inside the school or outside, would collaborate voluntarily in preventing us from breaking the rules. Sambo was all-powerful, and15 it was natural that his agents should be everywhere. When this episode happened I do not think I can have been less than twelve years old.

I hated Sambo and Flip, with a sort of shamefaced, remorseful hatred, but it did not occur to me to doubt their judgement. When they told me that I must either win a public-school scholarship or become an office-boy at fourteen, I believed that those were the unavoidable alternatives before me. And above all, I believed Sambo and Flip when they told me they were my benefactors. I see now, of course, that from Sambo’s point of view I was a good speculation. He sank money in me, and he looked to get it back in the form of prestige. If I had “gone off,” as promising boys sometimes do, I imagine that he would have got rid of me swiftly. As it was I won him two scholarships when the time came, and no doubt he made full use of them in his prospectuses. But it is difficult for a child to realise that a school is primarily a commercial venture. A child believes that the school exists to educate and that the schoolmaster disciplines him either for his own good, or from a love of bullying. Flip and Sambo had chosen to befriend me, and their friendship included canings, reproaches and humiliations, which were good for me and saved me from an office stool. That was their version, and I believed in it. It was therefore clear that I owed them a vast debt of gratitude. But I was not grateful, as I very well knew. On the contrary, I hated both of them. I could not control my subjective feelings, and I could not conceal them from myself. But it is wicked, is it not, to hate your benefactors? So I was taught, and so I believed. A child accepts the codes of behaviour that are presented to it, even when it breaks them. From the age of eight, or even earlier, the consciousness of sin was never far away from me. If I contrived to seem callous and defiant, it was only a thin cover over a mass of shame and dismay. All through my boyhood I had a profound conviction that I was no good, that I was wasting my time, wrecking my talents, behaving with monstrous folly and wickedness and ingratitude—and all this, it seemed, was inescapable, because I lived among laws which were absolute, like the law of gravity, but which it was not possible for me to keep.

iii

No one can look back on his schooldays and say with truth that they were altogether unhappy.

I have good memories of St. Cyprian’s, among a horde of bad ones. Sometimes on summer afternoons there were wonderful expeditions across the Downs to a village16 called Birling Gap, or to Beachy Head, where one bathed dangerously among the chalk boulders and came home covered with cuts. And there were still more wonderful midsummer evenings when, as a special treat, we were not driven off to bed as usual but allowed to wander about the grounds in the long twilight, ending up with a plunge into the swimming bath at about nine o’clock. There was the joy of waking early on summer mornings and getting in an hour’s undisturbed reading (Ian Hay, Thackeray, Kipling and H. G. Wells were the favourite authors of my boyhood) in the sunlit, sleeping dormitory. There was also cricket, which I was no good at but with which I conducted a sort of hopeless love affair up to the age of about eighteen. And there was the pleasure of keeping caterpillars—the silky green and purple puss-moth, the ghostly green poplar-hawk, the privet hawk, large as one’s third finger, specimens of which could be illicitly purchased for sixpence at a shop in the town—and, when one could escape long enough from the master who was “taking the walk,” there was the excitement of dredging the dew-ponds on the Downs for enormous newts with orange-coloured bellies. This business of being out for a walk, coming across something of fascinating interest and then being dragged away from it by a yell from the master, like a dog jerked onwards by the leash, is an important feature of school life, and helps to build up the conviction, so strong in many children, that the things you most want to do are always unattainable.

Very occasionally, perhaps once during each summer, it was possible to escape altogether from the barrack-like atmosphere of school, when Siller,17 the second master, was permitted to take one or two boys for an afternoon of butterfly hunting on a common a few miles away. Siller was a man with white hair and a red face like a strawberry, who was good at natural history, making models and plaster casts, operating magic lanterns, and things of that kind. He and Mr Knowles were the only adults in any way connected with the school whom I did not either dislike or fear. Once he took me into his room and showed me in confidence a plated, pearl-handled revolver—his “six-shooter”, he called it—which he kept in a box under his bed. And oh, the joy of those occasional expeditions! The ride of two or three miles on a lonely little branch line, the afternoon of charging to and fro with large green nets, the beauty of the enormous dragon flies which hovered over the tops of the grasses, the sinister killing-bottle with its sickly smell, and then tea in the parlour of a pub with large slices of pale-coloured cake! The essence of it was in the railway journey, which seemed to put magic distances between yourself and school.

Flip, characteristically, disapproved of these expeditions, though not actually forbidding them. “And have you been catching little butterflies?” she would say with a vicious sneer when one got back, making her voice as babyish as possible. From her point of view, natural history (“bug-hunting” she would probably have called it) was a babyish pursuit which a boy should be laughed out of as early as possible. Moreover it was somehow faintly plebeian, it was traditionally associated with boys who wore spectacles and were no good at games, it did not help you to pass exams, and above all it smelt of science and therefore seemed to menace classical education. It needed a considerable moral effort to accept Siller’s invitation. How I dreaded that sneer of little butterflies! Siller, however, who had been at the school since its early days, had built up a certain independence for himself: he seemed able to handle Sambo, and ignored Flip a good deal. If it ever happened that both of them were away, Siller acted as deputy headmaster, and on those occasions, instead of reading the appointed lesson for the day at morning chapel, he would read us stories from the Apocrypha.

Most of the good memories of my childhood, and up to the age of about twenty, are in some way connected with animals. So far as St. Cyprian’s goes, it also seems, when I look back, that all my good memories are of summer. In winter your nose ran continually, your fingers were too numb to button your shirt (this was an especial misery on Sundays, when we wore Eton collars), and there was the daily nightmare of football—the cold, the mud, the hideous greasy ball that came whizzing at one’s face, the gouging knees and trampling boots of the bigger boys. Part of the trouble was that in winter, after the age of about ten, I was seldom in good health, at any rate during term time. I had defective bronchial tubes and a lesion in one lung which was not discovered till many years later. Hence I not only had a chronic cough, but running was a torment to me. In those days however, “wheeziness,” or “chestiness,” as it was called, was either diagnosed as imagination or was looked on as essentially a moral disorder, caused by over-eating. “You wheeze like a concertina,” Sambo would say disapprovingly as he stood behind my chair; “You’re perpetually stuffing yourself with food, that’s why.” My cough was referred to as a “stomach cough”, which made it sound both disgusting and reprehensible. The cure for it was hard running, which, if you kept it up long enough, ultimately “cleared your chest.”

It is curious, the degree—I will not say of actual hardship, but of squalor and neglect, that was taken for granted in upper-class schools of that period. Almost as in the days of Thackeray, it seemed natural that a little boy of eight or ten should be a miserable, snotty-nosed creature, his face almost permanently dirty, his hands chapped, his nails bitten, his handkerchief a sodden horror, his bottom frequently blue with bruises. It was partly the prospect of actual physical discomfort that made the thought of going back to school lie in one’s breast like a lump of lead during the last few days of the holidays.

A characteristic memory of St. Cyprian’s is the astonishing hardness of one’s bed on the first night of term. Since this was an expensive school, I took a social step upwards by attending it, and yet the standard of comfort was in every way far lower than in my own home, or, indeed, than it would have been in a prosperous working-class home. One only had a hot bath once a week, for instance. The food was not only bad, it was also insufficient. Never before or since have I seen butter or jam scraped on bread so thinly. I do not think I can be imagining the fact that we were underfed, when I remember the lengths we would go in order to steal food. On a number of occasions I remember creeping down at two or three o’clock in the morning through what seemed like miles of pitch-dark stairways and passages—barefooted, stopping to listen after each step, paralysed with about equal fear of Sambo, ghosts and burglars—to steal stale bread from the pantry. The assistant masters had their meals with us, but they had somewhat better food, and if one got half a chance it was usual to steal left-over scraps of bacon rind or fried potato when their plates were removed.

As usual, I did not see the sound commercial reason for this under-feeding. On the whole I accepted Sambo’s view that a boy’s appetite is a sort of morbid growth which should be kept in check as much as possible. A maxim often repeated to us at St. Cyprian’s was that it is healthy to get up from a meal feeling as hungry as when you sat down. Only a generation earlier than this it had been common for school dinners to start off with a slab of unsweetened suet pudding, which, it was frankly said, “broke the boys’ appetites.” But the underfeeding was probably less flagrant at preparatory schools, where a boy was wholly dependent on the official diet, than at public schools, where he was allowed—indeed, expected—to buy extra food for himself. At some schools,18 he would literally not have had enough to eat unless he had bought regular supplies of eggs, sausages, sardines, etc.; and his parents had to allow him money for this purpose. At Eton, for instance, at any rate in College, a boy was given no solid meal after mid-day dinner. For his afternon tea he was given only tea and bread and butter, and at eight o’clock he was given a miserable supper of soup or fried fish, or more often bread and cheese, with water to drink. Sambo went down to see his eldest son at Eton and came back in snobbish ecstasies over the luxury in which the boys lived. “They give them fried fish for supper!” he exclaimed, beaming all over his chubby face. “There’s no school like it in the world.” Fried fish! The habitual supper of the poorest of the working class! At very cheap boarding-schools it was no doubt worse. A very early memory of mine is of seeing the boarders at a grammar school—the sons, probably, of farmers and shopkeepers—being fed on boiled lights.

Whoever writes about his childhood must beware of exaggeration and self-pity. I do not want to claim that I was a martyr or that St. Cyprian’s was a sort of Dotheboys Hall. But I should be falsifying my own memories if I did not record that they are largely memories of disgust. The overcrowded, underfed, underwashed life that we led was disgusting, as I recall it. If I shut my eyes and say “school,” it is of course the physical surroundings that first come back to me: the flat playing-field with its cricket pavilion and the little shed by the rifle range, the draughty19 dormitories, the dusty splintery passages, the square of asphalt in front of the gymnasium, the raw-looking pinewood chapel at the back. And at almost every point some filthy detail obtrudes itself. For example, there were the pewter bowls out of which we had our porridge. They had overhanging rims, and under the rims there were accumulations of sour porridge, which could be flaked off in long strips. The porridge itself, too, contained more lumps, hair and unexplained black things than one would have thought possible, unless someone were putting them there on purpose. It was never safe to start on that porridge without investigating it first. And there was the slimy water of the plunge bath—it was twelve or fifteen feet long, the whole school was supposed to go into it every morning, and I doubt whether the water was changed at all frequently—and the always-damp towels with their cheesy smell; and, on occasional visits in the winter, the murky sea-water of the Devonshire Baths, which came straight in from the beach and on which I once saw floating a human turd. And the sweaty smell of the changing-room with its greasy basins, and, giving on this, the row of filthy, dilapidated lavatories, which had no fastenings of any kind on the doors, so that whenever you were sitting there someone was sure to come crashing in. It is not easy for me to think of my schooldays without seeming to breathe in a whiff of something cold and evil-smelling—a sort of compound of sweaty stockings, dirty towels, faecal smells blowing along corridors, forks with old food between the prongs,20 neck-of-mutton stew, and the banging doors of the21 lavatories and the echoing chamberpots in22 the dormitories.

It is true that I am by nature not gregarious, and the W.C. and dirty- handkerchief side of life is necessarily more obtrusive when great numbers of human beings are crushed together in [a] small space. It is just as bad in an army, and worse, no doubt, in a prison. Besides, boyhood is the23 age of disgust. After one has learned to differentiate, and before one has become hardened—between seven and eighteen, say—one seems always to be walking the tightrope over a cesspool. Yet I do not think I exaggerate the squalor of school life, when I remember how health and cleanliness were neglected, in spite of the hoo-ha about fresh air and cold water and keeping in hard training. It was common to remain constipated for days together. Indeed, one was hardly encouraged to keep one’s bowels open, since the only aperients tolerated were Castor Oil or another almost equally horrible drink called Liquorice Powder. One was supposed to go into the plunge bath every morning, but some boys shirked it for days on end, simply making themselves scarce when the bell sounded, or else slipping along the edge of the bath among the crowd, and then wetting their hair with a little dirty water off the floor. A little boy of eight or nine will not necessarily keep himself clean unless there is someone to see that he does it. There was a new boy named Bachelor, a pretty, mother’s darling of a boy, who came a little while before I left. The first thing I noticed about him was the beautiful pearly whiteness of his teeth. By the end of that term his teeth were an extraordinary shade of green. During all that time, apparently, no one had taken sufficient interest in him to see that he brushed them.

But of course the differences between home and school were more than physical. That bump on the hard mattress, on the first night of term, used to give me a feeling of abrupt awakening, a feeling of: “This is reality, this is what you are up against. ” Your home might be far from perfect, but at least it was a place ruled by love rather than by fear, where you did not have to be perpetually on your guard against the people surrounding you. At eight years old you were suddenly taken out of this warm nest and flung into a world of force and fraud and secrecy, like a goldfish into a tank full of pike. Against no matter what degree of bullying you had no redress. You could only have defended yourself by sneaking, which, except in a few rigidly defined circumstances, was the unforgivable sin. To write home and ask your parents to take you away would have been even less thinkable, since to do so would have been to admit yourself unhappy and unpopular, which a boy will never do. Boys are Erewhonians: they think that misfortune is disgraceful and must be concealed at all costs. It might perhaps have been considered permissible to complain to your parents about bad food, or an unjustified caning, or some other ill-treatment inflicted by masters and not by boys. The fact that Sambo never beat the richer boys suggests that such complaints were made occasionally. But in my own peculiar circumstances I could never have asked my parents to intervene on my behalf. Even before I understood about the reduced fees, I grasped that they were in some way under an obligation to Sambo, and therefore could not protect me against him. I have mentioned already that throughout my time at St. Cyprian’s I never had a cricket bat of my own. I had been told this was because “your parents couldn’t afford it.” One day in the holidays, by some casual remark, it came out that they had provided ten shillings to buy me one: yet no cricket bat appeared. I did not protest to my parents, let alone raise the subject with Sambo. How could I? I was dependent on him, and the ten shillings was merely a fragment of what I owed him. I realise now of course, that it is immensely unlikely that Sambo had simply stuck to the money. No doubt the matter had slipped his memory. But the point is that I assumed that he had stuck to it, and that he had a right to do so if he chose.

How difficult it is for a child to have any real independence of attitude could be seen in our behaviour towards Flip. I think it would be true to say that every boy in the school hated and feared her. Yet we all fawned on her in the most abject way, and the top layer of our feelings towards her was a sort of guilt-stricken loyalty. Flip, although the discipline of the school depended more on her than on Sambo, hardly pretended to dispense strict justice. She was frankly capricious. An act which might get you a caning one day, might next day be laughed off as a boyish prank, or even commended because it “showed you had guts.” There were days when everyone cowered before those deepset, accusing eyes, and there were days when she was like a flirtatious queen surrounded by courtier-lovers, laughing and joking, scattering largesse, or the promise of largesse (“And if you win the Harrow History Prize I’ll give you a new case for your camera!”), and occasionally even packing three or four favoured boys into her Ford car and carrying them off to a teashop in town, where they were allowed to buy coffee and cakes. Flip was inextricably mixed up in my mind with Queen Elizabeth, whose relations with Leicester and Essex and Raleigh were intelligible to me from a very early age. A word we all constantly used in speaking of Flip was “favour.” “I’m in good favour,” we would say, or “I’m in bad favour.” Except for the handful of wealthy or titled boys, no one was permanently in good favour, but on the other hand even the outcasts had patches of it from time to time. Thus, although my memories of Flip are mostly hostile, I also remember considerable periods when I basked under her smiles, when she called me “old chap” and used my Christian name, and allowed me to frequent her private library, where I first made acquaintance with “Vanity Fair. ” The high-water mark of good favour was to be invited to serve at table on Sunday nights when Flip and Sambo had guests to dinner. In clearing away, of course, one had a chance to finish off the scraps, but one also got a servile24 pleasure from standing behind the seated guests and darting deferentially forward when something was wanted. Whenever one had the chance to suck up, one did suck up, and at the first smile one’s hatred turned into a sort of cringing love. I was always tremendously proud when I succeeded in making Flip laugh. I have even, at her command, written vers d’occasion, comic verses to celebrate memorable events in the life of the school.

I am anxious to make it clear that I was not a rebel, except by force of circumstances. I accepted the codes that I found in being. Once, towards the end of my time, I even sneaked to Siller about a suspected case of homosexuality. I did not know very well what homosexuality was, but I knew that it happened and was bad, and that this was one of the contexts in which it was proper to sneak. Siller told me I was “a good fellow,” which made me feel horribly ashamed. Before Flip one seemed as helpless as a snake before the snake-charmer. She had a hardly-varying vocabulary of praise and abuse, a whole series of set phrases, each of which promptly called forth the appropriate response. There was “Buck up, old chap!”, which inspired one to paroxysms of energy; there was “Don’t be such a fool!” (or, “It’s pathetic, isn’t it?”), which made one feel a born idiot; and there was “It isn’t very straight of you, is it?”, which always brought one to the brink of tears. And yet all the while, at the middle of one’s heart, there seemed to stand an incorruptible inner self who knew that whatever one did—whether one laughed or snivelled or went into frenzies of gratitude for small favours—one’s only true feeling was hatred.

iv.

I had learned early in my career that one can do wrong against one’s will, and before long I also learned that one can do wrong without ever discovering what one has done or why it was wrong. There were sins that were too subtle to be explained, and there were others that were too terrible to be clearly mentioned. For example, there was sex, which was always smouldering just under the surface and which suddenly blew up into a tremendous row when I was about twelve.

At some25 preparatory schools homosexuality is not a problem, but I think that St. Cyprian’s may have acquired a “bad tone” thanks to the presence of the South American boys, who would perhaps mature a year or two earlier than an English boy.26 At that age I was not interested, so I do not actually know what went on, but I imagine it was group masturbation. At any rate, one day the storm suddenly burst over our heads. There were summonses, interrogations, confessions, floggings, repentances, solemn lectures of which one understood nothing except that some irredeemable sin known as “swinishness” or “beastliness” had been committed. One of the ringleaders, a boy named Cross,27 was flogged, according to eyewitnesses, for a quarter of an hour continuously before being expelled. His yells rang through the house. But we were all implicated, more or less, or felt ourselves to be implicated. Guilt seemed to hang in the air like a pall of smoke. A solemn, blackhaired imbecile of an assistant master, who was later to be a Member of Parliament, took the older boys to a secluded room and delivered a talk on the Temple of the Body.28

“Don’t you realise what a wonderful thing your body is?” he said gravely. “You talk of your29 motor-car engines, your Rolls-Royces and Daimlers and so on. Don’t you understand that no engine ever made is fit to be compared with your body? And then you go and wreck it, ruin it—for life!”

He turned his cavernous black eyes on me and added sadly:

“And you, whom I’d always [believed]30 to be quite a decent person after your fashion—you, I hear, are one of the very worst.”

A feeling of doom descended upon me. So I was guilty too. I too had done the dreadful thing, whatever it was, that wrecked you for life, body and soul, and ended in suicide or the lunatic asylum. Till then I had hoped that I was innocent, and the conviction of sin which now took possession of me was perhaps all the stronger because I did not know what I had done. I was not among those who were interrogated and flogged, and it was not until after the row was well over that I even learned about the trivial accident which had connected my name with it. Even then I understood nothing. It was not till about two years later that I fully grasped what that lecture on the Temple of the Body had referred to.

At this time I was in an almost sexless state, which is normal, or at any rate common, in boys of that age; I was therefore in the position of simultaneously knowing and not knowing what used to be called the Facts of Life. At five or six, like many children, I had passed through a phase of sexuality. My friends were the plumber’s children up the road, and we used sometimes to play games of a vaguely erotic kind. One was called “playing at doctors,” and I remember getting a faint but definitely pleasant thrill from holding a toy trumpet, which was supposed to be a stethoscope, against a little girl’s belly. About the same time I fell deeply in love, a far more worshipping kind of love than I have ever felt for anyone since, with a girl named Elsie at the convent school which I attended. She seemed to me grown up, so I suppose she must have been fifteen. After that, as so often happens, all sexual feeling seemed to go out of me for many years. At twelve I knew more than I had known as a young child, but I understood less, because I no longer knew the essential fact that there is something pleasant in sexual activity. Between roughly seven and fourteen, the whole subject seemed to me uninteresting and, when for some reason I was forced to think of it, disgusting. My knowledge of the so-called Facts of Life was derived from animals, and was therefore distorted, and in any case was only intermittent. I knew that animals copulated and that human beings had bodies resembling those of animals: but that human beings also copulated I only knew, as it were, reluctantly, when something, a phrase in the Bible, perhaps, compelled me to remember it. Not having desire, I had no curiosity, and was willing to leave many questions unanswered. Thus, I knew in principle how the baby gets into the woman, but I did not know how it gets out again, because I had never followed the subject up. I knew all the dirty words, and in my bad moments I would repeat them to myself, but I did not know what the worst of them meant, nor want to know. They were abstractly wicked, a sort of verbal charm. While I remained in this state, it was easy for me to remain ignorant of any sexual misdeeds that went on about me, and to be hardly wiser even when the row broke. At most, through the veiled and terrible warnings of Flip, Sambo and all the rest of them, I grasped that the crime of which we were all guilty was somehow connected with the sexual organs. I had noticed, without feeling much interest, that one’s penis sometimes stands up of its own accord (this starts happening to a boy long before he has any conscious sexual desires), and I was inclined to believe, or half-believe, that that must be the crime. At any rate, it was something to do with the penis—so much I understood. Many other boys, I have no doubt, were equally in the dark.

After the talk on the Temple of the Body (days later, it seems in retrospect: the row seemed to continue for days), a dozen of us were seated at the long shiny table which Sambo used for the scholarship class, under Flip’s lowering eye. A long, desolate wail rang out from a room somewhere above. A very small boy named Duncan, aged no more than about ten, who was implicated in some way, was being flogged, or was recovering from a flogging. At the sound, Flip’s eyes searched our faces, and settled upon me.

“You see,” she said.

I will not swear that she said, “You see what you have done,” but that was the sense of it. We were all bowed down with shame. It was our fault. Somehow or other we had led poor Duncan astray: we were responsible for his agony and his ruin. Then Flip turned upon another boy named Clapham. It is thirty years ago, and I cannot remember for certain whether she merely quoted a verse from the Bible, or whether she actually brought out a Bible and made Clapham read it; but at any rate the text indicated was:

“Whoso shall offend one of these little ones that believe in me, it were better for him that a millstone were hanged about his neck, and that he were drowned in the depth of the sea.”

That, too, was terrible. Duncan was one of these little ones;31 we had offended him; it were better that a millstone were hanged about our necks and that we were drowned in the depth of the sea.

“Have you thought about that, Clapham—have you thought what it means?” Flip said. And Clapham broke down into snivelling tears.

Another boy, Hardcastle, whom I have mentioned already, was similarly overwhelmed with shame by the accusation that he “had black rings round his eyes.”

“Have you looked in the glass lately, Hardcastle?” said Flip. “Aren’t you ashamed to go about with a face like that? Do you think everyone doesn’t know what it means when a boy has black rings round his eyes?”

Once again the load of guilt and fear seemed to settle down upon me. Had I got black rings round my eyes? A couple of years later I realised that these were supposed to be a symptom by which masturbators could be detected. But already, without knowing this, I accepted the black rings as a sure sign of depravity, some kind of depravity. And many times, even before I grasped the supposed meaning, I have gazed anxiously into the glass, looking for the first hint of that dreaded stigma, the confession which the secret sinner writes upon his own face.

These terrors wore off, or became merely intermittent, without affecting what one might call my official beliefs. It was still true about the madhouse and the suicide’s grave, but it was no longer acutely frightening. Some months later it happened that I once again saw Cross, the ringleader who had been flogged and expelled. Cross was one of the outcasts, the son of poor middle-class parents, which was no doubt part of the reason why Sambo had handled him so roughly. The term after his expulsion he went on to Eastbourne College, the small local public school, which was hideously despised at St. Cyprian’s and looked on as “not really” a public school at all. Only a very few boys from St. Cyprian’s went there, and Sambo always spoke of them with a sort of contemptuous pity. You had no chance if you went to a school like that: at the best your destiny would be a clerkship. I thought of Cross as a person who at thirteen had already forfeited all hope of any decent future. Physically, morally and socially he was finished. Moreover I assumed that his parents had only sent him to Eastbourne College because after his disgrace no “good” school would have him.

During the following term, when we were out for a walk, we passed Cross in the street. He looked completely normal. He was a strongly-built, rather good-looking boy with black hair. I immediately noticed that he looked better than when I had last seen him—his complexion, previously rather pale, was pinker—and that he did not seem embarrassed at meeting us. Apparently he was not ashamed either of having been expelled, or of being at Eastbourne College. If one could gather anything from the way he looked at us as we filed past, it was that he was glad to have escaped from St. Cyprian’s. But the encounter made very little impression on32 me. I drew no inference from the fact that Cross, ruined in body and soul, appeared to be happy and in good health. I still believed in the sexual mythology that had been taught me by Sambo and Flip. The mysterious, terrible dangers were still there. Any morning the black rings might appear round your eyes and you would know that you too were among the lost ones. Only it no longer seemed to matter very much. These contradictions can exist easily in the mind of a child, because of its own33 vitality. It accepts—how can it do otherwise?—the nonsense that its elders tell it, but its youthful body, and the sweetness of the physical world, tell it another story. It was the same with Hell, which up to the age of about fourteen I officially believed in. Almost certainly Hell existed, and there were occasions when a vivid sermon could scare you into fits. But somehow it never lasted. The fire that waited for you was real fire, it would hurt in the same way as when you burnt your finger, and for ever, but most of the time you could contemplate it without bothering.

v.

The various codes which were presented to you at St. Cyprian’s—religious, moral, social and intellectual—contradicted one another if you worked out their implications. The essential conflict was between the tradition of nineteenth-century asceticism34 and the actually existing luxury and snobbery of the pre-1914 age. On the one side were low-church Bible Christianity, sex puritanism, insistence on hard work, respect for academic distinction, disapproval of self-indulgence: on the other, contempt for “braininess” and worship of games, contempt for foreigners and the working class, an almost neurotic dread of poverty, and, above all, the assumption not only that money and privilege are the things that matter, but that it is better to inherit them than to have to work for them. Broadly, you were bidden to be at once a Christian and a social success, which is impossible. At the time I did not perceive that the various ideals which were set before us cancelled out. I merely saw that they were all, or nearly all, unattainable, so far as I was concerned, since they all depended not only on what you did but on what you were.

Very early, at the age of only ten or eleven, I reached the conclusion—no one told me this, but on the other hand I did not simply make it up out of my own head: somehow it was in the air I breathed—that you were no good unless you had £100,000. I had perhaps fixed on this particular sum as a result of reading Thackeray. The interest on £100,000 would be £4,000 a year (I was in favour of a safe 4 percent), and this seemed to me the minimum income that you must possess if you were to belong to the real top crust, the people in the country houses. But it was clear that I could never find my way into that paradise, to which you did not really belong unless you were born into it. You could only make money, if at all, by a mysterious operation called “going into the City,” and when you came out of the City, having won your £100,000, you were fat and old. But the truly enviable thing about the topnotchers was that they were rich while young. For people like me, the ambitious middle-class, the examination passers, only a bleak, laborious kind of success was possible. You clambered upwards on a ladder of scholarships into the Home35 Civil Service or the Indian Civil Service, or possibly you became a barrister. And if at any point you “slacked” or “went off” and missed one of the rungs in the ladder, you became “a little office boy at forty pounds a year.” But even if you climbed to the highest niche that was open to you, you could still only be an underling, a hanger-on of the people who really counted.

Even if I had not learned this from Sambo and Flip, I would have learned it from the other boys. Looking back, it is astonishing how intimately, intelligently snobbish we all were, how knowledgeable about names and addresses, how swift to detect small differences in accents and manners and the cut of clothes. There were some boys who seemed to drip money from their pores even in the bleak misery of the middle of a winter term. At the beginning and end of the term, especially, there was naively snobbish chatter about Switzerland, and Scotland with its ghillies and grouse moors, and “my uncle’s yacht,” and “our place in the country,” and “my pony” and “my pater’s touring car.” There never was, I suppose, in the history of the world a time when the sheer vulgar fatness of wealth, without any kind of aristocratic elegance to redeem it, was so obtrusive as in those years before 1914. It was the age when crazy millionaires in curly top hats and lavender waistcoats gave champagne parties in rococo houseboats on the Thames, the age of diabolo and hobble skirts, the age of the “knut” in his grey bowler and cutaway coat, the age of The Merry Widow, Saki’s novels, Peter Pan and Where the Rainbow Ends, the age when people talked about chocs and cigs and ripping and topping and heavenly, when they went for divvy weekends at Brighton and had scrumptious teas at the Troc. From the whole decade before 1914 there seems to breathe forth a smell of the more vulgar, un-grown-up kinds of luxury, a smell of brilliantine and creme de menthe and soft-centre chocolates,—an atmosphere, as it were, of eating everlasting strawberry ices on green lawns to the tune of the Eton Boating Song. The extraordinary thing was the way in which everyone took it for granted that this oozing, bulging wealth of the English upper and upper-middle classes would last for ever, and was part of the order of things. After 1918 it was never quite the same again. Snobbishness and expensive habits came back, certainly, but they were self-conscious and on the defensive. Before the war the worship of money was entirely unreflecting and untroubled by any pang of conscience. The goodness of money was as unmistakeable as the goodness of health or beauty, and a glittering car, a title or a horde of servants was mixed up in people’s minds with the idea of actual moral virtue.

At St. Cyprian’s, in term time, the general bareness36 of life enforced a certain democracy, but any mention of the holidays, and the consequent competitive swanking about cars and butlers and country houses, promptly called class distinctions into being. The school was pervaded by a curious cult of Scotland, which brought out the fundamental contradiction in our standard of values. Flip claimed Scottish ancestry, and she favoured the Scottish boys, encouraging them to wear kilts in their ancestral tartan instead of the school uniform,37 and even christened her youngest child by a Gaelic name. Ostensibly we were supposed to admire the Scots because they were “grim” and “dour” (“stern” was perhaps the key word), and irresistible on the field of battle. In the big schoolroom there was a steel engraving of the charge of the Scots Greys at Waterloo, all looking as though they enjoyed every moment of it. Our picture of Scotland was made up of burns, braes, kilts, sporrans, claymores, bagpipes38 and the like, all somehow mixed up with the invigorating effects of porridge, Protestantism and a cold climate. But underlying this was something quite different. The real reason for the cult of Scotland was that only very rich people could spend their summers there. And the pretended belief in Scottish superiority was a cover for the bad conscience of the occupying English, who had pushed the Highland peasantry off their farms to make way for the deer forests, and then compensated them by turning them into servants. Flip’s face always beamed with innocent snobbishness when she spoke of Scotland. Occasionally she even attempted a trace of Scottish accent. Scotland was a private paradise which a few initiates could talk about and make outsiders feel small.

“You going to Scotland this hols?”

“Rather! We go every year.”

“My pater’s got three miles of river.”

“My pater’s giving me a new gun for the twelfth. There’s jolly good black game where we go. Get out, Smith! What are you listening for? You’ve never been in Scotland. I bet you don’t know what a black-cock39 looks like.”

Following on this, imitations of the cry of a black-cock, of the roaring of a stag, of the accent of “our ghillies,” etc., etc.

And the questionings that new boys of doubtful social origin were sometimes put through—questionings quite surprising in their mean-minded particularity, when one reflects that the inquisitors were only twelve or thirteen!

“How much a year has your pater got? What part of London do you live in? Is that Knightsbridge or Kensington? How many bathrooms has your house got? How many servants do your people keep? Have you got a butler? Well, then, have you got a cook? Where do you get your clothes made? How many shows did you go to in the hols? How much money did you bring back with you?” etc., etc.

I have seen a little new boy, hardly older than eight, desperately lying his way through such a catechism:

“Have your people got a car?”

“Yes.”

“What sort of car?”

“Daimler.”

“How many horse-power?”

(Pause, and leap in the dark.) “Fifteen.”

“What kind of lights?”

The little boy is bewildered.

“What kind of lights? Electric or acetylene?”

(A longer pause, and another leap in the dark.) “Acetylene.”

“Coo! He says his pater’s car’s got acetylene lamps. They went out years ago. It must be as old as the hills.”

“Rot! He’s making it up. He hasn’t got a car. He’s just a navvy. Your pater’s a navvy.”

And so on.

By the social standards that prevailed about me, I was no good, and could not be any good. But all the different kinds of virtue seemed to be mysteriously interconnected and to belong to much the same people. It was not only money that mattered: there were also strength, beauty, charm, athleticism and something called “guts” or “character,” which in reality meant the power to40 impose your will on others. I did not possess any of these qualities. At games, for instance, I was hopeless. I was a fairly good swimmer and not altogether contemptible at cricket, but these had no prestige value, because boys only attach importance to a game if it requires strength and courage. What counted was football, at which I was a funk. I loathed the game, and since I could see no pleasure or usefulness in it, it was very difficult for me to show courage at it. Football, it seemed to me, is not really played for the pleasure of kicking a ball about, but is a species of fighting. The lovers of football are large, boisterous, nobbly boys who are good at knocking down and trampling on slightly smaller boys. That was the pattern of school life—a continuous triumph of the strong over the weak. Virtue consisted in winning: it consisted in being bigger, stronger, handsomer,41 richer, more popular, more elegant, more unscrupulous than other people—in dominating them, bullying them, making them suffer pain, making them look foolish, getting the better of them in every way. Life was hierarchical and whatever happened was right. There were the strong, who deserved to win and always did win, and there were the weak, who deserved to lose and always did lose, everlastingly.

I did not question the prevailing standards, because so far as I could see there were no others. How could the rich, the strong, the elegant, the fashionable, the powerful, be in the wrong? It was their world, and the rules they made for it must be the right ones. And yet from a very early age I was aware of the impossibility of any subjective conformity. Always at the centre of my heart the inner self seemed to be awake, pointing out the difference between the moral obligation and the psychological fact. It was the same in all matters, worldly or other-worldly. Take religion, for instance. You were supposed to love God and I did not question this. Till the age of about fourteen I believed in God, and believed that the accounts given of him were true. But I was well aware that I did not love him. On the contrary, I hated him, just as I hated Jesus and the Hebrew patriarchs. If I had sympathetic feelings towards any character in the Old Testament, it was towards such people as Cain, Jezebel, Haman, Agag, Sisera: in the New Testament my friends, if any, were Ananias, Caiaphas, Judas and Pontius Pilate. But the whole business of religion seemed to be strewn with psychological impossibilities. The Prayer Book told you, for example, to love God and fear him: but how could you love someone whom you feared? With your private affections it was the same. What you ought to feel was usually clear enough, but the appropriate emotion could not be commanded. Obviously it was my duty to feel grateful towards Flip and Sambo; but I was not grateful. It was equally clear that one ought to love one’s father, but I knew very well that I merely disliked my own father, whom I had barely seen before I was eight and who appeared to me simply as a gruff-voiced elderly man forever saying “Don’t.” It was not that one did not want to possess the right qualities or feel the correct emotions, but that one could not. The good and the possible never seemed to coincide.

There was a line of verse that I came across not actually while I was at St. Cyprian’s, but a year or two later, and which seemed to strike a sort of leaden echo in my heart. It was: “The armies of unalterable law.” I understood to perfection what it meant to be Lucifer, defeated and justly defeated, with no possibility of revenge. The schoolmasters with their canes, the millionaires with their Scottish castles, the athletes with their curly hair—these were the armies of the unalterable law. It was not easy, at that date, to realise that in fact it was alterable. And according to that law I was damned. I had no money, I was weak, I was ugly, I was unpopular, I had a chronic cough, I was cowardly, I smelt. This picture, I should add, was not altogether fanciful. I was an unattractive boy. St. Cyprian’s soon made me so, even if I had not been so before. But a child’s belief in its own shortcomings is not much influenced by facts. I believed, for example, that I “smelt,” but this was based simply on general probability. It was notorious that disagreeable people smelt, and therefore presumably I did so too. Again, until after I had left school for good I continued to believe that I was preternaturally ugly. It was what my schoolfellows had told me, and I had no other authority to refer to. The conviction that it was not possible for me to be a success went deep enough to influence my actions till far into adult life. Until I was about thirty I always planned my life on the assumption not only that any major undertaking was bound to fail, but that I could only expect to live a few years longer.

But this sense of guilt and inevitable failure was balanced by something else: that is, the instinct to survive. Even a creature that is weak, ugly, cowardly, smelly and in no way justifiable still wants to stay alive and be happy after its own fashion. I could not invert the existing scale of values, or turn myself into a success, but I could accept my failure and make the best of it. I could resign myself to being what I was, and then endeavour to survive on those terms.

To survive, or at least to preserve any kind of independence, was essentially criminal, since it meant breaking rules which you yourself recognized. There was a boy named Cliffy Burton42 who for some months oppressed me horribly. He was a big, powerful, coarsely handsome boy with a very red face and curly black hair, who was forever twisting somebody’s arm, wringing somebody’s ear, flogging somebody with a riding crop (he was a member of Sixth Form), or performing prodigies of activity on the football field. Flip loved him (hence the fact that he was habitually called by his Christian name), and Sambo commended him as a boy who “had character” and “could keep order.” He was followed about by a group of toadies who nicknamed him Strong Man.43

One day, when we were taking off our overcoats in the changing-room, Burton picked on me for some reason. I “answered him back,” whereupon he gripped my wrist, twisted it round and bent my forearm back upon itself in a hideously painful way. I remember his handsome, jeering red face bearing down upon mine. He was, I think, older than I, besides being enormously stronger. As he let go of me a terrible, wicked resolve formed itself in my heart. I would get back on him by hitting him when he did not expect it. It was a strategic moment, for the master who had been “taking” the walk would be coming back almost immediately, and then there could be no fight. I let perhaps a minute go by, walked up to Burton with the most harmless air I could assume, and then, getting the weight of my body behind it, smashed my fist into his face. He was flung backwards by the blow, and some blood ran out of his mouth. His always sanguine face turned almost black with rage. Then he turned away to rinse his mouth at the washing-basins.

“All right!” he said to me between his teeth as the master led us away.

For days after this he followed me about, challenging me to fight. Although terrified out of my wits, I steadily refused to fight. I said that the blow in the face had served him right, and there was an end of it. Curiously enough he did not simply fall upon me there and then, which public opinion would probably have supported him in doing. So gradually the matter tailed off, and there was no fight.

Now, I had behaved wrongly, by my own code no less than his. To hit him unawares was wrong. But to refuse afterwards to fight, knowing that if we fought he would beat me—that was far worse: it was cowardly. If I had refused because I disapproved of fighting, or because I genuinely felt the matter to be closed, it would have been all right; but I had refused merely because I was afraid. Even my revenge was made empty by that fact. I had struck the blow in a moment of mindless violence, deliberately not looking far ahead and merely determined to get my own back for once and damn the consequences. I had had time to realise that what I did was wrong, but it was the kind of crime from which you could get some satisfaction. Now all was nullified. There had been a sort of courage in the first act, but my subsequent cowardice had wiped it out.

The fact I hardly noticed was that though Burton formally challenged me to fight, he did not actually attack me. Indeed, after receiving that one blow he never oppressed me again. It was perhaps twenty years before I saw the significance of this. At the time I could not see beyond the moral dilemma that is presented to the weak in a world governed by the strong: Break the rules, or perish. I did not see that in that case the weak have the right to make a different set of rules for themselves; because, even if such an idea had occurred to me, there was no one in my environment who could have confirmed me in it. I lived in a world of boys, gregarious animals, questioning nothing, accepting the law of the stronger and avenging their own humiliations by passing them down to someone smaller. My situation was that of countless other boys, and if potentially I was more of a rebel than most, it was only because, by boyish standards, I was a poorer specimen. But I never did rebel intellectually, only emotionally. I had nothing to help me except my dumb selfishness, my inability—not, indeed, to despise myself, but to dislike myself—my instinct to survive.

It was about a year after I hit Cliffy Burton in the face that I left St. Cyprian’s for ever. It was the end of a winter term. With a sense of coming out from darkness into sunlight I put on my Old Boy’s tie as we dressed for the journey. I well remember the feeling of that brand-new silk tie round my neck, a feeling of emancipation, as though the tie had been at once a badge of manhood and an amulet against Flip’s voice and Sambo’s cane. I was escaping from bondage. It was not that I expected, or even intended, to be any more successful at a public school than I had been at St. Cyprian’s. But still, I was escaping. I knew that at a public school there would be more privacy, more neglect, more chance to be idle and self-indulgent and degenerate. For years past I had been resolved—unconsciously at first, but consciously later on—that when once my scholarship was won I would “slack off” and cram no longer. This resolve, by the way, was so fully carried out that between the ages of thirteen and twenty-two or three I hardly ever did a stroke of avoidable work.

Flip shook hands to say good-bye. She even gave me my Christian name for the occasion. But there was a sort of patronage, almost a sneer, in her face and in her voice. The tone in which she said good-bye was nearly the tone in which she had been used to say little butterflies. I had won two scholarships, but I was a failure, because success was measured not by what you did but by what you were. I was “not a good type of boy” and could bring no credit on the school. I did not possess character or courage or health or strength or money, or even good manners, the power to look like a gentleman.

“Good-bye,” Flip’s parting smile seemed to say; “it’s not worth quarrelling now. You haven’t made much of a success of your time at St. Cyprian’s, have you? And I don’t suppose you’ll get on awfully well at a public school either. We made a mistake, really, in wasting our time and money on you. This kind of education hasn’t much to offer to a boy with your background and your outlook. Oh, don’t think we don’t understand you! We know all about those ideas you have at the back of your head, we know you disbelieve in everything we’ve taught you, and we know you aren’t in the least grateful for all we’ve done for you. But there’s no use in bringing it all up now. We aren’t responsible for you any longer, and we shan’t be seeing you again. Let’s just admit that you’re one of our failures and part without ill-feeling. And so, good-bye.”

That at least was what I read into her face. And yet how happy I was, that winter morning, as the train bore me away with the gleaming new silk tie (dark green, pale blue and black, if I remember rightly) round my neck! The world was opening before me, just a little, like a grey sky which exhibits a narrow crack of blue. A public school would be better fun than St. Cyprian’s, but at bottom equally alien. In a world where the prime necessities were money, titled relatives, athleticism, tailor-made clothes, neatly-brushed hair, a charming smile, I was no good. All I had gained was a breathing-space. A little quietude, a little self-indulgence, a little respite from cramming—and then, ruin. What kind of ruin I did not know: perhaps the colonies or an office stool, perhaps prison or an early death. But first a year or two in which one could “slack off” and get the benefit of one’s sins, like Doctor Faustus. I believed firmly in my evil destiny, and yet I was acutely happy. It is the advantage of being thirteen that you can not only live in the moment, but do so with full consciousness, foreseeing the future and yet not caring about it. Next term I was going to Wellington. I had also won a scholarship at Eton, but it was uncertain whether there would be a vacancy, and I was going to Wellington first. At Eton you had a room to yourself—a room which might even have a fire in it. At Wellington you had your own cubicle, and could make yourself cocoa in the evenings. The privacy of it, the grown-upness! And there would be libraries to hang about in, and summer afternoons when you could shirk games and mooch about the countryside alone, with no master driving you along. Meanwhile there were the holidays. There was the .22 rifle that I had bought the previous holidays (the Crackshot, it was called, costing twenty-two and sixpence), and Christmas was coming next week. There were also the pleasures of over-eating. I thought of some particularly voluptuous cream buns with could be bought for twopence each at a shop in our town. (This was 1916, and food-rationing had not yet started.) Even the detail that my journey-money had been slightly miscalculated, leaving about a shilling over—enough for an unforeseen cup of coffee and a cake or two somewhere on the way—was enough to fill me with bliss. There was time for a bit of happiness before the future closed in upon me. But I did know that the future was dark. Failure, failure, failure—failure behind me, failure ahead of me—that was by far the deepest conviction that I carried away.

vi.

All this was thirty years ago and more. The question is: Does a child at school go through the same kind of experiences nowadays?

The only honest answer, I believe, is that we do not with certainty know. Of course it is obvious that the present-day attitude towards education is enormously more humane and sensible than that of the past. The snobbishness that was an integral part of my own education would be almost unthinkable today, because the society that nourished it is dead. I recall a conversation that must have taken place about a year before I left St. Cyprian’s. A Russian boy, large and fair-haired, a year older than myself, was questioning me.

“How much a-year° has your father got?”

I told him what I thought it was, adding a few hundreds to make it sound better. The Russian boy, neat in his habits, produced a pencil and a small notebook and made a calculation.

“My father has over two hundred times as much money as yours,” he announced with a sort of amused contempt.

That was in44 1915. What happened to that money a couple of years later, I wonder? And still more I wonder, do conversations of that kind happen at preparatory schools now?

Clearly45 there has been a vast change of outlook, a general growth of “enlightenment,” even among ordinary, unthinking middle-class people. Religious belief, for instance, has largely vanished, dragging other kinds of nonsense after it. I imagine that very few people nowadays would tell a child that if it masturbates it will end in the lunatic asylum. Beating, too, has become discredited, and has even been abandoned at many schools. Nor is the underfeeding of children looked on as a normal, almost meritorious act. No one now would openly set out to give his pupils as little food as they could do with, or tell them that it is healthy to get up from a meal as hungry as you sat down. The whole status of children has improved, partly because they have grown relatively less numerous. And the diffusion of even a little psychological knowledge has made it harder for parents and schoolteachers to indulge their aberrations in the name of discipline. Here is a case, not known to me personally, but known to someone I can vouch for, and happening within my own lifetime. A small girl, daughter of a clergyman, continued wetting her bed at an age when she should have grown out of it. In order to punish her for this dreadful deed, her father took her to a large garden party and there introduced her to the whole company as a little girl who wetted her bed: and to underline her wickedness he had previously painted her face black. I do not suggest that Flip and Sambo would actually have done a thing like this, but I doubt whether it would have much surprised them. After all, things do change. And yet—!

The question is not whether boys are still buckled into Eton collars on Sunday, or told that babies are dug up under gooseberry bushes. That kind of thing is at an end, admittedly. The real question is whether it is still normal for a schoolchild to live for years amid irrational terrors and lunatic misunderstandings. And here one is up against the very great difficulty of knowing what a child really feels and thinks. A child which appears reasonably happy may actually be suffering horrors which it cannot or will not reveal. It lives in a sort of alien under-water world which we can only penetrate by memory or divination. Our chief clue is the fact that we were once children ourselves, and many people appear to forget the atmosphere of their own childhood almost entirely. Think for instance of the unnecessary torments that people will inflict by sending a child back to school with clothes of the wrong pattern, and refusing to see that this matters!46 Over things of this kind a child will sometimes utter a protest, but a great deal of the time its attitude is one of simple concealment. Not to expose your true feelings to an adult seems to be instinctive from the age of seven or eight onwards. Even the affection that one feels for a child, the desire to protect and cherish it, is a cause of misunderstandings. One can love a child, perhaps, more deeply than one can love another adult, but it is rash to assume that the child feels any love in return. Looking back on my childhood, after the infant years were over, I do not believe that I ever felt love for any mature person except my mother, and even her I did not trust, in the sense that shyness made me conceal most of my real feelings from her. Love, the spontaneous, unqualified emotion of love, was something I could only feel for people who were young. Towards people who were old—and remember that “old” to a child means over thirty, or even over twenty-five—I could feel reverence, respect, admiration or compunction, but I seemed cut off from them by a veil of fear and shyness mixed up with physical distaste. People are too ready to forget the child’s physical shrinking from the adult. The enormous size of grown-ups, their ungainly, rigid bodies, their coarse, wrinkled skins, their great relaxed eyelids, their yellow teeth, and the whiffs of musty clothes and beer and sweat and tobacco that disengage from them at every movement! Part of the reason for the ugliness of adults, in a child’s eyes, is that the child is usually looking upwards, and few faces are at their best when seen from below. Besides, being fresh and unmarked itself, the child has impossibly high standards in the matter of skin and teeth and complexion. But the greatest barrier of all is the child’s misconception about age. A child can hardly envisage life beyond thirty, and in judging people’s ages it will make fantastic mistakes. It will think that a person of twenty-five is forty, that a person of forty is sixty-five, and so on. Thus, when I fell in love with Elsie I took her to be grown-up. I met her again, when I was thirteen and she, I think, must have been twenty-three; she now seemed to me a middle-aged woman, somewhat past her best. And the child thinks of growing old as an almost obscene calamity, which for some47 mysterious reason will never happen to itself. All who have passed the age of thirty are joyless grotesques, endlessly fussing about things of no importance and staying alive without, so far as the child can see, having anything to live for. Only child life is real life. The schoolmaster who imagines that he is loved and trusted by his boys is in fact mimicked and laughed at behind his back. An adult who does not seem dangerous nearly always seems ridiculous.

I base these generalisations on what I can recall of my own childhood outlook. Treacherous though memory is, it seems to me the chief means we have of discovering how a child’s mind works. Only by resurrecting our own memories can we realise how incredibly distorted is the child’s vision of the world. Consider this, for example. How would St. Cyprian’s appear to me now, if I could go back, at my present age, and see it as it was in 1915? What should I think of Sambo and Flip, those terrible, all-powerful monsters? I should see them as a couple of silly, shallow, ineffectual people, eagerly clambering up a social ladder which any thinking person could see to be on the point of collapse. I would no more be frightened of them than I would be frightened of a dormouse. Moreover, in those days they seemed to me fantastically old, whereas—though of this I am not certain—I imagine they must have been somewhat younger than I am now. And how would Cliffy Burton appear, with his blacksmith’s arms and his red, jeering face? Merely a scruffy little boy, barely distinguishable from hundreds of other scruffy little boys. The two sets of facts can lie side by side in my mind, because those happen to be my own memories. But it would be very difficult for me to see with the eyes of any other child, except by an effort of the imagination which might lead me completely astray. The child and the adult live in different worlds. If that is so, we cannot be certain that school, at any rate boarding school, is not still for many children as dreadful an experience as it used to be. Take away God, Latin, the cane, class distinctions and sexual taboos, and the fear, the hatred, the snobbery and the misunderstanding might still all be there. It will have been seen that my own main trouble was an utter lack of any sense of proportion or probability. This led me to accept outrages and believe absurdities, and to suffer torments over things which were in fact of no importance. It is not enough to say that I was “silly” and “ought to have known better.” Look back into your own childhood and think of the nonsense you used to believe and the trivialities which could48 make you suffer. Of course my own case had its individual variations, but essentially it was that of countless other boys. The weakness of the child is that it starts with a blank sheet. It neither understands nor questions the society in which it lives, and because of its credulity other people can work upon it, infecting it with the sense of inferiority and the dread of offending against mysterious, terrible laws. It may be that everything that happened to me at St. Cyprian’s could happen in the most “enlightened” school, though perhaps in subtler forms. Of one thing, however, I do feel fairly sure, and that is that boarding schools are worse than day schools. A child has a better chance with the sanctuary of its home near at hand. And I think the characteristic faults of the English upper and middle classes may be partly due to the practice, general until recently, of sending children away from home as young as nine, eight or even seven.

I have never been back to St. Cyprian’s. Reunions, old boys’ dinners and such-like leave me something more than cold, even when my memories are friendly. I have never even been down to Eton, where I was relatively happy, though I did once pass through it in 1933 and noted with interest that nothing seemed to have changed, except that the shops now sold radios. As for St. Cyprian’s, for years I loathed its very name so deeply that I could not view it with enough detachment to see the significance of the things that happened to me there. In a way, it is only within the last decade that I have really thought over my schooldays, vividly though their memory has always haunted me. Nowadays, I believe, it would make very little impression on me to see the place again, if it still exists. (I remember hearing a rumour some years ago that it had been burnt down.) If I had to pass through Eastbourne I would not make a detour to avoid the school: and if I happened to pass the school itself I might even stop for a moment by the low brick wall, with the steep bank running down from it, and look across the flat playing field at the ugly building with the square of asphalt in front of it. And if I went inside and smelt again the inky, dusty smell of the big schoolroom, the rosiny smell of the chapel, the stagnant smell of the swimming bath and the cold reek of the lavatories, I think I should only feel what one invariably feels in revisiting any scene of childhood: How small everything has grown, and how terrible is the deterioration in myself! But it is a fact that for many years I could hardly have borne to look at it again. Except upon dire necessity I would not have set foot in Eastbourne. I even conceived a prejudice against Sussex, as the county that contained St. Cyprian’s, and as an adult I have only once been in Sussex, on a short visit. Now, however, the place is out of my system for good. Its magic works no longer, and I have not even enough animosity left to make me hope that Flip and Sambo are dead or that the story of the school being burnt down was true.49


Cyril Connolly annotated his copies of the essay when it was printed in The Orwell Reader (1956) and The Collected Essays Journalism and Letters (1968). His verbal annotations are here denoted by ‘CC’; the two books by ‘OR’ and ‘CEJL.’






3410. To S. M. Levitas

4 June 1948 Handwritten

Ward 3

Hairmyres Hospital

East Kilbride
 
Lanarkshire, Scotland

Dear Mr Levitas,

Many thanks for your letter of May 25th.1 I would like very much to write something for you later, but I am not able to do very much at present. I have been ill (tuberculosis) since last autumn & in hospital since before Christmas. It is still on my conscience that last November2 you sent me a proof of an article by James Burnham & asked me to write a commentary on it. I did not even reply, because I was really very ill at the time & unequal to writing letters. I am now a good deal better, & hope to get out of here about August, though I suppose I shall have to go rather slowly for about a year after that. Meanwhile I am not doing very much work & have rather too much on hand already. But later on I should be delighted to write for the “New Leader” a few times a year, as you suggest.

Yours sincerely

Geo. Orwell




3411. Review of Heyday of a Wizard by Jean Burton

The Observer, 6 June 1948

Daniel Dunglas Home,1 the original of Browning’s “Mr. Sludge,” has the curious distinction of being the only spiritualist medium—at any rate, the only “physical” medium—who was never caught out. His life was lived in a blaze of publicity, and a considerable literature has accumulated round it. The Czar Alexander II, the Empress Eugénie, the King of Prussia and a respectable section of the British aristocracy devoutly believed in him; so did writers and scientists like Ruskin, Bulwer Lytton, Thackeray, Sir William Crookes, Elizabeth Browning and Harriet Beecher Stowe. On countless occasions Home floated through the air, usually in a horizontal position, materialised spirit hands out of nothing, extracted tunes from musical instruments without touching them, and caused heavy pieces of furniture with which he was not in contact to skip about the room like ballet dancers. And in only one very doubtful instance was any evidence of trickery produced against him.

Moreover, nothing that is known of Home’s private life suggests that he was a conscious fraud. He was something of a social climber, and made two wealthy marriages, partly as a result of his spiritualistic activities, but he was not venal. He would accept expensive presents such as jewellery, but he refused money payments, and he would not “perform” to order. He dismayed his fellow-mediums by deriding “dark séances” and exposing some of the tricks by which “manifestations” are normally produced. And though he had some bitter enemies, such as Robert Browning, his relationships with other people and his general manner of life make it very difficult to believe that he was a vulgar impostor.

And yet—a point that Miss Jean Burton fails to emphasise—there must have been imposture of some kind. Many of the stories that are told of Home are flatly incredible, all the more so because everything has the appearance of being above-board. Unlike all other “physical” mediums, Home accomplished some of his most astonishing feats in daylight or strong artificial light, and very often they were tricks of a kind that could not be reproduced by a conjurer, except on prepared ground. For example, William Howitt, author of “The History of the Supernatural, ” deposes to having seen a table rise off the ground and turn over until its top was perpendicular, a flower pot which was standing on it remaining in place “as if screwed to the surface.” The table then sailed into the next room and took up a position above another table, where it: remained suspended in the air. It is clear that things of this kind cannot actually have happened. One could begin to believe in them only if there were other recorded instances, and no similar claims have been successfully made for any medium since Home. But one does not solve the problem by writing off the accounts of Home’s séances as “all lies” or “all imagination.” For, after all, why should reputable and intelligent people conspire to tell stories which were bound to get them laughed at? One must conclude that Home, whether he was conscious of it or not, had some kind of hypnotic power which enabled him to induce delusions in whole groups of people.2

Miss Burton hardly discusses this question. Her book is essentially a biography, and she simply relates the facts of Home’s life with very little comment, not even definitely rejecting the suggestion that he was an ordinary fraud. The late Mr. Harry Price’s introduction does not take the matter much further, though he throws out what is probably a useful hint by classifying Home as a “poltergeist medium.” Home, whose heyday was in the ’sixties and ’seventies, did not work under what would now be considered test conditions, and the people who attended his séances are long since dead, but it might be possible to learn more about the nature of his powers by closely examining the records that remain.

His most celebrated feat—and very justly celebrated if it really happened—was to float out of one window and in at the next, three stories above street level. This was very minutely described by two witnesses, but their accounts have been analysed in Mr. Bechhofer Roberts’s book on spiritualism, and elsewhere, and shown to be full of inconsistencies. Miss Burton’s book makes amusing reading, and it is useful in that it assembles a great deal of information and indicates other sources, but what is most needed is a critical examination of the evidence on which Home’s reputation rests. For the phenomena of spiritualism, like the pranks of the poltergeist, are not interesting in themselves. What is interesting is the question of how people can be induced to believe in them: and there, perhaps, this paragon among mediums could be made to yield us a little more information.




3412. To Michael Kennard

7 June 1948 Handwritten

Ward 3

Hairmyres Hospital

East Kilbride

Lanarkshire

Dear Michael,

I am not sure what date you are going to Jura, but at any rate, let my sister know in advance, won’t you.

About the fishing. I don’t know if you’ve got a rod, but if not, my rod is there, & there is a book with a fair number of flies, & some spare casts. The landing net (not a very good one) screws on to the case which holds the spare top of my rod. If you’ve got a creel, take it, because we haven’t one.

The people who own the land say, will you keep a record of what you catch, because those lochs are hardly ever fished & they want to know whether they are worth restocking.

You’ll find that to fish any of these lochs is a day’s expedition. Probably my sister can take you in the car to the nearest place on the road, but you still have to walk 3–4 miles over bad going. You can find your way by the map fairly easily. I want to give you some information about the various lochs, otherwise you can waste your time by going to the wrong ones. You might make a note of what I tell you, & you can identify the places by the maps we have at Barnhill.

LOCH GLAS. No fish in this.

LOCH na CONAIRE. Said to be fish in this, but I don’t think anyone knows for certain.

GLENGARRISDALE LOCH (nearest to Glengarrisdale bay°). I haven’t fished this, but there are fish in it.

LOCH ABURAH.1 Full of small fish. I didn’t get anything bigger than about 5 ounces.

LOCH nan EILEAN. This has a lot of trout, bigger than in Loch Aburah. I haven’t caught anything much over ½ lb, but I feel pretty sure there are bigger fish there. Without a boat one can’t get into the deepest water, but there is a place where there is pretty deep water close in shore. On the east or north-east side (side nearest Barnhill) you will find a place where the bank makes a steep face, & here there is a deep pool. If there are big fish there, they won’t rise to the surface, but if you tried with a spinner (which I haven’t got by the way) or even a worm, you might have some luck.

You have to wade a bit. If it is reasonably warm weather, the loch water gets very warm, & I found the best thing is to take a pair of shorts & if possible a pair of gym shoes, & then you can wade almost up to your waste° without having to be wet all the way home.

By the way there are no fish there except trout, ie. brown trout. There are no coarse fish, & the sea trout can’t get up there because the streams are too small. If you want to fish in the sea, my sister says our dinghy is leaking so badly that it is almost unseaworthy, but that is probably only because it has got too dry & the boards have shrunk. There is also another old boat at another beach which should be more or less usable.

I hope you will have decent weather at Jura & have some sport. I wish very much I could come with you, but I don’t expect to get out of here till about August, & even then it will be months before I can walk far enough to go fishing. Please give my love to Fred & Pamela, & can you tell Fred that I am doing just a very little work.2

Yours

George




3413. To Leonard Moore

8 June 1948 Handwritten

Barnhill

Isle of Jura1

Argyllshire

Dear Moore,

Yes, I authorised Mrs Jelenska2 to ask you for copies of “Burmese Days” & “Coming Up for Air.” I had not got copies myself, but I thought you probably would have. If you have it, could you be sure to give her either the American edition of “Burmese Days” or the Penguin edition, not the one done by Gollancz, which is slightly different. And I should tell her you want back any copies you lend her, because both of these books are very difficult to get. Someone recently had my very last copy of “Burmese Days,” & I have not seen a copy of the other for years.

I did not want any fee for “Animal Farm” from the Poles or any other Slavs,3 but I don’t see why they should not pay a small fee (they wouldn’t offer much in any case) if they decide to do one of the other books.

Yours sincerely

Eric Blair




3414. To Leonard Moore

12 June 1948 Handwritten

Ward 3

Hairmyres Hospital

East Kilbride

Lanarkshire

Dear Moore,

Thanks for your letter of the 10th. Yes, I could do the review on the Graham Greene book,1 so perhaps you could cable to the New Yorker to that effect? I will airmail the article not later than June 25th. It doesn’t matter about a copy of the book, as I have one already.

Yours sincerely

Eric Blair




3415. To Leonard Moore

25 June 1948 Handwritten

Ward 3

Hairmyres Hospital

East Kilbride

Lanarkshire

Dear Moore,

I have air-mailed my review to the New Yorker. Could you please charge your usual commision to me & then get Miss Otis1 to keep the money for me, as before. I like to keep some dollars over there.

I am much better & now get up for three hours daily. Probably I shall leave hospital about August, but it depends on when my lung goes back to its normal shape after the collapse therapy has worn off. I have begun doing a little work on my novel again,2 so no doubt I shall finish it this year all right. I wonder if “Coming Up for Air” got any notices—I suppose it would get a few, although only a reprint. Perhaps you could send me on any press cuttings that have piled up.

Yours sincerely

Eric Blair




3416. To Anthony Powell

25 June 1948 Typewritten

Ward 3

Hairmyres Hospital

East Kilbride

Lanarkshire

Dear Tony,

I received a letter from your friend Cecil Roberts1 asking me if he could have my flat. I had to write and tell him it was impossible. I am awfully sorry about this, but they have already been riding me like the nightmare for lending it to Mrs Christen, and threatening to let the Borough take it away from me. I don’t want this to happen because I must have a pied a terre in London, and also I have a little furniture still there and a lot of papers which it’s awkward to store elsewhere. Even if I gave up the flat they won’t let you transfer the lease, and of course they have their own candidates ready many deep, with bribes in their hands.2

If you happen to see Graham Greene, could you break the news to him that I have written a very bad review of his novel3 for the New Yorker. I couldn’t do otherwise—I thought the book awful, though of course don’t put it as crudely as that. I am going to review Kingsmill’s book4 for the Obs. as soon as possible, but I still have another book to get out of the way first.5 I seem to be getting quite back into the journalistic mill, however I do tinker a little at my novel and no doubt shall get it done by the end of the year.

I am a lot better and now get up for three hours a day. I have been playing a lot of croquet, which seems quite a tough game when you’ve been on your back for 6 months. In the ward below me the editor of the Hotspur6 is a patient. He tells me their circulation is 300,000. He says they don’t pay very good rates per thou, but they can give people regular work and also give them the plots so that they only have to do the actual writing. In this way a man can turn out 40,000 words a week. They had one man who used to do 70,000, but his stuff was “rather stereotyped.” I hope to get out in August, but the date isn’t fixed because it depends on when my lung resumes its normal shape after the collapse therapy has worn off. Richard is coming to see me early in July. He couldn’t before because of infection. I suppose I shall hardly know him after six months.

It’s my birthday to day—45, isn’t it awful. I’ve also got some more false teeth, and, since being here, a lot more grey in my hair. Please remember me to Violet.

Yours

George




3416A. To Lydia Jackson

30 June 1948 Handwritten

Ward 3

Hairmyres Hospital

East Kilbride

Lanarkshire

Dear Lydia,

Thanks so much for your letter. I couldn’t work out exactly what I owe you – anyway, here is £5 to go on with. I hope the hotel will be bearable. I think it must be quite near here, & there is a bus that runs to the hospital. I am getting up for 3 hours a day now, but actually I can stay up for a bit longer. Can you look in after lunch on Sunday? They generally give me my tea about 3 or half past, & I will get them to give us both a cup & then we can go out for a nice stroll. I hope the weather will keep up. It’s been filthy here, but has cheered up a little today & yesterday. There are some quite nice walks here if it doesn’t rain. I can walk about a couple of miles now. When you get here, ask for me at Ward 3 & they will show you in. So looking forward to seeing you.1

With love

Eric.




3417. To the Secretary, Freedom Defence Committee (George Woodcock)

30 June 1948 Handwritten

Ward 3

Hairmyres Hospital

East Kilbride

Lanarkshire

Dear Sir,

Ref: your letter dated June 16th, with draft of the F.D.C.’s statement on the purge of civil servants. I am in agreement & you may quote me as a supporter.1

Yours faithfully

Geo. Orwell




3418. Review of Great Morning by Osbert Sitwell

The Adelphi, July–September 1948

As the successive wars, like ranges of hills, rear their bulk between ourselves and the past, autobiography becomes a sort of antiquarianism. One need only be a little over forty to remember things that are as remote from the present age as chain armour or girdles of chastity. Many people have remarked nostalgically on the fact that before 1914 you could travel to any country in the world, except perhaps Russia, without a passport. But what strikes me in retrospect as even more startling is that in those days you could walk into a bicycle shop—an ordinary bicycle shop, not even a gunsmith’s—and buy a revolver and cartridges, with no questions asked. Clearly, that is not the kind of social atmosphere that we shall ever see again, and when Sir Osbert Sitwell writes of “before 1914” with open regret, his emotion can hardly be called reactionary. Reaction implies an effort to restore the past, and though the world might conceivably be pushed back to the pattern of 1938, there can be no more question of restoring the Edwardian age than of reviving Albigensianism.

Not that Sir Osbert’s early years were altogether carefree, as readers of the first two volumes of his autobiography will have noticed. His father, Sir George Sitwell, was a trying man to have any dealings with: an architectural genius gone astray, who squandered fantastic sums in megalomaniac building schemes, which extended even to altering the landscape and constructing artificial lakes whose water seeped into the coalmines below and caused endless lawsuits—all this while considering a shilling a week sufficient pocket-money for a boy of nineteen, and even refusing to rescue his wife from the clutches of a money-lender. Architecture apart, his main purpose in life—not, perhaps, from downright malice but as a sort of prolonged practical joke—was to force everyone connected with him into doing whatever he or she most disliked. Osbert, whose antipathy to horses was well known, was driven into a cavalry regiment, then escaped into the Grenadier Guards, then, when he seemed too happy in the Guards, was found a job in the Town Clerk’s office in Scarborough, after receiving lessons in pot-hooks (to improve his handwriting) at the age of twenty. The war rescued him from this, but his brother and sister were similarly treated. Nevertheless the last few years before the war were happy ones, and, making all allowance for his abnormal position as a rich man’s son, he is probably right in feeling that English life then had a gaiety that has never been recovered.

Life in the Guards was pleasant because it meant being stationed in London, which in its turn meant theatres, music and picture galleries. Osbert’s brother officers were civilized and tolerant, and his colonel even excused him for sitting in a café with Jacob Epstein,1 who was in private’s uniform. It was the age of Chaliapin and the Russian Ballet, and of the revival in England of a serious interest in music and painting. It was also the age of ragtime and the tango, of the k-nuts2 in their grey top hats, of house-boats and hobble skirts, and of a splashing to and fro of wealth such as the world had not seen since the early Roman empire. The Victorian puritanism had at last broken down, money was pouring in from all directions, and the sense of guilt which is now inseparable from a privileged position had not yet developed. Barney Barnato and Sir William Whiteley3 were held up as models to emulate, and it was meritorious not merely to be rich, but to look rich. Life in London was a ceaseless round of entertainment, on a scale unheard-of before and barely imaginable now:


One band in a house was no longer enough, there must be two, even three. Electric fans whirled on the top of enormous blocks of ice, buried in banks of hydrangeas, like the shores from which the barque departs for Cythera. Never had there been such displays of flowers. … Never had Europe seen such mounds of peaches, figs, nectarines and strawberries at all seasons, brought from their steamy tents of glass. Champagne bottles stood stacked on the sideboards. … As guests, only the poor of every race were barred. Even foreigners could enter, if they were rich.



There was also the life of the country houses, with their platoons of servants. Osbert, inimical to horses, was no hunting man, but he enjoyed his shooting expeditions in spite of, or perhaps because of the fact that he never succeeded in killing anything, and his talks with the crabbed old gamekeeper, a type of man now extinct—the type that accepts a position of vassalage, and within that framework is able to enjoy a considerable independence.

Of course, if you happened not to belong to the world of champagne and hothouse strawberries, life before 1914 had serious disadvantages. Even today, after two murderous wars, the manual workers throughout most of the world are probably better off, in a physical sense, than they were then. In Britain they are unquestionably better off. But will this still be true after a third world war, this time conducted with atom bombs? Or even after another fifty years of soil erosion and squandering of the world’s fuel resources? Before 1914, moreover, people had the inestimable advantage of not knowing that war was coming, or, if they did know it, of not foreseeing what it would be like. Sir Osbert does not claim much more than that life in those days was fun for a privileged minority, and, as anyone who has read Before the Bombardment4 will know, he is perfectly alive to the vulgarity and grotesqueness of the whole epoch. His political outlook, in so far as this book implies one at all, seems to be a mild liberalism. “In those days, ” he says, “the rich were as much and unjustly revered as they are now reviled.” But in the golden summer of 1914 he greatly enjoyed being rich, and he is honest enough to say so.

There is now a widespread idea that nostalgic feelings about the past are inherently vicious. One ought, apparently, to live in a continuous present, a minute-to-minute cancellation of memory, and if one thinks of the past at all it should merely be in order to thank God that we are so much better than we used to be. This seems to me a sort of intellectual face-lifting, the motive behind which is a snobbish terror of growing old. One ought to realise that a human being cannot continue developing indefinitely, and that a writer, in particular, is throwing away his heritage if he repudiates the experience of his early life. In many ways it is a grave handicap to remember that lost paradise “before the war”—that is, before the other war. In other ways it is an advantage. Each generation has its own experience and its own wisdom, and though there is such a thing as intellectual progress, so that the ideas of one age are sometimes demonstrably less silly than those of the last—still, one is likelier to make a good book by sticking to one’s early-acquired vision than by a futile effort to “keep up.” The great thing is to be your age, which includes being honest about your social origins. In the nineteen-thirties we saw a whole literary generation, or at least the most prominent members of a generation, either pretending to be proletarians or indulging in public orgies of self-hatred because they were not proletarians. Even if they could have kept up this attitude (today, a surprising number of them have either fled to America or found themselves jobs in the B.B.C. or the British Council), it was a stupid one, because their bourgeois origin was not a thing that could be altered. It is to Sir Osbert Sitwell’s credit that he has never pretended to be other than he is: a member of the upper classes, with an amused and leisurely attitude which comes out in his manner of writing, and which could only be the product of an expensive upbringing. Probably, so far as his memory serves him, he records his likes and dislikes accurately, which always needs moral courage. How easy it would have been to write of Eton or the Grenadier Guards in a spirit of sneering superiority, with the implication that from earliest youth he was the holder of enlightened sentiments which, in fact, no comfortably-placed person did hold a generation ago. Or how easy, on the other hand, to stand on the defensive and try to argue away the injustice and inequality of the world in which he grew up. He has done neither, with the result that these three volumes (Left Hand, Right Hand, The Scarlet Tree and Great Morning), although the range they cover is narrow, must be among the best autobiographies of our time.5




3419. Review of Mr. Attlee: An Interim Biography by Roy Jenkins1

The Observer, 4 July 1948

When one is writing of a living person, and especially of a statesman whose leadership one accepts, it is not easy to preserve a critical attitude. However, this unofficial or semi-official biography remains well on the right side of hero-worship, while at the same time it brings out the unspectacular qualities which have enabled Mr. Attlee to keep his feet through very difficult times and to out-stay many more brilliant men.

Mr. Attlee first won his Limehouse seat in 1922, but his personal connection with the constituency started over 40 years ago and has been almost unbroken ever since. He went there in the first place to become a part-time helper at a public-school mission. In those days he was still a strong Conservative: at Oxford, he tells us, he had “admired strong ruthless rulers” and “professed ultra-Tory opinions.” Within a year, however, as a result of what he saw in the East End, he was a member of the I.L.P. and the Fabian Society, and he soon became active as a pamphleteer and street-corner speaker.

It was partly because of this long connection with a single constituency that he was one of the few Labour M.P.s who kept their seats in the calamity of 1931, and the thinning of the ranks gave him a chance of showing his talents which he might not otherwise have had. But, as Mr. Jenkins rightly emphasises, his accession to the leadership of the Parliamentary Labour Party was not simply an accident brought about by Lansbury’s resignation. It had to be confirmed by the Party, and it was the result of Mr. Attlee’s proved abilities. Even when he was Leader of the Opposition he was not generally looked on as the likeliest man to become Prime Minister if Labour won the next election. During the war years, however, his reputation grew steadily, in spite of his somewhat embarrassing position as second-in-command to a Conservative Premier, which naturally caused murmurings from time to time within his own party.

Mr. Jenkins usually, though not invariably, defends Mr. Attlee’s political judgments. Certainly he was very right in resisting the pre-war clamour for a Popular Front, which would simply have weakened the Labour Party without bringing any electoral advantage. On the other hand, he must share some of the blame for the contradictory policy of simultaneously demanding a firm stand against Germany and opposing rearmament, which created a bad impression all over Europe. It is unfortunate that Mr. Jenkins has chosen to take his narrative no further than the 1945 General Election. This is not so definite a turning-point as it appears, since the difficulties which the Labour Government now has to contend with were partly created in the two or three years before it took office. Probably it was an error on the part of the Labour Party not to get out of the coalition when it became clear that the war was definitely won. Had it done so, it would have avoided inheriting the Yalta and Potsdam agreements and would have had time to make clear its position on certain issues which were afterwards obscured or falsified in the election campaign.

The book contains a fairly full account of Mr. Attlee’s early days as a boy at Haileybury and an undergraduate at Oxford. One learns with a certain feeling of appropriateness that as a cricketer he was a poor batsman and bowler, but a good fielder. The photographs are undistinguished, but curiously enough they confirm the “Daily Mail’s” statement—made at the time of his becoming Leader of the Opposition—that Mr. Attlee’s head is the same shape as Lenin’s.




3420. To Julian Symons

10 July 1948 Handwritten

Ward 3

Hairmyres Hospital

East Kilbride

Lanarkshire

Dear Julian,

I must thank you for a very kind review in the M.E. News1 which I have just had a cutting of. I hope your wife is well and that everything is going all right. I thought you would like to hear that I am leaving here on the 25th. They seem to think I am pretty well all right now, though I shall have to take things very quietly for a long time, perhaps a year or so. I am only to get up for six hours a day, but I don’t know that it makes much difference as I have got quite used to working in bed. My sister brought Richard over to see me this week, the first time I had seen him since Christmas. He is tremendously well and almost frighteningly energetic. His talking still seems backward, but in other ways I should say he was forward. Farm life seems to suit him, though I am pretty sure he is one for machines rather than animals. I get up for three hours a day at present, and go for short walks and play croquet, but I’m getting rather bored here and looking forward to getting home. I don’t think I shall be in London until the winter, by which time I hope I’ll have finished this blasted novel which should have been finished this spring. Also I’m afraid that if I go up to London I shan’t stay in bed etc. There is no one much to talk to here. In the ward below this the editor of the Hotspur is a patient, but he’s rather dull. He tells me their circulation is 300,000. I recently wrote a long essay on Gissing for Politics and Letters, but I had to do it almost without books as you simply can’t get Gissing’s books now. As far as I can discover there is no biography of Gissing, except that silly one in the form of a novel by Morley Roberts.2 It is a job that is crying out to be done. A year or two back Home and Van Thal3 asked me if I would do one, but of course I couldn’t do all the research that would be needed. I recently read Graham Greene’s new novel and thought it was just awful. I also wasn’t so up in the air as most people about Evelyn Waugh’s The Loved One, though of course it was amusing. Unlike a lot of people I thought Brideshead Revisited was very good, in spite of hideous faults on the surface. I have been trying to read a book of extracts from Leon Bloy,4 whose novels I have never succeeded in getting hold of. He irritates me rather, and Peguy,5 whom I also tried recently, made me feel unwell. I think it’s about time to do a new counterattack against these Catholic writers.6 I also recently read Farrell’s Studs Lonigan7 for the first time, and was very disappointed by it. I don’t know that I’ve read much else.

The weather here was filthy all June but now it’s turned at last and they are getting the hay in with great speed. I am longing to go fishing, but I suppose I shan’t be able to this year, not because fishing in itself is much of an exertion, but because you always have to walk five or ten miles and end up by getting soaked to the skin. Please remember me to your wife. After the 25th my address will be as before, ie. Barnhill, Isle of Jura, Argyllshire.

Yours

George




3421. To George Woodcock

12 July 1948 Handwritten

Ward 3

Hairmyres Hospital

East Kilbride

Lanarkshire

Dear George,

I don’t know the first thing about Jack London’s copyrights. London died, I think in 1915,1 & I had always understood that copyright in an author’s works lapsed 25 years after his death.2 But one does seem to read of publishing firms “acquiring” the copyright of Dickens, etc., so perhaps it is only that they stop paying royalties after 25 years. Elek didn’t say anything about it to me when they published those short stories.3 Any lawyer or literary agent could let you know. Did you by the way make any agreement with Christy & Moore?4 They would know all about copyright.

I am leaving here on the 25th & my address will be Barnhill as before. Of course I’ve got to go on living an invalid life, only getting up for half the day, for some months, perhaps for as long as a year, but they seem to think I am pretty well cured & will end up perfectly O.K. so long as I don’t relapse during the next few months. It will be rather a bore not being able to go fishing etc., but it’s worth it & I don’t mind being in bed as I have got used to writing there.

Richard came to see me last week. He is now 4 & is terrifically well & strong, & almost frighteningly full of energy. We have got two cows in production now so he is getting well dosed with cream. I think he is still backward in talking but otherwise rather forward if anything.

I wish the Porcupine Press5 would reprint some of Gissing’s novels. I was writing an essay on him recently & I find that it is now impossible to get hold of his books, at least the ones I wanted, even from the London Library. If they would reprint “New Grub Street” & “The Odd Woman” I would gladly write introductions for them if that would help. It’s possible that Someone° else is doing it however, as 3 of his books have been reprinted recently.

Please give my love to Inge. My address will be as before. I don’t suppose I’ll be down to London before the winter, as I must take this invalid business seriously.

Yours

George




3422. To Dwight Macdonald

15 July 1948 Handwritten postcard

Dear Dwight,

Thanks ever so for those books you sent.1 As from July 25th2 my address will be as before, ie. Barnhill, Isle of Jura, Argyllshire. I’m a lot better, though of course I’ll have to continue living a semi-invalid life for some months, perhaps a year.

Yours

Geo. Orwell




3423. To Leonard Moore

15 July 1948 Typewritten

Ward 3

Hairmyres Hospital

East Kilbride

Lanarkshire

Dear Moore,

Thanks for your last letter. I had of course no objection to the broadcast of “Animal Farm” in German.

Someone has just written saying a friend of hers in Budapest wants to translate A.F. into Hungarian. I should think it very unlikely indeed that it would be allowed publication there, and I also couldn’t remember offhand whether anyone has made a Hungarian translation already. Any way, the name and address of the would-be translator are: Gencsy Ferencne (a woman, apparently), Lepke Utca 21, Budapest.1 Do you think you could send her a line telling her one way or the other how it stands about translation, and not making any reference to the political colour of the book. I imagine one has to be very discreet in writing to these countries, otherwise one either gets the letter stopped or gets the person at the other end into trouble.

I am leaving here on July 25th, so my address after that will be Barnhill. Of course I have got to go on living a semi-invalid life for a long time, perhaps as long as a year, but I don’t mind as I have got quite used to working in bed.

Yours sincerely

Eric Blair




3424. Review of The Heart of the Matter by Graham Greene

The New Yorker, 17 July 1948

A fairly large proportion of the distinguished novels of the last few decades have been written by Catholics and have even been describable as Catholic novels. One reason for this is that the conflict not only between this world and the next world but between sanctity and goodness is a fruitful theme of which the ordinary, unbelieving writer cannot make use. Graham Greene used it once successfully, in “The Power and the Glory,” and once, with very much more doubtful success, in “Brighton Rock.” His latest book, “The Heart of the Matter” (Viking), is, to put it as politely as possible, not one of his best, and gives the impression of having been mechanically constructed, the familiar conflict being set out like an algebraic equation, with no attempt at psychological probability.

Here is the outline of the story: The time is 1942 and the place is a West African British colony, unnamed but probably the Gold Coast. A certain Major Scobie, Deputy Commissioner of Police and a Catholic convert, finds a letter bearing a German address hidden in the cabin of the captain of a Portuguese ship. The letter turns out to be a private one and completely harmless, but it is, of course, Scobie’s duty to hand it over to higher authority. However, the pity he feels for the Portuguese captain is too much for him, and he destroys the letter and says nothing about it. Scobie, it is explained to us, is a man of almost excessive conscientiousness. He does not drink, take bribes, keep Negro mistresses, or indulge in bureaucratic intrigue, and he is, in fact, disliked on all sides because of his uprightness, like Aristides the Just. His leniency toward the Portuguese captain is his first lapse. After it, his life becomes a sort of fable on the theme of “Oh, what a tangled web we weave,’ and in every single instance it is the goodness of his heart that leads him astray. Actuated at the start by pity, he has a love affair with a girl who has been rescued from a torpedoed ship. He continues with the affair largely out of a sense of duty, since the girl will go to pieces morally if abandoned; he also lies about her to his wife, so as to spare her the pangs of jealousy. Since he intends to persist in his adultery, he does not go to confession, and in order to lull his wife’s suspicions he tells her that he has gone. This involves him in the truly fearful act of taking the Sacrament while in a state of mortal sin. By this time, there are other complications, all caused in the same manner, and Scobie finally decides that the only way out is through the unforgivable sin of suicide. Nobody else must be allowed to suffer through his death; it will be so arranged as to look like an accident. As it happens, he bungles one detail, and the fact that he has committed suicide becomes known. The book ends with a Catholic priest’s hinting, with doubtful orthodoxy, that Scobie is perhaps not damned. Scobie, however, had not entertained any such hope. White all through, with a stiff upper lip, he had gone to what he believed to be certain damnation out of pure gentlemanliness.

I have not parodied the plot of the book. Even when dressed up in realistic details, it is just as ridiculous as I have indicated. The thing most obviously wrong with it is that Scobie’s motives, assuming one could believe in them, do not adequately explain his actions. Another question that comes up is: Why should this novel have its setting in West Africa? Except that one of the characters is a Syrian trader, the whole thing might as well be happening in a London suburb. The Africans exist only as an occasionally mentioned background, and the thing that would actually be in Scobie’s mind the whole time—the hostility between black and white, and the struggle against the local nationalist movement—is not mentioned at all. Indeed, although we are shown his thoughts in considerable detail, he seldom appears to think about his work, and then only of trivial aspects of it, and never about the war, although the date is 1942. All he is interested in is his own progress toward damnation. The improbability of this shows up against the colonial setting, but it is an improbability that is present in “Brighton Rock” as well, and that is bound to result from foisting theological preoccupations upon simple people anywhere.

The central idea of the book is that it is better, spiritually higher, to be an erring Catholic than a virtuous pagan. Graham Greene would probably subscribe to the statement of Maritain, made apropos of Léon Bloy, that “there is but one sadness—not to be a saint,”1 A saying of Péguy’s is quoted on the title page of the book to the effect that the sinner is “at the very heart of Christianity” and knows more of Christianity than anyone else does, except the saint. All such sayings contain or can be made to contain, the fairly sinister suggestion that ordinary human decency is of no value and that any one sin is no worse than any other sin. In addition, it is impossible not to feel a sort of snobbishness in Mr. Greene’s attitude, both here and in his other books written from an explicitly Catholic standpoint. He appears to share the idea, which has been floating around ever since Baudelaire, that there is something rather distingué in being damned; Hell is a sort of high-class night club, entry to which is reserved for Catholics only, since the others, the non-Catholics, are too ignorant to be held guilty, like the beasts that perish. We are carefully informed that Catholics are no better than anybody else; they even, perhaps, have a tendency to be worse, since their temptations are greater. In modern Catholic novels, in both France and England, it is, indeed, the fashion to include bad priests, or at least inadequate priests, as a change from Father Brown. (I imagine that one major objective of young English Catholic writers is not to resemble Chesterton.) But all the while—drunken, lecherous, criminal, or damned outright—the Catholics retain their superiority, since they alone know the meaning of good and evil. Incidentally, it is assumed in “The Heart of the Matter,” and in most of Mr. Green’s other books, that no one outside the Catholic Church has the most elementary knowledge of Christian doctrine.

This cult of the sanctified sinner seems to me to be frivolous, and underneath it there probably lies a weakening of belief, for when people really believed in Hell, they were not so fond of striking graceful attitudes on its brink. More to the point, by trying to clothe theological speculations in flesh and blood, it produces psychological absurdities. In “The Power and the Glory,” the struggle between this-worldly and other-worldly values is convincing because it is not occurring inside one person. On the one side, there is the priest, a poor creature in some ways but made heroic by his belief in his own thaumaturgic powers; on the other side, there is the lieutenant, representing human justice and material progress, and also a heroic figure after his fashion. They can respect each other, perhaps, but not understand each other. The priest, at any rate, is not credited with any very complex thoughts. In “Brighton Rock,” on the other hand, the central situation is incredible, since it presupposes that the most brutishly stupid person can, merely by having been brought up a Catholic, be capable of great intellectual subtlety. Pinkie, the racecourse gangster, is a species of satanist, while his still more limited girl friend understands and even states the difference between the categories “right and wrong” and “good and evil.” In, for example, Mauriac’s “Thérèse” sequence,2 the spiritual conflict does not outrage probability, because it is not pretended that Thérèse is a normal person. She is a chosen spirit, pursuing her salvation over a long period and by a difficult route, like a patient stretched out on the psychiatrist’s sofa. To take an opposite instance, Evelyn Waugh’s “Brideshead Revisited,” in spite of improbabilities, which are traceable partly to the book’s being written in the first person, succeeds because the situation is itself a normal one. The Catholic characters bump up against problems they would meet with in real life; they do not suddenly move onto a different intellectual plane as soon as their religious beliefs are involved. Scobie is incredible because the two halves of him do not fit together. If he were capable of getting into the kind of mess that is described, he would have got into it years earlier. If he really felt that adultery is mortal sin, he would stop committing it; if he persisted in it, his sense of sin would weaken. If he believed in Hell, he would not risk going there merely to spare the feelings of a couple of neurotic women. And one might add that if he were the kind of man we are told he is—that is, a man whose chief characteristic is a horror of causing pain—he would not be an officer in a colonial police force.

There are other improbabilities, some of which arise out of Mr. Greene’s method of handling a love affair. Every novelist has his own conventions, and, just as in an E.M. Forster novel there is a strong tendency for the characters to die suddenly without sufficient cause, so in a Graham Greene novel there is a tendency for people to go to bed together almost at sight and with no apparent pleasure to either party. Often this is credible enough, but in “The Heart of the Matter” its effect is to weaken a motive that, for the purposes of the story, ought to be a very strong one. Again, there is the usual, perhaps unavoidable, mistake of making everyone too highbrow. It is not only that Major Scobie is a theologian. His wife, who is represented as an almost complete fool, reads poetry, while the detective who is sent by the Field Security Corps to spy on Scobie even writes poetry. Here one is up against the fact that it is not easy for most modern writers to imagine the mental processes of anyone who is not a writer.

It seems a pity, when one remembers how admirably he has written of Africa elsewhere, that Mr. Greene should have made just this book out of his wartime African experiences. The fact that the book is set in Africa while the action takes place almost entirely inside a tiny white community gives it an air of triviality. However, one must not carp too much. It is pleasant to see Mr. Greene starting up again after so long a silence, and in postwar England it is a remarkable feat for a novelist to write a novel at all. At any rate, Mr. Greene has not been permanently demoralized by the habits acquired during the war, like so many others. But one may hope that his next book will have a different theme,3 or, if not, that he will at least remember that a perception of the vanity of earthly things, though it may be enough to get one into Heaven, is not sufficient equipment for the writing of a novel.4




3425. Review of The Dawn’s Delay by Hugh Kingsmill

The Observer, 18 July 1948

These four tales, which Mr. Hugh Kingsmill first published in 1924, are all essentially fantasies, and two of them are cast in the future. One of them, indeed, is imagined as happening just about now. There is no particular reason for this timing, but it is interesting to notice that the public events which make up the background are not much more ludicrous or catastrophic than what has actually happened.

Two of the tales are only squibs, though one of them—“The End of the World,” which describes an all-destroying comet that failed to arrive on time—is a very amusing one. The more considerable pieces are “W.J.” and “The Return of William Shakespeare.” “W.J.” is a character study, ultimately rather touching in spite of its farcical approach, of a neurotic genius, one of those people who are going to write the world’s greatest book but never actually get to the point of starting. “The Return of William Shakespeare,” on the other hand, although it is built round a complicated and almost-credible plot, is mainly a pretext for some detailed Shakespearean criticism.

A scientist, we are told, has discovered a method of resuscitating the dead, and Shakespeare is brought to life for a period of about six weeks in the year 1943. He never makes any public appearances, and in fact spends the whole of his second lifetime in hiding in order to escape two rival newspaper proprietors who are hoping to exploit him for their own ends. In his seclusion he reads what the critics have said about him and delivers a long exposition of the meaning of his works—which, of course, gives Mr. Kingsmill his opportunity.

At this point it is difficult not to remember the late Logan Pearsall Smith’s remark that everyone who writes about Shakespeare ultimately goes mad. With however open a mind one starts out, it is seemingly almost impossible not to emerge with some all-explaining theory into which Shakespeare’s most careless utterance has to be fitted. This tendency is seen at its worst, of course, in “interpretations” of Hamlet. Hamlet, for example, had seduced Ophelia before the play started, he had a neurotic fixation upon his mother, he was a woman in disguise, he was a lunatic, he was Shakespeare’s son, he was the Earl of Essex.

Mr. Kingsmill does not indulge in anything so extravagant as this, but one does have the feeling that Shakespeare is being slightly distorted in accordance with a preconceived plan. All through Shakespeare’s writings, Mr. Kingsmill thinks, there runs a struggle between the principle of love and the principle of power, or success, which can be traced in the plays of the various periods, and which was related to the ups and downs of Shakespeare’s own life. The theory is ingeniously worked out, but Mr. Kingsmill is sometimes a little high-handed in his treatment of words. To give one example, the Dark Lady (identified with Mary Fitton) is credited with a melancholy disposition on the strength of her “mourning eyes,” although in its context in the Sonnets “mourning” only means black. On the other hand, the discussion of Falstaff, and of the difficult question of Shakespeare’s attitude towards him (does he want us to side with Falstaff or with the odious Prince Hal?), is excellent.

One thing that these stories, especially “The End of the World,” bring out is the comparative light-heartedness of the world of twenty years ago. It is to be hoped that his publishers will reprint some more of Mr. Kingsmill’s earlier works.




3426. Fredric Warburg to Orwell

19 and 22 July 1948


On 19 July 1948, Warburg wrote to Orwell saying he had heard from Michael Kennard that Orwell was looking very much better; he had also mentioned Orwell’s interest in getting more of Gissing’s novels back into print. He thanked Orwell for enabling ‘Michael to have so delightful a holiday—the best I think he has had in this country—but it is not necessary for me to tell you how he enjoyed it, since you have seen him yourself and it was written all over his face.’ See 3412. The main burden of the letter concerned Nineteen Eighty-Four:


I was of course specially pleased to know that you have done quite a substantial amount of revision on the new novel. From our point of view, and I should say also from your point of view, a revision of this is far and away the most important single undertaking to which you could apply yourself when the vitality is there. It should not be put aside for reviews or miscellaneous work, however tempting, and will I am certain sooner rather than later bring in more money than you could expect from any other activity. If you do succeed in finishing the revision by the end of the year this would be pretty satisfactory, and we should publish in the autumn of 1949, but it really is rather important from the point of view of your literary career to get it done by the end of the year, and indeed earlier if at all possible.



On 22 July, he wrote to tell Orwell of the great interest aroused in Japan by Animal Farm. The Americans had submitted fifty to seventy-five titles of Western books to Japanese publishers and invited them to make bids for them. Animal Farm received the most bids; forty-eight Japanese publishers were anxious to publish it. It was ‘finally knocked down to an Osaka firm who are paying 20 cents or 20 yens° per copy, I am not sure which.’ It would not make Orwell wealthy, and the yen could be spent only in Japan: ‘Perhaps a trip one Spring in cherry time might be practicable for you, if and when the world clears up a bit.’

Orwell evidently did not respond to either letter, for when Warburg wrote to him on 1 September 1948 he said he had not heard from him for many weeks. For Orwell’s response to the publication of Animal Farm in Japan and the blocked yen, see 3437. The Japanese translation, Dōbutsu Nōjō, was published by Ōsaka Kyōiku Tosho, 15 May 1949.






3427. To Dr. Tergit

21 July 1948 Typewritten

Ward 3

Hairmyres Hospital

East Kilbride

Lanarkshire

Dear Dr Tergit,

Many thanks for your letter dated the 15th.

“Animal Farm” has been translated into German. The translation was made first in Switzerland, but they are now producing a cheaper edition for Germany. It has also been broadcast by the BBC in German, and (I think) by the American radio as well. But very many thanks for your offer.

Yours truly

[Signed] Geo. Orwell

George Orwell




3428. To George Woodcock

23 July 1948 Handwritten

Dear George,

I’m leaving hospital at last, so my address will be as before, ie. Barnhill, Isle of Jura, Argyllshire. Of course I’ve got to go on living an invalid life for 6 months or so, perhaps more, but at any rate I’m much better. I’ve got your book to review for the Obs.,1 but I haven’t done it yet. Please remember me to Inge.

Yours

George




3429. Avril Blair to Michael Kennard

29 July 1948 Handwritten

Barnhill

Isle of Jura

Argyll.

Dear Michael

Thanks very much for your letter & cigs for which I enclose cheque for 17/6.

Everything going on well here. Most of the hay is cut & in ricks. We have more or less fixed up the tractor to pull the reaper. A lot of swearing bursts out occasionaly° when the knife sticks. Bill is just off to sail in a yacht race at Tarbert leaving me to the tender mercies of the cows.

We have been doing awfully well with the creels & one day got 3 lobsters in the one pot! The fishing is also pretty good & I have been trying to fix up a kiln to smoke some mackerel.

The car wheels turned up, so the poor old thing is running again, but missing badly on about three cylinders. Its misery to drive her for long.

Eric returned yesterday & looks much better. He has got to take it very easy but is interested in how things are going & has been going round the estate today; practically everything is new or different since he was1 last at home. Richard Rees is also here for a day or two & we all (not E) bravely went down & had a bathe this afternoon. The water was icy despite the fact that we are in the midst of a terrific heat wave.

We have just been erecting a large tent in the garden for the overflow of visitors who start arriving tomorrow.

Terrific Sports,° Land° & water,° are taking place in Ardlussa on Aug 7th. I am on the Committee! I should think the whole Island will turn up. Last year there were 150 present & it ended up with a tremendous Tug-of-war, & the rope broke!

So glad you enjoyed your holiday. Do come up again if you ever have any more time off.

Yours

Avril




3430. Domestic Diary

31 July–24 December 1948 Handwritten

31.7.48. Re-opening this diary1 after seven months absence in hospital. Returned here on 28.7.48. Weather at present extremely hot & dry, no wind. Oats very short in the straw, presumably owing to drought in spring. Hay mostly cut & in ricks. Roses, poppies, sweet williams[,] marigolds full out, lupins still with some flowers, candytuft about over, clarkia coming on. Fruit bushes, other than raspberries, have not done very well & I shall move most of them. Trees fairly good. A lot of apples on some of the 1946 trees, but not much growth. Strawberries superlatively good. A. says they have had about 20 lb. (50 plants), & there are more coming on, though of course getting small now. First lot of peas almost ready to pick. Lettuces good, turnips ditto, runner beans not so good. The things that always seem to fail here are anything of the onion family. Two lots of chicks coming on, 5 10-week & 10 6-week, R.I.R. X Leghorn,2 good chicks & very even size. Pig, born about March, very good specimen. Has been fed almost entirely on potatoes & milk, the young chicks on oatmeal & milk. Both cows still in milk. The first (Rosie) calved about February, now supposed to be in calf again (to the Highland bull.) Grass pretty good, & thistles not nearly so bad as they used to be.

Cannot for some time to come do anything in garden, except very light jobs such as pruning.

Fishing has been good. One night recently they caught 80 fish, & also 8 lobsters in a week.

Lamps in bad condition & want spare parts. Many tools missing.


At the bottom of the facing page, Orwell has written this list. All are ticked except the hammer; the third line is crossed through and ticked.



Order Tilly mantles & vapourisers.

” hammer

” washers (for taps)

” plug for bathroom basin.

” lamp chimneys.




3431. Review of Eton Medley by B. J. W. Hill

The Observer, 1 August 1948

It is hard to disentangle admiration from dismay when one learns that Eton in 1948 is almost exactly what it was in 1918. If any change at all can be inferred from the photographs in Mr. Hill’s book, it is that the boys now go about bareheaded, owing to the lamentable shortage of top hats. Otherwise their clothes are just the same, and so is everything else. The procession of boats, lighted by fireworks, still glides down the river on the Fourth of June, the Wall Game is still played amid seas of mud, the flogging block is still there, a bit chipped by the bomb which hit Upper School, but doubtless still serviceable.

Mr. Hill says that a New Zealand Air Force officer, in England during the war, wrote asking him for an account of Eton and its educational system. The subject was too large to be dealt with in a letter, and Mr. Hill embarked instead on a careful description of Etonian daily life, with many photographs and a few reproductions of old engravings. His book is pleasantly written as well as informative, but it is unavoidably—and, indeed, almost unconsciously—an apology for a form of education that is hardly likely to last much longer.

At the end Mr. Hill remarks mildly that Eton will no doubt change as the years go on, but that he hopes that the changes will be self-imposed and not too rapid. And he points out, as a mark of vitality, that since the war more people than ever have been willing to pay the very large fees that are demanded. But unfortunately more is involved than the attitude of parents. Whatever may happen to the great public schools when our educational system is reorganised, it is almost impossible that Eton should survive in anything like its present form, because the training it offers was originally intended for a landowning aristocracy and had become an anachronism long before 1939. The top hats and tail coats, the pack of beagles, the many-coloured blazers, the desks still notched with the names of Prime Ministers had charm and function so long as they represented the kind of elegance that everyone looked up to. In a shabby and democratic country they are merely rather a nuisance, like Napoleon’s baggage wagons, full of chefs and hairdressers, blocking up the roads in the disaster of Sedan.

On the other hand, Eton will presumably remain a school, which it is physically well suited to be. It has magnificent buildings and playing-fields, and, unless it is finally swallowed by Slough, beautiful surroundings. It also has one great virtue which is fairly well brought out in Mr. Hill’s book, and that is a tolerant and civilised atmosphere which gives each boy a fair chance of developing his own individuality. The reason is perhaps that, being a very rich school, it can afford a large staff, which means that the masters are not overworked; and also that Eton partly escaped the reform of the public schools set on foot by Dr. Arnold and retained certain characteristics belonging to the eighteenth century and even to the Middle Ages. At any rate, whatever its future history, some of its traditions deserve to be remembered. The price of this book is surely hard to justify.1




3431A. Domestic Diary

1.8.48. A very little rain yesterday evening & in the night. Today overcast, & cooler. Sea like a sheet of lead. Midges very bad.

2.8.48. Fine but not very hot most of day. This evening mist & rain. Sea calm.

A. started new cylinder of Calor Gas yesterday.

Bob removed to Tarbert today. To be returned first week in October.


On the facing page opposite 2.8.48, Orwell has written, and ticked:



Order Calor Gas

Order broccoli plants




3432. To Michael Meyer

3 August 1948 Typewritten

Barnhill

Isle of Jura

Argyllshire

Dear Michael,

I received your letter this morning. I’m awfully sorry, but the date you name is impossible. At the moment we have 4 adults and 3 children in a house with 5 bedrooms, and prospectively 8 adults and 3 children (some people are coming to help with the harvest.) Some of them are overflowing into tents,1 but there’s also the food difficulty. If you can possibly manage any time in September I’d be delighted to see you. It’s generally quite pleasant then. I don’t suppose by the way this letter will go off till the 7th, so I’ll address it to Clackmannanshire.

I have spent since last November in hospital (T.B.), and only came out 10 days ago. I was really ill most of last year, having I think started off in that horrible cold winter of 1946–7. I’m much better now, but I’ve still got to live an invalid life probably till some time next year. I only get up for half the day and can’t manage any kind of exertion. However it’s a great pleasure to be home again, and I am getting on with some work. I have got quite used to working in bed. I hope you are liking it in Sweden.2 I should think it might be rather like this in some ways. Richard is enormous and in marvellous health. He’s still a bit backward about talking, but otherwise very bright. The illness has put my work back fearfully. I was supposed to finish a novel by the beginning of this year, but as it is I shan’t finish it till about Christmas. However I’ve started reprinting others in a uniform edition. I shall probably be in London for a short time in the winter, so if we don’t manage to meet before, ring me up when you are over here again. I’m so sorry about August.

Yours

George




3433. To Leonard Moore

3 August 1948 Typewritten

Barnhill

Isle of Jura

Argyllshire

Dear Moore,

Edmund Wilson tells me he didn’t receive a copy of “Coming Up for Air.” My impression was that we sent him one, but do you think you could arrange for another to be sent to him.1 see he gives his address as Wellfleet, Mass., but perhaps care of the New Yorker might be safer. As he is literary editor he probably gets flooded with books, so it might be wise to put “from George Orwell” on the outside of the packet. Also, do you know whether one was sent to Dwight Macdonald, (Care of “Politics,” 45 Astor Place, New York 3)? I thought we sent one at the same time as the one to Wilson, but if not could you send him one too.

I left hospital 10 days ago and am very glad to get home. I am only getting up for half the day, but it is very nice weather at last and very pleasant to sit about out of doors.

Yours sincerely

[Signed] Eric Blair

Eric Blair




3434. To Edmund Wilson

3 August 1948 Typewritten

Barnhill

Isle of Jura

Argyllshire

Dear Wilson,

Many thanks for your letter. I am so sorry they didn’t send you a copy of “Coming Up for Air.” I thought I had told them to. At any rate, I’ve told them to send one now.

I much enjoyed “The Ordeal of Mark Twain”1 which you kindly sent me, but I still think someone ought to write a proper biography to replace that awful Paine book.2

I got out of hospital 10 days ago, and am much better, but I have got to continue living an invalid life at any rate for some months. However it is a great treat to be at home again, and I have got so used to working in bed that I don’t mind it.

Yours sincerely

[Signed] Geo. Orwell

George Orwell

P. S. If you get round to reading “Coming Up” you may notice that it has not got a semi-colon in it.3 I should think there are very few modern books of which one could say that.




3435. Domestic Diary

3.8.48. A little rain during the night. Today very still, overcast, fairly warm, but chilly after about 8 pm. Sea very smooth & reflection of lighthouse1 visible (supposed to be sign of rain.)

One of the R.I.R. hens is ill—comb a good colour, & eats all right, but legs as if partially paralysed.

4.8.48. Most of day very still, misty, reasonably warm. A little rain the° evening. B.2 finished cutting the other patch of hay.

Tractor does this quite satisfactorily, although it is not meant to have the reaper attached to it & has to be guided in a rather awkward manner.

Some sweet peas coming out, but not good. Forgot to mention, Yesterday° 3 eagles over the field in front (I think 3, though I only saw 2 at any one time). One attacked another, made it drop its prey, which looked like a rat or rabbit, & then swooped down & got it. They make a screaming noise, which I thought only the buzzards made.

5.4.8. Still & overcast, sea less calm. Some rain during the night, I think. A & B.3 took up the creels this morning & got 3 crabs. Angus4 yesterday brought some dabs, which had been got by spearing them, I think at Midge bay.5

Montbretia flowers appearing. A few red hot pokers budding. A few flower buds on the gladioli (not good.)


On the facing page opposite 5.8.48, Orwell has written, and ticked:



Order wick for hanging lamp. ditto Valor6




3436. Review of The Novelist as Thinker, edited by B. Rajan

Times Literary Supplement, 7 August 1948 Published anonymously

It seems doubtful whether a book ought to be entitled The Novelist as Thinker unless it has been written with the definite intention of studying the novel as a vehicle for thought. Actually, more than one-third of this “symposium” (it is the fourth number of Focus,1 which is not exactly a periodical, but a book that appears about once a year) consists of matter unconnected with the title: in the main section there are six essays on contemporary English and French novelists, contributed by four writers, and not apparently selected according to any kind of plan. In these six essays, Mr. D. S. Savage deals with Mr. Aldous Huxley and Mr. Evelyn Waugh, Mr. G. H. Bantock with Mr. Christopher Isherwood and L. H. Myers, Mr. Thomas Good with M. Jean-Paul Sartre, and Mr. Wallace Fowlie with M. François Mauriac. One other item in the book, though it is not concerned with novels or novelists, has an indirect bearing on some of the problems that have been raised earlier. This is a long essay on criticism by Mr. Harry Levin, author of the well-known book on James Joyce.

Mr. Savage’s two contributions are of very unequal value. The first is a fairly well balanced study of Mr. Aldous Huxley’s work from Crome Yellow onwards (for some reason the brilliant early short stories of Limbo are not mentioned), leading to the probably correct conclusion that Mr. Huxley’s mystical pacifism is simply a kind of death wish based on a sense of futility. As Mr. Savage points out, Mr. Huxley’s final position was implicit in his earliest work, and the teachings of D. H. Lawrence had no permanent effect upon him. The essay on Mr. Evelyn Waugh, on the other hand, is lopsided, and would give a misleading impression to anyone who had not read the books which are supposedly being discussed. Mr. Savage begins by comparing Mr. Waugh, perhaps justly, with that traditional figure, the clown with the aching heart, but having said this he decides that his author’s outstanding characteristic is “immaturity,” and refuses to discuss him from any other angle. He does not even mention Mr. Waugh’s conversion to Catholicism, which obviously cannot be left out of account in any serious study of his work. In Brideshead Revisited Mr. Savage can see only nostalgia for adolescence, and does not seem to have noticed that the essential theme of the book is the collision between ordinary decent behaviour and the Catholic concept of good and evil.

Mr. Wallace Fowlie’s study of M. Mauriac also suffers from incompleteness, since it is concerned entirely with Mauriac’s early work, and does not mention Thérèse Desqueroux or A Woman of the Pharisees. However, it rightly emphasizes the fact that M. Mauriac is essentially a Catholic novelist—that is, a novelist whose themes would not occur to a Protestant—and the perhaps allied fact that “he always fails in the depiction of virtuous characters.” Mr. Thomas Good’s essay on M. Sartre is not so much criticism as popularization of an author who, at least in this country, is still talked about rather than read. As an exponent of Existentialism, M. Sartre must, of course, be judged by his fellow-philosophers; but as a novelist and political essayist he gives the impression—it is not dispelled by Mr. Good—of being one of those writers who set on paper the process instead of the results of thought, and, after many pages of feverish cerebration, end by stating the obvious. Of Mr. G. H. Bantock’s two essays, the one on L. H. Myers is the more sympathetic—perhaps too sympathetic. Myers was a lovable man2 and a delicate and scrupulous writer, but he lacked vitality, and it is stretching loyalty rather far to compare him favourably with Mr. E. M. Forster, as Mr. Bantock seems disposed to do. In the other essay, Mr. Bantock disposes of Mr. Isherwood “as thinker” by saying, in effect, that he is not a thinker: he admits, but seems to undervalue, his author’s readability, which, after all, is not a quality with which any writer is born.

In the middle section of the book are a number of not very distinguished poems by Mr. E. E. Cummings, Mr. Clifford Collins and others. The last three contributions are all written by Americans. Mr. Harry Levin, writing of “Literature as an Institution,” examines the “sociological” theory of criticism, formulated by Taine and developed by the Marxists, according to which literature is a product of environment: he urges the equal importance of tradition and apprenticeship, which enable literature to develop along its own lines without necessarily acting as a mirror for contemporary social conditions. Mr. Andrews Wanning contributes a rapid survey of present-day literary activities in the United States, from the Partisan Review to the comic strips, and finally, there is a rather pointless short story by Mr. Arthur Mizener, “You Never Go Back to Sleep,” about a novelist who was underrated.




3437. To Leonard Moore

7 August 1948 Typewritten

Barnhill

Isle of Jura

Argyllshire

Dear Moore,

Many thanks for your letter of the 4th. Of course I am very pleased to hear about the Japanese translation of A.F. I suppose if the sales amounted to anything one could always buy kimonos or something with the blocked yen. I should like it if I could have one or two copies of the translation when printed.1

Yours sincerely

[Signed] Eric Blair

Eric Blair




3438. Domestic Diary

7.8.48. Overcast with sunny intervals. Windy & rather cold. B. put the hay in the back field into coils.


On the facing page opposite 7.8.48, Orwell has written, and ticked:



Order methylated (from Glasgow)

8.8.48. Fine, rather cold. Wind in north. Sea calm. Some clarkia now out. One plum tree sending out long shoots from low down, which I presume must be cut out. A great many young rabbits about, but difficult to get a shot.

Wrote to two addresses about boats.1

9.8.48. Fine, not very warm. One fancies a fire in the evening nowadays. Dahlias budding well. Red hot poker shoots coming up very fast.

They seem to shoot up a foot or more in 3 or 4 days. Very many rabbits about.

10.8.48. Fine, not very warm. Wind tends to be northerly. Mainland looked closer than I have ever seen it. B. & his friends put the hay in the back field into ricks. Took the runners out of the strawberries, ie. the worst ones.

11.8.48. Still, overcast, fairly warm. A very few drops of rain in the afternoon. Midges very bad. Sea calm.

12.8.48. Still. Fine in morning, clouding over in afternoon, & a little rain in the evening & at night. Sea calm. Some hay brought in. Rick lifter very successful. A. & B.D. fished & got 13 saythe.

13.8.48. Beautiful hot day. Sea calm, & glassy-smooth in afternoon. Several more ricks brought in. A. cut grass in front. B. & the others fished in the evening & caught 70 saythe.

14.8.48. Less warm, & sea somewhat rougher. A few drops of rain in the evening. When B. & the others went down to fish, the calf followed them down & even began to swim after them.

15.8.48. Overcast, still, not very warm. Light rain part of day. Sea less calm. A. planted out broccoli. With the journey, & lying about after arrival, the plants have been out of the ground at least a week. Chaffinches seem to be flocking already.




3439. To Celia Kirwan

16 August 1948 Typewritten

Barnhill

Isle of Jura

Argyllshire

Dear Celia,1

How nice to hear from you. I got out of hospital about 3 weeks ago and am very much better, though of course I still have to live an invalid life and only get up half the day. Next year I trust I shall be more active. The house is very full now with four people staying here, including Inez,2 and they are very busy getting the hay in, which of course I can’t help with. Richard is tremendously well and energetic, and helps with everything. The weather hasn’t been very good, but better than it was in the earlier part of the summer. What I really wanted to say was that if you’d like to come and stay here any time we’d love to have you. At present the house is crammed to bursting, in fact two people have overflowed into tents, but in September it won’t be, and it is often very nice here then. If you do like to come any time, you must let me know the date well in advance, because of the slowness of posts here, and I’ll give you the full instructions about the journey, which looks formidable on paper but isn’t really.

Please remember me to Diana.3 Inez sends love. I shall probably be in London for a bit in the winter but I think not before then.

With love

George




3440. Domestic Diary

16.8.48. Dull & damp. Sea fairly calm.

17.8.48. Overcast in morning, some sun in afternoon. Very large lobster (4½ lb.) caught this morning. Cylinder of Calor Gas gave out. Must have been leaking.

18.8.48. Fine sunny day, not much wind. Sea calm. B.D. brought in some more hay, & put some more in the back field into ricks. The barn is now full & a stack will have to be built. Tied back cherry trees & cut out dead branches. Began weeding border. Killed first queen wasp.

19.8.48. Beautiful sunny day, with a little breeze. Sea fairly calm. B. &R. 1 made small stack, covering with tarpaulin. Only one rick now to be brought in. Pig now put outside the gate, but does not go far afield yet. Weeded some more of the border.

Methylated running very short.


On the facing page opposite 18 and 19.8.48, Orwell has written, and ticked all but michaelmas daisies:



Order daffodil bulbs

.. crocus ..

.. scilla ..

peony roots

quince trees [crossed through]

lupins

michaelmas daisies

I cwt lime

phloxes

20.8.48. Beautiful sunny day. Little wind. Sea calm. B. & R. clearing up last of hay. Weeded some more.




3441. Civil Service Purge

Freedom Defence Committee Statement, 21 August 1948


The freedom Defence Committee’s Bulletin 7, Autumn 1948, published a statement about the way in which the records of members of the Civil Service were being investigated. Orwell had raised this with George Woodcock in his letter of 23 March 1948 (see 3369; and also 3388 ns. 2 and 3). The statement was also published in the Socialist Leader, 21 August 1948, and in Peace News, 27 August 1948. The version in Peace News, reproduced here, was preceded by a statement (given here in italics, as in the original) which made a distinction between the FDC and the Communist-dominated National Council for Civil Liberties. Orwell agreed to sign the statement on 30 June 1948; see 3417.



The Freedom Defence Committee has called for a reform of the secret method by which Civil Servants and other persons are being discharged from Government employment because of alleged Communism or Fascism.

Unlike the National Council for Civil Liberties, which has called for the suppression of all Fascists and unlimited freedom for all Communists, the Freedom Defence Committee has recognised that a government’s actions must be dictated by its political and social responsibilities.

The following statement has been issued:—

The Freedom Defence Committee, having observed the manner in which the investigation of the political records of members of the Civil Service accused of Communist or Fascist affinities is being carried out, believes that additional safeguards are essential if the risk of injustice is to be reduced to a minimum.

We would emphasise that we do not consider it our function to make any criticism of the actual dismissal or transference of employees whom the Government thinks undesirable. Unless one is prepared to deny the principle of government, it is impossible to contest the right of the administration to choose its employees and reject those whose activities seem to endanger it. For this reason we consider that the general issue is a political one which this Committee, under its constitution, cannot discuss.

AMENDMENTS

We advocate the following amendments to the method of procedure:


(a) The individual whose record is being investigated should be permitted to call a trade union or other representative to speak on his behalf.

(b) All allegations should be required to be substantiated by corroborative evidence, this being particularly essential in the case of allegations made by representatives of M15 or the Special Branch of Scotland Yard, when the sources of information are not revealed.

(c) The Civil Servant concerned, or his representative, should be allowed to cross-examine those giving evidence against him.



The statement bears the following signatures:




	Gerald Brenan
	J. Middleton Murry



	Fenner Brockway
	George Orwell



	Alex Comfort
	S. Vere Pearson



	Rhys J. Davies
	R. S. W. Pollard



	E. M. Forster
	D. S. Savage



	Victor Gollancz
	Osbert Sitwell



	B. H. Liddell Hart
	Dinah Stock



	C. E. M. Joad
	Julian Symons



	Augustus John
	Michael Tippett



	Harold J. Laski
	Wilfred Wellock



	Henry Moore
	J. Allen Skinner



	Stuart Morris
	Herbert Read








3442. Domestic Diary

21.8.48. Horrible day, with driving rain & violent wind, from E. part of the time. Flowers in garden much blown about. B. & A. caught 9 mackerel last night.




3443. Review of The Writer and Politics by George Woodcock

The Observer, 22 August 1948

“Any honest artist,” writes Mr. George Woodcock, “is an agitator, an anarchist, an incendiary,” and this bold statement can be taken as the keynote of his book. It is a book of collected essays, rather heterogeneous in character and dealing more with individuals than with generalities, but always coming back to that painful and—as it seems to-day—almost insoluble problem, the relationship between literature and society.

In the opening essay the problem is stated directly. In our own age a serious writer cannot ignore politics as he could in the nineteenth century. Political events affect him too nearly, and he is too much aware of the fact that his seemingly individual thoughts are the product of his social environment. He therefore attempts, as so many writers of the past 20 years have done, to take a direct part in politics, only to find that he has entered a world in which intellectual honesty is regarded as a crime. If he toes the line he destroys himself as a writer, while if he refuses to do so he is denounced as a renegade. This drives him to take refuge in dilettantism, or, perhaps even worse, to alternate between one attitude and the other. Only by embracing libertarian anarchism, Mr. Woodcock maintains, can the writer make himself politically effective without losing his integrity: and he at any rate demonstrates successfully that anarchism is not the same thing as woolly-minded Utopianism. He does not, however, fully meet the objection that anarchism is simply another -ism and that all movements involving large groups of people tend to be alike in their intellectual atmosphere.

This essay is followed by another on political myth-making, and then by three studies of revolutionary thinkers whose writings are less known in Britain than they might be: Proudhon, one of the founders of the French Socialist movement; Herzen, the friend and financial supporter of Bakunin; and Kropotkin, the biologist and sociologist, whose inventive and pragmatical outlook makes him one of the most persuasive of anarchist writers. After this there are essays on a series of contemporary writers—Silone, Koestler, Graham Greene, and others1—most of whom are alike in combining a “left” outlook with hostility to orthodox Communism. Silone comes nearest to winning Mr. Woodcock’s complete approval, but he treats Graham Greene with marked friendliness—Greene, it seems, though a Catholic, is anima naturaliter anarchistica. Koestler is condemned because of the change of front which he makes, or seems to make, in “Thieves in the Night,” a book which condones the totalitarian methods that he had previously attacked in “Darkness at Noon.”

Among the other essays there is one on the sociology of hymns—an excellent subject, but too shortly treated, since Mr. Woodcock is interested almost exclusively in the revivalist hymns and does not discuss the medieval Latin hymns and their translations, nor, on the other hand, the occasional modern specimens (such as those of Henry Newman), which possess literary value.




3444. To Michael Meyer

22 August 1948 Typewritten

Barnhill

Isle of Jura

Argyllshire

Dear Michael,

I’m awfully sorry, but I can’t manage such dates as you mention. I don’t think there’ll be any room in the house till towards the end of September. Recently two people overflowed into a tent, but we shall have to take that down soon because of the winds. It’s also not possible to come here for as short a time as two or three days. There are only boats three days a week, and it’s always more or less a day’s journey, because one has to get up this end of the island after landing. I’m awfully sorry about all this and do hope I don’t seem to be putting you off. I would so have liked to see you. Any way, come next year if you can, and let me know a good time in advance, so that I can make sure there is room in the house and arrange about meeting you. The posts by the way can only be depended on to reach here once a week, usually on a Saturday.

I am much better but can’t do anything involving exertion. I don’t even milk the cows, which, as you say, is hard work. I potter about a little in the garden, but I can’t lift or carry anything heavy, or walk far. Next year I trust I shall be more or less normal. Richard is tremendously well and helps quite a lot round the farm. This year we are keeping a pig, the first time I have ever tried one. It seems to be quite easy to bring up, and grows very fast. I think I shall be in London in the winter, probably in December or January, according to when I finish the book I am writing.

Yours

George




3445. Domestic Diary

22.8.48. Very slightly better day. Strong wind in morning, but sunny. Some driving rainstorms in afternoon, but a few bright intervals. Wind still strong, mostly from W., sometimes from S. Sea rough. Much white water round the lighthouse.1 B. brought down sheep & put them in the field with a view to dipping them.

23.8.48. Horrible day. Raging wind from all directions. Sunny in morning, driving rain showers in afternoon. Tent blown down. Some apples blown off. Sea rough, much white water. B. & R. successfully dipped the sheep in the small iron tank used for rainwater. Wind dropped somewhat towards evening.


On the facing page opposite 23.8.48, Orwell has written, and ticked:



Order paraffin.

24.8.48. Better day. Some showers about mid-day, otherwise fine & sunny, not much wind. Sea calmer. Sticked2 a few dahlias.

25.8.48. Misty during last night. Today mostly dry, blowy, overcast & intermittent rain. Sea less rough.

26.8.48. Fine, still, sunny day. B. is putting-up wires, parallel with the ground, to lean corn sheaves against instead of stooking them. New methylated came, ie. I gallon, but we also got a bottle of it from McKechnie, so we have 9 pints in hand. NB. to note how long it lasts. Removed seed pods from wallflowers, which we are going to leave in the ground. People always grow them as biennials, but I think in fact they are perennials, & they might do one more fairly good flowering after the first year.3 A. cut grass.


On the facing page opposite 26.8.48, Orwell has written, but not ticked:



Order tarpaulin

27.8.48. Beautiful warm day. No wind. Sea very calm. B. & R.4 started cutting corn. Very difficult because stalks are so short.

28.8.48. Fine till evening, more wind than yesterday. Sea less calm. B. & R. continued mowing the field. They have got some of the sheaves against wires today instead of stooking them. Put the young cockerel in pen to fatten. Fine about 6 pm onwards some light rain.°

29.8.48. Some heavy rain in the night, & strong wind. Today damp, overcast, rather blowy, but warm. It appears the sheaves had stood up in spite of the rain in the night, so this method is justified. Retied the new fruit trees, which were becoming chafed owing to being tied with string.

Some gladioli out. They are not so good this year. The roses are really admirable. Godetias now about at their best.


On the facing page opposite 29.8.48, Orwell has written, and ticked:



Write about boat

30.8.48. Filthy day. Too wet to do anything out of doors. Sea less rough. Appears to be clearing a bit this evening.




3446. To Melvin Lasky

31 August 1948 Typewritten; copy

Barnhill

Isle of Jura

Argyllshire

Scotland

Dear Mr Lasky,1

Many thanks for your letter of the 14th (only just arrived—the posts are rather infrequent here.) So long as it is all right with “Commentary” of course I am delighted to have any of my articles reprinted and to get paid for them as well.

If I have anything further that seems at all suitable I will suggest it to you. I am not doing very much, because as you know I have been under treatment for tuberculosis for a long time, and it has set my work back almost a year. I am struggling with a book which was to have been finished by the beginning of this year and actually won’t get finished much before Christmas, so I can’t do any serious journalism at present. I don’t of course know whether your review is literary as well as political, but a month or two back I wrote an essay on George Gissing which might possibly interest you. It was for a paper called “Politics and Letters” which is so much behind time with its current issue that I am afraid it may have died2 as these little reviews so often do.

It must be ghastly being in Berlin now.3 I trust you won’t all have to fly with the MVD4 on your heels.

Yours sincerely

[Signed] Geo. Orwell

George Orwell




3447. To Leonard Moore

31 August 1948 Typewritten

Barnhill

Isle of Jura

Argyllshire

Dear Moore,

Thank you for two letters. Unless I get ill again or something of that kind, the novel1 should be finished by about the beginning of December, so you should have it before Christmas.

I don’t seem to have a copy of “Down and Out” of any description. Would it not be possible to get hold of a Penguin copy? If not we shall have to get one by the same rather devious means as with “Coming Up for Air.”

Did you by any chance have a copy of “Polemic” of about the end of 1946, containing an essay of mine called “Lear, Tolstoy and the Fool?” I don’t seem to have a copy of this, and as the magazine has come to an end it may not be possible to get back numbers.

Yours sincerely

[Signed] Eric Blair

Eric Blair




3448. To William Phillips

31 August 1948 Typewritten

Barnhill

Isle of Jura

Argyllshire

Scotland

Dear Phillips,1

Many thanks for your letter of the 24th. Yes, I’d like very much to review Gandhi’s Autobiography.2 You didn’t say what length?° But I suppose the length of one of the longer reviews in PR?

I came out of hospital at the end of July and am much better, but I have to go on being a semi-invalid for at any rate some months. Next year I trust I may be more or less normal again. At present of course I am trying to catch up lost time, in particular to finish a book which should have been done about the beginning of this year, but won’t I am afraid be finished much before Christmas.

Yours sincerely

[Signed] Geo. Orwell

George Orwell




3449. Domestic Diary

31.8.48. Filthy day. Rain more or less continuous up to about 5 pm, then fine for two hours, then more rain. Mostly light, but quite a downpour during the night. Sea fairly calm. Tony1 saw some kind of shark or grampus in Kinuachdrach harbour, which, according to him, jumped out of the water & caught a seagull.

Peony roots now 6/– each!


On a separate page following 31.8.48, Orwell tabulates details for spraying fruit trees, etc.:



[image: Images]

1.9.48. Slightly better day. Some showers in morning & afternoon, also some light drizzle, but most of day fine & still. Sea calm. B. & R. cut some more corn, with difficulty, as the knife gets clogged with mud in this weather. Large slow-worm living in the peat, apparently as a permanency, as I have several times seen it. Probably this is the “snake” R. saw there. Retied cherry trees.




3450. From S. M. Levitas

2 September 1948


Orwell had written to S. M. Levitas, executive editor of The New Leader, New York, on 4June 1948 in answer to a reminder from Levitas that he had promised to contribute to his magazine (see 3410); he had explained that he was ill with tuberculosis and unable to contribute anything for the time being. Levitas wrote again on 2 September. He hoped Orwell was ‘completely recovered … and … back in harness,’ that his health was ‘O.K. and that you will come through,’ but The New Leader needed ‘pieces’ from him on any subject and of any length, because they had ‘a terrific job proselytizing thousands and thousands of people’ and Orwell’s help and co-operation were really needed. No reply from Orwell has been traced.






3451. Domestic Diary

2.9.4.8. Filthy day till afternoon, when clearing up somewhat. Sea rougher, with some breakers. The second calf (2 months old) is to be bought in by the farm for £10. Apparently this is an equitable price, as it is pure–bred (a heifer) & has had about 60 galls of milk.

Rain during night.

3.9.48. Better day. A shower in the afternoon & a slight one in the morning, otherwise fine & still. Sea fairly calm. B. & R. continued cutting com.

4.9.48. Beautiful, still, warm day. A very little breeze. Sea calm. B. & R. continued cutting. Started weeding the border under house.

5.9.48. Filthy day, wet & blowy, up to about 4 pm. After that a few showers, but finer on the whole. Sea roughish, Weeded gooseberry patch. Gooseberry bushes are still very small & poor, but do not seem diseased.




3452. To Fredric Warburg

6 September 1948 Typewritten

Barnhill

Isle of Jura

Argyllshire

Dear Fred,

Thanks so much for your letter.1 I am about halfway through the revision of my novel and unless I get ill again or something of that kind I should have it done in time to let you have it early in December. My health seems to be getting much better, though of course I am still living an invalid life, more or less. I am going up to Glasgow next week to be X-rayed again, and perhaps after that they will let me get up a bit more. I feel a great deal better and don’t get out of breath so much, but I can’t walk far or do anything requiring the smallest physical strength. Unfortunately the weather has been very poor. Last month it was better, but now it has turned filthy. They got the hay in all right but are having an awful business with the corn. Of course I can’t help with anything like that. Richard is tremendously well and active. He helps me in the garden and is really quite useful. I am sorry to say he took to smoking recently, however it didn’t last long as he made himself most horribly sick and has been off it ever since, almost like the advertisement which says “tobacco habit conquered in three days.”

Moore told me you wanted a copy of “Down and Out” for the uniform edition. I haven’t got one, not even a Penguin. I suppose at worst we can pinch one from a public library, as before.

Please remember me to everybody.

Yours

George




3453. Domestic Diary

6.9.48. Filthy day, clearing partially in afternoon. Began weeding currant patch. Have now decided notto move these bushes, as they have made better growth than I had thought.

Pig keeps getting through the fence into the yard, & might find his way into the garden, which must not be allowed.

Finished the bottle of methylated started on 26.8.48. This means one bottle lasts 10–12 days, so a gallon (6 bottles?) should last at best 2 months.


On the facing page opposite 6.9.48, Orwell has written, and ticked the first two items:



Plant tulips about 20th October.

Write about petrol

.. ashes1

.. rubber tubing

Order garden forks (2)

.. lamp washers (pump)

.. tools for boat





3454. Appeal by Freedom Defence Committee

7 September 1948


Issue 7 of the Freedom Defence Committee’s Bulletin, Autumn 1948, draws to its readers’ attention a letter sent to the press for publication ‘early in September. ’ A copy of the actual letter sent to The New Statesman and Nation has survived. This is dated 7 September 1948. At its foot is a note: ‘The original signatures are available for inspection at this office. ’ The letter was also published, sometimes differently paragraphed, in Northern Echo, Darlington, 16 September (abridged); Tribune, 17 September; Peace News, 17 September (abridged); and Socialist Leader, 18 September; it was not published by The New Statesman and Nation, nor by any of the longer-run papers. This is the version as published by Tribune; the text is complete but the first, long, paragraph of the Committee’s letter has been split into three.



The British people accept freedom as a matter of course, and tend to forget that its price is “eternal vigilance.” Even if they remember that famous saying, they do not seem, to realise that vigilance is an activity involving time, energy and money.

The Freedom Defence Committee was set up in 1945 “to uphold the essential liberty of individuals and organisations, and to defend those who are persecuted for exercising their rights to freedom of speech, writing and action.”

Our Bulletin, which is available to anyone who applies to the Secretary, shows to what an extent our existence has been justified. Cases of unjust imprisonment, excessive sentences and racial discrimination are frequent. Threats to freedom of speech, writing and action, though often trivial in isolation, are cumulative in their effect and, unless checked, lead to a general disrespect for the rights of the citizen.

The Committee gives aid to individuals or organisations irrespective of their political views, the nature of the attack on their freedom being the sole criterion on which it is determined whether or not action should be taken. The Committee is opposed in principle to all forms of military and industrial conscription, and works for the abolition of the Emergency Powers Act, Defence Regulations and all existing statutes restricting the freedom of political action.

We need a regular income of at least £1,000 if we are to carry on efficiently.1 This has not been forthcoming in the past year and our accounts now show a deficit of over £145. To enable our work to go forward, therefore, we need an immediate sum of at least £500. Our basic requirements are modest enough—a thousand regular subscribers at a guinea a year; but we are also in desperate need of lump-sum donations to enable us to pay our debts and keep our office open.

Subscriptions and donations should be sent to Herbert Read, Chairman, Freedom Defence Committee, 8, Endsleigh Gardens, London, W.C.1.

(Signed) BENJAMIN BRITTEN, E. M. FORSTER,

AUGUSTUS JOHN, GEORGE ORWELL,

HERBERT READ, OSBERT SITWELL.




3455. Domestic Diary

7.9.48. Filthy day, sea rough. Did nothing out of doors.

8.9.48. Much better day, sunny & fairly warm, sea calmer. B. & R.

finished cutting corn. Weeded rest of the currants.

9.9.48. Fine but not very warm. Not much wind in day-time, & sea fairly calm. Wind sprang up about 8 pm & became very violent during the night, with some rain. Weeded raspberries. A good many suckers, which can be used to fill up gaps. Some lupins still flowering.

10.9.48. Sunny, strong wind. Sea rough. Corn too wet to be stacked, so they are throwing it down on the ground again.

Started weeding the other lot of currants.

11.9.48. Vile day in the morning, blowy & rainy. Sea rough. Afternoon somewhat better, but with showers. Sea calming down.

12.9.48. Heavy rain & much wind in the night, clearing in the morning. Some showers, & not very warm, but the day fine on the whole. Sea calm. B. & R. brought the new boat back from Colonsay.1 It appears it was rough in the Atlantic, though quite calm in the Sound. In the afternoon put wire netting along the fence to keep the pig out. He still gets in, but probably cannot do so if it is well tied down at the bottom.

13.9.48. Filthy day, sea rough. Cleared up somewhat in the evening. B. & R. could not get the boat’s engine to start, probably owing to dirty plugs. Ordered some young turkeys (3–4 months). (Unobtainable).

14.9.48. (Hairmyres).2 Much better day, quite warm part of the time. Sea fairly smooth. Just a little bumpiness before reaching Gigha.3 One child sick. Comparatively little of the hay on the mainland is gathered in.

15.9.48. Tremendous rain in the night, with some thunder.

16.9.48. (Glasgow). Dull overcast day, but little or no rain. Evidently the tremendous rain of the other night happened all over the country. Some fields near Hairmyres were completely flooded. Very unwell, temperature about 101° each evening.

17.9.48. (Barnhill). Fairly fine day, but windy. Roughish crossing, but not quite enough so to be sick. Lime has arrived.


On the facing page opposite 17.9.48, Orwell has written, and ticked:



Plant peonies

Prune raspberries




3456. To Leonard Moore

18 September 1948 Typewritten

Barnhill

Isle of Jura

Argyllshire

Dear Moore,

This is in answer to three letters of yours, or from your office.

I don’t remember that I actually gave Mr Madejski1 permission to translate anything of mine. I think I merely told him that in principle I was always glad to have anything translated, and referred him to you. Of course make any stipulations you think proper. The only thing I want to make sure of is that where it is a case of a foreign country where one can’t expect to make much money, such as Germany at this moment, or any oriental country, I don’t want a translation to fall through merely because adequate payment is not offered. Even from a financial point of view I imagine it is worth putting oneself on the map in Germany, which is likely to become a good market again within a few years.

I am quite agreeable to the proposed broadcasting of “Shooting an Elephant,”2 and to the Danish offer for the serial rights in “A Hanging.”3

Yours sincerely

[Signed] Eric

Blair Eric Blair




3457. Domestic Diary

18.9.48. Fine clear day, not very warm, in the morning, some rain & wind in afternoon & evening. B. & R. stacking corn, which apparently has dried up in the last two days. A. picked blackberries (first this year.)

19.9.48. Alternately sunny & overcast, a few light showers, not very warm. Sea calm close in. Breakers over towards Crinan.1 Tried boat. Very easy to steer. Planted peonies (six, red). Very roughly planted. Pruned raspberries. Not certain whether I did it correctly.




3458. To Anthony Powell

[20 September 1948]1 Picture postcard, handwritten; copy

Thanks so much for your postcard. I expect to be in London either in December or January (probably Jan.) according to when I get my book finished. I’m much better but still have to go very slowly & spend half the day in bed. Please remember me to Violet. George.




3459. Domestic Diary

20.9.48. One sharp shower, otherwise fine, clear & rather cold. Some wind from W. B. & R. have about finished the stack, which is to be covered with a tarpaulin. Find one of the blackcurrants (ie. those planted last year) has already sent up a small plant, presumably by layering.

21.9.48. Clear, fine day, rather cold. Little wind. Sea calm inshore. Started burning rubbish to get wood ash. A. planted sweet williams in nursery bed.

22.9.48. Heavy rain in the night. From about 10 am onwards a beautiful, clear, sunny day, reasonably warm. Took boat down to the nearest bay to collect firewood. A. sowed winter spinach.

23.9.48. A few small showers, but most of day simply overcast & rather cold. Wind from E. in the morning. A. & B. went over to Tarbert via Crinan for the cattle market. Boat ran well. B. bought 48 lambs for 24/– each. Last year’s price was about 43/–. Felt very unwell, did not go out of doors.

24.9.48. Filthy day, all day, Sea rough. Unwell, stayed in bed. B’s sheep arrived.

25.9.48. Filthy night & morning, clearing slightly in the afternoon. Not much wind. Sea calmer. Got up for a little. The cats keep catching young rats, ie. what I think are young rats & not field mice. Did not know they bred so late in the year as this.

26.9.48. Horrible day. Very heavy rain in the night, & rain almost continuous throughout the day. Strong wind in the morning, mostly from S. The boat will have to be covered with a tarpaulin, as rain of this strength is liable to fill it up & sink it. Ground everywhere is a morass.

27.9.48. Rain in night, but a much better day, sunny & windy. Sea rough. Some more rain in evening.

28.9.48. Vile morning, pelting with rain, violent wind from south, sea very rough. Not cold. A few fine patches during afternoon.

29.9.48. Better day, sunny & windy. One short shower in the morning. Sea fairly calm.




3460. To Herbert Read

30 September 1948 Handwritten

Barnhill

I. of Jura

Argyllshire

Dear Read,

Herewith cheque for £1 for the F.D.C.1 which was sent to me as the person could not remember the address.2

Yours

Geo. Orwell




3461. Domestic Diary

30.9.48. Still, sunny & fairly warm in morning, still & overcast in afternoon. Sea calm in morning, growing slightly more choppy. Leaves beginning to fall.




3462. ‘The Labour Government After Three Years’

Commentary October 1948


This article was published by Commentary1 under the title ‘Britain’s Struggle for Survival: The Labor2 Government After Three Years.’ Orwell states in his Notes for My Literary Executor, mid-1949, that the title was not his; see 3727. In his Second Literary Notebook he wrote preparatory notes for this article (see 3463); these have the title ‘The Labour Gov.t after three years.’ This, clearly, is Orwell’s title and it has been restored here. That Notebook also states that the article was to be completed by 20 July, almost exactly three years to the day (26 July 1945) when the Labour Government took office. From Melvyn Lasky’s wish to print a German version of the article in Der Monat (see Orwell’s letter of 31 August 1948, 3446), it would seem that the article had been completed by mid-August at the latest, as might be expected. The fact that the Labour Government’s fourth year of office was well under way by the time the article appeared in Commentary may explain the non-Orwell title. The German translation, ‘Armut und Hoffnung Grossbritanniens,’ is drawn from the Commentary title; Orwell’s title is dropped.

Der Monat (1 Jahrgang, Nummer 3, Dezember 1948) took liberties with the article’s arrangement. The English original has 28 paragraphs. The German version transfers English paragraphs 21–24 to the end of the article; thus the German order of the English paragraphs is 25–28, 21–24. The German also makes slight verbal changes, which clarify and amplify the original. In English paragraph 25, ‘It is noticeable that people’ becomes (when translated back into English): ‘It is noticeable that these people’; in the next sentence, ‘there is not a weekly or monthly paper of standing which is a reliable supporter of the government’ has had added, after ‘paper of standing,’ ‘with perhaps the exception of Tribune.’ This second addition smacks of Orwell himself, and so these amendments in Der Monat have been accepted into this version. Der Monat also omits the third sentence of paragraph 11, ‘The housing situation … unbearably dull,’ and the last two sentences of paragraph 13, ‘It is true … inflationary.’ The final sentence of paragraph 8 omits the reference to the Tories and reads (translated back into English): ‘becoming a sleeping partner in an Anglo-Saxon conglomerate.’ These cuts and especially the omission of the reference to the Tories seem designed for a German audience, and therefore these passages have not been altered here. The editor is grateful to Elizabeth Oliver for collating the German and English texts.



It is characteristic of our age that at the time of the 1945 General Election one could see fairly clearly what problems the Labor government was facing, and that it is just as difficult today as it was then to predict either success or failure. This is the age of the unresolved dilemma, of the struggle which never slows down and never leads to a decision. It is as though the world were suffering from a disease which is simultaneously acute, chronic, and not fatal.

In Britain we have lived for three years in a state of almost continuous crisis, like one of those radio serials in which the hero falls over a precipice at the end of each instalment. The supreme calamity is, of course, always averted, but the end of the story never seems to be any nearer. Bankruptcy has been put off and put off by American loans, by “austerity,” and by the spending of reserves, and when those expedients cease to work it may be put off still further, possibly for decades, by a successful drive for exports: but the fundamental problem of making Britain genuinely solvent without sinking the standard of living to an unbearably low level remains untouched.

It is, I think, important to realize that in Britain the struggle between collectivism and laissez-faire is secondary. The main objective is national survival. Looking on from the outside and reading the British press, one might easily get the idea that the country is groaning beneath bureaucratic misrule and would be only too glad to return to the good old days of free enterprise; but this merely appears to be so because the big capitalists and the middling entrepreneur class are disproportionately vocal.

Britain is in many ways a conservative country, but it is also a country without a peasantry, one in which the desire for economic liberty is not strong or widespread. Property, in Britain, means a house, furniture, and a few hundred pounds’ worth of savings; freedom means freedom of thought and speech, or the power to do what you choose in your spare time. The great majority of people take it for granted that they will live on wages or salaries rather than profits, welcome the idea of birth-to-death social insurance, and do not feel strongly one way or the other about the nationalization of industry. Rationing and controls generally are, of course, in a sense unpopular, but this is only important in that it increases the exhaustion and boredom resulting from eight years of overwork.

We are handicapped, in fact, not by any positive desire to return to capitalism but by the habits of mind acquired during prosperity (including the ideology of the socialist movement itself).

Even today, and even in left-wing circles, it is not fully grasped that Britain’s economic position is an inherently bad one. A small overpopulated country, importing its food and paying for it with exports, can only keep going so long as the rest of the world is not industrialized. If the present world-wide development of industry continues, there will in the long run be no reason for international trade, except in raw materials, a few tropical products, and possibly a few luxury goods. All the advantage will lie—does already lie—with large autarchic countries like Russia or the United States. Britain, therefore, can only survive as an “advanced” and populous country if it is integrated into a much larger area.

At present, this may happen in one of four ways. One is by the formation of a union of Western Europe plus Africa; another is by tightening the links of the Commonwealth and transferring perhaps half the population of Britain to the English-speaking dominions; a third is by allowing Britain, with the rest of Europe, to become part of the Russian system; and the final possibility is by the accession of Britain to the United States. The objection in every case is obvious.

The first alternative, the most canvassed at present and perhaps the most hopeful, faces enormous difficulties and dangers, of which Russian hostility is only the most immediate. The second, even supposing the dominions to be prepared for it, could probably not be carried out except by a despotic government which was accustomed to transporting human beings like shiploads of cattle. The third, though it may happen as a result of defeat in war, can be ruled out as a possibility, since no one except a handful of Communists desires it. The fourth is quite likely to happen, but it is unacceptable from a British point of view, since it would mean becoming very definitely a junior partner and being tied to a country which everyone except a few Tories regards as politically backward.

Even if any of these possibilities, or some combination of them, comes to pass, it will only do so after a long delay, whereas the need for solvency is immediate. The leaders of the Labor government, therefore, can only make their plans on the assumption that Britain has got to be self-sufficient in the near future. They are endeavoring to bring a European union into being, they hope and believe that when it exists the dominions will adhere to it, and they are determined—indeed, they are obliged—to remain on good terms with the United States; but their immediate aim must be to make Britain’s exports balance her imports. And they have to do this with worn-out industrial equipment, with foreign preoccupations which demand large armed forces and are therefore a heavy drain on man-power, and with a working class which is tired and not too well fed, and which fought the war and voted at the General Election in the expectation of something quite different.

In 1945, approximately half the electorate voted Labor. I believe it would be an exaggeration to say that the majority of these people voted for Socialism. They voted for full employment, bigger old-age pensions, the raising of the school-leaving age, more social and economic equality, and more democracy all round; and for nationalization of industry as a way of bringing these things about. The government, even if it wants to, cannot afford to disappoint its supporters altogether, and therefore has to combine basic reconstruction with immediate reforms that make the reconstruction more difficult. It would have been almost impossible, for instance, for a Labor government not to give re-housing first priority; but, necessary though the houses are, this means reducing the labor and materials that can be allotted to industrial building. The change-over to national ownership is not in itself an inspiring process, and in the popular regard the Labor party is the party that stands for shorter working hours, a free health service, day nurseries, free milk for school children, and the like, rather than the party that stands for Socialism.

Unfortunately, given the desperate shortage of nearly everything, it is not easy to improve the lives of the people in any material way. Physically, the average British citizen is probably somewhat worse off than he was three years ago.3 The housing situation is extremely bad; food, though not actually insufficient, is unbearably dull. The prices of cigarettes, beer, and unrationed food such as vegetables are fantastic. And clothes rationing is an increasing hardship since its effects are cumulative. We are in the transition period which awaits all left-wing parties when they attain to power, and which always comes as a painful surprise because so little has been said about it beforehand. In general, left-wing parties gain their following by promising better material conditions, but when the test comes it always turns out that those conditions are not attainable immediately, but only after a long, self-denying struggle during which the average man is actually worse off than he was before he started. And precisely because he is worse off he refuses, or is unable, to make the effort demanded of him. One sees a perfect illustration of this in the struggle over the British coal mines.

The coal mines had to be nationalized, because in no other way was it possible to recapitalize them to the extent needed to bring them up to date. At the same time nationalization makes no immediate difference. The basic fact about the British mines is that they are old and neglected, and working conditions in them are so intolerable that without direct coercion, or the threat of unemployment, it is almost impossible to recruit sufficient labor to keep them going. Ever since the war ended we have had about fifty thousand less miners than we need, with the result that we can only with the greatest difficulty produce enough coal for our own needs, while an extra fifteen million tons for export seems an almost impossible objective. Of course the mines can be and probably will be modernized, but the process will take several years, and in the meantime, in order to make or buy the necessary machinery, our need of coal will be all the greater.

The same situation reproduces itself in less acute forms throughout the whole of industry. Nor is it easy, when people are tired already, to get them to work harder by direct economic inducements. If wages are evened out, labor drifts away from the more disagreeable jobs: if especially high rates are paid for those jobs, absenteeism increases, because it is then possible to earn enough to live on by working only three or four shifts a week. Not only individual absenteeism, but the innumerable stoppages and unofficial strikes of the past few years have probably been due to sheer exhaustion quite as much as to any economic grievance. It is true that the amount of time lost by industrial disputes has been small compared with what it was in the years immediately following the 1914–18 war, but there is the important difference that the strikes of that period, when successful, brought concrete benefits to the working class. Today, when the main problem is how to produce a bare sufficiency of goods, a strike is in effect a blow against the community as a whole, including the strikers themselves, and its net effect is inflationary.4

Underneath our present difficulties there lie two facts which the Socialist movement has always tended to ignore. One is that certain jobs which are vitally necessary are never done except under some kind of compulsion. As soon as you have full employment, therefore, you have to make use of forced labor for the dirtier kinds of work. (You can call it by some more soothing name, of course.) The other fact I have already alluded to: the radical impoverishment of Britain—the impossibility, at this stage, of raising the working-class standard of living, or even, probably, of maintaining it at its present level.

I do not profess to know whether our immediate economic problem will be solved. Putting aside the danger of war with the Soviet Union, it depends in the short run on the success of the Marshall Plan, and in the somewhat longer run on the formation of a Western Union or on the ability of Britain to keep ahead in the scramble for markets. But what is certain is that we can never return to the favored position that we held in the 19th and early 20th centuries. Until they found themselves in power and therefore up against hard facts, British Socialists would not readily admit that our national income, which they wanted to divide more equitably, was in part the product of colonial exploitation. Over a long period we not only produced less than we consumed (our exports have not balanced our imports since 1913), but we had the benefit of cheap raw materials and assured markets in countries which we held as colonies or could overawe by military force.

There were many reasons why this state of affairs could not last forever, and one reason was the decay of imperialist sentiment in the British people themselves. One sees here the still unsolved contradiction that dwells at the heart of the Socialist movement. Socialism, a creed which grew up in the industrialized Western countries, means better material conditions for the white proletariat; it also means liberation for the exploited colored peoples. But the two aims, at least temporarily, are incompatible. The leaders of the Socialist movement have never said this, or never said it loudly enough, and they are now paying for their timidity. Because the basic economic situation is not understood, hardships which are in fact unavoidable have the appearance of being due to the persistence of social inequality. The country houses and the smart hotels are still full of rich people, and it is tempting to imagine that if only they were wiped out there would be enough of everything for everybody. The fact that we are poorer than we were, that for a long time we shall go on being poorer, and that no redistribution of income can substantially alter this, is not clearly grasped, and morale suffers accordingly.

It is a commonplace that the Labor government has failed badly in its publicity. There has been a good deal of exhortation, especially in the last few months, but the day-to-day process of telling the public what is happening, and why, has not been systematically undertaken, nor had the need for it been realized beforehand. It was typical of the government’s way of doing things to let people imagine for a year or more that things were going fairly well, and then suddenly to plaster the walls with posters bearing the almost threatening slogan “Work or Want”. The housing shortage, the fuel shortage, bread rationing, and Polish immigration have all caused more resentment than they need have done if the underlying facts had been properly explained. Nor has the government been very successful in “selling” Britain abroad, as one can see from the fact that we are execrated all over the world, to a great extent unjustly, for our actions in Palestine, while the enormously more important settlement with India passes almost unnoticed.

So far as publicity inside Britain is concerned, the government has two great difficulties to contend with. One is its lack of vehicles of expression. With the exception of a single daily paper, the Herald, all that matters of the British press is controlled either by Tories, or, in a very few cases, by left-wing factions not reliably sympathetic to a Labor government. The BBC on the other hand is a semi-autonomous corporation which is neutral in home politics and can only be used to a limited extent for official announcements. The other difficulty the government suffers from is that almost up to the moment of the general election it was in coalition with its opponents and therefore had no chance to make its own position clear.

Before the war, years of steady propaganda had won over to the Labor party the bulk of the manual workers and part of the middle class: but this was old-fashioned Socialist propaganda, largely irrelevant to a postwar world in which Britain is weakened and impoverished, Germany and Japan prostrate, Russia in effect an enemy, and the United States an active world power. During the more desperate period of the war the Labor party was not in a position to declare an independent policy, though in my opinion it made a serious mistake in not getting out of the coalition as soon as it became clear that the war was won. Then came the general election, at extremely short notice. The Labor party went to the country, as it was bound to do in the circumstances, promising peace abroad and prosperity at home.

If it had been truthful it would have explained that there were very hard times ahead, all the harder because the first steps towards socialism now had to be taken, and that the ending of the hot war with the Axis merely meant the beginning of a cold war with the Soviet Union. To say, as every Labor candidate did, “A Labor government will get along better with Russia” was about equivalent to saying “A Protestant government will get along better with the Vatican.” But the average voter did not grasp the fact, obvious since 1943, that Russia was hostile, nor the fact that Communism and Social Democracy are irreconcilable enemies; and meanwhile the election had to be won. The Labor party won it partly by irredeemable promises. It could hardly be blamed for doing this, but the confusion in the public mind between a Left policy and a pro-Russian policy had ugly possibilities, and it is owing to good luck rather than good management that they have not been realized. If the pro-Russian enthusiasm that grew up during the war had persisted, the spectacle of Britain engaging in a seemingly meaningless quarrel with the USSR, and keeping up large and expensive armed forces in consequence, might have split the Labor movement from top to bottom. For it could then have been plausibly said that our hardships were due to an anti-Communist policy forced upon us by America. This, of course, is what the Communists and crypto-Communists do say, but with less success than they might legitimately have expected, because of the cooling-off of Russophile feeling. This cooling-off has not been due to Labor party propaganda but to the behavior of the Russian government itself. Of course there is always the possibility of a sudden revulsion in popular feeling if, for example, we appeared to be on the verge of war for some frivolous reason.

With all the difficulties that I have enumerated—the threatening and perhaps desperate economic situation, the tug-of-war between pre-election promises and essential reconstruction, the exhaustion and disappointment which express themselves in absenteeism and unjustified strikes, the resentment of small business men and middle-class people generally who are more and more fed up with controls and heavy taxation—in spite of all this, the government is still in a very strong position. The next general election is two years away, and before then something calamitous may happen, but given anything like a continuance of present conditions, I do not believe that the Labor party can be turned out of office. At present, although it has enemies, it has no ideological rival. There is only the Conservative party, which is bankrupt of ideas and can only squeal about grievances which are essentially middle-class or upper-class, and the opposition on the Left, the Communists and “cryptos” and the disgruntled Labor supporters who might follow them. These people have failed to bring about the split they were trying for, because they have identified themselves with a threatening foreign power, while in home affairs they have no program radically different from that of the Labor party itself.

One must remember that between them the Labor party and the Conservative party adequately represent the bulk of the population, and unless they disintegrate it is difficult for any other mass party to arise. The Communists are able to exert considerable influence by using “infiltration” methods, but in any open contest their position is hopeless, and that of the Fascist groups is even more so. Mosley5 is again active, and anti-Semitism has increased over the past year or two, but the growth of a serious Fascist movement is not to be feared at present, because without the break-up of the old parties the potential membership for it does not exist. Electorally, it is only the Conservatives that the Labor party has to fear, and there is no sign that they are making much headway. It is true that they made large gains in the local-government elections, probably because people who do not as a rule bother to vote, especially women, wanted to register their exasperation with unpopular controls such as potato rationing. But in parliamentary by-elections the Labor party has not lost a single seat that it won in 1945; this is quite unprecedented for a party that has been in power for three years. The Conservatives could only win the next general election by swinging over both the “floating vote” (middle class and white-collar workers), and, in addition, the two million votes which were cast for the Liberals in 1945. The mass of the manual workers are not likely ever again to vote for the Conservative party, which is identified in their minds with class privilege and, above all, with unemployment.

If the Conservatives returned to power it would be a disaster, because they would have to follow much the same policy as a Labor government, but without possessing the confidence of the people who matter most. With Labor securely in power, perhaps for several successive terms, we have at least the chance of effecting the necessary changes peacefully. No doubt Britain will survive, at some level or another, in the sense that there will not actually be mass starvation; the question is whether we can survive as a democratic country with a certain decency of social atmosphere and political behavior. For a long time to come, unless there is breakdown and mass unemployment, the main problem will be to induce people to work harder; can we do it without forced labor, terrorism, and a secret police force? So far, in spite of the cries of agony from the Beaverbrook press,6 the government has encroached very little upon individual liberty. It has barely used its powers, and has not indulged in anything that could reasonably be called political persecution. But then the decisive moment has not yet come.

Other countries, notably France, are in a position essentially similar to that of Britain, and perhaps the same problem faces all countries sooner or later. Left-wing governments only come to power in periods of calamity, and their first task is always to get more work out of exhausted and disappointed people. So far as Britain is concerned, all one can say is that the British people are very patient, very disciplined, and will put up with almost anything so long as they see a reason for it. The most urgent need is for the government to enter, more intelligently than it has done hitherto, upon the job of basic explanation, so that the average man, who endured the war in the vague hope that it would lead to something better, may understand why he has got to endure overwork and discomfort for years more, with no immediate recompense except an increase in social equality.

As yet, the advent of a Labor government has made no marked difference in the intellectual atmosphere of Britain, and it has affected the position of people in the liberal professions (other than doctors) less than it has affected business men and manual workers. The habitually discontented and mistrustful attitude of the left-wing intelligentsia has hardly been modified at all. The outlook of these people is adequately represented by the New Statesman, and perhaps also by Tribune, and by such publicists as Laski, Cole, and Crossman.7 All of them, of course, support the Labor party—some of them, indeed, are organizationally connected with it—but they always regard it with impatience, and they are usually in disagreement with its foreign policy. The fashionable attitude has always been to look on the Labor party as a machine which will not move faster than it is pushed, and to suspect its leaders of wanting, not actually to sell out to the enemy, but to slow down the rate of change and keep the social structure as nearly intact as possible. It is noticeable that these people still habitually talk about “British imperialism” and “the British ruling class” as though nothing had happened, and with the apparent implication that Churchill and Company are still in some way ruling the country. A symptom of the Labor party’s low prestige is the fact that there is not a weekly or monthly paper of standing with perhaps the exception of Tribune8 which is a reliable supporter of the government.

To account for this attitude, and its failure to change when Labor came to power, one has to remember several things. One is the sell-out of Macdonald9 and his group in 1931, which left behind it a sort of traumatic shock and a half-conscious feeling that a Labor government is of its nature weak and potentially treacherous. Another is the fact that the Labor party is essentially a working-class party, the organ of the unionized industrial workers, while the theoreticians of Socialism are mostly middle-class. The Labor party has a policy, but has no clearcut ideology which can compete with Marxism. It exists primarily to win better conditions for the wage-earners, and at the same time it has an ethical, quasi-religious tradition, deriving ultimately from evangelical Protestantism and not acceptable to middle-class intellectuals who have been subjected to Continental influences. The difference of outlook is generally over things happening outside Britain. In the years before the war it was, with few exceptions, only the middle-class supporters of the Labor party who were interested in the struggle against fascism abroad, and there is a similar division over Palestine now. The workers, in so far as they bother about the matter at all, are not anti-Bevin on the Palestine issue, whereas nearly all left-wing intellectuals are violently so. This is less a difference of policy than of subjective feeling. Few people could tell you what our Palestine policy is or was (assuming that we ever had one), and fewer still could tell you what it ought to be. But the reaction to the plight of the Jewish DP’s, to the achievements of the Zionist settlers, and perhaps also to the spectacle of British soldiers being blown up by terrorists, varies according to class background.

During and since the war there has appeared a new generation of intellectuals whose more vocal members are anti-Socialist in outlook—or, at any rate, are opposed to centralism, planning, direction of labor, and compulsory military service, and, in general, to the interference of the state with the individual. This outlook expresses itself in movements variously called anarchism, pacifism, and personalism; there are also the minor nationalist movements (Welsh and Scottish), which have gained ground in recent years and which have the same anti-centralist tendency. Most younger writers seem to have hostility to the government, which they accuse almost in the same breath of being reactionary and dirigiste.

There has been considerable outcry about the waning of intellectual liberty and the tendency of writers, artists, and scientists to degenerate into official hacks. This is partly justified, but the blame does not lie with the Labor party. What has happened is that for about a dozen years past the economic status of writers, if not of all artists, has been deteriorating, and they have had to look more and more to the state and to semi-official bodies such as the BBC to give them a livelihood. The war accelerated the process, and the present government has merely carried on a tradition which it inherited from its predecessor. The Labor party does not, as such, have any literary or artistic policy. It is headed by practical men who are not much inclined either to befriend the artist or to “coordinate” him in the totalitarian fashion. The recent tightening-up of employment regulations does contain a potential threat to all intellectuals, because it makes it possible, in theory, to classify any unsuccessful writer or artist as a non-worker and direct him into “gainful employment.” However, this does not happen in practice. The right to starve, so important to those who genuinely care about literature or the arts, seems to be almost as well guaranteed as it was under pure capitalism.10




3463. Preparatory Notes for ‘The Labour Government After Three Years’

Second Literary Notebook

“The Labour Gov.t after three years.”’

The real crisis has not come yet. (Resources have not run out). Have to be discussed in terms of underlying factors.


i.. Britain’s fundamentally bad economic position, not entirely remediable even by change-over to Socialism.



Population too large for food-output—must import1 food etc.

To pay for food—exports.

Have not done this since about 1914—industry antiquated, high standard of living. Colonial exploitation (loss of colonies inevitably means at least temporary impoverishment).

Paid for with interest on loans etc—now running out.

Reconstruction of industry—but scramble for exports precarious way of living when (a) others doing the same, (b) primary-prod. countries becoming more industrialised.

Solutions:—

(a) European federation + Africa. Difficulties of.

(b) Commonwealth as autarkic area. Difficulties of.

(c) To become part of USA. Difficulties of.


ii. At present, policy followed is to try & make G.B. solvent while introducing Socialism, or at least public ownership of major industries, all-round social insurance, etc.



Difficult reconstruction period, not foreseen by average man. (Instance coal mines).

Nationalisation makes no difference in itself—merely makes solution possible.
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Fatigue after war years. Full employment—no incentive to do unpleasant jobs (difficulties of arranging money incentives).

Impossibility of envisaging life without luxuries.

Possible unwillingness when the pinch comes to cut down our standard of living for the benefit of the coloured races.

Persistence of class-distinction—bad effect on morale.

Freeze wages—cut profits—a morale issue.

Foreign policy. Unpopularity of service in armed forces. Need to safeguard raw materials & strategic routes—expensiveness of commitments.

Food. Since 1946 (bread rationing) poorest workers, esp. women, probably underfed.

Black market. Basic petrol. Spivs. Gambling.

Unofficial strikes. Absenteeism. Go slow.

Health service. Popular.

Housing—calamitous but good progress rel. to other countries.

Education—failure to democratise.

Unpopularity of controls—mainly middle-class.


iii. Foreign policy.



Largely dominated by geography.

G.B. too exhausted for adventuring—foreign policy essentially defensive.

Since 1945 (earlier) conditioned by Russian hostility & absolute necessity for hanging on to strategic spots.

Spain? Palestine? (Greece different issue).

Crisis of the foreign policy always danger of sudden drop in governments’° popularity, esp. if somehow connected with added discomforts at home.

Dropping-off of popularity of USSR. But war with USSR morally impossible unless it appeared purely defensive.

Anti-Americanism. Now fashionable, but not much substance.

Anti-semitism? Probably increased (but danger of revival of Fascism exaggerated). Must affect reactions to Palestine issue.


iv. General issue of liberty vs. security.



Left-wing theory—workers not interested in liberty, only in security. (But without some liberty, no security.)

True so far as conscious thinking goes. No hostility to controls.

But disappointment. Standard of living hardly higher, freedom of movement less.

In the long run, possibly unemployment might lose its terrors? (By being forgotten.)

Chief sensation of most people—overwork, dull life.

All-round regulation sought in name of security, then resisted in name of liberty.

Fight against the boss—State becomes the boss.


v. Strikes—antisocial nature of in time of scarcity.



Only effective weapon when against private capitalist in competition with other capitalists: Otherwise is essentially a blow against community as a whole & inconveniences chiefly the working class. General effect inflationary.
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vi. The government’s failure in publicity.



Lack of a left-wing press—radio more or less neutral.

Falsifications of election campaign (we are going to be better off—a Labour Gov.t will get on better with Russia).

By staying in coalition till last moment, Labour inherited Conservative policy.

Stupid failure to publicise—constant fulmination against “Communism”, no attempt to explain.

Issues like Polish labour misunderstood.


vii. Electoral prospects



Labour record unprec. good.

But local elections—increased poll—women voting against controls. Floating vote. Anomalies of Brit. electoral system.

Possibility of Conservative victory—unlikely.

In any case a calamity, as Conservative Gov.t would never have support of manual workers.


viii. Disadvantages of democracy vs. dictatorship.



Only advantage on the other side—look at the countries that do not have democracy.
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Order.

The real clash not socialism vs. private enterprise.

The real strain not yet.

Special bad economic situation of G.B. (prospectively the same for all industrialised nations.)

Point reached—impossibility (?) of maintaining living standards.

Just this moment introduction of Socialism.

Everyone tired, bored, disappointed.

Strikes.

Inherent difficulty of a transition period (instance coal mines)

Left gov.ts always take power in moments of disaster.

Bad economic situation coincides with bad international situation.

Note potential danger of this (less food because more troops because hostility towards USSR).

If not come to a head, Russian gov.t to thank for this.

Could always happen that way if definite embroilment abroad.

N.B. African difficulty

Gov.t’s failure in publicity.

N.B. this partly due to nature of Socialist propaganda over many years.

Partly to coalition—general election.

Public failure to understand.

Electoral situation.

Advantages/disadvantages of democracy.




3464. Domestic Diary

1.10.48.1 Filthy day, all day. Boat gets a lot of water in it, evidently taking some in through the seams.




3465. Review of The Novel and the World’s Dilemma by Edwin Berry Burgum

The Times Literary Supplement, 2 October 1948 Published anonymously

At the beginning of this fairly comprehensive survey of contemporary novelists Mr. Burgum claims that “the significance of fiction in the modern world can hardly be overestimated,” and adds that prose and not poetry must be the dominant literary form in an age such as our own. The reason is that there is no longer a common culture in which a large range of words can be assumed to have more or less the same associations for everybody, so that the sort of shorthand which poetry necessarily employs is only intelligible to small groups of people. All writing has to consist partly of explanation, which is permissible in a novel, but which, if it were attempted in verse, would simply cause it to break down into prose. Only in the form of fiction, therefore, can good literature reach a large public. This is probably truer in the United States than in more homogeneous countries such as France or Britain, but at any rate it is true that the quantity of good verse published during the present century has been very small, while there have been many novelists who must be regarded as serious thinkers, and who have also been popular enough to be influential. Even a purely sociological study of them, with literary qualities as far as possible ignored, could be valuable.

Unfortunately Mr. Burgum’s approach is not only sociological but political. What he demands of a novelist is, in effect, “socialist realism,” though he is broadminded enough to allow that novels written according to other prescriptions can have at any rate symptomatic value. He considers in all some fifteen writers, of whom roughly half are Europeans. The Europeans include Proust, Joyce, Kafka and three or four others; the Americans are Gertrude Stein, Mr. Hemingway, Mr. Faulkner, Mr. Saroyan, Mr. Steinbeck, Dreiser, Thomas Wolfe and Mr. Richard Wright. The chapter headings—“Franz Kafka and the Bankruptcy of Faith,” “The Promise of Democracy in Richard Wright’s Native Son,” and the like—sufficiently indicate Mr. Burgum’s attitude. Writers like Proust or Joyce are admitted to be accomplished artists, but they are are chiefly valuable as examples of bourgeois decadence: the best writers are the “progressive” ones.

This sounds more plausible in general terms than when Mr. Burgum descends to particulars. He gives his warmest praise to Mr. Steinbeck’s The Grapes of Wrath and to the Negro novelist, Mr. Richard Wright. Mr. Wright is certainly a gifted and vigorous writer, but not more so than some dozens of others among his contemporaries, and it is clear that Mr. Burgum singles him out primarily because he is a Negro and sympathetic to Communism.1 
 The peculiar excellence of The Grapes of Wrath is explained as being due to the fact that Mr. Steinbeck was stimulated into optimism by the reforms of the New Deal, of which the book was a sort of by-product. In some of the essays the fact seems to have been wrenched, or mis-remembered, to fit the theory. The essay on Mr. Aldous Huxley contains several errors, and Mr. Burgum’s interpretation of Point Counter Point is based partly on an incident in the plot which he has remembered wrongly. All in all, a reader is left with the feeling that, though many of the best writers of this century certainly have been in some sense decadent, more is needed by a novelist, or a critic, than a belief in progress and democracy.




3466. Domestic Diary

2.10.48. Nice, sunny, still day, fairly warm till evening. Sea calm. A. & B. took the boat down to Ardlussa to get the stores. The run from Barnhill to Ardlussa evidently takes about an hour. Started clearing strawberries. A curlew has adopted the fruit field & is there most of the time. Swallows seem to have flown. Bracken now brown everywhere.1

3.10.48. Beautiful day, except for 1 short shower in the morning. Planted crocuses (200, yellow).

4.10.48. Beautiful day. A. picked a lot of blackberries. Planted scillas (100). A lamb died yesterday, the one that was lame. Probable reason, getting onto its back, or into a rut it could not get out of. As it was only just dead when found, the others ate it, which I did not fancy. The large calf is thought to have ringworm. Some lupins still flowering, & even new buds forming. Tremendous roaring of stags every night.

5.10.48. A little rain in the night, I think. Today a very still, overcast day, not very warm. Sea glassy. Flapping of cormorant’s wings audible from the sea-shore (about 400 yards away). Today a hind & fawn got into the field, & when chased out by Bob the hind ran into the wire & broke its leg, so B. had to shoot it. Transplanted a few raspberry suckers to fill up gaps in rows; the book says you should not do this.

6.10.48. Very still day, sunny in afternoon. Sea calm. A. & I.2 made new house for the pig, making the walls of hay stuffed between two sheets of wire netting. Seems fairly wind-tight. Berries now at best on rowans. A lot of blackberries, very large.


On the facing page opposite 5 and 6.10.48, Orwell wrote, ticking the last three of the four items, and underlining ‘Order hay’ and ‘parrafin’°:



Order Aladdin3 chimney

Order hay.

.. parrafin.°

.. other tractor

7.10.48. Beautiful, still day, quite warm till evening. Finished clearing the strawberries. Runners not so bad as last year. The others went out in the boat & took the creels round to the other bay. Some trouble with the petrol feed, but the engine was firing on all 4 cylinders, for almost the first time. Felt very unwell in evening (temperature 101°).

8.10.48. Strong wind all day. Sea rough. Rain in late evening. Unwell, stayed in bed (temperature 99°).




3467. To David Astor

9 October 1948 Typewritten, handwritten postscript

Barnhill

Dear David,

Thanks so much for your letter. A little before getting it I had written to Mr Rose,1 sending him a short review of one book and making suggestions for some others. I think I had put on the list of books I should like to have one called “Boys will be Boys”2 (about thrillers etc.), of which the publishers have now sent me a copy: so even if he would like to have me review it, there is no need to send it to me.

You were right about my being not very well. I am a bit better now but felt very poorly for about a fortnight. It started funnily enough with my going back to Hairmyres to be examined,3 which they had told me to do in September. Mr Dick seemed to be quite pleased with the results of his examination, but the journey upset me. Any kind of journey seems to do this. He told me to go on as at present, ie. spending half the day in bed, which I quite gladly do as I simply can’t manage any kind of exertion. To walk a mile or pick up anything in the least heavy, or above all to get cold, promptly upsets me. Even if I go out in the evening to fetch the cows in it gives me a temperature. On the other hand so long as I live a senile sort of life I feel all right, and I seem to be able to work much as usual. I have got so used to writing in bed that I think I prefer it, though of course it’s awkward to type there. I am just struggling with the last stages of this bloody book, which is supposed to be done by early December, and will be if I don’t get ill again. It would have been done by the spring if it had not been for this illness.

Richard is tremendously well and is out of doors in all weathers. I am sorry to say he took to smoking recently, but he made himself horribly sick and that has put him off it. He also swears. I don’t stop him of course, but I am trying to improve my own language a bit. The weather has been absolutely filthy, except for three or four days just recently. Bill Dunn managed to get all his hay and corn in early, but a lot must have been spoiled elsewhere. The farm is building up. He has now got about 50 sheep and about 10 head of cattle, some of which are my property. We have also got a pig which will go to be baconed shortly. I had never kept one before and shan’t be sorry to see the last of this one. They are most annoying destructive animals, and hard to keep out of anywhere because they are so strong and cunning. We have built up a bit of a garden here now. Of course a lot of it has gone back owing to my not being able to do anything, but I hope to get an Irish labourer4 to do some digging this winter and even this year we had quite a few flowers and lashings of strawberries. Richard seems interested in farm and garden operations, and he helps me in the garden and is sometimes quite useful. I would like him to be a farmer when he grows up, in fact I shouldn’t wonder if anyone who survives will have to be that, but of course I’m not going to force him.

I don’t know when I’m coming up to London. First I must finish this book, and I’m not keen on London just before Xmas. I had thought of coming in January, but I must wait till I feel up to travelling. I’m a bit out of touch with the news, partly because the battery of my wireless is getting weak, but everything looks pretty black. I don’t personally believe an all-out shooting war could happen now, only perhaps “incidents” such as used to occur all the time between Russia and Japan, but I suppose the atomic war is now a certainty within not very many years. This book I am writing is about the possible state of affairs if the atomic war isn’t conclusive. I think you were right after all about de Gaulle being a serious figure. I suppose at need we shall have to back the swine up rather than have a Communist France, but I must say I think this backing-up of Franco, which now appears to be the policy is a mistake. In France there doesn’t seem to be an alternative between de Gaulle and the Communists, because apart from the CP there has never been a mass working-class movement and everyone appears to be either pro-CP or bien pensant. But I shouldn’t have said from what little knowledge I have that things were the same in Spain. No doubt it is the American Catholics who saved Franco from being turfed out in 1945. I am still worried about our policies in Africa and South Asia. Is Crankshaw5 still going to Africa for you, I wonder? It’s all most depressing. I keep thinking, shall I get such and such a book done before the rockets begin to fly and we go back to clay tablets.

There is an eagle flying over the field in front. They always come here in windy weather.

Yours

George

[Written at head of first side of letter:]

P.S. Do you happen to know anyone who restores pictures. A picture of mine has been damaged (a slit in the canvas) & though it isn’t worth anything I should like to have it repaired.




3468. DOMESTIC DIARY

9.10.48. Dreadful day, all day. Sea rough. Impossible to fetch stores etc.




3469. Review of Gandhi and Stalin by Louis Fischer

The Observer, 10 October 1948

“Given a shelf of freedom on which to stand,” writes Mr. Louis Fischer, “and using the crowbar of individual power, Gandhi undertakes to move the earth.” It sounds splendid, of course. But, since it is apparently offered as the basis for a political programme, one feels inclined to ask: What would Gandhi do if he wasn’t given a shelf to stand on?

The fact that this question is never clearly answered vitiates the whole book. In outline Mr. Fischer’s argument is simple enough. Russia is a danger to world peace and must be resisted: we, the Western nations, can resist successfully only if we make our own democracy work: the way to do this is to follow the teachings of Gandhi. As to the first two propositions, they can hardly be disputed, and Mr. Fischer does useful work in setting them forth. He puts the case against the Stalin regime in a vigorous journalistic style, backed up by his long personal experience of Russian conditions, and he rightly emphasises, what is still not sufficiently grasped in this country, that the struggle between Russia and the West may be decided by the attitude of the coloured peoples. At present we are losing the battle for Asia and Africa, and to win it will mean a change of attitude which is not yet within sight of happening. But the invocation of Gandhi in support of a merely “progressive,” anti-totalitarian programme is a non sequitur.

The fact is that Gandhi’s political methods were almost irrelevant to the present situation, because they depended on publicity. As Mr. Fischer admits, Gandhi never had to deal with a totalitarian Power. He was dealing with an old-fashioned and rather shaky despotism which treated him in a fairly chivalrous way and allowed him to appeal to world opinion at every step.

It is difficult to see how his strategy of fasting and civil disobedience could be applied in a country where political opponents simply disappear and the public never hears anything that the Government does not want it to hear. Moreover, it appears that when Mr. Fischer tells us that we should follow Gandhi’s teaching, he does not actually mean that we should follow Gandhi’s teaching. He wants to prevent the expansion of Russian imperialism, non-violently if we can, but violently if we must: whereas Gandhi’s central tenet was that you must not use violence even if the alternative is defeat. Asked to give an opinion on the German Jews, Gandhi apparently answered that they should have committed mass suicide, and thus “aroused the world”—an answer which seems to embarrass even Mr. Fischer. Most of Mr. Fischer’s political conclusions are such as any person of good will can agree with heartily: but the attempt to derive them from Gandhi seems to be founded on personal admiration rather than genuine agreement.




3470. To Leonard Moore

10 October 1948 Typewritten

Barnhill

Isle of Jura

Argyllshire

Dear Moore,

Thank you for your letter. I am glad you managed to fix the Danish broadcast of “Animal Farm.” I enclose the contract for the Italian version of “Coming Up”,1 signed.

I also enclose two other letters. One is a document from some magazine run by American M.G.2 in Germany. I suppose I agreed to their reprinting some article, but I’m not certain what article it was.3 Any way, could you please collect the fee for me, which apparently is £25. There doesn’t seem to be anywhere on it where I have to sign it. The other letter is from somebody called Frank Taylor.4 Is that by any chance the representative of Reynall° & Hitchcock whom I met very briefly a year or two ago in London? Anyway I assume I don’t have to do anything about it.5

Yours sincerely

[Signed] Eric Blair

Eric Blair




3471. Domestic Diary

10.10.48. Very heavy rain in night. Pools everywhere this morning. Today overcast, thick mist, very still, & raining lightly all morning. Rain stopped in afternoon & mist grew thicker. B. & Ian1 went over to Crinan, rather dangerous in this mist as they had no compass. Pig’s new house gets very wet inside, but this is due to water trickling down the hillside & could be dealt with by a small trench round the wall.

11.10.48. Thick mist last night, & some rain, I think. Today blowy & overcast, but no rain till evening. Sea rough. Ian & B. had some difficulty getting to Crinan, because there was so much water in the boat that it had got into the engine. All right on return journey. Ian has taken the boat to Ardlussa for Malcolm2 to see whether there is a board loose. Eagle over the field today & yesterday. The cats keep catching shrews, which apparently are in the haystack. Yesterday we ate the first cockerel (May hatched). Quite good & made a sufficient meal for 6 people. 3 more coming on. New consignment of drink today (12 bottles). Bill’s new puppy arrived (bitch). A. dug trench round pig-sty.




3472. Radio Broadcast of ‘Shooting an Elephant’

12 October 1948


Orwell’s account of ‘Shooting an Elephant,’ first published in New Writing, No. 2, Autumn 1936, was broadcast in its entirety in the BBC Home Service, 3:40 to 4:00 P.M, 12 October 1948. It was read by Arthur Bush. The text was taken from Penguin New Writing, No. 1, November 1940, in which the essay had been reprinted. There are one or two very slight changes from the Penguin version.






3473. Domestic Diary

12.10.48. Very blowy all day. Only a few drops of rain. Sea rough, breakers outside. Sty seems all right now that A. has dug trench. Apples not quite ripe yet. Borders about due for clearing.

13.10.48. Sunny day with a number of sharp showers. A. & I. began clearing the larger borders. Pain in side very bad. Sea calm.




3474. To Leonard Moore

15 October 1948 Typewritten

Barnhill

Isle of Jura

Argyllshire

Dear Moore,

Many thanks for your letter. Reynall° & Hitchcock’s terms sound very good to me. I am particularly glad you managed to arrange the reprints.1

Unless something happens I shall finish my novel2 early in December—actually earlier than that, but there is the typing to be done, and it is unfortunately very long. I will send one copy direct to Warburg. Do I understand that you want two copies in addition to this?

Yours sincerely

[Signed] Eric Blair

Eric Blair




3475. Domestic Diary

16.10.48. (Some days missed out, apparently.)1 Sunny day, with some showers. Rather chilly. Sea calm. Continued clearing the borders. Paraffin is running low. 40 gall barrel only seems to last about 6 weeks at this time of year. Picked the Golden Spire apples, three large ones. A very good-flavoured apple, though I think it is really a cooker.

Pain in side very bad on & off. Temperature (night) 100°.

17.10.48. Sunny day with a few showers. Rather chilly. Sea calm. Did not go out of doors.

18.10.48. Clear, sunny, rather cold day. No rain till night. Sea calm. A. continued clearing borders.

19.10.48. Overcast day. No rain till night. Sea fairly calm, but B., who returned from Crinan, said it was choppy in the middle of the Sound.

20.10.48. Overcast day, rainy in afternoon. Water supply suddenly stopped, & B. & A. had to go & unblock the pipe leading from the burn to the tank, which had got a lump of mud in it. A lot of potatoes are rotting this year because of the waterlogged state of the ground. We are said to have had 20′2 of rain in the last two months. Not so bad here, but a lot lost at Ardlussa, it seems. Paraffin situation now desperate.

21.10.48. Overcast day, with occasional drizzle. Sea calm. A. & B. went down to Ardlussa in the boat to bring back 5 galls paraffin. Boat ran well but there is still one unlocated leak.




3476. To Leonard Moore

22 October 1948 Typewritten

Barnhill

Isle of Jura

Argyllshire

Dear Moore,

Many thanks for your letter. I am very glad to hear about the interlinear Swedish translation of A.F.1

I have almost finished the novel and shall have it ready for typing early in November, so it should be all finished by the time I promised, ie. beginning of December. It is extremely long, I should say 100,000 or even 125,000 words. I have not definitely decided on the title. I am inclined to call it either NINETEEN EIGHTY-FOUR or THE LAST MAN IN EUROPE, but I might just possibly think of something else in the next week or two.

Yours sincerely

[Signed] Eric Blair

Eric Blair




3477. To Fredric Warburg

22 October 1948 Typewritten

Barnhill

Isle of Jura

Argyllshire

Dear Fred,

You will have had my wire by now, and if anything crossed your mind I dare say I shall have had a return wire from you by the time this goes off. I shall finish the book, D.V.,1 early in November, and I am rather flinching from the job of typing it, because it is a very awkward thing to do in bed, where I still have to spend half the time. Also there will have to be carbon copies, a thing which always fidgets me, and the book is fearfully long, I should think well over 100,000 words, possibly 125,000. I can’t send it away because it is an unbelievably bad MS and no one could make head or tail of it without explanation. On the other hand a skilled typist under my eye could do it easily enough. If you can think of anybody who would be willing to come, I will send money for the journey and full instructions. I think we could make her quite comfortable. There is always plenty to eat and I will see that she has a comfortable warm place to work in.

I am not pleased with the book but I am not absolutely dissatisfied. I first thought of it in 1943. I think it is a good idea but the execution would have been better if I had not written it under the influence of TB. I haven’t definitely fixed on the title but I am hesitating between NINETEEN EIGHTY-FOUR AND THE LAST MAN IN EUROPE.

I have just had Sartre’s book on antisemitism, which you published, to review. I think Sartre is a bag of wind and I am going to give him a good boot. 2

Please give everyone my love.

Yours

George




3478. Domestic Diary

22.10.48. Clear, windy day, cold. Picked the apples, 4½lb, ie. about 5½ with the others.

23.10.48. Nasty day, drizzling a good deal of the time. Sea calm till about 5 pm. The others went down in the boat to Ardlussa to fetch the stores, getting back just before the sea got up. Boat ran well but still takes in water. New drum of paraffin arrived, also Calor gas.

24.10.48. Filthy day, about the worst we have had. Rain incessant, considerable wind, sea rough. Not very cold, however. A. & B. baled boat, which was full of water. Leaks in roof very bad (2 places).

NB. to get Robert Shaw to deal with the tiles.

Started new Calor Gas. Ditto new drum of paraffin, which should last about 6 weeks.


On the facing page opposite 24.10.48, Orwell has written, and underlined 15.11.48:



See Robert Shaw1 about roof.

Order paraffin about 15.11.48

25.10.48. Better day, sunny but very cold. Wind in north. Sea fairly calm. Rabbits sitting along the bank sunning themselves.

26.10.48. Frost last night. Some short showers of hail & sleet this morning, & one short rain shower in afternoon. Otherwise clear, sunny & cold. Sea very calm. B. thinks he has found the leak in the boat, which is in the shaft. Has plugged it up with grease, which is possibly all it needs. Pruned red currants (very lightly.)

27.10.48. Frost again last night, after rain in the earlier part of the night. Today a beautiful, sunny, still day, but cold. Sea less calm. A. finished clearing border. Some of the leaves on the fruit trees going, after the frost. Pruned raspberries some more, cutting out all that had fruited. Deer keep getting into the field.

28.10.48. Fine, clear, sunny day, decidedly cold. There is still water in the boat, so evidently there is another leak somewhere.




3479. To Melvin Lasky

29 October 1948 Typewritten, copy

Barnhill

Isle of Jura

Argyllshire

Scotland

Dear Mr. Lasky,

Very many thanks for your letter and the copy of Der Monat.1 I can’t read a word of German, except the words everyone knows, but it looks most impressive and I do hope it will be a success. Thank you also for the cheque for £25 which I received earlier and should have acknowledged.

As to writing. I am too unwell and too busy to undertake anything new. As you know I have been under treatment for TB and am still far from well, in fact I may have to go into a sanatorium again for part of the winter, and I am also struggling to finish a book, besides book reviews etc. I will get my agent to send you a copy of my book on the Spanish civil war and if you wish to extract any passage you can do so, but I don’t honestly think I can write any more about it.2 With Koestler it is rather different. I can’t rework the essay, but if you cared I could write an additional piece mentioning “The Yogi and the Commissar” and discussing “Thieves in the Night.” Actually there is much in this book that is interesting, but it all revolves round the fact that Koestler feels himself to be first and foremost a Jew. My experience is that if, nowadays, you write about any Jewish problem in a grown-up manner you are accused of antisemitism; and of course one doesn’t want, for publication in Germany, to write anything that could even be called antisemitic. But if you would like me to do anything about this I will, and in that case could you indicate what length. I am sorry not to be more helpful, but I am really not at my best. I can do just so much, and don’t like to undertake what I can’t carry out.

I am not sure what the position is about “Animal Farm.” But I think some kind of cheap edition is in process of being made for Germany, and presumably whoever is doing it has all the rights.3 Yes, I saw a radio version of it had been done, in fact they sent me a copy of the text, which of course I couldn’t read.

I am glad to see you have Borkenau4 writing for you, and I would like to have his address. I think he was at Marburg university when I last heard from him. If you are seeing him, could you tell him from me that I made two attemts° to send him a copy of the German version of Animal Farm when it first appeared, but in each case they came back to me as one wasn’t then allowed to send books into Germany.

Yours sincerely

George Orwell




3480. To Leonard Moore

29 October 1948 Typewritten

Barnhill

Isle of Jura

Argyllshire

Dear Moore,

Could you please be kind enough to procure a copy of “Homage to Catalonia”1 and send it to Melvin J. Lasky, editor of “Der Monat.” The address apparently is Berlin Dahlen, Saargemünder Str. 25 (Information Services Divn. APO 742). This is the American army magazine that recently sent me a cheque for a reprint. They may want to extract and translate passages from the book.

They also want to serialise “Animal Farm.” My impression is that some kind of cheap edition is in process of being made for Germany, and I suppose whoever is doing it has all the rights?2

I wired a week ago to ask Warburg if he could find me a good stenog. to come here and type my book. It’s a tiresome job when one is too weak to sit up at a table for long periods, and in any case can’t be done in bed, where I have to be half the day. On the other hand I can’t send the MS away because it is in too much of a mess to be intelligible unless I was there to help decipher it. I haven’t heard from Warburg yet, but if he can’t find anyone possibly you might be able to help me?3 Of course it’s awkward now a days to find people to take on a job for a fortnight, with two goes of seasickness thrown in.

Yours sincerely

[Signed] Eric Blair

Eric Blair




3481. To Julian Symons

29 October 1948 Typewritten

Barnhill

Isle of Jura

Argyllshire

Dear Julian,

I can’t thank you enough for the tea, which I do hope you could spare. My sister, who keeps house for me, was enchanted to see it and asked me to say she will pack up a little butter for you next churning day. I am so glad to hear that all is well with your wife and daughter and that you enjoy having a baby. They’re really great fun, so much so that I find myself wishing at each stage that they could stay like that. I suppose you are on the steady grind of 5 bottles and 15 nappies a day. It’s funny that they are so insatiably greedy when they are small babies and then between about 2 and 6 it is such a fight to get them to eat, except between meals. I wonder which milk you are using. We brought up Richard on Ostermilk, which seemed to be better than National Dried.1 His cousin was brought up on Cow and Gate and became grossly fat on it. You’ve got a big battle ahead when it comes to weaning time.

I was very well for some time after leaving hospital but have been very poorly again for the last month. Ironically it started with my going back to the hospital to be re-examined and being upset by the journey. We had a filthy summer, which doesn’t help one to recover. Latterly the weather has been quite nice but I have been too sick and sorry to go out of the house much. I can work, but that is about all I can do. Even to walk half a mile upsets me. I was going to come down to London in January, but I am consulting with my doctor and if he thinks it best I shall go into a private sanatorium, if I can find one, for the worst of the winter, ie. Jan-Feb. I could go abroad perhaps, but the journey might be the death of me, so perhaps a sanatorium would be best. I think I am going to give up my London flat, as I never use it at present and it costs me about £100 a year and a lot of nuisance. Of course I shall have to get another London place later. I shall finish my book, D.V., in a week or ten days, but I am rather flinching from typing it, which is a tiring job and in any case can’t be done in bed where I have to be half the day. So I am trying to get a good stenog. to come here for a fortnight. I can’t send the MS away because it is in too much of a mess to be intelligible unless I am there to explain. The trouble is it’s not easy to get typists for short periods nowadays, at least good ones, and some might funk the journey. It’s only a two-hour crossing, but one can be very sick in two hours, as I well know.

I am rather surprised to hear of john Davenport associating himself with a CP or near-CP paper.2 He used not to be that way inclined, that I knew of. “Politics & Letters” I am sorry to say has disappeared and is supposed to be reappearing next year as a monthly, rather to my annoyance as they had an article of mine. It is nonsense what Fyvel said about Eliot being antisemitic. Of course you can find what would now be called antisemitic remarks in his early work, but who didn’t say such things at that time? One has to draw a distinction between what was said before and what after 1934. Of course all these nationalistic prejudices are ridiculous, but disliking Jews isn’t intrinsically worse than disliking Negroes or Americans or any other block of people. In the early twenties, Eliot’s antisemitic remarks were about on a par with the automatic sneer one casts at Anglo-Indian colonels in boarding houses. On the other hand if they had been written after the persecutions began they would have meant something quite different. Look for instance at the Anglophobia in the USA, which is shared even by people like Edmund Wilson. It doesn’t matter, because we are not being persecuted. But if 6 million Englishmen had recently been killed in gas vans, I imagine I should feel insecure if I even saw a joke in a French comic paper about English-women’s teeth sticking out. Some people go round smelling after antisemitism all the time. I have no doubt Fyvel thinks I am antisemitic.3 More rubbish is written about this subject than any other I can think of. I have just had Sartre’s book on the subject for review, and I doubt whether it would be possible to pack more nonsense into so short a space. I have maintained from the start that Sartre is a bag of wind, though possibly when it comes to Existentialism, which I don’t profess to understand, it may not be so.

Richard is blooming. He is still I think backward about talking, but lively enough in other ways and really almost helpful about the farm and garden. Something tells me he won’t be one for book-learning and that his bent is for mechanics. I shan’t try to influence him, but if he grew up with the ambition of being a farmer I should be pleased. Of course that may be the only job left after the atom bombs. If the show does start and is as bad as one fears, it would be fairly easy to be self-supporting on these islands provided one wasn’t looted. The winters are a good deal milder than in England, which means that at a pinch one can keep animals through the winter without fodder, and in fact the sheep are very rarely fed in a normal winter. For the first time in my life I have tried the experiment of keeping a pig. They really are disgusting brutes and we are all longing for the day when he goes to the butcher, but I am glad to see they do well here. He has grown to a stupendous size purely on milk and potatoes, without our buying any food for him from outside. In another year or so I shall have to be thinking about Richard’s schooling, but I am not making any plans because one can’t see far ahead now. I am not going to let him go to a boarding school before he is ten, and I would like him to start off at the elementary school. If one could find a good one. It’s a difficult question. Obviously it is democratic for everyone to go to the same schools, or at least start off there but when you see what the elementary schools are like, and the results, you feel that any child that has the chance should be rescued from them. It is quite easy, for instance, to leave those schools at 14 without having learned to read. I heard on the wireless lately that 10 percent° of army recruits, aged 19, have to be taught to read after they join the army. I remember in 1936 meeting John Strachey4 in the street—then a CP member or at least on the staff of the Worker—and him telling me he had just had a son and was putting him down for Eton. I said “How can you do that?” and he said that given our existing society it was the best education. Actually I doubt whether it is the best, but in principle I don’t feel sure that he was wrong. However I am taking no decisions about Richard one way or the other. Of course we may all have been blown to hell before it becomes urgent, but personally I don’t expect a major shooting war for 5 or 10 years. After the Russians have fully recovered and have atomic bombs,5 I suppose it isn’t avoidable. And even if it is avoided, there are a lot of other unpleasantnesses blowing up.

Please remember me to your wife and give my best regards to your daughter.

Yours

George




3482. Domestic Diary

29.10.48. Fine, but windy & cold. Hay arrived (1 ton, 25 bales). If possible the boat will be dragged up tomorrow, as it still takes in water. A. forked the other border. Sea rough.

30.10.48. Heavy rain in the night. Today fine, and cold. The others dragged the boat up & propped it so that the stern can perhaps be caulked at low tide. B. shot a rabbit which the dogs stole off the kitchen table the moment it had been skinned. Clocks go back tonight.

31.10.48. Rain in night. Violent wind all day, but not cold. Sea rough.

1.11.48. Fine & cold.




3483. From Roger Senhouse

2 November 1948 First two paragraphs of carbon copy

My dear George,

On receipt of your telegram we had a copy made, which I sent up to my niece in Scotland, an efficient girl who knows most people in Edinburgh, or at any rate how to get hold of the right person for the purpose in hand. She rang up her friend, Herd, to put in orders to find the right stenographer for your purpose. I did not regard it as excessively urgent, despite the fact that you telegraphed your request, since the date line was some way into this month. So far, I have had no good result but she promised to write me again yesterday as to her progress. Since the letter is not to hand I feel that I must report. I conceived the immediate idea that a Scots lassie would be the most appropriate and adequate to fulfil your requirements; after all, it is a tremendous trek up from London, and there is also the question of climate—I dare say more clement than here, at the moment—and the general way of life on an island in the far north. If Edinburgh fails, I think Glasgow will provide. Give me three more days and you will know the result. Certainly we won’t let you down, whatever happens.

It is excellent news that you have found time to revise the novel. The tinge of disappointment is apparent in your letter when you state that the stress and uncertainty of the threat of your wretched disease comes through in the writing, and perhaps cannot be expunged to your liking. The astonishing feat of putting “finis” to the work is surely a triumph.…




3484. Domestic Diary

2.11.48. Filthy day, rain almost continuous. Roof dripping badly. Biro pen gave out, after only about 6 weeks.1 Sea rough. Eagles overhead.

3.11.48. Day partly sunny, with some showers. Very heavy rain in the evening. Sea rough. Cows’ yield has gone up a bit, no doubt thanks to the new hay. B. has seen several more of the light-coloured rabbits.

4.11.4.8. Finer, but cold. A. planted garden spirea, & phloxes.

5.11.48. Cold. Some fine patches & some drizzle. A little hail in the morning. Sea calm. Wind in north. A. planted polyanthi.

6.11.48. Beautiful, still, windless day, warm in the sun, cold out of it. Sea calm. A. & I.2 planted tulips, about 100. A. started clearing bed under window. Felt very bad in afternoon & evening, no doubt as a result of going out.3




3485. Review of Portrait of the Anti-Semite by Jean-Paul Sartre; translated by Erik de Mauny

The Observer, 7 November 1948

Anti-Semitism is obviously a subject that needs serious study, but it seems unlikely that it will get it in the near future. The trouble is that so long as anti-Semitism is regarded simply as a disgraceful aberration, almost a crime, anyone literate enough to have heard the word will naturally claim to be immune from it; with the result that books on anti-Semitism tend to be mere exercises in casting motes out of other people’s eyes. M. Sartre’s book is no exception, and it is probably no better for having been written in 1944, in the uneasy, self-justifying, quisling-hunting period that followed on the Liberation.1

At the beginning, M. Sartre informs us that anti-Semitism has no rational basis: at the end, that it will not exist in a classless society, and that in the meantime it can perhaps be combated to some extent by education and propaganda. These conclusions would hardly be worth stating for their own sake, and in between them there is, in spite of much cerebration, little real discussion of the subject, and no factual evidence worth mentioning.

We are solemnly informed that anti-Semitism is almost unknown among the working class. It is a malady of the bourgeoisie, and, above all, of that goat upon whom all our sins are laid, the “petty bourgeois.” Within the bourgeoisie it is seldom found among scientists and engineers. It is a peculiarity of people who think of nationality in terms of inherited culture and of property in terms of land.

Why these people should pick on Jews rather than some other victim M. Sartre does not discuss, except, in one place, by putting forward the ancient and very dubious theory that the Jews are hated because they are supposed to have been responsible for the Crucifixion. He makes no attempt to relate anti-Semitism to such obviously allied phenomena as, for instance, colour prejudice.

Part of what is wrong with M. Sartre’s approach is indicated by his title. “The” anti-Semite, he seems to imply all through the book, is always the same kind of person, recognisable at a glance and, so to speak, in action the whole time. Actually one has only to use a little observation to see that anti-Semitism is extremely widespread, is not confined to any one class, and, above all, in any but the worst cases, is intermittent.

But these facts would not square with M. Sartre’s atomised vision of society. There is, he comes near to saying, no such thing as a human being, there are only different categories of men, such as “the” worker and “the” bourgeois, all classifiable in much the same way as insects. Another of these insectlike creatures is “the“ Jew, who, it seems, can usually be distinguished by his physical appearance. It is true that there are two kinds of Jew, the “Authentic Jew,” who wants to remain Jewish, and the “Inauthentic Jew,” who would like to be assimilated; but a Jew, of whichever variety, is not just another human being. He is wrong, at this stage of history, if he tries to assimilate himself, and we are wrong if we try to ignore his racial origin. He should be accepted into the national community, not as an ordinary Englishman, Frenchman, or whatever it may be, but as a Jew.

It will be seen that this position is itself dangerously close to anti-Semitism. Race-prejudice of any kind is a neurosis, and it is doubtful whether argument can either increase or diminish it, but the net effect of books of this kind, if they have an effect, is probably to make anti-Semitism slightly more prevalent than it was before. The first step towards serious study of anti-Semitism is to stop regarding it as a crime. Meanwhile, the less talk there is about “the” Jew or “the” anti-Semite, as a species of animal different from ourselves, the better.




3486. Domestic Diary

7.11.48. Beautiful, still, sunny day. Coldish. Sea less calm.

8.11.48. Frost in night. Clear, still, sunny day. Coldish. Sea fairly calm. B. took the younger milch cow to the bull (Khilachrain). Should calve in August. A. continued clearing border under house. Pruned the blackcurrants (a very little). Scillas showing. Qy. whether one should cover them up. Trouble with cable of tractor. Drink running low. NB. to order. Saw some blackbirds today. They are rare enough here to make one wonder what they are. A. saw a night of thrushes, possibly migrants, ie. fieldfares or redwings. One oar belonging to the dinghy in this bay has been washed away. Gladioli & dahlias over. New buds still coming on the roses.


On the facing page opposite 8.11.48, Orwell has written, and ticked:



Order gin etc.

9.11.48. Heavy wind in night. Very heavy sea. A little rain in the afternoon, after which the sea subsided somewhat.

10.11.48. Still, overcast day, mild. Sea slightly choppy.

11.11.48. Still, overcast, warm. Rain in night. Sea not very calm. The others fished in Barnhill bay & got 15. The oar which was washed away has come back. Polyanthi planted recently trying to flower.




3487. Publication of British Pamphleteers, Vol. 1

15 November 1948


Volume 1 of this two-volume work stated on its title-page that it had been edited by George Orwell and Reginald Reynolds. As Orwell makes clear in the Introduction, which he wrote, the book was ‘compiled and arranged’ by Reynolds. The first volume included pamphlets from the sixteenth to the eighteenth centuries. It was published by Allan Wingate. Orwell did not live to see the second volume. Orwell’s introduction is reproduced at about the time it was completed, in the spring of 1947; see 3206. See also his review of Pamphlet Literature, The New Statesman and Nation, 9 January 1943, 1807; and ‘As I Please,’ 51, Tribune, 8 December 1944, 2590.






3488. To Anthony Powell

15 November 1948 Typewritten

Barnhill

Isle of Jura

Argyllshire

Dear Tony,

Please excuse bad typing, but I am in bed and this is a very decrepit typewriter. Thanks so much for your letter. Yes, do send the Barry Pain1 etc. books. I love anything like that. Maybe some of them would be worth binding. There are people in Edinburgh who bind books. I came out of hospital in July very much better, but have been in lousy health for the last month or more and am trying to arrange to spend the worst of the winter in a sanatorium. I suppose it’s a step up over last winter, ie. a sanatorium not a hospital—perhaps in 1949 I might manage to spend the winter at home. I could go abroad perhaps, but I am afraid the journey would literally be the death of me. I can work, but that is about all I can do. To walk even a few hundred yards promptly upsets me. It’s annoying that after a filthy summer we’ve been having nice autumn weather but I can’t so much as pull a weed up in the garden. I am just on the grisly job of typing out my novel. I can’t type much because it tires me too much to sit up at table, and I asked Roger Senhouse to try and send me a stenog. for a fortnight, but of course it’s not so easy to get people for short periods like that. It’s awful to think I’ve been mucking about with this book since June of 1947, and it’s a ghastly mess now, a good idea ruined, but of course I was seriously ill for 7 or 8 months of the time. Richard is blooming, and getting enormous. I don’t think somehow he’ll be much of a one for book learning. He is rather backward in talking and shows no interest in learning his letters (age 4½), but on the other hand is good with machinery and likes working on the farm, fishing and things like that. I’m not going to influence him, but would like it if he went in for farming, perhaps the only job there will be left after the atom bombs. Another year and I suppose he will be going to school. I just re-read “From a View to a Death”2 and enjoyed it immensely. I put in for the Aubrey book3 with the Observer but don’t know whether I shall get it. If you see Malcolm,4 tell him from me that I recently read his book on Samuel Butler5 and that though I enjoyed it I consider it quite shameful. Please remember me to Violet. I hope the family are well.

Yours

George




3489. Domestic Diary

16.11.48. Diary not filled up for some days. The last two days wet & windy, before that still & overcast. Not cold. Sea today pretty heavy. A. has finished clearing the bed under the window & replanted the forget-me-nots. Pig has been lame, & one day would not even take any food. Now better, but still somewhat lame. Probably rheumatism, due to damp sty. He has been moved into the garage temporarily. B. has got lumbago. The crossbred pullets (May hatched) look about ready to lay, but have not started yet. NB. to order paraffin & methylated.


On the facing page opposite 16.11.48, Orwell has written, and ticked the first item:



Order paraffin

Order methylated.

17.11.48. Damp & overcast, some rain. Very heavy rain in the evening. Sea rough. The new bull arrived, a young white shorthorn (beef.) Has been 5 days on the boat & is thin & in poor condition generally.

18.11.48. Beautiful day, quite warm. Sea calm. A. has put up wires for the climbing roses. Pruned the plum trees. These are mostly very poor trees. Some roses still in bloom. Also a flower or two on the wallflowers which have been left in position.




3490. To David Astor

19 November 1948 Typewritten

Barnhill

Isle of Jura

Argyllshire

Dear David,

Thanks so much for your letter. If you’d really like to give Richard something for Christmas, I wonder whether one can still get Meccano sets?1 I should think he is about ripe for one of the lower grades. Of course he’ll lose all the bolts, but still that is the kind of thing he likes. He is tremendously active about the farm and household, has to take part in all operations such as chopping firewood, filling lamps etc., and even insists on pouring out my ration of gin for me every evening. He goes fishing with the others and caught several fish the other day. I am so glad your little girl is going on well. I suppose at 20 months she will be talking a bit, as well as walking. Julian Symons, whom I think you met at lunch once, has just got a baby and seems very absorbed in it. Margie Fletcher2 is over on the mainland having her fourth.

It’s very kind of Charoux3 to help about restoring the picture. When I can get round to doing so I’ll make a crate and send it to him direct. I never can remember his address but I expect I have a letter of his somewhere. It’s only a very small picture, about 20″ by 16″, so it won’t be difficult to pack. In sending it here those bloody fools Pickfords succeeded in making a slit in the canvas and also chipping it in two places, but I don’t imagine it would be difficult to mend. It’s of no value, but it has sentimental associations and I think is quite a good painting. There was also that picture which you gave me and which got blitzed.4 I was going to have that restored, but it’s a more extensive job as it got scratched all over. It was thrown right across the room by the blast.

I am on the grisly job of typing out my book which I have at last finished after messing about with it ever since the summer of 1947. I tried to get a stenog. to come here and do it for me, but it’s awkward to get anyone for such a short period so I am doing it myself. I feel somewhat better now, but I was in absolutely lousy health for about a month and I have decided if I can arrange it to go into a private sanatorium for Jan–Feb, which is the worst of the winter. Dr. Dick thinks it would be a good idea. I seem to be all right so long as I stay in bed till lunch time and then spend the rest of the day on a sofa, but if I walk even a few hundred yards or pull up a few weeds in the garden I promptly get a temperature. Otherwise everything is going well here and the farm has had quite a good first year in spite of the vile weather. There is now a bull, which is very good and quiet and I trust will remain so, as I can’t run very fast these days. Bobbie, your pony, is still at Tarbert, and I am not sure whether McIntyre° wants us to winter him or not. I had a talk with your brother about it when I met him at the sports about August, but subsequently there was some mix-up and nobody from here has been down as far as Tarbert for some months. Anyway, if they would like us to winter Bobbie, we are pleased to do so, as he is useful to us in several ways and also makes a companion for the other horse. I do not know whether I shall be in London at any time in the near future—I suppose some time next year, but I must try and get my health right.

I am so glad the Obs. is taking up Africa so to speak. Also that O’Donovan5 is going on reporting Asia for you. He is really a great acquisition. Your friend de Gaulle seems to be bent on making mischief all round. However it rather looks now as if there won’t be war for some years.

Yours

George




3491. To Leonard Moore

19 November 1948 Typewritten

Barnhill

Isle of Jura

Argyllshire

Dear Moore,

Yes, do let the Curacoa people1 translate A.F. free of charge. I think they might send me a bottle of their liqueur, but as a matter of fact I don’t like it.

I don’t think I’ll trouble you about the typist. It is all rather a muddle. I asked Warburg to get someone for me, and Roger Senhouse set his niece who lives in Edinburgh on to the job. I still haven’t heard from her, but she might at some moment produce a typist and it would then be rather awkward if I had meanwhile engaged somebody from London. Meanwhile I am getting on with the job myself and should finish it before the end of the month, or not much later than that. I am in better health, but I am trying to arrange to go into a private sanatorium for the worst of the winter, ie. January and February. I might go abroad, but I don’t care about journeys at present.

Yours sincerely

Eric Blair




3492. Domestic Diary

19.11.48. Filthy day, rainy & very blowy. Sea rough. The first pullet started laying (May hatched). Pig active again. There are rats in the corn stack. B’s lumbago better. R.1 caught several fish yesterday.




3493. Jim Rose to Orwell

20 November 1948


Rose (who signed his name over ‘Literary Editor’ (of The Observer), which had been crossed through) sent Orwell two of the books he had picked out from the lists Rose had sent him and suggested reviews of up to 600 words of either or both of them. A slip for Richard Aldington’s Four English Portraits is with the letter, and from the context of the letter it would seem that the second book was The English Comic Album, by Leonard Russell and Nicolas Bentley. If Orwell thought a review would be improved by an illustration from the book, he was asked to suggest one.

Rose also asked Orwell when he could expect reviews of any of the books he was working on, ‘for example, the T. S. Eliot and Eric Partridge books.’ He was also asked whether he was ‘going to do a short note on Mr. Crump’1 or whether he had decided against that. The book by T. S. Eliot was his Notes towards the Definition of Culture; Orwell’s review was published on 28 November 1948; see 3498. His review of The English Comic Album appeared on 2 January 1949; see 3517. Orwell’s only other review for The Observer, and his last, was of The Great Tradition by F. R. Leavis, published 6 February 1949; see 3543. The book by Partridge was probably A Dictionary of Forces’ Slang, 1939–45 (November 1948), or, but less likely, his A World of Words (October 1948).






3494. Domestic Diary

20.11.48. Some sharp showers, with hail, but mostly fine. A. & B. brought the new van home (Chevrolet). Another pullet laying (I think). Pruned gooseberries.

21.11.48. One shower, otherwise beautiful day. Sea very calm & a wonderful colour. B. trying to clean the mud from the back yard. Needs hose. Pruned the apple trees (not very hard). With the exception of one espalier tree, these have made very little growth. Qy. whether they need more manure & were grassed down too early.


On the facing page opposite 21.11.48, Orwell has written, and ticked:



Order hose (60' ¾")




3495. To Fredric Warburg

22 November 1948 Typewritten

Barnhill

Isle of Jura

Argyllshire

Dear Fred,

I have just heard from Gleb Struve that the firm of John Westhouse has gone bankrupt. It was they who were bringing out an English translation of Zamyatin’s “We,” a book I think I have talked to you about. In case you don’t remember, Zamyatin was a Russian writer who died in Paris in 1937. “We” was written about 1923 and was refused publication by the Soviet authorities, and I believe has never been published in Russian.1 There was I think an English (American) translation years ago, but I have never seen it and the book in effect existed only in a French translation which was itself a rarity. It is quite a remarkable book. It was no doubt suppressed by the Russian authorities because they thought it was a satire on themselves, but I should say it was more a satire on Utopianism generally, and incidentally I think Aldous Huxley’s “Brave New World” was partly plagiarised from it. I should think it is the kind of book it might interest you to take over. Struve says the translation was already made, though he himself hadn’t seen it, and that he had written an introduction for the book. If interested, do you think you could get in touch either with the receivers or what ever they are called who are handling Westhouse’s affairs,2 or with Struve, whose address is 2851 Buena Vista Way, Berkeley 8, California.

I haven’t heard anything from Roger’s niece in Edinburgh, so I am typing my book myself. I can’t do an awful lot each day, because it tires me too much to sit up for long periods, but I have done nearly half and will let you have the completed job early in December.3

Yours

George




3496. To Gleb Struve

22 November 1948 Typewritten

Barnhill

Isle of Jura

Argyllshire

Dear Struve,

Thanks so much for your letter of November 6th (only just got here.) I have written to Warburg, explaining the circumstances about “We,” and suggesting that if interested he should write either to you or to the people handling Westhouse’s affairs. Of course if Warburg isn’t interested there are plenty of others.

Yes, of course it’s all right about the Russian translation of “Animal Farm.”1 Naturally I don’t want any money from D.Ps, but if they ever do produce it in book form I should like a copy or two of that. Did I tell you it was done into Ukrainian by the D.Ps in the American Zone about a year ago? I understand that the American authorities seized about half the copies printed and handed them over to the Soviet repatriation people, but that about 3000 copies got distributed.

I’ll look out for your Turgenev translation in “Politics.”2 I am better in health but not very grand. I think I am going to spend the worst of the winter, ie. January and February, in a sanatorium somewhere. I am just busy typing out a book I have been messing about with ever since some time in 1947—it should have been finished nearly a year ago if it had not been for this illness.

Yours sincerely

Geo. Orwell




3497. Domestic Diary

22.11.48. Fine clear day. Sea calm. One pullet died (the one that had previously injured its breast in some way.)

23.11.48. Very dull, overcast day. Cold, but misty. Mainland invisible. Three eggs. The RIRs1 are still moulting badly.

24.11.48. Cold during the night. Today fine & sunny, but cold. Wind in East. Wallflowers keep trying to flower.

25.11.48. Cold. Wind E. or S.E.

26.11.48. Fairly fine, but very cold. Wind E. or S.E. Sea moderately calm. One RIR. has begun laying.

27.11.48. Still & chilly.




3498. Review of Notes towards the Definition of Culture by T. S. Eliot

The Observer, 28 November 1948

In his new book, “Notes towards the Definition of Culture,” Mr. T. S. Eliot argues that a truly civilised society needs a class system as part of its basis. He is, of course, only speaking negatively. He does not claim that there is any method by which a high civilisation can be created. He maintains merely that such a civilisation is not likely to flourish in the absence of certain conditions, of which class distinctions are one.

This opens up a gloomy prospect, for on the one hand it is almost certain that class distinctions of the old kind are moribund, and on the other hand Mr. Eliot has at the least a strong prima facie case.

The essence of his argument is that the highest levels of culture have been attained only by small groups of people—either social groups or regional groups—who have been able to perfect their traditions over long periods of time. The most important of all cultural influences is the family, and family loyalty is strongest when the majority of people take it for granted to go through life at the social level at which they were born. Moreover, not having any precedents to go upon, we do not know what a classless society would be like. We know only that, since functions would still have to be diversified, classes would have to be replaced by “élites,” a term Mr. Eliot borrows with evident distaste from the late Karl Mannheim.1 The élites will plan, organise and administer: whether they can become the guardians and transmitters of culture, as certain social classes have been in the past, Mr. Eliot doubts, perhaps justifiably.

As always, Mr. Eliot insists that tradition does not mean worship of the past; on the contrary, a tradition is alive only while it is growing. A class can preserve a culture because it is itself an organic and changing thing. But here, curiously enough, Mr. Eliot misses what might have been the strongest argument in his case. This is, that a classless society directed by élites may ossify very rapidly, simply because its rulers are able to choose their successors, and will always tend to choose people resembling themselves.

Hereditary institutions—as Mr. Eliot might have argued—have the virtue of being unstable. They must be so, because power is constantly devolving on people who are either incapable of holding it, or use it for purposes not intended by their forefathers. It is impossible to imagine any hereditary body lasting so long, and with so little change, as an adoptive organisation like the Catholic Church. And it is at least thinkable that another adoptive and authoritarian organisation, the Russian Communist Party, will have a similar history. If it hardens into a class, as some observers believe it is already doing, then it will change and develop as classes always do. But if it continues to co-opt its members from all strata of society, and then train them into the desired mentality, it might keep its shape almost unaltered from generation to generation. In aristocratic societies the eccentric aristocrat is a familiar figure, but the eccentric commissar is almost a contradiction in terms.

Although Mr. Eliot does not make use of this argument, he does argue that even the antagonism between classes can have fruitful results for society as a whole. This again is probably true. Yet one continues to have, throughout his book, the feeling that there is something wrong, and that he himself is aware of it. The fact is that class privilege, like slavery, has somehow ceased to be defensible. It conflicts with certain moral assumptions which Mr Eliot appears to share, although intellectually he may be in disagreement with them.

All through the book his attitude is noticeably defensive. When class distinctions were vigorously believed in, it was not thought necessary to reconcile them either with social justice or with efficiency. The superiority of the ruling classes was held to be self-evident, and in any case the existing order was what God had ordained. The mute inglorious Milton was a sad case, but not remediable on this side of the grave.

This, however, is by no means what Mr. Eliot is saying. He would like, he says, to see in existence both classes and élites. It should be normal for the average human being to go through life at his predestined social level, but on the other hand the right man must be able to find his way into the right job. In saying this he seems almost to give away his whole case. For if class distinctions are desirable in themselves, then wastage of talent, or inefficiency in high places, are comparatively unimportant. The social misfit, instead of being directed upwards or downwards, should learn to be contented in his own station.

Mr. Eliot does not say this: indeed, very few people in our time would say it. It would seem morally offensive. Probably, therefore, Mr. Eliot does not believe in class distinctions as our grandfathers believed in them. His approval of them is only negative. That is to say, he cannot see how any civilisation worth having can survive in a society where the differences arising from social background or geographical origin have been ironed out.

It is difficult to make any positive answer to this. To all appearances the old social distinctions are everywhere disappearing, because their economic basis is being destroyed. Possibly new classes are appearing, or possibly we are within sight of a genuinely classless society, which Mr. Eliot assumes would be a cultureless society. He may be right, but at some points his pessimism seems to be exaggerated. “We can assert with some confidence,” he says, “that our own period is one of decline; that the standards of culture are lower than they were 50 years ago; and that the evidence of this decline is visible in every department of human activity.”

This seems true when one thinks of Hollywood films or the atomic bomb, but less true if one thinks of the clothes and architecture of 1898, or what life was like at that date for an unemployed labourer in the East End of London. In any case, as Mr. Eliot himself admits at the start, we cannot reverse the present trend by conscious action. Cultures are not manufactured, they grow of their own accord. Is it too much to hope that the classless society will secrete a culture of its own? And before writing off our own age as irrevocably damned, is it not worth remembering that Matthew Arnold and Swift and Shakespeare—to carry the story back only three centuries—were all equally certain that they lived in a period of decline?




3499. To Gwen O’Shaughnessy

28 November 1948 Typewritten

Barnhill

Isle of Jura

Argyllshire

Dear Gwen,1

I wonder whether you know of a private sanatorium where they would be likely to have room for me. I have not felt really well since September, and sometimes felt very bad, and I thought it would be a good idea to go into a sanatorium for the worst of the winter, ie. January and February and perhaps part of March. Dr Dick agreed with me and recommended me to a place called the Grampian Sanatorium at Kingussie,2 which is the only private sanatorium in Scotland. However, they are full up. I have no doubt there are many more in England, however. It must be a private place, because the public ones will all have waiting lists, and also I must have a room to myself, otherwise I can’t work. I can’t of course pay things like 30 guineas a week, but can pay anything reasonable. Do you know of anywhere?

I hope the kids are well. All is well here and Richard is bursting with energy. He goes out fishing with the others now, and sometimes catches quite a lot of fish. The weather just lately has been very nice, beautiful still sunny days and not at all cold, but I hardly ever go out of doors because the smallest exertion upsets me. The pig has grown to a stupendous size and goes to the butcher next week. We are all longing to get rid of him, as he is so destructive and greedy, even gets into the kitchen sometimes. Bill has got a young bull which seems a nice quiet beast and I trust will remain so. Avril is going up to London for a week or so in December to do some shopping and to see about giving up the Islington flat, which I don’t want to keep on as it is simply an expense. I have finished my book, which I had been messing about with since some time in 1947. I am busy typing it out now, a ghastly job as it tires me to sit up much and I have to do most of it in° a sofa. I tried to get a stenog. to come here for a fortnight and do it for me, but the arrangements went wrong. Avril sends love.

Yours

George




3500. Domestic Diary

28.11.48. Beautiful, windless day, sea like glass. A faint mist. Mainland invisible.

29.11.48. Still, overcast day, not cold. Sea less calm. Bobbie brought back today. Rather unkempt, but seems in fairly good condition. A double egg today, apparently from one of the pullets.




3501. To Leonard Moore

30 November 1948 Typewritten

Barnhill
 
Isle of Jura

Argyllshire

Dear Moore,

I am afraid there has been a mix-up about this typing business and that you and perhaps the typing agencies you applied [to] have been put to unnecessary trouble. What happened was this. I wrote first to Warburg, asking him to engage a typist in London, but he and Senhouse apparently decided that it would be easier to arrange it in Edinburgh, because of the journey, although, of course, the tiresome part of the journey is not between London and Scotland but between Jura and the mainland. I waited for a bit, and then Roger Senhouse said he was putting his niece in Edinburgh on to the job of finding a typist. Meanwhile in case nothing materialised I had started doing it myself. Then apparently Warburg rang you up and I got two letters from you, suggesting the names of two people in London, but I couldn’t close with this in case Senhouse’s niece suddenly produced somebody. I have never heard from her, and now I hear from Senhouse that in fact she couldn’t get anybody. Meanwhile I have almost finished the typing and shall send it off probably on the 7th December, so you should get it in about a week. I do hope the two women whose names you suggested have not been inconvenienced or put off other engagements or anything like that. It really wasn’t worth all this fuss. It’s merely that as it tires me to sit upright for any length of time I can’t type very neatly and can’t do many pages a day.

These copies I am sending you are only carbons, and not first-class typing. If you think bad typing might prejudice the MS. with the American publishers, it would be worth having it redone by a commercial agency. But if you do decide on that, can you see that they don’t make mistakes. I know what these agencies are like. As the thing is typed already, and I don’t think I have left any errors in it, it should be easy enough, but it is wonderful what mistakes a professional typist will make, and in this book there is the difficulty that it contains a lot of neologisms.

Yours sincerely

Eric Blair




3502. Domestic Diary

30.11.48. Fine, blowy day, coldish. Sea rough. Apparently two RIRs are laying now.

1.12.48. Fine & blowy, sea rough. Some rain in the late evening. 3 or 4 eggs most days now.

2.12.48. Very violent wind in the night & throughout today. A good deal of rain. Very heavy seas. The pram dinghy1 smashed to pieces, as the sea came up onto what is normally dry land. Trouble with the feed pipe of the lorry, the carburetter apparently not filling of its own accord.

3.12.48. Overcast day, some rain. Wind dropped during the course of the day. Sea still roughish, but nothing like yesterday. Most of the cattle now coming down to the byre of their own accord. Paraffin almost at an end. Lorry now apparently O.K.




3503. To Leonard Moore

4 December 1948 Typewritten

Barnhill

Isle of Jura

Argyllshire

Dear Moore,

Thanks for your letter. The cheque I received from Allan Wingate was for £15.1 I can’t remember for certain whether I was paid something in advance when I gave them the manuscript, but my impression is that I received £10. I can’t find any record of it in my account book, however. I believe the understanding was that two thirds of the royalties should go to Reginald Reynolds and one third to me. I should be obliged if you would collect them when and if any become due, and no doubt Allan Wingate would know just how much I have received in advance.

I have sent off two copies of the MS of my book to you and one to Warburg. Perhaps you could acknowledge them when received, because there is always a slight possibility of a mishap in the post.

Yours sincerely

Eric Blair




3504. Domestic Diary

4.12.48. Beautiful, still, sunny day, with a short shower in the afternoon. Two rainbows parallel to one another, one of them much fainter than the other. Qy. why this sometimes happens when there are rain & sun together. Sea calm. It appears that the bull is about 16 months old, having been born in July 1947, so he is fairly well advanced for his age, though in poor condition. Applied lime (a little) to fruit bushes.

5.12.48. Wind got up strongly in the night. Today almost incessant rain & strong wind. Sea rough. Feeling very unwell. Calor Gas cylinder about at an end. (Started 29.10.48, ie. has run 5 weeks.) Put on new cylinder.

6.12.48. Wind dropped during night. Beautiful, still, sunny day. Sea very calm. Did not feel well enough to go outside. Pig went to be slaughtered today. The others went on down to Craighouse to get paraffin, but could get only 1 gallon. Situation almost desperate till new supply reaches the island. New ram arrived today. Wireless batteries about finished (forget when put in).

7.12.48. Still, fairly sunny day. A little rain in the morning. Sea less calm. A. brought back the internal fat etc. of the pig. Huge chunks of fat & meat on the cheeks. Paid for slaughtering & butchering the pig £1, & the trotters. Feeling very unwell.


No entries until 19.12.48, which follows immediately after 7.12.48 on the same page.






3505. Fredric Warburg’s Report on Nineteen Eighty-Four

13 December 1948 Typewritten

Strictly Confidential

This is amongst the most terrifying books I have ever read. The savagery of Swift has passed to a successor who looks upon life and finds it becoming ever more intolerable. Orwell must acknowledge a debt to Jack London’s “IRON HEEL”, but in verisimilitude and horror he surpasses this not inconsiderable author. Orwell has no hope, or at least he allows his reader no hope, no tiny flickering candlelight of hope. Here is a study in pessimism unrelieved, except perhaps by the thought that, if a man can conceive “1984”, he can also will to avoid it. It is a fact that, so far as I can see, there is only one weak link in Orwell’s construction; he nowhere indicates the way in which man, English man, becomes bereft of his humanity.

“1984” is “Animal Farm” writ large and in purely anthropomorphic terms. One hopes (against hope?) that its successor will supply the other side of the picture. For what is “1984” but a picture of man unmanned, of humanity without a heart, of a people without tolerance or civilization, of a government whose sole object is the maintenance of its power, of its absolute totalitarian power, by every contrivance of cruelty. Here is the Soviet Union to the nth degree, a Stalin who never dies, a secret police with every device of modern technology.

Part One sets the scene. It puts Orwell’s hero, Winston Smith, on the stage. It gives a detailed and terrifying picture of the community in which he lives. It introduces the handful of characters who serve the plot, including Julia with whom Winston falls in love. Here we are given the telescreen, installed in every living-room, through which the secret police perpetually supervise the words, gestures, expressions, and thoughts of all members of the Party; newspeak, the language devised by the Party to prevent thought; the big brother (B.B.) whose face a metre wide is to be seen everywhere on placards etc; doublethink, the formula for 100% political hypocrisy; the copiously flowing synthetic gin, which alone lubricates the misery of the inhabitants; the Ministry of Truth, with its three slogans—War Is Peace, Freedom Is Slavery, Ignorance Is Strength—and its methods of obliterating past events in the interests of the Party.

The political system which prevails is Ingsoc = English Socialism. This I take to be a deliberate and sadistic attack on Socialism and socialist parties generally. It seems to indicate a final breach between Orwell and Socialism, not the socialism of equality and human brotherhood which clearly Orwell no longer expects from socialist parties, but the socialism of marxism and the managerial revolution. “1984” is among other things an attack on Burnham’s managerialism; and it is worth a cool million votes to the conservative party; it might well be the choice of “Daily Mail” and “Evening Standard”; it is imaginable that it might have a preface by Winston Churchill after whom its hero is named. “1984” should be published as soon as possible, in June I949.

Part Two contains the plot, a very simple one. Winston falls in love with a black-haired girl, Julia. This in itself is to be considered heretical and illegal. See Part I, sec.6 for a discussion of sex and love, but in any case “the sexual act, successfully performed, was rebellion. Desire was thought-crime… …” A description of their lovemaking follows, and these few passages alone contain a lyrical sensuous quality utterly lacking elsewhere in the book. These passages have the effect of intensifying the horrors which follow.

Julia and Winston, already rebels, start to plot; contact O’Brien, a fellow rebel as they think; are given “the book” of Emmanuel Goldstein, the Trotsky of his community; and Winston reads it. It is a typical Orwellism that Julia falls asleep while Winston reads part of the book to her. (Women aren’t intelligent, in Orwell’s world.)

Goldstein’s book as we may call it (though it turns out later to have been written by the secret police) is called “The Principles of Oligarchical Collectivism” and we are given many pages of quotations from it. It outlines in a logical and coherent form the world situation as Orwell expects it to develop in the next generation. (Or does it?) It would take a long essay to discuss the implications of the astounding political philosophy embodied in this imagined work, which attempts to show that the class system, which was inevitable until circa 1930, is now in process of being fastened irrevocably on the whole world at the very moment when an approach to equality and liberty is for the first time possible. The book is quoted in Part 2, sec. 9, which can almost be read as an independent work.

Before passing to Part 3, I wish to call attention to the use made by Orwell of the old nursery rhyme, Oranges and Lemons, said the bells of St. Clements. This rhyme plays a largish part in the plot and is worth study. It ends, it will be remembered, with the words “And here comes the chopper to chop off your head.” This use of a simple rhyme to achieve in due course an effect of extreme horror is a brilliant and typical Orwellism which places him as a craftsman in the front rank of terror novelists.

“1984” by the way might well be described as a horror novel, and would make a horror film which, if licensed, might secure all countries threatened by communism for 1000 years to come.

Part Three contains the torture, breakdown, and re-education of Winston Smith, following immediately upon his arrest in bed with Julia by the secret police. In form it reminds one of Arthur Koestler’s “Darkness at Noon”, but is to my mind more brutal, completely English, and overwhelming in its picture of a thorough extermination of all human feeling in a human being. In this part Orwell gives full rein to his sadism and its attendant masochism, rising (or falling) to the limits of expression in the scene where Winston, threatened by hungry rats which will eat into his face,1 implores his torturer to throw Julia to the rats in his place. This final betrayal of all that is noble in man leaves Winston broken and ready for re-education as a willing adherent of Ingsoc, the necessary prelude in this society to being shot for his “thoughtcrime”, for in Ingsoc there are no martyrs but only broken men wishing to die for the good of their country.

“We shall meet in the place where there’s no darkness.” This phrase, which recurs through the book, turns out to be in the end the brilliantly lit passage and torture chambers of the Ministry of Love. Light, for Orwell, symbolizes (I think) a horrible logical clarity which leads to death and destruction. Darkness, as in the womb and perhaps beside a woman in the night, stands for the vital processes of sex and physical strength, the virtues of the proles, that 80% of the population of Ingsoc who do the work and do not think, the “Boxers”2 of “1984”, the pawns, the raw material without which the Party could not function.

In Part III Orwell is concerned to obliterate hope; there will be no rebellion, there cannot be any liberation. Man cannot stand against Pain, and the Party commands Pain. It is almost intolerable to read Part III which, more even than the rest of the book, smells of death, decay, dirt, diabolism and despair. Here Orwell goes down to the depths in a way which reminds me of Dostoievsky. O’Brien is his grand inquisitor, and he leaves Winston, and the reader, without hope. I cannot but think that this book could have been written only by a man who himself, however temporarily, had lost hope, and for physical reasons which are sufficiently apparent.

These comments, lengthy as they are, give little idea of the giant movement of thought which Orwell has set in motion in “1984”. It is a great book, but I pray I may be spared from reading another like it for years to come.

[Initialled by Warburg]




3506. David Farrer’s1 Report on Nineteen Eighty-Four

15 December 1948

My reaction to a book which has been highly praised by someone else in this office is liable to be highly critical. It was in a fault-finding mood, in consequence, that I approached the new Orwell, which perhaps lends additional force to my statement that if we can’t sell fifteen to twenty thousand copies of this book we ought to be shot.

In emotive power and craftsmanship this novel towers above the average. Orwell has done what Wells never did, created a fantasy world which yet is horribly real so that you mind what happens to the characters which inhabit it. He also has written political passages which will set everyone talking and an extremely exciting story—the arrest is superbly done; the mounting suspense in Part II is perhaps more nerve-racking even than the horrors of Part III; as for those horrors, I believe they are so well-written that, far from being put off, the public will gobble them up. In fact the only people likely to dislike “1984” are a narrow clique of highbrows!

“1984” might well do for Orwell what ‘The Heart of the Matter’ did for Graham Greene (it’s a much better book)2—establish him as a real bestseller. I know that Heinemann went all out on the latter, appealing to booksellers and critics alike to back up their 50,000 printing. We obviously can’t print 50,000, but I think we ought in the next month or so to consider whether 15,000 ought not to be a minimum printing,3 for not only do I believe in Orwell’s book, I feel that with Orwell’s name and our recently won fresh prestige in the fiction field we can achieve a very large subscription and a spate of publication-week reviews.




3507. Avril Blair to Humphrey Dakin

14 December 1948 Handwritten

Barnhill

Isle of Jura

Dear Humph

Thanks for your letter & Henry’s1 which I return. I believe I really owed you a letter as I never wrote to condole your mother’s death.

I am writing as from Barnhill though actually in London for a few days as E has decided to give up the Canonbury flat. It was becoming a liability & hasn’t been used hardly at all for the past two years. So I am clearing up & purging a lot of junk & doing frantic Xmas shopping in between.

E is still far from well & is going to take some more treatment in Jan & Feb. I think they really pushed him out of hospital too soon, in the usual manner, & they made him go back for a further X-ray (which proved satisfactory) in September; a most tiring journey if you dont° feel well. He has just finished his book which he has been working at for the last eighteen months, so I think that is a relief to his mind. Otherwise we are all very fit & the farm progressing & expanding by leaps & bounds, the latest addition is a white shorthorn bull, a most docile animal—at present! Our pig was slaughtered last week & I was delighted to see the last of him as his appetite in the last few months has been more than colossal & I seemed to spend my life boiling potatoes & skimming milk for him. However he was a credit to the diet & although most of the carcase went to be baconed, we have been eating at him the whole week.

Richard Rees is keeping house while I am away so I expect hell reigns. They have so much meat on the premises that they will all be smelling like blood hounds when I get back. What happened was, that a gimmer2 fell into a ditch & got drowned & Bill found her only just dead, so he hastily skinned & butchered her & they have, I suppose, been living on roast mutton.

Richard Rees has just bought an enormous ex-Army truck for the farm, which rather terrifies me to drive on these roads; they are so narrow that there is no room for mistakes or else one is in the ditch. However nothing untoward has happened yet.

Little Rick is very fit. He still has a strong tendency to engineering coupled with boundless energy & physical violence. I think he is bound to be a future scrum half for Scotland, especially as he is encouraged by Bill who was a terrific rugger player before he lost his leg.

Glad the family are all getting on so well. I enclose a few whatnots. I don’t suppose the apron or slippers will fit Charlotte so she better have the toffee.

I had the most excruciating meeting with Aunt Nellie3 yesterday. She steadfastly refused to eat or drink anything all day, so I couldn’t, as the restaurants are too full to allow one person to sit having nothing while the other eats; so we pushed our way half fainting through crowds of shoppers while she told me that she was saving up to pay her landlord more rent because she thought she wasn’t paying him enough!

We have been full up at Barnhill all summer4 & at one point were eleven strong & overflowing into a tent. Mostly men, so dead sea fruit5 as far as any help to me went. I am quite enjoying my few days° holiday.

Sorry that the bottom has dropped out of the pig market. Eric is very keen to have a sow next year, so I expect that my potatoe-boiling° activities will be increased ten fold.

Love to all

Avril




3508. To Tosco Fyvel

18 December 1948. Handwritten

Barnhill

Isle of Jura

Argyllshire

Dear Tosco,

Thanks for your letter. I can’t write anything. I am really very ill. I am going into a sanatorium (I think at Cranham, in Glostershire,° but it isn’t completely settled yet) early in January. I should have done so two months ago, but I simply had to finish the book I was writing & which, thanks to this illness, I had been messing about with for 18 months. I am now trying to polish off the odds & ends of journalism I am committed to, & then shall drop everything for at least two months. I suppose they will have to give me more streptomycin, at any rate I hope they do, as it seems to work & is much less unpleasant than the other treatments.

Everything is going well here except me. Richard is blooming. The weather also has been beautiful for much of the autumn, but I’ve barely been out of the house for two months. I’ve given up my London flat, which was simply becoming a nuisance, but I’ll have to get another one later. Please remember me to Mary & to everyone at the office.1

Yours,
 
George




3509. Domestic Diary

19.12.48. Have not been well enough to enter up diary. Weather for the most part has been very still, overcast, not cold, sometimes almost twilight all day. Sea mostly calm. Violent wind once or twice, but little rain. A scilla trying to flower. B. says grass has also grown in the last fortnight. Goose (for Xmas) brought back today. Also a young wild goat (female). Pig after removal of head & trotters weighed 2 cwt. (age about 9 months).

Started new drum of paraffin. We owe about 10 galls., so that in reality we only have about 30 galls in hand.

NB. to order more almost immediately. Cylinder of Calor gas began to give out today. There must be a leak, probably in the transformer. Started new cylinder (NB. we have only 1 this time).


On the facing page opposite 19.12.48, Orwell has written, and ticked the final item:



Order paraffin.

Order Calor gas.

Get insurance stamps.1
 
Order hay (1 ton)




3510. To David Astor

21 December 1948 Handwritten

Barnhill

Dear David,

I am really very unwell indeed, & have been since about September, & I am arranging to go into a private sanatorium early in January & stay there at least 2 months. I was going to go to a place called Kingussie, reccommended° by Dr. Dick, but they were full up & I have made arrangements to go to a place in Glostershire.° I suppose there might be some slip-up, but if not my address as from 7th Jan. will be The Cotswold Sanatorium, CRANHAM, GLOS.

I tell you this chiefly because I feel I simply must stop working, or rather trying to work, for at least a month or two. I would have gone to a sanatorium two months ago if I hadn’t wanted to finish that bloody book off, which thank God I have done. I had been messing about with it for 18 months thanks to this bloody disease. I have polished off all the reviews I promised for the Observer except two, one on Eric Partridge’s book and the other on Richard Aldington’s book.1 The latter I will do & send off within the next few days, but the other I just can’t in my present state. If you are seeing Mr. Rose,2 will you please tell him that I am sorry to let him down but am really very ill. I’m afraid I.B.3 will mark this as another black mark against me, but I just must have a good rest for a month or two. I just must try & stay alive for a while because apart from other considerations I have a good idea for a novel.4

Everything is flourishing here except me. The weather has been marvellous, wonderful, still, warm days with the sea an extraordinary luminous green & the bracken almost red. Spring flowers have been trying to flower in the garden. Richard is offensively well, & is out all day helping on the farm. He doesn’t seem to know the meaning of ill-health or fatigue. Thank you so much for sending him the present which I expect is a Meccano. I have got him a stationary engine which runs by steam, & so he will be able to build a machine & run it off the engine, the same as we do with the tractor. Bobbie is here & in good form. He is bigger than the other horse, Bill’s mare, & oppresses her a good deal, but she likes being with him, which I suppose shows that women like that kind of thing really. We sent our pig to be slaughtered a week or two ago. He was only nine months old & weighed 2 cwt. after removal of the head & trotters.

I hope your little girl is well. Margie Fletcher’s new baby had something wrong intestinally, but it seems to be better now. It’s another boy.

Yours

George




3511. To Fredric Warburg

21 December 1948 Handwritten

Barnhill

Dear Fred,

Thanks for two letters. I am really very unwell indeed & am arranging to go into a sanatorium early in January. I suppose there may be some slip-up, but if not my address as from 7.1.49 will be The Cotswold Sanatorium, CRANHAM, GLOS. But better consider Barnhill my address till I confirm the other. I ought to have done this 2 months ago but I wanted to get that bloody book finished.

About photos. I have none here, but I’m pretty certain I had a number at my flat, which my sister has just been closing up & dismantling. The photos will have been in a file which will be coming up here, but I suppose not for ages, as anything sent by rail takes months. I’ll send you any photos I can when they arrive, but meanwhile could you try first Moore, who I think has one or two, & then Vernon & Marie-Louise Richards1 who took a lot 3 years ago & should have a lot of prints if they haven’t chucked them away. You could get their address from that little Anarchist bookshop near you, or from Herbert Read or others. They’d want copyright of course, but not much. They took a number, some very good, some bad—don’t pick out the awful ones, will you. At need we could bring a photographer to the sanatorium, but I am really a deathshead at present, & I imagine shall be in bed for a month or so.

I’m glad you liked the book. It isn’t a book I would gamble on for a big sale, but I suppose one could be sure of 10,000 any way. It’s still beautiful weather here, but I never stir out of doors & seldom off the sofa. Richard is offensively well, & everything else flourishing except me. I am trying to finish off my scraps of book-reviewing etc. & must then just strike work for a month or so. I can’t go on as at present. I have a stunning idea for a very short novel which has been in my head for years,2but I can’t start anything until I am free from high temperatures etc.

Love to all.
 
George




3512. Domestic Diary

22.12.48. Very clear, still, coldish weather the last two days. Sea very calm. One now has to light the lamps at about 3 or 3–30 pm. Today curious white streaks on the sea, presumably caused by fry milling round, but no birds taking any interest.

8 1/2 bales of hay left, out of 25, received nearly 2 months ago. So at this time of year 1 ton (25 bales) should last nearly 3 months, ie. for 2 milch cows & a calf.

24.12.48. Sharp frosts the last two nights. The days sunny & still, sea calm. A. has very bad cold. The goose for Xmas disappeared, then was found swimming in the sea round at the anchorage, about a mile from our own beach. B. thinks it must have swum round. He had to follow it in a dinghy & shoot it. Weight before drawing & plucking, 10½ lbs.

Snowdrops up all over the place. A few tulips showing. Some wallflowers still trying to flower.


This concludes Orwell’s Domestic Diary.






3513. To Roger Senhouse

26 December 1948 Handwritten; printed heading1

BARNHILL,

ISLE OF JURA,

ARGYLL.

Dear Roger,

Thanks so much for your letter. As to the blurb.2 I really don’t think the approach in the draft you sent me is the right one. It makes the book sound as though it were a thriller mixed up with a love story, & I didn’t intend it to be primarily that. What it is really meant to do is to discuss the implications of dividing the world up into “Zones of influence” (I thought of it in 1944 as a result of the Teheran Conference), & in addition to indicate by parodying them the intellectual implications of totalitarianism. It has always seemed to me that people have not faced up to these & that, eg., the persecution of scientists in Russia is simply part of a logical process which should have been foreseeable 10–20 years ago. When you get to the proof stage, how would it be to get some eminent person who might be interested, eg. Bertrand Russell3 or Lancelot Hogben,4 to give his opinions about the book, & (if he consented) use a piece of that as the blurb? There are a number of people one might choose from.

I am going into a sanatorium as from 6thJan., & unless there is some last-minute slip-up my address will be, the cotswold sanatorium, CRANHAM, GLOS.

Love to all,

George




Appendix 1

3514. Avril Blair’s Barnhill Diary


Avril Blair kept up Volume V of Orwell’s Domestic Diary from 27 December 1947 to 10 May 1948, whilst her brother was in hospital. The five entries for the last days of 1947 are grouped together at 27 December 1947; see 3319. Her entries are brief and in the main restricted to the weather and the minutiae of life at Barnhill. There are occasional notes about visitors (the arrival of one, Lydia Jackson, on 26 March, may have important implications), and the hardship and inconvenience of life on Jura (for instance, the very frequent punctures) are made plain.



1.1.48. Showers of rain & high wind all day. Sea roughish.

1 egg (510)

2.1.48. Pouring rain all day. Wind rising at night. Very warm for the time of year.

2 eggs (512)

3. 1.48. Showery & high wind in the morning. Calm at night. Mild. 488

1 egg (513)

4.1.48. Mild & calm all day. Practically no wind.

3 eggs (516)

5.1.48. Strong North wind. Periodic very heavy hail storms. Cold.

1 egg (517)

6.1.48. Bright sun & cold wind in the morning. Dull but dry in the afternoon. Sent 4 eggs to Eric.

1 egg (518)

7.1.48. Dull with cold north wind. No rain.

1 egg (519)

8.1.48. Hail stones & cold wind. Sea roughish. Cleaned the hen house in afternoon.

2 eggs (521)

9.1.48. Overcast sky & slight showers of rain. Rather cold. Started to prepare new herbaceous border.

2 eggs (523)

10.1.48. Heavy showers. High wind & torrential rain at night. George1 overhauled the car. One headlight failed on the way home.

1 egg (524)

11.1.48. Raining on & off all day. Dark very early.

No eggs.

12.1.48. Raining & dark at first but clearing up to quite a fine day. Did all the washing.

No eggs.

13.1.48. Pouring rain all day. Mild.

Bill & I got the byre ready for the cow. Found an almost fossilized rat among the rubbish.

1 egg (525)

14.1.48. Pouring rain all day. Not cold.

Went to Ardlussa for mail. Had a puncture.2
 
No eggs

15.1.48. Beautiful day. Bright sun but cold north wind.

Planted 100 Lilies of the valley.

1 egg (526)

16.1.48. Hard frost all day. Ground like iron. Nice & fine but very cold. Sea calm.

Gathered a sackful of firewood.

Trees arrived from Debbie3 also Tarpaulins etc.

No eggs

17.1.48. Blowing a gale & storms of rain all day. No frost however.

Planted the four espalier cherry trees in the morning & six fruit trees in herbaceous border in afternoon.

1 egg (527)

18.1.48. Hail storms with bright sun in between. Very cold & sea rough.

Planted remainder of trees & bushes.

Started new sack of potatoes.

No eggs

19.1.48. Hail & sleet storms. High wind & rough sea. Very cold.

1 egg (528) Bill shot a whitey rabbit.4

20.1.48. High wind & rain all day. Rough sea.

No eggs

21.1.48. Fine day, not very cold.

Fletchers5 came up & shot a rabbit.

No eggs

22.1.48. Lovely day. Bright sun with touch of frost early. Calm sea.

Transplanted some of the flowers from Nursery bed.

No eggs. Ian6 brought some coal.

23.1.48. Beautiful fine day. Slightly frosty. Calm sea.

Started to clear the yard with Bill.

1. egg (529)

24.1.48. Lovely fine day. Rather frosty.

Ground too hard to continue the yard.

Fletchers came with some coal.

2. eggs (531)

25.1.48. Fine most of the day but turning to rain at night.

Started new cylinder of Calor Gas.

1 egg (532)

26.1.48. Pouring rain all day.

Did all the washing.

1 egg (533)

27.1.48. Fine dry day with cold wind. Rough sea.

1 egg (534)

28.1.48. Beautiful fine day. Quite mild with calm sea.

Bill & I cleaned the barn & got rid of a lot of rubbish.

1 egg (535). Cow arrived.

29.1.48. Beautiful day. Bright sun & no wind. Very mild.

2 eggs (537)

30.1.48. Tearing South East Wind. Occasional showers. Very rough sea.

1 egg (538)

31.1.48. Fine day with rather high S. W wind. Rough Sea.

1 egg (539)

1.2.48. Fine morning but wind rising to gale in afternoon & evening. Pouring with rain at night.

No eggs

2.2.48. Terrific gale all day. Very rough sea. 1 egg (540)

3.2.48. Gale still blowing. Very high wind all day & rough sea. No eggs

4.2.48. Much better day. Wind still high but fine periods & not so much rain.

Went to Ardlussa for mail. 4 galls of petrol from Fletchers.

1 egg (541)

5.2.48. Raining most of the day with high wind. Not very cold.

Bill & I put up the calf stall.

2 eggs (543)

6.2.48. Hail & snow storms & high wind. Rather cold.

Bill made the gate for the calf stall.

1 egg (544)

7.2.48. Occasional showers but fine on the whole. Wind rising at night.

Took Rick7 to childrens° party at Ardlussa & saw a white mountain hare on way home.

1 egg (545)

8.2.48. Raining & misty all day with terrific gale at night.

1 egg (546)

9.2.48. Beautiful fine day with cold N.W. wind. Rather rough sea.

First snowdrops are out. Did all the washing & ironing.

A splendid drying day.

No eggs.

10.2.48. Beautiful day with bright sun. Almost warm. Calm sea. Went to Ardlussa for mails.

1 egg (547)

11.2.48. Rather showery with high wind.

1 egg (548)

12.2.48. Fine day with a few showers. Quite mild.

Finished planting out flowers from nursery bed.

Manured the rhubarb which is showing.

3 eggs (551)

13.2.48. Fine day. Overcast but very mild.

Staked & wired the loganberries. Cleaned out the hen house & started to dig the side garden. A terrific labour as it is filled with boulders.

2 eggs (553)

14.2.48. Drizzling rain all day.

1 egg (554)

15.2.48. Fine day. Overcast but mild.

Fetched up a sack of wood from the beach & found a perfectly good hairbrush. Dug a bit more garden.

1 egg (555). Started new bag of potatoes.

16.2.48. Nice fine day. Rather cold wind.

Potatoes arrived from Robert Shaw,8 6 cwt. Dougie & Ronnie9 mended the barn roof.

2 eggs (557)

17.2.48. Fine day. Calm sea. Slight frost.

Seed Potatoes & tractor wheels arrived.

No eggs

18.2.48. Lovely day with bright sun & slight frost.

Tried to start the car but found that the battery has run out completely.

1 egg (558). Put down poison for rats. Only one visibly affected.

19.2.48. Calm fine day but very cold, getting milder in the afternoon.

Bill rode the horse into Ardlussa.

2 eggs (560)

20.2.48. Fine with cold North wind. Slight frost.

1 egg (561)

21.2.48. Slight snow in the morning. Fine & cold in afternoon getting milder towards evening.

1 egg (562)

22.2.48. A beautiful day with bright sun & quite warm. The first time this year that I have heard the birds singing.

1. egg (563)


No further entries until 9 March 1948 whilst Avril was in London; see Orwell’s letter to Celia Kirwan, 24 March 1948, 3370.



9.3.48. Fine with very cold S: West wind. Sea rough.

3 eggs

10.3.48. Fine but overcast. Warmer. Calm Sea.

Got the tractor going.

4 eggs. Started new sack of oatmeal.

11.3.48. Fine sunny day, but very cold wind. Calm sea.

3 eggs

12.3.48. Fine calm day but still a cold wind.

Moved the hens.

5 eggs

13.3.48. Fine day with rather cold wind. Calm sea.

Crocus in full bloom. McDonalds10 gave us a kid.

2 eggs. Cockerel arrived.

14.3.48. Beautiful day with bright sun & strong wind.

Bill ploughed up the patch where the hens had been, with the Iron Horse.

3 eggs

15. 3.48. Stormy day with rough sea & cold wind.

5 eggs.

16.3.48. High wind with frequent sleet showers. Cold with roughish sea.

Took Bill into Ardlussa & had a puncture.

3 eggs

17.3.48. Fine day with rather strong wind.

Ian & Malcolm arrived by boat in the evening to fetch Bill.

4 eggs

18.3.48. Strong S. W. wind rising to a gale in the evening.

Started the calf on bruised oats.

6 eggs. Kid strayed away.

19.3.48. Fine day with strong S. W. wind but sunny intervals.

Spread a little dung & dug & weeded some of the garden. Mannured° the rhubarb.

Started new cylinder of Calor Gas.

5 eggs (one broken)

20.3.48. High wind & frequent showers of rain.

Malcolm & George11 came up with the rations also my new mangle.

6 eggs

21.3.48. Fine day with a few showers now & then. A little warmer but wind still rather high.

Continued the weeding.

6 eggs

22.3.48. Nice day with fairly strong wind.

Finished all the washing with the help of the mangle. Started to clear the yard.

7 eggs

23.3.48. Fine with occasional showers. Wind still high & chilly.

Still clearing the yard.

5 eggs.

24.3.48. Beautiful day. Fine & warm.

Finished clearing the yard. Bill returned from Glasgow.

5 eggs

25.3.48. Wonderful day. Bright sun, no wind & quite warm.

Planted the shallots & cleared a bit more ground.

7 eggs.

26.3.48. Another beautiful day.

Lydia arrived.12 Bill & I mended a puncture & had two more on the way back from Ardlussa.

4 eggs.

27.3.48. Beautiful day with strong wind. Sea rather rough.

Lydia rode into Ardlussa for the mail.13

3 eggs

28.3.48. Fine but wind rising towards evening.

Still digging in the garden.

3 eggs.

29.3.48. Rather stormy with showers of rain.

Nearly finished the bed for the broad beans.

4 eggs

30.3.48. Stormy day with bright intervals. Wind rising to gale force at night.

Planted the broad beans.

5 eggs

31.3.48. Raging gale all day with pouring rain & very rough sea.

6 eggs

1.4.48. Still very stormy & cold. Sea not quite so rough.

Ian is ploughing the back field.

7 eggs

2.4.48. Fairly fine, with intervals of bright sun But° still a strong cold wind.

Lydia went away today.

6 eggs

3.4.48. Frequent showers of hail & snow with high wind. Cold.

Hay rake & harrow arrived.

6 eggs

4.4.48. Fine day with bright sun. High wind but fairly warm.

Cut the grass for the first time.

6 eggs.

5.4.48. Very fine with again a high wind.

3 eggs

6.4.48. Wet & cold. Stormy sea.

4 eggs

7.4.48. Still beastly weather. Very cold.

3 eggs

8.4.48. A terrible day. Pouring with rain & very cold.

Ian & George came up to mend the road & Tom McDonald for some sheep.

7 eggs

9.4.48. Nice fine day. Quite warm out of the wind.

Did a lot of gardening. Hoeing etc also some more digging.

4 eggs

10.4.48. Fairly fine with several showers.

Went to Ardlussa & had a puncture as usual.

5 eggs

11.4.48. Very fine & sunny morning, clouding over in the afternoon.

Bill & I started to plant the potatoes, a backbreaking job.

6 eggs (1 broken)

12.4.48. Misty morning change° to fine but sunless day. Very wet in the evening.

Continued planting the potatoes & got them nearly all done.

5 egg

13.4.48. Pouring rain all the morning. A little better in afternoon but still showery. Not cold.

Primroses have been out for some days & wild cherry tree is just starting.

Too wet to finish the potatoes but did all the washing.

5 eggs.

14.4.48. A really fine day. Beautiful sun & no wind. Quite warm.

The first tulip is out.14

Sowed early peas & cos lettuce. Manured strawberries & raspberries. Pruned the roses.

5 egg.

15.4.48.15 Very wet misty morning clearing up in the afternoon. Finished the potatoes at last & planted Dwarf French beans in afternoon; also manured currants & gooseberries. Picked first Rhubarb.

3 egg.

16.4.48. Lovely day with quite hot sun & calm sea. Bill & I sowed the back field in the morning & harrowed it with horse & tractor in the afternoon.

4 egg.

17.4.48. Another lovely day.

Boat arrived from Ardlussa.

Dug a trench for the sweet peas in the afternoon & started preparing herbaceous border for seeds.

Went fishing in the evening.

8 eggs 4 laid out.

18.4.48. Rather wet miserable day clearing up in the evening when we went fishing but caught nothing. Bill shot a rabbit.

6 egg.

19.4.48. Lovely fine day & quite warm.

Sowed the new herbaceous border with cornflowers, poppies, clarkia, godetia, sweet sultan, candytuft & saponaria.

5 egg.

20.4.48. Another fine day but a little cooler.

Bill went down to Lealt to do the ploughing & heard the cuckoo.

Sowed the house bed with poppies, godetia, Escholschzia°& love-in-the- mist. Sowed the sweet peas. Broad beans sowed 30.3.48 & cos lettuce sowed 14.4.48 are up.

6 eggs

21.4.48. Lovely fine day & very warm.

Planted the gladioli & a border of escholchzia° & love-in-the-mist. Cut the grass

6 eggs.16

25.4.48. Lovely sunny day, as hot as midsummer.

Peas showing. Did quite a lot of digging & weeding.

Carted up the stobs17 with horse in the afternoon.

26.4.48. Miserable drizzling day.

Prepared nesting box & run for broody hen.

Started new cylinder of Calor Gas.

27.4.48. Raining & dark all day.

Set broody hen.

29.4.48. Sunny day but cold North wind.

Went to cattle sale in Islay. Puncture on way home & had to leave the car at Lagg.18

30.4.48. Fine day but still cold.

Sowed turnips & carrots & prepared bed for beetroot, trenching with seaweed.

Bill’s father came to stay.

1.5.48. Fine cold day. Sea very calm & blue.

Started to prepare final bed for potatoes.

Walked over to Kinuachdrach with Bill & his father to collect the creels. Two in very bad condition.

2.5.48. Lovely day but still cold North wind.

Everything is very dry.

Finished bed for potatoes & planted them with some special manure. Also cut the grass.

Bill shot a rabbit.

4.5.48. Miserable wet day.

Furniture arrived. Made 2¼ lbs butter.

7.5.48. Fine sunny day.

Sowed the beetroot.

9.5.48. Beautiful day.

Cut all the grass, & made a little silo.

French beans just showing, also sweet peas.

10.5.48. Put second sitting of eggs under broody hen. New cow arrived.


This concludes Avril’s diary entries. Orwell makes the first entries in his next diary on 31 July 1948 (see 3430).






Appendix 2

3515. Orwell’s Second Literary Notebook

1948


Orwell’s Second Literary Notebook was written mainly or entirely in 1948 and probably during his time at Hairmyres Hospital. Six entries are notes for essays and reviews published between February and October 1948, though the last of these was marked as due by 20 July and was certainly completed within a week or two of that date. There are diary entries for March, April, and May 1948 and notes for Nineteen Eighty-Four which refer to that book in a near-final state. It is possible that the notes for his last book were being made about the time he was writing to friends to say he was well enough to do a little work on his novel; see letter to Leonard Moore, 12 May 1948, 3398. The notes on language cannot be dated even approximately. The draft poem has in common with ‘Such, Such Were the Joys’ (3409) ‘playing doctors’ with the plumber’s children (early in section iv of the essay), and ‘the plumber’s daughter, who might be seven, / She showed me all she’d got’, when according to the poem, the speaker would have been six years old.

Diary entries and notes made in the preparation of articles and reviews have been abstracted and placed in the chronological sequence for 1948, the notes following the items to which they refer. The balance of the Notebook is reproduced here. The book measures 10¼ X 8 inches and is ruled 26 lines to a page. Orwell seems to have worked from both ends of the book simultaneously. Leaves 1–21r include the notes for articles and reviews and also some diary entries; leaves 21v–54r are blank; 54v–74r contain notes for three sections of Nineteen Eighty-Four and on aspects of language; there are also three names, perhaps for a list he was to prepare in 1949 of those he suspected of being unduly sympathetic to communism (see 3732). The inside front and back covers are also used. The list below gives the contents of the Notebook in the order in which the items occur. Items abstracted have beeen annotated within square brackets indicating where they are to be found in the chronological sequence. The contents descriptions below are not necessarily Orwell’s.


Rough and inaccurate sketch map of Europe [inside front cover]

Sinclair Lewis—dates

Nationalist leaders and romantics of foreign origin

Continental nationalist leaders and nationalist romantics of non-foreign origin

Corruption of aesthetic standards by political motives [notes for ‘Writers and Leviathan,’ 3365]

What is Communism? [notes for a review of Plamenatz’s book, 3347] Draft of a poem

Spearhead [notes for a review of this anthology, 3381]

British newspapers [notes for ‘Britain’s Left-Wing Press,’ 3367]

Diary entry, 30.3.48 [3374]

Hairmyres Hospital timetable [3352]

Diary entry, 18.4.48 [3384]

The Soul of Man under Socialism [notes for a review, 3396]

George Gissing [notes for essay-review, 3407]

Popular song titles

Diary entry, 21.5.48 [3402]

Things not foreseen in youth … [3402]

‘The Labour Government After Three Years’ [notes for this article, 3463]

[Blank pages]

Archaic and unusual words

Examples of critical English

Borderline expressions and words

Use of foreign words

Universal sayings

Notes for Nineteen Eighty-Four, Part 3, Section 6

Latin, French, and other foreign-language words and phrases used in English

Notes for Nineteen Eighty-Four, Part 1, Section 7

Notes for Nineteen Eighty-Four, Part 1, Section 6

Names of two M.P.s and a journalist

Articles in preparation; Arrangements in USA [inside back cover]



Most of the people mentioned in this Notebook are well known or easily looked up, but for a few who might be less familiar brief notes are given. Orwell sometimes spelt names incorrectly; his spellings have been retained in his text but corrections are given in the notes.

The general layout of the Notebook has been preserved, but this is not a facsimile reprint and Orwell’s lineation (where it is fortuitous) has not been followed slavishly. Anything within square brackets is an editorial addition; the one occasion when Orwell uses square brackets is specifically identified. Items abstracted and placed in the chronological sequence are noted, within square brackets, in their position in the Notebook. The rules from the left-hand side of the page mark the end of a page in the Notebook. The rules Orwell drew to separate the columns of foreign-language words and phrases have not been reproduced. In the main, alterations to the original (for example, moving the song-titles to a different section, as marked by Orwell) are noted, and the vagaries of Orwell’s punctuation are reproduced, since these are notes, not a finished text. However, correction of insignificant errors and consequential changes of punctuation have been made silently (for example, the omission of full points from ‘F.T.’ when it is expanded).

It is apparent from variations in ink colour and type of pen that Orwell made entries intermittently and added to earlier entries from time to time. No attempt has been made here to describe the different colours of ink.

[Rough (and inaccurate) sketch map of eastern and southern Europe, from Italy northwards to the North Sea, eastwards to the borders of the USSR, and south to include the Mediterranean Sea. Several countries are shown misplaced and disproportionate in size: Yugoslavia is very large, Poland very small and elongated east-west, and the Black Sea much enlarged.]
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Notes

1947

3146. ‘As I Please,’68

1. Following Orwell’s death, on Saturday, 21 January 1950, this example of ‘As I Please’ was chosen to be reprinted in tribute to him in Tribune for 27 January 1950.

2. He was only nineteen, though his passport showed he was twenty; see 3103, headnote.

3. Anna Akhmatova (1888–1966) was a poet whose works were condemned in 1920 and again in 1946. She was rehabilitated in the 1950s and officially recognised at her death. Mikhail Zoschenko (1895–1957 or 1958), Soviet satirist, particularly in short-story and sketch form, who in the 1930s and 1940s suffered severely from critics of the socialist-realist persuasion. He was vilified for such satirical anecdotes and reminiscences as those intended to be published in instalments under the title ‘Before Sunrise’ in the journal Oktyabr in 1943. Their publication was suspended after the second had been published. He was criticised for, among other things, malicious distortions of popular speech. His expulsion from the Union of Soviet Writers in 1946 virtually brought to an end his creative-writing career.

4. Andrei Aleksandrovich Zhdanov (1896–1948), Secretary of the Central Committee in charge of ideology and a close associate of Stalin, was an advocate of socialist realism in the 1930s. He was largely responsible for initiating a resolution adopted by the Central Committee of the Communist Party on 14 August 1946 directed against the literary journals Zvezda and Leningrad and the writings of Mikhail Zoschenko, Anna Akhmatova, and Boris Pasternak in particular. As a result, Zoschenko, Akhmatova, and others were expelled from the Union of Soviet Writers. This oppressive cultural policy was given the name ‘Zhdanovshchina.’ Zhdanov did not succeed Stalin; Stalin survived him.

3148. To Leonard Moore

1. Animal Farm was published in the Netherlands as De Boerderij der Dieren: een sprockje voor groote menschen by Uigeverij Phoenix Gebr. E & M Cohen, Bussum, October 1947. It was translated by Anthony Ross and fully illustrated by Karel Thole ‘in mock imitation of those in modern children’s books (for example, The House at Pooh Corner)’ (Willison).

2. A Serbian translation was not made in Orwell’s lifetime.

3. The Ukrainian translation of Animal Farm, Kolhosp Tvaryn, was published by Prometheus, Münich, November 1947, and printed in Belgium. The translator is named as Ivan Cherniatync’kyī (Ihor Szewczenko). It was distributed through a displaced-persons organisation in Germany. In Orwell’s ‘Notes on Translations’ he stated that ‘MB authorities seized about half of the edition of 5000 and handed them over to the Soviet repatriation commission (1947) but the others said to have been distributed successfully’ (see 3728). For some details of the problems of publishing the Ukrainian translation and the request for a special preface, see correspondence with Ihor Szewczenko, 3188; for the English version of that preface, see 3198.

4. Allied Military Government [of Germany].

5. In the University of Chicago’s University Observer, Vol. 1, No. 2, Summer 1947, Orwell’s essay on James Burnham (originally published in Polemic, May 1946; see 2989) was reprinted. There is nothing from Burmese Days in that issue or the earlier one, apparently the only two published, so presumably this was a proposal for the inclusion of an extract from the novel to be included in an anthology which the University of Chicago Press wished to publish.

6. A portion of Orwell’s typescript has survived. It is, verbally, almost identical with the BBC script as originally prepared, but it does include one or two short passages that were cut from the latter and pasted over so that the lines originally written by Orwell were lost. see 3152.

3149. To Helmut Klöse

1. If Orwell forwarded Gollancz’s suggestions, that letter has not been traced.

2. Chatham House, St James’s Square, London, housed the Royal Institute of International Affairs.

3150. To Gleb Struve

1. Islanders and The Fisher of Men are both satires of English life. The former was written by Zamyatin in 1917 whilst he was working in England and the latter the following year on his return to Russia. Both were published in Russian in 1918. An English translation by Sophie Fuller and Julian Sacchi was published in 1984 and as a Flamingo (Fontana) paperback the following year.

3151. To Yvonne Davet

1. There is no conflict between the ‘ten days’ in the letter to Moore, 9 January, and ‘quinze jours’ here. Both are generalised periods; the equivalent to ‘fortnight’ in French is ‘quinze jours.’

2. Orwell typed ‘soulever’ (to lift, to revolt), crossed it through, and wrote in the margin, ‘supprimer.’ Orwell’s typewriter did not have accents, and he added them later. One or two were missed, and these (as usually in this edition) have been added. Two spelling errors, ‘espagnolles’ (twice) and ‘étée,’ have been corrected.

3. In the margin below ‘supprimer’ are written a number of page references in a hand other than Orwell’s. These are preceded by a word that appears to be ‘dactyl’: that is, an instruction to the dactylographe (typist). Opposite this line is written ‘p. 31’; opposite, and linked by a line to 193–4, is written ‘p. 204’; opposite p. 156 is written ‘p. 164’; and opposite p. 272 is written ‘286.’

4. For some account of these alterations and others requested by Orwell, see Textual Note to Homage to Catalonia, CW, VI, 251–61.

3153. ‘As I Please,’ 69

1. For some details and examples of Axis propaganda directed to India, see W. J. West, Orwell: The War Commentaries, Appendix, 220–39, and Orwell: The War Broadcasts, Appendix C, ‘The principles of Axis and Allied propaganda,’ 289–93. Orwell included a propaganda talk by Subhas Chandra Bose (1897–1945), who led the Indian National Army (supported by the Japanese), in Talking to India, November 1943, 157–61. For Subhas Chandra Bose and Ras Bihari Bose, see 1119 and 1119, n. 5 and 1081, n. 4 respectively.

2. A letter to Tribune from Tom Agar, 7 February 1947, commented on In Darkest Germany and Orwell’s article. It was fashionable, he said, inside and outside Parliament, to ‘slam at the Control Commission without ever giving credit where it is due.’ People were always delighted to hear the worst and nebulous generalisations became accepted as facts. The menu quoted was not typical. He had met Gollancz in Hamburg when he was staying at the mess for senior officers of the Food and Agriculture branch, one of the best messes in Germany; ‘I could have shown him officers’ messes where the food and accommodation was° very bad indeed.’ There were ‘hundreds of psychological misfits occupying controlling posts in the Control Commission but there were many who were conscientious.’ He thought the political branch was doing particularly good work, and ‘its officers from top to bottom are Socialist in outlook. Indeed, this is the reason for its success.’ Even ‘the best-intentioned delegation or visitor simply cannot give a complete picture of the difficulties, whilst too many people are apt to forget that we are not a law unto ourselves. There are three other powers with which to contend.…’

3154. To Leonard Moore

1. Moore’s letter to Orwell has not been traced, but on the same day he wrote to Mr. A. S. B. Glover, of the Editorial Department of Penguin Books, in reply to Glover’s (lost) letter to him of 18 December. Penguin had only a small stock left of Burmese Days, and Moore suggested that unless Penguin intended reprinting, rights should revert to Orwell. Glover replied on 24 January saying that Penguin Books had about 500 copies in stock and they would allow the rights to revert provided they could sell these books. Moore acknowledged Glover’s letter on 29 January and accepted this arrangement. Moore also wrote to Warburg on 15 January explaining that Penguin Books had about 500 copies of the paperback edition in stock; he assumed that Warburg would not object to Penguin selling off those copies ‘any more than Penguin Books would object to that volume appearing in the uniform set. The one does not affect the other in any way.’ For the relationship of the U.S., Gollancz, and Penguin editions of Burmese Days, see CW, II, Textual Note, 302–22.

2. Presumably Allen Lane, director and progenitor of Penguin Books.

3155. To Fredric Warburg

1. On 16 January 1947, Fredric Warburg wrote to Orwell to say that Secker & Warburg was anxious ‘to get on here with the negotiation of contracts for BURMESE DAYS, DOWN AND OUT IN LONDON AND PARIS° and COMING UP FOR AIR.’ Specimen copies of all three were needed urgently, but especially of the last named. He asked Orwell ‘to make a big effort to get them to us as soon as possible.’

2. The letter has been annotated in Warburg’s office: ‘*I think I can borrow a copy of this from Kensington Public Library. Would that be any good to you? PM.’ ‘PM’ was Miss Murtough, whom Warburg asked on 20 January to obtain a copy so that he could read the book. On the same day he wrote to Orwell telling him he was obtaining a copy in this way and that the shoes had cost £4.12.6. Orwell’s account would be debited for the typing Miss Plummer—not Miss Bullock—had done (the radio script of Animal Farm; see 3133). Warburg’s letter was typed by Miss Plummer.

3158. ‘As I Please,’ 70

1. Presumably this conversation took place on either 30 or 31 December 1946, when Orwell ‘had to hang about for 2 days in Glasgow’; see 3147.

2. The average wage in 1946 was about £350 a year.

3. Orwell took considerable interest in the fate of Poles living in Scotland; see ‘As I Please,’ 73, 14 February 1947, 3171. This may have stemmed from his time as a war correspondent in Germany in 1945. It was probably prompted by the debate on this issue when he was in Jura in 1946. For example, from 30 August to 11 October 1946 a fairly vituperative correspondence attacking the presence of Poles in Scotland was published by John O’Groat Journal. This, on the Scottish side, sought to require their return to Poland; the semi-official responses from a Polish organisation (much more temperately expressed) pointed out the part played by Poles in the Allied forces and stressed the danger they faced if they returned home to a Soviet-dominated society. Orwell seemed to have played no part in this correspondence but amongst his papers at his death was a long letter from John M. Sutherland of Bonar Bridge, Sutherland, dated 16 September 1946. This opens ‘Dear Sir’ and refers to ‘your letter’ in the Journal of 13 September. The only letter on this subject in that issue was from Z. Nagórski of the Polish Press Agency, 43 Charlotte Square, Edinburgh, which set out the three chief reasons for hostility to the Poles: a minority were Communists; extreme Protestants in Scotland feared an influx of Roman Catholic Poles; and ‘Scots of all parties but mainly nationalists … see in Polish resettlement an attempt by England to pay her debt to Poland at the expense of Scotland … in accord with the historic English tradition of paying her debts out of someone else’s pocket.’ He believed ‘few Scots have any real hostility to the Poles’ and if they were at loggerheads it would serve English interests by keeping their minds off more serious problems. Two sections of the letter have been marked. These are particularly anti-English and are quoted and discussed by Orwell in ‘As I Please,’ 73, 14 February 1947, 3171. It is clear that this letter was sent to Orwell by Nagórski because in a postscript to a letter Nagórski sent Orwell on 25 February regarding help being sought of the Freedom Defence Committee for a Polish soldier, he says that ‘the writer of the letter you quoted in your column’ (in ‘As I Please,’ 73) ‘wrote to me asking in strong words how did you get hold of this letter to me. Of course I wrote back to him explaining how it happened.’ John O’Groat Journal seems to have made no comment about this correspondence and it has no leaders on the subject. For the main burden of Nagórski’s correspondence with Orwell—the fate of Polish soldiers repatriated from Scotland to Poland, see 3180, n. 1.

4. Hon. Harold George Nicolson (1886–1968; Kt., 1953), diplomat and author. Before 1929 he held a number of posts in the diplomatic service in Madrid, Istanbul, Teheran, and Berlin. He was National Labour M.P., 1935–45. His first book, Sweet Waters (1921), was a novel but thereafter he concentrated (though not exclusively) on biography and criticism; among his books were Paul Verlaine (1921); Tennyson (1923); Byron: The Last Journey (1924); Swinburne (1926); Curzon: The Last Phase (1934); Diplomacy (1939); Why Britain is at War (1939; a Penguin Special); The Congress of Vienna (1946); King George the Fifth (1952); Sainte-Beuve (1957); The Age of Reason 1700–1789 (1960); Monarchy (1962); Diaries and Letters, 3 vols, (1966–68). He married Victoria Sackville-West in 1913.

5. Marie Lloyd (pseudonym of Matilda Alice Victoria Wood; 1870–1922), an outstanding star of the music hall and a greatly loved personality. She was dubbed ‘The Bernhardt of the Music Halls’ by Sarah Bernhardt. She collapsed in the wings as she left the stage on 4 October 1922 and died three days later.

6. Little Tich (pseudonym of Harry Relph, 1867–1928), a music-hall performer of genius. He worked in pantomime with Marie Lloyd and was at home in English and French music halls. In 1910 he was made an officer of the Académie Française in recognition of his service to French variety. Although Orwell had his date of death right, Little Tich retired only three months earlier, on 13 November 1927.

7. Henri Pétain (1856–1951), Marshal of France; see 644, n. 1.

8. Ferdinand Foch (1851–1929), Marshal of France, outstanding as a soldier and for the warmth of his character. A small piece of land upon which his statue stands outside Victoria Station, London (from which so many British soldiers left to fight in France) is French soil. The plinth bears his words: ‘I am conscious of serving Britain as I served my own country.’ He was buried at Les Invalides on 26 March 1929. Orwell therefore witnessed his funeral just four days after being discharged from the Hôpital Cochin; see 3104, n. 1.

9. Queen Mary (Princess Mary of Teck; 1867–1953), consort of King George V (reigned 1910—36) and grandmother of Queen Elizabeth II.

10. See ‘As I Please,’ 63, 29 November 1946, 3126, n. 1.

11. See ‘Freedom and Happiness,’ Tribune, 4 January 1946, 2841.

3159. To Mamaine Koestler

1. The tea ration had been increased in July 1945 from 2 ounces a week to 2½, but it was still a meagre amount, especially for someone who drank as much strong tea as Orwell did. The Koestlers preferred coffee to tea, hence their being able to spare some of their ration for him. For fuller details of rationing, see 3017, n. 3 and 3044, n. 3.

2. A novel, about the Zionist struggle to set up an independent Jewish state in Palestine, by Mamaine’s husband, Arthur Koestler, published in 1946.

3160. To Dwight Macdonald

1. Macdonald wrote to tell Orwell that he had posted him a pair of shoes five days earlier, declaring them as clothes. He had not put them into two parcels because ‘there might be as much chance of your only getting one as of some pilferer only getting one if I sent them singly.’ He thought Orwell’s explanation of his intention in writing Animal Farm first rate (see 3128), effectively answering the left-wing critics to whom Macdonald had referred. He thought Orwell particularly shrewd in his point that critics who can see no alternative except capitalism or dictatorship were the people who were pessimistic. He promised to send Orwell an argument he had had in Politics some years earlier with a defender of the Communist Party who was more optimistic than Macdonald about the USSR, whereas Macdonald claimed to be more optimistic in that he thought human beings could solve their political problems without lies and slavery. He thought the essay ‘Lear, Tolstoy and the Fool’ ‘somewhat uneven.’ The opening and close could be taken for granted but the middle section—the bulk of the article—was very good. He sought permission to reprint ‘roughly, pages 8 to 22’ of the typescript. (The paragraph beginning ‘At this point one is obliged to start guessing’ begins two-thirds down page 8 of the extant typescript, a copy of which Macdonald presumably had before him; page 22 is wholly taken up with the paragraph beginning ‘We do not know a great deal about Shakespeare’s religious beliefs,’ a paragraph that runs nearly to the end of 23.) However, Macdonald did not print this in Politics. He thought Orwell’s ‘revived column’ in Tribune ‘absolutely first-class.’ He particularly enjoyed the first and last items of ‘As I Please,’ 68, 3 January 1947 (see 3146) and had ‘read them aloud to Nancy and to friends.’ (It was this contribution that Tribune chose to reprint following Orwell’s death; see 3146, n. 1). Macdonald wanted to reprint selections from the past four columns each month in Politics under the title ‘As I Please.’ Orwell was saying in these columns ‘a lot of things that should be said on this side of the Atlantic as well.’

2. The first section of ‘As I Please,’60, 8 November 1946, 3108, was reprinted, slightly abridged, as ‘It Looks Different from Abroad,’ in The New Republic, 2 December 1946.

3. ‘George Orwell, Nineteenth Century Liberal,’ Politics, December 1946. This formed chapter 7 of Woodcock’s The Writer and Politics (1948). (See also his book-length study of Orwell, The Crystal Spirit, 1967.) The essay, in its concentrated form, gives a fine insight into Orwell and his work. He sees Orwell, with Herbert Read and Graham Greene, as one of the few writers of the thirties who has not worn badly. They were not, in their different ways, tarnished by their political records. He praises Orwell for the ‘economy, clarity, fluency, [and] descriptive vividness’ of his writing, but those, he says, ‘are all superficial virtues,’ and he goes on to analyse what he finds lacking in Orwell. For example: ‘His description of the Eastern landscape and of the attitude of Europeans towards Orientals may be the best of its kind; nevertheless, one fails to find understanding of the mentality and peculiar problems of Oriental people.’ He finds his ‘political writing rarely satisfying’ and his ‘social writings rarely justify completely our expectations.’ At times, he says, Orwell condemns people or groups sincerely but unjustly, because he does not understand their real motives: ‘Orwell has never really understood why pacifists act as they do,’ for example. He describes Orwell as ‘essentially the iconoclast. The fact that his blows sometimes hit wide of the mark is not important. The great thing about Orwell is that when he exposes a lie he is usually substantially right, and that he will always pursue his attacks without fear or favour.’ He is, he concludes, an ‘old-style liberal’ and the liberal ‘is a rare survivor in the atomic age’ and one like Orwell ‘who has developed the necessary vigour of attack is even less common. His old-fashioned pragmatism, his nineteenth-century radical honesty and frankness, his respect for such excellent bourgeois mottoes as “Fair Play” and “Don’t kick a man when he’s down,” which have been too much vitiated by the sneers of Marxist amoralism, his consideration for the freedom of speech and writing, are all essentially liberal virtues.’ Orwell is closely akin to his own portrait of Dickens: ‘He is laughing, with a touch of anger in his laughter, but no triumph, no malignity. It is the face of a man who is always fighting against something, but who fights in the open and is not frightened, the face of a man who is generously angry—in other words, of a nineteenth-century liberal, a free intelligence—a type hated with equal hatred by all the smelly little orthodoxies which are now contending for our soul’ (384, 386, 387–88).

4. Godwin: A Biographical Study (1946).

3161. To Leonard Moore

1. An annotation in the left-hand margin made in Moore’s office reads: ‘Wrote H Brace 11/12/46.’

2. An annotation in the left-hand margin, written in Moore’s office, states: ‘We sent Madame Davet a copy on 7.10.46 telling her French rights were free.’ The only translation of Critical Essays made in Orwell’s lifetime was that published by Sur, Buenos Aires, July 1948, translated into Spanish by B. R. Hopenhaym.

3162. To Fredric Warburg

1. Warburg replied on 28 January. He said that he had now read Coming Up for Air and had ‘formed a considerable admiration for it.’ He thought it would reprint very successfully, and had made a tentative offer to Moore covering the reprinting of that, Burmese Days, and Down and Out in Paris and London. He said that he and Roger Senhouse had discussed the order in which the three should be reprinted in the Uniform Edition. He favoured reprinting Coming Up for Air first because it had not been reprinted since 1939 and was less ‘available’; Burmese Days would follow next. Senhouse preferred to reprint Coming Up for Air last. Warburg asked Orwell for his opinion.

3163. To Rayner Heppenstall

1. Heppenstall had written on 24 January 1947 asking for Orwell’s conclusions about the broadcast of Animal Farm. He said that the opinion at the BBC, with which he agreed, was that ‘there were too many lengthy pieces of narration—that in fact the adaptation was not sufficiently ruthless and complete.’ He asked also whether Orwell had further ideas for the Third Programme, for instance, ‘any Imaginary Conversation’ and whether he wanted more scripts of Animal Farm.

2. Hugh Gordon Porteous (1906–1993), literary and art critic and sinologist. In 1933 he remarked, ‘Verse will be worn longer this season and rather red,’ blaming Auden for being the reddening agent (Valentine Cunningham, British Writers of the Thirties, 1988, 27). He reviewed extensively, especially for T. S. Eliot in The Criterion in the thirties and in The Listener in the sixties.

3. Mrs. Rayner Heppenstall. Heppenstall replied on 29 January 1947. He was anxious to convince Orwell ‘about this business of narration.’ He did not agree that narration could be avoided only by resorting to ‘a lot of stupid tricks.’ Narration involved ‘a very marked change of pace … straight reading and … dramatic presentation don’t mix.’ He said he would never allow an actor to gag (ad lib). He thought the fairy stories should ‘follow Red Riding Hood to Children’s Hour’ unless Orwell had something more sophisticated in mind. His wife hoped Orwell would ‘presently come to supper.’ He had seen Richard Rees for the first time since the outbreak of the war and remarked how greatly he had aged. The second page of this letter has not been traced.

3166. To Fredric Warburg

1. Coming Up for Air was printed first in the Uniform Edition in May 1948; Burmese Days appeared in January 1949 and Down and Out in Paris and London in September 1949. All three were published by Harcourt, Brace, New York, in January 1950 (the month that Orwell died), Coming Up for Air for the first time in the United States.

2. Penguin Books published 55,000 copies of Down and Out in Paris and London in December 1940, and 60,000 copies of Burmese Days in May 1944. No reprinting followed. A. S. B. Glover told Moore that Penguin Books had only some 500 copies of Burmese Days in stock at the beginning of 1947; see 3154, n. 1.

3. For details of misprints, see Textual Note to Coming Up for Air, CW, VII.

3167. ‘As I Pleased,’° 71

1. Raymond William Postgate (1896–1971) edited several Socialist periodicals, including Tribune, and wrote extensively on food and wine; see 497, n. 2.

2. Thomas Rainsborough or Rainborow (d. 1648), commanded the Swallow in the Parliament’s navy in 1643, and a regiment in the New Model Army in 1645, fighting at Naseby and elsewhere. He was elected M.P. for Droitwich in 1646 and was a leading republican in the debates which divided the Parliamentarians in 1647. He was reconciled with Cromwell, however, and was appointed to command the siege of Pontefract. He was wounded and died at Doncaster. He succinctly expressed the stand of the Levellers in his statement, ‘The poorest hee that is in England hath a life to live as the greatest hee.’ Ideas expressed in the Agreement of the People, which was largely shaped by Leveller arguments, were to be realised in the Constitution of the United States.

3. The pseudonym was adopted by Frank Owen (1905–1979), Liberal M.P., 1929–31 editor of the Daily Express, 1931–37, and the Evening Standard, 1938–41 (both right-wing, Beaverbrook newspapers); see 1141, n. 4. In 1943 he was editor of a newspaper for South East Asia Command (which reprinted several of Orwell essays from the Evening Standard).

4. John Atkins (1916–) worked for Tribune from 1941 to 1943. His George Orwell: A Literary Study was published in 1954.

5. Although there is no doubt that Orwell’s feelings of guilt were genuine and that he found it difficult to reject prospective contributions, as he showed at the BBC and in answering inquiries from those he did not know, he was remarkably punctilious in dealing with correspondence.

6. The long dash appears in the original; it is left to the reader to make a choice of the journal’s name he or she thinks appropriate.

3169. ‘As I Please,’ 72

1. It was too early to cheer. It proved to be a very bitter winter; see letter to Dwight Macdonald, 26 February 1947, 3175.

2. After finishing the first draft of Coming Up for Air, in January 1939, Orwell and his wife spent a week’s holiday at Taddert in the Atlas Mountains.

3. Penguin Books reacted to Orwell’s comment. See his letter to A. S. B. Glover, 19 March 1947, 3192.

3170. To Leonard Moore

1. See 1971, n. 1 and 2620, n. 1.

3171. ‘As I Please,’ 73

1. This letter, from John M. Sutherland, dated 16 September 1946, was sent to Orwell by Z. Nagórski of the Polish Press Agency, Edinburgh, in connection with the case of a Polish soldier which Orwell raised with the Freedom Defence Committee; see 3180. See also ‘As I Please,’ 70, 24 January 1947, 3158, n. 3.

2. The name of the journal is left as a blank in ‘As I Please,’ but it appears in the original letter, of course. It has been restored here.

3. Orwell’s comments on nationalism drew a long letter from Cyril Hughes of 3 March 1947 in which he explained that as he understood nationalism from a Welsh standpoint, Orwell’s ‘underlining of economic causes’ in defence of nationalism was not the most important issue. What mattered in Wales, he argued, was that ‘The tribe, or gwely … founded on a limited consanguinity, had evolved a sense of mutual social responsibility superior to any comparable modern practice.’ Though he conceded that one could not return to tribalism, which had been ‘bloodily rooted out, and an alien [social system] planted in the wound,’ it was important to recognise that nations had not learned the social lessons exemplified by tribes. ‘The Nationalist believes that nationhood, far from being finished as a structural experiment, has never yet begun’ and that it was folly to offer the concept of a World State as a panacea without considering who would dominate it—America, Russia, England? ‘It is true that we must be glad at the sight of England in economic difficulty and at logger-heads° with Russia, but we should not gloat morbidly over the spectacle. From the destruction of England as a power our own emancipation will come …’ He concluded by making plain that he did not purport to speak with the ‘Voice of Wales’ and he appreciated that he had had so to compress his argument that its presentation was unfair.

The final paragraph of this opening section served as an epigraph for two articles in English Digest, July 1947, under the heading ‘Britain’s Occupied Territory.’ These were a condensation entitled ‘New Deal for Wales?’ by Harold A. Albert, which had first appeared in Star Weekly, Toronto; and ‘Now’s the Time and Now’s the Hour?’ (on Scottish demands) by Neil McCallum, which had first appeared in The New Statesman and Nation.

4. Orwell may be quoting from a corrupt version of Skelton’s poem, but, since he had a facility for remembering verse, sometimes with slight inaccuracies, the errors reproduced are more probably the result of lines being recalled from memory. They do not form a continuous passage, and the last two lines he quotes should be the single line ‘Per omnia secula seculorum.’ Skelton (c. 1460–1529) was tutor to Henry VIII when Prince Henry and held the rectorship of Diss in his native Norfolk in the early years of the sixteenth century. These lines come from an epitaph: a ‘treatise devised … Of two knaves sometime of Diss,’ John Jayberd (to whom these lines refer) and Adam Uddersall, a bailiff. Sixty-two lines, mainly in Latin, separate the first two and the last four lines Orwell quotes, in Philip Henderson’s edition of the Complete Poems, 1931 (revised 1948, 1959, 1964). Skelton uses ‘in secula seculorum’ elsewhere (for example, in ‘Colin Clout’), and Henderson translates that as ‘to secular pursuits’ rather than ‘from one generation to another’ for ‘saecula saeculorum.’ (See Henderson’s edition, 454–56 and 293.)

3172. ‘As I Please,’ 74

1. Waste by Harley Granville-Barker (1877–1946) was banned by the Lord Chamberlain in 1907 because the play, a tragedy, included an abortion. It was publicly presented in 1936.

2. (Marguerite) Radclyffe Hall (1880–1943), novelist and poet. She published several volumes of poetry, 1906–15, and then novels and stories, including Adam’s Breed (1926), The Well of Loneliness (1928), and The Master of the House (1932). Adam’s Breed won the James Tait Black Memorial Prize, Femina Vie Heureuse Prize, and the Eichelberger Gold Humane Award. The Well of Loneliness was withdrawn in England on 28 August 1928 following the scandal aroused because of its depiction of lesbianism. It was immediately reissued in Paris and it was also published in New York, in 1928, with a commentary by Havelock Ellis. The novel was republished in London (without commentary) in 1949. Miss Hall’s companion, Lady Una Vicenzo Troubridge, wrote The Life and Death of Radclyffe Hall (1961).

3173. To Leonard Moore

1. Details of this proposal have not been traced. A dramatized version, with music and lyrics, directed by Peter Hall, was given with great success at the National Theatre on 25 April 1984. In 1985 it toured nine cities.

3174. To Leonard Moore

1. The cable was from New York and concerned the film rights of Animal Farm; see 3173.

3175. To Dwight Macdonald

1. The error arose because Orwell took a twelve in English sizes, which is equivalent to an American 12½. See headnote to Orwell’s letter to Macdonald, 5 December 1946, 3128 and 3128, n. 3.

2. Macdonald did not print an excerpt from ‘Lear, Tolstoy and the Fool’; see 3160, n. 1.

3. Because of large-scale electricity power cuts.

3176. ‘As I Please,’ 75A

1. Orwell’s attitude to racial descriptions and the policy he advocated is outlined in the Textual Note to Burmese Days, CW, II, 309–10; see also ‘As I Please,’ 2, 10 December 1943, 2391, regarding Negro with a capital ‘N,’ Chinese for Chinaman (and Moslem for Mahomedan). Orwell’s advocacy of politeness towards people from Scotland had changed since he wrote to Anthony Powell, 8 June 1936: ‘I am glad to see you make a point of calling them “Scotchmen”, not “Scotsmen” as they like to be called. I find this a good easy way of annoying them’; see 314.

3177. ‘As I Please,’ 75B

1. See headnote to ‘As I Please,’ 74 (3172) for publication of Orwell’s column in the Manchester Evening News. Another section, numbered here 75A, appeared the preceding day in the Daily Herald. One of the trade papers to which the Manchester Evening News gave hospitality during the crisis was The Shoe and Leather Record. In a report from that journal printed immediately below Orwell’s column was a statement that the fuel crisis had caused a loss in production of 10,000,000 shoes, giving added point to Orwell’s difficulty in finding footwear.

2. centuries ] printed as countries

3. The reference is to E. M. Forster’s handwriting.

3178. To Emilio Cecchi

1. Emilio Cecchi (1884–1966), Italian journalist, art and literary critic, and translator. He served in World War I and then went to London as a newspaper correspondent. Back in Italy, and from 1927 until his death, he wrote for Corriere della Sera. He taught Italian culture at the University of California at Berkeley, 1930–31; wrote on English and American literature and culture (including an essay on Kipling, 1911, and America amara, 1939); and translated Shakespeare, Shelley, and Chesterton into Italian.

2. This review of Animal Farm appeared in Il Nuovo Corriere della Sera (as it was then called), 16 February 1947, and was twenty-four column inches long.

3. Cecchi annotated Orwell’s letter to say that he had replied on 4 March 1947. On 20 March Orwell invited him to Canonbury Square, ‘as you did before’; see 3194.

3179. To Fredric Warburg

1. This sentence had been annotated in the left-hand margin in Warburg’s office: ‘Go & see VG.’

2. The rights reverted to Orwell because the book had been allowed to go out of print for a period of time as laid out in the original contract. Gollancz’s records state that the rights had reverted to Orwell on 22 November 1946. See letter to Moore, 7 March 1947, 3183.

3180. To the Secretary, Freedom Defence Committee (George Woodcock)

1. Franciszek Kilański had been repatriated from Scotland to Poland. In a report dated 15 January 1947 it was stated that he, with twenty-five other former Polish soldiers, had been arrested east of Poznań, and twenty-three had been charged with being spies, one of whom was Kilański. His identification papers had been taken from him, but he managed to escape and found his way into the British Zone of Germany, where he could not gain admission to any displaced persons’ camp and was wandering about. (The implication would be that he would have no ration book and so would have great difficulty getting food.) He reported that the Americans were handing over Polish refugees who had reached their zone to the Soviets. Two, whom he knew, had documents proving that their parents lived in Belgium; nevertheless, to his surprise, they had been handed back to the Russians. ‘Their fate is already sealed,’ he said. Another four were shot trying to cross from the Soviet Zone. Orwell marked this report, ‘Not to be made public.’ On 21 February Orwell wrote to Mr. Z. Nagórski, of the Polish Press Agency, Edinburgh. This letter has not been traced. Nagórski replied on 25 February; he thanked Orwell for that letter but was sorry that the Freedom Defence Committee was ‘unable to do much for the soldier in question.’ He restated the situation in which these repatriated soldiers found themselves and said that ‘American authorities seem to forget the right of asylum which is generally granted freely to political refugees.’ Orwell forwarded Nagórski’s letter to Woodcock with the covering note printed above. Woodcock, as Secretary of the FDC, wrote to the Secretary of the Refugees’ Defence Committee, 5 Victoria Street, London, on 13 March 1947, Orwell having provided him with the address (see his letter of 7 March, 3185). Woodcock summarised the ‘political persecution’ faced by these repatriated soldiers and asked what their status was if they managed to get to the British or American zones of Germany. On 14 April the Control Office for Germany and Austria advised Woodcock that such Polish nationals would be given the status of German nationals, entitling them to German ration cards. For the argument in Scotland about the presence of Poles in that country, and Orwell’s response, see ‘As I Please,’ 70, 24 January 1947, and 73, 14 February 1947, 3158 and its n. 3, and 3171, and n. 1.

3181. ‘Lear, Tolstoy and the Fool’

fn1 Shakespeare and the Drama. Written about 1903 as an introduction to another pamphlet, Shakespeare and the Working Classes, by Ernest Crosby. [Orwell’s footnote.]

1. Tulips seem to have originated in Turkey. A mania for them struck Holland in the seventeenth century with devastating financial results. In Alkmaar, in 1639, 120 tulip bulbs were sold for 90,000 florins; a single bulb, the Viceroy, fetched 4,203 guilders. In the eighteenth century, such was the economic damage being caused, the government stopped the tulip traffic. Orwell may have known the novel, La Tulipe Noire (1850) by Alexandre Dumas. An abridged version was often set for schoolboys to read (in French).

3. Warwick Deeping (1877–1950), prolific and popular novelist. Perhaps his best-known work is Sorrell and Son (1925; New York, 1926). In Keep the Aspidistra Flying it looks as if Orwell originally intended to have Gordon Comstock call the novels of Warwick Deeping and of Ethel M. Dell ‘garbage.’ This was, however, suppressed on legal advice. See CW, IV, Textual Note, 7/34 (282). Despite that, Deeping (but not Dell) rated well enough to be included in The New Cambridge Bibliography of English Literature, iv (1972).

3182. ‘As I Please,’ 76

1. Presumably Helmut Klöse; see Orwell’s letter to him, 18 November 1946, 3118.

2. Ernest Dowson (1867–1900), from ‘Non Sum Qualis Eram.’ In the original, Dowson’s name was given as Dawson. Orwell explained that this was a misprint at the end of ‘As I Please,’ 77, 14 March 1947; see 3190. Orwell remembered the poem verbally with accuracy. He omitted a few punctuation marks—notably the exclamation points after Cynara—but his version has not been amended.

3. ‘How far is St. Helena’ was printed in Rewards and Fairies (1910).

4. ‘Vitaï Lampada,’ with its refrain, ‘Play up! play up! and play the game!’, to which Orwell refers several times, for example, see 688, n. 3 and 694, n. 5.

5. On 6 July 1932 Orwell, wrote to Leonard Moore about a proposed title for his first book. He suggested ‘putting at the start the quotation The Lady Poverty was fair, / But she hath lost her looks of late’ and calling what was to be Down and Out in Paris and London ‘The Lady Poverty’ or ‘Lady Poverty’ (see 133). These lines, as Orwell notes in his letter, are by Alice Meynell.

6. In 1972 The New Oxford Book of English Verse 1250–1950, chosen and edited by Helen Gardner, was published. Hardy, Housman, Hopkins, and Dylan Thomas were included; Newbolt, Lang, Watson, Gosse, and Benson were deleted. Poems by Henley and Kipling were not patriotic, and ‘England, My England’ was dropped; ‘Cynara’ was retained. The following year, Philip Larkin’s The Oxford Book of Twentieth-Century Verse was published. This included Orwell’s ‘As One Non-Combatant to Another’; see 2138.

3183. To Leonard Moore

1. The French translation, by Madame Yvonne Davet, was not brought out by Gallimard, Paris, until 1955, five years after Orwell’s death. For changes he required, see Textual Note to CW, VI.

2. The Uniform Edition of Coming Up for Air was not published until May 1948.

3. ‘Later’ proved correct: the French translation of Animal Farm, Les Animaux Partout! was published in October 1947.

3184. To Leonard Moore

1. Charlot was seeing Homage to Catalonia through the press; see 3036 and 3216, n. 2.

3185. To George Woodcock (as Secretary, Freedom Defence Committee)

1. This presumably refers to the case of the Polish soldier, Franciszek Kilański; see Orwell’s letter to Woodcock, 28 February 1947, 3180, n. 1. The address has been ringed and annotated ‘see letter 13/3/47’ but no letter of that date has been traced.

3187. From Ihor Szewczenko to Orwell

1. Ihor Szewczenko, a Soviet Ukrainian who had grown up in Poland, was, when he first wrote to Orwell (see 2969, n. 1), commuting from Münich, where he then lived, to Quackenbrück, where he worked on a newspaper published by the 2nd Polish Division. His move to join his family in Belgium had complicated his life, the translation of Animal Farm (which he did at lunch-times and back at home late at night), and its publication. He later emigrated to the United States, where, as Ihor Ševčenko, he became professor of Byzantine literature at Harvard.

3188. To Ihor Szewczenko

1. This seems to be a slight misunderstanding by Orwell of Szewczenko’s letter. Szewczenko was undertaking the translation (it appeared under his name as Ivan Cherniatync’kyi). In his letter of 7 March 1947 (see 3187), he states clearly that the ‘publisher’ or ‘publishers’—he puts both words within single quotation marks—‘are for the greater part Soviet Ukrainians,’ many of them onetime members of the Bolshevik Party and later ‘inmates of the Siberian camps.’ He describes them as ‘the nucleus of a political group’ opposed to ‘Stalin’s and the Russian nationalistic exploitation of the Ukrainian people.’

3189. Freedom Defence Committee and Driver Stowe

1. Such harsh management has continued to 1992. A railwayman and three colleagues were dismissed for having half-a-pint of lager at lunch-time to celebrate his retirement. With that dismissal went the loss of £20,000 in pension entitlement. Public reaction led to their reinstatement with the loss of a week’s wages each.

3190. ‘As I Please,’ 77

1. ‘Nu Speling’ was presented to Parliament (as New Spelling) in 1949. It was to be introduced in three stages: 1. for five years in primary schools, after which old spelling would not be taught; 2. for five years in advertising and public announcements; and 3. thereafter in all legal documents and records; new literature would not be copyrighted unless in new spelling. The bill was rejected by 87 votes to 84. (David Crystal, The Cambridge Encyclopedia of Language (1987), which calls it Nue Spelling, 215; an example of what Crystal calls New Spelling is given on 216.)

2. Compare the rewriting of earlier texts, for example, Shakespeare, in Newspeak in Nineteen Eighty-Four; see CW, IX, 325.

3. European Community Directive 89/617 phases out British imperial measures. Parliament’s Units of Measurement Regulations, 1995, makes it a criminal offence to sell, for example, fruit or vegetables by the pound, requiring that ‘the old measurements’ be replaced by metric measures. Selling by imperial measure will render people liable to a fine of up to £5,000. According to a schedule attached to these Regulations, an ounce must be referred to in public documents as 28.349523125 grams; one horsepower as 0.74569987158227022 kilowatts, and so on. (Sunday Telegraph, 22 July and 6 August; Daily Telegraph, 8 August 1995).

4. versts ] set as verses. A verst is about two-thirds of a mile or approximately one kilometre.

5. An emmet is an ant.

6. Possibly a reference to ‘Such, Such Were the Joys,’ and particularly to the ‘unrelated, unintelligible facts’ that had to be learned for the Harrow History Prize, referred to therein; see 3409.

7. Less than fifteen years before March 1947 would be after that month in 1932. In April 1932 Orwell started teaching at The Hawthorns, Hayes, Middlesex.
 
8. See ‘As I Please,’ 76, 7 March 1947, 3182, n. 2.

3191. To Victor Gollancz

1. See Orwell’s letter to Moore, 21 February 1947, 3173.

2. The contract was not actually made ‘for’ Keep the Aspidistra Flying (which had been published on 20 April 1936), but it referred to it. The first clause of the draft contract (all that survives) states ‘EB grants to G exclusive right to publish in English next 3 “new and original full-length novels” after Keep the A.’ This was signed on Orwell’s behalf—he was in Spain—by Eileen, who was empowered so to do. She returned the contract to Gollancz on 31 January 1937, expressing her delight at its terms and certain that her husband would be as pleased as she was. The three books published since then were The Road to Wigan Pier, Coming Up for Air, and Inside the Whale. Only the second is a novel, of course. Orwell could, perhaps, have mentioned that he had also collaborated with Gollancz on The Betrayal of the Left.

3. The two refused on political grounds were Homage to Catalonia and Animal Farm. Although there was no doubt that Animal Farm was refused on political grounds, Gollancz had a point that—whatever Orwell may have felt (as expressed in his letter to Warburg, 28 February 1947; see 3179)—it was hardly ‘a work of fiction of standard length.’ The contract—if it repeated the wording of the draft—did specifically refer to ‘full-length novels.’

4. Presumably either The Lion and the Unicorn or Critical Essays, both published by Secker & Warburg.

3192. To A. S. B. Glover, Penguin Books

1. Orwell mentioned errors in the reprinting in ‘As I Please,’ 72, 7 February 1947; see 3169.

3193. To Leonard Moore

1. ‘The Final Years of Lady Gregory,’ a review of Lady Gregory’s Journals, edited by Lennox Robinson, published 19 April 1947; see 3218. It was the first of his two contributions to The New Yorker.

3194. To Emilio Cecchi

1. See 3178, n.1.

3195. To Brenda Salkeld

1. Brenda Salkeld (1903–) and Orwell had first met in 1928 at Southwold, where she worked as gym mistress at St Felix School for Girls. They remained friends throughout Orwell’s life. See her reminiscences in Orwell Remembered, 67–68, and in Remembering Orwell, 39–41.

3196. ‘As I Please,’ 78

1. See ‘As I Please,’ 74, 21 February 1947, 3172.

2. When Labour came to power in 1945, Emmanuel Shinwell (1884–1986 life peer, 1970), a bellicose Labour M.P. from 1922, was appointed Minister of Fuel and Power. He was responsible for the nationalisation of the mines on 1 January 1947, but this coincided with massive absenteeism from the pits, the arrival of the bitterest winter for many years, a cut in the fresh-meat ration, a road haulage strike, and extensive power cuts. Conditions were so bad that the army had to use flame-throwers to cut through drifts to rescue stranded people. He was responsible, too, for the suspension of the weekly papers. Later in 1947, Shinwell was appointed Secretary of State for War, and in 1950–51, in the second post-war Labour government, he was Minister of Defence.

3197. To Ihor Szewczenko

1. The ‘Internationale’ was written by Eugène Pottier (1816-1887) in 1871, the year that the Second Commune was proclaimed in France. Following the dissolution of the Comintern (the Communist International) by Stalin on 15 May 1943, as a gesture to his Allies (see Orwell’s News Commentary for Malaya, 35, 28 May 1943, 2102), it was announced that the ‘Internationale’ would no longer be sung as the official anthem of the Soviet Union.

3198. Preface to the Ukrainian Edition of Animal Farm

1. For the origins of this Preface, see 2969; for the dating, see 3197.

fn1 These are not public ‘national schools’, but something quite the opposite: exclusive and expensive residential secondary schools, scattered far apart. Until recently they admitted almost no one but the sons of rich aristocratic families. It was the dream of nouveau riche bankers of the nineteenth century to push their sons into a Public School. At such schools the greatest stress is laid on sport, which forms, so to speak, a lordly, tough and gentlemanly outlook. Among these schools, Eton is particularly famous. Wellington is reported to have said that the victory of Waterloo was decided on the playing fields of Eton. It is not so very long ago that an overwhelming majority of the people who in one way or another ruled England came from the Public School. [Orwell’s footnote.]

3199. To Leonard Moore

1. From this letter onwards, Orwell seems to have used up his stock of headed paper for Canonbury Square. This letter is placed out of alphabetical sequence for this day because it clearly precedes that sent to Gollancz (3200).

3201. ‘As I Please,’ 79

1. George Walter Stonier (1903–1985), Australian-born journalist who was assistant literary editor of The New Statesman and Nation, 1928–45. In When I Was (1989) Desmond Hawkins says Kingsley Martin ‘seemed content to let Stonier run the literary section more or less as he pleased: this he did with the pleasantly wry humour that is enshrined in the title of his book, Shaving through the Blitz’ (1943), (161–62). Stonier wrote a number of plays for the BBC.

2. Stephen Spender (1909–1995), poet, dramatist, and critic; he and Orwell first met before the war. See 411, n. 2.

3. Alfred Duff Cooper (1890–1954) politician and author; see 628, n. 6. When Churchill succeeded Chamberlain as prime minister in May 1940, Duff Cooper was made Minister of Information, a post he did not enjoy. It was in this period that the MOI social survey unit, ‘Cooper’s Snoopers,’ was set up. He became Chancellor of the Duchy of Lancaster in July 1941. From January 1944 he served as the British representative with the French Committee of National Liberation established under General de Gaulle in North Africa, and became British ambassador in Paris November 1944, a post he held for three years. Among his books were biographies of Talleyrand (1932) and Earl Haig (two vols., 1935–36); Sergeant Shakespeare (1949); and an important autobiography, Old Men Forget (1953).

3203. To Secker & Warburg

1. The postcard has been marked for the attention of SPO, PLU, and MUR. These are probably not initials, but the first three letters of surnames: Miss Plummer (Warburg’s secretary), Miss Murtough (who offered to borrow a copy of Coming Up for Air, see 3155, n. 1), and an unidentified person. The card has been annotated ‘Noted’ and initialled by Miss M. C. Plummer. The card has been dated from its postmark.

3204. ‘Burnham’s View of the Contemporary World Struggle’

fn1The Struggle for the World, by James Burnham. 96
 
3205. To Leonard Moore

1. Reynal & Hitchcock had 5,000 copies printed; the publication date was 29 April 1946. Type was distributed in June 1948. All the copies had not been sold by 1 January 1952, when the price was then raised from $2.50 to $2.75 (Willison).

3206. Introduction to British Pamphleteers, Volume I, edited by George Orwell and Reginald Reynolds

1. Despite the title-page attribution to Orwell as joint editor, Orwell makes plain in the second paragraph of his introduction that it was Reginald Reynolds who had ‘compiled and arranged this book.’ Later he refers to ‘Mr. Reynolds’s collection.’ The first volume was devoted to pamphlets from the sixteenth century to the French Revolution. The second volume, comprising pamphlets from the French Revolution to the 1930s, was published in 1951. This was edited by W. J. Reynolds and had an introduction by A. J. P. Taylor. (The dust-jacket erroneously stated that it was ‘by A. J. P. Taylor and Reginald Reynolds.’) In his introduction, Taylor referred several times to Orwell: that he ‘wrote the admirable introduction to the first volume of this work’ that he ‘wanted to be a rebel all his life; when he died, tragically young, he was a best-seller in two continents’; that ‘the expression of unpopular or unusual views is becoming more difficult’ (Taylor doubted that - rather that such views had become more difficult to find); and the anxiety Orwell felt at the end of his life: dare we risk intellectual freedom in the face of Communism? The placing of this introduction within spring 1947 is arbitrary; it was when Orwell left London for Jura, and he probably finished this task before leaving for Scotland. The original was printed in italic.

2. Guilty Men (1940) by Michael Foot (see 2725, n. 5) Frank Owen (see 1141, n. 4), and Peter Howard.

3207. To Leonard Moore

1. Annotated in Moore’s office: ‘£20 paid, for° each subsequent b’cast £10.’

3208. ‘As I Please,’80

1. Unidentified. Orwell had lunched with Lord Beaverbrook in mid-January 1946 (see 2852 and 2870, n. 7), but that was hardly recent, and Beaverbrook was a proprietor, not an editor. Tom Hopkinson was editor of Picture Post—hardly to be described as a newspaper—but Picture Post was capable of such a crusade, and Orwell saw Hopkinson on 10 January 1946 (see 2852). David Astor, whom Orwell saw often, did not become editor of The Observer until 1948, and The Observer hardly had ‘a very large circulation’ in comparison with the mass-circulation newspapers.

2. On 25 April 1947, Tribune published a long letter from A. Stephens supporting Orwell on the subject of patent medicines. He had been trying, without success, to buy a copy of the second edition of Secret Remedies for a long time. Members of the Labour Party, had long tried to ‘end this scandal’ and now that Labour was in power it should do so. On 29 April 1947, the publishers George Allen & Unwin wrote to Orwell of their attempts to republish Secret Remedies. They had written to the British Medical Association (the publishers of the first two volumes, in 1908 and 1912). Dr. Charles Hill (1904–1989; Lord Hill of Luton, 1963), widely known as ‘The Radio Doctor,’ a populariser of healthy living, but also a distinguished medical administrator and an M.P., 1950–63, explained that as a result of the publication of these books, the Association had been involved in a costly libel action. Though they won the case, they never received the costs awarded. In addition to the risk of further libel actions, extensive revision would now be necessary, and there seemed no prospect of the British Medical Association undertaking this task. George Allen & Unwin did not think, in these circumstances, that they could follow Orwell’s suggestion for a reissue. See Orwell’s letter to Stanley Unwin, 8 September 1947, 3266.

3. The letter calling for the right to grow and cure tobacco (and also the right to sell home-made wines and to ‘make our own stills’ in order to produce spirits) was from Oswell Blakeston and was published on 7 March 1947.

4. Basic English; a simplified form of standard English with a vocabulary of 850 words designed especially for non-English-speakers. Orwell referred to it on several occasions: see, for example, ‘As I Please,’ 9, 28 January 1944, 2412; ‘As I Please,’ 38,18 August 1944, 2534; and The English People, where he describes it as a ‘very simple pidgin dialect’ like bêche-de-mer, 2475, n. 4.

3209. To Yvonne Davet

1. Georges Kopp, Orwell’s commander in Spain, had written an introduction for the French translation of Homage to Catalonia made in 1938–9. On 19 June 1939, Orwell told Yvonne Davet, that he liked Kopp’s introduction very much; see 550. In his letter to Leonard Moore of 15 April 1947 (see 3216), Orwell confirms that Kopp wrote an introduction but that it was not now suitable. Kopp’s introduction has not been traced. Andre Malraux (1901–1976), author and politician, had been active in various left-wing causes before the war. Though not himself a pilot, he had rapidly helped organise air support for the Republicans in the Spanish civil war and was appointed a colonel (see Hugh Thomas, The Spanish Civil War, 364, n. 4). He fought in the French Resistance during World War II and then became closely associated with General de Gaulle, serving as his Minister of Information, November 1945–January 1946. When de Gaulle retired temporarily, Malraux advocated the aims of de Gaulle’s Rassemblement du Peuple Français. De Gaulle appointed him Minister of Cultural Affairs, 1958–68. Orwell evidently sensed the change in direction of Malraux’s political convictions—hence his letter to Moore, 7 July 1947; see 3246.

3210. To George Woodcock

1. Of the Freedom Defence Committee, reported in its Bulletin, 5, July–August 1947, 4, 5, 8.

3211. To Victor Gollancz

1. Gollancz’s generous action was to relinquish his right to publish Orwell’s next two novels—in effect, Nineteen Eighty-Four. The contract was for the next three novels after Keep the Aspidistra Flying; Coming Up for Air was the first of the three.

3212. To Sonia Brownell

1. Sonia Brownell (1918–1980), whom Orwell met in the early nineteen forties (see 3693, n. 1) and married in 1949, some three months before his death, was one of two editoral assistants on Horizon, for which she worked from 1945 to 1950; the other was Lys Lubbock (see Michael Shelden, Friends of Promise: Cyril Connolly and the World of ‘Horizon,’ 1989). For a picture of them, see Crick, plate 27; Shelden, Orwell, following 372, and Shelden, Friends of Promise, following 146. Orwell’s friend, Tosco Fyvel, wrote in George Orwell: A Personal Memoir, ‘after Eileen’s death in 1945 [Orwell] had … a brief (and unsatisfactory) affair with Sonia Brownell’ (151).

2. Janetta Woolley (now Parladé) was a friend of those who ran Horizon and Polemic. She may have met Orwell through her former husband, Humphrey Slater (see 2955, n. 4), but it seems more likely it was through Cyril Connolly. At this time she had changed her name by deed-poll to Sinclair-Loutit, whilst living with Kenneth Sinclair-Loutit: their daughter, Nicolette, then nearly four years old, is the child mentioned in this letter. Sonia Brownell had suggested to Orwell that Nicolette would be a suitable same-age companion for young Richard, hence Orwell’s invitation, but in the event Janetta and Nicolette did not go to Jura. Kenneth Sinclair-Loutit also knew Orwell, having been in the Spanish civil war as a doctor in the International Brigade and had first met him in Spain. Janetta and David Astor were witnesses to the marriage of George Orwell and Sonia Brownell; see 3702.

3213. Domestic Diary

1. Donald Darroch; see 3003, n. 2.

2. Orwell and his sister Avril.

3. Double British Summer Time. To aid daylight saving, clocks are advanced one hour from late spring to early autumn; during the war and in the years immediately after, clocks were advanced for one hour throughout the year and for a second hour during the ‘summer’ period. The measure was particularly unpopular with farmers. By three different times, Orwell probably means DBST, a time advanced by only one hour, and ‘natural time,’ that which regulated farm and stock management.

3214. To Frank D. Barber

1. Frank D. Barber (1917–), journalist. Orwell had corresponded with him in 1944 and 1945. He was assistant editor of the Leeds Weekly Citizen when he first wrote to Orwell.

2. Untraced; there is nothing in the period 12 March 1947 to 14 April 1947 that refers to Orwell.

3215. To Dwight Macdonald

1. Henry Agard Wallace (1888–1965), U.S. Secretary of Agriculture, 1933–41; Vice-President, 1941–45. He was replaced, for his very liberal views, by Harry S. Truman as vice-presidential candidate for President Franklin Roosevelt’s third and final term of office, but served as Secretary of Commerce until, because of his opposition to Truman’s policy towards Russia, he was forced to resign. He was editor of The New Republic, 1946–47 (see 3218). In 1948, he became the presidential candidate of the Progressive Party, which, among its policies, advocated closer cooperation with the Soviet Union; he received more than one million votes, though none in the Electoral College. He was the author of several books.

2. John Reed, Ten Days That Shook the World (1919). Reed (1887–1920) was involved in setting up the Communist Party in the United States. He died of typhus and was buried in the Kremlin wall; see 2880, n. 1.

3. Sidney James Webb (1859–1947) and Beatrice Webb (1858–1943), Soviet Communism: A New Civilisation? (2 vols, London, 1935; New York, 1936). Republished in London in 1937, but without the question mark, and in 1941 with a new introduction by Beatrice Webb.

4. Michael Polanyi (1891–1976), The Contempt of Freedom: The Russian Experiment and After (1940). Includes his ‘Soviet Economics—Fact and Theory’ (1935), ‘Truth and Propaganda’ (1936), ‘Collectivist Planning’ (1940).

5. Malcolm Muggeridge (see 2860, n. 1); the section of this letter from ‘A nephew’ to ‘on paper’ was marked in the margin, in Orwell’s hand, ‘Off the record.’

6. Nadezhda Krupskaya (1869–1939), wife of Lenin and active in his revolutionary programme. Her Memories of Lenin is quoted more than once by Orwell; for example, at the opening of his introduction to Jack London’s Love of Life and Other Stories; see 2781. Martin Lawrence published the first English translation, by Eric Verney, in two volumes (1930, 1932), based on the second Russian edition (Moscow, 1930). Lawrence & Wishart published an abridged version in 1942 in its Workers’ Library series. Angelica Balabanov (1878–1965), associate editor with Mussolini of Avanti, worked with Lenin and Trotsky during the Russian Revolution and was the first secretary of the Third International. Her memoir was published in 1937.

7. Jan Valtin (pseudonym of Richard Krebs, 1904–1951), Out of the Night (New York, 1940; London and Toronto, 1941). He later became a war correspondent with the American forces in the Pacific. Walter G. Krivitsky (d. 1941), In Stalin’s Secret Service (New York, 1939; I Was Stalin’s Agent, London, 1963). He was head of the western division of the NKVD, but defected.

8. Victor Kravchenko (1905–1966), I Chose Freedom: The Personal and Political Life of a Soviet Official (New York, 1946; London, 1947). During the Spanish civil war, Kravchenko served as an aide to General Dimitri Pavlov (who was shot on Stalin’s orders in 1941); see Thomas, 588, n. 1. See also 3577, n. 3.

9. See 2988, n. 3; The Russian Enigma was published in English in 1940 (in French, Paris, 1938). It is concerned chiefly with Russian economic policy, 1928–1932, and with its prisons.

10. Anonymous, The Dark Side of the Moon (London, 1946; New York, 1947), deals with Soviet-Polish relations. It has a preface by T. S. Eliot, a director of the book’s English publishers, Faber & Faber.

11. Ada Halpern, Liberation—Russian Style (1945); it is listed by Whitaker as August 1945 and so published not during but just as the war was ending.

12. In the left-hand margin, against one or both of Liberation—Russian Style and the Canadian Government Blue Book, is a marker arrow, presumably added by Macdonald. The Blue Book referred to reported on a Canadian Royal Commission which investigated Soviet espionage in Canada, 1946 and 1947. This found that a spy ring had been built up by the Soviet Military Attaché, Colonel Zabotin. Amongst those sentenced to terms of imprisonment were Fred Rose, the only Canadian Communist M.P.

3216. To Leonard Moore

1. see 3186.

2. Against this paragraph are annotations written in Moore’s office: ‘K.A.L.,’ in large letters, and ‘told Charlot 23/4/47.’ K.A.L. was K.A.G.S. Lane, a director of Christy & Moore; see 3081, n. 1. Charlot was involved in the production of the French version of Homage to Catalonia (see 3036, n. 1) and what he was told is marked off in the letter above: from ‘But evidently’ to ‘the English edition.’ For Kopp’s proposed introduction, see 550.

3218. Review of Lady Gregory’s Journals, edited by Lennox Robinson

1. Special constables, known as Black and Tans from their uniforms, were enrolled in England with the intention of restoring order in Ireland. Eight hundred arrived on 26 March 1920. They were recruited from among the unemployed who had recently been demobilised from the army. They were armed and, even in such violent times, achieved particular notoriety.

2. His death was the motive for two of Yeats’s best-known poems: ‘In Memory of Major Robert Gregory’ (‘Now that we’re almost settled in our house / I’ll name the friends that cannot sup with us’) and ‘An Irish Airman Foresees his Death.’ He was Lady Gregory’s only son.

3219. To George Woodcock

1. The University Observer: A Journal of Politics, University of Chicago, reprinted ‘Second Thoughts on James Burnham’ (under the title ‘James Burnham’) in its Vol. 1, No. 2, Summer 1947.

2. Ally Betrayed: The Uncensored Story of Tito and Mihailovich, Foreword by Rebecca West (New York and London, 1946). For David Martin see 2839, n. 3.

3. In 1949 Inge became Mrs. George Woodcock.

3220. Domestic Diary

1. American Pillar (which Orwell spells with small ‘p’) is a carmine pink climbing rose with a white eye and golden stamens.

2. Albéric Barbier is a vigorous climbing rose with a creamy white flower with a yellow centre. It was introduced by the same raiser as Albertine, the rose Orwell grew so successfully at his cottage at Wallington before the war. Orwell omitted the accent.

3. Alastair M’Kechnie and the Darrochs, the brother and sister Donald and Katie, often given as D. or D.Dand K.D.

3221. To Janama[image: Images]ci Rāmakrisna

1. This letter is printed (as reproduced here) on page 2 of the Telugu edition, perhaps as a licence to publish the translation.

2. Animal Farm was translated into Telugu by Janama[image: Images]ci Rāmakrisna. He arranged for its publication by the Lodrha Press, Madras, in September 1949, as Pasuvuladivānam: Uhākalpitamaina peddakatha. The title includes Orwell’s sub-title, ‘A Fairy Tale.’ The edition has a number of illustrations, in a Disneyish style, signed Bāpu (Willison).

3222. To Miss Sunday Wilshin

1. Sunday Wilshin wrote to Orwell on 23 April 1947 asking him to cooperate in a new series of BBC programmes for India in which those with experience of, or special interest in, India recounted their experiences or stated their current views: ‘we want to avoid dealing with the major political and communal issues in India, and of course above all else, we do not want to give listeners the impression that they are being “lectured.”’ The talks were to last 13½ minutes (about 1,800 words). Sunday Wilshin (1905–) made her debut on the London stage in 1915 in Where the Rainbow Ends; between the outbreak of war and taking over from Orwell in the Eastern Service, she acted and produced for the BBC. See also 2600, n. 1.

3223. Domestic Diary

1. Duggie (Dougie?) Clark worked on the Astors’ estate at Tarbert, as, probably, did Neal (Neil?) McArthur.

2. May and Baker, makers of sulphonamides, and the drug sulphapyridine, used to treat pneumonia, and commonly known by the manufacturer’s initials.

3. A cross of Rhode Island Reds with White Leghorns.

4. Properly Risso’s dolphin, but used generally of whales of different kinds.

3226. To Leonard Moore

1. Nineteen Eighty-Four.

2. It was written in the autumn of 1942 and published in 1943, probably in June. See 1421.

3. Published November 1946; see 3104. The sentence, ‘it doesn’t matter so much if it is only cuts’ has been underlined in Moore’s office and marked in the margin. Heavy quotation marks have been written before the first title and after the last in Moore’s office. The name Paul Potts has been written at the lower right of the letter, also perhaps in Moore’s office.

3227. Domestic Diary

1. The Fletchers, Margaret and Robin: see 2638, n. 13 and 3025, n. 2 respectively.

3228. To George Woodcock

1. See Orwell’s letter to Frederick Tomlinson, 24 November 1947, 3307, and 3307, n. 1.

2. Evelyn Anderson was deputy editor of Tribune in 1945 when Orwell was anxious to give up the literary editorship. He and she arranged for Tosco Fyvel to take it over. See T. R. Fyvel, George Orwell, A Personal Memoir (1982), 139.

3. See 3215, n. 8.

3229. Domestic Diary

1. Janet M’Kechnie; Orwell uses the forms M’Kechnie and McKechnie.

3230. To Leonard Moore

1. Annotated in Moore’s office: ‘Can K.A.L. spare one?’ which is ticked through. K.A.L. was K. A. G. S. Lane, a director of Christy & Moore; see 3081, n. 1.

3231. Domestic Diary

1. Ian M’Kechnie. Glengarrisdale Bay is on the western side of Jura, almost directly opposite Barnhill.

3232. To Fredric Warburg

1. In the margin there is a handwritten annotation (in Warburg’s hand?): “Such, Such were the Joys.” For the development of this essay and for the nature of the ‘commercial typing,’ see headnote to the essay, 3408. Cyril Connolly’s Enemies of Promise was published in 1938. Warburg wrote to Orwell on 6 June saying, ‘I have read the autobiographical sketch about your prep. school and passed it to Roger.’

2. Fredric Warburg’s second wife, formerly Pamela de Bayou (they married in 1933); and Roger Senhouse.

3233. Domestic Diary

1. A proprietary brand of poultry feed.

2. Scarba lies to the north of Jura; the islands are separated by the Gulf of Corryvreckan.

3234. To John Gawsworth, Editor of The Literary Digest

1. For John Gawsworth, see 3138, n. 1.

2. Published 21 December 1945; see 2823. It was reprinted in an abridged form in the Autumn 1948 issue of The Literary Digest as ‘Lear and Nonsense Poetry.’

3235. Domestic Diary

1. Ian M’Kechnie.

2. Avril and Bill Dunn. William Dunn (1921–1992) had been an officer in the army, but after the loss of a foot had been invalided out. He came to Jura to farm in 1947. After five months he moved down from his farm above Barnhill and joined Orwell and his sister, Avril; see 3277. He later entered into a partnership with Richard Rees to farm Barnhill. He married Avril in 1951 and they brought up Richard, Orwell’s adopted son. See transcript of his interview by Nigel Williams in Orwell Remembered, 231–35 also Remembering Orwell, 182–85.

3236. Sir Edward Marsh: Talk on George Orwell

1. Sir Edward Howard Marsh (1872–1953), civil servant, patron of the arts. He is particularly associated with the editing of Georgian Poetry (1912–22), the first volume of which he prepared in association with Rupert Brooke. A distinguished civil servant, he served, amongst others, Winston Churchill, and was instrumental in securing a pension from the Civil List for James Joyce. He published several volumes of translations, including the Fables of La Fontaine and Proust’s Oriane (1952). After his retirement in 1937, he undertook the scrupulous correction of proofs for friends, including Churchill and Somerset Maugham.

3238. To Leonard Moore

1. Jordi Arquer; the ‘M’ is not an initial but stands for Monsieur, because Arquer, a Catalan, was living in Paris. He published Las Interpretacinoes del Marxismo (Barcelona, 1937); El Futur de Catalunya i els Deures Politics de l’Emigració Catalana (Mexic, D.F., 1943); he also wrote the introduction for Diari d’un Refugiat Català by the pseudonymously named R. d’Almenara (Mexic, D.F., 1943). Arquer was one of the accused in the ‘POUM Trial’ of October–November 1938; see Orwell’s draft letter to Raymond Postgate, 21 October 1938, 497. He was initially charged with espionage and desertion but the accusations collapsed because of the transparent absurdity of the evidence. Nevertheless, Arquer was found guilty of having organised a meeting in Lérida in preparation for the May Events in Barcelona; though he maintained he was preparing reinforcements for the front, he was sentenced to eleven years’ imprisonment. (See The New Leader, 21 October, 4 and 11 November 1938). At his trial, Arquer caused difficulties by insisting on testifying in Catalan (Thomas, 866). In evidence it was stated that the officer commanding the army of Aragon had commended the POUM troops for their part in operations round Huesca, and The New Leader, 11 November 1938, notes that it was in this campaign that ‘our comrades, George Orwell and Roger Williams, were wounded.’ Orwell’s letter has been annotated in Moore’s office to indicate that a copy of Animal Farm was sent on 12June 1947 but that no copies of Homage to Catalonia were available (though it was still in print). On 22June 1949, Orwell asked Moore to arrange to send Arquer a copy of the Italian translation of Homage to Catalonia.

2. An annotation indicates that a copy was sent on 13June 1947. Benedetto Croce (1866–1952) was one of the most important Italian philosophers of the twentieth century. Initially he did not regard Mussolini’s rise to power as significant, but later he stood in the forefront of those opposed to Fascism. After Italy’s defeat in World War II, he gave his country moral leadership. In his last years he established the Italian Institute for Historical Studies.

3. In Orwell’s lifetime, Mondadori published Animal Farm (October 1947) and Homage to Catalonia (December 1948); in the year of his death the firm published Nineteen Eighty-Four (November 1950). Another Italian publishing house, Longanesi, published Burmese Days (November 1948). In giving the address, Orwell spelled ‘Casa’ as ‘Case.’

3239. To George Woodcock

1. Now was first published in 1940–41 (7 numbers); it was relaunched by George Woodcock in 1943; nine numbers were published at various intervals until the last, for July/August 1947. Orwell’s ‘How the Poor Die’ appeared in No. 6, November 1946; see 3104. It is not clear whether the £5 was for Now or the Freedom Defence Committee. Now did not make a specific appeal. Orwell is credited with donating £20 to the FDC in its Bulletin, 5, July–August 1947, and the £5 might be included in that.

3240. Domestic Diary

1. That is, in its summer plumage.

2. This could be ‘can’ but ‘car’ is clear at 3245, 3.7.47.

3. Toad flax or field snapdragon.

4. In order to preserve them for use in the winter. Eggs preserved in waterglass could not be used as boiled eggs; they had to be used for cooking or, perhaps, scrambled.

3241. To George Woodcock

1. This is the first letter sent from Barnhill to be written on headed paper. The address, in large italic type, is written in a single line, centred on the page. It can be distinguished from typed or written addresses because it is punctuated and in one line; and distinguished from a later printed heading (see 3513, n. 1) by ‘Argyllshire’ instead of ‘Argyll.’

2. ‘How the Poor Die,’ 3104, the journal has not been identified.

3. Presumably The Life & Loves (4 volumes, Paris, 1922–27; as one volume, including a fifth, previously unpublished, New York, 1963; London, 1964). See especially Vol. 2, chap 17; and Vol. 3, chaps. 9 and 12. Frank Harris (1856–1931) (see 165, n. 3) published Oscar Wilde: His Life and Confessions, together with Memories of Oscar Wilde by Bernard Shaw (New York, 1918).

4. Robert Harborough Sherard (1861–1943), awarded the French Cross of the Legion of Honour for service to French literature. His books on Wilde include Oscar Wilde: The Story of an Unhappy Friendship (1902), The Life of Oscar Wilde (1906), supplemented by The Real Wilde (1937), Oscar Wilde, Twice Defended from André Gide’s Wicked Lies and Frank Harris’ Cruel Libel (Chicago, 1934), and Bernard Shaw, Frank Harris and Oscar Wilde (1937). Sherard might have proved a particularly interesting author for Orwell because he wrote a number of books on the theme of ‘how the poor live,’ among them The White Slaves of England (1897), The Cry of the Poor (1901), At the Closed Door, ‘an experiment in propria persona’ on the treatment of pauper immigrants arriving at New York (1902), and Paris: Some Sidelights on Its Inner Life (1911).

5. Not identified.

3242. Domestic Diary

fn1 All bad, with chicks quite far developed inside. [Orwell’s note on facing page.]

1. Metaldehyde, used in solid block form as a fuel from 1924, and as a slug-killer from 1938.

3245. Domestic Diary

fn1 Redstart? [Orwell’s note on facing page.]

1. Sir Richard Rees (1900–1970), editor, painter, and critic; he and Orwell became friends through The Adelphi (see headnote to 95), and Rees was to be Orwell’s literary executor. He came to Jura to paint and stayed with Orwell until September. In his George Orwell: Fugitive from the Camp of Victory he gives a good account of Orwell’s life on Jura; and see passages reprinted in Orwell Remembered (115–23). One passage epitomises Orwell on Jura: ‘Life on the isle of Jura revealed clearly another not unexpected characteristic, namely, his enthusiasm for heroic and desperate remedies. The district was supposed to be infested by adders [see, for example, 3242, 22.6.47] and Orwell greatly relished the idea—though I can imagine no one who would be more reluctant to apply it—of the cigar cure for snake bites. This consisted, according to him, in lighting a cigar and then stubbing it out against the wound’ (152; Orwell Remembered, 122).

2. Orwell writes this as ‘Ling’ but he must mean the island of Luing, rather than its adjacent islet of Lunga or a place on the mainland also called Lunga; all three are within about half-a-dozen miles of the northern tip of Jura. What tilts the likelihood towards Luing is the report of Orwell’s escape from the whirlpool of Corryvreckan in the Glasgow Herald, 30 August 1947. This states that two fishermen came to the aid of Orwell’s party and that they came from ‘Toberonochy, island of Luing.’ See 3257, 19.8.47, n. 3.

fn2 cabbage [Orwell’s note on facing page.]

3. Rees recalls this incident in his book: ‘his sister dislocated her arm in jumping over a wall. Orwell rushed back to the house and called to me: “You’ve done first aid, haven’t you? [Rees served with an ambulance unit on the Madrid front in the Spanish civil war.] Avril’s put her arm out. You’ll be able to get it back? You just have to jerk it sharply upwards, isn’t that it?” The remedy did not work, perhaps because I didn’t summon up enough sharpness (Orwell made no attempt to summon up any) and we had to drive the twenty-five miles to the doctor, who was also unsuccessful’ (George Orwell, 152; Orwell Remembered, 122). See also 3247, 7.7.47.

3246. To Leonard Moore

1. David Rousset wrote L’Univers Concentrationnaire, which Roger Senhouse translated into English in 1948, and Les Jours de Notre Mort. Orwell read Senhouse’s translation of the first book against the original whilst in Hairmyres Hospital and had a copy of the second, but by early May 1948 had not then read it; see his letters to Senhouse, 3 May and 13 (or 20) May 1948, 3393 and 3399.

2. Letter annotated in Moore’s office: ‘Wrote Charlot 10/7/47’ (see 3184, n. 1). For the proposal that Malraux write an introduction and for a note on Malraux, see 3209 and 3209, n. 1.

3247. Domestic Diary

1. Because the doctor at Craighouse could not set Avril’s dislocated arm (see 3245, n. 3), Donald Darroch, Bill Dunn, and Richard Rees took her across the Sound of Jura (about six miles, direct sailing—but see 3257, 16.8.47) to the little port of Crinan on the mainland and then a further six miles by road to Lochgilphead, which lies on the shore of Loch Fyne. By the time she had her arm set, Avril had been driven some fifty miles on Jura’s rough roads, sailed six miles, and then been driven a further six, before making the return trip of a dozen miles.

2. Rees, in his George Orwell, says that Orwell was ‘certainly happy’ on Jura, ‘working in the garden, fishing for mackerel from a boat, being bullied by his adopted son’ (149; Orwell Remembered, 120).

fn1 Chicory. Mixed in seed intentionally as it is supposed to improve the soil. [Orwell’s note on facing page.]

3. Brandy, presumably; see 3213, 14.4.47.

3248. To Leonard Moore

1. The English People was commissioned for the Britain in Pictures series in September 1943. In his Payments Book Orwell recorded the work against the date 22 May 1944, with a note that payment was to be made later; that date would indicate when the typescript had been handed in to Collins. Against the date 14 July 1945 Orwell recorded the receipt of £20 towards payment for that book, so in recording in this letter the receipt of £25 his memory has played him slightly false. Though he did not realise it when he wrote to Moore, The English People was about to be published, in August 1947: Collins had not bothered to inform the author. The text is reproduced at 2475. See also Orwell’s letter to Moore, 8 September 1947 (3265), in which he seeks more copies than the single volume supplied by Collins, and 9 October 1947 (3284) for his letter to Julian Symons, thanking him for his review.

2. W.J. Turner (1889–1946), poet, novelist, and music critic who did a variety of publishing and journalistic work, including acting as general editor of the Britain in Pictures series for Collins. See 1743, n. 1.

3. Edmund Charles Blunden (1896–1974), poet, critic, and teacher; see 1401, n. 1.

4. Orwell and his wife were bombed out on 14 July 1944.

3249. Domestic Diary

1. After ‘sticks,’ Orwell wrote: ‘thinned carrots (trimmings just large enough to eat)’ but then crossed it through, presumably because he realised that the ‘final thinning’ had been done the preceding day.

3250. To Lydia Jackson

1. The Stores, Wallington; Orwell moved there on 2 April 1936, and it was his home until May 1940. He seems to have used it rarely thereafter (most often for a few days in 1940 and 1941, and perhaps a Bank Holiday weekend in 1942). Lydia Jackson (1899–1983 pen-name, ‘Elisaveta Fen’ see 534A) had met Eileen Blair in 1934, when they were graduate students at University College London, and they became close friends. (See Remembering Orwell, 66–68, where she says, ‘I was always sorry that Eileen married George.’) She and her flatmate, Patricia Donahue, used the cottage during and after the war. On 11 May 1945 Orwell wrote to her from Paris about their shared use of the cottage. He did not then want to give it up entirely, so Richard could ‘get a few days of country air now and then.’ His taking over Barnhill in the spring of 1946 ended any dependence he might feel on The Stores.

2. Lydia Jackson visited Barnhill 26 March to 2 April 1948. She might have retyped the final version of ‘Such, Such Were the Joys’ while she was there; see 3408.

3251. To Leonard Moore

1. Presumably proofs of the French translation of Animal Farm, published in October 1947.

3252. Domestic Diary

1. Lealt Burn runs from two small lochs a little south and to the west of Barnhill down to the Sound of Jura about five miles south of Barnhill; the small hamlet of Lealt stands where the road from Barnhill to Ardlussa crosses Lealt Burn.

2. Orwell’s niece, Jane Dakin. Crick notes: ‘That summer Humphrey Dakin, now a widower, sent his daughters, teenage Lucy and her elder sister Jane, just leaving the Women’s Land Army, to stay with their aunt and uncle for a longer holiday. Their elder brother Henry also turned up, then a second lieutenant in the Army on leave. They liked their uncle Eric, though for days on end they hardly saw him, just like at Leeds [their home town] when they were small children, except at mealtimes since he worked almost without interruption’ (527). See also Shelden, 461; U.S.: 422.

3254. ‘In Defence of Comrade Zilliacus’

1. Although Orwell’s proposed open letter to Tribune cannot be dated precisely, that it was written before he became ill in the autumn of 1947 is stated by him in his letter to Julian Symons, 2 January 1948; see 3325. Several letters that autumn refer to his being in ‘wretched health a lot of the year’ (for example, see 3275, 3277, 3290, 3296, 3298). He made a last entry in his Domestic Diary on 29 October (see 3299), and on 31 October he wrote to Moore whilst ill in bed with inflammation of the lungs (see 3300); that was the first of a handwritten sequence of letters—a clear indication of how sick he was. On 29 November he wrote to Anthony Powell saying that, though still on his back, he was ‘getting better after many relapses’; see 3308. Although he writes of being ill for much of the year, it is only on 20 September (of letters extant) that he first mentions illness. By 31 October he was incapacitated enough to be able to correspond only by hand. The text of his letter to Tribune is reproduced here from Orwell’s typescript. His address at Barnhill is at the top of the first page. Page numbers 3–6 have been altered in blue-black Biro from the originally typed 4–7. The change does not indicate a cut, but, by the looks of the typescript, simple misnumbering. Orwell found a Biro particularly useful when writing in bed; see his letter to Symons, 2 January 1948, 3325. However, this does not imply that the correction was made whilst Orwell was in bed.

2. For Konni Zilliacus and the correspondence in Tribune with Orwell in January 1947, see 2990; and Orwell’s London Letter to Partisan Review, Summer 1946, 2990, from which it arose. Zilliacus (1894–1967) was at the time a left-wing Labour M. P. He was expelled from the Party in 1949 for persistent criticism of its foreign policy and lost his seat in the 1950 General Election when standing as an Independent Labour candidate. He re-entered Parliament in 1955 as a Labour M.P. See also 2990, n. 2.

3. Ernest Bevin (1881–1951), a self-taught orphan who developed as one of the, if not the, most powerful and forceful trade-union leaders in Britain; see 763, n. 22. He won a momentous court case for his union in 1929 against a leading barrister so earning the soubriquet, ‘the dockers’ KC’ [King’s Counsel]. From 1921 to 1940 he was General Secretary of the Transport and General Workers’ Union, which he built up into a powerful organisation. In 1940 he became an MP and Churchill appointed him to the War Cabinet as Minister of Labour and National Service. From 1945–51 he was Foreign Secretary in Attlee’s administration. Despite their political differences, he and Churchill shared certain ‘bulldog characteristics.’ The background to the animosity Bevin could arouse among readers of Tribune can be gauged from this passage from Tosco Fyvel’s George Orwell: A Personal Memoir: ‘Ernest Bevin, rather like a wooden man-of-war camouflaged as steel, became neurotically obsessed with trying against American opposition at all costs to prevent Jewish refugees from reaching Palestine, to prevent them indeed from leaving Europe. Ugly clashes and incidents took place. Within the Labour Party, the fight against Bevin was led by my wartime colleague, Richard Crossman [1907–1974, see 639, n. 7]. In the columns of Tribune, I wrote pieces highly critical of Bevin’s policies. As I knew well, the Palestine Arabs had a case, but Bevin’s policy was not that. It was an attempt made at the expense of the Palestine Jews to sustain British strategic military and political control over the Middle East.… I knew Orwell completely disagreed with me: to him the Palestine Arabs were coloured Asians, the Palestine Jews the equivalent of the white rulers in India and Burma, an over-simplification from which he would not be budged, but then it did contain one sliver of truth’ (142). See also Orwell’s letter to Fyvel, 31 December 1947, 3322, penultimate paragraph.

4. The Intelligent Man’s Guide to the Post-War World (1947).

5. Michael Foot, left-wing Labour M.P. and a director of Tribune at this time. See also 1241, n. 2 and 2955, n. 2.

6. The review was by T. R. Fyvel, of Mirror of the Present by Konni Zilliacus, Tribune, 6 June 1947. Fyvel had reviewed Animal Farm in Tribune on 24 August 1945. The review was short and bland, doing little more than recount ‘the story’. It seems to avoid being percipient – hardly what might be expected of Tribune. Animal Farm was described as a ‘gentle satire’, ‘a sad and gentle tale’, and ‘one of the best and most simply written books for the child of today.’

3255. Domestic Diary

1. Camping on the Atlantic side of Jura, in a shepherd’s hut more or less opposite Barnhill.

2. Loch nan Eilean is about one mile inland from the west coast at Glengarrisdale and some 2½ to 3 miles as the crow flies from Barnhill.

3. Margaret Fletcher; see 2638, n. 13.

3256. To George Woodcock

1. This was Freedom Defence Committee Bulletin, 5, July-August 1947. This issue outlines action taken to have Nunn May’s sentence reduced, achieving, if possible, ‘early release.’ For details of the case, see Orwell’s letter to Vernon Richards, 6 August 1946, 3042, n. 3.

2. Issued by the Canadian government; see Orwell’s letter to Dwight Macdonald, 15 April 1947, 3215.

3257. Domestic Diary

1. Fuel was strictly rationed, but sometimes supplementary supplies were allowed against specially issued coupons.

2. ‘an arc’ makes sense, but the writing looks more like ‘a one,’ which makes no sense.

3. The whirlpool in the Gulf of Corryvreckan, between Jura and Scarba, was—and still is—extremely dangerous. Orwell makes light of this escapade, but they were singularly fortunate not to be drowned. Crick reproduces Henry Dakin’s graphic account (527–29) and Orwell’s statement that the story was reported to the Daily Express (see Orwell’s letter to Anthony Powell, 8 September 1947, 3267). It has not been traced in the London editions of the Daily Express held by the British Library; a search of the Scottish Daily Express made on the editor’s behalf by Mrs. Helen Stokes in the National Library of Scotland, Edinburgh, and by Mr. Telfer Stokes in the Mitchell Library, Glasgow, proved fruitless. No copies were held in Edinburgh; in Glasgow there were no copies of a Scottish edition for August; no mention was made in the September issues (from the second number of which the masthead name changed from Daily Express to Scottish Daily Express). It was reported by the Glasgow Herald, 30 August 1947. This stated: ‘They had gone to see the whirlpool when their motor-boat was drawn into one of the smaller whirlpools and overturned. Fortunately, with Mr Blair’s help, they all reached a small islet from which, after several hours, they were rescued by two fishermen from Toberonochy, island of Luing.’ Luing is north of Scarba, and Toberonochy is six or seven miles from the north tip of Jura and a little further from Eilean Mór, the islet referred to. Both Donald Darroch and Ian McKechnie stoutly defended Orwell: Orwell knew well what he was doing, even though he might have taken more advice: he had simply misread the tide tables which was ‘easy enough to do’ (Crick, 529). Shelden gives a briefer account, 461–62; U.S.: 422–23.

4. Eilean Mór is a little island some five hundred yards off the northwest tip of Jura. Orwell omits the accent.

5. Henry Dakin; see 3252, n. 2.

6. Lucy Dakin; see 3252, n. 2.

7. Loch a Bhùrra lies a little to the southeast of Loch nan Eilean and is midway between the east and west coasts of Jura. Orwell spells it ‘Bura.’

3258. To Leonard Moore

1. Annotated in Moore’s office: ‘Wrote Saturday Review 28/8/47’ (the ‘8’ of ‘28’ is unclearly drawn). Orwell’s letter is date-stamped as having been received on the 28th. In another hand is written ‘letter’—presumably Moore’s instruction to his secretary to write to The Saturday Review of Literature. The topic of the review has not been traced. In 1947 $35 was less than £8.14s.

3259. To William Phillips, Partisan Review

1. Orwell’s next contribution to Partisan Review was to be ‘Reflections on Gandhi,’ published in January 1949. This was included in two Partisan Review anthologies edited by Phillips and Philip Rahv (1953 and 1962).

3261. To Leonard Moore

1. Probably a copy of Animal Farm.

2.“Animal Farm” is underlined and in the margin someone in Moore’s office has written “Homage to Catalonia.” Below that is written: ‘No copies.’ After Kopp (whose introduction was not used), and the proposals that Malraux and David Rousset should write an introduction, Jean Texcier actually did so. He was a former member of the Resistance and Texcier was a pseudonym.

3262. To Brenda Salkeld

1. Presumably the adjacent bays of Glentrosdale and Gleann nam Muc at the northwestern tip of Jura. Eilean Mór lies opposite the centre point of the ‘W.’

2. This would involve a walk of at least three miles over rough country.

3263. To Fredric Warburg

1. The lecture was to be at the Working Men’s College, Crowndale Road, London NW1, on 12 November 1947; see 3271, n. 4.

3264. Domestic Diary

1. Orwell spells this ‘granpus.’

2. Probably Gwen O’Shaughnessy, Eileen’s sister-in-law, who came up to Jura with her children (Crick, 527).

3. Kainit is the German name for hydrous magnesium sulphate with potassium chloride (found in salt deposits); it was used as a fertiliser.

4. The dates 5.9.47 and 6.9.47 are dated as 1945.

3265. To Leonard Moore

1. Collins; see 3248. Annotations made to this letter in Moore’s office indicate that the contract did not allow for six copies for the author; and that Moore asked Collins to provide two or three copies on 12 September.

3266. To Stanley Unwin

1. Stanley Unwin wrote in connection with his work on the British Council. He said suggestions had been received from overseas that ‘a good popular, illustrated book should be written by a British subject, with an impressive name, under some such title as HOW DEMOCRACY WORKS.…’ It should deal with all the leading countries, including Russia. It should not be argued that the British form of democracy was best, but that democratic institutions, adapted to the needs of different countries—agricultural as distinct from industrial, rich as distinct from poor—was the best means of ensuring happiness for the peoples concerned. ‘If this job were well done’ (and Sir Stanley was quoting from suggestions received), ‘it is probable that our real thesis that the British form is best would emerge, without it being necessary to point the moral.’ The phrase ‘our real thesis’ sounds as if Sir Stanley was not quoting directly from suggestions from overseas but from a summary of those suggestions made by the British Council. He thought Orwell ‘undoubtedly the best person’ to write such a book; it should not conflict with his recent book ‘on the British people,’ The English People.

2. see 3208, n. 2.

3267. To Anthony Powell

1. Anthony Powell (1905–), novelist and editor; see 2656, ns. 1 and 3.

2. The postcard was of the Donald McGill type: ‘Male Customer: “Do you keep stationery, miss?” Young Lady Assistant: “Sometimes I wriggle a little.”’

3. I Know Where I’m Going was a British film, starring Wendy Hiller and Roger Livesey, released in 1946.

4. No news item in the Daily Express has been traced; see 3257, 19.8.41 and n. 3.

5. Mrs. Christen (now Mrs. Miranda Wood) was staying in Orwell’s flat in London. There she typed a draft of Nineteen Eighty-Four and a fair copy of ‘Such, Such Were the Joys’; see 3308, n. 3. See also her Memoir, 3735.

6. Novels of High Society from the Victorian Age, edited and with an introduction, by Anthony Powell (1947). This includes Disraeli’s Henrietta Temple; Guy Livingstone, by G. A. Lawrence; and Moths, by ‘Ouida.’

7. The Lady Violet Powell, Anthony Powell’s wife.

3268. To George Woodcock

1. Woodcock and his wife did not drink tea and supplemented Orwell’s meagre ration from time to time by sending him theirs.

3271. Domestic Diary

1. Crossed through.

2. Crossed through; ‘Barbed wire’ is probably a substitution.

3. These are presumably the dates when Orwell expected his books to be published in the Uniform Edition. Coming Up for Air was published in May 1948; Burmese Days, January 1949; Down and Out in Paris and London, September 1949; Homage to Catalonia, February 1951; Critical Essays, 22 February 1951. Animal Farm appeared in a cheap edition, similar in appearance to the Uniform Edition, in June 1949, but was not re-set until October 1965 for the Collected Edition.

4. Orwell was too ill to leave Jura to give this lecture. The St Pancras Borough Librarian, Frederick Sinclair, was keen to develop cultural activities and would almost certainly have introduced Orwell.

5. Presumably money received by Orwell, although whether £7,826 8s 7d was the amount received on 19 June 1947 or up until that date is not known. After the publication of Animal Farm, he certainly received much larger royalties and fees than those recorded for earlier years in his Payments Book.

3275. To Arthur Koestler

1. Ihor Szewczenko; see 3187 and 3188.

2. Harold J. Laski (1893–1950), political theorist, Marxist, author, and journalist, was connected with the London School of Economics from 1920 and Professor of Political Science in the University of London from 1926, member of the Fabian Executive, 1922 and 1936, member of the Executive Committee of the Labour Party, 1936–49. See 1241, n. 4. Although critical of Laski, Orwell had appealed for support for him after Laski lost an action for libel; see ‘As I Please,’ 67, 27 December 1946, 3140.

3275A. To Christy & Moore

1. Annotated in Moore’s office: ‘Told W G Corp 25/9/47.’

3276. Domestic Diary

1. The Lussa River runs southeast across Jura into the sea via Ardlussa and Inverlussa.

2. Rankin was a greengrocer on the mainland.

3282. To Leonard Moore

1. Annotated in Moore’s office, against Animal Farm: ‘done’; also, below the text is written: ‘noted on card.’

3284. To Julian Symons

1. Julian Symons (1912–1994), poet, novelist, biographer, and crime writer (see 913, n. 5 and 3111, n. 1). He took over from Orwell as guest critic in the Manchester Evening News feature ‘Life, People and Books,’ 28 November 1946. He and Orwell first met in 1944 and remained friends until Orwell’s death.

2. Manchester Evening News, 7 August 1947.

3. For W. J. Turner, see 1743, n. 1.

3285. Domestic Diary

1. The 4 eggs added to the 444 of 10.10.47 should, of course, give a total of 448. Totals hereafter are 3 short.

3287. Domestic Diary

1. An entry has been crossed through between 14 and 15 October. The day of the month cannot be deciphered, but the entry reads: ‘Very stormy last night & sea rough this morning. Raining a good deal of the day, but wind dropping by afternoon. Sea fairly calm by evening.’ This suggests that entries were not always made at the end of the day to which they refer or, at the latest, on the following day; Orwell would otherwise have remembered what the weather was like on what must have been 15 October, especially because it was so very different from that of the fourteenth.

3290. To Roger Senhouse

1. See Textual Note to Coming Up for Air, CW, VII, 249. In the event, the Uniform Edition printed ‘Boars’ thrice against the original Gollancz edition, which correctly spelt the word this way twice. It would appear that one ‘Boer’ was incorrectly marked as ‘Boar.’

2. See Textual Note to Coming Up for Air, CW, VII, 249–50. Despite Orwell’s clearly expressed wishes, the proofs and Uniform Edition include three semi-colons. Whether Orwell missed these (and they do make for easier reading than do the commas he wished to have used) or whether his instructions were ignored is not clear.

3. Warburg had gone on his first of a dozen visits to the United States. Orwell had written to him on 1 September 1947 (see 3263) asking him, if he had time, to buy him a pair of shoes. Warburg describes what he calls ‘The American Goldfields,’ and in particular that first visit, in chapter 8 of his All Authors Are Equal. He does not give specific dates for his departure or return.

3292. To Anthony Powell

1. Anthony Powell had asked him to review A Life’s Morning by George Gissing for the middle page of the Time Literary Supplement.

2. This has not been identified with certainty, but it may be a reference to the Profile of Krishna Menon published in The Observer, 30 November 1947; see 3309. However, it is likely that Orwell did not write the article, probably because he was taken ill; see letter to Leonard Moore, 31 October 1947, 3300. Although he wrote seven reviews which were published between February and June 1948 (two of them lengthy), his next articles did not appear until mid-1948 (‘Writers and Leviathan,’ 3364, and ‘Britain’s Left-Wing Press,’ 3366), and it looks as if they were not required (according to his Second Literary Notebook) until 20 June 1948. For a summary of the position regarding the articles published in 1948, see Orwell’s letter to Julian Symons, 21 March 1948, 3363, n. 1. Orwell did write an essay on Gissing in 1948; see 3406. That began as a review for Politics and Letters of two reprinted books, In the Year of the Jubilee and The Whirlpool but the journal ceased publication before it could be published.

3294. To Leonard Moore

1. (Archibald) Fenner Brockway (1888–1988; Lord Brockway, 1964), writer and politician, campaigned for many causes. He was Secretary of the No Conscription Fellowship, 1917; worked especially in the cause of Indian independence; was jailed on several occasions, for two years with hard labour in July 1917 as a conscientious objector; and was prominent in the affairs of the Independent Labour Party from 1922 to 1946, when he joined the Labour Party and was an M. P., 1950–64. His association with Orwell went back to Orwell’s bookshop days (they met when Orwell worked for Francis. Westrope; Crick 254), and was strengthened when Orwell fought in the ILP contingent in the Spanish civil war and attended ILP Summer Schools. Brockway had suggested that Warburg, who had published Brockway’s The Workers’ Front (1938), might publish Homage to Catalonia. Brockway wrote some thirty books and a number of pamphlets. He died shortly after reaching the age of one hundred.

2. No such journal has been traced.

3. Annotated in Moore’s office: ‘wrote Adprint 31/10/47’; Adprint is given in the preliminaries of The English People as having produced the book, though it was published by Collins and printed by Jarrold and Sons Ltd. Against Brockway’s name is noted, in a different hand: ‘wrote 13.11.47.’

4. Annotated in Moore’s office, in the first of the hands noted above: ‘Wrote George Woodcock 31/10/47.’

3295. To Julian Symons

1. Orwell had referred to Kid Lewis’s boxing and political career in The English People, which Symons had reviewed in the Manchester Evening News. Lewis’s world title fights against Jack Britton (USA) in 1921 and George Carpentier (France) in 1922 were both at light heavyweight (though in the fight against Carpentier, the latter’s heavyweight title was also at stake).

2. Sir Oswald Mosley, (1896–1980), politician, successively Conservative, Independent, and Labour M.P. In 1931 he broke away from the Labour Party to form the New Party. He became fanatically pro-Hitler and his party became the British Union of Fascists.

3. John Basil Boothroyd (1910–1988), writer, humorist, broadcaster; served in the RAF Police, 1941–45 (as Personal Assistant to the Provost-Marshal from 1943). He wrote for a number of periodicals but in later years was particularly associated with Punch, as contributor from 1938, and as an assistant editor, 1952–70. Most of his books were humorous, but he also wrote Philip (1971), the approved biography of HRH the Duke of Edinburgh. Orwell described Reynold’s News, with the News Chronicle and The New Statesman, as a mouthpiece of the left-wing intelligentsia clamouring for a Popular Front in a letter to the New English Weekly, 26 May 1938; see 446. It was a Sunday paper that appealed to a mass readership. It ceased publication (then as the Sunday Citizen) on 18 June 1967. The headnote to 446 gives some details of Boothroyd’s involvement in Orwell’s concern at that time.

3298. To Celia Kirwan

1. Celia Kirwan (see 2836, n. 3) had worked as an editorial assistant on Polemic. When Polemic collapsed, she moved to Paris and worked as an editorial assistant on a tri-lingual magazine, Occident. One of her duties was to seek out new material, and it was for this reason that she wrote to Orwell (and also to Arthur Koestler, her brother-in-law, who did contribute an article).

2. Orwell typed ‘the this.’

3. Inez Holden (1906–1974), author and journalist; cousin to Celia Kirwan; see 1326, n. 1.

4. Polemic ran for seven numbers from September 1945 to 1947. It was edited by Humphrey Slater (see 2955, n. 4) and financed by Rodney Phillips. When Phillips tired of giving it financial support, it folded. Slater then moved to Spain. There was no quarrel at its closure.

3300. To Leonard Moore

1. Harcourt, Brace published a new edition of Burmese Days in New York in January 1950.

2. Of McIntosh & Otis, Orwell’s American agent for magazine publishing.

3303. To Leonard Moore

1. The review was given the title ‘The Final Years of Lady Gregory,’ 19 April 1947; see 3218.

3304. To Leonard Moore

1. Verlag Amstutz, Herdeg & Co, Zürich, published Animal Farm in German, as Farm der Tiere, in October 1946. It was translated by N. O. Scarpi (Fritz Bondy). It was then serialised as ‘Der Hofstaat der Tiere: Eine satirische Fabel’ (in the same translation) by the American-sponsored Der Monat in West Berlin, February-April 1949, nos. 5, 6, and 7. Scarpi’s translation was published under a third title, and in a third country, Austria, in October 1951, as Die Republik der Tiere: Eine Zeitsatire. This was distributed free by the Viennese newspaper Die Presse (Willison).

3305. To Roger Senhouse

1. Presumably proofs of Coming Up for Air, then in production as the first in the Uniform Edition.

3306. To Arthur Koestler

1. In his notes for his literary executor, mid-June 1949, Orwell annotated the French translation of Burmese Days, published by Nagel in 1946, ‘VERY BAD translation’; see 3728, ‘Notes on Translations.’ For Koestler’s scheme for improving translations into French, see 3288A, Vol xx, last appendix.

3307. To Frederick Tomlinson, The Observer

1. Frederick Tomlinson was news editor of The Observer and a great admirer of Orwell. He was always keen to get material from Orwell into the paper, according to David Astor (1 September 1992).

2 Tomlinson had suggested to Orwell that he spend three months in Africa—unless he had retired from journalism for ever—on assignment to cover the first results of the groundnut scheme in East Africa and the South African elections for The Observer. It would enable Orwell to write on problems of colonial development, the British government’s responsibilities to Africans, to its people at home greatly in need of the food Africa could produce, and the social, economic, and political scene in South Africa as the Nationalists sought power. He had made no arrangements and was writing informally in David Astor’s absence in America. In all, Orwell would be away for about four months in the spring of 1948—provided he was well enough. The attempt to grow groundnuts in East Africa proved a disastrous failure and was subjected to much (often unfair) ridicule. In the South African elections, May 1948, the Nationalists won, Daniel Malan (1874–1959) taking over as prime minister from Field Marshal Jan Smuts, who had held that office since 1939 and who suffered the indignity of losing his seat in Parliament. See also 1116, n. 15.

3308. To Anthony Powell

1. Powell published John Aubrey and His Friends in 1948, and Brief Lives and Other Selected Writings of John Aubrey in 1949.

2. Coming Up for Air.

3. Mrs. Miranda Christen (now Mrs. Wood; 1914–), had stayed in Orwell’s London flat during the summers of 1946 and 1947. She had returned from the Far East early in 1946 after 3½ years in Japanese-occupied territory. Whilst pursuing the lengthy procedures of a divorce, naturalisation (she was technically of German nationality), and a passage to Singapore, she was glad to have the use of Orwell’s flat in his absence. Anthony Powell had introduced her to Orwell. Early in her second summer there, Orwell wrote from Jura asking if she knew anyone willing to type a draft of work he had in progress. Since she had had experience in working in two publishers’ offices before the war, she was glad to undertake this task. An appropriate reduction was made in the rent she paid, and about every two weeks a batch of material would arrive in the post and she would make a fair and a carbon copy on the portable typewriter she found in the flat. These she posted back to Orwell. Mrs. Wood described the material, in an unpublished memoir, as ‘presumably the initial draft’; it was ‘partly self-typed, partly handwritten.’ She was provided with a glossary of Newspeak, but that, alas, has not survived. She also typed a fair copy of ‘a bleary typescript of the essay “Such, Such Were the Joys.” … It looked as if it had been lying around for a considerable time.’ She had left for Singapore by 20 November 1947; the final batch of Nineteen Eighty-Four sent to her ‘stopped a few hundred words short of the end. The Appendix was not included.’ The only part of Mrs. Wood’s typing to survive is page 239; that she identified for the editor in November 1983. For how her work fitted into the genesis of Nineteen Eighty-Four, see Introduction to the Facsimile, especially xvii-xx; for ‘Such, Such Were the Joys,’ see 3408 and 3409. For her memoir of her time in Orwell’s Canonbury flat whilst he was at Barnhill in 1946 and 1947, see 3735.

3309. Profile of Krishna Menon. By David Astor in consultation with Orwell

1. In letters to the editor of 1 and 8 September 1992, David Astor expressed uncertainty about his and Orwell’s shares in the composition of this profile. He did not think Orwell did the actual writing but he ‘certainly … contributed quite a lot of information’ and advice on how to handle a difficult subject. ‘I remember him wondering what a London policeman who might have recently had to watch him as a rabble-rousing orator would make of him suddenly reappearing as the Indian High Commissioner.’ In his letter to Anthony Powell, 23 October 1947 (see 3292), Orwell says he has been ‘landed with another long article which I can’t dodge out of.’ It looks as if this must have been the profile of Menon, and that, because Orwell was taken ill within a few days of writing to Powell and was unable to write or complete the article, Astor took it over. see 3292, n. 2 for an analysis of the circumstances.

2. (Vengalil Krishnan) Krishna Menon (1897–1974), Indian politician and diplomat; see 1080, n. 5.

3. Annie Besant (1847–1933), social reformer and, following her association with Madame Blavatsky in 1889, a theosophist. She was President of the Theosophical Society, 1907–33. In 1916 she founded the Indian Home Rule League and spent much of her time promoting Indian nationalism and education. She died in India.

4. Ellen Wilkinson (1891–1947), prominent Labour leader, was closely associated with the Jarrow Crusade, which set out to draw attention to the unemployment in that area, which she represented in Parliament. She visited the International Brigade in Spain in 1937 and was appointed Minister of Education in the Labour Government of 1945.

3310. To Leonard Moore

1. For a translation of Burmese Days; see 3303. No translation into Hungarian was published in Orwell’s lifetime.

2. See suggestion by Frederick Tomlinson, of The Observer, 3307, n. 2.

3. On 12 November 1947, Eugene Reynal, of Reynal & Hitchcock, wrote to Leonard Moore expressing the hope that they would be able to publish Orwell’s work in America. However, he made it plain that he would not do anything that would stand in the way of Orwell’s work being handled as he wished in America: ‘I think it is of primary importance that he shall decide with what house he will receive the most sympathetic and interested treatment in this country.’ If he chose Harcourt, Brace, Reynal & Hitchcock would release him from the options they had under the contract entered into with them. On 18 November 1947, Chester Kerr, of Reynal & Hitchcock, wrote to Fredric Warburg, reviewing the future publishing plans of a number of authors; ‘Of the first importance to us is the future of George Orwell’s work in this country.’ They were prepared to go ahead with Coming Up for Air, in step with Warburg’s plans for reprinting, and Moore had offered them ‘the Adprint book’ (The English People) ‘as fulfilment of our option,’ but their feelings about that were, he hoped, ‘disguised’ in their reply to Moore, two copies of which they had enclosed for Warburg to see. They did not ‘view such an idea with any real pleasure.’ The second copy of Eugene Reynal’s reply to Moore was enclosed should Warburg wish to send it on to Orwell with any comment he might consider suitable. They fully appreciated Warburg’s neutral position. Harcourt, Brace and Company took over the publication of Orwell’s work in the United States. They became Harcourt Brace Jovanovich on 2 June 1970 and Harcourt Brace & Company in January 1993. Reynal & Hitchcock closed in 1947 and were then absorbed by Harcourt, Brace.

4. This was a common treatment for those with tuberculosis at the time.

3312. To Celia Kirwan

1. Inez Holden; see 3298, n. 3.

3313. To Leonard Moore

1. The Foreign Office.

3314. To Leonard Moore

1. Orwell entered Hairmyres Hospital, East Kilbride, near Glasgow, on 21 December 1947. See Shelden, 463–65; U.S.: 424–25.

2. A Czech version of Animal Farm, prepared by J. Salae & Co, Prague, was banned by the Czech authorities (Willison).

3. The French version of Animal Farm was published on 15 October 1947. An annotation against this sentence in Orwell’s letter reads ‘copy sent when’ (though ‘sent’ looks very like ‘set’). A copy was sent to Orwell, which he acknowledged on 26 December 1947; see 3317.

4. The last sentence has been heavily underlined in Moore’s office, and the whole paragraph bracketed and placed in quotes; beneath is written: ‘Wrote Warburg 22 12 47.’

3315. To Frederick Tomlinson, The Observer

1. Ivor Brown (1891–1974), author of fiction and nonfiction, critic, and drama critic for The Observer, 1929–54, and its editor, 1942–48. See 1480, n. 2.

2. David Astor.

3318. To Julian Symons

1. A Biro pen cost £2.15.0 in November 1946. See headnote to 2375 for Orwell’s first use of such a pen.

3319. Avril Blair’s Barnhill Diary

1. Mt. Scarba dominated the island of Scarba, just to the north of Jura; its peak, 1,474 feet, is about five or six miles from Barnhill.

2. Bill Dunn.

3. Craighouse lies some twenty-five miles south of Barnhill; see 3025, n. 3. Dougie Clark worked on the Astors’ estate at Tarbert, some seventeen miles south of Barnhill on the east coast of Jura. (There was also a Tarbert on the mainland opposite Jura.)
 
3320. To David Astor

1. Ivor Brown; see 3315, n. 1.

2. In notes Avril made for Ian Angus elucidating references in the diaries, she wrote that ‘David Astor was so concerned that Eric had no transport that he lent him Bob the pony.’

3321. To Ivor Brown

1. Brown had written to Orwell on 27 December saying how sorry he was to hear of his illness and offering to find some of the ‘pitifully small’ space available for book reviews. It would help, he wrote, if he could contribute some reviews in the form of short leader-page articles when that was appropriate to the subject matter.

3322. To Tosco Fyvel

1. T. R. (Tosco) Fyvel (1907–1985), author, journalist, broadcaster, and sociologist; see 2654, n. 1.

2. The Home Guard, of which Orwell had been an early advocate and an active member; see his letter to Time & Tide, 22 June 1940, 642, and a section of his London Letter, Partisan Review, November-December 1941, 843.

3. Whipsnade Zoo, which is some three miles to the north of Berkhampstead Common (a favourite area in the 1930s and ’40s for cadet force and similar exercises).

4. Mrs. T. R. Fyvel, of whom Orwell was very fond.

5. Fyvel, in his letter to Orwell, had presumably referred to the unsettled state of Palestine and the incipient violence of the situation. On 29 November 1947, the General Assembly of the United Nations had voted to partition Palestine, setting up separate Arab and Jewish states with a special status for Jerusalem. There was rejoicing by Jews, but an Arab spokesman, Dr. Hussein Khalidi, called for a crusade against the Jews. The UN made no provision for giving effect to its resolution. On 11 December 1947 the British government announced it would terminate its responsibility for Palestine under its mandate on 15 May 1948, and British troops then withdrew. see 3254, n. 3, and for fuller discussion, Conor Cruise O’Brien, The Siege: The Saga of Israel and Zionism (1986).

1948

3323. List of Reprintable and Not Reprintable Works

a. Not traced.

b. See 2828.

c. After ‘German’ Orwell wrote ‘trans’ and repeated it on the next line.

d. Orwell inserted a superscript reference here referring again to note 1 following ‘The Prevention of Literature.’

e. Macdonald did not reprint any of this essay, but when Orwell compiled this list he still expected its publication; see headnote and 3160, n. 1.

3324.To Gwen O’Shaughnessy

1. Dr. Gwen O’Shaughnessy, widow of Eileen Blair’s brother, Laurence (‘Eric’) O’Shaughnessy, killed tending the wounded at Dunkirk, 1940.

2. Dr. Bruce Dick, specialist in charge of the Thoracic Unit at Hairmyres Hospital. David Astor recalled that Orwell discovered that Dick ‘had been on the opposite side to him on the Spanish civil war, and he decided not to engage in political talk. He was half amused that he’d fallen into the hands of a doctor who was completely disapproving of him’ (Remembering Orwell, 199). This might be construed as indicating that Dick had served in Spain but in a letter to Ian Angus, 10 September 1996, Dr. James Williamson (see n. 3) thought that ‘bunkum.… I have never heard of this nor do I think it at all likely … I cannot see him dashing off to Franco’s side … I never heard him mention politics, Spain or Franco let alone the Civil War.’

3. In Remembering Orwell, Professor James Williamson, who was a junior doctor in the Thoracic Unit at Hairmyres Hospital when Orwell was a patient, describes Orwell’s condition and treatment, and the technique of paralysing the phrenic nerve, which controls the expansion and contraction of the lung:

It was a fairly trivial operation: you could do it in five minutes. You just pull the muscle aside, expose the nerve, and tweak it with a pair of forceps. The patient would get one sudden pain, and the diaphragm would jump, and that was the diaphragm paralysed for three to six months, until the nerve recovered again. Then we pumped air into his abdomen. The diaphragm was pushed up by this, and the lungs were collapsed. You put anything from four hundred to seven hundred cc of air in, under low pressure, with a special machine, through a needle which was a fairly elephantine-looking thing, a hollow needle about three inches long, actually. The first time you did it, you used a local anesthetic,° because you had to go very cautiously and advance it very slowly. But after that you just stuck it in, because patients agreed that if it was done expertly, one sharp jab was better than all this fiddling about with anesthetics and things.

I remember he used to dread each ‘refill’ and couldn’t relax at all when he was on the table. But he never complained. In fact we all noticed how much self-control he had. There was never a gasp, or any kind of noise from him when we did this.

I don’t think he would ever have been terribly infectious. The person who is highly infectious is the person who is coughing a lot, whose sputum has a lot of TB bacilli in it. He wasn’t coughing a lot, nor was his sputum, as I remember it, terribly strongly positive. But he would still be a potential danger to other people, particularly to young people like his son.

Most patients made much use of sputum mugs but Orwell’s tuberculosis was not of that kind, and Williamson did not recall his having a sputum mug on his bedside locker: ‘Mind you, I don’t think there was any room for anything on his bedside locker because there were always books everywhere’ (197–98). See also 3376, n. 1.

4. For Bill Dunn, see 3235, n. 2.

5. Georges Kopp had been Commandant of the POUM militia in which Orwell served in the Spanish civil war. They had remained friends and Kopp had married Gwen O’Shaughnessy’s half-sister, Doreen. At this time the Kopps were running a farm at Biggar outside Edinburgh; see 2999, n. 1.

 
3325. To Julian Symons

1. Bill Dunn.

2. Sir Richard Rees, who is also described by Bill Dunn as a sleeping partner in Remembering Orwell, 183, and Orwell Remembered, 232. Rees put in £1,000, about half of which was spent on a lorry, at Rees’s suggestion (Orwell Remembered, 234).

3. A.J. A. Symons: His Life and Speculations (1950). A.J. A. Symons (1900–1941), scholar and bibliophile (he edited Book-Collector’s Quarterly with Desmond Flower, 1930–34), was a well-known personality of the London literary scene. He is now best known for The Quest for Corvo: An Experiment in Biography(1934).

4. Tosco Fyvel (1907–1985), writer, editor, journalist, and broadcaster, met Orwell in January 1940 and they became good friends; he was said to have known and understood Orwell better than anyone; see 2654, n. 1. Fyvel was the son of an early Zionist leader who was associated with Theodor Herzl, the founder of Zionism. Unsurprisingly, Fyvel was actively pro- Zionist, especially in the years immediately after World War II, and on this subject he and Orwell disagreed sharply. Fyvel records that Orwell astonished the editorial board of Tribune by calling Zionists ‘a bunch of Wardour Street Jews who have a controlling influence over the British press’ (Wardour Street being ‘a somewhat pejorative shorthand term for the ailing British film industry’). Kimche found it impossible to convince Orwell how wrong he was about ‘Wardour Street Jews,’ how little they represented Anglo-Jewry, and how few were Zionists. Later, Fyvel conceded ‘that in 1946 [Orwell] foresaw more clearly than I how Zionism would lead to Israeli militarism’ (Tosco Fyvel, George Orwell: A Personal Memoir, 1982, 96, 140, and 204). Jon Kimche (1909–1994), author and journalist, was acting editor of Tribune, 1942–46, editor, 1946–1948 and editor of the Jewish Observer, 1952–67. He and Orwell worked together at Booklovers’ Corner, 1934–35. He contributes several reminiscences to Remembering Orwell. See also 212, n. 8.

5. R. H. S. Crossman (1907–1974), scholar, journalist, and left-wing politician (Labour M.P., 1945–55); assistant editor of The New Statesman, 1938–55. Strenuous efforts were made to stop the publication of his political diaries (4 vols., 1975–81). See also 639, n. 7.

6. Michael Foot (1913–), left-wing politician, writer, and journalist; M.P., 1945–55 and 1960–92. He was appointed managing director of Tribune in 1945, when Aneurin Bevan became a member of the post-war Labour Cabinet, and served as editor 1948–52 and 1955–60. Fyvel described him as ‘a superb journalist, but I would not in 1945 have guessed at his future rise to political eminence’: he became Leader of the Labour Party, in Opposition, in 1980, but resigned when the party was defeated at the General Election in 1983. See also 2955, n. 2. Fyvel commented on this letter: ‘Flattered though I should have been to be coupled with the future leader of the Labour Party, this was fantasy … by 1948, I had opted out of the political side of Tribune and … [was] as strongly pro-American and opposed to Left-wing anti-Americanism as Orwell was’ (Fyvel, George Orwell, 139, 158).

7. ‘In Defence of Comrade Zilliacus’; see 3254.

3327. To Leonard Moore

1. Dated ‘3.1.47’ in error.

2. Unidentified.

3. ‘Politics vs. Literature: An Examination of Gulliver’s Travels,’ Polemic, 5, September–October 1946; see 3089.

3328. To Edmund Wilson

1. Edmund Wilson (1895–1972), critic, essayist, novelist, short-story writer, and poet of individualistic Marxist persuasion. Among his most important critical books are Axel’s Castle (1931), on Symbolist poets; To the Finland Station (1940), on the intellectuals who paved the way for the Russian Revolution; The Triple Thinkers (1938), on multiple meanings in the work of certain writers; The Wound and the Bow (1941), on art and neuroses; The Boys in the Back Room (1941), on contemporary American novelists; Patriotic Core (1962), on the literature of the American Civil War; and O Canada: An American’s Notes on Canadian Culture (1965). Several volumes of his short essays were collected; he edited some of F. Scott Fitzgerald’s work and wrote a sharp attack on the methods employed in the editing of American literature (The Fruits of the M.L.A., 1968); a number of his plays were published and also several volumes of poetry. Probably his best-remembered non-critical work is the collection of short stories Memoirs of Hecate County (1946). He reviewed for The New Yorker (care of which Orwell addressed this letter), 1944–48. See also Orwell’s later letters to Wilson, 3343 and 3345.

2. Van Wyck Brooks (1886–1963), American critic and biographer, winner of the Pulitzer Prize for The Flowering of New England (1936). As early as January 1931, Orwell had expressed interest in Mark Twain when writing to Max Plowman; see 102. The book he refers to here was The Ordeal of Mark Twain (1920).

3. Perhaps ‘frequently’ is a slight exaggeration. Orwell mentions Wilson’s essay on Kipling (later collected in The Wound and the Bow) in his own essay on Kipling, Horizon, February 1942 (see 948) and reviewed The Wound and the Bow in The Observer, 10 May 1942 (see 1151). Wilson had reviewed Dickens, Dali & Others in The New Yorker, 25 May 1946, and Animal Farm, 7 September 1946, also in The New Yorker. Wilson acutely recognises Orwell’s contradictory gifts in the first of these reviews. He said that he had heard that in England Orwell was described as ‘a combination of Leftism and Blimpism’: that was perfectly true, he said, and with his talent as essayist, journalist, and novelist, made Orwell ‘a unique figure among the radical intellectuals of the turbid thirties and forties. It has also made him sometimes slightly ridiculous, but his not fearing to appear ridiculous is one of the good things about him,’ for he is not like so many who have ‘mastered all the right sets of answers’ and have thus slipped easily ‘into all the right attitudes.’ Though ‘one frequently finds him quite unintelligent about matters that are better understood by less interesting and able critics,’ yet he has those good English qualities, now coming to seem old-fashioned: ‘readiness to think for himself, courage to speak his mind, the tendency to deal with concrete realities rather than theoretical positions, and a prose style that is both downright and disciplined’; what he does and does not like ‘make, in their own way, a fairly reliable guide, for they suggest an ideal of the man of good will.’

 
3329. To George Woodcock

1. The Freedom Defence Committee, of which Orwell was Vice-Chairman; George Woodcock, Secretary; and Herbert Read, Chairman. The FDC’s Bulletins for Spring and Autumn 1948 (Nos. 6 and 7), though reporting efforts to help other unpopular causes—deserters, Polish ‘recalcitrants’ (its quotes), Dr. Alan Nunn May, and Norman Baillie-Stewart—surprisingly make no mention of ‘Mosley & Co.’

2. comes ] to come

3330. To Helmut Klöse

1. Karl Schnetzler; see 534A, headnote and 2893.

3331. To Mary Fyvel

1. Although the war had ended 2½ years earlier, food was still strictly rationed; see 3017, n. 3 and 3332, n. 3.

2. Amersham is in Buckinghamshire.

3332. To Celia Kirwan

1. The first time was when Orwell went into Uxbridge Cottage Hospital just before Christmas 1933 with pneumonia.

2. The Café aux Deux Magots, much frequented by writers, on the Boulevard Saint-Germain in Paris.

3. At the end of August 1947, because of the grave financial crisis, the Labour government reduced food rations, and banned pleasure motoring and holidays abroad. Clement Attlee, the Prime Minister, said, ‘I have no easy words for the nation. I cannot say when we shall emerge into easier times.’ On 29 September, the Midlands was deprived of power for one day a week to cut fuel costs. On 9 October 1947, the government cut the bacon ration to one ounce a week. The following month the potato ration was cut to 3 pounds per week. These were among the steps taken to reduce foreign indebtedness, especially in dollars.

4. Inez Holden; see Orwell’s letter to Celia Kirwan, 7 December 1947, 3312.
 
3333. To Anthony Powell

1. Orwell had asked Powell if he could find a saddle, 29 November 1947; see 3308.

2. Bill Dunn.

3. A review of India Called Them by Lord Beveridge; see 3336.

 
3335. To Eugene Reynal

1. Of Reynal & Hitchcock, New York, publishers of Dickens, Dali & Others (1946), the U.S. edition of Critical Essays.

3336. Review of India Called Them by Lord Beveridge

1. ‘Competition wallah’ was the term applied to those who were admitted to the Indian Civil Service by competitive examination, introduced in 1856, instead of through influence; properly, a competitioner, ‘wallah’ being the Urdu equivalent of the suffix –er, though usually understood by British people to mean a person or fellow.

3337. To David Astor

1. ‘one’ may be ‘we.’

2. Streptomycin was discovered in the United States in 1944 and was at this time being tested in Britain by the Medical Research Council.

3. Board of Trade, which controlled imports, and at this time refused to allow as many as it could, especially if payment was in dollars.

4. Presumably one of the Astor estate staff on Jura.

5. A horse loaned by the Astors to Orwell.

3338. To Philip Rahv

1. This was a letter of 16 January 1948 from Dr. Fritz Eberhard, Leiter des Deutschen Büros für Friedensfragen (Chief of the German Office for Problems Arising from the Peace) concerning a translation of ‘Toward European Unity’ which he had published in the Stuttgarter Rundschau. Partisan Review, which had published the article in its July-August 1947 issue, wrote to him because he had not first obtained permission. This seems either to have been a genuine oversight—because Eberhard had sent Partisan Review sample copies, which was what had drawn their attention to this translation—or a misunderstanding of Orwell’s co-operation as tacit approval to go ahead. Eberhard was anxious to have the matter cleared up and asked Orwell to intercede because of the wish to publish translations of Koestler’s London Letters also. He concluded his letter to Orwell by saying he hoped to meet him in London in February or March if their friend Marjorie Springe could arrange this.

2. Unidentified.

3339. To Fredric Warburg

1. Warburg wrote to Orwell on 2 February 1948 saying that Orwell’s review of India Called Them by Lord Beveridge in The Observer, 1 February (see 3336), ‘gave me heart to write and enquire how you are getting on.’ He said there was nothing they needed to consult about but he would be greatly cheered by ‘a line, however brief, as to how you are and how soon you hope to come out of that wretched hospital.’

3340. To Fredric Warburg

1. This was, presumably, in response to a telegram from Warburg and sent by Orwell after he had posted his letter of 4 February.

3341. To Leonard Moore

1. Nineteen Eighty-Four.

3342. To David Astor

1. The letter is dated only ‘Monday.’ There is an annotation, not in Orwell’s hand, at its top left corner, ‘5.40–7.26 WES 3316’ and below that telephone number, another, ‘SLO.5613.’

2. Not traced.

3. Donald and Katie Darroch; see 3003, n. 2.

4. Robin and Margaret Fletcher; see 3025, n. 2.

3343. To Edmund Wilson

1. See Orwell’s letter, 3 January 1948 and notes to it, 3328.

2. The Ordeal of Mark Twain, first published in 1920.

3. Coming Up for Air, in the Uniform Edition, published 13 May 1948.

3344. To David Astor

1. Dated only ‘Sat.’ The Van Gogh Exhibition opened at the Tate Gallery, London, on 10 December 1947 and ran to 14January 1948; it visited Birmingham, 24 January to 14 February 1948, and Glasgow—near where Orwell was in hospital—20 February to 14 March 1948. This letter is so fresh with hope that it must surely have been written before the course of streptomycin began: that, he wrote to Middleton Murry on 20 February 1948, had ‘just started’; and contrast the tone of this letter and that to Murry. Saturday, 14 February, is, therefore, the most likely date for this letter. That also must place the letter here dated 16 February 1948 to that particular Monday; see 3349.

3345. To Edmund Wilson

1. Addressed to Wilson at The New Yorker, in New York City, and readdressed to him at Hotel Vendome, 160 Commonwealth Avenue, Boston. The letter shows, in addition to the repetition of ‘war,’ two false starts, both scored through (and not transcribed here).

2. See Orwell’s letter to Wilson, 12 February 1948, 3343 and 3328, n. 3.

3. See 3328, endnote.

4. For The English People, see 2475; for W. J. Turner, 1743, n. 1.

3347. Notes for ‘Marx and Russia’

1. “What is Communism?” is the title of J. P. Plamenatz’s book, discussed by Orwell in ‘Marx and Russia’; see 3346.

2. The contexts in which this abbreviation is used show clearly by comparison with the completed article that Orwell is referring to Plamenatz—‘Mr P.’

3. Words underlined in the manuscript in the Second Literary Notebook are set in roman here and elsewhere.

3349. To David Astor

1. For dating, see 3344, n. 1.

2. May and Baker, manufacturers of pharmaceuticals; their initials were a shorthand means of referring to sulphonamides. see 3223, n. 2.

3. David Astor wrote to Dr. Dick on 19 February 1948 thanking him for encouraging Orwell—he referred to him as ‘Blair’—to get the streptomycin and offering to help in getting anything else that would aid Orwell’s recovery. He made it clear that he wished to pay for any drugs that would help and said he was ‘in communication with Blair on this’ and trying to convince him to accept help. He asked Dick not to discuss payment with Orwell, ‘as I think the only possibility of persuading him to be reasonable is that it should be a very private matter between him and me.’ He could make another visit to Hairmyres Hospital, he said, ‘this coming Sunday [22 February] or on Sunday, 7th March,’ the latter being slightly more convenient. Was Orwell doing too much work, he asked; he could either increase or decrease it as would prove desirable. A letter from Henry R. Whitney, in New York, 11 February 1948, informed Astor that 70 grams of streptomycin had been sent to Dr. Dick ‘by Air Mail via separate planes’ on that day. He had also arranged for three shipments of care parcels to be sent and various food parcels and parcels of clothing, shoes, and vitamins to various people in Britain and on the Continent. One care parcel had been sent to Orwell on 19 December 1947.

4. There is a punch-hole in the letter which takes out what is evidently a ‘K’ here and ‘rst’ of ‘first,’ below.

5. Arthur Koestler; see 3338.

6. ‘Basic’ petrol was the amount allowed before supplements for special purposes were added. see 3360 for petrol allowance and miles per gallon.

3350. To John Middleton Murry

1. The Free Society (1948), in which Murry came close to approving war against the Soviet Union, contrary to his long-held pacifist views and hence E. L. Allen’s Pacifism and the Free Society: A Reply to John Middleton Murry (1948). See Orwell’s letter to Murry, 5 March 1948, 3358, and the final paragraph of his letter to Dwight Macdonald, 7 March 1948, 3359.

3351. To Fredric Warburg

1. Warburg wrote on 25 February 1948 to say that he had virtually completed arrangements to come to Glasgow on the night of 9 March and he expected to be at the hospital soon after 2:00 P.M. on the 10th. He enclosed a copy of The Edge of Darkness by John Prebble (1915–), which Secker & Warburg was publishing on 8 April 1948 and which he described as ‘one of the best war novels to come out of the late war.’

3352. Hairmyres Hospital Timetable

1. It is not possible to date this timetable precisely, but it must have been written after Orwell began his course of streptomycin injections on 19 or 20 February 1948. This is therefore a convenient, rather than a precise, position to place it.

3353. To Fredric Warburg

1. ‘weeks’ substituted for ‘months,’ which has been crossed out.

3353A. To Lydia Jackson

1. Gwen O’Shaughnessy, Eileen’s sister-in-law and widow of her brother, Laurence. She lived at Greenwich.

2. Titley was one of Orwell’s neighbours at Wallington; he is referred to by Orwell in his Domestic Diary, 518, 6.4.40. It is unlikely that they had met for several years.

3. Pat Donahue was a friend of Lydia Jackson’s; they rented Orwell’s cottage at Wallington; see 2666. She is described by Lydia Jackson in her autobiography (written under her pen-name, Elisaveta Fen), A Russian England, 398–99, 421–27, and 446–48.

3354. To Gleb Struve

1. Gleb Struve (1898–1985) had in 1947 been appointed Professor of Slavic Languages and Literature at the University of California, Berkeley. See 2421, n. 1.

2. Presumably the Mandelstam sketches referred to in Orwell’s letter to Struve of 21 April 1948; see 3387.

3. 60,000 copies were published in May 1944. It was out of print by March 1953 (Willison).

4. The Uniform Edition was published by Secker & Warburg in January 1949. Harcourt, Brace published 3,000 copies of a ‘new’ American edition by photolitho-offset from the Uniform Edition, 19 January 1950; a second impression of 2,000 copies was published on 5 April 1951 (Willison).

5. Publication of this English translation of Yevgeny Zamyatin’s We (written in 1920) fell through, so Orwell did not review an English edition. see 3387, n. 3.

3355. To Hermon Ould

1. Hermon Leonard Ould (1885 or 86–1951), playwright and translator, was General Secretary of the International P.E.N. Club from 1926. Desmond MacCarthy, President, International P.E.N. Club (P.E.N. = Poets, Playwrights, Editors, Essayists and Novelists), wrote to Orwell on 15 January 1948 asking him to become a member. He had asked Orwell to join two years earlier; see Orwell’s letter to Arthur Koestler, 13 April 1946, 2973. Orwell must have replied about 24 January 1948, agreeing to join, for on 26 January Ould wrote to Orwell saying he was sure MacCarthy would be glad Orwell would join even though he could take no part in celebrations or organisational work. On 16 February 1948, Ould wrote again to say that the Executive Committee had elected him and asked him for the entrance fee of £1.1s and annual subscription of £2.12.6, if possible by banker’s order form. Orwell’s application form has survived (at the Harry Ransom Humanities Research Center, University of Texas at Austin). He gave his address as Barnhill and his qualifications as ‘Writer, journalist (publishers Secker & Warburg).’ Ould acknowledged Orwell’s banker’s order on 2 March 1948 and sent him his membership card.

3356. Review of The Atlantic Islands by Kenneth Williamson

1. A plebiscite voted for independence, but the Lagting (a combined parliament and jury) overturned that result, and in 1948 The Faroes became self-governing within Danish jurisdiction. The population has continued to increase.

3357. To Emilio Cecchi

1. For Emilio Cecchi, see 3178, n. 1. He annotated Orwell’s letter, ‘sped[ito] art[icolo] 24 novem. 1949’ (sent article 24 November 1949).

2. A punch-hole has removed these letters.

3358. To John Middleton Murry

1. The Free Society; see 3350, n. 1.

 
3359. To Dwight Macdonald

1. Letter not traced; Orwell also drew Warburg’s attention to Macdonald’s book, Henry Wallace: The Man and the Myth (New York, 1948); see 3362, n. 1.

2. Henry Wallace (1888–1965), who had been Vice-President, was superseded by Harry S. Truman for that office. In the 1948 election he became the candidate of the left-wing Progressive Party, which received over one million popular votes. Thomas E. Dewey was expected to win the election (and a famous headline prematurely showed him as doing so), but Truman won with a two-million majority of the popular vote. See also 3215, n. 1.

3. Coming Up for Air, published in May 1948.

4. Burmese Days; see 3354, n. 4.

5. On 27 February 1948, Klement Gottwald (1896-1953), Communist Prime Minister of Czechoslovakia, announced that the resignation of twelve centre and right-wing ministers had been accepted by President Edvard Beneš (although a week earlier Beneš had stated that there would be no Communist takeover of Czechoslovakia). Jan Masaryk (son of Czechoslovakia’s ‘founding father’) remained Foreign Minister, and attention (and hopes) were focused on him as the means whereby a total victory for the Communists might be averted. However, on 10 March 1948 he was found dead in the courtyard beneath his flat in Prague. The Communist line was that Masaryk had committed suicide in ‘a moment of nervous breakdown.’ Those who opposed the Communist takeover, which had become complete, regarded his death as murder.

6. The Free Society; see 3350, n. 1.

3360. To Anthony Powell

1. Reviewed 17 April 1948; see 3380.

2. Orwell does not appear to have reviewed a novel or the book on Mark Twain for the TLS.

3. The Ordeal of Mark Twain, 1920 edition; see 3328.

4. In his Notes for My Literary Executor, 31 March 1945, Orwell said he did not wish A Clergyman’s Daughter, Keep the Aspidistra Flying, The Lion and the Unicom, and The English People reprinted in the Uniform Edition then being discussed. He also stated, ‘Of course, after I am dead I do not object to cheap editions of any book which may bring in a few pounds for my heirs’; see 2648.

3362. To Leonard Moore

1. Fredric Warburg had visited Orwell, presumably on 10 March, as arranged (see 3351, n. 1), bringing a specimen binding case (or cloth) for the Uniform Edition. Orwell was evidently dismayed to find that a light-green colour had been chosen (see his letter to Julian Symons, 3363). Warburg took note of Orwell’s wish that a darker colour be selected. Orwell had some of his own books rebound in dark blue; these included a presentation copy of Animal Farm for his son, Richard (see George Orwell’s Books, 3734, n. 1). Orwell’s own preference for a dark blue binding has been chosen for this edition of the collected works. Warburg wrote to Orwell on 15 March, expressing ‘real pleasure’ at finding him ‘in better shape and better spirits than I had anticipated.’ He realised that Orwell would require all his patience and control ‘to overcome the obstacles to a complete restoration of health,’ but he did not doubt that Orwell could do that ‘since you still have many books you still wish to write.’ With this letter, Warburg returned Dwight Macdonald’s ‘story’ of Henry Wallace (see 3359), ‘a grim and horrifying portrait which reminds one so very, very much of a certain editor of a Leftist weekly known to both of us.’ He offered to send Orwell ‘books, magazines or any other commodity’ he would like and gave him the address of Robert Giroux, at Harcourt, Brace (who would later prepare the U.S. edition of Nineteen Eighty-Four for the press). He reported that he had spent a couple of pleasant days in Edinburgh with Richard Rees after leaving Orwell, and commented on ‘how much politer the Scots are than the English, and particularly the Londoners!’ In his reference to ‘a certain editor of a Leftist weekly,’ Warburg presumably had Kingsley Martin in mind; see 2105, n. 1 and Bernard Crick’s Introduction to Unwelcome Guerrilla: George Orwell and the New Statesman—An Anthology, edited by Alan George (1984).

3363. To Julian Symons

1. It is not clear which are these two articles and which are the two referred to by Orwell in his letter to George Woodcock, 24 May 1948, 3403. The tenses may help: here Orwell says ‘I did write’ and on 24 May he says ‘I have two long articles on hand.’ Some jottings on the inside back cover of Orwell’s Second Literary Notebook (see 3515) may also be a guide. These notes indicate that he had three articles to write for The Observer, one of 800 words and two of 600 words; he gives no dates by when these were to be written, and because he contributed six pieces to The Observer between 1 February and 6 June, these are not identifiable. He noted that he had an article of 800 to 1,000 words to write for the TLS. This might be the review of Spearhead, 17 April 1948 (see 3380), which is of article length (and much longer than the number of words allotted), or his review of The Novelist as Thinker, 1 August 1948 (see 3436), which is of the right length and in the right chronological position in Orwell’s list; see 3515, n. 58. Three other articles are listed, each with dates by when they must be completed: for Politics and Letters (2,000?) by June 20; for Progressive (2,000), also by June 20; and for Commentary (3,000?) by July 20. These are almost certainly ‘Writers and Leviathan,’ published Summer 1948 (see 3364), which S. N. Levitas had read by 25 May 1948 (see 3410, n. 1); ‘Britain’s Left-Wing Press,’ published (in Madison, Wisconsin) June 1948 (see 3366); and ‘The Labour Government After Three Years,’ published October 1948 (see 3462). It is probable that the two articles referred to in the letter to Symons are ‘Writers and Leviathan’ and ‘Britain’s Left-Wing Press.’ In the letter to Woodcock in May, Orwell may be referring to ‘The Labour Government After Three Years’ and either ‘George Gissing’ (see 3406), intended for Politics and Letters, either No. 4 or 5, but not published (issue 5 did not appear), or ‘Such, Such Were the Joys’ (see 3409). However, Orwell certainly did not expect ‘Such, Such Were the Joys’ to be published in his lifetime, and he may well have thought of it as being more than a sketch. Thus, ‘George Gissing’ is the more likely article referred to.

2. see 3362, n.1.

3. ‘George Eliot and the Crisis of the Novel,’ The Windmill, 1947 [No. 3.; n.d.]. This issue is bound in one volume, dated 1947, in the British Library and it follows two earlier 1947 numbers; the date stamp is ‘22 Dec 47.’ The Windmill was edited by Reginald Moore and Edward Lane (pseudonym of Kay Dick); twelve numbers were published from 1944 to 1948.

4. Rayner Heppenstall’s article was ‘Léon Bloy and the Religious Novel’ according to the cover of Partisan Review, February 1948, but the list of contents and the article itself have the title ‘Two Novels by Léon Bloy.’ The novels were La Femme Pauvre and Le Désespéré. For Bloy, see 3420, n. 4.

5. Politics and Letters, a Review of Literature and Society, was edited by Clifford Collins, Raymond Williams, and Wolf Mankowitz. It incorporated The Critic (produced by the same editors), which ran for only two issues, both in 1947. ‘Writers and Leviathan’ appeared in issue 4, Summer 1948; Orwell’s essay ‘George Gissing’ (see 3406) should have been published in the next issue but that failed to appear.

3364. ‘Writers and Leviathan’

1. For the dating of this essay, see 3363, n. 1; it was No. 5 in a series, Critic and Leviathan. When the essay was reprinted in The New Leader (New York), 19 June 1948, this biographical note was added: ‘George Orwell, distinguished political analyst and literary critic, is the author of “Animal Farm” which caused a furor° in the U.S. when published last year. His other books include the collection of essays, “Dickens, Dali and Others,” and “The Lion and the Unicorn.” Formerly literary editor of the London Tribune, Orwell has led an active career in which he fought in the Spanish Civil War, worked as a teacher, lived in Paris, spent some years in Burma, and was a member of the staff of the British Broadcasting System°. He is also a novelist. This essay, “Writers and Leviathan,” here receives its first American publication; in England, it was printed by “Politics & Letters.”’

3365. Preparatory Notes for ‘Writers and Leviathan’

1. Words underlined in the manuscript are in roman type. A short rule marks the end of a page in Orwell’s Notebook if his notes take more than a single page.

2. Presumably Raymond Williams (1921–1988), one of the three editors of Politics and Letters, although Orwell does not refer to Williams in his article. Williams had written an essay in the first number of Politics and Letters, Summer 1947, ‘The Soviet Literary Controversy.’ He was later appointed a Fellow of Jesus College, and Reader in Drama, Cambridge University. His books include several on aspects of drama and also Culture and Society, 1780–1950 (1958), The Long Revolution (1961), and Orwell (1971), in the Fontana Modern Masters series.

3366. ‘Britain’s Left-Wing Press’

1. Probably written by the time Orwell wrote to Julian Symons, 21 March 1948; see 3363, n. 1. Progressive included this biographical note about Orwell: ‘George Orwell, widely known British critic and author, has had a varied career; at one time or another, he taught school, worked in Burma, lived in Paris, fought in the Spanish Civil War, and served on the staff of the British Broadcasting Company.° He was formerly literary editor of the London Tribune. Orwell is perhaps best known to the U.S. public for his book, “Animal Farm.” Among his other books are “The Lion and the Unicorn” and “Dickens, Dali,° and Others.”’

2. Orwell’s calculations in arriving at these totals can be found in his preparatory notes; see 3361.

3. The Daily Herald was first published on 25 January 1911 and the Daily Worker on 1 January 1930.

4. Orwell probably wrote ‘BBC’ and the American sub-editor, in spelling out these letters, mistakenly took the ‘C’ to stand for ‘Company’ instead of ‘Corporation.’ ‘Company’ would not be an error that Orwell would make.

5. No such evening paper was launched. Orwell lists the three evening papers then published in his notes (see 3361 and see 3361, n, 2).

3367. Preparatory Notes for ‘Britain’s Left-Wing Press’

1. Total of weekday papers originating from London; regional, Scottish, Welsh, and Irish daily papers are not included here or in other totals. The asterisks were added by Orwell; they indicate left-wing papers. The Daily Worker is listed separately in the next column.

2. Total of the three London evening papers. Only the Evening Standard is now published.

3. Total of the London-based Sunday newspapers. ‘News of W.’ is News of the World.

4. In his article Orwell says the Daily Worker’s circulation is uncertain ‘but probably reaches 100,000 at times.’ Presumably for this reason he multiplies by 6 minus I to allow for some overestimate of circulation. See also n. 6.

5. This set of three figures comprises the daily circulations of the three left-wing daily newspapers (Daily Herald, News Chronicle, and the Manchester Guardian), each to be multiplied by six, the products being given immediately below.

6. The circulation of the Daily Worker has not been included in the total. ‘L. W.’ is ‘Left Wing’ [newspapers and journals]. The newspapers are D H, Daily Herald; N C, News Chronicle; and M G, Manchester Guardian; the first two are no longer published, and the last named is now The Guardian. The last three figures are for Reynold’s News, The New Statesman, and Tribune.

3368. To Leonard Moore

1. Orwell is confusing two series of his contributions to Tribune and their ensuing correspondence. On 8 September 1944, he discussed problems of literary patronage and the difficulties facing young writers (see ‘As I Please,’ 41, 2547). Among many correspondents was the editor of The Writer. Orwell attacked schools of journalism on 6 October, 17 November, and 8 December 1944 (see ‘As I Please,’ 43, 48, and 51; 2560, 2519, and 2590) and this led to an acrimonious letter from the director of one such school, Martin Walter; see 2519.

3369. To George Woodcock

1. The three pamphlets were the first, and only, publications in a series, The Porcupine Pamphlets, edited by George Woodcock for the Porcupine Press: The Soul of Man under Socialism by Oscar Wilde, The Slavery of Our Times by Leo Tolstoy, and A Defence of Poetry and a Letter to Lord Ellenborough by Percy Bysshe Shelley. Orwell reviewed The Soul of Man under Socialism in The Observer, 9 May 1948; see 3395. The poems for which Orwell also thanks Woodcock were his book of poems, Imagine the South (1947).

2. Leo Tolstoy (1828-1910). Woodcock’s 1901 was probably caused by a typographic reversal of the last two numbers.

3. The Freedom Defence Committee did do what it could to protest at the way that political records of those in the Civil Service who were alleged to be Communists or Fascists were being investigated. A letter was published in Freedom Defence Committee Bulletin, 7 Autumn 1948, Orwell being one of the signatories; see 3441. This was circulated to the press, but only two low-circulation journals printed it: Socialist Leader, 21 August 1948, and Peace News, 27 August 1948.

4. George Woodcock reprinted almost all this paragraph in his ‘Recollections of George Orwell,’ Northern Review, August-September 1953 (reprinted in Orwell Remembered, 199–210), as an example of Orwell’s concern for civil liberties despite his illness. A typewritten copy of the whole paragraph has survived in the FDC Archives, annotated by Woodcock: ‘3 weeks’ and ‘Davy will write to G.O. later (after review of Wilde’s book)’ see 3388 and 3403. Charles Davy was a sub-editor on The Observer.

5. Woodcock left for Canada in the spring of 1949, where he was to become Professor of English at the University of British Columbia. See 2725, n. 3.

3370. To Celia Kirwan

1. Probably 23 February to 8 March, a period when Avril’s Diary lacks entries.

2. See 3223, n. 2.

3. Les Animaux Partout!, translated by Sophie Dévil (Paris, October 1947); 5,000 copies were printed.

4. Tragédie Birmane, translated by Guillot de Saix (Paris, August 1946); 7,800 copies were printed.

5. Marshal Ney’s statue stands close by where he was executed in 1815. It was erected in 1853 and described by Rodin as the most beautiful in Paris. The Closerie des Lilas, 171 Boulevard du Montparnasse, Paris 6, had its origins as a dance hall in the nineteenth century. It became a café much frequented by famous writers and artists—Mallarmé, Valéry, Verlaine, Sartre, Gide, Braque, Modigliani, and Hemingway (see his Moveable Feast), among others; Lenin and Trotsky played chess there. That era passed after Orwell’s death and it became a very expensive restaurant with an adjacent café-bar. In Down and Out in Paris and London, Orwell, describing his Russian friend Boris, wrote: ‘Boris always talked of the war as the happiest time of his life. … Anything to do with soldiers pleased him. His favourite café was the Closerie des Lilas in Montparnasse, simply because the statue of Marshal Ney stands outside it’ (CW, I, 20). The Closerie des Lilas (‘The Lilac Tree Garden’) possibly underlies the Chestnut Tree Café of Nineteen Eighty-Four, where the former revolutionaries, Jones, Aaronson, and Rutherford while away their last months (CW, IX, 78–81) and where chess could be played: Winston ‘had a nostalgic vision of his corner table [at the Chestnut Tree Café], with the newspaper and the chessboard and the ever-flowing gin’ (306).

3371. To Fredric Warburg

1. Warburg wrote to Orwell on 25 March. In the normal course of events in those days, his letter would have been delivered on Friday, 26 March. That Friday was Good Friday, which in Scotland is not a general holiday. It is possible that the letter was delivered on Good Friday and Orwell, who only dated his letter ‘Friday,’ replied on the same day. Alternatively, the letter may have been written on Friday, 2 April. In favour of the earlier date is the arrival of the first daffodils from Jura. Unfortunately, Avril does not mention when daffodils came out; she records the first snowdrops (9 February), crocus in full bloom (13 March), and the first tulip (14 April). However, she does note that on 24 March Bill Dunn returned to Barnhill from Glasgow. He must have seen Orwell there, and it is likely that that is how Orwell received his first daffodils from Jura.

2. Warburg sent Orwell illustrations for Animal Farm by Vera Bock, which had been intended for a shortened version of the book to be published in Life. That did not come to fruition, and the illustrations were requested by Warburg with the idea of producing an illustrated edition of Animal Farm. Although Warburg and his co-director, Roger Senhouse, admired the illustrations, they decided against using them unless Orwell was particularly keen. ’Every reader,’ wrote Warburg, ‘has his own view on the appearance of the characters … an illustrator, however skillful, could not avoid irritating many.’

3. Almost certainly Michael Felix Kennard’s. Born 1924, Austria (as Michael Koessler), he had come to England in 1938 and was cared for by Fredric Warburg. He had shown his manuscript to Orwell, but in 1992 could not be sure that this particular reference was to him. He had served in the same Home Guard platoon as Orwell and Warburg (see All Authors Are Equal, 35–39, for Warburg’s amusing account of the platoon commanded by Sgt. Orwell, dubbed ‘the Foreign Legion’ owing to its multi-national composition). Befriended by Orwell, with whom he shared an interest in fishing (see Orwell’s letter to him, 7June 1948, 3412), he visited Jura two or three times and also visited Orwell in hospital. Orwell wished him to have his fishing rods, and these were given to Kennard by Avril after Orwell’s death. Kennard, who worked in advertising, designed a number of dust-jackets for Secker & Warburg, including those for Animal Farm and Nineteen Eighty-Four. (Information provided by Michael Kennard.)

In 1960, Fredric Warburg recorded reminiscences of Orwell for the BBC Third Programme, broadcast 2 November 1960. Cut from his recording, but surviving in a transcript in the Orwell Archive, is an account of a conversation between the two men at Hairmyres Hospital that began by Orwell asking how Michael Koessler was getting on. Warburg said ‘pretty well, but he’s not very happy because he really wants to be a farmer.’ Orwell was puzzled: ‘He’s a Jewish boy,’ he said. ‘I’m surprised he’s interested in farming. I should have thought he was more interested in money, making money in a direct way.’ Warburg told him that that was not so and went on to tell the interviewer, Rayner Heppenstall, that this exchange revealed particularly clearly how Orwell’s mind worked. Orwell, said Warburg, ‘placed people and events and structures in categories—sort of platonic ideas. And to him a Jew was a man who was primarily interested in making money, and a Communist was a man who followed Stalin, and everything—a Frenchman, a Russian, a Jew, a Christian, a Trotskyist—everybody in his mind had a pattern, a rigid pattern, and it was very difficult for him to believe that they could ever depart from this pattern … this was the strength and the weakness of Orwell as a thinker and as a writer: that everything in his mind was arranged rather tidily in closely-knit, clearly-defined, ideas.’ To Warburg, this anecdote about Koessler was the ‘most significant illumination … about [Orwell’s] way of thinking.’

3372. To Ivor Brown

1. Ivor Brown (1891–1974), editor of The Observer, see 1480, n. 2.

2. C. E. M. Joad (1891–1953), philosopher and polemicist with a gift for giving his subjects a popular appeal, was a long-serving member of the BBC radio programme ‘The Brains Trust.’ Decadence: A Philosophical Inquiry was published in London, 1948, in New York, 1949.

3. One of the pamphlets from George Woodcock that Orwell acknowledged in his letter of 23 March 1948; see 3369 and 3369, n. 1. The Soul of Man Under Socialism was first published in the Fortnightly Review, February 1891.

3373. To Sally McEwan

1. Sally McEwan (d. 1987), at one time a secretary at Tribune, stayed at Barnhill with her daughter in 1946; see 3027, n. 1.

2. Orwell mistakenly wrote 1947–8.

3374. Diary

1. skull ] replaces brain which was crossed through

2. Ac the start ] replaces To begin with which was crossed through

3. consecutive ] interlinear insertion

4. It would …if] interlinear insertion

5. thinking ] originally followed by this would seem natural which was crossed through

6. What happens … more so ] replaces You can think, and do think just as intensely as usual which was crossed through

7. always inappropriate words ] replaces you can only use them clumsily which was crossed through

8. feed ] replaces supply which was crossed through

9. areas ] replaces blood vessels which was crossed through

3375. To David Astor

1. Possibly Politics and Letters, to which Orwell had contributed ‘Writers and Leviathan’ see 3364. The journal ceased with the issue in which his article was published, Summer 1948.

2. A horse on loan from the Astors.

3376. To Mrs. David Astor

1. Professor James Williamson, who was a junior doctor at Hairmyres Hospital when Orwell was a patient (see 3324, n. 3), remembers the arrival of the streptomycin and its effect on Orwell (Remembering Orwell, 200).

I think it was a hundred grams we got, which would have been enough to start him off. He got, I think, one injection a day, an intramuscular injection. Or it may have been half a gram twice a day. Anyway, he seemed to be perking up, but within a short space of time he developed this fearful allergic reaction. He came out in a generalized skin rash; his whole skin became red and inflamed and itching, and his mouth became inflamed, and ulcers appeared and his eyes were all red, and his hair started to come out. But he was very stoical about it. I mean, most people would have been round the bend with that.

Subsequently we learned that if somebody got an allergic reaction, you could desensitize them by going back and starting with a tiny dose, and giving a slightly larger dose the next day, and so on, just verging on an allergic reaction. But we didn’t know that at the time. So his drugs were given to two other patients at the hospital. If it had been two or three years later, it would have been pretty easy to cure his TB. But you see, he might still have died from a hemorrhage because the hemorrhage was really a sort of indirect result of the TB. You can actually die of a hemorrhage although the TB is cured, because if you have an area of the lung where there is an artery crossing, and that area is exposed and eroded because of the damage done by the old TB, then you can bleed to death from that. In the end, when he left us, he was in fact a bit better. We did get his sputum negative, you see.

In a note for Professor Crick, written many years later, Dr Williamson said that Orwell’s TB was ‘pretty “chronic” … It was not the type that would have largely cleared with effective drug treatment and he would always have been breathless and incapacitated’ (Crick, 3rd edition (1992), 602).

3377. To David Astor

1. William Gallacher, The Rolling of the Thunder (published November 1947 and February 1948). C. E. M. Joad, Decadence: A Philosophical Inquiry; see 3372, n. 2. Gallacher (1881-1965) was a Communist Party M. P., 1935–1950. From 1935 to 1945 he was the only Communist M. P.; he was then joined by Phil Piratin (1907–1995). Both lost their seats in 1950.

3379. To David Astor

1. Alternative dates for this undated letter are 14, 21, 28 April 1948. In his letter to Astor, on 4 May 1948 Orwell writes of having had his fourth negative test.

2. Probably his review of Wilde’s The Soul of Man under Socialism; see 3395.

3380. Review of Spearhead: Ten Years’ Experimental Writing in America, edited by James Laughlin

1. This review was published anonymously, as was then the custom of the TLS. Orwell had written to James Laughlin (1914–) on 16 July 1940 (see 659) in response to Laughlin’s request that he might publish Orwell’s essay on Henry Miller, ‘Inside the Whale.’ Laughlin was the publisher of New Directions books, and Orwell’s essay appeared in New Directions in Prose and Poetry (1940).

2. Cummings’s lines (Poems 1923–1954) should read (closed up as shown):

line 1: our president, being of which

1. 4: into a dungeon, where he died

1. 5: Christ(of His mercy infinite)

1. 6: i pray to see;and Olaf, too

1. 9: more brave than me:more blond than you.

3. From Let Us Now Praise Famous Men (Boston, MA, 1941).

3381. Preparatory Notes for Review of Spearhead

1. Orwell has marked these two lines to be transferred to the start of the fourth note, before ‘On the defensive. ’

2. Orwell spelt this ‘Rexwroth.’

3382. To Leonard Moore

1. Elizabeth R. Otis, Orwell’s U.S. agent for contributions to journals.

2. For Orwell’s reaction to Rousset’s book and Roger Senhouse’s translation, see 3393.

3. Owing to the financial crisis, paying for goods from abroad sought by individuals was difficult if not impossible.

3383. To Philip Rahv

1. Rahv had written on 29 March 1948. He imagined ‘England’ a very poor place for sick people at the present time. Arthur Koestler was in America, he said, and enjoying himself so much he thought he might stay permanently [which he did not], but that meant the London Letter was not being written, and he wondered whether Humphrey Slater would be an appropriate person to take it over. He asked whether Orwell had thought of visiting America—there was every kind of climate available and many people in America who would very much like to meet him. He asked how Orwell’s novel was getting on and whether he had anything he could publish in Partisan Review. Koestler’s last London Letter appeared in January 1948. Rahv followed Orwell’s recommendation, and Slater contributed the next London Letter to Partisan Review, in the July 1948 issue.

2. Hugh (Humphrey) Slater (1906–1958) edited Polemic, 1945–47. See 731, n. 1.

3. Mark Benney, pseudonym for Henry Ernest Degras (1910–) became famous with his book Low Company: Describing the Evolution of a Burglar (1936), which he had written in prison. He became a figure on the London literary scene for a time. Shortly after the war he became a professor of social science in the United States.

3384. Diary

1. How… doesn’t] replaces Astonishing vagaries of memory which was crossed through

2. apparent ] replaces particular which was crossed through

3. or other] replaces during the war which was crossed through

4. there were danger of some ] interlinear insertion

5. whole ] interlinear insertion

6. my having remembered] replaces the fact that I remembered which was crossed through

7. is ] originally followed by the sudden reappearance of this episode in my mind after it had been forgotten for years which was crossed through

8. memory ] originally followed by I was aware that it had never crossed my mind for years past. which was crossed through

9. suddenly ] replaces simply which was crossed through

10. five ] replaces four which was crossed through

3385. To Roger Senhouse

1. Of Burmese Days. The Penguin edition of 1944 followed the first, U.S., edition of 1934, in the main; the Gollancz edition of 1935 was modified for fear of libel actions and therefore ‘garbled,’ to use Orwell’s description. However, it did include genuine revisions by Orwell. The Secker & Warburg edition introduced a number of errors. See Textual Note to CW, II.

2. see 3382 and, for Senhouse’s response, 3393, n. 1.

3. The Edge of Darkness, published by Secker & Warburg, 8 April 1948; see 3351, n. 1.

3386. To Julian Symons

1. Chocolate and sweets were then severely rationed. Their rationing ended on 24 April 1949, but soon after, on 14 July, it was re-imposed at four ounces a week.

2. see 3292, n. 2 regarding Orwell’s writing on Gissing, and headnote to 3406.

3. Orwell read the proofs for the Penguin edition of Burmese Days in December 1943; see CW, II, Textual Note, 309.

4. Mahatma (Mohandas Karamchand) Gandhi (1869–1948), a major figure in the struggle for Indian independence and a continuing force in Indian life after his death. He was fatally shot on 30 January 1948 by a Hindu fanatic. See Orwell’s ‘Reflections on Gandhi,’ Partisan Review, January 1949, 3516.

3387. To Gleb Struve

1. Presumably the Mandelstam sketches mentioned later in the letter.

2. An English translation, by Gregory Zilboorg, was, in fact, published in New York by E. P. Dutton in 1924 and reprinted the following year. It was republished in 1952 with an introduction by Peter Rudy and a preface by Marc Slonim. Although Orwell knew of the U.S. edition, he had not seen it. The French translation, Nous autres, which Orwell reviewed in Tribune, 4 January 1946 (see 2841), was published in Paris in 1929. The first ‘book edition’ in Russian was not published until 1952, and then in New York, but it did appear in an émigré journal in 1927. See Orwell’s letters to Fredric Warburg and Gleb Struve, 22 November 1948, 3495 and 3496.

3. Yevgeny Zamyatin (see 2841, n. 1) came to England in 1916 to supervise the building of Russian icebreakers in the northeast of England and Scotland. He wrote two satires on English life, The Islanders, written in England in 1917, and The Fisher of Men, written in 1918 on his return to Russia. The first is set in Jesmond, near Newcastle upon Tyne and the second in Chiswick. A translation by Sophie Fuller and Julian Sacchi was published in 1984. In their introduction, the translators refer to Zamyatin’s having written several articles on H. G. Wells, ‘whose visions of the future were echoed in Zamyatin’s We. In its turn, We was to influence … 1984’; and ‘Islanders was in many ways a starting point for We.’

4. Struve had gone to California in 1947 to take up a university appointment; see 3354, n. 1.

5. The postscript is written at the head of this letter.

3388. To George Woodcock

1. Assonance, or vocalic rhyme, is, properly speaking, the like sound of vowels in pairs or groups of syllables whose consonants differ—i.e., the kind of rhyme Orwell prefers: fate-shape. The open-broken example is one of the very rare examples of such rhyme in the Sonnets of Shakespeare (No. 61, lines 1 and 3).

2. Charles Davy wrote again to Orwell on 19 May 1948 noting that E. M. Forster had resigned from the National Council for Civil Liberties and wondering whether Orwell could use this in his article about the Freedom Defence Committee, about which he had recently written to him. He suggested Orwell say that the purge of the Civil Service was compelling people concerned with civil liberties to re-think their attitude; that the NCCL had been infiltrated by Communists; and also might give some account of the work of the Freedom Defence Committee. Davy had not spoken to the editor about this particular idea (this outline, presumably), but he had mentioned it, and the editor would accept a short article. See letters to Woodcock, 3369, 3369, n. 4, and 3403.

3. The National Council for Civil Liberties ‘had become virtually a Communist Front organization, certainly reluctant to defend the critics of the comrades.’ This led to the foundation of the Freedom Defence Committee, which survived until 1949, when ‘counter-purges had been successful in the NCCL’ (Crick, 497).

4. The postscript is written at the head of this letter.

3389. To Leonard Moore

1. Orwell’s letter has been annotated in Moore’s office indicating that copies were sent to him, his sister, and those listed below, on 3 May 1948. see 3433.

3390. To John Middleton Murry

1. It survived until 1955.

2. Orwell reviewed Sitwell’s Great Morning in the July-September 1948 issue of The Adelphi; see 3418.

3391. To Leonard Moore

1. Presumably L’Univers Concentrationnaire by David Rousset; for Orwell’s response to this book and its translation, see 3393.

2. For complimentary copies of the Uniform Edition of Coming Up for Air. The letter is annotated to indicate that Moore’s office sent Symons his copy on 3 May 1948.

3392. To Dwight Macdonald

1. Macdonald had written on 23 April 1948 and he sent a parcel of books by separate mail. He mentions two of these in his letter: Joseph Wood Krutch, Samuel Johnson (1944) and T. Polner, Tolstoy and His Wife, translated by N. Wreden (1945). These, he wrote, ‘are two of the best modern biographies I know,’ especially the first. He asked Orwell if he shared his ‘private enthusiasm for Dr. Johnson.’ Orwell did not respond to this in his reply. Krutch (1893–1970) was drama critic to The Nation, 1924–51. Polner’s book was among those owned by Orwell at his death.

2. Gandhi had been assassinated on 30 January 1948; see 3386, n. 4.

3. Walter Philip Reuther (1907–1970), President of the United Automobile Workers of America, 1946–70; President of the Congress of Industrial Organizations, 1952–55. He was one of those instrumental in the merger of the CIO with the American Federation of Labor in 1955 and served as Vice-President of the AFL-CIO until, in disagreement with the President of the organization, he took the UAW out. He had worked in a Soviet car factory for two years in the 1930s, but later was critical of the Soviets. He was killed when his plane crashed in fog.

4. Esprit was a periodical launched in 1932 by Emmanuel Mounier (see n. 6) ‘to close the gap between communist and non-communist Frenchmen.’ At the same time, Mounier inaugurated ‘the Personalist movement, a non-party philosophy between Marxism and Existentialism’ (J. F. Falvey, The Penguin Companion to Literature (1969), II, 553).

5. John Macmurray (1891–1976), Grote Professor of the Philosophy of Mind and Logic, University of London, 1929–44; Professor of Moral Philosophy, University of Edinburgh, 1944–58. His many books include The Philosophy of Communism (1933), The Structure of Religious Experience (1936), Challenge to the Churches (1941), and Constructive Democracy (1943). In Orwell’s pamphlet collection is a copy of his Peace Aims Pamphlet Foundations of Economic Reconstruction (1942).

6. Emmanuel Mounier (1905–1950), writer, literary critic, intellectual leader in the French Resistance, was a Roman Catholic and Marxist sympathiser and the founder of the journal Esprit (see n. 4). He was influenced by Bergson and Péguy (see 3420, n. 5), and, with others, published La Pensée de Charles Péguy (1931), several books on Personalism, and some 170 articles. He advocated economic revolution, a new socialist system, respect for the individual, and an active Roman Catholic Church in order to implement ethical values appropriate to the age. He particularly addressed the needs of apathetic and disorientated post-war youth (J. F. Falvey, see n. 4).

7. Orwell had suggested to Gollancz that he publish Macdonald’s Henry Wallace: The Man and the Myth (see 3359; for Wallace, see 3359, n. 2). Macdonald told Orwell that, though Gollancz was at first enthusiastic, he had written later saying he could not get the book out in time. ‘God knows why he couldn’t have figured that out first, but publishers don’t seem, as a class, overly intelligent. ’ The book was doing badly in the United States, having sold only 3,500 copies in two months despite good reviews. However, Macdonald was having ‘a lot of fun’ speaking at colleges on Wallace ‘to expose the man’s lies and demagogy, and the almost 100% Commie entourage which writes his speeches.’

8. The text of Macdonald’s letter that has survived is a carbon copy. It contains no reference to Owen, so that may well have been in a postscript added only to the top copy, perhaps prompted by Macdonald’s writing out the address of Hairmyres Hospital. Robert Owen (1771–1858), born and died in Wales, a successful Lancashire cotton manufacturer, established the model industrial town of New Lanark in Scotland, with good living conditions for the employees complete with non-profitmaking shops. He was a pioneer of the co-operative movement and an early socialist. He took over the town of Harmonie in Indiana in 1825, renamed it New Harmony, and for three years endeavoured to establish a co-operative community there. It was beset with quarrels and, having lost much money, he returned to Britain in 1828.

9. A leaflet issued in connection with a proposed series of meetings—the first had by then been held—‘on the Russian culture purge. Speakers: Nicolas Nabokov, Meyer Schapiro, Lionel Trilling, and myself. It was a success—about 400 people, $300 profit, and solid speeches.’

3393. To Roger Senhouse

1. Senhouse had written to Orwell on 26 April 1948 saying how extraordinary it was that Orwell should ask him to bring a copy of David Rousset’s L’Univers Concentrationnaire from Paris (see 3385), because he had just finished translating it. He wanted advice and was sending Orwell a copy of the translation, which not even his co-translator of the Simone de Beauvoir novels (Y. Moyse) had seen. It was ‘vilely difficult,’ for the book was ‘a prose dirge, magnificent in French at times when he loses himself in word patterns and makes use of vowel sounds impossible in English. So the 1st Chapter—a general survey of the concentrationary universe—has had to receive adaptation, in trying to create an equivalent rhythm and occasional harsh vowel sequence’; he gives examples. ‘Rather it is modern free verse,’ W. R. Rodgers with an overtone of Gerard Manley Hopkins. What was really required was a translator who had experienced some of the horrors of the camps—‘the sound, the smell. ’ Rousset, he wrote, was ‘the great cataloguer, the final chronicler of the camps. I feel inept. The whole thing is in his bones, poor fellow, inexorably.’

2. Konzentrationslager (Concentration Camp).

3. The correction was made; see CW, II, Textual Note, 99/18.

4. Senhouse thanked Orwell for his ‘valid and useful criticism’ on 7 May 1948. He knew the first chapter ‘was shamefully over-treated’ and he was in agreement with Orwell on the need for simplicity throughout. He described Rousset to Orwell, though he had not dug out many personal details. ‘Rousset has a pad over his left eye, and several teeth missing; a round, fat face, benign, so far as the twinkle in one eye can give him full expression; and robust, though small—dumpy, almost—with maybe something wrong with one of his legs, for he did not walk very quickly. ’ He asked him if he were a Communist, and he replied, ‘No—a Marxist. ’ Senhouse mentioned ‘the extraordinary changes and volte-face taking place’ in France then. Thus, Malraux (suggested as someone who might write an introduction to the French edition of Homage to Catalonia; see Orwell’s letter, 7 April 1947, 3209), was ‘very hard at work helping de Gaulle.’ Senhouse’s translation of Rousset’s book, made with Y. Moyse, was published in 1951 as A World Apart.

3394. To David Astor

1. A small and inferior kind of horse bred and chiefly used in Ireland and Scotland (OED).

2. Tony Rozga and his wife, Jeannie, from Midlothian. For their reminiscences of Orwell, see Remembering Orwell, 185–87. These indicate clearly Orwell’s natural generosity, his enjoyment of life on Jura, and how very ill he was. See also 3432, n. 1.

3395. Review of The Soul of Man under Socialism by Oscar Wilde

1. The Soul of Man under Socialism was first published in The Fortnightly Review, February 1891, and was included in Sebastian Melmoth, 1891, with the title ‘The Soul of Man.’ This edition was published as a Porcupine Pamphlet; see 3369, n. 1.

2. News from Nowhere, or An Epoch of Rest: being some chapters from a Utopian romance, by William Morris; first published, in an unauthorised edition, Boston, MA, 1890; then London, 1891.

3396. Preparatory Notes for Review of The Soul of Man under Socialism

1. The square brackets here and in the next quotation are Orwell’s.

3397. To Julian Symons

1. Eyre and Spottiswoode, the publishers of the biography; see n. 2.

2. Julian Symons’s biography of his brother was called A.J. A. Symons: His Life and Speculations (1950). Orwell refers to A. J. A. Symons’s The Quest for Corvo: An Experiment in Biography (1934).

3. see 3155, n. 2 for Miss Murtough’s offer to borrow a copy from her local public library. Whether or not the copy was ‘permanently stolen’ is not known.

4. Cyril Connolly recalls the incident less painfully. He and Orwell alternately won a prize given by Mrs. Wilkes, the headmaster’s wife, for the best list of books borrowed from the school library. However, ‘we were both caught at last with two volumes of Sinister Street and our favour sank to zero’ (Enemies of Promise, 1948, chapter 19).

5. On 5 May 1948, in the ‘Londoner’s Diary,’ a gossip column in the Evening Standard, there was a paragraph about Orwell which referred to his wife’s death.

3398. To Leonard Moore

1. British Pamphleteers, edited with Reginald Reynolds. The letter has been annotated in Moore’s office: ‘autumn.’ Volume 1 was published 15 November 1948. The second volume, in which Orwell was not involved, appeared in 1951.

2. Nineteen Eighty-Four.

3399. To Roger Senhouse

1. CEJL dated this 6? May 1948. However, Orwell had written on 3 May, and it is now known that Senhouse replied on 7 May (see 3393, n. 4). Orwell here writes as if the delay in returning ‘this’ (Senhouse’s translation of L’Univers Concentrationnaire probably) was excessive, and the implication may be that Senhouse had sent him a reminder; thus either 13 or 20 May seems more likely.

2. A novel, published 1947, with the subtitle ‘La vie clandestine dans les camps.’

3. Nineteen Eighty-Four.

3400. To Leonard Moore

1. Annotated in Moore’s office: ‘done.’

3401. To Evelyn Waugh

1. Waugh reviewed Critical Essays in the Tablet, 6 April 1946; it was reprinted in The Essays, Articles and Reviews of Evelyn Waugh, edited by Donat Gallagher (1983).

2. The Gold Bat, a school story (1904). Orwell refers to this book in his essay ‘In Defence of P. G. Wodehouse’ see 2624 and 2624, n. 18.

3. Critical Essays was not reprinted until after Orwell’s death. It was published in the Uniform Edition, 22 February 1951, but no note was added.

3402A. To Lydia Jackson

1. Lydia Jackson was a psychologist and her D.Phil was awarded by the University of Oxford in 1949.

2. Orwell might also have been attracted to Edinburgh because Sir Richard Rees was living there.

3. For this incident, see Diary, 3257, 19.8.47, and 3257, n. 3.

4. The individual plays were published between 1951 and 1954; they appeared in a single Penguin in 1959.

5. Nineteen Eighty-Four.

6. A novel by Dostoievski (1871–72), also known as The Devils. Among Orwell’s books at his death was a copy of the second of the two volumes of the translation by C. Garnett, 1931; see 3734.

7. Of the twenty-nine surviving letters Orwell wrote to Lydia Jackson, eighteen are signed Eric and eleven are signed George. There is no apparent pattern of use but he began with Eric in 1939 and ended with that name in 1949. He used George and Eric in 1944 and 1945, George in 1947, and Eric in 1948 and 1949 except for this letter.

3403. To George Woodcock

1. Charles Davy; see 3388, n. 2.

2. ‘on hand’ meaning not completed. When writing to Julian Symons on 21 March 1948 (see 3363), he said, ‘I did write two longer articles.’ Those were most probably ‘Writers and Leviathan’ and ‘Britain’s Left-Wing Press’ (see 3363, n. 1). The two long articles on hand are probably ‘George Gissing,’ intended for Politics and Letters, and ‘The Labour Government After Three Years,’ published in Commentary, October 1948, but, according to Orwell’s Second Literary Notebook, due by 20July (see 3515). The essay on Gissing was not published; Politics and Letters did not survive after issue 4. see 3363, n. 1 for fuller details.

3. At least until 3 October 1948 there is no article or letter in The Observer about the Freedom Defence Committee.

4. In The Writer and Politics by George Woodcock (1947); the chapter was first published in Politics, December 1946, as ‘George Orwell, Nineteenth Century Liberal’; for a brief summary, see 3160, n. 3.

5. Henry Walter Bates (1825–1892), who visited South America in 1848. He was the author of The Naturalist on the River Amazons,° 2 vols. (1863).

6. Orwell is correct.

7. The first of several editions of Hymns Ancient and Modem ‘for use in the Services of the Church [of England]’ was published in 1861. Orwell would have been familiar with the Standard Edition of 1916, containing 779 hymns. The hymns Orwell mentions are 27, 172, and 236 respectively. Ironically, in the light of his comments here and elsewhere on Roman Catholicism, ‘Praise to the Holiest in the height’ is by Cardinal John Henry Newman.

3404. To Michael Kennard

1. see 3371, n. 3.

3405. To Celia Kirwan

1. The Marshall Plan, properly the European Recovery Program, was the outcome of the Paris Economic Conference, July 1947, to aid post-war recovery in a number of European countries. It was financed by the United States ($17 billion in grants and loans over four years) and was named after U.S. Secretary of State George C. Marshall (1880–1959), whose advocacy of such aid was instrumental in bringing the scheme to fruition. In 1953 General Marshall was awarded the Nobel Peace Prize in recognition of his work in this field.

2. Ten francs was about 1p or 3½¢ in mid-1948.

3. Arthur Koestler, who had been living with his wife, Mamaine, in Wales, decided he would like to move to the United States. The Koestlers lived there for a short time.

3406. ‘George Gissing’

fn1 In the Year of the Jubilee and The Whirlpool. By George Gissing. (Watergate Classics. 12/6 each.) [Orwell’s footnote.]

1. now ] interlinear insertion; originally typed before makes and X-ed through

2. right ] first typed as write, X-ed through and immediately corrected

3. Gissing’s books, ] originally followed by and he is not even altogether lacking in the spirit of comedy, but X-ed through later (after the paper had been taken out of the machine and re-inserted)

4. he is not punished ] originally followed pointed to as the villain, but X-ed through

5. leisure ] typed as liesure and corrected by hand in bright-blue Biro

6. in ] originally typed before his life but X-ed through

3407. Preparatory Notes for ‘George Gissing’

1. A heading above George Gissing has been crossed through: The Problem of Crypto-Communism.

3409. ‘Such, Such Were the Joys’

1. Perhaps ] handwritten insert

2. Sambo ] OR has Sim; CCOR, Sambo

3. Lord Poolington° (Savile) in CCOR; Ld Polington° / Savile / (Mexborough), CCCEJL. This was John Raphael Wentworth Savile, Viscount Pollington (1906–1980), succeeded his father as 7th Earl of Mexborough, 1945. His education continued at Downside and Cambridge. He served in the Intelligence Corps and was in India 1941–45.

4. Against this sentence, CCOR has: ‘This was an “extra” for which they paid, including myself. Milk & biscuits were “medical.” ’

5. Begums] typed ‘Bagams’;’; ‘e’ written over first ‘a’; ‘u’ written above second ‘a’, but not in Orwell’s hand; OR and CEJL set as ‘Begams’; CC altered second ‘a’ of OR to ‘u’

6. some ] the in typescript; crossed through and Orwell has written in some

7. Hastings ] Clive in typescript; Orwell has crossed through this name and written in Hastings. OR and CEJL both print Clive, CCOR has written Warren Hastings in margin.

8. the ] handwritten insertion by Orwell

9. “1773 … Party!” ] interlinear insertion in Orwell’s hand

10. In margin, CCOR has see Dr J—Dr Samuel Johnson.

11. Typscript has Knowles, but OR and CEJL have Batchelor; CC annotates both texts Knowles. Knowles was a part-time teacher of Latin and Greek; see Shelden, 47; U.S.: 43.

12. Typed as likable; insertion of e probably not by Orwell

13. want ] handwritten underlining

14. to Flip ] handwritten insertion by Orwell

15. and ] handwritten insertion by Orwell

16. to a village called Birling Gap ] OR omits; CCCEJL has broken underlining to village. Birling Gap is very close to the shore on a minor road west of Eastbourne, a little to the south of Eastdean.

17. Siller ] OR and CEJL have Brown; CCCEJL annotates Siller. This was Robert L. Sillar (spelt with an ‘a’). He taught geography and drawing and enthusiastically led the boys in nature- study field-trips, which Orwell greatly enjoyed. See Shelden, 47–48; U.S.: 43–44.

18. some schools ] typed as one school; emendation in Orwell’s hand

19. draughty ] typed as dreadful; the emendation is Orwell’s but in a rather wavering hand

20. prongs ] in the margin, in Orwell’s hand (but not very firmly) is tines?

21. the ] handwritten insertion by Orwell

22. in ] typed as of; emended in Orwell’s hand

23. the ] typed as an; emended in Orwell’s hand

24. servile ] typed as senile; emended in Orwell’s hand

25. some ] handwritten insertion by Orwell

26. Marginal annotation, CCCEJL: Pacheco

27. Cross ] OR and CEJL substitute Horne; CCCEJL annotates Hardcastle

28. CCOR and CCCEJL annotate Loseby. Captain Charles Edgar Loseby, M.P. (1881–1970), schoolmaster, then barrister-at-law, wounded Cambrai and awarded MC, 1917; Coalition National Democratic and Labour M.P., 1918–22; barrister in Hong Kong, 1945 to retirement.

29. your ] interlinear insertion in Orwell’s hand

30. [believed] ] interlinear insertion in a hand other than Orwell’s

31. ones; ] ones in original

32. on ] typed as one

33. own ] physical inserted after own in Orwell’s hand, then heavily scored through

34. asceticism ] typed as ascetism; corrected in Orwell’s hand

35. Home ] interlinear insertion in Orwell’s hand

36. bareness ] typed as barness; the handwritten correction does not seem to be Orwell’s

37. CCCEJL has against this line, Kirkpatricks

38. bagpipes ] typed as babpipes, with g written over b in uncertain hand

39. Hyphenated by Sonia Orwell

40. to ] of typed; editorial emendation

41. handsomer ] d omitted in typescript; inserted by (Orwell’s?) hand

42. Cliffy Burton ] OR and CEJL print Johnny Hale; CCCEJL annotates Clifford Burton

43. CCOR annotates? Burton /? Bhuna

44. in ] interlinear insertion in Orwell’s hand

45. Clearly ] typescript runs on; manuscript marking for break of paragraph

46. matters! ] ends paragraph in typescript; Orwell marks to run on

47. some ] typescript has one; emended in Orwell’s hand

48. could ] typescript has one could; one is heavily scored through

49. But it is a fact that for many years … was true. ] last five sentences omitted when ‘Such, Such Were the Joys’ was first published (Partisan Review, Sept.–Oct. 1952). The school burnt down in May 1939. There was one casualty, a sixteen-year-old servant, Winifred Higgs. The school was not rebuilt (Shelden, 62; U.S.: 57).

3410. To S. M. Levitas

1. S. M. Levitas, Executive Editor of The New Leader, New York, had written on 25 May 1948 to say he had seen Orwell’s essay ‘Writer and Leviathan’ in Politics and Letters, Summer 1948 (see 3364). He had asked that journal for permission to reprint the article in The New Leader (and it was reprinted, 19June 1948). He reminded Orwell of his promise of ‘about a year ago’ (see 3288) to contribute ‘an original piece’ for The New Leader and said he hoped for three or four articles a year from Orwell. He hoped Orwell was aware that The New Leader was ‘the only publication of the “left” in this great, big country of ours which had combatted totalitarianism for the last 25 years’ and it could boast of the best contributors in America in ‘this life and death struggle for decency and democracy.’

2. Levitas had written on 21 October 1947; see 3288.

3411. Review of Heyday of a Wizard by Jean Burton

1. Daniel Dunglas Home (1833–1886), American spiritualist medium who proved triumphantly successful in the United States and Europe. Browning saw him perform at a séance in Ealing, West London, 23July 1855. Browning was convinced he was a fraud, but Mrs. Browning, at least initially, thought him genuine. For the poem and useful notes (on which this information draws) see Robert Browning: The Poems, edited by John Pettigrew and Thomas J. Collins (1981), I, 821–60, 1162–68 for general background, see K. H. Porter, Through a Glass Darkly: Spiritualism in the Browning Circle (1958).

2. On 20 June 1948, The Observer published the following letter from Martin Herne:

Mr. George Orwell uses one rather odd argument in his review of Miss Burton’s biography of David Home, the celebrated medium. He could “begin to believe” in some of the reported phenomena, he says, “only if there were other recorded instances, and no similar claims have been successfully made”. He concludes that Home “had some kind of hypnotic power which enabled him to induce delusions in whole groups of people”.

But why should it be easier to believe in this remarkable “hypnotic power?” If there are any “other recorded instances” of it, Mr. Orwell should cite them—remembering that Home seems to have employed none of the usual hypnotic techniques.

There is a great deal of scattered evidence that unexplained movements of objects occur in the neighbourhood of certain persons; some “poltergeist” phenomena may belong to this category. It seems to me, on the whole, easier to suppose that Home had this capacity (whatever its nature) developed to an abnormal degree, than to credit him with a “hypnotic power” which appears to be otherwise unknown.

This would not exclude elements of trickery from his displays. The question is whether the tables etc. ever did move, if only sometimes, without trickery. If so, it would be of great scientific interest.

3412. To Michael Kennard

1. Loch Aburah: properly Loch a Bhùrra (see 3258, n. 7).

2. see 3426 for Warburg’s gratitude to Orwell for enabling Kennard to enjoy ‘so delightful a holiday.’

3413. To Leonard Moore

1. There is no known reason for Orwell writing as from Barnhill, Jura. All his other letters about this time, including several to Moore, are addressed from Hairmyres. He did not expect to leave hospital until August (see 3410 and 3415) and, in the event, left on 25 July (see 3423). It is possible that his long letter to Michael Kennard dated 7 June (see 3412) was not completed until the 8th, and, when writing to Moore, his mind was full of thoughts of Jura, which he so longingly describes in his letter to Kennard.

2. Mrs. Teresa Jeleńska translated Animal Farm for the League of Poles Abroad, London, as Folwark Zwierzecy (December 1946). The letter has been annotated ‘No’ in Moore’s office against Coming Up for Air.

3. ‘I did not … other Slavs’ has been heavily underscored in Moore’s office. K. A. G. S. Lane, of Christy & Moore (see 3081, n. 1) told Ian Angus (18 August 1981) that Leonard Moore ‘allowed Blair a great deal of liberty in who° he gave translation permission to … he rather played ducks & drakes very badly with Moore in regard to publication in Dictator countries. ’ Lane remembered ‘L.P.M. blowing his top’ because Orwell wished Yvonne Davet’s translation to be published by Gallimard, without royalty, even though Moore had it on offer with Hachette. For publication without royalty, Christy & Moore were involved in much work and received no fee.

3414. To Leonard Moore

1. The Heart of the Matter, the review appeared in The New Yorker, 17 July 1948; see 3424.

3415. To Leonard Moore

1. Elizabeth R. Otis, of Orwell’s U. S. agents for his journalism, McIntosh & Otis, New York.

2. Nineteen Eighty-Four.

3416. To Anthony Powell

1. Cecil A. (“Bobby”) Roberts, sometime manager of Sadler’s Wells Theatre, had recently been demobilised from the Royal Air Force.

2. Accommodation was very difficult to find in the years immediately after the war. Premiums, often illegal, were charged. Most leases included a clause forbidding the lessee to sub-let or ‘part with possession’ in whole or in part, whether or not money changed hands. That restriction is still common though almost impossible to enforce.

3. The Heart of the Matter, see 3414 and 3424.

4. The Dawn’s Delay, see 3425.

5. Probably Mr. Attlee: An Interim Biography; see 3419.

6. A weekly paper for boys published from 1933 to 1959. In a letter to lan Angus, 17.9.96, Professor Williamson said this man shared a room with Orwell for a while and that Professor Dick was interested to see how they got on. ‘In the event they got on well together (as I think almost anyone would have …).’

3416A. To Lydia Jackson

1. The letter is annotated (in what is probably Lydia Jackson’s hand): ‘Killermont St. / top of Buchanan St. / No 70 / or 71 / no 2 Bus Platform.

3417. To the Secretary, Freedom Defence Committee (George Woodcock)

1. The statement was published in the FDC Bulletin, 7, Autumn 1948, and in two journals: see 3441.

3418. Review of Great Morning by Osbert Sitwell

1. Jacob Epstein (1880–1959; Kt., 1954), sculptor. He was born in New York but settled in England when he was about twenty-five.

2. A k-nut was a fashionable young man; the ‘k’ was usually pronounced, the hyphenation used here indicating that. The OED records its first use in 1911, in the Cambridge University journal Granta. Orwell discusses knuts (unhyphenated) in ‘In Defence of P. G. Wodehouse,’ 20 February 1945; see 2624.

3. Barnett Barnato (originally Barney Isaacs) (1852–1897), a financier who became wealthy through exploiting diamond mines in South Africa. No Sir William Whiteley is recorded in Burke’s Peerage for this period, nor in Who’s Who in the twentieth century. Orwell may have erroneously given the originator of Whiteley’s department store in Bayswater, London, a knighthood, as he had Gordon Comstock do for John Drinkwater in Keep the Aspidistra Flying (see Textual Note, CW, IV, 287, 138/5–6). William Whiteley (1821–1907) developed a huge store, ‘The Universal Provider, ’ where one could buy ‘Everything from a Pin to an Elephant, ’ as his slogans put it. He was murdered by a man claiming to be an illegitimate son. The store was sold in 1927; closed in 1981; then developed as a shopping mall.

4. Before the Bombardment, a novel by Osbert Sitwell, was published in 1926.

5. This was Orwell’s last contribution to The Adelphi. The first, a review of Lewis Mumford’s Herman Melville, was published in The New Adelphi, March–May, 1930; see 96.

3419. Review of Mr. Attlee: An Interim Biography by Roy Jenkinsxs

1. Roy Harris Jenkins (1920–; Life Peer as Lord Jenkins of Hillhead, 1987), politician and writer, was Labour M.P. from 1948; a member of the Executive Committee of the Fabian Society, 1949–61; Chancellor of the Exchequer, 1967–70; Deputy Leader of the Labour Party, 1970–72, and President of the European Community Commission, 1977–81. He broke with the party and stood as the first candidate for the Social Democratic Party in 1981, but lost the by-election. He then was SDP M.P., 1982–87.

3420. To Julian Symons

1. Symons had reviewed the reprint of Coming Up for Air in the Manchester Evening News, 19 May 1948.

2. The Private Life of Henry Maitland (1912).

3. The publishing house.

4. Léon Marie Bloy (1846–1917), French novelist whose work attacks the bourgeois conformism of his time. He expected the collapse of that society and became increasingly influenced by Roman Catholic mysticism, expressed particularly in his Journal, 1892–1917. Orwell had among his books at the end of his life, Bloy’s Pilgrim of the Absolute (selections), translated by J. Coleman and H. L. Binsse, with an introduction by Jacques Maritain (1947). For Orwell’s intention to read Bloy, see his letter to Julian Symons, 21 March 1948, 3363. See also N. Braybrooke, ‘The Two Poverties: Léon Bloy and Orwell,’ Tablet, 7 April 1951.

5. Charles Péguy (1874–1914; killed at the Battle of the Marne), poet and essayist. As an old republican and socialist, he founded Cahiers de la Quinzaine (1900–14). This set out ‘To tell the truth, the whole truth, nothing but the truth, to tell flat truth flatly, dull truth dully, sad truth sadly’—that was its doctrine and method, and, above all, its action (Péguy, quoted by Daniel Halévy, Peguy and ‘Les Cahiers de la Quinzaine,’ 1946, 52). In the course of his editing, his Roman Catholicism and his patriotism were intensified. He reacted against the ‘new sociology’ (which he insisted on terming ‘sociagogy’) and pursued the relationship of daily life to the spiritual world. He saw the division of France into opposing factions—republicans and conservatives, free-thinkers and Catholics, and so on—as false. To him there were only ‘two parties in France, separated not, as Clemenceau said, by a barricade … but in mean and modern style, by a ticket-office. On one side, the tape-measure, papers and figures functioned; on the other, production and paying. … On either side of the ticket-office there were Catholics, free-thinkers and Jews’ and Péguy sided with the Catholics, free-thinkers and Jews who did the paying and against those ‘who took up the payments’ (Halévy, 94). Péguy published Le Mystère de la Charité de Jeanne d’Arc in 1909. Orwell owned Péguy’s Men and Saints, translated by A. and J. Green (1947). A favourite story of Orwell’s, which he dramatised for the BBC, was Anatole France’s L’Affaire Crainquebille (11 August 1943; see 2230); this was first published by Péguy in Cahiers de la Quinzaine.

6. See his review of Graham Greene’s The Heart of the Matter, especially after the references to Bloy and Péguy, 3424, n. 1.

7. James Thomas Farrell (1904–1979), prolific and successful U.S. novelist and a forthright social and literary critic (for example, The League of Frightened Philistines, 1945). His range is considerably wider than is exemplified by the trilogy for which he is best known, Young Lonigan (1932), The Young Manhood of Studs Lonigan (1934), and Judgment Day (1935). Orwell had a copy of Studs Lonigan, published in 1943 by Constable.

3421. To George Woodcock

1. Jack London died in 1916.

2. Copyright law is too complex to summarise here, but at the time Orwell was writing, it ran for 28 years from its formal registration in the United States and could be renewed for a second term of 28 years. In England it ran for fifty years after the author’s death, but has now, under European Community law, been extended to seventy years.

3. Elek published Jack London, Love of Life and Other Stories, with an introduction by Orwell, in November 1946 (see 2781).

4. On 25 October 1947 Orwell recommended his own literary agent, Christy & Moore, to Woodcock and had also written to them for Woodcock; see 3294 and 3296.

5. The Porcupine Press did not publish anything of Gissing’s; see 3369, n. 1.

3422. To Dwight Macdonald

1. see 3392, n. 1.

2. ‘As from July 25th’ is underlined; typed at the bottom left-hand corner of the postcard is ‘change noted jm.’

3423. To Leonard Moore

1. Orwell’s letter has been annotated in Moore’s office to indicate that a letter was sent on 20 July 1948. No Hungarian translation was published in Orwell’s lifetime.

3424. Review of The Heart of the Matter by Graham Greene

1. Orwell had recently been reading Bloy and Péguy, Bloy in an edition with an introduction by Maritain; see letter to Julian Symons, 10 July 1948, 3420, ns. 4, 5, 6.

2. In his letter to Julian Symons, 21 March 1948 (see 3363), Orwell said he had just read Thérèse and ‘it started me thinking about Catholic novelists.’

3. Greene’s next book was one of his ‘entertainments,’ The Third Man (1950); that was followed by The End of the Affair (1951).

4. In his letter to Orwell of 22 July 1948 (see 3426), Fredric Warburg said his review of The Heart of the Matter was ‘fluttering the dovecots.’ Warburg’s copy of The New Yorker had not yet arrived, so he had not read the review but he had just seen a director of Viking Press, Greene’s New York publisher, who had shown the review to Graham Greene. On 11 August 1948, D. F. Boyd, Chief Producer, Talks Department, BBC, wrote to Orwell to say that he and Norman Luker, Head of the Talks Department, had read his review of The Heart of the Matter with much interest, and they were reminded that they wanted to find out whether he could undertake some broadcasting for them. They were running two book-review programmes in the Third Programme, and ‘even more important in a sense is the weekly Critics programme which resumes in September in the Home Service.’ No answer has ben traced, but Orwell did not broadcast again.

3428. To George Woodcock

1. The Writer and Politics; reviewed 22 August 1948 in The Observer, see 3443.

3429. Avril Blair to Michael Kennard

1. This word appears to be written as ‘has.’

3430. Domestic Diary

1. This diary is Orwell’s fifth, started on 12 September 1947. Words underlined by Orwell are set in Roman.

2. Rhode Island Red crossed with Leghorn.

3431. Review of Eton Medley by B. J. W. Hill

1. The book cost £1.10s.

3432. To Michael Meyer

1. ‘The Rozgas remember (and a photograph confirms) that there was a tent that summer, but [Orwell] slept in it himself, on a camp-bed, wanting all the fresh air he could get’ (Crick, 544). Avril’s letter to Humphrey Dakin, 14 December 1948 (see 3507), says they were ‘full up at Barnhill all summer & at one point were eleven strong & overflowing into a tent.’ For Jeannie Rozga’s account of the tent in the garden, see Remembering Orwell, 187; for an illustration of Barnhill showing the tent, see Crick, plate 30.

2. From 1947 to 1950, Michael Meyer was a lecturer in English at the University of Uppsala, Sweden.

3433. To Leonard Moore

1. Annotated in Moore’s office against this paragraph, ‘done, ’ and, below the text of the letter, ‘8 copies dispatched on 3rd May. 1 to his sister.’ Orwell had asked Moore to send copies to Wilson and Macdonald on 26 April 1948; see 3389.

3434. To Edmund Wilson

1. By Van Wyck Brooks (1920).

2. The authorised biography, Mark Twain, a Biography: The Personal and Literary Life of Samuel Langhorne Clemens by Albert B. Paine (3 vols., 1912).

3. This was Orwell’s intention, as he explained to Roger Senhouse, 22 October 1947 (see 3290, but nevertheless three crept in; see CW, VII, Textual Note, 249–50.

3435. Domestic Diary

1. This must be the lighthouse at Crinan, six miles east-southeast of Barnhill. From the ridge to the east of Barnhill, the coast of the mainland is easily visible; see Shelden, plate facing 373, and, for a grander perspective, the fine colour illustration in Die Stern, Kultur Journal, 1983, ‘Die Insel des Grossen Bruders (wo George Orwell “1984” schrieb),’ 192–202, by Dorothee Kruse; photographs by Klaus Meyer-Andersen.

2. Bill Dunn.

3. Avril and Bill.

4. Angus M’Kechnie, a lobster fisherman who lived at Ardlussa (but was not on the Astors’ payroll). It is not always clear whether Orwell writes McKechnie or M’Kechnie; the latter is used in this edition.

5. Presumably a family name for one of the local bays.

6. An oil-stove made by the Valor Oil Company.

3436. Review of The Novelist as Thinker, edited by B. Rajan

1. Focus, 1–5, 1945–50, edited by B. Rajan and Andrew Pearse. No. 6 was advertised but not published.

2. It was L. H. Myers (1881–1944) who advanced £300 to enable the Orwells to spend some months in North Africa for the sake of Orwell’s health. Orwell never learned that Myers was the donor.

3437. To Leonard Moore

1. The letter has been annotated in Moore’s office: ‘Audrey note’—presumably referring to Orwell’s request for copies of the translation, not the purchase of kimonos, and ticked through. For this translation, see 3426.

3438. Domestic Diary

1. Not traced.

3439. To Celia Kirwan

1. Celia Kirwan, twin sister of Mamaine Koestler; see Orwell’s letter to her of 27 October 1947, 3298.

2. Inez Holden (1906–1974), writer; Celia’s cousin; see 1325, n. 1.

3. Diana Cooke (the poet Diana Witherby).

3440. Domestic Diary

1. Almost certainly Sir Richard Rees, but Tony Rozga, Orwell’s Polish neighbour, and even his son Richard are possible (see his letter to Michael Meyer, 22 August 1948, 3444). In his Diary entry for 31.8.48 he refers to Rozga as ‘Tony.’ Avril, in her letter to Michael Kennard, 29July 1948 (see 3429), said: ‘Richard Rees is also here for a day or two’; his visit might have been extended or repeated.

3443. Review of The Writer and Politics by George Woodcock

1. Chapter 7 is devoted to Orwell.

3445. Domestic Diary

1. Presumably Crinan Lighthouse, about six miles away; see 3435, n. 1 and 3457, 19.9.48.

2. Orwell quite clearly writes ‘Sticked,’ not ‘Staked.’

3. Wallflowers, if left in the ground, will usually flower a second year, though they are inclined to become leggy.

4. Again, it cannot be quite certain who is cutting corn, Richard Rees or Tony Rozga see 3440, n. 1, though perhaps Rozga is more likely here. ‘R’ can sometimes be Orwell’s son; he might be more likely to confuse a snake and a slow worm (see 3449) than Rees or Rozga.

3446. To Melvin Lasky

1. Melvin Jonah Lasky (1920–), literary editor of The New Leader (N.Y.), 1942–43; U.S. Combat Historian, 1944–45; editor of Der Monat (Berlin; sponsored by the American Military Government; see 3470 and 3479), 1948–58; co-editor, Encounter (London), from 1958. The article mentioned was ‘Armut und Hoffnung Grossbritanniens,’ (‘The Labour Government After Three Years,’ Commentary, October 1948; see 3462), published in Der Monat, No. 3, December 1948. Der Monat serialised Animal Farm, reworking Scarpi’s translation (Farm der Tiere) as Der Hofstaat der Tiere, February–April 1949; and Nineteen Eighty-Four in Wagenseil’s translation, Neunzehnhundertvierundachtzig, November 1949–March 1950.

2. Politics and Letters had ceased publication; see 3406, headnote.

3. The Russians began strict road checks of vehicles entering Berlin on 1 April 1948 and this was stepped up to a total blockade at the end of June. A huge airlift, of upwards of 1,000 British and American planes a day, kept the city supplied until the Russians lifted the blockade on 12 May 1949.

4. The MVD was the Soviet secret police. The sequence began with CHEKA (initials, standing, in English, for ‘extraordinary commission’), followed by OGPU, NKVD, MVD, and KGB.

3447. To Leonard Moore

1.Nineteen Eighty-Four.




3448. To William Phillips

1.William Phillips, with Philip Rahv, edited Partisan Review.

2. The Story of My Experiment with Truth; the review appeared in Partisan Review, January 1949; see 3516. An annotation on Phillips’s letter indicates that the book was mailed on 7 September 1948.

3452. To Fredric Warburg

1. Warburg had written to Orwell on 1 September 1948 saying he was seeing Orwell’s U.S. publisher (Harcourt, Brace) on 8 September and wished to give him the latest possible information on the progress of his novel (Nineteen Eighty-Four). He would be glad of a note from Orwell’s ‘remote fastness.’ Since he had not heard from Orwell for many weeks, he hoped that meant he was making steady progress.

3453. Domestic Diary

1. ‘ashes’ is slightly uncertain; Orwell may have wanted to obtain a supply to lay on the paths. see 3459, 21.9.48.

3454. Appeal by Freedom Defence Committee

1. Bulletin 6, Spring 1948, describing the Committee’s financial difficulties, said that they could not even afford a duplicating machine.

3455. Domestic Diary

1. Colonsay is a much smaller island than Jura, lying some fifteen miles to its west; the journey by boat would have been about twice that distance.

2. Orwell had returned to Hairmyres Hospital for an examination by Mr. Dick; see letter to David Astor, 9 October 1948, 3467.

3. Gigha is a small island lying southwest of Jura.

3456. To Leonard Moore

1. Not identified. An annotation to Orwell’s letter shows that Moore replied on 4 October, but his letter has not been traced and Orwell’s next letters to Moore throw no light on this proposal.

2. Broadcast on the BBC Home Service, 12 October 1948.

3. The Danish rights were bought by the magazine Magazinet.

3457. Domestic Diary

1. See 3445, n. 1.

3458. To Anthony Powell

1. The card shows Inverlussa, Isle of Jura; the message is undated, but the card is postmarked 20 September 1948.

3460. To Herbert Read

1. Freedom Defence Committee; see 2725, n. 2.

2. Annotated by Read: ‘Ackngd 13/10/48. (Asked if he knows Mr Sitmetzler’s address).’ No reply from Orwell traced. ‘Sitmetzler’ must be Karl Schnetzler, for whom see 2893.

3462. ‘The Labour Government After Three Years’

1. Commentary was originally The Contemporary Jewish Record; Orwell wrote ‘Anti-Semitism in Britain’ for it, April 1945; see 2626.

2. Orwell’s preparatory notes for this article show that he spelt Labour with a ‘u’ and doubtless his typescript did the same. However, ‘Labor’ has been retained in line with the practice adopted of following the house-styles of printed material.

3. This sentence was cut from Der Monat; see headnote.

4. The last two sentences of this paragraph were cut from Der Monat; see headnote.

5.Sir Oswald Mosley (1896–1980), successively Conservative, Independent, and Labour M.P. He founded his New Party in 1931, and became a devoted advocate of Hitler; his party became the British Union of Fascists.

6. Right-wing newspapers, including the Daily Express, the London Evening Standard, and the Sunday Express, owned by Lord Beaverbrook (1879–1964).

7. Harold J. Laski (1893–1950), political theorist, Marxist, author, and journalist; Professor of Political Science, University of London, from 1926; member of the Executive Committee of the Labour Party, 1936–49. G. D. H. Cole (1889–1959), Chichele Professor of Social and Political Theory, University of Oxford, and Fellow of All Souls; socialist and prolific writer. An influential book about this time was his The Intelligent Man’s Guide to the Post-War World (1947), referred to by Orwell as ‘Mr G. D. H. Cole’s last 1143-page compilation’ in his article ‘In Defence of Comrade Zilliacus’; see 3254. Richard Crossman; see 3325, n. 5.

8. For changes made to this paragraph in Der Monat and accepted in this edition, see headnote.

9. Ramsay MacDonald (1866–1937), first Labour Prime Minister, in a minority government in 1924 supported by Liberals, and then in 1929–31. He was not alone in being overcome by the world depression of this period; after he offered his resignation, on 24 August 1931, he remained in office, to the astonishment of his colleagues, as head of a coalition government with Conservatives and Liberals. In 1935 he exchanged roles with Stanley Baldwin (who had, in effect, become prime minister), and served as Lord President of the Council, resigning that office six months before his death. He has, fairly or not, ever since been reviled by the Labour Party for what it considers an act of betrayal.

10. This editorial note appears on the first page of the article in Commentary:

For many of the democratic peoples throughout the world, Great Britain’s socialist experiment represents a crucial hope for the development of a workable alternative to both capitalism and Communism; and from any point of view, the success or failure of Britain’s Labor government must be recognized as immensely important to the final outcome of the present struggle between East and West. GEORGE ORWELL, one of the most acute political observers in England, here examines the record of the Labor government in terms of the fundamental question: is socialism compatible with democracy? Mr. Orwell, at once an intellectual and a man of action, fought in the POUM militia during the Spanish Civil War, served with the British Home Guard during the recent conflict, and has been literary editor of the London Tribune. He is the author of a number of books, of which the latest is Animal Farm, a satire on Communism. He was born in Bengal, India, in 1903.

3463. Preparatory Notes for ‘The Labour Government After Three Years’

1. ‘pay’ crossed out before ‘import.’

3464. Domestic Diary

1. This entry and those for 2, 3, and 4 October were initially entered as for August (‘8’ instead of ‘10’); the error was corrected by Orwell when he got to the last entry for the page, that for 4 October. These entries were probably all made at the same time; see 3466 and 3466, n. 1 for incorrect item under 2.10.48.

3465. Review of The Novel and the World’s Dilemma by Edwin Berry Burgum

1 Richard Wright (1908–1960), novelist and short-story writer, is best known for his Native Son (1940), was given a laudatory review by Orwell, Tribune, 26 April 1940; see 616. That novel not only abandoned the mask of docile acceptance then demanded of blacks but proved a best-seller and, in 1941, was dramatised and produced on Broadway with Wright playing the lead role of Bigger Thomas. He joined the Communist Party in 1932 and was executive secretary of the Chicago branch of the John Reed Club (of left-wing writers and artists). He left the Communist Party in 1944 and later settled in Paris (where he died), shifting from Marxism to Existentialism. He wrote a distinguished autobiography, Black Boy (1945).

3466. Domestic Diary

1. After ‘everywhere’ Orwell wrote, then crossed out, ‘Planted crocuses (200, yellow)’; this item then appears under 3 October. Orwell may have written several entries at the same time: see 3464, 1.10.48, n. 1.

2. Avril and, presumably, Ian M’Kechnie, an estate worker at Ardlussa who lived at Inverlussa. The ‘I.’ cannot be Orwell himself: the full point is quite clear; see 3471, 11.10.48.

3. Trade name for a room heater fuelled by paraffin.

3467. To David Astor

1. Jim Rose, a member of the literary editor’s staff of The Observer, see 3493.

2. Boys Will be Boys: The Story of Sweeney Todd, Deadwood Dick, Sexton Blake, et al., by E. S. Turner (1948; revised, 1957). Orwell did not review this book.

3. see 3455, 14.9.48 and 16.9.48.

4. Francis (Francey) Boyle, a road-worker; see Crick, 525.

5. Edward Crankshaw (1909–1984), novelist and critic, member of diplomatic staff on The Observer from 1947; British Military Mission to Moscow, 1941-43. In David Astor and ‘The Observer,’ Richard Cockett states: ‘Orwell was instrumental in making David aware of the post-war problem of decolonization in Africa. Orwell had always taken an interest in Indian independence—the subject of his first “Forum” [22 February 1942; see 981]—and towards the end of the war he persuaded David that the next great challenge to British post-imperialism would come in Africa, a continent which then excited little interest, apart from the fighting in the desert. Orwell argued that Africa would become the greatest challenge for decolonization, and it was there that Britain could avoid the mistakes made during the course of the struggle for Indian independence. The Observer was thus the first, and for a long time the only, British paper to focus on the problems of decolonization in Africa and in particular the plight of Africans on their own continent’ (126). See Orwell’s letter to Astor of 19 November 1948, 3490, for Orwell’s pleasure that The Observer ‘is taking up Africa.’

3470. To Leonard Moore

1. Mondadori, who published several Italian translations of Orwell’s work, issued its edition of Coming Up for Air in June 1966.

2. American Military Government, Berlin. It sponsored Der Monat.

3. Presumably this was ‘Armut und Hoffnung Grossbritanniens’ (‘The Labour Government After Three Years’), Der Monat, No. 3, December 1948; see 3446, n. 1 and 3462. Orwell acknowledged receipt of £25 on 29 October 1948; see 3479.

4. Not specifically identified, but presumably a representative of Reynal & Hitchcock, which had published Dickens, Dali & Others.

5. It is not known what ‘it’ was. The letter has been annotated in Moore’s office: ‘E.M.B. Enter in rough day book,’ initialled ‘EMB’; and, illegibly,‘[ all ] books.’

3471. Domestic Diary

1. Ian M’Kechnie.

2. Malcolm M’Kechnie, Ian’s father.

3474. To Leonard Moore

1. Reynal & Hitchcock published only one edition of Dickens, Dali & Others, and no reprints of any of Orwell’s other books. However, the company was later taken over by Harcourt, Brace, and this might refer to the reprints the latter brought out: Burmese Days (first published in the United States by Harper, 1934) and Coming Up for Air, issued in January 1950, with Down and Out in Paris and London (first published in the United States by Harper, 1933).

2. Nineteen Eighty-Four.

3475. Domestic Diary

1. This is Orwell’s own entry.

2. Twenty feet: Orwell must mean twenty inches (20).

3476. To Leonard Moore

1. This has not been identified. A Swedish edition of Animal Farm, Djurfarmer Saga, was published by Albert Bonniers Forlag in 1946, but it is not interlinear. In 1952 the Swedish Polyglot Club published Animal Farm as Vol. 4 in ‘The Polyglot’s Choice Series,’ Stockholm. This was edited by N. R. Roberts ‘with sense stress by J. D. O’Connor.’

3477. To Fredric Warburg

1. D.V.: Deo Volente (God willing).

2. Portrait of the Anti-Semite; reviewed in The Observer, 7 November 1948; see 3485.

3478. Domestic Diary

1. Robert Shaw was a building contractor who lived at Lagg, which lies on the coast road about fifteen miles south of Barnhill.

3479. To Melvin Lasky

1. Presumably a specimen copy of Der Monat, not one containing anything by Orwell; see 3470, n. 3.

2. Homage to Catalonia. Nothing seems to have been extracted—indeed, Leonard Moore wrote that he had no copy available for Lasky; see 3480, n. 1.

3. Der Monat serialised a translation of Animal Farm; see 3446, n. 1 and 3480.

4. Orwell had admired Dr. Franz Borkenau since he reviewed his book The Spanish Cockpit, Time and Tide, 31 July 1937; see 379. Borkenau had been a member of the Communist Party for eight years and an official of the Comintern, but ‘reverted to a belief in liberalism and democracy,’ as Orwell put it in his review of Borkenau’s The Communist International, New English Weekly, 22 September 1938; see 485. He also reviewed his book The Totalitarian Enemy, Time and Tide, 4 May 1940; see 620. No letters from Orwell to Borkenau have survived, but one from Borkenau, 14 September 1949, is summarised at 3690. On 25 May 1964, Mrs. Hilde Borkenau wrote to Ian Angus that her husband’s books and papers had been lost in transit from England to Germany; Orwell’s letters were included in this consignment.

3480. To Leonard Moore

1. Two annotations made in Moore’s office (in different hands) read: ‘we haven’t a copy’ and ‘wrote 8.11.48.’

2. Two annotations were made in Moore’s office: ‘no, they are free’ (available) and ‘Amstutz [Swiss publishers of Animal Farm] still trying to make some arrangement for edit to be pub in Ger.’ For dates of the serialisation of Animal Farm in Der Monat, see 3446, n. 1.

3. Annotations made in Moore’s office read: ‘How get there? Pay expenses & £7 a week’; ‘Has he a typewriter’; ‘Miss E. Keddie, 47 Barkeston Gdns S. W.5.’

3481. To Julian Symons

1. National Dried was a milk powder, akin to proprietary brands such as Ostermilk, made available by the government to mothers of young babies through Baby Clinics.

2. John Davenport (1906–1966), critic and man of letters, a friend of many writers and painters. The paper was probably Our Time, to which he was a contributor. In the autumn of 1948 it was edited by Frank Jellinek and in 1949 by Randall Swingler.

3. Tosco Fyvel, a long-standing friend of Orwell’s, comments on Orwell’s remark that he, Fyvel, doubtless thought him anti-Semitic in George Orwell: A Personal Memoir, 178–82: ‘I would never have said that,’ though he reported that Malcolm Muggeridge thought Orwell ‘at heart strongly anti-Semitic.’ Fyvel went on, ‘Put baldly like that, I would not agree. … It was unthinkable that he should ever have been openly anti-Semitic. But his ideological views concerning the assimilation into British culture of a strong Jewish ethnic minority were a different matter.’ He analyses Orwell’s reactions with care and quotes with approval Koestler’s remark that ‘Orwell’s imagination was limited as the imagination of each of us is limited’; he was referring to Orwell’s understanding of the fate of the Jews in Europe. Koestler went on, ‘We can all produce only a limited amount of calories of indignation.’ Orwell, concludes Fyvel, ‘had more than sufficient calories of indignation to make him the great writer he was’; further, ‘as if to show that he knew more about such things than one might think, he did call his last rebel in Nineteen Eighty-Four Emmanuel Goldstein and modelled him on Trotsky.’

4. John Strachey (1901–1963), politician and political theorist; Labour M.P., 1929–31, 1945–63. In 1946 he became a prominent member of the Labour government. see 304, n. 2.

5. Soviet Russia tested its first atomic bomb in September 1949.

3484. Domestic Diary

1. Orwell asked Julian Symons to obtain a Biro for him on 26 December 1947 (see 3318), enclosing £3 to pay for it. There is no record of Biros being bought in 1948.

2. Ian M’Kechnie.

3. It is clear from the past entries that Orwell has been able to do virtually no physical work in the garden; on 15 November (see 3488), he tells Anthony Powell he cannot so much as pull up a weed and that to walk even a few hundred yards upsets him. Thus, his feeling very bad is a result of simply going outside, not going out to help with the garden. This is the period when he is typing the final version of Nineteen Eighty-Four, and, from the way his Biro has run out so quickly, revising heavily as well.

3485. Review of Portrait of the Anti-Semite by Jean-Paul Sartre; translated by Erik de Mauny

1. For a note on the huge number of French people killed by the French themselves after the Liberation of France, see 2631, n. 1.

3488. To Anthony Powell

1. Barry Pain (1864–1928), humorous novelist, author of the Eliza books, very popular in the Edwardian era. Orwell, in his list of books read in 1949, records that he [re-]read them in January 1949.

2. A novel by Anthony Powell, 1933.

3. John Aubrey and His Friends by Anthony Powell.

4. Malcolm Muggeridge (1903–1990), novelist, critic, journalist, and television personality. In the late ’30s he had corresponded with Orwell about the Spanish civil war. During the war Anthony Powell introduced them, and they remained friends until Orwell’s death.

5. Samuel Butler by Malcolm Muggeridge.

3490. To David Astor

1. Trade name for a metal construction kit, very popular in the 1930s. During the war, card substitute had been used to reduce the all-metal content of the original sets. As with almost everything at this time, sets were in short supply. ‘Meccano sets’ is underlined and an annotation, ‘Miss Brockhole For’ is linked to these words; she was David Astor’s secretary.

2. Margaret Fletcher, Orwell’s landlord’s wife; see 2638, n. 13.

3. A picture-framer and restorer; his address is given in Orwell’s address book as 65 Holland Park Road, [London], W. 14.

4. A flying bomb fell close by the Orwells’ flat in Mortimer Crescent on 28 June 1944, and considerable damage was caused; as well as the picture, the manuscript of Animal Farm was affected. The Orwells had to move out—to Inez Holden’s flat.

5. Patrick O’Donovan, who had joined The Observer in 1946 and worked with distinction as a roving correspondent abroad.

3491. To Leonard Moore

1. The Caribbean island of Curaçao can be spelt with either ending. A translation of Animal Farm was made into Papiamento, as Pastorie Otrabanda. It was serialised in a Catholic Workers’ paper, according to Orwell’s Notes on Translations prepared for his literary executor, 1949. The Orwell Archive does not possess a copy, but one, described by K.A.G.S. Lane, of Christy & Moore, as like a comic newspaper, was in his possession. The language is a Spanish-based Creole.

3492. Domestic Diary

1. Presumably Orwell’s son, Richard; see letter to David Astor, 19 November 1948, 3490.

3493. Jim Rose to Orwell

1. Unidentified. Possibilities include Leslie Maurice Crump, a former Indian civil servant who wrote historical prose; Geoffrey Crump, whose A Manual of English Speech was published in January 1948—a book that might have interested Orwell in the course of writing Nineteen Eighty-Four, and H. Highfield, The Crump Family, August 1947. The books left by Orwell at his death provide no clues. No note by Orwell has been traced.

3495. To Fredric Warburg

1. An English translation was published in New York in 1924; the French translation in Paris in 1929. We was published in Russian in an émigré journal in 1927, but not in book form in Russian until 1952. For fuller details, see 3387, n. 2.

2. The letter has been annotated in Warburg’s office: ‘R. Granville White Receiver & Manager c/o John Westhouse 49 Chancery Lane WC 2.

3. Warburg replied on 26 November. He said he had written to Westhouse’s receiver but imagined that the matter would not be settled for some weeks. He was ‘bitterly disappointed’ that Secker’s had failed to find Orwell a typist. George Malcolm Thomson, of the Evening Standard, had suggested a likely candidate only the day before, but, when asked, she could not spare the necessary time. He said that ‘there is no book in preparation … which arouses the interest of Roger and myself to a greater extent than “1984”’—originally typed as “1948.”

3496. To Gleb Struve

1. The Russian translation of Animal Farm, Skotskii Khutor, was made by M. Kriger and Gleb Struve, and appeared in Possev, a weekly social and political review, Nos. 7–25, 1949; it was published as a book (by Possev) in 1950; see 3659 and 3662, n. 1. Possev, which means the sowing of seed, outlasted the Soviet Union. It had its offices in London and Frankfurt (the latter bombed by the KGB in 1962); it was ‘unashamedly anti-Soviet’ and gave away books to Soviet citizens who would agitate at home ‘for the Christian-Democratic cause.’ In 1990 it was allowed to open a bookshop in Moscow and to circulate its magazine, Grani, in the Soviet Union (Independent, 18 February 1990).

2. Politics ceased publication before Struve’s article on Turgenev could be published.

3497. Domestic Diary

1. Rhode Island Reds.

3498. Review of Notes towards the Definition of Culture by T. S. Eliot

1. Karl Mannheim (1883–1947), Austro-Hungarian sociologist who, after teaching in Germany, went to England and taught at the University of London. Orwell might have had in mind his Ideology and Utopia (1929), but the concept of the élite owes more in its origination to Vilfredo Pareto (1848–1923), Italian sociologist and economist.

3499. To Gwen O’Shaughnessy

1. Gwen O’Shaughnessy, wife of Eileen Blair’s brother, Laurence O’Shaughnessy, was, like her husband (who had been killed at Dunkirk), a doctor.

2. Kingussie lies about thirty miles due south (over the mountains) of Inverness; about thirty-eight miles by road. See Dr. Bruce Dick’s letter to David Astor, 5 January 1949, 3518, for something of Orwell’s search for a sanatorium in the south.

3502. Domestic Diary

1. A pram (or, more properly, praam) is a flat-bottomed dinghy with squared-off bow; in the phrase Orwell used, ‘dinghy’ is tautological.

3503. To Leonard Moore

1. For British Pamphleteers, Vol. 1, published 15 November 1948; see letter to Moore, 12 May 1948, 3398.

3505. Fredric Warburg’s Report on Nineteen Eighty-Four

1. Typed as ‘fact’.

2. Presumably a reference to the Boxers of the Boxer Rebellion against Western infiltration into China, 1899–1900, although the proles are (as Warburg puts it) pawns rather than revolutionaries. Their Chinese name translates as ‘fists of righteous harmony.

3506. David Farrer’s Report on Nineteen Eighty-Four

1. David Farrer joined Secker & Warburg in November 1946 and was described by Fredric Warburg as ‘a key executive,’ shrewd and practical. See Warburg’s All Authors Are Equal, 72–78.

2. See Orwell’s review of Greene’s novel, The New Yorker, 17 July 1948, 3424.

3. In fact, Secker & Warburg printed 26,575 copies on 8 June 1949 and a further 15,695 copies in that year.

3507. Avril Blair to Humphrey Dakin

1. Henry Dakin, Humphrey’s son and Orwell’s nephew.

2. A young ewe (Scots).

3. Nellie Limouzin, Avril and Orwell’s aunt.

4. See letters to Michael Meyer, 3 August 1948, and to Celia Kirwan, 16 August 1948, 3432, n. 1 and 3439.

5. Dead Sea Fruit, or Apples of Sodom, are disappointing in that though they look attractive, ‘within are full of ashes.’

3508. To Tosco Fyvel

1. The office of Tribune; Fyvel had taken over from Orwell as its literary editor.

3509. Domestic Diary

1. National insurance stamps, required by law, presumably for himself as a self-employed person or for Bill Dunn as Orwell’s and Richard Rees’s employee.

3510. To David Astor

1. These books were probably: Eric Partridge, A Dictionary of Forces’ Slang, 1939–1945, published November 1948 (or A World of Words, published October 1948); Richard Aldington, Four English Portraits, published November 1948. See letter from Jim Rose, 20 November 1948, 3493. It is doubtful whether Orwell was fit enough to write these reviews; certainly they did not appear in The Observer.

2. Jim Rose, who was arranging with Orwell what he would review for The Observer.

3. Ivor Brown, editor of The Observer, see 2520, n. 1.

4. Probably ‘A Smoking-Room Story’; see 3723–4.

3511. To Fredric Warburg

1. Vernon and Marie-Louise Richards were active in the Anarchist movement; for biographical notes see 3042, n. 1 and n. 4 respectively. They both took photographs of Orwell at his request for use in newspapers and magazines and, in 1946, photographed him with his adopted son, Richard.

2. Probably ‘A Smoking-Room Story’ see 3723–4.

3513. To Roger Senhouse

1. The printed heading is in small sans serif type and quite distinct from the large-fount italic used for many earlier letters, see 3241. In this edition they can be distinguished because the earlier heading has ‘Argyllshire,’ and this one, ‘Argyll.’

2. For Nineteen Eighty-Four.

3. Bertrand Russell (1872–1970; 3rd Earl Russell), philosopher, mathematician, lecturer, and writer. Among the many causes for which he fought perhaps the most important was that for nuclear disarmament. see 3089, n. 5. See also Russell’s ‘George Orwell,’ World Review, new series 16, June 1950.

4. Lancelot Hogben (1895–1975), scientist and author, first achieved distinction as a geneticist and endocrinologist but later became known to a very wide public for a series of books that introduced science and language to the general reader, especially Mathematics for the Million (1936), Science for the Citizen (1938), The Loom of Language (1943) by F. Bodmer but edited and arranged by Hogben in his series, Primers for the Age of Plenty; and From Cave Painting to Comic Strip: A Kaleidoscope of Human Communication (1949). Orwell reviewed his Interglossa in the Manchester Evening News, 23 December 1943; see 2395.

3514. Avril Blair’s Barnhill Diary

1. George Mackay, a tractorman at Ardlussa.

2. Avril often omits the punctuation at the ends of lines, as here; full-points have been added silently where required, though not in the record of egg production, where the omission is very frequent—almost systematic.

3. Firm of nurserymen in Edinburgh.

4. A rabbit in its white winter coat.

5. Robin Fletcher and his wife (later Margaret Nelson) were Orwell’s landlords. He had been a housemaster at Eton but had inherited the Ardlussa Estate, of which Barnhill was part. Mrs. Nelson’s account of Orwell and life on Jura is printed in Orwell Remembered, 225–29. See 3025, n. 2.

6. Ian M’Kechnie was an estate worker at Ardlussa who lived at Inverlussa. His father, Malcolm M’Kechnie, who is also referred to, had ten children and was the headman at Ardlussa.

7. Rick was the name Avril called Richard, Orwell’s son.

8. A contractor who lived at Lagg, about fifteen miles south of Barnhill.

9. Dougie Clark, an estate worker for the Astors at Tarbert; Ronnie M’Kinnon, a lorry driver who worked for Robert Shaw.

10. Tom McDonald, his wife, and adopted son; Tom was a shepherd and lived at Lealt, about five miles south of Barnhill.

11. Malcolm M’Kechnie (see n. 6) and George Mackay (see n. 1).

12. Lydia Jackson (Elisaveta Fen; 1899–1983) had met Eileen Blair in 1934, when they were post-graduate students; they had remained friends, and she had lived in Orwell’s cottage at Wallington in his absence. See 534A, headnote. She stayed at Barnhill until 2 April, and it is possible that while there she typed the latter part of a revised version of ‘Such, Such Were the Joys’; see 3408. It is also possible that on her way to or from Jura, or both, she visited Orwell at Hairmyres Hospital, because that retyped version, done on the Jura machine, has some further manuscript changes in Orwell’s hand. Avril, in the notes on her Diary which she prepared for Ian Angus, said that at Barnhill Lydia ‘played chamber music on the battery wireless set’; she does not say whether she typed anything for Orwell.

13. In her notes on her Diary, Avril complained that Lydia Jackson ‘sweated Bill’s horse into a lather.’

14. Followed by ‘Finished the potatoes,’ which is crossed out; see 15.4.48 and n. 15.

15. Initially began with the first two sentences of the entry for 16.4.48; the entry for 15.4.48 includes the item incorrectly entered at 14.4.48 (see n. 14). Evidently two or three days were entered at the same time and their events were confused.

16. This is the last entry in Avril’s Diary which notes the number of eggs collected. She did not keep up the running total after being away from 23 February to 8 March, perhaps because she did not know how many eggs had been collected then. Those eggs apart, the running total to 21 April (including breakages) would have been 777.

17. Stake or stump (Scots).

18. Islay is the island immediately to the south of Jura; Lagg, a hamlet some fifteen miles south of Barnhill.

Appendix 2

3515. Orwell’s Second Literary Notebook

1. Charles Stewart Parnell (1846–1891), Irish nationalist and M.P. who, whilst successfully agitating for Home Rule for Ireland, was named as a co-respondent in a divorce suit and was disgraced, fatally damaging his political activities.

2. Houston Stewart Chamberlain (1855–1927), writer; his Foundations of the Nineteenth Century (1899; English trans., 1910) was a precursor of the racial doctrine adopted by the Nazis. He was Richard Wagner’s son-in-law. See 2597, n. 7.

3. Lafcadio Hearn (1850–1904), writer, translator, university teacher, was born at Levkás in the Ionian islands of Irish-Maltese parents. He lived in the United States, 1869–90, and then in Japan, where he became a citizen. He served with distinction as Professor of English at the Imperial University, Tokyo, and wrote several books on Japanese life, culture, and customs; three of his ghost stories were made into a Japanese film, Kwaidon, in 1965. A series of lectures he intended to give at Harvard in 1904, Japan: An Attempt at an Interpretation, was published in that year; he died before he could deliver them. There is no final ‘e’ to Hearn.

4. Michael Arlen (1895–1956), novelist and scriptwriter (in Hollywood), was born in Bulgaria as Dikrān Kuyumjian; he changed his name by deed-poll, was educated in England, and became a British citizen in 1928. His best-remembered novel, The Green Hat (1924), was filmed starring Greta Garbo.

5. Raymond Poincaré (1860–1934), politician; Premier of France, 1912,1922–24, and 1926–29; President, 1913–20. He urged severe punishment of Germany after World War I; in 1923 he ordered the occupation of the Ruhr.

6. G. Lowes Dickinson (1862–1932), author and pacifist. Orwell doubtless has in mind his Letters from John Chinaman: Being an Eastern View of Western Civilization (London, 1901, published anonymously; New York, 1903). The 1946 edition (with other essays) had an introduction by E. M. Forster. He wrote several books on international anarchy and the causes and cure of war. As Orwell suspected, he had spelt the name incorrectly.

7. Baroness (Freifrau) Bettina von Hutten (née Riddle) (1874–1957), author, was born in Erie, Pennsylvania and educated in New York. She married Freiherr von Hutten zum Stolzenberg in 1897; was divorced in 1909. She regained her U.S. nationality in 1938 and lived in Europe from 1948. Among her many novels were a series featuring ‘Pam’ (whose name served as the title of the first of the series).

8. Little Lord Fauntleroy (1886) was written by Frances Hodgson Burnett (1849–1924). She was born in Manchester, England, but emigrated to the United States in 1865. Among her other books is The Secret Garden (1909).

9. Joseph Arthur, Comte de Gobineau (1816–1882), French author and diplomat. His book The Inequality of Human Races (1853–55; English trans., 1915) asserted the supremacy of Nordic peoples.

10. Leon Trotsky (1879–1940) was born Lev Davidovich Bronstein. He was exiled to Siberia, but in 1902 escaped to England with a forged passport in the name of one of his gaolers and was thereafter known as Trotsky. See 675, n. 1.

11. Ouida, pseudonym of Louise de la Ramée (1839–1908), novelist and story-teller. She was born in England of a French father and an English mother. Her pen-name is a child’s version of ‘Louise.’ She was best known for her romances, often then thought rather daring; the most popular is Under Two Flags (1867). From 1875 she lived in Italy.

12. The original manuscript looks very like ‘breest.’

13. ‘Yip-i-yaddy’ originally followed ‘Sailing, sailing, up in an aeroplane’ in the preceding section.

14. ‘The wild, wild women (?)’ originally followed ‘K-k-k-Katie’ in the preceding section.

15. Orwell uses ‘(But) I’m dancing, ’ ‘There they go, ’ and ‘The bells are ringing’ in A Clergyman’s Daughter; see CW, III, 114, 157, 164, for example.

16. ‘Boomps-a-daisy. Roll out the barrel.’ originally followed ‘You can’t do that there ’ere’ in the preceding section and written within brackets.

17. The final section, ‘Soldiers’ songs,’ is separated by a rule and written across the whole width of the column. Punctuation and capitalisation have been reproduced as in Orwell’s manuscript. The dates should not be relied upon. The section giving 1914–18 soldiers’ songs is surprisingly thin. F. T. Nettleinghame gave the words, and sometimes the music, for nearly two hundred such songs in his two little volumes, Tommy’s Tunes (1917) and More Tommy’s Tunes (1918).

18. The abbreviations in parentheses can probably be explained by reference to the next section: pr. = retains traces of foreign pronunciation; s-p = plural forms in their original language but to be treated in English as singular; the meaning of ‘pl.’ is less certain but looks, from the example given below (genus), as if the word referred to presents difficulties in making a plural form in English: genera for genus; ultimata for ultimatum.

19. Section one has a large square bracket added later at the beginning and another at the end. The last examples (Data … singular) and section iv have been added later in paler ink. These are two examples of many indications of these lists being supplemented and modified at a later stage. Variations in ink colour are not otherwise noted. Such changes sometimes require slight consequential changes of punctuation and, if these are not significant, they are made silently.

20. The dash is Orwell’s. The passage in the final text reads: ‘the smell of gin, which dwelt with him night and day, was inextricably mixed up in his mind with the smell of those——’ (there is no final punctuation mark); CW, IX, 301.

21. These headings appeared at the top of each of four pages of the manuscript; they have been repeated here only at the head of relevant pages.

22. Originally ‘Context,’ but crossed out.

23. Originally ‘Keep,’ but crossed out and ‘Scrap’ substituted.

24. Originally ‘A head’, but crossed out.

25. In light of the words and phrases Orwell proposed should be scrapped, it might be expected that ‘Quietus’ would have been discarded. That he proposed it should be kept may be because it appears in Hamlet’s speech beginning ‘To be, or not to be’: ‘When he himself might his quietus make/With a bare bodkin’ (3.1.75–76).

26. Originally ‘To infinity,’ but crossed out and ‘Indefinitely’ substituted.

27. Originally ‘(technical),’ was added here but crossed out.

28. Originally ‘(technical),’ was added here but crossed out.

29. Originally ‘Nem. con. (abbreviation?),’ but crossed out.

30. Originally ‘Solus (?),’ but crossed out.

31. Originally, one below the other, were ‘Stet,’ the printer’s delete sign followed by ‘(dele),’ ‘Op. cit.’ and ‘Ad lib(itum),’ bracketed together as ‘Abbreviations’; all were crossed out.

32. Originally, one below the other, were ‘Plenum (phrase?)’ and ‘(Quorum ( ¨ )’; both were crossed out.

33. The words ‘Genus,’ ‘Vortex’ and ‘Apex’ are lightly crossed through, but the query about their plurality remains, so they have been allowed to stand.

34. Originally ‘Extra (adj. & noun),’ but crossed out.

35. Originally followed by ‘(a?),’ but crossed out.

36. Originally followed by ‘(see phrases),’ but crossed out.

37. The figure ‘87’ is roughly written about here. It is not clear what it refers to; there are 101 items in this section.

38. ‘Ancien’ was originally enclosed within parentheses, but these have been crossed out. Orwell sometimes omits accents; these have not been supplied here.

39. Originally ‘? Femme fatale,’ but crossed out.

40. Originally ‘? table d’hôte’ and below it ‘? wagon lit,’ but crossed out.

41. Originally ‘Entrée (into)’ and below it ‘Première,’ but crossed out.

42. Originally ‘Entr’acte (spelling?)’ and below it ‘Démarche’ and then ‘Chassis,’ but all crossed out. ‘Entr’acte’ is correctly spelt. When later Orwell enters it in section ii, he also queries its spelling.

43. Originally ‘Hors d’oeuvre (?)’ and below it ‘Mystique,’ but crossed out.

44. Originally ‘Cadre,’ but crossed out.

45. Originally ‘Régime,’ but crossed out.

46. Originally ‘? Avoir du poids,’ but crossed out.

47. Originally ‘Aide-de-camp,’ but crossed out.

48. Originally ‘objective’ was written before ‘existence,’ but crossed out; ‘Alone? How—why’ was written above the line and marked for inclusion. The surviving pages of the draft manuscript do not include any of the pages referred to in this section

49. Tom Braddock (1887–1976), M.P. for Mitcham, Surrey. He, and the other two, are in Orwell’s List of Crypto-Communists and Fellow-Travellers; see 3732. Orwell seemed doubtful as to whether Braddock should be included because in his column for remarks he has two question marks. Cf. ns. 50 and 51 below.

50. Emrys Hughes (1894–1969); in Orwell’s list (see n. 49 above), he notes that Hughes was M. P. for Ayrshire, editor of Forward, and that he ‘Votes with crypto group. ’ Under Remarks he wrote ‘? Probably not. Well-meaning, wrong-headed.’

51. Ralph Parker (1908–1964). In Orwell’s list (seen. n.49 above), he queries Parker’s first name (it is correct) and notes his work as: ‘News-Chronicle (Moscow Correspondent 1947). Also Times. “Moscow Correspondent” (1949). “Plot Against Peace” (pub. Moscow 1949.)’ Parker also wrote from Moscow for the New York Times in 1942. Under Remarks, Orwell wrote: ‘Underground member or close F[ellow] T[raveller]? Stayed on in Moscow (became Soviet citizen.)’ The correct title of the second book Orwell mentions is Conspiracy Against Peace: Notes of an English Journalist. Parker published later books in Moscow and Indonesian Impressions (New Delhi, 1955). He was actually The Times’s correspondent 1942–47 and thereafter for the News Chronicle, Daily Worker, New Statesman, and Times of India. Though a Soviet propagandist, he could be critical of the Soviet Union. His special knowledge of literature and theatre led to his becoming the New York impresario Sol Hurok’s representative in Russia. He was accused of spying on British diplomats. Parker died in the small village near Moscow where he lived.

52. It is not possible to identify which articles or reviews were intended for The Observer. The first Observer entry in the second group has been ticked.

53. ‘Writers and Leviathan’; see 3364. For ns. 54, 57, and 58, see also 3363, n. 1 for the problems of identifying the articles Orwell wrote at this time.

54. ‘Britain’s Left-Wing Press’; see 3366.

55. Orwell’s review of Graham Greene’s The Heart of the Matter, 17 July 1948; see 3424. He had reviewed Lady Gregory’s Journals, 19 April 1947; see 3218. The sum of $510 presumably is for both reviews and was calculated before payment for the Greene review; $510 was then about £126.50.

56. McIntosh & Otis, Orwell’s agents for his journalism in the United States.

57. ‘The Labour Government After Three Years’; see 3462; this entry has been ticked.

58. Either the review of Spearhead, 17 April 1948 (see 3380)—which fits the dating well but is much longer than the estimated word-length and follows two items listed with it to be completed in June and July—or the review of The Novelist as Thinker, 7 August 1948 (see 3436)—which is the right length (820 words) and follows in the list the items for June and July and precedes a review published on 2 October of 570 words (for which Orwell allowed 600 in his list); see 3465.




Chronology

In the main, Orwell’s publications, except books, are not listed

25 June 1903 Eric Arthur Blair born in Motihari, Bengal, India.



14 January 1947 Orwell’s radio adaptation of Animal Farm broadcast by BBC Third Programme.

4 April 1947 Eightieth, and last, ‘As I Please’, published in Tribune.

11 April–20 Dec 1947 At Barnhill, Jura, writing Nineteen Eighty-Four and often ill.

31 May 1947 Sends Frederick Warburg version of ‘Such, Such Were the Joys’; final version probably completed about May 1948.

August 1947 The English People published by Collins in the series, Britain in Pictures; as Diet engelske Folk, Copenhagen, February, 1948; Die Engländer, Braunschweig, December 1948.

September 1947 Gives up lease of The Stores, Wallington.

31 October 1947 So ill has to work in bed.

7 Nov 1947 First draft of Nineteen Eighty-Four completed.

20 Dec 1947–28 Jul 1948 Patient in Hairmyres Hospital, East Kilbride (near Glasgow), with tuberculosis of the left lung.

March 1948 Writes ‘Writers and Leviathan’ for Politics and Letters, No. 4, Summer 1948; also published in New Leader, New York, 19 June 1948.

May 1948 Starts second draft of Nineteen Eighty-Four. Writes ‘Britain’s Left-Wing Press’ for The Progressive, and ‘George Gissing’ for Politics and Letters.

13 May 1948 Coming Up for Air published as first volume in Secker’s Uniform Edition.

28 Jul 1948–c. Jan 1949 At Barnhill, Jura.

Early Nov 1948 Finishes writing Nineteen Eighty-Four.

15 Nov 1948 British Pamphleteers, Vol 1 published by Alan Wingate, with Introduction by Orwell (written spring 1947).

4 Dec 1948 Completes typing fair copy of Nineteen Eighty-Four and posts copies to Moore and Warburg. Has serious relapse.

December 1948 Gives up lease of flat in Canonbury Square, Islington.

24 Dec 1948 Makes final entry in his last Domestic Diary.

c. 2 Jan 1949 Leaves Jura.



21 January 1950 Orwell dies of pulmonary tuberculosis, aged 46.
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ABOUT THE BOOK

In ‘Reflections on Gandhi’, published in January 1949, in which he modified the strictures made in a previous review, Orwell wrote, ‘our job is to make life worth living on this earth, which is the only earth we have’. 

While a patient at the Cotswold Sanatorium, Cranham, he read the proofs of Nineteen Eighty-Four and wrote five reviews. He began, but did not finish, an article on Evelyn Waugh, made notes for an essay on Conrad, and sketched out a long short-story, ‘A Smoking-Room Story’. 

The volume includes many unpublished letters, Warburg’s report on his visit to Cranham, a clarification of Orwell’s public statement on Nineteen Eighty-Four, and a detailed examination, with all the relevant correspondence, of Orwell’s relationship with the Information Research Department of the Foreign Office. Two of the last items are a cheerful letter from Nancy Parratt, one of his BBC secretaries, and a letter from Sonia Orwell (whom Orwell had married a few weeks after he was transferred to University College Hospital, London). 

The volume concludes with a series of appendices. These print all work in progress; a statement of Orwell’s accounts; a list of the 144 books he read in 1949; Orwell’s will and final instructions for his literary executors; the names in his address book; those he considered cryptos or fellow-travellers; a list of books he owned and another of his pamphlet collection.




Introduction to Volume XX

1949–1950: Our Job is to Make Life Worth Living

As from time to time these volumes show, among Orwell’s most attractive characteristics were his willingness to admit his mistakes, to apologise, and to modify his opinions in the light of criticism. Although he never found Gandhi wholly convincing, in ‘Reflections on Gandhi’, published in January 1949 (3516), he modified the strictures made in his review of Lionel Fielden’s Beggar My Neighbour in 1943 (2257), partly as a result of its author’s response (2258), but more especially because of the letters he received from the pacifist, Roy Walker (2372). It is ironic, especially in view of Orwell’s battle against censorship and ‘garbling’, as he termed it, that the Government’s Central Office of Information published a version of this essay, ‘Gandhi: a critical study’, in Mirror, a periodical it distributed in Asia. The cuts it made, garbling what Orwell actually said, are given in the notes to 3516 (see here). It is in this essay that Orwell wrote, ‘our job is to make life worth living on this earth, which is the only earth we have’ (see here). Another kind of ‘garbling’ arose in the last letter traced from Orwell’s agent, Leonard Moore (22 November 1949. 3710). With this was a list of cuts proposed for an Argentine edition of Nineteen Eighty-Four. Edition Kraft feared that, as it stood, it would be banned and wished to cut about 140 lines thought to represent sexual relationships too realistically. The book had a ‘basic philosophy … aimed directly against some of the most powerful movements of our time’ and it was feared that an excuse might be sought to have the book withdrawn on ‘moral’ grounds. The cuts required are listed here.

From 6 January until 3 September Orwell was a patient at the Cotswold Sanatorium, Cranham; from there he was transferred to University College Hospital on 3 September 1949. He took pains to ensure that, were he not well enough, Sir Richard Rees, his literary executor, would read the proofs of Nineteen Eighty-Four (3536), but he did manage a little work including the reading of the proofs of English and U.S. editions of the novel. He found the strength to instruct Roger Senhouse, a director of Secker & Warburg, in the niceties distinguishing ‘on to’ from ‘onto’ (3557) and to require the U.S. publishers to restore the metric measurements in the novel (3566; the Americans had altered them to feet and inches, etc., assuming that the metric system was already in operation in England); he found considerable energy to demand that the American publishers restore a very large section of Goldstein’s book, which they proposed to abridge (3575), and to have Warburg issue a clarification of the ‘meaning’ of Nineteen Eighty-Four for the U.S.A., in particular that, ‘being after all a parody’ it was not a forecast of what would happen, and stressing his socialist credentials (3646; this also sets out the different versions of the clarification published in the States).

Orwell wrote five reviews. These included reviews of F. R. Leavis’s The Great Tradition (3543), Winston Churchill’s Their Finest Hour (3624, written for the persistent New York New Leader), and of Hesketh Pearson’s biography of Dickens (3625), his very last review to be published of the 379 (of some seven hundred books) he wrote. He also wrote a plea for clemency for a Spanish Republican prisoner sentenced to death in Spain (3558, and 3685) and a defence of the award of the Bollingen Prize to Ezra Pound (3612). He began, but did not finish, an article on Evelyn Waugh (3585), drafted notes for a poem (see here), and sketched out a long short-story, ‘A Smoking- room Story’ (3722–23 with conjectural fair copy, 3724). To the last, he hoped to travel to Switzerland to aid his recovery. And he was still being importuned to write more.

The volume includes Dr Morland’s report on Orwell at Cranham (3635) and Warburg’s telling report on his visit there (3645). The letters and reports associated with the Foreign Office’s Information Research Department are reproduced with very full annotations and explanations (3590A, 3590B, and 3615; see 3732 for Orwell’s list of crypto-communists and fellow-travellers). There are many previously unpublished letters, some responding to such old friends as Brenda Salkeld, Lydia Jackson, Mamaine Koestler, Julian Symons, Tosco Fyvel, Anthony Powell, and, of course, David Astor, who showed Orwell great kindness over several years. Some brought touching echoes of the past, in particular of his childhood friend, Jacintha Buddicom whom he had not seen since he went to Burma (and, indeed, did not see even in 1949; see 3550, 3551, and 3631). Other voices from the past included one of his platoon from Spain, John Braithwaite (3703); the West Indian writer, Una Marson, with whom he had worked at the BBC (3587); and an especially cheerful letter from Nancy Parratt, one of the BBC secretaries, enclosing a photograph (3713). There is also Sonia Orwell’s letter to Yvonne Davet explaining that Orwell was too ill to write himself but sending her his hope that her translation of Homage to Catalonia ‘paraîtra enfin’ (3716): it did—five years after Orwell had died. Among many friends who came to visit him were colleagues from his Home Guard platoon (see 3590B). The letters show an enormous fund of love and friendship for Orwell.

Orwell married Sonia Brownell on 13 October 1949. One of the letters that has very recently been discovered (3695A) warmly congratulates Orwell and expresses very great admiration for Sonia. In Appendix 13, ‘After Orwell’s Death’, is included a short memoir on Sonia by Ian Angus. Another memoir in the appendixes is that by Mrs. Miranda Wood (3735), who stayed in Orwell’s flat in Canonbury for two summers whilst he was in Jura and who typed for him there.

The volume concludes with a dozen more appendixes. These print all work in progress; a statement of Orwell’s assets (the amounts he had lent friends, given on here, are a good indication of his generous nature, especially when converted into today’s values); a list of 144 books he read in 1949; Orwell’s will and final instructions for his literary executors; the names in his address book; those he considered cryptos or fellow-travellers; a list of books he owned and another of his pamphlet collection (with a long explanatory note); and letters that have been discovered after page-proof correction had been completed.

A full General Introduction will be found here
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3516. ‘Reflections on Gandhi’1

Partisan Review, January 1949

Saints should always be judged guilty until they are proved innocent, but the tests that have to be applied to them are not, of course, the same in all cases. In Gandhi’s case the questions one feels inclined to ask are: to what extent was Gandhi moved by vanity—by the consciousness of himself as a humble, naked old man, sitting on a praying-mat and shaking empires by sheer spiritual power—and to what extent did he compromise his own principles by entering into politics, which of their nature are inseparable from coercion and fraud? To give a definite answer one would have to study Gandhi’s acts and writings in immense detail, for his whole life was a sort of pilgrimage in which every act was significant. But this partial autobiography,fn1 which ends in the nineteen-twenties, is strong evidence in his favor, all the more because it covers what he would have called the unregenerate part of his life and reminds one that inside the saint, or near-saint, there was a very shrewd, able person who could, if he had chosen, have been a brilliant success as a lawyer, an1 administrator or perhaps even a business man.

At about the time when the autobiography first appeared I remember reading its opening chapters in the ill-printed pages of some Indian newspaper. They made a good impression on me, which Gandhi himself, at that time, did not. The things that one associated with him—homespun cloth, “soul forces” and vegetarianism—were unappealing, and his medievalist program was obviously not viable in a backward, starving, over-populated country. It was also apparent that the British were making use of him, or thought they were making use of him. Strictly speaking, as a Nationalist, he was an enemy, but since in every crisis he would exert himself to prevent violence—which, from the British point of view, meant preventing any effective action whatever—he could be regarded as “our man.” In private this was sometimes cynically admitted. The attitude of the Indian millionaires was similar. Gandhi called upon them to repent, and naturally they preferred him to the Socialists and Communists who, given the chance, would actually have taken their money away. How reliable such calculations are in the long run is doubtful; as Gandhi himself says, “in the end deceivers deceive only themselves”; but at any rate the gentleness with which he was nearly always handled was due partly to the feeling that he was useful. The British Conservatives only became really angry with him when, as in 1942, he was in effect turning his non-violence against a different conqueror.

But I could see even then that the British officials who spoke of him with a mixture of amusement and disapproval also genuinely liked and admired him, after a fashion. Nobody ever suggested that he was corrupt, or ambitious in any vulgar way, or that anything he did was actuated by fear or malice.2 In judging a man like Gandhi one seems instinctively to apply high standards, so that some of his virtues have passed almost unnoticed. For instance, it is clear even from the autobiography that his natural physical courage was quite outstanding: the manner of his death was a later illustration of this,3 for a public man who attached any value to his own skin would have been more adequately guarded. Again, he seems to have been quite free from that maniacal4 suspiciousness which, as E. M. Forster rightly says in A Passage to India, is the besetting Indian vice, as hypocrisy is the British vice.5 Although no doubt he was shrewd enough in detecting dishonesty, he6 seems wherever possible to have believed that other people were acting in good faith and had a better nature through which they could be approached. And though he came of a poor middle-class family, started life rather unfavorably, and was probably of unimpressive physical appearance, he was not afflicted by envy or by the feeling of inferiority. Color feeling, when he first met it in its worst form in South Africa, seems rather to have astonished him. Even when he was fighting what was in effect a color war, he did not think of people in terms of race or status. The governor of a province, a cotton millionaire, a half-starved Dravidian cooly,7 a British private soldier, were all equally human beings, to be approached in much the same way. It is noticeable that even in the worst possible circumstances, as in South Africa when he was making himself unpopular as the champion of the Indian community, he did not lack European friends.

Written in short lengths for newspaper serialization, the autobiography is not a literary masterpiece, but it is the more impressive because of the commonplaceness of much of its material.8 It is well to be reminded that Gandhi started out with the normal ambitions of a young Indian student and only adopted his extremist opinions by degrees and, in some cases, rather unwillingly. There was a time, it is interesting to learn, when he wore a top hat, took dancing lessons, studied French and Latin, went up the Eiffel Tower and even tried to learn the violin—all this with the idea of assimilating European civilization as thoroughly as possible. He was not one of those saints who are marked out by their phenomenal piety from childhood onwards, nor one of the other kind who forsake the world after sensational debaucheries. He makes full confession of the misdeeds of his youth, but in fact there is not much to confess. As a frontispiece to the book there is a photograph of Gandhi’s possessions at the time of his death. The whole outfit could be purchased for about £5, and Gandhi’s sins, at least his fleshly sins, would make the same sort of appearance if placed all in one heap. A few cigarettes, a few mouthfuls of meat, a few annas pilfered in childhood from the maidservant, two visits to a brothel (on each occasion he got away without “doing anything”), one narrowly escaped lapse with his landlady in Plymouth, one outburst of temper—that is about the whole collection.9 Almost from childhood onwards he had a deep earnestness, an attitude ethical rather than religious, but, until he was about thirty, no very definite sense of direction. His first entry into anything describable as public life was made by way of vegetarianism. Underneath his less ordinary qualities one feels all the time the solid middle-class business men who were his ancestors. One feels that even after he had abandoned personal ambition he must have been a resourceful, energetic lawyer and a hardheaded political organizer, careful in keeping down expenses, an adroit handler of committees and an indefatigable chaser of subscriptions.10 His character was an extraordinarily mixed one, but there was almost11 nothing in it that you can put your finger on and call bad, and I believe that even Gandhi’s worst enemies would admit that he was an interesting and unusual man who enriched the world simply by being alive. Whether he was also a lovable man, and whether his teachings can have much value for those who do not accept the religious beliefs on which they are founded, I have never felt fully certain.12

Of late years it has been the fashion to talk about Gandhi as though he were not only sympathetic to the Western leftwing movement, but were even integrally part of it. Anarchists and pacifists, in particular, have claimed him for their own, noticing only that he was opposed to centralism and State violence and ignoring the otherworldly, anti-humanist tendency of his doctrines. But one should, I think, realize that Gandhi’s teachings cannot be squared with the belief that Man is the measure of all things, and that our job is to make life worth living on this earth, which is the only earth we have. They make sense only on the assumption that God exists and that the world of solid objects is an illusion to be escaped from. It is worth considering the disciplines which Gandhi imposed on himself and which—though he might not insist on every one of his followers observing every detail—he considered indispensable if one wanted to serve either God or humanity. First of all, no meat-eating, and if possible no animal food in any form. (Gandhi himself, for the sake of his health, had to compromise on milk, but seems to have felt this to be a backsliding.) No alcohol or tobacco, and no spices or condiments, even of a vegetable kind, since food should be taken not for its own sake but solely in order to preserve one’s strength. Secondly, if possible, no sexual intercourse. If sexual intercourse must happen, then it should be for the sole purpose of begetting children and presumably at long intervals. Gandhi himself, in his middle thirties, took the vow of bramahcharya, which means not only complete chastity but the elimination of sexual desire. This condition, it seems, is difficult to attain without a special diet and frequent fasting. One of the dangers of milk-drinking is that it is apt to arouse sexual desire. And finally—this is the cardinal point—for the seeker after goodness there must be no close friendships and no exclusive loves whatever.

Close friendships, Gandhi says, are dangerous, because “friends react on one another” and through loyalty to a friend one can be led into wrongdoing. This is unquestionably true. Moreover, if one is to love God, or to love humanity as a whole, one cannot give one’s preference to any individual person. This again is true, and it marks the point at which the humanistic and the religious attitude cease to be reconcilable. To an ordinary human being, love means nothing if it does not mean loving some people more than others. The autobiography leaves it uncertain whether Gandhi behaved in an inconsiderate way to his wife and children, but at any rate it makes clear that on three occasions he was willing to let his wife or a child die rather than administer the animal food prescribed by the doctor. It is true that the threatened death never actually occurred, and also that Gandhi—with, one gathers, a good deal of moral pressure in the opposite direction—always gave the patient the choice of staying alive at the price of committing a sin: still, if the decision had been solely his own, he would have forbidden the animal food, whatever the risks might be. There must, he says, be some limit to what we will do in order to remain alive, and the limit is well on this side of chicken broth. This attitude is perhaps a noble one, but, in the sense which—I think—most people would give to the word, it is inhuman. The essence of being human is that one does not seek perfection, that one is sometimes willing to commit sins for the sake of loyalty, that one does not push asceticism to the point where it makes friendly intercourse impossible, and that one is prepared in the end to be defeated and broken up by life, which is the inevitable price of fastening one’s love upon other human individuals. No doubt alcohol, tobacco and so forth are things that a saint must avoid, but sainthood is also a thing that human beings must avoid. There is an obvious retort to this, but one should be wary about making it. In this yogi-ridden age, it is too readily assumed that “non-attachment” is not only better than a full acceptance of earthly life, but that the ordinary man only rejects it because it is too difficult: in other words, that the average human being is a failed saint. It is doubtful whether this is true. Many people genuinely do not wish to be saints, and it is probable that some who achieve or aspire to sainthood have never felt much temptation to be human beings. If one could follow it to its psychological roots, one would, I believe, find that the main motive for “non-attachment” is a desire to escape from the pain of living, and above all from love, which, sexual or non-sexual, is hard work. But13 it is not necessary here to argue whether the other-worldly or the humanistic ideal is “higher.” The point is that they are incompatible. One must choose between God and Man, and all “radicals” and “progressives,” from the mildest Liberal to the most extreme Anarchist,14 have in effect chosen Man.

However, Gandhi’s pacifism can be separated to some extent from his other teachings. Its motive was religious, but he claimed also for it that it was a definite technique, a method, capable of producing desired political results. Gandhi’s attitude was not that of most Western pacifists. Satyagraha, first evolved in South Africa, was a sort of non-violent warfare, a way of defeating the enemy without hurting him and without feeling or arousing hatred. It entailed such things as civil disobedience, strikes, lying down in front of railway trains, enduring police charges without running away and without hitting back, and the like. Gandhi objected to “passive resistance” as a translation of Satyagraha: in Gujarati, it seems, the word means “firmness in the truth.” In his early days Gandhi served as a stretcher-bearer on the British side in the Boer War, and he was prepared to do the same again in the war of 1914–18. Even after he had completely abjured violence he was honest enough to see that in war it is usually necessary to take sides. He did not—indeed, since his whole political life centered round a struggle for national independence, he could not—take the sterile and dishonest line of pretending that in every war both sides are exactly the same and it makes no difference who wins. Nor did he, like most Western pacifists, specialize in avoiding awkward questions. In relation to the late war, one question that every pacifist had a clear obligation to answer was: “What about the Jews? Are you prepared to see them exterminated? If not, how do you propose to save them without resorting to war?” I must say that15 I have never heard, from any Western pacifist, an honest answer to this question, though I have heard plenty of evasions, usually of the “you’re another” type.16 But it so happens that Gandhi was asked a somewhat similar question in 1938 and that his answer is on record in Mr. Louis Fischer’s Gandhi and Stalin. According to Mr. Fischer, Gandhi’s view was that the German Jews ought to commit collective suicide, which “would have aroused the world and the people of Germany to Hitler’s violence.” After the war he justified himself: the Jews had been killed anyway, and might as well have died significantly. One has the impression that this attitude staggered even so warm an admirer as Mr. Fischer, but17 Gandhi was merely being honest. If you are not prepared to take life, you must often be prepared for lives to be lost in some other way. When, in 1942, he urged non-violent resistance against a Japanese invasion, he was ready to admit that it might cost several million deaths.

At the same time there is reason to think that Gandhi, who after all was born in 1869, did not understand the nature of totalitarianism and saw everything in terms of his own struggle against the British government. The important point here is not so much that the British treated him forbearingly as that he was always able to command publicity.18 As can be seen from the phrase quoted above, he believed in “arousing the world,” which is only possible if the world gets a chance to hear what you are doing. It is difficult to see how Gandhi’s methods could be applied in a country where opponents of the regime disappear in the middle of the night and are never heard of again. Without a free press and the right of assembly, it is impossible not merely to appeal to outside opinion, but to bring a mass movement into being, or even to make your intentions known to your adversary. Is there a Gandhi in Russia at this moment? And if there is, what is he accomplishing? The Russian masses could only practice civil disobedience if the same idea happened to occur to all of them simultaneously, and even then, to judge by the history of the Ukraine famine, it would make no difference.19 But let it be granted that non-violent resistance can be effective against one’s own government, or against an occupying power: even so, how does one put it into practice internationally? Gandhi’s various conflicting20 statements on the late war seem to show that he felt the difficulty of this. Applied to foreign politics, pacifism either stops being pacifist or becomes appeasement. Moreover the assumption, which served Gandhi so well in dealing with individuals, that all human beings are more or less approachable and will respond to a generous gesture, needs to be seriously questioned. It is not necessarily true, for example, when you are dealing with lunatics. Then the question becomes: Who is sane? Was Hitler sane? And is it not possible for one whole culture to be insane by the standards of another? And, so far as one can gauge the feelings of whole nations, is there any apparent connection between a generous deed and a friendly response? Is gratitude a factor in international politics?

These and kindred questions need discussion, and need it urgently, in the few years left to us before somebody presses the button and the rockets begin to fly. It seems doubtful whether civilization can stand another major war, and it is at least thinkable that the way out lies through non-violence. It is Gandhi’s virtue that he would have been ready to give honest consideration to the kind of question that I have raised above; and, indeed, he probably did discuss most of these questions somewhere or other in his innumerable newspaper articles. One feels of him that there was21 much that he did not understand, but not that there was anything that he was frightened of saying or thinking.22 I have never been able to feel much liking for Gandhi, but I do not feel sure that as a political thinker he was wrong in the main,23 nor do I believe that his life was a failure. It is curious that when he was assassinated, many of his warmest admirers exclaimed sorrowfully that he had lived just long enough to see his life work in ruins, because India was engaged in a civil war which had always been foreseen as one of the by-products of the transfer of power.24 But it was not in trying to smoothe down Hindu-Moslem rivalry that Gandhi had25 spent his life. His main political objective, the peaceful ending of British rule, had after all26 been attained. As usual, the relevant facts cut across one another. On the one hand,27 the British did get out of India without fighting, an event which very few observers indeed would have predicted until about a year before it happened. On the other hand, this was done by a Labor government, and it is certain that a Conservative government, especially a government headed by Churchill, would have acted differently. But28 if, by 1945, there had grown up in Britain29 a large body of opinion sympathetic to Indian independence, how far was this due to Gandhi’s personal influence? And if, as may happen,30 India and Britain finally31 settle down into a decent and friendly relationship, will this32 be partly because Gandhi, by keeping up his struggle obstinately and without hatred, disinfected the political air? That one even thinks of asking33 such questions indicates his stature. One may feel, as I do, a sort of aesthetic distaste for Gandhi, one may reject the claims of sainthood made on his behalf (he never made any such claim himself, by the way), one may also reject sainthood as an ideal and therefore feel that Gandhi’s basic aims were anti-human and reactionary: but regarded simply as a politician, and compared with the other leading political figures of our time, how clean a smell he has managed to leave behind!34


This article was abridged and modified in Mirror, 16, as ‘Gandhi: a critical study.’ Mirror: Monthly International Review was published by the Central Office of Information, London. The journal described itself as ‘Presenting to readers in Asia illustrated articles, literary features, book extracts, and essays reflecting the best in current Western thought on important political, scientific, social and economic problems.’ The date of the article’s publication has been back-calculated from Vol. 3, No. 25, dated July 1950; it was printed in June 1949, and the British Library’s copy is date-stamped 27 October 1949. The article is one of three picked for special mention on the page facing the list of contents.

It is possible that one or two changes might have had Orwell’s approval (for example, ns. 15 and 26), but many of the changes are intended to address Indian and British sensibilities (for example, ns. 4 and 5). Rather more serious is the way that the article has been made overtly propagandist in favour of Gandhi. Where Orwell hedges, Mirror is quite positive. See, for example, ns. 11; 12, especially the cutting of the final sentence; 20; 21; 23, the omission of Orwell’s statement that he had never been able to feel much liking for Gandhi; 30, where Orwell’s ‘as may happen’ becomes ‘as now promises’—very much the kind of propagandist change that the COI might be expected to make; and 33, omitting Orwell’s acknowledgment that he had ‘a sort of aesthetic distaste for Gandhi.’ There is no way of knowing whether or not Orwell agreed to these changes, still less made them, but the probability is that the essay was ‘used’ to bolster Anglo-Indian relations and that Orwell was thought particularly appropriate for this because, as a preliminary note states, this ‘new evaluation’ had been made by ‘an English writer and critic well known for the independence and originality of his views.’ To put it crudely, it looks as if Orwell’s independence was hijacked by the Central Office of Information. It is remarkable that Orwell should have written this article for Partisan Review (and reviews for The Observer) at the very time he was desperately exhausting himself completing the revision and final typing of Nineteen Eighty-Four. In his letter to S. M. Levitas, 3 March 1949 (see 3559), he says the article was written before the beginning of December 1948.







3517. Review of The English Comic Album, compiled by Leonard Russell and Nicolas Bentley

The Observer, 2 January 1949

It is generally admitted that the standard of English comic draughtsmanship deteriorated after 1850, but the collection of drawings now published shows, at any rate, that the standard has risen sharply during the past 15 years. Even if there is no Rowlandson or Cruikshank alive to-day, a period in which Low, Giles, Nicolas Bentley, Ronald Searle, and Osbert Lancaster are all at work simultaneously is not doing so badly.

The collection starts about a century ago, when the self-contained “joke picture,” was just coming into being. Unfortunately this was also the period at which English humour was being “purified” for the benefit of a new, largely feminine, public. It is painful to compare, for instance, Tenniel and Charles Keene, or even Edward Lear, with “Phiz” and Cruikshank. Indeed, the funniest pictures that Messrs. Russell and Bentley have been able to find in the late middle of the century are some satires on drunkenness by an anonymous postcard artist.

The eighties and nineties were dominated by George du Maurier and others of the same school, who simply drew naturalistic sketches to go with jokes which, when they were funny, could have got along equally well with no picture. There was also Phil May, Sir Max Beerbohm (who, however, did his best work about 20 years later), and two gifted Frenchmen, Caran d’Ache and Godefroy, apparently included here because of their influence on English draughtsmanship.

The whole period between roughly 1900 and 1930 is a very bad one. Its redeeming features were Sir Max Beerbohm’s caricatures, and George Belcher, a social historian rather than a comic draughtsman. Otherwise, nearly all the so-called comic drawings of that time are either weakly naturalistic or display the kind of silly facetiousness that can be seen in, for instance, the Shell advertisements.1

This type of drawing still predominates, but since the nineteen-thirties the “American joke” has naturalised itself. It is no longer assumed that every magazine-reader is a member of the upper-middle classes, whose one great terror in life is of being made to think, and, above all, it has come to be accepted that a comic drawing ought to be funny in itself and ought to convey a meaning without further explanation. Mr. Bentley’s lumbering Amazon of the hockey field hardly needs the “Pass, Gwyneth!” printed beneath her, and Mr. Lancaster’s diptych on the march of progress has no caption and needs none. It is true, however, that the long Victorian caption had its charm. In the hands of a writer like Thackeray it was sometimes a small work of art in itself, and it could be made so again, as Mr. D. B. Wyndham Lewis showed some years ago in a book produced in collaboration with Mr. Topolski.2

It is difficult to review an anthology without raising a few complaints. Low is not represented by his best work, and neither is Sir Max Beerbohm. Thackeray does not get a fair showing, and Leech would have been better represented by some of his illustrations to Surtees than by his contributions to “Punch.” And since both advertisements and comic strips are included, might there not have been at any rate one seaside post-card? But this is a well-balanced collection, and the most jaded reader can hardly glance through it without laughing several times.




3518. Dr. Bruce Dick to David Astor

5 January 1949     Handwritten

as from The Peel,
Busby.1

Dear Mr David,2

I am sorry for the delay in reply° to your letter.

I was for a time in correspondence with Eric Blair. It was obvious° a relapse story, presumably of fairly acute onset. When we saw him in Sept. we thought he was as good as when he left us.

I had offered to take him into our hospital3 or this one. However he had a hankering for the less rigorous south. He had decided on Mundesley.4 I expect the delay in getting fixed up made him decide on the Cotswold Sanatorium.5 I have not been in touch with the Superintendent personally, but one of my assistants sent a detailed history.

I believe the disease will respond again to a course of streptomycin. It can now be procured more easily at home. Certainly no other form of treatment is available.

It is all bad luck for such a fine character & gifted man. I know he gets great heart from your continued comradeship & kindness.

I hope the poor fellow will do well. It is now obvious that he will need to live a most sheltered life in a sanatorium environment. I fear the dream of Jura must fade out.

If I can be of the least help, I will. If he was to come north later we would give6 him refuge.

With kind regards.
Yours sincerely,
Bruce Dick









3518A. To Lydia Jackson

9 January 1949     Handwritten

The Cotswold Sanatorium
CRANHAM
Gloucestershire

Dear Lydia,

Thank you for your letter, & thank you also ever so much for sending the story of the Three Bears to Richard. (Avril says by the way that the bears in it are so well-behaved that she thinks it must be disguised Soviet propaganda). I can’t write much of a letter, because as you see by the above address. I am ill again, & have been for some time. I was very well when I left the hospital in July, ie. very weak but with apparently no TB. left, but I began to relapse about the end of September. I could have done something about it then, but I had to finish that wretched book, which, thanks to illness, I had been messing about with 18 months & which the publishers were harrying me for. In the event I didn’t finish it till the beginning of December, & then it took some time to make arrangements with a sanatorium. I expect to be here at any rate two months, more I dare say. I can’t do any work at present & am trying not to, as I must try & get rid of this beastly disease. Possibly when I’m a bit stronger & can get about a bit you’d like to come & see me some time. I’ve no doubt I could arrange for you to stay in the neighbourhood for a few days. It’s probably very pretty country round here—I don’t know this actual part, but it can’t be very different from Oxfordshire, where I spent part of my childhood. Please give my love to Pat.1

With love
Eric





3519. To David Astor

12 January 1949

Witcombe1

THANKS VERY MUCH DONT WORRY NOT BEING TREATED WITH STREPTOMYCIN THIS TIME WRITING = GEORGE +





3520. To David Astor

12 January 1949     Handwritten

The Cotswold Sanatorium1
Cranham
Glos.

Dear David,

Thanks so much for your two wires & the offer about the streptomycin. But at present they aren’t treating me with strepto, & in any case it appears that it is now easier to get & comparatively cheap. They are giving me something called P.A.S.2 which I gather stands for para-amino-salicylic acid. This sounds rather as if it was just aspirin in disguise, but I assume it isn’t. We will give it a trial any way. If it doesn’t work I can always have another go of strepto. This seems quite a nice place & comfortable. If you can come any time I should love it, though of course don’t put yourself out. I can even arrange meals for you if I get notice. I have felt better the last week or so but I am not going to attempt any work for at least a month.

Yours
George

[Written at the head of page:]

P.S. Looking at the map this isn’t so very far from your Abingdon place by road. I’ve never been in Glos. before but I think it must be rather like the Oxfordshire country I knew as a little boy.




3521. To George Woodcock

12 January 1949     Handwritten

The Cotswold Sanatorium
Cranham
Glos.

Dear George,

It is ages ago that I received from you a letter with a cyclostyled circular relating to the F.D.C.1 which I didn’t comment on or in fact even read. I have been for some time past & still am seriously ill, & have been almost unequal to answering more than the unavoidable minimum of letters. I was much better when I left the hospital last July, but I began to relapse in September & during the last two months was in a ghastly state. I would have gone for treatment earlier, but I simply had to finish a book which, thanks to illness, I had been messing about with for 18 months, & which the publishers were chasing me for. In the event I didn’t finish it till early in December, & of course the effort of doing so didn’t make me any better. I came here only recently. It seems a nice place, very comfortable, & I can at any rate completely relax here. They are giving me something called P.A.S. which I suspect of being a high-sounding name for aspirins, but they say it is the latest thing & gives good results. If necessary I can have another go of streptomycin, which certainly seemed to improve me last time, but the secondary effects are so unpleasant that it’s a bit like sinking the ship to drown the rats. I hope you & Inge are going on all right. Can you write again giving me the dope about the F. D. C. I am a bit less distraught now & can deal with things a little. About money, beyond very small sums, I don’t know. You can imagine that this disease is an expensive hobby, & I have earned very little money since 1947. I hope the book just finished may recoup me a bit, but in my experience one is lucky if one makes £500 out of a book. Richard is tremendously well & becoming quite a farmer. Please remember me to Inge.

Yours
George




3522. To Brenda Salkeld

13 January 1949     Handwritten

The Cotswold Sanatorium
Cranham
Glos.

Dear Brenda,1

How are things going with you? It seems ages since I have heard from you. I suppose you know I have been very ill (TB) during most of the past year. I left hospital in July very much better, but got worse again in September. I couldn’t do anything about it then as I had to finish a book I was battling with. I only came to the above recently, & expect to stay here 2 or 3 months. It’s a nice place & I have quite a comfortable “chalet”2 as they are called. I don’t suppose your travels take you to this side of England, but if they do, look in on me. Richard is very well & growing enormous.

Yours
Eric





3523. To Fredrik Wulfsberg1

15 January 1949     Handwritten

The Cotswold Sanatorium
Cranham
Glos.

Dear Sir,

I am sorry I have not answered earlier your letter of December 23rd, but I have been seriously ill & have had to cut my correspondence down to a minimum. I am very flattered that you should have done a broadcast on my work, but I should in any case have been unable to give any sort of interview, even if I had been in an accessible place.2

Yours truly
Geo Orwell





3524. To Fredric Warburg

17 January 1949     Handwritten

The Cotswold Sanatorium
Cranham
Glos.

Dear Fred,

I’d be delighted to see you on Friday, but can you please wire telling me what station you will arrive at, & at what time. I presume you will come to Stroud, & I think there is a train that gets in at 12.5. I have to know because of arranging for the car to meet you. If you come on the 12.5 you will be here about 12.30 & in time for lunch. I can give you lunch here (quite eatable), also tea. Any way let me know.

I was glad to get your letter, as I find that for some days they were sending back letters addressed to “Orwell”, not knowing this was me & I was afraid something from you might have gone astray. This seems a nice place & quite comfortable. I am trying to do no work whatever, which I think is the wisest thing at present. They are giving me something called P.A.S. (para-aminosalicylic acid, I believe). I don’t know whether it is doing me any good, but I feel better & my appetite has improved. I’ve just heard from Gleb Struve about “We”,1 also from Moore about the American edition of “1984”. But I’ll talk to you about that on Friday—Love to everyone.

Yours
George





3525. To Leonard Moore

17 January 1949     Handwritten

The Cotswold Sanatorium
Cranham
Glos.

Dear Moore,

I enclose the 6 contracts,1 duly signed. Thanks also for sending the copies of “Burmese Days,” & the magazine with that cartoon.

I am glad the new book is fixed up for the USA. I assume it does no harm for it to have a different title here & there.2 Warburg seems to prefer the title “1984”, & I think I prefer it slightly myself.3 But I think it would be better to write it “Nineteen Eighty-four,”4 but I expect to see Warburg shortly & I’ll talk to him about that. It’s possible that the American publishers will want to cut out the Appendix,5 which of course is not a usual thing to have in something purporting to be a novel, but I would like to retain it if possible.

The above address will, I am afraid, find me for the next 2 or 3 months. It is a nice place & I am quite comfortable. I am trying to do no work whatever, which I think is the wisest thing at the moment. So, with reference to your other letter, could you tell Harper’s Bazaar that I would have liked to do the article, but have been seriously ill & cannot undertake anything. I dare say in a month or so I shall be fit to begin working again, but for the moment I do not want to make any commitments.

Yours sincerely
Eric Blair




3526. To Reginald Reynolds

17 January 1949     Handwritten

The Cotswold Sanatorium
Cranham
Glos.

Dear Reg,1

Re. pamphlets.2 I’ve just been reading the Hammonds’ book “The English Labourer.”3 Don’t you think there’s sure to be some good inflammatory pamphlet, round about 1800, about either enclosure of the commons, or the workhouses, or the game laws?4 I’d never realised before that the game laws by which poachers were transported to Australia etc. were new about that date, or at least were tightened up then. I thought they were a Norman survival. The innumerable footnotes etc. in the Hammonds’ book might put you on to something.

As to modern ones. One I imagine we might include is Keynes’s “Economic Consequences of the Peace”?5 In a way it’s well-known, but I’ve never seen a copy of it myself. Lawrence’s “Pornography & Obscenity” I have already suggested.6 There’s also an attack on Lawrence by Norman Douglas (re. their mutual friend Magnus) that might be worth looking at.7

Don’t worry about Laski.8 In the second introduction9 I’ll pick out one of his choicer bits of writing & use it as an example of what political writing in our time has sunk to.

The above address will find me for some months, I fear.10

Yours
George




3527. To Tosco Fyvel

18 January 1949     Handwritten

The Cotswold Sanatorium
Cranham
Glos.

Dear Tosco,

The above address will find me (for 2–3 months, I’m afraid), so do you think they can send me Tribune direct here?

Incidentally I imagine my subscription1 is due for renewal, & they always send me two copies every week, owing I suppose to some overlapping of departments, though I’ve made several efforts to prevent this, as it simply means waste of one copy.

I’ve felt a bit better since being here. They are giving me something called P.A.S. But I am very weak & am going to do no work for some time to come, which I think is the wisest thing in the circumstances.

Love to all
George





3528. To The New Leader (New York)

18 January 1949     Handwritten

The Cotswold Sanatorium
CRANHAM
Gloucestershire, England

Dear Sir,

I see that you are still sending the “New Leader” to my old address at 27B Canonbury Square, London N.1. I should be much obliged if you could alter the address, as I have now given up my Canonbury Square flat & they may not continue forwarding letters indefinitely.

The above address will find me for the next 2–3 months, but a more permanent address is:

Barnhill, Isle of Jura, Argyllshire, Scotland.1

Do I not owe you a subscription, by the way? I asked my New York agents to take out a regular subscription to the “New Leader”, but I am not certain whether this was ever done.

Yours truly
Geo. Orwell





3529. To Sir Richard Rees

18 January 1949     Handwritten

The Cotswold Sanatorium
Cranham
Glos.

Dear Richard,

I hope you got home all right & were not too exhausted by all your journeyings on my behalf. I am well settled in here & quite comfortable. The “chalet” isn’t as grim as I had feared—quite warm, with central heating & hot & cold water, & the food is quite good. My appetite has definitely improved. The Tawneys1 came in & saw me, but now have left for London. Karl Schnetzler2 also came, & Warburg is coming on Friday. I’ll send back your book “In Parenthesis”3 when I can. I think it’s very good in a way, but it’s what I call mannered writing, a thing I don’t approve of. I haven’t heard from Barnhill yet, but trust Avril has got properly over her cold. I don’t know how the weather has been there, but here it has been as mild & sunny as early April, & the birds have even been trying to sing. My book has been accepted for the USA & they’ve also agreed to reprint a number of earlier ones on quite good terms, which is unusual in an American publisher. Actually I’m somewhat against this, as they’re sure to lose money on the reprints & this may sour them on later books.

They are giving me something called P.A.S., which I believe stands for para-amino-salicylic acid. They say it is good. It’s very expensive, though not so expensive as streptomycin. You take it by mouth, which I must say I prefer to those endless injections. I have been thinking things over, & have decided that even if I am reasonably well by the summer, I must from now on spend my winters within reach of a doctor—where, I don’t know yet, but possibly somewhere like Brighton. If, therefore, it is impossible for me to be at Barnhill in the winter, can we fix things somehow so that Bill is looked after during those months?4 I don’t in the least wish to sever my connection with Barnhill, because it is a marvellous place to be at, & in any case we have now sent down fairly respectable roots there, but I think it would be wiser to do as I first intended, when I took the place in 1946, & use it only for the summers. I must try & stay alive for 5–10 years, which involves having medical attention at hand when necessary, & in addition I am just a nuisance to everybody when I am ill, whereas in a more civilized place this doesn’t matter. In the summers no doubt I shall generally be well enough to potter about, provided that this present infection is got under. In more reasonable times we might arrange to live every winter in Sicily or somewhere, but nowadays I suppose it will have to be somewhere in England.5 In the beginning we took the house on the understanding that we should only stay there April—November, but now there is Bill. It is a question of finding a housekeeper for him. Have you got any ideas about this? I’ll also write to Avril setting forth the problem.

Gleb Struve sent me a translation of some remarks about me in a Russian magazine.6 They’re really very annoying, but disquieting in a way because the whole thing is somehow so illiterate.

Yours
Eric





3530. To Fredric Warburg

18 January 1949

LOOK FORWARD TO SEEING YOU FRIDAY DO BRING PAMELA CAR WILL MEET YOU

GEORGE


The visit was arranged for Friday, 21 January 1949. Warburg went with his wife, Pamela, and in All Authors are Equal: The Publishing Life of Fredric Warburg 1936–1971 (1973) he gives a vivid account of Cranham (which horrified them) and of Orwell’s distressing state. Warburg, confirming the visit in a letter to Orwell of 19 January, asked his permission to have a frank discussion with his doctors: ‘Your future is important to more people than yourself.’ In reply to their questions, Orwell told Pamela Warburg that ‘a woman doctor [presumably Margaret Kirkman] visits me every morning.… I think she’s thoroughly competent and kind, and asks me how I feel and all that.’ However, in response to Mrs. Warburg’s questions, it transpired that no chest examination by stethoscope had taken place. ‘I expect they’re understaffed here, you know,’ Orwell told her, ‘she probably hasn’t got time,’ to which Mrs. Warburg angrily replied: ‘It’s monstrous, absolutely shocking’ (109). See, however, Shelden’s assessment, 3520, n. 2. Nevertheless, Orwell thought the doctors knew what they were doing, and Warburg remarks, ‘The reply was so typical of him—he couldn’t bear to make a fuss—and so heartrending that I could hardly believe my ears, but at least it made it easy for Pamela to beg him to see a London specialist.’ She persuaded Orwell to promise to let them know if he would like Dr. Andrew Morland (a leading specialist in the field who had treated D. H. Lawrence) to see him and, if necessary, to get him into University College Hospital, London. Warburg also recounts how at this time, Louis Simmonds, a bookseller with whom Orwell dealt and who was a warm admirer of Orwell, told Warburg that he and one or two friends would raise £500—a very large sum in those days—to enable Orwell to go to Switzerland for treatment because ‘he is far too precious to lose’ (107–09). In his letter of 19 January, Warburg told Orwell that a number of friends (whom he did not name) wished to subscribe money to send him to Switzerland: ‘In other words, you are a much loved writer and your public want you to get well.’






3531. To David Astor

20 January 1949     Handwritten

The Cotswold Sanatorium
Cranham
Glos.

Dear David,

I’ve just received two tins of butter from your secretary, who tells me she is also arranging to send me eggs. I’m writing to her separately. It’s awfully kind, but honestly I don’t want to be sent food, because I can’t make use of it. My sister is already sending me butter from Jura, & as to eggs, I really can only just eat so much food as I am given already. Your secretary said you were also sending me a bed-jacket & an electric blanket, for which, again, very many thanks. I don’t know why you should take all this trouble about me. I am quite comfortable here & I think improving a little. My temperature chart is what they call “flattening out” & my appetite has been better since I came here. I am trying not to do any work, which means keeping off various people who have been badgering me about articles etc. It was very nice to see Karl.1 The Tawneys also came to see me, & Warburg is coming tomorrow. My new book is fixed up for publication in the USA, I am glad to say. I had not been sure about this, as I doubt whether it is very much up their street. Richard loved the Meccano you sent him, though I suppose he will have lost most of the screws by this time. I suppose in about a year he will have to go to school & I shall have to start making arrangements. I have thought things over & decided I shall have to spend my winters somewhere near a doctor, & only go to Scotland in the summer months, which will need some adjustments because of Bill Dunn’s position at Barnhill. But at any rate Richard can start going to a day school wherever I am next winter. He hasn’t any interest in learning his letters yet, though he loves being read to. I hope I shall see you some time, but I know how busy you are. They seem to think I shall have to stay in bed for at least 2–3 months, & to keep on with this P.A.S. stuff for about that long. Thanks so much again for sending the things.

Yours
George





3532. To Miss Brockholes

20 January 1949     Handwritten

The Cotswold Sanatorium
Cranham
Glos.

Dear Miss Brockholes,1

Very many thanks for your letter of the 19th, & for sending the two pounds of butter. Quite honestly, though, I would prefer not to be sent food, because I cannot make use of it. I get butter sent from Jura in any case, & as for eggs, I can hardly eat all the food I am given as it is. It is very kind to think of me, but it is a pity to waste food. I am writing to Mr Astor separately about this.

Yours sincerely
Eric Blair






3533. To Leonard Moore

20 January 1949     Handwritten

The Cotswold Sanatorium
Cranham
Glos.

Dear Moore,

Many thanks for your last letter, & for sending the other copy of “Burmese Days.”

I have had a tiresome letter from André Deutsch (“Allan Wingate”) about the second vol. of that wretched pamphlets book. He suddenly says that the MS. has got to be ready by the middle of April. I have nothing to do with the compilation of it. This is being done by Reginald Reynolds. I have made a few suggestions to him, but that is all I can do. As to the introduction, I can only write it after the pamphlets have been compiled & after consultation with R.R., & can’t possibly be tied down to a date. Could you please make clear to Deutsch that I am seriously ill & am trying to do no work at present, & that I cannot undertake to produce anything as early as mid-April, especially if—as will probably be the case—Reynolds does not produce his collection of pamphlets till just about then. Tell Deutsch that if he is in a hurry he had better get someone else to write the introduction for the second vol., & if you can head him off, don’t let him nag me about it further, as I do so want a rest, at any rate from hack work of that sort.

I will consult with Warburg, who is coming here tomorrow, about the title of the book. I don’t know how much difference it makes to publish a book under different names in the two countries, but I don’t think Harcourt Brace should be forced to use one title if they prefer another. On the other hand the Appendix must be retained if possible. It is unusual in a novel, but no one is obliged to read it, & it helps to elucidate at least one passage in the body of the book. So don’t on any account suggest to them that it should be cut out.

Yours sincerely
Eric Blair




3534. To Leonard Moore

22 January 1949     Typewritten

The Cotswold Sanatorium
Cranham
Glos.

Dear Moore,

Many thanks for your letter of the 21st.

I am glad Harcourt Brace seem to be pleased with “1984.” I have had a talk with Warburg, who prefers this title and is inclined to agree with me that it would be better to write the number NINETEEN EIGHTY-FOUR rather than put the figure. As I said before, I doubt whether it hurts a book to be published under different names in Britain and the USA—certainly it is often done—and I would like Harcourt Brace to follow their own wishes in the matter of the title.

I don’t want to make any changes in the text of the book, but if they are going ahead and not waiting for proofs from Warburg, can you make sure that I am given the proofs to correct myself. I don’t fancy there are many mistakes in the typescript, but it is a difficult script because of the many neologisms, and I am the likeliest person to spot any printer’s errors. To send the proofs over here won’t impose much delay if they airmail them.

I imagine this address will find me for at any rate two or three months.

Yours sincerely

[Signed] Eric Blair

Eric Blair




3535. To Dwight Macdonald

27 January 1949     Typewritten

The Cotswold Sanatorium
Cranham
Gloucestershire

Dear Dwight,

I dare say you may have read this book1 before, but I thought you might like a copy. It’s the second issue of my uniform edit. As you see by the address I’ve been ill again. I was much better when I came out of hospital in July last year after the streptomycin, but I began to relapse in September, and I would have gone for treatment then only I had to finish a wretched book which, thanks to illness, I had been messing about with for 18 months. It’s supposed to come out in June and I’ll see you get a copy. I mucked it up really, partly because I was ill almost throughout the time of writing it, but some of the ideas in it might interest you perhaps. I thought the last number of “Politics” was very good, but it seemed to me that you, ie. you personally, had shifted your position somewhat, and I imagine you got some angry reactions from pacifists. I was very sorry I could not be more helpful about your book on Wallace. I suppose he will have another try, by the way?2

I really wanted to ask you two things. First of all, have I a regular subscription to “Politics?” I asked my agent to take one out about a year ago, but she may not have done so as she seemed to think I ought to be on the free list of all New York papers. Secondly, I wonder if it would be possible to buy in New York a copy (secondhand of course) of George Gissing’s “New Grub Street?” I don’t know how one advertises for books in the USA, but if a copy of the book does exist I can pay for it and for any adverts, as I have some dollars over there I think. I have been trying for some time to induce some publisher to reprint certain of Gissing’s books, and that particular one, which used to be about his best-known one, is now so rare that after years of trying I can’t get a copy. Even the London Library, which lost some its books in the blitz, hasn’t now got one. I wonder if you know Gissing—a minor writer, I suppose, but one of the very few true novelists England has produced.

I am writing this in a “chalet” which sounds pretty grim but is actually quite comfortable. I can’t see the country round but it is in the Cotswolds which is supposed to be a beauty spot—it’s the Beatrix Potter3 country if that means anything to you. Professor Tawney (“Religion and the Rise of Capitalism”) lives a couple of miles away, but unfortunately he’s now in London lecturing to the London School of Economics. He is one of the few major figures in the Labour movement whom one can both respect and like personally. I shall probably be here till some time in the spring or summer, then perhaps I can get to Scotland for a few months, then I shall have to spend the winter somewhere within reach of a doctor, perhaps in Brighton or some such place. I am very much out of touch with the literary world. George Woodcock was talking of emigrating to British Columbia, but I don’t know whether he is really doing so.

Yours
George

P.S. I don’t believe I ever thanked you for so kindly sending me the Dr Johnson book4 and “Let us Now Praise Famous Men”—the latter I thought very interesting material, and the photographs of the boys in it just like my idea of Tom Sawyer, but what I call undigested—the way not to write a book in my opinion.5





3536. To Sir Richard Rees

28 January 1949     Handwritten

Cranham

Dear Richard,

I thought over what you said, & it seems to me that unless Bill definitely wants to, it would be a great pity to sever his connection with Barnhill, into which he has put so much work. To move the stock would also cost a great deal, or on the other hand to sell it & start again would presumably involve a loss. I should have thought the Fletchers,1 who are interested in keeping the North End under cultivation, might be able to arrange for someone to keep house for Bill during the winter. I suggested to Avril that if she wants to, she could stay on there & I would make arrangements for R. & myself during the winter months. So far as I am concerned I should be very sorry not to be able to have Barnhill as a place during the summer. Most of my furniture & books are now there, & the garden is more or less under control & could be reorganised so as not to need much doing to it. On the other hand I have no doubt I shall have to live an invalid life in the winters from now on. In the beginning, of course, we took the place as a summer place, & my idea had been to spend the winters in London. It is very unfortunate that the continued working of the farm more or less depends on our presence, although we are not the farmers, & I feel unhappy that my health should interfere with this. I should think it a possible arrangement that Bill should live in winter with the Rosgas,2 if he & they agreed & if he took his milch cows over there. It occurs to me that as the Rosgas would have to be paid for his keep, it might sweeten them to the arrangement if they made a bit of profit on the transaction,3 & I wouldn’t mind contributing something a week to this. I am in favour of keeping the establishment going & the North End inhabited. You might tell me what you think of all this.

Don’t forget that I owe you various sums of money. For a consignment of drink, for a rug & two cushions, & no doubt for other things I’ve forgotten. We’d better settle this before it gets too muddled up. I was also to contribute £25 towards the lorry.

The American publishers seem quite excited about my book, so they are going to go ahead without waiting for proofs from Warburg.4 This will mean 2 sets of proofs to correct. I don’t suppose it will arise, but if I should feel very poorly & unequal to correcting proofs, do you think you could do them for me? As there are a lot of neologisms there are bound to be many printers’ errors of a stupid kind, & American compositors are very tiresome to deal with as they always think they know better than the author. I wouldn’t trust publishers or agents to do the job. On the other hand you could trust the MS., in which I don’t expect there are more than a very few slips. It is most important that there shouldn’t be misprints in a book of this kind. However, as I say, I don’t imagine this will arise. I have been feeling better & don’t have temperatures now, though I don’t exactly know how much progress I am making as I haven’t been weighed or X-rayed since the first time. This P.A.S. stuff makes me feel sick but otherwise doesn’t seem to have secondary effects. One is very well looked after here but the doctors pay very little attention. The chief doctor, Dr. Hoffmann, I have never seen, & the other, a woman, simply looks in every morning & asks how I feel, & never even uses her stethescope. However, I suppose they know best. When I am about again, I suppose in the summer, I shall see a London specialist, if possible the man I saw just before the war. They can’t do anything for you, but I want an expert opinion on how long I am likely to live, because I must make my plans accordingly.

I enclose the remarks from the Russian magazine which Struve translated.5 Don’t lose them, will you, because I haven’t a copy. Even allowing for possible unfairness in translation, doesn’t it strike you that there is something queer about the language of totalitarian literature—a curious mouthing sort of quality, as of someone who is choking with rage & can never quite hit on the words he wants?

I hope you have been able to read this. The bad handwriting is due to my hands being cold. It’s turned colder after being incredibly mild for some days. I’m quite warm in bed, however, as I now have an electric blanket, much better than a hot water bottle.

Yours
George









3537. To Anthony Powell

2 February 1949     Handwritten

The Cotswold Sanatorium
Cranham
Glos.

Dear Tony,

I wonder how you are getting on. If you happen to see Malcolm,1 will you tell him from me that it was awfully kind to suggest that Sanatorium in Kent, but actually I had already arranged to come to this place. I have been here about a month. It’s quite comfortable, & I think I am getting slightly better, at any rate I feel better & have stopped having temperatures, though I haven’t gained any weight yet. I imagine I shall be here several months, then be at large for the summer, & then I shall [have] to spend the winter somewhere near a doctor, & perhaps somewhere warm as well. They are giving me something called P.A.S., which is rather nasty but nothing to the treatments I had at the other place.

I had to refuse some books the T.L.S. recently offered me. I am trying to do no work whatever for at least another month or two. My new book is supposed to come out in May or June, which doubtless means July.2 It’s a Utopia written in the form of a novel, & I think the title will be “1984”, though we haven’t fixed that with complete firmness. Malcolm told me he too had finished a novel.3 How about you? It’s a god-awful job getting back to writing books again after years of time-wasting, but I feel now I’ve broken the spell & could go on writing if I were well again.

This part of England, which I don’t know, is supposed to be a beauty spot. The weather has been quite incredible,4 more like April than January. I live in a “chalet”, which isn’t quite as grim as it sounds. Please remember me to Violet.

Yours
George




3538. To Julian Symons

2 February 1949     Handwritten

The Cotswold Sanatorium
Cranham
Glos.

Dear Julian,

I wonder how you & family are getting on. I have been in this place about a month. I think I told you last time I wrote that I had been feeling very bad again. I should have gone for treatment earlier, but I had to finish off a wretched book which I had been messing about with for 18 months, thanks to illness. At present I am trying not to do any work, & don’t expect to start any for another month or two. I shall probably be in here for 2 or 3 months, then perhaps I can get up to London & go back to Scotland for a bit, & then spend the winter in some place near a doctor, perhaps in Torquay or somewhere like that. I might even go abroad for the winter, but I so hate the nuisance of passports, currency etc. They are giving me something called P.A.S. which makes you sick all the time but is less unpleasant than injections. During the last month my weight has only increased 4 ounces, but actually I do feel better & I am well looked after here, though the doctors don’t strike me as very brilliant.

Your baby must be getting quite a size & must be cutting teeth & eating solid food. I wonder if you had the battle over weaning that we had with Richard. It’s like Machiavelli says about government, you can’t do it except by force or fraud. Richard is getting [on] for 5 now & is enormous & very healthy, though still not interested in learning his letters. He likes to be read to, but doesn’t see that as a reason for learning to read himself. I suppose this coming winter he will have to start going to school, which he is certain to enjoy as he is very gregarious.

My new book is supposed to come out in July (Warburg said May or June, which means July in publisher’s language) but maybe the American edition will be out first. Any way I’ll see you get a copy. I must thank you for some friendly references in the M.E. News., including one to that ghastly book of pamphlets in which I reluctantly collaborated. I am having another try to get Warburg to reprint some of Gissing’s books, to which I would write introductions. They reprinted (I forget which publishers) those 3 last year, but of course the wrong ones.1 Meanwhile I am still trying to get hold of a copy of “New Grub Street”, & am now trying in New York. Somewhat to my annoyance that paper “Politics & Letters” got me to write an essay on Gissing & then died, & have never sent my article back or answered my queries about it,2 though it appears distinctly unlikely that the magazine will re-appear. What a calamity that we can’t find a way of financing one decent magazine in this country. I suppose it’s only a question of losing about £2000 a year. The Partisan Review have either increased their sales or got hold of some money from somewhere, as I notice they now pay one quite decently. For all those articles I did during the war for them I got only 10 dollars a time.3

I don’t know this part of the country but it’s supposed to be a beauty spot. Professor Tawney lives nearby, but unfortunately he’s had to go back to London as the L.S.E. term had started. The weather is quite incredible, bright sunshine & birds singing as though it were April. Please remember me to your wife & excuse this bad handwriting.

Yours
George









3539. To Anthony Powell

4 February 1949     Typewritten

The Cotswold Sanatorium
Cranham
Glos.

Dear Tony,

Thanks so much for your letter. Of course if you or Malcolm or both could come and see me I’d love it. This place is about seven miles from Cheltenham, but you get here by coming to Stroud on the GWR.1 If you do come, let me know in advance so that I can arrange about the car to meet you. I can give you lunch and of course tea. I think there’s a train that gets in to Stroud at 12.5. I think somebody else is coming on either the 12th or the 26th Feb., but any other day would suit.

I’ll see that you get a proof copy or advance copy of my book.

Yours
George









3540. To Sir Richard Rees

4 February 1949     Typewritten

The Cotswold Sanatorium
Cranham
Glos.

Dear Richard,

I enclose cheque for what I owed you. You will notice I have added £3. Do you think you could be kind enough to get your wine merchant to send me 2 bottles of rum, which I suppose will come to about that. I assume he will know how to pack them so as not to get them broken.

I have heard from Avril who says she and Bill both think it would be better to move to a farm on the mainland. I think they are right, but can’t help feeling bad about it as I feel my health is the precipitating factor, though the state of the road is a good second. I think you would be rash to sink more money in any non-removable improvements etc.,1 because such a place might of its nature become untenable at some time. I trust it will be possible to move without selling off the stock and losing on the transaction. I am afraid the actual move will be a godawful° business from which I shall probably absent myself whenever it happens. I have asked Avril to tell Robin2 that unless he happens on a tenant who would actually farm the place, I would like to keep on the lease of the house. I don’t see why we shouldn’t have it as a summer holiday place, and one could leave camp beds etc. there. Of course I may never be strong enough for that kind of thing again even in the summer, but others may be and the rent is next to nothing.

I am reading B. Russell’s latest book, about human knowledge.3 He quotes Shakespeare, “Doubt that the stars are fire, Doubt that the earth doth move” (it goes on I think, “Doubt truth to be a liar, But never doubt I love.”) But he makes it “Doubt that the sun doth move,” and uses this as an instance of S.’s ignorance. Is that right? I had an idea it was “the earth.” But I haven’t got Shakespeare here and I can’t even remember where the lines come (must be one of the comedies I think.) I wish you’d verify this for me if you can remember where it comes.4 I see by the way that the Russian press has just described B. R. as a wolf in a dinner jacket and a wild beast in philosopher’s robes.

I don’t know really that I’d be very interested in that book about the cards etc. I had heard of that chap before,5 but I can’t get very interested in telepathy unless it could be developed into a reliable method.

I’ve been reading “The First Europe”6 (history of the Dark Ages), very interesting though written in a rather tiresome way. For the first week or two here I hadn’t got my book supply going and had to rely on the library, which meant reading some fearful trash. Among other things I read a Deeping7 for the first time—actually not so bad as I expected, a sort of natural novelist like A. S. M. Hutchinson.8 Also a Peter Cheyney.9 He evidently does well out of his books as I used often to get invites from him for slap-up parties at the Dorchester.10 I have sent for several of Hardy’s novels11 and am looking at them rather unenthusiastically.

Yours
Eric




3541. To Julian Symons

4 February 1949     Typewritten

The Cotswold Sanatorium
Cranham
Glos.

Dear Julian,

Thanks so much for your letter. Do send me a copy of your thriller.1 I’m sure I should enjoy it. I do nothing now except read anyway, and I’m rather an amateur of detective stories, although, as you know, I have old-fashioned tastes in them. I recently by the way read for the first time “The Postman always Rings Twice”2—what an awful book.

I’d love it if you could come and see me any time, though of course don’t put yourself out. I think someone else is coming on either Feb. 12th or Feb. 26th; but any other date. Tony Powell said he might be able to come and see me—if so perhaps you could come the same day. You get here by coming to Stroud on the GWR, and I think there’s a train that gets in at 12.5. But if you do come, let me know in advance so that I can arrange for a car to meet you, and for lunch. I can give you lunch and tea.

My new book is a Utopia in the form of a novel. I ballsed it up rather, partly owing to being so ill while I was writing it, but I think some of the ideas in it might interest you. We haven’t definitively fixed the title, but I think it will be called “Nineteen Eighty-four.” Tony says Malcolm Muggeridge has a novel coming out about the same time.3

Please remember me to the family.

Yours
George




3542. To Fredric Warburg

5 February 1949     Typewritten

The Cotswold Sanatorium
Cranham
Glos.

Dear Fred,

I think you said you had got some photos from the Richards, but at any rate my sister has sent on three which she found at home, one of which isn’t bad. It’s one of the Richards’ ones, so probably, you’ve got it, but if you like I’ll send it on.

Tony Powell said could I send him a proof of “1984” when it appears for the Times Lit. Supp., so I’ve added him to the list. I think the people we might profitably send proof copies to are the following, including people in the USA:


Betrand Russell

Lancelot Hogben

Dr C. D. Darlington (The John Innes Horticultural Institute)1

Aldous Huxley (in USA?)

Edmund Wilson (USA)

Arthur Koestler (USA?)

Anthony Powell (T.L.S.)



If that isn’t too many. I suppose it can be marked on the cover of any sent out that this is an uncorrected proof. I imagine that with an MS of that type even the page proofs will have a lot of mistakes.2

It was so nice seeing you both last week. The Azalea is blooming beautifully. Thanks so much for paying the advance on the book so early. Please give everyone my love.

Yours
George





3543. Review of The Great Tradition by F. R. Leavis

The Observer, 6 February 1949


A draft manuscript opening for this review has survived on a loose sheet of paper; it is reproduced after the printed text of the review. It is written in ink, and the last word fades badly. The Observer’s sub-editor headed the review, ‘Exclusive Club.’



The subtitle of Dr. Leavis’s book is “George Eliot, Henry James, Joseph Conrad,” and the bulk of it consists of studies of those three writers. There is also a shorter essay on Dickens’s “Hard Times,” and an introductory essay in which Dr. Leavis attempts, not altogether convincingly, to fit his chosen authors into a coherent pattern.

There are, it seems, only four “great” English novelists: the three named above, and Jane Austen, who is not here discussed at length. Among modern writers, only D. H. Lawrence can be said to have carried on the tradition. Others who are mentioned with approval are Peacock, Emily Brontë, and T. F. Powys, while Fielding, Hardy and Joyce are admitted to have talent, though of a bad kind. The remaining English novelists are not only inferior but—this at least is the impression one carries away—reprehensible.

The best essay in the book is that on Conrad. This does the thing that criticism can most usefully do—that is, it draws attention to something that is in danger of being neglected. Writing at a time when every novelist was expected to have some kind of regional affiliation, Conrad had the label “the sea” stuck so firmly upon him that the excellence of his political novels has hardly been noticed even to this day. He is remembered as the author of “Lord Jim,” and not of “The Secret Agent” and “Under Western Eyes,” books which are not only far more grown-up than any that could have been written by an English writer at that date, but also have a structural beauty that Conrad did not often achieve. His best books, largely ignored in his life-time, still need advertising, and Dr. Leavis’s essay will assist in the process. The Dickens essay, too, may gain new readers for “Hard Times,” a first-rate novel which is often rejected even by the faithful on the ground that it is “not like Dickens.”

But just where the “tradition” comes in it is not easy to say. Clearly the four writers whom Dr. Leavis has picked out as “great” do not exhibit any sort of continuity. Two of these “English novelists” are not English, and one of them, Conrad, derives entirely from French and Russian sources. One has the impression that what Dr. Leavis most wants to do is to induce in the reader a feeling of due reverence towards the “great” and of due irreverence towards everybody else.1 One should read, he seems to imply, with one eye always on the scale of values, like a wine-drinker reminding himself of the price per bottle at every sip.

And he has a magisterial manner of writing which is, if anything, somewhat emphasised by sudden lapses into colloquialism (“Isn’t” for “is not,” etc.). “Remember, boys,” one seems to hear a voice saying intermittently, “I was once a boy myself.” But though the boys know that this must be true, they are not altogether reassured. They can still hear the chilly rustle of the gown, and they are aware that there is a cane under the desk which will be produced on not very much provocation. To be caught reading George Moore, for example, would be good for six of the best. So also with Sterne, Trollope, and perhaps Charlotte Brontë. Thackeray is permitted reading so far as “Vanity Fair” is concerned, but not otherwise. Fielding may be read—on half-holidays, say—provided that you remember that he is definitely not “great.” On the other hand, in reading Bunyan or Defoe or Dickens (apart from “Hard Times”), the important thing to remember is that they are not novelists.

One would be a little more ready to accept Dr. Leavis’s guidance if, for example, he were not an admirer of T. F. Powys. However, his three main essays perform some useful expository work, especially at moments when he is able to forget his quarrels with other critics, Lord David Cecil in particular. But surely a book on the English novel ought at least to mention Smollett, Surtees, Samuel Butler, Mark Rutherford, and George Gissing?


Draft opening of Orwell’s review; passages crossed out are set within half-brackets.



The Great Tradition. by F. R. Leavis (Chatto & Windus 12/6)

The subtitle of

Dr Leavis’s book is sub-titled “George Eliot, Henry James, Joseph Conrad.” & the bulk of it consists of studies of these three writers. There is also a shorter ⌈essay⌉ discussion of2 Dickens’s Hard Times, &, at the beginning, an essay in which Dr Leavis ⌈attempts3 defines what he means by “greatness” & attempts to establish a continuity between the⌉ attempts, not altogether convincingly, to fit his chosen few into a continuous pattern.

There are, it seems, only four “great” English novelists, Jane Austen (not here discussed at length), George Eliot, James & Conrad. Among modern writers, only D. H. Lawrence




3544. To Leonard Moore

8 February 1949     Typewritten

The Cotswold Sanatorium
Cranham
Glos.

Dear Moore,

About a week ago Harcourt Brace sent me a proof copy of a novel1 with the suggestion that I might like to write something about it. I wonder if in a delicate sort of way you could choke them off doing that. I don’t want to do any avoidable writing at present, and at the best of times I very much object to writing blurbs. At the same time Harcourt Brace have been very nice to me and I am most anxious not to offend them. The best line, I should think, would be to take refuge behind my ill health, which is true enough anyway.

Yours sincerely

[Signed] Eric Blair

Eric Blair









3545. To Anthony Powell

10 February 1949     Typewritten

The Cotswold Sanatorium
Cranham
Glos.

Dear Tony,

Thanks so much for your letter. I’ll be delighted to see you on the 19th, and unless I hear to the contrary will make arrangements for that date. It’s very tough of you to decide to walk (I suppose you know this place is 900 feet up) and I trust you’ll have decent weather. Of course if it rains you can probably get hold of a hired car in Stroud. Anyway I’ll arrange for a car to take you back in time to catch the 6.30, which means leaving here at 6. I’ve no doubt you could get dinner in the train going back, but perhaps it’s wise to carry food. In Scotland one gets into the habit of never going anywhere without a “piece”1 as they call it, and often I’ve been glad of it. So looking forward to seeing you both.

Yours
George









3546. To Julian Symons

10 February 1949     Typewritten

Cranham

Dear Julian,

Thanks so much for your letter, and for the book,1 which I am reading and will tell you about when I come.2

I’d be delighted to see you on Wednesday 23rd, and if I don’t hear to the contrary will make arrangements for that date. If you reach Stroud by the train that gets there at 12.5 (I don’t know what time it leaves Paddington) a car will meet you, and you will be here in time for lunch. There’s a return train at 4.30 which you can catch by leaving here at 4. I’ll expect you then.

Yours
George









3547. To Leonard Moore

12 February 1949     Handwritten

The Cotswold Sanatorium
Cranham
Glos.

Dear Moore,

Many thanks for your letter of the 9th. It was very clever to get Mondadori to sign up so promptly for “1984.”1 I might as well have my press-cuttings—I like to know what people are saying.

Yours sincerely
Eric Blair









3548. To Philip Rahv

12 February 1949     Handwritten

The Cotswold Sanatorium,
Cranham
Glos. England

Dear Rahv,

Thanks so much for your letter. Yes, I could do you a piece on Evelyn Waugh, though perhaps not very promptly. I have been seriously ill again (T.B.) & have done no work since December, but I am hoping to start again in about a month, in which case I should be able to let you have the article within 2–3 months. I note that it should be 3–4 thousand words. The above address will find me until the summer, I am afraid.1

Yours sincerely,
Geo. Orwell









3549. To Celia Kirwan

13 February 1949     Typewritten

The Cotswold Sanatorium
Cranham
Glos.

Dearest Celia,

How delightful to get your letter and know that you are in England again. I have been in this place about six weeks and I imagine shall be here till the summer. I’m quite comfortable and well looked after. I had really been ill since about September of last year, but I could not go for treatment till the end of the year because I had to finish a book I had been messing about with for a long time. At present I am trying not to do any work whatever. Richard is very well and growing enormous. He will be 5 in May, so I suppose he will have to start going to school about the end of this year. He is still rather backward about talking but quite forward in other ways. He loves working on the farm and is really quite useful sometimes. I don’t quite know where I shall spend the winter, but it will have to be somewhere get-at-able where there is a doctor handy, and perhaps Richard can start going to school then. I think he will like it, because he loves being with other children, but I can’t get him to show much enthusiasm for learning his letters. I think he is going to grow up to be a practical man, an engineer or something like that.

I wonder whether you know who has any back copies of Polemic. Failing that, do you know Humphrey Slater’s address? He probably has some copies or knows where some are. There was one number which had an article of mine in it that I want to reprint some time, and of which I haven’t a copy.1

I will send you a copy of my new book when it comes out (about June I think), but I don’t expect you’ll like it; it’s an awful book really. I hope you’ll stay in England and that I’ll see you some time, perhaps in the summer. Thanks so much for writing.

With much love
George









3550. To Jacintha Buddicom

14 February 1949     Typewritten


In her book Eric and Us, Jacintha Buddicom explains that after Orwell—to her then, Eric Blair—‘had slipped away without trace’ after his visit to Ticklerton Court, near Church Stretton, Shropshire, in 1927, they had no contact. Then, on 8 February 1949, she received a letter from her Aunt Lilian (with whom they had all stayed at Ticklerton) to say that George Orwell was Eric Blair. She telephoned Martin Secker to find where Orwell was and wrote to him on 9 February. The following two letters arrived on 17 February enclosed in the same envelope. See Eric and Us, 143–45, for Orwell’s ‘exile’ in Burma and his staying for a fortnight at Ticklerton with Aunt Lilian, Prosper and Guinever Buddicom; and 146–58 for the events of 1949.



The Cotswold Sanatorium
Cranham
Glos.

Dear Jacintha,

How nice to get your letter after all these years. I suppose it really must be 30 years since the winter holidays when I stayed with you at Shiplake, though I saw Prosper and Guinever a good deal later, in 1927, when I stayed with them at Ticklerton after coming back from Burma. After that I was living in various parts of the world and often in great difficulties about making a living, and I rather lost touch with a lot of old friends. I seem to remember Prosper got married about 1930. I am a widower. My wife died suddenly four years ago, leaving me with a little (adopted) son who was then not quite a year old. Most of the time since then Avril has been keeping house for me, and we have been living in Jura, in the Hebrides, or more properly the Western Isles. I think we are going in any case to keep on the house there, but with my health as it now is I imagine I shall have to spend at least the winters in some get-at-able place where there is a doctor. In any case Richard, my little boy, who will be 5 in May, will soon have to start going to school, which he can’t satisfactorily do on the island.

I have been having this dreary disease (T.B.) in an acute way since the autumn of 1947, but of course it has been hanging over me all my life, and actually I think I had my first go of it in early childhood. I spent the first half of 1948 in hospital, then went home much better after being treated with streptomycin, then began to feel ill again about September. I couldn’t go for treatment then because I had to finish off a beastly book which, owing to illness, I had been messing about with for eighteen months. So I didn’t get to this place till about the beginning of the year, by which time I was rather sorry for myself. I am trying now not to do any work at all, and shan’t start any for another month or two. All I do is read and do crossword puzzles. I am well looked after here and can keep quiet and warm and not worry about anything, which is about the only treatment that is any good in my opinion. Thank goodness Richard is extremely tough and healthy and is unlikely, I should think, ever to get this disease.

I have never been back to the Henley area, except once passing through the town in a car. I wonder what happened to that property your mother had which we used to hunt all over with those “saloon rifles,”1 and which seemed so enormous in those days. Do you remember our passion for R. Austin Freeman?2 I have never really lost it, and I think I must have read his entire works except some of the very last ones. I think he only died quite recently, at a great age.

I hope to get out of here in the spring or summer, and if so I shall be in London or near London for a bit. In that case I’ll come and look you up if you would like it. Meanwhile if you’d care to write again and tell me some more news I’d be very pleased. I am afraid this is rather a poor letter, but I can’t write long letters at present because it tires me to sit up for long at a time.

Yours
Eric Blair









3551. To Jacintha Buddicom

[15 February] 1949     Typewritten

Cranham
Tuesday1

Hail and Fare Well, my dear Jacintha,

You see I haven’t forgotten. I wrote to you yesterday but the letter isn’t posted yet, so I’ll go on to cheer this dismal day. It’s been a day when everything’s gone wrong. First there was a stupid accident to the book I was reading, which is now unreadable. After that the typewriter stuck & I’m too poorly to fix it. I’ve managed to borrow a substitute but it’s not much better. Ever since I got your letter I’ve been remembering. I can’t stop thinking about the young days with you & Guin & Prosper, & things put out of mind for 20 and 30 years. I am so wanting to see you. We must meet when I get out of this place, but the doctor says I’ll have to stay another 3 or 4 months.

I would like you to see Richard. He can’t read yet & is rather backward in talking, but he’s as keen on fishing as I was & loves working on the farm, where he’s really quite helpful. He has an enormous interest in machinery, which may be useful to him later on. When I was not much more than his age I always knew I wanted to write, but for the first ten years it was very hard to make a living. I had to take a lot of beastly jobs to earn enough to keep going & could only write in any spare time that was left, when I was too tired & had to destroy a dozen pages for one that was worth keeping. I tore up a whole novel2 once & wish now I hadn’t been so ruthless. Parts of it might have been worth re-writing, though it’s impossible to come back to something written in such a different world. But I am rather sorry now. (“’An w’en I sor wot ’e’d bin an’ gorn an’ don, I sed coo lor, wot ’ave you bin an’ gorn an’ done?”3) I think it’s rather a good thing Richard is such an entirely practical child.

Are you fond of children? I think you must be. You were such a tender-hearted girl, always full of pity for the creatures we others shot & killed. But you were not so tender-hearted to me when you abandoned me to Burma with all hope denied. We are older now, & with this wretched illness the years will have taken more toll of me than of you. But I am well cared-for here & feel much better than I did when I got here last month. As soon as I can get back to London I do so want us to meet again.

As we always ended so that there should be no ending.

Farewell and Hail
Eric


Jacintha Buddicom did not visit Cranham and she and Orwell did not meet again. She died on 4 November 1993.










3552. Review of Scott-King’s Modern Europe by Evelyn Waugh

The New York Times Book Review, 20 February 1949

Mr Evelyn Waugh’s recent book, “The Loved One,” was an attack, and by no means a good-natured attack, on American civilization, but in “Scott-King’s Modern Europe” he shows himself willing to handle his native Continent with at least equal rudeness.1 America worships corpses but Europe mass-produces them, is what he seems to be saying. The two books are indeed in some sense complementary to one another, though “Scott-King’s Modern Europe” is less obviously brilliant than the other.

The book has a general resemblance to “Candide,” and is perhaps even intended to be a modern counterpart of “Candide,” with the significant difference that the hero is middle-aged at the start. Nowadays, it is implied, only the middle-aged have scruples or ideals: the young are born hard-boiled. Scott-King, age about 43, “slightly bald and slightly corpulent,” is senior classics master at Granchester, a respectable but not fashionable public school. A dusty, unhonored figure, a praiser of the past, a lover of exact scholarship, he fights a steadily losing battle against what he regards as the debasement of modern education.

“Dim,” we are told, is the epithet that describes him. His hobby is the study of a poet even dimmer than himself, a certain Bellorius, who flourished in the seventeenth century in what was then a province of the Habsburg Empire and is now the independent republic of Neutralia.

In an evil hour Scott-King receives an invitation to visit Neutralia, which is celebrating the tercentenary of the death of Bellorius. It is the wet summer of 1946—a summer of austerity—and Scott-King envisions garlicky meals and flasks of red wine. He succumbs to the invitation, although half aware that it is probably a swindle of some kind.

At this point any experienced reader of Waugh’s works would predict unpleasant adventures for Scott-King and he would be right. Neutralia, a compound of Yugoslavia and Greece, is ruled over by a “Marshal,” and there is the usual police espionage, banditry, ceremonial banquets and speeches about Youth and Progress. The commemoration of Bellorius is in fact an imposture. Its object is to trap the visitors into endorsing the Marshal’s regime. They fall for the trap and later learn that this stamps them everywhere as “Fascist Beasts.” Thereafter Neutralia’s hospitality ends abruptly.

Some of the visitors are killed and the others stranded, unable to get out of the country. Airplanes are reserved for VIP’s, and to leave Neutralia any other way entails weeks and months of besieging embassies and consulates. After adventures which Mr. Waugh suppresses because they are too painful for a work of light fiction, Scott-King ends up stark naked in a camp for illegal Jewish immigrants in Palestine.

Back at Granchester, amid the notched desks and the draughty corridors, the headmaster informs him sadly that the number of classical scholars is falling off and suggests that he shall combine his teaching of the classics with something a little more up-to-date:

“Parents are not interested in producing the ‘complete man’ any more. They want to qualify their boys for jobs in the modern world. You can hardly blame them, can you?”

“Oh, yes,” said Scott-King, “I can and do.”

Later he adds: “I think it would be very wicked indeed to do anything to fit a boy for the modern world.” And when the headmaster objects that this is a short-sighted view, Scott-King retorts. “I think it the most long-sighted view it is possible to take.”

This last statement, it should be noted, is intended seriously. The book is very short, hardly longer than a short story, and it is written with the utmost lightness, but it has a definite political meaning. The modern world, we are meant to infer, is so unmistakably crazy, so certain to smash itself to pieces in the near future, that to attempt to understand it or come to terms with it is simply a purposeless self-corruption. In the chaos that is shortly coming, a few moral principles that one can cling to, and perhaps even a few half-remembered odes of Horace or choruses from Euripides, will be more useful than what is now called “enlightenment.”

There is something to be said for this point of view, and yet one must always regard with suspicion the claim that ignorance is, or can be, an advantage. In the Europe of the last fifty years the diehard, know-nothing attitude symbolized by Scott-King has helped to bring about the very conditions that Mr. Waugh is satirizing. Revolutions happen in authoritarian countries, not in liberal ones, and Mr. Waugh’s failure to see the implications of this fact not only narrows his political vision but also robs his story of part of its point.

His standpoint, or Scott-King’s, is that of a Conservative—that is to say, a person who disbelieves in progress and refuses to differentiate between one version of progress and another—and his lack of interest in his opponents induces, unavoidably, a certain perfunctoriness. It was a mistake, for instance, to present Neutralia as a dictatorship of the Right while giving it most of the stigmata of a dictatorship of the Left. “There is nothing to choose between communism and fascism,” Mr. Waugh seems to be saying: but these two creeds, though they have much in common, are not the same, and can only be made to appear the same by leaving out a good deal. Again, Mr. Waugh’s portraits of scheming Neutralian officials would have been more telling if he were not too contemptuous of the kind of state that calls itself a “people’s democracy” to find out in detail how it works.

This is an extremely readable book, but it lacks the touch of affection that political satire ought to have. One can accept Scott-King’s estimate of the modern world, and perhaps even agree with him that a classical education is the best prophylactic against insanity, and yet still feel that he could fight the modern world more effectively if he would occasionally turn aside to read a sixpenny pamphlet on Marxism.


Orwell’s review was printed with one by Alice S. Morris of Elizabeth Bowen’s The Heat of the Day on the first page of The New York Times Book Review under the main headline ‘New Novels from Two British Writers.’ The reviews were separated by a reproduction of a detail from Henry Moore’s ‘The Uprooted’ and a box containing an editorial introduction to the two reviews. In this, Orwell was described as ‘the British novelist-critic, whose latest book is “Animal Farm.” In politics, Mr. Orwell notes, he generally favors the Labor Party and adds that he is “very anti-Communist.”’ Alice Morris was described as ‘a young American editor and writer’ who had reviewed frequently for the Book Review. Orwell’s review was given the heading ‘Mr. Waugh Pays a Visit to Perilous Neutralia.’










3553. To [the Editor], Wiadomości

25 February 1949     Typewritten


Wiadomości, the Polish émigré literary weekly published in London, sent a questionnaire on Joseph Conrad to several English writers asking them two questions.

‘First, what do you believe to be his permanent place and rank in English letters? When Conrad died, some critics were uncertain of his final position, and Virginia Woolf, in particular, doubted whether any of his later novels would survive. Today, on the occasion of a new edition of his collected writings, Mr Richard Curle wrote in Time and Tide that Conrad’s works now rank among the great classics of the English novel. Which of these views, in your opinion, is correct?

‘The other question to which we would like to have your answer, is whether you detect in Conrad’s work any oddity, exoticism and strangeness (of course, against the background of the English literary tradition), and if so, do you attribute it to his Polish origin?’

The replies were published in issues 158 and 171 of 10 April and 10 July 1949 under the heading ‘Conrad’s Place and Rank in English Letters.’ Among those who responded were Walter Allen, Clifford Bax, Gerald Bullett, Phyllis Bottome, Arthur Calder-Marshall, Richard Church, G. D. H. Cole, Robert Graves, Graham Greene, J. B. S. Haldane, Raymond Mortimer, Harold Nicolson, Hermon Ould, Victoria Sackville-West, L. A. G. Strong, Frank Swinnerton, and Martin Turnell. Orwell’s response was published in the issue of 10 April. The text reproduced here is that in his letter of 25 February 1949. Orwell intended to write a long essay on Conrad, but only a few notes have survived; see 3725.



The Cotswold Sanatorium
Cranham
Glos.

Dear Sir,

Many thanks for your letter dated the 22nd February. I cannot answer at great length, as I am ill in bed, but I am happy to give you my opinions for what they are worth.

I regard Conrad as one of the best writers of this century, and—supposing that one can count him as an English writer—one of the very few true novelists that England possesses. His reputation, which was somewhat eclipsed after his death, has risen again during the past ten years, and I have no doubt that the bulk of his work will survive. During his lifetime he suffered by being stamped as a writer of “sea stories,” and books like “The Secret Agent” and “Under Western Eyes” went almost unnoticed. Actually Conrad only spent about a third of his life at sea, and he had only a sketchy knowledge of the Asiatic countries of which he wrote in “Lord Jim,” “Almayer’s Folly,” etc. What he did have, however, was a sort of grown-upness and political understanding which would have been almost impossible to a native English writer at that time. I consider that his best work belongs to what might be called his middle period, roughly between 1900 and 1914. This period includes “Nostromo,” “Chance,” “Victory,” the two mentioned above, and several outstanding short stories.

2. Yes, Conrad has definitely a slight exotic flavour to me. That is part of his attraction. In the earlier books, such as “Almayer’s Folly,” his English is sometimes definitely incorrect, though not in a way that matters. He used I believe to think in Polish and then translate his thought into French and finally into English, and one can sometimes follow the process back at least as far as French, for instance in his tendency to put the adjective after the noun. Conrad was one of those writers who in the present century civilized English literature and brought it back into contact with Europe, from which it had been almost severed for a hundred years. Most of the writers who did this were foreigners, or at any rate not quite English—Eliot and James (Americans), Joyce and Yeats (Irish), and Conrad himself, a transplanted Pole.

Yours truly
Geo. Orwell




3554. To Herbert Read

26 February 19491     Handwritten

The Cotswold Sanatorium
Cranham
Glos.

Dear Read,

With ref. to your letter of the 17th, about the Freedom Defence Committee.

As I dare say you know, I have been & still am seriously ill. I can’t of course be present at the meeting, nor be active in any way. If this reaches you before then, will you please convey my good wishes & apologies to the others present. If it is decided to continue the organisation, I am good for £10,2 not more I am afraid. This disease is an expensive hobby.

Yours
Geo. Orwell





3555. To Celia Kirwan

Sunday [27 February or 6 March 1949?]1     Handwritten

Cranham

Dear Celia,

Thanks ever so for sending the photostats, but the article I really wanted was one called “Lear, Tolstoy & the Fool”. Why trouble with photostats? Couldn’t you give the copy of the magazine to a commercial typist to make a copy for me?2 (I’ll pay for the typing of course.) The reason I want it is simply that sometime I may publish another volume of reprinted essays & I want to get all the possible materials together before they get lost.

I trust poor Mamaine is going on better. I have just got a copy of Arthur’s book from America.3 I feel so lousy I can’t write any more.

With
love George









3556. To Leonard Moore

1 March 1949     Typewritten

Cranham

Dear Moore,

I have received the proofs of “1984” from Harcourt Brace and am correcting them. I find that all the way through they have altered all measurements, which I was careful to give in the metric system, into miles, yards etc. It isn’t a very important point, but the use of the metric system was part of the buildup and I don’t want it changed if avoidable. I have already cabled and written about this, but if they show fight, could you try and make sure that they follow the manuscript in this particular.1 There are one or two other minor alterations they asked for, chiefly because American grammar is slightly different, but these I don’t object to.2

Yours sincerely
Eric Blair









3557. To Roger Senhouse

2 March 1949     Typewritten

The Cotswold Sanatorium
Cranham
Glos.

Dear Roger,

I’m awfully sorry I haven’t yet dealt with your queries,1 but the reason is that I lent my spare copy of proofs to Julian Symons, who was in here last week, and haven’t had them back yet. But I’ve been able (I think) to identify the one you refer to in your letter of the 28th, as I have the American proofs here in galley. The passage runs:

He could feel the short springy turf under his feet and the gentle sunshine on his face. At the edge of the were the elm trees, faintly stirring, and somewhere beyond that was the stream where the dace lay etc. etc.2

It should have been “at the edge of the field.” “Trees” was evidently a slip in the MS. I’ve also altered it to field in the American edition.

As soon as possible I’ll deal with the other queries and send them on to you, but I imagine most of these were not very important. As to “onto.”3 I know this is an ugly word, but I consider it to be necessary in certain contexts. If you say “the cat jumped on the table” you may mean that the cat, already on the table, jumped up and down there. On the other hand, “on to” (two words) means something different, as in “we stopped at Barnet and then drove on to Hatfield.” In some contexts, therefore, one needs “onto.” Fowler, if I remember rightly, doesn’t altogether condemn it.

I’m afraid there is going to be a big battle with Harcourt Brace, as they want to alter the metric system measurements all the way through the book to miles, yards etc., and in fact have done so in the proofs. This would be a serious mistake. I’ve already cabled in strong terms, but I don’t like having to fight these battles 3000 miles from my base.

Yours
George









3558. To The News Chronicle

3 March 1949

I appeal on behalf of Enrique Marco Nadal, a Spanish Republican now under sentence of death in Spain.

He was taken prisoner by the Italians when the Spanish Government collapsed in 1939; then by the Germans in 1944–45 after fighting for the French.

He re-entered Spain clandestinely after the war, and was sentenced to death without trial. He has probably not done anything that would constitute a legal offence in any democratic country.1

George Orwell









3559. To S. M. Levitas

3 March 1949     Typewritten

The Cotswold Sanatorium
Cranham
Gloucestershire, England

Dear Mr Levitas,

Many thanks for your letter of February 25th.1 Yes, I am receiving the “New Leader” regularly. I am afraid that my address is likely to remain the above until June or July. They tell me I shall not be able to get out of bed before about May, and presumably I shall remain here for some time after that.

I have been seriously ill, and apart from that book review you noticed in the New York Times, I have not done any work since the beginning of December. The article on Gandhi was written some time before that. I hope, however, to start doing a little work shortly, and I should be happy to do an occasional book review for you. Could you, perhaps, make a suggestion when some book which appears suitable is coming along?2 I could sometimes make a suggestion myself, but in general I don’t hear about American books early enough.

Yours sincerely

[Signed] Geo. Orwell

George Orwell









3560. To Sir Richard Rees

3 March 1949     Handwritten

Cranham

Dear Richard,

Thanks so much for your letter, with the cuttings, which I thought gave quite a good exposition of C.P. policy. I always disagree, however, when people end by saying that we can only combat Communism, Fascism or what-not if we develop an equal fanaticism. It appears to me that one defeats the fanatic precisely by not being a fanatic oneself, but on the contrary by using one’s intelligence. In the same way, a man can kill a tiger because he is not like a tiger and uses his brain to invent the rifle, which no tiger could ever do.

I looked up the passage in Russell’s book.1 If the antithesis to a “some” statement is always an “all” statement, then it seems to me that the antithesis of “some men are tailless” is not “all men have tails,” but “all men are tailless.”2 Russell seems, in that paragraph, to be citing only pairs of statements of which one is untrue, but clearly there must be many cases when both “some” and “all” are true, except that “some” is an understatement. Thus “some men are tailless” is true, unless you are implying by it that some men have tails. But I never can follow that kind of thing. It is the sort of thing that makes me feel that philosophy should be forbidden by law.

I have arranged to write an essay on Evelyn Waugh and have just read his early book on Rossetti and also “Robbery under Law” (about Mexico.)3 I am now reading a new life of Dickens by Hesketh Pearson, which I have to review.4 It isn’t awfully good. There doesn’t seem to be a perfect life of Dickens—perverse and unfair though it is, I really think Kingsmill’s book is the best.5 You were right about Huxley’s book6—it is awful. And do you notice that the more holy he gets, the more his books stink with sex. He cannot get off the subject of flagellating women. Possibly, if he had the courage to come out and say so, that is the solution to the problem of war. If we took it out in a little private sadism, which after all doesn’t do much harm, perhaps we wouldn’t want to drop bombs etc. I also re-read, after very many years, “Tess of the D’Urbervilles,” and “Jude the Obscure” (for the first time). “Tess” is really better than I had remembered, and incidentally is quite funny in places, which I didn’t think Hardy was capable of.

The doctor says I shall have to stay in bed for another 2 months, i.e. till about May, so I suppose I shan’t actually get out till about July. However I don’t know that it matters except for being expensive and not seeing little R. I am so afraid of his growing away from me, or getting to think of me as just a person who is always lying down and can’t play. Of course children can’t understand illness. He used to come to me and say “Where have you hurt yourself?”—I suppose the only reason he could see for always being in bed.7 But otherwise I don’t mind being here and I am comfortable and well cared-for. I feel much better and my appetite is a lot better. (By the way I never thanked you for sending that rum. Did I pay you enough for it?) I hope to start some serious work in April, and I think I could work fairly well here, as it is quiet and there are not many interruptions. Various people have been to see me, and I manage to keep pretty well supplied with books. Contrary to what people say, time seems to go very fast when you are in bed, and months can whizz by with nothing to show for it.

Yours
Eric









3561. To Leonard Moore

4 March 1949     Typewritten

Cranham

Dear Moore,

Thanks for your two letters. I am very glad to hear about the serialisation of “Animal Farm” in Germany.1

Yours sincerely

[Signed] Eric Blair

Eric Blair









3562. To David Astor

5 March 1949     Typewritten

Cranham

Dear David,

Thanks so much for your letter.1 If you don’t mind, I would rather not do the article. I haven’t started any work yet, and in addition I did an article of the same nature for the Observer 2 or 3 years ago.2 If you want an article on the Spanish civil war generally, I consider the person who has written about it most sensibly is Franz Borkenau3 (Faber’s would have his address I think), but he is in Germany, I think in Munich, and you mightn’t get an article out of him in time. Ramos Oliveira, Negrin’s publicity man,4 knows a great deal about modern Spanish history, and though, of course, a partisan, would probably be reasonably objective. Arturo Barea,5 again, is a Spaniard and knows the history of the war intimately, but in my opinion both he and his wife are CP-influenced. Perhaps the best man of all would be Gerald Brenan,6 whose publishers I think are Faber’s. If you want an article about the International Brigade, Tom Wintringham, or Humphrey Slater (Secker & Warburg would have his address), or perhaps Slater’s friend Malcolm Dunbar, might do it.7

If you had the more general kind of article, I should think not a bad subject would be the question of whether the policy of letting Franco win the war and then stay in power has paid, and whether it is likely to pay in future. Has it occurred to you that ultimately Stalin and Franco might get together? I don’t say it will happen, but it doesn’t seem to me impossible, as the Russians are seemingly very friendly with the rather similar regime in Argentina.

I am feeling a lot better and am planning to start a little work in April. The weather has suddenly turned horrible, in fact we are having a regular blizzard.8 Karl and Klöse9 were supposed to be coming to see me tomorrow, but I shouldn’t think they’ll get here.

Yours
George









3563. To Brenda Salkeld

5 March 1949     Handwritten

The Cotswold Sanatorium
Cranham
Glos.

Dear Brenda,

I don’t suppose you ever pass this way on your travels, but if you do, perhaps you could drop in & see me. I have been here since January & have been really very ill—a little better now, I think. I’ve no idea when I shall get out, possibly some time in the summer. All seems to be well at home. Richard is getting enormous & very self-reliant, though still a bit backward about talking. Avril says he has now become a radio fan, so perhaps that will bring on his talking. He will be 5 in May. I think this winter he will go to the village school on the island, but next year he will have to go to a proper day school on the mainland somewhere. However I can’t make plans till I have a clearer idea about my own health & hence my movements. My new book is coming out in June. I’m not doing any work now, of course, but hope I might start something next month.

With love
Eric




3564. Douglas Moyle to Orwell

7 March 1949


Douglas Moyle fought with Orwell in Spain (see Homage to Catalonia, CW, VI, 117; also Crick, 327, and Moyle’s reminiscences in Remembering Orwell, 80–81). He and Orwell were both at the Independent Labour Party Summer School at Letchworth in August 1937, and he was one of the signatories to Orwell’s letter to The New Leader, 24 September 1937, refuting false charges against the POUM made by F. A. Frankfort; see 399. Moyle wrote giving news of himself and his family. He described the difficult times in Birmingham, with rising unemployment and redundancy, and the effect of the increased cost of living. A friend in common, G. Barber, a member of the Independent Labour Party, had worked in Johannesburg during the war but had now returned because of the increase in racial trouble. He did not mention Eileen, but sent his regards to Gwen (O’Shaughnessy) and the children. In Remembering Orwell, he tells of staying with the Orwells at their cottage in Wallington. He and Orwell took long walks with the Orwell’s poodle, ‘Marx.’ He recalled that Orwell said you could tell something about visitors by whether they associated the dog’s name with Marks & Spencer, Karl Marx, or Groucho Marx (100). For Moyle, see also 408, n. 1.






3565. David Farrer to Orwell

8 March 1949


David Farrer, in charge of publicity for Secker & Warburg, wrote to tell Orwell that the London Evening Standard was ‘definitely going to make Nineteen Eighty-Four their book of the month for June.’ He also sent a letter from ‘Bertie Russell’ (Bertrand Russell) about the book, which would be quoted in publicity for it. ‘As for my own reactions to the book,’ he wrote, ‘though I read it in typescript last December’ (see 3506) ‘I still cannot get it out of my mind. It is in every sense a major work of fiction.’






3566. To Leonard Moore

9 March 1949     Handwritten

Cranham

Dear Moore,

Thank you for your letter of the 8th. Yes, they could go ahead with the pages.1 The correction referred to in their cable is one I had already confirmed by cable. The main corrections were the alterations back into metric system, but they could really do this on their own from the MS. & wouldn’t need the galleys, which, however, I have airmailed to them. There were also two slips of my own which I pointed out in my letter to Mr Giroux,2 but these would not involve over-running. So they could go ahead safely even if the galleys have not yet arrived.

I received 2 copies of the Spanish (Argentine) translation of “Critical Essays”, provided by a literary agent named MOHRENWITZ, who said they had been sent to him in error by Editorial Sur, the translators. It might be as well to let Sur know that you are my agent.3

Yours sincerely
Eric Blair









3567. To Roger Senhouse

9 March 1949     Typewritten

Cranham

Dear Roger,

Herewith the confirmations of and answers to your queries.1 I am sorry about the delay, but, as I told you, I had lent someone the proofs and didn’t get them back till today. Actually I imagine there are very few changes here you wouldn’t have made on your own initiative.

It has turned foully cold here but I am going along all right.

Love to all
George









3568. Roger Senhouse’s Corrections and Queries for Nineteen Eighty-Four and Orwell’s Answers

Sent 22 February 1949

[image: image]

[image: image]


Slip typed and initialled by Orwell attached to proofs of Nineteen Eighty-Four:7



Corrections on pp.:

End paper, 5, 6, 7, 10, 12, 13, 14, 16, 19, 20, 23, 28, 30, 37, 39, 43, 44, 45, 49, 51, 52, 54, 55, 56, 57, 58, 60, 66, 71, 74, 75, 78, 81, 82, 83, 89, 90, 91, 93, 96, 98, 99, 100, 101, 104, 108, 114, 116, 119, 120, 123, 126, 131, 137, 138, 141, 145, 152, 157, 158, 161, 162, 163, 166, 167, 171, 173, 182, 186, 190, 191, 192, 194, 195, 196, 197, 198, 204, 206, 207, 209, 215, 218, 220, 223, 225, 227, 229, 236, 240, 241, 242, 244, 246, 247, 248, 253, 256, 258, 259, 263, 270, 271, 272, 273, 280, 283, 288, 289, 291, 292, 297, 299, 302, 305, 306.

I am sorry that one or two of these corrections are due to a slip in the MS, and I have had to change something. I do not think that any over-running will be entailed, however.

[Initialled] G. O.




3569. To Vernon Richards

10 March 1949     Typewritten

The Cotswold Sanatorium
Cranham
Glos.

Dear Vernon,

Thanks so much for your letter. Yes, do keep the typewriter.1 I will make the Freedom Press a present of it. I had to regard it as a loan before because I had only one rather elderly typewriter and I might have wanted the other one back. Now however I have managed to get hold of another portable.

I’d like a copy of “Russia’s Third Revolution”2 and enclose the form herewith. I am putting my Scottish address on it, but I imagine the above will be my address till June or later. If the Freedom Bookshop happens to have them, I would also like one or two copies of my own book “Homage to Catalonia.” The publisher now has none left, and I have only one myself, but there are probably some to be found in shops. It’s not likely to be reprinted, and I want to make sure a few copies remain in existence. Nowadays so many books drop out of print and then disappear altogether.

I have been here since the beginning of the year. I was much better when I left hospital last summer, but I began to relapse in the autumn and was really very ill for a while. I hope to get out some time in the summer, perhaps spend August or September in Jura, and spend the winter somewhere like Brighton, at any rate some civilized place near a doctor. If I manage to bring Richard down to London for a short visit, as I want to do if possible, I’ll bring him to you for another photograph. He will be five in May and is very big and strong, but rather backward in talking, probably because he has not been with other children enough. He is very self-reliant and is good with machinery and seems interested in farming. If he decides later that he wants to be a farmer when he is grown up, I’d be delighted. I think probably he will start going to school this winter when he will be 5½. For the moment he can go to the village school on the island, but next year I shall have to take him somewhere on the mainland where he can go to a better day-school. Thank goodness his health so far has been excellent. Even when he has the usual measles etc. it seems to make no impression on him.

Helmuth Klöse, the German anarchist who was on the same part of the front as me in Spain and was imprisoned for a long time by the Communists, was here the other day. He knew of you but I am not sure whether he said he knew you personally.

Please remember [me] to Marie Louise.3

Yours

[Signed] George

George Orwell









3570. To Michael Meyer

12 March 1949     Typewritten

The Cotswold Sanatorium
Cranham
Glos.

Dear Michael,

Thanks ever so much for sending all that food, which arrived a day or two ago, and for your letter. You really shouldn’t have sent the food, but I take your word that you could spare it, and of course I am delighted to receive it. As a matter of fact I’m sending most of it on to Jura, where food is always welcome as there’s usually someone staying.

I’ve been here since the beginning of the year. I began to relapse last September and should have gone for treatment earlier, but I had to finish that beastly book which I had been struggling with so long. I am a lot better now, but I don’t think they’ll let me out of bed, let alone out of the sanatorium, before May. It is a great bore, my health breaking up like this. I cannot resign myself to living a sedentary life, which I suppose I shall have to from now on. I shall at any rate have to spend the winters in some get-atable place near a doctor, perhaps in somewhere like Brighton. Richard is now approaching five and will have to go to school before long. We think of letting him go to the village school on the island this winter, but next year I shall have to remove him to the mainland somewhere where he can go to a better day school. I don’t want him to go to a boarding school, if at all, before he is 10. Thank goodness he is tremendously strong and healthy and self-reliant. He is still a bit backward in talking, but I imagine that will improve when he is more with other children.

I always thought Sweden1 sounded a dull country, much more so than Norway or Finland. I should think there would probably be very good fishing, if you can whack up any interest in that. But I have never been able to like these model countries with everything up to date and hygienic and an enormous suicide rate. I also have a vague feeling that in our century there is some sort of interconnection between the quality of thought and culture in a country, and the size of the country. Small countries don’t seem to produce interesting writers any longer, though possibly it is merely that one doesn’t hear about them. I have ideas about the reason for this, if it is true, but of course only guesswork. I hope your novel gets on.2 Even if one makes a mess of it the first time, one learns a great deal in making the attempt, also if you once have a draft finished, however discouraging it is, you can generally pull it into shape. I simply destroyed my first novel after unsuccessfully submitting it to one publisher, for which I’m rather sorry now. I think Thomas Hood3 is a very good subject. He is incidentally no longer as well known as he should be, and very thoroughly out of print. I have only a selection of his poems,4 and have for a long time been trying in vain to get the rest. I want particularly the one where he is writing a poem on the beauties of childhood but can’t get on with it because the children are making such a noise (I remember it has the beautiful line, “Go to your mother, child, and blow your nose.”5) I don’t know whether one could call him a serious poet—he is what I call a good bad poet. I am glad you like Surtees. I think after being so long abandoned to the hunting people, who I don’t suppose read him, he is beginning to be appreciated again. I haven’t however read much of his works, and am trying to get hold of several now.6 At present I do nothing except read—I’m not going to try and start any work till some time next month. I have been rereading some of Hardy’s novels, after very many years, and was agreeably surprised. There is a new life of Dickens coming out, which I had to review, by Hesketh Pearson.7 It’s a bit more readable than old Pope-Hennessy’s book,8 but not any good really. Huxley’s new book, which I expect you have seen, is awful.9 Koestler’s new book I haven’t seen yet.10 I am going to do an essay on Evelyn Waugh for the Partisan Review, and have been reading his early works, including a quite good life of Rossetti.11 My novel is supposed to come out in June. I don’t know whether the American edition may come out before the English, but I should think not. I hope to hear from you again some time. This place will be my address till about July, I’m afraid.

Yours
George




3571. To Leonard Moore

12 March 1949     Typewritten

Dear Moore,

I see that “Der Monat”, the American German-language magazine published in Berlin, are serialising “Animal Farm.” Is this the serialisation arranged with the American army about which you wrote to me recently? If not, surely the one will cut across the other?

There was some mix-up about the other thing of mine that “Der Monat” reprinted. I don’t remember the facts exactly, but they were something like this. About 3 months ago they reprinted an article of mine from “Commentary,” and if I remember rightly were to pay me £25 for it. There then arrived some official papers relating to the payment, which I sent on to you. Shortly after this the editor, Mervyn Lasky,1 wrote to ask, “had I received their cheque?” I thought these papers were the cheque, and answered “Yes.” I then heard from you something to the effect that you could not draw the money for me, as the cheque had to be endorsed by the author personally. There the matter has rested, and it rather looks as if an actual cheque, which should have been the sequel to the papers I sent to you, has gone astray. It’s not of enormous importance, but could perhaps be cleared up.2

Yours sincerely

[Signed] Eric Blair

Eric Blair









3572. To Julian Symons

15 March 1949     Typewritten

Cranham

Dear Julian,

As you are doing that life of Dickens I thought you might care to glance at this1 (I don’t want it back.) It hasn’t been published in this country yet so far as I know. I don’t think there’s anything in [it] you wouldn’t get out of old Pope-Hennessy,2 but he raises one or two minor points of interest. He makes out for instance that D.’s acceptance of a baronetcy just before his death was merely a sort of practical joke. P-H in her book seems to suggest that this is not so. I have never followed this up, and I must say I don’t regard it as important, since by that time D’s mind was probably giving way anyway. He also says, what I didn’t know before, that D. was impressed by Edgar Allan Poe, who must then (1842) have been very obscure, and tried unsuccessfully to get his Tales published for him in book form. I have often wondered whether Poe was influenced by the madman’s tale in Pickwick.

Yours
George









3573. To Leonard Moore

16 March 1949     Typewritten

The Cotswold Sanatorium
Cranham
Glos.

Dear Moore,

Many thanks for your letter of the 15th. I enclose Mondadori’s contract, duly signed.

I should be very pleased for “Inside the Whale” to be translated into Italian1 and “A Hanging” into Swedish.2

With regard to the translation of “1984.”3 I assume that Mondadori has made this agreement “blind” without seeing a proof. The point is that the translation will present some difficulty, because of the made-up words. It may not be easy to find equivalents for these in a foreign language, but they can’t simply be left out, as they are part of the story. I don’t know Italian and can’t criticise the actual translation, but they will have to decide in what manner they are going to tackle this difficulty, and I should be much obliged if the translator would consult me at some point in the process and let me know what line he is taking. In any case I might sometimes be able to help by explaining what something means.

Yours sincerely

[Signed] Eric Blair

Eric Blair









3574. To Sir Richard Rees

16 March 1949     Typewritten

Cranham

Dear Richard,

I hope all is going well with you. I have heard once or twice from Barnhill and things seem to be fairly prosperous. Avril says Bill is going to plant about an acre of kale. Ian M’Kechnie is there at present, working on the road, and Francis Boyle1 has done some work in the garden. Bill suggested we should sell off the milch cows, as some of his own cows will be calving and will have surplus milk, and of course it would make more room in the byre. On the other hand there is the question of overlapping, so I suggested keeping one Ayrshire. The boat is apparently in good order and they have been over to Crinan in her. Avril says Richard has found out about money, ie. has grasped that you can buy sweets with it, so I expect I had better start giving him pocket money, though at present he hasn’t any opportunity to spend it. Incidentally, getting pocket money would probably teach him the days of the week.

I have been feeling fairly good, though of course they won’t dream of letting me up. Most of the time it has been beautiful spring-like weather. I have been reading Evelyn Waugh’s very early books (on Rosetti,° and one or two others) as I undertook to write an essay on him for the Partisan Review. Also a not very good life of Dickens by Hesketh Pearson which I had to review. Also re-reading Israel Zangwill’s “Children of the Ghetto,” a book I hadn’t set eyes on for very many years. I am trying to get hold of the sequel to it, “Grandchildren of the Ghetto,”2 which I remember as being better than the other. I don’t know what else he wrote, but I believe a whole lot. I think he is a very good novelist who hasn’t had his due, though I notice now that he has a very strong tinge of Jewish nationalism, of a rather tiresome kind. I sent for Marie Bashkirtseff’s diary, which I had never read, and it is now staring me in the face, an enormous and rather intimidating volume.3 I haven’t seen Koestler’s new book, which I think has only been published in the USA, but I think I shall send for it. My book is billed to come out on June 15th. It is going to be the Evening Standard book of the month, which I believe doesn’t mean anything in particular.

Have you torn up your clothing book?4 The reaction of everybody here was the same—“it must be a trap.” Of course clothes are now sufficiently rationed by price. I think I shall order myself a new jacket all the same.

Yours
Eric









3575. To Leonard Moore

17 March 1949     Typewritten

The Cotswold Sanatorium
Cranham
Glos.

Dear Moore,

You will have had Robert Giroux’s letter, of which he sent me a duplicate.

I can’t possibly agree to the kind of alteration and abbreviation suggested. It would alter the whole colour of the book and leave out a good deal that is essential. I think it would also—though the judges, having read the parts that it is proposed to cut out, may not appreciate this—make the story unintelligible. There would also be something visibly wrong with the structure of the book if about a fifth or a quarter were cut out and the last chapter then tacked on to the abbreviated trunk. A book is built up as a balanced structure and one cannot simply remove large chunks here and there unless one is ready to recast the whole thing. In any case, merely to cut out the suggested chapters and abridge the passages from the “book within the book” would mean a lot of re-writing which I simply do not feel equal to at present.

The only terms on which I could agree to any such arrangement would be if the book were published definitely as an abridged version and if it were clearly stated that the English edition contained several chapters which had been omitted. But obviously the Book of the Month people couldn’t be expected to agree to any such thing. As Robert Giroux says in his letter, they have not promised to select the book in any case, but he evidently hopes they might, and I suppose it will be disappointing to Harcourt & Brace° if I reject the suggestion. I suppose you, too, stand to lose a good deal of commission. But I really cannot allow my work to be mucked about beyond a certain point, and I doubt whether it even pays in the long run. I should be much obliged if you would make my point of view clear to them.1

Yours sincerely

[Signed] Eric Blair

Eric Blair









3576. To Sir Richard Rees

18 March 1949     Typewritten

Cranham

Dear Richard,

I’m sorry I didn’t answer directly your previous letter. It was very kind of you to offer to lend me money, but really I don’t need it. I am quite comfortable for some time to come. The only thing that worries me about my financial position is the possibility that I might become like some of the people here, ie. able to stay alive but unable to work. However it’s not very likely. Re. your other query, I didn’t think a great deal of Slater’s book.1 It seemed to me perfunctory, and I thought, as you did yourself, that the sex stuff was out of place and in poor taste. I really think that this modern habit of describing lovemaking in detail is something that future generations will look back on as we do on things like the death of Little Nell.

I haven’t any reason to think my letters are tampered with. On one occasion ten years ago a letter of mine actually was opened by the police, but that was because it was addressed to a Paris publisher whose books were banned en bloc.2 Other people have sometimes told me they thought theirs were opened, and at one time I tried to devise an envelope which couldn’t be opened without the fact becoming apparent. But I don’t think there’s any reason to think the CP have any hand in that kind of thing or any power of getting at people’s letters.

Thanks for sending the “Highway.”3 I thought the article quite good, but I didn’t think a great deal of de Weidle’s° book when I tried to read it some time back—actually it seemed to me that he had got himself into rather a muddle.

Robert Wheeler4 looked in this afternoon. He has just been to Switzerland.

Yours
Eric

P.S. Did you read my article on Gandhi in the PR?5 If so, did you agree with what I said?









3577. To David Astor

19 March 1949     Typewritten

Cranham

Dear David,

Thanks very much for your letter.1 It’s very kind of you to offer to get one of those wire recorders for me. If later on I did decide I could use one, I would be very glad of your help in getting one, provided of course you let me pay for it in sterling this end. At present I couldn’t use anything of the kind, but when I first read about them I thought I could possibly make use of one—not, probably, for actual composition but for making final drafts and also for notes which I am normally too lazy to write down. The old dictaphones with cylinders were no good, but this thing I suppose will take large quantities at a time and can be switched on and off as you want it. Incidentally there is a story about one in James Thurber’s new book.

I heard from Barnhill just recently. It seems Richard has now found out about money, ie. that you can buy sweets with it, and always goes about with some in his pocket, although of course he can’t spend it locally. He will have to go to school soon, and my sister thinks that for this winter he might go to the village school in Ardlussa, but next year I shall have to take him to the mainland some where° where he can go to a better day school. I can’t make any plans however until I am surer about my own movements.

Karl2 tells me you are thinking of getting Kravchenko3 as your Russian correspondent—if he wins his case, I assume!

Yours
George









3578. To The New Leader (New York)

21 March 1949

CAN YOU SEND ME CHURCHILL BOOK1    ORWELL.









3579. Cranham Sanatorium Routine


Orwell’s last Literary Notebook (see 3725) contains a few handwritten entries relating to his time at Cranham Sanatorium and University College Hospital. The routine is given for each hospital, as it was for Hairmyres (see 3352), and there are brief, dated, descriptive details. The entries for Cranham are dated 21 and 24 March and 17 April 1949. The first entry is given here and the last at its chronological point (3602). That for 24 March 1949 refers to Orwell’s treatment with streptomycin at Hairmyres and is placed at 8/9 April 1948 (see 3378), where it is more relevant to the medication Orwell was then receiving.



21.3.49. The routine here (Cranham Sanatorium) is quite different from that of Hairmyres Hospital. Although everyone at Hairmyres was most kind & considerate to me—quite astonishingly so, indeed—one cannot help feeling at every moment the difference in the texture of life when one is paying one’s own keep.

The most noticeable difference here is that it is much quieter than the hospital, & that every thing is done in a more leisurely way. I live in a so-called chalet, one of a row of continuous wooden huts, with glass doors, each chalet measuring about 15’ by 12’. There are hot water pipes, a washing basin, a chest of drawers & wardrobe, besides the usual bed-tables etc. Outside is a glass-roofed verandah. Everything is brought by hand—none of those abominable rattling trolleys which one is never out of the sound of in a hospital. Not much noise of radios either—all the patients have headphones. (Here these are permanently tuned in to the Home Service. At Hairmyres, usually to the Light.) The most persistent sound is the song of birds. The day’s routine:—

7 am. Pulse & temperature taken. For this I don’t wake up further than is necessary to put the thermometer in my mouth, & am usually too sleepy to take the reading then.

7.30. Sputum cups changed.

8.00. Breakfast. After breakfast I get up & wash. I am only allowed a bath twice a week, as it is supposed to be “weakening.”

9.30. (about). Beds made.

11.00. Cup of coffee.

12.00. (about). Room swept & dusted.

12.00.-12.40. Rest hour. One is supposed to lie down during this period. Doctor generally arrives about this time.

12.40. Lunch.

2.00–2.40. Rest hour. Actually I usually sleep from about 2.30 to 3.30.

3.30. Tea.

6.00. Temperature & pulse taken.

6.00.-6.40. Rest hour.

6.40. Dinner.

9.30. (about). Cup of tea.

10.30. Lights out.

One is only weighed, screened etc. about once a month. The charge here is £12-12-0 a week, but this does not cover much more than one’s board & lodging, special medicines, operations etc. being extra.





3580. To Leonard Moore

22 March 1949     Typewritten

Cranham

Dear Moore,

Thank you for your letter, and thanks so much for supporting me over the proposed alterations.1

Yours sincerely
Eric Blair









3581. To [Christy & Moore]1

24 March 1949     Handwritten

Cranham

[No addressee]

Many thanks. I should be glad for “Animal Farm” to be broadcast by Radio Italiana.

Geo. Orwell









3582. To Tosco Fyvel

25 March 1949     Typewritten

Cranham

Dear Tosco,

In one issue of “What’s Happening:”1

“Reticent to impose the ban”

“Without printing hardly any.”

“Guaranteeing a cure against cancer or tuberculosis or painless childbirth.”

“HeiNwehr.”2

I think I am going to be in this place till about July. I make progress slowly, but they can’t do much for me as they can’t operate and daren’t use streptomycin a second time. I am not really doing any work at present but hope to start in a month or so. Please give everyone my love.

Yours
George









3583. To Fredric Warburg

30 March 1949     Handwritten

Cranham

Dear Fred,

Thanks for your letter.1 I read “We” about a couple of years ago & don’t think I particularly want the galleys. I didn’t wish to force it on you, & I merely thought it might be worth your while & at any rate ought to be re-issued by somebody. Certainly it has faults, but it seems to me to form an interesting link in the chain of Utopia books. On the one hand it debunks the super-rational, hedonistic type of Utopia (I think Aldous Huxley’s “Brave New World” must be plagiarised from it to some extent), but on the other hand it takes account of the diabolism & the tendency to return to an earlier form of civilization which seem to be part of totalitarianism. It seems to me a good book in the same way as “The Iron Heel”, but better written. But of course there’s no knowing whether it would sell & I have no wish to land you with a white elephant. I just think somebody ought to print it & that it is disgraceful that a book of this kind, with its curious history as well as its intrinsic interest, should stay out of print when so much rubbish is published every day.

I have been rather poorly & have been having “haemoptyses”.2 That is why I have written this by hand. They have forbidden me to use my typewriter for a week, as it is supposed to tire me. Please give everyone my love.

Yours
George









3584. To Sir Richard Rees

31 March 1949     Handwritten

Cranham

Dear Richard,

Thanks so much for your letter. I send herewith a copy of PR with the article I spoke of.1 I’d have sent it before, as I thought it would interest you, but I was under the impression that you took in PR. Celia Kirwan was here the other day & she will send me a copy of that number of “Polemic” which I lost & which has the essay on Tolstoy in it. It really connects up with the Gandhi article.

Yes, I must get this will business sewn up. I had my will properly drawn up by a solicitor, then, as I wanted to make some alterations, re-wrote it myself, & I dare say this second draft, though duly witnessed etc., is not legal. Have you got a solicitor in Edinburgh? I am out of touch with my London ones. It is important to get the literary executorship sewn up properly, & also to be quite sure about Richard’s position, because there is some legal difference, I forget what, in the case of an adopted child. In addition I must bring up to date the notes I left for you about my books, which editions to follow, etc. When Avril came back from town she brought some box files marked “Personal” which I think have all the relevant stuff in them. Do you think when you are at Barnhill you could go through these files & send the relevant papers to me. I want my will, ie. the second will, dated about the beginning of 1947 I think, the notes I left for you, & a notebook marked “Reprintable Essays”2 which wants bringing up to date. It’s important that your powers should be made clear, ie. that you should have the final say when any definitely literary question is involved. For example. The American Book of the Month people, though they didn’t actually promise, half promised to select my present book if I would cut out about a quarter of it. Of course I’m not going to do this, but if I had died the week before, Moore & the American publishers would have jumped at the offer, ruining the book & not even benefiting my estate much, because whenever you make a large sum you are in the surtax class & it is all taken away again.

I have been very poorly, spitting up quantities of blood. This doesn’t necessarily do any harm, indeed Morlock,3 the specialist I went to before the war, said it might even do good, but it always depresses & disgusts me, & I have been feeling rather down. There is evidently nothing very definite they can do for me. They talked of doing the “thora” operation, but the surgeon wouldn’t undertake it because you have to have one sound lung which I haven’t. Evidently the only thing to do is to keep quiet. It worries me not to see little R., but perhaps later I can arrange somehow for him to visit me. If I do get up this year I want to take him for a trip to London.

Yours
Eric

Excuse this writing. They’ve forbidden me to use a typewriter at present because it is tiring!4









3585. ‘Evelyn Waugh’

Unfinished essay; April (?) 1949     Typescript with handwritten notes


It has not proved possible to date precisely when Orwell prepared the first part of the typescript of his essay on Evelyn Waugh, nor to date exactly the notes he wrote in his last Literary Notebook, though all are from 1949. On the cover of a red folder Orwell has written ‘Waugh / by end of April / 3000–4000 / 15,000 max).’ If these notes refer to the essay on Waugh, which seems likely, a date of April 1949 for the typed opening would be reasonable. The 5½-page typescript looks to be Orwell’s own work. He was typing up to 25 March 1949, was then very ill, typed again from 14 April but did little typing after the beginning of May 1949 and for much of the time was forbidden to write. His letters in May show he found it impossible to put pen to paper except for personal and minor business matters. He had been reading Waugh in February and March (Robbery Under Law, When the Going Was Good, Rossetti: His Life and Works, and Work Suspended), but only one of these is touched upon in what survives of this essay. The essay was certainly typed at Cranham, for it is headed with Orwell’s name and the address of the sanatorium, typed above the upper typed line of the two that enclose the title, ‘Evelyn Waugh.’

In his final Literary Notebook, Orwell drafted some notes ‘For article on E. Waugh.’ Earlier in that notebook he also wrote out three passages from Waugh. These passages and the notes, follow this item, as 3586.

Evelyn Waugh visited Orwell at Cranham. Crick records: ‘Many people came to visit [Orwell], some fearing that he was dying, others simply to entertain him in his isolation. [Anthony] Powell and [Malcolm] Muggeridge, who did their share of visiting persuaded Evelyn Waugh, who neither knew Orwell nor particularly cared for his writing, to visit him; simply because he lived nearby [about eighteen miles away]. As one worthy in the world of English letters to another, he did this kindness several times. “I should have loved to see them together,” wrote Muggeridge, “his country gentleman’s outfit and Orwell’s proletarian one both straight out of back numbers of Punch” (Crick, 556). In the entry to his diary for 31 August 1945, Waugh says that his ‘Communist cousin Claud [Cockburn]’ warned him against Trotskyist literature, ‘so that I read and greatly enjoyed Orwell’s Animal Farm’ (Diaries 1911–1965, edited by Michael Davie). Unfortunately, Orwell seems not to have kept a diary in 1949.



Within the last few decades, in countries like Britain or the United States, the literary intelligentsia has grown large enough to constitute a world in itself. One important result of this is that the opinions which a writer feels frightened of expressing are not those which are disapproved of by society as a whole. To a great extent, what is still loosely thought of as heterodoxy has become orthodoxy. It is nonsense to pretend, for instance, that at this date there is something daring and original in proclaiming yourself an anarchist, an atheist, a pacifist, etc. The daring thing, or at any rate the unfashionable thing, is to believe in God or to approve of the capitalist system. In 1895, when Oscar Wilde was jailed, it must have needed very considerable moral courage to defend homosexuality. Today it would need no courage at all: today the equivalent action would be, perhaps, to defend antisemitism. But this example that I have chosen immediately reminds one of something else—namely, that one cannot judge the value of an opinion simply by the amount of courage that is required in holding it. There is still such a thing as truth and falsehood, it is possible to hold true beliefs for the wrong reasons, and—though there may be no advance in human intelligence—the prevailing ideas of one age are sometimes demonstrably less silly than those of another.

In our own day, the English novelist who has most conspicuously defied his contemporaries is Evelyn Waugh. Waugh’s outlook on life is, I should say, false and to some extent perverse, but at least it must be said for him that he adopted it at a time when it did not pay to do so, and his literary reputation has suffered accordingly. It is true, of course, that he has had immense popular success (a thing that does not seem to have any connection, positive or negative, with critical acclaim), and also that he has been underrated partly because he is a “light” writer whose special gift is for something not far removed from low farce. But his main offence in the eyes of his fellow-writers has always been the reactionary political tendency which was already clearly apparent even in such light-hearted books as Decline and Fall and Vile Bodies. Chronologically Waugh belongs to the generation of Auden and Spender, though he would be about five years older than most of the leading members of the group. This generation, almost en bloc, was politically “left,” in a Popular-Front style, with Communist leanings. There were, of course, a few writers of about the same age who did not fit into the pattern—for instance, there were William Empson, William Plomer, V. S. Pritchett and Graham Greene. But of these, the first three were merely lacking in political zeal and not in any way hostile to the Popular-Front orthodoxy, while Graham Greene—the fact has passed almost unnoticed, no doubt because of the unjustified assumption that a Catholic is the same thing as a Conservative—was himself politically “left,” in an ill-defined, unobtrusive way. In the whole of this age-group, the only loudly discordant voice was Waugh’s. Even his first book, the life of Rossetti, published in 1927, displays a sort of defiant Conservatism, which expresses itself, as was natural at that date, in aesthetic rather than political terms.

Waugh is the latest, perhaps the last, of a long line of English writers whose real driving force is a romantic belief in aristocracy. At a casual glance, Decline and Fall, Vile Bodies, and considerable passages, at least, in nearly all the subsequent books, appear to consist of nothing but a sort of high-spirited foolery, owing something to Norman Douglas and perhaps a little to “Saki,” and tinged by the kind of innocent snobbishness that causes people to wait twenty-four hours on the pavement to get a good view of a royal wedding. If one looks only a little way below the surface, however, one sees that though the approach is at the level of farce, the essential theme is serious. What Waugh is trying to do is to use the feverish, cultureless modern world as a set-off for his own conception of a good and stable way of life. The seeming immoralism of these books (the jokes turn not merely upon adultery but upon prostitution, homosexuality, suicide, lunacy and cannibalism) is merely a reversion to the older tradition of English humour, according to which any event can be funny provided that it either didn’t happen or happened a long time ago. In Decline and Fall, for instance, the funniest episode is the sawing-off of a clergyman’s head. If one were asked to believe this it would be merely disgusting, but being impossible it is acceptable, like the events in, for instance, the Miller’s Tale, which would seem by no means funny if they happened in real life. Waugh’s books certainly owe some of their popularity to their air of naughtiness, but none of them (except, perhaps, to some small extent, Decline and Fall) is intended to be morally subversive. They are really sermons in farcical shape, and kept in farcical shape by avoidance of comment. In Decline and Fall, Vile Bodies, Scoop and, to a less extent, A Handful of Dust the central character is a passive figure who simply lets things happen to him and hardly appears to notice the difference between good and evil, or even between pain and pleasure: in Black Mischief and The Loved One he is not passive, but his motives are unexplained. The general outline of these books resembles that of Candide, and in very broad terms the “moral” is also the same: “Look, this is what the world is like. Is it really necessary to behave quite so foolishly?” But, of course, Waugh’s notion of reasonable conduct is very different from Voltaire’s.

In all Waugh’s books up to Brideshead Revisited, which perhaps indicates a new departure, the idea of sanity and moral integrity is mixed up with the idea of country life—upper-class country life—as it was lived a couple of generations ago. Already in Vile Bodies there is an irrelevant outburst in favour of the older kind of minor aristocracy, the people who still have, or used to have, a sense of obligation and a fixed code of behaviour, as against the mob of newspaper peers, financiers, politicians and playboys with whom the book deals:


… a great concourse of pious and honourable people (many of whom made the Anchorage House reception the one outing of the year), their women-folk well gowned in rich and durable stuffs, their men-folk ablaze with orders; people who had represented their country in foreign places and sent their sons to die for her in battle, people of decent and temperate life, uncultured, unaffected, unembarrassed, unassuming, unambitious people, of independent judgement and marked eccentricities, kind people who cared for animals and the deserving poor, brave and rather unreasonable people, that fine phalanx of the passing order, approaching, as one day at the Last Trump they hoped to meet their Maker, with decorous and frank cordiality to shake Lady Anchorage by the hand at the top of her staircase.…



Here “animals and the deserving poor” may perhaps be meant ironically, but the note of affection and esteem, out of tune with most of the rest of the book, is unmistakeable. In A Handful of Dust the theme is made more explicit. On the one side the foolish, glittering life of fashionable London: on the other the country house, the succession that must be maintained, the fields and woods that must not be allowed to decay. As an earlier writer in the Partisan Review has pointed out, whenever the action of Waugh’s books takes place in England, a house, an old house, always plays an important part in it. In Decline and Fall the house, in process of being ravaged, is already there. In A Handful of Dust—this time a somewhat ridiculous house but beautiful in its owner’s eyes—it is the pivot of the story. In Brideshead Revisited it appears in more magnificent form. But it is probably as it appears in Scoop and Vile Bodies that it corresponds most closely with Waugh’s private ideal. Everyone knows, at least traditionally, the kind of house that is there described—the middle-sized country house which required, in the days of its glory, about ten servants, and which has now, if it is not merely derelict, been turned into a hotel, a boarding school or a lunatic asylum. All the familiar scenery is there, whether or not Waugh mentions it in detail: the “wet, bird-haunted lawns” and the walled garden with its crucified pear-trees; the large untidy porch with its litter of raincoats, waders, landing-nets and croquet mallets; the plastery smell of the flagged passage leading to the gunroom; the estate map on the library wall; the case of stuffed birds over the staircase. To Waugh, this is magic, or used to be magic, and it would be [a] waste of time to try to exorcise it from his mind merely by pointing out that


The typescript breaks off at this point.






3586. Notes for ‘Evelyn Waugh’

Handwritten


These notes were written by Orwell in his last Literary Notebook. The extract from Brideshead Revisited is on folio lv and those from Robbery Under Law are on folio 2r. The notes for the essay are on folios 9 and 10. (This numbering has been added by the Orwell Archive.) The ellipses are Orwell’s.




He said: “I hope it’s dipsomania. That is simply a great misfortune that we must all help him bear. What I used to fear was that he just got drunk deliberately when he liked & because he liked.”

“That’s exactly what he did—what we both did. It’s what he does with me now. I can keep him to that, if only your mother would trust me. If you worry him with keepers & cures he’ll be a physical wreck in a few years.”

“There’s nothing wrong in being a physical wreck, you know. There’s no moral obligation to be Postmaster-General or Master of Foxhounds or live to walk ten miles at eighty.”

“Wrong,” I said. “Moral obligation—now.… etc.

(“Brideshead Revisited.”)

Let me, then, warn the reader that I was a Conservative when I went to Mexico & that everything I saw there strengthened my opinions. I believe that man is, by nature, an exile & will never be self-sufficient or complete on this earth; that his chances of happiness & virtue, here, remain more or less constant through the centuries &, generally speaking, are not much affected by the political & economic conditions in which he lives, that the balance of good & ill tends to revert to a norm, that sudden changes of physical condition are usually ill, & are advocated by the wrong people for the wrong reasons; that the intellectual communists of today have personal, irrelevant grounds for their antagonism to society. I believe in government; that men cannot live together without rules but that these should be kept at the bare minimum of safety; that there is no form of government ordained from God as being better than any other; that the anarchic elements in society are so strong that it is a whole-time task to keep the peace. I believe that inequalities of wealth & position are inevitable & that it is therefore meaningless to discuss the advantages of their elimination; that men naturally arrange themselves in a system of classes.… I do not think that British prosperity must necessarily be inimical to anyone else, but if, on occasions, it is, I want Britain to prosper & not her rivals.…

(Evelyn Waugh, “Robbery Under Law.”)

There is no more agreeable position than that of dissident from a stable society. Theirs are all the solid advantages of other people’s creation & preservation, & all the fun of detecting hypocrisies & inconsistencies.

(ibid.)



For article on E. Waugh.

The advantages of not being part of the movement, irrespective of whether the movement is in the right direction or not.

But disadvantage in holding false (indefensible) opinions.

The movement (Auden etc.)1

W.’s driving forces. Snobby.2 Catholicism.

Note even the early books not anti-religious or demonstrably anti-moral. But note the persistent snobbishness, rising in the social scale but always centreing° round the idea of continuity/aristocracy/a country house. Note that everyone is snobbish, but that Waugh’s loyalty is to a form of society no longer viable, of which he must be aware.

Untenable opinions Cf. Poe3

Catholicism. Note that a Catholic writer does not have to be Conservative in a political sense. Differentiate G. Greene.

Advantage to a novelist of being a Catholic—theme of collision between two kinds of good.

Analyse “Brideshead Revisited.” (Note faults due to being written in first person.)4 Studiously detached attitude. Not puritanical. Priests not superhuman. Real theme—Sebastian’s drunkenness, & family’s unwilling° to cure this at the expense of committing a sin. Note that this is a real departure from the humanist attitude, with which no compromise possible.

But. Last scene, where the unconscious man makes the sign of the Cross. Note that after all the veneer is bound to crack sooner or later. One cannot really be Catholic & grown up.

Conclude. Waugh is about as good a novelist as one can be (ie. as novelists go today) while holding untenable opinions.




3587. Una Marson to Orwell

2 April 1949


Una Marson had been a producer in the West Indies Section of the BBC Overseas Service when Orwell was working in the Eastern Service. She had read her poem ‘The Banjo Boy’ in Orwell’s programme ‘Voice, 4,’ 3 November 1942; see 1630. After a hectic tour of the West Indies and a further visit to London, she had returned to her home island, Jamaica. She wrote in this letter of her progress from ill health to recovery and of her response to visiting the mission house where her father had worked for twenty-seven years. ‘I have talked a lot about myself,’ she wrote, ‘because I know you have some little interest in me and must be wondering a bit.’ She also described the political and social developments and the problems faced by the West Indies. She concluded, ‘Get Creech Jones to send you out to write a book on the West Indies. You would love Jamaica, politics apart.’ Arthur Creech Jones was Secretary of State for the Colonies.






3588. To David Astor

4 April 1949     Handwritten

Cranham

Dear David,

Thanks so much for your letter.1 I’d love to come & stay with you for a bit when I get out of here, if I ever do, & bring Richard. As to my sister I’m not sure. She seems to be so stuck into the farm work at Barnhill that I don’t know whether she’d ever be able to get away. But I can easily make some arrangement to have a temporary nurse for R. or for that matter look after him myself. I have been wanting to take him for a trip south this year, as I think it is time he started to see the world a bit. But if we come & stay with you, please don’t alter anything round. We’ll fit in quite easily.

I look forward to being profiled2 with a certain alarm—however! If you want photographs I have some.

I am a bit better now but I was very poorly for about a week, with haemoptyses (polite name for spitting blood). I can’t get any picture of when I shall be well enough to get up & about, so it’s impossible to make any plans. They talked of operating on me but they can’t do it because you have to have one reliable lung, which I haven’t. So I suppose there is nothing for it except to keep quiet. Everything seems well in Jura & they are very busy.

Yours
George









3589. To Ruth Fischer

4 April 1949


A letter from Orwell of this date is reported to exist but it has not been traced. There may be no such letter.






3590. To Fredric Warburg

5 April 1949     Handwritten

Dear Fred,

Thanks for your letter.1 I would be pleased to see Mr Curran & give him any information I can. All that matters is that he should let me know what day & time he is coming, so that I can arrange for a car.

Yours
George









3590A. Orwell and the Information Research Department:  see here




3590B. Orwell to Celia Kirwan, 6 April 1949: see here




3591. To Sir Richard Rees

6 April 1949     Handwritten

Cranham

Dear Richard,

Thanks so much for your two letters. I hope you got to Barnhill O.K.—Avril said you would probably have to walk from the New Stable.

When you’re sending those documents, do you think you could also send me a quarto notebook with a pale-bluish cardboard cover, which I think was in my bedroom, but might have been in the sitting-room. In either case it would probably be in one of the wire boxes among a mass of other papers. It contains a list of crypto-Communists & fellow-travellers which I want to bring up to date.1

No more blood-spitting, but I am feeling ghastly most of the time. They are going to take my photo2 again today & we will see what they say on the basis of that.3

Love to all
Eric









3592. To Vernon Richards

7 April 1949     Handwritten

Cranham

Dear Vernon,

Thanks so much for your letter. Please excuse handwriting—I’ve been very poorly lately & they have told me not to use a typewriter.

I had heard about your misfortune from the people at Whiteway here.1 It was a miserable thing to happen. I don’t in any way want to press the suggestion upon you, but if you badly want a baby you might do worse than do what I did, ie. adopt one. It seems an unnatural thing to do, but it does seem to work, ie. one becomes as fond of the child as one could be of a “natural” child, & that almost from the start.

What I partly wrote about was to ask whether, among the prints of photos that you have of me, there are any that are sufficiently full-face to do for passport photographs. My passport has expired, & I have been meaning for a long time to get it renewed, but have never been anywhere near a photographer. It says in the instructions that the photographs have to be full face. I suppose I could get someone to come & take one here in bed, but it would be an awful nuisance. Please remember me to Marie Louise.

Yours
Geo. Orwell









3593. Medical Superintendent, The Cotswold Sanatorium, to the Editor, Partisan Review

7 April 1949     Typewritten


MR. GEORGE ORWELL is seriously ill and will be unable to write the article which he had promised you, at any rate for the time being. He hopes you will forgive him for not fulfilling his engagement.

[Signed] Geoffrey A. Hoffman






3594. To Sir Richard Rees

8 April 1949     Handwritten

Cranham

Dear Richard,

I thought you’d all like to know that I have just had a cable saying that the Book of the Month Club have selected my novel after all, in spite of my refusing to make the changes they demanded. So that shows that virtue is its own reward, or honesty is the best policy, I forget which. I don’t know whether I shall ultimately end up with a net profit, but at any rate this should pay off my arrears of income tax.

I’ve had the sanatorium cable the magazines to which I had promised articles saying I am unfit to do any work, which is the truth. Don’t depress the others too much with this, but the fact is I am in a bad way at present. They are going to try streptomycin again, which I had previously urged them to do & which Mr Dick thought might be a good idea. They had been afraid of it because of the secondary effects, but they now say they can offset these to some extent with nicotine, or something, & in any case they can always stop if the results are too bad. If things go badly—of course we’ll hope they won’t, but one must be prepared for the worst—I’ll ask you to bring little Richard to see me before I get too frightening in appearance. I think it would upset you less than it would Avril, & there may be business deals to talk over as well. If the stuff works, as it seemed to do last time, I shall take care this time to keep the improvement by leading an invalid life for the rest of the year.

I forgot to say, I wish some time you’d have a look at my books & see they’re not getting too mildewy (I asked Avril to light a fire from time to time for that reason) & that the magazines in the bottom shelf are in some sort of order. I want to keep all the magazines that are there, as some of them have articles of mine that I might want to reprint. The books are piling up here & I’m going to start sending them home some time, but I can’t do up parcels at present.

Love to all
Eric




3595. To [The New Leader, New York]

9 April 1949     Typewritten

Cranham

[No Addressee]

I hope this1 does not come too late. I have been very ill and almost unable to do any work of any kind.

G.O.









3596. To Vernon Richards

13 April 1949     Handwritten

Cranham

Dear Vernon,

Thanks so much for the photos. But please send me a bill for them! It isn’t business to give things away.

I hadn’t noticed the misprints in the uniform edit. of “Burmese Days”.1 It’s no doubt because I was ill when I corrected the proofs. It’s annoying, I do hate misprints.

I hope Marie-Louise is going on all right. I have really been very ill indeed. They started to give me a second course of streptomycin, but just one dose had the most dire effects. Evidently I’ve become resistant or allergic or something.

Yours
George









3597. To Robert Giroux

14 April 1949     Typewritten

The Cotswold Sanatorium
Cranham
Glos.

Dear Mr Giroux,

Many thanks for your letter of the 11th. Naturally I am delighted that the Book of the Month Club selected “1984” after all. A little before publication date I am going to ask you to be kind enough to send complimentary copies to about a dozen people in the USA. I will send you the names through Leonard Moore. Actually I dare say some of them are on your list already.

The essay on “Lear” that you asked after (actually it’s on Tolstoy’s essay on Shakespeare) appeared about two years ago in a shortlived magazine called “Polemic.”1 Unfortunately I haven’t a copy myself, and have been trying to get hold of one, as I might want to reprint it some time. I would be interested to know where Empson’s essay appeared, as I’d like to know what he has to say about “Lear.”2 He has disappeared into China3 the way people do, and I did not even know he was writing anything at present.

I have been very ill the last few weeks, but am now somewhat better. I trust that I am now on the way to recovery and shall be out of here before the summer is over, but it is certain to be a slow job at best. I have my next novel mapped out,4 but I am not going to touch it until I feel stronger. It is not only that it tires me to work, but also that I am afraid of making a false start and getting discouraged.

Yours sincerely

[Signed] Geo. Orwell

George Orwell









3598. To Tosco Fyvel

15 April 1949


Fyvel lost the original of this letter after most of it had been printed in Encounter, January 1962. It is reproduced here as printed in Encounter (‘Some Letters of George Orwell,’ 64–65), except that in Encounter, ‘millionaires’ is followed by an apostrophe instead of a comma.



Cranham

Dear Tosco,

Thanks so much for sending Ruth Fischer’s book.1 I had intended buying it, but perhaps after reading a borrowed copy I shan’t need to. I’ll see you get it back. I read Margarete Neumann’s book2 with some interest. It wasn’t a particularly good book but she struck me as a sincere person. Gollancz also has a quite remarkable novel about the forced-labour camps coming along, by someone calling himself pseudonymously “Richard Cargoe”3—a Pole I should say—how authentic I couldn’t be sure, but quite a striking book, in the Slav manner.

There were several points in your articles that I had been meaning to take up with you. One is about Graham Greene. You keep referring to him as an extreme Conservative, the usual Catholic reactionary type. This isn’t so at all, either in his books or privately. Of course he is a Catholic and in some issues has to take sides politically with the church, but in outlook he is just a mild Left with faint CP leanings. I have even thought that he might become our first Catholic fellow-traveller, a thing that doesn’t exist in England but does in France, etc. If you look at books like A Gun for Sale, England Made Me, The Confidential Agent and others, you will see that there is the usual left-wing scenery. The bad men are millionaires, armaments manufacturers etc., and the good man is sometimes a Communist. In his last book there is also the usual inverted colour-feeling. According to Rayner Heppenstall, Greene somewhat reluctantly supported Franco during the Spanish civil war, but The Confidential Agent is written from the other point of view.

The other thing is that you are always attacking novelists for not writing about the contemporary scene. But can you think of a novel that ever was written about the strictly contemporary scene? It is very unlikely that any novel, i.e. worth reading, would ever be set back less than three years at least. If you tried, in 1949, to write a novel about 1949 it would simply be “reportage” and probably would seem out of date and silly before you could get it into print. I have a novel dealing with 1945 in my head now, but even if I survive to write it I shouldn’t touch it before 1950.4 The reason is not only that one can’t see the events of the moment in perspective, but also that a novel has to be lived with for years before it can be written down, otherwise the working-out of detail, which takes an immense time and can only be done at odd moments, can’t happen. This is my experience and I think it is also other people’s. I have sometimes written a so-called novel within about two years of the original conception, but then they were always weak, silly books which I afterwards suppressed. You may remember that nearly all the worth-while books about the 1914 war appeared 5, 10 or even more years after it was over, which was when one might have expected them. I think books about the late war are about due to appear now, and books about the immediate post-war at some time in the fifties.

I’ve been horribly ill the last few weeks. I had a bit of a relapse, then they decided to have another go with streptomycin, which previously did me a lot of good, at least temporarily. This time only one dose of it had ghastly results, as I suppose I had built up an allergy or something. I’m a bit better now, however, but I can’t work and don’t know when I shall be able to. I’ve no hope of getting out of here before the late summer. If the weather is good I might then get up to Scotland for a few weeks, but not more, and then I shall have to spend the autumn and winter somewhere near a doctor, perhaps even in some kind of residential sanatorium. I can’t make plans till my health takes a more definite turn one way or the other. Richard is blooming, or was when I last saw him. He will be five in May. I think he will go to the village school this winter, but next year I shall have to remove him to the mainland so that he can go to a proper day school. He is still backward about talking but bright in other ways. I don’t think he will ever be one for books. His bent seems to be mechanical, and he is very good at farm work. If he grew to be a farmer5 I should be pleased, though I shan’t try to influence him.…6

Yours,
George









3599. To Brenda Salkeld

16 April 1949     Handwritten

The Cotswold Sanatorium
Cranham
Glos.

Dear Brenda,

It is so nice of you to come & see me. I have booked you a room for the nights of 26 & 27 April at the Royal George, Birdlip, which is not far from here. This place isn’t on the map, but the nearest villages are PAINSWICK and BIRDLIP (near Cheltenham.) I don’t know how you’re coming—if by car, it’s simple enough, but if by train you will want a car from Gloucester or Stroud or wherever it is you come to. In that case can you let me know time of arrival so that I can order a car. You can see me here any time after about 12.30. You can have lunch & tea here. I’m in bed of course, but may be allowed to sit out in a deck chair shortly. I have been horribly ill but am a little better I think.

With love
Eric




3600. To Sir Richard Rees

17 April 1949     Typewritten

Cranham

Dear Richard,

Thanks so much for sending on the things. It doesn’t matter much about the book marked Essays. I can remember most of the items I wanted to note down, and I dare say the book itself will turn up among the papers which were sent to Pickfords. You might ask Avril whether, when she cleaned out my papers at Canonbury, she threw any notebooks away. There was another one, a dirty old red book,1 which had notes that I might need some time.

I am somewhat better I think. The streptomycin after only one dose had the most disastrous results, so they dropped it promptly. Evidently I had built up an allergy or something. However I’ve now got over that, and today for the first time I was allowed to sit out in a deck chair for an hour or two. When I’ll get to the point of putting some clothes on, lord knows. However, I’ve ordered myself a few new clothes, just to keep my morale up. I have discovered that there is a stream just near here with trout in it, so when I am somewhere near the point of getting up I’ll ask Avril to send me my fishing things. I do hope I’ll be able to get up to Jura for a few weeks some time in the summer, perhaps in August or so, and that the motor boat will be running then. I can’t make plans till I know more about my health, but I suppose I’ll have to spend this winter in some kind of institution, or at any rate near a doctor, and conceivably abroad. Probably somewhere like Brighton would be better, but in case of going abroad I’m taking steps to get my passport renewed. And after that I’m going to look about for a flat somewhere. It’s evident that from now on I must spend the winters in civilized places, and in any case Richard will soon have to spend most of his time on the mainland, because of schooling. But I needn’t remove anything from Barnhill, except perhaps my books, or some of them, because I think I could afford to furnish a second establishment now.

Inez is coming to see me next week and Brenda2 the week after. I asked Inez to get me a birthday present for R., or at least to go to Gamage’s and see what they’ve got. I can’t think what to get him. I suppose he’s almost ripe for a pocket knife, but somehow I don’t fancy the idea.

I get visits occasionally from the people at Whiteway, [which] seems to be some sort of Anarchist colony run, or financed, by the old lady whose name I forget3 who keeps the Freedom Bookshop. One of them is old Mat Kavanagh, whom you perhaps know, an old Irish I.R.A. Anarchist hairdresser, a figure at meetings for many years, who used to cut my hair in Fleet Street. He now tells me, what I hadn’t known, that when a person with my sort of hair comes into the shop there is a sort of competition not to deal with him. He said he always used to cut my hair because the others pushed me off onto him, feeling that I wasn’t the sort of person they could do themselves credit with.

Re. the cryptos and fellow travellers. I don’t think Laski4 is a fellow traveller, much as he has aided them by his boosting of Russia. In this country he loathes the CP, because they menace his job. I suppose he imagines they are different elsewhere. I also think he is too integrally a part of the LP, and too fond of being in an official position, to go over to the enemy if, for instance, we were at war with the USSR. The thing one can’t imagine Laski doing is breaking the law. Cole5 I think should probably not be on the list, but I would be less certain of him than of Laski in case of a war. Martin6 of course is far too dishonest to be outright a crypto or fellow-traveller, but his main influence is pro-Russian and is certainly intended to be so, and I feel reasonably sure he would quislingise in the case of a Russian occupation, if he had not managed to get away on the last plane. I think there must be two Niebuhrs.7 I saw an unmistakeable fellow-traveller statement over that name, quoted in the New Leader about two years ago. The whole business is very tricky, and one can never do more than use one’s judgement and treat each case individually. I feel reasonably sure that Zilliacus,8 for instance, is a crypto, but I would concede perhaps a twenty-five percent chance that he is not, whereas about Pritt9 I feel completely certain. I feel less sure about——10 than about Z., but I feel pretty sure of Lester Hutchinson11 after meeting him once. Mikardo12 is I should say simply a fool, but he is also one of those who think they see a chance of self-advancement in making mischief and are quite ready to flirt with the cryptos.

I’m just reading Ruth Fischer’s enormous book, “Stalin and German Communism.” It’s extremely good—not at all the sort of doctrinaire Trotskyism I would have expected. Have you seen the new Catholic magazine, the Month? It’s lousy. I also read Margarete Neumann’s book (the woman who gave evidence for Kravchenko), but it’s about the Russian and German concentration camps, not about the party squabbles in Germany. I must send some books home soon. They’re piling up fast here. Ask Avril to wipe the books now and then, will you, and to light a fire in those rooms. Otherwise the covers end by bending.13

Love to all
Eric









3601. To Dr. Gwen O’Shaughnessy

17 April 1949     Typewritten

The Cotswold Sanatorium
Cranham
Glos.

Dear Gwen,

I have been meaning for ages to write to you. Among other things I owe you money for some things you got for Richard. I can’t remember what they were but I have an idea they included an overcoat. Please let me know and I’ll pay you.

I have been here since January and am getting a little better I think. I was really very ill in December, and again recently. I had a relapse and they decided to try another go of streptomycin, with dreadful results after only one dose. I suppose I had built up a resistance to it or something. However the last few days I have felt better and have even been sitting out in a deck chair a little. They can’t really do much for me except keep me quiet. They can’t do the “thora” operation (somewhat to my relief I must say) because you need one reliable lung which I haven’t got. It looks as though I shall be here till well into the summer, and if I do get up to Jura this year it will only be for a week or two in August or September. I shall have to spend the winter somewhere warm and near a doctor, perhaps in some kind of sanatorium, and I imagine shall always have [to] regard myself as an invalid in the winters from now on. I can’t make plans till I am surer about my health, but evidently I shall have to get a flat somewhere and only go to Scotland in the summer. Richard in any case will have to go to school next year, which means removing him to the mainland. This winter I think he will go to the village school in Ardlussa, but that is only possible as a temporary arrangement. At worst we can keep on Barnhill as a summer cottage, but Bill Dunn wants to go on farming it, and I daresay Avril will want to stay on and help, which means we shall have to split up for part of the year. However, as I say, I shall have to see how my health develops.

I have remade my will,1 or rather I have sent the will I made some years ago to a solicitor to be redrafted, as it occurred to me it might not be in proper legal order. I have made you my executor, which I don’t think will involve much nuisance, as Richard Rees is my literary executor and he will see to all the business of dealing with publishers etc. I have also requested—this is one of the things that I want the solicitor to put in good order—that you and Avril shall decide between you about Richard’s upbringing, but that if there is any dispute the decision shall he with you. I don’t suppose any disagreement is likely to arise between you. Avril is very fond of him and I know will want to bring him up, but if anything should happen to her, or if she should wish to live in any place where he can’t go to school, I wish you would take charge of him. I don’t think you would be financially out of pocket. I have put aside enough to see him through his childhood in a modest way. If I should die in the near future, there are considerable income tax claims to be met, but there is also a good deal of money coming in and I think the “estate” would be easily cleared without encroaching on my savings. There should also be at any rate a small income from royalties for some years to come. I trust that all this won’t become urgent yet awhile, but after these two illnesses I don’t imagine I can last very many years, and I do want to feel that Richard’s future is assured. When I am able to get up to London I shall go and see Morlock2 or somebody and get an expert opinion on how long I am likely to live. It is a thing doctors usually will not tell you, but it affects my plans, for future books as well as for Richard.

Richard was extremely well when I came away, and is evidently enjoying himself with the spring ploughing etc. He really seems quite fond of farm work. I have been trying to think what to give him for his birthday next month. I suppose he is almost old enough to have a pocket knife, but somehow I don’t fancy the idea. Avril says he has found out about money, ie. knows you can get sweets3 for it, so I have started him on regular pocket money, which I hope may teach him the days of the week. I am going to get her to bring him down here to see me, but it is no use till I am out of bed.

I am not doing any work at present. I have cancelled everything, but I hope to start again next month. My new book is coming out in June, here and in the USA. I had a line from Doreen and George4 announcing their new baby, but otherwise haven’t heard from them. Please remember me to the kids.

Yours
George









3602. Diary Entry, Last Literary Notebook

Cranham, 17 April 1949

17.4.49. Curious effect, here in the sanatorium, on Easter Sunday, when the people in this (the most expensive1) block of “chalets” mostly have visitors, of hearing large numbers of upper-class English voices. I have been almost out of the sound of them for two years, hearing them at most one or two at a time, my ears growing more & more used to working-class or lower-middle class Scottish voices. In the hospital at Hairmyres, for instance, I literally never heard a “cultivated” accent except when I had a visitor. It is as though I were hearing these voices for the first time. And what voices! A sort of over-fedness, a fatuous self-confidence, a constant bah-bahing of laughter about nothing, above all a sort of heaviness & richness combined with a fundamental ill-will—people who, one instinctively feels, without even being able to see them, are the enemies of anything intelligent or sensitive or beautiful. No wonder everyone hates us so.




3602A. To Lydia Jackson

18 April 1949     Handwritten

The Cotswold Sanatorium
Cranham
Glos.

Dear Lydia,

I wonder how you have been getting on all this time. I haven’t written earlier because I really haven’t written many letters at all. I was very ill for some time, but I think I am somewhat better. I have begun to sit up a little in a deck chair, & soon I hope they may let me out a little. Perhaps when they do you would like to come & see me. There is a hotel near here where I can get rooms for you. It has been wonderful weather so far all this spring. I hear fairly frequently from Barnhill, where evidently everything is going fairly well. From what they say I don’t suppose I shall get out of here till well into the summer, so if I do go up to Barnhill this year it will only be for a few weeks in August or thereabouts. This winter I shall have to spend somewhere near a doctor—possibly in London, or Brighton, or possibly abroad—but I can’t make any arrangements till I am surer about my health. I think Richard will go to the village school in Ardlussa this winter, but next year he’ll have to go to a proper day school in London or Edinburgh or somewhere. When I came away he was still backward about talking, but Avril says he is improving as he has become fond of listening to the radio. She says he has also found out about money, ie. that you can get sweets for it. I hope to get him down here to see me sometime, but it’s no use till I’m up & about. He doesn’t understand why I have always to be lying down. He used to come to see me & say, “where you hurt yourself?”—as hurting himself is about the only kind of illness he has experience of. One time when he fell off a cart & bruised his forehead badly, he came up to my room & solemnly put the thermometer in his mouth. I said “Why do you do that?” & he said, “Make my head better,” because he knows that when people are ill they have their temperature taken.

My book is coming out in June. It has again been chosen in the USA by the Book of the Month Club, so that at any rate I shall be able to pay off my arrears of income tax. I haven’t been able to do any work yet this year, but I hope to start again next month or so. Please remember me to Pat & let me know how you are getting on.

With love
Eric.




3603. To Ruth Fischer

21 April 1949     Typewritten

The Cotswold Sanatorium
Cranham
Glos. England

Dear Miss Fischer,1

No doubt you have been overwhelmed with congratulations, but I would like to tell you how much I enjoyed reading your book “Stalin and German Communism.” I am sorry that a year or two ago when you were in London I got a message asking me to come and see you, and didn’t answer it; but so far as I remember I didn’t receive the message until it would have been too late to answer. Most of the time during the past two years or more I have been either in a rather remote part of Scotland, or else in hospital (tuberculosis.) I wonder what became of the paper you started about that time? I think I asked my New York agents to take out a subscription for me, but they may not have done so, as they always seem to think I ought to get every American periodical free.

One or two footnotes to your book:—

You mention that Berthold Brecht2 tries to stay abroad as much as possible. Isn’t he back in Germany now? I saw a report a year or two ago that he had gone back to the Russian Zone and was part of the literary front there.

“The Great Conspiracy.” I would like to know more about this book, which has never appeared in this country, I imagine because of something libellous in it. I think the Michael Sayers3 who is part-author of it must be the same Michael Sayers whom I knew in London in 1934–5 as a very out-at-elbow young Irish poet. About 1938 he suddenly disappeared to America, and in 1945 was over here again, talent-scouting for some periodical or publishing house. He wanted me to write something, although well aware of my views. In ten years he had changed in the most astonishing way, turning into a fat prosperous business-man, completely Americanised and somewhat ashamed of having once tried to be a poet, and did not even get his Irish accent back until softened by drink. He was very pro-USSR, but in what struck me as a curious way, ie. from the angle of a business-man who saw Russia as a powerful and potentially rich country with which America could do a profitable deal. One could not possibly have credited him with any proletarian sympathies. I would like to know what line his book takes.

There is a novel of mine coming out shortly that might possibly interest you, and I will see that they send you a copy.

Yours sincerely

[Signed] Geo. Orwell

George Orwell









3604. To Fredric Warburg

22 April 1949     Typewritten

The Cotswold Sanatorium
Cranham
Glos.

Dear Fred,

Thanks so much for sending the copy of “1984.” It seems very early for advance copies. I think the jacket and general-make-up are very nice. You say you had sent proof copies to the people I had named, who were, I think:

Bertrand Russell

Lancelot Hogben

C. D. Darlington

Anthony Powell (for the Times Lit. Supp.)

and also some American ones, but these don’t matter as I can get copies of the American edition sent to them. I wonder then if you could send copies to:

Arthur Koestler

David Astor

Professor R. H. Tawney

Herbert Read

André Malraux

T. S. Eliot.

I suppose I can get some more copies at the time of actual publication.

I am somewhat better, and have been sitting out a little in a deck chair when the weather is fine. I have still no definite plans nor any idea of when I shall get out of here, but it doesn’t look as though I shall get out till late into the summer, and if I do go up to Scotland this year it will only be for a few weeks in August or September. Could you tell Michael1 that if he would like to go and stay at Barnhill this year they will be delighted to have him, only to give notice in advance. There is now a motor boat which would enable him to get at the lochs he didn’t fish last year. It is generally out of order, but with his mechanical genius he could no doubt get it running.

A friend in New York has procured me a copy of Gissing’s “New Grub Street.” I forget whether you yourself had read it or not, though I know Roger2 has. It seems easier to get hold of out-of-print books over there, and I am going to have a try at getting other books of Gissing’s. Perhaps some time we could talk over again the idea of reprinting “New Grub Street.” I suggested to Gollancz that he might like to reprint “We” and referred him to you to find out how to get hold of the MS.

Please remember me to everyone.

Yours
George





3605. To Leonard Moore

22 April 1949     Typewritten

The Cotswold Sanatorium
Cranham
Glos.

Dear Moore,

I have just had an advance copy of “1984” from Warburg, and have given him the list of people I want advance copies sent to. I suppose I can get some more copies at the time of publication.

As for the American edition, I don’t know how soon they will be sending out advance copies, but when they do, I wonder whether you could ask Harcourt Brace1 to make sure that copies get to the following:


Edmund Wilson (care of the New Yorker.)

Dwight Macdonald (“Politics,” 45 Astor Place, New York 3.)

Ruth Fischer (Harvard University Press).

Henry Miller (“New Directions” would know his address.)

Aldous Huxley (I think he is [in] the USA now?)

Gleb Struve (2851 Buena Vista Way, Berkely° 8, California.)



I see that the Italian translation of “Homage to Catalonia” appeared recently, also I think two other books previously.2 Have we had any copies of these Italian translations? I would like to see what they are like.

Yours

sincerely

[Signed] Eric Blair

Eric Blair









3606. To Harcourt, Brace

25 April 1949

REFERENCE NINTEEN EIGHTYFOUR° ONE MISPRINT SHOULD BE CORRECTED IF NOT TOO LATE STOP PAGE TWO SIX THREE LINE THIRTEEN AFTER HE EXISTS SHOULD BE STOP NOT QUERY1

ORWELL









3607. To Sir Richard Rees

25 April 1949     Handwritten

Cranham

Dear Richard,

Thanks for your letter. I have been sort of up & down in health but on the whole am a little better, I think. I still can’t make any plans, but if I am up & about for the winter, I thought it might not be a bad idea to go abroad somewhere, & Orlando1 (I don’t know if you know him, he writes for the Observer sometimes) suggested Capri as a good place to stay. It sounds as if it would have good food & wine, & Silone,2 who is a friend of mine & lives there, would no doubt be able to arrange somewhere for me to stay. Any way° it’s worth thinking over. The Tawneys came in the other day. I think they’re going back to London almost immediately, so I’m afraid I may not see them again. For little Richard’s birthday, Inez is going to try & get me one of those children’s typewriters you see advertised now, if not too impossibly expensive. I thought if he could be kept from smashing it, it would come in useful when he begins to learn his letters in earnest, & it would also keep him off my typewriter. The Tawneys took that book of yours3 I had & are going to send it to you. When Brenda comes I am going to get her to make up some parcels for me & send home some of the books, which are piling up fearfully. I still can’t do any work. Some days I take pen & paper & try to write a few lines, but it’s impossible. When you are in this state you have the impression that your brain is working normally until you try to put words together, & then you find that you have acquired a sort of awful heaviness & clumsiness, as well as inability to concentrate for more than a few seconds. I am reading Mr Sponge’s Sporting Tour, which I had never read before. I don’t think it’s as good as Handley Cross. I also recently re-read Little Dorrit4 for the first time in a good many years. It’s a dull book in a way, but it contains a really subtle character, William Dorrit, quite unlike most of Dickens’s people. Someone in the USA has managed to get me a copy of Gissing’s New Grub Street at last. Don’t lose The Odd Women,5 will you.

Yours
Eric









3608. To Leonard Moore

27 April 1949     Typewritten

Cranham

Dear Moore,

I have just had a letter from Mr Roger Sauvé, a young Frenchman who translated “Coming Up for Air”1 for Editions Fontaine and subsequently had some mix-up about it. He says:

I have just received a letter from Odile Pathé, who asks me to get in touch with you as soon as possible, about that new book of yours which is due to appear next June. I had understood that that new book was “1984”, but Odile Pathe° assures me that “1984” was published at the beginning of this year, and that she has had it for over two months.… She seems to want to publish a translation of “1984”, and must have applied for an option from Christy & Moore.2

Evidently there is some mix-up here. But what I would like to know is whether Mile. Pathé has an option on “1984” or whether any other arrangement has been made about translating the book into French. If Odile Pathé do take it, I should like Mr Sauvé to be the translator if it can be arranged, as it is evident from the dealings I have had with him that he is a painstaking translator and knows English well. But in any case, if the book is translated, I want to be kept in touch with the translator. The neologisms in the book would, I should think, present difficulties in a foreign language, and one would have to think out a way of tackling them. If this book is translated, we must not let them make a mess of it as happened with “Burmese Days.”

Yours sincerely

[Signed] Eric Blair

Eric Blair









3609. To Leonard Moore

28 April 1949     Handwritten

Cranham

Dear Moore,

Many thanks for your letter. I have a copy of the French translation of “Animal Farm,” but I would like copies of the other translations you mention. I like to have one among my books,1 also to see what sort of job they have made.

Yours sincerely
Eric Blair









3610. To Dwight Macdonald

29 April 1949     Handwritten

The Cotswold Sanatorium
Cranham
Glos.

Dear Dwight,

Thanks so much for sending the book.1 I asked Miss Otis to pay you what I owe you, plus a small contribution for “Politics” & I hope she has done so. Thanks also for sending the interesting paper on the Waldorf Conference,2 which had been very poorly reported in the press here.

I’m glad you liked “New Grub Street”, I have been fighting hard for some years to get Gissing into print again, but without much success. I don’t in the least want you to make an expedition on my behalf, but if when poking about in bookshops you ever do come across a copy of Gissing’s “Born in Exile,” I will pay anything in reason for it.3

Yours sincerely
George Orwell









3611. To Leonard Moore

29 April 1949     Handwritten

Cranham

Dear Moore,

I am sorry to say I seem to have lost the letter with Roger Sauvé’s present address, & I only have an earlier one from which a letter probably would not be forwarded. However, Odile Pathé has his address, & I think he will probably write to you himself as I suggested that he should do so.1

Yours sincerely
Eric Blair









3612. ‘A Prize for Ezra Pound’

Partisan Review, May 1949


On 14 February 1949, Ezra Pound was awarded the Bollingen Prize for Poetry. Pound (1885–1972) had supported Mussolini in the 1930s. During World War II he had lived in Italy and from 1941 had broadcast in support of the Fascist powers. He was arrested by U.S. forces in 1945, but was declared insane at his trial for treason and was confined to St. Elizabeths Hospital in Washington, D.C., until 1958. In its issue for April 1949, Partisan Review published a Comment by William Barrett. This began:


The awarding of a prize is a public act usually surrounded with many difficulties. When the prize is literary, there are not only all the difficulties that attend literary judgment, but the further complications from the fact that the judges, because of the public nature of the award, act both as citizens and literary critics.

The Bollingen Foundation has recently announced that the Bollingen Prize for Poetry, the first of an annual series, has been awarded to Ezra Pound for The Pisan Cantos as the best book of poetry published during 1948. The judges were the Fellows in American Letters of the Library of Congress, among whom are T. S. Eliot, W. H. Auden, Allen Tate, Robert Penn Warren, Katherine Anne Porter, and Robert Lowell. In the public statement accompanying the award the judges tell us that they were aware that the choice of Pound was likely to provoke objections, and their brief statement implies that they have given these objections careful consideration, ending with something like an affirmation of a general principle:

“To permit other considerations than that of poetic achievement to sway the decision would destroy the significance of the award and would in principle deny the validity of that objective perception of value on which any civilized society must rest.”

The sentiments behind this declaration seem to us admirable. Our only interest here is to insist on the application of this principle. …



Several writers, one of them George Orwell, were asked to discuss the issues connected with this award. These were published in the May issue of Partisan Review. This was Orwell’s response:



I think the Bollingen Foundation were quite right to award Pound the prize, if they believed his poems to be the best of the year, but I think also that one ought to keep Pound’s career in memory and not feel that his ideas are made respectable by the mere fact of winning a literary prize.

Because of the general revulsion against Allied war propaganda, there has been—indeed, there was, even before the war was over—a tendency to claim that Pound was “not really” a fascist and an antisemite, that he opposed the war on pacifist grounds and that in any case his political activities only belonged to the war years. Some time ago I saw it stated in an American periodical that Pound only broadcast on the Rome radio when “the balance of his mind was upset,” and later (I think in the same periodical) that the Italian government had blackmailed him into broadcasting by threats to relatives. All this is plain falsehood. Pound was an ardent follower of Mussolini as far back as the nineteen-twenties, and never concealed it. He was a contributor to Mosley’s review, the British Union Quarterly, and accepted a professorship from the Rome government before the war started. I should say that his enthusiasm was essentially for the Italian form of fascism. He did not seem to be very strongly pro-Nazi or anti-Russian, his real underlying motive being hatred of Britain, America and “the Jews.” His broadcasts were disgusting. I remember at least one in which he approved the massacre of the East European Jews and “warned” the American Jews that their turn was coming presently. These broadcasts—I did not hear them, but only read them in the BBC monitoring report—did not give me the impression of being the work of a lunatic. Incidentally I am told that in delivering them Pound used to put on a pronounced American accent which he did not normally have, no doubt with the idea of appealing to the isolationists and playing on anti-British sentiment.

None of this is a reason against giving Pound the Bollingen Prize. There are times when such a thing might be undesirable—it would have been undesirable when the Jews were actually being killed in the gas vans, for instance—but I do not think this is one of them. But since the judges have taken what amounts to the “art for art’s sake” position, that is, the position that aesthetic integrity and common decency are two separate things, then at least let us keep them separate and not excuse Pound’s political career on the ground that he is a good writer. He may be a good writer (I must admit that I personally have always regarded him as an entirely spurious writer), but the opinions that he has tried to disseminate by means of his works are evil ones, and I think that the judges should have said so more firmly when awarding him the prize.




3613. A Look into the Future: 1984 and Newspeak

World Review, May 1949


This abridgement of the Appendix to Nineteen Eighty-Four, ‘The Principles of Newspeak,’ was published before the novel was issued in June and was made insensitively. Thus, Orwell had written, ‘The grammar of Newspeak had two outstanding peculiarities’ (CW, IX, 314). The abridgement included this and Orwell’s account of the first peculiarity but cut completely all details of the second peculiarity. Orwell described this as ‘a most stupid extract, abridged in such a way as to make nonsense of it’; see his letter to Fredric Warburg, 16 May 1949, 3626.






3614. To Melvin Lasky

2 May 1949     From typed copy of handwritten letter.1

The Cotswold Sanatorium
Cranham
Glos., England

Dear Mr. Lasky,

I am sorry I have delayed so long in answering your letter of about a month ago, but I really have been and still am most desperately ill, and I can’t do any work at all. I don’t even know, as yet, when I shall be able to do any, but when 1 start again I think I shall have to concentrate on my next novel, which should have been begun early this year. It occurs to me that “Der Monat” might possibly care to translate a passage or two from my novel “1984” which is due to be out in June.2 If you are at all interested, my agent could tell you all about it and no doubt could procure a proof copy for you. I’m sorry being so unhelpful.

Yours sincerely
Geo. Orwell

This address will continue to find me.3









3615. To Celia Kirwan

2 May 1949     Typewritten

The Cotswold Sanatorium
Cranham
Glos.

Dear Celia,

Thanks so much for your letter. I’d be delighted to see you next Sunday (the 8th isn’t it?) If you’re coming by car I don’t know what time you’ll arrive, but unless I hear to the contrary I’ll assume that you and Dr Hahndel1 are arriving in time for lunch and will order lunch for you.

I enclose a list with about 35 names.2 It isn’t very sensational and I don’t suppose it will tell your friends anything they don’t know. At the same time it isn’t a bad idea to have the people who are probably unreliable listed. If it had been done earlier it would have stopped people like Peter Smollett3 worming their way into important propaganda jobs where they were probably able to do us a lot of harm. Even as it stands I imagine that this list is very libellous, or slanderous, or whatever the term is, so will you please see that it is returned to me without fail.

I was beastly ill not long after you last came to see me, as a result of another attempt with streptomycin, which I have now, it appears, built up a “resistance” to. I am getting better very slowly, I think, but lord knows when I shall get out of bed.

With love
George









3616. To S. M. Levitas

‘2 May 1949     Handwritten

The Cotswold Sanatorium
Cranham
Glos., England

Dear Mr Levitas,

Many thanks for your letter of the 21st April. I will do something for you later on when I can, but I really am most deadly ill & quite unable to work, & I don’t know how soon this state of affairs will change. I don’t want any payment & certainly not Care packages—the truth is I have no appetite & can’t eat the food I am given already. But next time I do something for you I’ll ask you to pay me by sending me one of the books I see advertised in American papers & which one can’t get over here.1

The above address will continue to find me, I’m afraid.

Yours sincerely
Geo. Orwell









3617. To Sir Richard Rees

2 May 1949     Handwritten

Cranham

Dear Richard,

I have to hand-write because there is a patient further down the row who is in articulo mortis, or thinks she is, & the typewriter worries her.

About this business of Barnhill etc. I cannot make any real plans until I know if & when I shall get out of bed, but the governing facts are:

1. I can’t in future spend the winters in Jura.

2. Richard must go to school next year, which means somebody being with him, as I don’t want him to go to a boarding school till he is at any rate 10.

3. I don’t want to disrupt the Barnhill ménage.

4. Avril will probably want to stay on at Barnhill, & Bill in any case couldn’t get on without her, or without some female helper.

All this being so, it seems to me that if I am in circulation again later this year, I had best go abroad or somewhere like Brighton for the winter, & then next spring set up a second establishment in London or Edinburgh where I can have Richard with me & where he can go to day-school. He can spend his holidays in Jura, & I hope I shall be able to spend my summers there as well. This will mean having another nurse-maid or housekeeper or something. However, provided I can work I can easily earn enough money for this; in any case it was agreed between Avril & me that if she stopped looking after R. I should reduce the amount I paid her. If I remain bedridden, or at any rate have to remain under medical care, which I suppose is a possibility, I shall move to a sanatorium somewhere near London, where it is easier for friends & business associates to come & see me, & set up an establishment for Richard near there, with a housekeeper or something. That is as much as I can plan at present.

Thanks so much for drying off all the books.1 I don’t agree with you about “The Great Gatsby”—I was rather disappointed by it. It seemed to me to lack point,2 & “Tender is the Night”, which I read recently, even more so.3 I’ve just read Geoffrey Gorer’s book on the Americans—very amusing & shallow, as usual. I’ve at last got hold of May Sinclair’s “The Combined Maze”—a forgotten good bad novel which I’ve been trying to get a copy of for years. I must get some more books rebound before long. Re my unsuccessful efforts to get Gissing reprinted, it’s struck me that the Everyman Library might do one of them. They have no Gissing on their list. I wonder how one approaches them, & whether there is a string one can pull.

In spite of his chumminess with “Zilli”4 (who he of course thinks can help him in his political career), I don’t believe Mikardo is a crypto. Apart from other things, if he were a crypto, Michael Foot5 would probably know it & wouldn’t have him on Tribune. They got rid of Edelmann6 for that reason. It’s of course true that “objectively” people like Laski are a lot more useful to the Russians than the overt Communists, just as it is true that “objectively” a pacifist is pro-war & pro-militarist. But it seems to me very important to attempt to gauge people’s subjective feelings, because otherwise one can’t predict their behaviour in situations where the results of certain actions are clear even to a self-deceiver. Suppose for example that Laski had possession of an important military secret. Would he betray it to the Russian military intelligence? I don’t imagine so, because he has not actually made up his mind to be a traitor, & the nature of what he was doing would in that case be quite clear. But a real Communist would, of course, hand the secret over without any sense of guilt, & so would a real crypto, such as Pritt. The whole difficulty is to decide where each person stands, & one has to treat each case individually.

The weather has rather gone off here. I sat outside in a deck chair one or two days, but latterly it’s been too cold. A man came from the E. Standard to “interview” me,7 rather an intimidating experience, also Paul Potts,8 who has just got back from Palestine, together with the wife of A. J. P. Taylor,9 the chap who turned traitor at the Wroclaw conference. I gather from her that Taylor has since turned a good deal more anti-CP.

Yours
Eric









3618. To Charles Curran

3 May 1949     Handwritten

Cranham

Dear Mr Curran,

Many thanks for your letter of the 2nd. Thanks for the name of the book—I will note it down & get a copy from the USA. Either May 28th or 29th would suit me—but would you let me know which day you intend coming, &, if it is the Sunday, what time you expect to arrive, so that I can arrange for the car.

Yours sincerely
Geo. Orwell




3619. To David Astor

7 May 1949     Handwritten

Cranham

Dear David,

Paul Potts,1 whom I dare say you know of, recently came back from Palestine & is very anxious for journalistic work of some kind. He has done a certain amount of journalism, mostly in rather obscure highbrow papers, & has written a book on Israel which I think is coming out in the USA. He asked me whether I would give him an introduction to you, which I said I would, though of course explaining that I couldn’t give any sort of assurance that you would be able to make use of him. I really don’t know whether you could, but I suppose you often dispose of various kinds of hack-work which he could do as well as another. At any rate, if he writes to you, you or somebody at the Obs. would perhaps grant him an interview. He is an old friend of mine, a person who has been unfortunate but has gifts which he has not yet been able to use very successfully. I hope this kind of thing doesn’t put you out.

Yours
George









3620. Anthony Powell on George Orwell

Britanskii Soyuznik, 8 May 1949


Britanskii Soyuznik, subtitled Izdanie Ministerstva Informatzii Veliko Britanii [British Ally: A Publication of the Ministry of Information of Great Britain], was a weekly newspaper published in Russian in Moscow. Its ‘responsible editor’ was given as ‘the Press Attaché of the British Embassy in the USSR,’ and it was printed by the Soviet government printer. This issue included an article, ‘The Younger Generation of British Novelists—The Opinions of Four Eminent Critics’ (in Russian): Arthur Calder-Marshall, Raymond Mortimer, Daniel George, and Anthony Powell. There is so much overlap that the choice of authors discussed must have been left to each critic without any guidance from the MOI.1 Powell had nine paragraphs; the first was a tactful explanation that, though his three choices, Evelyn Waugh, Graham Greene, and George Orwell, were the three most prominent ‘novelists of middle age,’ there were others who were in some respects no less interesting. However, his chosen three combined ‘a high degree of talent with considerable literary success.’ He devoted three paragraphs solely to Orwell; the last ended his account.


George Orwell to some extent presents a contrast to writers like Waugh and Greene, who are first and foremost novelists but who have written travel books and Waugh has experimented with historical subjects.

Orwell has created for himself a reputation with books of another kind, for the greater part autobiographical and describing the life of those who for one reason or another live in particularly unfavourable circumstances. His first book, “Down and Out in Paris and London”, is an account of his experiences when he tried to make a living after he had resigned from military service as an officer in the Burma Police.

In another of his books he writes about the Spanish civil war in which he took part on the Republican side.

In short, Evelyn Waugh, Graham Greene and George Orwell have all already made their individual mark on the history of the English novel. They are still comparatively young and it will be interesting to watch the further development of their talents.








3621. To David Astor

9 May 1949     Handwritten

Cranham

Dear David,

I’ve been rather bad & I can’t write much of a letter.

I think Philip Toynbee1 is a good idea. I don’t know him well, but he seems to me quite gifted & politically OK. I don’t suppose he has much editorial experience, though he did have something to do with the editorship of a monthly, Contact or something. I believe he drinks a bit, ie. not soaks steadily but is easily knocked out by a few drinks—however, I don’t suppose that would affect.° One advantage of having Toynbee would be that he would bring you in contact with the younger writers, which I do feel is important.

Failing Toynbee, what about Pritchett?2 Or couldn’t he leave whatever he is doing? Or just possibly William Plomer.3 Did you ever consider having a woman for the job? I should think C. V. Wedgwood4 could do it quite competently. Or conceivably old Rebecca West.5

I’ve been making my will, & the lawyers tell me it is better to name two executors in case the first dies. Would you object to being my second string? It’s not likely to involve you in anything. The first executor is not likely to die before I do, & even if she does there is not much of an “estate” to administer. Somebody else is doing the literary executorship, which is the tiresome job. If you don’t object, I’ll put a codicil naming you as my alternative executor.

I’ve really been very bad. If you haven’t already done so, I don’t know whether it is worth ordering that “sound mirror”,6 at least on my account. God knows when I should start using it, or anything else. It really wouldn’t surprise me if you had to change that Profile into an obituary (ie. if the Obs. considered me worthy of one.) Even if it isn’t as bad as that, it looks rather as though I may have to stay in bed for months or years. If so, I shall move to a sanatorium nearer London where people can come & see me more easily. However I can’t make any plans yet.7

Yours
George









3622. To Anthony Powell

11 May 1949     Handwritten

Cranham

Dear Tony,

Thanks so much for your letter. I at last (only yesterday as a matter of fact) got hold of a copy of John Aubrey1 & am reading it with interest. I had not realised he was such an all-round chap—had simply thought of him in connection with scandalous anecdotes. I look forward to seeing your selections.2 Yes, I read Margarete Neumann’s book.3 I thought it was quite good, obviously written by a sincere person. Tell Malcolm4 if he hasn’t seen it that he ought to read Ruth Fischer’s book (“Stalin & German Communism”)—at any rate it is a useful book to have by one as a reference. I am so sorry about poor old Hugh Kingsmill.5 I don’t know if you see him, but if you do, tell him I just re-read his book on Dickens, which I got hold of with some difficulty, & that I think the same as before—it’s a brilliant book, but it’s the case for the prosecution.6 I wonder why somebody doesn’t reprint “After Puritanism”.7 I put in a mention of it when I reviewed that other book of his that they reprinted, but it got cut out the way things do in reviews. I have by the way at last got hold of a copy of “New Grub Street” & am having another try at getting someone to reprint it. One would think the Everyman Library would have at least one book of Gissing’s, but I don’t know how one approaches them—at least I have no wire I can pull there.

I have been beastly ill, on & off. I can’t make any firm plans. If I’m reasonably well this winter I shall go abroad for some months.8 If I’m able to walk but can’t face a journey I shall stay in somewhere like Brighton. If I have to continue in bed I shall try to move to some sanatorium near London where people can come & see me more easily. It looks as if I may have to spend the rest of my life, if not actually in bed, at any rate at the bath-chair level. I could stand that for say 5 years if only I could work. At present I can do nothing, not even a book review.

Please give everyone my love.

Yours
George









3623. To Celia Kirwan

13 May 1949     Handwritten

Cranham

Dear Celia,

Thank you ever so much for that lovely bottle of brandy, which arrived here two days ago. I would have written earlier, but I’ve been most horribly ill. Sonia1 was coming tomorrow but I’ve put her off because I’m just a misery when I’m like this. I’ll write again when I’m a bit better. Any way° thanks so much.

Much love
George









3624. Review of Their Finest Hour by Winston Churchill

The New Leader (New York), 14 May 1949

It is difficult for a statesman who still has a political future to reveal everything that he knows: and in a profession in which one is a baby at fifty and middle-aged at seventy-five, it is natural that anyone who has not actually been disgraced should feel that he still has a future. A book like Ciano’s diaries, for instance, would not have been published if its author had remained in good standing. But it is fair to Winston Churchill to say that the political reminiscences which he has published from time to time have always been a great deal above the average, in frankness as well as in literary quality. Churchill is among other things a journalist, with a real if not very discriminating feeling for literature, and he also has a restless, enquiring mind, interested both in concrete facts and in the analysis of motives, sometimes including his own motives.

In general, Churchill’s writings are more like those of a human being than of a public figure. His present book does, of course, contain passages which give the appearance of having escaped from an election address, but it also shows a considerable willingness to admit mistakes.

This volume, the second in the series, covers the period between the opening of the German attack on France and the end of 1940. Its main events, therefore, are the collapse of France, the German air attacks on Britain, the increasing involvement of the United States in the war, the stepping-up of the U-boat warfare, and the beginning of the long struggle in North Africa. The book is heavily documented, with excerpts from speeches or despatches at each step, and though it leads to a great deal of reduplication, it makes it possible to compare what was said and thought at the time with what actually happened.

As he himself admits, Churchill had underestimated the effect of recent changes in the technique of war, but he reacted quickly when the storm broke in 1940. His great achievement was to grasp even at the time of Dunkirk that France was beaten and that Britain, in spite of appearances, was not beaten; and this last judgment was not based simply on pugnacity but on a reasonable survey of the situation.

The only way in which the Germans could win the war quickly was to conquer the British Isles, and to conquer the British Isles they had to get there, which meant having command of the sea over the Channel. Churchill, therefore, steadily refused to throw the whole of the British metropolitan air force into the Battle of France. It was a harsh decision, which naturally caused bitterness at the time and probably weakened Reynaud’s position against the defeatists in the French government, but it was strategically correct. The twenty-five fighter squadrons held to be indispensable were kept in Britain, and the threatened invasion was beaten off. Long before the year was over the danger had receded sufficiently for guns, tanks and men to be transferred from Britain to the Egyptian front. The Germans could still defeat Britain by the U-boat, or conceivably by bombing, but it would take several years, and in the meantime the war could be relied upon to spread.

Churchill knew, of course, that the United States would enter the war sooner or later: but at this stage he does not seem to have expected that an American army of millions of men would ultimately arrive in Europe. He foresaw even in 1940 that the Germans would probably attack Russia, and he rightly calculated that Franco, whatever promises he might make, would not come into the war on the Axis side. He also saw the importance of arming the Palestine Jews and of fomenting rebellion in Abyssinia. Where his judgment went astray, it was chiefly because of his undiscriminating hatred of “Bolshevism” and consequent tendency to ignore political distinctions.

He says revealingly that when he sent Sir Stafford Cripps as Ambassador to Moscow, he did not realize that Communists hate Socialists more than they hate Conservatives. No British Tory, indeed, seems to have grasped this simple fact until the advent of the Labor government in 1945: failure to do so was partly responsible for the mistaken British policy during the Spanish civil war.

Churchill’s attitude towards Mussolini, although it probably did not affect the course of events in 1940, was also based on a miscalculation. In the past he had admired Mussolini as a “bulwark against Bolshevism,” and had belonged to the school that believed it possible to draw Italy out of the Axis by means of bribes. He would never, he says frankly, have quarrelled with Mussolini over such an issue as Abyssinia. When Italy entered the war, Churchill did not, of course, pull his punches, but the over-all situation would have been better if the British Tories could have grasped ten years earlier that Italian Fascism was not just another version of Conservatism but must of its nature be hostile to Britain.

One of the most interesting chapters in Their Finest Hour deals with the exchange of American destroyers for bases in the British West Indies. The letters that passed between Churchill and Roosevelt form a sort of commentary on democratic politics. Roosevelt knew that it was in the American interest that Britain should have the destroyers, and Churchill knew that it was not to the disadvantage of Britain—rather the contrary—that the United States should have the bases. Nevertheless, apart from the legal and constitutional difficulties, it was impossible for the ships to be simply handed over without haggling.

With the election ahead of him, and with one eye on the Isolationists, Roosevelt had to give the appearance of driving a hard bargain. He also had to demand an assurance that even if Britain lost the war, the British fleet would in no circumstances be handed over to the Germans. This, of course, was a senseless condition to impose. It could be taken as certain that Churchill would not hand over the fleet: but, on the other hand, if the Germans succeeded in overrunning Britain, they would set up some kind of puppet government, for whose actions Churchill could not answer. He was unable, therefore, to give as firm an assurance as was demanded, and the bargaining was prolonged accordingly. The one quick solution would have been to secure a pledge from the whole British people, including the crews of the ships. But Churchill, curiously enough, seems to have shrunk from publicizing the facts. It would have been dangerous, he says, to let it be known how near Britain was to defeat—perhaps the only occasion throughout this period when he underrated public morale.

The book ends in the dark winter of 1940, when unexpected victories in the desert, with vast hauls of Italian prisoners, were offset by the bombing of London and the increased sinkings at sea. Unavoidably, as one reads, the thought moves to and fro in one’s mind: “How freely is Churchill capable of speaking?” For the main interest of these memoirs is bound to come later, when Churchill tells us (if he does decide to tell us) what really happened at Teheran and Yalta, and whether the policies there adopted were ones that he himself approved of, or whether they were forced upon him by Roosevelt. But at any rate, the tone of this and the preceding volume suggests that when the time comes, he will tell us more of the truth than has been revealed hitherto.

Whether or not 1940 was anyone else’s finest hour, it was certainly Churchill’s. However much one may disagree with him, however thankful one may be that he and his party did not win the 1945 election, one has to admire in him not only his courage but also a certain largeness and geniality which comes out even in formal memoirs of this type, much less personal than a book like My Early Life.1 The British people have generally rejected his policies, but they have always had a liking for him, as one can see from the tone of the stories about him that have been told throughout most of his life. Often, no doubt, these stories were apocryphal, and sometimes they were also unprintable, but the fact of their circulating is significant. At the time of the Dunkirk evacuation, for instance, when Churchill made his often-quoted fighting speech, it was rumored that what he actually said, when recording the speech for broadcasting, was: “We will fight on the beaches, we will fight in the streets.… We’ll throw bottles at the b——s, it’s about all we’ve got left”—but, of course the BBC’s switch-censor2 pressed his thumb on the key at the right moment. One may assume that this story is untrue, but at the time it was felt that it ought to be true. It was a fitting tribute from ordinary people to the tough and humorous old man whom they would not accept as a peacetime leader3 but whom in the moment of disaster they felt to be representative of themselves.




3625. Review of Dickens: His Character, Comedy and Career by Hesketh Pearson

The New York Times Book Review, 15 May 1949

Literary men are apt to make poor subjects for biography, especially when, as in the case of Dickens, their careers are successful from the start. The most truly adventurous and dramatic part of Dickens’ life was behind him by the time he was 25; from then onward his energy, which was enormous—all but frightening, indeed—was expended almost entirely in writing and lecturing and in such semi-literary pursuits as editing magazines and quarreling with publishers. Moreover, his middle years are an almost unbroken chronicle of triumphs, and success is on the whole less interesting than failure. But Hesketh Pearson, as in his biographies of Wilde and Shaw, manages to make the story readable, and supplies incidentally a good deal of information, not easily accessible elsewhere, about John Forster, Thackeray, Wilkie Collins and others of Dickens’ contemporaries.

Books about Dickens tend to be vehemently “for” or “against”, and Mr. Pearson belongs to the “for” school. Where possible, he sides with Dickens, not only against his publishers (“scaly-headed vultures” was the kind of phrase that Dickens liked to apply to them), but also against his family and against the various colleagues and rivals with whom Dickens quarreled from time to time. However, even Mr. Pearson’s very sympathic handling does not disguise the fact that Dickens was a tiresome person to have any dealings with, and that the gap between his private character and his literary personality was even wider than it is in the case of most writers.

He was vain, restless, egotistical, generous in money matters but completely selfish in an emotional sense, an inconsiderate and ultimately an unfaithful husband, and—though Mr. Pearson does not say so—probably an oppressive and not very understanding father. In his defense it should be said that if he had not acted like a tyrant toward his family he could never have got through so immense a quantity of work. And though in some ways he failed to grow up, his literary personality did develop, more markedly than one might gather from the short accounts that Mr. Pearson gives of certain of the novels.

Dickens was born into a lower-middle-class family which, like countless similar families at that time, was socially and economically on the up-grade. His father, who was the son of a butler, had a fairly well-paid clerkship in the Navy Pay Office, and seems to have continued drawing his salary even when he was in prison. He was a pretentious, kindly, improvident man, who appears in his son’s novels as Mr. Micawber and (a far more damaging portrait) John Dorrit. In 1824 his creditors managed to get him thrown into the Marshalsea, and little Charles, aged about 12, went to work in a blacking warehouse, in circumstances very similar to those he describes in “David Copperfield.”

But this episode, which wounded Dickens so deeply that until he was almost middle-aged he kept it secret even from his wife, only lasted six months, and it seems to have been only for about two years that he experienced real poverty. He left school at 15 and entered a lawyer’s office, but gravitated into journalism and quickly made his name as a brilliant reporter. From the moment when he tried his hand at creative writing, everything he touched turned to gold. At 30 he was already a rich and famous novelist, touring in triumph through an America which had just cried its eyes out over Little Nell and was ready to do anything for Dickens except pay royalties on his books.

Out of this first American tour arose the American chapters in “Martin Chuzzlewit,” the only grossly unfair piece of satire in Dickens’ works, and the only occasion when he attacked a race or community as a whole. No doubt the unpaid royalties were at the bottom of the trouble, but there were other grounds for antipathy, not all of them on one side; for we learn that Dickens’ flamboyant manners and loud clothes (a scarlet waistcoat with apple-green trousers, for example) made a bad impression in Boston. The American public was understandably not pleased by “Martin Chuzzlewit” but Dickens was soon forgiven, and on his second tour, a quarter of a century later, he was received even more rapturously than before.

Dickens spent a great deal of his life in travelling, but chiefly in search of quiet places to work in. The main non-literary event of his middle years was the break-up of his marriage. He had married very young and very hastily, and out of a large family of sisters had managed to choose exactly the one who was least suited to him. The situation, or something resembling it, is reproduced in “David Copperfield” where the pretty and silly Dora corresponds to Catherine,1 Dickens’ wife, and the saintly Agnes to Georgina, his sister-in-law. There was never any suggestion of a direct sexual relationship between Dickens and Georgina, but she succeeded by degrees in completely ousting her sister from Dickens’ affections.

For many years she lived in the Dickens home, managing all the household affairs and acting as Dickens’ intellectual companion, while the less-talented Catherine wore herself out in bearing ten children. It ended by Dickens turning his wife out-of-doors—with an allowance of £600 a year, certainly—and publishing in the press a sort of manifesto in which he justified this entirely indefensible action. Although, of course, he denied it, it was probably before this date that the actress Ellen Ternan had become his mistress. She bore him one child, which died. Estella Provis, in “Great Expectations”; Bella Wilfer, in “Our Mutual Friend,” and Helena Landless, in “Edwin Drood” are all thought to be portraits of her. Georgina remained with Dickens as his housekeeper until his death.

In his last ten years of life Dickens produced only two completed novels, partly because by this time he had developed his public readings to the point at which they almost amounted to a second profession. He had always been fascinated by the stage, and had great powers of mimicry, and the readings—it was really acting rather than reading—seem to have been almost as remarkable a performance in their way as the books themselves. Unfortunately, they imposed a tremendous strain on his vitality while at the same time whetting his appetite for more public appearances and yet more. Throughout his second American tour, in which he never shirked an engagement, he was too weak to take solid food and lived mainly on stimulants.

Mr. Pearson thinks that Dickens in effect committed suicide by deciding to add the murder of Nancy (in “Oliver Twist”) to his repertory. This scene—so terrifying that it was always liable to cause anything up to twenty faints among the audience—exhausted Dickens disastrously, but he insisted on including it in almost every performance. In the middle of 1870, aged only 58, he collapsed, so suddenly that he was dead within twenty-four hours of doing a normal morning’s work. His body, against his clearly expressed wish, was buried in Westminster Abbey. In spite of the scaly-headed vultures, he left over £90,000, having lived for many years in a lavish style and supported a large family, as well as various poor relations.

There has never been a completely satisfactory life of Dickens. Forster’s “official” biography is unreadable and leaves out important facts; Dame Una Pope-Hennessy’s is very full and fair-minded, but is spoiled by an unsuccessful effort to summarize all the novels in turn. Hugh Kingsmill’s book is perhaps the most brilliant ever written on Dickens, but it is so unremittingly “against” that it might give a misleading impression to anyone not acquainted with Dickens’ work.

Mr. Pearson’s book, more “popular” than any of these, keeps the story in perspective and is fairly successful in relating the changes in Dickens’ work to the changing circumstances of his life. As a critic Mr. Pearson is perhaps less reliable than as a biographer. He prefers Dickens in his picaresque mood, and seems seriously to underrate some of his later novels, even going so far as to describe “Great Expectations” as a partial failure.

One should also, perhaps, be on one’s guard against his tendency to present Dickens in too rosy a light. Dickens did, for instance, caricature his friends in a merciless way, and Mr. Pearson seems to excuse him too easily by saying that good taste is not to be expected from men of genius. And one would have liked to hear a little more of Dickens’ treatment of his children and of that unobtrusive, almost invisible figure, his wife. But in general this is a well-balanced, as well as a very readable, book, which will be of interest to anyone with even a partial knowledge of the novels.









3626. To Fredric Warburg

16 May 1949     Handwritten

Cranham

Dear Fred,

Thanks so much for your letter. As she may have told you, I had to put Sonia Brownell off. I am in most ghastly health, & have been for some weeks. I am due for another X-ray picture, but for some days I have been too feverish to go over to the X-ray room & stand up against the screen. When the picture is taken, I am afraid there is not much doubt it will show that both lungs have deteriorated badly. I asked the doctor recently whether she1 thought I would survive, & she wouldn’t go further than saying she didn’t know. If the “prognosis” after this photo is bad, I shall get a second opinion. Can you give me the name of that specialist you mentioned? Then I will suggest either him or Dr. Morlock, another specialist whom I consulted before the war. They can’t do anything, as I am not a case for operation, but I would like an expert opinion on how long I am likely to stay alive. I do hope people won’t now start chasing me to go to Switzerland, which is supposed to have magical qualities. I don’t believe it makes any difference where you are, & a journey would be the death of me. The one chance of surviving, I imagine, is to keep quiet. Don’t think I am making up my mind to peg out. On the contrary, I have the strongest reasons for wanting to stay alive. But I want to get a clear idea of how long I am likely to last, & not just be jollied along the way doctors usually do.

Yes, do come & see me. I hope & trust by the beginning of June I may be a bit better, at any rate less feverish. I am glad “1984” has done so well before publication. The “World Review” published a most stupid extract, abridged in such a way as to make nonsense of it.2 I wouldn’t have let Moore arrange this if I’d known they meant to hack it about. However I suppose it’s advertisement. That Evening Standard man, Mr. Curran, came to interview me, & had arranged to come again, but I’m thinking of putting him off, because he tired me so last time, arguing about politics. Please give everyone my love.

Yours
George









3627. To Robert Giroux

19 May 1949     Handwritten

The Cotswold Sanatorium
Cranham
Glos., England

Dear Mr Giroux,

Thank you so much for sending the Sewanee Review, also Empson’s Poems. I note with interest from the Sewanee Review that Empson has decided to stay on in Pekin.°1 I wonder if you are in touch with him? I should certainly be glad of any news of him. I had had vague ideas of writing, but I thought it might be embarrassing for foreigners in China to get letters from outside at this moment. Hetta, Empson’s wife, is or used to be a Communist, & he himself was not particularly hostile to Communism, but I doubt whether that would do them much good under a Chinese Communist régime.

I have been horribly ill for the last month or so—a little better now, I think, but I am still feverish for part of every day, & very weak. No prospect of getting up yet awhile, I am afraid, nor even of doing any work in the immediate future.

Yours sincerely
Geo. Orwell









3628. To David Astor

20 May 1949     Handwritten, headed paper1

Cranham Lodge,
Cranham,
Gloucester.

Dear David,

Thanks so much for your letter. Do come on Sunday the 29th. I’ll look forward to seeing you both. If you can, let me know beforehand time of arrival, so that I can arrange for the car. Better have lunch here, if you arrive in time (it’s quite eatable.)

I have been absolutely ghastly. I am getting a second opinion, a London specialist, supposed to be very good. Of course they can’t actually do anything but I don’t want to feel I’m letting my case go by default, also a specialist called in for one consultation might be willing to give an expert opinion on whether I’m likely to stay alive, the thing most doctors will only hum & haw about.

I’m arranging for Richard to come & stay near here, near Stroud. I suppose it will take weeks to fix up, but it’s quite a good arrangement, the people he is going to stay with have 2 children, & he can go to kindergarten with them & come over & see me in the afternoons sometimes.

Yours
George









3629. To Charles Curran

20 May 1949     Handwritten

Cranham Lodge,
Cranham,
Gloucester.

Dear Mr Curran,

I wonder if you would mind putting off the visit you kindly proposed making me on the 28th or 29th. My health has deteriorated seriously since I last saw you, & at present it tires me to sit up or talk for more than a few minutes. I hope you will forgive me.1

Yours sincerely
Geo. Orwell









3630. To Fredric Warburg

20 May 1949     Handwritten

Cranham Lodge,
Cranham,
Gloucester.

Dear Fred,

I’ve spoken to the doctor here. She has no objection to a second opinion (she says she knows Dr. Morland.) Do you think you could be kind enough to get in touch with him on my behalf & get him to fix up a suitable date with Dr. Kirkman here for him to come & see me. If you know him well, could you impress on him that I don’t want to be cheered up but to be given an expert opinion on whether I am likely to stay alive, & if so, how long. I know doctors hate committing themselves on that, but I won’t hold it against him if he’s wrong.

Love to all
George




3631. To Jacintha Buddicom

22 May 1949     Handwritten

Cranham Lodge,
Cranham,
Gloucester.

Dear Jacintha,

Thanks so much for your letter. I’d have written before, but I’ve been most horribly ill & am not very grand now. I can’t write much of a letter because it tires me to sit up. Thanks awfully for the offer, but I am generally pretty well supplied with books & things. It looks as if I am going to be in bed for months yet. I have sent for my little boy to come & stay with friends near by. I think he’ll like it, & as he is now 5 he can perhaps start going to day school. I hope to see you when I am in Town if I ever am.

Yours
Eric


This is the last of Orwell’s letters to Jacintha Buddicom to survive. She replied on 2 June, and he wrote again on the 8th. Both letters have been lost, but she describes Orwell’s letter in Eric & Us: ‘My diary records: “Letter from Eric about Nothing Ever Dies.” As I remember … it defined his faith in some sort of after-life. Not necessarily, or even probably, a conventional Heaven-or-Hell, but the firm belief that “nothing ever dies”, and that we must go on somewhere. And it ended with our old ending, Farewell and Hail. He probably wrote it because I had told him that my mother was ill: though I had not stressed this unduly, since he was in such poor health himself’ (157). See also final paragraph of 3643.






3632. Ruth Fischer to Orwell

23 May 1949


Ruth Fischer (see 3603, n. 1) wrote to Orwell on 23 May 1949 acknowledging the receipt of a copy of Nineteen Eighty-Four (ahead of publication). She proposed reading it on the boat to England from the United States. She sent him with her letter a copy of The Great Conspiracy (see 3603, n. 3). Orwell does not list this book among his reading for 1949.






3633. To Sonia Brownell

24 May 1949     Handwritten

Cranham Lodge,
Cranham,
Gloucester.

Dear Sonia,

I was so very sorry to put you off, but at the time I was in a ghastly state. Now I seem to be somewhat better. I do hope you’ll come & see me soon. Any day would suit me except the day you think Cyril1 might be coming, on the 29th, when I think someone else is coming. But any way when & if you can come let me know in advance because of ordering a car.

I’ve just had what is called a “second opinion”, incidentally the doctor who attended D. H. Lawrence in his last illness.2 He says I’m not so bad & have a good chance of surviving, but it means keeping quiet & doing no work for a long time, possibly a year or more. I don’t mind very much if I could then get well enough to do say another 5 years° work. Richard is coming down soon to stay near here. He will start going to kindergarten school in the mornings, & can sometimes come over & see me in the afternoons.

Please give everyone my love. By the way I cut the enclosed out of the N.Y. Times. If you see Stephen,3 tell him to get another photo taken, for the honour of English letters. Looking forward to seeing you.

With love
George









3634. To Tosco Fyvel

26 May 1949     Handwritten

Cranham Lodge,
Cranham,
Gloucester.

Dear Tosco,

Thanks so much for your letter. I’ll expect you on Friday June 3rd, about 11.30. Unless I hear to the contrary I’ll assume you are both staying to lunch. So looking forward to seeing you.1

Yours
George









3635. To Fredric Warburg

Friday, [27 May 1949]     Handwritten

Cranham Lodge
Cranham
Gloucester.

Dear Fred,

Your friend Dr. Morland came here on Tuesday & examined me. He was very nice & quite encouraging. He says—& the latest X-ray apparently confirms this—that I have quite a good chance of staying alive for some years, but that it is necessary to stay still and do no work for what may be a long time, possibly as much as a year or two years. I don’t think I could stick it, ie. not working, for two years, but could manage one year if absolutely necessary. At any rate the thing is to get right over the present disturbance before attempting to work. If this means, as it well may, that I shan’t set pen to paper again this year, I shall have nothing ready for next year. But perhaps the time would be ripe in 1950 to publish a second volume of reprinted essays. We can discuss that when I see you next. I hope you will come down again as you suggested.

I am having Richard to stay nearby, near Stroud. I don’t know how long for, but we will see how it works out. I think he would like it, he can perhaps start going to kindergarten, and he can come & see me sometimes in the afternoons when it is fine.

Love to all
George


Dr. Andrew Morland sent this report to Warburg on 25 May 1949:


Mr. Eric Blair (George Orwell).

I have just returned from seeing this man at the Cotswold Sanatorium. I found that he has rather severe disease of the left lung and a relatively slight amount on the right. He has made some progress in the right direction since January but his improvement has been slow and undulating.

I discussed his outlook with him as fully and frankly as possible but in a case like this prognosis is hazardous.

Provided he rests properly he should continue to improve but it may well be that after a number of months he will stagnate or even relapse. One point I am quite clear about is that if he ceases to try to get well and settles down to write another book he is almost certain to relapse quickly.

With further rest I do not anticipate a cure but he might well reach a stage at which he could do several hours writing a day combined with physical rest. He would then reach the stage which we call the “good chronic” i.e. able to potter about and do a few hours sedentary work.

His resistance must be fairly good as he stabilised well last year and should not have broken down had he not foolishly over-exercised.



Warburg thanked Morland on 30 May for his report and told him the gist of what Orwell had said in his letter of the 27th. He quoted Orwell’s statement that ‘the thing to do is to get right over the present disturbance before attempting to work’ and continued: ‘The danger probably is that he will be good and quiet for two to three months and then, feeling much better, set to work and collapse again. Can this danger be guarded against? Has he made arrangements to see you at three-monthly intervals? Would it be possible or desirable once he [is] somewhat recovered from the present collapse to come to a sanatorium nearer London? Is it good for him to see friends? His friends love seeing him, but it is a long way for them to go right down to Gloucestershire.1 If he were 30–40 miles out of London, this would be much simplified.’ He concluded by suggesting they ‘might have a chat over the’ phone about the best way to handle this difficult patient,’ especially because Warburg intended seeing Orwell in mid-June shortly after the publication of Nineteen Eighty-Four.






3636. Orwell on Marie-Louise Berneri

Freedom, 28 May 1949


Volume 10, Number 11 of Freedom, 28 May 1949, was devoted in large part to the memory of Marie-Louise Berneri, wife of Vernon Richards. She had been ill since the birth of their child and died of pneumonia on 13 April 1949. Orwell had written to Richards on 7 April, suggesting that, in the light of their loss, they might consider doing what he had done: adopting a child; see 3592. He wrote again on the 13th asking about Marie-Louise’s health, unaware that she had died; see 3596.

Marie-Louise Berneri (see 3042, n. 4) was greatly loved and admired, and Freedom published seventeen letters of condolence as well as articles about her and her work. Freedom printed this excerpt from Orwell’s letter, sent from Cranham, evidently to Richards:



I can’t say much either, but you will know I feel for you. She was always so much alive that it is difficult to believe it can have happened. …




3637. To Leonard Moore

31 May 1949     Handwritten

Cranham Lodge,
Cranham,
Gloucester.

Dear Moore,

Many thanks for your letter of the 30th.

Could you please make my apologies to the Saturday Review of Literature & tell them I am quite unable to do anything. I am told here that I may have to keep quiet & do no work for as much as a year (I hope it won’t be so long, of course). It’s worth while if it means getting well. Of course I can attend to small matters of business & like to be kept in touch with what is going on, but I can’t write anything. So could you please refuse on my behalf any offers you get—making it clear, of course, that this won’t be for ever.

I am so glad to hear about the Reader’s Digest.1

Yes, I had one advance copy of “1984” from Harcourt Brace & they are sending some more. I thought they had got it up very well. As to copies of the English edition I think Warburg has sent out the advance complimentary copies I asked for (to Professor Tawny° & others). When there are some author’s copies available, I wonder whether you could save me some trouble by sending some out for me, as follows:

Miss Brenda Salkeld, 71 Goldington Avenue, Bedford.

Mrs E. K. Adam, 56A Craven Avenue, Ealing.2

Mrs Celia Kirwan, care of the Foreign Office.3

Mrs Lydia Jackson, 370 Russell Court, Woburn Place, W.C.1.

And say 4 copies for myself.

Yours sincerely
Eric Blair









3638. To Sir Richard Rees

1 June 1949     Handwritten

Cranham Lodge,
Cranham,
Gloucester.

Dear Richard,

Thanks so much for your letter. Avril & R. arrived on Saturday & I think he’s settling in all right. I hope to see him once or twice this week. He seemed to me to have grown (his weight is now 3st 51b.) & to be extremely fit.1 I think Avril returns to Jura on today’s boat, but I am not certain.

I have been a good bit better this last week, & after seeing my last plate they decided I am not so bad as they thought. Dr. Morland said the same, but he said I shall have to keep still for a long time, possibly as long as a year (I trust it won’t be so long as that) & not attempt to work till I am definitely better. Another doctor2 whom David Astor brought along, although a psychologist, said much the same as the others.

I enclose a copy of that article I wanted you to read.3 The magazine itself seemed quite unprocurable, but someone managed to get it typed out. Actually some of what I said in it I also said appropos of Gandhi. I’ve just read the 4th vol. of Osbert Sitwell’s memoirs—not so good as some of the others, I think. I know nothing about Goethe, nor indeed about any German writer. I’m trying to read Henry James’s “The Spoils of Poynton,” but it bores me unbearably. Also read a short book by Rex Warner “Why was I killed?”—very silly, I thought.

So looking forward to seeing you.

Yours
G









3639. To Fredric Warburg

2 June 1949     Handwritten

Cranham Lodge
Cranham
Gloucester.

Dear Fred,

Thanks so much for your letter. I’ll look forward to seeing you on the 12th. Could you confirm nearer the time just when you are arriving, so that I can arrange about the car. I think on Sundays the train gets to Stroud at 12.30. I’ve been feeling a good deal better the last few days. Richard is staying near Stroud, & I think will remain there for about 3 months. He comes over and sees me once or twice a week. If possible he is going to start kindergarten school while here. Tosco Fyvel is coming to see me tomorrow. Love to all.

George




3640. To Robert Giroux

3 June 1949     Handwritten

Cranham Lodge,
Cranham,
Gloucester.

Dear Mr Giroux,

It is extraordinarily kind of you all to take so much interest in my case, & it is more than generous of Dr de Kruif & Dr O’Brien to offer their services. But actually I am a good deal better & I doubt whether much more could be done for me than is being done at present. As to streptomycin, I was treated with it last year with some success, but I have now developed a resistance against it. However, after being really very ill for a couple of months, I have taken a turn for the better during the last 2 weeks. I had one of the leading English chest specialists, Dr Morland, to examine me, & both he & the doctors here say the same thing, ie. that I should make a good recovery but that I must keep quiet & not attempt to work for a long time, possibly for as long as a year. It is a great nuisance, but worth while if it means I can go on working afterwards. I wonder if you would be kind enough to convey my thanks to Dr de Kruif & Dr O’Brien for their offer & the interest they have shown in me.

I wonder if there is any news of the Empsons? There was a rumour in London that William had reached the USA, but I can’t get it confirmed.

“1984” has come out here & seems to be getting quite good notices.

Yours sincerely,
George Orwell




3641. To Anthony Powell

6 June 1949     Handwritten

Cranham Lodge,
Cranham,
Gloucester.

Dear Tony,

Thanks ever so for sending me the ‘Aubrey’ book. I’m so glad you did put in my favourite Mrs Overall after all, also the story about Sir W. Raleigh & his son.1 I was so sorry about Hugh Kingsmill.2 If they are trying to get a pension for his widow, if my signature would be useful in any way, of course include me. I’m a good deal better, & trust this will continue. I had a specialist from London, who said much the same as the people here, ie. that if I get round this corner I could be good for quite a few years, but that I have got to keep quiet & not try to work for a long time, possibly as long as a year or two years—I trust it won’t be as long as that. It’s a great bore, but worth while if it means I can work again later. Richard is staying nearby for the summer, & comes over & sees me once or twice a week. Please remember me to everybody. I hope you & Malcolm3 will come & see me some time—but of course don’t put yourselves out. I know what a tiresome journey it must be.

Yours
George

P.S. I’m reading Dante! (with a crib of course.)4









3642. To Fredric Warburg

6 June 1949     Handwritten

Cranham Lodge,
Cranham,
Gloucester.

Dear Fred,

Thanks so much for your letter. I’ll expect you on Wednesday the 15th,1 and will send the car to meet the 12.5 at Stroud. Do bring Michael2 if he’d like to come.

Yours
George









3643. Publication of Nineteen Eighty-Four


Nineteen Eighty-Four was published by Secker & Warburg on 8 June 1949. It was published five days later by Harcourt, Brace and Company in New York. Secker & Warburg printed 26,575 copies for the first edition; a second impression, of 5,570 copies, was issued in March 1950, and a third impression, of 5,150 copies, in August 1950. A second edition, entirely reset, was ordered in December 1950. Harcourt, Brace ordered 20,000 copies for its initial print run, and two further impressions, of 10,000 copies each, were issued on 1 July and 7 September 1949; fourth and fifth impressions, of 4,100 and 5,000 copies, were issued on 3 February and in June 1950. A Book-of-the-Month Club edition was issued in the United States in July 1949, and by March 1952 had sold 190,000 copies (Willison). Warburg gives figures for later printings and initial reactions to the book in All Authors Are Equal, 114–18.

The novel was very widely reviewed. Crick summarises initial reactions (563–68) and devotes a long section of his annotated Nineteen Eighty-Four (1984) to ‘The Contemporary Reaction’ (92–105) (See also his Appendix F), 150–51, for a useful account of the texts of the English and American dust-jackets. On 31 July 1949, The New York Times Book Review stated that some sixty reviews, coast-to-coast, were ‘Overwhelmingly (90 per cent) admiring, with cries of terror rising above the applause. … Few paid more than passing attention to the novel as fiction. … The emphasis was on the political ‘prophecy’ involved. … Even the ordinarily breezy New Yorker was so shaken that it found itself endorsing something awesome called Orwell’s “moral centrality.”’ L[ouis] A[deane] in Freedom (11 June 1949) began by suggesting: ‘If it is true that satire admits an element of hope, then this novel is not satirical: it is a grim and convincing attack on the centralised State and on modern warfare, and its power is due to the complete pessimism with which every page is stamped’; he concluded: ‘Only an honest man could have written this book, and it is desolating that in our world such honesty should lead to such despair. Out of his despair, Orwell has made a protest more complete and more sustained than any other writer of his generation, and for this he deserves our praise and gratitude.’ Praise, with a summary of the book, marked most reviews. G. M. Thompson, in the Evening Standard (7 June), which made it its Book of the Month, also remarked on the savagery of the satire. Some reviews applauded Orwell’s vision but pointed to what they regarded as weaknesses in the novel. Bruce Bain, in Tribune (17 June 1949), did not think that Nineteen Eighty-Four was a great novel, because Orwell was ‘not in full command of his material, and the importance of what he has to say splits the novel at the seams.’ The Observer’s review (12 June)—by Harold Nicolson, who had asked to review it—whilst finding the book impressive, thought it was not convincing, lacking ‘either the high imaginative force of Aldous Huxley’s “Brave New World,” or the self-contained logic of Mr. Orwell’s own “Animal Farm.”’ In particular he thought that those who were twenty-five in 1960, when Ingsoc was established, could not have lost all remembrance of the past by the time they were forty-nine in 1984. Also, the task set ‘the staff of Thinkpol’° was beyond fulfilment. ‘Such inconsistencies of detail prevent our surrendering ourselves wholly to Mr. Orwell’s thesis: but it is an excellent thesis none the less.’

A fierce attack on Orwell, which arose from the publication of Nineteen Eighty-Four, was launched by Arthur Calder-Marshall (see 856, n. 3) in Reynold’s News (12 June 1949), a Sunday paper which supported the Labour Party. This was a biographical denigration of Orwell, accusing him, for example, of indulging in the thirties in ‘a peculiar, personal politics, playing the conflict between Comrade Orwell and Mr. Blair out on the political scene.’ He claimed that Animal Farm adopted ‘the cheap Tory thesis that Fascism and Communism are the same thing; a thesis which the lunatic fringe of the Labour Party has also adopted.’ Nineteen Eighty-Four made the same equation and would serve as election propaganda for the Tories. Calder-Marshall concluded: ‘The sooner Comrade Orwell assumes the pen-name of Eric Blair, the better. Except, of course, that Mr. Blair, ex-Etonian, ex-civil servant, has no literary reputation at all.’ The following week, H. Greville strongly defended Orwell against this ‘despicable attack,’ made because Calder-Marshall could not ‘stomach attacks on the realm of the great Stalin.’ Two more letters followed on 26June, one from a person who signed a defence of Orwell as ‘Jewish Socialist,’ and one defending Calder-Marshall’s stance from the Labour M.P. Woodrow Wyatt; he claimed that Orwell’s ‘blank hopelessness’ made it impossible for him to count himself ‘among those who identify themselves with the aims and beliefs of the Labour Party.’ (Woodrow Wyatt, 1918—, was knighted in 1983 and created a life peer as Baron Wyatt of Weeford in 1987; in 1976 he was appointed Chairman of the Horserace Totalisator Board; he has not for some time been a supporter of the Labour Party.) For Orwell’s reaction to Calder-Marshall’s attack, see his letter to Mr. Shaw, 20 June 1949, 3650.

Calder-Marshall’s spite apart, he was correct in seeing that Nineteen Eighty-Four would be taken by some to be an attack on socialism and the Labour Party; this was especially so in the United States. Life published a descriptive summary of the novel, largely made up of illustrations drawn by Abner Dean (4 July 1949, 78–85). This had a prominent sub-heading: ‘An Englishman writes a frightening satire about the cruel fate of man in a regimented left-wing police state which controls his mind and soul.’ Orwell was much concerned at this misunderstanding and particularly by an article in the New York Daily News which, he had been told, stated that Nineteen Eighty-Four was an attack on the Labour government (see letter to Leonard Moore, 13 July 1949, 3657). He therefore prepared a statement that this was not his intent (see 3646) and a summary was sent to Life by Warburg and evidently to others (see 3646). On 25 July, Life published two letters about Nineteen Eighty-Four. One, from A. D. Crane, of Kingsport, Tennessee, said nobody should be scared by ‘Orwell’s prediction,’ because such forecasts never came true, and every decade since 1880 had shown ‘an improvement and advancement in real freedom and in every other respect’; the world had never gone backward. A more thoughtful letter came from Arthur Schlesinger, Jr. (1917—), whose The Age of Jackson had won a Pulitzer Prize in 1945:


Your description of George Orwell (“who fought in the Spanish civil war, saw firsthand what the Communists were up to and has since devoted all his talents to warning the world of the fate which awaits it if it confuses liberalism with regimentation”) is liable to misunderstanding. Orwell fought on the Republican side in Spain. He was outraged by the behavior of Communists whose attacks on the non-Communist majority of Republicans played such a large part in delivering Spain to fascist tyranny. But Orwell hated Franco fully as much as he did the Communists.

The essence of Orwell’s position is a warning against totalitarianism—not, as your editorial writer puts it, just against “left-wing” totalitarianism. Your description would have been much more accurate if you had written of Orwell: “who fought in the Spanish civil war, saw firsthand what the fascists and the Communists were up to and has since devoted all his talents to warning the world of the fate which awaits it if it confuses conservatism or liberalism with regimentation.”



In that same issue, immediately below Schlesinger’s letter, Life published a summary of Orwell’s statement. This was not based on Warburg’s telephoned summary, but on a statement prepared for the United Automobile Workers (see endnote to 3646).

Two early responses to Nineteen Eighty-Four were among Orwell’s papers at his death. Lawrence Durrell wrote from the British Legation, Belgrade, complimenting Orwell. It was, he wrote, ‘intellectually the bravest and cruellest book you’ve done. Reading it in a Communist country is really an experience because one can see it all around one—the ever-present fact which no left-wingers of my acquaintance will dare to look in the eye.’ On 12 June 1949, Bernard Sankey wrote from Belleville, New Jersey, enclosing the New York Times review; he had not yet been able to get hold of the book. He had gone to the United States because he thought it would be easier to earn a living there, he says, and he describes paradoxical characteristics of American life as they struck him, especially admiring ‘the wonderful library system.’ He evidently knew Orwell, for he twice refers to his state of health, showing some indication that he knew how very ill Orwell was. Unfortunately he has not been traced.

A third, more personal, response to Nineteen Eighty-Four is recorded by Jacintha Buddicom in her Eric & Us. On 11 June 1949, she went to Shiplake (where Orwell had lived before World War I) to see her mother, then very frail, who showed her daughter a copy of Nineteen Eighty-Four, which she had had Bumpus (a London bookseller) send her as soon as it was published. Mrs. Buddicom reminisced about Eric ‘with affection,’ but his book she found morbid: ‘She had been very fond of Eric, and the defeatist destruction of all individuality portrayed by him in the nightmare world of Nineteen Eighty-Four upset her very much. So when I left on the Sunday evening, I left with her his letter declaring that nothing ever dies [see 3631 endnote]—to comfort her that perhaps he would have better luck next time. ‘Jacintha Buddicom never saw the letter again, nor her mother, for she died three days later. Thus, Nineteen Eighty-Four was inextricably tied up in her mind with her mother’s death. Writing it had ‘to all intents and purposes killed him’ and ‘it certainly did not make any happier her [mother’s] last few days of life. … So I never answered his final lost letter’ (Eric & Us, 157–58).

Finally, writing to Orwell on 26 August 1949, Arthur Koestler described the novel as ‘a glorious book’ (3681A, Appendix 14).






3644. To William Phillips

8 June 1949     Handwritten

Cranham Lodge,
Cranham,
Gloucester.

Dear Mr Phillips,1

I received your letter of the 2nd today. I need hardly tell you that I am delighted as well as very much astonished at your picking me out for the Partisan Review Award. It is the kind of honour I am quite unused to. Perhaps you will convey my thanks to the rest of the Advisory Board. I will not tell anyone about it until you make the announcement.

I will send you something when I can, but I have done no work since December & may not be able to work for a long time to come. The doctors tell me the best chance of recovery is to lie in bed & do nothing, possibly for as long as another year—I hope it won’t be as long as that, of course.

With very many thanks again, & best wishes to everybody.

Yours sincerely
Geo. Orwell









3644A. To Lydia Jackson

10 June 1949     Handwritten

Cranham Lodge,
Cranham,
Gloucester.

Dear Lydia,

Thanks so much for your letter.1 You must have wondered why I have not written for so long, but (as I dare say you didn’t know) I was most horribly ill for a long time, about 2 months. In fact for a while I almost thought I was a goner. However I’m glad to say I’m much better, & the various doctors I have seen do not think too badly of my case. But they all say I must remain an invalid & not try to work for a long time, possibly as long as a year—I hope it won’t be so long, of course. It’s a great bore, but worth while if it means getting better.

Yes, do come & see me. I’d love just to see you & talk to you. Either of the week ends you suggested would suit me. But let me know well in advance wht date, because I have to arrange about cars etc.

Richard is staying for the summer near here & comes over & sees me once a week. He is extremely well. He is starting kindergarten school, mornings only, & in the winter he will go to the village school in Jura. But I can’t make plans much ahead until I know more about my own movements. Looking forward to seeing you.

With love
Eric.









3645. Fredric Warburg’s Report on His Visit to Orwell

15 June 1949



CONFIDENTIAL

Visit to George Orwell June 15th, 1949

Health.

He is undoubtedly better than at his low point of some weeks ago when he saw Dr. Andrew Morland. The high temperature of that date, the general feeling of exhaustion and disintegration, appear to have been due to pleurisy rather than a worsening of the tubercular infection. George’s present condition is of course shocking, but he is hopeful, and prepared at the moment to do whatever the doctor tells him for a period of up to twelve months. If he does not or cannot improve within this period there cannot in my opinion be much hope. He is thinking of moving to a sanatorium nearer London when he is feeling better, in two or three months time, provided he feels that his stay in a sanatorium must be continued over a longish period.

Sales & Prospects.

I told him of the position and suggested to him that from British and American sources digest rights, etc., he would make very large sums of money, probably between £10,000 and £15,000. He spoke reassuringly of the auditors who handle his financial affairs, and told me they were turning him into a Limited Company. Until this is done he is not anxious to receive further royalties, and I shall therefore instruct Miss Murtough1 to withhold the payment of £800 odd due to Christy & Moore on publication. Obviously this payment is merely withheld for a month or two.

Statement.

I took down from him a note on the American cables and have already given over the ’phone to “Life” a summary. The statement is typed on the attached sheet, and a copy is being sent to George for his approval.2 Subject to this it can be used I imagine in any way that appears useful.

Literary Work.

He has quite come round to the idea of a new volume of essays, but these will be more miscellaneous than the earlier volume, CRITICAL ESSAYS. He could give us material for a volume right away, approximately 40,000 words, but is anxious to include one or two new essays not hitherto printed. One of these would be a piece he did for “Politics & Letters” on Gissing, which has been lost during the liquidation of this little Company. I suggest J. G. P.3 gets from George the name of the solicitors who are liquidating it and does a little detective work if he can to find the typescript. Another unprinted contribution would be an essay on Conrad which he has been working on for some months and which he could write quite quickly when he is allowed to do so. The book would probably be called ESSAYS AND SKETCHES and would presumably include the piece about his private school which we have seen here.4 R. S.5 must find this during the next few days and hand it to Sonia Brownell or send it to George. This is important.

This material we might wait for until the end of the year, as it is possible that he may do the Conrad essay in the next 8 or 9 months. The idea would then be to publish in the autumn of 1950.

I asked him about a new novel, and this is formulated in his mind—a nouvelle of 30,000 to 40,000 words—a novel of character rather than of ideas, with Burma as background. George was naturally as reticent as usual, but he did disclose this much.6

Ability to Write.

The effort of turning ideas in his head into a rough draft on paper is, according to George and Dr. Morland, work which he cannot afford to attempt for a number of months. At best I doubt whether anything can or should be done by George until the autumn of this year.

[image: image]

This about covers the main points that arose, and I am greatly encouraged by my visit. At worst he has a 50/50 chance of recovering and living for a number of years. Probably everything depends on himself and he does at last realize what is involved and what he has got to do.



Warburg’s manuscript notes for his report on his visit to Orwell and for the Statement on Nineteen Eighty-Four (see 3646) have survived. The second set of notes is written on Cranham Lodge stationery; the first on an unheaded sheet. There is little doubt that Warburg made both either at Cranham or on the return journey home. The Statement is a carefully filled-out version of the notes; the only exception in the omission of a name. Whereas in the last sentence it is said that it would be ‘invidious to mention names,’ the notes have one name: ‘Cf Henry Wallace as possible friend.’ For a note on Wallace, see 3215, n. 1.

The notes on the visit are headed GO and are numbered 1 to 12. Two are expanded below note 12 in Warburg’s hand, but in smaller, neater writing; they were possibly added later, when Warburg returned to his office. There are also two side- notes; these are discussed below. Two headings, ‘Sales & prospects’ and ‘Health’ are repeated in the report (in reverse order). Some other headings, and the two paragraphs written below note 12, which relate to ‘Essays and Sketches’ and the ‘nouvelle’ (as ‘novella’ in these notes) are worked into the typed report, reproduced here. There are, however, other notes which are not reflected in the report. Note 5 is ‘Richard’s future.’ This is crossed through (presumably because Warburg did not think it appropriate for the report). One of the side-notes has ‘Roy Harrod / at [?] Westminster / 5 years old.’ Orwell is not known to have had any links with Harrod (1900–1978; Kt., 1959), though Warburg certainly did. Warburg was two years older than Harrod, and both were at Westminster School before they went up to Oxford. In An Occupation for Gentlemen, Warburg speaks of Harrod as being one of his closest friends (66). Harrod became a distinguished economist and worked in Churchill’s office, 1940–42, and then as statistical adviser to the Admiralty, 1943–45. Richard was just five years old at this time. Orwell did not want him to go to a boarding school until he was ten (see 3481). Shortly after Warburg’s visit he decided to enrol Richard to enter Westminster School in 1957 (see 3647 and 3678). Warburg’s association with this decision is a little strange, because he wrote that, owing to his being a Jew, his five years at Westminster (‘or [at] least the first two of them’) were among the most hateful of his life (An Occupation for Gentlemen, 30). The other side-note is an instruction to Warburg himself: ‘Send GO “The Wrong Set.”’ This was a book of stories by Angus Wilson published by Secker & Warburg in 1949. It may have been suggested to Orwell by Sonia Brownell; she had published Wilson in Horizon and they had become friends. It was among Orwell’s books at his death. The other headings are ‘Georgina Coleridge’; ‘Geo. Gissing’ (which may refer to Orwell’s wish to have Gissing’s novels reprinted, rather than his essay on Gissing, which is separately noted); ‘Trip to Copenhagen’; ‘Curran of E. Standard’ (perhaps associated with Orwell’s wish to put off a second visit from Curran, who tired him so; see 3617 and 3629); and ‘Are you seeing Morland regularly,’ presumably a reminder to Warburg himself to check that Orwell was seeing Morland. The two puzzling headings are ‘Georgina Coleridge’ and ‘Trip to Denmark.’ The latter could hardly be an alternative for Orwell to the proposed stay in Switzerland; Orwell’s link with Georgina Coleridge is not known. For Warburg’s account of this visit and for Dr. Andrew Morland’s reports, see All Authors are Equal, 111–14, 118–19.






3646. Orwell’s Statement on Nineteen Eighty-Four

It has been suggested by some of the reviewers of NINETEEN EIGHTY-FOUR that it is the author’s view that this, or something like this, is what will happen inside the next forty years in the Western world. This is not correct. I think that, allowing for the book being after all a parody, something like NINETEEN EIGHTY-FOUR could happen. This is the direction in which the world is going at the present time, and the trend lies deep in the political, social and economic foundations of the contemporary world situation.

Specifically the danger lies in the structure imposed on Socialist and on Liberal capitalist communities by the necessity to prepare for total war with the U.S.S.R. and the new weapons, of which of course the atomic bomb is the most powerful and the most publicized. But danger lies also in the acceptance of a totalitarian outlook by intellectuals of all colours.

The moral to be drawn from this dangerous nightmare situation is a simple one: Don’t let it happen. It depends on you.

George Orwell assumes that if such societies as he describes in NINETEEN EIGHTY-FOUR come into being there will be several super states. This is fully dealt with in the relevant chapters of NINETEEN EIGHTY-FOUR. It is also discussed from a different angle by James Burnham in THE MANAGERIAL REVOLUTION. These super states will naturally be in opposition to each other or (a novel point) will pretend to be much more in opposition than in fact they are. Two of the principal super states will obviously be the Anglo-American world and Eurasia. If these two great blocks line up as mortal enemies it is obvious that the Anglo-Americans will not take the name of their opponents and will not dramatize themselves on the scene of history as Communists. Thus they will have to find a new name for themselves. The name suggested in NINETEEN EIGHTY-FOUR is of course Ingsoc, but in practice a wide range of choices is open. In the U.S.A. the phrase “Americanism” or “hundred per cent Americanism” is suitable and the qualifying adjective is as totalitarian as anyone could wish.

If there is a failure of nerve and the Labour party breaks down in its attempt to deal with the hard problems with which it will be faced, tougher types than the present Labour leaders will inevitably take over, drawn probably from the ranks of the Left, but not sharing the Liberal aspirations of those now in power. Members of the present British government, from Mr. Attlee and Sir Stafford Cripps down to Aneurin Bevan will never willingly sell the pass to the enemy, and in general the older men, nurtured in a Liberal tradition, are safe, but the younger generation is suspect and the seeds of totalitarian thought are probably widespread among them. It is invidious to mention names, but everyone could without difficulty think for himself of prominent English and American personalities whom the cap would fit.

[Initialled] F. J. W.


Orwell’s statement was prepared following misunderstandings about his intentions in Nineteen Eighty-Four. These arose especially from an article in the New York Daily News which, he had been told, interpreted his novel as an attack on the Labour government. He had also been asked for a statement by the United Automobile Workers, an American trade union (see letter to Moore, 13 July 1949, 3657). Life did not publish the statement that Warburg had telephoned to it (see 3643; Orwell writes of a démenti being cabled; see 3657), but used part of the version sent to Francis A. Henson of the UAW, having telephoned Orwell at Cranham again to seek his permission (see 3657). Life published that statement on 25 July 1949; the lead-in made it seem as if Orwell had written a letter to the editor of Life.



In a recent letter Orwell wrote: My novel Nineteen Eighty-four° is not intended as an attack on socialism, or on the British Labor party, but as a show-up of the perversions to which a centralized economy is liable, and which have already been partly realized in Communism and fascism. I do not believe that the kind of society I describe necessarily will arrive, but I believe (allowing of course for the fact that the book is a satire) that something resembling it would arrive. I believe also that totalitarian ideas have taken root in the minds of intellectuals everywhere, and I have tried to draw these ideas out to their logical consequences. The scene of the book is laid in Britain in order to emphasize that the English-speaking races are not innately better than anyone else and that totalitarianism, if not fought against, could triumph anywhere.


A slightly different account was given by The New York Times Book Review on 31 July 1949 in the same column in which it summarised reactions to Nineteen Eighty-Four (see 3643). This included Orwell’s statement that he was a supporter of the Labour Party and italicised ‘if not fought against.’ The Book Review opening read: ‘Certain reviewers, incidentally, thought that “Nineteen Eighty-Four” might be an attack on the British Labor party. Mr. Orwell himself has settled that question in a letter to Francis A. Henson of the United Automobile Workers:’



My recent novel is not intended as an attack on socialism or on the British Labor party (of which I am a supporter) but as a show-up of the perversions to which a centralized economy is liable and which have already been partly realized in communism and fascism.…

The scene of the book is laid in Britain in order to emphasize that the English-speaking races are not innately better than anyone else and that totalitarianism, if not fought against, could triumph anywhere.


The ellipses between the two paragraphs are the Book Review’s.

The Socialist Call, New York, 22 July 1949, most fully refuted the charge that Nineteen Eighty-Four was an attack on the Labour government. The New York Daily News, it reported, ‘no citadel of intellectualism, printed a lead editorial praising this “intellectual” novel as further proof of its oft-reiterated thesis that “Socialism and Communism are brothers under the skin.” Life magazine echoed this capitalist “party” line.’ The Socialist Call said that it had asked George Orwell for a statement. Presumably what was sent them, through Leonard Moore, was a copy of the statement Orwell had prepared for the UAW: see postcript to 3657. It published this in full on its front page, making the change of verb Orwell had mentioned in his letter to Moore, under the heading: ‘Orwell Tells CALL “1984” Does NOT Attack Socialism.’



My recent novel “1984” is NOT intended as an attack on socialism, or on the British Labor Party (of which I am a supporter) but as a show-up of the perversions to which a centralized economy is liable and which have already been partly realized in Communism and Fascism.

I do not believe that the kind of society which I described necessarily will arrive, but I believe (allowing of course for the fact that the book is a satire) that something resembling it could arrive. I believe also that totalitarian ideas have taken root in the minds of intellectuals everywhere, and I have tried to draw these ideas out to their logical consequences.

The scene of the book is laid in Britain in order to emphasize that the English speaking races are not innately better than anyone else and that totalitarianism, if not fought against, could triumph anywhere.


On 8 July 1950, Tosco Fyvel wrote to a Miss Goalby (who has not been identified) answering some questions about Orwell’s responses to the events in the last months of his life and the meaning of Ingsoc. ‘Certainly,’ he wrote, ‘Orwell believed in the old Liberal principles and the value of truth and ordinary decency. He was also firmly of the view that these principles demanded a democratic socialist structure of society. It is true that he was pessimistic about the extent to which these principles could prevail in most parts of the world. But I know that he was pleasantly surprised at the firmness with which the Labour Government here at home continued in office after mitigating the worst harshnesses of British society by means of the Health Service, the National Social Insurance Act, the nationalisation of the mines, the development of the depressed areas, and so on. All these measures were steps in the direction Orwell desired.… Even during his last weeks in hospital, Orwell was keenly interested in the coming election and the chances of his various friends among Labour M.P.s. He also said that one point in 1984 had been misunderstood by the critics. “Ingsoc”, the totalitarian society, was not represented as arising out of democratic socialism. On the contrary: his imaginary totalitarians who arose in England after an atomic war merely adopted the name of “English Socialism” because they thought it had popular appeal—in the same way as the Nazis, while allying themselves in 1933 with the Ruhr industrialists and smashing the German trade unions and Socialist Party, called themselves “National-Socialists” to dupe the German working class.’






3647. To Julian Symons

16 June 1949     Handwritten

Cranham Lodge,
Cranham,
Gloucester.

Dear Julian,

I think it was you who reviewed “1984” in the T.L.S.1 I must thank you for such a brilliant as well as generous review. I don’t think you could have brought out the sense of the book better in so short a space. You are of course right about the vulgarity of the “Room 101” business. I was aware of this while writing it, but I didn’t know another way of getting somewhere near the effect I wanted.

I have been horribly ill since last seeing you, but a lot better in the last few weeks, & I hope perhaps now I have turned the corner. The various doctors I have seen are all quite encouraging but say I must remain quiet & not work for a long time, possibly as much as a year—I hope it won’t be so long, of course. It’s a bore, but worth while if it means recovering. Richard is staying nearby for the summer & comes & sees me every week. He has started kindergarten school & this winter is going to the village school in Jura, I don’t know for how long. I have been thinking about Westminster for him when he is older. They have abandoned their top hats, I learn. It is a day school, which I prefer, & I think has other good points. Any way I’m going to make enquiries & put his name down if it seems suitable. Of course god knows what will have happened by then, say 1956, but one has to plan as though nothing would change drastically.

Have you any news of the Empsons, who were in Pekin°? I don’t know whether you knew them. There have been various rumours, & I am trying to get some news from Empson’s American publishers.

Did you read Ruth Fischer’s book “Stalin & German Communism”? She’s coming to see me tomorrow, I think.

Hope all is well & baby flourishing. Please remember me to your wife.

Yours
George









3648. To Leonard Moore

18 June 1949     Handwritten

Cranham Lodge,
Cranham,
Gloucester.

Dear Moore,

Many thanks for your letter. I have got a diary I kept during the war years, but it is among my papers which are in store with Pickfords. I don’t know how to dig it out & I don’t think it’s worth while at this moment. At some future time it might be worth publishing. Could you please explain this to Schimanski?1

Yours sincerely
Eric Blair









3649. To Tosco Fyvel

20 June 1949     Handwritten

Cranham Lodge,
Cranham,
Gloucester.

Dear Tosco,

Thanks ever so for that wonderful talk on the 3rd programme. I am sure it would sell at least 1000 copies. Would you please thank the others at Tribune for putting in such a kind par about me?1

I’ve just read Deutscher’s book on Stalin.2 It’s very good & less pro-Stalin than I would have expected. Ruth Fischer came & saw me the other day. She’s become something of an old gossip (a typical old German Jewess—not so very old actually) but it was fun meeting somebody who had known Radek3 & Bukharin4 & others intimately.

Yours
George









3650. To Mr. Shaw

20 June 1949     Handwritten

Cranham Lodge,
Cranham,
Gloucester.

Dear Mr Shaw,1

Thank you so much for your letter. I am sorry to say I am very ill (T.B.) so I can’t write much of a letter in return. The review in Reynolds’s2 was stupid. My feeling when reading it was that if I was going to smear somebody I would do it better than that. Any way° thank you for troubling to write, and please forgive this short scrawl.

Yours sincerely
Geo. Orwell









3651. To Leonard Moore

22 June 1949     Handwritten

Cranham Lodge,
Cranham,
Gloucester.

Dear Moore,

Many thanks for the press cuttings. The book seems to have had a good reception, ie, even when unfriendly I should say they are mostly “selling” reviews.

Could you please send to

Mr. Jordi ARQUER1

Boite° Postale 6

Paris VIIIeme

a copy of the Italian edition of “Homage to Catalonia” (I suppose the Italian publisher could send it direct if you haven’t got one) & a copy of the Observer for Sunday February 27th.2 I presume one can get hold of back numbers as recent as that.

Yours sincerely
Eric Blair









3652. To Vernon Richards

22 June 1949     Handwritten

Cranham Lodge,
Cranham,
Gloucester.

Dear Vernon,

Thanks so much for your letter, & the press-cuttings. Yes, I got the copy of the memorial number1 all right.

Sell as many photos as you can. It doesn’t cost me anything, & is all advertisement. I had a lot of fuss with Life, who wanted to send interviewers here etc., but I put them off because that kind of thing tires me too much. I am afraid some of the U.S. republican papers have tried to use “1984” as propaganda against the Labour Party, but I have issued a sort of démenti which I hope will be printed.

Yes, send me the list of questions & I’ll do my best. You will understand that I cannot answer at great length. The more this issue is cleared up, the better.

I’d love to see you some time. But let me know when you’re coming (I think there are people coming the next 3 week-ends) so as not to clash with anyone else, & so that I can arrange about a car.

Yours
George









3652A. To Lydia Jackson

27 June 1949     Handwritten

Cranham Lodge,
Cranham,
Gloucester.

Dear Lydia,

I assume you are coming here on Saturday the 2nd, & I am going to book a room for you at the George, the local hotel which is somewhere near this sanatorium (but I am not sure how near). I assume also that as you are bringing your bike you will ride from Stroud (it’s about 5 miles I believe.) If any of this is wrong, please let me know, would you. I don’t know what time you’ll reach Stroud, but if you are likely to get here, ie. to the sanatorium, in time for lunch on Saturday, could you let me know, because I am supposed to order lunch beforehand.

I am getting better, but it is a slow business & I am afraid it will be a long time before I am able to work again. Look forward to seeing you, with love

Eric.




3653. To Mamaine Koestler

27 June 1949     Handwritten

Cranham Lodge,
Cranham
Gloucester.

Dear Mamaine,

Thank you ever so for that lovely bottle of brandy, which arrived here on Saturday, appropriately for my birthday (46!) I hope you are a bit better.1 Sonia gave me a very poor account of you when she came on Saturday. I didn’t also realise that Celia had already had her operation. I’m writing to her, but am a bit doubtful about the address. I am a good deal better, but it appears I may be laid by the heels & unable to work for a long time, possibly as much as a year. Richard is staying near by for the summer & comes & sees me once a week. He goes to kindergarten school in the mornings, & seems to be enjoying it. He is so big & strong now I think you would hardly know him. Please give Arthur my love.

Yours
George









3654. To Celia Kirwan

27 June 1949     Handwritten

Cranham Lodge,
Cranham,
Gloucester.

Dearest Celia,

I’m a bit vague where to send this to, because Sonia thought letters wouldn’t be forwarded from Stewart’s Grove & I gather from your letter that you have left the nursing home. However, I’ll try Stewart’s Grove.

I hadn’t realised you were going to have your operation1 so soon—any way, I’m so glad to hear it’s gone off all right. Sonia was here on Saturday, which was my 46th birthday by the way.2 Richard is now staying with friends near Stroud & is going to be there till about the end of August when he will go back to Jura & go to the village school in the winter term. At present he goes to kindergarten school in the mornings, & comes & sees me once a week. All he seems to learn at school is “counting,” but he does know a good many more of his letters than he used to. He is getting very big, & is tremendously healthy. I have him X-rayed from time to time, but no signs of T.B., thank goodness.

I hope you are taking care of yourself & getting strong. I am better, but it is a slow business.

With love
George









3655. To Leonard Moore

27 June 1949     Handwritten

Cranham Lodge,
Cranham,
Gloucester.

Dear Moore,

Thank you for your letter of the 24th. Yes, let the BBC go ahead with the German version of “1984.”

Did anything transpire about the “Life & Letters” people & that mislaid manuscript?1

Yours sincerely
Eric Blair









3655A. To C.V. Wedgwood

5 July 1949     Handwritten

Cranham Lodge,
Cranham,
Gloucester.

Dear Miss Wedgwood,

Thanks so much for your letter. I am afraid I can’t write anything or even promise anything. I am fearfully ill (T.B.) & have been for some time.

The doctors tell me not to do any work at all, & I have no doubt they are right. Of course I trust this won’t continue for ever, but at present I prefer not to make any commitments.

Yes, I read your review in Time & Tide (of “1984”) & almost wrote and thanked you for it, but I know that is considered “bad form.” I thought it was one of the best reviews, ie. the most understanding, that the book had.1

Yours sincerely
Geo. Orwell.









3656. To S. M. Levitas

11 July 1949     Handwritten

Cranham Lodge,
Cranham,
Gloucester.

Dear Mr Levitas,

Very many thanks for your letter of the 5th July,1 & the cuttings. I honestly cannot write anything. All the doctors tell me that my chance of staying alive depends on resting & doing nothing for a long time, possibly as long as a year. The “Progressive” did put my name in a list of prospective contributors, but I told them that I could not do anything.

Yours sincerely
Geo. Orwell









3657. To Leonard Moore

13 July 1949     Typewritten; handwritten postscript

Cranham Lodge,
Cranham
Gloucester.

Dear Moore,

Many thanks for your three letters, and the various enclosures. I am so glad you fixed up the Spanish and Swedish translations,1 and the serialisations. I enclose the contract and exemption certificates duly signed.

With reference to the Socialist Call. I believe all this trouble started with the New York Daily News, which I am told wrote up “1984” as an attack on the Labour government. I issued a sort of démenti through Warburg and something of the same kind in a cable to “Life.” Meanwhile the United Automobile Workers had written saying they were encouraging their members to read the book and asking for a statement. I gave them a few lines of which they then issued a cyclo-styled copy. But I see that it contains a stupid slip, either of theirs or mine (possibly caused by my handwriting.) I had written “I do not believe that the kind of society which I described necessarily will arrive, but I believe … that something resembling it could arrive.” The latter phrase appears in their version as “that something resembling it will arrive.” Yesterday “Life” rang up again and asked whether my statement to the U.A.W. could be quoted. I told them it could, and pointed out the error which I trust they will rectify.2

Could you tell the Socialist Call people as politely as possible that I would gladly write them an article if I were well, but that I am really too ill to write anything and that my statement to the UAW covers my position, provided that it is understood that I wrote “could arrive” and not “will arrive.”

Yours sincerely
Eric Blair

P.S. I enclose a copy of the UAW Statement.3









3658. To David Astor

14 July 1949     Handwritten

Cranham Lodge,
Cranham,
Gloucester.

Dear David,

I’ve just seen Leo Robertson, my old friend from Burma of whom I spoke to you, & I told him to write to you & ask if you could give him an interview. He is a man of about 55, was born & partly brought up in India, but educated in England, & was in business in Burma & in the army in India. Practiced as a lawyer & then a judge in Burma up to 1942, then for a short while after the liberation. Besides having a good knowledge of Burma & some of India, he knows Chinese & has been in China, but I think only in Yunnan. He translates from the Chinese, but his real subject is Hindu philosophy. He has done a good deal of writing, but mostly not of [a] very journalistic kind. I am pretty sure you could use him & his background knowledge in some capacity. Any way I think he will write to you.

I’m getting on fairly well. It’s a slow business, but I think I am better. Richard is extremely well. He is staying near here & comes & sees me once a week.1

Yours
George









3659. To Ruth Fischer

15 July 1949     Handwritten

Cranham Lodge,
Cranham,
Gloucester.

Dear Miss Fischer,

It was extremely kind of you to send me those chocolates, which arrived several days ago.1 I hope you have been having an interesting & not too depressing time in Germany. I am about the same—a little better, I think. I don’t know whether you will still be at Frankfurt or whether this will have to be forwarded after you, but if you are still there I should be interested to hear whether you have seen a Russian D.P. paper named POSSEV2 which is published in Frankfurt. They sent me a file of the paper containing a Russian translation of “Animal Farm” made by Gleb Struve, whom I know quite well. They say they would like to issue the translation in book form, which of course would be a good idea, but it would have to be financed somehow. I suppose the editors of this paper are bona fide people, & also not whites?3

Yours sincerely
Geo. Orwell,









3660. To David Astor

15 July 1949     Handwritten

Cranham Lodge,
Cranham,
Gloucester.

Dear David,

It was very thoughtful & kind of you to send me that Oxford marmalade, which I am so fond of. I never seem able to get it myself. I trust all goes well with you. There’s no news here except that we’ve had some rain at last.

Yours
George




3661. To David Astor

18 July 1949     Handwritten

Cranham Lodge,
Cranham,
Gloucester.

Dear David,

I wonder how you are getting on. I was slightly dismayed to hear from Charoux1 that you were getting along “as well as can be expected.” I had thought the operation you were having was something very minor.2 Let me know how you are when you get a chance to write.

Richard went back to Jura yesterday, as he is going to the village school at Ardlussa for the Xmas term & it starts at the end of this month. He enjoyed himself at the kindergarten & had a good report, I am glad to say, though I didn’t notice that he learned very much.

I have been so-so, up & down. I get what they call flare-ups, ie. periods with high temperatures & so on, but on the whole I am better I think. I have got Morland, the specialist, coming to see me again next week. When I am well & about again, some time next year perhaps, I intend getting married again. I suppose everyone will be horrified, but it seems to me a good idea. Apart from other considerations, I think I should stay alive longer if I were married & had someone to look after me. It is to Sonia Brownell, the subeditor of “Horizon,” I can’t remember whether you know her, but you probably do.

It is evident that I shall be under medical care for a long time yet, & I shan’t even be able to get out of bed until I stop being feverish. Later on I might move to a sanatorium nearer London, & Morland may have some ideas about that, but at present I don’t think I could face a journey.

Have you read “The Naked & the Dead”?3 It’s awfully good, the best war book of the last war yet.

Write when you can.

Yours
George









3662. To Leonard Moore

20 July 1949     Typewritten

Cranham Lodge,
Cranham,
Gloucester.

Dear Moore,

Recently some Russian DPs who run a Russian-language paper called POSSEV in Frankfurt sent me a file of the papers containing a Russian translation of “Animal Farm.”1 They want to issue it as a booklet and say, what is no doubt true, that it would be quite easy for them to get a few thousand copies of it through the Iron Curtain, I suppose via Berlin and Vienna. Of course I am willing enough for them to do this, but it will cost money, ie. for the printing and binding. They want 2000 deutsch marks, which represents about £155. This is more than I can pay out of my own pocket, but I wouldn’t mind contributing something. As a start it occurs to me that the American army magazine “Der Monat” must owe me something.2 There was their serialisation of “A.F.,” but in addition there was a mix-up about a previous article (reprinted from “Commentary”) which I believe has never been paid for. They sent some kind of official form which I thought was the cheque, and I believe I incorrectly told Melvyn Lasky, the editor, that I had received the cheque.3 Their bank account would show whether the money has actually been paid over. But any way, if “Der Monat” do owe me something which they have not yet paid to you, it would be a convenient way of financing the Russian translation of “A.F.” if they paid the money over in marks which wouldn’t have to leave Germany. I can’t remember whether there is anything else of mine appearing in Germany, but at any rate, could you let me know how many marks you think I could realise there? In the case of our carrying through any transaction of this kind, naturally you will draw your commission as usual.4

I am also trying to pull a wire at the Foreign Office to see if they will subscribe a bit. I’m afraid it’s not likely. They will throw millions down the drain on useless radio propaganda,5 but not finance books.

If all this comes to anything we shall have to make sure that these “Possev” people are O.K. and not just working a swindle. Their notepaper etc. looks all right, and I know the translation must be a good one as it was made by Gleb Struve whom I know well. They gave me as the address of their English agent Mr Lew Rahr, 18 Downs Road, Beckenham, Kent, and suggested he should come and see me. I don’t think I want to see him at this stage, but do you think you could write to him, say tentatively that we are trying to get this scheme financed and see from his answer whether he seems O.K. I have also asked a friend who is I think in Frankfurt6 to contact the “Possev” people.

Yours sincerely
Eric Blair









3663. To Leonard Moore

21 July 19491     Handwritten

Cranham Lodge,
Cranham,
Gloucester.

Dear Moore,

Thank you for two letters date the 19th, with various enclosures.

I enclose the photostats of the McGill article. I don’t object to its being published in this form provided it is stated that this is an abridgement (they needn’t of course say why it has been abridged.)2 Could you please make this clear to Harcourt Brace?

I am of course very pleased about the NBC broadcast of “1984”, & the serialisation in “Der Monat.” This last would at need solve the difficulty I wrote to you about yesterday, of getting some marks to pay for the Russian translation of “Animal Farm.” Of course I’m not going to pay this myself if I can help it, but I haven’t very great hopes of the government coming to my aid. Meanwhile, could you ask the editor of “Der Monat” to hold over the necessary sum (2000 deutsch° marks) in case we want to disburse it in Germany. The editor, Melvyn Lasky, would be sympathetic to this idea & can no doubt make the necessary arrangements. As I said before, your commission will not be affected by this.

Yours sincerely
Eric Blair

P.S. On the photostats I made two more slight alterations on pp. 130, 134.3









3664. Ruth Graves to Orwell

23 July 1949


Among the letters in Orwell’s possession at his death was one from Ruth Graves, whom he had known twenty years earlier, in Paris. She had, she said, read all his essays but had been prompted to write on hearing Animal Farm described on the radio by Christopher Morley as the ‘outstanding political satire of all time.’ She remembered the evenings in Paris when they took turns preparing Saturday dinner ‘and the hours of good talk later in my little cluttered place in Rue de la Grande Chaumière.’ She was looking forward to reading Nineteen Eighty-Four. Having heard that Orwell was seriously ill, she offered to get him anything that medical science could offer and, if there were difficulties in importing things into England, she would herself act as courier. She recalled Orwell’s aunt, Mrs. Adam, and another friend in common, Edith Morgan. Although she had returned to America in October 1939, she still did not feel at home. In conclusion, she said she treasured her memories of her time in Paris, ‘including the very good talk of a tall young man in a wide-brimmed pair of Breton hats,° who was as kind as he was keen of mind.’






3665. To Leonard Moore

24 July 1949     Typewritten

Cranham Lodge,
Cranham,
Gloucester.

Dear Moore,

Thank you for your letter of the 22nd.

With regard [to] this business of a Russian translation of “Animal Farm.” I should like to hear some more about the negotiations you have in hand, because there are two points that arise. In the first place, if you do fix up something with these people, it might save some time for them to use the translation already published in “Possev.” I know it must be a good translation, as it is by Gleb Struve, whom I know well. Secondly, the important thing is that if any Russian translation is published in book form, copies should get into the Soviet Zone. It is not much use publishing it for refugees only, especially as I don’t imagine there are many Russian-speakers among the Soviet D.Ps. The Possev people say they would know how to get quite a few copies across, and no doubt they do know, as they are actually in Germany. It is this that I am prepared to subsidise, up to a reasonable amount, for of course copies distributed in that manner wouldn’t be paid for. Could you find out whether the people you are dealing with have any ideas about distributing the book in the Soviet Zone? Possibly they and the Possev people might co-operate in this. Of course some discretion is needed. I don’t want the story of the Ukrainian translation repeated.1

Yours sincerely
Eric Blair









3666. To Jack Common

27 July 1949     Handwritten

Cranham Lodge,
Cranham,
Gloucester.

Dear Jack,1

Herewith cheque for £50—reply if when° you can, no hurry.

This place is a sanatorium. I’ve been under treatment for TB for the better part of 2 years, all of this year here, & half of last year in a hospital near Glasgow. Of course I’ve had it coming to me all my life. The only real treatment, it seems, is rest, so I’ve got to do damn-all, including not trying to work for a long time, possibly as long as a year or two, though I trust it won’t be quite as bad as that. It’s an awful bore, but I am obeying orders, as I do want to stay alive at least 10 years, I’ve got such a lot of work to do besides Richard to look after.

Richard is now 5 & very big & strong. He’s been spending the summer here, so that I can see him every week, & going to kindergarten school, but shortly he’s going back home so that he can start attending the village school in the winter term. We’ve lived since 1946 in Jura, but I’m afraid I personally shall only be able to spend the summers there from now on, because it’s too remote & inconvenient in the winter for a semi-invalid. I suppose Richard, too, will have to start going to school on the mainland before long, as you can imagine what a village school in the Hebrides is like. So I shall probably have to have some sort of establishment in London or Edinburgh or somewhere—however, I can’t make plans till I know when I shall be on my feet again.

I’m glad to hear you’ve been so philoprogenitive, or at any rate, progenitive. I haven’t ever remarried, though I sometimes think I would if I could get some of my health back.2 Richard Rees spends part of each year with us in Jura as he is sort of partner with the chap who farms the croft our house is on. Otherwise he is more & more wrapped up in painting.3

All the best
Eric









3667. To Gleb Struve

27 July 19491     Typewritten

Cranham Lodge,
Cranham,
Gloucester.

Dear Struve,

Thanks so much for your letter. The Possev people sent me a complete file of the paper containing your translation of Animal Farm. They now want to bring out an edition in book form to distribute in the Soviet Zone. This of course would cost money as the copies so distributed wouldn’t be paid for. Meanwhile my agent tells me that he was already in negotiation with some other Russian publisher to bring out a translation. It’s all in the air as yet, but I’ve suggested that if he does close with this other publisher your translation should be used, as it would save time and I know the translation would be a good one. In that case I suppose you would be paid something—but, as I say, nothing is settled yet. But at any rate I shall see to it that the book appears in book form, even if I have to finance it myself.

Warburg decided against publishing “We.” I then wrote and told Gollancz about it and suggested that he should get hold of the MS, which he said he would—with what result, I don’t know.

I am so glad you are going to enlarge your book on Soviet literature.2 I shall take care to get hold of the new edition when it comes out. I am somewhat better, but I am afraid I am likely to be in bed and unable to work for a long time to come. Rest seems to be the only cure.3

Yours sincerely
Geo. Orwell









3668. To Leonard Moore

28 July 1949     Handwritten

Cranham Lodge,
Cranham,
Gloucester.

Dear Moore,

Herewith the Japanese contracts,1 duly signed.

I have heard from the F.O.,2 who of course won’t help to finance the Russian translation of A.F. However, they confirm that the “Possev” people are well known to them & are reliable. So we can use them for helping to distribute a Russian edition of A.F., or at need for printing it. Would you arrange with Laskey° of “Der Monat” to hold over some marks in case they are needed for this purpose. And could you keep in touch with “Possev’s” English representative (Mr. Lahr,3 is it not?) & keep him posted as to what is happening. It is important to get this book distributed in one way or another, even if it does cost a bit.

Yours sincerely
Eric Blair









3669. To Sir Richard Rees

28 July 1949     Handwritten

Cranham Lodge,
Cranham,
Gloucester.

Dear Richard,

Thanks so much for your letter, with cutting. Do you think you could get your Mr Roberts to make me a bookcase, same dimensions as yours but 5’ feet° wide, if he can manage it. If, as I assume, it will be of white wood, I suppose it should be stained or painted, I don’t much mind which, except that if painted I think off-white is the best colour. I’d be much obliged if you could get him to do this & send it up to Barnhill.

I think you’ll find at Barnhill one novel by Charles Williams, called “The Place of the Lion”1 or something like that (published by Gollancz.) He’s quite unreadable, one of those writers who just go on & on & have no idea of selecting. I think Eliot’s approval of him must be purely sectarian (Anglo-Catholic). It wouldn’t surprise me to learn that Eliot approves of C. S. Lewis as well. The more I see the more I doubt whether people ever really make aesthetic judgements at all. Everything is judged on political grounds which are then given an aesthetic disguise. When, for instance, Eliot can’t see anything good in Shelley or anything bad in Kipling, the real underlying reason must be that the one is a radical & the other a conservative, of sorts. Yet evidently one does have aesthetic reactions, especially as a lot of art & even literature is politically neutral, & also certain unmistakeable standards do exist, e.g. Homer is better than Edgar Wallace. Perhaps the way we should put it is: the more one is aware of political bias the more one can be independent of it, & the more one claims to be impartial the more one is biassed.

“1984” has had good reviews in the USA, such as I have seen of them, but of course also some very shame-making publicity. You’ll be glad to hear “Animal Farm” has been translated into Russian at last, in a D.P. paper in Frankfurt. I’m trying to arrange for it to be done in book form.

Yours
Eric2









3670. To Leonard Moore

30 July 1949     Handwritten

Cranham Lodge,
Cranham,
Gloucester.

Dear Moore,

Many thanks for your letters & the book.

Naturally I have no objection to a stage version of “1984” being made, though I should not have thought it lent itself to stage treatment. On the other hand I should think it ought to be filmable.1 Of course I must see the script when & if it is made, but could you make it clear that I can’t collaborate or help in any way, in case that should arise.

With ref. to the translation of A.F. All my books are at Barnhill. I think at present I have copies of translations in about 10 languages, but in some case° I may have only one copy. My friend Richard Rees is going up to Barnhill in about a week, & I’ll get him to look & see what translations I have. Where I have only one copy I can’t let it go. But in some cases you may have a spare copy.

Yours sincerely
Eric Blair









3671. To Leonard Moore

4 August 1949     Handwritten

Cranham Lodge,
Cranham,
Gloucester.

Dear Moore,

Thanks for your letter. I am writing to Mr Sheldon.1 I shouldn’t have thought it was worth his coming to see me, as I can’t really help with the adaptation, but of course he can if he wants to. I don’t know how these things are done, but I suppose you can fix it so that the adaptation, if finally accepted for the stage, is one that I approve. Or does one have to sell the thing outright?

Could you please deal with Knopf & tell them I can’t write anything about that book.2 I refuse to write blurbs in any case, but at present the state of my health is a quite sufficient excuse.

Yours sincerely
Eric Blair









3672. To Fredric Warburg

4 August 1949     Handwritten

Cranham Lodge,
Cranham,
Gloucester.

Dear Fred,

Thanks so much for your letter. I’m glad you had a good holiday. I am so-so—I have been rather poorly with a touch of pleurisy the last few days, but better on the whole. Richard is going back to Jura on the 15th, as the village school to which he is going next term will be re-opening about the end of the month. I have put him down for Westminster, but as he wouldn’t in any case go there till 1957 it is a very tentative arrangement. I hope Michael1 caught some fish even if there weren’t any trout.

Love to all
George









3673. McIntosh and Otis, Inc. to Dwight Macdonald

10 August 1949


Orwell’s U.S. agents for publishing his work in journals wrote to Dwight Macdonald, editor of Politics, on 10 August to say that they had been instructed by Orwell to send him $3.00 for a subscription to Politics and $1.35 for a book. At Orwell’s request, they asked for an invoice for outstanding money due for expenses incurred on his behalf.






3674. To Tosco Fyvel

11 August 1949     Handwritten

Cranham Lodge,
Cranham,
Gloucester.

Dear Tosco,

It was so awfully kind of you & Mary to send me those wonderful crystallised fruits, which must be very difficult to get hold of nowadays, in fact I hardly knew such things still existed. I was very sorry indeed to put you all off last Sat. & I hope I did not throw your arrangements out too much by doing so. I had what they call a “flare-up,” meaning a sudden burst of high temperatures etc. It doesn’t usually last very long but it is very unpleasant & of course I am barely human while it is happening.

Richard is going back to Jura at the end of this week, as he is going to start attending the village school & the term starts at the end of this month. I think he has profited by going to the kindergarten though I can’t discover very much in the way of booklearning that he has acquired. Tentatively I have put him down for Westminster, but he wouldn’t be going there till 1957 & god knows what may have happened by that time.

I can’t write any more, it’s absurd but it tires me even to write a letter. Please give everyone my love & thanks so much again.

Yours
George




3675. To Leonard Moore

12 August 1949     Handwritten

Cranham Lodge,
Cranham,
Gloucester.

Dear Moore,

The Japanese contracts are herewith. I am sorry that on one of them, not noticing it was made out “Eric Blair” I started to initial it “G.O.”, but I presume the crossing-out doesn’t matter.

As to the translations of “A. F.” I have more than one copy of the following:


German

Portuguese

Danish

Dutch

Ukrainian

Polish

Persian.1



I also have copies of Italian, French, Swedish & Norwegian, but only 1 each. I think translations are also being made in Spanish, Japanese, Korean, modern Hebrew & several Indian languages, but I haven’t seen copies & doubtless shan’t in some cases. I think the Spanish one must have appeared as I saw a review2 of it.

Possibly in some of the cases where I have only 1 copy you have a duplicate, or could get one?

I have written to the “Possev” people telling them to go ahead & that you are getting in touch with Mr Lew Rahr. I made further enquiries about them & evidently they are all right.

Yours sincerely
Eric Blair









3676. To Leonard Moore

16 August 1949     Handwritten

Cranham Lodge,
Cranham,
Gloucester.

Dear Moore,

Thank you for your letter. I enclose the Swiss contract duly signed.1 I will see that copies of the other translations of “A.F.” are sent on to you from Jura. I don’t know what arrangements if any you have made about a French translation of “1984” but possibly the people whose letter I enclose2 may be of use. At any rate perhaps you could give them an answer.

Yours sincerely
Eric Blair









3677. To Leonard Moore

22 August 1949     Handwritten

Cranham Lodge,
Cranham,
Gloucester.

Dear Moore,

I wonder if you could deal with the enclosed.1 (Sheldon, you will notice, refers to “Mr John Smith,”2 but I suppose this is your representative in the USA.) What Sheldon says in the passage I have marked is reasonable. It would put him in an intolerable position if I had to approve all last-minute changes suggested for producers etc. I would be satisfied if I could see & approve the first draft, provided that it is agreed that the general tendency of the adaptation is not radically altered thereafter. I suppose this can be written into the contract somehow, & perhaps you could make clear to him that I am not just trying to make trouble. What I was afraid of was that the meaning of the book might be seriously deformed, more than is unavoidable in any stage adaptation of a novel, but from the letter he wrote me recently3 I don’t think he intends doing this.

Yours sincerely
Eric Blair

P.S. I haven’t signed these contracts, but will do so if you think that they cover my position sufficiently as they stand.









3678. To Fredric Warburg

22 August 1949     Handwritten

Cranham Lodge,
Cranham,
Gloucester.

Dear Fred,

Could you please send one copy each of “Burmese Days” & “Coming Up for Air” to Sonia Brownell, care of “Horizon”.

I have Morland coming to see me again this evening. On & off I have been feeling absolutely ghastly. It comes & goes, but I have periodical bouts of high temperatures etc. I will tell you what Morland says. Richard has just gone back to Jura & is going to the village school for the winter term. Beyond that I can’t make plans for the moment. I have put him down for Westminster, but he wouldn’t be going there till 1957, heavens° knows what may have happened by then. As I warned you I might do, I intend getting married again (to Sonia) when I am once again in the land of the living, if I ever am. I suppose everyone will be horrified, but apart from other considerations I really think I should stay alive longer if I were married.

I have sketched out the book of essays I would like to publish next year, but I want it to include two long new essays, on Joseph Conrad and George Gissing, & of course I can’t touch those till I am definitively better.

Love to all
George


An extract of Warburg’s reply on 23 August, made in his office, states: ‘As regards the rest of your letter, I am sending a copy of BURMESE DAYS and COMING UP FOR AIR to Sonia, as requested. As for the book of essays, if it is necessary to wait for new essays by yourself on Conrad and Gissing it hardly seems likely that the book can be published in 1950. Whether the book could be published without these essays, you know better than I, but it would be a good idea, when things are a little easier with you, if you would let me have a list of essays already complete and ready for inclusion in the volume—perhaps with the number of words in each contribution.’






3679. To Fredric Warburg

24 August 1949     Handwritten

Cranham Lodge,
Cranham,
Gloucester.

Dear Fred,

Thanks so much for your letter & good wishes. I arranged with Moreland° to come to his London hospital for a month or two, but haven’t fixed a date yet—I suppose in 2–3 weeks. I don’t know if there is really any other treatment they can try on me, but both he & the people here seem to think that a change would do me good.

As to the proposed book of essays. Apart from those on Conrad and Gissing, which I intend to be long essays, perhaps 15,000 words the two combined, I propose reprinting the following:

“Lear, Tolstoy & the Fool” (Polemic 1947) about 6,000

“Politics vs. Literature” (on Swift) (Polemic 19471) about 6,000

“Reflections on Gandhi” (Partisan Review 1949) about 3000

“Politics & the English Language” (Horizon 1946) about 6000

“Shooting an Elephant” (New Writing 1936) about 3000

“How the Poor Die” (Now 19452) about 3000


It needs the two new essays, which in any case I want to write, when I can.



Love to all
George


Warburg replied on 26 August, thanking Orwell for the good news that he hoped soon to come to London; he hoped that Orwell would not be left ‘to drag along down in Cranham any longer than need be.’ He was sure the change would do Orwell good and things would improve when he was ‘firmly established in University College Hospital.’ Orwell’s proposals for the book of essays would be borne in mind, ‘but obviously there is nothing to be done until you have got well enough to tackle the last two contributions.’







3680. To David Astor

25 August 1949     Handwritten

Cranham Lodge,
Cranham,
Gloucester.

Dear David,

I feel so ghastly I can’t write more than a scrawl to thank you for sending those two nice vases & the flowers. Some beautiful gladioli & scabius° arrived from Stroud, I suppose ordered by you. You shouldn’t really, but it’s nice having them.

I have these ghastly temps, every day, sometimes up to 103. Moreland° nevertheless thinks I am not doing badly & says he doesn’t notice any deterioration in me between his two visits. He wants me to move to his own hospital, University College Hospital. It’s doubtful whether there’s any other treatment they can try on me, but he thinks, & the people here seem to agree, that a change might do me good. So I shall probably be moving there soon—don’t know when, in two weeks perhaps.

I can’t write more, I’m really quite shaky, as you can see from my handwriting perhaps.1

Yours
George









3681. Catherine Karot to Orwell

25 August 1949


Among Orwell’s papers is a letter from Catherine Karot in Paris; she had heard that Orwell was soon leaving Cranham and, assuming his health was improving, suggested he recuperate in a small village in Haute-Savoie, France, near Chamonix, Assy sur Pasq. This, she said, had an excellent climate, a sanatorium, and small chalets which could be rented inexpensively and one was independent of the sanatorium. She offered to send Orwell a prospectus. In a postscript she asked him what he thought of ‘l’affaire Toulaëff,’ which he had evidently had sent to him to read. He was asked not to return it to Francesca Wilson1 (who had left London) but to her, in Paris. Did not Orwell, she asked, think it ought to be translated into English.






3681A. Arthur Koestler to Orwell, 26 August 1949: see here




3682. Allan Dowling to Orwell

27 August 1949


Allan Dowling had helped finance Partisan Review and was on its editorial board. He wrote from Monaco to advise Orwell that he was sending him a cheque; it was the first Partisan Review Annual Award. He had hoped to come to England before returning to New York in order to hand it to him personally, but would not now be able to do that. If Orwell wished the award to be given in any other manner, ‘for tax reasons or any other.’ that could be arranged. This award to Orwell ‘lifts the magazine above the level of a coterie,’ he said, which, in his view, had always been ‘the most serious charge leveled against it.’






3683. To Leonard Moore

30 August 1949     Typewritten1

Cranham Lodge,
Cranham,
Gloucester.

Dear Moore,

I am leaving here for a London hospital on 3rd September, and my address as from then will be, The Private Wing, University College Hospital Gower Street, W.C.1.2

I enclose three copies of the Telegu translation of ANIMAL FARM. You could, perhaps, send one copy to those people in America. There is, of course, no question of our receiving any money for a translation of this type.

William Empson3 in China has asked for a copy of 1984. I think it might be wise to get two copies sent, one from London and one from New York. He already seems uncertain as to whether his letters are being opened, so could you ask both publishers not to enclose the usual card saying “Compliments of the Author”, as this might just conceivably be embarassing° to him.

When I am in London we can perhaps get this business of company formation sewn up, but I don’t think I shall be equal to long interviews or to anything more than signing the necessary documents. Meanwhile I seem to be running short of money. If there are any sums you are holding over until the company is formed you could, perhaps, pay something into my account. I think, incidentally, the New Yorker and Miss Otis both have some money of mine. I dare say those sums would do. At any rate I could do with a couple of hundred to go on with.

Did that lost essay on George Gissing ever turn up?4

I don’t know whether you have fixed anything about a French translation of 1984, but if nobody else bites,5 Arthur Koestler tells me that Calmann-Levy, whose previous letter I sent to you,6 are very enterprising and sold 400,000 copies of DARKNESS AT NOON.

Yours sincerely,

[Signed] Geo. Orwell

George Orwell

P.S. Empson’s address is: 11, Tung Kao Fang, Near Peking National University, Peiping 9, China.




3684. To Sir Richard Rees

30 August 1949     Typewritten

Cranham Lodge,
Cranham,
Gloucester.

Dear Richard,

I am removing to a London hospital on September 3rd, and my address will be: Private Wing, University College Hospital, Gower Street, London, W.C.1. This is Morland’s own hospital and the idea is that I shall go there probably for about two months. I don’t think you need fear my having too many visitors—in fact it may be easier to keep them off in London where people don’t have to come for the whole day.

Of course its° perfectly O.K. about the old Austin. Anything you can get for her should go towards the jeep. As to the motor boat it seems to me that it would be a good idea to leave her in the boat-yard at Ardrishaig for the winter unless they need her at Barnhill. I suppose you can do that with boats like leaving a car in a garage, and then next year it would be in good order when we picked it up.

I am going to send on the remaining books I have here. Could you be kind enough to see that the magazines etc., go in the right place. There are various bundles of papers which I have asked Avril to put in my desk upstairs.

I hope the harvest is going O.K. Avril told me she had started, or was starting another pig. If nothing has been decided yet you might suggest to Avril to think seriously about a sow which I am very in favour of, and would willingly pay the initial costs of. The only difficulty is about getting her to a hog once a year. I suppose one would buy a gravid sow in the Autumn to litter about March, but one would have to make very sure that she really was in pig the first time.

Do make Bill go to the dentist. It is nonsense to put it off when they can come across in the boat and go to Lochgilphead. He was already having trouble with that tooth when I came away in January, and at the last moment refused to go to Glasgow.

Love to all,1
Eric





3684A. To Arthur Koestler, 1 September 1949: see here




3685. For Freedom in Spain

Tribune, 2 September 1949


A committee for the help and protection of Spanish democrats has been founded on the initiative of the “Fédération Espagnole des Déportés et Internés Politiques”. The sole object of this committee is to help the victims of an historical injustice, which is perpetuated through the complicity or silence of those who have the possibility to end it.

The men who compose this committee feel that they have the duty to limit, as far as is possible, the effects of this injustice. Being unable as yet, to re-establish freedom in Spain, they want, at least, to preserve Spanish lives in order to assure the future of this freedom. This is not a political question, but one of the solidarity of free men. The committee calls on these free men, whatever their viewpoint may be, to join in, so that an international force may be created which will help to preserve as much as possible of that Spain in exile or in the prisons, which is, for us, the real Spain.1

Albert CAMUS, J. P. SARTRE, André GIDE, François MAURIAC,

Rémy ROURE, René CHAR, Ignacio SILONE, Carlo LEVI,

Georges ALTMAN, Claude BOUET,2 André BRETON, George ORWELL,

Pablo CASALS, Fernand DEHOUSSE, Jef LAST,

Henriette ROLAND-HOLST,3 C. SCHILT,4 and L. de BROUCKERE.

51, Rue de Boulainvilliers, Paris, XVI.5






3686. To David Astor

5 September 1949     Handwritten

U.C.H.1

Dear David,

Thanks ever so for sending those beautiful crysanths° & the box of peaches that actually met me on my arrival here. I feel ghastly & can’t write much, but we had a wonderful journey down yesterday in the most ritzy ambulance you can imagine. This beastly fever never seems to go away but is better some days than others, & I really quite enjoyed the drive down.2

What a bastard that doctor3 must have been. It seems that there’s a regular tradition of with holding° anaesthetics & analgesics & that it is particularly bad in England. I know Americans are often astonished by the tortures people are made to go through here.

I hope you’re feeling better & that soon you will be able to meet Sonia. Morland says I mustn’t see people much, but here in London it’s easier for people to just look in for half an hour, which they hardly can at Cranham. Sonia lives only a few minutes away from here. She thinks we might as well get married while I am still an invalid, because it would give her a better status to look after me especially if, eg., I went somewhere abroad after leaving here. It’s an idea, but I think I should have to feel a little less ghastly than at present before I could even face a registrar for 10 minutes. I am much encouraged by none of my friends or relatives seeming to disapprove of my remarrying, in spite of this disease. I had had an uneasy feeling that “they” would converge from all directions & stop me, but it hasn’t happened.4 Morland, the doctor, is very much in favour of it.

I remember visiting you when you had the sinus but I didn’t know it was this hospital. It seems very comfortable & easy-going here. Can’t write more.

Yours
George









3687. University College Hospital Routine


The following is the entry Orwell made in his last Literary Notebook about the daily routine at the hospital. It also gives a description of his room.1


Daily Routine at University College Hospital (Private Wing)

7–7.30 am. Temperature taken. Routine question: “How did you sleep?”

7.30–8. Blanket bath. Bed made. Shaving water. “Back” rubbed.

8.45. (about) Breakfast. Newspaper arrives. 9.30. (about) Wing sister arrives with mail.

10. Temperature taken.

10.30. (at present) my bed is “tipped”. Ward maid comes to sweep room.

11. (about) Orderly arrives to dust.

12.30. Bed taken down.

12.45. pm. Lunch.

2. Temperature taken

2.30. Bed “tipped.”

3.30. Bed taken down.

3.45. Tea.

5. Temperature taken.

5.30. (about) am washed as far as waist. “Back” rubbed.

6.45. Dinner.

10. Temperature taken; a drink of some sort.

10.30. (about) Bed “tipped” & light put out shortly after.

No fixed hour for visits of doctor. No routine daily visit.

Room has: washbasin, cupboard, bedside locker, bed table, chest of drawers, wardrobe, 2 mirrors, wireless (knobs beside bed), electric fire, radiator, armchair & 1 other chair, bedside lamp & 2 other lamps, telephone. Fees 15 guineas a week, plus extra fee for doctor, but apparently including special medicines. Does not include telephone or wireless. (Charge for wireless 3/6 a week.)








3688. C.E.M. Joad to Orwell

8 September 1949


C. E. M. Joad (1891–1953), head of the Department of Psychology and Philosophy, Birkbeck College, University of London, and a prominent figure in the popular BBC radio programme ‘The Brains Trust,’ wrote to Orwell from Paris to congratulate him on Nineteen Eighty-Four. It was, he said, ‘terrifying and very subtle.’ It had, he continued, upset him more than anything he had read since Brave New World in the early 1930s. He had tried in an amateurish way to write that sort of thing himself in his book Decadence (London, 1948; New York, 1949; see 3372, n. 2), ‘but it was only for one chapter.’ Joad said he could not understand why, after Winston’s confession, didn’t they ‘let the rats eat his face?’ It was surely not a mark of O’Brien’s affection that he had been spared.

No reply has been traced, but on 16 September Joad wrote a brief note to Orwell to say how very sorry he was to learn that he was ill, and sent best wishes for his rapid recovery.

Joad broadcast for Orwell in the BBC’s Eastern Service; see 1469. For Orwell on ‘The Brains Trust,’ see 2490.






3689. To Leonard Moore

[7] September 19491     Handwritten postcard

U. C. Hospital

Dear Moore,

I think I forgot to say in my last letter that I have no objection to the 25¢ edition2 of “1984” provided that Harcourt Brace think it a good idea.

Yours sincerely
Eric Blair









3690. Franz Borkenau to Orwell

14 September 1949


Borkenau had been reminded of Orwell by a visit from Ruth Fischer (see 3603, n. 1). She told him he was ill. At about the same time he had managed to obtain a copy of Nineteen Eighty-Four for a few days. Whereas he thought Orwell in Animal Farm had handled the Aesopian fable brilliantly, he queried the sociological interpretation, particularly what he took to be the ‘return to capitalism.’ Nineteen Eighty-Four was immeasurably more powerful: ‘I felt that behind every detail there was a bulk of correct analysis and at the same time such an evocation of horror that it makes one doubt the value of living at this period. The problem for all of us is of course that the horrors of the totalitarian regime are such that they defy both scholarly analysis and artistic creation.… Yours is the only book which seems to me to convey fully what a totalitarian regime means in terms of the individuals living under it.’

The bearer of the letter was ‘an unusually alert and serious young German university student,’ Miss Edith Schmidt, a Sudeten refugee. Borkenau felt that if Orwell was well enough, he would enjoy meeting her, especially for what she could tell of the totalitarian regime in Czechoslovakia.






3691. To Philip Rahv

17 September 1949     Handwritten

Room 65
Private Wing
University College Hospital
Gower Street
London WC. 1

Dear Philip Rahv,

About two weeks ago Alan° Dowling wrote to me from France,1 informing me that I had been selected for P.R’s literary award & forwarding a cheque for 1000 dollars, signed by you. I wrote to him then, & would have written to you earlier if it were not that I have been so beastly ill that writing letters is still something of an effort. I really do feel very deeply honoured, & only wish I could repay you a little by sometimes writing for P.R. again. As it is I am quite incapable of doing any work, even if the doctors would allow me to, & in fact I have hardly set pen to paper since last December. This beastly disease (T.B.) works very slowly, & though I am supposed to be getting on fairly well it is possible that I shall be incapacitated for the better part of another year.

I must also thank you for your very long & kind review of “1984” in P.R. I expect you will forgive me for not writing a better letter. At any rate, very many thanks again.2

Yours sincerely
George Orwell









3692. To Sir Richard Rees

17 September 1949     Handwritten

Room 65
Private Wing
U.C. Hospital
Gower St.    WC. 1

Dear Richard,

Thanks so much for seeing about the boat & for re-arranging my books. I suppose by the way they’ll send on the bill for the bookcases to you—if so, forward it to me, won’t you.°

It’s all right about the literary executorship. You & Sonia wouldn’t quarrel about anything. Some time I’ll have to make another will, & then I’ll regularise it.

I am getting on quite well & have felt distinctly better since being here. The only new treatment they have done to me is to make me lie all night & part of the day with my feet higher than my head. Sonia comes & sees me for an hour every day & otherwise I am allowed one visitor for 20 minutes. Sonia thinks that when I am a little better it would be a good idea for us to get married while I am still in hospital, which would make it easier for her to accompany me wherever I have to go afterwards. Someone, I think Fred Warburg, told the press about this & there was some rather nasty publicity.1

I’m afraid I haven’t a copy of Trilling’s review of “1984.”2 The only copy I had was among some press cuttings I sent up to Barnhill. I’ve just had back that picture that went to be restored.3 He’s made a beautiful job of it, & it is almost like a new picture. Apparently they can lift a picture right off & stick it onto a new piece of canvas. I have another old picture which I thought was past praying for, as the canvas is sort of moth eaten, but perhaps this chap could do something with it. He also put the picture in a quite nice new frame, & only charged 12 guineas for the whole job.

Things seem to be going O.K. at Barnhill. R. evidently hasn’t started going to school yet, as Mrs Angus4 was ill. He sent me a “letter” which showed that he knows at any rate 12 letters of the alphabet. Unless I am out of England by then, I will have him down for the Xmas holidays, & then he can start getting to know Sonia a bit better. I do not think there need be any complications about his upbringing. We have agreed that if I should die in the near future, even if I were already married, Avril shall be his guardian. Beyond that I can’t make plans at present.

Yours
Eric









3693. Announcement of Orwell’s Engagement to Sonia Brownell

The Star and Daily Mail, 17 September 1949


‘Star Man’s Diary’ for 17 September reported:


A specialist’s verdict will decide whether fair-haired Miss Sonia Brownell,1 engaged to novelist George Orwell, will have a bedside wedding in hospital.

Mr Orwell who has been ill for two years is now in University College Hospital.

He is expected to be there for at least another three months but Miss Brownell told me today: “If the doctors say he is well enough we shall be married within the next few weeks.”

Blue-eyed 30-year-old Miss Brownell, assistant editor of the literary magazine “Horizon,” became engaged to Mr Orwell some two months ago but their engagement was not disclosed until today.

They have known each other for five years.

In her Bedford-square office today Miss Brownell, in a white lace-work blouse and grey flannel skirt, was wearing her Italian engagement ring of ornamental design with rubies, diamonds and an emerald.

She chose it herself because she thought it pretty.

Her hope is that her husband-to-be—his real name is Eric Blair—will be well enough to leave hospital so that they can go abroad early in the new year.

The Daily Mail story referred to Orwell as the ‘brilliant satirical novelist whose last book, “Nineteen Eighty-Four,” was highly praised by British critics and banned in Eire.’

A brief review of Orwell’s life was given, and the statement by an American critic that Nineteen Eighty-Four was as ‘timely as the label on a bottle of poison.’ It was said, the story added, that the book had sold 750,000 copies.



The Mail reported that Orwell’s bride-to-be, who ‘met the 45-year-old novelist about five years ago,’ had said they would marry when he was well enough to leave hospital; friends, however, believed ‘there may be a hospital wedding soon, as he is not expected to recover for some time.’ In addition to describing Sonia Brownell as assistant editor of Horizon, the story added: ‘In 1936 she was the only survivor of a canoeing tragedy at Neuchatel, Switzerland. A girl and two youths were drowned. Miss Brownell swam ashore.’

The death of Eileen, Orwell’s wife, in 1945 was mentioned and that their adopted son, Richard, lived with Orwell and his sister ‘in their remote home on Jura Island.’






3694. To Julian Symons

[c. 19 September 1949]1     Handwritten

Room 65
Private Wing
U.C. Hospital
Gower St.    WC.1

Dear Julian,

Thanks so much for your letter. I’ve been here a fortnight & was meaning to write or ring up, but till a day or two ago I was not supposed to have visitors. I was really ghastly ill for some months. Now I’m slightly better, but it’s a very slow business & lord knows when I shall be able to get up or work again. As you saw from those nasty pars in the newspapers, Sonia & I contemplated getting married while I am still an invalid, among other things because it would make it easier for her to come & look after me wherever I go after leaving here.

Do come & see me some time. I’m supposed to have only 1 visitor a day for 20 minutes (of course it stretches itself out a bit) so2 it’s not worth making a special expedition. Perhaps you could ring up & arrange a day that suited you. If you ring up the hospital they’ll put you through to my room. In the evening, any time after 5, is the best time to come. I’d like very much to see the biography of your brother if you’ll bring it along.3

I can sympathise with you trying to write in a flat with a small child.4 If you don’t find a suitable place in Essex you might try Hertfordshire. It’s a very attractive county in places, very agricultural. I should say Gollancz is talking rot about having to produce your novel under another name. I suppose it might be true if you were Peter Cheyney or James Hadley Chase.5

Richard was staying near me for the summer (at the anarchist colony at Whiteway) & has now gone back to Jura. He is attending the village school, which I think he will enjoy. He is getting enormous & is extremely active, though still a bit backward in talking. He loves farming & boats, & even last year he helped with the farm work to the extent of being quite useful. I shan’t influence him if I can help it, but if he does grow up to be a farmer, a sailor, a civil engineer or something useful of that description I should be very pleased.6

What do you think of devaluation?7 I imagine they had to do it sooner or later, but I wasn’t expecting it till after the election.

Please remember me to your wife.

Yours
George









3695. To Melvin Lasky

21 September 1949     Copy (from typed original?)1

The Private Wing,
University College Hospital,
Gower Street,
London, W.C. 1

Dear Mr. Lasky,

Many thanks for your letter of the 13th.2 I think Leonard Moore hasn’t made my meaning quite clear about the marks. The position is this. A Russian D.P. paper in Limburg called POSSEV has recently serialised ANIMAL FARM in a Russian translation, and are now printing an edition in book form. I have to finance this myself, and in order to avoid the fuss about changing pounds into marks I told Moore to ask you to pay the required amount directly to the POSSEV people in marks and the balance to me in pounds. So far as I remember you agreed to pay me £250.0.0. for the serialisation of “1984”, and I believe the printing of ANIMAL FARM is to cost the equivalent of £155.0.03 This will therefore leave a considerable balance which I do not want changed into marks. I imagine that you already know the POSSEV people. I know that they are politically OK and the translation is probably a good one. So this venture obviously deserves encouragement.4

Thank you very much for sending me DER MONAT each month. The above address will find me for a month or two.

Yours sincerely,

[Signed] Geo. Orwell

George Orwell









3695A. Arthur Koestler to Orwell, 24 September 1949: see here




3696. Condensed Book Version of Nineteen Eighty-Four

October 1949


The Reader’s Digest condensed book for October 1949 was Nineteen Eighty-Four. It was preceded by this statement:

‘Most reviewers of this powerful book have given particular attention to Part One, the story of everyday life in the “Oceania” of 1984. Due to space limitations, only this first section (of the three which comprise the novel) is here condensed. Readers generally have found the remainder of the book of equal interest.’

Part One, pages 3 to 107 of CW, IX, comprises about 33,000 words; the Reader’s Digest condensation runs to approximately 12,500 words.






3696A. To Mona Harrofs McElfresh, 2 October 1949: see here




3697. To Leonard Moore

2 October 1949     Handwritten

Room 65
Private Wing
U.C. Hospital

Dear Moore,

Please settle this,1 would you?

Yours sincerely
Eric Blair









3698. John Dos Passos to Orwell

8 October 1949


John Dos Passos (1896–1970), American author, best known for his innovative trilogy U.S.A. (1937) and social historian, wrote to Orwell to tell him ‘1984 is a wonderful job. I read it with such cold shivers as I haven’t had since as a child I read Swift about the Yahoos. Had nightmares all the next week about two way television. I certainly have to hand it to you. … Please accept my most sincere plaudits and bouquets.’ He hoped Orwell’s health was improving and asked him to let him know if he came to the United States.






3699. Dwight Macdonald to Orwell

10 October 1949


At the head of a circular announcing that the publication of Politics was to be suspended for reasons ‘partly financial, partly personal,’ Macdonald wrote, ‘Dear George—Congratulations on your marriage—and on “1984”! Dwight.’






3700. To Leonard Moore

11 October 1949     Handwritten

Room 65
Private Wing
U. C. Hospital

Dear Moore,

I wonder if you could deal with the enclosed letters.1

I am still very weak & ill, but I think better on the whole. I am getting married very unobtrusively this week. It will probably be a long time before I can get out of bed, but if I am equal to travelling by the end of the year the doctor suggests that I should spend the worst of the winter abroad, probably in France. They will no doubt allow me some currency,2 but probably not enough & I want to wangle some more francs if possible. If I have any francs due to me (eg. from the French translation of “1984”), do you think you could arrange for them to remain in France, after deducting your commission.

Yours sincerely
Eric Blair









3701. To Roger Senhouse

12 October 1949     Handwritten

U. C. Hospital

Dear Roger,

Here is that elucidation of a passage in “1984” that the Danish translator wanted.

Yours
George

The passage on p. 170 (English edition)1 beginning “Items one comma five comma” could be rendered in standard English as follows:—

Items one, five & seven are fully approved. The suggestion contained in item six is ridiculous in the extreme & almost amounts to political deviation. Cancel it. Do not proceed with construction (ie. building) before getting fuller estimates of the cost of machinery & other overhead expenses. This is the end of the message.









3702. Marriage to Sonia Brownell

13 October 1949


George Orwell and Sonia Brownell were married in University College Hospital on 13 October 1949. David Astor had obtained a special licence for the marriage from the Archbishop of Canterbury (necessary if the place where the marriage was to be performed was not licensed for that purpose by the Church of England). The hospital chaplain, the Reverend W. H. Braine, officiated. As ‘The Londoner’s Diary’ reported (Evening Standard, 14 October 1949), ‘Only intimate friends were present. Mr. David Astor, editor of the Observer, gave away the bride.’ The witnesses were David Astor and Janetta Kee (née Woolley see 3212, n. 2), a friend of Sonia’s and wife of Robert Kee (1913–), author and broadcaster. Anthony Powell, Malcolm Muggeridge, and one of Orwell’s doctors were present. Orwell was forty-six and Sonia thirty-one. After the ceremony, David Astor was host to Sonia and a few friends at a wedding luncheon at the Ritz.






3703. John Braithwaite to Orwell

20 October 1949


Among Orwell’s papers at his death was a letter signed ‘Jock.’ This referred to times the writer and Orwell—as Eric Blair—shared in the Spanish civil war; it has been identified by Stafford Cottman (who was in the same section of the POUM) as being from John, or Jock, Braithwaite (or Branthwaite; see 378 and 399). Braithwaite was one of the signatories to Orwell’s letter of 24 September 1937 to The New Leader refuting F. A. Frankfort’s allegations in the Daily Worker (see 399). He also attended the Independent Labour Party’s summer school at Letch worth in 1937, at which Orwell, Cottman, and Douglas Moyle (see 3564) were present (see Crick, 347–48).

Evelyn Anderson, who worked on Tribune, had evidently told Orwell that the writer had called at the hospital, but because of the restrictions on visiting, he had been unable to see Orwell. Orwell wrote to him and this letter is a reply. Braithwaite tells of what he had done since leaving Spain. For a time he had stayed with Robert Smillie, the Scottish miners’ leader and grandfather of an ILP colleague, Bob Smillie, who had died in 1937 of appendicitis in a Spanish gaol to which he had been sent without cause (see Homage to Catalonia, CW, VI, 171, where Orwell describes how he was allowed to die ‘like a neglected animal’). Braithwaite had joined the army when war broke out, was at Dunkirk, and then became a member of the Parachute Regiment. He was temporarily in hospital as ‘mentally unsound,’ but recovered and was discharged with a pension. He improved so much that he told the authorities; they ignored this and actually increased his pension: ‘telling the truth proved insanity.’ He was now married and worked as a setter in a factory, which he disliked. He thought Russia was choosing Hitler’s methods: ‘bloodless victories, to start, and then he [they] will, like Hitler overstep the mark, and off we go again.’ He often thought of ‘that horrible little Russian in Spain. I think we saw enough of their methods.’ He asked if there was anything he could do for Orwell, anything that might help. He would be glad of a chance to visit him but didn’t want to stand in the way of ‘more important visitors.’

For another of Orwell’s visitors from his past, see 3590B, n. 15 in Appendix 14.






3704. Aldous Huxley to Orwell

21 October 1949


Orwell had arranged for a copy of Nineteen Eighty-Four to be sent to Aldous Huxley, whose failing eyesight meant it took him a long time to read it. He now wrote a long letter, in which he said ‘how fine and how profoundly important the book is’, and discussed his philosophy of the ultimate revolution, in a manner not dissimilar to his introduction to Brave New World Revisited (1954). The world’s rulers would discover that ‘infant conditioning and narco-hypnosis are more efficient, as instruments of government, than clubs and prisons, and that the lust for power can be just as completely satisfied by suggesting people into loving their servitude as by flogging and kicking them into obedience … the nightmare of Nineteen Eighty-Four is destined to modulate into the nightmare of a world having more resemblances to that which I imagined in Brave New World. The change will be brought about as a result of a felt need for increased efficiency.’






3705. To Tosco Fyvel

25 October 1949     Handwritten

Room 65
Private Wing
U. C. Hospital

Dear Tosco,

I have to write to you instead of Mary, because I can’t remember or find your Amersham address, so have to send this to Tribune. It was so awfully kind of you both to send me that beautiful box of crystallised fruits, & then on top of that for Mary to send me those packets of tea. Sonia asks me to thank you from her too.

I am getting on pretty well, but they evidently won’t let me out of bed for a long time to come. However, I enjoy my food very much more than I did, which makes a great difference. I hope you will come & see me again some time, & please convey my thanks to Mary. I tried to ring up Evelyn1 the other day to ask her to come & see me, but she was out.

Yours
George









3706. William Barrett to Orwell

4 November 1949


William Barrett, an associate editor of Partisan Review, wrote to ask Orwell if he could participate in a symposium, the deadline for which was 3 January 1950. Since contributors were limited to 1,500 words, it was hoped this would be within his strength.






3707. To Leonard Moore

4 November 1949     Typewritten for Orwell

Private Patients Wing,
University College Hospital,
Gower Street,    W.C.1.

Dear Moore,

Many thanks for your letter of the 2nd. I am glad that the Danish paper would like to serialise “The English People”.1 As for the photographs in “The Road to Wigan Pier”, I have no objection to their being reproduced, but I am not certain about the copyright. Gollanz° put them into the book without consulting me when I was in Spain.2 I have an idea that they have been reproduced at some time before. At any rate Gollanz° would know about the copyright.

I don’t know who is doing the translation of “1984” for Gallimard, but could you please ask them to make sure that the translator consults me if he is in difficulty, and particularly that he lets me know what he is going to do about the appendix. Obviously this couldn’t be translated into French so it would be necessary to put some kind of explanatory footnote early in the book.3

Yours sincerely,

[Signed] Eric Blair

Eric Blair









3708. To Robert Giroux

17 November 1949     Typewritten for Orwell

Private Patients Wing,
University College Hospital,
Gower Street,
London, W.C.I.

Dear Mr. Giroux,

Thank you very much for your letter and the poster for ANIMAL FARM.

It was nice to know the sales of 1984 have been so good.

Best wishes,

Yours sincerely,

[Signed] Geo. Orwell

George Orwell




3709. G. van der B. Lambley to Orwell

21 November 1949


Mr. Lambley wrote from Epping Garden Village, Vasco, Cape Province, South Africa. It was in reply to a letter Orwell had written him from the hospital, but it is not clear whether this was Cranham or University College Hospital; the latter is the more likely. From his letter, it would seem that Lambley had first written to Orwell to offer ‘a word of praise’ for Nineteen Eighty-Four. He had also planned to say what an impact Orwell’s other books had had on him and his wife, in particular The Road to Wigan Pier, Coming Up for Air, and Homage to Catalonia. He had not been in England since 1932, and had not fought in Spain, though he now wishes he had gone. In those days, he said, it was possible to do useful political activity in South Africa. It is almost certain this correspondence was initiated simply by someone wishing to praise and thank Orwell for his writings.






3710. Proposed Cuts to Nineteen Eighty-Four


On 22 November 1949, Leonard Moore sent Orwell a request from his representative in Buenos Aires for certain cuts to be made in Nineteen Eighty-Four. Editorial Kraft had completed the translation but feared that, published as it stood, it would be banned. It wished to omit about 140 lines. The representative explained that, although there was no censorship in Argentina, books were seized by the police on moral grounds. There was no appeal, and the publisher and author suffered the resulting loss. The passages Kraft wished to cut were ‘too realistic.’ There was no intention of ‘interfering with the ideas of the book,’ it was simply that ‘the Spanish language is cruder than the English.’ Nineteen Eighty-Four had a ‘basic philosophy … aimed directly against some of the most powerful movements of our time,’ and it would be regrettable if those who found such ideas ‘distasteful’ could procure the book’s withdrawal ‘on some quite irrelevant point of morality.’ The representative pointed out that ninety per cent of foreign publishers would have made such cuts without informing the author. This request arose, therefore, because Editorial Kraft was so conscientious.

The passages objected to are listed by page and line numbers from the first English edition. There has evidently been a one-line miscalculation for all but the first cut to be made here. The passages to be cut are set out below. Where it seems intended, the ensuing part-line is included even though its line number is not mentioned.



[68/34–9 and 69/1–19:] As soon as he touched her she seemed to wince and stiffen. To embrace her was like embracing a jointed wooden image. And what was strange was that even when she was clasping him against her he had the feeling that she was simultaneously pushing him away with all her strength. The rigidity of her muscles managed to convey that impression. She would lie there with shut eyes, neither resisting nor co-operating, but submitting. It was extraordinarily embarrassing, and, after a while, horrible. But even then he could have borne living with her if it had been agreed that they should remain celibate. But curiously enough it was Katharine who refused this. They must, she said, produce a child if they could. So the performance continued to happen, once a week quite regularly, whenever it was not impossible. She used even to remind him of it in the morning, as something which had to be done that evening and which must not be forgotten. She had two names for it. One was “making a baby”, and the other was “our duty to the Party”: (yes, she had actually used that phrase). Quite soon he grew to have a feeling of positive dread when the appointed day came round. But luckily no child appeared, and in the end she agreed to give up trying, and soon afterwards they parted.

[126/22–39:] Quickly, with an occasional crackle of twigs, they threaded their way back to the clearing. When they were once inside the ring of saplings she turned and faced him. They were both breathing fast, but the smile had re-appeared round the corners of her mouth. She stood looking at him for an instant, then felt at the zipper of her overalls. And, yes! it was almost as in his dream. Almost as swiftly as he had imagined it, she had torn her clothes off, and when she flung them aside it was with that same magnificent gesture by which a whole civilization seemed to be annihilated. Her body gleamed white in the sun. But for a moment he did not look at her body; his eyes were anchored by the freckled face with its faint, bold smile. He knelt down before her and took her hands in his.

“Have you done this before?”

“Of course. Hundreds of times—well, scores of times, anyway.”

“With Party members?”

[127/1–6:] “Yes, always with Party members.”

“With members of the Inner Party?”

“Not with those swine, no. But there’s plenty that would if they got half a chance. They’re not so holy as they make out.”

His heart leapt. Scores of times she had done it: he

[127/14:] weaken, to undermine! He pulled her down so that they were kneeling face to face.

[127/18:] “Yes, perfectly.”

“I hate purity, I hate goodness! I don’t want any

[127/23–5:] the bones.”

“You like doing this? I don’t mean simply me: I mean the thing in itself?”

“I adore it.”

[127/29–38:] the simple undifferentiated desire: that was the force that would tear the Party to pieces. He pressed her down upon the grass, among the fallen bluebells. This time there was no difficulty. Presently the rising and falling of their breasts slowed to normal speed, and in a sort of pleasant helplessness they fell apart. The sun seemed to have grown hotter. They were both sleepy. He reached out for the discarded overalls and pulled them partly over her. Almost immediately they fell asleep and slept for about half an hour.

Winston woke first. He sat up and watched the

[128/1–17:] freckled face, still peacefully asleep, pillowed on the on the1 palm of her hand. Except for her mouth, you could not call her beautiful. There was a line or two round the eyes, if you looked closely. The short dark hair was extraordinarily thick and soft. It occurred to him that he still did not know her surname or where she lived.

The young, strong body, now helpless in sleep, awoke in him a pitying, protecting feeling. But the mindless tenderness that he had felt under the hazel tree, while the thrush was singing, had not quite come back. He pulled the overalls aside and2 studied her smooth white flank. In the old days, he thought, a man looked at a girl’s body and saw that it was desirable, and that was the end of the story. But you could not have pure love or pure lust nowadays. No emotion was pure, because everything was mixed up with fear and hatred. Their embrace had been a battle, the

[128/24–6:] She became alert and business-like, put her clothes on, knotted the scarlet sash about her waist and began arranging the details of the journey home. It seemed

[129/18–20:] bloody? Give me a brush-down, would you. Have I got any twigs in my hair? Are you sure? Then good-bye, my love, good-bye!”

[134/6–18:] “I could have stood it if it hadn’t been for one thing,” he said. He told her about the frigid little ceremony that Katharine had forced him to go through on the same night every week. “She hated it, but nothing would make her stop doing it. She used to call it—but you’ll never guess.”

“Our duty to the Party,” said Julia promptly.

“How did you know that?”

“I’ve been at school too, dear. Sex talks once a month for the over-sixteens. And in the Youth Movement. They rub it into you for years. I dare say it works in a lot of cases. But of course you can never tell; people are such hypocrites.”

[137/3–37:] “Then why are you sorry you didn’t do it?”

“Only because I prefer a positive to a negative. In this game that we’re playing, we can’t win. Some kinds of failure are better than other kinds, that’s all.”

He felt her shoulders give a wriggle of dissent. She always contradicted him when he said anything of this kind. She would not accept it as a law of nature that the individual is always defeated. In a way she realized that she herself was doomed, that sooner or later the Thought Police would catch her and kill her, but with another part of her mind she believed that it was somehow possible to construct a secret world in which you could live as you chose. All you needed was luck and cunning and boldness. She did not understand that there was no such thing as happiness, that the only victory lay in the far future, long after you were dead, that from the moment of declaring war on the Party it was better to think of yourself as a corpse.

“We are the dead,” he said.

“We’re not dead yet,” said Julia prosaically.

“Not physically. Six months, a year—five years, conceivably. I am afraid of death. You are young, so presumably you’re more afraid of it than I am. Obviously we shall put it off as long as we can. But it makes very little difference. So long as human beings stay human, death and life are the same thing.”

“Oh, rubbish! Which would you sooner sleep with, me or a skeleton? Don’t you enjoy being alive? Don’t you like feeling: This is me, this is my hand, this is my leg, I’m real, I’m solid, I’m alive! Don’t you like this?”

She twisted herself round and pressed her bosom against him. He could feel her breasts, ripe yet firm, through her overalls. Her body seemed to be pouring some of its youth and vigour into his.

[140/25–7:] “To-morrow afternoon. I can’t come.”

“Why not?”

“Oh, the usual reason. It’s started early this time.”









3711. Emilio Cecchi to Orwell

26 November 1949


The Italian journalist, Emilio Cecchi (see 3178, n. 1), had visited Orwell several times in London and had reviewed several of his books in Italian journals. He now sent Orwell two articles, one about the Italian translation of Burmese Days (Giorni in Birmania, November 1948) and the other on the English original of Nineteen Eighty-Four. The former had appeared in ‘a big weekly issuing in Milan’ called Europeo, 30 January 1949; the latter in its issue for 27 November 1949. He concluded: ‘Always I remember the talks I had with you in London two years ago.’






3712. Otto G. von Simson to Orwell

27 November 1949


Otto G. von Simson, managing editor of Measure: A Critical Journal, wrote on 27 November 1949 to say that he was greatly distressed to hear of Orwell’s illness and that they would be as patient as Orwell might have to be. He was, presumably, expecting an article from Orwell. He said he intended to send Orwell the first number of Measure shortly.






3713. Nancy Parratt to Orwell

8 December 1949


Nancy Heather Parratt (1918–) joined the BBC on 13 June 1941 and worked initially in the North American Service. She became Orwell’s secretary shortly after he was appointed and worked for him until mid-December 1942 (see 847, n. 3 and 1707, n. 1). She then transferred to the Secretarial Training Reserve and on 15 March 1943 joined the Women’s Royal Naval Service (WRNS); she was released in May 1946. She had served in the United States and later married the American Bill, of her letter. She wrote from Geneva. As she says in her letter, she had telephoned Orwell early in November, and he apparently asked her for a photograph, which she was now enclosing. This shows her rowing and is dated August 1949. Her description of life in the United States has been omitted here. Despite many inquiries, and the help of the Ministry of Defence and Navy News, it has not proved possible to trace her.


Dear George,

Just a line to send you the enclosed [photograph]. I wonder which will amuse you most. It must be a pretty strange sensation to be quoted so approvingly by men who, a couple of years ago, would have been on very different ground from you. I must say I at least find it strange to see you turning up so often in such respectable places! You presumably know that the Philadelphia Inquirer is serializing 1984 in its Sunday supplement starting 4 December. I wonder if it is the only one or if a whole gang of them are doing it.

Bill told me after I talked to you at the beginning of Nov. that he had sat next to a very pretty girl at a Hallow’ en° party who told him she was reading a v. g. book—1984, but it was too strong meat for her. She couldn’t remember the name of the author but Bill happened to know it, and she said—Yes, he just got married recently. So Bill knew you were married before I did! And he forgot to tell me.…

You see I have one of these new fangled ball point pens—I only just succumbed to the fashion last week—it seems quite good, only cost $11 but sometimes I get carried away by it and it writes funny things!

I hope you are getting on well and not finding the time goes too slowly. If you are allowed visitors being in London must have its compensations I should think. Next time we come we hope to stay at least twice as long. By that time I am sure you will be moved on to the country or to some mountains or other.

All the best
Nancy

I don’t really talk American but it was such a lousy line I had to talk loudly & then I do sound a bit peculiar! If I can mutter I can usually get away with it!








3714. To Harry Roskolenko

13 December 1949

SORRY AM SERIOUSLY ILL QUITE UNABLE TO INTERVIEW ANYBODY PLEASE FORGIVE ME

ORWELL


This telegram was addressed to Harry Roskolenko (1907–1980), c/o American Express, 11 rue Scribe, Paris. On 15 December, Sonia Orwell wrote to him from her flat at 18 Percy Street, W.1 (illustrated in Thompson, Orwell’s London, 112). ‘I am writing on behalf of my husband—Mr. George Orwell—to say that he is extremely ill at the moment and is unable to have visitors. He is very sorry not to be able to see you and asked me to thank you for your letter. Yours sincerely, Sonia Orwell.’






3715. Desmond MacCarthy to Orwell

29 December 1949


The last letter among Orwell’s papers from a well-wisher was from the critic and literary journalist Desmond MacCarthy (1877–1952; Kt., 1951; see 2973, n. 3). He said that he had written two letters which he had torn up because they did not express what he really wished to say. Now that he was meeting Sonia for lunch, he was sending a greeting by her. He wanted Orwell to know that he thought he had made ‘an indelible mark in English literature’ and that in his judgement ‘you are among the few memorable writers of your generation.’ He concluded, ‘We hardly know each other but I want you to know how much I respect you as a writer.’






3716. Sonia Orwell to Yvonne Davet

6 January 1950     Handwritten


Yvonne Davet had known Orwell before the war and had corresponded with him about the translation of his books into French, of Homage to Catalonia in particular; see 389, n. 1. In this letter, where accents were omitted, they have been added and one or two slight corrections have been made. The letter was written on Horizon-headed notepaper.


18, Percy Street.    London. W.1.

Chère Madame Davet,

Je vous écris de la part de mon mari George Orwell qui est assez malade en ce moment et n’a donc pas la force d’écrire lui-même. Il me prie de lui excuser le long delai en répondant à votre lettre mais elle ne lui ai pas parvenue qu’il y a deux jours. Je crois que nos amis Alexei et John Russell1 vous ont donné des nouvelles de mon mari—qu’il est toujours malade etc. Nous espérons bientôt pouvoir aller en Suisse, parcequ’il n’est vraiment pas possible de se guérir de cette maladie en Angleterre.

Mon mari m’a prié de vous remercier très vivement de toute la peine que vous avez pris pour son compte. Il espère pour vous autant que pour lui-même que le traduction de Homage à Catalonia paraîtra enfin.2 Quant à votre article, il dit qu’il n’y a absolument rien d’intéressant à dire en sa vie, mais en tout cas cette lettre arrivera probablement beaucoup trop tard pour vous aider pour cela.

Il me prie de vous envoyer ses meilleurs vœux pour la nouvelle année, et espère vivement pouvoir venir vous voir quant il sera à Paris de nouveau.

Je vous prie de croire, chère Madame, a l’expression de mes sentiments les meilleurs.

Sonia Orwell

Translation

Dear Madame Davet,

I’m writing to you on behalf of my husband, George Orwell, who is rather ill at the moment and so isn’t strong enough to write himself. He has asked me to apologise for his long delay in replying to your letter, but it only reached him two days ago.

I think you will have heard about my husband from our friends Alexei and John Russell1—he is still ill etc. We hope to go to Switzerland soon, as it really isn’t possible to get over this disease in England.

My husband asks me to thank you most sincerely for all the trouble you have taken on his behalf. He hopes as much for your sake as for his own that the translation of Homage to Catalonia will finally appear. As for your article, he has absolutely nothing interesting to say about his life, but in any case this letter will probably arrive too late to be of much help.

He asks me to send you his best wishes for the New Year, and hopes very much to be able to come and see you when he is in Paris again.

Yours sincerely,
Sonia Orwell








3717. Donald Brace to Fredric Warburg

13 January 1950


Fredric Warburg had cabled Harcourt, Brace and Company in order to seek their assistance in obtaining urgently a supply of Aureomycin with which to treat Orwell. Donald Brace made the arrangements. This is an extract from his letter to Warburg of 13 January.

Bob Giroux has shown me your letter to him of December 28th. I am very happy to hear that the aureomycin arrived so promptly. Out of my own experiences I have become something of a specialist in these drugs, and from the medical director of the pharmaceutical house which manufactures the aureomycin I was able to get the supply to send to you during the morning your cable arrived. I hope it has been benefiting Orwell. In cases where it is effective the results from it are almost miraculous.






3718. Orwell’s Last Will

18 January 1950


Orwell signed his last will on 18 January 1950. It was witnessed by Sister J. Wood, SRN, of the University College Hospital nursing staff, and a solicitor, Norman H. Beach. For the will, see 3730.






3719. U.S. Edition of Coming Up for Air


The first U.S. edition of Coming Up for Air was published by Harcourt, Brace and Company on 19 January 1950; 8,000 copies were printed and were sold at $3.00. At the same time, Harcourt, Brace reprinted 3,000 copies of Down and Out in Paris and London, at $2.75, and 3,000 copies of Burmese Days, at $3.00. These reprints were produced by photo-offset-litho from the English Uniform Edition (Willison).






3720. Orwell’s Death

21 January 1950


George Orwell died of a massive haemorrhage of the lung in the early hours of Saturday, 21 January 1950. Death came very quickly. Although Sonia had been with him much of the preceding day, he died alone.

Orwell had asked in his will of 18 January 1950, made just before he had expected to fly to Switzerland for treatment, that he be ‘buried (not cremated) according to the rights of the Church of England in the nearest convenient cemetery, and that there shall be placed over my grave a plain brown stone bearing the inscription, “Here lies Eric Arthur Blair born June 25th, 1903, died.…”’

A funeral service, arranged by Malcolm Muggeridge, took place on 26 January at Christ Church, Albany Street, London, NW1, conducted by the Reverend W. V. C. Rose. Later that day Orwell was buried in the churchyard of All Saints, Sutton Courtney, Berkshire, the arrangements having been made by David Astor.1

Fredric Warburg wrote to Robert Giroux on the 26th: ‘This morning I attended the funeral service for George Orwell, one of the most melancholy occasions in my life, and feel not only that a good author and a good friend has passed from this list but that English literature has suffered an irreparable loss. I am sure that you and your colleagues feel in the same way.’






Appendix 1

3721. Unfinished Projects


In the last nine months of his life Orwell had in mind four major pieces of writing: long essays on Waugh and Conrad, and two novels, one short, set in Burma earlier in the century, and one long, set in 1945.

The fragment of the essay on Waugh that was typed and the notes for the whole essay are reproduced at 3585 and 3586.

The essay on Conrad did not get beyond Orwell’s list of reading in 1949 (see 3727) and a few notes (see 3725). Orwell’s last formal opinion on Conrad is to be found in the answers he gave to a questionnaire about Conrad sent by the Polish journal Wiadomości (London) to several English writers, to which Orwell responded on 25 February 1949 (see 3553).

After his visit to Orwell at Cranham Sanatorium on 15 June 1949, Fredric Warburg wrote a confidential report on Orwell’s state of health and on other matters affecting him (see 3645). In this he stated: ‘I asked him about a new novel, and this is formulated in his mind—a nouvelle of 30,000 to 40,000 words—a novel of character rather than of ideas, with Burma as background. George was naturally as reticent as usual, but he did disclose that much.’

The words ‘formulated in his mind’ may, perhaps, indicate more than that, given Orwell’s reticence. The outline and detailed layouts accord with ‘formulated’ but show that Orwell had got a little further than ‘in his mind.’ Warburg went on: ‘The effort of turning ideas in his head into a rough draft on paper is, according to George and Dr. Morland, work which he cannot afford to attempt for a number of months. At best I doubt whether anything can or should be done by George until the autumn of this year.’

By the autumn, Orwell was worse and he was certainly in no state in May to be drafting his new novel. It seems probable, therefore, that the draft reproduced here (see 3723) and the notes and the layouts (see 3722) date from March-April 1949.

In his obituary of Orwell, published in The Bookseller, 11 February 1950, Warburg said that at his death Orwell had two novels ‘simmering in his mind’ as well as the long essay on Conrad. One of these novels is ‘A Smoking-room Story’; the other, Orwell referred to in letters to Robert Giroux and Tosco Fyvel on 14 and 15 April 1949 respectively. He told Giroux that he had his next novel ‘mapped out’ but he would not touch it until he felt stronger; see 3597. To Fyvel he said he had ‘a novel dealing with 1945’ in his head but ‘I shouldn’t touch it before 1950’; see 3598. Nothing has survived in writing of this novel.






3722. Notes and Details of Layout for ‘A Smoking Room Story’

Last Literary Notebook, 16–21; see 3725

The title is given as above. Words crossed through are placed within square brackets.

To be brought in:—

1 The bungalow at Nyaungbinzeik (miserable bachelor atmosphere.) The drip-drip on the roof. The grazing grounds beside the river. The game of football. Hamid’s grocery store. The lined bed. Girls.

2 The plantation. The little club beside the lake. The flying beetles. [Ma Yi. The sandals.] The planters. Their girls. The one married member.

3 The Mission. The bare patch in the jungle (beaten earth all round). The raw looking red-brick tin roofed buildings. The smell of earth oil. The ducks’ eggs fried in sessamum oil. The vegetable gardens (NB. what time of year?). The rasping taste of red wine.

4 B. J. His [sleeve] arm filling his sleeve. One short visit to France. The other brothers, the little scrubby-faced one & the enigmatic yellow one. No payment, only food, wine & cigars.

5 Getting there. The soft dust of the jungle path, the old pony neighing & breaking into a sort of slow gallop. The arrival. The boys marching out behind the brass band (some of the smaller ones almost invisible behind their instruments) & at once bursting deafeningly into “Rule Britannia.” Followed up by “La Marseillaise” without even waiting to shake the spittle out of the trombones.

6 The ship. The lascar throwing the bulb into the sea. Return towards the bows. Screaming passengers. The contrast between the Burma, Ceylon & Soudan passengers. The charming little widow smacking Mr——’s behind. C’s feeling of dismay. The overheard remark: “That’s the boy that’s being sent home.”

7 The smoking saloon. Its geography (pews.) The four Englishmen & the four American oil drillers. Thick fingers of the Americans stuffing sandwiches & pouring whisky between thick lips. Their implied belief that Man is naturally in a state of playing poker & drinking whisky. The four Englishmen. Mr McGillivray. The supercilious offensive I.C.S. man. The dreary elderly judge. The soldier with sticking out teeth. Competition in offensiveness between the two branches of the Anglo-Saxon race — the English worse.

8 Mr McGillivray’s laugh. Snortings, then gorilla-like roarings. Echoes in it from Singapore & Shanghai, from 18861 & 1857.2

9 The young people, esp. from Colombo. Cockney imitations. “Laugh? I thought I should have died.” (Some secretly uneasy about their own accents.)

10 Short skirts. Songs of the period (1927). “Bye bye, blackbird.” “When it’s night-time in Italy.” “Avalon”?

11 C’s home. The era of the 2nd class carriage.3 High-crowned bowler hat?4 To them, C’s job a step up (“with a lot of natives under him, of course.”)

12 School (Merchant Taylors?) Ought to have got into the XV. Dimly aware that his being left out was due to favouritism, but not the less ashamed of this. Lack of “grit”, lack of “drive” (& so throughout life.)

13 Some snobbish remark by one of the other passengers about what they will do in London while on leave. C. unaware of their prompt scattering to poky suburban homes etc. Vision of his father meeting him at Victoria (?) in the high-crowned hat.

14 The deck passengers. The priest. Fleeting memory of another priest in similar garment.

15 Mr McG’s anticlericalism. The type of the colonial (better word) millionaire. Though rich, not respectable.

16 First meeting with Brother J. Vast figure, cassock, fanshaped brown beard, small white topi stuck incongruously on back of head. Like many missionaries of long standing, features slightly Mongolian.

17 The brothers had built the Mission themselves, with the first contingent of boys. “We were living in tents for nearly two years.”

18 Brother J’s gift to C. “The Forsyte Saga?” (Better make it something older.) “Best novel ever written. All my knowledge of English society I owe to that book.”

19 C’s highbrow period. The Rangoon Library. “A box of books.” “Simon Called Peter.” “Daddy Longlegs.” “Freckles.” “A Girl of the Limberlost.” (Get others.) Tried & failed with “The Constant Nymph” (Qy. what else?) (“Sinister Street?”)5

20 Coming away from the Mission. Sudden turning aside at the road leading to the plantation. The planters offended if one was still sober at 11. Breakfast next morning. Ma Yi. The sandals. Vague feeling of something distasteful.

21 His feeling towards the Mission. Chief feeling, boredom. Shrinking from the austerity. But constant feeling that it had something his life lacked. Change of habits. Visits of girls ceased. Reading instead of gramophone. Vague classification of phenomena into two schools. On the one hand B. J., the Rangoon Library (also, curiously, Ma Yi.) On the other, the dust & squalor of his house, the worn gramophone records, the piled-up whisky bottles, the whores.

22 The planters talking about B. J. “What about women?” Suggested he had boys instead – prompt indignation of P. Like all men addicted to whoring, he professed to be revolted by homosexuality. (NB. Important question whether to make C. remember the incident of the picture only in [connection with this]? this context?)

23 The other ship of the same line passing. The exchange of greetings, & the shout “You’re going the wrong way!” C’s sudden dread of getting home. Sudden looming-up of the word “unemployment.” (This would do to introduce a chapter.)

24 The incident with the picture. C’s complete theological vagueness.

The flash of blue (deeper blue than in the picture) catching the corner of his eye. Make clear that owing to similarity of garments it is sometimes possible to mistake one sex for the other in the case of young Burmese. As he falls asleep, thought detaching itself: blue is an unusual colour, a man would not wear blue, it must have been a girl. From this no further inference drawn. It is just one of the innumerable unanswered & uninteresting questions in his mind, along with the question of why the picture was put on top of the almirah.6

25 C’s general inefficiency. Emphasise that sometimes he can get along very well, lounge against a bar & shake the poker dice in just the right manner, dance elegantly, chip in when everybody bursts out singing, etc. At other times overwhelmed with gaucherie & shyness. Emphasise also that in his mind his inability to shine socially among people of his own age is indistinguishable from his lack of “grit” & consequent failure to get on. It is not what you do but what you are.

26 In his dim vague mind C. could not be sure whether he liked B.J. or not. But what he was aware of was there was something that B. J. had not said, something he would have had a right to say & which he did not say & could not be imagined as saying. It was this that was at the bottom of C.’s short-lived attempt to live more decently. (The mother & daughter episode.)

27 The passengers singing “Avalon.” The moon on the sea. Glitter of a lascar’s eyes. Mrs——quite softened by the song & the soft night air. “Isn’t it beautiful!” she said (referring to the song.)

28 The time when the servant brought two women who turned out to be a mother & a daughter, & C. & friend threw poker dice for first pick. The point was that the mother was the one they both wanted (the daughter aged only 12.) (Could use this to illustrate C’s revulsion of feeling & vague perception that B.J. stands for something better.)

29 The occasion of C. telling the story. It must be round about cocktail time, at a moment when the two strata, the older men surrounding Mr McGillivray, & the younger set, are more or less in one group, one lot shading off into the other (the girls sitting on the companionway outside.) Conversation just general enough for C. to chip in without being snubbed by the older men.

30 Throwing the book out of the porthole. NB. to make C. completely unconscious of any symbolical significance in this.

General lines of lay-out.

The ship. Establish C.’s situation & general hopelessness.

The mission.

The ship. C’s yearning to adjust himself.

Second thoughts on the Mission.

Uncertainty of C.’s position.

The opportunity. Finale.

More detailed lay-out.

The ship. The other passengers. C’s inadequacy — 1 chap.

More about the ship, connecting up Mr McG., C’s ambition to “get on,” & the younger passengers — 1 chap.

His memories — the bungalow at N’zeik.7 — 1 (2?) chap.

First meeting with B. J. The Mission — 1 chap.

Return — the planters — his reactions to the Mission. — 1 chap.

Incidents on the ship. The other ship passing. C’s line — 1 chap.

The incident with the picture — 1 chap.

C’s highbrow period — 1 chap.

The ship — 1 chap.

The opportunity — 1 chap.

Finale—I chap.          11 chaps?

Chaps of v. variable length — perhaps 30–40000 altogether.

1. The ship. Deck passengers. Lascar at the stern, etc. (6) (14). The saloon and the 4 men in the corner (7 & 8, part of.) C’s vague feeling of helplessness. The younger passengers coming in. (9). Bugle for dinner. (C’s final thoughts as he sits on his bunk—fan, smell of paint—then bugle blaring.)

2. The dancing on deck. Songs. C. I was not sent here! Memories of N’zeik. The bungalow (1, part of). The lecture on grit & initiative. Schooldays. More songs. (10). Hopeless aspiration towards the young widow. (25)

3. Mr M’s anticlericalism. C’s awe of him. His laugh. (8) (15) Geography of the smoking room. The oildrillers (7. But they must be mentioned in 1). C’s thoughts wandering away to the bungalow & his first meeting with B.J. (16)

4. The Mission. (5) (3) (4) (17) (18)

5. Coming back. The plantation. (20).

6. Overheard remarks of other passengers. The other ship passing. (13) (23). Meeting with father at rly. station, & home. (11) (12).

7. The incident with the picture, C.’s feeling towards B. J., & his highbrow period. Possibly better to split up into several chaps., but keep continuous so as not to make the incident over-conspicuous. But end chapter with some back-reference to it? (21) (22) (24) (26) (28) (19).

8. The ship.

9. Telling the story (29)

10. Finale (30).









3723. ‘A Smoking-room Story’

Spring(?) 1949     Unfinished draft


The draft, with the title as given above, is written in a red hard-backed notebook, approximately 12 x 7 inches, with five gatherings of 32 pages each, the first and last pages pasted to the boards; there are 42 ruled lines to a page. Orwell wrote the draft on three rectos, starting with the second, and on the facing versos wrote the inserts. The rest of the pages are blank. The notes and details of the lay-out were written in his last Literary Notebook, see here; 3722. In transcribing the draft here, passages that were crossed through are placed within square brackets; words substituted for crossed-through sections follow the closing square bracket; simple false starts have been ignored; passages to be inserted from facing versos are preceded by ‘Insert’ in italic within square brackets. ‘NP’ is Orwell’s indication for a new paragraph; these are not reproduced but note is taken of this instruction in the transcript. All the inserts start a new paragraph, and a new paragraph begins after each insert. A dot within two concentric circles is used as it was in the draft of Nineteen Eighty-Four, to indicate a place requiring revision. It is represented here by O. False starts and pen rests have not been indicated, and interlineation is not noted. Orwell uses a number of abbreviated forms—&, abt, vy—and these are transcribed here as they are in the manuscript. It is not always clear whether could/would/should are abbreviated and, if they are, precisely how. Where an abbreviation is indicated it is represented by the form ‘wld’ or ‘cld’ though the letter forms may indicate ‘wuld’ and ‘culd’; in doubtful cases the full spelling is given. The text was written in blue ink but most of the revisions are in blue Biro. For a conjectural fair copy of the draft, prepared for ease of reading, see 3724.



i.

The serang,1 in his white uniform & scarlet sash, swarmed up the lamp-standard like a monkey, plucked the electric bulb out of its socket, rattled it against his ear to make sure that it was defective, & tossed it into the foaming wake of the ship. It disappeared & then broke water again a hundred yards away, glittering like a diamond.

O          Curly Johnson (his Christian name was Geoffrey, but somehow the nickname had followed him abt since childhood) turned away from the stern. Scattered abt the deck, folorn-looking° Indians squatted on bamboo mats with little tightly-tied bundles of possessions surrounding them. Some of the women were rolling out curry paste for the evening meal. They were deck-passengers — a party of Indian Christians who for some reason were travelling [to East Africa.] from Colombo to Port Said. A priest, an enigmatic, darkish figure in a cassock, slipped with an air of furtiveness through a doorway into the seamens’° quarters. Curly watched him with a faint, fleeting curiosity. [He had already heard some of the other passengers talking abt the priest in a disapproving way. The boats of the Bathurst Line, although they usually carried a few deck passengers between Colombo and Port Said, were advertised as “all one class,” & there was evidently something irregular abt the priest’s position on board. He did not sleep on deck with his Indian charges, but on the other hand he did not come to the saloon for meals & did not appear to have a cabin. It was rumoured that he berthed with the stewards, or with the European quartermasters.]

[Insert] There was something irregular abt the priest’s position on board [, & questions had already been asked abt it.]. He was travelling with the Indians as their guide & spiritual director, [though he did not actually sleep on deck with his charges] & it appeared that he was not exactly either a deck-passenger or a cabin passenger. He never appeared in the saloon for meals, & it was rumoured that he shared a cabin either with the assistant-purser or with one of the junior engineers.

The ship was a day out from Colombo, [westward] homeward bound. From the bow there floated shrill screams of feminine laughter. [End insert]

[O]2        [From the bow end of the ship screams of feminine laughter.]

[The ship was a day out from Colombo, homeward bound.] Curly made his way towards the [bow, drawn by the sound of [yell] screaming feminine laughter. He was] sound — a tallish, [well-built] shapely youth, moving with a grace of which he was not conscious. His soft, curly black hair, clinging close to his head, was almost like [the fur of a water-spaniel], a water-spaniel’s coat, & there was something doglike also abt his vague, freckled face, which even at the age of four-&-twenty did not need shaving more than three times a week. As he passed along the upper deck two [scrawny] dried-up middle-aged women, lying in deck chairs under the shade of the smokestack, eyed him [unfavourably] disapprovingly.

“Is that the boy who’s being sent home?” said one.

“Yes. He was in Peterson’s. Quite a good job, I believe.… Oh, the usual thing, I suppose. Drunkenness, & so on.”

O          Their [whispers] whispering voices easily bridged the gap between Curly & themselves. Perhaps they were meant to do so. Curly [flushed], blushed, a habit of which he could not cure himself. He wanted to turn round, [stride masterfully] march across to the two women[, & say] & shout at them in a [manner] voice that wld [silence them for good & all]: shrivel them up: “I am not being sent home! Peterson’s were reducing staff, [that is all] that’s all. [They have given me the best possible references. I am going home of my own accord:] It was a thing that might [happen] have happened to anybody. I am not being sent home: will you be [kind] good enough to [remember] understand that?” — but [of course] he did nothing of the kind. Instead[,] he paused at the [rail & beside the] top of the companionway that led down to the fore-deck, & gazed with a sort of envious friendliness at the [mob of] mob of passengers disporting themselves below.

The ship[, like all those of the Bathurst Line] had a long clear foredeck° on which, as there were no hatches to get in the way, games of skittles were played when the sea was calm enough. [At [the] this moment] Evidently a game had just ended[.], [A] for a lascar was carrying the skittles away under his arm. [A mob of abt twenty passengers, most of them very young — the youths in khaki shorts, the girls in light summery frocks — with vy short skirts —3 was milling round Charlie Bowles, the delightfully witty young tea-broker who had already constituted himself the life & soul of the ship. Mr Greenfield, of the I.C.S.,4 the only middle-aged person in sight, [—] a bulky, placid man in a tussore suit [—] leaned against the rail, gazing thoughtfully at the jade-green water, like some large, harmless animal chewing the cud. A girl caught sight of Curly at the top of the companionway & gave him a wave of her hand.]5

[“Hullo, Curly!” she squealed in an affected little voice.]

[Curly smiled shyly back, but he did not go down. The group of people on the foredeck were the Younger Set, the acknowledged arbiters of fashion & elegance. They intimidated him a little, partly because most of them were people he did not know. Since yesterday the [Colombo] Ceylon passengers had dominated the ship. They seemed somehow younger & fresher & richer than the Burma people. They were a week’s sail nearer Home, & they got Home [earlier]: [oftener]: their faces were less yellow, their clothes a year newer.]

[Insert] It was cocktail-time, or nearly. In the still brilliant sunshine a group of ten or twenty passengers, nearly all of them vy young, the youths in khaki shorts, the girls in light summery frocks, was screaming with laughter at some witticism that had just been uttered by Charlie Bowles, the young Colombo tea-broker, who was already recognized as the life & soul of the ship. Mr Greenfield, of the I.C.S., the only middle-aged person in sight, a bulky, placid man in a baggy tussore suit, leaned against the rail, gazing dreamily at the jade-green water. A girl caught sight of Curly at the top of the companionway & gave him an affected little wave of her hand.

‘‘’lo, Curly!” she squealed in a high, silly voice.

Curly smiled shyly back, but he did not go down. The people down there all looked so handsome & elegant, so conscious of belonging to a privileged minority. They were “the gang,” the acknowledged leaders of fashion, the people who set the tone for the rest of the younger passengers. They intimidated him somewhat, partly because most of them were people he did not know. Since yesterday it was the Colombo passengers who had dominated the ship. They were markedly younger & fresher than the Burma people. They lived a week’s sail nearer [home] Home, & most of them got [there] Home6 once in four years instead of once in five. Their faces were less yellow, their dinner-jackets a year younger. [End insert]

Up to Port Soudan the contrast would persist, & then [suddenly] the ship would be flooded [with] by Soudanese officials, [ — people who went Home every year & who wore what looked like brand-new clothes & had the real European red in their cheeks — ] people in brand-new clothes with the real European red in their faces — people who went Home for three months in every year — & then even the [girls from] élite of Colombo wld suddenly look yellow & [dowdy] shrunken.

There were fresh screams of laughter. Curly caught the words, “Laugh? I thought I shuld have died.” It was Charlie Bowles[.], [He was really too funny with his cockney° imitations.] giving some of his Cockney° imitations again. He was a scream, was Charlie Bowles. He culd take off a bus conductor, a coster, a charwoman — anybody. You just culdn’t help laughing at him. Almost at the same moment, as spontaneously as a flock of birds, the whole group of people burst out singing. [It was a habit that they had. Someone wuld strike up, & promptly everyone else wuld join in. It seemed to emphasise the fact that they were “the gang,” that they were perfectly in tune with one another & outsiders were not wanted. The song was “Bye-bye, Blackbird.” It was the song of the year:7 for months past it had been impossible to get away from it.]

[Insert] It was a thing that they were constantly doing, & in some way it emphasised the fact that they were “the gang”,° the élite, the arbiters of fashion & elegance. They were in tune with one another: [foreigners] outsiders culd not join in. The chorus of youthful voices ebbed away with a sort of pleasant sadness — “Bye-bye — Blackbird!” It was the tune of the year:8 for months past it had been impossible to get out of the sound of it. [End insert]

Curly gazed with yearning, hopeless admiration at the beautiful Mrs Kendrick (even in his secret thoughts he did not dare to call her by her Christian name), the twenty-three year old widow who at this moment was singing tunefully at the far end of the group, arm in arm with [her]9 her almost equally pretty friend, Miss Cherry. Mrs Kendrick, whose husband had died three months ago, & who was [now] presumably on her way home[,], [presumably] in search of another, was a vivid-looking girl, with [short dark hair,] dark hair as short as a boy’s, a bold, aquiline little face, a perfect figure & swift, [graceful movements. The words of the song “Bye-bye — Black — bird!” ebbed out10 slowly, tunefully, but sorrowfully. And just as the last note died away, Mrs Kendrick] darting movements like those of a dragon fly. As the last note of the song died away she suddenly disengaged her arm from her friend’s, came dancing lightly down the deck [in her fairy-like way], twitched up the tail of Mr Greenfield’s tussore jacket & caught him a playful smack across the bottom. [There was another yell of laughter. Mr Greenfield] turned round,11 [wearing the] [a smile forming slowly on his face — the sort of benign, tolerant smile that one might expect to see on the face of some large ruminant animal — & lumbered away in the direction of the smoking saloon.]

[Insert] There was another burst of laughter, this time of half-scandalised laughter. Even Mr Greenfield seemed amused by the delightful impertinence that had been played upon him. He turned round, a smile forming slowly upon his face — the sort of smile that you culd imagine on the face of some large harmless antediluvian reptile — & lumbered aimiably° away in the direction of the smoking saloon. [End insert]

“Isn’t she too sweet?” murmured the [dried-up] lady in the deck-chair.

[Manuscript ends.]




3724. ‘A Smoking-room Story’

Conjectural fair copy


This editorial fair copy has been provided for ease of reading. Orwell did not see his draft in this ‘clear’ form and he marked the draft for further revision. His contractions have been expanded, slight errors have been corrected, and there is some reparagraphing.



The serang, in his white uniform and scarlet sash, swarmed up the lamp-standard like a monkey, plucked the electric bulb out of its socket, rattled it against his ear to make sure that it was defective, and tossed it into the foaming wake of the ship. It disappeared and then broke water again a hundred yards away, glittering like a diamond.

Curly Johnson (his Christian name was Geoffrey, but somehow the nickname had followed him about since childhood) turned away from the stern. Scattered about the deck, forlorn-looking Indians squatted on bamboo mats with little tightly-tied bundles of possessions surrounding them. Some of the women were rolling out curry paste for the evening meal. They were deck-passengers—a party of Indian Christians who for some reason were travelling from Colombo to Port Said. A priest, an enigmatic, darkish figure in a cassock, slipped with an air of furtiveness through a doorway into the seamen’s quarters. Curly watched him with a faint, fleeting curiosity. There was something irregular about the priest’s position on board. He was travelling with the Indians as their guide and spiritual director, and it appeared that he was not exactly either a deck-passenger or a cabin passenger. He never appeared in the saloon for meals, and it was rumoured that he shared a cabin either with the assistant-purser or with one of the junior engineers.

The ship was a day out from Colombo, homeward bound. From the bow there floated shrill screams of feminine laughter. Curly made his way towards the sound—a tallish, shapely youth, moving with a grace of which he was not conscious. His soft, curly black hair, clinging close to his head, was almost like a water-spaniel’s coat, and there was something doglike also about his vague, freckled face, which even at the age of four-and-twenty did not need shaving more than three times a week. As he passed along the upper deck two dried-up middle-aged women, lying in deck chairs under the shade of the smokestack, eyed him disapprovingly.

“Is that the boy who’s being sent home?” said one.

“Yes. He was in Peterson’s. Quite a good job, I believe.… Oh, the usual thing, I suppose. Drunkenness, and so on.”

Their whispering voices easily bridged the gap between Curly and themselves. Perhaps they were meant to do so. Curly blushed, a habit of which he could not cure himself. He wanted to turn round, march across to the two women, and shout at them in a voice that would shrivel them up: “I am not being sent home! Peterson’s were reducing staff, that’s all. It was a thing that might have happened to anybody. I am not being sent home: will you be good enough to understand that?”—but he did nothing of the kind. Instead he paused at the top of the companionway that led down to the foredeck, and gazed with a sort of envious friendliness at the mob of passengers disporting themselves below.

The ship had a long clear foredeck on which, as there were no hatches to get in the way, games of skittles were played when the sea was calm enough. Evidently a game had just ended, for a lascar was carrying the skittles away under his arm.

It was cocktail-time or nearly. In the still brilliant sunshine a group of ten or twenty passengers, nearly all of them very young, the youths in khaki shorts, the girls in light summery frocks, was screaming with laughter at some witticism that had just been uttered by Charlie Bowles, the young Colombo tea-broker who was already recognized as the life and soul of the ship. Mr Greenfield, of the I.C.S., the only middle-aged person in sight, a bulky, placid man in a baggy tussore suit, leaned against the rail, gazing dreamily at the jade-green water. A girl caught sight of Curly at the top of the companionway and gave him an affected little wave of the hand.

‘‘’lo, Curly!” she squealed in a high, silly voice.

Curly smiled shyly back, but he did not go down. The people down there all looked so handsome and elegant, so conscious of belonging to a privileged minority. They were “the gang,” the acknowledged leaders of fashion, the people who set the tone for the rest of the younger passengers. They intimidated him somewhat, partly because most of them were people he did not know. Since yesterday it was the Colombo passengers who had dominated the ship. They were markedly younger and fresher than the Burma people. They lived a week’s sail nearer Home, and most of them got Home once in four years instead of once in five. Their faces were less yellow, their dinner-jackets a year younger.

Up to Port Soudan the contrast would persist, and then the ship would be flooded by Soudanese officials, people in brand-new clothes with the real European red in their faces—people who went Home for three months in every year—and then even the élite of Colombo would suddenly look yellow and shrunken.

There were fresh screams of laughter. Curly caught the words, “Laugh? I thought I should have died.” It was Charlie Bowles, giving some of his Cockney imitations again. He was a scream, was Charlie Bowles. He could take off a bus conductor, a coster, a charwoman—anybody. You just couldn’t help laughing at him. Almost at the same moment, as spontaneously as a flock of birds, the whole group of people burst out singing. It was a thing that they were constantly doing, and in some way it emphasised the fact that they were “the gang”, the élite, the arbiters of fashion and elegance. They were in tune with one another: outsiders could not join in. The chorus of youthful voices ebbed away with a sort of pleasant sadness—“Bye-bye—Blackbird!” It was the tune of the year: for months past it had been impossible to get out of the sound of it.

Curly gazed with yearning, hopeless admiration at the beautiful Mrs Kendrick (even in his secret thoughts he did not dare to call her by her Christian name), the twenty-three-year-old widow who at this moment was singing tunefully at the far end of the group, arm in arm with her almost equally pretty friend, Miss Cherry. Mrs Kendrick, whose husband had died three months ago, and who was presumably on her way home, in search of another, was a vivid-looking girl, with dark hair as short as a boy’s, a bold, aquiline little face, a perfect figure and swift, darting movements like those of a dragon fly. As the last note of the song died away she suddenly disengaged her arm from her friend’s, came dancing lightly down the deck, twitched up the tail of Mr Greenfield’s tussore jacket and caught him a playful smack across the bottom. There was another burst of laughter, this time of half-scandalised laughter. Even Mr Greenfield seemed amused by the delightful impertinence that had been played upon him. He turned round, a smile forming slowly upon his face—the sort of smile that you could imagine on the face of some large harmless antediluvian reptile—and lumbered amiably away in the direction of the smoking saloon.

“Isn’t she too sweet?” murmured the lady in the deck-chair.

[Manuscript ends.]




Appendix 2

3725. Notes from Orwell’s Last Literary Notebook


The last of Orwell’s literary notebooks is a cash book measuring approximately 12½ X 8¼ inches; it has two vertical ruled columns on the left (for the date) and four on the right, the first for references and separated by a double rule from the remaining three columns (for pounds, shillings, and pence). There are thirty-four horizontal ruled lines. Orwell wrote on thirty rectos and thirteen versos. One leaf was abstracted but was later recovered (see ‘Separated leaf’ below). The draft of ‘A Smoking-room Story’ (3723) is in a different notebook. Some of the items have been transferred to the main run of this edition where their significance is more immediately apparent. These are:

Quotations from Brideshead Revisited and Robbery Under Law; see 3586

Notes for essay on Evelyn Waugh; see 3586

Diary entry, 21.3.49: Cranham Sanatorium Routine; see 3579

Diary entry, 24.3.49 on experience with streptomycin; see 3378

Experience at the BBC in 1943; see 892

Notes and Details of Layout for ‘A Smoking-room Story’; 3722

University College Hospital Routine; see 3687

Diary entry, 17.4.49: Hospital Journal; see 3602.


The transfer of these items is noted at the point where they appear in the last Literary Notebook.

In transcribing the manuscript the more important revisions are shown and words crossed out, where they can be deciphered, are within square brackets. False starts are not noted. Lines indicating suppressed names or words are as in Orwell’s manuscript. Interlineations are not marked. Orwell wrote these notes in ink and Biro. He numbered each leaf at the top right-hand corner of rectos. In this transcription they are within brackets at the first line of the appropriate page. Versos (which Orwell did not number) are numbered as the appropriate rectos (e. g., lv) in the same position. Notes related to the text are given at the foot of the relevant pages; editorial notes are at the end.



[I] His perennial subjects of conversation:

What happens to the compass at the North Pole?

What would happen (effects on gravitation) if you could cut a hole right through the centre of the earth?

Why does a ball thrown upwards on the deck of a moving ship not come down behind you?

How can sound, if a movement of the atmosphere, come through an airtight wall?

Achilles & the turtle. (He came upon this problem late in life, & felt sure there must be a fallacy somewhere, but could not see where.) (Earlier in life he would have rejected it because of the suggestion of classical learning implied by acquaintance with Achilles.)

If you could travel round the world in 24 hours would you not arrive at the same time as you started? (Towards the end of his life it occurred to him that if you could do it in less than 24 hours, you should arrive before you started.)

Flying fishes. Whether they flap their wings. (Grasshoppers, Bats, snipe, cuckoos, homing pigeons).

His reading Winwood Reade: “Martyrdom of Man.” The “Origin of Species?”. Renan? H. G. Wells: “Outline of History.” (Qy. What else?) He had not actually read these books, but he venerated them & his ideas were drawn from them, or so at least he believed. (He possessed a complete set of the Thinkers’ Library.)

The Pyramids. How they were got into place.

North of the Equator, the water in a whirlpool moves clockwise, & South of it, anticlockwise (or the other way about?) (Magnetism of ships).


[lv–2] [Quotations from Brideshead Revisited and Robbery Under Law; see 3586.]




[image: table]fn1

[4] With suicide, as with murder: the great difficulty, disposal of the body.

Probably there was some truth in Pétain’s remark, at the time when he became ruler of France,1 that the French defeat was due partly to the low birth-rate. Where families are small, the civilian population cannot regard the killing of their sons with indifference, & the soldier’s own attitude is probably affected by his having learned to think of himself as more of an individual, & more important, than if he had had to scramble for survival in a hungry peasant family of five or ten children.

One great difference between the Victorians & ourselves was that they looked on the adult as more important than the child.fn2 In a family of ten or twelve it was almost inevitable that one or two should die in infancy, & though these deaths were sad, of course, they were soon forgotten, as there were always more children coming along. In St. John’s Church, near Lord’s, there are many memorial tablets of East India nabobs, etc., with the usual column of lies in praise of the dead man, then a line or two about “Sarah, relict of the above,” and then perhaps another line saying that one male & two female children, or words to that effect, are buried in the same vault. No names given, & in one case the inscription reads two or three children. By the time the stone was put up, it had been forgotten how many had died.

Nowadays the death of a child is the worst thing that most people are able to imagine. If one has only one child, to recover from losing it would be almost impossible. It would darken the universe, permanently. Even two generations ago I doubt whether people had this feeling. Cf. in “Jude the Obscure,” in the preposterous incident where the eldest child hangs the two younger ones & then hangs itself. Jude & Sue are, of course, distressed, but they do not seem to feel that after such an event their own lives must cease. Sue (I think Hardy realises that she is an intolerable character, but I don’t think he is being ironical in [5] this place) says after a while that she sees why the children had to die: it was to make her a better woman & [able] help her to begin her life anew. It does not occur to her that the children were more important creatures than herself & that in comparison with their death, nothing that can now happen to her is of much significance.

I read recently in the newspaper that in Shanghai (now full of refugees), abandoned children are becoming so common on the pavement that one no longer notices them. In the end, I suppose, the body of a dying child becomes simply a piece of refuse to be stepped over. Yet all these children started out with the expectation of being loved & protected, & with the conviction which one can see even in a very young child that the world is a splendid place & there are plenty of good times ahead.

Qy. are you the same again if you have walked home stepping over the bodies of abandoned children, & not [even] succouring even one of them? (Even to take care not to tread on them is a sort of hypocrisy.) M. M.2 says that anyone who has lived in Asia has in effect done this kind of thing already. Perhaps not quite true, insomuch that when he & I lived in Asia we were young men who wd hardly notice babies.fn3

Aldous Huxley. The more other-worldly & “non-attached” he becomes, the more his books stink with sex. Above all he cannot keep off the subject of flagellating women. It would be interesting to know whether there is a connection between this & his pacifism. [Perhaps that is the solution to the problem of war—ie., if we culd develop an interest in individual sadism we might work off our surplus energy in that way instead of by waving flags & dropping bombs.] Cf. also Alex Comfort, another pacifist, always brooding on the idea of stamping on people’s faces.

Death dreams. Very frequent throughout the past two years. Sometimes of the sea or the sea shore—more often of enormous, splendid buildings or streets or ships, in which I often lose my way, but always with a peculiar feeling of happiness & of walking in sunlight. Unquestionably all these buildings etc. mean death — I am almost aware of this even in the dream, & these dreams always become [worse ever]fn4 more frequent when my health gets worse & I begin to despair of ever recovering. What I can never understand is why, since I am not afraid of death (afraid of pain, & of the moment of dying, but not extinction), this thought has [6] to appear [under] in my dreams under these various disguises. Cf. also my ever-recurrent fishing dream. Obviously this has a sexual meaning. The water, I suppose, means woman, & the fish are phallic symbols. But why do sex impulses which I am not frightened of thinking about when I am awake have to be dressed up as something different when I am asleep? And then again, what is the point of the disguise if, in practice, it is always penetrable?

It is now (1949) 16 years since my first book was published, & abt 21 years since I started publishing articles in the magazines. Throughout that time there has literally been not one day in which I did not feel that I was idling, that I was behind with the current job, & that my total output was miserably small. Even at the periods when I was working 10 hours a day on a book, or turning out 4 or 5 articles a week, I have never been able to get away from this neurotic feeling that I was wasting time. I can never get any sense of achievement out of the work that is actually in progress, because it always goes slower than I intend, & in any case I feel that a book or even an article does not exist until it is finished. But as soon as a book is finished, I begin, actually from the next day, worrying because the next one is not begun, & am haunted with the fear that there never will be [another one] a next one—that my impulse is exhausted for good & all. If I look back & count up the actual amount that I have written, then I see that my output has been respectable: but this does not reassure me, because it simply gives me the feeling that I once had an industriousness & a fertility which I have now lost.

One of the things which, at the crucial moment, prevented him from committing suicide, was the fact of suddenly realising that after twelve years of marriage he did not know what colour his wife’s eyes were. It seemed almost impossible not to go home & find out.

[7] Recently I was reading somewhere or other abt an Italian curio-dealer who attempted to sell a 17th century crucifix to J. P. Morgan. It was not at first sight a particularly interesting work of art. But it turned out that the real point was that the crucifix took to pieces & inside it was concealed a stiletto. What a perfect symbol of the Christian religion.

There were two great facts about women which it seemed to him that you culd only learn by getting married, & which flatly contradicted the picture of themselves that women had managed to impose upon the world. One was their incorrigible dirtiness & untidiness. The other was their terrible, devouring sexuality. This was disguised by the fact that women usually remained chaste till marriage, & were more or less monogamous by instinct. But within any marriage or regular love affair, he suspected that it was always the woman who was the sexually insistent partner. In his experience women were quite insatiable, & never seemed to be fatigued by no matter how much love-making. In the long run even the motive behind their sexuality became uncertain. Perhaps it was sheer sensuality, but perhaps again they simply felt that sexual intercourse was a way of keeping the man under control.fn5 At any rate, in any marriage of more than a year or two’s standing, intercourse was thought of as a duty, a service owed by the man to the woman. And he suspected that in evy marriage the struggle was always the same—the man trying to escape from sexual intercourse, to do it only when he felt like it (or with other women), the woman demanding it more & more, & more & more consciously despising her husband for his lack of virility. (Diferent° in the working class?)

[8] For & against novels in the first person.3

Actually, to write a novel in the first person is like dosing yourself with some stimulating but very deleterious & very habit-forming drug. The temptation to do it is very great, but at [any] every stage of the proceedings you know perfectly well that you are doing something wrong & foolish. However, there are two great advantages:—

i. In the first person, one can always get the book actually written, & fairly quickly, as the use of the “I” seems to do away with the shyness & feeling of helplessness which often prevent one from getting well started. In the first person, one can always get somewhere near the conception with which one starts out.

ii. In the first person anything can be made to sound credible. This is so in the first place because whatever he writes seems credible to the author, for you can daydream abt yourself doing no matter what, whereas third-person adventures have to be comparatively probable. The reader, again, finds anything told in the first person credible, because he either identifies himself with the “I” of the story, or, because an “I” is talking to him, accepts it as a real person.

Disadvantages:—

i. The narrator is never really separable from the author. It is impossible to avoid crediting him with one’s own thoughts occasionally, &, since even in a novel the author must occasionally comment, one’s own comments unavoidably become those of the narrator (which would not be so in a third-person novel.) At the least, the narrator must have the author’s prose style (example, Great Expectations, which is otherwise not a very autobiographical book.)

[9] ii. If the arrangement is strictly kept to, the events of the story are seen only through the consciousness of one person. Merely in order to find out what is happening, this involves the narrator in eavesdropping & amateur detective work, or makes it necessary for people to do things in company which in real life they would only do alone. If the thoughts of the other characters are to be revealed, then they have to be made to talk more freely than any real person would do, or else the narrator has to say something which amounts to, “I could see what he was thinking, namely,” etc., etc. (Cf. fearful scene in E. Waugh’s “Brideshead Revisited.”) But in general an “I” novel is simply the story of one person—a three-dimensional figure among caricatures—& therefore cannot be a true novel.

iii. Range of feeling much narrowed, as there are many kinds of appeal that you can make on behalf of others but not for yourself.

[Notes for essay on Evelyn Waugh, pages 9–10, transferred to 3586]

[10] The conversations he overheard as a small boy, between his mother, his aunt, his elder sister (?) & their feminist friends. The way in which, without ever hearing any direct statement to that effect, & without having more than a very dim idea of the relationship between the sexes, he derived a firm impression that women did not like men, that they looked upon them as a sort of large, ugly, smelly & ridiculous animal, who maltreated women in every way, above all by forcing their attentions upon them. It was pressed deep into his consciousness, to remain there till he was abt 20, that sexual intercourse gives pleasure only to the man, not to the woman. He knew that sexual intercourse had something to do with the man getting on top of the woman, & the picture of it in his mind was of a man pursuing a woman, forcing her down & jumping on top of her, as he had often seen a cock do to a hen. All this was derived, not from any remark having a direct sexual reference—or what he recognized as a [11] sexual reference—but from such overheard remarks as “It just shows what beasts men are,” “My dear, I think she’s behaving like a perfect fool, the way she gives into° him,” “Of course she’s far too good for him,” & the like. Somehow, by the mere tone of these conversations, the hatefulness—above all the physical unattractiveness—of men in women’s eyes seemed to be established. It was not till he was abt 30 that it struck him that he had in fact been his mother’s favourite child. It had seemed natural to him that, as he was a boy, the two girls should be preferred to him.

“I hold no brief for —.” This remark invariably used to mean the opposite of what it appears to mean. When somebody says that he holds no brief for something or other, one can safely infer that he does hold a brief for just that thing.


[11–13] Diary entry, 21.3.49: Cranham Sanatorium Routine, transferred to 3579. Diary entry, 24.3.49 on experience with streptomycin, transferred to 3378.

[14–15] [Experience at the BBC in 1943, transferred to 892.]



[15] Swing, child Elizabeth; under the apple tree,

Few shall escape from the jaws of the crocodile, (? blast of the hurricane)

As you are, so were we, as we are, you must be —

Swing, swing, swing!

The time when they stopped sacrificing to (? his name should mean “he-who-receives-without-giving”), the lord of the islands. And a black cloud coming hovering down over the island, & a voice coming out of it saying:

“Sacrifice unto —, lord of the islands!

Then the people answered: “We have sacrificed to you for three hundred years. What have you done for us in return?”

And the voice from the cloud said: “Nothing.”

Then the people said: “And what will you do for us if we continue sacrificing?”

“Nothing,” said the voice.

“Then why shld we sacrifice?” said the people.

“Because of what will happen to you if you do not,” said the voice, & after that there were no more answers.

LIFE IS BAD BUT DEATH IS WORSE. This constituted the whole of their religious literature.


[16–22, (excl 21v)] [Notes and Details of Layout for ‘A Smoking Room Story,’ transferred to 3722.]



[21v] And what was his astonishment to find that Proudhon & Carlyle were not the flawless champions of human liberty that the progressive Left had assumed them to be. True, they hated the plutocrats who ruled the roost. But they hated much more the proletarians whom the roost was choking to death. They had no use for those doctrines of equality, popular sovereignty, & Trade Unionism which were then helping the underdog to pull himself out of the morass.

(Felix Grendi, U.S. “New Leader” 27.8.49)

It was apparent from the Bridlington Congress, therefore, that a head-on attack on the present wages structure will not be made by the General Council or by individual unions.… The adventitious aids of forms of compulsion like compulsory arbitration & linkages between unions operating in the nationalised industries will also have to be relied on to bear their fruit.

(George Green, “Socialist Commentary” October 1949)

I think I may add here, that he who would overcome (the false materialist philosophy which has so often been denounced as the real reason for the present situation in our relations with Leon Chestov’s native land, the philosophy of the Communist intellectuals leading the great Party which claims to represent the toiling Russian masses, the philosophy which drove Chestov into exile after 1920), will be unable to get very far until he sees that Materialist Idealism, which does not yet realise that it might truly to be thus so-called, confuses reflection & reflector.

(David Gascoyne, article on Leon Chestov, Horizon, October 1949.)

Between [Orwell’s] brackets

53 words = “Marxism.”

[22] D.C Thomson (Dundee)

[image: landscape_default]

With all its ugliness & tragedy, the war has brought to Americans—if they have the wisdom to sieze° it—the prospect of a step forward which may give them that moral leadership out of which the world could wrest the chance of making secure the foundations of civilization.

Laski (New York Nation. “America, Good & Bad” 25.6.49)

[22v] (In Czarist Russia in mid-nineteenth century) there was only one executioner, a certain Frolov of Moscow, & it is significant that when he was not available there was great difficulty in finding a substitute. We know of a case when Frolov [who] went sick shortly before an execution at Kharkov. The authorities looked for a volunteer throughout the Army & Police but failed to find one. Then they tried the various prisons. Only one prisoner, a murderer, was willing to undertake the task. His terms were 250 roubles in cash, the countermanding of a flogging on the soles of the feet to which he had been condemned, & immediate transfer to Siberia. His offer was considered, but the authorities received a better one at the last minute from a NOVOBELGOROD peasant who was willing to act for [fn6] sixty roubles, free transport in a three-horse carriage from N’gorod to Kharhov & back, one rouble sixty kopecks a day subsistence while absent from home, & twenty-two glasses of vodka immediately before the execution. (D. Footman, “Red Prelude.”)

(N.B. Bears more than one meaning. Cf. in Burma jails, difficulty of getting hangmen—job always done by another convict, usually (or always?) an Indian.)

[23] Gross unfairness & misleadingness of much criticism of both USA & USSR, because of failure to allow for the size of those countries. Obvious absurdity of comparing a small homogenous population, eg. of Britain, packed together in a small area, with a multi-racial state sprawling across a continent. Clearly one cannot reasonably compare conditions in Britain with those in, say, Siberia. One might compare Siberia with Canada, or Turkestan with Northern India, or Leningrad with Edinburgh. Ditto with USA. People in Britain vy high-minded abt American treatment of Negroes, but cf. conditions in South Africa. Certainly we, in Britain, have no control over S. Africa, but neither have the people in the Northern States much control over what happens in Alabama. Meanwhile we profit indirectly from what happens in S. Africa, in Jamaica, in Malaya etc. But these places are separated from us by water. On this last fact the essential hypocrisy of the British labour movement is based.

George Garrett4 (“Adelphi” June 1936) re. J. Conrad’s “Nigger of the Narcissus.”

“The true artist is supposed to portray life whole, but it is next to impossible for an artist or anyone else to see life whole. Seeing is determined by an awareness of intense experience, but does not always exclude personal prejudices. And personal prejudice must not pass as whole truth.

“Conrad had his. He could write romantically & vividly of a ship in a heavy sea, but when it came to the men aboard he wrote as a conservative-minded ship’s officer, as shown in The Nigger of the Narcissus.”

“Conrad could not hide his personal dislike of (Donkin).”

“Yes, Donkin was Conrad’s scapegoat; the villain of the piece. Perhaps at some time in his sea career a Donkin had told Conrad ‘where to get off.’ And Conrad probably wrote The Nigger of the Narcissus to let a reading public know exactly what he thought about the Donkins.” (Cf. The Secret Sharer.)


[23v–24] [University College Hospital Routine, transferred to 3687.]

[24] [Diary entry for 17.4.49: Hospital Journal, transferred to 3602.]

[24] The big cannibal critics that lurk in the deeper waters of American quarterly reviews.

Critical jargon: Values. Alienated. Disoriented. Reductions. Frame of reference. Avant-garde. Kitsch. Motivation. Evaluate. Discrete. Dichotomy. Aesthetic (noun.) Creativity. Criteria. Epigone. Psyche. Schizoid. Revaluation. Modes. Significant. Artform. Perspectives.

American subjunctive. It is essential that our programme can, with courage & mutual encouragement & mutual aid, be put into effect by our own effort, to a degree at once & progressively more & more, without recourse to distant party or union decisions.

(Paul Goodman, “Now” No 65 1945)

[24v] I was once walking home with Smeed, his (C. F. Gill’s) clerk, from a police court in which Gill had been appearing on such [a] charge,fn7 as we crossed the Park we came to a very brilliant electric light standard of obvious recent origin, & one which would render all adjacent love-making impossible.

(Autobiography of Sir Patrick Hastings)

(NB. Gill was “appearing” in the case as an advocate.)

[25] He remembers suddenly the squalid little rooms of the working-class hotel in the Latin Quarter—rooms which had probably been made by partitioning off larger rooms & which were divided only by the thinnest kind of matchboarding, through which one could see cracks of light & hear every sound. And the 18-year old girl in the room next to him who was living with a lusty redfaced errand boy of abt the same age. Each evening at 6 the boy’s vigorous step & loud whistle coming up the stairs. Then the door opening, the loud smack of a kiss, the picking-up of the tin slop-pail & a pissing of a strength & loudness one would not have thought it possible for a human being to achieve. It was like a horse urinating into a bucket or a hose playing against a tin shed. Then, immediately following on this, a storm of kisses & then the creaking of a bed followed by groans.

(Emphasise that this youth & girl are living in a room measuring about 12’ by 8’. Also the sameness of the routine every evening & the promptitude with which one event followed on another. Perhaps better miss out the first kiss.)

Coming back from church after the wedding, he did manage to make her come by the lane so as to see the chaffinch’s nest on the trunk of the elm-tree. She wanted to go in the car with the others, but he was so anxious for her to see the nest that she rather impatiently did come with him. And it was a beautiful early June morning, & the mother chaffinch was doing her stuff, sitting there on the nest & not budging even when they were standing only a couple of yards away from her. The only bit of real married life that they ever had.

[image: image]


[NB: the words have been reproduced in the approximate position of the manuscript. There is a heavily scored-through word, or part-word, before ‘stumps’ and before ‘dirty,’]



Joseph Higgs, late of this parish,

Who pushed the plough till he became the ploughshare,

Exists no longer as the memory of a memory.

His wooden graveboard vanished in a cold winter,

A mishap with the inkpot blotted him from the register,

And

where the lost graves are visible,

Still

His raised right shoulder at the Day of Judgement

Might absolve him for the milkmaid’s strangled daughter,

But

the middle years (30–40? years)

When (boots were teeth were stumps of misery)

March mornings

Seven separate pains played in his body like an orchestra

Till

A dirty old man in a stinking cottage

Where the panes grew darker & the mice grew bolder.

Three days running no smoke from the chimneys

(burst the door in)

And broke his back to fit him in the coffin.

Ne me perdas illa die6

(Either here or there—I would prefer it here, but let it be there)

Without

I see no justification

For Joseph Higgs, late of this parish.

[26v] In modern English & American literature, poetry does not rhyme, but prose does. (Put better: rhyme has been transferred from poetry to prose.)

Round & round like a mouse in a chamberpot.

[Anything you can do I can do twice as well,

I can do anything better than you (Current song?)]7

He once noted on the proof of an article on his voyages which I had written:

“Do try to keep the damned sea out if you can. My interests are terrestrial, after all.”

And again in a letter dated July, 1925, he wrote to me:

“You knew very well that in the body of my work barely one-tenth is what may be called sea stuff, & even of that, the bulk, that is Nigger & Mirror, has a very special purpose, which I emphasise myself in my Prefaces. Of course, there are seamen in a good many of my books. That doesn’t make them sea stories any more than the existence of de Barral in Chance (and he occupies there as much space as Captain Anthony) makes that novel a story about the financial world. I do wish that all those ships of mine were given a rest.”

To be called a novelist of the sea always annoyed him beyond endurance.…

(R. Curle “The Last Twelve Years of J. Conrad” 1928)

[27] J. D. Bernal—Letter answering A. J. Cummings (Russian education, etc.) News-Chronicle° 15.9.49.
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Possible candidates for co-option (to Executive Committee of S.R.P) were to be vy strictly scrutinised. Approved candidates were to have the programme read to them paragraph by paragraph. If they did not wholeheartedly approve of any point the reading was stopped & their admission refused. At least that was the rule. In practice, however, Morozov says: “When admitting a new member we never asked his views on socialism or anarchism. We asked, ‘Are you ready at once to offer your life, your personal freedom & all you have?’ If he said yes, & if we believed him, we took him on.”

(D. Footman, “Red Prelude.”)

The greatest of all the disadvantages under which the left wing movement suffers: that being a newcomer to the political scene, & having to build itself up out of nothing, it had to create a following by telling lies. For a leftwing party in power, its most serious antagonist is always its own past propaganda.

(Inherent in all democratic politics to some extent.)

One law for the young & another for the old. (in sexual matters esp.)

It is one of Herzen’s11 weaknesses that he was seldom blinded by enthusiasm. (E. H. Carr in “The Romantic Exiles.”)

Greater & ever-increasing softness & luxuriousness of modern life.

Rise in the standard of physical courage, improvement in health & physique, continuous supersession of athletic records.

Qy. how to reconcile?

At 50, everyone has the face he deserves.

[Separated leaf12] The unduly high standard of living of western working class. Wants constantly being translated into needs. Eg. films, unheard-of 50 years ago, radio, unheard-of 30 years ago, etc., now priorities which have to be provided even if necessities run short. Television now similarly being translated into an everyday household necessity. But the trouble is that if you ask the high-standard races to abandon their luxuries, you are asking them not only to become less luxurious but also less civilized. Eg. bathrooms, WCs, abundance of clean linen, separate bedrooms, medical attention, etc., etc. The European working class could not come anywhere near equalising their status with that of Asiatics without in the process making themselves dirtier, more diseased; more ignorant & generally more barbarous. To considerable extent, civilization is glass, linen, paper, water-piping, drugs, roads & transport. It is right, therefore, for the western working class to resist actual equality, which would only mean common misery. (Contained in this is the assumption that the average European is objectively superior to the average Asiatic, which one is not now permitted to say.)

Underlying facts which have never been admitted in Socialist literature (or more particularly are not mentioned before the acquisition of power), but which nevertheless govern the world situation:—

[Separated leafv] No guilty person is ever punished. So far as subjective feelings go, a person who is in a position to be punished has become the victim, & has therefore become innocent. This is perfectly well understood, internally, by everyone concerned. When a murderer is hanged, there is only one person present at the ceremony who is not guilty of murder. The hangman, the warders, the governor, the doctor, the chaplainfn10—they are all guilty: but the man standing on the drop is innocent. Everyone who has ever seen an execution knows this, & indeed even the public which gloats over the reports in the News of the World knows it after a fashion; the vast bulk of what is said & written in favour of capital punishment is simply a hypercritical cover for continuing to enjoy the pleasures of being guilty & indulging in murder, while remaining respectable.

’Twas never good days but when great tables were kept in large halls, the buttery hatch always open; black jacks, & a good smell of meat & March beer; with dogs’ turds & marrow bones as ornaments in the hall. These were signs of good housekeeping. I hate to see Italian fine buildings with no meat or drink in ’em.

Shadwell, “The Lancashire Witches”, 1681 (quoted
in “A Calendar of British Taste” by E. F. Carritt.)
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[28] The room stank as only a bachelor’s room can stink. It was immediately clear that no female odour, not even a female bad odour, had ever [been admitted into] invaded it.——inferred in his wordless way that even the cousin-housekeeper was not admitted into this room. There was in any case hardly space to move about in it, the walls being piled to the ceiling with books & magazines, broken only by a glass case containing a stuffed polecat, another containing some predatory bird (perhaps an osprey) devouring a salmon, & a plaster cast of the archeopteryx——.15 Evidently a fresh stuffing operation was in progress on the table under the window, the skin of some small animal being pegged out on a board & adding its bacon-like reek to the general stench. For the rest—though a smell cannot really be analysed—the room smelt of naphthaline; raw alcohol, dust, mice, the fusel oil that collects on homemade wines, & the peculiarly disgusting, sour, cold smell of pipes which are smoked with strong tobacco & never cleaned.fn11

Who has not felt when talking to a Czech, a Pole—to any Central European, but above all to a German or a German Jew—“How superior their minds are to ours, after all?” And who has not followed this up a few minutes later with the complementary thought: “But unfortunately they are all mad?”

Importance of realising that —— (Taylor)fn12 feels the bouncing of the cheque to be immensely less important than his father’s inability to pay the bill. In fact the dud cheque, with its tinge of criminality & hence of picturesqueness, is the sole redeeming feature in the whole affair.

[28v] As soon as the house had quietened down, X., who had been sitting waiting in his dressing-gown, slipped across the passage & into Portia’s room. This happened, with reasonable regularity, about six times a year. It had happened ever since Portia, now thirty-eight, was twenty-five, & it had happened all through the seven years of his marriage without any intermission (he had first been unfaithful a fortnight after the wedding, he remembered), &, so far as he knew, without——ever entertaining any suspicion. The reason for it was simple & unmentionable. It was that——not frequently, but, say, once in two months it was necessary for him (but, he felt, truly necessary) to have dealings with a woman who was large, brawny, peasant-like & frankly animal. It was no defect in his eyes that Portia was now thirty-eight, nor that even in her young days she had never been pretty so far as her face went. Actually he rather enjoyed the plainness of her face, & he definitely valued the fact that she now bulged more than ever at the appropriate places. (At the times when he desired her)fn13 the last thing he wanted was a pretty doll of a woman. What he wanted—& happily Portia was always there to fill the bill—was a large, mature, peasant-like woman, with monstrous thighs, with breasts that menaced you through her dress like the fore-guns of a battleship, & with arms that almost cracked your ribs when she embraced you.

Only twenty minutes after entering Portia’s room he slipped out of it again. He did not even give her a farewell kiss—indeed, she was already asleep. Throughout all the years of their association there had never been any word of endearment between them—no suggestion & indeed no thought of marriage even after——had died. Tomorrow they would not [29] mention this encounter, & would perhaps have almost forgotten it. They were not lovers,fn14 they were merely old friends who occasionally enfolded one another in a ferocious embrace. In between times X. was fond of Portia in a mild way. At times her impenetrable stupidity was very trying, & indeed it was difficult to explain anything complex to her without losing one’s temper, but she was genuinely kind-hearted, affectionate, obliging, reliable. That was why he had planted the Lerinski family upon her, well knowing that she wld never dream of refusing to shelter them. If she had now betrayed Dr Lerinski’s identity & whereabouts to Z. it was out of stupidity pure & simple. (In the at first uncomfortable coldness of his own bed, he starts thinking uneasily about Z. then, as the bed warms & he begins to fall asleep,fn15 eases the situation by regarding Z. as a psychological problem.)

Taylor

Miss Driver
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What Portia needed, he thought, was to be given a beating with a dogwhip—but a really terrible beating, which she would remember till her dying day—& then to be set to work with a pail & scrubbing brush for the rest of her life. (A moment later, in a terrible flash of self-knowledge (Q. what caused this? The jolting of the cab or something) he realises that it is not Portia’s fault at all. It is his own fault for entrusting Dr. Lerinski to Portia, & this only happened because of his intimacy with Portia, which should never have existed. It was really his own unfortunate weakness for women with fat legs that had led to Dr Lerinski’s destruction.)


[Orwell’s ‘Statement of Assets’ is written on the back page of his last Literary Notebook; see 3726.]






Appendix 3

3726. Statement of Orwell’s Assets


These details are written on the back page of the last Literary Notebook, recto and verso. Square brackets are placed round items crossed through.



For Harrison, Son, Hill & Co.1 Statement of Assets on the assumption of my dying during 1949.
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Appendix 4

3727. Orwell’s Reading List for 1949


Orwell listed what he had read during the year, but the list is not complete. For example, on 4 February 1949 he told Richard Rees that he had ‘read a Deeping’ (see 3540) but no book by Warwick Deeping is listed. Writing to Celia Kirwan a little later (see 3555) he says he has just received a copy of Arthur Koestler’s ‘book from America,’ Insight and Outlook, but this is not listed; he may not, of course, have read it, but that is unlikely. The asterisks and question marks appear in Orwell’s original manuscript. In reproducing Orwell’s list, authors’ names have been corrected and filled out and capitalisation of titles regularised. See also 3728.
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144 books, of which 27 read before, & 3 or 4 merely pamphlets






Appendix 5

3728. Orwell’s Notes on His Books and Essays


Orwell prepared these notes on his books and essays, and summarised changes he wished to have made to Homage to Catalonia, at some time in the second half of 1949. On 31 March 1949 and 6 April 1949, he wrote to Richard Rees about materials at Barnhill (see 3584 and 3591). Among other matters, he had in mind collecting items for a new book of essays, and he asked for a notebook marked ‘Reprintable Essays.’ In these notes he refers to the cheap edition of Animal Farm (dated May 1949) and to the Uniform Edition of Down and Out in Paris and London, published 15 September 1949. He may have made these notes before the latter date, since he would probably have known the edition was about to come out, but it is at least as likely that the notes were typed up after the middle of September

The typing cannot be Orwell’s, for the sidenote typed under ‘Leonard Merrick’ in ‘Reprintable Essays Etc.,’ which lines up precisely with the rest of the text, has the date 16 January 1951. Orwell typed little after the first few days of May 1949; the last surviving letter he typed is that to Gleb Struve, 27 July 1949 (see 3667 and 3661, n. 3). To type this lengthy document would have proved a great strain for Orwell then. The text may have been written out by him or he may have dictated some or all of it. The frequent use of ‘I think’ indicates a draft form. Quite possibly these notes were put down by Orwell and Sonia when she made her daily visits to him at University College Hospital and they were typed up later—in this version after 16 January 1951. One or two of the errors (for example, ‘Telegu’ for ‘Telugu’ twice) might reflect a dictated version as much as Orwell’s uncertainty. This is strongly supported by the error of ‘MB’ for ‘MG’ for ‘Military Government.’ Orwell’s written ‘B’ is distinct from his ‘G,’ but when spoken they can easily be mistaken. It would be very surprising if Orwell forgot the initials for the American (or Allied) Military Government of Germany.

Orwell marked up a copy of Homage to Catalonia with changes he wished made. It was probably from that that he summarised the changes reproduced here. He sent the book to Roger Senhouse, a director of Secker & Warburg, with the two pages of errata. He hoped that these changes would be made in the Uniform Edition reprint of 1951. Unfortunately, Senhouse ignored this request, and Orwell was not alive to see that these changes were made; thus the 1938 edition was reprinted unchanged except for the introduction of new errors. After Senhouse died, Orwell’s marked-up copy of Homage to Catalonia and his notes were sold to a bookseller. They then came into the possession of Rita Blocke; the editor is grateful to her and to her husband, George Blocke, for an opportunity to examine Orwell’s annotations when preparing the edition of Homage to Catalonia for the Complete Works Edition.

This was not the only list of notes on his work that Orwell prepared. Reference should also be made to his notes for his literary executor prepared in or about 1945 (see 2648 and 2649) and to those probably prepared in 1947 (see 3323).

Textual Notes to the volumes of the Complete Works Edition should be consulted for an account of procedures followed in the light of Orwell’s instructions regarding his novels.
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NOTES ON REPRINTS

Secker & Warburg have contracted to reprint the following books in the Uniform Edition:—

COMING UP FOR AIR

BURMESE DAYS

DOWN & OUT

HOMAGE TO CATALONIA

ANIMAL FARM

CRITICAL ESSAYS

of which to date (1949) the first two have appeared. To these presumably will be added NINETEEN EIGHTY-FOUR, possibly a second collection of essays, and perhaps later books, if any.

I do NOT want Warburg kept to his agreement with reference to HOMAGE TO CATALONIA, which is commercially no good. At the same time I do not want the book simply to disappear, as it has minor historical value. I suggest that if copies still exist, it would be worth making sure that the national libraries (museums, universities) have copies, as they will preserve them.

Harcourt Brace have contracted to reprint COMING UP FOR AIR, BURMESE DAYS and I think one other (Moore has contracts.) They will probably lose money by this, but I suggest they should be kept to the contract, as they must have made a good deal of money out of me.

If a second volume of essays, or essays and sketches, is issued at some time before CRITICAL ESSAYS has been reissued in the Uniform Edition, it might be better to make a new selection and divide the essays between the two books so as to get a more balanced selection, instead of keeping CRITICAL ESSAYS just as it is.

The following books are NOT to be reprinted:6

A CLERGYMAN’S DAUGHTER

KEEP THE ASPIDISTRA FLYING

THE LION AND THE UNICORN

THE ENGLISH PEOPLE
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Braille versions of one or two books exist I think.fn2

NOTE. Some of the above translations, chiefly of ANIMAL FARM, were not paid for. I most particularly do not wish payment to be demanded for translation of any book, article, etc., by groups of refugees, students, working-class organisations, etc., nor in any case where the translation will only be made if the rights are given free.

Ditto with reprints in English (I don’t think Braille versions are ever paid for, but in any case I don’t want payment for any that may be made).
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PAMPHLETS

At present (1949) the bulk of these are in store with Pickfords, in about 20 boxes. There are also about a dozen others in the bookcase in my bedroom at Barnhill, and a few more among my papers. Total number would be between 1200 and 2000 I should say.

These pamphlets were collected between 1935 and 1945 but do contain some of earlier date. A few of them must be great rarities. They have been sorted into boxes under about a dozen headings and the contents of each box is listed. In any box, if any pamphlets are found on top of the sheet with the list of titles, these are ones that have not yet been entered up.

These pamphlets are of no value now, but are bound to be of historical interest in 50 years time. I suggest presenting them to the British Museum library.18 If the BM is not interested in having them, they might be put into some kind of watertight case, e.g. a uniform trunk, and put in some place where they will not be destroyed.

DIARIES

War Diary kept between 1940 and 1942 might be publishable at some date. Other fragmentary diaries, eg one I kept in Morocco in 1938–9, might be worth preserving if any papers are kept.

N.B. There are a lot of signed letters from celebrities which some signature fan would like.

Errata in HOMAGE TO CATALONIA19

Pp. 3–4. “Tipping … lift-boy”. Should be excised or in some way altered so as not to suggest that prohibition of tipping dated from the civil war (actually from Primo de Rivera’s time).

P. 7. Near bottom of page (and perhaps elsewhere). “Puron”. Should be “poron”.

P. 29. Lines 5–7. “but occasionally … (red-yellow-purple)”. Am not now completely certain that I ever saw Fascists flying the republican flag, though I think they sometimes flew it with a small imposed swastika. Could be verified. There is also a back-reference to this passage on pp. 193–4.

P. 29. Line 15. “Position”. Should be “possession”.

P. 62. Footnote. Should be verified. Am not completely certain whether the names of the 3 premiers are correct.

P. 85. Heroices — Heroics.

P. 153. Footnote. Remark should be modified. I have no good evidence that prostitution decreased 75% in the early days of the war, and I believe the Anarchists went on the principle of “collectivising” the brothels, not suppressing them. But there was a drive against prostitution (posters etc.) and it is a fact that the smart brothel and naked cabaret shows were shut in the early months of the war and open again when the war was about a year old.

P. 156. Top line. “26 mm”. Should be “.26 inch”.

P. 158–9. “At Puigcerda … was killed”. I am told my reference to this incident is incorrect and misleading. Might be verified.

P. 159. Line 13 and bottom line. “Roldan”. Should be “Roldan Cortada”.

Pp. 161–242. All through these chapters are constant references to “Civil Guards”. Should be “Assault Guards” all the way through. I was misled because the Assault Guards in Catalonia wore a different uniform from those afterwards sent from Valencia, and by the Spaniards referring indifferently to all these formations as “la guardia”. The remarks on p. 213 lines 14–17 and footnote should be regularised. The undoubted fact that Civil Guards often joined Franco when able to do so makes no reflection on the Assault Guards who were a formation raised since the 2nd Republic. But the general reference to popular hostility to “la guardia” and this having played its part in the Barcelona business should stand.

P. 272. Wallowed — walloped.

P. 298. Line 11. “El colonel”. Should be “el coronel”.

In addition, if this book is ever reprinted the spelling of Spanish names should be regularised throughout.

Last page. Contains the phrase “under your brun”. Unnecessary obscenity which might be altered to “underneath you”.




Appendix 6

3729. Orwell’s Notes on Inside Covers of Red Book-Cover


All that is left of this notebook is the outer casing (or book binding). The cover is red; the inside linings are brown paper. Orwell has written notes in ink on the linings. These are in part water-damaged. The front and back covers, each approximately 28 x 21.5 cm, are joined by a back strip 6.3 cm in width. The notes all seem to have been written in 1949. They are of four kinds: books Orwell wished to read; those to whom he wished to give proof or complimentary copies of Nineteen Eighty-Four, notes on three contributions to be written; and three sets of initials and dates (see n. 12).

Many of the books are ticked and the tick is crossed through. Collation with Orwell’s list of reading in 1949 indicates that nearly all the books so marked were read by him in that year. For convenience, the month when he read such books is given in abbreviated form within square brackets at the end of the listing; if the book does not appear in the reading list a short dash is given within square brackets. From this it would seem, as had been noted earlier (for example, 3529, n. 3), that his list of reading reproduced in 3727 is not complete. Many of the books listed are included in the list of books in his possession at his death; see 3734. Books only ticked may have been ordered but not delivered or read yet.

For letters referring to proof and complimentary copies of Nineteen Eighty-Four, see 3604, 3605, and 3637.

The article on Waugh due ‘by the end of April’ 1949 was not completed; see 3585. The reference to Dickens is to Orwell’s review of Hesketh Pearson’s biography, published in The New York Times Book Review, 15 May 1949; see 3625. It is not known what article Orwell was proposing for Commentary ‘by the end of May’ 1949. His last article for that journal appeared in October 1948 (‘Britain’s Struggle for Survival’; see 3462) and copy was due by 20 July 1948. Of surviving materials the only possible article would be that on Conrad which Orwell was working on in 1949: see last Literary Notebook, 3725, n. 8. However, that subject would not be in accord with the other articles Orwell wrote for Commentary, though that magazine did publish literary articles in the 1950s. In March 1949 Orwell read one Conrad book and began to read (or reread) Conrad seriously in December 1949. That might suggest that May 1950 is intended. This entry, like those for Dickens and Waugh, is crossed through, so Orwell may have decided he was too ill to write this essay and abandoned the attempt. Commentary no longer has its correspondence for 1949, so cannot tell whether Orwell was working on anything for it.

In his letter to Richard Rees, 17 April 1949 (see 3600), Orwell refers to ‘a dirty old red book, which had notes that I might need some time.’ Because so many of these titles refer to months earlier than April, this cover cannot have been removed from that book.
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The remaining notes are in three columns: the first two list those to whom Orwell wished to give proof or complimentary copies of Nineteen Eighty-Four, the third is a final list of books. For convenience, the third list is given below and is followed by the two columns of names against some of which Orwell has marked an ‘x’ some of which are ringed.
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Appendix 7

3730. Orwell’s Will of 18 January 1950, and Estate



I, ERIC ARTHUR BLAIR, of Barnhill, Isle of Jura, Argyllshire, Author and Journalist, hereby revoke all former wills and codicils made by me and declare that this is my last will made the 18th day of January 1950.

1. I appoint GWEN O’SHAUGHNESSY of Cranglegate, Swaffham, in the County of Norfolk, General Practitioner, to be executrix1 and trustee of my will (and jointly with my wife Sonia Mary Blair and my sister Avril Nora Blair guardians of my infant adopted son RICHARD HORATIO BLAIR)

2. I declare that in the interpretation of this my will the expression “my trustees” shall (where the context permits) mean and include the trustee or trustees for the time being hereof whether original or substituted and if there shall be no trustees or trustee shall (where the context permits) include the persons or person empowered by statute to exercise or perform any power or trust hereby or by statute conferred upon the trustees hereof and willing or bound to exercise or perform the same.

3. I give to my wife SONIA MARY BLAIR such of my books, periodicals, press cuttings, manuscripts and documents as she may within six months after my decease select and the residue thereof not selected by her I give and bequeath to my friend SIR RICHARD LODOWICK MONTAGUE REES2 c/o Messrs. Coutts & Co. of 440 Strand, London, W.C.2 with the exception of the small collection of leather-covered books which are kept in a wooden travelling case and were originally the property of my great-uncle HORATIO BLAIR which excepted books shall form part of my residuary estate.

4. I give and bequeath unto my trustees the policy of insurance relating to the education of my adopted son RICHARD HORATIO BLAIR upon trust to sell call in and convert the same into money (with power in their discretion to postpone such sale calling-in and conversion) and to invest the proceeds in any of the investments authorised by law and to stand possessed of such investments upon trust to provide out of the interest and of capital from time to time funds to be applied in and towards the education of my adopted son and upon my adopted son attaining his majority to pay the sum remaining (if any) of such proceeds to my said son. In the event of my son dying before attaining his majority the residue of such proceeds of sale as shall not have been applied towards the education of my said son shall be paid to my wife, SONIA MARY BLAIR.

5. In the event that my son dies before attaining his majority and my wife predeceases him, the residue of the proceeds of sale of the Insurance policy as shall not have been applied towards the education of my son shall be paid and divided in equal shares between my nephew Henry Dakin and my nieces Jane Dakin and Lucy Dakin, all of Ten Westgate, Southwell, Nottinghamshire.

6. It is my desire that my Trustees shall entrust to the said SIR RICHARD LODOWICK MONTAGUE REES and the said SONIA MARY BLAIR (hereinafter referred to as “my literary Executors”) the fullest powers of administration and control over the property assets and effects of my literary business or profession of writer and journalist including (without prejudice to the foregoing generality) all unprinted manuscripts, printed material, pamphlets, leaflets, manifestos, copies of rare periodicals, press cuttings, diaries, unpublished statements on contemporary events and all other books, documents and papers of every description whether published or unpublished having any connection with my literary business or profession of Writer and Journalist, together with the benefit of all contracts subsisting in relation to my said business at the time of my death and all book debts which shall then be owing to me in connection therewith and all copyrights, film rights and rights of publication belonging to me at the time of my death, and all ledgers, accounts, vouchers and correspondence relating thereto, or, in so far as these relate to other matters full right of access thereto (all which property assets and effects are hereinafter referred to as “my literary estate”), and for this purpose I direct that immediately after my death my Trustees shall give to my Literary Executors full right of access to my literary estate and, in the case of any delay occurring between my death and, the arrival of my Literary Executors to take charge of my literary estate, I particularly request that my literary estate be left intact and that no books, press cuttings, back numbers of periodicals or other documents shall be destroyed or thrown away; and further my Trustees shall as soon as possible after my death deliver and make over to my Literary Executors my literary estate and that in trust for the following purposes and with the following powers to my Literary Executors to be exercised by them as they in their uncontrolled discretion shall think fit; (One) full power to carry out all negotiations with Publishers, Editors and others and with my literary Agents concerning publication of unpublished material, re-prints, film rights and all other literary business whatsoever and to make such contracts and enter into such engagements as they in their absolute and uncontrolled discretion shall think fit; and so decide which of my unprinted manuscripts shall or shall not be published and which of my published works shall or shall not be re-printed and what alterations or re-arrangements if any shall be made[;] (Two) to decide which documents are to be preserved and which are to be destroyed, but I specially direct that if it is in any way avoidable my collection of pamphlets shall not be destroyed; (Three) to sell or dispose of my literary estate or any part thereof in any way that may seem proper, and to collect all royalties, fees or other monies arising from my literary estate; (Four) my Literary Executors, after deducting all expenses properly incurred by them shall, when called upon by my Trustees and in any event annually, give a full accounting for and shall pay over all sums in their hands arising from the administration or disposal of my literary estate to my Trustees who shall apply such sums as part of my said means and estate.

7. I devise and bequeath all the residue of my property including my literary estate unto my wife SONIA MARY BLAIR absolutely.

8. I express the hope that my wife will execute a testamentary disposition of my residuary estate in favour of my adopted son but expressly negative any presumption that this clause gives rise to a trust or settlement.

9. I direct that my body shall be buried (not cremated) according to the rites of the Church of England in the nearest convenient cemetery, and that there shall be placed over my grave a plain brown stone bearing the inscription “Here lies Eric Arthur Blair born June 26th 1903, died —”; in case any suggestion should arise I request that no memorial service be held for me after my death and that no biography of me shall be written.
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Orwell’s Estate

Except that it was after April 1949, it is not known when Orwell made out the Statement of Assets reproduced in 3726, nor are the figures by any means clear. Ignoring what he may have had in the bank—possibly much reduced by the time of his death—and the figures he crossed out, he seems to have had

[image: image]

It must be stressed that there is no way of knowing how accurate this is, and it does not represent a sum actually at hand but includes an estimate of what might be forthcoming.

However, in the light of that figure, the value of Orwell’s estate when probate was granted in May 1950—£9,908.14s 11d—suggests that Orwell had estimated his financial position in the later part of 1949 fairly well. Of course, no allowance was made for expenditure, for example on hospital bills. Unfortunately, it was only after his death that the value of his estate grew markedly, from the proceeds of Animal Farm and Nineteen Eighty-Four.








Appendix 8

3731. Names in Orwell’s Address Book


In addition to names, addresses are also given if these might help in identification or in some way be of interest. When Orwell gives an indication of why a name is entered (as for A. G. Allan), this is noted. The order is as in the address book. For clarity, some conventional punctuation marks have been added. Editorial notes are in square brackets. Many of the addresses are in Sonia’s hand, so she evidently helped compile the list; a few addresses are in the hands of the addressees.1



David Astor

Mrs E. K. Adam

Allen & Unwin

A. G. Allan (lamps), 102 Islington High St., N.1.

Austin & McAslan, 91–95 Mitchell St., Glasgow C. 1.

Sonia Brownell, 18 Percy Street, W. 1. [Written in her hand]

Boss, M. A. (Picture Post)

Laurence Brander, O.U. Press, Amen Corner, Warwick Sq., E.C.4.

Alec Brown, c/o A. M. Heath.

Mark Benney

Blair & Binnie Ltd., 95 Hope St., Glasgow, C.2.

[Cyril] Connolly

Cooke, Diana

Christy & Moore

Commentary, 425 Fourth Avenue, New York 16, N.Y.

Mrs W. Cox, 7 Avenue Marc Marnier, Geneva, Switzerland (temp?)

Charoux, 65 Holland Park Rd., W. 14. [picture restorer]

C. D. Darlington, John Innes Horticultural Institute, Mostyn Road, Merton Park, S.W.19.

Dobbie’s, The Scottish Seed Establishment, Edinburgh 7.

Douglas & Foulis, Printers & Bookbinders, Castle St., Edinburgh 2.

William Empson, 11 Tung Kao Fang, Near Peking National University, Peiping 9, China.

Editions Nagel-Paris (F. Erval), 47 Rue Blanche, Paris.

Eyre & Spottiswoode

Ruth Fischer

T. R. Fyvel [probably in his hand]

Daniel George

Geoffrey Gorer

Victor Gollancz

Harrison, Son; Hill & Co [Accountants]

Hancock & Scott, The Outer Temple, 222 Strand, W.C.2

Inez Holden

Horizon

Harper’s

Harcourt Brace°

Rayner Heppenstall

Celia Kirwan, 3 Stuart’s Grove, Fulham Road, S.W. [and Foreign Office telephone number]

[Arthur] Koestler, Verte Rive, Fontaine-le-Port, France.

Betty King, 16 Clabon Mews, Cadogan Sq., S.W.1 (Care of Tribune)

Jennie Lee [telephone number only]

Geo. Lowther (Care of World Review, Garrick Club)

L. P. Moore, The Ride Annexe, Duke’s Wood Avenue, Gerrard’s Cross, Bucks.

Michael Meyer, Oure Slottsgatan 14c, Upsala,° Sweden

Malcolm Muggeridge (Care of Daily Telegraph)

McIntosh & Otis (Miss Elizabeth Otis) [New York agent]

Nation

New Republic

New Yorker

New Leader [New York]

New York Times (London) (Miss Tania Lang Daniell)

Gwen O’Shaughnessy, Cranglegate, Swaffham, Norfolk

Partisan Review

Anthony Powell

Ruth Pitter

Possev (V. Goracheck & E. Romanov) Limburg, Lahn, Germany

Kathleen Raine

Richard Rees, 14 Douglas Crescent, Edinburgh 12

J. Ramakrishna, M.A., All India Radio, Egmore, Madras 8, India

Herbert Read

Secker & Warburg

Karl Schnetzler, 5 Breakspear Rd, Ruislip, Middx.

Gleb Struve

Julian Symons

Sidney Sheldon, 1225 Westholme Avenue, Los Angeles 24, California, USA [who proposed to adapt Nineteen Eighty-Four for the stage; see 3671]

Roger Sauvé,? 3 Rue Leon Lhermitte, Paris 15

Brenda Salkeld, 71 Goldington Avenue, Bedford (Bedford 3661)

L. Simmonds, Bookseller, 16 Fleet St., EC.4

Soho Wine Supply Ltd

Pastor Sevilla, 16 Winchester Rd., NW.3

Thomson, Skinner & Hamilton, 137 Sauchiehall St., Glasgow C.2 [supplier of methylated spirit]

Tribune

Professor R. H. Tawney [London address and Gloucestershire telephone number]

Susan Watson

Henry W. Whitney, 535 5th Avenue, New York 17, N.Y.

Robert Wheeler [telephone number] Burford 273

C. A. Wells [telephone numbers] HAM 0893 [and] GUL 5555; 4 Telegraph Hill, Platts Lane, NW. 3

Cyril Wilson Ltd (trees?), Market Harborough, Leicestershire







Appendix 9

3732. Orwell’s List of Crypto-Communists and Fellow-Travellers


On 6 April 1949, Orwell wrote to Richard Rees from Cranham Sanatorium asking him if he would send him ‘a quarto notebook with a pale-bluish cardboard cover’ which he thought was in his bedroom: ‘It contains a list of crypto-Communists & fellow-travellers which I want to bring up to date’; see 3591. On 17 April he wrote again, commenting on some of those included; see 3600. Shelden describes this as a random list: ‘much of it is based on pure speculation’; he was, says Shelden, ‘doubtful that some of the names on his list really belonged there, but he included them anyway because he was engaged in a continuous exercise of determining who was sincere and who was not’ (468, 469; U.S.: 428, 429). Orwell’s attitude is well summed up in his two letters in Tribune of 17 and 31 January 1947 replying to Konni Zilliacus’s protestations of innocence following Orwell’s accusation that he was a Communist in London Letter, Partisan Review, Summer 1946; see 2990. In the second of these letters he says, ‘I believe that he is reliably sympathetic to the Communist Party and can be counted on to support its policies in all major issues: I believe that his main allegiance is to the U.S.S.R., and that when-Soviet and British interests appear to clash, he will support the Soviet interest.’ In his London Letter he had referred to ‘crypto-Communists’ and ‘fellow travellers’1 and he went on: ‘it is clear that a combination of open Communists like Arthur Horner at the head of big trade unions, “underground” Communists like Zilliacus in Parliament, and “sympathisers” like Priestley in the popular press, could be very dangerous.’ If such people ‘could get inside the Labour Party as an organised body, they might be able to do enormous mischief. Even the worst kind of split could hardly result in a Communist-controlled government, but it might bring back the Conservatives.’ However, Orwell was wholly opposed to the suppression of the Communist Party ‘at any time when it did not unmistakably endanger national survival’: such suppression ‘would be calamitous’ (‘Burnham’s View of the Contemporary World Struggle,’ The New Leader, 29 March 1947; see 3204).

In a later letter to Rees, 2 May 1949 (see 3617), Orwell discussed the political stance of several of those on his list and concluded: ‘The whole difficulty is to decide where each person stands, & one has to treat each case individually.’ On the same day he sent Celia Kirwan (then working at the Foreign Office on world-wide Communism) a list of thirty-five names, commenting, ‘it isn’t a bad idea to have the people who are probably unreliable listed’; see 3615. See note on Orwell’s use of asterisks, below. In a letter to Ian Angus, 10 June 1967, Rees described his and Orwell’s exchange of names as ‘a sort of game we played – discovering who was a paid agent of what and estimating to what lengths of treachery our favourite bêtes noires would be prepared to go.’

On 13 September 1994, the Library and Records Department of the Foreign & Commonwealth Office advised the editor that Orwell had been consulted from time to time by its Information Research Department (IRD). This had been ‘set up in January 1948 primarily to give a “lead and support to genuinely progressive and reformist elements withstanding the inroads of Communism” by means of a new anti-Communist publicity policy based on information concerning Communist policy, tactics, and propaganda.’ Orwell was too ill to contribute directly but was in touch with the department. (Note Celia Kirwan’s telephone number at the Foreign Office in his address book; see 3731.) For a letter and a report that became available after page proofs had been made up, see 3590A and 3590B in Appendix 14.

Studied nearly half a century after Orwell compiled his list, when the fear of Soviet power and nuclear war has diminished greatly, such listing may make uncomfortable reading. Orwell, however, had had experience of infiltration and unreliable allies in Spain; see 374A; he knew only too well, what politicians and publishers were desperate to ignore, of the treachery perpetrated by the Soviets at Katyn; he saw through the charade of the New York, Paris, and Wroclaw conferences (see 3610, n. 2 and 3617, n. 9), and witnessed how easily people were duped and traitors were created; and, by no means least, the Czech coup (see Upton Sinclair in the list below) showed plainly how a democratic society could be subverted. Earlier still, he had had an eye on those who might ‘go over’ to the Nazis if the Germans conquered England; see 913, where he says he could ‘make out at least a preliminary list’ of such people.

The notebook has stiff board covers and measures approximately 19.8 x 16.5 cm. It is made up of six thirty-two-page gatherings, each page having twenty-two ruled lines; the first and last pages are pasted to the inside of the covers. The alphabetical lists take the first sixty-five pages (excluding the page pasted to the inside front cover) but many versos are blank. A written list is on the final page of the notebook and a printed list is pasted to the inside back cover. All the intervening pages are blank. The alphabetical list is in the order given in the notebook. It has 135 names and is as complete as the laws of libel allow; thirty-six names have been withheld.2 Omissions are not indicated because the alphabetical order might arouse real or unfounded suspicions that could be damaging. Orwell begins each letter of the alphabet on a fresh recto page headed by the appropriate letter in a large capital. This division has not been followed here.

Three kinds of brackets are used. Round brackets are Orwell’s; square brackets are editorial; and half-brackets enclose passages Orwell crossed through. Editorial notes have been given with each name listed, rather than at the end of the list, for the convenience of readers. The asterisks are Orwell’s. The entries are very much in note form, and in order to preserve something of the character of the original no editorial smoothing has been made. The narrowness of the columns of the original makes it unclear whether new lines are intended; a new line begins in the transcript only if it is quite plain in the original. The punctuation is often irregular, but it has been reproduced as in the original.

The entries were made at many different times, but no attempt has been made to suggest by describing the different colours of inks when these were and how entries made at different places might be related in time. Such a study can only be made from the original manuscript. There are two exceptions: Orwell’s asterisks are in either red or blue inks; those in red are so indicated. A few entries are in pencil; this is noted, since it may indicate when Orwell was too ill to use ink or had no Biro. The reason for the red and blue asterisks is not known. The fact that there are thirty-five may tally with the thirty-five names Orwell sent Celia Kirwan on 2 May 1949.

See also Shelden, 467–69; U.S.: 428–29), and Alok Rai, Orwell and the Politics of Despair (1988), 155–57. Also 3590A and 3590B in Appendix 14.









Appendix 10

3733. Classified List of Orwell’s Pamphlets

[1946–47?]


On 9 January 1943, Orwell reviewed fifteen pamphlets for The New Statesman and Nation; see 1807. In this article he refers to his own collection, made ‘during the past six years, [which] would run into several hundreds, but probably does not represent anywhere near 10 per cent. of the total output.’ On 3 December 1943, in his first ‘As I Please,’ 2385, he wrote of collecting since 1935 ‘when pamphleteering revived.’ Writing to Geoffrey Gorer on 22 January 1946, 2870, Orwell said that he had taken on a secretary (Siriol Hugh-Jones, see 2689): ‘I am using her to arrange and catalogue my collection of pamphlets. I find that up to date I have about 1200.’ Then, in his ‘Notes for My Literary Executor,’ signed 31 March 1945 (see 2648), Orwell says, ‘I have been collecting pamphlets since 1935 and must have at least 1000. They are only very roughly classified and some are unclassified.’ Orwell thought that some of the pamphlets ‘must be great rarities’ and refers to ‘a little Trotskyist pamphlet published in Paris in 1937 or 1938 about the fate of Kurt Landau’ (see below, Spanish Civil War, 2, for Katia Landau’s Le Stalinisme en Espagne, 1937). In a note about the pamphlets written in 1949 for his literary executors (see 3728), Orwell said he thought there were between 1,200 and 2,000 pamphlets. About twenty boxes of pamphlets were stored at Pickfords and there were ‘about a dozen others’ (presumably boxes) in his bedroom at Barnhill and ‘a few more’ (pamphlets?) ‘among my papers.’ He said that he had collected pamphlets between 1935 and 1945. The pamphlets had, he said, been sorted into boxes ‘under about a dozen headings and the contents of each box listed.’ If pamphlets were found ‘on top of the sheet with the list of titles,’ they were ones ‘that have not yet been entered up.’ Thus, there were once, evidently, separate lists of contents for each box, but these have disappeared. Orwell hoped that his collection could be deposited in the British Museum (the name by which the British Library was then known), and it is now held by the British Library, call number 1899 ss 1–21, 23–48. Item 48 is a typed catalogue (discussed below), dated by the Library as ‘c. 1950’; this records items in boxes 1–21, 23–26, and 28–30.

Precisely when Orwell began to collect pamphlets is uncertain. From the above, there seem to be two starting dates, 1935 (given twice) and 1937. Looking back, it is easy to confuse dates. The year 1937 might be supported by the possibility that his experience in Spain prompted his interest in pamphlets, and several of those in his collection are related to the Spanish civil war in that year. Items 10 and 19 under the heading ‘Spanish Civil War’ below might well have been picked up in Spain, but caution is necessary in making such an assertion. The inscription on Tempête sur l’Espagne (item 15) shows that it was bought in Paris in 1936 by Henry Swanzy, whom Orwell came to know at the BBC in 1941. The earliest letter found in the pamphlet boxes is one from Michael Fraenkel of 14.2.36; the latest is from Ihor Szewzenko of 25.3.47.

If Orwell had started collecting in 1935, that might explain a seeming conflict about what knowledge of Marxism he acquired before he went to Spain. Richard Rees says that when Orwell attended the Adelphi Summer School at Langham, Essex, in August 1936, he ‘astonished everybody, including the Marxist theoreticians, by his interventions in discussions. Without any parade of learning he produced breathtaking Marxist paradoxes and epigrams, in such a way as to make the sacred mysteries seem almost too obvious and simple. At one of the sessions I noticed a leading Marxist eyeing him with a mixture of admiration and uneasiness’ (George Orwell, Fugitive from the Camp of Victory, 147).

Professor Crick finds this unlikely: ‘“Leading Marxist” and “theoretician” must have been relative terms among Middleton Murry’s followers.… To judge by the second half of The Road to Wigan Pier, Orwell had not studied the classic texts of Marxism closely; and there is no evidence elsewhere in his writings, letters or among the books he possessed that his knowledge of Marxism was anything but secondary’ (305).

These two statements may not be irreconcilable. As Crick states, Orwell may not by then have read ‘the classic texts of Marxism’ nor possessed its books; but the ‘breathtaking Marxist paradoxes and epigrams’ may have been suggested by pamphlets, pro- and anti-Communist. Did Orwell have by then, for example, any of his Socialist Party of Great Britain pamphlets published between 1933 and 1936? Or Litvinoff’s The Bolshevik (1918), G. A. Aldred’s For Communism (1935), The Witchcraft Trial in Mosco° (1936), the Communist Party’s Where is Trotsky Going? (1928), or Harry Pollitt’s Save Spain from Fascism (1936), and the like?

Whether Orwell began collecting pamphlets in 1935 or 1937, what is certain is that this is no mere chance collection. The pamphlets provide clues as to what he read at a crucial period in his life, from the composition of Homage to Catalonia to Nineteen Eighty-Four, and they also, perhaps, suggest insights into his thinking about personal matters. Do the brochures about cremation and the Golders Green Garden of Remembrance imply that he considered (and rejected) cremation, leading to his requiring in his will that he be buried (not cremated) according to the rites of the Church of England? The pamphlets might repay more attention than they have so far received.

Sonia Orwell asked her friend Angus Wilson, Deputy to the Superintendent of the Reading Room, 1949–55, whether the British Museum would, as Orwell wished, accept the collection. Wilson (1913–1991, Kt., 1980), who later achieved great distinction as a novelist and academic, arranged for the collection to be received, and a memorandum of 5 April 1955 from the Department of Printed Books to the Trustees of the British Museum reports that forty boxes of pamphlets had been offered to the Museum and, because ‘at least half of these pamphlets are not at present in the library,’ recommended acceptance of the offer. A written receipt dated 16 April 1955 indicates that these forty boxes had been received. The boxes are numbered 1 to 47; there is neither a 22 nor a 27 (and these are not included in the typed catalogue). An undated Museum memorandum suggests that 22 and 27 ‘are probably two of the boxes 31–34 and possibly 35.’ Boxes numbered 24 and 25, 28 and 29, and 42 and 43 are housed in pairs, and 45–47 are together in a single box; this accounts for the total of forty boxes offered and received. Boxes up to and including 30 were numbered by Orwell; those from 31 to 47 were numbered by Ian Angus, according to the memorandum.

When Ian Angus examined the boxes in December 1963, he discovered that they contained letters and documents as well as pamphlets. Sonia Orwell then wrote to Sir Frank Francis (Director and Principal Librarian of the British Museum, 1959–68) on 21 January 1964, requesting that these be transferred to the Orwell Archive, which she had set up at University College London; they could there be more conveniently used by scholars. Francis replied on 5 January 1965 to explain that the Act of Parliament under which the Museum operated forbade the release of this material, but he ensured that the Archive was supplied with photocopies. A memorandum shows that this material included 76 letters and postcards to Orwell and two to Eileen; Orwell’s BBC and Polemic contracts; the typescripts of his adaptation of Little Red Riding Hood for the BBC; six lectures for the Home Guard; two articles on the Home Guard; proofs of an unpublished book review for The Observer (see 1447) and of a letter to Tribune (see 2685), the latter not having been published ‘because Tribune changed its political line,’ according to the memorandum; a carbon copy of a letter that The Times refused to publish (see 1564); carbon copies of three more letters; press cuttings; a list of Gissing’s work; five insurance cards, and a copy of Orwell’s father’s will. The same memorandum also notes that ‘29 letters to Orwell and 1 letter by him and possibly another by him’ had been removed from the pamphlet collection and deposited in the Department of Manuscripts (Add. 49384).

The British Museum memorandum lists the boxes and their titles. The titles of boxes 1–17, 19–21, 23–26, 28, 30, 35, 38–42, and 45 are stated as being Orwell’s own. Boxes 31–34, 36, 43, 44, 46, and 47 are not Orwell’s originals, but Museum pamphlet slip-cases. Their titles are also probably Orwell’s, however, ‘because it seems likely that Orwell’s own titles have been copied on to the B.M. slip-cases,’ though the title of 47, ‘Orwelliana—Postcards,’ hardly sounds like Orwell’s. The titles of boxes 18 and 37 were supplied by Ian Angus. As the rest of this introduction shows, the pamphlet collection is, as the Museum memorandum suggests, contained in boxes 1–34 and probably 35. The list that follows gives the details of the collection as they are listed in the Museum’s memorandum. Square brackets enclose additions to titles or numbering of boxes by the Museum and Ian Angus.



1. Pacifist: 75 items, all listed.

2. Pacifist: 49 items, all listed.

3. Trotskyist, Anarchist: 70 items, all listed.

4. Trotskyist, Anarchist, ILP: 51 items listed, 2 not listed.

There is a note that item 7, Czapski’s Souvenirs it Starobielsk, was to be found as item 1 in box 37; Orwell had more than one copy of this pamphlet, and item 7 here was probably not to be identified, as the Museum thought, with 37/2; it was probably the copy sent to Arthur Koestler at the end of February or early in March, 1946; see 2919.

5. Labour Party and Socialist: 27 items, all listed.

6. Labour Party and Socialist: 57 items, all listed (except the second item numbered 37).

7. Labour Party and Socialist: 40 items, all listed.

8. Labour Party and Socialist: 57 items, all listed.

9. Fascist, Vansittart, Ext[remist]: 26 items, all listed.

10. Currency Reform: 21 items listed; 8 not listed.

11. Conservative [+ War, Poland, Greece, Norway, Atrocities]: 61 items, all listed.

12. Conservative: 62 items, all listed.

13. Religious and Anti-Clerical: 64 items listed; 65th item listed by Ian Angus.

14. Communist: 68 items, all listed.

15. Communist: 128 items listed; 42 newspapers and periodicals not listed.

16. Liberal and Radical: 35 items, all listed.

17. Liberal and Radical: 68 items, all listed.

18. [Education and post-war reconstruction]: 79 items, all listed; 29 and 30 missing.

19. Miscellaneous—Political: 61 items, all listed.

20. Zionism and Anti-Semitism: 48 items, all listed.

21. Lunatic [mainly Jehovah’s Witness and British Israelite]: 40 items, all listed.

[22. Neither box nor list.]

23. Trotskyist, Anarchist, ILP: 34 items, all listed.

24. Labour Party and Socialist: 20 items, all listed.

25. Fascist, Vansitattite° and Extreme Tory: 8 items, all listed.

26. Leaflets: India, Burma, Foreign, Colonial, etc.: 27 items listed; 3 not listed.

[27. Neither box nor list.]

28. Communist: 11 items + 7 items from Box 29 listed; 5 not listed.

29. [Merged—by Orwell?—with Box 28. ]

30. Miscellaneous—Political: 40 items listed; 5 not listed.

[31.] Political [Trotskyist, Communist, Common Wealth Party, ILP]: 25 pamphlets and octavo-size newspapers; 31 newspapers and periodicals.

[32.] Political [Communist; Refugees]: 15 periodicals and newspapers, 9 pamphlets and 8 reports.

[33.] Political [Burma, India; Pacifism, Post-War Reconstruction]: 23 periodicals and newspapers; 16 pamphlets and leaflets.

[34.] Miscellaneous—Non Political: 10 newspapers; 28 pamphlets and leaflets.

[35.] War [Europe, especially France]: 12 Resistance French newspapers; 12 leaflets.

[36.] Miscellaneous—Non Political [personal, e.g. proof-reader’s chart, hints on law of libel].

[37.] [Home Guard; War Office booklets, battalion instructions, Orwell’s lecture notes.]

[38.] War, etc. [Wartime official leaflets].

[39.] Miscellaneous Papers Relating to USSR [Press-cutting of the Munich Crisis and the War; election blurbs].

[40.] Maps 1:18 maps and booklets.

[41.] Maps 2: 25 maps.

[42.] Gardening, Household, etc.

[43.] Miscellaneous Typescripts, etc.: Typescript of Sluggards’ Comfort, by Morwenna Pendour and literary odds and ends.

[44.] Theatre Programmes, Song Sheets.

[45.] Press Cuttings Miscellaneous—Personal.

[46.] Correspondence Literary: Exercises in map drawing, i.e. trash.

[47.] Orwelliana—Postcards: unsigned picture postcards.


Orwell’s ‘Rough Classification’

It is not certain what Orwell meant by ‘only very roughly classified’ in his ‘Notes for My Literary Executor,’ 31 March 1945. He probably meant the initial sorting of pamphlets into the boxes in which they are, in the main, still stored in the British Library (some have been reboxed). The grouping is quite rough and, as Orwell seems to imply, some of the boxes contain unclassified batches of pamphlets. Although Orwell said in 1949 that he collected pamphlets from 1935 to 1945, some pamphlets in the typed catalogue in the Library are dated 1946 and a few are dated 1947. One press cutting is dated 1.1.47 in Orwell’s hand. A date of publication is only the earliest date when Orwell could have obtained a pamphlet; pamphlets dated 1945–47 may have been acquired in 1948 or 1949. However, the absence of any pamphlets for those last two years suggests that Orwell was not then collecting pamphlets. Many of the items are pre-war. It is difficult to give an unqualified total of pamphlets because many items might or might not be considered pamphlets—for example, a batch of small, single-sheet, 1945 election leaflets—but a figure of about 1,340 might be fair.

The Typed Catalgue

The typed catalogue, 1899 ss. 48, has been dated c. 1950 by the British Library, but it was probably earlier. There are five ruled columns, headed No., Title, Author, Source (publisher and price), and Remarks (date). Some of it may have been typed by Orwell, but since he had engaged Siriol Hugh-Jones ‘to arrange and catalogue’ his collection it is reasonable to assume that the bulk of the typing is hers. She worked for Orwell until he left for Jura in May. 1946; that would mean that the catalogue should be dated 1945–46. There are quite a number of manuscript notes and additions. Orwell seems to have confined his annotating to adding dates or ‘wartime,’ instead of a precise date, but the list for Box 15 has two additions in Orwell’s hand. All the other additions are in an unidentified hand. The catalogue is composed of 82 unnumbered sheets of quarto typing paper which have been mounted and bound by the Library. Some of the sheets have the watermark ‘PLANTAGENET BRITISH MADE’ within a double circle in the centre of which is a crest. The watermark was in use throughout the 1930s and 1940s. Watermarked sheets appear throughout the catalogue. Evidence that might indicate Orwell’s typing is to be found in the use of the abbreviations ‘Gov.t’ and ‘Dep.t,’ but a typist may have copied his style, perhaps from a manuscript. Orwell tended to use a capital X for crossing out words, and this appears for item 17 of Box 7, and there is the typical amateur’s fault of page slip when typing has proceded too far down a page. None of this is conclusive. Since it cannot with any certainty be attributed to Orwell, the typed catalogue has not been included in this appendix.

Orwell’s Handwritten Classified List

The list printed here is Orwell’s handwritten classified list. The cataloguing is almost certainly his work. It is written in a cash-book measuring 32 cm tall x 12.8 cm wide and contains 364 items. There are 25 duplicates and both The Kronstadt Revolt and The British General Strike appear three times. Thus there are 335 different pamphlets grouped according to subject. Many pamphlets listed were published in 1945; none is dated later than that. Because several section-headings given on the first page have no pamphlets listed against them and the final entry is incomplete, this list must have been a first stage in the process of categorising the collection. Giving the location of leaflets, that is, in which box the numbered pamphlets are to be found, is dependent upon the existence of the typed catalogue; this can be confirmed by the location errors, all of which can be explained by reference to the typed catalogue. So, although no pamphlet listed here is later than 1945, the list must have been made, at the earliest, at the end of 1946 and probably in 1947. (The single 1947 item in the typed catalogue in Box 24 could have been added after the classified handwritten list was made.) It is possible that Orwell took the typed catalogue with him to Jura in May 1946 and started his handwritten classification whilst at Barnhill; or he may have undertaken this task in the summer of 1947.

Orwell wrote a list of categories in alphabetical order on the first verso of the cash book followed by a list of abbreviations. The entries are numbered starting at one in each category, but something has gone wrong in Pacifism: History and Theory, where the numbering runs from 1 to 39 and then continues from 18 to 30 without a break. Some categories have no pamphlets listed. Orwell identified the sources of pamphlets, but four of the seven abbreviations listed are not used—those for Conservative, Communist, Fellow Traveller, and Fascist—all indicative of the incomplete state of this list. The list goes no further than the first eight boxes. The location of each pamphlet is indicated by its box number and by a number showing its position in the box. Of the eight boxes, Box 1 held 74 pamphlets, located from 1 to 75; no item 62 is listed (and there is no 62 in the typed catalogue). Box 2 held 30 pamphlets, originally numbered 1–31 in the typed catalogue, item 14 being omitted (Why Blunder On? by the Duke of Bedford); two pamphlets are located at 28 but the typed catalogue shows that one should be 29; the typed catalogue has an item 32 added in an unidentified hand and then a fresh page is started with typed contents originally numbered 1–15 but renumbered, in a hand other than Orwell’s, 33–49, none of which are in Orwell’s classified handwritten catalogue; ten of these are by the Duke of Bedford. Box 3 held 70 pamphlets, 1–70; there are two 23s, one of which should be 22, and two 62s, one of which should be 63. As originally typed, Box 4 held items 1–48 (one, 32, evidently missed in typing, was written in); of these, 7 and 41 were omitted, 41 because it was a duplicate of The Russian Myth, the first item under Trotskyism: History & Theory; and item 7, Joseph Czapski’s Souvenirs of Starobielsk (of which Orwell had more than one copy); for the absence of this important pamphlet, see the British Museum list of the pamphlet collection, box 4, above. Box 5 held pamphlets 1–27, but 2 and 25 were omitted from the classified list: The Education of the Backward Child, a Fabian Research pamphlet of 1941, and Allies and Equals, published by the China Campaign Committee, 1943; the latter should have appeared under China in Orwell’s handwritten list, so its absence is probably an oversight. Box 6 held pamphlets 1–57 but 17, 20, and 49 were omitted from the handwritten list; the first two refer to Austria, Austrian Labour and the Moscow Conference and O. Pollak’s, It Started in Vienna, both 1944; 49 is a duplicate of 23, which is included elsewhere. Box 7 held 36 pamphlets, 1–36, one of the two 36s in the handwritten list should be 34; and of 57 pamphlets in Box 8, only five were catalogued. These net totals come to 340 but include pamphlets entered at more than one location, reducing the 340 to 335.

The Catalogued Boxes

The contents of the 28 boxes that are listed in the typed catalogue (1–30 minus 22 and 27) are similar in general pattern to those which Orwell started to categorise. There are some groupings of particular interest, however. Boxes 8, 11, 14, and 26 have concentrations of pamphlets about foreign countries. Box 10 has a number of pamphlets on economics, poverty, and the control of industry; 20, pamphlets on the Jews and Palestine; 21, the ‘lunatic’ collection, includes Nostradamus, astrological prophecies, Why Eve was Left in the Garden: A Textbook on Genesis for the Classroom, by ‘Janet’ and so forth; 23, Scottish National Party pamphlets and others. Individual boxes invariably have items out of line with the general run.

A few individual pamphlets are particularly relevant to Orwell. Box 9, item 14, has Maj-Gen J. F. C. Fuller’s March to Sanity, published by the British Union of Fascists (see 1316, n. 1); Box 14/65, Gagged by Grigg, by William Rust, published by the Daily Worker (for Sir James Grigg, see 1043, n. 1); 15/22, Patriots of France: An Account of the Martyrdom of Twenty-seven French Working Men at Chateaubriant, October 22 1941, by An Unnamed Frenchman, and The Execution and Victory of Pierre Semard, Secretary of the French Railwaymen’s Union by André Marty, 1942? (a single pamphlet; for Marty, the ‘Butcher of Albacete,’ see 374A); 16/33, Gems of German Propaganda, cyclostyled in two colours, with illustrations, 1939; two pamphlets indicative of Orwell’s interest in artificial languages (cf. Newspeak); 18/28, Basic English (in Basic), a prewar pamphlet and 18/29, Budao (Esperanto), by P. L. Narasu, probably printed in Japan, 1933; and 28/11, George Thomson, Marxism and Poetry, 1945.

The Uncatalogued Boxes

The first six uncatalogued boxes have much the same kind of contents as those catalogued. Most are wartime pamphlets, but some go back to 1931 and there are a number from 1946–47. Siriol Hugh-Jones had probably stopped working for Orwell before she could deal with boxes 31–36. Box 33 includes pamphlets on cremation; 35 contains copies of the French underground newspaper Combat, 1943; 36 has a lengthy, untitled typescript report on ‘the situation of the American Negro.’

Boxes 37–45 are a very mixed bag, and although pamphlets are included, their contents are often quite different. The contents noted below indicate only items of particular interest.

37: Home Guard booklets and army instruction manuals.

38: Food recipes; duplicated letter from Rt Hon Alfred Duff Cooper (Minister of Information) to Civil Service staff (including Eileen?) about the dangers of careless talk.

39: A red folder containing newspaper cuttings with written on it, in Orwell’s hand, ‘Cuttings etc. re the war-crises,’ mainly from the News Chronicle; election leaflets; wartime press cuttings; a cutting from the Daily Herald, dated 1.1.47 (in Orwell’s hand), about two Indians, Brijlal Mukerjee and Sirdar Anjit Singh, who had attended a reception in London on their way back from Berlin en route for India—Mukerjee is described as Subhas Bose’s ‘chief emissary to Hitler’ (see 1080, n. 1)—and a small newspaper cutting showing a group of men in civilian clothes practising throwing hand grenades; one is clearly Orwell and the setting might be Regent’s Park, London. On the verso are references to the past 1939–40 football season and fixtures for the opening of the Scottish season for 1940; the cutting must date from the last week of August 1940. This illustration has never been reproduced.

40: European and English county maps; also a copy of J. F. Horrabin’s, An Outline of Political Geography, 1942, inscribed by the author for Orwell.

41: English County Maps; maps of North Africa (Marrakech), and Spain: Michelin 42, Burgos—S. Sebastián (includes Huesca), and 45, Madrid—Zaragoza; also the Ward Lock Guide to Southwold and District, 4th edn., n.d.

42: Cuttings from The Smallholder, 1938–39.

43: Household Repairs, 1932; Martin Walter’s Scientific System of Fiction-Writing; Specimen Plot; Plot Formula, 1944; for Orwell’s comments on Walter’s method, see ‘As I Please,’ 48, 17 November 1944, 2579. Also a cutting of an advertisement by the Panacea Society, ‘The Sealing on the Forehead of 144,000’ (re Revelations vii,3), which Orwell annotates, ‘Rather quaint—Sounds a bit like an air-raid. According to Rev. There were sealed the 144,000 but Panacea says the sealing is now in progress.’

44: Theatre programmes and film preview story-sheets of plays and films Orwell had reviewed in 1940–41. On the verso of the film preview sheet for Little Men, reviewed by Orwell, 10 May 1941 (see 798), he has written four telephone numbers: ‘Chatty [?] PRI 2783; Battalion HQ 16 Mansfield St. W.1 LAN 4197; Police Newcourt St. N.W.8 PRI 1113; Adjutant 56 Grove End Gdns MAI 7570.’ The telephone numbers and addresses all border Regent’s Park. Battalion HQ and Adjutant would be in connexion with the formation of the Local Defence Volunteers (later the Home Guard) which Sir Anthony Eden called for in a broadcast at 9:15 P.M. on 14 May. Orwell’s response was clearly immediate.

45: Press Cutting for Critical Essays, 1946.

46: School exercises showing drawing of a freehand map of Europe by schoolchildren aged 13–17; ten pages of shorthand notes on tuberculosis and thoracic illness (coronary thrombosis, coronary sclerosis, cardiac ischaema, angina pectoris), with references to ‘O’Shaughnessy 1937’—presumably Eileen’s brother’s revision of F. Sauerbruch’s Thoracic Surgery.

47:13 picture postcards in an envelope.

Orwell’s handwritten classified list is reproduced as written (including his use of lower-case letters in titles). Additional information derived from the typed catalogue and from the pamphlets themselves is given within square brackets; longer notes, in smaller type, are added after the item; reference numbers to biographical information in CW on those associated with Orwell are given in italic after the first appearance of that person’s name. Most pamphlets entered in more than one category are marked with an asterisk at one of the listings. Four duplicates are not asterisked: Family Allowances (which is only entered once but is given two locations), Bolshevik Bogey in Britain, Towards a New Poland and Cauchemar en URSS (also written as U.S.S.R.). Orwell began each category on a fresh page but allowed several pages for later additions. He underlined section headings. Lower-case roman numerals were double underlined, as was Orwell’s regular practice; here they are underlined once. A few minor variations in accidentals—for example, the addition or omission of final full points—have been ignored, as have one or two instances where Orwell began by entering a location in the wrong column. However, those alterations, even though trivial, which may indicate the order of composition of the list have been described. The spelling of proper names is occasionally uncertain: Orwell’s usage varies.

After the list of (italicized in original), Orwell gave the abbreviations he intended to use although not all were found necessary for the pamphlets he had time to classify. These abbreviations are sometimes, but not regularly, punctuated. Such full-points as are used in the original have been omitted here.



[Categories]

Anarchism: History & Theory.

Britain: i. Internal Affairs. ii. Foreign Affairs.

British Empire & Commonwealth.

Catholic Church.

China

Communism: History & Theory.

Fascism: History & Theory.

France: i. Internal Affairs. ii. Foreign & Colonial Affairs.

Germany: i. Internal Affairs. ii. Foreign Affairs. iii. Post-war treatment of.

India & Burma.

Italy.

Japan: i. History & Policy. ii. Post-war treatment of.

Minor Asiatic States.

Minor European States.

Nationalism: History & Theory.

Pacifism: History & Theory.

Poland.

Religion & Politics.

Science & Politics.

Socialism: History & Theory.

Spanish Civil War.

Trade Unionism: History & Theory.

Trotskyism: History & Theory.

U.S.A. i. Internal Affairs. ii. Foreign Policy & Affairs.

U.S.S.R. i. Internal Affairs. ii. Foreign Affairs.

War of 1914–18.

War of 1939–45.

Russian Revolution: History of

Zionism & Antisemitism: History & Theory.

Orwell’s Abbreviations


Con.    Conservative.    L.P.    Labour Party.    L.S.    Left Socialist.    C.  Communist.    F.T.  Fellow Traveller.    Tr.  Trotskyist    An.  Anarchist.    P.  Pacifist.    F.  Fascist



Editorial Abbreviations
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Appendix 11

3734. Books Owned by Orwell in 1950


This list records books known or believed to have been owned by Orwell at the time of his death. Some degree of uncertainty is inevitable in compiling such a list. It cannot be complete and books may be included that were not Orwell’s. For example, though some of the books he read during 1949 (see 3727) were borrowed, an item such as C. D. Darlington’s The Conflict of Science and Society (a pamphlet) would hardly be likely to be found in a hospital library, and if, as is possible, it came from its author—Orwell sent him a copy of Nineteen Eighty-Four (see 3542)—it would almost certainly have been given, not merely lent. It does not appear in this list, and it is probable that many of Orwell’s books that he had in hospital never got back into his ‘library.’

In ‘Books v. Cigarettes,’ Tribune, 8 February 1946 (see 2892), Orwell said he had nearly 900 books, of which fifteen were borrowed and not returned or temporarily on loan. The list that follows, excluding Horizon and the Quarterly Review, comprises 523 titles (counting multi-volume sets as one title). Of these, 134 are questionable, leaving 389 as certainly Orwell’s. Orwell’s will (see 3730) gave his wife, Sonia, six months to choose which books she would like, and then Richard Rees was to be the beneficiary. The distribution of books is indicated here by ‘S’ for Sonia, ‘R’ for Rees, and ‘A’ for Avril (Mrs. William Dunn, Orwell’s sister). A few books were originally Eileen Blair’s (Eileen O’Shaughnessy’s) or her brother Laurence’s; this is indicated where it is known. A few titles have been added of purchases made much later by the Orwell Archive, but only where they can reasonably be identified as Orwell’s; some of these are queried. Some books have two publication dates; the second, in round brackets, gives the date of re-issue of an edition first published in the year of the first date. Undated books are indicated by ‘n.d.’ Editorial annotations are placed within square brackets. A question-mark indicates that there is doubt whether a book was Orwell’s. Place of publication is London (including Harmondsworth) unless stated otherwise.

It must be reiterated that this list, though it may include books that are not Orwell’s, certainly omits many he owned. In addition, he had a very large collection of pamphlets, which was passed, at his request, to the British Library (see 3733), and his will refers to ‘the small collection of leather-covered books which are kept in a wooden travelling case and were originally the property of my great-uncle Horatio Blair,’ which were excepted from the division of books between Sonia Orwell and Richard Rees; see 3730.
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Appendix 12

3735. Mrs. Miranda Wood’s Memoir


In the summers of 1946 and 1947, whilst he was at Barnhill, Orwell let his London flat to Mrs. Miranda Wood (then Mrs. Christen). This memoir, written in 1984, throws light on the production of Nineteen Eighty-Four, ‘Such, Such Were the Joys,’ and on Orwell. It also says something about the bleakness of London in 1947–48, reflected in Nineteen Eighty-Four. It is printed, for the first time, by kind permission of Mrs. Wood; see also 3308, n. 3.


1947 was the year of my second summer at the flat in Canonbury Square. At intervals of a fortnight or so batches of manuscript posted in the island of Jura dropped through the letterbox for me to type. I had to do the work in the evenings and at weekends because I had a regular nine to five job in the City. I do not think I kept the author waiting long for the return package enclosing clean new typescript and one carbon copy. I was paying a nominal rent for the flat and from this I made what I considered to be an appropriate deduction for the typing. Both parties were satisfied with the arrangement. Or so I assumed. It all seemed fair and square.

Years passed. I was on the other side of the world for some of them. Near and far I heard people saying “Big Brother is watching you,” as if it were some radio comic’s catchphrase. I began to feel like the girl who danced with the man who danced with the girl who danced with the Prince of Wales. In fact I made sparing capital of the gambit and only in company where the impact was assured.

Twenty years on I was being interviewed by Woodrow Wyatt, who needed a new secretary. I told him I was experienced in deciphering writers’ rough manuscripts. He wanted to know what writers. I played my ace and this time I got back more than I bargained for. Over the next five years a variety of visitors, including MPs of all persuasions, trade union leaders, Mr Bernard Levin, a prime minister even were invited to a brief bask in my reflected glory. While in one way gratifying this always left me feeling curiously uneasy—as if George Orwell himself were glowering down from above, amazed at the presumption.

Back in the ’thirties I had worked for two publishers — Gerald Duckworth in London and the O.U.P in India. I had seen authors’ MSS in all conditions and had typed or re-typed not a few. Orwell’s was the easiest that ever came my way. The version he sent to me, presumably the initial draft, was partly self-typed, partly handwritten, not difficult to follow at all. The writing was neat and legible with alterations and inserts carefully indicated and unfamiliar names and words spelled out meticulously. I was also provided with a separate glossary of Newspeak.

On 22 October 1948, Orwell wrote to his publisher about the again-worked-over typescript, “I can’t send it away because it is an unbelievably bad MS and no one could make head or tail of it without explanation. On the other hand a skilled typist under my eye could do it easily enough”; [see 3477]. My impression makes this statement hard to credit. Perhaps he was failing to do justice to both the clarity of his work and the savvy of an ordinarily intelligent typist. So far as I was concerned it was simply a matter of copying out what was plainly set forth.

Unlike 1946, the second peacetime summer was a scorcher. The days were unbrokenly sunny and seemed endless, it being still double summertime. It was stifling in the flat, a conversion ranging across the attics of two nineteenth-century houses. The roof soaked up the heat of the day, conducting it into the rooms below. In the living room the pedestal table wobbled and rocked as I pounded the keys of the portable typewriter I had taken from the box sized office cum workshop across the passage. Orwell, of course, had a machine with him in Jura so perhaps the one I used had been the property of his dead wife.

All through the hot months on I typed. I was rivetted from the start. There were analogies with my recent past. Invaders who could promote slogans like “Great East Asia Co-Prosperity Sphere” to a cowed and penurious native population would have taken to the Ministry of Truth like ducks to water. I was too awestruck to volunteer any admiring opinion with the typescripts however. Nor was any reaction, good or bad, expressed regarding the quality of the work I turned in. Satisfactory or not, the brown envelopes kept on coming.

One day there was a separate sheaf of papers in the package. It was a bleary typescript of the essay “Such, such were the joys” to be re-done. It looked as if it had been lying around for a considerable time. I know now that this memoir is believed by some to be the source of ‘1984’ and it is important to establish exactly when it was written. I can only clear up the mystery of when it was re-typed and by whom.

When I read this piece echoes of a long ago rumpus at Duckworths stirred in my memory. Osbert Sitwell had once done a similar hatchet job on his prep school. Writs had flown, an edition was withdrawn. There were apologies, if not damages, and red faces all round. I was emboldened to transmit this cautionary tale with my next delivery. The short answer I received was that publication was not contemplated until the protagonists were safely dead.

In a letter to F.J. Warburg dated 31st May 1947 (and I cannot be sure if this date would have been before or after the copy was sent to me: on the whole I think it was probably before) Orwell writes, “I am sending you separately a long autobiographical sketch … I think it is really too libellous to print … But I think it should be printed sooner or later when the people concerned are dead … I must apologise for the typescript. It is not only the carbon copy but is very bad commercial typing which I have had to correct considerably.”1

When I came upon this, ten years or so ago, I failed to pay due regard to the date of the letter and I felt decidedly aggrieved. I assumed he was referring to my typescript. Undeniably it was commercial. But very bad? I have typed for a living all my working days and reflections on my competence came very much amiss.

I was somewhat appeased to read more recently in Prof. Crick’s George Orwell: A Life (Appendix B)

“The Dating of SSWTJ—The typescripts … that survive are remarkably clean with only occasional and small corrections of literals and those not in Orwell’s hand …”

I would lay odds on whose hand it was. Prof. Crick also states there is no record of anyone at Secker & Warburg’s having done the work. There wouldn’t be. And “There is moreover no record or memory of him farming out any work while at Jura …”

But he did.

To explain how it was that, like Goldilocks, I came to be sitting in Orwell’s chairs, sleeping in his bed, reading his books and using his typewriter means introducing a segment of personal history.

I had landed in England from the Far East in 1946, with three and a half years in Japanese occupied territory behind me. I had not been interned because technically (through marriage) I was of German nationality. I had come home intent on getting myself re-admitted to the British fold and also on obtaining a divorce. Achieving these objects was clearly going to be a protracted business in the conditions of the time and I was resigned to a longish sojourn in London before they were accomplished. I was looking for a place to stay at the same time Orwell was making plans to vacate his flat and spend the summer in his house on the Scottish island.

It is reasonable to suppose that Anthony Powell, the activator of the transaction, had provided a rundown of my antecedents when he put forward the suggestion. On the face of it my record hardly added up to the most solid and dependable of characters and many a householder would have thought twice before entrusting his goods and chattels to a tenant so doubtful. Not Orwell. He invited me to tea to discuss matters.

I had read Down and Out in Paris and London and The Road to Wigan Pier before the war. The prospect of solving my accommodation problems for the next few months aside I was not a little excited to be about to meet an author whose work I had found so interesting.

The front door opened into a long, narrow passage, with doors to two large rooms on one side and four small rooms the other. The complete household was present — Orwell, the cherubic two year old Richard and Susan Watson, the girl who housekept and attended the baby.

All I took in of Orwell himself was that he was very tall and had a moustache. There was something about him that brought to mind schoolmasters, librarians or similar, usually benign, figures of authority. One would not take liberties with him.

He greeted me quite warmly and then directed Susan to take both children — I had brought my seven year old daughter with me — to buy buns for tea.

Long accustomed to the mistrustful probings of professional landladies I did not at first catch on that he had in fact decided in advance to let me have the flat. He didn’t only look like Don Quixote. He said I could pay £3 a week which would just about cover his outgoings for controlled rent and the utilities. I dared hardly believe my luck. I was paying double that for a single room in Kensington. He said I could re-address mail that came for him, perhaps send on papers he might want from the little office. There was no mention of typing at this stage.

This was the only interview of any length we had. I wish I could remember more. He asked if I had listened to Overseas Service broadcasts in Java. But apart from infrequent and jittery occasions when I had heard Big Ben and the News behind locked doors with friends I had done no radio listening during the Japanese occupation at all. In Surabaya and Bandung news circulated by word of mouth and more often than not it became distorted in the process. It was possible to draw one’s own conclusions by day to day comparisons of the official bulletins, particularly those concerning the war in Europe. Although it was never admitted that the Axis had lost ground unexplained advances by the Allies were revealed a day or two later so it was not difficult to assess the way the war was going. Those bold enough to tinker with their officially-sealed radios did so in order to receive hard news and even resented the chimes as a dead giveaway if overheard. To be caught meant being hauled off by the Kempei Tai — with unspeakable consequences — worth the risk, perhaps, for information about the Second Front or battles in the Pacific, of more immediate consequence to us, but not for BBC talks, however enlightening. Orwell said he feared as much. I was speaking solely from my own experience: in the camps they were much more audacious, availing themselves of the full BBC overseas programmes on their forbidden, ingeniously concealed and constructed radio sets.

I was given a word or two of warning about the elderly widow who lived in the flat beneath. She was a habitual complainer and had recently been taking exception to the patter of Richard’s tiny feet penetrating her ceiling. I was also advised about the local shops, the best places for rations, etc. He recommended the Canonbury Tavern as a decent pub and said there were no tolerable restaurants nearer than King’s Cross.

After tea, which was substantial, came the ritual of Richard’s bath. He was a lively roly-poly toddler with brown hair and bright pink cheeks. He wriggled and squealed as Orwell carried him into the living room to be dried off in front of the smouldering coal fire. A Victorian draught screen shielded Orwell’s high backed chair. It was embellished with coloured cut-outs depicting angel children, carol singers, Newfoundland dogs, Persian kittens, all redolent of Christmases and childhoods past. The scene might have been lifted straight out of an old-fashioned ladies’ journal. I boggled a bit that Orwell, least sentimental of writers, was clearly revelling in all this cosy domesticity.

I moved in the day they left for Scotland. When I collected the keys Susan and Richard were missing and Orwell and his sister, Miss Blair, were almost ready to depart. Neither had much to say.

The flat has been described as Spartan. I did not find it so except in the matter of heating and that was a common enough inadequacy in English homes until some years after WW2. By my standards it was provided with everything necessary and it was indeed luxurious compared with some habitations I had known. Later it did occur to me that the long climb to the top floor, burdened with provisions, buckets of coal or a heavy infant would not have been medically recommended for a case of impaired lungs.

At first I stayed alone in the flat, my daughter Julia having been packed off to school in Essex. The weather was still terrible. In the long, light evenings I took solitary walks through the dismal, blitzed streets of Islington and Pentonville, soon to be immortalised as Prole territory.

The Canonbury area itself must always have been several cuts above its surroundings. To step out of the ordered Northampton estate into bordering Upper Street or Essex Road was to enter the world of working class North East London. Gentrification had yet to come.

Always an avid reader, years of book deprivation now made me feel like Rip Van Winkle waking up in a gingerbread house. The bookshelves in the living room were weighed down with long lines of volumes, promising rich pickings. There were also piles of literary and political journals, English and American, mostly new to me. I sat up half the night gorging myself on issue after issue of Horizon.

An American friend from Java and her two children who were waiting for a passage across the Atlantic came to stay. The Dutch father of the children had been beheaded by Dyak tribesmen at his Borneo jungle post as he waited for the Japanese to take over the district administration. There was room for us all in the flat and it solved the problem of looking after Julia in the school holidays. Needless to say, all three children clattered up and down the linoleum covered hallway, scold as we might. There were unfriendly looks when we encountered the widow on the stairs.

Old friends began turning up bearing bottles of booze. After initial reunion celebrations at the Four Sisters pub we returned to the flat to continue roistering. On one fairly tumultuous occasion the Burmese sword hanging on the wall was taken down and brandished. It had reminded the perpetrator, an ex-prisoner-of-war, all too forcibly, of the weapons borne by his captors. He was disarmed and calmed down. Next morning the hangovers were fierce.

I was bored stiff in the City and my affairs still hung fire. For the Home Office I had to write to people I had known in Java, now widely scattered, to obtain testimonials that I had been neither aid nor comfort to the enemy. It was a slow process. The German divorce was urged on and financed by parcels of cigarettes and ground coffee, about one in three of which got through.

Summer’s lease and that of the flat was running out. Julia went back to school. Our friends returned to the transit camp, still waiting to complete their interrupted journey across the globe that had started nearly a year before. I made another tour of the tobacconists’ notice boards and eventually settled for an expensive and depressing ‘flatlet’ in Marylebone.

The children had broken one or two of the Jubilee and Coronation mugs that were in common kitchen use. I wrote a note apologising and saying I would try to replace them. My apprehensions grew. Would Orwell now regret his kindness? The night of the big booze-up lay heavy on my conscience.

Sadly, I packed up. I don’t know what inspired me to leave a packet of (rationed) tea and a bottle of milk on the kitchen table.

The century’s worst winter followed. In the poky room in Wyndham Street the only heat was dispersed from the dimmest glimmer of gas jets. In the City we worked in unheated offices by the light of candles stuck in bottles and ran in and out of the tiny snack bar at the side of the Royal Exchange, the only source of hot drinks, as often as possible. I yearned for the steamy tropics. If there had been a bus running from the Bank to Mandalay I would have been first aboard.

After months of coughs and colds and aching bones the snow eventually melted. Hesitantly, I approached Tony Powell again. Did he happen to know how I rated at Canonbury Square? The tea had gone over well, he said. So well, in fact, that I might be forgiven one or two little peccadillos. Information about the riotous nights and boisterous kids had indeed filtered through. But the old lady had been so glad to see us depart she had almost welcomed the Orwells back as the lesser evil. And they would be travelling North again shortly.

Encouraged but not really daring to hope, I sent off a letter timorously asking if I might borrow the flat again. Incredibly the answer came back Yes.

The 1947 handover took place on another raw Spring evening. As before, Orwell and his redoubtable sister were making final arrangements for their journey. Again he appeared morose and uncommunicative. All three, even little Richard, were wearing thumping great boots.

It was wonderful to be back. Soon the letter came asking if I knew of anybody who would be willing to type out the draft of some work in progress.

My situation was gradually straightening itself out. Naturalisation and divorce papers came through almost simultaneously. I applied for a new British passport and put my name down for a sea passage to Singapore. There were still long waiting lists for ships bound anywhere.

At some time I was requested to take a will out of a box file and send it to Jura. I remember noticing the bit at the end expressing the wish to be buried according to the rites of the Church of England, which surprised me a little. I cannot recall which summer this occurred.

I toiled on in the City, profoundly thankful that soon I would be seeing the last of it. Then home again to another session on the portable. This summer holiday there was no one to look after Julia in my absence. So mainly she looked after herself with flying ten minute visits from me at lunchtime to check up. After she returned to school I was alone a great deal. A man called Bobby Roberts, a veteran of Grub Street, sometimes kept me company. He eyed the flat covetously. When I was gone he wrote to Orwell asking if he might replace me there but was turned down flat.

Some water leaked through to the widow’s bathroom. She waylaid me on the stairs, triumphant with righteous indignation. At last she had something tangible to complain about, though we had been as quiet as mice all summer. I paid for the redecoration but that didn’t stop her carrying tales to the Northampton Estate. This accounts for the reference in a letter written to Anthony Powell six months later, “… they have been riding me like the nightmare for lending the flat to Mrs Christen.”

That year the Northern Irish charlady Orwell had spoken of put in an appearance. She was robust and cheerful and more than a match for the enemy below. She doted on Orwell and astonished me by a reference to glamorous girl friends. Several, she said. I would never have suspected him of being a ladies’ man.

The final batch of MS was typed up and sent off. I found it hard to get the rat torture scene out of my mind. The manuscript stopped a few hundred words short of the end. The Appendix was not included.

September, the month I had expected Orwell to return, came and went but nothing happened. I stayed put. A load of peat was delivered and I was urged to make use of it. Try as I might I could not coax the stuff to burn in the small grate. Unless Orwell had better luck the little boy was going to be in for some chilly bathtimes. (There was, fortunately, a gas fire in the main bedroom.)

November was foggy. These were the last years of the dense sulphurous pea-soupers. Swathed in smoky vapours and outwardly unchanged since Dickens’s day, Canonbury Square presented a scene of quintessential London for a wanderer’s mental baggage. My number came up on the shipping register and I was awarded two berths in a semi-troopship sailing for Singapore.

I sent Orwell the name and address of a reliable typist of my acquaintance. So far as I know he did not make use of it.



On 20th November, 1947, a letter from Jura records, “Apparently Mrs Christen has just sailed”; [see 3308].

She had.






Appendix 13

3736. After Orwell’s Death


When Harper & Brothers was considering the publication of Burmese Days, Orwell was asked if he would make changes to the last two or three pages of the novel. He wrote to Leonard Moore, about 8 February 1934; see 192: ‘I will cut these out if it is absolutely insisted upon, but not otherwise. I hate a novel in which the principal characters are not disposed of at the end. I will, however, cut out the offending words “it now remains to tell” etc.’ It is in this spirit that these notes are included.

Orwell provided in his will that his wife, Sonia, his sister, Avril, and his sister-in-law, Gwen O’Shaughnessy, should act as guardians of his son, Richard. Avril and Bill Dunn, whom she married in February 1951, brought up Richard (see Orwell’s letter to Richard Rees, 17 September 1949, 3692), and Sonia was meticulous in fulfilling her financial obligations to Richard both whilst she was alive and at her death. The Dunns moved from Barnhill to a farm at Gartcharron by Ardfern in Argyllshire on the Scottish mainland, and it was there that Richard grew up, very happily. Avril died in 1978, aged seventy; her husband died in 1992, aged seventy-one. Orwell’s elder sister, Marjorie, had predeceased him in 1946, aged forty-eight, and her husband, Humphrey Dakin, died in 1970, aged seventy-four. They had three children, Jane, Henry, and Lucy. Gwen O’Shaughnessy, Eileen’s sister-in-law, continued to work as a general practitioner and died in 1963.

Richard attended Loretto (near Edinburgh), where Bill Dunn had been educated, and then Sonia suggested he study at Lackham College of Agriculture in Wiltshire. After graduation he studied further at the North of Scotland Agricultural College, Aberdeen. He then took up farming, as Orwell had hoped, first in Herefordshire (where he was head ploughman and reserve milkman) and then in Warwickshire as assistant farm manager. Later he worked as an agricultural engineer. He has kept the name Blair. In 1964 he married Eleanor Moir, whom he met when she was working as a scientific assistant at an agricultural research station in Aberdeen. After their two sons, Gavin and Alastair, were born she trained as a schoolteacher and is now a magistrate. Gavin farms in Warwickshire; Alastair, after teaching outdoor pursuits, is studying boat-building.

Sonia Orwell

Ian Angus writes:

After Orwell’s death Sonia Orwell divided her time between England and France, a country she loved and where she had many friends. Several years after her death she was recalled by one of them, the writer Michel Leiris: “Douée en vérité d’une sensibilité aiguë et d’un esprit prompt à l’enthousiasme, cette Anglaise née dans les lointaines Indes et qui ne portait nulle trace de l’éducation bigote que toute jeune elle avait reçue était—n’en déplaise à ses détracteurs—la générosité même et, cherchant sans doute à désarmer le tourment profond dont la présence se laissait deviner sans grand risque d’erreur derrière sa gaîté habituelle, semblait prendre le plus grand de ses plaisirs à réunir chez elle ceux et celles dont la compagnie lui agréait.”1

In 1950 Sonia for a short time worked for the publishing firm, Skira, in Geneva; then from 1951 she worked as a consultant and reader for Weidenfeld & Nicolson and also worked for them as an editor from 1954 to 1956. She persuaded them to publish Nigel Dennis, Saul Bellow, Elisabeth Hardwick, Dan Jacobson, and Mary McCarthy. In 1958 she married Michael Pitt-Rivers but the marriage lasted barely four years and ended in divorce in 1965.

Her love of literature was intense but she set a low value on her own literary ability and as a consequence the output of her writing was meagre: a few reviews in Horizon, the London Magazine (1959–60), and in Europa Magazine (1971); some reports from abroad in the Sunday Times (in 1956 from Israel) and the Twentieth Century (from Paris in 1960); and her disagreement in Nova in 1969 with Mary McCarthy’s assessment of Orwell. In 1964–65 she was a co-editor of the Paris-based international review Art and Literature. She translated many articles from French and in 1966 translated Days in the Trees, by her friend Marguerite Duras, for the Royal Shakespeare Company. To writers whom she befriended she was generous in encouragement and frequently helped them materially, realising that, in some cases, critical acclaim did not necessarily sell enough books to support them in their writing.

Shortly after Orwell died, Sonia arranged that the Library of the British Museum should receive his pamphlet collection, where, as he had wished, it is now preserved. Ten years later, in 1960, she made possible the creation of the George Orwell Archive by donating to it all Orwell’s papers in her possession. She was a founder trustee of the Archive, with Sir Richard Rees (her co-literary executor), the Honourable David Astor, John Beavan (Lord Ardwick), and the Lord Northcliffe Professor of Modern English Literature, James R. Sutherland. The policy of the trustees has been to acquire material by and on Orwell and to develop the Archive as a centre for Orwell studies.

Early in the 1960s, William Jovanovich, the head of Harcourt Brace Jovanovich, Orwell’s publishers at that time in New York, was eager to put more of Orwell’s writings into print. This resulted, under his stimulus and encouragement, in the five-year collaboration of Sonia and myself (I was then in charge of the Orwell Archive) in editing the Collected Essays, Journalism and Letters of George Orwell, which was published in four volumes in 1968.

Passionate and impulsive as she was in her personal relations—indeed, in everything she did—she was nevertheless steadfast and scrupulous in carrying out her responsibilities as Orwell’s literary executor. She sought to make her decisions on exclusively literary grounds and to be of the kind that she thought Orwell would have approved. She vigorously resisted any attempt to sentimentalise or distort his work or commercialise it.

In requesting in his will that he should not be the subject of a biography, Orwell unwittingly placed on Sonia a heavy burden which became a highly emotive matter for her and caused her constant anguish till the end of her life. For the first few years after his death she faithfully committed herself to observe his wish and thus unavoidably disappointed and upset aspiring biographers and publishers, the more so if they had been Orwell’s friends or acquaintances. Then, when the growth of Orwell’s fame made it seem certain that a life would in any case be published, she agonised over whom to authorise. She was unable to secure Richard Ellmann, and in 1955 Malcolm Muggeridge accepted her invitation to write a biography of Orwell, but he failed to produce one. Throughout 1980, when she was dying of cancer, Sonia was distressed and self-reproachful for having commissioned, eight years earlier, a biography by Bernard Crick; she found she disliked it but contractual arrangements ensured that she could not stop its publication. The book appeared in late November that year and was very well received by critics. She was also sorely tormented in her last year by an impending lawsuit over Orwell’s literary estate which finally and reluctantly she was forced by her physical condition to settle out of court, also late in November. She died on 11 December 1980, aged sixty-two.










Appendix 14

3737. Supplementary Items


During the course of making up this edition some items came to light after the volumes had been completed. Most of these have been included in chronological sequence, distinguished by an A or B after the item number. A few items (several of considerable importance) became available after the volumes had reached the stage of page proof and it was not practicable to include them in their chronological positions. Their item numbers are given at the places where they should be read and the items are printed here with the appropriate volume and page number.






413A. To H. N. Brailsford

10 December 1937     Typewritten

The Stores     Wallington     Nr. Baldock     HERTS.

Dear Mr Brailsford,1

I cannot exactly claim your acquaintance, though I believe I did meet you for a moment in Barcelona, and I know you met my wife there.

I have been trying to get the truth about certain aspects of the May fighting in Barcelona. I see that in the “New Statesman” of May 22nd you state that the P.O.U.M. partisans attacked the Government with tanks and guns “stolen from Government arsenals.” I was, of course, in Barcelona throughout the fighting, and though I cannot answer for tanks I know as well as one can be certain about such a thing that no guns were firing anywhere. In various papers there occurs a version of what is evidently the same story, to the effect that the P.O.U.M. were using a battery of stolen 75 mm. guns on the Plaza de Espana. I know this story to be untrue for a number of reasons. To begin with, I have it from eye-witnesses who were on the spot that there were no guns there; secondly, I examined the buildings round the square afterwards and there were no signs of gunfire; thirdly, throughout the fighting I did not hear the sound of artillery, which is unmistakeable if one is used to it. It would seem therefore that there has been a mistake. I wonder if you could be kind enough to tell me what was the source of the story about the guns and tanks? I am sorry to trouble you, but I want to get this story cleared up if I can.

Perhaps I ought to tell you that I write under the name of George Orwell.

Yours truly
Eric Blair

See here




414B. To H. N. Brailsford

18 December 1937     Typewritten

The Stores     Wallington     Nr. Baldock     HERTS.

Dear Mr Brailsford,

Thank you very much for your letter.1 I was very interested to know the source of the story about tanks and guns. I have no doubt the Russian ambassador told it you in good faith and from what little I know myself I should think it quite likely it was true in the form in which he gave it you. But because of the special circumstances, incidents of that kind are apt to be a little misleading. I hope it will not bore you if I add one or two more remarks about this question.

As I say, it is quite conceivable that at some time or other the guns were stolen, because to my own knowledge, though I never actually saw it done, there was a great deal of stealing of weapons from one militia to another. But people who were not actually in the militia do not seem to have understood the arms situation. As far as possible arms were prevented from getting to the P.O.U.M. and Anarchist militias, and they were left only with the bare minimum that would enable them to hold the line but not to make any offensive action. There were times when the men in the trenches actually had not enough rifles to go round, and at no time until the militias were broken up was artillery allowed to get to the Aragon front in any quantity. When the Anarchists made their attacks on the Jaca road in March–April they had to do so with very little artillery support and had frightful casualties. At this time (March–April) there were only about 12 of our aeroplanes operating over Huesca. When the Popular Army attacked in June a man who took part in the attack tells me that there were 160. In particular, the Russian arms were kept from the Aragon front at the time when they were being issued to the police forces in the rear. Until April I saw only one Russian weapon, a sub-machine gun, which quite possibly had been stolen. In April two batteries of Russian 75 mm. guns arrived – again possibly stolen and conceivably the guns referred to by the Russian ambassador. As to pistols and revolvers, which are very necessary in trench warfare, the Government would not issue permits to ordinary militiamen and militia officers to buy them, and one could only buy them illegally from the Anarchists. In these circumstances the outlook everyone had was that one had to get hold of weapons by hook or by crook, and all the militias were constantly pilfering them from one another. I remember an officer describing to me how he and some others had stolen a field gun from a gun-park belonging to the P.S.U.C.,2 and I would have done the same myself without any hesitation in the circumstances. This kind of thing always goes on in war-time, but, coming together with the newspaper stories to the effect that the P.O.U.M. was a disguised Fascist organisation, it was easy to suggest that they stole weapons not to use against the Fascists but to use against the Government. Owing to the Communist control of the press the similar behaviour by other units was kept dark. For instance there is not much doubt that in March some partisans of the P.S.U.C. stole 12 tanks from a Government arsenal by means of a forged order. La Battalla, the P.O.U.M. paper, was fined 5000 pesetas and suppressed for 4 days for reporting this, but the Anarchist paper, Solidaridad Obrera, was able to report it with impunity. As to the guns, if stolen, being kept in Barcelona, it seems to me immensely unlikely. Some of the men at the front would certainly have heard of it and would have raised hell if they had known weapons were being kept back, and I should doubt if you could keep two batteries of guns concealed even in a town the size of Barcelona. In any case they would have come to light later, when the P.O.U.M. was suppressed. I do not, of course, know what was in all the P.O.U.M. strongholds, but I was in the three principle° ones during the Barcelona fighting, and I know that they had only enough weapons for the usual armed guards that were kept on buildings. They had no machine guns, for instance. And I think it is certain that there was no artillery-fire during the fighting. I see that you refer to the Friends of Durruti3 being more or less under P.O.U.M. control, and John Langdon-Davies4 says something to the same effect in his report in the News Chronicle. This story was only put about in order to brand the P.O.U.M. as “Trotskyist.” Actually the Friends of Durruti, which was an extremist organisation, was bitterly hostile to the P.O.U.M. (from their point of view a more or less right-wing organisation) and so far as I know no one was a member of both. The only connection between the two is that at the time of the May fighting the P.O.U.M. are said to have published approval of an inflammatory poster which was put up by the Friends of Durruti. Again there is some doubt about this – it is certain that there was no poster, as described in the News Chronicle and elsewhere, but there may have been a handbill of some kind. It is impossible to discover, as all records have been destroyed and the Spanish authorities would not allow me to send out of Spain files even of the P.S.U.C. newspapers, let alone the others. The only sure thing is that the Communist reports on the May fighting, and still more on the alleged Fascist plot by the P.O.U.M., are completely untruthful. What worries me is not these lies being told, which is what one expects in war-time, but that the English left-wing press has refused to allow the other side a hearing. Eg. the papers made a tremendous splash about Nin5 and the others being in Fascist pay, but have failed to mention that the Spanish Government, other than the Communist members, have denied that there was any truth in the story. I suppose the underlying idea is that they are somehow aiding the Spanish Government by allowing the Communists a free hand. I am sorry to burden you with all this stuff, but I have tried to do all I can, which is not much, to get the truth about what has happened in Spain more widely known. It does not matter to me personally when they say that I am in Fascist pay, but it is different for the thousands who are in prison in Spain and are liable to be murdered by the secret police as so many have been already. I doubt whether it would be possible to do much for the Spanish anti-Fascist prisoners, but some kind of organised protest would probably get many of the foreigners released.

My wife wishes to be remembered to you. Neither of us suffered any ill-effects from being in Spain, though, of course, the whole thing was terribly distressing and disillusioning. The effects of my wound passed off more quickly than was expected. If it would interest I will send you a copy of my book on Spain when it comes out.

Yours sincerely
Eric Blair






See here




2305A. To Lydia Jackson

8 October 1943     Original     07/ES/EB

Dear Lydia,1

Eileen2 said that you might be interested in featurising a Russian short story for us. I have a feeling that that story you told me about – about the sailor who was marooned on an island in the Aleutian archipelago – might do very well if you have already translated it. These are half hour programmes and the story is broken down into narration and dialogue in such a way as to use not more than six or eight actors. I could send you specimen copies of earlier stories we have done so as to give you an idea of what is wanted. The chief difficulty in these stories is to find a suitable one. For the air they must have a strong plot, and as they are for an Indian audience they must be readily intelligible and not depend on local colour; for that reason I am inclined to think that European stories are better than English ones, and I would like very much to have a Russian story if a suitable one can be found. Do you think you can send me one or two specimens of the ones you have already translated, and let me know about this pretty soon because the next story is due to go on the air in just under a month, which means having the script in less than three weeks.

Yours,

[Signed] Eric

(Eric)

See here




2317A. To Lydia Jackson

15 October 1943     Original

Dear Lydia,

I am sending back the typescript of the story called “The Island of Birds” (I have shortened the title to that). I have not had time to read it very attentively but I am pretty certain it will do if boiled down to suitable length. I am sending together with it two copies of previous scripts in the same series. These will give you an idea of how we go to work. It is important that the same length should be kept and above all that the script should not be too long. The date of this one will be November 3rd, and it is most necessary that I should have the script ten days beforehand, that is, not later than October 24th. When I do these scripts myself I generally find that the boiling down and putting into radio shape is about two days work. I hope you will enjoy doing it.

With love,

[Signed] Eric

Eric Blair

See here




2341A. To Lydia Jackson

28 October 1943     Original     07/ES/EB

Dear Lydia,

Many thanks for the story. I am afraid I only had time to look at it rather hurriedly as it had to be sent off to the producer, but I am pretty sure it will be all right. We are going to broadcast it live on Wednesday next at 11.0 a.m. They will also be rehearsing it the day before, but I think that if you came here on Wednesday you would see the final rehearsal and then the actual broadcasting and this would give you some ideas for future occasions. Could you be here at a quarter to ten on the morning of Wednesday 3rd? I think you know my office i.e. 200 Oxford Street.

With love,

[Signed] Eric

(Eric Blair)

See here




2349A. To Lydia Jackson

11 November 1943     Original 07/ES/EB

Dear Mrs. Jackson,

Can you do a script similar to your last one using as a basis Galsworthy’s story The Apple Tree? I am enclosing a copy of the story. The date of the programme would be December the 1st, which means that I would like the script by the 24th November.1

Yours sincerely,
ERIC BLAIR
Dispatched in Mr Blair’s
absence by: [Signed] J E Light






See here




2470A. To Arthur Koestler

18 May 1944     Typewritten

Tribune

Dear Arthur,

The author of this1 asked me to send it on to you if we couldn’t print it (as we can’t of course).

Yours

[Signed] Geo. Orwell

George Orwell.






See here




2502A. To Arthur Koestler

10 July 1944     Typewritten

Tribune

Dear Arthur,

Would you like to do us a short note on this?

Yours,
George

In a Strange Land – Jonathan Cape1






See here




2563A. To Arthur Koestler

13 October 1944     Typewritten

Tribune

Dear Arthur,

We should like it very much if you would become one of our regular reviewers. It would in all probability mean doing an article once every two or three months, but not in regular rotation. I will explain what it is that we want to do.

We feel that the practice of giving shortish reviews to a large number of books each week is unsatisfactory, and we intend to have each week a leading review of anything up to 1500 words, dealing with some current book which for one reason or another deserves serious criticism. With this much space to dispose of one can not only give a full criticism of the book in hand but can make one’s article a worth-while piece of writing in itself. The reason why we cannot keep to a regular rotation is that we must send each book to the reviewer who seems most suitable. We should be able to give about a fortnight’s notice. The fee for these articles will be 3 guineas.

A stamped addressed label is enclosed. I should be obliged if you would let me know as early as possible whether you are interested in this.

Yours truly,

[Signed] Geo. Orwell

George Orwell

See here




2765A. To Arthur Koestler

17 October 1945     Typewritten

27 B Canonbury Square
Islington
London N 1

Dear Arthur,

I’ve no idea who the writer of the enclosed is. I should say a man (the name Evelyn is bi-sexual I think) and, as he or she seems to be domiciled in India, very likely a Eurasian.1

Do look me up if you’re in town. It’s ages since I saw you. I am nearly always at the above, as I don’t go to an office now. I can’t really remember when it was I last saw you. You knew I lost my wife early this year, didn’t you? My little boy is 17 months old and very well, and walking quite strongly. I have just started writing for Tribune again, but I am not doing any editing. You must write for Polemic, the first number of which you saw, I dare say. I am doing an article on “The Yogi and the Commissar,” at least on one aspect of it, for Common Wealth,2 also going to lecture on it to some youth league or something. There’s also a longish essay on you in the book of reprints I am publishing about the beginning of next year.3 This was written for “Focus” but hasn’t appeared there yet. The essay was written before “The Yogi and the Commissar” appeared.

Don’t fail to ring up if you are here. I’d love to come to Wales some time but I can very rarely get out of London.

Yours
George






See here




3025A. Arthur Koestler to Orwell

2 July 1946     Typewritten; carbon copy

[No address]

My dear George,

When I was last in London I asked Foyles about the value of the 13th edition of the Encyclopaedia and was told that if I bought the 14th edition they would rebuy it for £15, otherwise the value depends on the free market. I am sending you enclosed cheque for £10 which would roughly correspond to its free market value, as a temporary payment; it being understood that you can of course always have it back for the same amount and that should I exchange it for the 14th edition I would ask your authorisation first and refund you the difference.

I hope that all is well with you.

Yours ever,

[Unsigned]

See here




3288A. From Arthur Koestler to Orwell

21 October 1947     Typewritten; carbon copy

Dear George,

We are back in Wales; I had considerable trouble in Paris about the scandalous translations of some of my books and as it is not the first time this has happened I had a bright idea and made the following arrangement with Sartre, Camus and Simone de Beauvoir.

These three French writers, plus three Italian writers (Silone, Carlo Levi and Moravia) plus three English writers – you, Cyril and I if you agree – plus one German-Swiss writer (Hermann Hesse), altogether ten authors, pledge themselves mutually to supervise the translations of each-other’s books in their respective languages. “Supervision” doesn’t mean reading proofs or the like, but discussing with the publishers which translator would be the most suitable for that particular book, giving the author an idea of the translator’s particular qualifications, controlling samples and generally impressing upon the bloody publishers that translation is a serious business not to be entrusted to hacks, and that these ten authors are carefully watching over each other’s interests.

As you know such experiments never work if one tries them on the muddled PEN level, and the arrangement in a smaller circle of ten fairly well known authors has various advantages, i.la.1 of setting an example, which I don’t need to explain to you.

If you agree, please let me know; Sartre took it upon himself to work out a sort of statute with his lawyer so that none of us would have any bother with technicalities.

Another matter. You mentioned in your last letter that you want to spend the winter in the Jura to work on your book.2 We shall spend January and February either in Palestine or in France, and it occurred to me that you might like for that period to have our house, which is slightly less in the wilderness and more comfortable than the Jura during the winter. We now have a telephone, electricity, constant hot water and sufficient fuel. The part of the house which was still uncompleted when you were here is now completed so that there are four sitting rooms, four bedrooms and two bathrooms. You could pay whatever rent you like, as there seems little chance of letting the house for a high rent during the winter anyway.

Love from both of us,

[Unsigned]






See here




3590A. Orwell and the Information Research Department


Celia Kirwan was the twin sister of Mamaine, the wife of Arthur Koestler. She had first met Orwell when she travelled with him and Richard to North Wales to spend Christmas 1945 with the Koestlers. He proposed marriage to her and although (as she put it) she ‘gently refused him’ they ‘were always very close friends’ (Daily Telegraph, 13 July 1996). She had for a time worked as an editorial assistant on Polemic, but when that collapsed she moved to Paris to work on Occident, a tri-lingual magazine. On 14 October 1947 she had written to Orwell asking whether he could write something for Occident (see 3298). She wrote to Orwell in February 1949 to tell him she had returned to England (see 3549 and 3555). Though now employed by the Information Research Department, she was, so far as her relationship with Orwell was concerned, far more a close friend than a government official.

Much of the information in 3590A and 3590B is based on documents in Foreign Office files released by the Public Record Office on 10 July 1996 under the Government’s ‘open government policy’. The permission of the Controller of Her Majesty’s Stationery Office to reproduce Crown copyright material is gratefully acknowledged.

The Information Research Department was set up by the Foreign Office in 1948. ‘Its creation was prompted by the desire of Ministers of Mr Attlee’s Labour Government to devise means to combat Communist propaganda, then engaged in a global and damaging campaign to undermine Western power and influence. British concern for an effective counter-offensive against Communism was sharpened by the need to rebut a relentless Soviet-inspired campaign to undermine British institutions, a campaign which included direct personal attacks on the Prime Minister and members of the Cabinet and divisive criticism of government policies.’1 Its first head was F. R. H. Murray (later, Sir Ralph Murray). It ran for nearly thirty years being closed down in 1977. Among the activities in which it engaged, it commissioned special articles and circulated books and journals to appropriate posts abroad. Thus, Tribune, because of its anti-Stalin stance, was widely distributed. A confidential letter of 4 March 1949 was sent to seventy-six missions and consulates throughout the world with copies of Tribune on the grounds that it combined ‘the resolute exposure of Communism and its methods with the consistent championship of those objectives which Left-wing sympathizers normally support’. It was suggested that many of the articles could effectively be turned to IRD’s purposes.2 Among those who were commissioned to write articles were Harold Laski (see 3526, n. 8), who compared British and Soviet trade unionism, and R. H. S. Crossman,3 who re-assessed the Russo-German Pact of August 1939. Ruth Fischer (see 2591, n. 4 and 3603) was commissioned to write a pamphlet on how the Soviets controlled Communist parties outside its borders and another article on the present aim of Soviet Russia in Germany.4 Nine books were distributed in 1949. These included Julian Huxley’s Soviet Genetics and World Science (which exposed the fallacy of Lysenko’s genetic theories; see Orwell’s suggestion reported in his interview with Celia Kirwan below, and 3725, n. 13). However, the IRD found it difficult to find books ‘projecting social democracy as a successful alternative to Communism, to compete with the subsidised publications of the Soviet Foreign Languages Publishing House.’ It is the more surprising, therefore, that Orwell’s request for the 2,000DMs required by Possev (see 3496, n. 1) to publish a Russian-language version of Animal Farm came to nothing, even though Orwell wrote out for the IRD an impressive list of translations published and projected.5 In the end, Orwell himself paid for the translation (see 3695). There was more enthusiasm for an Arabic-language edition to be distributed in Egypt. Ernest Main of the Information Department of the British Embassy in Cairo reported to the Features Management Unit of the Central Office of Information in London on 4 April 1949 that the Embassy’s Egyptian staff was ‘very enthusiastic over the idea.’ He himself told Ralph Murray on the same day that the idea was ‘particularly good for Arabic in view of the fact that both pigs and dogs are unclean animals to Moslems.’6

On 29 March 1949, Celia Kirwan went to see Orwell at Cranham at the request of the IRD and Orwell’s letter is the outcome of that meeting. She wrote this report on the following day.7



Yesterday I went to visit George Orwell, who is in a sanatorium in Gloucestershire. I discussed some aspects of our work with him in great confidence, and he was delighted to learn of them, and expressed his wholehearted and enthusiastic approval of our aims. He said that he could not agree to write an article himself at present, or even to re-write one, because he is too ill to undertake any literary work at all; also because he does not like to write ‘on commission’, as he feels he does not do his best work that way. However I left some material with him, and shall send him photostats of some of his articles on the theme of Soviet repression of the arts, in the hope that he may become inspired when he is better to take them up again.

He suggested various names of writers who might be enlisted to write for us, and promised to think of more in due course and to communicate them to us. The ones he thought of while I was there were:-

D’Arcy Gillie, the Manchester Guardian Paris correspondent, who he says is a serious opponent of Communism, and an expert on Poland as well as on French politics;

C. D. Darlington, the scientist.8 Mr Orwell considers that the Lysenko case should be fully documented, and suggested that Darlington might undertake this;9

Franz Borkenau, the German professor, who wrote a History of the Comintern, and has also written some articles recently in the Observer.

Mr Orwell said that undoubtedly Gollancz would be the man to publish such a series of books as we had in mind. He would have been very willing to act as a go-between if he had been well enough; as it was, he would try to think of someone else who would do so, and he suggested that a glance at a list of Gollancz writers would probably recall to our minds someone who would be able to help us. He says, however, that Gollancz has a one-track mind, and at present it is running along the track of Arab refugees, so it might be a good plan to allow him to get these out of his system before trying to interest him in our plan. He said that Gollancz books always sell well, and that they are well displayed and given the widest publicity.

As Mr Orwell was for two° years in the Indian Police stationed in Burma, and as he ran a B.B.C. service to the Indians during the war, I asked him what in his view would be the best way of furthering our aims in India and Burma. He said that whatever was the best way, the worst was undoubtedly broadcasting, since hardly any of the natives had radio sets, and those who did (who were mostly Eurasians) tended only to listen in to local stations. He thought that one plane-load of leaflets probably did more good than six months broadcasting.

Indeed he did not think that there was a great deal of scope for propaganda in India and Pakistan, where Communism meant something quite different from what it did in Europe – it meant, on [t]he whole, opposition to the ruling class, and he thought that more good would be done by maintaining the closest possible links with these countries, through trade and through the interchange of students. He thought this latter aspect of Anglo-Indian relations very important, and was of the opinion that we ought to offer far more scholarships to Indian and Pakistan° students.

In Burma, he thought that propaganda should avoid ‘atrocity’ stories, since the Burmese were “rather apt to admire that kind of thing”, or, if they did not actually admire it, to think “If that’s what the Communists are like, better not oppose them.”

Incidentally, he said that the Commander Young,10 whose wife committed suicide the other day, is a Communist, and is the Naval equivalent, on a more modest scale, of the Archbishop of Canterbury11 – that is, he is called in to confirm the Soviet point of view about matters relating to the Navy.

Also, his wife was a Czech; and Mr Orwell wonders whether there is any connection between these two facts and Mrs Young’s suicide.


See here




3590B. To Celia Kirwan

6 April 1949     Handwritten


Orwell’s letter to Celia Kirwan, which follows, should be read in the context of what the IRD was seeking: those who might reliably represent British interests in writing on its behalf to counteract Soviet propaganda designed to undermine democratic institutions (see 3590A). This is the full text of the letter; the letter was first published in The Guardian, 11 July 1996, with the errors and omissions indicated in the footnotes.

Cranham



Dear Celia,

I haven’t written earlier because I have really been rather poorly, & I can’t use the typewriter even now, so I hope you will be able to cope with my handwriting.

I couldn’t think of any more names to add to your possible list of writers except FRANZ BORKENAU (the Observer would know his address) whose name I think I gave you, & GLEB STRUVE (he’s at Pasadena in California at present), the Russian translator and critic.1 Of course there are hordes of Americans, whose names can be found in the (New York) New Leader,2 the Jewish monthly paper “Commentary,” & the Partisan Review. I could also, if it is of any value, give you a list of journalists & writers who in my opinion are crypto-Communists, fellow-travellers or inclined that way & should not be trusted as propagandists. But for that I shall have to send for a notebook which I have at home, & if I do give you such a list it is strictly confidential, as I imagine it is libellous to describe somebody as a fellow-traveller.3

Just one idea occurred to me for propaganda not abroad but in this country. A friend of mine in Stockholm4 tells me that as the Swedes don’t make many5 films of their own one sees a lot of German & Russian films, & some of the Russian films, which of course would not normally reach this country, are unbelievably scurrilous anti-British propaganda. He referred especi[ally] to a historical film about the Crimean war. As the Swedes can get hold of these films I suppose we can: might it not be a good idea to have showings of some of them in this country, particularly for the benefit of the intelligentsia?6

I read the enclosed article7 with interest, but it seems to me anti-religious rather than anti-semitic. For what my opinion is worth, I don’t think anti-anti-semitism is a strong card to play in anti-Russian propaganda. The USSR must in practice be somewhat anti-semitic, as it is opposed both to Zionism within its own borders & on the other hand to the liberalism and internationalism of the non-Zionist Jews, but a polyglot state of that kind can never be officially anti-semitic, in the Nazi manner, just as the British Empire cannot. If you try to tie up Communism and anti-semitism, it is always possible in reply to point to people like Kaganovich8 or Anna° Pauker,9 also to the large number of Jews in the Communist parties everywhere. I also think it is bad policy to try to curry favour with your enemies. The Zionist Jews everywhere hate us & regard Britain as the enemy, more even than Germany. Of course this is based on misunderstanding, but as long as it is so I do not think we do ourselves any good by denouncing anti-semitism in other nations.

I am sorry I can’t write a better letter, but I really have felt so lousy the last few days. Perhaps a bit later I’ll get some ideas.10

With love
George

[Postscript at head of first side of letter] I did suggest DARCY GILLY,° (Manchester Guardian) didn’t I? There is also a man called CHOLLERTON (expert on the Moscow trials) who could be contacted through the Observer.11


In a memorandum dated 21 April responding to Celia Kirwan’s report, Adam Watson, Assistant in the IRD, said ‘The point about anti-semitism is partly correct, partly mixed up with Mr Orwell’s anti Zionist° views. We should not exaggerate anti-semitism in Russia, but we can expose what there is. It is irrelevant that some Jews are anti-British – we are not anti-semitic and the Russians are inclined to be.’ He assumed Mrs Kirwan had thanked Orwell. Two days later, Watson added: ‘Mrs Kirwan should certainly ask Mr Orwell for the list of crypto-communists.’ It would be treated in confidence and returned in a day or two. Watson hoped the list gave reasons ‘in each case.’ On 30 April, Mrs Kirwan wrote to Orwell; she said that the suggestion that Chollerton be contacted had been particularly welcomed and she asked for his list of ‘fellow-travelling and crypto journalists’ (although Orwell used the term ‘crypto-communists’).

On 2 May 1949 (in a letter held by the Orwell Archive, UCL; see 3615), Orwell wrote to say that he would be pleased to see Celia again (on 8 May) and he enclosed a list of about thirty-five names. A card has been placed in the PRO file holding Orwell’s correspondence with Celia Kirwan indicating that a document has been withheld by the Foreign Office;12 this document is presumably this list of names (but see 3615 and 3732). He wrote that ‘it isn’t a bad idea to have the people who are probably unreliable listed’ and he drew particular attention to Peter Smollett who, though head of the Russian Department at the British Ministry of Information (and awarded the OBE for his services) proved to be a Soviet agent (see 3615, n. 3 and 3732). Orwell probably had in mind the influence exerted in June 1944 by ‘an important official in the Ministry of Information’ to have Cape refuse to publish Animal Farm because it might offend the Soviets (see 2494, n. 1). He might well have suspected that ‘important official’ was Smollett. Despite the seriousness of the project, it had, as Sir Richard Rees pointed out, an aspect of a game (see 3600, n. 13).

When Orwell’s letter was released by the Public Record Office it created a stir in some newspapers, especially The Guardian, The Times, and the Evening Standard (11 July 1996), and The Independent on Sunday (14 July 1996). The Guardian printed Orwell’s letter on the 11 July with one or two errors and two cuts marked by ellipses (see notes 3, 5, 6 and 9). Although an account of Orwell’s notebook containing names of crypto-communists and fellow-travellers had been published several years earlier, with a dozen photographs of those mentioned (Sunday Telegraph, 20 October 1991), it seemed to come as a surprise to the newspapers that featured the story and to some of their readers. The Telegraph having, through its sister paper, already featured the story ignored this ‘news’ and instead published an excellent interview of Celia Kirwan (now Mrs Celia Goodman) by Caroline Davies (13 July 1996). This, and a percipient account by Bernard Crick, a supporter of the Labour Party as well as Orwell’s biographer (Independent on Sunday, 14 July 1996), put the letter into an intelligent context. Some Labour Party politicians took this opportunity to express surprise at Orwell’s dealing with the secret services (Michael Foot, The Guardian, 11.7.96), to regret that Orwell had ‘given in’ (Tony Benn, MP, Independent on Sunday, 14.7.96), and even to declare that ‘sickeningly, it turns out that Orwell himself was hounding those whose thoughts did not chime in with his own’ (Gerald Kaufman, MP, Evening Standard, 11.7.96). A historian, Christopher Hill (whose work Orwell had reviewed in 1940, see 679, and, in a single sentence in September 1944, see 2542) went further: ‘I always knew he was two-faced. There was something fishy about Orwell … it confirms my worst suspicions about the man’ (Independent on Sunday, 14.7.96). For a correspondent to the Evening Standard it was ‘a revelation about an English hero [he] could hardly believe’ and he thought there were ‘some things about great people of the past that perhaps it’s better not to know, even if they’re true’ (S. Jarrett, 15.7.96). Although it should not be necessary for politicians and historians, it might be desirable for those unfamiliar with the history of the period, and especially of Soviet attempts to influence other countries, to give a brief reminder of Orwell’s anxieties and of the context in which he was writing to Celia Kirwan and supplying names.

It is not relevant that Orwell was very ill; his brain was fully active and he was thoroughly resolute: he knew what he was doing. He wrote at a time when the Communist threat to the West was plainly apparent. Berlin had been blockaded by the Soviets for over nine months and a massive air-lift had been undertaken by the West to maintain life in the West’s sector of Berlin. The blockade was only lifted on 12 May 1949, ten days after Orwell sent Celia Kirwan his list of about thirty-five names (3615). From Orwell’s time in Spain he had witnessed the betrayal of good men and women by Soviet-inspired Communists who were ostensibly their allies. Much nearer to the time he wrote was the disgraceful behaviour of the left-wing press in playing down the treatment of Poles (whom Orwell and Arthur Koestler endeavoured to help and protect through the Freedom Defence Committee) for fighting for their country against the Germans by the Soviet-backed Lublin government (‘As I Please,’ 56, 26.1.45, XVII, 30); the trial of sixteen Poles in Moscow (see unpublished letter to Tribune, c. 26 June 1945, 2685); and the future of those Poles who did not wish to return to their homeland (‘Uncertain Fate of Displaced Persons,’ 19 June 1945, 2675, specifically, XVII, 174–75). Orwell was also distressed at the behaviour of successive British governments in covering up Soviet guilt for the massacre of some 15,000 Poles at Katyn, Starobielsk, and other camps, and the drowning of 7,000 more in the Kola peninsula. Orwell and Koestler tried desperately hard to get the latter exposed through the publication of Joseph Czapski’s Souvenirs de Starobielsk in 1946 but, although it was published in Polish, Italian, and French, all their efforts were baulked in England (see 2919, 2920 and 2956).13 Orwell saw treachery in the press and in government as due in part at least to Soviet influence. Even Horizon censored Orwell’s work for fear of offending the Soviets (see 2538, headnote and notes 51 and 54, and 2550). For his general discussion of such issues, see ‘The Freedom of the Press,’ intended initially as a Preface to Animal Farm (2721).

Orwell deeply distrusted the intelligentsia (so The Guardian’s omission of the reference to the intelligentsia – see n. 6 below – is delightfully ironic) and especially left-wing intellectuals who transferred their loyalty to a foreign power, such as the USSR, and indulged in hatred of their own country; he did not share ‘the average English intellectual’s hatred of his own country’ and he was not dismayed, as they were, by a British victory (London Letter, October 1944, XVI, 415 and 414 respectively). Such people, he wrote, saw the USSR as their Fatherland and felt it their duty to justify Russian policy and advance Russian interests at all costs (‘Notes on Nationalism’, XVII, 144). On the other hand he did trust the ordinary people of England. The last line of The English People says that if England is to survive as a great nation, ‘it is the common people who must make it so’ (XVI, 228), a sentiment echoed in Nineteen Eighty-Four: ‘If there was hope, it must lie in the proles’ (IX, 72). To Orwell, ‘the important thing is to discover which individuals are honest and which are not, and the usual blanket accusation merely makes this more difficult’ (‘As I Please’, 51, 8 December 1944; XVI, 495). In the light of the Soviet threat to democracy, and especially its malign influence on the Labour Party and socialism in Britain, and the insidious influence of the Soviets in high places, Orwell saw his duty to his country simply and straightforwardly. He knew well, and had experience of, the ‘game’ Soviet Russia was playing. And, of course, we now know, what Orwell feared in general terms, that some 1,500 writers perished at the hands of the NKVD and that thousands of manuscripts were destroyed (see headnote to ‘The Prevention of Literature’, 2792).

A parallel aspect to this matter should be borne in mind. Orwell was himself the subject of Soviet surveillance. Miklos Kun, grandson of Bela Kun (1886–c. 1939; see 556, 10.7.39 and 562, 7.8.39), Communist leader of Hungary and a victim of Stalin’s purges, told the editor in March 1996 that the GPU initiated a campaign to discredit Orwell and that the NKVD had a dossier on Orwell. Unfortunately, before copies of its contents could be photographed, access to such files was stopped.14 (If this dossier becomes available, Orwell’s Spanish diary, removed by the Communists from his hotel in Barcelona, might be found therein.)

Finally, if Orwell needs defending, this was done most effectively by Denzil Jacobs, who responded to Gerald Kaufman’s article in the Evening Standard, referred to above. Writing in that newspaper he said:


I met George Orwell in 1940 when I joined the Home Guard. He was the sergeant in charge of seven men, of which I was one.

We became friends and I saw him regularly. We met for the last time a week before he died in University College Hospital. I deplore Gerald Kaufman’s article. He vilifies a man of high principle whose views were very clear-cut and who, in my opinion, was a great patriot. In 1940 he was well aware that Stalin and Stalinism were no longer tolerable to a man of his ideals.

He was of the Left, but detested dictatorship, whether fascist or communist. I had many conversations with him during the nights we were on duty and I can quite see that he regarded it as his patriotic duty to give names of those supporting the Soviet Union to the Secret Service.

Gerald Kaufman did not know him and I trust will have second thought in the future.15



Anglo-Soviet relations in 1944–49 were different from those now seemingly ruling. Soviet subversive influence was widespread, innocents as well as the corruptible could be duped, and Stalin’s attempts to undermine democracy went far beyond what the IRD was set up to try to counteract. Two significant sentences from the IRD’s ‘Notes on Developments in 1949’ pertinently point to how widespread was the threat: ‘Soviet activities throughout South East Asia were of concern. Both [Pandit] Nehru [Prime Minister of India] and the Prime Minister of Pakistan, Liaquat Ali Khan, had privately suggested at a Prime Ministerial meeting in the Autumn of 1948 that the theme of Soviet imperialism in the region was one on which we [the IRD] should concentrate.’16 Orwell was only too well aware of the threat that some people in the intelligentsia posed for the country and the common people he loved so deeply.






See here




3681A. Arthur Koestler to Orwell

26 August 1949     Typewritten; carbon copy

[No address]

Dear George,

Calman-Levy, my French publishers, are very keen on having 1984 but don’t seem to get anywhere with your agents. So they asked me whether I could help.

I have now some experience with French publishers and my feeling is that if you have’ntº yet definitely committed yourself, Caiman-Levy are probably the best choice. They are a couple of green grocersº only interested in profit, but extremely efficient and not subject to moods nor to intimidation. They have sold over 400,000 copies of Darkness at Noon – at a time when few publishers would have dared to touch it, and they are very keen indeed on you. Let me know, or tell your agents to let me know how matters stand. Just at present it is politically very important that 1984 should get a mass circulation in France. It is a glorious book.

If you want to make sure that it is well translated, get in touch with me.1

All the best,

Yours ever,

[Unsigned]

P.S. I have been kept au courant about you through David Astor, Celia, etc.

See here




3684A. To Arthur Koestler

1 September 1949     Handwritten postcard

[No address]

[No salutation]1

Thanks so much for your letter. I’m now moving to London & my address will be: Private Wing, University College Hospital, Gower St. WC.1.

Kalman-Levy° had already written to me. Following your letter I’ve again written to my agent.2 I think he has been dickering with the NRF or somebody.

I have been ghastly ill on & off, but I suppose it can’t last forever. I am told Mamaine’s asthma is better, & I trust this is true.

Did you know I was going to get married again – though just when, lord knows.

Yours
George.


See here




3695A. Arthur Koestler to Orwell

24 September 1949     Typewritten; carbon copy

[No address]

My dear George,

I thought that Mamaine had written to you and Mamaine thought that I had written to you, hence the delay. I was extremely happy to hear that you are going to marry Sonia. I have been saying for years that she is the nicest, most intelligent and decent girl that I met during my whole stay in England. She is precisely for this reason also very lonely in that crowd in which she moves and she will become a changed person when you take her out of it. I think I had a closer view of the Connolly set-up than you did; it has a steady stultifying effect which left its mark even on a tough guy like me. If a fairy had granted me three wishes for Sonia, the first would have been that she should be married to you, the second some dough for her, and the third a child – adopted or not makes little difference.

If you don’t resent the advice of a chronically meddlesome friend, get through with it, the sooner the better, without waiting until your health is entirely restored. Delay is always a bore and as an amateur psychologist I have a feeling that having this settled will to a surprising extent speed up your recovery.

I hardly dare to hope of having you both down here in the near future, but whenever it is feasible it will be a great treat for me to see you both again and pop champagne corks into the Seine.

[No valediction or signature]




3696A. To Mona Harrofs McElfresh

2 October 1949     Handwritten

Room 65
Private Wing
University College Hospital
Gower St. London WC. I

Dear Mrs Harrops,1

Many thanks for your letter & the review of “1984.” My signature is below. I am afraid you must excuse bad hand writing, as I am in very poor health.

Yours sincerely
Geo. Orwell




Notes

1949

3516. ‘Reflections on Gandhi’

fn1 The Story of my Experiments with Truth, by M. K. Gandhi. Translated from the Gujarati by Mahadex Desai. Public Affairs Press, $5.00.

1. an ] Partisan Review has ‘and’

2. Mirror cuts from the start of the essay to ‘fear and malice.’ Hereafter these notes give the reading of Orwell’s essay as printed in Partisan Review first; after the square bracket is the change made in Mirror. Changes in punctuation, spelling, and paragraphing are not noted.

3. of this ] omitted

4. maniacal ] omitted

5. as hypocrisy is the British vice ] omitted

6. he ] Gandhi

7. cooly ] labourer

8. beings, to be approached … material ] omitted

9. There was a time … whole collection. ] omitted

10. an adroit … subscriptions ] adroit at handling committees

11. almost ] omitted

12. and I believe … felt fully certain. ] omitted

13. It is worth considering … is hard work. But ] omitted

14. the most extreme Anarchist ] an extreme Anarchist

15. I must say that ] omitted

16. usually … type. ] omitted

17. After the war … Mr. Fischer, but ] omitted

18. The important point … to command publicity. ] omitted

19. Is there a Gandhi … make no difference. ] omitted

20. conflicting ] omitted

21. in his innumerable … that there was ] There may have been

22. not that there was … or thinking ] nothing that he was frightened of saying or doing

23. I have never … in the main ] I do not feel as a political thinker he was wrong.

24. because India … transfer of power. ] omitted

25. had ] omitted

26. after all ] omitted

27. As usual … the one hand, ] omitted

28. On the other hand … differently. But ] omitted

29. in Britain ] omitted

30. as may happen ] as now promises

31. finally ] omitted

32. will this ] will not this. This is not a direct negative, but a rhetorical figure of speech, and could have been intended by Orwell.

33. That one even thinks of asking ] That one asks

34. One may feel … to leave behind! ] omitted

3517. Review of The English Comic Album, compiled by Leonard Russell and Nicolas Bentley

1. Orwell possibly has in mind the ‘two-headed man’ who featured in advertisements for Shell petrol with the slogan ‘That’s Shell—that was!’ as a car flashed past.

2. The London Spectacle (1935) was illustrated by Feliks Topolski, and had an introduction and notes by D. B. Wyndham Lewis.

3518. Dr. Bruce Dick to David Astor

1. Dr. Dick wrote on paper headed ‘Board of Management for Glasgow Victoria Hospitals, Mearnskirk Hospital, Newton Mearns, Renfrewshire.’ He wrote over that heading, ‘as from The Peel, Busby.’ This Busby (there are two in Scotland) is within a mile or two of Newton Mearns, south of Glasgow.

2. David Astor.

3. Presumably Hairmyres Hospital, where Orwell had spent several months in 1948. It was at East Kilbride, about eight miles due east of Newton Mearns. Dr. Dick had treated Orwell at Hairmyres. See 3324, n. 2.

4. On the east coast of England about 20 to 22 miles northeast of Norwich. In his letter to Gwen O’Shaughnessy, 28 November 1948 (see 3499), Orwell said he was hoping to get into the Grampian Sanatorium, Kingussie, ‘the only private sanatorium in Scotland.’ That had no vacancies, and it seems that, in Orwell’s ‘hankering for the less rigorous south,’ as Dr. Dick puts it, he had decided on Mundesley initially. It is not known why he did not go there. Gwen O’Shaughnessy helped him find a place at Cranham; see n. 5 and also Shelden, 466; U.S.: 426.

5. Orwell was admitted to The Cotswold Sanatorium, Cranham, Gloucester, on 6 January 1949. Richard Rees drove Orwell on the first stage of the long journey from Barnhill to Cranham, ‘over the terrible moorland road’ (George Orwell: Fugitive from the Camp of Victory, 150). He notes that at Barnhill, Orwell ‘was certainly happy. … He felt that he was at last putting down roots. But in reality it was obvious that he had chosen a too rocky soil’ (149). Orwell completed the journey by train.

6. Written as ‘hive.’

3518A. To Lydia Jackson

1. Pat Donahue; see 3354A, n. 3.

3519. To David Astor

1. A village close by Cranham Sanatorium and near Gloucester.

3520. To David Astor

1. ‘Cranham was a private sanatorium 900 feet up, almost the highest the south of England can manage, in the Cotswold hills between Stroud and Gloucester with views right across the Bristol Channel to the mountains of Wales. The patients were in individual chalets with central heating; for rest, altitude and fresh air, cold air indeed, were then generally believed to be relevant treatments for tuberculosis’ (Crick, 553). The resident physicians were Geoffrey A. Hoffman, BA, MB, TC, Dublin, and Margaret A. Kirkman, MB, BS, London. See endnote to 3530, for the Warburgs’ reaction to his treatment.

2. P.A.S. was a chemotherapeutic drug introduced in 1946 for the treatment of tuberculosis. It was only slightly effective used alone and was usually combined with isoniazid or streptomycin. Such a combination delayed the development of the disease. Shelden notes that these drugs were so new that no doctors ‘had enough experience with them to understand the best way to use them in treating advanced cases such as Orwell’s. He might have benefited from smaller doses or from a combination of drugs and other forms of treatment. Unfortunately, the most potent drug—isoniazid—was not developed for use in tuberculosis cases until 1952. … But the fact that he was given PAS at the sanatorium in Cranham shows that he was receiving the latest treatment for the disease. The doctors there seem to have made every effort to achieve an improvement in his condition’ (466–67; U.S.: 427).

3521. To George Woodcock

1. Freedom Defence Committee.

3522. To Brenda Salkeld

1. A friend of Orwell’s from his Southwold days; see 107, n. 1. He last wrote to her on 1 September 1947; see 3262.

2. For Orwell’s description of his chalet, see Diary entry for 21.3.49, 3579.

3523. To Fredrik Wulfsberg

1. Fredrik Wulfsberg, a Norwegian academic, published an article, ‘George Orwell’, in Norseman, March-April 1950, and a book, also George Orwell, in Norwegian (1968).

2. Annotated: ‘F. Does this call for a reply? Would be the polite thing I think. T.’

3524. To Fredric Warburg

1. The novel by Yevgeny Zamyatin that Struve and Orwell wanted to have published in England; see Orwell’s letters to Warburg and Struve, 22 November 1948, 3495 and 3496. Struve wrote to Orwell on 1 January 1949; for later developments, see 3583, n. 1. In his letter of 1 January, Struve had sent Orwell reports on articles in recent Soviet periodicals. Two articles ‘by a certain Ivan Anisimov’ were devoted to Orwell and Arthur Koestler, both of whom are ‘taken to pieces. As you may not have heard of this attack, I am enclosing extracts from those articles in translation: they are typical of the literary xenophobia now raging in the Soviet Union.’ Struve and Mikhail Zoshchenko (1885–1956; see 3146, n. 3)and indirectly Zamyatin, had also been attacked by Aleksandr Anikst in an English-language Soviet magazine, Soviet Literature (‘Slander in the Guise of Scholarship’). Ivan Ivanovich Anisimov (1894–1966) was an academic specialising in literary history and criticism; he became Director of the Gorky Institute of World Literature. Aleksandr Abramovich Anikst (1910–) wrote on a range of English and American literature from the 1930s but later specialised in Shakespeare; several of his books were published in English in the 1960s.

3525. To Leonard Moore

1. Unidentified. They could be for Nineteen Eighty-Four (English and American editions), volumes in the Uniform Edition, or U.S. reprints; see 3529.

2. The same title was used, and written out: Nineteen Eighty-Four.

3. Robert Giroux (who saw Nineteen Eighty-Four through the press for the U.S. edition) gave a paper to The Grolier Club Centennial Convocation, 26–28 April 1984 (and published in that year in New York), entitled ‘The Future of the Book.’ On here he referred to Nineteen Eighty-Four as ‘one of the most interesting and famous books I’ve ever worked on as an editor.’ He recalled how he had exchanged letters with Orwell and Warburg and then referred to all that was written and said about the novel in 1984: ‘With two notable exceptions—Anthony Burgess and Mary Lee Settle—no writer seems to have perceived that Orwell’s book was dealing not with the Future but the Present.’ He then explains that the title was obtained by reversing the digits of the year in which Orwell wrote the book—1948 becoming 1984. No letter has been traced to show that Orwell intended this, though it might have struck him as an amusing by-effect. The facsimile of the draft shows clearly that the novel was first set in 1980; then, as time passed in the writing of the book, 1982, and finally 1984. This is particularly plain on page 23 of the facsimile, but the consequential changes occur at various points. It is arguable that, whether the novel is or is not prophetic, in setting the novel in, successively, 1980, 1982, and 1984, Orwell was projecting forward his own age, 36, when World War II started, from the time when he was planning or actually writing the novel. Thus, 1944 + 36 = 1980; 1946 + 36 = 1982; 1948 + 36 = 1984. It is not, perhaps, a coincidence that in 1944, when the idea for the novel might reasonably be said to be taking shape, Richard was adopted. It would be natural for Orwell to wonder at that time (as many people did) what prospects there would be for war or peace when their children grew up. The first year chosen for the novel, 1980, was the year Richard would have been the same age as was Orwell in 1939. By choosing Nineteen Eighty-Four, Orwell set his novel in both present and future. Had Orwell only been writing about the present, there would have been no need for him to have advanced the year beyond 1980, and preserving the interval he did—of 36 years—must have had significance for him. Inverting the final digits of 1980 and 1982 would have been meaningless; the inversion of those for 1984 was, therefore, probably coincidental. ‘As I Please,’ 57, 2 February 1945 (2613) has several ideas which were developed in Nineteen Eighty-Four. It also refers to Richard, then a baby, being awakened by a V-2 exploding – a ‘Steamer’ (CW, IX, 87). Orwell refers to Richard as the ‘Class of 1964’, so looking forward to the age at which he might be expected to graduate. Richard’s future was thus in his mind when he was planning the novel.

4. Translations, that in Italian, for example, sometimes used the numerical date.

5. The appendix, ‘The Principles of Newspeak,’ was included in English and U.S. editions.

3526. To Reginald Reynolds

1. Reginald Reynolds (1905–1958), journalist and author. Though a pacifist—he was a Quaker—he and Orwell were good friends: see 1060, n. 1 and 2728.

2. The second volume of British Pamphleteers, edited by Reynolds. The first volume was published on 15 November 1948; see 3487. For Orwell’s introduction to Vol. 1, see 3206.

3. In his Reading List for 1949 (see 3727), Orwell included The Town Labourer by ‘J. L. and B. Hammond’ for January with the note, ‘Skimmed only.’ This refers to The Town Labourer 1760–1832: The New Civilization (1917) by John Lawrence le Breton and Lucy Barbara Hammond. The Village Labourer 1760–1832: A Study in the Government of England before the Reform Bill was published in 1911.

4. Orwell’s letter has been marked, presumably by Reynolds, underlining ‘1800,’ ‘enclosure,’ ‘workhouses,’ and ‘game laws.’

5. John Maynard Keynes (1883–1946) published The Economic Consequences of the Peace in 1919; New York, 1920. Orwell’s letter is annotated (by Reynolds?): ‘Hardly a pamphlet.’

6. Published in 1929 as Criterion Miscellany, 5; New York, 1930. Reynolds (?) underlined and added a question mark at ‘Pornography & Obscenity.’

7. George Norman Douglas(s) (1868–1952), D. H. Lawrence and Maurice Magnus: A Plea for Better Manners (Florence and New York, 1928). Douglas was prompted to write by Lawrence’s introduction to Magnus’s Memoirs of the Foreign Legion (1924). Orwell’s letter is annotated: ‘Too personal & not sufficiently political.’

8. Harold Joseph Laski (1893–1950), from 1926 Professor of Political Science, London School of Economics; see 1241, n. 4. His books and pamphlets include Authority in the Modern State (1919), Communism (1927), The Freedom of the Press in Wartime (1941), Russia and the West: A Policy for Britain (1947). A quotation from his Freedom of Expression was used by Orwell in ‘Politics and the English Language’ to illustrate ‘the mental vices from which we now suffer,’ in particular, staleness of imagery and lack of precision; see 2815.

9. Orwell did not live to write the introduction to Volume 2.

10. In addition to the annotations mentioned above, there are notes at the head of the letter instructing that Orwell’s address be sent to Miss Athill, of Allan Wingate (publisher of British Pamphleteers); noting that an earlier letter had been sent with a covering note ‘to the Secretary,’ dated ‘26.1.49’; and saying ‘Consult re “That’s Sedition,”’ Two bold exclamation marks are drawn against Orwell’s address. Diana Athill (1917–) was the author of Instead of a Letter (1963); she edited Jean Rhys’s unfinished autobiography, Smile Please (1979).

3527. To Tosco Fyvel

1. Whereas ‘two’ appears to have been underlined by Orwell, the underlining of ‘subscription’ (not here indicated by italic) looks as if it has been done in the Tribune office.

3528. To The New Leader (New York)

1. The address has been underlined, presumably in the office of The New Leader. The journal was edited by S. M. Levitas, who continually pressed Orwell to write articles for him. See 3410, n. 1.

3529. To Sir Richard Rees

1. Professor R. H. Tawney (1888–1962), historian, author of Religion and the Rise of Capitalism (1926), Equality (1931), and other books, was joint editor of Economic History Review, 1926–33, and of Studies in Economic and Social History from 1934. He and his wife were very old friends of Richard Rees, who had asked them to visit Orwell at Cranham, since they were on holiday nearby at their country home.

2. For Karl Schnetzler, see 534A and 2893.

3. In Parenthesis (1937) was by David Jones (1895–1974), poet, novelist, and artist. It combines free verse with an autobiographical novel of Jones’s World War I experience. It won the Hawthornden Prize. Orwell does not list it in his reading for 1949. It apparently had still not been returned by 25 April; see 3607, n. 3.

4. Richard Rees had invested £1,000 in Barnhill and was Orwell’s ‘sleeping partner’ in the venture; see Crick, 527, 531, and 535. Bill was William Dunn, who farmed the Barnhill land; see 3235, n. 2.

5. Travel abroad was made difficult because the government, owing to the poor state of Britain’s international financial position, limited severely the amount of money that could be taken out of the country.

6. With his letter to Orwell of 1 January 1949, Gleb Struve had enclosed two articles by Ivan Anisimov attacking Arthur Koestler and Orwell, ‘typical of the literary xenophobia now raging in the Soviet Union;’ see 3524, n. 1.

3531. To David Astor

1. Karl Schnetzler.

3532. To Miss Brockholes

1. David Astor’s secretary.

3535. To Dwight Macdonald

1. Burmese Days was originally published in 1934. 3,000 copies of the Uniform Edition were printed, of which 2,000 were bound initially; the publication date was January 1949. The last copy was sold in 1950. A second impression of 3,000 copies was published in February 1951. Harcourt, Brace published a photo-litho-offset edition from the first impression on 19 January 1950 of 3,000 copies (Willison).

2. Henry Wallace, who failed in his bid for the Presidency of the United States in 1948. See 3215 and 3215, n. 1.

3. Helen Beatrix Potter (1866–1943), author of children’s books, of which Pigling Bland was a favourite of Orwell’s. Linking her with Gloucestershire is curious. She was born in London and is particularly associated with the Lake District; she bought a farm there, at Near Sawrey, in 1896. As a child she stayed with her grandmother at Camfield Place near Hatfield—but that is still a long way from Cranham. Orwell did fish on a short holiday at Callow End, Worcestershire, in July 1942 (see 1258), about 20 to 25 miles from Cranham.

4. Joseph Wood Krutch’s Samuel Johnson (1944); see 3392, n. 1.

5. By James Agee and Walker Evans (1941). This moving documentary representation of the sharecroppers during the Depression does not attempt to integrate its text (by Agee) with Evans’s photographs. For a considered analysis of Let Us Now Praise Famous Men, see W. Stott, Documentary Expression in Thirties America (New York, 1973).

3536. To Sir Richard Rees

1. Margaret Fletcher (1917–), the laird (or landowner), and her husband, Robin Fletcher, at one time a master at Eton and a Japanese prisoner of war, were concerned to improve the land and the way it was farmed (see Crick, 510). After Robin Fletcher’s death, in 1960, Margaret Fletcher married again; as Margaret Fletcher Nelson she gave accounts of Orwell’s time on Jura in Orwell Remembered, 225–29 and Remembering Orwell, 170–74.

2. Tony Rozga, a Polish ex-serviceman, and his Scottish wife, Jeannie. For their reminiscences, see Remembering Orwell, 185–87.

3. transaction ] Orwell originally wrote ‘arrangement’

4. U.S. editions were commonly set from proofs of an English edition or were produced by a process such as photo-litho-offset. Harcourt, Brace was so anxious to publish Nineteen Eighty-Four that it was set from a carbon copy of Orwell’s typescript. For differences between the U.S. and English editions as a result of this, see CW, IX, Textual Note, 327–29.

5. Gleb Struve sent this material on 1 January 1949. Two articles had ‘taken to pieces’ Orwell and Koestler; another attacked Struve. See 3524, n. 1.

3537. To Anthony Powell

1. Malcolm Muggeridge (1903–1990), journalist, author, and broadcaster; see 604, n. 2 and 2860, n. 1.

2. For once Orwell was not to be disappointed by delay in the publication of his work. Nineteen Eighty-Four was published by Secker & Warburg on 8 June 1949 and on 13 June by Harcourt, Brace & Company in New York.

3. Affairs of the Heart (1949).

4. That winter and spring were so mild and sunny that on only one weekend was there even light snow (5 and 6 March 1949).

3538. To Julian Symons

1. In the Year of the Jubilee and The Whirlpool were published by Watergate Classics; the former had an introduction by William Plomer, and the latter, one by Myfanwy Evans. See Orwell”s essay ‘George Gissing,’ 3406.

2. Politics and Letters ceased publication before Orwell’s essay could be published, but the typescript was not returned until ten years after Orwell’s death. See headnote to 3406.

3. Approximately £2.50 at the exchange rate then in force.

3539. To Anthony Powell

1. The Great Western Railway, the only company to keep its identity when Britain’s railways were grouped into four units in 1923, before nationalisation and the unification of all four on 1 January 1948. Stroud lies some 102 miles west of London. With the breakup of the nationalised system in the 1990s, the name Great Western has been restored for part of the network.

3540. To Sir Richard Rees

1. Rees had invested £1,000 in developing Barnhill.

2. Robin Fletcher; see 3536, n. 1.

3. Human Knowledge: Its Scope and Limits (1948). In his list of what he read in 1949, Orwell wrote against this book, ‘Tried & failed.’

4. Russell was almost textually correct. The passage is from Hamlet, 2.2.116–19; the first line should read: ‘Doubt thou’ not ‘Doubt that.’ Russell takes the meaning at its simple, face value—that the earth does not move. If that is correct, Shakespeare (or Hamlet) cannot be accused of ignorance because, as the cosmos was still almost uniformly then understood, that was correct according to Ptolomaic theory. Copernicus and Galileo were challenging that theory (and Galileo and Shakespeare were born in the same year), and their theory was regarded as heretical, as the Inquisition pointedly explained to Galileo. However, this passage is usually interpreted as hinting that the earth does move; Shakespeare was more subtle than either Russell or Orwell seems to have realised, and Hamlet, perhaps, more devious.

5. Professor J. B. Rhine, Director of the Parapsychology Laboratory at Duke University, in North Carolina.

6. By Cecil Delisle Burns; Orwell lists it under March and annotates it, ‘Skimmed.’ Writing to Brenda Salkeld, 27 July 1934 (see 202), Orwell asked her, ‘Do you remember that afternoon when we had tea with Delisle Burns …?’. For a note on Burns, see 202, n. 4.

7. Warwick Deeping (1877–1950), a prolific novelist who trained as a doctor. His most successful book was Sorrell and Son (1925), based on his work in the Royal Army Medical Corps during World War I. Orwell does not list which of his almost seventy books he read; he had from time to time expressed some scorn of ‘the Dells and Deepings’ of fiction. See, for example, Keep the Aspidistra Flying, CW, IV, 7/34: ‘Even the Dells and Deepings do at least turn out their yearly acre of print.’ See also the footnote thereto, where these authors were originally described as writing ‘garbage.’ Orwell lists nothing by Deeping among books he read in 1949; see 3727.

8. Arthur Stuart-Menteth Hutchinson (1879–1971), born in Uttar Pradesh, India; a prolific novelist whose If Winter Comes had earlier attracted Orwell’s attention; see ‘Good Bad Books,’ Tribune, 2 November 1945, 2780.

9. Peter Cheyney (1896–1951), prolific author, chiefly of detective stories and thrillers, though he also published poems and lyrics. He served in World War I, rose to the rank of major, and was severely wounded in 1916. He was news editor of the Sunday Graphic, 1933–34. The novel was Dark Hero; see 3727 under January.

10. The Dorchester Hotel, Park Lane, London.

11. Orwell’s reading list for 1949 shows he read Jude the Obscure and Tess of the D’Urbevilles in February.

3541. To Julian Symons

1. Bland Beginning; read by Orwell in February 1949; see 3727.

2. By James M. Cain, published in 1934; read by Orwell in January 1949.

3. Affairs of the Heart (1949). It was the last book listed by Orwell in the list of books he read in 1949; see December in 3727.

3542. To Fredric Warburg

1. Dr. Darlington had participated in BBC broadcasts to India organised by Orwell; see 1170 and 1170, n. 1. The reason for his inclusion in this list is not known. No letter to him from Orwell has survived since that of 13 July 1943. He was one of those who spoke out against the man Stalin appointed to head Soviet biology in July 1948, the geneticist T. D. Lysenko. Lysenko’s theories raised storms of protest by scientists and others in the West (and proved a costly failure). Other scientists known to Orwell, including C. H. Waddington, also spoke out, so the inclusion of Darlington’s name is mysterious. For Lysenko and opposition to him, see Gary Werskey, The Visible College, 293–303. Werskey mentions Darlington and Waddington on 294. Orwell read Darlington’s pamphlet The Conflict of Science and Society in May 1949; see 3727.

2. Because Warburg was ill with bronchitis, Jon Pattison replied to Orwell on 7 February, saying they had received an envelope containing four different photographs from Vernon Richards (see 3043, n. 1), ‘which probably includes the one you mention,’ and copyright terms had been agreed on for their use. Proof copies were expected in about a week, he reported, and would be sent to those listed by Orwell. He enclosed a copy of a letter to Leonard Moore from Robert Giroux (who was seeing Nineteen Eighty-Four through the press for Harcourt, Brace); this letter has not been traced, but see 3544. On 17 February, Warburg wrote to tell Orwell that proofs were, he imagined, being sent out that day and he specifically mentioned that he would see that proofs were sent to Dr. Darlington and to Anthony Powell; the others Orwell listed are not mentioned. He had no definite news for Orwell, ‘but it is true enough to say that all of us here are extremely optimistic about the book’s success, and we still envisage a minimum first printing of 15,000 copies.’

3543. Review of The Great Tradition by F. R. Leavis

1. Orwell’s rejection here of exclusiveness is also to be found in a much earlier review in which he criticises the ‘Cambridge school’ for taking this attitude; it is a review of Michael Roberts’s Critique of Poetry, in The Adelphi, March 1934; see 194, especially n. 1.

2. of ] overwritten on ‘on’

3. attempts ] originally substituted by ‘attempts’ and crossed out; then whole passage, including ‘attempts’ for the second time, crossed out

3544. To Leonard Moore

1. Unidentified. Books marked as proof copies in Orwell’s reading list for 1949 are: Richard Cargoe, The Tormentors (February); Hesketh Pearson, Dickens (March); Julian Symons’s biography of his brother (September); and L. A. S. Salazar, Murder in Mexico (October). Cargoe’s book is appropriate for the date, but it was published by Gollancz in 1949 and by Sloane in the United States in 1950; Harcourt, Brace would hardly ask Orwell to write a blurb for a rival publisher’s book. For Cargoe, see 3598, n. 3.

3545. To Anthony Powell

1. Slice(s) of bread, usually buttered (Scots).

3546. To Julian Symons

1. Symons’s thriller Bland Beginning.

2. Orwell meant ‘when you come.’

3547. To Leonard Moore

1. Mondadori, who had published translations of Homage to Catalonia and Animal Farm, issued the Italian version of Nineteen Eighty-Four in November 1950.

3548. To Philip Rahv

1. William Phillips, of Partisan Review, replied on 28 February 1949 to say that 2–3 months would be fine and, if need be, the word limit could be stretched to five thousand.

3549. To Celia Kirwan

1. ‘Lear, Tolstoy and the Fool,’ March 1947, 3181.

3550. To Jacintha Buddicom

1. Rifles used in shooting galleries—at fairs, for example.

2. Richard Austin Freeman (1862–1943), author of many novels and short stories, particularly featuring the pathologist-detective John Thorndyke, the first of which, written after his enforced retirement as a physician and surgeon in what is now Ghana, The Red Thumb Mark (1907), established Freeman (and Thorndyke). His novels and stories were characterised by their scientific accuracy. In ‘Grandeur et décadence du roman policier anglais’ (‘The Detective Story’), Fontaine, 1944 (see 2357), Orwell referred to his books The Eye of Osiris and The Singing Bone as ‘classics of English detective fiction.’

3551. To Jacintha Buddicom

1. Posted in same envelope as 3550; see its headnote.

2. In his Introduction to the French edition of Down and Out in Paris and London, Orwell says he wrote two novels when living in Paris but neither was published; see 211. See also Orwell’s letter to Michael Meyer, 12 March 1949, 3570, in which he says he destroyed his first novel after unsuccessfully submitting it to one publisher.

3. In Eric and Us, Jacintha Buddicom refers to this as ‘the old favourite joke from Punch that we used to quote and re-quote to each other on every possible occasion.’ A sailor had knocked over a bucket of tar on a newly scrubbed deck prepared for the admiral’s inspection, and another sailor gave this as an explanation to the petty officer in charge. She comments, ‘That old joke alone, together with the ever-constant beginning and ending, would hallmark that letter as Eric’ (152).

3552. Review of Scott-King’s Modern Europe by Evelyn Waugh

1. In his diary entry for his forty-fourth birthday, 28 October 1947, Waugh wrote that he had written ‘two good stories’ during the year, The Loved One and Scott-King’s Modern Europe. The latter was inspired by a visit to Spain with Douglas Woodruff; see Diaries, 1911–1965, edited by Michael Davie, entry for 15 June 1946 and n. 1 (1976; Penguin Books, 1979)

3554. To Herbert Read

1. The date ‘26’ is unclear.

2. It is very difficult to convey an accurate impression of what £10 signified for Orwell; a simple inflation ratio may give a false impression. Some idea of his generosity in the adverse circumstances in which he found himself may be gained by comparing a relative weekly wage forty years later with one of £10 in 1949. It would not be less than £300 and might be closer to £400.

3555. To Celia Kirwan

1. This letter follows Orwell’s to Celia Kirwan of Sunday, 13 February 1949; see 3549. It would have taken her a little time to respond, and thus probable dates for this reply are those given here.

2. Although the Photostat (a trade name) had been in existence for nearly forty years by the time Orwell wrote, its use was far less widespread than is that of the Xerox and other photocopiers now. Orwell’s proposal that his article should be copy-typed rather than photocopied neatly marks the contrast between secretarial practice and relative costs then and now.

3. Although it is not included in his list of reading for 1949, this was probably Insight and Outlook: An Inquiry into the Common Foundations of Science, Art and Social Ethics (New York, 1949). Orwell had a copy among his possessions at his death. He records reading Koestler’s Promise and Fulfilment: Palestine 1947–49 (New York, 1949) in September 1949.

3556. To Leonard Moore

1. The metric system was used for the U.S. edition.

2. The U.S. edition shows hundreds of variations in spelling, capitalisation, and punctuation from that published by Secker & Warburg. For example, whereas the English edition uses the form ‘towards’—though Orwell’s typescript has ‘toward’ on one occasion (CW, IX, 180, line 21)—the U.S. edition always has ‘toward.’ A selection of U.S. readings is given in CW, IX, Textual Note, List 2, 334–36. Eleven readings from the U.S. edition have been admitted into the CW edition.

3557. To Roger Senhouse

1. Senhouse had sent a list of queries on 22 February 1949. Orwell answered them in two parts; he dealt in this letter with Senhouse’s objection to ‘onto’ (see n. 3); the bulk of the queries he answered on 9 March (see 3567 and 3568). Senhouse’s letter of the 28th has not been traced.

2. Orwell’s typescript of the novel has ‘At the edge of the trees’; the correction he gives here was made in the U.S. and English editions; see CW, IX, 292, line 34.

3. Senhouse wrote: ‘p 15.112 (3rd para 2nd line) “… had flashed onto the screen”. I take it that you are using, as one word “onto” throughout the text (52, 59, 79, 85 etc). I raise the point, as I have an archaic horror of its use, and I mention this specific case also for the used° of ‘had flashed’—Surely “had flashed on the screen” is sufficient in this case, though possibly ambiguous, since a torch is “flashed on”.’ Orwell was allowed to use ‘onto’: see CW, IX, 13, line 27. He had used the one-word form in earlier novels, although, as the Gollancz editions show, that usage is not always systematic.

3558. To The News Chronicle

1. The letter was followed by an editorial note: ‘Mr. Clement Davies has telegraphed a protest to the Spanish Minister of Justice on behalf of the British Liberal Party.’ Nadal was released from Burgos prison at the end of 1964. Clement Davies (1884–1962) was leader of the Liberal Party in the House of Commons, 1945–56; he continued to sit as a Liberal M.P. until his death.

3559. To S. M. Levitas

1. Levitas wrote: ‘We have all read with great pleasure and enthusiasm your piece on Ghandi° in the PARTISAN REVIEW. To be frank, we are extremely jealous that it didn’t appear in the NEW LEADER. I noticed too, your review in the recent issue of SATURDAY REVIEW OF LITERATURE [it was actually in The New York Times Book Review] which also made me envious.’ He said he did not wish to impose regular articles on Orwell, ‘but, honestly, three or four pieces a year and two or three book reviews, would help us enormously.’ Finally, he sincerely hoped Orwell had completely recovered, was back in harness, and would ‘think of us.’ For Levitas’s importunity when Orwell was ill in 1948, see 3410.

2. Levitas wrote on 16 March 1949 suggesting that Orwell review either Winston Churchill’s Their Finest Hour (which he did, 14 May 1949; see 3624) or Letters of Marcel Proust, translated and edited by Mina Curtiss, or both.

3560. To Sir Richard Rees

1. Human Knowledge: Its Scope and Limits, by Bertrand Russell (1948). Orwell spelt ‘Russell’ with one ‘l’ on each occasion.

2. “all men are tailless” is underlined, and, written in the margin by Rees, is ‘But this is not what Russell says!’

3. Orwell’s reading list for 1949 also includes Waugh’s When the Going Was Good under February and Work Suspended under March; see 3727.

4. Orwell’s review of Dickens: His Character, Comedy and Career, by Hesketh Pearson, appeared in The New York Times Book Review, 15 May 1949; see 3625.

5. The Sentimental Journey: A Life of Charles Dickens, by Hugh Kingsmill (pseudonym of Hugh Kingsmill Lunn) (1934). It is listed by Orwell under May in his reading for 1949; see 3727. See 3622, n. 5 for Kingsmill.

6. Ape and Essence by Aldous Huxley (New York, 1948; London, 1949). Orwell wrote his comment about Huxley’s later books stinking with sex in his Last Literary Notebook (see 3725, folio 5).

7. Richard Blair later recalled his relationship with his father: ‘He was very concerned about not being able to see me as much as he ought to. His biggest concern was that the relationship wouldn’t develop properly between father and son. As far as he was concerned, it was fully developed, but he was more concerned about son-to-father relationships. He’d formed a bond with me, but it wasn’t as strong the other way around.’ Lettice Cooper described the problems posed for Orwell in establishing this bond when he became severely ill and the effect Orwell’s illness and Eileen’s early death had had. Orwell ‘was terrified to let Richard come near him, and he would hold out his hand and push him away—and George would do it very abruptly because he was abrupt in his manner and movements. And he wouldn’t let the child sit on his knee or anything. And I suppose Richard had never asked [if his father loved him]. Children don’t, do they? And he said, did they love him? And I said they both did, so much. It was very hard, that, wasn’t it?’ (Remembering Orwell, 196–97).

3561. To Leonard Moore

1. Serialised in Der Monat (West Berlin; sponsored by the American Military Government) as Der Hofstaat der Tiere: Eine satirische Fabel, Nos. 5–7, February, March, April 1949 (Willison). See Orwell’s letter to Der Monat’s editor, Melvin Lasky, 29 October 1948, 3479, and for Lasky, see 3446, n. 1. Orwell’s sub-title, ‘A Fairy Tale,’ was changed significantly for this version; there is no record that Orwell knew in advance or approved this alteration.

3562. To David Astor

1. David Astor wrote to Orwell on 4 March 1949. For the tenth anniversary of the end of the Spanish civil war, on 29 March, The Observer wished to have an article on some aspect of that war for Sunday, 27 March, and would be delighted if Orwell would write one; he could chose whatever aspect he wished. Or, would he suggest who might write one and what aspects should be covered. He had in mind two articles, one for The Observer and one to be syndicated through The Observer’s Foreign News Service: a general review of that war, and something on the International Brigade. The articles should be partly informative and partly an expression of opinion. ‘We can’t be sure that either the present day° readers of this paper or a much wider readership of syndicated articles will have a working knowledge of the facts.’

2. Orwell had reviewed The Clash, by Arturo Barea, 24 March 1946 (see 2944); on 10 November 1946 he had reviewed Politics, Economics and Men of Modern Spain, 1808–1946, by A. Ramos Oliveira (see 3109). Almost five years earlier he had contributed a special article on Spain, ‘The Eight Years of War: Spanish Memories,’ 16 July 1944 (see 2510).

3. Orwell had reviewed several of Borkenau’s books: The Spanish Cockpit, 31 July 1937 (see 379); The Communist International, 22 September 1938 (see 485); and The Totalitarian Enemy, 4 May 1940 (see 620). Orwell’s letter was annotated by Astor at this point: ‘Authority on Comintern. c/o Marburg University, Germany, U.S. Zone.’ Borkenau had been a refugee from Nazi Germany.

4. Dr. Juan Negrín (1889–1956), Socialist finance minister and then Prime Minister of Spain. He resigned in exile in 1945. See 908, n. 3, and 2852, n. 3. For Oliveira, see 3109.

5. Arturo Barea (1897–1957) had been Head of Foreign Press Censorship and Controller for Broadcasts, Madrid, 1937. Orwell knew Barea personally.

6. Gerald Brenan (Edward Fitzgerald Brenan; 1894–1987; CBE, 1982), writer of fiction and nonfiction. His The Spanish Labyrinth: An Account of the Social and Political Background of the Civil War was published in 1943; revised in 1950. He wrote a Current Affairs pamphlet, Spanish Scene in 1946; and also The Face of Spain (1950; New York, 1951) and The Literature of the Spanish People (1951; revised, 1953; New York, 1957).

7. Tom Wintringham (1898–1949) commanded the British Battalion of the International Brigade before Madrid in 1937, where he was wounded. Earlier, he had edited Left Review and later, with Humphrey Slater, he founded the Osterley Park Training Centre for the Home Guard. See 721, n. 1 and also Orwell’s War-time Diary, 677, 23.8.40, n. 4 and 3576, n. 2. Humphrey (Hugh) Slater (1906–1958) was Chief of Operations in the International Brigade and, for a time, a political commissar; see 731, n.1. Orwell’s letter is annotated in Astor’s hand at this point: ‘Rose has his address’; Jim Rose was on The Observer’s literary staff. Malcolm Dunbar (1912–1962) was Chief of Staff to the 15th International Brigade. The Brigade was initially made up of Yugoslav, British, American, and French sections (Thomas, 969). Thomas notes that when he was made chief of operations, the Americans resented the appointment of this ‘efficient young Englishman who three years before had been “leader of an advanced aesthetic set at Cambridge”’ (723, n. 1).

8. This was the only weekend it snowed in England between Christmas 1948 and spring 1949.

9. For Karl Schnetzler, see 2893. Helmut Klöse, a German anarchist who had served on the same front as Orwell in Spain; see Orwell’s letter to Vernon Richards, 10 March 1949, 3569. Orwell omits the umlaut.

3566. To Leonard Moore

1. Page proofs of the U.S. edition of Nineteen Eighty-Four.

2. Robert Giroux, then of Harcourt, Brace (later of Farrar, Straus & Giroux), who saw the U. S. edition of Nineteen Eighty-Four through the press.

3. Critical Essays was published as Ensayos Críticos by Sur, Buenos Aires, July 1948. The translation was made by B. R. Hopenhaym.

3567. To Roger Senhouse

1. Senhouse had written on 22 February 1949. Orwell replied initially on 2 March and answered Senhouse’s question about ‘onto’; see 3557. Senhouse’s other queries, with Orwell’s answers, are in 3568.

3568. Roger Senhouse’s Corrections and Queries for Nineteen Eighty-Four and Orwell’s Answers

1. See 3557.

2. The change was accepted; see CW, IX, 119.

3. Annotated by Senhouse: ‘changed hyphened’; ‘truck-load’ is hyphenated on 121 of CW, IX.

4. Orwell’s answers to queries on pages 121 and 127 have been ticked by Senhouse.

5. This suggestion was not accepted by Orwell, and the passage was allowed to stand as written; see CW, IX, 158.

6. The first edition has ‘last’ (CW, IX, 158), so the change was noted.

7. The slip was probably not returned on 9 March; a number of pages for which changes were required in Orwell’s replies to Senhouse’s queries are not listed.

3569. To Vernon Richards

1. Eileen’s typewriter.

2. This pamphlet was advertised in Politics, Winter 1949 (1948–49). Orwell does not list it in his reading for 1949.

3. Vernon Richards’s wife, Marie-Louise Berneri; see 3042, n. 4; for Richards, see 3042, n. 1.

3570. To Michael Meyer

1. Meyer was then a lecturer in English at Uppsala University, 1947–50.

2. The End of the Corridor, published in 1951.

3. Thomas Hood (1799–1845), poet and journalist. His comic poetry was marked by gallows humour, and he could write with great bitterness (for example, ‘The Song of the Shirt,’ 1843, on sweated labour), and splendid wit.

4. No selection of Hood’s poetry was amongst Orwell’s books at his death.

5. From ‘A Parental Ode to My Son, Aged Three Years and Five Months.’ Alternate lines express warnings or fears of a very down-to-earth kind—for example, ‘I knew so many cakes would make him sick,’ and the opening of the final stanza:

Thou pretty opening rose!

(Go to your mother, child, and wipe your nose!)

Balmy and breathing music like the South,

(He really brings my heart into my mouth!)

Fresh as the morn, and brilliant as its star, —

(I wish the window had an iron bar!)

Bold as the hawk, yet gentle as the dove, —

(I tell you what, my love,

I cannot write unless he’s sent above!)

At a time when Orwell was evidently recalling the past, as the letters to Brenda Salkeld (see 3522, 3563) and Jacintha Buddicom (see 3550, 3551) indicate, this ‘Domestic Poem’ by one of Orwell’s favourite minor authors may well have had significance for him in the desperate rush to complete Nineteen Eighty-Four. The verbal slip—‘blow’ for ‘wipe’—suggests that, as so often, Orwell is quoting from memory. For his sympathy for Julian Symons, who was trying to write under such circumstances, see 3694.

6. Orwell read Surtees’s Mr Sponge’s Sporting Tour in April; see 3727.

7. Orwell’s review of Hesketh Pearson’s Dickens: His Character, Comedy and Career appeared on 15 May 1949; see 3625.

8. Charles Dickens, by Dame Una Pope-Hennessy (1945). See also 3572.

9. Ape & Essence.

10. Insight and Outlook. For its inaccurate listing in Orwell’s notes, see 3729.

11. Rossetti: His Life and Works (London and New York, 1928). Orwell omitted an ‘s’ from Rossetti.

3571. To Leonard Moore

1. The editor of Der Monat, sponsored by the American Military Government, was Melvin Lasky; see 3446, n. 1.

2. ‘Armut un Hoffnung Grossbritanniens’ (‘The Labour Government After Three Years,’ Commentary, October 1948; see 3462). The German version slightly reworked the original; see headnote to 3462.

3572. To Julian Symons

1. Hesketh Pearson’s Dickens: His Character, Comedy and Career, which Orwell was reviewing for The New York Book Review; see 3625. Orwell notes in his 1949 list of reading that he read this book in March.

2. Una Pope-Hennessy, Charles Dickens (1945).

3573. To Leonard Moore

1. The essay was pubished in Henry Miller, Domenica dopo la Guerra [Sunday After the War]: con un Saggio [Nel Ventre della Balena] di George Orwell by Mondadori (1949). The translation omits 211 lines of the English original.

2. Not traced.

3. Published as 1984 in November 1950; the translation was by Gabriele Baldini.

3574. To Sir Richard Rees

1. Ian M’Kechnie was an estate worker at Ardlussa; Francis Boyle, a roadworker on Jura. Both helped at Barnhill from time to time.

2. Israel Zangwill (1864–1926), English novelist and playwright who was one of the first to present the lives of immigrant Jews in fictional form in English literature. Children of the Ghetto: A Study of a Peculiar People (1892) is set in Whitechapel. His play The Melting Pot (1908) came to be taken as an image of America because of its capacity to transform and meld immigrants of all races. Grandchildren of the Ghetto was published in 1914 by the Wayfarers’ Library. His other ‘Ghetto’ books were Dreamers of the Ghetto (1898), essays on distinguished Jews, Ghetto Tragedies (1893), Ghetto Comedies (1907). He was for a time a Zionist and later served as President of the Jewish Territorial Organization for the Settlement of the Jews within the British Empire, 1905–25.

3. Marie Bashkirtseff (1860–1884), Russian-born diarist and painter. Her Journal was published posthumously in 1887 and became very fashionable. It was published in English (translated by Mathilde Blind) in 1890. Orwell had the 1891 printing among his books at his death, but he does not include it in his list of reading for 1949.

4. Clothes were severely rationed during the war; see 3121, n. 1. Rationing ended on 15 March 1949.

3575. To Leonard Moore

1. The two sections from ‘I can’t possibly agree’ to ‘to recast the whole thing’ and from ‘I suppose it will be disappointing’ to ‘make my point of view clear to them’ are marked and the letter has been annotated in Moore’s office: ‘Quoted Harcourt Brace 21/3/48.’ The precise sections suggested for omission are not now known but they evidently included Goldstein’s The Theory and Practice of Oligarchical Collectivism—the ‘book within the book.’

3576. To Sir Richard Rees

1. The Conspirator (1948), by Humphrey Slater; Orwell does not list it amongst his reading for 1949.

2. Orwell records that on 12 August 1939 all his books from the Obelisk Press were seized by the police, his mail having been opened; see Orwell’s Diary of Events Leading Up to the War, 565, 12.8.39 and 12.8.39, n. 2.

3. Highway, organ of the Workers’ Educational Association. In its February number, 1949, there was a review by J. M. Cameron of The Dilemma of the Arts by Vladimir Weidlé.

4. Robert Wheeler, a Gloucestershire farmer living near Cranham, had been asked by his friend Richard Rees to visit Orwell.

5. ‘Reflections on Gandhi,’ see 3516.

3577. To David Astor

1. Astor had written to Orwell on 15 March 1949 to say The Observer was getting into touch with Franz Borkenau regarding an article on the Spanish civil war (see 3562) and offering to obtain for Orwell’s use a wire-recorder machine (an antecedent of the tape recorder, clumsier but with similar characteristics, including the capacity to delete and re-record). ‘I was thinking,’ he wrote, ‘that this machine might enable you to start writing without the use of any physical effort as soon as you felt inclined to do so … if you feel any inclination to try it, please let me get one of these things.’ See also 3621, n. 6.

2. Karl Schnetzler; see 2893.

3. Viktor Andreevich Kravchenko (1905–1966), former Soviet official who wrote the best-seller I Chose Freedom: The Personal and Political Life of a Soviet Official (New York, 1946: London, 1947; written in Russian in 1945), in which he attacked the process of government in Soviet Russia. In 1947–48, Les Lettres Françaises, edited by Claude Morgan, published a series of attacks on Kravchenko’s integrity which included much personal abuse. Kravchenko sued Morgan in his own name and his pseudonym, Sim Thomas, and André Wurmser for writing these articles. The trial opened on 24 January 1949 in Paris; judgement was given for Kravchenko, with heavy damages, on 4 April 1949. An account of the trial was published in 1950 as Kravchenko versus Moscow, with an introduction by the famous judge, Sir Travers Humphries. Among aspects of interest from this trial are the appearance in support of the defence of Konni Zilliacus, the left-wing Labour M.P. (see 2990, n. 2) and Albert E. Kahn, co-author with Michael Sayers of The Great Conspiracy (and other books), about which Orwell asked Ruth Fischer on 21 April 1949 (see 3603 and 3603, n. 3). Margarete Buber-Neumann, whose book Under Two Dictators Orwell told Tosco Fyvel he had ‘read with interest’ (see 3598), gave evidence for Kravchenko and described her ordeal as a German Communist whose husband, presumed killed by Stalin, had been Ernst Thaelmann’s right-hand man. She endured five years in a Siberian prison camp and was then handed over by the NKVD to the SS and sent to Ravensbruck (202–07). Another witness for those found guilty of libel was the Very Reverend Dr. Hewlett Johnson, the ‘Red’ Dean of Canterbury, who spoke in defence of Stalin and assured the court that under Stalin there was complete religious freedom. He said that if Kravchenko’s book was right, his (Hewlett’s) were wrong (208). Kravchenko appeared before the United States House of Representatives Un-American Activities Committee in 1947. See also 3215, n. 8.

3578. To The New Leader (New York)

1. Their Finest Hour, see 3559, n. 2, and, for Orwell’s review, 3624.

3580. To Leonard Moore

1. These were proposals to cut Nineteen Eighty-Four to suit the wishes of the Book-of-the-Month Club in the United States; see 3575.

3581. To [Christy & Moore]1

1. The provenance of this note indicates that it was sent to Orwell’s agents. That it was not intended for Leonard Moore personally is suggested by the signature. Orwell always signed himself ‘Eric Blair’ when writing to Moore.

3582. To Tosco Fyvel

1. Orwell wrote to Fyvel in the latter’s role as literary editor of Tribune, which ran a feature called ‘What’s Happening.’

2. Mistake for Heimwehr, Home Guard (German).

3583. To Fredric Warburg

1. Gleb Struve had written to Orwell on 1 January 1949 from Berkeley, California (where he was teaching), explaining that John Westhouse Ltd, the publishing house which was to bring out Zamyatin’s We, was in the hands of liquidators. Various amounts were unpaid, though Madame Zamyatin (in Paris) had received an advance of £25. Struve asked Orwell whether he had heard anything from Warburg. On 26 January 1949, Warburg wrote to Struve. Some two months earlier, Orwell had spoken to Warburg about the problems associated with the publishing of We, and Warburg had obtained from the liquidators an assurance that he could see the proofs with a view to taking over from Westhouse. In the third week of January, Orwell had shown him Struve’s letter of 1 January, and Warburg then assured Struve that he was keenly interested in publishing We. Struve, who was then at Harvard as a visiting lecturer, wrote to Warburg on 22 February. He explained that the translation into English had been unsatisfactory but on his recommendation it had been revised and he thought it would now be accurate. He remarked that ‘Mr. Prost’s translation [as revised by Mr. Sieff] is better than the awful American translation which appeared in 1925 and the knowledge of which the American publisher (Dutton) now seems to deny.’ Warburg replied on 8 March, telling Struve that the liquidators ‘hope in the near future to put the whole question of Zamyatin’s book before us.’ See also 3524, n. 1.

2. Spitting blood from the lungs.

3584. To Sir Richard Rees

1. ‘Reflections on Gandhi’; see 3516; and see postscript to letter to Rees of 18 March 1949, 3576.

2. See 3728, which includes a section on ‘Reprintable Essays.’

3. Dr. H. V. Morlock.

4. The postscript (which is not so designated) was written at the head of the first page of the letter.

3586. Notes for ‘Evelyn Waugh’

1. Sidenote, arrowed to be placed in this position.

2. Possibly ‘Snobbery.’

3. Sidenote, arrowed to be placed in this position.

4. See Orwell’s notes ‘For & against novels in the first person,’ written in his last Literary Notebook, 3725. The notes on Waugh followed immediately after those on novels in the first person.

3588. To David Astor

1. Astor wrote on 2 April telling Orwell that Harold Nicolson, not Bertrand Russell, would review Nineteen Eighty-Four. Though Russell was believed to be willing, Nicolson had ‘complained that there were so few books worth reviewing’ it was ‘felt unfair to deprive him of one which he had expressed an active interest in reviewing.’ The reporter for the Profile was to be Karl [Schnetzler]. Astor said that opinion at The Observer was that Borkenau’s article on the civil war, ‘Spain: Whose Victory?,’ 27 March 1949, was a great success. There is nothing in the letter about Orwell, Avril, and Richard visiting Astor.

2. No Profile was published. However, an unsigned article, ‘George Orwell: A Life of Independence,’ with a photograph by Vernon Richards, appeared on 22 January 1950, the day after Orwell died, and, one week later, ‘A Rebel’s Progress’ by Arthur Koestler. See final paragraph of 3621.

3590. To Fredric Warburg

1. Warburg wrote on 4 April. He said that the Evening Standard had chosen Nineteen Eighty-Four as its Book of the Month for June but had turned down the book for serialization. They wanted their feature editor, [Charles] Curran, to spend an hour with Orwell to get personal background for a big feature. Warburg wanted to know whether Orwell felt fit enough to see Curran. If he wasn’t, he would put him off.

3591. To Sir Richard Rees

1. See 3590A and 3590B (in Appendix 14) and 3732.

2. X-ray.

3. On the verso of Orwell’s letter is a draft (in Richard Rees’s hand) of a letter to an unnamed addressee proposing the sale of the lorry used at Barnhill. It was ‘supposed to be new (600 miles)’ and had cost £895, which included tax, insurance, and delivery charges.

3592. To Vernon Richards

1. At the end of 1948, Marie-Louise Berneri (wife of Vernon Richards) gave birth to a still-born child. She died unexpectedly, aged thirty-one, of a virus infection less than a week after Orwell wrote to Richards (Freedom, Centenary Number, 1986, 25). Whiteway lies some five miles northeast of Stroud and about two miles from Cranham. It gave its name to an anarchist and craft colony where Lilian Wolfe (see 3600, n. 3) lived from the early 1920s until 1943, but also visiting thereafter. Her companion, Thomas Keell (1866–1938), brought the Freedom Press to Whiteway when the continuance of Freedom was put in doubt by the London County Council’s demolition of the area where the journal’s London offices were located. Whiteway served as the Freedom Press address from September 1928 to December 1932; June 1937 to January 1938; and November 1939. Keell was secretary of the colony from 1928. Orwell arranged for Richard to stay at Whiteway for a time so he could see him (information about Whiteway from Freedom, Centenary Number, 1986, 22, 24, 30).

3595. To [The New Leader, New York]

1. This was the covering note for Orwell’s review of Winston Churchill’s Their Finest Hour. It was published by The New Leader, New York, 14 May 1949 (see 3624). The executive editor, S. M. Levitas, wrote a grateful note of thanks on 21 April 1949 and offered ‘some kind of compensation’ for the review and for future articles, either by cheque or by CARE parcel (Cooperative for American Relief to Everywhere, an organisation for providing aid to those in need). Levitas explained how he saw the journal’s relationship with Orwell:

We of the NEW LEADER, and I am sure that I speak in the name of the bulk of our readers, consider you our own in every respect. I know of no other publication in our country where you can feel as much “at home” as you can with the NEW LEADER group. We are in the battle together for a decent and humane world and not only are we in the same trenches combatting totalitarianism but we think in unison of the remedies that are so vital in building a new and better world.

I know that at the moment you are ill and can’t do as much as you would like to, nevertheless I sincerely hope that when your fingers itch to write on any subject, you will think of us and give us the preference over other publications.

Orwell replied to Levitas’s letter on 2 May 1949; see 3616.

3596. To Vernon Richards

1. The Uniform Edition published by Secker & Warburg in January 1949 introduced many errors, though it is, on occasion, correct against its source, the Penguin edition of 1944. See CW, II, Textual Note, especially 310–12 and the list of variants.

3597. To Robert Giroux

1. ‘Lear, Tolstoy and the Fool,’ Polemic, 7, March 1947; see 3181.

2. ‘The Fool in Lear,’ Sewanee Review, 57 (April 1949); reprinted in The Structure of Complex Words (1951), in the chapter with the title of the essay.

3. William Empson (see 845, n. 3), with whom Orwell had worked at the BBC, had held a professorship in English Literature at Peking University, then part of the South-Western Combined Universities, in Hunan and Yunan, 1937–39; he returned there in 1947, after being Chinese editor for the BBC, 1941–46. See Orwell’s letter to Giroux, 19 May 1949, 3627.

4. This is presumably ‘a novel dealing with 1945’ that Orwell told Tosco Fyvel he had ‘in his head but which he wouldn’t touch until 1950’; see 3598. He told Sonia Orwell that he had two novels in mind. Only fragments of one, ‘A Smoking-room Story’ (see 3723), survive. This Orwell sets in 1927 (xx, 189), but see 3723, ns 7 and 8. In his obituary of Orwell, The Bookseller, 11 February 1950, Warburg says: ‘Two new novels were already simmering in his mind, and a long essay on Joseph Conrad.…’

3598. To Tosco Fyvel

1. Stalin and German Communism, by Ruth Fischer; see 3603 and 3603, n. 1. Orwell includes it in his list of reading for April.

2. Under Two Dictators, by Margarete Buber-Neumann; see 3577, n. 3. Orwell includes it in his list of reading for April.

3. The Tormentors; listed by Orwell under February in his reading list for 1949. It is marked as a proof copy, and Orwell wrote a question mark against it (as he did against several titles in the list), but the significance of the query is not known. See also 3544, n. 1. Cargoe’s real name was Robert Payne (1911–1983). Orwell apparently did not know him by his pseudonym, but he may have known him as Payne without realising that he was the author of this book. Payne had been a war correspondent in Spain in 1938 (the year after Orwell fought there) and in 1941–42 he worked for the British Ministry of Information in Chungking, China, when Orwell was at the BBC.

4. This was the second of the two books Orwell had in mind at his death. See 3597, n. 4.

5. Richard Blair did initially take up farming as a career. In 1964 he married Eleanor Moir, a schoolteacher; they have two sons. See 3736.

6. The letter was cut here by Encounter.

3600. To Sir Richard Rees

1. See 3729.

2. Inez Holden (see 1325, n. 1) and Brenda Salkeld (see 107, n. 2).

3. Lilian Wolfe (1875–1974), born in London, worked for twenty years as a Post Office telegraphist. She became a socialist and women’s suffragist in 1907, and in 1913 an anarcho-syndicalist. She was active in the anti-war movement, 1914–16, and was imprisoned, as was her companion, Thomas Keell (1866–1938). She paid a fine in order to be released from prison, having become concerned for the well-being of the child she carried (her son, Tom). After the war she ran health-food shops in London and Stroud, living in the main at the anarchist colony at Whiteway (see 3592, n. 1). She earned enough to keep her husband and son and support the anarchist journal, Freedom. She gave up the shop in Stroud in 1943 and from then on administered the Freedom Press in London until, in 1969, personal differences led to her withdrawal. In 1966 the anarchist movement gave her a holiday in the United States as a ninetieth birthday present. She lived a spartan life but saved from her meagre pension money to help anarchist causes and political prisoners. After a lifetime devoted to anarchism, always behind the scenes, she died at her son’s home in Cheltenham at ninety-eight (from Nicolas Walter’s account of her life, Freedom, Centenary Number, 1986, 23–24).

4. Harold Laski; see 3526, n. 8. For Orwell’s list of crypto-Communists and fellow-travellers, see 3732.

5. G. D. H. Cole (1889–1959), economist and prolific author; his books include The Intelligent Man’s Guide to the Post-War World (1947) and The Meaning of Marxism (1948), based on his What Marx Really Meant (1934). See also 497, n. 2.

6. Kingsley Martin (1887–1969) then editor of The New Statesman; see 496, n. 4 and 2266.

7. One was presumably Reinhold Niebuhr (1892–1971), American theologian and professor at Union Theological Seminary, 1930–60, for a time a socialist and pacifist; later a supporter of the war against Hitler. His important books include The Nature and Destiny of Man (2 vols., 1941–43), Faith and History (1949), The Irony of American History (1952), The Self and the Dramas of History (1955), and The Structure of Nations and Empires (1959). His essays have been collected in several volumes. Although he favoured recognition of Communist China and was an early opponent of the war in Vietnam, he supported anti-Communist policies in The Irony of American History, which, though published two years after Orwell’s death, might have reflected his attitudes about this time. In his list, Orwell noted against ‘the famous R. N.’ that he did not think he was a fellow-traveller: ‘He has a great deal of sense.’ Regarding a second Niebuhr, it is possible that there is confusion between Reinhold and his brother, Helmut Richard (1894–1962), who was ordained as a minister of the Evangelical & Reformed Church in 1916 and from 1931 pursued a distinguished career at Yale, culminating in his appointment as Sterling Professor of Theology and Christian Ethics in 1954. He wrote a number of books, translated Paul Tillich’s The Religious Situation into English, and in 1957 was involved in the union of the Congregational and the Evangelical & Reformed churches.

8. Konni Zilliacus; see 2990, n. 2.

9. Dennis Noel Pritt (1887–1972), Labour and then Independent Labour M.P. and chairman of the Society for Cultural Relations with the USSR; see 560, 27.7.39, n. 2.

10. Name withheld because the person is alive.

11. Hugh Lester Hutchinson (1904–1950), journalist and author, studied in Switzerland and at Edinburgh University, and served in the Navy, 1942–44. He was elected Labour M.P. in 1945, but was expelled in 1949 for his criticism of the Labour government’s foreign policy. In 1950 he stood against the leader of the Labour Party (and Prime Minister), Clement Attlee; he polled only 704 votes out of nearly 35,000 cast.

12. Ian Mikardo (1908–1993), management consultant, author of Centralised Control of Industry (1942), and politician. He was a left-wing Labour M.P., 1945–59 and 1964–87, and was a prominent follower of Aneurin Bevan and a rumbustious debater with a strong sense of comedy. He was often considered to be unduly sympathetic to Communism, but his passionate Zionism ensured that he never forgot or forgave Stalin for his treatment of Jews. Among his books were The Labour Case (1950) and an autobiography, Back-Bencher (1988). He was much appreciated by fellow M.P.s of all parties in his role as ‘unofficial bookmaker’ to Parliament, offering odds on contentious issues and the fortunes of political figures.

13. In a letter to Ian Angus of 10 June 1967, Richard Rees described this exchange of names with Orwell as ‘a sort of game we played – discussing who was a paid agent of what and estimating to what lengths of treachery our favourite bêtes noires would be prepared to go.’

3601. To Dr. Gwen O’Shaughnessy

1. Orwell made a new will on 18 January 1950, before the flight he hoped to make to Switzerland; see 3730.

2. Dr. H. V. Morlock, the specialist whom Orwell had consulted before the war.

3. Sweets and chocolate were still rationed when Orwell wrote, but just one week later restrictions were lifted. Unfortunately, this freedom did not last long. Confectionary was rationed again (4 ounces per week) on 14 July, the sugar ration was cut to 8 ounces, and tobacco imports were reduced.

4. Doreen and George Kopp; see 359, n. 2.

3602. Diary Entry, Last Literary Notebook

1. The National Health Service began its ‘cradle to grave’ care on 5 July 1948 but there was still also private care for those who wished to pay for it.

3603. To Ruth Fischer

1. Ruth Fischer (1895–1961), former General Secretary of the German Communist Party, 1923–26, when she was expelled as a Trotskyist. She fled Nazi Germany and lived in France and the United States, writing on political subjects. Her book Stalin and German Communism was published by Harvard University Press in 1948.

2. Bertolt Brecht (1898–1956) returned to Europe in 1947 and from 1949 directed the Berliner Ensemble in East Berlin. In her reply of 9 May, Ruth Fischer said that when she wrote her book, Brecht was still in Hollywood but ‘since then, without formal proceedings, he was deported because of his connection with the Eisler case.’ Although Brecht was subpoenaed to appear before the House of Representatives Committee on Un-American Activities on 30 October 1947, he ran rings round his questioners and was congratulated for being so cooperative; the next day he left for Europe of his own volition. He went to Moscow in May 1955 to receive the Stalin Peace Prize.

3. Michael Sayers (1912–) shared a flat with Orwell and Rayner Heppenstall at 50 Lawford Road, Kentish Town, London, NW5 (illustrated in John Thompson, Orwell’s London, 47), from August 1935 to January 1936. He reviewed Burmese Days and A Clergyman’s Daughter in The Adelphi, August 1935. Dr. Fischer, in her 9 May letter, described The Great Conspiracy as ‘an interpretation of world history as a general conspiracy to overthrow the Stalinist regime.’ She sent Orwell a copy on 23 May 1949; see 3632. Sayers’s co-author was Albert E. Kahn, who gave evidence on behalf of those who were found guilty of libelling Viktor Kravchenko; see 3577, n. 3. He and Sayers also wrote Sabotage!: The Secret War against America (1942) and The Plot against the Peace: A Warning to the Nation! (1945).

3604. To Fredric Warburg

1. Michael Kennard; see 3371, n. 3. He had stayed at Barnhill whilst Orwell was in Hairmyres Hospital in 1948.

2. Roger Senhouse, a director of Secker & Warburg; see 375, n. 2.

3605. To Leonard Moore

1. Annotated in Moore’s office: ‘Wrote 27.4.49.’

2. Omaggio alla Catalonia was published by Mondadori in December 1948, translated and with an introduction by Giorgio Monicelli. Animal Farm appeared in Italian as La Fattoria degli Animali, published by Mondadori, October 1947, translated by Bruno Tasso and with an introduction by Giorgio Monicelli. Burmese Days was published by Longanesi as Giorni in Birmania, November 1948, translated by Giovanna Caracciolo. (Willison.)

3606. To Harcourt, Brace

1. The cable has been annotated in Harcourt, Brace’s office: ‘Too late.’ The edition appeared with the question-mark. The English edition has the full-point (261, line 5), as has CW, IX, 272, line 18). The U.S. edition was published on 13 June 1949. Later printings corrected this error.

3607. To Sir Richard Rees

1. Ruggero Orlando (1907–1994), journalist, broadcaster, poet, and critic. His passionate, slightly anarchic political views led to his fleeing Italy in 1939 for Britain. He was engaged by the BBC to broadcast in its external service and did so with great success, achieving a legendary status with colleagues and listeners. After the war he worked for RAI, the Italian state broadcasting service, and was its correspondent in the United States for eighteen years. He returned to Italy in 1972 and was elected to the Chamber of Deputies. He was, when in England, a frequent contributor to Poetry Today, and he translated Dylan Thomas into Italian.

2. Ignazio Silone (1900–1978), Italian novelist; see 2870, n. 3. In his essay on Arthur Koestler, Orwell claimed that there had been nothing in English writing to resemble Silone’s Fontamara (1933; English translation, 1934) or Koestler’s Darkness at Noon (1940): ‘there is almost no English writer to whom it has happened to see totalitarianism from the inside.’ See 2548.

3. Probably David Jones’s In Parenthesis; see Orwell’s letter to Richard Rees, 18 January 1949, 3529, n. 3. It is not included in Orwell’s list of his reading for 1949.

4. Orwell’s list of his reading for April 1949 includes Dickens’s Little Dorrit and Surtees’s Mr Sponge’s Sporting Tour, see 3727:

5. The Odd Women by George Gissing (1893).

3608. To Leonard Moore

1. This translation and the transactions relating to it have not been traced. Sauvé made none of the published translations of Orwell’s books. That of Coming Up for Air was made by Claude de Leschaux (as Journal d’un Anglais Moyen) and published by Amiot Dumont, April 1952. It was serialised in Le Monde, August–September 1952 (Willison).

2. Nineteen Eighty-Four was translated into French (as 1984) by Amélie Audiberti and published by Gallimard, 30 June 1950. Gallimard bought the rights from Odile Pathé, publishers of the French translation of Animal Farm (Willison).

3609. To Leonard Moore

1. There were many translations of his books among Orwell’s effects at his death. Sonia Orwell selected some, and the rest, under the terms of Orwell’s will, passed to Sir Richard Rees. At Rees’s death, those not already held by the Orwell Archive went to its collection.

3610. To Dwight Macdonald

1. Not identified.

2. The Cultural and Scientific Conference for World Peace sponsored by Communist-inspired organisations at the Waldorf Astoria Hotel, New York, 25–27 May 1949. Much of the time was spent denouncing the Atlantic Pact and U.S. ‘warmongering.’ There were strong protests in the U.S.A. against the Conference. Among those refused entry to attend by the United States were J. D. Bernal (see 1005, n. 1), J. G. Crowther (1117, n. 1), and the novelist Louis Golding (1895–1958); Professor Olaf Stapledon (2824, n. 1) was admitted. All four are included in Orwell’s list of crypto-Communists and fellow-travellers. Orwell’s list queries whether the critic and anthologist Louis Untermeyer (1885–1977), whom he describes as ‘very silly,’ chaired the Conference; more probably he took the chair at a sectional meeting. This was one of a series of such meetings about this time, which many of the same people attended. Bernal and Crowther, with Zilliacus, Pritt, and Platts-Mills, attended the World Partisans for Peace Congress, Paris, 20–25 April 1949—at which Zilliacus attacked the Labour Party and Winston Churchill, and Platts-Mills attacked ‘American imperialism.’ See Keesing’s Contemporary Archives (1949), 10,007; and for the Wroclaw Conference of Intellectuals, 3617, n. 9.

3. No copy was found among Orwell’s books at his death.

3611. To Leonard Moore

1. Annotated in Moore’s office: ‘wrote 3/5/49.’

3614. To Melvin Lasky

1. The copy may not be wholly reliable because ‘The Cotswold Sanatorium’ is given as ‘The Colywold Sanatorium.’

2. Der Monat serialised Nineteen Eighty-Four, November 1949–March 1950.

3. Written at the head of the letter.

3615. To Celia Kirwan

1. Dr. Hans Hahndel, a German physician, whom Celia Kirwan and her twin sister, Mamaine Koestler, got to know when living in Florence in 1934. He later lived in Calcutta, but was visiting London at this time and had volunteered to drive Celia Kirwan to Cranham. She was then at the Foreign Office, doing research into Communism world-wide, and had the day off to consult Orwell—hence his reference to his list of names.

2. Of crypto-Communists and fellow-travellers; see 3732 and especially 3590A and 3590B (last appendix of this volume) for letters and notes on Orwell’s relationship with the Information Research Department, for which Celia Kirwan was working.

3. Peter Smollett (Harry Peter Smollett-Smolka, 1912–1980; OBE), author and journalist born in Vienna, attended the University of Vienna and the London School of Economics. He worked for the Exchange Telegraph, 1934–39, the Ministry of Information, (head of the Russian Department), 1939–45, and then was the Times correspondent in Vienna. Orwell held him in deepest suspicion; see 3732. His suspicions were correct; after his death he was denounced as a Soviet agent, and this accusation has never been denied (Richard Cockett, David Astor and ‘The Observer,’ 102). Smollett may have been the ‘important official in the Ministry of Information’ who persuaded Jonathan Cape not to publish Animal Farm for fear of offending the Russians (see 2494, n. 1).

3616. To S. M. Levitas

1. Levitas replied on 3 June, offering to get ‘any and every book which you would like to have and I shall without hesitation, indeed with great pleasure, forward them to you immediately.’ He had received a review copy of Nineteen Eighty-Four on 2 June and congratulated Orwell on its being a Book-of-the-Month Club selection. He hoped Orwell’s health had improved sufficiently for him ‘to write an original piece for us.’ The New Leader was establishing a ‘Guest Columnist Editorial,’ and Levitas asked Orwell if he could send one thousand words ‘on any subject you desire.’

3617. To Sir Richard Rees

1. Some of Orwell’s books had become damp at Barnhill; see 3594.

2. Orwell’s letter has been annotated here, ‘NO!’

3. Orwell’s letter had been annotated here, ‘Yes.’

4. Konni Zilliacus; see 3600, and also 2990, n. 2.

5. Michael Foot (1913—), then Labour M.P. and editor of Tribune; see 1241, n. 2 and 2955, n. 2.

6. Maurice Edelman (1911–1975), educated at Trinity College, Cambridge, entered the plywood business which led to visits to the USSR, about which he then wrote. He was a war correspondent in North Africa and in Normandy and a Labour M.P. in 1945, re-elected in 1950. His surname has only one ‘n’, not two as Orwell spelt it.

7. Charles Curran, who ‘tired me so … arguing about politics’; see Orwell’s letter to Fredric Warburg, 16 May 1949, 3626.

8. Paul Potts (1911–1990), Canadian poet and author. In his Dante Called You Beatrice (1960) is a chapter on Orwell, ‘Don Quixote on a Bicycle.’ He visited Orwell at Barnhill; see 3027, n. 1, and also Orwell’s letter on his behalf, 3619.

9. A.J. P. Taylor (1906–1990), historian and journalist. At this time he was Tutor in Modern History, Magdalen College, Oxford (to 1963); Fellow, 1938–76. He wrote prolifically and authoritatively (if not always uncontroversially), especially on Germany and World Wars I and II; also English History, 1914–45 (1965), Politicians, Socialism and Historians (1980), and A Personal History (1983). The Wroclaw Conference (cf. the Waldorf Conference, 3610, n. 2) was a Communist-front Conference of Intellectuals, August 1948, attended by scientists, writers, and cultural leaders from forty countries. It passed a resolution condemning the revival of Fascism. The conference backfired on the organisers. Some participants saw through the proceedings, Taylor among them, and walked out, hence Orwell’s description of his turning traitor is ironic.

3619. To David Astor

1. See 3617, n. 8.

3620. Anthony Powell on George Orwell

1. Evelyn Waugh was discussed by Calder-Marshall and Mortimer, who both also chose Elizabeth Bowen and Graham Greene. Daniel George selected P. H. Newby, Alex Comfort, and Howard Clewes. Some direction from the MOI might have enabled some of, say, H. E. Bates, Joyce Cary, Henry Green, James Hanley, L. P. Hartley, Rosamund Lehmann, L. A. G. Strong, or V. S. Pritchett to be introduced. And, of course, Anthony Powell should himself have been included.

3621. To David Astor

1. Philip Toynbee (1916–1981), novelist, critic, and poet, was literary editor of Contact Publications, 1945–46, and became a leading reviewer for The Observer in 1950. Best known for Tea with Mrs Goodman (1947), Friends Apart: A Memoir of Esmond Romilly and Jasper Ridley in the Thirties (1954), and Pantaloon (1961), which was the first of four experimental novels in verse. In 1984 Jessica Mitford published an affectionate memoir of him, Faces of Philip.

2. Victor Sawdon Pritchett (1900–) author and critic; see 1835, n. 1.

3. William Plomer (1903–1973), South African novelist who came to live in England in 1929.

4. Cicely Veronica Wedgwood (1910–1989; DBE, 1968), historian and author.

5. Rebecca West (1892–1983; DBE, 1959), novelist, critic, and political writer; see 2907, n. 1.

6. A recording machine; see Astor’s offer of a wire-recorder, 19 March 1949, 3577, n. 1.

7. He had, however, just applied for a passport to enable him to go abroad for the winter; see 3622 and 3622, n. 8.

3622. To Anthony Powell

1. Powell’s John Aubrey and His Friends (1948).

2. Brief Lives and Other Selected Writings by John Aubrey, edited by Anthony Powell (1949). Powell sent him a copy, which Orwell acknowledged on 6 June 1949; see 3641. It is not listed in his reading for 1949.

3. Margarete Buber-Neumann, Under Two Dictators.

4. Malcolm Muggeridge.

5. Hugh Kingsmill (pseudonym of Hugh Kingsmill Lunn, 1889–1944), critic, editor, and anthologist. Orwell had copies of his book The Dawn’s Delay (1924), three short novels, reviewed by Orwell in The Observer, 18 July 1948 (see 3425), and After Puritanism (1929). Kingsmill had entered hospital on 14 April 1949 and died on 15 May. In his Progress of a Biographer (1949) Kingsmill wrote that Animal Farm ‘revealed the poetry, humour and tenderness’ of Orwell, and he discussed Orwell’s categorising him as a Neo-Tory in ‘Notes on Nationalism’ (2668); reprinted in The Best of Hugh Kingsmill, edited by Michael Holroyd (1970), 287–91.

6. Orwell does not list Kingsmill’s The Sentimental Journey: A Life of Charles Dickens (1934; New York, 1935) among books read in 1949.

7. After Puritanism 1850–1900 (1929) is on Dean Farrar (author of Eric, or Little by Little). Samuel Butler, Frank Harris, and W. T. Stead, the crusading journalist.

8. Orwell was issued Passport No 1243051 on 10 May 1949. This, unlike one and probably two earlier passports, gave his year of birth correctly as 1903; see 3103.

3623. To Celia Kirwan

1. Sonia Brownell, whom Orwell would marry later in the year; see 3212, n. 1.

3624. Review of Their Finest Hour by Winston Churchill

1. Churchill’s My Early Life: A Roving Commission (1930; New York, 1930) and, as A Roving Commission: My Early Life, preface enlarged for U.S. readers (New York, 1939).

2. Whilst Orwell worked for the BBC Eastern Service, he became accustomed to the presence of a censor during broadcasts who could cut off the transmission when a speaker departed from a script that had been passed by the censors. That a switch censor was present when Churchill made this broadcast seems unlikely.

3. Churchill was to serve as a peacetime Prime Minister after Orwell’s death—from 1951 to 1955.

3625. Review of Dickens: His Character, Comedy and Career by Hesketh Pearson

1. Spelt ‘Catherine’ in the original.

3626. To Fredric Warburg

1. Dr. Margaret Kirkman, one of the two resident physicians at Cranham; see 3520, n. 1

2. See 3613.

3627. To Robert Giroux

1. See 3597, n. 3.

3628. To David Astor

1. The paper Orwell used here had Cranham Lodge and the address as its printed heading, and, in addition, ‘Telegrams: “Hoffman, Birdlip”’ and ‘Telephone: Witcombe 2195.’ Letters on this paper can be distinguished by the use of this punctuation.

3629. To Charles Curran

1. No more letters to Curran have been traced. Five years later, in the Daily Mirror for 14 December 1954, Curran wrote a short piece headed ‘Orwell: The man behind 1984—and all that.’ The last two paragraphs state: ‘I spent a day with Orwell just before he died. I sat on his sanatorium bed, tried to smoke the frightful cigarettes he insisted on making for himself. I heard him say: “The problem of the world is this: Can we get men to behave decently to each other if they no longer believe in God?” Orwell was evidently still smoking his ‘frightful cigarettes’ despite the state of his lungs.

3633. To Sonia Brownell

1. Cyril Connolly, for whom Sonia Brownell was working on Horizon.

2. Dr. Andrew Morland.

3. Stephen Spender.

3634. To Tosco Fyvel

1. In his George Orwell: A Personal Memoir, Fyvel describes a visit to see Orwell at Cranham. It is not quite clear if it is this occasion—it was a wintry day in spring—because in his account he goes on to discuss Orwell’s views on writing contemporary novels, as expressed in his letter to Fyvel of 15 April (see 3598) and then he later refers directly to that, as if it were after his visit to Cranham, saying, ‘In a letter on° 15 April I got bad news from Cranham’ (163). With these reservations, Fyvel’s description does seem to relate to 3 June 1949 (a day when it rained heavily): ‘On a wintry day the sanatorium looked a bleak place and the visit was a major shock to us: Orwell was so much worse, so much thinner and frailer in his critical illness than we had expected. True, mentally he seemed in perfect control, but in body, there he lay flat on his back in bed, looking terribly emaciated, his face drawn and waxen pale—without doubt he was dangerously ill. Constrained by the shock, I tried to tell him how much I had liked his book. He commented a little sadly that because of his illness, the book might have turned out duller and more pessimistic than intended.’ Fyvel was accompanied by his wife, Mary, and by Olga Miller (also known as Olga Katzin; see 2744, n. 1), who wrote ‘entertaining satirical verses unfailingly each week in the New Statesman under the pen-name “Sagittarius.”’ On their way back to London, Olga Miller said that ‘even in bed, Orwell seemed in his person and interests characteristically unchanged. However, that was his spirit. As for his physical state, we felt dismayed by the severe advance of his illness’ (162–63).

3635. To Fredric Warburg

1. Journeys by motorway nowadays tend to make us forget how long-drawn-out was the trail from London to Cranham and for those living away from London to the north and south even more tiresome. And, of course, the ownership of cars was far less common in 1949 than it is now. Many who went to see Orwell made a considerable effort to do so.

3637. To Leonard Moore

1. In October 1949, The Reader’s Digest published a lengthy extract from Part I of Nineteen Eighty-Four (129–55).

2. Orwell’s aunt, Nellie Limouzin Adam.

3. An annotation made in Moore’s office gives the address as ‘10 Downing St. S.W.1.’—the address of the Prime Minister. Each of the addressees is ticked, indicating copies despatched.

3638. To Sir Richard Rees

1. Richard stayed at Whiteway, the colony run by Lilian Wolfe; see 3600, n. 3. In Remembering Orwell, Richard Blair recalls: ‘When I saw my father at Cranham I used to say, “Where does it hurt, Daddy?” because I couldn’t understand why he said it didn’t hurt, but he was in bed. I couldn’t relate to that at all’ (203).

2. Unidentified.

3. ‘Lear, Tolstoy and the Fool,’ see 3181. See also Orwell’s letter to Rees, 31 March 1949, 3584.

3641. To Anthony Powell

1. Brief Lives and Other Selected Writings of John Aubrey, edited by Anthony Powell (1949); see 2985, n. 1, where it is suggested that Powell may have sent Orwell a typescript of John Overall’s life when considering whether or not to include it, The reference here to Sir Walter Raleigh and his son may support that, although Orwell could have been recalling Andrew Clark’s nineteenth-century edition. Aubrey’s life of Raleigh does not refer to his son. If Orwell was recalling that life from memory he may have confused two anecdotes retailed by Aubrey. He says that when Raleigh was at Oxford University and seriously short of money he borrowed a gown from Mr. Thomas Child ‘which he never restored, nor money for it.’ As the life begins with that anecdote it might easily be recalled. But Aubrey also tells how, when Raleigh was Captain of Her Majesty’s Yeoman of the Guard, a father approached him begging that his son be admitted though only about eighteen or nineteen. Sir Walter answered that though he would accept the father—a goodly man himself—he took no boys. But the father called in his son, who was ‘such a goodly proper young fellow’ and taller than any in the Guard that he ‘swears him immediately.’ Further, he had him carry in the Queen’s first dish at dinner ‘where the Queen beheld him with admiration, as if a beautiful young giant had stalked in with the service.’

2. See 3622, n. 5.

3. Malcolm Muggeridge.

4. Among Orwell’s books at his death were Volumes 2 and 3 of the Bodley Head bilingual edition of Dante’s Divina Commedia, the ‘Purgatorio’ and the ‘Paradiso’; the English translation is by John Sinclair. He also had a bilingual edition of the ‘Paradiso,’ with an English translation by Laurence Binyon (1943), and Volumes 2 and 3 in an Italian edition published in Florence in 1827. The other volumes may have been lost in the course of Orwell’s several moves in 1949; he could have had the ‘Inferno’ with him at Cranham.

3642. To Fredric Warburg

1. Warburg had written a long letter to Orwell on 30 May 1949. He said that Dr. Morland’s report was ‘far more encouraging than I had dared to hope’ but ‘this disease is one which apparently you cannot cheat’; however much better Orwell felt, ‘for God’s sake don’t start working until you are given the all-clear.’ He proposed coming on the 12th (later changed to the 15th), by when reviews of Nineteen Eighty-Four would be available. He was convinced it would earn far more than Animal Farm in England and America, which should provide Orwell with enough money, even after tax and ‘the heavy expenses of treatment in a sanatorium,’ to last, say, three years or more. He would be interested in publishing a second volume of essays, in the autumn of 1950, say, and by then Orwell might have recovered and had time to write his next novel. (This letter is almost fully reproduced in All Authors Are Equal, 113–14.)He saw Orwell on the l5th and noted that his being so ill ‘some weeks ago … appear[s] due to pleurisy rather than the tubercular infection. George’s present condition is shocking, but he is hopeful.’ See Warburg’s Report, 3645.

2. Michael Kennard; see 3371, n. 3.

3644. To William Phillips

1. Co-editor with Philip Rahv of Partisan Review.

3644A. To Lydia Jackson

1. This may have been prompted by the receipt of a complimentary copy of Nineteen Eighty-Four, which Orwell asked to have sent her on 31 May; see 3637.

3645. Fredric Warburg’s Report on His Visit to Orwell

1. Miss P. Murtough was a secretary at Secker & Warburg. It was she who offered to borrow a copy of Coming Up for Air from Kensington Public Library so that a reprint could be made; see 3155, n. 2).

2. See 3646.

3. John G. Pattisson; he joined Secker & Warburg as an office boy and remained with the firm when Warburg took over. After serving in the tank corps in North Africa and Italy, he returned to Secker & Warburg in 1945. He later became a director of the publishers Barrie & Rockliffe.

4. The mislaid essay was ‘Such, Such Were the Joys.’

5. Roger Senhouse, of Secker & Warburg.

6. The initial draft is titled ‘A Smoking-room Story’; see 3722, 3723, and 3724.

3647. To Julian Symons

1. The review had appeared (unsigned, as was then the practice) in The Times Literary Supplement on 10 June 1949.

3648. To Leonard Moore

1. Orwell and Inez Holden had intended to make a joint publication out of their war diaries. Gollancz refused to publish them, and they passed to another publisher, Lindsay Drummond, for whom Stefan Schimanski worked. Drummond published a section of Inez Holden’s diary in Leaves in the Storm, edited by Stefan Schimanski and Henry Treece, in 1947. Schimanski later wrote the editorial in World Review, June 1950, which published ‘From the Notebooks of George Orwell,’ and he there explained that he had first read Orwell’s diary in 1944 but that it was not then felt to be a propitious time for its publication. See 2634, n. 3. In 1941 Schimanski had edited Kingdom Come with Treece, and he edited the annual, Transformation, 1943–47. He was killed in Korea when working as a war correspondent.

3649. To Tosco Fyvel

1. Tribune for 17 June published not only a review of Nineteen Eighty-Four, by Bruce Bain (pseudonym of Richard Findlater; see 3643), but also two ‘news’ paragraphs on pages 3 and 5. The first contrasted the manner in which the human brain was rigidly controlled in the totalitarian state depicted by Orwell with the creation at Manchester University of a mechanical ‘brain’—the word is printed within quotation marks. This brain was currently working on mathematical problems, but might even be developed to write sonnets. At least, Tribune comforted itself, Orwell’s ‘brain is still human.’ The second paragraph noted that the author of Nineteen Eighty-Four (which had proved such an outstanding success) had long been ‘intimately connected with Tribune’ and it expressed good wishes for his speedy recovery from illness.

2. Isaac Deutscher, Stalin: A Political Biography (1949). Orwell lists it in his reading for June 1949.

3. Karl Radek (1885–1939?) accompanied Lenin in the sealed train for the return to Russia that led to the October revolution. However, he left the train in Sweden, where he organised propaganda in French and German for the revolution and was active in the leadership of the Comintern and in fomenting revolution in Germany in the 1920s (unsuccessfully). He was expelled from the party as a Trotskyist in 1927 and sentenced to internal banishment. Readmitted, he was appointed to the editorial board of Izvestia, but was again arrested, confessed guilt at the second show trial in the Stalin purge of 1937, and was sentenced to ten years’ imprisonment. He was the author of The Architect of Socialist Society (1933), which purports to be written in 1967. Its aim is the glorification of Stalin. Radek was small and was described by Trotsky as ‘monkey-like’ (R. Payne, The Rise and Fall of Stalin, 1966, 493). His talent for propaganda, and especially for inverting facts, suggests he might lie behind the ‘little Rumpelstiltskin figure, contorted with hatred’ who switched from one party line to another ‘actually in mid-sentence’ in Nineteen Eighty-Four (CW, IX, 188–89).

4. Nikolai Ivanovich Bukharin (1888–1938), a Bolshevik from 1908 who worked with Lenin on Pravda before the October revolution, edited Novy Mir (New World) in New York in 1916, but after the October revolution he became editor of Pravda. He was the author of several theoretical publications in the early 1920s. For a time an ally of Stalin’s, he later opposed him when Stalin changed his policies, and was expelled from the Politburo in November 1929. He regained some measure of acceptance when he was appointed editor of lzvestia in 1934, but in 1937 he was expelled from the party as a Trotskyist and in the following year was a defendant in one of Stalin’s purge trials, found guilty, and executed. Bukharin’s fate was effectively sealed when, in 1936, he charged Stalin with wanting to establish absolute power over party and state and claimed that the NKVD, not the Communist Party, ruled the country (see R. Payne, The Rise and Fall of Stalin, 481).

3650. To Mr. Shaw

1. Not identified, but see 3061.

2. Reynold’s News; the review was by Arthur Calder-Marshall; see 3643.

3651. To Leonard Moore

1. Jordi Arquer had been sentenced to eleven years’ imprisonment in 1938, ostensibly for having helped organise the ‘May Events’ in Barcelona, though in reality it was simply because he was a member of the POUM. See 497 and 3238, n. 1.

2. It is difficult to know which item particularly caused Orwell to ask for a copy of this issue: the award of the Bollingen Prize to Ezra Pound (see 3612); anarchy in Burma; an article by Edward Crankshaw (see 3467, n. 5) on forced confessions in totalitarian countries; an ‘extraordinary speech’ by Maurice Thorez (see 2579, n. 3) in which ‘he openly envisaged a military invasion of France by the Red Army’; an attack by the Kremlin on the Indian government of Pandit Nehru which it accused of attempting to create a ‘Far Eastern variant of an aggressive Western Union’; Rajani Palme Dutt, Vice-Chairman of the Communist Party (see 913, n. 1 and 2096, n. 3), as the ‘final interpreter’ in Britain of the Kremlin’s wishes. But that is only a selection of what might have interested Orwell.

3652. To Vernon Richards

1. Richards’s wife, Marie-Louise Berneri, died on 13 April 1949. Freedom for 28 May paid tribute to her: see 3636.

2. A denial; Orwell, in his Second Literary Notebook, 1948 (see 3515), includes ‘Issue a dementi’ in the section ‘Foreign words and phrases used unnecessarily in English.’ Orwell forgot to add an acute accent to démenti.

3653. To Mamaine Koestler

1. Mamaine Koestler and Celia Kirwan, twin sisters, both suffered from asthma. Mamaine underwent a bronchoscopy in November 1949.

3654. To Celia Kirwan

1. Like her twin sister, Mamaine, Celia suffered badly from asthma; she had just undergone a bronchoscopy operation.

2. It was typical of Sonia Brownell to surprise Orwell on his birthday.

3655. To Leonard Moore

1. Orwell presumably means Politics and Letters, which was to have published his article on George Gissing. However, the journal ceased publication before it appeared, and the typescript was not found until 1959. The essay was published in the London Magazine, June 1960. See 3406.

3655A. To C.V. Wedgwood

1. Cicely Veronica Wedgwood (1910– ; DBE 1968), historian specialising in seventeenth-century history. Among her books published by this time ere Strafford (1935; revised as Thomas Wentworth, 1961); The Thirty Years War (1938); Oliver Cromwell (1939); and William the Silent (1944) for which she was awarded the James Tait Black Prize. Her review of Nineteen Eighty-Four was published in Time and Tide on 11 June 1949. It is not known what she wished Orwell to do.

3656. To S. M. Levitas

1. Levitas had written expressing pleasure at the ‘chorus of praise’ that had greeted Nineteen Eighty-Four, the only exception being the Daily Worker. He remarked that Orwell had not replied to his letter of 3 June: he would be willing to send any books Orwell cared to review. The announcement that Orwell was to contribute to Progressive made him envious and, though he realised Orwell was plagued by poor health, he asked him to find time to send copy for The New Leader. He enclosed a New Leader article by Norbert Muhlen and asked Orwell if he would ‘care to comment on it in a few hundred words.’

3657. To Leonard Moore

1. No Spanish translation was published in Orwell’s lifetime. Kraft, of Buenos Aires, intended to publish a translation but asked for certain cuts; see 3710. A Swedish translation by Nils Holmberg, Nittonhundraättiofyra, was published in May 1950 by Albert Bonniers Förlag, Stockholm (Willison).

2. Life did change the verb as Orwell requested; see 3646, and also 3643.

3. The copy of the UAW Statement has not survived; it was, presumably, sent by Moore to the Socialist Call; see the text printed in Socialist Call, 3646.

3658. To David Astor

1. Annotated: ‘Mr Astor sent personal reply to this.’ This has not been traced.

3659. To Ruth Fischer

1. According to Orwell’s letter to Julian Symons, 16 June 1949 (see 3647), Ruth Fischer was to visit Orwell on 17 June. On 4 July, she wrote to thank him for sending her a copy of Burmese Days, which had arrived ‘several days ago.’ She appreciated his having given her several hours of his time but feared it was ‘somewhat too tiring’ for him.

2. See Orwell’s letter to Moore, 20 July 1949, 3662, and its n. 1 for Possev’s letter of 16 July 1949. For Possev, see 3496, n. 1.

3. Whites were anti-revolutionary; thus the White Army, which opposed the Red Army in the Russian civil war, 1917–21. ‘White’ also alludes to the royalist forces of the Vendée, which opposed the French Revolution and whose badge was a white lily.

3661. To David Astor

1. Charoux was a picture-framer and restorer recommended to Orwell by Astor to repair one of Orwell’s pictures damaged in the move to Jura; see 3490.

2. Astor’s operation was relatively minor but very painful.

3. The Naked and the Dead by Norman Mailer (1948). Orwell lists it as having been read in August 1949.

3662. To Leonard Moore

1. Vladimir Gorachek, who described himself as the ‘Authorized DP-Publisher’ of Possev (the sub-title of which was ‘Social and Political Review in Russian Language. Germany’), wrote to Orwell on 16 July 1949 with proposals for publishing Animal Farm in Russian for distribution gratis among Russian readers behind the Iron Curtain. It was planned to distribute the books through Berlin and Vienna ‘and other channels further E[a]st.’ The cost of distribution was to be met from selling 1,000 to 1,200 copies in West Germany. There was still a need for 2,000 DM (or £155), and Orwell was asked if he could collect such a sum. It was also suggested that Orwell’s earnings in Deutschmarks might be conveniently applied to this purpose. Calculations showing how the costs were arrived at were enclosed but have not been traced. Gorachek apologised for the fact that an earlier letter (that sending the file of papers) had been written in Russian: ‘We thought that such a perfect understanding of all events occurred° in our country after the revolution and of the very substance of the regime now established there could not be acquired without the knowledge of Russian language.’ See also 3496, n. 1, especially for Possev.

2. Annotated in Moore’s office: ‘Paid £50 for A.F.’

3. See letter to Moore, 12 March 1949, 3571.

4. Annotated in Moore’s office: ‘£250 owing from U. S. Army 1984.’ This was money due for the serialisation of Nineteen Eighty-Four in Der Monat, November 1949 to March 1950; see 3663 and 3695.

5. The reference to ‘useless radio propaganda’ may have been prompted by Orwell’s experience of broadcasting to India and the Far East during the war for the BBC. The Foreign Office (the Information Research Department) made no contribution; see 3590A and 3590B (in Appendix 14) and 3695.

6. Ruth Fischer; see 3659 and 3603, n. 1.

3663. To Leonard Moore

1. This letter was dated 20.9.49 but is date-stamped as having been received in Moore’s office on 22 July 1949. The month is clearly incorrect, and Orwell seems also to have misdated the day of the month, since he refers to ‘the difficulty I wrote to you about yesterday.’

2. ‘The Art of Donald McGill,’ Horizon, September 1941 (see 850), was published in an abridged form in A Writer’s Reader, edited by P. W. Souers and others (New York, 1950).

3. On here, the editors had omitted Orwell’s description of a card captioned ‘They didn’t believe her’ (some seven lines). The original text says that it is doubtful whether any paper would print ‘a joke’ of this kind. This makes no sense with the description of the joke cut out, so Orwell altered the text to read ‘would print jokes of this kind.’ Page 134 is a list of questions on the essay and an assignment; it is not now possible to know what alteration Orwell made.

3665. To Leonard Moore

1. The American Military Government had seized copies and given them to the Soviet authorities. According to Secker & Warburg 5,000 copies were handed over (Willison). Orwell had heard that the number was 1,500, according to his letter to Arthur Koestler, 20 September 1947; see 3275.

3666. To Jack Common

1. Jack Common (1903–1968), author of novels based on his working-class upbringing, met Orwell frequently in the 1930s when he was working on The Adelphi (hence the reference to Richard Rees). He had taken over the cottage in Wallington when Orwell and his wife were in North Africa, 1938–39. See 95 and 295, n. 1. Common’s recollections of Orwell, found among his papers, are printed in Orwell Remembered, 139–43. The amount lent Common remained unpaid at Orwell’s death; see 3726.

2. Orwell suggests, contrary to what happened, that he might remarry if his health improved; see 3693.

3. One of Rees’s paintings of Barnhill is held in the Orwell Archive.

3667. To Gleb Struve

1. Dated originally 27.8.49 but the ‘8’ was overwritten (by Orwell?) with a seven.

2. Struve wrote several books on Russian literature. Orwell learned of the origins of We from Struve’s Twenty-five Years of Soviet Russian Literature; see 2841. The revision to which Orwell refers is Soviet Literature 1917–1950. The Russian translation of Nineteen Eighty-Four was made by Struve and M. Kriger.

3. Of Orwell’s letters that have survived, this is probably the last one he typed himself; see 3683, n. 1.

3668. To Leonard Moore

1. The Japanese translation of Animal Farm had been published on 15 May 1949, so this almost certainly refers to the translation of Nineteen Eighty-Four. It was published as 1984 on 20 April 1950 by Bungei Shunjū Shinsha, Tokyo, and translated, with a preface, by Yoshida, Kenichi, and Tatsukuchi Naotarō (Willison).

2. The Foreign Office.

3. The representative was Lew Rahr; see 3662.

3669. To Sir Richard Rees

1. Charles Williams (1886–1945), poet, novelist, dramatist, and writer on theological subjects. He worked for the Oxford University Press for much of his life. Orwell remembered the title correctly; the novel was published in London in 1931 and in New York in 1951.

2. ‘Eric,’ not ‘G’ as in the transcription published in Encounter, January 1962, 65.

3670. To Leonard Moore

1. Orwell’s instinct was correct. The proposed adaptation came to nothing, but Nineteen Eighty-Four was filmed in 1956 and in 1984. For the adapter of the first film, see 3671. The BBC made a television adaptation in 1954.

3670. To Leonard Moore

1. Sidney Sheldon (1917–), screenwriter and best-selling novelist, won an Academy Award in 1947 for best original screenplay. His address is given in Orwell’s address book as 1225 Westholme Avenue, Los Angeles 24, California, USA.

2. Unidentified.

3672. To Fredric Warburg

1. Michael Kennard; see 3371, n. 3. He had, presumably, been to stay at Barnhill again.

3675. To Leonard Moore

1. Annotated in Moore’s office: ‘Already sent—Persian: Italian: French: Dutch: Swedish.’ The languages German, Portuguese, Danish, Ukrainian, and Polish have been marked with a cross and in the margin is the annotation: ‘send these when they arrive’ and, on the opposite side of the letter, ‘Sent 26.8.49.’ At the head of the letter is an annotation: ‘Told Stechert-Hafner on phone.’ Stechert-Hafner was a New York publisher with a London office; it also ran a very big periodicals-ordering agency patronised by British universities in the 1940s and ’50s.

2. Orwell originally wrote ‘copy.’

3676. To Leonard Moore

1. Presumably for the German-language translation published by Diana Verlag, Zürich, not later than 17 May 1950 (the date of Christy & Moore’s file copy). The German national bibliographies give this edition priority over that published in March 1950 by Ullstein Verlag, Vienna. The translation was that serialised in Der Monat, Berlin, November 1949 to March 1950, made by Kurt Wagenseil (Willison, who gives first serialisation date as February 1949).

2. Calmann-Levy, Paris, responsible for the French translation of Arthur Koestler’s Darkness at Noon. See Koestler’s letter to Orwell, 3681A in Appendix 14.

3677. To Leonard Moore

1. ‘the enclosed’ has not been traced.

2. John Smith was a member of the staff of Orwell’s agents, Christy & Moore.

3. This letter has not been traced.

3679. To Fredric Warburg

1. Actually published in 1946.

2. Actually 1946.

3680. To David Astor

1. Orwell always seemed conscious that his handwriting might deteriorate when he was ill, but it is as firm and clear as ever in the original of this letter.

3681. Catherine Karot to Orwell

1. Francesca Mary Wilson (1888–1981), best known for In the Margins of Chaos: Recollections of Relief Work in and between Three Wars, with a foreword by J. L. Hammond (1944). She wrote, for Penguin Books, Aftermath: France, Germany, Austria, Yugoslavia (1945) and 1946 (1947), and compiled Strange Island: Britain through Foreign Eyes 1350–1940 (1955).

3683. To Leonard Moore

1. Two letters from Orwell were typewritten on 30 August, but it is unlikely that he typed them. The layout and style are different from his. They give the date in the form ‘30th August, 1949,’ whereas he customarily used only figures and without a final full-point. Orwell always indented the salutation up to about half the width of the page. These letters have the salutation flush with the left-hand margin. See also 3667, n. 3 and 3695.

2. An annotation in the margin indicates that this was noted by Moore’s office.

3. Although in different sections of the BBC’s Eastern Service, Orwell and Empson had worked together from time to time, for example in the production of ‘Voice, 2,’ 8 September 1942; see 1464. For Empson, see 2568, n. 9.

4. Annotated in Moore’s office: ‘Have reminded Critic Press twice, but no reply.’ The typescript was not recovered until 1959; see 3406.

5. ‘writes’ was first typed for ‘bites’ at the end of one line and crossed through in ink; ‘bites’ was then typed at the beginning of the next line.

6. Sent on 16 August 1949; see 3676 and 3681 A. Annotated at the foot of the letter, in Moore’s office: ‘Gallimard,’ the publisher who would bring out the French translation, 30 June 1950.

3684. To Sir Richard Rees

1. Although this and the letter to Moore of the same date are the last extant letters typed over Orwell’s signature, they were almost certainly not typed by him. See 3683, n. 1.

3685. For Freedom in Spain

1. This statement also appeared in French on 27 October 1949, in the newspaper Le Populaire de Paris, with nine additional signatories, including Stephen Spender. Brouckère should have a grave accent.

2. Claude Bourdet in Le Populaire de Paris.

3. Roland-Holts in Le Populaire de Paris (incorrect).

4. M. Schilt in Le Populaire de Paris.

5. This was the address of the offices of FEDIP, the Federation espagnole des déportés et internés politiques. The French text invited support and gifts.

3686. To David Astor

1. University College Hospital, one of London’s major teaching hospitals.

2. Orwell was transferred from the sanatorium at Cranham to U.C.H. on 3 September 1949 (Crick, 571).

3. The doctor attending Astor; see 3661, n. 2.

4. See Koestler’s letter of congratulation, 3695A in Appendix 14.

3687. University College Hospital Routine

1. Orwell’s room, Number 65 in the Private Wing, is illustrated in Thomps on’s Orwell’s London, 102; the Private Wing is shown on 101.

3689. To Leonard Moore

1. Postmarked 8 September, a Thursday; Orwell simply dated the letter ‘Wed.’

2. Paperback edition published by the New American Library for twenty-five cents. Warburg states it sold 1,210,000 copies between 1950 and 1957; 2,052,000 between 1958 and 1965; and 5,571,000 from 1965 to 1969 (All Authors Are Equal, 115). The first printing was issued in July 1950. The cover was garish and the title given as 1984. A third printing of November 1950 was marked as Canadian.

3691. To Philip Rahv

1. 27 August 1949; see 3682 for a summary of Allan Dowling’s letter.

2. William Phillips, Rahv’s co-editor, wrote on 28 September saying he hoped the cheque for the award had arrived and that Orwell was feeling better. He wondered if Orwell could review Arthur Schlesinger, Jr.’s The Vital Center, which had just been published. For Schlesinger’s letter on Nineteen Eighty-Four, see 3643.

3692. To Sir Richard Rees

1. For publicity in The Star and Daily Mail, see 3693.

2. The review by Lionel Trilling (1905–1975) appeared in The New Yorker, 18 June 1949. He praised the ‘intensity and passion’ of this ‘momentous book’ (Crick, 564).

3. David Astor had recommended a Mr. Charoux, a picture-restorer; see 3490. Rees, as a painter, might be expected to be particularly interested in what Charoux had been able to do.

4. Presumably the teacher on Jura.

3693. Announcement of Orwell’s Engagement to Sonia Brownell

1. Sonia Mary Brownell was born on 25 August 1918 at Ranchi, Bihar, India, the daughter of Beatrice and Charles Neville Brownell, a freight broker with Jardine Matheson. Ranchi is some 230 miles from Motihari, Orwell’s birthplace, and—a closer link—Orwell’s father served as an officer in World War I in the 51st India Labour Company, the ‘Ranchi Company.’

Ian Angus writes: ‘Sonia’s father died of a heart attack a few months after she was born. In 1921, her mother married Edgar Geoffrey Dixon, a successful chartered accountant, who became an alcoholic. The family returned to England in 1928, but from 1931 Sonia’s mother was forced to bring up her children unaided. In 1933 she bought and ran a private guest-house at 29/31 Tregunter Road, South Kensington, London. Sonia had an older sister, Bay, and a younger half-brother, Michael. Michael Dixon served in the army during the war, then studied medicine and became a consultant psychiatrist. Sonia greatly admired him and was strongly attached to him. She was born a Roman Catholic and was educated at the Convent of the Sacred Heart, Roehampton, and then went to Neuchatel, Switzerland, where she perfected her French. After the fatal boating accident referred to by the Daily Mail, Sonia was distraught and was brought home by her mother. She took a secretarial course, becoming a fast and accurate typist, and in 1938 worked for Professor Eugene Vinaver on his edition of Malory’s Morte d’ Arthur. About this time she acquired the soubriquet, “The Euston Road Venus”, as a result of her modelling for the Euston Road school of painters, then recently opened by William Coldstream, Victor Pasmore, and Claude Rogers. In the late summer of 1939, Coldstream painted her portrait and he and Sonia were lovers for the next two years. Through Coldstream she became friends with Cyril Connolly and Stephen Spender, co-editors of Horizon, and its financial backer, Peter Watson. She contributed a short article on “The Euston Road Group” to Horizon, May 1941. That year she worked for a few months as John Lehmann’s secretary on New Writing, before starting war work in the shipping section of the Ministry of Transport. She joined Horizon in 1945 as editorial secretary. Until it ceased publication, a decision taken in October 1949, she was in effect Connolly’s working partner when Connolly (then sole editor) and Watson were absent. For a good account of her association with Horizon, see Michael Shelden, Friends of Promise: Cyril Connolly and the World of “Horizon” (1989).’

It is not certain precisely when Orwell and Sonia met (see Crick, 449). In her accounts to Ian Angus the date varied, but the setting was always the same: a dinner given by Cyril Connolly at which Diana Witherby was one of those present and it was held shortly after Sonia had read Burmese Days in a copy Diana Witherby had borrowed from a public library. On one occasion Sonia told Ian Angus that she had known Orwell for eight years and had met Eileen and liked her; this accords with William Colstream’s statement to him in 1982 that Coldstream was sure that Sonia had met Orwell by 1941. Thus she met Orwell through the Horizon group in the early 1940s, but came to know him well only after Eileen’s death in 1945.

3694. To Julian Symons

1. The date is based on the facts that Orwell had been in the hospital for a fortnight (second sentence) and devaluation took place on 18 September 1949; see n. 7.

2. Orwell first wrote ‘but,’ crossed it through and continued on the line with ‘so.’

3. A. J. A. Symons: His Life and Speculations (1950). Symons brought a proof copy, and Orwell listed that in his reading for September 1949.

4. See Orwell’s letter to Michael Meyer, 12 March 1949, 3570, in which he refers to Thomas Hood’s poem on the distractions caused to a writer by a small child.

5. Writing to Rees on 4 February 1949, Orwell said he had read one of Cheyney’s novels; see 3540, n. 8. James Hadley Chase wrote No Orchids for Miss Blandish, discussed by Orwell in ‘Raffles and Miss Blandish’; see 2538 and 2538, n. 3.

6. Richard Blair did take up farming.

7. On 18 September 1949, Sir Stafford Cripps, the Chancellor of the Exchequer, announced a devaluation of the pound sterling against the dollar of 30.5%. The shock was the greater, not because of the degree of the devaluation (£1 = $2.80), but because Cripps had denied on nine occasions in 1949 that the pound would be devalued. A general election was held on 23 February 1950. At the dissolution of Parliament, discounting seven vacant seats and the Speaker, Labour had an overall majority of 136; after the 1950 election, discounting the Speaker, its majority was six. Devaluation was only one element leading to this decline in the Labour Party’s fortunes.

3695. To Melvin Lasky

1. The letter was probably typewritten by someone (Sonia Brownell?) for Orwell. If the copy is accurate, the address is not in his style—it is fully punctuated; and his name is typed under his signature. It also has Lasky’s address in full at the foot of the letter; that was not Orwell’s practice. The address is ‘Office of Military Government for Germany (U.S.) / Information Control Division, APO 742, Berlin. Germany.’ See 3683, n. 1.

2. Lasky’s letter (on Der Monat headed paper) explains that Deutschmarks will be paid into a non-convertible, blocked account. He says that he has seen Ruth Fischer, who gave him news of Orwell, and that Animal Farm was still being talked about. He proposed using the translator responsible for Animal Farm for the serialisation in Der Monat of Nineteen Eighty-Four. (Der Monat had re-worked the translation by N. O. Scarpi, the pen-name of Fritz Bondy, who had made the German translation for the Swiss edition, Farm der Tiere (1946); the name of the translator for the version published by Der Monat is not known.) Lasky said that the version in Der Monat had been widely praised by German literary critics, ‘which was gratifying because the Swiss edition is quite poor.’ He had bought half a dozen copies of Nineteen Eighty-Four and ‘set up a small circulating-library.’ One copy had just gone to Ortega y Gasset (1883–1955), the Spanish philosopher and writer, who was in Berlin giving several lectures. He said everyone was amused that ‘Ingsoc’ was preferred to something like ‘Am-Way,’ American Way of Life, ‘which might have been more descriptive.’

3. See letter to Leonard Moore, 20 July 1949, 3662.

4. The edition was published by Possev at an unknown date in 1950. There were two simultaneous issues, one on ordinary paper of 1,000 copies for Western Europe, and one, probably also of 1,000 copies, on thin paper for distribution behind the Iron Curtain (Willison).

3697. To Leonard Moore

1. Unidentified.

3700. To Leonard Moore

1. Unidentified.

2. Owing to the financial crisis in Britain, the amount of foreign currency that could be bought was extremely limited.

3701. To Roger Senhouse

1. The passage will be found on 176, lines 6–10, of CW, IX. Senhouse transcribed this, not quite accurately, into his own copy of Nineteen Eighty-Four (now in the Orwell Archive). This passage was originally written in Standard English in the draft of Nineteen Eighty-Four (see Facsimile, folio 168, 141) and in Newspeak (verso of folio 168, 143). It is not referred to in Paul Monrad’s Danish translation (Steen Hasselbalchs Forlag, published 21 January 1950). See also CW, IX, 341.

3705. To Tosco Fyvel

1. Evelyn Anderson had been deputy editor of Tribune, and a close friend of Orwell’s, at the time he wanted to give up the literary editorship of Tribune in 1945. Between them they arranged for Tosco Fyvel to take over (George Orwell: A Personal Memoir, by Tosco Fyvel, 139). For Evelyn Anderson, see 2638, n. 8, for a biographical note.

3707. To Leonard Moore

1. The English People had been translated into Danish by Paul Monrad and published on 11 February 1948 by Steen Hasselbalchs Forlag.

2. For an account of how these photographs came to be included, see the General Introduction to this edition, CW, I, xxxii-v.

3. The letter was annotated in Moore’s office: ‘Wrote Gallimard 8.11.49’; the last sentence of the letter has been marked off by quotation marks.

3710. Proposed Cuts to Nineteen Eighty-Four

1. The first edition duplicates ‘on the’.

2. The first edition duplicates ‘and’.

3713. Nancy Parratt to Orwell

1. Orwell had started to use a Biro early in 1946; see 2904. Even by the end of 1947 he was paying £3 for a new one.

3716. Sonia Orwell to Yvonne Davet

1. John Russell (1919-; CBE, 1975), art critic, then married to Alexandrine Apponyi (dissolved 1950), worked at the Ministry of Information, 1941–43, and for Naval Intelligence, 1943–46. He was art critic of the Sunday Times, 1949–74, and later for the New York Times. In 1958, he was a witness at Sonia’s marriage to Michael Pitt-Rivers.

2. Madame Davet’s translation of Homage to Catalonia was published in 1955. It took in many of the changes Orwell had requested. See Textual Note to CW, VI, 251–53.

3720. Orwell’s Death

1. See Crick, 570–81; Remembering Orwell, 216–20; Thompson’s Orwell’s London, 104, for an illustration of Christ Church; Lewis, 113, for an illustration of Orwell’s gravestone, inscribed as he had requested. On 22 January, The Observer published a tribute, ‘George Orwell: A Life of Independence.’ On the 27th, Tribune reprinted ‘As I Please,’ 68, 3January 1947 (see 3146), as ‘The best tribute we think we can pay to his memory.’

3722. Notes and Details of Layout for ‘A Smoking Room Story’

1. 1886 = 1866? By an Act of Parliament passed in 1866, effective 1867, the then Straits Settlements, of which Singapore was a part, were separated from the jurisdiction of the Governor-General of India and established as an independent community under their own Governor-General. Neither Sir Richard Winstedt, in A History of Malaya (rev. 1962), nor N.J. Ryan, in A History of Malaysia and Singapore (1976), gives 1886 special significance for Malaya and Singapore.

2. Shanghai stands at the mouth of the Yangtze River. In 1857 the British obtained rights of navigation on the Yangtze to facilitate and protect the development of their commercial interests in that area. Both 1886 and 1857 suggest the expansion of imperial interest. 1857 was also the year in which the ‘Indian Mutiny’ broke out.

3. Until 3 June 1956, British railways operated three classes of transportation for passengers. Third class was abolished on that date, the old third becoming standard class, and ending permanently the railways’ three-class system. That had symbolised the class structure in Britain, and also ‘knowing one’s place’—and accepting it. T. W. Robertson, in his social comedy Caste (1867), puts into the mouth of a hard-working plumber a speech making precisely these points. As time passed, second-class compartments became less and less common—almost an anachronism. They were used by, and typified, those with claims to ‘a certain position’ but who could not afford first-class tickets. The death knell of second class was sounded by World War II. In the 1840s there had even been a fourth, ‘parliamentary,’ class.

4. In the final sentence of ‘Grandeur et décadence du roman policier anglais’, 17 November 1943 (see 2357), Orwell refers to such hats as ‘des chapeaux melons à la calotte surélevée.’

5. The Forsyte Saga was published as a trilogy in 1922; it comprised The Man of Property (1906), In Chancery (1920), and To Let (1921). Perhaps Box o’Books: A Book of Verse, edited by C. Platt (1930); or, less likely, Black’s Box of Books (traditional tales) (1930); Robert Keable, Simon Called Peter (1921); Jean Webster (pseudonym of Alice Jane Chandler Webster), Daddy Long Legs (1913); Gene Stratton-Porter, Freckles (1904) and A Girl of the Limberlost (1909); Margaret Kennedy, The Constant Nymph (1924); and Compton Mackenzie, Sinister Street (1913). In Enemies of Promise (1938), Cyril Connolly records that when he and Orwell were at St Cyprian’s they alternately won Mrs Wilkes’s prize for having the best list of books borrowed from the school library. However, ‘we were both caught at last with two volumes of Sinister Street and our favour sank to zero’ (chap. 19). Orwell, writing to Julian Symons, 10 May 1948 (see 3397), recalls that they ‘got into severe trouble (and I think a caning—I forget).’

6. An almirah is a cupboard or chest of drawers (Anglo-Indian from Urdu).

7. N’zeik is Nyaungbinzeik; see Orwell’s first note.

3723. ‘A Smoking-room Story’

1. A serang is a lascar bosun.

2. Roundel crossed through.

3. ‘with vy short skirts’ is heavily crossed through with zig-zag line.

4. Indian Civil Service.

5. The insert is marked (as are all inserts) as a new paragraph, starting after ‘a lascar was carrying the skittles away under his arm.’ The text as first written did not then begin a new paragraph with ‘A mob of abt twenty passengers’ but ran straight on. When first written out, the paragraph break began at “Hullo, Curly!”

6. Orwell’s deliberate capitalising of ‘Home’ (crossing out ‘home’) and his repetition of ‘Home’ in place of ‘there’ are characteristic of the weight he gives the capitalised form of this word (and of ‘Canal,’ for Suez Canal, and ‘War,’ for the Great War of 1914–1918) in Burmese Days; see CW, II, Textual Note, 315, note 26/35.

7. In his Notes of items to be brought in, Orwell gives the year as 1927. Orwell returned from Burma by ship in August 1927. ‘Of the voyage home nothing is known, except that he got off the P&O liner at Marseilles and returned to London via Paris’; he ‘was in Marseilles a few days before 23 August 1927’ (Crick, 174–75).

8. ‘Bye Bye Blackbird’ was one of the hit songs of 1926. It is included in Orwell’s list of popular songs in his Second Literary Notebook, 1948 (3515).

9. ‘[her]’ is reasonably certain, but heavily crossed through.

10. ‘out’ is uncertain.

11. ‘turned round’ should have been crossed through.

Appendix 2

fn1 The small ‘x’ against certain words appears in Orwell’s notes.

1. Marshal Henri Pétain (1856–1951) concluded an armistice with the Germans in June 1940, and in the following month took office at Vichy as head of state. See 644, n. 1.

fn2 But NB. what abt Little Nell etc.? (Compensation for guilty conscience.) [Orwell’s note, marked by asterisk, and written on 3v.]

2. Malcolm Muggeridge; he was assistant editor of the Calcutta Statesman, 1934–35; see 3537, n. 1.

fn3 From ‘Qy. are you the same again …’ to ‘… hardly notice babies.’ is on 4V.

fn4 worse ever ] unclear; possibly a comma is required between ‘worse’ and ‘ever,’ or this is the start of ‘worse every time’; or perhaps ‘ever’ is ‘even.’

fn5 ‘Sign that he “really loves me”’ written in left-hand margin.

3. See Orwell’s notes for his essay on Evelyn Waugh (3586), particularly his proposal to discuss the faults of Brideshead Revisited ‘due to being written in the first person.’

fn6 Figure scored through; possibly ‘100.’

4. George Garrett, a seaman who wrote for The Adelphi under the pseudonym ‘Matt Low’. Orwell had ‘some long talks’ with him when he visited Liverpool, 29 February 1936; see 287, n. 2. The round brackets around ‘Donkin’ are square in the original.

5. Now, n.s., no. 6, was not published until 1946; it was the issue in which Orwell’s essay ‘How the Poor Die’ appeared.

6. ‘Do not destroy me on that day’: a plea to Christ for salvation on Judgement Day. From ‘Dies irae, dies ilia,’ attributed to Thomas of Celano (1200?–1255?), biographer of St. Francis of Assisi; ‘originally conceived as a pious meditation, [it] has become the sequence for the Mass of the Dead’ (The Oxford Book of Medieval Latin Verse, edited by F. J. E. Raby, 1961, 393; 498 for the note).

7. ‘Anything you can do I can do better’ is from Annie Get Your Gun, book by Herbert and Dorothy Fields; lyrics by Irving Berlin (New York, 1946; London, 1947).

fn7 At the top of the page, with a line drawn to this punctuation mark, Orwell has written ‘NB. this is a comma’

fn8 Orwell ticked this title and the next five.

fn9 There was a query against each of these dates initially, but the question-marks were crossed through when the dates 1907 and 1914 were confirmed and 1911 filled in.

8. In his report of 15 June 1949, Fredric Warburg stated that Orwell had been working on an essay on Conrad ‘for some months’ and that ‘it is possible that he may do the Conrad essay in the next 8 or 9 months’; see 3645. From the date of the issue of the New Chronicle to which Orwell refers at the head of this page it would seem he was actively considering writing this essay in the second half of September 1949, after his transfer to University College Hospital.

9. Ford Madox Ford, author of The Good Soldier: A Tale of Passion (1915).

10. Alexander II (1818–1881), reformist czar; assassinated by the Narodnaya Volya, or People’s Will (a revolutionary group) on the day he signed the proclamation establishing a measure of constitutional reform.

11. Aleksandr Ivanovich Herzen (1812–1870), Russian revolutionary who lived abroad after 1847. In his writings he attacked the tsarist system of government.

12. This leaf was taken out of the last Literary Notebook by Sonia Orwell in order to raise money for the campaign to promote the abolition of capital punishment and prison reform. The sale, at the O’Hana Gallery, London W.1, was held on 30 May 1956. The leaf was described as ‘Entry from Diary on the subject of Capital Punishment, written just before he [George Orwell] died.’ It was re-united with the body of the Notebook on 16 July 1984.

fn10 In the margin, alongside this sentence, Orwell has written ‘other prisoners?’

13. Trofim Denisovich Lysenko (1898–1976), Soviet advocate of Lamarckism (roughly, the ability in nature to develop acquired characteristics). His views, supported by Stalin, dominated Soviet biology from the 1930s, leading to the elimination of rival (and far sounder) biologists, and became official in 1948 when the Central Committee of the Soviet Union decreed that ‘Lysenkoism’ was correct. Lysenko and his theories were totally discredited following the fall of Khrushchev. The penultimate book read by Orwell in 1949 was Julian Huxley’s Soviet Genetics and World Science: Lysenko and the Meaning of Heredity (1949); see 3590A. In this, as Gary Werskey puts it, ‘Huxley attempted to relate the overnight ascendancy of this doctrine to the vicissitudes of the Cold War’ (The Visible College, 296).

14. The author of Hard Cash, a novel exposing the iniquitous way lunatic asylums were being run, was Charles Reade (1863).

15. The archeopteryx was the oldest-known fossil bird; it had a long vertebrate tail. The two long dashes are in Orwell’s manuscript; see headnote.

fn11 Against the last sentence of this paragraph, Orwell has written, in the left-hand margin, ‘dirty socks old breadcrusts.’

fn12 The name has been written, in parentheses, above the long dash.

fn13 These brackets are squarish and appear to have no syntactical significance.

fn14 Against the line including ‘They were not lovers’ Orwell has written, in the left-hand margin, ‘other lovers.’

fn15 Against the line including ‘the bed warms & he begins to fall asleep’ Orwell has written, in the left-hand margin, ‘Goebbels Hitler.’

Appendix 3

1. Orwell’s accountants.

2. Orwell put an asterisk between ‘(£570)’ and ‘+ £75’ and on the verso of the page on which he had written these accounts he noted:

[image: image]

a. Written over £570 ( allowing for deduction of £100 from Sonia Brownell).

b. Orwell’s Aunt Nellie Limouzin; evidently paid off in two instalments of £25.

c. Orwell sent Jack Common a cheque for £50 on 27 July 1949; see 3666.

d. Written over £670 (though ‘7’ is very faint) allowing for deduction of £100 paid back by Sonia Brownell and first £25 from Aunt Nellie.

3. The figures are very faint; they are deduced from Orwell’s deduction of £2,500 from £10,000 expected from sales of Nineteen Eighty-Four.

Appendix 4

1. ‘F. M.’ stands here for Field-Marshal; Montgomery’s initials were B. L.

2. See 3725, n. 13.

Appendix 5

1. See 600, n. 33; also 596.

2. Not traced.

3. See headnote to 948.

4. For Albatross, see 561, n. 1.

5. The leaf giving details of poems that might be reprinted was folded with the two leaves of errata for Homage to Catalonia inside a copy of that book which had been marked up by Orwell with the changes he wanted made. Possibly the leaf about the poems had been inserted by mistake; it is the only copy to have survived. Roger Senhouse, to whom the book and leaves were sent, summarised the errata on the fly-leaf of the book and changed the misspelling ‘brun’ to ‘bum’ in the list of errata (in green ink). A second edition of Homage to Catalonia was published by Secker & Warburg in 1951, the year of the note about the ‘Leonard Merrick’ introduction (see headnote). It must have been for that reset edition that these instructions were sent to Senhouse by Sonia Orwell. Unfortunately, Senhouse ignored Orwell’s wishes and compounded his disinterest by removing many of Orwell’s books and documents from the offices of S&W. These were sold by various auctioneers at his death, including this marked-up copy of Homage to Catalonia.

6. In his ‘Notes for My Literary Executor,’ 1945 (see 2648), Orwell said, with particular reference to these four books, ‘Of course, after I am dead I do not object to cheap editions of any book which may bring in a few pounds for my heirs.’ Orwell may have taken against the two novels because of the way they had been ‘garbled’ by his publishers; see Textual Notes to CW, III and IV, and Orwell’s Will, 3730, section 6.

7. The French edition was published in 1955.

8. Displaced Persons.

9. This must be ‘MG’—Military Government.

10. Orwell has used the initials for the British Ministry of Information.

11. See 3710 for the cuts demanded.

fn1 [in margin] ‘Telegu [Telugu] of Ranakrishna, A.I.R., Madras.’

fn2 Willison records Braille editions of Homage to Catalonia (1940), Critical Essays (1949), Nineteen Eighty-Four (1949–50), and Shooting an Elephant (1953).

12. It was published in 1946.

13. Found in 1959; see 3406.

14. See headnote. Jerrold did not publish The Position of Peggy Harper in 1950–51.

15. Orwell does not mention the abridgement published in Mirror, see 3516, n. 2.

16. See 2649. The bulk of these notes was prepared before Orwell went to France, 15 February 1945. He seems to have annotated the list in 1949.

17. It appeared in Persuasion, not Scope.

18. The pamphlets were passed to the British Library; they are held in forty-six boxes (one seems to be missing): 1899 ss 1–21, 23–47; an index made about 1950 is at 1899 ss 48. See 3733.

19. For problems arising from these instructions, see Textual Note to CW, V.

Appendix 6

1. Crossed through except for “(H. Hamilton 15/–).”

2. Tick could refer to either Mayhew or Surtees.

3. On the same line as, and immediately before ‘The Rescue,’ Chance has been crossed through. Orwell read Chance in December 1949.

4. The crossed tick is slightly conjectural because the surface has been badly affected by water.

5. The title of Kingsmill’s book was The Sentimental Journey.

6. The title should be Insight and Outlook: An Inquiry into the Common Foundations of Science, Art and Social Ethics (1949). See letter to Michael Meyer, 12 March 1949, 3570.

7. Probably Their Finest Hour, reviewed in The New Leader, 14 May 1949 (see 3624); Orwell read it in March.

8. B. Gitlow, The Whole of Their Lives: Communism in America: A Personal History and Intimate Portrayal of its Leaders (1948).

9. Not published; see headnote. This entry is crossed through.

10. See 3625. This entry is crossed through.

11. See 3585. This entry is crossed through.

12. Arrangements for visits. Julian Symons was to visit Orwell on 23 February; see 3546. Anthony (Tony) Powell was to visit on 19 February; see 3545. L. S. is probably Louis Simmonds, the bookseller who was, with colleagues, raising money to enable Orwell to recuperate in Switzerland; see 3530. No letters from Simmonds to Orwell have survived.

13. The crossed tick could refer to Barbellion or Russell.

14. L & W: the publishers Lawrence & Wishart.

15. La Tentation de Saint Antoine; L’Éducation sentimentale.

16. Not traced. The author may be Odette Tchernine, then a features agent in London. Her books include Thou Shalt Not Find and Wild Morning.

17. Most of the names listed have obvious associations with Orwell and are referred to in letters and annotations. Mrs. Adam was Orwell’s Aunt Nellie Limouzin, who had lived in Paris when Orwell was there in 1928–29 but was living in London in 1949. Robin Fletcher was Orwell’s landlord on the Isle of Jura. The one unusual name is that of Sidney Hook, and it is a later insertion. Sidney Hook (1902–1989), a distinguished philosopher and associate editor of The New Leader (to which Orwell contributed), was a contributor to Partisan Review and Commentary, among other journals. His books include Towards the Understanding of Karl Marx (1933), and Education for the Modern Man (1946). He vigorously opposed both Stalinism and McCarthyism. In 1949 he was Chairman of the Philosophy Department at New York University.

Appendix 7

1. Gwen O’Shaughnessy and Sonia Mary Blair (Sonia Orwell) each signed as an executrix; their signatures were witnessed by two commissioners for oaths.

2. For the division which was made, see 3734.

3. Orwell signed as Eric Blair. The two witnesses were a State Registered Nurse from University College Hospital, Miss (?) J. Wood, and a solicitor, Norman A. Beach.

Appendix 8

1. Names that might have been expected to be included are those of Jack Common (3666, n. 1), Stafford Cottman (2984, n. 1), Lydia Jackson (534A), Michael Koestler (Kennard) (3371, n. 3) and Helmut Klöse (3083, n. 1).

Appendix 9

1. ‘Fellow-travellers’ is the English equivalent of the Russian poputchik, a word Trotsky used to describe writers sympathetic to the Revolution who were not members of the Communist Party. The OED notes the first usage in English in this sense as occurring in The Nation, New York, 24 October 1936. In Comintern Army, R. Dan Richardson states that Willi Münzenberg, a German political exile living in Paris after 1933, ‘invented and made use of the “fellow traveller,” a new species which was to have a significant future, especially during the popular front period.’ Münzenberg was chief of agitprop for Western Europe for the Comintern. Arthur Koestler worked with him in those days and called him the ‘Red Eminence of the international anti-fascist movement.’ He ‘produced International Committees, Congresses and movements as a conjurer produces rabbits out of his hat,’ according to Koestler in The God That Failed, edited by Richard Crossman (1950), 56, whom Richardson quotes (9–10). Thomas also states that Münzenberg ‘really invented the fellow traveller’ (341, n. 3); he quarrelled with his masters and left the Party in 1937, to be mysteriously murdered in southern France in 1940 (Thomas, 452, n. 2).

2. Sir Richard Rees, who was involved in the compilation of Orwell’s list, maintained that, although Orwell took the infiltration of crypto-Communists and fellow-travellers very seriously, there was an element of a game about the project. One name which has been withheld, because the person cannot be traced, suggests that this is so. Orwell lists the name, without initials; in the second column he gives ‘Income Tax Dept.’; and in the third, a question-mark. One cannot help but wonder whether or not Orwell’s wry sense of humour motivated the inclusion of a man who may, perhaps, have been his income tax inspector.
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[? George Fletcher, newspaper canvasser, who briefly commanded the British Battalion of the International Brigade, October 1937; during World War II commanded the Home Guard at Rolls-Royce (Alexander, British Volunteers for Liberty, 1982, 79, 154, 247.) This Fletcher is deceased; verbal communication from Bill Alexander, 10.12.92.]
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At the end of the volume are two lists. The first is on the final page of the notebook and is in Orwell’s handwriting; it gives the names of seven front organisations. The second is pasted on the inside back cover and is a cutting from The New Leader, New York, 14 June 1947; Orwell has marked it ‘N.B. not exhaustive.’



U.S.A.

American Jewish Labor Council

The Council on African Affairs

The Congress of American Women

P.C.A. (Progressive Citizens of America.)

National Council of the Arts, Sciences & Professions

[no heading]

International Peace Congress (British Peace Committee).

International Liaison Committee of Organisations for Peace?


The cutting from The New Leader lists the following organisations:

*List of Communist-front organizations:

The National Committee to Win the Peace; The American Youth for Democracy; The National Federation of Constitutional Liberties; The Civil Rights Congress; The National Negro Congress; The Joint Anti-Fascist Refugee Committee; The Samuel Adams School for Social Studies; The Thomas Jefferson School of Social Science; The American Committee for the Protection of Foreign Born; The National Council of Soviet-American Friendship; The American Slav Congress; “The Protestant”; The American Youth Congress; The National Free Browder Congress; The Japanese-American Committee for Democracy; The Committee for a Democratic Far Eastern Policy; American Committee for Spanish Freedom; United American Spanish Aid Committee; North American Spanish Aid Committee; Spanish Refugee Committee; Puerto Rico’s Right to Freedom; American Soviet Membership; Emergency Peace Mobilization; American Peace Mobilization; American People’s Mobilization; Congress of Youth; “The Yanks Are Not Coming,” and others.



Appendix 11

1. A number of the books listed have rebindings in dark blue. Orwell told Leonard Moore, on 19 March 1948, with reference to the Uniform Edition of his books, that he favoured dark blue; see 3362. Writing to Julian Symons on 21 March 1948, he said, ‘I think a uniform edition should always be very chaste looking & preferably dark blue’; see 3363. Orwell’s preference has been followed in the binding of this edition.

2. C. A. Alington (1872–1955) was appointed Head Master of Eton in 1916. He took over from John Crace in giving Orwell religious instruction. The DNB states, ‘Undoubtedly his greatness lay in his genius for teaching, especially for teaching religion as distinct from theology.’ He retired from Eton in 1933 and until 1951 was Dean of Durham. This copy was offered for sale by George S. MacManus, Philadelphia, for $1,750.00 in 1983. In his reading list for 1949 (see 3727), Orwell noted that he had read Alington’s Archdeacons Afloat in April.

3. No relationship of Robert Blair with Orwell has been established.

4. Professor N. Gangulee worked with Orwell at the BBC; see 1861, n. 1.

5. Emily Blair (b. 1838) was the daughter of Frederick and Mary Blair; Frederick Blair was a younger brother of Orwell’s grandfather. She married the Reverend Austen Gourlay.

6. John Middleton Murry; see 95, headnote.

7. Orwell’s mother.

8. Orwell’s initial reaction was given in ‘As I Please’, 41, 8 September 1944; see 2547. He also discussed Sitwell’s little book—‘For a book of 32 pages,’ Orwell commented, it ‘contains a quite astonishing quantity of invective’—in ‘As I Please’, 44, 13 October 1944; see 2562. See also Orwell’s ‘Authors Deserve a New Deal,’ 5 July 1945, 2697.

9. Jon Kimche worked with Orwell at Booklovers’ Corner and on Tribune; see 212, n. 8.

Appendix 12

1. For a detailed reconstruction of the composition of ‘Such, Such Were the Joys’ in the light of later evidence, see 3408.

Appendix 13

1. ‘Chevauchées D’Antan,’ L’Ire des Vents, nos. 15–16 (1987), 11–15: ‘This Englishwoman, born in the far-distant Indies, and who bore no trace of the bigoted education she had received in earliest youth, was—whatever her detractors may say—generosity itself, truly gifted with acute sensitivity and a spirit quickly fired with enthusiasm. Yet, beneath her customary gaiety, there could be no mistaking the presence of deep torment; doubtlessly seeking to disarm it, she seemed to take her greatest pleasure in gathering at her house those friends—men and women—whose company she found congenial.’ (Translated by Marina Warner.) Michel Leiris (1901–1990), ethnologist and writer of remarkable courage and honesty, was described as ‘The Modern Montaigne’ when his Journal 1922–89 was reviewed in the Times Literary Supplement, 5 March 1993. Sonia briefly reviewed his Fourbis in the Sunday Times, 11 March 1956.

413A. To H. N. Brailsford

1. For H. N. Brailsford, see 424, n. 3.

414B. To H. N. Brailsford

1. For Brailsford’s letter, 17 December 1937, see 424.

2. Partido Socialista Unificado de Cataluña (The United Catalan Socialist Party, a communist party).

3. For the Friends of Durruti, see 424, n. 6 and 519, n. 24 (which has a note on Buenaventura Durruti.

4. For John Langdon-Davies, see 519, n. 16.

5. For Andres Nin, see 382, n. 5.

2305A. To Lydia Jackson

1. For Lydia Jackson, see 534A, headnote.

2. Orwell’s wife.

2349A. To Lydia Jackson

1. The 24 November was Orwell’s last day of service with the BBC. The letter is annotated (by Lydia Jackson): ‘Script sent back on 18/11.’

2470A. To Arthur Koestler

1. Unidentified.

2502A. To Arthur Koestler

1. Eric Gill, In a Strange Land: Essays; it was not reviewed by Koestler.

2765A. To Arthur Koestler

1. Koestler wrote to Orwell on 11 October asking him if he knew the writer of a letter he enclosed; he has not been identified. Koestler also invited Orwell to come to them for a break if he could spare the time. Orwell and Richard spent Christmas 1945 with the Koestlers in North Wales.

2. ‘Catastrophic Gradualism,’ 2778.

3. ‘Arthur Koestler,’ 2548. Critical Essays was published on 14 February 1946; see 2898.

3288A. From Arthur Koestler to Orwell

1. Presumably intended for inter alia – among other things.

2. See Orwell’s letter of 20 September 1947 (3275). By ‘the Jura’ Koestler does not of course mean ‘the Jura’ of France, but Jura in the Hebrides. The Koestlers lived in a farmhouse near Blaenau Ffestiniog, North Wales.

3590A. Orwell and the Information Research Department

1. From opening paragraph of History Notes, 9: IRD: Origins and Establishment of the Foreign Office Information Research Department 1946–48 (August 1995), p. 1.

2. FO 1110/221: PR 442.

3. R. H. S. Crossman (1907–74), Labour MP from 1949; Minister of Housing and Local Government. 1964–66; Secretary of State for Social Services and Head of Department of Health, 1968–70. His political diaries in four volumes were published in 1975–81.

4. FO 1110/264: 1634 G, June 1949.

5. FO 1110/221: PR 3361/33/913. Orwell’s request for financial support was sent by Celia Kirwan on 11 November 1949 to Charles Thayer, Director of ‘Voice of America’ Broadcasts at Department of State, Washington, DC., USA. She does not mention a specific sum.

6. Information from FO 110/221 and IRD ‘Notes on Developments in 1949’, especially pp. 9–11.

7. Celia Kirwan’s report is dated 30 March 1949; the reference for this and associated documents is FO 1110/189: PR 1135/11/G. It was circulated to the head of the IRD, Ralph Murray, and to other members of staff, Adam Watson, Assistant in the IRD, and Lt Col Leslie Sheridan, who made a few annotations; see, for example, 9, 10 and 3590B, n. 11.

8. For C. D. Darlington, a specialist in plant breeding and genetics, see 1170, n. 1: he had broadcast to India under Orwell’s aegis.

9. For Lysenko and his theories, see 3725, n. 13. It looks as if the IRD took up Orwell’s suggestion but chose instead to circulate copies of Julian Huxley’s Soviet Genetics and World Science; Lysenko and the Meaning of Heredity (1949). For two of Orwell’s books chosen for the ‘Books for Germany’ scheme in 1947, and sent to the Foreign Office, see 3282.

10. Lt. Col. Leslie Sheridan annotated this reference to Mrs Young’s alleged suicide, ‘The inquest is adjourned.’ Orwell included Cdr. Edgar P. Young in his list of crypto-communists but his entry was withheld from 3732. Now that his name has been published by the PRO, Orwell’s notes can be printed here. Under ‘Jobs’ he wrote, ‘Naval expert. Pamphlets’; under ‘Remarks’, ‘F. T.? Active in People’s Convention. Quite possibly an underground member I should think. Wife (Czech) committed suicide (in slightly doubtful circumstances) 1949.’ Mrs Ida Young was found hanged in their flat on 23 March 1949. For a report on the inquest, see The Times 29 March 1949, 2A and 6 April 1949, 2D. There had been a Communist coup in Czechoslovakia on 27 February 1948. Two weeks later the charismatic Foreign Secretary, who opposed Communism, fell to his death in suspicious circumstances; see 3359, n. 5. Cdr. Young presided over the Anglo-Bulgarian Committee. On 24 March, Lord Vansittart (see 758, n. 1) suggested in the House of Lords that this Committee be suppressed in the light of the Bulgarian Government’s demand that a member of the British Legation in Sofia be withdrawn. He asked whether the British Government was aware that, when it was protesting at the sentence of death passed on Nikola Petkov, leader of the Bulgarian opposition Agrarian Party, Cdr. Young said Petkov ought to be hanged ‘to teach Mr Bevin [the British Foreign Minister] a lesson.’ (Petkov was executed on 23 September 1947.) Vansittart was told that the Government could not take ‘suppressive measures’ against individuals because they expressed opinions which democrats disliked and repudiated. (The Times, 24 March 1949, 6.)

11. Sheridan annotated this (correctly), ‘Dean, surely?’ The Dean is included in 3732.

3590B. To Celia Kirwan

1. Orwell greatly admired the work of Franz Borkenau. When reviewing his The Communist International on 22 September 1938 he remarked that Borkenau’s The Spanish Cockpit remained ‘the best book on the subject’ (485). Gleb Struve was Professor of Slavic Languages and Literature at University of California, Berkeley (see 2421, n. 1). On 19 November 1944 he had sent Orwell details of Soviet duplicity in recording its history – the omission of the Russo-German Pact of August 1939 from the Soviet Reference Calendar for 1944 (see 2583). He was one of the translators of the Russian-language version of Animal Farm published by Possev, referred to in these IRD files.

2. At the end of his list of Crypto-Communists and Fellow-Travellers in the notebook, Orwell pasted a cutting from The New Leader of what it called ‘Communist-front organisations’; see end of 3732.

3. The Guardian omitted ‘as I imagine it is libellous to describe somebody as a fellow-traveller.’

4. Michael Meyer, then working as a Lecturer in English Literature at Uppsala University (45 miles north of Stockholm); see 2008, n. 1. In a letter to Ian Angus, 30 July 1996, Michael Meyer recalled the Russian film he told Orwell about. He saw it in Uppsala, but does not now remember its title. However, he described its style: ‘It was particularly crude propaganda, presenting Lord Raglan as a brandy-swilling effete and British soldiers as treacherous fellows who hid behind trees and stabbed honest Russian infantrymen in the back as they walked past.’ Orwell, he concludes ‘was obviously right to identify fellow-travellers at that stage of the cold war.’

5. The Guardian omitted ‘many’ (probably accidentally).

6. The Guardian omitted ‘particularly for the benefit of the intelligentsia?’

7. Not identified.

8. Lazar Moiseyevich Kaganovich (1893–?), a Jew and originally a shoemaker but who went on to hold many important offices of state. He was a firm supporter of Stalin. He supervised the construction of the Dniepr hydroelectric power station and in 1938 was appointed Deputy Premier of the Soviet Union. During the war he had the important task of managing the nation’s transport system. He was disenchanted by the changes brought about after the death of Stalin and lost his important offices; it was reported that he had been expelled from the Communist Party. His date of death is not known. Kaganovich was by no means the only Jew or person with Jewish connections on the Presidium of the Soviet Union (a point made by Robert Payne, The Rise and Fall of Stalin, 717–18).

9. Ana Pauker was born Ana Rabinsohn, 1894, daughter of a Jewish butcher. She joined the Communist Party in 1921 and was imprisoned and exiled from Romania. She spent some years in the USA with her husband, an engineer and an employee of the Soviet Trading Agency. She served as a Colonel in the Red Army during the war and was a signatory to the dissolution of the Comintern in 1943. The Soviet Army occupied Romania in 1944 and she became a leader of the Romanian Communist Party. From 1947–52 she served as Foreign Minister and was one of those instrumental in the formation of the Cominform, 1947. She and Gheorghe Gheorghiu-Dej (First Secretary of the Communist Party, 1945–54) were the effective rulers of Romania until she disappeared towards the end of Stalin’s life when anti-Semitism grew in the Soviet Union and its satellites and as Gheorghiu-Dej became more powerful. The Guardian gives her surname as ‘Pauleer’, but the ‘k’ is in Orwell’s usual style (as in ‘Stockholm’ in the preceding paragraph). Orwell spells ‘Ana’ as ‘Anna’.

10. That is, ideas for counter-propaganda.

11. Darsie Gillie, Paris correspondent Manchester Guardian (see Celia Kirwan’s report). Adam Watson, Assistant in the IRD, annotating Celia Kirwan’s report, said that Chollerton was ‘an expert on Russia, & would be useful in various ways I think. I will try to contact him.’

12. FO 1110/189: PR 1135/11/G.

13. Although as early as 1951–52 a United States Congressional investigation had exposed the Soviets as guilty of these massacres (see Louis L. Snyder, Historical Guide to World War II (1982), ‘Katyn Forest Massacre’, 366), British Governments not only continued to blame the Germans but, when a memorial to those who were massacred was erected in Gunnersbury Cemetery, London, in 1976, the Labour government threatened British officers with court martial if they attended in uniform. It was another twelve years before British servicemen were permitted to attend in uniform (Independent, 19 September 1988).

14. Telephone conversation with Miklos Kun, March 1996.

15. Evening Standard, 16 July, 1996. Denzil Jacobs (born November 1921), with his uncle and guardian, Victor Jacobs, joined the Home Guard (then the Local Defence Volunteers) at Lord’s Cricket Ground on 12 June 1940 (Crick, 396). In a conversation with the editor, 22 August 1996, Mr Jacobs described what he recalled of Orwell, the section he commanded, and visiting him in University College Hospital. Jacobs was in Orwell’s section of the Home Guard for about eighteen months before he joined the RAF in 1941, in which he served as a navigator. He qualified as a chartered accountant and after the war joined his uncle’s piano manufacturing business. Some of the section were wealthy men, including Len Chandler and his brother-in-law, Frank Haddrell (wholesale grocers) and Dennis Wells and his son, who owned a large garage. Other names he remembered were Luffman, Jones (a van driver for the Oxford Street department store, Selfridge’s), and Davidson. The wealthy members would play poker and Orwell joined in on one occasion but having lost ten shillings (50p in today’s coinage but worth approximately £20) found the stakes too high. Orwell was, he said, a fine section leader and particularly good on street fighting (see 733). Though ‘short on small talk,’ to Orwell ‘commitment was everything.’ His uncle visited Orwell in University College Hospital a number of times and suggested to Denzil Jacobs that he also go to see Orwell. It proved to be a few days before Orwell died. Orwell was by then sure he was dying; he was convinced there would soon be an atomic war; and that because he wanted his son to survive he had found what he hoped would be a remote, safe place on a Scottish island where it would be possible to grow enough food to survive. He did not mention Jura or Barnhill by name.

16. The Notes quote from FO 1110/232: PR 622/41/G. In her report of her conversation with Orwell, Celia Kirwan says he thought there was little scope for propaganda in India and Pakistan (see above). An annotation by one of the staff of the IRD, Lt Col Leslie Sheridan, remarks that the IRD should respond to any brand of Communism.

3681A. Arthur Koestler to Orwell

1. For Koestler’s scheme for improving translations from English into French, see 3288A in this appendix.

3684A. To Arthur Koestler

1. Koestler’s name is taken from the address on the postcard.

2. See 3683.

3696A. To Mona Harrofs McElfresh

1. Orwell addressed Ms McElfresh by her second name and mistook the spelling.




Chronology

In the main, Orwell’s publications, except books, are not listed

25 June 1903 Eric Arthur Blair born in Motihari, Bengal, India.



4 Dec 1948: Completes typing fair copy of Nineteen Eighty-Four and posts copies to Moore and Warburg. Has serious relapse.

c 2 Jan 1949: Leaves Jura.

6 January–3 Sep 1949: Patient in Cotswold Sanatorium, Cranham, Gloucestershire, seriously ill with tuberculosis.

January 1949: Burmese Days published as second volume in Uniform Edition.

Mid-Feb 1949: Starts but never completes article on Evelyn Waugh for Partisan Review.

Mar 1949: Corrects proofs of Nineteen Eighty-Four.

9 April 1949: Sends off his last completed review: of Winston Churchill’s Their Finest Hour, for The New Leader, New York.

April 1949 onwards: Plans a novel set in 1945 (not written). Writes synopsis and four pages of long short-story, ‘A Smoking-room Story’. Makes notes for an essay on Joseph Conrad.

8 June 1949: Nineteen Eighty-Four published by Secker & Warburg. Published by Harcourt, Brace, New York, 13 June 1949; American Book of the Month Club selection, July 1949. By the end of 1950 it had been published in Danish, Japanese, Swedish, German, Dutch, French, Norwegian, Finnish, Italian, and Hebrew.

Post-June 1949: Signs second instructions for his Literary Executor.

August 1949: Plans a book of reprinted essays.

3 Sep 1949: Transferred to University College Hospital, London.

13 Oct 1949: Marries Sonia Brownell.

18 Jan 1950: Signs his will on eve of proposed journey to Switzerland, recommended for his health’s sake.

21 Jan 1950: Dies of pulmonary tuberculosis, aged 46.

26 Jan 1950: Buried, as Eric Arthur Blair, All Saints, Sutton Courtenay, Berkshire.
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Foreword

It is eight years since the twenty-volume Complete Works of George Orwell was published and, unsurprisingly, in that time I have received many letters and a few articles, a great number of requests for additional explicatory notes on the text, suggestions for corrections, and inevitably typographic errors have been revealed in the edition’s 8,543 pages. With the financial assistance of Ian Angus (who first worked on Orwell with Sonia Brownell Orwell and who has proved a constant guide to me) I was enabled to publish two supplements privately, the first in October 2001 and the second for Orwell’s Centenary in 2003, which was considerably longer and included a number of illustrations which had not previously appeared in biographies or collections. These two supplements had very short runs of fifty and twenty-five copies respectively and almost all were given away without charge to libraries and to those who had provided me with information. There is now enough material for a fuller Supplement, in effect making a twenty-first volume of The Complete Works. Doubtless more material will turn up but it is time for me to call a halt to my work on George Orwell after nearly a quarter-century.

This supplement comprises eighty letters (nineteen of which are in summary) and texts of two postcards, two longish articles and one or two short items, and the list of names of crypto-communists and fellow-travellers that Orwell sent from hospital to Celia Kirwan at the Information Research Department on 2 May 1949. Names omitted from the transcription of Orwell’s private notebook (because the individuals were then alive or untraced) are also printed. There is a section devoted to unravelling the mysteries posed by George(s) Kopp. Finally, there are sections devoted to additional and expanded explicatory notes and to typographic corrections and adjustments to the indexes of the initial publication in 1998. A small quantity of this material was included in the second, soft-back, edition of The Complete Works, but it has been thought helpful to repeat that here.

Although the material, especially the letters, speaks for itself, it is worth pointing out how very valuable are many of these letters and what interesting insights they give to Orwell’s private life, to his work as a writer, and especially to Eileen’s character.

When I prepared the edition of Down and Out in Paris and London I made full use of the French translation, La Vache Enragée, but there were occasions when this presented some risks. It was impossible to be certain whether what I was taking in from the French was always what ought to be incorporated. The letters exchanged between Orwell and his French translator, Professor Réné-Noël Raimbault, fortunately support all those decisions taken over twenty years ago. Nevertheless, the letters cover much more than the minutiae of translation, interesting though that often is. Raimbault was obviously a fine translator and did much for the reputation of those he translated, notably William Faulkner and Upton Sinclair. He was a friend of André Malraux, Eugène Dabit (whom Orwell also knew), and Panaït Istrati, who provided the introduction to the French edition of Orwell’s first book. Sadly, in the course of the correspondence, Dabit died in the Soviet Union, Istrati in Bucharest, and the series of letters ends with a very sad account of the death of one of Raimbault’s twin daughters who fell from rocks into the sea when on holiday and drowned. In addition to much that is personal about both men there are fascinating critical observations by Raimbault on Orwell’s novels and on what he calls ‘Old Europe’, a phrase that has come to have a different significance in recent years from that he assigns to it. There is also intriguing information about the support for Orwell’s strictures on the kitchens of ‘Grand Hotels’ from the head of the kitchens at the Strand Palace Hotel.

Anyone who has read Eileen Blair’s letters in the edition will know how witty she can be. The letters to her friend, Norah Myles, reproduced here show a mordant sense of humour and reveal a great deal about her and her husband’s lives – for example, their penury and the primitive conditions in which they lived at The Stores in Wallington. It is apparent that she closely read what he wrote during the course of writing (something we have tended to think was true only of Animal Farm), that she was desperate for a son, and that she adored Orwell’s father, Richard Blair, who is seen here as a far more attractive figure than has earlier been apparent. We can now be certain precisely when Orwell first read Marx. Sir Richard Rees claimed that at the Adelphi Summer School in August 1936, Orwell produced ‘breathtaking Marxist paradoxes and epigrams’ but Charlie Doran claimed that when he fought with Orwell in Spain Orwell had not read Marx. We now know for certain that Sir Bernard Crick was right in discounting Rees’s evidence (see X, 322). Eileen resolves the conflict in her 1938 New Year’s Day letter. The poodle they acquired after returning from Spain was called Marx to remind them they had never read any of the Russian’s writings; indeed, they had ‘taken so strong a dislike to the man’ that they could not look the dog in the face when they spoke to him. One other curious insight is to the advice given to Orwell by Eileen’s much-loved brother Laurence when Orwell was in Preston Hall Sanatorium in Kent. Laurence had, it seems, lied to Orwell about his condition, presumably in order to keep him at the Sanatorium for Orwell’s good. Eileen tells Norah that she has forgiven him because ‘he can’t help being a Nature’s Fascist’. It is worth noting that scraps of Orwell’s writing appear in her letters – or is it the other way about?

The precise relationship of Eileen and George Kopp has been obscure but these letters now make it plain. Kopp has remained a mystery despite earlier help given to me by Bert Govaerts of Antwerp. Mr Govaerts, seeing in the press that this volume was to be published, has very kindly shared with me his latest information (including some field work undertaken in Spain by Mr Karel Geldhof). His life and his many facets become ever more astonishing. Here the icing on the Kopp gateau is provided by the appearance in his story of Sir Anthony Blunt! I am very grateful indeed to Mr Govaerts for continuing to help in the clarification of Kopp’s life, although doubtless there are more surprises in store.

Orwell carried on a long correspondence with Brenda Salkeld and many of his letters are included in the edition. However, in his biography of Orwell Gordon Bowker was able to summarise and quote from nineteen unpublished letters. These letters are not being released but I am very grateful indeed to Gordon Bowker and his publishers, Little, Brown, for permission to draw on his work. Obviously the extracts are best read in the context of Gordon Bowker’s biography but what is given here throws new light on Orwell’s relations with Brenda Salkeld. Most of the letters date from the early 1930s but two were written after Eileen’s death, one inviting Brenda to tea to meet his son, Richard, and one giving directions as to how to get to Barnhill, Jura – both of which visits she made. The letters refer to a story he wrote called ‘The Idiot’, now lost; his wish, expressed before he had met Eileen, that he regretted not being in a (financial) position to ask her to marry him; and his desire for an affair with her. There is also a charming, though not surprising, account in 1931 of his delight in the seclusion of the countryside.

The letters to and from a number of other people, here presented in one chronologically-arranged sequence, range from fairly straightforward proposals regarding reviewing, e.g. to Ivor Brown, and J. C. Trewin, to a successful attempt by Brown and Dr Thomas Jones to ensure one of Orwell’s reviews was not published (that is, until it appeared in The Complete Works, printed from the original galley proofs). There is also an important letter from Lord David Cecil attempting to stop the publication of The English People. Letters to Orwell’s friends have surfaced – David Astor, Malcolm Muggeridge, and, significantly, Jordi Arquer, a colleague from the Spanish Civil War and released from prison in Spain in 1949. And there is a letter typical of his generous spirit to Mrs Jessica Marshall (née Browne). Mrs Marshall, who lived at Byfleet, Surrey, became interested in Orwell after attending a talk he gave and then read everything he wrote. One of her three daughters, Jenny Howitt, believes there may have been other letters but ‘she was a very private person and destroyed many letters’ received from other well-known people with whom she corresponded. Though Orwell is ill in hospital, he takes the trouble to write at length to discuss literature with her.

The article, ‘Paris Puts a Gay Face on her Miseries’ (25 February 1945) was the first he wrote as a correspondent in Continental Europe. In it, among other things, he records visiting the street in which he had lived in 1928–9 and which features in Down and Out in Paris and London. The obituary of H. G. Wells, despite their quarrel, shows his admiration for Wells’s work and again reveals Orwell’s generous nature. The actual list of names of Crypto-Communists and Fellow-Travellers that Orwell sent to Celia Kirwan at the Information Research Department has also now come to light and, with the help of Mrs Ariane Bankes, can be printed here.

Section 7 is largely a result of correspondence from readers of the edition. I was sent many requests for explications of passages in Orwell’s writings from all over the world and a number of scholars offered information. Some additional information is a result of my providing answers to questions raised by Dr Bartek Zborski, translator of much of Orwell’s work into Polish, and I am especially grateful to Dr Robert Fyson for his careful reading of Volumes X to XX and for providing explanations and corrections (many of those given in Section 8). Mr Antony Percy sent many pages identifying passages to which Orwell referred. He had worked from the four-volume Collected Journalism, Essays and Letters and had not then seen the twenty-volume edition which did identify many of these passages. However, there were many that were unknown to me and I am grateful to him, as I am to all those who wrote with suggestions. Many deaths have occurred or been notified since the publication of the first edition and I have given such dates in Section 7. One thing is apparent to me at the end of my task: how greatly valued Orwell still is throughout the world – and how essential to our outlook on the world.

Finally, nothing I have achieved would have been possible without the care and assistance of my wife, Sheila, and this volume, completed in our eightieth years, is no exception. I am immensely grateful to her.

P.D.

Easter 2006



I
Raimbault-Orwell Correspondence for the French Edition of Down and Out in Paris and London

October 1934–December 1935


Twenty letters and postcards exchanged between Orwell and Réné-Noël Raimbault, who (with Gwen Gilbert, according to the title-page) translated Down and Out in Paris and London into French, were made available to the editor at the end of 2004. All but two of the letters are in French. The collection gives a fascinating insight into Orwell’s approach to his writing and into his translator’s concerns and reactions to Orwell’s writing (for example his contrast between the book he had just translated and Burmese Days). However, the letters contain much more of interest. The letters are reproduced here by kind permission of Les Éditions Jean-Michel Place and Marie-Annick Raimbault, granddaughter of Orwell’s French translator, Réné-Noël Raimbault, who collected these letters. I am especially grateful to them for the care with which they have checked the French originals and the English translations so enabling a text authenticated by Les Éditions Jean-Michel Place to be reproduced.

Réné-Noël Raimbault was born at Angers in December 1882. He followed several professions: as Professor, especially at the Lycée du Mans, where he taught French literature, and Ancient Greek and Latin; he was also a distinguished wood-engraver, painter, writer and translator. He published the first French translation of William Faulkner’s novel, Sanctuary with Henri Delgove and with a preface by André Malraux (Éditions Gallimard, 1933). This was followed by Sartoris (also with Henri Delgove), Pylône (with G. L. Rousselet), Absalom! Absalom! and L’Invaincu (with C.-P. Vorce), Descends Moïse, L’Intrus and Parabole; collections of short stories, including Treize histoires and Le Docteur Marino et autres histoires; and some poetry. As well as Orwell’s first book, he translated Damon Runyon (Nocturnes dans Broadway, Calmann-Lévy, 1940), Thomas Wolfe (De la mort au matin, Stock, 1948), as well as novels, essays and short stories by John Dos Passos, Upton Sinclair, William Carlos Williams, Sherwood Anderson, Erskine Caldwell, Anita Grannis, Alfred Hayes, Thomas Merton, Theodore Pratt, Glenway Wescott, Ira Wolfert and Fanny Hurst. He wrote a biography of Faulkner (Faulkner, Éditions universitaires, 1963) and several tourist and historic books as well as Le Mans au Fil des Ans, a copy of which he sent to Orwell. Professor Raimbault died in 1962.

The eighteen items in French were initially translated into English by Martha Davison, whose help has been invaluable and to whom I am very grateful. I am also grateful to Jenny Joseph for casting a careful eye over this correspondence and picking up errors and infelicities. To help most readers of this edition, the English versions are given first and are followed by the French originals in a contrasting type. In the style of The Collected Works, Orwell’s text is reproduced as he completed it with errors unchanged (e.g. ‘Français’ for ‘français’) so that the reader can readily apprehend his style – and his French. Orwell sometimes omits French accents – his typewriter did not have them – and his letters are reproduced with or without accents as he sent them to Raimbault. The English translations make certain formal changes, such as the italicisation of titles of books as published, with unpublished works, essays and short stories in roman within single quotation marks. The degree sign after a word (°) stands for sic as in The Complete Works.

I have adapted the word-for-word translations to something like an English style. To take an obvious example, Raimbault’s flowery farewells, such as ‘Veuillez croire, cher Monsieur, à mes sentiments les plus cordiaux’, becomes ‘Best wishes’. My endeavour has been to reduce the stiltedness common with translations and to make the text read naturally, as if, indeed, it were not a translation – just as Raimbault describes in his letter of 28 December 1934: ‘Ce sont quelques légères modifications que je me suis permises dans le but de mettre cette traduction tout à fait dans l’atmosphere qui convient au lecteur français’ (221A, paragraph 2; and see 8 December, 217A, para 5). Errors in the English translations occasioned by this process must be laid at my door. Where it might be helpful to readers, notes have been added, sometimes, for convenience, repeating information that is given (often more fully) in The Complete Works of George Orwell (1998). References in notes are to that edition by Volume and item number (in italic) and, in roman, preceded by ‘p.’, by page. Each item is followed by the volume and page number showing where the item would appear chronologically in The Collected Works, together with the reference number which it has been allocated in roman; thus, X, 352 and 209A.

Orwell wrote to Leonard Moore about matters arising from Raimbault’s translation of Down and Out and his interest in Burmese Days and A Clergyman’s Daughter, and also Amato, the Italian agent. See X, 210, 216, 220, and 222.






209A. To George Orwell

5 October 1934 Typewritten

c/o MMrs Christy & Moore Literary Agents

The Outer Temple

London W. C.

Dear Mr. Orwell,

I have just finished the translation of your book, Down and Out, which is so profoundly interesting. It will be published sometime this autumn in a Nouvelle Revue Française (N. R. F.) edition.1 Messrs Christy and Moore, your literary agents, have told me of your wish to take a look at the proofs of the book before its publication. This is usual and only what would be expected. I shall send a copy of them to you as soon as they are ready.

For the moment, I have two requests to make to you.

The first would be that you agree to write a preface for the French translation of your work. Indeed, it would be desirable for the reader to know the reasons why you have written the book and what prompted you to do so. And certainly, you are more qualified than anyone else to write it. If however, for some reason, this would be a problem for you, would you be so kind as to give me some biographical and bibliographical notes about yourself in order that I can prepare a short foreword to my translation in which I would present you, the author, and your work at the same time. This would not preclude a preface by some well-known French writer, as was done for my translation of William Faulkner’s Sanctuary.2 André Malraux, the last winner of the Prix Goncourt,3 introduced it to the French public.

The second request is that you be so kind as to shed some light on parts of your book that I don’t think I have quite understood. I have in mind such expressions as ‘bahinchut’ and the dashes on page 239 of your book4 which replace certain words that your modesty as a writer has inhibited your printing in full. However, my shamelessness as a translator – given that, as you say on the next page, the meaning of words weakens when words move from one country to another.5 This requires that I must understand and I must interpret. I attach the list to this letter.

I do not wish to end without telling you of all the pleasure I took in translating your book and the many lessons I have drawn from it – although in retrospect you have made me feel sick by revealing to me the secrets of the kitchens in large hotels and the bugs in the small ones. If you publish another volume, as it seems is promised in the last page of Down and Out, please remember that I should be happy to translate it.

Yours sincerely

R. N. Raimbault

P.S. At the time of closing the letter I noticed that I had forgotten three important things.

Firstly to introduce myself: R. N. Raimbault, University Professor, translator of Upton Sinclair,6 William Faulkner and … George Orwell. Now that is done.7

Next to apologise for writing to you in my own language and not in yours. Firstly, it seems more sensitive to write in one’s own language to a foreign writer, because French is for me like an old, well-worn jacket whose armholes no longer restrict me. I am convinced that an old Parisian like you is quite capable of understanding me. And furthermore, it is likewise said that judges will be judged, it must be true that translators will be translated, and I am thrilled to think that for a few minutes George Orwell will become the translator of R. N. Raimbault.

Finally, the third thing. The copy of Down and Out upon which I have worked did not belong to me. I had to return it once my translation was finished to the person who lent it to me and who, as is fair, wanted his book restored to him. Thus, I am without a copy of Down and Out, which is inconvenient especially when going back over my proofs. It would be very helpful if you would be good enough to ask your publisher to send me a copy of your book. And you would give me so much pleasure if you would add a brief dedication; that would, in my eyes, increase its value one hundredfold.

Vale.

Below are some words and expressions of which I should be very grateful if you could explain the meaning and give me, if possible, an approximate synonym in everyday English.8

Page 228: … ‘tum’ – a thing to make one shudder, if it had been in India.

Page 139 and 240-1: … bahinchut and also ‘barnshoot’

238–9: ‘The current London adjective, now tacked on to every noun, is ——. What is this adjective?

p. 259, Line 19: ‘For example ——. ???

   i.d. line 23: ‘similarly with ——. ???

   i.d. line 25: ‘One can think of similar instances in French for example ——, which is now quite a meaningless expletive. The word ——, also still used occasionally in Paris etc … ’

I confess that I have no idea what words you are talking about.

p. 256: the ‘one bite law’ …

p. 259: ‘Bull shit’

With all my thanks in advance.

Original French Text

Cher Monsieur Orwell,

Je viens de terminer la traduction de votre livre, si passionément intérressant, Down and Out. Elle paraîtra dans le cours de cet automne aux éditions de la Nouvelle Revue Française (N. R. F.).1 MM. Christy and Moore, vos agents littéraires, m’ont fait par de votre désir de jeter un coup d’oeil sur les epreuves du livre avant sa publication. Rien de plus légitime. C’est donc une chose entendue. Je vous en adresserai donc un jeu dès qu’elles seront prêtes.

Pour le moment, j’ai deux requêtes à vous adresser.

La première serait que vous acceptiez d’écrire une préface pour la traduction française de votre ouvrage. En effet, il serait souhaitable que le lecteur sût dans quelles circonstances vous avez écrit ce livre, ce qui vous a poussé à le faire. Et, certes, vous êtes plus qualifié que n’importe qui pour le faire. Si toutefois, pour quelque motif, cela vous ennuyait, voudriez vous être assez aimable pour me donner quelques notes biographiques et bibliographiques vous concernant, afin que je fasse précéder ma traduction d’un court avant-propos où je présenterais à la fois l’auteur et l’oeuvre. Ceci n’empêcherait pas une préface de quelque écrivain français connu, comme il a été fait pour ma traduction de Sanctuary de William Faulkner2 que° André Malraux, le dernier lauréat du Prix Goncourt,3 a présentée au public français.

La seconde serait que vous ayez la bonté de me donner quelques éclaircissements sur quelques points de votre livre que je ne crois pas avoir bien compris. Il s’agit de quelques expressions telles ‘bahinchut’, at des tirets qui remplacent à la page 239 de votre livre4 certaines expressions que votre pudeur d’écrivain vous a empêché d’imprimer en toutes letters, mais que mon impudeur de traducter, – étant donné, comme vous le dites à la page suivante, que le sens des mots s’édulcore en changeant de frontières5 –, exige que je comprenne et que j’interprète. J’en joins la liste à la présente lettre.

Je ne veux pas terminer sans vous dire tour le plaisir que j’ai eu à traduire votre livre, et toute la leçon que j’en ai tirée, – bien que vous m’ayez donné rétrospectivement des nausées en me révélant le secret des cuisines des grands hôtels … et les punaises des petits. Si vous publiez un autre volume, comme semble le promettre la dernière page de Down and Out, veuillez croire que je serais très heureux de la traduire.

Recevez, cher Monsieur Orwell, l’expression de mes sentiments les meilleurs.

R. N. Raimbault

T. S. V. P.

P. S. Au moment de clore ma lettre, je m’aperçois que j’ai oublié trois chose importantes.

D’abord de me présenter. R. N. Raimbault, professeur de l’Université, traducteur d’ Upton Sinclair,6 William Faulkner et … George Orwell. Voilà qui est fait.7

Puis de m’exuser de vous écrire dans ma langue et non dans la vôtre. Mais, outre qu’il m’a toujours semblé délicat d’écrire dans sa propre langue à un écrivain étranger, parce que le français est comme un vieux veston qu’on a beaucoup porté et qui ne me gêne plus aux emmanchures, je suis persuadé qu’un vieux parisien comme vous est tout à fait en mesure de me comprendre. Et puis, et puis, de même qu’il est dit que les juges seront jugés, il doit être vrai que les traducteurs seront traduits, et je suis ravi de penser que pendant quelques minutes George Orwelle° deviendra le traducteur de R. N. Raimbault.

Enfin la troisième chose. L’exemplaire de Down and Out sur lequel j’ai travaillé ne m’appartenait pas. J’ai dû le rendre, une fois ma traduction terminée, à la personne qui me l’avait prêté, et qui, comme il est juste, tenait à son livre. Si bien que me voilà sans Down and Out, ce qui n’est pas commode surtout pour revoir mes epreuves. Vous me rendriez un signalé service si vous aviez la bonté de me faire envoyer par votre éditeur un exemplaire de votre livre. Et vous mettriez le comble à mes voeux si vous vouliez bien y ajouter un tout petit mot de dédicace qui en centuplerait à mes yeux la valeur.

Vale

Ci-dessous quelques mots et expressions dont je vous serais reconnaissant de vouloir bien m’expliquer le sens, en me donnant, si possible un synonime° approximatif en anglais courant.8

Page 228: … ‘tum’ – a thing to make one shudder, if it had been in India

Page 139 et 240–1: … bahinchut et également ‘barnshoot’

238-9: ‘The current London adjective, now tacked on to every noun, is —— Quel est cet adjectif?

p. 239, Ligne 19: ‘For example ——. ???

id. ligne 23: ‘Similarly with ——. ???

id. ligne 25: ‘One can think of similar instances in French – for example ——, which is now a quite meaningless expletive. The word ——, also still used occasionally in Paris etc … 

J’avoue que je ne vois pas du tout les mots dont vous voulez parler.

p. 256: the ‘one bite law’ … 

p. 259: ‘Bull shit’

Avec tous mes remerciements d’ avance.

[handwritten initials] R N R



210A. To R. N. Raimbault

9 October 1934 Typewritten

36 High Street

Southwold

Suffolk

Angleterre

Dear M. Rimbault,°

I will reply to you in French, hoping that you will forgive my grammatical errors.

It has been a few years since I lived in France and although I tend to read French books I am not able to write your language very accurately. When I was in Paris people always said to me ‘You don’t talk too badly for an Englishman, but you have a fantastic accent’. Unfortunately I have only kept the accent. But I will do my best.

I give below answers to the questions you asked me, and of the dashes on page 239, which represent words which it is forbidden to print in England, but which will not cause, we can hope, any scandal in France. As for the preface, I will be very happy to write it – in English of course – and will send it to you in ten or fifteen days’ time. I am unable to finish it any earlier because I am about to go to London and I will be very busy during the next week.

I am sending you at the same time as this a copy of Down and Out, which I have signed with my pen name, ‘George Orwell’. This is a copy of the American edition. I don’t have a copy of the English edition and given that the book was published eighteen months ago, it would probably be impossible to obtain one without some delay. When the French version is published, I shall, of course, send you a copy.

You must have faced many difficulties in translating a book such as Down and Out and it is very kind of you to propose a translation of my next novel. It is called Burmese Days, and it is about to be published by Harper’s in New York.1 It is a novel which deals with the lives of the English in Burma (in India) and it is being published in New York because my publisher (Gollancz) would not dare publish it in England owing to the observations I made regarding English imperialism. I hope, however, to find an English publisher soon who has more courage. It doesn’t seem very likely that such a book would interest the French public, but in any case I will tell my literary agent to let you see a copy as soon as we receive some from New York. You will be able to judge for yourself whether a translation might have any success in France.2 By the way, you told me that Mr. André Malraux wrote the preface to a book by William Faulkner that you had translated. If I am not mistaken, Mr. Malraux wrote novels which deal with China, India etc. In this case it is possible that Burmese Days would interest him and if he would also be so kind as to write a preface for me, that would without doubt ensure the success of a book that bore the name of such a distinguished writer.3 But you will be able to judge better after having seen a copy of Burmese Days.

In conclusion, it only remains for me to thank you for the great service you have done me by translating my book into French and to hope that, when the book is published, you will receive recompense appropriate to your efforts. I also hope that in writing in French I have not imposed on you an even worse translation task than the other!

Yours sincerely

[signed] Eric Blair

(‘George Orwell’)


The pagination of CW, I and the Penguin Twentieth-Century editions are given in square brackets after each reference.

Additional notes from CW, I follow each response in italic



Page 228 [170 1. 7]: ‘ … tum – a thing to make one shudder’ etc. In Hindustani4 there are two words for ‘you’ – ‘ap’ and ‘tum.’ ‘Ap’ is the more respectful word. ‘Tum’ is only used between close friends or from a superior to an inferior. To say ‘tum’ is nearly the same thing as addressing someone by ‘tu’. An Englishman in India would therefore be very angry if a Hindu addressed him with ‘tum’. [This note is reproduced with slight verbal changes as a footnote to p. 170. The French version is given on p. 228 and on p. 226 of the French edition.]

Page 159 [118, 4 lines up] and 240–1 [179, 6 lines up]: ‘Bahinchut’ etc. ‘Bahinchut’ is a Hindustani word that one should never address to a Hindu but which, unfortunately, one uses rather often. It is quite difficult to translate. ‘Bahin’ means ‘sister’ and ‘chut’ means the sexual organ. By saying ‘Bahinchut’ to a man, you are saying ‘I am very familiar with the sexual organs of your sister’ – in other words, I have slept with her. One would perhaps be able to translate ‘bahinchut’ as ‘brother-in-law’. The English soldiers brought this word home from India in the form ‘barnshoot’, which has been accepted as quite an innocent word in England. [A modified version of this explanation is given as a footnote to p. 179. The French version is given on p. 229 and on p. 240 of the French edition.]

Pages 238-9 [178, lines 12–13]. ‘The current London adjective’ etc. This adjective is ‘fucking.’5 ‘Fuck’ means ‘to fuck,’ and ‘fucking’ is the present participle. [An expanded explanation is given on pp. 228–9 and on p. 238 of the French edition.]

Page 239, line 19 [178, lines 27–8]: ‘For example ——.’ The word is ‘fuck’. The English no longer use this word in the sense of ‘fornicating’, which was its original meaning, but simply as an expletive. [The French note is given on p. 229 and on p. 239 of the French edition.]

Page 239, line 23 [178, 31]: ‘Similarly with ——’. The word is ‘bugger’.

Page 239 line 25 [179, lines 1–2]: ‘One can think etc.’ These words are ‘fuck’ and ‘bugger’. ‘Fuck’ which takes its origin from the Latin ‘futuo’ originally meant ‘to fornicate,’ but workers use it as a simple expletive in such expressions as ‘I will fuck the lot of them,’ ‘we’re fucked’ etc. etc. The word ‘bougre’ is the same as ‘bugger,’ both being derived from ‘Bulgare’ or ‘Bulgar,’ because in the sixteenth century the Bulgarians, or even the Cathars, were suspected of practising sins against nature. But although the Parisian workers sometimes use the word ‘bugger,’ they do not know, according to my observation, what it originally meant. [A shortened version of this explanation is given on p. 229 and at p. 178, line 31, and on p. 239 of the French edition, where ‘Cathares’ is changed to ‘Albigeois’.]

Page 256 [191, 4 lines up]: ‘The one bite law.’ According to the English law, if a dog bites two men, its owner is obliged to kill it. The first time the dog is forgiven. This is where the expression ‘one bite law’ comes from. [This explanation is given on p. 230.]

Page 259 [194, line 7]: ‘Bull shit’ is an expression which means bulls’ excrement. A man says to another ‘you are talking bull shit’; in other words, ‘You are talking nonsense’. It is a very impolite expression [This explanation is given on p. 230.]

Original French Text

Cher Monsieur Rimbault,°

Je vais vous répondre en Français,° tout en espérant que vous pardonnerez mes fautes de grammaire etc. Il y a quelques ans que je n’ai pas été en France, et quoique j’aie l’habitude de lire les livres français, je ne peux pas écrire votre langue très correctement. Quand j’étais à Paris, on me disait toujours, ‘Vous ne causez pas trop mal pour un Anglais, mais vous avez un accent formidable.’ Et malheureusement je n’ai garde que l’accent. Mais je ferai [de] mon mieux.

J’ajoute ci-dessous une explication des questions que vous m’avez demandées, et des tirets à la page 239, ceux qui representent des mots qu’il est defendu d’imprimer en Angleterre, mais qui ne causeraient, nous pouvons espérer, aucune scandale en France. Quant à la préface, je sérai très content de l’écrire – en Anglais, naturellement – et je le vous enverrai après dix ou quinze jours. Je ne peux pas l’achever plus tôt, parce que je suis sur le point d’aller à Londres et je serai tres occupé pendant la prochaine semaine.

Je vous envois au meme° temps que ceci un exemplaire de ‘Down and Out,’ ce que j’ai signé de mon nom de plume, ‘George Orwell.’ Cet exemplaire est de l’édition americaine.° Je n’ai pas un exemplaire de l’édition anglaise, et, vu que le livre a paru il y a dix huit mois, il serait probablement impossible d’en obtenir un sans délai. Quand l’édition française paraitra,° je vous en enverrai, naturellement, un exemplaire.

Vous devez avoir eu de grandes difficultés en traduisant un tel livre que ‘Down and Out,’ et il est très gentil de votre part de suggérer une traduction de mon prochain roman. Celui ci s’appelle ‘Burmese Days,’ et il est sur le point de paraître chez Harper’s à New York.1 C’est un roman qui traite de la vie des Anglais en Birmanie (aux Indes,) et il paraît à New York parce que mon editeur° anglais (Gollancz) n’osait le publier en Angleterre, à cause des observations que j’ai faites sur l’imperialisme anglais. J’espere,° quand même, de trouver plus tard un editeur° anglais qui a plus de courage. Il ne me semble pas très probable qu’un tel livre interesserait° le public français, mais en tous cas je dirai à mon agent litteraire° de vous montrer un exemplaire aussitôt que nous en recevrons quelques uns de New York, et vous pourrez juger pour vous même si une traduction pourrai avoir aucun succès en France.2 A propos, vous me dites que M. André Malraux écrit la préface pour un livre de William Faulkner que vous avez traduit. Si je ne me trompe pas, M. Malraux a écrit des romans qui traitent de la Chine, des Indes etc. En ce cas il est possible que ‘Burmese Days’ l’interesserait,° et si il voulait être si gentil que d’écrire une préface pour moi aussi, on pourrait sans doubte espérer du succès pour un livre qui portait le nom d’un écrivain si distingué.3 Mais vous pourrez mieux juger après avoir vu un exemplaire de ‘Burmese Days’.

En conclusion, je n’ai qu’à vous remercier pour le service si signalé que vous m’avez fait en traduisant mon livre en français, et a° souhaiter que quand le livre paraitra° vous en tirerez un profit qui convient à vos travaux. J’espère aussi qu’en écrivant en Français° je ne vous ai pas imposé une tache° de traduction mème° pire que l’autre!

Recevez, cher Monsieur, l’expression de mes meillieurs sentiments.

[signed] Eric Blair

(‘George Orwell’)

Page 228: ‘… tum – a thing to make one shudder: etc. En Hindustani°4 il y a deux mots pour ‘vous,’ – ‘ap’ et ‘tum.’ ‘Ap’ est le mot le plus respectueux. ‘Tum’ ne s’ emploie qu’entre des amis intimes, ou d’un supèrieur à un inférieur. Dire ‘tum’ est à peu pres la mème° chose que de tutoyer. Un Anglais aux Indes serait donc très faché° si un Hindou l’adressait come ‘tum.’

Page 139 et 240-1: ‘Bahinchut’ etc. ‘Bahinchut’ est un mot d’Hindustani° qu’on ne doit jamais employer à un Hindou, mais qu’on emploie, malheureusement, assez souvent. Il est un peu difficile à traduire. ‘Bahin’ veut dire ‘soeur,’ et ‘chut’ veut dire l’organe sexuel. En disant ‘bahinchut’ a un homme, vous voulez dire ‘Je suis bien familier des organes sexuels de votre soeur’ – c’est à dire,° j’ai couche avec elle. On pourrait donc peut-être traduire ‘bahinchut’ comme ‘beau-frère’. Les soldats anglais ont remporté ce mot des Indes dans la forme de ‘barnshoot,’ ce qu’on a accepté en Angleterre comme un mot assez innocent. 

Pages 238-9. ‘The current London adjective’ etc. Cet adjective est ‘fucking.’ ‘Fuck’ veut dire ‘foutre,’ et ‘fucking’ est le participe present.°

Page 239, ligne 19: ‘For example ——.’ Le mot est ‘fuck.’5 Les Anglais n’emploient plus ce mot dans le sens de ‘forniquer,’ ce qu’il voulait dire originairement, mais tout simplement comme un expletif.

Page 239 ligne 23: ‘Similarly with ——.’ Ce mot est ‘bugger.’

Page 239 ligne 25: ‘One can think etc.’ Cets mots sont ‘foutre’ et ‘bougre.’ ‘Foutre,’ qui tire son origine du Latin ‘futuo,’ voulait dire originairement ‘forniquer,’ mais les ouvriers l’emploient comme simple explétif dans telles expressions que ‘Je vais foutre le camp,’ ‘nous sommes foutus’ etc. etc. Le mot ‘bougre’ est le meme que ‘bugger,’ tous les deux s’étant dérivés de ‘Bulgare’ ou ‘Bulgar,’ parce que au seizième siècle les Bulgares, ou bien les Cathares, étaient soupçonnés de pratiquer les vices contre la nature. Mais quoique les ouvriers parisiens emploient quelquefois le mot ‘bougre,’ ils ne savent pas, selon mon observation, ce qu’il voulait dire originairement.

Page 256: ‘The one bite law.’ Selon la loi anglaise, si un chien a mordu deux hommes, son maître est obligé de le tuer. La première fois le chien est pardonné. D’ou° vient l’expression ‘one bite law.’

Page 259: ‘Bull shit’ est une expression qui veut dire l’excrement° des taureaux. Un homme dit à un autre ‘You’re talking bull shit;’ c’est à dire, ‘Vous parlez du non-sens.’ C’est une expression très impolie.



211A. To Orwell

15 October 1934 Typewritten

M. Eric Blair (ms: George Orwell)

36 High Street

Southwold (Suffolk),

England

Dear Sir,

I do not wish to delay any longer in thanking you for your charming letter and for the copy of Down and Out, your kind dedication to which deeply touched me. I must tell you, in order to reassure you immediately, that you write French without a trace of an English accent and in a way, not merely correct, but elegant.

You will recall what the Emperor Charles V1 said: ‘I speak German to my horse, English to birds, Italian to the ladies, Spanish to God, and French to my friend.’ If it is true that the translator must be the author’s alter ego, you will agree that we shall be able to correspond better in a single language that suits us both. I shall only resort to writing to you in English when I feel like stretching my wings.

Thank you very much for the explanations that you were good enough to send me of those words the meaning of which had escaped me. I have put the last touches to my manuscript and it has now been returned to N. R. F. I do not know exactly when the translation will be published, but very probably before Christmas. Gallimard2 is, as you doubtless know, one of the best French publishers. You can rest assured that your book will be launched perfectly.

I am very grateful to you for agreeing to provide an introduction to your book. I have taken due note of your kind promise. As soon as you have the time, please give some thought to this preface. If you wish, you can write it in English and I will translate it with pleasure.

It will not prevent my asking for an introduction by a French writer. I am keeping Malraux for Burmese Days, so I intend to ask Francis Carco3 to introduce Down and Out. That will, of course, require the publisher’s agreement.

I immediately wrote to Gallimard to tell them about your next book. As soon as you send it to me, I will submit it to André Malraux, with whom I am on very good terms, and will ask him to push it energetically at the [N. R. F.] Reading Committee. I am certain your book will interest him. Since he was awarded the Prix Goncourt, and as one of the literary directors of the N. R. F., his influence will be very useful to us. Malraux is knowledgeable about the Orient and, knowing his social ideas, I do not doubt that yours will please him.

Except for the passages that I have indicated to you, I have not had a lot of difficulty in translating Down and Out. Compared to American writers, English writers are clarity itself. And your slang is closer to ours than that of Californian farmers or Mississippi Negroes, which I have got used to thanks to the novels of Sinclair and Faulkner. When I send you the proofs I will ask you to comment on certain of my interpretations.

Thank you once again, dear sir, for your kindness,

Yours sincerely.

P.S. Just as I was about to post this letter I received the preface that you have been so kind as to write for the French translation of your book.4 Thank you very much. It is very good and it puts everything into context. I will translate it straight away and send it Gallimard, and will speak to them about Francis Carco writing an introduction to your book.

The biographical details that you have given in your preface – and which I already had learnt in part from the dust-jacket of your American edition – interested me greatly. In my capacity as a writer by vocation, a teacher by chance, and being dead broke by necessity, to me you are likeable three times over. If, apart from my translations, I can be useful to you or helpful in anything, you can be sure it would be a pleasure.

I am having problems in finding a suitable title for the translation of your book. It is evident that the literal translation of ‘Down and Out in Paris and London’ makes no sense in French. I have thought of ‘La Mouise’ (Mouise is a slang word which means poverty, misery) or ‘Confessions d’un Mouisard’, or even, and this would be more colourful, ‘La vache enragée’5 with, a sub-title: ‘Paris-Londres’. You will certainly know the French expression, ‘manger de la vache enragée’, which nearly enough corresponds to your expression ‘to go to the dogs’. It appears to me that this is what you wanted to depict. ‘Confessions d’un manger d’un vache enragée’ would resemble that of Thomas de Quincey6 in being quite diverting, but it would be too long for a title, which must be short and snappy.

When you have the time, please let me have your opinion; this is of some importance.

Thank you in advance for Burmese Days. I hope the book has a total and immediate success. Harper’s is a serious and very well regarded publisher. Moreover, I shall tell my American friends about your book. If you want to send a copy to my old friend, Upton Sinclair – now on the way of becoming the Governor of California7 – this is his address: Station A, Pasadena, Calif. U.S.A. You could even write a few words to him telling him that I advised you to send him your book. In addition, I shall send him a copy of my translation of Down and Out. I am positive that it will interest him. I don’t know if you know of his E.P.I.C plan (End Poverty in California); it would be just the cure for the evil that you denounce in such a poignant way.

Best wishes.

Original French Text

Cher Monsieur,

je° ne veux pas tarder davantage à vous remercier de votre charmante lettre et de l’exemplaire de ‘Down and Out’ dont l’aimable dédicace me touche infiniment. Je tiens à vous dire, afin de vous rassurer tout de suite, que vous écrivez le français sans aucun accent anglais, et d’une façon non seulement correcte, mais élégante.

Vous vous rappelez ce que disait l’empereur Charles Quint:1 ‘Je parle allemand à mon cheval, anglais aux oiseaux, italien aux dames, espagnol à Dieu, et français à mon ami.’ S’il est vrai que le traducteur doit être pour l’auteur un alter ego, vous avouerez que nous ne pouvions correspondre en une langue qui nous convînt mieux. Et je ne me résoudrai à vous écrire en anglais que quand je me sentirai pousser des ailes.

Merci très vivement des explications que vous avez eu l’obligeance de me donner sur quelques mots dont le sens m’echappait. J’ai mis la dernière main à mon manuscrit et il [est] maintenant rendu à la N. R. F. Je ne sais exaçtement quand la traduction sera publiée, mais très probablement avant Nöel. Gallimard2 est, vous le savez sans doute, un des meilleurs éditeurs français. Vous pouvez être assuré que votre livre sera parfaitement lancé.

Je vous suis très reconnaissant d’accepter de faire précéder votre livre d’une introduction. Je prends donc bonne note de votre aimable promesse. Dès que vous aurez le loisir, veuillez donc songer à cette préface, que vous écrirez en anglais si vous voulez et que je traduirai avec grand plaisir.

Cela ne m’empêchera pas de demander une présentation à un écrivain français. Je conserverai Malraux pour ‘Burmese Days’, mais j’aurais l’intention de demander à Francis Carco3 de présenter ‘Down and Out’. Il faut toutefois pour cela que je m’entende avec l’éditeur.

J’ai écrit tout de suite à Gallimard pour lui parler de votre prochain volume. Dès que vous me l’aurez envoyé, je le soumettrai à André Malraux, avec qui je suis en très bons termes, et lui demanderai d’appuyer fortement en notre faveur auprès du Comité de lecture. Je suis certain que votre livre l’intéressera. Comme il est, depuis qu’il a obtenu le prix Goncourt, l’un des directeurs littéraires des éditions de la N. R. F. son appui nous sera fort utile. Malraux connaît en effet parfaitement l’Orient, et sachant qu’elles sont ses idées sociales, je ne doute pas que les vôtres ne lui plaisent.

Sauf dans les passages que je vous ai indiqués, je n’ai pas eu beaucoup de difficulté à traduire ‘Down and Out’. Auprès des écrivains américains, les écrivains anglais sont la clarté même. Et votre argot est beaucoup plus près de nous que celui des fermiers californiens ou des nègres du Mississippi, auquel les romans de Sinclair et de Faulkner ont pourtant fini par m’habituer. Lorsque je vous enverrai les épreuves je vous demanderai d’ailleurs votre avis sur certaines interprétations.

Encore merci, cher Monsieur, de votre amabilité; veuillez croire à mes sentiments bien cordialement dévoués.

P. S. – Au moment où j’allais expédier cette lettre me parvient la préface que vous avez eu la complaisance d’écrire pour la traduction française de votre livre.4 Je vous en remercie vivement. Elle est très bien ainsi et met les choses au point. Je vais la traduire immédiatement et l’envoyer à Gallimard, en lui parlant de l’éventualité de faire présenter votre livre par Francis Carco.

Les détails biographiques que vous donnez dans votre préface, – et que m’avaient déjà appris en partie la ‘jaquette’ de votre édition américaine-, m’intérressent beaucoup. En qualité d’écrivain par vocation, de professeur par occasion et de ‘mouisard’ par nécessité, vous m’êtes triplement sympathique, et si je pouvais, en dehors de mes traductions, vous être utile ou agréable en quelque chose, soyez assuré que ce serait avec plaisir.

Je suis bien embarrassé pour trouver à la traduction de votre livre un titre adéquat. Il est évident que la traduction littérale de ‘Down and Out in Paris and London’ ne donne rien du tout en français. J’avais pensé à ‘La Mouise’ (mouise est le argot qui signifie pauvreté, misère) ou ‘Confessions d’un ‘Mouisard’[’] ou encore, et ce serait plus pittoresque ‘La vache enragée’5 avec, en sous-titre: ‘Paris – Londres’. Vous connaissez certainement notre expression français ‘manger de la vache enragée’ correspondant à peu près à votre ‘to go to the dogs’. Il me cela que c’est bien semble que vous avez voulu peindre. ‘Confessions d’un mangeur de vache enragée’ aurait un petit air Thomas de Quincey6 assez réjouissant, mais serait trop long pour un titre, qui doit frapper par sa brièveté même.

Quand vous aurez le temps, vous serez bien aimable de me donner votre avis à ce sujet, qui a son importance.

Merci d’avance de ‘Burmese Days’. Je vous souhaite un vif et franc succès pour ce livre. Harper’s est un éditeur sérieux et très bien considéré. Je parlerai d’ailleurs de votre livre à mes amis américains. Si vous voulez en envoyer un exemplaire à mon vieil ami Upton Sinclair, – qui est en passe de devenir gouverneur de Californie –, voici son adresse: Station A., Pasadena, Calif. U. S. A.7 Vous pouvez même lui écrire un mot en lui disant que c’est moi qui vous ai conseillé de lui adresser votre livre. Je lui enverrai d’ailleurs un exemplaire de ma traduction de ‘Down and Out’, je suis absolument certain que cela l’intéressera. Je ne sais si vous êtes au courant de son E. P. I. C. plan (end poverty in California); il serait justement le remède au mal que vous dénoncez de si poignante façon.

Bien sympathiquement à vous.



214A. To R. N. Raimbault

7 November 1934 Handwritten picture postcard

3 Warwick Mansions

Pond Street

Hampstead

N.W.3

The copies of Burmese Days have arrived and I think that my agent will have sent you one today. As for the title of the other, you are more capable of judging than me, but it seems to me that La Vache enragée: Paris–Londres would be a very suitable title. I really like it!

Best wishes

Eric A Blair

Original French Text

des° exemplaires de ‘Burmese Days’ sont arrivés, et je crois que mon agent vous aura expedie° un aujourd’hui. Quant au titre de l’autre, vous êtes plus capable à juger que moi, mais il me semble que ‘La Vache Enragée: Paris–Londres’ sérait un titre très convenable. C’est un titre qui me plait° beaucoup!

Très cordialément

Eric A Blair



216A. To Orwell

22 November 1934 Typewritten

Eric Blair

Warwick Mansions

Pond Street

Hampstead, London, N. W.3

Dear Sir,

As I write to you, Burmese Days is on its way to Paris where, tomorrow morning, it will be with N. R. F, in the hands and under the eyes of André Malraux.

Please excuse me for not having thanked you as soon as I received the copy that you were so kind as to send me. Before writing to you I wanted to read your book to the end and I have only recently had the time to do so.

I send you my most warm and sincere congratulations. Burmese Days is not only a very interesting book – it made me spend two nearly sleepless nights that it would be bad manners to blame on you – but it is a solid, well-constructed, well-written book that makes one think. I was expecting a lot of you after Down and Out, and you have given me even more than I could have hoped for. Let me say – and I am sure it will not displease you – your second book shows an enormous progress on the first. In Down and Out, the events dominated and controlled you, you were only a truthful narrator and a wise observer. Here, in Burmese Days, you control your subject, you are the creator, you raise yourself admirably, and your analysis shows a sharp sense of observation right through to the conclusion, giving your book a true and lasting strength.

You have avoided all the flaws for which one generally criticises English novels, in particular their never-ending beginnings which, under the disguise of creating an atmosphere, delay the action indefinitely. With your novel, from the very beginning, one is at the heart of the subject, right into the body of the plot: the dreadful ‘crocodile’, the European Club, the twin aspects of your book. An atmosphere unfolds, the reader is drawn in, it develops, and the reader cannot tear himself away until ‘the end’. But it is not my intention to re-analyse a book that you know so much better than I do, and you will not know much more once I have, as I hope, translated it. Your colonial types are portrayed commendably and I am no longer shocked that English publishers have declined the honour of publishing it, because they are not in sympathy with the Empire. But what truth there is in all that you say! You touch on one of the most serious problems of the moment. It poses difficulties not only for the English colonial empire but also for our own, although to a degree that may be less serious.

What will the Americans think of your open sympathy for coloured people? I don’t know a nation more uncompromising than America on this matter. I have some excellent friends there who have never been able to understand our fondness for the Negroes of our colonies. And you doubtless know that during the war, young American officers, when they visited cafés or restaurants, were so presumptuous as to demand that Senegalese officers, often sons of kings or native high chiefs, covered in scars and decorations, should be forced to leave!

But it is not they who are in question here. The Americans will doubtless give your book the reception it deserves and I hope with all my heart that that will be very welcoming.1

I wrote to N. R. F asking them to submit your book to the Reading Committee and I have asked Malraux to support it vigorously. He will do that, of course, because your book cannot fail to please him. You and he are at one at many points and I do not doubt that your Flory, drawn by the hand of a master, so true and so humane, will win every vote. I shall also strongly recommended Gallimard, as the publishers of the translation of your first book, to accept your future books and to secure the rights of your other works. I am certain that they will listen to me. I introduced William Faulkner in France and N. R. F has, since my translation of Sanctuary, acquired the rights to nearly all his other books, so much so that I have three of them to translate at the moment. I really hope that N. R. F will do the same for you. In any case, if you wish to entrust Burmese Days to me, I claim the right to translate it. If, for one reason or another, N. R. F cannot see their way to publishing it, I am sure it will be easy to find another publisher because I have contacts with quite a number.

Down and Out is being set in type and doubtless it will not be long before you receive the proofs. I am pleased to be able to tell you that the preface to La Vache Enragée – that is, I think, the title upon which we will settle – will probably be written by Francis Carco. I suggested this writer to N. R. F and they enthusiastically accepted my proposal. I do not think that he will refuse. I expect a response shortly. If he accepts, his introduction would certainly have a big impact on the success of the book. I don’t need to tell you who Carco is: there is no doubt you will know of him and his reputation in France.

If N. R. F accepts Burmese Days, you can count on a preface by Malraux. I am in personal and friendly contact with him so leave it to me.

I apologise for bothering you with this very long letter. Thank you and once again congratulations on Burmese Days. More than ever I have the impression that I did not make an error in ‘discovering’ you. I always remember that Faulkner’s fame in France followed on my discovery of him. I fervently hope that fate goes your way as it did for him.

Best wishes

Original French Text

Cher Monsieur,

à° l’heure où je vous écris, vos ‘Burmese Days’ roulent vers Paris où ils seront, demain matin, à la N. R. F., entre les mains et sous les yeux d’André Malraux.

Veuillez m’excuser de ne vous avoir pas remercié aussitôt après avoir reçu l’exemplaire que vous avez eu l’aimabilité de me faire envoyer. Je voulais, avant de vous écrire, lire votre livre à fond at je n’ai eu que tout dernièrement le loisir de le faire.

Je vous adresse mes plus chaleureuses et mes plus sincères félicitations. ‘Burmese Days’ est non seulement un livre très intéressant, – il m’a fait passer deux nuits presque blanches que j’aurais mauvaise grâce à vous reprocher –, mais un livre solide, bien construit, bien écrit, et qui fait penser. J’attendais beaucoup de vous après ‘Down and Out’, vous m’avez donné plus même que je n’espérais. Permettez moi° de vous le dire, car je ne crois pas que cela soit pour vous déplaire: votre second livre marque un énorme progrès sur le premier. Dans ‘Down and Out’, les évènements vous ont dominé et conduit, vous n’y avez été qu’un narrateur véridique et un observateur avisé. Ici, dans ‘Burmese Days’, c’est vous qui dominez votre suject, vous devenez un constructeur, vous vous élevez admirablement, à travers l’analyse que vous livre votre sens aigu de l’observation, jusqu’à la synthèse qui fait la vraie et durable force de votre oeuvre.

Vous avez évité tous les défauts qu’on reproche généralement aux romans anglais, en particulier ces débuts interminables qui, sous couleur de créer une atmosphère, retardent indéfiniment l’action. Chez vous, du premier coup, on est au coeur du sujet, en plein dans la trame de l’intrigue: l’affreux ‘crocodile’, le Club Européen, les deux pôles de votre livre. L’atmosphère est définie, le lecteur s’y plonge, y évolue, ne s’en arrache plus qu’au mot ‘the end’. Mais il n’entre point ici dans mes intentions[s] de vous refaire l’analyse d’un livre que vous connaissez certainement mieux que moi, que vous ne connaîtrez cependant pas beaucoup mieux quand je l’aurai, comme je l’espère bien, traduit. Vos types coloniaux sont admirablement peints et je ne m’étonne plus que les éditeurs anglais aient décliné l’honneur de vous publier, car ils ne sont pas à la louange de l’empire. Mais quelle vérité l’on sent dans tout ce que vous dites! Vous touchez à l’un des plus graves problèmes de l’heure actuelle, et qui ne pose pas seulement pour l’empire colonial anglais, mais pour le nôtre, quoiqu’à un degré peut être° moins aigu.

Que penseront les Américains de votre sympathie non dissimulée pour les gens de couleur? Je ne connais pas de peuple plus intransigeant que l’Amérique sur cette question. J’ai là-bas d’excellents amis qui n’ont jamais pu comprendre notre affection à nous autres Français pour les nègres de nos colonies. Et vous savez sans doute que, pendant la guerre, de jeunes officiers américains émirent plus d’une fois la prétention de faire sortir des cafés ou de restaurants où ils entraient des officiers sénégalais, souvent fils de rois ou de grands chefs indigènes, couverts de cicatrices et de décorations!

Mais comme ce ne sont pas eux qui sont ici en cause, les Américains feront sans doute à votre livre l’accueil qu’il mérite et que je souhaite, de tout mon coeur, très sympathique.1

J’ai écrit à la N. R. F. en priant de soumettre votre livre au Comité de lecture. Et j’ai demandé à Malraux de soutenir énergiquement votre cause. Il le fera certainement, car votre livre ne peut pas ne pas lui plaire. Vous vous rejoignez, vous et lui, sur plus d’un point, et je ne doute pas que votre Flory, dessiné de main de maître, si vrai et si humain, n’emporte tous les suffrages. J’ai d’ailleurs fortement conseillé à Gallimard, puisqu’il est l’éditeur de la traduction de votre premier volume, de suivre désormais votre production et de s’assurer les droits de vos autres ouvrages. J’ai confiance qu’il m’écoutera. C’est moi qui ai fait connaître en France William Faulkner, et la N. R. F. a, depuis ma traduction de ‘Sanctuary’, acquis les droits de presque tous ses autres livres, à telle enseigne que j’en ai trois en ce moment à traduire. Je désire vivement que la N. R. F. fasse la même chose pour vous. En tous les cas, si vous voulez bien me la confier, je revendique pour moi la traduction de ‘Burmese Days’, et si, pour une raison ou pour une autre, la N. R. F. ne pensait pas pouvoir se charger de l’éditer, il me serait, je pense, facile de trouver un autre éditeur, car je suis en relations avec un certain nombre d’entre eux.

‘Down and Out’ est à la composition et vous ne tarderez sans doute pas à recevoir les épreuves. J’ai le plaisir de vous annoncer que ‘La Vache Enragée’, – c’est, je crois le titre auquel nous nous arrêterons –, sera probablement préfacée par Francis Carco. J’avais proposé cet écrivain à la N. R. F. qui a accepté ma suggestion avec enthousiasme. Je ne pense pas qu’il refuse. J’attends prochainement une réponse. S’il accepte, sa présentation serait certainement d’un grand poids pour le succès du livre. Je n’ai pas besoin de vous dire qui est Carco, vous le connaissez sans doute et vous savez quelle est en France sa notoriété.

Si la N. R. F. accepte ‘Burmese Days’, vous pouvez compter sur une préface de Malraux, je suis en relations personnelles et cordiales avec lui et j’en fais mon affaire.

Je m’excuse de vous importuner avec cette très longue lettre. Encore une fois, merci et bravo pour ‘Burmese Days’. J’ai plus que jamais l’impression que je ne me suis pas trompé en vous ‘découvrant’. Je n’oublie pas non plus que la célébrité de Faulkner a suivi de peu ma ‘découverte’. Je souhaite très ardemment que le sort fasse pour vous ce qu’il a fait pour lui.

Veuillez croire, cher Monsieur, à mes sentiments les plus cordiaux.



216B. To R. N. Raimbault

29 November 1934 Typewritten

3 Warwick Mansions

Pond Street

Hampstead

N.W. [3]

Dear Mr. Raimbault,

I would have replied earlier to your very kind letter, but I have had a terrible cold for a few days, thanks to the poor weather that we have had recently. The fog was sometimes so thick that you could not see from one side of the road to the other. Princess Marina,2 who has just arrived to marry Prince George, must have a very bad impression of the weather of her adopted country. But now, thankfully, it is a bit better, and I feel well enough to write letters.

I was, as you can believe, very flattered by your opinion of Burmese Days. Let’s hope that Mr Malraux will be of the same opinion. Regarding La Vache Enragée, if Mr Francis Carco agrees to write an introduction, I shall, naturally, be extremely grateful. When you told me that you had translated William Faulkner’s books, I thought you must be ‘the nonpareil,’ among translators, as Shakespeare put it.3 Personally, I cannot imagine a more difficult author for a foreigner to translate; but of course, his style, however complicated, is truly distinguished. It seems likely to me that after a century, or even fifty years, English and American will no longer be the same language4 – which will be a shame because the Australians and Canadians etc. will probably prefer to follow the Americans.

Having thanked you for your letter, what I should like to do is ask if you would be interested in seeing an article on Mr Malraux which appeared two months ago in the Adelphi (a monthly journal to which I contribute now and again).5 I can send you a copy without any difficulty. Also, the other day whilst I was looking through my books I found by chance a collection, Nursery Rhymes, and the idea came to me that it might interest you, assuming you don’t already possess such a collection. Nursery Rhymes are usually total nonsense, but they are so well known in England that they are quoted almost unconsciously when writing and they have exerted a big influence on some modern poets such as Robert Graves and T. S. Eliot.6 If you think that the book would interest you, I will be very happy to send it to you.

If you have occasion to write to me, my address will be as above. At the moment I am working in a bookshop. It is a job that suits me much better than teaching.7

Yours Sincerely,

[signed] Eric A Blair

Original French Text

Cher Monsieur Raimbault,

J’aurais repondu1 plus tot a votre très gentille lettre, mais j’ai été affreusement enrhumé pendant quelques jours, grace au sale temps que nous avons eu dernièrement. La brume a été quelquefois si epaisse qu’on ne peut pas voir d’une cote de la rue à l’autre. La princesse Marina,2 qui vient d’arriver pour se marier avec le prince George, doit avoir une tres mauvaise idée du climat de son pays adopte. Mais maintenant, heureusement, ça va un peu mieux, et je me sens egal à écrire des lettres.

J’étais, comme vous pouvez croire, tres flatté de l’opinion que vous avez exprimée de ‘Burmese Days.’ Espérons que M. Malraux se trouvera de la même opinion. Quant à ‘La Vache Enragee,’ si M. Francis Carco accepté à écrire une introduction, je serai, naturellement, extrèmement reconnaissant. Quand vous me dites que vous avez traduit des livres de William Faulkner, je comprends que vous devez être, comme traducteur, ‘the nonpareil,’ comme Shakespeare l’a dit.3 Je ne peux pas m’imaginer d’un auteur qui serait plus difficile pour un étranger; mais c’est bien sur que son style, quoique si compliqué, est vraiment distingué. Il me semble probable qu’après un siêcle ou même cinquante ans l’Anglais et l’Americain ne seront plus la même langue – ce qui sera dommage,4 parce que les gens d’Australia, de Canada etc. preféreront probablement de suivre les Americains.

Mais ce que j’avais l’intention de dire, apres vous avoir remercié pour votre lettre, était de vous demander si il vous interesserait de voir un article sur M. Malraux qui a paru dans le Adelphi (c’est un journal mensuel à qui je contribue de temps en temps)5 il y a deux mois. Je peux vous en envoyer un exemplaire sans aucune difficulté. Aussi, l’autre jour en cherchant entre mes livres j’ai trouvé par hazard une collection de ‘Nursery Rhymes,’ et l’idée m’est venue qu’elle pourrait vous interesser, c’est à dire si vous n’avez pas deja une telle collection. Les ‘Nursery Rhymes’ sont en general d’absolu nonsens, mais ils sont si bien connus en Angleterre qu’on les cite presque inconsciamment en écrivant, et ils ont exercé une grande influence sur quelques poètes modernes tels que Robert Graves et T. S. Eliot. Si vous croyez que le livre vous interesserait, je serai tres content de le vous envoyer.6

Si vous avez occasion de m’ecrire, mon adresse sera toujours comme au-dessus. Je travaille maintenant dans une une° librairie. C’est une situation qui me convient beaucoup mieux que celle d’un instructeur.7

Veuillez agréer, Monsieur, l’expression de mes meilleurs sentiments.

[signed] Eric A Blair



217A. To Orwell

8 December 1934 Typewritten

12, rue Bruyère

Le Mans

Dear Mr. Blair,

I was sorry to learn of your indisposition. I hope at least that it is now only a memory. I would like to be able to send you a little of our sunshine and spring-like winter. But I believe that the London smog has surrendered to the pretty smile of your new princess, whom I myself caught sight of – but on a cinema screen – through the windows of her coach, behind the cuirass and flowing helmet-plume of a magnificent horse guard.

I apologise for having delayed in replying to you, but I have not had a minute to myself this week. I have some interesting news to tell you but before doing so, I must first respond to all the kind things you said to me.

No, alas, I am not Shakespeare’s ‘nonpareil’. However, one of your poets described and defined me as a ‘smiling rainbow’. For want of a better I shall make do with that role of link, iridescent and airy, which suits me marvellously. At the moment I am deep in the grip of These Thirteen by Faulkner,1 which I am translating for N. R. F. If this book comes your way, read the last short story, ‘Carcassonne’. It is the most atrociously difficult thing I have ever had to translate, but I think, nevertheless, that I have succeeded, not without difficulty. You are right, English and American are truly different languages, descended from two different ways of thinking. Our Old Europe,2 with its ancient Graeco-Latin culture, possesses the traditions of logic and clarity from which we derive such value, such inestimable benefit. When an American is conscious of writing well, he lapses easily into the obscure, complicates it, and, in short, adopts a pedantic manner which, in the end, bores. Fanny Hurst3 is for me a classic example of this genre. It is true that, in addition, she is female. For Faulkner it is different. His language is truly scholarly but often to such a degree that it is Greek or Latin etymology that has enabled me to render its subtleties. However, it often remains, despite his undeniable talent, terribly obscure.

It is a pleasure to be able to tell you again that I really love your books. And, as I am not at all selfish, I will do all that lies in my power to ensure that that pleasure is shared by readers in France. Malraux must be in the middle of reading Burmese Days. You will find enclosed a copy of the letter that he wrote to me4 and which leaves me full of hope.

This morning I received the proofs of the translation of Down and Out, which leads me to think that the book will be published in the first weeks of January. As agreed, I will send you a set of the proofs. At the same time I should explain the method I have adopted in making my translation so that you will not be distracted by some of my substitutions. Because the translation is designed to appeal to a French public, I have been forced, more or less, to do the opposite of what you did. In other words, to completely Frenchify the Parisian part and to leave the London part as much as it was, with all its local flavour and all its foreign colour. Thus, I have used the informal ‘tu’ between Boris and you; it is more in harmony with the environment where you were living. I have also lightly added some slang in a number of places in order to give vivacity to the dialogue and narrative. In due course, you must tell me frankly what you think of my approach. I am not looking for compliments, but requesting advice. Indeed, I shall have more questions for you before making my final amendments.

According to Chevasson,5 one of the directors of N. R. F., a copy of the proofs has been sent to Francis Carco. Thus we shall have the preface that I hoped for.

You are really very kind to offer me the Adelphi and Nursery Rhymes. Of course they will both interest me! I accept your suggestion with great pleasure, provided it doesn’t put you out. I hope myself to send you a book of mine in a few weeks’ time which will enable you to get to know a little corner of France which you will, no doubt, be unaware of.

I was glad to hear that you have found a job that you are happy with. I understand that teaching did not really appeal to you. It is sometimes a very delusive and tiring job. I speak from experience. But it also has its joys, and the best thing I have found is to have been able to open up to others all the beautiful things that I love and to keep some of my former students among my dearest friends.

Your new job has led me to think that you might be interested in a proposition which might be of advantage to you and become, if in the future, a significant source of income for you.

This is the proposal. One of my Italian friends, currently director of a Franco-Italian literary agency in Paris which he founded, has asked me if I know a correspondent or representative in England who has good connections with publishers. It would involve placing the rights of translations of Italian books, or the translations themselves, on the same terms as Messrs Christy and Moore do for English ones in France. You certainly have literary contacts in London which would facilitate such a task. Would you like to try? I have absolutely no idea what you would be paid and I don’t even want to speak of you to my friend before knowing if you would like to take on such work. If this proposal interests you, all you have to do is let me know and I shall immediately put you in touch with my friend. So think about it. Don’t get excited over it. Weigh up the pros and cons, and above all don’t dismiss what you have for something that is uncertain. But I should be happy to be of service to you and, moreover, independently of more substantial advantages, this role of correspondent would put you in contact with all the London publishers, which would no doubt be of use to you in the publication of your own novels.

I look forward to your reply,

Best wishes,

Original French Text

Cher Monsieur Blair,

J’ai été navré d’apprendre votre indisposition. J’espère au moins qu’il ne vous en reste plus même le souvenir. Je voudrais pouvoir vous envoyer un peu de notre soleil et de notre hiver printanier. Mais je pense que le brouillard londonien a dû céder au joli sourire de votre nouvelle princesse, que j’ai entrevue, moi aussi, – mais sur l’écran d’un cinéma –, à travers les glaces de son carrosse, au delà du dos cuirassé et de l’opulente crinière d’un magnifique horse guard.

Je m’excuse d’avoir tardé à vous répondre, mais je n’ai pas eu une minute à moi cette semaine. J’ai pas mal de nouvelles intéressantes à vous apprendre, mais avant de le faire, je veux d’abord répondre à toutes les aimables choses que vous me dites.

Non, hélas!, je ne suis point le ‘non-pareil’ de Shakespeare. L’un de vos poètes pourtant m’a nommé et défini: ‘a smiling rainbow’. Je me contenterai donc, en attendant mieux, de ce rôle de trait d’union, irisé et aérien, qui me convient à merveille. Je suis justement aux prises en ce moment avec ‘These Thirteen’ de Faulkner1 que je traduis pour la N. R. F. Si ce livre vous tombe entre les mains, lisez la dernière nouvelle ‘Carcassonne’. C’est la chose la plus atrocement difficile que j’aie jamais traduite, mais je crois pourtant y être arrivé … pas sans mal. Vous avez raison, l’Anglais° et l’Américain° sont vraiment, et dès maintenant, deux langues différentes, issues de deux façons de penser différentes. Notre vieille Europe,2 avec sa vieille culture gréco-latine, a tout de même des traditions de logique et de clarté dont il faut reconnaître toute la valeur, toute l’inestimable valeur. Lorsqu’un américain a conscience de bien écrire, il verse facilement dans l’obscur, le compliqué, et, pour tout dire dans une manière de pédantisme qui fatigue à la longue. Le type du genre est pour moi Fannie Hurst.3 Il est vrai qu’en plus elle est femme. Pour Faulkner c’est différent, sa langue est véritablement érudite, au point que ce n’est guère souvent, que l’étymologie grecque ou latine qui me fait découvrir la nuance à rendre, mais il reste souvent, malgré son indéniable talent, terriblement obscur.

J’ai plaisir à vous répéter que j’aime beaucoup vos livres. Et comme je ne suis point égoïste, je ferai tout ce qui sera en mon pouvoir pour les faire aimer des lecteurs français. Malraux doit être en train de lire ‘Burmese Days’. Vous trouverez ci-joint copie de la lettre qu’il m’a écrite4 et qui me laisse très bon espoir.

J’ai reçu ce matin les épreuves de la traduction de ‘Down and Out’, ce qui me laisse à penser que le livre paraîtra dans les premières semaines de Janvier.° Je vais vous faire envoyer un jeu d’épreuves, ainsi qu’il est convenu. Je vous expliquerai en même temps la méthode que j’aie employée dans ma traduction afin que vous ne soyez pas dérouté par certaines transpositions. Car, – la traduction s’adressant au public français –, j’ai été amené à faire à peu près l’inverse de ce que vous avez fait, c’est à dire de franciser complètement la partie parisienne et de laisser à la partie londonnienne, autant que je l’ai pu, toute sa saveur locale et tout son pittoresque étranger. C’est ainsi que j’ai admis le tutoiement entre Boris et vous; il est plus en harmonie avec le milieu où vous viviez. J’ai également ‘argotisé’ lègèrement° plusiers passages, afin de donner de la vivacité aux dialogues et aux récits. Enfin, lorsque le moment sera venu, vous me direz franchement ce que vous pensez de tout cela. Ce ne sont pas des compliments que je quête, mais des conseils que je sollicite. J’aurai d’ailleurs encore quelques précisions à vous demander d’achever la correction définitive.

D’après ce que me dit Chevasson,5 l’un des directeurs de la N. R. F., une jeu d’preuves° a dû être envoyé à Francis Carco. Nous aurons donc la préface que je désirais.

Vous êtes mille fois aimable de me proposer l’Adelphi et les ‘Nursery Rhymes’. Bien sûr que tout cela m’interessera! et j’accepte votre offre avec grand plaisir, si cela ne vous dérange pas. J’espère vous envoyer moi même dans quelques semaines un livre de moi qui vous fera connaître un petit coin de France que vous ignorez sans doute.

Je suis heureux de savoir que vous avez trouvé une situation qui vous plaît. Je comprends que l’enseignement ne vous ait pas beaucoup séduit. C’est parfois un métier bien décevant et bien fatigant. Je vous en parle par expérience. Mais il a aussi ses joies, et la meilleure que j’y aie trouvée est d’avoir pu ouvrir quelques intelligences à toutes les belles choses que j’aime et de compter certains de mes anciens élèves au nombre de mes plus chers amis.

Votre nouvelle situation me fait penser à vous faire part d’une proposition qui pourrait peut-être vous intéresser et devenir même dans l’avenir une source de revenus appréciables pour vous.

Voici l’affaire. Un de mes amis italiens, actuellement directeur à Paris d’une agence littéraire franco-italienne qu’il a fondée, me demand si je lui connaîtrai[s] en Angleterre un correspondent ou représentant bien introduit auprès des éditeurs. Il s’agirait de placer, dans les mêmes conditions que le font pour les ouvrages Anglais en France, M.° Christy and Moore, les droits de traduction ou les traductions elles mêmes° de livres italiens. Vous avez certainement à Londres des relations littéraires qui vous faciliteraient une telle tâche. Voulez-vous essayer? J’ignore absolument quelles conditions pécuniaires vous seraient faites et je ne veux même pas parler de vous à mon ami avant de savoir si la chose vous plairait. Si vous croyez pouvoir vous intéresser à cette proposition, vous n’aurez qu’à me le faire savoir et je vous mettrai aussitôt en relations avec mon ami. Réfléchissez donc. Ne vous emballez pas, pesez bien le pour et le contre, et, surtout, ne lâchez pas ce que vous avez pour l’incertain. Mais je serais heureux de vous être utile, et d’ailleurs, indépendamment d’avantages plus substantiels, ce rôle de correspondent vous mettrait en contact avec tous les éditeurs londoniens, ce qui pourrait vous servir sans aucun doute pour la publication de vos propres romans.

A bientôt donc une réponse, et veuillez me° croire bien cordialement vôtre,



218A. To R. N. Raimbault

16 December 1934 Typewritten

3 Warwick Mansions

Pond Street

Hampstead

N.W.3

Dear Mr Raimbault,

Thank you a thousand times for the offer you made me to act as representative for your Italian friend, but, to tell you the truth,1 I don’t think that I should be capable of doing it. I only know two publishers, and, furthermore, I don’t have enough time to undertake such an enterprise. But I have a friend whose name you may know, John Rodker,2 who could probably be of use to you. Rodker is a writer, but he also runs an agency for the translation of Russian books and he is well known amongst publishers. I have explained the matter to him and he will write to you soon. He could be just the man you are looking for because he speaks several European languages and he has himself translated many foreign books. I hope you can arrange matters with him. His address is 16 Fitzroy Street, London W.C.

I am sending you separately the number of the Adelphi which contains the article on Mr Malraux, and Nursery Rhymes. The latter, as you will see, are rhymes for children, and the majority are absolute nonsense, but, as I have said to you, they have a certain importance, because everyone has learnt them and you will often find quotations from them in English books.

I await with great interest your book which you have told me about.

Best wishes.

[signed] Eric A Blair

P.S. If by chance you don’t recognise the name of John Rodker, I should explain to you that he is a critic and he was one of the first to appreciate the works of James Joyce. He contributed to the Little Review3 at the same time as James Joyce, T. S. Eliot, Jean Piccaba, Aldous Huxley etc. etc.

Original French Text

Cher Monsieur Raimbault,

Je vous remercie mille fois pour l’offre que vous avez faite d’agir comme répresentant pour votre ami italien, mais, pour vous dire la verité,1 je ne crois pas que j’en serais capable. Je ne connais que deux éditeurs, et, de plus, je n’ai pas au moment assez de loisir pour entreprendre une telle affaire. Mais j’ai un ami dont vous connaissez peut-être le nom, John Rodker,2 qui pourrait probablement vous être utile. Rodker est un ecrivain, mais il dirige aussi une agence pour la traduction des livres russes est il est bien introduit auprès des éditeurs. Je lui ai expliqué l’affaire, et il va vous écrire bientôt. Il doit etre justement l’homme que vous cherchez car il parle plusiers langues européennes et il a traduit lui-même beaucoup de livres étrangers. J’espère que vous pourrez arranger l’affair avec lui. Son adresse est 16 Fitzroy Street, Londres W. C.

Je vous envoie separement le numero de l’Adelphi qui contient l’article sur M. Malraux, et les ‘Nursery Rhymes.’ Ces dernières, comme vous verrez, sont des rimes pour les enfants, et pour la plupart elles sont d’absolu nonsens, mais, comme je vous ai dit, elles ont un certain interêt, vu que tout le monde les a appris et vous en trouvez souvent des citations dans les livres anglais.

Je attends avec grand interêt votre livre dont vous m’avez parle. Vieullez me° croire bien cordialement votre.

[signed] Eric A Blair

P. S. Si par hazard° vous ne connaissez pas le nom de John Rodker, je dois vous expliquer qu’il est critique et it a été un des premiers à apprecier l’oeuvre de James Joyce. Il contribuait au Little Review3 au même temps que James Joyce, T. S. Eliot, Jean Piccaba, Aldous Huxley etc. etc.



219A. To Orwell

22 December 1934 Typewritten

12, rue Bruyère

Le Mans

Dear Mr. Blair,

Thank you a thousand times for the trouble you took in helping me find a correspondent in England for my friend Amato. I am sorry that you yourself were not able to take on placing Italian books but I completely understand your reasons. Yesterday I received a letter from Mr. Rodker and I immediately put him in touch with Amato. I hope that they will get on.

Amato, to whom I have spoken of you and your works – telling him how much I appreciate both – has begged me to ask you for the Italian translation rights of Down and Out and Burmese Days.1 Would you, if you are still free to dispose of them, confer the rights on me? I will do all I can to get your books translated into Italian and find them a market in that country. I don’t always know if your ideas – which hardly seem fascist – would be given free rein in the homeland of Sr. Mussolini.

Yesterday I received the Adelphi and Nursery Rhymes, I do not know how I can thank you enough for sending me them. The article on Malraux is very interesting. I had no idea of his controversy with Trotsky. I don’t know whether Malraux knows of the existence of this article. I will let him know about it. Nursery Rhymes delighted me and will do so for a long time. By reading these charming trifles I have been transported back to the spirit of childhood. No, they are not nonsense. On the contrary, I think all human wisdom takes refuge in the everlasting world of the fairy tale. What are we all looking for, if it is not a better world, one less trying than that in which we live? We possessed it when we were little in the tales of Mother Goose and the songs of the nursery. That world is our true lost paradise. In growing up we have lost our way, but it remains at the root of all our dreams. It is also true internationally because I recall in these rhymes of childhood a ground common to nearly all the nations of our Old Europe, never mind other continents. The story of the Tower of Babel differentiated the languages of the peoples of the world, but it was not able to change what was fundamental to their hearts. I have pondered for a long time over this charming book, which is twice as precious to me because it came from you. When I am feeling down, I will take it from the shelf of my library and I will find in this unreal world reasons for hope, despite our adverse stars which, in sum, make each year more burdensome, in truth, winters through which we are constrained to pass our lives. I have finished correcting the proofs of La Vache Enragée. I am only waiting for a reply from N. R. F. before sending them to you. I will write to you soon in order to discuss that. I do not feel I have the courage today to leave my nursery in order to deal with serious matters and my conclusion will be to wish you a happy Christmas. So goodbye, my dear Blair, and best wishes to you.

Original French Text

Cher Monsieur Blair,

Je vous remercie mille fois du mal que vous vous êtes donné pour m’aider à trouver à mon ami Amato un correspondant en Angleterre. Je regrette que vous n’ayiez pas pu vous charger vous-même du placement de livres italiens, mais je comprends parfaitement vos raisons. J’ai reçu hier une lettre de Mr° Rodker et je l’ai immédiatement mis en relations avec Amato. J’espère qu’ils pourront s’entendre.

Amato, à qui j’ai parlé de vous et de vos oeuvres, en disant de l’un et des autres tout le bien que j’en pense, m’a prié de vous demander les droits de traduction pour l’Italie de ‘Down and Out’ et de ‘Burmese Days’.1 Voulez-vous, si vous en avez encore la libre disposition, me confier ces droits[?]. Je ferai tout mon possible pour faire traduire vos livres en italien, et leur trouver un débouché dans ce pays. Je ne sais toutefois si vos idées, – qui ne me semblent pas précisément fascists –, auront cours dans la patrie de M. Mussolini.

J’ai reçu hier l’Adelphi et les Nursery Rhymes. Je ne saurais assez vous remercier de votre aimable envoi. L’article sur Malraux est très intéressant. J’ignorais absolument sa controverse avec Trotsky. Je ne sais si Malraux connaît cet article. Je le lui communiquerai. Les Nursery Rhymes m’ont enchanté et m’enchanteront longtemps. Je me suis refait en lisant ces charmantes petites choses une âme d’enfantelet. Non, ce ne sont point des non sens.° Je crois, au contraire, que toute la sagessse humaine s’est réfugiée dans cette perpétuelle féerie. Que cherchons nous° tous, sinon un monde plus beau, moins dur que celui où nous vivons? Nous l’avons possédé quand nous étions petits avec les contes de la mère l’Oie et les chansons de nourrices. Ce monde là,° il est notre vrai paradis perdu. En grandissant, nous en avons oublié le chemin, mais il subsiste au fond de tous nos rêves. C’est aussi la véritable internationale, car je retrouve dans ces rimes puériles un fond commun à presque toutes les nations de notre vieille Europe, sans parler des autres continents. L’áventure de la Tour de Babel a bien pu mettre une différence entre les langages des hommes, elle n’a pu parvenir à changer le fond de leur coeur. J’ai médité longuement sur ce délicieux livre, qui me sera doublement cher, puisqu’il me vient de vous. Quand j’aurai le cafard, j’irai le prendre dans le rayon de ma bibliothèque et j’irai chercher dans ce monde irréel des raisons de supporter, celui où notre mauvaise étoile et une somme, chaque année plus lourde, d’hivers nous contraint de vivre. J’ai fini de corriger les épreuves de ‘La vache enragée’, je n’attends qu’une réponse de la N. R. F. pour vous les envoyer. Je vous écrirai prochainement pour vous parler de tout cela. Je ne me sens pas aujourd’huy° le courage de quitter ma nursery pour traiter de chose sérieuses, et ma conclusion sera de vous souhaiter un joyeux Noël. A bientôt donc, mon cher Blair, et cordialèment à vous.



221A. To Orwell

28 December 1934 Typewritten

12, rue Bruyère

Le Mans

Dear Mr. Blair,

I have just received a letter from N. R. F. telling me that it would be better if I sent you my proofs of La Vache Enragée. I am therefore putting them in the same post as this letter. Please can you examine them carefully and let me know, quite directly, anything that does not seem to be quite right, however insignificant it seems? It would be very kind if you would make your corrections and remarks in pencil on the printer’s galley-slips. I will go over them in ink when you have returned the proofs to me.

Here are some points that I would draw to your attention. They are small modifications that I allowed myself with the aim of making this translation in the exact style that would suit a French reader, together with some others that I am suggesting to you without having taken it on myself to make them.

1. Preface – I have slightly modified your first line where I alone was named. For this translation I engaged an English collaborator, expecting to benefit from her knowledge of London. She has done less than I expected and I have been very disappointed in her.1 I have since stopped working with her. As her name will appear next to mine on the cover, she might take offence that you have not named her. On the other hand, I do not want you to name her because she has only caused me problems. I am therefore asking you to be kind enough, if you have no objection, to adopt the impersonal expression, ‘my dedicated translators’, which resolves the problem. I have also very slightly modified the end by referring to the name of your American publisher in a footnote, which makes it more discreet.2

2. As agreed, every time a Frenchman would say ‘tu’ I have replaced ‘you’ by the informal ‘tu’. One would hardly imagine tramps saying ‘vous’. I have also informalised your language by using slang when it helped avoid giving the feel of a translation. But, as you will see, I haven’t abused this.

Likewise, I have often felt the need to modify some of your French quotations in the first part.3 I beg you not to be offended. I have only done this where it appeared to me to be more in harmony with the personality of the character or the general tone of the narrative.

3. Now for a point that is worrying me. It is on page 4 of the galleys. I have changed Charlie to Charlot, as was natural, because the character is French. But this character utters two lines in English.

Fill high the bowl with Samian wine etc4

and he says them with a French accent in front of the customers of the bistro, who, most probably, don’t understand anything he is saying. Don’t you think that, to make the narrative clearer, it would be better to modify this passage slightly? Instead of two lines from Byron (and are they, as I believe, from Don Juan?) I would suggest putting into Charlot’s mouth, who is a well-read boy, but speaking to those who are not very well educated, this line by Ronsard:

‘Cueillez dès aujord’hui les roses de la vie.’5

It closely corresponds to the same idea and would appear more appropriate in the circumstances to what would be expected of Charlot.6

I have also changed Furex to Fureux. This is simply to improve the way it sounds. If you find it unacceptable I shall restore Furex.7

4. Galley 39. I have left grape nuts8 because there is no French equivalent. Please can you be good enough to explain it to me. It doesn’t have any other importance.

I have also left ‘lodging house’, because we do not have anything in France that corresponds to it. The same for coffee shop, pub, etc. But that does not mar the translation and, on the contrary, preserves the local character of the story.

5. For example, in the section in London, I have been a trifle bothered by the dashes that replace certain vulgar expressions. I have been, in the majority of cases, a little less expressive than I should have liked to have been.

For example, in chapter XXV (galley 64), in the argument between the stevedore and the old-age pensioner it is apparent that it is not ‘bastard’ that the antagonists would call each other. The stevedore would call his enemy a ‘poor old fool’, the other would perhaps be less violent on the page. The best thing would be for you to tell me the exact English word that you have replaced with a dash. In many instances it should be bastard. But bastard can be translated in twenty different ways depending on the character who uses the word. So let me know if I can make this passage coarser. I assure you that it will not shock anyone. N. R. F. is not prudish, nor are its readers. The same thing in galley 77. ‘You see that silly old fool?’ Tu vois ce vieux c … là? Let me have your honest opinion on these passages.9

I am closing this very long letter and offering apologies for troubling you with all my scruples, but I should like the translation to be perfect and truly worthy of you. What might explain my doubts to you is the fact that, up until now, I have only translated from American, which is, as you know, noticeably different from English. But I am convinced that La Vache Enragée, given a final polish, will be fine.

It will not be Carco who will contribute our preface, but Panaït Istrati.10 The idea came to Malraux, who read my proofs and really liked your book (Down and Out). He thinks that Carco would not have the finesse to write a preface and that Panaït is the man we need. As I really like Panaït, and because he also has suffered ‘la vache enragée’, he will be well qualified. I agree with Malraux’s feelings.

This letter will arrive at the threshold of the year 1935. May I, therefore, offer you all my most sincere good wishes for this new year.

All the best to you, dear Mr. Blair.

One more thing. Would you be so kind as to send back the proofs without delay. Don’t use the N. R. F. addressed-label but please send the proofs to me at 12, rue Bruyère au Mans.

Original French Text

Cher Monsieur Blair,

Je viens de recevoir de la N. R. F. une lettre me disant qu’il est préférable que je vous envoie mes épreuves de ‘La Vache Enragée’. Je les mets donc à la poste par ce même courrier. Je vous prie de vouloir bien les examiner attentivement et me signaler sans aucun ménagement tout ce qui vous paraîtra clocher si peu que ce soit. Vous serez bien aimable de faire vos corrections et vos remarque au crayon sur les placards d’imprimerie. Je les repasserai à l’encre lorsque vous m’aurez returné les épreuves.

Voici quelques points sur lesquels j’attire votre attention. Ce sont quelques légères modifications que je me suis permises dans le but de mettre cette traduction tout à fait dans l’atmosphere qui convient au lecteur français, et quelques autres que je vous suggère sans avoir pris sur moi de les faire.

1° – Préface – J’ai modifié légèrement votre première ligne où j’étais nommé exclusivement. J’avais en effet pris pour ce livre, escomptant sa connaissance des choses de Londres, une collabatrice anglaise, qui s’est révélée tout à fait au-dessous de ce que j’attendais d’elle et dont je me suis séparé depuis.1 Comme son nom figurera à côté du mien sur la couverture, elle pourrait se froisser que vous ne l’ayez pas nommée. Mais, comme, d’autre part, je ne désire pas du tout que vous la nommiez, car elle ne m’a causé que des ennuis, je vous demande de vouloir bien, si vous n’y voyez pas d’inconvénient, conserver la formule impersonnelle ‘mes dévoués traducteurs’, qui arrange tout. J’ai également modifié très légèrement la fin en renvoyant en note le nom de votre éditeur américain, ce qui fait plus discret.2

2° – Il est entendu qu’à toutes les fois qu’un français° dirait ‘tu’ j’ai remplacé ‘you’ par le tutoiement. On ne concevrait guère des clochards se disant vous. J’ai également un peu ‘argotisé’ leur langage, quand cela était susceptible de donner de la couleur à la traduction. Mais, comme vous le verrez, je n’en ai pas abusé.

De même, j’ai souvent été amené à modifier un peu vos citations françaises de la première partie.3 Je vous demande de ne pas vous en formaliser. Je ne l’ai fait que dans la mesure où cela me paraissait plus en harmonie avec le caractère du personnage ou le ton général du récit.

3° – Voice maintenant un point qui me tracasse. C’est à la page 4 des placards. J’ai transformé Charlie en Charlot, comme il était naturel, puisque le personnage est français. Mais ce personnage débit deux vers anglais:

Fill high the bowl with Samian wine etc.4

et il les dit avec l’accent français devant les consommateurs du bistrot, qui, vraissemblablement n’y comprennent rien. Ne pensez-vos pas que, pour l’intelligence du récit, il vaudrait mieux modifier un peu ce passage. Au lieu des deux vers de Byron (est-ce bien de Don Juan comme je l’ai cru?) je vous proposerais de mettre dans la bouche de Charlot, garçon lettré, mais s’addressant à des gens peu instruits, ce vers de Ronsard:

Cueillez dès aujord’hui les roses de la vie.5

Il correspond sensiblement à la même idée et semblerait plus vraissemblable dans les circonstances où se trouve Charlot.6

J’ai également transformé Furex en Fureux. Simple convenance de son. Si vous y voyez quelque inconvénient je rétablirai Furex.7

4° – Placard 39. J’ai laissé grape nuts8 n’ayant pas l’équivalent français présent à l’esprit. Voulez-vous avoir l’obligeance de me l’indiquer. Cela n’a d’ailleurs aucune importance.

J’ai de même laissé partout ‘lodging house’, car nous n’avons rien en France qui corresponde à cela. De même pour coffee shop, pub, etc. Mais cela ne nuit pas à la traduction et lui conserve au contraire toute la couleur locale du récit.

5° – Par exemple, dans la partie Londres, j’ai été un peu gêné par les tirets qui remplacent certains mots grossiers. J’ai été, dans la plupart des cas, un peu moins expressif que je ne l’aurais voulu.

Ainsi Chap. XXV (placard 64) la dispute entre le débardeur et le vieux retraité. Il est évident que ce n’est peut être° pas ‘salaud’ que se diraient ces antagonistes. Le débardeur traiterait son adversaire de ‘pauv’vieux con’, l’autre moins à la page serait peut-être moins violent. Le mieux serait que vous m’indiquiez exactement le mot anglais que vous avez remplacé par un tiret. Dans beaucoup de cas ce doit être bastard. Mais bastard peut se traduire de vingt façons différentes suivant le personnage qui emploie ce terme. Dites moi donc si je puis un peu corser ce pass[a]ge. Je vous assure que cela ne choquera personne. La N. R. F. n’est pas bégueule, ni ses lecteurs non plus. Même chose placard 77. ‘You see that silly old fool?’ Tu vois ce vieux c … là? Dites moi bien franchement votre avis sur tout cela.9

Je clos cette très longue lettre et m’excuse de vous importuner avec tous mes scruples, mais je voudrais que cette traduction fût parfaite et vraiment digne de vous. Ce qui vous expliquera mes hésitations c’est le fait que, jusqu’a présent, je n’avais traduit que de l’américain, qui est, vous le savez, sensiblement différent de l’anglais. Mais je suis persuadé que ‘La Vache Enragée’, une fois le dernier coup de rabot donné, aura bonne allure.

Ce ne sera pas Carco qui fera notre préface, mais Panaït Istrati.10 L’idée vient de Malraux, qui a lu mes épreuves et aime beaucoup votre livre (Down and Out). Il trouve que Carco serait peu qualifié pour préfacer votre livre et que Panaït est l’homme qu’il nos faut. Comme j’aime beaucoup Panaït et qu’il a en effet mangé lui aussi de la ‘vache enragée’, il sera plus qualifié. Je m’en remets au sentiments de Malraux.

Cette lettre vous arrivera au seuil de l’année 1935. Permettez moi donc de vous offrir tous mes voeux les plus sincères et les plus sympathiques pour cette nouvelle année. Croyez-moi, cher Monsieur Blair, bien cordialement vôtre,

Un mot encore. Soyez assez aimable pour me renvoyer les épreuves sans trop tarder. Ne vous servez pas de l’étiquette N. R. F. et veuillez adresser les épreuves chez moi 12, rue Bruyère au Mans.



221B. To R. N. Raimbault

31 December 1934 Handwritten picture postcard

3 Warwick Mansions

Pond Street

Hampstead

N. W. 3

[No salutation]

Thank you for the proofs I shall return them in a week’s time,

Best wishes

Eric A Blair

Original French Text

[No salutation]

Merci pour les épreuves. Je vous les rendrai après une semaine.

Bien cordialement

Eric A Blair



221C. To R. N. Raimbault

3 January 1935 Typewritten in English with handwritten PS at head of letter

3 Warwick Mansions

Pond Street

Hampstead

N. W.3

P. S. I will send the proofs under a separate cover.

Dear Monsieur Raimbault,

I wonder if you will forgive my writing in English this time, as I want to make sure that I do not make any misstatements?

Before anything else, I want to thank you very much for making such an extraordinarily good job of the translation of ‘Down and Out.’ Without flattering you I can truthfully say that I am not only delighted but also greatly astonished to see how good it seems when translated. As to the Paris part, I honestly think it is better in French than in English, and I am delighted with the way you have done the conversations. Allowing for the fact that there are, naturally, a good many slang words that I don’t know, that is exactly how I imagined the characters talking. Let’s hope that the book will have a success proportionate to your efforts, and that we shan’t get into too much trouble with the hotel fraternity – for we must expect at any rate some trouble from them, I am afraid. If I am challenged to fight a duel by any hotel proprietor, perhaps you will second me.1

I have been through the proofs with great care and have made my corrections in pencil, as you asked. I have made alterations or suggestions (nearly all of them are very small) on the following pages: 1, 2, 4, 8, 9, [10 inserted in ms] 15, [12 18 inserted in ms] 19, 21, 26, 33, 34, 35, 38, 39, 41 [not crossed through but queried], 42, 50, 56, 61, 62, [63 inserted in ms] 64, 66, 68, 69, 73, 77, 78, 81, 82, 83, 84, 85, 86, 90, 93.2 Most of them are nothing more important than commas out of place etc. In about half a dozen cases I have found, or thought I found, a slight mistranslation, and in these cases I have explained myself as well as I could in the margin. As to the quarrel between the stevedore and the old age pensioner, I enclose herewith a copy of it with the blanks filled in and the words explained.3 You will be able to use your judgement if you wish to rewrite that speech. In the one or two instances where I have written in the margin ‘it would be better to write so and so,’ I mean, of course, ‘something to that effect,’ as I know that what I suggest is not likely to be in perfect French. I have made my proof-corrections, by the way, in French. I hope you will be able to read and understand them.

I spoke to my agent, Mr Moore, about handing over the Italian rights of ‘Down and Out’ and ‘Burmese Days.’ He says that Mr. Amato may certainly have the Italian rights, only, in case of his finding any publisher willing to commission their translation into Italian, will he please communicate with

Messrs. Christy and Moore

    Literary Agents

        222 Strand

            London W.C.

By the terms of my contract with him, I have to make all business arrangements through Mr Moore.

Thanking you again, and wishing all success to the book when it appears, I am

Yours very sincerely

[signed] Eric A Blair



221D. To Orwell

6 January 1934 [for 1935] Typewritten

12 rue Bruyère

Le Mans

Dear Mr. Blair,

Yesterday I returned your corrected proofs to N. R. F having taken in your instructions. I thank you profoundly for having taken the trouble to go back over them again with so much care. I am embarrassed about the pains you have taken. All the kind things that you write greatly encourage me. I have done my best and am happy that you are satisfied with the translation of your book. Now, thanks to you, I think that it will be almost perfect. Your corrections were a great help to me. I removed the few mistranslations and false meanings that you pointed out and I think that it will now read very well. This collaboration between the author and the translator is preferable whenever it is possible. I realise that you know French very well. And when I translate Burmese Days instead of having to turn to an associate whom I should be weak enough to think was more learned than I am but who did nothing but make mistakes,1 it is to you yourself from whom I shall seek clarifications if I need them.

I have not, however, precisely followed all your suggestions. Here are four points where I thought I should stick to my text.

1. Bien que je sache … bien que je susse (although I know … although I booze): You were right in principle and the concordance of the tense is formal at this point. It is the imperfect subjunctive which would be suitable … but in French one avoids as much as possible words ending in -asse and -usse, especially when, as here, they create a misunderstanding: que je susse: que je suce (that I am: that I suck). I have therefore dodged the issue and written ‘bien que je ne l’eusse pas su’ (although I had not known it).

2. Grand-duc. These are all the members, even distant uncles and cousins, of the Russian imperial family. The titles of the Russian nobles are extremely complicated and really, other than grand dukes, there are only counts and barons. I think that by keeping ‘grand duc’ we will not offend anyone, because all smart refugees call themselves ‘grand duke’.

3. Week day: jour de semain. No confusion is possible. It is what one calls every day except Sunday.

4. Peu de balles signifie: rien. It translates as ‘you’ll never get a drop off real toffs’.2 I could also put ‘Les gens rupins ne vous donnent pas un radis’, that would have the same meaning.

5. Nearer, my God, to Thee.3 Unnecessary to insert a footnote. The French, since the shipwreck of the Titanic, know what it means.

On the other hand, I removed the footnote ‘jeune squelette’ [young skeleton]. You were right. And I replaced the verse by Byron with that of Ronsard. As for everything else, I followed your suggestions exactly.

Do not worry about the hotel fraternity. In any case, if they challenge you to a duel I shall second you. I am already sharpening my great sword.

Thank you for the information on the Italian rights of Down and Out and Burmese Days. I will pass it on to Amato.

I am expecting to receive here some of the proofs of the layout. I will let you know the date of publication. Thank you again for all your kindness. I wrote yesterday to N. R. F. to find out Malraux’s opinion of Burmese Days. I should really like the rights to be bought from you.

Best wishes

Original French Text

Cher Monsieur Blair,

J’ai retourné hier à la N. R. F. les épreuves corrigées suivant vos indications. Je vous remercie vivement de vous être donné la peine de les revoir avec tant de soin. Je suis confus de mal que je vous ai donné. Toutes les choses aimables que vous m’écrivez me sont un précieux encouragement. Je fait de mon mieux et je suis content que vous soyez satisfait de la traduction de votre livre. Maintentant, grâce à vous, je pense qu’elle° sera presque parfaite. Vos corrections m’ont été d’un grand secours. J’ai fait disparaître les quelques contresens et faux-sens que vous m’avez signalés, et je crois que tout ira très bien ainsi. Cette collaboration de l’auteur est du traducteur est certainement ce qu’il y a de préférable lorsqu’elle est possible. Je me rends compte que vous savez très bien le français. Et lorsque je traduirai ‘Burmese Days’, au lieu d’avoir recours à un collaborateur que j’ai eu la faiblesse de croire plus savant que moi et qui ne m’a fait que des bêtises,1 c’est à vous-même que je demanderai des éclaircissements si j’en ai besoin.

Je n’ai cependant pas suivi absolument toutes vos suggestions. Voice quatre points sur lesquels j’ai cru devoir conserver mon texte.

1° – Bien que je sache … bien que je susse: Vous aviez raison en principe et la concordance des temps est formelle sur ce point. C’est bien l’imparfait du subjonctif qui convenait … mais le français évite autant que possible les terminaisons en asse et usse, surtout lorsque, comme ici, elles créeraient un quiproquo: que je susse: que je suce. J’ai donc pris la tangente et écris bien que je ne l’eusse pas su.

2° – Grand-duc. Ce sont tous les membres, même oncles et cousins éloignés, de la famille impériale russe. Les titres de noblesse russes sont extrêmement compliqués et, pratiquement, en dehors des grand-ducs il n’y a que des comtes et des barons. Je crois qu’en gardant ‘grand-duc’, nous n’offenserons personne, car tout réfugié russe un peu chic se dit grand-duc.

3° – week day: jour de semaine. Aucune confusion possible, c’est ainsi qu’on appelle tout autre jour que le dimanche.

4° – Peau de balles signifie: rien. Il traduit bien ‘You’ll never get a drop off real toffs’.2 J’aurais pu mettre aussi ‘Les gens rupins ne vous donnent pas un radis’ cela aurait eu le même sens.

5° – Nearer, my God, to Thee.3 Inutile de mettre une note. Tous les Français, depuis le naufrage du Titanic, savent ce que c’est.

Par contre, j’ai supprimé la note du ‘jeune squelette’. Vous aviez raison. Et j’ai remplacé les vers de Byron par celui de Ronsard. Et pour tout le reste j’ai suivi exactement vos suggestions.

N’ayez aucun crainte quant à l’association des hôteliers. En tous les cas, s’il vous cherchent noise, je vous servirai de second. J’aiguise déjà ma grande épée.

Merci pour le rensignement sur les droits de ‘Down and Out’ et de ‘Burmese Days’ pour l’Italie. Je vais transmettre à Amato.

Je compte recevoir d’ici peu les épreuves de mise en pages. Je vous dirai la date de la publication. Merci encore de toute votre amabilité. J’ai écrit hier à la N. R. F. pour savoir l’opinion de Malraux sur ‘Burmese Days’. Je voudrais bien qu’on vous achète les droits.

Amicalement à vous.



225A. To R. N. Raimbault

30 January 1935 Typewritten

3 Warwick Mansions

Pond Street

Hampstead

N.W.3

Dear Mr. Raimbault,

I hope that you will forgive me for not having thanked you earlier for your charming present, but, as you can imagine, I wanted to read your book before speaking to you about it. Truly, without flattering you, it delighted me. You must have studied the history of your country for a long time! The illustrations are also very pretty. You have inspired in me a strong desire to visit Le Mans, and, if I am in France again, I will not miss going there to spend some time. I especially want to see the Cathédrale St-Julien.1

I hope that all will go well when La Vache Enragée comes out. I don’t think that Burmese Days has done very well in America. The reviews that I have received were not bad but there have not been enough of them. My next novel will be published in March; I have just finished correcting the proofs.2 It is, unfortunately, a novel I don’t like at all, and it’s not worth the effort of translating it into French even if we succeed in finding a publisher. However, if you think you might be interested in having a copy for yourself, I will be delighted to send you one.

With, once again, all my thanks and kind regards to you.3

[signed] Eric A Blair.

Original French Text

Cher Monsieur Raimbault,

J’espère que vous me pardonnerez pour ne pas avoir fait plus tôt mes remercîments° pour votre charmant cadeau; mais, comme vous vous° pouvez imaginer, j’ai voulu lire votre livre avant de vous en parler. Vraiment, sans vous faire aucune flatterie, j’en suis charmé. Que vous devez avoir etudié longtemps l’histoire de votre pays! Les illustrations aussi sont très belles. Vous avez inspiré en moi un désir très vif de visiter le Mans, et si jamais je suis en France de nouveau, je me manquerai pas d’y aller passer quelques temps. Surtout j’ai grand envie de voir la cathédrale St-Julien.1

J’espère, que tout ira bien quand ‘La Vache Enragée’ paraitra. Je ne crois pas que ‘Burmese Days’ a très bien marché en Amérique. Les critiques que j’ai reçues n’étaient pas mal, mais il n’y en avaient pas assez. Mon prochain roman doit paraitre en Mars; je viens de corriger les epreuves.2 C’est, malheuresement, un roman qui ne me plait pas du tout, et il ne vaudrait pas la peine de le faire traduire en français meme si on réussissait à trouver un éditeur. Mais si vous croyez qu’il vous intéresserait d’en avoir un exemplaire pour vous-même, je serait charmé vous en envoyer un.

Avec, encore une fois, tous mes remercîments,3 bien cordialement a vous

[signed] Eric A. Blair



242B. To R. N. Raimbault

11 March 1935 Typewritten

77 Parliament Hill

Hampstead

N.W.3

Dear Mr. Raimbault,

As I promised, I have sent you a copy of my new novel.1 Unfortunately, it is a novel that I don’t like at all and I don’t want you even2 to think of translating it into French. It is tripe.3 However, there is a passage which I am quite happy with and which might interest you, if you have the time to read it. It is the first part of the third chapter, that which starts here.4 I have taken the liberty of writing (in pencil, so that you can erase5 them) some notes on it which explain slang expressions, quotations etc.

I await with great interest the publication of La Vache Enragée. After all, Gollancz is going to publish Burmese Days in England this autumn.6 I have only to change names etc. It is such a pity that he did not want to risk publishing it a year ago.

If you have occasion to write to me, my address will be as above. I have a flat of my own now, which suits me much better than living with my boss.7

Yours Sincerely,

[signed] Eric Blair

Original French Text

Mon cher Monsieur Raimbault,

Comme je vous avais promis, je vous ai expedié un exemplaire de mon nouveau roman.1 Malheureusement, c’est un roman qui ne me plait pas du tout, et surtout je ne veux pas que vous pensiez mème2 à la traduire en français. C’est un ‘barbouillage.’3 Mais il y a quand-même un passage dont je suis assez content et qui vous intéresserait, peut-être, si vous aviez le temps de le lire. C’est la première partie du troisième chapitre – celle qui commence à la here.4 J’ai pris la liberté d’y écrire (en crayon, pour que vous puissiez les eraser5) des notes qui expliquent les expressions d’argot, les citations etc.

J’attends avec grand interêt la publication de ‘La Vache Enragée.’ Apres tout, Gollancz va publier ‘Burmese Days’ en Angleterre cet Automne. Il ne m’a fait changer que des noms etc.6 C’est grand dommage qu’il n’en a pas voulu risquer la publication il y a une année.

Si vous avez occasion de m’écrire, mon adresse sera comme au-dessus. J’ai un apartement du mien maintenant, ce qui me convient beaucoup mieux que d’habiter chez mon patron.7

Recevez, cher monsieur, l’expression de mes sentiments les plus agréables.

[signed] Eric Bair



242C. To Orwell

16 March 1935 Typewritten

12, Rue Bruyère

Le Mans

My dear friend,(1)

I owe you a thousand apologies, because I have recently neglected my very dear correspondents. Intense laziness, followed probably by flu in the form know as wandering, in other words one walks without taking medicine and which takes its revenge by giving you a brain of cotton and flannel legs, is the main cause.

But I don’t want to wait longer before thanking you for your lovely book and for the kind dedication that gives it, in my eyes, a very special value. You are so very good to have thought of me and to have clarified your text with notes that have enabled me fully to appreciate your night in Trafalgar Square. I am so busy and so tired at the moment that I have only flashed my eyes over it. But this simple glimpse has already been enough to demonstrate that you were very harsh about your work in describing it as tripe. I only skimmed through the Walpurgis Night2 of Trafalgar Square and it seemed to me at first glance something amazing, powerful and strange, typically yours and perfectly original, but which nonetheless leaves me recalling this and that – the great Goethe himself and certain pages of La Tentation de Saint-Antoine by our Flaubert.3 I intend to reread it when more rested and then to write you a longer letter. I think it is necessary, in order to appreciate the setting fully, to immerse myself in the atmosphere of the book and to get to know intimately the principal characters. I shall start again from the beginning. But I protest with all my might against your word ‘tripe’ and I am not promising not to wish to translate A Clergyman’s Daughter.

Thank you for all the kind things that you said to me in relation to my little book on Le Mans. My biggest wish would be that it has inspired you to want to see our magnificent cathedral, and I would be happy to show you the gargoyles and the crows who are my personal friends.

You asked me for news about La Vache Enragée. I wrote to N. R. F. a few weeks ago, and Panaït Istrati, who must be out of France, has still not replied. As it is upon him and his preface that the date of publication of the book depends, I hope he is now on his way back and that I will not be kept in the dark much longer. I hope that the book will appear before Easter. I shall write to N. R. F. today and shall tell you of their response. Malraux also owes me a reply in relation to your Burmese Days that he was to put before the Reading Committee.

I am pleased that your publisher has decided to publish this book in England for I enjoyed it so much. I am convinced that the English have better taste than Americans. Our friends on the other side of the Atlantic are closed by a triple lock to questions of colour. Moreover, they don’t have any understanding of colonial questions. Have you sent your book to Upton Sinclair as I suggested?4 He could be useful to you in America, and in certain environments more capable of understanding you than businessmen from New York or Chicago. I don’t really see what difference the name changes will make to the ideas in your book.5 I am convinced that it will be a success. I do wish Malraux would reply to me. If a French translation could be published about the same time as the English republication, I believe that it would give your book excellent publicity.

One more thing I should like to ask you. Have you written any short stories? I am in the process of preparing many of Faulkner’s which I shall pass on to N. R. F., Révue de Paris, Europe, Mesures etc. It would undoubtedly be possible to publish yours as well. In that case we should certainly sort out publication details between us directly without going through your literary agent. The remuneration made by reviews and journals is not, in general, very great and the royalties arising from publication, after publishers and literary agents have taken their cut, leaves virtually nothing for the author and translator.

I was glad to learn that you are well settled in a flat suited to your taste where you can write and work in peace. It will be better than lodging-houses or spending nights on the Embankment!

I will write to you as soon as I have finished reading A Clergyman’s Daughter, and as soon as I have news to give you about our ‘Vache’.

Best wishes to you.

[At the foot of the first page of Raimbault’s letter, numbered 1 in parentheses is Raimbault’s own footnote]:

(1) Don’t you think that we should dispose of, at least until the next century or thereabouts, the ceremonial ‘monsieur’? We are beginning to get to know each other a bit too well for that. Moreover, as I am the eldest, I shall start. (Translator’s note)

Original French Text

Cher ami,(1)

Je vous dois mille excuses, car j’ai beaucoup négligé ces temps-ci mes cher correspondants. Une flemme intense, suite probable d’une grippe de la forme dite baladeuse, c’est à dire° qu’on promène sans la soigner et qui se venge en vous faisant un cerveau en coton et des jambes en flanelle, en est la principale cause.

Mais je ne veux pas attendre plus longtemps pour vous remercier de votre beau livre et de l’amicale dédicace qui lui donne à mes yeux une valeur toute particulière. Vous êtes mille fois aimable d’avoir pensé à moi et d’avoir éclairé votre texte par des notes qui me permettront de goûter pleinement votre nuit de Trafalgar Square. Je suis si occupé, et si fatigué, en ce moment que je n’ai fait qu’y jeter les yeux. Mais ce simple coup d’oeil a déjà suffi à me montrer que vous étiez bien sévère pour votre oeuvre en la qualifiant de ‘barbouillage’. J’ai parcouru seulement la Nuit de Walpurgis2 de Trafalgar Square et elle m’a paru à première vue quelque chose d’étonnant, de puissant et d’étrange, bien à vous, certes et parfaitement originale, mais qui ne laisse pas de me rappeler ça et là le grand Goethe lui-même et certaines pages de la Tentation de Saint-Antoine de notre Flaubert.3 Je me propose de relire tout cela à tête reposée et de vous en écrire plus longuement. Comme il me semble nécessaire, pour goûter totalement cette scène de me mettre dans l’atmosphère du livre et de connaître intimement les principaux personnages, je vais recommencer par le commencement. Mais je proteste de toute mon énergie contre votre mot de ‘barbouillage’, et je ne vous promets pas du tout de n’avoir pas envie de traduire ‘A clergyman’s daughter’.

Merci de toutes les gentilles choses que vous me dites au sujet de mon petit livre sur le° Mans. Mon plus cher désir serait qu’il vous eût inspiré l’envie de voir notre magnifique cathédrale, et je serais heureux de vous présenter ses gargouilles et ses corneilles qui sont mes amies personnelles.

Vous me demandez des nouvelles de la ‘Vache enragée’. Il y a quelques semaines, on m’écrivait de la N. R. F. que Panaït Istrati, que devait être absent de France, n’avait pas encore répondu. Comme c’est de lui et de sa préface que dépend la date de publication du livre, j’espère qu’il est maintenant de retour et que je ne vais pas tarder à être fixé. Je désirerais que le livre parût avant Pâques. Je vais écrire dès aujourd’hui à la N. R. F. et vous informerai de la réponse que j’aurai obtenue. Malraux me doit également une réponse au sujet de votre ‘Burmese days°’ qu’il a dû présenter au comité de lecture.

Je suis heureux que votre éditeur se décide à publier en Angleterre ce livre qui m’a beaucoup plu. Je suis persuadé que les Anglais le goûteront mieux que les Américains. Nos amis d’outre Atlantique° sont fermés à triple verrou à ces questions de couleurs. Ils n’ont d’ailleurs aucun sens des questions coloniales. Aviez vous fait envoyer votre livre à Upton Sinclair comme je vous l’avais suggéré?4 Il pourrait vous être utile en Amérique auprès de certains milieux plus aptes à vous comprendre que les businessmen de N. Y. ou de Chicago. Je ne vois pas très bien ce que les changements de noms feront aux idées contenues dans votre livre.5 Je suis persuadé qu’il aura du succès. Je voudrais bien que Malraux me réponde à son sujet. Si une traduction français pouvait paraître presqu’en même temps que la réédition anglaise, je crois que cela ferait à votre livre une excellente publicité.

Une chose que je voulais aussi vous demander. Avez-vous écrit des nouvelles (short stories)? Je suis entrain d’en préparer plusiers de Faulkner que je vais faire passer à la N. R. F., Revue de Paris, Europe, Mesures etc. Il me serait sans doute possible d’en publier aussi des vôtres. Dans ce cas nous pourrions sans doute nous arranger directement sans passer par votre agent littéraire. La rétribution que donnent les revues et les journaux n’est généralement pas très forte et les droits que prélèvent sur la publication les éditeurs ou les agents littéraires finissent par ne presque plus rien laisser à l’auteur et au traducteur.

Je suis heureux d’apprendre que vous allez être bien installé dans un appartement à votre goût où vous pourrez écrire et travailler en paix. Cela vaudra mieux que les lodging-houses ou les nuits de l’Embankment!

Je vous écrirai dès que j’aurai achevé la lecture de ‘A clergyman’s daughter’ et que j’aurai des nouvelles à vous donner de notre ‘Vache’.

Bien amicalement à vous.

[At the foot of the first page of Raimbault’s letter, numbered 1 in parentheses is Raimbault’s own footnote]:

(1) Ne trouvez-pas que nous pourrions remiser, provisoirement, jusqu’au prochain siècle ou environ, le cérémonieux ‘monsieur’? Nous commençons à nous connaître assez pour cela. D’ailleurs, c’est moi l’aîné, et je commence. (Note du traducteur)


The French translation of Down and Out, La Vache Enragée, translated by R. N. Raimbault and Gwen Gilbert, was published in the series, Éditions de la Nouvelle Révue Française, by Librarie Gallimard, Paris, on 2 May 1935. 5,500 copies were printed and they were sold at 15 frs each.





246B. To Orwell

1 July 1935 Typewritten

[no address]

Dear Mr. Blair,

You must be asking yourself what we are doing, La Vache Enragée and I. I have owed you a letter for a long time and I ask you to forgive me for my long silence.

But here is the news. La Vache Enragée has just been published and, as for me, I no longer feel impelled to vanish.

I am sending you two copies of the translation of your book. You will see in it the preface by Panaït Istrati. We nearly didn’t get it. Panaït sent it to me from Bucharest just ten days before he died.1 It was written by the hand of a dying man, and he begged me to look it over because he no longer felt certain of his French. In fact, I had very little to correct. As it is, in its naked simplicity, it constitutes a touching document of rare value. It is the last work of this great and pure writer; certain phrases resound like a literary testament. I am so happy that your book provided the context for the last creation of a man who, more than any other, was made to understand you, and who, in effect, understood you so well.

Were it not that the crisis in bookselling was so critical, one would expect a success but I do not wish, nor can I make any forecast. I am certain, however, that the critics will talk about La Vache Enragée. I shall keep you informed as to what they say. The people whom I have got to read the book have found it remarkably interesting.

Malraux, who is preoccupied by the publication of his latest book, Le Temps du mépris [Days of Contempt, 1935] and meetings with writers, in which he takes an active part, has still not found the time to read Burmese Days. I will write to him to beg him to do so straight away, because, now that the translation of your first book has been published, regard must be paid to that of your second. Furthermore, I am convinced that Malraux will like Burmese Days. I spoke warmly to him about you and he is interested in what you are doing. Down and Out fascinated him and he it was who gave me the idea of asking Panaït Istrati for a preface rather than Carco, whom I originally spoke to you about.

Amid all the work and my tiredness in this third term, I have, however, found some free evenings to read A Clergyman’s Daughter. My second impression has not contradicted the first. You are too harsh about your book. It is a book which is often powerful and makes remarkable observations, strange – in particular your surprising scene in Trafalgar Square – full of humour, sometimes fierce, and written boldly and with captivating originality. Despite your preconceptions, I have directly asked myself whether your book would interest the French public and whether I should, despite your too harsh criticism, abandon the idea of translating it. It is without doubt, very typically English, but no more than the second part of Down and Out, and the characters, especially the one, so well observed and so well painted of Dorothy, are typically humane. I shall turn it over in my mind.

What have you been doing since I had the pleasure of receiving your news? You are without a doubt in the process of writing a new novel. Do not forget that I will always be very happy to know about your projects and to rejoice in their completion.

As for me, I haven’t done much these past three months. Around Easter I was already very tired of my academic work. At the moment I am slightly more tired and I am longing for the holidays which are thankfully not too far distant. I had just enough energy to translate some of Faulkner’s short stories and take forward the translation of the book that I expect to be published this autumn. My book Le Mans au Fil des Ans [‘Le Mans Through the Years’],2 which you were good enough to praise so kindly, won quite a big literary prize, The Prize for Tourist Literature, sponsored by a large tourism and motorcar journal. It is on sale and continues to sell like hot cakes in this warm weather, with everyone leaving for the seaside and with tourism on a grand scale. But I should like to be able to express myself in a different type of work.

I hope you are completely settled-in in your new flat and that you manage to forget in your pleasant ‘home’ the bad dream of Parisian bugs and London lodging-houses – a bad dream that enabled you write a really fine book; a book which poor Panaït took with him into perpetuity and that I am proud to have translated in order to make it known to the French public.

I look forward to hearing your news,

Yours sincerely.

Original French Text

Cher Monsieur Blair,

vous° devez vous demander ce que nous devenons, La Vache Enragée et moi. Je vous dois en effet une lettre depuis bien longtemps et je vous prie de m’excuser de mon long silence.

Mais voici des nouvelles. ‘La Vache Enragée’ vient de paraître quant à moi je ne me sens pas encore disposé à disparaître.

Je vous fais envoyer deux exemplaires de la traduction de votre livre. Vous y verrez la préface de Panaït Istrati. Nous avons bien failli ne pas l’avoir. Panaï me l’a envoyée de Bucarest juste dix jours avant sa mort,1 écrite déjà d’une écriture de moribond, en me priant de la revoir parce qu’il ne se sentait plus très sûr de son français. En fait, j’ai eu assez peu à corriger. Telle qu’elle est, dans sa nue simplicité, elle constitue un document émouvant et d’une rare valeur. C’est la toute dernière oeuvre de ce grand et pur écrivain; certaines phrases résonnent comme un testament littéraire. Je suis heureux que votre livre ait été l’occasion de cette dernière création d’un homme qui, plus que tout autre, était fait pour vous comprendre, et qui vous a en effet si bien compris.

Si la crise de la librairie n’était pas plus aiguë que jamais, on pourrait escompter un succès. Mais je ne veux ni ne puis faire aucun pronostic. Je suis cependant certain que la critique parlera de ‘La Vache Enragée’. Je vous tiendrai au courant de ce qu’on en dira. Les quelques personnes auxquelles j’ai fait lire le livre l’ont trouvé remarquablement intéressant.

Malraux, fort occupé par la publication de son dernier livre, ‘Le temps du mépris’, et les meetings d’ecrivains auxquels il prend une part active, n’a pas encore trouvé le temps de lire ‘Burmese Days’. Je vais lui écrire pour l’en prier instamment, car, maintenant que la traduction de votre premier livre est parue, il faudrait songer à celle du second. Je suis d’ailleurs persuadé que ‘Burmese Days’ plaira à Malraux. Je lui ai parlé de vous avec sympathie et il s’intéresse à ce que vous faites. ‘Down and Out’ l’avait passioné et c’est lui qui m’a donné l’idée de demander une préface à Panaït Istrati plutôt qu’à Carco dont je vous avais d’abord parlé.

Au milieu de tout mon travail et de toute ma fatigue de ce troisième trimestre, j’ai pourtant fini par trouver quelques soirées de loisir pour lire ‘A Clergyman’s Daughter’. Ma seconde impression n’a pas démenti la première. Vous me semblez trop sévère pour votre livre. C’est une oeuvre souvent puissante, remarquablement observée, étrange –, en particulier votre étonnante scène de Trafalgar Square –, pleine d’un humour parfois féroce, et écrite avec une audace et une originalité prenantes. Malgré votre idée préconçue, je me demande en vérité si ce livre n’intéresserait pas le public français et si je dois, suivant en cela votre trop rigoureuse volonté, renoncer à le traduire. Sans doute, il est très anglais, spécifiquement anglais, mais pas plus que le seconde partie de ‘Down and Out’; et les caractères, surtout celui, si bien observé et si bien peint de Dorothy, sont, eux, spécifiquement humains. Je réfléchirai à tout cela.

Que devennez vous° donc depuis que je n’ai eu le plaisir d’avoir de vos nouvelles? Sans doute êtes vous° en train de composer un nouveau roman. N’oubliez pas que je serai toujours très heureux de connaître vos projets et d’applaudir à leur réalisation.

Quant à moi, je n’ai pas fait grand chose° depuis trois mois. J’étais déjà vers Pâques très fatigué de mon travail scolaire, je le suis un peu plus encore actuellement et j’aspire aux vacances qui ne vont heureusement pas tarder. J’ai en tout juste l’énergie nécessaire pour traduire quelques nouvelles de Faulkner et avancer un peu la traduction du livre que je compte faire paraître cet automne. Mon livre ‘Le Mans au Fil des Ans’,2 que vous avez eu le gentillesse d’apprécier avec une amicale indulgence, m’a valu un prix littéraire assez important, le Prix de Littérature Touristique, fondé par une grande revue de tourisme et d’automobilisme. Il s’est vendu et continue à se vendre comme des petits pains en cette saison de chaudes journées, d’exodes vers la mer et de tourisme à grand rayon. Mais j’aimerais pouvoir m’exprimer dans un ouvrage d’une autre sorte.

J’espère que vous êtes tout à fait installé dans votre nouvel appartement et que vous achevez d’oublier dans ce plaisant ‘home’ le mauvais rêve des punaises parisiennes et des lodging-houses londoniens. Un mauvais rêve qui vous a fait écrire un bien beau livre, un livre dont le pauvre Panaït a emporté l’image dans l’au-delà, et que je suis fier d’avoir traduit et de faire connaître au public français.

En attendant d’avoir de vos nouvelles, veuillez recevoir, cher Monsieur Blair, l’expression de mes sentiments les plus cordiaux.


Despite Raimbault’s and Orwell’s hopes, by March 1953 this edition of Down and Out had still not sold out.





246C. To R. N. Raimbault

13 July 1935 Typewritten

77 Parliament Hill

Hampstead

N.W.3

My dear Raimbault,

(You are quite right, it is not worth the trouble of using ‘monsieur’ between friends.) I received your letter ten days ago but I was waiting for the copies of La Vache Enragée to arrive before replying to you.1 You can well understand how sorry I was to hear that Mr. Istrati had died. He wasn’t, I think, even fifty years old.2 What is, for me, the saddest thing of all is that I couldn’t even thank Mr. Istrati for having written the introduction to my book. As for the production of La Vache Enragée, I really like it, and I was very amused by the footnotes that you had added on English swearwords. If you were in England, you would probably get six months in prison for having printed the word ‘fucking.’3 Two years ago, the young Anglo-Polish poet, Potocki de Montalk,5 was imprisoned for this very word.

At last my publisher, Gollancz, has released an English edition of Burmese Days. He made me change the names etc which seemed very stupid to me, but the critics have received it quite favourably and no one is furious with me. As for the French translation, I know that Mr. Malraux is very busy and I don’t wish to put him out on my behalf, but a bit later, when he has the time free to read Burmese Days, if it doesn’t interest him, we could perhaps try another publisher. The Irish poet, Sturge Moore,6 whose name you may not know, promised to write a preface for me. But at any rate, if we find a publisher, I shall insist that you are to translate it.7

Do you know Eugène Dabit?8 He is the nephew of Mr. Sturge Moore, or perhaps of his wife, who is French. A few months ago he was in London and we spent an evening together. I found him very pleasant. He is fairly young but he told me that he is already quite well known as a novelist.7

I am very happy to hear that your book has won a prize. Let’s hope that it will continue to sell like hot cakes. The novel that I am in process of writing is coming along slowly, but I am happier with it than with A Clergyman’s Daughter.9 It will probably be finished in December. The heat has been intolerable during these last weeks, but luckily I have been able to spend a few days at the house of my parents, who live near the sea.10

Kind regards.

[signed] Eric A Blair

Original French Text

Mon cher Raimbault,

(Vous avez bien raison, il ne vaut pas la peine de se servir de ‘monsieur’ entre les amis), j’ai reçu votre lettre il y a dix jours, mais j’ai attendu l’arrivée des exemplaires de ‘La Vache Enragée’ avant de repondre.1 Vous pouvez bien croire que j’ai été navré d’entendre que M. Istrati était mort. Il n’avait pas, je crois, même cinquante ans.2 Ce qui est, pour moi, le plus triste du tout, est que je n’ai pas même pu remercier M. Istrati pour avoir écrit la préface de mon livre. Quant à la production de ‘La Vache Enragée,’ elle me plait beaucoup, et je suis tres amusé des notes que vous avez fait sur les ‘swearwords’ anglais. Si vous étiez en Angleterre, vous auriez très probablement six mois de prison pour avoir imprimé le mot ‘fucking’.3 Il y a deux années on a emprisonné4 le jeune poète anglo-polonais, Potocki de Montalk,5 pour ce même mot.

Aprés tout, mon éditeur, Gollancz, a publié une édition anglaise de ‘Burmese Days.’ Il m’a fait changer des noms etc., ce qui me semblait très stupide, mais les critiques l’ont reçu assez favorablement et personne ne s’est enragé contre moi. Quant à la traduction française, je sais bien que M. Malraux est très occupé et je ne veux pas qu’il se dérange pour moi. Mais plus tard, quand il aura le temps de lire ‘Burmese Days,’ si il ne s’y interesse pas, nous pourrions peut-être l’essayer chez un autre editeur. Le poète irlandais, Sturge Moore,6 dont peut-être vous ne connaissez pas le nom, m’a promis de me donner une introduction. Mais en tout cas, si nous trouvons un editeur, j’exigerai que c’est vous qui le traduisiez.7

Est-ce que vous connaissez Eugène Dabit?8 Il est le neveu de M. Sturge Moore, ou bien de sa femme, qui est Française, et il y a quelques mois il était a Londres et nous avons passé une soirée ensemble. Je l’ai trouvé tres sympathique. Il est bien jeune, mais on me dit qu’il est déjà assez bien connu comme romancier.

Je suis très content d’entendre que votre livre a gagné un prix. Esperons qu’il continuera à se vendre ‘comme des petits pains.’ Le roman que je suis en train d’écrire s’avance lentement, mais j’en suis bien plus content que de ‘A Clergyman’s Daughter.’9 Probablement il sera fini en Decembre. La chaleur a été insupportable pendant ces dernières semaines, mais heureusement j’ai pu aller passer quelques jours chez mes parents, qui habitent près de la mer.10

Veuillez recevoir l’expression de mes sentiments le plus cordiaux.

[signed] Eric A. Blair



262A. To Orwell

9 November 1935 Typewritten

12, rue Bruyère

Le Mans

My dear Blair,

That this letter has a black border will explain from the outset the reason for my long silence. In leaving for the countryside during July, I left your letter and address at Le Mans. Since then I have been struck by a terrible misfortune that has afflicted me for many long weeks. Towards the end of my holiday at Batz-sur-Mer, near la Baule,1 one of my twin daughters fell from a rock, hurt herself, nearly fatally, on her head, and rolled unconscious into the sea. The weather was bad, all the efforts to save her proved in vain. When it was possible to recover her two hours later nothing could be done to revive her. She was approaching seventeen years of age and was life and joy itself. I was in despair. I am still. I have great difficulty in finding the courage to live. However, I must. You will certainly forgive me for not having written to you earlier; I know you will understand.

The publishers of N. R. F. have just sent me a letter which will interest you. It comes from Mr. Jean Pons, head of the Strand Palace Hotel Kitchens, Strand, W.C.2, London. He read, and I think with interest, La Vache Enragée. He thinks that you would be very happy to have supporting information and perhaps – but I am adding this – useful revelations of life in grand hotels. He asks for your address and would be glad to get to know you. I thought it would be all right to give him your address. I felt you might possibly be interested in becoming acquainted with him. I told him that I would write to you explaining this. I felt it reasonable to ask him, should he offer you sensational revelations, that I also could hear about them if you and he judge it appropriate. It would perhaps be possible, via a large French weekly newspaper where I have contacts, to initiate a campaign to bring about an end to the shameful conditions in which staff of large hotels work. This would have an important impact on the reputation of your book in France.2

I must tell you that La Vache Enragée, despite the strong interest in the book, does not seem to me to have had the success that your work merits in France. The critics have hardly mentioned it. It is possible that the time when your translation was published, on the day before the holidays, explains that. It is equally possible that the large hotels, who wield the powerful influence of the few in this milieu, have hatched a plot of silence against the book.3 I remember the time when I had published the translation of Oil!, one of the most shocking works of my old friend, Upton Sinclair,4 a big American oil company cynically put pressure on me, right up to my being personally threatened with reprisals. Nobody as yet spoke of ‘sanctions’ at the time. But, despite this coalition and those pressures, I must tell you, they did not in the least intimidate me. The book achieved great publicity. I will support yours just as I supported Sinclair’s and we shall see whether those who would put it down get their way.

For two months, I have scarcely attended to business matters. I was incapable of doing so. But I have just written to N. R. F. in order to find out what they intend to do about Burmese Days. We expect La Vache Enragée to be successful, and Gallimard should be able, subject to confirmation, to publish the translation of Burmese Days. I hope that they do not change their minds. The reader’s report on Burmese Days was wholly positive, and Ramón Fernandez5 who read it, found the book remarkable. I don’t need to tell you that, for my part, I should be extremely happy to publish a translation of your book. If, therefore, for one reason or another, the publishers of N. R. F do not think they are able to take it on, I will speak to other publishers.

For a long time I have wanted to ask you if you have written any short stories. If you have, I should be happy if you would send them to me, because it would, without a doubt, be possible for me to place translations in some of our big weekly literary journals like Gringoire, Candide, Marianne and others. A little while ago I had published in Marianne a short story by Faulkner, ‘Victory’, which had enormous success. On that occasion, Paul Morand6 wrote me a very flattering letter and asked me to contribute to a series that he runs in N. R. F. under the title, ‘Renaissance de la Nouvelle’ [Rebirth of the Short Story]. I am responsible for translations of American short stories. These will be published under the title, ‘Quarante Huit Etoiles’ [Forty-Eight Stars]. I immediately thought of you. If you have written any short stories, I will speak to Morand about them and I will try to take some of them for an anthology of English short stories.

Your letter from the month of July greatly interested me. I am sorry that circumstances did not allow me to reply earlier. I should be very happy for Mr. Sturge Moore eventually to introduce my future translation of Burmese Days. I don’t know him, but long ago, I was in close contact with Ireland. That meant a black mark against me in England. If Sturge Moore had read, in 1924, An Phoblacht,7 he may have read my name followed by a description of me as ‘the famous French wood-engraver’. I was, in fact, better know at that time as a wood engraver than as a writer and translator. I know Dabit well by name and his works. The author of L’Hôtel du Nord would have been able to savour your description of the Trois Moineaux.8

I don’t want to end this long letter, my dear Blair, without assuring you of my very best wishes.

Original French Text

Mon cher Blair,

cette° lettre encadrée de noir vous dira dès l’abord la cause de mon long silence. En partant pour la campagne, au mois de Juillet, j’avais oublié au Mans votre lettre et votre adresse. Depuis, un affreux malheur m’a frappé et m’a comme anéanti pendant de longues semaines. Pendant que je terminais mes vacances à Batz-sur-Mer, près de la Baule,1 une de mes filles jumelles est tombée d’un rocher, s’est blessée presque mortallement à la tête, a roulé inanimée à la mer. Le temps était mauvais, tous les efforts pour la sauver ont été vains. Lorsque’on a pu la retirer, deux heures plus tard, rien n’a pu la ramener à la vie. Elle allait avoir dix-sept ans, elle était la vie et la joie même. J’ai été désespéré, je le suis encore, j’ai grand peine à trouver le courage de vivre. Il le faut cependant. Vous m’excuserez, sans nul doute, de ne vous avoir pas écrit plus tôt; je suis sûr que vous me comprendrez.

Les Editions de la N. R. F. viennent de me communiquer une lettre qui va vous interesser°. Elle émane de M. Jean Pons, chef des cuisines de Strand Palace Hotel, Strand, W. C. 2, London. Il ma° lu, et je pense avec intérêt, ‘La Vache Enragée’, il pense que vous seriez heureuse d’avoir des renseignements complémentaires, et peut-être, – mais c’est moi qui l’ajoute –, des révélations utiles sur la vie des grands hôtels. Il me demande votre adresse et serait heureux d’entrer en relations avec vous. J’ai cru bien faire en lui donnant votre adresse. Je pense que vous auriez peut-être intérêt à entrer en relations° avec lui. Je lui ai dit que je vous écrivais dans ce sens. Je me suis permis de lui demander, au cas où il aurait des révélations sensationnelles à vous faire, de vouloir bien me les communiquer si vous et lui le jugez à propos. Il serait peut-être alors possible, grâce à un grand hebdomadaire français où j’ai mes entrées, d’amorcer une campagne tendant à mettre fin aux honteuse[s] conditions dans lesquelles travaille le personnel des grand hôtels, et qui ferait rebondir de façon sérieuse la notoriété de votre livre en France.2

Je dois vous dire que ‘La Vache Enragée’, malgré le puissant intérêt du livre, ne me semble pas avoir eu en France le succès que méritait votre oeuvre. La critique en a peu parlé. Il est possible que la saison où a paru notre traduction, à la veille des vacances, y soit pour chelque chose. Il est possible également que les grands hôtels, qui ont de puissantes relations un peu dans tous les milieux, aient ourdi contre le livre une conspiration de silence.3 Je me rappelle qu’à l’époque où j’avais publié la traduction de ‘Oil!’, l’une des plus terrible oeuvres de mon vieil ami Upton Sinclair,4 une grosse firme pétrolière américaine avait poussé le cynisme jusqu’à me faire menacer personnellement de représailles, on ne parlait pas encore de ‘sanctions’ dans ce temps là. Mais, malgré cette coalition et ces pressions,- qui, je m’empresse de vous le dire, ne m’intimident en aucune façon-, le livre avait tout de même eu un gros retentissement. Je soutiendrai le vôtre comme j’ai soutenu celui de Sinclair et l’on verra bien si les éteigneurs auront toujours raison.

Depuis deux mois je ne me suis guère occupé de mes affaires. J’en aurais été incapable. Mais je viens d’écrire à la N. R. F. pour savoir ce qu’elle compte faire de ‘Burmese Days’. Nous escomptions un succès pour la ‘Vache Enragée’, et M. Gallimard devait, s’il se confirmait, publier la traduction de ‘Burmese Days’. Je souhaite qu’il n’ait pas changé d’avis. Le rapport du lecteur sur votre livre était entièrement favorable, et Ramon Fernandez5 qui avait lu ‘Burmese Days’ trouvait le livre remarquable. Je n’ai pas besoin de vous dire que, de mon côté, je serais extrêmement heureux de publier une traduction de votre ouvrage. Si donc, pour une raison ou pour une autre, les éditions de N. R. F. ne pensent pas pouvoir se charger de cette publication, je m’adresserai à d’autres éditeurs.

Depuis longtemps je voulais vous demander si vous aviez écrit des nouvelles (short stories°). Si vous en avez fait quelques unes°, je serais heureux que vous mes les envoyiez, car il me serait sans doute possible d’en faire passer la traduction dans quelques uns° de nos grands hebdomadaires littéraires comme Gringoire, Candide, Marianne et autres. J’ai publié dans ‘Marianne’, il y a quelque temps, une nouvelle de Faulkner ‘Victory’ qui a eu un énorme succès. A cette occasion, Paul Morand6 m’a écrit une lettre tout à fait flatteuse et m’a demandé de collaborer à une collection qu’il dirige aux éditions de la N. R. F. sous le titre de ‘Renaissance de la Nouvelle’. Je suis chargé de la traduction de nouvelles américaines qui seront publiées sous le nom de ‘Quarante Huit Etoiles’. J’ai immédiatement pensé à vous. Si vous avez écrit des nouvelles, j’en parlerai à Morand et j’essaierai d’en faire prendre quelques unes° pour une anthologie de la nouvelle anglaise.

Votre lettre du mois de juillet m’a beaucoup intéressé, je regrette que les circonstances ne m’aient pas permis d’y répondre plus tôt. Je serais très heureux que M. Sturge Moore présente éventuellement ma future traduction de ‘Burmese Days’. Je ne le connais pas, mais j’ai été jadis en relations étroites avec l’Irlande. Cela m’a même valu une fiche noire en Angleterre. Si Sturge Moore lisait en 1924 ‘An Phoblacht’,7 il y a peut-être lu mon nom suivi de la mention ‘the famous French wood-engraver’. J’étais en effet dans ce temps là plus connu graveur sur bois que comme écrivain et traducteur. Je connais bien Dabit de nom, et son oeuvre. L’auteur de ‘L’Hôtel du Nord’ a dû goûter vivement votre description de celui des Trois Moineaux.8

Je ne veux pas terminer cette longue lettre sans vous assurer, mon cher Blair, de mon très cordial dévouement.



263A. To R. N. Raimbault

22 December 1935 Typewritten in English

50 Lawford Road,

Kentish Town

N.W.5

Dear Raimbault,

I am sorry I have not written for so long. It is mainly because I have been so busy, first with struggling to get my novel finished, then with the extra Christmas work at the shop, that I have had very little time for letters.

I am writing in English this time because I am not certain of expressing myself adequately in French. I just want to tell you how terribly sorry I was to hear the sad news about the death of your daughter. There is not much one can say on these occasions, and the more so as I did not know your daughter myself, but I can imagine something of what your feelings must be, and I would like you to know that, for what they are worth, you have all my sympathies.

I am sorry that I have been rather discourteous to M. Jean Pons, because I have not done anything about his letter. I am, however, writing to explain to him that it is on account of press-1 of work that I have neglected him. I am sorry to hear that ‘La Vache Enragée’ didn’t sell. For myself I hardly expected a large sale for it, as the interest is rather specialised, but it is disappointing for you after all the trouble you have had. You ask me whether I have any short stories which might be translateable°. I have made various attempts to write short stories and have always failed. For some reason or another it is a form I cannot manage. It occurs to me, however, that a descriptive sketch I wrote a few years ago might be worth looking at – it is a description of an execution in a jail in Burma and at the time I wrote it I was rather pleased with it. I will look out the copy of the magazine it was in, and send it to you.2 My novel is almost finished. I had promised to get it done by the end of the year, but I am behind time, as usual. I suppose it will come out some time in the spring.3 I am afraid it is not the kind of thing that would be of any use to you for translation purposes, but I will send you a copy for yourself if you would like one. I forget whether I told you that a Frenchman wrote to me asking whether I would like ‘La Vache Enragée’ translated into English! He had heard bits of it over the wireless but did not know it was already a translation.

Once again, all my sympathies for you in your sad loss. And my best wishes for Christmas and the New Year.

Yours

[signed] Eric A Blair

P.S. If you have occasion to write any time, would you write to 36 High Street, Southwold, Suffolk? I shall by changing my address shortly, but my parents will always forward letters.


No more correspondence between Orwell and Raimbault survives – though that, of course, was thought to be the case before these letters surfaced in 2004.





II
Eileen Blair’s Letters to Norah Myles


These six letters were received by the editor in March 2005. They are owned by Mrs Margaret Durant and are reproduced by her kind permission. Although the letters give no indication to whom they were written, and, except for the initial ‘E’ at the end of the last letter, are always signed by the pet-name, ‘Pig’, they were all written to Norah Myles (née Symes) by Eileen Blair (formerly Eileen O’Shaughnessy). Norah was the aunt of Mrs Durant’s husband, John; he died in 2000. In the Second World War, John Durant’s older brother, Norman, served in Burma and was awarded the Military Cross.

The two women became friends when reading English at St Hugh’s College, Oxford. The Oxford University Gazette for 28 July 1927 shows that Eileen was awarded a Class II degree and that Norah, listed as Elizabeth N. Symes, was placed in Class III. At the time there was no division of the second class, but there was a fourth class.

Norah, as she was known, was born in Clifton, Bristol, on 8 March 1906. Her father, John Odery Symes, was a consulting physician and in 1924 the family lived at 71 Pembroke Road, Clifton. (One cannot but wonder whether Norah’s maiden name suggested the name for Symes in Nineteen Eighty-Four.) She went to Badminton School before going up to Oxford. She was at first engaged to Daryll MacArthur, but he died of peritonitis before they could marry. She had also met her future husband, Quartus St Leger Myles (son of George Thomas Myles, also a physician and surgeon), when up at Oxford. They became engaged when he returned to Clifton as a General Practitioner after his training at a London hospital, probably St Thomas’s. Norah and Quartus (or Q. as he was known) were married at All Saints’ Church, Bristol, by the Bishop of Malmesbury on 17 August 1933. They had no children and she bequeathed the bulk of her estate, including these letters, to John Durant. Norah died in 1994.

I am very grateful to Mrs Durant for giving me access to these letters and allowing them to be reproduced here. I am also grateful to her friend, Jenny Joseph, who first drew my attention to the letters and requested Mrs Durant that I be allowed to see them. In searching for information at Oxford, Jenny Joseph wished to acknowledge the assistance of Miss Deborah Quare, Librarian and Archivist, St Hugh’s College. A little of this information is drawn from a letter from Marion Stockwood (sister of Mervyn Stockwood, Bishop of Southwark), written to John Durant. Marion Stockwood knew Norah and her family in Clifton and kept in touch with her. She probably knew more than is now recoverable about Nora and Eileen’s friendship.

Norah only met George Orwell once or twice and she told Mrs Durant that she found him ‘rather intimidating’. Quite apart from the very great intrinsic importance of these letters, they resolve a puzzle presented in one of Eileen’s letters. On 25 March 1945, Eileen wrote to Orwell, then working as a war correspondent in Germany, wondering who should care for Richard Blair should she die (CW, XVII, p. 108). She writes: ‘Norah & Quartus would have him & bring him up beautifully but you have never seen either of them. Quartus is in India & I can’t arrange it’. Eileen died four days later whilst undergoing an operation. Until now, neither Norah nor Quartus has been identified. Whether Orwell met Norah later or whether Eileen had forgotten that Norah and her husband had met, perhaps briefly, it is not now possible to tell. When Eileen wrote to Orwell’s sister, Marjorie on 27 September 1938, then living at 116 St Michael’s Hill, Bristol, she does not mention Norah or Quartus, nor is there any mention of them in Marjorie’s response, 3 October 1938 (CW, 487 and 492).

In order to enable the ‘story’ to be followed without recourse to the twenty volumes of The Complete Works of George Orwell, fuller notes than usual are given here, some repeating those in the main edition. See also Section III for Georges Kopp.

Only one of the letters is dated (New Year’s Day, 1938) so dating is conjectural. After each letter, the item, volume and page numbers which the letters would be assigned in CW are given.






331A.

Tuesday [3 or 10 November 1936?]1 Handwritten

36 High Street

Southwold

Suffolk2

[no salutation]

I wrote the address quite a long time ago & have since played with three cats, made a cigarette (I make them now but not with the naked hand),3 poked the fire & driven Eric (i.e. George) nearly mad – all because I didn’t really know what to say. I lost my habit of punctual correspondence during the first few weeks of marriage4 because we quarrelled so continuously & really bitterly that I thought I’d save time & just write one letter to everyone when the murder or separation had been accomplished. Then Eric’s aunt5 came to stay & was so dreadful (she stayed two months) that we stopped quarrelling & just repined. Then she went away & now all our troubles are over. They arose partly because Mother drove me so hard in the first week of June6 that I cried all the time from pure exhaustion & partly because Eric had decided that he mustn’t let his work be interrupted & complained bitterly when we’d been married a week that he’d only done two good days’ work out of seven.7 Also I couldn’t make the oven cook anything & boiled eggs (on which Eric had lived almost exclusively) made me sick. Now I can make the oven cook a reasonable number of things & he is working very rapidly.8 I forgot to mention that he had his ‘bronchitis’ for three weeks in July & that it rained every day for six weeks during the whole of which the kitchen was flooded & all food went mouldy in a few hours. It seems a long time ago now but then seemed very permanent.

I thought I could come & see you & have twice decided when I could, but Eric always gets something if I’m going away if he has notice of the fact, & if he has no notice (when Eric my brother arrives9 & removes me as he has done twice) he gets something when I’ve gone so that I have to come home again. For the last few weeks we have been completely broke and shall be now until Christmas because the money we expected in October for Keep the Aspidistra Flying won’t be paid until April and the next book won’t earn its advance until December anyway and possibly January.10 But I must be in London for some days this month. Is there a chance of one of these Wednesdays? If so & if you tell me which I’ll make my visit to fit it. I must see Eric (brother) a bit about his book, the proofs of which I’m now correcting,11 & also have some intelligence testing to do with Lydia.12 Could you come either on the 18th or on the 25th? I think they’re Wednesdays – anyway I mean Wednesdays. I want passionately to see you. Lydia must have a bit of notice & indeed at any minute is going to descend on me in wrath (against Eric on social grounds not against me, for I am perfection in her eyes) & force me to go to London exactly when I don’t want to. So if you were to send a postcard ——13

This is our address for the rest of this week. We are staying with the Blairs & I like it. Nothing has surprised me more, particularly since I saw the house which is very small & furnished almost entirely with paintings of ancestors. The Blairs are by origin Lowland Scottish & dull but one of them made a lot of money in slaves & his son Thomas who was inconceivably like a sheep married the daughter of the Duke of Westmorland (of whose existence I never heard) & went so grand that he spent all the money & couldn’t make more because slaves had gone out. So his son went into the army & came out of that into the church & married a girl of 15 who loathed him & had ten children of whom Eric’s father, now 80, is the only survivor & they are all quite penniless but still on the shivering verge of gentility as Eric calls it in his new book which I cannot think will be popular with the family.14 In spite of all this the family on the whole is fun & I imagine unusual in their attitude to me because they all adore Eric & consider him quite impossible to live with – indeed on the wedding day Mrs Blair shook her head & said that I’d be a brave girl if I knew what I was in for, and Avril the sister said that obviously I didn’t know what I was in for or I shouldn’t be there. They haven’t I think grasped that I am very much like Eric in temperament which is an asset once one has accepted the fact

If I’d written this from Wallington it would have been about the real things of life – goats, hens, broccoli (eaten by a rabbit). But it would be better perhaps to tell you because this has got out of hand. Poor girl, miss15 it all out except the bit about the Wednesdays & say you can come on the 18th or the 25th to meet.

Pig16




361A.

undated [16 February 1937?]1 Typewritten

24, Croom’s Hill

Greenwich.2

[no salutation]

A note to say that I am leaving for Spain at 9 a.m. tomorrow (or I think so, but with inconceivable grandeur people ring up from Paris about it, and I may not go until Thursday). I leave in a hurry, not because anything is the matter but because when I said that I was going on the 23rd, which has long been my intention, I suddenly became a kind of secretary perhaps to the I.L.P. in Barcelona. They hardly seem to be amused at all. If Franco had engaged me as a manicurist I would have agreed to that too in exchange for a salvo conducto,3 so everyone is satisfied. The I.L.P. in Barcelona consists of one John McNair,4 who has certainly been kind at long distances but has an unfortunate telephone voice and a quite calamitous prose style in which he writes articles that I perhaps shall type. But theoretically George gets leave at the end of this month5 and then I shall have a holiday, willy John nilly John. By the way, I suppose I told you George was in the Spanish Militia? I can’t remember. Anyway he is, with my full approval until he was well in. He’s on the Aragon front, where I cannot help knowing that the Government ought to be attacking or hoping that that is a sufficient safeguard against their doing so. Supposing that the Fascist air force goes on missing its objectives and the railway line to Barcelona is still working, you’ll probably hear from there some day. But letters take 10–15 days as a rule, and if the railway breaks down I can’t think how long they’ll take. Meanwhile it would be a nice gesture if you were to write a nice letter yourself, addressing it c/o John McNair, Hotel Continental, Boulevard de las Ramblas, Barcelona.6 I am staying at the Continental too to begin with, but as we have now spent practically all the money we shall have until November, when the Left Book Club wealth will be available,7 I think I may be doing what the Esperantists call sleeping on straw – and as they are Esperantists they mean sleeping on straw. The I.L.P. of course is not contributing to my support, but the Spanish Government feeds George on bread without butter and ‘rather rough food’ and has arranged that he doesn’t sleep at all, so he has no anxieties.

This is longer than I meant it to be – (that should be a long dash, but you have to move the carriage.) Write the letter, because I think it likely that I may loathe Barcelona, though I’d like to see some of the excitements that won’t happen.8 I don’t know of course how long we’ll be there. Unless George gets hurt I suppose he’ll stay until the war qua war is over – and I will too unless I get evacuated by force or unless I have to come and look for some money. But to-day’s news suggests that the war may not last very long – I doubt whether Mussolini or even Hitler would feel enthusiastic about trying to push Franco across Catalonia, and certainly they’d need a lot more men to do it.9

The dinner gong is going. Is it not touching to think that this may be the last dinner unrationed available for

Pig.

Give everyone my love – even yourself. Eric is lecturing at Bristol,10 but I think not till May. Hey Groves came to the heart lecture at the College of Surgeons and then invited him to talk to you, but the date isn’t settled yet. He has some pretty pictures. I could have come with him – perhaps after all I shall come with him. If you meet Hey Groves tell him to make the date after the war is over.

Could you tell Mary11 (not urgently) that I simply hadn’t time to write separate letters to the two old Oxford Friends – which is simply true.




415A.

New Year’s Day, 1938 Typewritten

[The Stores, Wallington, Hertfordshire]


The Stores had no electricity. This letter, because seemingly typed by the light of a candle, which towards the end is guttering, has a small number of typographical errors. When a word is misspelled the usual mark used in this edition is added – as for dryest°. For letters missing from the body of the text the necessary letter is added within square brackets.



[no salutation]

You see I have no pen, no ink, no glasses and the prospect of no light, because the pens, the inks, the glasses and the candles are all in the room where George is working and if I disturb him again it will be for the fifteenth time tonight. But full of determined ingenuity I found a typewriter, and blind people are said to type in their dark.

I have also to write to a woman [w]ho has suddenly sent me a Christmas present (I think it may be intended for a wedding present[)] after an estrangement of five or ten years, and in looking to see whether I had any clues to her address I found a bit of a letter to you, a very odd hysterical little letter, much more like Spain than any I can have written in that country. So here it is. The difficulty about the Spanish war is that it still dominates our lives in a most unreasonable manner because Eric George (or do you call him Eric?) is just finishing the book about it1 and I give him typescripts the reverse sides of which are covered with manuscript emendations that he can’t read, and he is always having to speak about it and I have returned to complete pacifism and joined the P.P.U.2 partly because of it. (Incidentally, you must join the P.P.U. too. War is fun so far as the shooting goes and much less alarming than an aeroplane in a shop window, but it does appalling things to people normally quite sane and intelligent – some make desperate efforts to retain some kind of integrity and others like Langdon-Davies3 make no efforts at all but hardly anyone can stay reasonable, let alone honest.) The Georges Kopp4 situation is now more Dellian5 than ever. He is still in jail but has somehow managed to get several letters out to me, one of which George opened and read because I was away. He is very fond of Georges, who indeed cherished him with real tenderness in Spain and anyway is admirable as a soldier because of his quite remarkable courage, and he is extraordinarily magnanimous about the whole business – just as Georges was extraordinarily magnanimous. Indeed they went about saving each other’s lives or trying to in a way that was almost horrible to me, though George had not then noticed that Georges was more than “a bit gone on” me. I sometimes think no one ever had such a sense of guilt before. It was always understood that I wasn’t what they call in love with Georges – our association progressed in little leaps, each leap immediately preceding some attack or operation in which he would almost inevitably be killed,6 but the last time I saw him he was in jail waiting, as we were both confident, to be shot, and I simply couldn’t explain to him again as a kind of farewell that he could never be a rival to George. So he has rotted in a filthy prison for more than six months with nothing to do but remember me in my most pliant moments. If he never gets out, which is indeed most probable, it’s good that he has managed to have some thoughts in a way pleasant, but if he does get out I don’t know how one reminds a man immediately he is a free man again that one has only once missed the cue for saying that nothing on earth would induce one to marry him. Being in prison in Spain means living in a room with a number of others (about fifteen to twenty in a room the size of your sitting-room) and never getting out of it; if the window has steel shutters, as many have, never seeing daylight, never having a letter; never being charged, let alone tried; never knowing whether you will be shot tomorrow or released, in either case without explanation; when your money runs out never eating anything but a bowl of the worst imaginable soup and a bit of bread at 3 p.m. and at 11 p.m.

On the whole it’s a pity I found that letter because Spain doesn’t really dominate us as much as all that. We have nineteen hens now – eighteen deliberately and the other by accident because we bought some ducklings and a hen escorted them. We thought we ought to boil her this autumn so we took it in turns to watch the nesting boxes to see whether she laid an egg to justify a longer life, and she did. And she is a good mother, so she is to have children in the spring. This afternoon we built a new henhouse – that is we put the sections together – and that is the nucleus of the breeding pen. There is probably no question on poultry-keeping that I am not able and very ready to answer. Perhaps you would like to have a battery (say three units) in the bathroom so that you could benefit from my advice. It would be a touching thing to collect an egg just before brushing one’s teeth and eat it just after. Which reminds me that since we got back from Southwold, where we spent an incredibly family Christmas with the Blairs, we have eaten boiled eggs almost all the time. Before we had only one eggcup from Woolworths’ – no two from Woolworths’ and one that I gave George with an easter egg in it before we were married (that cost threepence with egg). So it was a Happy Thought dear, and they are such a nice shape and match your mother’s butter dish and breadboard, giving tone to the table.

We also have a poodle puppy. We called him Marx to remind us that we had never read Marx7 and now we have read a little and taken so strong a personal dislike to the man that we can’t look the dog in the face when we speak to him. He, the dog, is a French poodle, supposed to be miniature and of prize-winning stock, with silver hair. So far he has black and white hair, greying at the temples, and at four and a half months is rather larger than [his]8 mother. We think however he may take a prize as the largest miniature. He is very appealing and has a remarkable digestion. I am proud of this. He has never been sick, although almost daily he finds in the garden bones that no eye can have seen these twenty years and has eaten several rugs and a number of chairs and stools. We weren’t going to clip him, but he has a lot of hairs which are literally dripping mud on the dryest° day – he rolls on every cushion in turn and then drips right through my lap – so we thought we would clip him a little. But now we shall never get him symmetrical till we shave him. Laurence (it is a dreadful thing that you have never seen Laurence) bears with him in a remarkable way and has never scratched even his nose.

I went to stay with Mary. You will have heard about the domestic changes. She went to stay with that pregnant cousin and read a book on infant feeding, from which she discovered that everything Nanny did was wrong. So of course she had to come home and tell her so, because otherwise she would have killed the children. Now they have a Norwegian nurse. I think she is better but it’s bad luck for David who was hopelessly spoilt by fat Nanny and is not approved of by the Norwegian -who never raises her voice but puts him in the corner. Mary herself has become a good mother – when the children are there, I mean. She is perfectly reasonable with them. I don’t know what happened. David is very intelligent and makes me slightly jealous because I should like a son and we don’t have one.9 Mary and I summed up human history in a dreadful way when I was there – I was in the throes of pre-plague pains, which had happened so late that I was wondering whether I could persuade myself that I felt as though I were not going to have them, and Mary wasn’t having any pre-plague pains at all and was in a fever and going to the chemist to try to buy some ergot or other corrective.10 We had two parties – we went to see Phyl Guimaraens and the MAMMETT CAME TO TEA.11 She might just as well have been in Girl Guide uniform but now she organises play-readings, when all the old St. Hugh’s girls go to her house and read Julius Caesar. Mary went once but she thought they would be given something to eat and they weren’t, not even a bun or a cup of tea, so she is embittered and not being a good old girl any more. David and the Mammett had a nice conversation. David had told me earlier in the day that she was coming to tea and he knew her very well, so I repeated this to her and she was delighted. When he was brought into the room this happened:


“Well, little David (holding out the hand), and do you think you know who I am?”

“Yes – you’re granny” (with complete confidence, allowing his hand to be held and stroked).

“No (ever so kindly), I’m not granny.”

“Oh? What are you then?”



Phyl is just the same as she used to be in her most charming moments. It was fun seeing her again. I think perhaps we might have a proper reunion some day. Couldn’t you come and stay with her and while she is at the office eat potato crisps at the Criterion (Mary and I did this as much for old times’ sake as because it was cold)? It seems to me superlatively clever for anyone to keep herself on the Stock Exchange, as she says she does. I wonder about it all the time I’m with her.

The last candle is guttering, and there isn’t any good way out of this letter. But perhaps it has broken a spell. Does yours mean that June is at Oxford? I just didn’t know. Anyway she can’t be more than fifteen. Norman? John? Elisabeth? Jean? Ruth? Your mother? Your father?12 I don’t think I want any news of you and Quartus because I am quite sure I know all about you and it would be so dreadful to hear something quite different. The only thing I can do is to come and see. I am supposed to be having a holiday when the book is finished, as it will be this month, only we sha’n’t have any money at all, and we were so rich.13 When are you coming to the sales? Or are you? I don’t know whether I can get away even for a day because the book is late and the typescript of the final draft is not begun and Eric is writing a book in collaboration with a number of people including a German and I keep getting his manuscript to revise and not being able to understand anything at all in it14 – but if you were coming to the sales these thing would all be less important to

Pig.

Did I wish you a happy new year?

Please wish all your family a happy new year from me.

Eric (I mean George) has just come in to say that the light is out (he had the Aladdin lamp because he was Working) and is there any oil (such a question) and I can’t type in this light (which may be true, but I can’t read it) and he is hungry and wants some cocoa and some biscuits and it is after midnight and Marx is eating a bone and has left pieces in each chair and which shall he sit on now.




512A.

I think it’s nearly Christmas [14–17 December 1938]1 Handwritten

Boite° Postale 48

Marrakech-Guéliz

French Morocco

[no salutation]

I know my dear girl will receive a New Year Gift just as gladly as she would have done a Xmas Present. Whether she will guess what to do with it afterwards I do not know. They say it’s to put money in & indeed if one does that it sits erect in an appealing way. But that’s just as you like dear. Only I would like to hope that it will be full of money all through 1939 & that you will have other riches too, the better kind.

The news is that I feel very happy now. So far as I can judge the happiness is the direct result of yesterday’s news, which was a) that Mr. Blair is dying of cancer, b) that Gwen’s baby Laurence had to be taken to Great Ormond Street (he is 4½ weeks old, or 5), c) that George Kopp proposes to come & stay with us in Morocco (he has no money & we had heard the day before by cable that he was out of jail & Spain;2 Eric’s reaction to the cable was that George must stay with us & his reaction to George’s letter announcing his arrival is that he must not stay with us, but I think the solution may be that George won’t find anyone to lend him the necessary money). Eric however is better. I protested a lot about coming here at the beginning of September & I like to be right but I did feel too right. The weather was practically intolerable. I had a temperature of 102 before I’d been in the place twenty-four hours & Eric, without any actual crisis, lost 9lbs in the first month & coughed all day & particularly all night so that we didn’t get thirty minutes’ consecutive rest until November. He has put on about five of the pounds again now & doesn’t cough much (though still more than in England) so I think he may not be much worse at the end of the winter abroad than he was at the beginning. I expect his life has been shortened by another year or two but all the totalitarians make that irrelevant. One reason for my unwillingness to come when we did was that I’d made all the arrangements to come to Bristol, bringing Marx the poodle (who is wintering with Eric’s sister there) but staying with you. Of course you hadn’t heard but you know how pleased you would have been. We were hurled out of the country largely because Eric defied brother Eric to the extent of going to see his father who was already ill though cancer hadn’t been thought of. Brother Eric was unable to think of any more lies about the disease (they’d kept him in Preston Hall on a firm and constantly repeated diagnosis of phthisis for two months after they knew he hadn’t got it & I discovered in the end that on the very first X-rays the best opinions were against even a provisional diagnosis of phthisis) so turned his attention to Morocco. Of course we were silly to come but I found it impossible to refuse & Eric felt that he was under an obligation though he constantly & justly complains that by a quite deliberate campaign of lying he is in debt for the first time in his life3 & has wasted practically a year out of the very few in which he can expect to function. However, now that we’re hardened to the general frightfulness of the country we’re quite enjoying it & Eric is writing a book that pleases both of us very much.4 And in a way I have forgiven Brother Eric who can’t help being a Nature’s Fascist & indeed is upset by this fact which he realises.5

If you would like some news about Morocco I’ll send you a picture postcard. The markets are fascinating if you smoke (preferably a cigar) all the time & never look down. At first we lived in Marrakech itself, en pension (after the first night which we spent in a brothel owing to Cooks’ lists being a bit out of date). Marrakech crawls with disease of every kind, the ringworm group, the tuberculosis group, the dysentery group; & if you lunch in a restaurant the flies only show themselves as flies as distinct from black masses when they hurry out for a moment to taste a corpse on its way to the cemetery.6 Now we live in a villa several kilometres out. It is furnished with grass & willow chairs made to order for six francs7 (armchairs they are, rather comfortable), two rugs & a praying mat, several copper trays, a bed & several camel-hair ‘couvertures’, three whitewood tables, two charcoal braziers for cooking, about a third of the absolutely essential crockery & some chessmen. It looks rather attractive. The house stands in an orange grove & everything belongs to a butcher who cultivates the orange-grove but prefers to live with his meat. The only neighbours are the Arabs who look after the oranges. We have an Arab too, called Mahjroub.8 His life history is ‘Moy dix ans et dooje ans avec Francais – soldat.’ He says a lot of good things, sort of biblical. ‘Dire gaz’ means ‘If you put oil in the methylated spirits cup of a Primus it make fumes’ – which you could hardly tell apart from Mizpah.9 He has been worried lately because he never can remember the French for fish but this week he’s really learnt it – it’s oiseau. We understand each other very nicely now (he often calls me Mon vieux Madame) though I seldom know whether he is talking French or Arabic & myself often speak English. He does the shopping & pumps the water & washes the floors (Moy porty sack chiffon) & I do the cooking & curiously enough the washing. The laundries are very expensive (10 francs for a sheet, 11 francs for a shirt, 14 francs for a dress) & generally take two or three weeks. I think probably no one uses them except me so they have to engage a staff every time I send anything. We have two goats who used to give half a pint a day between them at two milkings (the milking being done by Eric while Mahjroub holds head & hind leg) but now their yield has fallen off. Our hens however lay very well. We bought 12, 4 died immediately & the remainder have laid 10 eggs in three days; the answer is a Record for a Moroccan Hen. We have people at the back door wanting to buy them. We also have two doves. They don’t lay eggs but if they think of it will doubtless nest in our pillows as they spend most of the day walking about the house – one behind the other.

A thing I must remember is Eric’s sister. I was going to Put you in Touch during that weekend. They only came to Bristol about July. Their name is Dacombe: Marjorie aetat 40, Humphrey rather older I suppose,10 Jane 15, Henry 10, Lucy 7. They live in St. Michael’s Hill – 166 I think. Deep in my heart I dislike Marjorie who isn’t honest but I always enjoy seeing her. We all spent Christmas together & Humphrey wanted to tell me a story that wasn’t fit for the children. It was a very long story, lasting through every passage & always converging on the larder which was colder than any place I remember. I never knew what the story was about, though the children explained several bits to me, but it was a good story. The children are nice children. If you were to call on them it would be kind & you might like them. Humph rather reminds me of Frank Gardner11 but it’s libellous because he hasn’t the same habits. I’m really fond of him. If you don’t call the meeting shall take place when I fetch Marx in the spring but the call would be better for my reputation. The whole family by the way is generally in a state of absolute penury. Of course the nicest Blair is Mr Blair who’s dying but the poor old man is 82 & he doesn’t have any pain which is something.

Choosing your mother’s Christmas card is always one of my treats but this year I’ve missed it. Partly because of the Christmas cards. Partly because a fortnight ago I suddenly got violent neuralgia & a fever. Normally I go into Marrakech on a red bicycle made in Japan for someone with very short legs & the biggest hands in the world, but for this occasion I had a taxi to go for an X-ray. It seemed obvious that I had another cyst – indeed I even packed a bag in case I had to go into hospital again. There was nothing whatever the matter with my jaws & the fever just went away two or three days ago & today I went out for the first time with a handkerchief round my head. I sent off two parcels & filled in 12 forms & paid more for the postage than I had for the contents. But it’s too late for Christmas cards so give your mother my love instead for the moment, & your father, & Ruth, Jean, Billy, Maurice, June, Norman, John, Elizabeth. Even Quartus, & yet uniquely Norah is loved by

Pig.




714A.

undated [c. 5 December 1940?]1 Handwritten

24, Crooms° Hill

Greenwich

London S. E. 10.

[no salutation]

This is to accompany a Charming Gift but I don’t know what the gift is yet because it will be bought this afternoon. Or so I hope. I have been ILL. Ever so ill. Bedridden for 4 weeks & still weak. You know or Quartus does perhaps though it’s more than all my local doctors do. They diagnosed cystitis and then they diagnosed nephrolithiasis & then they diagnosed Malta fever2 with ovarian complications & then they went all hush-hush while they diagnosed a tuberculous infection so that I couldn’t possibly guess what they were testing for. They haven’t yet diagnosed cancer or G.P.I.,3 but I expect they will shortly. They’re in a great worry because nothing can be found wrong with my heart as that was assumed to be giving out very soon. Meanwhile a perfectly sweet little pathologist like a wren did an ordinary blood count & found the haemoglobin down to 57%. This is much despised by the clinicians but in fact they can find nothing else. So now I hear I’ll be cured when I weight 9 stone. As my present weight is 7st 12. with my clothes on I think perhaps they’ll lose interest before the cure is complete. I went to Norfolk for a fortnight’s convalescence and wanted to start work on Monday as all this is just silly, but I can’t go back without a health certificate & the wretched man won’t sign one. However I am now allowed to go shopping on medical grounds though the financial ones aren’t so good.

How is your paint?4 I hope for a Word at Christmas. Marjorie (née Blair) says they’re quite O.K. but I don’t know where S. Michael’s Hill is5 & have no inside information about the Bristol blitz. I may give up this job for a bit anyway & perhaps see for myself after all. I had arranged a long weekend (which I was going to spend with you) because the pain was worse but then it got a lot worse & the long weekend was merged in sick leave.

George has written a little book, no 1 in the Searchlight Books (Secker & Warburg 2/-), out next month, which please note. Explaining how to be a Socialist though Tory. It was going to cost 1/-, which would have been better, but Warburg changed at the last minute & the book had to have another 10,000 words inserted to give value for twice the money. Some of the later ones look like being good.

I hope you have a tolerable Christmas. We’re having the Dinner on Boxing Day, theoretically for lonely soldiers but they are so lonely that we don’t know them yet. Mother is still away of course. Now I shall go and shop. But can you send on an envelope to Mary, of whose address I have no idea[?] I also don’t know whether she got any further news about Teddy though he was posted Missing in the Times months after the Glorious went down.6 She was really magnificent about that. I have been assuming that it was hopeless but of course it’s possible that he was taken prisoner. George Kopp, whom I had also assumed dead, was captured with two bullets in his chest & part of his left hand shot off. Later he escaped to unoccupied France & he’s now trying to get here7 but his letters take about two months to come so one can’t know much of what is happening.

By the way, where is Norman? I hope not in Egypt.

Now I must go shopping being as ever a Devoted Pig.

Having walked twelve or fourteen miles to find mother soft slippers with heels, I had to buy everyone else hcfs8 in a horrible shop. Last year’s gift was identical I believe but you will have a nice stock of white hcfs for the cold days.




771A.

Undated [perhaps March 1941] Handwritten

[18 Dorset Chambers Chagford Street Ivor Place London NW 1]

[no salutation]

The semi crest means that the paper was waste before it Flowered. The same is true of my time as a government servant. There is not much paper, so to sum up:

Physical condition – much improved by air raids, possibly because I now sleep several hours a night longer than ever in my life;

Mental condition – temporarily improved by air raids which were a change, degenerating again now that air raids threaten to become monotonous;

Events since the war – daily work of inconceivable dullness; weekly efforts to leave Greenwich always frustrated; monthly visits to the cottage which is still as it was only dirtier;

Future plans – imaginings of the possibility of leaving a furnished flat (“chambers”) that we have at Baker Street & taking an unfurnished flat north of Baker Street to remain in George’s Home Guard district, with the idea that we might both live in this flat – probably to be frustrated by continued lack of five shillings to spend & increasing scarcity of undemolished flats & perhaps by our ceasing to live anywhere. But the last is unlikely because a shorter & no less accurate summing up would be

NOTHING EVER HAPPENS TO

Pig.

Please write a letter. The difficulty is that I am too profoundly depressed2 to write a letter. I have many times half thought I could come to Bristol but it is literally years since a weekend belonged to me & George would have a haemorrhage. I suppose London is not a place to come to really but if you do ring NATIONAL 3318. My departmental head is almost as frightened of me as he is of taking any decision on his own & I can get Time off. Meanwhile give my love to everyone. E.3




III
George Kopp Further Revealed


George(s) Kopp is interesting and mysterious in his own right but he is also intriguing in relation both to Orwell and to Eileen Blair. He served as Orwell’s commandant in Spain and Orwell admired him greatly. Eileen sums up to perfection their relationship at the time in her letter of New Year’s Day 1938. Her husband, she writes, ‘is very fond of Georges, who indeed tended him with real tenderness in Spain and anyway is admirable as a soldier because of his quite remarkable courage … Indeed they went about saving each other’s lives or trying to in a way that was almost horrible to me’. It was Kopp who did much to care for Orwell after he was wounded in the throat, and the drawing that survives of Orwell’s wound (sent with reports to Dr Laurence O’Shaughnessy for his advice, XI, 369) reveals something of Kopp’s skill as a draughtsman. All this should be borne in mind in what follows.

Kopp, as Eileen puts it in that same letter, was ‘a bit gone on’ her. D. J. Taylor thinks, his ‘relationship with Eileen is one of the enigmas of the Orwells’ Spanish trip’; his ‘partiality for the company of Mrs Blair was noted by one or two members of the ILP contingent’ (p. 217). Gordon Bowker suggests that the relationship might have gone further: ‘It is conceivable, of course, that one of those mysterious omissions from her marriage vows left affairs open to both her and George’, although if Orwell knew or suspected anything it ‘did not come between him and Kopp, whom he continued to hold in the highest regard’ (p. 214). Whatever Eileen revealed at that time, it is noticeable that one of Orwell’s close colleagues in the trenches, Jock Branthwaite, told Stephen Wadhams that Eileen ‘worshipped the ground [Orwell] walked on. She’d do anything for him’ (Remembering Orwell, p. 84). Eileen’s opening her heart to Norah here tells us much more than has previously been conjectured.

Kopp, to put it politely, was in many ways a man of mystery and the full facts of his life are still not fully known. However, recent work by Mr Bert Govaerts of Antwerp has revealed much about him and this corrects what was previously believed. Mr Govaerts has generously given the editor permission to make use of his latest findings. In doing so, I would repeat what is said above: there was evidently a very attractive side to Georges Kopp and, despite his dubious claim to so many medals, he was undoubtedly brave and skilful in the field.

Origins

George Kopp was born in Petrograd on either 10 or 23 June 1902. Like his parents, he was Russian. His father, Alexander, was born in Rostov in 1871 and his mother Guitalia (= Henriette) in Odessa in 1876. The family moved to Schaarbeek, a suburb of Brussels, in 1909. At the outbreak of the First World War they moved to Lausanne in Switzerland, returning to Brussels in 1920. George studied engineering in Switzerland for two years and took up his studies again at the University of Brussels. However, perhaps owing to the death of his father on Christmas Day 1921, he did not graduate: he was well short of the five years required to gain a degree. He always gives his profession as engineer or civil engineer and worked at various plants until he left for Spain in 1936. In 1925 he married Germaine Warnotte and they had five children between 1926 and 1932. The couple divorced in 1935 and he then worked in a steel factory in Trazegnies spending weekends with his mother – until they quarrelled when he seems to have disappeared.

Spain

Kopp next turns up at the Grande Brasserie Hotel Sala in Perpignan, France, on the way to fight for the Republicans in Spain. A handwritten letter survives dated 19 October 1936 addressed to ‘Mes chers petits enfants chéris’ telling them he is ‘tout près de la frontière espagnole’ and that because of the growth of fascism in Italy, Germany and Portugal, and the current threat to Spain, he must like ‘tous les hommes de bonne volonté’ give his service to the Republican Government of Madrid. He begs his children to take every care of their ‘chère Maman’. However, in a note to his former wife he does admit that a basic reason for his going off to war is to get away from his marital problems, divorced though they are. Something of Kopp’s complex reasons and emotions are apparent here.

Although he lacked even basic military training, Kopp falsely claimed to be an ex-officer in the Belgian army who was being prosecuted at home. He quickly became Orwell’s ‘stout commandante’ and by June 1937 was listed as a Capitán in the new republican army. In another list he is shown to be a Capitán in the 45th Division, Transmission Services. Orwell was completely taken in by Kopp and believed that he was later promoted to Major. As we learn from Homage to Catalonia, Kopp was one of the POUM to be arrested and thrown into gaol, from which Orwell and Eileen did their best to extricate him. He certainly was moved from prison to prison – he claimed to have had seventeen addresses. The French left-wing periodical, La Lutte Ouvrière, published an article on Stalinist purges in Spain which listed ‘George Kopp/Belgique’. The Belgian Sûreté investigated, visiting Kopp’s mother, but she had heard nothing of his whereabouts. The Sûreté concluded, correctly, that Kopp was not a Belgian but a Russian, and saw no reason to intervene. On 27 October 1937 Kopp was ‘erased’ from the inhabitants’ register of Schaarbeek. The following month his mother asked the Sûreté to intervene again. He had been, she said, incarcerated in the prison ship Uruguay and at Campo de Trabajo No. 6 Pueblo Español Montjuich Barcelona and was only still Russian because he had failed to take the necessary steps to be declared a Belgian. She assured the Sûreté that her son had taken no interest in politics and had never been a member of any organisation. The Sûreté did not oppose his return to Belgium (perhaps because he had five children living there) but it is not clear that he ever returned to Belgium. An article in Espagne Nouvelle, 15 January 1939, has a full column on Kopp, though one cannot be sure how much is independent of the man himself. It lists the half-dozen battles in which he fought and the thirteen prison camps in which he was held. There are graphic descriptions of the appalling conditions in which he and others were held, including a total lack of food and drinking water for a dozen consecutive days in a rat-infested cell whilst being tortured by ‘la fureur sadique des modernes inquisiteurs’. He was reduced from a strong, upstanding man to one weakened by illness, his body covered with scars, and requiring a stick in order to stand.

Greenwich and the return to France

The Complete Works reprints in full the account (derived from Kopp himself) in the Paris-based journal, Independent News, edited by Lucien Weitz, of what it calls ‘Kopp’s long martyrdom’ on the way to his release (Volume XI, p. 339, 5 March 1939). Kopp got himself to England and was cared for for two–three months by Eileen’s family at Greenwich (Eric and Gwen O’Shaughnessy). He then returned to France and joined the French Foreign Legion. That seems to be correct though details are uncertain because they go back to a copy of a document dated 30 August 1940 which Kopp himself made but which purported to be one made by Lt. Col. Besson of the 12th Infantry Regiment. This states that in May 1940 Kopp had been a corporal and ‘chef de combat’ in the Legion’s first company. He fought in several battles against the Germans between the 6th and 16th June 1940, was severely wounded and taken prisoner. On 16 August he escaped and rejoined his regiment in Unoccupied France at Fuveau. He was later sent to the Headquarters of the French Foreign Legion at Sidi bel Abbès in Algeria. He was decorated and proposed for the Croix de Guerre. According to his account he then got into touch with a Captain Daigny, attached to the Foreign Legion but, according to Kopp, local head of Vichy’s Deuxième Bureau (Vichy’s Secret Service). He then claims to have helped set up a secret synthetic petrol and gasoil production line for the French Navy in May 1941, establishing a laboratory for Vichy in Marseilles.

A very interesting, though mysterious, letter written by Kopp to ‘George’ and ‘Evelyn’ somewhere in England – both unidentified – written from 48 rue Boudouresque, Marseilles-Malmousque on 17 December 1941 in the National Archives at Kew maintains he was shot on the Yonne through the right lung, left hand, left elbow, and left collarbone. He gives a graphic account of this encounter which may or may not be true. He says he was awarded both the Croix de Guerre and the Medaille Militaire. He claims he has been recommended for the Legion of Honour, has been demobilised and given a pension of 400 frs a month, then equivalent to 12s 0d a week. He claims he is undertaking technical work ‘far more to do with fighting Germany than any war experience I have had before’. He is insistent that, although working for Vichy, he has been given ‘every possible guarantee that my work is not [going] to serve anybody else but France and is helping to fight Germany’. Surely as sharp a mind as Kopp’s would not be convinced by such a ‘guarantee’? He was, he said, endeavouring to establish contacts with the Belgian Government in London and was very anxious to get news to the wife of a badly wounded British Army Service Corps prisoner, Lt. Onyett, whom he had met when he also was a prisoner. The wife lived at 9 Neville Road, Cambridge. In the mix of uncertainties, this seems genuine. He had written, he claimed, some fifty times endeavouring to pass on this information. He is also very anxious about Eileen and Eric Blair, Gwen and Eric O’Shaugnessy and ‘little Laurence’ (their son) and Doreen Hunton, Eileen’s sister-in-law, half-sister of Gwen O’Shaughnessy, whom he would marry in 1943. One thing is certain about this letter: he is unaware that Eric O’Shaugnessy had been killed eighteen months earlier during the retreat to Dunkirk.

Contact with MI5

Kopp eventually established contact with the British in June 1942 when a French agent, ‘Abel’, forwarded a letter written by Kopp to MI5. This resulted in MI5 considering him for employment as an ‘agent in the field’ and it mentions Orwell as a referee (described by MI5 as ‘the well-known political writer’). The report, dated 8 June 1942, states that ‘BLAIR@ OR WELL is known to have been in November 1941 a more whole-hearted supporter of the Allied War Effort than the Orthodox or Stalinite Communists’. In his discussions with MI5, Kopp maintained that he had set up his laboratory with his own money and money lent by friends. He hoped Vichy would provide 100 million francs (roughly £500,000 in 1942) to make his experimental work commercial and he wanted the Allies to take this over as ‘state participation’. He also offered through ‘Abel’ an anti-tank device amongst a number of inventions he had developed. London smelt a rat. An anonymous MI5 man wrote, ‘I certainly will not fall for such a vague scheme. What is evident in this story is that Kopp has let himself in for certain financial commitments with friends who have fallen for his inventions, and now wants us to pay the piper for him and to guarantee his future expenditure on inventions for the practicability of which we have only his word. Kopp must be a rather naive individual’. In 1943, when Kopp was debriefed in London, he seems to have forgotten details of this story for he then says he had lost 600,000 francs and had received nothing from Vichy. His then interrogator noted he found this ‘very strange’ for a man who had been on the run since 1936.

Although MI5 did not fall for Kopp’s story, they were interested in him and, whilst he was still in France, they followed up one of his references – to Eric Blair. Mr Govaerts has turned up a fascinating document dated 8 July 1943, which records an interview by Courtenay Young of Orwell (as Eric Blair) for MI5. Orwell states that after staying at Greenwich in 1939, Kopp returned to France (before the outbreak of war) where he ‘apparently joined the Foreign Legion’. What is particularly intriguing about this interview is that it seems to stem from an initiative involving Anthony Blunt,1 then working for MI5 but also working as a spy for the KGB. That Orwell was not totally taken in by Kopp is apparent from this statement in the report:


BLAIR stated that he regarded KOPP as a loyal man, possessed of anti-Nazi sentiments, but otherwise not deeply interested in politics although mildly Left Wing. He was physically courageous and resolute and, generally speaking, an adventurer. He had a tendency, however, to embellish things, and although deserving of confidence in his personal conduct, one hesitated to accept anything he said without additional corroboration.



Kopp provided a CV to his application to become an SOE agent and, unsurprisingly, reinvented his past. He was, he claimed, despite his Russian birthplace, Belgian as were his parents. He claimed to be a graduate civil engineer and a ‘reserve captain of the 4th engineers in the Belgian army’. By the time his military career had ended in Spain he was a Brigade Commander with ‘8 citations’ – although he never rose above the rank of Capitán. Kopp was given a number – 6328 – but further efforts were made to check his credentials with the Belgian government in exile. Paul-Henri Spaak (who had been the Socialist Prime Minister of Belgium, 1938–9),2 did not recall his name but, after a delay of five months, the Belgian Secret Service reported that a Marcel Roost of the Sûreté thought Kopp was ‘probably Belgian’ and that he was ‘intelligent and cultivated’ but ‘undesirable in the present circumstances’.

Kopp ceased working on synthetic oil production in Marseilles and was appointed a consultant engineer for Combustibles et Carburants Nationaux at Narbonne, although he still lived in Marseilles. At some later but unknown date he began work for the British and, in his own debriefing report, written after his arrival in England, claims to have set up a ‘réseau’ in Marseilles in order to gather information about coastal defences. He claimed to be able to communicate directly with England. SOE files show that around March–April 1943 Kopp was ‘employed by us’. He was thought to be doing good work but doubts kept popping up. One of his superiors in France, ‘Olivier’, even wondered whether he was a double agent, reporting, ‘on the whole he is a strange man, who seems to be very interested in money’. Kopp promoted himself even further for the benefit of ‘Olivier’ telling him he had been a General in Spain and that he had worked on oil fields in Russia.

Kopp’s ‘réseau’ had on its staff a number of assistants including customs officers. For a period his eldest child, his son Michel (born 1926), was on the staff. However, the ‘réseau’ collapsed when a young man was caught with a map of Marseilles with all the coastal defences marked on it. The young man knew Kopp’s identity. Kopp advised London and travelled to Paris. There he met his chief, ‘Fitzroy’, and on 7 September ‘Fitzroy’ ‘instructed’ Kopp to go to the United Kingdom. How that was managed is not known but he was probably flown out. He was then debriefed, but the account of the debriefing, which gives a full account of his life and from which some of this summary is taken, was Kopp’s own work. He now claims that he was a ‘2nd Lieutenant’ on leaving the army (of which he was never a member) and even gives the name of his superior officer. He now promotes himself to the rank of Lieutenant-Colonel in the 4th Engineer Brigade of the Republican Army in Spain and states that it was there that he invented his anti-tank device. He was arrested in Spain after the May Events in Barcelona (as Orwell might well have been) because he was a member of the POUM – a wholly honest reason – but he now has a new reason for that arrest: because the Soviet Secret Service wanted details of his anti-tank device! He claims he refused to give them the information (doubtless because they didn’t ask for it and because in all probability it did not exist). He also claims that he was only released through a ‘diplomatic offensive’ by the Belgians – which is known to be incorrect.

Kopp after the War

Nevertheless, MI5 must have considered he had given them good service because they found him work (thus ‘satisfying our moral obligations’), enabling him to travel abroad ‘and be of further use to us’. The agent who dealt with Kopp’s file was the aforesaid Anthony Blunt. MI5 also helped Kopp gather together the documents to show that he was legally free to marry Doreen Hunton. Kopp began a new life in England, as sketched in The Complete Works, living as a gentleman-farmer at Toftlands House, Biggar, Scotland and still endeavouring to sell his inventions in the field of coal and petrol production. He even sold the wreck of a truck to Orwell …

He wrote a large number of letters to his daughter Anne-Marie in 1946 giving her advice on what she should read – Valéry, Sartre (‘very uneven’), Duhamel, Victor Hugo, Flaubert’s L’Education Sentimentale, Mauriac and Montaigne. Perhaps that is what Marcel Roost of the Sûreté meant by his being ‘cultivated’, though perhaps not ‘intelligent’ given that she was only sixteen at the time. He also claimed to her that he was an expert on women’s fashion and could advise her on dress. He never again mentions Orwell, became a devout Roman Catholic and fierce anti-Communist. He moved from Scotland to Shalcross Manor at Whaley Bridge (between Manchester and Buxton) to be near his ‘clients’. However, his business went downhill, his health deteriorated, and he suffered bouts of malaria. In February 1949 he moved back to France claiming to his daughter that he was now a consulting engineer for the Société Générale des Pétroles Français. His last letter to her is dated 1 May 1950 and he is known to have died in Marseilles in 1951 though the precise date is as mysterious as his life.

Conclusion

Given how sharp Orwell was to spot the duplicity of Peter Smollett (Smolka), a KGB agent who so inveigled himself into the English hierarchy that he was appointed OBE for his services to the United Kingdom, it is surprising that Orwell seems to have been so wholly taken in by Kopp. Possibly the cameraderie of the trenches blinded him from seeing through his friend. After Kopp palmed him off with a dud lorry their relationship seems to have cooled: that special friendship forged in war should have ensured that Kopp did not behave so badly. Yet, I doubt if he ever really believed that Kopp was as duplicitous as he has proved to be and, much though I should like to think so, I do doubt if memories of George Kopp played any part in the creation of Nineteen Eighty-Four. Would Orwell feel that to draw on Kopp would be to betray an old comrade? In The Complete Works, an extract is given of a letter Kopp wrote to Orwell and Eileen from France on 26 July 1943. It is now possible to give this in full.3






2201. Kopp to Eileen and Orwell

26 July 1943 Typewritten

Dear Eileen and Eric,

It is a long time, nearly a year, since I could write a message with a reasonable chance of reaching you. When you last heard of me, my work with the French Government was about to be interrupted owing to increased German control, and I was attempting to make contacts with the British to be allowed to sort of still be doing at least something in this war. I remember I was bitterly complaining about the slowness of the process.

Well, for about a year now, these contacts have been achieved and I am working hard. I consider it a privilege to go on “fighting” although my wounds would have prevented me from taking any active part in any regular sort of service. I am feeling quite happy and glorious. Besides, I have retained a sort of Consulting Engineer post with the Ministry of Industrial Production, it is not a full time job and does not prevent me from performing my other duties; far from it.

It is rather queer to be writing without being, of course, able to tell you anything about my real work and without expecting any sort of reply before normal mails connect us again.4 But you know what sort of questions interrest° and about the Family and that none of you all is absent from my thoughts. But I must make this an unusual sort of letter and talk but little of personal items.

My health is rather good, but I am no longer the same man as before my wounds; malaria too is often tiring. Food is grossly unsufficient,° mainly meat and fats are really scarce. I must prevent food from becoming a capital sort of pre-occupation, as it is the case for so many people nowadays in France; the poor chaps spend most of their leisure in hunting for victuals or dreaming about what they would eat if only they could …°

I am still living in the same place near the sea [Marseilles], with a coastal battery manned by Germans 300 feet away; I am often speculating upon the accuracy of up-to-date bombing; according to pre-war averages, they would be sure, aiming at the battery, to knock my place down …°

I suppose you know that Mother died in Sept. 42; the children are well; I expect my eldest son, aged nearly 18 and two inches taller than myself, to come to me soon; he is somewhat to° young to enlist, but he might help me with my “work”. In any case, he has now finished his secondary studies and cannot go further since he wants to become an artillery officer: there are no more military schools open to him.

We have just learned to day the fall of Mussolini; I suppose that Italy will collapse soon and I expect it might have an influence upon the duration of the war, although I remain rather pessimistic as for the lenght° of German resistance; people reckon it in months or even weeks, but I persist to think the bastards will fight desperately for another couple of years; this is a political sort of war and everybody in Germany who is holding any sort of post, from dictator down to postman, knows he will loose° it when Germany capitulates and the régime changes; it is something akin to what happened in republican Spain; they will all refrain as long as they can from avowing they are beaten.

Well, give my love to everybody, to Doreen, to Gwen, to the Masons, etc.5 Ever yours,

George




IV
Summaries of Letters from Orwell to Brenda Salkeld

Abstracted by kind permission from Gordon Bowker’s George Orwell, 2003


All the letters are from Orwell to Brenda Salkeld. None of the letters has been released. Dates have sometimes to be conjectured. After each summary a reference is given to Gordon Bowker’s biography and then, in italic, will be found a reference to the item number, volume and page that the letter would have in The Complete Works.





105A.

13 May 1931

Bowker: Orwell shared with her his various literary passions, talked about his writing and showed her his work-in-progress.


[Bowker: p. 125; n. 37]






106A.

Friday night [26 June 1931]

Bowker: On 25 June 1931, Orwell’s 28th birthday, reviewing his ‘life & achievements’, he said he had earned £2,000 as an Indian policeman, £220 from tutoring, around £100 from writing, £20 from dishwashing and £20 from other odd jobs. He added, ‘You will notice the only profession I have earned anything appreciable at was the only one I wholeheartedly loathed. Perhaps if I could find a job I loathed more I might become quite rich’.


[Bowker: p. 127; n. 44]

The letters about this time begin ‘Dearest & Belovedest Brenda’

[Bowker: p. 127]






107A.

7 July 1931?

Bowker: ‘Oh, what tangled webs we weave …’ Orwell wrote, fearing his and Brenda’s relationship would become known to others in Southwold, especially Eleanor Jaques.


[Bowker: p. 126; n. 39]






107B.

8 July 1931?

Bowker: Orwell told Brenda an amusing story passed on by his father, Richard: ‘When my father was a boy he went to Cremorne Gardens & saw a man launched from a balloon in an attempt to fly. He fell straight into Chelsea cemetery, & made such a hole in the ground that all they had to do was to put up a tombstone. Rather a neat ending, I think?’


[Bowker: p. 128; n. 47]






107C.

18 July 1931 [postmark]

Bowker: ‘Dear Brenda’ ‘Please don’t think I am merely heartless. You know I am fond of you, at any rate as I understand fondness, & your friendship means a great deal to me. I am sometimes lonelier than you guess, & it has made a great difference to me to have someone who took an interest in me. [He had only said what he said] because it hurt me to be played with – I did not mean that I merely wanted to discard you because someone else would do as well & be less trouble. But perhaps I conveyed the impression. Don’t think that I was merely callous & selfish. It is only that I am fond of you & it hurts me not to have you altogether.’


[Bowker: p. 128; n. 45]






118A.

21 October 1931

Bowker: He had decided Oswald Mosley was a noisy peddler of ‘tripe’.


[Bowker: p. 127; n. 42]






120A.

9 November or December 1931

Bowker: Orwell stayed with Lydia Shiel, an admirer and sharp critic of his work and an old socialist friend of Nellie Limouzin, at Wisborough Green, Sussex. He told Brenda how idyllic it was to be far from civilisation, miles even from a Post Office, ‘in the middle of beechwoods, & the pheasants, squirrels etc. feed almost on the back doorstep … The quiet here suits me very well, & my sole disipation [sic] is chess, which I am getting rather good at.’


[Bowker: pp. 131–2; n. 56]






120B.

10 November or December 1931

Bowker: Orwell had sent a story, ‘The Idiot’, to his agent. It was based on the ‘imbecile boy’ he had tutored at Walberswick. He had considered calling it ‘The Hairless Ape’ and he planned to send it to Sir Richard Rees (editor of The Adelphi). However, Rees might be appalled by it and not wish to print it. If published he would not want the boy’s mother to read it. The story was not published and is lost.


[Bowker: p. 133; n. 63]






137A.

Tuesday night [August 1932?]

Bowker: Brenda had told Orwell she would not take his attentions seriously when he was dallying elsewhere. He responded: ‘I am sorry I worried you the other night. It is necessary that we should come to an understanding sooner or later, but there is no particular hurry. If your answer must finally be no, I don’t see why even then we should part, unless a sort of undefined relationship such as we have worries you. I would infinitely rather have you as a friend only than not at all, and I would even, on those terms, undertake to stop pursuing other women if you really wanted me not to. I don’t know if you ever quite realised how much you mean to me. Besides, you said that you thought you would finally take a lover, and if so I don’t see why it shouldn’t be me, unless you have some reason for drawing back from me personally. I don’t particularly mind waiting; I should have to wait in any case, as I am not in a position to marry and shan’t be for several years probably. So let us continue as we are, unless you have really some reason for wanting to get rid of me. I recognise that there is something in your life which you don’t want to sacrifice by tying yourself irrevocably to another person, but surely such a relationship as we have doesn’t interfere with that? Only, even if we are only friends, you mustn’t mind my making love to you in a small way and occasionally asking you to go further, because it is my nature to do that.


[Bowker: p. 139; n. 23]






140A.

[Beginning of September 1932]

Bowker: Orwell told Brenda he had reached p. 221 of the draft of Burmese Days and had about eighty pages to go. However, he was ‘disgusted with it’ and was burying his disgust in gardening and rereading Butler’s The Way of All Flesh. He sent her blasphemous versions of verses from the New Testament: ‘Though I speak with the tongues of men and of angels and have no sex-appeal – I am become as a sounding brass and a tinkling symbol.’


[Bowker: p. 141; n. 32]






147A.

Sunday [November 1932]

Bowker: Producing his Christmas play, Charles II, at The Hawthorns, he told Brenda, helping out at the church, and correcting proofs of his ‘poisonous book’ [Down and Out in Paris and London] left him unable to work on his novel [Burmese Days].


[Bowker: p. 141; n. 34]






158A.

January/February 1933

Bowker: His introduction to the poetry of Villon when he was in Burma was, until he discovered Joyce’s Ulysses, ‘the most important event’ in his life.


[Bowker: p. 90; n. 63]






159A.

3? February 1933

Bowker: When Orwell was passing through London he borrowed a smuggled copy of James Joyce’s Ulysses (then prohibited in the UK) from Mabel Fierz. He told Brenda that he had been reading it over and over and described it as ‘my dear “Ulysses” ’; he declared it was his greatest discovery since Villon.


[Bowker: p. 148; n. 48]

[See also preceding letter and Orwell’s letters to her, CW, X, 307–8 and 316–18; also Orwell’s letter above to R. N. Raimbault, 16 December 1934, n. 2 for Rodker]






215A.

14 November 1934

Bowker: Orwell urges Brenda to come to London to stay with him at Booklovers’ Corner because Mrs Westrope would not object to his having women stay overnight. The letter is laced with smutty jokes. Again she resisted the bait. He was disappointed at the poor sales of Burmese Days in the USA. ‘I am very depressed … Had my novel about Burma been published in England and had as it ought a moderate success, I should have been “lancé” ’. Worse, he felt no one would want his future work because it was now regarded as ‘experimental’. He would have to get that out of his system before he could again write a saleable novel. ‘I wish I had £700, or even £500, and I could start a bookshop of my own.’ [Presumably Orwell refers to Down and Out in Paris and London, described here as a novel.]


[Bowker: p. 161; nn. 19 and 22]






309A.

2 May 1936

Bowker: Referring to The Stores, Wallington, he told Brenda, ‘This is a tiny cottage, quite primitive but at this time of year quite comfortable. My landlords are “going to” put in running water and proper sanitation, but they are the kind of people who can go on “going to” do a thing for two or three years at a stretch’. He was going to review for Time and Tide, his ‘bête noire’, he told Brenda: ‘You see to what depths one has to sink in the literary life’. Referring to adverse criticism of Keep the Aspidistra Flying, he told Brenda it had received ‘the most awful slating … even Cyril Connolly has deserted me’, but ‘I am not certain that kind of thing does a book much harm … Also, because of the abuse I had received elsewhere the Daily Worker for the first time deigned to notice me’. He had had an amusing communication from Sir Richard Rees. Rees ‘conceived that I had put a caricature of him in “Keep the A” and sent me an unspeakably vulgar postcard … of a man looking under the bed, and his wife says, “What are you looking for?” and he says, “An aspidistra” ’. [It has been suggested that Rees is depicted as Ravelston.] He told Brenda that he had tamed ‘the wilderness of tin cans, boots and nettles … Now I have got parts of it under cultivation and am going to open up the shop on Monday week … This is a tiny village and I can’t make very much out of it, but I doubt whether I can lose and I am happy it will at least pay my rent for me.’ [Monday week would be 11 May.]


[Bowker: pp. 185, n. 17; 186, n. 22; 187, n. 25; 188, n. 30; 189, n. 37]






316A.

10 June 1936

Bowker: Orwell married Eileen O’Shaughnessy at Wallington on 9 June 1936. He wrote to Brenda on the following day: ‘We were married yesterday in correct style at the parish church here but not with the correct marriage service, as the clergyman left out the “obey” clause among other things.’


[Bowker: p. 189; n. 33]






644A.

25 June 1940

Bowker: Orwell endeavoured to persuade Brenda to engage in an affair [p. 252; n. 107].

Dearest Brenda, I’ve tried so often to forget you but somehow didn’t succeed. I wonder where you are & what doing … I wonder if you are happy. If things just break up & go to pieces as I fear they may, I must try & see you once again. You are such a big piece of my life. Do you remember our walks to Blythburgh, & the time we found the nightingale’s nest? And that beautiful walk we had last summer just before the war began. How long is it since I last saw you? I think it was at Christmas, wasn’t it? I couldn’t explain then abt you & me & Eileen, you didn’t want me to, & of course such relationship [as] was between us was unfair and impossible for you. Eileen said she wished I could sleep with you abt twice a year, just to keep me happy, but of course we can’t arrange things like that. It’s a pity though we never made love properly. We could have been so happy. If things are really collapsing I shall try & see you. Or perhaps you wouldn’t want to? I’ve no rights over you, & I dare say you’ve found somebody else long since, but we have been friends so long that you are part of me in a way. I’ve been longing for months to write to you & compelling myself not to. But today is my birthday & Eileen said I was to give myself a birthday treat. Write, if you feel like it, to the above address, & tell me what you’re doing & what your plans are, & whether you are happy. Take care of yourself, dear love, take cover when the air raids start, & try to be happy.

With love

Eric.


[If things ‘go to pieces’ or are ‘collapsing’, refers to the possibility of a German invasion. Operation Dynamo, the evacuation of Dunkirk, was completed on 4 June 1940. The bombing of London started on 7 September 1940.]

[Bowker: p. 266; n. 49]






2900A.

15 February 1946

Bowker: Orwell invited her to high tea suggesting she might like to see Richard: ‘I am generally at the above [27b, Canonbury Square, Islington], as I don’t go to an office nowadays, I would like you to see my little boy, now aged 21 months’. She did go for tea.


[Bowker: p. 344; n. 73]






3023A.

30 June 1946

Bowker: Orwell’s sister, Avril, invited Brenda to come to Jura [Crick, p. 514] and Orwell sent her these instructions:

It is actually easier than it sounds.

Boats leave for Jura on Mondays, Wednesdays and Fridays. The times and places are as follows:

8 am leave Glasgow Central for Gourock

Join the boat at Gourock

12 Noon arrive at East Tarbert

Take bus to West Tarbert (bus runs in conjunction with boat)

Join boat at West Tarbert

3 pm (about) arrive Jura

Hire car to Ardlussa where we will meet you.

You can book through from Glasgow to Jura or you can get your tickets on the boat. I think you can book right the way through from London … You might have to walk the last seven miles, in which case it would be better for you to make do with a rucksack and haversack. (I’d carry part of it for you, of course!)


[Brenda did accept the invitation to visit Jura.]

[Bowker: p. 354; n. 19]







[image: Penguin Walking Logo]


V
Letters from Other Sources



in chronological order




374B. To Sergei Dinamov,1 Editor, International Literature, Moscow

2 July 1937 Typewritten


In his article, ‘An English Writer in the Land of the Bolsheviks’, Professor Arlen Blyum of the St Petersburg Academy of Culture, records the fascinating exchange of letters between the Editor of the Moscow journal, International Literature, and Orwell. The editor wrote to Orwell on 31 May 1937 saying he had read reviews of The Road to Wigan Pier and asked for a copy so that it could be introduced to the journal’s readers. This is Orwell’s reply, found in the Russian State Archive of Literature and Art. See 362 (XI, 12) for the journal’s response – that Orwell’s association with the POUM ensured that International Literature could ‘have no relations’ with him. See Crick, 345–6; he prints International Literature’s response and it is reproduced below, p. 167. I am very grateful to I. P. Foote, The Queen’s College, Oxford, for making available to me his translation of Professor Blyum’s article and for Professor Blyum for permission to reprint the letter. The last sentence of the first paragraph is telling so soon after Orwell’s return and only a little over six months since handing in the manuscript of The Road to Wigan Pier. Professor Blyum’s article was published in The Library, December 2003.



The Stores

Wallington

Near Baldock

Herts

England

Dear Comrade,

I am sorry not to have answered earlier your letter dated May 31st, but I have only just got back from Spain and my letters have been kept for me here, rather luckily, as otherwise some of them might have been lost. I am sending separately a copy of “The Road to Wigan Pier”. I hope parts of it may interest you. I ought to tell you that parts of the second half deal with subjects that may seem rather trivial outside England. I was preoccupied with them at the time of writing, but my experiences in Spain have made me reconsider many of my opinions.

I have still not quite recovered from the wound I got in Spain, but when I am up to writing again I will try and write something for you, as you suggested in your earlier letter.2 I would like to be frank with you, however, and therefore I must tell you that in Spain I was serving in the militia of the P.O.U.M., which as you know° doubt know, has been bitterly denounced by the Communist Party and was recently suppressed by the Government; also that after what I have seen I am more in agreement with the policy of the P.O.U.M. than with that of the Communist Party. I tell you this because it may be that your paper would not care to have contributions from a P.O.U.M. member, and I do not wish to introduce myself to you under false pretences.

The above is my permanent address.

Yours fraternally,

[Signed] George Orwell




1586A. To A. J. Balcombe,1

19 October 1942 Typewritten

BBC, Broadcasting House

London, W.1

Dear Mr Balcome,2

I understand from Mulk Raj Anand that you have agreed to do a talk for us in the Eastern Service of the BBC, on Friday, November 20th, at 12.45 B.S.T.3 This would mean that you should come to my office at 200, Oxford Street, at 12 o’clock, so that you cun° run through the talk before actually going on the air. If by any chance this date is not convenient for you, we could always record the talk before the actual date of broadcast. If you would like the talk recorded, perhaps you could let us know, either direct or through Dr. Anand, when it would suit you to record it.

I wonder if you would have any objection to providing us with some information about yourself for publicity purposes? It is difficult to say exactly what details we want, but [it w]ould be interesting to know whether [y]ou have always been a merchant seaman, if [no]t, what you have done besides that and any detai[ls] about your home life. [	] be able to think of other thi[ngs ] that you could mention. If y[ou	] particular interests or hobbie[s	] that would be of interest as w[ell.]

Yours sincerely,

[signed] Eric Blair

ERIC BLAIR

Talks Produc[er]

Indian Secti[on]




2023A. To Penguin Books

21 April 19431 Handwritten

10a Mortimer Crescent

London NW6

Dear Sir,

With reference to “Burmese Days”. I have just ascertained from my agent that it is O.K. as to copyright with both the English & the American editions. So you could go ahead with the American edition, which is better & which you have a copy of. Could you be kind enough to get in touch with my agent –

L. P. Moore

    The Ride Annexe

        Duke’s Wood Avenue

            Gerrards Cross, BUC,°

who will settle any outstanding points. If I remember rightly the American edition of “Burmese Days” has some misprints which might as well be put right when reprinting.2

Yours truly

Geo. Orwell




2278A. Lord David Cecil to W.J. Turner

Undated Handwritten

On 23 September 1943, Orwell signed a contract with W. J. Turner (see 1743, n. 1; XIV, 237) as editor of the series ‘Britain in Pictures’, to be published by Collins. Although Orwell seems to have completed his text by 22 May 1944, the book was much delayed and not published until August 1947. See 2278, 2475 and 3253. The first letter from Lord David Cecil (see 1791, n. 6, XIV, 289) throws an interesting light on Cecil’s attitude to Orwell. The letters are undated but must have been written between the time Orwell submitted his text and Turner’s death in 1946. Cecil had broadcast on T. S. Eliot in June/July 1943 under Orwell’s aegis: see 2042 and 2149 (XV, 82 and 152). He wrote the first book in the ‘Britain in Pictures’ series, The English Poets (1941), and was to have written English Conversation with Lettice Fowler, but that was not published. The second letter can only be assumed to be referring to the first, but the words ‘that you had the interest of the country at heart’ may refer to Cecil’s stating that publication of Orwell’s book would be ‘an unpatriotic act on our part’. The two letters are handwritten from New College, Oxford; the handwriting is not always easy to decipher.



New College, Oxford

Dear Turner,

I am most flattered you should ask me to write the book. But I literally cannot promise it: I haven’t the time with a book of my own and couldn’t consider hers. I should just let you down again if I promised. I am so sorry.

In these circumstances perhaps I should not advise. But, as a member of the advisory committee [of Britain in Pictures], I feel in conscience, bound to urge you strongly not to accept Orwell’s book. Britain in Pictures has built itself up, under your most imaginative & judicious guidance, a great reputation at home & abroad as an impartial account of things English.

Now Orwell’s book is not only extremely partisan but also presents England to the foreigner in the most unfavourable light, guilty of all the sins of feudal archaic snobbery of which she is most frequently accused especially in America. I spend a great deal of my time at Brains Trusts1 etc in refuting precisely the attack he, Orwell, makes. I think it would be a really mischievous thing if his book came out under this auspicious and very impartial & respected a series. In any case some of this book, especially the extremely undesirable reference to the monarchy, must be cut. But cutting is no use. It is simply a political pamphlet and in no way an adequate picture of it’s° subject. I do not think a counter [?] book meets the case. Britain in Pictures should not be a platform for political debate. It is a series for presenting England’s achievements. This factious & inaccurate pamphlet only blackens England’s reputation. I do sincerely feel that to publish it would be an unpatriotic act on our part.

Yours sincerely,

David Cecil




2278B. Lord David Cecil to W. J. Turner

Undated Handwritten

New College

Oxford

Dear Turner,

I am so very sorry to have offended you. Believe [me] it was quite unintentional: & I do not know why I have. Of course I did not doubt for a moment that you had the interest of the country at heart. Did I say anything that implied it? If so please accept my apologies. Why I wrote was that I felt [as] a member of the advisory committee & with my name on the list, you would expect rightly that I should give you my views on the matter.

As a matter of fact I was longing to know what you thought of what I said. I should be most interested to discuss it further.

Yours,

David Cecil




2420A. To Daniel George

17 February 1944 Typewritten

Tribune

Dear Daniel George,1

I’m sorry I didn’t write to thank you for the loan of “The New America[n] Credo”,2 which I have studied with interest, I will see that you get it back. I think it was from this that Nathan & Mencken3 evolved their idea of collecting “Americana”4 which the New Statesman afterwards copied.

Yours,

[Signed] Geo. Orwell

George Orwell.




2451A. To Daniel George

10 April 1944 Typewritten

Tribune

Dear Daniel George,

Is the book in French?1 If so I don’t think we ought to review it, but it is O.K. if it is a translation.

Yours,

[Signed] Geo. Orwell

George Orwell.




2563B. [Ivor Brown] to Dr Thomas Jones, C.H.

14 October 1944 Typewritten; unsigned

Dear T. J.,1

I would be very grateful for your opinion on this review by George Orwell, which I held out of the paper this week.2 It came in very late and there was not time to talk it over with him. It seems to me that the whole tone of it breathes a distaste for christianity, which would be offensive to a great many of our readers and, almost certainly, to Lord Astor. I dont,° myself, complain as a member of the Faith who is pained, but simply as the Editor of a paper having a tradition of Protestant christianity, which I believe the Chairman of Directors is eager to maintain. That does not mean that a reviewer like Orwell need be barred from such topics, but it does mean that he should endeavour to express himself in a different way.

The effect his review had on me was this: I felt that the reader who is a churchman, or chapelman, would say to himself “This man so dislikes us and our ideas that we will never get any justice out of him”. I may be quite wrong in feeling this and that is why I am asking your opinion. Do you think the review as a whole is likely to create the impression that I have suggested, and that a few minor alterations would put it right, or do you think that a few changes, such as I have pencilled in, would put the matter right?

I am sorry to trouble you, but this is a case where the atmosphere built up by a review is of great importance, and I very much want your sense of the atmosphere.

Yours ever,




2593A. To Daniel George

28 December 1944 Typewritten

Tribune

Dear Daniel George,

George Orwell asked me to return the enclosed book, “The New American Credo”1 to you and to thank you very much indeed for the loan. He enjoyed it immensely, but is very sorry that he kept it so long.

Yours sincerely,

[Signed] Sally McEwan2




2604A. To Allen & Unwin Ltd.

18 January 19451 Typewritten

Tribune

The Publicity Manager,

Messrs. Allen & Unwin Ltd.,

Ruskin House,

40 Museum Street, W.C.1.

Dear Sirs,

We would like to draw attention to the recent alteration in the book reviews in Tribune.

Under the new system, the majority of books are given short reviews of 200 words, and one book each week is given a long review of 1500 words. Together with the reviews of novels, this allows [us] to cover ten to fifteen books weekly, and to engage writers of standing to give serious criticism to outstanding books. The 200-word reviews are intended to summarise rather than criticise, this section of the paper forming a sort of extended book guide.

We are circularising all leading publishers on this subject, because at present books reach Tribune in a sporadic and unsatisfactory way. “Light” books, of no interest to the readers of a serious left-wing paper, are sent to us in great numbers, while, on the other hand, outstanding books, which are aimed at the same kind of public as our own, fail to reach us. In several cases we have given a 1500-word review to a book which we have not received from the publisher but had been obliged to procure in some other way.

The points we would like to emphasise are:-

1. Books on political, sociological, economic or literary subjects are of special interest to Tribune and are assured of a notice, even if it is only a short one.

2. Our leading reviews are much longer than anything that the majority of periodicals have space for nowadays. We put no pressure on our reviewers, and we cannot guarantee that these reviews will always be favourable, but at any rate they are sincere pieces of writing, of a kind to draw attention to any book that deserves it.

3. If we are informed before publication about any forthcoming book that seems important, we can often decide in advance whether or not to give it the leading review. If we do so decide, the review can then appear almost simultaneously with the book.

Yours faithfully,

[Signed] Geo. Orwell

Literary Editor.

This important letter outlining Tribune’s (and Orwell’s) reviewing policy has a tick against the paragraph numbered 2. At the end of the letter is a list of eight titles. Most of these are indistinct but the last three appear to be Film and the Future, There is a Tide, and Race Suicide.






2681A. To the Editor, Million Magazine, Second Collection

21 June 1945 Typewritten with handwritten annotation


This refers to an article in the June 1945 issue of Million by J. E. Miller.1 There is a ms. note in Orwell’s hand at the head of the letter: ‘N.B. Miller denies having received my letter’.



27B Canonbury Square

Islington

London N1

Dear Sir,

My attention has only just been drawn to an article entitled “George Orwell and Our Time” in the second collection of “Million.” I have, of course, no wish to answer criticism, but I would be much obliged if you would allow me enough space to correct two factual mis-statements which occur in the article.

1. The writer of the article states: “One thing (Orwell) obviously is in earnest about is his assertion that the working class, as a whole, smells – in fact stinks. And there is little evidence in any of his more recent writings to make us suppose he has radically altered this view. The working class, as a whole (and it is necessary to keep repeating this to show fully the implication of Orwell’s ideas) is possessed of a whole mass of horrible characteristics: hard drinking, bawdy jokes, eating peas off a knife – and what’s more stinking.”

The main reference is to a passage in my book “The Road to Wigan Pier,” but it conveys an entirely false impression, as I think the writer must have been aware. I not only did not say that the working class “smells,” I said almost the opposite of this. What I said, as any one who chooses to consult the book can see,2 is that twenty or thirty years ago, when I was a child, middle-class children were taught to believe that the working class “smells,” and that this was a psychological fact which had to be taken into consideration. I explained at some length how this notion had been presented to me as a child, how I had accepted it along with a lot of other rubbish, and how and why I had later got rid of it.

2. The article also states: “John Lehmann … has published a really fine example of Orwell’s vivid style called “Shooting an Elephant,” which is an extract from “Burmese Days,” a novel about Anglo-Indian life.”

There is no connection between the two pieces of writing named. “Shooting an Elephant” is an autobiographical sketch3 published in 1936, and “Burmese Days” is a third-person novel published several years earlier.

I cannot think that Mr Miller is unaware of these mis-statements, as I pointed them out to him when the draft of his essay was shown to me a year or two ago. No doubt he has his own reasons for choosing to let them stand, but I think your readers should be warned against taking an article of this kind as a reliable guide to my work.

Yours truly

[unsigned] George Orwell

The Editor “Million”

William Maclellan

240 Hope Street Glasgow




2718A. To J. C. Trewin

13 August 1945 Typewritten

27 B Canonbury Square

Islington

London N1

Dear Trewin,1

I don’t know if you know the Eurasian writer, Cedric Dover, author of “Half Caste” and other books.2 He is just coming out of the army, or has just come out, and is very anxious for some reviewing. I should think he could be useful to you if something turned up along his special lines – ie, something about India or something on the colour question. He is very embittered over the latter question and it might be unwise to send him a book by, eg. a retired Indian Civil Servant, which would rouse his resentment, but he does know a great deal about Asia generally, about the various Asiatic nationalist movements, and about the history of English literature in India, so that on some subjects he could do you a quite scholarly article. I am not of course trying to force him on you, but thought he might be a useful man to have on your list. His present address is:


22 Riverside Gardens

Alperton

Middlesex.



I’ll let you have my review (the Sewell book) on Thursday as usual.3 I’m proposing to go away for a holiday about the first half of September but haven’t just fixed the date yet.4 I’ll let you know definitely later and make sure of not letting you down.

Yours

[Signed] Geo. Orwell

George Orwell




2723A. To J. C. Trewin

17 August 1945 Typewritten

27 B Canonbury Square

Islington

London N1

Dear Trewin,

I think I told you I proposed taking a holiday in September but hadn’t quite fixed the date, and I thought you would like it in writing.

I propose going away on September 10th and returning about the 25th. This will mean I will be able to do you the article for September 2nd, delivered on August 30th, but that I shall presumably miss the one for September 16th. I hope you don’t mind? I rather need a holiday and if possible I don’t want to take any work away with me. I wonder if the Dickens book will be in before then? I don’t want to miss that. If it so fell out that the Dickens book came out while I was away, do you think it could be kept for me to do when I come back?1

I’m looking forward to seeing your review of my little book. I hope you haven’t been too hard on me!2

Yours

[Signed] Geo. Orwell

George Orwell




2753A. To Malcolm Muggeridge

25 September 1945 Typewritten

27B Canonbury Square

Islington

London N1

Dear Malcolm,1

How about lunch on Friday (28th)? Perhaps you won’t mind if Julian Symons2 comes along. I know you would like him. I think he is one of the most gifted of the writers now in their thirties. I know he would like to meet you too. Perhaps you could ring up the above3 and confirm, but any way I shall be at the Rainbow at 1 pm on Friday because of Symons.

I had a nice letter from your son which I am answering.4 I had a very good time in Scotland – it rained every day except one, but one expects that. I caught a lot of fish but all small ones.

Have you seen “Polemic?”5 I think the first number is a bit disappointing, partly because of the depressing board covers which they are going to scrap next time, but it will probably improve.

Yours

[Signed] George




3165A. To David Astor

30 January 1947 Typewritten

27B Canonbury Square, Islington, N.1.

Dear David,

Just to confirm what I said over the ’phone. I am sorry, but I simply can’t undertake that job.1 I must get some other commissioned work off my chest and then get back to my book if I want to finish it this year. I will speak to Julian Symons as I said.

I forget, by the way, whether, when I gave you that list of likely writers, I included Hugh Gordon Porteous, who at that time was still in the army but is now loose again and is, I think, looking for free-lance work. He was before the war a very interesting critical writer with some rather unusual specialised knowledge, such as, for instance, being able to read Chinese.2 There was also G. S. Frazer,° whose name I think I did give you.3 He wrote to me recently asking for advice and I sent him along to Tribune, and also I think [I] told him there might possibly be reviewing for him on the Observer. I don’t know whether he has approached you, but I told him that he might use my name. He again was, in my opinion, a very promising writer, but he was swallowed up in the army for about six years.

Yours,

[Signed] George

George Orwell.

[Handwritten annotation by David Astor to J. C. Trewin:]

J. C. T. Would you let Orwell know your views on the above suggestion, please. D.A.4




3321A. To an Unknown Person [David Astor?]

Friday Typewritten

The letter is undated. It is typewritten and, from the typewriter face and by its style, seems to be Orwell’s work. Between 31 October 1947 and 1 May 1948 Orwell, owing to illness, did not type: all his letters in that period are handwritten. It is placed here with Orwell’s first letter to Ivor Brown. There is no salutation, which suggests that this is a private note to Astor.



I have just had a letter from Ivor Brown complaining because this article is only being turned in this morning. He says Friday is too late.

I can just as easily turn my stuff in on Thursdays, or for that matter Wednesdays or Tuesdays, ie. provided I have had the books in time. But I must know in advance when it is wanted. The first indication I have had that Friday was not soon enough was a telephone ring from Miss Francis yesterday morning. I had not had the circular letter of which Brown has now sent me a copy. I will take it that literary stuff is wanted on Thursdays and let you have my reviews on that day from now on.

[Signed] George Orwell




3351A. To Ivor Brown

20 February 1948 Handwritten


On 18 February 1948, an unsigned letter from Ivor Brown of The Observer, questioned Orwell about the review he had submitted of Kenneth Williamson’s The Atlantic Islands. He had noted that high claims had been made for the book and that Eric Linklater1 ‘puts it very high’. Orwell took no line at all about the book but merely reported what Williamson said. Readers, publishers and authors ‘like to see signs of enthusiasm and encouragement for good work, if it is good’ He himself had not read Williamson’s book. He asked Orwell if he could ‘give a bit more colour to your notice of it should you feel this is justified’.



Ward 3

Hairmyres Hosp.

[East Kilbride, Lanark]

Dear Ivor Brown,

I’m sorry, but it was an awful book. It had all the marks of an amateur’s writing, everything jammed in indiscriminately, a sort of matey facetious manner that failed to come off, & a most irritating trick of giving everything its Faeroese name, which meant one had to look up the glossary every few lines. Its only merit was that it was informative about a little-known subject, which I think I indicated. Linklater’s introduction didn’t impress me as sincere. I thought of saying that the book was stodgy, or heavy going, or words to that effect, but didn’t want to be unkind to an amateur.

I am not prepared to give praise on literary grounds to books of this type. One sinks one’s standards below zero by pretending that they exist in a literary sense at all. This kind of book (eg.° another you have sent me, about caves in France2) are simply bits of topography, or travel diary set down by people who have no idea how to select or to write, & they get boosted because of local patriotism. If one is to review them, I do not see what we can do except to give an exposition.

Yours sincerely

George Orwell

Ivor Brown replied on 24 February saying he quite understood how Orwell felt about that type of book. The review appeared on 29 February 1948 (3356).






3401A. To Mrs Jessica Marshall

19 May 1948 Typewritten

Ward 3

Hairmyres Hospital

East Kilbride

Lanark

Dear Mrs Marshall,

Many thanks for your letter. It has been on my conscience for a long time that you once sent me a pot of jam for which I never thanked you. I was rather distraught all through the war years and left a lot of letters unanswered. My wife I am sorry to say died three years ago, leaving me with a little adopted son who was not then a year old. He has just had his fourth birthday and is now of enormous size and full of vigour and mischief, though I haven’t seen him since Christmas because of the danger of infection. Of course all these events have put back my work a great deal, and, as you say, I have not published a full-length book since before the war. I was about half way through a novel when I was taken ill, and if I had not been ill I should have finished it by the spring. As it is I hope to finish it before the end of the year, which I suppose means it would not come out before the autumn of 1949. It takes about a year to get a book through the press now.

I have been here since before Christmas, but I was ill at home for some months before that. However I am now much better, thanks largely to the streptomycin, and hope to get out of hospital some time during the summer. They have evidently succeeded in killing the infection, but of course it takes a long time for the damaged lung to heal up. I imagine that I shall have to take things very easily for about a year, so far as physical effort goes. But I am now able to do a little work, though I find it very tiresome to write in bed. When I get out I may have to attend for out-patient treatment, in which case I shall have to make my headquarters in Edinburgh, otherwise I can go back to Jura where we have been installed for the last two years. It is a completely wild place and a bit un-getatable, but it is quite easy to live there if you have a cow and hens, and you are better off for food and fuel than in England. Also, contrary to what people think, that side of Scotland is not at all cold. It is damp, but the winter is mild and you get beautiful weather in the summer. The only thing that worries me is that my little boy only sees other children about once a week, except when people are staying with us, and I think this has made him a bit backward in his talking. However I shall have to arrange for him to go to school in about a year’s time, and Jura will be a good place for him to spend his holidays. He is tremendously healthy and didn’t seem much affected even when he had measles and whooping cough. I am terrified of his getting this disease that I have, but actually I don’t think he is the type that would get it, and we now have tuberculin-tested cows, so the likeliest source of infection is shut off. I think it is good for him to grow up among farm animals and boats, in a place where there are no “trespassers will be prosecuted” boards.

I agree with you about Priestley – he is awful, and it is astonishing that he has actually had a sort of come-back in reputation during the last year or two. What you say of Wells is of course true, but that has never stopped me enjoying at any rate his early work. I have just read the third volume of Osbert Sitwell’s autobiography, in fact I reviewed it for the last number of the Adelphi, which is now packing up after 25 years of moribund existence. Evidently there will be more volumes, as this one only goes up to 1914. I am a great admirer of his novel “Before the Bombardment,” and the only time I met him I liked him very much. I have also been re-reading some books of George Gissing, on whom I am going to write a long essay for a magazine. I always say he is one of the best English novelists, though he has never had his due, and they always seem to reprint the wrong books. His two best ones, “New Grub Street” and “The Odd Women”, can’t now be got, even secondhand. I also re-read recently George Moore’s “Esther Waters,” which is a marvellous straightforward story in spite if being very clumsily written. While in bed I have been making one of my periodical attacks on Henry James, but I never can really get to care for him.1

Half way through writing this letter I have been out for my usual half-hour walk in the grounds. It leaves me very out of breath, in fact I can’t go more than about 100 yards without stopping for a rest. However, they are now going to let the lung which they have collapsed return to its normal shape, so I suppose breathing will become easier. This is a nice hospital and everyone has been very good to me. Thanks so much for writing.

Yours sincerely,

[Signed] Geo. Orwell

GEORGE ORWELL




3410A. To J. C. Trewin

5 June 1948 Handwritten

Ward 3

Hairmyres Hospital

East Kilbride

Lanarkshire

Dear Trewin,

Thanks so much for the books. I’ll let you have the review of the Attlee book quite1 soon. After that, do you think I could do Hugh Kingsmill’s just-published book, “The Dawn’s Delay?” You wouldn’t have to send me a copy as I’ve got one here.2

Yours sincerely

[Signed] Geo. Orwell




3503A. To Malcolm Muggeridge

4 December 1948 Typewritten


This letter was written on the same day that Orwell wrote to his agent, Leonard Moore, to tell him that he had sent off two copies of the manuscript of Nineteen Eighty-Four, one to Moore and one to Orwell’s publisher, Fredric Warburg.



Barnhill

Isle of Jura

Argyllshire

Dear Malcolm,

Thanks so much for your letter. I am so glad to hear you have written a novel again.1 People do seem to be recovering from the war after all. For a long time it looked as if nobody would be able to settle down to full-length books after wasting years on scraps. I didn’t approve of your Butler book,2 though I enjoyed reading it, because I thought it would give a false impression to anyone who didn’t know Butler’s work already. I think that in spite of a great deal of egotism and silliness, partly resulting from loneliness and failure, he was a much kindlier and more unassuming person than one would infer from your book. I think this even comes out in his way of writing, a thing you didn’t mention. He was very nearly the only writer of the later part of the nineteenth century who could write in a plain straightforward manner. I know that you feel that people like Butler, who are disintegrators, prepare the way for dictatorship etc., and I can see the connection between Butler’s revolt against his parents and your experiences in Moscow. But I do earnestly think you are wrong. The real division is not between conservatives and revolutionaries but between authoritarians and libertarians. However it’s too complicated an issue to be argued in a letter. I see from Horizon, by the way, that Alfred died in 1947.3

I have been in wretched health since about September. I came out of hospital much better after the streptomycin, but I dare say I was turned out too soon and didn’t take things easily enough at first.4 During the last two months I have barely even been out of the house, and spend half the day in bed and the other half on a sofa. It’s a pity, really, the winter weather here is so beautiful if one can only get about, wonderful still sunny days with the sea like glass and wonderful colours in everything, bright brown bracken and the sea a sort of bluish green. I am trying to arrange to go into a private sanatorium for the worst of the winter, ie. Jan-Feb. It seems there is now only one private sanatorium left in Scotland, and they are full up, and of course all the public ones would have waiting lists, and besides, in a public one I probably couldn’t arrange to get a room to myself. However, in England there must still be private ones. I suppose I could go abroad somewhere, but I dread the journey and the misery of passports etc. I have just finished a novel I have been tinkering about with since the summer of 1947. I would have finished it six months ago if I had been well. I am not pleased with it, but I think it is a good idea. It is a fantasy really, a story about the future (after the atomic wars) written in the form of a novel. Thank God I can still work, but that is about all I can do.

Richard, my little boy, is in terrific form. He is now 4½, very large and literally never ill except for the usual measles etc. He loves anything to do with machinery and is interested in farm work, in fact he is often out all day helping to bring in loads of potatoes etc. I have the impression that he will not be much of a one for book-learning. He gets a horrible low-class comic paper every week from Dundee and likes to have it read to him, but doesn’t show any desire to learn to read himself. I shan’t try to influence him, but if he grew up wanting to be a farmer I should be pleased, and it would perhaps satisfy the mechanical side of his nature, as every farmer has to be quite a bit of a mechanic nowadays. Talking of comic papers, I told Tony that when I was in the hospital a fellow patient of mine was the editor of the Hotspur, and Tony had never heard of it. I am sure your boys know it well, and Tristram soon will.5 He (the editor) told me that their circulation is 300,000, and that though they don’t pay very high rates per thou. some of their hacks turn out 40,000 words a week. They had one man who used to do 70,000, but, the editor said, “his stuff was a bit stereotyped.”

I hope to see you all again some time, but for 15 months now I have been in a condition where I couldn’t face a long railway journey. I am giving up my London flat because I never use it and it is simply an expense. But I shall have to have a pied a terre° in London again later. Please remember me to your wife and to any mutuals.

Yours

[Signed] George




3647A. Jordi Arquer1 to Orwell

16 June 19492 Handwritten

Jordi Arquer

Boite° Postale 6

Paris (VIII)

Dear Comrade Orwell,

For quite a while I have intended to write to you but I have been so busy that I have never had the time to get in touch with my friends.

But I am now obliged to do so for the following reason: I have given your address to friends of the ‘Spanish Federation of Interned and Deported Political Activists’, who have asked me for the name of an English author capable of standing as a Patron of the Committee of Aid for Spaniards. I thought that there was no one better than you, who had voluntarily come to our assistance in the struggle against Spanish Fascists. In that organisation there are those of all political persuasions except Stalinists who, as usual, when they cannot be in charge, left to set up an organisation of their own. I pray that you will accept this and thank you in advance.

[image: image]

You will find enclosed press cuttings about your book [Homage to Catalonia] from an Italian publication.3 I send them as a gift; I thought perhaps you did not know about them.

If you could send me a copy of this Italian edition, you would do me a kindness, for I have not been able to find the edition in English. It was not to be found in the Paris bookshops.

[image: image]

I should be very grateful if you could obtain The Observer for 27 February 1949 in which the German anti-Nazi, Franz Borkenau, (who was in Barcelona during the Civil War and who published a good book on the Spanish revolution) has contributed a very interesting article on the Civil War in which he presents an aspect of history in which he comes close to what I support.4

In the hope of a good response and thanking you in advance, I ask you to believe in my fraternal and socialist comradeship.

Cordially, JA

P.S. Comrade Rovira5 asks me to send you his greetings.6

Original French Text

Cher camarade Orwell,

Il y a longtemps que j’avais l’intention de vous écrire mais je suis toujours si occupé que je n’ai presque jamais le temps de me mettre en rapport avec les amis.

Mais maintenant je suis bien obligé de le faire Pour° la raison suivante: j’ai donné votre adresse aux amis de la “Federación Española de Internados y Deportados Politicos” lesquels m’ont demandé le nom d’un écrivain anglais susceptible de figurer dans le Patronal d’un Comité d’Aide pour les espagnols. J’ai pensé que personne mieux que vous qui avez venu volontairement chez nous a lutter contre les fascistes espagnols. Dans cette organisation il y a éléments de toutes les tendances excepte les stalinious lesquels comme d’habitude quan[d] ils n’ont pu la dominer l’ont quitté et ont formé une organisation a eux. Je vous prie donc d’accepter et je vous en remercie d’avance.

[image: image]

Ci-joint trouverez quelques coupures de publications italiennes sur votre livre. Je vous en fais cadeau; j’ai pensé que peut-être vous ne les connaissez pas.

Si vous pouvez me faire remettre un exemplaire de cette édition italienne3 elle va me servire, étant donné que je n’ai pu avoir l’édition anglaise. Dans les libraries de Paris je ne l’ai pu trouver.

[image: image]

Je vous serais très reconnaissant si vous pouviez me faire parvenir le journal “The Observer” de Londres du 27 février 1949 dans lequel l’allemand anti-nazi Franz Borkenau (qui avait été à Barcelone pendant la guerre civile et qu’à publié un bon livre sur la révolution espagnole) à publié un article très interessant sur la guerre civil dans lequel soutient un point d’histoire qui se rapproche de ce que moi même soutiens.4

Dans l’espoir d’un bon accueil et en vous remerciant d’avance je vous prie de croire a ma camaraderie fraternelle et socialiste.

Cordialement

JA

P.S. Le camarade Rovira5 me prie de vous donner le bon jour de sa part.




3650A. To Jordi Arquer

22 June 1949 Handwritten

Cranham Lodge,

Cranham,

Gloucester.

Dear Comrade,

Please forgive me for writing in English. Very many thanks for sending the press-cuttings.

I am & have been for a long time seriously ill with tuberculosis, & the doctors forbid me to do any work for a time to come, possibly as long as a year. In connection with the Federacion Española de Internados y Deportados, therefore, I cannot give more than my nominal support. If you wish merely to use my name, you are at liberty to do so, & I could manage a small subscription, say £10, if you can indicate someone in England where I can pay it to. But I cannot do any work such as writing letters, organising, speaking, etc. I am sorry, but I must try to recover from this disease, & the only way of doing so is to rest. I imagine that I shall not even be allowed to leave my bed for some months to come.

I am instructing my agent to send you copies of the Italian translation of “Homage to Catalonia” & of the Observer of the 27th February. Please let me know if they do not arrive, & forgive me for not being more helpful. Please forgive also the bad handwriting, but I am writing this in bed.

Yours fraternally

Geo. Orwell.




3655A–1. From John C. Smith, Christy & Moore Ltd. to Jordi Arquer

27 June 1949 Typewritten

Christy & Moore, Ltd.

The Ride Annexe

Duke’s Wood Avenue

Gerrards Cross

Bucks1

Dear Sir,

At the request of our client Mr. George Orwell I have today sent you by separate post a copy of the Italian edition of HOMAGE TO CATALONIA and a copy of THE OBSERVER dated Feb. 27th 1949.2

Yours faithfully,

p.p. CHRISTY & MOORE, Ltd.,

[Signed] John C Smith3




3663A. To Malcolm Muggeridge

22 July 1949 Handwritten

The Cotswold Sanatorium

Cranham

Glos.

Dear Malcolm,

Thanks so much for your letter. I meant to say before, but forgot, but perhaps when I’m in circulation again – or even if I’m not – your older boys might like to come & stay in Jura in the summer holidays. I think your eldest boy must be about 14, & it’s nice for anyone about that age. Of course it’s kind of rough, because there are generally a number of people staying there in the summer, which means sleeping on camp beds etc., but they would probably enjoy catching fish & shooting rabbits & so on. We are always glad to have people staying about August, because they can be impressed to help get the hay in. If you think any of them would like to come let me know & I’ll tell my sister & give you particulars about the journey & so on.

Yours

George




3665A. Jordi Arquer to Orwell

24 July 1949 Typewritten6

Jordi Arquer

Boite° Postale 6

Paris (VIII)

Dear Comrade,

Forgive me if I am so late in replying to your kind letter. I am always very busy: father of three children and in addition earning a living for five people (which is not always easy for a political refugee) by political work.

I have received the Italian edition of the book on our Civil War1 and the issue of The Observer that I wanted. Thank you.

The comrades of the “Federation of the Deported” have said that they have written to you directly, but I have said that I have already indicated to them the contents of your letter. Naturally they neither ask you nor will expect you to fulfil any duties; they wish only to put your name with many other upright anti-Fascist people among those who will act as patrons of this organisation.

I am very saddened, as is Comrade Rovira, at the state of your health and all wish you a speedy recovery. It is essential that you take care of yourself for the great battles still to be undertaken and we wish to have you at our side just as you were at the time of our revolution.

I have read with pleasure that a South-American publisher has published a Spanish edition of Animal Farmers2 and I promise to produce one in Catalan as soon as we can return to Catalonia.3

Regarding your last book on the world in 1984, if you still do not have a French publisher, I could organise that. I have spoken to one of the more important French publishing houses – Bernard Grasset, Editions – and they would be pleased to publish it. If you are interested, send me a specimen and an authorisation to negotiate in your name; I would send you conditions that I hope would be acceptable.4

Enclosed are a number of press-cuttings which will, perhaps, be of interest to you. You can keep them.

Regarding the £105 that you wish to give to help comrades of the internal resistance who are in prison, and their families, you can send it to this address:

Mr. Pere Voltó,

Spanish Relief Committee,

39 Victoria St.,

London.



If you know people who would be sympathetic to helping us financially, do not fail to contact them. You will know that we are not helped in our struggle by any of the big international organisations. Thank you so much. You can always write to me in English if it is easier. How many children do you have? How old are they? Can they read French? It would please me to know. Looking forward to your news, believe me, in fraternal comradeship.

Original French Text

Cher camarade,

Excuse-moi si j’ai tant tardé a répondre a votre aimable lettre. Je suis toujours très occupé: père de tres° enfants et en plus du travail pour gagner la vie de cinq personnes (ce qui n’ est pas toujours facile pour un réfugié politique) le travail politique.

J’ai reçu l’édition italienne du livre sur notre guerre civil1 et le n° de “The Observer” que j’avais besoin et je vous en remercie.

Les camarades de la “Federación de Deportados” m’ont dit qu’il vous ont écrit directement, mais je les ai fait déjà partie du contenu de votre lettre. Naturellement ils ne vous demandent ni vous demanderont aucune tache°; ils veulent seulement mettre votre nom avec beaucoup d’autres gents honnetement° antifascistes parmi ceuxqui patronnant son organisation.

Je suis très attristé le meme° que le camarade Rovira de votre état de santé et tous vous souhaitons un rapide rétablissement. Il faut que vous vous soignez bien car de grands batailles se preparent encore et nous voulons vous avoir a° notre coté° comme vous y avez été au temps de notre révolution.

J’ai lu avec plaisir qu’une maison d’édition sudaméricaine a fait une édition en espagnol d’Animal Farmers2 et je vous promets que le jour que nou[s] pourrons entrer en Catalogne d’en faire une en catalán.3

A propos de votre dernier livre sur le monde en 1984 si vous n’avez encore d’éditeur en français je peux me charger de ça. Je n’ai parle a° une des plus importantes maisons d’édition françaises – Bernard Grasset, édite[ur,] et ils seront contente de l’éditer. Si ça vous convient envoyez-moi un exemplaire et une autorisation de traiter en votre nom et je vous dirais les conditions que j’espère seront bonnes.4

Ci-joint quelques coupures qui peut-etre° vous intéresseront. Vous pouvez le garder.

Refé[r]ent aux 10 livres5 que vous voulez donner pout aider les camarades de la ressistence° intérieure qui sont en prison et ses familles vous pouve[z] les envoyer a° cette adresse:


Mr Pere Voltó,

Spanish Relief Com.

39 Victoria St,

London



Si vous connaissez des gens susceptibles de nous aider economiquement° ne laissez pas de les toucher. Vous savez bien que nous ne sommes aidés de notre lutte par aucune des grandes organisations internationales. Et merci beaucoup.

Vous pouvez m’écrire si ça facilite° votre travail toujours en anglais.

Combine d’enfants vous avez? Quel age° ont-ils? Lissent-ils le françai[s?] Ça me fera plaisir de le savo[i]r.

Dans l’attente de vous nouvelle, croyez ma cameraderie fraternelle.

[No signature]




3667A. To Jordi Arquer

28 July 1949 Handwritten

Cranham Lodge,

Cranham,

Gloucester.

Dear Comrade,

(Please excuse my writing in English). Many thanks for your letter, & for the press cuttings. I have sent £10 to the Spanish Relief Committee. As to “1984”, I think my agent is negotiating with a French publisher for a translation. You ask how many children I have. I have one little son aged 5 (I am a widower). I am afraid he does not even read English as yet, let alone French. Please excuse a short letter.

Yours fraternally

Geo. Orwell.




3689A. Sonia Orwell, for George Orwell, to Jordi Arquer

14 September 1949 Typewritten

Private Wing

University College Hospital

Gower Street

W.C.1.

Dear Monsieur Anquer,1

George Orwell is very ill indeed at the moment, and is trying to avoid writing letters. He asked me to write and thank you very much indeed for your letter and the things you sent him and to say how pleased he was to hear from you.

Yours sincerely,

[Signed] Sonia Brownell

for George Orwell.




3702A. Sonia Orwell, for George Orwell, to Mr Groves

14 October 1949 Handwritten

Private Wing

University College Hospital

London. W.C.1.

Dear Mr Groves,1

Mr. Orwell is ill at the moment & unable to reply to you personally. If, however, you send a copy of 1984° he will sign it for you.

Sincerely

Sonia Brownell

for George Orwell.




3705A. To Malcolm Muggeridge

Undated; c. 25 October 19491 Typewritten

Private Patients Wing

University College Hospital

Gower Street

London, W.C.1.

Dear Malcolm,

I am so sorry not to have written several days ago to thank you for your beautiful present, but you know how it is when one is in bed. I was really charmed to get these very rare books with their lovely illustrations.2

I enclose a cutting of that advertisement I told you had offended me so much. I think you will agree that it is in a way really blasphemous.3 Please come and see me soon.

Thank you so much again,

Yours,

[Signed] George




3720A. Avril Dunn to David Astor

18 June 1950 Handwritten

Dear David,

Thank you very much for the copy of World Review, which naturally I read with great interest. However Fyvel’s article1 made me rather cross! It seems to me that this insistance° on Eric’s unhappiness at school, & the unsuitability of his education, is a reflection on our parents, who, in actual fact, made every kind of sacrifice to give him what they thought & hoped would be a good education. If they had given him the sort of education they could afford, that is, elementary school followed by grammar school or third-rate Public school, I don’t suppose the biographers would have liked that any better!

Sorry to visit you with this diatribe, I dare say I am being too touchy.

Yours

Avril




Nineteen Eighty-Four: A Starting Date? The C. D. Darlington Correspondence


Scholars have not found it easy to date when Orwell began sustained work on what became Nineteen Eighty-Four nor, perhaps, unearthed all the influences that inspired this novel. On 22 October 1948 Orwell told Fredric Warburg that he had first thought of the novel in 1943 (XIX, p. 457). I wrote at some length on the problems posed in dating the notebook in which Orwell’s notes for ‘The Quick & the Dead’ and ‘The Last Man in Europe’ appeared in Vol XV of The Complete Works (pp. 356–70) and I had the advantage of Bernard Crick’s notes in A Life (Appendix X, p. 582). With Orwell’s statement to Warburg in mind, he concluded that the notebook in which the outline of the novel appears ‘is certainly no later than January 1944 when [Orwell] mentioned in Tribune a list of “childhood fallacies” which he had in a notebook’. I was not so sure that the dating of the list of fallacies was quite so definitive because, as I wrote, they may have been available in earlier notebooks and then copied into the notebook that has survived, and there are differences in wording between the recording of the fallacies in the notebook and in Tribune (p. 358). I posited a time for the copying of notes into this notebook between September 1943 and mid-1944 and came down – very tentatively – on late September 1943 for a date when composition of Nineteen Eighty-Four might have been begun (p. 359), in part because, writing to Roger Senhouse on 26 December 1948 Orwell said he thought of the novel in 1944 as a result of the Teheran Conference, held at the end of November 1943. But see final paragraph of this section.

One of the problems posed by these notes is the reference in The Last Man in Europe to ‘The Swindle of Bakerism & Ingsoc’ (p. 368). In explaining Bakerism I specifically wrote that what I offered as an explanation was speculative and that though it might derive from John R. Baker (1900–84) Orwell had not then read any book by Baker ‘and he may have had a mistaken understanding of what Baker stood for’. When he did read Baker’s Science and the Planned State (1945) in 1946 he wished to associate what he now understood of ‘Bakerism’ with the work of Arthur Koestler and himself for The League for the Dignity of Man.

As the proofs of The Lost Orwell were almost ready for return to the printer, I was contacted by Ralph Desmarais and it seemed to me (and through the kind co-operation of the publisher) that space must be found for letters he had turned up and his proposal for what might have been the spark – the epiphany – that set Orwell off in the actual composition of what would become Nineteen Eighty-Four, bringing together his notes for ‘The Last Man in Europe’, and, way back, his intention that one day he would write a book like A Modern Utopia (X, p. 45), possibly even ‘A Peep into the Future’ (written in 1918 when he was at Eton, X, 32), his reading and reviewing of books such as The Iron Hand and The Sleeper Awakes in 1940, and experiences at the BBC such as Room 101 and his talk on Macbeth, a play that strongly influenced him and which, of course, in its dramatisation of equivocation suggests the doublethink of his novel. One could obviously go on at length on what from his past Orwell brought to Nineteen Eighty-Four. Now it looks as if what Orwell heard Baker say could be of formative influence.

Finally, before turning to what Mr Desmarais has discovered, it might be useful to note that when Orwell wrote to Humphrey Slater on 26 September 1946 (XVIII, 3084) he said that ‘I have at last started my novel about the future, but I’ve only done about 50 pages’. Some of those comprise the typed pages 25–38, a part of Goldstein’s testament, which have survived and are reproduced in The Facsimile of the Extant Manuscript (1984).

The new material

Ralph Desmarais is undertaking doctoral research, supervised by Professor David Edgerton, at the Centre for the History of Science, Technology and Medicine, Imperial College, London. His research concerns the place of science and scientific intellectuals in British culture, 1940–55. One chapter is devoted to Orwell and his relationship to scientific intellectuals of the Marxist Left. A key argument is that the Lysenko phenomenon was central to Orwell’s conception of how and why totalitarian states distort historical and scientific truth. At the very least, he argues, Orwell recognised the similarity between Lysenko’s (and Zhdanov’s) ‘two science’ division, and the Ingsoc ‘double-think’ of Nineteen Eighty-Four, after the book had been written.6 But he goes further, suggesting that a powerful claim can be made that Orwell had already formed his views on Lysenko before he wrote the novel and possibly at the time that he included ‘Ingsoc & Bakerism’ in his outline. As the first letter reproduced below shows, Orwell actually came across John Baker when he attended the PEN Conference, 22–26 August 1944. It was known, of course, that Orwell had attended some of the Conference and he wrote about aspects of it,7 but not that he had heard John Baker nor that what Baker said had made such a deep impression on him. There can be little doubt that hearing Baker speak proved very significant for him.8 (I have indicated by my initials in what follows which of the footnotes are mine.)






3192A. To Dr C. D. Darlington

19 March 1947 Typewritten

27b Canonbury Square Islington London N1

Dear Dr Darlington,9

Very many thanks for the cutting of your article from Discovery,10 which I read with great interest. I dare say someone had told you that I was interested in this story of Lysenko, though I rather think we did meet once when I was at the BBC.

I first heard about it in the speech given by John Baker at the PEN Conference in 1944, and afterwards read it at greater length in Baker’s book Science and the Planned State. I formed the opinion then that the story as told by Baker was true, and am very glad to get this confirmation. I would like to make use of the information supplied by you in my column some time, but I am no scientist and I hardly care to write about what is first and foremost a scientific matter. However, this persecution of scientists and falsification of results seems to me to follow naturally from the persecution of writers and historians, and I have written a number of times that British scientists ought not to remain so undisturbed when they see mere literary men sent to concentration camps.

I shall try to get hold of your obituary article on Vavilov in Nature.11 I saw it stated in an American paper recently that he was definitely known to be dead.

Yours sincerely,

[Signed] Geo. Orwell


In the lecture at the PEN Conference that Orwell heard Baker give, Baker reiterated his objection to scientific planning – ‘The scientist’s most fundamental liberty is gravely threatened to-day by the would-be central planners of the subject’ – and specifically cited Trofim Denisovich Lysenko as a case in point: ‘When scientific autonomy is lost, a fantastic situation develops … A good example is provided by the appointment of one Lysenko to be an Academician in the U.S.S.R. and Director of the Soviet Academy of Agricultural Science’. After describing Lysenko’s rejection of Western genetics and his insistence that Soviet researchers adopt his own beliefs, Baker concluded: ‘The case of Lysenko provides a vivid illustration of the degradation of science under a totalitarian regime’.12 See third paragraph from the end of ‘The Prevention of Literature’ (XVII, 379) for Orwell on the attitude of some scientists to the Soviet persecution of writers.






3200A. C. D. Darlington to Orwell

27 March 1947 Handwritten and typed carbon copies

Dear Mr Orwell,

I am so glad you were interested in this Russian persecution – I assumed you would be as the author of Animal Farm. If you may be needing any further information I can lend you the manuscript of an article on ‘Science and Politics in the Soviet Union’ which I am having published in the United States, English journals are frightened of the subject. Even Dick13 changed ‘killed’ to ‘liquidated’.

Yours sincerely,

[Initialled] CDD.




3201A. To C. D. Darlington

28 March 1947 Typewritten

27b Canonbury Square London N1

Dear Dr Darlington,

Many thanks for your letter. I should like very much to see the article if you have a copy, because it sounds just the kind of thing we want for Polemic, with which I am connected. I was talking to Humphrey Slater, the editor, about your article in Discovery, and suggested that he should ask you to do an article telling the story of the Lysenko business in full. However, the other article might be more suitable, as being more generalised. I suppose your agreement with the American magazine wouldn’t preclude you from also publishing it here. And even if this article didn’t suit, I know they would like you to do something along those lines, because they are particularly anxious to have something discussing the effects of totalitarianism on science. They aren’t afraid of printing anything, barring libel.

I am leaving for Scotland about the 8th April, so perhaps you could send me a copy of the article or at any rate get in touch with me before then.14

Yours sincerely,

[Signed] Geo. Orwell


The following handwritten draft from Magdalen College, Oxford, marked in pencil, ‘not sent’, was written by Dr Darlington to Professor Bernard Crick on 30 December 1980:



Dear Professor Crick,

I have greatly enjoyed your life of Orwell, partly for the questions you have so clearly answered & partly for those you have inevitably left in doubt. I am most concerned with the separation of the various circles, mainly based in London, in the last war which were busily concerned to alter the course or outcome of the war but avoided all contact with one another. The four circles I would recognize are:

(i) Cambridge Arts Communist: Spies

(ii) Oxford Scientists: Tots & Quots

(iii) Literary-Political: Orwell & Co.

(iv) Baker-Tansley (Orwell’s ‘Baker’s sin’? [sic], p. 408)15

I was concerned with one leakage between the circles (ii) & (iii). First, when Orwell engaged me to talk to India (1942) & secondly when he somehow heard I had written an attack on Soviet Science in 1947 which the Fortnightly Review had rejected for publication. He took it over to Polemic, when Polemic failed, Nineteenth Century published it. I was of course immediately denounced by the communists in London & Moscow.

What astonished me about this sequence is that Orwell in Animal Farm, to judge from your quotation on p. 384, perfectly understood communist practice before he had read, or at least understood, the evidence [that I had provided] in my article which so appallingly confirmed his view. I enclose a list of the contemporary references in case you are interested.

In Darlington’s reference to Crick’s p. 384 (page 550 of the 1982 edition) he mistakenly mentions Animal Farm instead of Nineteen Eighty-Four. Crick there quotes Orwell’s letter to Roger Senhouse, a director of Secker & Warburg, who had sent him a blurb for Nineteen Eighty-Four (XIX, 3513, p. 487–8). Orwell did not think the approach in this blurb was the right one. The book was not ‘a thriller mixed up with a love story’. What Nineteen Eighty-Four is really meant to do he explained, is discuss the implications of dividing the world up into ‘Zones of influence’ (I thought of it in 1944 as a result of the Teheran Conference), & in addition to indicate by parodying them the intellectual implications of totalitarianism. It has always seemed to me that people have not faced up to these & that, eg., the persecution of scientists in Russia is simply part of a logical process which should have been foreseeable 10–20 years ago.



Churchill, Roosevelt and Stalin met in Teheran on 28 November 1943, hence Orwell’s comment to Warburg that he had first thought of the novel in 1943 It would seem that whereas Orwell first thought of the novel after the Teheran Conference at the end of 1943, he began serious work writing the novel following his hearing John Baker’s address to the PEN Conference of 22–26 August 1944.
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2625A. Paris Puts a Gay Face on her Miseries

Paris, February 24 The Observer, 25 February 1945

One Paris correspondent after another has dilated on the food shortage, but it can hardly be mentioned too often. It is the dominant factor in most people’s lives, and by diverting attention from larger issues – perhaps even by rousing resentment against Britain and the United States – it is capable of directly affecting the political situation.

Every newspaper one looks at contains complaints about food distribution. One must realise that for two months the average Parisian has not seen butter, and for far longer than that he has never had enough of anything except vegetables and a blackish bread, which probably contains rye and barley.

The tiny meat ration is often unobtainable, sugar is very scarce, coffee (even in the form of roasted acorns) is almost non-existent, and cigarettes are costly rarities unless you happen to be friends with an American soldier.

A litre of the coarsest wine, if you can get hold of it, costs the equivalent of eight shillings. More serious is the lack of milk, even tinned milk, for the children. And there is no coal for domestic purposes. There is gas for cooking at certain hours, but the gas situation has presumably not been improved by the recent flooding of the Seine, which has made it impossible for the coal barges to pass under the bridges.

With all this, the first remark of every newcomer is that Paris manages to put a very good face upon its miseries. In the centre of the town, where American money oozes in all directions and a lively Black Market flourishes, it would almost be possible to imagine that nothing is wrong. There are no taxis and the streets are only half lit, but the girls are as carefully made up as ever, and the hat shops and jewellery stores have almost their ancient glitter. Out in the working-class suburbs things are naturally worse. Glassless windows are common, many of the cafés are shut, the food shops have a miserable appearance.

A grocer’s window will sometimes contain nothing at all except a list of the goods which are out of stock. Yet even in the poorest quarters the surface aspect of things is less bad than I would have expected. Paris is not dingier or more neglected than present-day London, and considerably less battered. And in several days of wandering to and fro in all kinds of quarters I have not yet seen a barefooted person, and not many who were conspicuously ragged. Probably half the women have stockings, and though wooden shoes are common they do not predominate.

The signs of privation are obvious enough if one knows where to look for them. The children of five or six look fairly sturdy, but the very young babies are terribly pale. The pigeons, once so numerous in Paris streets, have almost completely disappeared. They have been eaten. When a plane tree on the sidewalk is lopped, one sees elegantly dressed women waiting to collect bundles of twigs for firewood. Yet the people carry themselves with a peculiar dignity which they perhaps learned under the German occupation. On the Metro they eye your foreign uniform with an air that seems to say, “We know you are well fed and have plenty of cigarettes. We know, you are the possessor of soap, and even of coffee. But let us pretend we are on an equal footing.”

It is an interesting fact that there are almost no beggars – certainly far fewer than there were before the war. One is not even asked for cigarettes, though if one offers a cigarette spontaneously it is accepted with pathetic gratitude.

Almost as soon as I set foot in Paris I returned, as anyone would, to the quarters I had known best in the days before the war. Round Notre Dame it was almost the same as ever. The little bookstalls along the river bank were just the same, the print-sellers were even selling the same prints: the innumerable anglers were still catching nothing, the menders of mattresses were as busy as ever on the quays.

Further south, in the Latin Quarter, things were the more changed. The various foreign colonies, even including the Arabs who used to do most of the navvy work of Paris, seemed all to have disappeared.

In the big Montparnasse cafés, instead of a cosmopolitan mob of artists, there sat middle-class French families thriftily sipping at glasses of fruit juìce. The Panthéon had been spattered by machine-gun bullets. In the old quarter between the Boulevard Saint Michel and the Rue Monge I could at first only one shop (an undertaker’s) which was in exactly the same position as before.

Then, to my delight, I came upon a little bistro which I used to know and which had not changed hands. The proprietor welcomed me with open arms, refused to take more than half the cigarettes I offered him, and brought out a bottle of something that was very drinkable though it was not what its label declared it to be.

Across the street the tiny hotel where I used once to live1 was boarded up and partly ruinous. It appeared empty. But as I came away, from behind the broken window pane of what used to be my own room, I saw two hungry-looking children peeping out at me, just like wild animals.2




3049A. The True Pattern of H. G. Wells

Manchester Evening News, 14 August 1946

When a great man dies his career falls into perspective, and one is able to judge as one often cannot while he is still alive which parts of his achievement are the most significant and the likeliest to endure.

H. G. Wells was a man who preserved his energy and his intellectual curiosity up to the very last, and his tendency for many years had been to think of himself as a publicist and a philosopher rather than a mere artist. As a result his later activities have somewhat obscured the sheer literary brilliance of his earlier work.

Well’s originality and the special flavour of his books are partly traceable to the peculiarities of his upbringing. He was born in 1866 at Bromley, in Kent, the child of poor though not strictly working-class parents. His mother had been a housekeeper and his father was a gardener and professional cricketer who was afterwards the proprietor of a small shop.

This shop formed the background of Wells’s earliest memories. He himself was apprenticed to a draper at 13, and underwent the miserable and ludicrous experiences which he afterwards described in Kipps. However, he was too gifted and too ambitious a boy to stay long in a job that he hated.

He had a genius for passing examinations and thanks to a series of scholarships he was soon able to escape into quite a different environment. For some years he studied at the Royal College of Science at South Kensington, then spent a short period as a teacher, and then, while still a very young man, began to make his living by writing for the magazines.1

Wells’s two great sources of inspiration were on the one hand his memories of the friendly, comic, shabby-genteel, background of his boyhood, and on the other hand the scientific vision of the world which he had acquired at South Kensington.

The best of his scientific romances belong to his very early years. The Time Machine was his second published book, and The Island of Dr. Moreau, which future generations may well regard as his masterpiece, was his third. The Invisible Man, The First Men in the Moon, and The War of the Worlds had all been written before he was forty. A long series of brilliant short stories, “The Crystal Egg,” “The Plattner Story,” “In the Abyss,” “The Man Who Made Diamonds,” and many others, were also written at about this time.

It was by a sort of deviation from the scientific theme – a temporary lapse into magic–that he produced two rather unsuccessful fantasies, The Sea Lady and The Wonderful Visit.

It is often said that a creative writer has about fifteen years during which he is at the height of his powers, and Wells is a good illustration of this. Nearly all his best work was done between 1895 and 1910. During that period he was still near enough to his origins to produce such brilliant comedies of lower-middle-class life as Kipps, The History of Mr Polly, and – slightly less successful than the other two – The Wheels of Chance. The essential background of all of these is the same: The° Kentish landscape, which Wells so deeply loved, and the draper’s shop, which he did not love but knew only too well. He reached an even higher level in Love and Mr. Lewisham, where his two great themes – lower-middle-class life, and scientific curiosity – are successfully brought together.

This book, which is moving as well as comic, centres round the science college where Wells had spent happy and formative years. And together with Love and Mr. Lewisham one can class certain of the short stories; for instance “A Slip under the Microscope”2 and “Miss Winchelsea’s Heart,” stories which are among the best things of their length in the English language, though they have never had quite the praise they deserve.

From about 1905 onwards Wells began to produce books which were more definitely full-dress novels. He reached his peak as a novelist in Tono-Bungay, which was published in 1911.3 Although it is full of obvious faults, Tono-Bungay is perhaps the most serious and sincere book that Wells ever wrote. It tells of a rather engaging little swindler who makes a vast fortune out of a worthless patent medicine and is finally ruined.

But there is more in it than that. Wells once again makes use of his boyhood memories, more successfully than ever, and his deep disgust with the planless, greedy society of the early twentieth century supplies a sort of driving force which can be felt on every page.

But in spite of the enormous number of novels that he produced, and in spite of his skill in writing dialogue and in reproducing certain kinds of atmosphere, Wells was not at his best in the “straight” novel. He had not quite enough patience or sympathy with his characters, and there were certain important classes of human being whom he was congenitally incapable of understanding.

The series of more ambitious novels – Marriage, The New Machiavelli, The Research Magnificent, The Wife of Sir Isaac Harman and others, which followed Tono-Bungay, must be written down as failures.

So must various novels written during and immediately after the last war, such as Joan and Peter, Mr. Britling Sees It Through, and The Secret Places of the Heart. In these novels Wells makes a grandiose effort to express his ideas about contemporary society, but on the whole they are unconvincing as well as shapeless. His sureness of touch deserted him when he had to describe people whose outlook and background were widely different from his own.

By the world at large, at any rate outside the English-speaking countries, Wells is probably thought of chiefly as the creator of Utopias. With his scientific training and his social non-conformity it was natural that he should attempt not only to construct imaginary worlds but to make detailed forecasts of the future.

Anticipations4 and A Modern Utopia were his earliest efforts in this direction. So far as mechanical progress goes, Wells’s predictions have often been brilliantly justified.

In The World Set Free [1914], for example, he made a sensationally accurate forecast of the atomic bomb. But when it came to predicting the direction in which human society would develop he was less successful. In most of his Utopias he errs by being too sane. He assumes that progress will be governed mainly by rational impulses, and he does not show much interest in the existing political structure and the concrete methods by which it might be changed. He never, indeed, had any patience with the detail of politics, and his brief membership of the Fabian Society merely led to a resounding quarrel. In some of his Utopias – In the Days of the Comet, for instance – he invokes a miracle or a cataclysm to bring the new society into being.

In others, such as The Dream, or Men Like Gods, it is simply placed in the far future or on some non-terrestrial plane, with no explanation of how it arose.

But there is one Utopia book which stands in a rather different class from the others. This is The Sleeper Awakes.5 In this book Wells drops all traces of optimism and forecasts a highly organised totalitarian society based quite frankly on slave labour. In some ways it comes extremely close to what is actually happening, or appears to be happening, in the modern world, and it is in any case an astonishing feat of detailed imaginative construction. Wells himself, for some reason, never rated The Sleeper Awakes highly, and the extent to which it anticipates Aldous Huxley’s Brave New World and other pessimistic Utopia books has not been generally recognised. Wells belonged to the generation which had won the battle for freedom of thought against Victorian obscurantism, and by temperament he was an optimist. Up to 1914 he probably believed – though with fairly frequent misgivings – that mankind was assured of a reasonable and orderly future. The war of 1914–18 shook his confidence, and from then onwards he became increasingly intent on preaching the need for world organisation.

This theme had often appeared in his earlier books, but his first full-length sermon on the text “unite or perish” was his Outline of History, the first version of which appeared in 1920.6 However hasty, inaccurate and, in places, biased the Outline of History may be, it is still a remarkable book, one of the few attempts that have ever been made at writing universal history. It belongs in the same class as Winwood Reade’s Martyrdom of Man,7 a rather forgotten book, which Wells greatly admired.

Right up to his death Wells’s output continued to be enormous, but it would be idle to pretend that the later books can compare with the earlier ones. Almost everything that he wrote after 1920 was a variation on the same theme – the need for world government and for a radical change in the intellectual habits of mankind – and though he continued to write novels the old magic was no longer in them.

No writer of our time, at any rate no English writer, has so deeply influenced his contemporaries as Wells. He was so big a figure, he has played so great a part in forming our picture of the world, that in agreeing or disagreeing with his ideas we are apt to forget his purely literary achievement. In his own eyes it was a secondary, almost an unimportant, thing. He had faults of intellect and of character, but very few writers have ever had less literary vanity.8




List of Names of Crypto-Communists and Fellow-Travellers sent to Information Research Department 2 May 1949


On 2 May 1949, Orwell sent ‘about 35 names’ of those whom he thought should not be entrusted with the task of writing on behalf of the Information Research Department in order to brief British diplomats at the United Nations so that they might counter anti-British Soviet propaganda: see XX/3590A and 3590B for Orwell and the IRD. In Orwell’s list of Crypto-Communists and Fellow-Travellers (XX/3732) thirty-five names were marked by Orwell with asterisks. I suggested that these might tally with the names he had sent to Celia Kirwan. In May 2003, evidence came to light that this guess was incorrect. Celia Kirwan died on 23 October 2002. As her daughter, Ariane Bankes, went through her papers she came across what seems to be a photostat of a list of the names Orwell had sent to her mother on 2 May. (Orwell’s covering letter of 2 May (3615) had been given to the Orwell Archive by Celia Kirwan.) I am deeply grateful to Ms Bankes for providing me with a copy of this list. Its Reference is PR 1135/11 (cf. XX, 321, n. 7); it is marked in capitals, in red ink, ‘Not released’. There are, in fact, thirty-eight names. The typing is certainly not Orwell’s. The typewriter-face does not match that of his covering letter to Celia Kirwan of 2 May and the typing is much more professional. Having already guessed incorrectly in this matter I am chary of again conjecturing, but I imagine that, as Orwell had requested, his own list, whether handwritten or typed, was returned to him and has not survived; a fresh list was presumably then typed at the IRD, perhaps by Celia Kirwan or a typist. The report on her visit that Celia Kirwan prepared (see XX, 319–21) was produced on a typewriter with a larger face. Also, it is noticeable that ‘Aberystwyth’ is incorrectly spelt in Orwell’s notebook and in this list. Celia Kirwan’s brother-in-law, Arthur Koestler, lived near Blaenau Ffestiniog with his wife, Mamaine, Celia’s twin sister. Celia and Orwell (with his son Richard) spent Christmas 1945 there and, had she herself typed the surviving list, she might be expected to know how Aberystwyth was spelt but a typist might have followed Orwell’s spelling. (The° indicates that the incorrect spelling is as in the original typescript.) See XVII/2808, note 1. All the names are to be found in Orwell’s list of Crypto-Communists and Fellow-Travellers. Twenty-nine were published in the Complete Works in 1998 and of these fifteen have asterisks; one name (without an asterisk) was held back in 1998 but has since been included here; eight names, four with asterisks, formerly held back, are now included. Two points arise: first, the significance of the asterisks in Orwell’s original lists remains a mystery; second, through Ms Bankes’s kindness, it is possible to print the thirty-eight names on the list Orwell sent to Celia Kirwan on 2 May 1949. Orwell went to the trouble when writing to Celia Kirwan to modify his descriptions of the people he named. I give here not only the new descriptions but also, in smaller print, when this differs from this ‘new’ list, what is written in Orwell’s notebook (and printed in Vol. XX, 242–57); I have ignored very slight variations – e.g. for Anderson, ‘Probably’ in the details for Celia Kirwan as compared to ‘Prob.’ in his notebook. I have retained the asterisks as first given in the notebook (some seem later to have been scored through). The asterisks are given here after the name between square brackets to make clear they are not in the list sent to Celia Kirwan. Notes on the people and institutions will be found at XX/3732. The approximate alphabetical order is Orwell’s.

See also long note at XX/322 in Section 7, pp. 208–12.






3615A. Names sent to Celia Kirwan, 2 May 1949

Typewritten copy



	Anderson, John
	Industrial Correspondent (Manchester Guardian)
	Probably sympathiser only. Good reporter. Stupid.



	Aldred (Christian name? = Guy) [*]
	Novelist (“Of many Men” etc.)
	Qy. whether open C.P. member.



	Beavan, John
	Editor (Manchester Evening News and other papers)
	Sentimental sympathiser only. Not subjectively pro-C.P. May have changed views.



	
	Manchester Evening News (editor). Previously Observer (news editor).
	Sympathiser only. Anti British C.P. Might change???



	Blackett, Professor P.M.S.[*]
	Scientific populariser (physics).
Physicist. Atomic expert.
	Open C.P. member?



	Carr, Professor E.H. [*]
	The “Times”. Aberystwith° University. Books on Bakunin etc.
‘Various books’ for ‘Books on Bakunin etc.’
	Appeaser only.



	Chaplin, Chas.
	
	?



	(Anglo-American).
(Jewish?)
	Films
	??



	[1889–1977; re ‘Jewish’: his mother was Irish and a grandmother was a gypsy. When a child his mother took him to communion at Christ Church, Westminster Bridge Road, London; see Charles Chaplin, My Autobiography, 1964, pp. 8 and 12.]



	Comfort, Alex [1920–2000; see 2137]
	Physician. Poet, novelist. Contrib. “Now” & similar periodicals. Connections with Grey Walls Press (?).
	Potential only. Is pacifist-anarchist. Main emphasis anti-British. Subjectively pro-German during war, appears temperamentally pro-totalitarian. Not morally courageous. Has crippled hand. Very talented.



	Crowther, D. J. (O’s error)
	Scientist (biologist?)
	?? Brother of Geoffrey Crowther (of the Economist.) Yes.



	Childe, Professor Gordon
	Scientific populariser (anthropology and history of science)
	??



	(Edinburgh University?)
	Scientist (anthropology & history of science). Popular booklets on prehistoric man etc.
	?



	Calder-Marshall, Arthur
	Novelist and journalist
	Previously close fellow-traveller. Has changed, but not reliably. Insincere person.



	
	Novelist. Contrib. Time & Tide, Tribune etc. Knowledge of Mexico, Jugoslavia. Reynolds’s (book reviews)
	? Previously close F. T. May have changed. Insincere person.



	Deutscher, I.
	Journalist (Observer, Economist and other papers)
	Sympathiser only. Is Polish Jew. Previously Trotskyist, and changed views chiefly because of Jewish issue. Could change again.



	(Polish Jew)
	Economist. Observer (previously foreign correspondent). Life of Stalin. (Life of Stalin moderately objective.)
	Only sympathiser, & recent development only (previously Trotskyist leanings.) Could change??



	Duranty, W.[*] (Anglo-U.S.)1
	Well-known foreign correspondent. Books on Russia etc.
	



	
	American papers. Correspondent in USSR many years. Various books.
	Discreet F.T. Probably no organisational connection, but reliable.



	Driberg, Tom [*]
	M.P. for Malden, and columnist (Reynolds’ News, previously Daily Express)
	Usually named as “crypto”, but in my opinion NOT reliably pro-C.P.2



	(English Jew)
	M.P. (Ind) Malden Reynold’s News (Commentator)
	Commonly thought to be underground member. Shows signs of independence occasionally. Homosexual. Makes occasional anti-C.P. comments in his column.



	Dover, Cedric [*]
	Writer (“Half Caste” etc.) and journalist. Trained as zoologist.
	Is Eurasian. Main emphasis anti-white (especially anti-U.S.A.), but reliably pro-Russian on all major issues. Very dishonest, venal person.



	(Eurasian)
	Writer. (“Half Caste,” etc.) Some training as biologist.
	Main emphasis anti-white but reliably pro-Russian on all major issues. Dishonest, and a good deal of a careerist. In USA? (1949)



	Goldring, D.
	Writer (mainly novels)
	Disappointed careerist.



	
	
	Disappointed careerist. Genuine hatred of British upper class. Probably venal. Shallow person.



	Hooper, Major (initials?)
	Military expert. Pamphlets, books on U.S.S.R.
	Qy. whether F.T. or merely sympathiser.



	Jacob, Alaric [*]
	Foreign Correspondent (D. Express and other papers)3
	Husband of Iris Morley.



	Kohn, Marjorie
	Teacher and Journalist (New Statesman and other papers)
	Silly sympathiser.



	(Jewess)
	Teacher. Writes in N. Statesman (sometimes). Knowledge of India.
	Strong sympathiser only. Silly.



	Litauer, Stefan [*]
	Foreign affairs expert, News Chron. Polish correspondent circa 1943–6.
	Obviously dishonest. Said to have been previously Pilsudski supporter.



	(Polish)
	News-Chronicle Polish correspondent circa 1944–46.
	Some kind of agent. Was previously Pilsudski supporter. Probably careerist.



	Morley, Iris [*]
	Foreign Correspondent (Observer and other papers)
	Very strong fellow-traveller. Qy. Whether open C.P. member.



	
	Observer (previously corresp. in Moscow).
	Qy. open C.P. member?



	Macmurray, Professor John [*]
	S.C.M. National Peace Council. Personalist movement. Many books
	?? No organisational connection, but very pro-U.S.S.R. subjectively. It is worth noticing that the French branch of the Personalist Movement is partly dominated by fellow-travellers.



	
	Author (vide esp. The Clue to History.)
Connections with S.C.M. Also Nat. Peace Council. Personalist movement.
	Probably sympathiser only.
Decayed liberal.



	Martin, H. Kingsley[*]
	Ed. New Statesman
	?? Too dishonest to be outright “crypto” or fellow-traveller, but reliably pro-Russian on all major issues.



	
	New Statesman (editor). Pamphlets & books.
	Probably no definite organisational connection … Decayed liberal. Very dishonest.



	Mackenzie, Norman [*]
	Journalist (New Statesman)
	Qy. whether open C.P. member.



	McLeod, Joseph
	Writer on theatrical subjects, previously B.B.C. announcer.
	??



	
	BBC announcer. Book on Soviet theatre.
	



	Mitchison, N.
	Novelist
	Silly sympathiser. Sister of J. B. S. Haldane.



	
	Novelist. Farm in Highlands.
	Sentimental sympathiser only.
Sister of J.B.S. Haldane (C.P.). Unreliable.



	Moore, Nicholas [*]
	Poet
	? Anarchist leanings.

?? (People’s Convention.) Anarchist leanings.



	McDiarmid, H. (C. M. Grieve)
	Poet and critic. Scottish Nationalist Movement.
	Dissident Communist but reliably pro-Russian.



	
	Poet & critic. “Scottish Writing”?
	Dissident Communist but probably reliably pro-Russian. Main emphasis Scottish nationalism. Very anti-English.



	Mende, Tibor
	Foreign Affairs expert. Books.
	Hungarian. Perhaps sympathiser only.



	
	Tribune (contributor) Books.
	



	Neumann, R.
	Novelist. Edited “International Authors” for Hutchinsons° for some years.
	German



	Neumann, Robert (German)
	Novelist. Manager of “International Authors” (Russian propaganda) for Hutchinson’s for some years.
	Q. whether merely careerist. (Qy. still in Britain?)



	O’Donnell, Peader°
	Critic
	Qy. whether open C.P. member.



	(Eire)
	Critic. The Bell (helps to edit?) (now extinct?)
	Qy. open C.P.?



	Parker, Ralph [*]
	Foreign Correspondent (News Chronicle and other papers)
	



	
	News-Chronicle (Moscow Correspondent 1947). Also Times. “Moscow Correspondent” (1949). “Plot Against Peace” (pub. Moscow 1949.)
	Underground member or close F.T.? Stayed on in Moscow (became Soviet citizen.)



	Priestley, J.B. [*]
	Novelist and broadcaster
	??



	
	Novelist, broadcaster. Book Club selector. [later note:] Appears to have changed latterly (1949).
	Strong sympathiser, possibly has some kind of organisational tie-up. Very anti-USA. Development of last 10 years or less. Might change. Makes huge sums of money in USSR. ??



	Padmore, George [*]
	League against Imperialism, and kindred activities. Many pamphlets
	Negro. Dissident Communist (expelled from about 1936) but reliably pro-Russian.



	(Negro. Qy. African origin?)
	Organiser League against Imperialism & kindred activities. Books, pamphlets.
	Expelled C.P. about 1936. Nevertheless reliably pro-Russian. Main emphasis anti-white.
Friend (lover?) of Nancy Cunard.



	Redgrave, Michael
	Actor
	??
?? (People’s Convention)



	Smollett, Peter [*] (real name Smolka?)
	Correspondent, D. Express etc. Russian section of M.O.I. during war
	Said by C. Pers to be mere careerist, but gives strong impression of being some kind of Russian agent. Very slimy person.4



	(Austrian)
	Beaverbrook Press (correspondent).
Russian section M.O.I. during war.
	Almost certainly agent of some kind.
Said to be careerist. Very dishonest.



	Schiff, Leonard (the Rev.)
	C. of E. parson (modernist).
	?



	
	Knowledge of India. Pamphlets.
	? Rather slimy person.



	Werth, Alexander
	Foreign Correspondent (Manchester Guardian and other papers)
	? May not be fellow-traveller but gives that impression.



	(Russian origin)
	Manchester Guardian (& many other papers.)
Recent (1949) book on Russian music said to be markedly critical.)
	Said to be privately disappointed by turn of events in USSR.
?



	Young, Cmdr E.P. (R.N.) [*]
	Naval expert. Pamphlets.
	Almost certainly “crypto” F.T.?



	
	
	Active in People’s convention. Quite possibly an underground member I should think. Wife (Czech) committed suicide (in slightly doubtful circumstances) 1949.



	Stewart, Margaret [*]
	Journalist (News Chronicle, Economist and other papers).
Active in N.U.J.
	About 5 years ago was underground member of C.P.
May just possibly have changed her views. Very able person.



	(Stuart?)
	Economist (subordinate job)
Observer (at one time)
	Underground member. Able. (Or used to be.) Changed views?



	
	Active in N.U.J. News-Chron. Industrial Correspondent.
	(No sign of F.T. leanings in recent (1949) articles.)







3752. Names originally excluded from Orwell’s List of Crypto-Communists and Fellow-Travellers


These names were excluded from the partial list printed in 1998 because they referred to those alive or untraced. See also list sent to Celia Kirwan, reproduced immediately above.





	Bain, Bruce (N. Irish)
	“Tribune” etc.
	?? Sympathetic to USSR. Very stupid.




[Entry crossed through by Orwell]



	[1921–85; also as Richard Findlater]
	[Reviewed Nineteen Eighty-Four in Tribune; see 3643]
	



	*Collard, Dudley
	Barrister Nat. Council for Civil Liberties.
Other front organisations.
	Q. whether open C.P. member?



	[d. 1963, suddenly; joined Royal Navy at outbreak of war as Ordinary Seaman; served as an officer on HMS King George V. He was a keen Freemason and served as Junior Council for the Western Circuit.]



	Comfort, Alex [1920–2000; see 2137]
	Physician. Poet, novelist. Contrib. “Now” & similar periodicals.
Connections with Grey Walls Press (?).
	Potential only. Is pacifist-anarchist. Main emphasis anti-British. Subjectively pro-German during war, appears temperamentally pro-totalitarian. Not morally courageous. Has crippled hand. Very talented.



	*Fox, Eleanor
	Society for Cultural Relations
	(Qy. open C.P.?)




[= Wylly Folk St John, 1908–85; also wrote as Eve Larson, Katherine Pierce, and Michael Williams; US; prolific author of mystery and children’s stories]



	Hepburn, Katharine (U.S.) [1909–2003]
	Film actress
	??



	Kuczynski, R. (U.S., German extraction)
	Economist.
	



	[Robert Rene Kuczynski, born Berlin, 1876; did pioneering work in Weimar Republic on economic and financial issues; to Washington, USA, in 1926 to become member of council of Brookings Institution as demographer; to London in 1933 where he joined LSE; became a British subject in 1946. He died in 1947.]



	Lerner, Max (U.S.) [1902–1992]
	P.M. [see Ralph Ingersoll]
	F.T.



	Mitchison, Naomi [1897–1999; see 1364, n. 1]
	Novelist Farm in Highlands.
	Sentimental sympathiser only. Sister of J.B.S. Haldane (C.P.). Unreliable.




May, Dr Al[l]an Nunn: 1911–2003: see XX, p. 251.

There is a telling assessment shortly after Orwell’s death of Nunn May in a review of Alan Moorehead’s The Traitors (Hamish Hamilton, 1952). The reviewer remarked that Allan Nunn May (and Klaus Fuchs), ‘emerge … as deluded and pathetic victims of schizophrenia rather than unmitigated scoundrels. Each in his own way – though both were stricken with intellectual arrogance – was hopelessly ill-equipped to resolve the mental chaos generated by divided loyalties, and drifted, without offering much resistance, into double lives and double dealings’ (A. Bernard Hollowood, Punch, 6 August 1952, p. 214). Conor Cruise O’Brien, Nunn May’s vice-chancellor in Ghana, wrote in his defence in the Daily Telegraph, 10 February 2003, explaining that Nunn May thought it ‘his moral duty’ to come to the help of the Soviet Union. On his release from Parkhurst prison, he told O’Brien that all his communist colleagues cut him dead because he had pleaded guilty to the charge of assisting the Soviet Union. He explained that he ‘should have pleaded not guilty, thereby enabling the Soviet Union to accuse the British Government of having framed’ him. It was, said Nunn May, ‘an instructive experience’.





	Oliphant, Prof. (initials?) M. L. E.
	Physicist, Vice-Principal Birmingham University.
	Resigned B’ham post 1949.



	[initials crossed through; Sir Mark Oliphant, 1959; 1901–2000]
	[He resigned in 1950 to become Director of the Research School of Physical Sciences, Canberra. Appointed Governor of South Australia, 1971–76 – the State in which he was born.]



	*Platts-Mills, J.
	M.P. (Labour)
	Expelled from L.P. New Zealander.



	[1906–2000; see 3600, n. 11]






	Roberts, Wilfrid
	M.P. (Lib).
	?? Probably not.




Whole entry crossed out by Orwell



	[1900–1991; see 2086. He served as a Liberal MP 1935–50. Joined the Labour party in 1956. Orwell regularly spelt his name ‘Wilfred’.]



	*Woodman, Dorothy
	Expert on China, & other Far Eastern Countries.
	Qy. whether open C.P. member. Wife of Kingsley Martin.



	[1902–1970; she was not Kingsley Martin’s wife but his companion for nearly forty years. Fought vigorously against fascism; organised the China Campaign Committee; worked with Krishna Menon and the India League and with Jomo Kenyatta when he was a student in London. Worked for the Republicans in the Spanish Civil War.]






	*Young E.P. Commander R.N.
	Naval Expert. Pamphlets.
	F.T.? Active in People’s convention. [in pencil:] Quite possibly an underground member I should think. [in ink:] Wife (Czech) committed suicide (in slightly doubtful circumstances) 1949.



	[1913–?; RNVR, not RN; first RNVR officer to command a submarine; DSO and Bar. Mng Dir, Rainbird Publishing Group. Who’s Who gives first wife as Diana Lilian Graves: marriage dissolved.]






	Zilliacus, col 3:
	D.L.P may mean [his] District Labour Party
	







3715A. The Best Novels of 1949: Some Personal Choices

The Observer, 1 January 1950


In addition to Orwell, the selections were made by John Betjeman, Cyril Connolly, Daphne du Maurier, Lionel Hale, Rosamond Lehmann, Alan Moorehead, William Sansom, Rebecca West, and Francis Wyndham. Only Rebecca West selected Nineteen Eighty-Four. This contribution was made over seven months after Orwell’s last writing was published (3625) and less than a month before he died. The books are listed by Orwell in his reading for 1949 (3727) under August, March, and November respectively. The Naked and the Dead was also chosen by Connolly. Orwell wrote:



The Naked and the Dead, by Norman Mailer (Wingate). The only war novel of any distinction to appear hitherto. The Oasis, by Mary MacCarthy (Horizon5). An extremely well constructed short novel with an unfamiliar but interesting subject matter. The Impossible Shore, by Robert Kee (Eyre and Spottiswoode). Repportage° rather than a novel, but very convincing and in places moving. The journal, Horizon, edited by Cyrill Connolly.




Purported Book Recommendation, 1952

Many Are Called by Edward Newhouse has on the front cover of its dust-jacket a recommendation by George Orwell. No evidence exists that Orwell was familiar with Newhouse’s work. When commenting favourably in ‘How Long is a Short Story’ on 7 September 1944 (2546) on ‘The superiority of contemporary American short-story writers’ – although Newhouse’s first book of stories, Anything Can Happen, had been published in 1941 (the second, The Iron Chain, would not appear until 1946) – he does not mention Newhouse. He mentions in this context, Damon Runyon, Dorothy Parker, and, harking back fifteen years, Ring Lardner. American authors he lists in his article as having written outstanding short stories are Edgar Allan Poe, Mark Twain (‘The Man Who Corrupted Hadleyburg’) and Jack London. Newhouse was born in Budapest in 1911; emigrated to the USA in 1923 and took American citizenship in 1929. He served in the US Army Air Force, 1942–46. Many Are Called is a collection of forty-two stories, all but three of which were first published in the New Yorker and was the first of his books of short stories to be published in England. His two earlier books of short stories had been published by Harcourt but this was published by William Sloane in 1951, well after Orwell’s death. Gollancz published the book in October 1952. It is possible that Orwell had seen some of Newhouse’s stories in copies of The New Yorker (he reviewed Lady Gregory’s Journals in that periodical on 19 April 1947, 3218), or that Gollancz arranged for some stories to be sent to Orwell but Orwell does not mention Newhouse in his 1949 reading list. Orwell disliked writing blurbs and the style is more effusive than one would expect of Orwell. ‘George Orwell wrote:’ is in large display type followed by:



“I am enchanted to come across important writing that also makes such good reading. Eloquence without cant, historic density without the burdens of detail, idiom unmarred by the fashionable yearning after foreheads villainous low – those are all achievements of the first order. The stories have a hard, brilliant clarity that we were accustomed, eighty years ago, to regard as French but have recently come to think of as transatlantic. Mark Twain had it, at his best.”




VII
Additional Explicatory Notes and Dates of Deaths

One of the pleasures of editing Orwell is that there is a great deal of feedback from readers. Some of it is critical. I was once reprimanded for misspelling ‘typewritten’ – were that the only error – but the great mass shows the depth of interest in Orwell and remarkable, and sometimes arcane, knowledge. I sometimes assumed, incorrectly, that what I knew or had experienced must be common knowledge; my favourite in this category was The Giant Panda: see XVI, 227/2 below. In addition, I have discovered more things to add or correct. The information sent to me is gathered here and, to make it easier of access, has been indexed.

References are by volume, page, and line. Biblical references are to the King James version. Lineation is of the text lines (ignoring headings and footnotes). The four Penguins compiled from The Complete Works (Orwell in Spain, Orwell and Politics, Orwell’s England, and Orwell and the Dispossessed, published May 2000), contain additional notes and a few of these and a selection prepared for Bartek Zborski in 2001 for his Polish translation of essays by Orwell have been reproduced here. For this occasion, I have also added some supplementary items and notes.

Volume I
Down and Out in Paris and London

On 3 May 1932, Leonard Moore of Christy & Moore Ltd., Orwell’s literary agent, sent Gollancz the typescript of ‘Days in London and Paris’ by Eric A. Blair. Moore said his reader described it as ‘a most remarkable production which might rival or even excel the popularity’ of ‘that best seller THE ODYSSEY OF AN OUT-OF-WORK’.1 As Bernard Crick showed in 1980, Victor Gollancz’s reader, Gerald Gould (1885–1936), recommended what he also described as this ‘extraordinarily forceful and socially important document’ ‘utterly disgusting’ though it was, but ‘of course, is meant to be’. (He would later recommend the publication of A Clergyman’s Daughter, describing it as ‘an extraordinary book’ and ‘very original’, though it presented ‘snags and difficulties’; see X, p. 362, n. 2.) Gollancz referred the book to Rubinstein on 17 June 1932, telling him that though it is ‘full of possibilities of libel, running to thousands of pounds’, it was ‘extraordinary and important’ (see Bernard Crick, who reproduces much of Gould’s report and Gollancz’s letter to Rubinstein, George Orwell: A Life, pp. 223–4). Ray Carter, CBE, has suggested that another report in the Gollancz files might usefully be printed. This report, reproduced here, is not signed and is not by Gould; the letters ‘Rej.’ at its head could indicate the reader (though initials might be expected to be in capital letters). However, they probably imply that the reader, despite favourable comments, was recommending rejection. At the head of the report, in the hand of Victor Gollancz, are two names. One beginning with ‘H’ is scrawled over making it indecipherable but almost certainly representing ‘Harold’ – Harold Rubinstein, Gollancz’s lawyer, to whom the book was also referred; the other is clearly ‘Gould’, who was to give the report that led to the publication of what became Down and Out in Paris and London. If, as seems probable, ‘Rej.’ is a recommendation for rejection, Gollancz’s instinct to rely on Gould’s opinion, says much for his publishing instincts. On 1 July 1932 Orwell wrote to his agent, Leonard Moore, and said that he had met Victor Gollancz and ‘he gave me a full account of the alterations he wants made in the book’. He added, as ever with self-deprecation, ‘he seemed to think fairly well of it’ (X, p. 252).

Christy

Days in London and Paris
by E. A. Blair

Rej.

The author here describes a slum quarter of Paris where he lived for over a year, – at the squalid Hotel des Bons Amis2 in the Rue du Coq d’Or, whose rooms cost 30 to 50 francs a week, peopled by all sorts of odd characters, – gaol-birds, postcard sellers, etc. He was earning 36 francs a week giving English lessons, and was reduced to living (15)3 on 6 francs a day, – a state of penury of which he analyses the psychological reactions (18, 39). He gives sketches of the Mont de Piété4 (20), of his antisemitic Russian friend Boris (37) and of their mutual hardships, – pawning clothes etc., – until they both manage to secure jobs as ‘plongeurs’ or kitchen-hands at a large and dear hotel, of which we have interesting glimpses behind the scenes – e.g. 61 the chaos of rush-hours, 76–86 the different grades of staff, 86 the dirt not seen by customers. We also have glimpses of (98) a five-franc bordello, and the pigsty conditions of a chic new restaurant (116–127) where he worked 17 hours a day.

This section closes with his reflections on kitchen slavery (127). Then he returned to London after a post as attendant to a half-wit.5 But, as it was postponed, he had further experiences of the hideous underworld, – 144 dosshouses, 159–65 the Romford casual ward, 166 a portrait of a tramp, 173 a Salvation Army shelter, 176 an old Etonian6 in a dosshouse, 179–89 a pavement artist, 190 different types of beggars, 193 tramps’ slang, including a word not usually printed,7 222 a discourse on tramps.

After noting a review of a book by Eric Muspratt8 in the ‘Observer’ on a like theme, one wonders whether this Villonismus9 is the dernier cri in letters … The present account sounds wholly authentic, presents a vivid picture of the hopeless stratum which it concerns, while the style, unassuming and straightforward, while not striking, is competent and clear. I do not know whether my own curiosity is abnormal, – but I certainly found myself carried along from one end to the other, tho all the time I knew that I was led on by a story and a style not higher than the average of journalism … whatever fascination resides in such a theme is clearly extraneous to purely literary criteria.

p. 175, 25–6: ‘Get money, get it legally, and get a lot of it’: Orwell’s condemnation of social ethics is almost certainly inspired by Horace. In the Epistles, I. i. 66, he has ‘Rem, si possis recte, si non, quocumque modo’. This is often translated as ‘Money by right means if you can, if not, money by any means’. Trollope quotes the Latin in chapter 56 of The Last Chronicles of Barset (1867). The Penguin Classics edition interprets this to make it appropriate to practical politics, ‘If you can’t be honest, be expedient’. Orwell would doubtless approve. See also note below to p. 41 of Burmese Days.

Volume II
Burmese Days

41/11: They build a prison and call it progress: Orwell is almost certainly alluding to Tacitus, Agricola, ‘Ubi solitudinem faciunt, pacem appelant’: They make a desert and call it peace (and at line 16/17 he refers to irrigating deserts). Rosamond Lehmann, in A Note in Music (1930), makes the same allusion: ‘And in the bitter times he whispered to himself, looking with a faint hope to the years ahead: Calm of mind, all passion spent. But in the worse he knew that he would make a desert around him and call it peace’ (pp. 54–5). (Probably ‘bitter’ is a misprint in this first edition for ‘better’.) See also note above to p. 175 of Down and Out in Paris and London.

Emma Larkin’s Secret Histories: Finding George Orwell in a Burmese Teashop (2004) gives a bleak account of Burma today. In endeavouring to search out Orwell’s past and in retracing his steps she provides interesting detail about where he lived and, very occasionally, how he was remembered – by one old man as ‘the prophet’ (p. 1) and another as ‘Uncle Eric’ (p. 164). There is useful background to the turmoil in Burma when Orwell first arrived: his ‘first year on the beat was a catastrophic one for the British Police force in Burma’ (p. 71, and see p. 92). There is a good suggestion of what lies behind Orwell’s castigation of Auden’s ‘necessary murder’, in that it was ‘the backdrop of Burma [that] was haunting him’ (pp. 73–4). She visited Leimmaw-zin – Limouzin Street – the only relic she found of Orwell’s mother’s family in Moulmein (pp. 143–6). An elderly Anglo-Burman woman, Beatrice Thompson (a pseudonym, as is her name and names of all her interviewees living in Burma in order to protect them from Military Intelligence), tells her that the present-day rulers of Burma ‘have managed to turn a paradise into something not much better than a living hell’ (p. 150). Among several rather good Burmese jokes, sometimes reminiscent of Soviet Russian humour (see, for example, pp. 87, 90 and 106), she says one such maintains that Orwell wrote not one novel about Burma but three: Burmese Days, which chronicles the country under British colonialism; Animal Farm, showing how ‘The Burmese Way to Socialism’ has ‘turned Burma into one of the poorest countries in Asia’; and Nineteen Eighty-Four, which ‘paints a chillingly accurate picture of Burma today ruled by one of the world’s most brutal and tenacious dictatorships’ (pp. 2–3).

Volume IV
Keep the Aspidistra Flying

4/9: Roland Butta, the joke advertising character who so riles Orwell, was still appearing at Christmas 2000. A cracker contained a number of jokes headed ‘Books and their Authors’. One was Teatime by Roland Butta. 123/9–12: I considered but rejected the idea of adding what I can only guess was cut from the novel by Victor Gollancz’s libel lawyer, Harold Rubinstein. Although I published what follows in The Library in 1991 (VI, 13, 137–9), no critic has suggested this passage should be restored – possibly none has noticed the suggestion. Orwell did not mention a cut and it would have required a significant change to the text so I forbore ‘garbling’ the text as we have it. However, the passage in the novel doesn’t really make sense and therefore readers might like to consider this solution. The ‘hero’, Gordon Comstock, is attempting to seduce Rosemary, He quotes four lines of verse in late medieval French which seems to be from Villon (one of Orwell’s and Gordon’s pet authors – Gordon has a copy of Villon’s poems on his mantelpiece, IV, 30–1) and, though he translates these for Rosemary, Orwell gives no translation for the reader (IV, 123). There is nothing about the lines which would explain why they should not be translated so it must be something about the poem as a whole that struck the libel lawyer who examined the book that it should not be given in full. In fact, the poem is not by Villon. Tracing its source was made easier by finding an edition which made an editorial comment on the significance of ‘Ne pain ne voyant qu’ aux fenestres’ which Orwell mentions in another book, Down and Out  in Paris and London (I, 121). Here Orwell writes of ‘my copy of Villon’s poems’ and its editor’s explanation of this line. The editorial note to which he refers appears in an edition of Villon edited by Pierre Jannet, published several times in the nineteenth century, and which contains ‘Poésies attribuées à Villon’. One of the poems, a Rondel attributed to Villon, begins ‘Une fois me dictes ouy’ and contains the lines given in Orwell’s novel. I have often thought that I should have taken my courage in both hands and included all these lines in my edition. Orwell quotes only stanza 2; this is the full text:


Une fois me dictes ouy,

En foy de noble et gentil femme;

Je vous certifie, ma Dame,

Qu’oncques ne fuz tant resjouy.

Veuillez le donc dire selon

Que vous estes benigne et doulche,

Car ce doulx mot n’est pas si long

Qu’il vous face mal en la bouche.

Soyez seure, si j’en jouy,

Que ma lealle et craintive ame

Gardera trop mieulx que nul ame

Vostre honneur. Avez-vous ouy?

Une fois me dictes ouy.



Did Orwell originally quote all three stanzas and did he translate them in Keep the Aspidistra Flying? Orwell seems inadvertently to have transposed ‘le donc dire’ as ‘le dire donc’. The version quoted here is taken from Oeuvres complètes de François Villon, ed. Pierre Jannet (Paris, 1876), p. 134.

A film of Keep the Aspidistra Flying was released in 1997. The script was drawn from Orwell by Alan Plater and the film directed by Robert Bierman. It starred Richard E. Grant and Helena Bonham Carter; despite their efforts, the film is a travesty of the novel. For example, the scenes at the Ravenscroft Hotel and the very different house instead of the flat off the Edgware Road in which Gordon and Rosemary begin their married lives quite miss Orwell’s original – and for the worse. Alas, an opportunity missed. It is a mere ‘ “R” for Romance’.

Volume VI
Homage to Catalonia

179/5 up: substitute La Sagrada Família for cathedral

179/4 up: substitute church for cathedral

Antonio-Prometeo Moya pointed out to me on 20 January 2003 in the course of making his Spanish translation of my Penguin collection, Orwell in Spain, that ‘When [Orwell] speaks about the cathedral of Barcelona, he is talking in fact about La Sagrada Família temple, designed by Antoni Gaudí …. Its “four crenellated spires exactly the shape of hock bottles” is an unmistakable and very good description’. Reference in Orwell in Spain is to p. 163/8. Professor Patrick Parrinder (University of Reading) in an appendix to his essay, ‘From Catalonia to England: Orwell’s Crisi-Moments’ (George Orwell: A Centenary Celebration, Heidelberg, 2005), gives his case against following Orwell’s wishes that chapters five and eleven be made appendixes, as I did for this edition, and to which I had responded in issues of the TLS in June 2003 when he first gave his assessment of what I had done.

Volume VII
Coming Up for Air

51–61: Left Book Club Meeting: A poem by Paul Muldoon, ‘To the Threshing Floor: A celebration of the centenary of the TLS’ (TLS, 18 January 2002, p. 16), has these lines:


Bruce Richmond could nonetheless be reasonably sure

of the good taste of Eliot, Forster, Huxley and Woolf, while the George Orwell

who would parody a meeting of the Left Book Club in Coming Up for Air could be relied upon, anonymously, to win

the apple-coast for D. L. Murray (though Murray’s becoming editor was tantamount to cutting his own throat as a novelist).



90, 5 up: The Iron Pirate: A Plain Tale of Strange Happenings on the Sea, by Max Pemberton (1863–1950) was first published in 1895 and many times reprinted. It was not specifically written for boys and had a number of illustrations. There was a sequel, Captain Black, 1911. One of Pemberton’s many novels was called Krondstadt, but published well before either uprising there. Pemberton was editor of Chums, 1892–3, which Orwell mentions on the next page, and of Cassell’s Magazine 1896–1906. He was a director of Northcliffe newspapers and wrote a biography of Northcliffe. He founded the first correspondence course for writers and journalists in 1920, the London School of Journalism, with which Orwell took issue in ‘As I Please, 43’, 6 October 1944 (XVI, 423–50; see n. 1. thereto on p. 426). See also ‘As I Please, 48’, 17 November 1944, XVI, 463–9 (and for Pemberton, p. 469, n. 8).

Volume VIII
Animal Farm

23: In 1946, Dwight Macdonald wrote to Orwell asking him whether he was referring in Animal Farm only to the Soviet Union or making a larger statement about the philosophy of revolution. Orwell replied on 5 December 1946 (XVIII, 506–8) that he ‘meant the moral [of Animal Farm] to be that revolutions only effect a radical improvement when the masses are alert and know how to chuck out their leaders as soon as the latter have done their job. The turning point of the story was supposed to be when the pigs kept the milk and apples for themselves’ and he refers to the naval mutiny at Kronstadt in 1921. Shortly afterwards, he added four short speeches to his radio adaptation. These are they (with their speech numbers):


259. CLOVER: Do you think that is quite fair to appropriate the apples?

260. MOLLY: What, keep all the apples for themselves?

261. MURIEL: Aren’t we to have any?

262. COW: I thought they were going to be shared equally.



Two live broadcasts were given on 14 and 15 January 1947 and a recording of the first performance was broadcast on 2 February. The BBC, in a mode to which in recent years we have become familiar, knew what was best for the author and us and scored out Orwell’s addition, so it was never broadcast. These lines highlight what Orwell regarded as a ‘key passage’ of Animal Farm when he marked up p. 23, lines 5–16 of a copy of which he gave to Geoffrey Gorer (see Bernard Crick, George Orwell: A Life, 1982, p. 490). I could have rectified this by adapting the radio script to the novel. I was chary of making so radical a change without authority but I did include this account, and the four speeches, in ‘A Note on the Text’ in the Penguin edition of the novel (1989, pp. xix–xx) and in the Penguin compilation, Orwell and Politics (2001, p. 233). However, my reluctance to make this change (and that noted above to Keep the Aspidistra Flying) has been a matter of regret to me.

In 2004, RES Vol. 55, no. 222, published Paul Kirschner’s excellent ‘The Dual Purpose of Animal Farm’. This has the full text of a proletarian fairy tale, ‘Battle in the Barnyard’, by Helen Kay (= Helen Colodny Goldfrank), Workers Library, NY, 1932. It included her preface, ‘To the Children of the Working Class’. Dan Leab’s Orwell Subverted, a very fine exposé of the involvement of the CIA in the production of the Halas and Batchelor cartoon version of Animal Farm (1954), will be published by Penn State University Press in late 2006.

Volume IX
Nineteen Eighty-Four

A radio version of Nineteen Eighty-Four was broadcast by NBC University Theatre, purportedly on 27 August 1949, just 2½ months after the book’s publication in New York (13 June 1949). A re-recording has been issued by the Old Time Radio Club. This broadcast was well before the BBC’s radio version, prepared by Martin Esslin, for the Third Programme in 1950. The NBC version was adapted by Milton Wayne. The Presenter describes the novel as this ‘current and widely-discussed book’ and it has a commentary during the interval by James Hilton (who died in 1954). The broadcast runs for 54 minutes (including Hilton’s commentary) and the dramatisation, though obviously economic, is very well crafted. Winston Smith is played by David Niven; no other performers are named but Julia sounds like Mary Morris. This version is not mentioned in John Rodden’s excellent and comprehensive The Politics of Literary Reputation (1989). (Incidentally, the NBC TV adaptation, September 1953, starring Eddie Albert, described on p. 274, seems to be attributed to CBS on p. 46.)

Michael Moore’s film, Fahrenheit 9/11 (2004), ends with a quotation attributed to George Orwell displayed on-screen. This is from chapter 3 of Emmanuel Goldstein’s The Theory and Practice of Oligarchical Collectivism, ‘War is Peace’, in Orwell’s Part II, section ix. It concludes: ‘In our own day they are not fighting against one another at all. The war is waged by each ruling group against its own subjects, and the object of the war is not to make or prevent conquests of territory, but to keep the structure of society intact.’

In March 2005, The Scottish Book Trust’s list of One-hundred Best Scottish Books included – with Conrad’s Heart of Darkness, set in Africa and told on board a ship lying off Gravesend, and Virginia Woolf’s To the Lighthouse, which probably was suggested by Godrevy Lighthouse, St Ives Bay, Cornwall – Orwell’s Nineteen Eighty-Four, presumably on the ground that, though conceived before he lived in Scotland, it was written down when Orwell lived on Jura. This might be what Orwell describes in Keep the Aspidistra Flying as ‘a part of the Scotchification of England’ that had, when the novel was published in 1936, ‘been going on these last fifty years’ (IV, p. 39).

1984, a two-act opera based on Nineteen Eighty-Four, was given at the Royal Opera House, Covent Garden, on 3, 6, 11, 14, 16, and 19 May 2005. The music was by Lorin Maazel and the libretto by J. D. McClatchy and Thomas Meehan. It was directed by Robert Lepage and conducted by Maazel. Winston Smith was sung by Simon Keenlyside; Julia: Nancy Gustafson; O’Brien: Richard Margison; Syme: Lawrence Brownlee; Parsons: Jeremy White; Charrington: Graeme Danby. Jeremy Irons recorded the telescreen voice. The libretto was published and revealed what the singing had partly obscured: the depths of banality to which Orwell’s language had been reduced. Perhaps its nadir was the Gym Instructress’s plea: ‘And let’s see which of us can touch our toesies’ (p. 21); compare IX, p. 34. It was reported that the cost of the six performances was £900,000 of which Maazel contributed £400,000.

Volume X

lv/7: after ‘Civil Service’, add: Motihari and Gaya are now in Bihar State.

45, note 1, line 5: Guinever Buddicom died on 4 February 2002 at Bognor Regis, the day after her 95th birthday. Her estate was valued at £1,861,450 net.

51, add to note 1: Orwell’s father was sixty when he was commissioned on 13 September 1917. He joined the 51st (Ranchi) Indian Labour Company at Marseilles and was reputedly the oldest Second Lieutenant in the British Army. In The First Day of the Somme (1971; 2001), Martin Middlebrook gives some account of Lt. Henry Webber. He joined up in 1914 at the age of 66 and served as battalion transport officer of the 7th Lancashire Fusiliers. He was killed on 21 July 1916 near Mametz Wood; he was then 68.

77, note 2: Sir Steven Runciman died in 2000 (1903–2000).

205: add: 105A. Letter to Brenda Salkeld, 13 May 1931; see p. 92 above.

206: add: 106A. Letter to Brenda Salkeld, [26 June 1931]; see p. 92 above.

207, note 2: Brenda Salkeld lived from 1900–99 (not 1903–); add at end of note: She left £1,400,042 (net before tax). The school at which Brenda Salkeld taught, St Felix School for Girls, Southwold, after being in existence for 105 years was threatened with closure in the summer of 2002. However, within one week of this being announced, parents had raised £300,000 to save it (Daily Telegraph, 8 and 15 June 2002).

207: add: 107A. Letter to Brenda Salkeld, 7 July 1931?; see p. 92 above.

207: add: 107B. Letter to Brenda Salkeld, 8 July 1931?; see p. 93 above.

207: add: 107C. Letter to Brenda Salkeld, 18 July 1931; see p. 93 above.

212, note 1: Dennis Collings died in March 2001 (1905–2001).

214: make new footnote (and add superscript 2 at line 7 for footnote reference) 2. An inaccurate rendition of Stanza 2 of Wordsworth’s ‘The Solitary Reaper’.

237: add: 118A. Letter to Brenda Salkeld, 21 October 1931; see p. 93 above.

238: add: 120A. Letter to Brenda Salkeld, 9 November or December 1931; see p. 93 above.

238: add: 120B. Letter to Brenda Salkeld, 10 November or December 1931; see pp. 93–4 above.

253: add, following (Alice Meynell): n. 1 and make this note: 1. This, from Alice Meynell’s ‘Lady Poverty’, should have a colon after ‘fair’ and ‘has’ for ‘hath’ (Percy).

261: add: 137A. Letter to Brenda Salkeld, Tuesday night [August 1932?]; see p. 94 above.

265: add: 140A. Letter to Brenda Salkeld, [Beginning of September 1932]; see p. 94 above.

273: add: 147A. Letter to Brenda Salkeld, Sunday [November 1932]; see pp. 94–5 above.

276, lines 4–5: Orwell writes to Eleanor Jaques: ‘The friend who was going to lend me Ulysses has at last got his copy back, & I shall go up to town one day to collect it, if I can manage it’. In the light of Orwell’s recommendation of John Rodker to R. M. Raimbault on 16 December 1934 (218A – see above), Gordon Bowker has suggested that the friend who would lend Orwell Ulysses was probably Rodker. Rodker had published an edition of Ulysses from Miss Sylvia Beach’s plates for the first edition with the imprint ‘Published by the Egoist Press, London, by John Rodker, Paris’ in the summer of 1922. For further details conveniently available, and the seizure of 499 of 500 copies of a January 1923 edition, see Richard Ellmann, James Joyce (1959), p. 521.

294: add after text: A forty-page, lavishly-illustrated edition of this play, entitled Król Karol II, was published in February 2000 by Dom Wydawniczy Bellona, Warsaw. The Polish translation was by Bartolomiej Zborski (who contributes a two-page afterword) and the colour illustrations, nine of which are full page (A4 size), were drawn by Katarzyna and Pawel Glodkowie.

302: add: 159A. Letter to Brenda Salkeld, 3? February 1932; see p. 95 above.

315 note 8: omit Not traced and substitute: Adrienne Sahuque, Les Dogmes sexuels: les influences sociales et mystiques dans l’interpretations traditionnelles des faits sexuels (Paris, 1932).

317 note 2: Substitute and expand: Major Clifford H. Douglas (1879–1952), an engineer, was very prominent in the Social Credit Movement in England. This claimed that prosperity could be achieved by reform of the monetary system. It argued that money, or ‘social credit’, should be distributed to people to obtain goods and services produced by the capitalist economy and that lack of credit led to economic instability. The party made little progress in the UK but had considerable success in Canada. During the Great Depression, a Social Credit Party came to power in Alberta in 1935 led by the radio evangelist, William Aberhart (1878–1943). It won nine successive provincial elections. British Columbia elected a Social Credit government in 1952 and the party held seats in the federal parliament until 1980. Since then it has declined and the Alberta party has been disbanded.

352: add: 209A. R. N. Raimbault to Orwell, 5 October 1934; see pp. 3–7.

353: add: 210A. To R. N. Raimbault, 9 October 1934; see pp. 8–13.

354: add: 211A. R. N. Raimbault to Orwell, 15 October 1934; see pp. 13–17.

357: add: 214A. Postcard to R. N. Raimbault, 7 November 1934; see p. 17.

358: add: 215A. Letter to Brenda Salkeld, 14 November 1934; see p. 95.

359: add: 216A. R. N. Raimbault to Orwell, 22 November 1934; see pp. 18–21.

359: add: 216B. To R. N. Raimbault, 29 November 1934; see pp. 22–4.

360: add: 217A. R. N. Raimbault to Orwell, 8 December 1934; see pp. 24–8.

361: add: 218A. To R. N. Raimbault, 16 December 1934; see pp. 29–30.

363: add: 219A. R. N. Raimbault to Orwell, 22 December 1934; see pp. 31–3.

364: add: 221A. R. N. Raimbault to Orwell, 28 December 1934; see pp. 33–8.

364: add: 221B. Postcard to R. N. Raimbault, 31 December 1934; see p. 38.

367: add: 221C. To R. N. Raimbault, 3 January 1935; see pp. 38–40.

367: add: 221D. R. N. Raimbault to Orwell, 6 January 1935; see pp. 40–2.

370: add: 225A. To R. N. Raimbault, 30 January 1935; see pp. 43–4.

384: add: 242B. To R. N. Raimbault, 11 March 1935; see pp. 44–5.

384: add: 242C. R. N. Raimbault to Orwell, 16 March 1935; see pp. 46–9.

388: add: 246B. R. N. Raimbault to Orwell, 1 July 1935; see pp. 49–53.

388: add: 246C. To R. N. Raimbault, 13 July 1935; see pp. 53–5.

392, note 2: Michael Sayers (b. 1912) was alive and living in New York in the summer of 2002.

400, note 5: add In 1935 she taught three meetings of a class in Psychology for the WEA Young Workers’ organisation in Tottenham (Gordon Bowker).

404: add: 262A. R. N. Raimbault to Orwell, 9 November 1935; see pp. 55–9.

406: add: 263A. To R. N. Raimbault, 22 December 1935; see pp. 60–1.

410/3–5: These lines are from ‘Rimini’. (Percy)

420/14: for Eldon read Endon.

420/27: the Youth Hostel has reverted to a private house. It is called Cliffe Park Hall and was built about 1830: see N. Pevsner, Buildings of Staffordshire, p. 227 (Dr Robert Fyson).

441, note 2, George Garrett: 1896–1966; unemployed much of his life but worked on Liverpool docks from time to time; a seaman, an aspiring writer, and actor. Participated in the industrial troubles in Liverpool, 1921–2, and in the Hunger March of winter 1922, writing about both. See The Collected George Garrett, edited Michael Murphy (1999).

479: add: 309A. Letter to Brenda Salkeld, 2 May 1936; see pp. 95–6 above.

484, item 314, note 1: Add date of date to Anthony Powell: 2000 (1905–2000)

485/ 6–7, ‘I have married a wife’: Luke, 14.20

485: add: 316A. Letter to Brenda Salkeld, 10 June 1936; see p. 96 above.

506, note 2, Add: The following report appeared in the Rangoon Gazette for 22 March 1926 under the heading ‘Rogue Elephant Shot’: ‘Major E. C. Kenny, subdivisional officer, Yamethin, when on tour in the Tatkon township on 16 March 1926, came across a rogue elephant feeding in a plantation grove at Dayouk-ku village 5 miles east of Tatkon and brought it down to the delight of the villagers. The elephant had killed a villager and caused great havoc in the plantations. It is not known whether or not this is the elephant proclaimed by the Bombay Burma Trading Corporation’. The similarities to ‘Shooting an Elephant’ will be apparent: the killing of a villager, ravaging plantations, the uncertainty as to whether the elephant belongs to a powerful trading company or not, and the little detail about the delight of the villagers. Kenny was not in trouble for his action, however. On 13 September 1926, the Rangoon Gazette announced he had been promoted Deputy Commissioner of the Pakokku District. Orwell was stationed at Moulmein when Kenny shot the elephant; he was transferred to Katha (the Kyauktada of Burmese Days) on 23 December 1926.

515: add: 331A. Eileen Blair to Norah Myles, 3 or 10 November 1936; see pp. 63–7.

517, note 1: Julian Green died in 1998 (1900–98)

524/4 up, ‘the worm who never turned’: ‘The smallest worm will turn, being trodden on’, 3Henry VI, 2.2.17.

532/9: add: D. J. Taylor, when researching for his biography, Orwell (2003), found a letter from Gollancz to Moore of 29 October 1936 which confirms this conjecture. ‘As late as October, six months after his return, [Orwell] was contemplating a book of essays. A letter from Gollancz to Moore from around this time wonders vaguely what Orwell is up to, rather than demanding delivery of a commissioned manuscript’ (p. 175).

Volume XI

xviii/19: Bert for Bob

xxix/15 up: for 12 November 1937 substitute 28 December 1937

12: add: 361A. Eileen Blair to Norah Myles, 16 February 1937?; see pp. 68–70.

12/9: For Orwell’s letter of 2 July 1937, 374B, see pp. 99–100 above. The text of the letter from International Literature, Moscow, sent to Orwell at The Stores, Wallington, and dated, 25 August 1937, as given by Bernard Crick (p. 346) is:

The Editorial Office of the International Literature has received your letter, in which you answer our letter dated May 31st. You are right to be frank with us, you are right to inform us of your service in the militia of the POUM. Our magazine, indeed, has nothing to do with POUM-members; this organization, as the long experience of the Spanish people’s struggle against insurgents and fascist interventions has shown, is a part of Franco’s ‘fifth column’ which is acting in the rear [of] the heroic army of Republican Spain.

International Literature.

30: Item 374A, change headnote so:

line 9: statements referring to for charges made against line 11: add new sentence between escaped. and The implications: This is, according to Víctor Alba, a part of the legajo, or official judiciary record of the trial against POUM (letter to the editor, 27 February 1999).

I am very grateful to Robert A. McNeil, Head of the Hispanic Collections, Bodleian Library, for producing an accurate copy of the Spanish document printed on pp. 30–1 and for preparing a much improved translation (p. 31). The changes to the Spanish are given on pp. 30–1 of the third section; the improved translation is reproduced in Orwell in Spain (Penguin Books, 2001, p. 26). The paragraph after the English translation on p. 31 was changed in the second edition. A cut was made from ‘The original of this document’ to end of the paragraph (‘the English scene’) in order to accommodate additional text and this substituted:

This document, in the Archivo Histórico Nacional de España, Madrid, was sent to the editor by Karen Hatherley (then working on an MA on the POUM for Sussex University); it is reproduced by kind permission of the Centre d’Estudis Histórics Internationals (CEHI), Barcelona; the editor is grateful to its Secretary General, Sr Jordi Planes, for his assistance. The document, with some variants, is included by Víctor Alba in his El Proceso del P.O.U.M. (Madrid, 1989), the inside back cover of which reproduces a much-overwritten version of the original. I am grateful to Stephen Schwartz (co-author with Víctor Alba of Spanish Marxism vs. Soviet Communism: A History of the POUM, Rutgers, 1988), for comments on the first edition. The trial of the leaders of the POUM and of Orwell (in his absence) took place in Barcelona in October and November 1938 (see 497). Orwell later corresponded with one of those found guilty, Jordi Arquer; see 3238, n. 1 (XIX, p. 154) and 3651, n. 1 (XX, p. 140).

31: Robert McNeil, when checking the document concerning Orwell and his wife prepared for the Tribunal for Espionage and High Treason, Valencia, came across a similar document about his friend, Charles Doran (for whom see XI, pp. 65–6). This letter is not included in El Proceso del P.O.U.M.: Documentos Judicales y Policiales, ed. Victor Alba (Barcelona, 1989). There was not room for it in the second edition of The Complete Works but it is included in an English translation in Orwell in Spain (Penguin Books, 2001, 26–7). It makes an interesting parallel to the Orwell document and it might usefully be reprinted here. Like Orwell and Eileen, Doran is described as ‘trotzista pronunciado’ (a confirmed Trotskyist). The newspaper cutting in Doran’s possession refers to Lt. Norman Baillie Stewart (‘the prisoner in the Tower’), who had been accused of selling secrets to German agents for £90. For the phrase ‘a mysterious girl-friend’, see also Robert Graves and Alan Hodge, The Long Week-End (1940, p. 267).

Charles Doran: A man of the ILP, in very close collaboration with the ILP Committee on the Huesca front, within POUM. –

It is clear from his correspondence that he is a confirmed Trotskyist. –

In Spain he had very close contact with the FAI, as well as firm liaison with the Iberian Communist Youth of POUM. –

Liaison with Albacete. –

In his effects the names KOPP and MACNAIR are frequently found, as is material by BLAIR [or as in BLAIR’s effects]. –

In Glasgow, Scotland, in December 1936, he wrote a letter in which he defended Trotsky and Karl Radek against the Moscow trial. –

Addresses in Spain found in his effects give reason to suppose the existence of co-religionists in Spain. D., as well as Blair and McNair, has written for the ILP. In his effects is found a newspaper extract relating to the trial for espionage in France of an English lieutenant BAILLIESTE NAST and his mysterious girl-friend MARIA LUISA SCHULE (or MARTIN), who both worked for the GESTAPO. –

32, para 2, line 8: for December substitute October

32, para 2, for lines 8–11, ‘Pravda announced, prematurely … a reference to the 1936 Purges).’2 substitute: Alexander Orlov, head of the NKVD in Spain, assured his Headquarters that ‘the Trotskyist organization POUM can easily be liquidated’.2 Such ‘liquidation’ would be at the hands of their Communist ‘allies’ starting in May 1937. (2nd edn erroneously prints NKVA)

32/4 up: Bill Alexander was born in 1910 and died in 2000.

35/6 up: The answer to my question, ‘What happened to David L. Wickes?’ is given by Gordon Bowker: ‘he seemingly briefed Soviet intelligence against both the Blairs and John McNair and was cited as a major source of information in an indictment for treason brought against them’. Further, Wickes ‘wrote a plaintive letter to Eileen hoping that she would not think badly of him, and hinting that he was deeply attracted to her’. Later ‘he was denounced for moral cowardice by the British Communist Bill Rust for being part of an execution squad and refusing to fire when ordered and was sent to fight in the front line’ (p. 220). Of course, one person’s moral cowardice is another’s bravery, as here, perhaps.

36/15: for rabid Trotskyists substitute confirmed Trotskyists

36, omit note 2, and substitute:

2. Christopher Andrew and Vasili Mitrokhin, The Mitrokhin Archive (1999), p. 95, quoting John Costello and Oleg Tsarev, Deadly Illusions (1993), p. 281. See Thomas, 442, 523ff., 702–6.

37: 374B. Letter to Sergei Dinamov, Editor, International Literature, Moscow, 2 July 1937. See pp. 99–100.

50, note 6: omit Not identified and substitute this entry: 6. Ethel Macdonald (1909–60), leading social activist in Scotland. During Spanish War she was the English-speaking announcer for CNT in Barcelona; arrested in purge of POUM and CNT, 1937, but escaped and helped others to escape, earning nickname of ‘Spanish Pimpernel’.

65, last 4 lines and 66, line 1: In her letter of 1 January 1938, Eileen says she and Orwell had not read Marx until they bought their poodle and named it after Marx, ‘to remind us that we have never read Marx’. See above, 415A.

74, note 1: add: Like Orwell, but less seriously and more briefly, Kingsley Amis (1922–95) was wrongly accused of writing that the Labour Party Minister, Wedgwood Benn, was hated and feared because ‘he looks and sounds as if he is off his head (which I, for one, am sure he is not)’ (Letter to the Daily Telegraph, 8 January 1975). On 26 February 1975, Amis wrote to The Times to say that the Labour MP for Ilkeston, Raymond Fletcher (1921–91), had seriously misrepresented him. ‘What I said was that he looks and sounds as if he is off his head. I feel sure he is not; but, as one without training as an alienist, I offer this view with due humility’ (The Letters of Kingsley Amis, ed. Zachary Leader, 2000 (2001), pp. 772–3).

86: second line of book title of item 401: add the before Alcazar

104 headnote: It seems likely from Eileen’s letter of 1 January 1938 that has recently come to light and is included in this volume (415A above) that the receipt for 2s 6d from Eileen for the PPU was in fact her subscription, not for the purchase of pamphlets as had been supposed.

109: add: 415A. Eileen Blair to Norah Myles, New Year’s Day, 1938; see pp. 70–5.

120/10: February for October

122/15: omit comma after extremist

126, note 1: add: The full stanza gives Galsworthy’s thought more weight: ‘Life is mostly froth and bubble / Two things stand like stone: – / Kindness in another’s trouble, / Courage in your own’. In her biography of Galsworthy, Catherine Dupré notes that it was also spoken by Mr Paramor in The Country House, and that Galsworthy added that it was ‘hard to beat as a summary of what keeps most of us going under the wear and tear of life’ (Percy). One might add that the full stanza is redolent of an essential characteristic of Australian ‘mateship’.

144, note 1, line 2: Trabajo for Trabajadores

164, note 1: Naomi Mitchison died in 1999 (1897–1999)

174 n. 3, 186 n. 5, and 305 n. 31: references to Nin should be to item 382, n. 6, not 382, n. 5 on p. 60.

174, note 6: add: Antonov-Ovsëenko figures in Len Deighton’s novel, Funeral in Berlin (1964) and in the film version starring Michael Caine as Harry Palmer. The character played in the film (1966) by Oscar Homolka, Colonel Stok, is said to have been with Antonov-Ovsëenko at the storming of the Winter Palace (end of chapter 16). Deighton provides a handy appendix (number 4) on the ‘Soviet Security Systems’ and that also mentions Antonov-Ovsëenko.

212, note 1: Robert Fyson suggests that Alec Henderson is a confusion by Orwell of Alec Brown and Philip Henderson. They are referred to (correctly) next to each other in ‘Inside the Whale’, XII, 99 (last line of text).

254, note 3: Quintin Hogg, Lord Hailsham, died in 2001 (1907–2001).

254: add: 512A. Eileen Blair to Norah Myles, 14–17 December 1938; see pp. 75–9.

304, note 16: When Miquel Berga sent me the correspondence reproduced above between Orwell and Jordi Arquer, he kindly provided a corrected assessment of John Langdon-Davies. This I am very happy to reproduce. He was, he writes, not a ‘hard Communist’, although from his review of Homage to Catalonia ‘he certainly could have been so, he was really a fellow-traveller and with many interesting but almost forgotten aspects to a hyper-active, rich personality. He became a vehement anti-Stalinist after the German-Soviet Pact [1939]’. Professor Berga is the author of a full biography of Langdon-Davies, John Langdon-Davies (1897–1971): Una biografia anglo-catalana (Pòrtic, Barcelona, 1991).

305, note 36, line 1: Federica Montseny was born in 1905 and died in 1994.

306, note 45: add: In his biography of Tom Wintringham, The Last English Revolutionary, pp. 31–2, Hugh Purcell quotes what he calls ‘a chilling warning that applied to Wintringham’, and doubtless to Orwell: ‘To the bourgeois socialist who would join the Communist Party we say frankly: it has nothing whatever to offer you; it asks for absolutely everything. It can tolerate neither conscience, cowardice, nor compassion. You must be prepared for the ruthless sacrifice of self, then of others, and if required, of so called moral scruples also. Then there is room for you in the world as workers in your own sphere. But if you attempt to enter the arena of the struggle armed with your particular ideas, you will be mercilessly crushed between the millstones of Revolution and Reaction’.

312/2: add superscript 2 for footnote reference after will prevail” and make new note: 2. From Coventry Patmore, ‘The Unknown Eros’.

314, add to end of note 1 re Herbert Read: He was the most prominent British intellectual to support anarchism before World War II and was closely associated with anarchism until he was knighted.

332, note 2: omit first sentence: ‘John Middleton Murry had’ to ‘from Oxford University.’

335, 13 up: In her autobiography, A Russian’s England (1976), Lydia Jackson says she did not go to the wedding; she was abroad at the time and only family members attended.

341, note 1: Vernon Richards died in 2001 (1915–2001). substitute Revolt!, jointly edited by for Revolt [no exclamation mark], edited by

341, note 5, line 2 re Bertrand Russell: add after ‘vigorously for it.’ new sentence: Supported World War II and advocated threatening USSR with Atomic Bomb at start of Cold War.

363, note 1, add: Lady Roll died in January 1998; Lord Roll died on 31 March 2005, aged 97.

381, note 2: D. N. Pritt was the Chairman of the People’s Vigilance Committee, later the People’s Convention. the aims of which were: defence of living standards; defence of democratic and trade union rights; adequate ARP; friendship with the Soviet Union; a People’s Government; and ‘a people’s peace that gets rid of war’ (Juliet Gardiner, Wartime Britain, 1939–1945 (2004), pp. 256).

383, note 1 to 1 August 1939: For a good account of the visit of Admiral Sir Reginald Aylmer Ranfurly Plunkett-Ernle-Erle-Drax to Leningrad with General Joseph Doumenc, 9–10 August, see Simon Sebag Montefiore, Stalin: The Court of the Red Tsar (2003; pb 2004), pp. 313–15, and especially the footnote on 315 regarding his ‘Order of the Bath-tub’. On p. 313 it is stated that Drax was the author of the Handbook of Solar Heating.

388, note 3: Add: Domville had been Chief of Naval Intelligence and onetime Chief of the Royal Naval College at Greenwich. He was interned in Brixton Prison in 1940. Link was openly pro-Nazi and it provided a vehicle for Goebbels and Ribbentrop to attempt to influence British opinion. He blamed the ‘Judmas’, which he said was his ‘copyright title’, the Judaeo-Masonic conspiracy, for his predicament in Brixton (Juliet Gardiner, Wartime Britain, 1939–1945 (2004), pp. 245–6).

401, note 4: add There is a good, brief, summary of the impact of the signing of the Russo-German Non-Aggression Pact on 24 August 1939 in History Today, August 2004, pp. 48–53: ‘The Eye-Opener of 1939 or How the World Saw the Nazi-Soviet Pact’ by George Watson. This has excellent summaries of left-wing responses. Orwell is described as a ‘clearsighted commentator’ (p. 52). There is a short list for further reading.

Volume XII

18, note 1, line 7: Charles Madge died in 1996 (1912–96)

21/4–5, ‘the second-best bed [does not] invalidate[s] Hamlet’: Shakespeare has been rebuked because, in his will, he left his wife their second-best bed. That does not mean that Hamlet is a worse play for that. However, the mention of this in the will, though a little puzzling, is not a sign that Shakespeare was mean or the marriage unhappy. In Elizabethan law, Shakespeare’s wife would automatically receive the income from one-third of his estate. There was no need to mention the bed so it suggests it was something of special significance to the couple. Some scholars even suggest his wife asked for it to be specially mentioned.

29/19–27: The History of the Fairchild Family: or the Child’s Manual, being a collection of stories to show the importance and effects of a religious education was written by Mrs Mary Sherwood (née Butt, 1775–1851), and published in 3 volumes, 1818–47. Among her other ‘improving’ books were The History of Henry Milner (4 vols, 1822–37) and Little Henry and his Bearer Boosy (1832). The last of these was written when she was living in India, married to her cousin, Henry Sherwood, an army officer. (A bearer was a personal servant.) She lived in India from 1805–16, where she ran schools, adopted orphans, and wrote and published several severely evangelical works; she also lost several babies. She adapted Bunyan’s The Pilgrim’s Progress for Indian readers as The Indian Pilgrim (1815). In all, she wrote more than 350 items. In her later years she mainly wrote anti-Roman Catholic works. In September 1932 Orwell asked Brenda Salkeld whether she had read The Fairchild Family (X, 268).

29/24–5, ‘Let dogs delight’ is by Isaac Watts (1674–1748), and is from one of his Divine Songs for Children, no. 16, ‘Against Quarrelling’. Watts is the author of the hymns ‘O God, our help in ages past’ and ‘When I survey the wondrous cross’.

30/last line, ‘change of heart’: From Auden, ‘Sir, No Man’s Enemy’ (1930): ‘New styles of architecture, a change of heart.’

34/24: The Quarterly Review was published from 1809 to 1922. It was one of the most important nineteenth-century journals. One of its reviewers was William Ewart Gladstone (1809–98), four times Liberal Prime Minister. Orwell was fond of the journal and owned ten of the volumes published between 1811 and 1832.

35/4: add footnote reference 24a; see 56 below).

48/21–2, ‘the Elephant and Castle version of Sweeney Todd’: Orwell is probably referring to the version of the melodrama, Sweeney Todd, the Demon Barber of Fleet Street performed at the Elephant and Castle Theatre. This may have been that written by Matt Wilkinson, 1870. The theatre was built in 1872 on the site of Newington Butts Theatre, built about 1576. The 1872 theatre was burnt down on 26 March 1878. A second theatre was built the following year. It was used as a music hall but in 1928 became a cinema.

50/16, Barham: Richard Harris Barham (1788–1845) was for a time a minor canon of St Paul’s Cathedral. He was noted for his comic and grotesque treatments of medieval legend. The Ingoldsby Legends, published under the pen-name, Thomas Ingoldsby, was by far his most successful work. There were three series, 1840–7.

56, insert 24a. This passage is from Thackeray’s Memorials of Gormandizing, In a Letter to Oliver York, Esquire by M. A. Titmarsh, Paris 1841 and is the first item in Various Essays, Letters, Sketches, Etc. It is preceded by: ‘Well then I say to you, if you have self-command enough to set away half your soup, order some, but you are a poor creature if you do, after all. If you are a man, and have not that self-command don’t have any. The Frenchman cannot live without it, but’ and concludes with ‘you must have, to keep that superior weight and sinew, which is the secret of your superiority – as for public institutions, bah! – you must have, I say, simpler, stronger, more succulent food’. Percy, who comments: ‘Here Orwell is quoting out of context, appearing to misread Thackeray’s irony. The point of the whole piece seems to be that Mr Titmarsh, whilst apparently rubbishing French cuisine, is eminently enjoying both its variety and inexpensiveness. It is in no way a national chauvinist piece. The point that Orwell was trying to reinforce in his essay is that Englishmen are larger because they eat beef, but the essay shows Frenchmen eat much beef, too, although they, unlike the English, do not eat it well-done’. One might add that the supposed contrast is well illustrated by William Hogarth in his ‘O the Roast Beef of Old England; The Gate of Calais’, 1748, in the Tate Gallery.

61/24–5, St. Winifred’s: A novel, the full title of which is St Winifred’s: or the World of School (1862), by Frederick William Farrar (1831–1903). Farrar was an assistant master then Master (1871–6) of Marlborough College. He left to become Rector of St Margaret’s, Westminster Abbey (1876–95). His most famous book is Eric, or Little by Little (1858); he also wrote a Life of Christ (1874).

71/5 up: Sax Rohmer (= Arthur Henry Sarsfield Ward; 1883–1959), was a prolific author specialising in popular novels often with Chinese settings and characters. He is best known for The Mystery of Dr Fu-Manchu (1913) and also, perhaps, for The Day the World Ended (1930).

79, note 63, 1: The Vasiliev Brothers only posed as brothers for artistic purposes (Bartek Zborski).

82/25–6, ‘every day … becomes better and better’: Emile Coué (1857–1926), formula for his faith-cures.

82/2–3 up, ‘tenth possessor of a foolish face’: Richard Savage, ‘The Bastard’ (1728), line 8 (which has ‘transmitter’ for ‘possessor’)

83/27–8, ‘sorrows never come too late … flies’: after lines in last stanza of Thomas Gray, ‘Ode on a Distant Prospect of Eton College.’

84/2–3 up, ‘mewling and puking in the nurse’s arms’: As You Like It, 2.7.14.

85, note 1: add: It is now acknowledged that this pun was made by Catherine Winkworth, a Manchester schoolgirl. It was first published in Punch, 18 May 1844.

85, note 10: add: Samways (1895–1996) wrote poems and stories from 1910–40, some of which appeared in Punch and The Companion Papers. His War Lyrics was published in 1916. Kingsley Amis considered including some of his poems in his New Oxford Book of Light Verse but eventually did not do so. His Fighting to the Front: a Story of School Life was published in 1917. See Zachary Leader, The Letters of Kingsley Amis (2000), p. 804.

92/11 up, Balaam’s ass: Numbers, 22.22–35

96/13 up, ‘tragic sense of life’: Miguel de Unamuno y Jugo (1864–1936), Spanish philosopher, The Tragic Sense of Life in Men and Peoples (1921; Spanish origional, 1913).

97/21 add footnote reference 27a after quotation

97/28 add footnote reference 27b after quotation

98/22 add footnote reference 27c after Life-Worship

98/5–6 up: ‘It was an age of eagles and of crumpets’: this crux has been much better resolved by Dr Robert Fyson than in my note 28. He suggests it should be either ‘scones and crumpets’ or ‘eagles and trumpets’ and he points to T. S. Eliot’s poem, ‘A Cooking Egg’ (Poems, 1920). The last five lines read (with a break between the first of these and the last four):


Where are the eagles and the trumpets?

    Buried beneath some snow-deep Alps.

Over buttered scones and crumpets

    Weeping, weeping multitudes

Droop in a hundred A.B.C.’s.



The ‘A.B.C.’ was a chain of London teashops, the letters standing for Aerated Bread Company. The teashops no longer exist. (ABC was also, ironically, a process of making artificial manure from alum, blood, and clay dating from 1879.)

113, note 27, line 1: add literary before editor for John Squire.

113: add: 27a. The last stanza of D. H. Lawrence’s Being Alive (in Pansies) reads:


To be alive, you’ve got to feel a generous flow,

And under a competitive system that is impossible, really.

The world is waiting for a great new movement of generosity,

Or for a great wave of death.

We must change the system, and make living free to all men,

Or we must see men die, and then die ourselves.

(Percy)



113: add: 27b. Ezra Pound wrote a series of articles described as ‘Pastiche the Regional’, alternatively ‘Studies of Contemporary Mentality’ for New Age, June-November 1919. ‘Pastiche XIV’ attacked current journalism and contained this: ‘In recognizing that the Daily Mail has won the war, one should also consider that it would in due time create an order of things in which there would be no art, no literature, no manners, no civilization – nothing in short, but Mr Charles Whibley’. Michael Coyle in Ezra Pound, Popular Genres and the Discussion of Culture, characterises these essays as ‘contemptuous and often vitriolic assaults on current British journalism and magazines’ but doubted whether Pound had read much of what he attacked (Percy).

113, add 27c: Antony Percy queries whether Lawrence ever refers to ‘dark abdomen’. He says it does not appear in his poetry, where ‘belly’ is preferred. He wondered if ‘daimon’ in Orwell’s notes could have been misread. However, in ‘Education of the People’, first published in Phoenix (posthumous papers, 1936) there is ‘… the solar plexus of the abdomen is the first great affective centre, sympathetic, and the lumbar ganglion, volitional, is its partner’. ‘Life-Worship’ has, he writes, been recognised by many as a Lawrentian idea, but asks whether he coined it. Aldous Huxley, in his essay ‘Pascal’ (Do What You Will: Essays, 1929) wrote the following as part of ‘The Summary of the Life-Worshipper’s Creed’: ‘Briefly, then, these are my notions of the life-worshipper into whose likeness I myself should be prepared to bovaryize° the diversities of my personality. His fundamental assumption is that life on the planet is valuable in itself, without any reference to hypothetical or higher worlds, eternities, future existences. “Is it not better, then, to be alive and love Earth only for its earthly sake?” … The life-worshipper’s next assumption is that the end of life … is more life, that the purpose of living is to live. God, for the life-worshipper, is of course life, and manifests itself in all vital processes, even those which, from our point of view, are most repulsive and evil’. Percy also notes Kingsley Amis in his semi-autobiographical You Can’t Do Both (1994): ‘His conduct on the occasion referred to had indeed been something out of a book, a deeply, irremediably pissy book by D. H. Lawrence out of Bernard Shaw and celebrating the dark gods of the abdomen and the bleeding Life Force (p. 198).

113, note 33, add: Selina Hastings in her biography, Rosamond Lehmann (2002; 2003), has this note: ‘Cecil [Day Lewis] hated his Christian name, and for reasons he later described as inverted snobbery had removed the hyphen from Day-Lewis – later restoring it as he disliked even more being addressed as “Mr Lewis”. She indexes him, as in this edition, under the unhyphenated form.

114, note 39: add: The quotation from Connolly should start: ‘were I to deduce any system from my feelings on leaving Eton’ and the passage quoted is followed immediately by: ‘From these it results that the greater part of the ruling class remains adolescent, school-minded, self-conscious, cowardly, sentimental, and in the last analysis, homosexual’ (Enemies of Promise, Ch. 24, ‘Vale’). (Percy)

115, note 47: Julian Green died in 1999 (1900–99).

115, note 49: add: This appears in Forster’s ‘T. S. Eliot’ in Abinger Harvest (1936). The protest he refers to was encapsulated in ‘Prufrock’: ‘I should have been a pair of ragged claws / Scuttling across the floors of silent seas’. A few sentences later Foster writes, ‘This simple reaction of mine was not unsound. But it was too facile’. (Percy)

115, note 51: Lawrence Durrell died in 1990 (1912–90).

118/4 up: after greatest number add superscript number 2

118, last line of main text: substitute superscript 3 for superscript 2 and add new note:

2. Francis Hutcheson, Concerning Moral Good and Evil (1720). make original note 2 into note 3

125/10–11, ‘rendered unto Caesar the things that are God’s: parody of ‘Render to Caesar the things that are Caesar’s, and to God the things that are God’s’, Mark, 12.17 (and Matthew, 22.21 [which … that] and Luke, 20.25 [which … which]).

129/1, ‘Bohn’s cribs’: a series of literal translations of classical texts designed especially for schoolchildren.

141/18: insert footnote reference 4 after putrid

142: add: 4. The reference may be to Nietzsche’s The Death of Tragedy: ‘Do we smell nothing yet of the divine decomposition? Gods, too, decompose. God is dead. God remains dead. And we have killed him’. (Percy)

151/1, ‘with a misquotation from Shakespeare’: Chamberlain’s ‘I believe it is peace for our time’ on his return from Munich, 30 September 1938, and that he had brought peace with honour, echoed Disraeli in a speech to the House of Commons, 16 July 1878, following his attendance at the Berlin Congress on the Eastern Question: ‘Lord Salisbury and myself have brought you back peace – but a peace I hope with honour’. Perhaps in the light of the outcome of the Munich Agreement, Shakespeare’s ‘Peace is to me a war’ (King John, 3.1.113) was in Orwell’s mind. And later, of course the title of Chapter 3 of Goldstein’s Testament in Nineteen Eighty-Four (p. 192), ‘War is Peace’, may derive from this background.

151/20–1, ‘Shape without form … gesture without motion’: T. S. Eliot, ‘The Hollow Men’ (1925), st. 2.

151/2–3 up, ‘what have I done for thee, England, my England’: W. E. Henley (1849–1903), ‘For England’s Sake’ (‘thee’ for ‘you’).

157, note 1: Geoffrey Trease died in 1998 (1909–98)

177, note 1: Cedric Dover died in 1961 (1904–61; not 1951)

184/8: add superscript 10 for new note and add new note: 10. Milton, Paradise Lost, iv, 110.

189, note 10: G. R. Strauss died in 1993 (1901–93)

189, note 14: replace existing note with this:

14. Possibly Richard Crossman (see n. 7 above) or Cyril Connolly. Inez Holden suggested Christopher Hollis or a man called Carter, unknown to Orwell’s friends. Whether or not Orwell’s name was on a police file is unknown. In 1938–9 he felt sure he would end up in a concentration camp (see XI, 443, 489, 527, and 528). Invasion 1940: The Nazi Invasion Plan for Britain by SS General Walter Schellenberg (2000), does not include his name in the ‘Special Search List GB’ (The Black Book), though his publisher, Victor Gollancz, and Ruth Gollancz, are listed (she being specifically associated in the list with the Left Book Club).

197: add: 644A: Letter to Brenda Salkeld, 25 June 1940; see pp. 96–7 above

197: Wartime Diary, 25 June 1940: make 644B

202, note 3: By the time of the war in Abyssinia, Balbo had ceased to be head of the Italian air force. He had fallen out with Mussolini, who, considering him to be a dangerous rival, had made him Governor of Libya to get him out of the way. He was, therefore, not responsible for the bombing of Ethiopians. (Information via Gordon Bowker from correspondent whose grandfather knew Balbo well, 18 February 2005.)

206, note 3: omit was head of the Spanish Anarchists at the beginning of the civil war,

208/6 up: the ‘backward boy’ was Bryan Morgan (D.J. Taylor, Orwell, p. 112).

210, note 2: add new sentence at end of note re Vernon Bartlett: Won a sensational by-election in 1938 as an Independent MP opposing the Munich Agreement.

210, note 3, last line: for has not substitute and his association with Nazi Germany have not

210, line 10: add superscript 2 after seen.

213: add to note 1:

However, the 1910 edition, with a Preface by Wells, is titled The Sleeper Awakes.

add new note: 2: Chapter 22 of The Iron Heel, ‘The Chicago Communes’, has this passage with a footnote:

And just now the word has gone forth that new levies are being imposed for the building of Asgard, the projected wonder-city that will far exceed Ardis when the latter is completed.*

*Ardis was completed in 1942 A.D., while Asgard was not completed until 1984 A.D. It was fifty-two years in the building, during which time a permanent army of half a million serfs was employed. At times these numbers swelled to over a million – without any account being taken of the hundreds of thousand of the labour castes and the artists.

The idea for writing Nineteen Eighty-Four goes back to Orwell’s childhood, but see above for C. D. Darlington’s correspondence. Note also Orwell’s letter to Gleb Struve, 17 February 1944 (XVI, p.99) when, referring to Zamyatin’s We, he writes ‘I am interested in that kind of book, and even keep making notes for one myself that may get written sooner or later’. Whether 1942 and especially 1984 in Jack London’s novel have significance for Orwell’s novel can only be an intriguing speculation.

substitute superscript 3 for 2 after Bramah in line 4 and renumber footnote

219, note 1: James Laughlin died in 1997 (1914–1997).

229, note 2: add after Petrov:

Anatole Lunacharsky (1875–1935) was Soviet Commissar for Education.

234/14 up: add superscript 2 after brother for new footnote on 235:

256, note 6: add: The Windmill was famous for two things: it was the breeding ground for many comedians who later rose to national fame, including Tony Hancock and Harry Secombe; and it featured nude – or almost nude – girls whom the law required to remain motionless. It closed in 1964.

272, note 1: before Reprinted, insert new sentence: The title of the essay adapts Stephen Decatur’s ‘Toast Given at Norfolk’ (Virginia, 1816), ‘My country, right or wrong’.

284, note 1: Desmond Hawkins died in 1999 (1908–99).

289/16–17: It was true that Chamberlain gave the vital vote in Cabinet that Britain should continue the war after France had surrendered. By 2002 it had become common knowledge, even being mentioned in a Channel Four tv programme, Churchill v Hitler: the Duel (23 February 2002).

294: add: 714A. Eileen Blair to Norah Myles, c. 5 December 1940; see pp. 79–81.

298/13: ‘Stagolee’: Stagolee (or Stackolee or Stagger Lee, two of many variants) was a legendary giant of Black folklore, although as Edward Cray, editor of The Erotic Muse (New York, 1969) notes in his introduction, it has ‘passed from Negro provenience to general currency’ (p. xxxii). He prints the music and seventeen stanzas, with a short introduction, on pp. 45–7. Stagolee made a compact with the Devil and, in exchange, was given a magic Stetson hat. When it is stolen, Stagolee kills the thief. He is arrested and his girl – ‘None of that low-down trash’ – hustles for him to raise bail money. However, he is executed in the electric chair and his girl is left ‘Havin’ the electric chair blues … for Stagolee’.

307, note 1: add: Wintringham formed, with Sir Richard Acland, MP, a new political party, Common Wealth, in 1942; see XIII, 1391. Hugh Purcell published a biography of Wintringham in 2004: The Last English Revolutionary: Tom Wintringham, 1898–1949 (Sutton Publishing). This has a list on p. 251 of Wintringham’s thirteen books (one, F.O. Miksche’s Blitzkrieg, a translation from German and one, by Yank Levy, he ghosted).

315/22 up: after vox Dei add superscript 1 and make new note: 1. Alcuin (735–804), theologian, adviser to Charlemagne: ‘The voice of the people is the voice of God’.

343/14: 30 January 1941 for 30 January 1940

391/4 up: after ignored. add new sentence: A Polish version of ‘England Your England’ was published in Kultura (Paris), 4, April 1948.

433, note 16, line 2: for (1926) substitute: (1922; eight copies), abridged by T. E. Lawrence as Revolt in the Desert (1927).

433, note 9: ‘The Labour Party wanted him to succeed Chamberlain as prime minister in 1940’: Vidar Eng drew to my attention the fact that no specific motion as to who should succeed Chamberlain was put to the Labour Party Conference meeting in Bournemouth. Thus, this note might be better put: Although some leaders of the Labour Party preferred Halifax to Churchill as Chamberlain’s successor, the question was not formally put to the Party and the matter was resolved by Halifax himself. He thought it would be difficult for him to discharge his duties as prime minister because, as a peer, he served in the House of Lords and could not directly respond to members of the House of Commons.

434, note 31: Written by Kingsley Martin and Richard Crossman, the title, A Hundred Million Allies, was suggested by Tom Wintringham’s vision in his People’s War (Penguin, 1942), a ‘war of liberation by the population of Europe against fascism’ which he likened to ‘a forest fire jumping across Europe, spreading through the air when blocked on the ground, and becoming an explosion when it reached the big cities’; he estimated that there were a hundred million potential allies – the population of Europe (Hugh Purcell, The Last English Revolutionary(2004), pp. 207–8.

443: add: 771A. Eileen Blair to Norah Myles, perhaps March 1941; see pp. 81–2.

445, note 4: Sebastian Haffner died in 1999 (1907–99)

501, note 2, line 2: ‘1930’ should be 1940. This treaty was purportedly signed on 20 July 1940. It permitted the British to land in Iraq but forbade them to station forces there or establish military camps. However, G. Kirk in The Middle East in the War (1954), doubts whether such an agreement ever existed. (Bartek Zborski)

501, 2 up: insert after W. J. West: (1942–99),

506, note 1, line 3: Freyberg, not Freyburg

522, note 1, line 1: correct ‘world’ to ‘word’

537/12, Cavalry Quarterly: this has proved difficult to trace. A Cavalry Journal was published from April 1920 to June 1966 at Fort Leavenworth, USA. It might have been mistakenly called a quarterly and it was published before 1920 and after 1966 under other names. The Library of Congress (but not the BL) catalogue has an entry for another Cavalry Journal (published quarterly) ed. by G. Gilbert Wood. The date given is simply ‘19–’. Wood (as Clarence Gilbert Wood) was editor of a journal called Defenders of Our Empire. The first issue (and perhaps the last?) of 104 pages was published in 1908. It is the sort of thing Orwell might have come across. A search of cavalry libraries revealed nothing.

539/15, a Rule of the Saints: one of Cromwell’s attempts to provide a means of ruling England after he had disposed of the Long Parliament. In 1653, men ‘fearing God and of approved integrity’ were chosen by the army to assist in running the country. They were described as saints. They were unsuccessful and from 1654–6 Cromwell divided England into eleven districts each governed by a Major-General. Some were not too bad but their methods led to a permanent distaste in England for military rule. H. Bedford, A Vindication of the Church of England (1710), described the whole period, 1641–60, as ‘when saints ruled England’.

563, col. 2: Hundred Million Allies: by Kingsley Martin and Richard Crossman. See above, 434 note 31.

Volume XIII

16, note 20: W. J. West was born in 1942 and died in 1999.

28/9, ‘Youth’s a stuff will not endure’: Twelfth Night, 2.3.46.

31, add to note 1, after 851 re ‘The Art of Donald McGill’: and a Polish version in Kultura (Paris), January 1950.

81, 9 up: David Astor died on 7 December 2001 (1912–2001)

102, note 3, line 2: substitute 1907 for 1891 for William E. Borah as U.S. Senator (1907–40).

111/15, ‘the other-cheek school’: ‘whosoever shall smite thee on thy right cheek, turn to him the other also,’ Matthew, 5.39.

114, note 5, line 3: Alex Comfort died in 2000 (1920–2000).

129, note 1: Cedric Dover died in 1961 not 1951 (1904–1961).

161, note 24: penultimate line: ‘Somewhere’ should be ‘Somewheres’ (Percy).

213/15–16, ‘all the ills that humanity is heir to’: after ‘the thousand natural shocks / That flesh is heir to,’ Hamlet, 3.1.62–3.

246, last line of page: College not Academy

260, note 1: add: Captain (Mrs) Lakshmi Sahgal, who was 88 in 2002, was head of INA’s medical unit. She was captured by the Japanese at Singapore and joined its forces in fighting the British in Burma. She was then taken prisoner by the British after the battle of Kohima in which the Japanese were routed. She stood on behalf of the Communist Party in the Indian Presidential election in 2002; she lost.

260, note 1, add to line 6 after The Lost Hero, date of publication: (1982)

280, item 1115, note 1: Marius Goring died in 1998 (1912–98).

328, note 4: add at end of note: Aung San’s daughter, Suu Kyi, born shortly before his murder, led a long fight against the military government of Burma (Myanmar). Her National League for Democracy won a landslide victory in 1990 but was not allowed to govern. She was awarded the Nobel Prize for Peace. She was imprisoned in her house for many years but released for a time in May 2002.

356, note 1, line 3: Heydrich was appointed deputy to the Protector of Bohemia and Moravia.

note 3: Precise details of those murdered are given in The Military Encyclopaedia (Warsaw, 1970), which, though ‘not free from gross Communist propaganda’ in political entries, is reliable and well researched for such entries as those on Heydrich and Lidice (Bartek Zborski, who provided this information): The population of Lidice was 494, of that number 173 males over 15 were executed on the spot; 19 males and 7 females later on in Prague; 195 females were sent to Ravensbrück Concentration Camp, and 100 children were taken first to Lodz and then to Germany. Of their number only a few were found after the war.

426/9, ‘the bread one casts on the waters sometimes fetches up in strange places’: ‘Cast thy bread upon the waters: for thou shalt find it after many days,’ Ecclesiastes, 11.1.

473: R[avindrakant] R. Desai was alive and living in London in 2004.

497, headnote to 1421: omit For a possible clue to using c. March 1943 as the date of the essay (its completion?), see n. 6.

add after ‘annoyance’ in line 5: (see XVI, 2518, p. 298).

499/19 up, ‘Those who take the sword perish by the sword’: Matthew, 26.52 (‘Put up again thy sword into his place: for all they that take the sword shall perish with the sword).

508/6 up: insert superscript 4a after al fin!

509/15 up: insert superscript 8a after heart,

511: add new note: 4a. ‘A resolution, / To fight to the end’

511: add new note: 8a. From Auden, ‘Sir, No Man’s Enemy’ (1930): ‘New styles of architecture, a change of heart’. Also referred to at last line of XII, p. 30.

Volume XIV

35, add to note 1: A second edition of A Modern de Quincey, with a Foreword and Introduction by Gerry Abbott, and reprinting Orwell’s review, was published by Orchid Press, Bangkok, in its series Asian Portraits, in 2004. H. R. Robinson attempted suicide in 1925 but only succeeded in shooting out both eyes. He returned to England, blind, worked as a physiotherapist in South London until his retirement in 1960. In March 1965 he successfully committed suicide. Whilst in Burma, Robinson sought advice from two men; one he calls the Padre and the other the Poet. Abbot makes the interesting suggestion that the Poet might have been Orwell (p. XV).

51/10 up, note 1: Peter Ritchie Calder for Peter Ritchie Ritchie-Calder

117: add: 1586A. Letter to A. J. Balcombe, 13 October 1942; see pp. 100-1.

119, note 2: now identified: Alfred Joseph Balcombe, a merchant seaman.

254/19: insert superscript 1 after Calf; add new note: 1. See XII, pp. 227 and 229.

254/2 up: insert superscript 2 after boring. and change current footnote 1 to 2.

279/2 up: Arthur Rackham (1867-1939), author and illustrator, especially of children’s books. His drawings are held in many national collections, including those in Barcelona, Vienna, and the Tate Gallery.

291, line 3 of letter: add superscript note reference 2 after a while.

line 20: make superscript reference 2 into reference 3 add new note 2 (and make existing note 2 into note 3):

2. The reason is not known. Much later, on 28 August 1943, Ivor Brown wrote to Orwell asking him if he would like to go to Algiers and Sicily for The Observer (2255, XV/208). It may be that Orwell was having discussions about going abroad as early as January 1943. The North African campaign was then going well and on 14 January 1943 Churchill and Roosevelt were to meet at Casablanca.

301/13–14 up: passage quoted is from ‘Alumnus Football’ by Grantland Rice (1880–1954).

362, note 2, line 1: James for John

Volume XV

35, note 1, line 2: substitute one of his novels was for his early were 36/4: transfer dates, (1960–9) to follow autobiography (before its comma)

54, note 6: A. L. Rowse died in 1997 (1903–1997).

65, second note 1, at foot of page: Michael Meyer died in 2000 (1921–2000)

74: add: 2023A. Letter to Penguin Books, 21 April 1943: see pp. 101–2.

100, item 2086, note 1: Wilfrid Roberts died in 1991 (1900–91).

127/1: add 2 after Mea Culpa and on 128, add after revised note 1:

2. Mea Culpa (1936) written after a visit to the USSR, which Céline found abhorrent.

127/4: add date of death for Professor Kenneth Muir: 1996 (1907–96)

128, note 1: change to read:

1. More correctly quoted in ‘Imaginary Interview: George Orwell and Jonathan Swift,’ 2 November 1942 (1637); Orwell is doubtless quoting from memory as was often his custom. The correct reading is: ‘When a true Genius appears in the World, you may know him by this Sign, that the Dunces are all in confederacy against him’ (Thoughts on Various Subjects, Miscellanies, volume 1, 1728).

175–6: add 2201. Letter from George Kopp to Eileen and Orwell: see pp. 90–1 above.

179, note 2: substitute a notorious collaborator (Oxford Companion to French Literature) despite Martin Seymour-Smith’s claim that for accused of being a collaborator but according to Martin Seymour-Smith

224, note 4: at end of note, add after truth’: literally, ‘holding on to truth’.

249: add: 2278A, 2278B. Letters from Lord David Cecil to W. J. Turner: see pp. 102–3.

272/7: add superscript footnote reference 3 after desires. add new footnote 3:

3. On 29 September 1943, a letter from The Observer, almost certainly from Ivor Brown, asked for copy for this Laski review as soon as possible and asked Orwell if he would like to review Douglas Reed’s Lest We Forget and Sidney Dark’s I Sit and I Think and I Wonder; Orwell reviewed these (see 2347). On 7 October, another unsigned letter, also doubtless from Brown, said he ‘much appreciated’ the Laski review; he understood that Orwell would be free at the end of November and he wished to discuss with him further work for The Observer.

292/6 up, ‘the mills of God’: ‘Though the mills of God grind slowly, yet they grind exceeding small’, H. W. Longfellow (1807–82), ‘Retribution’ (translation from the Sinngedichte of Friedrich von Logau).

301/7–8: for Ronald was killed in Spain fighting against Franco’s forces. substitute: Ronald Burghes, fought in Spain against Franco’s forces; he died on 1 May 1997.

302, note 1, line 2: after espoused insert populism, socialism, and then before anarchism

line 3: after escaped to insert England in 1876, before moving to Switzerland and at end of note, add: Ironically, Peter Kropotkin supported the First World War against Germany.

320, note 2, lines 9–11: omit: In the Phaedo, Plato records … do not neglect it.’ and substitute: Dr Watson’s final words describing Holmes as ‘him whom I shall ever regard as the best and the wisest man whom I have ever known’, echo Plato’s in the Phaedo on Socrates, ‘Such was the end, Echecrates, of our friend, whom I may truly call the wisest, and justest, and best of all men whom I have ever known’ (L. J. Hunt to the editor, quoting Jowett’s translation).

339, note 1: add after last sentence of note: After World War II Cecil Day Lewis hyphenated his name.

Volume XVI

17, note 2, line 1: date of death should be 1981 not 1961

36/6 up: Conrad Voss-Bark died in 2000 (1913–2000).

37, note 1, line 2: insert He supported syndicalism, not anarchism. after framework.

37, note 3: insert after party and before full-point: leading to total destruction

40/13, Liberty’s: Liberty & Co Ltd, was opened by Arthur Lasenby Liberty at 218a Regent Street, London, W1, in 1875 as East India House, because it specialised in selling soft coloured silks from the East. He later extended his premises (it now occupies 210–20) and sold a wider range of Oriental goods, especially Japanese work. Part of the building has a facade in Tudor style featuring timbers from two wooden warships, HMS Hindustan and HMS Impregnable. The firm had immense influence on fashion. Among its customers were leading figures of the Pre-Raphaelite Movement. It won much publicity when its fabrics were chosen for Gilbert and Sullivan’s Patience in 1881.

40/15, An Unknown Country: the correct title is An Unknown Land. (It was not corrected because the correct title is given in the index to refer to its review by Orwell, 24.12.1942, XIV, p. 254.) Orwell described it as ‘founded ultimately on Bacon’s New Atlantis. It is a ‘favourable Utopia but fails, according to Orwell, because the author cannot describe a near-perfect society in which anyone would wish to live. Its author, Viscount Samuel (1870–1963) was born into a wealthy banking family but, influenced by the shameful conditions in which so many people lived, entered Parliament in 1902 as a Liberal. He held office in Asquith’s Liberal Government for the first two years of World War I. He refused office under his successor, Lloyd George, because of what he regarded as the shameful way Asquith had been overthrown.

41/1–4: From a hymn of the sixteenth or seventeenth century, ‘Jerusalem, my happy home’. In The Methodist Hymn Book (1933), the text reads ‘precious stones’ for ‘chalcedony’ (Hymn 655). Hymns Ancient and Modern (1916) has only five verses for the eleven in the Methodist book and the text reads very differently. One of the tunes to which it is sung, Diana, is a sixteenth-century air. Orwell also quoted it in 615, XII, p. 150; see note 2 on p. 152.

41/5–9: From ‘Holy, holy, holy, Lord God Almighty’ by Bishop Reginald Heber (1783–1826). The texts of the hymns for this verse are the same in both hymnals quoted in the preceding note (36 and 160) and they have ‘Who wert’ for Orwell’s ‘That wast’ in the last line.

58/13 up: R. C. Churchill died in 1986 (1916–86).

90, note 2, line 8: substitute (according to Mikhail Lepekhine) written up by Mathieu Golovinski (Daily Telegraph, 19.11.99) for brought together (by whom is not known)

90/7 up, Handley Cross, a hunting tale by Robert Smith Surtees, 1843; with John Leech’s illustrations, 1854.

90, note 2, line 5: Second for Third

add In 2002, in a tv debate and phone-in on Al-Jazeera TV, almost all those participating believed the Protocols to be genuine (Daily Telegraph, 7 July 2002). In November 2002, a 41-part tv series, Knight without a Horse, which tells the story of Palestine from mid nineteenth century to the founding of the state of Israel in 1948, and drawing on the Protocols  of the Elders of Zion, was produced in Egypt and shown in some 20 Arab countries. In the series, the producer and star, Mohammed Subhi, finds a copy of the Protocols; though he says he believes them to be forged, he maintains that the Israelis ‘liked and implemented’ the book (Daily Telegraph, 8.11.02).

99: add: 2420A. Letter to Daniel George: see pp. 103–4.

111/13 up: insert superscript reference 1 after astrology,

115, note 1: make note 1 into note 2 and precede with new note 1:

1. Newton believed in alchemy, not astrology.

116, note 1: Roy Fuller’s dates are 1912–91 (not 1916).

113/20 up: Henry Peter Brougham, 1st Baron Brougham and Vaux (1778–1868), Whig politician; Lord Chancellor, 1830–4. He championed popular education and was involved in the creation of the University of London.

140: add to note 2: ‘Treitschke’s essay A Word about Our Jewry, published in 1879, provided an academic underpinning to the notion of the Jews as racially alien to “Germandom”, no matter their actual religious allegiance. “The Jews are our misfortune”, Treitschke proclaimed, in a phrase that echoed down the decades. It would be used to lethal effect by both Josef Goebbels and the notorious Gauleiter of Nuremberg, Julius Streicher, who emblazoned the brilliant, dangerous professor’s words on the masthead of his pornographic anti-Semitic sheet, Der Stürmer. / The influence of von Treitschke and his disciples proved insidious. Racial (as opposed to religious) anti-Semitism gradually became more acceptable’ Frederick Taylor, Dresden, Tuesday 13 February 1945 (2005), pp. 75–6.

150: add: 2451A. Letter to Daniel George: see p. 104.

156, note 2: Veronica Wedgwood died in 1997 (1910–97)

161, note 2, line 3: for barely half substitute barely more than half

195/12: insert superscript reference 1a after Buffaloes and insert between notes 1 and 2:

1a. Royal Antediluvian Order of Buffaloes, founded 1822 for social and charitable activities. They are mentioned in A Clergyman’s Daughter, III, 35, line 8 up.

209/2 up: Orwell mistakenly gave the date as 1923: it should be 1924.

210/10: For details of the Beveridge Report on Social Security, 1942, see XIV, 292–3, 351, 352.

215/7: Orwell mistakenly gave the date as 1871: it should be 1870.

227/2 up: The black-and-white Giant Panda is one of two kinds of panda, the smaller of which is reddish-brown in colour. It was discovered by Père David in 1869 but proved not only rare but elusive. In January 1937, Discovery reported that the first Giant Panda was captured by Mrs Ruth Harkness on the Western China/Tibet border but a Panda cub was displayed in the USA in 1936. The Zoological Gardens, Regent’s Park, London, displayed a Giant Panda in 1938. Both Pandas attracted incredible attention and led to the still-popular Panda stuffed toy-bear. Orwell’s implied response was, perhaps, not unlike a view expressed in the Daily Mail, 12 April 1939: ‘This sickly sentimental panda plague has infected far more people than can ever hope to eye it in the flesh … Would-be fashionable young women are carrying panda mascots’ (OED). Another Giant Panda, Chi-Chi was obtained by London Zoo in 1958. For the little that it is worth, the editor was taken to see the London Giant Panda in 1938. The name ‘Panda’ was given to striped police patrol cars and pedestrian crossings in 1962 (OED).

232/2: Thompson for Thomson

236/6: Un Chien Andalou (Orwell had Le for Un) has been claimed as the first Surrealist film and was made by Luis Bu[Small Letter N With Tilde]el and Salvador Dali in 1929. Plate 143 of Surrealism by Patrick Waldberg (1978) illustrates a still from the film. Maurice Nadeau, in his The History of Surrealism (New York, 1965), lists five earlier such films from 1925, including Antonin Artaud’s La coquille et le clergyman (1928). Bu[Small Letter N With Tilde]el and Dali also made L’Age d’Or, mentioned on p. 237.

239/1: James Branch Cabell (1879–1958), American novelist, many of his novels being set in a world of medieval myth (Poictesme), in which the hero strives for ideals which he realises are unattainable.

239/5: Where the Rainbow Ends was a very successful fairy play which ran for many Christmas seasons from 1911. It was written by Clifford Mills and John Ramsey ( = Reginald Owen) and had music by Roger Quilter. Mrs Clifford Mills wrote a children’s novel based on the play which ran into many editions (the twentieth, in the possession of Dr Robert Fyson, appeared in 1945). The novel is dedicated to ‘The Children of the Empire’ and is rich in imperial propaganda. In 1942 Italia Conti, who ran a famous acting school for children, wrote a foreword.

253/4: Wang Ching Wei is identified at 159/22.

259/3: Your M.P. was identified as being written by Tom Wintringham by Hugh Purcell, The Last English Revolutionary (2004), p. xi. For Orwell’s review of Wintringham’s Armies of Freemen see XII/721 and its note 1 on p. 307 for a brief biography.

264/14: for Sylvestre wrote substitute: Anthony Sylvestre (born Jewish as David Sylvester, 1924–2001, prominent art critic; CBE, 1983; wrote for Orwell at Tribune 1942–5; he considered conversion to Roman Catholicism, but he abandoned religious belief; his Memoirs of a Pet Lamb were published in 2002) wrote

266, note 1, line 3: 16 June for 19 June

275/17 up: add superior a after exists and add this note on 277 before note 1:

a. Robinson Crusoe had two sequels: The farther adventures of Robinson Crusoe: being the second and last part of his life, published in the same year as Robinson Crusoe, 1719, there being four editions of Robinson Crusoe and two of this first sequel in that year; and Serious Reflections during the Life and Surprising Adventures of Robinson Crusoe, with his vision of the angelick world, 1720.

277: add to note 1: The V-1 was first called a P-Plane (Pilotless Plane), Picture Post, 1.7.44, 10–11.

283/16 up and 15 up: change both dates to 28 June 1944

298/1 up: add superior ° after politics (for Politics, the journal).

334/26: add superscript 2 after Neill and take in this note:

2. Homer Tyrell Lane (1876–1925), author of Talking to Parents and Teachers (1928). The 1949 edition had a preface by A. S. Neill. Alexander Sutherland Neill (1883–1973), Scottish educationalist who reacted against what he regarded as his own repressive education. He argued, and put into practice through his school, Summerhill, a libertarian education for children in which there was complete freedom for children to do what they liked, and no discipline. The titles of many of his books indicate his line of thought: The Problem Child (1926), The Problem Parent (1932), The Dreadful School (1937), The Problem Teacher (1939) and The Problem Family (1948). Among his other books are Is Scotland Educated? (1936) and Summerhill: A Compilation (1962).

346/6 up: add after ‘see 2859’: A version of ‘Raffles and Miss Blandish’ was published in Polish in Kultura (Paris), 9–10, Sept–Oct 1948.

348/15 up: move superscript reference 21 from here to next line, after damned.

349/26, ‘John Thorndyke stories’: These stories were written by R. Austin Freeman (1862–1943). They featured Dr Thorndyke, a pathologist-detective. For further details see, XX, p. 43, note 2.

349/27, ‘Carrados stories’: Max Carrados was the detective in some of the stories by Ernest Bramah Smith (1869?–1942), published under the shortened name, Max Bramah. Orwell briefly reviewed The Wallet of Kai Lung in 1936 (see 321, X, 492 and note 2), and for The Secret of the League more fully, XII, 212–3 and below, XVII, 347–50 notes.

354/17 up: ‘Carlyle, Creasey’: Edward Creasy (no second ‘e’), 1812–78. He and Thomas Carlyle (1795–1881) saw the growth of German nationalism under Bismarck in the nineteenth century. Frederick the Great (1712–86) was idolised by Carlyle, whose six-volume biography was published 1858–65.

356, note 19: add at end of note:; a Wagnerian reference (as at XII/97, line 1).

356, note 21: add ‘cohorts of the damned’ from Gentleman Rankers.

358, note 3: add Orwell’s telephone number was CANonbury 3751.

379, note 1: add at end of note: He died in the 1980s.

382/6 up: Orwell’s error: Farewell to Berlin should be Goodbye to Berlin.

407, note 2: change final full-point to a semi-colon and add: ‘about it and about’ appears in stanza 27 of Fitzgerald’s The Rubáiyat of Omar Khayyám; see also IV/281, line 11.

410/1 up: The 1933 date for The Midshipmaid refers to its publication as a novel. The text of the play is undated but probably 1932.

411, headnote: It was not until 10 December 1944 that Winston Churchill admitted that a new weapon, the V-2, was being used to attack England. Attempts were made by MI5 to persuade Churchill to use the atomic bomb to put a stop to V-2 attacks, but he refused (Daily Telegraph, 1 December 2002).

428/1, ‘B.B.C… C.E.M.A.’: see XVI, 388–9 for discussion and 391, note 6. C.E.M.A. (Council for the Encouragement of Music and the Arts) later became The Arts Council.

428/3 up: insert superscript 4 after vigilance; add new note: 4. ‘The condition upon which God hath given liberty to man is eternal vigilance’, John Philpot Curran, Dublin, 1790.

431: add: 2563B. Letter from Ivor Brown to Dr Thomas Jones: see pp. 104–5.

439, note 1, line 3: omit ‘ ; no reason for this is known’ and substitute: presumably on the advice of Dr Thomas Jones (see 2563B, pp. 104–5).

444/9 up: possibly Grafton should be Graham.

449/8 up: add superscript 2 after violin and add new note on 451:

2. Harding played the ’cello.

463/13 up: Orwell mistook the date of this debate: it took place in 1933.

473, note 1: George Sturt was born in 1863 (1863–1927).

482/2 up: Orwell conflated Barham’s given and pen names: Thomas Ingoldsby and Richard Barham; see Index, p. 514.

482, note 4: John Gielgud died in 2000 (1904–2000)

485/17 up: add footnote reference 4a

485, last line: add footnote reference 4b

487: insert 4a. ‘Maud Muller’ was by John Greenleaf Whittier (1807–92) and rather than a sequel, this might better be described as a parody. In the first line quoted, ‘the very day’ should read ‘on the day’. (Percy)

487: insert 4b. From ‘Bloudie Jacke of Shrewsberrie, The Shropshire Bluebeard’, The Ingoldsby Legends, series 2, by Rev. Richard Harris Barham (1788–1845). The verse is printed with a variety of types and capitals and the lines are sometimes offset to the right. There should be an exclamation mark after ‘Bloudie Jacke’ (as throughout); and it is ‘The’ for ‘Your’ De Medici’s with a semi-colon at the end of that line. (Percy) Orwell reviewed The Ingoldsby Legends on 11 April 1946 (XVIII, p. 233) describing this poem of Bluebeard in an English setting as ‘perhaps the best of all’ (p. 233).

488/23: for the final scene in Henry V substitute his final scene in Henry V

493/17 up: insert superscript 2 after lunatic and add new note on 494: 2. Siegfried Sassoon

502: add: 2593A. Letter to Daniel George: see p. 105.

Volume XVII

7, note 3: Celia Kirwan (Celia Goodman) died on 23 October 2002 (1916–2002).

22: add: 2604A. Letter to Allen & Unwin, 18 January 1945: see pp. 106–7.

24/6 up: Quintin Hogg, Lord Hailsham, died in 2001 (1907–2001).

42, note 1: Halldór Laxness died in 1998 (1902–98).

46, note 1: Kay Dick died in 2001 (1915–2001)

51, note 2: add: The Beachcomber column was still being run by J. B. Morton (1893–1979). Morton took over the Beachcomber column from a fellow Roman Catholic, D. B. Wyndham Lewis, when the latter joined the Daily Mail in 1924. His fiftieth anniversary as writer of the column was marked by The Works of J. B. Morton, edited by Richard Ingrams and illustrated by Nicolas Bentley (Frederick Muller, 1974). He ceased to write the column in the following year. See also XII, 688, p. 262 and its relevant note

63: add to note 17: The P. G. Wodehouse papers were released in October 1999; see Iain Sproat, ‘In all innocence’, TLS, 29 October 1999, pp. 14–15.

64: add: 2625A. ‘Paris Puts a Gay Face on her Miseries’: see pp. 134–6.

68/22: add footnote reference 2a after Reade.

69: add new footnote:

2a. Though he does not seem to have referred to it elsewhere, Orwell might have added here George Eliot’s Daniel Deronda (1876).

77/10 up: add footnote reference a after fire hose

80: add footnote a: Orwell refers to Bennett’s Literary Taste (1909), chapter IX:

There is a word, a ‘name of fear’, which rouses terror in the heart of the vast educated majority of the English-speaking race. The most valiant will fly at the mere utterance of that word. The most broad-minded will put their backs up against it. The most rash will not dare to affront it. I myself have seen it empty buildings that had been full; and I know that it will scatter a crowd more quickly than a hose-pipe, hornets, or the rumour of plague. Even to murmur it is to incur solitude, probably disdain, and possibly starvation, as historical examples show. That word is ‘poetry’. [Peter Hayes, Melbourne, Australia.]

109, note 4: It is now possible to identify them as Norah and Quartus Myles. He was a GP and they lived in Bristol. See headnote to Eileen’s letters to Norah, p. 62 above, and her letters, 331A, 361A, 415A, 512A, 714A, and 771A, reproduced above, pp. 63–82.

115, note 4: add new last sentence: Orwell refers to Kurt Landau in Homage to Catalonia, VI, p. 161.

124, note 1: Anthony Powell died in 2000 (1905–2000).

124, note 3: Lady Violet Powell was born in 1912 and died on 12 January 2002.

135, note 2: for Pretzmann read Prtzmann (1901–45).

note 3: properly a recoiless rocket launcher carried and fired by one man.

143, after ‘dishonesty’ at end of first paragraph insert new footnote reference 2a (see 157)

153/5–6: Except for Lady Houston, those named are given brief biographical notes elsewhere (see Index). Lady Houston (Dame Fanny Lucy Houston, 1857–1936) was a very wealthy widow of a shipowner who believed her money could not only bring influence to bear but change the course of British history. She was involved in such ‘prestige’ exploits as funding the dropping of a Union Jack by aeroplane on the top of Mount Everest before it had been climbed and buying the Saturday Review which she filled with ‘extravagantly jingo articles, poems and news-items, a great many written by herself ‘. She urged rearmament on Neville Chamberlain and sent him a cheque for £200,000 for that purpose. Her yacht was illuminated with the slogan ‘MacDonald [the Labour leader] is a Traitor’. (Robert Graves and Alan Hodge, The Long Week-End, 1940, p. 270). She keenly supported Edward VIII at the time of the Abdication.

156, note 2: Peter Drucker died on 11 November 2005 aged 95.

157: make new footnote 2a: Kingsley Amis (1922–95), writing to Robert Conquest (1917– ) c. 20 August 1986, commented, ‘Bloody funny looking through GO’s Notes on Nationalism and finding him saying nationalist sods can’t bear anything running counter to their obsessions but will usually disguise this by complaining about the literary quality of the offending piece, & then 2 pages later calling Lepanto tawdry bombast’ (see p. 144, 12–14 up) (Zachary Leader, The Letters of Kingsley Amis (2001), p. 1031.)

157/12 up: for corpses read horses

164, last line: add footnote reference 7 after calm

166: add: 7. Orwell refers to William Empson’s ‘Sonnet’ (1942), the final sestet of which has, ambiguously, ‘The sea / Is always calm ten fathoms down’. (Percy)

166, note 5: omit and Communists. British Communists were not imprisoned. Angus Calder, The People’s War: Britain 1939–45 states: ‘members of the I.L.P., the Trotskyite factions, and the Communist Party were not held. The authorities no doubt reasoned, correctly, that the C.P. would have taken pains to prepare an underground organization against the contingency of suppression, and that this might well be more dangerous than open activity’. Foreign Communists were interned because foreign, not because they were Communists.

186/3 up: Geoffrey Trease died in 1998 (1909–98).

188: add: 2618A. Letter to the Editor, Million, 21 June 1945: see pp. 107–8.

191, note 2: George Garrett (1896–1966) and add new sentence:

The essay was published in Adelphi, June 1936.

196/11 up: add superscript footnote reference 1a after Siberia and add new note:

1a. He was not exiled to Siberia but to Vologda, north of Moscow.

201, note 2: Dorothy Lamour died in 1996 (1914–96).

214/18: add footnote reference 2 after Heptameron and add new note:

2. The Heptameron is a collection of love stories attributed to Marguerite of Navarre (1492–1549). The title means ‘seven days’ (compare Boccaccio’s Decameron).

240/11: add footnote reference 1 after Hibbert Journal, and add new note:

1. Hibbert Journal (1902–70), quarterly devoted to religion, philosophy, sociology, and the arts.

243/9 up: add footnote reference 5 after Holiday. and add note to p. 244:

5. Hindoo Holiday is a memoir, not a novel.

244/17, Peter Blundell – Mr. Podd of Borneo: Peter Blundell was an engineer and planter who worked chiefly in Borneo and Malaya. His real name was Frank Nestlé Butterworth. Most of his books are set in the East. Mr Podd of Borneo was published in 1919 and, according to its title-page, was ‘The £250 Prize Humorous Novel’. He also wrote Love Birds in the Coco-nuts (1915), Princess of the Yellow Moon (1923), and Star of the Incas (1928).

244: add: 2718A. Letter to J. C. Trewin, 13 August 1945: see pp. 108–9.

252: headnote line 4: Some copies exist indicating that this second impression was published in August 1945: there is one in the Orwell Archive, University College (and see Gillian Fenwick, George Orwell: A Bibliography (1997), p. 99). Also, some publication details in later editions state that this impression was published in that month. However, Warburg on 18 October 1945 was expecting it to appear in December (see 2766, note 2). The confusion was likely to have been caused by the shortage of paper, which had held up the first appearance of Animal Farm. The proof had first publication in February 1945 and the first impression was dated May 1945 (see Willison). Similar problems seem to have arisen over the publication of the first cheap edition which Willison records in May but there is a copy in the Archive dated June 1949; that also has a publishing history of the first edition that gives reprintings in August 1945 and October 1946.

257/6 up: add footnote reference 3a after to say it.’ and add new note on p. 260:

3a. Attributed to Voltaire in S. G. Tallentyre, The Friends of Voltaire (1907).

263: add: 2723A. Letter to J. C. Trewin, 17 August 1945: see p. 110.

265, note 4, line 2: Wales’s for England’s

line 6: G. R. Strauss died in 1993 (1901–93).

289, note 1 at top of page, line 1: insert after A. W. Oldag ( = John Olday); 1905–77 and add at end of note: He contributed anti-war cartoons to the anarchist press, some of which were collected in The March to Death (1943).

290: add: 2753A. Letter to Malcolm Muggeridge, 25 September 1945: see pp. 110–11.

310, note 2: Orwell is presumably referring to the second Lord Rothermere (1898–1978), who succeeded his father as proprietor of the Daily Mail.

357/3 up: add superscript reference 1 after Sansom and add new note on p. 358:

1. Philip Sansom (1916–99), writer, editor, cartoonist, and public speaker (especially in Hyde Park). He was associated with Freedom and was involved in Syndicalism, the sex-reform movement, and campaigns against capital punishment and for those held in Franco’s jails. He worked as a journalist on trade papers.

347–50, ‘Good Bad Books’. I was asked to provide notes for some of the authors mentioned. Notes on Leonard Merrick and on the introduction requested (by Graham Greene) can be found, with the introduction, at XVIII, pp. 216–19. There are notes on John Davys Beresford at XVI, p. 115 in which Orwell tells him how much he admired A Candidate for Truth (1912), the second volume of the Jacob Stahl trilogy; on Arthur Morris Binstead at XII, p. 240; for Peter Blundell see 244, p. 17 above; on Richard Austin Freeman at XX, p. 43; and on Barry Eric Odell Pain (not Barrie) at XII, p. 186. Of other authors, in the order mentioned, the following brief notes might be helpful:

Ernest Bramah Smith (1869?–1942) dropped ‘Smith’ as an author. His first novel, The Wallet of Kai Lung, was published in 1900. He created the blind detective, Max Carrados, for the first of the stories in which he featured in 1914. His most remarkable book, The Secret of the League, 1907, was written as a result of what became the Labour Party winning 29 seats in 1906 in a House of Commons even larger than that today. He forecasts what would happen with a Labour Party in power with a very big majority with chilling precision. Orwell briefly reviewed the book on 12 July 1940 (XII, 212–13). The author of Nineteen Eighty-Four was puzzled that such a ‘decent and kindly writer’ as Bramah should envisage such a result which ‘we should now describe as Fascist’.

Dr Nikola by Guy Boothby (1867–1905) was described by Orwell in a letter to Brenda Salkeld in September 1932 as ‘a boy’s sixpenny thriller but a first-rate one’ (X, p. 268).

Evariste Régis Huc (1813–60) was a French missionary of the Vincentian Order in China. From 1844 to 1846, with a fellow missionary, Joseph Gabet, he made the journey described in Travels in Tartary, Thibet, and China. It was published under both their names in 1851 and translated into English by William Hazlitt (also 1851). He returned to Europe in 1852 and left the Vincentians the following year.

William Pett Ridge (1857–1936) was a prolific story writer publishing over sixty volumes. He also wrote four Cockney plays (1925) and two autobiographies (1923 and 1925).

Edith Nesbit (1858–1924), wrote a number of novels, including The Incomplete Amorist (1906), but is remembered for her books for children (some forty). The Story of the Treasure Seekers (1899) was the first of a trilogy. Her most justifiably famous book was The Railway Children (1906) based on events in her life when separated from her first husband, Hubert Bland, a political journalist, who was in prison. It was filmed in 1970. She and Bland were founder-members of the Fabian Society. Her Ballads & Lyrics of Socialism was published in 1908. After Bland died she married Thomas Tucker, a marine engineer.

George Birmingham ( = James Owen Hannay; 1865–1950), a prolific novelist many of whose stories have Irish settings. He also wrote theological and devotional works and some travel books including A Wayfarer in Hungary (1925). In 1918 he published A Padre in France.

Arthur Morris Binstead (1861–1914), author and journalist. Orwell sometimes referred to him as William Binstead. He wrote under the pseudonym, ‘Pitcher’, for the Sporting Times (known from the colour of its newsprint as The Pink ’Un). His books include Gals’ Gossip (1899) and More Gals’ Gossip (1906).

William Wymark Jacobs (1863–1943), a prolific writer of humorous short stories, many with sea settings, for example, Many Cargoes, 1896. He wrote a number of plays and a famous story of the supernatural, The Monkey’s Paw, dramatised in 1903; it had first appeared in The Lady of the Barge and other stories the previous year.

Walter Lionel George (1882–1926), wrote about twenty novels of which Caliban (1920) is the best known – or was. Lord Northcliffe, on whom it was based, was originally Alfred Harmsworth (1865–1922); he introduced popular newspaper journalism to Britain with the Daily Mail in 1896. He acquired The Times in 1908. His brother, Harold (1868–1940, Lord Rothermere), took control of the Daily Mail when Northcliffe died. W. L. George also wrote non-fiction, including Women  of To-morrow (1913), Anatole France (1915), The Intelligence of Women (1916), and How to Invest Your Money (1924).

Ernest Raymond (b. Argentières 1888; d. 1974), educated at Durham University and wrote many novels and some plays (e.g. The Berg, 1929, on the loss of the Titanic). Orwell reviewed his A Song of the Tide (16 November 1940, XII, pp. 285–6), describing it as less successful than We, the Accused but still worth reading. We, the Accused, which Orwell thought ‘a remarkable novel’, was based on the Crippen murder case. Crippen murdered his wife in 1910 and fled to the USA with his mistress, Ethel Le Neve; they were apprehended by what is believed to be the first radio message to a ship leading to an arrest. Raymond was also the author of The Damascus Gate (1923).

May Sinclair (Mary Amelia St Clair Sinclair; 1863–1946) is more significant than to be judged as an author of ‘good bad books’. She was largely self-educated, interested in the work of T. H. Green (see A Defence of Idealism, 1917), served in Belgium during the First World War (see A Journal of Impressions in Belgium, 1915), and wrote a pamphlet, Feminism, for the Suffragette Movement (1912). Her study of the Brontës (The Three Brontës, 1912, and The Three Sisters, 1914) drew on her interest in psychoanalysis. These were published either side of The Combined Maze (1913). Unfortunately, in the 1920s she developed Parkinson’s Disease. As The Feminist Companion to Literature in English (1990) puts it, ‘Generally acknowledged in the 1920s as one of the most important writers of her day, the decline of her reputation is an enigma (p. 987).

If Winter Comes (1921) by Arthur Stuart-Menteth Hutchinson (1879–1971) was Hutchinson’s most successful book but was not admired by Orwell; in 1936 he said it was a bad book (X, 521). Orwell described its success as being due to its being ‘about a man who was Good’ (with a capital ‘G’). Barry Pain parodied it in If Summer Don’t (1922). Orwell reviewed Hutchinson’s He Looked for a City on 16 November 1940 (XII, pp. 285–6), concluding, ‘Anyone wanting a good cry might do worse than He Looked for a City.

Vice Versa: A Lesson for Fathers (1882) by F. Anstey ( = Thomas Anstey Guthrie; 1856–1934; the ‘F’ is decorative) comically describes the exchange of the bodies, but not the sensibilities, of a father and son. Mr Bultitude has to attend school and is beaten, as was his son, whilst the son stays at home and gets up to all sorts of mischief. Anstey specialised in fancy, comedy, and stories for children. The Brass Bottle (1900), in which a young architect acquires a bottle in which King Solomon had imprisoned a djinn, so enabling him to work magic, was also successful. He published much in Punch and also translated seven of Molière’s plays (1931 and 1933).

King Solomon’s Mines (1885) by Sir Henry Rider Haggard (also as Ryder; 1856–1925), author of many novels, mostly romances. Others which were successful include Allan Quatermain (1887), She (1887), and Ayesha: the Return of She (1905). In 1910 his Regeneration: an account of the social work of the Salvation Army was published. He and Rudyard Kipling were friends.

Helen’s Babies (1876) by the American author, John Habberton (1842–1921) is discussed by Orwell in ‘Riding Down from Bangor’ (22 November 1946, XVIII, pp. 493–7). It was incredibly popular and, as he says, pirated by more than twenty publishers in the British Empire alone. It has ‘a sort of sweet innocence’. It tells of a young bachelor prevailed upon to look after two boys, aged five and three, whilst the parents go off on a fortnight’s holiday’. He also wrote Other People’s Children.

360/12 up: insert between Gollancz.’ and Senhouse’s: Mabel Fierz saved the book, for it was she who took it to Moore.

370, add new single-line paragraph between paras 3 and 4 of headnote: The ‘Prevention of Literature’ was published in Polish in Kultura (Paris), 5, May, 1948.

386/18 up: add footnote reference 2 after thirteen, and on 368 after line 14 add new note:

2. Lawrence never worked in a coalmine.

476/2 up: omit Asterisk and dash; substitute The True Pattern of H. G. Wells for Not traced. The obituary is item 3049A, see above pp. 136–40.

Volume XVIII

7, note 3: Celia Kirwan (Goodman) died on 19 October 2002 (1916–2002)

19, add new footnote after note 1:

1a. A turnip was a slang term for a large silver watch, popular in the nineteenth century.

47/26: Perhaps Gollancz meant ‘East’ for ‘West’.

74, note 1, lines 1 and 7: Thomas for David

107: the first four lines of note for Serge needs modification. Change first four lines to read (and note Kilbal’ not Kilbat’):

1. Victor Serge (pseudonym of Viktor Kilbal’ chiche; 1890–1947), father Montenegrin, mother Polish; Belgian by birth; French by adoption; revolutionary, prolific writer and intellectual associated with Russian Revolution. He edited (as Le Rétif) the anarchist weekly, L’Anarchie, Paris; imprisoned 1912–17 because of his political activities. When

108: Add to footnote: The New York Times Review of Books issued a reprint of The Case of Comrade Tulayev in its Classics series in May 2004. This has a long and valuable introduction by Susan Sontag (1933–2004), an edited version of which was published in TLS, 9 April 2004 as ‘Cases of the Comrades: Why Victor Serge should be as famous as Koestler and Orwell’. She makes reference to a number of those who are important in Orwell’s life and work. In the novel, Serge refers to Le Closerie de Lilas and the statue of Marshal Ney (p. 76), mentioned in Down and Out in Paris and London, I, 20, and see IX, 303, n. 5; on p. 77, Rublev says, ‘I am absolutely against the execution of hostages. Let us not become barbarians’; Ch 5, ‘Journey into Defeat’, pp. 128–68, deals with the Spanish Civil War with, on p. 135, the problem of whether to win the revolution first or the war; on p. 158, there is a request for information about ‘Se[Small Letter N With Tilde]or Antonov-Ovseyenko’ (see VI, p. 234; XI, p. 174, n. 6; and XX, p. 310 [‘the Russian ambassador’]; and cf. Serge’s p. 232, ‘the last Oppositionist’ and p. 255, ‘you will be the last of us all’, with Orwell’s ‘The Last Man in Europe’.

110: add: 2900A: Letter to Brenda Salkeld, 15 February 1946; see p. 97.

114/3: add new sentence after ‘page’: Dr Christopher Pallis (alias Martin Grainger and Maurice Brinton) was later the leading figure in the Solidarity Group during the 1960s and 1970s.

122, note 1, line 2: insert after ‘Andrews;’ she used the form ‘Cicely’; last line to read: traitors John Amery and for trial of

137, note 1, line 17: According to Simon Sebag Montefiore in his Stalin:

The Court of the Red Tsar (2003; pb 2004), p. 309, Maxim Litvinov described Beria, the head of state security, as ‘a careerist’, a contemptuous description Orwell favoured (see for example, his list of Crypto-Communists and Fellow-Travellers in vol XX).

159, 7 up: Doreen Hunton for Doreen O’Shaughnessy

202/2: insert footnote reference 1a after sauce,

213/ after line 5 (i.e. after footnote 1):

insert new footnote: 1a. Attributed to Francesco Caracciolo, Duke of Brienza (1752–99), Neopolitan admiral who, under Nelson, fought the French at Toulon in 1793. The number is usually given as sixty, not one hundred.

233, note 1, line 4: read Roy Campbell supported Franco’s side in the Spanish civil war; enlisted to fight for he fought on Franco’s side … civil war, was wounded, yet enlisted to fight

241, note 3: add at end of note: See also, As You Like It, ‘like the toad, ugly and venomous, / Wears yet a precious jewel in his head’ (2.1.13–14).

243, note 8: Michael Meyer died in 2000 (1921–2000).

252/7 up: add superscript footnote reference 1 after Mandel and add new note:

1. Georges Mandel, French Minister of Colonies who opposed capitulation of France in 1940. He was executed by the French Milice under Max Knipping on 6 July 1944. Knipping was executed in 1947.

257, note 2: add at end of note: Ball also wrote two excellent biographies of Tressell: Tressell of Mugsborough (1951) and One of the Damned: The Life and Times of Robert Tressell (1973). ‘Tressall’ is properly ‘Tressell’.

258, note 1: Stafford Cottman died in 1999 (1918–99); add: There is an excellent obituary in The Independent, 3 November 1999.

259/16, ‘Only the actions of the just … in their dust’: From James Shirley (1596–1666), ‘The Contention of Ajax and Ulysses’ (1659). The poem includes the famous lines, ‘The glories of our blood and state, / Are shadows, not substantial things’.

261: add to n. 2: The poem, ‘The Shepherd Swaine’, is by Sir John Shelby. (Percy)

267/14 up: Henryk Ehrlich (or Erlich) and Viktor Alter were Polish Jewish Socialist leaders. Their fate only came to light during the course of fierce Soviet protestations that the Soviets were not responsible for the massacre of Poles at Katyn, Starobielsk, Kozelsk, and Ostashkov. They claimed the Nazis had committed these atrocities and that this ‘slanderous campaign hostile to the Soviet Union’ was ‘taken up by the Polish Government [in London]’ and ‘fanned in every way by the Polish official press’. As we now know, it was the Soviets who were guilty of this mass murder. In what is described as a ‘Note’ to a very long account, Keesing’s Contemporary Archives for 24 April to 1 May 1943 (page 5732), states that the two men were arrested when the Soviets invaded Eastern Poland at the time that the Germans were invading from the west. They were held in prison for about 18 months then tried for ‘subversive activities’ and sentenced to death, but that was commuted to ten years’ imprisonment. A month after Germany attacked Russia on 22 June 1941, a Russo-Polish Agreement was signed and the men were released. However, they were re-arrested in December 1941, tried for conducting ‘propaganda for an immediate peace with Germany’, sentenced to death. They had, in fact, been proponents of a scheme for raising an International Brigade of Jews, including those from Britain and the USA, to fight as a unit within the Red Army. This was ‘firmly vetoed’ (see A Writer at War: Vasily Grossman with the Red Army, 1941–1945, ed. Antony Beevor and Luba Vinogradova (Harvill, 2005), p. 344). On the instructions of Vyacheslav Molotov (1890–1986), Soviet Foreign Minister, this information was passed by Maxim Litvinov (1876–1951), Soviet Ambassador to the USA, to William Green (1873–1952), President of the American Federation of Labor. Christopher Hitchens advised me (15.viii.02) that on 14 May 1942, Erlich hanged himself from the bars of his cell before he could be shot; see Gennadi Kostyrchenko, Out of the Red Shadows (Prometheus Books, 1995), pp. 32–3. Alter was executed. Their treatment foreshadows that of Jones, Aaronson, and Rutherford in Nineteen Eighty-Four.

274, regarding Orwell’s footnote: Antony Percy notes that Lord Rosebery, in Napoleon, the Last Phase, has Napoleon saying, ‘Had I died in Moscow I should have left behind me a reputation as an emperor without parallel in history. A bullet ought to have but an end to me there’ (ch. xvi, ‘The Supreme Regrets’), but he gives no source. (Percy)

306/17, ‘go to the ant’: ‘Go to the ant, thou sluggard; consider her ways, and be wise; / Which having no guide, overseer, or ruler, / Provideth her meat in the summer, and gathereth her food in the harvest’, Proverbs, 6.6–8.

312, note 1: Michael Meyer died in 2000 (1921–2000).

319/13, ‘the worm who never turned’; ‘The smallest worm will turn, being trodden on’, 3 Henry VI, 2.2.17.

319/16, 19, 20: Eugene Aram; Austin Seven; Duggie: See X, p. 525, notes 1, 2, and 3.

336: add: 3023A. Letter to Brenda Salkeld, 30 June 1946; see pp. 97–8.

367, note 1: Recchione for Ricchione and omit last two lines and substitute: Vernon Richards edited Freedom until 1964. An excellent collection of his photographs of Orwell and his son was published in 1998 (with three essays): George Orwell at Home. Richards died in 2001 (1915–2001)

367, note 3: Allan Nunn May died in 2003 (1911–2003); Allan, not Alan

368, note 3, add: After Nunn May’s release he returned to Cambridge and married Dr Hilde Broda. He was given covert work in a private employment in what may have been an official attempt to ensure he did not defect. He was appointed a research professor in Ghana in 1961. He returned to Cambridge in 1978 insisting that he had done nothing morally wrong (obituary, Daily Telegraph, 24 January 2003; and see Sunday Telegraph, 26 January 2003 for article on Nunn May by Chris Hastings).

368, note 4: start thus: Marie Louise Richards, née Maria Luisa Berneri (1918–49), line 8: survey of utopias for autobiography add after last sentence: See Marie Louise Berneri 1918–1949: A Tribute (1949), and also the centenary issue of Freedom, October 1986, p. 25.

374: add: 3049A. ‘The True Pattern of H. G. Wells’: see pp. 136–40.

387, after line 3: add new line in italic: Although Orwell writes of the journey taking 24 hours, it took two days.

419/21 up: The Tory Reform Committee ran from 1943–4. It issued a manifesto signed by 41 Conservative Party MPs. Its programme included the retention of compulsory military service after the war; close co-operation with the Dominions, USA, USSR, and China; a policy of full employment with an adequate minimum wage; provision of decent housing; development of education; a welfare service based on Lord Beveridge’s report; comprehensive national health service; and encouragement of small traders; it rejected the antithesis between public and private enterprise.

431, add to end of note 2, The Archbishop’s Commission for Evangelism was agreed at the Church Assembly of the Church of England in June 1943. The Commission was set up in January 1944 under the chairmanship of the Bishop of Rochester. The Archbishop at the time was Dr William Temple (1881–1944). He was succeeded by Dr Geoffrey Fisher (1887–1972). The Commission was to suggest ways of converting those who accepted the Christian ethic but who rejected the Christian Church. It was charged with examining the ways that the popular press and magazines, the BBC’s programme ‘The Brains Trust’, films, and government propaganda influenced the public.

463/19: after Litany add superscript 3 and on 467 add new note 3:

3. In the Anglican Church’s Book of Common Prayer, ‘The Litany, or General Supplication’ is a sequence of requests and responses for priest and congregation. It is ordained that it should follow Morning Prayer on Sundays, Wednesdays, and Fridays, and at other times as directed, but this instruction is infrequently carried out in most parish churches nowadays. The requests that Orwell probably has in mind are: ‘From lightning and tempest; from plague, pestilence, and famine; from battle and murder; and from sudden death’, and ‘In all time of our tribulation; in all time of our wealth; in the hour of death, and in the day of judgement’. The response to each is, ‘Good Lord, deliver us’.

481, note 3: add at end of footnote: Madame Ocampo was a prominent literary figure who edited Sur, the leading literary journal in Argentina.

484: add to note 3: Orwell is quoting from one of the less frequently translated of Chekov’s stories, ‘The Chemist’s Wife’ (Aptekarsha). This is included in The Duel and Other Stories, translated by Constance Garnett (Chatto & Windus, 1916). In the original, ‘As Shakespeare says’ reads ‘even Shakespeare said’. The line derives from Pushkin’s Eugene Onegin, Ch 8, st X, line 1. Nabokov translated the line as ‘Blest who was youthful in his youth’. In the Russian of Chekhov’s story the attribution to ‘Shekspir’ is an authorial joke on the character who quotes the line. (Peter Hayes, Melbourne, Australia)

492, notes: make footnote reference 2 into 3 and add new footnote 2:

2. Viscount Kemsley (James Gomer Berry; 1883–1962), press baron, whose newspaper empire Orwell described as ‘a disgusting phenomenon’ (XIX, p. 126). For James Agate, theatre critic, see 2584, n. 2.

493/19 (of text): add superscript reference 1a after Boothby, and on 497 add new footnote 1a after footnote 1:

1a. Orwell is referring to Dr Nikola by Guy Boothby (1867–1905), which he described as a ‘Tibetan thriller’ (XVII/348) and a first-rate ‘boy’s sixpenny thriller’ (X/268).

494/12–13: Artemus Ward (Charles Farrar Browne; 1834–67), American iconoclastic humorist. His best joke, in his own opinion, aimed at the leader of the Mormons, Brigham Young, was, ‘The pretty girls in Utah mostly marry Young’.

495/8: add footnote reference 4a after century

497: add: 4a. A complete and accurate version of ‘Riding Down from Bangor’ will be found in Best Loved Poems of the American People, Doubleday 1936. The poem is by Louis Shreve Osborne (Percy). Orwell summarises well although there are differences – thus ‘Bronzed with weeks of hunting’ should be ‘After weeks of hunting’.

505, add new last sentence to note 1: The verse appears in The Second Jungle Book, ‘The Undertakers’, as: ‘In August was the Jackal born; / “The Rains fell in September; / “Now such a fearful flood as this”, / Says he, “I can’t remember!” ’

Volume XIX

34: add: 3165A. Letter to David Astor, 30 January 1947: see pp. 111–12.

38, note 2, line 8: reflected for to be realised

45: Landor’s epitaph should read in line 2: ‘With Dirce in one boat conveyed!’; and in line 3: ‘Or Charon, seeing, may forget’.

46/12: add after ‘unfair’: The argument about tribalism may be sound but the Welsh is not. The Welsh for ‘tribe’ is llwyth. Mr Hughes may have confused gwely and gwehelyth. The latter means ‘lineage’; gwely means ‘bed’.

46: add to n. 4: Antony Percy suggests this is drawn from John Skelton’s ‘A Devout Trental for Old John Clarke Sometime the Holy Patriarch of Diss’: ‘Serio confectus / Omnibus suspectus / Nemini dilectus / Sepultus est among the weeds / God forgive him his misdeeds’. Orwell’s last four lines appear later in the poem in a slightly different form.

67, note 1, line 2: change 1639 to 1637 (Bartek Zborski)

67/9 up: add superscript footnote reference a after crisis; on 69 precede 1 with new note:

a. A widespread transport strike and a shortage of coal, followed by non-stop blizzards, led to a serious food and fuel crisis.

69, note 6, line 5: insert English between Century and Verse

71, item 3185: add superscript footnote reference 2 after Salter and insert new note: 2. Sir Arthur Salter (1881–1975; Baron Salter, 1953), was a professor of political theory and Independent MP for Oxford University, 1937–50. He made a study of the Depression of the inter-war years. For Vernon Bartlett, see 654, n. 2.

79: add 3192A. Letter to C. D. Darlington, 19 March 1947: see pp. 130–1.

81, note 1: Brenda Salkeld died in 1999 (1900–99; not 1903– )

91: add 3260A. Letter from C. D. Darlington to Orwell, 27 March 1947: see p. 131.

94/3 up: insert after Hampshire: another in Surrey

95: add 3201A. Letter to C. D. Darlington, 28 March 1947: see p. 132.

126, note 1: Frank Barber died in 1999 (1917–99)

128, note 1, line 3: fourth for third

129, note 8: According to one of Gordon Bowker’s correspondents, although a high Soviet official, Victor Kravchenko never served the Comintern in Spain (18 February 2005).

152, note 2, line 2: leg for foot

178, note 2, line 3: omit elder

201/5: note 1, Anthony Powell died in 2000 (1905–2000)

210, after line 2: add new note to first edition and replace note in second edition with: 1. See p. 192, note 3.

219, note 1, last line: before for after

223, note 1: add dates for Celia Kirwan (Goodman): 1916–2002.

239: add: 3321A. Letter to Unknown Person [David Astor?], undated: see p. 112.

252/6 up: add footnote reference 4 after 1944 and on 253 add new note: 4. They met in the summer of 1945.

255, note 1, last line: add though Norman Baillie-Stewart was a British Fascist.

268, headnote line 2: John Petrov Plamenatz (1912–75) had his first book, Consent, Freedom and Political Obligation published by Oxford University Press in 1938. Also published by him in Orwell’s lifetime were The Case for General Mihailovic (privately printed, 1944), What is Communism, 1947, and Mill’s Utilitarianism (with The English Utilitarians), 1949.

274: add: 3351A. Letter to Ivor Brown, 20 February 1948: see pp. 112–13.

282, note 2, end of line 1: omit full-point after S [because Truman had no middle name]

295/16 up (and elsewhere): REYNOLD’S NEWS: founded 5 May 1850 by G. W. M. Reynolds as Reynolds’s Weekly Newspaper. From 1 March 1936 to 16 September 1962 listed in NCBEL, 3 (1987), col 1811, as Reynolds’s News but the masthead (for example on 17 May 1942) dropped the apostrophe and final ‘s’. The original US text has Reynolds’.

316, note 1: James Laughlin died in 1997 (1914–97).

334, note 2, line 2: insert after published: as a serial in The Commonweal during 1890, and then as a book

339: add: 3401A. Letter to Mrs Jessica Marshall, 19 May 1948: see pp. 113–15.

356: insert additional penultimate paragraph into headnote: Orwell starts this essay, not as might be expected with what forms its second section, a description of this ‘expensive and snobbish school’ (pp. 360–6), but with a vivid and painful account of how, soon after his arrival, he reverted to wetting his bed and the physical punishment that induced. Because he writes so personally this has been assumed by many readers to be factual. However, it is likely that Orwell has imaginatively taken the experience of another boy as his own for dramatic effect. Orwell is here doing what he describes is proper for an imaginative writer: ‘He may distort and caricature reality in order to make his meaning clearer, but he cannot misrepresent the scenery of his own mind’ (XVII, p. 375). Because Orwell is too often seen solely as a factual writer and his imaginative propensities undervalued, this aspect of his work, and in this essay in particular, has not been given sufficient weight. Bernard Crick, although thinking there was no reason to doubt that Orwell was beaten for bed-wetting, did point to evidence that the bed-wetter was not Orwell but a boy who rose to the rank of Colonel and won the V.C, Bobby Foote (George Orwell: A Life, p. 69). A fuller analysis, which points to other ways in which Orwell distorted and caricatured reality in this essay in order to get across his passionate disapproval of such schools, will be found in Robert Pearce’s ‘Truth and Falsehood’, Review of English Studies, ns, 43, No. 171 (1992), p. 373.

361/4 up: for 1587 substitute 1572 [on 24 August]

377/11 up: ‘the twelfth’: the ‘Glorious Twelfth’ of August – opening of the grouse-shooting season. Anthony Trollope writes of ‘the Twelfth’ in The Duke’s Children (1880), ch. 35.

379/21 up: add superscript reference 41a after law.

387: add: 41a. From George Meredith, ‘Lucifer in Starlight’ (for ‘The Woods of Westermain’). (Percy)

396/19 up: Feodor Chaliapin (1873–1938), great Russian operatic bass. He was one of the early stars of the gramophone. His most famous role was that of Boris in Moussorgsky’s Boris Godunov.

396/19 up, ‘the Russian Ballet’: Orwell is referring to Sergei Diaghilev’s Ballets Russes, which he formed in 1909 and which broke up after his death in 1929. With his outstanding dancer, Vaslav Nijinsky, he revolutionised ballet.

398, note 3, line 6: born 1831 (not 1821).

last line: after last word (mall) add opening eight years later

399: add: 3410A. Letter to J. C. Trewin, 5 June 1948: see p. 115.

399, note 1: Roy Jenkins died in 2003 (1920–2003).

404/20 up: add superscript footnote reference a after weave, and on 407 precede 1 with:

a. From Sir Walter Scott’s, Marmion, VI, xvii. It continues, ‘When first we practise to deceive!’

405/17 up, ‘beasts that perish’: ‘Nevertheless man being in honour abideth not; he is like the beasts that perish’, Psalms, 49.12

416, note 6: Calor for Valor

427, note 1: add dates: William Phillips (1907–2002); Philip Rahv (1908–72).

464/16, ‘casting motes out of other people’s eyes’: ‘Judge not, that ye be not judged. / And why beholdest thou the mote that is in thy brother’s eye, but considerest not the beam that is in thine own eye?’, Matthew, 7.1, 3.

474/8 up: add footnote reference 2 after Milton and on p. 475 add note 2: 2. In Thomas Gray’s ‘Elegy Written in a Country Churchyard’, st. 15: ‘Some mute inglorious Milton here may rest.’

478: add: 3503A. Letter to Malcolm Muggeridge, 4 December 1948: see pp. 116–18.

481, note 2: For Presumably substitute: Boxers probably refers to revolutionary animals inspired by Boxer of Animal Farm; but this might be and add final quotation mark after harmony

518, note 51: add: He was the first translator into English of Solzhenitsyn’s One Day in the Life of Ivan Denisovich (Penguin, 1963). Solzhenitsyn later complained that his book had been ‘mauled into English in Moscow by the potboiling parasite R Parker’ (The Oak and the Calf, 1973, p. 292). [Dr Robert Fyson]

564, note 5: add: The novel was revised, with a Preface by H. G. Wells, as The Sleeper Awakes, 1910. A 1954 edition has a preface by Montgomery Belgion.

Volume XX

21, note 10: add: The paperback edition of Diana Athill’s autobiography, Yesterday Morning, was reviewed in the Guardian on 4 January 2003.

55, note 2, line 4: add after (see 2510): See 3577, n. 1 and 3588, n. 1.

55, note 5: add Michael Eaude, author of the biography, Arturo Barea, Triunfo en la Medianoche de Siglo (2002) says Barea was ‘CP-influenced’ in 1937 but not in 1949.

68/12 up: insert footnote prefix 1a after new book. and insert new note after note 1:

1a. Perhaps James Thurber’s The Beast in Me, which Orwell records reading in March 1949 (see XX, p. 220).

69, note 3, insert into last line after 1947. Viktor Kravchenko wrote about his trial in I Chose Justice (1951).

75/4 up: add footnote reference 1 after Saki,

77: add new note end of ‘Evelyn Waugh’ essay:

1. Saki = Hector Hugh Munro, short-story and political sketch writer. He was born in Burma in 1870 and after education in England served for a year in the Burma police, retiring owing to ill-health. From 1902–08 he was foreign correspondent in the Balkans, Warsaw, St Petersburg and Paris for The Morning Post. Orwell’s reference to him here as an influence on Waugh is probably a result of his reading Saki’s collection of witty and satirical short stories, The Chronicles of Clovis, in March 1949 (see XX, p. 226), the month before the suggested date for this unfinished essay. His short novel recounting the invasion and conquest of England by the Germans, When William Came: A Story of London under the Hohenzollerns, was published less than a year before the outbreak of the First World War. In that war, Munro, though aged 44, joined up, refused a commission, was promoted to lance-sergeant, and was killed near Beaumont Hamel on 14 November 1916. His last reported words were, ‘Put that bloody cigarette out’. The novel concludes with a German military parade through Hyde Park Corner and Marble Arch in which ‘Frederick-William, the Great Elector’, is described as King of Prussia, Great Britain and Ireland, Emperor of the West.

89/2: the name can now be inserted: John Platts-Mills; see 100 immediately below.

89, note 6: Kingsley Martin’s dates are 1897–1969 (not 1887)

90, note 10: Make new note: John Platts-Mills (1906–2000) (name withheld until his death).

100: add to 1. 4: John Platts-Mills (1906–2001), unshakeable apologist for Stalin; he disbelieved Soviets committed atrocities even after Kruschev denounced Stalin in 1956; expelled from the Labour Party, 1948. Included in Orwell’s ‘List’, XX, 253; see p. 151 above.

103: 3615A. List of Names sent to Information Research Department, 2 May 1949; see pp. 140–9; and see pp. 208–12 below.

107, add to note 1: Paul Potts fought on the Jewish side in the Israeli War of Independence.

109, note 1: add: According to Philip Toynbee’s daughter, Polly, that her father ‘drank a bit’ was ‘a mild understatement’ (letter to Sir Bernard Crick, 9 February 2003).

109, note 2: V. S. Pritchett died in 1997 (1900–1997)

109, note 4: C. V. Wedgwood died in 1997 (not 1989)

110, note 5, line 1: Hugh Kingsmill died in 1949 (1889–1949 – see line 4)

114/27: add reference 1 after Dorritt. and at 115/10 change footnote reference from 1 to 2.

116: make footnote 1 into 2; and add new note 1:

1. An error for William Dorritt, ‘Father of the Marshalsea’; see 3607, p. 97.

128/5 up: Woodrow Wyatt died in 1997 (1918–1997)

136/22 up: for a Miss Goalby (who has not been identified) substitute: Margaret M. Goalby of Presteigne, Radnorshire (see 355A)

137: add: 3647A. Jordi Arquer to Orwell, 16 June 1949; see pp. 118–20.

140: add: 3650A. Letter to Jordi Arquer, 22 June 1949; see p. 121.

143: add: 3655A. Christy & Moore to Jordi Arquer; see p. 121.

144, note 1, at top of page: Veronica Wedgwood died in 1997 (1910–97)

150: add: 3663A. Letter to Malcolm Muggeridge, 22 July 1949: see p. 122.

151: add: 3665A. Jordi Arquer to Orwell, 24 July 1949: see pp. 122–5.

153: add: 3667A. Letter to Jordi Arquer, 28 July 1949: see p. 125.

155, note 1: add: Northern Stage Ensemble adapted Nineteen Eighty-Four (as 1984) in 2003. The adaptation was by Alan Lyddiard and it was produced by him and Mark Murphy. It opened at the Lyric, Hammersmith in February and then toured Leicester, Newcastle, and Reading. Winston Smith was played by Craig Conway in what Nicholas de Jongh called an ‘astonishing performance’ to Mark Calvert’s ‘riveting Inquisitor’. The whole production was, he wrote, ‘an absolutely arresting piece of creative and imaginative theatre’ (Evening Standard, 6 February 2003). However, Dominic Cavendish was less enthusiastic. Its ‘redeeming features come heavily rationed in a production that, like much totalitarian art, confuses brash scale with significance’ (Daily Telegraph, 10 February 2003).

161, 3681, n. 1: add: For Victor Serge’s The Case of Comrade Tulayev, see 2899, n. 1 (XVIII, p. 107–8). And see pp. 135–6 above.

167: add: 3689A. Sonia Brownell for Orwell to Jordi Arquer, 14 September 1949; see p. 125.

170, note 1, line 2: substitute in Calcutta for with Jardine Matheson

line 6: substitute 1920 for 1921

line 7: substitute 1927 for 1928

line 13: substitute Neuchâtel for Neuchatel

line 3 up: substitute sitting for portraits for modelling

171, note 1: line 5: insert War between of and Transport ( = Ministry of War Transport)

line 3 up: substitute Coldstream for Colstream

add at end of last sentence: She had a very brief affair with Orwell in late 1945 and later a prolonged and unhappy affair with the French philosopher, Maurice Merleau-Ponty. For an authoritative and sympathetic account of Sonia Orwell’s life as a whole, see Hilary Spurling, The Girl from the Fiction Department: A Portrait of Sonia Orwell (Hamish Hamilton, 2001), and, more briefly, her article, ‘In Defence of Sonia: the myths surrounding Orwell’s widow’ (TLS, 17 May 2002, pp. 15–16).

176/6: 1919 for 1913

176/7–8: omit Anthony Powell, Malcolm Muggeridge, and one of Orwell’s doctors were present.

176: add: 3702A: Sonia Brownell for Orwell to Mr Groves, 14 October 1949: see p. 126.

177: add: 3705A. Letter to Malcolm Muggeridge, Undated [25 October 1949?]: see pp. 126–7.

184: add: 3739. The Best Novels of 1949: see pp. 152.

187: add: 3720A. Avril Dunn to David Astor, 18 June 1950: see p. 127.

188, last line, insert after novel: though Robert Fyson has suggested that p. 28v of Orwell’s Last Literary Notebook (3725), pp. 215–6 below, might be a fragment of the novel.

217: Appendix 3: Re Statement of Orwell’s Assets. On 30 September 2005, the Daily Telegraph published ‘How dying Orwell avoided the clutches of the taxman’ by Ben Fenton. This reported the release from the National Archives of the minutes of a director’s meeting of George Orwell Productions Limited at Cranham Sanatorium – at which only E. A. Blair was present. This showed that all Orwell’s earnings would be the property of the company and that Orwell would be paid £2,000 a year (which Mr Fenton calculates at £126,000 pa in 2005, though about £70,000 would be more accurate). At the bottom of the minutes Orwell noted (ironically as Mr Fenton accurately puts it) that ‘the Assistant Secretary was instructed to write to Mr Blair confirming the above arrangement’. The file also contains correspondence after Orwell’s death between the Inland Revenue and Orwell’s accountants undervaluing the eventual sales of Animal Farm and Nineteen Eighty-Four. Although sales realised far higher numbers, Orwell, of course, always believed everything he wrote would be a failure. His income in the US would be taxed at 30% and the balance in the UK at least at 45%. He was anxious to provide for his son, Richard, he had lent £520 to friends, and he had expensive hospital bills to pay. His financial planning seems, therefore, no more than intelligent and, as he wrote in his War-time Diary for 9 August 1940, ‘No one is patriotic about taxes’ (XII, 229). As shown in Appendix 7, XX, 235–6, at probate Orwell’s estate was valued in May 1950 at £9,908, 14s 11d, something like £350,00 today.

222/4: add footnote reference 1 after Lady and change reference in line 7 from 1 to 2; in last line change reference from 2 to 3; and on 223 change 1 and 2 to 2 and 3; add new note:

1. The correct title is The Little Sister (see p. 289, line 6). Orwell may have conflated two Raymond Chandler books, The Lady in the Lake and The Little Sister (so L. J. Hurst).

242, at end of line 7: add: According to The Mitrokhin Archive, Smollett’s codename was ‘Abo’ and Driberg’s was ‘Lepage’ (see 158 and 522–6).

243–57: 3752. Names originally excluded from List of Crypto-Communists and Fellow-Travellers: see 3615A, pp. 149–51 above.

246: Cedric Dover died in 1961, not 1951.

308/7: for Ten years later, in 1960 substitute Eleven years later, in 1961

318, 20 up: Celia Kirwan was born in 1916 and died (as Celia Goodman) in 2002.

319/6: insert after policies: Ernest Bevin, the Labour Government’s Foreign Minister, wrote a paper entitled, ‘The First Aim of British Foreign Policy’, in which he showed that ‘the Russian and the Communist Allies are threatening the whole fabric of Western civilisation … Soviet propaganda has … carried on … a vicious attack against the British Commonwealth and against Western Democracy’ (CP (48) 6). After months of hesitation he signed a Cabinet Minute on 4 January 1948 setting up the IRD. This stated that ‘we should disseminate clear and cogent answers to Russian misrepresentation about Britain … we must see to it that our friends in Europe and elsewhere are armed with facts and answers to Russian propaganda. If we do not provide this ammunition, they will not get it from any other source.’

322, item 3590B: add to headnote: On 22 June, ten days before the publication of The Complete Works of George Orwell, a long article about the edition appeared in The Daily Telegraph by Michael Shelden, Orwell’s then most recent biographer. This paid particular attention to the names of those whom Orwell believed were crypto-communists and fellow-travellers and it published them as they appeared in one of his notebooks as printed in this edition. This sparked much fuss which, considering that the publication of these names was not ‘news’ was surprising. The list had been published two years earlier, on 11 July 1996, when The Evening Standard wildly claimed that Orwell’s ‘blacklist’ had aided the ‘post-war Secret Service’ (though the Secret Service was not involved, at least in 1949). This was coupled with a short article by the Labour MP, Gerald Kaufman, in which, under the heading, ‘Big Brother of the FO’, he argued that ‘these revelations brand George Orwell as a betrayer of the causes he held dear’. But even in 1996, only the IRD link was new. Five years earlier, on 20 October 1991, The Sunday Telegraph published ‘Keeping a Wary Eye on the Cryptos’, with illustrations of twelve of those mentioned in Orwell’s notebook. This is not the place for a detailed explanation of how Orwell’s experiences in Spain and thereafter led to his belief, later shown to be thoroughly justified, that Soviet Communism was not to be trusted, but it might be useful to mention one or two names of those whom he listed, some who were not agents of the Soviet Union and some who were. It should be borne in mind that what Orwell was doing in his contact with Celia Kirwan of the Information Research Department was simply helping select those who might be trusted to write on Britain’s behalf and listing those who, in his opinion, were not to be trusted to do this. A later defence of one man, known to be a Soviet agent, and pressure on the editor to exonerate him, is also worth mentioning (p. 211 below).

J.B. Priestley’s name was passed to the Information Research Department. The tell-tale asterisk against his name was later crossed out (one can tell it was later from the colours of the crayons used to mark names). I have a latent admiration for Priestley. His broadcasts in 1940 urging the nation to fight Hitler and to work for a more egalitarian society made a deep impression on me when I was 14 as did his play and film They Came to a City. Orwell in his diary for 21 October 1940 noted with despair that Priestley’s broadcasts had been ‘shoved off the air’ for being too socialist. He also supported Priestley in 1942 in a campaign in Picture Post to fashion a new society in Britain after the war (XIII, p. 391). Much later, my wife and I were hospitably entertained by Priestley and his wife, Jacquetta Hawkes, at their house in Stratford-upon-Avon in the 1960s, so I have many reasons to consider J. B. Priestley favourably and, at first sight, to be shocked by Orwell’s doubts about him even in this context. However in 1946, Priestley published Russian Journey. This showed he had been totally duped by what he had been shown in Soviet Russia. At a time when British rations were being cut – bread was rationed for the first time in June 1946, that is, after the war, in order to divert wheat intended for Britain to feed the Germans – Priestley wrote that in the Soviet Union rations and luxury goods were better than in Britain, and as for Soviet secret police, there were none, ‘unless they were disguised as sparrows’. For all his virtues, Priestley was hardly a person to be chosen to write briefing notes and articles to counteract Soviet propaganda, and that was all that the list of names sent to the Information Research Department was concerned with.

Cedric Dover (1905–61; see XIII, p. 129), although described by Orwell as ‘Dishonest, and a good deal of a careerist’, had not stopped Orwell giving Dover work at the BBC, lending him money (which Dover had difficulty in repaying, see XV, p. 97, n. 1), and twice writing to the Royal Literary Fund in 1943 and 1944 asking it to give Dover a grant, because Dover was in severe financial straits (XV, p. 97 and XVI, p. 232). Orwell then argued that Dover, an Anglo-Indian, was in a ‘specially favourable position to illuminate some of the most difficult of present day problems, in particular, the problem of colour’ – note, the problem of colour nearly sixty years ago. However, Orwell’s personal kindness towards Dover did not extend to glossing over his unreliability (in Orwell’s eyes) as someone who would write defending Britain for the Information Research Department.

Lenin’s description ‘useful idiots’ might well apply to those in these circumstances. There were many others whom Orwell did not list but which formed a background to his life. One might be worth mentioning because her character as one of Stalin’s ‘useful idiots’ did not figure largely, if it were mentioned at all, in her obituaries in 2002: the leading Labour Party figure and former Minister, Barbara Castle. BBC2, in ‘Tourists of the Revolution’ (25 March 2000), showed her as Barbara Betts, a left-wing journalist for Tribune, who went to the Soviet Union in 1937 to report on the position of women in the USSR. The Purges were in full swing; some 7,000,000 were arrested of whom 6,000,000 were executed or died in prison camps. Yet, oblivious of that, she returned glowing reports on women and crèches. The titles of some of her articles displayed on the tv screen were, ‘Where Women Live with New Assurance’, ‘Children Who Get a Real Chance’, ‘Security Brings new Life to the Soviet Mother’, and ‘Russia Goes Gay with Sport, Play, and Dancing’. She said there was no atmosphere of repression and, interviewed in 2000, she smugly said she thought her reports ‘weren’t too bad’, given she was young and spoke no Russian. Rather cruelly she was intercut with Lev [? Igor] Razgon, who was arrested with his wife in 1937. They managed to stop their child being sent to an orphanage by threatening to scream and disturb the neighbours. He spent ten years in a prison camp and then seven years in exile. His wife, aged 22, died on the journey to the prison camp. Without ever going to the USSR, Orwell sensed what the Barbara Bettses of that time were blithely passing over. Barbara Betts in due time became a peer of the realm: Lady Castle

Two people whom Orwell rightly suspected were Tom Driberg (1905–76), a journalist and an Independent MP and, from 1945, a Labour MP, and Peter Smollett or Smolka (1912–80), who came to Britain in 1933 as an NKVD agent; he worked with Kim Philby in 1934–5 in an unsuccessful attempt to set up their own news agency (Oleg Gordievsky, KGB: The Inside Story, 1991, p. 325). Driberg wrote a short biography of the Soviet agent, Guy Burgess, with whom he spent evenings in Moscow when Burgess became ‘sozzled with vodka’; Smollett became head of the Russian section of the Ministry of Information. He was, almost certainly, the ‘important official in the Ministry of Information’ who persuaded Jonathan Cape not to publish Animal Farm (see XVI, p. 266, n. 1). He was so successful as a Soviet agent that the NKVD thought British intelligence had turned him; in fact he was completely unsuspected for what he was by the British who appointed him an OBE for his ‘loyal’ service. Smollett’s NKVD codename was ‘Abo’ and Driberg’s was ‘Lepage’ (see Christopher Andrew and Vassili Mitrokhin, The Mitrokhin Archive: The KGB in Europe and the West, 1999, pp. 158 and 522–6).

Obviously much of this information has come to light only recently but Orwell sensed the depths of Soviet infiltration and the harm it could do to socialism in Britain. This is why he provided Celia Kirwan with the names of those who could be trusted to write in Britain’s defence and those whom he suspected could not. As Orwell wrote to Celia Kirwan (later Celia Goodman) on 2 May 1949, ‘it isn’t a bad idea to have the people who are probably unreliable listed. If it had been done earlier it would have stopped people like Peter Smollett worming their way into important propaganda jobs where they were probably able to do us a lot of harm’ (XX, p. 103). When Orwell wrote, Smollett had not been exposed for what he was.

What has proved surprising is how, so long after these events and when the duplicity of those involved has been exposed, there are those who deny that specific individuals, such as Smollett/Smolka, were traitors. Shortly after Michael Shelden’s article had appeared in the Daily Telegraph I received a request from Herr Burkhard Müller-Ullrich, programme editor of Kultur heute of Deutschland Radio, for an interview on the editing of The Complete Works. In fact, the interview seemed to have little to do with a radio programme and nothing to do with editing the edition. Herr Müller-Ullrich said he had written an article for the German newspaper Die Telegraph which, so far as I could tell, relied heavily on Shelden’s article in the London Daily Telegraph. This had brought protests from the Smolka [Smollett] family and he demanded that I justify myself and prove that Smolka was a Soviet agent. The Smolkas, he said, were important and influential people in Austria and Germany, and influential in the management of Die Telegraph. If I could not do so, I was required to apologise. It was in vain that I pointed out that it was Orwell who was suspicious. At the time, the contents of the Mitrokhin Archive had not been revealed but I was able to provide details about Smolka’s duplicity from Oleg Gordievsky’s KGB: The Inside Story (1991; pp. 325–68). Although I was promised an offprint from Herr Müller-Ullrich of his article, I heard no more nor were further demands made for justification of Orwell’s suspicions. I don’t know whether Müller-Ullrich and the Smolka family were convinced, but I was intrigued at this attempt in 1998 to have history rewritten as in Nineteen Eighty-Four. As Celia Goodman wrote regarding the list sent her on 2 May 1949 (see pp. 99–104) in the Sydney Morning Herald: ‘I think George was quite right to do it …. headline writers state that George betrayed his friends. These people were not his friends. And, of course, everybody thinks that these people were going to be shot at dawn. The only thing that was going to happen to them was that they wouldn’t be asked to write for the Information Research Department’.

It has been claimed (e.g. by Paul Lashmar and James Oliver in Britain’s Secret Propaganda War, 1998) that Orwell’s notebook containing the names of 130 writers (actually 135 names, not all of which were writers) was sent to the Information Research Department, ‘copied and returned’ (p. 97). Celia Goodman has assured me that the notebook was not sent to the IRD. If it were sent to anyone (and its staff was then very small) it would certainly have been to her, for she alone was corresponding with him on this matter. When I asked her about this story, she replied in a letter dated 24 February 1999: ‘No I am certain that George Orwell did not send me his notebook at IRD (or anywhere else, of course).’ (The Lashmar-Oliver account of Orwell’s dealing’s with the IRD begins unpromisingly by stating that Orwell offered ‘his own blacklist of eighty-six Communist’ fellow-travellers, a figure derived from the Guardian, 11 July 1996; although the precise number could not then be ascertained (it was probably ‘about 35’, as given by Orwell in his letter to Celia Kirwan, 2 May 1949, XX, p. 103). Also, Animal Farm was not published in 1944, nor Nineteen Eighty-Four in 1950, as they state on page 95.) Comment has sometimes been made on Orwell’s referring to some of those he named as homosexuals or Jews. The former, he probably felt (as proved to be the case) as readily open to blackmail and easily ‘turned’. Denzil Jacobs (who is a Jew: see XX, 325 and 327, n. 15) told me he thought many Jews at the time, reacting to the Holocaust and Western Europe’s response thereto, turned to the Soviet Union only to be shocked later by Stalin’s fierce anti-Semitism. See also ‘George Orwell devant ses calomniateurs: Quelques observations’, annonymous, Editions Ivrea, Paris, 1997.

327, note 11: add: This is almost certainly A. T. Cholerton (one ‘l’). Although Orwell says he could be contacted through the Observer, he was the Daily Telegraph’s Moscow Correspondent during at least 1941–3. Examples of his reports can readily be found in The Daily Telegraph Record of the Second World War, edited by Hugh Montgomery Massingberd (1989), pp. 111 and 119; and in The War Papers (published by Peter Way and Marshall Cavendish), e.g., Part 15, 23 June 1941. It is plain from Orwell’s ‘Diary of Events Leading Up to the War’ (XI/553) that although he drew on 41 sources of the 297 items he referenced, 138, 46.5%, were from the Daily Telegraph. He only drew on the Observer for three items.

551, left column: insert between Junior and Labour Book Service: Kultura (Paris), XII, 391; XIII, 31; XVI, 346; XVII, 370



VIII
Editorial Note and Acknowledgements

The first edition of The Complete Works of George Orwell was published in twenty volumes by Secker & Warburg (Random House) in July 1998. It was edited by Peter Davison and assisted by Ian Angus and Sheila Davison. Inevitably, despite careful searching and six readings of the 8,543 pages of text, there were omissions and errors. Some omitted items were held privately by those who brought them to the editor’s attention after publication. A second, paperbound edition of Volumes X–XX (2000–2), adds and corrects and gives dates of those known to have died since publication. A first edition of this supplementary volume was privately published in October 2001; a second, up-dated, edition was published, also privately, for the Centenary of Orwell’s birth in 2003. It combined additions and corrections to the first and second editions. A third edition was published in 2004. It added further material and included summaries of letters to Brenda Salkeld given by Gordon Bowker in his biography of George Orwell (see below). These three editions were prepared by Peter Davison and printed through the generosity of Ian Angus. Almost all were given free of charge to libraries and individual scholars.

In his biography, George Orwell (2003), Gordon Bowker summarises and refers to eighteen letters which Orwell wrote to Brenda Salkeld. These are owned by an unknown person and will not be sold nor their full contents released. However, the summaries are reproduced here by kind permission of Little, Brown and Gordon Bowker. Bowker’s page and footnote references are given within square brackets, and will indicate what might one day become fully available. It is a pleasure to be able to reproduce the fruits of Mr Bowker’s research.

Since then two very valuable tranches of letters have come to light. The first, through the good offices of Les Éditions Jean-Michel Place comprises eighteen letters and two postcards, mainly in French, exchanged between Orwell and the French translator of Down and Out in Paris and London, Professor R. N. Raimbault. I am very grateful to Jean-Michel Place and to Professor Raimbault’s granddaughter, Marie-Annick Raimbault, not only for making the letters available but for their great care in checking the French text and the English translation so enabling these authenticated texts to be published. In reproducing the letters here, as usual for this edition, the style adopted is that for The Complete Works. The originals of the second batch of six very significant letters are owned by Mrs Margaret Durant and were brought to my attention by Jenny Joseph. These were written by Eileen Blair, Orwell’s first wife, to a university friend, Norah Myles (née Symes). They carry the names of neither of them but, through the kind assistance of Mrs Durant, their provenance can be established with absolute certainty. I am very grateful to both Mrs Durant and Jenny Joseph for their help. The mysterious George Kopp surfaces once again in Eileen’s letters to Norah, and I am deeply grateful to Bert Govaerts of Antwerp for providing a wealth of information about him. At proof stage I was delighted to receive from Ralph Desmarais the important C. D. Darlington correspondence.

In addition to the Eileen Blair, Orwell-Raimbault, Salkeld, Kopp and Darlington letters, there are 27 further letters from a number of correspondents all of which became available after the publication of the first edition of The Complete Works. That to Dinamov Sergei, 374B, is included by Arlen Blyum in ‘George Orwell in the Soviet Union’, The Library, VII, 4 (2003), 402–16; I am grateful to him and Paul Foote for making this available. Three are from Orwell to Daniel George; two are from Lord David Cecil to W. J. Turner in connection with Orwell’s The English People; the late David Astor found six letters illuminating Orwell’s work as a reviewer for The Observer (two from him are reproduced; four to him are summarised in footnotes), also a letter to him from Avril Dunn. Six letters, 2718A, 2723A, 3165A, 3321A, 3410A, and 3702A, were discovered by Gordon Bowker in the J. C. Trewin file at the Harry Ransom Humanities Research Center, The University of Texas at Austin, and D. J. Taylor discovered five letters, 2681A, 2753A, 3503A, 3663A, and 3705A, in the Malcolm Muggeridge Collection, Buswell Memorial Library, Wheaton College, Illinois; I am grateful to both institutions for permission to reproduce these letters. Mr Taylor had sent to him by Mrs Rowena Garnett, the daughter of Mrs Jessie Marshall, Orwell’s long letter from Hairmyres Hospital (3401A). Mrs Garnett died on 23 February 2005 and I am grateful to Mrs Garnett’s daughter, Lynzi Blacker, and her aunt, Jenny Howitt, for permission to include this letter. I am also grateful to the biographers and libraries for their help and permissions. Professor Miquel Berga (Barcelona), who wrote the introduction to the Spanish edition of my Orwell in Spain (2003), very kindly provided six letters between Orwell and Jordi Arquer (3647A, 3650A, 3655A, 3665A, 3667A and 3689A). Two items were discovered in the Penguin Archive at Bristol University and in the Allen & Unwin Archive at Reading University when the microfilm edition was prepared by Microform (2004 – see below): 2023A and 2604A respectively; I am grateful to Penguin Books for permission to print the former and to Reading University Library for permission to print the Allen & Unwin letter (the location of which is AUC 241/11), also the Archivists of both universities and to Microform for their help.

One of the most exciting items has resulted from the discovery of Orwell’s list of names which he sent to Celia Kirwan on 2 May 1949 when she was working for the Information Research Department. Celia died on 23 October 2002 and her daughter, Ariane Bankes, found the list when going through her mother’s papers. It is a particular pleasure to be able to include it here (3615A); I am very grateful to Ariane Bankes. I am also grateful to T. E. D. Klein (through the agency of Peter Cannon) for permission to publish the letters to Daniel George of 17 February and 28 December 1944; and to Messrs Maggs Bros. Ltd. for permission to publish the letter to him of 10 April 1944, and to Denis Roy Bentham for supplying the two letters from Lord David Cecil and to Laura Cecil on behalf of the David Cecil Estate for permission to publish them. When I was depositing some First and Second World War material at the Imperial War Museum, the Keeper of the Department of Documents, Roderick Suddaby, kindly drew my attention to the letter given to the Museum by Mr A. J. Balcombe (1596A) which resolved a problem from Orwell’s time at the BBC; it is reproduced by kind permission of the Museum. Professor Patrick Parrinder helpfully provided the text for Orwell’s obituary of H. G. Wells (3049A). There is also Orwell’s first report from Paris (3625A), and a supposed recommendation by Orwell for a book published in 1952 (3715A). The second edition includes a corrected Spanish text of item 374A, the report to the Tribunal for Espionage and High Treason in Valencia, and an improved translation. I am very grateful to Robert A. McNeil, Head of Hispanic Collections, Bodleian Library, Oxford, for providing these and for checking documents in Barcelona.

I am very grateful to all those who sent suggestions, especially Nicolas Walter (1934–2000), Dr Robert Fyson, Jeffrey Meyers, Ray Carter CBE, and, from abroad, Peter Hayes (Melbourne), Antonio-Prometeo Moya (Barcelona), and Vidar Eng (Tromso). I am also grateful to Antony Percy of Southport, NC, USA, who sent me a long list with commentaries of allusions by Orwell to the writings of other writers. Some of these had been included in The Complete Works (not then available at the time to Mr Percy) but many had not. I have included these (with, in parentheses, ‘Percy’ after each to indicate his help) and have also included some of his commentaries although, alas, some were too long to be given in full. Sharp-eyed readers for The Folio Society spotted a number of typographical errors. And, of course, I am grateful to Bill Hamilton and the Orwell Estate with special thanks to Corinne Chabert. My four Penguin compilations, May 2001, contain many notes designed for the general reader. Some are reproduced here and I have added some notes I prepared for Bartek Zborski for his Polish translations (2002–6); I am grateful to him for a number of notes and corrections and for what might be termed ‘friendship via fax’!

It was initially intended to print all the newly-available letters in chronological order (as in the main edition) but the Eileen Blair, Orwell-Raimbault, and Salkeld letters each tell an individual story and they have therefore been printed in discrete sections with the remaining letters, from a number of sources, in chronological order. The provision of an index will, I hope, assist readers to locate items and people readily.

Two last thank-yous. I had hoped that the publisher of The Complete Works, Secker & Warburg, Orwell’s publisher since Homage to Catalonia in 1938, would also publish this final volume. Unfortunately the cost was too great for them. When I was in despair, Orwell’s biographer, D. J. Taylor, came to the rescue and persuaded Andreas Campomar of the Timewell Press to come to the rescue and they have brought out these letters and notes. I am deeply grateful to David and Timewell. And finally, my thanks to Gill Furlong and her staff at the Orwell Archive for their help, especially in facilitating the provision of illustrations displayed on the splendid Microform microfilm noted below.

‘An Editorial Assessment of The Complete Works of George Orwell’ by the editor, expanded from a talk given at The Rare Book Society Conference, Edinburgh, September 1997, can be found in The Culture of Collected Editions, edited by Andrew Nash (Palgrave, 2003), pp. 218–36

I have tried to thank all those who have helped in the production of this book and to ensure all its cross-references have been corrected as its contents have been added to and, therefore, its pagination changed time and again. Unfortunately, circumstances have dictated that this book has had to be put together piecemeal over many months, often permitting attention to it for only brief, disjointed periods. That is not conducive to accuracy, so, if I have forgotten anyone, or mistaken a reference, I offer my sincere apologies.


In 2004 a microfilm edition of letters and documents in UK Libraries and Archives (together with the manuscript of Nineteen Eighty-Four) was published by Microform Academic Publishers, Main Street, East Ardsley, Wakefield, WF3 2AT, U.K. See www.microform.co.uk/guides/R97606.pdf for Introduction and Guide.

DG





IX
The Lives Behind the Illustrations

1 Orwell as a baby held by his mother

(The George Orwell Archive, UCL Library Services)

George Orwell, born Eric Arthur Blair, 25 June 1903, held by his mother, Ida Mabel, on the day he was baptised at Motihari Church, Bengal, 30 October 1903. Although she was born at Penge, Surrey, 18 May 1875, Orwell’s mother’s family was closely associated with Burma. Her maiden name, Limouzin, survives, just, as a street name in Moulmein, where Orwell served in the Indian Imperial Police for eight months in 1926. Mrs Blair returned to England with Eric and his older sister, Marjorie, in 1904 to live at Henley-on-Thames. Orwell records in his Last Literary Notebook, whilst a small boy, overhearing his mother talking to relatives and ‘their feminist friends’. He derived ‘a firm impression that women did not like men, that they looked upon them as a sort of large, ugly, smelly & ridiculous animal, who maltreated women in every way, above all by forcing their attentions on them’ (XX, 206). She died on 19 March 1943 in London. At the time of her death she was working as a shop assistant at Selfridges.

2 Orwell’s father

(© Dakin; image courtesy of The George Orwell Archive, UCL Library Services)

Richard Walmesley Blair, seen here in his retirement striding through Southwold, was born at Milborne St Andrew, Dorset, on 7 January 1857 where his father was the vicar. He served in the Indian Civil Service in the Opium Department and retired to England when he was fifty-five. In 1917 he joined the army serving as one of the oldest, if not the oldest, second lieutenants in the First World War. He died of cancer of the bowel on 28 June 1939. Orwell was by his bedside, and son and father were by then reconciled. At his death, Orwell closed his eyes and, as was traditional, laid a penny on each of them. After the funeral he did not know what to do with the two pennies and he told his friend, Sir Richard Rees, that, embarrassed, he went down to the seashore and threw them into the sea. He imagined, he said, that some people would simply slip them into the sea. He imagined, he said, that some people would simply slip them into a trouser pocket. Orwell’s childhood friend, Jacintha Buddicom, described Mr Blair, rather curiously, as ‘not unkind’ (her italics). His tailor, Mr Denny, regarded him as ‘terribly autocratic … full of his own importance’. Nevertheless, it is apparent from Eileen’s letters that her husband’s parents were good to her and she enjoyed staying with them: ‘I like it’ she writes to Norah from Southwold (November 1936). Mr Blair was, she wrote from Marrakech, the nicest of the Blairs (p. 78 above).

3 Orwell relaxing at Eton

(© King-Farlow; image courtesy of The George Orwell Archive, UCL Library Services)

Orwell went to Eton as a King’s Scholar in May 1917. His academic record was not good. Following all the hard work that had won him the scholarship he felt he ‘could “slack off” and get the benefit of one’s sins, like Doctor Faustus’ (XIX, p. 382). In the summer of 1920 he came 117th out of 140 in the examinations, the lowest of any boy in his Election. There was no hope of his gaining a scholarship for Oxford or Cambridge even had he wished to go. After a slow start he achieved considerable success at the Wall Game, that form of football-cum-rugby peculiar to Eton. On 6 October 1920 The Annals of Lower College Foot-Ball record ‘a superb goal’ (a rare event) ‘neatly shot by Blair from the halfway line’ and further success followed. Orwell wrote a parody of Kipling’s ‘If’ on the Wall Game (X, p. 56). Several photographs have survived showing that he enjoyed swimming. He also seems to have played fives and squash. He continued to play football for the police team in Burma. In ‘Shooting an Elephant’ he describes being deliberately tripped whilst ‘the referee (another Burman) looked the other way’, the crowd yelling ‘with hideous laughter’ (X, p. 501). It is typical of Orwell’s self-denigration that in ‘Such, Such Were the Joys’ he writes of ‘the daily nightmare of football’, maintains he was hopeless at games, ‘though a fairly good swimmer and not altogether contemptible at cricket’ (XIX, pp. 368, 378). Not all was black, however. In ‘Why I Write’ he records that whilst at Eton, when he was about sixteen, he ‘suddenly discovered the joy of mere words, i.e. the sounds and associations of words’ and he refers specifically to two lines from Paradise Lost (XVIII, p. 317).

4 Orwell unbuttoned

(© Avril Dunn; image courtesy of The George Orwell Archive, UCL Library Services)

Orwell in a surprisingly relaxed mood – and looking unusually fit and healthy. Orwell has a reputation for being ‘gloomy’ and forbidding. Indeed, friends later called him ‘Donkey George’ after his grumbling donkey, Benjamin, in Animal Farm. Nevertheless, he did have a much lighter side to his character and could be much more relaxed than his reputation suggests. The late David Astor, who knew Orwell very well, once said that when he was editor of The Observer and felt depressed he would seek out Orwell because Orwell’s humour would quickly raise his spirits. Apart from pigs, Orwell’s love of animals is well recorded, especially goats. A fellow officer in Burma, Roger Beadon (1901–76) said that when Orwell was posted to Insein (September 1925 to April 1926) Orwell’s house had ‘goats, geese, ducks, and all sorts of things floating about’ (Remembering Orwell, p. 24). There is a very frequently published picture of Orwell milking a favourite goat, Muriel, at Wallington, and Muriel is immortalised in Animal Farm. In another illustration reproduced here, he can be seen milking one of his goats in Morocco, where he also kept chickens. He was very successful with poultry at Wallington and records the large numbers of eggs he collected and sold. He did get round to keeping a pig at Barnhill on Jura in the autumn of 1948 – and considerable trouble it caused, regularly breaking through fences. It met its end on 6 December 1948.

5 Orwell with his Election in his final year at Eton, 1921

(The George Orwell Archive, UCL Library Services)

Orwell can be seen in the third row, next to the wall on the right, with his left arm across his body. His friend from St Cyprian’s, Cyril Connolly, later to be editor of Horizon, which published several of Orwell’s most important essays, can be seen two rows further back, his face cupped in his left hand. Also present are several other friends: Sir Steven Runciman (1903-2000), the distinguished historian; Sir Roger Mynors (1903-89), Professor of Latin at, successively, Cambridge and Oxford Universities; Denys King-Farlow (1903-82), who won scholarships to Cambridge and Princeton and worked for Royal Dutch Shell; Dennis Danreuther (1903-39), described by Connolly as one of the ‘moral leaders’ of the Election, ‘an exquisite classical scholar, one of those rare people who combine a brilliant and logical mind with genuine moral feeling’, who set out, as Captain of School, to reduce the number of beatings administered in those days to younger boys; he died of double pneumonia (XI, p. 176); and Robert (Bobbie) Longden, who became an enlightened headmaster of Wellington College but was killed in 1940 by a stray German bomb.

6 Orwell standing below the East Cliff near Southwold

(© D. Collings; image courtesy of The George Orwell Archive, UCL Library Services)

Orwell posing on the beach below the East Cliff near Southwold, where his parents lived. Southwold was described by the painter Stanley Spencer as ‘full of suburban seaside abandonment’ though Alan Bennett, who quotes him in his Untold Stories, thought it more sedate than that, being ‘just a select, rather refined seaside place which retains much of its gentility today’ (pp. 490, 491). Orwell stayed there with his parents off and on from 1930 to 1934. The Blairs had been living there since the early 1920s. His younger sister, Avril, ran a tea-shop, The Refreshment Rooms, later re-named The Copper Kettle, and that may have suggested the Earl’s Court tea-shop in which Gordon Comstock’s sister, Julia, slaved for a pittance in Keep the Aspidistra Flying. His family home was a refuge of last resort where he could write, tutor children, and meet friends. These included Brenda Salkeld, gym mistress at St Felix Girls’ School. Many of his letters to her are included in The Complete Works of George Orwell, and in this volume are summaries of letters to her from Gordon Bowker’s biography of Orwell. He vainly proposed marriage to her during one of their walks across the nearby common. He also would meet here the anthropologist, Dennis Collings, and Eleanor Jaques, to whom he was also attracted, but who married Collings. It was whilst walking across Walberswick Common with Bryan Morgan, whom he was tutoring, that they came across a small cardboard box under a gorse bush. Inside it was a carefully furnished ‘little room’ which Orwell thought might have been the work of a girl suffering a mental – possibly sexual – aberration. Ten years later, after reviewing Sachaverell Sitwell’s Poltergeists (1946), he wrote to the author about this find. It was into the sea near here that Orwell threw the pennies he had placed on his father’s eyes at his death.

7 Wallington Cottage

(© Esther Brookes; image courtesy of The George Orwell Archive, UCL Library Services)

Orwell lived at 2 Kits Lane, Wallington, Hertfordshire, from 1936 renting the property from a Mr Dearman for 7s 6d a week. It was from this house that he married Eileen O’Shaughnessy. It had, as here, a corrugated iron roof, two small bedrooms, no electricity, cold water, and an outside WC which had a bad habit of backing up. There were two rooms on the ground floor, each measuring approximately 3.45 ? 2.55 metres. From here for a time Orwell ran a small general store which brought in about enough to pay the rent. Eileen describes its primitive cooking arrangements and the lack of electricity in her letters of November 1936 and New Year’s Day 1938. Later the house was re-roofed with thatch and completely modernised. It was near this cottage that ‘the actual details of the story’ of Animal Farm came to Orwell. As he puts it in his preface to the Ukrainian edition of the novel (1947), ‘I saw a little boy, perhaps ten years old, driving a huge cart-horse along a narrow path, whipping it whenever it tried to turn. It stuck me that if only such animals became aware of their strength we should have no power over them, and that men exploit animals in much the same way as the rich exploit the proletariat’ (XIX, p. 88). Unfortunately some 1,500 of the 5,000 copies of the Ukrainian edition were seized by the American occupying power in Munich and handed over to the Soviets so ensuring that they did not reach Ukrainian Displaced Persons (XIX, p. 206).

8 Firing Line in Spain

(© Sonia Blair; image courtesy of The George Orwell Archive, UCL Library Services)

Orwell left for Spain immediately after Christmas Day 1936 just after handing in the typescript of The Road to Wigan Pier to Victor Gollancz. He had initially intended to write about the Spanish Civil War from the point of view of the Republicans facing Franco’s forces. Jennie Lee, a Labour MP and later Minister of Arts and the wife of Aneurin Bevan, has left a vivid picture of Orwell’s arrival in Barcelona:

In the first year of the Spanish Civil War I was sitting with friends in a hotel in Barcelona when a tall thin man with a [ravaged] complexion came over to the table. He asked me if I was Jennie Lee, and if so, could I tell him where to join up. He said he was an author: had got an advance on a book from Gollancz [for The Road to Wigan Pier], and had arrived ready to drive a car or do anything else, preferably to fight in the front line. I was suspicious and asked what credentials he had brought from England. Apparently he had none. He had seen no-one, simply paid his own way out. He won me over by pointing to the boots over his shoulder. He knew he could not get boots big enough for he was over six feet. This was George Orwell and his boots arriving to fight in Spain.

I came to know him as a deeply kind man … (XI, p. 5)



Orwell fought with the POUM militia (members of whom, though not Orwell, are shown here), destined to be violently suppressed by their alleged allies, the Communists, in May 1937, acting on orders from Moscow. Although he always made little of the part he played on what was a relatively quiet part of the front line, one of his ILP colleagues reported that when on night patrol he found in Orwell’s actions ‘leadership and decisiveness’. When all was quiet he might be found, sheltering from the wind, reading from a little volume of Shakespeare’s plays (Douglas Moyle, Remembering Orwell, p. 80). He was wounded through the throat and, unbeknownst to them, he and Eileen were subject to investigation that would have led to their trial before a Tribunal for Espionage and High Treason in Valencia, had they not escaped from Spain on 23 June 1937 (see XI, pp. 33–37).

9 Eileen in Morocco

(© Sonia Blair; image courtesy of The George Orwell Archive, UCL Library Services)

After serious illness in March 1938, which led to his spending six months as a patient at Preston Hall Sanatorium, Aylesford, Kent, Orwell was advised to spend the winter in a warm climate. He could not afford to do so, but an anonymous gift, through an intermediary, of £300 – taken by Orwell to be a loan which he eventually repaid – from the novelist L. H. Myers (1881–1944) enabled Orwell and Eileen to winter in Morocco. In fact, it proved that they had been badly advised. They had been recommended to the Hotel Continental in Marrakech but, as Eileen wrote to Orwell’s mother, it ‘may have been quite good once … [but] is obviously a brothel’. Nor was the desert as good for Orwell as had been hoped. After a couple of weeks in Marrakech they were able to rent a villa outside the city. Two rolls of film taken by Orwell and Eileen have survived. This photograph shows Eileen sitting on the low wall surrounding their villa and looking over the landscape. What has not been known until the letters published here from Eileen to Norah became available was how deeply deceived Orwell felt about being persuaded to travel to North Africa. As Eileen writes, he ‘justly complains that by a quite deliberate campaign of lying he is in debt for the first time in his life’ (which is how he interpreted the gift). Then, and even more surprising, is her description of her greatly beloved brother, whom she describes as one ‘who can’t help being a Nature’s Fascist & indeed is upset by this fact when he realises’. Less than eighteen months later her brother would be killed during the retreat to Dunkirk, from which loss Eileen would never fully recover.

10 Orwell aiming a catapult in Morocco

(© Sonia Blair; image courtesy of The George Orwell Archive, UCL Library Services)

Prowess with a catapult is not, perhaps, highly esteemed today but Orwell showed considerable talent with this weapon, and in the first decades of the twentieth century such a skill was not without its admirers. What Orwell is aiming at here in Morocco is not known but we do have a good account of his proficiency when at Eton. Sir Roger Mynors recalled that, in addition to helping Orwell with the periodical, Election Times, he shared an interest in biology with Orwell. They ‘got permission to do extra dissection in the biology lab. It was a symptom of a general attempt to explore the world around us’. They would get organs from animals from a butcher in Windsor but ‘one day, Eric Blair killed a jackdaw with a catapult on the roof of the college chapel, which was entirely illegal, and we then took it round to the biology lab and dissected it. … We made a great mistake of slitting the gall bladder and therefore flooding the place with, er, … Well, it was an awful mess. It seems funny looking back on it that this passion for finding out wasn’t encouraged more by the authorities.’ Orwell, he recalled, was ‘one of those boys who thought for himself’ – he delighted in endless argument (Remembering Orwell, pp. 18–19).

11 Milking a goat in Morocco

(© Sonia Blair; image courtesy of The George Orwell Archive, UCL Library Services)

Orwell is milking one of the two goats he kept at the Villa Simon which he and Eileen rented near Marrakech. In a letter of 3 December 1938 to Mary Common, who with her husband, Jack, was renting the Orwell’s cottage at Wallington, Eileen writes with typically ironic humour that the goats had become ‘more satisfactory’ because ‘they were right out of milk and that saves trouble’. They were milked twice a day; the yield was small and was accompanied by ‘cries of agony’ whilst she allowed ‘some good cows milk’ to boil over (XI, p. 250). Orwell is being helped here by their servant, Mahdjoub Mahommed (or Mahjroub as Eileen spells his name), who would hold the goat’s head and hind leg. Mahdjoub had served for fifteen years in an Arab line regiment in the French army and received a small pension of about five francs a day (about eight pence in 1938).

12–16 Moroccan photographs

(The George Orwell Archive, UCL Library Services)

Whilst in Morocco, Orwell and Eileen took a number of photographs of people and agricultural activities. In his Morocco Diary for 21 January 1939 Orwell writes of spending a week at Taddert in the Atlas Mountains about ninety-five kilometres from Marrakech at an elevation of 1,650 metres. The hotel they stayed in was ‘exactly like a cheap Paris hotel’. He enjoyed the vegetation – fairly good grass, oak and firs, walnut trees (a favourite of Orwell’s), figs and almonds. He was much impressed by the Chleuh people who lived in that region, describing them as ‘remarkable … The men are not greatly different in appearance from Arabs, but the women are exceedingly striking … with black hair and remarkable eyes. None are veiled, and all wear a cloth round their heads tied with blue or black cords’. They spoke their own Berber dialect and Arabic but very little French (XI, pp. 324–6).

Orwell took considerable interest in the troops he saw in French Morocco – French, Senegalese, Arab and members of different nationalities serving in the French Foreign Legion. He writes in his Diary for 12 March 1939 that ‘Five English and Americans from the Foreign Legion have been to visit us from time to time’, though his descriptions of each shows that none is, properly speaking, English. One, a Scot, he met only once. Possibly the four depicted are three or four of those whom he describes. The bandsman, Smith, an American (who may also be in the centre of the group of three described as British and American), was about forty, had a good many years service, and was ‘not intelligent but evidently good-hearted’. The other three named and described are Craig, ‘Glasgow Irish, but Orange. Fairly superior working-class’ about twenty-five, healthy and of good physique but who, after two years in the Legion had spent half his time in prison camps having made two attempts to desert. Williams, an American, possibly with ‘a touch of dark blood’, had spent 15 years in the Legion and worked as an orderly in the Officers’ Mess; on his discharge he would remain in Morocco with a pension of about 500 frs a month. Finally, Rowlands, aged between thirty and thirty-five whom Orwell describes as ‘Superior’ type with a ‘curious accent which might belong to an Eurasian’. He had served five years and thought he would not re-engage, ‘Gentle disposition, thoughtful type, but not intelligent’. Life in the Legion was now they said ‘thoroughly dull’ and its membership predominately German. For the first six months of service they were ‘usually unable to smoke’ (XI, pp. 343–3)

17 Norah Myles

(© Margaret Durant)

One of Eileen’s close friends when she was studying at St Hugh’s College, Oxford, was Elizabeth Norah Symes, known by her second name, Norah. They both graduated in English in 1927. Norah was born in Clifton, Bristol, on 8 March 1906. Her father was a physician. She had attended Badminton School before going up to Oxford, and it was at Oxford that she met her future husband, Quartus St Leger Myles, himself a GP and the son of a physician and surgeon in Bristol. They were married at All Saints’ Church, Bristol, by the Bishop of Malmesbury on 17 August 1933 and settled in Bristol. They had no children and after Norah’s death in 1994 the bulk of their estate passed to Norah’s nephew, John Durant, including the letters reproduced here. John Durant died in 2000. I am very grateful to his widow, Mrs Margaret Durant, for making available this picture of Norah, taken before her marriage to Quartus. There is in one of Eileen’s last letters, 25 March 1945, a reference that has until now been unexplained. This suggests that Norah and Quartus (unidentified when the edition was published) would bring up Richard ‘beautifully’ were Eileen to die but that Orwell had never met them and, she writes, ‘I can’t arrange it’ now because Quartus was in India. Four days later Eileen died whilst undergoing an operation. In fact, Norah told Mrs Durant that she had met Orwell once or twice and found him ‘rather intimidating’. There is a curious irony in Eileen’s pet name, ‘Pig’, used to sign off these letters, and the prominent role of pigs in Animal Farm, with the writing of which Eileen was closely associated.

18 Orwell in the Home Guard. Fredric Warburg is sitting next to Orwell

(The George Orwell Archive, UCL Library Services)

Sergeant Orwell with other members of the Home Guard. The location is not known. Orwell describes in his wartime Diary for 13 June 1940 attending a meeting of the Local Defence Volunteers (later the Home Guard) at the Committee Room at Lord’s Cricket Ground on the preceding day. He recalled that his last visit to Lord’s had been in 1921 for the Eton-Harrow cricket match. ‘At that time I should have felt like going into the Pavilion, not being a member of the M.C.C., was on a par with pissing on the altar’. Next to Orwell is Fredric Warburg, his publisher, then a lance-corporal. Warburg had served as a lieutenant in the First World War and had fought at Passchendaele. He was happy to serve under Orwell, whom he admired Orwell immensely. ‘Orwell’s expression,’ he wrote, ‘was Cromwellian in its intensity’. Among the other members of his section were two wholesale grocers, an owner of a large garage and his son, a van driver who worked for Selfridges, and Denzil Jacobs, a chartered accountant (later a navigator in the RAF) and his uncle, both of whom visited Orwell in hospital shortly before his death. Mr Jacobs told the editor that though ‘short on small talk’ to Orwell ‘commitment was everything’. Orwell wrote several lectures for the Home Guard which have survived, especially on street fighting, field fortifications and mortars (XII, pp. 328-40).

19 Orwell with his little boy, Richard

(c Vernon Richards Estate; image courtesy of The George Orwell Archive, UCL Library Services)

Writing to Norah on New Year’s Day 1938, Eileen confesses a sense of jealousy at seeing her friend Mary with her little boy: ‘I should like a son and we don’t have one’. Richard was born on 14 May 1944 and his legal adoption by Eileen and Orwell was completed in March 1945, just three weeks before Eileen’s death. Writing to Orwell’s agent, Leonard Moore, on 2 March she declared how ‘passionately interested’ Orwell was in Richard. According to his father, she wrote, Richard was ‘very highly gifted … a very thoughtful little boy’ as well as very beautiful. And she added that ‘he really is a very nice baby’ (XVII, p. 81). After Eileen’s death, Orwell engaged Susan Watson to help him care for Richard. She told Stephen Wadhams that Orwell was very tender with Richard and ‘treated me as a guardian would a ward. I think in a Dickensian way George was fond of me’ (Remembering Orwell, p. 158). A particular sadness for Orwell as he lay dying of TB was the fear of infecting Richard. He could see him only very briefly and, as it were, at arm’s length. The Blair family portrait on the wall is one of the ‘paintings of ancestors’ which covered the walls of the Blairs’ house in Southwold, to which Eileen refers in her letter of November 1936.

20 Wedding menu, 1949

(The George Orwell Archive, UCL Library Services)

On 13 October 1949, just over three months before his death, Orwell married Sonia Brownell. Orwell was so ill that the wedding took place by Special Licence in his hospital room. It was conducted by the Revd W. H. Braine, resident chaplain at University College Hospital. Afterwards, although Orwell was not fit to attend, David Astor gave a lunch at the Ritz Hotel in Piccadilly. This is the menu. Unusually, but correctly, Sonia signs herself Sonia Blair. The other signatories are Roger Senhouse (of Secker & Warburg), Robert Kee, who gave away the bride, and his publishing partner, James McGibbon; Sonia’s friend Janetta Woolley, then married to Robert Kee; Celia Kirwan, a long-time friend of Orwell’s; David Astor, who had stood as best man, and Mamaine Koestler, Celia’s twin sister.

21 Track over the hills, Jura

(c Peter Hort; image courtesy of The George Orwell Archive, UCL Library Services)

As early as 20 June 1940 Orwell wrote that he was ‘thinking always of my island in the Hebrides, which I suppose I shall never possess nor even see’. Then, with typical Orwellian humour he tells a story circulating of a woman who escaped to the Hebrides in order to avoid air raids. However, it was claimed, she became the first air-raid casualty: ‘the R.A.F. dropping a bomb there by mistake.’ Sardonically he adds, ‘Good if true’. Orwell first visited Jura in the summer of 1944, staying in a cottage on the island. He visited Barnhill, which he would later rent, and Jura became, in effect, his ‘Golden Country’ of which he would write in Nineteen Eighty-Four, and where most of the novel was written. In one of her last letters to her husband, Eileen wrote of arrangements for renting and decorating Barnhill. Alas, she would never see it. It proved a wonderful retreat for Orwell, though not one that, in the light of his illness, was very practical. He developed a smallholding at Barnhill and left designs for its development over three seasons with details of which fruit trees should be planted. A major difficulty was access. As he would explain to his many visitors: one left Glasgow Central at 7.55 a.m. for Gourock, took a boat to Tarbert East, then a bus to Tarbert West, a second boat to Craighouse on Jura, arriving about 3.30 p.m. and then by hire car to Ardlussa – then walk some seven miles, carrying luggage and rations, on the track depicted here to Barnhill. Craighouse was twenty-three rough miles to the south, and it was there that the nearest telephone, shop and doctor were to be found. Despite the long trek and the difficulty of catering in those post-war years, Orwell had many visitors. On one occasion in 1948 there were so many that a tent had to be erected in the garden to accommodate them (see Crick, plate 30). For Orwell, this was indeed his Golden Country.
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1. George Orwell held by his mother, Ida Mabel, on the day he was baptised
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2. Orwell’s father, Richard Walmesley Blair, seen here in his retirement striding through Southwold
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3. Orwell relaxing at Eton
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4. Orwell unbuttoned
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5. Orwell (third row, next to the wall on the right) with his Election in his final year at Eton, 1921
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6. Orwell standing by the East Cliff near Southwold
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10. Orwell aiming a catapult in Morocco
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18. Orwell in the Home Guard. Fredric Warburg is sitting next to Orwell
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19. Orwell with his little boy, Richard
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Notes

I Raimbault–Orwell correspondence

To George Orwell

1. La Nouvelle revue française – N. R. F. – was founded in 1909. It published literary articles and serialised novels (e.g. La Condition humaine by André Malraux), and served also as a publishing offshoot of Gallimard. Sometimes it is the journal (and italicised) and sometimes the publishing house, although which is which is not always clear. As is customary with letters in The Collected Works, Raimbault’s letters are presented as he typed them but, where it might be helpful, the customary sic sign [°] is inserted.

2. William Faulkner (1897–1962) published Sanctuary in 1931. He was awarded the Nobel Prize for Literature in 1949. There is an interesting remark in the 15th edition of the Encyclopaedia Britannica (1974) on Faulkner and his French translator, which it does not name. This must be Raimbault, who translated several of Faulkner’s books. It states that in the early 1940s Faulkner ‘seemed close to being forgotten – not in France, where his novels had been ably translated’ and amongst academics (vol 7, pp. 196–7). Orwell reviewed Faulkner’s Hamlet on 9 November 1940 (XII, 703). He found it fatiguing to read, its sentences having crammed into them ‘thoughts which occur to him in passing but which have not necessarily much to do with the matter in hand’. He ‘quite failed to discover the plot of the story’ and concluded that a second reading might ‘extract something more definite, but it is my honest opinion that it would not be worth while’ (p. 282). Orwell discusses the manner in which James Hadley Chase ‘borrows’ from Sanctuary in his No Orchids for Miss Blandish in ‘Raffles and Miss Blandish’, in Horizon, October 1944, and in Politics, November 1944 (XVI, 2538). Raimbault also translated many other American novels – see biographical note on Raimbault in introduction to this section.

3. The Prix Goncourt, the most important literary prize in France, was established as a result of money left by Edmond de Goncourt (1822–96) to found the Académie Goncourt which makes the award. André Malraux (1901–76) received the award in 1933 following the publication of La Condition humaine, initially serialised in La Nouvelle revue française in the first months of 1933. For Malraux, see below, 210A, n. 3; also X, 210, n. 2 and XIX, 3209, n. 1.

4. Here of CW, I and Penguin Twentieth-Century Edition.

5. Possibly Raimbault is referring to Orwell’s ‘Evidently a word is an insult simply because it is meant as an insult, without reference to its dictionary meaning’, CW, I, p. 179.

6. Upton Sinclair (1878–1968), novelist and social reformer. He was important in the development of the documentary novel, blending fiction and journalism. He came to prominence with his sixth novel, The Jungle, 1906, which exposed conditions in the Chicago stockyards. He wrote his autobiography on a number of occasions but these earlier works were collected and revised in The Autobiography of Upton Sinclair, 1962. Orwell very briefly mentions The Jungle in a composite review that concentrates on Henry Miller’s Black Spring on 24 September 1936. He offers a rather cryptic assessment: the book is, he writes, ‘good if you like facts – and you can be sure they are authentic facts, for no one has ever got away with a libel action against Upton Sinclair’ (X, 325, p. 500). He had considerably more to say when reviewing Sinclair’s World’s End (which Raimbault translated). Sinclair, he says ‘has probably laid bare more iniquities than any writer of our time’. His books, though ‘classed as novels, are actually tracts’. He found The Jungle ‘a dreadful exposé of labour conditions’ and ‘truly moving’ but it concentrated too much on the conditions of the meat sold rather than that of the labourers. He quotes Sinclair himself: ‘I had aimed at the public’s heart and I hit its stomach’ (XII, 686, pp. 257–8). See also below, 211A, n. 6, and 262A, n. 4, for his Oil!.

7. From his letters it is apparent that Raimbault had originally been, as he was described in 1924 in the Irish journal, An Phoblact, a ‘famous French wood engraver’. He later became a teacher, writer and translator, and won a prize for his book on Le Mans, where he lived (see introductory biography). He had at least two children when he wrote this letter, twin girls aged sixteen or seventeen.

8. The page references to the current edition, with additional notes, are given below with Orwell’s answers in their English translation.

To R. N. Raimbault

1. The ensuing correspondence and notes give the progress of the publication of Burmese Days in the USA and England.

2. Burmese Days was published in France by Nagel, Paris, as Tragédie Birmane on 31 August 1946 in its series, ‘Collection des Grands Romans Étrangers’, which includes works by James T. Farrell, Capek, and Silone. Seven thousand eight hunded copies were printed, and they had not sold out by 1953. The translation was made by Guillot de Saix. (Willison) Orwell was paid a royalty of £5 17s 9d on 29 September 1945 (see 2756).

3. André Malraux (1901–76). Novelist and leftist intellectual. He left Paris for Indochina and China when he was 21 and became involved with the revolutionary movements then stirring. He founded the Young Annam League (a precursor of the Viet Nam League for Independence) and also a newspaper, L’Indochine enchainée (‘Indonesia in Chains’). He later travelled to Afghanistan and Iran and returned to Indochina in 1926. His experiences led to the novels, Les Conquérants (1928), initially inspired by a revolutionary strike in Canton, La Voie royale (1930), and, most successfully, La Condition humaine (1933), which took as its starting point the defeat by the Chinese Nationalist Revolutionary Party under Chiang Kai-shek of the Communists in 1928. He did not write an introduction for Down and Out, nor for Burmese Days. It was later suggested that he might write a preface to Homage to Catalonia but, despite his having served in Spain, did not do so. As he moved to the right, later becoming Minister of Information and then of Culture in General de Gaulle’s government after the war, that was perhaps unsurprising. From 1928 he was a member of Gallimard’s Reading Committee and, from 1929, its Artistic Director.

4. Orwell had passed Indian Police examinations in Hindi, Burmese and Shaw-Karen.

5. Orwell, as so often with language (and much else) was right when he wrote on p. 178 of Down and Out (CW, I), ‘No doubt in time “fucking”, like “bloody”, will find its way into the drawing-room and be replaced by some other word’. For ‘drawing-room’ now read ‘prime-time television’.

To Orwell

1. Charles Quint – Charles V (1500–58), King of Spain (1516–56) and Holy Roman Emperor (1519–56). In 1521 he rejected Luther’s doctrines and declared war on Protestantism. This attribution is sometimes given referring only to Spanish, Italian, French and German with French being spoken to men rather than ‘my friend’.

2. Gallimard, a major Paris publisher of which N. R. F. was an offshoot. In 1960 it published an edition of Keep the Aspidistra Flying. (Et Vive l’Aspidistra!)

3. Francis Carco was the pen-name of Francis Carcopino, who was born in New Caledonia 1886 but who had lived in Paris from about the age of 25, where he died in 1958. He was a novelist and poet who was particularly associated with Montmartre and his novels were often peopled by bohemian characters, criminals and prostitutes. His recent books had included Rue Pigalle (1927) and Brumes (1935). He wrote a biography in 1934, De Montmartre au Quartier latin.

4. Raimbault’s French translation of Orwell’s introduction is reproduced at X, 344 (pp. 536–7). The English original has not survived but a translation of the French version is reproduced at X, 211 (353–4).

5. La Vache enragée implies roughly ‘to suffer great hardship’ or ‘to rough it’. It was (though Orwell almost certainly did not know this and Raimbault might also have been unaware of it) the title of a satirical journal published in Paris in 1896 for which Toulouse-Lautrec designed a fine poster. The proposed subtitle was dropped.

6. Raimbault has in mind Confessions of an English Opium Eater (1822, 1856) by Thomas de Quincey (1785–1859). A copy of this book was among Orwell’s possessions at his death. Orwell might also have been interested in his On Murder as One of the Fine Arts (1827). De Quincey’s essay, ‘On the Knocking at the Gate in Macbeth’, is still important.

7. Sinclair was a prime organiser in the socialist movement in the early 1930s and in particular of EPIC (which anticipated the ‘Make Poverty History’ campaign of 2005 by seventy years). He stood as the Democratic candidate for Governor of California in 1934 but was defeated. Orwell is not known to have written to Sinclair nor he to him.

To Orwell

1. This is probably the first recorded European assessment (if private) that has come down to us of Burmese Days. Harper’s published the novel in New York on 25 October 1934 and a review by M. C. Hubbard appeared in the USA in Books on 28 October. It is intriguing how Raimbault sees Orwell breaking away from the pattern of English novels of the time.

To R. N. Raimbault

1. Orwell’s accents are either often lacking or at times in error in this letter. Perhaps his cold had affected him. There should be a grave accent not a circumflex over the ‘e’. In earlier letters the usual sign for sic, [°], has been inserted but oversights in Orwell’s French will no longer be so indicated. See also 16 December 1934, note 1.

2. Princess Marina of Greece married Prince George, Duke of Kent, on 29 November 1934. She proved with the public a gracious and very popular member of the Royal Family.

3. Shakespeare uses the word ‘nonpareil’ in five plays: Twelfth Night, 1.5.254; Macbeth, 3.4.18; Antony and Cleopatra, 3.2.11; Cymbeline, 2.5.8; and The Tempest, 3.2.100. The play to which Orwell refers is unclear. In three the reference is to a woman who is, as in Twelfth Night, ‘the nonpareil of beauty’. Macbeth refers to one of the murderers as a nonpareil and Enobarbus so describes Caesar.

4. For English adopting American practices, see Orwell’s complaint of the use in English of ‘the American habit of tying an unnecessary preposition on to every verb’ (‘As I Please, 56’, 26 January 1945, XVII/31).

5. The Adelphi was founded by John Middleton Murry in 1923. Orwell’s friend and literary executor, the artist Sir Richard Rees (suggested as underlying Ravelston in Keep the Aspidistra Flying) was its editor from 1930–7. Orwell’s first contribution was published in the issue of March–May 1930. For a long note on The Adelphi and those involved in its publication, see X, 95 (pp. 181–2).

6. Orwell continued to be interested in nursery rhymes, proposing a project thereon – see Fredric Warburg’s memorandum to Roger Senhouse, 14 January 1946 (2861). His dramatisation of ‘Little Red Riding Hood’ was broadcast in the BBC’s Children’s Hour programme on 9 July 1946. Writing to Rayner Heppenstall on 25 January 1947 he described Cinderella as ‘the tops so far as fairy stories go’ (3163).

7. Orwell had taught at Frays College, Uxbridge, Middlesex until December 1933, when he developed pneumonia. From January to October 1934 he lived with his parents in Southwold and there wrote A Clergyman’s Daughter. From October 1934 until January 1936 (that is, until he set off to see conditions in the Distressed Areas of the North, especially Wigan), he worked as a part-time assistant (with Jon Kimche) for Francis G. Westrope, proprietor of Booklovers’ Corner, 1 South End Road, Hampstead. Until mid-February 1935 he and Kimche lived with Mr and Mrs Westrope at 3 Warwick Mansions, Pond Street, in the same block as the bookshop. See X, 212.

To Orwell

1. The collection of short stories, These Thirteen, was published in 1931, the same year as Sanctuary.

2. It is ironic to find Raimbault using this phrase seventy years ago. Whilst preparing these letters some nations of ‘Old Europe’ took offence when this phrase was used by the American government to castigate them for refusing to participate in the invasion of Iraq. Raimbault also uses this phrase in his letter of 22 December. It has seemed to me proper here to capitalise the first letter of ‘old’ in the English translation. Jon Stewart, in his America (The Book): A Citizen’s Guide to Democracy Inaction (Penguin, 2005, pp. 194–5), presents a satirical colour map of ‘Old Europe’ from an American point of view.

3. Fannie Hurst (1889–1968) wrote rather sentimental novels which sympathised with the problems faced by women of different social classes. She also wrote plays and film scripts. Her autobiography, Anatomy of Me, was published in 1958. She served on a number of government committees during the New Deal.

4. This very short letter has survived in France. M. Malraux thanks M. Raimbault for sending Burmese Days, but he has not yet had time to read it.

5. Chevasson is not otherwise identified; he is not mentioned elsewhere in Orwell’s correspondence.

To R. N. Raimbault

1. Orwell was using an English typewriter and had to add accents afterwards in ink. He often missed them and his letter has a number of words from which accents have been omitted, for example, verité, ecrivain, separement, interêt, parle, votre, and apprecier. It is plain from other letters that Orwell knew, for example, that ‘etre’ should be ‘être’ and that in going over what he had typed he sometimes skipped over words requiring accents to be added in ink. His text is reproduced as he sent it. See also Orwell’s letters of 30 January, 11 March, and 13 July 1935 below.

2. John Rodker (1894–1955) was a poet, critic, and prolific translator. Among his own books are Dartmoor, following a sentence served there (1926), The Future of Futurism (1926), and Collected Poems, 1912–25 (1930). Of many translations perhaps might be mentioned Henri Barbusse’s Inferno (1932), Jules Romains’s The Body’s Rapture (1933), and two books by Mary Bonaparte (Consort of Prince George of Greece), Myths of War (1947) and Female Sexuality (1953). In 1943 he published a Soviet Anthology. Rodker’s link with Orwell is not known, however, in a letter to Eleanor Jaques on 30 November 1932 (151), p. 276, lines 4–5, he writes: ‘The friend who was going to lend me ‘Ulysses’ has at last got his copy back, & I shall go up to town one day to collect it, if I can manage it’. In the light of Orwell’s recommendation of John Rodker to R. M. Raimbault on 16 December 1934 (218A – see above), Gordon Bowker has suggested that the friend who would lend Orwell Ulysses was probably Rodker. Rodker had published an edition of Ulysses from Miss Sylvia Beach’s plates for the first edition with the imprint ‘Published by the Egoist Press, London, by John Rodker, Paris’ in the summer of 1922. For further details conveniently available, and the seizure of 499 of 500 copies of a January 1923 edition, see Richard Ellmann, James Joyce (1959), p. 521.

3. The Little Review was published in Chicago, New York and Paris. It ran from 1914 to May 1929. Ezra Pound acted as its foreign editor and then collaborator from April 1917 to Spring 1924.

To Orwell

1. On 24 December 1934 Orwell wrote to Leonard Moore at Christy and Moore asking him if the Italian rights for Down and Out and Burmese Days could be handed over to Amato (X, 220). Amato did not place either book in Italy.

To Orwell

1. Gwen Gilbert. This is the first time that the evidently strained relationship between Raimbault and Gilbert has surfaced. The Preface starts: ‘Mes dévoués traducteurs m’ont demandé d’écrire une courte préface pour l’édition française de ce livre’. See also 6 January 1935 (221D) n. 1 below.

2. The Preface ends, referring to Burmese Days: ‘Le premier va paraître dans quelques jours chez un éditeur de New-York’, so avoiding mention of Harper Brothers.

3. Thus, on the very first page, at line 7, ‘Sacrée salope!’ has replaced Orwell’s ‘Salope! Salope!’ and at lines 10–11, ‘Espéce de traînée!’ has replaced his ‘Putain! Salop!’. These and similar changes were incorporated in the Complete Works and Penguin Twentieth-Century editions (see CW, I, 222).

4. ‘Fill high the cup with Samian wine!’ is from Don Juan by Byron, canto 3, v. 86, 1. 9.

5. Identified by Les Éditions Jean-Michel Place as from Pierre de Ronsard, Sonnets pour Hélène (1578). Ronsard was one of Orwell’s favourite French authors. The meaning is very like that in Herrick, ‘Gather ye rosebuds whilst ye may’ – with roses for rosebuds.

6. This change was made in the French edition but not in the English edition. See CW, I, page 7, 15–16 (p. 222).

7. Fureux was accepted by Orwell and appears in CW, I, page 5, line 6 (p. 222).

8. Grape Nuts: trade name for a processed form of wheat or maize served with milk as a breakfast cereal and which purported to ‘keep you regular’. See CW, 1, p. 81, 1. 23, as ‘grape-nuts’. An advertisement for this product can be seen on a poster in one of the Mitchell and Kenyon films of about 1900.

9. For the resolution to this problem, see Orwell’s 3 January 1935 (221C), note 3.

10. Panaït Istrati (Gherassim Istrati, 1884–1935), Rumanian author and translator, wrote in, and translated into, French. He was at first encouraged in France by Romain Rolland (1866–1944) but Rolland and ‘all true friends of the USSR’ later rejected him because of his petit-bourgeois conception of liberty. He published La Russie nue in 1929 and Boris Souvarine (to whose Cauchemar en URSS (1937) Orwell refers in his review of Arthur Koestler’s Darkness at Noon, 4 January 1941 (XII, 741, p. 359)) wrote a study, Panaït Istrati et le communisme. He was a prolific writer in Rumanian and French, and translated novels by Upton Sinclair for French publishers. In his preface he compares Orwell with Gorki and Balzac. See note 2 to X, 157 (p. 300) for further details.

To R. N. Raimbault

1. Orwell was taken to task by M. Umberto Possenti, of the Hotel Splendide, 105 Piccadilly, London, in a letter to The Times, 31 January 1935, for traducing the ‘good name of French restaurateurs and hotelkeepers’. X, 159 (pp. 301–2). See also Raimbault’s letter to Orwell, 9 November 1935 (262A) below.

2. All the page numbers excepting probably 90 and 93 and those added in manuscript are crossed through. From the stroke separating ‘be’ and ‘able’, which had been run together by Orwell, the numbers inserted by hand look to be Orwell’s work.

3. This does not appear to have survived. However, the French edition has the following (to be found in CW, 1, p. 226 at 138/11–16): ‘Un pot à merde, v’là c’que t’es, un sacré pot à merde! Fous-toi ça dans ta sale gueule. Passe-toi ça entre les dents, eh fumier! Nom de Dieu, j’finirai par te casser le gueule. Un c … , t’es pas aut’chose; un enfant d’putain. Avale, espèce d’enc … ! V’là c’que j’pense de toi, lèche-cul, cresson d’pissotière, charogne, sale voyou!’ (p. 183 of the French edition). From this, ‘c ——’ has been salvaged in line 13 of the English edition.

To Orwell

1. Is this a reference to Gwen Gilbert? See 28 December (221A) n. 1 above.

2. ‘You’ll never get a drop off real toffs’: CW, I, 165, line 1. Raimbault’s alternative translates as ‘Posh people never give you a radish’, ‘radis’ = a farthing or any near-worthless coin.

3. ‘Nearer, my God, to Thee’: CW, I, 174, line 10.

To R. N. Raimbault

1. The cathedral of Saint Julien has one of the tallest and finest choirs in France, built in the thirteenth century. Amongst its other glories are a beautiful twelfth-century portal and magnificent thirteenth-century stained-glass windows. Le Mans has been, of course, the setting for the annual ‘Grand Prix des 24 heures du Mans’ since 1923. Orwell never visited Le Mans.

2. A Clergyman’s Daughter was published on 11 March 1935. Gollancz printed 2,000 copies and provided, according to Gollancz, 500 sets of sheets for publication in the USA by Harper’s; Harper’s say 1,000 sets. It has been reported as having been published in France by Gallimard in 1960, translated by Yvonne Davet, but I can find no copy or certain reference.

3. Orwell, using an English typewriter, had to add accents in ink after completing his letter. As above, he sometimes skipped over words needing accents or added them incorrectly, e.g. etudié, paraitre, epreuves, plait, meme. See also 16 December 1934, note 1 above. Orwell also added a circumflex to the ‘i’ in ‘remerciments’ on each occasion. (The correct spelling is ‘remerciements’.) Orwell’s text is reproduced as he sent it. See also Orwell’s next letter (11 March).

To R. N. Raimbault

1. A Clergyman’s Daughter was published by Gollancz on 11 March 1935.

2. As in earlier letters, Orwell adds by hand a grave instead of a circumflex accent over the first ‘e’ of ‘même’. See also 16 December note 1. ‘Recevez’ in the last sentence originally had an acute accent written over the final ‘e’, but indications show it to have been erased. As is customary in this edition, Orwell’s letters are reproduced as he wrote them as are Raimbault’s which, for example, often omit hyphens.

3. I have used ‘tripe’ for ‘barbouillage’ because ‘tripe’ is how Orwell described his novel when writing to Brenda Salkeld on 7 March 1935 (X, 242, p. 382). ‘Barbouillage’ may be translated as daubing (or a daub), scribbling, scrawl, rigmarole, or twaddle. In the same letter he excepts the first part of chapter three from this stricture, admitting he is pleased with it. It is always important to bear in mind Orwell’s tendency for self-deprecation.

4. This chapter starts at p. 151 in Complete Works, I, and similarly in the Penguin Twentieth-Century Classics edition. It is the section set in Trafalgar Square which some critics have complained is too heavily influenced by the Circe (Nighttown) section of James Joyce’s Ulysses. It is not known what Orwell marked nor what were his explications.

5. Orwell writes, as French, ‘eraser’ for ‘effacer’.

6. For Gollancz’s change of heart and the changes he wished made, with Orwell’s sketch map of Kyauktada (Katha) where Burmese Days is set, see X, 236–9. The book was published on 24 June 1935.

7. Orwell moved to a room in Mrs Rosalind Obermeyer’s flat at 77 Parliament Hill on, or just before, 14 February 1935. It was here, in March 1935, that he would meet Eileen O’Shaughnessy, whom he would marry on 9 June 1936.

To Orwell

2. Walpurgis Night is that before 1 May. According to popular superstition, the Devil holds a festival then on the Brocken in the Harz Mountains. This is dramatised by Goethe (1749–1832) in Part 1 of his Faust (1808). St Walpurgis was an English nun who helped convert the Germans to Christianity in the eighth century.

3. La tentation de Saint Antoine, a powerful prose poem, by Gustave Flaubert (1821–80) was published in 1874.

4. See Raimbault’s letter of 15 October 1934.

5. Victor Gollancz and his lawyer were worried that the names Orwell originally used (and which are to be found in current editions) might lead to libel actions. Although Orwell suspected that the India Office wished to stop the book’s publication, they seem to have been innocent of interfering. It is ironic that the present government of Burma (Myanmar) permits the pirating and open sale of the current Penguin edition of Burmese Days.

To Orwell

1. Panaït Istrati died on 16 April 1935. La Vache Enragée was published in Paris on 2 May 1935. For Istrati’s Preface in English, see X, pp. 353–4; in French, X, pp. 536–7.

2. Le Mans au Fil des Ans was published by Editions Ch. Hirvyl, Angers, in 1934. It has 146 pages, a plan, and wood engravings by Ch. Tranchard.

To R. N. Raimbault

1. As in earlier letters Orwell does not add some accents after having typed this letter, e.g. for ‘repondre’, ‘plait’, ‘tres’ (twice), ‘interesse’, ‘editeur’, ‘a’, and ‘Decembre’ (which he capitalises – as Raimbault does the months). That these are simple oversights by Orwell is apparent because he correctly accents ‘très’ in the first line of the final, full, paragraph, and many other words.

2. He had just passed fifty.

3. The words restored in the French edition have also been restored in CW, I and the Penguin Twentieth-Century Classics editions. Also included, on pp. 170 and 179 for example, are notes Orwell wrote for the French translation, reproduced in English.

4. Orwell typed ‘imprison’; five lines later he has ‘quand il aura eu le temps’.

5. Orwell briefly mentions Potocki de Montalk’s pamphlet, Snobbery with Violence in his article on pamphlet literature, 9 January 1943 (XIV, 1807, p. 302).

6. Thomas Sturge Moore (1870–1944), wood engraver, art historian and poet. This is the only reference to Moore in Orwell’s letters and writings, but see n. 7 below. Curiously, Raimbault was evidently originally known as a wood engraver: see his next letter, 262A.

7. The French edition of Burmese Days, Tragédie Birmane, was published in 1946 and translated by Guillot de Saix, a professional translator. Moore did not contribute an introduction.

8. In a letter to Yvonne Davet, 7 June 1938, Orwell refers to this meeting with Eugène Dabit and Mrs Sturge Moore, 7 June 1938 (XI, 449, p. 157). It is not quite clear from the letter to Yvonne Davet whether Orwell had dinner only with Dabit or with him and Mrs Moore, but ‘ensemble’ suggests all three. Dabit went to the USSR with André Gide as warm supporters of the Soviet Union, although Gide’s Retour de l’U. R. S. S. (November 1936; as Return from the USSR, April 1937) shows considerable disenchantment with what he found there, especially restriction as to what he might say (e.g. pp. 67–8). He dedicated the book ‘to the memory of Eugène Dabit beside whom, with whom [these pages] were lived and thought’. On pp. 54–5 of the English translation, Gide describes how Dabit fell ill at Sebastopol but first enjoyed ‘to the full the performance that the children gave us, particularly a dance by the exquisite little Tajik[i]stan girl, called, I think, Tamar – the very same little girl that is portrayed being embraced by Stalin in enormous posters that cover the walls of Moscow’. It was, Dabit told him, ‘One of the most exquisite memories of the Soviet Union … It was his last day of happiness’. Dabit (1898–1936) published L’Hotel du nord in 1929, Faubourgs de Paris, of which the eighth edition was published in 1933, Villa oasis, ou les faux bourgeois (1932), and Un Mort tout neuf (1934). In 1953, Maurice Dubourg published Eugène Dabit et André Gide, with eighteen of Gide’s previously unpublished letters. This and the letter to Davet give the only references to Dabit in Orwell’s writings.

9. This would be Keep the Aspidistra Flying. In the event, Orwell regarded both novels as pot-boilers and did not wish either of them to be reprinted unless they might earn his heir a little money. Orwell delivered the typescript just before leaving to fight in the Spanish Civil War. It was published in April 1936.

10. At Southwold in Suffolk.

To Orwell

1. Batz-sur-Mer is on the Côte Sauvage of the peninsula which extends westwards from La Baule. It is some 225 kilometres from Le Mans. Michelin marks as a feature a panoramic viewing point from the Rocks of Batz-sur-Mer, perhaps those to which Raimbault refers.

2. Nothing further seems to have come of this contact – but see Orwell’s reply to Raimbault of 22 December 1935.

3. Although the first French edition did not sell well – it was still in print in 1953 – it proved worth publishing as Dans la dèche a quarter-century later. This phrase appears in Arnold Bennett’s Paris scenes of The Old Wives’ Tale (1908), meaning ‘destitute’ – ‘in the ditch’ (III, 6, iii).

4. Upton Sinclair’s Oil!’ was published in the USA in 1927. It dramatically exposes the corruption during the Presidency of Warren G. Harding, 1921–3. Harding died in office and some of his appointees were sentenced to long terms of imprisonment; others committed suicide. In 1928, Albin Michel published Raimbault’s translation, La Pétrôle.

5. Ramón Fernandez wrote studies of André Gide (1931), on Phillippe Barrès (1943), and Proust (1944). He is not mentioned elsewhere in association with Orwell.

6. Paul Morand wrote a series of essays, some on English literature, titled Monplaisir … en littérature (2 vols, NRF Gallimard, 1967 and 1969). He became a member of L’Académie française. He is not mentioned elsewhere in association with Orwell.

7. An Phoblacht (‘The Republican’), Irish journal published in Dublin, 1925–79. It is now the title of a Sinn Fein newspaper. Presumably Raimbault has mistaken the date.

8. Orwell, as author, stayed in the Hôtel des Trois Moineaux (The Three Sparrows’ Hotel) in the Rue du Coq d’Or in Down and Out (I, pp. 1 and 2). This was actually 6 Rue du Pot de Fer a few metres to the west of Place Monge metro station.

To R. N. Raimbault

1. ‘press-’ appears at the end of a line and Orwell probably intended to continue with ‘ure’ on the next line, for ‘pressure’. No letter to Jean Pons has survived.

2. Although Danish and Swedish rights were sold to the journals Magazinet and Fib respectively in 1948 and 1949, there is no record of a French publication of ‘A Hanging’ (Adelphi, August 1931) in Orwell’s lifetime.

3. Keep the Aspidistra Flying was published by Gollancz on 20 April 1936. No French edition appeared until 1960 when Gallimard published Yvonne Davet’s translation as Et Vive l’Aspidistra! No. 2 of 35 special copies was exhibited by Dan Leab at the Grolier Club, New York, Fall, 1996.

II Eileen Blair’s letters to Norah Myles

Tuesday [3 or 10 November 1936?]

1. It is quite difficult to work out when Eileen, and presumably Orwell, were at Southwold. All Orwell’s letters written between the wedding and his leaving for Spain were addressed from The Stores, Wallington (although that does not mean they were all necessarily sent from that address and in her letter Eileen asks Norah to write to her at Southwold) and, as note 8 shows, he was very busy writing throughout this time. It does seem probable that Orwell would have gone to Southwold to see his parents before he went off to Spain. Eileen refers to Wednesdays the 18th and 25th. The only month when those days fell on that date in the autumn of 1936 were in November. Supposing she has the days right (she offers the rather vague ‘a Tuesday’) it looks as if the probable dates for this letter are either 2nd or 10th November, giving time for Norah to reply by post to arrange to meet in London.

2. Orwell’s parents’ home.

3. Orwell was able to roll his own cigarettes by hand but evidently Eileen required a small hand-roller.

4. Eileen and Orwell married on 9 June 1936 at Wallington church. They then lived in The Stores, Wallington, Hertfordshire. The landlord of the Stores was a Mr Dearman and he had leased the cottage to Orwell’s aunt, Elaine (Nellie) Limouzin. She leased it to Orwell for 7s 6d a week (37½p – roughly £13 at today’s values) as from 1 April 1936 (the date of Orwell’s first letter written from that address, CW, X, 297, and see note 1, p. 468). Although the rent was very low, the cottage was spartan to the point of being primitive. It had two downstairs rooms, one used for the shop and with an alcove for a Calor-gas cooker, and two bedrooms. There was no electricity, no bathroom, and the privy was at the end of the garden. The cottage still survives, much modernised; see Illustration 7.

5. Nellie Limouzin had lived in Paris with her husband, Eugène Adam, an ardent Esperantist, when Orwell was living there (1928–9). Adam left Nellie and went to Mexico where, in 1947, he committed suicide. Complete Works prints a long letter from her to Orwell dated 3 June 1933 (174). When Orwell and Eileen were in Spain she stayed at The Stores and Eileen arranged that a copy of The Road to Wigan Pier should be sent to her there on 11 February 1937 (XI, p. 11).

6. Eileen’s mother, Marie O’Shaughnessy, evidently spent the week before the wedding with her daughter and Orwell, doubtless preparing for the event. Given the cramped and bare conditions, and the pre-wedding tensions, it can be readily understood why Eileen was so distressed – and also why she found Aunt Nellie’s long stay very burdensome. Only immediate family attended the wedding, although biographies differ as to who was present. It is generally agreed that Orwell’s father and mother and his sister, Avril, came over from Southwold bearing some of the family silver as a wedding gift (according to Peter Stansky and William Abrahams, p. 156), and that Eileen’s mother and brother, Laurence, and his wife, Gwen, were present. These were the guests according to Lydia Jackson’s autobiography, A Russian’s England (1976). She says she did not know if she would have been invited but in any case she was abroad at the time. Jeffrey Meyers says that Orwell’s father was not present but Gordon Bowker states ‘Richard Blair and Eileen’s mother signed the marriage certificate’ (p. 189), also reported by Stansky and Abrahams (p. 156). Bowker believes Orwell’s sister, Marjorie, was present (p. 188) but he is alone in that. Michael Shelden (p. 266) and Gordon Bowker (p. 188) state that the wedding was conducted by the Revd. J. H. Woods and Bowker adds that he had prepared Eileen for confirmation when she lived in South Shields; he had since moved to become Vicar of Galston, Rutland. The ‘obey’ clause was omitted from the ceremony according to a letter Orwell wrote to Brenda Salkeld on 10 June (Bowker below, p. 96). Only one letter from Eileen to her mother survives, that written from Barcelona, 22 March 1937 (XI, 363).

7. On 12 June Orwell submitted a ‘sketch’ – ‘Shooting an Elephant’ – to John Lehmann, editor of New Writing. It was published in New Writing, 2, Autumn, 1936 (see X, 317 and 326).

8. As well as sending off ‘Shooting an Elephant’, between his wedding and leaving for Spain, Orwell was very busy earning money from book reviewing and was writing The Road to Wigan Pier, which he handed in to his agent on 15 December 1936, just before he left for Spain. In this time he wrote twelve reviews of thirty-two books and two articles, ‘Bookshop Memories’ and the lengthy, ‘In Defence of the Novel’.

9. Very confusingly, especially later in letters Eileen was to write from Spain, her brother Laurence was also known in the family as Eric.

10. Although it is not certain, the reference to October implies it is past or nearly past. The ‘next book’ would be The Road to Wigan Pier. This account of their penuriousness and the statement that it was an advance that was awaited, firmly puts paid to Stephen Wadhams’s suggestion that Orwell was ‘armed with a large advance from Victor Gollancz’ to travel north to Wigan (Remembering Orwell, p. 50) and that this was £500, as Geoffrey Gorer told Sir Bernard Crick (p. 278). For the arithmetical impossibility of such a huge advance being paid, see Davison, George Orwell: A Literary Life (1996), pp. 67–9. The most Orwell may have been paid for costs to travel north and to live there was, if anything, £50. As late as 29 October 1936, Gollancz, in a letter to Orwell’s literary agent, Leonard Moore, was ‘wondering what Orwell was up to’ (Taylor, 440), so Gollancz seemed unaware that Orwell was actually writing a book for him to publish. The advance offered when Orwell met Gollancz on 21 December 1936, after the manuscript had been delivered, was £100 (Taylor, p. 195).

11. Dr Laurence Frederick O’Shaughnessy (1900–40), was born at Sunderland and left school aged 15 to do war work. He studied in coastguards’ huts until he was old enough to read medicine at Newcastle Medical School, from which he graduated FRCS aged 21. In 1924 he joined the Sudan Medical Service and was in charge of the hospital at Omdurman for 7 years. During his leaves he visited Ferdinand Sauerbruch in Berlin and became interested in thoracic surgery. When he returned to England he received the first Royal College of Surgeons’ research fellowship in order to investigate the blood supply to the heart in cardiac ischaemia and he developed surgical treatments for pulmonary tuberculosis. By April 1933 he was applying omental grafts and in 1936 successfully developed the technique on a 64-year-old heart patient. The following year he was awarded the Hunter Medal Triennial Prize for research work in surgery of the thorax and in that same year his and Sauerbruch’s Thoracic Surgery was published; it was the proofs of this book that Eileen was reading. As the account of his life (from which these notes are taken) in Stephen Westaby’s Landmarks in Cardiac Surgery (OUP 1998, pp. 209–10) states. ‘In a few years, O’Shaughnessy created a new outlook in cardiac surgery and did more to advance this subject than anyone, in England, if not the world’. When war came in 1939, believing that chest wounds needed immediate treatment, he volunteered to serve at a casualty clearing station for the British Expeditionary Force in Flanders. He was killed by a stray bullet during the retreat to Dunkirk.

12. Lydia Jackson (1899–1983; née Jiburtovitch) was born in Leningrad. She came to London in 1925 and married Meredith Jackson, a lecturer in law at Cambridge University; they divorced in 1935. She and Eileen were very close friends. Both had studied as postgraduates at University College London. She and Eileen worked together on intelligence testing of children. Lydia graduated in 1942 and was awarded a DPhil by Oxford University in 1949. She practised child psychotherapy and, under the pen-name, Elisaveta Fen, translated Chekhov’s plays. She often visited the cottage at Wallington and describes life there in her autobiography, A Russian’s England, pp. 347–8 and 377–8. She gives a good account of Eileen (pp. 341–4) and of her relationship with Orwell (pp. 348 and 349). Orwell later endeavoured unsuccessfully to have an affair with her. She writes in her autobiography, ‘I was convinced he was very fond of Eileen and I was in no sense a rival to her’ (p. 419).

13. This is as written by Eileen: nothing has been left out.

14. The family background is well summarised by Sir Bernard Crick in A Life, p. 46–7 and in the family bible. Orwell’s great-grandfather, Charles Blair (1743–1820), owned plantations and slaves in Jamaica, and he married Lady Mary Fane. He was wealthy for a time but eventually his fortune dwindled away. Eric’s grandfather, Thomas Richard Arthur, was a cousin and godson of the Earl of Westmorland. He entered the church as a deacon in Calcutta in 1839 and served as a priest in Tasmania in 1843. He returned to England in 1854, marrying a fifteen-year-old girl, Fanny, on the way in the Cape of Good Hope, and was appointed Vicar of Milborne St Andrew, Dorset. His tenth child, and Orwell’s father, Richard, entered the Indian Civil Service in the unfashionable Opium Department. He married Ida Mabel Limouzin, then 21, in 1896. Though born in Penge, South London, she lived most of her early life in Moulmein, Burma. As Emma Larkin reports in Finding George Orwell in a Burmese Teashop (2004), there is a street sign, ‘Leimmaw-zin’, which means Orange-shelf Street but is a corruption of Limouzin Street (pp. 145–6). The phrase ‘on the shivering verge of gentility’ does not sound like Orwell; it does not appear in his ‘new book’, presumably Keep the Aspidistra Flying, published by Victor Gollancz on 20 April 1936, nor in the one he was writing, The Road to Wigan Pier. This may suggest it appeared in a draft read by Eileen. If so, that suggests a greater involvement by Eileen in Orwell’s writing (other than for Animal Farm, where it is well established) than has been suspected.

15. ‘miss’ is obscured; it could be ‘cross’. The import seems to be to persuade Norah to ignore Eileen’s complaints – this letter has got out of hand – and concentrate on arranging to meet on Wednesday the 18th or 25th.

16. It is ironical that Eileen’s pet name should have been that of the animals Orwell pilloried in Animal Farm.

undated [16 February 1937?]

1. Eileen wrote to Orwell’s agent, Leonard Moore, on 11 February from 24 Croom’s Hill to arrange, among other things, to whom complimentary copies of The Road to Wigan Pier should be sent. In that letter she says ‘I may go to Spain next week’ which would be the week beginning Monday 15 February, ‘in any case I am hoping to go the week after next’. In this letter she says she was going on the 23rd, a Tuesday, in that week after next, but it appears she is now leaving in a rush. The ‘tomorrow’ could perhaps be Wednesday the 17th (see the reference to her last unrationed dinner), but she may not go until Thursday (which would be the 18th). If that is so, the possible date for this letter is Tuesday 16th February.

2. The O’Shaughnessy family home in London, SE 10.

3. salvo conducto: safe conduct.

4. John McNair (1887–1968), a Tynesider and an indefatigable worker for Socialism all his life. He represented the Independent Labour Party in Barcelona from August 1936 to June 1937, and was the Party’s General Secretary 1939–55. His ‘unfortunate telephone voice’ might have been caused by his Geordie accent, with which Eileen, who came from South Shields, would have been familiar. She was quite probably being comically ironic.

5. Leave was not given and when Eileen wrote to her mother on 22nd March she said that leave was overdue.

6. No such letter survives.

7. It is a common mistake to believe that Orwell was commissioned to go to Wigan and to write The Road to Wigan Pier by the Left Book Club. In fact the Club had not been formed when he left for Wigan and it was not decided by the Club to adopt the book until January 1937, well after Orwell had handed in his manuscript. It was initially intended by Victor Gollancz that it would only be a trade edition of 2,000 copies. He was paid an advance of £100. A further 150 copies of the trade edition earned him a slightly higher royalty of 15% and after his agent had taken his 10% commission, Orwell would have been left with £105.13s, just clearing his advance. The Left Book Club edition, though much cheaper, sold very well and earned him about £560 less agent’s commission – wealth by Orwell’s standards.

8. She tells her mother on 22 March, after her return from the front, ‘I’m enjoying Barcelona again’, so her worst fears were not realised, at least from that point of view. And the excitements of the ‘May Events’ in Barcelona she was to experience in all their pain.

9. Of course, Orwell was hurt – he was shot through the throat – and the action of the Communists in violently suppressing Orwell’s unit, the POUM, meant they had to leave surreptitiously on 23 June 1937 (with John McNair and the young Stafford Cottman). Had Orwell and Eileen known it, steps were being taken to charge them as spies by the Communists (see CW, XI, 374A). It is apparent that, after the difficult start to their married life, they were seen very differently by Orwell’s colleagues in Spain. One of those who saw them together on the Huesca front, Jock Branthwaite, said, ‘She worshipped the ground he walked on. She’d do anything for him. Anything Eric did, he was the greatest’ (Stephen Wadhams, Orwell Remembered, 1984, p. 84), and he was not alone of Orwell’s company (by whom she was much admired) in assessing them as ‘soul-mates’ (Gordon Bowker, p. 210).

10. Eric here = her brother Laurence, who was called Eric by his family. Norah lived in Bristol, at Clifton. Ernest William Hey Groves (1872–1944) was also a distinguished surgeon. He specialised in the reconstructive surgery of the hip and developed the use of bone grafts. He was Professor of Surgery at Bristol Medical School and he also lived at Clifton. Laurence’s lecture, the Carey Combes Memorial Lecture on ‘The Pathology and Surgical Treatment of Cardiac Ischaemia’, was given in 5 May 1937. The lecture was published in The Bristol Medico-Chirugical Journal, Summer 1937 (of which Hey Groves was for many years assistant editor) and Laurence was there described as ‘Consultant Surgeon to the Lambeth Cardiovascular Clinic (L.C.C.), London’.

11. Mary = Bertha Mary Wardell: see 714A, no. 6.

New Year’s Day, 1938

1. Homage to Catalonia, published by Secker & Warburg, 25 April 1938.

2. Peace Pledge Union. Orwell has been said to have been a member but this is almost certainly not so. Orwell did buy some of their pamphlets and a receipt, no. 20194, exists in the Orwell Archive for 2s 6d, dated 12 December 1937, from Mrs E. Blair – Eileen. That was thought to be a receipt for pamphlets but it seems to have been her subscription to join PPU. See CW, XI, 414A.

3. John Langdon-Davies (1897–1971), journalist and author. He wrote for the News Chronicle (a liberal-inclined daily newspaper now defunct) from Spain and was joint secretary, with the Communist lawyer Geoffrey Byng, of the Soviet sponsored Commission of Inquiry into Alleged Breaches of the Non-Intervention Agreement in Spain. Following his experiences in Barcelona, he wrote Air Raid (1938), advocating large-scale evacuation and underground highways. Orwell’s ‘refusal to accept the politics of liquidation and elimination’ led to sneering by ‘harder Communists’ (of which Langdon-Davies was one) at Homage to Catalonia; see Valentine Cunningham, British Writers of the Thirties (1988), p. 4.

4. George(s) Kopp (1902–51), was Orwell’s commander in Spain. They were then very close friends but their friendship cooled in the late 1940s. It was Kopp who did much to care for Orwell after he was wounded in the throat and the drawing that survives of Orwell’s wound (sent with reports to Dr Laurence O’Shaughnessy for his advice, 31 May, 1 and 10 June 1937, XI, 369) reveals a little of Kopp’s skill as a draughtsman. Eileen’s opening her heart to Norah here tells us much more than has previously been conjectured. Kopp, to put it politely, was in many ways a man of mystery and the full facts of his life are still not fully known. However, recent work by Bert Govaerts (Antwerp) has revealed much about him and this corrects much of what was previously believed. The editor has generously been given Mr Govaerts’s latest findings and these are reproduced here as Section III, ‘George Kopp Further Revealed’, to which readers are directed.

5. Dellian for Delian, related to the island of Delos, a Greek island and home of an oracle who posed obscure and convoluted responses to questions put to it.

6. Such operations give an impression of greater activity on the Huesca front than Orwell himself modestly suggested.

7. There has been some disagreement about if and when Orwell first read Marx: see XI, 386, n. 1, p. 65–6. Richard Rees records in George Orwell: Fugitive from the Camp of Victory (1961) that everyone at the Adelphi Summer School in 1936 was astonished by his knowledge of Marx (p. 147). See Crick, p. 629, n. 49.

8. The last two letters of this line are ‘bi’ which are conjectured to represent ‘his’, the last letter being typed over the edge of the page.

9. Eileen and George would, of course, adopt Richard shortly after he was born on 14 May 1944.

10. To ‘correct’ an unwanted pregnancy, which Eileen clearly was hoping for.

11. Phyllis Guimaraens read Modern Languages at St Hugh’s. Her father was a shipper of port wine; they lived at Petridge Wood, Redhill, Surrey. She married Harold Gabell on 5 June 1926 at St Peter’s, Eaton Square, London. Jenny Joseph suggests that The Mammett was a one-time tutor at St Hugh’s or connected with the Senior Members’ Association.

12. Norah had two sisters, Jean and Ruth. Jean married Maurice Durant and was the mother of John, Margaret Durant’s husband. Ruth married William (Billy) Martin and they had two daughters, the older one, June, died recently and her younger sister, Elisabeth died when she was about forty. Norman was John’s older brother.

13. Orwell took a second, carbon, copy of Homage to Catalonia to his agent, Leonard Moore, on 12 February 1938. Eileen’s reference to their being so rich may be ironic but could refer to royalties received for the Left Book Club edition of The Road to Wigan Pier (see above 361A, no. 7). In the middle of March 1938 Orwell was rushed to Preston Hall Sanatorium: see XI, 432. Although it was a little way ahead, the ‘holiday’ to which Eileen refers might have been delayed because of Orwell’s illness and then spent at Chapel Ridding, Windermere, about the middle of July. Why she went there is not known, but see XI, 468, n. 1.

14. Orwell told Leonard Moore on 6 December 1937 that he had finished ‘the rough draft of the Spanish book and begun revising’ (XI, p. 101). What the book proposed was, for which Eileen is revising a script, is not known. It is possible that it might be the projected ‘Poverty in Practice’ for which Orwell received a contract from Thomas Nelson & Sons Ltd on 18 June 1938. He was not well enough to go ahead with this and the contract was not signed. However, it is not known whether or not this was a joint publication. As Orwell’s proposed advance was only £50 (even Gollancz had started to pay him larger advances and he received an advance of £150 for Homage to Catalonia) that is a possibility.

I think it’s nearly Christmas [14–17 December 1938]

1. Laurence O’Shaughnessy Jnr, who is referred to early in the second paragraph, was born on 13 November 1938; four-and-a-half weeks thereafter would be about 14 December and five weeks about the 17 December. But see note 2.

2. Writing to Frank Jellinek on 20 December 1938 (XI/513), Orwell says ‘I have heard today from George Kopp, who was my commandant at the front, and who has just got out of Spain … ’ but Orwell initially typed ‘jail’ before ‘Spain’ and then crossed it through. There may have been slight confusion between Orwell’s and Eileen’s understanding of precisely when Kopp left jail and Spain.

3. Orwell thought he was in debt because he considered he had financed the stay in French Morocco by £300 borrowed from the novelist, L. H. Myers. In fact, it was a gift from Myers, but that was kept concealed from Orwell; indeed, he did not even know the name of his benefactor because the money was transferred via Max Plowman, whom he had known from his time writing for The Adelphi. When Orwell had sufficient money (from the sales of Animal Farm) he repaid the gift via Max Plowman’s widow, Dorothy.

4. Coming Up for Air was published by Gollancz on 12 June 1939. Initially 2,000 copies were run off but a further 1,000 were required almost immediately. A second edition was published in Orwell’s lifetime in 1948.

5. For details of Orwell’s admission to Preston Hall Sanatorium, Aylesford, Kent, and his case records (found by Michael Shelden), see headnote to XI/432. Eileen’s description of her dearly-loved brother as ‘a Nature’s Fascist’ suggests that, doubtless for the best of reasons, Laurence attempted to deceive Orwell as to his condition. See also headnote to XI/449, which has details of the medical advice given to Orwell to winter in a warm climate for the sake of his lungs.

6. Compare the opening of Orwell’s essay, ‘Marrakech’, New Writing, new Series No. 3, Christmas 1939: ‘As the corpse went past the flies left the restaurant table in a cloud and rushed after it, but they came back a few minutes later… . What really appeals to the flies is that the corpses here are never put into coffins, they are merely wrapped in a piece of rag and carried on a rough wooden bier on the shoulders of four friends’ (XI, 579). John Lehmann, the editor, wrote to Orwell on 12 April 1939 accepting this essay, which he said he liked very much (p. 421, n. 1)

7. The exchange rate in March 1938 was 165 francs to the pound sterling. The rent for the Villa was Frs. 550 per month – about £3.25, roughly twice that for the Orwell’s cottage in Wallington.

8. Also known as Mahdjoub Mahommed. In his Morocco Diary for 22 November 1938, Orwell says Mahdjoub served in an Arab line regiment for about fifteen years and received a pension of about Frs 5 a day – roughly £1.20 at today’s values.

9. Mizpah: A Palestinian place-name referred to in Genesis 31.49 and used as a word or token expressing close association: ‘The Lord watch between me and thee’, often inscribed on brooches or rings exchanged between lovers.

10. It was actually Dakin. Jenny Joseph suggests that Eileen mistakenly gave the surname of a contemporary at St Hugh’s, Ursula Dacombe. Marjorie was born on 21 April 1898. She married Humphrey (1896–1970) in July 1920. He was a civil servant and worked for the National Savings Committee. In 1936, when investigating conditions in the north of England, Orwell spent some days staying with his sister, Marjorie, and Humphrey at their house, 21 Estcourt Avenue, Headingley, Leeds. Humphrey did not approve of his brother-in-law regarding him as a work-shy drop-out (see Orwell Remembered, 127–30). The Dakins, though not well off on a civil servant’s salary, were hardly ‘in a state of absolute penury’.

11. Frank Gardner: not identified.

undated [c. 5 December 1940?]

1. Orwell’s The Lion and the Unicorn, the first in the Secker & Warburg Searchlight Series, was published on 19 February 1941 (see headnote to XII/763 for publication details of the series and the text of the book). However, it was intended that it should be published in mid-January 1941 (see XII/714) and as Eileen indicates, Christmas has yet to take place. The bombing of Bristol to which Eileen refers must already have taken place and must, therefore, have referred to the first five such major attacks (24 November 1940, 3 January, 16 March, 3 and 4 April, and Good Friday, 11 April 1941). The date of the letter has been tentatively placed here. In the first of these raids more than seventy large fires were started. At least 350 pumps were required but the Bristol fire service had only 224 and was short of eighty men. Much of the city had to be allowed to burn; some 200 people were killed and many historic buildings were destroyed. On 3 January 1941, 149 people were killed in a twelve-hour raid. This raid saw the use by the Germans of their ‘Satan’ bomb which carried 4,000lb of explosives. Fortunately it failed to go off. In the last of the sequence of raids, 35,000 incendiaries were dropped as well as high explosive bombs. At the time, Winston Churchill had started a morale-boosting visit to cities badly hit by air-raids and was seeing the damage in Swansea with the Australian Prime Minister, Robert Menzies, and the US Ambassador, John Winant. They arrived in Bristol the next day after their train had waited in railway sidings until the raid was over. They then toured the city with Churchill sitting on the bonnet of a car and waving to the populace. He later presided over a graduation ceremony at the University at which Menzies and Winant were given honorary doctorates. Many of those present had their academic gowns over fire-fighting clothes (some still wet) and their faces begrimed with smoke from the fires. See Juliet Gardiner, Wartime Britain: 1939–1945 (2004), pp. 307, 354, and 360–1.

2. Nephrolithiasis: kidney stones; Malta Fever: undulant fever resulting in swelling of the joints and enlarged spleen. It was common in Malta, hence its name, and is an affliction especially suffered by goats.

3. G.P.I: General Paralysis of the Insane. Ill though Eileen certainly is, she can still be comically ironic.

4. Presumably Eileen (perhaps ironically) refers to superficial damage to the paintwork of the house arising from the air-raid.

5. St. Michael’s Hill runs south-east to north-west running alongside the University of Bristol campus.

6. Bertha Mary Wardell graduated with Eileen and married Teddy (A. E. F.) Lovett, then a Lieutenant in the Royal Navy. The aircraft carrier Glorious and her two escorting destroyers, Ardent and Acasta, were sunk on 8 June 1940 by the Scharnhorst and Gneisenau off Norway in the evacuation following the failed expedition to Narvik. 1,515 officers and men were drowned. There were only 40 survivors from Glorious, two from Ardent, and one from Acasta. Two squadrons of planes were lost from Glorious, all but two of the pilots being drowned. The Times listed Commander Lovett among the missing on 20 August 1940.

7. Kopp worked for much of the war in or near Marseilles as ‘a sort of engineer’ and eventually reached England. He helped Eileen make the journey north from King’s Cross to Stockton-on-Tees shortly before she died under an anaesthetic. See Eileen’s letter to her husband, 21 March 1945, XVII/2638 and Section III following.

8. hcfs = handkerchiefs. The gift had to be white, easily bought even in wartime, suitable for men and women, and ordinary to the point of being rather unimaginative. Clothes were not rationed until 1 June 1941, when, of the 66 coupons allowed per year per adult, one would have been required for each handkerchief.

Undated [perhaps March 1941]

1. Although Orwell was still spending some time at Wallington, which Eileen visited monthly, and Eileen was also sometimes at her late brother’s house at Greenwich with his widow, Gwen O’Shaughnessy (also a G.P.), they moved from Dorset Chambers (see “chambers” in this letter) to 111 Langford Court, Abbey Road, NW8 on 1 April 1941. This block was designed to be let as unfurnished flats and is north of Baker Street. The precise date cannot be ascertained (nor the exact item number) but in Orwell’s War-time Diary for 3 March 1941 he writes that he went with Gwen to see an air-raid shelter in the crypt under Greenwich church (XII/771). Orwell joined the Home Guard (then the Local Defence Volunteers) on 12 June 1940 and served as a sergeant in C Company, 5th County of London Battalion: see Illustration 18. Orwell records in his wartime Diary for 29 May 1940 that Eileen was working in the Censorship Department in Whitehall (hence the NATIONAL exchange for the telephone number and work of ‘inconceivable dullness’). One record Orwell made of payments made to him is written in a notebook Eileen used at the Censorship Department (see XVII/2831, especially p. 479, which prints Eileen’s entries for 31 August to 6 September 1940). She later worked for the Ministry of Food where the environment was much friendlier; one of those also employed there becoming a good friend, Lettice Cooper (1897–1994; novelist and biographer).

2. There were many reasons why Eileen should have felt depressed – the unsettled nature of where she should live, shortage of money, the war and the bombing, her own ill-health, but especially the serious effect upon her of the death of her brother Laurence during the retreat to Dunkirk. She never fully recovered from his loss.

3. E: This is the only occasion in these six letters that Eileen indicates her own name.

III George Kopp Further Revealed

1 Anthony Blunt (1907–83) was recruited by the KGB in the 1930s; he recruited Kim Philby, Guy Burgess, and Donald Maclean – popularly known as ‘The Cambridge Spies’. He was a distinguished art historian and expert in French painting. During the war he had access to decripts of German Ultra codes from Bletchley Park and passed on information to the Soviets. He later became keeper of the Queen’s pictures and was knighted in 1956. He remained unexposed long after the others had been revealed for what they were and was only shown to be a traitor in 1979. He was stripped of his knighthood and died in ignominy. Blunt and Her Majesty the Queen engage in a fascinating dialogue about ‘forgery’ and ‘exposure’ in Alan Bennett’s play, A Question of Attribution, 1988.

2 Paul-Henri Spaak (1899–1972) served as Belgian Foreign Minister, 1939–45. He returned to Belgium from London in 1944. He helped draft the Charter of the United Nations and was deeply involved in setting up European economic and political organisations after the war, leading to work on the Treaty of Rome, 1957.

3 Apart from a few details from the edition, this account is drawn from a long summary of Kopp’s life researched by Bert Govaerts. Among the copies of documents which Mr Govaerts generously let me have were several from the National Archives at Kew (SOE file, HS9/858/8); Kopp’s ‘lettre d’adieu’ to his five young children from the Hotel Sala in Perpignan, which his daughter Anne-Marie gave him; a page from Espagne Nouvelle, 15 January 1939; and copies of the letters to the unknown ‘George and Evelyn’, 17 December 1941; and to Orwell and Eileen, 26 July 1943. Among his other sources were Belgian Central Data Collection on Foreigners Residing in the Country (Dossier G. Kopp, 114 58 66), Brussels, and the Belgian Army Files (which revealed that Kopp was unknown to the Belgian Army). Some field work and press analysis was conducted in Spain by Mr Karel Geldhof. I am very grateful to both gentlemen.

4 In his letter to George and Evelyn, 17 December 1941, referred to above, Kopp said that ‘Letters from England to France DO come if mailed “via Lissabon” or posted in Portugal or Spain by somebody there’.

5 It is not known who the Masons were. Doreen is Doreen Hunton, whom he will later marry. Kopp was, of course, quite right about how long it would take to defeat the Germans.

V Letters from Other Sources

To Sergei Dinamov, Editor, International Literature, Moscow 2 July 1937

1. Professor Blyum notes that the chief editor of International Literature, Sergei Sergeevich Dinamov (1901–39) was an authority on Western literature and a leading Shakespearean scholar. In 1938 he was arrested and a year later died in a Gulag, probably shot. International Literature, Professor Blyum explains, was allowed considerable leeway and introduced such writers as John Steinbeck, Ernest Hemmingway, Thomas Mann, and John Dos Passos to its readers, so creating ‘a favourable image of the Land of the Soviets’.

2. Professor Blyum does not reproduce an earlier letter.

To A. J. Balcombe

1. This original of this letter, which is slightly torn, was sent by its addressee, Alfred Joseph Balcombe to the Imperial War Museum on 3 October 1997 with his Merchant Shipping Act (1894) Certificate giving his full name and signature. On the verso is a reference to a Miss Kempson of The Langham Secretariat at Broadcasting House, presumably housed in what is now the Langham Hotel but which had then been taken over by the BBC. The letter is in connection with the series, ‘A Day in My Life’, in which Mulk Raj Anand interviewed ‘ordinary people’, e.g., a munitions worker, a soldier (the poet and Welsh nationalist, Keidrych Rhys), a canteen worker, and a nurse, as well as Balcombe. Anand returned to India after the war and died, aged 98, on 28 September 2004.

2. The name is typed as ‘Balcome’; over the last letter is written ‘be’ (not, I think, by Orwell).

3. Although it was October, British Summer Time ran throughout the year being increased in the summer to Double British Summer Time, equivalent to two hours ahead of Greenwich Mean Time.

To Penguin Books

1. The letter is written on BBC headed paper. See also 2013, 16 April 1943. Burmese Days was published by Penguin in May 1944. It was found in Penguin Books Archive at the University of Bristol when the Orwell Microform project was being filmed.

2. In its Textual Note, CW, II (309–22) gives a full record of changes. See, for example, ‘blessings’ for ‘blessing’ (6/5) and ‘pin-heads’ for ‘pins’ (60/30). The Penguin edition also introduces the changes to racial descriptions to which Orwell refers in ‘As I Please, 2’, 10 December 1943 (XVI, p. 24), for example ‘Chinese’ for ‘Chinamen’ (15/16) and ‘Burmese’ for ‘natives’ (21/28).

Lord David Cecil to W.J. Turner

1. The Brains Trust was a popular BBC radio discussion programme. For Cecil’s involvement in the censorship of drama, see Dominic Shellard and Steve Nicholson, The Lord Chamberlain Regrets … (2004), pp. 88–9, 111, 140.

To Daniel George

1. Daniel George Bunting, literary critic who wrote under his first two names; this letter and 2451A, and 2593A are addressed to D. G. Bunting although their greetings are to Daniel George. He was principal reader to Jonathan Cape and strongly urged publication of Animal Farm but Cape were persuaded by an official at the Ministry of Information not to publish the book for fear of offending the Soviets. The adviser was almost certainly Peter Smollett (Smolski), a KGB agent who so inveigled himself into the government’s good books that he was appointed OBE. Orwell was deeply suspicious of Smollett and included him in his list of Crypto-Communists and Fellow-Travellers sent to the Information Research Department (which see below).

2. The New American Credo: a contribution to the interpretation of the national mind by G.J. Nathan and H.L. Mencken, 1920.

3. George Jean Nathan (1882–1958), very influential dramatic critic and journalist. H.L. Mencken (1880–1956), an important editor (particularly of the American Mercury 1924–8, for which Nathan also wrote), literary and music critic, and journalist. He was the author of The American Language, (1919; 4th edn, 1936).

4. Americana, edited by H. L. Mencken, 1925 and 1926.

To Daniel George

1. Unidentified.

[Ivor Brown] to Dr Thomas Jones, C.H.

1. Dr Thomas Jones (1870–1955; CH), was described by Bernard Crick as ‘Lloyd George’s famous Cabinet Secretary’ (p. 425). In 1939 he had been a prime mover in the establishment of the Council for the Encouragement of Music and the Arts, the forerunner of the Arts Council. Orwell wrote to him about 20 March 1943 (1043). The source of this letter is an unsigned carbon copy without address of origin; it is almost certainly from The Observer.

2. This must refer to Beyond Personality by C. S. Lewis, which The Observer did not publish. It was set in type and the review is published in XVI/437–9 (2567) from galley-proofs. When the first edition of The Complete Works was published it was not known why the review did not appear (see 2567, n. 1). Following the appearance in ‘As I Please’, 46, 27 October 1944 (2568) of Orwell’s discussion of C. S. Lewis’s apologetics, there was a quite lively correspondence; see XVI, 422–4.

To Daniel George

1. See letter of 17 February 1944 above.

2. Sally McEwan (d. 1987) was Orwell’s secretary at Tribune. For a hint at their relationship, see 2634, n. 1 (XVII/89). For her stay at Barnhill see especially 3027, n. 1 (XVIII/340)

To Allen & Unwin Ltd.

1. This letter was found in the Allen & Unwin Archive at Reading University when the Orwell Microform project was being filmed.

To the Editor, Million Magazine, Second Collection

1. For a lively correspondence about this article, see ‘Orwell and the Stinkers’: A Correspondence, Tribune, 29 June–27 July 1945, XVII/2691, pp. 201–5. Orwell’s contribution is on p. 204.

2. See The Road to Wigan Pier, V, pp. 119–22.

3. Orwell’s description of ‘Shooting an Elephant’ as an autobiographical sketch is revealing.

To J. C. Trewin

1. John Courtney Trewin (1908–90), literary editor of The Observer, 1943–8. He was a fine drama critic and writer on the theatre. In 1948 he published The English Theatre, described by Eric Keown as ‘A wise and expert little book … He is critical and extremely knowledgeable, yet never dogmatic. Only quotation can give the true flavour of his summings-up. Webster he calls “The First Gravedigger of the Jacobeans”. Of [Noel] Coward he says “He tapped out his dialogue in a witty Morse.” ’ (Punch, 14 July 1948). When W. F. Deeds worked as a special correspondent for the Morning Post in Abyssinia in 1935, owing to the high cost of cables (2s 6d a word) he had to compress what he said. J. C. Trewin expanded his cryptic reports in London with ‘magical’ results, for which Deedes gained the credit (‘Start the Week’, Radio 4, 26 May 2003). Evelyn Waugh reputedly (but largely erroneously) based his character William Boot in Scoop on Deedes. In Scoop, Waugh shows how ‘Aden the focal point of British security in the threatened area still sunk in bureaucratic lethargy’ could be transmitted economically by cable as ‘Aden unwarwise’ (Scoop, 1938, Bk 1, Part 5, Section 4). For the possible influence of cablese on Orwell, see my George Orwell: A Literary Life, p. 132.

2. Cedric Dover (1904–51), born to Eurasian parents in Calcutta. He broadcast many times for Orwell in the BBC Overseas Service: see Cumulative Index. He listed his special subjects as ‘Race, Colour & Social Problems, India, Hybrids, & Negro America’ in The Author’s and Writer’s Who’s Who and Reference Guide. Among his publications was Half-Caste (1937): see fuller biographical note, XII, 177. Orwell lent him money which, because he was called into the army, he had difficulty repaying: see XV, 42, note 2. Orwell twice wrote to the Royal Literary Fund soliciting financial support for Dover: see XV, 97 and XVI, 232. Despite his personal and financial support for Dover, he included him in his list of Crypto-Communists and Fellow-Travellers and also included him among those he advised the Foreign Office not to employ to write on behalf of Britain’s interests: see p. 144 below.

3. This was A Forgotten Genius: Sewell of St. Columba’s and Radley, by Lionel James. Orwell’s review was published by The Observer, 19 August 1945: see XVII, 265–6.

4. Orwell went on holiday to Jura from 10–25 September: see 2723A, which follows. He stayed in a fisherman’s cottage.

To J. C. Trewin

1. In the event, Orwell’s review of Charles Dickens by Una Pope-Hennessy appeared on 2 September (XVII, 276–7). His next review for The Observer appeared on 7 October (XVII, 296–7). Eileen, Orwell’s wife, had died on 29 May 1945; that and the sheer amount of work Orwell was then doing certainly meant he needed a holiday.

2. This would be Animal Farm, published on 17 August 1945.

To Malcolm Muggeridge

1. Malcolm Muggeridge (1903–90), journalist, author, and broadcaster. Orwell reviewed his The Thirties on 30 March 1940 (XII, 604, pp. 124–6).

2. Julian Symons (1912–94) took over as guest critic on the Manchester Evening News from 28 November 1946. For a full note, see XVIII, 478.

3. Orwell’s telephone number at Canonbury Square: CAN 3751, given at head of letter.

4. Muggeridge’s son. Muggeridge had written twelve days earlier to Orwell telling him how much John had enjoyed Animal Farm (see 2752, XVII, 289).

5. The first issue of Polemic: A Magazine of Philosophy, Psychology & Aesthetics was probably first published in October. Orwell, who had contributed ‘Notes on Nationalism’ to that number (see 2668), probably had an advance copy. It was edited by Humphrey Slater.

To David Astor

1. What ‘the job’ was is not known. The book was Nineteen Eighty-Four.

2. Hugh Gordon Porteous (1906–93), literary and art critic and sinologist. See for a more detailed note XIX, 32, n. 2. Five days before writing to Astor, Porteous had been at 27B Canonbury Square with Orwell and others listening to the broadcast of Animal Farm. Orwell wrote to Rayner Heppenstall, its BBC producer, that Porteous, ‘who had not read the book, grasped what was happening after a few minutes’ (see letter to Heppenstall, XIX, 32).

3. George Sutherland Fraser (1915–80), poet, critic, and later Professor of English Literature, University of Leicester. Orwell wrote to Alan Rook on 12 July 1943 telling him whom he could hear in BBC broadcasts that could be picked up in Cairo and he asked him to pass on the information to Fraser. See XV, 167–8, and its n. 3 for further details about Fraser.

4. No letters to or from Fraser or Trewin and Orwell related to this letter and its annotation have survived.

To Ivor Brown

1. Eric Linklater (Robert Russell; 1899–1974), Scottish novelist (Juan in America, 1931), who wrote several war pamphlets (e.g., The Highland Division, 1942).

2. My Caves by Norbert Casteret, reviewed by Orwell, 14 March 1948 (3361).

To Mrs Jessica Marshall

1. By ‘attacks’ Orwell means, of course, ‘attempts to read’, not critical attacks in print.

To J. C. Trewin

1. ‘quite’ is unclear.

2. Orwell’s review of Mr. Attlee: An Interim Biography by Roy Jenkins was published in The Observer, 4 July 1948 (XIX, 398–9). His review of Hugh Kingsmill’s The Dawn’s Delay appeared two weeks later, 18 July 1948 (XIX, 407–8). Kingsmill’s given name was Hugh Kingsmill Lunn. He was born in 1889 and died in 1949.

To Malcolm Muggeridge

1. Affairs of the Heart (1949). It was reviewed by, among others, R. G. G. Price, who was not impressed:

the story is very thin and the incidental decorations, for which the plot obviously exists, lack sufficient novelty to carry it. ‘Advanced circles’, the relationship of collaborators and the biographer’s search for the past have often been treated before. Satire must be as contemporary as it claims to be, and many of the types pictured here have been stock characters in detective novels for years. An occasional flash of inventive malice suggests that a straightforward survey of the literary scene on the lines of The Thirties might have been more effective than this uneasy fiction, which avoids the positive virtues of both the new manner and the old.

(Punch, 28 December 1949, p. 736).



The novel was the last book listed in Orwell’s reading for 1949 (XX, 223) and Muggeridge wrote no more novels. Among his books at his death were The Earnest Atheist (1936), see note 2, and The Thirties (XX, 294).

2. The Earnest Atheist: a Study of Samuel Butler (1936). Writing to Anthony Powell (Tony, who is referred to later in this letter) on 15 November 1948 Orwell said, ‘If you see Malcolm, tell him from me that I recently read his book on Samuel Butler and that though I enjoyed it I consider it quite shameful’ (XVII, 467). Orwell was keenly interested in Butler (1835–1902): see Cumulative Index.

3. Alfred Cathie, Butler’s valet, clerk and general attendant died on 30 March 1947. In her memoir, ‘Alfred’ (Horizon, Vol. 18, November 1948, pp. 332–41), Betty Miller gives an endearing account of the relationship of Alfred and Butler. On one occasion she quotes Butler writing to Remi Faesch, ‘Alfred is to me half son, half nurse, always very dear friend and playmate rather than workfellow, in fact he is, and has been for the past ten years, my right hand’, all this despite Alfred having his own family to care for.

4. For streptomycin and its effect on Orwell, see XIX, 309. Orwell came out of hospital in the last week of July 1948; see XIX, 3428. For his condition, see particularly his letter to Michael Meyer, 3 August 1948 (XIX, 3432).

5. See Orwell’s letter to Anthony Powell, 25 June 1948 (XIX, 3416). That briefly reports this meeting. Orwell asked for circulation figures for D. C. Thomson’s weekly papers, Hotspur, Wizard, Rover, Skipper, and Adventure (published in Dundee) in a letter to Leonard Moore, 16 October 1939 (XI, 573). He discusses these periodicals in ‘Boys’ Weeklies’, XII, 598; see its note 2 for brief details of the weeklies. They also published the Dandy and Beano comics for younger children; Orwell lists these with Thomson’s other publications in his Last Literary Notebook (XX, 208). Presumably it was one of these which Richard enjoyed and which he thought Powell’s son, Tristram, would come round to.

Jordi Arquer to Orwell

1. Jordi Arquer Saltó, a Catalan, was one of Orwell’s comrades in the POUM. He was one of the defendants in the ‘POUM trial’, October–November 1938, a trial in which Orwell and his wife, Eileen, might also have appeared had they not left Spain (see XI, 374A). Arquer insisted on speaking only in Catalan at the trial and was sentenced to eleven years imprisonment; on his release went to live in Paris. A fuller note on Arquer is given at XIX, 154, n. 1.

2. Addessed to: Mr. George Orwell, c/o Christy et Moore Limited of the Ride Annexe, Dukes Wood Avenue[,] Gerrands° Cross, Buckinghaeshire° (Angleterre). Leonard Moore, Orwell’s literary agent, lived at this address at Gerrard’s Cross.

3. Arquer is referring to Homage to Catalonia.

4. Franz Borkenau’s work was much admired by Orwell and he reviewed three of his books: see XX, 55, n. 3. Arquer is referring to The Spanish Cockpit, which Orwell reviewed on 31 July 1937 (XI/379). Astor wrote to Orwell on 4 March 1949 asking Orwell to write on the tenth anniversary of the end of the Spanish Civil War, 29 March 1949. Orwell was not well enough to do so and suggested among others, Franz Borkenau: see XX/3562, and especially n. 1 on p. 55.

5. Major José Rovira Canales had been commander or Orwell’s division in Spain, the 29th Division. He tells Roger Senhouse on 17 March 1945 that he had met Rovira again in Paris when Orwell was working as a war correspondent (XVII/2635). At the time of the ‘May Events’ in Barcelona, Rovira was ordered to report to the headquarters of the Army of the East there; on his arrival he was arrested as part of the Communists’ efforts to eliminate the POUM (Hugh Thomas, The Spanish Civil War, 1982, pp. 547 and 703–4).

6. I am grateful to Janine Navarro for checking the text of both of Arquer’s letters and refining my translation.

From John C. Smith, Christy & Moore Ltd. to Jordi Arquer

1. This address is preceded by ‘Removed from The Outer Temple, W.C.2’. Leonard Moore lived at The Ride and Orwell was evidently invited by Mr and Mrs Moore to visit them at home in 1932 – but he had forgotten their address! See X/ 148, 19 November 1932.

2. Orwell wrote to Leonard Moore asking for these items to be sent on 22 June 1949: see XX/ 3651.

3. John C. Smith was one of the Directors of Christy & Moore, Ltd.

Jordi Arquer to Orwell

1. Omaggio alla Catalogna, translated by Giorgio Monicelli (Mondadori, Verona, December 1948).

2. Rebelion en la Granja, translated by Dr Abraham Scheps (Kraft, Buenos Aires, July 1948).

3. A Catalan version was not published until July 1984. La Revolta Dels Animals was translated by Andreu Teixidor de Ventós and Josep M. Castellet (Destino, Barcelona).

4. The French edition of Nineteen Eighty-Four was published by Gallimard, Paris, in June 1950. It was translated by Amélie Audibert.

5. £10 then is equivalent today to about £300.

6. In some places the carbon copy is blurred and difficult to read. The typewriter does not seem to have been equipped with a circumflex accent. Letters in square brackets have been supplied, usually because they were not reproduced by the carbon paper, which did not quite reach the right-hand margin. It was addressed to Orwell at Cranham Lodge, Gloucester.

Sonia Orwell, for George Orwell, to Jordi Arquer

1. Sonia typed ‘Anquer’ here and in the name and address at the foot of the letter. Sonia Orwell, for George Orwell, to Mr Groves

Sonia Orwell, for George Orwell, to Mr Groves

1. Sonia Brownell and Orwell had been married the day before this note was written. ‘Groves’ could be Reg Groves. He had preceded Orwell at the Westropes’ bookshop, but they did not know each other well.

To Malcolm Muggeridge

1. In his diary entry for 25 October 1949, Malcolm Muggeridge mentions Orwell pointing out this advertisement to him (see n. 3). The letter was almost certainly typed by Sonia; its layout and style are quite different from that used by Orwell himself. He has, however, signed his name. The diary entry begins: ‘George Orwell really does seem better. He was sitting up in bed in his cerise coloured velvet jacket bought for his wedding, and seemed remarkably cheerful’. However, his conversation did turn to the right of old people to commit suicide and Muggeridge ‘fell on him pretty heavily for this’. 

2. Facsimiles of Ask Mamma and Plain or Ringlets? by R. S. Surtees inscribed ‘To George & Sonia, on the occasion of their wedding, with love, Malcolm Muggeridge Oct. 1949.’ See XX, p. 297.

3. The advertisement is for Wolsey socks. It shows a drawing of a Greek god grasping lightning or thunderbolts in each hand, and so, presumably, represents Zeus or Jupiter, with, in large wool-like letters, the words: ‘Fit for the gods Wolsey socks’. The figure is naked (though a cloud is discreetly positioned across his upper thighs) except that he is wearing ‘Socks with the heavenly virtue of not shrinking!’, as a smaller caption puts it. (A process of shrink-proofing woollen goods had recently been discovered.) Quite why Orwell was so offended is unclear. He told Muggeridge that ‘such blasphemy hurt his feelings much more than mockery of the Christian religion’. Muggeridge, very strangely, identifies the god as Mercury and has him wearing underpants (Like It Was: The Diaries of Malcolm Muggeridge, Selected and edited by John Bright-Holmes, 1981, pp. 357–8). The advertisement also shows a Remembrance Day poppy with the words, ‘Remember Generously Sat. Nov 5th.

Avril Dunn to David Astor

1. T. R. Fyvel, ‘A Writer’s Life’, World Review, June 1950. This issue is devoted to Orwell. As well as Fyvel’s article, there is a short article on Orwell by Bertrand Russell; Orwell’s then unpublished notebooks are printed; and there are revaluations of Burmese Days (Malcolm Muggeridge), The Road to Wigan Pier (John Beavan), Homage to Catalonia (Stephen Spender), Animal Farm (Tom Hopkinson), and Nineteen Eighty-Four (Herbert Read, with ‘a footnote’ by Aldous Huxley). One of Vernon Richards’s portraits of Orwell is reproduced, full-page. World Review had published an abridgement of ‘The Principles of Newspeak’ (as ‘Language of Tomorrow’) in May 1949. Orwell described it as ‘a most stupid extract, abridged in such a way as to make nonsense of it’.

The new material

6 Orwell was interested in Lysenko to the last. He pasted a cutting from the News Chronicle for 16 December 1949 into his Last Literary Notebook which quoted Lysenko as maintaining that ‘Wheat can become Rye’ (XX, p. 214). The penultimate book Orwell read in December 1949, the month before he died, was Julian Huxley’s, Soviet Genetics and World Science: Lysenko and the Meaning of Heredity (1949). Orwell suggested ‘the Lysenko case’ should be fully documented by the Information Research Department (XX, p. 320 and see p. 321, note 9). For Orwell on Zhdanov (1896–1948), see especially ‘As I Please, 68’, 1 January 1947, XIX, pp. 6–7. [P.D.]

7 See ‘As I Please, 50’, 1 December 1944 (XVI, 2586); his review of Freedom of Expression (talks delivered at the Conference) in which he mentions Baker favourably (XVII, 2764); and ‘The Prevention of Literature’ (XVII, 2792). [P.D.]

8 Although for obvious reasons Orwell’s concerns are seen as centring on language, he had early shown an active interest in aspects of science, especially biology. As his school-fellow, Sir Roger Mynors, recalled he and Orwell ‘developed a great passion for biology’ when at Eton at a time when, as he says, ‘finding out wasn’t encouraged more by the authorities’. Had they done so, he says, it might ‘have scented either a distinguished surgeon or an eminent physiologist in one or other of us, but it didn’t come to that’ (Wadhams, pp. 18–19). For the disastrous result of one of their biological dissections, see below, ‘Lives Behind the Illustrations’, Orwell and his exploit with a catapult. [P.D.]

To Dr C. D. Darlington

9 Cyril Dean Darlington (1903–81), Director of the John Innes Horticultural Institution, 1939–53; Professor of Botany, University of Oxford, and Keeper of the Oxford Botanic Garden, 1953–71. He was President of the Rationalist Press Association, 1948. Besides academic studies, in 1948 he published his Conway Memorial Lecture, The Conflict of Science and Society; this Orwell read in May 1949 (XX, p. 220). Although he was associated with J. D. Bernal and J. G. Crowther in the London dining club, Tots and Quots, he was an anti-communist. Orwell had him broadcast to India for the BBC (see CW Cumulative Index). On 5 February 1949 Orwell arranged for a proof copy of Nineteen Eighty-Four to be sent to Darlington; at the time I wrote that ‘the inclusion of Darlington’s name [in the list of recipients] is mysterious’ (XX, p. 36 n. 1). It is far less mysterious now. The Darlington letters are to be found in the Cyril Dean Darlington Papers. Bodleian Library Special Collections, Modern Papers, file D. 78; permission to reproduce them from his literary executor, Professor Paul D. A. Harvey, and the library is gratefully acknowledged. [P. D.]

10 C. D. Darlington, ‘A Revolution in Russian Science’, Discovery, vol 8, February 1947, pp. 33–43.

11 C. D. Darlington and S. C. Harland, ‘Nikolai Ivanovich Vavilov, 1885–1942’, Nature, 156 (1945), p. 621.

12 John R. Baker, ‘Science, Culture and Freedon’, in Herman Ould (ed), Freedom of Expression: A Symposium (1945, pp. 118–19. Orwell reviewed this book on 12 October 1945: see n. 2 above.

C. D. Darlington to Orwell

13 William E. Dick, editor of Discovery in February 1947 when Darlington’s article was published.

To C. D. Darlington

14 Slater wrote to Darlington on 28 March 1947 and offered to publish Darlington’s article in Polemic. However. the journal ceased publication before arrangements could be completed and Slater commended the article to The Nineteenth Century and After which published it in October 1947 under the title ‘The Retreat from Science in Soviet Russia’.

15 Arthur George Tansley (1871–1955), a plant ecologist, and John R. Baker worked closely together in promoting the Society for Freedom in Science, which they co-founded with the chemist-turned-philosopher. Michael Polanyi, in 1941. Darlington refers to the first, hardback, edition of Crick’s A Life Quotations are (at Professor Crick’s request) always made in CW and here from the paperback edition of 1982. Thus 408 = 583–4. Darlington is referring to Crick’s Appendix A, ‘The Nineteen Forty-Three Outline of Nineteen Eighty-Four’ where are to be found ‘Bakerism & ingsoc’,° ‘The swindle of Bakerism & Ingsoc’, and ‘Pictures of London[?] the swindle of Bakerism’.

VI Articles and Supplementary Material

Paris Puts a Gay Face on her Miseries

1. Orwell lived in a small hotel in the rue du Pot de Fer, the eastern end of which is less than two hundred metres west of the rue Monge at Monge Metro station.

2. This article, like others in the series, had sub-headings (‘Streets Half Lit’, ‘Pale Babies’, and ‘The Little Bistro’). These are almost certainly the work of a sub-editor and have not been included here or elsewhere.

The True Pattern of H. G. Wells

1. Wells won a scholarship to the Normal School of Science, later the Royal College of Science, South Kensington, London, in 1884. (A ‘Normal School’ was a Teacher-training college, named from the French, école normale.) He studied under T. H. Huxley and graduated from London University in zoology and geology. He then taught biology until 1893 when he published A Text-book of Biology in two volumes for the University Correspondence College Tutorial series. In the same year he published, with R. A. Gregory, Honours Physiography. Some of his early work was published in the Science Schools Journal.

2. Orwell dramatised ‘A Slip under the Microscope’ for the BBC’s Indian Service, 6 October 1943; see XV, 256–65.

3. Tono-Bungay was published in New York in 1908 and in England in 1909. Orwell omitted the hyphen.

4. Anticipations of the Reaction of Mechanical and Scientific Progress upon Human Life and Thought (1902 for 1901).

5. Orwell regularly gave this title for When the Sleeper Wakes: A Story of the Years to Come, 1899. However, the 1910 edition, with a Preface by Wells, has the title, The Sleeper Awakes.

6. Wells wrote this long book very rapidly. It was first published in twenty-four fortnightly parts, November 1919 to November 1920, with footnotes by other writers. It has been suggested that Wells made use of a manuscript which Florence Deeks submitted to Macmillan in Canada in July 1918. Her book was rejected and when the manuscript was returned to her, certain passages had been marked-up. She believed her work had been plagiarised. See A. B. McKillop, The Spinster & the Prophet: A Tale of H. G. Wells, Plagiarism and the History of the World (2001), and its review by Allan Massie, Daily Telegraph, 10 February 2001. Orwell refers to the book several times, e.g. in ‘Wells, Hitler and the World State’, 837, where he describes its ‘principal villain’ as ‘the military adventurer, Napoleon’ (p. 538).

7. The Martyrdom of Man was published in 1872 by William Winwood Reade (1838–75). Orwell reviewed it on 15 March 1946 (XVIII, 1502). Reade was a nephew of the novelist Charles Reade.

8. According to his Payments Book, Orwell completed this obituary by 7 November 1945: see XVII, p. 476. He was paid £12 12s and, when The Complete Works was first published, it had not been traced. In Notes and Queries, Vol. 245 (September 2000), pp. 343–5, Professor Patrick Parrinder reported that the obituary was to be found in the Wells Collection, Rare Book Room, University of Illinois at Urbana-Champaign, and he kindly provided the editor with a copy. The obituary is given half-a-dozen subheadings but because these were probably the work of a sub-editor, not Orwell, they have been omitted here. Book titles have been italicised.

List of Names of Crypto-Communists and Fellow-Travellers sent to Information Research Department 2 May 1949

1 Duranty was awarded a Pulitzer Prize in 1932 for his reporting from the USSR. In 2003 the Ukrainian Government asked that it be withdrawn because he had concealed the fact that seven million people had been killed in the famine. In November 2003, the board administering the Prize decided that, although his work fell far short of today’s standards of foreign reporting, there was ‘no convincing evidence of deliberate deception’; the award stood.

2 For Driberg’s relationship with the NKVD, see The Mitrokhin Archive, The KGB in Europe and the West. Christopher Andrew and Vasili Mitrokhin, pp. 522–6. His codename was LEPAGE.

3 Jacob attended the same preparatory school as Orwell, St. Cyprian’s, Eastbourne: see ‘Sharing Orwell’s “Joys” But Not His Fears’ (Inside the Myth – Orwell: Views from the Left’, ed. Christopher Norris, 1984, pp. 62–84). Jacob was no admirer of Orwell and found Nineteen Eighty-Four ‘one of the most disgusting books ever written … it is absurd to suggest that the millions who live in the Communist world are universally downtrodden and depressed’ (81–2). Kim Philby was one of Jacob’s childhood friends (p. 66).

4 For Smollett/Smolka as NKVD agent, see The Mitrokhin Archive, The KGB in Europe and the West. Christopher Andrew and Vasili Mitrokhin, p. 158. His codename was ABO. He was so successful that the KGB believed he had been turned by British intelligence and ignored his work.

5 The journal, Horizon, edited by Cyril Connolly.

VII Additional Explicatory Notes and Dates of Deaths

Days in London and Paris by E. A. Blair

	1. By Terence Horsley (John Lane, 1931). He was born in West Hartlepool in 1904 and educated at Rugby. Many of his books were about fishing and flying. He served as a pilot in the Fleet Air Arm, 1940–5 and was editor of the Sunday Empire News. Listed among his books is Round England in an £8 Car which, like the Odyssey, makes a circuit of the country; it was published in the following year, 1932. The British Library has no copy of later editions of either book. Horsley tells how he gave a lift to an out-of-work Scotchman (the form always used in the book) from Darlington to Newcastle upon Tyne. The Scot was returning from a search for work that took him from Glasgow via Manchester and Birmingham to London and then, after witnessing Christmas in the capital amongst the employed and the unemployed, back north via Grantham and Doncaster. He travelled 750 miles, chiefly walking, from November 1929 to March 1930. He found only a two-hour job for which he was paid seven shillings and sixpence (37p). Horsely supported the man whilst he wrote this account of his experiences. It is impossible to know how genuine it is but it smacks of the truth. One tiny feature might be telling. The Scot says he fought at the Battle of the Somme with the Gordon Highlanders. He tells how his battalion was nearly wiped out and ‘The following night we lost a hundred of the men who were left in a bombing raid’ (pp. 3–4). This tallies with the fact that 93 men and eight subalterns were killed on 1 July 1916 and buried in their trenches. This is now the Gordon Cemetery between Mametz and Carnoy (see Martin Middlebrook, The First Day of the Somme, 1971; 2001, pp. 335, 340). (Horsley himself could not have fought on the Somme because he would only have been twelve.) There are interesting accounts of lodging houses and kips, and those whom the Scot met, Salvation Army and Church Army hostels, St Martin in the Field’s Crypt, and taking refuge in public libraries. His privations are plain. Apart from such descriptions, the account has its longeurs, but there are two very interesting incidents. He stays in the Morning Post Home in the Kent Road (pp. 164–7), not mentioned by Orwell. This was funded by the newspaper (now incorporated in the Daily Telegraph) and was vastly superior to anywhere else he found – and totally free. Secondly, in chapter eight (pp. 82–92) the Scot describes how he helped a young woman who was being sexually assaulted. (It does not read like a full rape.) Orwell, of course, had to tone down his account of Warburton’s attempt to rape Dorothy in A Clergyman’s Daughter to a brutal attempt to make love which was ‘practically an assault’ (p. 41, 11. 2–3). It does not strike me that Down and Out is in any way indebted to the Odyssey.

2. In the printed text it is the Hôtel des Trois Moineaux (p. 2).

3. Numerals in parentheses are those of the typescript’s pages.

4. The French national pawnbroking establishment; the English text gives simply ‘pawnshop’ (p. 18).

5. In the text, the description is of ‘a congenital imbecile’ (116).

6. As Orwell explained when annotating the book for Brenda Salkeld as to what was true and what invented, ‘he wasn’t actually an O. E., but from some other well-known school, I forget which’ (see X/300).

7. See here.

8. Eric Muspratt (b. 1809) was an Australian writer whose Going Native was reviewed by Orwell on 12 September 1936 (see X/498). He served as a war correspondent for the Royal Australian Navy during the 1939–45 war.

9. For the reference to Villon, see p. 121, and also the poem referred to below in Keep the Aspidistra Flying
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M. Yearsley. ~ The sory of the Bible. 1933

The Year's Poetry 1935, 1935.

W. B. Yeats.  The ollcted pocms. 1939,

1. Zangwill. Children of the Ghetto. 1926,
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L. Strachey. Eminent Vitorians. 1948,

A. Strindberg.  Eightfamous plays. 1949,

Sit John Suckling, A ballad upon o weiding, 1932,

RS Sures. Hondly o 1903 1914 [Blo inding

RS, Surtces.  Mr. Sponge’s sportng towr, 194

(RS Surtees ], Plain or ringle? Ask mamma. Two facsimiles. _[1892]
[Both inscribed ‘To George & Sonia, on the occasion of
their wedding, with love, Malcolm Muggeridge Oct.

J Swifi. Miscelanies. 1,2,3,4,5,67,89,10,13.  1738-1744.
J. Swift. - Gulliver' avelsand Scletedwritings. 1944, (inscribed “Feom Paul
Potts to George Orwell, 2.8.46."]
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“Shorter novels. Vol. 1. Eiizabethan & Jacobean, 1929,
Shorter novels [of the] cightcath. century. Rasslas; The Casle of Otrant,
Vathek. 193,
Sorer Osfrd Englh Ditonay. 1933
D. Shb,  Lenin
B Sl landrPope. 1950, (Blc binding |
Osbect Sicwell. Before the bombardmet. 1949,
Dumb animals. 1932,
Lt hand, right hand. 4 vols. 19451949, [Inscribed in each
Vol “To George Orwell from Osbert Sicwell, 1949."]
A leter o my son. 1944, [Inscribed ‘For George Orwel,
with best wishes, cven though he mightnot agree withallth
sentiments, from Osbert Sitwell, August 1944.*
Trpl fugue. 1940
The irue story of Dice Whitington. 1945 [Inscribed “For
George Orwell with best wishes from Osbert Sicwell
26.11.46.
S. Sitwell. Al summer in a day. 1949,
J. Skelion. Poems. 1924,
HShater.  The heretis, New York, 1947.
. Smith, A dasil dcianry of gy, mytholgy © grphy. 185
T, Smolletc,  Ferdinard Count Fathom. 190
T, Smollett, _Humphrey Clinker.  n.d.
G. Sorel. _Refletions on violene. 1925,
S. Spender.  Poems. 1938,
S. Spender.  Spiritual_exerises, Privately printed, 1943, [Inscribed “To
George Orwell, with best wishesfor 1944, Stephen Spender.]
. Spender. Trial of a judge. 1938, (Inscribed “To Eric Blir with admira-
tion from Stephen Spender, 5.4.38."]
Arthur Stanley, ed. _The bedsde book. 1932, [Eileen O'Shaughnessy.]
E. Starkic. _Arthur Rimbasd. 1947,
LS. Stebbing. Idealsand llsions. 1948, [Horizon review copy.]
G.Stein. Three lives. Norfolk, Conn., 1933,
L. Sterne. _Trisram Shandy. 1912 (1938).
C.G. Stillman. _Samuel Butlr; a mid-Viciorion modemn. 1
L Sirachey.  Books and charactrs, 1922. [Incribed *
1948,

2.
tadame. Revel,
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G. Sainusbury. Prefuces and essays. 1933,

“Saki.” Chronides of Clovis. 1937

“Saki.” The unbearable Bassingion.

B S ot of h e it i, E. de Mauny. 194,

J-P. Sartre. Huis Clos. 1945,

R. D. Sarwre, D. Rousset, and G. Rosenhal. Enireiens sur la polique
Saturday Baok. 4th yer. [Contains ‘Benefit of Clergy."] 1944,

Saturday Book. Sth year. 1945

Shakespeare.  The comedies. 1922, [Inscribed “Eileen .. 1922."]
Shakespeare.  Historiesand poems. 1906 (1937).

Shakespearc.  Shakespeare’s ragedics. 1911, {Inscribed “Eilen, 1920.”]
The Shakespeare Aporypha. Ed. C. F. Tucker Brooke. Oxford, 1908.

G. B. Shaw. John Bulls cther island, Major Barbara. 1907. (Bluc binding.]
G. B Shaw. Plays pleasant and unplcasan. 1906, [Blue binding.]

P.B. Shelley. Poetical works., 2 vols. 1907 (1917).
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J. M. Murry. The free society. 1948, [Inscribed "To G.O. from
JMME . Feb, 19487]

The Neuwgate Calendar Intro. Henry Savage. 1928,
). H. Newman. ~ Apologia po vita sua. 1912 (1946).

J. R Norman. Fishes of Britain'srivers and lakes. 1943,
L. Norris. Tongue of bauty. .
Novels of High Society from the Vicorian Age. Intzo. Anthony Powell. 1947,
[Henricta Temple, by B. Disael; Guy Livingsione, by G. A. Lawrence; Moth,
by Ouida ]

C.K. Ogdenand . A. Richards. The meaning ofmeaning. ~ (5th edn.) 1938,
G rwel.” Bumse dys. 1934
Bummese days. | 1949.
A degyman’s daughter. 1935,
‘Down_and out in Paris and London. 1933, (Ida Mabel Blair’

copy.’]

The English people 1947,

Homage to Catalonia. 1938, {14z Mabel Blir's copy.|

Nincteen cihty-four. 1949,

The road to Wigan pier._ 1937, [With dust jacket.]
Oxor bk ofEngish v Ed. A Quiller-Couch. 1923, [Inscribed “Eileen
1923,
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D. S. Mirsky. Contemporary Russian literature. 1926.
JB.P. Molire. ~ Le bourgeoisgentlhomme. - Paris, 1638
G Moore.  Aphrodit in Aulis._ 1931.
Celibate lives, 1927.
Confssions ofa yourg man. 1939,
Esther Wates, 1947.
Heloise and Abélard. 1925,
Amummer's wife. n.d.
Ave. 1947,
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A Morrison. Talesof mean srees. 1906,
M. Muggeridge. ~ The camest atheist: a sty of Samuel Butler. 1936,
M. Muggeridge. _The thirties in Great Briain. 1940,
Muir. The story and the fable, 1940,
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M. Proust.  Xemembrance of things past, 12 vois. (Missing vols. 1, 5, 7 & 10.]
Trans. C. K. 5. Moncricf. 19434,

Quarterly Review. Vols. V, VI, XI, XV, XVIll, XIX, XXVIl, XXVII,
XXXVI, XLVL (1811-1832).

Rabelais.  Ocuvres. 2 vols. Patis, n.d.

E.&M. A. Radford.  Encyclopacdia of supersiions. 1947,

B. Rajan. Monsoon. 1943, [103rd copy of limited edition.]

Sit Walter Raleigh.  Remains. 1681 Ex Libris L'O'Shaughnessy.]

J. Ramsbottom.  Poisonous fungi. 1945,

H. Read. A coat of many colours: ocasonal cssays. 1945,

CReade. It never too e 0 mend.
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Restorton plys o Dryden o Fauhr. 1932

1. A Richards. See C. K. Oge

FUH, Richrdson.  Maurice Gues,_ 1991, [Blac binding greencd.]

L. Riding. _Experts are puzzled. 1930

L. Riding, Sec Harry Kemp.

A. Rimbaud. Oeuvres. Paris, 1929,

M. Roberts.  The recovery o the West. 1941,

M. Roberts. T, E. Hulme. 1938,

1. Rosenberg. Colleted works. 1937,

G. Rosenthal. See ] -P. Sartre.

D. Rousset. See] -P. Sarure.

B. Russell.” The histry of Westen philosophy. 1946,
Mysiicism and logc, and other essays. 1919,
Mysticism and logic,and otheressays, 1949,
Philosophy and politics. 1947,
The theory and praciie of Bolsheviom.
Resd ottt 151 [Nov. s be Orwels b ey may
be those of the original owner, Emrys Joncs.]

M. Rotherford.  The autobiography of Mark Rutherjord. .4

M. Rutherford. ~Last pages fro o journal.  1915.

M. Rutherford. Mark Rutherford’s deliverance. 1885,
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B.Pain. The Eliza books. 1331.
B. Pain.  The octave of Claudius. _1897.
T. Paine.  The seleced works. Ed. Howard Fast. 1948, (Horizon review

copy].
e (Commaly). Theumpiagme 1344
E.Paruridge. A didionaryof Forces'slang, 1935-1945. 1948, [Review copy.]
The Paston Letters, 1422-1509, 3 vols. Ed. ]. Gairdner. - 1872-1875.
H. Pearson. Dickens. 1949,
H. Pearson. _The e of Oscar Wilde. 1946,
CPeguy. Men and saints. Trans. A. and ]. Green. 1947,
S. Pepys. The diary of Samuel Pepys. 2 vols. 1906 (1943).
T, Percy.  Religues o ancent English poetry. Vols. and L. 1926
- Pec.” Ream wlgron fgneis. 150
Petronius.  The satyrcon. n.d.
Philips Record Adlas. 13th edn. Ed. G, Goodall. 1947,
R Puter. A mad lady's garland. 1934, (Inscribed “To Eric from Ruth.”]
W. Plomer. Noles for poems. 1937, [With annotations daimed to ‘be
Orwells but possibly those of the original owner, H. E. du
Plessis.]
Plutarch.  Lives. 3 vols. Revised A. H. Clough. n.d.
E.A. Poc. The cmplei ales and poems,_ New York, 1938.
T, Polner.  Tultoy and his wife. Trans. N. Wreden. New York, 1945,
K. R. Popper.  The open soiely and its enemic. Vols. 1& 11, 1945,
P Potts. A ballad or Britin on May Day. 1945, [Inscribed “To George
Orwell, 25.5.45."]
P Potes. A poer’s testament. 1940,
A Powell.” John Aubrey and his fiends. 1948
W. H. Prescote. History of the reign of Philip II. Vol. 1, 2& 3. 1878.
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R Jeffres. The stoy of my heari. 1936,
E. Jenkins. Jane Austen. 1948,
1K Jerome.” Observaons of Henry. 1901
J.Joyce. ~ Haveth childes everywhere. 1931

A portrit ofthe arist as  young man. 1916 (1946).

Tiwo tales from Shem and Shaun. 192.

Ulysses. P, 1925. [Bluc binding. |

Hiarey Kemp, Laura Riding, ctal. _The Lefi hresy in lirature and ife. 1939
S. Keyes.  The oleted poems. 1945,
A W. Kinglake. Eothen. 1920
H. Kingsmill.  Afierpurianism. 1931
H. Kingsmill__ The daun's delay. 1948
R Kipling. ~ Captainscourageous. 1905,
A choic of Kipling’s verse. EA. and intro. T. §. Elit. 1941
The day's work. 1898
Many inventions. 1947
The seven seas.  18%.
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Something of myself. 1937.
Stalky and Co. 1947,
Traffs and discoveries, 1904
A Koestler.  Amival and departure. 1943
Darknessat noon. 1940 (1947)
Insight and outlogk. 1949
Thieves in the night, 1946,
V. Kravchenko. I chose freedom. 1947, [Damaged by damp on Jura.]
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H. Ibsen.

N. M. lovetz-Tereshenko.

A Doll’s house and two other plays. 1910 (1912).
iendship-love in adolescnce. 1936. [Inseribed

ileen, 10.3.36.")

C. Isherwood. ~ Prater Violet, 1946,

H. James.

Daisy Miller; A Sy, Four meetings, Longsafl’s mariage, and
‘Benvolio. 1883, [Inscribed "Freeman.”]

Fourteen soris. 1947.

In the cage 1898,

The jolly comer. 1918, [Inseribed *. . 2, 1936."}
The lesson of the master and other storics. 1948

The middle years. - n.d. [Inscribed "E. M. Cutting."]
The outry. 1911 [Inscribed “Bourne 12/12/11.%]
The spols of Poynion. 189,

Stories evived. 3 vols. [Vol. 2 only.] 1885

Ten shot sores. Ed. M. Swan. 1948

The o the e and The Aspem papers. 1935
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E- Macglagen.  The Bayeux tapestry. 1943,
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language

N Mk, Thenek e e dsh_ 199

Sie T. Malory. ~Le Morie & Arthur, Vol. 2. 1923 [“Eileen O.S."

A Malraux. - Man’s state. Trans. A. Macdonald. - 1948, [Appeared 1934, a

Storm in Shanghai]

K. Mansficld. The garden party and other stories. 1928,  [Inscribed

“Eileen . ..

Marcus Aurclius Antoninus. _ The thoughts, Trans G, Long. 1912, [Inscrib-
cd E. A, Blir. Eton 1917-1921. With good wishes.']

K. Marx. _Capial. Trans. E. and C. Paul. 2 vols. 1930 (193

R Mathews. ~ Englsh mesiahs. 193,

W. S. Maughan.  Creatures of iraumstance. 1947,

W. S. Maugham. Cakes and ale. 1948

Maupassant. _Shor stoies. 1934

F. Mauriac.  Thérése. Trans. G. Hopkins. 1947,

G. Mazzini, Selected writings. Ed. N. Gangulee.* 1945,

T. McGreevy. Thomas Stcans Elit: A stdy. 1931,

H. Melville. Moby Dide. 1930,

H. Melville, Maby Dick. 1907 (1933)

L Melville. The lje o Willam Makepeace Thackeray. n.d.

J. de Menasce. Quand lsaél aime Dieu. Paris, 1931,

G Meredith.  Poems and Iyric of the joy of carth. 1895,

G. Meredith  The poctcal warks, 1919, ["Eileen O'S. LA.S. 1926."]

1. Mills. Auobiography. 1924 (1935).

FU Miller, The colosus of Marouss._San Francisco, 1941.

H. Miller. _The csmologial ye. 1945

The Minor Elizabethan Drama. 2. Pre-Shakespearean Comedics. 1923, [Eileer

O'Shaughnessy.]
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T. Hardy. The dynasts. 1923, [Blue binding |

T, Hardy. Jude the obscure. 1923,

T, Hardy. “Tess of the D' Unbevlls. 18%

B. Harte. Sioris,sketes, & bohemsian papers. _n.d. [Cross against ‘Luck of
Roaring Camp,"*Outcast of Poker Flat, ‘Miggles,"Mliss" Idyll
of Red Gulch.']

B. Harte. Tales, poems, & skeches, n.d. [Tick against *How Santa Claus
came (o Simpson's Bar. |

B. Harte. _Tales, poems and sketches. n.d.

G. Herbert.  The pocicl works. _ Edinburgh, 1853.

H. Hesse. _Insight of haos, 1923,

T. Heywood. Plays. n.d. [Inscribed “Eileen O'Shaughnessy."]

J.'A- Hobson.  The cvoluton o moder apialism; sudy of machine production.

1916.]

Homer. Odyssey. Trans, E. V. Ricu. 1945
E. Honig.  Garcia Lora. [Sclected by Orwell for review in The Observe
about 6.9.45.)

H. L. Hopkins,  The White House papers. 1948

Horizon. - [Various copics, t0 1950.]

H. House. The Dickens world. 1941

A_E. Housman. ~Last poems. ?

A. E. Housman. _The name and natur of pociry. 1933,

W. H. Hudson. Green mansions. 1941

F. M. Hueffer. See]. Conrad

R. Hughes. ~ High wind in Jamaica. 1925

[T Hughes]. - Tom Broun's schaoldys {692, nscribed “Robere i
Christmas 1892.”)°

P. Hunot.  Man about the house.  n.d.
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A Huxley. Mortl oils, 1922 (1931,
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My aitches stll do stand.
But since that day I never loved
Save those who loved me not (?)
3
4

Now what s the moral of this tale?
2
3
4

(Several stanzas:
T would not swing the great wheel back
My finger has not The enemy in the looking glas
Nor faltered on the wigger
Butlet it be written
The world’s decline
‘That skies were bluer & seas were. ﬁrczncr
‘The stickleback had a rosier breast
A bluer egg than now
a sharper joy
‘When good King Edward uled the land
And T was a chubby boy.)
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boctos:

wACRETH

pocTos:

MACDETH:

bocroR:

NARRATOR

MACBETH

sevion:
SACIETI:

Cure of that.
Canst thou not ministe to 3 mind discas'd,

And with some sweet oblivious antidote
Cleanse the stuffd bosom of that perlous seuff
‘Which weighs upon the heare?

Therein the patient

Must minist to himselC.
Throw physic t the dos, Il none of i
Come, put mine armour on; give me my saff
Seyton, send out. Doctor, the thanesfiy from me.
‘Come, sir,dispatch. I thou coulds, doctor, cast
The water of my land, find her discise,
And purge it t0. sound and pristne health,
1would applaud thee (o the vry ccho,
That should spplaud sgain. Pull off, 1 say
‘What thubarb, senna, or what purgative drug.
‘Would scour these English hence? Hear'st thou of them?
Ay, my good lord: your royal preparation
Makes us hear something

Bring it afcr me.
Lwill o be afiaid of death and bane,
Till Birmam forest come to Dunsinane.

[Exic Macbeth and Seyton]

Were | from Dunsinane away, and clear,
Profit again should hardly draw me here.

As the English army approaches Dunsinane it hals in
Bimam wood. Malcoim gives orders thatevery soldier s o
cut bough from atre and carey t i front of him, in orde
0 deceive the enemy 15 to the numbers of the army. The
soldicrs march out of the wood carrying thei bough, and
giving inthe distnce the appearance of  forest moving.

(Trumpes i)
Hiang out our bancrs o the outward alls;
“The cey is sill They come” our castl’ srength
‘Willlaugh 3 sicge o scorn here et them li
Till A and th ague ea them up.
Were they ot forcd with those tht should be ours,
We might have metthem dareul, bead to b,
And bestthem backward home.
(A cry within of women)
st nis?
Teis the cry of women, my good lord. (Exi)
T e e b s
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MACBETH:

MACBETH:
SERVANT:

MACDETH:

seavANT:
MACBETH:

sevroN:
MACETH:

MACBETH:

ssvron:

MACBETH:

2N WG DG FRORE TORORS, \Ct thets Gy S5
Till Birmam wood temove to Dunsinane,
L cannot taint with fesr. What'sthe boy Malcolm?
Washenacbom of woman The s hat know
All morea consequences have pronounc'd me thus:
“Feat mot, Macbeth, no ma shats bornof woman
Shall e have power upon thee. Then Ry, e thancs,
‘And mingle with the Englith cpicures:
The mind [ sway by, and the here | bes,
Shill never sag with doubt, o shake wih fer.
“The devil damn thee black, thou cream-G'dloon!
Wi ot thoa it goclonks

ter 3 Servand
Theres ten thousand—

Geese,vilain?
Soldirs, s

Go prick thy fac, and over-red thy fear,

Thou lily-liver'd boy. What sodics, patch?

Death of thy soullthoselncn checks of thine

A comelors o G, Wt s, wher- Bt

The English force, so plesse

Tikehy e hence Exie Servan] Seytont —lamscka

When behold — Syton, sy — This push
ill cheer me ever, ot disseat me now.
Thave livd long enough: my way of fe
Is 6l into the s, th yellow laf,
‘And that which should accompany old age.
‘As honour, love, obedience, troops of rends,
T must not ook to have; bu, in thie sted,
Carses, not loud but decp, mouth-horour, breath,
Which e poor eare would faindeny, and dar .
yton!
e (EntrSeton]
at's your gracious pleasure?
faeesy What news more?

Allis confirm'd, my loed, which was eepor
70t oy bons oy i b
Give mé my armour.

Tis not necded yet.
Tl patit on.
Send out moe horses, skir the countey round,
Fiang those tht alk of ear. Give me mine armour.
How docs your paicnt, doctor?

Notso sick, my lord,

As sheis troubled with thick-coming fancies
That keep her from her rest.
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NARRATOR:

After the death of Duncan, Macbeth becomes king, even as
the witches had prophecied. Duncan's son Malcolm is at
first suspected of the murder of his father and has fled to
England. Macbeth’s first crime brings many others in its
train. By an inexorable logic he is led from murder to
murder, and he rules over Scotland with an atrocious
tyranny against which rebellion soon begins to gather. Lady
Macbeth, who at the beginning had seemed more ruthless
than her husband, begins to lose her reason. O top of this
comes the news that Macduff, whose wife and children
Macbeth has murdered, and Malcolm, the rightful heir to the
throne, are invading Scotland at the head of an English army.
Macbeth's power is crumbling; many of his followers have
already deserted him. The witches, however, have made two
prophecies which seem to show that he s in no danger. Ones
that no evil can befall him &l Bimam Forest shall come to
Dunsinane. The other, that no man born of woman will ever
beable to harm him. He reassures himself with the thought of
these prophecies a5 he waits in his casle at Dunsinane for the
approach of the English army.
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LADY M;

MACBETH:

Nothing but males. Will it not be receiv'd,
When we have mark'd with blood those sleepy two
OF his own chamber, and us'd their very daggers,
‘That they have don’t?
Who dares receive it other,

As we shall make our griefs and clamour roar
Upon his death?

Tam setled, and bend up
Each corporal agent to this terrible feat.
Away, and mock the time with fairest show:
Pt ey ey e e R
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MACHETH:

LAY a:

Golden opinions from all sorts of people.
‘Which would be worn now in their newest gloss,
Not cast aside 0 s00n.

Was the hope drunk,
Whercin you dress'd yoursel? hath it slept sincs
‘And wakes it now to look so grcen, and pale,
Atwhat it did so fieely? From this time,
Such L account thy love. Art thou afeard
"o be the same in thinc own act and valour
As thouart in desire? Wouldst thou have that
Which thou estcem'st the ornament of lfe,
Andlive 2 coward in thine own esteem?
Letting I darc not’ wait upon ‘I would',
Tike the poor cat i’ the adage?

Prithee peace;
Ldre doall hat may become  man, ©
Who dares no more, is none.
What beast was't then
‘That made you break this enterprize to me?
When you durst o, then you were 2 man;
And, to be more than what you wer, you would
Be 50 much more the man. Nor time, nor place,
Did then adhere, 2nd yet you would make both:
‘They have made themsclves, and that their fitncss now
Does unmake you. I have given suck, and know
Fow tender i to love the babe that milks me:
1 would, while it was smiling in my face,
Have pluck'd my nipple from his bonless gums,
And dash'd the brains out, had I s0 swom
As you have done t0 this.

1 we should fail?
We fil?
‘But screw your courage to the sicking-place,
‘And we'll not ai: when Duncan i aslecp,
(Whereto the rather shall his day's hard journey
Soundly invite him) his two chamberlains
‘Will | with wine and wassal so convince,
‘That memory, the warder of the brain,
Shall be a fume, and the receipt of reason
‘A limbec only: when in swinish siecp
Their drenched natures e s in 2 death,
‘What cannot you and I perform upon
The unguarded Duncan? what no put upon
His spongy officees, who shall bear the guile
Of our great quell?
Bring forth men-children only:
For thy undaunted metdl should compose
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MACBETH:

LADY m

MACBETH:

LADY M:

MACBETH:

A JECDEI Young Siward

Macduff Servant'
Lady Macbeth Messenger
Doctor Narrator
Seyton

We are starting with the great scene early in the play when
Lady Macbeth persuades her only half-willing husband to
murder Duncan. Duncan, King of Scotand, is a guest at
Macbeth's castle. In an earler scene three witches have
foretold to Macbeth that he himself will one day be King of
Scotland, and the idea of killing Duncan and seizing the
chrone has already crossed his mind. Indeed, he has spoken
of it with his wife. But e still shrinks from the decd; and he
is musing alone, half tempted and halfhorrified, when Lady
Macbeth enters and with a few skilful speeches nerves him
for the murder

Ific were done, when 'ts done, then "twere well
It were done quickly .. - ;
crioreioesireee..... He's herein double trust;
First, s 1 am his kinsman, and his subject,
Strong both against the deed; then, as his host,
Who should against his murderee shut the door,
Not bear the knife myself. Besides, this Duncan
Hath borne his faculties so meck, hath been
So clear in his great office, that his virtues
‘Will plead Jike angels, trumpet-tongu'd against
‘The deep damnation of his taking-off;
And pity, like 2 naked new-born babe,
Striding the blast, or heaven’s cherubin, hors'd
Upon the sightless couriers of the air,
Shall blow the horrid deed in every eye,
That tears shall drown the wind. [ have no spur
To prick the sides of my intent, but only
Vaulting ambition, which o'erleaps itself,
And falls on the other. How now? what news?

[Enter Lady Macbeth)
He has almost supp’d: why have you left the chamber?
Hath he ask'd for me?

Know you not he has?

We will proceed no furcher in this business:
‘He hath honour'd me of late, and [ have bought
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Marathi Newsletter broadcast from London on 3rd December 1042

LANGUAGE:

Dull
Unimpressive; weak.

Good but not simple enough—still bookish. Many of
the sentences were long and unsuited to the spoken
word. Also there was an impression throughout that
the person preparing the newsletter was thinking in
terms of the English original. “Tank” could more
casily have been translated as ‘Ranagada’, whichis the
‘word most commonly used.

Tamil Newsletter broadeast from London on 1rd December 1042

GENERAL
IMPRESSSION:

ANNOUNCIN

LANGUAGE:
CONTENTS:

Satisfactory.
Not sufficiently intimate and lacking in modulation.
Much better than in the Newsletter on 26th Nov.
Most of the time was given to the Pacific, Burma and
China, which was not inappropriate. It was noticed in
referring to HM.LS. ‘BENGAL' the newsletter
spoke of the crew as consisting of men from the
Punjab to Bengal—thus omitting any reference o
South Indian members of the crew, which included
Malayees. This was unfortunate in 2 Tamil news-
povest
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Gujerati® Newsletter broadcast from London at 8.15 p.m. on
2th December 1043

GENERAL
impRESSsiON:  Far better than the Newsletcer on 30th November.
ANNOUNGING: Comments in report on Newsletter of 30th Nov. stll

hold good. Lacking in fluency; there was a general

clumsiness, particularly in the way in which the items

‘were brought to an abrupt end.

Commendably simple. There were one or two jarring

notes; for example the use of “Vayuma' insiead of

*Havama', and ‘Balako No Pedash’ instead of ‘Janma-

praman’. ‘These were possibly duc to 2 too literal

sranslation of an English script.

contents:  These covered a wider field than on 30th November,
and the comments on events were interesting. The
explanation of the Beveridge scheme was particularly
‘good—simple, lucid. Russia was the only subject not
deake with sdecuitly or given suflicient poomEmence.
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W. H. Davics, Blunden, R. E. Flecker,
W. J. Turner, Robert Nichols,
Harold Monro, Squire, Shanks,
Drinkwater, Binyon, Masefield, dela
are.
Wilfred Owen, Sassoon, Herbert
Read, Julian Grenfell, Charlotte
Mew, Brooke, Rosenberg, Robert
Graves.
Elior, Lawrence, Joyce, Pound,
Yeats, Edich Siewell, Aldous Huxley,
Ruth Pitter, Laura Riding.
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Neice, William Empson, Roy Camp-
bell, William Plomer, . A. Tessi-

mond
J. F. Hendry, Henry Treece, Roy
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Thomas, Rayner  Heppenstall)
George Barker, Terence Tiller, Alan
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My voice is in my sword, thou bloodier villain
‘Than terms can give thee out! (They fight
MACBETH: Thou losest labour;
As easy mayst thou the intrenchant aic
With thy keen sword impress, 2 make me bleed:
Let fall thy blade on vulnerabie crests,
Ibear a charmed lfe, which must not yield
To one of woman born,
MACDUFF: Despair thy charm,
And let the angel whom thou stil hast serv'd
Tell thee, Macduff was from his mother's womb
Untimely ripp'd.
macseTH:  Accursed be that tongue that tells me so;
For it hath cow'd my better part of man!
And be these juggling ficnds no more belicv'd,
That palter with us in a double sensc,
That keep the word of promise to our ear.
And break it to our hope. Ill not fight with thee.
MACDUFE:  Then yield thee coward,
And live to be the show and gaze of the time:
‘We'll have thee, a5 our rarer monsters are,
Painted upon 2 pole, and underwrit,
“Here may you sec the tyrant.”
MACBETH: 1 will not yield
To kiss the ground before young Malcolm’s feer,
And to be baited with the rabble’s curse.
‘Though Bimam wood be come to Dunsinane,
And thou oppos'd, being of no woman born,
Yet I will try the last: before my body
Ithrow my warlike shicld: lay on, Macduff
And damn'd be him that first cries ‘Hold, enough!
(Exeunt, fighting.
Alatrin)
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MacoETH:

e
WARD:

N
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MACBETH:
. stwarD:
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MACDUFF:

Ring the alarum-bell! Blow, wind, come, wrack,
Acleast we'l die with harmcss on our back.]  (Excunt)
(Trumpet cal)
(Enter Macbeth)
‘They have tied me t0. stake, | cannot fy,
But besr-ike " must fgh the course. What's he
‘That was not born of woman? Such 4 one:
Am L to fear, or none.
(Ener young Sivard)
Whatis thy name?
“Thow'l b afaid to hear it
No: though thou calft thyselfa hotter name
Than any i in hell.
My name's Macbeth,
“The devi himself could not pronounce 1 e
More hateful o mine ear.
No, nor more ferful
Tho liest, abhorred tyrant; with my sword
Tl prove the lic thou speak's.
(They fight, nd young Siward s shin)
“Thou wast born of woman;
Butswords [ smile at, weapons haugh to scom,
Brandish'd by man that's of a woman born. (Exig
(Alsrums)
(Enter Macdufl)
“That way the nise s Tyrant, show thy fice!
If thou be't shain and with o stroke of mine,
My wife and children’s ghosts wll haunt me sl
Tcanno stike 2 wretched kerns, whos arms
Are hir'd to bear theic scaves: cither thou, Macbeth,
O clsc my sword with an unbatie'd cdge
Isheathe again undeeded. There thou shouldst be;
By this great cltter, one of greatest note
Scems bruited: et me find him, fortune,
‘And more I beg not (i)
rums)
(Enter Macberh]
Why should  play the Roman fool, and dic
On mine own sword? whiles 1 sce lives, the gashes
Do better upon them.
(Enter Macduf)
“Tumn, hll-hound, turn!
Of all men ese [ hav avoided thee
But getthee back, my soul i too much charg'd
With blood of thine aleady.
Thave 5o words,
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MACHETH:

MESSENGER:

MESSENGER:

MAchETH:
MESSENGER:

The time has been, my senses would have cool'd
To hear a night-shrick, and my fel of haie
Would at a dismal reatise rouse, and sir
AsTife were in't  have supp’d full with horrors,
Direncss, imilir to my saughterous thoughts,
‘Cannot once start me.
(Re-ener Seyton)
Wherefore was that cry?
The queen, my lord, s dead
She should have dicd hercafeer,
crc would have been 2 e for such 1 word.
Tomertov. nd tomoriow. sd oo,
i this pecty pace from day to day,
ot s syl o ecorded gy
And all our yesterdays, have lighted fools
‘The way to dusty deach. Out, out, brief candle,
Life's but a walking shadow, 3 poor player
“Tha stuts and fres his hour upon the sage,
And then i heard no more. 1t e
Told by an dios, full of sound snd fury,
Signifying nothing,
(Encer 2 Messenger)
‘Thou comst to us thy tongue; thy story quickly
Gracious my lord,
Ihould repore that which 1 say L saw,
But know ot how to doi.
Well ay. sir.
As L did stand my watch upon the hill,
Tlook'd toward Bimam, and anon methought
The wood began to move.
Liar,and shavel
Let me endure your wrath, it be ot s
‘Within this thee mile may you sec it coming;
Tsay, 2 moving grove.

1fthou speak’s s,
Upon the nexe e sl thow g e
Tamine cling thee ifthy specch be sooth,

K car notaf tho ot for e s mch
1 pullin resolution, and begin
To doubt th equivocation of the fend,
“Tha e like truth: “Fear not,cll Birmam wood
Do come o Dunsinane, and now a wood

‘Comes toward Dunsinanc. [Arm, arm, and out!
1 chis which he svouches docs apper,
There i nor® fying hence nor tarrying heee.
1ginto bes-weary ofthe sun,
And wish the weibs'c’ the WLkl Wark ssw Wsdns:
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Sinhalese Newsletter (Mr. Rowan Davies)—See Below.
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Akyab — Ack-yab

Amarpura  — A-ma-ra-poo-rah
Bhamo — Bah-mo

Katha — Ka-thah

Kyaukpyu  — Chowk-pyoo (ow asin “now"”". py asin “keep your head)
Lashio — Lassho

Magwe  — Ma-gway

Myingyan ~ — Myin-jarn (my as in “jam your brakes on)

Myitkyina  — Myi-chi-nah (ditto)

Minbu — Min-boo

Mcikila  — Mck-ti-la

Monywa  — Moan-ywah

Mogok  — Mo-goak?

Pakokku  — Pa-ko-koo

Shwebo  — Shway-bo

Shwegu  — Shway-goo

Sagaing ~ — Sa-gaing (ain as in “mine”)

Tenguch  — Ten-gyoo-ay

Yenangyaung — Yay-nan-noung (own as in “sound”)®
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Registration Infant
Sub-Districts Birth Death Mortality
and Sections. Rates. Rates. Rates.
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Rotherham)
Hillsborough 12.72 8.85 36
Ecclesfield (part of Wortley)  19.90 8.08 i
Ecclesall North A. 1517 1251 o5
B. 13.28 12.70 100
Ecclesall West Central 1oy 10.97 39
Ecclesall South (excluding .98 1085 6
Norton)
Broomhall A. 16.03 1404 s0
B 11.22 12.79 60
Sharrow 10.43 1313 3
Norton 12.38 10.83 38
Dore 127 7.01 37
CITY 14.52 11.3% 55





OPS/images/book10_tt.jpg
[Notes for Nineteen Eighty-Four, Part I1l, Section vi]

Lay-out.
General. Interpolate.
Establish W. in café. Picture of BB.

Burnt out. Meeting with J. Gin.

His life now. War news—telescreen
Last memory of his mother.

Salvation.

W. in café. Gin. Picture of BB.

Uneasy about war news,

Drinks gin. Memory of the ——2 Unable to live without gin. Physical

appearance.
Waiter brings chess problem.

Picture of BB. More war news. (Mental picturc of map.)
White always mates.

They can't get inside you—but they can.

The meeting with ]

The telescreen.

Gin. His life now. The sinecure.

More war news?

Sudden memory of his mother. False memory.

The war news. Trumpet call. Crowds cheering.

He loved BB.
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Sweet, sweet was the linewash smell,
And sweet the /Aprill air,
3
& there
‘We played the games that all have played,
Though most remember not,
And the plumber's daughter, who might be seven,
She showed me all she'd got.

And was it that day or another day
2
3
N

And chere was also the reedy stream
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Cont. Nationahist leaders & nationalist romantics of non-foreign origin.
Remarks

Mazini

Whitman

Gandhi, Nehruetc.

Mustapha Kemal

Lenin 2

Trotsky (Jewish) ?

Bakunin ?

Corruption of sestheti standards by politcsl motives—notes for "Writers ind
Leviathan," 336
[*What is Communism?”—notes for a revieww of Plamenate’s book, 1347)

(Draft of a Pocm]

"Twas on a Tuesday morning,
When the pants hung on the line,

The month was April or it might be May,
And the year was nineteen-nine

That
When





OPS/images/book8_f0116-01.jpg
March April 1941

March April 1942
March April 1943
Spring 1944
Summer 1944
Fall 1944

Winter (1st) 10452

Diary Extract + earlier on air
raids. (marked)."
Passage marked.

ditto
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(several stanzas)

But how long did that idyll last?
Not even so long as Spring.

1 hink the May was sl in bloom
When 1 did the deathly thing.

1 met those children on the road
2
3
4

But Isaid it, yes, I said it,

Russian (?)
“I mustn’t play with you any more,
““My mother says you're common.”

P

still as uncommon ()
As any in the land;
As solid as Cibradtas Rock

Round as a pudding
was my face worn
That now is lean
&sad
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{Cutting from News Chronicle]
16.12.49

“WHEAT CAN

BECOME RYE"
—Lysenko
Moscow, Thursday.
Lysenko,” the Russian scientit, says in
“Lzvestia” today it has been proved that “in
mountainous arcas posscssing unfavourable
wintry conditions winter wheat can turn into

rye.”

This, he says, confiems Stalin's teaching
based on “dialectic laws” and appears to
corroborate his own theory of the influence of
qarvironmant i harsditr.—B.E1.P.

Andtwo physicians, like 3

pair of oars,

Conduct him faster to the

Stygian Shores.

(Quoted in “Hard Cash’
Author?)’
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Under Western Eyes.

For Conrad essay® (uniform edit.) p. 23
““They shot him in '28.

verify date—misprint?

The Secret Agent*
Under Westem Eyes [The Good Soldier.|
Chance [(F. M. E)P

‘The Nigger of te Narcisus.

Richard Curle: Last 12 years of J. C. (7)

Jessie C.: Memorics of ). C. ()

F. M. Ford: Essay (%) on ). C.

Sales (reception) of: The Secret Agent (1907), Under Western Eyes (1911)

Victory (1914)t

Vitory. Dramatic version. What year made, by whom, whether successfl,
whether orientated anti-German, what effect on J. C's popularity.
H. L. Mencken—essay—7-6.

J.C. .U, affliations (in early "80's?)

‘Assassination of Alexander 11" Whether rumoured done by Ochrana (cf.

French film). Name of head of reactionary

MOROZOV faction (POBYEDONOSTSEV)

{N.A.) Mosoxov. (Fovmation uf Social-Revokitionary Party, sbout 1876).
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129° 2 dead cock (cockerel?)
[26"] Far away an owl hooted, like the ghost of a cockerel crowing from
beyond the Styx.
P
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Loans.George Kopp ~ — £250
{Soniz Beowmell — £100-—t be paid off by banker's orde
Paul Potts =
InctHolden  £75
Humphrey Slater — £ =

470"
[Aunt N.® [£50] £25)
Jack Common® £50

[s545¢
£520
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Present. | Current account. £500? (In April abt £800).} [£500]

[“B" account. £1000 (more, I think).] [£1000]
R'sinsurance policy. Abt £150 f150
[In New York. Abt £150.] [£150)
Savings Certificates. £500 £500
Defence Bonds. £2000 £2000

[£4300]

Future. Book of Month Club edition of “1984.” Uncertain, but it
equalto "Animal Farm.” abt £10,000, spread over abta year.? _ £7500

[£10,000)
English edit. of “1984.” Iftis sclls according to W's
expectations, ie. 25,000 0r more, not less than £500. £500
Other royalties, translation fees ctc. now accumulating,
perhaps £2007 £200
American reprints (Harcourt Brace) of “Burmese Days" &
“Coming Up S400
for Air,” some time within the next few years, not less than
£400
Royalties on English reprints after my death, & on another
selection £200
of essays: very uncertain, say £200, spread over several
years.
Owed to me by various persons (not necessarily all ~ £520
recoverable) (£370]
£370 + £100 (£470) + £100 (£570)° + 75 (£545)
Personal effects (furniture, books etc.) say £300 £300
{Income from Defence Bonds, ilefcintact, £ 0 per annum.]
[Total over say next s years] [£11,970)

[£50 per annum.]
[Less perhaps £2,500° Income Tax.?]
Motor boat, Say £100. less abt £50 for repairs S50
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Jvelyn Wangh
‘TanyaMatthews
‘Evelyn Waugh

M. McCarthy
Hesketh Pearson
.

Philip Gibbs
Delisle Bumns
“Saki'!

* 1 Zangwill
James Thurber
Joseph Conrad
G. Fairley

* ). Frazer
Winston Churchill
Evelyn Waugh
G. Bernard Shaw.

* Charles Dickens
C.A. Alington
M. Buber-
Neumann
M. Bloch
R.Fischer
?Hans Scherfig
Sidney Horler
Peter Cheyney
R. Surtees

When the Going Was Good
Russian Child & Russian Wife
Rosetti: His Life & Works

MARCH
The Oasis (in “Horizon")

Dickens, His Character, Comedy
& Careet (in proof)

Both Your Houses

‘The First Europe

‘The Chronicles of Clovis

Children of the Ghetto

The BeastinMe

Noteson Life & Letters

Captain Bulldog Drummond
FolkLoreintheO.T.

‘Their Finest Hour

Work Suspended

Sixteen Autobiographical Sketches

AvRiL
Little Dorrit
Archdeacons Afloat
Under Two Dictators

Strange Defeac
Stalin & German Communism
The ldealists

High Hazard

Try Anything Twice

Mr Sponge’s Sporting Tour

Skimmed only

Skimmed

Dippedinto
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JATEAE
Author Title
F.ScottFitzgerald  Tenders the Night
* D.H.Lawrence  Sons&Lovers
E. Amot Robinson Four Frightened People

JL&B. ‘The Town Labourer
Hammond

T.S. Eliot From Poe o Valéry
Barry Pain The Eliza Books

* AmoldBennett  Riceyman Steps
* V. Sackville West  The Edwardians

* E.A.Poc Tales
E.CWebster  Ceremony of Innocence
Bertrand Russell  Human Knowledge, Is Seope:
&Limits

Pecer Cheyney  Dark Hero
Harold Nicholson  Public Faces
James Cain ‘The Postman Always Rings Twice

FEBRUARY
ThomasHardy ~ Jude the Obscure
JulianSymons  Bland Beginning
*D.H. Lawrence  The Prussian Officer
Markoosha Fischer The Nazarovs
AldousHuxley  Apea Essence
* W.Barbellion  The Journal ofa Disappointed Man
R. Cargoe The Tormentors
P.Gosse ANaturalist Goes to War
* ].D.Beresford A Candidate for Truth
M. Aldanov. The Ninth Thermidor
* ThomasHardy ~ Tesso'theD'Ubervlles
EvelynWaugh  Robberyunder Law

Remarks

Skimmed only

Mostof them

Tried & failed

Skimmed only

Proofcopy
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Patrick Hastings
C. Brooks
Henry Green

J. M. Keynes
Osbert Sitwell
Rex Warner

J. Guest
B. Cobb
Geoffrey Trease
G. Santayana
William Empson
1.J. Fagjeon

* Cyril Connolly

est
2A. Wilson
1.Gloag
G. M. Trevelyan
1. Deutscher

* E Raymond

* Amold Bennett
?William Sansom

Autobiography
Modern Poetry & the Tradition Skimmed
Concluding

TwoMemoirs

Laughterin the NextRoom

Why Was I Killed?

JUNE
Brokenlmages

Early Morning Poison

Tales Out of School

‘The Genteel Tradition at Bay (pamphlet)

Seven Types of Ambiguity

Seven Dead

Enemies of Promise

Miss Lonclyhearts

The Wrong Sct

Documents Marked Secret

An Autobiography & Other Essays ~ Skimmed
Stalin: A Political Biography

We, the Accused

‘Whom God Hath Joined

The Body
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* Hugh Kingsmill
Geoffrey Gorer

* GeorgeGissing
F. TennysonJesse
W. White
R.T. Gould
S. Labin

* M. Sinclir

* Amold Bennett
‘Edmund Wilson
D. Shub
Anthony Powell
Lancelot Hogben
C.D. Darlington
Heony Gioen

Pl
‘The Sentimental Journey

The Americans

New Grub Street

APin o See the Peepshow

AMan Called White Skimmed
The Story of the Typewriter (pamphlet)

Stalin's Russia Skimmed only
‘The Combined Maze

Clayhanger

‘The Triple Thinkers

Lenin Skimmed
John Aubrey & His Friends

The New Authoritarianism (pamphleq)

‘The Conflict of Science & Society (pamphlet)

Loving
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W. Somerset
Maugham

* RudyardKipling
H.G. Wells
Philip Guedella
W. Somerset
Maugham
J.M.Keynes

7 T. Dreiser
Nevil Shute
George Woodcock

* T. Dreiser
E Sackville West

* T. Dreiser
J. Curtis

] Cousins
M.Joscph
Dorothy Sayers
H.M.Hyde
Nigel Balchin

.-l
‘The Razor's Edge

The Day’s Work
‘The Autocracy of Mr Parham
The Duke

Then & Now

‘The Economic Consequences of
the Peace

Chains

NoHighway

The Paradox of Oscar Wilde
Sister Carrie.

A Flamein Sunlight

An American Tragedy

The Gilt Kid

AucusT
Secret Valleys

The Adventure of Publishing
Mystery Omnibus

Trials of Oscar Wilde

The Small Back Room

Skimmed

Skimmed

Skimmed

Mostof
Mostof
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s

F. Urquhart The Year ofthe Short Corn
?Alberto Moravia  The Woman of Rome

C.Sykes Four Studies in Loyalty

D. Footman Red Prelude

Leonard Woolley  Digging Up the Past
L A.S.Salazar _ Murderin Mexico (proof)
Rayner Heppenstall The Double Image

NOVEMBER
Oscar Wilde DeProfundis (new edition)
* R.Kee The Impossible Shore
T.Hopkinson ~ Downthe Long Slide
R Kee A Crowd s not Compulsory
A Menen ‘The Stumbling-Stone
DECEMBER
EH.Canr ‘The Romantic Exiles

* JosephConrad  Chance

* JosephConrad  The Secret Agent

* JosephConrad  Under Western Eyes

* JosephConrad  The Nigger of the Narcissus
JulianHuxley  SovietGenetics®
Malcolm Affairs of the Heart
Muggeridge

Skimmed

[Largeasterisk]
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* Norman Mailer  The Naked & the Dead
M. Davidson  Astronomy for Beginners
Philip Guedella  The Hundred Days
Raymond Chandler The Little Lady
A Berkeley Murder in the House
EM Normandy to the Baltic
Montgomery'

J. Langdon-Davies Russia Puts the Clock Back

* Compton Sinister Street
Mackenzie
Agatha Christie  Sparkling Cyanide

SEPTEMBER
ArthurKoestler  Promise & Fulfilment
J. M. Bums The Gallery
Philip Toynbee  The Savage Days
W.H.Sheldon  The Varicties of Temperament
C.Sykes Character & Situation
R West ‘The Meaning of Treason
TrumanCapote  Other Voices, Other Rooms
F.Utley Lost llusion
R.Stout How Likea God
NancyMitford  Loveina Cold Climate

Tolits Syiceé

A.J. Symons (in proof)

[Large asterisk]
Skimmed

Dippedinto

Mostof
Skimmed
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thatin later editions of English edition, statement that some
pigeons " dropped their dung’ has been altered (without my
consent) to “muted”, a piece of pedantry which  should like
cut out if the book is ever reprinted. Cheap eition 1049.

CRITICAL Essavs. English 1946, American (Dickens, Dali and Others)
1946. No difference of text, but American edit. has bad
misprints. Marked copy somewhere among my books,?
also correcting some misquotations. These corrections
should be made if the book is reprinted. See remarks about
reprinting the essays: it might lso be worth considering
including Frank Richards's reply (in Horizon) to Boys'
Weeklics.
N.B. Misquotation of Kipling. (“White hands cling” etc.)’

NINETEEN EIGHTY-FOUR. English 1949, American 1949. Same text except
that phrase “negroid lips” excised from American edition.
Banned in Eire.

TALKING T0 INDIA. _ Allen & Unwin, 1944, 1 edited and largely wrote this
(Tripe.

sRrmis pAMpLETEERS Vol. I With Reg. Reynolds. Wingate 1948. 1 am
advertised s part-editor of this, though actually I only
wrote the introduction.

N.B. COMING UP FOR ATR contracted for by “Albatross Books™ (Europe) but

publication coincided with fall of Paris in 1940.* Edition may exist (was

slightly bawdlerised").

Also  few poems: One beginning “A dressed man and a naked man” (Adelphi
1931). Another beginning “Not the pursuit of knowledge” (Tribune 1943 or
1944)._Another beginning “A happy vicar I might have been” (Adelphi
1036).5
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DOWN & OUT.

BURMESE DAYS.

BOOKS — editions

English 1933. American 1934 or 1935. Penguin 1944 [should
be 1940]. Uriform cdition 1949. Banned in Australa (I think).

American (Hacpers) 1934. This is the true first edition,
English (Gollancz) 193s. This is 2 garbled version and
should NoT be followed. Penguin 1944. This follows
American edition. Uniform edition 1949. Follows Ameri-
can, but said to contain misprints. The following slip
(interpolation of American compositor) haspersisted
through all editions: P. 271 (Uniform edit.) line 1, “sat
down” should be "knclt down.

THE ROAD TO WIGAN Pree. English (Left Book Club) 1937. Ordinary

edition has misprints, corrected in later LBC editions. The
firsthalf of the book many times reprinted 25 LBC
supplement. NB that though the book a5 a whole would
hardly be worth reprinting, the first half is detachable, and
in particular the first chapter might be put into a collection
of sketches.

HOMAGE TO CATALONIA. English 1938. Never reprinted (see notes on

COMING UP FOR

reprints.) Ifreprinted, it would be better to put Chaps V and
Xl at the end as an appendix. The political parts of the book
were deliberately concentrated into these two chapters 5o as
to make them excisable at need, but Chap. X1 in particular
contains historically valuable material. The book if ever
reprinted could do with a preface, preferably by a Spaniard.
Vide list of misprints etc

. English 1939. Uniform cdition 1948.

INSIDE THE WHALE. English 1040, Name Esszy was | believe reprinted by

ANIMAL FARM.

New Directions (New York) in 1941. Also I think trans-
Tated into Itaian, Publication of CRITICAL ESsAYs cuts out
re-publication of this book, but the name essay might be
reprinted some time. NBitis very difficult to get hold of, s
stocks of the book were destroyed in the blitz. One or two
slips want correcting. Slip in name essay, attribution of Day
Lewis poem to Auden.'

‘English 1945. American 1946. No difference of text except
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MB authorities” seized about half of the edition
of 5000 and handed them over to the Soviet
repatriation commission (1947) but the others
said to have been distributed successflly.)

Estonian? (serialised in DP paper in Stockholm I think.)

Persian. (By British Council, Teheran.)

Korean. (U.S. Army.)

Japanese. (U K. Liaison Mission, Tokyo.)

Gujerati? Bengali? Telegu?* Modem Hebrew? (requests

received for leave to translate into these languages.)

Curacao (serialised in Catholic Workers' bi-lingual paper.

Language appears to be dialect of Portugese.”)

Crech translation of ANIMAL FARM made but refused

publication by Czech M.O.L™ (before the Communist

coup d'érat).

Teclindic (Prentsmidior, Austurlands H.F.)

Russian (*Possev”’, Limberg, Germany)

NINETEEN EIGHTY-fOUR. _Italian (Mondadori)

Spanish (Kraft, Buenos Ayres — slightly bawdlerised")'!

Greek (newspaper serialisation)

Swedish (Bonnier, Stockholm)

Danish (Steen Hasselbalchs Forlag)

German (serialisation in Der Mona)

Dautch (N. V. Drukerj)

German (Diana Verlag, Zurich)

2 Telegu® (Ranakrishna, A.LR.. Madras)

French (Gallimard)

Norwegian (Gyldendal Norsk Forlag, Oslo)

THE LION AND THE UNICORN and THE ENGLISH PEOPLE — various forcign
ST R g
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bown AND ouT. _French (NRF 1934 or 1945. Good transhtion.)

BURMESE DAYS.

Caech (1935.)

French (Nagel 1946. VERY BAD translation.)
Iralian (Mondadori 1948)
Burmese? (May exist.)

HOMAGE TO CATALONIA. _ltalian (Mondadori 1949.)

French? (translated by Yvonne Davet but not sure whether
ever published.)’

COMING UP FOR AR, French? (translated by Roger Sauvé on commission

for Editions Fontaine, but apparently refused by them. Not
sure whether accepted elsewhere.) [See 2357 and 3036]

cRrmicAL Essavs. Spanish (Sur, Buenos Ayres, 1949. Appears good

ANIMAL FARM.

translation.)

French? (Contracted for I think.) Italian?

French (Odile Pathé.) (Also serialised & in Belgium.)

German (Amstedt, Switzerland.) Also serialised (different

translation) in Der Monat 1949.)

Italian (Mondadori 1948. Also serialised I think.)

Spanish (Kraft, Buenos Ayres).

Portugese® (Livraria de Francisco Franco.)

Swedish (Albert Bonniers. Also I think in interleaved

Swedish-English edition.)

Dutch

Norwegian (Branns Forlag.)

Danish. (Vilhelm Priors Forlag)

Polish (World League of Poles Abroad, London.)

Ukrainian (by Ukrainian DPs.® Printed in Belgium and
distributed through DP bookshop in Munich.
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Why I Write. ? Gangrel, 1947. (Reprinted somewhere 1 think). (Also in
Talian transiation I think.)

Marrakesh.* 2 New Writing 1939. (Sketch).

Anisemitism in Gt. Briain. 7 ? Commentary (then called Contemporary
Jewish Record) 1945,

Writers & Leviathan. 2 ? Politics & Letters 1948. (Reprinted in U.S. New
Leader.)

Such, such were the Joys. (Long sketch). Writien as pendant to Cyril
Connolly’s book ENEMIES OF PROMISE but never printed or
shown to C. C. Unprintable (libellous) until ertain people
are dead, but should be printed some time. Warburg has
copy: another among my papers.

London Lettes. Partisan Review 1040-46. Fragments of these would be
reprintable. Ditto occasional fragments from As I Please
(Tribune 1943-47) See lst of possibly usable fragments.'*

Looking Back on the Spanish War. New Road 1943

Britin's Struggle for Survival (not my title) 7 2 Commentary 1948,

Gandhi in Mayfair. Horizon 1943. Reprinted once (in P.R.)

Poctry & the Microphone. 27 (New Saxon Pamphlets?)

Propaganda & Demotic Speech 22 Scope 19447

Herbert Read. (Long review) ? Poetry Quarterly.

The Detectve Story 2 ? Fontaine (In French translation only)

ArTicLEs ETc. NOT T0 8 REPRINTED

Long review of T. S. Eliot's Four Quartettes® (or rather offirst 3 ofthem). Poetry
London 1942, and Little Reviews Anthology.

My Country Right or Left.New Writing 1940.

Introduction to British Pamphleteers.

Culture and Democracy. In Victory or Vested Interest (1941%) This was
substantially altered and deformed all the way through
‘without my knowledge or consent fier | had corrected the.

roofs.
Any article of less than 1000 words, except as fragment.
Essays in “The Betrayal of the Left.”
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Shooing an Elephant. ~(Sketch) New Writing 1936. Reprinted several times
but not recently. Should be reprinted. (N.B. whether
copyright disposed of)

A Hanging (Sketch). Adelphi about 1931 and Savoy 1947. Danish trans,
ditto Swedish.

How the Poor Die (Sketch). Now, 1947 (1 think.)'? N.B. I have no copy of
this number of Now.

Politcs v. Literature. Polemic 1946. Should be reprinted. In S. America?

The Prevention of Literature.  Polemic 1945. Has been reprinted o translated,
I think. (Adantic Monthly.)

Lear, Tolstoy and the Fool. Polemic 1947. Should be reprined.

Notes on Nationalism. ~Polemic 1945. Reprinted in Australian magazine in
‘which all the footnotes are treated as passages in brackets
Reprintable, but was written in bad circumstances and
could do with revision. Finnish translation. Ditto French?

(Yes.)

Politcs & the English Language. Horizon 1946. Reprinted a number of times
in USA. Moore would know whether copyright disposed
of. Horizon version probably only complete one. (Version
in New Republic much abridged.)

Second Thoughts on James Burnham. - ? Polemic 1946. Also as pamphiet.

Gearge Gissing.  Writcen in 19458 for Politics and Letters, which then expired.

Lost®  Havenever been able to secure retarn of MS, but should be
rinted if recoverable.

Leonard Merrick. 2 ? Introduction written for Merick’s ““The Position of
Peggy Harper”, in series of reprints issued by Eyre &

Psid—not yet  Spottiswoode. Writcen in 1946, but up to date (1949) the

published. . book has not appeared. My introduction was paid for (I

(D. Jerrold  think) but should be recoverable if the book has been

16.1.51) _ scrapped, and might be worth reprinting.

Jack London. 2 ? Inteoduction to collection of stories issued by Paul Elek.
Just possibly worth reprinting,

Reflecions on Gardhi. - ?Partisan Review 1949. Translated into Spanish (Sur,
Buenos Ayres)."
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ANSLEE JANE Dower:

Eight Famous Plays W A. Strindberg (Duckworth 15/-). [-]
The Strange Life of A. Strindberg. Eliz. Sprigge (H. Hamilton 15/-).
Mayhew London Life? m\;. Press []

R. Surtees. Mr Sponge (2nd hand). v [Apr]
J. Conrad. The Arrow of Gold. W [-]
The Rescue’ V( [-] Dent 7/6
Notes on Life & Letters [¥(]* [Mar].
C. Dickens, Little Dorrit (2nd hand) ¥ [Apr]
H. Kingsmill. Dickens (title? second hand.)* V/ [May]

America. David Shub. V Biography of Lenin (Doubleday) [May]
A. Koestler. v Outlook & Insight (Macmillan?)° [-]
E. Wilson. The Triple Thinkers (? Recent) [May]
Churchill B. Gidow
7 *“The whole of their Lives"™ [-]

“Commentary”

4000-5000
by end of May.®
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1. Matthews. \( Russian Child & Russian Wife. (Gollancz 15/-) [Feb]
Tchemani. v “I speak for the Silent.” (2nd hand). [-]"

M. Beerbohm. A Christmas garland [-]

L. Rosenberg, V' Poems (“Complete Works.”) (Ch. & W. 1937) [-]
A. Powell. V John Aubrey. (new) [May]

Saki.  Chronicles of Clovis (2nd) [Mar]

M. Bashkirtseff. W Journal (Eng. trans.) [-]

Complimentary copies'”
x Russell crossed through] v x A. Powell V[ R. Rees

x Hogben v/ Darlington v | M. Muggeridge
@Huxley v R. Fischer v [R. H. Tawney
®Koestler v [added later] ]. Symons [crossed through]
®Edm. Wilson v A Malraux? v
————————————— |}. Bumhm
®D. Macdonald v H. Read v
T |R Postgaecrossed
S. Hook? through]
®O. Sitwell A, Gide
Forster Mis Adam
E. Waugh R. Fletcher

C Eoara
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Dickens Waugh

April2sin by end of April

1000-2000"  3000-4000
(5000 max)"

Inside back cover:

L Zangwill. V “Children of the Ghetto" (nd hand). [Mar] . S. 23.2.49"

“Grandchildren ditto [-] V F TP 19249
W [crossed out] LS. 224267

W. N. P. Barbellion. The Diary (Journal?) of a Dissppointed Man. [Feb]
il

B. Russell. Human Knowledge —its Scope & Limits. (Allen & Unwin 18/-).
[Jan]

Delisle Burns. \ The First Europe. (new?) [Mar]

M. Aldanov. W The Ninth Thermidor (2nd hand). [Feb]

Tennyson Jesse. W A Pin to see the Pecpshow. (second hand) [May]

F. Engels. v Condition of the Working Class in England. (L & W)" [-]
A. Bennett. X Clayhanger (2nd hand.) [May]

M. Sinclair. W The Combined Maze. (sccond hand). [May]

Sic . Frazer. W Folk Lore of the O. Test. [Mar]

C. Flaobert. Madinic Bovary, L Tatation, d"Educicich L1
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Savings
Anticipated Royalties
Owed

Effects ere
Richard’s Insurance

£2,500
a0

(spread over about a year)
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SIGNED by the above-named EriC
ARTHUR BLAIR as his Last Will in

che joint presence of himself

and us, who at his request and in
such joint presence have hereunto
subscribed our names as witnesses*—
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Beavan, John
[1910-94; Baron
Ardwick; see 1781,
n.1and 2844, m.1
[red]*

Bernal, Professor]. D.
(iish extraction)
[1901-1971;see 1005,
1]

‘Contributed to many
U.S. newspapers &
‘magazines, inc. Times,
Herald Tribune,
Saturday Evening Post,
Nation, Harper's,
Women's Home
Companion, New
Masses, Yale Review.
Bornin Slovenia, not
Croatia.]

Manchester Evening
News (editor).
Previously Observer
(news editor).

Scientist (physicist)
Birkbeck College,
London University.
President, Association
of Scientific Workers.
Scientific staffof
Combined Opera-
tions during war.
(“Science&
Socicty.”) “The
Social Function of
Science”

Sympathiser only.
Anti British C.P.
Might change???

Qy.openC.P.2
Verygified. Saidto
have been educated for
R.C. priesthood.

[in pencil:]1am pretty
sure he isan open
‘member.
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NANR

Anderson, John
(1911-81]

Adamic, Louis
1859-1951] (U.S.)
(ugo-Slav origin)

JOBS

Manchester Guardian
(correspondent) [for
20years, becoming.
industrialed. and
eader writer]

the White House.”
Still very anti-British.
[Awarded Yugoslav
Order of Unity by
Tito; editor-in-chief,
Common Ground, New
York, 1940-43; editor
as well as publisher of
Trends & Tides

REMARKS

Prob, sympathiser
only. Good reporter.
Stupid.

Some kind ofagent
(prob.) [Qy. attitude
reTito?) Pro-Tito
(samelineas
Zilliacus.) (moreso.)
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Burhop (initial)
(E.H.S.] (Australian)
(1911-80]

[red]*

Carr, Professor E.H.
(1802-1982i sce 2454,
n.3)

(Cummings, A. .}
(1882-1957]

Chaplin, Charles
[1889-1977] (Anglo-
American). (Jewish?)

Cunard, Nancy
[1896-1965; see 386A]

Scientist (physicist)

Times.
Aberystwith®
University.
Various books.

(News-Chronicle
(commentator.1

Films.

Anti-fascist &anti-
imperialist
organisations,
Pamphlets.

Appeaser only.

(Uncertain whether
definitely F.T. Strong
sympathiser, but
appears somewhat
anti British C.P.
Changed line.1

[?2—crossedoutin
error when noteabove
crossed through; then
reinstated:] 22
Probably only
sentimental
sympathiser. Silly.
Has money.
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Braddock, Mrs. E. M.
[1899-1970;se¢ 2046]
*Blackett, Professor
(initials?) fin pencil:]
P.M.S. [1807-1974]
Braddock Tom
(1887-1976)

Bailey, Gerald (1903~
72)

M.P. (Lab)

Physicist. Atomic
expert.

M.P. Mitcham (Lab)

Acting Chairman,
International Liaison
Committee of
Organisations for
Peace. (18 years
Director of British
National Peace
Comcil{igao-401)

Open C.P. member?

?[Listed in Second
Literary Notebook,
1948; see 3515, 1. 49]

2

[A Quaker anda
‘member of the Liberal
Party]
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fahmicle, Prok. Coudon,
(Edinburgh
University?) (1892~
1957:see 1057, n.1]

*Cole, G. D. H.
[1889-1959;see
3600,.5]

*Coates, W. P.&
ZeldaK. [Mrs Zelda
Coates b. 1886]

Scientist
(anthropology &
history of science).
Popular booklets on
prehistoric man .

‘Economist, author of
many books.

“AHistory of Anglo-
Soviet Relations”, &
other books. [Many
on Soviet affairs; The
Second Five-Year Plan
of Developmentin the
U.S.SR. (1938) hada
preface by aleading
Labour Party
politician, Herbert
Morrison. W.P.
Coates's compilation
on the trialof Vitviskii
(1933) hada foreword
byD. N, Prit e
below.]

?[Professor of
Prehistoric
Archacology,
Edinburgh, 1927-46;
London, 1946-56]

Sympathiser only.

Shallow person.
Diabetic.
»

Q OpenCP?





OPS/images/book11_Fig-38.jpg
Crossman, Richard
[1907-74]

(Cocks, Seymour!
[1882-1953]
Calder-Marshall,
Acthur [1908-92; see
856,n.3]

Crowther, D. .
(1899~ Orwell gives
initials correctly a5

J.G. at 1117; see n. 1]

M.P. (Labour)
Covent

Save Europe Now.
Books

New Statesman
Thelps to direct]
Sunday Pictorial

TM.P. (Labour)!

Novelist.

Contrib. Time&
‘Tide, Tribune etc
Knowledge of
Mexico, Jugoslavia
Reynolds's Sunday
newspaper] (book
reviews|see 3650])

Scientist (Biologist?)

22 Political climber.
Zionist (appears
sincere about this.)
Too dishonest to be
outright FT.

122 Pacifistleanings1

?Previously close F.T.
May have changed.
Insincere person.

22 Brother of Geoffrey
Crowther (of the
Economist.)

Yes.
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Deutscher [(initial?)1
L (PolishJew) [1907~
671

[red]*
Duranty, Walter
(Anglo-American).
(1884-1057;see
headnorte to 2376

Economist.
Observer (previously
forcign
correspondent). Life
of Stalin. (Life of
Stlin moderately
objective.)

American papers.
Correspondentin
USSR many years.
Various books.

Only sympathiser, &
recent development
only (previously
Trotskyist leanings.)
Could change??
IPolis)

DiscreetF.T.
Probablyno
organisational
connection, but
Celiable
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Davies, Joscph E.
(U.5.). [1876-1958]

lacerentry:]
Davenport, John
(1906-66; scc 481,
2]

Edelman, Maurice
[1911-75; see 3617,
n.6]

Fraenkel, Heinrich
(1897-7]

fentry inpencil:]
Fletcher

Previously
ambassador o USSR.
“Mission to Moscow”
(&cfilm of ditto.)

“Arena”. British
Council (?)in Eire
during war.

M.P. (Lab).
Reynolds' News.

ArticlesinN.S. &N,

Labour Party agent for
Ccaiad

Very stupid.

Well-disposed person,
rather silly. Old
Econian

Was for a very brief
period “Jack Wilkes”
in Tribune

2Changed views
(21949)

:

Knew himin Spain
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Driberg, Tom
(English Jew)
[1905-76; see 1025, n.
12;1931,n.1]

[red* against Driberg
crossed outin blue
ink]

[red]*

Dover, Cedric
(Eurasian) [1905-s51;
seeg26,n.1]

Dean, Vera M. (U.S.
Russian origin).
(1903-72]

(Dark, Sidney, | [later
note:] Died Nov. 1947
liﬂ?ﬂw‘ seez347,
n.2

M.P. (Ind) Malden
Reynolds's News
(Commentator).

Writer. (““Half Caste,”
etc.) Some waining as
biologist.

Research Director,
Forcign Policy
Association.
Bookson USSR.
fJournalist, Books
Previously editor of
“Church Times".1
{ Anglo-Catholic
(layman).1

‘Commonly thought
tobe underground
member. Shows signs
ofindependence
occasionally.
Homosexual, Makes
occasional anti-C.P.
comments in his column.

Main emphasis anti-
‘white butreliably
pro-Russian onall
‘major ssucs.
Dishonest, and a good
dealofa carcerist.
InUSA? (1949)

2]

I
(Warm-hearted &
stupid.1
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Grozer, Fr. (mitialst)
[Rev. Fr. Stjohn
Groser, 1891-1966;
sce 2144, n.3]

Golding, Louis 1895~
1958;sec 3610,1..2]

[red)*
HewlettJohnson
(nitials?) [1874-1966;
‘Hewlett' was
forename, not
hyphenated surname]

Anglo-Catholic ?People’s
(priest). Convention. Said to
have done good work
during ir-raids.
[The People’s Convention, founded January
1941, was a Communist-front organisation
ostensibly to fight for public rights, higher
wages, friendship with USSR, then recently
allied to Nazi Germany—but was trongly.
suspected of aiming to undermine the British war
effort. In July 1941, when Russia was attacked by
Germany, it ceaselessly demanded the opening of
2 Second Front |

Novelist (Magnolia 2 Actitude at Wroclaw

Streer) Conference? [see
3617,.9) in pencil.]
onlyavague
sympathiser, Ishould
say.

Deanof Canterbury  Almost certainly

[nicknamed ‘TheRed  underground

Dean']. member.

Training as engineer.

Various books,
Fosgames fuiy
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Flanner, Janet (U.S.)
[1892-1978]

Goldring, Douglas.
[1897-1960; sec 2412,
sl

New Yorker
(“Genét.”)

Writer (mainly
novels).

Previously violent
red-baiter, changed
vews about war years.
Dishonest carccrist
Appears tohave
swung back
somewhat recently
(1949)

Disappointed
carcerist. Genuine
hateed of British upper
class. Probably venal.
Shallow person.
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TIRENEL, STy
[1894-1969]

ingersoll, Ralph
(U.S.) [1900-85]

Kirchwey, Freda
(U.S.) [1893-1976]

SLE. (fycatnt).
Editorof “Forward”.
Votes with crypto
group,

P.M. (editor)
“Top Secret” (anti-
Briush). Seealso
Reporton England,
1940; founded PV &
editor, 1940-46;
Vice-President& Gen
Mgrof Time, 1935-
38

“Nation'etc. (Editor
of "Nation”

SRRy 0L
Well-meaning,
‘wrong-headed.
[Listed in Second
Literary Notebook,
1948;see 3515, 1. 50]
Probably no
organisational te.
Dishonest demagogic
type.
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“Hopkinson, Tom.
[1905-90; see 2836,
n

[red]*
Hutchinson, Lester
[1904-50; e 3600,
]

Hindus, Maurice
(U.S. Russian
extraction). [1891~
1969]

Picture Post (editor)

M.P. (Labour) [later
note:] (Rusholme)
Cancelled visitto
J'slavia afcer Titosplit

Writer & journalist
(“Red Bread, " etc.)

Appeaser only.
Subjectively hostile o
USSR? Anti-
American.

Imprisoned in Meerut
wrial. Generally
considered to be
underground C.P.
member. Refused re-
nomination 1949.
[interlinear note:]
Expelled 1949. [The
government of British
India prosecuted 30
alleged Communists
for conspiracy at
Meerutin 1929.]

2Ofeen attackedin
C.P. press. General
effectof writings is
strong pro-Soviet
propaganda.
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g
Morley, Irs. [1910~
s31

[red*

*Macmurray,
Professorjohn
[1891-1936;sec
3392,m.5]

[red]*

*Martin, Kingsley
[1897-1969;see 3600;
2105]

Observer (previously
corresp. in Moscow)
[Moscow
correspondent for
Observerand Yorkshire
Post, 1943-45; lter
balletcritic for Daily
Worker, novels include
Nothing but
Propaganda, 1946]

Author (vide esp. The
CluetoHistory.)
Connections with
5.C.M. AlsoNat.
Peace Council.
Personalist
‘move-ment. [See
3392,m.4]

New Statesman
(editor).
Pamphlets & books.

Qy.openC.P.
‘member?

Probably sympathises
only. Decayed liberal.

Probably no definite
organisational
connection
Decayedliberal. Very
5y
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[red|*
Litauer, Stefan
(Polish) [1892-1959;
served in Polish
diplomaticservice, in
USSR and Polish
Foreign Ministry,
1922-27, President of
Foreign Press
Association, London,
1936-41; Polish
Chargé &' Affares,
Washington, 194s]

Lewis, C. Day 1904~
7]

MaGuardia, .1 (U.S.

Italian) (1882-1947]

Leslie, Kenneth (U.S.)
[1892-1974]

Longden, Fred [1886-
1952]

[entry in pencil:
Laski![1893-1950]

Licbling, A.J. (U.S.)
[190463]

News-Chronicle
Polish correspondent
circa 1944-46.

Poetetc.
Selector of Book Club
(with Priestley &
Daniel George).
Orion (helps to edit).
M.O.L during war.
Mayor of New York.
UNRRA.

‘The Protestant

(editor). Listedas

‘Communist-front

organisation by New
cader)

M.P. (Lab)

[See 3600; nd
biographicalnote,
3526,n.8)

New Yorker (“Our
Wayward Press”™)

Somekind of agent.
Was previously
Pilsudski supporter
Probably careerist.
[JozefPilsudski
(1867-135), Polish
patriot, Marshal,
statesman; declared
Poland'sindepen-
dence, 1918; President
uneil 1922; established
dictatorship, 1926.]

Previously C.P.
Probably notnow
completely reliable.
Said tohave changed
since Czech coup
déat

#2Died September
1947.
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McLeod, Joseph.
[1903-84]

[red*

*Moore, Nicholas.
(1918-86; sce 54,
headnote & 1195, n.
9

McCabe, Joseph.

(1867-1955]

McDiarmid, Hugh
(Christopher Murray
Grieve) (Scottish).
(1892-1978]

BBC announcer.
‘Book on Soviet
theatre,

Poet,

Books & pamphiets.

Poet& eriic.
“Scottish Writing” (?)

22 (People’s
Convention.)
Anarchistleanings.

Main emphasis anti-
Catholic. V. stupidon
all other subjects.

Dissident Communis
butprobably reliably
pro-Russian, Main
emphasis Scottish
nationalism. Very
anti-Bnglish,
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Mounie, E. (France)
(190550 see 3392,
n.6]

Neumann, Robert
(German){1897-1975]

Movement. [See 3392,
4]

Novelist

Manager of
“International
Authors”

(Russian propagandz)
for Hutchinson's for
some years.
[Complained about
Gollancz's reatment
ofhis Childrenof
Viennain 1947;sec
RuthDudley
Edwards, Vidor
Gollancz, 524.)

Slimy person.

Q. whether merely
careerist. (Qy. stllin
Briin?)
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IMackay, lan! News-Chronicle 122Profjournalist. |
MNo.l

(1808-1952] (columnista
industrial
correspondent.))

Manning, MrsLeah ~ M.P. (Lab) Epping.  ?Very activein

[1886-1977] WentwithZillacus ~ Spanish civil war. in
onTitosplit pencil:] Probably only

avagueF.T.
* [bluc asterisk appears between Manning and May]
May, Dr AlanNunn ~ Physicist. (Inprison)  Vide Blue Book on

[see 5042, . 3] Canadizn spy rias.
Has brotheralso,
politically active?

Mathieson, F. O Joumalist (U.S)

[F.O. Mathiessen,  BooksonModem

1902-50] versectc, [ The

Achievementof T S
Eliot, 1935]

(Entry in pencil] Labour M.P. 21 dontknow much

Mikardo, lan (Reading). abouthim, buthave

(ewish?)[1908-93;  Columnin sometimes wondered

see36o0,m.13617]  “Tribune.” Prob. not. Sily.

[ater addition:]
(Resigned from
editorial board of
Tribunc May 1949,

Onpolitical grounds.)
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O'Donncll, Peader
(Eire) [1893-1986]

[red]*

O'Casey, Sean (Eire,
lives in England),
[1880-1964]

[red]*

O'Flaherty, Liam
(Eire, usuallyin
USA). [1896-1984]

Critic.

‘The Bell (helps to
edic) (now extinct?)
[Publication
suspended between
May 1948and
October 1950]

Playwright

Novelist.

Qy.openC.P.2

Q.openC.P.?
Very stupid.

[See O'Casey's leteer,
2774

Qy. whether open
Cp2
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INachube, (itis?) [m
pencil Reinhold
[1892-1971; sce 3600,
.7)

Nearing, Scott (U.S.)
1883-1983]

Theologian
(Protestant)

Oldfigureinthe
lefewing movement.
Journalista writer.

?NB. Two peopleof
this name? [There may
be confusion wich his
brother, Helmut
Richard; see 3600, .

7]

{in pencil:] [don't
believe the famous
RN.isaF.T. Hehasa
great deal ofsense

Qy. whether open
C'P. member?

[in pencill:1should
have thought hehad
dropped outlong ago,
like Horrabin (whom |
thought he rather
resembled when [met
him. Anice type)
[For]. F. Horrabin
(1884-1962),see 2908,
n i)
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Priestley, ). B. (1894~
1984 sce 1391, n. 1]
[red* against Priestley
crossed outin blueink
with large ?added]

[red]*

Padmore, George
(Negro. Qy. African
origin?) [Pseudonym
of Malcolm Nurse, b
Trinidad, 1903-59;
died London but
buried in Ghana;see
2518,m.2.)

Novelist, broadcaster.
Book Clubselector.
(Tater note:] Appears
to have changed
aterly (1949).

Organiser League
against Imperizlism &
Kindred activities.
Books, pamphlets.

Strong sympathiser,
possibly has some
kind of organisational
tie-up. Very anti~
USA. Development
oflast 10 years or less
Might change. Makes
huge sums of money
inUSSR.

22 [large question-
‘marks; may refer
specifically to making
‘moneyin USSR.|

Expelled C.P. about
1936, Nevertheless
reliably pro-Russian
Main emphasis anti-
‘white. Friend (lover?)
ofNancy Cunard,
(LeftC.P. 1934;
founded Pan-African
Federationoad]
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[entryin penal]
[red*

Parker, Ralph(?)
(1908-64]

[red]*

Prict, D. N. 1887~
1972 [See 2593&
3600,1.9)

News-Chronicle
(Moscow
Correspondent 1947).
Also Times.
“Moscow
Correspondent™

(1949). **Plot Against
Peace” (pub. Moscow
1949.) [Also wrote for
New York Times,
1942.]

M.P. (independent—
expelled L P.) for
‘West Hammersmith
Barrister.

Authorof many
books, pamphletsetc.
“Choose Your
Future” issued 1940,
rithdwn t0at

Underground
member or closc . T.
Stayedonin Moscow
[where he died]
(became Soviet
citizen,) [Listedin
Second Literary
Notebook, 1948; sce
515,m50.]

Almost cerainly
underground
member. Saidto
handle more money
than s accounted for
byhisjob. Good M.P.
(ie. locally). Very able
& courageous.
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Robeson, Paul (U.S.

Negro) [1898-1976]

Reavey, George [b.
Russia, 1997-76;
educated Belfast and
Cambridge Univ.]

Actor, Singer.

Critic (expert Russian
litcrature)

“Soviet Literature
Today.”

[Founded European
Literary Burean,
Paris, 1932]

221 (People’s
Convention.) Very
anti-white. Wallace
supporter. [Henry
Wallace, 1888-1965,
US. Vice-President,
1941-45; later
advocated co-
operation with USS|
see g215,n. 1%
Wallacebelow.]

2 Probably not.
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Pepper, Claude (U.5.)
[1900-89]

Pares, Sir Bernard
(1867-1949]

[lter addition]
PARKER

[actually B. T. Parkin,
1906-69]

Redgrave, Michael
[1908-85]

Senator.

Experton Russian
affairs.
Various books.

Labour M.P. for
Stroud

Actor

Said to have modified
Viewsrecently.

2Very pro-Russian
culturally. Many years
inRussia. Changed
views oversabotage
ialsrial of British
engineers working in
Russia, 1933].
Recently denounced
by Russian press.

?Dont know much
abouthim, buthave
sometimes wondered.
2 (People’s
Convention) [setup
by Communist front]
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Swingler, 5. 1. (1915-  M.D. (Labour) BrotherinC.P. 72
69)

Stafford
Snow, Edgar. (U.S.)  Reporter& Noorganisational
[1905-72] Correspondent. connection?

Books (“Red Star over

China.")
Steong, AnnaLouise  Novelist(?)& F.T. Expelled from
(U.S.) [1885-1970] publicist SR (charge of

Ut
Many yearsinUSSR.  espionage) 1945.
Viewsunchanged?

(Sinclair, Upton] Novelist.) [Perhaps was strong
(U.S.) [x878-1968] sympathiser only.
Unreliable. Very
silly.
No. Denounced
Caechcoupac
Wroclaw Conference.
[Czech coup: seizure of power by Communists,
February 1948, and the climination of demaocratic
Cech government, culminating in murder or
protest-suicide of Jan Masaryk, son of founder of
Czechoslovakia. For Wroclaw Conference, see
Sy )
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[red]*
Smollet, Peter
(Smolka?) (Austrian)
[Harry Peter Smollett”
=Smolka; 1912-80;
see 3615,1.3)

Spender, Stephen
[1909-95; see 411, . 2]

[red]*
Shaw, G. B. 1856
1950]

Beaverbrook Press
(correspondent).

Ru section
M.O.L during war
{awarded Order of the
British Empire for his
services).

Poet, criticetc.
Literary organisations
of various kinds.

(UNESCO).

Playwright.

Almost certainly
agentofsome kind.
Said o be careerist.
Very dishonest.
[Exposed as Soviet
agentby Chapman
Pincher; see Richard
Cockett, David Astor
and The Observer,
102.]

Sentimental
sympathiser, & very
unrelizble. Easily
influenced. Tendency
towards
homosexuality.

Nosortof tie-up, but
reliably pro-Russian
onall majorissues,
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2
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Schuman, MauriceL.  Journalist (P.M., New

(U.S) Republic).

[Perhaps confused with Frederick Lewis Schuman, 1904-81;b. Chicago.
Maurice Schumann, 1911~;b. Paris. Both were concerned with foreign
affais. F. L. Schuman wrote Soviet Poltis: At Home and Abroad; Designfor
Power; Night over Europe; and American Policy Toward Russa snce 1917
Maurice Schumann wrote Honneur et Patrie; Mussolini; Le Gernanisme en

marche, and La France vent a iberté. Both contributed to many journals.Itis
ikely that Orwell had F. L. Schuman in mind. ]

Stapledon, Olaf “First & Last Men”, 22 Took equivocallne
[1886-1950;see 2824, etc. [Lastand First at Wroclaw and New
1] Men] York Conferences

1948-9. [See 3610,n.2
and 3617, n.9]

Steinbeck, John Novelist (“The 22 Spurious writer,
(U.5)[1902-68) Grapes of Wrath,” pseudo-naif.
etc.)
[probably later addition]
Solley (inits.) [L. J. M.P. (Lab.) Expelled from party
Solley, 1905-68] Thurrock 1949. Subsequently
applied forre-

adnTiesion.





OPS/images/book11_Fig-62.jpg
(red|*
Warbey, William
[1903-80]

Wallace, Henry.
[1888-196s:sec 3215,
n.1]

Werth, Alexander
(Russian origin)
[1901-69]

M.P. (Lab.)
Books onNorway
campaign, etc.

U.S.A. Previously
vice-president

‘Editor in Chief New
Republic

Many books (on
farming etc.)
Unofficial connection
with Plrogressive]
Clitizens of]
Almerica],
Manchester Guardian
(&many other
papers.) Recent (1949)
book on Russian
‘musicsaid tobe:
‘markedly eritical.)

Q. whether more than
sympathiser.
Appearsshallow
person.

Probably no definite
organisational
connection.

Very dishonest (ie
intellectually). [His
Progressive Party was
endorsed by the U.S.
Communist Party.]

Said tobe privately
disappointed by turn
ofeventsin USSR

2





OPS/images/book1_img562a.jpg
bhy
WOOLLEY COLLIERIES.

,[/‘9 GMARNSS 195

GETTING COAL
" do.
YARDS

do. 4 =~

do.
ALLOWANUES .
PER CENT oo PIECEWORK
Y EWORK
PERCENT on BYEWORK

GROSS WAGES
DEDUCTIONS.

PERMANENT RELIEF FUNI
INSURANCE ..

CASH ...
COALS ...
oI
RENT ...
EXPLOSIV
TOOLS ., :
LAMP GL ASSES & un—.cn
HOSPITAL
BENEVOLENT ¢
MINERS' WELFARE Gl e B in
EMERGENCY RELIEF ... ..}...}.. > 10N






OPS/images/book11_Fig-61.jpg
ITaylor, A.J.P.1
(1906-90)

Thomson, George
[1903-87; honoured
by Eastern bloc
countries]

Untermeyer, Louis
(U.S.) [188571977]

“Vicky” (name?)
[Victor Weisz, 1913~
66]

I Foreign policy expert
(east Europe).

I Manchester
Guardian, (Contrib )1
B'casts.)

Anthropologist&
archacologist (sub.
Ancient Greece).
[Professor of Greek,
University of
Birmingham]

Poet, critic,
anthologist

Cartoonist, News-
Chronicle.

122 Anti-American. |
(Tookanti-CP. linea
Wroclaw Conference.1
TSee3617,n.9.1

Q.C.P. member.

2Took the chairat
Waldorf Conference
1949 [See 10,21
Very Isuupid! sily.
£

(Don'c thinksso.)1
Mo
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Luckermann, 5.
(English Jew).

(Solly Zuckerman,”
1904-93; Kt. 1956 life
peer 1971]

Biologist (Bnstol
University?)
[Professorof
Anatomy, Un. of
Birmingham, 1943~
68]

Bookson apes.
Onscientificstaffof
RAF [and for
Combined
OperationsHQand
SHAEF] during the
war.

Strong sympathiser
only. Could change
Politicall ignorant
[

Scientific
Adviser to the Britsh
Government, 1964~
7
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Welles, Orson (U.5.)
[1915-85]

[red]*

Zilliacus, K. (Finnish?
‘Jewish') [1804-1967:
see 36008 2990, 1.2)

Film producer
(“Citizen Kane etc.)

M.P. Gateshead
(Labour).
“Vigilantes.”
Author of many
books.

Previously League of
Nations official.
Expelled from L.P.
1949

Made equivocal
remark (re Tito) Sept.
1949. Attackedin
Moscow press,
Continued F.T.
activities.

Possiblyno
organisational
connection. Close
fellow-traveller only
sinceabout 1943
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. Greece Fights for Freedom! [Greek-American

Labour Committee, 1944]

‘The Truth About Greece [Greek Unity
Comittee, 1943]

Letter toa Soldier [A Comradein Arms; FS,
Wartime]

Herbert Morrison's Work i the War Govr. 1940~
4s[LP, 1945]

For Herbere Morrison see 763,n. 23

Reports on the [Underground] Resistance:
Movementin Austria [LBAS, 1943]
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. Does Russia’s entry alter Britain's War? (A. Scott)

[WIL, 1941]

‘Wall Street versus Wilhelmstrasse (F. A. Ridley)
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Horizon, March 1948. NB. “Pigmented” has back-reference, & the
other jargon ditto to some extent. Note ambiguity of “art of naivete”.)

Jargon words & phrases: Avant-garde. Kitsch. Alienated.
Disoricntated (ation). Naive. Values. Rationale. Arbitrary(?)
Total values. Atonality. Ideational

This subordination of overt action to the amplification of intrinsic
perception is a fundamental feature of the negative side of the acsthetic
experience, & its explicit recognition is required, along with putting at
a distance nonaesthetic interests, in any adequate description even of
this side of the picture.

[Quoted in Partisan Review (in a review) from “Art & the Social
Order” by D.W. Gotshalk.)
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up your troubles. The watch on the Rhine (when we've wound
up). If you were the only girl in the world. The Yanks are
coming. K-k-k-Katie. Another litle drink. | don't want to get
well

Immediate post-war, The wild, wild women (2)"* How you gonna keep

1020's.

1915-40.
War vears

“em down on the farm. Pensylvania.* Where do the fies go? 'm
getting tired of playing second fiddle. Whose baby are you,
dear? Abie my boy. Ours is a nice house, ours is. Coal-black
mammie (?) There's nothing sure but— I'm forever blowing
bubbles. We won the war.
T'want to be happy. Yes, we have no bananas. It in't gonna rain
nomore. Show me the way to go home. When it's night time in
Italy. I wonder where my baby is tonight. Bye-bye, blackbird.
Yes, sir, that's my baby. Maggie, yes Ma. Why did [ kiss that
girl? Ma, he's kissing me. I'm gonna take a water-melon, Lain'
nobody's darling. Horsie, keep your tail up,

(End of irst column]
Chick, chick, chick, chick, chicken. Sonnie boy. Oh Rose
Maric Tlove you. Tea for two.
I'm dancing with tears in my eyes. Danny boy. Wheezy Anna.
There they go, in theirjoy (2) The bells arc ringing for Sally (3"
Seven years with the wrong woman.
You can't o that there 'ere. I've got a feling I've found her.
Boomps-a-daisy. Roll out the barrel.'® There'll shways be an
England. Lili Marlene. Maizy doats. Oh, Johnnie, oh Johnnie.
okl e ovie s Yhe dower-Th
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[Spearhead™—notes for the review,
[Biih newspapers-—nots for ‘Betan'sLefi- Wing Press’ 367)
[Diary entry, 30 3.48, 3374)

[Timetable at Hairmyres Hospital, 3352)

[Disry cntry, 18.4.48, 3384)

[Wilde (The Soul of Man under Socialism, 1891)—notes for review, 3396]
{George Gissing—notes for essay-review, 3407

Popular Songs

[These lst are arranged in two columns on a single page: for convenience this
arrangement has not been followed., Orwell's indicatons tha three il should
be shified to later periods have been followed; the notes give che original
locations. The question-marks arc Orwells. Sce also ‘Songs We Used to Sing,"
2868]

1900-1912. Chase me, Charli (2) Oh, do stop your tickling, Jock. Every
nice girl loves a ailor. Anybody here seen Kelly (?) Litde grey
home in the west (3 Let's all go down the Strand. Sailing,
sailing, up in an aeroplane. Who were you with last night?

11214 Yip-i-yaddy.” Killarney. Tipperary. Alexander's ragtime
band. Everybody's doing it. Gilbert the Filbert. Burlington
Bertie ()

War Years. We don't want to lose you. Keep the home fres burning. Pack
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Wrought
Hue (& cry)
High dudgeon

Examples of Critical English

Here it is asserted that at bottom “no one belicves in his own death, or
to put the same thing in another way, in the unconscious every one of us is
convinced of his own immortality.” One wonders what students of
Existentialism, & particularly of Martin Heidegger's “phenomenology
of death”, would make of this plain denial of our human readiness to
confront death, not as an idea, but as a certainty contributing to our
effort to make life authentic here & now?

(Partisan Review. Review of Freud's “On War, Sex & Neurosis™.)
Q. To what does the clause “not as an idea” refer?

Turning, for a last comment, to the various followers cither of
Sutherland or of Piper, one must search in their exhibited work for the
signs of lyricism and intelligent self-knowledge, richly pigmented self
& conscientious skill within the subservience to the leading modes. Itis
the younger painters giving these signs who may become explicit &
individual, finding real & not apparent ends. Among these, | believe
that I can detect two, or even four . . . in whom love & growth may be
more_powerful than hate or death, who obviously disrelish the
nostalgic, the art of association, & disrelish even more the art
naivety. (Geoffrey Grigson. Article on “The New ‘Romanticism’
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Politicians Extreme Right  Douglas Jerrold
Emest Benn, Lord Hankey

Right Grigg or Herbert Williams

Liberal Lloyd George, Megan, or Sinclair

Independent  Vernon Bartlett, W. ). Brown

National Liberal Aulee or Bevin or Morrison

Moderate Maxton or Brockway

Communist  Polltt or Dutt

Centre. Ackland,” Winteringham®
Scientists Accepted Eddington (dead?)?

Controversial ~ Huxley

Rebellious Haldane

Provocative  Bernal

Popular A M. Low

Established  Canterbury or Whale

Subversive  Lincoln or Bradford or

Birmingham

Secular Middleton Murray®

Provocative  Macleod or Mervin® Stockwood

Austere Alexander Miller

Iconoclastic  Father Grosier®
Militant PacifistDonald Soper

Poets Military Stephen Spender
Un-miliary ~ Osbert Sicwell
Neutral William Plomer
Satirical Sagittarius
Common- V. Sackville-West, Roy
sensical Campbell and Cecil Day Lewis etc
Writers Hard Pariotic  Rebecca West, Rose Macaulay,

Archur Bryanc
Soft Patriotic ~ E. M. Forster, or Rosamund
Lehmann, Clemence Dane

Romantic Graham Green,” Ethel Manning®
Sentimental J. B. Priestley, Beverly® Nichols
Jingoistic Noel Coward
Workers Must be found in factories
Employers Sic Archie Rowlands will help us
Paintcrs Epstein, John, Nevinson
Sculptors (Raymond Mortimer will be able to
suggest more names)
Architects Raymond Mortimer will be able to

suggest some names

J.J. Astor, Lord Astor, Burlington
Ward, E. H. Carr, Gerald Barrie
etc.

Margery Lockett will help

hestre Directors Binkee® Beaumont or John
Gicalgud® wil help
Women A mother
Ama

A factory Lriol
Writer, Actress
Politicians etc
Economists Keynes, Beveridge. (Laski might
be able to help)
Philosothers Bestrand Russell, Joad, et
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Soldiers’ songs of 1914-18. Mademoiselle from Armentiéres. I don’t want
to join the bloody army_ If you want to find the sergeant major (1) The
quartermaster's store (?) So we laid down the bucket.”

[Diary entry, 21.5.48, 3402)
[Things not foresen fn youth s part o middle g, 402
[“The Labour Gov. after three years,” 3463]

(The notebook from folio 22 to 54" is blank. In the main it seems to have been
entered from the centre towards the back. The four pages of phrases and words
€0 be kept, scrapped, ot substituted are all marked 25 being continuation pages
and were presumably written up after the main scction on Latin. They are in
more or less alphabetical order, so were probably copied from another source.]

Archaic or unusual words used only in one dliché phrase,
Fraught (with)

(Good) trencherman
Wreak (vengeance)





OPS/images/book9_fig4.jpg





OPS/images/book9_fig3.jpg
a7

s
(3






OPS/images/book9_table.jpg
Bought (mostly secondhand)
Given to me or bought with book tokens

33
Review copies and complimentary copies 143
Borrowed and not returned 10
Temporarily onloan ...... s

TOTAL






OPS/images/book9_map.jpg





OPS/images/book9_table-2.jpg
1940
1940

1941

. 1941

1942
1943
1944
1946

Boys' Weeklies

The Ruling Class (an extract from the then forthcoming The
Lion and the Unicom)

Wells, Hitler and the World State

The Art of Donald McGill

Rudyard Kipling

Gandhi in Mayfair (a long review)

Raffles and Miss Blandish

Politics and the English Language





OPS/images/book9_table-1.jpg
Bought ...
Gifts ...

Review copies, etc.
Borrowed and not returned
Onloan
Shelves

TOTAL






OPS/images/line.jpg





OPS/images/book1_img016.jpg





OPS/images/book1_img564a.jpg
WOOLLEY OOLLIEHIIS.

GETTING COAL
co.

YARDLS

ALLOWAANCES | . P
PER CENT. on PIECEWORK

BYEWORK e - W
PER CENT. on IWEWORK

PERMANENT RELIEF FUNI
INSURANCE. .

CASH .. ol
COALS ... v
Ol .. .
RENT ..
EXPLOSIVES
Tut)l $...
ANy (:I ASSES & Llll’k KS.

HOSPITAL ..

BENEVOLENT FUND ..

MINERS' WELFARE X 9
BMERGENCY RELIEF .. "IN
- . 2
Duarh  stoppage 1310






OPS/images/book1_img561.jpg
& oth y Krgm






OPS/images/PCHI_1.gif





OPS/images/book8_f0476-01.jpg
Caricd forward 61,550 £530-07
160,450 (853147
Dace To whom Particulars Payment  [leem] [Notes]
£ d)

610 | Allen& Unwin  Royalties* 0600 268 Pub 181143

+On “Talking to India”
1010 | M.E. News Review (800) 880 2760 Vllamy; Taylor; Incz Holden
1110 | Tribune Arick (1200) 330 2770 Youand the Atom Bomb
710 | AL E News Review 6800 B8O 2768 Rhys Davies Selced Storis
1810 | O Review (700)fenty crossed theough]

[This gt hav been inended fr he reviw (ot Sntred)of O'Casey's D underthe Windows, 2774
2110 | Common Welth  Aricle (1400) 2126 2778 Castrophic Gradualism
2410 | M.E News Review (800) 880 2773 Mcllanby: Humen Guinca Pigs
1810 | Tebunc Acice (1200) 330 271
2610 | Trbune Arice 1200 330 7m0
3110 | M.E News Review (800) 880 279 Jones & Halten

Commnary (USA). Novembey 1945, 380 wards, 277, naloged]

211 | Trbune Arice 1200 2786 Revenge ls Sour
11| Paul Elek odoion @500 250 781 ok Londow Lo oL
71 | M.E News Review (800) B8 784G Wl Minds Endof o T
At A e 12120

dio =
O O v s T Wit RO L PO





OPS/images/book2_f0279-01.jpg





OPS/images/book8_f0464-01.jpg
Orwell’s Figures
Word Counts ~ Receipts
1943 c. 24,750 £154-19-0
1944 99,850' 586~ 4-0
1945 109,850 %1- 86

Corrected Figures
Word Counts ~_ Receipts
C 24750 £154-19-0
113,150'  586-18-8
106,750° _ 967- 3-4

234,450 £1,702-11-6

244,650 1,709- 1-0






OPS/images/book1_img060b.jpg





OPS/images/book1_star1.jpg





OPS/images/book2_pg293.jpg
(Wanted for 1937. lssues

June 15th t0 30th'®

News Chronice. - May sth-z20th
June 1sth-soth

M. Guardian.  May sth-z0th
June 15th-3oth

[March 10th-a0th

May sth-20th





OPS/images/book2_f0441-01.jpg





OPS/images/book2_f0457-01.jpg
\

(On facing page]]

pale yellow, very wriggly. (legs relatively thinner

than this.

ey





OPS/images/book2_f0426-01.jpg
On page opposite:]





OPS/images/book1_img061a.jpg





OPS/images/book2_f0427-01.jpg





OPS/images/book8_f0469-01.jpg
piey | | KIDNERVER o Aot SwEe  Dvey of Uy TR
305 | M. Evening News  Revicw (00) 860 282 AwBooks Too Dear?
| S bt Ao 2500 2481 Benchitof Clergy (Cr. E., 194)
76 | Observer 770 2087 Seagrave: Alexander: Burma, India
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[Latin American Depe] Literawre;see 2491, 2497

26 | Observer Review (800) 770 2495 Schucking: Socielogy of Lit. Tasie
286 | M. Evening News  (Review)* (800) 580 2098 Marindale: One Generstonto Anothr
77 | Observer view (800) 770 2502 Gill Ina Srenge
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207 | Observer Review (800) 790 2517 Baraun: Romamiiiom

247 | Parisan Review  LondonLeuer @000) 200 2519 Pub. Fall 1944

217 | M E News Re 22 Aken Bl Disis

28 1000 228 Chien: Drogon Bes

58 | M.E. News 880 2320 Church mh.usm.k.u

118 | Observer 800 252 Paneth: Branch S

178 | Observer 1000 295 Saunc Milon

28 | M E News 880 2536 James: Souh of the Co

88 | Horizon 1300 2538 Rafies and Mss Blndih (Oct ')

318 | Observer

000 2512 From Works of Winsanley
69 | M.E News
“Focus™

880 2 Howlensia ShorSion?
(4000) 2548 Anhur Koestler (nd Cr. E., 1946)
e rosed hrough Orwell ] “Payment o be e s 195, S ook o 946

159 | Observer Review (800) 2551 Brogan: The American Problem
299 | Observer Review (800) 1000 2554 Books & pamphlets on Burma
10 | M.E. News Review (800) 500 2559 Elio: Four Quoras

1310 | Observer Article (600) 1000 2564 Home Guid Lessons

1810 | M. E News Review (800) 800 2565 Murry: Adem and Eve

18 | Obbicvs Review (800) 1000 2570  Nichols: Verdict on India
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Have been ill. Not certain number of eggs
but about .
Weather clear & fine.
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In the United Kingdom~ 10% on first 1000, 12%2% on next 1000,
15% on next 3000 and 20% thereafier;

in Colonies - 4d. per copy sold;

Cheap editions - 10% if published at 2/- = 3/6; 7Y% if
blished under 2/-,

Book Societies - if 2000 0r more aresold to Book Socicty

at a discount of $0% or more of the
published price, 2 royalty of 10%

Advance on publication= £100 or two-thirds of royaltics carned on
st novel during first 6 months afier
publication, whichever is greater. Maxi
‘mum advance £250. Royaltics from sales
t0 Book Socities not counted in assess-
ing next sdvance.
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Comparison of weeks ended June 18th 1932 & June 1§th 193

Weck ended.
June 18th 1932
June 15th 1935

June 18th 1932
June 15th 1935

June 18th 1932
June 15th 103§

ORDINARY.
Cases Persons
8,150 16,493
11,964 23,822
UNEMPLOYED
10,548 33,690
4799 11,664
‘TOTAL EXPENDITURE.
18,698 50,183
16,763 35,486

Amount.
£5327-8-6
£8695-2-6

£4924-8-9
£4792-8-9

£10,251-17-3.
£13,487-11-5,
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i-~ TOWN HALL. SHEFFIELD, 1.

JOMN RENNIE. wo. orm
ELICAL OFFCER OF MEALTH.

THE MEDICAL OFFICER OF MEALTI 10th March, 1936.

b

Cear Sir,
1 neve to scknowledge receipt of your letter of the

4th inst., and have pleasure in giving you st&tisticel infomation

for the year 19034,

1., Blrtr rote end Death rote,yeer 1934, See table enclosed
2. Infunt ¥ortality, year 1934, showing birth rates ate
in the several stetist-
) 4eal units of the City.

2. YMasber of suicides during 1934 54
4, Number of Back-w»dbeok houses in b
Sherrield, Not known S
5, Number of condemned houses still
innabited.
©, NMunber of Corporaiion houses at
sresent in the course of 13908

onstruction,

* Yours faithfully,

Med ical Officer of lHealth,
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DEDUCTIONS.

PERMANENT RELIEF FUN
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Spraying o

rees etc.

Apples. Remarks.
1. Dec-mid-Feb. Tar oil (3%-50)

Early May (pink kind) ~ Lime sulphur (1-50) Notin hotsun
1. Late May (petal fll) Bordeaux Mixture
Plums.
L Dec. to Mid-Jan Tar ol (3%-s0)

Mid-May (post blossom) _ Derris (1 Ib.~so galls)
Cherries.

Dec. to Jan. Tar oil (3¥-50)

Mid-june Derris (1 Ib.~s0)

Black Currants.

Dec.—Feb. Tar il (3/6-50)
Early April Lime sulphur (1-50)
July-August Bordeaux Mixture (?)
(afcer fruit picked)
Red Currants
Dec-Feb. Tar oil (3%-50)
Gooseberries.
Dec.—Feb. Tar oil (3¥-50)
June Derris (weaker than for
‘plums & cherries)

NB. Tar Oil. Mix with own volume of water, stir well & then add bulk of

water.,

Lime sulphur, All apples can stand it before blossoming.
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Serve the purpose of X'
render (with adjective) promote X
not un-

militate against g o

Show 2 tendency to

The fact that

ise & -isation, de-

With regard to, with respect to, etc.
Play a leading part (role) in X
Inoperative (render inoperative)
Make contact with

Make tself felt
Subjected to  Take effect
Have the effect of

Exploit — utilise’
In the interests of
Compels the conclusion that

Phenomenon
Sphere/Realm
Element

Effective®

Prove unacceptable
Reach.. . . point (that — of)?

Effect X
five® good grounds for
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Ring the changes
Take up the cudgels for

(Explore every avenue

Leave no stone unturncd

No axe to grind

Grist to the mill (Q. what is grist?)

Toe the line  (tow the line)

Fishing in troubled waters _ (meaning?)
Rift within the lute  (Rift?)

Fly in the ointment

Ride roughshod over

Stand shoulder to shoulder with

Achilles heel

Hotbed

Swan song

Play into the hands of.

Order of the day.
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Arthur Calder-Marshall  Arthur Koestler
Cyril Connolly Alun Lewis
Bonamy Dobréc George Orwell
Tom Harrisson Stephen Spender®
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In English to India (Saturdays) 56 (one not broadcast; one
uncertain)

In English to Malaya (Fridays)

In English to Indonesia (Fridays) 19 (written by Orwell until he
left the BBC)

8
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Into Gujarati (Mondays)

Into Marathi (Thursdays)
Into Bengali (Saturdays)
Into Tamil (Wednesdays)

Into Hindustani (Saturdays)

42 (one less certain; last two recast
by Desai, who took over, as
exercises)

15 (taken over by Venu Chitale)

29 (taken over by Dr. P. Chatterjee)

29 (prepared by Orwell until he left
the BBC)

1 (possibly morc)
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If not, is this Government basically incapable of
using this method?

Is the present Government, if victorious, likely to
establish a durable peace?

Is the U.S.S.R., if its resistance is mainained,
likely to dominate the situation at the end of the
war and ensure the esuablishment of Soviet
Communism over large arcas of Europc?

Willit be possible to avoid the dominance of cither
Imperialism or Stalinism at the end of the war?

Is the British Labour Movement the main bulwark
against such a situation?

Can the British Labour Movement exercise a
decisive influence on the course of the war while in
2 minority position in Parliament?

Is 2 Socialist, or 2 predominantly Socialist,
Government possible of achievement during the
course of the war?

Would it necessarily strengthen or weaken the war
effort?

Could such a Government be obtained by consti-
tutional means—i.c., by 2 General Election?

If so, could mass pressure force the present
Government to face 2 General Election?

Ifnor, should the formation of such a Government
by revolutionary means be attempted if suitable
conditions arose?

Ae such conditions likely o arise?

Would such an awempe faully weaken the war
effort and enable Hitler o strike 2 decisive blow?
Would it be probable that by that stage Hitler’s
own intemnal position would also be extremely
insceure?

Should all Socialists who believe the present

Government incapable of defeating Nazism, or

who believe that Socialist methods would shorten

the war and win the peace, unitc in a common

front for an intensc propaganda drive?

Should this drive be linked with support for *Win

the War by Socialism"™ candidates at present bye-

elections?

Could such a drive exerta decisive influence on the

course of the war?

Yes

Probably

No
Yes

Imporant, but
not the main one

Yes

Yes
Strengthen
Yes
Yes
Yes
No

Not if the suitable
conditions existed

No
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18

Is the present Anglo-German conflict fundament-
ally an imperialist war?

Whether imperialist or not, is it unimportant to
British workers whether Britain or German
triumphs?

Is there any important difference, from the
‘worker's standpoint, between British Imperialism
and German Nazism?

Is the struggle of China, Norway or Greece
imperialistic?

Does it become so because assisted by Great
Britain?

Should Socialists support the British war effort?
Should Socialists support the present British
Government?

Should Socialists support strikes which have a
legitimate industrial objective, even if they retard
the war effort?

Is a Peace by Negotiation desirable, at any price?
Is a Peace by Negotiation possible at present, on
terms which would not leave Hitler master of
continental Europe and with a free hand to con-
tinue the war on one front against the U.S.5.R.?
Has the German invasion of the U.S.S.R. affected
the issue of a negotiated peace now?

Is the prospect of 2 negotiated peace likely to
stimulate or retard revolutionary opposition to
Nazism in the occupicd countries?

[fthe U.S.S.R. is defeated, is the Anglo-American
combination likely to achieve victory?

Would victory then be possible by mainly military
means?

Ifso, s the present British leadership adopting and
developing those means with sufficient speed?

Is the altemative of 2 psychological offensive a
practical one?

Isitan alternative or a supplementary method? .c.,
would revolt be possible throughout the Conti-
nent without the continuation of the armed
struggle?

Is the present Government adopting and develop-
ing this method adequately?

[Orwell}

No

No

Yes
No

No
Yes

Not unreservedly

Yes
No

No

No

Retard
Yes
No
No

?

No
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Page2. lhus editonal that you are listening to.
Page4. A poem by Herbert Read, “The Contrary Expericnce”, read by

himself.

Page 6. “Poor Relation”, a monologue by Inez Holden, recited by Vida
Hope.

Page 10. A poem by Dylan Thomas “In Memory of Ann Jones”, read by
William Empson.

Page 11. A short commentary on Dylan Thomas by several voics.

Page 12. Three poems by Henry Treece, read by John Ackins.

Page 15. Open Forum, a discussion of Henry Treece's poems by George
Orwell, John' Ackins, Mulk Raj Anand, William Empson, and
others.

Page 18. A sonnet by William Wordsworth, read by Herbert Read.
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London Calling

War Review by Captain Cyril Falls

News in English

Weekly News Review read by Z. A. Bokhari

Gramophone Records Songs of England’: Commercialdisc, Colum-
b DdE) 64 (Mach sclection played by Band of the Grenadicr

Commentary on the Derby

English Folk Songs and Dances: Commercial disc, Regal MR 3290

ENSA [Entertainments National Scrvices Association] Overscas
Half-Hour: ‘London Carries On"

“For Gallantry’ No. 8: Sergeant Flavell (Dramatised impressions of
how British men and women have faced danger)

“Britain Sings’

News and News Commentary—Parick Lacey

Listening Post No. 533—James Ferguson

Programme Parade

A. ). Powell and His Banjo Octet with Maisic Weldon [who gave
impressions of Marie Lioyd, Evelyn Laye, Harry Weldon, Jessie
Matthews, and Vera Lynn]

Wartime Sport—Barrington Dalby

Irish Half-Hour No. 4 (songs with band)

Talk by ). B. Priestiey

Masters of the Keyboard: Liszi; played by Lovis Kentner and

resented by Score Goddard
Closing Announcements and Natioral Anthem

8 Ol Toinin”
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No.
No.

No.

No.

1: 15 or 22 November

. 2: 29 November (the extract printed in Talking to India can be assigned
o this day)

. 3: 20 December (unnumbered script survives, which refers, probably
inaccurately, to a broadeast given the previous week; PasBs has no
record of such 2 broadcast in that week)

L R i
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September, October and November, 1941.

English
1. We Speak to India
2. Through Eastern Eyes
3. News from India
(Forces Programme)
Hindustani
4 Indian Forces in Britain
(Forces Programme)
5. Students’ Greetings Programmes

English

1. We Speak to India

2. Through Eastern Eyes

3. News from India (December
only) (Forces Programme)

Hindustani

4. Indian forces in Britain

5. Indian Forces Overseas

6. Forces' Greetings Programme

7. Students’ Greetings Programmes

8. Hindustani Feature Programme

(30 minutes)
(15 minutes)
(10 minutes)

(30 minutes)

(15 minutes)

(30 minutes)
(15 minutes)
(10 minutes)

(30 minutes)
(30 minutes)
(15 minutes)
(15 minutes)
€15 miiowtes)

Weekly

programme time
150 minutes

105 minutes
10 minutes

30 minutes

30 minutes

150 minutes
105 minutes
10 minutes

30 minutes
150 minutes
30 minutes
30 minutes
30 minutes
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Dates Sick Annual
Tue. 14.10.41—Mon. 27.10.41 14
Mon. 1.12.41—Mon, 22.12.41  22%
Mon. 29.6.42—Mon. 13.7.42 [2 weeks]?
Wed. 20.1.43—Thu. 11.2.43 18 20 sick**
Fri, 23.4.43—Mon. 26.4.43  [no figures]
given]
Fri. 3.9.43—Mon. 20.9.43 10t
Mon. 11.10.43—Fri. 15.10.43 4
Mon. 25.10.43—Tue. 26.10.43 1

WK with ce

e

Bisque’

Comments

2normal off
Lin lieu Easter &
2normally off
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(Transcription Assistant: E. Rowan Davies } Seconded from
(Secretary: Miss Gibb O.C. Department
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From the Cripps’ Papers]
PRESENT SET-UP OF INDIAN BROADCASTING AT THE BBC

J. Beresford Clark
Controller of Overseas Programmes

R. A. Rendall
Empire News Service Assist. Controller of
Overseas Programmes

1
S. J. de Lotbiniere
Director of Empire Services

Eastern Services Committee
(1.0, M.O.L, F.0,, C.O,, LE., LP.Q., Prof. Firth)

Sir Malcolm Darling L. F. Rushbrook Williams
Indian Editor (Hindustani) Director of Eastern Services
(Evesham) (London)

Programme Staff: . A. Bokhari
4 Muslims Indian Programme Organiser
1 Englishman
Programme Staff:

3 Hindus
1 Englishman
[ 1 — L 1
Hindustani Hindustani  English  Vemacular  Hindustani
News News|  programmes News Lewers  Drama &
Topiciland  to India (Except  Entertainment
Cultural Hindustani
Tiks | and Tamil)
L
Total I Total

260 minutes per week with staffof 7 715 minutes per week with staff of 5
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Sinclair Lewis—dates

Free Air — 1919
Main Street — 1520

Babbit® — 1922

Arrowsmith — 1925

E. Gantry — 192

Dodsworth — 1929

Ann Vickers — 1933

It can't happen here — 19367
The Prodigal Parents

Bethel Merriday
Cass Timberlaine  — 19457
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Date To whom Partculars. Paymenc | fitem] [Notes]
)
[1943]
127 | Specutor 208 | Lebmann: New Wriing & Dapl
57 | Horizon 2257 | Gandhi in Mayhs
(crieq)|  Observer = Notdenified.
“Betraal of the Le'| 737, 753 | Two chapters of this publication
“Donald McGil 2201 | Firscpub. Sept. 1941; 8504
S5 | N. Staesman 2236 | Red Moon Rising. A Millon Dicd
98 | Observer 2237 | Hulon: The New Age
168 | Trbunc 2271 | Th. Manm: Order o the Day
08 | Observer 272 [ Lévy: Frone s Democracy
38 | Lisener 227 jesd A of ¢ Vo Soldicr
159 | Partisan Review, sy Not pub.: scc .
carlicr | Partisan Review! o | Compd 355545 b Ju-Aug
210 | Observer 2305 [ Laski: Reflcions o e Re
1810 | Trbune 2328 | Casss: Trialof Musolivi
2710 | Nation (USA) 2365 | Braisford: Subec India
i1 | Observer 2307 | Lot We Reger, 1 Siand 1 Think
1011 | Observer 2380 | peers, Dundas: Spain
calice | Observer = Not identiicd
701 | Fontine 2357 | Detetive Sory: H = Held over?
211 | Tribune 2579 | Mark Twain
2711 | M. Evening News 289 | Koser A & Degrure
12 | Penguin Books iy 2 Bumese Dy
812 | M. Evening News 289 | Jordan: Tumst Dy (wih 22.11)
112 | Warburg Not idendf
112 | Observer 2594 | W. H. Daves: Colleed Pocms

Ot et
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NEW-YORKSIVINO: LONDON'3TUDNO

Master of Ceremonies Master of Ceremonies
Peter Donald, r Colin Wills

aconteur “Can you top this?”
Speakers Speakers
Howard Dietz, playwright  George Strauss, M.P.
Madame Lee Ya Ching, George Orwell, author of

hinese ilot “Down and Out in Paris and London”

Pat Mulheame, editor of Comutnder Puiine Comert BTN
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W o m’“_]nhn 2 o





OPS/images/book5_Fig-5.jpg
Monday:
Tuesday:

Wednesday:

Thursday:

Friday:
Saturday:

- The Debate Continues” (only necessarily today)
“Everybody's Scrapbook” — unless it be scrapped and
rescrapped.

“Here in Britain” — adjus

“Behind the Headlines” e dant o (h il llow
ome Books”

“Women Generally Speaking”

“Six points for Playwrights” (on a day when Indians at las

may b thinking we are worth cooperatng witk)

““Story of Fascism” — (is the script revised to tel
‘Behind the Battlefront” — in Britain!

“A Day in My Life".

No change.
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In continuation of I.P.O’s memo of 11-9-42.
DETAILS:—

SUNDAY: Middle Eat Enersinment

“Any_Questions?” mumg "TEE &
hal-hour Enghsh
Hindustani Talk
Hindusani Chidre'sProg, (Ashrt)
MONDAY:  Middle East Entertain
tinues

Gujerati Newsletter
ndin Sabh’
TUESDAY: Entrsinmens

Englxsh h-\( our peiod
B

Findeant P
WEDNESDAY:  Middle East Entertainment
Through Eastern Eyes
15 mins: Music (E.M.S)
aally  Speaking
(arnged by Lady Grigg)
“Hello Punjab’
Greetings — Indian Students’ Messages

9

(recordet
THURSDAY:  Middle East Entertainment
Eyes

Hindustani Talk (approx;)
(starting sometime in October)
iddle East Entertainment
English halC-hour period
‘Through Eastern Eyes
iHello P
Hindustan
semummas: Mol e Bmvgnment
wough Eatern Eyes (News Review)
English half-hour  period
music presnted by PrincessIndira
Hindustani Entertai
Greeings — Indian Students’ Messages
(recorded)
Bengali Newsletser

FRIDAY:

GMT
0415 — o445
0925 — 1000
1115 — 1200

15— 1430
1430 — 1485
o4

345 — 1400

o
15— 1130
1130— 1200
1345 — 1440

1420 — 1430
1430 — 1445
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End of Number on books

Change as comp. with 1933

March 788,300
June 768,000
September 763,700
December 769,300

4/ 3089,300/ 772,325

minus 2,300
plus 3,000
plus 6,900
minus 11,100
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Beinecke
Berg.

Davidson
Edinburgh
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